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Dedication. . .

To my threre aunts, the Ritter Sisters, who never allowed me to be
homesick:

Bertie Mae, who loved me and gave me her spare change.
Frankie, the big sister I never had, who read to me.
Teener, who scrubbed me 'til the hide was gone, and told me tales I never

forgot.
Etemal love and eratitude . . .
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Preface. . .

Mountains have a tender.rcy 1o shape the peoplc who live among
them. This is certainly true of the southem Appalachians. We have had
the honor of knowing some of those folks, and nroving iurlong thenr. We
have enjoyed their wit, eaten their food, heard their tales, and joined in
their music-making; and we might, in a weak nloment, have sippcd just a
little of their white lightning-whiclr thcy assured nte was just "tuning
oi l . "

A good many adjectives come to mind in describing these folks.
Witty, clear-eyed, hard rvorking, self-rcliant, intelligent, independent and
imrocent are a few. You miglrt tlrrorv in slubbor-n, conscruative iurd "sot
in their ways," if you like; horvever these are not always ncgative charac-
teristics. They knou,right fronr wrong, and rvhat works and tvhat doesn'1.

Tlre Blue Ridge and Smokies [ravc given us doctors, jurists, rvriters,
teachers, bootleggcrs, soldiers, statesnlen, music and ar1. The nation iurd
the world are richer for it.

A rvord of cautiorr should you evcr cross Slunrphouse Ridgc above
Lulhersville and find yourself in Sugar Vallcy: ncver nristalie lack oi
lettcrs for lack of leaming, or iur abundance of innoccrrce for at absencc
of intellect.

Carroll Gambrcll
Ne;n Luthcrsville
August 1992



Prologue
A

AanON LEDBETTER'S olcl blue tick, Maggie, bayed across the hollow
in answer to Mitch Harris' big Plott hound, Rolly. The crisp still air carried
sound well, and the neu's of a full moon rising was telegraphed up and down
the valley. Hound dogs at each cabin site took up the chorus in ululating
cadcncc ancl scnt it on.

Smoke from the cabins iurd stills hung low over Sugar Valley, reflecting
in velvet tones the bright moonlight that outlined the Blue Ridge from Rabun
Bald on the'*,est to Hogback on the emt. There would be frost in the morning.

From Molly's Nosc above the valley, an observer could spot at least a
doze:n cabin sites from the pinpoinls of light that filtered through ',he thin layer
of smoke'; and several more, hidden by trees and the undulations of the round
hills, could be locatecl and iclcntilied by thc pcculiar voices of their respcctivc
hounds.

The brightest light of all came from a placc wherc no hound dogs baycd.
It r,r'as from Saint's Delight Church, cstablishcd in 1783 by the Valley's first
settleni. From ils spire, piercing slightly above the haze, pealed the ancicnt
bcll, announcing the fourlh night of it.s annual two-wcek revival mccting. At
this place gathered the most pious souls, mo.stly women, old men and reluctant
children, a-s well as the guilt-ridden seeking a cleansing through public
confession and thc visiting preachcr's thundering exhoflations, whioh wcrc
calculated to scare the hell out of anybocly.

Notably abscnt from the congrcgation were various stalwafls who found
thc primordial baying of thc clogs morc compelling than the summons of the
church bell. Having alrcady either taken care of their sins at previous meet-
ings, or not trcing particularly conscious of any, thcy chosc to gathcr that night
at Molly 's Nose.

Fint to arive wa.s Floycl Bates, dark, wiry, khaki-clad, and in his
t$'cntics; he was soon joincd by a tall ginger-hcaclecl young man his o.rvn agc.
"You'rc r-unnin' late, Elu'ood," thc clark man spoke softly. "l'cl about drrciclecl
you wcrt Sone to Rcvival""

"Not rvi th that rnoon out," his fr iend ansu'crcd. "Rcst of 
'em wil l  bc here

shorl ly. Lct 's gct up a f ir- t ' "
Thcy gathcrcd up firc u,oocl and had a roaring firc going by thc timc thc

othcni arr ivcd. I t  rvas a night for hunting. Not a 
'coon 

in the Vallcy coulcl hop
to pass thc evcning unmolcstccl,



Bears, Boars And Blue Ticks
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V V AKE UP, ELWOOD! It 's gett in'  dayl ight. Themilkin'  ain' tbccn donc;

you got hogs to slop, an' Floyd's donc becn by to tcll you thcy'rc Aonna run
the sawmill today."

Elwoocl wanted nothing morc than to bunow into his goosc clown
mattress and sleep the rest of the day--or maybe forevcr-bul hc knc*, hc
couldn't .  Aunt Min wouldn't  let him. She didn't  sound much l ike shc u'ould
allow even ten more minutes, which u,ouldn't do him any good anlnv:rv.

Outside his window General Jackson crou,ccl. El'*'trcd crackecl on.r cyc
and sat up. The figure of Aunt Min loomcd in thc cloorvay but Elwoorl
couldn't quite bring her into focus.

She was a large strong woman in her early sixtics, with grcying hair that
had once been flame-red, a granite jaw, a mouth that had laughecl a lot, iurd
frosty blue eyes with merry crows-feet wrinkles at the corncrs. Thosc eyes
had a way of peering at you on a dcad lcvcl, giving thc impression shc
wouldn't back away from a Russian bayonet charge. That u.ould have bccn a
correct assessment.

"Come on," she said. "Old Jackson's done crowccl. Sun's comin' up."
Elwood put his feet on the floor and lookecl out thc winclow oncc again.

It was pitch dark. The early moon had alrcady set.
"How's that dang chicken knowwhat t imc i t  is?" hc muttcrccl to him.sclf .
"Same way earthworms know it 's dark, an' t ime to corne out of thc

ground," shc called from the kitchcn.
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"That woman's got eats like a fox,

than to say that out loud, but figurecl

thinking it cLn,vu'ay. He *'as right,
" l f 'n vou don't  wanl mc'to hear i t ,  cion't say it," she called. "Come on.

Breakfa-st is n:ady."
The smell of chicken frying and hot biscuits in the oven made thc

pfospccrs of the day seem maybe not quitc so bad. Elwood buttoned a flanncl

ihirrover his long,johns, pulled on his overalls, stuck his feet in his brogans,

ancl clraggcrcl himself to rhe kitchen where Aunt Min wa-s dishing up the gravy.

"Grits in thc pot," she said, motioning toward thc wood-burning range'

Ehvoocl clrank a tlippcr of water from the well bucket before hclping

himseif to a breast and clrumstick, four biscuits ancl a couple of big spoonfuls

of grits. Covering it all with gravy, he sat down and began to eat. Hc still

coulcln't ftrtrs too wcll, and he aciic<l in every bonc in his bocly'
"Ehvoocl, are you hung over?" Aunt Min askcd not unkinclly, but mat-

tcr-of-fact ly.
"I  oughr not to bc, Aunt Min," Elu'ood said. "I  ain' t  hacl that much'

Charley Fostcr had a jug with him but thcre wa^s scven of us pullin' on it.

Wcn:n't  cnough to 8et us dmnk."
"A jug of the stuff Charley makes rvoultl put a hercl o[ buiialo on thc

grouncl," Aunt Min huffct l .
" l  only hacl a couplc of pul ls beforc the dogs struck. Aftcr that I  didn't

gct n0 morc," Elu'oocl rcPlict l .
' "You sur-c?" Aunt Min sait l  skcptical ly.
"ALrnt Nl l in, I  * 'oulcln' t  l ic to you." Elwoocl said, a l i t t lc hurt.
"No, 1'ou woulcln'1," Aunt Min said, satisf icd, but st i l l  puzzlcd rvhy

Elwood r i 'as fccl ing so bad.
" 'Siclcs, them ciogs u'as carryin'on so, I  forgot al l  about Charlcy's jug'

Thcy got plurnb outta hcarin'  
' forc thcy tumc{ tm' rve heanl 'cm comin' back'

Mc an' Floyt i  took off aftcr thcm, but I  coulcln' t  kccp rrp."
"You rnu.sl of Lrccn clr:unk, thcn," Aunt Min saicl.  "You coulcl always stay

ahcad of Flo-vd."
" l  kno$,, but I  had to stop ancl pcc cve IJ tcn tr inutcs; and I u'as so lhini ly

I ncar 
'bout clrurk Spanglcr 's Run cly."

"That stuff  of Charlcy's must of becn morc powcrful than I thought. ' '

" l  f inal ly sat on a stump awhilc; thcn I came on home an' went to bcd' 1

was wort: out."
"I  wondcred u'hy I ncvcrhcarcl you comc in," Aunt Min saicl '  "You got

homc ' forc I  t l id."

1 1

" Elr,r'ood thought. He had better sensc

Aunt Min would probably hear him
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- 
Elwgod looked up from his nearly empty plate as if he had just thought

of something. "Where's that preacher, any'way?" he asked. Since Aunt N{in
boasted of having the best spare room in the valley, it was hcr proud cluty to
act as hostess to the visiting clergy, much to her rival, Saclie Brewster's,
chagrin.

"He's wore out, too," Aunt Min said. .,I thought he ought to slcep late."
"What's he wore out from--passin' the collection platc?" Ehvoocl saicl.

He thought that since the preacher always got the biggest piecc of chickcn,
hc ought to at least slop the hogs.

"Hush! You' l l  wake him up an' he' l l  hear you," Aunt Min caurioncrl .
" 'Sides, he worked harder than you cl id last night."

"What did he do that was harcler than runnin' up the sidc) of a mountain
through a laurel thicket?" he asked indicnantlv.

"I  don't  know about no laurcl rhi l tet,  but he f lat ran rhrough a briar
pa tch , "  Aunt  Min  sa ic l .

His curiosity piqued, Elwoocl asked, . ,What arc you talkin. alxrut, Aunt
Min?"

, 
" l f  you'd a-gonc to meetin'  with mc la-st night l ike you oughta, instca<l

of chasin' a pack of hounds all over thc countrv, you u,oulcln't havc to bc'
askin' so many questions."

"Wel l ,  fo rc ry in 'ou t  loud ,  tc l l  mc why he  a in ' t  up  a-s lopp in .  rhc  hog.s'stead 
of snoozin' away on our bcst mattra'.ss," Elwcxxl saicl with a touch ;f

aspcrity.
"In thc f int place, he thrcw hcl l f i rc ancl damnatirtn at thcrn what ncc(lc( l

it most but wcren't thcrc to hca. it----tin accounr of thcy wcrc out listcnin' tcr
c logsag i ta tecr i t t c rswhat 'sbc t tc ro f f  l c f ta loncc lu r in 'p rcach in ' , "shcrc to r1cr l .
" 'Fore he got done he was wringin' * 'ct,  his shirrtair $, ir .s out, his coat antr t ic
cione got flung off, his pants w:r.s a-hangin' on by onc su.spcnrlcr, a.' hc *.as
a-standin' on six inches of onc bri tchcs lcg. That 's just nn"ih ing,., . , ,  rnissr.t l . ' .

.  
"That st i l l  don'r 'splain 

why hc ain' t  sloppin' r .he hogs," 
-Elu.otr 

rnain
taincd, not quitc irs firmly ir-s bcforc.

"You a in ' t  hcard  i t  a l l ,  yc t , "  Aunt  Min  sa id .  " l {c  ha t r  ju .s t  c ronrc  r ( )  rhc
-luclgmcnt Day part,  ycl l in '  'GabricJ, 

blow, your hornl '  ,n he n st,rrrc tru, j , ' l
blorvcrl  a foxhorn r ight in front of the church r loor."

"That must of bccn Floyd. I{c had his pa's olr l  c.r 'hor ' ."  El*,r1; ir  5111.1.
"wcl l ,  i t  clum'carcmpticd r.he church," Aunt Min saicl scriou.slv. bul hi:r .

cycs twinklcd. "Hc coulcln' ta blou,ct l  i t  at no u,orst. t i rnt. ,  l rut l l re trr.ulreht,r.
f inal ly got 'crn 

sctt lcd-that is, al l  'ccptin'  
Dcacon wirt t . \ .  Hc r ient uur r lrr .

w indow anc l  up  tha t  b ig  ta l l  wh i tc  p ine ,  an ' rvou l t ln ' t  cornc  t io* r r .  I  1 ]uc . rs  he
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figured if 'n it were the Judgment Day, he'd have a head start on the rest of us
up that tree."

"Floycl wa.s tryin' to turn them dogs," Elwoo<l said, excusing his friend.
"Well, he turned 'em 

all right," Min said. "They come straight to
him-both packs."

"Both packs?"
"Yeah, both packs. It seems the front dogs jumped, then the dogs that

wa.s behind 
'em jumped somcthin' elsc afore they caught up to the first ones,

ancl took off after it."
"No wonder they \r.as so scatterecl."
"Thcy might have gotten scaltcrerl, but they come together time they hit

thc mecrt in'  house door," Aunt Min said.
"Hit the door!" he cxclaimetl.
"Took 'cm right off  the hinges," Aunt Min saicl,  "yr lssir,  clean off."
"Oh Lorcl!  Dicl thcy gct the 

'coons?"

"You think just 'causc 
you ain't  thinkin'  nothin'  but 'coons, that 's al l

them dogs' l l  chase?"
"I knou,thcy won't chas;c squirrcls or rabbits when thcy'rc aftcr 'coons,

but thcy might gct after a clcer i f  they hit  one," Elwoocl saicl,  clcfcnci ing thc
honor of the pack.

"Thcy wcrcn't no cleer, squirrels nor bunny rabbils come a-bustin'
through that cloor," Aunt Min said. " l  wisht ir  haclda bcen. The preacher might
bc sloppin' thc hog;s nou'."

"Aunt  Min ,  uhat  hac l  thcy  jumpd?"
"Wcll ,  f int thing comc through thc cloor wa.s about a f  ivc-hundrecl-pouncl

bcrar-"
"A bcar!"
"Don't intcmrpt rnc; right bchincl it \\ra.s one of them Rooshin' boars-"
"Rooshiiur bt>-"
"-an' about t* 'cnty-f ivc bayin'houncl dogs u' i th a bunch of no gcxtci

r lrunkcn sinncn; a-shoutin'  an' a-runnin' aftcr 'em," Aunt Min said, with just
a faint notc of cnjoymcnt. " l t  u,as purlv cxcit in'  for awhilc, I 'm tel l in '  you.
That bc'ar flattcnccl those cloors like pancakes. Brunl I likcd to of jumlrccl outla
nry  sk in . "

"A irar!" Elu.oocl said.
"Ycah, an' a hog," Aunt Min chucklerl .
"And a hop . .  ."  his voicrc trai lccl off .

I Q
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"An' they shot up that aisle with all them dogs after 'em right u'hen the
preacher had just give the invitation for the sinnen to come down the aisle
an' get Saved."

"Down the aisle?" Elwood said weakly.
"Yeah, but the preachcr didn't hang arouncl long enough to offcr 'em his

hand, ner pray for 'em either."
'What did he do?" Elwood asked.
"What would you of done?" Aunt Min saicl. "Hc bolted out thc back way

fast as he could."
"Aunt Min, that meetin' house ain't got no back way," Elwoocl saici,

hoping she'd been pulling his leg all along.
"It does now," she said. "He wcnt slarn through the back rvall, splinlcrs

a-flyin' cvcrywhcrc, and lit out do*.n thc hollcr rvith that bcar and hog, forty
yowlin' clogs, and a pac. i^ drunk yenus right on his tail; but by the timc
they got to Scluire Hadley's pasture fence, he u'as a-runnin' thircl, rvith yo'
dog, Olcl Shortoff, a-nippin' at his hccls. The fcrncc woulcla probably stoppccl
him if  the bcarhadn't of f lattcncci i t ' t ,hcn hc wcrrr thrcugh. As i t  u'as, hc cl icln' t
stop ' t i l  he hit  that big briar patch just this sidc of Hogan's. Thal 's whcrer Old
Shortoff caught 'im, an' wc likc to of nevcr pricd that clurn clog a-loosc frorn
the preacher's shin-bone."

"Yeah,  tha t  Shor ry  i s  a  l i t t l c  b i t  s lou .about  ca tch in 'on  somct imcs , "
Elwooci adrnittccl.

"Slorv! I f  'n hc u,as any slo*,cr you'ci i r lvc to catch hirn backin' up," Aunt
Min said. " Anyway. I  brought BrothcrWaclt lclston back herc antl  patchcd hinr
up. He was a mcss. I t  took somc .st i tchts, but I  givc hirn a couplc of slugs ol
Charley's panthcr juice an' hc ncvcl fcl t  a thing. l ' l l  patch his bri tchcs for h irrr
' fore mcctin'  tonight. You comin'?"

"l  ain' t  surc I  could takc i t ."  Elu,cnd saicl.
"I t ' l l  bc a heap lamcr tonight," Min promiscd. "Al1 thcrn hcarhcns rvi l l

be therc askin' forgivencss."
" l  hopc thc bcar ancl hog clon'1 decicle to comc back."
"Thcy won'1. Last l ime anybcxly sccn thcm, thcv * 'as hcacic<l br thc Big

Laurcl u'hcrc thcy'cl bc safc."
"In that ca-sc, I  might comc. I ' t l  hatc 1o miss sccin' thc boys get straighr

with the Lorcl."
"You u'an1 me to gct thc prcachcr up to slop the hogs?" M in a.skccl.
"No, let him slccp. He ncccls i t  worsc'n I  clo; but don'1 givc him no morc

pimther juicc.-hc might cleciclc to go have it out with that ltcar."



Sugar Valley Saga

Grabbing the bucket, he went out to slop the hogs and do the milking
before hitching up the mule and heading for the sawrnill. He had some
cluestions he wanted to a-sk Floyd.

1 5



Floyd and Elwood

I-rY THE TIME he slopped the hogs, hitched r:p the mules and got to Sarn
Fentress' place rvhcrc Charley hacl set up his portable sau,mill, thc .sun was
well up, and Elwood u,as feeling a littlc better. He would havc walkccl ancl
led the mules because he didn't want thcm worn down by thc tirne thcy got
there, but his vision was still fuzzy so he rocle Katc ancl leci Jakc. They had to
skid logs that day, and skidcling was hard on rnan ancl bcast.

While Old Man Fcntress and his boys were skiclcling tic big harclwoocl
out of the swamp with their ox teams, Elwoocl woulcl skid thc pinc ancl
hardwood off the hill with Kate ancl Jake. Floyd was tailing slabs anci feccling
the boilcr.

"Time you got here, old man," Floyd grc.ctcd him as he slicl off thc mulc
and headcd for the water buckct. "If I'da knowed Aunt Min rva^s gonna lct
you sleep 'til noon, I'da gone home with you instcad of my place. Ma rollccl
me out to go wake up the chickens. Wherc'd you go last night, anyhou.?"

Elwood gave him a wan grin and said, "I  cl icln' t  havc t imc to go chasin'
no preachers through a briar patch, ner bears ncithcr- not to mcntion hogs."

"You know about that. huh?"
"First thing Aunt Min told mc. [n fact, i t  was only thing shc tolcl  rnc 'ccpl.

when you blew your bugle at the church Dcacon Watts bailcd out thc siclc
window thinkin'Judgcment Day was hcre."

"He don't  know who blew that buglc, yct," Floycl said, "ancl i f  I  rvant
him to know, I ' l l  tet l  him myself."

"You might have to cl imb a trec i f  you wri l1t to talk to him lxrsonal. Aunt
Min said they coulcln' t  gct him to come dou,n last night," El*,oo<l chucklcd.
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"Wcll, he can stay there 
'til 

Judgment Day as far as I'm concerned,"
Floyd said. "Say, how come you fagged out on me last night, old buddy?"

"l just got to feelin' so baci I couldn't keep up," Elwood said. "What you
reckon is the matter *.ith me?"

"You be.en hangin' 
'round 

Charlene Daggett too much, that's rvhat,"
Floyd said, digging Elwood in the ribs. Charlene Daggett had been charac-
Lcrized by Aunt Min a-s being a female Will Rogers: she never met a man she
tl icin' t  l ike.

"I ain't bc'en hangin' around her a-tall," Elwood denied.
"What about last Saturday after the dance?" Floyd jeered.
"That weren't exactly 'hangin' around' ," Elwoocl replied, "she needed a

ridc home."
"I bct shc 8ot it, too," Floyd said with a leer.
" l 'm serious, Floycl," Elu,oocl said, "I  ain' t  fel t  good in a long t ime. I 'm

afraicl sornethin's wrong with me."
"You think you bettcr go sce thc doc?" Floyd asketl, gctting scrious. I{c

h ad ncvcr. in thc trvcnty-four yeam of their growing up togcthcr, hcarcl E1*,cx-rci
talk l ikc that ancl i t  alatmed him.

"l f  Aunt Min's yarbs cion't  curc me, I  rreckon I ' l l  havc to," Elu'ood said.
"Right nou' I  got to get in thc u'oods. You're 'bout out of logs. 'J Picking up
thc rcins, hc clucked to his team eurd followc<l thcm up the skid trail into the
wcxxls. Floyd rvatchcd until he wa-s hiddcn by the trccs, thcn went back to
tai l ing slabs as thcy came off the saw.

Sau.mil ls arc nol conclucive to convemation. Thcy are too noisy; evcn
snral l  "grouncl rni l ls" l ikc Charley's that produccd most of the lumber for the
nation from thc dauning of thc Steam Age unti l  the middle of this century.
Cornmunication was bv a sign language as formalizcd ancl univcnal ly unclcr-
stoo(l  as thal uscrl  by Incl ians of t l i f fcrcnt tr ibes since t irne imrncmorial.
Nothing rnuch had changccl t lur ing that t ime, ancl a sa\\ryer of 1850 u,ould
havc had no r l i f f iculty cstabl ishing his traclc in 1 950.

Convcrsation \\,as out of thc cluestion, anyway. Sawrnilling \v.Ls a tcam
cffort. Each job dcpcndcd upon the othcr, and if one u.asn't clone. all thc othcrs
ceasccl. Thc machincry u,a-s dangerous, too, and everyone kneu' it. A man t'ho
allowcd his mind to wan(lcr forevcn a moment \{,'as apt to come up minus an
arm, a hancl, or fingers. Thcrc u'as hardly a sau'mill crew in ther country that
dir ln'1 bcar arnple cviclcncc of this truth.

Floycl was rcmindccl of this when, reaching for a slab, his lcft hand came
too closc to thc hcad sau'; the glove was snatchcd off his hancl and thrown
alxrut a hr.rndrtcl fcct out into thc log yanl. That is the way accidcnts happened
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in saurnills-like lightning. It was do or don't in a split .second. Floycl rvas
lucky he wasn't pulled into the saw and he knew it.

"Go help Elwood in the u.oocLs," Charley said as Floyd came back from
retrieving his glove. "Billy'll off-bear the rest of the clay." Flo1,d rvas all too
glad to obey.

"What happened? You look u'orsc.'n I clo," Elq,oocl saiti whcn Flrrycl
jo incd  h im.

"Like to of tangleci rvith the saw," Floyd said. '.Charley rhoughr I bcrrcr
come ou1 here before I made a tu'o-by-four out of myself." Floycl sa1 on rhc
log El'*'ood was about to skid and tried to roll a cigarette u.ith shaking f ingcrs.

"Most of you would probably havc endcd up on the slab pile, iurd thc rest
wouldn't fetch much ar the lumberyard," Elwoocl observcd, cycing. his lanky
cousin. "You're too knotty. Might use your head for a doorknob, lhoueh."

" 'Tain't  funny, El," Floyd said as he twistcd thr cncl of rhc. cigare tre,hc.d
finally succeeded in rolling. "Truth is, I u'ers thinking 'bout you havin' !o u.c1
the bushes every time you tum around. I was afraicl thcrc might comer a floocl
clown the mountain and wash thc mill away."

The jabbing and jawing back and forth with Elwood wa^s carmin* Frovd
down some. He u'a-sn't the t)?c to *orry 1oo long about things thairticn'r
happen, and as the only thing that did happcn u'as thc clcsrruction of a glovc,
the possibilities of what might have occurrecl began to takc their placcs in thc
f i le labeled, "Expcrience and Close Shavqs."

"I ain' t  hacl to wct thc bushes quite as much torray, an' I  can scc Lrcttcr,
too," Elwood saicl,  " least I  ain' t  tr ippect over no mulcrs latclv."

"Has it been that batl?" Floyd asketl.
"Ycah, i t 's becn l ike looking through a shctt of iscngla.ss. Evcrl , t .hing'.s

fuzzy."
"How you fcel?" Floyci askcd.
" 'Bout l ike a f lat t i rc," Elwood saicl.
"Well ,  gct yourf lat t i re f ixet l  bcforcr Salunlav night. Wc gor sornc jukin'

to do," Floycl said, his spir iLs rcsrorcd at thc thought.
"Who's playin'?" Elu,ood askccl.
"Rock Top Radlcy and Thc Swamp Buzzarcls," Floyt l  rcpl iccl.
" l  a in ' t  gonna miss  tha t ! "  E lwoq l  sa id .  . .Thcy  s r i l l  go t  o ld  Rc< l  p lay in '

the pi,anncr ancl harp at thc samc t imc?,'
"You mean Ugly Rctt Wilkins?"
"That 's  h im. "

- 
"I f  Sam Huncl lcy's lct him out of jai l ,  I  rcckon hc' l l  play," Flciyt l  saicl.

"He got drunk lasr Monday ancl pickccl a fighr u,ith a dcpuiy.';
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"That lxry ain't too smart. Why clon't he get drunk on Saturday nights
like everybody elsc? Any idiot ought to have better sense than to pick a fight
rvith a deputy," Eln'ood said.

Floyd rcplied, "He says last tirne he got drunk on Saturclay he likcil to of
swallercd his harp: an' since deputies is al '*.ays thc ones a-puti ing hinr in jai l ,

hc f iggcrs i f  they clo i t  often cnough they' l t  get t i red of i t  and lcavc hirn alone."
"Boy, is hc dumb," El* 'ood saicl.  "Don't he knorv they' l l  wear hirn out

'fore hc u'cani thcm out? 'Sides, cvcry clcputy I cvcr knou,erl likcrtl ltuttin'
pcoplc in jai l- 'special l) ,  ones $'hat picks f ights r" ' i th them."

"Can't fault  him with lack of tryin' ," Floyd obscrvcxi.  " ' lhey cl icln' t  even
have to come 8ct him this t imc. Hc just n'cnt r ight up to thc jai lhousc aurcl
starlccl throwin' rocks ancl ycrl l in 'at dcputy cars when thcy camc oul of thc
p a l k i n ' l o t . "

"Sountls nrorc l ikc hc ought Lo bc put in thc Booby Hatch," El* 'oocl saicl.
" l{c 's so craz1. ' ,  ho*, t :an thcy tcl l  u,hcn hc's drunk?"

"Hc don't  f ight rvi th no ( leputic.\  * 'hcn hc ain' t  cirunk," Floycl saicl.
". lus' !hc samc, hc can makc nrorc music on that l i t t lc: French harp than

thc rcst of thc band put togethcr," Elu,ocxl said. " l 'm gonna bc thcrre i f  I  have
to hitch up to olt l  , lakc and lct him clrag rnc."

"Charlcnc's goint i  to br: thoe," Flol 'd tcascd.
" ' lJrat don't  mattcr, I ' rn comin' anyu.ay," Elwood answcrct l ,  dcf lcct ing

thc dig.
"Sa.v, did old Shortoff cvcr get homc?" Floyd asked, changing the

subjccl.
" l  ha(ln' Isccn him. i f  hc cl ici ," Elu,oocl rcpl ict i .  "Sometimcs hc clon't  cornc

in for trvo or thrcc days aftcr a go<xl chasc."
"Wcll, hc had a goocl onc last night," Floycl said. "l rc'ckon hc \\'as thc

only onc in thc pack that actual ly trccd-that is, i f  you count prcachcrs as fair
galnc. "

"Hush. Don't cvcn talk about i t ,"  Elu,ood said u' i th a u' incc. "The
plcachcr thinks i t  \ \ ,as the bc'ar that got ' im. an' I 'd just as soon he don't  f ind
out no bcttcr. Hc can brag about the Lord savin'him from a bc'ar, an'shcw
thc scar u'hcrc Aunt Min scr" 'ccl ' im up. but thcre ain' t  no glory in gctt in'
houncl bit ."

"You knorv, I  dit ln ' t  ncver think too much of olcl  Shorroff at f i rst,  but I 'm
bcginnin' to think r ight srnart of him now," Floyd said. "Tel l  you what, I  won't
tcll the prcachcr about Shofly if you ilon't mcntion to Deacon Watts about
u,ho buglcd hirn up that trcc."



20 Carrol lGambrel l

"You got a deal," Elwood agreed, getting up. "Take the axe and s1aft
limbing that tree over there while I take this pull to thc mill. I don'r \r,ani to'splain to Charley u.hy u'e let him run out of logs."

Charley shut the mill down about four o'clock so thc hands r:oulcl gct
home and feed before dark. Floyd and Elu'ood rocle the rnulcs homc. Katc and
Jake weren't too tired that day; thcy hadn't skiddetl many logs.

The gravel road they traveled wound through the heart of the val lcy past
fields of com alreacly harvested, pastures not yet bro$.r1ed by hcavy frost. and
burly tobacco ready to cut and cure. Foliage still clinging to trees .shirrimcrctl
in yellows, golds, ochre. and deep scarlels. Smoke clrifted up frorn cook slovc.s
and warming hearths. A stluirrel witn a fat hickory nut in its mouth bouncc(l
across the road in front of them and up a large u'hite oak that hcraklccl the
fork in the road where the friends would oart.

"Come on homc an' have supper wit l i  us," Floycl saicl.  "Ma's got plenty.."
"That 's mighty temptin' .  Aunt Juner cloes know how to rol l  a biscuit ,"

Elwocxl said. He knew Floyd wa.s serious. Aunt Min iutcl her sistcr,.Tune, wcr e
famous cooks---cven in a vallcy u'herc evcry womiur learnecl hcr way arounrl
thc kitchcn beforc shc wa-s olcl enough to attcnd thc onc-roorn school. ..But I
gucss I 'cl  bctter gct on to the housc and lcl  Aunt Min cloctor on mc." hc
dcmurred. "She r.on't  bc satisf icd ' t i l  she runs cvcry yarb in thc val lcv through
me. I  clone had cnough apple an<l sauerkraul juicc pourcri  t lo*.n mv t l ]roat to
clrown Jonah's u,halc."

Hc took Katc's lead ropc as Floyrt slid off her back. IVloticinin6r to*'arcl
the smoke r ising from rhe cabin hidden by thc bcntl  in thc roacl that Floytt
q'oulcl take, he said, " l  sec thc Dcacon's hornc. Hc must havc cl irnbctl  clut ol '
that trce. Rcckon you'cl bcttcr sl ip through the wocxls by his house in casc hc
\ /anLs to talk about bugles?"

At that momcnt therc wan a rustl ing in thc bushc.s anrl  olcl  Shorroff
steppcd into thc road with onc of the Dcacon's chickcns in his moLrrh. Flo'd
and Elwood stared at him; Shorty stoppccl and staretl back, thcn he ri,hr.clctl
and trottcd back into the u'oods with his prizc trai l ing fcathcrs in his *,akc.

Floyd looked at Elwoocl for a momcnt and rhcn, picking up his lunch
pail, hc sauntercd down thc roacl lhat pa.sscd in front of thc Dcacon's hou.sc.
Over his shouldcr hc saicl,  " l  rcckon he's more l ikcly to want to talk to you
about chickcns."



Ugly Red

ct

Deft4 HUNDLEY was a pcaccful man. That's why he was a peacc officer.
Sam u'as not just dcdicatcd to his job, he wa-s cledicated to pcace and quelling
the clisturbcrs thcrcof. More often than not he found a bop on the heacl from
his ham-sized fist to bc thc most clirect manncr of a-ssuring pcaccful tranquil,
l i ty. After sleeping off Sam's therapy in onc of his ccl ls, very few felt  a cal l
to rcpcat thcir of fcn.se.

The rniscreant, who strxrcl with his grimy cap in hand before rhe judge
as Sam ancl Dcputy Ralcigh Gatcs lookc{ on, \ ras clifferent. His recl locks
might have bcen shoulclcr-lcngth hacl thcy hung as any normal locks should,
but his stood out in frizzcs :rs if hc had bccn pardoncdjust scconds after thc
switch had bccn thro*'n. Hcad aching from a combination of Charley Foster 's
t igcr tonic and Sam's counscl ing. thc man \\ 'as uncommonly attcntive and
morc subduccl than r.r'hcn first apprthcndcd.

"Hon, many u' inclshiclds did you say he brokc, Dcputy Gatcs?" Juclge
Hoq'land M. Friday inquircd.

"Thrcc, Your Honor," Ralcigh rcspondcd, "a.s u.cl l  as a hcadlight and
onc of thc u' indou,s in thc of l ' icc."

Turning to thc prisoncr in thc dock, thc judge pccrcrl  over his glasscs ani l
spokc, "Son, you arc turning out to be a harcl casc. This is the fourlh t irnc 1'69
have appeare<l beforc ntc this ycar' ."

"Fif th. Your Honor." Sam corrcrctcrl .
"Oh, ycs. Fif th." thc judgc said as he rc-examincxl thc arrcst shcct. "You

srcm 10 bc a l i t t le sloq'on laking hint.s, Mr. Percival Osu'alcl  Wilkins."
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Ordinarilv, speaking the clficndcr's prt)p* nante alouri u,ould triggcr.
another round of mayhem. l{ou.ever. rvith Sanr giving him a hard look, errcl
in cleference to His Honor r; rutusr [)rc,.,-,n.1,--itlt(] u'cll knorvn sobriquei
"I{owlin'  Mad"-Pcrcival Osx'alci  lnr i . f  l l  shuff led his fccr, hung his hcatl
and muttercd, "Yessir^"

"You knou'frc l ixpayen of Kcor., , .L'County, which inclurjc,s vour Ma
and Pa, wi l l  have to replacc the r l  int l .shicit is, hcadl ight ancl u, inr low glass 1,ou
so wantonly destroyed." Once again thcrr *,as a multcr€d acknowlcclgmcnt.

"Do you knou' of any rcason in the rv.rlil *.hy I shouldn'l scntl vou cl,Ln.rr
to the Big House for awhile so thar vou mirr r lcrnonslratc your touglhnc.ss to
morehardencdcr imina ls?"wh i lcPcrc i 'a l  os r ia l r l  u "asnru l l ing tha t ( ) \ i l r \ \ , i { i }
dirc apprehcnsion, Raici lh stcPpc(l ferrrranl.  "\ 'ou havc somcthing Ltt sar.,
Deptrty Catc.s?"

"Ycss i r ,  I  havc .  Your  Honor , ' "  I {a lc i ; lh  s i i i t l .  " l ' vc  bccn t l t l k ing  u , i th  t i rc
prisoner, ancl I  think I kno*'wh'hc l i tr .s ix 'r . ' : i  pr i ing out of his *,av to pick
f ighLs  u  i th  us . "

" Cany on. Dcputy. l ' rn intcrcste t l  tr .r  l rr_,u r. l  h is," . lur lgc Fri t lar sair i ,  icaning
for-u,ard.

"Last year, one of our off iccrs r i in i) \ ' f r  his rkig uhi le cng,lgcrl  in a high
speedcha.seaf te raman rvhoha< l  j r : s r  io i rb . r i l  scn , ic r . r : i r l t i c )n , "  Ra lc ighs1 i r i .

"Mmm, tha t  i s  in te res t ing .  Is  rha l  r rue  ,  l \1 r ,  Wi lk ins?"
"Ycssir,  Your Hoiror. I t  i .s, sir.  An' h. nr,r .r  c 'cn ca'c'hack t.  tr1t ' l .gizc.

An' old Maude was just minding hcroun irrr.sinc;s," I \1r. Wilkins :urs*.e]re, l .
clrawing himsclf up to his ful l  f i i . -c fcct i i r ,c anrl  one lrarf inchcs, anrl  l ,oki.gl
the judge slraight in thc cyc.

"Mmm, ycs. I .see. Wc'l l  havc to look irrto that; Shcri f f ,  u,hat lrbout i t , l ' .
the jucigcr said, turning to Sum.

" l t ' s  t ruc ,  Your  Honor .  I  d i t i r r ' r  kn . *  a ln . l  i t  a t  thc  t i rnc  bu t  I  scvcrc l i ,
rcprimandetl  thc gui l t l  parlv \ \ ,hcn I Icarnctl  of i l .  uhich h:rs bcr.rr t ,rr ir
rcccntly. Rcst a.ssurcrl  hc wil l  l l r-  nurn'rnint l fui  of his civic t i rr lv Iront rtr  rr i  rrn.
I 'd l ike to at ld, t i io, \ 'our Hon,ir,  that *, t .  iurvc rnaclc satisfact()rn rcst i tut iorr to
Mr .  Wi lk i r i s .  Shou '  ' im,  

Rcd, "  Sa;n  on lc r r r l .
Rcach ing  in to  the  fo l r l s  o i  h is . iackc t ,  n ,h ich  u ,cxr lc l  ha 'c  hunr t  l r rcsc l '

ovcr cvcl l  Sam'.s largc f ramc, Rcri nul lcd out i t  ten-rr L.ck ,I t l  FJlur. Li i . t  1ru1r1.rr,
ancl clcl ' rositcd i t  in front of rhc jrrr i l lc ' .  ' l -hc 

pLrlpy. unsurc r.r[  i tscl l ,  pauscri  oir
trcmbling lcgs and looked arouncl to gct i t .s trcaring.s. . 'Hcr nurnc's prlci l la,
Y'Honor," Rerl announcccl proutl lv, , 'Ralt igh-l  nrcan Dcputl .  ( iatcs_ givc
h('r  l ()  m(' ."
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"Is that true, Deputy?" asked the judge.
"Yes, sir. She needed a good home, ancl I thought Red- er, Perci- er,

the prisoncr would give her onc. Thcy sort of took to each other right off . He's
done taught her to sing, Judge."

"Show him. Red," Sam dire.cted, ancl Recl was glad to oblige.
Percival Osr.r.ald Wilkins wasled no time in whipping a harmonica out

of another pcicket, and stood rcady to pcdorm. "ls it all right, Your Honor?"
hc askcd, looking at the several people in the courtroom.

"By all means; why not?" said the judgc. "We don't get much cnrcrlain-
mcnt herc," he commcntcd, gesturing around the room.

"What would you like to hear?" Red asked.
"Whatcvcr you and Prici l la l ike," thc judge repl icr l .
"lt's Pnr-cilla, Your Honor: namc<l after my Aunt Pru," Rcxl correctd.

"Horv about the "Fox Chase?" I t 's he r favori tc tune* the pup's. I  me an. Aunt
Pn-r don'r chase no foxes."

Judge Friday statcxl,  " l  should hopc not." He then noclclcd and said, "Go
ahcad.  "

l l is Honor, who u,as cxamining Pruci l la closciy, u'as morncntari ly
diverlcd u,hcn Pnrci l la l ickci l  him on thc nose; hou'ever. when Red cranket
up, hc gavc his ful l  attcntion to thc c(inccn, l lcd plavcd thc "Fox Chasc" ard
Pmcil la furnished thc souncl cffcc:ts. I t  rvorr ld havc takcrr a stonicr hcarl than
.ludgc Hou' land M. f :r iday posscsscd nLrt to havc rne l tct l  u'ht:n Pruci l la threrv
hcr hcad back and ans*,crct l  thc prirnordial urgc of her fr, .rai anccstom b1'
howling as rnighti ly as a lcn-\\ 'cck-old puppv can horl. l .

Rctl 's fate stood in sornc jcrtparclv * hcn Pnrci l la, unimprcsscrl  wjth thc
dignity of thc cour1, clccidcd not to stan(l  on ccrcrnony an<l lci t  a puddlc on
fl is Honor' .s blottcr. But thc judgc, *,ho alrc' ;rdv had hru cxJxrscd a.s a clog
lovcr (and u'a.s highly suspcct whcn i t  carne to coon hunting), hclvcrl  a sigh,
drurnrnecl his fingcm a timc or tu'o and rcachcrl for RcrJ's hannrrnic-ir. Fingcr-
ing thc instrumcnt, with a somcwhat bcrnuscd smilc hc irskc'cl  Rcd. "Do you
mind?"

"Not at all, Your Honor," Red replic.rt. His countenance brightcnc<l and
his hopcs rosc il.s Hizlnncr bclled out a m()re than fair rcndition of "Red
Wing." Thc courtroom grantc(l  rousing appnrval, and Red's vision of thc Big
Housc began to fadc.

Noncthclc.s,s. Hi.s Honor \.\'a.s not to be put off. Hc still hatl a duty to
pcrform; thcrc u'a.s a venlict to rcndcr. Rapping for ordcr when thc courlhouse
crou'cl brokc into applausc, hc oncc again pccrct stcrnly ovcr his spectaclcs
and face'tl a sobcr but noq' cptimistic Rcrl.

23
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"Son, these charges are serious. You know that."
"Yessir," Red answered, trying to conceal the hope welling up insicle,

which he felt he had every right to harbor.
"The taxpayers must be compensated, anrl you'vc got to pay for it. You

will have to reimburse the county ior every penny of the damages you havc
caused. Do you understand?"

"Yessir, Your Honor," Red said"
"Then I sentence you to one ycar and one clay in thc County.lail ar harcl

labor," the judge intoned, ancl Recl's heart sank. "Sentence su.spcnde.cl," Judgc
Friday continued, "to one year's probation on condition of goocl bchavior."
Red's hopes rose again. "Furthermore providal you pay ciamagcs of $21 3.,13
within ninety days of this date."

That was a lot of money to Red, but he thought he coulcl make it. "Ytssir,
Your Honor, and thank you, and-"

"I'm not through yet," His Honor intcm.rptcd, cutting Rcd off in mici-
speech. "I 'm placin'  you in custody of this herc hound puppy, Miss Pruci l la,"
he said, handing her back to her grateful owner, "and to make surc )'ou toc'
the line, I will be out at your place from time to rime. I will makc personal
inspection visi ls to ascertain that you are usin'your t ime wiscly, such as
teach in ' th is  hound dog puppy to  t ra i l  among o thcr  th ings ,  wh ich
'SPECIALLY includes housebreaking-rvcn if shc stays in Ihc barnl"

"Yessir,  I ' l l  see to i t ,  Your Honor," saicl a jubi lant Rccl,  as Sam iur<l
Raleigh grinned broaclly.

"And one more thing. You becn goin' to church regular?"
"Well ,  no, sir.  Not exactly, sir.  That is .  .  ."  Rccl slammcrccl.
"Well ,  see that you do. I ' l l  chcck on that, too."
"Yessir, Your Honor." Rctl said.
"Bail i f f ,  br ing me a towel ancl a new blottcr." Thc judgc u' inkc.r l  ar Sanr,

and Sam smiled back but Rcd didn't  see i t .  Hc was too busy sruff ing Pnrci l l l
back into his pckct.

Judge Howland M. Friclay had spokcn ancl . lust icc harl  prcvai lci l . , l -hc
gavel banged. "Next case!"

* * * * *

Floyd and Elwood sa1 on the back pcw that nighr, f lankcrl  b1, Aunt.tune
and Aunt Min. The were suqpriscd to see Ugly Red rnarch dou,n rhc aislc, takc
a seat on the front pew, and give his rapt and alrnosl turgclic attcnrion to lhc
two preachers seated eithcr sidc of the pulpit rcadv to bcgin thc stn icc.s.
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Brother Ossie Knou4es, the beetle-browecl regular pastor, was a man of
the Valley who was thoroughly familiar with the habits of his flock. Brother
.T. P. Wadclelston, Jr., the guest preacher, had come all the *'ay frorrr Honea
Path, and although he could fling hellfire and brimstone with the best of them,
wa-s wholly ignorant of the ways of the Valley. Still recovering from the "bear

attack", he wa-s fated to broaden his education even more this night.
Floyd and Elu'oodspotted the bulge in Red's coatpocketwhen he entered

the meeting house, and concluded it probably was a jug. And given Red's
reputation, that could only mean trouble. But when Sissy Cates cut loose on
the organ and the choir led the congregation in the first hymn, a little black
muzzle poppecl out of the pocket and began to sing.

Aunt Min latersworc shc would have thought itu'as Sadie Brcwstcr, who

sat in the front row of the choir, except Sadie had neversounded that goffi.
Aunt  Min  cou ld  b t '  a  l i t t l c  ca t ty  a t  t imes.

Whc:n the hymn, which drcned on for five vcrscs, cndecl, an outragctl
Dcacon Watts jumpecl to his feet. "I demand that that beast be cast out of this
sacrctl temple at oncel" he yclletl.

Deacon Watls, the richest and stingicst man in the Valley, and donor of
the organ and bellos's, reckonc<l himsclf tobe the pillar of the church and a
voice to be obcyed. This might have been truc that night had the congregation
not been packed with coon hunters, and had Brother Knowles not been onc
of thcm.

"Sct clown, Eli. That pup's one of God's critters, too," Charley Foster
said, "an' she sings bcttcr 'n most of us."

"That 's r ight; an' she ain' t  gonna take a dimc outcn thc col lrct ion plate ,
in casc that 's what you're worried about," Milch Harris said. " ln fact, I ' l l  put
in fivc dollars right nou'if u'e use it to hclp Re<l get square u'ith the Sheriff.
Ain't no bcttcr way to spend ftc Lorcl's money that to help a lost soul gct
r ight."

"I ' l l  put in f ivc, too, i f  Rcd' l l  let her run with my pack for a u'cck after
shc gets big cnough, " Aaron Lcdbctter put it.

"I will, too," somcbody else yelled. This was followcd by a chorus of
"Me, too's!" u'hich causcd Pruci l la to yap a t imc or two as the cl in swelled.

"Hold itl Holcl it!" Brothcr Knowlc-s roarcd from the pulpit. "What do
you think this is? Wc can't  havc canyin's on l ikc this. Do I hear a motion for
a Busincss Mcetin'?"

" I so move, Revercncl," camc a voice f rom thc rcar.
"That 's morc l ikc i t !"  Brothcr Knowlcs thundcrcrl ;  thunclcring was onc

of thc bcst things he t l id. "Now, how about a sccond?"

25
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"You got it," came a voice from the sicle.
"All right, I hereby suspencl serwices until the Congregation of thc Vallcry'

Saints Delight Church concludes the business before it," the revcrcnd sairl,
bringing everyone to order. "As I unclerstand it, there is a bunch of fcnls hcrc
what wanls to bid on the future services of this little criner u,'hat ain't ncvcr
even seen a coon.

"Miss Minnie, will you come down here and take thc names of those
poor misguided souls who want to pay for a night's hunt that \r'on't cvcn take
place 'til next year? While you're at it, put me down for five dollars."

"I protest!" Deacon Watts shouted. "This is a disgracc. This ain'r thc
Lord's business!"

"Sit down, Deacon. You'rc out of order!" Reverend Knou.les glor,crcrl.
"Me an' the Lord are in charge of these proceedin's, an' Hc ain't tolcl nrc not
to procced."

"I protest! I  protest! I 'm agin' i t ,"  thc Deacon shoutcd, not $. i l l ing rO givc
up so easi ly. "This is a sin and a disgrace."

There was a momentary pause in thc clamor, and thc room gire\\, cluict a.s
the Shepherd of thc Flock and the Pi l lar of thc Church faccd off.  Thc prcachcr
faced a chal lcnge to his lcaclership es u'cl l  as the grssiblc loss of his biggc.sr
tither. This u'as something to considcr. But it took Rcvcrc'nd C).s.sic Knou'lcs,
coon hunter, man of Gocl, and-as it Drovcd-somcwhal of a gantblcr, ttxr,
only a flicker to wcigh thc consecluences iincl rcach a clecisicin.

"Tel l  you what I ' l l  do, Deacon," hc saicl cvcnly, "providin'  Rccl,  hcrc"
agrees," he noddcrl in Rccl's direction.

"I ' l l  do whatever you say, Prcachcr," Rccl said.
"Bless you for your faith in the workin's of thc Lord, young rnun," thc

rcvercnd said. Then, turning to the Deacon, hc continuecl, " l f  you' l l  agrcc to
match--{ol lar fordol lar-al l  the moncy thesc folks are wil l in ' to put up ro
help save this wanderin' soul frorn a lifc of dcbauchcry ancl violcncc, Rctl
here u'ill turn that hclplcss little puppy ovcr to you to cast out, or tlo *,hat you
pleasc. That right, Red?" Red nodded.

Upon hcaring these words, morc peoplc immc'tliatcly bcgan to linc up
until nearly evcry mcmberof thc congrcgation had unitcd in thc cfforl to "savc
Recl." Judging how the l tncl lay, thc Deacon gavc in. "I  rvouldn't  pay a <l irnc
for that bcast," he said.

"Thcn sit  down and hold your pcace, or I ' l l  considcr your ncxt outburst
an offer and hold you to it bcfore thc [,ord ancl cvcry soul in this vallcy!" thcr
prcachcr said.
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The Dcacon glarexl a1 thc assembly. u'ho paid him scant attention. He

hacl losi ancl coulcln't even thrcaten to remove the organ he had clonateti to

shou'his l 'calth without running the r isk of isolat ing himsclf l rom o'eryone
in thc Vallcl ' .  He couldn't  give i t  al l  up. He hacl plans, ald he had to prcserve

a large dergrcc of influence at all costs.
Whr:n the line had shortenc'ci, and most of the congregation hatl retumcd

to thcir pcu,s, Rcverend Kno'*4es cleclarecl the Business Mccting adjourned

ancl then rcturnecl to the business of the Revival. Surrendering thc pulpit to

thc rathcrshaken Revercnd Waddelston, hc took a seat on the front pcw bcsicle

Retl. Prucilla rerachccl out her muzz.le ancl licked his hancl, thcn curlecl up in

thc prckct of Rcd's warm coat and slept the sleep of the innocent while

Rcvcrcnd Wacldclston lambasted thc Dcvil. Revcrend Knowles ba-skcd in the

rvann glow that comes with full knou'ledge of having done thc right thing at

thc r ight t imc in the r ight manner.
Rccovcring himsclf somcu.hat, Revercncl Waddclston ;urnounccd thc

subjcct of his scrmon that night to bc, "Thc Sin of Scl l ing Your Soul to the

D c v i l . "
Dcacon Watts sat silcntly through thc cntire scrvicc" iron-jawccl and u'ith

l ips purscd; hc uttcrcd not onc'of his customary amcns whilc Brothcr Wad-

dclslon gavc thc Dcvi l  Hcavcn, so to speak. Whcn e'ach of thc houncl clog rncn

stood ancl confe.sscrl to having straycd u,hcn they ran the bcar and the boar

through thc chur-ch, thc Dcacon's thin l ips u'crc puneci cvcn t ightcr, and his

nlouth took on a dccidcd do\\ ' l l  lurn as i f  hc had bit tcn into a grccn pt 'rsi tnrnon,
* h i lc hc si lcnt ly condcrn nctl  cach onc to thc gal lows. Most cspccial ly i l i t l  that

;r14rly to thc fool u,ho hatl  hlorvn thc'ouglc at lhc momcnt thc Dcacon q'a.s in

a  s l r tc  o f  fap lu fc .
Aunt Min antl  Aunl . lunc, l l .ssistc(l  b1" Sadic Rrcrvstcr, cor.rnlc( l  thc rnoncy

undistractct l  by thc serr lon. Aftcr thc sctvicc.s, Elu'ocxl,  accttrtr l t l tnicd by
Flo1,r l ,  Sanr, unrl  thc olhcr now clcansccl bcat '-cha.scrs, rnct Rcd (1()\ \ 'n lrortL to

I  r l  L ' . s \ ' r ) l  l r i  r t t  i i  i t  l  r  l l l t '  c r , l  l t  e t  ion .
"Hcrc i t  is, Rcd," Elu,otxl saicl,  counting out thc rt toncv in grint1",

nrut:h-folt lct l  bi l ls and a largc handful of si lvcr and coPpcrri .  "Thrtt 's $ l6-1.2,1.
It  otrght to pay for a couDlc of thcm u,int lshiclt ls ) 'ou bustcd an' kccp Sarrt
l lundly frurr i  comin' up hcrc a-lookin' for vou."

Rcd'.s f  acc rcf lcctcd thc gral i tuclc he didn't  know how to cxpre'ss, i tncl thc

folks dir ln' t  cxpcct rnuch mort than a " l .hanks," an)/\vay. Anvthing morc

* txr l t l  havc crnbarra.sscci thcrn. Thanks is what thcy got.
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"Thank you, all," Red said, putting the money down his shirt, "I'll get ir
to the Sheriff soon's I can get to to$n. How'd you all know about that,
any.way?"

"I rva-s in town today, an' went by the Courlhousc to see if the juclge was
sti l l  givin'outjust ice," Mitch said. "Hewas. We u'as wonclerin'  ho*.r l .c might
help you out, an' Deacon Watts gave us a perfect oppoflunity."

"But now Prucilla belongs to you all." Red looked dou'n ar thc brighr
eyed puppy who was peering out of his pocket.

"Ncr, she's yours, al l  r ight," Charley saicl.  "Not that a one of u-s rr,oulcln' l
l ike to claim her."

"lf 'n 
you all let me hunt with you, I promise Prucilla will bc rhc bc,sr clog

in the pack," a grateful Red said.
"Son, we're countin'  on i t ,"  Aaron lrdbetlcr out in.
" 'Cordin'to Aunt lvl  n s re,rorr, , ,"  Floyd saicl,  "you an' pmcil ia owc us

about sixty ycars of huntin' right nou.."
"If you bring your French Harp. t<xl, wc'll 'scuse 

thc timc pr-ucilla ou,c.s
us," Mitch said. "We get tircrl of hcarin' Floycl ancl Elwocxl sing clucts. Il
scares the coons off-not to mcntion foxcs, bears, possurn, bobcats, ancl
various other varminLs. "

"Keep that puppy outen the roacl, an' clon't gct in any morc scrapcs *,ith
deputics," Charley advised.

"I ain' t  f igurin'on cloin'no morc of that," Rccl saicl.  . .1 rncan, i t  u,as
Deputy Gates what give me Pruci l la in thc f irst placc. Thcy'rc real ly a f  inc
bunch of folks. Say, I  just had a thought. what woulcl you al l  a-clonc i i  th.t
olcl Deacon had a-taken up thc prcachcr's offer?"

"warn't  much clangcr of that happcnin'.  That parsimoni.u.s olr l  toot ain' I
never put up no money hc u'crcn't  goin' to gct back forty t imcs ovcr, an''spxcial ly 

he ain' t  goin' to buy no houncl dog u,ha1 sings. Mtrl ,bc i f  shc'da
talkccl . . ." Elwoocl saicl straighr-facccl.

"Wc'l l  u'ork on that," Rccl said, grinning clown at pruci l la.



Chico's, Saturday Night

A
la- H f Ct ) 'S u as a long framc-ancl- log bui l i l ing u' i th a lou,- pitchert l  t in roof
suff icicnt 1cl shc(l  thc rains of spring, and strong cnough to suppon thc snorvs
that sornctirnc.s fcl l  hcavi ly during thc l . inter. A chimncy r ising frorn thc
ccntcr of thc roof gar,e noticc of thc pot-Lrcl l iccl i ron stove in the roorn bclou,.

To gain the prch thitt cxtcnclccl across thc front from corncr to corncr,
onc hacl to a.sccnd four stcps. Thc porch ,rva.s furnishc<l r,r,ith a couple of rockcrs
ancl a long oak bcnch, shou' ing the grcovcs of lnany a kcen Barlou,, and the
init ials of l i t t lc boy,s, many of whorn u,cle long sincc grou,n and gonc; thcir
narncs no\\, ctchcd on mossy hcarlsttincs in thc church gravcyard. Thc bcnch
haci a satin-tcxturcil, polishcxl patina from clccaclcs of buffing by lyc warshctl
.sun-blcachcd ovcral ls and hcavi ly cal lousccl harcls.

Mctal signs so-vcd the clual purposcs of covcring cracks in thc ancient
r l  al l ,  u'hi lc advcrt ising Grapcttc, Orangc Crush, Bruton's Snuff,  Princc Al-
bcrt,  Nchi, BC Headache Po*'r lcrs, Carler 's l- i t t le Livcr Pi l ls, Lucky Str ikcr,
Morton's Salt,  and Camcls. l t  rvas as ncar a.s the Valley hacl to a Great Whitc
way.

During thc'*,cck, Chico's was a rural prccurror of thc shopping mall ,  ancl
funct ionccl a.s bait  shop, cafctcria, habcrda.shcry, gas stat ion, Lrlacksrnithv, fcct l
rni l l ,  drugstorc, local nc\\,s ccntcr, ancl garage. Locatccl at thcjunction u.hcrc
thc Vallcy Road T- intcrsectcd rvith thc rnain highway bct*,ccn Luthcrsvi l lc
and Frankl in, and Highlancls and Cashicn, i t  wa.s thc pcr{cct rcntlczvous for
lroul f ishcnncn ancl clccr huntcrs frorn thc lo$' lantls

In thc sunrmcr, Chico did quitc a bit  of tourist busincss. Sornel irncs thc
rnorc aggrtssivcly curious tourist u'clulcl lum onto thc narrol. gravcl roacl that
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ran pa-st his establ ishmcnt iurd through tht 'Val lcl 'bcforc di.sappr:aring ovcr
the r iclge in thc dircct ion of l lungr-r Squl* '  Forcl on the Chattooga, antl  on
towarcl Clal'ton. Thc road gct rrtugh ilnd narlo*'crossing thc tirlge . l\4osr ncvcr
got as far as Hungry Scluau , :incl thc fc',r i.hat rliil rare.ly rlartcl the fonl.

The f ishermen bought chce.sc c|nckr'rs. \ \ 'ornls and crickets. l{untcrs
bought hot. coffcc, horrcvbuns and amr:rur, i l ion. 

' I 'hc 
touri .sts blou,scd, pokcd,

starccl,  shook and snif fcd, an(l  I)ai( l  cxorl) i tant priccs for thc l i l t lc jars ,rf  his
w i fe 's  p ick lcd  okra  anr l  the  "u , i ld  n rount ; r in  honcv"  hc  imp<t r tc< l  bv  thc  casc
frorn a supplicr in Io*a. Thcv askcd dircct ions in quccr na.sal acccnt.s. urrr l
maclc conclcscerrcl ing remarks aboLrt lhc  ̂ 'c1uaint" mountainccrs anrl  lhc Vir l ,
ley. Chico *,oulcl smile and say. "\ 'c.s'rn." in hi.s acquirct l  Val lcv dialcct as
hc rang up lh(, ir  purclra.ses.

On Saturclay night.s, Chico r: losctl  lhc Llroc]cn'storc i i ld opncd t]rc rrruch
largcr rcxrm that cxtcnt, rm thc ,ck of thc mairr bui lding. I t  r l ,a.s cnterr( l
through i ts own door cln thc sidc, lnt l  hclcl  a sital:c, a di lncc f loor. a jrrkcbor,
ancl a bur. I t  bccame thtr ucekcnd $alcring holc for Val lcv l 'olks in rrcct l  of
rcst ancl rclaxation.

Thc pfoprictor solcl bccr, uhir:h u'a.s icgal, lurr l  rnoonshinc, u'hich u l ts
no t :  hc  so l ( l  nc i thc f  to  n r ino i ' s .  Ch i . - 'o  h i tL l  h is  p r inc ip les .  l le  i t i so  hu t l  a  t l rc i t
un( lc rs tand ing  w i th  Sanr  Hunr l l c t .  Ch i t , 'o  r i ; rs  p ruc l i cu l ,  an t l  kncr i  S l r r r r  hu t l  lo
ra id  h i rn  f ro rn  t in rc  to  t imc or  lh r  I ^ - i lL ' (  cJ l i c t . r  r ro r r l r l  [ t t , ' oLr t  o f  l  jo i r .  S l rn t
rv i l s  p rac t ica l ,  l r r l ,  anr l  kncr i  i l '  hc  shut  tL i r rn  Ch ico 's  p lacc .  c ro r r rp ie t t ' l r ,
sor l rconL 'o i  u  c r in r ina l  bcn t  rx iL lh t  t r ] ' to  re l ) l i t r re  i t .

l J rc  Va l l cv  t l i t l n ' t  ncc t l  tha t  k in r l  o l  t rouh lc  .anr l  nc i thc r  c l i t l  S ; r rn  so
Sam $,a .s  con lcn t  lo  l r i t y  thc  cs t l l l ) ] i s l rn lcn t  an  occas i r tn l r l  r , i s i t  t r . s  a  rcnr in t l c r
t h a l r h c L l r q  q a . s n ' t a s l c t p . C h i c o , r i h r t u t r s r r " t l . s l c c p c i t h t ' r , L r s u a l l t ' r r u r n l ; l c r l

to  h idc  h is  s t r rk  o l  i l l c ru l  
' sh inc  

tu ) .1  l (x )k  innoccnt  bv  thc  t i rnc  S t r rn  go t  thc r r .
J 'hc  moonsh inc  Ch ico  so l t l  * l . s  thc  k in r l  n lu lc  fo r< l r ink ing ,  n ( ) l  l l l c  s ( )1 .1

tha [  r l i sso lvcc l  t ] re  h ra in  an t l  c i ruscr l  h l in t ln t ' ss .  wh i lc  no l  l cga l ,  nc i the  r  u  as  i t
l c tha l .  I \4os t  o f  i t  c iu t rc  f r t . r r t t  Chur lcv  I i rs te  r ' ,  r lhose s t i l l  x ,o r r l t l  have P l rss t ' r i  u
Hca l th  Of f i cc r ' s  inspcc l ion  l i . s  s r r re l r ,  l r s  i l  r iou l t l  huvc  l ' l unkc t l  1he Revtnu t ,
Dcpar l rncn t ' s .

Ch ico's anL)cstots h l t t l  btt ' rr  tht- '  or i1' . i r  n l  sf l  l  lc rs of t l re V l l  lcr ' ,  lorr; ' .  l r t , ! 'orc
Co lurnbu.s  shr t *c t l  u l t .  Thcy  ucre  l l t t ' r r . s l t rn  [ ) t 'So l r r  t ' l n rc  l l r rou l ' . ] r ,  l rL r t  i r
rc .soun( l ing ,  dc fca t ,  u ,h ich  \ \ 'a .s  i l ( ' tu i l l l y  i i  n t i t s .s i t c rc ,  l r i ,An t l l  P ickens '  l \ l i l i t i l r
i n 1 7 8 7  o p c n c r l  t h c v a l l c y t o S c o t . s  I l i s h s i ' r t l l r r r i h o c a l l r t i  i l " S L r l t l r r V i r l l c r , "
bccausc of thc ntaplr:s, s$'c( ' t  bclr- i t 's turt l  lpplc trcrs lhal l i rc ' ,r ,  t l icrc. 

- l  
l r t '

l n< l ians  rc t rca tc ( l  fu f lhc r  b l i ck  in to  the  h i l l s  *hcr t  Ar r r l r , . lackson c ' r ' t ' n tu l r l l_ r -
found thcnr ,  an< l  su l tse<1t rc 'n l l y  scn t  lher t t  to  ( )k l l rhor tu r  ( r l t  lhc  T l l i l  o f  

' I ' ca rs .
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Chico's forctrcars didn't sta;v in Oklahoma.'fhey just kept on'n'andering
ancl mceting new people. Almost single-handcdly, as it rverc, they seeme<l
cieterminccl to absorb all thc races on this continent into the crucible of their
own make-up. By the t ime Chico came along, he could claim genes from a
pool that inclucled Mexican, Sicilian, runa\tr'ay slavc^s', a British sailor's (u'ho
had jumpcd ship in Tarnpico), a Frcnch solcl ier 's (from Maximil i :rn's Arm1.'),
rrnd at least one i l incrant Ir ishman. Howcvcr, i t  u'as thc bloocl of his Chcrokcc
forcbcars that compcllet l  hirn ro f ind a home not far from thc sitc of thc cmci
and bloody defeat his pcople had suf fcrct l  morc than two and a half centurics
bcfolc.

I t  was a-s the solc rcpra'sentat ivc of his aboriginal imccstors that he rvas
acccptcd by thc sixth gencration of Va1lc1, intcrlopcrs: and with his wifc, u,ho
\r,as parl  Zuni 'utcl parl  Conquista(lor, hc claimed his ful l  birfhright. Chico
Alvcrcz y Scal ia O'Kc.cfc \va.s purc Amcrican. N4oldcd into hi.s bcingt r las a
harmonious conccntrat ion of nativc, invarlcr, pionccr, imrnigrant, founclcr,
cxplorcr, and cntrcprcneur-al l  that makcs Arncrica grcat. A fudhcr irony,
not lost on Chico, \r 'as thc fact that thc q,hct: l  had come ful l  circlc. Thc Indian
wir.s now scl l ing f ircwatcr to the white rnan for a prof i t ,  ancl i ts dr:bi l i tat ing
effccts-from hangovcr to cconomic collapsc-u,crc' in ,some meirsulu ii) rn-
bol ic vcngcrance for thc miscry and dcvastut ion that had bccn inf l ictcd on his
peoplc. As compnsaticin of a sofl ,  Chico also plovidevl his ;ratrons u, i th such
prestigious cntertainrnrnt as Rtx:k Top Radlcv and the Swarnp Buzzarcl.s.

When Happy Hank Hcad spotted Rock Top Raclley ancl thc S*,amp
Buzzards vicwing thc almost- l ikc-ncw l93fr rno<lcl potato chip van on his
Uscd Car Lo1, thc "( lrcat Ridcr Proviclcr ' ,"  as hc u' irs cul lcr l ,  losl no t inrc in
providing that group u.ith a ridc:. So inspirccl n,crc thcy rvith thc frcctlorn
affordcxi thcm bv thcir ncw convcvancc, thcy dctcrrninc'd to l l runch thcrnscl-
vcs on a Triulnphant World Triur, '* 'hich carr icd thcrn to such cxotic placcs
as Warlburg, Bcan Station, and Sncarlvi l lc in Tcnnr' .ssec, antl  

' f rr , ."rur;c1lcc 
and

Ridgc Cr-cst in North Carol ina. At lhc last stop, thc\ '  \ \ 'crc rrrct bv such l
howling niob o[ inccnscd Baptist prcachcm that thcl '  1" ' ' "  pcrsuirt lcr l  to cnd
thcir tour. Thc mo.st tr iurnphunt pad of thc u holc t lcal * as t l tal  thcir vln hclt l
togcthcr lclng cnough lcl  gct thcm out of torvn. So rnuch for tr iunrphant lourr.
Thcv * 'crc rcarlv to plav for fr ie nt ls for au hi lc.

ln prcpirr ir l ion for-Rcxk Top Ratl lcv antl  thc Su'arnp Buzzart l .s. Chicn harl
.strung, chickcn u irc across thc f rnnt of thc stagc. Whcthcr to l)r 'otcct the band
frorn f lving lrctt ]cs, or his cu.storncru frorn the bancl, was a nrLX)t poirrt .  Hc
dccrnctl  thc rnca.surc q'arrantcrl ,  anrl  u'onclcr.e'ci  i f  i t  * 'ouldn't  bc u' isc also lo
strctch u l i t t lc trarbcd wirc bctu,ccn thc staqc and thc clance f loor'-- jrrst for

. i l
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good measure. Considering that not only might it be a bit radical, but also that
it could be taken as a challenge by someone before the night was over, he
opted instead to call on Tiny Bohannon to mind the door and keep the peace.
Tiny was a genial giant whose very presence, in most ca-ses, u'a-s sufficient to
compel even the most belligerent of parons to re.consider any rash action.

The Swamp Buzzards were a mixcd bag that might have evoked visions
of the U. N. had past experience of the group not been inclicative of thcir
tendencies towarcl breaching the peace. Besides Rock Top Raclley, who n'as
a wandering one-eyed Cajun from the environs of near Bunkic in Avoyllcs
Parish, and Ugly Red, a dyed in the *'ool Tunnel Hill local boy, thcrer wcrc:
on drums, Bucksnort Bailey, late rqsident of thc Crazy Hone Indian Agcncy
and alleged direct descendant of that scourge of thc Seventh Cavalry flom
whom the Agency drew its name; Willy "Night Rider" Robinson, formcr
sparring partner of ring champions, on ba-ss; Mikki "Thc Mou.se" Oshahara,
kamakaze banjo player.vhose World War II captors kept hirn iurcl delivcrcd
him safely to relativqs in Los Angclcs aftcr the Pcrace; anci Aklul "Carncl
Driver" Rothchild on rhythm guitar"

This Brotherhood of Rhlthm and Bluqs, when not hclcl togcther by
handcuffs, was cementctl by even strongcr boncls, Namcly, an avcrsion to
being supcrvised melclctl with a compelling neecl for sclf cxprcssicln, rrhich
found an outlet in the wild variety of music inhcrcnt in their ci ivcne cultural
backgrounds. Thcy bandecl togcther in unspokcn fcar of rnutual erxlinction,
and rcleasecl their pent up hostilities in a blcnclcd tclrrcnt of unrcprcxluciblc
rhythm, harmony, chorcls and dis-chords. Thcy also playccl Su'ing.

The sun was well  bchind Rabun Bald, ancl the si lvcr amd golcl strcakccl
clouds above the Bald wcre blencling crimson into thc blue fringc of thc
descending darkness of the lingcring Indian Summcr twilight. The hoot owl
nesting in the hollow pine snag at the cdge of Chico's pilsturc grectcd thcr
rising moon with a couplc of inquiries bcfore silently gliding across thc sofr
night air in search of a plump meadow mouse.

As the evening star msc overthe saddlc bctwccn Rich Mountain and Poor
Mountain, the first revelcrs begim arriving. They came in pickups, in can, by
muleback, in wagons and on foot. The Swamp Buzzards sucldcnly camc alive,
and the strains of "Fire on the Mountain" waflccl across thc meadow anrl
minglecl with the chirys of trcc frogs in thc u'oods bcyond.

The Swamp Buzzarcls wcre packing thcm in, ancl among thc f irsr of thosc
packed were Floyd and Elwood, who had claimcd a table in thc f ar back comcr
away from the dance floor ancl close to thc rncn's room. Elwcio<l hatl morc
nc.ed forthe men's room than the clancc flcnr. His hcacl achccl, his fcct hrrr1.
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his vision was blurred and his joints r*'ere sore. He hadn't yet danced a single
number nor drunk a beer, and wasn't surc he wanted to do either.

Now that u'as unusual for the young man who u'ould have been known
as the Arthur Munay of the Valley, had anyone in the Valley ever heard of
Arthur Murray. Hidden in the darkness of the conrer, he hoped that Charlene
Daggett wouldn't spot him. It u'a-s a forlorn hope, and he knew it. She and her
twin, Darlene, were Chico's waitresses, and they would be certain to check
on that table sooner or later.

At the moment, it appeared the discovery would come later. Floyd went
in search of one of the girls to bring beer to their table. Darlene was nowhere
in sight, but he found Charlene flirting with a tall, angular, long-noscd and
mustachioed gent who was wearing yellow, fake snake-hide cowboy boots
ancl a ten-gallon, turkey feathered Stelson. A wide leather belt with a brass
buckle that must have weighcd at least four pouncls held up his ncatly pressed
stove-pipe legged jeans. It took a pair of rainbow suspenders to holcl up the
belt buckle. His arm was around Charlcne's waist, and he was tea^sing her with
a tcn-clol lar bi l l .

Floyd, slightly put out at having to search for a waitress, and more than
a little miffed at finding her u,asting time with a stranger whilc regular
customers were going thirsty, scorvlctl znd held up t\r'o fingen. Charlenc
wrcnched frec of the tall strangcr ancl went to fetch the becrs.

Misintcrpreting Floycl's frown of impatiencc iu thc displea.sure of a
jcalous boy.friend, the stranger smiled ingratiatingly and pokecl a long-
fingerccl rcd hand to\r'arcl Floycl. "Duke Bunon," hc said. "Folks arouncl herc
cal l  mc Tcx. I 'm in oi l  antl  gas."

"Floycl Bates," Floyd ansrvererl. "Folks arouncl here call me Floyd. I'm
in sa$'clust anrl slabs, an' I got ga.s. too."

Thc hand that took Floyd's t ightencd in a grip that $'as calculatcd to put
Floycl dou,n on onc kncc bcgging for mercy. Br.rt Floyd had trippd too mary
slabs ind juiccrl too rniury hcifers to bc caughl in that olcl ploy. He rcturncrl
thc grip and watchcd thc Texan's cycs u'iclen. Burton quickly relaxecl his grasp
and rcmovecl his hand from Floycl's vise.

"That purty thing your girlfriend?" Burlon a-skcd, ma-ssaging his swollcn
hand bcncath the table.

"Not tonight, she ain' t ,"  Floyd said. " l  was just wantin'  a becr."
" l ' rn glacl to hearthat. She surc is a looker," Burton said, staring in the

clircction Charlene hacl takcn.
"You're right about that," Floyd obse rvcrl, "Charlcne's alu'ays lookin'."
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"Friendly, too," Burton said with a broad smile that shou'c<i off a
gold-capped tooth with a Texas Star.

Floyd agreed, "Oh, yeah, she's friendly, all right." Although he hacl no
strong feelings for Charlene, he did recall with pleasure a couple of snuggling
sessions in the Daggett barn loft after haying sea-son one year.

"You don't  think she would mind a l i t t le chin mbbin',  cio you?" Tcx
a.sked in obvious anticipation,

"Well, I can't speak for her, but I u'ill say that sher ncvcr has," Floyd said,
thinking old Tex sure was hot to trot. Charlenc probably would give him all
the chin rubbing he could stand, especially if he kept flashing arouncl fake
diamonds like the one in the brass ring on his finger, and kept waving ten-
dollar bills.

"An' you sure you don't mind?" Burton asketl again just to rnake surc of
his ground.

"Heck no," Floyd assured him. "When you see her, grab her ancl kiss hcr
for all I care. I told you, all I wantcd was a beer."

He then stepped a^side to let the waitress pass by anci saicl, "Bc rny gucst."
At that, a grinning Tex reached out a rhinestoned brass-ringed paw,

encircled her waist, drew her to him and planted a richly u'et mustachioccl
smooch on herstrangelyunwil l ing l ips. "Howcloyou l ikcthcm applcs, babl '?"
he asked, puckering for a repcat.

To his surprise, horror and astonishmcnt, shc cra-shecl thc trav down hald
on his head, converting his ten-gallon Stetson into a turkey-feathered pofkpie,
while glass shattered and five bottlcs of lukcwarm bc.crspcu.ccl sucls an<l foarn
in al l  direct ions.

"How do you like them applcs, you mangy Tcxas octopus!" shc cx
claimcd, fctching him anothcr lick that stretchcd him out on thc floor,
knocking over a couple of chairs a-s he u'ent down. Hcad spinning, Burlon
rose on one elbow and looked at Floyd in dazed disbclicf.

"What got into her? I thought you saicl Charlcne was fricnclly," Tcx saicl,
rubbing the knot over his eye.

"Shc is," Floyd rcpl icd. "That was hcr sister, Darlcnc. Shc rr irr ' t  st i
fr iendly. "

As Floyd departed, Tiny arrivcd and handcd Burlon a mop ancl a buckct
to clcan up the spi l lcd boer, rvhich u'a-s st i l l  dr ipping off thc table anrl  thc
cei l ing. Giving the smil ing 300-pound Tiny a long look, hc strugglcrl  to his
fcct ancl bcgan to mop. It secmctl thc prlitc thing to clo.

"What was al l  that rackct ovcr thcrc?" E,lwoocl askcd rvl icn Flovtl
reioinccl him.
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"Oh, that u'as just a stranger getlin' acquainted with the girls," Floyd

ansq,ered.
"Soundcd like hc might've been goin' about it ali wrong," Elwood said.
"Well, Charlcne watmed him up, and Darlene just cooled him down."
"Can't he tel l  thcm aparl?"
"ltre's workin' on it," Floyd said. "That racket'*'as his first lesson."
" There you arel I lineu, I'd find you someu'here!" It was Charlene arriving

u.ith thcir bccr. Spotting Elu'occl, she put her tray clou'n and made a dive for

hinr. Too late, he rcal izecl hc'u'as caught.
"Norv, Charlcnc, I don't feel likc ciancin' tonight," El*'ootl protested

val iantly, but in vain.
"Surc you clo, El," shc saicl,  pul l ing on his arm, "Come on: they' re playin'

thc 'Sugar Vallcy Boogie'."
"No, Charlcnc," hc protcstcd again, but by then shc had him on his fcct.

" l  rcal lv r lon't  fcr: l  good. I  can't  clo no kind of a bcxtgie tonight. Why clon't

you gcl that old Tcxas boy to ciarcc rvith you? Hc's dyin'  to, I  know."
"That ol '  Dukc? Ain't  no use. I  ju.st tr iccl,  an' hc turncd tai l  an' ran when

hc sarv rne comin'.  What you rcckon got into him, any*'ay? Not tcn minutes

ago hc rvas trvin'  to gct mc to 1$ to Tcxas u' i th him."
fly thc timc shc rnacic this spccch, shc hacl Elu'oocl on thc tlance floor

ancl had bcgun thc g1'rat ions looscly associatet l  u' i th thc Sugar Vallcl '

Btxrgic- and anumbcrof othcrpopulart lanccsof thccra, cach with acl i f fcrcnt
nrunc bul thc sarnc Inotions. Thcrc * 'crc no stcps to lcarn. I t  * 'a.s al l  clonc * ' i th

thc at-ms antl various othcr parls of lhc anatomy. Fcct \\'erc not involvccl,

cxccpt to kccp things moving. Neither physical contact nor syrchronizal ion

of mclvcment bctu'ecn the Pullnetr uas imptrr lant. Empha-sis u'as on cither

total frccdom of the individual. or r icl t l ing onc's bocly of a plaguc of bugs
rvithout applving hancls to thc i tching spots. Thc Aflhur Murray of thc Vallcy

coult l  han<llc cvcrything frorn a w'altz 1o thc Tcnncssce Toc Hop, ancl cvcrl

sr luarc dance cvcr invcntcd, but this dicln' t  fal l  into any of thosc catcgorics.
"Corne on, El* 'oocl,  I)a-Yunct ' \"  Charlcnc shoutcd ovcr hcr shoulclcr in

thc m it lst of a tr iplc pirouctte ,  arms f lai l ing while hcr bocly contortecl in placcs

cvcn a boa constr iclclr coulcln' t  havc bcnt.
Eluosl 's hcarl \ \ .a.sn't  in i t ,  cvcn i f  his mind could havc graspcd i t .  " I

lolr l  1'ou I clon't  knou'ho\.\ '  to ( lo i t !"  hc shoutcd to his partncr, u'ht i  * 'a.s rapidly

nroving au ay f rorn him into a boi l ing sca of f lai l ing arms, bobbing hcads i int l
f ly ing fcct.

