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1.

IT WAS ALMOST MIDNIGHT BEFORE LARRY GOT BACK TO THE hotel. The pocket-sized lobby was deserted, except for a nearsighted clerk at the reception desk, and the fiddling had stopped in that quaint little terrace bar just off the dining room. Everything was quiet and deserted just the way he wanted it to be. No one to stare at him. No one to notice and remember how frightened the American looked when he came in. Above all, no stout Nemesis with a roll-brimmed hat on his head and a fat cigar in his hand to step up behind him and say, “I‘m sorry, Herre Willis, but I must ask you to accompany me to police headquarters.” He’d be nice about it, of course. Always polite, these Danes.

Larry didn’t stop at the desk. The key was still in his coat pocket, and the lift was automatic. All he had to remember was which button to hit for the third floor. That could be a little confusing because the third floor was four stories up, but after a few days a man could get used to that sort of thing. After a few days a man could get used to almost anything. The corridor was empty. The key in the lock, the quick, eyes-over-the-shoulder entrance, and he was safe for the moment inside the narrow hall that stretched like a long pocket toward the other door. Please keep both doors closed at all times. The familiar prose of the fire-prevention instructions kept him company in the silence. Two doors weren’t enough. Tonight there should be five or six doors with padlocks on each one—that’s how he felt when he was through the hall and inside the room. Only then did he remember the light switch.

It seemed strange that the room was just as he’d left it a few hours ago when everything else in the world had changed. The maid had been in to turn down the bed, but that was the only difference. The conspicuously new cowhide bag still stood on the luggage rack bearing its conspicuously new airline stickers and bright gold initials under the handle. L.O.W. That’s you, Larry. Larry Orin Willis. Look at your passport if you have any doubts. Look at your brief case on the desk with the catalogues still spilling out of it—Prairie State Farm Tool and Equipment Company, L. O. Willis, special representative. That’s you, the boy wonder himself. Take a good look and remember, but don’t go near a mirror. Don’t dare look at that stricken face, or you’ll never have the nerve to go through with what has to be done.

It was better with the light off again; the darkness seemed a lot friendlier somehow. And now a wide window emerged from the blackness of the opposite wall, an open window with long lace curtains that stirred faintly in the night wind. Larry crossed the room and peered down at the splashes of yellow light on the street below. No sign of anyone watching. No pedestrian traffic at all. The wheels of a swift-moving bicycle whispered on the cobblestones, and somewhere a taxi purred off into the darkness, but otherwise the street was as empty as a lonely man’s heart. Then the chimes in the bell tower broke loose again, and it was midnight. Twelve o’clock and the night was over. Twelve o’clock and the beginning of the last day. … It is the last day, Larry. Twenty-four hours and she’ll be gone. Just twenty-four hours and you’ll never see her again, if you’re lucky enough to have those twenty-four hours. Then, if you’re real lucky and everything goes well, you can take in the guided tours. You can see the castles and the cathedrals and the museums, and send post cards to the boys back at Prairie State. You can even buy a few souvenirs to remind you of your visit in the kingdom of fairy tales.

… Fairy tales. The words caught in a groove of Larry’s mind and began to play back over and over again like a phrase of a broken record. What did it mean? The princess in the fairy tale … the pursuit of culture? Just two more things he didn’t understand and probably never would. Right from the beginning he’d been in the dark, bewildered and scared. Maybe that was the big trouble. Right from the beginning he’d been running, even before there was anything to run from, and a running man can’t think straight. If he runs long enough, he can’t think at all.

But a man sitting alone in the midnight darkness can think. Twenty-four hours. It wasn’t much time to set straight the small world of Larry Willis, but if he started at the beginning and unpacked his mind as carefully as he’d packed that cowhide bag a few days ago, piece by piece, item by item, he could at least be sure that everything was in its proper place and nothing had been overlooked. It wouldn’t change anything, but it would help pass the hours until dawn.

… And so it was Wednesday night in that old-fashioned dining room downstairs. It was two nights ago, just a couple of hours after the man at passport control had smiled and said, “Welcome to Copenhagen, Herre Willis.”

