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The Story

1

His name was Joe Bailey and the start of what happened to him was on a midsummer night in 1929 in a flat on Dearborn Street in Chicago, when he was pushed and pulled, head first, from a snug, warm, moist place where he had been quite content. He did not ask, you must understand, to be removed from that happy haven. For that matter, he had not asked to be put there, nor would he have been had not two people named Alvin and Florence Bailey become a bit too drunk, one October night of the year before, to remember rudimentary precautions.

Anyway, you can’t blame Joe Bailey for either of those events. He was not consulted, either upon the night of his birth or upon the night nine months before when the seed was so inadvertently planted.

He was six when Al Bailey died, killed in the holdup of a theater. He was seven when his mother moved with him to Milwaukee, Wisconsin, and took a job as a waitress there.

He was eighteen, just starting his fourth year of high school, when his mother died. Joe had already been working on the side, for a man named Mitch, so he quit school and worked for Mitch full time instead. Did pretty well, until the heat went on.

And that, in a general sort of way, is everything that had happened to Joe Bailey, up to August 26, 1948. That’s as good a starting place as any. It’s the day Joe met the girl he was going to kill.

Let’s take it from there.
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Maybe it would be well for us to meet the day itself, first. Do you remember August 26, 1948? Were you, by any chance, in Milwaukee on that day?

It was a Thursday. It was hot. The temperature reached 94 degrees at 3:00 P.M., the same high as the day before, but Thursday was worse for it was more humid. Two more deaths from the heat brought the total to seven.

But some must have liked it hotter. A man named Lander was fined ten dollars by Civil Judge Wedemeyer for having set fire to a mattress by smoking in bed. Smoking in bed is illegal in Milwaukee. And fatalities mounted to four as the result of a flash fire in a bowling alley at Okauchee.

It was the day German Communists seized the Berlin city hall and set up a rump administration, but most of Milwaukee was more interested in the weather, which was closer.

The heat was still on in the numbers racket, too. That heat had started thirty-seven days before and still showed no sign of letting up. It had started on July 18th when the Milwaukee Journal blew the lid off the policy racket in the Sixth Ward—the Negro district—and had started a sensational expose of unduly intimate relations between the police and one Smoky Gooden, alleged to be payoff man for the policy wheels. Brought to light, in print, was the embarrassing fact that, in the neighborhood thereof, the little tobacco shop run by Smoky was known familiarly as the Sixth Ward Detective Bureau. Apparently with reason. The Journal, in preparing for the exposé, had parked a truck containing a camera across the street from Smoky’s, and had taken pictures—a series of photographs of policemen and detectives entering and leaving the shop. Leaving, in most cases, with happy smiles on their faces.


And the Journal had facts and figures; they told exactly how many policy wheels were operating in the ward—there were eleven—and who operated them and where. They printed facsimiles of state income tax returns.

The police wriggled, with outraged innocence, upon the hook, and a John Doe investigation was instigated.

All good clean fun, of course, and in the long run no one was hurt very badly—such things nearly always end, eventually, in a whitewash—but the heat went on all over town and stayed on. The Negro district policy wheels were peanuts compared to the doings of the big operators like Mitch, but the heat covered all. No one knew what the Journal was going to expose next.

Yes, the heat was still on in more ways than one on August 26, 1948. Despite it, the Boston Store was advertising all-wool fur-trimmed coats at only $48, tax free, in claret wine, gray, green and black, sizes 10 to 20—38 to 44. And presenting a marionette show of Alice in Wonderland at no admission charge four times daily.

At the Alhambra Theater, cooled by air conditioning, Life With Father—Now! At Regular Prices!—was playing; co-feature, Police Reporter. You could have A Date With Judy at the Towne, or at the Telenews you could see: BABE RUTH DIES! RED TEACHER LEAPS FROM CONSULATE! MATADOR GORED IN BULL FIGHT!

Surely you remember August 26, 1948. It was the day Li’l Abner was thrown bodily from a high cliff to land (fortunately, on his head) in the Valley of the Shmoo.

Now do you remember?
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All, right, that’s the date; you’ve got it now. And it’s ten o’clock, early in the morning. Early for Joe Bailey, anyway, because he didn’t get to sleep until half past two last night. Oh, he got home a little before twelve—if you can call a furnished room on Wells Street home—but he wasn’t sleepy and he got started reading a science fiction magazine, the September issue of Startling Stories. He got interested in the lead novel and finished it before he turned in. He went to sleep thinking of bug-eyed monsters from far Areturus and unbelievably beautiful Earth-girls riding spaceships and wearing unbelievably abbreviated costumes.

He’d even dreamed about them for a while, but before dawn the old dream—the bad one—had come back. Nothing like as fearfully as it had used to come, making him sit up in bed and scream until someone shook him awake and said soothingly, “Now, Joey.” And that was lucky because for a long time now, ten months, there hadn’t been anyone to shake him awake and to say, “Now, Joey,” to help him back to a real world that wasn’t candle-lighted, ax-infested, nightmare-horrible. Yes, it was well, very well, that his mother, while she was still living, had taken him to a psychiatrist—a psychologist, really, because psychiatrists are too few and too expensive—and got him straightened out on that nightmare business. He hadn’t had a nightmare since, not a real one.

Dreams, occasionally, but they didn’t wake him up and he seldom remembered them. And what you don’t know doesn’t hurt you. Or does it? A dentist puts you under gas and pulls a tooth; you come out of anesthesia and you have no memory of pain. But can you be sure you didn’t feel it at the time? Somewhere? Somehow? Did the gas kill the pain or only the memory of the pain? Can things you don’t know hurt you? But we digress.

His name is Joe Bailey, and he’s waking up now.

It’s a good time to meet him, because his defenses are down. For one thing, he’s naked. He’s been sleeping that way since he’s been rooming alone, and why not? It’s more comfortable and it saves laundry bills. As a kid, of course, they’d make him wear pajamas. More lately, but before his mother died, he’d compromised on sleeping in shorts. Now there’s no reason even for that. True, he has to put on a bathrobe to go down the hall to the bathroom, but he’d have to do that anyway, even if he wore pajamas or shorts. There are female roomers here as well as male.

No, there’s no reason now why he shouldn’t sleep raw if he wants to. Just last evening the matter had come up, in connection with talking about how hellish it was to sleep in a heat wave like this one, and he’d told his friend Ray Lorgan “There are two times I don’t like to wear pajamas—when I’m sleeping alone or when I’m sleeping with somebody.” Joe was bragging, though; he hadn’t slept with anyone yet. Oh, I don’t mean that, at nineteen, he hadn’t had girls. But the few affairs he’d had had been consummated under less favorable circumstances. Twice, to be specific, in a parked car and once in Washington Park. He didn’t yet know—although he thought, erroneously, that he could guess—how wonderful it can be with one’s shoes off. But again we digress, and farther.

He’s waking now, in a hot room in which no air stirs. At two-thirty o’clock he had pulled a single sheet up over him but it’s gone now, on the floor. By nine o’clock, an hour ago, the sheet had become unbearable. The under sheet between him and the mattress pad is damp in spots and beaded perspiration glistens on his naked body. He lies, at the moment, upon his side and doubled up, his knees within a foot of his chest.

His body, well formed and moderately hairy, looks a bit older than the nineteen years we know it to be. Seeing him so, you’d guess twenty-one at least, perhaps as high as twenty-three or -four. And when he dresses, as he shortly will, you’ll still take him for at least that, possibly a year or two more if you are not a good judge of ages. Partly because, since he has been on his own, he has made it a point to dress like a man rather than like a youth. But more because he has made it a point to cultivate a certain hardness in his eyes. Like Mitch’s. Someday, he has decided, he’s going to have as much money and as much power as Mitch has. The way to do that, obviously, is to be like Mitch. It’s difficult, sometimes, but he tries.

If you step to the side of the bed now, though, and look at his face as it is relaxed in sleep or in waking, you’ll know that he’s nineteen, despite the faint blue beard that has sprouted overnight and that he’ll shave off shortly after he gets up. His hair is dark brown, almost black, and it’s stringy now with perspiration and strands of it cling damply to his forehead. It would be more comfortable worn shorter, but he has learned that a crew cut makes him look his age, not a good thing in the work he’s doing—or was doing until a month ago—for Mitch. Right now he didn’t know exactly what he was doing, but Mitch kept him going.

His face is moderately handsome—surprisingly, considering his ambitions at the moment, in a sensitive sort of way. His eyes—he’s opening them now—are dark. They’ll be intelligent eyes when he gets awake enough to have intelligence behind them.

He reaches up and pushes the damp hair back from his forehead and then, eyes open now, rolls over onto his back and stares up at the ceiling. Don’t let what you notice now startle you. It is natural for men, especially young men, to awaken so.

But realization made him sit up quickly and swing his legs over the side of the bed away from the window. The shade wasn’t all the way down and while he was not unduly modest he had a normal quota of self-consciousness. He sat on the side of the bed for a moment and tried to rub his eyes with the backs of his hands. But they were wet with perspiration and he picked up a corner of the loosened sheet instead. He might as well get up now, he knew; he’d never manage to get back to sleep in heat like this.

After a moment he stood up and went for his bathrobe. He gathered his shaving equipment and a towel and went out into the hallway to the bathroom. A nice thing about keeping irregular hours was that he didn’t run into the usual early morning competition for the bath. Most of the other roomers had regular jobs, got up early, and would be gone by now.

But when he tried the door it was locked. Either that or stuck; it stuck sometimes. Jamming his shoulder against it would push it open if it was stuck but he didn’t want to try that unless he was sure no one was inside. Maybe one of the other roomers was sick and had stayed home, or it could be that the landlady, Mrs. Gettleman, had gone in there while she was upstairs straightening rooms.

So he tapped lightly on the door and called out, “Anyone in there?”

It was a woman’s voice, and not Mrs. Gettleman’s, that called back, “Be out in just a minute.”

Joe couldn’t place the voice. He leaned back against the wall opposite the door and waited. It was less than a minute, really. Then the door opened and, for the first time, he saw Ellie. He didn’t know, naturally, that her name was Ellie. He merely knew that a girl he’d never seen before was coming out of the bathroom and that, since she was wearing a housecoat, obviously she was a new roomer. Must be in the room on the second floor that Rebecca Wilson had had; Miss Wilson, a quiet, shy woman with prematurely gray hair who worked for the telephone company, had left the day before; she and another woman who worked with her had found, finally, a furnished apartment that they could share.

Joe Bailey said “Hello” in a friendly way. Not too friendly. She said “Hello” back in about the same tone of voice and walked past him and Joe went on in. His impression of her was as a rather plain girl, in fact not pretty at all, and rather thin for his liking. She had rather mousy colored hair and moderately noticeable freckles.

He locked the door and started drawing water in the tub, wishing, as he wished every hot day, that there was a shower he could use instead.

His room felt like an oven again when he got back to it. It had hardly been worth while to dry himself after the bath; now he was all wet again. But he dressed, carefully in a cream-colored linen suit, two-tone sport shoes and a lightweight panama hat he’d paid fifteen bucks for only six weeks ago—just a few days before the heat had gone on in the numbers game. He wished now that he’d bought a five dollar hat instead. Not that it really mattered; the ten bucks difference would have vanished weeks ago. And at least he had a fairly good wardrobe. Maybe he lived in a dump, but he could keep up a good front as far as clothes went. That was important, just like it was important to wear a hat; most fellows his age went hatless in summer, some of them even in winter. For that very reason wearing a hat kept you from looking like a kid, and wearing a good hat made you look like you were somebody and not just a punk.

He adjusted the hat carefully in front of the cracked mirror and then went downstairs and out onto the street. It was plenty hot outside but, except directly in the sun, it wasn’t as hot as it had been in his room. There wasn’t exactly a breeze, but at least the air moved, however slightly.

He wondered if he was hungry enough for breakfast yet and decided he could wait a while; if he waited a while it would be a combination breakfast and lunch and he wouldn’t have to eat again until evening, not an unimportant consideration when he had only three bucks cash to last him two days.

It was too early to do anything. He strolled a couple of blocks toward town along Wells Street and dropped in at Shorty’s poolroom. As he’d expected, there wasn’t anybody there yet except Shorty himself. He said, “Hi, Shorty,” and made a pretense of looking around as though he expected to see one of his friends. Shorty nodded.

It was cool there, much cooler than outside, with three big overhead fans going. Good place to kill a little time, especially since it would be for free. He strolled over to the cigar counter behind which Shorty sat and bought himself a pack of Chesterfields; that wasn’t exactly an expenditure because he needed them anyway, or he would before the day was over. A Milwaukee Sentinel, the morning paper, was lying on the counter and he glanced at the headlines and then asked Shorty, “Mind if I look at this?” That was all right because the paper wasn’t on sale; it was Shorty’s own copy, mussed from his reading it, and obviously Shorty was through with it; he hadn’t been looking at it when Joe had come in.

Shorty nodded and Joe took the paper over to one of the chairs beside the first pool table and sat down. He read the funny page first, especially Blondie and Dagwood, and then turned to the sports page. Cleveland, he learned, had walloped the Red Sox nine to one to regain the lead in the American League. He looked to see how the Chicago teams had done, and they’d lost in both leagues; both teams were still in last place and it had begun to look as though they’d both have to fight to stay even there. Joe frowned; he felt a slight proprietary interest in the Chicago teams, Cubs and White Sox both, on the slender ground that he, Joe, was from Chicago, even though he hadn’t actually lived there for a dozen years, since he was seven. But he’d seen both the Cubs and the Sox play, one game each, during a week he’d spent with his mother visiting his uncle in Chicago, three summers ago. It gave him a sort of interest.

Milwaukee had beaten the Kansas City Blues and was in second place in the American Association, but that didn’t interest him much. There were only two big leagues, the American League and the National League; aside from them you might as well play in a sand lot with a softball.

He thought for a moment about turning to the want ad page, but he’d have a talk with Mitch about it before he decided definitely that he was going to look for a job. And the Sentinel didn’t have as many want ads as the evening paper anyway.

He folded the paper back as it had been folded and returned it to the cigar counter. He went outside again, into the hot sunshine, and stood a minute deciding where he’d eat. Probably he’d get the most for his money at the Dinner Gong, a block back the way he’d just come. He walked there.

Now, at eleven-thirty, he had the counter to himself. A waitress, one he hadn’t seen there before, came along behind the counter with a menu, but he wouldn’t need that. He said, “Ham and eggs, potatoes, toast, coffee.”

The girl said, “Yes, sir,” and went back to give the order. He watched her, wondering why she was slightly familiar to him. He’d seen her somewhere and recently. By the time she came back with silverware and a glass of water, he had it.

He grinned at her and said, “Hello. Haven’t we met somewhere?”

He could tell by her puzzled frown that she didn’t place him and that she was wondering whether he was on the level or just trying to be fresh.

He helped her out. “An hour or two ago,” he said. “Don’t blame you for not recognizing me. My hair was mussed, I needed a shave, and my eyes were hardly open yet. Besides, you hardly glanced at me.”

She smiled now, and he could see that she was relieved that he’d been on the level after all. She looked like the kind of girl who’d be embarrassed if someone got fresh with her. She looked prettier now, with lipstick—not much of it—on her lips and with her hair combed and a little powder on her face. Not a raving beauty, but not hard on the eyes, either. And in her waitress uniform she didn’t look as thin as she’d looked in that straight, severe housecoat.

She said, “Sure. I thought you looked familiar, but I didn’t see how I could have met you. I just got in last night.”

“From where?”

“Chicago.”

“The hell,” Joe said. “I’m from Chicago too.” But then before she could ask any question it might be embarrassing to answer, he added quickly, “Born there, that is. Haven’t been back much recently. You must be in the room Miss Wilson had.”

“I don’t know. The back room on the second floor.”

“That’s it. She moved out yesterday. Say, you sure found a job and started working quick, if you just got in from Chi last night.”

“I came up to take the job. So I didn’t have to look for one. Mr. Dravich—Do you know him?”

Joe shook his head.

“He owns the restaurant here. He’s my uncle and—”

“Oh, you mean Mike. I know him to say hello to; didn’t know his last name.”

“Well, he’s my uncle. I’m Ellie Dravich. I didn’t like Chicago—too much—and kind of wanted to get away. So I wrote and asked him if he could give me a job here and he wrote back to come right away.”

“That’s fine,” Joe said. “Who steered you around to Mrs. Gettleman’s? Mike? I mean, Mr. Dravich?”

“No, I just found it because there was a Furnished Room sign on the door. I came right here from the North Shore Station and decided it would be handy if I could find a room right near here, and I did. My uncle’s a bachelor, you see, and stays at a hotel downtown—the Tower—so I couldn’t stay with him and had to find one right away.”

“Well,” Joe said, “I’m glad you picked Mrs. G’s. Maybe you won’t like her too well, but the place is all right. For the money, anyway.”

“My room’s better than the one I had in Chicago. On Halsted. Say, I shouldn’t, I guess, have used the bathroom up on your floor this morning, but someone was in the one on the second, the one I’m supposed to use, and I thought maybe it would be all right if I looked around for another one.”

“Sure,” Joe said. “Oh, and the reason I knocked wasn’t to hurry you up; it’s because the door sometimes sticks and I wasn’t sure whether it was just stuck or if someone was in there. And I didn’t want to try shoving against it if someone was.”

A bell rang down at the window that opened from the restaurant into the kitchen and Ellie Dravich said, “’Scuse me,” and went to the window. She came back with Joe’s breakfast. From the way she carried the dishes he could see that this wasn’t her first waitress job.

He said, “Forgot to introduce myself when you told me your name. It’s Joe. Joe Bailey.”

She smiled at him and it must have been the smile that made him say, without thinking about it, “Say, if you just got in town you must not know anybody here and you’ll be getting lonesome. I low’d you like to take in a movie with me tonight?”

“Why—” She hesitated, looking at him, and he could see that the hesitation was genuine; she wasn’t putting on an act. “Why, I would like to, Joe. If you really mean it.”

“Sure, of course I mean it. Why’d I ask you, if I didn’t mean it?” That was just what he was wondering himself; now he’d have to hit Mitch for some more money and he already owed Mitch so much he was getting worried about it. “What time you get through?”

“Eight. I start at eleven and get through at eight. And I’ll have eaten by that time; I get my meals here, in with the job. Say about five after eight; I’ll have to change out of uniform back into a dress. But I won’t have to go back to the rooming house for that; we change in and out of uniform in a room back there.”

“Fine,” Joe said. “Five after eight it is.”

Two other customers had just come in, and now two more were coming through the door. “The noon rush was starting and he knew he wouldn’t be able to talk to her any more. Well, he thought, he’d said too much already. Now he’d have to hit Mitch for at least another fin.

4

That was the morning. Call it an adagio movement. This afternoon he’s going to meet another girl. Girl quite different, circumstances quite different. That’s why—aside from the fact that you’ve got to start somewhere—we started with August 26, 1948. It’s not too unusual to meet two girls on the same day. But when, between them, they’re going to tear you apart, when you’re going to kill one of them, well, it makes that day a good starting point.

Afternoon now. Except for the heat, an afternoon like any afternoon. Joe Bailey dropped into the tavern about two o’clock. Mitch wasn’t in yet, but then Joe had hardly expected him to be in, that early.

The old geezer, Krasno, was behind the bar, and there weren’t any customers in the place. No paying customers, that is.

The beat cop was there, taking to Krasno. The cop looked up as Joe came in, and frowned a little. Joe knew that was because of the shot of whiskey standing on the bar between Krasno and the cop; it could have been in front of either of them, except that Joe knew Krasno never drank whiskey. And the cop wasn’t supposed to drink in uniform and he was probably wishing he’d downed the drink before someone came in the place. Of course if he’d known Joe worked for Mitch it would have been all right, but he didn’t know that.

Joe didn’t like cops; he’d have liked to sit down at the bar and turn around to face the cop and watch him until the cop either drank the whiskey openly or walked out without drinking it. But Mitch wouldn’t like that; Mitch liked to keep in with the cops, even the beat coppers, although he had enough moxey to get any cop fired, or at least shifted off Clybourn Street out into the wilds of North Milwaukee if the cop got too much in his hair. And if Joe heckled the cop by watching him, old Krasno would probably tell Mitch.

So Joe walked on through the barroom and went into the can for a minute. When he came out, both the cop and the whiskey were gone. Joe sat down on a bar stool and put his elbows on the bar. Krasno kept on polishing glasses but asked, “How goes it, Joe?”

“Okay, I guess. If only it’d cool off a little.”

“Yeah. Ninety-two by the radio a few minutes ago. But they say it ought to break by tomorrow night. Want a beer?”

Joe shook his head. A cold beer would taste good, but Krasno would put it down on the tab, and he had enough of a tab now. Besides what he owed Mitch otherwise.

Krasno must have read his thoughts. When he’d finished the glasses, he drew a beer and put it on the bar in front of Joe. He said. “On the house, Joe.”

He studied Joe’s face as Joe took a long draft of the cold beer and put it down. Joe said “Thanks” and Krasno, somewhat ambiguously, said “Sure,” and then turned to stare out the window at Clybourn Street sweltering in the heat.

Then it was Joe’s turn to study Krasno, and he did. He’d often, in the year or so he’d been coming into Mitch’s, studied Krasno and wondered what made the old geezer tick. Krasno must be pushing seventy and at that age, Joe wondered, what did a guy want out of life, what did he live for, what did he do with his time off? Krasno had told him he didn’t read, except newspapers, and he worked only eight hours a day; what did he do with the rest of his time? He’d been married once. Joe knew, but his wife had died a great many years ago; now he lived in a tiny room downtown at the Antlers Hotel. What did he do there? Wait to die? He didn’t drink much—a short beer occasionally—and he didn’t play cards or like movies.

There was only one thing about Krasno that was outstanding—his hair. He had a truly beautiful head of wavy pure white hair, thicker than Joe’s. Had the rest of him matched that beautiful hair, he would have been distinguished looking. But the rest of him didn’t match. His face was sallow; his eyes were watery and looked weak, although he didn’t wear glasses; he dressed sloppily. His teeth, obviously still his own, were bad.

Joe wondered: What did Krasno live for? What made him tick? It was something to wonder about, but you can’t ask something like that.

His gaze happened to follow Krasno’s, and he saw a snazzy convertible, light blue, pull in to the curb in front of the tavern. Mitch and another man, someone Joe didn’t know, got out of the car and came in. Mitch first, his hat in one hand and mopping his forehead with a handkerchief held in the other. He said, “Christ, what lousy weather,” and tossed his hat carelessly on the bar, as though it hadn’t cost him thirty-five or forty bucks. He pushed his handkerchief back into a pocket of a white tropical worsted suit that had cost at least a hundred, plus the upkeep of a dry cleaning every time or two he wore it. He sat down on one of the stools in front of the bar, loosening the knot in his necktie as he did so.

He said, “Hi, Joe. Krazzy, make us a drink, hah? A cold one. Rye and water, lots of ice, for me. How about you, Dixie?” He glanced back over his shoulder at the man who had come in with him, and got “Sounds okay to me” for an answer.

Joe looked at the man who’d spoken. He was small, not over five feet six and couldn’t weigh much over a hundred thirty-five, about half as much as Mitch weighed; Mitch was big. The small man was well, but not conspicuously, dressed and his age was anywhere around thirty. That’s all Joe noticed at a casual glance.

He looked back at Mitch as Mitch said, “You, Joe?”

Joe had half his beer left and said, “Thanks, Mitch. I’ll work on this.”

“It’s hogwash,” Mitch said, “but okay if you want to drink it. Joe, this is Dixie. Dixie Ehlers. He’s going to be around town a while.”

Joe turned around a little more on the stool and stuck out his hand. He filled in Mitch’s omission by saying, “Bailey, Joe Bailey.”

He caught the small man’s eyes as they shook hands, and saw what he’d missed before. Before, he’d noticed only size, age, dress. Now he saw face and eyes, both utterly expressionless, and the way the man held himself. A little wave of excitement went through Joe as he thought to himself, “Jeez, a torpedo. A real gunman.” How he knew for sure, he didn’t know, but he knew all right; the guy might as well have worn a sign.

Joe let go of Dixie’s hand and turned back to the bar and to his beer. Somehow it had frightened him just a little to look into Dixie Ehlers’ eyes. There was nothing there in those eyes, nothing at all. It was like looking into a pair of glass marbles—but you didn’t expect marbles to look back at you with any expression, if at all.

Mitch was asking Krasno, “Any business?” Not that Mitch was really interested or even asked as though he was really interested. The tavern on Clybourn Street was a front and if it made a few bucks or lost a few bucks it didn’t matter to Mitch.

Krasno was putting drinks in front of Mitch and of Dixie, who had taken the stool on the other side of Mitch. Krasno said, “Not much so far. Anybody with any sense is staying home.”

Mitch drank and then nodded as he put down the glass. “Me, especially. It ain’t exactly cold out at Fox Point, by the lake, but it’s sure cooler than down here. If I’d had any sense I’d of stayed there. Why didn’t you have sense enough to stay home, Joe?”

“Hotter in my room than here,” Joe said. “Besides, I wanted to talk to you about something, Mitch.”

“Need some money? How much?”

“Well—” Joe said. It embarrassed him, a little, to have Mitch ask him like that, in front of Krasno and the man he’d just been introduced to. “Yeah, that. But something else, too. Could we talk a few minutes, back there?” He jerked his head toward the rear of the tavern where, off the hallway that led back to the toilets, there was a room sometimes used for card games, sometimes used as an office by Mitch, although he kept no desk or office equipment there. In fact, he kept no desk anywhere. Mitch’s books were kept entirely in his head. Only suckers put figures on paper.

Mitch nodded and said, “Okay, Joe. In a minute when I finish this drink. Not in any rush, are you?”

That was a nice thing about Mitch. He didn’t order you around; from the way he talked to you you’d never know that he was boss and in the bucks and you were just a punk. He treated you as though you were working with him, not for him.

Joe caught Krasno looking at him sardonically. He stared back at Krasno, trying—just for the hell of it—to put the same utterly expressionless look in his eyes that was in Dixie Ehlers’. He didn’t know whether it worked or not; Krasno’s expression didn’t change and he didn’t look away. He merely said, mildly, “Another beer, Joe?”

Joe nodded. He reached for money but Mitch said, “Forget it, Joe. On me.”

Which was just as well, Joe thought, watching Krasno draw the beer. If he was going to make a break with Mitch now, a dime would be a dime until he got lined up somewhere or took a job and got a pay check. He’d figured it out, though, and he could make it. He had only a couple of dollars and some change left, in cash, but there was quite a bit of stuff, including two watches and a ring, that he’d bought himself when the going was good, up to the time six weeks ago when the heat had gone on and Mitch had pulled in his horns on the numbers. He could hock that stuff for enough to run on for a week or two, if the worst happened. And a job would be easy to get if he took anything that came along, first, and later worried about getting a good one that led somewhere.

Mitch asked him, “You free this afternoon, Joe?”

“Sure,” Joe said.

“Okay. It’s just to take the car out front out to my place—the Fox Point shack. Guess you’ll have to come back by bus. That all right?”

“Sure,” Joe said. Hell, he’d do that much for Mitch even if he was quitting. In fact, the only reason he even thought of quitting was that he wasn’t earning the dough Mitch had been giving him. It had been one thing to make fifty bucks or so a week in commissions on selling baseball and football pool tickets, that was all right. But now that the heat was on, Mitch still told him to hang around. He’d been giving him enough money to keep going and a few little errands and things to do and a sales talk every once in a while about sticking around till things opened up again.

And that would have been all right if things had opened up after a few weeks, but they hadn’t. The John Doe investigation of gambling in the Sixth Ward was just getting well under way, and nobody knew how long it would last.

Mitch put down his glass empty and started toward the back. He said, “Come on, Joe.”

Joe followed him into the card room and Mitch sat down and put his feet up on the table. Joe sat down across from him and was thinking how to start when Mitch beat him to the punch.

Mitch said, “Joe, I know what’s eating you. You think I’m stringing you along, giving you peanuts, lunch money. And you’re getting tired of it. That right?”

“Not exactly, Mitch. It’s—well, I can get along for a while; it’s not the amount of money. But hell, I hate to take it when I’m not doing anything for it. And it looks like maybe a long time before things open up again. Why can’t I take a job or something somewhere else and when you go back to operating, I can come back with you again? Without sponging on you meanwhile.”

“Look, Joe, I been wanting to talk to you, to tell you something. Might as well now. But it’s under your hat. Understand?”

“Sure, Mitch.”

“Numbers is shot in this town, for a long time. And, Joe, I’m not going to sit on my fanny till the racket comes back. Instead, I’m going to shoot for even bigger dough. I’m going to open up a gambling joint, just outside the county. A big one, a fancy one. People are going to gamble anyway, and the tighter they close down in Milwaukee and Milwaukee County, the more of ’em are going to drive out of the county to get rid of their money. And that’s where the big dough is, Joe. Not from the people that spend a quarter or a buck for a football pool ticket. The people who can afford to drop a few hundred or a few grand over a roulette wheel or a blackjack table. How does that sound to you, Joe?”

“Good. It sounds good. Have you got a place lined up?”

“Not for sure yet. I’m dickering on one. And there’s a lot of stuff to arrange, protection and stuff. It might be weeks or it might be months before we’re actually operating. Things like that take time and I’m going to be sure before I go ahead. But I want you in with me, Joe, and I want you to stick around till I get going.”

“But gosh, Mitch—That sounds swell, but weeks or months! I hate to take money from you all that time till I start earning it again. Why can’t I—”

“Joe, shut up, and listen to me. In that racket, the most important thing in the world is a guy you can trust. Someone that’s loyal to you, that won’t chisel on you or sell you out. What’s a few bucks a week for a few months, if I can get a guy like that to go in with me? And you’re a guy like that, Joe. You been with me only about a year, but long enough for me to find that out. And for sure. You’re still kind of a kid, but you’re ambitious—but not too ambitious. You’re not going to try to cut my throat to take over—not till enough years from now that I’ll have my pile and step out. And if you’ve stuck with me, Joe, you’ll be in the chips by then.”

“Gosh, Mitch—”

“Besides, Joe, you’ve got guts. I can tell that. I can tell by looking at a guy whether he’s got guts or not. And that’s the next most important thing to not chiseling or selling out. Now listen, Joe, I got money invested in you already and it’s worth a few hundred more for me to have you around when I’m going to want you. So here it is on the line. I’ll give you forty bucks a week till I get operating; you ought to be able to string along on that for a while. When the wheels start turning, you’ll get sixty till I start showing a profit. After that—well, it’ll be more. Maybe plenty more. And the forty you’ll be getting for a while ain’t all charity, either. I’ll have some things to do even before we get rolling. Is it a deal?”

Joe said, “Hell, yes, Mitch. And thanks.”

Mitch took out a thick wallet and managed to find two twenties among the bigger bills. He handed them over and said, “Okay, then, Joe. It’s a deal. I’ll tell you more about it later; got to run along now. Got a date to sink a floating crap game. Oh, and about the car. Here are the keys. Want you to take it out to my shack at Fox Point and leave it there.”

“Sure. Where’ll I put the keys?”

“There’s a friend of mine out there. Francy. Francine. I had to use the heap to come in, but I promised I’d get it back to her before evening. So there’s no rush, any time this afternoon.”

Mitch stood up and started for the door. Then he turned and was looking at Joe. Almost as though he was seeing him for the first time. He said, “Listen, Joe. No passes.”

For a second Joe didn’t even get him. He said, “Huh?” and then, “Hell, Mitch, what do you think I am?”

Mitch grinned. “A pretty good-looking kid. It just dawned on me. You might even make the grade. But don’t try.”

He turned back and went on out and Joe followed him. Mitch said, “Come on, Dixie,” to the man waiting at the bar and the two of them went on out.

Since there wasn’t any hurry, Joe sat back down to finish his beer. He felt swell now, after the things Mitch had told him. Even Mitch’s warning about the girl was, in a way, a compliment. Not that he’d touch any woman of Mitch’s with a hundred-foot pole, after all Mitch had done for him and all Mitch was doing.

Anyway, there were plenty of other women. Including—What was her name?—Ellie Dravich. Now, with forty bucks in his pocket, he was glad he’d dated her for tonight. Be handy as hell having a girl who roomed right in the same rooming house. And while she wasn’t any raving beauty, still—

Old Krasno had said something, it just came to him, and he hadn’t heard. He said, “Huh?”

“What’d he feed you, kid?”

He stared at Krasno, trying to figure out what the old guy was talking about. He said, “What do you mean?”

“Mitch. He’s a smooth talker, kid. I’m wondering if he leveled with you. I don’t think he did.”

He kept staring at Krasno, wondering what he was supposed to answer to that. Sure, Mitch had leveled with him, but Mitch had told him to keep it under his hat about the gambling house, the big-time. He couldn’t crack to Krasno about it unless he found out that Krasno knew already.

Hell of it was that he wanted to talk about it, and Krasno—if Krasno knew already—was the only person he could talk it over with. He asked, “What do you mean you don’t think he leveled?”

“Maybe I’m wrong, kid,” Krasno said, “but I don’t think you’d be here if he did.”

There wasn’t any answer in that. He still didn’t know what old Krazzy was driving at, except that it sounded like he wanted to talk about Mitch behind his back, and had a wrong idea somewhere.

Anyway he’d finished his beer and what was he waiting for? He got off the stool and went to the door. Over his shoulder, he said, “Looks like you were wrong then; I’m still around. Be seeing you.”

The direct sunshine outside was almost like a blow. It was three o’clock now, the hottest time of that particular day. Ninety-four was the official temperature, but it was hotter than that on Clybourn Street.

But before he got into the convertible, Joe walked once around it, admiring it. It was a beauty, in robin’s-egg blue. Someday he was going to have a car like that.

He started the engine and found he could hardly hear it turning over. Before he pulled out from the curb he looked for and found the gadget that controlled the top. He worked the gadget and let the top fold itself back.

He had a momentary inclination to head east by way of Wells Street, past the Dinner Gong; maybe the waitress he’d just dated would be looking out and see him drive by in a snazzy car. But that would be silly. Chance in a thousand she’d be looking out and see him, and if she did see him, he’d have to explain, when he showed up without it for their date, that it wasn’t his car. So he cut north to Kilbourn and over Kilbourn to the drive along the lake.

Despite the sun it was cool and pleasant whizzing along the lake drive in an open-top car. A cooling breeze was beginning to come in off Lake Michigan. And the car handled like a dream; he had to keep an eye on the speedometer so he wouldn’t go too fast and get a ticket. Fifty, in a car like that, seemed like twenty or thirty.

It was a good eight miles or more from Mitch’s tavern on Clybourn to Mitch’s summer cottage on the lake at Fox Point, and coming back by bus it would seem at least that far. It was so nice driving the convertible that he seemed to get there in nothing flat.

He turned in the driveway off North Beach Drive that led back to Mitch’s place and parked the car alongside the neat four-room cottage of glazed yellow brick that Mitch called his shack and in which he spent part of his time during the summer months. A nice place, but not a patch on Mitch’s apartment on Prospect Avenue.

Joe got out of the car regretfully and took the keys around to the front of the house. No one answered his ring and after a few minutes he began to wonder what he could do with the keys if Francine—whoever Francine was—wasn’t there. He hated to take a chance on leaving them in the car, but he didn’t know where else to leave them where she’d be sure to find them.

Then it occurred to him that quite possibly she was down at the beach. Mitch’s property ran from the road back to the lake and was about a hundred and fifty feet wide, giving him a stretch of private beach at the lake end of it. It was a narrow strip along the bottom of a twenty-foot slope that ran down to the water, but part of it had the advantage of being private—a tiny cove that cut in from the lake and couldn’t be seen from the beach on either side outside the borders of the property.

He strolled around the house and back to the top of the rather steep slope that descended to the cove and the beach and looked down.

At first glimpse he thought that a girl in a white bathing suit was lying on her back, sunning herself, on a spread-out terry cloth robe of dark blue. And then—it took his eyes and his mind all of a tenth of a second to readjust themselves—he saw she wasn’t wearing a white bathing suit; she wore nothing at all. For a fraction of a second he’d been fooled by the contrast—a pleasing rather than a striking contrast—between the white untanned skin that would normally be covered by a bathing suit and the light golden tan of her legs and arms and shoulders. She was breathtakingly beautiful.

Joe Bailey caught his breath a little. But it must not have been audible, for she didn’t move. He knew that she couldn’t see him for one arm was thrown over her face to shield her eyes from the sun.

Slowly, carefully, he walked backward, his footsteps making no sound in the soft sandy soil, until he was well back from the edge of the slope. He wouldn’t want her to look up and catch him standing there staring—and then tell Mitch about it.

He wished now that Mitch had mentioned the rest of her name; it seemed rude to call out a woman’s first name when he’d never even met her, but there wasn’t any alternative. He called, “Francine!”

Her voice sounded as he would have thought it would sound—had he thought about it. “Yes, who is it? Stay back where you are.”

“Mitch sent me to bring the car and told me to give you the keys.”

“Oh. Just a minute, please. I’m coming up anyway.”

He waited where he was and in about two minutes she came up the slope and into his range of vision. She was carrying the blue terry cloth robe over one arm and for a breathtaking but frightening instant he thought she was naked. But this time it was a white bathing suit. It must have been lying beside the robe down there on the beach, but he hadn’t noticed it. You can’t blame him for that.

He went forward to meet her with the keys and, at the top of the slope, she took them and said, “Thanks.”

“Left the car by the house,” Joe said. “You can’t see it from here, but I left it there.” It sounded inane, even while he was saying it, but he had to say something, mostly to keep himself from staring at her. Even in a bathing suit, she was hard not to stare at. Her face, small and heart-shaped, was as beautiful as her body. Her hair was golden blonde, shoulder length, and softly wavy. She was small, only about five feet two, and her age could have been anything over eighteen, but not too many years over. Her eyes, surprisingly considering the lightness of her hair and complexion, were dark brown, almost black.

They were looking at Joe with what he thought, uncomfortably, was amusement. Then she looked down at something on the ground, looked up again at Joe, and laughed. A pleasant laugh, genuinely amused. Joe felt himself starting to redden a little, without knowing why, and then she looked down again. His eyes followed hers and he saw a neat unmistakable set of his own footprints leading up to the edge of the slope and then away from it, backwards.

He felt sudden heat in his face and neck and knew he was turning redder. He said, “I’m sorry. I didn’t guess you’d be—uh—

She managed to stop laughing. “At least you were a gentleman,” she said. “You backed away before you called out. You’re Joe?”

He nodded and fell in beside her as she started toward the house. She said, “Stan told me someone named Joe would bring the car back. Do you have a second name?”

He almost muffed the question because it had taken him a second to place who Stan was. Mitch’s name was, improbably, Stanislaus Mitchell, but as far as Joe could remember he’d never heard him called by his first name.

“Bailey,” he told her. “And what’s yours? I felt funny calling out Francine, when I didn’t even know you. But Mitch just mentioned that much of your name, so I didn’t have any choice.”

“Francine will do, Joe. Or better, Francy. Oh, not that the last name’s any secret; it’s Scott. Guess I haven’t any secrets from you now, have I, Joe?”

That was dangerous territory. He said, “Francine Scott—that’s a nice combination. Real?”

“The Francine is; my parents really named me that. They were French and my real last name was too fancy to use. Savigne. When I started dancing I thought nobody’d believe Francine Savigne was a real name, so I toned it down instead of fancying it up like most dancers have to do.”

Joe said, “I guess I like Scott better. In combination with Francine, anyway.” They were almost at the back door of the cottage. “Well, I’m glad to have met you.”

“Any hurry, Joe? Drop in and have a drink. I’m going to make a cool one for myself; it’s no more trouble to make two. How’d a Tom Collins go?”

“Well—” said Joe. But she was already going in and expecting him to follow. Which left him little choice if he didn’t want to be rude about it. And besides, if he could lead up to it properly, it might be an idea, a damn good idea, to ask her not to mention to Mitch how he’d first seen her. Obviously it had amused Francine rather than embarrassed her—and she’d recognized that it was no fault of his. But if she told it to Mitch as a good joke, maybe Mitch wouldn’t like it at all.

In the kitchen, she said, “Know how to make Toms?” You could do it while I put something on.”

“Afraid I can’t,” he admitted.

“All right. I’ll be back in a minute. You can break out a tray of ice cubes meanwhile. And squeeze the juice out of a lemon and put it in two tall glasses, half in each glass.”

She went into the next room, leaving the door open an inch or two. Joe went to the refrigerator and got a tray and a lemon and while he was at it—he did know that much about a Tom Collins—a bottle of soda. By the time he had the lemon squeezed into the glasses, Francine was back. She wore a white linen playsuit that covered very little more territory than the bathing suit had covered, and a pair of sandals. She’d run a comb through her blonde hair, making it even softer and wavier.

Arms akimbo, she watched what he was doing. “Fine,” she told him. “Might as well complete your education, Joe Bailey, by letting you do it. Now put a teaspoon of sugar in each glass and dissolve it in the lemon. Then two ice cubes in each, and a jigger of gin—a jigger plus, if you want to do a good job of it. Then stir each one while you’re pouring in the soda. And then you’ll know how to make a Tom Collins and you’re one step nearer being grown up. How old are you, Joe?”

He grinned at her over his shoulder and said, “I don’t know. My mother never told me.”

He was deciding that he liked Francine, even with her clothes on. Damn it, why did she have to be Mitch’s? Hell, not that a girl like her would give him a tumble. A kid like him with only forty bucks a week, if for no other reason. Take out a girl like Francine and you’d have to spend more than that in one evening, probably. But maybe in a few years, if he stuck with Mitch, he’d be making enough money to do things like that. After what Mitch had told him this afternoon—

As he finished making the drinks, Francine came over and picked one of them up for an experimental sip. “Good boy,” she said. “You bring that one and come on in the living room. I hate kitchens.”

He followed her into the front room and she curled up in a corner of the sofa, tucking her feet under her. Maybe he was expected to sit on the sofa too, but he didn’t take a chance on that. He took a chair facing her, instead, and tried to keep his eyes and his mind off her legs. They were very beautiful legs, with just the faintest golden down that made them, somehow, much more sensually appealing than if it hadn’t been there.

He asked, “What kind of dancing do you do? Chorus or—?”

“No, solo. But night club, not stage. I’ve never been on the stage.” Her face was suddenly serious. “Not very good at it, I’m afraid, or—or I guess I wouldn’t be here.”

That was dangerous territory, too; there wasn’t much you could answer, safely, to something like that. He took a sip of his drink, rather wishing it was straight shot instead of a long drink, so he could down it quickly and make an excuse to get back.

Her face had done a quick change again; now she was smiling at him impishly. “What’s the matter, Joe? You act like you were sitting on a thumbtack. Afraid of me?”

He laughed, and wondered if the laugh rang quite true. “No. Should I be?”

“Afraid of Stan—Mitch?” The quick change again; her face was serious, and the question had been serious.

It jolted him a little. Oh, it was easy to answer and, in a way he was glad she’d asked it; it gave him a chance to say, “I work for Mitch, Francy. Not only that, but I like him. I wouldn’t cross him for a million bucks.”

But the jolt had been there, in the question. He was afraid of Mitch. Implicit in the question had been a picture of Mitch angry at him, taking a poke at him. And Mitch was six feet tall and weighed at least two hundred, all of it as hard as nails, against Joe’s moderately built five feet nine. Not only that, but Mitch had been in the ring for a while, way back when, maybe ten years ago. He was well over thirty now, but he still had the strength of a bull. Joe had seen him work on a guy once, a guy who wanted to get tough about a beef that he had a payoff coming on a ticket he’d obviously doctored up himself. Mitch had slapped him silly, just using the palms of his hands so as not to mark the guy, and then had picked him up bodily and carried him twenty feet to the door and tossed him out. And now Joe remembered the look on Mitch’s face as Mitch had done it.

No, it had never occurred to him before that he could be afraid of Mitch—because he was loyal to Mitch and a situation where Mitch would want to do anything to him hadn’t seemed possible.

But this was different. Mitch had warned him about Francine—and now, on top of the bad luck of his having discovered Francine raw, to her considerable amusement, here he was sitting drinking with her, alone in Mitch’s house. And the whole situation was like walking on eggs, because it would be as dangerous to rush out as to stay. If he was too obvious about being in a hurry to get away, she might, out of pique, say something to Mitch that would give him entirely the wrong idea. Women sometimes did things like that just for the hell of it.

Worse, her question and his answer had made it completely impossible for him, now, to lead up to telling her to be careful what she said to Mitch. He couldn’t say now, “Yeah, I am afraid of Mitch. Please don’t tell him, as a joke, about how I happened to come across you.” To say that now would make a complete sap out of him; it would seem like crawling.

Her glass was at her lips now and she was looking at him across the top of it. She said, seriously (or mock-seriously?), “All right, Joe, I won’t worry you any more. Relax and take your time finishing your drink and—How are you going to get back to town? Phone for a cab?”

The first part of what she’d said made him feel as transparent as a window. He averted his mind from it and concentrated on the last. He said, “No, I’ll go back by bus.” He started to add that he was in no hurry—to make it seem natural that he wouldn’t take a cab—and then stopped in time.

She said, “I’ll drive you over to the bus stop, then. Whenever you’re ready.”

He said, “Thanks,” and then managed to keep the conversation, and his eyes and his thoughts, in safe places until he’d taken decent time to finish the drink.

He turned down an offer, not too pressing a one, of another drink, and then she drove him in the convertible to the nearest bus stop on Lake Drive; it would have been a fairish walk otherwise, as there is no bus line on Beach Drive. She pulled in near the stop but far enough back to take advantage of the shade of a big tree, as the top of the convertible was still open. Joe stretched to look back and saw that a bus was coming, several blocks away.

He looked at Francine, her hair now badly windblown by the drive in the open car, but somehow even prettier than when it had been neatly combed. The impish look was back in her eyes again.

She said, “I like you, Joe. Going to kiss me good-bye?”

She saw his hesitation and laughed a little. “If you don’t,” she said, “I’ll tell Stan that you did.”

