

[image: cover]



        
            
                Thank you for downloading this Simon & Schuster ebook.

                

                Get a FREE ebook when you join our mailing list. Plus, get updates on new releases, deals, recommended reads, and more from Simon & Schuster. Click below to sign up and see terms and conditions.

            

            
            	CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP

            

            
               Already a subscriber? Provide your email again so we can register this ebook and send you more of what you like to read. You will continue to receive exclusive offers in your inbox.

            

        
    

WHO HAS
 WILMA LATHROP?

 

DAY KEENE

 

[image: ]
a division of F+W Media, Inc.





Chapter One

THERE WAS a pay phone in the lobby of the Juvenile Court Building. Jim Lathrop used it to call Wilma. He could hear the phone in the apartment ring, but no one answered. He hung up, mildly puzzled. It was the first time in the three months they’d been married that Wilma hadn’t been home when he’d called.

Night had fallen while he’d been talking to Judge Arnst and the juvenile case worker assigned to the Eddie Mandell affair. The wind was cold, driving at an angle, but the blizzard predicted by the Chicago Tribune had so far failed to materialize. The paved parking lot was slick with frozen slush. Keeping his head down against the wind, Lathrop did not see the man who stopped him until he stepped from behind a parked car.

“Hey, you,” the man said. “Just a minute.”

The man was big, exuding an aura of authority. It was too dark to see his face. Lathrop moved into the shelter of the car. “Yes?”

“Is your name Jim Lathrop?” the man asked.

Lathrop had forgotten to put on his gloves. He blew on his hands to warm them and his breath steamed his glasses. “That’s right.”

“You’re a high-school teacher?”

“I am.”

“You teach maths at Palmer Square High?”

“I do.”

The man who had stopped him said. “He’s the right one, all right,” and a second man stepped out from behind the parked car.

“What’s this about?” Lathrop asked him.

The second man said, “We’ll come to that.”

As he spoke, the side door of the building opened and Juvenile Officer Cave crossed the poorly lighted parking lot with Eddie Mandell in tow. The youth recognized Lathrop and stopped. “Ya couldn’t he a little. Ya couldn’t give me an alibi.”

Lathrop found his gloves and put them on. “No. Not under any circumstances.”

“Why not?”

Lathrop tried not to sound smug. “For your own sake, Eddie. Right now, in your book, I’m a heel. But perhaps in a few months you’ll feel differently.”

“Sure,” the youth jeered. “Sweating it out at Saint Charles.” His voice turned ugly. “But it may just be you’ll be sorry. I got friends.”

Juvenile Officer Cave tightened his grip on the youth’s arm. “Are you threatening Mr. Lathrop, Eddie?”

Eddie shrugged. “He can take it any way he likes.”

Lathrop ‘watched the youth swagger across the lot and get into a police car. He felt sorry for Eddie. He liked the boy. Until Eddie had started running with the wrong crowd and one wrong minx, he’d been an excellent student. Then he’d suddenly tried to grow up too fast, in the wrong way. It was tough to be seventeen and face spending the next three or four years of your life in a reform school.

The man who’d stopped Lathrop asked, “What did the kid do?”

“He stuck up a drugstore,” Lathrop told him, “for money to spend on a little tart.”

“What’s his beef with you?”

“It was a daytime stick-up. He told the officers who arrested him a few hours later that he was in one of my classes when it happened. And he wanted me to back him up.”

“Why didn’t your?”

“Why didn’t I what?”

“Why didn’t you give the kid a break?”

Lathrop considered his answer. He had no patience with the school of thought that insisted that modern youth was riding to hell in a hot rod. As far as he could tell by delving into history, every adult generation had made the same claim. But the time to stamp out a fire was when it started. “I did,” he told the man. “I gave him the best break I could. If Eddie had got away with this stick-up, he’d have tried another and another. Then one night he’d have to use a gun, maybe kill someone, and he’d wind up facing a lot tougher rap than a few years in a reform school.”

“Yeah. I see what you mean,” the man said.

The other man agreed. “I hear those things happen.”

It was cold in the parking lot. Lathrop had had a hard day. The three hundred boys and girls who allegedly absorbed some learning by being sprinkled from his fount of knowledge had been unusually wearing. He wished the two men would state their business. He was eager to get home to Wilma. “Just who are you gentlemen and what do you want with me?”

