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A languorous ocean breeze set sail from the Bahama Idands for the coast of Florida. It crossed the Gulf
Stream and came ashore where autumn tourists sprawled on the dlegedly golden but actualy pale brown
sands of Miami Besach. A bresth of it, after crossng Miami, following aroad lined with fluffy evergreens,,
swung finaly into a stand of much larger trees. mahoganies, tamarinds,, poincianas, gumbo limbos and
live oaks. Theseit stirred audibly before it moved over asun-briliiant lawn, entered the screened window
of adilapidated, two-story frame house and touched bright blond hair on the brow of a pretty,
middle-aged woman who sat in abed.
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She glanced up with the pleasant thought that the till heat of day was ended. She saw the clock.
Three-twenty. She faced the screen, then, and caled in acontralto that was penetrating with-out being
harsh, "Charlee-ee!"

Her mind pictured her dark-haired, merry-eyed son, age twelve. The picture did not materiaize and she
remembered he was going to try to get a newspaper route after school. She conjured up the brunette
glow and giggly adolescence of her younger daughter. "Marian! Marian!”

Again there was no answer and again she remembered. Marian had said she would be de-layed.
Eleanor, her eldest, wasn't due until four-thirty because she had aregular 1ab period that day at the
university. Mrs. Yates, invalided eight years before in the accident that had taken her husband'slife,
leaned back on her pillows, till smiling, and wished she hadn't called. For she knew what would happen.
Feet strode on the crushed coral of the drive-way. A foot tripped on the threshold of the back door. And
ayoung man gppeared, grinning, at the entrance of her downstairs room—a man of less than twenty-five,
atall man and thin, astooped young man with polelike arms and legs, eyes of afaded blue, unkempt hair
the hue of new rope, and a determination of mouth and chin that did not fit his over-dl diffidence.

"Duff," she said apologeticdly, "1 didnt mean
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to bring you in from the barn! What in the world were you doing, though? Y ou've still got on your good
gabardine dackd!"

The young man chuckled, looked down asif to check the statement, started to answer and was obliged
to ded with adight impediment of speech before saying, "Oh! Oh—sure! Decided not to change. Not
doing anything messy—Iabdling alot of canswith smdl hardwarein'em.”

She laughed. "Of course! Y ou said you were going to. I'm so scattered! Well—I'm sorry | dis-turbed
you."

"Not abit. Nearly finished. Did you want something? |ced tea, maybe? Eleanor |ft things ready.”

"Later, perhaps. No, Duff. Don't want any-thing. 1'd forgotten the kids were going to be late. It'stheir
afternoon to sweep and dust and scour.”

Hisgrin widened. "I'll doit. Give me an excuseto put off mowing the lawntill acooler day. Be-sides, I'm
ataented house cleaner.”

Shelaughed again. Duff Bogan—Allan Diffen-duffer Bogan—had been aboarder at the Y ates home for
more than ayear. The luckiest boarder, she thought, that any invalid woman with three children ever
had—though Eleanor couldn't possibly be called a child any more. ™Y ou go back and finish." Seeing he
wouldn't, she added, "Or at least put on an gpron.”

He executed a comic salute and soon she heard
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abroom working upstairs. Not long after, came abizarre din from the bathroom, and she lay on her
pillows, chuckling.

Hewas, shethought, such adear. A graduate student of physics a the University of Miami. HEd come
over at the start of the first semester, the year before, when the Y ateses had had avacancy in the
two-boarder schedule which aug-mented their dender finances. Whao'd brought him? One of Eleanor's
numberless admirers. She thought back. It was that fullback, she believed, the one with that absurd
nickname—Avaanche, Avdanche Billings.

"We haveto have," she remembered saying to Duff, "somebody who can help around the place, take
care of the yard and the station wagon —which is vintage and requires plenty of care. Somebody who



can tend the trees and shrubs, won't mind doing dishes at times, and so on. Therate islow on account of
thehdp | need.”

Duff had regarded her amiably, even warmly, and replied, "Mrs. Y ates, | was brought up in the family of
an underpaid Indiana preacher. Housework, its smplification and efficient man-agement, became one of
my hobbies. | have other hobbies that might prove helpful .

She had taken him, on trial. After aweek, she had come to fed Duff was indispensable. Now, he was
like a son—except, of course, where Eleanor was concerned. He was too shy, too sdif-
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effacing to be like a brother to Eleanor, which somewhat interfered with his satusas"son.” Mrs. Y ates
sghed. Eleanor didn't give him much en-couragement. Much? Not any. Which wasn't surprisingin agirl
elected Miss Freshman in her first year, the Belle of the Junior Prom, and who now, asa senior, was
Queen-eect of the Orange Bowl fedtivities.

Upgtarsin the bathroom, Duff Bogan had gone to work with equipment of hisown devisng—a"gun’
for gpraying insecticides and asecond "gun’ for dusting. First he dampened dl proce-lain, meta andtile
surfaces with awater spray. Then he dusted with a scouring powder. There-after, adamp cloth in each
hand, he polished furi-oudy—uwhich caused the din Mrs. Y aes had heard. In fifteen minutesthe
bathroom gllittered.

Perspiring in the damp warmth of the day, he cdled down the stairway, "What about Harry's room?"
"That, too," she responded. "He never locksit."

So Duff entered the quarters of the other boarder, Harry Ellings. A light dust mopping only was needed
there. For Harry, who had been with the Y ateses ever since the father's death, made his own bed and
kept his own premises picked up. It wasn't, Duff thought, much of ahome for afifty-year-old bachelor
like Harry. A living-gitting room in somebody e se's house—aday
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bed and a desk, ashelf of books, bridge lamps, old chair, aworn rug, aradio, afew photo-graphs, a
calendar hung on the knob of the closet door. That was Harry's resdence.

He had ajob as amechanic with atrucking con-cern; before that he'd been aletter carrier. He had quit
during his early yearswith the Y ateses because of varicose veins, and had goneto school to learn his
present trade.

Church on Sundays, a Friday bridge game, his Wednesday evenings practicing casting, alot of porch
sitting and radio ligtening, occasiond fishing trips, few visitors, little mail—that summed up al Duff knew
of the other boarder.

Maybe, from Harry's viewpoint, it was agood life, whole and satisfying. The thought depressed Duff. He
finished dusting, helped himself to one of Harry's cigarettes and stared out at the sunshine, wondering, as
young men do, what he would do when his degree had been awarded and the uncertain world said
wordlessy, "Okay, Bogan; beat meif you can!™

He picked up the mop and noticed then, be-hind the calendar that hung from the knob, alock on the
closet door, alock newer than the hardware of the Y ates house, which he constantly repaired and
replaced.

If he had not observed thelock, it is possible, athough unlikdly, that Duff Bogan'slife might have been
relatively speaking, ascolorless as
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his estimate of Harry Ellings. But Duff did notice the lock and wonder about it, and nothing was ever the
samefor him afterward.

Wondering about locks was not, in Duffs case, an idle exercisein bafflement. Early inlife he had been
discarded by his schoolmates as a pos-sible pitcher, fielder, end or basketba | center. Competitive sports
revealed him as something of an Ichabod Crane and, since his middle name was Diffenduffer, after his
mother's father, he had been called Duffer from the age of ten. Hewas . Duff only to the kindly Y ateses.
But though a duffer at games and sports, he excelled in hob-bies. Among them was a know-how
concerning locks.

