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  Chapter One




  IT WAS NEARLY EVENING. Outside there was already that stealthy darkening of late afternoon in a region of hills, but the air was still dry and hot. Tar

  in the cracks of the concrete pavement oozed out blackly, leaves hung limply from bedraggled trees, and in the parched fields the animals lay and watched the road with detached curiosity. In the

  ambulance, too, it was dry and hot. William Crane sat on the narrow leather-covered ledge and watched particles of dirt, enlivened by the vibration, dance around the floor. He wondered how far they

  had to go.




  They were traveling very fast, and behind him, through the dirty window, the road unwound like an angry snake. The ambulance swung insanely from side to side, and waves of burning air swept back

  from the engine. A bug flew in the partially opened front panel and struck William Crane’s face. He tried to strike it away, but his handcuffs bruised his head. He cursed. The man beside the

  driver scowled back at him. “What’s the matter, mister?”




  “Bugs,” said William Crane.




  The driver laughed. “Bugs to the bugs,” he said.




  Both the men laughed. The man beside the driver fumbled in his pocket, pulled out a bottle, and took a drink between gasps. Then he held it between the lips of the driver. The ambulance reeled

  to the left, struck something with a sharp crash, and swerved back to the right. A car roared by, and there was a receding sound of angry shouting.




  “Jees, that’s real stuff,” the driver said. He turned to peer back down the road, exposing a roll of sooty flesh where his collar touched his neck.




  The man beside the driver tenderly pocketed the bottle. He appeared shaken. “That was so close,” he stated, “you could’ve untied that guy’s necktie with your

  teeth.”




  “Don’t let it bother you,” said the driver consolingly. “As soon as it’s dark I’ll turn on the red lights and the siren and show you a little fancy work with

  a gas pedal.”




  “How far are we going?” asked Crane.




  “We’re going to the Astor estate for the week-end,” said the man beside the driver. He was a dark man with two gold teeth and a cap. His name was Joe.




  “Yeah,” said the driver. “A party with those big bugs.”




  This sent Joe into a hysteria again. “Big bugs,” he gasped. “Christ, that’s funny!” He was impelled to take another swig from the bottle. The driver took one,

  too.




  Through the back window, William Crane could see the buff banks of the Hudson every time the ambulance rounded a curve to the left. It was nearly fall, and some of the trees were beginning to

  turn brown. The dusk and the speed made the landscape mottled, as though it were being unwound too quickly on a stage set built to represent scenery passing a train window. The car roared through a

  town, and there was a burst of screaming. He caught sight of three young girls through the back window.




  “Let’s pick them up,” said the driver.




  “Nix,” said Joe. “Not with this loony in here.”




  The driver said: “Hell, he’s all right.” He gazed back at William Crane affectionately, narrowly missing a passing sedan. “Ain’t you ever picked up babes in an

  ambulance?” he asked Joe.




  Joe admitted he had never picked up babes in an ambulance.




  “It’s the berries,” asserted the driver earnestly. “You don’t have to find no woods or pay for a hotel room or anything like that.”




  When the road dipped down into a valley between the hills, Crane noticed a pocket of cool air. It felt good to be cool again, even for only a minute.




  “The best part of it all,” the driver was saying, “is that they can scream their damn heads off and nobody will pay any attention. An’ even if they do, you can tell them

  the broad is a patient. It’s a snap.”




  The driver inserted the neck of the bottle in his face a second time. It was nearly empty when he handed it back to Joe.




  “We better get some more of this when we stop to get gas,” he said.




  “Do you know a spot?” asked Joe. He drained the bottle of its cinnamon liquid.




  “Sure,” the driver asserted. He waved a grimy hand. “You can get applejack at pretty near any of the filling stations. It’s good stuff.”




  “So is this,” said Joe. “I got it from Dutch’s mob. It ain’t been cut.”




  “I thought they cut everything.”




  “I work for Dutch.”




  The driver was impressed. He made a sucking noise with his tongue and gums. “Whew! How’d you happen to quit him?”




  “I didn’t. I’ll go back when this doctor gets through needing me up here.”




  The driver considered this information for nearly a mile. “What’d you do?” he asked finally.




  Joe patted himself lightly under his left arm.