The headlights of the police car leaving the lot bathed the men briefly with light. Both men were heavy-set and appeared to be well dressed. They looked as if they might be plain-clothes men. The larger of the two said, “Our names don’t matter to you. Let’s just say we’re friends of Wilma’s.”

“You know my wife?”

The second man held up a gloved hand with two fingers pressed together. “Like that. That’s why we had a kid point you out. So we could tail your car from the school. See?”

“No, I don’t see,” Lathrop said. “I haven’t the least idea what you’re talking about.”

“Wilma never told you about us?”

“No.”

“That’s your story.”

“It’s the truth. Now, if you gentlemen will excuse me — ”

As Lathrop started towards his car, the big man struck him without warning. The blow caught him off balance. He slipped on the pavement and fell, striking his head on the door of the car beside which they were standing. His hat flew from his head. He picked it up and got to his feet, indignant. “What was that?”

The man who had struck him said, “That was just to show you we mean business. What kind of dumb clucks does Wilma think we are? Now, listen close. Then you tell her what I tell you, chum. Tell her fun is fun but not when the bite is too big. You got the envelope, Charlie?”

His partner took a bulky Manila envelope from his inside overcoat pocket and handed it to him.

The man who had struck Lathrop said, “Give this to her from us. Just to show her there’s no hard feelings. Tell her it’s from the Prentiss job, but that we’re getting a little tired of waiting for our cut on the big one.” He put the envelope in Lathrop’s side overcoat pocket. “Tell her to meet us at Louie’s between one and two o’clock to-morrow afternoon. And just to impress the time on your memory, here’s a little sample of what will happen to you if she goes on being greedy.”

A hard blow to the side of the head blinded Lathrop momentarily. He slipped and almost fell a second time, but managed to retain his balance. “Hey! What the hell?” he said.

“Hit him again,” the larger of the two men ordered his partner. “Knock out a couple of teeth so Wilma will know we ain’t fooling.”

Lathrop blocked the blow to his mouth with his left forearm and lashed out in return. The man who had tried to hit him said, “Whoosh!” and slid down the side of the car.

“You’re not bad,” the other man said. “In fact, you’re good, pal. Charlie used to fight professionally.” He took a blackjack from his overcoat pocket. “But we’ve wasted enough time with you.”

He swung the blackjack in a vicious arc. Lathrop sidestepped the blow and hit the man so hard he staggered backwards and fell.

The man got to his feet spitting blood and brushing granules of frozen slush from his coat. “Where did a schoolteacher learn to hit like that?”

Lathrop told him. “As a captain of combat engineers. Look. I don’t now what this is all about. I don’t care. But you have the wrong Lathrop and the wrong Wilma.” He turned to walk towards his car and the man lying on the ground wrapped his arms around his legs and yanked him from his feet.

“Wise guy,” a voice panted.

The toe of a heavy shoe with all the force of a powerful leg behind it thudded against Lathrop.

When consciousness returned he was lying face down in the frozen slush. The two men were gone. Before they’d left they’d rolled him under a car. Lathrop crawled out from under the car and stood, weaving, wiping the blood from his mouth with his glove. In the semi-darkness of the lot the attack had gone unnoticed. As he stood waiting for his head to clear, a uniformed officer emerged from one of the doors of the Juvenile Detention Home.

Lathrop debated reporting the incident and decided against it. He wasn’t seriously hurt. He felt for his wallet. The two men hadn’t robbed him. It wasn’t good publicity for a male high-school teacher hoping for a principalship to get his name in public print as a common brawler. Then there was Wilma to consider. The two men had claimed to know her.

Lathrop examined his mouth with his tongue. Two of his teeth were loose, but he’d given a good account of himself. The prissy male teacher of fiction was a figment of some longhaired writer’s misconception. True, corporal punishment had no part in modern education. A man didn’t have to lick the biggest boy in his class to maintain order, but it was an unspoken secret between them that if the occasion arose he could.

He felt in his overcoat pocket. The men had left the bulky envelope with him.

“Give this to her from us,” the man had said. “Tell her it’s from the Prentiss job….”

The statement didn’t make any more sense than the attack on him. The men couldn’t possibly have anything in common with Wilma. Still, they had used her name in a familiar manner. They knew she was married to him. They knew he taught maths at Palmer Square High School.