At deven, Duff had sent ten centsfor abook-let called The Boy Locksmith. Finding that peo-ple were



either charmed by or aghast at his pro-ficiency with skeleton keys, he had advanced to more elaborate
literature on the subject. Before he reached high-school age he was much in de-mand where keys were
lost or where trunks, barns, cabinets and the like refused to open. In high school, while other boys
mowed lawns for extrachange, Duff had repaired luggage and started carsthat lacked keys.

Tolook at Harry Ellings lock-fitted closet door,

then, was to know how to get the door open rather

A quickly. Sinceit was unthinkable that the drab,

good-natured star boarder had anything im-
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portant or secret locked away, Duff felt no curios-ity. But it would be fun, he thought, to open the door,
set something dien in the closst—and wait for results.

Grinning, Duff ran down the back stairs, came back with selected tools, and took stepsthree at atime
while Mrs. Y ates gripped the binding of her magazine tightly—sometimes, when he rushed that way, Duff
fel.

His hands, however, were not clumsy. They worked rapidly over the lock and soon the door swung
open. Insde, Harry's suits hung neatly. On the shelf were suitcases, old and dusty. On the floor was a
cubical hatbox of cardboard. Duff procured a metal wastebasket and set it on'top of the hatbox.

He thought his joke would be more noticeable if he put the hatbox on the basket. Only he couldn't lift the
hatbox. He took another hold and tried again. The cardboard threatened to tear, but the box didn't
budge. So Duff untied the tape and raised the lid. Inside, was a hardwood box, well made, waxed, with
an inset handle and alock of akind Duff had never before seen. He stared at this and then tipped over
the box and its hatbox dis-guise—which could be done only with effort. The whole thing weighed about a
hundred pounds.

He went downstairs then and interrupted Mrs. Y ates reading. " The doggonedest thing," he said —and
told her. "What could he have—what
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could anybody have?—in afifteen-inch box, weighing that much? Gold?"

"Harry?' She chuckled. "Heavens | know what Harry does with every cent! Better put it back Duff."

He went upgtairs. It was about four-thirty. Harry wouldn't be home for more than an hour. Duff had
opened the closet without curiogity; the box and its peculiar lock left him with no fedling but curiosity. He
struggled with his conscience— and tried certain tools. When the lock clicked, hefound it hard to raise
the lid because of itsweight. The underside was metal-lined. Lead. Whatever was in the box was packed
in cotton. He raised the cotton and saw avery odd object of grayish-silver metal, machined and polished.
It looked like a segment of abig egg, saw-toothed on one face, asacog or gear would be. When he
hefted it, he judged it weighed about five pounds. Maybe more.

Hetried, as agraduate student of physics and aman with mechanica hobbies, to imagine what the object
was. He couldnt, at first. When, pres-ently, he had asingleidea, he pushed it from hismind: too crazy.
Nevertheless, after some very worried thought, he went downgtairs again.

"Sweeping the kids rooms," he called untruth-fully to Mrs. Y ates. "Bring you your iced tea be-forelong."
Heworked fast after that. With fine emergy 13

paper he removed atrace of the metal; with scour-ing powder he polished away the scratches made by
the emery. He wore gloves and took extreme care. Having obtained a microscopic sample, he restored
everything to the exact state in which he had found it. He left the cigarette in Harry's ash-tray after
thought which told him Harry could eas-ily notice hisroom had been dusted that day.

He then hid the emery-paper samplein the barn, washed his hands repeatedly and did a quick sweeping
job on Charles and Marian's rooms. He was making iced teain the kitchen when Eleanor drove up in the
family station wagon.

"Let medothat,” shesaid. "Y ou've spilled on the drainboard and got ice on thefloor!™ She put aload of
books on the table and turned her back to him. "Unbutton.”



Duff smiled and undid little buttons between her shoulder blades where she couldn't reach eas-ily. The
dress was one of two cotton prints sheldd found at asdle—ydlow like her curly hair, light brown like her
topaz eyes. She hurried from the room, called to her mother, and was soon back in the kitchen wearing
an old dress and moccasins, ingtead of her high-heeled shoes.

A match struck; the burners of the kero-sene stove dowly took fire. "1 wish we had gas or eectricity!
Kerosenes so dow!”

She bent over abin Duff had made from lum-14

ber scraps, and came up with an armful of po-tatoes. "Pedl!" She emptied out asack of green peasand
darted shelling. "What's new?"

"Wehad aburglar.”

Her eyesglowed. "No! | bet hedidn't steal any-thing! | bet, if hereally looked the place over, and if he
was anice burglar, heleft something for uswhen he went out! Five dollars, maybe, on the hall table!”

"l wasthe burglar.”

"Oh!" Her eyeslooked up and laughed. "What'd you rob? The kids banks?"

"Harry'sroom. His closet. The locked closet.”

"Harry hasn't got alocked anything! That poor, sweet guy is the world's openest book!"

Duff rinsed awhite-peeled potato, cut it up, started another. "1'd have agreed, two hours ago. He's il
probably innocent. Just keeping some-thing that some pal asked him to put under lock and key."
"What are you taking about, Duff Bogan?'

Hetold her. "Firgt, you see, it was going to be agag. Then | got curious. Thelock on that box was anew
oneto me. And then, the gadget ingde—"

"Sounds like some sort of trophy.”

"Trophy?'

"Sure," Eleanor said. ™Y ou know. Golfers get silver golf bals. Anglers get gold-plated fish. Probably
Harry won the Never-Missed-a-Working-
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Day-in-Five-Y ears prize at his company. Being amechanic, it was probably a cogwhed, only silver or
something.”

"Oh." Duff thought about that. "It wasn't Sllver. It wasn't acog. It wasn't engraved.”

"Then," she said, snatching at apeathat popped out of itspod and rolled, "what was it?"

"It bardy might be—uranium.”

She was about to answer derisively. His seri-ousness sank in. "What?'

"Theonly thing | could imagineit looked like was a carefully machined part of something which, with
other partslikeit, would fit together to make a sphere. A sphere weighing maybe twenty pounds, more
or less. It might have been any of ahalf dozen metals or athousand dloys. Still, there's only onething |
know of, made of parts which fit perfectly into what is probably a sphere around that size. The pieces
that come together to' form acritical mass and go off with ahell of abang.”

"Y ou mean an atomic bomb?*

"Maybeit's only amock-up. A model, | mean. That'swhy | took asample. To test and see what the
metal is. | could bewrong, but | think Harry, whether he knowsit or not, either has a piece of the heart
of an A-bomb up there or else ametal modd of one.”

Eleanor began to laugh. "Harry—a spy?' When he didn't join her laughter, she looked at
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him for along moment. ™Y ou think somebody's stealing more of our A-bomb secrets and Harry's being
used to keep the thing—until time to move it on out of the country? Let's ask Harry where he got the
box!"

Duff wished for amoment he hadn't told Eleanor anything. "Y e godd" he answered. "Not redly! |
jus—have to know what the metal was, now that I've seen the gadget. Chances are amil-lion to one my
ideaistotdly nuts. But if it did happen to be that millionth chance, then asking Harry anything would be a
terrible blunder!”

"Y ou're right about that,” she said contritely. Then, hearing acar in the drive, she murmured, "There



Harry isnow. Go clean up, and I'll finish supper. At the least, get that repulsive apron off. You look likea
cross between Mother Hubbard and the Scarecrow in the Oz books!"

His smile was sheepish. "Okay." - Before he |eft the kitchen she asked hadtily and in alow tone, "Can
you tdl, from such atiny sample?’

"I'm no microchemist. But | should be ableto, yes™

"l hopeyou're crazy," she said earnestly.