"Thc 'on ly  th ing t  vou  can do  wrong, "  shc  yc l l c t l  back ,  " i s  s tand s t i l l ! "  Then

shc u,a.s cornplctclv l ; trbrncrgcd in thc scrcthinS, ma.ss.
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He took her at her word and, by faking a ca.se of the St. Vitus Dancc,
worked his way through the mob to the edge of the dance floor ancl dragged
himself back to the table. If Charlene missed him, she didn't let it show. Whcn
the number ended she was still dancing, lost in her own world. Aftcr a ferv
extra beats- unaccompanied by the band, which was going on break-she
regained her composure and returned to the table for her tray. She and Floycl
arrived about the same time, where they found Elwond ga-sping for breath,
nearly out of it.

"You all right?" Floyd askecl.
"Oh, yeah, I'm fine," Elwood licd.
"Some fun, huh. El?" Charlene askcrl.
"Yeah. Some fun," Elwood panted.
"We'll do another later, okay?" Not u,aiting for an answcr, Charlcnc

picked up her tray to g, L ck to u'ork. "I gotta find old Dude or Dukc or
whatever his name is."

"I  know he's lookin' for you," Floyd cal lcr l  to hcr dcpart ing back. ' .Hc

said hc wants to take you to Texas and shoot cantaloupcs!"
If Charlenc heard him, she gave no sign. She had alreacly spottcti Terx in

a corncr feccl ing coins into thc big Wurl i tzer jukcbox, rnopping his hcacl u. irh
a rcd bandanna and looking a grcat deal less sclf-assurcd than bcfor.c. Thc
turkey fealhers in thc Stctson wcrc bcnt sornewhat awry, antl the crou,n rr a.sn't
a jaunty. Bunon saw hcr corning ancl tr iecl [o Lrccomc invisiblc.

"Why're you tryin'  to hiclc frorn mer, Ducle?" shc mkccl, grabbing hirn bv
the arm bcforc hc coulcl gct away. " l  ain' t  gonna bite you."

" l t 's 'Dukc'," hc saicl,  "an' you cl icl  worsc'n bitc r-nc ' l r ,hi lc 
ago."

"That rvas Darlene. Shc don't  l ike folk.s kissin'  on hcr *,hcn shc t l .n.r
cven knorv  ' cm.  I 'm Char lcne ,  an '  I  l i kc  k iss in '  ju .s t  f inc . "

"How is shc whcn shc does knoq' 
'crn," 

Dukc a.skccl,  tul t t t i 'g lhc l tunto
on his hcad.

"Wcll ," Charlcne saicl,  "shc's not apt to conk 'cm 
u.i th a bccr tra1,."

" l  l ikc kissin' ,  too, but I  r lon't  rvant rnv hcacl bashctl  in cycrl . t intc I
puck t ' r .  Thar  can gc t  bu( l  c l i s t 'o r r rag in ' , "  Du ie  su ic l .  " l 'm go .nr r  tyu i r  r ry in '
unl i l  I  f igurc a u,ay to tcl l  you al l  apart.  Ain't  you got a nrolc or ionrct ir in'
thal she ain' t  got?"

"Not wherc you can scc i t ,"  Charlcnc gigglcrl .
"Wcll ,  I  ain' t  st ickin'my ncck out no moic. I t 's too clangcrous," Tcx

rk'clarccl.
"Try this, then," she said, rcmoving hcr apron ancl hangin6l i t  aroun<l his

neck l ike a bib. "I 'm thc one without an aprcn, an' herc's a kiss that ought tcr
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hold you 'til I get back." She pecked him on the encl rlf his nose and darted

off to wait on a table that was clamoring for sen'ice.
"Hot diggety dogl" Duke cxclaimecl. Thc bump 61'qr his cvc wasn't

throbbing nearly as much as i t  hacl bccn. "Norv rvc're gett ir l 'somewhcre."

Maybe the evening woulcln' t  be a tolal loss, aftcr al l .

* * * * *

Eyeing thc retreating form of Charlcne, Floyd u'as rernindcd of a sack of

livc rabbiLs. Pondering thc sight for a momcnt, he tumed to Elworxl, u'ho was

.slumpcl in his chair mopping his brow. "You gonna make i t ,  old bui lciy?" he

askcd in a conccmed voicc.
"I'll bc hcre when the sun contes up," Elwood declarcd ganiely.
"You might be dead u'hcn thc sun corrcs up," Floycl said. "Why clon't

wc call it an cvcning ancl go on home."
"Aunt N4in '*.oulcl faint i f  '* 'e carnc in this carly," Elu'ootl  pointcd out.

"Besidcs, you got a lot of clancin' to t lo; 1'als ain' t  cven su'catin' ."
"Oh, I 'm pudy worc out, an'old Rcd's t lone playcd his trest nurnbcrs,

any\\,ay. "

* * * * *

"Daricnc, can you tcnct bar au'hi lc? I golta go bring up sornc morc bccr,"

Chico cal lcd.
"Soon as I gct back from thc sanclbox." Darlcnc cal lcd back. Rcmoving

hcr apron, she handcd i t  to Chicxr 's olt lcst claughtcr. "Rosic, look after m1'

tablcs 
' t i l  I  gct back. Takc a rouncl to thc band, too, and watch that Radlcy. I

th ink  hc 's  bccn s ipp in 'so tnc  o f  Char lcy 's  u ' i ldca t . "
Patt ing the u'r ' inklcs out ol 'hcr ski11, .shc startcd lo$ ar1l thc lat l ic.s'  rmm

jus t  the  o thcr  s idc  o i  thc  jukcbox ,  uh ich  rvas  ua i l ing  a \ \ ' i l \ r  i t  nurnbcr  about

Wa1'lon and Wil l ic antl  thc Roys. Dukc tLttncd ari ' t ty from thc jukclnx and,

sccirrg. lhe apronlcss f igure hastcning tou'arcl hint stcppcd into hcr path, su'cpt
hcr into a giant bcar hug ancl plantct l  a \ \rarrn, sloppl ' .  l ingcring kiss ful l  on

hcr l ips. Final ly rclcasing hcr, hc slcppd back, thrc'* '  opcn his anns ancl

Irnnounccd, "That 's the way u'c do i t  in Tcxas, Baby!"

Darlcnc was takcn by surpri .sc, ini t ial ly, but cluickly rccovcrct l .  Grabbing

him by thc apron that hung looscly from his ncrk, she slamrncrd his he acl clou'n

into thc pinbal l  machinc, *,hich gave a louci "ding!" ancl rcgi.stcrtcl  TILT as

liAht.s fla.shcd ancl bluc smoke rosc from its manglcd innarcls.

. t /
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"That's the u'ay u'e do it in Sugar Valley, _r,ou two-bit hog rustler!"
Darlene shouted, as she stompcd on the poinrcd toe of his yellou,, fakc
snake-hide cowboy boots.

Once again Tex sank to rhc il<rur, his crushc'cl Sretson falling ro rhe floor
beside him. The air u'a"s redolenr u'ith the acricl odor<_rf singed ancl .srnolclcring
turkey feathers.

Darlene stomped hcr u,ay past Floycl and Elu'oorl, u'ho *.crc just rhcn
headcd for the door. Thcy pausccl for a momcnt 1o vicu. thc clazcd Tcxan, u,hcr
wa-s stretched out besidc the shattcrcd and smoking pinball machinc. Flol,cl
prodded the inert fonn with his bcnt.

"Looks l ikc he ain' t  makin' much progrcss in rcl l in '  thosc gir ls apart,"
hc commcntetl.

"You don't  htye mr:, envmorc...  " thc iukctxtx u,ai lccl.

, f * * * *

Exccpt for onc morc srnal l  inciclcnt, lhcrc rva.s l to rnorc c\cri lctncnt that
evcning. Tiny kcpt thc l)cacrc. Duke Bullon tr ict l  onc ntorc t irnc, antl  1,.ctt  i t
wrong. Charlcnc ncvcr qa.:;  ablc ro i lcl  \ \ i rhin f i f t l ' fcct ol 'hinr altain, an(l
Darlcnc wasn'1 trJing.

It  u,as closc to thrcc in thc rnonting u,hc.n Chico paid thc band off,  aftcr
clccluct ing for bccr, anrl  ushqcci thc l l .st of thc die- haruLs into thc nitht.  Hc
u'as counting thc night 's rcccipt.s u hcn hc noticecl one of thc lr i l ls r l i t ln 'r  fee I
r ight a-s hc hancl lcd i t .  I t  u,a-s a tcn-dol lar bi l l .  t{olr l ing i t  up ro thc I ig,ht and
snapping i t  a couplc of l i rncs, Chicn rcal izecl thcrc coukl be no rnisrakc: i t  * 'as
a ohonv.

Dropping El lr 'oocl at the gatc, Flolr l  askcrl  hirn ho* hc l 'c lr .
"Likc I bc.en poopccl off a cliff," Elri,or-xl rcsp<tndr.,tl.
"You goin' to bc in church in the mornin"J" i j iol , t l  int lrr iret l .
"Not unl<ss Aunt Min clrags rnc, or I  fccl a heap bcttcr thun I t l t i  nt in,,"

Elu'ocxl .said. "this <lra5t a.ssin'  arounrl is atrout to Llct tr) nrc. I ' rn cithcr goin'
to  gc t  bc t tc r  o r  r l i c ,  onc .  I  can ' l  s land nruch rnorc  o f  th is . "
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r-1
lt ,LWOOo WOKE UP Sunday morning thinking i t  woulcl bc easicr to get

clrcssecl ancl go to church than to explain to Aunt Min hc fclt too bacl to go.

Hc was surprised *'hcn shc suggcstcd hc stay in bc<l, but hc \vent on to church

r','ith her anlnvay. As it turnctl out, hc might as well have stayccl in bcd. Hc

slept through onc of Revcrcncl Knowles' bcsl effort.
Rccl wa-s on thc front pcu'again; this t imc: without Pruci l la. Dcacon WatLs

ancl Miss Eff ic occupiccl their usual pu' and, f incl ing nothing clsc to disap-

provc, cast acicl glzurccs tou'arcl the slumbcring Elwoocl, rr'ho n:maincxi

obl ivious to that and cverything clsc.
Floycl punchcxl Ehvood a timc or trvo whcn his snores showctl signs of

rivaling thc thundcr of Rcv. Knou.lcs' serrnon, but crven that failctl to lousc

him for more than a momcnt. Frorn the cxprcssion on his face it u'as obvious

that the Dcacon had sancl imoniously concluded that Elw<xld hai l  spcnt a niSht

of clcbauchcry, rr'hich cnded in a sinful iurd monuntcntal hangovcr. 
'I]rc

"Scrvcs him right" attitudc adoptcd by thc Dcacon anci his u'ifc was vcr-v

clearly unclerstood by anyone $'ho happcncd to nolice thcir cxchangcrl

glanccs.
Floyd zncl Aunt Min, u'ho kneu'bettcr, u'cre concerncti.

Following the scrvice, Elu'ood had to makc a bcclinc for the woods to

wct thc bushcs. Whcn hc carnc back, Floyd took him homc u'hilc Rev'

Knorvlcs took Aunt Min anci.lunc to thc Batcs' for tlinncr. As soon as Floycl

lcft, Elwooci clrank scvcral dippcm of rvatcr, then strctchccl out on thc couch

and slcpt unl i l  Aunt Min wokc him for suplrr.
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That n'as El*'ood's routine for that entire Sunday. If he sat still, hc rvent
to sleep. If he stood up, he had to go $'et the bu.shes. Whichcver he dicl, he
felt constantly as if any strong efforl would clo him in. Poopcd off a cliff rvas
about a^s accurate a cle.scription as he could givc it; constant thirst, constant
drowsinqss. conslant calls of nature, and on top of all that, his vision w as so
blurred he could hardly see where he *'a^s going.

He wasn't getting any better, and hc didn't know u'hat to do about ii.
Neither did Aunt Min. She u'as bafflecl. All of her rc'meclies. u,hich u,cr-e
calculated to cure everything from bangs to chole ra, hacl failcd. Shc hacl hearcl
that there werc granny-hags who could put a cumc on pcoplc but she clicln't
believe in hexes--or. at least. she didn't $,ant to bcrlicve in them. It did make
a body wonder. But who would want to put a hex on Elwoocl?

He was a good boy; worked hard, never sassed her, ancl dicl all his chorcs.
Of course, he did have some trifling u.ays, but mostly they u.crc harmless. All
the Valley boys cha^sed coons ancl foxes, iurd on Saturday nights, they chasccl
girls. That's just thc way men were. Even thc oncs that had gottcn Savccl had
all done it at one time or another: a lot of them still did. Aunt Min *'as wisc
enough to know that time wa-s a more certain cure for tcmptations of thc flesh
than hellf ire serrnons.

Min dicln' t  blow out thc lamp by hcr becl that night. She said hcr praye rs,
and turned it clown low so she wouldn't havc to grope fclr matchcs in thc clark
in the event Elwood nccded her. She hearcl him go out thc Lrack cloor thrcc
times in the night, but didn't gct up to chcck on him. Oncc she hearcl hirn clraw
a frcsh bucket of water. She thought she had donc the right thing by having
sent word to Chico to have Loney Adams stop by. Loncy alu'ays stoppctl at
the store to see who nccderl her before she maclc hcr rounds to chcck on all
the Valley's mothers-to-be. Loncy was the County Nunc/lr4idwifc, and hacl
spanked enough Valley bottoms in her nearly forty yc-an of scryicc 1o have
fi l led a goocl sized stadium. Maybc shc would know what to clo. Thc Vallcy
women trustcd Loncv.

Thc carly eclgc of daylight had changcd thc dark to gray. Evcn hacl ir Lx:cn
ful l  dayl ight, Elwood's vision was so bluncd hc u'oulcl havc bccn unablc to
iclentify the form before him had it not spoken.

"Well ,  wel l ,  Elwood, what arc you doing wallcr in'  arounrl in bcd't i l
nearly daylight!" was Loney's hcarty announccmcnt of hcr prcscncc as shc
bounced into the room. Aunt Min wtus bchind her with a lamp, but i t  u,oulr ln' t
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be needed for long, Old General Jackson crowed outside the window as if to
add emphasis to Loney's remark.

Elwood struggled to sit up in bed, but his eyes still wouldn't focus. Miss
Loney and Aunt Min were dim, fuzzy figures as if seen through an opaque
window. "What are you doin' here, Miss Loney? Why aren't you over at Lem
Abernathy's birthin' Elly's baby? I heard it was about due."

"I already done that while you were lolling around waitin' for Min to fix
you breakfast, you sorry rascal," Loney said. "l come by here to check on you.
I didn't even know you \r'ere pregnant."

"That ain't too likely. I ain't even been exposed, lately," Elwood replied.
"I can believe that," Loney said, "I heard you've been too lazy to evcn

run around."
"Aunt Min's been talkin' again, I gucss," Elwoocl said with a v'an smile.
"l hear talk around," l.oney said in a nonchalant tone. "Chico said you

didn't evcn stick arouncl for the fight over at his place Saturday."
"Hadn't heard about it, What happenecl?"
"Ugly Recl camc out fncm behind the chicken wire and punchecl out somc

stranger for getting frqsh with Darlenc Daggett. Reached up and socketl him
right on the thigh, I hcarcl. Must have given him an awful char-ley horlcr. Thc
cowboy picked Rcd up, ancl was about to shake the teeth plumb out of his
head, whcn Rcd boxed both his ean;. Tiny Bohannon put a stop to things beforc
it got out of hand.

"Chico let the cowboy stay in his barn. He wasn't in much shape to go
home. Anyway, when I looked at him a while ago, he still couldn't hear what
I was saying. His hcad was a mess. I hacl to pick some turkey feathen out of
his scalp. I wonder hou'thcy got there? You think Rcd might have hit him
with a turkey?"

"Can't put all that off on Red. Darlene had worked him over prctty *.ell
herself, bcforc mc and Floyd left," Elwood said.

"I clon't know what \t'e'rc going to do with that boy. First it was Sam
Hundley's dcputics; now it's cowboys about four feet longcr than he is,"
Loncy said, shaking her hcad. "Well, any'u'ay, I necd to he'ar about you." She
slappcd a thcnnometer in his mouth and shot him a stream of qucstions, while
.she rcachcd in hcr bag for a slcthqscopc and blood pricssurc cuff. Whcn
Elwocxl triccl to answcr, she told him not to talk and to bc sur.c to hold thc
thcrrnometer undcr his tongue. Elwoocl hcavcd a sigh and relaxccl against thc
p i l lows.
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After a brief time, Loney took the thermomcter from his mouth urd
examined it with a little penlight she kept on a chain. "Mmmm," shc saicl.
Then she shook the thermometer down and returned it to its ca-sc.

"What's the 'Mmmm' mean, Miss Loney?" Aunt Min askctl .
"It means he's running a little fever, but he probably won't dic fnxn it,"

Loney replied a-s she wrapped the blood prcssure cuff arouncl Elu'rxrcl's ann.
Adjusting the stethoscope to her ears, she pumped the bulb until tho cuff
tightened around his arm. This time, when the ta.sk *'as complcted, ancl she
had released the air from the cuff and removed the stcthoscopc, thcrc wirs no
"Mmmm."

"Blood pressure's up a l i t t le, too; but you aren't  going to ci ic front that,
either," she announced.

"Miss Loney, I sure hope you find something u,rong with mc"" Elu,txrd
said. "I hate to feel this bad and not be sick."

Loney was reaching into her bag again. This time shc brought out a roil
of yellow tape and a little bottlc. Handing the bottle to Elwoorl, shc saicl,
"Here. Go pee in this and let me scc it."

El*'oocl was puzzlcd, but giad to coopcratc. Hc had bccn u,crnrlcring u,hcn
he was going to be given an opportunity to tcnd to that chorc. "This l i t t lc bott lc
ain' t  goin' to be ncar big enough, Miss Loncy. I ' rn goin' to nccrt l  a Lruckct,"
he said. Unaccustomctl to bcing givcn such olcicrs by a lat ly, hc was a l i t l lc
embarrassccl.  Hou'cvcr, Miss Loncy's mattcr of fact cl ircctncss rnarlc i t  casicr,
and he hcaded out thc door to do a,s shc saicl.

"That bottle will be a-plcnty. Do u'hat you '*'ant u'ith thc rcst o[ it."
He rcturned in a fcw minutes with the botr lc nearly ful l ,  ancl shyly han<lcrl

it to Loney. "I wa^s wrong, Miss Loncy. It woulcl'vc took two buckcts."
Loney held the cup to the bright sunl ight thai was nou,.strcaming through

the window. Thcrc was another "Mmmm" as Min and E,lrr.cxrd lookcd on
questioningly. Thcn l.oney tore off a piccc of thc ycllow tapc ancl dippccl it
into the liquid. Upon removal, thc lape tumecl almost black r,r.hcrc thc urinc
had soakcd it.

Turning to thc pair await ing thc vcrcl ict,  shc said, "Wcll ,  thcrc's sorr.rc
good news and some bad. The good news it that you arcn't prcgnant. thc bad
is that you got sugar in your urinc ancl you probably have a kit lncy infcct ion."

"Sugar. .  .  you mcan he's got-" Aunt Min said.
"Diabetes," Loncy announced, f  inishing he r serntcncer.
Aunt Min's facc droppccl, ancl Elworxl's hcafl sank. Thc only pcoplc hc

ever hearcl of having had the 'pis.sing cl iscasc',  i r-s thc olr l  folks cal lct l  i t ,  r .r 'crc
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planted up on the hill besicle- the church. Loney read their thoughts iurd quickly

set out to give thcm sorne rea-ssurance,
"Wait a minule, no'* ' ,"  shc saicl in her bcst no-nonsense tone, "clon't  go

laving out any funcrai suits, yet. 
'There's a lot of pcople out therer who have

bccn walking arouncl u' i lh cl iabetqs for ycars, ancl they aren't  dead yet "

"What clo u'er c1o now?" Aunt Min askcd.
"Kccp on giving hirn whatcvcryou give tokeep his kidneys f lushed, end

let's gct him '"o Luthcrsvillc ancl lct Jake take a look at hirn as soon as \vc can.

In thc nrcantimc, don't  fcct l  him any pic or mything elsc with sugar in i t ,"

l,oney said. "Beltcr e asc off on the fat, too," shc acldctl.

Loncy .sta1'crl 1o have a cup of strong black coffee, rr'hilc Elwood ate a

couple of boilcci cggs. "Just one piece of bacon," Loney cautioned. "Two

biscuits rvi l l  bc cnough, and casy on the grary. '"

Elu'osl coulcl tcll already that living as a diabetic u'iis going to takc somc

will pos'cr. I-le u'ondered if hc had it.
By cight o'clock Loncy u'a-s out thc (loor and on her u'ay to chrck on hcr

othcr paticnts. " l ' l l  kccp checking on you," shc said' Min fctt  reassurct l ;

Elrl'otxl \\.a.sn't so surc.

* * * * *

"t lold st i l l  ancl i t  q'on't  hutl  as rnuch," thc l i t t lc nursc said a-s she prcpalccl

to sink a ncctl lc into thc vcin whcrc Elu'ootl 's lcft  arm bcnt.

Elwoul coulcl havc su'otn thc nectl lc u'as at lca.st a foot long. Stancl ing

ncrrby,. lakc Crabl-rc. M. D., or "Doc" to most folks, rcacl El* 'otxl 's thoughts

and sa ic l ,  " l i ' . s  on lv  about  an  inch  and a  ha l f .  The les t  i s  your  imag ina t ion . "

Elu'otxl looked up arrt l  snri lcd wanly. As hc dit l  so. thcrc was a l i t t lc prick

antl  hc fcl t  the ntccl lc cntcr his vcin with harci ly a pang. I t  u rs ore r in l t

nlolrcnt. Thc rtursc tcttrovctl  thc svringc, appl ie' t l  a bal l  of cotton to thc small

holc, antl  bcnt Elucxrd's arrn r. tp to hold thc bal l  in placc.
" l 'helc wc iuc," she announcccl.  "You havc grcat vcins' Mr. Larkin. You

\\,on'1 havc an1' troublc at al l  blcc'ding al l  thc blood wc \\ 'ant ' ' '

Eluotxl took scant plcasurt frorn that bit  of ncws. Hc had no iclca how

rnuch blootl  she *anlc<i.  or horv much hc had to sparc. Aftcr spcnding what

sccrnc(l  rnosl of thc rtrorning f i l l ing spcirncn cuPs ancl blccding for a prctty

lursc rvho.sccrnccl plcl .sct l  rvi th his abi l i ty t6 clo so, Doc cal lcd hirn intg his

o f l i cc .
"Elwocxi, i t  looks l ikc Loncy hacl i t  pggcd about r ight. You atc diabctic '

a l l  r i sh t , "  hc  sa id .
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"How long you reckon I'll live, Doc?" Elwoocr askecr, fearing the worst.
"I'd say probably anothersixty or eighty years, if you aon't g"et snoke bir

or run over." Doc smiled. "Actually, Elwood, it depencrs mostryin ho,*,well
you take care of younelf, you can live a long lifeif you *.-ito, but you;ll
have to live by some rules."

"Aunt Min makqs me live pretty close to the Foot of the cr-o.ss no*,,,,
Elwoocl said. "I don't see ho*. I can tighten clown much more.,,

. Doc pondered a moment, considering the young man sitting across fnrrn
him. Elu'ood had finished the sixth grade, u'hici u,a-s as far as the lirrlc school
in the Valley went. He rvas a long way from durnb, but that was all rhc formal
educational opportunity he hacr becn offcrecl. Howevcr, what hc lackerl in
education was made up in lore, a lore much more rich, variecr anc.r profountr
thar could be had in any uni'ersity. Life in thc Vailey pracecl a h ighe,r p.c,miunr
on lore than on letters; sr:'vival oftcn clepcnclccl on it.

Doc considcrc<l Elwood a pcrfcrt producl oi_antl  ucl l  .suiret l  ro_ rh.,
rigon of life there, where honesty, hard work ancl trust u,crc thc norm. Bul
what about in the city whcre othcr norm.s applic<i, ancl whcrc honcsty was ai
leiut rarc, and misplaccil trust courcr lanci you in a heap of troubrc? Balancecr
against the occan of naivetc Elwood posscsscd u,a.s the fact that Elu,oorl rva.s
a.young man. The ravages of uncontrolled cliabetcs woulcl grou, worsc in a
short while and wourcr wcigh hcavi ly against him. Doc felt  that hc courcr t lo
a rcasonablc job treating Elwood with a list of ,,clo's 

arct clon.ts," lrut
concluded that, to livc the long fuil lifc promi.secr, Elwood woulcr rccluirc s.mc"whys" iu well. That cared.for more speciariz.ctr carc tha' Doc was cquilqrc,<l
to give hirn; nor was it available uny*i"." in Keowcc County*___.r ,r;, ;th";
placc close by.

"Elwood, can Aunt Min sparc you for au,hilc?"
"l  suppose so," Elwood saicl.  . ,Hou, Ionc a \a,hi le?, '
"Probably sevcral wereks,-perhap, 

"u"n 

-u 
fcw rnonths," Doc rcslxrn<rcrr.

Elwood thought about it for a moment. Thi.s r.r'as somcthing hc hacr nol
considered. "No more help than I 've bccn Iatcly, I  gucss shc coulcr clo u, i thor-rt
me for a long timc; but I'cl neecl to lalk it ou". o'it, hcr bcfor-c r .urr,l ;i;;you an ans\vcr."

. .  
"Sound.s fair cnough," Doc saicl.  "Nou,, hcrc's ,n,hat I 'vc 6r.t  in r ' inrr.

I 'vc got a fr icnd, a clas.smarc.f mine , u,ho is chicf of Staff at a I i i rgc h;;; i i , ,r
in vulcan city. He has an cxccl lcntcrinic thatspcciarizc.s in tcachin'g<l i , ,r*.r. .^,
how to l ivc rvith this probrcm. Hc w.n't  shoot you any bui l ,  anrl  he rvi l l  rvork
with you-not on you. Hc is a diabetic, tr imsc't t ,  antl  bcl icvc nrc, hc k'o*,s
what thc problcms are."



Sugar Valley Saga

"WHOOO! Vulcan City!" Elwood exclaimed. "I 've never been there
before. It must be a hundred miles."

"At least," Doc agreed"
"Unless he'll take a sack of 

'taters 
and a bale of coon hides. I clon't have

enough moncy to pay for all that fancy stuff," Elwood said.
"I've thought of that," Jake said. "I'm going to write hirn and ask if there

is any way he can affange to let you work it out after he gets you straightenecl
out."

The prospccts of gctting bcttcr and seeing the sights of a city appealecl
to Elwood; but the iclea of leaving the Valley and parring with friencls ancl kin
fostcred some misgivings. Sti l l ,  i f  he didn't  have to fcel so bacl al l  thc t ime-

"Doc, I  don't  think l 've got bus fare to go that far, i f  i t 's a hundrecl milc.s
l ikc you say."

"I 'vc thought of t .hat, too," Doc saici.  "Look, you got somc: hogs you'rc
fattcning Ior ki l l  thi .s fal l ,  don't  you'1"

"Well ,  yeah. I  got them eight pigs of Luci l lc 's born last spring," Elu.oorl
rcpl ied.

"Al l  r ight, I ' l l  takc a shoat and pay yciu in aclvance."
"You gct your pick."
" l ' l l  lct Floyd pick i t  for rnc. Hc' l l  look aftcr your intcrcsl.s, anrt I ' l l

probably gct thc skinnicst onc of thc bunch."
" l f  I  know Floyd, hc' l l  givc you thc fattcst one ancl throw in rhc sow, rc)

boot," Elu'ocrl  smilcd.
"Al l  r ight." . lake rosc, indicating thcir busincss was f inishcrl  for the clay.

"Taik i t  over u' i th Aunt Min ancl lct mc kno\rr next rvcck whcn you comcr back.
I want to scc how this ciict affcct.s you." Hc handcri Elwoocl some pa1rcn. '.lt's

al l  u'r i t ten dou'n hcrc, ancl i t 's stuff  she alreacly has. I t  won't be any troublc.
Don't forgct to takc those pi l ls I  gavc you, ancl drink lot.s of watcr. That ' l l
c lear up that infcct ion. By the t imc you gct back, your vision shoult l  bc clcar,
too."

"Thanks, Doc. I'll sclc you ncxt weck." Ellr,'oocl alrcady fclt bcttcr.
Floycl pickccl him up in thc lumber truck aftcr he had cle livcrcd a loarl of

rough lumbcr to thc planer mil l  next to thc Blue Ridge tracks clou.n in Wcst
Union. On the u,ay back to the Vallcy, Elu,ood f i l lcd Floycl in on rvhat rnight
bc in storc for him. Floyd u.as brightcncd by thc prospcct of Elwoocl's not
clying right away .Ls hc'd fimt fcared, but thinking of Elu'oocl bcing far arva1,
in a strangc 1o\rn was a sobcring thought.

That night, Floyd ancl .lune, Aunt N4in, Loncy and Elu.oocl sat arcuncl
Aunt Min's big table cl iscussing the problcm. It  took some harcl thinking ancl
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straight talking, but it ait boiled clown to \\.hat *,as be:st for Elwood in rhe long
run. They took a vote, $'hich r,r.as final, clccisive, irreversible and propcr; thcy
left it up to Elwoo<l.

He rose and looked at thc family iind friends hc rvould have lo lcavc
behind, if he chose to go. They all sharerl a concem for his wclfarc; thcv carecl
about him. He couldn't  imagine * 'aking up u' i thout thc r ich srncl l  of bacon
frying and Aunt Min's graham biscuits fresh out of the ovcn. It *,as harcl to
imagine u'hat he would do u'ith nights u'hcn he and Floycl couldn't go hunting
with Chartey and thc boys. What u'ould Shorroff do? That durnb clog. Narnccl
after the mountain whosc shadow shadecl the kcnnel u'hcre hc rvas bom, hc
would miss old Shorty; arrd who would kc.cp thc Dcacon from shooting hirn
for stealing a ferv scrawny chickcns? It u'as a tough thing to think alrout, bur
a clecision had to bc made. Elwood su'allou'cd hanl and madc it.

" I ' l l  eo , "  he  sa id .



Goodbye Valley,
Hello Vulcan Cifv

rfi
I HEY HEARD IT COMING long bcforc it camc into sight.

"Here she comes, Elwood!" Mitch l larr is made the off icial an'
nouncement when the big coach roundccl thc curvc a half milc away, and the
wide-spaccd heacllights cut through thc carly morning mist. About halfu'ay
along the straight-away it begar slor,r'ing for thc bricf stop at Ch;co's.

Juclging from thc size of thc gathcring to scc Elu'ood off , half the Valley
must have bccn tcmporarily dcpopulatccl. Thc u'isccracks ancl bantcr, a natural
rcaction, hclpcxl dispel the nen'ous tension, and disguisc the funercal sobriety
undcrlying thc occasion. Onc of thcir oun hacl contractccl a drcad malady,
which expcricncc hacl taught thcrn usually cndccl in an agonizing dcclinc and
carly dcmisc. Now the vict im *,as lcaving thc Vallcy to scck "thc curc," u.hich
thcy hopcd-though few bclicvctl-lay in thc Big Tou,n.

The final rouncl of hanrlshakcs, goocl u'ishcs and farc*'clls bcgan in
camcst u'hcn thc bu.s f imt carncr into sight. Charlcy Fostcr sl ipperl a fruit  jar
of tawny l iquid into thc World War I vintagc duffel bag Ehvurt i  rva.s taking
rvith hinr. Thc bag had lrccn ( lonalr\ l  by Aunt- luncr. I t  had bclongecl [o hcr latc
husbancl, Unclc Horace.

"That's privatc stock, Elwcxrd, just in case you gct snakr: bit ," hc shcxrk
Elworxl 's hand and gavc him a brclad u, ink.

Bobby Sue, Charlcy's daughtcr, gavc hirn a sistcrly ki .ss, and blushed.
Darlcnc gavc hirn a hug and a kiss on thc other chcck. Evcn Charlcnc was
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more subdued than anyone had ever seen her, but she rose to the occasion by
giving him a hug and a warm, wet smacker square on the lips, which made
Elwood blush.

"There's some sugar that won't hurl you," she said, amidst a burst of
applause and appreciation from the male contingent.

At the rear of the crowd stood the Swamp Buzzards; hairy, umkcmpt ancl
solemn. They were always solemn, except Red, who was usually pretty
bouncy, when not standing before a judge. As a group, they gave a strong
impression of aliens, not from another country, but from anothcr worlcl-a
world not lost, but merely misplaced.

The bus pulled up and, with a hissing of air, the door swung opcn and
the driver stepped out. "Five minutes!" he callert, ancl then strocle inside for a
quick cup of coffec while Chico loaded the mail and took off a sack for thc
Valley.

"I ' l l  take care of old Shortoff,  El.  Don't worry," Red cal lcd. . , l f  I  can'r
f ind him, Pruci l la wi l l ."

The biurd began to warrn up for the farcwcll numbcr they hacl plannccl.
Problem wa.s, thcy hadn't all planned the samc song. Whilc rhcy u,crc
cle'ciding, Prucilla, grown almosl too big for Rcd's pockct, justlccl hcr hcad
out and bcgan warming up with thc band.

Elwooci hugged Aunt June and Aunt Min, who werc fighting back tcars.
He didn't remcmber evcr having sccn cither of them cry exccpl at funcr.als.
Aunt June gave him a Bible, with an admonition to bc goocl. Aunt Min hantlcrcl
him a shoebox t iecl with a str ing. "A fcu, biscui ls," shc said. . . I t ' l l  holcl vou't i l  you get thcre,"

He shook hzurds last with Floycl,  who could hanl ly lcnk him in rhc cyc.
"Take care, old son," Floyd chokcd ancl his eycs fitlecl. "Write sornctime , .ncl
be carcful of them Big City women."

"I wi l l ,"  Elwood said. "Ancl you kecp rhcsc Vallcy gals in l inc."
"That 's too big a job forone man, old buddy," Floycl managcrl to smilc.

"But I ' l l  do my best."
"I won't worry about that," Elwood rcslrcndccl. "you'll gcl all thcr hclp

you want." That brought a chccr from thc boys, ancl a big "ycaaa!, ' from
Charlcne.

Revcrcncl Knowks hcld up his hand, ancl prcparecl to dclivcr a long
bcnecliction, but was cut shoft by thc drivcr's rctum. Hc managcrl to glct out
an "Amcn" just beforc the drivcr cal lcd, "Boarcl!" anci.stt iocl at thc rb,r
waiting for his passcnger.
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Ehvoorl gave Aunt Min a quick kiss on her wet cheek; then, catching the
lump in his throat, he hoistcd the duffel bag by its strap, u'aved a last f arewell
to all, picked up the suitcase and boardtxl the bus.

There wcre few pa-ssengcrs. Not many people had cared to depan
Ashcville at three a.m. Sylva and Cullowee u'ere still sleeping when the bus
came through. and Elwood '*'as the first passenger to board the bus sincc it
lcfl Way,nesville. He slid the cluffel bag underthe empty seat behind the clriver,
stashcd the suitcase in the rack overheacl, ancl took his scat. The door sealcd
shut as the bus pulled away in a cloucl of clicsel smoke, a flurr1, of waving
gocxlbycs, and the strains of "Aloha Oe" renderct by thc S*'amp Buzzards
and Prucilla.

Winding dou'n the mountain highway in the graying clau'n, thc only
sound above the enginc and gears '*'as somconc at the back of the bus who
wa-s snoring. The shalp curves and steep grade kept the driver conccntrating
on his driving. Thcrc $ as no conversation.

They passcd Tunncl Hill, and a full vicu'of thc Piedmont Plain bcgiin to
unfold a.s thcy approached Deacl Man's cun'c on thc la.st clescent bcforc
lcaving thc mountains. When thcy roundctl thc curvc, if hc hacl lookcd, thc
drivcr might havc caught a gl irnpse of Issuquecna Falls in thc rcarvieu'mirror,
but he was too busy negotiating the sharyr turn.

Thc distant church spirc, cushioned in the carly mist,  identi f ieci
Luthersvillc a.s it caught thc fresh morning sun and rcflcctcrl thc first ra)rs. Far-
out on thc smoky fringc of the horizon u'crc a fcw fircfly light.s that markcd
Forl Hi l l .  Wcll  to thc lcft  of those faint sparks, the roundcd brca-st of Six Milc
rosc clarkly and alonc abovc thc ground mist that covcrcd thc plain. Thc rvorlcl
u'as au'akcning to a Ncw Day. Elrvood rvas hcadc'd for a Ncw Lifc.

Milcs sl ippcxl by and cvcryth ing Elu'ooi l  kncu, a-s "homc" n:ccdcti  in thcir
u'akc. As thc distancc 8rew, the Rluc Ridge was revealcrl frclrn horizon to
horizon. Frorn Rabun Bald in thc wcst 10 Ceasar's hcad in thc cast, E,l*.ood
had ncrvcr scen them from that angle', nor at that clistance.

Thc clr ive rpointcd out Rabun, u'hich at a distancc of thir ly milcs, sccmccl
to r isc straight out of thc plain. Elwoocl had ncvcr sccn a circus tcnt, but i f  hc
had, hc u'ould havc comparcd i ts.shapc to that of Rabun, u' i th i t .s high pcak
.squarcly in thc ccntcr, f l imkcrl  by tu'o lcsser pcaks equidistant either sit lc.
Strangcly, frorn a clistiurcc, it appcarcri highcr than it did from thc Vallcy.
Elwood could only imagine hc could scc thc f irc tou,crthat toppctl  the highcst
pcak.

Rich Mountain, Poor Mountain, Sturnphouse ancl Taminscc r,r'crc thc first
wrinklcs in thc bluc blankct of undulat ing r idgcs, cach highcr than the other,
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that culminated in the crest at the shark's tooth of Satula. which seemed to be
poised to rip the vitals out of the sky. Falling a$'ay to the east of Satula were
Whiteside, u'ith its sheer rock cliff; Shortoff, u'hich started out to be sorne-
thing but ended abtuptly; and the long rrclining mountain known m Hogback.

Elwood drank it in until the sight becamc etched in his brain forcvcr, ancl
he remembered the Bible quotation, "I  wi l l  l i f t  mine eyes unto the hi l ls whcnce
cometh my help . . . ." The old Psalmist u'a-s right; the hills u'erc his stt-cngth.
He then turned his eyes aheacl toward a neu'world that was unfolding.

* * * * *

The silver coach slid into its slot and ciockcd smoothly'*,ith a cu.shioncd
stop. The interior lights came on a-s thc cloor swung opcn.

"Vulcan City! One hour for supper, thcn this coach continircs on thc
Columbus. Mcridian. Jackson and Neu' Orleans." the drivcr callccl as hc
positioned hirnself oulsiclc the cloor, rcady to hclp his passcnficrs cliscrnLrark.

Elwood kept his scat and u,aited '*'hile the othcr pa.sscngcrs grabbccl coats
and bags, and pressed each othcrtoward the exit. Although he hacl bccn awakc
since well before Old General Jackson had floun cloun from thc rcx)st to cro\\'
his harem awake, he had not closc<l his eyes the cntire journcy. Toccoa u.as
al ivewith shif t  change at the LcTourneau Plant. Hc nrarvclccl at thc Big Applc
in Comelia. He remembered having heard about Lula whcn a train cnginc
blew up therc and killed some people. Hc lookecl, but ther-c u'as no sign of thc
explosion, which had happened during the u ar, anyhow. Sornc folks thought
it was the Fifth Column that had done it: Elwoocl couldn't sce-no morc than
was there-how Hitler coulcl have gottcn much aclvantagc from blowing up
Lula. Elu'ood thought Gaincsvi l le would have bccn a much morc tcml)t in8
target, with ils cotton mills and its chickcn proccssing plants.

Gainesvi l le st i l l  had a shiny ncw lcxlk from having bccn rcbui l t  aftcr thc
tornaclo of '38 tore i t  apart.  After Gaincsvi l lc carnc Buforcl,  thcn Atlrurla. In
his wildcst dreams hc hacl ncver imagincd anything l ikc Atlanta coulr l  cxi.st.
I t  was Soclom, Gomorrnh and Babylon rol lccl into onc, with Romc artt l  Athcns
thrown in for good mcasure.

He knew hc would bc expcctcd to rclate cvcry clctail whcn hc got back
home, and he cl icln' t  want to disappoint anyonc. Hc kcpt his cycs opcn antl
tried to absorb it all, which wir.s no casy task.

During the lunch stop in Atlanta, hc had calcn a couplc of Aunt Min's
ham biscuits and gnawed an car of corn bcforc lcaving thc Lrus and cxploring
thc strcet in front of the bus stat ion.
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People huried by u'ithout seeing or speaking. He u'ould have to get used

to that. But not everyone was unfriendly. A man approached him in a warm,

confiding manner, r,eicomed him to the city, and offered him a u'onder{ul

cleal on a watch. Elu'ood considered that to be a very thoughtful gcsture, but

turnerl him dorvn u'ith many thanks. He already had a fine, gold pocket watch,

which had been willed to him by his grandfather. When the mar seemed

skeptical, Elu'oocl showed it to him. The man admirctl it greatly and agreeci

that Elwoocl cerlainly dicin't need a watch.
It was goocl that Grandpa had willed hirn the gold chain. 1oo, because

u'hcn the man turned to leave he jostlert Elwooci slightly ancl, u'ithout

Elrvoocl's noticing it, the watch chain had somehou' gotten tangletl around the

strangcr's f ingen. I t  might have been lcrst entirely had the chain nol becn

sccurely attachccl to Elwcncl's trousers. With many apologies, which Elwoocl

assurcd him rvcrc unncccssary, thc man quickly disappcared and Elwoocl

rcturncd to the b'.rs. Thc cxperiencc gave him a'n'arrn fc'eling ot- somcthinS to

look forvarcl to. Pcrhap.s big cit ics wercn't  so cold and indif fcrcnt aftcr al l .

Thc, aislc clcarccl. Elu'ooci shouldcrctl thc duffcl bag, rctricvccl his

suitcasc frorn thc rack, and fcl l  in bchind the last passenger at the door.
"Wcll ,  I  gucss this is u,hcre you lcavc us, son," thc drivcr sait l ,  offcr ing

Elrvoocl his hand. "Bcst of luck to you, and you bc carclul:  thcrc's a lot cl f

sl ick folks in this torvn."
" l ' l l  u.atch out for 'ern," Elwood assured him. Thanking thc clr ivcr for

his nrany kin<lnesscs, hc shoulclcrct l  thc duffcl  oncc morc, pickcrl  up the

suitcasc and u'alked through tht:  stat ion out to the strect.
Thcrc was a lot of traf f ic, both can and pcxlcstrian. Elwcxrd lookcd arountl

to gct his bcaring.s, thcn moveci to an alcovc next to thc builcling, out of thc

path of pa-sscrs-by. Sctting his burclen clou.n, he reachcd into his pockct for

thc envelopc Doc Crabbc hacl givcn him to clclivcr to Dr. Burroughs. Hc read

thc addrqss:
Brookf iclcl  Diabctcs Clinic
32100 South Broacl Strcct
Vulcan City
Thcre '* 'as a rathcr coarsc' looking woman, u'caring mcn's trousels ancl

a black cap u' i th a pla.st ic bi l l ,  u'ho wirs lcaning on a Posl nLrxt to thc curb. Shc

u'a.s cycing Elu'otxl cxpcctanl ly, but not in any sort of f l iny fashion. Elwcxld

lookcd up antl  ncxlt lccl in his usual fr icncl ly manncr
"Cab?" shc askctl ,  r taching for the bi l l  of hcr cap to acl just i t
"Cap' l  Oh, no, thanks; I 'vc got onc in my duffcl  bag," Elu'oocl smilcd.

"Got a gold \\ 'atch, too,.so I won't ncccl onc of thcm, ci lhcr '"
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"What?" the cabbic said, a little confusctl.
"I don't nced a cap," Elu'ootl repcated. "l got one."
"I mean a ta-.ci," rhc cabbie said. "Where arc you going? Do you nccc-l a

ride?"
"I 'm going to Broad Street," Elwcncl r-erpl icr l .  "Do you knou'rvhcrc that

is?"
"This is Broad Strect," she saici.
Elwood grinnecl happily. "Thcn I gucss I 'm 

'bour 
rhere," hc .said. "Ain't

that a picrcc of luck, though!"
"I clon't  know about that," she said. "This is a long strccr. Lct mc scc that

adclress."
Elwood hancied hcr the envclopc). ri,hich shc .scannctl and hanclcrl back

to him. "That 's at thc Mcdical Cent<, 'r ." shc said.
"Which way is thar' .  " , i i lwoocl .  icpirccl.
"That way," shc pointccl.  "But i t 's a long u'a1, ' ."
"How far?" Elwcnd askcrl.
"Well ,  wc'rc at the corncr of Thirt l  Avcnuc, so that u'ould rnakc i t  ovcr

thirty blocks," she rcpl iccl.  "Hop in." Shc rcachcd for Elu'ood's bag.s.
"Oh, no, Ma'am," Elwcocl .sait l .  " l  u.oulcln' t  rhink of purt ing ) ou ori t  an\ ' .

I t ' s  no t  tha l  fa r .  l ' l l j us t  takc  shank 's  marc , "
"Shank's utat '?" the caltbic a.skt ' t l ,  r l rau,ing i t  hl lrnk.
" I ' l l  u ,a lk , "  E luoot l  c la r i f i cd .
"Arc  you cnrzy?"  shc  sa i r l .  "That ' s  nc t r r l y  th rcc  n t i l cs !  yor - r  c t rn ' t  r i ,a lk

that far rvi th thosc bag;s." Shc hcld thc cab's r loor opcn.
"Oh,  Ma 'arn ,  i t ' s  most  k ind  o f  vou ,  an '  I  do  apprcc i l r rc  i t ,  bu t  r . ,ou  i t in ' r

cvcn  hcadcd in  tha t  d i rcc t ion ;  anc l  I  u ,ou l t ln ' t  th ink  o f  pun in '  \ ,ou  ou l  anv . "
" P u t r n t ' t r u l  . . . ? "
"Ycs 'm.  I  jus t  wou ldn ' t  th ink  o f  pu t t in '  vou  ou t  o f  your  u , i t y  jus t  to  takc

rnc  r rha t ' s  no t  as  fa r  as  my housc  to  F lov t l ' s ,  an '  I  u ,a lk  tha t  ncar . l l , tn , i cc  a
clav, sclrnct irncs."

" B u t  I ' m  a  c a b  d r i y c r .  .  .  "
"Ycs 'm,  an '  I ' l l  bc t  you  arc  l r  go tx l  onc ,  t rx r ;  t rn r l  i f  1 ,ou ' l l  p l i r r lo r r  rn t . , ,

rna 'am-you do  look  l i kc  a  f inc  \vornan,  an 'a l l  tha t ,  bu t  Aunt  N{ in  to l '  rnc
nol 1o acccpt r ides fronr no stranLtcrT;. I  bcttcrr lo l ikc Aunt Min suir l ,"  hc sair l ,
bowing pol i tcly ancl starl ing off in the r l i rect ion.shc hl i l  pointcrl .  "But I  t lo
apprcciatc i t !  "  hc cal lccl ovcr his shouldcr.

Elwocxl moved off t lou,n thc strcct, an(l  srvung along in I ' inc iashion i .rr
scvcral blocks. Hc stoppcd anrl p'crcd in slorc winclor.l's anrl rnarvclcrl at hou
skinny thc manncquins wcrc; ancl hc u'undcrcd how anv \\ ,orr iul coult l  rni lk
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rhc cou, or hoe a gardt:n in one of those drcsses. Hc wtu scandalizccl by

bikini-clad models, but stopped to 4Me anyway. Surely no mama would lct

hcr claughtcr go out in public in anything like that, lct alonc get it u'et. If it

shrank, it u'oulcl disappear altogether.
Fafthcr cloun in thc next blcr:k, he passecl an Italian groccry store next

to a dcl icatcsscn. The pungent and spicl 'aromas mingled io rcrnincl him in

ovcrl 'hclming fa-shion that hc hadn't eatcn since Atlanta, an<l hc u'as bcgin

n ing  to  gc t  a  l i t t l c  shaky .
Thcrc u'as st i l l  half  of thc lunch Aunt Min had packctl ,  but thc sight ol.

frcsh fruit in thc storc baskcrs, and the otlors of roilsling mcat coming frorn

thc clcl i  werc too much.
Hc bought a strangc-looking succuicnt frr-rit at thc store, anci pr:crccl

through thc rvindou.of thcclel i  atfat,  juicy Koshcru' iencrsbroi l ing. Hcbought

onc from thc srni l ing and bouncy irroprictor, who stcamcd a bun, clrcsscd i t

u, i th sauerkraut, mustarcl aurd rcl ish, anci toppcd i t  u' i th a hugc Koshcr di l l .
"No char6lcr for thcr picklc," hc saicl.  "Comc back to sc\r us."

Elwocxl r-csolvcci to clo just that, It \\'asn't ca.sy to rnanagc a f rc'sh rnango,

a Koshcr hot clog, a shoebox lunch, a duf fcl  bag, suitca.sc and a picklc, but htr

got out on thc siclcNalk w' i th i t  al l  i r t tact. Ho$'cvcr, thcfc \ \ :a.\  no \\ : i l ) 'hc corr ld

t,alk ancl cal.  Ho had to f ind a placc whcrc he could sit  clotn attd enjoy his

.suppcr.
Ar thc comcr, trncath i't succt lar:rp thcrc rva.s a br:nch irltcntlcd lor usc

of City Transit  patrons. I t  u.as occul.r icd by only an cldcrlv colorccl lat lv rvi th

a shc4rping bag. Shc u'as glancing ovcrhcrshoult lcr at thrcc youths bourlcinS

a bal l  off  thc'wall  of thc bui lcl ing. Appat'c 'nt ly thcy mrt lc hcr nt 'rvoLts'  l t .s shc

kcpt lmking at hcrw,atch and pcc'r ing anxiously uP thc strctrt ,  hoping thc bus

u,ould huny. Shc sccmcd Srcatly rclicvcd u'hcn Elu'ood put his bags dou'n

ancl sat on thc bcnch bcsidc hcr.
"Could ycxr tcl l  rnc thc t imc?" shc a.skctl ,  looking at hcr o\\ 'n \ \ 'alch
"Scvcn forty-[our, accorcl in'  to Granpa's'* 'atch," Elu'ocxl said.
"Ml , rva tch  mus '  bc  tu t rn in '  fas '  aga in , "  shc  sa i t l .  " l 'm gonna h l f  to  gc t

rnc a nc\\,onc. 
'At 

Lrus uon't  lx hcrc forscvcn rni l lutcs yct." Shc gl lrncccl at

rhc 1'ouths agi i in, $,ho had stoppcd bouncing thc bal l ,  antl  wcrc lookingl in thc

rl i rcct ion oi thc l^-nch. "A body could bc t lonc in by that t i rnc," .shc rol lc<l hcr

cyes. Thcrc r i  a.s a l i t t lc trcrnor in hcr voicc.
Thc sourtt l  oi  thc bal l  bouncing rc'sumctl '  but in a lnomcnt i ln errant

lrouncc lanclccl i t  on thc bc'nch bcsidc Elu'oocl '  $'ho u'as just un*'rapping thc

l r i ck  l c .
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The biggest and obviously the leader of the trio, flanked by the other t*'o,
approached the bench. Elwood tossed him the ball and retumed his attention
to the pickle, which he eyed with anticipation. The youths didn't go back to
their ball game, but crowded menacingly around rhe bcnch.

"Hey, man," the leader saicl, "how 'bout that watch."
"Yeah, it's a nice one, all right," Elu'oo<l said, still regarding the picklc.

"But it ain't for sale. It come from my Gran'dacldy."
"Hey, man, I don't want to buy it, sec." He came a step closcr. "I got this

knife, see?"
"I knew itl Oh, Lordy, save us!" the lacly said, clutching hcr pursc ancl

ducking her heacl behind the shopping bag.
Elwood casually tossed the pickle into the air. Whcn it camc do*,n, it

was neatly halvecl longways by the four- inch bladc that had matcrial izcd in
h is  hand.

"I got a knifc, too," he saicl.  " l t  camc from my Unclc Angus. I  t ion'r carc
about tracl in'  i t ,  ei ther. Unclc Angus would skin mc good i f  I  lct somcthing
happen to i t ."

The youths stoocl transfixecl ancl pop cycxl.
"Want a part of rhis picklc?" Elu'ocxl a.skcd, holcl ing our half .
"Naw, man. You kicldin'  mc! I  clon"t \ \ ,ant no picklc." Backinl l  au,av,

they vanished as the bus pul l .r l  up. Thc lady smilerl  at Elu'ood, and hc hclpccl
hcr hcft hcr shopping bag as shc boarclcd the bus.

"Thank you, mistcr," shc said. "You havc bccn a l i fcsavcr."
"Oh, i t  wercn't  that hcavy," Elwoocl said, handing hcr thc shopping bag.

Hc u,avcrl  goocibye and'* 'cnt back to his unfinishcd me al.  Hc fcl t  r luch bcttcr
aftcr he I inished thc hot clog, but he u'as an ful ly thirsty. PickinL: up his loa(I,
hc returned to the dcli and got a largc paper cup of tca, u,hich hc su,cctcncci
with saccharin.

"I  saw thosc punks running away while ago. What cl id you do to thcrn?"
thc owncr askeri.

"Oh, thcy wcrc just a funnin'," Elu,ocxl said.
"Funning, schmunningl Thcy'rc vicious antl  dangcrous l i t t lc nronstcr.s

that bclong in cagcs! Thcy arc a poison to thc ncir, .hborhoo<l; snatching olcl
lat l ies'  puncs, paint ing up thc u,al ls, robbin6l sloic). alwavs hanging arountl
pi l fcr ing ancl bul lying pcoplc. You don't  clarc lurn your back on 

'crn 
for i t

minutc. I f  you do, y'ou'rc a goncr."
" l  gucss  thcy  hcar l  thc i r  Marna ca l l in '  ' c rn ,  

an '  \ \ , cn t  on  hor r rc , "  E I r i , t xx l
.said. "Say, that 's gmd tca; can I havc sorne morc' l"
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"I cloubt they got a marna, and if they do, she's probably out on a street

comer hustling. And I KNOW they ain't go a papa"' the deli owner observed

sourly. "I'm Solly Goldstein," he said, sticking out his hand. "The way you

hanctlecl those thugs, you can have all the tea you want, no charge' Want

another hot do8?"
"Elwoocl Larkin," Elwoocl offered, shaking the man's hand' "I'm rea11y

not from around here,"
"Oh, is that so? I never u'ould have guessed," Solly smiled' "Now, how

about that hot dog---on the house," he added.

"Couldn't hardly handle another one, but I will say that was the best hot

dog I ever et."
"Come around in the morning. I'11 feed you a good Jewish breakfast,"

Solly offered.
"Probably can't in the morning, but I'll take you up on it soon. Goin' to

the clinic for a check-up in the morning, and I guess I'd bettcr be gettin' on

that u'ay," hc saicl, shouldcring his duffcl. "See you soon, and thanks!"
"You be carcful of those punks," Sol rcmincled him.

Outsicle, Elu'ood set the duffel on the sidewalk. Unzipping a sidc 1rcckct,
hc femovecl a small corkecl medicine bottle, sniffed it ancl madc a u'ry facc'

"That 's i t ,  al l  r ight," hc said. "Don't want to gct i t  mixed up in my smclly

goocls.,' He made surc thc cork was snug bcforc slipping it into his coat pocket.

Thcn. shoulclcring the cluffcl again, hc continuccl up the long gradc leacling

tou,arcl thc hospital.
A block from thc hospital,  thc si i leu'alk skincd the ct lge of a dirnly l i t

park. Hc u'as about halfrvay pa.st it \\'hen sevcral shadowy f igurls cmcrgccl

irom thc shrubirry bordering the park and thc siclcwalk. Thrcr: of thcrl faccrcl

Elwocrl,  u,hi lc two othcrs rr icd to circlc arorrncl bchint l  him. Thc f igurc in

front of Elu'mrd'* 'as obviously not that of a youth.
"That your rnan, Honcyboy?" thc f igurc grou' led.
"That 's him, thc Hil lbi l ly Honk7"'  Honcyboy said. "Bctter watch hirn,

hc 's  go t  a  kn i fc . "
; ;Knife ain' t  gonna clo him no good this t imc," tJre dark f igure said ancl

hulkccl fonryanl.
"Hou'cly," Elu'oocl saicl, placing thc suitca-sc on thc sidc\r'alk. Slipping

his frtc hanrl into his coat pockct, hc got a goocl 6:,rip on the mcdicinc bottle.

" l ' rn just on my way up to the hospital."
"You gclt  that r ight, boy!" thc hulking bear saicl,  and madc a lunge . Thc

othqs iurnpccl at thc samc time.
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Elwood stepped aside to dodge the rush of the big man, and su'ung rhe
duffel into one of the attackers from behind, knocking him into thc other one.
At the same time, he uncorked the medicine bottle and sluns the contcnts into
the faces of his assailants.

There fol lowed a coughing, spit t ing, vomit ing, clau' ing. gagging and
cursing scramble as five would-be assassins tanglecl u'ith each other in thcir
ha-ste to gct away and find a breath of brcathablc air.

Elwoocl stood alone on the sidewalk cxamining thc medicinc botrlc.
"Dang," he saicl, "took every bit of it. Maybe I can gct old Floyci to scnd rnc
some more. Ain't nothing like pure, concentrated skunk oil to kccp 'skcctcrs

off,  or clcar up your sinuses."
From the sidewalk, where thcy had bccn clropped by rhc departing

quintet, Elwood retricved threc knivcs, a set of brass knuckles, ancl a Sarurciay
Night Spccial.  He stuffed them into thc duffcl  and continucd on to thc ho.spital.

The frontdoorwas lockcd, but a sign clircctcd latc'comcrs to thc Ernc:r-
gency Room at the rear. He was grcctcd therc by a rather laconic numc, rvhosc
baggy, watcry eyes and swollen recl nose bcspokc a monumcntal colc1. Shc
wa-s the only attendant on duty at the time. "Dogdor's oud on gall," shc
sniff led.

"That 's al l  r ight, I  just need a placc to sleep 
'1i l  

mornin'," E,[u'ood saicl,
handing hcr the lettcr to Dr. Burroughs.

"You seeid Dogdor Burroughs id thc bornict?" she askcd.
"Yc;rh, an' if I could just slccp on onc of thesc cots, I'd sure bc much

obliged," Elwood said. "I 'm kinda t ired."
"I  guess id be ogay," she said, wiping hcr cycs with a t i .ssuc. "We arl

very busy tonicle iddyway."
She ushcred him to a cubicle that u'as furnishcd u'ith a gurncy ca11, losscrl

him a blanket and a hospital gown, thc pul lcd thc cudain ancl disapparcrl .
Elu,oocl undressed to his undcnvcar and triccl thc ho.spital goun scvcral u,ay.s
bcfore giving up. I t  fel t  backward cithcr way.

The nurse retumctl to her dcsk, whcrc shc t'as working on charls. Bcforc
long, she noticed her sinu-ses wcrc clearing some. An hour or so latcr, thc
young intcrn returnecl with the ambulancc drivcr who had bccn on cal l  * ' i th
him. As soon as they camc through the door thcy stoppeil as if thcy harl hit a
brick wall .

"My Gocl, Sal ly! What is that smcll?" thc doctor cxclaimccl.
"Whad sbcl l?" she askcd. Hcr sinuscs obviou.sly hacln't  clcarccl cntirclv.
"Jimmy, go check thc exam roomsl" lhr r loctor ort l t ,rr . t l ,  runninl ' .  tg 9l, t :y

his own commancl. "Somebody's cl iccl arouncl hcrc ancl u.c forgot atrout 'crn!"
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There was no doubt about the source of the problem when they found a
reeking Elwood sleeping peacefully on the gurney. His snores assured them
he was not dead. DorLning masks, they gently rolled him into the maintenance
shed and closed the doors.

When Elq'ood awakened the nex morning, he had a difficult time getting
his bearings until his eye fell upon an old sign someone had stored in the
corner. It read:

WELCOME TO VULCAN CITY MEDICAL CENTER.

He was in the Big Town.
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A WEEK AND A HALF had passctl with no word from Elwood. Thar
in itself wasn't too remarkable. Allowing for the journey to Vulcan City
accounted for more than a full day. It would take another two or threc days
to get settled. Add another day or two in which to write a letter, ancl three or
four more for delivery. Throw in a weekend when nothing much movccl, iu"rcl
the next thing you knew, a forrnight had passed.

When that much time had elapsed, Aunt Min, who had bccn paricntly
awaiting news, wits becoming a little anxious. People wcrc bcginning to
inquire as to what she'd heard from Elwood. On thc tenth day after his
departure, she was in the kitchcn canning beans, whcn the insistcnt honking
of a pickup truck's horn at the mailbox told her somcthing was up.

It  was Grover Harkins, the mail  carr ier, holding up a lcttcr ancl si tr ing on
the horn. By now, everyone in the Valley who could hcar knew Aunt Min had
gotten a letter from Elwood. Quickly drying her hancls on her apron, Aunt
Min hurried out to retrieve the lettcr before Grovcr haci a hcaft attack.

"Forcryin' out loud, Grovcr, will you hush that infernal racket! Eve ryonc
will think the bam's on fire!"

"lrtter from Vulcan City, Min," he said excitedly. "I comc straight out
here with it. Now I got to go back and do thc whole durn route again. Old Eli
Watts is goin' to have a chicken f i t .  He was out standin' by his box a-wait in'
on his new mail- ordersuspenders *'hen I come by so fast it likccl to of blowcrl
his britches off! t*t me know what El says. Gotta go-scc ya!"

"Thanks, Grover!" Aunt Min wavcd ancl backcxl cluickly out of rhc wa1,
of flying gravel. "I'll let you know when you come back byl"
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She went back into the house and sat dou'n at the long table in the kitchen,
u'iped her hands on her apron, adjustecl her specs and, with the sun streaming
through the windou'over her shoulder, she read the letter u'ritten in Elwood's
broad hand.

Dere Aunt Min,
I hav arrit,ed here OK v'ith no unusual incidents. The docs hav

boked at me and declared me to be helthy, accept of course, I do
hav the dibeetous. I spend most of my time ll,ing up here in bed, altho
I ant sick, as I hav alredy said. They just tl,ent to be abel to find me
v,en lhe_v want me on account of thel'alvtlys either want to stick a
needel in me or get some pee in a dLV, gyp.

I culd not go novthere anyhcnv on account of they taken n!)
clothes to be stemc clened k; get the shtnk juice out wiclt I tuill
erltlain laler. Anyu'a-y,s, I hav nothing to 14'ear accept lutsspiddel
clothes u'iclt Ls very funny. Ilosspiddels don't put rut backs in thcre
clothes, an I don't crave to sltou,m! behind tct lhe worU so I stay in
bed. I like Dr. B a lot and the folks here too. I wil write often to let

),ott kno hctu, I am.
As et'cryour ktvin,g nefeu,,
Mv,ood P. lnrkin

Aunt Min foldcd the lcttcr and put it in thc box shc had savctl cslrccially
to kccp Elu'ood's letters in when thcy arrivcd. Given the efficiency of thc
Vallcy grapevine and Grovcr's shcnanigans, she '*'as prctty surc u,ord hacl
gottcn all around the Vallcy by now that she had gottcn a lcttcr from Elwood.
Pcoplc would bcgin casually dropping in soon to gc1 thc laresr.

Grovcr clclivcrccl one arklressccl to Floyd the vcry next day. This 1ime,
thanks to lhc Dcacon's thrcat to "turn hirn in," Grovcr marlc thc rounrls ancl
dcl ivctcd thc lcttcr in thc usual off icial fashion. Ncvcr-thclcss, long bcforc
nightfal l ,  cvcrycrnc rvho carcd to knor.r. \ ,as a\\,arc of Floycl 's lcttcr, tcn.

Floyd clrcrv a buckct of watcr, clrank a dippcrful, and sat in thc shaclc of
thc u,cllhousc to rc'ad his lctter.

Dcrt' I, ht)'d,
Not nuth to tclll,et accq)t lifc is sure difrunt in thc B$ Cit-t,.

Bul lcl ntc tcll 1'11v v'at lns happu sofar in thc hctsspiddel. Furst
lhing tht:)t /11 is tuka lov in thts rLtom x,ith a long tablrcl v'hare therc
i.s u okl doctcrand a ktt ofyun.g docs. I think theyung docs Ls slill



60 CarrollGambrell

in docter school, brtt they calls one another docter anyu,ay even tho
thq) ant real docs yeL

One was a red hed gal with bts of frakek. Look like Ilarold
Bottses dotter. The one u,at sings in the kwier. Purty as a pichur.
Anyhow everone starts by askin kv,estins lak how o/tenSt611 1p1' 1o
go to the bathroom, and does everone eLse in the familst lrrrl ,,, f ,,
too. I tol tltem we dint lnv no bathroom an I got tired of going nt
tlte woods all tlrc time in the middel cf the night tuiclt was v,h_y l jusl
peed out the winder til Aunt Min made me quit on acL'ounl of it was
goin in the ranebarl and she washed her har in the raneu'ater. IJut
I gesl we all u,ent some time, but v,e dint all haft to go at thc sane
time but irt u,e did it u,as alright Ltecause there u,as plenly of u,oorls
ltesides lhe regular outlutuse u,at evarbody in thc Vallt'1, has rtne.

I dint lak tct ht: i tll:in,q alt r! tfure things infront 0f thut purt|
gal with thefrakek ltut it dint seem Io ltctther hcr nonc accept rr,('n
I got to that part about the ranebarl shc had to dntp hcr c-vts und
lutn awa!. Infact it ntust of madc crer on{'ofthem sad bcutusc thct)
all lurn therefaces and old Doc dn4t his hcd and sfuxtk hk fittks
does al funeraLs. I dont wenl lo talk ultotrt rant'barls no ntrtrc. Il
made lhem too sad.

Say, oA budd-y', canyeu st,nd ntc somc morc poleL:ot itric'c'l I
done usc up all I futd. It crtmc in mitc1, 1161na11,.

You r friend,
EI

Floyd folded the letter back into the cnvclopc ancl stuck it in his pockct.
He wondcrc.d how in the world Elwootl managcd to usc up that much skunk
oil  in one weck. I t  didn't  take much skunk oi l  to go a long way. Thcrc *,a.s
enough in that bottle to last for ycaru. Big City muscluitocs must lrc prc[y
fierce.

* * * * *

Bo Burroughs assumcd two things about his paticnts: i l ) that rno.st of
them wcrc rcasonably intcl l igcnt, and (2)most of thcm \\ ' i tnlc{ l  to lcrrr l  to corx
with thcir mala<ly. That wasn't  alu'ays thc ca.sc, but u.hen i t  uas, Bu u,lrrrret l
to give thc paticnt evcry chancc of succcss. His tcchniquc u,as to involvc lhc
patient in his own treatmcnt prograrn. To accomplish this, propcr instruct ion
was vital;  Bo sau, to i t  thc paticnt wa.s instructecl on whatcvcr lcvci hc rvantct l .
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fr-om very ba-sic to medical schr:ol equivalent, if the patient was capable of
absorbing it. Whatever the level, Bo made sure that no one ever talked down
to a patient.

A skillctl team of rcsidents, intems, specially trained nursqs, specialists
and mcd studenls gathcrcrl and analyzed information zurd data a-s applied to
that parlicular patient. The patient was brought into the discussions so that he
might undcmtand what was happcning to his bocly and why. The patient
became a central member of lhe teram, and everyone workecl together.

This conccpt, howcver succsssful, $'as not univcrsally acceptecl by all
mcmberu of thc medical profession. But in spite of intcrfcrcnce ancl profes-
sionaljealousy. most of Dr. Burroughs' paticnLs went horne to lcad procluctivc
livcs, if they so chose. Because of this technique, the patient went away w'ith
a better understanding of the problem and how to cope with it. If somcthing
rclatecl 1o their diabetes went awry, thcy usually knew why ancl what to clo
about it.

His cl inic had i ts ou.n kitchcn, whcre paticnls maclc thcir indiviclual
choiccs within the caloric strictures ancl food group rcrluircrncnts of thc
Amcriciur Diabctes Associat ion Exchange List Diet. Thc approach was posi-
t ivc, antl  bascrl  cxr rvhat the diabctic must eat, not upon r l 'hat hc t ' r tuldn'/  ett t :
arr i l  i t  rvas al l  tai lorccl to thc individual needs of thc paticnt ancl horv his bcxl l '
rrrctabol izccl thc focxl hc consurncd. Elu'ood cluickly notccl that thc <l ict *,a.s
r r  l t i r i  fo lks  t rugh l  lo  l rc  c r t t inA i lny \ \ ' l v .

Pretty, pcrky Penny Parkcr, R.N., CDE, u,as thc nursc chargctl  with
u'orking u' i th Elu'ood in his cducation as a paticnt. that is u,hat the CDE, stmd
for: Ccrrificd Diabctcs E(lucator. Pcnnv rnovccl *'ith thc conficlcnt gracc o[
thc dccl icatcrl  profcssional. Shc rvas al lays carcful nol to al lou,pcrsonal
rclat ionship.s to ( lcvclop lryond a ccrlain l i r l i t ,  u'hich shc prcscribcrl .  Hou'-
cvcr, shc u,as forcerl  to acknowlcdgc that Elu'ood put a strain on that l i rnit .
Hc rvas so confident and sclf-rcliant, unctlucatctl but far from dumb. Thcrc
u.a^s an abundiutcc of poisc and charactcr b,orn of trust. Hc t'as in rnany ways
a Bambi who coult l  somchow takc carc of hirr isclf .  Thc cornbinal. ion * 'as
cxtrcmcly compcll ing. Shc had to rcnrind hcrsclf  that.s/rr '  u u.s in chlrrgc.

"Nccrl  somc more bloocl,  Mr. Larkin. Lct 's havc u f inr ' . t ' r- ."
"My f ingers havc bc'cn stuck so much thcv r lr t  l l lx)ul ( l() \ \  n 1() nrpts. I lo*

'bout a toc?" Elu'ootl suggc.stcd.
"Tocs cion't  blcct l  l ikc f ingcm," Pcnny said, takirrg thr '  luurt l  l tc offerct l

and sclccl ing a f ingcr.
" l 'vc blccl for ncar' [xrut cvcrybcxly in this hospital," Elwood said, "and

rrccrl for most of thcrn, too."

b l
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Penny blushed a little in spite of herself . he u'as always coming up rvith
things that, in spite of her training, got her a little flustered. Shc didn't knorv
for sure if it was deliberate, but it happened more often than she wantcd. Well ,
he was going to have to do better than that to get her goar.

"So? You're feeiing better, aren't you?" she askert.
"Say, you've got a nice touch. That didn't hurt at all."
"I  haven't  stuck you yet."
"Maybe that's why it ctidn't hurt. Have you cvcr delivercd a babr,?"
That last was right out of the blue, zurcl caught Pcnny off guard so rhar

she reacted sl ightly, "I 've helped a feu't imes . .  .  I  got i t .  Why do you ask?"
"Got what?"
"A baby-I mean blood. I stuck you."
"Have you got a baby?" he asked innocently.
"No. I'm not even marrictl. Where is that darned tube? I've lost thc 1ubc."
"That's good," he said.
"lt ts not good," she said. "Keep blecding until I go gct one."
She returned in a few minutcs with a containcr of test tubes, and Elwcio<l

said, "Keep tryin' ;  I 'm sure you' l l  f ind one."
"I 've got a whole bunch r ight hcre," she saicl.
"Husbancls?" hc looketl incrcdulous.
"No! Not husbancls-tcst tubcs! I 'm not looking for a hu.sblnrl .  Oh,

you'vc quit  blecding. We'l l  havc to do i t  again."
"Sorry, I  tr icd. Cuess I 'm ju.st about blcd t lry. Surc you clon't  want mc ro

just pe in a cup?" hc offcrccl. "l can clo that casy."
"No, just givc me your olhcr hand, ancl u,c' l l  try again," she saicl.  E,lrvcrucl

wil l ingly complict l ;  this t imc thcy wcrc.succcssful and thc tcst str ip indicatccl
a su8,ar lcvel in the normal zonc.

"You're not ncarly as -\ \ \ ,cct as you \\ 'crc, Mr. Larkin," pcnny suir l
bantcringly, for u'hich shc u'as immcdiatcly sorry. Elwood harl kcpt a straighr
facc ,  and i t  rnar lc  hcr  fcc l  compc l lcc l  ro  cxp la in .  "1 ,  c r  uh ,  thaL is  I - l  c l i r tn ' r
mcan that thc way you think," shc starnmcrccl.  " l  mciurt your sugar is gocx.l-- l
mcan . .  .  ."  I t  wasn't  gctt ing any bcttcr for Pcnnv. Thc rnorc shc tr ict l ,  thc
worse i t  got. Pcnny had to adrnit  hc had gottcn hcr goat again. . 'Hou, t loc.s hc
clo that?" she wonclercrl.

Elu'oocl took in thc wholc clatroratc cxplanation with a control lcr l  lcxrk
ancl a sl ight protrusion of tonguc-in-chcek. "Why, N4is.s pcnnv, I ' r ,c ncvcr
cvcn givcn you any sugar," hc said. " l{ou, clo you knorv i f  i t 's any gootl ,?'Coumc 

u'c coultl rcmetly that anytimc."
"Mr .  L r rk in ! "
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"I was just tryin' to cooperate."
She was saved oy the entrance of Dr. Burroughs, followed by a retinue

of interns and students, including the red-headed gid with freckles. They

surrounded the bed, looking down at the patient, waiting for the doctor's lead.

Bo Burroughs noted the rosy hue of Penny's cheeks and smiled behind his

professional mask.
"Patient doing all right, Miss Parker?" he asked.
"He's-" Penny began, but was cut off by Elwood.
"She says my sugar's pretty good." Elwood beamcd.

Catching the double entendre, Bo couldn't resist a little needling of his

ou'n. "That so, Miss Parke r?" he a-skeci, lifting an eyebrow.
"I rvas rcferring to his glucose level, Doctor. Here," she said coldly'

handing him Elwood's char1. "See for yourself."

Burroughs examine{ it for a moment ancl nodded his head seriously.
"She's right. You aren't nearly a^s.sweet as you '*'erc."

"You were eavesdropping!" Penny exclaimed.
"No*'. now, not at all, Miss Parker," thc cloctor soothed his star nurse

"You u'ere hanclling it so smoothly, I just thought it would be a good

opportunity for these folks to get some expert instruction on how to deal with

a di f  f  icult  si tuation."
"Well ,  thanks a lot," Penny said clryly, tossing her head. "Next t ime I ' l l

tcach them how to get blood with a hammer and a ten-pcnny nail." She thrcu'

a menacing look toward the paticnt, who acknou4edgccl the thrcat with a rnost

angcl ic smilc.
"I have other patients to sce, so if you'll cxcuse me, Dr. Burroughs." Shc

turncd tou'ard Elwoocl. "I u'ill visit you tomorrow, Mr. Larkin," she saicl, then

mustering her rcmaining dignity, which u'a-sn't  much, she lcft  thc scenc.

Survcying the group surrounding his bcd, Elwood saicl, "Doc' if you

brouglt all thsse folks to be pallbearers, you're Sonna have to bring 
'cm back

latcr. I  ain' t  dead, yet."
"From thc look of these chart.s, you aren't going to be for a u'hilc. One

thing, though. Dots it burn u'hen you pc-e?"
"Hou,'tl you know?" Elwood askcd.
"Urinc's cloudy, and you .st i l l  havc a fever. Probably bladdcr infcct ion.

Happcns a lot whcn thc sugar SeLs high." Bo rcpl iccl.
"Makc a note of that, Doctor," he said to Amy, thc frccklc-facccl gir l ,

"ancl u,c' l l  scncl him clo*n for a work-up." To Elwotxl hc said' "You'rc

looking good. Scc: you tornorro\\', and takc it easy on Miss Parkcr. Shc lakcs

hcr worli vcry scriously."
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"I'll try," Elwood said as the doctor and his rctinuc left the room.
A few minute.s later, Amy poked her hcaci back in the room. "Mail for

you, Elwood," she said, handing him two envelopes. When Dr, Bun'oughs
and the other students wercn't around, she dropped the ritual "Mr." with
Elwood. Very often she and some of the other med stuclcnts woulcl drop by
Elwood's nrom early in the morning before classe^s began. Their mission *'as
simply to chat. They were learning a lot about the Valley and its folk. "News

from home?" Amy asked.
"One from Aunt Min, and one from olcl Floyd," Elwoocl bcalncd. It u,'as

the first he had heard from the Valley since leaving.
"Tell me about it in the morning," Amy said, and lcft him to enjoy his

mail at his leisure.
He opened Aunt Min's letter fint.