Worried as he was, even Joe saw the humor in that and he laughed a little, too. He said, “In that case—”

He leaned toward her, putting a hand across to rest on the door on her side and touched her lips lightly—or he had intended it to be lightly. As one might intend to touch a pile of gunpowder lightly with a burning match. Without his even knowing how it happened, her arms were tightly around him and his around her; their bodies pressed together, their mouths together in a kiss that wasn’t like any kiss he’d ever had before. He felt it all the way down to his toes.

And then the bus was coming and he was getting out of the car. He said, “Good-bye,” and it sounded foolish, inadequate and utterly asinine.

She said, “‘Bye, Joey,” quite seriously, and then, “Better wipe off the lipstick before you see Stan again.”

The bus was swinging in at the stop and he had to run for it. He had to catch it, knowing he’d made a fool out of him self already and would make himself into a thousand times worse one—one way or the other—if he missed that bus.

He caught it and sat down in a seat at the back, carefully not looking out either window lest he see a robin’s-egg blue convertible and its occupant. He knew she’d be laughing at him. He sat there sweating, only partially because of the heat and the exertion of his short but hard run to catch the bus.

He thought, damn her, damn her, damn her. He’d never hated a woman as much in his life as he hated Francine. Or wanted a woman as badly as he wanted her.
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The date with Ellie should have been anticlimax, but, surprisingly, it was fun. It got off to a good start by his getting to the restaurant at five after eight exactly, just as Ellie came out of the back room, having completed the change from waitress costume to street dress. Neither of them had had to wait even a second for the other.

And it was the third time he’d seen Ellie and she was a little prettier each time. Still no raving beauty, but she was much more attractive in a simple beige dress—almost a perfect match for her mousy hair—than she had been in the waitress costume. Just as the waitress get-up had been an improvement over the severely tailored housecoat in which he’d first seen her.

Joe had brought a Journal with him so she could look at the theater ads and pick out what show she wanted to see. He’d looked them over himself and rather wanted to see an exciting jungle picture, Man Eaters of Kumoan, at the Warner. They sat down in a booth to look over the ads together and he had no difficulty at all in selling her on the jungle picture. Just casual mention of a slight preference did it; she said she hadn’t seen a good jungle picture in a long time and she’d like it.

She vetoed the suggestion of a taxi to the theater and Joe vetoed walking—slightly over a dozen blocks—so they compromised on going by streetcar.

After the picture, which they both enjoyed, Joe took her around the corner to the Violina Room at the Kilbourn where they heard some good music and had a sandwich and a bottle of beer apiece; Ellie turned down a second bottle, but Joe had one.

They talked and he learned quite a bit about Ellie. She was eighteen and she’d been born and raised in Indianapolis. Her parents had both been killed in an auto accident when she was fifteen. She’d gone to live with an uncle and aunt in Chicago, but she hadn’t liked them too well and apparently they hadn’t liked her too well, either. She’d managed to stick it out with them a little over a year and she’d been on her own since then, for about two years. She’d worked as a maid in a private family for a while and then had become a waitress. She was working in a restaurant on South State Street and hadn’t liked it very well; it wasn’t a good neighborhood.

And since she had an uncle, Mike Dravich, who ran a restaurant in Milwaukee, she figured she might as well write him to see if he had a job open, and, as it happened, he had.

She didn’t expect to be a waitress all her life; she had a little money, not much, saved up, and as soon as it got to be a little more she was going to take a business course, evenings, so she could do some kind of office work. A stenographer if possible, at least a file clerk or some sort of clerk. She knew she’d have to study grammar and spelling quite a bit to be a stenographer; she’d had only two years of high school as against Joe’s three. But if she once got into office work of any kind she could keep on studying evenings.

He learned that she read quite a bit, mostly novels, but that she hadn’t read any science fiction, which was Joe’s favorite reading. That she smoked occasionally, drank a little beer or wine occasionally, but not too much. That she liked “good” music, although she didn’t really know anything about it, and liked good swing like Stan Kenton or Benny Goodman, but wasn’t too crazy about most popular music and didn’t swoon over Frank Sinatra. That she liked to dance once in a while, but not almost every night like a lot of girls do.

That was Ellie, what she told of herself that evening to Joe. Doesn’t sound like much, but then the exterior, obvious things about most people seem pretty ordinary. Nor can you expect a girl of eighteen to have the background of a Mata Hari.

There was more, too, that Joe read between the lines and in the way they were spoken. Ellie didn’t say so, but she was a nice girl. Definitely not a pushover. Long before the evening was over Joe knew that any faint idea he may have had about the two of them spending the rest of the night in one room at Mrs. Gettleman’s instead of two was so improbable an idea that it wouldn’t be worth while suggesting it.

But he liked Ellie, and he could tell that she liked him.

For his share of the talking he told her as much as he could about Milwaukee—since she had been there only a day and knew little about it—and as little about himself as was reasonably possible. He had a pretty well founded hunch that she wouldn’t like the idea of his having sold tickets in the numbers racket nor the idea of his intention of working—in just what capacity he himself didn’t know as yet—in a gambling joint.

But he split the difference with her as far as telling the truth about those two things was concerned. He admitted that the only full-time job he’d held since leaving high school and up to a short while ago had been selling tickets on baseball and football pools. He explained that the heat was on in Milwaukee as far as numbers was concerned and that it would probably stay on á long time, and that he had no intention of going back to that way of making a living.

But he also told her, which was more or less true, that he wasn’t doing anything at all at the moment. And he told her, which wasn’t true at all, that he hadn’t any serious idea what kind of work he wanted or expected to find.

Because he didn’t want to worry her about the money he was spending on her—not that it was much; the whole evening was costing him only about five dollars—he managed to give the impression that he had money in the bank, saved up, and wasn’t worrying about finding a job in a hurry; rather, that he was deliberately taking his time because he wanted to be sure he was getting into a kind of job that would lead him somewhere worth going.

All that, of course, added up to quite a bit of talking; it was almost one o’clock when they got back to Mrs. Gettleman’s. Not that that mattered, because Ellie’s shift didn’t start until eleven the next day, and his didn’t start at any time, although he usually dropped into the tavern by midafternoon to see if Mitch had anything for him to do.

At the door of Ellie’s room on the second floor, she hesitated only a second before letting him kiss her goodnight. It occurred to him to suggest that they see another show—or dance, if she preferred—Saturday evening.

She made the countersuggestion that they make it Sunday instead, if he had no other plans for then. Sunday was her day off; the Dinner Gong was closed on Sunday. Possibly they could go to the beach or to a park in the afternoon. That sounded good to Joe, so they set the date for two o’clock in the afternoon Sunday and decided not to decide, until then, just what they’d do.

Since there’d been that much conversation since the goodnight kiss and since he really was going now, Joe put his arms around her and kissed her again. And this time got a slight surprise. Oh, nothing like the amperage of that kiss Francine Scott had given him that afternoon, but then this kiss didn’t have the build-up that one had had. And definitely Ellie’s lips moved under his and responded, and it was a very pleasant kiss.

Then she pushed herself away from him but stood looking at him a full second, her eyes wide and not smiling at all, before she said, “Goodnight, Joe,” and went quickly inside and closed the door.

He almost raised his hand to knock lightly, and then thought better of it and went on upstairs to his own room.

For some reason he didn’t feel like reading, as he generally did after getting to his room and before going to sleep. He got into bed and lay there thinking. He liked Ellie, but she was going to be a complication if he kept on seeing her. Rather, the lies and half-truths he’d told her would be a complication. If, within a month or so, he was working for Mitch at a gambling joint, he couldn’t very well keep kidding Ellie indefinitely about what he was doing. Maybe he should have leveled with her in the first place; then, if she didn’t like it and didn’t want to keep on seeing him, that was that and neither of them would be hurt. Maybe he’d tell her Sunday.

He liked Ellie a lot. She was a swell kid, and that second kiss had surprised him. He went to sleep thinking about Ellie.

But he dreamed of Francy Scott.

6

Nothing much happened on Friday. It was still hot and the humidity had gone even higher. Joe Bailey woke a little earlier than usual because of the heat but held off having breakfast until eleven so he could eat at the Dinner Gong after Ellie went on duty. He found himself a bit puzzled about her this morning and wanted to have a look at her again, even across a restaurant counter.

The look didn’t tell him very much and this time there were other customers and they didn’t have much time to talk. Mike was there today, behind the cash register. When Joe came up with the check, Mike said, “Hi, Joe. What you doing these days?”

Joe said, “Nothing much,” and managed to let it go at that. But he felt uneasy, somehow. He had a hunch Ellie must have mentioned him to her uncle and he wondered what Mike would have said about him to Ellie. Mike Dravich knew that he’d been selling pool tickets for Mitch, but then he’d told Ellie that part of it.

Maybe, he thought as he went out, he’d better level with Ellie—a little more than he had, anyway—on their next date. If he was going to keep on seeing her, it would get harder and harder to explain why he wasn’t working at some job or other unless he told her at least part of the truth. And if, after that, she didn’t want to go out with him any more, the hell with her. There were plenty of other girls.

He dropped into the tavern at about the usual time and found out from Krasno that Mitch had gone to Chicago and wouldn’t be back till the next day. And he hadn’t left any word for Joe.

It was too hot to do anything else, so he went down to the beach for a swim. He thought maybe he’d run into someone he knew, but he didn’t. The beach was fairly crowded for a Friday afternoon. Seeing so many girls and women in bathing suits reminded him of Francine, although no one he saw came within forty miles of having as beautiful a body as Francine’s.

After dinner, which he did not eat at the Dinner Gong, he called up Ray Lorgan and got talked into dropping around to Ray’s little two room and kitchenette flat on Cass Street.

It was funny, really, that Joe liked Ray Lorgan and that Ray like Joe. Outside of a liking for science fiction stories they had almost nothing in common. Ray was only two years older than Joe, but he was married and had a year-old kid. He had a job as a timekeeper at A. O. Smith and he was pinko, definitely pinko, although he was not a member of the Communist Party. Joe had met him two years ago when he had attended a meeting or two of a science fiction fan club. Most of the members had turned out to be creeps, in Joe’s opinion, and he hadn’t gone often. By the same criterion he applied to the others, Ray Lorgan was a creep, too. But for some reason he’d never been able to put his finger on, he liked Ray and was liked in return. In fact, if he’d had to pick out any one person as being, currently, his closest friend, it would probably be Ray.

When he got off the Wells Street car at Cass, he stopped in a liquor store and picked up a bottle of wine to take along.

He handed it to Ray as he came in and Ray took it to the kitchenette to open it. Jeannie, Mrs. Lorgan, wasn’t there; she was attending a night class at the University of Wisconsin Extension; the baby, Karl, was asleep in the other room but the door was shut and they wouldn’t have to worry about talking quietly.

Ray peeled the wrapping off the bottle and frowned at it. “A Goddam capitalist,” he said. “You paid a buck and a quarter for this and you could have got just as good for sixty-nine cents. Just as good as far as we’re concerned, anyway; we wouldn’t be able to tell the difference.”

Joe grinned at him. “Maybe I did it just to hear you squawk. Want to put it in the icebox to cool off a while?”

“That proves damn well you wouldn’t be able to tell the difference between a cheap and an expensive kind. You don’t chill sherry; you drink it room temperature. A man who’d chill sherry would put catchup on apple pie.”

He came out of the kitchenette with two glasses and the opened bottle and sat down at the table before he did the pouring.

“Doing anything yet, Joe?”

“No, but something’s coming up,” Joe said. He wished he could tell Ray about Mitch’s plans, but he’d promised to keep them under his hat. “Meanwhile, I guess I’m just being a Goddam capitalist. Without capital.”

Ray sipped his wine. He said, “In a well organized society, Joe, there wouldn’t be any place for a guy like you. But maybe you’ll get along. This is a hell of a ways from being a well ordered society.”

Joe chuckled a little. “If you don’t like it here—”

“Why don’t I go back where I came from, huh? Here’s a thought for you, Joe, that I’ll bet you never thought of. Where does a man come from? From the body of a woman. And he spends a good share of the rest of his life trying to get back in; but he never succeeds. Not with all of himself, anyway. You know, Joe, I’m not completely kidding; there’s a symbolic significance in that. What’s the moment of greatest ecstasy in a man’s life? The culmination of intercourse, the orgasm. The moment when a part of him is returning to the body of woman. That’s the closest he ever gets to going back where he came from. His one moment of pure ecstasy.”

“And besides, it’s fun,” Joe said. He thought of Francine.

“Don’t you ever take anything seriously, Joe? Except making money, being a big-shot gambler? No, I guess I’m wrong; you do think some, or you wouldn’t read the kind of stuff you read. It takes imagination, abstract imagination, to like science fiction and fantasy. Know what I think, Joe? That you’re afraid to think, afraid to let yourself think.

“Look, I’m no psychiatrist, but I’ve read quite a bit on psychiatry. I can be wrong, but I’d say you’ve got a keener mind than you let show on the surface. But for some reason it’s afraid of itself and keeps itself under wraps. It just could be that something happened to you when you were a kid—all deeply underlying psychoses date back to early childhood—that makes you literally afraid to think for yourself. Ever taken an I. Q. test, Joe?”

Joe shook his head.

“Bet you’d rate a hundred and twenty, at least. And that’s good. Maybe you’d rate more. But I guess that only because a flash of it shows once in a while. Your intelligence is afraid of itself. You act—Look, Joe, we’re pretty good friends. Can you take this?”

Joe wasn’t looking at him. Joe said, “Go ahead,” and realized that his voice had sounded sullen and that he hadn’t meant it to be. “Sure, Ray.”

“Okay. You act like a child afraid of the dark—no, that’s not right. Let’s see, just what do I mean? I mean that because you won’t let yourself think straight, you think like a child. Children pass through a stage of wanting to be gangsters or Billy the Kids; when they play cops and robbers which of the two do they want to be? That’s natural, for kids. But they grow up, most of them, mentally and get over it. Those that don’t, do become criminals—or anyway asocial, people who don’t contribute to society or who make a living pandering to its weaknesses, like selling numbers racket tickets, for instance—

“Hell, Joe, maybe I’m stepping on your toes too hard, but now I’ve got started on this, I’ve got to finish, unless you stop me. Grown-up people who act and think that way do it either because they’re stupid or because they’re warped by something—or a series of some things—that’s happened to them. And you’re not stupid. If you could ever dig out of your mind what happened to you—”

Joe picked up the bottle and poured himself another drink, very carefully and deliberately.

He said, “You’re off the beam, Ray. Am I a psycho to want money without having to work like a dog all my life for it? If you’re smart you can get it—and lots of it. Look at Mitch—you haven’t met him, no, but I’ve talked enough about him—he’s probably worth at least a couple of hundred thousand bucks. More money than you’ll ever have. Everything he wants.”

He thought again of Francine and for the first time he felt more envy of Mitch than admiration for him.

Ray said, “But how did he get it? By taking quarters and dollars away from people who could have used them for something better than gambling.”

“That’s their fault; he never made anyone buy numbers. And maybe it’s illegal, but there’s nothing dishonest about it. He pays off if they hit. And if he didn’t sell tickets, somebody else would.”

Ray grinned. “The sheep are there. Why not fleece them before somebody else does. I guess at that, Joe, your Mitch isn’t much worse than other capitalists.”

“Better than some, I’d say. At least he doesn’t advertise to create an artificial demand—convince people they need something they don’t even want—and then make them pay for the advertising that convinced them. By letting them gamble, he’s just filling a demand that’s already there.”

“My God, Joe, you’re thinking. That’s one of the flashes I spoke of. Even granting it’s for the purpose of rationalizing something wrong that you want to do, it is thinking. Yes, you’re right in that it isn’t especially your Mitch that’s wrong, it’s the whole damned system we live under, right down to its rotten core.

“Which reminds me, I happened to read a little poem of D. H. Lawrence the other day about a mosquito. Not that I like most of his stuff, but this one had a swell tag line. I forget the exact wording, but after a dozen or so not too hot lines about the mosquito he ends up ‘But at least he takes only what he needs; he doesn’t put my blood into the bank.’ Neatest sideswipe at capitalism I’ve ever seen in a poem on some other subject.”

Joe grinned appreciatively and, now that capitalism was the subject of discussion, he managed to keep the conversation in safe channels—away from himself—until Jeannie came home from her class and he could make his escape. Ordinarily he’d have stayed another hour but he didn’t want to tonight.

Outside, he thought: Goddam him, how did he know all that?

It wasn’t right, of course, but that had been some uncomfortablely close guessing.

Only he wasn’t warped; he was the sensible one of the two of them, intellectually brilliant as Ray might be. Wasn’t Ray working hard every day—and under a system he didn’t even believe in—and for not much more money a week than he, Joe, was getting right now for doing nothing at all? And when Mitch’s new place got going, he’d be making more, probably, than Ray was. And ten years from now, he’d be in the chips and Ray would still be a timekeeper or something not much better. Ten years from now Ray might have a little house of his own and a five-year-old car and a mortgage on both of them and he, Joe, would have a swell flat on, say Prospect Avenue, and a place like Mitch’s just out of town and a couple of snazzy cars, one of them a robin’s-egg blue convertible.

And women like Francy. Maybe even—if somehow he could get into fairly big money within a year or two or three—Francy herself. She wouldn’t stay with Mitch forever. He thought of Mitch with Francy, and his mind flinched away from it.

To think about something else, he thought about Ellie Dravich. Ellie was a swell kid. He liked Ellie. Ellie was, in some ways, a lot like Jeannie, Ray’s wife. Not quite as clever, maybe, or as well educated, but at least as pretty and with the same sort of honesty and niceness.

Riding back on the streetcar, he let himself wonder for just a moment how it would be to be married to Ellie, to be living as Ray lived, sleeping every night with a woman who loved you. Nice.

But that cut out your freedom, it tied you down and made you a slave instead of a free man, and it killed just about all your chances of ever really getting anywhere, getting into the big money. Mitch had never married, and Mitch had got into the big money and now Mitch had anything and everything he wanted. Including—

He pulled his mind away from that again.

He wondered just where he was going. It was too damn early to go home, only a little after ten o’clock. But here he was riding west on Wells Street, toward home. Should he get off downtown and try to find something to do? Or he could ride on past home and then walk down to Clybourn to the tavern. But Mitch wouldn’t be there; he was in Chicago. And somehow he didn’t want to drink any more tonight. Not that he felt, even slightly, the little sherry he’d drunk at Ray’s. They hadn’t even finished the bottle—a fifth—between them. And there’d been so much of it left that Ray had wanted him to take it along with him, but he’d insisted, naturally, on leaving it for Ray and Jeannie to finish.

He pictured them sitting there finishing it and then going to bed together, loving one another.

Which of them was crazy, at that, he or Ray? Yes, it would be wonderful to be married to a girl like Jeannie. To Ellie. But that was silly, even to think about. If he married a girl like Ellie, he could never go through with his plans with Mitch. And he was committed to that, now. Look at all the money Mitch had given him already, to keep him going. He couldn’t turn Mitch down now; it wouldn’t be fair. Because of that money Mitch had been giving him, he didn’t have any choice.

Over six weeks—and the forty he’d got today—it amounted to quite a bit. Take him the rest of his life to pay it off a few dollars a week out of what he could make at any legitimate job he was qualified for. When he’d considered, yesterday, telling Mitch he was going to look for a job to tide him over until Mitch was operating numbers again, until the heat was off, he hadn’t considered the matter of paying Mitch back anything, because he’d figured he’d be going back to work for Mitch again anyway, as soon as it was possible.

But quitting Mitch permanently would be something else again. Then he would owe Mitch all that money and have to pay it back. And Mitch always managed to collect anything that anybody owed him. If they didn’t pay—

But that was ridiculous, anyway. After what Mitch had told him yesterday, about how far and how fast he’d be going up, it was ridiculous or worse to think of becoming sucker enough, for whatever reason, to turn down a chance like that. The big chance he’d been waiting for and hoping for.

He suddenly realized that the car was passing Fourteenth Street. He pressed the buzzer quickly and got off at the next stop. He walked back to Mrs. Gettleman’s. Home, if you didn’t mind what you called it. His room would be a Dutch oven tonight. He hated to go to it.

He looked at his watch and saw that it still wasn’t half past ten. Maybe Ellie would still be up. No reason why she’d turn in early when she didn’t go to work till eleven in the morning. Maybe she’d be willing to go out with him for a sandwich and a beer and he’d have someone to talk to. Not that he’d be able to talk to anyone, especially to Ellie, about what he’d been thinking about. But even talking about the weather might get his mind off things and put him in a better mood.

He went up to the second floor and back to Ellie’s room. He made sure there was a crack of light under the door and then he knocked lightly.

He heard the tap of her footsteps coming to the door and then it opened and she was standing there. Wearing, as she had worn the first time he had seen her, the housecoat. But, housecoat or no, she looked a little prettier this time than the last. This time, despite the fact that she had no make-up on, her face scrubbed and shiny.

She looked at him and suddenly there was concern on her face: she frowned a little. “Joe,” she said, “is something wrong?”

He managed to smile at her. “No, nothing. I’m sorry for bothering you. Saw your light was on and hoped you’d still be dressed and maybe in the mood to drop downstairs with me for a drink or a sandwich. But unless you’re hungry enough to want to slip on a dress again—”

“Gee, I’m sorry, Joe. I wish I could. But I’m late getting to bed now—early as it is. I mean, one of the girls at the restaurant is sick and Uncle Mike asked me to take the early shift tomorrow, when the restaurant opens at six. I’ll have to get up at five o’clock, and I should have gone to bed before this.”

“Oh, sure. I’m sorry I bothered you, Ellie.”

“You didn’t, Joe. And thanks for asking me, thanks a lot.”

“Better turn right in then, Ellie. Goodnight.”

“Goodnight, Joe.”

He stepped back and she closed the door gently, smiling at him.

He went on up to his room, feeling a little more cheerful; even that casual bit of conversation had managed to change his mood somewhat. But what had she meant by looking concerned when she’d first seen him, by frowning, by asking whether something was wrong? Did he look like a psycho or something?

It was as unpleasant in his room as he’d feared it would be; not a breath of air, despite the fact that the window was open wide. He almost decided to go out again for a while, but there wasn’t anywhere he wanted to go or anything he wanted to do.

He probably wouldn’t be able to go to sleep for a while, but he might as well stay here and read until he got sleepy. He stripped down to a pair of shorts, propped up a pillow on the bed, and did his best to read the shorter stories in the science fiction magazine in which, two nights ago, he’d read the lead novel.

But tonight his mind wasn’t geared for reading, somehow; it kept wandering away from the stories he tried to read. Damn it, he thought, how had Ray Lorgan made so many uncomfortably close guesses? He’d never told Ray about anything that had happened to him when he had been a kid. He thought he may possibly have mentioned that he had had pretty bad nightmares when he was young, but that they’d gone away gradually. But probably Ray had forgotten that or he’d have mentioned it to bolster one of his close guesses.

Anyway, damn it all, he was over it now. Things like nightmares wore off as you got older. His mother had been silly in insisting on his seeing a psychologist that time, when he was fifteen. Even then it had been wearing off, not nearly as bad as it had been. And psychologists and psychiatrists are witch doctors anyway. They don’t know what the score is, any more than you do, but they like to tinker around and ask you questions, thousands of questions, and get you talking.

And he’d done his best to answer straight; he’d told the truth, or most of it. All of it that mattered, as far as what the psychologist had been trying to find out. After all, it was costing his mother money, and she didn’t have much of it.

And all that he’d got out of it had been that—what was his name?—Doctor Janes, a silly name, and he wasn’t really a doctor anyway, except a Doctor of Divinity, an ex-minister who’d set himself up as a consulting psychologist, had told him, first, that he’d been wrong about his father. And he’d convinced him of that, almost. At least his arguments were reasonable. And second that he was suffering from a phobia and that a phobia wasn’t anything to worry about once you understood what caused it. And after Joe had explained to Dr. Janes what had caused the phobia, Dr. Janes had explained it back to him, a little less clearly.

So that was that, and the phobia was cured, and what is a phobia anyway?—most people have a more than normal fear of something or other. Of heights, of confined spaces, of cats, of germs.

It didn’t mean you were crazy, just because you had a phobia. Especially if it was wearing off, surely if slowly.

Why, by now he could look at a candle, even a lighted one, without his insides shriveling up into a tight little knot. Certainly without screaming, as he’d use to at seven or eight years old.

And he could pass the window of a hardware store where axes and hatchets were on display and manage to glance at them without averting his eyes. He could even clench his fists and make himself stop and look at them.

So maybe old Dr. Janes really had helped him. At any rate, he hadn’t been able to do these things when, four years ago…



The Radio

MUSIC: Series theme (motif from Rachmaninoff’s Isle of the Dead).

ANNOUNCER: Hold tightly to your chairs, folks. Today we bring you another thrilling episode in—

MUSIC: Eerie sting.

ANNOUNCER: THE ADVENTURES OF JOE BAILEY!

MUSIC: Up on program theme into

ANNOUNCER: Yesterday we left Joe entering the office of Dr. Janes, consulting psychologist. Dr. Janes is a retired minister who has taken a small office in the Warner Building in Milwaukee. He is a kindly man with a deep understanding of human nature who scales his fees to fit the purses of those who come to him for help. Yesterday we heard Florence Bailey, Joe’s mother, explaining about Joe’s trouble to Dr. Janes. We heard him explain to her that quite possibly Joe was in need of the help of a psychiatrist but he admitted that a complete psychoanalysis by a qualified psychiatrist might take months and run to a considerable expenditure of money. Florence Bailey told him that she has only her income as a waitress to support them and could not possibly afford such a service. Dr. Janes expressed his willingness to try to help her son and told her that his fee, whether one consultation sufficed or several proved necessary, would be only ten dollars. She has now returned with Joe and is waiting in the outer office. Joe Bailey, age fifteen, is now entering the inner sanctum of Dr. Janes. He closes the door.

SOUND: Door closing quietly.

DOCTOR: Hello, Joe. Sit down.

JOE: Yes, Doctor.

DOCTOR: I’d like to explain one thing, Joe, before we talk. It’s something I make a point of explaining to anyone who consults me. It’s about my being a doctor; I want you to understand that I am not an M.D., a doctor of medicine, although I have a pretty good lay knowledge in that field. You may call me Doctor if you wish—in fact, I like it—but I want you to understand that the degree that entitles me to be called that is the degree of Doctor of Divinity. But I believe myself to be qualified as a consulting psychologist, which is what I call myself. Both through the study of psychology as a science and the considerable experience I have had in helping people, individually as well as collectively, in forty-one years in the ministry. By the way, Joe, do you understand the difference between a psychologist and a psychiatrist?

JOE Well—I think so. A psychiatrist deals with insane people, doesn’t he?

DOCTOR: That’s putting it a bit strongly. Most people who go to psychiatrists are sane; they merely have some slight abnormality that disturbs them. What we call a phobia, perhaps. Most people have slight phobias of one kind or another. They’re afraid of heights, for instance. That’s a very common type of phobia; we call it acrophobia. And some people are afraid of being closed in, of confined spaces; that’s claustrophobia. (Smilingly) Or am I using too many big words for you?

JOE: No, I’ve read something about phobias myself, at the library. I guess that’s what I’ve got, so naturally I was interested. And as far as I can find out, if you know and remember what causes one, you ought to get over it. Well, I know what caused mine, but still it isn’t completely gone, although it isn’t as bad as it used to be.

DOCTOR: And you dream about it, your mother told me. Is that right?

JOE: Yes. I used to have awful nightmares: Mom would have an awful time getting me waked up from one. But that’s what I mean about it going away gradually; I don’t often have them any more, and they’re not so bad, even when I do.

DOCTOR: That’s fine, Joe. I’m glad to hear it. Probably you didn’t need to come to me at all; it’s something that will wear off as you grow older. But your mother worries about it, and—even if it doesn’t do any good otherwise, and I hope it will—it will relieve her mind to have you talk things over with me. So for her sake as well as your own, I hope you’ll be completely frank with me.

JOE: Sure.

DOCTOR: She told me quite a bit about it, and the incident that started it. A very unfortunate thing. But I think it will be better if we just pretend, between us, that she told me nothing at all and start from the beginning. You don’t mind talking about it, do you, Joe?

JOE: Well, ordinarily I don’t like to talk about it, no. But when Mom talked me into coming to see you, I made up my mind that I would.

DOCTOR: That’s fine, Joe. Would you rather tell it in your own way, or have me ask questions and you answer them?

JOE: I don’t care, Doctor. Whichever you say.

DOCTOR: Well, then you tell it, but let me interrupt any time I want to ask a question, so I’m sure I understand each point perfectly as we go along.

JOE: Sure. Well, it started, really started, that night when I woke up and saw the—the candle and the ax. But I guess it began before that when Uncle Ernie taught me that verse, that nursery rhyme. That would have been not more than a week before though, because he was just visiting us for a week, the week up to Christmas.

DOCTOR: And you were three and a half years old then?

JOE: Yes, I was born in July and that was the Christmas after my third birthday.

DOCTOR: How much of this, Joe, do you actually remember? And how much do you know from your mother having explained it to you?

JOE: Well, I remember waking up and seeing—what I saw, all right. And I remember my Uncle Ernie—maybe not from having seen him that time, because I was pretty young then—but I’ve seen him since a few times. About the date it happened and the details and everything, it’s just that I learned from Mom. I was asleep, of course, while they were trimming the Christmas tree and all that and just woke up when I did, so I can’t remember that part of it; I mean, how it happened up to then.

DOCTOR: Do you remember your uncle teaching you the verse?

JOE: I guess I do at that, but not clearly. It was something about bells in London, something about “to ring the bells of London town” and then a lot of rhymes, one about each bell, and there was some kind of a game connected with it, I think. I remember one or two of the rhymes but there were a lot of them. I remember, “Kettles and pans, Say the bells at Saint Ann’s,” and—let’s see—“When will you pay me? Say the bells at Old Bailey.” And maybe I could remember one or two more if I tried. Shall I try?

DOCTOR: I don’t believe it matters. It was the final couplet that impressed you, wasn’t it? Can you say it to me, Joe?

JOE: I can, now. There are all the rhymes about the bells and then it suddenly changes and ends up—(His voice tightens a little.) “Here comes a candle to light you to bed, And here comes a chopper to chop off your head.”

DOCTOR: And did frighten you when you first heard it?

JOE: I don’t remember for sure. A little, I guess. I’ve often wondered why they put something like that in nursery rhymes for kids. It’s silly, isn’t it?

DOCTOR: Yes, Definitely.

JOE: But I guess it didn’t scare me any more than it would have scared any other kid my age. And, come to think of it, I guess kids like to be scared a little. They must, or there wouldn’t be nursery rhymes like that. But, even so, I must have been remembering it or thinking about it, in my sleep—dreaming about it, that is—just before I woke up. Otherwise seeing what I saw wouldn’t have—have done what it did to me. I mean, I must have been dreaming about—about a candle coming to light me to bed and a chopper coming to—to chop off my head. I must have been dreaming about it, or it wouldn’t have been so horrible. Don’t you think so?

DOCTOR: Quite probably. Was your uncle English, Joe? That’s an old English nursery rhyme or game and it’s not too well known in this country; that’s why I ask.

JOE: Yes, Uncle Ernie was born in England. He was my father’s older brother, and my father was born in this country. They were ten years or so apart, and I guess Uncle Ernie was about five when my grandfather and grandmother moved here; my father was born after they’d been here five years.

DOCTOR: Is your uncle still living?

JOE: Not that one; I have one uncle in Chicago, but he’s my mother’s brother, and he’s the only relative I’ve got left, I guess, besides Mom. But Uncle Ernie was visiting us that week leading up to Christmas; he lived in Pittsburgh, and I think it was the first time he’d ever got to Chicago to visit us, at least the first time after I was born.

DOCTOR: And during that week he taught you that rhyme. And I agree that you were quite probably dreaming about it when your father came into the room that night and—well, you tell me about it, Joe.

JOE: Well, it was Christmas Eve. We lived in a flat on North Dearborn Street, three rooms. I guess I was probably up a little later than usual, it being Christmas Eve, but I was asleep by then, alone in the bedroom. And Mom and Pop were trimming the Christmas tree in the living room; I guess they’d finished trimming it.

DOCTOR: Your uncle was there, too?

JOE: Not just then. I mean, he’d gone around to his hotel room—he was staying at a hotel nearby because with three of us in three rooms, and just one double bed and the bed I slept in, he couldn’t stay right with us—anyway, he’d gone around to his room to get some presents. And a bottle, probably. Anyway, Mom and Pop were finishing trimming the tree, and they’d used the old-fashioned candles in holders that clip onto the tree branches. I guess they don’t use them at all anymore, anybody, and most people didn’t use them then, but a few did. And Pop liked them better than electric lights on a tree and said if everybody was careful there wasn’t any danger of fire. Anyway—(His voice has been fading, as)


MUSIC: Up and under. Silent Night, Holy Night.

ANNOUNCER: It’s a pretty tree, not a big one, but a pretty one. And those old-fashioned candles on it are really beautiful. Alvin and Florence Bailey have just lighted the candles and stepped back to admire their handiwork. Flo walks to the light switch on the wall beside the closed door that leads to the bedroom and turns off the light. The tree shows up really beautifully now. She sighs a little.

MUSIC: Up and under briefly. Same melody.

FLORENCE: Gee but it’s pretty, Al.

ALVIN: Yeah. Well, maybe we better put out the candles and not waste ’em. We’ve seen how it looks now.

FLORENCE: Your brother ought to be back any minute; let’s wait a few minutes to see if he gets here by then, huh?

ALVIN: Okay. Gawd, I can use a drink. Hope he brings that bottle and I wish I’d had sense enough to remember to bring one home myself.

FLORENCE: We’re not going to stay up very late, though, are we? You know how kids are on Christmas morning and we want to be awake too, to see Joey’s fun.

ALVIN: Sure, Flo, sure. I didn’t mean I want to hang one on. Just that I can sure use a drink or two.

FLORENCE: Wish Joe could see that tree now, with the candles going and the lights off in here otherwise. In the morning, it won’t be near as pretty as it is right now.

ALVIN: Why not, if he’s awake. We ain’t put the presents out yet. He can see the tree if he happens to be still awake.

FLORENCE: I’ll see.

SOUND: Two or three soft footsteps. A door opening very quietly.

FLORENCE: (Not much above a whisper.) Joey…. Joey….

SOUND: Quiet closing of door.

FLORENCE: (Normal voice.) He’s sound asleep. Say, Al, it’s really cold in there, in the bedroom. Felt like icicles coming out of the door at me when I opened it. I think we ought to get that window-the rest of the way shut.

ALVIN: It’s stuck. I pushed it down as far as it would go.


FLORENCE: I tried to push it farther, too, when I put Joe to bed. It’s stuck because there’s some ice on the sill. I thought it would be all right, but I didn’t know it would be that cold. We’d better get it the rest of the way shut.

ALVIN: All right, I’ll try to chip off the ice. But it’ll probably wake the kid. Turning the light on, if nothing else.

FLORENCE: You can do it without the light on. Take one of those candles. And just noise doesn’t wake Joey, if it isn’t too loud. You can be careful, and the ice isn’t frozen very tight. Maybe you can just pry it off with a knife.

ALVIN: Knife won’t do it. I’ll get the hatchet; I can chip it off quiet, I guess.

SOUND: Footsteps. Drawer being opened and closed. Footsteps again.

ALVIN: Good thing you thought of a candle. But remember tomorrow to get batteries for that damn flashlight, will you?

FLORENCE: Sure, Al. Be as quiet as you can now.

ALVIN: (We hear him walking again as he speaks.) Sure. I’ll take a white candle; we got too many of them anyway and I’ll probably use some of it up. Maybe you better put the others out, Ernie might be half an hour yet.

FLORENCE: I’ll wait till you’re through in there. Try not to wake Joey, but if he wakes up anyway, we might as well let him see the tree.

ALVIN: Sure.

SOUND: Click of latch as door opens, then closes again quietly.

MUSIC: Soft but menacing. Deep chords in bass.

ANNOUNCER: (Mysterious.) It’s dark in the bedroom, dark despite the single candle which Al Bailey carries carefully as he tiptoes past Joe’s bed and then past the big double bed to the window. He carries the hatchet in his other hand. When he reaches the window he pushes the curtain aside with the hand that holds the hatchet and then puts the hatchet down on the sill while he looks around for a place to put down the candle so he’ll have both hands free to work. He reaches to put the candle on the sill, too, and then realizes that the candle, in the clip, won’t stand upright. He looks around and sees that the projecting edge of the top of a chest of drawers standing about two feet from the window is the answer. He opens the clip wide enough to put it over the edge, and the candle is firmly clipped there; he has both hands free. Holding the curtain back with one hand, he begins, as quietly as he can, to chip at the ice on the lower edge of the window sash. He pulls the window open a little higher to get at the ice better. The candle flame sways, but does not go out. Now he can get at the ice, and he chips away at it gently…. Now let’s go back over to the child’s bed in which little Joe Bailey, age three and a half, is sleeping. We can see him dimly in the light of the candle and we can see on the wall behind him the monstrous flickering shadow that the candlelight casts there. And what’s this we hear? A voice? Yes, but it’s a voice that’s inside Joe’s head, a voice in a dream; no one but Joe—and you and me—can hear it. It’s the voice of his Uncle Ernie reciting a delicious little jingle that puts pleasant little shivers up and down Joe’s back. Listen carefully and you can hear the voice in Joe’s dream—listen carefully—

VOICE: (It is the voice of Joe’s Uncle Ernie, but distorted in echo chamber. It is speaking with what would be mock menace normally, but sounds truly mysterious and menacing through the echo chamber.) Here comes a candle to light you to bed, And here come a chopper to chop off your head.

ANNOUNCER: (Softer, more mysterious) And back at the window—

SOUND: Window going shut, suddenly.

ANNOUNCER: Joe Bailey’s eyes jerk open. He sits up in bed, frightened, not by the sound that woke him but by the memory of what he was just dreaming. There is a strange dim light in the room but he hasn’t turned toward it yet. He rubs his eyes with little fists trying to drive away the dream. But from the dream, he is still thinking to himself—

VOICE: (It is Joe’s own voice this time, a child’s voice, but again through the echo chamber to indicate that it is thought rather than actual speaking.) Here comes a candle to light you to bed, And here comes a chopper to chop off your—(Voice fades out)—


ANNOUNCER: And at the window, Alvin Bailey is turning to come away. But he has become entangled in the curtain. Finding it continually in his way as he tried to work, he had thrown it over him, standing, as it were, between the curtain and the window. Now he’s tangled in it, just for a moment…. Just for the exact moment that Joe takes his little fists away from his eyes and finds that the mysterious light is still there in the room, and he’s now nearly enough awake to turn to see where it comes from. It comes from a candle that no hand holds. And beside the candle but not holding it is a robed headless figure whose raised hand holds a shining—

JOE: Screams. Screams. SCREAMS.

ALVIN: Joe! Joe, what’s wrong?

SOUND: Door being thrown open. Joe is continuing to scream at the top of his voice.

FLORENCE: Joey! What is it, Joey? Are you having a nightmare? Wake up, Joey. Nothing’s wrong, Joey! Al. what—

MUSIC: Up and under on theme. Through a few bars of it we hear Joe’s screams, then they fade.

DOCTOR: Yes, Joe, that’s the way your mother told it to me. Was she able to get you fully awake right away?

JOE: Well, Doctor, I guess the worst of it was that I was awake. She—and Pop—didn’t figure out right away what had happened or what had scared me. And they thought I was having a nightmare and tried to get me out of it. But I was awake already; it was a nightmare all right, but not the way they thought at first. Finally when I got calmed down a little, I guess they put together what I told them and what Pop had been doing and where the candle had been and about the hatchet and everything and figured out what had happened and what had scared me.

DOCTOR: Were you able to go to sleep again that night? Or do you remember that part of it?

JOE: I’m not sure. I guess maybe I did after a while, but it would have been a pretty long while, probably.

DOCTOR: Did you have a nightmare—a real one—when you did?


JOE: Mom says I didn’t, that first night. I had plenty of them from then on, though. And there was another thing; after that I stuttered pretty bad for a few years. Until I was six. The stuttering went away when I was six years old. Oh, one other thing I remember. I guess the first time it came out I had a phobia was the next morning, Christmas morning. You want to hear about that?

DOCTOR: Please.

JOE: It was when I went out and saw the Christmas tree and there were candles on it. I screamed and ran through the kitchen and downstairs and outside. Mom caught me about half a block away and brought me back; I mean, talked me into coming back. And when she found out what scared me, she came in the flat first and took all the candles off the tree and hid them somewhere. And then I wasn’t afraid of the tree any more. It was all right then.

DOCTOR: And you’ve been afraid of candles—and hatchets—ever since?

JOE: Yes, only like I told you it’s going away. I can even look at one now. Either one, I mean. And while I still have a nightmare once in a while, it isn’t as bad as it used to be. I guess I’m getting over it all right. Only Mom worries about it that by the time I’m as old I am now I’m not completely over it.

DOCTOR: Did she get medical advice while you were still a child, concerning the nightmares?

JOE: I think she took me to doctors a few times, but what they told her I don’t know or don’t remember. I guess most of them said it would probably wear off or something. And we’ve—well, we’ve been pretty poor, I guess, most of the time, so when it didn’t seem to do much good, I guess she quit taking me.

DOCTOR: Has there been any recurrence lately that caused her to bring you to me now, Joe? Anything at all?

JOE: No, it’s been wearing off. I guess what gave her the idea this time was that she just learned about you from someone. She hadn’t known that there was anything like a consulting psychologist that didn’t charge money up in the hundreds of dollars for a long course of treatment, like a psychiatrist would, or she’d have taken me to see you—or somebody—a long time ago.

DOCTOR: I see. Tell me, Joe, does your feeling of fear towards candles specialize on any particular kind or size, or is it just any candle?

JOE: Any one, I guess. I mean, it doesn’t matter if it’s big or little or what color it is. But if it’s lighted, it’s worse. Even a candle that isn’t lighted gives me the willies, but not so bad. And it’s not any particular kind of a—a chopper, either. An ax or a hatchet, either one, is about the same. Unless maybe an ax, one with a long handle, is worse. I don’t know why that would be, because it was a hatchet Pop was carrying that night—only of course I didn’t know it was Pop—but anyway one kind of a chopper is as bad as another. Even a cleaver, like a butcher’s cleaver.

DOCTOR: Do you happen to recall the first time—after that night—when you saw an ax or a hatchet?

JOE: No, I don’t. I remember being scared as the devil every time I saw one while I was a kid, but I don’t remember the first time. It wasn’t that same night, anyway. Pop must have dropped the hatchet or put it down somewhere getting to me after I yelled, and I think he knocked the candle, clip and all, off the edge of the bureau and put it out. Anyway, I don’t remember seeing either of them again that same night; probably Pop carried them out while Mom was still working on me, trying to get me calmed down and back to sleep.

DOCTOR: It must have been a terrible experience. Tell me this, Joe, did you ever have a tendency—then or now—to blame anyone for it? Your father?

JOE: How was it his fault? It was just an accident.

DOCTOR: Of course it was. But that isn’t a full answer to what I asked. Sometimes we blame people for things even when strict reason tells us they are not to blame. And a child of three or four isn’t very adept at strict reasoning. Joe, did you love your father very much?

JOE: (Hesitantly.) I—don’t know. He died when I was six, and it’s hard to remember much about him that far back.


DOCTOR: Tell me something about him. Joe. What did he do, for example?

JOE: (Hesitates again.) Well—he was a bartender.

DOCTOR: Not at that time, was be, Joe? Prohibition would have been in effect in—Let’s see, you’re fifteen now? I believe your mother said that was your age.

JOE: Yes, I was fifteen two months ago.

DOCTOR: You look older. I’d have guessed you as seventeen. But let’s see—this is forty-four and that was the Christmas you were three. That would have been nineteen thirty-two. Yes, there was still Prohibition then, and for a year or two after.

JOE: (There is a touch of defiance in his voice.) He was a bartender. In a speakeasy. After Prohibition did go out, he was out of work because he’d been arrested a few times and he couldn’t get a license as a regular bartender.

DOCTOR: And what did he do after Prohibition ended?

JOE: Nothing much, I guess. That would have been in the Depression and he couldn’t get a job, except part time once in a while. Mom got a job as a waitress, and I guess we lived mostly on what she made.

DOCTOR: Do you hold against him, Joe, the way he made a living—before Repeal, I mean?

JOE: No.

DOCTOR: But you didn’t love him very much, did you?

JOE: Sure, I did. What’s that got to do with it? Sure, I loved him.

DOCTOR: AS much after that Christmas Eve as you did before?

JOE: Sure.

DOCTOR: He lived only until you were six? Two and a half years after that Christmas Eve?

JOE: Yes.

DOCTOR: HOW did he die, Joe?

(Pause.)

DOCTOR: If it’s unpleasant for you to remember, Joe, I’m sorry. But if I’m to help you—

JOE: He was shot. He was shot while he was on a holdup job, a box office at a movie theater. I guess he couldn’t take being broke any more. (Even more defiantly; Joe’s voice sounds as though he is on the verge of tears.) And I don’t blame him for that, either. I’d do the same thing myself, under the same circumstances!

DOCTOR: (Very mildly.) I see. I hope you don’t really mean that, Joe. The part about doing the same thing yourself. And I don’t think you do mean it, really. You said it, probably, just to prove that you really did love your father and that you don’t blame him for his—mistake. And it’s well that you don’t try to judge him.

JOE: He was a swell guy.

DOCTOR: I’m sure he was. Tell me, Joe, how did you react to the news of his death? Do you remember how you felt when you heard that your father was dead?

(Pause.)

DOCTOR: I’m sorry I have to ask you that, Joe. But can’t you see that the very fact that you hesitate to answer shows that the answer might be important.

JOE: (Sullenly.) I didn’t hear it. I was there.

MUSIC: Eerie sting.

JOE: I was there. I saw him get killed.

DOCTOR: (Startled.) You mean he took you along, on a holdup?

JOE: NO. All right, if you’ve got to know! I took the cops there! It was my fault he got killed!

MUSIC: Up and under on theme, the motif from Rachmaninoff’s Isle of the Dead.