Duff's room was not much different from Harry's save that it was | ess neat and contained more books. In
order to savetime, he had availed himsdf of an old-fashioned pitcher and wash bowl which held found in
the attic. He began
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shaving while Harry took hisdaily shower. CharlesY ates came whizzing home, bike sren loud, hisvoice
ghrill as he shouted through his mother'swindow, "I got the old paper route!”

Duff grinned, grinned again when Marian, panting after running three blocks from the bus stop,
dramatically announced she would be Ti-taniain the play. He felt a home with the Y ateses; there had
been atroop of young Bogans.

Gazing into the mirror, till wearing the gpron over hiswork-stained T-shirt, Duff thought about Eleanor's
description of hislooks. Mother Hubbard and the Oz-book Scarecrow. His grin faded somewhat, but a
glimmer remained. He cer-tainly was on the bean-pole side. No girl like Eleanor would ever think of any
guy like himsdlf in romantic terms. She was dready Orange Bowl Queen. Why, if shejust wanted to, she
could bein the movies! Perhaps shed do something like that when she graduated—to compensate for
be-ing so poor, for endless cooking, washing, mend-ing, cleaning and bargain hunting. And for the
constant care of her mother.

In hissmall and rather dappled mirror, Duff saw that his eyeswere shiny. "Nuts" he said, and attacked
his face with such energy that he cut himsalf.

Dinner was early. Eleanor had to leave a seven. On Mondays, Wednesdays and Thursdays, from eight
to deven, shedidfiling in the offices of the
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Florida Electric Company. It was ajob she'd got through afriend of her mother's, which netted a
welcome eighteen dollars and ten cents aweek.

Duff whedled Mrs. Y ates up to the table. The Y ates youngsters, both dark-haired and dark-eyed, like
their father, were so excited over their respective successes that Harry Ellings - didn't notice the specia
looks directed toward him by Eleanor and Duff.

After dinner, after Eleanor had driven away in a station wagon as westherbeaten as the house, Duff went
to hisroom arjd made plans. Hed want one of the chemistry labs on aday when it wasn't full of freshmen
doing Chemistry 101-A. He could do the physics al right—that wasin his de-department. He'd need
advice about the mi-croandyss. ...

It took aweek. But one week |ater—with shaky

hands, because he had never done anything of

the sort—he looked in the best-up phone book

. beside adrugstore booth for the Federal Bureau

- of Investigation, dided and closed the door.

A man answered. "I'd liketo talk to some-body,” Duff said, "about making an appoint-. ment."

"Just aminute.” It was quite along minute. Duff got ready another nickd. "Y es? Hello? Higgins
gpesking." "Oh," Duff said. "Well—l ook, sr. My name ! 19
isAllan D. Bogan. I'm agraduate student at the university. | want to talk to somebody down there. I've
run across something odd.”

A dight pause. "Could you give me any idea of the nature of what you've encountered? We're pretty
busy here—"

"|—I—I know that. Over the phone—" Duff hesitated. "Suppose | told you that I'm agraduate student in
physics. The science that led to the atomic bomb—"



Mr. Higgins voice, busnesdike to begin with, cut him off sharply, "Would three-fifteen this afternoon
do?'

"P-p-perfectly.”

"Ask for me. Higgins. Sater Higgins™

The office of the FBI looked like any office. No fancy equipment visible, no gun racks, no alarm or
communication devices. And Mr. Sater Higgins, in hisown smal cubicle, with its swivel chair and desk,
itsone large window, looked like any junior executive.

They shook hands. Mr. Higgins pointed to achair with his pipe slem and said, smiling faintly, "What's on
your mind, Duff?'

The younger man stared. "Y ou know—"

"Checked, sure. After your call. Registrar. Got everything from your nicknameto your lack of an athletic
record. Tell you so you can skipit."
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Duff sat slent, flushing alittle. "Well, it begins with where | board. Did you check that?"

Higginslaughed. "Addressisdl. Shoot!"

Duff was embarrassed about the start of hisstory, sinceit involved curiosity and his unethi-cal behavior.
S0 he decided to give weight to hiswordsimmediately. "I have found a stolen part of what isplainly an
atomic bomb."

Mr. Higginsdid look at him sharply. But that was dl. No exclamation. No excitement. "Okay. Start
whereit garts. Take your time."

The G-man was agood listener—putting in questions only when the narrative confused him or |eft agap.
"l had to wait," Duff wound up, "until yester-day, to get agood chance to run the tests. They checked, dl
right. It was uranium. Uranium 235, | am sure. High neutron emisson—"

"Y ou can kip the technical part. That isn't for me. I'm alawyer. An accountant. Y ou sure?’

Duff hesitated. The sample had been extremely smadll. The tests had been difficult. The gpparatusin the
physics lab hadn't worked aswell as he could have hoped. "'I'm—sure enough,” hefindly said, "to come
inhere”

"Can you give us some of the Suff to tes?

"That'sanother thing. | did have a trace left when | got through. But—I'm cow-clumsy. When [ finished
thelast test | started doing adumb-
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headed dance—I was excited. | batted a bottle of sulphuric off a shelf—had to wash it and the last of my
sample down the drain, but quick. The place wasfuming up.”

"Too bad." Mr. Higginslocked his hands be-hind his head, looked at Duff and thought for awhile. "Y ou
could be mistaken about your exper-iment?

"l don't believe s0. It's possible.”

"Stick around afew minutes.” Higginswalked from the room. He was gonefor quite awhile. When he
came back, hisface was unreadable. He sat in his chair again.

"Wed likealook at that cached stuff, Bogan. | take it there's dways somebody a home. Mrs. Y ates.”
"Not always. On sunny Sundays we whed her to the car and lift her in and take her whedl chair dong.
Church. Harry EUings never misses church.”

"Good. You see, wed dso liketo look at that thing without anybody knowing. If it does hap-pen to be
uranium, we want to know more than just that Ellings hasit.”

"Naturdly." Duff felt better. "Y ou'd want him to keep right on doing whatever he may be doing. He's
probably innocent. The Y atesfam+-ily knows him mighty well. He doubtless thinks he's keeping something
for afriend.”

"Could be."

"And by watching him, you'd be led to some 22

group that's stealing not just atomic secrets but actual bombs.”

"Thetroubleis" Higgins answered dowly, "that, except for atrace stolen during the war, and abit some



character took home for a collec-tion, we've never lost any uranium, Bogan. Noth-ing remotely
gpproaching the quantity that would make the lump you described.”

Duff's pae blue eyeswere surprised. "No! Arethey sure? Couldn't they make a mistake?!

Higgins chuckled without mirth. "Brother, can't you concelve the guarding and checking and
cross-checking that goes into protecting some-thing worth maybe half a hundred thousand bucks a
pound? Something that we've spent bil-lionsto be able to make? They can tell you where every
thousandth of an ounceis, every day, every minutel"

Duffsreaction was one of humiliation. "Then | must have pulled aboner a the lab! Maybe— having got
that cockeyed notion—I saw what | wanted to see, in my tests.”

The G-man's eyes were unsympathetic. "Prob-ably. But you camein here and told us. We're used to
that. Stories and rumors of A-bomb spies comein here asthick as reports of flying saucers. And we
wagte our liveson 'em dl. Thanks, how-ever. Provisondly.”

Duff stood. "If you're going to investigate, | could leave aplan of the house. And some notes
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on thelock on the box. How to open it, | mean. And my door key."

Higginsgrinned. "Right. Would help.”

The following Sunday when they came home from church, Duff tried to find evidence that the FBI had
entered and examined the house. There wasn't any such evidence.