Dere Elv,ood,
I take pin in hand to tellyou all the ncu,s I can think tf sini'c

you left. You ma.y bc glad lo know that Red i^s takin,q care of Sfutrtoff
wich may be a blcssing as l)ekin Watts ha.s sv,orc to shoot lhe
suck-egg hound unt has bcen stealing hLs chickens, if ht' cvcr.finds
him. I am sure hc mcans Shorlrff.

Speking of the Dekin, he come lU, I1rr r,,rg dtu) swcet or l)'(',
willt ttuo men he says are pcrlessers drtn,n al thc ag t'ollc,gt' u,ut
wants to rent lhe upperfield to rase somc nev,kind of tttbacco. T'he.v
pay cash rcnt so I toU them to go ahcd sincc -y'11v v,ant lrc hcrc lo
work that fiekl any how. I thot we wuld gct somc gtxil of it.

I must cautionlou nol to mcntion lhis kt anyonc as I u'as tttld
by them tlnt this was a secre! Borernmenl ltn,ject and the Rrxtshins
must not learn rf it. I must say I hav ncver heard of secrat tctbucco.
Do they have Rctoshins in Vulcan Cily?

So I wil close for now and hopc you v,il soon be back and v,cll.
We missyou very much and lookforuard to v)en jou u,il be rcstorcd
to us. Dontforget to write ever chanct)'ou gcl.

Always your loving aunt,
Minnie l^arkin

Elwood folded the lctter back into its cnveloJrc and u,ondcrccl why thc
"perfessers" wantcd to rent that rough olcl high ficld rathcr than onc of thc
bcttcrbottomland f ields. I t  was also harcl to gct to, and i f  you cl idn't  alrcacly
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knou'it was there, you would miss it entirely, because it was hidden from the
road. Elwood thought Aunt Min was lucky to rent that old rocky strip.

Putting Aunt Min's letter aside, he opened Floyd's and scanned it before
concentrating on the contents.

Dere Elu,ood,
Your letter arrived and I v,as glnd to herefromyou. I tuas glad

to here lhal-you,qot to lhe Ilig I'ou,n and nol had no trouble. I hav
not ever scan no girl doctcr, but she culd cure me an! time, ha ha.

I gcss Ant Min has told_you that Rt'd is taken ker of old Shonoff

fctr 1,q,. It was not eas)) lo round him up. Wat happen was thqt
Charlc.y, hired Rooster lJohannon to hep out since))ou are not here,
and mc and Rooster spotted a coon den in a old tree hanging out
oycr thc branch. The tree u,ercntfit to maka log, so we dint cut it
but u,e did decide to climb up and takt, a ktok in the den and surc
anu.ff hc u'as in therc snoozin av'a-r'.

So wile Roostcr helt thc sack v,ich he v;erent too kcen on doin,
I rech in and grab him by the tale and comc out with him. Bout the
time I got him out he u,oke up and started snarling and a scratching.
'l'hat 

old Rooster v,as ayellinfor me to put him back and I kcpyellin

lor him to ltold the sack stedd),.
Well hc u,hurl around and bit old Roostcr on the lhum and

Roosler droppcd the sack and lcll out rI lhc trcc smak on hi-s hack
in the branch. I'he he rech around and bit ne in the /lcshpart just
ovcr m-yt l;71ss 61nd I dntpt that ra.scal right down on to? o/old Rooster
ltcltrc I fell on top of both r{ thcm.

I gess old SfutrttfJ'u'as hiding lxtck in !ht'wrxxls cause he conta
a running oul v'han he ht'rd that old coon a yov,lin,q, and he jump
right in tht'pilc of u.s and starlcd ,graltbing for thc t'oott wot ,qot up
and run t{1. But that dint stolt old Shortoff from gcttin ahold rf
x,halever he culd tpich tutn out to bc thc seat ofold Roos/ers pants.
Roostcr likc tct of dmt,nt beltre I culd,qet u1t and mak okl Shortoff
turn him ukuxc,. Wc tied him to a trct: and Red comt, and tuk him
homc.

Rttoslcr hc ain't ltcn to wtrkltr thrt'e days ltut thc.sau,mill is
still nrnnin. Ilopcyou arc thtt same.

Your fricnd,
Flolt6l gn1''t

65
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P.S. How did you use up all a that polecat juice in one u,eek?
I wil send mor wen I can round up anuffskunks.

Elwood was pondering whether or not he should tell Floyd what hap-
pened to the skunk oil, when there was a knock on the door.

"Came to get you for another test, Mr. Larkin," said a kindly voicc. Thc
door opened and a pleasant-faced nurse Elwood had never seen before pushed
a wheelchair into the room. "Taxi?" she said.

He could never undentand why they insisted on making him rictc all
around the hospital in a wheelchair when he was perfectly capablc of u,alking,
but he had long since ceased to argue about it. "Hospital policy," wa.s thc onlv
answer he ever got, and it would have to suffice. Elu.ood climbcd aboarcl.

"What is it this time?" he asked over his shoulder.
"We're going to Urology," she announced. stopping the wheclchair a1

the elevator door.
"Where is my Ology?" Elwood asked as the elevator cloom opened. He

would soon learn.

His position as Chief of Surgery at Vulcan City Me<lical Ccnter Hospiral
gave Dr. Mortimer Maxwell Money certain privilegcs. Any that wcrcn't
granted, he was quick to assume, unless Higher Authority clccrcccl othcnl'isc.
At the moment, Higher Authority'u,a-s not au'arc that Dr. Money stocxi bcfor-c
a file cabinet in the business office.

Mortimer Maxwell Money wanted to be that Highcr Authority, himsclf.
He ached for the job. He bumed for the pou.er. By all right^s, hc should bc
Chief of Staff, but that would never happen as long as Dr. Bun'oughs strnd
in the way. The solution was simplc; Bo Burroughs woulcl havc to go.

Dr. Money smiled to himself. He seldom smilecl at othcrs unlcss it was
to ingratiate himself to a wealthy patient, or to someone whosc assistancc hc
needed at the moment. He closed the file drawer, gatherccl up a stack of copics,
put them into a briefcase, and strocle through thc outer officc ignoring thc
clerks at work there.

Departmcnt heads would be having thcir monlhly mccring with thc
Hospital Administrator and Board of Directom next wcck. Hc thought hc hacl
enough ammunition to file a report with the Hospital Aclministrator and Boarrl
of Directors that would make Bo Burroughs scluirm. Sooncr or latcr hc would
have to fold. Sooner or later the Board would have to choosc a neu, Chicf of
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Staff , ancl what better choice than a man of vision who always placed the best

interests of the hospital above all else--especiaily in fiscal rnatte$'

In the meantime, Dr. Money had a variety of other business interests of

his own to promote. No one ever accusecl him of neglecting his own best

intere.sLs.

The arrival of Elwoocl's letterperked up an otherw'ise drab day for Floyd'

He tore into it eagerlY.

Dere Flu.1'd,
I hate tollyou rtf all the purty nurses they is in thLs hosspiddel'

II secms thcy cant dtt ant(ffor a body, evcn things a bod,v culd drt

for itsctf if they wuk! let it. Ifear I v'anl be v'ctrth nruch u'cn I SeI

bak homc, hut then I .e,ess I never v'as, ha ha.

Ilut It!rLt,rl I hat'got to tells'11v rtf tt'al happened todal' andyou

hcil:e gtil lo pr1mLse nol lo qer ret'eol it to nct one on Qccounl of tltt'v

u,ill tjink I have ltst n11' marbcLs. You knttw how Rev Knowles talk's

alr,tut them Ilible phces likc Soddum and Gamorrah? Well I cuAnt

harrlLel, ct'cr beleve it was real, ltut l"lct1'd it Ls a going on ritc here

in this hosspiddcl and I secn it!
Wat httppt'n u'as lhty u'hecl me plumb across thLs hosspiridel

v,ol i\ ncar as bi,q as Dckin Wattscs cornfield and dttu'n inlo thc

basemL'n! to wa! thcy sairl was m)) oktgl'' 7'l1q' v'ercnt rutbodj there

but rhLg one vr)man x'al ltu^s rile purt-|'herself and thcfirsl thing she

tr,tkl me rite off the lnt was to tak off my cktthcs! And shc dint look

lak that kind of u,oman. I gcss S'ou cant naver lell-

I dint knov: Y'at lo do at first ltul she dint ack like she wuld tak

no for a anscr, so I di/l it, and she musl ruft of liked u'at she saw at

alibccausc she dint smile none. Bu! lct me tellyou u'at haPpcnt nc-rt'

You aint g()in to bclcve it, ltut she iust come over and grab my

privatcs and comntcnce sluffing a tube doutn it! Floyd I like to of

tlicd ritc lhcre and ncxt lhing I kncw I gcss I past out'

lVcn I conte ltt m.yself she had done hookctl lhat tultc up to a

lillle ntrttttr pullel' thing and it u'as a pulling that tuba back out tvile

.slrc x'ri^s a lrtoking ot some meter thing u'at I gcss lttld hcr how far
it v'uld stretch.
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Igess.l mustof past out againcause wen I woke up thi^e timc I
u,as back in my roctm and I dont rentember nuthin elsi v,at mite of
took place. If il were good I hate I ntissed it.

Floy.d, wen the preachur told about Sodclum and all, he clinr say
a wr.trd about horehouses wat had pekkerstretclters, nctryet hosspirt-
dels wat had horehouses and et,en if he hatl no one trttkl of bcleved
him. I.sure u:!.1Hry of if I hadnt seei it u,ith my own q)es.

. And I v,ill tellyou thi-s, too. Wen a drrcter pukkers up anclfrott;n.s
and looks atyou all serious like, it means S,r)y nite bi going to rtie
bu-t.iou aint going to hu;rt. Ilut vten he jti easy like out tl-the sirle
of his mouth tells somebody to,takel,ori to1,ou', Olog, it mcansyLtu
aint go.ing to die, but),ou can betyire boritsyou arc afLtin to liurt!

Always yourfriend,
EI



Mr. Bates Goes To Town

I T
I IAS THIS PATIENT gottcn any su,eeter, Numc?" Dr. Bunoughs acl_
drcssed the question to Penny in a serious tone, but with a glint of hurnor in
his eyc, and tongue in chcek. She ignorccl the obvious refcrence.

Elwood had just opcned a lettcr from Floycl when Dr. Bunoughs ancl
Pcnny walked into the room. "Not that I coukl tcll, Doctor," she rcplied in her
best nune-to-doctor-in-front-of-the-patient manner. "Ancl the charts bear mc
out."

"Glad to hearthat," hc said, glancing at thc chart shc handcd him. , ,Looks

as i f  his infcct ion is clcaring up, 1oo. Is your vision improving?" hc askecl
Elwocxl.

"Clear as a bel l ,"  Elu,ood said.
"Taking your insul in rcgularly?"
"Just l ike Pcnny show.cl mc," hc said. ' .Nothing 

ro i t .  Just a lcct lc
j ibby-jab u, i th thc nccdlc. Don't hardly fcel ir ."

"Don ' t  l c t  h im k id  y .u , "  Penny sa id .  "Thc  f in t  t imc hc  savc  h i rnsc l f  a
shot in thc lcg, I  thought his lcg wa.s going to run.\\ , .) , try i iself  bc,for.e hu
caught  i t . "

" l  can ' t .  he 'p  i t  i f  my lcg 's  a  conan l , "  E lq ,oor l  sa i t l .  . . l r ' s  go t  usc( l  to  i t
nr)\ \  .  

'

"You'rc going to bc gcrr ing out of hcrc ju.st in r irnc for ' fhalksgiving,"
Bo.sair l .  "Not much rnorc \\ ,c can do. Y.u didn't  dic, and i t  ( lcrsn't  look ai i f
vou'rc going to, so \\ 'c can't  bury you. Havc you madc any an-angcrnents for
a placc to stay $,hcn you lcave herc?"

"Wcll ," Elu'ood said, "Pcnnv said I coulcl movc in u. i th hcr."
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Penny hastily cut in to correct the false impression, "The Nurses' Domr
needs a maintenance man, and El-Mr. Larkin can fill in until Mr. Hicks gets
well again." Bo and Elwood exchanged winks. Perury continued, "There is a
room and a bath in the basement where he can stay temporaril-v until he car
find something better."

"Hicks been on a toot again?" Bo asked.
"I suppose so," Penny said, allowing her profcssional manner to lapsc a

little. "He's at the VA Hospital getting dried out now."
"That suit you all right-to live in a basement 'temporarily'- Elwoocl?"

the doctor inquirecl, knowing full *'ell *'hat the response would be.
"Sounds fine to me."
"When Hicks comes back, then you can move in with Penny," Bo said.
Penny was speaking and almqst missed the doctor's ln-st commcnt, ". . .

and I have invited him to have Thanksgiving u'ith us. Wc'll scc that hcr clocsn'r
overclo." Then the rcmark registerecl and shc cxclaimed, "Hc r,r'ill rrol/" as ircr
chccks turned slightly pink.

"Can you hancl lc that, Elwood?" Bo asked. "I 'm sonv, Pcnnv, I  rnis
undentood."

" l ' l l  do my bcst," Elwood said.
"Okay, I 'm glad that 's sctt lcr l ,"  Dr. Buroughs said. "You go sta,v \ \ , i th

the gir ls ancl help them out. When Hicks rcturns, let mc know. Wc'vc gor a
job wait ing for you ovcr hcre." Elwood ncrldcd his agrccmcnt. "I lcarcl any'
news from the Valley latcly?"

Elwoo<l hcld up his mail ,  "Got a couplc of lcttens just toclay."
"Good. We'll get out of here ancl let you reaci thcm," thc doctor saicl. "Sce

you tomoffow."
Elwood returnetl to Fioycl's lettcr.

Dcre Elu,ood.
We hat,e nou, had scveralfrosts and a liftlc hit of snrtn'donc

fell. T'hat Rooshin hog what treed thc l)ekin c'ontc ltak arul just u,cnt
plumb ktco. IIe got to chasing chit:kcns and thc lit'cstock and ntutlc
a ?ass at Grovcr's pickup v,hcn he stoplcd at MilL'lt Ilarrist,s
mailbox. Grovtr bktu,cd his futrn and Mitt'h ran and got hi^s gun,
but time he got loaded and finc[, got t{f a shot thut old h(),g v,us
hcddcd bak to tltc l)ig ltturcl.

Those fcllcrs u,at rcntcd Ant Min's lnk ficld has bt,cn goin
r()un6l r( 'nl in,qultrcrfrt !k.rt ,akf i t ' l t ls. Iuttnrlcral, , , t t t l l t r ,nts,,ntcrintt ' .s.
Thcy donl bok much lak collegc perlcsstrs, tho tltc l)ekin.!ai's.rr.
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You know not to tell no bod1,66ot,, them cause it is suppose to
be a govmint secrct from the Rooshins, but it look lak the Rooshins
b done found out about them. You think that Rooshin hog mite of
been a spy? IIa ha.

You mite lak to knov, that old Texas dude is bak makin eyes at
Charlene. IIes learnt to duck better and is willin to chance it aint
Darlene hes grabbin. IIe still dont get it rite ever time but lrc keeps
a tryin.

Gctt to go chop Ma somefirewood. It is cold. Hopeyou are the
same and wil soon be bak

Your old buddy,
Floyd

Aunt Min's letterwas full of preparations forthc big Thanksgiving Feast
and All-Day Singing to be held at the Meeting House. The Reverend Wad-
dleston was to be the Spccial Gurst. He had become famous on the Circuit as
The Preacher That Had Been Savet From The Jaws Of The Bear. Sadie
Brewster was baking cakes and making cranberry sauce, but Min u.as in
charge of the turkeys.

Elwood would have likctl to have been in the Valley for Thanksgiving,
but being the only man at an all-girl celebration u'asn't too bad an altcrnative.
He didn't suffer from a lack of attcntion or frcm overeating. Pcnny wouldn't
al low either.

A few days aftcr the holiday, Floycl got a lerter. He had been fccling
particularly sorry for Elwood because he was missing the special days in thc
Vallcy. Surcly it must havc bet'n a lonesomc timc for him. Floyd opcnecl the
letlcr and read.

Dcrc Fktyd,
You must knttw 14, nou, I am ctut of the hossltiddcl andleelfinc.

I havc moved into tltc Nurscs llouse w,i<'lt isftlof nothing but purty
girLs. I'enny, u,ho was my spe<:ial nurse, and about a dozcn ol her

friends fLtt Thanksgiving dinncr u,ith turkies thcy bot at the store
since there aint rcne in tou,n to sltoot. And they cooked up a lot of
othcr stu/f 'cludin 

a lot of su,eet things vtrt they made v,ithout no
sugar ltut used somethin jusl as sl,i'ecl v,at dont hurt people with the
dilrcetous. Ilut none ofthem pjes u,as ncar as sweet as those nurses.

M_y job here is to keep afire in therefurnases (ha ha) tak keer
rf thcre plummin wich Ls all inside. Not much to it accept sometimes
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wen I go to fLr somelhin the girl v,at ataers the door dont alv'ay;s
hav on all lter clothes. It dont seem to bother them near as much as
me but I gess I will hav to get use to it. Ha ha.

You can keep writin to the hosspiddel. Penny v,il bring me the
mail and I will be bak over there workin out my bill as soon a,s thc
oA man utat is suppose to lwv tltis job gets hLsself dryed out.

I wil not be abel to be bak to the Valleyfor Xntas. It cost tort
much but the nurses say they v,il tak good keer of ntc then too.

I hope that Rooshin bore stals in the l-aurel thikket.
Your old sugar time buddy,,
EI

: i * * * *

"Mort the Mortician came by to sec you," the secrctary saicl.
"Miss Orr, I've told you a thousand times, u'e do notspeak clisrespectfully

of doctors on this hospital staff. Please do not make me havc to wam you
again. Now, what did Dr. Money-bags want?" Dr. Bunoughs askcd as hc
shuffled through his message slips.

"He didn't say," she answered, not aba.shed in the lcast. "Just wantecl to
chat. was all he said."

"Dr. Money nevcr 'just wants to chat,"' Bo said. "He had somcthing on
his mind. I ' l l  give him a cal l  and f ind out what i t  is."

Strangcly enough, the call did seem to bc about nothing much. A fcw
questions about budgetary mattcrs and about a ncw anc,sthctist, but nothing
spccific.

"I scc you discharged our Hillbilly," Dr. Money obscrvccl.
"Mr. Larkin wir.s a good patient," Bo answ'erccl noncornmittally. FIc

didn't discuss paticnts with othcr cloclors on a non-consultivc ba.sis.
"Must have run up a big bi l l ,"  Dr. Moncy said. "He was hcrc ncarly a

month."
Bo didn't corlment clirc.ctly ancl the small talk soon clrif tctl, thcn 1x'tc|ctl

out leaving Dr. Burroughs wondcring more than cvcr and st i l l  suspicious as
to Dr. Moncy's purposc in contacting him. Money was not in thc habit of
wasting t ime with idle chitchat, and he was ncvcr corcl ial  to anyonc unlcss hc
had an ulterior motive.

Bo was to discover that purpose at the Board Mcreting.

* * : f : f *



Sugar Valley Saga 73

Dere Elwood,
That durn Rooshin bore done come bak agin the other night

and rooted up the turnup patch. Then he got over in the hog lot and
bred two sov,s/ore I cuU get out there. I burnt him good with both
bark, but dint have nothin but birdshot, so insted ofjunping the
fence he went through it and all the hogs got out and scattered. I
spent the rest of the night and most of the next day lookinfor hogs.
I finely found them gess where. In Dekin Wattses corn crib, thats
u,here. I.lwt is, all of them accept old Sukie, my best sow wat done
tuk up v,ith the bore and heddedfor the Big lnureL

Norp old Eli Ls demandin I pay him dubblefor the corn thq) et
and I cant even pa! him onct let alone dubble, but i,f I culd get my
hands on that old bore I'd hang him in the Dekins smokehouse in a
minit, or belter)'et around his nek

You au,t to see tlnt Prucilla. She Ls growin lak a v,ced- U she
gruv,s to fit her feet sht, u,il he the size of a bear. She got a .qood
nose too. Red sa_ys she u,il be thc best dog in the pak. At least she
v'ill be the best sinqer.

That Ls alllor now.
Your ohl ltudd1,,
Loncsom Fktyd
P.S. Dont plunrmers nced helpers?

* * * * *

Thc chairman of the Boa-d rapped the gavcl.
"Is there any further ncw busincss?"
"Yes, Mr. Chairman," Dr. Moncy rose from his seat. "I u'ould like to

havc clarification of hospital policy with rcfcrcnce to indigent paticnLs."
"That has bcrcn clearly stated bcfore, Dr. Money," thc chairman said.

"There should be no quastion rcgarcling that policy."
"May I have it restatcd, sir?" Dr. Money persisted. "I u'ant to be sure it

is clearly unclcrstoocl by evcryone here."
"Vcry u'ell," thc chairman sighect, "bricfly statcd, it is that no pcrson of

any raccr, color, crctd or sex will be turncd away at the peril of that person's
life or limb; but that once stabilizcxl, that patient shall bc tran.sported to a
suitablc hospital u,hcrc hc or she may rcccive treatmcnt at public expernsc."

"Is that policy bcing cnforcc'd?" Dr. Moncy askcrl.
"l ivould prcsumr: so, ycs," thc chairman answcrscl.
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"Ladies and gentlemen, I have prepared a report that indicates the policy

is, perhaps, not always followed, and I will pass a copy to each of you," Dr'

Money said.
The purpose of the chitchat call became clear. Money had wanted to lcan"l

all he could about indigent patients in general and Elwood Larkin in parlicular.

Elwood was going to become a "horrible example" of a breach of policy. It

wouldn't cost Dr. Burroughs his position a-s Chief of Staff, but it would bc

part of Money's program of undermining Bo in order to gain thc posilion for

himself. Mort the Mortician just kept pecking away.

In his worst nightmares, Dr. Burroughs could not imagine that incom-

petent, money-grubbing hacker becoming Chief of Staff. He ncvcr would

have become Chief of Surgery had his father not been a heary donor and a

large shareholder. On second thought, maybe it wouldn't bc a bad iclea. If

there was adequate assurance it would keep Money away from slicing up

patients and sending his mistakes to what was euphemistically rcfened to as

the 'Eternal Care Unit,' Bo decided he might consider stepping asiclc.
"Fat chance of that happening," Bo thought. "He woulcl never stay out

of the operating room. If he ever became Chief of Staff , we u'oulcl have a fool

directing the staff , and Attila the Hun in the operating room." On the grsitive

side, the poor and needy were in no danger f rom Dr. Money; he opcrated on ly

on well-to-do or well-insured paticnts. Shaking of f his reverie, Bo tumed hi.s

attention to reality.
'. . . if you will notice. mosl of the indigent paticnts u'ho havc stayc<l

over threc days have bcen aclmitted through thc Diabetes Clinic," Moncy u'as

saying. "I call your attention to Casc A on page five." Thcrc u'as a shuffling

of paper as everyone turned to that page. "This patient was aclmittcd from out

of state. Hewas uninsured, and gave no financial information. Hcwas allowccl

to stay twenty-four days, and was discharged la-st week."
There was a pause as everyone scanncd the shcct, which haci a bre akclown

of medical charges and the treatment givcn. "You werc thc aclmitting phys-

ician, Dr. Burroughs," the chairman said. "Would you care to make a

comment?"
Bo thought a moment before answering. "Yes," hc said. "The patient

came here in bad shape; temporary impairment of vision, early stagcs of
keto-acidosis, and unable to work. He left in good shape, knows how to takc

care of himself, and is ready to earn a living. We must have donc a prctty fair
job; I doubt we see him again as a patient anytime soon."
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"You bet we u'on't," Dr. Money exclaimed' "He'll head back to the hills

as fa*st as he can go, where *'e'll never find hirn, and the hospitai *'ill be stuck

with rhe bill. I remind you, Dr. Burroughs, that this is not a charity hospital."

"Might I remincil'olr, Dr' Money' that collection of the hcspital's bills is

not a conccrn of the Chief of Surgery." Bo answerccl.
"Gcntlemen!" The chairman rapped the gavel. "I think a legitimate

question has been raisccl as to adherence to hospital policl' with regard to

incligent paticnls. Woulcl you care to commcnt fudher' Dr. Burroughs?"

"Not at the present time," Bo said. "I would suggest that the rnattcr be

r-cfcntd to the Finance Committee for furlher study."

"l agrcr:, and hereby referthe matterto the Finance Committcc for furlher

srucly, anri re"cluest rhey subrnit a u'rittcn reporl to thc Chairman prior to the

next quarlerly meeting. If there is no furthcr businqss, I declare this meeting

adjournecl. My rvife is u'aiting for nic to take hcr to a conccd. The Harmonicals

arc in tou,n and I don't want to miss thcm."
Thc gavcl rappcd, chairs scrapcd, and the me'eting endcd.

rt*rl.**

Dere lrktyd,
It Ls hard for nte to belcve that thcl' a'tually pay me fttr drLing

v'at I am tlctin since I aint axualb, doin an-ything yott utU caU work

I fcct likc a mule pullin on cmlt! wagon. I dont even have lo cc;r.tk'

Iiach night a diffcrcnt set of nurses lccds me and they ack lak it iust
tikkels them to dculh ttt do it. I can tell.you it sure likkek ne.

It u,as hard rul bcing home fttr Chrlstnns, but lhe girk that

dint get lo go lrctnte thercselvcs all gol logclher and had a big pany

antl clinncr. After lhat thcy drcssed me up in a rcd sttit and v'e all

wcnt ot'cr lo the litt lc childrcns v,ing of the hrtsspirtdcl and I u'as the

Sa ndy ( la1 11,t t ha t pa sl 0u t l he ll ifls. I t u'u kl bring a tea r to ))ou r e))c s

to sce lhose hap1tl' kids.
I hopc old Sandy Clat's came Io scc everbody in the Valley.

AIwlu,s lttur friend,
EI
I'.5. I)cnn-y, tlnts m-1' special nurse friend I mcty have wrote

abr,tut, sa1's she u'uld lak to vi^sit the Valley some time. If she does,

_you t+,il hav to pul onlour tie belorcyou nteet heras she Ls a city

gal. Ha ha.
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***rf*

Dere Elwood,
Wen you left "for the CiU I u,as feelin mitey sorry for ),t)u, but

now it seems hk ever since you lefi here a ll I hav done Ls u,ork feel
sorryforyou causeyou had the dibeetous, and chase hogs.
. I of ghd to know you have fallen into gctod hand..r and lct,l
better, but here is how mailers stand hcre.

The dam bore done ate up all the tumuls. We aint gctt a single
one left. Last night he nocked a hole in thefence, run off tiith anot'lter
sow, and the rest of my hogs got in thc Dekin's corn crib aJ:in.

The thirty gallons of cider I made lastfall done turn t,t t,inc,qar.
The big New Year's party at Chicrts endecl up in afight u,ith a bunclt
of those 51as line flukeys from Tcxas. Some body iit mc u,itlt a cltct ir
and nocked me into Bucksnrlrt Bailcl,'s base drum. I woka up in jail
with the rest of the Buzzards ccpt Red wat tuk off/rtr thc Bi,g Inirre I
an I gess he is still the re unle.ss lha! ctld futrc done pot him trxt.

Charlene and Darlene both donc ntn off lo Odis.ta,7i,.rrr.s rr,r7l
Duke llurton. tlilly hasfooled aroun and got lloblD,gllc 11ntgnet arul
it made Charlel, so mad hc sv)orc to shout Ilill_1,, an 8ift1, tlont: lt:ft
the country, an Charlel, donc shut the mill down.

I aint got no job. I oint got rut,qirlfrit,ntl. I aim .qor n() turnuDs
kt gct with lhat 30 galktrus of vincgar wat use ttt ltc citler. T,he Dciin
is dunnin me for the corn them ho,qs ct antl m_y heatt still hurt;^ fronlbangin inkt Buckgnorts drum.

Another thing I aint grtt is thc dibt:ctou.s, hut scein es to lu)vl
lou are gettin all the sugar in more wa-ys thon ctnc, I'nt c.ontin tct
Vulcan City b see if I can catch it.

Your old buddy,
Flunked out F'ktyd



Mrs. Vanderwort's
Roomirg House

L Y
I \ I
I  \  OWJUST WHATdo you fel lem think you're a-cloin?" said the rheumy-
c),ccl charactcrr stancling in thc doorvay. Elwood raised up from the cot where
hc rvas slecping, ancl Floyd stimecl wherc he was trying to sleep on thc pile of
cardboarcl boxcs in the comer.

"l knorved it," the rhcumy-eyed gnome continued, "the minute my back
is lurnecl I not only get replaced, but they hircd an assistant, too." He iooked
at a bcrvilclercd Floyd. "Wouldn't hirc one for me. Dicln'1 care how hard I
rvorkccl. Took two to replace me-Ha!"

"What's he talkin'  about, El?" Floyd askccl.
"I rcckon that's Mr. Hicks." Ehvood saicl.
"Durn r ight, i t 's Hicks," thc l i t t lc man repl icd. "Ex-Private Fimt Class

Durvard P. Hicks of thc U. S. of A. Anny Infzurtry, ancl I got the papers right
hercr to provc it," he said, pulling a sheaf of documents out of his pocket.
"Scc!" He offcrcxl them to Elwood.

"I was in doubleyew-doubleyew uno-the Big Onc, you know. Eighty-
scconcl Infantry Division. Sergeant York's old outfit. ln fact, it was me that
said, 'Alvin, you circle around there and capturc them machine guns while I
hold off thc rcst of the German Army,' and that's cxactly what u'e done.
'Course, Alvin got the medals ancl thc glory and all that; but I dicln't mind,
long a-s we won," he said moclcstly.

"Worv," Floycl breathetl, "a real hcro, El."
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"And here they done turned me out and give my job au'ay, just 'cause I
got sick," Hicks moaned, "I t  ain' t  fair,  I  tel l  you. I t  just ain' t  fair."

"No, it ain't," Elwood agreed.
"Who'd take a job away from a genuine hero, anyr,l'ay," Floyd askcci.
"Y'al l  did. that 's whol" Hicks exclaimed.
"Wait a minute!" Floyd said. "I  just got herc. I  don't  even knorv 1'ou."
"That's even worse!" Hicks complained. "Took my job away and givc

it to a complete stranger!"
"I  ain' t  a stranger!" Floyd shot back. "He knows me." hc saicl,  point ing

to Elwood.
"Is that so!" Hicks retorted. "That's worse'n ever, 

'causc 
I don't knorv

him, either. You'rc both nuthin' but a couple of claim-jumpin' .job-stcalin'
strangeni, and you done put me out on the strc'et whcn my back was turnctl
an' I was in the hospital gettin' over a war wound. But you ain't a-gonna gct
away with i t !  I ' l l  go see my Congersman. Me an' him are buddics, and u'c' l l
see what happens when Rcuben C. Finchc.rt gets through u'ith you."

"Reuben who?" Floycl asked.
"C. Fincherr oI thc Congcls of the Ycu, Nincty Sratc.s in Wa-shingron D

and C," Hicks informed him.
"Oh, that Reuben," Floyd said. "Ain't he the one rvhat likcd to gor pur

in jai l  last year?"
"They never proved nuthin' ," Durv'rncl P. Hicks was quick lo point our.

"Anil his secretary coulcl type, too, just not very fast."
"Hold i t ,  hold i t !"  Elwood said.
"Well ,  she coulda tvpd, i f  she'cl a-$'an1e(l to," Hicks rnaintainccl.
"I  know, but that 's not what I 'm-."
"Reuben tolt i  mc that hissLrl f ,"  Hicks cut in, not 1o bc clcterrrccl.  "And ain't

I  dandlecl leetlc Rubc on my kncc whcn hc rvas just a voungun? And don'r hc
cal l  me'Uncle Fizz'? He cal l .s mc Uncle Fiz.z.on account of I  l 'as thc onc
what bought him his vcry f irst Cokc. And Rcubcn C. Finchcrt alrvays tcl l .s thc
tmth, too, 'causc I taught him."

"l know, but-" Elwood triecl again.
"You sl i l l  cion't  think so, huh. Well ,  I ' l l  havc you know hc st:nr rnc a

picturc of the vcry typcu,riter shc coulcl of typetl on, if shc'cl a-rvanLccl to,"
Hicks continuecl. "Now, i f  you can't  bel ieve that, what cran vou bcl icvc?" hc
conclucled with the confidence of one who has irrcfutably provcci his ca.sc.

"Oh, I gucss that proves it all right. Wouldn't you say so, Floyd?" Elrvcxrcl
nodded his hcad vigorously at Floyd.
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"I guess so," Floyd replied, not really convinced, and still sore at being

labeled a "stranger" and a "claim-jumper."
"Durn right, it does," Ex-PFC Hicks said, "Now, do I get my job back'

or clo you want to go up against the likes of Reuben C. Finchert and the

Congers of the Yew Ninety States?"
"We u'ouldn't think of d'privin' a genuine hero and a friencl of a

Congersman of his job, now would we, Floyd?"
"Oh, no. I agree. hands down, absolutely," Floyd said, catching Elu'ood's

clrift. If Hicks wanted to think he had won a great victory, well let him. lt

woulcln't do any harm.
" 'Well ,  I  think I ' l l  jusl cal l  Reuben any'ways, just to make sure," Hicks

said, prcssing his advantage.
"Oh. no! Don't do that," Elwood pleaded in mock alarm.
"Aw, you clon't ned to beg. I weren't goin' to get him on you boys,"

Hicks said magnanimously. " l  know y'al l  didn't  have nothin'  to do with i t .

You all just took the job 'thout knowin' the consequences. I just want to teach

a lesson to that fool u,hat give you the job in the first place."
"Now, Mr. Hicks, can't we just talk this thing over?" Elwotrl said,

rcaching into the duffel for Charle1"5 jn1.

Hicks spotted the ancient duffel bag. "Was you in thc Big One, too?" he

askcd. eyes lighting up. "You look mighty young to of becn in that one."
"No," Elwood answered, gesturing towanl Floycl, "this old duffel be-

longec{tohis Pa. Hewas in the Big War. Floyd's Majust lent i t tome." Elwood

brought out the fruit jar, Hicks' eyes lit up even more and, for a moment, he

forgot all about the Big One.
"Well," Hicks said, his eyes never leaving the jar, "since it belonged to

his Pa what was in the Big One, maybc we could talk things over a bit, and

I'll see to it Reube:n don't go toohard on anybody-'speciallyyou boys. What

was your Pa's namc, boy? Maybe I mighta knowed him."
"Horace Bates," Floyd said, passing the jar to Hicks.
"No, I never kncrv him. 

'Course it was a mighty big army ancl a mighty

big war. I  coulda missed him, I  gucss," Hicks said, taking a swig. Thcre wa-s

a pause while he swallou'c<l harcl and blinked to clear his vision. "Whcweel"

he gulp<t, "That 's l ike su'al lcr in'  a tomcat back'anls an' him a-clawin' al l

the way down!" He wiped his l ips and took another pul l '  not quite as rnuch

this t irnc. Handing thc iar back to Floyd, he said, "That 's bcttcr. Ohhhl

Mmmm, that 's sippin' stuff  ."
"Smooth, ain' t  i t?" Floyci said. "That 's the best therer is in the ViLltey."
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"Whoo, where is that valley?" Hicks asked, reaching for the jar again. "l
want to go there when I die." He took another long pull and then said, "Come
to think of it, I'd like to go there before I die."

Several more sips, and Hicks' rheumy eyes were beginning to unfocus.
In fact, they were crossing, and he was definitely becoming rubber-legged.
"How 'bout if I go there to die?" He asked, groping his way toward the cot.
"Where'd you shay it wash, again?"

"L,ong way from here," Floyd said, taking him by the arm.
"Sho's Arkingshaw; but that don't mean you can't get therc. Hee, hee,"

Hicks was pleased with his witticism. Charley's besr was *'orking fast.
"Whoops! That floor's gettin' a mite uneven," he said. "Gesh it's gettin' to
me. I don't really drink mush, you know. Doctor shays it's not good for me,
only a little one once in a while, Jush a little one," and he mcasured a "little
one" between thumb and forefinger, and giggled.

Floyd and Elwood helped him to the cot, where he lay with an angelic
expression clutching the jar like a child with a Raggedy Andy. Elwood
removed it, and set it on a nearby shelf . Hicks &ifted off u'ithout protcst.

"Man! He done sipped near half of it," he saicl
"Lrct him have it," Floytl said, "I broughr a u'hole jug."
"That ought to last a while," Elwcnd said.
"Not i f  i t  goes l ike that skunk oi l ,"  Floyd repl iecl.  "You never did say

what happened to it."
"Sometimes you need it just walkin' down thc streclt around hcrc,"

Elwood said.
"Are the skeeters that bad?" Floyd asketl.
"The kind that jump out of the bushes and stick knives in your ribs are,"

Elwood said. Then he told Floyd what hacl happened that first night.
"I think they were just a-funnin'," he added, "but they were a mitc too

rough about it, an' I felt kinda bad that night. They didn't have any busincss
a-scarin' that lady, either. She was right nice."

"Well, I brought a couple more bottles of skunk oil, too," Floyd saicl.
"Can't never tell when you might nectl it," Elu'ood said.
"We goin' to leave him there?" Floyd asked, gesturing towarcl rhc limp

form on the cot.
"Reckon so," Elwood replied. "l'll stop by the hospiral and tcll pcnny

he's back. Then we'll go look for some place to stay."
"Where you got in mind?" Floyd askecl. "Wc ain't go1 rnuch moncy."
"We'11 look for a roomin' house," Elwood said. "Therc's bouncl to bc

some around here somewhere."
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"What time vou gor," Ftolc! a-skccl, shaking thc) watch on his rvrist. ..My

bran' nerv watch doner r lui t  runnin'."
"Scvcn thirry," Elu'ood rerpl ied. "Wc gor plenry of t imc. Whcre's you get

that rvatch?"
"Bought i t  from a fel lcr at the bus stat ion in Atlanta," Floyd ansn,crud.

"Nicc fcl lc 'r ."
"Yeah, I  think I nrc[ hir]1, too," Elu,otxl said. "Tel l1,ou al l  about Atlanta?"
"Ycah. I l tusta bccn thc sanic man," Flovd said. " lv4akcs you fcel gorxi to

know al l  Big City folks aren't  so stuck up they don't  have t ime 1() talk to you."
"That 's * 'hat I  thought, roo. Smallu.orld, ain' t  i t?" Ehvood said, hoist ing

thc <iuffel anrl  picking up the suitcasc. " l  gr"ress u.c might as rvcl l  get moving."
"Sc'c you, Old Timt-.r," Flo1,d sait l  to rhc peaccful ly snoozing Hicks. ' , I

bct i t ' l l  lake a u.s:k after he wakes up bciorc his eycballs st i l r l  l ining back up
'* i th thc holes in his heacl."

"I l  might takc him a rvcck jusr t t l  u.akc up," Elurmd said. "Charlcy's
muic  c ionc  s ivc  h im a  k ick . "

* , * * * *

"Hospital Ariminisrraror cal lct l  rvhi lc lou \\ ,erc out," Miss On-saicl.
"Did hc lcavc a mc.ssu6lc'?" Dr. BLrrr lrrrths u.skcd.
"F Ic  jus r  qantc r l  toknoq r ihcn  [ \4 r  Lark in  rv l i ss r rp lx rsc i l  tos ta r l \ \ ,o rk . "
"S /ha t  < l i t l  1 'o r r  t c l l  h i rn '1 "
"Thc  t r l th .  o f  coursc . "
" l  thought  you knc*  be l tc r  t l l rn  tha t , "  hc  s i t i r l .
"  Not rvl tcl t  i t  hclJrs. I  told h inr N' lr .  [  .u rk in curnl '  in I  h is r l t i rn ing antl  * orr lr l

bc rcrd1, to 80 to lvork tornon'ori ," she sait l .
" l thought  yor r  sa id  1 'o r r  ro l t l  h in r  th t :  u t rh , "  Dr .  Bur rough.ssa i t l .
" l  did. Mr. l-arkin dir l  cornc in. I ' l icks i .s back, ancl Mr. Larkin *. i l l  bc

rcacly tcl  slart in thc morning, jusr a-s I  sait l ."
"That 's gfeat! Why dicln' t  you say so'/"
"I  did. You just \ \ ,crcn't  l istcning," she. rcpl icr l  dryly.
" ' Ihat ought to lct sornc of the air out of Snorl in'  Mort 's bal loon," Dr.

Burroughs said.
"Dr. Bunoughs!" Nl iss ()r l  said st i f f  l l ' .  "Wc ncvcr spcak di.sparagingly

of rncrnbcrs of this hospiral ' .s r lcdical stuff  ."
"Touchc, Maggic 1\4ac, touchc. Sonrct imcs rvc sl ip," hc said, thcn jaunti ly

disapplrcd inlo his of i icc. In a ntonrent, thc intcrcom buzzetl .  "Get nre Dr.
. lakc  Crab lx  in  Lu thcrsv i l l c .  u  i l l  I  ou '1"
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* * * * *

Out on the street, Elwood and Floyd milled around a few minutes trying
to make up their minds which way to look for a rooming house. One way
looked as promising as another.

"I guess there is only one sure way to knou', El," Floyd said.
"Never fails," Elwood agreed, and spit into his hand. Floyd did likeu,ise.
"Ready?" Floyd asked.
"Go!" said Elwood, and they simultaneously smacked two fingers onto

their palms.
"Mine went this a-way," Floyd said.
"Mine went a mite to the left, but that's close enough," Elwoocl saicl, and

they moved off in the direction the spit had flown.
"How far you reckon we'll have to go?" Floyd asked after a couplc of

blocks.
"I don't know, but it never fails," Elwood assured him.
They were walking down a street pa.st warehouses, some sccdy looking

stores, and a few empty lots. Up ahead the street becamc tree-lined, with
garbage cans on the curb sigrifying the presence of houses. As thcy ap-
proached that area, they could see the sigrr on the corner house that proclaimed
it to be the "Alta Vista- Rooms to [et."

"You were right; it never fails," Floyd said.
"Wait a minute," Elwood said, grabbing Floyd's arm. "We can't stay in

that place."
"How come?" Floyd asked, puzzled. "It plainly says, 'Rooms to L.e1'."
"trt what?" Elwood said. "That might mean they 'let' tutything go on in

there."
"I never thought of that."
"Besides," Elwood continued, "with a name like Alta Vista, ancl thc

Hospital bein'only about ten blocks away, there's no tel l in 'what thcy'cl
charge."

"I never thought of that, either," Floyd repeated , amazecl at how quickly
Elwood had picked up Big City sawy. "We'd better kecp goin'."

Eight or ten more blocks took them past servcral morc largc, old houscs
situated off the street, but on lots so narrow there was only a slit of an allcy
between each house. Some bore signs announcing that thcy took in boardcrs,
but Elwood thought they wcre still too near the hospital to havc favorablc
rates. They kept walking.
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On one such block, after they had continued on another thirty minutes,

they spottecl a large, white two-story house that stood directly across the street

from a sprawling brick structure with a big neon-lit sigr in front that pro-

claimed it to be the "Heavenly Rest Funeral Parlor." Crossing tlre street to the

white house, which bore asign overthe doornaming it, "The White Peacock,"

Elwood looked it over and pronounced, "This is the place."
"You sure?" Floyd a-sked, "It looks kinda fancy to me."
"This is the place, all right," Elwood said confidently, "and it won't cost

too much, either."
"How can you tell?"
"You see that light bulb over the door?" Elwood pointed.
"Ycah," said Floyd, "but so what? Lots of houses got lighls over the front

cioor."
"Not red ones," Elwood said.
" l t 's rcd al l  r ight," Floyd agreed. "What's thal mean?"
"It means they still got the Christmas Spirit, and they won't overcharge

us .  "
"By Dog, I ' l l  bet you're r ight. I 've gotta start watchin' for things l ikc

that i f  I 'm evcr goin' to lcarn how 10 get along in the city," Floyd said.
"We won't have any noisy neighbon, either," Elwood said, indicating

the funcral parlor across the street.
"Boy, that 's for sure."
" Let's lcravc our bags behincl those bushes," Elwoocl said. "We don't want

thcm to sce how many clothcs rvc got; thcy'll think we're'*'cll to do, sho 'nuff,

i f  they do."
Parking theirbags in the shrubbery, thcy steppct up on thc porch, crossed

thc broad verancla, and rang the bell. After a few minutcs, the cloor opened

rcvcaling a large buxom woman with a dyed-recl upswept hairdo.
"You'r'e carly," shc said ttl Floyd. "I wasn't expecting you for at least

another hour."
"Oh, no, rna'am," Floyd said, " i t 's not early; i t 's .  .  .  "  he lookcd at his

watch anrl shook it. Putting it to his ear, he listened a moment, then said,
"Elwoocl, u'hat t imc is i t? My rT'atch has stopped again."

"Ninc-th irry," Elwoo<l saicl.
"Nine-thirry," Floycl cchoctl to the \\'oman.
"My, you boys do get out early." shc said. "Well ,  no matler. I  l ikc that.

You u'ill find thc lawnmowcr and the laclcler in the shetl out back. When you

f inish the larn, ancl cleaning the gutters, you can prune the shrubbery. Let me
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knoq.u'hen you're through." W;th thur shr clos,. ' t i  rhc door antl  t lepar-tcd,
leaving the boys standing i l t  thc ( l t i t )r  gau,king l t  t i l i . .h { )1hcr.

"What do *'c clo nou'?" Fioyd a.sket1.
" l ' l l  get thc la$nmo$,cr. ancl 1ou lr i . . i  thc i i l r l { . lcr, ' fhcn *.e' l l  f l i l t  to sec

who pnjnc.s the shrubbery," El*oorl iilt::\ L,ri-'(i.
About an hour latc'r  a raggccl piclup, rr i th ru o vcry .shaggy iooking mcn

inside, pul led to a stop at thc curh. Sun,cving lhc t\ \ 'o mcn hart l  a1 u'ork, onc
of them tumed 10 the other and said, "Somcbcrclr"s t lonc bcat us to i t ,  Irving."

"Big Bertha's $'ofkin'  thc lrcl i  out of 
'c ln, 

i t  looks l ike," Ir l ing si i i t l .
"Let 's gct outta here, Sydncy, bcl lre thcl r lr ; i l  antl  shc corncs altcr us. I  l r t
moncy  shc ' l l  have 'cm c lo in '  ' , v indo*s  fo l  no th ing  Lrc fo r r :1ong, . jus t  by
promising them a pcck nou' ancl thcn "

"I ' t l  want morc) 'n a frec pccp-sho',r for rLrin'  tho.r,  rr indo*..s aLl ir in,"
Syclney respondeci. "T1, , '  ' ru.st bc . huntlrt^t l  rr l  

'crn." 
WiLh thar, hc glunrrrr l

thc  cng ine  anc i ,  muf f l c r  and ta i lp ipe  rn iss ins .  f i i , r , . f  t ' i ghr  t : r ' l i n r le r .s  h i t . t . in1 : ,
l-hcy pul lcr l  away and disappcarcxl frrrr l  si lght-- i l -  not sor. ln( l  ar-ouncl thc
corncr.

A1 noon thc bovs r i 'crc si l . t in;1 rrn 1lr i ' . , ' l i  .stcl)s cit l i rrg.si l l t ( i \ \ , ichc's antl
drinking tea that had bcrcn scn'c(j  !r i  i i rcnr l- .r '  i i  l )r ' ( .11\ '  Pcrol i l lg blorrclc *ho
hac l ra thcrhard-b i t t cn fca tur ts .The f ju r r r t , , r l i s r r l i t . r ' c r l  h lhcr loos t ' f i r r ing t l rc .ss ,
cu t  h igh  a t  thc  hem and k iu 'a t  lhc  nc( .k .  hur l  . . l i r rg l r l  thc  l to ls '  u l ten t i ( )n  so  th i l l
they  had a  hard  t ime conccnt r i l t in l t  { rn  \ \  l t i l l  s f re  r i  a . ' ;  t rv ing  to  l c l l  thc rn .

I t  q 'a .s  one o i  thosc  c lcar  u  in tc r ' t l l l ys  r ! , ; r r  l  Sout i t  r ' ,  l ren  thc  th t ' r  rnorne tc r
cl in rbs into thc Iorl ,  scvctrt  ics. 

' l 'h 
t ' r '  rr  t ' rr .  hr 'r t i r  n topping s\\  e i i (  .  \ \r l l ( ' thcr i t  g 1s

cltrc t .o the unsca.sonlr l t ] ,r ,  n'ann dirr ' ,  r) f  lh( '  clr l  o1' t l rr .  i r . i r l  
's 

r ir .c.ss. ncit l i t ' r- t .oulcl
say for surc.

"D i< l  vou  scc  th t t  uornun '1"  [ i - luoo t l  uskc t l .
"Wc l l ,  to  te l l  thc  t r r r th ,  I  nc r t , r  1 ' . t r l  r luc l r  l r i i l l r t ' r ' l h l rn  l . , t r  nc r tk , "  I ; lov t l

ans wcr(j  (1.
"Shc mLrst l- i r .r ich," Elucxrcl sir ir l .
"What  makcs  you say  th l t l ' 1 "
"C i ln ' t  nohod; '  l t t r t  r i ch  \ \o r l t tn  t 'u l r  in1) r l l ( i  t l l cssc t l  I i kc  thu l  l i r i s  i i r l c  o l '

c ia1 , .  And hou '  'bou t  
thc  wav.shc  s rnc l l c t i ' . ' '

"She s tunk  prc l t1 , ,  a i l  r igh t , "  F l .v r l  .g rc 'e t l ,  c l r ' s ing  h is  c 'c .s  i in< l  l ; r . cu t l r i ' s
in. " l  caugll i t  rnl,brcath antl  nc'cr blci i ' i t  out ar ' .ain as long a.s she uu.s st lnr l in '
thcrc."

"You ' rc  r igh t , "  E l \ \ 'o (x l  s ; r i r l ,  "u . r l  I  a i ' ' t  s i ' r ' n  l r  eu l l ' l i ke  rhu t  s i ' cc  o l t l
Daisy cloppc<l t \ \ , in hcifcrs."
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"I *,as thinkin' 'bout old Daisy, myself, *'hcn she bent over to hand me
this sand*, ich," F' loyd sighed.

"I nevcr got that high," Ehr.oocl said.
"El, you think this place is goin' to bc as cheap as rve thought? l t  r ich

wornen slay hcre, thcy'rc Sonna cxpecrt io soak us a lot."
"Wcll ,  I  r lon't  knou'," El* 'ood saicl.  "Thcy's two wavs of lookin' at i t .  ln

the f irst placc, that gal is probably the old u'oman's daughter."
"That 's tr le," Floycl agr'eecl,  "but what's thc othcr u'ay?"
'"Wcll ,  i f  shc ain' t  thc olcl  *roman's claughter, horv you think she got

r i  ch'1"
"l cion't knclrv," Floyd ansrvcrctl.
"Wcll ,  i t  wcren't  from spending moncy, that 's 1or surc; i t  was Irom nr-r l

.spcncl ing i ' ,"  Elrvood rc'asoncrl,  " 'That 's thc r i 'a1' old El i  Watts got dch."
"That 's r ight," Floyd said. "You can bct yourboots i f  old El iu'as in torvn,

hc'cl  bc lr .rokin'  for thc chcapcst placc hc coult i  f int l .  Ma1,bc wc donc l 'ouncl
i t ,  aftcr al l .  That wirs an cxpcnsivc lookin' \ \ 'oman. Shc'd probably spcn(i al l

) 'our monc\/,  but I  bct shc clon't  spend much of hcrs."
"That 's thc way I 'm hopin' shc f igures i t ,"  Elu,cnd saicl.
" Makcs scnsc. Lct ' .s f inish this ancl talk to thal old woman. I  want 10 slccp

in a bcrl  tonight."
" l 'm gctt in'  wol-c oul.  I 'c l  'bout 

as soon try to mow bobwire a-s that dum
u,intcr-ki l lcd grass," Eir.r 'oorl  complaincd mildly. " l  bct this lawn ain't  bccn
rnou'ccl sincc.luncr 

'causc 
thcy ain' t  rvantccl to spnd the monc1,."

"Wlial.  u,as i t  that r ich gal said to us?" Floyrl  askcd.
" l  think i t  rvas somcthin' about rvashin' winclows," E,l  repl iccl.
"I 'd bcttcr gct starlccl,  Lhcn," Flol ' r l  commentccl.  " l  le ' f t  thc laclcier arouncl

back :  I ' l l  j us t  s tad  thcrc . "
Elr ' , ,otxl had f inishcd rnou' ing antl  u as bu.sv prlning shnrbbcrl * 'hcn hc

hcarrl  thc crash. Rouncl ing the corrcr on lhc nrn, hc sgrttcd Floytl  strc' tchctl
ou l  on  h is  b r ick  in  thc  bcgon ia  tx :d ,  t ry ing  to  s i t  up .  "What  happcncd l "  hc
cxcluirnerl .  " . ' \ rc 1'ou hurt l lut l '?"

"\ \ /e l l ,  i t  don't  fccl lot.r gt iocl," Flovrl  nrorncrl ,  "but I  clon't  think nothin's
l trokc. l 'hosr. 'Lrushcs brukc rn1,fal l ,  turt l  thcsc L^-gtinias ain' t  no fcather bcd
but lhc,r ' '  rc .sof ter t l tart ccrj lent."

"You gonna bc al l  r ight?" El*ootl  askccl.
" I  think so," Floyd sair l ,  strctching. " Lct nre scc i I  I  can stancl u1r." El* 'cxrcl

helpecl hirn to his fcct and Floyd tcsted his legs. "Ycah, I  think I 'm f inc."
"You're not Soin' blck up thcrc, arc you?" Elwoocl askcd.
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Floyd put two hands on the ladder and made as if to climb, then, thinking
better of it, backed away. "You think we could just talk to the old lady now
and get a room, and she'd just let me finish this tomorrow?"

"You sure you want to finish at all?"
"Oh, yes. I'm sure, all right," Floyd stated positively. "Bur I'm nor sure

I'm up to it right now."
Elwood cocked his head, Iooking askance at his fricnd. He coulcln't

imagine why he was so determined to wash windows. "Floyct, you sure vou
didn't hit your head on something?"

"No, my head is clear as a bell; it's my legs that are sort of wobbly."
Elwood peered up the ladder at the bedroom window Floyci hacl becn

washing when he fell. A look of suspicion crossed his face.
Floyd shook his head, and said, "Honcst, El.  I  wasn't  pcekin'.  I  was busy

washin' away when that rich gal and two others came in that roorn ancl srarlccl
undressin' and changin' clothes r ight thert in front of my eycs I I  gucss i t  kinda
suryrised me, 'cause 

that 's when I fel l .  I  don't  think thcy e\/cf . \a\\ ,  me."
"Well ,  I  won't tel l  i f  you clon't  tcl l ,"  Elwoocl saicl.

r  won t tel l .
"t-et's go see if u,e can talk to that olcl lacly about a r(xrm," Elrvcrccl

suggestd.
"Suits me f inc," Floyd said. "We clone rnowed her lau.n, prunecl hcr.

bushcs, wiuhed hcr winclou's, and I plowccl her bcgonias. I ' l r  u,orc out."
"Mc, too," Elu.ood agrccd.
This time thcy wcrc aclmittecl to a largc opulcntty doooratcd parlor by a

tall brunette in a flowing silk gown of robins cgg blue, anci baclc to $.ait while
she wcnt for "thc Maclanc." Thcy rcmainecl stancling.

"That one's got a mole on her fanny," Floycl rvhispcrccl to Elu,oo<l aftcr
the girl had dcparred.

"Hush, Floyd! Somebody's gonna hcar you, ancl rve' l l  have to go
somewhcre elsc," Elwoocl cautioncx|.

"I 'm not goin' anywhere clsc," Floyd sai i t .  . ,1can't  harcl ly walk."
"Did you get finishecl?" Thc buxom lady with the dycrt_ncl upswcpl

hairdo swept into the room, clrcssecl in a long, flowing, turquoisc go*,n.
"Thank you, Valcrie," shc cal lcd to the gir l  who hacl lct thcm in.

"Well ,  no, ma'am, not cntircly," Elw.cxrcl sair l .  , ,Wc might havc i f  Flovcl
hadn't fal len off thc lat lder.

"Oh, I 'm sooo sorry," she said. "Did you hurr younclf. l"
"No, ma'am. I lancled in thc bcgoni.s," Floyd smilccl ancl shuff lecl his

fcct.
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"Did you break anything?" she asked, looking him over with deep
concern.

"I'm afraid a few of them got mashed pretty bad," he said, "but not too
many got broke. They'll probably straighten out by spring."

"I meant bo---oh. well. I'm glad you \'eren't hurl," she said. "Will you
be able to come back tomorrow and finish?"

"Well, ma'am," Elwood said, "we figured if we could trade on a room,
Floyd could finish up tomorrow. I got to go to work at the hospital, but Floyd
doesn't have ajob yet."

" R o o m . .  .  ? "
"Yes'm, that's \r'hat we carne here for," Elwood paused as voices were

heard in the hall. Five girls came down from upstairs and headed for the dining
room.

"I hope, ma'am," Floyd spoke up, "that you don't mind us sayin' that
you have the most purty daughters we've nearly ever secn."

" D a u g h t e r s . . . ? "
"Yes'rn. They are your daughters, aren't they?" Elwood asked.
"Oh . . . yes, I suppose you might say that," the Madame replied. She was

beginning to undcrstand that the tu,o gentlemen before herdidnol understand.
"Now, just 'cause Floycl ain' t  workin'  yet don't  mean we can't  pay the

rent, if it's not too much." Elwood said. steering the convenation back on

track.
Big Bcrlha Vanderwort u'as a businesswoman-a successful one-and

she clidn't becomc successful by sleeping at the switch. She thought shc saw

opporrunity standing beforc her, bright-eyccl and bushy-tailexl.
"Can you boys hanclle plumbing?" she a-skecl. Her plumbing bill in that

hugc old house was atrocious, and the plumbem wanted overlime paid for in

trade, which kept hcr "daughtcs" from morc lucrative pursuits.
"I ncvcr hacl much to do with indoor plurnbing," Floyd said, "but I caur

pipe a stcam engine."
"Close cnough," Bertha clecidctl. "How about wiring'?"
"Can't say much about that, but I 'm wil l in '  to leam," Floyd i i .ssured her.

"I ' rn a fair caryrenter."
"All right, boys. Tell you what I'll do. You keep the plumbing going and

hclp me kcep the place up, ancl I'll give you a room ancl trvo meals a clay plus

walkin'  around moncy."
"You mcan you'rc goin' to pay us to stay hcre?" an astoundeci Elwood

askcd.
"Best I  can do. Take i t  or leavc i t ."

87
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Looking at each other in disbelief, the boys noddecl ancl saici simul_
taneously, "We'l l  take i t l"

"Good," Bertha said. "My name is Mrs. Vanclen\,.or.t. Most folks call me
Bertha. You can get your bags out of the bushes where you hici rhcm rhis
morning, and Valerie *'ill shou. you to your room. Suppcr is rcatly: v()u ciln
eat in the kitchen."

"That old gal is prettv sharp, El," Floyd saicl from his cor. . ,She 
si i \ \ ,  us

hide our bags."
El was changing into a fresh shirr after a showcr hc had almosr hacl to

sharc with one of the daughtcrs. "All the samc, she gave u.s a mighty, goorl
deal," Elu'ood said in Berlha's favor. "I tolcl you shc still hacl the it iiJnro,
Spir i t ."

"t  et 's go f ind the kitchen. I 'm hungry," Floyd said.
After several false turns, they f inal ly made their way to thc kitchcn. whcn

they got near enough, odors coming from it rncrringly rccl thcrn lhe rc.st of

:X:-J'.t 
"Smells likc home, huh, El?" Floyd said with a pang of hornc,sick

When they entercd the kitchcn, thcy sau, a young \4.oman stancling at thc
range stirring a tangy stcw in a large kettle. Shc turnccl as she hcarcl thcm cornc
in, ancl suddenly ceasecl stirring. Hcr eycs grcw wiclc and hcr mouth tlroppccl
open.

At thc same time, the boys got a goocl look at hcr anci frozc.
"Darlenc!" thcy exclaimcd at once.



10
Tiicks

F
|.' LOYD! ELWOOD!" Darlcne cricd cxcitetlly, dropping thc stirring spoon
and rushing over to grcct the t\4'o ilslonished boys.

"What are you doing here!" Floyd exclaimed as thc thrcr: of thcm wound
up in one big bcar hug.

"What are,yorr doing hcrc?" Darlcne countered. "Am I glad to scc you!"
"l thought you had skippecl off to Texas with that Burton clude," Floyd

said. "So I dercideti to come join El."
"l wouldn't skip across my Pa's back pasture with that phony climwit,"

Darlenc's facc registerccl her disgust. "It wa*s that dippy sister of mine he
talkccl into mnning off with him, and I took off after thcm to bring her back.
This is as far as I goi."

"Boy, am I glacl to hear that!" Floyd said.
"What? That my sister is a dingbat?"
"No, I  ahcady knew that; I  mcant I ' rn glad you dictn't  run off u' i th thcm."
"You clidn't think I was that rnuch of an idiot, clicl you?" Darlenc a-skcd

incl ignantly.
"Wcll ,  old Bunon was u,aving around an au'ful lot of rnoncy and acrin'

thc Big Shot," Floyd pointed out. "That could turn lots of gir ls '  heads."
"Not  mine ! "
"You never knorv whal a high rol lcr l ike Bur'1on rnight talk a gir l  into,"

FIol 'd said.
"High Rci l l in '  Big Shot, rny hind foot," Darlene snofied indcl icatcly.

"Flc's nothing but a big hat, big boots, big talk, anci no cou's. Those rcn dol lar
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bills were as phon,v as he was, but mi' dumb sister didn'r knorv it. I've got to
get her away from that crummy faker before she lands in Big Trouble,"

"What?! " Floyd exclaimed.
"Phony bills?" Elwood asked.
"That's right," Darlene said. "Chico spotted a couple of them, but kepr

quiet about it until he wa-s surc of rvherc they came from. Then hc tipped off
Sam Hundley."

"Why didn't Sam come pick him up?" Elwood a.sked.
"He told Chico just to stay quiet until he had done some invcstigating. I

guess old Duke caught wind of it somehow, or mavbe he w.a-s just plain lucky.
Any.way, he grabbed Charlenc and beat it before Sam could arrqst him."

"You rnean all that happened and I didn't know it?" Floyd askcd. "Wh1,
didn't you say something?"

"You weren't around," Darlcnc pointed out. "You were iilways off
chasin' hogs or something. Besides, I  didn't  kno*.al l  this myself unri l  lhc lasl
minute. Chico told me."

"You took off alone," Floycl asked, amazecl, "to thc City?"
"I had to get after them before the trail got cold, anci rherc wa.sn'r time

for much planning."
"Horv did you encl up here?" Elwoocl asked hcr.
"I ' l l  get to that," Darlenc said. "Firsr of al l ,  i t  wasn' l  too harcl ro rrai l  a

nine-foot cowboy wearing a Stetson full of buste'd turkey feathe ts, and a pletty
gir l .  The bus driver remembcrcd them well .  Duke paid for thc t ickets rr, i th a
phony bi l l ."

"Then what happenecl?" Floyd askctl.
"Well ,  when I got to Vulcan City," she continued, " l  askcd al l  lhc cab

drivers at the bus station if they had secn thcm. Onc of thcm was a woman,
and she rememberal them right off . She hacl taken thcm to the hospital. Thcy
didn't come to see you, clid they, El?"

"I was probably out by then," Elwoocl saicl.
"Ary*ay," Darlene picked up hcr story, "I lost track of them at the

hospital. Then I had a stroke of pure dumb luck-"
"You found a turkey feather!" Floyd guessed.
"Close, but not quite," Darlcne saicl.  " l  got hungry ancl wcnt into a l i t t lc

place on Broad Street where they make the best siindwichcs I cver rastcrl. Thc
guy who runs it-"

Again shewas intemrpted, but by Elwood this t ime. "That wouldbc Solly
Goldstein. He's a fr icnd of mine."
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"El, for somebocll 'who's been in the hospital ever sincc hc's becn in

town, you sure do get around," Darlene commented-

"bon't  intem-rpt. El," Floyd said irnpatiently. "Go on' l) : i r lene'"

"Any'rvay, this littlc guy, Solly, thought he recognized me' I knet' right

off Charicne hacl be.en in there. I tolcl him prrtt]- quickly what thc situation

wa,s-$,ithour going into too manv cictails-anci asked if he kncw rvhere they

\r'ent. "

Floyd u'as widc-cyccl.  "Dicl hc know?"
"Floyd, wi l l  vou hush and lct her tcl l  i t?" El* 'ood admonishe:<l '

"Wcll ," Darlenc continued, "he didn't  kno$'exactlv, but he tolcl  nie they

caught a bus at the comer, ancl he even knew which bus because they run on

a pfctt)' ciosc scheclulc. and he remembcrecl thc time'
' 

"i caught thc same bus antl checkecl it out with the driver' Sure 
'nuff 

, he

rcmembcrecl thenr, ancl lct me out al thc sarne stop whcre they got off. But

that 's six blocks from hcre. Al l  I  knew $' ix that they came to this ncigltbor-

hocxl."
"Havc) you hcard anything sincc?" Elu'ood asked'
, .Not hicle nor turkcy feathcr," Darlenc saicl.  "Al l  I  know is that unless

thcv'vc lcft to$.n, thcy must be somelvherc in this area. I u'anted to stay close ,

buithe trai l  anrl  m1,'moncy ran out about the same t ime. I  started knockin' on

cloors, thinking that somc of the r ich folks in thesc big houscs might rvant a

ccxrk. This was thc fint door I knockctl on and Mn. Vanclcnvort hirccl me

right off  ."
"Ycah. she put mc and Floytl  to q'ork'  too," Elu'oocl said'
"Did.shc ask you i f  vou wantcd to do tr icks?" Darlcne askecl '

"No, shc cl icln' t  say anything about doin' any tr icks: just mon'thc lan'n'

trim the bu.shes, ancl wash thc windorvs," El$.txrd said. "That's when Floycl

fcl l  off  thc-unngh-"
Floycl si lcnccd him rtr ir lscntcncc u, i th an elbow in thc r ibs. Hc wasn't too

aruious to have Dallenc a.sking questions about u'hy hc'd fal len'

"Anyr,l'av," Elq ootl rctovcrc(I, "shc Put us to rr ork bcforc she Ncluld cven

talk about a r(x)m; but shc t l idn't  ask us tct t lo no tr icks "

"That 's funny. Thc f i lst thing shc askccl rne $' i ls i f  l 'd cvcr t lonc i iny

tr icks. I  tol t l  hcr I  coulcl srving across Turkey Hollorv Crcerk cin a g|aPvinc,

godl as any of rhe boys. i f  rhat u,oulcl do. Shc said that rvas probably a pfctty

gocxl tr ick, but i t  u'asn't  cxactly r l 'hat she hatl  in rnincl '
"Thcn I told hef about hot '  $'c f i l led a paper sack '* ' i th cow manurc' l i t

i1 on Dcacon watt.s' f rcnt porch, thcn knocked on thc cloor:urd watche-cl him

stomp it  out. Shc sai( i  that was a rcal rouser, but sl i l l  rvasn't  what shc meant."
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"That's a funny thing to ask somebody," Floyd saicr, "but I've hearcr rich
people are kind of peculiar sometimes."

"I was afraid she u'ouldn't hire me if I coulctn't do tricks, but she clicln'r
act like it made that much difference," Darlene said. "In fact, I think it sort of
sulprised her, the way she laughed. Any.u,ay, she gave me the job. Told me if
the cooking was good enough I wouldn't have to do any tricks, ancl nor to
worry about it."

Darlene ponderecl for a moment, then saicr, "Do you think maybc thcrsc
are circus folks. and she might have bcen lookin' for somcbocl_v ro clc, ,nagic
tricks or something?"

"Judgin'from the way they ckess, they coulcl be shoiv Jirrks. i 's.r.rc
kind," Elwood said.

"And you're l ivin'  r ight here in this housc?" Floycl askccl.  "r c.n'r ger
over  i t . "

"Yes, Mrs. Vanderwort lct mc have this l i t tre room off thc kitchcn--r
think i t  used to be a pantry-ancl a l i t t le '*,alkin'  arouncl rnoner, '  she cal ls ir .
and you got to walk 'cause 

i t 's not enough to r icle. Bul for nninu,." c,^rkinl
than I have to do, it's not a bacr crcar. 

'ccpt 
for Mrs. Vanrler*,or1, *fio cals

l ike.a starved gnzzly, lhcse women clon't  eat cnough to kccp a cat al i 'c."
Darlene said.

"I gues.s they gotta stay skinny to clo their tricks," Elrvood saicl.
"what did she hirc you 1o cro, Floycr?" Darlcne askccl. "Shc crocsn't h.r,c

a sau'rnill to run."

. 
"No, but shc's got pipes to f ix, walls to paint, grass to rnoq., bushcs r.

tr im, and plumbing to keep going, ancl I  gucs.s about anyrhing cl.sc.shc can
think of," Fkrycl rcpl iecl.  " l f  you run out of somcthin' ro r lo, Darlcnc. r.()u clr)
hclp mc *,ash the u'indows."

"Yeah, Darlcne, you can stand undcr thc lad<lcr and catch hirr r 'hcn hc
fal ls," Elwood tcased. "Now, that 's a prctty gotxl tr ick, Floycl."

"On sccond thought, I ' l l  c lo thc rr inclows by mysclf," Fl91,11 51,1,1.

r l . * + * *

- 
when Elwood rcporlcr l  for u'ork thcr next mo.ning bcf.re cl.vr ight, hc

foundtha th is jobwou ldcons is to f  push ingpat icn ts  in  u .hcc lchr r i rs  t . r l i i f c rcnr
pafls of the hospital for tcsts, X-ray.s, antr othcr purlx)s(.s. when hc trxrk
paticnts to "Thcir ology," he cl iscrcct ly *,aitecl out . f  .sight , .)r-rr( l  rh(, c()rrL,r.
unti l  summonecl by thc "\ \ .oman" *,ho ra' rhc lab. () lhcrr i . isc. h. rrvrr ir let l  hcr
l ike the plague.
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He also wheclerl  discharged patient,s to thcir vehiclcs l 'air ing at thc curb,
ancl badc thcm farcuel l .  New mothcm and thciroffspring u,ere his favorires.

AII in al l ,  i t  u'as nrtt  a dif f icult  job, aftcr he Ieame-rl  his rvay aror.rnd, and
it gavc him the opporrunity ro see Pennv fairh, ofrcn^ Elwoc'ril liked that. So
clid Penny. Although shc tried to conceal her plca.surc, she wasn'r very
successful.

A good chunk of Elwoocl 's pay went to*'arcl his hospital bi l l ;  horvever,
bc'causcr Floyd and Darlcne'*'erc working to kccp a roof ovcr their heads-
with thcir rn.u15 [eing part of the cleal-Ellr'oocl sharec] his rcmaining pay
u.ith thcm so they had a littlc left ovcr for plczr.sure.

". lukin'  tonight, Perrny?" hc saicl afterhis f int payday.
"Hou, about a movic, instead?" Pcnny suggcstcd.
"John Waync?"
"Whv not '}" shc agreetl .
"Your place at scrvcn?"
"  [ t ' s  a  t la tc . "
Floyrl ,  Darlcnr- 'anrl  El*crxl caughr a bus that droppctl  thcnr ncar thc

Nur.sc.s'  Dornr, antl  * 'erc slancl ing in thc lobLl l 'at I ive minutcs to scvcn. Flovcl
thought thcv rvcrc forl_v i i i ,c rninutcs carly, Lrut i l  turncrl  out hi.s watch harl
stoppcd. Thev u'alkcrl  to the thci l trc, bought pr)pcom, ancl sat in thc balcotry.
. lohn Warne arr i l  thc cavalry arr ivccl in tht 'nick of t i rnt-_-Thc [)uke 

's 
uatch

hacln't  stoppctl  ancl thc wagon train u,a.s savcti .
Aftcrwarrl  lhcv droppcl in at Sol ly 's. Pennv ancl F] lrvor-xl sharct l  a lcan

roast lx:cf on u hcal. Darlcnc ancl Floyd ha<l Sol ly 's Special Koshcr Sausagc
on Pumpcmickerl r i  i th Saucrkraut. Pcnnv ancl Darlcnc becalnc instant fr icnds.
So l l l ,bc ln rc t l  a t  thc  f . )u r :somc anc l  sa i< l ,  "P ick lcs  on  thc  housc l "  F loy i l  a tc
threc big, fat oncs.

That night E,lr irx- i<l drcanrct l  of a snri l ing face antl  cc4tpr:r huir.
Pcnnl '  clrcarnctl  of a lal l  cavalry off iccr rvho kcpt turning into Elrvorxl.
Flo.r 'cl  t l r-camccl of a rvatch that kcpt turning into a picklc.
Darlcnc cl idn't  clrcarn at alI  for a u'hi lc. Koshcrsausagc,.saucrkraut ancl

a pickle kcpt hcr au.ake unti l  she f inal ly found hcr f lat siclc. Thcn shc clrcarncd
of f inding a l t tu^starcl clrcncherl Charlcnc al l  t iurglct l  in a nct of saucrkraut in
thc ba.scmcnt of a. lcrvi.sh dcl i .

B iq  C i t i cs  \ \ ' c rcn ' t  a l l  bar l .

* { . * r f i r f
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ln cerlain circles, the fame and glory of the White Peacock was knou'n
far and wide. The quality of its product u,as vierr.ed favorably, iind regarcletl
as a community asset-if not an outright necessity-by cerlain high-ranking
members of the political, as well as the business ancl the professional, ivorlrls
from which the clientele clerived. It was an attitude studiously fosterecl bv
Mrs. Gideon Vandenvort. Each parly to the alrangement curricd thc favor of
the other. Each helcl an ace that, if playc'd, coulcl ruin both.

lf the politicians could have, they would shut her down; Big Be rrha hclcl
enough documented information in her private filc.s to spcll doorn to political

careers and reputations, young and old: or to marriages, the ltrrmination of
which might drive coqporations into bankruptcy. Mutual trust was rcinl"orcccl
by a mutual grasp of reality.

As mentioned before, Berlha Vanclerwort wtr.s, among other things, arr
astute businesswoman. She knew cxactly *'here thc brcacl u'as ancl on u,hich
side to apply the butter. The game would cndurc as long as ncithcr sidc t ippcd
thc balance. Over the yean the Whitc Pcacock had becomc clrtrcnchcd a.s an
in.stitution, antl its proprictress morc or less a legcnd. Whcn thc occasiolr
demancied a gala celcbration, no establ ishment-East or Wcst--rva.s bcttcr
prcparcd to stage Bacchanalia than the Whitc Pcacock.

Such an occasion \rras no\\ ' in the off ing, and bctau.sc i t  inrolvct l
" important mcn from Washington," Nl lm. Vandenvorl dcctidcd to invol i 'c hcr
ncwly accluired "housc staff." Accordingly, Floycl ancl El* 'oocl rvcrc sr.r i tabJl. '
outf i t tcr l  in waiter 's formal att irc, and Darlcnc rr 'as tai lorcrl  into l  nurir l 's
costumc, rvhich cl icl  more to displav hcr considcrablc charrns than t l isguisc
them. Al l  q'crc schoolccl in thc propcr manncr to scrvc, pour rvinc, Lrou,, anrl
abovc all. fl/// to spcak.

Hacl i t  not bccn for thc clanclcst inc naturc c.rf  thc affair,  i t  r ,rnt loulrtct l l l
u 'oulcl have gr:accd thc Socicty Scction oi thc Sunclay ccl i t ion. Onc nccti t ,r l
on ly  to  consu l t  [h ( ]  Sucs t  rcg is te r  fo r  p roo f  o [  the  co lo r ,  i l ' no t  the  ou l r i ; l l r l
social bri l l iarcc, of tht:  rrcca.sion. The l ist,  * 'hich inclut icd a Mr. White. NIr.
B lack ,  Mr .  Grcy ,  Mr .  Grccn ,  Mr .  B luc ,  two Brou,ns  anc l  a  N i r .  Rcdt l . ' I i r  n r ru r t l
i tou t ,a fcmalcmcrnbcro f  thccs tab l i shrnentnamcr lV jo l t t< l rapc t l  inu lo l r ' cu t ,
f lowing go*.n of mauvc cornplctc thc spcctrurn. Thc othcr Iat l ics ol ' thr housc
prcscntccl a gl i t tcr ing array of thc shadcs in trct*ccn.

Smiths, Docs ancl . loncses made up tfre b;r lance of attcntlccs. Bi1: Bcrlha
hcrsc l f ,  bang lec l ,  spang lcd ,  and c la r l  in  a  f lo r i ingr la rk  g rccn  vc lvc t  go t r r ,  su t
a1 thc hcacl of the tablc direct ing traff ic anrl  t lonrinating thc.\ce nc. A l 'culhcrct l
rhincstone t iara gracctl  thc upswcpt rct l-dycd coif fure, antl  a <l ianrr-rnt l  and
pearl br<xrch rcstcd upon hcr amplc bosom. l t  wa.s trulf  i r  sr:verr tcst l()r thc
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corseted supports beneath-a marvel of engineering and a testimony to the
remarkable resilience and tensile strength of whalebone and latex.

The soiree began sedately enough with polite conversation. In no mamer
would Mrs. Vanderworl tolerate coarse language, other than her own, at her
table or in her presence. Gentlemen, of course, were permitted the pursuit of
the ribald pleasures to which the House was dedicated, and for which they
paid dearly. However. foul language was the mark of a boor, and a boor u'as
something up with which she would not put. Thus it was, that while the
activities in the bedroom were strictly between the client and his partner for
the evcning, the bathroom was not permitted to intrude into the drawing room.