Lathrop walked to his car and got in. He was so cold that his teeth were chattering. He turned on the car motor and sat for a few minutes, waiting for the heater to warm up. He should go to the police. He really should. It was dangerous for two such men to be at large.

When warm air began to come from the heater, he tugged the envelope from his pocket and changed his mind about going to the police, at least until he’d talked to Wilma. The envelope was stuffed with bills. Most of them, as far as Lathrop could see by the illuminated dials on the dash, were fifties and hundreds. He’d never seen so much money.

The taste of blood in his mouth became more pronounced. His body ached from the beating it had taken. What was it the larger of the two men had said? “Tell her that fun is fun, but not when the bite is too big.”

The word “bite” had an unpleasant connotation. It was an assumption of guilty knowledge on Wilma’s part. Guilty knowledge of what? And who was Prentiss? Lathrop moved the lever to “Drive” and left the parking lot. There was at least five thousand dollars in the envelope. He hoped Wilma could explain both the attack and the money.

The Juvenile Court Building and the Juvenile Detention Home were in the 2400 block on Roosevelt Road. Lathrop drove east to the 1700 block, then north on Kedzie Boulevard. The bulk of the rush-hour traffic had dissipated. The wind had increased in velocity. The boulevard was still lined with dirty windows from the last snowfall and it was going to storm hard before morning. It was so cold that the street lamps were wearing haloes. The globes looked like so many blurred crosses.

Lathrop reached up to adjust his glasses. It was small wonder everything was blurred. His glasses were somewhere back in the parking lot. The last flurry of blows had knocked them from his nose. He thought of turning back, but he was eager to talk to Wilma. Besides, his glasses were probably broken, stepped on in the struggle. He’d have to order a new pair in the morning. They didn’t matter. Although nothing was quite clear, he could get along fairly well without them.

As he drove, Lathrop realized for the first time how little he knew about his wife. Wilma’s background hadn’t seemed important. It wasn’t important. All that mattered was the fact that he loved her and she loved him.

He tabulated the new facts he did know. He knew Wilma was twenty-one and blonde and very lovely. He knew he’d met her at one of Bill Hendry’s clambakes. It had been one of those studio parties on the near north side, with people, some invited, some not, streaming in and out all evening. The attraction had been mutual. The moment he’d seen Wilma he’d known she was for him.

There’s the girl I’m going to marry, he’d thought. And three months later he had.

He knew her name was Wilma Stanis. He knew that she had lived at the Devonshire Hotel and she had been secretary to some lawyer in the Loop, but, perhaps because of the beating he’d taken, he couldn’t remember the lawyer’s name. It wasn’t much for a man to know about his wife.

Palmer Square was white with the snow that had fallen two days before, tracked by the feet of children eager to try out their sleds and disappointed that the fall had been so light.

Lathrop manœuvred his car into a parking space at the kerb in front of the grey-stone three-flat house he had inherited from his parents. It was one of the few remaining three-flat buildings on the square. The square, in reality a four-block-long rectangle, had changed since he’d been a boy. Except for his own and a few other, older, buildings, the area was lined with huge modern apartment buildings.

There was a light in the window of his second-floor flat. Wherever Wilma had been when he’d phoned, she was home now and waiting for him. As he walked through the dark areaway to the rear stairs, Lathrop was pleased to note that Nielsen, the janitor, had shovelled both the areaway and the walk leading to the back alley. From force of habit, before going upstairs he opened the basement door and checked the heating plant. There was a hot fire in the low-pressure boiler. Nielsen was a good man, the best janitor he’d ever had.

Lathrop closed the basement door and climbed the enclosed back stairs. Mrs. Metz, the tenant on the first floor, was cooking Hungarian goulash. Its spicy aroma sepeed out of the lighted kitchen and was intensified by the cold. Lathrop wondered what Wilma was cooking. He hoped she wasn’t worried about him. It was the first time he’d been late for supper. As he climbed the stairs he experienced a mild resentment towards Eddie Mandell. If the youth hadn’t held up a drugstore and attempted to use him for an alibi, he wouldn’t have had to confer with Judge Arnst and the scene in the parking lot wouldn’t have taken place.

When he reached his own porch he could see Wilma’s back through the steamed kitchen window. She was cooking in the black net négligé he’d given her as a second-month anniversary present. The porch door was locked, but she heard him fumbling with the knob and unlocked the door for him.