On Monday, however, Duff was called from aclassto talk to aMr. Higginswho "inssted,” ac-cording
to agirl from the front office, “that the call wasimportant and you should be disturbed.”

"Inafew days" Higginssaid, when he had identified Duff, "we will call on your friend at your place.
Ostensibly, well be checking another matter. Actualy, well make oursalves an oppor-tunity to take a
look at the matter we've discussed. Y ou aren't to give away the fact that we may have seen it previoudly.
On some pretext, well cal you up. We want you to seeit again and tell us, if you can, whether it'swhat
you originaly— sampled.”

"Did you see—the matter?' Duff asked breathledly.

"Y eah. And don't act astonished when you learn what it isl” Mr. Higgins hestated. "Y ou might tip off the
rest of the family, snce you've discussed it with them.”

It was curt, perfunctory, unsatisfying. He told Eleanor and her mother exactly what he had done,
precisaly what he had been advised to do. A few
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more days passed. There was no change in the behavior of Harry Ellings. The graying, incon-spicuous
boarder played bridge with his postman pa's, went out to practice with his casting rod on an illuminated
target range, did hiswork, and said nothing unusua until the end of the week.

Then, one night during supper, he changed the subject, which was a popular and intermin-able one: the
kidding of Eleanor about her va-rious dates by her younger brother and sister, who were particularly
diverted by the sdimon-pink convertible of aMr. Prescott Smythe, of Omegafraternity.

"Don't be surprised,” Harry interrupted ab-ruptly, "if the Gestapo callson me.”

Duff felt the beginning of astart, and repressed it. He wondered quickly, too, if any man who had reason
to fear the FBI would refer to the bureau in so insulting aterm. It was evidence that Harry had no reason
forworry. Mrs. Yateswas saying, " Gestapo?'

Eleanor said calmly, "He meansthe FBI. Y ou been kidnapping people, or something, Harry?'

The star boarder grinned and then frowned. "Everybody at the plant"—it was hisword for the trucking
company that employed him—"is be-ing processed. Supposed to keep it to themsalves. But you know
how felowstak."

"Processed?' The term was unfamiliar to Mrs. Y ates.
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Harry Stirred his coffee. " Checked. Ques-tioned. There's been some fancy counterfeiting going on. A
few guyson thelam. Unlawful flight, the Gestapo men cdll it. And they're looking for counterfeiting plates
that have eased out of the state they were used in. A big trucking company, like Miami-Dade, isaways
being suspected of doing something againgt the law.”



In the person of Mr. Higginsand an assistant, the "Gestapo™ called that night. Although he had a chance
to wink or mutter aword when Duff an-swered the doorbell, Higgins behaved asif Duff were a stranger.
He asked for Mr. Harry Ellings and was conducted upstairs. Charles Y ates said loudly asthe two men
climbed, "Red G-men! Gally! Maybe I'll be onel"

Nearly an hour passed. Eleanor and Duff washed and dried the dishes. Marian and Charles pretended to
do homework and actualy discussed the visit of the FBI, speculating horrendoudy on its possible causes.
Then Higgins came to the head of the stairs. "Oh, Miss Y ates?' When Eleanor appeared, he added,
"You are Miss Y ates? Will you come up amoment?' And that other young boarder, too, if he will."
They went up. The box was open, in the mid-dle of the room. Harry was sitting in his easy chair, looking
angry. Higgins pointed to the ob-
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ject in the box. "Either of you ever seen that be-fore?"

They had been instructed. They looked at the object. Duff squatted down by the box and scruti-nized the
curious piece of machined metdl.

"No," he said positively.

Eleanor shook her bright head. "Not even the box!"

" told you!" Harry said crosdy. "I brought it in when they were on apicnic. Yegods! Govern-ment
snoops! Government snoopd! I'm well within my rights—"

"What isit?' Duff asked.

Higgins smiled tightly and looked at Harry.

Harry raised hiseyesto Duff and shrugged. "It'smy life savings, that'swhat it isl Since way back when
Roosavelt threw us off the gold standard and | had to turninthe gold | kept. | bought plati-num. Finally
made one piece of it. Harder to swipe. Made that box, in the end, and melted down old pieces of solder
towall it inlead. Too heavy now for any housebresker to snitch. Then | got bad legs and had to have a
lot of medical care. An operation. After that, ayear in machinist's school —with board, room and tuition
to pay! So | be-gan cutting out wedges of the stuff and sdlling it. That'swhat'sleft! It's perfectly legal to
own it and I'll bedamned if | see what right the G-men have to make me haul it out and explainit. My
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secret—the only one | ever had—and no harminit.”

Duff looked at Higgins. Higginssaid, "Ellingsisnt kidding. He has aright to stash platinum away, and |
did snoop. No search warrant—just noticed he kept his closet locked and asked for alook. We're
hunting some of the best counterfeit plates ever made—and that box was heavy. . . . | hope you'll accept
our gpology, Ellings”

"How much good would it do me, if | refused?’ the boarder asked tartly.

And that was that. Higgins and his companion |eft quickly with no further word.

Duff was on hisway home from the campus the next afternoon when Higgins overtook himin asedan
and picked him up. He started driving in adirection tangentia to the Y ates place.

Hesad, "All right! Wasit the same dingus?’

Duff had asked himsdlf athousand times. "I don't believe it was. It was brighter, shinier, | think. And the
machining on the first one was more precise, as| remember it. Of course, | was hurrying then. There
were saw marksin this cagting. Wasit platinum?”

Higginssad, "Yeah. A littleimpure. Commer-cia stuff. Also, hedid buy at least some of it along while
back. Y ears. We checked that. He did make the box in spare time at his garage. It looks, Bo-gan, asif
you'd been fooled. After al, you got that brainstorm about it being part of an A-bomb
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"before you ran the tests. Not after. Could have conditioned your reading of the tests. Must have.
Weve checked Harry Ellingsthrough hiswholelife. Checked hisfriends and family. Nothing whatever on
the record. No convictions. No ar-rests. No association with subversive groups or people. Just a stolid,
hard-working bachelor who's a churchgoer and not a bad bridge player. If asegment of abomb had
been stolen, 1'd say this business might somehow be connected. None has.”

Duff rode uncomfortably. Findly he said, "Would a segment of the uranium heart of abomb look like



thet?'

Higgins glanced a him, grinned, gazed at the road again. "Do you supposethey'd tell even us that?
What they did hint a—not say—wasthat we were goons down at this office to even riseto any
reported 'uranium. Suggested we should know the bombs were plutonium now. Theresa difference,
gpparently. Wouldn't know what it is."

"Different dements” Duff said absently. "Likeiron and nickd. The Hiroshimabomb was ura-nium. The
Nagasaki one was plutonium. | sup-pose that iswhat they use now."

"Thelast loose end,” Higgins answered, turn- ing back toward the Y ates house, "was your iden-tification.
Sinceyou aren't sure about that, the whole picture falls completely gpart. Y ou find the kitty of a
gold-standard crank. So you pop off, hav-ing bomb jitters, like everyone. But you weren't
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smart to run your own tests. Y ou should have given us the sample, since you suspected it was something
alot different from platinum.”

"It waan't platinum,” Duff said earnestly, but not quite certainly.

"Maybe it was hamburger.” Higgins stopped to let out an abashed Duff. "Next time you run across any
espionage, keep it to yourself. We got trouble enough at the bureau with real agents of foreign powers!™
"Cute college types," said Prescott Smythe, gaz-ing at one through the porch screens of the Omega
house, "are adime adozen!"