"Does anyone know what this shindig is for?" Floyd asketl.
The three of them rvc.re back in thc kitchen getting ready to seryc thc

pany thal ivas aboul to bcgin.
" l t  musl bc the Smith-Jones Family Reunion," Elwooci saicl.  "Most of

thc folks out there are namcd onc or the othcr."
"And near'bout ever] oneof them is named'John', too." Darlene noted.

"Lca.st that 's u,hat al l  the ladies cal l  them."
"Darlene, what are you cloing?" Floyd a^sked. Darlene u'as pulling off her

aprt-rn and trying to rcaffange her costume.
"I'm tirccl of everyone craning to look in every time I bencl over, so I'm

tying my apron around my neck," Darlcne explained. "lf this outfit wa^s cut
any lower, I'cl have to hold it up with a garter belt. This frilly littlc apnrn is
so dinky, I can tell Mrs. Vanderu,oft I thought it was a collar. How does it
look?" she asked, making a turn,

"Oh, fine," Floy<l saicl, cleciding against tclling hcr that the skirt \\.ils cut
at least as high in back as the front rva*s low. No ne'ecl to causc unnccessary
anxicty. Bcsiclcs, hc rathcr cnjoyecl thc vicu,.

Shc pickccl up a tray of tlrinks and Floycl follou'cd her out thc. door witi
a tray of hors cl'oeuvre.s, a^ssortcd fruits and other gcrrclies for t.hc hcalth-
mindcd. El*'ood stood against the wall holding a towcl-u'rappecl bottle of cold
champagner rcady to pour on dcmand, and clemand wa-s high. Thc paflv u'as
beginning lo wann up.

It u'as u'hilc Floyrl u'as holding the tray for a slightly incbriatccl Mr. Blue.
that a minor accidcnt occurred. An olive rolled off the top of a cher:.se sardq,ich
at rvhich Mr. B was pau' ing, and lodged neatly in thc wcl l-cxpcxse<l clcavagc
of onc Miss Roxannc, who rcactecl with appropriatc sulprise.

"My c lear ,  I  bc l i cvc  I  have lour  o l i vc , "  shc  sa ic l .
" l  bcl i trvc you do," hc answerecl.  "Woukl you bc so kind a.s lo i l l lor ' ,  rre

to rctr ievc i t '?" he inquired, making an elcgant bow.
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"By al l  means, clo; but u'atch your hands," shc said, po.sit ioning hersclf
so as to offer him at least a fair shot at the effant clelicacy.

"Very well, my ciear, I shall use no hancls," hc saicl ro the (lcrnurc
Roxanne, placing his harcls behind his back. The iuserlbly leanccl forri,arcl
for a better view, ancl Roxanne giggled in anticipation of thc expectccl clisplay
of delicate labial clexterity. A good bit of frec advice was offcrccl ancl ignorccl.

It would have becn a neat piecc of work, indectl, had his toupce not lanclcrl
in her lap as he bent to the task: and hacl his ill-fitting, bargain pricecl lon,er
plate not fallen out, joining the olive in her decolletage, ro the mc.rimenr of
the onlookers ancl the discomfort of Roxanne. It was, however, an occasion
for back-slapping, rib-digging ard congrarularions on a noblc cfforr.

Roxanne hastily removed the forcign objects from her bosorn, ancl
presented them to their embarrasse<i owncr.

I t  didn't  turn out as he harl planned; but a rr.  l  faccd Nlr.  Bluc rcplac:ct l
the treacherous tc.elh and f icklc wig while acknou' lcdging thc kutlos u, irh a
wave of the hancl and a sheepish smile. Hc then rctumcd ralhcr heavi lv to hi.s
cha i  r .

Floyd and Elr.r,ood were morc than a littlc sraflled, bur chitlkccl it ut) tc)
thc cccentr ic behavior of the r ich. Neverlhelqss, thcy u.uru glut l  f)arlr .nc i 'as
in thc kitchen and wasn't a u, i tness, cvcn though-bcing a rnatte r o[ f  acr r. \ ,1x,
of person-she took things pretty much in stridc.

One of the Smiths, a youngish swarthy gcnt r,r 'hose nar)lc was.lohn, rvas
sitting near the entrance to the kitchen ancl hacl harclly takcn hi.s eycs ofl
Darlene al l  evening. Darlene's waitressing clays at Chico's had inurccl hcr tr-r
such things, and she scarcely gave ir a thought unri l  N,tr.  Srnith rcachccl out
and grabbcd her a-s she crnergcd with a full tray of cockrails, ncarly causing
her to spiil them.

"Careful,  mister, you almost had a lap ful l  of drinks," shc saicl,  t icft ly
removing herself from his grasp. "I'd apprecialc your not grabbing rnc."

"How about doing a trick with me tonight, baby?" hc suggcr^srecl.
"What kind of trick arc you talking about? I told Mn. Vandcr-u,ur1 I rlicln't

do any tricks, except swing on a grapevinc."
"A grapevine! I  ncver heard of that one. That must bc sorncthint!" hc

exclaimed, widc cycd.
"It 's fun, al l  r ight," Darlcne said, puzzlcd by his intcrcst in a chiklhcxrt l

diversion, "but you've got to be carcful not to fall off."
"I  suppose that could be a problem," he said, "but I ' rn wil l ing to take my

chances. How do you ge1 startcd?"
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"I  guess the f irst thing you have to do is f ind a grapevine," she said,
wanting to get au,ay from rhis rxldball, bu1 nor wishing to offend him. "Excuse
mc, I 've got to go pass out these clr inks."

" l ' l l  go get one r ighr norv, i f  you' l l  rvair," hc said.
"Sincc I l ive herc, I  don't  gucss I ' l l  bc going an).where," she said.
"Hot diggc'ty clog!" he saicl,  rocking unsteadily to his feer. . ' l 'm gone!"

Hc pausc'tl at rhc door and callecl back, "Say! Where do you find grapevines,
an1'u aY?"

"Try looking up a tree," she suggcstetl.
"Right! Back in ajiff," he said, reeling slightly as hc disappeared rhrough

thc f ront cloor.
"Boy, thcser city guys surc ar.tr pcc,culiar," she said under her breath

bcforc clismissing him from her mincl.

* * r t * *

'"Sargc,, I  think we got a problem," patrolman Norby Finch said.
"That 's why thcy pay us thc big moncy, Finch. I f  rhcrc wercn' l  any

prolt lcms, r,e coulcl al l  go homc, u'hich is cxar:t ly u'hat I 'm going to dci in
lhirtccn morc minutcs. Now, u'hat makes this protr lem anything spccial?"
Scrgcant Gunther "Gunboat" Wiggins mader thcse rcmarks in a t irccl
rll'-)ncrtonc. \4/ith tu,cnty-ninc 1'L-21. ancl tcn ntOnths on the force, rctircmcnI
$'as j ust around thc corncr, ancl h c u,as prctt.v conf idcn t hc hacl sccn just abou t
cvul '  kincl of problcm that could arisc.

"Yriu knou,that pccping tom $'c pickcd up hanging off a l i rnb oursiclc
thc ntayor'.s bctlrucyn u,intlou.?"

" 'r 'ou rncan thc ' . lohn 
Srnith'  that r: lairncxl he * 'a^s just looking fcir a

graPcvinc frtr  a gir l  todo a tr ick on, and thal i t  *.1i l ;  a mattcrof l i fc ani l  clcath?"
"That' .s thc t,rnc."
" l  told you ro put him in rhc binlcagrr, ani l  i f  hc startc( l  chir l) ing, cal l  the

ccxrkic u,agon," Scrgci int Wiggins said.
" l  r l i c l ,  Sarg te . "  F inch  sa id .
"Sti .  what's thc big dcal '?" Wiggins aske.t l .
" l  also chcc:kcd his 1.D., antl  vou' l l  ncvcr gucss who ' . lohn Srnirh'  tumerl

ou t  to  be . "
"Wcll ,  arc you going to tcl l  nie, or clo I  havc to chcck i t  out mysclf ? I  cut

h;rrdly rvait  to hcar," thc scrgcant sair l  dr i ly.
"[{c's Sonny Dor{." Finch said.
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A sudden weight made up of equal parts of gloom, despair and misery,
tempered with a sudden shot of panic, descended upon the head of the gocrri
sergeant; it then flowed immediately to his stomach. "You mean . . . "

"That's right, Sarge. Son, heir, and apple of Alclerman Dor{'s eye. The
Aldetman just called threatening to sue everybocly in sight, and fir-e thc rest
of us, if we don't spring his baby boy right au'ay."

"And only thirty-six days 'til pension," Wiggins rrioaned. He u,as parcnr-
ly aware that Alderman Dorf was a power{ul ligure in City govc,:nmc.nr, u.ith
more connections that a six-mile freight train. Among his many off iccs $,as
that of Chairman of the Police Oversight Committee, u'hich hacl a grcar cleral
to say about hiring, firing, pensions and investigations.

"Why me, Lorul?" he asked, casting his eyes Heavenward; but thc crackccl
ceiling of the station house gave no answer, and offered little in thc way of
slrnpathy.

"I rrckon you shouldn't have tapped Sonny on rhe head quitc so harcl,
Sarge," Finch said, intcncling to offer u,hat solace he could. 

-fhc 
r-cmark,

however well-meant, afforcled Sergeant Wiggins scant comforl.
"Thanks a lot, Finch," said thc veteran, raising his head and cocking a

jaundiced eye toward his informant, while stifling thc ancient urgc to shoor
the messenger.

r t * + * *

For many rcasons, customers, clienls and patrons of the Whitc Peacock
preferred to settle the tab in cash. Bertha Vanderu'or1 ccftainly had no
objections. She loved the fcel and smell of cash, which u'as ri,hy shc rvas
alerted immediately when a couple of the bills didn't measurc up to the usual
standards as she counted the night's receipts. They didn't look quirc right,
either.

"This wil l  never do," she saicl to hcrsclf .  "No, this simply w i l l  ncvcr clo."
But she had no idea which of hcr gucsts hacl stuck hcr wirh thc phony

bil ls. They al l  paict in cash. Removing the tu'o countcrfci t  lens frorl  rhc rcst
of the stack, she sl ippcd them into the strongbox ancl lockccl i t  in thc slfc.

There were tfi) many well known pcrople at last night'.s fcstivitic.s ro risk
making any false accusations. Shc would biclc hcr t ime iurcl kccp r luict unti l
she kncw more than she t l ic l  at prcscnt. In thc mcantimc, shc w,ould kccp hcr
eYes oDen.

* * * * *
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Darlene wa-s tired and a little puzzled as she prepared fol bed that night.
No ferv'er than seven guasts had asked her to do tricks, ancl all seemed
disappointed u'hen she told them she was just too busy and didn't have time.
A couple of thcm got clownright insistent until Mrs. Vandenvort herself
intervene}(i.

City life and city folks had some mighty strange ways. She supposed she
u'oulcl get used to it in time. Meanu'hile, she u.as an-rious to find Charlene
and gct back to the Valley. Mecting up u'ith Floyd and Elu'ood was a stroke
of fonune. If Charlcnc wa-s still in Vulcan City, she felt with their help she
coulcl find her. She likecl Penny, and Floyd u.a^s beginning to grow on her in
u.ays she hadn't anticipatetl.

She f l ickcd out thc l ight and was aslecp the moment her heacl hit  the
pi l lorv. Hcrs was the slcc'p of the truly innocent, which was highly unusual in
that oart icular domiciL:.
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11
Operation Yagabond

f)
I  ol lr lclANs LIVE By rI{E VOT'E anri cl ic by rhe vorc. Thc rxrr ic,v l 'or
somc is  i f  you  can ' t  * ' in  thcm,  buy  thcm;  i f  r .ou  can ' t  b r r l '  thc rn ,  , i c . r  th " , . , , ;
ancl i f  you can't  stcal thcm, manufacturc lhcrn. 

' fhcv 
bci icvr_,thlr l .  i f  _r.ou rcr

caught the conscquences arc mininlr l :  v(r1 g,(t  lo prison, | , . t , t  r .cl .6111rrl  i i l t i
u 'r i tc books. I t 's thc American Wal,.

A l t l c :nnan Dor f ,  sca . red  vc tu ru  th l r t  h t  i r l r s  o f  rn l rn r , .  cuar l l . i { r r ,  * . l r s
facing a tough clcct ion-an eicr:t ion hc nrighr rose in sPirt '  , , t '  

" , . :q 
ir . , i , ,g r,"

m ight rcasonably cxl lcct to t lo. Thc st irr ingls o[ a grirssroots re l9r '1r 11.r 'e rrrt ,rrr
wcrc unmi.st.akablc. i inr l  u.crc bccorning trru., ,  , ,r ,1 nror.c lourl ly v6c1l. . , l . l rr .*
lhe Ra.scals out!" rr,as thc u,atchu.oxl ol ' rhc rt , forrn movcrncnl t ,nrrrrxi iet l  i r i
thc Clcan Governrncnt par1y.

Dclr l-could fecl a chi lr  in his pori t iclr  rronc.s, arrcf irc c,L.rrtr  . \clr , \c l ]  cl1rirr, .r , .
in  thc  pc l l i t i c ra l  a i r .  H is  suppor l  rv i r .s  rap i<r r ' c *x r ing  i .  rhc  r i r le  rh , , r , r , , . ,
bcg inn ing  to  tum.  Hc was a .sc . rc t l  f rx - - l ru r  s t i l r  .  f . x ,  f r i r - ; r i l  th r r r .

what would hc do i f  hc rvcrc lr iro*, '  orrr 'r  Porit ics rr,a.s lhc . ' l r \  l*r(rc lrc,
kncrv .  What  d id  tha t  voung pu l )  o f  a  s tx r io lo1 , . , t ,  le l rchr . r  rh t . . (  l t , r rn  (  l ( ; \  r . r ru r j ! ,n r
c t -o rvd  ha t l  pu t  aga ins t  h i rn  knon a lx ru t  1 , .ovc t -n in l ,?  Not i r in l t ,  l l u r l . s  r r i l r t !
Govcming shou l< l  bc  Ic f t  to  those q ,hr t  kno* . * .h i r . .h  p l ln rs  l r i - r l . t , t rse .  r i . l r , rs r
al-rn.s t(]  t ' r ist,  how to sruff bai lot rr.xcs, ancl hoq,t.  usci thc. l- l ' ic. :  tr ,1r.. .1*ru,,t"
thcrnselvcs in i t .  That 's u,hat qovernrncnt wa.s al l  alrour.

That was thc Dorf rhcory, ancr i t  rvas sharcrl  [^ 'r ' i rruurrr c 'r .r ' . I ' l ' icc
holclcr in City Hall-or "City Haul," as the clt 'un ( iuvq'rrrcnl crr ir i , i i  insisl . t l
i t  shoulcl be cal lcd. Now thc Dor{ Thcory *a.s f  i ic ing a rnaj 'r  rcsl.  Irr . ,r  i ,n u r rv,
pcople rvcre clemancling honc.sr govcrnmcnt. J 'o.stcnr thc r i t l t ,  l r i ,nt.ctrctr ro
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i r .cnf rat(]  sonrethinl i  spectacuiar ' .  f le hocl patchecl tvery poiholc ar-r i l  pavcci
crcr-. , '  PrL: path in his prc'cinct. That was srnal lpotar()es. Hc nccdecl sorncthing
I . ) t ,J;

It had herlprri{ not at all u,hen Sonnv got pinr:hcxl for pc'eping in the
\. ' layor's q' inr lr-ru,.  Of al l  .*, indo*s to be pecping into, u.hv in thc rvorlcl  hacl
thc ycrung idiot pir:ked thc boucloir of that or.orstuffeci wincibag of a mayor
lrnd hi.s scraq'ny u' i fc, thc Alclcnnan u'onclcrct l ;  she cir 'dn't  havc the shapo that
fort\" fcct of rusty trarfud wirc had, ancl wa.s cven less scq,'.

Sonny'.s onlv cxplanation u,:r.s thal .stupid "grapcvinc" thing, ancl that
only rnadc nralters rvonic. Where hacl that juvcni le ass come up rr. i th that
ctrckarnamic yarn, an1,ri'ay? The ncrvspa;rrs harl gottcn wind of it ancl u,ere
hrtving a bal l  rcfcrr ing trt  Sonny as "Aldcrman Dor[ ' :s Sivinging Son,"' lhc 

Clcan Covcrnnrcnt bunch wa.s gaining fa.st.  Hc dicln' t  ncccl an
c\l)cnsivc pol l  to tcl l  him that. l lc could hear thc thr,rnrlcr of votcr 's hcx.rvcs
ls lhcv ran to join the othcr.sidc. What he ncr:dccl \ \ 'a.s a causc thlrt  u'cxrl t lstcrn
thc t idc of dcscrt ion, and hc nccdcrl i t  fast.

l lc rr as proccc'ding torvard his off  i r :c in this mry.xl ol sour rcf lcct irn and
<lcspcration, u'hcn lr i ,s cyc fel l  upon a sign ovcr thc one ncat, rvhitc.stor-cfront
in a p;rr l icularlv sctr ly r-ou'oi ru dou,n bui ldings.

NI .r o a r.r r.: Z 'r n rrt . n.,t

Fortrrncs'Iold

Adr, isor, I  lcalcr, Futr lr tr  Rcvcalcd

" ' l -hu l  ' s  
i t ! "  Dor l  Lhor . rgh t ,  cxc : i t c t l l v ,  "Gvps ics l  ( i yps ics  t lon ' l  vore  ,  l l re l

s tcu l  < ' r 'e rnont ' k r rou 's  t l r l t .  I ' l l  L r la rnc  lhcm fo r  a l l  thc  c r in rc ,  r rn t i  n r i l  lhenr
out oi to,uVnl N0 onc \\ , i l l  protc.st,  and I ' l lc\,( 'n grt cro.s.soVcr Yotcs: Thal ' l l  I)ul
an cnrl  to thc Clcan ( lovcrlntcnt nonscnsc anrl the ir  .str iology-tt ,uching
busvbcrlv. "

Wh utt 'vcr clsc onc nr ight s;ry about A lr lcrrn an . l tr l iu.s Cacsar f)orf ,  no onc
could accusc hini of inuctivi ty rvhcn a votc \ \ ,a.s to bc'u,on. I-css than trvcnty
nrinutcs aitcr thc: rcvclat ion had hit  hirn, hc u.as on thc phonc to thc pol icc

Corn l r i ss ioncrp lo t t ing  ac t ion  on  th r :  "Gvpsy  S i tua t ion . "  I t  hadn ' t  takcn  much
to gcl his attcntion. Thc Comrnish had his own pol i t ical problcms anrl thought
i t  a  thurnp ing  good ic lca .

It  u,as an old 1xi l i t ic i t l  a( lagc provcn alrnost infal l ible: Whcn trer.cl  ancl
cornercrl ,  t l rapc yoursclf  in 1'our nation's I lag, ancl blarne thc counlrJ's \ \ ,oes
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on someone else. This scheme had proven it-s *.orth from the days of N{arc
Anthony.

Since this particular plan dicin't blame the opposition for the rror-rblcs,
they wouldn't  have a chance to cleny, answer, or claim cl 'edit .  Al i  thev coulcl
do u,ould be to say, "Me, too." I t  u.a^s clever; i t  u'as diabol ical.  I t  r ia.s purcr
Dorfmanship. The suffcrers u'oulcl be a fcu,swanhy viol in playcrs ancl sornc
for '1une tel lcm, but mostly the opposit ion. Be.st of al l ,  i r  rvas str ict l l ,  in thc bcsr
Arnerican tradit ion, acconling to Dorf.

Ac loscddoors t ra tcgyconference\ \ 'ashc lc i  inv r r l v ingh igh  lcvc l  o l ' l ' i c ia ls
whosef ate lay in thehands of thc votcrs, and also-cluitc natural lv thc Chicrf
of Pol ice and his l ieutcnants and staff.

Orclcru were cut covcring evcry conl ingcncy, including, prcss con fclcnccs
that would cl istr ibutc crccl i t  to tho.se rvho stood most in nccd. Eren joinr in
the Long Arm of the Larv, and cvcr-v knuckle in its hand, \\,crc l.o l)r
ccrrrcl inatecl in onc vast swccp. Hcl icoplcrs ancl thc Rior Stlulcl  r icrc not
omittc{l, nor \\.crc thc mounl.exl policc and thc crou.cl conlrol .sc(.lions. This
rr,a-s serious busincss that required maximum exlx)sure.

Rccognizing that a gypsy ncvcr stole ntorc than hc could run rvi lh, sl tcrcrl
u,as essential in prcventing the cscapc of the r luany, u,ho might othcr\\ ' isc
vanish in a scconcl. To prcvent lcakage of infonnation, al l  nrcrnlrcrs of thc
Planning Confcrencc wcre swom to sccrccy-ils was dulv r-cllortcrl on lirc
Channel Six Evening News. Howcvcr, thc *.orl  "gypsy" wa.s not uscrl  in tht
rcport,  only thc lcrm "crirninal clcmcnt" n,a.s spokcn.

As a result,  i t  fai lcd to alcrt the gypsies, u'ho dicl not consit lcr rhcrrrsclvcs
parl of the "criminal clcmcnt" anyway, whilc thc rcal cr inrinit ls t l rcu, corn[orl
frorn thc knorvlcdgc that thc) '*,erc unrlcr thc acgis of, anrl  in sornc t: l .scs in
lcaguc  rv i th ,  thc  po l i t i c ians  u 'ho  wcrc  ins t iga l ing  thc  opr l r r ion .  I I ' i i r r l th ing
was in  thc  u ' ind  t .ha t  a f fcc tcd  thcrn ,  thc1 ,u ,o r r l t l  havc  hc l t r r l  f ronr .sevcra l
dif fcrcnt.sourccs. Nonc hacl rcporlc(1. ' I 'hu..;  i t  r ias that i ts thc J)c()J)lc ol
. lohnsto\\,n slcpt on that fatcful "r lay oi thc i locxl," so to spt 'uk, rhc i5 psr
popu la l ion  s lcp t  as  u 'c l l ,  b l i ss fu l l ) ,un i t \ \ ' i l r c  tha t  thc  f lo r i r l  *u rers  r rc r t ,
I ,athcring tn s\\ .ccp thcrn au'av. Woc tx'  unt() thc t) p.s)- or hc \\  h() rni lr . l t t  l lc
mistakcn for a ;1ypsy rtr l tc in clo.sc proxirnit , \ '  to onc-\\ ,hcn lhc net \ \ 'as cu.\1.
E i thcr  Mat la l r tc  Z l rc lda 's  l c i l  l cavcs  h i t t l  fo rsakcn hcr  in  l  cnrc i r r l  r r ronr t .n l ,  o r '
shc  had fc l t  no  nccd to  consu l t  thcm.

Floycl anrl  Els'cxrcl rr,erc in to\\ ,n thc r lav of thc 13ig'.  Suc'ep, lurt l  l i t t l rr , :r .ct l
to thc sircns and clamor, drcu,nigh to ol)scrvc. Alas, thcy ( lrc\\ ' too ni l ih urr<l
bccamc cnl lrnglc<l in thc sitnrc ct i i ls lhat nctted Matlunrc Zlr-cl t lu untl  hcr *,h6lc
band, iurd incluclcrl  a man u,caring a re(l  $ ig, falsc dark nrusti lLrhe ,.slouch hut,
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trench coat ancl Polaroid shades, who innocently had entered the chambers of
the good Madame Z for the sole puqpose of gaining advice, solace and a badly
needed reacling of his future, which seemed to be very clouded at the moment.

He had becn telling the good Madame Z how he had recentiy become an
embaras.sment to his old dadcly, who had threatened to cut him out of his will
if hc so much as steppecl one inch out of line before the election. To this end,
the young man had endeavored, indeed, to "live at the foot of the Cross" as it
were. It wrLs to thwart the scn-rtiny and avoid the notice of a sensation-seeking
prcss that he had donnccl his disguise before he sought the advice of the
secress. Alas. Red wigs and false mustaches are not the stuff of which low
profiles are made.

The front page of the Evening Chronicle, organ of thc opposition and
pride of lhe reformcrs, \ ,ith billowing heacllines and four-column wide color
photos, bel lou'et l  the news: SWINGING SONNY SWEPT UP AGAIN. Thc

subhcaci belou', u,hich was in slightly smaller-but still attention-grabbing-
s ize  type ,  rcad :  "DANGLING"  DORF lN DISGUISE DEFIES DADDY,
and: SOME SPECULATE SONNY SEEKS TO UNSEAT SIRE!

Whcn the padcly u'agons unloadecl their catch at the Policc Stat ion Floycl

and Elu'ood, along u' i th Nllaclarne Zarelcla, hcr crstu'hi le cl icnt ancl hcr small
band, u'crc shovcd into a largc, noisy holding ccl l ,  rr 'hich u'as alre ad1' cro* t lct l
t ' i th a ctxrplc clozcn othcr offcndcn. Opration Vagaboncl, as thc vcnturc hacl

bccn narnctl ,  had alrcady bccn dubbed, "Operation Bag-a-Bum" by a u'ag in

thc Editorial Room of thc [')venin.e Chronicle.
Floycl and Elu,ood rvcrc making thc best of thc situation trying to f igure

out not only how they had gottcn into this ntcss in the f irst placc, but also,
hou, thcy wcr-c going to gct out. Madamc Zarcida told them, "Oh, not to \\'or'ry.

I u'ccl tell thccm you are' not G)?sy. Thcy u.cel lat you go."
"You think that u'ill u'ork?" Elwoocl a-skcd cloubtfully.
"Ecf not, you can call your goocl frecncl, Dr. Bunoughs, u'ho rvill vouch

for you," she said.
"Dr. Burroughs!" Elrvoocl cxclaimed. "Hon'did you know-"
"Ect ccs my bcesincss to know," Madame Z said mystcriously. "Bcsiclcs,

you arc wcaring grccn scrutr shirt  that says, 'Propcnl '  of Diabctcs Clceneek'.
You must knorv zcc gocxl Dr. B."

"Cnn 1,11u rcal ly rcad palms and tcl l  thc l 'uturc?" Floyd asked. "Dunrb

<lucstion," shc ansrvcrtcl .  "Comc, I  u'cel shou,t, t tu."



104 Canoli Ganrbreil

Leading them tn a tabie near the ccnter of the cagc, shc shotrccr a\r,a'  a

Trpl: 9f teen-aged glpsy bo1's, ancl baclc Flo,vci ancl Elwoocl ro sir. l.aking
Floyd's hancl f i rst,  she strokeci the palrn ancl examinctl  the l inc.s anrl  crcvicc,s
at length. Noting thc spl inrers from thc lacl<lerst i l l  in Flol,r t 's hanrl,  shc i^-6arr,
"You have reccntly hacl accitlent." Floyr.i noclclcd in arnazcrnenl, anrl'"sirt,
continued.

"Isee you surrounded by beauti ful womcn," shc inrone(l rvrr i le uirrci i i .g
Floyd's eycs, which f l ickercd sl ightly. "But you havc eyc.s fur onlt . t ,ne o' i
theem." Floycl remainerri  impa-ssive. "Antl  shc has eycs onir '  fo,"yoLr."-Fl.r,r l ' .s
hzutcl gave an almost imperce'pt ible jerrk; zmtl hi.s palrn u.as sl ightJv clarn,nr.
whcn she tracccl ovcr his l i fcl inc, so shc knew she rvas on lhc r ight rracl.  rhc.
rcad ing  cndcd w i th  a  t lec la ra t ion  o f  F loy t l ' s  luckv  numl rc , r . .  \1 , \  ( r ) .  r r  l r i r . l r ,  :h . .
dcrclared, was thc number of chi ldrcn he would sirc. Floyi l  tr l inkct l .  Sorire,nr
else might have some'thing to say about lhat.

,  El* 'ood's reading u'asn't  a reacring at ai l .  Taking his sl ightl ,v shirki ' l
hand, Madarne Z strokeci the palm, which u,as vcry clammy. Corrcct l i ,
diagnosing the problcm, she saicl,  "you arc cl iabetic. l - ic.";  cnr tLis antl  vrur.
life wecl be longer." she promptly prcxlucerl a carcly bar fr.m thc tolti.s .r' he r.
blousc antl  hantlcd ir  to him.

Elu'oocl knew what the problem u,a.s, but hc hacln't kno*,n u.hat hi: r:t_rrrrtl
do about i t .  Being put in thc;rckey hact rnaclc thcm r ' iss runch. lr  rr.as rro*,
mid-aflernoon, and thcy hadn't eatern sincc brcakfast. Missing a ,rt , . l  crr.  lx:
fatal to diabetic.s.

"No bceg cleal," Madarnc Z statcd mattcr-of-fact ly. ' ,My R,r.,  he rr.s
diabctic beforc hc die, too. BIoocl sugar gcct lo$,: you shakc: you sri ,r , l rr .  Fl lr l
candy bar. Ftcl betrer."

while Elwoocl sat rcc.vering, shc prorluccd a cleck .l' ta*rt curtl.s ..rl
continud to ca-st his fortune. "Ahhh," she sair l ,  " l  scre you rvcel rnarry rrur^st,
weeth copper hair, ancl shc wccl gc.cve birth to many baltir,,s.',

Elwocxl gulpctl at this ncws. "How many?" he askctl.
"More than you wourcr berec'e' ," shc rrnsu'erc<r. "Arso, I  scc . 'u.r '

advcntures antl  a clash u,ceth cvi l  rnen foryou al l  he.fore _r ' .Lr r ' int lr ' l r l , t  , .rLr
scck .  "

"You saw al l  that in thosc cards?" Flovci a.skcc,.'Most ly , "  
shc  rcp l i cc l ,  "bu t  see . .op1* ih r i ' "  on  scr r rb  su i l ;  thar  hc , lP t . r l . , ,

I t  was truc: Elwotxl hai l  gone by to scc penny that mo'ing, rrnrl  hai l  bet,rr
warmly grectcd. "What about al l  tho.se babics?" hc a.skcrl .

"Must wait ancl sce," shc said. ' ,Carcls 
clo not l ic. ' ,
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Taking advantage of the small crowd of non-glpsies who had drawn near
during the reading, Madame Zarelda quickly set up shop and rvas soon doing
a br-isk business. A shon while later she took a break and, jingling a heary
bag of coins, said to Elwood, "Have done more business today than all last
u'eek." As a noisy crowd was ushered into the station, she commented, "Ahhh.
More customers." Apparently, Operation Vagabond was still in progress.

"Wait 'til Congersman Reuben C. Finchert hears about this!" a voice
yel led.

"I didn't know Hicks was a gy?sy," Floyd said.
"I didn't know rr,e \\'ere, either, until they put us in the pokey," Elwood

saicl.
Spotting Floycl and Elwoocl shortly alter being thmst inro lhe cage. Hicks

smilecl broadly through a somewhat thick alcoholic haze and made a beelinc
to'*'ard them.

"Don't worry. bovs," hc saicl,  "Olcl Rube is in to*'n, an' as soon as I ciur
get wonl to him, hc' l l  come 8et us out.. lus' you wait.  You clon't  have no mort
of that panther juice on you, do you? Boy, that was good sruff.  I  surc coulcl
usc a l i t t lenip r ight nou,. I t 's my stomach, you know. Acts up bad somctimes."

"Nope, clon't  have any on us," Floyd said.
"Too bad," I{icks saicl, clisappointed.
Thc haul that hari nettcd Hicks in his favorite haturt u'as the last of thc

Vagabond raids. Chicf Dillard, Alderman Dorf, and various other interesrexl
officials anxiots to inspect thr: latcst in the War on Crime in thc City, and if
possiblc, rcap the publici ty ccnain to accruc, entcrcd thc Stat ion u' i th quitc a
bit of fanfare close on thc heels of thc final haul.

"Look, Elwood, thcrc's Mr. Bluc," Floyd said, point ing tou,ard the chief .
*'ho u'a^s staring at thern in honor. The last thing hc u'anrcd was ro bc,
rccognizecl in front of TV cameras by ernployc.cs of thc White Peacock who
had been caught in a rouncl-up of cr iminals.

"And there is Mr. Redd," Floyd indicatccl a dist inguished gentlcn'ran hc
recognizccl from thc party of a few evcnings back. He, too, was blinking in
astonishmcnt and trying to avoid recognit ion.

"That ain' t  no such of a thing Mr. Rcrld," Hicks infonncxl thcm. "I t 's
Rcubcn C. Finchcrt of the Congcn of thc Ycw Nincty Statcs."

Aldcnnan J. C. Dorf,  whcrsc brainchi ld thc infarnous raids hacl bccn"
fai lct l  to gct rccognit ion from any of the threc inmatts; hou,cvcr, his cycs
bulgccl in disbcl icving hon'or upon mcr:t ing those of the unfortunarc lr-rmp of
jel ly cowering in thcr rcarof the ccl l  bcncath a rcd u, ig and falsc niusrache'
half  of ,* 'hich hatl  drcppccl of l ' .  Thc Alt lerrnan, tor 'n bct\\ ,cl :n honticiclc antl
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suicide, opted for immediate retreat instead, offering no solace rvhatscx:vcr to
the erstwhile object of his filial affection.

Shortly after these puzzling episodes the jail rvarder, goocl Officcr Liam
O'Doul, came to the cell and called the namqs of Bates and Larkin, 1o which
at least nine of their cellmates resoonded.

"Chief wants to see you," he iaid when he had finally cstablishccl proper
identities. During the confusion that occured a-s the real Bates and Larkin
were being sorted out from the impostors, the warder's keys disappeared,
causing no little concern to the jailer.

"All right, Mischa, let's have them," MaclameZarelda said. A ),oung la(l
of no more than nine yean shuffled fonvard with herad bent, and from thc
folds of his baggy trousers produced thc keys.

"And the wallet." she demanded.
"Criminy!" said the jai ler.
"And the watch," she said firmly.
The jailer gasped ancl starcd as thc watch camc forrh.
"The r ings." she insisted ncxt.
"Oh, Ma," the chi ld wailed in protest as thc gocxi Off iccr O'Doul

examined his empty fingcrs u'here the rings hacl becn onlv morncnls bcfore.
The chi ld gave up the r ings.

Madame Zarelda held out her hand expectantly ancl saicl, "Nou, thc gokl
pen and penci l ."

"Ye l i t t le thicf !  I  oughta run you in, tyke though yc bc," O'Doul glowe red
as his goods wcre rcstored to him.

"Ancl where are you goeeng to 'run him in'  to, Off isair?" Maclarnc askcrl
pointedly. "The electre'ek chair, pcrhaps?"

Off icer O'Doul snoflcd to hide his embarassment. " l f  u'c r l i r l ,  hc ivould
probably steal the fuscs. Hc ought to be homc with his milhc:r," hc sait l .

"I am hees 'mither' ancl he ecs wccth me," Madamc Zarekla said. "Ancl
we would like very much to go home now, if you plcasc."

"I  would l ike that very much, too, Matlame," he said fctvently, "but in
the meantime, I've got to deliver these two genls to the chief ."

"Theen you had best have these, also," she said, hancl ing him his badgc
and a St. Christopher's medallion.

"Begorrah," he said softly. O'Doul rcaohccl inside his panrs ancl l'clt
around.

"Meesing anFhecng eemportant?" Maclame inquircd sarca.sticall\,.
"Just being on the safe sicle, Madamc. At lcast I 'vc sl i l l  got rnc unclcrrvcar,

and----er, everything clse that counts," O'Doul saicl with obvious rcl icf.
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"Ma1,bc so," thc chi lcl  breathed to himsclf ,  "but I  st i l i  got ) 'ouf u'hist lc."

Hc f ingert:cl the silvery treasure that had once becn securcly attaclit:(i to Off icer

O 'Dou l ' s  un i fo rm.

* * * { . , f i

"My namt: isn't  rcal ly Mr. Blue," a shc'epish Chicf Di l lard cxplaineci '

aftcr offcring Floyci ancl Elu'rx,cl cigam' t'hich thel' acceptctl along rvith a

l ighr. Hc motioned thcm to a scat in the plush lcathcr chaim that graced his

off icc. "You sec, that 's just a cotlc namc' hch hch. A.s( 'c 'rcl  cocie namc)'

Unclcnitand'1"
"We i l ,  not cxactly." Elu'ootl  r ;aid, looking at Floycl.
"Mc,  e i thc r , "  F lovd  sa id .
"Wcll ,  lct mc put i t  anothcr rvey," thc chicf said. " l t  u'orr ld bc a bad thing

to lct an"v-onc knolv yorr sa\\, mc at the whitc Pcacock thc rtthcr night. No$.

dtr ),ou undcrsland?"
Thc bo1's continucd to look blank.
Pcrspirat ion u'a.s bcginning to bcad on Dil lard's high foreheacl. "Look

boys, rhat thing u' iLh the ol ive and being clrunk and al l  u'a.s just part of thc

p lan  so  thcy  l r 'ou ldn ' t  knou ' I 'm rca l l y  thc  Ch ic f  o f  Po l i ce . "

A gl imnrcr of undctstanding bcgan to da\\ 'n of thc countcnanccs of thc

t\\ ,o \roun8 men hc facccl.  "You mean i t 's l ikc spics?" Flol 'd askcd.
"Ycs ,  yes l  That ' s  i t ! "  thc  ch ic f  sa id ,  sc iz ing  thc  oppor lun i t r ' .
"Yclu mcitn you'rc spving on cncnlv agcnt.s at N4rs. Vanrlcr l  or l 's Boart i

ing Housc'?"
"Yorr rn ight sav I u'as thcrc t loing, cr, uh, untlcrcovcr u ork," Di l larcl saici

truth f tr  l l r . ' .
"Won," thc lxl 's brctt thct l ,  i rnl lressctl .  Flovd rcfrainct l  frot l l  I l lcnt ioning

tlrr spv ' ,r 'ork hc hatl  clonc frorr thc lat l t lcr.
"Which one oI t l tcrn r ich wttt l rcn is i t ' ]"  El* 'oocl askctl .
" Ibe t  i t ' s  thc  onc  thcv  ca l l  Nata .sha, "  F lo l 'd  gucssc t l ,  "shc  looks  l i kc  a

Rooshin. r\nd I knou shc ain' t  onc of Mrs. Vandcrl 'or1's <lar-rghtcr-.s."
"Rich u orncn?" DiIIari l  l txlkcd puzzlcd. "Dlughtcrs?"

"Ycah. N' lr .s. \ 'an(lcr$o11's daughtcr:; ," El* 'oocl said. "Ain't  thcy r ich?"

"Oh, claughtcrs. Ycs," thc l ight rvas bcginning to cla*n for Di l larcl "No,

i t  isn't  an1'of thc t laughtcrs. I t 's thc Llunch across thc stfcct. You knorv, the

bur rch  a t . . . "  hc rc  hc  pauscd and tookcd arount l  f t t r t i vc lv ,  " thc  Hcavcn ly

Rcs t . "
"At thc funcral parlorl" El* 'ocxl cxclaimccl.
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"Shhh. Not so loud," the chief said. "We clon't'*'ant anyone ro knor.r,u,e
suspect them."

"Right," Floyd whispered, and Elwood lou,c'rcd his voice.
"Man! Right across the streetl"
"That 's r ight," said Dil lard, "and I want you bovs ro hclp mc."
"Help you?" Elwood asked.
"How?" Floyd breathed.
"I'm making you boys Special Unclercovcr De'tcctivc agcnr.s for Opcrra

t ion Boarding House Reach, we cal l  i r ,"  the chicf saicl in a conspiraiorial
manner. "l want you to kecp an eyc out over therc anr.l r-cpor1 anvthing
suspicious."

"Do we ge1 to wear baclges?" Floyd askecl.
"Well-" Chicf Di l lard bcg;ur.
"Of coume not, Flo),d," El* 'oocl interruptcd thc chicf.  "D9 r,, .ru rhink hc

wants us to advcr-tisc that \\'c arc Sccrct Agcnts? What thcy do i.s $,ritc your
niime clor"'n ancl givc you a numbcr. Right, Chicf?"

Dil larr l  gavc a sigh of rel icf and r-e.spondci l ,  " ' fhar 's absolurclv r ighr."
"What about Darlcnc?" Floyd asked.
"Darlcnc?"
"Ycah. She u,orks with u.s," Elu,oocl said. . ,Scc, shc's frorn thc Vallcr,.

too, ancl u'c'r-e trying to finci hcr sistcr, charlene, u-ho ran ofl' rvith rr rlutlr
namcd Burlon to Odessa, Tcxas; only this is as far as they got, \ \ ,e think, ancl
hc pa.ssecl some phony money to Chico and a bus clriver."

"Charlcne and Darlenc? Budon, oclessa ancl phonv r 'orrcv' l  Chic: '
and-" i1 u'as coming 1txr fast to (iigc).st, but thc chie f clcciclciil it u,,rultl bc lusr
as u'cl l  i f  hc p|ctcnde cl to unclcmtancl, so he norklcd. " ycs, [  .st.e :  rrn,. l  Darle r ie ' ]"

"Shc'.s the cook ar rhc Boarding Housc, ' '  Elq.oocl cxplaincrl .
"You saw her thc other nig,ht. You e'cn rr icr l  to gct hc. t .  d. a tr ick, but

.she can't  r lo any-rxccpt swing acro.ss thc crcck on a grapcvinc, *,hich ain' t
tot i  bacl.  Nonc of thc othcr gir ls in thc Vallcy ci in clo i t ,"  Floycl sr ir l  pror-rcl l1,.

"Grapcvine? Is that wherc that carnc from?" Dii l .r t l  rnuscrr. Thtrr hc
shucldetcd as Sonny's problcln carnc into bcttcr fmus.

"You rncan shc isn't  a-, <'r,  uh, onc of Mn. Vanclcr*,ort.s . t lur-rghtcrs' ,1"
"No sir ' ,  shc's the ccxrk," Floycl saicl.  . ,Do you \\ :ant to $.or.k ,n([.r .c()\ ,rr

rvi th hcr ' '1"
" lnclubitably," thc chicf said. ' ,Er, that is, yc.s."
"Jus t  g ive  us  thc  nurnbcn,  thcn , "  E lwocx l  .sa id ,  "unr l  uc ' l l  r c l l  L ) r r r ien t ,

al l  alxtut i t  rvhcn rvc gct back."
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"Nurnbers . .  ."  Di l lard wa^s visual izing the image of Darlene's lovely
lcgs in that skimpy maicl 's costume. "Okay, here they are: Darlene is C-38;
you, Floycl, areW-'2A: and Elwood is Ftr-36. Got that? 38-24-36."

"Aren't you going to write it dou,n, Chief?" Floyci askcd.
"I assurc you. I u,ill remember it forever," said the chicf .
The boys uere given cigars "for the road" and sent on thcir way. The

chicf brcathcd a deep sigh of relief ancl poured himself a gcncrous dollop of
Tcnncsscc: Sour Mash. He was pleasecl with that piece of u'ork. Sworn to
sccrccy, thc boys would never te'll; and there is no quieter place in the u'orld
than a moftuary. Kccping tabs on stiffs in that funeral parlor ought to keep
thcm too occupicd to gct into any other mischief, His secret was safe.

He might not havc felt so confidcnt hacl he knou.n what rvas going on in
thal gloomy sanctu?lry.

* * * * *

"Hcy, Elu'txrt l ,  hou'much clo you rcckon thcy Pay secrct agcnt.s?" Flo--vd
a.skcd.

" l ' rn not sure ." E,luooi l  saicl.  " l  gucss that 's a secrct, too."
Thc lobby of thc Stat ion u,as cluict rvhen thcl,passcd through, Rculrcn

C. Finchcrt had hatl  a bclatcd changc of hcart and sc.curecl the rclcasc of Unclc
l i izz rvhcn hi.s prcs.s agcnt rcmindccl hirn i t  rvould be gcnd pol i t ics to bc sccn
lus a "fr icnd of thc poor." Unclc Fizz had not txcn clatcd at thc dclay, anci x'as
sti l l  f izzing u,hcn hc u'as rclcasccl to an unclcrl ing fronr thc off icc of Reubcn
C. Finchul of thc Congcls of thc Ycrv Ninct,v Statcs.

Thc American Undcr-c:mploycd Lau,yers Union had seizccl thc oppor
tunity to lakc up thc causc of the gypsics, u'ho wcrc now safcly back in camp
cclcbrating u' i th a largc contingcnt o[ thc pre,.s.s ancl the Clean Govelnmcnt
party.

Mischa s'as shou' ing Sonny Dorf his ncw whist le. Sonny * 'a.s trying to
clccide u'hethcr to join the gypsies or thc Clcan Govcrnmcnt party. Whcn thc
Party offcrcd hirn i ts nomination ancl ful l  backing for mayor, hc acc--cptcd.

Crct l i t  for inspir ing thc raicl ,  u'hich nctteci no criminals, but roun(lccl up
tri,cnlv-four g1'psics ancl sixty nine assoflctl drunks, bums, ancl othcr vagrants
(nt i t  counting our lr icnds fn:rm thc Valley), \ \ 'cnt to the Clcan Govct 'ntncnt

purtl' for having cxcrlccl "unrclcnting pl'essurc for aclion." Blarne u'cnt to l-hc
Porvcrs that Bc for having misscd the "real cr iminals u'ho haunt our socicty."

Sonny was rapidl l ,  becoming thc darl ing of the Clean Govcrnmcnt party.
Aldcrr-nan . lul ius Cacsar Dorf wa.s unavailablc for comtncnl.
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-F On THE NEXTscveral day.s Sccrcr Agcnr.s C-J8, W 2J arrt l  H - i{r kepr
closc tabs on activi t ics across thc strcct at thc Hcavcnl,r '  Rc.st Funcral parlor.
Thcre dicl sccm to bc morc activi ty than onc u oulcl susPccr arountl  l i  l ror lui lr  \ ; ,
but nonc of thc kincl that would ordinari ly arruser suspicitxr.-Iherc ucrc
funcrals, of coumc, lr . i th lots of cars an<l pcoplc corning unrl going, lrrrt  thl t
was the business of funcral narlom.

A l l  i n  a l l , 1 c r W - 2 4  a n t l  H - 3 6 .  l h i r r g s : r p P t , u r t ' t l  t o  b c  i n  o r r l c r o v c r l l r c r c .
Not  so  to  C-38.  Dar lcnc  hac l  r l c tcc tc r l  an  incons is lcncv  th l i l  cu l l c t l  lb r  c lose  r
sclutiny.

" l ' vc  sccn  tha t  car  conte  anr l  L lo  cve .  s i l rcc  ne 'vc  bcc i r  r i i t t c l t i r t r , ,  lh i i t
p lacc , "  shc  sa i r l .

"What's u,rong u,iLh that '?" Fktl t l  uskcd.
"Maybc no th ing , "  shc .sa i t l ,  "bu t  i t  i r l *u t ' s  c . r ' cs  u . ( l  l l ocs . l ' i ;1h t .  I t

pul ls into thc garagc, anrl  thc tkior corncs r loq n bt ' fort '  I  curr sce q.h o i , .r . , ts out .  "
" l f  thc car lr lon;ls to thc l 'uncral Parlor, rr,hcrc clse r i .oult l  vorr l i1.(, ,)  11 1'.

l r ske t l  E Iu  ou l .
"E lwooc l ,  funcra l  par lo rs  c lon ' r  har . r l  pc .p lc ; r r .unr r  . t  n ig l r l  i ,  l i t t le  r r . t l ,

convefl iblc sporls cars. I f  thcy arc al ivc, thcy usc a bigt,  bluck l inrousinc; i l '
thcy arc clcad, thcy usc a heane," Darlcnc pointul oul.

Elwocxl acknowlcdgccl thc logic of lhat.stalcmcnt.
" l  u' ish u,e kncw rvhcl was driving i t ,"  Floyd sair l .
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"Let's try to get thetag numbernext time he tunrs in," Darlene suggested.
"He generally comes about the same time every night."

"We'11 need some spy glasses," Floyd said.
"Nfts. Vandern'orl keeps some little bitty ones in that table drau'el in the

hall .  I  can sl ip them into my 1rccket when I dust that table, and no one wil l
erver knorv u,e've borrou,ed them," Darlcne said.

Thal evening, in the best sccret agcnt tradit ion, C-38 and W-2 hid in the
shrubbery in front of the White Peacock, arned u'ith Mrs. Vanderuoft's opera
gla.sses. H-36 q,as on iluty at the hospital iurd had to miss this part of thc
opcration.

Pcering at the forebocling brick pile that was the sprawling form of the
Hcavcnlv Rcst. therc rva-s little activity to note. Dim lights on the ground floor,

diffused and yellowerl by lace curtains, mingled with the wa-shecl-out blues
cast by the ftickcring ncon of the sign out front and failed to disperse the
gloom. Anothcr light came from a shaciccl, sercond-floor windou' at the rear
of thc housc. Thc rcst of ther sc'cond floor wa-s clark, but a bright light se:cpctl
through a crack in the shutterecl front winctou's of thc garrct.

"What cio you supposc goes on in thc attic of a funeral homc at night'?"
Floycl asked.

"Why don't you clirnb up that lree and find out?" Darlene suggested.
"[ 'm not that curious r ight now," Floyd said.
Darlcne lookcri  at her watch. "Hc' l l  bc hcre in about 1en minutcs," shc

said to hcr shivcring ancl somewhat doubtful companion.
"Wc bcttcr gct rcady."
" l  hopc hc's carly. I ' rn gett in'colt l ,"  Darlcne said, huddling closcr to

Floyd. Thctrc'wa.s a moment of silcnce, thc'n Darlcne voiced a thought that hacl
bccn foremost in hcr rnincl .since they had met thcrtl at the While Pelrcock.
"Floyd, do you think wcr' l l  cver f ind Charlene?"

"l  guess she' l l  comc back when she gcts t ired of Tcxas," Flovd said.
" l  don ' t  th ink  shc 's  in  Tcxas , "  Dar lene sa id .
"But that 's u,hcr-c Budon said-"
" l  don't  carc u'hat that lou.se-r idclcn vannint.said. l f  thcy wcrc going tcr

' Icxas. 
u,hy did thcy stcp off in Vulcan Citr,- i tncl why this ncighbolhor-xl?

Why <l i t l  thcy stop at al l? I t  clocsn't  rnake a l ick of scnsc.
"Charlcnc is around hcrc sorncu'herc. l f  thcre is sorncthing rcal lv going

on oYcr at that fr ,rncral horne , I  just havc a hunch i t  has somcthing to clo * ' i th
Charlcnc. I  can fccl i t  in rny boncs. Wcarc'tu, ins, you knou'; and I 'vc just got
th i .s  s t rong fec l ing . "

"Do you think sorncthing might havc happcnci l  to hcr 'J" Floyd askctl .

111



112 CarrollGambrell

"I don't know, Floyd. I just knou' if she q'as free to come ancl go, u,e
would have seen her. Think about it. Do you really betieve Charlene coulcl be
in this town and we nol hear of it, if she coulcl come and go as she plea^sccl?"

Floyd had to admit that whatever else Charlene might be, she definitell.
was not a low profile type. Just standing in one spot she could attracl morc
attention than a four-alarm firc in a skyrocket factory. Hc lookecl at Darlcne
and saw large tears reflectcd in her eyes from the street lights and thc clirn
lights across the street. She pressed her head against his chqst and hc hcki hcr
close. She made no noise; he held her withour speaking.

A car tuming the comer a couple of blocks au'av intcmrpted the thoughts
racing through his mind, and brought them back to rhe busincss at hand.

"Here he comes," she said. "I  know the souncl of thal cngine. Gcr reacly' ."
She held the opera glasses in readiness, *,hile Floyd, poisccl u'irh parl ancl

pencil, got reacly to u'rite as she called out numbcrs. Thc car tumcc.l srnoothl\/
into the drive.

'M, M, M clash one." she said.
"M, M, M dash one," Floyd echocxl.  "What else?"
"Nothing-that 's i t ."
The brake lights flashed as thc car swung inro thc garagc, ancl the cloor

staded down beforc the car had come to a full stop. It was f ully closctl bcl'orr.
the ciriver steppecl out.

" l  wish we could see who wa-s clr iving," Floyd said.
"We coulcl wait unti l  he leaves," Darlcnc saicl,  "but I  t loubt u e coulr l  sce

him then. I t 's too dark to see into the car."
"I ' l l  cal l  the chief in the morning and get hirn to tracc rhis nurnbcr for

us," Floyd said. "Let's go in; it's frcezing."
"I'll make us some hot cocoa," Darlene saicl, sclucrczing his hancl.
"That'll bejust the ticket," he said as he helpcd her to hcr fcct. "l guess

we've done about all we can do tonight."
"Not quite," she said, turning her face up to his. She kissccl hinr harcl, full

and long, and he returned it. Aftcr a lingering moment, she stcppccl back,
"Thanks," she said softly.
"Oh, any t ime," he said calmly, although his hcari was spinning. "An1,

t ime."

' t * * * *

The man who stepped out of thc ci lr  \ \ 'a.s grirn facetl ,  unsni i l ing and
humorless. He ran briskly up the staim insidc thc garag.c ancl r l isapg:lrrccl
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through a door-n'ay at the top of the steps as if on an urgent mission. To him,
anything that involved money was an urgent mission-and this involved
money. Ultimately, eveq'thing he did involved either money or po\\,er, or
both"

A small elevator delivereri him smoothly to the top floor. He stepped
across the hall and through a door into a lighted office. Three men awaited
hirri therc, antl stood when he cntered thc room. He motioned them to sit ancl
took a seat bchind the desk. The men sat silcntly and waited while he rcad the
repoft on the dqsk. Placing it down aJter he had scanned it, making note of its
contcnts, he spoke.

"This looks good. The
What's the problem?"

"Thc ciamc \r,anls morc
mustache.

"Hou'much?"
"She didn't,say," the balcl man ansu,ered. "Told Angel she wanted to sce

you. "
"Anything elsc?"
"She left  this. Show him. Angel," the bald man directed.
A caclavcrous form in a dark suit rose and handed the man behind the

dcsk a manila envclope.
"You know what's in herc, Angc' l?" asked thc man bchind thc clcsk.
" l  didn't  opcn i t ,  but my gucss is i t 's troublc," Angel rcpl ied.
Thc rnan bchind thc clcsk sl i t  thc cnvclope open with a lcttcr opcncr, ancl

rcrnovccl i ts contcnts, r",hich rvcre half a dozen glossy eight-by-tcns wilh a
nt.)le aila(:hc(l. It le a(i:

' l ' lutu.ght.tou 
might l ikc to sc't ' thcsc. T'herc are l . t lent_) 'more

wht'rt' lltcst' camc fntnr. Sntile,.vou' rc tn Cantlid Camcru.
C

"A rcal comedienne," hc saicl;  but hc dicln' t  smile. In sontc of the pictures,
hc r.r'a-s shou.n looking at platcs or a small printing prcss. Othcr shots u'ere
closc-ups ol platcs and prcss. Not ncctssarily the kind of proof a goocl lau,ycr
coul<ln't  rcfutc: but cerlainly cnough to spark an investigation ancl raise
questions. l t  was most assurccl ly the soft oi material that u'ould intcrcst thc
Sccrct Scr.vicc or an ambitious District Attorncy. The picturcs *.crc obviousl),
takcn with a small camc)ra, and had not been posccl.

"You u,ant us to takc hcr down, boss?" askerl Balcly.

press is running fine. The plates are pcr{ect.

moncy," said the swanhy, bald man with a
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"No. no1 yet," he repl ied. "I  u,ant her to talk f irst.  She's got somcbft l) '
insicie helping her, and I want to knou'u.ho it is; iind I rvant the negativcs. She
dicln' t  take those picturts herself  .  I f  she u'on'1 talk sensc to me. u'e'11 lct Augic
and Angel reason u,ith hcr."

The rat-faced man, who had spoken not a $,ort l .  lookecl up at Angci; rhc
corneni of his mouth turnecl up sligJrtly. 

-fhcrc 
rl,as mcnace in his facc, but no

mirrh.

* * * * *

"You're u'ho?" saicl thc voicc at thc othcrcn(l  of thc l inc, u,hich bclongcrl
to Patrolman Norby Finch.

"Secrel Agent W-24," Floyd repcatei l .  " l  u,ant ro talk ro rhc chicf ."
"Hang on a minute, I ' l l  gct thc scrgcant."
"I  don't  \ \ 'ant thc sergcant," FIoyd said, " l  want thc chicf." But thc voicr. '

\va.s gonc.
Floycl ove rhearul somc discussion at thc othcr cncl, but as thcr rcccivL'r \\'as

being muff lcd in Finch's hancl, hc could catch only a u,ord or lwo cvcrv now
an<l then. Two of the rvords he caught lvcrc "crank" and "traccr". Thcrr anothc'r
voice came on the l ine.

"This is Scrgcant Wiggins; can I hclp vou?"
"This is Agcnt W-24. Wc'rc on Opcration Boarding Housc Re;rch, anrl

I  neeci to spcak to thc chicf," Floycl cxplainccl again
"You're on what? Ancl u'hat 's this 'q,c'  stuff?"
"Mc an '  C-38 an '  H-36 arc  on  Board ing  Housc  Rcach, "  F loyr l  an .su  r re t l ,

"ancl I  want to speak to thc chicf."
"C-38, W-24 and H-36, huh?" his tonc u'a.s that of a pcrson u'ho.suspc'ctct l

his lcg u'as being pul lccl.  "Sound.s l ike a rcal Iorikcr."
"That 's al l  u'e've bccn cloin'  for a u,cck is lookin' at that funcri l l  plrr lor,"

Floycl saicl.  " l  ncccl to spcak to thc chicf."
"Thc  ch ic f  a in ' t  hc rc , "  Wigg in .s  sa ic l .  "Can ' t  you  jus t  te l l  rnc  i r l l ru l  i l ' 1 "

Hc u,as.surc i t  u'as a jokc, but hc couldn't  i rnal ' . inc i l ,hat thc punch l i l re n, lrs.
" l  don ' t  knou,about  tha t , "  F loy t l  sa ic l .  " ' I ' hc  ch ic l ' t l i t l n ' r  s r rv  l rnv t l r i r r l , .

about rcporl ing, to anyonc but hirn. Wc'rc ncu, ul this urrr lercover slul l  "
"Undcrcover, huh? Wherc arc you t loing this unrlcrcovcr irork'1" Wil ' .

gins askccl.
"Wc'rc at thc Whitc Pcacock," Flo_vd ansu,crccl.
"Oh, ho! You'rc unclcrcovcr i l t  thc Whitc Pcac:ock'J" I l ( '  t l roul lhr lr t .  l r l r i

di .scovcrc<l thc punch l ine anrl hacl bit tcn.
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" Right," Floyd repl iccl.
"Wcll ,  I  gucss i f  you'rc goin' to do undercover r l 'ork, thal 's as good a

placc a.s ary," Wiggins chuckled. "Tha1's pretty goocl '  fel la'  At least i t 's bctter

than tht:  olcl ,  'Do you havc Prince Albe'n in a can?' routine. Don't bother us

anymole, nou'.  We'rc busy." Hc hung up.
"Ncver rnincl thc tracc on that cal l ,  Finch," Wiggins said. " l t  *-a-s just a

jokcr."
" l  got i t  dn1, 's",. ' ,  Sargc; hclc i t  is," Finch said, handing the scrl lcant a

s l ip  o l .papr .
Wiggins gl i inced at thc picce of papcr antl  said, "Wcll '  I ' l l  bc cl lr-

r lumbctl .  Hc was at thc Whitc Pcacmk. Thc chief wi l l  gct a kick out r.r f  that

0 l '1c . "

" l-ct.  nrc gct this slrtr ight, Eirvoctt l ,"  Pcnny sl l id. "Yotr si t l  the chicl nrat le

You al l .serrrct al lcnts tr. l  kccp an c1'c on thc f]caYcnlt 'Rcst Funcral [ lornc']"
"Thlt 's r ight," El ' ,r ' r-rcxl sait l ,  "but hc didn't  say cxacl ly what was going

()n ov1.l . t i rclc, just thlrt  hc suspcctcd skulduggcry of sornc sort antl  lhat \ \ ' l ls

r i  l rY hc sp('nt so tr luch l i inc i l t  thc boar(l ;ng l iottsc."
"E l loo t l ,  r iha t  i s  the  t tu rnc  o i  ) 'our ' l l oar t l ing  ho t rsc" l "  Pcnr t l r  n5 lg i1 .
" - l -hc1  cu l l  i t  thc  \ \ 'h i te  Pcac t rk , "  I l l l o rx l  s l l i t l .  "Seenrs  l i kc  l r  s t rang. t '

nanrc tor l t  i t r t l t r t l inl ' .  htt t tsc. '"
" l t  i s ,  t rc l i cvc  t t t t ' , "  I ' c t t t t t ' s l i t l ,  t l r t ' t l t l Lh  l ) ! 'g i r l l l i l lS ,  l ( )  ( l l l \ \ ' r l  ( ) l l  l l e f
" l * . ' s i h i n k i n ' i t * ' a ' s l r c c a u s c N l r s  V a n c l e * ' r 1  h a t l r ' o s t l 1 ' 1 l l t l t o s e  ' i c h

\ \ ( ) r ) r ( , l r t h e r c , a n c l t h t t ' t a n l c c l  i t t o s o u n d . s o r t o i r c f i n c d  l i k e , t o k c e P o u t t h c

ri l f  raf l ' .  Sornc ol thosc u t)nrcn arc hcr daughtcrs, you knorv. \ \re t lccit lccl thcv

nrust hc shou busincss pcttplc, bccausc thcv kcpt a.skin'  Darle nc to clo tr- icks."
" l ' n r  s r r rc  i t ' s  sornc th ing  l i kc  tha t , "  Pcnnv  sa id .  " l ' l l  cx l l la in  i1  1o  t 'o t t

sor l rc t imc,  l r t r l  i t  i sn ' t  i rnpo l lan t  r i th t  no$. "
"An1 'u r1 ' .  t .hc  ch ic f  sa i t l  hc  rvas  c lo in '  un t lc rcovcr  * 'o rk  thcre '  r r l r i ch  i s

r i  h r r l  l t c  * ' t t . s  t lo i t t '  a t  thc  J )a t1v , "  E lu  o tx l  sa i t l .
"Makcs  scns t '  ,  Pcnnv  s i t id  t l r l l r ' ,  "an t l  hc  l c t  You ou t  o f  ja i l ,  g i l \ re  ) 'o t r  i l

spccitr l  ussignr)t(,nt \ \ 'atching a I 'uncral hontc, ancl tolt l  1'ou to kctp t luie I  atxrtt l

sccing hirn trt  thc \\ / l t i tc Pcacu.k'1"
"Ye lh ,  hc  s t t i t l  i l  w t t rd  8 ( ) l  ( ) t l t ,  i t  i l o t r i t l  l l l o$  h is  coYcr ,  l l t t c l  hc  * t lu l t l  l ^ .

in  t r r ru l t l c . "  [ l l " i t x r t l  s l t i r l .
" l ' l r r  s r t rc  t l t i l t  i s  t l . t l t ' , "  Pcnt ry  rc t t ta rkc t l .  A l t l  hc 's  kccp in l l  Ig t t  6cc t tp ie t l

q lr le i t  in r ' .  t ictt t l  1tt 'o1tlc, so \,Ott \ \ 'On't  c: l t trsc h im l lnY lnc)fc l  rott tr lc, shc t ht l tu' .h 1.

1 1 5
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"But when we found out about thc car and tried to reporl it to the chief ,
they told us he w'asn't there," Elwooci saicl.

"What car?" Penny asked.
"The iittle red, sporls moclel that C-38-that's Darlernc, you knou'-

noticecl comin' and goin' in the middle of the night."
"Little recl sports car?" Perury repeated, lifting her eyebrou,s.
"Yeah. We got the license number, but we never havc bccn able to scc

who's driving," Elwood said. "See, here i t  is. We want to ger that numbcr
traced, but we haven't bc'en able to get a-holcl of thc chief ."

"[ .et me see that," Penny said, reaching for the sl ip of papcr. "MNIM- I I
Elwocxl, do you know u'hose car that is?"

"No. That 's what I 've been tel l ing you. Wc can't  gct ir  tracccl,  bccausc
the chief is in Miami Beach at a chief 's convt:nt ion, i incl won't bc back unti l
next wc\ck."

"That 's Dr. Money's car!" Penny cxclaimccl.
"Dr. Money?" Elwood askccl.  "Arc you surc'?"
"Yes, I 've.seen i t  a hundretl  t imcs. I t 's probably out thcrc in his plrrking

spacer i ;y ' r tnow, i fyouu 'an t tocherk , "Pennysa id . " rha t t r ip le  Mish is in i t ia ls ,
and numbcr one is how he ratcs himself.  I  knclr i .  that 's his car."

"What's he cloin'  at the Heavcnlv Rcst every night?" Elu,oocl askcd.
"Probably chccking the btxrks," shc said.
"Why doesn't  hc want to be secn thcrc?"
"He t loesn't  l r  ant anyonc to connccrt hinr u i th a funeral hornc. I t  * oulci

be bad for his practice. Wc'vc bccn cal l ing him 'N,lorr,  r ire Nlorr iciun' l i rr '
yean,  bccausc  h is  lack  c l f  surg ica l  sk i l l s  i s  rn l tchc t l  on l r , t r l  h is  u l r i l i t , i ,  ro  ger
r ich paticnts. Nolr.  i t  looks l ike morl ician u ls a lrcttcr nlrrrc thiur * e ktrt 'n .
Hc just scncls his blunclcls to thc Hcavcnlv Rcst, ancl col lects 1'or.surgcr-r ' l rnt l
thc funcral.  What a rackct! ' Ialk 

about hcdging )our bcl.s."
"trs that against rhc law"l" Elu,ood askrxl.
"No, but i t 's definitcly a confl ict of intcrrst. \ :  al thourh N.4orr rroult ln'r

consir icr anytl l ing that rnaclc hirn moncv to trc a confl icl ," pcnn1, suir l .  . ' l lc

has a rrcl l-clevclopccl tcndency to bc kind to himsclf."
"I f  i t 's not against thc lau',  why would thc chicf \ \ 'ant us to slrv on rht

pl lce?" Elu ood askutl .
"Maybc hc can cxplain lhat bcttcr than 1," pcnny sait l .

* * * * *
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Pcter Po.s"sum, a,k.a. Slick Rick, u.asn't playing possum '*'hen he heard

the footfall on the staim nutside the garret room he occuiricrl in the Heavcnly
Rcst, Hc' u.as napping, but he was a light sleeper---espccialiy u.hen he u.as
q,orrictl, and he had becn u.on'ied latety. But that was one of thc problcms of
running a "hazaldous opporlunity," u'hich u'irs u'hat hc prcfcrrecl tcr call a
cornrnon, orclina rv tloublc-cross. He hacl donc it before, antl had got away u'ith
it: but this one rvas a bit morc hazarclous. The brain behind this opcration knerv
u hat it rvas cloing. Thc operation was big, well organized, ancl ruthless.

A lrcrccptivc British Prime Minister once said rvords to the effect that,
"Nothing concentratcs thc mincl so wonde,rful ly as the sight of the gal lo* 's."
Pctcr Possum's nrind was conccnlrated. He hacl becn l iving in thc shadou. of
thc gal lorvs cver since hc had al lowetl  Carlotta to talk him into joining hcr
schcmc to blackmail  thc boss.

Al lhe had to clo u,a-s takc picturcs ancl tum the f i lm ovcr to hcr: shc u'oulcl
clo thc rcst. Although thcre u,as no rcason to.suspert that his pan ha(l bccn
dctcctccl,  1'ou coulcl ncvcr be surc, ancl hc didn't  trust dantcs.

For u'hatcvcr rciLson, therc must have bcen somcthing al,xtut thc sound
ol ' thosc approaching footsteps that alertecl him. Pcrhaps i t  u'as bccartse thcrc
rvas a pair of thcnr -<rnc soft anci one heavicr. Ordinari ly, cven that rvoulcln' t
havc sct off  his rncntal alarms. Hc had hcard footfal ls on tho.sc staim before
thal nrcan',  nothing. Whatcvcr i t  was, thc mcntal rc'cl  f lags u'avccl anci hc camc
instantly arrakc. Al l  of his senses \\ ,cre t ingl ing, ancl hc u' i t-s in [hc proccss o1-
rlakingt a cl ivc for thc *, indorv u'hcn Augic cntcrccl thc roorn u' i th Angcl r ight
brh ind  h in r .

Augic rvhipp'd the si lcncql autonlat ic out of his shoul<lcr holstcr, an(l
f i r c r l  o f f  a  shot  tha t  t rx rk  thc  shu l le r  o f f  thc  u in t lou ' f ran tc  c tu ls idc .  L ru t
srrccecrlcr l  onlv ir t  a<kl ing rvings to his ryuarrl , ' .s f l l , ing fcct as hc scarnpcrecl
acr()ss t lrL'roof. Augic curscd and ran to thc $, inclo\\ '  just in t i rnc to snap off
Irnothcr shol at.  r  pair of hccls disappuring ovcr thc pcak of thc roof .  Hc cursccl
luguirr arrr l  shr)utc(l  for Angcl to hcad him oif  at thc back. Augie cl irnbccl out
thc  u  in r lou  lnc l  look  o l ' f  on  thc  sarnc  pa th  thc  fug i t i vc  har l  takcn .

The pontlcr-ous Angcl \ \ 'a.s too sl<lu, to nrake i t  down tu,o f l ights of .stairs
r rn r i  o r r t  the  h i rck  tkx r r  in  l . imc  1o  corncr  thc  p rcv .  Aug ic  d idn ' t  rca l i zc  hc  u ' l t s
lr l-r l i r l  ol-hcig.hts unti l  hc was ouL on the roof antl  lot iking dorvn. I lc l ' rozc for

lu long nrrxnent bcforc inching his way up to thc pcak of thc roof. Bv thc t irnc

hc rcirchcrl  thc pcuk antl  pt 'crcd ovcr, his targct had lcapccl for a l i rnb on thc

hugc ouk r l  thc rcltr  of thc c.stabl ishmcnt and u'as .sl icl ing clou'rt  thc tntnk to

su fct 1' .
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Angel had gained the lori,er floor and 11,n5 lqgging it tou.ard rhe rcar.exit,
but he rv'as a great deal less than an Olympic sprinter. Pctcr Possum had maclc
it to the ground and rvas flying don'n the alley to freedom. He probably u'outd
have made i t  had not a car turnecl into the al lcyway ancl blockcd his parh. I t
u'eu Baldy returning from an era.nd. Car and quarry slid to a srop. Baldl sizcrl
up the situation in an instant, and leapcd out of thc car, dlal. ing his l 'capon.

Petcr Possum froze for an instant. Hc stadcd back up thc al lcr, ,  and frozc
again whcn he hcard Angcl slam the back door. In a f lash hc junrpcl l 'or rht '
fcnce that dcf ined thc al ley, and vaultcd ovcrjusl as Balcl1, loosccl a shor rhal
caught hirn in thc left  lcg, shattcr ing rhc shin b,tnc. l{c hir rhc gr.ountl  hcar. i l l
on the otherside. and lookccl arouncl u, i ldly, franticai l l 'sccking. srrrnc r.cl 'ugc
in rvhich to hiclc. Thcrc q,a.s an olr l  f i f ty-gal lon r lrurn irr ihc rtcccls, anrl
dragging his r i 'ounclcd icg. hc br-rrrou.cd into i t .  A ! 'cn rninutcs l l lcr,  tr l ' l t ' r  l r t
h ad lost consciousncss f rom blot id loss anrl shot:k ,  h is l tursucrs l i  runtl  h int irrrt i
maclc surc thc carccr of Pctcr Possum, a.k.a. Sl ick Rick. hari  l r t 'cn cnrlct l
pcrmanentlv.

"What arc u,c going to do u' i th him'1" Ault ic askcrl .
"Sincc hc was nicc cnough to ctra\\ ' l  i r) to that l tarrcl l 'or us. l) t)r lr  sonlc

concrc te  in  i t  anc l  c l r rp  h i rn  in  rhc  lakc , "  B i i l t l v  o rdcrcd .  "That ' s  thc  i i r s r  r ie  
' l l

cvc r  hcar  o f  tha t  ra t . "

"Dicl Carlotta su,v r i  hv shc *,a.s lea' ing, or I torv lonl l  sl t .  rv.ulr l  l tc 1,.onc,
Valcric?" Mrs. Vanclcr* or1 askrt l .

"Shc  * ,as  in  an  a* fu l  b ig ,  hur r1 ,  n t i l ' , r )1 .  A l l  shc  s ' i t l  *us  thu t  sh t . * , r rs
lcav ing  fn r  hcr  hca l th , "  Va lc r ic .sa i r l .

"Dir ln' t  shc sa1' r i ,hcrc shc u,a.s going. '?"
"No,  ma 'am,"  Va lc r ic  shook  hcr  hca t i .
Bcrthu thought of thc lxrgrus nronc' shc harl sl 'crc1l_r '  slrsl l( .( l  in Ir .r  slr i ' t , .

"J - ro r . rb lc  s  i th  thc  po l i cc ,  vou  th ink ' i "  Th is  r i  l s  r l i rec r t ' r l  l l t  N i r l rs l l i l ,  r r  s r r l l r r ' ,
t l l r r k  h : r i r t t l  1 l i r l .

"cc ru l r l  L rc ,  I  supgrsc , "  Nata .sha s l i r l  in  a  rJ is t inc t l y  r r r i r l  q t ' s lg r -p  uc6 t '11 .
"BLr t  none o f  us  kncrv  anv th in l .  u l rou t  i1 ,  i I  i t  u r . . r t ' . "

"Thank 1 'ou ,  g l i r i s .  That  u ' i l l  bc  r r l l , "  s i rc  n rx l t le r r .  l ' hc  r , . i r l s  l r rn r t ' t r  rg  r l r r r  r ,
cxcc l ) t  o l l c ,  a  b lcac :hcr l  b l r - rn r lc  r l i t l r  a  Ca l l i c  bob,  r iho  l in r l r , r t ' t l  l r  n lonr r , r r l .

"Ycs, Fl i  l t lcgarr l?" N.lrs. Vantleni o11 prorr plcr l .
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"Wc wclc just wondering: since Callotta left  al l  her clothes, could the
r-cst of us clivide them?" Hildcgard askecl.

" l  think not yet," Bcnha decidcd. "Carlotta may regain her health and
come back. We'l l  u'ait  au'hi le beforc'u'e cio that."

"Yes'm," Hi ldegarrl  said, and left  to join thc others.

* * * * *

Carlotta clicln't rreturn. Three clays after her disappearance, the police
fishcd a bcxll' out of the City Rcscrvoir. It had a u'ound in onc leg, thretr largc
holc.s in thc torso, ancl i inothcr trole in the hcad. I t  u'as ucrr ing cxpensivu
Gucci shocs, sizcTi/z D, ancl l i t t le else. I t  u.asn'r Carlot la. I t  rvasn't  cvcn a
fcn-rale. Thc pol icc \ \ ,crcn't  intcrcsteci in Carlot la. Thcv didn't  cvcn know shc
rvas missing. Thc u,ctcn't  scarching for this btxlv, ci therl  i t . just I ' loatcd in on
thcnr ,  in  a  manncr  o f  spcak ing .

Scrgcunt Gunthcr "Gunboat" Wiggins u'as in chargc unti l  thc hornicidc
bor s could takc ovcr' ,  rvl i ich r i  ould bc q'cl l  bcforer his Retircrncnt Dai ' .  "Takc

hirn ovcr lo thc nrorguc, lxrvs," hc toid thc anrtrulancc clcu'.  "Wc'l l  gct an
autopsv lor thc crimc lab guys."

"What clo you think he dicd of, Sargc?" Finch a.skcd. hcr hacl a dccit lcd
ucak stornach, and hacl avoiclci l  looking too closcly at thc cor1.lse.

"Hc Icakcr l  to  r l ca th ,  F inch , "  the  scrgcant  sa id .
" l ,cakcd todcath' l  Rcrr l l l '?" Finch a.skctl :  hc hatl  ncvcrhcttrt i  of thlt t  l t .s t t

car rsc  o [  t le  u th .
"Ycah.  No lxx l l  cou ld  su , in r  r r ' i th  t l i i l l  r ) r i )nv  ho lcs  in  h i r r r .  Hc  le i rkc t l  l i k t '

a  s ievc .  N ' lus t  havc  sunk  l i kc  thc  T i t ln ic . "
" l  gucss  tha t ' s  i t ,  a l l  r igh t , "  F inc f r  su i t l ,  s t i l l  no t  cor tv incc t l  hc  h i t t l  t rcc r t

g ivcn  l r  s t r l igh t  uns \ \c r .
"Whut ' ! l  thc  t )cpur ln rcn t  e ( ) r ) r i :  to  r ihcn  l ' t t t  go t tc , "  Wigg ins  r t lu l l t ' re (1 .

sh uk ing. h is hcatl .  "- l-akc h inr uu ur,,  l rovs," hc rnot ionctl  to thc urrt lrrr l rutcL' c rL' \ \  .
*ho hatl  f ini .shed lcxrding thc Lxxly. "Tei l  Dtr- I ' l l  bc ovcr l l t is al ' tcr-rtootr t tr
rnakc  ou t  lnv  rc lx )n  a l tc r  hc  f in ishcs  cu t l in '  h im up.  Tc l l  h i rn  n t t t  t ( )  lh ro \ \ '
i l \ \ ' i l y  an) ' th in8  r ' i ta l ,  hc l t  hch . "

"Yuck ! "  F inch  sa i t l ,  tu rn ing  a  l igh t  sh l t l c  o f  g rccn .
Thc arnbulancc pul lcd a\\,u\ ' ;  no l igthts f l l r .shing. l t  r ' ,  a.sn't  an enrcrl lcnc\ ' .