  It soon became dark. Trees huddled somberly by the roadside. Lights gleamed in clearings, and the Hudson looked like a black leather belt with an electrically lighted bridge for a diamond

  buckle. Presently the ambulance decreased speed, came to a crawl, and swung to the right onto a gravel driveway. It halted in front of a pump marked:




  “Blue Gas—11¢.”




  The driver shut off the ignition, and the door of the gray frame shanty opened, reluctantly emitting a cadaverous man with a dead-white face. He spoke with difficulty around a plug of chewing

  tobacco.




  “How many?”




  “Better put in ten,” said the driver. “Check the oil and water.”




  Joe got out of the ambulance and walked stiffly over to the shanty. He glanced inside and then came back and spoke to the attendant.




  “There’s ten acres of woods back there,” said the attendant in an aggrieved tone of voice. “What’s the matter with them?”




  Joe’s small eyes wavered as he paused, undecided, for an instant behind the oblivious back of the attendant. Finally he turned and disappeared into the ten acres of woods. The driver

  climbed out to watch the attendant measure the oil, and William Crane raised his handcuffed hands high above his head. The leather-covered iron chafed his wrists, but the stretching relieved

  muscles cramped from perching on the narrow seat and resisting the swaying motion of the vehicle. He slid up toward the front panel and looked out.




  The attendant held up the gage. “Take a couple,” he stated dispassionately.




  “Put ’em in,” said the driver.




  “These here sure take a lot of fuel.” The attendant poured in the oil from a slimy can. “Another one, somethin’ like this here, comes by every week. They take ten and

  five most every time.” He balanced the can on the engine and straightened his back.




  “Check the water,” said the driver.




  Joe stepped out of the irregular underbrush and strolled toward the station. “I’ll watch while you go,” he said to the driver. The driver nodded and walked toward the woods. He

  did not walk in a straight line.




  The attendant had finished pouring the water and was screwing on the radiator cap when he noticed William Crane through the front panel. His eyes widened as he saw the handcuffs. “I

  didn’t know they was three of you,” he said.




  Joe was lighting a cigarette. “Three of who? Oh, he don’t count. He’s daffy.”




  The attendant studied William Crane’s face. “You’d never think it, would you? So young looking. Can’t be over thirty. Kin he hear us?”




  Joe said he didn’t know. He said he didn’t care.




  “Well, I don’t suppose it makes much difference. They say nobody can tell them they’re crazy. They say they don’t know it themselves.” The attendant was still

  looking at William Crane.




  Joe glanced up and down the road. He leaned closer to the attendant. “You look like a right guy. D’you know where a fellow could get some good stuff around here?”




  The attendant looked at him speculatively, without surprise.




  “I sorta think I got some in my shack.”




  “How much a quart?”




  The attendant reflected. “Two dollars,” he said tentatively.




  “O. K.”




  While the attendant was in the shack, the driver came back. Joe told him about the applejack.




  “He makes it himself,” said the driver.




  Joe said, “I don’t care who makes it so long as it’s good.”




  It smelled good, anyway, so Joe paid for it, and the driver paid for the gas. While they were getting in the front seat, the attendant went around to the back and looked at William Crane through

  the window. The gas station’s electric light made his face whiter and his teeth yellower, and Crane decided he looked like an unpleasant horse. He waited for a second, and then he leaned

  toward the window.




  “Boo!” he said. “Boo!”




  The attendant’s face disappeared from the window.




  Once more the ambulance was racing along the highway. Trees, automobiles, houses, towns whisked by with violence, and every now and then the headlights would illuminate the white face of some

  pedestrian along the way, like a flashlight in a charnel house. With the heat and the weird effect of the colored lights and the speed and the cry of the siren, William Crane felt as though he were

  being driven down the road to hell.




  They tried another drink of the applejack, and Crane saw that it was already more than half gone.




  “That ain’t bad stuff,” the driver said. He smacked his lips. “It’s got authority.”




  “You said it,” said Joe. “Is all the stuff around here like this?”




  “It varies a lot, but we got some better’n this at the home.”




  “Where do you live?” asked Joe.




  “In Hoboken.”




  Joe looked at the driver with suspicion. “What good is that going to do us up here, if you got it at home?”




  “Got what at home?”