A brother at his side examined the girl, from auburn hair to flat-hedled green sandals. "Make it two bits.
Everything's high these days”

"That one," said another brother, "is named AlthenaBailey.” Facesturned and the brother went on, "A
transfer. From 'Johjah.’ Sheisinter-ested in collecting. Sheld like to collect an Omegafraternity pin.
Otherwise sheisnot interested. Any further questions?!

A man with a crew-cut, freckles, agold foot-bal, said, "Why isit so many women who want to act
unsteady haveto go steady first?

"Ask Heartbreak Smythe! He's gone steady with more unsteady dames than an assistant di-rector of B
pictured”

Prescott Smythe, or Scotty, ignored the refer-30

ence. Herose. He crossed the porch to alarge con-crete urn in which was growing a huge vine with
dark green, lacily dit leaves. He peered intently at the vine.

"Thereisnothing for bresking hearts," said athin brother, "like aconvertible. That's what theword
means. It converts'em.”

Scotty Smythe finaly spoke. Y ou know," he said in eegant tones, "when | stolethisvineit was hardly
two feet tal. I've had to swipe four potsfor it, through the years. In graduated sizes. Now, ook &t it!
Magnificent foliage. A monstera deli-ciosa, the botany boystel me. Should bear fruit. Edible fruit.
Never had so much as acucumber oniit!"

The brothersignored the countermeasure. " Sad thing about Smythe," said the football player. " Stedling
flowerpots. Now he'strying to swipe the Orange Bowl. The Queen, anyhow. As soon asaman
recognizes a cutest college type, he'sthrough.”

Scotty grinned. "Okay! So, okay! | got it bad.”

"What will your family say?' the thin brother asked in asomber tone. "'Imagine the scene. You takela

Y atesto Manhattan, ride up in amarble elevator to your familia penthouse, whip out your golden
latchkey, open the door and say, ‘Mother, here'sthe girl I'm going to marry! Thispo' cracker chile." Y our
mother can see the babe is alooker who would bring ablush of envy to the proud fea-tures—all’ the
proud features—of Kim Novak.
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And hastopaz eyes, besides. But your mother isn't fooled by mere externas. Not like you, Smythe!
Raising ajewd-encrusted lorgnette, shefrigidly asksthe girl, "Where are your Junior League papers?
Even your first papers? "

"Where does Eleanor's family come from?' a brother asked. "Anybody know?'



"Olean," said Scotty.

"I thought olean was something you spread on bread.”

Scotty smirked. "L ook, you jealous weevils! Oleanisatown in New York State. It has history, paved
Streets, dectric lights—and Eleanor Y ates birthplace!”

"We are worrying oursalves unduly,” said a plump, shrewd-eyed brother who had apparently been
reading amagazine. "I know, out of what we lawyers call our own knowledge, that she necked with
AvdancheBillingslast week. Kissed him, anyhow. | dso know she gets orchids from aguy in the Miami
Junior Chamber of Commerce. He raises 'em in his yard—which shows a good business head. And there
are eight thousand other guydl”

The main object of the ribbing, evidently ac-customed to it, again discussed hisvine. "They graft thingson
trees down here," Scotty mur-mured. "Maybe a graft could be managed. If it won't bear its own fruit,
perhaps afew limes would do. A mango or two, now and then. Even abunch
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of broccoli." Heturned. "Listen, oafsl What you seein these nice gray eyesispureloathing! My sster
belongs to the Junior League, true. Moth-er's farsighted and sometimes uses alorgnette— | guessthe
first time most of you swamp Willies ever saw one was when she came to the Open Houselast yesr. |
say, phooey to you gentlemen and | say faugh! 1 am going on ahayride tonight with Eleanor, so if
anybody wantsto borrow my ca—" Hewas overwhelmed by the ondaught.

Duff Bogan was standing in the Y ates back yard, studying the sky. Severa broken limbs needed to be
removed from the live oaks, but that meant borrowing an extension ladder from a dis-tant neighbor, and
Eleanor had the car. Tree prun-ing, except near the house, was hopeless any-how. There were broken
branches dl through the jungle. A whole tree had falen across the water-filled sinkhole in the woods west
of the house. He examined passing clouds. There was no prospect of showersthat he could discern. He
decided to begin along-postponed operation: painting the sun-faded house. With the stepladder he could
reach nearly haf of it. He started, somewhilelater, on the east wall. He heard but did not see Eleanor
drivein.

But presently, from the back yard, a sharp whacking commenced. A cloud of dust eddied
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around the house and settled grittily on the fresh paint. He came down the ladder. Barelegged, in shorts
and ablouse, with an old silk scarf around her hair, Eleanor was beating rugs. She stood with her back to
him, and Duff, as often, ad-mired the line of her chin, eye and forehead. She had high cheekbones and
rather deep-set, dightly danted eyes so hisview, which he thought of as aone-quarter profile, gave a
specid outline of the anatomy of her beauty. The act of beating rugsin such acostume exhibited her body
at itsmuscu-lar best. He watched her for quite awhile before he said, "Hey!"

Sheturned. "Oh, hello!" Gold tendrils had es-caped the scarf and curled like shavings on adamp brow.
"One of us has got to quit—or at least move. | started painting the house awhile back."

"Duff! I'm sorry! | didn't know!"

He grinned. "Would you mind if | transferred your carpetsto the line behind the barn?”

Oncethere, she asked abruptly, "Duff, has any-thing happened?’

He shook his head. "Everything's stopped hap-pening. | saw Higgins awhile ago. The FBI checked
Harry's story about platinum. So | guess | made one redlly sour bunch of mistakes." Hetold her the
gtuation.

She dropped the carpet beater. "Only—you don't believe you did. Do you?"
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f  "No."

Her look was thoughtful, measuring. "But you aren't absolutely pogtive?”

"I don't know. I've been chivvied around so much that | don't know. Thetests| ran seem okay, on
review. | thought that hunk of platinum didn't look exactly like the thing | sandpapered thefirst time. After
al, though, it would be crazy. Us. Harry. A house like this. Mixed up in any-thing of that kind."



"Maybe not too crazy. Look at the facts that

have come out of the samples swiped. The espio-

v, nage. And no doubt there are plenty of other

*  goriesthat haven't come out! That won't come
-, out—until we get in another war and winit. Un-
! til wefind away to disarm the world and make it
peeceful. Every government has thingslike that

n locked away. Hushed up. Someforever. It wasn't
" the craziness that made me think you were mis-

[ taken."

>, "Thenwhat wasit?' he asked morosdly. ;; "Nothing, Duff. | never thought so. But | don'ty
redly believe Harry isaparty to anything—sinis-|s ter. | till thought there was some sort of hanky-
panky. Did you ever consder it backwards?' ; "What do you mean—backwards?' Suddenly his

mild eyesflew wide open and his cigarette fel from limp fingers. He said, "Holy whirling cyclo-trond™ He
picked up the cigarette. "Y ou mean, that was a hunk of U235 coming into the U.SA!"
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She nodded. "If it was uranium and if platinum was subgtituted, it meanstheré's amighty ingen-ious gang,
doesntit?'

Hewhistled. Eleanor went on, "They—who-ever they might be—would have careful plansto bringin
atomic bombs piece by piece. Plans even to substitute something plausible, that resembled the redl thing,
if they got caught' up with. And maybe to use innocent people astheir agents. Harry could no doubt, for
instance, get one of histruck-driver palsto take abox like that, of sev-eral, to some city up north."
Duffs Adam's apple made around trip as he gulped. "A lot of the top men in physics have men-tioned
that very possibility!" He named names familiar in the news since Hiroshima. "They've said alom bombs
could be brought into harbors in tramp steamers. Or smuggled into the coun-try in sections and
assembled in secret and planted—Ilike mines, like inferna machines—to be set off in the centers of
cities—per-haps by radio, at some zero hour!"