* * * * *

1 1 9
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The car Wiggins drove to the norgue late that afternclon hacl sccn about
as much service as hacl the sergeant. Like him, it was slatecl for tctircnicnt
soon, and was only in service clue to a budgct gl i tch that u,oulcln' t  al iou
replacement when it shoulcl have been replacexi. The paint job q,as f aclccl, and
there were mult iplc scars, scratchcs ancl contusions on i ts buly, l t  hatl  onl l
one hubcap, anci thc t ires w'ould nevcr stancl another high-spcrl  cha.e- or
even a lou'-spered crha.se. for that matter. Wiggins ci icln' t  carc. I t  dir ln' t  rnattcr
now. Just a feu'more days and he would be basking in thc sun at Gulf Shores
on the Reclneck Riviera. No cares, no Finch, no Dorfs, no <iuty, no nolhing.

Wiggins thought hc detected a sl ight pul l  to the r ight as he whcclccl inlo
the morgue's parking lot.  "Must be that slou'- leaking t ire again," he thought.
Nothing to worry about: he u,ould be fini.shed n'ith his business hcre anrl back
in the Police garage before the tire u,cnt completely flat, Obscr-ying hinr irorrr
the loading clock of the hospital ncxl dcrrr $'crc t"\'o young gcntlcrncn $hrr
were u'ait ing for their r ide homc after f inishing thcir shif t  at thc hospir a l .  

' l -he 
-r ,

too ,no t iced ther igh t f ron t t i reappearedtobea l i t t les lack .Bc ingc iv ic  r r r in r i t t i
young men,  thcy  saw i t  as  thc i r  pub l i c  c lu ty  to  in fonn lh t 'o i l - ieur ' , ' j  l r . . .
problcm. Wiggins steered the rcl ic into a "Policc- Rcse n cci" spi lcf n! \ i  rr  )  l i r \
door, sl icl  out of the car, and disappeared into thc bui lding lr iLrc L,1ir(,r . :
Russel ls, a lab technician. and Tyronc Clemens, a ph1'sical the nrpv as5i)t .r ;r i .
could get his attention.

"Doc get f inished?" Wiggins a-skctl  the rc.cords orde r lv in the cLrhie l .  l rr
the cloor.

"Yeah. trf t  the body out for you in Room 4, <lo*,n thc hal l ,"  the olt i r ' r l r
repl ied.

"Thanks," Wiggins saicl as, with cl ipboarcl uncler his arnr, str()( ic r l() \ \n
thehall  in thedirect ion of Room 4. Hc tumctl lcft  into thc roorn, * ir ich uirr
dimly l i t ;  trvo of the f luoresccnt bulbs wcrc missing. Glancing rrror-rnt i  rrnri i
his eyes bc'camc accustomcd to the low l ight, Wiggins spottcd thc l 'orrr l r  in I
on a gumcy noar the centcr of thc roonr and rvcnt ovcr to h ir  vc u Iook .

The body cavity lay opcn and the various organs, r l 'hich hutl  bet 'n plrrrrr i
on a nearby tray, were labelcd for inspcction. Hou,cvcr, thcre *as a problcnr
Not only ci icl  thc cl irn l ight prcvcnt hirn f  rorn sccing a.s q cl l  us he u orr l t l  lnrr t .
l i ked ,  bu t  a l .so ,  the  gurney  upon wh ich  thc  bodv  lay ,  *as  o l 'a  i rc iq l r t  th r r r
prcvcntxl thc bandy- lcggeti  off  iccr from gctt ing thc vic* hc soul ' . l r t  nrnrr
ly, the path of thc bullcts through the body.

If  thcrc was one lesson Sergeant Wiggin.s hacl lcarnccl *cl l  t lur- ing hi.s
long carecr as a peace officer, it wits to bc thorough in his rcports. It u a.s lirr
ingrained habit.  Where otheru might simply shrug and lci ivc, Wiggin.s u lr"s of
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a sterner mold, He would neither shrug nor leave. Dragging over a stool, he

climbed upon the gumey and straddled the body. He pulled out a penlight,
which he held in his teeth, and running his left hand into the body cavity, he
probed a bullet hole with the index finger of his right hand. It was then that
the two public-spirited young men caught up with him.

Pcering uncertainly into the gloomy depths of Room 4, one of the young
rnen rapped lightly. Upon receiving an acknowledging, "Unhh," which wa.s
the bestWiggins could do with aflashlight in his mouth, they rather tentatively
entered the room, Lamont in the lead with TJrone peering over his shoulder.

Larnont spoke first. "Lih, say, Officer; did you know your tite was . . . "

"Unhh," Wiggins said again. craning his neck to see who was addressing
him, but not abandoning his position astride the coqpse with his left hand

inside thc body cavity. The flashlight in his mouth cast weird reflections, and
at thc very least would have impaircd his ability to give a succinct explana-
tion-had he becn inclined to give one, u'hich, not perceiving a need for such,
he  wasn ' t .

There was enough light in the room, along with the darting beam of the
flashlight, for the tu'o youths finally to be able to take in the scene bcfore

them, at which moment their public spirit abandoned them cntirely. Again,
Lamont was the f irst to spcak ."Jeeezu-" was about all he could gct out bcforc
he rammed smack into Tyrone, who wiu a split second later than Larnont in

catching on.
'Yeeeeiiii! " was his contribution. and the last translatable souncl uttered

by either as they met in a rnad, tangled rush for the doorway. They werc still
in an inextricable mass, which somewhat rqsembled a wildly oscillating net

of squids, a-s they took the door off its hinges and rolled into thc hallu'ay. A

few seconds later thc mass separated, turning into a windmill of arms and legs

as they rocketed towand the exit and burst into the safety of the Great Outdoors.
Their ride, who was then patiently waiting, was unable to catch them bcfore

they had winged it all the way home.
Back in Room 4, a startled Wiggins was still astride the cadavcr with his

hand inside the body cavity. He began to see the humorous side of thc little

vignettejust enacted, and broke into gales of uncontrollable laughter. It was

there that little Dr. Jimmy Wu, the pathologist, who was attracted by thc noise

and confusion of the previous few minutes, found Wiggins.

A quick look apprisecl him of the situation; obviously a lunatic had stolcn

a pol iceman's uniform and was on the loose. Being a practical man,.Timml'

Wu scnt for Srcurity and the men with the wrap-around sleeved jackeLs.

Sergeant Wiggins wa-s still incoherent when they led him away. lt seerns hc

t ( l



122 CarrollGambrell

was laughing and crying at the same time, and it was difficult to grasp the
drift of his broken phrases.

The resident psychiatrist, who had been called to the scene, could only
shake his head in extreme bewilderment as they led the babbling sergeant past
the police car with the flat tire to the ambulance with the heavily padded
interior.

"Only nine more days," Wiggins wailed.
"Yes, we know, Sergeant," the muscular orderly said.
"Without a blot on my record-'til now."
"We know, Sergeant."
The patient broke into a fit of laughter. "The funniest thing I ever saw,"

he gasped.
"Yes, Sergeant; we know," the orderly said soothingly.
"Only nine more . . . " he wailed again, "without a blot."
"We know, Sergeant."
" T h e n t h i s . . . "
"We know, Sergeant."
The door slammed shut, and the ambulance pulled away.

r S * r f * t f

That night, Carlotta's room was ransacked. Clothes were scattercd. The
lining of her mink coat was ripped out, indicating that the intruder was
probably male as no woman would ever desecrate a mink coat. Nothing
seemed to be missing.

Bertha decided not to burden the police with the problem right then.
Locking the door to the room, she stowed the key in her ample bosom.
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Springtime In The Valley

r-1
)ff OnfOpF RAISED UP ancl snapped atrhe flybuzzing arouncl his heacl.
Missed. Snappd again. Missed. Waited patiently for the fly to retum. Snap!
Got himl Yuckt He shook his head, making a canine version o'i ptooiel and
gazcd u'ith sleepy yello'rv eycs across the Valley. His nose twitched taking in
and sorting out the moist. rich sccnt of ncu.ly plowed lancl ancl bunting buds
bomc on the spring zcphyrs wafting through the brcezeway. Unintcrcsting.
Snapping at flics rvas more fun. Thcy tastcd bacl, but he couldn't rcsist cloing
it. 

'Ihcy 
tcasccl him into it

Nothing to cat ncar at hand. Bcsidcs, hc was ful l .  His head drou,scd back
on thc top .stcp of the cabin polch, ancl hc stretchecl out. It u,as a good time to
sf ccp. Hc ' ,r ,oulcl f  incl someth ing to invcstigatc lat cr.Bzzzl l .  Anothcr f  1y. Hc'cl
gct hirn. Snap! Missccl.

Shortoff had a way of coming and going to suit  himsclf.  Hc movcd morc
ol lcss back and fonh bctr,r 'ccn thc Wilkins' cabin at onc end of the Valley,
and Aunt Min's at the othcr, with appropriate stops in bctwccn. Somctimcs i t
took scvc,ral days to make thc'circuit .  Hc sccmcd to have a sixth scnse that
told him rl ,ho matlc gfavy that night, who Lrakcd bi.scuits, or rvhose femalc
huunrl was corning in hcat. Hc usually shoq,cd up for ci thcr occtrsion rvcl l
lhcad of thc pack. I t  rva.s n,hcn thc pack was on thc trai l  of garnc that Shorroff
\ \ ' i l ,s aPt to r lrn a l i t t le bchincl.

Aunt M in had thrcq.n opcn the winclorvs, ciustccl cvery stick of fumiture,

lurncrl thc mattrc'sscs ancl polishecl the big, carvcd walnut sicleboarcl that her

grcat-grcal-granclparents had haulcd up all the u'ay from Charleston. Ashes

wclc canicd out and clumpccl in the lye bin Quilts, blankets and down pillows
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were hung on the line to air out and drink in sunshine. The mountainside was
u'hite with dogwood blossoms, and choruses of birdsong cascaded from bush
and cove where males staked out territories and trilled for mates.

Spring had come to the Valley.

* * * * *

Davc Daggett looked at the lctter from Charlcnc and shook his heacl. "l
don't  l ike i t ,  Martha," he said. " l t  don't  souncl onc bit  l ikc Charlcnc, ancl i t 's
the third onc we've gotten."

" l t 's in her hand, though, Dave," Martha saicl,  although .shc harl to agrcc
it  ci idn't  souncl at al l  l ike hcr daughtcr. I t  was too st i f f  ,  too forrnal,  and spokc
of things not l ikely to be of thc sl ightcst interest to Charlcnc. "Mavbc shc's
f inal ly got good scnsc ancl cleciclecl to sctt lo clorvn," shc offcle<l hopcful l l , ,  but
not at al l  convinced. hemelf.

"Madha, the most scrious thought shc cvcr hacl in her l i fc *,a.s whut lcr
wcar lo catch some boy's cyc. She never cvcn clreamecl about tcl l ing mc horv
to run the farm. Nor.r '  shc's hclping I ' l l  rent a f icld to rhose pcoplc irom thc
Collcgc, bccausc ' that ncw lobacco might bc a good ca.sh crop for rhc Vtr l lcy. '
Docs that souncl l ikc Charlenc?" Dave rcstccl his casc.

"I clo'w.ish she had put a rcturn ackln:ss on thc cnvelopc," Martha sair l .
"That 's the only part of this u,holc thing that is typical of her," Davc saicl.

"Thc poslmark just says 'Rai lu'ay Mail  Scrvicc' ancl thc datc." Davc hung his
heacl. "I 'm worriecl,  Martha."

"Al. lcast Darlcnc is al l  r ight," shc said, trying to cornioft hirn.
"That 's true," he sighcd. "As long a.s she's u' i th Floyd ancl Elrvootl ,  thcv

\von't  let.  any harm come to hcr."
Davc, of counic, \\ras not a*,arc that Darlcnc and thc boy.s had gr-lnc into

thc sccrct agcnt busincss.

Coq,s arc apt to 8ct out rnost an1't irnc, but this i .s cspcial l l '  t ruc i1 thc
spring. Pcrhaps i t  is t luc to a primorcl ial  urgc to migratc. Maybc thc gruss is
alrvays grccncr -u,hatcvcr thc rca.son, somc of Dcacon Wall .s '  corr,s gol oLrt
ancl migratecl up to Aunt Min's back f icld' , i ,hcrc thcy procccdctl  1o r ir i rzt 'on
sornc of thc ncu, plants thc "pcrfc.sscrs" had sct out.

Whcn Aunt Min spottcd thcm, they \\ ,crc cavol l ing in a nro.st unbtivinclv
rral lncr. Rccal l ing the strangc behavior of thc u, i ld boar, rvhich had roorct l  r ,rp
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some of the planls on his earlier raid, Aunt Min put two and two together and

came up u'ith the logicat ansu'er. That u'as some slrange type of tobacco, ancl

she rvasn't sure it really was tobacco at all. She decided that not enough

checking had been done to find out about this project or the peopie who were

running it. They clidn't appear to be professors any more than the plants they

wcre growing were tobacco Plants.
She voiced her suspicions to her sister after Prayer Meeting, and sug-

gestetl that perhaps thc College shouid be contacted and asked some questions.

After all, no one had checked. They had simply taken Eli Watts' word for

evcqvthing. That should have becn sufficient, but then you never know . . .

.lunc agreecl, but thought they should get an opinion from the boys before

going much further. After all, they coulcl be wrong, and they wcre Setting
good rcnt for marginal lancl. unforrunately, ean othcr than her sister's hacl

ovcrhcarcl thcir conversation.
As soon as she got home, Aunt Min sat clou'n and began a lcttcr to

Eiwocxl:

I.)erc Illtt,rnd,
Yr tttr Aunt -lunc and I tt'erc tolkin,q tctnight abttl hov'nici: it u'ttod

bt' Io .st't'.t'oLr. Sfutrttlf tt.'us hcrc.for a fcu' du-1'5 6r, musl hatte gonc

buk trt  l l t 'd 's.

At that lrcint,  the pcn ran out o[ ink and, rathcr than look for thc ink bott le,

Min clccidcd to go to bccl and f inish thc letter in the rnorning.

Whcn Min carnc in from milking thc next morning about da1' l igf i t '

Shorroff l 'a.s no*'hcre in sight. "Gonc back to Wilkinses," Min thought,

htrnging hcr bonnet on a pcg ancl sctt ing thc ful l  rr , i lk pai l  on the tablc. Maybt'

shc hcarcl a sl ight noisc, or maybe shc just fcl t  a prcscncc. Pc'rhap's shc rvas

unconsciou.sly a*'arc that hcr lettcr to El*'ood hacl been movccl b1' solncone

othcr than he rself . A look of ne rvous conccrn shadowetl her face. Whcn she

stadccl to turn, a hard, sineu.y hancl was clamped ovcr her mouth st i f  l ing anl '

noisc and ncarly shutting off hcr air. Hcr arrns wr: re pinncd to hcr sidcs bv a

for-cc shc coulcl not resist. Therc \\'as a strange, su.crctish oclor, ancl thc worlcl

cl isapparccl.
Shc ncrvcr saw hcr assai lant.

* , t * * *
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June read the note Tommy Ledbetter handed her. It was written on a piece
of onionskin paper, and in Min's hand, all right; but June was still perplexed.
The note was brief : it read:

Dere June.
gone to see Elwood. Bak soon.
Min

It lvasn't the lack of a capital lctter at the beginning. Min u.as al*,a1,s
indifferent about punctuation and spelling. I\4ostly, ir *,as because Min had
left without telling her orwr sistcr. That was definitely not like Min. Srill , rhcre
it was in Min's handwriting. You coulcln't argue with that, bur . . .

"Who gave you this, Tommy?" she isked the straw-hcaclecl yourh wirh
two new front teeth, who nou'stoocl bcforc her expcctantly.

"One of them per{esscr fellers," hc saicl. "I was on my wa)/ honrc frolt
school, an'since I comc right by hcrc. he tol '  me to give i t  to you. Saicl i t  rva.s
from Miz Larkin, an' he give mc a nickel to bring i t  to you." He continuccl [o
stancl beforc her as if cxpccting something.

"Was thcre somcthing elsr:,  Tommy?" Junc askc<i.
"Ycs'm. Hc saicl hc thought you might have somc frc.sh apple cobblcr.

An' he saicl to tel l  you that Dcacon wat1s said hc'cl  takc cano of rhc milkin'
and feed thc stock 'til Miz Larkin cornc back."

Tommv got a big bowl of the fresh cobblcr, ancl a rvarm hus and a kiss
on the chcck, to boot. whcn hc $'cnt on his u.av, June si l t  do\\ 'n to think. l t  r l l
seemccl gcnuine cnough, but i t  di t in ' t  smcll  r ight to hcr. I t  $.asn't  at al l  I ikc
Min to jump up and go run n ing of [ :  anrr Eri  warts h at l  ncvcr bccn ncightrorl '
cnough to milk somcbocly clsc's co'n,-he cl icln' t  evcn milk his ou'n, lcavinr
that chorc to hi.s rr i fc. I t  ju.st cl idn't  f i t .  No. Not at al l .

- lune foldcd lhc norc ancl put i t  in hcr scu,inr,.  baskct. "r ' r l  rvr ire Fl.r,cr
to r i  igh  t ,  "  sh t ' s r r i t i  Io  hc  r :s t ' l f  ,  " i rn t l  romor rorv  I ' l l  goLr ' . . r  r r r r t l  t .h t .e  k  ih . .  l r ,  ,us r . .  '

{ c * + r ( *

Whcn thc goat larntcr t()ssc(. l  a balc of h11, 6,,a'- l .hc l 'cnc:r,  t l re onc, cvecl
bi l ly goat in lhe centcr of thc pasl.urc, ]orvr:r 'c<l his hertr unrr ehirrgetl  ;r l l  l l r t ,
way acfoss thc pa.sturc from rr,hcrc hc uas stantl ing. The charl ic cnrl t ' t l  \ \ i th
a rcsountl ing u'hack that.shrxrk the stoi i t  trorrrt l  fcncc in front of the l i t t l r ,banrl
of men thcrc lcl  u' i lnc.s.s i t .  Thc goat sto,:xl  u r)r()r l lcnt, wait ing for thc cobri,cLr.s
to clcar, hforc takingl iutolhcr l t()  at ir .
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"You said you wanted a mean 'un," the owner of the goat dairy said.
"That's the meanest 'un I got. In fact, that's the meanest 'un I ever seen."

The one-eyed bearded man knelt down and got eye to eye with the
one-eyed bearded goat through the fence. It took a rnoment for the goat's eye
to focus. He had struck the fence a mighty blow, but when things cleared for
him, he found himself eyeball to eyeball with a kindred soul. Not only was
an undentanding reached, a bond was established between man and beast.
They became like unto brothen. "He' ll do," said the bi g, bearded man without
looking up. "We'l l  take him."

Rock Top Radley led the now-docile goat into the van and closed the
sliding side door. The Swamp Buzzards had a new member, whom they
promptly dubbed, "Cy," short for Cyclops.

Except for the fact that he smelled better than the other members, Cy fit
right into the family. All things werc shared equally in this commune-in-
cluding chores. It was Cyclops' duty to stay home and protcct thc propcrly

when the band was called away to perfom. That u'as the purpose in acquiring
h im.

He was a watch-goat. Anchored out front of thc trailcr, hc proved a very
effective cleterrent to friends who came to "bormw" a jug of u'hiskey while

the band was out. Three friends were found huddled on top of the trailer u'hen

the band returned from playing on the very first night after Cy had joined the
group.

ln celebration of this coup, the Buzzards shared a well-earnctl jug with
the hero of the event, who proved to have a very low tolerancc of, and an
overweening fondness for, the liquicl fire. Cyctops slept until noon the next
day, and woke up under the trailer with a monumental hangover. It u'as nearly
sundown before his good eye was once again lining up with the hole in his
head.

In spite of the fact that Old Cy drank more whiskey than he savctl,
"borrowing" ceased, and harmony reigned in the Buzzard household.

Min's cabin was in perfect order when June inspected it early the nexl
morning. The windows were shut, the dishes put away, and surc enough, the
clothes and toiletries she would have taken on such a trip were missing, as
was her old suitcase. Satisfied, but still puzzled by the abruptness of Min's
departure, June was closing the front door u'hen she had another thought.

127
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Min's new blue dress was missing; u'hat about the new blue hat she had bought
to match it? She would have never taken the dress and left the hat.

Re-entering the empty house, she went to the closet in Min's room and
poked through the contents. There, on the top shelf, she spotted the hatbox.
"Please be empty," she prayed as she took the box down and lifted the lid.

Her heart sank. The prayer was in vain. The little nary blue straw hat
with the daisy on the brim was securely nestled in the protective tissue paper.

* * ' i * *

Aunt Min awakened slowly. Her head ached fiercely, She was lying on
a small metal cot in a semi-dark room that was lit only by a single, fifteen-watt
bulb hanging from a rafter in the center of the room. Most of the room u'as in
shadows, but she could see newspapers scattered around. There were bales of
hay stacked in one corner, and a small table near the center of the room held
an empty plate and a cup. Someone had been occupying the room.

Where was she? There was no immediate clue. No souncls coulcl be heard
other than the noise of a small gasoline motor somewhere outside. She sat up
and dragged herself to her feet, and immediately had to grab a hear.1 lirnbeir
pillar near the cot for support. Waiting for her head to clear and her lcgs to
become steadier. she looked around once more. She was nauseated, too, but
held it.

Electricity! Nobody in the Valley had electricity, except Chico, who was
near the highway. She didn't think this was Chico's. If it were, she would
have been able to hear cars on the highway, and she hadn't heard any. So,
then where was she? Closing her eyes a moment, she remembcred that thc
"perfessers" had hauled in a small electric generator. That wa^s the noisc she
heard. If that was the case, she had to be in Eli Watts' old barn on the back
side of his pasture. It was well off the beaten path. No one could hear hcr, no
matter how loudly she yelled. If she did yell, she reasoned, it would only
attract her captors.

She examined her prison, and satisfied herself there was no way out for
a fairly hefty lady in her sixties. That old barn was stout, built of solicl oak
and heart pine, more that a century ago; well before the men of thc Vallcy lcft
to join Orr's Rifles and rryel the Yankee invaden.

The mom had been framed to serve as a tack and harness room, and for
general storage. The door was sassafras, barred and locked from the outside;
but the boards were spaced widely enough apart to be able to see through
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them, and there was about a four-inch space between the sill and the bottom
of the door. A catcould squeeze through, butnot a woman of Aunt Min's heft.

'lhe 
floor wa^s rough-sawn plturks, u'orn smooth by a cen1ury of use, and

as solid now a-s the day it was laid doun. There was no window. Running
\\'ater \\'as pipct to a sink and commode in u'hat had been a large closct in a
back conicr. The rvatcr was piped through a gravity system from a stolage
tank suppliccl by a u'indmill pump. Eli had installecl the systcm so hc coulcl
rcmain at the barn al l  night during the calving season.

Min sat in one of the tw,o chairs at the table to think. Okay, she was being
hcld in Eli Watts' olcl barn, more than likely bythose tu'o "perfesser" fellows.
But ri'hy? No cloubt bccause they discovercd she was planning to contact the
Collcgc and check up on them. ll they clidn't \\'ant to be checked up on, thc)'
must be a couplc of fakes. Shc had been suspicious al l  along.

Ancl I ' l l  bet that ' lobacco'they are raising isn't  real ly tobacco, either,
shc thought. "What is i t  then?" shc a-skcd hcnelf .  "  Dopc; probably mari juana,"

shc ansu.crcrl. That would account for the strargc bchavior of thc anirnals.
whcn thcy ate i t .  Min hacl ncvcr seen mari juana, but she had heard horv a lot

of people-"hippies" they wcre called-hail bcun using it out in California
ancl in New York: ancl they said it u'as sprcading to other placels. No*' it hacl
cornc to the Valley, and she cl idn't  l ike i t  one bit !

Shc had to get out of thcrc ancl warn thc penplc. Thcy wcrc using Eli
Watts. Pcrunickety old fool that hc was, shc t l ic ln' t  l ikc secing hirn bcing usctl
by out.sidcrs. Shc didn't  l ike being used, hcrsclf ;  norhcrfr icncls and ncighbon.
Thesc vcrmin were dcfi l ing thc Valley, and she cl idn't  mcan to stand for i t .
Thcy had to bc stoppc{!

She pauscd in hcr rurninations and a nagging thought madc hcr shuclt lcr.
Why wcre thcy keeping her alivc? Shc triccl to push thc thought asitle, but it
kept insinuating i tsclf  into thc forefront of her mind. She coulcl bc oi no trsc
to thcm, but shc coukl harrn them. And shc meant to, i f  she cvcrhad lhc cltance .
Thc only rcason she could think o[ as to u'hy they hadn't ki l lcxl hcr q a.s that
thcy were au'aiting onlcrs frorn somoonc-a Big Boss .sortrcq'licre.

Ponclcring these thoughts, hcr hand unconsciously wcnt to her throat, antl
shc ncrvously f ingcrcd thc c,old chain shc alu'ays worc. I t  had conre uith a
small ,  cyl inr lr ical metal i l ,hist le that Elu,ood bought whcn he got t i l t lShorroff .
Shc harl thought thc w,hist lc rvas usclcss. lrcause i t  cl idn't  niakc a noisc rr hcn
you blcr", i t .  Elu'ocxl had laughecl and told hcr httmans couldn't  hcar i t ,  but
clogs could. Shc' thought he was tcasing hcr unti l  onc t lay, shc blc* '  i t  at olt l
Shorty whcn he u'as chasing a chickcn. I lc hacl stoppcd ard conre over to hcr
with his head cocketl  as i f  asking why she wa.s rnaking al l  thal racket rr 'hcn
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he was trying to catch a chicken. Then he went back to his task, but by rhen
the hen was safe on her roost.

Elwood never used it, so she wore it along with a few other items of
practical use and impractical sentiment. There u'as a little good luck charm
that was also a screwdriver. and a silver medal she had won in school for
reciting, "The Wreck of the Hesperus." She could still recite itu.ithout a hi1ch,
if anyone asked; but no one had asked in quite a while. The scrcwdriver had
come in handy several times. There was also a tiny pair of scissols that rcally
did wor*. Maybe the screwdriver and the scisson u.ould help hcr cscape. Shc
didn't know how, yet, but they were the only useful objecm shc possessecl at
the moment. An old medal and a whistle nobody could hear sure rvouldn't be
much help.

She thought of June, and wondered how long it u,ould be bcforc.Iunc
discovered she was missing. She wonciered, too, how long shc hacl been
unconscious; it could have been days. She was hungry. This brought though,"s
of old Shorty. Strange dog, old Shorty. Came and went as he plcasccl. Seemcd
to hear the beat of a different drum. Definitely had a mincl of his ou.n, if hc
had amind at al l .  When hegot hungry, hecaught achicken. Shc was beginning
to understand Shorty a little better. Right now, if she could catch a chickcn,
she was sure she woulcl wring its neck and eat it raw-just likc Shony.

Were people searching for hernow? Surely it wouldn't bc long, but where
would they look? How could they find her? Thc fact was, she couldn't w,ait.
to be found. That might be too late; she had to escapc if she could. Shc hacl
to find a way, somehow.

There was a noise outside the door. Sommne was coming. Woulcl it bc
rescue? "Who's there?" she called.

No one answered. The door wasn't opened. lnstead, someonc shovccl a
can of sardines and a box of soda crackers through the crack under the door.
It was feeding time. The sound of footsteps faded.

It wasn't fried chicken, but it would clo. At least they clicln't plan to starve
her to death, and apparently they didn't plan to kill her right away-unltss
this was to be her last meal.
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A Day Of Discovery

r r
| .  | .OW WAS THE FISHING TRIP, Chicf? Catch anything?" askecl Licu-
Icnant Harry Cain of thc Homiciclc Division.

"Lord, I  hopc notl" muttcrcd thc bleary-eycd chief. reccntly relurnccl
fnrm thc Land oi Sunshinc. Hc had passcd up thc tradit ional end-of-convcn
l ion ovcmight f ishing tr ip in favor of othcr overnight cl iversions.

"Hclc's thc makc on that borl l ,wr got out of lhc rc'scrvoir." Cain placcd
a th in  rnan i la  fo l t l c r  on  Ch ic f  D i l lan l ' s  c lcsk .

Thc chicf u, ishcd Cain dicln' t  havc to rnakc.so much noisc shuff l ing that
folclcr; arrd rvhy t l id hc havc to t i l lk a bluc streak? "Lou,er that bl ind and closc
thc'w,indorr ' ,  rvi I I  vou, Cain'1" Di l Ianl rcr luc.stcd.

"Surc. Clhicf," Cain movcci to do as dircctet l .
]-hc chicf u, inced *hcn thc *, inclcl l  carnc doun. I lc u'a.s surc Cain had

.slanrnrct i  i t  on pur1rusc.
"Anv th ing  c l .s r '1 "  Ca in  askcd.
"Ycs. Closc thc clcnr bchind 1'ou." Cain fol lowccl this comrnancl rncl

D i l la rd  qu ick ly  adr lcd ,  "Sof t l y . "  But  i t  was  loL)  la tc :  Ca in  l .as  a l rcad l ,  gonc ,
Hc rvincccl again as thc dtxlr slarnmccl shtrt .

On th is  p l r l i c ru la r  r lo rn ing ,  a  pa i r  o f  k i t t cns  on  a  dccp p i l c  c l rp l  u ,ou l t l
havc bccn toci noisl '  for thc chicf.  Bright l i l lht hurt his cves, ancl lhc noisc of
pigcons cooing on thc *. indou' ledge annor,ct l  hirn. F-resh air u,as sorncthinS
his lungs had to gct accru.stomcd to graduallv, not al l  at oncc. Whv did.spl ing
havc to makc so blastct l  rnuch rackct?

Hc adjtrstcd his gla.s.scs and bl inkcd cycs not yct accustorncd to focusing

on srnal l  objccrts actual lv, l l rey wcrc not y(- ' t  acc:ustonrccl to fcrcusing at al l .
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Maybe sunshacles u,ould help. He aLtachcd them to his reacling glasscs iintl
took another look. Better, but not much. l{oq.cver, tvith a sigh atrcl a scrcri-ing
up of his rqsolve, he set out to concentralc on the crontcnt.s of thc foltlcr, ancl
after that he intended to deal q' irh rhe accumularion of papos clogging his
"lN" ba-skct.

"Mmmm," he dcl ibcratecl overthe f irst paglc in the foldcr. A picturc from
an olcl "WANTED" postc:r shou'ed a dark-complccrccl lxrckntar-kc<l facc
acccntecl by a sharp nose ancl a u. idc mouth, i l  h ich rvas r lcf i  nct l  l r1'  ;r  Prrrt : i  l  t  h i  n
mu.stache; dark straight hair framcd thc face. Di l larcl bcgan ro rcl ir l  lhe re1ro11.

"FBI Lab idcnti f icat ion :
"NAME: Pcclro Ricarrlo Mangus Crtloracio Lopez;
"ALIAS: Ricky Rat, Petcr Possurn, Charl ic Wcastl ,  N,lr .  Retl  Slccvcs,

SI ick  R ick . "
Hc  rcad on .  " .  .  ma lc ,  age 43 ,  u ,c ighr  145,  h : r i r  r la rk ,  ( laucas i ln  rn ix

Ind ian  (Apachc)  ,  na t . iona l i t v  Mcx ican,  c tc . ,  c tc . ,  c tc : . "  Thc  ch ic f  scanncr l  th t ,
I  ines .

"IDENTIFYINCi I \ , lARKS: (rhcrc u.crc cnough scars ancl sr i tcrhc.s clcs
cribcd to make onc think hc must havc rcsentblccl a palc:huork r lui lr .  Sl ic:k
Rick had obviously l ivccl on rhc cclge).

" OCCU PATION : art ist,  bancnclcr, u'aircr, raccrr.ack roul.
"HABITS: Known asscrcialc of undcr-i l 'or lcl  charac:rcrs.
" W A N T E D  F O R : .  . .  "
continuing to scan the l ist,  thc ch icf r l iscovcrccl thlt  R ick y Rrrt hir( l  i1r\ c( l

t i rnc in thc N{cxican Fcclcral Prison for having.stolcn Naritrnal , \n 
' l ' r-crrsurc.s

in  v io la l ion  o f  thc  Mcx icur  Ant i<pr i t i cs  Pro tccr t ion  Acr :  un t l  h r t l  once r -cq t , i yc r l
lu suspr:nt lcd scntcncc in Tcxas for an cxtort ion c()nr, icl ion thut \ \ ' i ls lr lcir  hlrr
ga incc l  to  " i l l cga l  so l i c i ta t ion"  by  a  shvs t t r  iu r i yc r  u i rh  l t  c rx ,k r . ( l  . iu ( l r . , .
convicrcd in Holl l rcok, Arizona for posscssion of storcn l iLXXls. scnr(,nce ( lro
th rce 'cars in Yur'a Prison, suslxnrlcd t,  cighlcc. nronrhs. wantetl  l ' (rr  l . ,rrr. . lc
v io la t ion .

Hc wa.s wilr l tcd ttnt lcr cl tr tst i tnt l ingl u rr lrants issuctl  frorr T1r)rt)1 l(  )  ' l ' iy1

Pico to 
- l-u.sc: i t i txrsit  

lo Tucsttn to 
- l- i julna. 

chalginrt crnltczzlcrrr l l t t .  l ' l i r l l t t  t1
Itvoi l l  Jrrt lsectt l i t ln ior Jrossc.ssion of siolcn gorxls, i l ic. i ' . l r l  e,ntrr.  posst 'ssi91 ,r l '
r r ra r i juan i t  r r ' i th  i r t t c r t t  to  sc l l ,  bLr r tko ,  J r rsscss ion  o l 'anr l  pus .s i r ig  e ( )p r ) le r lq i t
rnoncy , .sus l t i c ion  o f  t r rson ,  l rn r l  l ' i na l l t ' ,  cx to r t i ( ) l t  t i t r t l  r . l r ck t , l r . r , r . in r l .  l l c  lu t t l
scYcrit l  l t Iresls I  istet i ,  l l t r t  htt t l  r truturgctl  to cscir l)r  i  nclrct 'r ' i r t  i r1rr i '9r l trrr '  l t  rr  r l t  l r  r
pc r i rx l  o f  t i rnc .  T i te " r , t l i t l n ' t  ca l l  l r i rn  S l i ck  R i r :k  l ' o r -nL) ln rn i i . .

( la r rsc  o f  t lea th  r ras  J )u t  do$n is  l ' i vc  gunshr ) t  \ \ . ( )un( ls ;  o r re  i r r  lh t ,c . l r l l  o l '
thc  l c f t  I cg  : t l  u l t l ta rcn t l t  long  n tngc ,  lh r - rc  c l1 rsc ,  1 rn ; , . r , sh , r t . s  lo  lhg  c i t ( , s1 ,  i y t ( l
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onc to thc' head. Any one of the latte r four u'ould have been fatal. According

to thc ballistics rcpod, et least three tiifferent weapons u'ere lued.
The victim u'as clead already bcforc being consigned to the resct'\'oir.

Ljnder "REMARKS" u'a.s a notation that a sub.stance found under the
victirn's fingernails provcd to be ink (grcen). and that traccs of builcling sancl
rvas louncl insicle as u'cil a.s aciherecl to the seams of his shoes. The victim had

bcr:n clcad at lcast scvcnty-t\\'o hours whcn cliscovcrcd.
"What," th,:  chicf 

"r 'onderecl,  
"wa.s hc doing in Vulcan Cit1,? And * 'ho

arountl  hcrc u,ould u.ant to ki l l  him?" Glancing back at thc vict irn's f i lc.

Di l lald dcciclw-l upon rcf lcct ion that, "With a recot 'cl  l ikc that, probabl."" a lot

of pcoplc, ancl at lcast thrcc of them caught up u' i th hirn."
Bl thir nriddle of lhe aftcrnoon hc had clug clown thlough his " lN" btr.skct

to a sl ip of papcr, rvhicrh notccl that a u' iscacrc cal l ing hirnsclf  "Sccrct .{gcnt

\ \ /  2 ,1"ha t l  c l r l l cc lsc le ra l l i rncs to icPor t tha tunc lc rcovcru ' r l rku 'a .sc 'o r l l i nu ing
lut t l rc \ \ / l ' , i te Pcacock, an<l that they hacl idcnti f ic<l thc rcd spoirs car al H. R.

Funcral Parlor as bclon5l, ing to Dr. Monirncr l l ' loncY. In thc rnargin rr l t .s lhc

notal ion, "Call  traccd to Whitc'  Pcucock." Tho notc $'as si l lncd b1'Sgt. ( i trnthcr

Wigg ins .
\Vhcn hc rcad thc notc, ( ihicf Di l lart l  chucklccl fctr thr, '  f  i rst t inrc thtrt  da1',

i rc l 'o rc  tosr ; ing  thc  s l ip  in to  thc  l rash  can.  Lcan ing  back  in  h is  l ca lhcrcha i r ,  hc

conll falulalr( l  himself.  I tc had givcn hirnsclf  a pcrfcct lv gu)cl cxcuse lo lrc

scen at thc Whitc Pcacock, ancl as long as thosc thrcc Hil lbi l l ics stavcd on thc

lr ib, hc u or-r lr ln' t  h avc to * orrv aLr,-tul.  thcrn blabtr inr. cvcfyth inS al l  ovcl tou rt .
l l '  a l l  u  cn t  r i  c l l ,  thc l  u  o r . r ld  bc  u , r t l ch ing  f t tnc ra ls  f ro r r  no* '  un t i l  S t .  Cr isp in 's
[] i r i  .  l lc mirtht r l t 'n c:huncc by lhc Whitc Pcacock that cvcning tct give thcrl
l r  I  i l  l l c  cncot rn r tc r ) ren t -

I t  * as loo bacl abcxrt Scrgcrnt Wiggins crircking up just a fcu' t lays bclore
his rcl ircnrt, 'nt.  Thc dt ictor harl  said thcrc * 'a.s st i l l  hop for his rccovctr ' ,  tr tr l

i t  nr ight bc slou. He had bccn on cdge a.s rcl ircrr l tnl  l tpproacht:t l ,  artt l  thc

inc i r l cn t  a t  ihc  morguc  combinc t l  u ' i l h  a  "n r i r l - l i f c  c r i s is "  ju .s l  sor l  o f  t . ippe t l
h i rn  ovcr .

In  thc  n rcant i rnc ,  thc  ch ic f  ha t l  a  rn t r r t l c r  t t t  so lve  .  l t  s  a .sn ' t  tha t  Vu lcan
( i i t y  t l i< ln ' t  l tave  i l . s  sharc  o f  k i l l i ng ls .  I t  h l t l  p lcn t r ' .  B t r l  th i . s  onc .s t r te l lu l  o1 'a

r ' .ungluntl  hi l . ' I -hrtsc f ivc l tul let holes in N4r. Lopcz cantc l ' r t t t t t  threc t l i l ' fcrcnt

\ \c i r l )ons ,  i rnp l l ing  th rcc  i l i f  f c rcn t  k i l l c rs .  F Ic  h |d  to  gc t  to  thc  l x ) l l ( ) rn  ( ) i ' th is .

\ \ i i l l - re t l  D i l lun l  t l i t l n ' t  in tcn t l  lo  h i rvc  thc  B ig  Bovs  c tx t l ing  in  l tn t l  r l t css ing

lh i r r r ts  u t t  i t t  h is  lo r r t t .
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Maggie shook her head at the naivete of her boss. "There are some skunks

that can make some people think that a polecat is peeing Chanel Number Five:

I'm telling you this guy is a ma^ster."
"This is hard to believe," Burroughs said. "Listen to this:
"'There are several of us who agree'with you that this hospital u'ould be

bctter off if a u'eak leaderu'as replaced. More raspect would be shown doctors

if  there \ ras more discipl ine among the staff,  part icularly nurses, aides,

orclerl ies ancl te.chnici ans.'
"'With your pcrmission, I u'ill prepare a petition to be circulated among

those of us who rvoulcl support a change of Chicf of Staff in favor of you.'
. . . JCB'

"End quote," Dr. B. said emphatical ly.
"Who is 'JCB'?" Maggie askcd.
"Hc's that jackass urologist,  James C. Bamcs' that gcts his kicks out of

bellou'ing at orderlie-s and bullying nurscs," Bo said. "He yclled at thc \\'rong

one in front of a patient last month. The 1rcor nutse was rcclucc'cl to jelly. Thc

paticnt complained, u'hich got him hauled in front of the Board. I u'antctl to

revoke the s.o.b. 's privi leges; we don't  need that kind of mqss in this hospital,

or even in this profession, for that matter. But his fellow polecat convincetl

the Board to let him off u'ith a warning,"
"A slap on the wrist," Maggic said.
"That 's about i t ,"  Bo sighcd. "And now hc's squau'king about lack of

discipt ine."
"What are you going to do?" Maggie askcrl.
"Get mc the Ailministrator and the Chairman of thc tsoard, whilc I u'r'itc

a littlc cover note for this memo. We are going to scnd it on to whcrc it should

have gone in thc f irst place," Bo ordercd. "Oh, and rnake us a couplc of copics

for our f i lcs," he addctl .
"Ahvays," Maggie said.

* * , f , * *

Dr. Moncy rcacl thc tncnro from JCB and srni lecl.  Thcn hc scanneci thc

neatly typcd notc attached and st i f fcncrl  when hc recognizcxl thc signaturc'

' l 'his 
camc to me b-t,mLs/ake.. lCB mo.)t \r t \h to,qrt b-t 'und dcl i t ' t ' r

petitilrn to llospitalAdminLstrutlttr on /tic rtztt' to the Iilurd IIt'urin,q

! 'r  t l tLt hrt 'uch tt /  ct l t ics.
[]u rrou,ghs.

t J c
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Money fumbled in his desk drawer for a package of Tums. His stomach
suddenly felt sour.

A few minutes later, the phone on Maggie's desk rang. "Ycs, hc's in, Dr.
Money. Wait one moment," she said sweetly. Putting Moncl' on holcl, shc
buzzeA Dr. Burroughs. "Damage control," she said.

"He's three minutes late," Bo said with a chuckle. "Put him on."
The next several minutes were taken up with Bo nodding his hcad tcr

Money's professions of loyalty and denials of knowledge of a pctition. Bo
assured Dr. Money that he was confident Dr. Money had nothing to clo u.irh
JCB's little plot; and that, yes, a loyal staff was vital to thc runnirrg of a
hospital;  and, again, he was indeed confident of Dr. M's f idcl i ty. "Don'r givc
it  another thought," he said. "I 've never doubtecl the quali ty of your )oi,altv
and dedication a single moment." He hung up.

Maggie, standing in the doorway, heard every u'old. When Bo hung up,
she moved over to the sideboard and took out a bottle of scotch. Pouring hilr
a stiff one. she said, "You had better gargle with this. Your rnouth is bourrrl
to taste bad after all those liqs."

"Tarzan always lell truth," Bo said.
"Tarzan get his grapevine grea-scrl after thal one," she saicl, handing hinr

the glass. "Here, take this."
"Is it after five?" he asked.
"Close enough," she said.
"You're an angel, Maggie," he saicl,  sipping the smooth twclvc vear,olcl

Highland single malt.
"And you're a hypocrite," she said overhershoulder, just bcfore thc door'

closed.

A wily old politician once said that to win an election, a candidarc necdcd
to have gray hair to makc him look mature, and hemon-hoicis to makc hirn
look concerned. Whether or not that wa-s a winning combination in thi.s ca,sc,
Alderman Dorf was blessed with both, and the one designccl to givc conccrr
was giving hirn concern-a great deal of it. The smile he hacl wom sincc carly
that morning seemed fnrzen on his face. His head hurt from bagpipc rnusic,
but he couldn't stop smiling. His jaws woulcln't relax. His hands hurt l'rorn
having been squeezed a million times.

It was St. Patrick's Day. Parades. Partiqs. Pressing thc flesh. Posing for
pictures. Puckering to kiss babies. Pumping paws. Proffcr-ing prorniscs,
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Pointing ri,ith pridc. Panclering, to reponcrs. Paving the piper. Papa Dorf rvas

poopcci.
Italian.s rvould crnbracc you ancl laugh and cry. Jeu's clappe<i you on the

back ancl smileil. Afro-Americans laughecl and slapped you u'ith a funny

hanclshake. But thc Irish! 
'Ihere was never an Irishman u'ho clicln't juclge a

miur b1. the firmncss of his grip, tncl grips can remain firm through only so

many thousand hanclshakes. Dorf 's hatl long since groun limp.

His icct hud from dancing too malry jigs. His stomach hurl from a

combination of Ir ish slcu'and Guinnesses Stout. Above al l ,  his pride hurl.  He

had ansu,cred mort questions about his son running for mayor on the Cleeur
(lovcrnmcnt ricket that he had about his ot'n campaign.

An lrish baby had throu'n up on his new grcrcn tartans. If he ncvcr heard

anothcr skir l ing of the pipc.s, or dancc another hish j ig, or heard anothcr

broguc. i t  u'ould tx f ine rvith him. " l 'm gctt ing loo olcl for this," he said,

kicking off his shcx's and sinking into the soft leathcr of his off icc couch.
' IJrcrc rvas el rnorncntary gl irnmcr of hopc that thc di iv wa.s not a tot.al loss

u,hcn, latc in the day, his sccrclary brought in thc rcsults of thc latcst 1xrl l .  l t

shcxvccl Dor-f inching uP on his op[rcnent! Ho*'et,cr, that sourecl a momcnt

later whcn a closer look rcvcalcd that i t  rcfcrrcd to Sonny, who was glt ining

irr thc nrat 'oral racc.
Who carc<l alxrut a l 'at.  u, indbag mavor ancl a Bcnctl ict Arnold son? Thc

Alr lcrrnan rrn<l thc sociology tcachcr * 'crc st i l l  lockcrl  up at f i f tv f i f tr ' .  Hc u as

barcly holding his o*'n aftcr a f tr l l  da1' of pumping Ir ish hantls anc! nrining his

oun hcalth by drinking st i  oftcn to thcirs. Hc u'ontlcrccl i f  i t  * 'as too latc tc)

sri ' i tch part ics.

i . + : i * *

"Whl , r l i t l n ' t  )ou  ru lx ) r1  th is  sooncr ,  l ] c r th l r '1 "  N{ r .  B luc  a .skc t l ,  look ing

arouncl thc ransacketi  rottnr.
"Wil ircd, you knou goticl  iurcl r icl l  the la.st thing I u'ant is a burrch oi

unifor-rnccl Jxrl icemcn mnning al l  ovcr thc place anrund hcrc," shc an.su'crtxl .
"Yc.s, I  unclcrstantl  that," he sait l ,  mbbing his chin. "Whcn did you say

the roonr *'as ransacked?"
"Thc night aftcr shc r l isappcartr l ."
"And no th ing  is  miss ing?"
"Nothing I can account for, cxccpt thc clothes shc took u' i th her r i 'hen

shc  lc f t . "  she  rcp l ied .
"Do vou havc any iclca u,ho nright havc donc i t?" the chitrf  askcd.
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"I was hoping you could tell me," Bertha said sarclonically.
"It could have been one of the girls," he said, "but this looks more like a

professional job to me. It was rifled by someone looking for something. Look,
all the drawen are pulled out and turned over; th.e mattress \r'as cu1; anci thc
pillows were shaken out. I{ it wa.s one of the girls, she dicl it for pule spitc, if
none of Carlotta's clothes are missing."

"That was what I wa-s thinking," Bertha agreed.
"But that doesn't eliminate the possibil i ty entirely," the chief said.

"Women can be an'fully spiteful, sometimes."
"Present company excepted," she smiled somewhat like a crocodilc.
"Oh, Of course," he said, praying he would never find out diffen:ntly.
"You haven't mentioned my hired help," Bertha offerct.
"They don't really strike me as being the sort that would clo something

like this," he said. "If they had done it, something would be missing, and that
girl would be wearing it."

"You think they are that dumb?" Bedha asked.
"Well, they don't exactly strike me as the brightcst pcoplc on canh,"

Dillard said.
"I don't think they are dumb at all."
"Really?" he said.
"Wilfred, my love, those people have something you seldom ever see in

your line of work," Bertha said.
"And what is that?" he asked, somewhat piqued.
"Innocence," she said. "I don't see much of it, either. It took me a while

to catch on; but don't ever mistake innocence for stupidity."
"Do you think they are innocent of this caper?" he askecl.
"Call it intuition. but I do."
He agreed, but didn't think it would be wise to bolster his point by

revealing that he had conned her "innocents" into spying on funerals: so hc
dropped the subject.

"I'll get the fingeqprint boys to dust the room in the morning. 1-hen you
can get this mess cleaned up," he said.

After they had retired from the room, Bertha relocked it, ancl hc followe'cl
her inlo her office.

"I've got one more little item to show you," she saicl, taking a littlc black
metal box from the safe. "Here, take a look at these." She handed him thc two
phony bills.

"Counterfeit," he said almost immediately, and thought of thc grccn ink
the lab found under the fingernails of the body fished out of the rescrvoir.
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Darlene and Floycl met Elu,ood and Penny at Solly's for suppcr. It rvas

confcrcnce time.
"Thcrc is sonrething fishygoing on arouncl there, all right," Penrty agrecd,

aftcr hearing Darlcnc's tale.
"That  i sn ' t  a l l , "  Dar lcnc  sa id .  " l  havcn ' t  to lc l  anyone th is ,  ye1 .  becausc  i t

rnight just bc my imagination, but do you knou' r l 'hy I  think thcry cfuoppcd that
cr:f  f  in?"

Thc othcr three l istcnccl intcntly.
" l  havc thc stronScst irnprcssion that onc of thosc guys saw mc ancl

thought hc rccognizct l  mc, ancl i t  start lct l  him. Thcn tr hcarcl thc crash rvhen

thc  co f f in  h i t  thc :  pa i ,c rncn t ,  and a l l  tha t  s tu f f  camc pour ing  ou t . "
Floycl rubbecl his chin. " l f  hc thought hc rccognizct l  1'ou, i t  coulcl r trcan

he thought you \\ 'crc Charlcne."
"That thought cl icl  cross my mind," Darlcnc saicl dryly.
"What t lo you think u'c ought to do?" Pcnny askccl.
" l  think u.c nccd to gct inside thcre ancl scc *hat is going on," El* 'cxrd

sair l .  "Fio_"-d and I u' i l l  sncak in thcrc thc i i rst t imc \\ 'c 8ct a chancc, an(l  scc

u hal rvc can l incl out."
"You and Flo1, 'd, becr- lonc,r ' ,"  D'rr lcnc said. "What arc Pcnn1, turd I

slrppo.srt l  to do r i ,hi lc you'r-c in thcrc rnaybc gett ing yoursclvcs ki l lcd?"
Pcnny noclclcd cmphatic agr(rmcnt. "That 's r ight," shc said. "Wc should

all go, or nobr-rcly gcrc.s. I u,iint to fincl out u'hat olcl Moncybags is doing over
thcrc, bcsit lr- 's buryir ig his mislakcs."

" l t  coul<l bc clangcrous." Flol 'd sair l .
"Thlrt ' .s why thcv pay ) 'ou thc Big Monc,y' ,  and al l  thc morl:  rca.son y'ou

rnight nccd a nu$c," Pcnnv saicl.  "Bv thc rr av, l to* much clo Lhct 'pa1. '  you?"
shc askcd Elrvotr l .

"Noth ing ,  so  fa r , "  he  ansu c rc< i .  "The t 'h ic [  nc lc r  s r t i t l . "
" ln  tha t  c l rse ,  Ihave u .s  r l r rch  r i i ' .h t  l s  ln \ 'o l t c  c lsc , "  Pcnn l ' sa ic l .  "You

rnuv  dc f in i tc lv  count  n rc  in . "
"C)kuv," Eluooci sl ir l .  ^ ' \ \ 'e ncctl  to check thc obitr.raries artd f ir t t l  oul

*  hcn  l l t cv  a rc  g r t ing  to  h i l vc  i t  fL tncr i t l  tn  e r  l l t c re  .  I f  thc rc  i s  l t  c ros t l ,  rnavbc

\ \  c  cun l t c t  in  * ' i thou l  [ t ing  no l i ce t l . "
, \ t  tha t  rno lnent ,  So l l y  u r r i ved  r i i th  u  l l i rp l i ' t r t t r ' .  "Foo< l  f i t  lb rk in l :s , "  hc

sr t r i l c r l  us  hc  sc t  thc  hcuPing  P la tcs  in  f ro r t t  o f  h is  c lus to l ) l c ls ,  "o r  ( l t l ccns . "
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"Or just hungry country folks that l ikc Ko.shcr cooking," Flovt l  said.
cligging in. "Where is Kosher, anyu'ay?"



15
More Discoveries

mcn from thc Crimc Lab camc, (iustcd thc roorn
a couplc of hours, lcft .  Thcy askccl no clucstion.s,
cl icl  their job, packecl their cquipmenl and quict lv

rT\
I  HE  NEXT DAY,  t uo

lor '  l ingcr '1 l r in ts ,  ant l  a i l t ' r
no r  i l n s \ \ ' L ' r t ( l  anv ;  5 i l 11 l l y

dcpartccl.

Darlcnc hclped Bcnha col lcct Carlotta's things and stotc thcnr in a trunk.
A rnink coat $' i th the l ining sl i t  and rcrnovccl \ \ 'as among thc things put a\va\/.
Whcn thc la.st blousc hacl bccn carclul ly foldcd and packcd, Bcrl l ta. arrtrs
akirnLro, stu<l icd thc rcxrrn u' i th a dccorator 's c\rc.

"Nos, u ouit l  bc a gootl  t inrc to rct lo this roonr," shc slr i t l .
" 'Ycs .  rne 'a rn ,  i t  uou ld , "  Dar lcnc  agrcc t l ,
" luar - r t  to  gc l  r i r l  o f  th is  hor r ib lc  uu l lpuper , "  Ber lhu  cor t t r t t c r t t c t l .  "Cur '

lott l l  \ \ ' i l . \  so lrnxi()us t0 re(lcc0fi l tc hcr |crIn, lrnd I lct hcr Llccausc she t l i t l  thc
qork  hcrse  l l  s l t c  i rn t l  lha t  ra t tv  l i t t l c  Lxn ' f r i cnr l  o l 'hc rs ,  tha t  i . s .  lnc ic l  l i ke t l
i l .  t ) r r  lou  th ink  thc  bc lys  cou l t l  rcdo  i t? "

"The l  car r ,  i f  vou ' l l  t c l l  thc rn  *ha i  vou  l l . ln t , "  Dr r r l tn r :  i t . s .surc t l  hc r .  " l l

l i r t v  c l rn  p l i i  r t ,  l l o l  i - *h ,  c lcan  r r , incLr r r  s .  and rnos  l  as  ns ,  thc rc 's  no  n ' l . sor t  thcv
c l tn ' t  iu r r r t i  r  l t l l l l l r l te r . "

" l e i u r l ' . t ' l  t h c g . i r l s t o h a n t l l c t l r c c u r l i l i n s .  l t h i n k  N l t l r s h l r  c u n s r ' \ \ . "  l J c r , l t i l
s l r i t l .  ' ( ie t  F lo t t l  1o  c ( ) r ) l c  scc  l r rc ,  i f  vor r  car t  l ' i n r l  h i rn . "

* * * { c x

l ' u l r .o l r ru rn  Norb i 'F inch  la1 ,a  f  i l c  lo l r l c ron  thc  ch ic f  
' s  

desk .  "Hc lc 's  tha t

rcJ)() l ' l  I -r()r l  thc f ingerlr int lro.r 's, Chicf ."
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"Thank you Finch," Chief Dillanl said. Finch dictn't leavc.
"It's the one from the White Peacock," he stated.
"I knou', Finch; thank you," the chief said. Finch stayeci. ,,Is ther:e

something else, Finch?"
"Yessir," Finch hesitatecl. "That is----cr, I wru u'ondering . . . "
"Wondering what, Finch," the chief promptctl
"l u'as u.ondering what I u'ould havc to do to gci as.signecl dut1, aL thc

White Peacock," Finch blurled al l  in one brealh.
Dil lard lookcd mildly increclulous. "Assignccl dury?"
"Ycssir.  Secrct agent cluty, sir,  l ikc C-38 ancl W-24."
"Are you trying to bc funny, Finch?" thc cir ief cvcd hirn unsmil inglv oi,cr

the top of his reading gla.sscs.
"Ycssir-,cr, no sir.  I  mean, l ikc, I  undcrstand, sir.  I t 's sccrct stu[f ,  arr<l

you cion't  \ .vant lo talk aboul i t .  I  unclcrstancl,  sir-," Finch saicl.  backinc arvav.
You bct I  don't ,  thc chicf thought, but apparcnrly e vrr lone else t lc,.rr.

Aloucl,  he saicl,  "Finch, ihis is top secrct sruff,  you unclcrstancl?"
"Ycssir,  I  undcrstan<l. sir."
"Very scnsit ivc. Wc shouldn't  cven be talking about i1 now.. you unclcr_

stanrl '1"
"Ycss i r ,  I  knog, ,  s i r . "
"You arcn ' t  cvcn  supposc( l  to  kno* ,ab .u t  i t , "  thc  ch ic f  s . i t l .  . 'O 'e  s l i l r

oi thc tonLluc coulcl cnrlanger thosc agcnrs' l ivcs. Do yL)u want to ha'c thcir.
bloul on your hancl.s?"

"Ycss ir .  I  mcan, no sir- l  rncan, ckln' I  u,orrr, ,  sir ,  |  \ \ .on' l  .si l \ ,  onc rvorcl,"
Finch stamrncrccl.  "My l ips art scalet l ,  sir .  Murn's thc uort l ,  \ ' () ,  can counr
on mc,  s i r . "

"Okay .  That  w i l l  bc  a l l ,  F inc :h , "  D i l la t l  < l i smisscd h in r .
"Ycs.sir.  I  mean, thank you, sir," Finch saicl.  "Thcrc is just onc nror.e lhing,

,s i r ,  i f  you  c lon ' t  m ind  .  .  .  "  hc  sa id  tcn ta t i vc lv .
" W h t r t  i s  i t ? "  t h c  r . l r i r . l  t r . s k c t i , l r i r t i n g  h i . s  t t . t . t h .
"How r/o you gct t luty or,cr at rhc Whitc Pcacock?"
" ( )c I  ou t  o f  hcre ,  F inch l "  D i l la r t l  ro r r rcd .
"Ycss i r .  I ju .s t  thought  I  * ru l r l  o f l ' e  r ,  s i r , "  F inch  sa i t l ,  b r rck ing  to* . r t i  thc

<kror.
"Ot t l ! "
" l ' rn  gonc  s i r . ' "
" t l t t t l  slut,  t t t t t  tn !"
T 'h is  L ime F inch  lc f t ,  an t l  lh l ' ch ic l - rc tu r r r t ' t l  to  thc  bus in t ,ss  u t  h l r r r t l .  l  l r t

rr . ' l rort.shox'ct l  f ingi 'r l r ints of Clrr lottu, Bcrthu, anrl  rnos;t of thc gir- ls. J ' l rr-re
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q,ere also a few leading citizens-who'*'ere above reproach-and one of the

chief 
's own. None of Floyd, Elwood or Darlene. None of any knou'n crim-

inals. There was nothing in the reporl that isolated any one person as the
perpetrator. Diliard's conclusion was that absence of fingeqprints confirmed
his original suspicion that it was a pro job. Pros would not have left finger-
prints.

The question that nagged at him was what could a pro have been looking

for at the White Peacock? It had to be something specific, because nothing

was missing. He hoped it was just one of the girl.s on a spite jag, but he wa-s

afraid it wasn't. [n fact, he was almost surc of that.
ln the meantime, no need to complicate things. Just let lhe slcreping dog

lie. He filed the report in the drau'ermarked, "CONFIDENTIAL," ancl locked

the cabinet. Missing Persons could look for Carlotta. This wa-s their affair, so
far. Bertha had not lodged a formal complaint about a break-in, and he *'as
pretty sure she wouldn't. He didn't think anyone wantetl to disturb an1"
"leading citizens" over a small disturbance in u'hich clothqs u'cre *'rinkled

ancl an expensive coat *'as damaged, but nothing wa-s lost or stolen. Even so,
Dillard had some nagging doubts and the feeling that he u'ould bc dragging

that file back out soon.

Thc Clcar Covernment Party Chairrnan, Arlhur Suclci.s; ancl l\'lartha
Frit ts, thc ablc Vice-Chairperson, bcnt over thc map of thc citv s1;rcatl  bcforc

them, (NOTE: A Chairman may bc of eithcr genclcr; but thc off icc of
Chairperson is usually occupicd by a femalc, *'ho is oftcn acltlressccl as
"Madam Chair" cvoking an image of a picce of furniture of thc fcnrininc

pcrsuasion, ancl raising thc cluestion of u'hcthel or not it rlor-rltl tic rnorc

consistent for the proper designation for the femalc of the spccies to bc
"wopcrson" ratherthan "woman." Very confusing to grammatical purists, but
politicians seem to understand it). Present u''ith the tu'o-member cxccutivc
committee wa.s that dedicated reformer. reliable volunteer ficld wortcr, ard
rlisillusioned former followcr of Congersman Rcubcn C. Fincherl-nonc

othcr than Durwarcl P. Hicks, latc Privatc First Cla-ss, USA, vcteran of WW

I, thc Big One.
Mamha u'tu instructing Durward as to thc routc of thc sprntancous

tor-chlight paradc they had arrangcd to erupt follolr'ing thc rou.sing spccches

of the Big Rally. This paratle u'as to bc lcd by the intrcpici Hicks along thc
|anclom route that was now bcing carefully planncd.
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Hicks l istened intently as Marsha, f l icking the ashes of hcr Carnel onro
the floor, issued her directions in a gravely voice not unlikc that of his old
Master Sergeant. Hicks' jau, tightened and be'came set, ancl his r-heumv cycs
held a grim spark-whether of determination or dasperation was clifficult to
tell. Hicks had been held in conference far longer than his alcohol-ridclen
kidreys were accuslomed to waiting. Then, too, perhaps Marsha's ordcrs
evoked memories of "going over the top," and the fire of batrlc rvis Lrcing
rekindled. If that *'ere the case, he certainly was holding sufficienr \\:arer to
extinguish the blaze.

The Rally was to be held in a park not three blocks from thc Whitc
Peacock. The spontanerous torchlight paradc rvas to proceecl upon a circuirous
route thal would terminate ultimately on the steps of "City Haul."

Following a feu'more ex tempore speerches, a list of Clean Governrncnt
Party demands was to be ceremoniouslv nailed to the door of the builcling.
Actually, to refer to it as a "list" might be an exaggeration. Originally thc list
had contained only slightly fewer demands than that which Marrin l-uthcr had
nailed to the door of the Cathedral; however, aftcr much wrangling ancl
recrimination in committee, the list was pared to one item, which simplifictl
matters considerably and seemecl to please all. That demand was: ". . . the
immediate resignation en ma*sse of the entirc City Governmcnt." A morion lcl
demand immediate self-immolation had bccn voted down in favor of thc morc
moderate request.

No one could fault  the Grand Old CGP for lack of arnbir ion.
The route Mamha indicated came within a half  block of thc Whitc

Peacock ancl its neighbor, the Hcavenly Rest Funcral Parlor. To Arlhur's rnil<l
protest that the route chosen might be a little long and arduous for rno.sr pcoplc,
Marsha directed a withering blast, " l t 's not too long for anybcxly btrr rvinrps."

"I 'm sorry. I  just meant that .  .  .  "  Arthur's rcsponsc trai lcd off.  Marsha's
manner could be a l i t t le int imidating at t imes. Pcrhaps i t  was thc wi<lth ol '  hcr
beam, which was but a few inches lqss than that of thc USS Missouri, rhar
made her so formidable in debate. Calves a Gre-cn Bay linebackcr u,oulcl Lx'
proud to possess did nothing to soften hcr appearance.

"A dreadnoughl in sneakers," Arthur thought.
"Don't you remember the story of Gideon's little Army and hou' hc

annihilated the Phil adelphians ! " Marsha exclaimed.
"I think that was Phil ist ines, Marsha." he said to hcr in a dcfcr.cntiai

manner; to himself he said, And they don't vote in this election.
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"Well, whatever. It's not important," she said airily, "The point is, we
don't want anywimps in this organization, and if they can't stand a little hike,
*'e don't need 'em. Right, Deadwood?"

"That's Durward, but you can just call me Hicks," he said, "and yes," he
nodded in agreement. "By the way, don't this army get a little somethin' to
wet its whistle?"

Ignoring the question, Marsha pressed on. "This is the way to separate
the men from the boys; the sheep from the goats; the wheat from the-rhe, er
..  .  "  shefaltered.

"The voters from the candidates?" Arthur a-sked timidly.
"What?" Manha asked.
"The Bold from the Can-nols," Arthur said, thinking quickly, theteby

averting a storrn he doubted he could weather.
"Now you're coming, Art," she said.
Arthur adjusted his horn-rims ancl smiled deprecaringll,.
"I wcs thinkin' some good double-run Georgia Moon in the lcmonaclc

would be just about right," Hicks was saying to no one in parlicular, *'hich
was just as well, as no one was listening. "Guess I'd better go makc room for
it," he said, and disappearcd in search of the men's room.

"El, there's something about that wall that just don't look right," Floyd
said, backing away to view his handiwork. He had just hung the fimt strip of
new wallpaper over the old wallpaper.

"What do you think is wrong with it?" Elwood a-skecl.
"I'm not sure. I think it's kind of out of squarc or somcthing."
"Out of square?"
"Yeah. Look. It makes the lvallpaper have some funny litilc wrinkles

when you try to smooth it out."
Elwoocl looked closely and saw where some tiny wrinkles hacl galherqi

up in one corner. 'I think it's slipped kincl of *'honker-jawcd," he said. "you
think anybocly will notice that?"

"Mrs. Vanderwort will," said Floyd. At that moment, the ncu' strip hc
had just hung broke loose and dropped to the floor.

Elwoocl made a face. "l'm pretty sure she would notice that. " He gathered
the paper from the floor.

"I guess we'll have to scrape that old paper off and maybc siind rhe *,all
before we hang the new stuff ," Floyd said.
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"There must be a tr ick to hnngin'this stuff ," Elwood said. "I 'd jusr as
soon paint it."

"Did I hear someone say 'trick'?" said a voice from rhe hall. Roxanne
stuck her head in the door.

"Come on up to my room, Elwood, and I'll show you a couple of tricks
you won't forget," Claudette said, joining her colleague in the doorway. Floyd
and Elwood exchanged looks.

"You know," Elwood said, "we've been wondering what kind of tricks
you ladies do."

"Well, come on down and we'll show you," Roxanne said.
"I guess we had better put up this wallpaper, right norv," Floycl said.
"Mn. Vanderwort is kind of anxious to get this done. We u'ould surc likc

to leam some of those tricks, though," Elwood said, politely.
"Anytime you want, Lil Abner," Claudette said, and laughing, thc girls

went on down the hall.
"Elwood." Floyd said, after the sound of their laughter had faded.
"What's that?" Elwood asked.
"Have you ever noticed how far back on their shouldem those girls' arms

start?"
"Floyd, with those skimpy little short skirts they wear, I just about ain't

never looked that high."
"Well, we'd better get to hangin' this wallpaper, or Mrs. Vanderuorl is

goin' to hang us," Floyd said.

"That dame has got those negatives hidden somewhere over there, Boss.
I know it," Augie said. She left too soon to have had them with her, and I
know she planned to come back because she left all her clothes."

"You think so?" Money said.
"No dame goes off and leaves her mink coat," Augie said. "She'cl lcave

the negatives before she would leave something like that."
"Yes, but where?" Money asked.
"I don't know. I tore that room up so bad a cockroach couldn't have

hidden in it, and there was nothing there," Augie said.
"It's too bad you let her get away from us," Money said, "or wc woulcl

have them by now."
"And the couple hundred G's of funny money she swiped," Angel acldccl.
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"No sign of that, either," Augie said. "And I couldn't help she got al!'ay'

Boss. The Possum must have somehow tipped her off that we were on to them,
'cause she left in a hurry."

"Hou'could he have tipped her of f?" Angel askccl. "He didn'l evc'n know

it himself untilju-st before you stuck your gun through thc window and shot

at him."
"Al l  r ight," Money said f irmly, holding up his hand. "We've been lucky'

but I don't want to rcly on luck an)'tnore. I want results."
"But-" Angel began to protest.
Money cut him off.  "No 'buts' .  I f  you can't  get the job done' I ' l l  get

someone who can."
"But-" Moncy stoppctl Augie's protest rvith just a look.

"Is that undcrsto<x1?" he said. The pair noddcd. "l'm going to givc you

one morc chance, got it?"
". lust tcl i  us u'hat to clo, Boss," Angcl saicl,  patt ing the bulgc at his

shoulder.
"You won'tneed thatthis t ime," Moneysaid. Angel lookcrl  disappointccl.
"You want me to shakc down that room again?" Augie askecl.

"No. I want you to burn the placc down."
"Burn i t  dou'n!" Augie exclairnct.
A slow smilc that matcheci his wit bcgan to spread across Angcl 's face.

"Ycah." hc said, " let 's bum it ,  Augie."
"Why, Boss?" Augic inquirccl.
"Bccause thosc negativcs arc in that house somcwhcre, ancl i f  wc carl ' t

f inci thcm, rvc' l l  burn thcrn-housc- and al l ,"  Money said.
" l  l ikc that, Bos;s," Angcl sait l .
"Whcn?" Augic askcd.
"Tonight," Morrcy saicl.

* * * * , f i

"Wcll ,  ivhcre do \\ 'c start?" Flovt l  askcd.
" l  gtuess at thc starl ing, placc," El* '<xrcl rcpl icd. "Thi.s looks i ikc a Lloo(l

l t lacc r ight hc|c." Hc hu|l  noticcd a small  place u'hcrc thc rval lpapcr hacl lrcled
6ack sl igtht ly frorn thc chair rai l ing ncar thc'*, inclou. si l l .  Upon closcr ir tspcc

rion i t  apPcarct l  that sornconc had sl i t  thc papcr with a razor bladc in a str ip

about two inchcs rvidc, pcled i t  back and thcn rcplacccl i t .  Thc tu'o by six- inch

.str ip rvas sl ightly raisct l  as i f  sorncthing u,as undcr i t .  l lc pcclcd i t  back a l i t t lc,

rcvcaling a piccc of waxcd papcr folclccl aro'.rnd scveral strips of dark cclluloid.
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"Floyd, look at this," he said.
Floyd examined it closely. "What do you reckon that is?"
"[,et's see," Elwood said, peeling the strip of wallpaper off completely.

Unfolding the waxed paper, he removed the dark celluloid strips and dis-
covered they u'ere actually strips of film negatives.

"Have you ever seen any'thing like that?" he askcd Floyd, holcling the
negatives up to the light"

"That must have come out of a mighty small carnera," Floyd .saici.
"Like one of those leetle bittv spy camera-s."
"Yeah. Like in that Alan Lacld picturc show $,e wcnt to in Luthcrrsvillc

before you lcft."
"What clo you reckon it was cloin' stuck behind that u'allpaper'?" Elrvoocl

musecl.
"Whatcvcr the rcason, i t  didn't  get therc by no acciclcnt," Floyd com-

mented. "Somebocly wantcd to hidc it."
"You think i t  mighr havc somcthin' to clo u, i th Carlorra di.sappcarin"?"
Floycl consiciered that fora rnomcnt, then said, "Could bc. Thc ladics sl icl

she left  in a hurry."
"What's in those picturers?" Elu'ood said. "I  can't  tcl l  rnuch."
"I can't  eithcr. I t 's too l i t t lc," Floyt l  said aftcr squint ing through thc str i l t

tou'arcl the light.
"What are you two whispering about?" came a voice frr-im thc cloonvay.
The boys jumpcd as if each of thcm hacl lrcen zappcd by a hornct. 1'hcv

hacl bccn so cngrosscxi in their f ind that ncither had hcard approaching
footstcps.

"Darlenc!" Floyd exclaimctl .  "Why t lon't  you lct u.s knou, u hcn vou'rc
corn  ing?"

"Somc spics you arc; I  wasn't  cvcn trying to sncak up on you. Whut urc
1'ou hiding?" she askcd, holcl ing out hcr hanrl.  "L.ct mc.scc."

"Closc that dcxlr," EIq'ootl  said. "Wc t lon't  ncccl anvonc clsc sncukinl
i n  u n  u s . "

F loyc l  handcd hcr  thc  ncgat ivcs ,  t ,h ich  shc  cxumincr l  cur i< i r rs l r , .  " \ \ ' h l r r
i s  i t? "

" I t ' s I i t t l cb i t t ) , s t r ipso f  f i l rn I i k r r thcyhavc in thc 's r .s l ) , \ ' c iu ) r r . r ' i r s . '
cnl ightcnccl her.

" l ' l l  bc  c la t rc t l . ' Ihcy .surc  a rc ! "  shc  su i r l .  "Whcrc  d i t l  thcv  cor r re
"Thcy u'crc stuck behincl thc u,al lpa1rr," Elr ' ,cnt l  suit l .
"What arc wc gloing to do u, i th thcm?" Darlcnc a.skccl.

Fl l r i  oot i

f  ror t t '1"
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"We ought to give the whole shebang to the chief ' but he's so halci to get

up u'ith, maybe we should get them developed and see q'hat's in it," Floyd

said.
"We can't clo that," Darlene protested, "it might be sorne secrct spy sluff,

and someone else would see it if we got it done at a drugstore."
"l bet Penny can do it," Elwood said. "They develop X-ray picturcs dght

there at the hospital. Maybe she can use their developing stuff ."

"Can she dcvelop this kind of film there?" Floyd askccl.
"We can f ind out tonight. We'rc going to meet hcr at Sol ly 's," Eiu'ood

saicl.
"l've got to get supper stafled," Darlenc said. "By the wa1', if you wiint

that olcl'rvallpapcr to comc off ca-sy, wet it Sood with warm watcr."

Darlcne lefl; Floyd ancl Elwood starecl at each other and shruggccl.
"Hou' do you reckon shr: kncu'that?" Floycl askcd.

Elu'ocxl shruggcd and said, " l ' l l  go gct a buckct."

A fe*'  minutcs latcr, their cyes once again buggcd out w'hcn a t 'hole

sccrion of wallpaper sl id off  revealing a forlune in bogus rnoncy aclhelccl tcr

thc backside, with some st i l l  cl inging to thc rval l .
"You rvant to count i t?" Floyd askcci soft ly.

,Tust a.\  quict ly, Elrvoocl rcpl ied, "Latcr. I  don't  think I can takc much

nrr)rc tLxlly."
Divicl ing i t  into neat stacks of tcns, tu'cntics, f i f t ics, and hundrcd.s, thcy

packcd ir into four of Caflotta's shoe boxcs, rvhich coulci barcly contain i t  al l .

To kcrp thcrn irom popping opcn, they ticd the boxcs securcly u'ith stout cor(l.
"Durlcnc \\ 'on't  bcl icvc'this," Floycl said. "I  clon't  think I bcl icvc i t ,

ci thcr. "
"Lct 's clon't  tcl l  thc gir ls just yct," Elu'ood suggcstei l .  "Thcy rnight gct

a l i t t lc cclgv i f  thcy kncu'u'hat 'r l 'as in hcrc."
" l 'nr gctt ing a tacl cdgy, myself ," Floyd.said, ancl they agrcctl .

A lxrt o1'grcasc in s'hich Darlcne hatl  l rcn f rying shrirnp lr lazccl t tp * hcn

shc harl bccn cal lcd as'ay for a morncnt by N4rs. Vardcrl 'or l  Whcn shc glol

back ln<l sa'* u hat rr 'as hapFning' she cool l l '  dou'scd thc f larnc's u' i th bl iking

so<11 anrl a t lamp tou,cl.  Thcn, using thc cianlp tou'cl as a potholdcr, shc cttrr ict l

thc srnoldcring pan 1() the back clcxrr ancl thrcrv i ts contcnts out. A pic|cing

scrcari l  rant oul,  fol loryct l  by anothcr alrng.st immctl iatcly, and thcn a rnatl
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scramble of footsteps could be heard rapidly disappearing up the cLivervay,
The commotion brought Bertha running to the smoke-filled kitchen.

"What on earth was thal!" she exclaimed. "Is the house on fire?"
"I don't think so," Darlene replied, "but I might have just French friecl

another burglar."

"This time you pay for the picklcs," Solly said, as he set four srcaming
cups of coffee in front of the girls seated at the table. The boys werr sranciing
at the counter waiting to talk with Solly in private. "You haven't been in for
a week, and I am sad because you have dcsertecl me."

"We didn't desert you, Solly," Elwood saicl. "We've been awful busy,
and it's a long time between paydays."

"In that case, you're breaking my hear1," Sol ly saicl,  "ancl the watcr 's
frcc."

"How about a beer?" Floyd askecl.
"Okay. One rouncl. Then you pay," Sol ly said.
"We'll cven pay for the bccr, if we can get you to kecp somcrhing .saic

for us," Elwoocl said.
"What's that?" Sol ly asked.
"This," Floyd saicl,  placing on the countcr a large shopping bag, ivhich

containcd Carlcl t ta's four shoc boxc.s.
"Shocs?" Solly a.skcd, puz.zlccl.
"Woulcl you just kccp thcm anrl nor let an1,[e6y look in the boxcs unti l

we tell you?" Elu,orxi rcclucsted.
"What 's  in  thcrn?"
Bcncl ing his hcacl torvard Solly and cutt ing his c1,c. ton,ard rhe gir is,

Elwocxl whisperccl,  "About a mirr ion clol lars, bur $,cdon't  u,ant rhc r i i rs rc,
know r " t ' r ' e  r i ch . "

"Oh, I  gct i t ,"  Sol ly winkccl.  "A.surprisc. Don't worry, i t 's safc wirh mc,
ancl nothing wil l  happcn ro i t ."

"what cl id you havc in thosc Lroxcs," pcnny a.skcd Eru oo<l whcn thc Lr.\ ,s
hacl rcturncd 1o thcir scal.s. "You'r 'e Lrcing very mystcrious."