  “The liquor.”




  The driver was puzzled. “I didn’t say I got liquor at home, I said at the home. Besides, the little woman don’t allow it around.”




  “What do you mean—at the home?”




  “That’s what we call it up here. I wouldn’t have none home, the little woman wouldn’t allow it.”




  “Where does the booze come from?”




  “They bring it in bottles like this.” The driver held up the bottle and then drank from it. “Boy, I’m glad I ain’t going home tonight. The little woman’s

  sorta hasty. She don’t like me to drink. She said——”




  “Say, who’s askin’ you about the little woman?”




  “Why, you did.” The driver’s feelings were injured. “You were asking me about liquor at home. I told you the little woman wouldn’t have it around the place. She

  said if I ever come in blotto I could just figure on alimony. She said——”




  “Nuts,” said Joe. “Have another drink.”




  The driver did.




  Presently the highway curved, and they turned down a side road in a wide even skid and started to climb a long hill, the tires crunching against pieces of crushed stone and every once in a while

  throwing one against the fender with a sharp report. It was cooler as they climbed, and it did not seem as noisy as it had on the main road. Now there were no lights at either side.




  “Only four miles,” said the driver.




  Joe asked, “What sort of a place is it?”




  “Not bad. They got good eats and a good place for us to sleep. You don’t have to work hard except when some patient gets to making trouble. The nurses is pretty hotsy-totsy,

  though.”




  “What d’ya mean, hotsy-totsy?”




  “They’re swell lookers, but they go for the doctors. You won’t get to first base with them.”




  “I won’t, eh?” Joe evidently thought otherwise. “I ain’t had no trouble with dames yet.” Gold teeth flashed in a proud smile. “I got hair on my

  chest.”




  “Don’t let Doc Eastman catch you foolin’ around.”




  “Who’s he?” asked Joe. “Doc Livermore’s the big, boss, ain’t he?”




  “Doc Livermore’s the head of the place, but Doc Eastman looks after things. He don’t let anybody forget it, either.” The driver licked his lips. His face was streaked in

  the light from the dashboard. “He’s engaged to Miss Evans, the head nurse, and is she a honey!—blond and built. They say she went to college.” He shook his head.

  “I wouldn’t know about that.”




  Joe did not appear impressed. “How many others?”




  “There is one more doctor and a couple of other nurses. They’re pretty nice, but they got dark hair. I go for blondes.” He thought for a minute. “Still, I’m

  gettin’ sorta chummy with one of the others. I may take a try at her.”




  “Those docs must have an eye,” said Joe. “How many patients they got?”




  “About a dozen. You wouldn’t think that would be enough to make a place like that pay, but I hear the minimum is five grand a year. They are all worth plenty of rocks.”




  William Crane looked out the front panel. It was not quite so dark outside. There was a nearly full moon in the sky, and the stone road was chalky. The trees were black, and he could see they

  were pines. The road was still upward, and the ambulance had settled down to a comfortable thirty miles an hour.




  “Most of ’em aren’t so nutty,” the driver said. “They act all right for a while and then they go cuckoo for a spell. They have to be locked up in the detention

  building then.”




  “What do they do with them when they are on good behavior?”




  “It’s just like one of them classy resort hotels they have in Florida or at Atlantic City. They got a tennis court and a croquet field and a putting green, and they can do just what

  they please except for meals and treatment. They just got to be in bed before eleven.”




  “Jees,” said Joe. “I thought they kept nuts in padded cells and fed ’em through the bars like lions or somethin’.”




  The driver snorted. “Some of these people have got such good sense that it takes the doc a couple of weeks to find out what’s wrong. And even then he ain’t sure until they have

  a bad spell.”




  Joe took another drink. So did the driver. “What are they like when they have a spell?” Joe demanded.




  “They are all different. Some get crying fits, and some get tough and try to strangle me or one of the other fellows about the place. One guy, he used to be a banker, gets down and makes

  out like he was a dog, and one old lady throws off her clothes when she gets one.”




  “It’s too bad the swell blond nurse ain’t like that old lady.” Joe took another drink. “Do we got to live right with them all the time?”




  “It depends upon what you’re going to do.”




  “I don’t know,” said Joe. “Dutch said I was to come up here and do whatever Doc Livermore said.”