"That'swhat | mean," shesaid quietly.

Duff leaned backward and |ooked cautioudy around the corner of the barn toward the Y ates house. He
leaned back and shook his head. "No. Every timel get on theides, redly think abouit it, it soundstoo
unlikely. Thisplace. Us™"

"Wouldn't abeat-up place like this, nobodieslike us, be ideal? Couldn't things have beenin
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Harry'sroom, passing through, for years, without us knowing? Don't you think you should cal the FBI
agan?'

The cold water hisimagination had needed was supplied by that suggestion. He started to speak,
sammered, fell slent for amoment and then said, "Heck! The FBI probably thought of that angle ten
seconds after they realized what | was talking about!™

"But they didn't mention it, Duff!"

Hissmilewasfaint, rueful. "They have away of not mentioning al they're thinking about. Nix, Eleanor,
but nix! I am not going to expose myself to another reprimand for taking up their time over nothing.”

Her expression was disgppointed, then angry— asif she were going to argue—and findly, unemo-tiond.
She knew about arguing with Duff when his mind was made up; it waslike trying to talk aholein arock.
"Atleadt," she said, after awhile, "we might sort of keep watching Harry—or hisroom, any-how. Then,
if anything did happen—"

He nodded. "I wasthinking that."

She picked up the carpet beater and turned her back. He saw the "one-quarter profile" again and heard
himsdf say, "There'sadandy movieto-night at the Coconut Grove Thester, if you'd like—"

"I'm hay riding with Scotty Smythe," she an-37

swered. "That lamb!" She attacked a carpet Duff had hung for her.

Severd eveningslater, Harry Ellings, Sitting on the front porch as usua, smoking acigar, listen-ing as



usua to the radio, announced he was going to take a moonlight stroll. He announced it loudly through an
open window. Upgtairs, poring over atextbook, Duff vaguely heard and at first dis-missed the words.
Harry didn't go for many strolls, owing to his bad legs, but occasiondly he took a presumber ramble,
and this evening, warm, moon-white, was an invitation.

Duff had finished atwo-page equation before it occurred to him that a"moonlight stroll” was the sort of
thing which he had agreed with Eleanor ought to be watched. He turned his heavy book face down on his
desk. He stepped into the dark hall and looked out the window. Through the trees, on the coral-white
road, he could see Ellings walking dowly, gpparently aimlessly, toward the west. Duff hurried down the
back gtairs, saying nothing of his departure, and started dong the drive. The cora crackled, so he
stepped on the grass, reflecting that he was poorly equipped by nature for any act, such as stedthy
pursuit, that required alack of clumsiness.

By waking aong the roadside in the shadow of trees, Duff managed, however, to gain enough on Ellings
to get himin view. And Duff was sur-prised—or was he, he asked himsalf—to find that
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the star boarder stopped now and again, looked back and seemed to listen, asif he worried over the
possibility of pursuit.

The road was crossed by another about a haf mile from the house. Harry turned. After walking some
distance, he came to aregion where there were no houses at al—an area of pines, pamettos and
cabbage pal ms which was cross-hatched with weedy streets and sidewalks and provided here and there
with the ghostly remnants of lampposts. This area, a quarter of acentury ago, had been laid out asa
red-estate subdivison. Then the boom had burst, and since that time the vegeta-tion of South Florida
had worked its way—vegeta-tion aided by storms, heat and the rain. Harry walked with accelerated
speed in thismoonlit, ruin-like place, following the cracked and broken line of asdewalk. Duff took of f
his shoes and stayed behind in the shadows.

Harry was certainly headed somewhere. Be-yond the ruined development was arock pit with amoonlit
pond in its bottom, used now as atrash dump. Duff thought Harry might be on hisway there, but he
stopped short of it. He stood till. His cigar shone brighter, twice. He turned clear around, looking. Then
hewhigtled.

From the undergrowth dmost beside him, afigure rose. Duff thought its rise would never stop —thought
it was a shadow, an optica illusion. For the man, who must have been squatting there,
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was one of thetallest Duff had ever seen—al-most afreak, dl but acircus giant.

The cigar, perhaps having served its purpose, was stamped out. The two men began to talk. Duff
couldn't hear and did not dare go closer.

When the conference ended, Duff took a short cut home. He reached his room before Harry re-turned.
He was sitting there, appalled by Harry's companion, and sure now that adirect and dread-ful suspicion
of the boarder wasjustified, when he heard voicesin the driveway and the dam of a car door, followed
by Eleanor's running feet and her voice, "Mother! Y ou still up? Guess what? Scotty Smythe, that rich boy
in Omega, proposed tome!”

Duff couldn't missthethrill in her tone,
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TWO

Inaclassroom on the"old campus' of the University of Miami, four young men wereen-gaged in a
discussion of the Uncertainty Principle with Dr. Oliver Socum, afull professor of mathe-maticsand a
large man with twinkling eyes, no hair on hishead, and agoatee.

"A common mistake," said the doctor, "made by many philosophers, has been to assume that the
‘uncertainty’ is neither logical nor empirica, and not even physical, but that it derives from a subjective
interposition of the purely human ob-server, whereas—"

At about "whereas," Duff Bogan, one of the four graduate students present for the seminar,
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lost track of the thought. Since he aready knew that the interposition of a machine had the same effect as



the interposition of a person, and had known it sSince his mathematically precocious high school days, he
missed nothing essentidl.

Duff looked out the windows. He watched a huge truckload of dead branches proceed down the street
past severd pretty houses. He reflected that there were gtill hurricane-detached branches hanging
serendly inthe Y atestrees. His mind passed to greater worries.

There was the matter of the proposal of mar-riage to Eleanor Y ates by Scotty Smythe, of the New

Y ork-Bar Harbor-Pam Beach Smythes. Duff had nothing against Smythe. He was a good-look-ing,
intelligent, witty young man. Eleanor de-served the best. Plainly, sheliked Smythe. The question was: Did
Smythe represent the best? A lightweight, Duff felt. No character. Too smooth. Too socid. Too much
givento girl-chasing. It was Duff's bdief, during the reverie, that he was think-ing in abstract, detached
and big-brotherly terms. Any suggestion that jeal ousy motivated him would have been met by a haughty,
amost amused gare of his china-blue eyes.

By coincidence, yet not surprisingly—since Doctor Slocum greetly enjoyed discussing hispart inthe
work of the Manhattan Didtrict; within thelimits of secrecy, of course—Duff'swandering
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attention came back abruptly to arelevant speech: "Some of our early calculations on the subsidiary
effects of nuclear reactions to bomb-rel eased particles were rendered difficult by—"

Duff listened, hoping to be ableto frame a ques-tion that might start anew line of discussion which would
not advance the classin any way, but which might help him with another worry. Luckily for Duff, when
the professor finished a sentence aslong and as neatly balanced as acomplex equation, Iron-Brain
Bates, the grind of the group, took an ided tack.

"Doctor," he said, "to deviate for amoment. How many bombs do you think Russiahas?'

The mathematician frowned momentarily, asif he were not to be budged from the path of in-struction.
Then hegrinned. "If our present politi-cal misadventuring continues, wewill probably find out how many
in the most pragmeatic fash-ion. They will be dropped on us!™

The four graduate students laughed. Duff said, "L et's hope most of them will miss" And hewent onidly,
"Of course, any nation that had only afew atomic bombs could easily smuggle them into this country and
distribute them at ideal Sites, to be exploded at the time chosen by that nation.”