Say that it started with the fat man. It wasn’t the whole truth, but the whole truth never has a starting place. It goes back days, and years, and even generations, without ever settling anything at all. So ignore the rough crossing on that airborne roller coaster, and forget about the upset nervous system and the disappointment of not being booked in at the Palace, where the convention was being held, and begin with the bald-headed fat man who sat at the table just across the aisle eating sardines from a can. He was terribly methodical about it. First a thick slab of bread from the well-stocked plate at his elbow, then a generous spread of rich yellow butter, and finally the little silver sardines laid on with tender care and loving kindness. Between mouthfuls, he downed quick swallows of a liquid fire called akvavit followed by about half a glass of beer for a chaser. After six sardine sandwiches, four schnapps, and two bottles of beer, he concluded the preliminaries and ordered dinner. But at no time did he forget to keep a watchful eye on the American.

Larry felt miserable. The eyes of the fat man were as warm and friendly as the eyes of the little sardines, and it was tough enough to be alone this first night in a strange land without being turned into a free exhibit for the natives. Maybe his face was dirty, or maybe he’d cut himself shaving in that antiquated bathroom upstairs. He squirmed about until his own image appeared in the paneled mirror on the opposite wall of the dining room, but all he could see was the unscarred and uninspired face of Larry Orin Willis. It wasn’t the most handsome face in the world, a little too thin, a little too taut about the mouth and eyes, and much too pale under that close-cropped stubble of sand-colored hair; but it certainly wasn’t odd enough to inspire all that undisguised fascination. A little of that could do a lot to a man with a set of frazzled nerves, and it was quite a relief to have the waiter come along with the check and block off the view.

“I guess you don’t get many Americans at this hotel,” Larry Suggested. It was good just to hear his own voice again.

The waiter, who wasn’t suffering from malnutrition either, presented the check with averted eyes as if this unpleasant duty violated his sense of hospitality.

“Every hotel,” he sighed, “has Americans.”

“That big fellow across the aisle isn’t American.”

“No, sir, he is not.”

“Is he a guest here?”

“I can’t say, sir. I’ve never seen him before.”

Larry didn’t know why the fat man disturbed him so much. It wasn’t as if he were carrying secret documents to a foreign power. He’d only come to Copenhagen to attend a manufacturer’s convention—no small assignment for the youngest junior executive in the history of Prairie State (founded 1847) but nothing, surely, to Cause alarm because a fat man with a huge appetite had a curiosity to match. Fatso probably wasn’t thinking of him anyway. He might have his mind on some Viking beauty beyond the pillars, or even on the musicians over in the alcove near the terrace. Larry couldn’t see the musicians from where he sat, but a violin and a piano were working over a medley of fast waltzes, and a few minutes ago a troubadour in a shabby suit and an apache cap had strolled through the dining room making love to the Seine in borrowed French. It was all as picturesque as hell, and Larry, who didn’t realize it yet, was just as lonely.

The waiter seemed to recognize the trouble. “Your first time in copenhagen?” he asked.

“My first time out of the States,” Larry confessed.

“You will have a fine time here. There is much to see. Much to do.”

Larry counted out the kroner with melancholy eyes. Much to do. On Monday, yes. On Monday the convention opened. On Monday he could take his brief case, present his credentials, and start living it up with a lot of other fellows in the farm-equipment field, but this wasn’t Monday. This was Wednesday night, nine twenty-seven by his wrist watch, and almost exactly three hours since he’d started learning how it feels to be a foreigner.

“You haven’t had a real vacation in five years, boy. Take an early Plane. See the sights. Enjoy yourself.”

That was H.J. talking. That was the day he’d been called into the front office to hear the news. Maybe the convention wasn’t quite the same as a cabinet appointment, but it wasn’t bad for a country boy using nothing but the old boot-strap technique. It was something like a promotion, a bonus, and a vacation with pay rolled into one, and it was so unexpected that for a moment he’d wanted to run straight to Cathy with the news because something so big had to be shared with someone…. But he couldn’t run to Cathy because Cathy wasn’t his girl any more. It was five years since she’d given up waiting for a tycoon in the making and married that curly-haired plumber who didn’t have the time of day.

Cathy again! The hand Larry wiped across his face was meant to wipe an image from his mind. Five years with hardly a thought of her, and now, just because a routine was broken and for a couple of days there’d been nothing to do but listen to the propellers spinning out old dreams, she was back gnawing at his mind like an unpaid bill!