  “Well, if they put you in the servants’ quarters,” said the driver, “you’ll be able to sleep away from them. But you’ll be in the same part of the estate if

  you get a room in the hospital.”




  “Hell, I ain’t scared of them,” said Joe. “It’s just that if I’m around them all the time I may get nervous and bust one of them or

  somethin’.”




  The road finally stopped climbing and circled through a cut between two hills. There was a deep valley ahead. The driver stopped the ambulance.




  “There it is.” He pointed down. “I guess we better finish this liquor before we get there.”




  Joe agreed, passed the bottle. “I got somethin’ else I want to do,” he said. He climbed down from his seat and walked to the side of the road.




  William Crane looked through the panel at the valley. Not far below was a scene as artificial as the setting in a Cecil B. DeMille society drama. Through the tessellated branches of trees seen

  from above, a pool of water gleamed in a patterned background of paths and flower beds on the estate. Their figuration was nicely bounded by a stone wall, like a frame on a picture, and

  artistically unbalanced by a cluster of white buildings at one side. Under the light of the moon the estate was at once peaceful and glamorous and illegitimate.




  William Crane’s contemplation of Dr. Livermore’s sanitarium was broken by the return of Joe, who swung back into his seat. “Where is this joint?” he asked. The driver

  pointed the bottle downward. There was a pause.




  “Say, pretty classy,” said Joe. “Is all the liquor gone?”




  “One drink left,” said the driver. “You take it. I feel lousy.”




  Joe drank as the driver started the ambulance down the hill. Finished, he tossed the bottle out the window. There was a brittle noise of breaking glass.




  





  Chapter Two




  IRON GATES CLOSED with dull finality. The old man moved after them, crabwise, his face thin with suspicion and curiosity. The driver swung the ambulance

  up to the porch of the large stucco building and skidded it to a flourishing stop, like a coachman arriving with royalty. Naked of furniture, bare of rugs, the porch gleamed under moonlight which

  made pearls of pebbles in the driveway.




  The driver stepped out to the earth, staggered, clutched the open door for support, and sat down heavily on the running board. He made an attempt to rise but got no more than halfway to a

  standing position.




  “Get dizzy drivin’,” he said to no one in particular. “It’s fumes.”




  He made another attempt to stand up; failing, he muttered the word “fumes” and sat down. Joe watched him with apprehension, leaning far out of the seat.




  “Buddy,” he said, “get yourself together.”




  The driver sat with his face pressed against blunt fingers, He made a hiccoughing sound.




  “Remember,” Joe said, “that we gotta take this guy somewhere.”




  There was a harsh cackle. “He comes in this way every time,” said the old man. His voice was high and frail and oriental. “But I’ll help you.” He was standing back

  out of the area lit by the headlights.




  “Who the hell are you?” asked Joe. He peered pugnaciously at the circle of shadows.




  “I’m Andrew,” said the old man.




  “Sure you are,” said Joe, “but what of it?”




  “I’m Andrew,” repeated the old man. “I watch at night.”




  “Well, let’s see you watch this guy,” said Joe.




  “He will be well in a little time.”




  “All right, all right,” said Joe; “but what about the patient?” The word had a proud sound on his tongue.




  “He is expected. The doctor is waiting for him.” The old man moved closer to the ambulance. He blinked his eyes excitedly. “What kind is he?”




  “What d’ya mean, what kind is he?” Joe snarled at the old man.




  The old man licked his lips. His eyes were like oysters in the moonlight. “Is he violent?”




  “Naw,” said Joe. “No more ’n yer old lady.”




  The old man was disappointed. He slid slowly over to where the driver sat on the running board and reached over his head for the leather package of keys dangling from the ignition switch. He

  carried these gingerly to the back of the ambulance and inserted one of the keys in the lock. “All right,” he said. “We will take him.”




  Joe swung down from his seat. “Open ’er up,” he ordered.




  With a protesting groan, the doors opened. Crane looked out at the yard. There was an undertone of cricket noise and a heavy exotic odor of flowers. It was as though his sense of hearing and of

  smell had suddenly returned.




  “All right, Doc,” said Joe.




  “I am not a doctor,” said William Crane.




  “You’re telling me?” said Joe. He climbed into the back. “Come on.”