Her grey eyes were sullen. Her blonde hair gleamed in the overhead light. Without his glasses, he saw it, too, haloed by a nimbus. “I thought you’d never get here,” she said. “Did you every try to keep a standing rib roast warm for an hour without drying it out?”

“I’m sorry,” Lathrop said.

He closed the door behind him and Wilma came into his arms, lifting her lips to be kissed. Her young body was soft, her perfume exciting.

She kissed him lightly. “I’ll forgive you this one time. What held you up, honey?”

“The Mandell affair.”

“The what?”

“The Eddie Mandell affair. You remember. I told you this morning. That kid in one of my classes who held up a drugstore.”

“Oh, yes. Eddie Mandell.”

Lathrop forgot that he was hungry and tried to hold her close, but Wilma wriggled out of his arms.

“Oh, no, you don’t,” she laughed. “Not with rib roast at ninety-eight cents a pound. You go and wash and I’ll put dinner on the table.”





Chapter Two

THE TABLE was set for a party. For some reason Wilma had used her best bone china and the sterling-silver flatware that the faculty of Palmer Square High School had given them as a wedding present. She’d even lighted candles. But in spite of the festive setting, it was one of the poorest meals she’d ever cooked.

Lathrop tried to eat and couldn’t. The mashed potatoes were lumpy. The biscuits had failed to rise. The roast was burned on the outside and too rare after the second cut. His swollen jaw made it difficult for him to chew. The cuts inside his mouth stung. He wondered why Wilma didn’t remark about his swollen jaw and the loss of his glasses. She was usually quick to notice small things concerning him.

He wondered if it could be the drinks and, if so, why she was drinking. She’d had a full pitcher of Martinis ready and had insisted that he open a bottle of sparkling Burgundy, because Burgundy went with a roast. She was the same, but somehow different. He wished he knew more about her than he did.

Twice during the meal he attempted to introduce the subject of the two men in the parking lot and both times Wilma forestalled him by recitals of the petty happenings of her day.

The butcher had tried to overcharge her. Did he know coffee had gone up again? The cost of just living was ridiculous. Then there’d been her accident. The reason she was wearing the black négligé was because when she had shopped that morning she’d forgotten to get flour. After she’d put the roast in the oven she’d run over to the little store on Kedzie and the janitor of the apartment building in the middle of the block had put salt on the walk in front of 3122 and hadn’t shovelled off the slush. In her haste she’d slipped and torn both of her stockings, a new pair she’d put on for the first time, and had got her dress soaking wet.

Lathrop sympathized with her. “That’s a shame. There ought to be a law. In fact, there is.”

Wilma leaned across the table and fondled his hand. “Just when I wanted everything to be perfect.”

Lathrop insisted everything was perfect. He wondered how long it took a man really to know his wife. This Wilma was new to him, and fascinating. There was an unfamiliar brittleness to her voice. In the flickering light of the candles, her eyes were overbright. From time to time, as she leaned forward, he wished the meal were over and the dishes washed and dried. The wine was making him lightheaded. They had, after all, been married only three months. He was glad when. Wilma pushed back her chair and suggested they go into the living-room.

“How about the dishes?” he asked her.

Wilma gestured vaguely with one hand. “That for the dishes. I’ll do them in the morning.”

Lathrop followed her down the hall. He was sorry he’d waited as long as he had to marry. Playing the field had been very unsatisfactory. And trying to fathom one woman was much more interesting than attempting to solve the trigonometric functions of ratios of an angle. He liked the intimate give and take of marriage. He liked Wilma, especially this new and brittle facet of her personality. It should prove to be an interesting evening.

“Know something?” he asked her.

Wilma looked at him over her shoulder. “What?”

“I love you,” Lathrop said.

“I love you,” she said soberly. “You may never know how much.”

“What kind of double talk is that?”

“It isn’t double talk. I mean it.” In the living-room Wilma went directly to the combination television and record player. “What will my lord and master have?” She consulted the TV guide. “I’ve Got a Secret’? Or would you prefer music?”

“Mood music,” Lathrop said.

“How about Carmen Cavallaro?”

“Cavallaro will do fine.”

Wilma stacked the spindle with records and sat beside him on the sofa. “That wasn’t much of a meal, was it?”