ANNOUNCER: Does Joe Bailey mean that he deliberately got his father killed? Or, although he obviously blames himself, was it accidental? What really happened that night when Joe was six? Does he really remember it now as it actually happened or is it something in his imagination, something of a piece with the other hideous nightmares that stalked his childhood after that Christmas Eve in nineteen thirty-two when he saw, as he awakened from a dream, the candle and the chopper? The two things that thereafter became symbols to him, forever associated with nameless horror in his subconscious mind. Docs Joe think that he really loved his father after that Christmas Eve—or does he protest too much? Was his father thereafter a symbol to him, also—a symbol of terror? We know now that not one, but two, very unfortunate things happened to Joe during his early childhood. Will he remain sane? Or will the chopper get him? Tune in again tomorrow for another thrilling episode in—

MUSIC: Eerie sting.

ANNOUNCER: THE ADVENTURES OF JOE BAILEY!

MUSIC: Up to close.
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Sunday afternoon was nice. The weather was nice and the beach was nice. Ellie in a bathing suit was nice, too, although seeing any woman in a bathing suit made him think of Francine. Ellie hadn’t any tan; you could see she didn’t have a chance to go swimming often. Nicely shaped, though, with clean smooth lines that were nice to look at, although nothing like Francine’s voluptuousness. Damn Francine, he thought; were all other women going to be spoiled for him just because he’d seen Francine?

Ellie had brought a blanket; they were both lying on it. Joe was face up with a forearm thrown across his eyes to shield them from the sun; Ellie was lying face down beside him.

She said, “We’d better not stay much longer. I don’t want to sunburn. Should have started early in the season.”

“Why didn’t you?”

“I don’t like the Chicago beaches, on Sunday. And that was my day off there, too. In hot weather, like this, they’re so crowded you almost have to stand up. And I lived quite a way west; it was a long trip.”

“West. Cicero, maybe?”

“Near there. Where did you live in Chicago, Joe?”

“Near North Side. Dearborn Street, near Bughouse Square. But I was just a kid then. Cicero must have been something in the old days, during Prohibition. Where all the gangsters hung out; somebody told me they used to call it Little Mexico. But you’d be too young to remember any of that, if you lived there then.”

“I didn’t. I was raised in Indianapolis.”

“Oh, sure, you told me. I forgot.”

“But my uncle and aunt, the ones I lived with in Chicago, used to talk once in a while about the way Cicero used to be. I’m glad it wasn’t like that when I was there. I don’t like gangsters and shooting.”

“Not even gangster pictures? Humphrey Bogart stuff?”

“Well, sometimes. In a movie.”

“But you wouldn’t want to be a gun moll?”

She laughed and sat up. “Is that a proposition, Mister Bailey?”

“If you’re going to accept it, you’ll have to call me Joe. Think you’re baked enough? Let’s see.” He raised himself on one elbow and looked at her back and shoulders. “Nope, hasn’t even started to turn pinkish yet. You aren’t even half-baked.” He bent forward and kissed her shoulder lightly. “And there’s an anesthetic, if you do bum.”

He lay back down, this time not covering his eyes completely but merely shielding them with his flat hand. She turned and looked down at him and he tried to tell from her face whether she’d thought he’d been too fresh. He couldn’t tell.

She asked, almost lightly, “Doing anything, yet, Joe? I mean, have you lined up a job?”

He shook his head. “No hurry. I’m taking my time.”

“But, Joe, you must have some—You aren’t a gangster, are you, Joe? A gunman or something?”

He grinned at her. “I hope I’m something. But I’m not a gunman. Never fired a gun in my life except a twenty-two rifle. And I never even owned one of them. But I had a popgun when I was a kid. It shot corks.”

“I’m glad of that, Joe. I hate the very idea of—killing. Or crime of any kind. I guess I wouldn’t make a good gun moll.”


“Do you think gambling is a crime?”

“Well, not—Joe, I think we had better get out of the sun. Me, anyway. Let’s get dressed and sit on the grass under the trees up there. And I’ll let you buy me an ice cream cone if there’s a place around where we can get them.”

He said, “Sure, Ellie,” and got up. They arranged where to meet outside the bathhouse and, miraculously, Ellie was there waiting when Joe got there. He’d expected her to take twice as long.

Shadows were lengthening as they strolled up the hill from the beach. Under a tree near the top of the slope they stopped and Ellie partly unfolded the blanket so they could sit on the grass and look out over the bright blue of the lake, dotted with little white sails.

“Getting hungry?” Joe asked. “Maybe instead of hunting cones we should eat pretty soon. I had a late breakfast, but nothing since.”

“You shouldn’t buy me dinner, Joe. Our date was just for the afternoon.”

“You mean you’ve got one for the evening?”

“Yes.”

Joe laughed. “You didn’t say that fast enough. You’re lying and you know it.”

“All right, I’m lying and I know it. But, Joe, if you’re not working, I’m not going to let you spend a lot of money on me. If we eat together, we’re going Dutch.”

“I’ll let you think so till the check comes. Damn it, Ellie, quit talking and thinking as though I’m broke. I’ve got money. Do I have to show it to you?”

“All right, Joe. I won’t argue this time, if we don’t go to an expensive place. Anyway, I’m starting to look for another room tomorrow. A light housekeeping one.”

“Don’t you get your meals at the restaurants?”

“Well, yes. Except Sundays, of course. But I hate eating in restaurants, especially one I work in. I want to be able to get my own breakfasts at least. Or make coffee whenever I want it or a sandwich before I go to bed if I’m hungry. And be able to have someone in for a meal once in a while. I’m fairly good at cooking, Joe. Not fancy stuff, but I make good Italian spaghetti—and I like to bake cakes if I find a place that has a real stove and not just a hotplate.”

“Huh,” said Joe. “Trying to find your way to my heart through my stomach.”

“Wouldn’t it work?”

“It might.”

“It should. How long has it been since you’ve eaten real home cooking, Joe?”

“Well—not very often since my mother died, a little less than a year ago. Even then, we didn’t have regular meals at home except on her day off. She happened to have a shift about like yours, only an hour longer, eleven in the morning to nine at night. So she got breakfast for us and other meals I’d either have to rustle myself or eat in the restaurant she worked in. Except, like I said, on her day off.”

“And you haven’t eaten outside of restaurants since then, Joe?”

“Once in a while at the Lorgans’; they’re friends of mine. Like you to meet them; I think you’d like Ray and Jeannie.” He was thinking that if he took Ellie along the next time he went to Ray’s, then Ray wouldn’t get as embarrassingly psychoanalytical as he’d got night before last. “But the housekeeping room does sound like a good idea, Ellie.”

“I’m paid through Wednesday at Mrs. Gettleman’s. I hope I can find one by then, so I won’t have to pay another week. If I do find one, I’ll have things—the kitchenette-in working order by next Sunday. And will you eat with me then?”

“Sure. Glad to. But I won’t guarantee that that’s the way to my heart.”

“I’m not sure that I want to find the way, Joe.”

She had sounded serious. He looked at her. “Bet I know why,” he said. He didn’t know whether he was being serious or not. “Because you still think I’m a gangster or a gunman. Because I’m not working. Or that I’m maybe an embezzler living on stolen bank money or something.”

She shook her head slowly. “I don’t think that, Joe. Not any of those things. Especially about the gunman. You were telling the truth when you said you’d never even owned a gun. I can tell.”

“Can you tell when I’m not telling the truth?”

“I—I think I can, Joe.”

It startled him a little. But he passed it off by pretending to shudder and saying, “What an awful wife you’d make, Ellie.”

And then he wished he hadn’t said it. Even talking about wives or getting married was dangerous territory when you didn’t expect to get married at all, and certainly not now and still more certainly not to Ellie. Marrying Ellie would be good-bye to the big money, he knew that instinctively.

He decided he’d better break it up, and stood up. “Dunno about you, Ellie, but I’m getting hungry. Where shall we eat?”

“Anywhere you say, Joe. You know Milwaukee and I don’t.”

“There’s a pretty nice place at Eleventh and Wells. If we eat there, we’re near enough home we can get rid of this damn blanket and won’t have to take it to the restaurant with us.”

“Fine, Joe. I’d like to fresh up a little bit anyway.”

They strolled south to Wells Street and took the streetcar. At the rooming house, Joe didn’t bother to go up to his room. Ellie decided she wouldn’t have to change clothes except her shoes’, and to put on a pair of stockings, so he waited in her room, noticing that she carefully left the door ajar. He picked up a magazine so he could politely not watch while she put on the stockings, thinking how silly it was that convention expected him to do so. He’d been seeing her legs all afternoon at the beach; now he was supposed to look away, just because she was more dressed now than she’d been then. But he knew that she’d have been embarrassed if he watched, however casually.

So he leafed through the magazine—a Collier’s—casually, instead, glancing at the illustrations and story titles. He said, “You ought to read science fiction, Ellie. Some of it’s really good and this is all junk. Nicely written, but it doesn’t mean anything; stories are all the same. Boy chases girl, girl gets boy.”

Ellie was putting on shoes now, higher-heeled ones than she’d worn to the beach. She said, “Sometimes girl does get boy. Anyway it happens oftener than spaceships landing on Mars.”

“Not to me it doesn’t. I don’t expect to get married. Not for a long time, anyway.”

She finished fastening the strap of the second shoe and then stood up and looked at him. “Joe Bailey,” she said, and he couldn’t tell whether she was really angry or not, “quit talking and acting as though I’m a mantrap. Or at least be a little more subtle about it. And if you’re thinking I’m trying to get at your heart through your stomach, you can consider your invitation to a home-cooked meal next Sunday evening called off. For your information, I’m not hunting for a husband and if I was—”

He laughed. “If you were, you wouldn’t have me if I was the last man on earth. Okay, Ellie, I apologize. Maybe what I said did sound that way. Let’s go eat, huh; I’m starving.” He stood up. “Like wiener schnitzel?”

“What’s that?”

“What we’re going to eat, if you let me order. It’s breaded veal cutlet, German style. It’s the best thing Milwaukee German restaurants have. It’s wonderful. You ready?”

“Okay, and if it’s good enough, I’ll still feed you next Sunday evening. If I find a light housekeeping room by then, that is. And if you quit warning me, subtly or otherwise, that you don’t want to marry me.”


He laughed again and said, “Okay, Ellie.” And just before they reached the door that was still ajar he put his arms around her and kissed her lightly. Only, as it had happened Thursday evening, it didn’t end quite as lightly as it had started.

Ellie pushed him away finally. She was laughing at him as she reached for the knob of the door, but he could see that she was just a bit shaken by the kiss. She said, “If you think I’m a trap, Joe Bailey, you’d better stop doing that. You’ll get caught yet.”

He grinned back at her as they went out the door. “Maybe there’d be worse things at that,” he told her.

And he was surprised to find out how near he came to meaning it. It would be wonderful to be married to Ellie. Except that it would mean the end of all his ambitions, all of his chances to do the big things he wanted to do. It would mean taking a piddling little job somewhere and working like a dog the rest of his life.

Nuts to that, he thought. Then he managed to quit thinking about it, one way or the other. They had wiener schnitzel and saw a movie, but Ellie wouldn’t have anything to eat or drink after the show, explaining that she wanted to get up early in the morning to start looking for another place. She’d have to do her room hunting mornings because it was too late after she got off work in the evening.

After he left her at eleven, he was surprised to realize that he hadn’t thought about Francine once, all evening.
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He thought about Francine the next afternoon, though, because Mitch mentioned her. Mitch, back from Chicago, was already there when Joe dropped in at the tavern early in the afternoon.


Mitch and Dixie Ehlers were sitting in one of the booths along the side and Joe walked in and started toward the bar without even seeing them until Mitch called to him. There were two or three customers at the bar, which was probably why Mitch had decided to sit in a booth.

Mitch said, “Hiya, Joe,” as Joe walked over. “Sit down and—Or how about getting us some drinks first? And one for yourself.”

Joe said, “Sure, Mitch,” and picked up the glasses already in front of them. He took them over to Krasno at the bar, knowing Krasno would know what they’d been drinking. He said, “Fill ’em up, Krazzy. And just a beer for me.”

Krasno made the drinks and drew a beer for Joe without saying a word. Joe took them over and sat down next to Dixie Ehlers and facing Mitch. He knew that Mitch liked to spread himself out and hated to sit next to anyone in a booth.

“How was Chicago?” Joe asked.

“Pretty good. Getting some things lined up.” Mitch stared at the beer Joe had brought for himself. “That damn hogwash. Why don’t you drink something worth drinking, Joe?”

Dixie said, “Let the kid alone, Mitch. He’s smart. Get a taste for alky too early and you end up a stew bum.”

“Hell,” Mitch said, “I was weaned on whiskey. If you could call it whiskey in those days. I’d say just the opposite, Dixie; if you learn how to handle it when you’re young enough, it don’t get you. You know when to stop. I always know when to stop. Well, ninety-nine percent of the time, anyway.”

Dixie said, “The other one percent can get you down, if it happens at the wrong time. I got me a straight rule, never more than three drinks at one time. One afternoon or evening or whatever it is. This is my second. I’ll have one more if I want it, but none after that. Unless this evening after I’ve eaten. Then three more, if I want ’em.”


“How about a party?”

“Depends on the party,” Dixie said. “If I know everybody there, if I know there’s going to be no trouble—and nothing in the way of business—then maybe that’s different, once in a while. I may decide to get drunk, but I never let it sneak up on me.”

Mitch said, “You sound like a Goddam cash register, Dixie.”

“Out of nine guys in Joliet or Sandstone, eight of them wouldn’t be there if they figured it that way.”

Mitch laughed. “How the hell did we get on this? But speaking of parties, I’m going to throw a little one next Saturday night. Just a few people. Out at Fox Point. Fact, I decided it just now. Either of you got anything in the way?”

Joe shook his head. Once before he’d been on a party Mitch had thrown, last winter in Mitch’s apartment in town. It had been something to remember. There hadn’t been just a few people there, though; it had seemed as though half of Milwaukee had been there.

Dixie said, “Count me in, Mitch. Furnishing the dames or shall I bring one?”

“Hell, bring your own. You too, Joe.” He grinned at Joe. “In fact, especially you. Francy seems to like you.”

Joe grinned back, because from the way Mitch was grinning he could tell that it was all right, that Mitch was just kidding and didn’t really mean anything. But he suddenly wished that he didn’t have to go to the party, since Francine would be there. He’d decided he’d never see Francine again if he could help it—not while she was living with Mitch, anyway. But now he wouldn’t be able to help it.

He said, “Then I better bring a dame, huh, to help me fight off Francine.”

Mitch laughed. “Maybe you better, Joe. But listen, don’t bring any Sunday School teachers. The party just might get a little rough.”


“Yeah,” Joe said, “I remember the last one. In February.

“You ain’t seen nothing yet. That was practically a public party; this is a private one. And that was in town and this is out far enough we can raise all the hell we want. Say, Joe, how near can you come to using a gun?”

Joe asked, “Is the party going to be that rough?”

Mitch laughed again. “Maybe it will, but that’s not what I meant. I’m serious, Joe. How much do you know about handling guns?”

Joe shook his head. “Practically nothing, Mitch.”

“I want you to learn, Joe. In a spot like I’m going to open, you got to know how to use one. There’s a lot of cash around, and you always got to be ready for trouble. Sometimes you run into tough customers.”

“Sure,” Joe said. “But where can I get one?”

“Dixie here’s going to take you under his wing, Joe. We talked it over. He can get you whatever you need and show you how to use it. Meanwhile, he’ll lend you something of his to practice up with. And I want you to learn right and get good. Understand?”

“Sure, Mitch.”

“I’m serious on this, Joe. Knowing how to use a gun—and use it right—can be damn important. Okay, Dix, you tell the kid where and when.”

Dixie said, “I think the best idea’s just to go out in the woods somewhere. There ain’t any range around Milwaukee we can use without advertising, if you get what I mean. I know places in Chicago, but hell, it’s just as easy to use the woods. Don’t you think, so, Mitch?”

“Sure. I can show you a place on the map where you can drive to in less than an hour. You could try out machine guns there and nobody’d know the difference. Not right now, anyway. ’Bout a month and a half from now when hunting seasons begin to open, it’ll be jammed.”


Dixie nodded. “Wednesday okay for you, Joe? Day after tomorrow.”

“Sure,” Joe said.

“Let’s get an early start, then. How does six o’clock sound to you?”

It sounded awful, but Joe said it sounded fine.

“Okay, kid, I’ll pick you up. Mitch gave me your address. Is there a room number on your door?”

“No, but it’s the room at the end of the hall on the third floor. All right, Dixie, I’ll be ready.”

“Getting out that early we can get in a lot of shooting before it gets hot. Mitch, want me to buy a gun for the kid next time I go to Chi?”

“If he’s sure what he wants by then. Let him try out some of yours meanwhile and see how he likes them.”

Dixie nodded and turned back to Joe. He said, “Look, kid, I might as well show you some stuff before we go out. I can get you used to guns and let you do a little dry shooting, give you some pointers. How about tomorrow afternoon for that? Then we won’t have to waste time on it after we’re out where we can do some real shooting?”

“Sure,” Joe said.

“I’m staying at the Wyandotte, on Cass. Room thirty-five. Suppose you drop around a little after one o’clock tomorrow. We can pick out what gun you like. Say, Mitch, could we combine it with some real hunting maybe? Open season on anything here in Wisconsin?”

Mitch shook his head. “Foxes, but you can’t hunt them without dogs, and you don’t want to make an expedition out of it. I think there’s open season on jackrabbits in some counties, but not where I’m sending you. Wait till fall and get yourself a deer.”

He grinned at Joe. “Maybe come fall the three of us will go deer hunting, huh? Meanwhile, Joe, we’ll make a gunman out of you.”


Joe grinned back at Mitch and tried to look calm and unexcited, and to act as though getting lessons in shooting from a real gunman wasn’t something to get excited about.

Mitch and Dixie left a few minutes after that and Joe discovered that, in the excitement of learning about the lessons in shooting he was going to get, he’d completely forgotten his beer. He didn’t like sitting alone in the booth so he wandered back to the bar with it and took a stool.

The party worried him, though, for two reasons. One was that Francine would be there and he’d have to see her again. And if there was a lot of drinking, she might do some damn fool thing like talking about how he’d come across her Thursday afternoon—or some still more damn fool thing like sitting on his lap or making passes at him or razzing him for not making passes at her, or—Hell, you couldn’t tell what a woman might do when she got too many drinks in her. And Mitch would be there. And the other reason was that Mitch had told him to bring a woman of his own, and he couldn’t think of one who’d fit in at a party like that.

Ellie was completely out, naturally. Too nice a kid to take to a party where anything could happen. She’d like as not never speak to him again. He knew other girls, sure, and one or two who were tough enough not to be shocked by a wild party—but they weren’t girls he’d want to show off in front of Mitch—and Francine. They were too obviously cheap little broads and next to Francine they’d look like something he’d picked up out of the gutter on his way there. They didn’t have class, like Francine had.

Well, maybe he could get out of going by not having a girl to bring. He could let Mitch think he was fixed up and then Saturday evening he could phone Mitch just before the party and say the girl he’d lined up was sick and he didn’t want to come alone.

Only, damn it, he did want to go. He didn’t want to see Francine, but then again he did want to see her. What was the matter with him, he wondered? Was he afraid of Francine? Of Mitch? Of himself? He decided ruefully that he was a little afraid of all three of them.

“Another beer, kid?”

Krasno was standing in front of him and his beer glass was empty. He saw with surprise that he and Krasno were alone in the place; he hadn’t noticed when the other customers who’d been sitting at the bar had left.

He didn’t really want one, but he was startled into saying, “Sure, Krazzy,” and then modified it by saying, “Make it a short one, though. Better get going pretty soon.”

Krazzy drew it and cut off the foam with his white celluloid stick. Joe reached for a coin but Krasno said, “On me, Joe.”

He leaned against the back bar and tamped tobacco into his pipe, staring at Joe.

Finally he said, “Joe, what’s Mitch up to?”

“What do you mean?” Joe asked.

“Are you getting dragged into anything? You’re a good kid, Joe; don’t like to see Mitch drag you down with him.” What the hell was Krazzy talking about?

“Joe, did he feed you the line that he’s going to open a gambling joint?” Krasno looked around him as though to make sure that there wasn’t anybody else in the place. “Listen, kid, it takes money to do that, big money. Mitch hasn’t got it. Mitch is broke, kid.”

That was so funny that Joe laughed. Mitch broke!

Krasno said, “I don’t mean he’s down to cigarette money, but I mean he’s down to his last ten thousand bucks or so. And, Joe, that’s broke—for Mitch. He’s used to having it and throwing it away. And he’s been going broke ever since his racket folded on him over a month ago. This place doesn’t make money; it’s a front. You know that. He hasn’t had any source of income since numbers dried up. Some capital, yeah, but he’s been gambling heavy, kid, and the way I heard it, he’s been losing his shirt. He’s got as much chance opening a swank joint in Waukesha County as I have of starting a department store.”

Joe stared at him, wondering what to say, how to shut him up. The old guy was cracked. Mitch broke! Mitch owned half of Milwaukee.

Krasno did it for him. He shrugged. “Oh, hell, what difference does it make? Joe, you might as well have a good time while you got a chance. It’s not going to last long. Maybe you’re smart at that. How long do you expect to live, Joe?”

Krasno must be cracked.

He asked, “What do you mean, how long do I expect to live?”

“Don’t you read the papers, Joe? Don’t you know what’s going on? I mean, we’re heading for the blowup to end all blowups. And not many years more.”

“You mean war with Russia? Hell, we can lick them.”

Krasno shrugged. “Joe, every war up to now has been a war, but the next one won’t be; it’ll be something you can’t picture. It’ll end up with the few of you who are left living in caves and fighting wild dogs—if all the dogs aren’t eaten before it gets that far. And it’s going to happen, Joe. It could happen next week. Just read the papers.”

It made Joe uncomfortable, Krasno talking that way. But it was better than having him talk against Mitch, when they were both working for Mitch. That was disloyalty, and he didn’t like it a damn bit.

He said, “Maybe it won’t be that bad.”

“Worse than you can imagine it, Joe. Don’t you realize how our civilization is centralized? Ten or twelve atom bombs on our ten or twelve biggest cities and the whole thing falls apart like a house of cards. Our whole economy goes up in smoke. The only ones that have a chance to keep eating are the farmers and they’ll be too busy shooting starving people heading out from the cities—or getting shot themselves. It’s going to be a mess, Joe.”


Krasno’s pipe had gone out; he put it down without trying to relight it. He said, “I’m glad I’m old, Joe. I’ve had a life. But damn if I don’t feel sorry for people that haven’t had. That’s why I say I guess it doesn’t matter a damn what you do. You haven’t got long to do it anyway.”

“My God but you sound cheerful, Krazzy.”

“It’s inevitable, Joe. We and Russia—we’re just too different to live side by side. I don’t know which of us will start it first; maybe us because we’re afraid of them. We know they want the whole world or nothing. They got a lot of Europe already. They’re going to get China. And then they’re stymied until they lick us.”

“That’s easier said than done. We got A-bombs.”

“Oh, sure. They’ll lose, too. Everybody’ll lose. Who won the San Francisco earthquake? But they’re going to try. And don’t think they haven’t got A-bombs, too. And maybe radioactive dust and God knows what else. Bacteriological warfare, too. Joe, can you shoot a gun?”

Joe looked at him, wondering whether Krasno could have overheard any of the conversation back in the booth. But he couldn’t have.

“If I was young and wanted to have a chance of keeping on living, I’d get myself one and learn how to shoot it. And have a big stock of bullets for it, too; you won’t be able to get any more after it starts. Everybody isn’t going to get killed off—or, hell, maybe everybody will be killed off if they start using bacteria. But if they come through, they’re going to be ones who have guns when things start. You’ll need a gun to get a loaf of bread. Money won’t mean anything. And if you got a gun you might be able to make it a little easier for yourself if you get too bad radiation burns—or maybe the plagues will be something you’d just as soon not die from after you get it. Not that you’ll need to be an expert marksman for that.”

Joe gave a mock shudder. “Anything else you can think of to cheer me up?”


Krasno’s yellow teeth showed as he grinned. Then he was serious again. He said, “Only this, Joe. It just might not be quite as bad as I drew it for you. But don’t kid yourself about one thing—it is going to happen. Maybe next week—maybe it’ll start from the Berlin Blockade and the air lift. They shoot down one of our planes on that air lift, and there it is. Or maybe it’ll be a few years. But God help me, Joe, it’s going to happen. You might as well face it. And it’s the end of civilization as we know it.”

Joe slid himself off the stool. He said, “Thanks, Krazzy, for both the beer and the sunshine to brighten my life. I better go and lay myself in a stock of hand grenades.”

But as he strolled in to town he couldn’t get what Krasno had been telling him off his mind; he couldn’t think of anything else, in fact. He decided, finally, that he was getting hungry enough to eat and he’d go around to the Dinner Gong. He didn’t realize that he wanted to talk to Ellie to get his mind on other things, but there it was.

He sat down at Ellie’s section of the counter; she came over to him right away.

“Good news, Joe,” she said. “I found a room. A light housekeeping room, I mean.”

“Fine. Where?”

“On State Street, near Seventeenth. Just a few blocks from here. Are you going to be busy tomorrow morning?”

“No. Why? Want me to help you move your stuff over?”

“If you wouldn’t mind. I’ve got two suitcases and a small trunk, so I’ll have to take a cab anyway. But the trunk isn’t heavy, just clothes, and the two of us could carry it down the stairs one place and up the stairs at the other. It’s second floor at the new place too. I’m paid at Mrs. Gettleman’s through Wednesday, but I had to pay for the housekeeping room starting right away in order to get it, so I might as well move tomorrow.”

“Sure, Ellie. What time?”

“Oh, about nine o’clock, if that isn’t too early for you.”


“That’s okay,” he said. He’d have to get up at half past five Wednesday morning anyway; if he got up a little earlier than usual tomorrow morning he’d have a better chance of getting to sleep early Tuesday evening. “Even earlier than that, if you want.”

“No, that’ll be early enough, Joe. And thanks a lot.”

“Good thing you decided on tomorrow morning and not Wednesday. I’m going hunting early Wednesday morning.” He remembered he’d told her, truthfully, that he didn’t have a gun and added, “Friend of mine’s lending me an extra gun of his.”

“Oh. What are you hunting?”

He had to think fast. Ellie might know that not much was in season now. She probably wouldn’t know much about hunting foxes and anyway she wouldn’t know they didn’t have dogs. “Foxes,” he said.

“Oh, Joe, don’t shoot foxes. They’re cute. I like them.”

He laughed. “I probably won’t get one. But, look, if I do, I’ll have it made into a fox scarf for you. How’s that?” She laughed, too. “Don’t bother, Joe; I’ve got a fox scarf, red fox. And that’s what struck me as funny; my telling you not to shoot a poor little fox, and when I got that neckpiece—and I saved up for months to get it—I never thought that somebody had to shoot a fox for it. Two foxes, in fact. All right, I’ll shut up and let you look at the menu.”

The next morning he helped her move. The room on State Street wasn’t much bigger than the one on Wells, but it did have a kitchenette with a few dishes and cooking utensils.

Ellie was checking possibilities of the kitchenette before she even thought of unpacking her belongings. She called back over her shoulder, “Joe, have you had any breakfast yet? Did you eat before you knocked on my door this morning?”

He said, “No, Ellie. Shall I cut come strips from the curtain here, so you can fry them?”


“I don’t have to get to work till twelve, Joe; I fixed it with Uncle Mike so I could get in an hour late. And I’m going to have to stock this kitchenette and it’s going to be a lot to carry, the first time. If you’ll go shopping with me and help carry it back, I can make us a brunch.”

“Brunch?”

“Cross between breakfast and lunch.”

Joe grinned at her. “Been eating ’em all my life and never knew what they were. Sure, Ellie. Why not?”

There was a grocery only a block and a half away. Having to start from scratch with everything from salt and sugar on up the list, Ellie did quite a bit of buying and they both had plenty to carry on the way back. And when they got back, Ellie insisted on washing all the dishes and utensils before she’d use any of them. Also she looked back under the sink and stove and said, “Knew I’d forget something. Roach powder.”

“We could try radioactive dust,” Joe suggested.

“What’s that, Joe? Something new?”

“According to a friend of mine, Capitalists use it on Communists and vice versa.”

“Oh. You think it would work on roaches?”

He looked at her to see if she was serious and saw that she wasn’t. He rather wished he could tell her about that horrible guff old Krasno had fed him yesterday. She’d laugh at it and he’d feel better. And yet he knew that, underneath, it would be as unpleasant to her as it had been to him. And the horrible part of it was that Krasno might be completely right—probably was at least partly right. Why worry Ellie talking about it?

He watched Ellie getting brunch for them, but his mind wasn’t on eating; it kept going back to the things Krasno had said. Not that any of them—except the silly things Krasno had said about Mitch which had led up to the other things—had been new to him. He’d been reading science fiction stories for years—stories about the coming blowup, about the human race being obliterated or reverting to some form or other of savagery. Science fiction had been doing that even before the atom bomb had really been invented. Nuclear fission was old stuff in science fiction long before Los Alamos. But those were stories, fiction.

Krasno had been talking casual fact. That was the horrible thing; Krasno had probably never read a science fiction story in his life. And yet he was as sure of what was coming as he was sure that the sun was going to come up tomorrow.

It was one thing to think of something as fiction or as an abstraction, something else to think of it as something that was going to happen to him, maybe next week, maybe next year.

He saw himself in ragged clothes walking along the side of a road, hungry; there was no one in sight. Behind him—

“Will you bring the chairs, Joe?” Ellie said. “Guess it’s ready—such as it is. I’m afraid I kind of botched it.”

She had, a little. She’d cooked bacon and eggs and the bacon was a little overdone, not quite burned but close to it. And the eggs had started out to be sunny-side up, but the yolks had broken and they were more nearly scrambled.

Ellie apologized and blamed the fact that one had to get used to a new stove and new cooking equipment. Joe insisted that it tasted swell, and found he wasn’t exaggerating too much at that. It was quite different and quite pleasant to be eating home cooking for a change from restaurants. There was a difference somehow, somewhere, that you couldn’t quite put your finger on. Like when he was a kid and he and other kids had built a fire in a vacant lot down near the canal and had baked potatoes. The potatoes had been underdone in the middle and overdone near the outside and they’d had only salt, no butter, to put on them, but they’d tasted wonderful. This was like that, somehow.

He said, “This is swell, Ellie. Honestly.”

“You’re lying, Joe Bailey. It’s awful. But give me time to get used to that darned stove—”


“That damn stove.”

“All right, that damn stove. And wait till Sunday evening. I’ll have things ready by then and I’ll cook you some spaghetti that’s out of this world. And not because I’m trying to get at your heart through your stomach, either. Just that I’m so ashamed of this that I’ve got to show you I can cook to save my own pride.”

“It’s wonderful, Ellie.”

And it was.

She tried not to let him help with the dishes but he insisted on it. And by the time they’d finished with the dishes Ellie had to rush to get to the Dinner Gong by twelve o’clock. She still hadn’t had time to unpack her clothes.

There wasn’t time to do anything else because of his appointment at Dixie’s room on Cass Street at one or a little after, so Joe dropped in at Shorty’s and played a game of pool. For some reason he couldn’t get his mind on it and got badly licked.
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Dixie Ehlers was in love. Not with a woman or women, but with guns. He had a harem of them.

They—or most of them—were in a Gladstone bag in the closet of his room. He got it out and opened it as soon as Joe got there, and the bed sagged under its weight. Each gun was in a fine leather holster of its own and was wrapped carefully and separately in a piece of cloth. Each one was loaded.

“Don’t go pulling triggers, kid,” he told Joe. “I wouldn’t have an unloaded gun around me, unless I unloaded it to do some dry shooting. You have an unloaded gun around and you get to count on it being unloaded and some day it isn’t; you’ve loaded it and forgotten about it, and that’s how accidents happen. Remember that, kid; not only about these guns but about any you have yourself. Keep ’em loaded, always know they’re loaded. Besides, then you know they’re ready to use.”

He was unwrapping one gun after another and laying them in a neat row in the middle of the bed, sitting on one side of it himself. Joe noticed that he put them all down pointing one way, away from himself and Joe.

He said, “Sit down, Joe. Now look, here’s the gun I’m going to start you on, first few times we go out. Want you to do a lot of shooting and twenty-two cartridges are for free compared with what thirty-eights cost. Twenty-twos are less than a cent apiece, even for the long rifles, and that’s the kind you want to use. Thirty-eight costs you nearer a nickel a shot, even for shorts. Shoot off a few hundred rounds and that’s a difference of three bucks, say, to fifteen bucks. Mitch is paying for the cartridges, but we don’t want to stick him too bad.

“Now this gun’s a twenty-two thirty-two target revolver, six shots. Come only with a six inch barrel, but I had this one cut down to three. You can’t carry a six inch barrel in a shoulder holster—not and get it out quick when you want it, anyway—and you want to get used to carrying a gun in a shoulder holster. Know what I mean by a twenty-two thirty-two?”

“No,” Joe said.

“Shoots twenty-twos, but it’s built on a thirty-two frame. It weighs about twenty-two ounces. Nice accurate little gun, and cheap to shoot. But strictly not for business; you want a thirty-eight for that. And you can get a thirty-eight even lighter than this. Here. Try the trigger pull.”

He swung the cylinder and ejected the cartridges and then handed the gun to Joe. “Not often; you’re not supposed to snap guns when they’re empty. Not good for them. But once or twice won’t hurt.”

Joe took the gun. He started to sight it at a picture across the room and then, before snapping it, put it down and swung out the cylinder himself to make sure Dixie had got all the bullets out of it.

Dixie nodded approvingly. “Attaboy,” he said. “I was waiting to see if you’d have sense enough to do that. If a man hands you a gun that’s not loaded, even if you saw him take the bullets out, make sure yourself. Especially with an automatic. One thing to remember about an automatic is that even after you take out the clip there’s a bullet in the chamber. Now go ahead and snap it.”

Joe snapped the gun a few times, first pulling the trigger all the way for double action and then trying the trigger pull with the gun cocked.

He said, “You said we should do some dry shooting. That’s shooting this way without bullets, isn’t it? But if it’s hard on the gun—”

“It isn’t hard on the gun if you’ve got empty cartridges in the chamber. Then the firing pin’s got something to hit on, to cushion it. I don’t happen to have any empty shells for a twenty-two, but I have some thirty-eights. I’ll let you dry shoot with one of them. This one, in fact; this is the gun I’ll graduate you to after a few days with the twenty-two.”

He handed Joe a small, light revolver with a two inch barrel.

“That’s a honey,” he said. “An S. & W. Terrier. Weighs only seventeen ounces and handles like a toy gun, but it’s got plenty of shocking power at close range. Nice gun to carry, too. In a shoulder holster you hardly know you’re wearing it, and it’s good for carrying in a topcoat or overcoat pocket, too. I sometimes carry it in an overcoat pocket even if I’m carrying Maggie in a shoulder holster. Here’s Maggie.”

Maggie, it turned out, was the favorite of his harem. He showed her to Joe with all the pride and care of a Sultan exhibiting a Circassian beauty. Maggie was a three-five-seven Magnum.


“The most gun there is,” he told Joe. “She weighs forty-one ounces, damn near two and a half times what that Terrier weighs, but hell, kid, she shoots through bullet-proof glass, bullet-proof vests, auto bodies, anything but the side of a battleship. And still she’ll mush to fifty caliber going through eight inches of soft paraffin. It’s got more shock power than an army forty-five and the range—by God, you could put telescopic sights on one of these things and use it at several hundred yards. Even with this three and a half inch barrel.”

Joe was fascinated by the guns. Dixie showed them one at a time, explaining how each of them worked and its advantages and disadvantages. He let Joe handle them, all but Maggie the Magnum. There was a Luger, a forty-five Colt automatic, a little vest pocket twenty-five automatic that weighed only thirteen ounces—but that Dixie said was quite deadly at close range if you shot it straight—and a thirty-eight Banker’s Special that was similar to the Terrier except that it weighed two ounces more, held six instead of five cartridges, and had a slightly larger butt. That was the lot, seven of them.

“Which one do you like, kid?” Dixie asked.

“The Terrier.” Joe didn’t have to hesitate.

“Okay. Take your coat off and strap this holster on. I’ll put in some empties so you can dry shoot it. Then I’ll show you something about drawing.”

Joe had an hour of it and learned quite a bit. His reactions, Dixie told him, were naturally fast. Not a hell of a lot of practice, Dixie said, and he’d be really good. Shooting straight, once the gun was out of the holster, was something else again. Tomorrow they’d find out how straight he could shoot. It was better to be slow, Dixie told him, and shoot straight, than to be a fireball on the draw but not to hit anything when you started shooting.

When Dixie said he’d had about all he could take for one afternoon, Joe started to take off his coat to get at the shoulder holster. His first practice had been with his coat off, then with it on so he would learn to slide his hand across his chest toward the holster instead of having his hand out where he might get on the wrong side of the lapel or tangle with it.

Dixie stopped him. “Leave it on, kid.”

“Huh?”

“Get used to wearing it. Leave it on. If you wear a gun only when you think you might have to use it, you’re not used to the weight and feel of it on you, see? And leave those empty shells in it so you can dry shoot a little in your room this evening. And remember what I told you about how to squeeze and not pull.”

“Okay, Dixie. Thanks.”

“Now turn around and walk a little. Yeah, that’s okay. It doesn’t show at all. But don’t hold your left arm out a little like you got a stiff shoulder or something. Hold it natural. That’s it.”

“Makes me feel lopsided,” Joe said.

“Huh. That’s seventeen ounces. Try wearing a Magnum, forty-one ounces, sometime if you really want to feel lopsided. That light little Terrier is a good one to start off with. That suit you got is cut okay. A single-breasted’s better than a double-breasted for when you wear a holster, only you got to remember to keep one button buttoned. Otherwise you lean over and the coat falls away and somebody gets a flash of the holster or the gun butt. A single-breasted, cut loose.”

Joe wore the gun the rest of the day, feeling as conspicuous as though it was outside his coat instead of inside. When, twice, he walked past a policeman he walked very straight and stiff, but that, he realized, just proved Dixie Ehlers’ point; it would take a lot of wearing just to get used to doing it so it felt natural and let you act natural.

Early in the evening he dropped into Shorty’s for a game of pool and then, after he’d lined up a game and was about to start, he remembered that he’d never yet shot a game without taking off his suit coat. It would look funny if he did it now, so he had to get out of the game by getting himself into an argument on the amount and odds of the bet. It occurred to him too late, after he’d left Shorty’s, that maybe he could have gone back to the washroom and got the gun and holster in his coat pocket and then come back and he could have taken off his coat. But if anyone bumped his coat on the rack they’d have felt the weight of the gun there.

He happened to be in the neighborhood at the time and remembered Ellie had started late and was getting off at nine. So he dropped around to walk home with her. In the downstairs hallway of her new place on State Street she stopped before starting up the stairs.

‘Maybe you better not come up, Joe,” she said. “It’s late already and I want to unpack all my clothes before I turn in. They’ll get too wrinkled if I don’t.”

“Okay,” Joe said. If it hadn’t been for the gun, he’d have argued that he’d like to sit a few minutes and watch her unpack and they could talk while she put things away. But he’d discovered already that wearing the gun was particularly uncomfortable when he was with Ellie. He’d almost rather explain to a policeman what he was doing with a gun than explain it to Ellie. And no matter how careful he was, she might put up a hand to take a raveling or something off the lapel of his coat—girls did things like that—and feel the gun and ask him about it.

Right now she was saying “Goodnight, Joe,” and from the way she said it he knew she expected, even wanted, him to kiss her goodnight. But she’d surely feel the gun if he put his arms around her and it would seem stranger just to lean forward and peck her lips without using his arms than if he didn’t kiss her at all. So he said, “Goodnight, Ellie,” and took a step back and she turned and started up the stairs. And because he didn’t want her to think he was mad, he waited until she had gone up a few steps, a safe distance, and then said, “Ellie, how about tomorrow night? Like to see a show or something?”

She turned back. “Would the next night, Thursday, be all right, Joe? I’ll still be straightening things up here tomorrow evening.”

“Sure, Ellie. See you Thursday evening. ’Night.”

He went out, still feeling foolish—and disappointed, too—because he hadn’t been able to kiss her goodnight.

Hereafter, no matter how much he practiced wearing a holster to get used to it, times he would or might be with Ellie he’d leave it home. There was a limit. Funny, he thought, how different women are from one another; if he ever put his arms around Francine, he’d be proud to let her feel that he was wearing a pistol. Probably, now, she thought he was just a punk running errands for Mitch.

But he pulled his mind away from the thought of putting his arms around Francy. Francy was Mitch’s girl and that was that.

He went right home after leaving Ellie, partly because he had to get up so early in the morning and partly because he was damned tired of wearing the gun and wanted to get it off. Maybe it would seem romantic to be wearing a loaded gun, when there was even a remote chance that you might have to use it, but wearing one loaded with empty shells had all of the inconveniences and disadvantages of the real thing and none of the thrill and excitement. Dixie had told him one should never have an unloaded gun around; maybe he should have loaded it to carry it and he could have brought along separately, in his pocket, the empty shells to use for dry shooting.

In his room he took off the suit coat and the holster first thing. He pulled down the shade and tried sighting the gun at a picture on the wall. One picture was a shepherd leading a flock of sheep and he tried picking off the sheep one at a time, but without actually clicking the gun. If he clicked it in here, probably someone would hear and wonder what be was doing. But the sheep weren’t very good; they were so small he couldn’t really draw a bead on any one of them.

He tried sighting at the shepherd in the picture and suddenly lowered the gun, embarrassed. He’d remembered that the picture was a religious allegory and that the figure of the shepherd was a figure of Christ. He didn’t really believe in religion; that was a lot of superstition, silly stuff they taught you about things that had happened so long ago they couldn’t matter now if they ever had. And that picture—the metaphor of Jesus as a shepherd—had annoyed him ever since he’d had this room; he’d almost got around to asking Mrs. Gettleman if she’d change it. The whole idea was wrong. A shepherd and his sheep! A shepherd raised sheep to sell, to butcher and eat, to fleece. If he worried about a lost sheep it was because it was costing him mutton and wool. A hell of a comparison for religious people to draw; if their Christ wasn’t any better to them than a shepherd to his sheep, they’d better forget about him. Still, it had embarrassed him a little to have been drawing a bead on Christ with a revolver.

He tried the picture on the other wall, but it wasn’t so good; it was a picture of a building, an ordinary small store with LEIBER AND HENNIG lettered on the windows in large letters and DRY GOODS below in smaller letters. Someone, sometime—probably either Mr. Leiber or Mr. Hennig, whoever they were—had thought enough of that store to have a photograph of it enlarged and framed. By now, probably, Mr. Leiber, Mr. Hennig and the store were all dead, but the picture still hung and would probably hang their irrelevantly as long as the building it hung in stood.

He tried sighting the gun at a window of the store but that wasn’t any fun and he put the gun back in the holster and put it on the dresser. And just for the fun of it, to make it look like an arsenal, he took his hunting knife out of the bottom drawer and put it, sheath and all, beside the holstered gun. It was a hunting knife he’d won on a punch-board a long time ago and he’d never used it for anything more romantic than sharpening pencils, but it was a beautiful knife with a bone handle and a wide five-inch blade in a tooled leather sheath. He’d been proud of it ever since he had it and almost wished he could go in for hunting or fishing just for an excuse to use and carry it.

He set the alarm for five-thirty and turned in. An auto horn blatted outside and then it was quiet, so quiet that he could hear the clock ticking, and it got louder and louder as he lay there. Louder and louder and louder. For some reason it made him remember and think about that night when he was six, the night his father had died. He wondered why. The ticking of a clock had had nothing to do with that night. Or had it? Somehow it seemed that it had, but he couldn’t remember how.



The Screen

1. Dearborn Street, Chicago. It is early evening. During this scene MUSIC is playing “Chicago, That Toddlin ’ Town” in style of a jazz band of 1935. Camera mounted on southeast corner of roof of Newberry Library Building (corner of North Dearborn and West Walton Streets) pans south along Dearborn Street past Bughouse Square toward the Loop. We pass Delaware Place and Chestnut Street and camera focuses on an old brown-stone front building halfway between Chestnut Street and Chicago Avenue.

DISSOLVE TO

2. Closer view of front of same building. Camera focuses on a third floor window and moves toward it. MUSIC (same) continues but fades slowly until it vanishes coincident with first spoken line. Camera (on boom) moves through window into a small bedroom, furnished inexpensively and without taste. Camera proceeds without pause through doorway into next room, a living room, equivalently furnished. Camera proceeds through this room, again without pause, to doorway of kitchen. There are three people in kitchen. FLORENCE BAILEY, a light coat over her arm, is seen walking toward a closed door that leads to the outer hallway, ALVIN BAILEY, a big man with an unkempt mustache and somewhat in need of a shave, is sitting at the kitchen table engrossed in a game of solitaire with a pack of dog-cared cards. He is in shirt sleeves and wears carpet slippers. JOSEPH BAILEY, age 6, is sitting on the floor in a corner busily making something unidentifiable out of an old Tinkertoy set. He is a thin, nervous looking boy, physically small for his age. He is very intent on what he is doing. Florence Bailey opens the door and pauses.

FLORENCE: ’Bye, Joey. Joe does not look up.

FLORENCE: ’Bye, Al. Got to hurry; I’m late now.

ALVIN: Okay, Flo. So long.

He continues playing solitaire without looking up or turning.

FLORENCE: Don’t forget, Al, half-past eight he goes to bed. You watch that clock and don’t forget.

ALVIN: Sure. ’Bye, Flo.

FLORENCE: And you’re staying right here with him, remember. You know how he is about being left alone. You know what I mean. You know what happened last time.

ALVIN: He’s got to get over that sometime, don’t he?

FLORENCE: Al! You’re not figuring on going out, are you? If you are, I’m not going to work! I don’t care whether we eat or not, and if you can’t get out and earn some money, why should I?

ALVIN: NOW don’t get your bowels in an uproar, Flo. I’m not going out. I got twelve cents. Where the hell would I go on twelve cents? The Blackstone?

He sounds good-naturedly amused, not angry. Apparently he is stuck in his solitaire game; he gathers the cards and starts to shuffle them. His back is still toward his wife, but he glances over the edge of the table at Joe.