  Crane tried to stand. His muscles refused to hold him, and he sank back on the leather bench. Joe seized his collar and swung him out the door, almost upon the pale face of the old man. Rolling,

  Crane hit the gravel on his back and finally came to a halt with his hands thrust under him, crusted with pebbles. He managed to gain his feet.




  Joe jumped after him, fastening onto his handcuffed arms. “Which way?” he asked the old man.




  “This way.” The old man’s voice trembled with excitement. He had retreated to a safe distance.




  “Wait!” It was the driver. He stood, one arm hooked to the ambulance, watching the three. “We gotta remove handcuffs.”




  “O. K.,” Joe said. “But let’s get going.”




  The driver unlocked the handcuffs. His breath was sour in Crane’s face. The old man started up the steps, Crane and Joe followed, and the driver staggeringly brought up the rear.




  The screen door was unlatched, and they entered the long hall. Red carpet covered the floor, and on wall brackets shaped like candles two yellow bulbs gleamed, casting hungry shadows along

  calcimined walls. At the first door the old man knocked timidly.




  A thick man stood in the doorway. Bunchy muscles pulled his black eyebrows into a scowl. He had on pants and an undershirt.




  “What do you want?” he asked.




  The old man said, “A patient.” His voice cringed.




  William Crane pulled against Joe, trying to see into the room. The man put a palm against his face, raised his right shoulder, and shoved. Crane’s head hit the other wall of the hall

  hollowly: he put out his hands to keep from falling. On the calcimine, his fingers, torn from the gravel, left bright red stains.




  “Lord Almighty!” The old man ran a tongue across violet lips. “They look like nail marks. . . .” His voice faded, He stared at the blood and then at Crane.




  “Dr. Livermore’s in his office,” said the thick man. He closed his door.




  The last door in the hall was also closed. The old man knocked a second time. There was the sound of an inner door being closed. After a long time the hall door was opened by a hand with a

  diamond ring on the third finger. The diamond was the largest Crane had ever seen.




  Dr. Livermore wore a black beard like Gen. Italo Balbo and Sir Hubert Wilkins. His brown eyes were cunning and indirect. There was powder on his coat. He smiled a welcome.




  “Do come in,” he said. He nodded dismissal to the old man.




  “Thish the gent’man from Bellevue,” announced the driver. He leaned against the door jamb. His face was ash gray.




  Darkly stained wood ran under oriental rugs, and there were lamps with Chinese bases and brocaded shades about the room. A large walnut desk was beside a closed door at the opposite end. Dr.

  Livermore sat down behind the desk. He pushed a button.




  “You are Mr. Kassuccio?” Dr. Livermore looked at Joe.




  “Yeah,” said Joe. He still had hold of Crane.




  “Mr. Campbell will see that you are given dinner. After that, I would like to have you come back to my office.”




  Mr. Campbell appeared to be the driver. He thrust himself from the wall. “C’m’on,” he said. He ushered Joe out, slamming the door behind him.




  “This is an outrage,” said William Crane loudly. “I demand an immediate explanation.” He glared at the doctor.




  Dr. Livermore spread both hands, palms downward, on the polished surface of the desk. He leaned forward confidentially.




  “Mr. Crane.” The doctor’s voice was muted like a trumpet. “Mr. Slater has been so anxious about you.”




  Crane evinced surprise. “Mr. Slater? My uncle?”




  “Yes.” Dr. Livermore brought his hands together so that fingers and thumbs were touching but not palms. “Mr. Slater was worried about your health. He determined to have you

  brought out to this quiet spot for a nice rest.” Dr. Livermore clasped his fingers. “He was afraid you might refuse to come, so he took this unusual method of sending you to

  us.”




  “You’re damn right it’s unusual to kidnap a man.” Crane was furious. “Particularly one doing the important work I am.”




  The door to the hall opened, and the thick man came in. He was wearing a white jacket.




  “What is it?” he asked sullenly.




  Crane scowled at him. He returned the scowl.




  “Is this another of them?” Crane demanded.




  “Another what?” asked Dr. Livermore.




  “Another of those thugs of yours.”




  “Why, Mr. Crane!” Dr. Livermore was very hurt. “This is my colleague, Dr. Eastman. He is here to help you regain your health.”