Lathrop laughed and took her in his arms. “You’ve cooked better.”

“I know.”

“What’s the matter, baby? Something bothering you? Or is this just one of those days?”

Wilma’s tensed body relaxed as she snuggled her cheek against his shoulder. “Just one of those days, I guess.”

“They come to all of us.”

Wilma fondled Lathrop’s cheek with her fingertips, then sat up and studied his face. “Who hit you? And where are your glasses?”

“I was not only hit, I was kicked,” Lathrop said. “That’s what I’ve been trying to tell you since I got home. I was in a fight.”

“With whom?”

“A couple of guys in a parking lot.”

“What parking lot?”

“The one down at the Juvenile Court Building.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

Lathrop was patient with her. “I’ve been trying to. But you’ve been so full of the butcher and the high price of coffee and falling down and snagging a new pair of stockings that I haven’t been able to get a word in.”

“Who hit your?”

“Two men.”

“Who were they?”

“I don’t know.”

“Then why did you fight with them?”

“I didn’t. They fought with me.”

Wilma wet her lips with her tongue. “What about? I mean, why should they fight with you?”

“I don’t know. I’d just finished my business with Judge Arnst and was crossing the parking lot to my car when a man stepped out from behind a Buick and asked me if my name was Jim Lathrop and if I taught maths at Palmer Square High School. I said that was correct and asked who he was.”

“What did he say?”

“He said it didn’t matter what his name was, but that he and his partner were friends of yours.”

“His partner?”

“Yeah. There were two of them.”

“Didn’t either of them give you his name?”

Lathrop shook his head. “No. But they were both big men. About my size. And I had an impression at first that they might be plain-clothes detectives.”

“But I don’t know any detectives.”

“That was merely my impression.”

“What did they look like?”

“It was too dark in the lot for me to see their faces, but as I said, they were both big men, well dressed.” Lathrop remembered something. “And one of them called the other Charlie. He made some crack about Charlie having fought professionally.”

Wilma’s fingernails dug into his arms. “What happened then?”

“Well, I tried to shrug them off and walk on to my car and one of them hit me and knocked me to the ground.”

It was the first time Lathrop had ever heard Wilma swear. “The bastards,” she said under her breath. “The dirty sons-of-bitches. What did you do?”

“I picked myself up,” Lathrop told her, “and asked the man who’d hit me what was the idea.”

“And what did he say?”

Lathrop quoted the man verbatim. “He said, That was just to show you we mean business. What kind of dumb clucks does Wilma think we are? … Tell her fun is fun, but not when the bite is too big.’ Does that make any sense to you?”

He felt Wilma as she took a deep breath. “No. No sense at all. Then what happened?”

“He asked if his partner had the envelope.”

“What envelope?”

Lathrop had hung his overcoat in the hall closet. He got the envelope from his pocket and returned to the sofa. “This one.”

Wilma fingered the bills in the envelope. “They gave you this?”

“That’s right.”

“What for?”

“To give to you.”

“But there are thousands of dollars in here!”

“I figured around five thousand.” Lathrop kissed the lobe of Wilma’s ear. “I was hoping maybe you knew the answer.”

“To what?”

“To what he said then.”

“What did he say?”

“He said it was from the Prentiss job. Just to show there were no hard feelings, but that they were getting a little tired of waiting for their cut from the big one. Then he said for you to meet them at Louie’s between one and two o’clock to-morrow afternoon. Then he hit me again and said, ‘Just to impress the time on your memory, here’s a little sample of what will happen to you if she goes on being greedy’.”

“What will happen to you?”

“That’s what the man said.”

“Then he hit you again?”

“He kicked me.”

Wilma continued to finger the bills. There was a far-off quality in her voice. “But, darling, it doesn’t make sense. Why should two men neither of us know say such a thing about me, then give you all this money?”

“I’m telling it just the way it happened.”

“What did you do then?”

“I fought back.”

“You hurt them?”

“I don’t know. I do know I was doing fairly well until one of them caught me by the legs and pulled me down. Then both of them really jumped me. It must have been five or ten minutes later when I came to, lying under a parked car.”

Wilma brushed his swollen chin with her lips. “You poor darling. What did you do then? Go to the police?”

“No. I wanted to talk to you first.”

Wilma protested, “But I don’t know any men like that. And there’s no reason why anyone should want to give me all this money.”