FLORENCE: And remember that r-h-y-m-e you’re not supposed to mention. Don’t even use the word c-a-n-d-l-e or the other one, especially just before he goes to bed. Joe has looked up from his play, eyes wide, when the second word is spelled by his mother, but neither of his parents notices him or the expression on his face.

ALVIN: Okay, okay, okay. If you’ve told me that once…

FLORENCE: And you’re not going out?

ALVIN: Christ, no. I told you once. Thought you said you was late.

FLORENCE: All right, but don’t forget.

She closes door.

FADE OUT

FADE IN

3. Close view of Joe Bailey sitting in corner working with his Tinkertoy. We see that a little time has passed for the object he has been making has grown. We see now that it is probably intended to be a power shovel. On the floor in front of him there chances to lie one of the cylindrical pieces of the Tinker-toy set and from the center hole projects upward a short straight piece; in miniature, an imaginative mind could visualize the inadvertent construction as a candle in a candleholder. Joe’s eyes come toward it and slowly a look of horror comes into them. Then his eyes close suddenly and he averts his head as his hand reaches out for the two joined Tinkertoy pieces. His eyes open, looking this time at his father and away from the thing he holds in his hand and now pulls apart into two separate Tinker-toy parts.

JOE: P-P-Pop!

ALVIN: Yeah, Joey?

There is a sound of knocking on a door. Camera pans past Al Bailey, looking up from his solitaire game, and focuses on door.

ALVIN: Just a minute, Joey.

He comes into view of camera again as we see him walking toward door. He opens door, revealing DUTCH ANDERS and TONY MONTOYA standing outside doorway. Anders is short, stocky, coarse featured, wears a cap. Montoya is sleek, dapper; his eyes are not quite right somehow. You wouldn’t trust Dutch Anders in an alley; you wouldn’t trust Tony Montoya anywhere.

ALVIN: Hi, boys. Long time no see. Come in.

They enter. Montoya has a package under his arm and puts it on the kitchen table. He takes off his hat and, after looking around, puts it on the icebox. Anders keeps his cap on but shoves it back.

MONTOYA: How you doing, Al?

ALVIN: Not so hot, I guess.

MONTOYA: Not like the old days when you used to work for me huh, Al? Well, maybe those days’ll come back. Good old Prohibition, huh, Al? They knocked off the big money when they knocked it out.

He sits down in the chair Al Bailey has just left. Anders pulls up another chair. Obviously, they intend to stay a while.

MONTOYA: Where’s the wife? Gone to work?

From the way he asks, you get the impression that he already knew. Al Bailey merely nods. He starts to pull up another chair, the only one left in the kitchen, but Montoya stops him.

MONTOYA: Get some glasses, Al, huh? That’s a quart in the package. Thought you might like a drink. For old lang syne. Heard you’ve been down on your luck and we thought we might cheer you up a little. Didn’t we, Dutch?

ANDERS: Sure,

Al Bailey has already been eyeing the package, which is obviously a bottle.

ALVIN: Swell of you, Tony. God can I use a drink.

He moves out of range of camera. Anders picks up the bottle and unwraps it, wadding the paper and throwing it in the general direction of the sink. Montoya picks up the deck of cards with which Bailey has been playing solitaire and starts to riffle them. Anders works the cork out of the bottle as Al Bailey, carrying three tumblers, comes back into the scene. He puts the glasses down on the table and gets the other chair as Anders pours three drinks.

ALVIN (again): God, can I use a drink.

MONTOYA: To you, Al.

ANDERS: Yeah.

They drink.

MONTOYA: Hell of a shame, Al. You, the best bartender in Chi—under Andy Volstead. And now that it’s legal to tend bar they won’t give you a license. Just because of a couple of little spots on your record. Just because you—

ALVIN (quickly, warningly, moving his head slightly in the direction of Joe, playing in the corner): Little pitchers!

MONTOYA: Sure, Al. Well, I’m in the same spot. Can’t get a license to run a bar. The good old days. Gone forever, I guess. Look, how about a little stud, just to fill in some time. Small stakes.

ALVIN: With what, Tony? By me, I mean. I got twelve cents. Twelve Goddam cents to my name. If Flo gets any tips at the restaurant tonight we eat tomorrow. Honest, boys, I’m strapped. Do you think this Goddam Depression will ever end? He leans forward, suddenly serious; you see that he’s seriously interested in Montoya’s opinion.


MONTOYA (equally serious): Damn if I know, Al. Way things are going, I don’t know. Maybe we’re going to have a revolution or something. Or else we got to get a guy in here like Italy’s got—Mussolini.

ALVIN (thoughtfully): I don’t know, Tony. This Mussolini—

He glances at the bottle and pretty obviously decides that he’d better not look a gift horse in the mouth—or argue with its giver.

MONTOYA: Oh, the hell with politics. Let’s be cheerful. Me, I’m going to get by, whatever happens. Let’s play a little stud anyway, to kill time. We won’t play for much and if you lose, you can owe me.

ALVIN: I owe you twenty already, and for a hell of a long time.

Montoya shrugs.

MONTOYA: So what? Maybe you’ll win it back and won’t owe me anything. Don’t worry about me, Al. I still got a little, and I know how to get more. Maybe I might even let you in on it if you get to owing me enough so that I get worried about it. Got any chips?

ALVIN: Christ, Tony. No.

MONTOYA: No, what? You mean you ain’t got any chips?

Al’s face is interesting. At the word “chips” he reaches into his pocket and pulls out change, two nickels and two pennies. He looks at them and laughs, but not with amusement.

ALVIN: Sure. I got lots of chips.

MONTOYA: Get ’em. Let’s play some stud.

ALVIN: What’s the racket?

Montoya grins and imitates Alvin’s motion of head toward the boy playing in the corner of the room.

MONTOYA: Little pitchers. It’s nothing much, Al. I just thought the three of us might take in a movie tonight—the Walton, over on Walton Street.

Camera has panned across to Joe Bailey, playing in corner, as Montoya speaks. There is a change of tone of voice after “Little pitchers” that makes Joe look up toward the men seated at the table. But there is nothing in Joe’s face that tells you whether or not he understands the significance of what is being said. As he looks down again—

FADE OUT

FADE IN

4. Same three men seated around table, a little later. They are now playing stud poker, Montoya and Anders have taken off their suit coats and hung them over the backs of their chairs. Alvin Bailey is cautiously lifting the corner of his hole card.

MONTOYA: Costs you a quarter, Al.

ALVIN: I’ll stay. I’m out fifteen bucks now; what’s another two bits?

MONTOYA: Forget it, Al. I’ll take it out of your cut of—tonight. It’s all cased, Al. A lead pipe cinch.

ALVIN: What time? What’s the score? Talk so that—

He jerks his head toward the corner.

MONTOYA: Ten-thirty the B. O. closes. They take the—the stuff to the manager’s office and start counting it. We’re inside, last row, watching the show. All we need is some rope to tie up—you know what. And three—uh—

ALVIN: Got an extra one? I had one, but it’s in hock.

MONTOYA: Everything we need’s in the car. I figure we get there about ten. Leave here half past nine. Okay?

Camera has been moving around table until it faces Alvin Bailey over Montoya’s shoulder.

ALVIN (a little louder than he has been speaking previously):

No, Tony. I can’t. (He winks elaborately.) I promised Flo that I’d stay home with Joe, so I’d better. I’ll go to a movie with you some other time.

MONTOYA: (winking back): Sure, Al. Some other time.

ALVIN: Joey, it’s time you started to bed.

JOE: Can’t I f-finish this, P-Pop?

He holds up object he has been making with the Tinkertoy.

ALVIN: Look, Joey, you be a real good boy tonight and go right to bed and to sleep—and without any stalling—and I’ll give you a dime.

MONTOYA: Make it two bits, if he really shows some speed.

He shoves a quarter across the table to Alvin.


ALVIN: Sure, Joey. I’ll make it a quarter. Now really get a wiggle on, huh?

Joe’s eyes widen at the mention of so much money. He starts quickly to pick up the unused pieces of Tinkertoy and to return them to the box.

FADE OUT

FADE IN

5. Closeup of cheap tin clock on top of kitchen cabinet. Hands stand at half past nine. We hear it ticking loudly.

CUT TO

6. The three men at the kitchen table. The cards have been pushed aside. Montoya getting up, very quietly, and putting his coat on. All of ensuing conversation in very low tones of voice.

MONTOYA: Come on, Al. Get your coat. And be quiet about it.

ALVIN: I’ll have to make sure he’s asleep.

MONTOYA: Hell, he’s asleep. He’s been in bed over an hour.

ALVIN: Yeah, but—

MONTOYA: Call him and you’ll wake him up. Let’s just sneak out.

ALVIN: But if he is awake—

MONTOYA: Leave the light on in here; that’s all you gotta do. If he wakes up and sees there’s a light, he’ll go back to sleep. Hell, Al, you’ll be back here in two hours. What can happen in two hours? And you’ll be back with a couple hundred bucks in your kick.

DISSOLVE TO

7. Close-up of Alvin’s face. It shows indecision, concern. As one emotion struggles with another we hear echo chamber effect repeat last seven words that Montoya has spoken in previous scene.

ECHO CHAMBER VOICE: A couple hundred bucks in your kick.

VOICE OF MONTOYA (normal): Sure, go on and wake up the kid by asking him if he’s asleep. Dutch and I can get by without you. Two’s enough for that job; we were just cutting you in.

ALVIN: Okay, okay.


FADE OUT

FADE IN

8. Door of kitchen (the one leading to the hallway) closing very quietly. But the click oí the latch is audible.

SLOW DISSOLVE TO

9. Bedroom. Joe in child’s size bed. Background music, very soft: Rachmaninoff’s Isle of the Dead. Joe is sitting up in bed; his eyes are wide and he is obviously listening hard. Light comes from a dim bulb in a lamp near the head of the bed, left on as a night light. There is a look of near panic on Joe’s face as he throws back the covers and, in one-piece cotton flannel pajamas a bit small for him, gets out of bed and runs to the lamp. He pulls a chain and the scene brightens as a bright bulb goes on beside the dim one. Camera follows him as he goes to door of bedroom (closed) and opens it. Living room is dark but through it we can see open door to kitchen and the fact that the kitchen is lighted. Camera stays still as, through bedroom doorway we see Joe’s back as he runs across dark living room into kitchen. He stands just inside kitchen doorway and we see his head turn as he looks around. We see his face as he comes back and there is more than a hint of panic in it now. But instead of running, he walks very straight and deliberately now, holding himself under control. As he walks through living room he flips a switch, turning on the lights in that room also. He leaves bedroom door open, walking straight toward the camera, walking into a close-up.

DISSOLVE TO

10. Joe back in bed, this time half sitting, half lying; he has two pillows on end against the head of the bed. His knees are bent and he has a child’s picture book resting against them. Music has stopped at change of scene. However, we now hear the sound effect of Scene No. 5, the ticking of a clock. Joe’s eyes are sleepy. He is obviously trying to keep awake by looking at the pictures.

FADE OUT

FADE IN

11. Same scene. Joe has fallen asleep. Book is on floor beside the bed. The lights seem dimmer; the camera has moved back so most of the room is visible, including door to living room. Again there is a sound effect instead of music; a kettledrum, tuned low, is being thumped to the exact rhythm of the ticking clock in the previous scene. Kettledrum continues at exactly same tempo and volume throughout this scene. Camera lens should be slightly out of focus to give a blurred, unreal effect, Joe slowly sits up in bed and his eyes open, although he is obviously, from the glazed stare in them, not awake.

On one side of the bed, in mid-air about four feet from the floor, appears a candle (lighted) in an old-fashioned candle-holder with a curved handle. Its outlines, especially that of its flame, are wavery and distorted. It starts to grow larger in size and, simultaneously, the other lights gradually go out and the only source of light is the growing candle. It grows rapidly and by the time it is four feet tall (the candleholder now two feet from the floor the flame six feet from the floor) it is throwing a very bright light on Joe’s terrified face, but the corner of the room on the opposite side of Joe’s bed from the monstrous candle gets darker, as though all the darkness dispelled by the light of the candle is gathering there. Something stirs in the darkness there; we see it only as a vaguely apelike shadow, darker than the darkness around it; it holds an ax.

The throbbing of the kettledrum continues, Joe sits in bed. staring unseeingly straight into the lens of the camera. He looks neither toward the candle—now six feet high—on one side of him nor toward the vague shadowy figure with the ax on the other side, yet obviously he is horribly aware of both.

The candle, now resting on the floor and eight feet tall, starts to bend over toward him, bending in a curve toward his head. On the other side of him, the shadow with the ax takes a shuffling step toward him. Joe suddenly comes out of the almost cataleptic state in which he has been sitting. He screams, almost falls over the foot of the bed, and runs toward the door.

CUT TO

12. Kitchen door. Same as Scene No. 8 but wavery, distorted. We see Joe’s back as he runs to the kitchen door, throws it open and runs out, leaving it open behind him. Silence—no sound effects for padding of his feet, opening of door, etc.

Camera pans rapidly forward through kitchen door after Joe and goes to edge of stair well in hallway, tilting down over banister. Looking downward, we see Joe running madly down the stairs.

CUT TO

13. Exterior of front door and stone steps leading down to sidewalk. Camera just beyond curb, tilted upward at front door. Photography and sound effects (street noises) normal. Night. Door bursts open and Joe comes running out, barefooted and in his pajamas. He runs down the steps toward the camera, turns right (north). Camera swivels so we see him running away from us, north on the east side of Dearborn Street toward Chestnut Street. As he recedes into distance.

CUT TO

14. Camera is in back seat of squad car cruising north on Dearborn Street. We see the heads of two policemen (BENZ and FOGARTY) in the front seat, and between their heads we see through the windshield. Far ahead, on the sidewalk we catch sight of the running figure of Joe Bailey.

BENZ (who is driving car) : Hey, lookit that kid in pajamas up ahead. Looks like the devil’s after him.

FOGARTY: Yeah. Maybe we better—

Benz has already stepped on the gas; the car speeds up to overtake Joe.

BENZ: I’ll pull in ahead of him. You step out and scoop him up.

Car speeds up faster and camera swivels so we see Joe from the side as car passes him. Then it becomes a front view of him running toward us.

15. Squad car stopping at curb. We hear brakes applied. Door opens and Fogarty steps out, just in time to catch Joe as Joe runs into scene past camera.

FOGARTY: What’s the matter, kid?

Joe doesn’t struggle, now that he’s caught and firmly held.

BENZ: Looks to me like he was walkin’ in his sleep, Foggy.

FOGARTY: Hell of a fast walk. Come on, kid, wake up. Having a nightmare, huh?

He shakes Joe a little, gently, to help him awaken. Joe starts to cry.


BENZ: Let’s get him in the car. It’ll take him a minute or two to snap out of it. Come on, kid.

He takes Joe’s other arm. Camera swings around to show them getting in car.

CUT TO

16. Front seat of squad car, as though through windshield. Joe, looking reasonably awake and over the worst of his fright, is seated between the two policemen. The car is moving slowly, Benz driving.

FOGARTY: Yeah, he’s coming out of it. Good idea to drive around the block while we talk to him; I think it helps some. You say your name is Joe Bailey, kid?

Joe nods.

FOGARTY: But you don’t know the number of your house, the house you ran out from?

Joe shakes his head, and a touch of fear returns to his eyes. Obviously the idea of returning to be alone in the flat again terrifies him. He isn’t telling.

FOGARTY (to Benz): He couldn’ta come more than a couple blocks that way, and it’d been somewhere on Dearborn. He was running too fast to make any corners.

BENZ: TWO blocks is a lot of territory. Where are your parents, Joe? Where’s your mother?

JOE: W-working. She’s a w-waitress.

BENZ: What restaurant?

Joe shakes his head again.

FOGARTY: Where’s your old man? Your father?

JOE: A m-m-movie.

FOGARTY: Well, guess we’ll just have to take him in to the station. Hell, all the Goddam red tape and everything. (He is obviously reluctant to do so, and so is Benz. He tries again.) Joe, if we drive up and down Dearborn Street a few blocks, don’t you even know the outside of your house when you see it? Can’t you point it out to us?

Joe’s lips clamp tightly. He shakes his head violently.

FOGARTY: Hell, the kid’s afraid to go back, Charlie. He knows where he lives all right; he had a nightmare and he’s afraid to be alone again. He’s—How old are you, Joe?

JOE: S-six.


FOGARTY: Any kid six knows his own house when he sees it, and his address, too. He won’t tell us because he’s afraid to go back. I’d like to tell off his old man, leaving him alone like that, his age. (Sigh) Well, we’ll just have to take him in.

A new kind of fear shows in Joe’s face. These policemen have been friendly; he is not afraid of them. But being taken in—he thinks to jail—is something else again. But to go back to the house and be there alone is unthinkable. Neither of the policemen happens to be watching his face or the sudden terrific struggle that is going on there. He opens his mouth as though he is going to speak, clamps it shut again, and then

JOE: Pop went to the Walton Theater on Walton Street with two men one of them was named Montoya.

He has blurted this out so rapidly that the words almost run together and it is said in a flat monotone. For the first time in this sequence he has spoken without stuttering. Both policemen turn to look at him curiously because of the sudden change in his manner, and because of the odd flat way in which the sentence was spoken. For a second there is silence.

FOGARTY: That’s only a few blocks, Charlie. Let’s go there and find his old man. I’d like to tell him off.

BENZ: How’d you find him? We can’t carry the kid all through the audience or anything.

FOGARTY: If it’s the same Montoya—Say, kid, is this Montoya’s first name Tony? Does your old man call him Tony? Joe nods.

FOGARTY: I know him, then. He’s been in line-up. He’s a bad boy. Drive around there, Charlie. You keep the kid in the car and I’ll go in and spot Montoya and find the kid’s father that way.

BENZ: Okay.

FADE OUT

FADE IN

17. Front of Walton Theater. Camera in middle of street takes in lobby, ticket booth (closed) and sidewalk and curb in front. Montoya, Anders and Alvin Bailey push their way through the double exit door that leads from the foyer info the lobby. Each of the three has his right hand in his suit coat pocket. Montoya carries a brief case in his left hand. All three are trying to walk casually but are, despite the effort, both furtive and quite tense. When they are about half way through the theater lobby, walking toward the camera, the squad car containing Benz, Joe Bailey and Fogarty pulls in to the curb and stops; car cuts off view of ticket booth and one side of lobby, but not the side along which the three men are walking.

Squad car door on curb side opens and Fogarty gets out. He has taken only a step and is still beside the car as the three men come into sight around the ticket booth—into sight of Fogarty, Benz and Joe, that is; they have been in sight of the camera since they came through the door from the foyer.

The three men stop. Fogarty stops. The two groups (Benz and Joe still in the car) are face to face about ten feet apart.

Fogarty isn’t stupid. At least he isn’t stupid enough not to notice those three right hands in coat pockets, the brief case, the fact that there is a tension you could cut with a knife. Fogarty goes for his gun.

JOE: Pop!

Alvin Bailey starts and looks at the squad car. There are so many emotions on his face that they add up to blankness. The dome light in the car went on automatically when Fogarty opened the door and, as the door is not yet closed, it is still on. We can see Joe clearly, kneeling on the seat, his face close against the windshield.

MONTOYA (rapidly, under his breath): Shoot it out!

His gun is coming out of his pocket as he speaks. Dutch Anders is drawing his, too. Fogarty is a fraction of a second ahead of either of them in getting his gun clear.

ALVIN: No! Don’t! The kid!

He is turning as he speaks—frantically. His hand is out of his pocket too, but without a gun in it. He throws himself in front of Montoya and makes a grab for Montoya’s automatic just as guns start to go off—Fogarty’s, Anders’ and Benz’s. Benz is trying to reach across with his left hand and push Joe down out of danger while he fires through the windshield. Montoya’s gun goes off, too, but Alvin Bailey is in the way of the shot he’s trying to get off.

Before Montoya can get off another shot, he goes down. A shot of Benz’s fired through the windshield has caught him in the right shoulder. On the sidewalk, he is trying to shift his gun to his left hand when another bullet hits him—in the head. Meanwhile Anders and Fogarty have been shooting it out. Fogarty’s draw is a fraction of a second sooner and faster and he gets off the first shot; it hits Anders somewhere for it knocks him a little back and off balance. His one shot goes wild and Fogarty’s second shot kills him instantly; he falls.

Fogarty, who has been too engrossed with Anders to take in the fact that Alvin Bailey’s hand has come out of his pocket without a gun or that Bailey has tried to stop Montoya from shooting, swings around and fires at the only figure left standing—Alvin Bailey. He is lining up the sights for a second shot when he sees that Bailey hasn’t a gun in his hand. Fogarty lowers his own gun slightly but keeps it ready. Bailey is turning around slowly. His face, as it faces the camera, is utterly blank and we see blood on the front of his shirt (his coat is slightly open). He continues to turn until he is facing the squad car, his knees starting to buckle. Then he falls forward. This scene has taken a long time to describe but actually, from the time the two groups caught sight of each other, takes only a very few seconds.

CUT TO

18. View through squad car windshield from front, camera close, lens slightly above radiator cap. Dome light is still on inside (as the door is still open). Through the windshield we see Joe Bailey’s face, frozen with horror. He is still kneeling on the seat. We do not see Benz’s face as clearly because of the two holes in the windshield in front of him and the cracks in the glass radiating from them, so Joe’s face stands out clearly in comparison and is the center of interest. Music: Rachmaninoff’s Isle of the Dead. There is no action or motion (except of the camera) in this scene. As far as the actors are concerned, it is a still. But the camera begins to move backward away from its position just above the radiator cap. No character—among the three living or the three dead—moves a muscle as the camera recedes. By the time it is back twenty feet from its starting point we can see all six of them, equally motionless. It continues to recede at constant pace until the squad car and the figures around it become tiny, puppet-like.

Motionless, they recede and vanish into distance and into the past. The music swells in volume and then, with the picture

DISSOLVES
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He hadn’t wanted Dixie to see his room after he’d seen the nice one Dixie had at the Wyandotte. He’d planned to be downstairs waiting at the curb or in the doorway when Dixie came. But Dixie got there ten minutes early and spoiled that idea. Not that it really mattered.

Dixie rapped on the door at ten of six, just as Joe was buttoning his shirt, and Joe let him in. “Hi, Dixie,” Joe said. “Hell of a time to be getting up. Middle of the night. Haven’t had breakfast yet, have you?”

Dixie shook his head. “We’ll get something. It’ll be eight by the time we’re actually shooting.” He wandered over to the dresser where the gun lay and picked up the sheath knife that lay beside it. Joe had forgotten to put it away.

“Nice shiv, kid,” Dixie said. “Know anything about using one?”

“Not outside of sharpening pencils,” Joe said. “I won it on a punchboard once.”

Dixie slipped the blade back in sheath and put it down. Joe had his shirt buttoned by now and was reaching for his coat. He asked, “How about the gun? Shall I wear it on the way out?”

“Sure. Get used to it.”

Dixie’s car, at the curb, turned out to be a black Ford sedan, a ’47. Dixie started to get under the wheel and then asked, “Want to drive, Joe?”


“Sure,” Joe said. “I like to drive but don’t get much chance to. Haven’t got a car of my own right now.”

Dixie went around and got in on the other side. “That’s what Mitch told me; that’s why I suggested it. You ought to pick up some kind of a jalopy for yourself.”

“Like to,” Joe said. “But they tell me it’s against the law unless you pay for it.”

“Maybe you’ll have one pretty soon. You got to know how to drive, Joe, and I mean drive good. Yeah, you’re doing all right. But don’t break any speed limits or get in an accident when we got guns in the car.”

“You didn’t bring them all, did you?”

“No, just the twenty-two thirty-two you’re going to shoot to start with. And Maggie. But you’re not going to shoot Maggie. She’s a lot of gun, kid. Bucks like a brone unless you know how to handle her. First time I ever shot a Magnum I wasn’t expecting anything and it jerked so I missed the whole damn target by a couple of yards. Yeah, you drive okay for a guy who hasn’t a car of his own.”

“Anywhere special you want to eat breakfast?”

“Head out through Shorewood; that’s the way we’re going. We’ll eat somewhere out of town.”

They had ham and eggs at a roadside restaurant that was just opening for the day. Dixie told Joe where to turn off the highway about twelve miles farther north. They kept going along worse and worse roads until finally one petered out entirely after they hadn’t passed a house for at least two miles.

Joe had pictured himself shooting at tin cans or bottles, but Dixie had, it turned out, brought regular pistol targets, a whole stack of them.

He said, “What the hell good does it do to pop at something and only know that you miss it, when you do miss it? You got to know if you’re shooting high to the right or low to the left or what.”

They found a good tree to mount targets on and Joe did a lot of shooting for about an hour and a half, some of it snap shooting at close range, some of it target shooting—with the gun cocked and carefully sighted—from farther back. He used up several boxes of cartridges for the twenty-two and fired a dozen rounds from the thirty-eight Terrier. He found he did better at snap shooting with the Terrier, despite its shorter barrel. It was lighter and felt better in his hand.

Dixie was satisfied. He said that Joe was doing damned well for a first try. He agreed that the Terrier was a good gun for Joe and promised to get him one the next time he went to Chicago, which would be within a week or two. Mitch, he said, would either pay for the gun or advance the money for it.

They went out again the next day, Thursday, but not quite so early. After that Dixie told him he wouldn’t have a chance to go again until Monday of the following week, but he loaned Joe the Terrier and the holster and told him to practice wearing it at least part of the time and to practice fast drawing and dry shooting in his room.

Joe wore the gun until he got dressed for his date with Ellie Thursday evening, but he left it home then. Guns and women, he’d already learned, didn’t mix. Not women like Ellie, anyway.

Maybe, he thought, he’d better quit seeing Ellie. But he liked her; he didn’t want to quit seeing her.
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“Well, Ellie, what’ll we do? Movie again, or would you rather dance for a change? Or what?”

“What would you like to do, Joe?”

“Well--anything you want. But I was thinking maybe we could call up and see if a friend of mine and his wife are going to be home. Like you to meet them sometime—but it doesn’t have to be tonight, if you’d rather do something else.”

“Sure, Joe. Call them.”

Joe called; the Lorgans were home, wanted him to come. That was good because, if for no other reason, it would save money and Joe was getting a bit low. Today was a week from the time Mitch had last given him money, so more was due. But Mitch hadn’t come into the tavern, so he was down to about seven bucks. If the date cost him much it would leave him strapped.

Ellie said she liked beer a little better than wine so on the way to the Lorgans’ he picked up some cans of Blatz. Jeannie was putting the baby to bed and, after introductions, Ellie joined her in the bedroom.

Ray frowned at the beer. He said, “What’s the idea, Joe? Think I can’t afford to be a host, so you always bring something? I was going to go down and get something as soon as you got here; didn’t do it sooner because I forgot to ask over the phone what your gal liked to drink. Who is she, by the way, besides being Ellie Dravich?”

While Ray opened beer cans, Joe told him how he’d met Ellie and something about her.

“Seems like a nice kid,” Ray said. “Anything serious?”

“No,” Joe told him.

Ray handed him a glass and lifted one himself. He said, “Then here’s to non-maintenance of the status quo. You ought to get married, Joe.”

“Why?” Joe asked. “To make myself what you call a slave to Capitalism?”

“There’s that, yes. But here’s a thought for today, Joe. I mean it as seriously as hell. It’s better to be a slave to Capitalism than to be a capitalist. The really horrible thing about any system of slavery—literal or figurative slavery—is that, in the long run, it’s more degrading to the master than to the slave. The worst thing that can happen to a man is for him to have power over a fellow human being.”

“You mean that Uncle Tom had a better time than Simon Legree?”

“I think that, basically, he was happier. Not that I don’t think the Simon Legrees shouldn’t be eliminated. Or at any rate the power of the Simon Legrees. They themselves if they won’t give up that power. And the sad part is, Joe, there are enough of us Uncle Toms to take it away from them, if we all got together on it. Do you know, Joe, how few families control ninety percent of the means of production in this country?”

“Not exactly, no. But more than there are men who control the means of production in Russia.”

“Who’s talking about Russia? Damn it, Joe, I’ve explained over and over again that I’m a communist, lower case, not a Stalinite. I believe that communism—Marxian communism—is the right system, the only system under which a worker will get a fair share of what he produces. The Russians pay lip service to that ideal, but Russia is an oligarchy and, yes, the people there are worse off than they would be under Capitalism. But the fact that there can be something worse than Capitalism doesn’t mean that Capitalism is good, it just means Russia took the wrong turn at a crucial point.”

“Which means I should marry Ellie?”

Ray Lorgan sighed with exasperation, partly feigned and partly serious. “I don’t give a damn if you marry Eleanor Roosevelt. My point is that our argument about not wanting to be a slave isn’t valid if your alternative to being one is to become something worse.”

Joe said, “All right, I’ll be serious. What do you think is better?”

“To be a slave who thinks. One who tries to see a way out—not for himself as an individual, but a way for society as a whole to end a system whereby the few exploit the many. When enough slaves figure that’ way, they’ll take over the means of production and end slavery. But until that time comes, Joe, the only course an honorable and self-respecting man has—”

Jeannie, coming out of the bedroom with Ellie, interrupted him. “Where’s our beer? You could have brought it to us, couldn’t you?”

Ray grinned at her. “Then you’d have stayed in there twice as long. Karl asleep?”

“No, but I think he will be pretty soon. He’s quieted down. Glad you brought Ellie, Joe. Your taste is improving.”

Joe grinned at that, but was a bit embarrassed because he knew Jeannie was needling him about the last time he’d brought a girl around, a few months before. Not that the girl had got drunk or had broken dishes or anything like that, but she’d been so obviously out of place and so obviously bored that even Joe had been embarrassed.

Ray opened more cans of beer and the four of them sat around the table and talked and talked, about everything and nothing. Joe was glad to notice that Ellie could carry her end of the conversation. Maybe she wasn’t as intellectual as Ray and Jeannie but she had at least moderately intelligent opinions on most things that were discussed.

A mention of the use of atomic energy in the world of the future reminded Joe of Krasno. He said, “I was talking to a really cheerful bird the other day. He doesn’t think there’s going to be any world of the future. Says another war is inevitable—that it may come next week but will come in a few years—and that it’ll be fought with A-bombs and we’ll all starve to death or shoot each other with bows and arrows fighting over crusts of bread. Think we will, Ray?”

Ray said, “I don’t know. Ready for some more beer, Ellie?”

He got up to open another can and Jeannie went into the bedroom to see if the baby was asleep. A few seconds later, she opened the door a crack and said. “Joe, he isn’t asleep yet and I want you to see him. You haven’t seen him for a while.”

Joe went into the bedroom. Jeannie was standing by the crib and she put her finger to her lips and then motioned him over. The only light in the room was from a dim bulb in a lamp on the dresser, but it looked to Joe as though Karl’s eyes were closed. He tiptoed over.

Jeannie said, “He is asleep; I just said he wasn’t so I could call you in here. We won’t wake him if we talk quietly and I want to tell you something.”

“What, Jeannie?”

“Don’t talk any more about—what you were talking about. Will you, Joe?”

“You mean—about the next war? Of course not, if you don’t want me to.”

“Not for my sake, Joe. For Ray’s. By the way, Joe, you’ve got an awful nice girl there in Ellie. Better latch onto her.”

“Sure. But what’s this about Ray’s sake?”

“I don’t want him to think about it, Joe. He thinks it’s coming, and he thinks it’s a death sentence for—for all three of us. He feels about it so strongly that he’s sorry we—” She made a little gesture toward the sleeping baby.

“Good grief, Jeannie. I’m sorry I mentioned it. Look, you don’t think—?”

“I don’t know, Joe.” She looked down at the baby and then up at him, her face a little pale, suddenly. “Why should I lie about it, Joe? Of course it’s going to happen. The war, at least. But the—the result, the aftermath—maybe it won’t be—well—” She looked down at the crib again. “Better go, Joe. I don’t want Ray to guess what I was talking about.”

Joe went. From the door he looked back and saw that Jeannie was still looking down at the baby and that she was crying.


He managed to grin at Ray as he came through the door. He said, “Some kid you got, Ray. Almost as ugly as you are, but on him it looks good.”

Ray nodded. He said, “That was the second last can I just opened, Joe. And the evening’s a pup. I’m going down for some more. Want to come along?”

“Sure,” Joe said. “Didn’t realize what lushes we all were or I’d have brought more.”

They waited half a minute until Jeannie came out of the bedroom, so they wouldn’t be leaving Ellie alone. Joe was relieved to see that you couldn’t tell that Jeannie had been crying.

He and Ray walked up to Wells Street for the beer. It was a place that sold both package goods and drinks across a bar and Ray said, “How about a shot, Joe, while we’re away from the females?” after he’d bought the beer.

“Sure,” Joe said.

He could tell Ray wanted to talk, but Ray waited until they had their drinks before he opened up.

“Joe, about this coming cataclysm you mentioned. Don’t talk about it in front of Jeannie, will you? She—Oh, hell, it’s my fault. I got a few too many drinks a few times recently—not drunk, but enough to loosen my tongue—and did too damn much talking and I know it worried her.” He moved the bottom of his glass in wet circles on the bar. “It is coming, Joe, but it’s one of those things it doesn’t do any good to talk about—especially to someone you love. It’s like—well, if somebody’s got cancer, for instance, they know they’re going to die, but just the same it’s not a nice thing to talk about to them.”

Joe said, “Good God, Ray, you’re exaggerating. A war may happen, sure, but it isn’t that inevitable. And if it does happen, hell, we lived through the last one.”

“The last one was a lead pipe cinch, Joe, compared to what the next one would—will be. Oh, I know I’m being selfish about it—at least being selfish on Karl’s behalf if not my own.”

“I don’t get it,” Joe said. “What’s selfish about wanting to go on living?”

“Just this: it may lead to a better world, and I’d like to see a better world—even if I’m not here to see it, if you know what I mean. The two big systems, both of them rotten to the core, Joe, may destroy one another and whatever comes out may be better than either. In fact, it’s got to be, or it too will destroy itself. The only thing is that I wouldn’t take even odds on the chance of any one individual—you or Karl or me—surviving to see it. Let’s have one more drink.”

“If it’s on me,” Joe said. He managed to get the bartender to take his money instead of taking from Ray’s change.

Ray lifted his glass. “To you and Ellie, Joe. May you have a couple of happy years together before a wheel comes off.”

Joe drank and then laughed. “I told you it wasn’t serious, damn it,” he said. “Not that I don’t like Ellie, but I don’t want to get married.”

“Why not?”

“I’ve—got other plans.”

“What? To be a two-bit gangster? I’m sorry, Joe. Forget I said that.”

It had hurt, somehow, because Ray had said that. Even though he had taken it back in the same breath. But there wasn’t any anger at Ray Lorgan. Just hurt. He said, “I didn’t even hear it,” and said it as lightly as he could.

“One on me,” Ray said, “and we’d better get back and join the ladies.”

Joe glanced at Ray and saw that his face was just a trifle flushed, and he’d already noticed that Ray’s tongue had thickened just a faint bit. So he said, “I don’t want another one, Ray. Let’s get back.”

Ray nodded and they went out. It had started to drizzle, very slightly, but they had only a block and a half to go so it didn’t matter.

They were halfway there before either spoke and then Joe remembered something that had puzzled him at the time.

He said, “Ray, you said that what you think’s going to happen—and I still think you’re wrong about it—worried you because of Karl more than yourself. Not that it’s any of my damn business, but how come you didn’t rate Jeannie in there? I mean—hell, you and Jeannie aren’t splitting up or anything, are you? Don’t answer that if you don’t want to.”

He thought Ray wasn’t going to. Ray didn’t say anything until they were almost at the door. And then Ray stopped walking. Joe was a step past before he realized; then he stopped and turned to look at Ray.

Ray said, “I think I’ll answer that. Do you remember what I said—metaphorically—a few minutes ago about cancer not being a good subject of conversation if you’re talking to someone who has it? Well, don’t bring that subject up in conversation tonight, Joe.”

Joe just stared at him.

Ray said, “Yes, I mean Jeannie. We learned six weeks ago. She’s probably got less than a year. But for another month or two she can stay up, live a normal life, not let anybody know. We decided not to let anybody know for that long. She said she wants—for a little while—to pretend that she’s still—all right.”

Joe said, “Oh, Christ, Ray.”

“I—couldn’t help telling you. Maybe because you asked a question—why I didn’t rate Jeannie in there—that I couldn’t answer without telling you. For God’s sake don’t let Jeannie know I told you.” His lips twisted a little. “I told you I talk too much when I’ve had a couple of drinks. Can’t keep my God damn mouth shut. I had to pop off about the end of the world and get Jeannie worried about Karl living through—Let’s go up.”


He stepped forward again and took Joe’s arm, but Joe hung back. He said, “Christ, Ray, I can’t go up this minute. I—I couldn’t act normal. I couldn’t look at Jeannie without giving away that I knew. You go up; I’m going to walk around the block once first. Tell them—tell them anything.”

“I’ll go around the block with you.”

They walked once around the block in the thin cool rain. They didn’t talk much. When they got back to the door Joe still didn’t want to go up but he realized they had to sooner or later so he said it was okay.

Jeannie looked up as they came in and said, “Did you boys fall down a manhole?”

Joe made himself grin at her. “Well, it was this way, Jeannie; we met these two broads on Wells Street and—”

An hour or so later he took Ellie home in a cab; it was raining fairly hard by then. He put his arm around her in the taxi and felt very tender toward her. In the downstairs hallway of her rooming house he kissed her goodnight very gently and didn’t even suggest that he drop into her room for a minute. A possibility he’d had in mind earlier in the evening didn’t seem—well, right. Not tonight anyway.

Ellie said, “I like your friends a lot, Joe.”

“Yeah. They’re swell people. Well, ’night Ellie.”

“Joe—”

He turned back. “Yeah?”

“I—don’t like to tell you this, Joe, but it would be better if you didn’t see me at the restaurant.”

“Huh?” Then he got it. “Oh. Your Uncle Mike, you mean? He doesn’t like your going with me?”

“Yes, Joe. I’m sorry, but he doesn’t like it. Not that he can forbid me to go with you or anything. I’m of age and he’s not my guardian. But—it’s just unpleasant, that’s all.”

“Yeah, I can see how you’d feel about it, if he feels that way. What does he say about me? What does he think I am?”


“Nothing really bad, Joe. But he knows you used to sell policy tickets and—”

“He ought to,” Joe said. “He used to buy ’em from me. Is it any worse to sell them than to buy them?”

“And he keeps asking me how you’re making a living now, Joe, and—well, it’s embarrassing that I can’t tell him. You can understand that, can’t you?”

“Sure,” he said unhappily. He thought, I’ll either have to quit seeing her or tell her—well, tell her about Mitch’s plans and what I’m waiting for. Then if she objects to that and doesn’t want to go with me when she knows I’m going to work in a gambling house, that’s that.

“I hated to spoil our goodnight, Joe, by mentioning it, but—well, I thought it would be better if you didn’t drop in tomorrow or the next day. If you think we should talk about it any, we can talk Sunday evening. You’re coming here for dinner, don’t forget.”

“Okay, Ellie. I guess we’d better do a little talking, but it can wait till then.”

“What time do you want to eat?”

“Any time you say, but how’s about my picking you up around two o’clock, like last Sunday, and we can go to the beach or somewhere in the afternoon before we eat.”

“I don’t think we’d better, Joe. I want to make some Italian spaghetti for us, and it takes a long time; you’ve got to simmer the sauce for hours, so I’ll have to be here. Tell you what, though; don’t eat a big lunch and we’ll plan to eat about five. Then there’ll be plenty of time afterwards. We’ll have time to talk a while, and still time to go somewhere in the evening, if you want to.”

“Fine,” Joe said. “Okay, Ellie. I’ll see you at five Sunday.”

He kissed her goodnight again, and left.

State Street is a good street for catching cabs inbound, but he didn’t wait or even watch for one, in spite of the rain. His suit needed pressing anyway, he told himself.


Death walked with him, Jeannie’s death. It didn’t seem possible to believe that Jeannie Lorgan had less than a year to live, less than a few months before she’d be in a hospital waiting to die. That was the horrible part—knowing, waiting.

Horrible for Ray, too. He tried to think how it would be to be married to—well, to Ellie and to know that she was under sentence of death. To sleep beside her, knowing that inside her body was a monstrous thing, incurable, eating away at her life—

But he wasn’t going to marry Ellie. Damn it, he wasn’t going to marry anyone. Tic himself down like that? Never.

Sunday evening would probably end it, anyway. And that would be to the good. She was messing up his life—making him want two different things that were incompatible. Or were they, really? Well, he’d find out soon enough.

But for tonight he knew he’d have to get his mind off things before he could go to sleep. Luckily there was a drugstore still open on Wells Street and he found a science fiction magazine that he hadn’t read yet, so he took it home with him.

In his room, he remembered that he hadn’t been practicing the draw with the thirty-eight as Dixie had told him to do. He took off his wet suit but left his shirt on and strapped on the shoulder holster. He practiced a few minutes, but it felt silly—and looked even sillier in the mirror—to be wearing a shoulder-holstered gun with his pants off. He took off the gun, finished undressing, and lay down on the bed to read.

The lead story was an atomic blowup story and he skipped it without consciously figuring out why. He read all of the rest of the magazine and by that time it was two o’clock and he was sleepy enough to go right to sleep after he turned out the light.

If he dreamed, he didn’t remember his dreams.
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He went into the tavern earlier than usual, not much after noon, because he didn’t want to take any chance on missing Mitch, if Mitch came in. He had a little less than three dollars left, which would see him through till tomorrow if it had to, but he always felt uncomfortable when cash on hand was low. That was a hangover from the days when he and his mother had had to live on her slender earnings as a waitress. Her small salary usually went for rent or other major items and, from day to day, they lived on the tips she got, which weren’t many in most of the restaurants she’d worked in. He didn’t like, now, to think back about those times. Of course they hadn’t been so bad after he was in high school; he’d been able to earn money after school most of the time, at least enough so that he had a little spending money. But there’s nothing like a dose of poverty to make one appreciate how wonderful money—big money, like Mitch had—would be.

He sat in one of the booths by himself, because he didn’t want Krasno to start talking to him as he had a few days ago. There were a few customers at the bar, but they might happen to leave all at once and then he’d be stuck there, alone, and Krasno might start talking to him.

Joe sat facing the window. Just before two he saw the blue convertible pull in to the curb. Mitch got out; Joe was glad to see that he was alone. If he’d come in with somebody, Joe couldn’t very well have reminded him about the money, and Mitch might not have remembered.

Mitch came in and saw Joe sitting there right away. He said, “Hi, kid. How’re things?”

“Fine,” Joe said.

Mitch came to the booth as though he was going to sit down across from Joe and then changed his mind and said, “Let’s go in the back room to talk, Joe.”


It sounded serious, the way Mitch said it. Joe hoped it didn’t have anything to do, negatively, with the forty dollars he had coming.

He got up from the booth. Mitch had turned around and caught Krasno’s eye; he was holding up two fingers for Krasno to make two drinks. He jerked his head toward the back to show Krasno where to bring them.

Joe followed him into the card room at the back. Mitch sat down as he had the last time, with his feet up on the table. He said, “This is kind of private, Joe. Let’s wait till Krazzy has come and gone. You know I’m getting fed up with that old bastard. He talks too much. You don’t talk, Joe. That’s something I like about you. I can say something to you and I know it won’t go any farther.”

“Sure,” Joe said.

“By the way, you lined up for the party tomorrow night? Got yourself a dame, I mean?”

Joe nodded. His best out on that party would be to call at the last minute and say his date had fallen through. Then he wouldn’t have to come. Mitch would understand that he wouldn’t want to come alone.

“Good,” Mitch said.

Then there were Krasno’s footsteps shuffling toward the door and they both waited until he’d come in and put the drinks down on the table between them. Mitch had to put his feet down to reach his drink; then he put them up again as he sat back, but a little to one side so he could watch Joe’s face.

When the door had closed and Krasno had walked away from it, Mitch said, “Joe, how’d you like to be a partner in The Gold Mine?”

“‘The what?”

“The Gold Mine—that’s what I’m calling the place I’m going to open in Waukesha County. Good name, huh? Makes the marks think they can come in and mine gold. Well, a few of them will. Most of them will leave some of their own instead.”

“It’s a swell name,” Joe said. “But you’re kidding me about being a partner. What’d I buy in with? Two dollars and seventy-five cents?”

Mitch chuckled. “Take a little more than that, but we can get it.” He stared at Joe speculatively and then said, “Dixie tells me you’re getting good, Joe. Or rather, that you’re a natural with guns. If you weren’t, it’d take you plenty long. And what’s a hell of a lot more important, he thinks—like I thought already—that you’ve got guts and that you’re shooting for the big time. Are we right, Joe?”

Joe nodded slowly. His throat felt a little tight.

“I knew it,” Mitch said. “Okay, Joe, here’s the deal. There are four of us going to raise the dough we’ll need. Me and Dixie and you and a guy you don’t know yet, in Chicago. He knows the game, even better than Dixie does.”

“Which game?” Joe asked. “Running the gambling joint or raising the money to get it?”

“You’re a smart kid, Joe. The way to raise the dough, sure. I’m going to be the big wheel in running the joint, once it’s going. And listen, Joe, I want you to understand one thing—I don’t mean you’re in for a full fourth or anything like that. An eighth, maybe. It’s the others of us that have the experience and know what we’re doing.”

Mitch put his feet down and leaned forward, elbows on the table. “Here’s the way it stands, Joe. You don’t need to worry about what fractions the others of us are getting, only your own. Right? Well, there’s a slight difference of opinion. Chicago thinks you ought to settle for a tenth interest and a tenth of the take. I said an eighth. It’s one or the other and it depends on how you do. By the time the moolah is raised, we know. But it’ll be anyway a tenth and—well, I can’t name a figure exactly but it’ll be from three hundred a week up, depending. A joint that doesn’t net three grand a week isn’t in business. If you get an eighth, it should run you about four hundred.”

Joe’s lips were dry and he licked them. Three or four hundred dollars a week. That was money. That was blue convertibles and good apartments and girls like Francine. That was everything you could want.