"Honest, wr: can't  tcl l  you norv, bu1 rve u, i l l  latcr," Elwoorl saicl.
"Whcn i^s ' latcr '?" Darlenc askctl .
"As soon as u'c sce thc chief," Floyd prorniseci.
"I  shorvcd Pcnny thc f i lm," Darlcnc said.
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"I can get Benny-he's our x-ray technician-to let me use his private
darkroom tomo.'ow," Penny said. "It's in the basement of the hospiiai. He
showed me how to use it a long time ago, and it has an enlaiger and
everything."

"You can give the pictures to me tomorrow at work," Elwood said.
"Haveyou seen the papertoday?" penny askecl.
"We've been too busy," Darlene said. ,.Why?"

"There will be three wakes at the Heavenly Rest tomoffow night," penny
said. "old Moneybags must have been working overtime latety. iwo of them
were his patients. There'll be lots of people there.,'

"That's ourchance," Floyd said.
"When?" Elwood askecl.
"As soon as it's dark," Darlene suggasted.
"As soon as it's dark," the others echoed in aareement.



T6
Out Of The Frying Pan

 
Aur.rr MIN had been a prisoner for going on four days. She wasn't too
sure how long she had been unconscious, but she didn't think it haci been more
than a day. She hadn't talked with asoul during the time she haci been captive:
nor had she heard a human sound, except the footsteps outside the door when
they brought her food. She had no idea why she was being held' but was pretty
certain they wouldn't just hold her forever. Other than isolation and anxiety,
she had not suffered at all-unless a steady diet of sarclines and crackcrs
constituted suf f ering.

Judging from sunlight that came through cracks in the roof, it wa-s latc
afternoon. Soon it would be dark again; another day of captivity woulcl be
over. She still had not found a way to escape. As she sat contemplating hcr
plight, she heard a faint, faraway noise. a disturbance of some kind. Thc
distinct rattle of guinea hens mingled with the high-pitched cackle of a banlam
rooster.

"That's Eli's guineas and that seabright rooster' Shorty's after thern,'
She thought she saw a ray of hope.

* ! t r f * { .

June, for her part, had suffered greatly. ln her hean, shc knoi \Iin u a:

in trouble; but where, and why, and what kind of trouble? There *'iu no clue .

She was just gone.
Of course, there was the note. It was in Min's hand. June u'as sure of that

Eli Watts had said Min had left it on his door, and he gave it to the "pe rlcsscr,"
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who sent it on to June by way of Tommy Lcdbetter. And E1i was milking
Min's cow and feeding the stock.

Maybe that's what made June suspicious. Being that neighborly was out
of character for Deacon Watts. Then, there was the note again. Everything
addecl up, all right, but it gave the wrong answer. There was still something
fishy about the note and the whole busine.ss. Ancl Min would not have left her
hat; nobody had a satisfactory explanation for that.

She haci spent a whole day stewing and fretting. fhcre rvas no one she
could really turn to in times of indecision except Min, and Min's being among
the missing was the problem. Loney Adams would knou' what to do, bur
Loney was in Columbia at a mceting. She could easily get *'ord to Sam
Hundley, but u'hat would she tell him-that Min forgot her hat?

No, she would have to work this out henclf. She took our thc note and
studied it again. After a bit, she got up ancl fished through her scwing things
for a ruler and the magnifying glass she sometimes used for rcading small
print, or threading pesky needles.

* t f * ' * *

Min col lected al l  thc cmpty sardine cans shc had accumulatct l  and
drained the small amount of residual oil in cach of them into onc of thc cmpr,v
t ins. ln al l .  i t  amountecl to a couple of small  spoonfuls. Into that shc cnrnblccl
somc of thc crackers that were now growing stalc. Then shc sct thc ctrn in
front of thc door about six inches from the crack into rvh ich hcr capl or s lrushccl
the food when thcy brought it. Hungry as she u'a.s, shc hopcd thcv uoulcl lx:
late this t ime.

Removing the chain from around hcr neck, she blerv,, the whisrle ,  u,aitccl
a bit  and then blew it  again. The noisc at thc hcn house cl icd dou n. Shc blcu'
thc rvhist le again and waited. While she waitet l ,  shc torc thc lace col lal froni
her ciress. After what secmcd likc hours, but wa.s actually on ly a fc* nr inuic.s,
she hcard a soft pacl oulside.

"Plcase don't bc a pcr{esser," shc prayecl. A snuffling at thc crack uncler
the door told her the prayer had bccn ansu'ercd. Shony smellerl sarclincs.

Rcaching through the crack, she slipped the lace collar around Shorty's
ne'ck and tiecl it as best she could while Shorty u'a-s busy licking the sarciinc
car. Thcrn she fa^stened around his neck the gold chain from *,hich shc had
removed the whistie and the screu'driver. She wished shc had figr"rrccl out a
'*,ay to send a notc, but there was nothing to write with, ancl she hadn't u'orkcri
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out a way to fasten a note to his neck in a way she thought u.ould hold until
someone found it.

Now then; if Shony resumed his wandering ways, someone would see
him and wonder what he u'as doing u'earing a lace collar. Some of the u omen
might even recognize it a-s hers-June certainly would. June hacl tatted the
lace. If they didn't recognize the collar, they would remember thc meclal she
had won in school. It had her name engraved on the back. She hoped thc sight
of the collar would trigger a hunt. and she was prctty sure she had figured out
a way to get Shortoff to lead them to her.

'He1!" There was a shout inn the hallway of the bam."Get out qf lrcre!"
Shorty scampered. A shot rang out, and Min's heart leaped to her throar. Trvo
more shots, a yip, and tears welled up in her eyes. If they killed Shony, her
hope was gone.

"Did you get him?" a voice asked.
"Missed," anotier voice answered. "Mangy mutt."
"Might have winged him that last shot," the first voice said. "He yipped."
There was hope; maybe slim hope, but hope. Shorty was a hunting dog.

He had heard shots before. He had even been shot at and probably hir with
birdshotwhilestealingchickens. That wouldn't keep him away, it would only
make him more wary-if that last shot hadn't been fatal.

Aunt Min was praying again when they slipped anothcr can unclcr the
door. This time it was Vienna sausages and a small u'edge of cheese. "Well,
the.y won't kill me tonight, anyway," she said to herself.

June unfolded the note and pressed it against the u'inclo*' panc. With the
sunlight behind it, and with the aid of the reading gla-ss, she could dctcct thc
uneven pressunes of a pen having moved slowly across the paper. She coulcl
also discern small wavers of direction in the lines.

Writing a few words in the margin of the paper, she helcl it againsr rhe
pane again and studied her own writing. Pressure was even, and the lines dicl
not have those little wavers in them. She then took the rulcr and after lining
it up carefully so that it was barely touching the bottom of the lcttcm of onc
line in Min's note, she drew a light line under each separate u,ord rvith a sharp
pencil. Extending the lines about a half inch beyond each word, each exlenclecl
line either crossed or fell away from its neighbor. The lines were neither
parallel nor even on the same plane.
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Putting the note dourn, June rernoved her glasses and thcught about this
for a minute. "This note was traced," she concluded. Any lingering dclubls as

to Min's safety vanished.
E,li Watts ancl the professor they callecl Scarpelli hac'i gone out of thcir

u'ay to deceive her; undoubtedly they u'ere linke'd with Min's disappcarance
somehow. Who else might be involved? She dicln't know who she could trust:
best not trust anybody.

She had to get rvord to Sam Hundlcr'.

* * * * *

Min cl icln' t  knor" '*,here Shortof f  mighl wancler. Shc kncrv i t  u'ouldn't  bc

far from a knoun sourlc of foocl-but that coulcl bc an]'u'hcrc in thc Valley.

Hc had a rr 'ay of showing up u'hc' ie he u'as lcast cxpcclccl.
Min knc*'her chanccs of r 'cscuc and sunival wcrc slctrt lcr,  inclecd. I t

dcpcndctl  on someonc spotl ing Shonof f  iurd rccognizing hcr col lar, i f  Shorly

cl icln' t  manilgc to gct r id of i t  somchou. Shc thought shc had t iccl i t  sccurcly

crrough that it ri'oulcln'l comcl loosc casily. Thcn it clepcncled on Shorloff

lcading them back to hcr bcforc hcr captorli dcciclc.cl to do a$,ay rvith hcr.

Shc ivas pretty certain olcl Shorty u'oulcln't just go up to somcone anci

bark at thc:m to fol lou,hirn back to thc batn, l ike thcy i l ic l  in thc picturc shows
sornctimes. Whateverr else he was. Shorty \\.as no Rin Tin Tin or Lassic. Hc

cl idn't  think l ikc that, nor wzls hc rnacle from a hcroic molcl.
Shorly u,as a practical pocrch. His r-cquircments u'erc simplc. Hc u'ent

r,r'hcrc therc was footl, u,armth, antl prcfcrably a fcmalc in scason. Abovc all,
hc u'oulcl maintain his indcpcndcncc. I f  thcr-c \ \ . t ls onc thing yctu coulcl say
ahxrut olcl Shortoff, it u'tt^s that hc rvas bcholtlen to no onc.

Evcn at that, Min was pretty sut-c shc coult l  gct him to cornc back to thc

barn. Hc rvoulcl rcmcmbcr thc r ich salcl inc juicc, and hc u'oulcl associatc i t

r i ' i th thc *,hist lc. Thc qucstion u'as * 'hethcror not sornconc u't iul t l  fol lorv him,

For norv, shc could clo l i t t lc but bidc hcr t i r lc and pral '  for a Lrcttcr lor lrorro$'.

* * * * *

. lunc u'cnt tcr Chico's and cal lccl Surn Hundlcy. Sartt  *ast.t ' t  thcr-c, but

Chicl '  Dcputv Ralcigh Gatcs tcxrk thc rnc.ssagc for Sarn lo corl lc scc hcr as

soon as possiblc. Ralcigh didn't  knorv u'hcn that * 'ould bc, Lrut hc u'cir"r ld givc

him thc mcssage a.s soon as he could contl lct hinl by lacl io. Hc u'as off thc air

at that t imc, and a.s i t  u a.s latc, i t  rvoult l  probablv bc in thc nlorning bclorc hc
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could get there. Could anyone else help? June decidecl very litrle coulrl bc
done at night anpr.ay. Morning rvoulci be fine.

Night had failen bcforer she got away from Chico's. As she rounclccl the
bend near Watls' farm, her headlight beam fell on a large object in the road.
Tu,o pinpoints of reflectctl light shorvecl it ro be an animal. It u,as Elr.oocl's
old hound, Shortoff. She braked to a stop and called him. but he tumccl anLl
trotted with a decidcd limp into thc wood.s ancl clisappear-c'd. Shc callcd again,
but Shorty didn't  come back.

That was strange, shc thought. I t  lookcd a.s i f  he hacl a banclagc r icd around
h is  ncck .  and he  was l imp ing .

June u'ent home ancl \ \ 'en1 to bcd. Shc didn't  slccp *,cl l .  Shc \\ ,as too
u'orr ied and felt  helplcss. N' l in u'a-s in rroublc-rnaybe lying olr l  rhc'c ( lca(1,
somewhere-and Junc couldn't  hclo her.

Shortoff u'al lou'cci him.sr ' l f  out a placc in a shcltcrccl spot bcnci lrh i l  rocrk
overhang, but hc dir ln' t  slccp too u'cl1, cirhcr. I{ is front lcg anrl  shoult lcr.hurl
whcrc thc bul iet had grazcd him. I t  had blcd some, rnd hc'd l ickccl i t  clcan.
but i t  was gctt ing st i f  I  anrl  thc rnusclcs \\ ,crc sorc.

oncc in thc night hc brist lcd and gr.*, lccl *,hcn hc ca'ght thc por'e r l ' rrJ
sccnt of an intruclcr. ' fhcre rvas an ansu'cringgr-uff anrl  Shortv barct l  his lone
canincs an<l gavc a throaty" rncnacing groul. Thc troar, scn.sin! u c:hlr l lcngc
no[ \ \ 'o11h thc r isk, turncd anrl t |ottcd off.  Shorly rernainccl aler.t  tcst ing thc air-
un t i l  h is  nosc  t r i l r l  h i rn  thc  th rca t  had gonc .  Hc  l i ckcr l  h is  * .ounr i  u r ta i r r  un i l
I i r ra l l_ r '  r 'u r l t ' t l  up  l ( ,  s l (  r . l ] .

M in  fc l l  in to  a  sounr l  s lccp ,  complc tc l r ,  fu t igucr l  bv  thc  cors l ru r r  unx ie t l
o f  t ry ing  to  s tay  a l i vc ,  and conf ic lcn t  she  har l  donc  i r l l  shc  coLr l r l  lo .s r r i ' l h i l r
u, l tv. l 'cxnorrou,, pcrhaps, rvoulcl bring t lcl ivcrancr..  . \ t  l t . ;rsr rr.* l l rcru u irs
hop:.

.  
Sam u 'a .s  a t . lunc 's  by .scvcn c i ' c lock  s i t t ing  u t  lhc  tub lc  < i r ink ing .s tcurn ing

hot black coffcc. Hc cxaminccl thc notc ancl fol lou,ccl . lunc'.s rca.soninl l  i rs t ;
rvhy i t  u'as a forgery, an(l  hc acccptcd hcr rcasoninLt as to thc signi l ' icancc ol '
thc hat.

"You say thc notc camc to you by u av ol EIi  Watts. lhc col lcgt.prol ' t ;sor-
anrl  f inal ly Tornmy Lccl lr t tcr," Sarn sait l .

"Tomrny  is  thc .n l1 ,  .nc  I  ta lkc t l  to ,  l x r t  tha t  i s  thc  * , l ry  I  u . t l c is l . r t l  i r . "
"Thcrc  i s  a  chancc  shc  rn igh t  havc  gont , ' to  Vu lc l r r r  C i t r . , , "  S l rn t  s t r i r i .  . .1

\\ ,ant to chcck that Out l i r .st,  bcforc i lc o|glurizc tr scarch Purt_r,.  , , \rr t i  I  .Vi l l
chcck ou1. thosc 'proicssors',  loo."

" l  supJrosc I could bc ckt ing a lot <tf  r i  orrf  ing atniut nolhinl ' . ,  S[cr- i l ' l ' .  [rr t
I  t lon ' t  th ink  so . "  . lunc  sa id .
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"I  don't  think so, either," Sam told her, "but we shoulr l  chcck out thesc
othcr things f imt. In thc meantime, I  am going to make some inquir ies in the
Vallcy. Someone may have seen her."

"Are 1,eu going to the Deacon?" she asked.
"Not unti l  I  get a better feel of u'hat 's going on," Sarn saicl.  " l  cion't  wart

to spook thcm. That's why I'm not organizing a search parry right a\\,ay. I
clon't  havc a search wanant. nnd i f  I  facc<l Old El i .  al i  he'* 'ould clo is st ick 1o
his story ancl dcny c\rcrything else."

"I suppose you arc right, Sheriff, but I am u.orriecl frantic about NJin."
" l  knou'vou arc, Mrs. Bates. Wc'l l  get things moving pronto."
.lunc u'as rclicvcd that Sam believerl her. She hacl a fceling thingts u ere

in goocl hands.
"Norv, don't  tel l  anyone u'hat I 'm up hcrc for, yct," Sarn said thlough his

car r. inclorv. "Lct 's just kecp this quict unti l  I  can snif f  around a l i t l lc bit .  I
think thcrc may be a lot morc hcrc than mcct.s thc cyc. l ' l l  bc back a.s soon a.s
I can. ancl i f  Min is al ivc. r l 'e ' l l  f incl hcr."

" l  won ' t  te l l  anyone,  Shcr i f f , "  Junc  assurcd  h im.  " l ' rn  nc l t  a t  a l l surc  I
kno*, rvhcl to trust r ight now. I [  anyone asks what you \\ ,crc r loing up hcrc,
I ' l l  tcl l  thcm you brought a mcssage frorn Floyd."

"That 's a goocl iclca. I  *, i l l  bc back in touch u' i th you this aftcr-noon,"
Sanr saicl.  "Anrl don't  \ \ 'on:r ' ,  no\\ ' .  Wc'rc going to f ind hcr."

"I  just hope shc's al ivc u,hcn u.e do," . lune said.
Sam stoppc<l at Chir:o"s on his u'ay back to Luthursvi l lc. Nol rrnlv s oult l

i t  h lvc  bccn bar l  po l i t i cs  l -o rh im not  to  huvc  s toppcd,  Ch ico 's  \ \ ' us  thc  p l i rL rc
to  p ick  up  ncu  s  u  i thout  ask ing  susp ic iou .s  r lues t ions .  l l c  r r ,as  no t  t l i suppo i r r tc t l .
Hc  lcar r tc t l  l ' i r s t  o l  thc  "ne \ \ ,s t r r in  o f  lo l l rcco"  tha t  u ,us  bc ing  c rper in ren ter l
u i th .  Ncx t ,  hc  hear t l  tha t  Ug lv  Rc< l  Wi lk ins  $ ,a .s  no t  on l l ' toc ing l  thc  l inc ,  hc
u a.s courl ing Bobbv Suc Fostcr, although shc uas prcgnant u, i th his cousin',s
crhi ld. 

' I l tc 
Dugg,ctts ucrc u,orr ict l  al tout thcir r luughtcrs. 

' fhc 
Lrour had rnaclc

iu ,o thcr  r 'a id  an t l  run  o f f  u ' i th  t \ \ ' ( )  o f  Earncs t  Copc ly 's  sous .
Sunr rnatlc a rt tcntul n0tc of al l  ctf  thcse- i tcnrs. e.spccriul lv lhc "nc\\ 'stf i l in

tr l '  tobacc:o" Lrcing introduced bv thc "pcrfcsscrs." As hc u,as lcar irrg, hc
nrL) l ionc( l  Ch ico  as i t l c  iu rd  askcc l  h im i f  hc  had p ickc t l  r rp  anv  nrorc  cor . rn tc r lc i l
r l l ( )nc \ ' .

"Not .s incc  tha t  t ludc  lc f t  rv i th  Cht r r l cnc . "  Ch ico  s l r i t l .
"Anvthingl clse going on arouncl hcrc I  should knou i tbctut '1" Sitrn askcd.
"Yor . r  bus t in '  s t i l l s?"  Ch ico  askcd.
" l ' rn  t ry in '  no l .  to , "  S i r r r r  sa id .  "You sc l l in '  to  minor r '1 "
" l ' rn trt ' in '  not to," Chico srn i lcr l .  "You chcckin' out that nc\\ '  ' tobacco"l"

t 3 /
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"Since you mention it, I think I will," Sam said. "What do you knolv
about it?"

"Sam, you know I clon't know any'thing," Chico looked bland, "but I'd
sell rotgut to a minor before I would sell him any of that 'tobacco' those birds
are growin'. Doe.s that tell you anything?"

"dll I need to knou.," Sam replied.
Later that morning, the professor known as O'Kelly camc in for sr,rpplies

consisting mostly of sardines and socla crackers, which he paicl for u,ith a
counterfeit tcn. Chico took it without a fl icker of an eyelid. "Sam's goin' to
owe me for this," he said to himsclf as he countecl out thc chanAc.

Junc cl idn't  go insiclc aftcr Sam lcft .  Shc staycd outsidc anrl  s 'orkccl irr
hcr flou.er garden. She u'a-s busy wccrling the hollyhocks rvhcn shc fclt shc
wa.s bcing watchccl.  I t  maclc her spinc t inglc, and she fought to control rhc
suclclen msh of panic that seizc<l her. Withclut moving her hcacl,  shc cur hcr
cycs to thc right, anci shc could sc.e the shaclor,r' ol' a form stancling not r\\'c)
fcct bchind hcr back!

Making hcrsclf  turn, she starct l  straight into Shorroff 's ycl lou' ish brolrn
eyes, which were gazing at her without eithcr fear or ovcrrvccning fr icndl i-
ncss. Hc u'as just a l i t t lc ashamccl for having to a-sk a human for help. . lunc's
hearl * 'as racing so, shc ci idn't  noticc Min's col lar aroun(l his ncck at f  i rst.

"Shofloff !" shc cxclaimed in relief.
Shorty u'agged his tai l  sl ightly as i f  to say, "You u'crc cxpccting Bcss

Truman, maybc?"
June rcachctl  out to pat his hcad anrl saq,thc lacy r l ,hi tc, bloulst ir inccl,

cloth arcluncl his ncck. "What i .s this?" shc askccl rhctorical lr ' :  thcn shc
scrcamccl as shc rccognizcd Min's col lar and rcal izccl i t  u,as al l  bloodl, in thc
sarnc instant.

"Oh, rny Gocl! Min's bccn ki l lcd!" she sobbccl
Shortv stuck out his u,ounrlct l  and srvol lcn parv, uhich at f i f .st shc

ignorcd, thcn cxamincrl  morc closcly rvhcn hc pcrsistct l .  "Calrn dorr,n. lar ly,
ancl ca.sl yourcyes on this," rva-s thc nrcssugc hc sccrnccl to L'rc cornnrunit:at ing.

. lunc took onc look and ga.spcd. Thcn shc ran into thc hou.sc l 'or rrrct l icul
supplic.s. She clcancd thc u'ound with sornc of Charl ic Fostcr ' .s bcst, thcn
applied sclrnc cvi l- l rxtking puqtlc salvc that felt  good, anrl  i inul lv lrourr i l  i t  i r l t
rvi th a frcsh, clean rag. Shony cl idn't  prolcst. Hc adirptcrl  u,cl l  to Tl.C 1s lr in1l
a.s i t  was undclrtood that his inclcpcnclcncc u'a.sn't  forsaic.. lunc unrlerslotxl.
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After attending to the patient, June examined Min's bloody collar that
she had removed from Shortoff's neck. It was difficult to tell for sure if the
blood had come from Shorty's wound, or from somewhere else, and June
didn'tcare to contemplate the latter. It did seem logical that it had come from
Shorty's wound. The gold chain and medal could tell her little, except she
knew Min also hadworn the funny littlewhistle that didn'twork and the lucky
charm screu'driver on the same chain. What had happened to them?

"Oh, Shortoff, if only you could talk," she said. "Where is Min?" she
asked the dog, but he only snapped at a fly that was buzzing around his
bandage.

"Take me to her, Shorty," she ordered. Shony put his head on his paws
and closed his eyes. "I-eave me alone, lady. I've had a harcl night," was the
message he sent.

June sat on her front steps $'atching Shortoff catch up on his sleep, and
u'ishing there was some way she could find out u'hcre and hou'he had gotten
that collar. She knew Min wa-s trying to send a massagc, if only she knew
what it was. While she was deep in these thoughts, Shorty's head shot up ancl
his tail wagged almost imperceptibly. It caught June's attention; she rvatcherl
clo.sely as Shortoff struggled to his feet and. u'ithout warning or preamblr:,
starled out in the purposeful manner of a dog with a definite place to go. -lunc
followecl. Even though he was limping, shc had a tough time keeping up r.ith
h i m .

Everso often, he u,ould stop and cock his head, then continue on hi.s way.
June struggled to keep him in sight. His path led over fenccs, which June hacl
to climb, and across clitches, u'hich June had to jump. Hacl Shorry not bccn
hampered by his wouncl, June could not possibly have stayect in thc chasc. At
last, she watched him disappear into a little copse of trc.es on a nclgc.

When June got to the top of the ridge, she could sce Shortoff limp-trotting
along the edge of the u,oods straight toward Deaccln Watls' olcl bam. Hc ."r'as

being very careful notto expose himself to view from anyone at the bam..lune
followed and did likewise.

Min could tell the sun was high overheacl, because it u,as shining straight
down through the cracks between the roof shingles. She u'as sitting at the
table, apparently talking to herself.
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"Slrcft u,as the Wreck of the Ilesperus,
In the milnight and the snow!
Chri-st save us allfrom death like thLs,
On the reef of the Norman's Woe!"

Upon completion of this recital, Min ble'*' a silent blast on the u.histle.
Then took up the cadence again at the beginning,

"lt was the schctoner llesperus,
That sailed the wintry sea;
And the skipper had taken hk little daughter,
To bear him compan!, "

At the end of each verse, she gave the whistle a blast before setting out
again on the stormy sea. She had nearly lost count of the timcs she had crossecl
that sea, when she heard a familiar snuffling at the door. In only one lesson,
Shorty had learned to associate whatever sound a silent u'histle makes with
food!

"I hope you brought help, Shorty," she said, shoving the Vicnna sausages
to the crack where he could get at them. He inhaled two and Min shovccl him
a cracker to slow him down a little.

"I thought they had killed you last night, boy," Min saicl. Whcn she
reached out a hand to pat him, she felt the bandagc Junc had applicci, ancl thcrc
was no sign of her collar or chain. "Well, you found somconc to fix you up,"
she said to the dog. "l hope you brought them with you."

"Min," carne a tentative whisper, "is that you?"
Min couldn't believe her ears. "June!"
June rushed for the door, no longer tentative.
"Let me out," Min said. "I thought you would never come! I clon't knorv

howmanymore times Icould have recited 'The Wreck of the Hesperus' bcforc
I became a wreck, myself."

"Is that all you could find to do?" June asked.
"It was better than doin' nothing," Min said. "Come on, gct mc out of

here!"
"I can't. There's a hea\ry lock and I can't get it open," June rcsponded.
"Find something and knock it off before somebody comes back and f inds

you," Min said urgently.
"Who put you in here?" June asked while she searched for something to

break the lock.
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"I don't know for sure, but I think it's those perfessers."
"I knew they were up to no good."
"You thought they were pretty good when you rented thcm that field,"

Min reminded her.
"Ahal Here's an axe," June said. "Stand back." She whacked the lock

u'ith the axe, but it helcl for several hard blous before it came off thc door,
hasp and all.

Min flew out the door and into the arms of her sister. Shorty wcnt in to
get the rest of the sausages-he wasn't big on reunions.

"Let's get out of here before someone comes," Min said.
"Souncls like a good idea to me," June said, leaning the axe against the

wall .
"Going somewhere, Ladies?" Eli Watts was blocking the entraircc to the

barn. A double-baneled shotgun wa^s leveled at their waisLs.

* r t : F * *

When Sam returned to the Valley with resulLs of his morning's invcs-
tigation, he found that he had not one, but tu'o missing womcn. He kneu, there
was no time to waste.

l o l
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Inside The Heavenly Rest

fD
.1 ENtIY PLACED THE SHEETS of photographic paper in the.small tanks
of developing solution and watched the prints emerge. As the images grew
clearer, Penny's eyes widened. There were thirty-six prints altogether, most
of them wnazingly clear and, without doubt, incriminating.

After the prints had dried, she sorted them into two categories and tuckcd
the prints and corresponding negatives into two separate envelopes; onc she
wouldturn overto Elwood, the othershewouldkeep forthe time being. Those
shots had nothing to do with activities at the Heavenly Rest, anylvay.

Penny met Elwood in the cafeteria for lunch. She steered him to a table
in a back corner where they could examine the results of her early morning
work without being intemrpted. Handing him the envelope, she watched his
face as he took in the significance of the photographs. The first picture showed
an open coffin filled with small plastic bags containing a white substance.

"Is this whatDarlenesawwhen they dropped that coffin?" Elwood asked.
"Probably," said Penny.
"What's in the bags?" he asked.
"Heroin, I imagine," Penny replied. "And those are bricks of marijuana."
"Bricks?"
"That's what they call them," Penny said, pointing to the dark bags. "It

looks like all these bags are done up ready for sale and distribution."
"And the way they smuggle them around is in coffins?" Elwoocl guessed.
"What better way? No one would be stspicious of a funeral home

transporting coffins, and no one would look inside a coffin just on a whim,"
Perury reasoned.
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"Wou'," Elwood said softly.
"You haven't seen any'thing, yet," Penny stated emphatically. "Look at

the next picture."
Elwoocl flipped to the next photo and examinerl it: the picture u'as of a

man apparently removing the bags. Elwood did a clouble take. "That's-"

"Dr. Moneybags, himself." Pcnny interjected.
"Oh, bcly," Elq,oocl breathecl, "no u'onder the chief u'anted us to kcep an

eyc on the Heavenly Rest""
"Elwood, I doubt if the chief rcally knew---oh, never mincl," Permy

sighecl.
Elu,oocl lookecl puzzled. "You don't think . . . ?"
"I think that Chief Di l lard wil l  be very glad to get these pictures," Penny

said. "But that isn't  al l .  Kcep looking."
In the next onc, Dr. Money wa-s examining a small rncchanical rlevice

uncler a brighr light. "What is this?" Elwood asked.
"Probably a printing press for counter{eit money," Pcnny iursrvcrcci.

"Look at the ncxt shot."
Elu'ocxl lookecl at thc ncxl photo, which u,as a close-up shot of thc open

prcss u'ith the imprcssing plate in sharp focus. The follou'ing picture u'as

anothcrclosc-up shot that had bc'cn taken over Dr. Moncy's shoulcier showing

him lmking at lvhat appcarc'd to bc a twenty-clol lar bi l l .  Ncxt, thcrc werc l \ \ 'o
shots of peoplc gathcrccl aroun<l apparcntly u'atching a wizcnccl littlc man

with bushy hair wcaring wire-r immctl glasses, who u'as opcrating thc press.
In the backgrounrl,  not obsct-ving thc opcration, but looking squalely into thc
ci lrnera, , ' l  ls thc somc$ hat shudcd f igurc of a woman.

"That 's  Car lo t ta l  "  E lq 'ood cxc la imcc l .
" l  thought so," Pcnny said. "No*,, look at the next shot."
I t  s,as takcn frorn a cl i f fcrcnt anglc and showcd thc samc gloup, with thc

atlcl i t ion of anothcr rnan, gathcrcd arouncl thc prcss.
"Who is i t?" EI* 'ood wonclercci.
" l t ' .s harr l  to tcl l ,"  Pcnny saicl,  "but i t  maclc me think of the rrtan thcv

fishccl out of the City'  Rcscrloir a whilc track. His picturc u as in thc PirPe r."
" l ' [cy, hcrc's sorncthing elscr," Elwtxr<l saicl.  "Look $'hcrc Cariotta is

stancl ing in this picturer."
Pcnny lookctl  at thc photo. "Okay, u'hat about i t '?"
"No*',  thcn; i f  you look closcly at thc ncxt picturc, u'ouldn't  i t  havc bccn

takcn froln about whcr-c Carlotta $'as standing?"
"l  bcl icvc i t  u'ould havc," Pcnny said, after examining the two photo-

graphs carcful ly.
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"Well, the guy next to Money that you say may have been the man they
fished out of the lake . . . ?"

"What about him?"
"Do you think he might have been thc one u'ho took the first picturc, rhen

he slipped the camera to Carlotta, .w'ho took the second one ancl happenccl to
catch him in it? Either that, or they each hacl a camera," Elr.oocl saicl.

"No, there was only one camera," Penny said. "Both of thesc shots came
frorn the sane strip of negatives."

"Then they must have been working rogether, if that i.s thc ri ay il
happcncd." Elwoorl saicl.

"Well ,  they havc at lcast onc thing in common," penny said.
"What is that?"
"They are both missing," she statecl flatly, "and ar least onc o[ rhcm is

clead."

* * * * *

Whcn Sam got back to the Valley and found June, a.s u,el l  a.s Min, amorrg
the missing, he rvas dccply conccmecl. He knc*, hc ,*,a.s dcal ing u, i th a
wcll-organizcd outsiclc gang, and that i t  involvcd both countcrfci t ing and <ir lg
traff icking. Hc cl icln' t  know u,hat othcr cr imcs might bc a<lclct l ,  bur rhat wa.\
cnough. Hc was convincccl thcy u'crc dangcrous profcssional cr irninuls. l f
thosc two su'cct l i t t le olcl  ladics had stumblccl onto sornclhing, as sccmccl
l ikely, and i f  thcy had l 'al lcn into thc hanrls of thc gang, rvhich also sccrnctl
I ikcly, thcy u ould bc in great clangcr.

Thc col lcgc had bccn cluitc posit ivc in confirming that thcy hacl no onc
cxpcrirncnting l l ' i th a ncw strain of tobacco in Sugar Vallcy. So muc:h l 'or thc
"pcrfcs.scr-r." Who t 'erc they? Hc dicln' t  knot,,  but thc FBI u,a.s *,orking.n
lha t  f rom thc  dcscr ip t ion .s  he  had scnr  thcm a long * . i th  thc  phon 'b i l l  hc ' r l
gottcn from Chico. I t  * 'ould bc a fcw days lrcforc thc Burcau gol l) i rck \ \ ' i lh
h i rn ,  anr l  i t  uas  un l i kc l t , thcy  cou lc l  cornc  up  r r , i rh  a  pos i r i ve  I . [ ) .  rv i r l rou l
f ingcrlrr ints, but they rnight lcum sorncthing.

To makc  ccr la in  Aunt  Min  had no l  : rc tua l l v  tukcn  u  t r i l l  to  \ ,u lc t rn  ( . i t r , .
h c  l t ; r t l  l , r  g ( ' t  i n  l o u ( ' h  r r  i t l t  E l r i r r o t l  o r  F l o l t l .  A  c t r l l  t o  l l l r .  l l ( , s l ) i l i r l  n ( , t t ( , ( l  l l l ( .
in [o r rna t ion  tha t  E iu ,ooc l  rv l r .s  o l  f ,  l ru t  h r .g t , t  the  Phonc nurnbcr -o l  thc  W]r i t t ,
Pcacock. Elrvuri l  \ \ra.sn't  thcrc, ci thcr, but thc l l t ly *ho ansrr.cr-e(l  thc Phorrt,
u ' i r s  qu i l c  pos i t i vc  tha t  E lu .oo t l ' s  Aunt  Minn ic  Lark in  ha t l  no t  a r r i vc t i  l ' o r  a
v is i t ;  nor  uas  E l rvcnr l  cxpcc t ing  hcr .  l -h is ' , vus  uhat  Sarn  hac l  c . rpcc tc t l  lo
Ieitr-n, antl  hc didn't  Pursuc i t .  Tirrrc,,r 'a.s \ \ ' i lst ing., antl  hc kneiv hc hlul to f inr i
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her quickly, if he were going to find her at all. Now he founci he u.as looking
for two missing \r'omen, and it u'as even more urgent.

Sam kneu'the lines of this nelwork had to extend far beyond the confines
of Keowee County, but where? He wanted to ne't the u.hole giurg, if he could,
but i f  he t ipped his hand with an al l-our search and alamr, he n'oulcl bc lucky
to nab the small potatoes in the Valley. [n any case, 1op priority had to bc
finding those tu,o missing women. He coulcin' t  jcopardizc rheir saf cty in hope s
of making a larger bust.

Al l  thc:se thoughts ran through his mind as he.sat in his car in fronl of thc
Balcs calr in. Hc hacl an i i lca hon'he *,oulcl begin a thorough scurr:h u, i thoul
spooking his quarry: hc would go coon hunting with thc bo1,s trrnltn,.  tn rn.
mcantime, hc thought, i f  hc husrled he might comc up u.i th sorncrrhing on thc
gang bcforc thc FBI analyzei l  thcr information hc'cl  scnt thcm. Hustl ing ivas
a th ing  Sam d id  vcry  wc l l .  S tan ing  thc  cng inc ,  hc  hcaded back  ro  I -u thcrs i . i l l c .

Whcn hc 8ot to thc off icc, hc cal le-cl for Garcs ro bring hirn thc f i lc.s and
a l lcur rcn t  in fo rmat ion  hc .  hac l  on  p laccs  in  q 'h ich  counrcr - fc i t  b i l l s  ha t l  bcen
shou ' ing  up  la tc l ' r ' .  An  hour  and a  ha l f  la1cr ,  hc  p laccd  h is  th i ld  c t r l l  ro  Vu lcan
City that dir l ' ,  anri  found thar Chicf Wilfrc 'd Dil lalcl  was nor in rhc ol ' f icc lr t
tha t  t i rnc .

"Thc  ch ie i  a in ' t  hc rc , "  sa id  ac t ing  Scrgcant  Norby  F inch .  "Ct rn  I  hc lp?"
" l th ink  I  bc t tc r jus t  ua i t  fo r lhc  ch ic f , "  E lu 'ood sa id .
"Hc'.s gonc ovcr to thc Bug Hou--<'r,  uh, [he Mcnta] Trctrtrncnt C-cnter

to a rct ircnrcnt parr1, for Scrgcant Wiggins," Finch said. " l ' rn taking his
placc-lcmporari ly; thc scrgcant 's, that i .s, not thc chicf 's."

"Whcn t. i l l  he bc back?"
"  Hc  \ \ 'on '1  bc  back .  Hc 's  re r i r ing .  Thar 's  r r 'hv  I 'm tak ing t  h is  p lacc , "  F inch

sa i  cl .
" l  mcan thc  ch ic f , "  E l r r ,cnd  sa id .  " l ' r ' e  g { l l  s ( ) r ) tc  i rn lx r l t t rn r .s tu l ' l ' herc

lulrout thc I{cuvcnly Res-Oltcr lr t ion Boalding Hcluse Rcur:h."
" l l c l l  Rca l l y?  I  t r i cd  to  gc t  in  on  th l r r , "  F inch  exc ]u in rc t l .  "Hor i  t io  vou

gct clut '" '  l ikc thut in a place u, i th ul l  thosc l tcxrt l  looking r iorrren? Arc ul l  o[
'crn 

hol to trot '1"
" l c lon ' t  th ink  I ' rn  supposcd to  ta lk  abou l  i l , "  E l rv txx l  su i t l .  l -hc  t rL r th  \ \ ,a . \ ,

hc u oulcln' t  havc knoq,n h()\,  to atrsu er thc ( lUcstion, an),\ \ ,a\, .
" l  gr.rcss vou'rc r ight," Finch sair l ,  clcl tr l l 'cnviou.s of anvonc *,ho rva.s

pu i t l  to  l i ve  i r t  i t  uhorehousc .  "Are  I 'ou  W,2-1 '?"

tb f ,
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"No, I 'm H-36," Elwoocl said. "Floyd's tN-24,but I  don't  think I 'm
supposed to talk about that, either,"

Elwoocl was unsure of what was secret, ancl who he should be talking to
about it; however, he knew he didn't like being asked questions he didn't
know how to answer, and wasn't sure he should, even if he did know hou'.

"Sergeant, if you would just show me the chief 
's office . . . ?"

"I'm not really a sergeant, yet," Norby Finch said, "but you can call me
sergeant, if you want."

"Okay, Sergeant," Elwood said. Norby Finch swelled just a little. "Can

I just leave this on the chief's dcsk u'here he'll be sure to see it?" Elu'ood
asked.

"Sure," Finch said. "His office is up on the top floor to the right as you
get off the elevator. Sign on the door; you can't miss it. Just tell Lieutenant
Cain who you are, he'll show you."

"Thanks." Elwoocl follo*.ccl the directions Finch had givcn, and founcl
thc chief 's office with the door opcn. A vcry large man u'ith extremellr [;6x61
shouldcn was in the corner of the room where he had just placcd a filc in a
file dra*'er, He looked up as Elwocxl entererl.

"Can I help you," hc asked Elwoocl.
" l  just want to leave this for thc chief ," Elrvood said, placing thc cnvcloJr

on thc clcsk arcl turning to lcave in hopes of avoiding un)'  Inott t l i rr .st i , 'ns.
"Anything you wanl mc to tcl l  hirn? I 'm Licutcnant Cain of Honriciclc."
" l  don't  gucss so," said Elrvotxl.  "Pcnny lcft  him a nolc in thcrc that wi l l

cxplain about thc pictures and thc guy in thc lakc. Hc' l l  untlcrsLancl. I  r i , i l l
havr:1o tcl l  him about the moncy latcr."

With that, Elwocxl departed. He had to gct back to thc Whitc I 'cacock
and get rcacly for the business thcy hacl plannccl for that cvcning. Therc rvas
onc thing Elwoocl had noticct i  in Chicf Di l larcl 's off ice that bothcr-ccl hirn
somcrvhat. On thc chicf 's clesk hacl bc'cn onc of thosc l i t t lc pink "Whilc You
Were Out" mcssagc sl ips that said, "Hunrl lcy, Sherif f  Kcou,cc County cal lcd.
Retum ASAP.

Why was Sam Hund lc l  ca l l ing  thc  Ch ic f?

Thc four sccrct agcnts wcrc u'cl l  hidclcn insidc thc garage, rvuit ing for
thc l i t t le rccl sporls carto pul l  in. f- loyd and Elrvoocl rr 'orc bluck knit  caps, and
had blackcncd thcir faccs in onlcr 1o makc themsclvcs harclcr 1o clcr lcct in thc
clark. Darlcnc f lat ly rcfuscd to blai:kcn hcr facc, prcfcrr ing to takc hcr chunccs
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u'ith detection rather than ruin her complexion. She did, however, wear
low-top tennis shoes and a knit cap, like the boys. Penny, on the other hand,
unaware of these preparations, came dressed as if she were going to attend a
u'ake.

They didn't have long to wait. The sports car slid into the garage, the
door came down, and the driver stepped out. As they'd expected, it u'as the
doctor, and if he had any idea he was being observed, he gave no sign. Not
pausing to look around, he ran up the steps and went into the private entrance
from the garage.

After a brief delay to allow theirquarry ample time to get inside, Elwircd
took the lead; they crept softly up the stairs and listened. Hearing nothing,
Elwoocl tried the door. It wouldn't budge. Locked!

"What do we do now?" Darlene asked.
"Go in the front door," Floyd suggested. 'With the size of this crowd,

maybe they'll think we're plumben and no one will notice us."
Floyd had a point; the parking lot was full. Business was booming at the

Heavenly Rest.
"Mort has been real busy in surgery, lately," Penny observed, "and he

only operates on the wealthy or well-insured."
"We've got to get in there some way," Elwood said.
"Okay, let's go," Darlene said. "Maybe we can get a\\,ay with it. We do

look like plumbers."
"No. Wait a minute. There's a chance someonc will recognizc us,"

Elwoocl said. "After all, we're just right across the strcet."
The other nodded assent.
"I'll go around and open the door," Penny said. "At lcasr I'm chcssexl for

fic par1."
"Arc you crazry?" Elwood protested. "Moncy u'ould recognize you right

off the bat."
"He would more than likely dodge me," Penny disagrced. "The la-sr thing

he wanls is to be seen here by someone fmm the hospital. Besides, if hc does
see me, I'lljust say that one of the drceased was a patient of mine. As a matter
of fact, that is true."

"That makes sense," Darlene said; Floyd nodded agreemenr.
"Okay," Elwood said reluctantly. "We've got to get in somehou,. Pcnny,

do you think you will be all right going in the front door alone?"
"Sure," she said confidently. "I've be'en going in and out of lront doors

al l  my l i fe."

t o /
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"Then get on around there. We'll wait ten minutes, and if you haven't
opened the door by then, *'e'll come in and get you-Money or no Money.
Don't forget; these guys are dangerous," Elu'ood said seriously.

"I have known Money was dangerous from the first time I sarv him
operate," Penny said.

"You know what I mean," Elwood said.
"Yes, I know," Penny said quietly. "I'm just trying to give mysclf

courage."
"Just be careful," Floyd said.
"Okay, hang on. See you in a jiff." She left the garage by a side exit.
The others waited anxiously while the second hand of Elu'oocl's watch

ate up the allotted time. Floyd's Atlanta bargain watch only ran in fits and
starts, so they wisely used Elwood's. Just as timc was running out, thc cloor
rattled and Penny stuck her head out motioning thern in.

"What took so long?" Elwood demznded.
"Did Money see you?" Floyd asked.
"Nope," Penny answered Floyd's question. "He was nowhere to be

seen."
"Then what kept you?" Elwood insisted.
"Had to potty," Penny said.
"Me, too, now that you mention it," Elwood said. "Whcrc is it?"
Penny pointed up the hallway toward the front. "About thrcc doors on

your left," she said.
"Be right back," Elwood said. "Wait here."
"Diabetics get sudden urges," Penny explained, "and when you gotta go,

y o u g o t t a . . . . "
They waited nervously. Rich strains of carpet-muted organ music f loatccl

down the hall from a room toward the front. While the dirgc occupiecl their
minds. it did little to ease their tension. ln a few minutes. Elwood was back
and he, at least, did look less strained that before.

"Where to?" Darlene whispered.
"This way," Floyd said. "I want to see what's in that back room whcre

the light burns late at night."
They moved stealthily down the hall, Floyd in the lcad followed by

Darlene and Penny, and Elwood bringing up the rear. As they werc passing
the stairway, a dooropened at the head of the stairs and a man emergecl. From
the room, Dr. Money's voice called, "I want them there in ten minutcsl Gct
Rodin. too."
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"Okay, Boss," the man answered, and hurried do'*m the stairs. When he
reached the bottom, he turned toward the front of the building and failed to
see the quaflet of spies lurking frozen in the shaclows behind the stair'well.
Perhaps the blackface was effective after all.

Peeking out to see if the coast was clear, Floyd again led the expedition
do*'n the hall. Elwood was rear guard. Floyd paused at the intersection of the
back hallu'ay, and cautiously peered around the corner to make sure no one
wa^s coming from that clircction. It was at that moment Elwood became aware
of the figure standing behind him. He stiffened and froze whcn he felt the jab
of a hard object in his ribs. He slowly raised his hands and turncd around.

A fct'blocks au'ay in a neighborhood park, the Clcan Govcrnmcnl parly
was prcparing for i ls big ral ly. While the cancl idates minglecl u' irh the
cror,r 'd-shaking hancls, kissing babies and making promiscs-a rcd hot bancl,
lccl by a one-eyed dangerous-looking Cajun, u'as u'hipping up cnthusiasm and
attracting more people.

Blazes from a dozcn bonfires crcated dancing ref lect ions on campaign
signs, most of u,hich proclaimed unboundcd ardent sup1xrrl  for "SONNY:

THE PEOPLE'S CHOICE." Thc most imaginative of the po.stcrs .shou'ccl a
smil ing blow-up of Sonny swinging into thc mayor's off icc u. i th onc hund on
a grapevine, ancl the other gripping a paper t i t led, REFORMS. A bcerlc-
browcd cartoon f igurc of a fat rat ran for covcr. Thc rcrl, whitc and bluc caprion
rcad, "Gct In Thc Swing With SONNY."

Thc Associat ion of the Mothcm of thc Unknou,n Soldicrs gavc un
quali f ied backing, and u'ere circulat ing through thc throng sol ici t ing f iscal
cvidcncc of support from the bcttcr-hcelcrl.

Mischa and several other members of Madamc Zarrltla's band ri,erc
circulat ing through thc crou'd, also, col lect ing donations frorr pcoplc u'ho
had no idca they werc donating.

Sonny Dorf wasn't the only Clean Govcrnment candidatc prasent, but he
wa-s the most pncminent. All wcrc to be givcn opportunity to plc-sent their
ca-ses to the public, and to flail their opponents unmcrcifully. A great tleal of
Viewing with Alarm was anticipatetl, following u'hich a torchlight parade
wa^s to wander through the strcerts terminating at "City Haul," rvhcre more
specrhes, enumcrating the vi(ues of the CGP candidatcs antl thc shorlcom-
ings of thc incumbents, would bc givcn.
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A Manifesto demanding the resignation of the entire City Govemmenl
would be nailed to the door of the Hall. Hou'ever. those most likely to be
affected by the demands would not be present. "City Haul" u'ould be cmpty,
its occupants attending rallies of their ou'n; but one may always hope.

The band ended its program with a rousing rendition of "When the Saints
Go Marching ln," during which the banjo player crashed the instrumen! over
his own head creating a simulated halo. Following that crescenciic finale, the
speakers mounted the platform to a thunderous ovation. The Speaker rappeti
his gavel, and afterseveral more minutes of gavel-rapping, the crowd gradual-
ly grew quiet.

The waterpitcher on the speaker's stand u'as f illecl with pure, double-run,
aged-over-the-weekend, Georgia Moon. Ex-PFC Durward P. Hicks, USA,
had taken certain matters into his own hands.

The speeches tonight promised to be rousers.

* * * * *

Chief Wilfred Diilard was fagged out by the time he wa-s able to return
to his office. The afternoon had been a shambles. It was the first time he had
ever had to preside over the retirement of an officer with such fragilc and
questionable compos mentis. Sergeant Wiggins was still given to crying jags
interspersed with fits of uncontrollable laughter. This had a tendency to spoil
the timing of the chief 's jokes, and generated some serious problems tluring
his presentation speech. It was a real pain in the neck when the gucst of honor
laughed during a serious moment and broke out in a torrent of weeping at his
best story. Consequently, he had spent most of the aftetnoon altematcly
comforting the Sergeant as they relived the good times, and laughing with
him through the tragedies.

The doctor assured Dilland that, although the case wasn't hopeless, a cure
would take time. When he last saw Wiggins, the sergeant was guffawing at a
patient in a wheelchair. There was something about a broken leg that just set
him off.

The chief didn't spend much time at the office. When he returneci, it was
nearly fiveo'clock. He riffled through the pictures Elwood had left, but dicln't
read the note explaining them. He stuck the whole batch in his bricfcase. He
would check by the White Peacock to see if they had seen any morc burglars,
and if he felt like it, he would look at the folder of photos tonight; if not, he
would look at them tomorrow mornins after he returned that shcriff 's call.
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He might have spared himself a ferv sulprises had he rcad the note and

examined the pictures a little more closely at the time, and if her had retumed

Sam Hunclley's call then.

* * * * *

El*'ocxl 's hands were sl i l l  in the airwhen the l i t t le man with gold-r immed

glasses apologizcd for having stuck his f ingcr in Elu'ood's r ibs. "Oh, pardon
mc," the man saicl, "l was just u'ondering if thc rcstroorn is in orcler."

"Rcstroom?" Elwocxl asked. hands st i l l  in thc air.
"Yes, the mcn's room. You are plurnbcrs, aren'1 you?" lhc nran asked.

"l ' r ,e got to go rcal bad, turcl I  t l idn't  $'ant to go i f  i t  rva.s out of or 'cler."
"Oh, no," Elu'oocl saici,  " i t  works f inc; I  was just thcrc."
"Thank you vcrJ'  rnuch," hc said. "Uh, rvhcrt is i t?"
"Around thc comcr, thircl  door on your r ight."
"Oh,  thank  you.  You u ' i l l parc lon  Inc  i f  I  hur ry ,  won ' t  you?"
" Srr re ,  " El u ootl  su i t l .
Thc l i t t lc man pauscd unccrlainly. "Uh, Sir?"
"Yes," Elu'oocl rcpl icx|.
"Er-, you can put your arms clo*n nou,, if you u'ant to," he saicl, bcforc

turning and hurrying doq,n thc hal l .
"You scnt him to thc lacl ies' room, Elu'ocxl," Penny said.
"Hc shouldn't  havc scarcrl  me," Elu cxrd said.
"Con',c on, you 1wo," Darlcne whispcre<l. "Wc haven't got al l  night!"
" l  think this is thc room right hcr-c," Floycl said soft ly.
Thcrc u,as a vcry clim light shou,ing undcr thc door. Thcy listcnccl

intcntlv, but hcarcl no sounrl.  Floyd pcckcd through thc kcvholc ancl.sau'no

onc, so hc turncd thc knob slou,ly ancl crackccl thc dtxrr vcrt,  sl igh t lr ' .  On closcr

in.spcction, the roorn provcd to bc crnpt\ ' .  Therc *crc trro t :off ins on rol l ing

stlnds placcrl  r tgainst thc ncar u'al l .  Against thc far * 'al l  \ \  t ts a ro\\ '  of l trkcrs

of thc t lpc found in drcssing rf i)ms at bath houscs. A lortg bcnch sat in front

of thc lockcrs. Thcrt u,t ts a marblc slab in thc centcr of thc rocint,  ancl scvcral

chairs scaltcrccl at randorn. A pharmacist 's scalc rvas on thc tablc.
" l ' l l  bct this is u'hcrc thcy unload and ucigh out thc t lo1r," Pennv saicl.
"Lct 's takc a pcck in thosc caskcl.s," El* 'ood suggcstcd.
" l lch, do ue rcal lv havc to?" Pcnny askccl.  Thcn shc an.su'crct l  hcr ou'n

(|- lc.s1ion. "Yc.s, I  gucss $c r lo."
Lif t i rrg thc l i t l  ol ' the nci ircst onc, hc founcl i t  cmpty. Floyt l  lookctl  in the

othcri  i t ,  lo(),  \ \ 'o.s cl l l l ) tY.

171



172 CarrollGambrell

"I  bet this is what today's batch came in," Darlene said.
"We've seen about al l  there is to sec here; let 's see q,hat 's in somc of the

othcr rooms," Penny proposecl.
"Sounds l ike a good idea," Darlenc said.
Penny peeped out the door to se.e if the coast was clear, quickll, jcr-kcrl

hcr head back in, and closed the door. "Hicle quick!" she hissccl.  "Therc's
some men coming!"

What follou'ecl was the fastcst game of hide-ancl-scck ever pla1.'cd. Flol'cl
and Elrvood each enclcd up in a coffin; the girls found empt)/ lockcr\ .u'rcl

closed their cloors just i$ the men enlcrccl the room and srvitchccl on thc
overhead fluorescent, floocling the room u,ith light.

ln thc mad scramblc, Penny had lost a shoc, which wa.s lvin-q just in front
of the locker bcnch. Shc prayecl i t  .r ,ouldn't  bc sccn.

Money cntcrrd thc room fol lol .cd by thc man u,ho had conrc clo*n thc
stairs *.hi lc thcy hid unclcr thcm. A morncnt latcr, thrcc or four orhcrs f i lct l
in. Darlcne and Pcnny coul<l scc through thc vcnt louvcrs o1't lrc l trkcrs, u.s
Moncy .sat on thc rnarblc tablc anrl  thc rcst pul lct l  up chairs, or.sror_rr l .  .{  t l r i l ,
caclavcrous man u,i th banrlagcs on his hanrl.s sat on thc lockcr bcnch r i i r t 'ct l l
i n  i rcn t  c l f  Pcnny .  I i  hc  lookcd t lo ln ,  hc  r l i rqh t  d iscovcr  l rc r  shoc l

Whcn Dar lcnc  no t iccd  lhc  l )an t lagcs  or t  [hc  b ig  rn ln ,  an t l  i t l so  on  a  .sn  ur l  le  r ,
f la t - faccr l  n ran  uho sa t  on  a  cha i r  f l c ing  Dr .  I \4 t lnc r ' ,  she  kncu r i  hc rc  t i rc
grca.sc frorn thc smoking 1x)t ha(l  luntict l  l t rsr night.

Thc u, i thcring starc rvi lh r ihic:h I \4ont 'r 'grcctcd his rrrr l icncc rnight lruvt,
pcclc<l thc paint r ight off  thc plastcr ' .  I lc r i ,as not happv. Thc rrrcn st irr. t , t l
uncornfonablv ancl lcxrkcrl  do$'n. Thc big rnan sl)ottc( l  thc shoc i int l  pic:kt, t l  i t
up .  Pcnny  qroanc t l  inu ,arc l l v .  Hc  t l i r ln ' t  : ; i1 \ ,  unv th ing ,  o r  t lo  anr , th in lg .  I l c  jus r
tappcd i t  l i i l h t l t ' i n  l r i - .  h t tnd ,  thcn  p luce t l  i t  on  t i rc  bcnch lxs i t l c  h i r r r .  N .J . ' r rey
s1l, rkt ,

"You pcop lc  ca l l  r ,ourse l r .es  p ros ! "  Euch n l in  rccc iv r t l  i t  h l r r r l  look : r . l rch
onc  o [  thorn  < l roppcc l  h i .s  cvc .s  in  tu rn .  N, l t lncv  $ ,cn t  t tn ,  " l s t .n t l  l \ \ . \ )  ( ) l ' \ ( )u  t ( )
tub Llul- a cock roach-a corl  crct l  cctk roach. a1 I h at-.an(l  l rc nr., l tr l t ,  q( )t  l t \ \ . i r \ , .

The i i t t l r :  man u i th  thc  banr l l r iqcc l  hunt ls  c : l c i t rcc l  h i .s  th ro t r t  l s  i l ' l o  sPcuk ,
thought bcttcr of i t  ancl remlincrl  si lcnt.

" l f  Ba ld l 'hac ln ' t  hapPcncr l  a l .ng  anr l  *  ingc t l  h im * .hcn  hc  * ,c . i  , r . t , r .  lh r
fcncc ,  hc  u 'ou l r l  havc  rnac lc  i t ,  and  wc a l l  rn igh t  l r t ' ta lk in1 l  to  thc  cops  t .n i1 l l r r .
I  t c l l  you  to  pu l  h im in  concrc tc  an t l  t lu rnP h in r  in  thc  lukc ,  un< l  lh r r t , t i r r ' s
la tc r ,  hc  f lo i r ts  t ( )  thc  top .  Thc  c r iPs  arc  on  lhe  cu .sc ,  an t l  r rc ' l l  bc  luckv  i l ' t l re i
( lon't  tracrc hirn hcre."
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The f lat-f aced man spoke up this time, " lt would havc be:en f inc if Angcl
hacln't folgot to put monar in with the sancl."

"You got me in a huny, Augie," the big man said. "You know I clon't  clo
gocxl in a hurry."

A iook from Money haltetl the exchangc. He continrrc'ti, "l te ll 1'ou to gcr
grab a dame u'hose business is getting grabbetl by men, ancl shc gives you thc
sl ip. I  scncl you 1o r i f lc a room, and you cornc back empty."

"Boss, I-" Augie started.
Moncy cut him off. "l send you to torch thc placc, antl vou gcl toir.srt:Ll.

You can't  cvcn do a simple thing l ike unloading a couplc of coff ins u' i thout
c|rpping clne ancl shou,ing the rvholc norld what u'as in i t .  Whv dicln' t  f  ou
just cal l  thc nc$'spapcr anrl  lct them take a picture?"

"Boss, I  thought that damc across the slroct wls the broai l  upstairs. I t
rnar lc  n rc  ju rnp , "  Angt l  sa id .

" l ' l l  nrakc you jump, i f  you pu)l an)'  morc clumLr stunl.s," Nloncy thrclrt
c r i cc l  h i rn .

"You can ' t  k i l l  a  ru t .  Y t iu  can ' t  p ick  up  a  u ,horc .  You c ran ' t  s t r i kc  a  n ra tch .
You cln'1. rnix a clab of concra'tc," hc gavc thcm al l  his rt tost ntcnttcing glarc.
" l  *  an I  io  knou '  what  I  am pay ing  you fo r l "

Thc rnan r i ' i th thc brist l l ' rnr.rstachc tprai lcd tts N' loncr"s gitzc l t t tr tcci

to rvar r l  l r in r .  " l ' n rno t lc t t ing) 'ouo l l , c i ther ,  Rot l in , "  Moncr  ac l rnon is l tcc l , " r 'ou
l re  up  lhc rc  runn ing  thc  p rcss ,  and yo t r  l c t  h i rn  t l t ke  p ic tu rcs  o f  Lhc  $ho lc
sr ink ing l  ( )J )c r i l t ion .  I 'm surpr i . sc t l  \ \ ' c  a rcn ' t  on  thc  f ron t  pages  o l -eve11 '
r re \ \ ' sJ ) l rJX ' r  in  thc  count tn ! "

"  I  r l i t i n ' t  knoq,  hc  u  as  lak ing  thcrn ,  Dr .  N4oncv , "  the  o l t l c r  rn lu t  s l i i t l  *  i th
sorne r l igrr i l r ' .  Bccause hc cngravcd thc J)lalcs ancl rt tn thc prcss, I lot l in *t ts

cons i t l c rc r l  u  spcc i i t l i s t  in  h is  f i c ld ,  anr l  u 'as  g r -an ter l  a  cer ' t i t i t t  i r t t l r )Lu l t  L ' l
I u  t i t  u t l e  .

B t ' fo r -e  Moncy  con l r l  rcp lv  an t l  n tuch  to  thc  rc l i c l 'o l ' thc  n rc t t  b r ' in ; l
f tr l ' lct l  ()r 'e r thc coals thcrc * 'as I ral) ()n thc t loor.

"What clo \ 'ou want?" N' loncy ycl lct l .
" . lusl car.tc to gct lhosc tu,o st i f  fs, Boss," a voicrt sl t i t l .
"Ctirnc on in," l \ ' loncl .said.
Thc r loor opcncd rtnt l  four Incl l  ci lnle in. " l  gtrcss Al lr t ' r t  glot t l tcrt t  i r t  tht '

col ' f  ins, l l l  r ig ' .ht. ," onc of lhc nrcn saicl.
"Whcrc is Al lxrr '}" N4oncy inquirct l .
" l  huicn't  sccn hirn," thc rnan anstcrct l ,  " l l t t t  hc u'as supposctl  to l t l tvc

lhenr reutl) , .  frolks i trc gathcring and uc nccd to gct thcrn L)ul thcrc. Shrxrld

I ln ,c  l rccn  i tn  hour  a r .o .  I ' l l  chcck  thc  co f f ins , "  hc  sa id .
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Floyd lay perfectly still, held his breath and prayed as the lid was cracked,
and an eye peeped in briefly; then the lid was closed once more. "They're in
there, all right," saidthe attendant, notbothering tocheck Elwood's temporary
haven. The attendant can't be blamed too much for failing ro spor trouble, He
had no acquaintance with the deceased, or the living, for that matrcr. He was
looking for a body, and he saw one.

"Okay, get them on out of here," Money said irritably, motioning towarcl
the tu'o coffins against the u'all.

Darlene and Penny watchecl through the vents as Floyd anct Elwoo<l q,crc
trundled out. What now?

Money spoke again when the cloor had closctl .  "Al l  r ight. I 'vc gor to go
check on the other project before things get screwed up therc, too. Do you
think you ciin manage until I gct back?"

"What about the dzune upstairs, Boss?" Augie askecl.
"Don't clo anything unti l  I  gct back, you undcrstand? We may neccl hcr,

yet," Moncy said.
"What about the Whitc Pcacock?" Angcl askcd.
"tf  you can f igurrc out how to str ikc a match u' i thour gcrt inl t  yt iurscl l '

k i l icd, go ahead and torch thc place. On scconcl thought, torch i t  i ln1,11,nu,"
Money saicl.  "Just don't  burn this place clow.n in thc bargain."

"Ycs, Boss," Augie saicl.  "Where aro you going?"
"To Luthemvil lc," Moncv said. "The y've got a couple of problcrn.s thcrc,

anci I'vc got to decide ho$'to gct rid of thern. I clon't knorv u,hy I'vcr got an\,
of you peoplc, when I havc to do cvcrything my.sclf ."

Turning to Baldy, he said, " l  want you to clr ivc for mc. I t 's a long tr ip."
"Ckay, Boss," Baldy agreed. "Who'l l  bc in chargc u,hi lc wc'rc gonc?"
"Nobody. Wc'l l  only bc gone a coupit:  of clays," Monc)y said. . , l f  thcv

u.i l l  just slccp that long, cvcrything wil l  bc f inc."
"You guys hcard hirn," Bal i ly said. "Stay quict.  Stay lori , ,  anri  .stay our

of troublc."
"No prob lcm,"  Aug ic  sa id .
" Right," Angel agrcccl.
Thcrc u'a-s an audible sigh of rcl icf u'hcn M.ncy antl  Bald1, lcl t  thc .r.rn.

A fcu' minutcs latcr, thcy hca,r l  thc car cnerinc sta11. Th.:n thc cl ir  t l ro'c oul
ancl thc garage i loor closcrl .
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Cause And Effect

O*r rtr*G ABour SQUIRRELS is that they gnau,. Like their cousins
thc chipmunks, beavers, porcupines, and mice ancl rat^s of all dcscriptions,

they gnaw. lt is not only habitual and instinctivc, it is necessary to thcir

well-being. Their front teeth grow like fingcrnails, and if thcy didn't keep

them trimmed by constant gnawing, their teeth might eventually grou' right

through the top of their heads. As far as is known, no one has ever secn a

squirrei with teeth growing through the top of its head. But that is the theory.
Any way you look at it, no one would contest the fact that scluin'cls rank

high on the list of world champion gnawers. They gnaw cverything: rvoocl,
leather, hickory nuts, pine cones, and sometimes the insulation off olcl u'iring.

Squirrels don't usually do that, especially if plenty of acorns are available,

but in a puckish or inquisitive mood, nothing may be consiclercd bcyoncl them.

Squirrels, not being a malicious breed, might well gnaw insulation as a means

of satisfying the curiosity of one of Nature's most active creatures. At least

that is the feeling shared by certain animal lovers. Harassed homeow'ncrs are
more apt to viewthem as "pesky limb-rats," and let loose a chargc of bird.shot,
often to their own disadvantage, if the squirrel happens to be inside the attic
at the time.

Such a squirrel with an inquiring mind lived in the attic of the White
Pcacock. This particular squirrel was a real Nosy Parker, until he discovercd
firuthand the live wire inside the insulation he gnawcd and, while it didn't
roast him, it did knock him a double loop, cure his appctite for elcttrical
insulation, and satisfy his curiosity about u'iring in general. Nol enough u'irc
hacl been cxposcd to cause a short circuit in a thirty amp fu-se, but thcrc was
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enough to generate a rather warm spot beneath a long-abandoncd pigeon's
nestjust inside the attic's louver.

Several days had passed since the squirrel had done his thing. As rhe
warm spotgrewwarmer,thepigeon's nest grewdrier, until itw'as onIy amatter
of time before the flashpoint was reachetl.

On the night in question, it grew from warm to hot. The age olcl principle
of cause and effect \4/as, once again, about to be demonstrated in spectacular
fashion. A wisp of smoke curled upward from the pigeon's nesr.

* * * * r l .

At the CGP Rally in the Park, it wa-s being demonstraled thar rhc
temperaturc of the speeches rose in direct proportion to the fall of thc lcvel of
liquid in the water pitcher. There, too, the flashpoint u'as rapiclly bcing
approached.

The catalyst that pushed it over the top \\'as a tub-thunrping rouscr b1'
Julius Caesar "Sonny" Dorf, Jr., CGP candiclate for mayor, and last slrcakcr
on thc program. Sonny's ardent oration might havc cvokecl comparison to
William Jennings Bryin's famous "Cross of Golti" spccch, hacl he not
switched over to paraphra-se a specch by an earlier, m.ore famou.s orator.

"And in conclusion," he prepared to hurl  his f inal l ightning bolcl,  " l  say,
uh, give me, ah, er, (he momentari ly lost his train of thoughr) Oh, ycs (hc
responded to Marsha's prompting) Give me a library, or givc rne wcalth!"
(Not exactly, Marsha thought, but close enough). So saying, he brought his
fist down hard on the rostrum, catapulting the now-empty pitcher into rhe
audience, bringing a cheerfrom the crou'd.

Even the most talented performer will tell you that tcn perccnt talent, ancl
ninety percent showmanship will win the crowd every time. Sonny's pedor-
mance confirmed the rule. The banging of the fist wiu the cuc for the rrusty
Durward Hicks to "go over the top" as it were, and trigger thc prcviously
planned impromptu and spontaneous parade. While Marsha stood on the
platform calling for a march on "City Haul" to "throw the bums out," Hicks
was passing out torches to his well-primed torchbearers.

Grabbing the last one for himself, he ran to what appcarerd ro be thc hcacl
of the milling mob and led it off. apparently Hicks' peoplc hacl clippctl intcr
the Georgia Moon as deeply as had Hicks, himself , for the paracler took off in
the wrong direction. Marsha followed, frantically flailing hcr anns ancl
yelling. "Not that way, you nincompoops!" Her shouting was to no avail, rurcl
it took three blocks to catch the leaders, turn the parade aroun<l and head it in
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the r ight dircct ion. By the t ime i t  rcturned to i ts original staft ing placc, i t  had
lost sevcral contingents. some had simply become discouraged and gone
home: others \vere enthusiastically marching off towad paras unknown, and
\\,clc ncvcr hearcl from again.

Howcver, a faithful coterie of die-harcLs remained to storrn City Hall, if
they could find someone to lead them to it, or at leir^st point thc way. Once
arain, lighted by torches and lit by Georgia Moon, the rcdoubtable ex-PFC
Dunvard P. Hicks stepped out, r ' i th Manha making surc hc cl idn'1strav. The
detcnninctl group marched au'ay to the strains of "Happy Days Are' Hcrt
Again" a-s rendered by the One-eyecl Cajun's band over spcakcrs attached to
thc back, sides and top-rcar and front--of the much-traveled grccn var.

CGP Chairman Arthur Suclds, accompanie<l by the rncdia, u,as supposccl
to be'*'aiting for them at their destination.

He'd bctter be, Marsha thought grimly.
Gidcon's Army sal l ied fodh to oust the Philadelphians.

: S * * * *

Floyd ancl Elwood heard thc voiccs clcarly, ancl cxpcricncccl a hclplc.ss
feel ing u'hi ler being lrundled away. Pcrhaps, i f  thcy coukl avoid dctcct ion
thcmselve's, they rvoulcl gct a chancc to come back for the gir ls, latcr, provir lct l
thc gir ls u'ercn't  discoverccl in the mcantime. For their par1, thc gir ls l lv lo*
l ikc Brc'r Rabtr i t  in the Briar Patch.

Scparatcl l ' ,  Floyrl  ancl Elrvood cach conclu<lcd that thcir t)cst chuncc
rvoulcl be to pray that: (A) Thcv rvr:rc involvcrl  in closcd clskct prcrccctl ing.s;
or (B) Barl ing that, no onc u'ould rccognizcr thern, i f  thc1, rcnraincrl  pelfcct)r '
st i l l :  or (C) At lcast lct them l ie in statc in thc'samc rotxn

Praycr "C" \\/ils ansltverc(l They u,crc cach placcrl in itn alcove orr
opposite sides of a large room. Apparcntly, thc Hcavcnlv Rcst ' ,va.s l  bi t
croq'clct l  that cvening, ard cl id not havc cnough privutu r iu\\ ' i l l t  r i ' { 'nr5
ava i lab lc .

Pctition "A" *.as flatly denicd. Thc lid-s u,crc lifted, and thc Lxrys in
blackfacc makc-up \vcrc on vicu.. Whilc thc attcn<lants adjusted the vci l .s, circh
lay prcrfcct ly st i l l ,  and praycd that a kind Providcnce rnight vet ( lc 'crcc lhal
"8" above nl ight bc grantcd. I t  scr:metl for a fcu'momcnt.s, at lcast, that this
praycr migh1, indeed, be answcrccl.  Certainly the attcnr. lant.s gavc no sign of
rccognit ion, and thc mourncni bcgan to f i lc past the bics.

About a dozen or so had vicwctl Flo1,d u'hcn hc ovcrhcarrl a rnalc voicc
saying, " l  thought your Aunt Myrl lc 's husband wa.s a whitc man."
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"He was," catne a female whisPer.
"Then who is that in the coffin, Al Jolson?" came the rejoinder.

"What!" said the female voice.
"Well, go take a closer look."
Floyd prepared to bail out.
Elwood was having similar luck.
"We must be in the wrong place," said a hoarse whisper. "That's surc

not old Max."
"That's what the card on the flowers say," someone protestcd. "That must

be Max."
"Max is Jewish," came the hoane rejoinder.
"What are you tryin' to tell me-this guy ain't circumcisecl? How can

you tell? You got x-ray vision, Superman?"
"It don't take x-ray vision to see this guy ain't Jewish, dummy."
"Then who the hell is he?" croaked the first voice.
"How would I know? I ain't a Rabbi," said the other.
Elwood didn't follow that whole conversation, because his attention \r'as

behg drawn toward the strains of a band playing "Happy Days Are Here

Again" coming closer and beginning to challenge the dirge being plal'ed 6n

the organ. The tune was not exactly in keeping with thc somber occasion

inside. Elwood's attention was brought back to the moment at hand, horvever,

when a ratherhefty, near-sighted woman wearing inch-thick glasses lifted the

veil. Squinting at him almost nose to nose, her wheezingly laborccl brcathing,

heavy perfume, and lavender-scented face powder proved to be too much.

Elwood cracked one eye and loosed a sneeze that sent the woman reeling

halfway across the room.
She screamed, "Max is Alive!" and fainted dead away, almost crushing

a skinny little man in horn-rims who was standing behind hcr.

Elwood, deeming the time ripe for vacating the premises, lcapcd from

the casket tojoin Floyd, who had about a half-step on him as thcy raced for

the door, just one jump ahead of a mob of people who wanted to be elscwhere

on Judgment Day.
In the meantime, back in the lockers, Penny and Darlcnc werc sweating

out their own problem. Angel, Rodin and Augie continued to sit arouncl thc

room talking.
"What are you going to do while the Boss is gone, Augie," Angel asked,

tapping Penny's shoe on the bench.
"Nothin', that's what," Augie said. "Absolutely nothin'."
"What about vou. Rodin?" Aneel asked.
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"I'm going to ke.ep my e,ve on you t*-o. In ca-se he asks, I'm going to

know every move you make," R<xtin said.
"Well, that won't be a ptoblem as far as I'm concerned," Angel said,

"because I'm not goin' to make many movcs." He tapped at the head of a nail'

u,hich hacl u'orked out of the bench, with the hec'l of Penny's shoe.

Penny, from hcr hicling place in the lockcr, hoped he t'ouldn't ruin the

shoc beforc hc got rhrough playing u'ith it. Rcxlin, on thc other hancl, wa-s

annol et l  hy thc constanl ncrv()us tapping.
"Angcl, if you're going to do nothing, I u'ish you u'oulcl start by not

tapping that shoe on o'eryhing in sight," Rocl in saicl ini tably. "You are

clliving rnc 1o thc bonkcrs."
"Driving you to thc bonken? That's a funny thing to say' ' '  Angcl laughed

his rxrnclerous ha ha.
"Whcrc't l  you gct that shoe, Angel?" Augie askccl.  "[ t 's driving mc nuts'

loo."
" l t  u as hcrc on thc f loor," Angcl saicl.

LIh oh, hcrc i t  conrcs, Pcnny thought, gct rcacly' ,  Darlcnc
"Lct nrc scc that," Augie said, taking the shoc and looking atountl .
"You think sorne thing's rvrong?" Roti in a.skcd, pol ishing his gl i t .sses i incl

rcaching l 'or thc shoc.
"-fhcrt ain' t  been no clarncs in hcrc," Augic said. "What's goin' on here ?"

Augic's rnanncr had affcctcd both Angtl  and Rocl in, who bcgan tr l  lcxlk

lrror-rnt l  suspici ouslr, .
Po in t ing  to  the  lc rkc rs ,  Aug ie  sa i t l ,  "Look  in  thcr -c ,  Angc l . "

Pcnnl,arrcl Darlcnc braccd. Angcl approachctl  thc lockcrs, but ju.st a.s hc

rcachcrl for thc cioor to L)arlcnc's lcr:ker, hc u'as frozcn for a rnorncnt by the

sorrncl of panclcmoniurn coming f lorn the l ' ront of thc bui lding.

t.ooking at Augie, hc said. "What is tha-" Banl! Hc got no furthcr.

Durlcnc f lung opn thc lockcr cloor in his facc, bleaking his nosc Ior probably

thc clcvcnth t irnc, ancl blootl  splattcrerl .
Pcnny u'a-s not slou' off thc rnark. Shc shot out of hcr lclckcr' snlttchc'ti

hcr shoc off thc bcnch r i  hcrc Angcl had lcft  i t ,  ancl racc'cl  Augic for thc cioor.

Augic got thcrc [ irst and blockcd hcr path.
"  I ' l a  ! "  hc  sa id .
"Ha l  Youmcl f , "  Pcnny  1 'c l l cd ,  an t l  dc l i vc rcd  a  k ick  tha t  caught  h i rn

srluurcly in rhc crotch. Augic t loublct l  oYcr. l{c wi ls out of thc garnc, but shc

cmckctl  him ovcr thc cyc with thc spikc hccl she hclt l  in hcr hand, l ln\ ' \ \ 'a)r.

Dl ir lcnc * as hitvinLt lr  l i i t lc roughcr t imc. Angcl rva.s slo*'  and durnb and

r ig r rn t le ( I ,  l )L l t  i l s  thc  t loor  u 'as  b lockcd b1 'Aug ic  and Pcnn l ' ,  shc  c t tu l t ln ' t
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maneuver quite fast cnough to stay out of his gra.sp. Hc grabbed he r ancl * 'as
going for her lhroat, when .shc pul led a surprisc that was almost ccrlain tcr
make him lose his grip. She threrv up on him. That scnt him into the corncr
gagging. Thcn, u, i th Pcnny, shc bohc.cl for the cloorrvay thal u,as nos, clear.
A plaint ive voice stoppeci thcm.

"What about mc, ladies?" I t  wa-s Rocl in.
"What about 1'ou?" Darlcnc askctl .
" l-ook," hc said, " l  rva.s hircd to engravc thc platcs ancl run th1: prcss. I

don't  do rviolencc: but thcy vi l l  c1o *. iolencc on mc, i f  thcy think I l ic lp vou.
Pleasc t ic rnc up."

Angcl and Augic werc shon,ing signs of rccovcry. "No r imc run f or i t  l"
Penny yel led as Angcl ci irne toward thcm and made a lungc. Rodin t 'un r i  i lh
thc gir ls into thc hal l  ancl toward the front. Hcaring thc clamor in thul r l i rcct ion.
Darlcnc boltcd for the stairs, pul l ing Pcnny aftcr hcr. Rodin fol lo\\ 'e( l  . iusr r)s
Angcl antl  Augic crncrgcd into thc hal lu,ay, pisrols dra*,n, ancl bloorl  in l l rcir '
cvcs-anc l  in  Angc l ' s  casc ,  on  h is  nosc . ' f ' hc r ' .n ' rppcr l  o f f  u  coup l r  o l '
uns i l t ' n t ' t ' t l  sho ts  u t  rh t '  fug i r i v t .s .