"Eader sad then donel”

"Why?' Duff asked. "L ook at prohibition. Hundreds of tons of stuff brought across every
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border every week. Florida, here, was a center for it. Million bays, channels, waterways, lagoons, empty
wastes of Everglades—**

"An aom bomb, Mr. Bogan, is pretty big. Very heavy."

"It could be built in smal pieces. Imported, so to spesk, in sections.”

Hank Garvey, who intended to be a math teacher, said, "There's radioactivity. How do you smuggle
radioactive Suff?'

The professor scowled a Hank. "Y ou redlly ought to know, Mr. Garvey, that neither pluto-nium nor the
disintegrative isotope of uranium is radioactive enough to be detected readily. Oppen-heimer pointed out
that you'd need a screwdriver to find a bomb on a ship—have to open every case aboard. Until you
assemble acritical mass— enough of the stuff in one spot to set up a chain reaction—your plutonium or
uranium would be comparativey easy to handle.”

"Then," said Duff, "what'sto hinder anation from mining our cities?'

"Unpleasant notion,” the professor smiled. "Mr. Bogan, you have dwaysinclined toward the fantadtic.”
"What's fantastic about it? If you were a nation with only afew dozen atom bombs, and if you in-tended
to attack, wouldn't you be smart to plant all the bombs you could exactly where they'd wreck the most
vital industries or kill the most peo-
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ple, rather than risk them in bombers that might be shot down or might missthe targets?!

"There, gentlemen, we have an example of the very sort of pseudo-logic | discussed aweek ago
yesterday!" Professor Slocum's ddlight brought chagrin to Duff even before he went on, "Any na-tion



with afew atomic bombs, only afew, would like to plant them in any enemy nation. True, gen-tlemen.
Such bombs could be fabricated in sec-tions, assembled later, armed and made ready for firing. They
could be rigged for detonation by ra-dio. The borders of the United States are compara-tively
unguarded; large objects and quantities of objects have been smuggled into this nation. So far, we see
nothing to limit or to prevent the red-ity of Mr. Bogan's shocking implication that one cold winter night or
one day—one busy working day—atomic bombs might be exploded without warning in a dozen cities or
more. It islogicad— to apoint. To what point, gentlemen?”

Duff's three seminar mates contemplated the problem. They seemed unableto find in it any mgor
gyllogidicflaw.

Professor Socum chuckled. "What defenses have we?"!

"Well," sad Iron-Brain, "theresthe FBI—"

"Correct! The Federa Bureau of Investigation! Also an active body known as Centra Intelli-gence, Also
the various branches of Military In-telligence. The Immigration men. The Treasury
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men. Finally, an alert policeforce, sheriffsand thelike. In other words, an invisible net protects our
people. Many nets, | ought to say. A holein one layer is matched by afresh fine mesh behind the hole. In
addition, in the camp of any enemy, in their secret societies, their so-caled underground their cellsand so
on, this nation has undercover agents. Maevolent plotters are marked men. It would be impossible to set
up an organization large enough to bring in, assemble, rig and con-ced atomic bombs."

Down the hal abell rang.

Two of the four students looked gratefully at Duff. He had succeeded in side-tracking old So-cum on his
favorite theme for long enough to use up the period. Professor Slocum hastily assigned a double day's
work for the next seminar and, smiling and nodding, skittered down the rather dim hall.

Duff waked into the sunshine fedling neither warmed nor illuminated. Logic waswell enough. Therewas
also such athing as complacency. The world had been complacent about the Kaiser, about Hitler,
Mussolini and Hirohito. A lot of the world had been wrecked owing to such compla-cency. Possibly old
bal d-headed Slocum was on the beam. But possibly there was a radioactive beam in the making, right in
Miami.

As Duff walked toward his next class he gazed rather doubtfully down the palm-lined, flower-
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bright streets of Cord Gables. Far in the distance he could see the tops of buildings in the center of
Miami—white towers above the flat green land. He tried to imagine a sudden and unexpected bril-liance
flaring down there, hurting the eyes, setting ten thousand fires, launching aterrible spray of gammarays
and sending forth astedy wall of blast acrossthe city.

Somebody clapped his back. " Shut your mouth, Bogan! Fliesl! enter!”

He grinned weakly. "Hi, Scotty.”

"Must have been some dream!"

Duff nodded and walked along with young Smythe, who continued, "What dazed you, baby?"
"Just—rfantasy. I've been to a seminar in quan-tum math. Old Slocum got talking about atom bombs. |
wasimagining one going off in Miami."

He expected Scotty to laugh. But the somewhat younger man merely shook his head. "That old goat will
never forget his dear old Manhattan Dis-trict days!"

"Y ou know him?'

"Sightly—in apainful way. He's head of the department where | keep flunking. Trig thisyear. Duff," it
was said earnestly, "do you think there is any way for the feeble-minded—meaning me— to ever catch
onto the mere meaning of trigonom-etry?*

"Why you studying it?" 47

"Had to have the credit. In science. To gradu-

ae"

"Why don't you come and talk about it to me? | bet | could straighten you out. Trig'sacinch. Troubleis,
they teach it hard.”



"Brother! Y ou have poured the tea! Would you run over the topic with me some night? I'd ap-preciate
it!"

"Gladto."

"What about day after tomorrow? It's one of Eleanor's working nights, so | won't be distracted. Be able
to concentrate. At least till she comes home.”

"Okay," Duff sad.

He continued toward his class aone, watching the retreat of the €l egantly dressed Mr. Smythe. Duff
didn't need to glance down at his own faded jeans and frayed shirt cuffs to visudize the com-parison or
to think how odiousit would seem to ayoung lady soon to serve as Orange Bowl Queen.

Hethrew off the thought and replaced it with another; in the process, no doubt, merely exchang-ing
hostilities. Professor Slocum could be overcon-fident about the American vigilance. He, 'duff Bogan,
could have been right about his tests. Peo-ple—suspicion-proof people like Harry Ellings— could be
busy on aproject caculated to go far in overthrowing the freedom of the world. Some-body would have
to invedtigate further, even if it was only an overtal, underweight, overworked,
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badly dressed graduate student named Allan Dif-fenduffer Bogan.

"I don't know what to do, exactly," Duff said later in the day to Mrs. Y ates, who had listened pa-tiently
to hisstory. "I can keep following Harry, of course. If he has a secret date with that big guy again—that
darn-near giant—I can try to follow the big man when he leaves cover. I'm alousy follower, though.” He
grinned. "One of my many hobbieswasn't being aboy detective. Or even trailing animalsin the woods. |
never did make agood Boy Scout.”

Mrs. Yaessmiled materndly. "I canimagine. Poor Duff."

"Oh," he hurriedly protested the pitying sound. "I had my compensations, remember. Best ssamp
collection in town. | could send Morse Code, as | taught the kids and Eleanor. Pick locks and do escape
tricks. | wasthe best dingshot marksman in the county.”

She nodded and sighed. Her eyesrested on him wonderingly. He was twenty-four now, she thought. An
age when lots of men had homes, jobs, families. But Duff was a sort of split person-dity. Haf of him was
stuck in his childhood and hisinnumerable boyish interests. The other haf, abstract, precocious, wasfar
ahead of most of the college boys brought home by Eleanor.

"Why don't you," she suggested, "go seethat 49

Mr. Higginsand tell him about Harry's meeting? He seemed very shrewd, from the glimpse | had.”
Duff'slong head shook dowly. "Not me! Not again! Not until and unless| can tel him some-thing that'll
redly convincehim.”