Mitch said, “You’re interested, Joe?”

Joe nodded.

“Then I’ll tell you how you happen to be in on this. I liked you ever since you started working for me—and I figured you were a guy I could count on in a pinch, that you had guts and you weren’t going to be a punk all your life. That’s why I kept you going—the few bucks a week I fed you weren’t going to break me, and I wouldn’t lose you. Right away, when the heat went on over that policy business in the Sixth Ward, I figured it wouldn’t last long. And I’d been doing all right, Joe. Don’t tell the income tax department, but I made myself somewhere around forty grand last year, and more than half that much up to the time the heat went on in July this year.

“And I was figuring on getting you ready to handle things for me, Joe, whenever I wanted to go out of town a while. To spend a month in Florida, maybe, or follow the tracks a little. So while I thought the heat wouldn’t last long, I kept you going. Worth it to me to keep you. But I finally figured that the heat’s going to stay on a long time. That God damn John Doe investigation’s just getting started and it may run a year. And meanwhile the cops are afraid to shake hands with their best friends for fear someone will see it and think money’s passing.”

Joe nodded again. “I figured it’d be on a long time, too. That’s why I was going to tell you last week maybe I’d better take a job or something.”

“So I got in with Dixie and this other guy and figured this deal. I thought you’d want in on it—I figured you had nerve and ambition enough, kid. But Dixie and the other guy said nix, not unless they had a say in it. That’s one reason Dixie’s been taking you out, see? The other guy said he’d take Dixie’s word. And Dix says you’re okay, kid, so you’re in. Right?”

“Right,” Joe said.

“But not too sudden, Joe. I know this is new to you and I don’t want a snap decision. You think it over and give me an answer tomorrow. night at the party and that answer goes. I don’t want you in, Joe, unless you’re sure.”

Joe thought about three hundred dollars a week. He said, “I’m sure now, Mitch.”

“Won’t take a yes now. Because when you say it, kid, you’re in. You’re not going to back out on us, understand? Tomorrow night, if you still think so, I’ll give you some of the details—at least the first job we plan.” His face changed. “It’ll be too late then, Joe.”

“I’m sure,” Joe said. “I’m sure now.”

“Need money?”

“Well, I’m a little low.”

Mitch took out his wallet and put a ten dollar bill on the table. “That be enough to tide you over till tomorrow night?”

“Sure, Mitch.”

“Okay, I’ll give you some more tomorrow night—if you still feel the same about it. If you don’t, if you want to chicken out, that’s your chance. And I’m going to tempt you to do it, even, this far: If you do, we’re even. I’ve given you—let’s see—counting that, somewhere around two and a quarter—”

“Two hundred and thirty,” Joe said.

“All right, two thirty. But if you don’t want to go in with us, that’s washed off anyway. I gambled that much on you and lost; that’s all. I don’t want you to come in, if you’re chicken, just because you figure you owe me money. Fair enough?” He waited for Joe’s nod. “And if you come in, you don’t pull out. Fair enough on that?”


“Sure,” Joe said.

“We’ll have another drink on it. You want to get ’em for us, Joe?”

Joe took their glasses in to the bar. His was empty, too, although he didn’t remember drinking it. Krasno grinned at him. “He giving you the works, kid?”

Joe didn’t answer him. He thought, Mitch is right about his talking too much. He knew Mitch would fire Krasno in a minute if he told Mitch everything Krasno had said about him last Monday.

But, come to think of it, Krazzy had been pretty right in what he’d said. Mitch probably was down to his last ten thousand bucks. Mitch had just said he’d been clearing forty thousand a year. And from the way he spent money he must have spent most of it. Maybe he didn’t have even ten thousand in actual liquid cash left out of it. Certainly not enough to finance a swanky gambling house. And old Krazzy must have guessed some of the rest of it, too; he’d asked Joe if Joe was getting dragged into anything.

Well, he was. Only he was getting dragged into the big money.

He took the drinks back and Mitch said, “Here’s luck, Joe!” as he lifted his glass.

Mitch took half of his at a swallow and then sipped the rest. He said, “Joe, we’re going to make a good thing of it. There isn’t a decent mob operating in Milwaukee. It’s all amateur stuff, except sometimes someone comes up from Chi. Know what the trouble with most mobs is, Joe?”

“What?”

“They operate till they get caught. We’re not. We’re going to set ourselves a quota and make it, and then parlay that quota by buying The Gold Mine and going legit. That’s the McCoy, Joe; we’re really going to do it. You good at poker, Joe?”

“Fair. But I’ve never played for high stakes.”

“Then that’s something else we’ll have to teach you. It’s different when you’re playing for money instead of marbles. And you’ll have to sit in on games once in a while. And—you fast at figures? How’d you be on a roulette wheel?”

“I’m pretty good at figures, Mitch. Dunno how I’d be on a wheel.” Joe grinned. “Have to get myself a new suit, though. Croupiers are supposed to work without pockets, aren’t they?”

Mitch laughed. “Joe, I’d trust you even with pockets. You wouldn’t cross me, would you, Joe?”

“Hell, no, Mitch.”

It was after three when Joe left. He’d had three drinks and he felt them plenty. Not that he couldn’t handle three drinks, except that these were on an empty stomach; he’d eaten a very light breakfast a long time ago. He knew he’d better eat something and he’d started for the Dinner Gong before he remembered that he wasn’t supposed to go there. He thought, damn Mike Dravich.

And then he remembered that this really changed things. He’d better stop seeing Ellie. Completely. It wouldn’t be fair to her not to, and Ellie was a good kid. He wouldn’t cross her any more than he’d cross Mitch. Oh, sure, he’d keep the date for Sunday night, but he’d tell her—well, the simplest thing would be to tell her enough of the truth that she’d do the breaking off and not want to see him any more.

Only damn it, he wanted to keep on seeing her.

He wanted that and the big money, too. You can’t have everything, he told himself.
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It was a minor bad break that Mitch had put so much emphasis on the party—wanting his definite decision then, and holding back all but ten bucks of whatever Mitch was going to give him. But he still didn’t want to go if he could get out of it. He could still phone Mitch at the last minute, and at least try to get out of going. He could give Mitch his decision over the phone. It meant he probably wouldn’t see Mitch again till Monday to get more money and he’d have to stretch the ten to last that long, but he could do that all right.

He waited till nine o’clock to phone. Mitch answered and when Joe had made his stall, Mitch said, “The hell with a dame, kid; come on out. Look, it ain’t a big party and it ain’t all couples. I just invited a few people, that’s all. We’ll probably have a poker game and if you’re a stag, that’s swell. You can help entertain some of the women.”

So that didn’t leave Joe any out at all, especially as he’d said he was all ready to come until his date fell through. He said, “Okay, Mitch. Be seeing you then.” He even made it sound cheerful, because he didn’t want Mitch to guess that he hadn’t wanted to come.

He deliberately took his time getting there and arrived at half past ten.

It wasn’t a wild party, after all. There were six men there when he arrived, counting Mitch. There was Dixie, and a tall thin man with a horse face who was introduced to him as Gus Bernstein—of Chicago. There was Jay Wendt, whom Joe had already met once, who was a lawyer, Mitch’s lawyer. And there were two friends of Mitch’s, one of whom he’d already met and one he hadn’t; they were Bill Murdock, who’d been an alderman once, and a man named Wayne Corey.

Besides Francine, there were three women. One, a faded blonde who looked as though she’d once been a chorine, was Wayne Corey’s wife. The other two were prettier, but not as pretty as Francine; they were introduced as Jane and Gert, last names weren’t mentioned. Apparently Murdock had brought Jane and Dixie had brought Gert. Gus Bernstein and the lawyer had come without women.


There wasn’t any shortage of liquor. The kitchen table was piled with it. Mitch waved a hand at it through the doorway. “Go make yourself a drink, kid. We’re on our own. I had a jig lined up to make drinks for us, but he didn’t show up. And damn if I’m going to be bartender.”

Bernstein and Francine were by the table making drinks. Mitch followed Joe out into the kitchen and said, quietly, “Beat it a minute, huh, Francy? Business.”

She closed the kitchen door after her as she went out. Mitch said, “Well, kid?” to Joe and Joe nodded.

“Attaboy. Gus, Joe’s a good kid. We can count on him.”

Bernstein nodded. “If you and Dixie both say so.”

“You said you wanted to talk to him, Gus. Better get it over with. I’m going to get a little poker started. Going to play, Joe?”

“Can’t afford it, Mitch.”

“We’re going to play low stakes. I want to drink, and I don’t play high when I drink. We’ll make it a twenty dollar buy-in; I’ll stake you to twenty, Joe.”

He peeled out three twenties from his wallet and handed them to Joe. “One of ’em’s a buy-in on the game for you. Be seeing you.”

He went back into the living room; Jane and Murdock came in for drinks, passing him in the doorway. Gus Bernstein said, “Let’s get some fresh air, Joe. Stuffy in here.” He picked up a drink and went out the back door; Joe, his own drink in his hand, followed.

They sat on a bench a dozen yards from the house. There was enough moonlight so they could see one another.

Gus said, “Well, kid, you’re in, if both Mitch and Dixie say so. Here’s the set-up. I’m running things in the field, when we’re actually on a job. Mitch is picking ’em. This is his territory and he knows it better than me or Dixie. All you got to do is what we tell you—and don’t get trigger-happy. Ever killed anybody?”

“Once,” Joe said.
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You’re a little drunk, not with booze because you’re on your first drink. With excitement and the fact that this is it, the big time, the real thing. You’re in. The guy talking to you is an honest-to-God holdup man, in the chips. And you’re going to be in the chips, too. Blue convertibles and women like Francy and everything you’ve ever wanted. All of it can be bought and this is the way you get money, big money.

And he asks you if you’ve ever killed anybody.

“Once,” you say. You mean your father; you got him killed, didn’t you? You called copper on him. And the cops killed him and since then you’ve hated cops and hated yourself. You’re a patricide and you’re a killer just as much as if you’d pointed a gun at your father and pulled the trigger. You’re no damned good anyway and you might as well cash in on it.

“Once,” you say, and from the way you say it, calmly, you know he believes you, because, damn you, it’s true. And he does believe you and it was the right answer.

Because he says, “That’s good, kid, both ways. Once doesn’t mean you’re trigger-happy. And it means you’ve got the guts to do it if you’ve got to. Was it on a job?”

“Let’s skip the details,” you say. “I answered your question.”

That was the right answer, too. You can tell by the way he says, “Sure, Joe.” He was feeling you out to see how well you could keep your mouth buttoned. You won on that point.

He says, “Mitch is lining us up something for week after next. That’ll be our fírst job, and Mitch says it’s a pushover. Well, let’s get back to the party.”

Yeah, you can tell by his voice that you went over, that he respects you now and talks to you as an equal. You’re in. You’re all right with Gus.

You follow him back and you’re walking on air. You’re a big shot now, or on the way to being one. You’re not a punk any more. This is what you meant to be. You feel different, you walk different.

Sure, maybe you’re going to get killed. But you can get killed walking across the street. You can get killed if they drop an atom bomb on you. You can do worse than get killed—cleanly, suddenly, with a bullet or a lot of bullets, like your father got killed. Sure, you can do worse. Jeannie Lorgan. How’d you like that? Christ.

Maybe you even want to get killed that way. Remember reading about a Freudian death wish when you were reading up on psychology? But that’s a lot of crap. You don’t want to die. You just want money and power badly enough to take a reasonable chance to get it. And not too much of a chance. Thanks to Mitch you’re starting in the big time, with boys who know their business.

But just the same, if you do get killed, what better way than by a cop’s bullet—to make up to your father for getting him killed that way?

And not that he’s watching you—from Heaven or Hell or anywhere else—but if he did know about what you’re doing now, or planning to do, wouldn’t he understand that you were trying to make up for what you did to him? And wouldn’t he understand that you had to, that you had to show him you don’t condemn him for having had the guts to take a gun and go out after what he needed? That you don’t think you’re any better than he was?

Won’t that maybe wash it out? Or, no matter what you do, can you ever wash out the fact that you murdered your father?

You realize that Mitch, sitting at the table in the living room, is talking to you. “Sit in a while, Joe?”

“Sure,” you say.
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Four of them started the game. Mitch, Murdock, Dixie Elders, and Joe Bailey. Wendt, the lawyer, didn’t play poker. Bernstein and Corey said maybe they’d sit in later. Mitch didn’t try to argue anybody into playing, although a four-handed game wasn’t too good. He probably realized that if more than four played at once, the women would object. Not that it would have done them any good.

Joe turned back one of the twenties and got twenty whites at a quarter each and fifteen reds at a buck. He lost only a two-bit ante on each of the first two hands and then dropped four dollars on a back-to-back pair of treys, drawing two more cards to them and then dropping when they didn’t improve and two other pairs showed up on the board.

The next hand broke him. He had tens backed and caught another one on the fifth card. He had five bucks in the pot by that time and when Murdock, who’d paired a jack on the last card, bet twenty dollars, Joe saw he was the only one left to call and shoved in his last ten dollars to call as much as he could of the bet. Murdock might possibly have a third jack but two pairs was more likely, especially as he needed the case jack; Mitch had turned down one of them.

Murdock turned another jack, though. Joe said, “You win,” and started to throw in his cards. Mitch put out a hand; he said, “Do you mind, Joe?” When Joe nodded he looked at the hole card Joe had had, the third ten, without showing it to the others. He nodded. “Good boy. You had to call all right. Just wondered. Want another twenty?”

Joe said, “Yeah, but on me.” He gave Mitch another twenty. That would cut him pretty low for the next week, but he’d get by somehow.

He got down to ten dollars before he won his first pot, but that brought him up to thirty-five; it would have been considerably more if he could have called the full amount of the final bet. He played cautiously and didn’t drop much more than the ante in the next half dozen hands. Then he started with a jack and queen of diamonds and got an almost unbelievable hand for stud—a king-high straight flush. Even better, there was competition against him and he was looking down its throat. Dixie had three fours showing and Murdock had a possible ace-high flush in clubs but with the cards too assorted to make it even possibly another straight flush.

He went all in on that one and got called both ways. He had ninety-five dollars in front of him when he’d raked in the pot. Mitch grinned at him and told him he’d better quit while he was ahead, but Joe grinned back and asked why he should quit while he was getting rich. He played along another half hour without any particular luck, either good or bad. Once he won a small pot that covered his antes and minor investments—for one or two cards—on the others. Once he sensibly turned down four hearts on the fourth card when Mitch, with a pair of aces showing, bet fifty dollars into him. Considering the cards out, he had about one chance in seven to draw a fifth heart and the percentage wasn’t there; there was less than a hundred in the pot, counting Mitch’s fifty dollar bet. It would give him two to one on his investment on a one in seven chance, so he folded and got an approving nod from Mitch that showed Mitch had figured those odds too.

A few minutes later Bernstein and Corey came over and wanted in and Joe said he’d sit out for a while. So did Dixie, who was just about even.

Joe cashed in ninety and gave Mitch back the twenty Mitch had staked him with. Counting out his own twenty, he was fifty bucks ahead and felt swell about it. Particularly about the fact that he’d had sense enough to quit while he was ahead, but without doing so right after he’d won the big pot that had put him there.

Dixie said, “Come on, Joe. Let’s get ourselves some drinks.”

Joe mixed himself a strong one. He didn’t care, now, if he got a little tight. In fact, he wanted to.

He did.
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It’s Late, but you don’t know whether it’s one o’clock or three and you don’t care. The phonograph is playing Stardust and you’re dancing with Francy, her body that beautiful body you saw naked on the beach—is pressed against the rhythm of the music. You want Francy so bad that you can taste it. But it’s a pleasant kind of torture because you’re drunk enough to think that nothing’s hopeless, even getting Francy. Not tonight, and not just once, but to keep and to live with. And you’re on the way to having enough money to do that little thing. There’s Mitch, but Mitch changes girls. And you’re not in the money yet, anyway. You’ve got ninety-five bucks, but that’s peanuts.

Maybe you should sit in the game again and run it up. No, you’re too near drunk now. Your judgment’s impaired. You’d get reckless and lose it the first big hand that came up. Hang onto it. It’s peanuts in the long run, but it isn’t peanuts to you right now. A new suit. But more would be a down payment on a car. A jalopy, but the first step toward a convertible. The hell with it; you’re dancing with Francy. To Stardust. And in the stardust of a—

She whispers, “I’m glad you came, Joe.” She laughs a little. “You didn’t want to, did you? Did you really have a date that fell through, or wasn’t that a stall to keep from coming?”


You say, “You’re too smart for me, Francy.”

“Afraid of me, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” you say.

The record ends, and Francy goes to change it. You’re a little dizzy. You sit down—on the arm of a chair, for fear if you sit down in it, Francy will sit in your lap. That would be wonderful, but Mitch is right over there in the poker game. Dixie is back in the game again, now, and he’s got a lot of chips in front of him. Looks like he’s the big winner. They’re using the blues now, five buck chips. Mitch must be losing, from all the chips out; of course you don’t know how many were bought. Anyway it’s a steeper game now, too steep for you. You showed them you could play; now be smart and stay clear.

Francy is back; she sits in the chair on whose arm you’re sitting. If you could only drop your arm around her. Those breasts. Her dress cut low. You can almost see the aureoles around the nipples. To kiss them. To put your face between. Quit looking. Her hair brushing your hand on the back of the chair.

The faded blonde that’s Corey’s wife passed out on the sofa, sitting up, her mouth open. Two gold teeth. Gert dancing with Bernstein. Thought he was in the game. No, Murdock and Corey. Wendt and Jane gone. Bedroom? Maybe; door’s closed. Or maybe outside. Nice outside. Fresh air. Go? No, Francy. And if you go out with Francy—

Mitch. He’d know. But—

A million dollars.

You could, unless Francy has been kidding you ever since.

No, not that way. Not outside. A bed, all night. Everything or nothing. For now, nothing. Don’t look down.

Except for Mitch. God damn Mitch.

You’re crazy, Joe. You haven’t got the kind of money. Yet.

“Let’s go get a drink, Joe.”

“Sure, Francy. Want me to get you one?”


She goes along, but she lets you make the drinks. “Let’s have Toms, Joe. Remember how I showed you how to make ’em?”

“Sure.” Sugar in lemon juice. Gin, soda, stir. You’ll never forget anything that day. Francy lying there, first you think white bathing suit, fraction of second. Golden triangle. Nip-pled breasts. Francy, not suit. White. Light golden tan legs, shoulders. Golden hair, loose.

“Easy on the gin, Joe. Not that I don’t like ’em strong, but.”

“Sorry, Francy. Thinking about something else.” Wish you could tell her.

She laughs. “Ret I could guess.”

Damn her, she could, she has. You laugh it off. “What else could I be thinking about?” Keep it kidding.

You got to keep it kidding. You go back with drinks. Francy sits on sofa, next to passed out faded blonde. Contrast. You sit next, look like you were afraid of her if you didn’t. Only you are afraid.

Jane back, and Wendt. Bedroom? Must have been; didn’t pass through kitchen. And bedroom door now ajar. Was closed. Wendt wandering over to watch poker game. Jane looking through phonograph albums.

You stare at Jane over the top of your glass, sipping. You wonder, why not? She’ll pick a record, you ask her to dance. Then. She came with Murdock, but he pays no attention. Facing bedroom door at poker table, but Wendt took her in there, and out. Just a pickup, then, to Murdock. Wouldn’t matter.

Francy would know. So what? Francy and Mitch.

Francy touches your arm. “I wouldn’t like you if you did, Joe.”

You don’t stop to wonder how she knew. You ask, “You would care, Francy?”

“I think you know that, Joe.”


And you do know. You knew that Thursday afternoon. Francy wants you, too. God knows why. Ninety-five dollars. Chemistry.

You’re scared now. She puts a hand on the back of your hand and it’s like a burn. A little hard to breathe.

“Joe, I feel the drinks a little. Let’s take a walk outside.” You’re in the kitchen, opening the door for Francy. The night air, dim moonlight. You’re walking down toward the water, Francy holding your arm.

You walk down the little slope to the cove; you’re out of sight of the house. Francy stops and turns toward you. You’re supposed to put your arms around her. And.

You’re almost sober. The night air.

“Francy,” you say.

“Yes, Joe?”

“Francy, I want you so bad I can’t see straight. But not like this.” You are sober. A little while ago your tongue was getting thick. It isn’t now. Your mind is clear as glass. “Maybe I’m a God damn fool, Francy, but I want more or nothing.”

“You’re a funny boy, Joe. Maybe that’s why I like you. I—I see what you mean.”

“And I’m right, Francy.”

“I think you are. I never thought of it that way, exactly, but I think you are. All right, Joe shoot for more.”

You ask, “Mitch?” You don’t have to use any more words than that.

“I—I don’t like him much, Joe. Listen, I’m going to start breaking with him gradually. Or making him break with me—that’s better. He’ll think he’s getting tired of me; he’ll never even guess I’m doing it.”

“I’m going to make money Francy. Big money, soon.”

“Do that, Joe. And when you do—”

She turns away, looking out over the water. Shimmer of moonlight over the water. Over Francy’s golden hair.


“Joe, I’m going to take a dip. I love cold water. Do you?”

She is pulling down her shoulder straps, kicking off her slippers.

You know what that would mean. There’s a limit. You make yourself laugh. You say, “Francy, I couldn’t take it. I’m running.”

And you don’t run, but you walk. Back toward the house. Her soft laugh and ‘“Bye, Joe,” follow you.

You won’t let yourself run but you walk almost blindly, thinking what a God damn fool you are for being such a God damn fool. You walk almost blindly, that is until you’re near the kitchen door and then you see the door is open and someone is standing in it, silhouetted against the light.

Mitch. You can’t see his face, but it’s Mitch. No one else would fill that much of the doorway.

He says, “Hi, Joe. Where’s Francy?” He comes down the steps.

Don’t get scared.

Keep your voice calm.

“She wanted to take a swim. I thought I’d better come back.”

Your face is in the light. Mitch is looking at your face. You can’t see his. You want to brace yourself but that would give you away.

Mitch laughs. It’s all right. An amused laugh. He says, “You’re all right, Joe. Don’t think I don’t know how long you were out there, and it wasn’t long enough. And you wouldn’t have come back alone.”

He shook his head. “But how you didn’t, I don’t know. That little bitch has been needling you all evening. I’m not blind even when I’m facing the other way.”

He claps you on the shoulder. “Let’s have a drink, Joe.”

You say, “Sure, Mitch.” You hate him. You hate him for knowing. Does he think you’re loyal, though, or yellow?


The two of you go back into the kitchen and have drinks together. Mitch says, “Gus likes you, Joe.”

You don’t give a damn about that. The kitchen feels hot and close. You lean against the wall because you’re not sober now, you’re drunker than you were before. You say, “That’s good, Mitch,” because you’ve got to say something, and your tongue is thick again.

Mitch claps you on the shoulder again and you find you don’t like it. He says, “Joe, if that little bitch of mine got your pants hot for you, give Jane a jump. She’s a party girl. Should’ve told you; I forgot.”

You realize Mitch isn’t sober, either. He sways a little as he goes back toward the other room and the poker table.

There’s a glass in your hand and you drink what’s in it and make another one, strong. You might as well get drunk.

You get into the other room without spilling it and no one’s sitting in the comfortable overstuffed chair so you take it and sip your drink and you’re drunk. You know you’re drunk because your eyes are heavy and the room sways.

But you aren’t paying attention to the room anyway; you’re looking through the wall and the kitchen wall and the night and the bank and seeing Francy swimming there in the cold lake. Her naked warm body in the dark cold water.

You’d go back out there again now if you dared. But you realize that the reason you hadn’t the first time was not the fancy stuff you said. You were afraid of Mitch. That’s all. You were afraid of Mitch. And with him waiting there in the back door, probably going to walk down there to see, it was a damn good thing.

You’re drunk. Things are blurred. Vague. Francy’s back. She says “Hi, Joe,” and laughs when you don’t answer because this isn’t Francy. Francy is in the water, swimming, naked. This isn’t Francy. You close your eyes.
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Sunlight was slanting through the windows when Joe woke up. He was lying stretched out on the sofa in Mitch’s living room and someone had taken off his shoes and loosened his tie and collar. His mouth tasted horrible. He swung his feet off the edge of the sofa and sat up. For a few seconds he felt dizzy and then he was all right except that he wanted a drink of water worse than anything in the world.

He looked around as he stood up. At first glance the place looked like a shambles; then he saw that it was the ordinary debris of a party. There were glasses all over, two or three broken ones. Bottles standing around, too, brought in from the kitchen after people had tired of walking that far for refills. The card table was still up and the cards were scattered across it, a few of them on the floor. But the game had met an orderly end, obviously, for the chips were neatly racked at the side of the table at which Mitch had sat. Ash trays were overflowing and abandoned cigarettes had burned themselves out on the arms of chairs and elsewhere. It looked as though the party had gone on quite a while after he had passed out.

The bedroom door was closed. Maybe Mitch and Francy were asleep in there, or maybe the whole party had moved elsewhere and he had the house to himself. He didn’t care which, just then.

Without putting on his shoes he went out into the kitchen. It was in worse shape than the living room. Someone had been sick on the kitchen floor; Joe hoped it hadn’t been he.

He let water run, splashing some into his face while it got cold, and then drinking two glasses of it. He went back into the living room to look for his shoes and found them under the phonograph. The phonograph, he noticed, was still running, although there wasn’t a record on it; he turned it off. He turned out a couple of lamps that were still burning, too, and then still carrying his shoes he got his hat out of the clothes closet and let himself out of the front door as quietly as he could. He put his shoes on sitting on the steps outside and then started walking toward the bus.

The first cheerful thought came to him while he was walking; he remembered the money he’d won. He looked into his wallet to be sure it was still there and it was. Ninety-five dollars exactly; forty that Mitch had given him, fifty he’d won, and five he’d left out of the ten Mitch had given him Friday.

He caught a bus after a short wait and by the time it got him downtown he realized he was hungry enough to eat a big breakfast. Apparently, from the state of the kitchen at Mitch’s, there’d been some eating done at the party, but it had been after he’d passed out.

While eating he remembered his five o’clock date for spaghetti at Ellie’s and wondered, for the first time, what time it was. His wrist watch had run down, but the restaurant clock told him it was eight o’clock, and he set his watch by it. He must have slept a good four hours at Mitch’s, then, maybe longer. It had probably been at least two o’clock, maybe three, when he’d gone under. And if it was eight now, he must have wakened about seven. Well, if he stowed away a good breakfast now, as he was doing, he’d have to remember to eat a light lunch, if any, so he’d be ready for the meal at Ellie’s.

He got home by nine and set his alarm for two o’clock, but he woke at noon and couldn’t go back to sleep. He bathed, dressed, and went downstairs for a light lunch. He had plenty of money to do anything he wanted for the afternoon but he still felt loggy and didn’t want to do anything. He bought a magazine and went back to his room to read.

At three o’clock he was called downstairs to the phone, he almost hoped the call was from Ellie, calling off the date. Somehow he didn’t feel in the mood to see Ellie—or anyone else. The call was from Mitch.

“Hi, kid,” he said. “Just wondered if you got home okay and everything.”

“Sure, Mitch. Had a swell time. Sorry I made a goof of myself passing out.”

“You weren’t the only one, Joe. But you missed the best part of the party, after the game. We really had the joint jumping. We’d have took you home but you were out so cold we’d have had to carry you up the stairs, and I figured you’d be as well off on the sofa.”

“Sure, Mitch. You—uh—home?”

“No, at the flat downtown. We ended up there. All but you and the Coreys. His frau went out early; we took them home on the way downtown. You had the place to yourself after about four in the morning. I just phoned there and there wasn’t any answer so I thought I’d see if you got home okay.”

“Sure, Mitch. I got out about eight o’clock.”

“You play pretty good poker, Joe. And you had sense enough to get out in time, too, before the drinks hit you. Glad you came out ahead. Look, it was fifty bucks. Dixie said to tell you he knows how to invest it for you in—what you need. He says that’ll buy you one.”

“That’ll be swell, Mitch. When’ll I see you? Or Dixie?”

“I’ll be in at the tavern tomorrow afternoon. Dixie’s going down to Chi; he’ll do your shopping for you. And he says he’ll pick you up Tuesday morning to go out and—uh—practice. Okay?”

“Fine. I’m sorry I made an ass of myself passing out, Mitch.”

“That’s okay, Joe. You didn’t do anything worse than going to sleep. Frankly, I wanted to see whether you’d get talkative, or fighting drunk or anything. And you didn’t. You were under control, and that’s what’s important. You don’t get in trouble going to sleep when you drink.”


Joe went back upstairs feeling better after learning he hadn’t made a fool of himself—worse than he knew already, at any rate—at the party.

He felt pretty good by the time he got to Ellie’s room at five. The spaghetti sauce, simmering on the little gas stove in the kitchenette, smelled wonderful. And Ellie, in a gingham apron, looked pretty. She put up her lips to be kissed, and he kissed them lightly, putting his hands on her shoulders but not drawing her to him.

“Ready in about fifteen minutes, Joe,” she said, going over to stir the spaghetti. “Hungry?”

He sniffed appreciatively. “Ravenous.”

The only two chairs in the room were straight chairs and both were pulled up ready at the table. Joe sat on the bed; it was a daybed, not a regular one, so that was all right.

He watched Ellie working and thought how pleasantly domestic she looked, how nice—in some ways—it would be to have someone comfortable like Ellie instead of someone who could drive you nuts, like Francy could.

Why didn’t women come both ways? Or did they? Maybe a girl like Ellie, if she really loved you—

But Ellie was out. It wouldn’t be fair to her to keep on seeing her, under the circumstances. She might fall for him and he might fall for her, and Ellie—well, Ellie just didn’t fit in with his plans.

He couldn’t picture Ellie as—he grinned at the thought—a gun moll.

She happened to glance at him and catch the grin. “Am I that funny, Mister Bailey?” she wanted to know. “In this apron, I mean?”

“You look wonderful in an apron,” he told her. And he was surprised to find he wasn’t kidding her or flattering her. Ellie seemed prettier every time he’d seen her. “If you want, you can wear it when we go out this evening.”

“Are we going out? I thought we were going to talk, Joe.”


He felt uncomfortable; suddenly he didn’t want to talk—he didn’t want to have to tell her maybe this was the last time they should see one another.

He said, “Oh, sure. But that doesn’t mean we can’t go somewhere, too. I’m rich tonight.”

From her face, he knew he’d said the wrong thing. That was the whole trouble; Ellie couldn’t understand where his money came from, since he’d told her he wasn’t working and hadn’t been working for quite a few weeks. That was what was between them and he’d mentioned it at the wrong time.

She turned back to the stove and said, “It’s ready, Joe, soon as I put it on. Might as well come to the table.”

It was good spaghetti, cooked just right, and the sauce was excellent. He ate so much of it that he groaned aloud when she brought out apple pie. “You’ve got to eat it, Joe. I baked it myself.”

It was wonderful pie and he didn’t burst, after all. But he felt too comfortable and happy to move and they sat a long time over coffee and cigarettes.

They talked a lot, but about nothing.

Joe ground out the butt of his second cigarette. “Let’s break the dishes instead of washing them; I’ll buy you some new ones. And let’s go somewhere.”

“All right, Joe.” She said it so quietly and so seriously that for a moment he didn’t realize what she’d said. Then it penetrated.

He said, not brilliantly, “Huh?”

She smiled. “I don’t mean it literally about breaking the dishes. I just mean I’ll stack them; I can do them some other time. But we can go out. We don’t have to talk.”

“It’s early, Ellie. Only half past six. We can do the dishes; I’ll wipe them for you.” He wanted to ask exactly what she meant about their not having to talk, but decided he’d better not. “Where’d you like to go?”

“Oh, anywhere.”


“Say, it’s a nice evening, or going to be. Let’s take a drive, huh? Up along the lake or somewhere. I can rent a car at the drive-yourself place; I’ve done it a few times before. And we don’t have to go far or put many miles on it; it won’t cost any more than if we went to a show or something.”

“All right, Joe. If that’s what you want to do.” She glanced at the window. “I don’t suppose there’s any hurry; it’s getting dark already. I might as well do the dishes, if you don’t mind.”

He helped her clear off the table and then she chased him away, telling him the kitchenette was too small for two of them and she could do them faster by herself.

He lounged on the daybed, picking up a magazine and then putting it down again. He wondered what she meant by saying they didn’t have to talk. He’d come here wanting to talk, but knowing that what he intended to tell her—without any details, of course—would probably mean the end of their seeing one another.

But it was so comfortable, so nice being with Ellie that he found himself hoping already that they wouldn’t have to break things off. Did Ellie feel the same way about it? Was that why she’d said what she’d said about their not talking?

They got the car and he drove east and then north along the lake, just driving leisurely, enjoying the evening. He stopped in Doctors Park, just north of Fox Point, and parked so they were facing the lake and could look out over the moonlit expanse of it, framed in the black-green of the trees under which they parked.

His arm, across the back of the seat, dropped across Ellie’s shoulders and pulled her closer to him. She put her head on his shoulder and he turned and kissed her. Her hand rumpled his hair.

They looked out at the moonlit water. “It’s beautiful out there,” Joe said.


“Yes.”

“But it’s more beautiful in here.”

“Yes, Joe.”

He thought, I mustn’t say things like that; I mustn’t kiss her again.

He kissed her again, and it was very wonderful.

A little too wonderful, he decided. He started the car’s engine and began to back out to the main road again. Ellie pulled away to her side of the seat and he could feel her looking at him, wondering at him. But she said nothing, nor did he, until they were on Fox Lane again and heading north.

Then she asked, quietly, “Are you afraid of me, Joe? Afraid I’m going to seduce you?”

“You know better than that, Ellie. Don’t talk like that.”

“What are you afraid of, Joe?”

What was he afraid of? Candles and axes. Mitch. Tying himself down to domesticity and a time clock. Not getting anywhere. Atom bombs and needing a gun to get a crust of bread. Yes, there were plenty of things he was afraid of, but they didn’t have anything to do—not directly, anyway—with why he’d pulled the car out of the park. He knew why that was; he was afraid of hurting Ellie.

He wanted to say, “Damn it, Ellie, don’t fall in love with me. I’m not worth it, from your point of view. I’m not the kind of man you want.” But you couldn’t say that, not just that.

He said, “I’m afraid of a lot of things, Ellie.”

“What, Joe?”

“Well, candles and axes—”

“Joe, when I said I didn’t want to talk—that I’d decided not to—I didn’t—Joe, we’ve got to talk, now.”

“All right, Ellie. Go ahead.”

“Not while you’re costing yourself a fortune driving a rented car miles and miles and miles. Turn around and start back the other way. Or stop somewhere. Stop under a light if you’re afraid of me.”

He laughed at that, and made the laugh almost ring true. And then he thought of Francine and last night—and how this was so like and so different from what had happened with Francine—that the end of the laugh did ring true.

Ellie laughed with him. She said, “Oh, Joe, why can’t we keep it funny? Why can’t we just have fun?”

“Sure, Ellie.”

He turned at a side road and headed back. He said, “We just passed a juke joint. Shall we go in and have a beer or something? I’ll feel safe there.”

“If you want, Joe.”

Why can’t we just have fun? Ellie had said. Joe tried to think back when he’d had fun. It jarred him. He couldn’t quite remember when, unless it had been these dates with Ellie. And always, on them, this worry, this thought, this fear—And they’d been fun anyway, until tonight, and tonight was different. Why? It took him half a minute to place what was different. Now it was too late for him to back out of the deal with Mitch.

Or could he? It would be damned unpleasant to do, now, and now he’d definitely owe Mitch back the money Mitch had given him.

But damn it, he didn’t want to back out.

Why had the big chance he’d waited for, and Ellie—and Francy—all come along at the same time to mix him up on what he really did want?

He pulled in at the roadside tavern and parked the car. He took Ellie inside and they found a booth; there were others there but the place wasn’t crowded. Ellie said she wanted beer, so he ordered a bottle for himself, too. The juke box was playing To Each His Own, and Ellie’s eyes met his across the table.

She said, “Joe, if we’re going to sit somewhere, we might as well do it in town. You’re paying on that car by the hour as well as by the mile, aren’t you?”

He was so relieved that he laughed again. “Ellie,” he said, “quit worrying, will you, about how much things cost.”

“I suppose I should, Joe. Especially tonight.”

Why did she say especially tonight? Because, to her also, this had been important because it was going to be the last night? But hardly that; she’d said she’d decided that they shouldn’t talk. Had she intended breaking things off between them tonight without even talking it over?

He asked, “Why especially tonight, Ellie?”

“Because—I don’t know. I’m all mixed up. There were things I wanted to ask you, things I thought I wanted to know about you before we kept on seeing one another—especially after what Uncle Mike said. And then tonight, at supper, when you said that about breaking the dishes, I suddenly thought—I thought, I don’t want to talk. I thought, let’s just go out and have fun.”

He was looking at her very seriously. “You were afraid that if we did talk you’d learn something you didn’t want to know. Something that would spoil everything?”

“Yes, Joe. That’s close enough, anyway.”

“You poor kid,” he said. “Did you expect me to tell you I was a—a monster or something?”

“I—I know you’re not, Joe. If you were bad, I couldn’t like you as much as I do. But, well, I did worry where you got money when you’re not working, not even looking for a job, and then tonight—just suddenly—I decided what business is it of mine? It isn’t dishonest; you couldn’t be. It’s probably nothing worse than selling numbers tickets, and if you don’t want to talk about it, that’s your business.

“And it isn’t like—well, if we ever got serious and were going to get married or anything, then it would be different. But we’re just having dates, having fun. So I decided I was being silly.”


“What if I told you I was a bank robber, Ellie?”

“Then you’d be being silly, expecting me to believe anything like that. Joe, let’s skip the whole thing. I mean it. I meant it, only when you acted like that when we were out in the park—I mean, when you kissed me and then—well, practically ran away, I—Are you afraid of me, Joe?”

“I guess I am.”

“Why?”

“I guess because I like you too much, Ellie. That’s the only answer to that. Or maybe I mean I was afraid of myself because I like you too much.”

Ellie laughed. “I guess that’s what I’ve been afraid of, too. I mean, of my getting to like you too much.”

“But now you aren’t afraid any more, huh?”

“I guess not. Why can’t we just have fun without worrying whether it might get serious or not? But Joe, whether we worry about money or not, it’s silly to pay rent on that car and not use it. Let’s take it back; we can sit and drink beer downtown as well as way out here.”

“All right, Ellie, if it really worries you. Like to go back to the Violina Room?”

“I’d love it.”

They took the car back and had a drink and listened to music—real, not juke box music—at the Violina Room.

At eleven Ellie said she was tired and he took her home.

In the hallway downstairs, he kissed her goodnight, and the kiss skyrocketed. They clung together and he whispered, “Ellie—may I come up?”

“Please, Joe—no,” she whispered back.

He could have, if he’d persuaded. The “please” told him that she wanted him as badly as he wanted her. And yet it stopped him more effectively than anything else she could have said. He kissed her again, marveling how wonderful her lips felt against his, how soft her body was against him.

He walked home wondering if he was in love. Damn it, he’d have to stop seeing Ellie now, even if she didn’t want to ask questions about where his money came from. Whether he was in love with her or not, she was falling in love with him. And that wasn’t fair to her. Ellie wasn’t the kind of girl you could have an affair with unless she loved you. And he’d end up hogtied, married. Only he couldn’t marry her, not with his other plans what they were—and it was too late to back out of the deal with Mitch now.

For the first time he almost wished he could back out.

Hogtied or not, it would be wonderful being married to Ellie.

He called himself all kinds of a damned fool for even thinking about it.



The Sportcast

Series Theme (Rachmaninoff’s Isle of the Dead, in waltz time) for five seconds.

SCLEM ABEI: This is your favorite sports announcer, folks, Clem Abel, going to bring you today another in our famous series of sportcasts. And we’ve got something unusual lined up for you today, folks. Not baseball, not football, not even chess. That’s one broadcast, folks, that chess broadcast last week, that I’ve really got to apologize for. The only thing I can say is that it hurt me worse than it did you. Imagine me having to think of things to keep talking about between moves! You were only bored stiff, but I was scared stiff. I dreamed about knights for days and I was in a daze for nights. Honest. But today—hang onto your seats—we’re not broadcasting a game of chess. We’re broadcasting a game that’s always exciting, even when you played it when you were kids and it wasn’t for keeps. The good old game of Cops and Robbers! Now I’ll have to qualify that a bit; there may not be any cops—or then again there may; you can’t ever tell until the game is under way. But there are going to be robbers. We have inside information—never mind from where—that a crime is going to be committed within the next half hour. Now it may not be a very important crime, unless something backfires, but there’s always the possibility of that happening and we want to be there if it does. Now let me remind you of one thing, folks: This is a confidential matter. Our Sponsor agreed to it only under those circumstances. You are not to report to the police anything—anything whatever—that you hear on this broadcast. It wouldn’t be fair if you did. No matter what happens, you’re going to keep your mouths buttoned tight. Understand? All right, now I’ll tell you what the setup is. I’m sitting in the back seat of a car and I’ve got my walkie-talkie set right here in my lap. Following us, but keeping a fair distance behind so it won’t interfere with us or attract attention, is the station’s pick-up truck. It picks up what I’m saying into this mike and rebroadcasts it via short wave to our main station—that’s WTMJ, The Milwaukee Journal station—and it’s broadcast from there at six hundred and twenty kilocycles and that’s what your set is tuned in on. Which reminds me to check up right now before we go any farther. Am I coming in all right, Hank?

VOICE: Pick-up truck speaking. Reception excellent.

CLEM: You don’t have to be so formal about it. Now how about a check with the studio.

ANOTHER VOICE: Studio. Reception good. Broadcast going out as scheduled.

CLEM: Technicians always talk that way. Dunno why; sometimes I think they aren’t really people. Anyway, I guess you’re all hearing me okay. I’m in the back seat of a car about forty miles from Milwaukee and heading toward our fair city at a moderate speed. We’re not on a main highway. I don’t know why we aren’t; I’ll see if I can find out for you in a minute, but first I want to introduce the men I’m riding with—the ones in the front seat, I mean; I’m here all alone in the back seat, except for Mike. That’s just a pun, folks; I meant I’m here alone with my microphone. Don’t want to confuse the picture by having somebody miss the pun and think there’s really someone named Mike back here with me. The two men in the front seat are named Joe Bailey and Dixie Ehlers. Joe’s driving. I’ll hold the mike forward over the seat and see if he’ll say a word to us. Joe.

JOE: Yeah? What do you want?

CLEM: You don’t know you’re about to commit a crime, do you, Joe? Anyway, that’s what they told me. Is it right?

JOE: That’s right.

CLEM: Is this your car, Joe?

JOE: No, it’s Dixie’s. I wish I had one. He’s letting me drive it a while.

CLEM: What are your plans, Joe?


JOE: You mean for right now? I’m just driving back to Milwaukee, that’s all. We were out practicing, just a few miles back.

CLEM: How does it happen you’re not on a main highway?

JOE: Just getting to know the country around here. Dixie says we should go different places and by different routes, so we get to know all the roads, the unimportant ones as well as the main ones. It might come in handy once in a while, sometime.

CLEM: How old are you, Joe?

JOE: How old would you guess?

CLEM: Oh, twenty-two maybe.

JOE: That’s close enough.

CLEM: All right, folks, now you’ve met Joe Bailey. Now we’ll introduce you to Dixie Ehlers. That’s him up front, the one not driving. Will you say something to the folks, Dixie? (Pause.)

CLEM: Guess he isn’t in a mood for talking. He won’t even look around, let alone answer my question. But I’ll tell you what little about him I can see from here. He’s smaller than Joe, an inch or so, but he’s older; I’d say about ten years older. And he doesn’t talk much. Not to me, anyway. But I think he’s about to say something to Joe Bailey. I’ll shut up—hard as it is for me to do that little thing—and let you listen.

DIXIE: Joe, slow down a minute.

JOE: Sure.

DIXIE: That place just ahead. Turn her around there and head back the way we came.

JOE: Sure, Dixie. We forget something, or what?

DIXIE: Kid, I’m going to blood you a little.

JOE: Huh?

DIXIE: See how you act when the heat’s on. We just passed a little filling station. Let’s go back and fill up. And I don’t mean our gas tank. It’ll be peanuts—probably twenty or thirty bucks apiece, if that much—but it’s a sitting duck, and I just want to see how you take it. Now take it slow past here. Not slow enough to attract attention; I mean, go by about twenty-five, so I can take a good look. It’s right ahead there. You can see the sign but you can’t see the station on account of the trees. But you just watch the road; I’ll do the looking.

CLEM: Yes, folks, I can see the sign Dixie is pointing to and we’re almost there. I’ll watch out of the window and—yes, I can see the station now. It’s back only the width of a driveway from the road, but because there are trees all around it, you can’t see it until you’re quite close. You can, of course, see the sign; that’s how you know to slow down if you want gas. It’s a nice-looking little station; there’s only one man there, and he’s sitting in a chair tilted back against the wall, out front. He’s reading a newspaper and doesn’t look up as we go by. It looks like a lead-pipe cinch, even to me. But I wonder just how Dixie’s going to handle it. We’re past now.

DIXIE: Slow down, Joe. Park right here, only pull off the road a little. That’s it. Anybody goes by and sees the car here they’ll just think we stopped here and walked back in the woods to take a piss.

CLEM: Sorry, folks. If I’d guessed what he was going to say, I’d have turned the mike off for a second. But those things happen when you’re giving a live, unrehearsed broadcast and the people you’re following are people like Dixie. All we can do is apolo—

DIXIE: Yeah, this is good. Now here’s the setup, kid. Wait, your gun ready?

JOE: Sure.

DIXIE: Not that you’ll need it on a pushover like this, unless something unexpected happens. But that’s what you’ve always got to be ready for. Now the guy hasn’t seen us, hasn’t even seen our car. He didn’t look up either time we passed. It’ll be a cleaner job if he never gets a look at our pusses at all. So we’re going to walk around through the trees and come up on the station from the back, see? We’ll be sure there are no cars pulled in or going by and then I’ll step around put a gun on him and take him inside.