Across  t hc  s t r cc t ,  t he  p i ; t con ' s  ncs t  b l ossomcr l  i n t o  f l a rn r ' ,  r i h i ch  t l r r i c k l r
sp r cad  1o  t i r n l t c r s . sc i t sonc t l  b l  n i nc t r , \ ' e i l r s  ( ) f  i r l l i c ' hc l t  i n  t l r t ' so r r l h rn r  s r r n .

Up  t hc  s t r c t ' t  r l a r chc t l  t hc  C l c t r n  ( l o r t ' r - n rnc ' n l  P l i r l r ' s  r i c l l  p i t r r r n t ' t 1 .
spon lane ( ) t r s  t o r ch l i r l h t  P l r t t l c .  l e i l  l x , t hc ' r ' e c l o r rb l l r b l t ' L ) r r r u  l r t l  P .  i I i r ' k s .  r i  l r l
qa , s  l t c i ng  c l l r s c t l  l r r  l t  b ro l r l  h i 1 t 1x ' i i  non lu t  i n  l t ' nn i s  sho t ' s  s i t oL r l i n r t ,  " \ ' i , L r

l - u rnc t l  on t ' l r l o ck  l oo  so ( ) l t ,  \ ' ( ) u  l i r t r l l  i r r - l r i l t c r l  r l t i r i r i l "
Thcs l x t t t l r t t r t ' oL t s  t o r c l t l i g l t t  I ) l 1 r ' i r ( i ( ' s l x )n t i r nco r r s l r  L : a ( )u l r ( l  l ( )  i l  Len l l \ ) r ' i r r \

ha l t  an t l  r n i l l c r l  un rLu r r l  i n  l l r e  s l r c c ' t  i n  I r r i n l  o l  t hc  \ \ ' h i t e  P t ' uc t x . k  o r r  on r  s i t l c ' .
l t n t l  I l c t t v cn l r  R t ' s l  r i t t  l l r t ' o l l t , - ' r . ' l - h t 'P l r r r t l t ' r s  r l l r r v c l t ' r l  11 t  1h ( . . \ J ) c , ( ' t l t cu l i l r '
s i 1 : h t o f  f i a r n c s s l r o o r i n t : s k \ \ \ i l r l i  J ' r ' r r r n t h c r r r r l  o f  l h c b i i l u h i t e  h o L r s e .  [ ] r  r h t
t i n t c  s t t r l t conc  s t r l ' . 11 t ' s t t ' t l  c l r l l i l r r l  t hc  F i r e  [ ) e1 l t r t n t cn1 ,  l l l c v  h l t r l  t r l r c l t l r  l r r '
r i v c r l  l oo  l a l e .  l - he  \ \ ' i r i t c  I ) t ' l r eock  \ \  l t . \  r l l ( ) r t i t l l \ ' : ; i r - i c kc ' n .

Du r i ng  i hc  con f t , r t , nc r :  l h i r l  r . n5L lL r i ,  r h t ,  r unk i  u f  t hc  l l r r a i l c  \ \ c r c  con5 i r l
c r a l l l v s r i c l l e t l b v t h c a r r - i r l t l  o f  p l r r t i c  s l r i e k c n l n o u r n c r s s c c k i n l l t ' s c l r p t ' l ' r , r i :
. l u r l g rncn t  Da r , ,  a r r t l  s c i l n t i l v  c l u r l  r l cn i zcns  o l '  t hc  Wh i t c  I r c r c r r k ,  s t , t  k i n , ,
csci lPc f rc l ln st r l t tke,  f i rc  i in t l  u l t t t ' r  f rorrr  thc l ' i rc  hoscs t t l  lhc r t 'cr 'nt lv  l r r r - i r , , , l
f i r r c f i l : h t c r s .  Wh i l c  i t . s  I c l r l c r s  go t  t he i r  l i c t r r i ng . s ,  M i schu  t i n r i  so r r r t '  r , 11 , . '
r ncmbc t ' s  o f  N ' l l t t l r r r nc  Za l c l c i a ' s  bun r l  c i r c r r l a t t r l  l h ro r r l : l r  l h c  t l c ' n t o r  ; r  ; ,  ,
crc.rn t l  .s t r , :utn ing f  r t r rn the Ht 'avcnl1,  Rcst ,  col  lcc l  i l t t  r l t (  ) rc tk  l r  l t t iorr :
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Chief Dillard. w'ho hacl clropped by the White Peacock fol a rnomcnt or
t*,o of rela,ration. had escaped with his briefca-se, wearing onlr. his shocs, one
of Bertha's old robcs, ancl a towel loopcd turban-style around his heacl, Hc
appeared a little dazed,

Bcnha *,as u.earing his trousers and tunic ancl an old pair of bcdrcnm
slippcrs. Hcr upsrvcpt rccl-dyed hairdo had bccn mashcd arounrl,  but was
csscntial lv intact. Shc joinct l  thc mob ancl stoical ly watchcd thc Whitc
Pcacock go up in smokc. I t  hclped to knorv thal a storc of valuablcs rr as insidc
hcrr' I'ircprcxrf safc.

Evcn above the cl in ancl confusion of the crowd insidc ther Heavcn lv Re st,
Fiol,cl  and Elu'ood hcard thc sound of shots coming from the dirtct ion of the
rcar  o f  thc  bu i ld ing .  Thc l ,knew ins tan t lv  i t  must  bc  Dar lcnc  and Pcnny in
troublc, but thcrc r i ,a.s l i t t lc thc1, 'could do. Fighting thcir ' rr  av through thc t idc
of struggl ing humanitv shoving through thc cxits u'as bcvontl  thc clpri tr i l i t l '
ol  nrcrc morlals. N' l ight as r i ,ci l  bc a salmon trying to nrakc i t  up Niagara Fal l .s.
Jhcl ucrc: s\\ 'cpt out into thc strcct lr ,hcrc thcy hccarnc * 'cldcd into tht 'ma^s.s
crl- paradcrs frorn thc park, moumcrs from the Hcavenly'  Rcst, ancl cclcbrants
fronr thc Whitc Pcacock.

Apparcntly Durrvard arrcl Marsha rc.scl lvcd thcir cl i f  fc 'rcnccs, becausc thc
tran<l st luck up "Thcrc' l l  Be A Hot Timc ln Thc Old Tou,n Tonight," ancl thc
sca t i f  sor.r ls, r 'oluntccr.s anrl  protcstem al ikr: ,  bcgan moving towar(l  to$.n,
srvccping al l  bcfcirc i t ,  antl  carr l ing i t  al l  *, i th i t .

* * * * *

Dar lcnc  anr l  Pcnn l  sho t  up  thc  s ta i  r r  r i  i th  Rot l i r r  har t l  o r r  thc i r  hce ls .  l -hc
shots  lo t i sc t l  Lx  Aur ic  ln r l  Angc l  r i ' cn t  q i r l c ,  sP l in tc r ing  P la .s tc r  bu t  hav ing
no olhrr cl ' fcct cxccl)1 1o inclcusc thc spccrl  of thcir ( luurr. i ] .

A t  thc  top  o f  thc  s t r i rs ,  thc r 'pauser l  l i r r  l  f r igh tcn in l t  rnonrcn t ,  no l
knou in l l  u  h ich  u  u r '  1o  go .

" F o l i o r r  r n c ,  l a r l i c s , " R o t l i n u r g c t l . " T h i s q a , r . " I l e  l c t l  t h c r r r r l u i c k l v u p
s( )n le  ! r in ' ro \ \ ' l ) i r ck  s l l r i r s  1o  thc  g ,a r rc t .  uh iJc  Aug ic  l rn t l  ; \ngc l  t rn  l r r 'o t rn (1

Irt 'er i l r t l  inlo r-txrrt ts antl  sl trnrrtr ing t l(xrrs on thc sccontl  f loor. Protlucin{ sL)nlt '
k t ' r ' s .  R tx l in  t rn locrke t l  i r  r l cx r r  a t  thc  end o f  thc  ha l lq ,a r ' .  " ln  hcrc ,  t lu ick ! "  hc
su i t l .  c los in r l  i l r t l  l r x ' k ing ,  thc  i loor  bch in r l  thc rn .

I t  u r rs  l r  lo r tg ,  n l r r ro* ,  r la rk  ru r rn ,  i l l u rn ina tec i  on l l ' b1 ' t l i n r  t r i ' i l i gh t
sce pirr!  l l rroug.h i t  srnal l  u ir t t lorr,  at thc cntl  of thc rot i tn. Futrt i tut 'c \ \ 'a.s sparso,
irrt  s(,utc(l  ()n thc onc slraiSht backc<l chl ir  u ls a i i6lulc, lxruntl .  gaggctl ,  ancl
t ' , r 'es rr i r jc t  i t l r  strr lrr isc.
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"Charlenel " Darlene cried.
"Quickly!" Rodin said, cutting Charlene's bonds. "Get out of here, all of

you! "
It was too late to go back the way they came. Augie anci Angcl rvere

already climbing the stairs ro the garret.
"How?" Penny asked.
"Out the window," Rodin pointed. "I t 's our only chance."
Charlene wa-s rubbing her wrisLs to rcstorc circulation. a thousancl un-

asked questions cro*,cl ing her throat. Darlene was f ir ing qucstions a milc a
minute. No one was gett ing ans$rers. Charlcine st i l l  hacl the gag in hcr mouth,
but i t  didn't  matter, therc \4'asn't  t imcr for talk, any'way.

"Let 's go, lacl ics. Talk later," Rocl in urgccl.
Pcnny wa.s the first onc out. She crau,lccl out onto thc roof ancl tulnecl tct

assi.st Charlene, fol lorvcd by Darlcnc, thcn Rodin. They ucrc jusr in t irnc.
Augic ancl Angc:l rcachccl thc cloor ancl lixr.sccl a fc*.shots through it into thc
nrom just as Rcxl in pul lccl himsclf out onto thc roof.

Wherc to nou.? Darlenc nccdcd no prompting. Spotr ing thc big oak ar
thc rear of the house, she lcd the u'ay along the samc routc thc unforrunatc
Pclcr Possurn had takcn scvcral davs cari ier. Not puusing tci  ask rprcst ions,
shc jumpcd for t .hc ovcrhanging l imb, rnuclc i t  to thc trunk, untl  .si id to lhc
grouncl in ncar rccord t irnc. Thc othcrs fol lou,cd suit ,  and wcrc alrcadl '  on thc
ground rvinging up thc clr ivc loward thc mob in front by thc t irnc Angcl had
burst thc cloor t lou,n and discovcrccl the qLrarry hacl f lorvn. Augic ran to thc
rvindorv ancl spottecl thcrn disapJraring into thc throng.

" ' lherc lhc) '  go. Angcl l  Aftcr rhcrn!" Augic shoulet l .
" l  a in ' t  jumpin 'ou t  tha t  w inc lo l ' ,  Aug ic , "  Angc l  p ro tcs tc r l .
"Dow,n the stair.s, you idiot l" Augic shoutcrl  ovcr hi.s shoulr icr,  alrcarlv

halfway doivn thc stain, himself.
By thc t irnc Angcl and Augic arr ivccl,  thc four escapccs harl disaplrcarc<l

into thc sccthing mass cif  cclcbrant.s ani l  mourncm, u'ho u,crc rapi i l l , r ,be corn
ing r-:clelrrant.s, thcrn.sclvcs. Scveral of thcrn had bccornc convincctl  i t  *,a.s
indeecl thc. ludgmcnt Day, and thcy hacl somchorv hcconrc parl  of thc Choscn
Happy Band on i1.s u,ay to thc Prorniscrl  Ltrnrl .  Thcv bccurnc c\ '( 'n ntofe
convincccl rvhcn [hc Llrnrl  oncc rnorc brokc into, "saints ( lo ] \4irrc:[ i int ln."

No longe r  rc .s is t ing  thc  f lo rv , lhc  ch i t ' f ,  in  Bcr lha 's  o l t l  s i l k  robc  anr l  to r i  c l
turban, l tr icl 'c i t .sc unclcr his arrn, rcscrnlt lcd a Mogul ol ' l in cr lrcrrrclv ir l  .
povcrishctl  Thircl World nlt t ion. Bcrtha was at thi.s si t lc as lhev nurrchcrl  ulonl ' .
with hc rcsl of thr: rcvclcls.
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Betha wiped away a tear. "You know, I shall miss the old place, Wilf red.
Do you think they might have saved it?"

Dillard didn't really think there was a prayer it might have been saved,
but he wm reluctant to say as much to Bertha. "We shall see tomono$', my
dear," he said. He r.r'as q'ondering what the neuspapers u.ould have to say
about a whorehouse burning down around the ears of the Chief of Police. It
was not a prospect he relished.

"I'm not worried about myself so much," she said. "I've got a little nest

egg. It's the girls I'm concerned about. They'll be out on the street."
The chief had to admit he didn't see anything too unusual about a lady

of the evening being on the street, but he certainly didn't encourage the
practice. The girls at the White Peacock weren't exactly nuns, but they had

been more or less sheltered by Bertha, and the clientele wasn't made up of
road bums. He hoped some satisfactory arrangemcnts coulcl bc rnade for thcm;
but right now he was thinking of his own plight.

"Bertha, you do carry insurance, don't you?" hc askcrl.
"Oh, sure. It u'as insured to the hilt," she said.
"I  don't  mean f ire insurance," he said. "I  meant insurancc of a morc, uh,

personal nature. The kind that insures, er, influence."
"Oh, I  see u'hat you mcan," she saicl.  " l f  you are refening Lo our

ncwspaper publ isher, I  could probably pemuadc him to bc discreet- i f  my
safcr is as fireproof as they said it was."

"I  u'as hoping you'd say that," he said.

When they disappcarcd into the crowcl, Darlcne and Pcrnny managccl to
hang onto each othcr, but thcy became separatcd from Charlene antl Roclin,

who bccame separated from each othcr. Augic antl Angcl dove itito thc cr o*'cl,
searching dcspcrately for the eavcsclroppe ni. Thcy u'ere nr.rt ltxtkinlt forl ltrcl
to a confrontat ion with Money, i f  they let them get away. ' Ihosc \\olncn
ovcrheard too much, and Rodin coulcl givc the u'hole operation away.

Augic could see nothing but the back of thc 1rcrson in front of him, and
feet; lots of feet. Angel, u'ho stood u'ell over six fc.ct, u'as able to look out
ovcr the crowd, but he could see no sign of the girls or Rodin. For all
appearances, they had been swallowccl by the crowd.

Floyd and Elu'ood had becn swallowecl up, too, but they had managcd

to stay together. Floyd had caught a glimpsc of the girls running tou'arcl thc
mob, with Augie and Angel too close bchind lor comforl. Thcy ucrc lost in



184 CarrollGambrell

the milling throng before he could get their attcntion. It u,as such a fleeting
glimpse, he didn't notice Charlene and Rodin. At least the boy.s kneri.the girls
had gotten away from the Heavenly Rest, but they had to get to thcm bcfore
those killers did.

[n the meantime, the seething mass of people followccl thc band-much
as the ral^s followed the Piecl Pioer-ancl oresscd on to$.ard "Citt, llaul."

Charlene lost Darlene and Penny as soon as they got into thc crowcl; but
knowing Augie and Angel were right behind her, she kept going. If thcr-e is
one thing a good cocktail waitress knows how to do, it is mancuvcr through
a crowd. Spurred by fear, Charlene soon had a lot of people betu'ecn hcrsclf
and her pursuers. Perhaps subconsciously drawn towarcl thc sound of thc
music blaring from the green van, she kept going until she reachccl ir. Thc
one-eyed Cajun leader of the Swamp Buzzards rccognized her immcciiatcly.
The side door slid open; eager hands reachecl out to pull her aboard, ancl shc:
fell safely into the arms of the CGP's Favoriterthe mayoral canclidare,
himself. Julius Caesar Dorf . Jr.

rf tl. {. * tt

Rodin wormed his way through the crou'd *.ith nearly a-s much skill as
Charlene. He, too, was goaded by fear bordering on panic. Hc hacl r.il.ncssccl
firsthand Dr. Money's retribution to the disloyal.

Rodin was a seedy character, but one of thc rcal profcssionals of thc
underworld. He was an engraver; a maker of plates for printing countcrfeir
money. He was good; one of thebest in the business. Being both indispcnsablc
and cliscreet was what had kept him alive, so f ar. He was not a violcnt pcrson.
Perhaps it was the artist in him that prcvcntecl that. In ary casc, hc u as afraicl
of Money. He didn't like the world he was in. He u'antecl our-and hc u,antcd
to live.

Feeling a jostle that wa-s a little out of kilter with the movement of the
crowd, in a move much like that of a cobra striking, he grabbe<l the han(l thal
was in his pocket ard held the lad to whom it belonged in a slccl tighr grip.
Bringing his face close to the boy's, he said, "Never try to dip an old dip, son.
Take me to your leader."

r i * r f * r t
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By the time the caravan reached City Hall, the mob had attained rather
outlandish proportions, picking up parade followers along the route. Cetainly
it was far beyond Marsha's wildest dreams. Arthur had managed to round up
two sleepy reporters, one of whom was a pimply faced cub who had received
the assignment because of his juniority in the department. The other was a
society reporter hoping to pick up a juicy tidbit about the CGP mayoral
canclidate. However. she had fled at the sight of the unruly mob bearing dou'n
upon thern.

The cub reporter, future City Editor and man of great influence, Iicked
his pencil in eager anticipation of the scoop he was about to make.

When the caravan disgorged from thc street into the City Square, it spread
into a looser formation and covered the entire square before City Hall and the
Courthouse.

Floycl and Elw'ood, taking advantage of the added elbow room, looked
high and low for the girls, but *'ent in the wrong direction and faile'cl to scc'
them. Penny, however, spotted them from halfway across the scluare. Waving
her arms and shouting frantically, she managed only to attract the attcntion
of Angel and Augie, who were much closer than Floyd and Elwooci.

Darlene spotted Augie at the same time. Grabbing Penny, thcy flccl
toward a nearby building. Augie yelled for Angel to block thcir path. Thc
girls, much su'iftcr, made it to the alley u'ell ahead of the hulking hood. But
the alley provcd to be a dead cnd-they were trapped!

Searching for a way out. they spotted the fire escape landing overhead,
too far out of reach to jump for. Making a stirrup out of her hancls, Darlcnc
called for Penny to climb on. Penny, standing on Darlene's shouldcrs, barcly
made it to the landing. Reaching down, she was able to gra-sp Darlcnc's hand
and pull her up, just as Augie and Angel gained the alley'u'ay.

As quietly a^s possible, and hugging the wall, they stole up the firc cscape,
while Augie anct Angel searched through boxes and trash cans in vain. They
might have gotten away undetected had they not startled a sleeping cat on onc
of the landings, which dislodged a flower pot when it fler1. Worse luck, thc
pot barcly missecl Augie when it landed u'ith a crash.

Throu,ing caution to thc wincl, the girls flew to the roof in a hail of bullets
that attractcd no attention whatsoever from the crou'd in the squarc. If anyonc
hearcl thc shots, they were ignorcxl a-s firecracken touched off in cclebration
of the anticipated victory on the morrow's election.

It was a long climb to the roof, and they anived windcxl, but safc-at
lcast for the moment. Looking around, Darlcne and Pcnny searched for a
havcn where thcy might not be found. There was none. The roof rvas anothcr

185



186 CanollGambrell

dead end, but covered with a layer of rocks and pebblas that might give them
some means of fighting back, feeble though it'*'ould be. Pebbles don't score
too heavily against guns.

Snatching off her knitted hat, Darlene began filling it with suitably sizeci
rocks. It would be like hunting polar bears with a flyswatter, but she rvasn't
about to go down without a fight.

Penny, in the meantime, had spotted the only place that might scn,e a^s a
fortress, however frail. One of the marvels of the Vulcan City skyline u,as the
billboard on the roof of the building whereupon Dadene and Penny now found
themselves; the same rooftop being approached by two thugs u'ith deadly
intent.

This billboard advertised a brand of Indian tea. The feature that caught
the eye and made the sigrr such a marvel was that it depicted a smiling
hotrsewife enjoyrng a cup of tea, which actually moved to her lips, as hcr
doting hubby peered over her shoulder. Not only did the cup move to her lips,
it actually spouted steam to show that the tea was hot. The cup would move
to the lips and back down, then steam would pour fonh from a steam pipe
inside the cup. The visual effect from the ground was that of a steaming cup
of tea being enjoyed by a lovely young wife. Centered above the charming
domestic scene, the ad copy, in blazing light, proclaimed:

FINE DARJEELING BRAND TEA
ONLY PENNIES FOR A

CUP OF CHEER
HELP YOURSELF

Augie's head appeared over the edge of the roof , and Darlene let fly a
good-sized pebble that nearly removed his hat.

"Quick, Darlene, in the cup!" Penny yelled, grabbing Darlene, ilnd
dragging them both into the cup, just as it began its asccnt.

Augie vaultedonto the roof, followed by a puffing, wheezing Angel, who
fell overthe top railing and collapsed in aheap, panting and gasping forbreath.

The cup had made several cycles before Angel was up to mounting an
assault, Dadene and Penny made use of the time by exploring the resources
at hand. They found that the steam was fed to the nozzleby a flexible hose,
and that the nozzle could be removed from a bracket, and aimed. They thought
it might be useful, but didn't have time to make any adjustments before Augie
and Angel made their first move. Remembering the rock that almost took his
head off, Augie was too wary to expect to be able to simply walk up to them.
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"Okay, we've got you cornered," Augie called. "Might as well come on

out and save trouble. We don't want to hurt you."
"ls that why you're shooting at us?" Darlene asked su'eetly.
"We just want to talk to you." Augie said in u'hat he thought was a

rea^sonably pel$uasive tone.
"Then get out of herc ancl call us tomorrow'." Pemy yelled.
"No*',  look," Angel said. "Come on out and maybe you $'on't  get hurt."
"Go f ish, turkcry," Pennl '  53i61. "We aren't  coming outl"
"Al l  r ighr, ) 'ou asked ior i t .  Go gct 

'em, Angel," Augic i lcmandetl .  " l ' l l

covt:r you."
Angcl time{ his chargc with the descent of the cup, leaping for the rim

just as i t  arr ivcci at lhc bottom. Darlenc was u'ait ing with hcr knit tecl cap iul l

of rocks, which sher Lrrought down on his hcad with all her might'

Clunk! Angcl fcrll in a hcap. Darlene would have jumg:d orrt and

finishcct him off i f  thc smil ing lady hacln't  u'anted another sip of Fine

Darjeeling Tea at that momcnt. Before the cup came back ciou'n, Angel had

recovcretl cnough to crawl back to Augic's position.
"l thought you were Soing to cover me," he complainccl.
"shaclclupl I  might have hit  you, stupid," Augie rctof ied.
"'fy'Erll, you go after thern, thcn, Einstcin," Angcl suggcrsled.
"Al l  r ight, rvatch," Augie saicl,  "Piecc ol cake ."

Augic dccided to givc i t  a go, and he was rvait ing rvhcn thc cup camc

back down. Lcaping on the r im, hc pointcd his pistol straight at Pcnny ancl

yc l l c< I ,  "A l l  r igh t ,  M iss  Smar l - "
That ua.s as far as hc got bcforc bc' ing rnct ful l  in thc facc * ' i th a jct of

hot slcam florn llic nozzlc Pcnny hacl rcrnovcd frorn the brackct antl .sltovccl

r ight in his facc. Bl indcd, hc u'oulcl havc slumblcd ovcr thc ct lgc i f  Angcl

hadn't grabbctl  hirn.
Whilc Atrgic and Angcl l ickcd thcir u'ountls, anci cutsccl thcir luck '  Pe nnv

ai lr l  Dat ' lcnc took ful l  at lvantagc of thc l t l l l  in orclc| to t l tkc a r 'r 'c l l - tarrtct l

brcathcr. Thcl '  hatl  \ \ 'on thc f irst trvo rortnrls, but ncithcr of thc gir ls kiddctl

rhcrnsclvcs that the batt lc r.r 'as ovcr. This coulcln' t  last indcfinitcly. S(Dncr or

latcr, i t  rvoulcl bc ovcr.
R ig l t t  nos ,  ho* 'cvcr ,  thcy  s t i l l had  a  lo t  o f  f igh t  le f t .  Maybc  i t  u 'ou ld  bc

a gorxl l i rnc to lr l ,a bluf l .  Pcnnv and Darlcnc talkccl i t  ovcr ancl t lccit lcd to

t ry - .
"Hcy, vr-ru gu1'sl" Pcnnv cal lcd.
"What do )ou \\ ,ant?" Augie cal lcd back.
"Do you r l ,ant to strrrcndcr?" Pcnny ycl lcd.
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got guns."
Penny called.

"Surrender! Are you nuts?" Augie yellcd back. ,,We've
"We just thought u'e'd give you one more chance,"

"Haven't you had enough?"
"We'l l  show you who's had enoughl" Augie yel led

comes back dou'n."
"Wait ' t i l  thar thing

While Penny was holding that shoft dialog with Augic, Darlenc *,a.s
wrestling with the steam nozzle. "we've got to get somc help," Darlenc saicl,
looking around.

"And quick," Penny agreed. "We can't holcl them off forcvcr.',
Darlene brightencd. "I 've got an idca. Take off your bra."
"What!" Penny u'hoopc<l.
"Terke off your bra." Darlene rcpcatcd, rcmoving her ou,n. . ,Wc ncctl  hclp

ancl I  think I know hou, ro get i t ."
The cup hacl begun its clcsccnt.
"Can i t  wait a sc.c?" Pcnny askccl,  bracing herself .  . .1 rhink the L. i thr

Brigade is about to charge at us again."
" Prepare lo rcpel thc boardcrs!" Darlcnc criccl a^s the cup rcachccl b()ttorn.
Fir ing as they ciunc. thc Light Brigade chargccl.



L9
Cops And Robbers

A
f ILDERMAN JULIUS CAESAR DORF'S Off iCC WiNCIOW' iN IhC DOrf
Of f icc Building lookccl out ugtn the City Square now teeming with supporlers
of lhc Cllcan Govcrnmcnt Party, primcd for a cleiur swecp in thc monow's
clcct ion. J'hc off ice wa-s dark. Thc only l ight, coming through the large picturr '
u,inclo*, facing the s(luare, softly illumincrl thc two faces pccring out at the
sccnc. Onc face, l incd and craggy; the other, f inc-featured ancl fair.

Thcy hacl bccn watcrhing the cvcning ncws, ancl had just learnccl of thc
f irc that cornplctcly dcstroycd thc Whitc Pcacock. Thc man spoke. "Well ,  my
tlcar', i1 looks a.s if 1,ou havc no home to go 1tl, ancl aftcr tomorrow. I rnay bc'
ou t  o f  a  job . "

" l  a r r  sor ry  fo ryou, "  Car lo t ta  sa id .  " I  can  f ind  anothcr 's i tua t ion ' ,  bu t
th is  i s  1 ,our  l i f c . "

"Oh, I  don't  know if  i t 's al l  that ba<l," hc saicl.  " l  won't star-vc, and I think
i l  $ould Lrc good to take i t  cas)r for awhilc. I 've trcn wanting to travel l 'or a
iong t i rnc .  Bcs idcs ,  I  m igh t  u ' in . "

( iazing out at thc mob thar f i l lcd thc s(luarc, shc said, "Maybc, bur I
r i , txr lcln' t  l )cl  on i t ."  Shc pauscd for a rnomcnt, t .hcn askcd, " l f  vou losc, 1,ou
$,on't  haVc io vacratc your off icc r ight au'ay, u, i l l  you?"

"No. I t  wi l l  bc a fcu. *.ccks bcforc thc u, inncr takcs ol ' f icc."
" l ' rn  so  r r l i cvcd . "  shc  sa id .  " l  f cc l  sa fc  hcrc . "
"You l trav stav a.s long as you u,ish, my t lcar," hc said, u' i thout acknow-

lct lginl l  that l te ori  nc<l thc bLri tding. "Money rvi l l  ncverf ind you herre . Bcsiclcs,
i f  hc knori.s thc cviclcncc wa.s clcstr-o1,111 in thc f ire at thc Whitc Pcacock, he
nr i l v  no  longcr  bc  a f te  r  vou , "  hc  sa id .
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"Perhaps, but I wouldn't bet my life on it," she said. "I am still a
dangerous witness, you know."

"Maybe you should think about traveling, too."
"What do you mean?"
"I've got a couple of tickets ontheArctic Tem,sailingfrom Charleston

next week. Visits Greenland, end New Zealand, u'ith layovers in Tahiti and
Singapore. We could be married somewhere along the-"

"Marrymefint,  and you've got a deal!" she cried, jumping atthe chance.
"Ma'ry you fir-you clrive a hard bargain, my dear." lIe sighed, thcn

squared his shoulders. "Well, why not? I've been al,r'idower for seven yeam,
and that's seven years too long," he smiled.

"I1 won't take me long to pack. I 've only got a toothbrush," she said.
"We'll take care of that tomorow," he said.
"You are a dear," she u'hispered, and the fulure mayor's fulurc stcp

mothe r gave his father ancl her future husband a most unmothcrl l '  k iss.
"But u.hat i f  you u, in?" she saicl apprchcnsivcly.
"Don' l  wony, I  won't," he said. " l f  thcre is onc thing I knorv horv to clo.

i t 's stuff  a bal lot box. Thc sociology tcachcr is going to havc to lcarn to lr  a
pol i t ic ian, whcthcr hi:  l ikcs i t  or not; whilc you ancl I  arc sai l ing thc Sci 'cn
Sea-s. "

" l t  rvi l l  probably scr.re hirn r ight." she said, kissing him oncc morc. Thc
curtain closcd. shutt ing out the sccnc bclow.

In the mcantimc, thcy rcmaincd bl issful ly unawarc of thc clcspcratc
str-ugglc taking placc abovc, on thc roof of the Dorf Bui lding the vcr-y
bui lci ing thc1, occupiccl.

* * * * *

The sociology tcachcr was winding up a specroh from thc srcps ol Cirl,
H.lul,  r ' , 'hich might, u'erc i t  not for the wcl l-spikcd lcmonaclc clolcd out bv
Hick's helpcn, have clampencd thc ardorof a Tedcly Rooscvclt  prirncrl  l 'or thc
chargc up San Juan Hil l .  In what might bc termccl a plcthclra of obfuscal ion.
hc obfuscated:

". in cxtol l ing the virtucs of our noble cnclcavor, I  implorc thc
cxorcising of the blasphcmous miscrcanls, thc autho$ of aborninal ions,
through popular cxcrcization ancl ut i l izat ion of the franchisc in thc bal lot inl :
proccss bcriucathcd to the succc'cding gcncrations of thc cnfranchiscd popr.r lrr
tion by our cnshrinc'd antcccclcnts . . ."
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Atnzzy-hwred ex-mourner, turned CGP supponer, leaned to her some-
u'hat glassy-eyed mate and asked, "What the heck is he talkin' about, Harry;
all that'exercisin' stuff?"

"I think he'*'ants us to do sit ups before \4re go vote tomor:row," Harry
answered.

"Seems like a crazy thing to do," she said.
"Who cares, as long as they don't raise taxes?" Harry said, taking another

sip of his lemonade. "Why don't you make lemonade like this, Naomi?"
"Because I spend all my time tending to six ungrateful brats, and trying

to look like a sex goddess when you get home, Harry," she replied sweetly.
A cheer when up when someone pulled the plug on the sound system,

and the droning voice ceased. However, when Marsha mounted the stand, the
power mysteriously returned.

"And now, the moment we've all been waiting for-a few words from
thenext mayorof Vulcan City-The HonorableJulius Caesar DorJ Junior!"

There was a delay due to the candidate's reluctance to leavc the comfofls
of the van. He finally emerged, adjusting tie, buttons and zippcr; and smooth-
ing his shirt, coat and hair. The fact that he was sporting a hickey the size of
an elephant's goiter was partially concealed by his upturneti coilar.

He was greeted by a musing cheer as he mounted the steps ancl took the
mike. Sonny was clearly the darling of the CGP. It was his moment.

"Four nights and seven weeks ago . . ." he began.

: l * * * *

Floyd and Elwood had split up and combed the crowd in vain for some
sign of the girls. They were nowhere to be found. Even more ominous u'as
thc fact that there was no sign of the tw'o thugs that had trailerl the girls intcr
thc cro*'d. eithcr.

Meeting Elwood at the Confederate Monumcnt in thc centcl of the
square, a-s planned, Floyd shook his head.

"Any luck?" he asked, although he knew the answer already from the
look on Elwood's face.

"I saw the chief over near that big elm tree with Mrs. Vanderwofi, but
he was in some kind of disguise. I figured he wiu doing some more undcrcove r
work, so I didn't say anything to him, and I guess he didn't recogrize me."
Elwood rubbed his black face.

"El, we've got to find the girls. They are in trouble, I know, and there's
no telling what those people will do to them, if they've got up with them."
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"Let's go see if we can talk to the chief, anyway," Elwood said. "This is
an emergency. Maybe he knows something."

Keeping close to the shadows and creeping as close as possible to the
oddly dressed couple sitting on the grass, the two agents ried to ge1 the
attention of their chief without attracting the notice of bystanders- or
bysitten, as a goodly number of people had made themselves comforrable on
the grass. A large clump of shrubbery about ten feet away u,as as close as rhcy
could get without being sean. No amount of hissing seemed to catch the chicf 's

attention, although another couple who did se€m to be bothered by a hissing
bush got up and moved away, and were seen to be whispering to each other
and pointing at the bush.

Floyd finally broke off a large dead limb and tossed ir at thc chief.
Dillard's first reaction was, understandably, one of annoyance, until he
realized that the bush, or someone in the bush, was seeking his attention.

Getting up and walking orler to the bush, he said, "What do you want?"
Two couples discreetly eclges away from the man in a woman's robe and

a towel around his head, who was talking to a bush. One of the men went to
look for a patrolman, while the other, keeping a wary eye on thc odclly
turbaned figure talking to the shrubbery, stood guard over the t\,!.o women.
He had heard of the strange practices of some Eastern religions, but he had
never heard of any that talked to bushes.

Maybe the guy thinks he's Moses, he thought. If that bush catches fire,
I'm leaving; women or no women, he vowed to himself.

"Here they come, Darlene," Penny cried. "Get ready!"
"I'm ready," Darlene said grimly, aiming the steam nozzlc at the onrush-

ing pair. "If it works . , . "
As the thugs closed in, steam pressure was rapidly building behind the

rocks and other debris she had stuffed into the nozzle. Augie and Angcl werc
about twenty feet away and coming fast when the dam broke. Borv! The
makeshift shrapnel cut loose, shredding the air and stopping the charge in
mid-stride. [n fact, it flattened it, and sent it scurrying for cover wirh more
wounds to lick.

"Wow! T\at really worked," Penny said, as the cup began its ascent.
"That ought to hold them for awhile," Darlene said.
"Here's my bra," Penny said. "What do you want with it?"
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"Make a slingshot," Darlene insrructed. "Use it to hold off those guys
u,hile I get us some help."

"How?" Penny asked.
"Watch," Darlene said. taking aim and drawing back with her own

^slingshot. "I'm going to send a message."
Penny thought she wa-s going to *'rite a note on a piece of paper, tie it to

a rock, and shoot it off the roof. Instead, she shot the letter J out of the sign
above, while Pcnny stared at her a-s if she had suddenly lost it. The B and R
followed in rapid order before the descent of thc cup made her miss the T.
Augie and Angel were still taking a breathcr and didn't make any moves.

Penny u'as beginning to think she was trapped on a roof with a iunatic
and two thugs.

"What are you doing!" she exclaimed.
"I tolcl you, I'm sending a message to Floyd iurcl Ehvood," Darlcne said.
In short order, the E and the A in TEA clisappearcd along,w'ith the T, arcl

Penny suddenly caught on. Darlcnc uu.s sencling a messagc the- u'holc town
could read.

"I ' l l  t*e the ONLY," she criet l .  "You get thc rqsr."
"Okay. Don't knock out any wrong lctters," Darlenc saici.  "We can't  put

thcm back up."
"My daddy macle me a sl ingshot when I u,a-s eight," Pcnny said. " l  was

prctty goori with i t ,  but he didn't  make i t  out of a bra. Can you rcal ly usc i t
like a clouble-barrel?"

"What are those dumb broads doing, Augie?" Angel askccl.
" l  can't  tel l ,"  Augie said. "They shot out one of my cycs, anci I  can't  see

too good."
"You want I shoulcl stop them?" Angel askcd.
"No. t-ct's just rqst a minute," Augie said. "I \l'anr to think about it."
"Suils me," Angel said with a deep sigh of rclicf.

On the ground, Floyd and Elwood were having a tough timc making thc
chicf understand the situation; he coulcln't keep up with the flow of killers,
bodies, dope, film, wallpaper, counterfeit money, blackmail, clclicarcssens
and funeral homes they were paracling across the scenc. Dillanl was a pcrfcct
cxample of one who had not hit thc panic button, because hc didn't undemtand
thc si luation.
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"Didn't you look at thepictures and readthe note Penny u'rote?" Ehvood
asked from behind the bush.

"Well, er, I-that is, I didn't really study them," the chief said, "and I
didn't see the note. I must have overlooked it-but I will check it right away."

Floyd suddenly grabbed Elwood's arm, and pointing, he said excitedly
in a hoarse whisper, "I know where the girls are!"

Elwood looked in the direction Floyd was pointing.
"Come on," Floyd said; but Etwood wa^s already three fast paces in front

of him, heading toward the building with the sigr.
Dillard, unaware of the precipitate departure of his star agents, was still

explaining to the bush why he hadn't had time to fully examine the report and
pictures when the man who had gone in search of a patrolman arrived with
Officer (Acting Sergeant) Norby Finch in tow.

"See what I mean?" he whispered, pointing at the turbaned figure
conversing with the azalea bush. "I don't think he should be allowed to run
loose."

"I'll take care of it," Finch said, tapping his billy club in the palm of his
hand.

Strolling up to the strange figure, he tapped him on the turban with his
club. "What's the matter, Sabu, lose your elephant?" he asked politely, but
with a touch of sarcasm.

"What are you babbling about, you idiot?" the chief said indignantly.
'Chief!" Finch exclaimed. "I thought-"
"Finch, you get in trouble every time you think. Of course I haven't lost

an elephant. I'm talking to these men here," he said, pointing at the bush.
"Uh. what men. sir?"
"The men in the bush. W-'A ndH-36."
Finch peered into the azalea utd saw nothing. "Sure, Chief," he said

dubiously. "I guess those secret agents really know how to use camouflage."
"Camouflage? What camoufl age? lt'sW -U and H-36, I tell you! Get out

here, you men, and show this idiot-they're gone!" he said. "They were right
here."

"If you say so, Chief," Finch said.
"Say so!" the chief roared. "I said so, didn't I?"
"Yessir! You saidso, sic so it'sso, sir. Yessir!" Norbywas getting a little

carried away with his esses.
Chief Dillard threw up his hands and cast his eyes Heavenward, as if to

implore a merciful deity to spare him the company of idiots. So doing, his
attention was arrested by the sigr adorning the roof of the Dorf Building and



Sugar Valley Saga 195

the contented, ideal couple sipping DAR EELIN . . . he stiffened, and the

deluge of information Floyd and Elwood had given him began to make sense;

at least enough sense that he understood where they were headecl'

"Get to a call box and get the helicopter over here!" he roaretl, and Finch

felt the chief had flipped for surc, this time.
" Hel icopter, sir?" Finch hesitated.
"Norvl Finch. Therc's not a momenl to lose!" Di l lard shoutcd, scttrving

in the direction Floyd ancl Elu'ooci hacl taken.
"What t lo I  tel l  them to do, sir?"
"Tel l  them to pick me up in the park !" thc depart ing chief bcl lowed. "Ancl

get all the black and *'hites you can fincl."

Finch lcnkecl at the roof of the builcling the chief had printecl out, trnd

clid a cloublc-takc wlicn he sau what had goltcn the chicf so excilccl.

The Main Altraction of thc Vulcan City Grcat Whitc Way had sufferccl

altcration. Therc, abovc thc contcnte<i, idcal clomestic crouplc, the sign now

rcad:

F INE DAR EELIN ANT)
PENNI

T]P I.IEER
HELP I.] S

"Wow," Finch brcathccl.  "Thosc sccrct agcnts surc are sman, and thc

chicf must bc thc srnartest onc of al l .  What a cop!"

,* ' t :* * *

Floycl and Elu'ootl  arr ivccl at thc fronl cntrancc to thc Dorf Bui lding and

[ountl  thc doors lockcd. Mischa, u ho u'as st i l l  stt l ic i t ing "t lonal ions" ncarby,

hcarcl thcm ratt l ing thc cloor-.s, Rcccignizing Floytl  and Elrvcxxl,  hc cart lc ovcr

tcl  oifcr his a.ssistancc.
"Do you havc a kcy'?" FIovtl  askcd.
"Pcrhaps," Mischa sait l ,  f  ishing in his pockct i t tr t l  t . 'onr ing ot i t  \ \ ' i th a nlct{ l l

ob jcc t .s im i la r  to  an  icc  P ick .
" ls that thc kcy?" Elutxrcl askccl.
. .No l  cxac t ly ' ,L ru t i tu , r rc , l  o l )cn t l rcdoor , "hcsa i t l .  I l c l ' i i ckc t l  i t i t  f cu  t i t r l cs

anrl thc tloctr rlJrcrtccl.
Floycl and El$'ood ran tori 'art l  thc stairs, not bothcrinS to $'ait  for thc

clcvator. Beforc thcy rcachccl thc toP f loof, twcntY-thrcc f l ights up' lhc) 'wcte

thinking rnal 'bc rhcv shoulcl havc * 'aitct l .  Mischa rvas t l tcrc u'ait ing fclr thclr.
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' t * * * *

The quartet on the roof heard the sirens u'ailing,
"Okay, do you want to give up, now?" Penny called.
"Surrender to a couplc of broads in a teacup! Arc you kidding?" Augic

cal led back.
"Wait aminute, Augie," Angel rr 'hispred. "Maybe that r i .oulcln' t  trcsuch

a bad idea."
"What arc you talkin'  about, you clumb ass," Augic snariccl.
There hacl bcen a lack of f i re in Augie's voice. The gir ' ls dcc:idccl to l)rcss

thcir aclvantage. "You might as wcl l ,"  Darlenc vcl lecl" "Thc cops rvi l l  bcr hcrc
in a fcu'minutqs."

It u'a.s true. The sircns wcrc gctting closcr, urcl adclcd to lhar s,a.s lhc
whirr ing approach of thc pol icc hcl icoptcr. The spotl ight *.as alrcadl, i l
luminating the clark comcrs of lhc rooftop.

" I  c lon ' t  carc  u 'ha t  vou . \av ,  Aug ic ,  I 'm g iv in '  up , "  Angc l  sa id .  "Thosc
damcs havc fr icd us in hot grcasc, kicked us in thc crotch, pukctl  on rnc, bashccl
in mv hcad, ancl .shot out yorrr cyc. On top of that, I  think nt i ,  l rrrklc is trustct l .
Thc  cop.s  a rc  go in ' to  bc  hcre  in  a  minu tc .  I  can ' t  c rau . l  back  do* ,n  th : r t  f i r c
escapc with a bustcd anklc, ancl )rou can't  cl6 i t  [ccaust 'you can't  scc. 

' l 'o 
hcl l

u , i th  i t !  I ' rn  r iu i t t in ' , "  Angc l  sa i<1 .
"You c io ,  and I '11  k i l l  ya , "  Ar rg ic  sa i t l .
" l lou,, Augie? You'rc or-rt ta bul lcts. I  countc<l 1,our slrot.s."
" I {ow,a lx ru t  i t ' ? "  Pcnny  ca l l cd .  "Wc ' rc  loac l in r ' .  th is  cann ln  a3 .u in .  I l ' _ r . .o t r

clon't  n,ant anothcr broacl.sidc, throrv vour guns out."
A ferv sccond latcr, a pistol lanclcd on thc roof bclori  thcir tcacr"rP. ' l 'hc'

thcy hcarci thc cl ick r-rf  a hlmmul snupping r)n irn (.rnpt) 'c:harnlrr.
"Ah,  nu ts l "  Aug ic  vc l l c r l  a t  Angc l .  " l  d ic ln ' t  rh ink  you cou l< l  count  thar

high." A scconcl iater, anothcr qun lanclcrl  ncar thc f irsr.

On thc l loor bclou,, Ir lovt l  anrl  El*ocrl  brrrshcrl  bv Mischu, r lcspclrtc, l '
scck ing  thc  rvay ,  l rp  to  thc  roo f .  M ischa n in  u f tc r  thc r t r .  "Wt r i t l  Wl t i l !  E t , l  t .e .s
thccs  r ,ay , "  hc  ca l l c t l .

"  Whcrc']" FIovrl  r lcr l trnt ict l .
"Fo l i t t rv  rnc , "  N4 isc lu r  s ;u i t l ,  l ca t l i r ig  lhcnr  to  u  r iu rk  a lcovc  th l r t  I rc l r i  i r  sh911

f l igh t  o f  . s ta i rs .  A t  thc  to l )  \ \ ' i i . \  u  rne ta l  tLx r r  n i th  l  s ig ln  in  rcc l  p r r in l  lh l l  rqu t l :
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EXIT TO ROOF
NO ADNIITTANCE

KEEP DOOR LOCKED

Thcy pauscd at the door, getting ready to cra.sh it in.
"Ther'c ec.s no nccd for that." Mischa saicl. "Ect eqs not locked. I 'ave

alr-cacly unlockecl eet."
Withoui hcsitation, Elrvood flung opcn thc cloor, and the1.' dashed out

onlo thc roof ,  ju.st as thc pol icc hcl icoptcr hovcrcd ovcrhcad r. i th thtr spotl ight
covcring thc ful l  sccnc. What thcy sai,r 'q.a-s thc tu.o gir ls stancl ing over t \ \ 'o
pr-o.strate figurc.s u,ho wcre cringing unclcr thc thrcat of thcr pistol Pcnnv hcld,
lnd the ful ly loaclcd ancl cocked sl ingshot that Darlene hacl traincd on thcm.

Overhead a turbancd ancl robccl Chief hung out of the 'coptcr rvith a
bul lhorn. "This is the chicf spcaking!" hc blared. " l  orclcr you to throw do$r
vour \\'capons ancl sun'cnclcr!"

Thc girls obligcd; .surcndering lo thc arms of Floycl antl Ehvocxl.
Hrss.s.r/J Thc stcam blc'*, in thc tcacup as thc idcal, contcntccl housc*'ifc

took anothcr sip of DAR EELIN tca, and i t  only ccr,st a I 'ENNI.

* * * * *

On th t  g rounr l ,  E ,x  PFC Dur*an l  P .  I l i cks '  n rorncn l  in  thc  po l i t i ca l
h is to r l  o l '  Vu lc lu r  C i tv  hud ar r i vc r l .  Sonny hu t l  jus t  cornp le tc t l  h is  sPccch,  un t l
I I i cks  h r rd  rnour ) lc ( l  thc  s tcps ,  p rerpurc r l  to  n t r i l  thc ' l \ ' l un i fes to  to  the  t loor  o i
C i t v  l l r r L r i .

"Thcre  a in ' t  np  y r lacc  to  na i l  i t , "  hc  ca l l c r l .  "Er . ' c r l , th ing  up  hcre  is  e ' i thc r
t ln rss .  g l l . ss ,  o r  a l rn i tc l "

". lust sl i t lc i t  undcr thc r loor. thcn." N' l iu 'shu cal lccl back.
l le  t l i c l .  I t  lac 'kc t l  the  t l ranra  th i t t  na i l ing ,  i t  to  thc  t loor  u ,ou ld  havc  hu t l .

bu t  i t  r i  us  thc  bcs t  hc  cou lc l  c lo  u , i thout  a  juckhunrnrc r .
T l re  j ln i to r ' l r i ckc t l  i t  up  Ju tc r  on  h is  n igh l l v  ro t rn t l . s .  I f  h i . s to r l  bo lhcrec l

r() r( 'c()rr l  .sr.rch thin1l.s, i t  sor"r l t l  shou'that hr ua.s thc onl,r,cnrplovcc of Cit l
F lau l  to  h l i vc  rca t l  i t ,  an t l  h t 'hac l  no  in tcn t ion  o i  rcs ign ing l .  A f tc r  a l l ,  hc  c lear rc t l
u o  C i t v  I { i t u l c v c r y  c l l t v .
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The Mornirg After

(1
\-,HIEF DILLARD ARRIVED at his off icc carly thc ncxt moming, in slt i rc
of the fact that he had been up nearly all night. He was propcrly uniiormcci,
having retrieved his tunic and cap frorn Bcrtha ancl attirccl hcr in sornc of his
late wife's clothqs, which f i t  her rcasonably wcl l .

Bertha ancl the gir ls had gottcn situatcd in a local motcl unl i l  orhcr
affangements could be made.

Augie and Angel hacl bc'cn bookccl iurd u,cr-c norv in thc hospital unrlcr
heavy guard. Both requircd surgcry.

A squad of patrol cars had bccn disP.lchctl  t .  thc I lcavcnlv i lcst,  u,hcrc
a large haul of mari juana and hcroin hutl  l rrn confiscltcr l ,  along rvith a
pr in t ingpressanc lp la tcs fo rpr in t ingcountc r lc i i l . r rc r r r , r ' t k r l l l r t r i l l s .P l ; i t t . s fu r .
tcn-t lol lar bi l ls were missing. Sutprisingly, no bi l ls hatl  bccn found, but
scveral minor functionarics hacl bccn brought in for t lucst irnirrg.

The nc*s mcdia had agrccrl  t .  u, i thh.rd anv slorics i l rx)rt  thc r)an
clernonium at thc Heavcnly Rc.st last night in rctulr f()r I l r t .  Irr .orrr ist,  ,r f  i rn t .r ,cn
big;cr story soon. Most oi thc nc*,s in thc nr.rning. paPers harl 1o r lo u, i th thc
giant ral ly in thc Torvn Scluarc.

It  was Elcct ion Day. Thc Pcoplc u,crc about to spcak.
Rock rop Radlcy and thc S*'urrP Brzzl inls harl  packctl  uP ancl hcacrct l

back for thc hi l ls as soon a.s thr: r ;r l ly cnrlcr:I .  Rctl  hatl  nol l iee.n ., i i rh thern.
. ludgc Frir lay had thought i t  t^-st thl l  hc not l t ,avc 1hr c.u. l1' .  ucsiclc.s,
somebocly lrad to look aftcr Cy.

Flovd ancl Elwood sPcnt thc niglht i '  t l ick.s'  . ld r l ip.s, *,hi lc [) lr lc 'e .slcor
on  Pcnny 's  couch.  I I i cks  ncvcr  sho* ,c t l  r rp .  l le  *us  l , , r t . r . ' " , ,  t lo r i r r i r r l l  thc
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remains of the lemonade. O'Doul let him sleep it off in his old cell in the City
Jail.

In the Valley, Sam and Judge Friday met with the coon hunters, swore
them to secrecy, and hunted for Min and June most of the night without
success. Red was there with Prucilla, but Shortoff was missing.

They agreed to meet the next evening to renew the search. In the
rneantime, they would keep an eye out, but not do anything to alarm the
"perfessers." Sam collected some samples of the new "tobacco" and con-
firmed his suspicions.

June and Min huddled in the old barn and wondered if they would live
to see another sundown. In the distance, they could hear the hounds bayrng.
Min tried the whistle several times, but Shortoff never showed up. He was at
the other end of the Valley where a female blue-tick had just come into season.
The other dogs were not conditioned to respond to the whistle. Eventually the
two sisters gave up and dropped into a fitful slumber.

Outside their door, Scarpelli and O'Kelly took turns guarding ancl
sleeping. With Money on his way, they were taking no more chances on an
escape.

Deacon Watts retired early and slept on a feather mattress.
Money and Baldy spent the night in an Atlanta motel. They would

complete the journey tomorrow. Neither of them heard the old van without a
muffler go roaring by. The Swamp Buzzards couldn't stop until they got to
the Valley. They might not be able to get the engine starled again.

Sonny Dorf slept the sleep of the exhausted. Charlene slept without
disturbing him.

It had been quite a night for everyone.

* * S r t *

When Chief Dillard looked the second time at the pictures Elwood had
left, it was with new knowledge. There was Dr. Mortimer Maxu'ell Money
inspecting some new counterfeit bills. There was the press confiscated at the
Heavenly Rest, There, in one picture, looking over his shoulder was Peter
Possum, a.k.a. Slick Rick. There, too, were Augie and Angel, another uniden-
tified thug with a bald head, and a beetle-browed unkempt character he knew
from old mug shots to be Rodin.

In the background of one picture was a shadowy image he rerognized as
Carlotta. What had become of her?
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Penny's note called attention to that picture and statecl that the fihn had
been found by Floyd and Elwood, cleverly hidden in Carlotta's room. That
explained the burglary, and might explain the fire, if it proveri lo bc arson.

One other item of interest he had learneci ciuring the bricf question ancl
answer session with Dadene and Penny was that Money ard Baldy wcrc on
their way to Sugar Valley located in Sheriff Sam Hundlcy's bailiwick. He
needed to return Sheriff Hundley's urgent call of yesterclay right arvay.

After brief introductions, they got down to business.
"My poop sheets show you all have been a hot spot for bogus bills, latcly,

Chief Dillard," Sam said. "We've been getting some over here, too."
"In that case, you may be glad to know we busted thcir hcadquarters last

night, and got their press and plates," Dillad said.
"Hallelujah!" Sam exclaimed. "Did you get the gang?"
"Not all of them," the chief said. "That was what I u'anted to tcll you.

We have it from a reliable source the Big Cheese is heacled /our wa1, r-igfi1
now in a little red foreign sporls car, convertible, license MMM- 1 , this statc."

"Got a name?" Sam was n'riting all this cloqm.
"Mortimer Ma-xwell Money, M. D. Six feet, blue eyes, mcdium builcl,

hundred ninety pounds, accompanied by a gorilla named Baldy, rcal namc
unknown. We're checking that out right now. We kno*'they'rc arme.d, ancl
weknowthey'redangerous. Wc want to talk to them about a body that showerl
up in the reservoir over here, and we'd like to know something aboul a lady'
who has disappeared, too "

"Sounds like we got disappearin' women all over thc placc," Sanr said.
"There's been a couple missin' up in Sugar Valley, too. In fact, I'vc bcen
tryin' to get in touch with a couple of their kinfolks u'ho arc in Vulcan City
right now. Maybe you can run 'em down for me."

"Glad to," Dillard said.
"Two boys, young men, Elwood Larkin and Floyd Batcs. Last known

address, the White Pea-"
"Larkin and Bates!" the chief exclaime,cl.
"You know them?" Sam asked.
"They helped crack the case," the chief explained.
"Better get 'em notified. It might not be true, but I got reason to believe

those two old ladies may have fallen into the hands of this gang," Sam said.
"We are doin' all we can to find them, but haven't had any luck, so far."

"Holy mackerel," Dillard said. "What are your plans?"
"Right now, we're keepin' an eye on those two goons up here growin'

pot, hopin' they'll lead us to them; but so far, nothing. Last night I hacl evcry
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coon hunter in the Valley out lookin', but nothing shou.ed up. That makes me
think they may still be alive, and the gang is holding thcm someu,herc."

"I  hope that 's i t ,"  the chief said.
" l  u'on't  go into every4hing v'"e've got on this bunch," Sam said, "but i f

'*'e're lucky we might bag the *,holc shebang tonight. If 'n'e spot Moncy'. rl c'll
tai l  him ancl hope he' l l  lead us to the \r 'omcn. Wc'l l  try to grab thcrn al l  at onc
timc. I  just hope wc' l l  be ablc to get those women back al ive."

" l t  \ \ ' i l l  be touchy," Di l lard said. "Those goons are cold-blooded ki l len,
anci they've got a lot at stake. Money doe-sn't know we grabbcd his placc l:r-sr
night. We kept it out of the news; so I don't think he will be expecting any
trouble from you."

"That's goocl," Sam said. "We don't neccl any more troublc'."
"Wil l  you need any help?" Dil lad asked.
"Al l  we can get," Sam told him.
"I ' l l  br ing the choppers," the chief said, then hung up.
Dillarcl thought he had enough eviclence to prqsent a pretty strong casc

to a Grand.Iury, but he was worried by the fact that thcy didn't pick up anv
phony bills at the Heavenly Rest. There coulcl be a u,holc blizzard oi
counterfci tmoney outlhercwait ing to fal lon thccommunity. Alscl,  i f  he coult l
get his hands on that phony moncy right now, it woukl add wcight to thc
evidence he already had.

Thc ncxt step was to get in touch r.r.ith his agcnLs; but u,here? The problcrn
wiu solved when his phone rang, zutd Elu'ood invitcd hirn over to Solly's for
a la1t. breakfast. Fifteen minutcs later, he joineil them at thcir usual tablc in
Lhe rear. They were drinking coffee and rcading the morning papcr. F loytl u'as
dipping a bagel in his coffee.

"TheseJeu'ish doughnuts arr prctty goocl," hc said, "but tircy arcn'1 r'cn
s\\.cct. "

Thc chicf sat clown and onlere'tl a bagel r',,ith c:rcam che't'sc and col'lcc.
"You ladics look mighty frcsh for somconc uho s1rcnt thc cvening in u t! 'a
cup f ighting off hoocls," he saicl.  He was smil ing, but drtadcrl  thc ncrls irr '  i l rr j
to impart to Floyd and Elwoocl.

" Wc just discoveretl my sister is safe," Darlene s aicl. " l u,as u'orrictl s ick.
We got hcrr away from thc Heavcnly Rcst, and right away we got scparatr\l
again in the crowd. Look," she said, shorving him the paper.

There on the front page was a picturc of Sonny Dorf taken at thc fal l ! .
Sonny u'as smiling wanly, but in the backgrouncl thcrc was a happy face thar
coulcl have belongcd to Darlenc.

"That looks l ike you," Di l larcl said.

201
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"She's my twin," Darlene said. "rvVhen this picture n'as tiikcn, Penny ancl
I were entertaining a coupie of gentlemen at 1ea,"

"Some tea party," the chief saict. "We had to take thcm to the hospital.
They were a mess; they won't be coming to tea again for quite a u.hile."

"Serves them right," Penny said. "'fhey were rrying to kill us."
"Well, at ieast we u'on't have to worry about Charlerre anyrnore," Floyd

said.
"Of course, we might have to worry about Sonny," El*.oocl put in.
"You boys are awful," Darlene said. "That is my sister you're talking

about, you know."
"Oh, we know, all right," Floyd said, "and we still love her."
"Well, I can let Papa know she is all right," Darlene said. "The1, have

been so worried. I didn't even have a charce to fincl out whcre all she's bccn,
orhow she got tied up in that room at the Heavenly Rcst. I u,ould likc to knorv
what happened to that two-bit Texas four-flusher that ran off u,ith hcr. I n'ish
I could see her, and I wish I could go home."

Chief Dillard had been dreading brcaking thc ncws he hacl Ior the rn. Hc
decided he hadbetterdo i tnow, ratherthan wait.  I t  wa.sn't  going to gct any
easier. "You may be going home sooner than you think, my ciear," hc saicl.
"But fint, I'm afraid I have some disturbing news for you all." Turning to
Floyd and Elwood, he continued, "Mrs. Bates and Miss Larkin arc missing."

"Missing? What do you mean 'missing'?" Elwood dcmandc.d.
"Sheriff Hundley called, and he thinks they may havc stumblecl on to this

gang's activities in Sugar Valley. They were growing marijuana there."
"I knew there was something fishy about the 'new tobacco' thosc city

dudes were gmwin'," Floyd said. "They didn't look like no collcge professors
to me."

"They weren't," the chief confirmed. "Sheriff t{undley chcckcd it out,
and he's definitely identified the plant as marijuana."

"[ct's get goin'," Elwood said. "It's a long way to thc Valley."
"Hold it," the chief said. "I've got two police helicopters bcing rcaclicd

for the trip, now. We can make it in two or three hours."
"When can we leave?" Floyd asked.
"Two hours," the chief said, getting up to go.
"We'11 be ready," Penny said.
"I nearly forgot," Elwood said. "We've got a prcscnt for you, Chicf ."
"A present?"
"Do you still have that present for the chief, Solly?" Floycl askccl.
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"Got it right here, ancl gift-*"rapped, toil," Sollv said. sctting four shoe

boxes on the counter, r:ach neatly tierl with rcrcl ribbon antl a borv on top. He

shoved them acrross thc'counter at the chief.
"What is i t l"  Di l lard a.skecl.
"That 's rvhat u.c've bcrcn * 'ondering," Penny said.
"I t 's a mil l ion clol lars, l ikc rr,esaid," Elrvoul dr:clarccl,  r" ' inking at Floycl.
"For crying out loud. ope'n i t !"  Darlcne cried.
Carcful lr ' ,  thc chicf unticd thc bo* on thc top box and rcrnovcxl the l id.

His rr) 'cs grcr ' ,rVir lc and his ja$,clroppctl  as hc r, ir . '$ r:d lhc contel. .1..s. ". lust I ikc

t 'ou  sa i t l  .  .  .  a  r l i l l i on  t lo l la rs . "  hc  sa i< l  in  rx rndcr .  ̂ 'Bu t  u 'he le . . . '1 "
"Pla,stcrcd to thc u'al l  bchind thc t 'a! lpapc: in Carlott lr 's rtxim," Flclvd

lun"swcr erl  his r lucstion.
"Right whcrcr * 'c founcl thc ncgativcs," Elwood aclclcd. "Thosc bt lvu at

thc Heai,cnlv Rcst hacl a rcal moncv-ntaker gcl in' ."
" l t  looks  a l rnos t  rca l , "  thc  c i r i c i  sa id ,
"Wil l  i t  hclp 1'ou an1'?" Pcnny askcd.
"l t  rnav icc ther crake," hc rcspontlccl,  plca.scd. "Wcll ,  lct 's gct goinEl," hc

saicl gathcrin; l  up thc bo.rcs. "Wc'vc got a plantr to ci l tcrh. Scc you al l  in two

hours. "

"Makc that an hour and ionl '- f ivc minutcs l ly Elwood's rvatch," Floyd

snid. "N' l inc don't  run too l :octcl."

* * r t * , *

" Wait a minr.t tc! Arn I hcaringt you r ight '? Ar-c you tcl l ing mc to makc surc

thut pip srpcirk so-ccc ol ly 'gist u ins this prccinct?" thc voicc at thc othcr cncl

o f  t l i c  l inc  *  as  inc rc t lu lous .
"\ 'orr hcrtrcl  r- ight, Stanlt:r ' ,"  Alt lcrrnan Dorf said.
" l ' r ' c  ncver  hcarc l  o f  . s tu f f  in '  thc  ba l lo t  box  fo r  thc  oppos i t ion , "  S tan lcv

suit l ,  "N' luv I a.sk rr1t1' u c arc t loingt this?"
"l i 'c lrusc thcv t lon't  kno,,r '  hou l t t  stuff  onc ft l r  t l tcnrsclvc.s," u' i ts Dorf 

' .s

log ic l l  rcp l r ' .
" \ \ 'ot i l r l  votr nri t t t l  I)utt inLl ir l l  this in i i  r i t ingl '1" Stl trr lc,r '  l tskul.
"Ycs .  I  r iou l t l  rn in t l ! "  Dor l  rcsponr led  f i r rn ly .  "But  I  < lon ' t  r t r i r r t l  s l tou t i r lg

i t l  I } r  r i  h l t  I  t t ' l l  Yo t t ,  t t t tu . "
"Boss, rve'r 'c got a lot oi pcoplc t l t iu 'n hcrc lookirrg to lot l ,"  Stanlcl '

1 t r - ( ) tcs te t l .  
"Evcr  s incc  tha t  s tup i t l  t cachcr  s ta t l c ( l  

' \ ' ow in8 '  thcn l  rv i th  h is

spt 'r ,chcs. I  t tu'r 'c bectt glt ining grttund. YOu Can't lClsc, nOl' ,  l t rrd ygtt Ci l l l ' t  lc l

i l test '  pcolt lc t l t iu n."
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"I haven't forgotten thcm," Dorf said. "The sociologist will takc c:are ot'
thern, i f  they get in a jam. That 's l 'hat sociologisu do. Let him knou.ho*.he
got elected. I 'm sure he wil l  bc grateful."

"Maybe so, Boss, but i t  won't be the same without you," Stanley said.
"A lot of people are hoping that u' i l l  bc the case," Dor{ said. . ,Bur n,c' l l

be back in a couple of years, an maybe things *'ill have changed by rhcn.,'
" 'We'?" Stanley repeatcrl .  "Who is'we',  ancl what clo you mcan .bc

back'? Where are 'we' going?"
"My bricle ancl I  are probably going ro Pago Pago. i f  wc can'r f ini l  a placc

farthcr away than that," Dorf said. "Thanks, Stan. I  kncw you u,oulcl scc ir  rn1,
wa1.' ," hc saicl,  and hung up.

Carlotta overheard the cntire convcrsrt ion. She smilcr l  al  hirn as hc hurrr: .
up thc phonc, ancl continucd to pack her brand ncu, rvarclrobc. shc coult l  c ' ;rsi l  v
bccomc accustomc.cl to this, ancl two ycalts shoukl be ;rhrut r ighr.

Sonny Dorf * 'a.s confuscd. Sonnv Dorf u.a.s.f tcn confuscrl ;  bur this t i 'c
i , :  i :acl a rca.son. 'This bcauti ful gir l  u,ho hc hucl rnct at thc \\r ir i rc l ,clrcock,
.r 'h.-r scnl hirn into spasms of ccsta-sy,, rvho had fal lcn into his urrns in Lhc ir i ick
,rf  I lacl lcy's grccn van, antl  rvho did thr- '  fabulous "grrpcvirrc" tr ick, t l i t ln ' t
scL ' f r l  t .o  rcca l l  mcc t ing  h i r t t  bc fo rc .  A f tc r  hc  ha t l  go t tcn  h in rsc l l ' l h ro r rn  in lo
j l i l  anr l  ncar ly  d isgraccd,  shc ,  p lcad ing  ignomncc,  rcnrc r t r l . rc rc r l  no th i r r r i  r t  u1 l
i t l  th t  inc ic lcn t .  In  fac t ,  shc  kncr i 'no th ing  o l ' thc  \ \ /h i tc  pcucock :  she  ins i .s i t r l
shc l tat l  spt 'nt lhe past scvcraJ *ccks lockcd up irr a rrxrrn in ir  l l i ; l  hoLrsi. ' , ,  hcr.t ,
Pr,:o1rlc " lrr irr lc" nronrv trnrl  forcccl hcr to u,r i lc t lurnir lcut 'r .s to hcr l 'olks buck
honr - ' .  I lo *cvcr ,o ther thanhav ingafan ta .s l i c i rn i rg ina t ion ,shcscer r rcc l  r ro rn l r l
linrl rr,a.s a loacl c-rf fun.

Sonny Dorf wa.s clccply iutl irrcvocably in loi,e.
"Hou' u oulcl you l ikc to bccome thc Fint Lady?" hc askctl  hcr.
"Don ' t  bc  s i l l y , "  Char lenc  g igg lcd .  "N, lv  narnc  isn ' r  ,Evc ' ,  i1 ' . s  .Chur lcnr , . .

I  couicln' t  possibly bc thc f irsr lady."
Sonnv lrxrkccl l tuzzlcd. " l  thought i t  rva.s 'Dlrr lcnc'," hc suit l .
"No,  s i l l y .  That ' s  my s is tc r ;  anc . l  . shc  cou l r ln ' t  bc  thc  l i r : t  l t r r l r .  c i ther . . "
"You mcln vou'r-c tw,ins?" hc askcti .
"Is thcrc sorncthing 

"r 'r 'ong 
u. i th that ' ]"  sh,-, inquirct l .

"No .  .  .  oh !  No,  no t  a t  a l l , "  hc .sa i< l ,  rhc  l igh t  bcg inn ing  ro  t l i r tn .  . ,  l .hur
t ' xp l i t in .s  l r  lo t  o f  th ing .s .  Exccpt . .  .  luonr l t . ' r  "

"Wontle r * hirt?" sl tc l)rornl)tc( l .
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"Oh, nothing important, I  guess. I  supposc nos' I ' l l  never'knoq"i l 'hat l l tc
famous 'Glapcvine Tl ick'  is," hcr said.

"Oh, that 's easy," Charlenc saicl.  " l  can do i t ."
"You can l "  hc  sa id  exc i tec l l y .  "Lc t ' s  do  i t ! "
"Can't do i t  here'," she said, "not enough roorn "

"Worvl I t  mr.rs1 bc something," he said.
"Oh, iL's a lot of fun," she assureci him. " l ' l l  s l iorv you somcli inc i f  vou

u' i l l  take mc back to the Valley. Down on Spangler 's Branch is lhe best place."
"I *'ill taki.'you it-s soon as I'm clcrcteri rnal'or, anciyou promise to bcicomc

nry First Lady," he said.
" ln that casc, I  promise," shc saicl.  At that, Sonny sai lcd off into another

paroxysm of ccsl.asy.
Sonny Dorf u'a-s a vcry confuscd young mayor-to-bc. Hc sccmccl hrtppier

tha t  u 'av .

:i rl. ,1. ,F *

"N,l ischa, hand 1,our Mama u,hat you \\ 'crc trying 1cl removc frorn rn1

Irockct u,hcrt I  caught vrtu lar;t  night." Rtxl in dcrniurclccl.
Mischa hanclct l  Madarnc Zarclda a heavv nrctal objcct thr: sizc and

l lr ickrrcss of a papcrbuck book. Nl ludarnc took i t  antl  hcftcd i t .  r i  i thol l t  un\\ ' rap
p i n g  i t  t o  s c c  * h a t  i t  u a s .

"Whl t  ccs  cc t '1 "  N l i scha askcr l .
"Ec i  lnakc . \  'donat ions ' , "  shc  sa i r l .
"Fiou long mav I st i tv q, i th vou'1" Rotl in askcd.
",{s lonc as vorr l ikc," l \ ' lat lanrc Zlrrclr la irssurct l  hirn.
"Stln forc'r 'cr," N' l i .scha said, looking up at R(xl in u i th lr l rnir ini t  r ' r ' t 's.

Rot l in  u  us  thc  on lv  pcrsun u  ho  hac l  c i ' c r  r l c lcc tc t l  M ischa 's  l igh t  to r . rch .
Ror l in  rc tu rnc< l  N ' l i schu 's  s rn i l c .  "Whcn c lo  u  c  l cavc  th is  c i1 ) ' . ) "  he  uskc t l

I \{rrr larne Zrtrcl t la.
"Fle for,- '  thc rtcir '  crori  t i  t lkcs ol-f icc," shc sl i t l .  " f 'ol i t ic i l rr ts hrt i  e sltorl

r r rc r r ro r i t ' s ,0 r t ( l  sor t tuonc  r r r i rY  ucr ' . sh  lo  n l i kc  n l rne  l i r r  hccrnsc l l ' . "
" ln  tha t  c i l . sc ,  \ \ ' t  hu t l  bc t tc r l ' .o  takc  c r r rc  o f  the  s t r rk , "  he  s t r i r i  to  l \ { i . scha.

" l  n lrnl to bc ablc t t i  g.o a long u ut,."

* * r l . r F *
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Two helicopters took off and flew away from the sun, u'hich was getting
lower in the afternoon sky. Very quickly, the Warrior River passecl under
them, glittering for a moment like a spangled serpent headed for the Gulf.

Floyd and Ehvood dozed off and on. The girls u.ere glued to the u,inciou,s,
not u.anting to miss an instant of their first helicopter flight.

"I t 's l ike r iding in a bubble," Darlene said.
The fa-scination didn't wear off, but fatigue from the prcvious nighr

oveftook them before the skyline of Atlanta came into view ancl thc Chat-
tahoochee disappeared behind them.

Floycl wa.s still clozing whcn Elwood nudged him anci motioncd out thc
winclow to their left. "Rabun Bald," he saicl. Floycl noddcd,

Thc Tugaloo River loomed ahead, its path traced by a linc of trcc.s along
thc watcrcourse. A few minutes later, the spire of the Lutheran Church bccarnc
v is ib le  .

"Gcttin' close," Elu'oocl saicl.



2I
Valley Round-up

rn
I HEY JUST CROSSED the county line-ovcr," Raleigh Gates spoke into

his mike. He was in street clothes, sitting in an unmarked car at the County
Line Bar-B-Q.

"Okay, don't spook 'em," Sam said. "Just keep 'em in sight-ovcr."
"Roger."
Gates pulled out onto the highway and stayed about a quarter mile behind

the red sports car until he was pretty sure they were heading into Luthersville,
as cxpected. Then he gradually gained speed and passed the rerJ car a couplc
of miles outside of town. He was several minutes ahead of them whcn he
pulle{ into a parking space on thc square in a position to see whethcr thcy
continued cast toward Greenville, or made a lcft turn towanl the mountains.

About five minutes later, the little rcd car drove into the square ancl turned
in the directionthe Confe<lerate Soldieron the monumcnt $'a-s looking, to\,r'ard
the mountains.

" I' vc got' em, Sheriff ," Raleigh rsrporled. " They' re hcaclcd norlh lvcr. "

"Just l ike we expected," Sam said. "Bi l ly ' l l  pick him up at Mulc Trough
Springs and make sure he does go to the Valley. I want to be ccrtain that is
wherc hc is before we move in. You can come on any timc. Asscmblc bchind
Chico's, at scventeen forty-five--over."

Sam knew that once Money turned off the highu,ay at Chico's, hc rvas
bottled in. He had to make another left turn at a T- intersection about a half
mile frorn Chico's. on the loop Road that madc a complete circuit through

the wholc Valley before returning to the starting point. lf he clicln't make the
turn onlo the Loop Road, he *'oulcl continue straight on to Hungry Scluau'
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Ford on the Chattooga; and he sure couldn't cross the ford now. It rvas closecl
due to high water. 'Ihe river wm raging with spring melt arrd reccnr rairrs.

"Roger, out," Raleigh said, cradling rhe mike, He chccked his cquiprncnr
to make sure he hacl even'thing in order bcfore star"ting thc cnginc and heacling
toward the rendezvous at Chico's.

* * * * *

Red Wilkins, perchecl atop Molly's Nose, pecrcd rhrough a pair of
powerful field glasses. He dicln't really need the glasscs ro spot rhc rcrcl car.
getting nearer as it travcled down the naffow gravel road; a plurnc oi dusl
plainly marked its progress. Hc watched the car take the lcft fclr at thc Big
Tree, and proceed to Deacon Watts' front gate.

ln a few moments, the Deacon camc scuttling out. Rcrl coulcl .sec him
gesturing as he talked, obviously giving clirections. He was pointing tou,arrl
the old barn in his back pasturc. Directions completed, thc Deracon ran ovcr
and opened the gate to let the little car drive through. The ancienl u,agon rrack
was a rough route for a city-bred car, but it managccl to ncgotiate its rvay ro
the old barn, where it disappcared inside. A few minutes Iatcr, Red watchcd
the Deacon's pickup following the same bumpy path.

Sliding down the rock, Red restored the glasses to the lcather casc, and
called Prucilla. "Come on, Pru. t et's go see if we can fincl out u,hat's goin'
on inside tJre Deacon's barn."

Two helicopters landed in the pasture behind Chico's esl.abli.shmcnr. Thc
coon hunting coterie, gathered forthe occasion, wclcomed thcir old mcnrbcr-.s,
hugged Darlene, and paid the greatest cleference 1o Penny.

Chico opened the dance hall and Sam motioned them all insiclc. Evcryonc
took seats, and Sam, standing, addrcsscd the as.scmbly. "Sinr:c our search la^sL
night, we have leamecl a few more things. We know thcsc men ilrc annccl anrl
dangerous criminals. They won't hesitatc to shoot, and I clon't want anybcxly
to get huft.

"We also know now that the head of the gang is here in the Va[cy. ]lc
arrived from Vulcan City about an hour ago. We are pretty surc that thi.s gang
is probably responsible for the disappearance of your ncighborc. Mrs. Barcs
and Miss Larkin.



Sugar Valley Saga

"Because this valley was combecl pretty u'ell last night by the best coon
hunters in the country, q.ithout finding anything, rve hope the ladies may be
alive and arc being held captive. If they are, u'e want to get them back alive
and safe." Sam paused.

"Any questions so far?"
"Is Eli Watts involved in this thing? I notice he ain't arnongst us," Charley

Foster asked.
"We don't have any hard evidence, yet, that he is; and I don't *'ant to

accuse an honest citizen of anything, but I will say he is kceping some pretty
bad company," Sam said, then added, "I haven't conficietl in him much,
either." That brought a little laugh {rom rhe crou'd.

"What's that stuff them fellers are growin' on our land?" Mitch Harris
wanted to knou..

"Pot .  .  .  mari juana," Sam answerccl.  " l  had i t  chccked out today ovcr at
the col lege."

"I thought thcre u'as somcthing trad f ishy about that stuff ," Mirch said.
" l  didn't  much think they lookctl  l ike col lcgc pcr{cssers, eithcr; but you can' l
ever real ly tel l  about things l ike that. Why ain't  thc FBI in on this thing? Docs
Hary Trurnan havc 'cm 

all too busy tryin' to catch spies in Wa.shington?"
"They would bc here, i f  u.e'd cal lecl thcm," Sam saicl,  "bul thcr-c rvasn't

timc. If thosc crooks havc got those two women, we'vc got to get thcm out."
The a-ssembled men noclded approval. "We'll handle it," somccinc said.
"What's the plan, then, Sam?" Aaron l-cdbctter callcd out.
"First of all, I'm deputisin' every man hcre that witnt^s to be dcputized,"

Sarn said. "Jutlge Friday, over thcrc, has issuctl all the u'anants rl,c nccrl.
"Ncxt, Chief Di l lard of thc Vulcan City Pol icc Dcparlmcnr has Lrrought

thcsc two helicopters and a scluad of spcially trained pc'oplc, in casc \\ c havc
to drop in on them from the air."