  “He looks like a thug,” Crane said.




  There was a knock at the door. Dr. Livermore said, “Come in,” and a pretty girl entered. A nurse’s cap perched on her black hair. She took a seat beside the desk. Dr. Livermore

  handed her a large printed form.




  Dr. Eastman pulled an overstuffed chair close to the built-in couch by the three long windows at the side of the room. Crane noticed two of the black cushions were flat on the couch, while the

  third sat at an angle. The two flat cushions were wrinkled and on one a blond hair caught the light.




  “Now, my dear sir, you must know that health comes first of all,” said Dr. Livermore.




  “My work means everything,” said William Crane. “I am a very important man.”




  “But to have your work go on, your health must be preserved,” said Dr. Livermore. “That is why your uncle asked us to care for you.”




  “But this is an asylum. I am as sane as anybody.”




  “Certainly,” said Dr. Livermore quickly—too quickly. “But those here are merely suffering from a temporary—let us say—attack of nerves.”




  “You mean nobody here is insane?”




  “Exactly. There is no such thing as insanity. Some people are merely suffering from brief periods when their rationality is in abeyance. It is like a nightmare, only it occurs during

  waking hours. With proper care anyone can be made rational again.”




  “But I am perfectly rational.”




  “Of course,” said Dr. Livermore, bringing his fingers together again. “Of course. But your uncle felt that a nervous breakdown might be imminent if you kept up your

  work.”




  Crane appeared to come to a decision. “As long as I am here,” he said, “I might as well make the best of it.”




  “That’s the attitude we like to see.” Dr. Livermore put his hands behind his head and swung back in his chair. “Now, we must ask you some questions. Miss Clayton will

  make a few notes.”




  Crane noticed that Dr. Eastman seemed to be asleep. Heavy lids shrouded his eyes; his face was as expressionless as a death mask. On either side of him were vases filled with ferns. The windows

  behind him, Crane saw, were backed with a very fine cheesecloth next to the screens.




  “First we shall have to inquire into your past life,” said Dr. Livermore cheerfully. “Are you married?”




  Crane thought for some time. “No,” he said.




  “Have you ever had any serious illnesses?”




  “Scarlet fever, whooping cough, and boils.”




  Dr. Livermore said: “Please do not joke, Mr. Crane.”




  “Have you ever had boils?” asked William Crane.




  Miss Clayton uttered a giggle which, when Dr. Livermore turned to her, suddenly became a sneeze.




  “Do you have nocturnal headaches?”




  “No,” said Crane. “Most of my headaches come in the morning.”




  “Ah,” said Dr. Livermore. “You drink, then?”




  “Sure, don’t you?”




  Dr. Livermore glanced at his colleague. One of Dr. Eastman’s eyelids moved upward in an acknowledging blink.




  “How old are you?” asked Dr. Livermore.




  “Thirty-two.”




  “What church do you belong to?”




  “None.”




  “Can you say Methodist Episcopal?”




  “Methodist Episcopal.”




  Dr. Livermore exchanged another glance with Dr. Eastman. Miss Clayton wrote something on a slip of paper.




  “How do you sleep?”




  “Alone.”




  Miss Clayton seemed to think this was funny.




  Dr. Livermore was very patient. “I mean, how well do you sleep?”




  “Fine.”




  “When is your birthday?”




  “October 3.”




  “Can you remember where you were on your thirtieth birthday?”




  “Sure.”




  “Where were you?”




  “I wouldn’t care to say,” William Crane said.




  “We can’t help you if you won’t help us.” Dr. Livermore’s beard quivered indignantly.




  “Then you better ask me about some other birthday.” Crane winked at Miss Clayton, who pretended to be interested in the point of a pencil.




  “Never mind.” Dr. Livermore swung his body against the desk. “What did you have for your last meal?




  “It’s been so long,” said Crane, “that I hardly remember.”




  “Come, now,” said the doctor firmly. “Your last meal.”




  “That must have been breakfast,” said Crane. “You know, I think it’s nice of you to ask me what I had for breakfast. I like to tell people about my breakfasts. I had a

  glass of orange juice to start out with; then some soft-boiled eggs, buttered toast, coffee, and some swell marmalade. Of course, on some mornings I have——”




  There was a strange noise in the garden outside the windows. The three medical persons in the room froze with attention, like listening statues. There was a tense silence, undertoned with hushed

  breathing and the susurrant tones of crickets.