JOE: Won’t he see your face when you do that?

DIXIE: Nah. I’ll pull down my hat brim and turn up my coat collar. All he’ll see is Maggie. And that much only for a second; I tell him to turn around and I follow him in. I’ll take care of getting the dough, and of him. Your job is to step around to the front from the other side, and stand there in case any car pulls in. You send ’em away. Tell ’em the station’s closed and you’re waiting for the guy who runs it to come back but he isn’t coming soon, or something. Anything to get them to drive off. Hell, I’ll be inside only a few minutes anyway; probably no car’ll pull up.

JOE: What do I do if somebody pulls up that knows the guy and says “Where’s Elmer?” or something?

DIXIE: Then, kid, you use your noodle. But don’t get scared; I’ll be back of you.

CLEM: They’re starting to get out of the car now. Dixie Ehlers has opened the glove compartment while they were talking and has taken out a sap—a blackjack, if you don’t know what a sap is, folks. I was wondering whether he was going to take time inside the filling station to tie up his victim. I guess the sap answers that. Well, they’re out of the car now, walking back into the woods. I’m getting out, too. It might be interesting to go along with them, to see what other things Dixie is telling Joe. I can see that they’re talking, or Dixie is, anyway. But I think we’ll take a short cut and go right along the road instead of through the trees. That way we’ll get there sooner and be set up to watch whatever happens. So I’m walking along the road now, out of the car. It’s only about a hundred yards. No car has come along yet. Wish I didn’t have to carry this gosh darn walkie-talkie set with me. A car’s coming now, from in front of me, but it doesn’t seem to be—No, it didn’t even slow down. It’s past me already and keeping on going. That’s one car they won’t worry about. I kind of hope a car does stop while they’re transacting their business, just so I can see how Joe Bailey acts. He looks a little scared, to me. I mean, he did look scared back there when he was going out of the car. I can’t see him now, of course. Now I’m almost in front of the filling station and I can see it. The proprietor—somehow he looks like a proprietor and not just somebody working there—is still leaning back in his chair reading. Now I’m standing right in front of him, but he doesn’t see me. He won’t, of course, unless I speak to him; that’s the rules of the game. I’m here, you see, but I’m not really here either. But you know that, by this time. I think I’ll really be here, though, long enough to put him on the air for you. We’ve got at least a minute or two yet; Joe and Dixie will take a good look around before they show up. Hello, there. Yes, he’s looking up from his paper.

PROPRIETOR: Hello. Anything I can do for you?

CLEM: No, not a thing. Just want to introduce you to the audience that’s listening, before the holdup happens.

PROPRIETOR: Holdup?

CLEM: That’s right, you don’t know about it yet. Well, just forget I told you and let it be a surprise. For that matter, it’s supposed to be a surprise. What’s your name?

PROPRIETOR: Frayter. Harvey L. Frayter. And I was born in Green Bay, Wisconsin, in nineteen hundred.

CLEM: Well, that makes you just forty-eight, doesn’t it? I mean, since it’s nineteen forty-eight now.

PROPRIETOR: That’s right; I’ll be forty-eight next month, October.

CLEM: You own this station?

PROPRIETOR: Yes.

CLEM: Got much money in the register? Or on you?

PROPRIETOR: Only about thirty bucks in the register. But I got about ninety bucks in my wallet. Hundred and twenty, altogether.

CLEM: Do you always carry that much?

PROPRIETOR: No, I don’t. But I own a house in Beaver Dam and rent it. My tenant paid me two months rent this morning, sixty dollars. He was a month behind. He paid it in cash, and I had thirty before that, so I got ninety now. Why?

CLEM: I’m afraid you won’t have it long, Mr. Frayter. Here comes Dixie Ehlers around the corner of the station right now. Don’t look; you’re not supposed to know he’s there yet. He’s got his hat pulled down low over his eyes and his coat collar turned up and his chin buried in it. You won’t be able to see much of his face, and I wouldn’t advise you to look very long after he tells you to turn around and face the other way. He’s got his hand under his coat, resting on Maggie’s butt. That sounds a little obscene, but it isn’t; Maggie is what he calls his Magnum revolver. Know anything about Magnums, Mr. Frayter?

PROPRIETOR: I’ve heard of ’em. They’re the guns that’ll shoot right through bullet-proof glass.

CLEM: And bullet-proof vests, too. You’re not wearing one, are you, Mr. Frayter?

PROPRIETOR: Me? Don’t be silly.

CLEM: And you aren’t going to be silly and resist, are you?

PROPRIETOR: For a hundred and twenty bucks? My life’s worth more than a hundred and twenty bucks to me.

CLEM: That’s good, Mr. Frayter. I’m glad you feel that way about it. For your own sake, I mean. This would make a better broadcast for our audience if you resisted, but I hate to see a man killed just to amuse people. Well, we’d better stop talking now; Dixie is coming toward you. He’s been looking and listening to be sure no car is in sight or in hearing along the road. Now look down at your paper again and just forget everything I’ve told you so you’ll be surprised.

DIXIE: Put ’em up!

CLEM: (laughing) You should have seen that man jump when Dixie stuck the gun in his ribs. Dixie walked up so quietly that Frayter didn’t hear him at all. He jumped right up out of the chair and nearly knocked the chair over doing it. He’s staring at Dixie with his eyes wide.

DIXIE: Turn around the other way. Walk inside.

CLEM: He’s doing it like a lamb. It’s only two steps to the door of the station. He walks in and Dixie follows him. Dixie’s pulling the door shut and that’s the signal for Joe Bailey to come around the other side of the station. He stands there and looks around; there’s nothing in sight, no car coming from either direction. Joe goes over and sits down on the chair Frayter was sitting in. He looks pretty tense. Inside the station I can hear the cash register opening. Joe jumps up out of the chair. I wonder—Oh, I hear it now, too. A car coming. Guess Joe’s ears are better than mine because he heard it first. Yes, there’s not only a car coming, but it’s slowing down as though it’s getting ready to turn in here. Must have seen the sign. Can’t see the car yet, but—Yes, here it comes pulling into the station. It’s a dark green Buick, about a forty-six model. It’s got an Ohio license; that’s good, because it’s probably a tourist rather than someone who might know Harvey Frayter and get suspicious at whatever song and dance Joe’s going to hand him. There’s only one man in the car. He’s big, but he doesn’t look like a cop. He’s pulling in to a stop in front of the pump. Joe is walking over to him, managing to walk and act pretty casual, under the circumstances. Let’s beat Joe there, though, and find out who the man is. Pardon me, sir.

DRIVER; Yes?

CLEM: Hope you won’t mind me asking you a few questions. This is a special broadcast of a crime. But you aren’t supposed to know that a crime is going on unless you get suspicious from something Joe does or says. That’s the fellow behind me, waiting to talk to you. May I ask your name?

DRIVER; Harvey Oglethorpe.

CLEM: Harvey, huh? That’s a coincidence, Mr. Oglethorpe, I mean that your first name should be Harvey. That’s the first name of the owner of the station here, only his last name is Frayter and yours is Oglethorpe. Not much similarity in last names, anyway. But you don’t need to worry about Mr. Frayter, Mr. Oglethorpe; he’s being taken care of. Inside the station. You’re from Ohio, Mr. Oglethorpe?

DRIVER: Yes. From Columbus.

CLEM: Well, well, the state capital. I was there once, some years ago. I remember the squirrels on the grounds around the capitol building. Tame. Used to come right up and take peanuts out of your hand. Are you on vacation here in Wisconsin or are you here on business?

DRIVER: A little of both. I had some business in Green Bay, but I thought I’d combine a vacation with it. I’ve got my business over with now, and today I’m just driving around sightseeing. Beautiful country.

CLEM: Isn’t it? Most beautiful state in the United States.

DRIVER: It’s nice, but I wouldn’t go that far. I like California better. I want to go there to live someday.

CLEM: Well, we don’t think California can hold a candle to Wisconsin, but we won’t argue about that. You pulled in here for some gas, Mr. Oglethorpe?

DRIVER: Sure. This is a gas station, isn’t it?

CLEM: Well, just at the moment the circumstances are peculiar. But I’ll step out of the way and let you talk to Joe Bailey about that. All right, Joe, take it away. Joe’s stepping up to the car now, folks.

DRIVER: Ten gallons, please. The ethyl.

JOE: Sorry, mister, the station isn’t open. And I don’t work here; I’m just waiting for someone.

DRIVER: Oh, hell. How far is it to the next station?

JOE: Less than half a mile. Can you make it okay?

DRIVER: Guess so. Got about a gallon left, if the gauge is right.

JOE: Sorry.

DRIVER: That’s all right.

CLEM: It’s all okay, folks. The car with the Ohio license is pulling out again and Joe is walking back to the chair. Guess everything’s okay and nothing’s going to happen. Joe starts to sit down and then doesn’t as he sees the door of the station opening a little. Guess Dixie’s going to check that everything’s all right.

DIXIE: Coast clear?

JOE: Sure.

CLEM: Dixie is stepping out, folks. Guess he’s all through inside and it’s all over but the getaway. He pulls the door shut.

DIXIE: Come on, kid. Back the way we came, so nobody will notice us walking from the station to the car.

CLEM: They’re walking around behind the station again. I don’t think we need to follow them; I think they’ll walk fast and not do any talking. We don’t have to worry about being seen so I’m walking along the road to the car. It’s a beautiful day, folks, and Wisconsin is certainly the most beautiful state in the union, despite what that man from Ohio thought. And especially at this time of the year. I think September is the most beautiful month in Wisconsin. Well, there’s the car, just as they left it. I’ll get in the back seat again, just as I was before. And—yes, here come Joe and Dixie. They’re getting in the front. Joe’s walking around the car to get in the driver’s seat again. His face looks blank, but as though he’s holding it carefully blank. He’s a criminal now, folks; he’s committed his first crime—unless you count swiping things from dime store counters, things that all kids or anyway most kids, if they’re brought up like Joe, do. And if you don’t count selling pool tickets and things like that as crimes. Wonder what he’s thinking about. He’s starting the car now. I’ll ask him for you. Joe, what are you thinking about?

JOE: So many things at once that I’m all mixed up. I guess I’m thinking about Ellie mostly.

CLEM: Not about Francy?

JOE: Ellie, mostly. But I guess I can’t keep on stringing Ellie along, now. And that leaves Francy.

CLEM: Except for Mitch. Don’t forget Mitch.

JOE: I wish I could. My God, I wish I could.

CLEM: On account of Francy, you mean?

JOE: I didn’t mean that. I mean, my God, I wish I’d quit Mitch while there was time. I wish I was out of it.

CLEM: Maybe you’ll get out of it like your father got out of it.

JOE: There’s that. I guess—well, I guess I got it coming, on account of that.

CLEM: YOU still blame yourself for your father’s death?

JOE: (dully) I got him killed, didn’t I? If it wasn’t for that—

CLEM: You’d wish you were out of it even more than you do? Is that it? But how about the big money and being a big shot? Don’t you still want all that, Joe?

JOE: Sure, but—

CLEM: But you want Ellie too. To marry, I mean, not just to sleep with. You know she’s in love with you, don’t you, Joe?

JOE: I don’t know. I don’t want to get married. Tied down. I don’t know what I want. Lay off of me, will you?

CLEM: Okay, Joe. I’ll lay off of you. I guess you’re pretty mixed up. And you’re just a kid. You aren’t really twenty-two, are you? You’re about twenty, aren’t you?

JOE: (sullenly) Nineteen.

CLEM: And a holdup man with a gun in a shoulder holster. joe: Lay off me.

CLEM: Sure, Joe. Go ahead and talk to Dixie. I’ll shut up.


JOE: How much did we get, Dixie?

DIXIE: A hundred, kid. Almost on the head. Thirty in the register and seventy in the mooch’s pocket. Fifty bucks apiece. I’ll split it with you when we get home.

JOE: Did you sap him?

DIXIE: Yeah, lightly. Didn’t hurt him. He may not be out over a few minutes, but so what? There wasn’t any phone in the joint, and we’re practically back to the main highway now. Not a thing to worry about, kid, even if he’s talking to cops already. He couldn’t describe either of us, don’t know what kind of a car we got, anything. Yeah, here’s the highway. We’re completely clear now. Like taking candy away from a baby.

JOE: Yeah. Except that the guy who stopped for gas got a plenty good look at me. He could identify me, all right.

DIXIE: Didn’t get him suspicious, did you?

JOE: No.

DIXIE: Then what you worried about?

JOE: Nothing, I guess. Where we going?

DIXIE: Drive yourself home, kid. I’ll slip you your fifty when we get there. And then I’ll take the car. I’m going to start casing a job for the four of us this afternoon, something Mitch picked. But I can do it better alone.

CLEM: Well, guess that’s all that’s going to happen, folks. Sorry—for your sakes—that there wasn’t any more excitement than that. But that’s the way it goes, sometimes. Some days you just can’t lay away a corpse. And now my time is up, so this is Clem Abel saying good-bye to you until next week—and reminding you once more, before I fold up my walkie-talkie like the Arabs and silently steal away, that this broadcast was by special permission of our Sponsor and with the strict understanding with Him that it is to be held completely confidential, especially from the police. That’s all, folks, and good-bye till next week.

MUSIC: Up and under, into Station Break.
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By Thursday he had to see Ellie. Tuesday, after the holdup of the filling station, he hadn’t wanted to. Wednesday he’d tried to see her. He’d gone to her room at eight-thirty in the evening, time for her to have been home from work. But she wasn’t there.

He tried again half an hour later and decided she must have gone somewhere, probably to a movie.

Thursday noon he was in his room. He’d just got back from another trip with Dixie—nothing exciting had happened on that one—or he could have gone to Ellie’s place before she went to work at eleven. Now he’d missed that chance for today but he had to see her when she got off at eight this evening.

That meant he had to get in touch with her before she got off duty; otherwise she might have other arrangements by then.

He felt miserable because it was going to be the last time, probably, that he would see her. He told himself that he had to talk to her, to make a clean break, whatever he told her. It wasn’t fair to let things taper off like this and besides it made him feel lousy. The only thing to do was to tell her enough that he couldn’t see her again, ever. Then he could go about the process of getting her off his mind, forgetting her. And she could forget him. This way, everything was up in the air. Things couldn’t stay like that; it made everything too complicated. He felt awfully glad that Ellie had moved away from Mrs. Gettleman’s; it would have been bad to keep running into her in the hallway or going in or out, after they’d broken things off.

He wondered if her uncle was at the restaurant. If not, he could phone her there. For that matter, if Mike wasn’t there, he could even drop in and have a sandwich and coffee and fix things to see Ellie when she got off.

He went downstairs and walked over Wells Street toward the restaurant, taking the opposite side of the street so he could see in better. He didn’t have to go all the way; from diagonally across the street he could see Mike at the cigar counter.

He swore to himself, turned around and walked back. He couldn’t phone, either. The phone was on the wall near the cigar counter and Mike would answer it and recognize his voice.

By the time he got back home, though, he had the answer. He knocked lightly on Mrs. Gettleman’s door. She opened it and said, “Yes, Joe?”

He smiled at her. “Mrs. Gettleman, I wonder if you’d do me a big favor. You remember Ellie Dravich, the girl who lived here for about a week? I’ve got to get in touch with her about something important. And I’ve got her phone number at work but they’ve got a rule against girls who work there getting calls from men during working hours. But it is important that I talk to her. Would it be too much to ask for you to phone there and get her on the line and then let me talk to her?”

She frowned and, for a moment, looked uncertain; then she said, “All right, Joe. But then after you’re through talking, you come back here. There’s something I want to talk to you about.”

“Sure. And thanks a lot, Mrs. Gettleman.”

The phone was in the hall just outside Mrs. Gettleman’s door, so she could hear it ring and answer incoming calls. Joe gave her the number and nickel and stood close while she dialed the number. He heard her ask for Ellie Dravich and then, a few seconds later, say, “Oh. All right. Thanks.” She put the receiver back and turned to Joe. “Not there yet,” she told him. “Working a little different shift today; she doesn’t start till one o’clock.”

Joe looked at his watch; it was a quarter after twelve. He said, “Gosh, I can catch her in her room then, before she starts for work. Thanks an awful lot, Mrs.—”

“Joe, I want to talk to you. Come on in my place a minute.”

“But I’m in a hurry now. Can’t I see you later?”

“All right, I’ll tell you here, in that case. Joe, I want that room. I’m sorry, but you’ll have to move when your week’s up.”

He was startled out of being in a hurry. “Huh? Why, Mrs. Gettleman? Have I done something, or what?”

“Well—I’m not going to stand here in the hallway and talk. If you want to come in—”

“Will you be here in an hour? Will an hour from now be all right? Gosh, I want to talk to you about it. I don’t understand. But I might miss Ellie if I don’t go right away—and that’s important, too.”

“All right, Joe.”

He didn’t want to get to Ellie’s room out of breath or he might have run. He walked rapidly. He tried to think out what he was going to say to Ellie but the moderately startling ultimatum Mrs. Gettleman had just handed him kept getting in the way. Why, all of a sudden, had she given him notice on his room? He and she had always got along fine, and he was one of her most quiet tenants. He didn’t even have a radio. True, he got in late lots of times, and slept late mornings, but that didn’t inconvenience anyone. He was quiet about it. And sleeping late couldn’t matter; she never made her rounds of straightening up rooms on the third floor until afternoon anyway.

He couldn’t even guess what she’d decided was wrong, and he was impatient to get back and find out. He hoped--and thought—that he could talk her out of whatever it was. His room wasn’t much and he could probably find another one without too much trouble, but he’d got used to it now and liked it. And it was handy to Mitch’s, to town, to Ellie’s—although he suddenly realized that didn’t matter because he wouldn’t be seeing Ellie any more anyway.

He reached Ellie’s without having decided what to say at all except that it might take longer than a few minutes and he’d better settle, now, for arranging to see her after work tonight. Somehow he felt relieved that it could be accomplished and still postponed.

She came to the door when he knocked. She said, “Why, Joe, how’d you know I’d still be here? I don’t start till one today, but how did you find that out?”

“My secret spy system, Ellie. May I come in a minute?”

She stepped back and held the door open. “Not much longer than that, Joe. I have to leave pretty soon. But I’m all ready to go, so we can talk a few minutes.”

He pushed the door shut behind him and looked at her. “Ellie—” He got lost there.

“Joe, you sound as though something’s the matter. Is it?”

“Well—”

“Are you in trouble, Joe? Is there anything I can do?”

“No it isn’t that, Ellie. Listen, I’ve got to tell you something, but not in a few minutes. If you’re starting at one today, what time do you get off? Ten?”

She nodded.

“Can I see you then? It’s important, Ellie.”

“All right, Joe. Only don’t pick me up at the restaurant. I’ll come back here; I’ll be here by a quarter after.”

“That’s fine, Ellie.”

“Joe, how did you know I start late today? You didn’t go to the restaurant, did you, or phone there?”

He told her about his landlady having made the call.

“I’m glad you told me so I won’t be surprised when I learn there was a call. I’ll just say I left the number with two or three people while I was looking for a housekeeping room and that probably it was one of them.”

“Sure. Listen, Ellie, I—”

“Don’t tell me now, Joe.”

She knows already, more or less, what I’m going to tell her, he thought. And she doesn’t want to hear it, any more than I want to say it, either now or at ten-fifteen this evening.

He stood looking at her and suddenly he didn’t want to tell her, now or ever, anything that would end things between them.

Damn it, he loved Ellie.

And yet that very fact—something he’d realized just now didn’t hurt her. And he couldn’t go on seeing her without hurting her, not possibly. If she wasn’t already in love with him, she would be if they kept on seeing one another. And what business did a girl like Ellie have falling in love with a holdup man, a man who’d participated in a holdup only day before yesterday and who couldn’t back out now because it was too late?

Hell, he’d better not even see her tonight. That would just make it worse for both of them. He’d not even break the date; he just wouldn’t come. She’d sit and wait for him and get mad and that would be the best thing. Better than any final scene between them, for her. For him, too, maybe.

She said, “I’d better go, Joe. It’s ten minutes of. And—whatever it is—we’ll talk it out tonight.”

“Sure, Ellie.”

But he had to kiss her good-bye. It would be all right now, because she wouldn’t know that’s what it was.

He went forward the one step that separated them and put his arms around her. His lips found hers and for a moment her arms went up around him, her hands behind his head pulling it down against hers. Nothing exploded; there were no pyrotechnics in that kiss, only tenderness. Tenderness and peace.

Then Ellie was pushing him away. “I’ve got to go; I’ll be late.”

She almost ran down the two flights of stairs, her heels clicking on every step. Joe followed her, dazed and unhappy, not quite believing that this was really the end. It had seemed, that kiss, so like a beginning, something completely new to him.

She was out the door ahead of him; she was waving an empty taxi to a stop. It swung in to the curb and she turned quickly, talking fast. “Got to take it, Joe, or I’ll be late. ’Bye.” She turned back and started to run toward the cab.

For a second, just long enough for it to be too late for him to run after her, Joe stood rooted. There had been tears in Ellie’s eyes when she had turned back toward him before running.

He called after her, “’Bye, Ellie. Ten-fifteen.”

He knew he was going to keep that date in spite of everything.


He walked home slowly, trying to think it out. He thought: I’ll tell her the truth—well, most of the truth, not the details. Then it’s up to her. Maybe she loves me enough that she won’t care. And after a few months it’ll be all right; we’re going to raise some money the hard way, but after that the risk will be over. She shouldn’t object just to me working in a gambling place; that may be illegal, but it’s not dishonest and not dangerous. And then—then it’ll be all right. Maybe we’ll even get married. If she loves me enough to marry me without tying me down to a job that won’t pay anything, that’ll be all right.


Being married to Ellie, he knew now, would be very wonderful. At least it would be if he had the several hundred dollars a week he’d be making after they opened the place. Ellie in expensive clothes, furs, in a fine apartment, with a maid so she wouldn’t have to do all the work. What a jump that would be from being a waitress. Yes, he’d put it to her that way. He’d be sure she understood that he was heading for big money, and soon. And he’d make sure, too, that she understood it was too late now for him to back out even if he wanted to.

Give her all the factors, if not all the facts, and tell her that he loved her. Then it would be up to her. If she didn’t love him enough—

It never occurred to him that she might love him too much.

He was back in front of the rooming house before he remembered that Mrs. Gettleman had wanted to talk to him. He hadn’t had time to wonder why. And there wasn’t any use wondering now; he could find out in a minute.

Mrs. Gettleman said, “Come in, Joe,” when she opened her door. He followed her into the living room of her three-room apartment. “Sit down.”

Joe leaned against the edge of the door instead, holding his hat in his hand and wondering what on earth she was leading up to. Whatever it was he wanted to get it over with. He said, “I can’t stay long, Mrs. Gettleman. I—I’ve got an appointment.”

“About getting a job, Joe?”

He thought, My God, that’s what’s worrying her. She knows I’m not working and I guess she’s afraid I’ll run out of money and not be able to pay my room rent. But it’s none of her business, as long as I do pay it.

He almost decided to tell her that it was none of her business. But he didn’t want to move if he didn’t have to. He’d be moving soon anyway, because soon he’d be able to afford a nice swanky room, maybe even a small suite, at some nice residential hotel, but it would be annoying to have to take another cheap room now and get settled down in it.

So he said, “I’m working now, Mrs. Gettleman. Just started. A selling job on commission. Don’t know how much I’ll be making but you don’t need to worry about the rent. It’ll be that much anyway.”

“That’s good Joe. I’m glad to hear it. But that isn’t what I’m worrying about.”

Then what is? he wondered. No use asking; she’d tell him. So he just looked at her questioningly.

“Joe, yesterday morning you opened a package of laundry while you were getting dressed and you left it lying on your bed. I had to move it to make up the bed. So I thought I might as well put the laundry in the bureau drawers for you. And when I opened the top one, I saw that gun. And I don’t know much about guns, Joe, but I know a little. Enough that I don’t want you to try to tell me that’s a target gun, not with that short a barrel and in a shoulder holster. And, Joe, I’m sorry but I don’t want any trouble and that’s why you’ve got to move. By Monday, when your rent is up.”

He was glad she’d gone on; it had given him time to think after her first use of the word gun had told him what was wrong. He was ready with a story by the time she paused; it might sound thin, but it was better than nothing.

“Mrs. Gettleman, I’ve never used that gun and don’t expect to: I got it almost by accident. A guy owed me some money—twenty-five bucks—and couldn’t pay it and offered me the gun for it. The gun’s worth more than that, so I took it. I’m going down to Chicago soon and I’m going to sell it while I’m down there; I’ll probably get thirty or thirty-five for it and be ahead on the deal.”

She was studying his face; Joe could see she was trying to tell whether he’d told the truth or not. She was wavering. A little more—

He said, “If it worries you to have it in the house here, I’ll take it away till I get rid of it. Mitch won’t mind my leaving it at the tavern. He knows about it; I thought maybe he’d want to buy it to have a gun to keep back of the bar so I told him about it and how I got it. But he already had one.”


She was almost convinced. Not quite. “But it’s loaded, Joe. I looked. Why would you keep it loaded if that’s true?”

He laughed. “I cut my teeth on that idea, Mrs. Gettleman. My father used to be a good pistol shot and had several guns—” (He thought fast: Have I ever told her anything at all about my father? No, never mentioned him.) “—and one of his favorite ideas was that nothing is quite as dangerous as an unloaded gun. He said if you have a gun around, keep it loaded and know it’s loaded and then you won’t fool around with it and have an accident. I had that drilled into me, as a kid—partly, I guess, so I wouldn’t ever handle his guns. And when Pete gave me the gun there was a box of bullets with it, so I keep it loaded.”

“You aren’t going to carry it to Chicago to sell without unloading it, are you?”

Good, she believed him.

“Oh no, not for that. I’d probably scare the dealer I offered it to. But I’ll give him the box of bullets along with the gun.”

“I’m glad Joe,” Mrs. Gettleman said. “What’s your new job, Joe?”

Ordinarily he could have stalled her on that, told her anything or nothing. But not right now; he’d have to tell her something that would check. If he mentioned the name of a company, she might phone them to be sure, if her suspicions came back about the gun. Hell, Mitch would front for him.

He said easily, “Not a new job, Mrs. Gettleman. Back to the old one. The heat’s off enough that we’re selling pool tickets again.” He grinned at her. “And that’s illegal, but you can’t squawk about that because you used to get one from me yourself once in a while, if not oftener.”

He saw the catch in that, too late. Mrs. Gettleman was a baseball fan, and she’d been one of his most regular customers, although always for small stakes, generally two-bit tickets.

“That’s good, Joe,” she said. “And I don’t even have to look at the paper to pick tomorrow’s winners. I’ll take fifty cents’ worth.”

“I’m sorry,” he said. “Mitch thought it was too late in the season to start baseball. We’re just working stock exchange figures.”

“How does that work, Joe?”

He couldn’t tell whether she was suspicious or not. He said, “The advances, declines and unchangeds—last figure on each. You take a three-figure number, say six-nine-two, and if that corresponds with the last digit of the number of stocks that advanced and the last digit of the number of stocks that declined and—”

“Oh, sure, I know how that works, Joe. I used to take a ticket on that once in a while, but I wish you were selling baseball tickets.”

“So do I,” Joe said. He found he could breathe easily again; it was going to be all right. “That way you can back your judgment. On the stock market figures, it’s pure luck and the odds against you two to one. You get five hundred to one, if you win. But actually the odds are a thousand to one against you.”

“By the time the series start, you’ll be handling baseball again?”

“I hope so,” Joe said. “Well, I got to be getting—”

“Wait a minute, Joe. I will take a numbers ticket but just for a quarter. I’ll take—umm—six-six-six; that’s the number of the Beast in the Apocalypse, isn’t it? And if you haven’t got a slip with you for today, bring me one for tomorrow.”

Joe was caught and there wasn’t any out. He looked down miserably. He said, “I’m afraid I wasn’t telling you the truth about that, Mrs. Gettleman. I mean, we’re not selling tickets yet. But we will be soon and I just said that because I wasn’t wanting you to worry about me not having a job. I’ve still got money saved, Mrs. Gettleman, and I was just waiting until the pools do start operating again.”

He looked up at her then, but it wasn’t good. She was shaking her head slowly. “I’m sorry, Joe. If I can’t believe you about that, I can’t take your word for the rest of it. I’ll want your room by Monday; that’s the day you’re paid up to.”

“But Mrs. Gettleman, that’s pretty short notice. Aren’t you supposed to give me a week?”

“Joe, if you’re still here after Monday, I’ll tell the police about that gun. If what you’re telling me about it is true, you won’t mind telling them.”

He said, “All right then; I’ll be gone by Monday.” Miserably he had to tell one more lie to save the remnants. “Not that it would worry me, but the cops would check with the guy who gave it to me and I don’t want to get him in trouble. So okay, if that’s the way you feel about it.”

He started for the door on a note of injured dignity.

“Joe,” Mrs. Gettleman said. He turned. Maybe it had worked.

It hadn’t.

“Joe—you’re a good boy. Be careful. Don’t get yourself in trouble.”

The worst of it was that he couldn’t hate her, because she was in the right. All he could do was keep up the lie, pretend to be angry when he wasn’t. “I’ll find another room, Mrs. Gettleman.”

Upstairs in his room he wondered why he’d come up. There wasn’t anything there.

Except the room itself. He looked around it and tried to tell himself, It’s a lousy room anyway. What the hell does it matter that I got to get another one?

He tried to get mad at Mrs. Gettleman and couldn’t.

He lay down on the bed and stared angrily at the two pictures on the wall—the photograph of the store with LEIBER AND HENNIG lettered on the windows and the ugly chromolithograph of the shepherd with the flock of sheep.


Why the hell should it annoy him to have to move out of a dump like this?

Things came in focus, finally. What a soft sap he had been making of himself!
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The reasoning part of your brain keeps telling you it’s a lot of crap and finally the reasoning part of your brain wins out and you see things straight. You’ve been a sap in a lot of ways, but now you know it.

Of all the God damned things to do—letting yourself think you’re in love—love, for God’s sake—with a waitress who isn’t even outstandingly pretty or swart or anything else. And because she’s soft for you and you know you can have her, you think so anyway, you get so soft yourself that you don’t even lay a hand on her. You even get fuzzy-brained enough to think about marrying her.

You’re on the verge of the big-time, the big money, getting what you want, and you go soft like that. You’ve got to be tough.

Can you imagine Mitch being soft like you’ve been acting? Can you imagine Mitch thinking about marrying a waitress and going straight and living on a few dollars a week he’d have to work like a dog to get? How can you ever be a big shot if you let yourself even think like that?

So you want Ellie. All right, what are you waiting for? Go ahead and sleep with her. Tonight. It’s not going to hurt her, damn it. You won’t knock her up if you use precautions, Isn’t she the one who changed her mind about wanting to talk seriously, about wanting to know how you lived without having a job? Doesn’t that mean she doesn’t want to know?

Then what are you being a sap about? Either go ahead and sleep with her or else don’t keep the date at all and never see her again. No explanations. Just drop it. One way or the other.

Tonight at a quarter after ten. You told her you had to talk to her about something important. All right, what’s more important than that? You want her.

Why shouldn’t the two of you enjoy yourselves and one another for a while? Tell her nothing. Even if she asks, tell her nothing. She’ll worry about it and after a while she’ll break things off and that will be that, but look what you’ll have had meanwhile. And why not?

But that isn’t all you want from Ellie. You want the peace and contentment and happiness that she could—

Cut it out. You can’t have everything. You aren’t going to live forever; you might as well have what you can while you can.

Suppose you get killed, like your father did.

All right then, it’s settled. Tonight you quit being foolish. Tonight you sleep with Ellie. If she’s willing. She will be. If you do it right. Don’t talk. Just make love to her. Kiss her. Your hand on her breast, as you wanted to do when you parked the car that night. You could have then. You ran, instead. What were you afraid of?

She probably wants it as bad as you do. Why does she think you haven’t? Maybe she thinks you’re queer or something. No, she can’t think that. Probably thinks you’re afraid to.

Well, weren’t you? But not for the reason she thought.

All right, it’s settled. If she won’t, then it’s settled, too. If she won’t, that’ll end things and it might be even better that way. For her sake.

For Christ’s sake, quit thinking about her sake. It isn’t going to hurt her.

It’s settled; forget it. One way or the other it’s settled, as of tonight. Only you wish it was tonight right now, now that you’ve decided.


Ten minutes after two. Eight hours and five minutes.

Maybe you should start looking for another room. No, you’ve got till Monday, plenty of time. Ads in the Sunday paper. Find one better than this crumby place. Pay more if you have to; you’re ahead of the game with the fifty from the holdup. Be way ahead if the fifty you won in the poker game hadn’t gone to buy the gun.

Oh well, lots more coming. First big job next week. Maybe hundreds your cut. Maybe take room where Dixie stays. Wyandotte. No hurry; you’ve got enough to move in a hotel Monday if you don’t find a good bet Sunday. Nothing to worry about.

Except have to be more careful with the gun. Locked suitcase, like Dixie. So hotel maid won’t find. Silly, leaving it in sight if drawer pulled open. Lucky Mrs. G didn’t call police. What could you have told police? Nothing, without involving Mitch and Dixie. Have to keep mouth shut and take the rap. Couldn’t be much just for having unregistered gun. But you’d have a record then. So you’d have a record. Your father had a record, didn’t he?

Are you any better than he was? You should have a record for murder right now. You got him killed.

While you’re moving anyway, why not double apartment with Ellie? If things go well tonight. No, you’d end up marrying her probably. You’d go soft. You can’t go soft. Besides, Mike. Mike Dravich would find out sooner or later. Probably kill you or try to. You’re not afraid of him but it would make row. Police.

Too dangerous. But get room, while you’re at it, where you can have company, Francy? If Ellie says no tonight. Francy in your room. Mitch walks in. Mitch more dangerous than Mike.

After tonight you’ll know. Think about tonight. How wonderful—

Somebody calling you?
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He opened the door as Mrs. Gettleman called his name a second time. She heard it open. “Telephone, Joe.”

He went downstairs to the phone.

“Joe?” It was Ray Lorgan’s voice. “You doing anything tonight?”

“Sorry, Ray, I am. Why? What’d you have in mind?”

“Nothing startling. Thought you might drop in a while and keep me company. I’m taking Jeannie to the hospital early this evening; she’s going to stay there overnight, just for a check-up. I’m taking her after dinner and I’ll be home by nine o’clock. If you could drop around then or later, we could talk a while. And I thought maybe you might even stick around overnight. With Jeannie gone you might as well, if we talk late.”

“Wish I could, Ray. But—well, I have other plans.”

“Okay, Joe. But look, I’m going to be there anyway; have to on account of the kid. And I probably won’t want to turn in until after twelve. So if whatever you’re doing gets itself over with by—oh, eleven or even half past, come on around.”

“Sure, Ray. But don’t look for me. I’ll probably be busy pretty late.”

“All right. If you’re not here by half past eleven I’ll not look for you. And if you do come, don’t bring a bottle. There’s stuff on hand. Come if you can, Joe.”

“Don’t look for me, Ray. I won’t be able to make it unless a wheel comes off. ’Bye.”

“So long.”

A wheel came off. There was an envelope pinned on Ellie’s door with his name on the front. The note inside it said:


Joe: I’m leaving town; I’ve quit my job with Uncle Mike. Please don’t try to find me. I’ve written you a letter explaining why and put in the mail so you’ll know tomorrow. But I guess maybe you know now. I guess we both know what would happen if I stayed in Milwaukee. If you don’t understand, the letter will explain. And tell you how sorry I am. Good-bye, Joe.

Ellie.



It made him feel hollow inside to know how right Ellie had been. She’d not only been smart enough to know what was going to happen but good enough to take what she must have known was the only safe and sensible way to avoid it.

Well, that was that.

It made him feel like a louse, but then why shouldn’t it? He’d been a louse. He’d had no business to keep on seeing Ellie, after the first date or two with her. After he’d seen that she was falling for him. After he’d learned what kind of a girl she was. Instead, he’d strung her along while he tried to make up his mind whether to drop her or have an affair with her. He had it coming all right.

He went to Ray Lorgan’s, after all.

He wished that he hadn’t when he found Ray slightly drunk already and bent on getting drunker. But Ray was almost pathetically glad that he had come and Joe figured he’d been lousy enough for one evening without walking out on Ray when Ray needed company. He stayed and tried to get a little tight himself, but the liquor didn’t seem to have any effect on him.

And he didn’t feel like talking, but that didn’t matter because Ray did enough talking for both of them. His tongue got thicker and his thoughts less coherent, but he talked until one o’clock—about every subject on earth and some quite a bit farther than that, every subject except one. Jeannie wasn’t mentioned once, by either of them.


But finally Ray’s voice ran down. He sat staring blankly, saying nothing.

Joe asked, “Hadn’t you better turn in, Ray?”

“Sure, guess so. Stay?”

“I don’t think I’d better. I—” He couldn’t think of any reason why he shouldn’t except that he didn’t want to; he didn’t want to sleep where Jeannie usually lay. But he couldn’t say that; of all things, he couldn’t say that.

“Wish you would, Joe. I—I drank pretty much. Might sleep too sound to hear Karl if he wakes up and cries. You’d hear him. You wouldn’t have to know what to do. Just shake me or slap me awake.”

“Well-”

“If you don’t, I won’t dare go to sleep. For fear I won’t wake up if Karl does. I’ll make coffee and try to sit up all night.”

Joe sighed. “Okay, Ray, you win.”

In the bedroom, by the light of the shaded lamp, Joe stalled, pretending one of his shoestrings was in a hard knot that he couldn’t open. If Ray went to sleep, as he looked as though he might do, the moment his head touched the pillow, then he wasn’t going to get in bed at all. He was tired enough himself that he could do all right in the overstuffed chair in the far corner. He managed to be only partly undressed by the time Ray got into bed. And he could tell by Ray’s breathing that Ray went to sleep instantly.

Joe tried to make himself comfortable in the chair. In the morning, if Ray woke first, he’d say that Ray had tossed around so much in his sleep that he’d decided to try the chair instead of the bed. Ray wouldn’t know whether he’d tossed or not.

Joe couldn’t get to sleep. He thought about Ellie and that hollow feeling came back. As though part of him was missing.

He tried to quit thinking. What was the use of thinking, now? It was all over, wasn’t it? She was gone and he didn’t even know where she’d gone. Back to Chicago, probably.

And a good thing. It had been Ellie, thinking about Ellie, that had messed him up. Here he was on the edge of the big money and he’d thought, almost seriously, about chucking it for a dame. Only he couldn’t have chucked it even if he’d wanted to. It had been too late to do that. And now it was too late to decide he wanted Ellie instead, and there wasn’t any choice any more. It was all simple now; all he had to do was go ahead with his plans, Mitch’s plans.

That’s what he wanted to do, wasn’t it?

It was all simple now. All he had to do was to quit thinking about Ellie. He’d never have Ellie now. He’d forget her in a day or two. When the letter from her came tomorrow he wouldn’t even read it. He knew what would be in it already. The note in the envelope pinned on her door had told him. He’d tear up the letter when it came.

He tried to forget Ellie by thinking about Francy. Someday he’d have Francy. Not right away, but someday. He tried to think about that, but Ellie kept getting in the way.

And the hollow feeling came back, worse than before.
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	SCREEN
	SOUND



	1. Panel reading “Sydney Science Series, No. 8.”
	



	
	MUSIC: A few bars of “Liebestraum,” full orchestra, from recording.



	Fade to:
	



	2. Close-up of program announcer, seen against background of complicated electrical panel containing many dials, switches and other apparatus.
	



	
	ANNOUNCER: For number eight in our science scries, we bring you something truly unusual. Something that has never been attempted before on a television program. Ladies and gentlemen, we are going to telecast a dream. Our guest expert in charge of this program is Dr. Albert Orr, late of London and Cambridge, currently a practicing—



	Glances left.
	I’m afraid I can’t pronounce that word, Doctor. What are you?



	
	VOICE FROM OFF SCREEN: I am an electroencephalographist.

ANNOUNCER: Ah, yes. Currently a practicing electroencephalographist of Adelaide, South Australia. We have brought him here to Sydney especially to arrange this history-making electroencephalographistic broadcast. I shall let Dr. Orr explain to you how it works. Ladies and gentlemen, Dr. Orr.




	Waves hand left and camera pans left to a close-up of Dr. Albert Orr, seen against background of another section of same complicated electrical panel. He bows slightly.
	



	
	DR. ORR: Thank you. I will be as brief as possible so we can get to the demonstration itself. First, as you all know, the electroencephalograph in its original crude form, as first described by Berger in 1929, was merely a machine designed to picture in graphic form the tracings called electroencephalograms, popularly known as “brain-waves.” Originally it was necessary for the sleeping subject to wear a helmet. A more recent development has been radio-electroencephalography, which eliminates the need for the helmet; the machine can pick up and amplify the thought-waves of any brain to which it is attuned, even at a moderate distance, tuning out conflicting impulses from other brains in the same manner as a selective radio tunes out interference from unwanted stations. But radio-electroencephalography was merely an intermediate stage of the science. The next step, a great step forward, was—



	Smiles deprecatingly.

	—photoradioelectroencephalography, which enables us to see—or to project upon a screen, as a television screen—the actual pictures in the mind of the subject to which the machine is attuned. Recently we have taken what I believe is the final step. Through a method which I myself developed, we are able to share the actual feelings and sensations of a sleeping subject, actually to participate in his dream. This is called psychophotoradioelectroencephalography, and properly, I am called a psychophotoradioelectroencephalographist. But since that is a difficult word for the average layman readily to remember, I still call myself simply an electroencephalographist. I regret one thing; on this particular program we are unable to let our audience share in the feelings and sensations of our dreamer, except through my description of them. A special headband is required and, to date, only one of them exists.



	Raises hand to show band.
	



	
	I have it here; I shall wear it during this telecast and shall give you a running commentary of the feelings that accompany the pictures of the dream. And now while I make final adjustments and tunings, I shall turn you back to Mr. Worcester, your program manager, who will tell you the circumstances under which this dream is picked up and telecast. Thank you.



	Cut to:

3. Medium shot of program announcer, seated at desk.

	



	
	ANNOUNCER: This dream will come to you from a city in the midwest of the United States of America, a city which shall be nameless on this program. Here in Sydney, New South Wales, Australia, it is six P. M. It is, therefore, four o’clock in the morning in the American city, an excellent time to set our trap for shadows. We have chosen a point of origin almost halfway around the earth for two reasons. First, the time differential; second, to minimize to the vanishing point the possibility that any one of our audience might chance to know the dreamer and guess, from portions of the dream or characters in it, who the dreamer is. Thus we assure him the privacy that dreams deserve. The setup is simply this: The representative whom we sent to Mil—to the American city chosen at random has erected in some part of that city the very special aerial which picks up the brain waves, as Dr. Orr has called them. They are relayed here by special arrangement; the visual parts of whatever dream our representative tunes in on will appear before you on the screens of your television sets; Dr. Orr will wear the apparatus, the headband, which will enable him to share the feelings and sensations that accompany the dream, and will give you a running commentary. Arc you ready, Dr. Orr?



	Cut to:

4. Long shot that takes in announcer seated at desk and Dr. Orr standing before microphone in front of panel of complicated dials and instruments. He wears the headband, from which a wire is plugged into panel.

	



	
	DR. ORR: Yes, we are ready. I can see the screen from here; a camera is being adjusted in front of it and at the right moment I shall give the signal for the telecast to switch to that camera so you can see the dream; you will still hear my voice as you see it. We have been fortunate, for my colleague in America seems to be tuning in on what is indubitably the start of a beam. There are vague images roaming through the mind of the dreamer—and therefore roaming across the screen. They are becoming sharper, more focused. When they are sharp enough for identification, we shall switch to the other camera. The only sensation I share thus far is one of vague uneasiness. The dreamer is not happy; he is worried about something…. Getting sharper, but still not identifiable as pictures. Incidentally, Mr. Worcester a moment ago referred to our arrangement as a trap for shadows; I hope we shall not trap any truly unpleasant ones…. Ah, I think we’re ready now.



	Turns to Announcer.
	Will you please tell them to cut in the other camera? Thank you.



	Announcer nods. Cut to:

5. Vague, poorly defined scene, not immediately identifiable, but clarifying slowly into the windshield of a car, seen from inside car. Car is moving along dark streets.

	



	
	DR. ORR: The sensation of uneasiness, even fear, is increasing. I’m inside a moving car. I’m not driving. Someone else is. I seem small. Crowded in between two big men. Going somewhere to do something horrible. I don’t like this at all. Wish we’d tuned in to some other brain wave length….



	Car stopping in front of a theater. Three men coming out. One is clearly seen. Others shadowy.
	



	
	I’m a child. And I feel I’m going to do something horrible. I’ve got a gun in my hand; it seems to be named Maggie. I don’t get that, why a gun should be named Maggie. I’m pulling the trigger, shooting through the windshield.



	Red flashes; windshield shattering. The three men are falling like tenpins.
	



	
	Now things are blurring; I feel horror-stricken at what I’ve done. God, I’ve killed my own father!



	Blood is running in the gutter, gallons of it.
	



	
	Because—it’s got something to do with an object—no, two objects—which are so horrible that I can’t think of them; there’s a psychic block and I can’t remember right now what they are or why I’m afraid of them, but I’m worse afraid of them than I am of death. In fact, I’m not afraid of death at all….



	Screen blurs momentarily, then one of the three men gets up and walks toward the car; he holds something in his hand, something that is invisible but gives off light.
	



	
	What you see now is strange; the man—he’s my father—is holding something in his hand—to light you to bed—



	He holds it up and is peering through the shattered windshield. His face is the face of a corpse.
	



	
	I get that phrase, but I can’t see or recognize the object. It gives light, though. He’s dead, but he’s looking at me. I’m horribly ashamed of what I’ve done, shooting him. I love him. But he’s got something in his other hand, too, that I’m horribly afraid of also. It’s something to chop off—Thought blurring.



	The windshield becomes a closed door.
	



	
	Ah, this is better. I thought we were heading for a nightmare. But I have a feeling of happiness now. I’m going to open that door to something I—



	Door opens showing a pretty girl in a cotton dress standing inside waiting; there is love in her eyes and her arms open wide for an embrace.
	