The chief nodded and acknou'lcdgcri thc looks of appror.al from thc ccxrn
hunlcn. "Those choppcru are cquipped with spotlight-s that will probably h
a lot of hclp, i f  we neecl some l ight," Di l lard said.

"We'll move in and surround the placc aftcrclark," Sam continuccl. "l've
got a man over therc watchin' the placc now'. I'm hoping hc .w'ill knon'
something about the lay of the land when we get there."

"What thcn?" Aaron asked.
"Me and my rcgular cleputies u'ill go in after thcm bcfore thc1. know

rvhat 's hit  'em," 
Sam said. "We don't want any shooring i f  we can hclp

it-esrccially if those \4,omen anl in thcrc u'ith thcrn.

209
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"The rest of you men iie low and try tc stop them if they make a brcak.

With luck, we'll grab the whole bunch,"
Turning to Ossie Krorvles, u'ho hadn't spclken to this point, he said,

"Preacher, you can do a little praf ng, if you don'1mincl. Wc neerc all the help

we can get."
"I've already been doing that, Sheriff ," Ossie said. "l don't thirrk it s'ould

hurt 10 do a little more right now," he said, removing his hat.

Red followed the rocky path down the face of the escalpment and tltrough

the laurel thicket at the base into the woods. Prucilla stayed a little way in

front of him, sniffing scent. Once she started a rabbit, but he callcd her back.
Another time she went after a squirrel that quickly scurried up a large white
oak, then turned and chattered squirrelish imprecations at the intruder.

"Why don't you come on up and gct me?" the .squincl sccmcd to be
chattering.

"Why don't you come down and play?" the dog waggcd back. It was a

standoff, and Prucilla got tired of it after a while.
They got all the way to the Deacon's pasture u'ithout lcaving the shelter

of the woods, but the barn sat out in the open, about thirty-five yards from the
nearest stand of trees. Red worked himsclf to that thicket, but there \\ras nc)
way he could get to the barn without being secn.

Prucilla, nearby, was hot on the trail of a molc, when she suciclcnly cockcd
herhead to one side and stoodstock still. What was that newsound? An instiiltt
later, she was out of the thicket and trotting across the meaclow straight for
the barn. Red didn't dare call her back for fear of alcrtins thosc insidc.

: f * * { . *

Min and June, inside their all-too-familiar cell, coulcl hear the voiccs of
the men coming from the potting shed built onto the side of the barn. They
seemed to be discussing their fate. The major question apparently was whether
or not they would have any value in future as hostages.

Once, they heard Eli's familiar voice, "You promised there wouldn't be
any killin'," he whined.

"You got any better ideas?" a deep voice asked.
"We could hold 'em for ransom," he suggested.
"They don't have any money, stupid," a voice said.
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"I ' r ,e always wanted that Bates placc," he said. "That u'oulcl be a dandy

ransom."
"Old El i  is al l  hean," . lune said, try: ing to kccp up her courage.
"If  u'e clon't  gct hclp soon, i t  u i l l  bc too latc," N{in saicl.  "I t 's about t ime

for the coon huntcrs to be out. I ' l l  starl  blou' in'  thc l 'hisl lr : .  u'hi le you pral-."

Thc voiccs from thc pott ing shccl rrrntblcr l  on.
"I think onc of the old ladics had f l ippcC." That surnclerl  l ike lhc

rcd-noscd onc--thc ont: they cal icd O'Kcl lv. "Al l  she does is r-ccitc pcr:tn' .  I

bct I  l istcncd to '- I 'hc Wrcc:k o[ thc Flcspcnrs' a hundlct l  t imcs last night."
" l  think hc's r igJrt,". lunc saicl.  " l t  t l<ies gct a l i t t le t i resome."
" We i l ,  i t 's thc best \ \ 'ay I  can think of thc rnake thc whist le toots bc e venly

s;nccd," N' l in said, "ancl thc chances arc lxtter a dog going by wil l  hcar i t .

Bcsidcs, i t 's sorncthing to do, antl  I  t lon't  knou'any othcr poems.
"l t  u'clrkcd pretl .v \ \ 'c l l  u' i th old Shorroff.  Maylrc i t  r .r ' i l l  r" 'ork again. Do

1'ou have that. nolc anrl  yttr ;r  lockct reatl t" l  Shotl t '  u 'on't  hang arouncl long, i l

hc corncs at al l .  Thcy' .shot him last t imc, 1ou knoir ' ."

With thlrt ,  shc sounclccl anothcr si le nt Lrlast. Thc drrtning vt. t icc's cl iscu.s-s-

!ng thcir fatc continucti  from thc polt ing shctl .  Shc Lrlcr i ' thc u'hist ler again

bcfore bcginning. "lt rva.s thc schooncr, Hcspctrt.s . . . " She nc:vcr fini'shecl

thc f i rr t  vcrsc. Thcrc l  a.s a snuff l ing at thc crack undcr the t loor, and Prucj l la

pushccl hcl nosc unclcmcath.
. . l t ' s  Pr -L rc i l la ! "  M in  sa id .  "Rcd can ' t  bc ' fa r  a$ ,ay .  Hc  docsn ' t  l c t  Pruc i l la

run arountl  b1' hcmclf.  Quick, t ic thlrt  lockct arouncl her ncck!"
" t ' r , ' r  t ry in ' , " . lunc  sa i t l .  "She ' s  

w igg l in '  so  much '  i t ' s  hard  to  t i c  i t .  G ivcr

hcr  sornc  c l f  thu t  tuna f i sh . "
Nlin t l i t l ,  antl  . lunc sccurct l  thc lockct u'hi lc thc ncarl l 'grown puppl '

cronsru)rc(l  t l lc 1reat.
"\eri  gct on or.rt  of herc bcforc thcv shoot 1 ou, 1oo," Min said to Pruci l  la:

b1 t  Pruc i l lu  t l idn ' t  u l rn t  to  l cavc .  S I tc  u l t . s  lo t l  cxc i tcd  about  f inc l ing  thc  pa i r

o f  thcm ln t l  gc t t ing t  i l r l  u r l cxpc l ( ' ( l  t i t l b i t  fo r  hc l  t roub lc .
' l ' hc  

t l r i - 'nc  o f  yu iccs  s topFt l  fo r  l t  morncnt .  M in  and. lunc  hc ld  thc i r

b rca th .  Prur : i l l l t  con t inuc t l  to  sn t r f f l c  i l t  thc  d (x ) r .  Thcv  hc l r rd  a  *h is l l c ,  t ro t

l l rL r t l ,  buL  vcn  h igh  l t i t chc< l  and shr i l l ,  tha t  ca t r tc  f ron l  thc  t l i r cc t i t i r r  o l -  th t '

r i t tr t ls nclt t 'e:; t  thc l l l r l t .  I t  miglht cl l 's i l l 'hl tvc Lrcn a bircl  Prtrci l l l r  l t l t ' r l t ' t l  l t t t t l

.stopltct l  .snu f f  l inl l .  Tirc <lron ing conve rslr t  ion c(nt inuc(l  ol lcc r l lorc: thcr '  I l  cl t  r t i

the: iccnringl l  far tru uy cul l  again, anrl  Prrrci l la scarnPcrccl a\\  a,r, .  N' l in lurcl

. l  u nc s igh ct l  s i th rcl  icf .
"\ \ 'c l l ,  lgt lcss s()ntr 'or le rvi l l  knot l t l tout t t .s scxrn," Nl l in sait l '
" l  hor rc  t l lev  ae t  l t c rc  in  t in tc , " . l t rnc  sa i t l .
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"I don't think there is much time left," Min said. ,,Not for us.,'

* + * * *

Some bootleggers have been known ro negotiate wincling mountain toacls
without headlights well after midnight. For many, it u,as a u,ay of life. For
charley Foster, leading the unlighted caravan clo*n the Valley Roacl was no
problem.

"You haven't forgotten how, Charley," Seun saicl.
"Sam, I can't  tel l  you the number of t imes I avoiclccl mccting you, jusr

l ikc this," Charley grinned. "Bur not larcly," hc aclclccl.  " l 'm gett in'  tocl okl
for that stuff ."

"We both are, Charley," Sarn said. "Hc1,, sl61u t loun! What's rhar in rhc
roacl?"

I l  proverl to bc Ugly Recl Wilkins, u.ho had bccn wait ing for thern ar thc
Big Oak ncar thc fork in thc roatl .  "Thev'rc al l  up at thc Dcrcon's olcl  bam,"
Rccl sair l .

" I{ow many?" Sanr askcd.
"Fi 'e," Rctl  rcpl iecl.  "Therc's Dcacon warts, thc tu,o Jrcrlcsscr.s. u.t{ l rrc

two guys  tha t  c l rovc  up  in  tha l  fanc l '  l i t t l c  car .  But  th i r r  l r in ; r  l r l l !  l ' rn  r . t . r r l  sur t ,
tha t ' s  whcrc  they ' r -c  ho ld in '  M iss .Tunc  anr l  Aunt  Min ,  too .  Look , "  hc  sa i t l ,
holdingl out thc lockcr.

"Whcrc t l i t l  vou gct that?" Sant a.skcd in arnazcmcnt.
" l  cl icln' t ,"  Rccl sair l ,  thcn cxplainci l .  "pnrci l la \ \ ,cnt up to thc burl  bcl ' i . rr .c

I coulr l  stop hcr, ancl carnc back u.carin'  i t ."
Sarn opcncd rhc lockct 'ncl shou,crl  i t  to Floycl unrlcr thc bca'r of his

f lash l igh t .  "That ' s  Me 's ,  r r l l  r igh t , "  F I .y r l  s . i . l .  "Shc  a l r ,ays  u 'o r -c  i t .  Thcr -c ' . s
Pa 's  p ic tu rc ,  anc l  tha t ' s  rnc , "  hc  sa i<1 .

" l lorv long ago wa.s this, Rcd?" Sanr askctl .
" 'Bout  an  hour , "  Rc t l  sa id .
Thc  n , tc ,  rv r i t t cn  on  a  t iny  sc rap . [  papcr  in  ' c r ] . , . s rn . l l  p r in tc r l  l c r tc r -s ,

r. l 'a.s irarr l  to makc out. Sarn coult ln' t  rcad i t .  "Le l  rnc trrr ' ,"  pcnnY sair l .  Stut lr , ing
i t  a  morncn l .  shc  rcar l :

EW's  barn .  t ILJRRY
n o  1 i n r c .  *  i l l  k i l l

i \ l L  and. lR
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Gathering the possc arouncl him, Sam explained the present circumstan-
cqs in a feu, w.ords. "They've got those t'*'o \r'omen up fterc in Watts' olcl
bam, and thcy were alive an hour ago. We got t*'o choices. We can go in there
fast ard trJ, to nab them before they knou'\\'e're there; or we can surround the
place ancl cai l  on thcm to surernde'r."

"What do you think our best chance is, Sherif f?" Elu'oocl askccl.
" l  think our best shot is to move fas!," Sam saicl.
"l agrcc," Floycl r.;aicl. "Thc quickcr, the bcttcr."
"Okay." Sam aclclrcsscd the posse again, "we leave ourvehicles hcrc i ind

mo'r,e thlough the rvoocls to the eclge of the pasturc. Surrouncl the barn, arcl
q'hcn those heiicoptem come ovcr u.ith the floodlielts on, me and my I'egular
dcpulics * ' i1l  rush the barn. Thc rest of you al l  covcr us.

"Be carcful.  I  Con'1 want anybody to make a souncl. I f  thcy hcar us, i t

may bc' al l  over for thosc women.
"l 'm in touch rvith thc choppcrs by ualkie-talkic. Whcn we gct in

posit ion, I ' l l  give thc signal *, i th rny f la.shl ight u'hcn i t 's t ime to movc in.

Whcn you scc i t ,  rnovc fast.
" Docs cvcryonc undcrslan(l'1"
A round of no<ls. Evcry,onc u as a.s rcitcly as lhcv \\ 'ctc cvcr goirrg to bc.
"Gct 1'our vchiclcs olf  thc road, and let 's go," Sam di lcclct l .
Five minulcs lalcr, thc possc of coon huntcrs ancl rcgulal clcputics u'as

rnov ing  r lu ie t l v  th rough thc  *oo t ls .  Back  i t t  Ch ico 's ,  lhc 'cc tp tc rp i lo t .s  wcrc
rr arrninl i  the ir  cnginc.s.

,{t  1}rc bum, thc di.scrrssion had ncarly cndcd. N' lorrcl ' \ \ 'a.s atx)ut Io
aluroLlnce hi.s t lct: ision.

* * * * *

Fronr thc prinrclrcl i l l  oozc, u,hcn l i ic on eurth f irr t  st irrcd in thc chcmical
s ( ) r . rJ ) l l t i l l  i i l l c t l  thccrcv ic r tso l ' thc l l l i rnc i ,no fo tcch l t t l  c ' t , c r tnore  a f fec tcd tha t
l i l 'e thlrn hrrt i  thc murn. 

- l-he 
rrtoort ,- 'orttrols the t i t lc.s that shi iPc contincnts an(i

s l i r  th t  l ' o rccs  in  cverv  l iV ing  th ing .  The fo rcc .s  Pc t t r l l ' ; r lL ' t \L ' t ' \  i thu t t ' .  l t i ,n l

the highcst la1'cr.s of ozonc to the t lccpcst sca.s; fr t im thc Ntlrth Polc to tht:

Soulh; ancl cvcn unto thc big LaLrrel,  rrhcrcin clt 'c l ls thc Roo.shin Roar.

I  lc f i rst fcl t  thc st irr ing in thc m it l 'aftcmoon; lcxrg bcforc lhc nl()on camc

Lrp. Rising f rom thc t lank ntut l-r 'al lor i '  hc had rootc'ci  out untlcr thcr laurcls, hc

p lo t i r l c t l  ovcr to  h is  favor i tc  lo l 'hang ing  l i rnb  an< l  sc ra lchc( l  h is  uppr r igh t

hanr. This act ivi tv satisf icd l 'or a l i t l lc rvhi lc [^.. forc hc t ircd of i t  i rncl movcd

buck anrl sctt lct l  once again into thc black mud u'al lor l ' .



214 Carrol lGambrel l

A sow with five pigs came into view and paused uncer-tainly u,hen shc
spotted the boar. One of her pigs, a bold one, not at all uncerlain, u,alkecl up
to the boar and stared him in the gimlet eye. Unlike his mothcr, thre pig u,as
a half-breerd iurcl haci the courage of his sirc. courage was replace by clisc.etion
when the boar rose to his fect. The pig ran back to its mothcr, rvho facc'cl thc
boar ready to defend her young. She was afraicl, but unmoving. Mothcrs arc
l ike that.

The boar wa.s not sceking a clomestic squabbtc. Shc could hai,c the
mud-wallow. He had another i tch he just coulcln' t  gcrt scrarchcd. Thc rtroon,
slill unseen,'rvas getting nearer thc horizon. This time hc rnovecl a,"r,av wirh a
little more purposc in his stricle . He headecl for rhe Vallev

* * * * *

Shorloff ,  too, fcl t  an i tch. I t  rva.s in his u.oundccl lcg whcr-c an angry rcrl
* 'as bordcrcclby rhc healthy pink of heal ing f lcsh. I t  i tchecl anrl  hc l ickccl i t :
hc kept I icking i t  unti l  the i tch was rc;r lacccl by a morc conrlrcl l ing forcc. Thc
moon \\ras no doubt stirring Shorly, trxt; but thc strongc.st forc:c rvas thlt of
hungcr. He hadn't caten sinr:e thc day hc u a.s shot.

Decply etchctl  in his one-track caninc mincj u,as a vision of thc l 'at hcns
in Dcacon watts'hcnhclusc. To Shortoff,  i t  uas a cafctcria *.hcrc hc harl a
choice of cntrces-al l  of thcm chickcn.

shorty rosc arrcl tcstccl his lcg. I t  u,oulr l  tki .  I lc vaunc(l ln( l  strcrchc(1,
thcn  q 'a lkcd  ovcr  ro  a  ncarbv  t rcc ,  *hcrc  hc  sn i f f c< l  un t i l  hc  fo tu r t l  thc  r i lh t
spot . l tn t l  l i f t t . t l  h i . s  l t .g .

Hc trottc( l  a trccl inc slraight for his ia' ,ori tc rcslauri lnr. Arr i ' i 'g at ir  r i ( lac
that affordctl  a vics'of thc watts f lrm, hc ignorcrl  al l  thc virr i t ,Lrs l , , ,nr,,n ,c.. , i t . ,
in thc air.  Hc would check u i th thcm latcr. I{c pausul a bricf rnorlcnl t6 clct:k
l h c  l a y o u t .  A h ,  t h c  l i g h t . s  u t r e  t r u l .  I l  u u s . . l l r i k  l l l  a r t n l r r l . ' f h r r t  r r r r l l t  t l c y
\\  ( ' rc opcn fol busincss.

Lorvcring his hcad, hc tfottc( l  to\\ 'ar( l  thr hitklcn lrole unclt ,r  l i rc chir:ktn
u' i lc, rvhcrc hc usually maclc his cntrance ununnouncc(I.

Evcn lr fract ious, uni l t tcn(lc(I,  onc.el ' t ' i l  g() i l l  \ \ .on't  st lr 'c i f  hc is lcft  fret,
to roam. It  * 'as nguinst t i rc princiPlcs cslrotrsccl by thc Slrurnl) Buzzur(1.\ tr)
prcvcnt rrnvthing frrnr rrrarning, Provit lcr l  i t  rvishcs to roi l l r .  CYclt4ls was nol
con f i  ncd. Hr- '  coulr l  r  oaln anv' '  hc' 'e hc pl cascrl .  Th at n ig:h t ,  1x rh lJrs corrr pcl lcr l
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by the same tidal force-s that had moved the boar, Cyclops sought to widen
his horizons.

Crossing the ridge, he dropped down toward the Valley and discovered
the widest horizon of all could be vieued from the rocks that formed the
distinctive natural feature known to the Valley's human denizens as Molly's
Nose.

No one remembered the Molly for whom it was named, but viewing it
from profile, one could easily believe that Molly never won a bcauty contcst.

That wa-s from a human standpoint. In the judgment of a fractious,
one-eyed goat, whose horns had been decorated with barber pole stripcs of a
luminous chartreuse paint, Molly's Nose was beautiful.

The circle of luminous paint surrounding his missing eye ciicl nothing to
improve his vision. However, it didn't take stereovision to convince Cyclops
that this place was his. One eye was sufficient for the task.

Cyclops stood upon the rock anct gazed ab<iut, survcying his domain as
if to announce to all in goat terrns, the immortal phrase: Dis ist der blace.

He claimed it for his o*n.

* + * * +

Thc posse reachecl thc edge of the u'oods at the barn. Sam motionccl \\'ith

hand signals forthe group to spread out an(l  surround thc placc. Hc cl idn't
have to caution silence. In a few minutes everything *'ould be rcady.

The full moon had cleared the ridge and the crisp rnountain -spring air
wes bathed in a blue-silvcr wa-sh. Sam stood at about thc spot Rcd hacl

occupicd earlier. Red had guided him there. From this vantage point, Sam

could see movement along the edge of the field as his troops moved into

position. Thcy would be set by the time the 'copters arrivctl.
Kcying the mike, Sam spoke softly, "Bring 'em on, Chicf ."

Chief Dillard clicked his keytwice in acknowlexlgmcnt. He dicl nrtt spcak.

* * * * *

Shortoff nosed along the chicken wire until he founil his usual cnlrancc

under the u,ire. Thc doorman u'asn't on cluty; stt he lct himsclf in. Bcing

famil iar u' i th the place , ancl being very hungry, he lost no t irnc in placing his

ordcr.
This causcd quitc a st ir .
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"I want them out of the way with no trace."
So saying, Money had sealed the fate of the two women in the tack room.

There wa^s no expression on the grim facqs of the men in the room. Deacon
Watts' may have been a little more sour than usual, but he clid not demur. He
was too deeply committed, now, to risk losing everything. The venture had

already paid well, and was about to pay even more. One crop *'as all they said
they wanted; then they would be gone, and he *'ould be richer. The Valley

would never know. It would be worth the sacrifice of a couple of no,sy old

biddies who had no business mecldling anyway.
"When?" O'Kelley asked.
"Not until I'm out of here," Money said. "Make sure there is no tracc,

and make sure no one connects them with me. Understand?" Money in-
structed. They nodded.

"When are you leaving?" Scarpelli asked.
"Tonight," Money answered.
Min and June heard the worcls and squeezcd each other's hands tightly.

If something good wa-s going to happen, it had bcttcr happcn quickly.
At that moment, they heard the racket in thc henhouse.
"Shorty," Min said.
The Deacon heard i t ,  too. "Blasted,.suck-egg, chickcn thicf l"  hc roarccl.

Grabbing his shotgun that was leaning against thc wall, he raccd for the cloor.

Mitch Harris was raised in the woods. He knew the sights, the souncls,
and the smells. His nose twitched a couple of times just before he started to
make his way through a thick copse of sweetgum. It shoutd have erlertcd him.

Something's dead around here, wa^s the fleeting thought that crossed his
mind just before he stumbled over the boar that had taken refuge in the copse
when the human smells became overpowering.

Few of us can relate firsthand with the event Mitch had just experienced;
but those who have say it would compare f avorably with that of tripping over
a speeding freight train. This being true, perhaps it is littlc to be wondered at
that Mitch formd himself unable to stifle an expression of suqprise.

The Deacon was about twenty feet outside thc barn door when Mitch's,
"Heeeyiiii!" rent the air and stopped him dead in his tracks.
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Thoroughly spooked, the boar charged blindly (not having been blessed

with gooct eyesight, boars often charge blindly, if they charge at all) do*'n the

corriclor of least human scent. This corridor led directly toward the barn.

It took the Deacon, also not blessed with good eyesight, a moment or t$'o

in the moonlit darkness to focus on the source of the commotion. When he

dicl get focused, he found himself precisely in the unening path of the

oncoming frcight.
Splat! The irrqsistible force met the extremely movable object, knocking

him a double somersault, discharging both barrels of the ten gauge harmlessly

into the air, before he landed on the pasture grass in a clazed heap.

The boar, in the meantime, continuetl his way until, colliding with thc

barn wall, he too fell back on his heels, more than a little dazed by the abrupt

nature of his halt.
If there was anything, human or otherwisc, in the vicinity that \r'as not

yet alerted by the commotion. it had to have been deacl. Cerlainly thc hoods

inside the potting shed were fully aware of thc tlisturbance.

Sam was aghast at the premature triggering of action' His men had not

yet completelysurroundedthe barn, but he could wait no longcrwithout losing

the element of surprise, *'hich was what he was counting on to prevcnt

bloodshed. They would have to proceed without the initial advantage of the

helicoptem.
"t et's eo!" he shoutetl. and the line closed in.



22
Wind-up In The Valley

I
IJIVING CLOSE TO THE EDGE crcates a supcmensir ivi ty ro thrcars; of
anything appering to bc a threat. Thc discharge of a ten gaugc doublc-barrcl
shotgun outside thc door is gcnerally perceived a-s a double-barrcled threat.
There was no timc for an investigation. lt was time to move. If they ncccle<l
further inspiration, Sam's yell provided it.

Baldy and Money sprang for the little recl car parked in the hallway of
the barn. Unfortunately for Money, the pa-ssenger-siclc cloor was lockecl, ancl
Baldy had the key. Baldy cranked the engine and tore out of the barn withour
bothering to consider, much less accommodate, his boss.

His age and weight notwithstanding, Sam ll.as prctty agilc, othcr-wisc
Baldy would have nailed him. Whcn he sped out the bam door, Siun .was
making a charge straight for it. They nearly collidccl; but Sam clivcd for a
srnall ditch, and only got brushecl with the rear fentler. Thc rcd car carccncd
down the rutted track and crashed through thc pirsturc g,atc onto thc gravcl
Valley road. the choppers were nearly ovcrheacl whcn Sam keyccl his rnike.

"Suspcct leaving the scene in red spofls car," hc saicl.
"We've got him in sight. No problem," Chicf Di l lard rcsponclccl.
Sam saw one of the choppcrs pcel off zmd follou, abovc rhc car as it

disappcared clown the road, clawing to gct out of thc Vallcy. Baldy obviously
wa-s unconcenred about lcaving his boss bchind.

Scarpel l i  and O'Kelley f irst thought was to use M in antl . lunc a.s hri .stagcs;
but they u'ere lockcd in that room ancl Watt.s had to key.s. T'hcy abanilonccl lhc
idea immediately; the cloor was too stout to break clown in the short t i rnc thcy
had. Divcrsion wa-s the ncxt bcst thing.
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Scarpelli fir-eil a fc$,shots r.rut the doo| to kccp the tle puties at bay while

O'Kelley clashed a keroscne lantem against the wall .  the ancienl logs f lamed

up immecliately. wirhin moments, thc flames had spreacl to the shingles at the

eaves.
Mrn ancl June smclled the smoke, and knew t irne u'as indced running out

for them. There was nolhing to do but vell, and yell they clid' Two strong

mountain women who had callecl hogs all their lives had no troublc bcing

hcard on the out-side.
"Thcy're al ive!" Floyd shouted. "Come on, wc've got to gct them out oi

there!" Ignoriug thc shots coming from the potting shcd, he raced to\\'ard the

barn. Darlertc a1 his he'cls.
Elu.ocxl q'as close to Sam on the othcr sicle of thc clearing, and apparently

hc u'as the only onc io obscrue Moncy sneak rlut of the back of the barn and

run srraight towarcl thc cxlge o[ thc u'oods whcre Pcnny $'as huddlcd, in a spot

that was supposcd to havc bc'r:n safe ancl shcltcre'tl. El$'otxl tcnk off as fa.st as

hc coult l  run to hcatl  him off bcforc hc: reachcd Pcnny's hicl ing piacc'

I{c hacln't  covcrcd a dozcn str i<lcs bcforc Moncy'saq'him ancl rcdoublccl

his spcctl .  Calculat ing thc anglc antl  thc cl i .slancc, Eiq'oocl could 'sce hc $'otr lcl

losc rhc racc: Moncy uould bcat hirn lr l  thc u'<xlds Hc could see sorncthing

cl.sc, too. Pcnny hacl smcllcd thc 'srnokc and had just stoocl up to gct a be{tcr

vicu,. Moncy harl sccn her, too, ancl was trying lo get to hcr beforc she sau

hirn ancl hacl a chancc to dodgc.
Ei 'crything in fr.ont of Penny u'as backl i t  by thc f larncs and bv thc

hovcrinS hcl icoptcr 'r ;  .spotl ighl.s. Shc cciulcl  scc only si lhoutl tcs, ancl rccrog-

nizc,. l  no onc. Moncv q,as on hcr * ' i th a 8un to hcr hcad Lrcforr- 'shc knc$'u'hat

rva.s happcning.
Elq,ocxl saw nothing but Moncv trving to shield hirnsclf  with Pcnny's

b6clv, antl  f ic gul l ,  antl  Pcnnt"s facc. Hcr cycs \\ 'crc rvidc u' i th tcrror antl

surprisc. El$'orxl cl idn't  hcsitatc b) 'so rrtuch a.s a whiskcr; hc lo$'crcd his

forchcad sl ightly ancl cra.shccl hcadlong intci N' loney's facc. Thcrc was a

cleafcning cxplosion r ighr in Eiu'ood's car as thc 8un wcnt off ;  his chcek

bumccl.
Moncy \\'cnt rcr'ling back*'arc1 u'ith Elu'ood on top of him. Blcnd

splatrcrctl the new foliage. Somc of it u'as Elwoocl's, but most of it rvas frorn

Moncy's brokcn nosc. Pcnny lay incrl ;  blond hair singccl just ovcr hcr- r ight

car from the muzzlc flash. A rivulct of bloocl tricklcd behincl hcr car ancl do$'n

hcr ncck. Shc i l idn't  movc.

* * * * *
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when Floyd ancl Darlene reachecr the barn, the flames hacr reachecl the
loft. Min and June u'ere banging on the door.

"We're comin',  Ma!" Floyd cal led.
"Get us out!" Min yel led.
"Hurry!" Junc urgcd.
After Min's attemptcd escape, the Dcacon hacr reinforcecl thc hasps and

haci added another lock for goocl measure. There \ .as no u,ay Flor.cl coulri
have found rhe strength to forcc thc locks. Sporting the ar u,hereJune hacl left
i t  leaning againsr the wall ,  hc attacketl  the- locks with i t  to no avai l .  Ir  was
gctting warm in the hallrvay, ancl there *.asn't enough room to gct a full s*ing
at the locks because the Deacon's pickup was parkexl in thc h;ll$,ay closc t6
the cloor.

.  
Darlcne, searching in the truck bcd for something to use, found an ol<l

logging chain. Tossing i t  to Floycl,  shc ycl lccl,  . .Hook 
ir  to the locks!"

. floyd did so quickly, with thc spcd of an old loggcr u.ho kn*v ho*, rcr
handlc a logging chain. In thc mcantimc, Darrcnc had loopecl hcr cncr around
the trai lcr hirch, and quickly jumpccl into thc cab of thc pickuo.

Shc founcl the ignition su,'itch, but rhc kcy u.a.s misiingl 
'

* * + * *

Balcly crashc<r thriugh thc g.atc anrr tumcrl .nro thc gravcr r.acr thar
Joopcrl through thc val lcy. Hatr hc turncd rcft ,  hc',ourd h: i 'c gonc out thc
u'ry thcy had cntcrccl.  Ho*'c'cr, in his hastc anrr erci lenrenrirr p., .h1,p.,
l lccau'sc of darkncss, confusion, ancr an untlcrrrc'croPc'd .scrrsc clf  dirc'ct ion
hc  tu rncd  r igh t ,  r 'h  i ch  rcd  h i rn  on  thc  r .n5r  c i rcu i t  a r  thc  u . .v  i i r ' u . t r  thc  va i l c r , .
Thc chopPcr t .  i  lct l  h inr o'crhcarl.  whcn hc rcaclrecl thr-,  T in tcrsccl ic,. ,  hc r i .a.s
cxactly, )  80 r lcgrecs confuscd.

- Ihc  
o lc l  g i rcc r  va ' lha [  tu rnc t r  , r r l .  th r ,Hr . rngr l  Sr l t r r *  F r r r l  [ i ,uc r  a t

c'hic.. ' .s hrxl a c.upJc of g.cxr rci i . \on.\ to rre thcrc. dnc, thc Pcoplc r ir i ing in i t
wc . r  look ing  1 'o r  thc i r  los t  g ,oa t :  an t l  t *o ,  thc  por ice  b . . r l  ra r r i .  thc ' rvc re
I ist. ,n ing to had inrl icar-ccl .sorne cxcitcrncnt in thc val lcv, l intr thcy t l i r ln ' . t  *,ant
to mis's i t .  They saw rhc hca<lr ights rapir i ly.pproachi.g thc r. ir l  lhc'r i ,rrc
travcl ing lrom thc lefr, .r  fr .rn thc Vailcy, anir tn.trc norc of rhc f irci  thirr i r
hcl icoplcr sccmccl to be t. i r ing i t  clvcrhcai l .  Thc carshourt l  havc turrrct l  r ighr
a t  thc  in te r :cc t ion .  I t  d i< ln ' t .

In a.sh,rvcr of grravcl ancr a squcaring o[ t i rcs, i t  sr irr into a rcl ' t  turr a.t l
racccl clou'n thc roarl  lor iarcl lhc Hungry Squau, Forrl  across rhc.su.ol lcn urrr l
raging Chattooga.
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"Al lahl He's f lying," said Abdul Rothchi ld, bassist of the Swamp Buz-
zards.

"He better know how to sl'im," u'as the comment from Nightrider
Robinson, the rhFhm guitar player.

By the time the helicoptcr landed in a meadou' above the river, the
Su'amp Buzzards u'ere linecl up ar the edgc of the flood *'ar.r:hing tu,cr
pinpoints of l ight disappcaring in thc middlc of rhc r iver ar a bcnd just a quancr
rni lc au,av. Evoy once in a u,hi lc, thc l ight.s u.oukl shou. again, brief ly. Then
they clisappcarcd for gocxl.

"Couldn't  f ly far enough, and couldn't  swim a'tal l ,"  said thc onc-eyecl
Cajun.

* * * * *

A bLrrning brand landcci on thc ho(xl.  Thc hcat was bccoming unbcarablc
q'hcn Darlene duckccl undcr thc clash, scarching for thc ignit ion u. ircs. In a
momcnt she had thcm crcls.serl .  Thc cnginc tumccl ovcl anrl  dicd. Shc tr ict l
again. Ncl luck. Cracking thc thrott le a l i tr lc, .shc tr icd onc rnorc t irnc, and thc
four  cy l inders  f i rcc l  up .  Dropp ing  i t  in to  Iou ,  shc  gunncd i r ,  l c r  our  rhc  c lu rc rh .
rtnd pralccl thc bumpcr r i ,ould hold u,hcn thc sltrck jclkcd oul of thc chain.

Thc;, '  madc trucks u,cl l  in thc rhirr ics. Thc burnpcr hclt l ,  and shc burst clur
into frcsh air. Floyd grabbc'cl .lunc ancl Aunt Min, and follou,ecl thc truck to
sa fcty.

Closc on thcir hccl.s carnc Scar?c' l l i  r ind O'Kellcy, u,ho u,e rc yxlunccd on
by Catcs ancl another <lcputy. Thclc u.as no f ight lcft  in the "pcrfcsscrs."

EIu,ocxl pickcd h irnsclf  up an sau. Pcnny lying thcrc unmoving. Hc rurned
to* arci N' lone1, rvho u as scrarnbl ing for the u,eaprrn that had bccn scnt f  lying
u,hcn Elu ocxl crashc.t l  into him. Hc founcl i t ,  but too latc. By thc t irnc Mitch,
Aaron ancl Charlcv arr ivcd and pul lcd Elu'ood oif ,  Monc1,'s facc ua.s pulp,
Thcy no t loubt savcrl  N,loncy for thc Statc to dcal u' i th. E,ls.ood rr i ts cr:huustc<l
antl  on thc vcrl tc of pa.s.sing out \ \ ,hcn thcy f inal lv bt 'ought Pcnnv trrouncl.

Thc  bu l l c t  ha t l jus t  gnucd hcrsca lp ,  b t r t  thc  concuss ion  har l  knocke< l  hcr
orrt.  Flcr t 'aru \\ 'crc st i l l  r ingingl.  Sccing El*,ood covcrccl u, i th l \ , tr tnc_r, 's blocxl,
shr nctrr lr 'pus.sct i  out agti in, and probablr,rvould havc hucl shc not lrcn i t  nul-sc
r  i r ' i v i l t g  l t r ' t  1 r ; 1 1 i 1  1 1 1 .

I l l  rvotxl i r ,a.s palc ;rnrl  trcmbJ ing.
" ( le r  h i r t r  son tc th ing  to  cu t ,  t1u ick , "  shc  d i rcc tcd .
N4itch pul lccl u Buttcrf inl :cr our of a .shirt  pockct. " ' Ihis is al l  I  got," hc

s l i  id .
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"I'll take it," Elu,oocl said, demolishing it in two bites. Turning to Penny,
he said, "I thought you were . . . I thought-"

"You thought what?" Penny said.
"I think I love you," he said.
"I thought that's what you thought," Penny said.smiling.

Deacon Watts slowly rose on onc clbow. His recovery time hatl about
coincided with that of the boar, which was beginning to get its bearings, also.

As his vision cleared, the Deacon saw the flames beginning to flicker
inside the barn. Hc noticcd, too, that hc sccmccl to have been overlooked in
all thc excitement. At that momcnt, everyone's attention u'as claimcd bv thc
red car flying out of the barn and making a gcta\\,ay.

The next thing he sa\\r was the boar, his somcwhat rccldish gimlct cvcs
trained dircct ly on hirn. Without pausing to think, the Deacon l i t  out in
whatevcr cl irc 'ct ion would remove him from the scenc. Amazingly, hc u';r .s
harcl ly noticccl.  There *,ere lots of pcoplc running in scvcral cl ircrct ions at that
t imc. Hou,cvcrr, he wa.s thc only onc bcing trai lcd by a gcxrcl-sizcd Russian
boar with one tusk knockccl sl ightly askcu' by his encountcr wi lh thc barl .

What thc Dcacon coulcl not know w,as that the boar *,a.s not charging
him; he wir^s mcrrcly sccking the quickcst routc to thc Big Laurcl,  his t idal
urgcs now at an cbb. Hail  thc Dcacon known, hc could havc just stcppccl a.si( le
and al lor l ,er l  thc boar to procced on his rvay; but hc t i id not kno\\, this. So, he
ran, slayingjusl ahcarl of thc frcight train that had f lattenccl hirn oncc alrcarly.

Ncithcr dicl  thc Dcacon takc notice of thc fact that Lhc boar's course lxrrc
sl ightly rnorc towar(l  thc ca.st than his own. That cl idn't  lnattcr; lhc Dcacon
was inspirccl to run, and run hc did unti l  thc rcccnt sccnc f lclccl bchind hirn.

No onc noticc(i ,  except Pruci l la, who took off aftcr thc pair ancl lr i t i lcd
thrm both unl i l  thcir paths bcgan to cl ivcrge.

Rcd saw Pruci l la trai l ing towa(l thc wcxrcls, ancl thought hc caught a
gl imp.sc ol a f  igure ci isappcaring in thc dircct ion of the r idgc. Hc srarrc(l  afrcr
thcm antl  caught up to Pruci l la a-s shc wit-s circl ing trying to dccidc which ol '
the t\ \ .o troi is to fol low. Shining his f lashl ight around, Rccl spottcd a frcsh
bootprint in thc soft car1h. Hc thought he rcr:ognizcrl thc no slip trcarl as
match ing  t i ; c  Dcacon 's .

"Conri:  on, Pru. Lct 's take this onc," hc said. Pnrci l la obc'ycd.

* * * * *
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Eli Watts ran on, in a panic. [n a sweat. He didn't realize he was on a
trail. He merely ran where there wa.s the least resistance. It was the trail u'orn
by generations of coon hunters, bootleggers, and before them, Indians. It lect
to Molly's Nose, the finest lookout point west of Caqsar's Head.

Molly's Nose topped an escarpment u,ith a shecr drop of three hundred
fect to the fint shelf, then another huncired and fifty feet to where thc cliff
grew less steep as it sloped off into the Valley.

The path followed a gentle upgrade most of the way, so that thc hiker
n'ould gain altitude gradually. The last few hundred feet, however, are steeper
and rougher. By the time the Dcacon macle it to the top, he was exhausted,
and had gatheral his wits enough to know he was no longer being pursued.
No snorting freight train, nowhirling rotors, no shouts, noshots, no confusion.
Pausing to rest and take stock, he sat on a rock that had an excellent vietv of
his barn burning.

"I guess the old busyboclies are charcoal by now," he chucklecl to himsclf .
"Serves 'em right, shouldn't have interfered."

After a few minutes of deep breathing, he took out a bandanna, wipecl
his brow, and stood to view the scene once more. He wa^s unaware at firct of
the presence behind him, but became so when the gentle wind shifted slighrly.
Turning to look over his shoulder, he behelcl a strange apparition. Thctc, not
twenly fc\et away, and seeming to f loat on air,  rvas a slen<ler pair of lurninous
charlreusc barber poles hovering ovcr a singlc chartrcusc circle with a blazing,
coal in the center u'hcrt a single e1,e rcflcctcd light from thc burning barn in
thc cl istance. While hc gaperl,  trying to ( lctcminc what he u'as scrcing, rhc
barlx.r poles dippcd and startcd toward him at a rapid pace.

Rccl arrived at thc point wherc the path madc a sharp turn, afforcling an
unobstructed vicw of thc cntire' promincnce of the formation. Eli ['atts u as
standing si lhouettcd against thc ful l  moon. Sucldcnly hc pirchcrl  iorward ancl
thc agonizing scrcam of his dcsccnt seemcd l{) go on forevcr. I t  was.st i l l
cchoing among thc rocks whcn Rcd hearcl thc sickening crunch that rnarkccl
thc  cnd o f  h is  fa l l .

Looking back at Molly 's Nosc, Rcd sa\\.  that thc Deacon's si lhoucttc hacl
bccn rtplaccci by that of Cvcloos.
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Headlines

CLEAN GOVERNMENT SWEEPS IN
In an election political pundis could only ckssify m "rcmark-
able," Julius Caesar (Sonny) Dorf, Jr. swung into office. Aided
and abetted by ardent backers known as the "Grapevine Gang."

ALDERMAN DORF OUSTED IN SOUEAKER
Experts called it "The third safest bet in the World," rating only
death and taxes higher. They referred, of course, to the Fifth
Precinct, known heretofore as "Dorf 's Domain." However, prov-
ing both pundits and polls can be mistaken, long-time Aldcrman
Julius Caesar Dorf, the incumbent, was soundly defeated on
home turf by CGP candidate . , .
It was a close race in all other precincls, with Alderman Dor{
running slightly ahead in most. The phenomena that has analysts
stumped is the vote in his own precinct, which u'ent 8070 - 20o/o
for the CGP candidate, and provided the miracle margin of
victory for Dorf 's opponent, an unknown former sociology lcac-
h e r n a m e d . . .
"We gotta check our figures," said Gaylord Gumshoe, prcsident
of Gumshoe Polling Services, nationally known pollsters . . .
Alderman Dorf made no comment, other than, "I got a boat to
catch," since his 4 p.m. concession spe'ech, two houm before the
polls closed. According to records, this is the earliest any can-
didate has everconceded-particularlv in a race he wa^s winnins.
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CONGRESSMAN REUBEN FINCHERT TO RETIRE
Congressman Reuben C. Finchert announced today that he will
retire at the end of his current term. Congressman Finchert denied
an ongoing investigation by the House Ethics Committee into
hankypanky in the Congressman's officehad anything todo with
h i s d e c i s i o n . . .
"She could type, if she u'anted to," he said, pointing to the
typewriter the alleged secretary allegedly could have used. Con-
gressman Finchert. *'ho has re'cently bccn under pressure from
colleagues and constituenLs alike to resign, made the announ-
ccment follou,ing disclosure . . .

HISTORIC HOUSE BURNS
Built in the 1830s by Major Briley Farnsworrh Musgrove, nored
lndieur f ightcr anci inventor of Mu.sgrovc's Hairbal l  Solvcnt for
Constipatcd Cats, u,hich earnccl thc gratituclc of thousands of caLs
and cat fancicrrs, and rvas thc basis of thc Mu.sgrovc forlune . . .
The house, knoxn a.s the "Whitc Pcacock," u,as complctelv
dcstroyecl by thc f ir-c. Causc. of rhc blazc is bcl ici 'ct l  l rr  harle bctn
a spark from a torch carr icd in rhc CGP torchl ight plradc, which
pa..;sccl in lront of the housc: although aruon hin nor been com
plt ' te ly rulcd out .  .  .

RAID ON HEAVENLY REST REAPS RICH REWARD
GANG CAUGHT, PAIR RESCUED, HOSTAGE RELEASED

PROMINENT DOCTOR ARRESTED
CHIEF CITED FOR OUTSTANDING ACHIEVEMENT

"I  hacl suspicions about Dr. Moncy and thc Hcavcnly Rcst
opcration al l  along. That is *.hy I dctai led a spccial u,atch ro kccp
a surrrci l lance on thc placc," Chicf Di l lard saicl in an inrcrvicrr.
in his off ice. aAnd a^s i t  turncd out, that $,:Lsn't  the la.st r, f  i t"  Wc
tracccl thc opcration all the way to a mount.ain vallcy in Keou,cr:
County, South Carolina. In coopcration rl.ith Shcriff Sam Hund-
lcy, of Kenu'cc County, wc nabbed thc rcst of thc . .  ."
Dr. Morlimcr Maxu'ell Nlloncy, t.akcn to Kcowcc Nllcntorial
Hospilal for treatrrcnt prior to being lodged in rhc Kcowcc
County Jai l  in Luthcrsvi l lc, had no comrncnt. He is bcing hcld
u' i thout bai l  pcnding furlhcr invcsrigation . .  .
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REAL ESTATE
House and lot. Formerly
the Heavenly Rest Funcral
Parlor, purchased by Mrs.
Gideon Vanderwort, from
Vulcan City Gvt. . . .

GRAND OPENING
AnNouNcrlc rsn Gnaruo OprurNc oF Vrrrvoenwonr lrio As-
socrATEs: Housn or Ixrrruon Dr:srcn anu Dncon. Locatcrd in the
completely refurbished and retlecoratcd former Hcavcnly Rest
Funeral Parlor.
Mn. Vander*'ort and her staff of highly trainctl profcs.sional
laclies will be happy to serve you . . . houru by apgrintmcnt.
References may be requircd.

The following itcms appearect in the Keov,ce Cricr, a wcckly scrving
Upper South Carol ina:

SHERIFF HUNDLEY BAGS DOPE
SMUGGI-ERS IN SUGAR VALLEY

Acting on information received from Mrs. June Batcs ancl othcr
concernecl resiclcnts of Sugar Vallcy, Shcriff Hundley *,a.s ablc
to break up and capture thc entirc dope ring that was using Sugar
Valley a-s a source . . . assurcs us that no Vallcy rc.sidcnts $.clc
involved. "Quite the contrary," the Shcriff said. "Whcn Vallcy
residenls caught on that they wcrc being uscd by thc gang, thcy
were active participants in the capture of the gang . . ."

FALL FATAL TO VALLEY MAN
Eli Watts, prominent rc:siclent of Sugar Vallcy, was killccl u.hen
he apparently slipped and plungetl to his cleath whilc climbing
Molly's Nose. Mr. Watls was an active mcmber of the Vallcy
Church, having scrvcd on thc Board of Deacons for thirty-f ivc
y e a r s .  . .

LONEY ADAMS TO RETIRE
When Miss l,oney Adams hangs up hcr stctho.scopc for thc lasl
t ime, i t  wi l l  br ing to an end a carccr of scrvice to Lhc Mounrain
Communit ies that bcgan in l9l3, intcmrptcd only hy t\ \ ,o vci lr ' \
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servicc in France u'ith the Army Nuncs Colps during World War

I. I\liss Adams will stay on the job until a replacement is found"

Sonny fokletl the paper so that it framed the story of the Heavenly Rest

laid. "Darling, arc these the crooks that *,erc chasing you when you hicl in the

van?" her asked, showing his f iancee the pictures of Augie and Angel.
"lt sure looks like lhcm," she said. "I'm glad they got caught. They wcre

mean. "
"Whal were you doing in thc Hcavenly Rest in the first place?" he asked.
"That's whcrc that rat of a Duke left  me," she said.
"You came herc u'ith a dukc?" hc a-skcd, visualizing thc monacled

English variety. "Whcrcr on carth did you mcet a dukc?"
"At Chico's," shc saicl.
"Chico's?" he said u'ondcringly. " ls Chico a Spanish duke or somc-

thing?"
"I clon't  think so," shc said. "Hc just runs the tracl ing post and tavern in

thc  Va l lcy ' . "
"Oh, I  scc," he said. although he dit tn' t .  "Was this cluke from Englancl?"
"No. Hc saicl he was ftom Odcssa. He u'as in oi l ,"  shc explaincd.
"Oh, a Russian dukc," Sonny brightcncd. "Wcrc the Communists aftcrr

h i rn?"
"Nr.r,  but thc cops u crc--but I  didn't  knorv that whcn wc lci t ,"  shc said.

" l fourrcl out latcr, q'hcn *'c rvcrc sulllxrsctl to bc going to Oclcssa."
"Hc u,as taking vou to Russia?" Sonny cxclaimct.
"No. Tcxa.s. Is that farrhcr than Russia?" Charlene askecl.
" l t  is from sorner Places," Sonny ansu'ercd, st i l l  not surc * 'hcrc thc

convcrsation u'a.s heaclcd. Hc t lccidcd to change tack a l i t t le. "What u'cre you

doing at thc Hcavcnly Rest?" hc askccl.
"Duke saicl he hacl to go thcrc ancl buy some morc money," shc said.
"Buy nroncy'?"
"Ycah, hc said i t  x 'as chcapcr thcre," Charlcnc saicl.  " l  cl icln' t  knorv you

coult l  buy money."
"You can i I  i t 's countcrfci t ,"  Sonny said. " l t  was a countcrfci t  r ing as

q.cll a.s a clopc ring, and thcy think thcre was at lca.st onc killing. Herc's thc

guy thcy think thc gang ki l lcd." Hc showecl her thc photo of thc luckless Sl ick

Rick .
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"Wow!" she exclaimed. "I'm not suqprisecl. you could tell the1,, u.ere
rotten people. I kiiou'that guy, too; or I guess I should say 'kneu,' him."

"You knew him from the Heavenly Rest?" Sonny askecl her.
"Sure. That's the little u,easel u'ho used to bring me clinner, ancl srancl

around gawking while I a1e," she saicl. "I u'ondered u,hy he sroppccl coming."
"You've got to tel l  rhat to rhe pol ice. Ir  could be imporlant," he saicl.  . ,But

u'hy clicl the cluke leavc you at the Heavenly Rest?"
"I clon't know for sure," she tolcl him. "There was somc big row abour

him being a blabber mouth, ard maybc the police woulcl follow hirn rhcrc;
ancl something about me being a hostage irr casc my folks wanrccl to r.aisc a
stink about what u'as going on in the Valley, br-rt I dicln't cvcn knorv u,hat was
going on in the Valley--except that Bobby Sue was pregnnnt, and thcy u,anrccl
to make troublc for her, and-"

"Hold i t !  Hold i t l  "  Sonny attemprcd to intcrrupt thc f lorv, holcl ing up his
h  and.

"-ancl hc saicl hc u'oulcl gladly lcave mc with thern and skip lhc counrn,
i f  they would let him have f ive thousand dol larc more, anrl-"

"Whoa, Babc," he said. "That 's cnough for now. Maybe wc hacl bctrcr
go tel l  this whole s1ory to thc grl ice. They have more t imc to f igurc i t  our rhan
I cio,"

"Well ,  that Duke is st i l l  a rat for clumping me," she said. . ,1 hopc thev
catch him, too. I  want to givc him a picce of mv mincl."

"I think a pic.cc of it is abor"rt alr hc r.r,oukl gct," muttcrc(r a lcss rhan fuily
cnl ightencd Sonny. "Lct ' .s go out to cl inncr. whcrc u oult i  vou l ikc to rr. '1"

"Luigi 's," .shc rcsponclcd. "I  u'ant spaghclt i ."

"Mrnrnrn," thc Sccrct Scn,icc Agent in Washington, D.C. u.u.s pontlcr- ing
thc r lrrv of pins on a large rnap. Thc pins markcrl  a trai l  of countcrfci t  rnoncr
the  FBI  s r t id  camc fn lm thc  s i l rnc  sc t  o f  p la tc .s .  J 'he  r t ' r r  , r f  P ins  t ' r , l l t , r ' t , t l
rough ly  thc  coursc  o f  thc  Miss is .s ipp i  R i ' c r .  " l ' r l  sav  hc  ua .s  h" l r t i t ' r l  fo r
Canac la , "  hc  sa ic l .

P ick i rg .  up  thc  ph .nc ,  hc  cu l l cc l  h is  c .un tc rpar r  o f  thc  Roya l  C. 'u r l i .n
Mountc(l  f 'ol ice in Winnipcl, l .

Thrcc l l rousancl rni lc.s a\\ ,ay, thc Chicf Inspcctor, RCI\, lp in Vicror. i . ,
Br i t i sh  co lu rnb ia ,  * 'as  s tud f  ing  a  n iap  u , i th  a  s i rn i la r  ro* .o f  P ins  ̂ rnn i 'g
horizontul iv tou,arcl the ci lst,  rclughly folJor.r ' ing thc roulc of t ic cunlt l ian
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Pacific Railroad. Those pins also marked the trail of a notot'iou.s Canadian

counterfeiter and con artist.
"He's going to get very near the border at lnternational Falls, if hc stays

on this route," said the Chief Inspector. "He may try to bail out there. Wc hacl

better alert the U. S. Border Patrol""

* * * * *

"Congratulat ions, Chicf." Pcnny saicl.  "Ancl I  ncvcr 8ot to thank you for

gcrtt ing us out of the tcacup."
"Thank you, Miss Parkcr," thc chicf said, motioning hcr to a scat. "You

ancl your fricncls u'crc a grcat hclp."
"Inciclcntal ly," he adtlcd, " l  don't  think wc tcscucd vou ancl Miss Daggctt

as much a.s uc sa'r,ct l  thctsc t*o hoods. A l i l l lc rnorc, antl  I  think you might

havc  k i l l cc l  thc rn .  Wi thout  dou i r t ,  1 'ou  a l l  c lcscrvc  thc  thanks  o f  Lhe com-
r n u n i t y .  "

Pcnn' l  srni lcd uithout colnrl tcnt, thcn askc<I, "Do vt lu hal 'c crtough

ci. idcncc to tre surt of a convict ion?"
"l ' rn not . \urc vou ci ln cvcr hltve cnough to bc pclsit ivc," thc chicl 'said

"Wc can al* a-vs usc rnorc" 1\ ' l iss Charlcnc Daggctt wzr.s in this lnorl t ing to tcl l

us  hcrs lo ry ,  and shc  u i l l  l t c  a  mc ls t  va ]uab lc  u ' i tncss  "

"Charlcnc!" Pcnnl '  cxclaimctl .  "Whcrc has shc bccn? Darlcnc has bccn

ri orr ict l  sick ovcr hcr."
" l  undcrstancl shc, cr, uh. founcl rcfugc u' i th thc mavor-elcct," thc chicrf

tolcl  hcr. "Shc was u' i th him u'hcn shc'camc in."
"With Sonnl '  Dorf !  Wow!" Pcnny cxclaimccl again. " l 'm not.sure how

Darlcnc u' i l1 takc: that, but at lca\t shc u' i l l  knou'u'herc Charlenc is."
" l  clon't  $'ant to bc talking out of schtlcl l ,"  Chief Di l lard said, "but the)'

gavc mc to bcl icvc thcv havc, cr, uh, scrious plans."
"Plans? You mcan l ikc wcclci ing bcl ls?" Pcnny asked.
Thc chicf nodclcd. "That sccrnccl to bc thc casc."
" l  think Darlcnc wil l  bc plca.sc't l  to lct somconc elsc loctk aftcr Charlcne,"

Pcnnr- 'said. " l l  hu.s u,clr l  hcr out. l t  was 1oo bacl about thc 'boart l ing housc'

* hcrc Darlcnc ancl thc bo1's l ivccl,  u'asn't  i t?" Pcnny askcrl  inntrcntly.
"Boarcl ing housc? Oh, ) 'cs, thc Whitc Peacock," Di l lanl said, as i f  hc

I r r ' ( ' l ! ' n ' ( \ l  n ( ,1  to  I ) t l t luL ' th l i t  top ie .
"Bri l l i l rnt of vou tct usc thc Whilc Pcacock as an obscrvation post for '

spv ing  on  thc  I l cavcn ly  Rcs t ,  Ch ic f , "  Pcnny  sa ic l .
"  Uh,  1cs  txcc l l cn t  covcr - r '
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"'Undercover,' one might say, mightn't one?" Penny asked, u.atching a
bead of su'eat roll down the chief 

's 
neck. To his relief, however. she scemed

to change the subject. The sense of relief q.as short-lived.
"I almost forgot," she said, proclucing a brown envelope ancl handing it

tohim. "You may wantto chargemeu'i th withholdingevidence." He acccpted
the envelope from her with a puzzled expression. u'hich changed to onc of
concern as he thumbed through the contents uncler Penny's watchful cyc.

"The boys and Darlene were *'ondering when they werc going ro be paici
for their work as 'Speciat Agenls,"' Penny said.

"Paid?" the chief blanched.
"Yes, paid," Penny said. "Didn't you appoint them as Spocial Agents?"
"I. er . . uh, there must bc some misunderstanding . . ." thc chief

stammered. "You see, I. uh . . . that is . . . "
"You mean they weren't  actual ly on thc payrol l?" Penny asked.
"That's right," Dillarcl saicl. "You see, I, uh . . . I regrer rhcr misundetstancl

ing. They n' i l l ,  of counie, receive off icial thanks, and-"
Penny cut him off,  "Oh, that 's al l  r ighr. l 'm surc rhey * ' i l l  apprcciatc thc

thanks."
"You mean thcrc's no problcm?" thc chicf sighcd. "Thank goorlncss."
"No,  tha t ' s  vc ry  gocx l ,  ac tua l l y , "  Pcnny  sa id .  " l f  thcy  wcrcn ' t  on  ) ,our '

payrol l ,  that mcans thcv aro cl igiblc to rcccivc thc rtu,arcls for thc capturc ol '
thcsc crooks."

" Rcu,a rt ls?"
"Ycs. As horrcst ci t izcns r loing thcir duty, the), arc cnti t lcd to thc.se lnstcrl

rcwarcls," shc saicl.  "Hcrrc's thc l ist."
His jarv droppcd a.s hc rcad thc l ist.  "Young woman! Do you rcal izc this

arnoun$ to .six f i5l,ut-cs?"
"Oh, goocl. You can acld as u'cl l  a.s I  did."
"But, bu1. .  .  "  hc sputtcrc{l .
"Just lct us know u,hcn you havc the mcincy rcacly," shc.said. gctt ing ul)

to :  'avc. "\ 'ou can gct in touch rvith us through Shcrif f  Hundlcy. Wc u,i l l  al l
bc  in  thc  Va l lcy . "

"You can ' t  cxpcc t  mc to .  .  .  to .  .  .  "
"Oh, yes," shc saicl from thc dt 'nr, " l  mcant to tcl l  you that I  st i l l  havc

thc ncgatirr- 's of thosc prints you just sau,. I ' l l  bct the ncu..spapcru rr ould lovc
a copy- "

"Nol No, lhis; .  .  .  this is unrcasonablc!" Di l larcl said.
"No,  Ch ic f , "  she  smi led  swccr lv .  " i t ' s  b lackmai l . "
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* ' i * * *

Sergeant Gunther Wiggins, VCPD, Ret. wa-s fishing off his front porch

when the g)?sy caravan went plodding by. Wiggins didn't really expect to

catch anything. All he had wa^s a pole, a line and a cork. He didn't even have

a hook----or bait, That didn't matter. He didn't have any water, eithcr. The linc

ancl cor* \rrere rcsting on the gra.ss of his front la*n.

He rvas fishing because the cioctor said when he was released it u'ould

bc therapeutic. But, having Srown more fond of crickes than fish, he tumed

the crickets loose. As it was, he u'as getting his therapy without having to

bother with cleaning fish. Not a bad dcal; and they thought he was crazy.

The small boy sitting on the wagon scat betwcen a man ancl a \\roman

waved to him, and he u'aved back. The boy put a shiny objcct to his lips arrrd

blew, and the ex-sergeant stiffencd. Thcrc was something familiar about that

whistle. He couldn't rc.call what it was right then. Liam O'Doul? Maylx' He

would think about it later, when the fish slarted biting.
"Roclin, was this a goocl town?" Mischa askc<|.
"A very good town," Rodin assureci him.
"Then why do we leave it?" Mischa wiurted to know.

"To sec if we can find a better one," his mothcr imst'crctl.

"Lc't 's hutry," hc sai i l ,  blowing his whist lc again.

But the mare kept thc samc Pace.

Thc young man sit t ing ncxt to him at thc I-Fal ls Tavcm Bltr l rnt l  Fish

Boil  secmr:cl to havc lots of rnoncy; at lctr.st hc $ a.s nrnning up a prctt \  hcftY

tab. Things l ikc that always caught thc Dukc's c1,c. f)rrke hutl  l t  nosc lor

oppltunity, anCl hc scnscd onC hcr-c-a )ounf r l lal l  u, i lh plt ' l ln 'ol-t t tottc-t ' ,

obv ic lus ly  t , c rJ  innoccnt .  Hc  u ,as  a  Canat l ian .  Dt rkc  cs tab l i s l t i ' t i  l l i ; t ' t ; l r l v  on

in thcirconvcrsation. Hc also was Sctt inLl r.cn t l tr lnk. Dukc t ir .scerrtt ' , i  l l t l t t  l ts

thc cvcning progrcssctl  and thc man's tatr grtru'  Iongcr.
"Wil l  thcy takc Canacl ian rnoncy hcrc, you think?" thc young man lt .skct l
" l  'sp'ct thcy t lo, bcin'  so ncar thc bordcr and al l ,"  Duke .said. " l ' l l  ask

thc bccrrnaid."
" 'Bcemra id ' !  Ha,  I  l i kc  tha t , "  thc  young Inan sa id .  " l  bc t  you ' tc  l rom

Alabarna. Thcy say funny things doun thcrc."
"Nopc. Tcxas," Dukc corrcclcd. "Thcy say funny things thcrc, too."
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"Well, here she comes, ask her," the young man saicl. "Hcy," he said to
the girl, "he said you were a 'beermaid."'

"I guess that's close enough," shc rcsponded.
"He's from Texas. He's a real riot."
"Excuse me, I must have missed something," she said.
"Sugaqplum," Duke said.
"Name's DruAnne," she saici,  "bur 'Sugarplum' wil l  <1o, as you'rc such

a Texas riot."
"What my friend . . ." he began.
"Charle.s," the young man said, offering his hancl. "Charle,s Dcpuy."
". . . Charles DePoocy \\.ants to kno*.," Duke continucd, "is if you takc

Canadian money?"
"Sure, we take it," she said. "But we charge a ten pcrccnt cxchangc fcc.

It's trading even right nou', but u'e have ro go trade it."
"Souncis fair cnough," the young man said. " l 'vc got i t ,  an' thcn somc."

He withdrew a large wad of bills from his 1rcckct.
"Hey! Don't do that in a place l ikc this," Dukc warncci,  .shoving his hand

under the counter.
"You think Jcsse.lames saw mc?" thc yclung miin said. lcnking around

in mock alarm.
"Thanks, sugar-DruAnne," Duke said.
"Don't mention i t ,  Tex," .she saicl.  "Go back to your r iot."
"Hey, that guy over thcre looks likc Hurnphrcy Bogar1," DePuy saicl.
"Just kercp i t  down, wil l  you?" Duke said. " l 'vc gor a deal for- 1,ou, i f

you' l l  just l isten."
"Okay, I 'm l istening," DePuy said. "As Bugs Bunnl 'savs, ' l ' rn al l  car-.s. " '
"Bugs says, 'What's up doc?',  ancl I 'm trying to tcl l  you," Dukc saicl.

"Now, how much money do you have?"
"Seven dol lars," DcPuy said. "Ackshully, seven thousancl counting thosc

travelers' chcques."
"t ook, DePooey, I 'm going to Canada, and you arc going to thc Unitccl

States. I ' l t  swap you evcn, American for Canacl ian, and i t  $, i l l  si lvc you scvcn
hundrcd dol lars."

"You woulcl clo that for me?" DcPuy askccl.  "A pcrfccr.str irngcr'1"
"Call  i t  a good ncighbor gcsturc," Dukc srni lccl.
"I ' l l  do i t ,  and to hel l  with thc Quccn, ancl long l ivc I larr_r, J 'nrrnun!"
"For that, l ' l l  throw in cnough cxtra to crover my tab anrl ) ,ours."
"You arc al l  hcarr, my fr icnd." Bunon thought DcPui, u a.s going to kiss

him. lnstcacl he just embracccl him and \\ 'cpt on his shoulr lcr.
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An hour later, when DePuy paid the tab, Burton merely shrugged his
.shoulders at DePuy's imploring look when the man described as Humphrey
Bogarl, and another man who looked like James Cagney, each placed a hand
on DePuy's shoulders and quietly escorted him away. Burlon left the I-Falls
Tavern, Bar and Fish Boil, and walked across the border to a Canadian motel,
where he turned in and slept the sleep of one who has just closed a mosl
satisfactory deal.

The next day, Burton met a Canadian Mountie in a red coat when he tried
to pay his motel bill with a travelers' checlue fuawn on "The Left Bank of the
Yukon River."



21
Peace In The Valley

D
I-TOBBY SUE, Billy ain't never comin' back," Rcrl saicl.

"I  know, but i t  just ain' t  r ight, Red," she said, tears wcl l ing up.
"What ain't right?" Red a-sked. "You said you didn't lovc him, clidn't

you? And you do love me."
"I know, but i t  j rst ain' t  r ight for one man to havc to raisc anothcr man's

baby," she said.
"He ain't  anotherman, he's my cousin," Rcd said, "and hc ain' I  ncver.

goin' to come back. If he was, he'cl donc been herre."
"I  know, but I  just can't  .  .  ."
"And another thing; thc baby, i t ' l l  bc a Wilkins, rvon'r i r?
"Half," she sobbcd.
"That's goocl enough for mc," hc a.ssurcd hcr, drying hcr tcars.
"You sure you don't  mind?" she askccl.
"Mind? I t  a in ' t  my loss- i t ' s  B i l l y ' s , "  hc  sa id .
"Recl," shc saicl.
"What?"
"Woulcl you kiss mc?"

"I clon't  know, Miss Acl i ims. I 'm not surc I coulcl e vcr clo i t ,"  Pcnny said.
"Loney, chi ld. Loney. And I think you can clo i t ,  probably bcttcr rhat I

ever thought of cloing i t ,"  Loncy said.
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"All rigJrt . . , L.onery. It's jusr that you have been here so 1ong, and I'm

an outsider-from the city, at that," Penny said. "I don't knclrv if Valley folks

*'ill evcr trust me."
"Do you think I u'as born in this Valley?" Lonev asked. "Shoot, no! I

wasn't even bom in this County. I'm a flatlander from N{onck's Corner. You

can't get any flatter than that. As far a-s these people we re conccmed, I'd just

a.s rvellbeen from Man. We dicln't evcn speak the same language They spoke

Mountain, and I spoke Gcc'chee."
"Gccchcc?" Penny rcpeatcd unccrlainly.
"It's a ticlcwater acccnt," Loney said. "Nobo<ly arouncl here cver heard

of i t .  I  had to learn to say'mother'  instead of 'muvvcr' .  I t 's l ike leaming to

talk al l  ovcr again."
"Loncy, i t 's just so much to think about; and I clon't  know atything about

miclw.ifcr-v."
"I ' l l  st ick around long crrough to gct you starlcd' ' '  Loncy saicl.  "You can

takc somc courses clorvn at Grccnvi l lc and bc ful ly qual i f  icd be forc you knou

i r . "
"Lcinc1. ' ,  you'rc irsking mc to makc a l i ict irnc commitrncnt hcrc, antl  I

don't  knou i f  I 'm rcadv to tkr that, yct," Pcnny said
"[s that lunkhead oi an El*oocl askcd vou to marry hirn'  1'ct '1" Loncl '

inqu i re<1.
"We l l ,  no t  cxac t l l '  .  .  .  "

"Thcn hc's a biggcl lunkhcatl  than I thought," Loncy cleclarct l .  "Hcre hc

cLr)le s n{)\ \ ' .  Lct 's f int l  oul i f  he 
's 

cvcr going to "

"No. Wait,  Loney, I  .  .  .  "  Pcnny bcgan.
"Wai t ,  no th ing , "  Loncv  sa i i l .  " l ' rn  t ra in ' to  rc t i rc ,  an( l  I can ' t  wa i t  fo r

lhut l 'ool to scc what thc u'holc *orlcl  sce.s."
" [ ]u t ,  Loncy ,  g ivc  h im t imc.  Don ' t  rush  h im,  p lca .sc , "  Pcnn l '  bcggcd.
"Hc 's  ha< l  t ime, "  l -oncy  sa id .  " l  don ' t  havc  n tuch  lc f t ,  and I ' vc  go t  to

k  r t , ' r i  son t t ' l l l i ng . "
Els'otxl stcppc'd up on thc porch and cntcrcd thc parlor rvhcrc l-oncy and

Pcnnv r l 'crc sit t ing. "Hi, N4iss Loncy," hc grcctccl hcr, "Aunt Min around

lun1,n'hcrc'?" hc askccl Pcnny, u'ho lookccl rathcr palc iurd apprchcn.sivc.
"( ione to Junc's- arc ) 'ou goin' to rnarry lhis gir l?" Loncy saicl in a

singlc brcuth. " l  r i 'ant to knou r ight nou'."
"LIh . .  .  "  Flwood gulpcd.
" Nou, I  " Loney t lcnranclct l .
"  l f  shc ' l l  havc  tnc , "  E l rvcxr l  sa id  s in lp ly ,
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"You want him?" Loney turned ro Penny, and indicarcd Elu,oocl, who
sat dou'n.

"Of course," Penny said.
"Then that 's that," Loney said, satisf iet l .  "We'l l  sett le our orher business

tomorrow, ard you can begin u'ork Monday. That u'ill give you a *,hole
r,','eekend to get married iind have a honeymoon. ln the meantime, I,m goin'
to retire. You all can make your own plans."

She departed and lcft Penny and Elu'ooci staring in open-mourhccl
dishelief until, each secing the look on the other's face, they broke into u,hoop.s
of joyous laughter amd fell into each other's arm.s.

"l thought you would never ask," Penny gaspecl.
There u'asn't much left to say, so he kissecl her.

* * * * *

"Now l'm going to shou'you the fiimous 'grapevinc trick' you'r'e Llccn
wait ing for," Charlcnc said.

"Darl ing, I  couldn't  think of anything morc appropriatc for our.hor.rc,v-
moon, but clo you think you should have invitcr l  othcr pcoplc 1o obscn.c?"
Sonny asked, looking around at Floyd and Darlcnc walking up thc path bchincl
thcm.

"Oh, clon't  rvorry about them," she said. "They'vc r lonc i t  hunrlrct l .s ol '
t imcs. Thcy u' i l l  probably join in."

" l  d ic ln ' t  kno* , i t  \ \ ,a .s  a  g roup th ing , "  Sonn l ,s l i t l  * i th  s . ' t c . r i s ;g : i r  in r ts .
"Oh, surc," Charlcnc assurcrl  hirn. "Al l  thc kir l .s u.scrl  ro qi l thcr ut) hr.rc

antl  ckt i t  aftcr church on Sunrlay af lcrncron.s."
"Al l  thc kid.s' ]" hc askcd.
"Surc. Thcrc u'a.sn't  lnuch clsc to ( lo on Sr-rnrlar. ' ,  cxccpl cut.h cnrutl l rr ls.

l r n t l  s c  u s u i r l ] _ r ' t l i t l  l r o r i r . "
"Catch criru,dads?" hc askerl.
"Ycah. Flavc you c\/cr sccn a craq ( lat l  f ight '?" shc a.skcrl .
"Can't say i ls I  have," hr ans', i ,crct l .
"somc of thc boy.s hacl rathcr ' .  atch cri i* t lut ls f  ight than cl.  thc g' iPc' i .c

th ing , "  Char lcnc  sa ic l .
Thcy harl rcachcrl thc spot ' ' 'hcre thc t lai l  rurncd ancl cl irnbctl  rhc blrr l ' f

alongsiclc SPanglcr ' .s Branch. Shc toclk his hantl  ancl hclPcrl  him up l .slc(. lr
placc ovcr sorne sl ick roots. His city shoc.s \ \ ,ercn't  rnutle l , ,r  hikirt ;1.

Sonny coult ln' t  imaginc a stagingr clf  thc First Batt lc of Mana.ssas r i i lh
l ivc arnmo a.s bcingl morc cxcit ing than thc cvcnt hc hacl been antici l l r l in.rq for
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so long. Hou'ever, he tcfrained from making any comment. He still
misgivings about al l  thc ni lnesses, but rvhen in Rome . .  .  .

hacl

, f * * * *

Floyd ald Darlcnc pauscd *hcrc thc path took its upward turn. Floyd
chccked a large rock for thc prc.scncc of coppcrheads. Fincling nonc, hc
bru.shctl  of f  a spot an<l thcr ' '  sai dou-n to tuke a brcather. Charlenc and Sonny's
convosations hacl a *,ay of *,caring thcrn otrt .

"Darlene . u'hat arc vour pl i ins'?" Floyd askcd.
"WhaL do 1,ou nrcan?" shc rcsgrnclccl.
" l  mcan, c1o you u'ant to go t-.ack to thc Cit\ '?"
"No.  Not  to  s tay .  I  mcan, "  shc  sa ic l ,
"What. <lo );ou \\ ,unt to dr.r,  th, 'n?" he a.skcd ag1in.
" l ' r l  l i l : c  to  s la l  hc rc  an t l  r i t i sc  bab ics , "  shc  ans t ' c rc r l .
" l {o r r , rnanv '1"
"L.ots," shc sair l .  "What dr- l  \ ' ()u \ \ 'ant to do']"
" l  u  an l  to .s tu l  hc rc  anc l  hc lp  1 . 'ou  havc  thcm,"  hc  sa i t l ,  snr i l i r rg .
"Do 1ou th ink  r re  cou l t l  fecd  thcm a l l? "  shc  askcc l .
"Wc l l ,  rnc  a r rd  l l l  havc  becn ta lk ing  about  i i  r l c  invcs tc i l  sonrc  t . r l ' tha l

moncy thc chicl scnt us in land, r lc coulcl cach havc a prclty nicc farnr."
"What land?" Darlcnc askccl.
"Deacon Watt.s' far-m l ics bctu'ccn our placc and Aunt Min's. 

-I 'he

Dcar-:on's u, i fc wants to scl l  ou1 an(l go l ivc $, i th hcrsislcr atJocassccJunction.
l f  rvc bought that and diviclr:cl  i t  .  .  .  "

"That 's 1rcrfcct," shc sighcd.
"Lct 's sturl  having thosc babicrs," hc suggestecl.
"Lc t ' s  gc t  n rar r i cd  f i rs t , "  shc  sa i r l ,  laugh ing .
Frorrr r.rp t lrc crcck lhcv hclrrr l  an cxcitc<l,  "Wltctcd" rr.s Chltr lenc

rlcrtronslrr lccl the I 'antous tr ic:k for Stlnnl rtnd su ung acro.s.s S[]anSlcr 's Brl t t tch
t rn  a  g lapcv i r t t .  I f  the  ar . ' t r ra l  cvcn l  fc l l  a  l i t t l c .shor t  o f  h is  cx lxc ta t io r ts .  hc
ncvcr  s i t i t l .
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V V here have you all been?" Elwoocl askcd his bride.
"Over at the Wilkins' del ivering my f irst babies," Pcnnv saicl proucl ly.
"Babics?" Elu'ood askctl.
"Ycp," Loney said, "ancl shc did grelat on thc f irst six. The last onc rvas

a l i t t le tougher."
"Sevcn babios! " Elq.ood excl aimed.
"That's r ight," Pernny said. "Six of Pnrci l la 's ancl onc big boy for Bobb1,

Suc and Recl."
"A boy!" Elwrxrd said.
" Percival Oswal d Wi lkin.s, .1r.," Pcnny saicl.
"Wc l l ,  I 'm lcav ing . "  Loncy  sa id .  "You can hand lc  i t  f inc ,  Pcnny ,  anc l  a r

la.st I 'm goin' to take that vacation I ncvcr hacl."
"When rvi l l  you bc back?" Elu'ood askcd.
"ln plcntv of t ime," Loncv said a.s shc q,cnt oul thc clot ir .
"Wonilcr u,hat she rncanl by that '1" EIr i ,otxl said cr.rr ior-rslr, .
Pcnny glou'ed as shc lrxrkccl at hirn ancl sair l ,  "Sorrt,o, 'rr ,  is goirrg Lo huve

to  r l c l i vc r  our  baby ,  Dar l in6 : . "

* * * * *

A ful l  rnoort r. ia.s r ising ovcr l \ , lc l l ly 's Nosc. 
-I-hcrc 

u,a.s a t lccir lccl rr ip in
thc air.  Srnokc curlccl up frorn thc: cabi.s in thc 'al lcy bcloiv. olcl  Sh,rtof i
thrc*.Lrrck his hcacl anrl  ansq,crtcl  thc agc old c:ul l  of his anccstors. Thc
sercnatlc ui ls cchocd up ancl dow.n lhc Vallc,v.

Thc coon huntcn t lc6lan to galhcr-.



Sgii{,eFr 1!lrtits.

Carroll
Go'mbrell
Spe ll l t i trding
Stonltrl lcr

I ' h , i t , ,  l , r  (  i \ ' t  t t  l ) , , t ! t , t j t

AuthOr  Ca r r , r l l  G i I | r ' r b , ' e  l r ves  l r : r r l  l l r l es  i oday  rn  l i r e
Sou th  C la roJ rna  r ro i r r ; 1 l r  r t s  i t s  : ' ! l  i j  r i  l r s  i i  young  n r l r l
Sugar Val ley Saga rs ' r  s  sccol r l  r 'L t ' , 'e  Dased on h s
expene  r r ces  t f r c ro  a rc i  i r c foss  A r r  e r  c i t .  Se rv  ce  l v  t t r  t he
82nd A.r ibor lc  a ld lwo : rc i )so l : t  srJ t i . ) . ic  Jr t f  t r l l  i r . ;  t^ l  t i t  t i -e
U.S.  F orest  Se rv cc d c i l  I  r  va l l r€ l  l i r r - r  o f  c . . r l rp  e-- t rnq i t  s
f  i rs t  novel ,  The Kudzu Chronic les.  i l 'e  arr i i ror  declares.
Th i s  new r . rovc  b i - rgs  t i r e  nnocc f r ce  a r r c j  v ronde r  o f  t he
coun t r y  t o  t i r e  B  g  C ty ,  w t i r  c r t r a r t c  ng  i r r l r . c r  a r rd  : r
gen t l e  t ouch .  Rea  c l ra rac te rs  a rd  a  s r rp r r s i ng l  f - r  o l  r f  aKe
Sugar Val ley Saga a story as sv/ac l : ts  r t  sor t lds.
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