But she wasn’t going to get away with it. By this time the waiter was gone with the kroner, but his suggestion lingered on. Larry stood up, all six, lanky feet of him, and started across the dining room to the place marked garderobe where he’d left his coat. In a city as large as Copenhagen there must be a lot of places where a stranger could make friends and lose memories … but one friend he could do without. He paused at the fat man’s table and leaned down close so old fish-eye could get a good look for his trouble.

“I hate to break this up,” Larry said, “but I have to go now.” Then he went on, feeling a little foolish about the whole thing. The fat man had merely removed the fork from his mouth long enough to display a wide, gold-capped smile.

“Farvel,” he said, and looked about as sinister as an overaged cherub.

That’s the way it started—the fat man, the aggravated nerves, and A quiet little hotel that sent Larry prowling the dark streets in search of something to drive away those first-night-away-from-home jitters. A Copenhagen night could be cool even in August. Larry left the hotel with the collar of his trench coat turned up around his ears and the belt hanging loose so that the split tails flapped in the wind. He felt a little self-conscious about the trench coat—like something out of a foreign intrigue film—but at least he’d resisted the beret. It was still locked inside that cowhide bag up in his room. Once outside the hotel, he turned left because that was what Viggo had told him to do.

“I speak American. My friends say, ‘Why don’t you speak English?’ but I speak American. Anything you want to know just ask me, Viggo. I give you the dope. O.K.?”

That was Viggo, about fourteen years old and four and a half feet high including The little round bellboy’s cap on the top of his head. One casual question as to where a man might lose an evening, and Viggo had all the answers complete with guidebooks and street maps.

“You like music … dancing … drinking? Tivoli is but a few blocks away. Here, I show you.”

What Larry really wanted was a nice, noisy American bar where he could rub shoulders with a few fellow exiles and swap talk on the businesses they were lucky enough to have left behind; but he’d have to make tracks to find it. Somebody must have sold H.J. cut-rate reservations because—in spite of the waiter’s insistence on American infiltration—this cozy hostelry seemed strictly for the natives. The abbreviated lobby was already deserted, and the only bar on the premises was a quaint little affair on that terrace off the dining room where everybody drank beer and conversed in a tongue that sounded something like an auctioneer with laryngitis. Whatever Viggo was talking about must be an improvement, and so Larry took the guidebook and the map and made a left turn outside the hotel.

For the first few blocks the street was almost dark and almost empty. He walked slowly, watching for street names he couldn’t pronounce and place names he couldn’t understand. Turn right at the Radhuspladsen, Viggo had said, and so Larry, who didn’t know a Radhuspladsen from a safety island, watched for everything. He watched for the fast-moving bicycles and the slow-moving autos. He watched for the straggling pedestrians brushing past him on the narrow sidewalk, and looked into the windows of the little shops, remembering souvenirs he’d have to buy and cards he’d have to send. Would it be too obvious to send a card to Cathy? Something casual, perhaps, “Greetings from Copenhagen.” Just a reminder of what she’d missed by marrying that Plumber. Or maybe something brusque and businesslike, “Had to rush off to Copenhagen by plane. Please ask Charlie to fix that leak in my front lawn sprinkler.”

There she was moving in on him again. Larry left the shop and tried to become engrossed in the front page of a newspaper displayed in the lighted window of a publishing house. It wasn’t easy. The paper was Danish, and all he could make of it was the photo of a moon-faced man in a high-collared uniform with a slavic sounding name in the caption. Russian, probably. Some high-ranking officer who’d just been executed, or likely would be after they got through hailing him as a hero of the Republic. When Larry remembered how close he was to the iron curtain at that moment, he walked on a little faster. In that way he reached the square just in time….

Suddenly the street wasn’t dark and empty any more. Suddenly it plunged into a wide square that was bisected by a busy boulevard and ringed with light. Now the city was alive, neon-lighted and alive with happy twosomes hurrying off to the gay places where Larry expected to lose those butterflies in his stomach. Sprinkled across one side of the square were the little stands where tourists bought open-faced sandwiches and natives bought hot dogs, and on the other side, beyond the boulevard and behind a huge fountain, rose the shadowy hulk of a great red-brick building with a tall bell tower. Viggo’s directions came to mind, and Larry unfolded his street map. As he did so, the chimes in the tower began to toll off another hour. Ten o’clock and all was well with those who didn’t walk alone.