	
	Yes, her name is Ellie, and she’s my wife; I’m coming to her. She’s waiting for me to kiss her, but I can’t. There’s something….



	Two men appear standing behind the girl. Each has a gun in his hand.
	



	
	That’s it; that’s why I can’t put my arms around her. I daren’t, no matter how much I want to … Those men—Mitch, Dixie.



	Policemen appear, two at each of two windows, with tommy-guns. They start firing into room. Neither of men even notices them although bullets thud into their bodies.
	



	
	I’m shooting at the policemen. I’m horribly afraid Ellie will be killed. I’ve got to get them before they can get her….



	The girl screams and suddenly changes to a different girl, a very voluptuous blonde, naked; the area of her body covered by a bathing suit, were she wearing one, is creamy white; the rest of her lightly golden tanned.
	



	
	Francy; this is Francy. Oh, God, she’ll get hurt, too. And I want her. I start toward her, but now Mitch is starting to shoot at me, too. I can’t live long with five of them shooting at me, but none of the bullets seem to be hitting. God, how beautiful Francy is. Francy…



	Sudden switch to inside car again, through windshield.
	



	
	Ah, this is better; this is something I want; something I’m going to have. And Francy is beside me. This is a different car, and this time I’m driving.



	Superimposed over the view through the windshield is a view of the exterior of the car; it is a brand-new convertible, robin’s-egg blue in color, very long, low shiny. Superimposed view fades.
	



	
	It’s my car. I think the girl beside me is Francy, but it could be some other girl equally beautiful. And she’s mine, too.



	Smooth lighted road unwinding into windshield.
	



	
	We’re driving out into the country to a gambling house, one that I own. I’m rich, and I’m still young. But something is wrong; something is going to happen. I’m getting afraid again….



	Girl standing in road, same girl as seen before in cotton dress, staring toward car, crying.
	



	
	Ellie! We’ll run her down. I’m swinging the wheel trying to avoid hitting her! Can I—



	Car swerves; big tree coming toward car; car crashes into tree. Blackness with red flashes. Suddenly white, resolving into white walls and ceiling, as of hospital room.
	



	
	I’m in a bed; I can’t move a muscle: it’s as though I’m encased in a solid cast from head to foot. Or maybe paralyzed.



	White door of room opening. Door closes.
	



	
	Who’s coming? … No one



	We see window and through window scene of a city; hospital is on a high hill, as entire city Can be seen.
	



	
	I’m staring out the window now. Did I turn the car in time?



	Suddenly the gigantic mushroom of an atomic explosion lifts itself.
	



	
	There it goes; that’s the end of everything. We’ll all be killed now, or fight for bones with dogs.



	Smoke fades. City is gone.
	



	
	I feel a wave of utter despair that everything is gone now. And I lie here helpless; can’t move a muscle. Ellie killed. What was it all for?



	Room is changing, becoming a bedroom, same bedroom we heard described in radio sequence and saw in movie sequence; the bedroom in which Joe slept as a child in Chicago.
	



	
	I’m becoming smaller; I feel that I’m becoming a child again, but I’m still lying in a bed and I still can’t move. I’ve a feeling that something horrible is coming, the ultimate horror. Oh, if I could only move, only run. I’m helpless, waiting for it. Oh, Christ, here it comes!



	Room grows dimmer, almost completely dark. Then what little light there is seems to be running toward one side of the room and coalescing there in a tiny flame, a candle flame, and a dim white candle shape takes form under the flame. It begins to move slowly closer, gaining in size as it comes.
	



	
	Oh, Good God, now I know what they are! The two things too terrible to think of. I’m thinking of the rhyme; it’s running through my head, louder, louder. Here comes a candle to light you to bed, and here comes a chopper to chop off your head. Here comes a candle to light you to bed, and here comes a chopper to chop off your head. Here comes A CANDLE TO LIGHT YOU TO BED, AND HERE COMES A CHOPPER TO CHOP OFF YOUR HEAD.



	In a far corner of the room the shadows gather; they too are coalescing. The light has become the candle; the darkness is becoming an inhuman figure, holding in its hand the horror to end all horrors—the ax.
	



	
	HERE COMES A CANDLE TO LIGHT YOU TO BED, AND HERE COMES A CHOPPER TO CHOP OFF YOUR HEAD. HERE COMES A CANDLE TO LIGHT YOU TO BED. AND HERE COMES A CHOPPER TO CHOP OFF—



	Picture wavers and begins to break up. Screen goes blank.

	



	
	VOICE OF ANNOUNCER: Dr. Orr! Are you all right?

VOICE OF DR. ORR: Oh God, I guess so. I’m awake. Someone just shook me and said, “Joe, wake up. Wake up, Joe!” And I woke—I mean that whoever was having that horrible nightmare woke up. Are we still on the air?

VOICE OF ANNOUNCER: Yes. Hey, cut camera one back in. The screen is blank.




	6. Same as scene 4, showing announcer at desk, but now standing; Dr. Orr still at microphone in front of panel; he has taken off headband and is wiping forehead with handkerchief; he is trembling and quite shaken.
	



	
	DR. ORR: A truly terrible experience. God help the young man who was having that nightmare. announcer: Have you any comments, Doctor? Could you analyze the dream?

DR. ORR: Not without knowing the subject’s past. Obviously, however, he has a guilt complex concerning his father’s death, though his dreaming of shooting his father was probably symbolic. And he has a terrible phobia concerning a nursery rhyme; he must have had some horrible childhood experience. That is all I care to say.

ANNOUNCER: Thank you, Dr. Orr.




	Turns to camera.
	As we still have five minutes before the next scheduled program, we shall fill in with a brief cartoon comedy—and importation, as was the nightmare you have just seen, from the States. Ladies and gentlemen—Mickey Mouse!



	Cut to film.
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Beginning of the last day.

He was fully awake now, sitting in the kitchen, listening to the irregular throbbing of the percolator on the gas stove. It had been fifteen minutes since Ray had shaken him out of the nightmare. The kitchen clock said twenty minutes of five; the panes of the windows were still black with night.

He shivered a little.

Ray said, “It’s cool in here, Joe. Wait, I got an extra bathrobe; I’ll get it for you.”

Joe stood up and shook his head. “Don’t bother. I’ll get the rest of the way dressed. I’m not going to be able to go back to sleep.”

“Hell it’s only half past four or a little after. I’m going back to sleep as soon as you’ve had a cup of coffee to shake off that dream.”

“I can’t,” Joe said. “I’ll scram in a few minutes.”

He went back into the bedroom as quietly as he could and gathered up the clothes he had taken off, taking them out into the kitchen to put them on.

“You’ll have to wait an hour for a streetcar,” Ray said.

“I’ll catch a cab. Don’t worry about me, Ray. I’m okay. Just that some fresh air and traveling will do me good before I even try to go back to sleep.”

“Well there’s one point I’ll give you,” Ray said. “If you do go to your own place to go back to sleep you can sleep till noon if you want to. If you stay here, I’ll have to roust you at eight. That’s when I’m leaving for the hospital to pick up Jeannie. Good thing, in one way, this happened. I went to bed too tight to set the alarm. Might have overslept if you hadn’t waked me.”

“How did I wake you, Ray? What was I doing?”

“Whimpering in your sleep. It wasn’t loud; probably wouldn’t have waked me except that I automatically have an ear tuned for the kid waking up. I thought it was him at first.”

“I didn’t scream?”

“No.” Ray put coffee cups on the table and got the percolator from the stove. “Why? Do you?”

“Not since I was a kid. Not for several years, anyway. Used to have pretty bad nightmares when I was a kid.”

“How do you know you don’t now? I mean, Joe, you weren’t making enough noise to wake anybody up in another room, and you don’t room with anybody, so how can you be sure you don’t make noises like that lots of nights?”

“Well—I think I’d have waked up and known about it if you hadn’t waked me. And, by the way, thanks. I’m glad I just woke you and not Karl.”

“How come you were sleeping in the chair?”

“Guess I was a little tight, Ray. I got a little dizzy bending down to take my shoes off and I leaned back in the chair to rest a minute and the next thing I knew you were shaking me.”

Ray granted. “And I thought I was drunk. What were you dreaming about?”

“I don’t remember. I never remember dreams. And I don’t think I have nightmares like that. Not often, anyway. It was probably because I was sleeping sitting up, or something.”

“Joe, have you got anything particular on your mind? Or are you in any kind of a jam?”

Joe sighed. “No. I’m all right. Anybody can have a nightmare once in a while, can’t he?”


“Depends on why, and what it’s about. Still seeing Ellie, Joe?”

“No. She left town. Went back to Chicago, I guess.”

“Too bad; she was a swell girl. You ought to have latched onto her and married her.”

Joe sighed and stood up. “Maybe I should have, but I didn’t. Well, thanks for everything, Ray. The liquor and the coffee and waking me up. I’ll push on so you can get back to sleep. Unless you want me to stay here—and awake—so I’ll hear Karl if he cries.”

“That was just a gag to get you to stay. Drunk or sober, I’d hear him. I heard you, didn’t I?”

Outside, the sky was beginning to lighten with the dawn. Joe took a few steps toward Wisconsin Avenue, the best place to catch a cab, and then decided to walk home. It was almost twenty blocks, but the walk would do him good and might tire him physically so he could go back to sleep after he got there.

But the cool air of early dawn got him wider awake instead.

He felt ashamed of himself for having pulled so childish a stunt as to have whimpered in his sleep and to have waked Ray. And he realized, it must have been pretty loud and pretty bad whimpering to have made Ray shake him out of it.

And the dream, the nightmare, had been bad. He couldn’t remember’ anything about it except that it had concerned the—

You damned fool, he told himself, still afraid of the very words. Think them: the candle and the ax.

He thought them, and they brought back vaguely the feeling of terror that had been in the dream. Yes, he’d dreamed about the candle and the ax. And before that, hadn’t there been something about Francy and about Ellie? And before that—but he couldn’t remember anything back before that.


He had to quit thinking about Ellie, he thought. She was gone now. Lost. And a damn good thing for both of them.

He didn’t have any problems now, once he had Ellie off his mind.

Francy? Why should Francy be a problem? All he had to do was wait for her. Or why even that? There were plenty of women—well, some, anyway—who were as beautiful as Francy. And within a few months, even a few weeks maybe, he could have his pick of them.

Of course if Francy and Mitch did break up meanwhile—

Oh God, it would be wonderful to have Francy. Even once.

What if he got killed before—

He wished a tavern was open somewhere along the way home. But they’d all closed at two o’clock, of course, and none of them would be open this early. For the first time in his life he wanted a drink in the morning. Or was this really the morning rather than just the end of the evening?

You could still see a star or two, although the street lights had just gone off.

He stopped and looked up at one and wondered if the science fiction stories he liked to read above all else were really right. Were there planets circling around other stars besides the sun and were there living beings, intelligent beings, on them? Why hadn’t he been born a few centuries later so that if mankind was going to develop interstellar travel, he could get in on the adventure of it? That is, if mankind didn’t blow himself up sooner in an atomic war and set himself back at the start of civilization again. Funny that so many science fiction stories dealt with that very possibility, and that people as diverse as old Krazzy and Ray Lorgan should agree with the stories.

I wish I was on Mars right now, he thought.

Maybe, probably, there wouldn’t be any air there, or not enough air to breathe, anyway, and he’d die in a few minutes of cold or of suffocation—or maybe some bug-eyed monster would get him before he could die otherwise. But wouldn’t it be worth almost anything that happened just to have stood on Mars?

Or would he have the guts to take the chance if he were really offered it?

Hadn’t Francy offered him a chance at Mitch’s party that he’d been afraid to take? Was he more afraid of Mitch than of the things that could happen to him on another planet?

Why had he thought that? What’s Francy got to do with Mars?

And then he thought—why not? Francy is like Mars; Ellie is like Earth.

Mars and Francy are far above me and very beautiful and deadly dangerous.

Ellie—yes, Ellie is like Earth. And he could have had Earth if he hadn’t flubbed his chance wanting more.

Wanting—the similes were getting better—the world with a little red fence around it. The little red fence was money. Well, he’d get the little red fence now, but he’d lost the—

Cut it out, he told himself, you’re going to forget Ellie. You’ve got to forget her, whether you want to or not. You’ve lost her. She had the right answer; she solved things for you and herself.

You’re going to tear up her letter when it comes without reading it. You know what it’s going to say and that everything in it is right and it’s going to hurt.

Ellie had your number.

So has your landlady, Mrs. Gettleman. She knows you’re a criminal. And she and Ellie are right. Isn’t there money in your pocket right now from the robbery of a filling station?

Well, isn’t that what you want?—money. And how else can a punk like you get big money?


Are you yellow? You don’t know. It’s mixed up because you’re not afraid of cops or of getting shot. But you’re afraid of Mitch all right.

It was almost six and fairly light by the time he got back to his room. He undressed and went to bed but he wasn’t either tired or sleepy. He rolled and tossed for almost two hours before he decided it was useless to try to sleep.

It was eight o’clock then and he began to wonder what time the mailman came around for the morning delivery. Once or twice, going out or coming in, he’d seen the mailman putting letters on the table in the hallway downstairs, but he couldn’t remember now what time it was. It might have been as early at eight-thirty or nine o’clock. It probably was; if it was later than that he’d probably have seen the mailman oftener.

Anyway, he couldn’t go to sleep. He got up and took a shower. For some reason he dressed more carefully and meticulously than usual. Maybe just to kill time. He put a high polish on his shoes and tied his necktie three times before he got the ends to come out to the exact length he wanted them. He managed to make it nine o’clock by the time he was ready to go out. Surely the mail would be there by now.

It wasn’t. Or, at any rate, there wasn’t any letter from Ellie. There were two or three letters on the table, but they might have been ones from the day before. There were eighteen rooms in the building, some of them double, so a lot of people got mail there and usually there were several letters on the table left over from previous deliveries. He wished now that he’d looked on his way in at six o’clock to see which letters were there; then he’d know for sure whether the mailman had really been there yet this morning.

He waited around a little while, maybe ten minutes, thinking the mailman would come any minute, but he didn’t. He went out to the sidewalk to see whether he could see him coming, but he couldn’t.

It was still cool; about sixty degrees, he decided (it was sixty-two, to be exact). He almost decided to go back and put on a heavier suit. But it would probably warm up during the day.

He looked again, both directions—although he was fairly sure the mailman came from the west—to be sure he wasn’t in sight either way. Of course he might be inside a building that had a lot of mailboxes, putting letters into them. He waited long enough, looking first one way and then the other, to be sure that wasn’t the case; surely he couldn’t stay inside one building longer than five minutes or so.

He decided he might as well have some breakfast and surely by that time the mail would be there. He started walking west, the direction from which the mailman would come; maybe he’d run into him.

It wasn’t until he was almost to the Dinner Gong that he thought of the place and—why shouldn’t he have breakfast there?

Mike Dravich might or might not be there—he came and went at irregular hours, sometimes spending the whole day and evening at his restaurant, sometimes only a few hours—but why should he worry about Mike now?

But Mike wasn’t there. Joe sat down at the counter and ordered breakfast. He recognized the waitress by sight although he didn’t know her name. Her shift overlapped with Ellie’s and she just might know where Ellie had gone. Not that he really wanted to know.

But when she brought his breakfast he asked casually, “Where’s Ellie Dravich?”

“She left town.”

“Go back to Chicago?”

“I don’t know. I don’t think so; she’d said she didn’t like Chicago, so I don’t think she’d go back there.”

“Left kind of suddenly, didn’t she?”


“Suddenly is right. I don’t know what got into her. Must have got a telegram or something.”

Good, Joe thought; at least nobody here, except maybe Mike, knew why Ellie had left. She must have told Mike the truth, or at least part of it, to explain her walking out on him so suddenly.

“What happened?” he asked the waitress. “She just walk out?”

“Didn’t even start, yesterday. She was supposed to start at one. She came in then, but she talked to Mike and then went out again. Mike told me later that she’d quit and was leaving town, but he didn’t say where. Funny, I asked him that and he wouldn’t tell me where.”

Mike had been smart, Joe thought; he realized that the other waitresses might be pumped. And that meant Ellie had told Mike the truth.

He kept an eye to the front while he ate, thinking he might see the mailman go past. He didn’t, but while he was drinking his coffee Mike Dravich came in. Joe met Mike’s eyes squarely, almost hoping there was going to be trouble.

There wasn’t. Mike paid no attention to him; he walked on past as though Joe wasn’t there and went into the kitchen. A minute later he came out without his coat and hat and went behind the cigar counter at the front of the store.

Joe deliberately took his time finishing the coffee.

His check was for fifty cents. He went to the cigar counter and put it and a dollar bill on the rubber mat beside the register. He hoped Mike would say something, anything.

Mike didn’t. He rang up the amount of the check, put Joe’s change on the pad and turned to stare out of the window, as though Joe wasn’t there at all.

There wasn’t anything to say, anything to do. Joe picked up his change and went on out.

He walked back to the rooming house and the mailman still hadn’t been there. He began to worry whether the mailman was coming at all. Was this a holiday maybe, that he’d forgotten about? No it was Friday, September 10th. Last Monday had been Labor Day; there wasn’t any holiday this soon after Labor Day.

But it was almost ten o’clock. Why wasn’t the mailman here yet? Or had he been past and left no mail for anyone in the building? Or had Ellie changed her mind about sending the letter?

He took out of his pocket the note he’d found on her door and read it again. “I’ve written you a letter explaining why and put it in the mail so you’ll know tomorrow.”

Yes, she’d already mailed the letter and even if it had been late in the day when she’d mailed it, it would certainly have been picked up in time for the first delivery today.

He walked once around the block and as he turned the final corner he saw the mailman coming out of the rooming house. He hurried his steps.

The letter was there, on the table. There wasn’t any return address, of course, but he recognized Ellie’s small, precise handwriting from having read so often the note she’d left on her door for him. It was postmarked 3:00 P. M. She must have returned to her room right after one o’clock and written that letter first, before she even started to pack. If it was postmarked at three o’clock, she must have dropped it in a box well before then.

He didn’t want to open it there in the hallway beside the table. He went up to his room holding it in his hand. He closed the door behind him and walked over to the window where the light was best. He started to tear an end off the envelope and then realized he might tear part of the letter that way. He picked up the hunting knife from the dresser and slit the top of the envelope carefully. He put the knife back in its sheath and then sat down on the edge of the bed and took the letter out of the envelope. It wasn’t a long letter, not much longer than the note on the door had been.



Dear Joe:

I guess you know, I guess I’ve showed, that I love you. Too much, Joe, for me to keep on seeing you. You know and I know what would happen. What would have happened tonight—last night, when you read this—if I had stayed.

Either that or you would have told me something I found out I didn’t want to hear—and I guess you know what I mean by that, too. Either way, Joe, there would be only unhappiness for both of us, or for me anyway. For you, too, I guess, whatever happened. And I haven’t been in Milwaukee long enough to make it matter otherwise whether I stay or not, so the only sensible thing is for me to go away before either of us is hurt. Don’t try to find me, Joe. I’m not going back to Chicago and I’m not going to tell anybody where I am going. Please understand and don’t hate me for running away.

Yours,

Ellie.



He didn’t know how many times he read it through, sitting there on the edge of the bed, still with his hat on.

“Yours, Ellie.” She could have been, if he hadn’t wanted other things worse—or thought that he wanted them worse.

For the first time in hours he remembered that he had decided to destroy this letter without opening it.

Might as well, now. There was only one thing to do—to forget Ellie. He couldn’t find her if he wanted to. Well, now he could bum the letter and the note that had been on the door and that would be that. He walked over to the dresser and tore both the letter and the note into little pieces into the ash tray and touched a match to them. It made a bigger fire than he had anticipated but only for a moment and then there were only black ashes and gray ashes and that was that. Except that he could have repeated both the note and the letter almost word for word even now that they were burned.

It was half past ten. Maybe he could sleep for an hour or so; he didn’t feel either sleepy or tired now, just dull and miserable. But he took off most of his clothes and lay down on the bed to see if he could at least doze. He couldn’t.

At eleven he gave up. He got dressed again. When he tied his tic he found himself looking at himself in the mirror as though he expected his own face to look different, somehow. But it didn’t. Even his eyes looked clear and straight out of the mirror back into his eyes. They shouldn’t have. He remembered the phrase Ray had used to him once a week or two ago and tried it on himself softly. “Two-bit gangster.” Ray had apologized in the same breath he’d said it in. Joe Bailey, didn’t. But the Joe Bailey in the mirror didn’t bat an eye; he didn’t even look ashamed of himself.

He went downstairs and outside.

It was still cool but getting a little warmer and beginning to cloud up a trifle. He wondered if it was going to rain. It wasn’t. (Increasing cloudiness and slightly warmer Friday night; Saturday partly cloudy and—but Saturday doesn’t matter. This is the last day, remember?)
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He had himself fairly well straightened out mentally by half past two when he dropped in the tavern on Clybourn.

At the moment, there weren’t any paying customers in the place. The beat cop was there, talking to Krasno, and a glass of whiskey stood between them on the bar. Joe knew the cop wouldn’t drink the whiskey while he was being watched, so he went on through to the can and stayed there a minute; when he came out the whiskey was gone and so was the cop. All cops are crooks, he thought, only they haven’t got the nerve to do anything crookeder than being cops.

He sat down on a stool at the bar.

Krasno asked, “A beer, kid?” and Joe nodded.

Krasno drew one and put it on the bar. “Mitch was in earlier. He’s coming back, though. Going to meet someone here. A dame.”

“Francy?”

“I guess that was the name. How you doing, Joe?”

“Fine,” Joe said.

“Look to me like you’re worrying about something. Kid, is Mitch getting you in over your head?”

“I’m all right. Don’t worry about me.”

Krasno leaned on the bar. “Kid, you’re making a mistake. You aren’t cut out for what you’re going in for. Know why?”

Joe looked down into his beer and didn’t answer.

Krasno said, “You got too much conscience, Joe. You’re too good a kid. Everything you do wrong is going to worry you. Look, you don’t want me to talk like this to you; you wish I’d shut up and mind my own business. But you got too much consideration to tell me to go to hell, haven’t you? You feel sorry for me because I’m just an old geezer that hasn’t sense enough to mind my own business and you think I don’t know what I’m talking about, but you’re too nice a guy to tell me to go to hell. I don’t know what Mitch and this Dixie are getting you into, Joe—but you’re too nice a guy for it. You’re not tough like they are. You think you are, but you aren’t. You want to be but you never will be. I can prove it to you.”

“How?”

“Let’s hear you tell me to shut up. I don’t mean just ‘Lay off of me, Krazzy.’ I mean let’s hear you say ‘Shut up, you old son-of-a-bitch.’ And mean it.”

“All right, so I don’t like to hurt people’s feelings. So what?”


“Think I could talk to Mitch like this? Or Dixie? Not and keep either my teeth or my job. Not that I care a hell of a lot about the job. Trouble is with you, Joe, you’re fundamentally a decent guy. Not that that’s a trouble unless you try to force yourself to be something you aren’t.”

Joe moved his glass in slow circles on the bar. He said, “What about this atomic blowup you always talk about? If that’s going to happen, what does anything I do matter?”

“Hell kid, are you happy now? Sure, I think war’s coming and that—well, to put it mildly, it’s going to change our way of living plenty. But I could be wrong. I have been, once or twice in my life. And even if I’m right, it might be years off. And how about those years? You’ll never be happy as a criminal, kid; you’re not the type. You’re too decent. You’ll hate yourself all the time.”

Joe thought of looking at himself in a mirror and saying “Two-bit gangster” that very morning.

He wished Krazzy would shut up. He said, “Lay off me, will you? I know what I’m doing. I’m all right.”

“Okay, Joe. I’ll lay off of you in a minute. But you’ll never lay off of yourself. You’ll never have a minute’s peace as long as you let Mitch lead you around by the nose. If you haven’t got guts enough to break with him otherwise, get the hell out of Milwaukee. Go somewhere and get yourself an honest job—or if you’re too damn lazy to work, go somewhere the heat’s not on and go back to selling numbers tickets. That’s just as hard work as anything else you’re likely to do, but you probably don’t think so. And get yourself a decent girl—not one of these bitches like Mitch runs around with—and get yourself straightened out.”

Joe said, “Krazzy, you’re a good guy, but I don’t want—”

He happened to look up then and stopped. Krasno was looking at the back door, the one that led back to the toilets and the private room. Krasno’s face was suddenly pale, almost sick with fear.


Joe turned and saw that Mitch was standing there. He’d come in the back way and they hadn’t heard him. Joe wondered how long he’d been standing there listening. Long enough, from his face.

He said “Get out!” to Krasno.

Krasno took the bar apron off and Joe saw his hands were shaking a little. He had to pass within a yard of Mitch to get his coat and get out from behind the bar.

Joe thought, God, I hope he has sense enough to keep his mouth shut and not say a word; may be then Mitch won’t touch him. If Mitch does—

But he didn’t dare carry out that thought. Mitch was big, twice his size. Mitch could twist him into a pretzel.

He almost held his breath as Krasno passed Mitch. He could feel Krasno’s fear. He didn’t turn his head as Krasno walked behind him toward the door. He was afraid if he turned to watch or if he said a word, Krasno might say something to him. And he knew that if Krasno said another word, even “So long, Joe,” it might be too much. Mitch would come after Krasno, even though he was now safely past the biggest point of danger and throw him out bodily. Krasno must have known that, too. He went out without saying a word. He even closed the door very quietly behind him.

Mitch said, “The God damn punk.” Not to Joe, just to himself. He didn’t say a word to Joe. He walked to the phone and dialed a number.

“Harry?” he said. “Mitch talking. Can you come in early today, right away, and work through? … Yeah, I just fired Krasno…. Huh? None of your God damn business. Do you want the extra hours at double time, or not? … Sure, I’ll pay double between now and seven if you come down right away And I’ll have another day man by tomorrow. Okay, Harry.”

He put down the receiver and said quietly, “Go latch the front door, Joe. I don’t want any customers in here till Harry gets down. He says he can make it in fifteen minutes.”

While Joe was throwing the latch, Mitch went back of the bar and made two stiff drinks. He came around the end of the bar carrying them and headed for one of the booths.

He said, “Come on, Joe. We got some talking to do.” His voice was quiet, but Joe didn’t like the tone of it. But the drinks were a good sign.

He sat down in the booth across from Mitch and for seconds Mitch just looked at him. Joe realized that he himself hadn’t said a word since Mitch had come in. Unless Mitch had—But no, he hadn’t said anything to Krasno that Mitch could be angry about; he’d told Krasno to lay off; that was all. He hadn’t agreed—out loud—with a single thing Krasno had said.

Mitch said, “Joe.”

“Yeah?” He had to clear his throat to get it out.

“What was the idea of sitting there letting Krasno fill you with stuff like that? Why didn’t you tell him to shut his God damn yap?”

Because Krasno was right, he wanted to say. He said, “I wasn’t agreeing with him. What’d it matter what he said?”

“I’m wondering something, Joe. Maybe you’re too damn soft. If you haven’t even got the guts to tell off a mug like him, how can you—Listen, Joe.” His hand came across the table suddenly and clamped on Joe’s shoulder; his fingers dug in. They hurt.

“Listen, Joe. You’re in too deep now to rat on us. You aren’t thinking of taking Krasno’s advice, are you?”

Joe took a deep breath. He said, “No. But take your hand off of me, Mitch.”

Mitch laughed and pulled back his hand. He said, “Attaboy, Joe. I just wanted to be sure you had the moxie to say that or do something. You’ll be all right, kid. Just don’t get soft-hearted about punks like Krasno. Say—” His eyes narrowed. “How’d he know as much as he did? You haven’t told him anything, have you?”

“Hell, no. He was just guessing. He knows the numbers game is off, and what with Dixie and me still hanging around, he’d have had to be pretty dumb not to guess something, Mitch.”

Mitch nodded slowly. “Guess I was dumb to keep the old bastard around. Should’ve fired him long time ago. Well, he’ll never show his face around here again, He better not.”

Mitch leaned back and picked up his glass. “To crime, Joe.”

“To crime,” Joe said.

The drink was too strong; Joe didn’t like it at all, but then he never cared much for whiskey and water. Mitch had downed half of his at a gulp, but Joe took only a sip.

Mitch said, “Gus is coming up from Chi today. He’s going to stay up here this time. We’re getting into action next week, Joe.”

Joe nodded.

Mitch said, “Want to play a little poker late this evening, Joe? Gus and Dixie are coming over this evening—to the flat on Prospect; I’ve closed the Fox Point place for the year. We got some talking to do—and you’re not in on this first conference, Joe, but if you do all right next week you’ll be in on the other ones. But later, around eleven, I’ve asked some other guys around to make up a game. If you’re not doing anything, drop around and take a hand.”

Joe said, “I’d better wait till I’m a little more in the chips, Mitch. Your poker’s kind of steep for me until then—even if I was lucky last time.”

“Suit yourself, kid. If you change your mind, drop in. It’s stag this time. Even Francy won’t be there. She’s going out of town overnight.” He looked at his watch. “Francy ought to be along pretty soon. She’s going to pick up the car from me here. Which reminds me; you haven’t got any plans for the next half hour or so, have you?”

“No, Mitch.”

“I think before Francy gets the car, I’m going to take a run downtown and see if I can pick up a day man for the bar. You wait here, Joe, and let Harry in when he comes. And when Francy comes, tell her I’ll be back in half an hour or so. Give her a drink.”

“Sure, Mitch.”

Mitch walked to the door and opened it. He said, “Latch it behind me, Joe, and don’t open up till Harry gets here—unless Francy gets here first and you let her in. Better tell Harry to check the register before he starts.”

“Sure, Mitch.”

Joe latched the door and, through the glass, watched Mitch get into the convertible and drive off.

He went back to the booth and sat down again, but this time on the side Mitch had been sitting so he could face the door. His shoulder hurt and he rubbed it with his hand. He put his hand out in front of him, a few inches above the top of the table. It was shaking a little.

It had been a close thing with Mitch.

He wondered what he’d have done if Mitch had hurt Krasno. Oh, Mitch wouldn’t really have hurt him; he was too smart to get in trouble doing something like that. But he might have slapped him around a little, using the flat of his hand so he wouldn’t mark him. As mad as Mitch had been, it was a wonder that he hadn’t touched Krasno.

And if he had—? Well, he hadn’t, so why worry about that?

What could he have done? Mitch was built like an ox. And Krasno had stepped out of line. You couldn’t blame Mitch for firing him, under the circumstances, if you saw it from Mitch’s point of view.

Only, damn it, so much of what Krasno had told him was right. He, Joe, wasn’t tough like Mitch. Whether you called it decent or soft it was the same thing. Was he really cut out for—

A taxi was stopping in front and Francy was getting out of it.

Joe had the door unlatched and open by the time she got there. She said, “Hi, Joe. You look better than the last time I saw you.”

Joe flushed a little; the last time Francy had seen him he’d been passed out cold, and he wasn’t proud of that. He said lightly, “For that crack, I’m going to lock you in.”

Francy watched him throw the latch. She said, “Oh,. Goody. You’re going to rape me.”

“Not here and now. Mitch will be back any minute. But I’ll make you a drink instead. Whiskey sour or Tom Collins? Those are the only two I can make.”

He walked around behind the bar and Francy perched on a stool in front of it. He looked at her for an answer as to what drink she wanted and she was frowning at him with mock seriousness. “Joe, all I taught you to make was a Tom. Who taught you to make a whiskey sour? Have you been cheating on me?”

He grinned. “Why, Francy, I’m surprised you’d think that. My mother taught me how to make a whiskey sour.” The funny thing was that that was strictly true. A whiskey sour had been Flo Bailey’s favorite drink; she had taught him how to make it.

“I’ll forgive you, then. All right, make it a sour, Joe. It’s getting a little cool for Toms.”

When he was almost finished with the drinks, she walked across to a booth and sat there. He brought the drinks over and sat down on the opposite side of the booth.

She sipped hers. “Nice sour. You do know how to make them. How have you been, Joe?”


“Fine, Francy.” He grinned. “At least better than I was the last time you saw me, out cold.”

“Joe, why did you do that? Afraid of me?”

“Not exactly.”

“Partly, then.” That was flippant, but her voice suddenly was serious. “Joe—”

“Yes, Francy?”

He looked at her and it was back again, his wanting her. Back as strongly as ever.

And why not? Wasn’t this the way to get over thinking about Ellie? Francy he might have someday; Ellie never. Why not let himself think about Francy and want her? Why not concentrate on wanting her until it drove all the conflietings things out of his mind? Francy was the goal at the end of the path he had chosen—and chosen irrevocably. By thinking about Francy—

She still hadn’t answered his “Yes, Francy?” He said it again.

She put her hand on his. “Joe—I don’t like Mitch any more. I never did, really. I’m going to break with him pretty soon.”

“That’s—I’m glad, Francy.”

“Joe, are you afraid of Mitch?”

He couldn’t lie outright; he hedged. “Well—he’s bigger than I am, Francy. He could knock my ears off, whether I’m afraid of him or not. I’d be dumb not to recognize that, wouldn’t I?”

She sounded disappointed. “I suppose you would.”

He glanced toward the door; their hands were not in line of vision from it. He put his hand on top of hers. He said, “But Francy, listen, you want me to have money, don’t you?”

“That’s a silly question. Of course.”

“Then I can’t break with Mitch. Not for a while, whether I’m afraid of him or not. And listen, I don’t like Mitch either. I thought I did, once, but I’ve found out I don’t. But if I’m going to get into the money, and soon, I’ve got to stick with him for a while. You understand that, don’t you?”

“Yes, Joe. But—you do like me, don’t you?”

“I’m crazy about you, Francy. I want you so bad I can’t see straight. But what good’s that going to do me if I’m broke?”

She started to pull her hand back but he held it between his. She said, “Do you think you’ve got to buy me, Joe Bailey?”

“I don’t mean that. But damn it, Francy, I want you all the way. I want to be able to give you everything you want.” Her hand didn’t try to pull loose any more. “I see what you mean, Joe. Yes, I want you to have money. We—we could go places, Joe.”

“We’re going to. Francy, you can break with Mitch—when you’re ready—so everything will be okay, can’t you? I mean, so he won’t care what we do after that—if he doesn’t guess that we’d planned before to do it.”

She laughed a little. “Any woman could do that. Don’t worry; he’ll think the decision is his.”

“That’s wonderful, Francy. It’s terrible waiting, but—”

“Is it, Joe?”

She leaned forward; her knees were pressing against his under the table. Her lips were slightly parted; her eyes invited him. “Is it terrible waiting? I’m glad. I want you too, Joe.”

“My God, Francy. But—”

“Mitch gave me walking papers for tonight. He’s having a conference and then a poker game. Told me to take the convertible and go amuse myself so I’d be out of the way. I’m going to drive down to Lake Geneva for overnight. Does that give you any idea, Joe?”

He took a deep breath. How would Mitch ever find out? And wouldn’t it be almost worth it if he did? God, to sleep with Francy tonight!


She smiled. “I guess the way you’re looking at me is enough of an answer, Joe. How about a kiss to seal the bargain?”

He took only the quickest glance toward the door before he leaned across the table and kissed her. It was just like the first kiss between them, the time in the car when she’d driven him to the bus line, except that this time the table was between them. Table or no, he felt it down to his very toenails.

He sat back, still breathing a little hard.

Someone was rattling the door. Joe got up quickly. It was all right; it was Harry, the night bartender, and he couldn’t have seen them. Joe let him in.

He said, “Hi, Harry. Shall I leave the door unlatched for business or do you want time to get ready?”

“Leave it open. All I got to do to get ready for business is take my coat off and put an apron on.” Harry saw Francy as he walked past the booth. “Hi, Francine.”

Joe said, “Mitch will be back in a few minutes. He wants you to check the register before you start.”

Harry nodded. Joe went back to the booth across from Francine. He said, “Maybe we better sit at the bar; it’ll look better when Mitch comes back. But first, when and where?”

“I’d better pick you up, Joe, because I haven’t much idea when. I’ll be leaving some time between six and seven, I think, but it might be a little later. If you tell me where you live and stay in your room from six o’clock till I get there—”

“Sure. Swell.” He told her where and then stood up and spoke loudly enough for Harry to hear. “Shall I bring you another drink here, or shall we sit over at the bar and keep Harry from being lonesome?”

They were sitting at the bar, on adjacent stools but not too close together, when Mitch came back a few minutes later. He was cheerful. “Got a good man lined up for tomorrow,” he said. “Francy, the gondola’s yours, but how about dropping me off at the Schroeder? When you finish your drink.”

When Mitch and Francy had left, Harry asked, “What’d old Krazzy get bounced for?”

Joe said, “For doing what I’d be doing if I told you.”

“Huh? Oh, talking too much. Well, Krazzy always did have too big a mouth. Another drink, Joe?”

Joe had two more. He didn’t know whether it was for Dutch courage because he was scared or to celebrate because something so wonderful was going to happen.

Tonight!



The Stage

SCENE: Joe Bailey’s room. The room, however, is expanded, enlarged, to the full size of an average stage. The few pieces of furniture—a bed, a dresser, a wardrobe cabinet, a magazine rack, a small table, two straight chairs—stand in their proper relative positions, but seem lost in the comparative vastness of the stage. In the wall opposite footlights is one window. The shade is up and we see it is early evening. The door to the hallway (the only door) is at left and is closed. Unless we count the window, it is the only actual entrance to the room, but the wings at both sides of the stage are open, enabling the actors to enter and leave as though walking through the end walls of the room.

It is a few minutes after 6:00 P. M., September 10, 1948. At the rise of the curtain we see Joe sitting on the edge of the bed waiting for Francy’s knock on the door. He is fully—and nattily—dressed, except for his panama, which lies on the bed ready to hand. He is fidgeting, playing nervously with the hunting knife and its sheath. He starts, standing suddenly at the sound of a voice from the wings.

VOICE OF ELLIE: (From offstage, right) Joe! Joe!

JOE: Ellie! What are you doing here? (Ellie enters from right wing, walks toward him hesitantly.)

ELLIE: Don’t do it, Joe. Don’t go with that woman. Please.

JOE: (frowning) What business is it of yours, Ellie? Things are through between us, remember? And for the best; I agree with you on that. What you said in your letter was true. I’m trying to forget you because it was true. And you left town, didn’t you? So what business you got being jealous?

ELLIE: (Pleadingly) It’s not jealousy, Joe. Oh, sure, I hate the thought of your sleeping with that—with Francy, yes. But it’s because of what she’ll do to you. She’ll drag you down, dear.

JOE: Down from where? She can’t drag me down till I get up. What am I? Nothing, yet.

ELLIE: You’re a nice guy, Joe. You’re good. You don’t like to hurt people. You’re decent. She can drag you down from that. And she will.

JOE: It’s none of your business, Ellie. We’re through. I’m trying to forget you. All right, if it makes you any happier to know it, I’m in love with you, whatever that means. But that’s why I’m going with Francy tonight, to make me forget about you. Since I can’t have you anyway—

ELLIE: Why can’t you, Joe?

JOE: You know why. I’m a criminal. Could you be a—a gun moll? A criminal’s wife, even? You aren’t the type, Ellie. That’s what’s wrong between us; that’s why I can’t have you. It wouldn’t be fair to you!

ELLIE: (She laughs softly.) Are you so blind, Joe Bailey, that you can’t see you’re contradicting yourself? If you were a criminal, deep down inside, you wouldn’t care whether it was fair to me or not.

JOE: (Desperately) I am a criminal, Ellie. If I wasn’t before, I am one now. I’ve robbed a filling station.

ELLIE: And that’s the only thing thus far and your share was—how much?—only fifty dollars. You can send it back anonymously and the slate will be clean.

JOE: Send it back out of what? That’s about every cent I have in the world just at this moment. And how about all the money I owe Mitch? Look, Ellie, don’t get me wrong; I’m not even thinking about backing out of my deal with Mitch. But if I did, wouldn’t I owe him back all the money he’s been advancing me? It’s—well, right up to now it’s two hundred and seventy dollars? Where’d I get that kind of money? Even if he’d let me back out if I wanted to, how could I pay him back?

ELLIE: With fifty from the station, Joe, that’s three hundred and thirty dollars you owe. That wouldn’t be much with both of us working for a while. With tips, I make about forty dollars a week. You could easily make that much honestly, once you got started. And, Joe, we could live on not much more than half of that for a little while, and live well and happily, Joe. You could pay hack twenty or thirty dollars a week and get it all paid off in a few months. And I’ve got money saved up, Joe; I’d gladly give it to you out of that except I know you wouldn’t want it that way.

JOE: Ellie, please. Please go away and let me alone. I never meant to fall in love. God knows life’s complicated enough without that. And besides, I don’t know where you are. I couldn’t find you if I wanted to.

ELLIE: You could if you wanted to badly enough. Somehow.

JOE: All right, maybe I could. But I’m not going to, Ellie. You were right the first time when you ran away from me. I’m no good and I’m going to keep on being that way. I’m going to have money, big money, and everything I’ve always wanted. I’ve been poor and broke all my life and I’m sick of it. (Francy enters through the wings at the left—not the real Francy, of course; for she would have come in through the door and not through the wall. Neither Joe nor Ellie notice her; Joe keeps on talking and Ellie’s eyes—now beginning to fill with tears—are on Joe’s face. Francy saunters toward them and stops behind Joe.) Damn it all, Ellie, you understood that once. That’s why you left, isn’t it?

ELLIE: I left because I was afraid of myself, Joe. I loved you too much; I knew what would have happened last night, if I’d stayed. I’m weak, too, Joe. You can’t expect me to have all the strength between us.

JOE: That’s not what I’m talking about, Ellie. Listen, when I was a kid after my father died—even before, because he was out of work—we always had to live in lousy dumps and never had enough money, never had a car, or anything. I was ashamed of the clothes I had to wear to high school. I hated them. I hated not having enough money to go places. Part of the time, when Mom was out of work, we were on relief. And when I got on my own—even before then—I decided that I wasn’t going to be broke all my life. I was—I am—going to have money no matter what I have to do to get it. You can’t change that in me, Ellie. So go away, please go away, and let me alone.

FRANCY: Attaboy, Joe. (Both Joe and Ellie turn to face her. Francy looks only at Joe.) I’m really surprised at you, Joe, even thinking you could fall for a—a dumb little waitress like that! But if you want her, go ahead. Get married and make a sap of yourself, keep your nose to a grindstone all your life.

ELLIE: (Fiercely) You keep out of this! Isn’t it better to work at an honest job than to get himself killed as a—a gangster? You don’t care about him or you wouldn’t want him to do that. You don’t love him. Why—why, you’re sleeping with another man right now!

FRANCY: (Looks at Ellie with amusement.) Not just at this moment. Right now I’m getting into my car—all right, it’s Mitch’s car—to come here and pick up this wonderful boy friend of yours. And do you know what we’re going to do?

ELLIE: Sure I know. That’s what I’m trying to stop him from doing. For his own sake. Because I love him and you don’t. You—you just have hot pants for him. (Francy laughs.) You know Mitch would find out sooner or later and—Oh, Francy, please. If you must have Joe, wait—and make him wait—until you’ve broken with Mitch! I don’t want him killed! He’s going to be in enough danger without that!

MITCH: (His voice comes from offstage, left.) Joe! Hey, Joe, you home?

JOE: (Frantically) Hide! Both of you, quick (They run. Ellie runs around the bed and lies down behind it. Francy gets into the corner between one side of the wardrobe and the wall—right under the chromolithograph of the shepherd leading his sheep.)

MITCH: (Still from offstage) Hey, Joe, are you there?

JOE: Sure, Mitch. Come on in. (Mitch enters from the left wing—as it were through the wall of the room.)

MITCH: Hi, Joe. Coming over to the poker game tonight?

JOE: NO, Mitch. I can’t make it. Got a date.

MITCH: With Francy? (Laughs.) Don’t get scared, Joe. I don’t guess I’d mind too much, if I found out. Francy’s getting a little too bitchy for me recently. I’m going to toss her out on her beautiful little fanny any day now. Too many women in the world to have trouble with any one of them.

JOE: Gee, I’m glad you feel that way, Mitch. I was worried.

You don’t mind if I go to Lake Geneva with Francy tonight?

MITCH: Not unless I find out, kid. But you damn well better not let me find out. I—I don’t know what I’d do, Joe, if I happened to get mad about it. I’d be sorry afterwards, but I might kill you. I got a hell of a temper. I almost slugged Krazzy this afternoon—and I’d have probably killed the old bastard if I had. so I’m glad now that I didn’t. But I had a hell of a fight with myself keeping my hands off him. You ever feel that way, kid?

JOE: No. But back to Francy. You don’t care, if you don’t find out? I mean, you feel it wouldn’t be disloyal to you?

MITCH: Kid, I was young myself once. I wouldn’t expect you to think about me, if you had a chance at as pretty a little piece as Francy. That is, I wouldn’t if I had time to think it over. If I found out sometime when you were handy I might pull your arms off and make you eat them, but not if I had time to think it over.

JOE: Okay, Mitch. If you find out. I’ll try not to be around when it happens. But listen, Mitch, there’s something more important.

MITCH: What, kid?

JOE: Mitch, I’m just asking this to find out. Don’t get excited.

How would you take it if I—changed my mind about going in with you and Dixie and Gus Bernstein?

MITCH: You’re kidding me, Joe. You can’t really mean that.

JOE: I—I don’t think I do, really. But I want to know. Just in case.

MITCH: (His face darkens; he takes a step toward Joe.) Why, you—you God damn punk, I think you mean it. And if you do—

JOE: (Stands his ground.) If I do, what? Providing I pay you back the dough you’ve advanced me? (At the start of this speech the figure of the ghost of Alvin Bailey, Joe’s father, has entered from the right; a green spotlight follows, bathing it in ghostly radiance.)

MITCH: (His face is black with anger; he takes another step toward Joe.) Kid, you try to pull something like that on me now and here’s what I’ll do to—

ALVIN BAILEY: Joe! (Mitch turns and sees the ghost behind him.)

JOE: Dad! What are you doing here? (Mitch starts to back away from the frightening figure, his face pale. He breaks suddenly and runs past Joe, heading for the wardrobe alongside which Francy is hiding; he jerks the door open and jumps inside, pulling the door closed again from inside the cabinet.)