Lathrop slipped his arm around her waist. “You’re positive that you aren’t blackmailing someone in your spare time, sweetheart?”

“That’s not funny,” Wilma said. “It’s not at all funny. If you were down at Juvenile Court, there must have been officers around, and you should have gone directly to the police. Why didn’t you?”

Lathrop told her. “For two reasons. One, I didn’t want it to get into the papers. The Board of Education doesn’t approve of its teachers brawling in public. Two, as I said before, I wanted to talk to you.”

Wilma met his eyes. “But I don’t know anything about the men or the money.”

“That’s all I wanted to know.”

“And they said they’d harm you if I didn’t meet them at this Louie’s?”

“That’s what they said.”

Wilma laid the envelope on the coffee table. “You’d better go to the police the first thing in the morning.”

“Will do,” Lathrop said. “But I doubt if it will make any more sense to the police than it does to us. What was the name of that lawyer you worked for?”

“Mr. Ramsey. Carl A. Ramsey. In the New York Life Insurance Building on La Salle Street.”

“What kind of cases does he handle?”

“Mostly criminal cases. Why?”

Lathrop toyed with an idea. “Well, one of his clients might think you have knowledge or information you could use against him. You used to type briefs and confidential reports and things like that, didn’t you?”

“Of course. But I forgot them the minute I typed them. Besides, to make anyone think I was trying to blackmail him, I’d have to ask him for something.”

“That’s right.”

Wilma pushed the currency-stuffed envelope to the far side of the table. “Ugh. This has been a day. Would you know the men if you saw them again?”

“I think so.”

“Can you describe them to the police?”

“I can try.”

Wilma lay back on the sofa. “But I don’t know why we’re being so perturbed. They must have mistaken you for some other Lathrop. There are thirty-two of us in the phone book. I know. I counted them right after we were married.” Her eyes narrowed slightly. “You do love me, don’t you, Jim?”

“You know I do.”

Wilma held his hand to her heart. “And I love you. So much.”

Lathrop was pleasantly surprised. He had been right about the black net négligé.

She asked, “Did I show you what I did to my knees when I fell?”

“No,” Lathrop said, “you didn’t.”

Wilma unbelted her robe to show him her skinned knees. Lathrop kissed them to make them well. Then Wilma kissed his cut lip. It was two hours later and the stack of records on the player had played through. The machine had been silent a long time before he even thought of the two men or the envelope again.

He lay content, with Wilma’s head on his shoulder. The narrow couch was wide enough for both of them. He’d never felt so complete, so one with Wilma. The past hours had been beautiful.

“How come?” he whispered.

“What do you mean?”

“You know what I mean.”

“Because I love you so much,” she breathed.

Lathrop patted her lightly. He liked this new Wilma. There were more facets to her character than there were in the three-quarter-carat diamond engagement ring he’d given her.

Wilma stroked his face with the tips of her fingers. “It’s been beautiful, so beautiful. But if you’re going to the police before you go to school in the morning, I suppose we ought to get some sleep.”

Lathrop arose from the couch reluctantly. “Goddam those two men.”

“Damn them,” Wilma agreed.

Lathrop tilted her chin. “You’re crying.”

She wiped her cheeks with the hem of the black négligé, then let it drop back to the floor. “All women cry when they’re happy. You don’t know much about us, do you, Jim?”

“No,” Lathrop admitted. “I guess not.” He laughed. “But where you’re concerned, I’m certainly willing to try.”

Whistling softly, he returned the currency-stuffed envelope to his overcoat pocket, then made sure the front and back doors were locked. When he entered the bedroom he found Wilma sitting on the edge of the bed, brushing her hair.

He watched her in the vanity mirror as he put on his pyjamas. He was a lucky man, even luckier than he’d realized. It hadn’t been entirely passion. Wilma loved him. It had been love that had lighted her eyes.

She fastened her golden pony tail with a rubber band. “You aren’t angry with me, are you, Jim?”

Lathrop sat beside her. “Why should I be angry with you? You are wonderful.”

Wilma searched his eyes. “You mean that, don’t you, Jim?”

“Of course I do.” Lathrop turned down her bed, slipped her slim legs under the covers, then pulled the blankets up to her chin. “Now you stay covered to-night. It’s plenty cold outside.”
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