There must have been some kind of magic in the chimes that made Larry forget the Map. It was a happy sound, and this was a happy night, or should have been. This was a part of what he’d been working for most of his thirty-odd years, so that one night he could stand on a bright corner of a gay foreign city and tell himself what a successful man he was and what a wonderful time he was having … tell himself over and over again so he wouldn’t wonder at the emptiness and waste time composing post cards to someone who no longer cared.

Cathy, darling,

I miss you. I’ve had to come all this distance to realize how much I miss you, and that’s a strange thing because I’ve missed you all these lonely years….

For a few moments all of the happy twosomes vanished and the square and the streets were as empty as lost time. The night wind rustled the map in Larry’s hand so that it fluttered and flew back against the face of someone passing by. He muttered an apology, wondering what another human was doing on this lifeless planet, and the sound of his voice was a kind of signal to bring back the people and the lights. Gradually they returned—the sandwich buyers in the square, the twosomes strolling arm in arm, and finally, because he was so conspicuously out of step with the passing scene, the man who came running toward him out of one of the bright streets threading off to Larry’s left.

At the instant Larry saw him, he felt a peculiar kinship for the running man. He would have liked to run, too, and not because the city was hostile, but because there were no devices in it. No telephones to be answered. No appointments to be kept. But the man who came darting and dodging his way along the narrow sidewalk wasn’t running from himself. He was a stocky, muscular-looking fellow with some kind of cap on his head and some kind of wings on his heels. Once, about a dozen yards off, he broke stride long enough to glance back over his shoulder at the street behind him, and then came on with a fresh burst of speed that threatened to bowl over any obstacle in his path. Larry tried to step out of the way, but even then he seemed to know that it was useless. Some things had to happen. Some things were as inevitable as those bells still working away on the hour of ten.

When it did happen, there was no resisting the viselike grip on his arm that jerked Larry about like a puppet on a string. And it was no accident. The man had come straight for him as if he’d recognized a friend just this side of hell.

“McDonald!” he cried.

But it wasn’t McDonald. It was a tall, sandy-haired American wearing a new trench coat and a startled expression; but it wasn’t McDonald. The man drew back, looking as if he’d just been slapped, and that’s when Larry got a good look at him. The cap was navy blue with a little gold anchor in braid just above the leather visor. Beneath the cap was a square, sun-browned face, and below the face was a heavy knit sweater and a pair of faded denim pants. All of these things he saw in a moment, because a moment was all he had. The sun-browned face turned away, searching the night in a wild, hopeless manner, and then the man dropped to one knee so suddenly that Larry didn’t realize what was happening until he came up again and pressed the folded map into his hands.

“Thanks,” Larry said. “I didn’t even know that I’d dropped it—” But by this time he was talking to himself. The running man was running again, already lost to sight in the semidarkness of the street Larry had just taken from his hotel, and the small black sedan was just turning the corner fast on his heels … the very small black sedan with its headlights burning dimly in the European manner, and its driver, an incredibly ugly man wearing a soft black hat, crouched over the steering wheel like a malevolent giant.

Of course it hadn’t really happened. That’s what Larry tried to tell himself when it was all over and his blood had started flowing again. To be more accurate, it had happened but not at all the way it seemed. A man could run without being in fear of his life. He could be late for an appointment. He could be trying to catch a streetcar.

One of the narrow streetcars rattled across the intersection at the far side of the square, and Larry told himself another story. What was so remarkable about a case of mistaken identity? It happened to somebody every day. And what was so terrible about a black sedan turning that particular corner at that particular moment? The streets were for public use, weren’t they? As for the evil-visaged driver, he’d been fooled once before tonight by a sinister face that broke into a broad smile when it was spoken to.

Larry Willis, you’re an idiot. A fat man stares at you in a hotel dining room, an ugly man in a black sedan chases a frightened sailor through the streets, and a girl you’ve all but forgotten follows you about like a migratory ghost. And why? Because you’re exhausted. Because you’ve bounced around in the sky for thousands of miles, too excited to sleep, and now you’re out on the town trying to cure an ailment that needs nothing more than a long session in that cozy feather bed back at the hotel.