ALVIN BAILEY: (Sepulchrally) Murderer. You killed me, Joe.

JOE: I know, I know. But what can I do about it now? I was just a kid; I was only six, and—I don’t remember for sure, but I must have hated you ever since that Christmas Eve when I saw you with—(He cringes.) with the—you know what I mean. Can you blame me for that?

ALVIN BAILEY: Do you still hate me, Joe?

JOE: No, no! I’m trying to make up for what I did. Can’t you see that that’s at least part of the reason why I—(Suddenly and with enough noise to make Joe stop talking and look, the picture on the wall over Francy’s hiding place flies back to reveal a trap door in the wall. Out of the hole in the wall projects the head of Dr. Janes, the psychologist whom Joe once visited.)

DR. JANES: Joe, you know better than that. (Points at ghost.) That is not your father!

JOE: You mean—?

DR. JANES: I mean this. Watch. (He extends both hands toward the ghost and addresses him very solemnly.) I conjure thee in the name of Adler, Freud and Holy Ghost. Be thyself! (The green light that has bathed the figure of Alvin Bailey fades. Bailey puts a hand to his head and stares at Joe in confusion.)

ALVIN BAILEY: Joey, Joey, what am I doing here? (The head and shoulders of Dr. Janes pull back into the wall; the trap door snaps shut; again it is the picture of the shepherd leading his sheep.)

JOE: You were telling me I killed you, calling me a murderer.

ALVIN BAILEY: (Horrified) Joey! My son! Are you crazy, or am I? You killed me? No! You didn’t, Joey, you didn’t!

JOE: I got you killed. I led the coppers to you.

ALVIN BAILEY: But not on purpose, Joey! You were a little boy. You were only six. You didn’t know what I was doing that night, you weren’t old enough to know. You were just a scared little boy that wanted his father.

JOE: Oh, Pop, I wish I could be sure of that. (He sits down on the bed again and drops his head into his hands.) I’ve tried to remember just what I thought that night—and I can’t! I can’t remember for sure whether I knew or not; I can’t remember what I was thinking.

ALVIN BAILEY: You weren’t thinking anything, Joey. You were a little six-year-old boy scared out of his wits by a nightmare. Oh, Joey, have you been blaming yourself all these years?

JOE: (Miserably) Yes. And because I blamed myself for getting the coppers to kill you, I got this—(He gets up and goes to the bureau; from the second drawer he takes the revolver and holster.) That’s why I’ve got this, Pop. Since I got you killed, I thought I’d have to—

ALVIN BAILEY: But you didn’t, Joey.

JOE: I—I don’t know, now. I thought I was sure. But, anyway, the cops killed you and I’ve hated cops ever since.

ALVIN BAILEY: Joe, the cops didn’t kill me! It was Montoya; he shot me when I tried to stop him from shooting at the cops.

JOE: But a policeman’s bullet hit you and then you fell.

ALVIN BAILEY: I was dead already, Joey. Montoya’s bullet killed me. But I was still on my feet a fraction of a second later when the policeman’s bullet hit. It hit a dead man, Joey. Montoya killed me. And, Joey—I can see into your mind a little bit now and I see you’ve got something else wrong.

JOE: What, Pop?

ALVIN BAILEY: You think I was a criminal, Joey. And I wasn’t. I mean, down deep I wasn’t, any more than you are. Oh, sure, I was bartender in a speakeasy and that was illegal, just like your selling pool tickets was illegal. But the only reason I went with Dutch and Montoya that night was that I was desperate for money. That wasn’t like now, Joey. That was in the bottom of the depression and I’d tried so long to get a job and I couldn’t get a job. If I could have got a job, Joey, I’d never have gone that night. And you can get a job, Joey; they’re easy to get in nineteen forty-eight, especially for a young man like you without a record.

JOE: YOU mean that was the only crime you ever committed?

ALVIN BAILEY: The only real one, yes. Just like you’ve committed one real one, Joey. I helped hold up a theater and you helped hold up a filling station. We’re even, Joey, on that. Except that you were lucky and I was unlucky. (The window has been opening since Alvin Bailey started to speak. Mrs. Gettleman looks in the window.)

MRS. CETTLEMAN: Joe Bailey! What are you doing with a ghost in your room! (She sees the holstered gun still in Joe’s hand.) And a gun! (She looks down behind the bed where Ellie is hiding.) And a woman! Joe Bailey, you’ll have to move out as soon as your week’s up. I’m giving notice to you right now. And get that ghost out of there at once!

ALVIN BAILEY: (Grinning) Joey, I guess I’d better go. Goodbye, son. (Exit, right.)

JOE: (Facing window) But Mrs. Gettleman, you don’t understand. That was my father, and you’ve driven him—(The window slams shut and Mrs. Gettleman vanishes. Joe faces right and calls.) Pop! Pop! Come on back. It’s all right now. (He stands a moment but when there is no answer and Alvin Bailey does not return, he walks to the wardrobe in which Mitch has been hiding and jerks open the door. Mitch steps out; he still looks pale and frightened.)

MITCH: Is that ghost gone, kid?

JOE: Yes. And you’ve got to go too. I’ve got something to think out and I don’t want you around while I do it. (He puts gun back in drawer as he talks and then picks up the hunting knife—which still lies beside the bed where he had dropped it when he rose to speak to Ellie—and puts it on top of the dresser.)

MITCH: You can’t get rid of me that easy, kid. I might want to help you decide whatever you’re trying to think out.

JOE: No, Mitch. Beat it.

MITCH: (Glaring at Joe but walking to side of stage) Okay, kid, if you feel that way about it after all I’ve done for you. You God-damn-well better decide the way I want you to decide, though. (He laughs, an ugly laugh.) Think I’ll toss you in something to remember me by. (He walks off, right, and a second later, while Joe still faces that way, Krasno is thrown bodily onto the stage from the right wing. He lands hard and lies there prone, panting. His face is covered with blood and he has obviously taken a terrible beating.)

JOE: Krazzy! What happened! Did Mitch—(He runs to Krazzy and helps him to his feet; Krazzy sways a bit but can stand.)

KRASNO: Who do you think did it, Santa Clans? Sure it was Mitch. It’s all right, kid; I’m not really hurt. He’ll do worse to you, if he can, but he won’t kill you. With him planning everything he’s planning, he isn’t going to lay himself open to a murder rap unless he has to. And unless he thinks you’re going to call copper on him, why would he have to?

(At the start of Krasno’s speech Francy peers out from behind the wardrobe. She smiles and starts to disrobe. She steps out of her shoes, peels off her stockings and starts to pull her dress off over her head. Neither Joe nor Krasno notice her.)

JOE: Gosh, Krazzy I’m sorry. Is—is there anything I can do for you?

KRASNO: Not for me, Joe, but for yourself. You can get out of this mess.

(Francy throws her dress and stockings across the top of the wardrobe; she takes off her brassiere.)

JOE: It sounds easy, Krazzy. But—there are so many angles. I’m in so deep already, in so many ways. Ellie’s lost already for one thing.

KRASNO: YOU can find her. If you try hard enough, you can find her.

(Francy takes off her panties and adds them and the brassiere to the dress and stockings on the wardrobe.)

JOE: And I haven’t got a job—oh, I suppose I can get one.

And all that money I owe Mitch and what I’d have to send back to the filling station—and the question what Mitch would do to me—and Francy—

KRASNO: Do you love Francy?

JOE: Well, no, not the way I love Ellie. But look—Francy’s coming here, any minute now. I’ll have Francy tonight and—(Francy, still standing with the wardrobe between her and the two men, smiles.)

KRASNO: But, Joe, if you go with Francy, you’ll be tied to Mitch and to crime because you’ll need money—or think you will. You can’t have Francy without having money.

JOE: Tonight I can. And oh God, she’s so beautiful, Krazzy. You should have seen her as I first saw her, lying there on the beach at Mitch’s, sun bathing, naked. I thought at first she had on a white bathing suit—just for a second—because her legs and arms were light golden tan and her body as white as milk and her breasts so round and beautiful and—I can almost see her like that now.

FRANCY: (Stepping into sight from behind wardrobe, stark naked) Almost, Joe? Why make it almost? Look at me, Joe. Think of tonight. What else matters, past tonight?

JOE: Francy!

(Ellie stands up behind the bed, first staring, then glaring, at Francy. She starts around the end of the bed.)

ELLIE: Joe! No! You love me, Joe, Remember, you love me.

(Joe doesn’t hear her. He takes a step toward Francy. Krasno takes Joe’s arm and tries to bold him back.)

FRANCY: (Smiling sensuously, beckoning) Kiss me, Joe.

(Ellie runs between them. She is tearing at her own clothes, trying to take them off, rip them off. Her dress rips down the front, is thrown aside.)

ELLIE: Joe, look at me. I’ve got a body, too. You’ll find as much pleasure in it as in Francy’s—more, because I love you. And I want you, Joe; I wanted you so bad I had to run away from you because—Am I not a woman, too, Joe? Am I not beautiful, too?

(Francy, trying to pull Ellie out of the way, grabs the back of Ellie’s bra; it pulls away in Francy’s hand. Ellie tears off her step-ins and she, too, stands naked before Joe. She seems even nakeder than Francy because she still wears her shoes and stockings.)

FRANCY: (Laughs scornfully.) Joe Bailey, if you’d rather have a dumb little dame like that—go ahead. But don’t forget what kind of a life she’ll tie you down to. And don’t forget I’m on my way here right now; I’ll be knocking on your door in a few minutes—and that you don’t even know where she is!

ELLIE: (Desperately, crying now) You can find me, Joe.

KRASNO: Don’t be a goddam fool, Joe. Sure you can find her. And are your pants so hot you can’t wait a little while for something worth waiting for? You fool, Joe, Ellie loves you.

(Joe backs away from both of them, sitting down on the bed as he sat at the opening of the scene. He drops his head into his hands.)

JOE: Lay off of me, Krazzy. Lay off of me!


(Two figures re-enter simultaneously, Alvin Bailey from the left and Mitch from the right. The five of them crowd around Joe—Ellie and Francy, both naked; Krasno, Mitch, Alvin Bailey. None of them pays any attention to any other, all are looking at and talking to Joe Bailey who, with his hands over his face, now sees none of them but still hears what they say.)

KRASNO: Lay off of yourself, kid. Give yourself a break.

MITCH: (Blackly) Kid, you saw what happened to Krasno, didn’t you? Well, you rat on me now and God help you. I’ll put you in the hospital so long that you’ll be an old man when you get out.

ALVIN BAILEY: Joey, Joey! You aren’t a criminal, you can’t be one! Joey!

FRANCY: Tonight, Joey. And I’m coming up the stairs now. I’ll be here in a minute, less than a minute. Really here, Joey. In the flesh. Think of kissing these breasts, Joe, of—

ELLIE: (Sobbing) But you love me, Joe. And I love you. Oh, Joe, don’t—

FRANCY: Not even hours, Joe! Here and now, in half a minute, I’ll knock on your door. I’ll come in if you ask me. If you kiss me—as you did that time in the car, why—Joe, you can have me here and now, besides tonight at Lake Geneva! Within minutes, Joe!

ELLIE: No, Joe, no! It’s not that I’m jealous—although there’s that, too. But if you answer when Francy knocks, you’re—you are in too deep, Joe. You’ll never get out. You’ll go ahead and be a criminal. You won’t be able to change your mind after that. Francy won’t let you.

JOE: (Speaking without looking up) Let me alone, Ellie. We had our chance. We didn’t take it.

MITCH: Kid, God help you if you try to back out on me now!

JOE: (Still without looking up, wearily) Shut up, Mitch. You’re not in on my deciding this.

ALVIN BAILEY: Joey!

(Ellie drops to her knees in front of Joe. He looks up, for the first time since he has sat down on the bed and his eyes, on a level with hers, stare at her as though he never saw her before. He is looking at her face, into her eyes, not at her body.)

ELLIE: (Softly) I love you, Joe.


JOE: Can I find you, Ellie? Is it too late? I love you, Ellie.

ELLIE: I love you, Joe. What more can I say than—

(There is a knock at the door. As at a signal the other five besides Joe suddenly run to the wings—Mitch and Francy left; Alvin Bailey, Krasno and Ellie right. By the second knock, a second or less after the first, Joe Bailey is alone on the stage. He stands up and looks at the door uncertainly. A third knock. Very quietly, he sits back down on the bed. A pause of several seconds and then a fourth knock, louder, and with a final sound to it.)

FRANCY’S VOICE: (From beyond door) Joe!

(Joe sits very quietly and does not answer. After a few seconds more, we hear the click of high heels moving away from the door and then starting down a flight of stairs. For seconds after the footsteps have died away to silence, nothing happens. Joe sits still. Slowly from the right wing floats a lighted candle; it comes about ten feet onto the stage and stops, poised about four feet above the floor. It burns steadily and does not flicker. Lights on that side of the stage dim and a vague shadowy figure follows the candle out on stage; it is a shadow, but it holds something in its hand that gleams brightly in the flickering light of the candle, something that might be a hatchet or an ax. The shadow figure stops halfway between the right wing and the floating candle. The bright blade moves back and forth slowly in a small arc, a menacing arc.

Joe Bailey sits facing forward, an exalted look on his face; he does not turn and see the candle and the chopper. Instead, as the curtain falls slowly, he rises and walks toward the bureau. Neither the candle nor the chopper moves and, unless the Curtain rustles, there is no sound whatsoever as it falls.)
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The last evening. The first hurdle was past; Francy was gone. And by now she’d be driving away and it would be too late to get her back even if he weakened. Now or any other time. He knew that Francy wasn’t the kind of girl you’d have a second chance to get after standing her up once.

Joe Bailey opened the second drawer of the dresser. He took out the gun and the holster and stood looking at them for a second. He took the gun out of the holster and unloaded it. He put the bullets back into a box of them that had been in the drawer beside the gun. He got newspaper out of another drawer and made a package of gun, holster and box of bullets.

Paper and a pen. He sat down at the table with them. He poised the pen over the paper and hesitated.

What?—“To the Police: If I am killed, Stanislaus Mitchell is the man who—”

The hell with it. If Mitch killed him, what would be to gain? What satisfaction that Mitch might—or might not—spend most of the rest of his life in jail? No worse than that, for there is no capital punishment in Wisconsin. And Mitch would live longer in jail than out of it, probably. And what would it matter to Joe, either way? Nothing.

He stared at the still blank paper. Write to Ellie, telling her what he was going to do? Send it care of Mike, hoping Mike would forward it? No, nothing to be gained there either. If he survived the encounter with Mitch, he’d find her. If he didn’t, getting any letter he might write would only make her feel worse.

Write to Ray? Why? Ray had enough trouble of his own; Ray’s tragedy—Jeannie with less than a year to live—dwarfed his own problem to insignificance. Why bother Ray?

There was only one thing to write that was worth writing. He wrote it:

I. O. U. $270. Joe Bailey

He folded the paper and put it into his coat pocket.

He thought: Obit for Joe Bailey—I. O. U. $270.

He walked back to the dresser and looked at himself in the mirror. He looked calm, he thought. Almost too calm.

Anything else before he left? His eyes, looking about the room, fell finally on the hunting knife in its sheath lying on top of the dresser. Yes, that. Then Mitch wouldn’t beat him up. He might kill him, but he wouldn’t beat him up.

He picked up the hunting knife and held it a moment. Then, quickly, he unfastened his belt and ran it through the loop of the sheath. He buttoned his coat over it and stepped back from the mirror to see if the knife showed. It didn’t. He unbuttoned the top button of his coat to see if that would enable him to draw the knife quickly, and it did. He looked at the reflection in the mirror of himself holding the knife and thought; hell, I probably wouldn’t use it, no matter what Mitch does. But my having it just might stop him from doing anything short of shooting me.

He put the knife back into the sheath. Another look about the room. The chromolithograph of the shepherd leading his flock. The enlarged photograph of the dry goods store with Leiber and Hennig lettered on the windows. For the hundreth, and last, time he wondered vaguely who Leiber and Hennig were or had been.

He went down the stairs. As he passed the phone he thought momentarily of phoning old Krasno at the Antlers to tell him what he’d decided. No, he’d wait and tell Krasno afterwards, if it all came out all right.

It was still not quite seven o’clock when he left the building. He crossed to the south side of the street to have a better chance of catching an inbound empty cab. One came along almost right away, and he hailed it.

Getting rid of the gun was the next thing; he wanted it irrevocably gone by the time he saw Mitch. He took the cab only to Plankinton and Wells; from there he walked across the Wells Street bridge. Halfway across he leaned over the railing and. at a moment when no other pedestrian was near, dropped the package containing the gun and bullets into the dark waters of the Milwaukee River. Across the bridge, he was able to catch another cab within a block.

He gave the address of Mitch’s apartment on Prospect and then sat back in the cab and tried not to think. No use thinking now, no use planning, until he found out whether he was going to get out of Mitch’s apartment alive.

The cab swung in to the curb.

“Will you wait?” he asked the driver.

“Have to charge you waiting time if I do. How long?”

“I don’t know,” Joe said. He took out his wallet and found two singles and handed them to the driver. “If I’m not down by the time that much waiting time is used up, don’t wait any longer.”

The dome light of the cab showed Joe’s face to the driver.‘The driver said, “Sure. That’ll cover quite a while; the fare was only—say, are you all right? Your face looks—uh—pretty pale.”

“I’m all right,” Joe said.

He got out of the cab and went into the apartment building. There was an elevator, but it wasn’t at the first floor level. Mitch’s apartment was on the third and Joe walked. Rapidly up the first flight of stairs and slowly up the second. For the first time he remembered that Dixie Ehlers and Gus Bernstein, the man from Chicago, were to be at Mitch’s this evening. But maybe it was too early for them to be there; it was only seven-twenty. He hoped they wouldn’t be. Then he hoped they would.

He rang the bell of Mitch’s apartment and waited.

The door opened and Mitch stood there. “Joe,” he said, a bit surprised. “Look, kid, the poker game isn’t till ten or eleven o’clock. Glad you decided to come, but—well, we’re still talking. Can you kill some time and come back in a couple of hours? We’ll be through talking by then, even if the poker game isn’t—Say, Joe, is something wrong with you? What’s the matter?”

“Nothing’s the matter, Mitch,” Joe said. “I’m all right. From your point of view that’s all wrong, but I’m all right. Listen, Mitch, I’m quitting.”

Mitch’s face darkened. His hand shot out and caught Joe’s shoulder, pulling him inside the apartment. His other hand slammed the door behind them. He said, “Listen, Joe, I told you—” His fingers tightened, dug into Joe’s shoulder, much harder than they’d dug in across the booth at the tavern. They hurt like hell.

Joe said, “Cut it, Mitch. Look down.”

Mitch looked down and saw the bright blade of the knife, its point lightly touching his shirt just above the belt buckle. He let go of Joe’s shoulder and jumped back.

He said, “What the hell, Joe?”

Joe said, “Keep your hands off me; that’s all. Shoot me if you want to, but keep your hands off me.”

“Shoot you? Listen, Joe, what the hell’s wrong with you?”

“Dixie and Bernstein both in there?”

“Sure. In the next room. What—?” Mitch watched the knife blade warily. His face looked just a little greenish.

“Let’s go,” Joe said. “Let’s get it over with.”

Mitch backed away as though he didn’t dare turn his back to the knife. Joe followed, keeping the distance between them. Mitch backed through the doorway. Past him, Joe could see Dixie and Gus Bernstein in the living room beyond the foyer. Dixie was on the sofa, Bernstein leaning forward in an overstuffed chair.

Suddenly there was a gun in Dixie’s hand. It wasn’t Maggie; Dixie had been traveling light tonight. It was a thirty-eight like the one Joe had just dropped into the Milwaukee River.

Joe grinned at him. He said, “Hi, Dixie.” His eyes flicked quickly back to Mitch, who was closest. But Mitch was still backing away from the knife.

Bernstein’s hand was in his coat pocket, but whether it was on a gun or not Joe didn’t know. It didn’t matter, and if Bernstein had one he didn’t bother to draw it after a quick cross glance at Dixie and the sight of Dixie’s revolver leveled at Joe’s chest.

Bernstein said disgustedly. “Jesus Christ, a psycho. Mitch, you saddle us with a psycho. That’s all we need, a psycho.”

Joe said, “Hi, Gus. Tell ’em, Mitch.”

Mitch had kept backing until he was between Bernstein and Dixie. Then, seeing Dixie’s gun, he stopped. He said, “Joe says he wants to quit, that’s all. Why the frog-sticker, I don’t know.”

Joe realized that he was still holding the knife slightly out in front of him; he dropped his hand to his side. He said, “Just that I’m not going to let you beat me up, Mitch. Tell Dixie to shoot if you want to. But keep your God damn hands off me otherwise. If anyone touches me without shooting me first, somebody’s going to be cut up.”

Mitch shook his head slowly. “I don’t get it, Joe. After all I did for you—”

“All you did for me was advance me money, and I’m going to pay it back. Here’s an I. O. U. for the exact amount. Mitch. It boils down to the fact that I’ve changed my mind. And there’s only one question: What are you going to do about it?”

“God damn it, Joe,” Mitch said. “I don’t get it.”


Bernstein laughed. “You don’t get it,” he said viciously to Mitch. “I get it all right. I took your word for letting the kid in on things and you turn out to be crazier than he is. look at his face. He’s a psycho.”

Joe said, “There’s only one point to be settled. Shoot me, or don’t. This knife isn’t going to stand up against Dixie’s gun. There’s only one thing you’re not going to do to me, and that’s anything less than killing me. That’s all this knife’s good for.”

Dixie said, “Mitch?”

Mitch’s face had calmed down now. The anger was out of it and it was calculating. He said, “We’ll talk it over. Keep the gun on him, Dix. Shoot him if he moves—forward or backward, either one. What do you think?”

Dixie said, “I’m thinking.”

“That job you did with the kid. Can he pin it on you?”

Dixie shook his head slowly. “My word against his. The mooch couldn’t identify either of us. Not that I’d want to be picked up for it.” He looked questioningly at Joe.

Joe said, “Don’t worry, Dixie. I’m not going to talk. Laugh if you want to, but I’m going to send back my share of it. But anonymously, and you can worry about your share.”

Bernstein looked at Mitch and laughed shortly. He didn’t have to repeat “A psycho.” His laugh did it for him. He asked, “Does he-know any of our plans? Anything?”

Mitch said, “No. What do you think, Bernie?”

“By me it’s off, either way. Deal me out. If he calls copper, they’ll be on us like a ton of bricks; we’ll need alibis any time an ice cream cone is swiped from a kid during recess at school, and we can’t be sure he won’t if we let him out of here. And if you shoot him—or tell Dixie to—I’m still out He’s your boy, Mitch; they’ll trace him to you and ask too many questions if he turns up with a hole in his head. Be sides, don’t you see he’s practically asking for it?”

“So what?”


“So he probably left a note or told seven people he was coming here and who to talk to if something happened. The hell with it. I’m going back to Chi.”

“Now, Bernie—”

“I tell you, Mitch, I’m out of it. Has he got anything on you?”

Mitch said, “Dixie?”

“I’m with Gus. Mitch, whether we shoot him or not, Milwaukee’s going to be too hot for a while.”

Joe felt a little dizzy, but he was leaning back against the jamb of the door, so it didn’t show. Something white was lying on the rug in front of him; it was the I. O. U. he had written for Mitch. He didn’t remember dropping it, but there it lay, so he must have. But the knife was still in his right hand, his fingers gripping the hilt of it so hard that they hurt. Things were blurring a little. Mitch and Bernstein were out of focus slightly and so was Dixie’s face. Only Dixie’s revolver was clear and sharp. He almost wished Dixie would shoot and get it over with. But they were still talking.

Then Mitch was saying, “Get the hell out of here, Bailey.” It was the first time Mitch had ever called him Bailey instead of Joe or kid. He was thinking about that and didn’t even move until Mitch said, “Get the hell out of here, I said.”

He heard Bernstein laughing as he backed out, backed all they way to the outer door with the knife ready so Mitch wouldn’t come after him.

Then he was in the cab, without any clear memory of having walked down two flights of stairs. And the cab was moving so he must have given directions to the driver although he didn’t have any memory of that at all. He remembered suddenly about the knife and quickly glanced down to see if it was still in his hand, but it wasn’t. A quick gesture assured him that it was back in the sheath on his belt and that his coat was buttoned over it. Everything was under control and he must even have told the cab driver where to go. He held out his hands and looked at them; they were shaking a bit but that was understandable after the risk he’d taken in Mitch’s apartment. But that had been worth it; this way there was a clean break and he didn’t worry now about Mitch coming after him or anything. If Mitch had wanted him shot, it could have been done there and then with less risk than at any later time and place. No more worry even about being beaten up. Undoubtedly that had been Mitch’s first thought, but the knife had saved him. And once his first blind temper had abated, Mitch would see he had nothing to gain by coming after him.

Yes he was through with Mitch, completely, except for sending him the money to cover that I. O. U., and he wouldn’t have to see him personally to do that.

The cab was pulling up to the curb in front of the Dinner Gong restaurant. Joe could see through the window even before the cab stopped that Mike Dravich wasn’t behind the cash register. But Mike just might be still at the back so he told the driver to wait. He ran into the restaurant.

“Where’s Mike?” he asked the first waitress he saw.

She glanced back at the clock. “Ought to be here in about twenty minutes,” she said. “Said he’d be back at eight.”

“Where is he now? Home, at the Tower Hotel?”

“I don’t know. Maybe.”

He realized he hadn’t asked this waitress about Ellie. “Do you know where Ellie Dravich went?”

“Who? Mister, I just started work here today.”

Then Mike had hired her to replace Ellie. He thanked her and ran back to the cab. “Tower Hotel,” he said. It was only a few blocks, but as long as he’d told the taxi to wait, he might as well use it.

He knew the number of Mike’s three-room apartment at the hotel. Back while the numbers game had been going hot, he’d taken tickets up to Mike several times on days Mike hadn’t gone to the restaurant. So he took the elevator up without having to announce himself at the desk and risking Mike’s refusal, via telephone, to see him.

He rang Mike’s bell. Mike opened the door and Joe walked in and closed it behind him. Mike’s surprise, his involuntary step backward, enabled him to do it. Joe said, “Listen, Mike. I want—”

“Get the hell out of here!”

“Mike, listen! I’ve got to have Ellie’s address. It’s all right now; everything has changed. But I’ve got to know—”

Surprisingly Mike had taken another step backwards. He said. “All right, Joe.” His voice was strange.

Joe didn’t get it. Alongside where Mike stood now was Mike’s desk. There was a letter rack on the desk, with a number of letters—they looked like personal rather than business letters—neatly arranged in it. If Ellie had written him, the letter would be in that rack, surely.

But Mike wasn’t turning toward the desk; he was backing toward the door of the other room. He said, “Listen, Joe, I can get you Ellie’s address, but I’ll have to phone the restaurant for it. I had a letter from her, but it came to me there and—will you wait just a minute?”

Joe said, “Sure.”

It was easy, too easy. Something was wrong with the way Mike was acting. Mike had kept facing him until he was nearly to the door of the other room, then he went through quickly and closed the door behind him. Quietly, his footsteps making no sound on the rug, Joe started toward the door after him.

He didn’t get all the way there, the first try. The mirror in the wall beside the door stopped him. He caught sight of himself in it. His suit coat wasn’t buttoned any more and the sheathed knife in his belt showed plainly. And his tie was twisted way around to one side; that must have happened when Mitch had grabbed his shoulder. Good God! No wonder Mike—

He buttoned his coat and straightened his tie as he went closer to the door and put his car near it. Mike’s voice was soft, but he could hear it. “Police? This is Mike Dravich, Tower Hotel, Apartment number—”

Joe backed away. He tiptoed to the letter rack and took the envelopes out of it. Yes, second from the top. Ellie’s handwriting. He’d seen it only twice—once on the note she’d left pinned to her door, once on and in the letter she’d sent to him the afternoon she’d left town—Lord, yesterday afternoon; it seemed like weeks—but he knew it as well as he knew his own handwriting. Postmarked Racine, Wisconsin, 8:00 P.M., September 9. And there was a return address in the upper corner, but he didn’t take time to read it; Mike might be back any second. He stuffed the letter into his inside coat pocket and put the other letters back in the rack, trying to make them look just as they had before.

He was back standing where he’d been standing, just inside the closed outer door, when Mike came back.

Mike still looked nervous. He said, “They can’t find the letter right away, Joe. They’re looking for it and they’ll call back in a few minutes. Sit down for a minute.”

Joe didn’t want Mike to suspect that he knew what the call had really been so he pretended to hesitate before he shook his head. He said, “Thanks a lot, Mike, but I’ve got to be somewhere right away. I’ll drop in the restaurant later for it; if you’re not there they can give it to me.”

“Wait, Joe; they’ll call back in just a minute.”

In just a minute the cops would be here and he’d have a sweet time explaining that knife. Joe shook his head and backed out. He said, “I can’t wait, Mike, I’ll drop in the restaurant later.”

He was outside and going down the stairs before Mike could say anything more. He rounded the corner to Wisconsin Avenue quickly, almost running.

It was still seven minutes of eight, and he knew that the North Shore Line trains for Racine left every hour on the hour. And he was at Eleventh and Wisconsin, five blocks from the station. He wouldn’t be able to make it on foot. He ran diagonally across Wisconsin Avenue so he could hail an inbound cab on the south side of the street. He got one within two minutes; it made the lights and got him there on the dot of eight.

The fare was thirty-five cents but he didn’t wait for change out of a dollar; he sprinted into and through the station. The train was half a minute late in pulling out and he made it.

He found a seat next to a window and sat down, breathing hard, but very happy, happier than he could remember ever having been before. He was on his way now to Ellie; he’d be in Racine in about forty minutes. He’d be seeing Ellie within an hour if his luck held out.

He remembered the letter and took it out of his pocket. The return address was the Cleveland Hotel, 610 Winetka Street. The letter was already slit across the top; he hesitated only a moment about opening it. There might be something in it he should know before he saw Ellie and she hadn’t been close enough to her uncle for the letter to be extremely personal. As long as he’d stolen it, he might as well read it.

It was just a brief note. It read: Dear Uncle Mike: Just to let you know where I’m staying, the Cleveland Hotel. Just for a few days. I’ll start looking for a job tomorrow. If I find one and like it, I’ll look for a regular room somewhere and let you know as soon as I have a permanent address or if I decide not to stay in Racine. I hope you found another girl to take my place. I’m awfully sorry I had to leave you without notice. And thanks again. Ellie.

Good, he thought. She’d still be at the hotel, then. She wasn’t going to look for another room right away.

He put the letter back into his pocket and relaxed in the seat. He thought that if Ellie would marry him, maybe it would be a good idea if they both stayed in Racine. It would be a clean break from Milwaukee and he could find a job there as easily as anywhere else, probably. He started to wonder what kind of job he’d look for, and then shoved that to the back of his mind. It didn’t matter; anything would do to start. He’d live anywhere, do anything, to have Ellie.

At the Racine station, he hurried to a phone booth and called the Cleveland Hotel. Yes, Ellie Dravich was registered there, but her room didn’t answer.

He went outside and caught a cab for the hotel. Surely, she wouldn’t be out late. Possibly, on her first—no her second—night in a strange town she’d gone to a movie. Or, just possibly, she’d found a job on her first day of looking for one and was working an evening shift. He groaned, thinking that she might be away until midnight or even one or two o’clock if that was the case.

The Cleveland was as he’d expected, a small inexpensive hotel, a walk-up. There wasn’t any lobby where he could wait. Well, there was an easy answer to that; a room couldn’t cost much. It had been only minutes since he’d phoned for Ellie so he didn’t ask for her again. He asked for a room instead.

“Dollar and a half, sir. In advance, if you don’t have baggage.”

He paid it and signed the register, noticing Ellie’s signature half a dozen names up the page. Her room number was 302. Good, he could rap on her door once in a while without having to make the desk clerk curious with room-to-room phone calls. He felt even more cheerful when the clerk turned the register around and wrote 305 after his own signature. He’d be almost across the hall from Ellie; if he left his own door ajar he could probably hear when she came in.

There wasn’t any bellboy to escort him; the clerk merely gave him the key and directions to his room. Joe walked up. He found 302 first and tapped lightly on the door but Ellie was still out. That didn’t disappoint him; he hadn’t really expected her to have come home in the few minutes that had elapsed before his phone call and his arrival.

He went to his own room and looked at it. It was a cheap hotel room like any cheap hotel room. He left the door a few inches ajar and sat down on the bed to wait. Someone in the room next to his started to draw a tub of water. The sound was so loud that he couldn’t hear footsteps outside if there were any to hear. He went to the door of his room and looked both ways along the hall but no one was in sight. Down the hall just past his room there was a glass case mounted on the wall. He shuddered a little, knowing what those glass cases in hotels like this one always contained—a hose and a fire-ax. Fire-axes were horrible-looking things; he’d always averted his eyes whenever he walked past a glass case like that, knowing what would be in it.

It had been only a few minutes, but Ellie could have come in without his hearing it, with that water running. He went to her door and rapped on it again. There wasn’t any answer.

He went back to his own room and stood leaning against the jamb of the door until the water stopped running next door and he could hear. Then he sat on the bed again. He wondered why he was so nervous and jittery. He held out his hand and found that it was still shaking a little. Not much, but it wasn’t steady.

Hell, it was probably still reaction after the scene with Mitch and Bernstein and Dixie. That was still only a couple of hours ago. And no use denying, even to himself, that he’d been scared stiff. But it had been damn lucky, he felt now, that all three of them had been there. If he’d faced it out against Mitch alone, he’d still be worried what the reaction of the others would be when Mitch told them. This way, he’d got it over with all at once. He didn’t have a thing to worry about now.

Except what Ellie was going to say. And why was he worried about that? He wasn’t. She’d said in her letter to him that she loved him. And now that he wanted to get a job, to marry her, to do things her way because it was the right way, why should that worry him? Yesterday she’d loved him; surely she couldn’t have changed her mind in a single day. And she’d run away from him, but not in anger—he needn’t doubt that she’d give him a hearing. And believe what he told her. Especially as he’d almost leaned backwards to be honest with her all along.

After ten minutes he went to her door again, knowing that he was being ridiculous, knowing that a door couldn’t have opened and closed that near his own door without his having heard it.

He went back to his room and sat down again, feeling hollow inside. And suddenly he realized why: he was hollow inside! He hadn’t eaten a bite in over twelve hours! He’d had breakfast around nine and hadn’t eaten since. He’d been getting hungry by the time he left Mitch’s tavern but Francy had been picking him up sometime between six and seven so he’d deliberately refrained from eating so he could eat with Francy somewhere on the way to Lake Geneva. No wonder he felt a little funny by now.

He left his room and walked downstairs to find a restaurant. Funny, he thought, if he happened to walk into one Ellie was working in, while she was on duty. Not that that was likely to happen, but it could.
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He was only a dozen steps from the door of the hotel, walking toward the main street, when he saw her coming. She had just turned the corner, a quarter of a block away. She hadn’t seen him yet.

He hurried his steps; she still hadn’t noticed him by the time they were only a few yards apart,

“Ellie!” he said.

She saw him then all right. “Joe!” Surprise and happiness were about equally blended in her voice. And then they’d both stopped, and Joe’s hands were on her shoulders. He talked fast, to ward off any rebuke for his having followed and found her.

“Ellie darling, it’s all right; everything has changed. I found out how much I love you and I’ve broken with Mitch and I’m going to take a job so we can get married if you’ll marry me.”

“Oh, Joe! Do you really—? Where can we talk, Joe? We can’t stand here.”

“Your room?”

“We couldn’t. They wouldn’t let you come up with me. Unless—no, I couldn’t suddenly change the registration; I registered as Miss.”

“We can change that at Waukegan. We can get there in an hour or two and get married right away. Or if you want to talk first—and I want you to be sure, Ellie—we can go into the hotel separately and I can come to your room. I took a room there too—just across the hall from yours.”

“Oh. Where were you going just now?”

Joe grinned. “A very unromantic errand, Ellie. I had a busy day, getting straightened out, and haven’t eaten anything since breakfast.”

“Then you’re going to eat right now, Joe Bailey. I won’t even talk about getting married to a man who’s starving. Come on.” She took his arm and started back the way she had come.

“Anywhere you say, Ellie,” he told her. “But the nearest place would be the best.”

“Can you walk two blocks?”

“If I have to.”

“You have to, then. On my way home from the movie just now, I passed such an interesting little place that I almost decided to stop in by myself, but I wasn’t really hungry, so I didn’t.”


“And a good thing. Look what you’d have missed.”

“Uh-huh. Such a romantic-looking dimly lighted little restaurant, nothing but candlelight—” She was looking up at his face. “Why, Joe, what’s the matter?”

“Nothing,” Joe said. “Or—well, I’ll tell you later. It’s all right now. Are you working, Ellie?”

“I found a job, but I don’t start till Monday. I’ve two full days free before then. But, Joe, your face changed—kind of tightened up—just a minute ago when I was talking about that restaurant. What was it I said?”

“It’s nothing, Ellie. Well—I suppose I might as well tell you now. It was when you said ‘candlelight’; I’ve had a—you know what a phobia is?”

“Like acrophobia, when you’re afraid of high places? I have that, a little. I guess most people have. And some people are afraid of closed places; I forget what that’s called.”

“Claustrophobia. I’m afraid of—of candles and axes. That sounds silly, doesn’t it? But I know how the phobia started, and I’m getting over it. I used to have nightmares about them, but I don’t any more. It’s something I’m growing out of.”

“Joe, then we’ll go to another restaurant.”

“No, I want to go there. Look, Ellie, this is something childish that I’ve got to get over, and there’s no time like now for starting. And besides, I’m almost completely over it.”

“But maybe you shouldn’t—”

“I should. And I’m going to tell you all about it tonight. It’ll do me good to talk about it. I guess one reason I didn’t get over it sooner and more completely is that I’ve never talked about it. Not even to Ray. Except once to a psychologist that my mother took me to see, and he explained it all to me. Is this the place?”

“Yes. Are you sure—”

“Sure, Ellie. Come on.”

He was ready for the candles and the candlelight and it didn’t bother him, much. He led Ellie to a booth and kept his eyes on Ellie and then, after the waitress came to them, on the menu, not looking directly at the candle until after they’d ordered. He turned and deliberately looked at it, then, and it was all right. He didn’t feel anything at all.

He grinned at Ellie. “See; it’s all right now. Cured.”

“That’s wonderful, Joe. Do you want to tell me—”

“Sure.” He told her. The nursery rhyme. His waking up out of deep sleep to see the candle and the figure with the chopper.

“How horrible, Joe.” She put her hand on his.

He told her about the nightmares he’d had as a child. “But it’s all over now. I can even say that nursery rhyme now without worrying about it. Listen: Here comes a candle to light you to bed. And here comes a chopper to chop off your head. But that’s one rhyme we’re not going to teach our children if we have any. Are we going to have any, Ellie? I mean, do you want children?”

“I think one or two maybe. But not right away. We’re young, Joe, even to get married, let alone have children right away.”

“But you will marry me?” He was looking at her anxiously, but hurried on before she could answer. “Wait. Ellie. Don’t answer yet. There’s something I’ve got to tell you first.”

He told her, briefly, everything that mattered about the entanglement with Mitch and the one crime he’d participated in.

“It puts us off to a bad start, Ellie. Over three hundred dollars in the hole. I’m going to pay back that two-seventy to Mitch and I’m going to send back, anonymously, the fifty that was my share of the holdup. If you’d rather wait to marry me until I’m in the clear—”

“Don’t be silly, Joe. Think how much faster we could pay it back if we’re both working, and married.”


He sighed with relief. “I hoped you’d say that, Ellie. It’s true—and besides it would have been awful to have to wait. And—about waiting; shall we go on to Waukegan tonight and get married?”

She hesitated. “Let’s go tomorrow, Joe.”

“But, Ellie—”

She put her hand on his again and smiled. “Haven’t I told you I love you, Joe? We—we won’t need separate rooms tonight even if we wait till tomorrow to—make it official.”

“You’re wonderful, Ellie. And I was such a damn fool. My God, let’s get out of here. I haven’t even kissed you yet.”

“Can’t you lean across the table Joe?”

“No, I want the first one to be a real one, without a table between us. And anyway here comes the waitress with our check. And gives me an idea.” He leaned toward the candle and blew it out.

“Joe, what?”

“Shhh. You’ll find out.”

The check was two dollars and ten cents. Joe put three dollars in the waitress’ change tray and smiled up at her. He said, “That’s even, if you don’t notice a minor theft that’s going to happen.” He took the six inches of unburned candle out of the wall bracket and wrapped it in a paper napkin, then put it in his pocket.

The waitress obviously didn’t notice. She said, “Thank you, sir,” and left them.

Ellie frowned at him. “Joe, you’re silly. Tipping ninety cents to get a nickel’s worth of candle.”

“A honeymoon by candlelight. What’s ninety cents, Ellie?” He reached across the table and smoothed out her frown with a gentle finger. “After tomorrow we’ll start worrying about having money.”

“All right Joe. Are you ready?”


Joe was ready. They walked arm in arm back to the hotel. Joe waited outside, out of sight of the desk clerk, a few minutes after Ellie had gone in, so they wouldn’t be seen going up together. Five minutes by his watch, but it seemed like five hours.
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It was a wonderful kiss, worth waiting for; he was glad now that he hadn’t kissed her across the table at the restaurant. Rut it ended in minor anticlimax; “Joe, what on earth—?” And looked down at his coat front at the level of his belt.

Joe laughed. “Good Lord, I’m still wearing the knife I bluffed Mitch down with.” He took it out of the sheath and showed it to her. “Won it on a punchboard once. But now we ought to have it framed; it probably saved me a hell of a beating tonight.”

He put it down on the night stand and put out his arms again, and Ellie came into them.

“Oh, Ellie, I was such a damn fool.”

“I was, too, Joe, to run away.”

“No, Ellie. If you hadn’t, maybe I wouldn’t have seen things straight in time. Ellie, shall we—?”

“Yes, Joe. Yes.”

He took the candle from his pocket and unwrapped the paper napkin from around it. He looked at Ellie. “Do you mind, Ellie? I’d I’d like to light it and leave it lit. I think it would be wonderful to go to bed by candlelight. And—Lord, if there’s even a trace of my phobia left, there wouldn’t be after that.”

Ellie lighted it, putting it upright in the middle of an ashtray so it could bum itself out without setting fire to anything, and Joe turned out the electric light.

“It’s beautiful,” he said. “Dim and—just right. Put it on the dresser?” He laughed. “Here comes a candle to light me to bed. Oh, Ellie, that’s beautiful now. Everything’s beautiful.”

Everything was very beautiful.

* * *

It was a little after midnight when he woke, or almost woke; not that he knew or cared what time it was. He was warm, tired, happy, snuggled up against Ellie’s body. He moved enough to put his arm back around her and cup her breast in his hand. Still half asleep, he snuggled more closely against her, knowing only that he was more happy, more contented, than he had ever been before in his life.

There was dim light against his closed eyelids, but he didn’t remember or care what it was.

Drifting. Nine-tenths asleep now. The light. Oh, yes; here comes a candle to light you to bed. Beautiful, but—He stirred restlessly. There was something that came after that. Something horrible, but he couldn’t remember what it was. The candle was beautiful, he knew now; he’d been afraid of it, too, but it was the other thing, not the candle, the—forget it. Go back to sleep.

Don’t remember, try not to remember, But you’re going to remember; you’re dreaming—no, you’re awake. All right, get it off your mind. The rest of it. You know. Here comes a chopper to chop off your head. Only that’s silly; there isn’t any chopper. Why not? There’d been a candle to light him to bed. Was it still there, still burning? The dim light against his closed eyelids. Too near asleep to open them. Forget. Closer to Ellie. There isn’t any—

The loud sudden knock at the door.

He sat up, and Ellie was sitting up, too, and he clamped his hand quickly over her mouth so she wouldn’t scream or wouldn’t say anything that—whoever or whatever was out side the door would hear.

The knock again, louder. Ellie as scared as he; she was rigid, not struggling to get loose from his tight hold. Be very quiet. Someone outside saying something, footsteps. Going away? A crash of glass. Footsteps coming back. The knock again.

He glanced in sudden stark terror at the candle and then back at the door just as the crashing sound came and the bright blade of the ax bit clear through the thin wood on the first stroke and caught the gleam of candlelight.

The candle that lighted him to bed.

And here comes.

He let go of Ellie but only to save her first. He grabbed for the knife lying on the night stand beside the bed—

The blade of the chopper came through the door again.



    Psychopathic Killer Slays Girl, Self

RACINE, WIS., Sept. 11 (AP)—Shortly after midnight last night police broke their way into the hotel room of Ellen Dravich, 19, Milwaukee, seconds too late to prevent a murder and a suicide. Joseph Bailey, 19, also of Milwaukee, fatally stabbed Miss Dravich and then himself while police, after their knocking had not been answered, were chopping through the door with a fire-ax from a case in the hotel corridor.

The police were acting on information from Mike Dravich, Milwaukee, an uncle of the murdered girl. Early in the evening, according to Dravich, Bailey had called on him and demanded the address of his niece, who had left Milwaukee the day before in order to avoid the unwelcome attentions of Bailey.

Appeared Demented

Dravich said Bailey appeared to be demented and had had a knife in his possession. He had refused to give Bailey the address and had called police, but had been unable to detain Bailey until the police arrived.

Dravich had gone to his restaurant on Wells St. after that and had worked until almost midnight. On his return to his room at the Tower Hotel he recalled that a letter from Miss Dravich had been on a desk in the room in which Bailey had been alone for a few minutes. He looked for the letter and found Bailey had stolen it.


Squad Car Sent

He immediately called the police to tell them Bailey had obtained the address and he feared for the girl’s safety. Milwaukee police phoned Racine police and a squad car was dispatched to the hotel, arriving just too late to prevent the crime.

Both Miss Dravich and Bailey died immediately.

Bailey was not known to Milwaukee police and does not appear on their records but, according to Dravich, he was a small-time criminal and a hanger-on of the numbers racket.
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