  Then the sound came again. It was like the sniffing whine of a hound dog hot on the scent of some animal, excited and impatient and immediate. But it was not the sound of a dog. It was not the

  sound of any animal.




  The black pupils of Dr. Livermore’s eyes widened. “Quick,” he shouted. “Get Charles.” Dr. Eastman was already on his way out the door. “Miss Clayton, you stay

  here.” Dr. Livermore pulled a pistol and another object from his desk. Crane saw that it was a baseball catcher’s mask. A heavy chain was attached to it, and this Dr. Livermore swung

  around his arm as he hurried out.




  “What the hell!” said Crane. Miss Clayton held a finger to her lips. She was pale, but he could not tell whether it was because of the sound or because she was left alone with him.

  He walked over to the window.




  Outside, the moonlight poured silently on the garden. Hedges precisely circled a fountain in the distance and, in orderly beds, flowers peacefully slept. A great moth, attracted by the

  reflection of the moon in the pool, fluttered above a nimbus of spray around the fountain. The garden was serene, laved in quiet and light, until, suddenly, the weird whining resumed. It was louder

  this time, and in its direction Crane saw a dark object moving behind a hedge. It was heading for the pool.




  A second later it was out in the open, and Crane saw that it was a man running on his hands and feet. His gait was a wolf-like trot, the more abnormal because of its seeming naturalness. At the

  pool’s edge he raised his head in a swift backward glance and then began to drink. The noise of his lapping reached the window in liquid rhythm. While William Crane watched in surprise, the

  man finished drinking and again made that swift, furtive scrutiny of the garden. Suddenly he stiffened, crouched flat on the ground. Then, with a smooth outthrust of legs, he leaped in the air and

  deftly caught the cream-colored moth with a metallic snap of his teeth.




  “He’s eating it!” Miss Clayton was standing beside Crane. Her face was bleached with horror. “Why don’t they stop him?”




  Crane was first to see them. He pointed out the creeping shadows to Miss Clayton. Two men were crawling up to the pool from the direction of the window, and two others, much closer, were

  emerging from behind a clump of small plants. As these two were about to close in, the man saw them and snarled defiance with bared teeth. One attempted to seize his neck; there was a click, and

  that one drew back with a cry of pain. At the same time the wolf-man wheeled and came loping on hands and feet toward the window and the men hidden just below it. At the edge of the zone of light

  cast by the windows, the two men leaped upon him.




  Uncanny snarling and yelping awoke a hubbub of frightful echoes in the garden, which, duplicated, seemed to be the voices of an entire wolf pack. Once during the struggle the creature nearly got

  free and, in so doing, his head came within a few inches of the window. It was a head of so inhuman an aspect, with animal cries coming from foam-flecked lips, and mad eyes showing more white than

  pupils, and sweat and blood and dirt on naked cheeks, that Crane leaped back into the room, seized a chair, and prepared to defend his life.




  But in a moment the fantastic noise failed, and in its place came a howling, sad and lonely and tragic. Presently it moved into remoteness and vanished with the closing of a distant door.




  Crane looked at the chair in his hand and then at Miss Clayton. “I hope I never run into that alone.” He grinned foolishly. He put the chair back on the floor.




  Miss Clayton’s nice brown eyes widened with interest. “I don’t believe you’re crazy,” she said.




  “Sure I am,” said William Crane. “Mad as a temperance worker.”




  He walked over to Dr. Livermore’s desk. A drawer was open, and in it Crane could see the handle of another automatic pistol.




  “These are interesting buttons,” he said. “What are they for?”




  “They call the servants,” said Miss Clayton. She was powdering her nose.




  “What’ll they do with that fellow they just caught?”




  “They’ll put him in detention.”




  “Anybody else in detention?”




  “Only Miss Van Kamp.”




  “What’s she done?” William Crane looked curiously at the nurse.




  “She thinks she’s had something stolen. She keeps breaking into places looking for it. They’ve just got her in there for a day or two.”




  “How do you get in detention?”