It was easy to make a sale to a customer who wanted to be sold. Logically and persuasively, Larry explained away everything he’d just witnessed and then shoved the map into his coat pocket and turned back toward the hotel. He had four whole days to play tourist. The bright lights could wait…. One block … two blocks. This time no dawdling before the shop windows and no staring at the front page of a newspaper he couldn’t read. This time just a fast return trip to a little hotel that must be along here somewhere. He vaguely remembered the small canopy over the entrance and the bright red mailbox that was fastened to the wall next to the door. But he didn’t remember all that excitement in the middle of the street….

Afterward it was easy to know what he should have done. He should have quit while he was ahead. He should have kept right on in pursuit of that feather bed and paid no attention to the excited people who were spilling out of a dozen doorways to gather around a terrible something in the street. Above all, he should have avoided Viggo, the little bellhop with the large vocabulary, who was suddenly running toward him with his tongue racing on ahead.

“Did you see it, Herre Willis?” the boy shouted. “A man is crossing the street. An auto comes speeding. Wham! The man is dead! Hit and run, just like in America!”

It was too late for all of the things Larry should have done. All he could do now was stand at the curbing like a tailor’s dummy and stare at an object in the gutter not three feet away. Stare and listen while Viggo babbled on.

“I saw everything, Herre Willis. I saw the man start across the street. I saw the black sedan swing around the corner—”

“The black sedan,” Larry echoed.

Of course it was a black sedan. Larry knew that without asking, but he had to say something to keep from shouting the rest of what he knew.

“The black sedan,” Viggo insisted. “I saw the whole thing because I’d just stepped outside to post this letter…. Oh, you’ve dropped yours, Herre Willis.”

The boy wasn’t making any sense. All Larry was trying to do was rake up his room key out of his coat pocket and get upstairs before the newly arrived policeman at this street scene got a look at his face and started asking questions. What did he know anyway? What did he really know? And what business of his was this grief in the street even if he did? H.J. wasn’t footing the bills to this convention so his special representative could get involved in somebody else’s funeral!

But now it seemed that something had dropped to the sidewalk, and Viggo was picking it up.

“Your letter, Herre Willis. It just now fell out of your pocket with the map. Do you want it posted? … Oh, it hasn’t been addressed.”

No sense at all. Just a babbling boy who’d seen a man killed and lost his wits. But he did thrust something into Larry’s hands before racing back to that crowd in the street, and the something was a folded map with an envelope protruding from the folds. A long, unsealed envelope that Larry had never seen before.

Turn it over and over. Lift up the flap and look inside. Try to make sense of it, just any kind of sense at all…. One … two … three. Three crisp one-hundred-dollar bills in United States currency, and in the gutter, not three feet away, a dead man’s cap. Navy blue with a little gold anchor in braid just above the leather visor.





2.

HIT AND RUN, VIGGO SAID. HIT AND RUN, JUST LIKE IN AMERICA. But suppose you know better, what do you do? Do you rush up to that policeman in the street with a story that wouldn’t make sense even if he did understand English? Do you wave three hundred dollars in his face and probably spend your first night abroad locked up in the local equivalent of a drunk tank? Or do you run for that automatic elevator in the lobby and tell yourself all the way up to that cozy feather bed that this is all a mistake with some perfectly simple explanation that will be clear to you in the morning?

It didn’t take long for Larry to reach a decision, but in the morning nothing was any clearer.

Three hundred dollars … Larry awakened slowly, trying to remember what all the happy noise was about. The chimes in the tower were sounding off like the fade-out theme of an epic movie, and the unfamiliar ceiling swimming into focus overhead must have a location…. Chicago? … Detroit? … Minneapolis? Then, like a knock on the head, Larry remembered. Maybe it was just a bad dream. Maybe, if he closed his eyes and burrowed down in the feathers again, it would go away, but that long envelope was still propped up against the lamp on the night stand just where he’d left it, and the contents were as bewildering as they had been last night. Three one-hundred-dollar bills. So far as he could tell they were perfectly good bills with nothing wrong about them except the uncomfortable fact that they shouldn’t be in his hands. And why were they in his hands? Try as he would to find an alternative explanation, the answer always came out the same. It always came back to a street-corner collision with a man in a seaman’s cap who was no longer alive to claim his property.