  “Just get rough and see.”




  “Oh!”




  Dr. Livermore and Dr. Eastman came into the room from the hall door. There were scratches on Dr. Eastman’s face. Dr. Livermore’s eyes went to the closed door beside the desk. They

  were at first anxious and then relieved. He took his seat.




  “I think, perhaps, in view of tonight’s events,” he said, “we might defer this examination to a more seasonable time.” He looked inquiringly at the other doctor.

  Dr. Eastman’s face was impassive.




  “There are just a few other questions we should ask now,” Dr. Livermore continued. “What is your occupation?”




  William Crane leaned toward the desk. “My outward or my secret occupation?”




  “Why, both.”




  “To the world I am a simple bond salesman,” Crane announced. “But actually I am a great detective.”




  “But your uncle’s note says nothing about detective work,” objected Dr. Livermore.




  “He does not know of it,” Crane whispered. “No one knows save a few criminals.”




  Dr. Livermore looked at Dr. Eastman, who seemed interested for the first time. Miss Clayton was taking rapid notes.




  “You don’t believe me?” William Crane spoke with indignation. “You don’t believe I am a detective?”




  “Now, Mr. Crane, it’s quite all right.” Dr. Livermore spread out his fingers. “We are naturally surprised.”




  “Surprised, hell!” said Crane. “You don’t believe me. But I’ll show you. What do you do for your hay fever, Dr. Livermore?”




  Dr. Livermore’s eyes expressed genuine surprise.




  “It’s too bad to love gardens and not be able to walk through them except at night when the pollen is settled,” said Crane. “And now you don’t even dare walk

  outside alone at night for fear someone will attack you. That’s bad, too.”




  Dr. Livermore arose from his chair, but Crane held up his hand melodramatically. “Stop! Who was it you had in here a half an hour ago while I was imprisoned in that ambulance?”




  Dr. Livermore did not answer, and Crane turned to Dr. Eastman. “You are engaged, I believe, to one of the nurses?”




  Dr. Eastman stared at him.




  “It might interest you to know that your Miss Evans is the one who was in this room.”




  Dr. Livermore looked away from Dr. Eastman.




  “But that isn’t all.” Crane was talking to Dr. Eastman. “It was not upon professional business that she was here.”




  “Be silent, you madman,” shouted Dr. Livermore, pressing the buttons on his desk.




  “Let him talk,” Dr. Eastman said. He moved closer to Crane. “Go ahead.”




  “They did a little necking,” said Crane. “Right on that couch over there.” Dr. Eastman was no longer looking at Crane. “You son of a bitch,” he said to Dr.

  Livermore.




  “Be careful of your language,” said Crane. “There are two ladies present.” He walked to the desk and pulled open the door beside it. Miss Evans was standing there. She

  had on a wine-colored velvet dress, and her blond hair was mussed. “You should have a back door to your bedroom,” said Crane to Dr. Livermore.




  Miss Evans slouched into the room. She was like Sadie Thompson, vivid and hot but not quite so defiant. Her skin was very white, and her lips were very red. She said, “What’s the

  fuss about?”




  “It’s my fault,” said Crane. “I was giving a demonstration in elementary deduction.”




  “Deduction?” asked Miss Evans.




  “You see, from the fact that the windows have cloth filters on the screens and there are ferns instead of roses in the vases, I concluded that Dr. Livermore suffered from pollen fever,

  more commonly known as hay fever.” Miss Evans watched him without expression. “Then I observed that Dr. Livermore had a pistol which he carried in his pocket and still another in his

  desk. No man keeps two weapons near him unless he is afraid of attack.”




  Crane spoke with a nasty smugness habitual to schoolmasters.




  “That you had been in the room, Miss Evans, was evidenced by a blond hair on one of the pillows on the window couch. And you were good enough to leave a bit of your face powder on Dr.

  Livermore’s coat. Hence the vulgar allusion to necking.” Dr. Eastman was having trouble breathing. “As for your presence in the other room, Miss Evans, that was revealed by the

  anxious glance Dr. Livermore threw at the door when he returned from his struggle in the yard. As for being engaged to Dr. Eastman, it is not hard to distinguish that arrow on his white jacket as a

  sorority pin. You are the only college girl here so it must be yours.”
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