But was it his property? Larry sat up in bed and pondered the problem over a prebreakfast cigarette. The envelope was gray, he could see by daylight. It was made of an expensive paper but bore no monogram or return address. A man’s envelope he guessed, although some women liked the longer size too, but was it a stationery the running man would have used? He conjured up an image from an all too vivid memory: the sun-browned face, the muscular build, the rough sweater and faded denims. No, this was no man to squander his money on fancy stationery. Larry sniffed at the envelope. No scent, not even the smell of fish, and yet the fish inside were very rare—particularly in foreign waters.

And yet it had to come back to the running man. There was no way for the envelope to have gotten inside the map unless it was dropped by the man who folded the map. Dropped or deliberately planted. It did seem strange, now that he had reason to think of it, that a man in such a hurry would go to so much trouble just to be polite. It seemed as strange as the rest of it—the running, the calling of that name “McDonald,” and the sudden death….

Larry knew what he was doing. He was thinking himself into trouble. he was sitting there in his new Nylon pajamas and working up a nice case of curiosity that wouldn’t be satisfied by anything so sane as chucking that envelope at the nearest lost and found. Sooner or later he’d have to dig up a biography on a corpse, and there was only one place to start.

When George Washington warned against foreign entanglements, he didn’t have in mind anything like Larry Willis and a dead man’s bank roll, but the admonition seemed apropos after the first half hour at police headquarters. Getting there was easy. Larry simply consulted the pocket dictionary H.J. had contributed as a going-away present, and said, “Politigaarden,” to the first cabdriver he encountered. By that time he had dreamed up an approach calculated to cause a minimum of involvement for Larry Willis, but he hadn’t anticipated an unscheduled tour of the police yard. Language dictionary in hand, he finally stated his case to a bewildered man in shirt sleeves who seemed to have something better to do with his morning.

“You wish to report an accident?” he asked.

Larry shook his head and tried another page of the book. This time it must have turned out worse. The man looked startled.

“You wish to report a murder?”

“No!” Larry said emphatically. “I didn’t say anything about Murder! I said that a man was killed in an accident last night just outside my hotel, and I want to know if he’s been identified.”

In English it must have sounded better. The man in shirt sleeves, although he still regarded Larry with apprehension, nodded his head and then darted through the nearby doorway of an adjoining office. In a moment he was back with another man, middle-aged and a bit snug in his gray worsted suit, who regarded Larry with an expression of tolerant amusement in his blue eyes. In one hand he carried the business card with which Larry had opened this one-sided interview, and referred to it briefly as the other hand extended in greeting.

“Herre Willis?” he inquired. “My name is Sorensen. Martinus Sorensen. May I be of service?”

Aside from a little trouble with the W, Martinus Sorensen sounded a lot more promising than his predecessor. He seemed to have more rank, too. A nod of his head and the man in shirt sleeves returned to the other office, leaving Larry with a clear field. The last speech had gone over pretty well, so he repeated it for the benefit of a man who was now occupied with a fat cigar case he’d removed from his vest pocket. He offered it to larry.

“No, thanks,” Larry said.

Sorensen smiled. “Of course, American. A cigarette, perhaps.”

“Nothing, thanks,” Larry insisted. “I just want a little information.”

“You witnessed this accident?”

Match in hand, Sorensen’s eyes were a little too bright. Larry had a bad moment. “No, I didn’t,” he said quickly, “but I came along a few minutes later and saw the crowd gathering in the street. The bellboy at my hotel told me that a man had been killed by a hit-and-run driver.”

Sorensen nodded, puffing furiously on the cigar to get it burning.

“I didn’t think much about it at the time,” larry added, “But later I began to worry. A friend of mine was supposed to meet me at my hotel last night, but he never showed up. This morning I remembered the accident and began to wonder if he could have been that man.”

It was a perfectly good approach Larry had dreamed up. Learn the identity of the dead man, then drop that troublesome envelope in the nearest postbox. It seemed much less risky than trying to explain to the police where and how he got possession of such an intriguing property. But Martinus Sorensen seemed more interested in getting information than in giving it out.

“Then you didn’t see the victim?” he queried.

“It was dark,” Larry said.

“Of course.” The cigar was doing nicely now. Sorensen took larry’s Card again and studied it thoughtfully. For a moment only the smoke made comment. “And your friend’s name, Herre Willis?”

Sorensen had it all wrong; he wasn’t supposed to ask for a name; he was supposed to reveal a name. Larry wasn’t prepared for the question, and so he blurted out the first thing at the edge of his mind. “McDonald,” he said, and then watched a frown dig a gorge across Sorensen’s forehead.

“An American?” he asked.

“Yes, an old buddy,” Larry said quickly. “In the same line, farm equipment. We’re here for a convention.”

The farm-equipment bit was good; Sorensen could verify it on the card. “I see,” he said. “Well, in that case, Herre Willis, your friend probably forgot the appointment and is still at his hotel. The man who was killed last night was not an American, and his name was not McDonald.”

Larry forgot to look relieved. Not an American. That bit of information didn’t surprise him. The running man hadn’t dressed like a tourist or a visiting diplomat. But if not American, why was he carrying dollars? Why not kroner?

“Then he’s been identified?” he suggested hopefully.

“Yes,” Sorensen said. “He was carrying his seaman’s papers. He owned a boat, you see. A small boat for fishing and renting to tourists…. Do you like to fish, Herre Willis?”

One shaggy eyebrow was still frowning at Larry. It was beginning to worry him.

“I’m afraid I don’t have time,” he said.

Sorensen sighed. “No time. That’s the great trouble with the world these days. Nobody has time any more, not even me.”

It sounded like a very broad hint that Larry would have been happy to take if martinus sorensen hadn’t been so tight-lipped; but he hadn’t gone to all this trouble just to leave the office no wiser than when he’d come in. “There couldn’t be a mistake, I suppose,” he persisted. “I hate to bother you this way, but I’d like to be sure—”

It was the old foot-in-the-door technique, and he expected opposition, but martinus sorensen was a good-natured man. A smile made crow’s-feet at the corners of his eyes as he removed the cigar from his mouth again. “No mistake,” he said. “The dead man has been identified beyond all doubt. We have his papers—” He opened the top drawer of a desk that stood between them and took out a small packet of items. “Holger Hansen, age thirty-five, residence Copenhagen,” he read aloud. “We have his money, twenty kroner and a few öre in change, and, if you will excuse me now, Herre Willis, we have his widow waiting in the next office to claim these things. Are you satisfied, Herre Willis?”

… His widow. Quite suddenly Larry was more than satisfied. In the adjoining office was a woman who could probably put three hundred dollars to very good use. Without realizing it, Sorensen had cleared up a vital point. A man who rented out his boat to tourists could easily come by United States currency. Many Americans preferred paying all expenses in dollars in order to avoid the inevitable loss that came from changing money from one currency to another. Come to think of it, he might easily come by that gray envelope, as well, since many tourists liked doing these things in the grand manner of one bestowing a gratuity. And a man who had only twenty kroner in his pocket when he died couldn’t afford to lose his pay.

Larry felt good, like an unexpected Samaritan with a windfall for the widow. It was easy to forget the things he didn’t want to remember. Chalk up the dead man’s fear to his own nervous system. Write off the black sedan to a too vivid imagination. Martinus Sorensen was on his way to the adjoining office, but Larry intercepted him at the door.

“There’s just one thing more—” he began.

“Yes, Herre Willis?”

Sorensen waited, but he didn’t get an answer. The door to the other office stood Open, and just beyond it Larry could see the man in shirt sleeves engaged in earnest conversation with two people. One was a woman, small, shapely, and dressed in black. A heavy veil obscured her face, although he did catch a glimpse of very blonde hair, but it wasn’t the sight of the woman that froze Larry in the doorway like a gaping fool. It was the man who stood beside her with a comforting hand on her arm.

“Who,” Larry gasped, “is that?”

Sorensen’s voice was soft at his shoulder. “The widow,” He said, “and another relative. A cousin, I believe, of the deceased.”

A cousin! Either somebody was lying or Holger Hansen came from a peculiar family, because the man hanging on to the widow’s arm had a face Larry would never forget. It was the same evil face that had glared over the steering wheel of a small black sedan about five minutes before Hansen stopped breathing.
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