"You afrad, Duff? False pride? Or what?"

His grin reassured her about false pride. "Mrs. Y ates, I'm a small-town boy from the Middle West. |
hope someday to get aPh.D. in physics and maybe even to make a smal contribution in some branch of
thebig field of ideas. All I'll probably ever redly do isteach high-school kids about grav-ity and friction
and Ohm'slaw. | don't think the stars wrote me down for a big melodramallike catching spies—or for a
hero part, like saving my country.”

"Y et you said—"

"Sure. | said! Got more mouth than sense! If what | really suspect istrue, it'sso crazy | don't bdieveit.”
Mrs. Y ates was a sentimental woman, though not a sentimentaist. During hisrecita of his hopes she had
felt amist in her eyes and turned her head away. Now, however, she looked back at him sharply.

"Y ou say you don't know what to do. Well, you did one thing. Y ou followed Harry and found hiswalks
weren't entirely innocent moon-gazing. Y ou can go on doing that. If | had legsto walk on, and if | werea
man, and if | thought it was
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uselessto talk to the FBI again right now, 1'd look over that trucking company where Harry works.
Maybethat grest, tall man worksthere, too. Anyway, you could find out what citiesthe trucks serve.

Y ou could perhaps get aline on their cus-tomers. If Harry was using trucks to move—what you



think—up north, then where the trucks went to would be something to learn.”

Duff nodded. "That's not abad ideal" He lighted acigarette. "1 could maybe apply for ajob there. Look
the people over. At night when Harry wouldn't be there to notice me around.”

It seemed auseful project. Actudly, if it had any immediate value, the effort served to give some
occupation to Duff at atime when the con-flict between his suspicions and hisfedling that what he
suspected was absurd kept him in a state of nervous anxiety. It aso served to show him how inept he
was at any sort of investigation.

The Miami-Dade Termina Trucking Com-pany conssted of ahaf-dozen large buildingsin a
light-industry section of the city on its northwest fringe. The buildings were low and very large. Some
were warehouses, and these were provided with huge doors and long loading platforms, one wasthe
repair garage in which Harry Ellings worked by day; in another, idle trucks of the com-pany fleet were
merely parked; the smallest build-ing contained the business offices of the concern, which operated
around the clock. At night there
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was aloneliness about the place in spite of the occasiond arriva or departure of ahuge trailer truck or of
asmaller vehicle bringing merchan-dise from the South Horida areafor reshipment.

Duff studied the scene. Colored loading crews worked here and there under flaring lights. A watchman
made his rounds occasondly, throw-ing the round finger of aflashlight at the vast blanks of closed doors.
Across the wide and inter-mittently rumbling street was a diner which boasted, with painted, illuminated
signs, that Truck Drivers Eat Here and We Never Close.

Duff walked around the establishment twice and then entered the front office, where ahalf dozen men
worked at desks, smoked, roamed about with invoicesin their hands and marked crates and cases and
bundles.

"What do you want?' one of the men yelled a him from adesk.

Duff grinned. "L ooking for work."

"What kind?"

"Any."

"We haven't got any kind. Just three kinds right now. Driving trucks—and you gotta be ex-pert.
Timekeeper. And paper work."

"No experience on those big rigs.”

"Y ouwork anight shift?'

"Sure”

"Then come around in the daytime. That's 52

when they hire the night force and the day force." The man seemed to think it was pretty funny that they
hired the night shift in the daytime, so he laughed.

Duff laughed. "Thiscompany goto dl cities?'

The man rocked his chair back. "Y ou looking for work? Or transportation?”

"Work."

"Horidasfull of guysthat came down and couldn't find ajob and want afree ride some-where dse.”
Duff stood in front of arailing that crossed the wide, dingy room. "Look. Suppose| could bring afriend's
business here? Would that help me get ajob?"

"Wouldn't hurt none. What kind of business?’

Duff invented abusiness. "Making amodern-itic line of furniture out of bamboo. Getting pop-ular up
north. He ships by rail right now."

"Foal to, I'd say."

"He'sgot apretty good dedl. Sill, if your trucksgo to al the big cities—regularly, | mean—"

"New Y ork, Chicago, Boston, Philade phia, Washington, Baltimore, Pittsburgh, Detroit, Buf-falo,
Cleveland and Toledo, regularly. And points between. And unscheduled trips about once amonth to
ten-fifteen more cities. Would that suit your friend?"

"Sounds good,” Duff said, and Ift.

He went over to the diner. Four big-shouldered 53



truck drivers leaned on the counter drinking cof-fee, dunking doughnuts, listening to radio dance music.
Duff ordered the same. The men were dert, fresh—waiting, obvioudy, for trucksto be loaded and their
runsto begin. By morning they wouldn't be so tidy, so cleanly shaven, and they'd look tired.
"Miami-Dade agood company to work for?"

They looked at Duff closdy. "Why?" one asked.

"Going to gpply for ajob.”

The men shrugged. "Good as any."

"Where do they truck to, mainly?"

"All over,” oneman sad, "thissde of the Mis-9ssppi River."

"Some guy," Duff said, "that | ran acrossin an eating joint told me Miami-Dade was a place where aguy
could settle down to alifejob. Good management.”

"It'sdl right," one of thedriversanswered. . "Thisguy," Duff went on, "didn't give me hisnamg but you
might know him." He looked at them and they waited. "Because he was the big-gest guy | ever saw.
Maybe near saven feet tall, and broad. A powerhouse.”

Heads shook. "Never saw no giants around thejoint. . . . You, Bizzmo?'

"Nope."

Duff paid and went out into the night to begin along walk to the nearest bus stop. . . .
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When, on the following afternoon, Eleanor took up the attempt to persuade Duff to see the FBI, hetold
her of hisefforts. It was her after-noon to iron and hisday to air and turn the mat-tresses. So their talk
was conducted at intervals when he passed through the kitchen with hisloads and while she continued to
press clothes she had washed, with Marian's help, on the day before. It made for arather incoherent
discussion.

"In other words," shefinaly summed up, "ei-ther you don't think much of my idea or else you're too
stuck-up to take a chance on annoying the G-men?”

He had three sun-warm pillowsin each hand. He flung them up the back stairway. "I need something
more before Ibother the FBI."  "Wasn't seeing Harry meet that big man enough?'

"Itll haveto be enough,” he answered, "if it turnsout to bedl | can get.”

"What in the world did you think you'd find a Miami-Dade that you couldn't find out just by idly asking
Harry?'

Helaughed—at himsdlf. "Dunno. Whether there was a big guy working there, for onething. Wasn't."
"Which meanspracticdly nothing.”

"I know. Then | thought maybe | could find out the main, regular customers. Crazy idea, that
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one. You can't just walk into afirm and say, "Who do you do businesswith? and be handed alist.”
"Harry'd tel you that too."

"Sure. And wonder why the deuce | asked. He's probably wondered aready why the G-men were
interested enough in hislocked closet to ask him to open it and why that box intrigued them enough to
make him open that. In fact, if what wethink isgoing onisred, and if by any chance Harry knowswhat
itis, which | doubt, then Harry is plenty worried by what has already happened. Worried enough,
anyhow, so held never again have anything in that box in his closet except his precious platinum. | wonder
how much it'sworth?'

"Probably two or three thousand dollars,”" she said. "Awful funny way to keep your life savings.”

He nodded. "Certainly is Hard to melt. Hard to make that ingot of it. Be like Harry, in away, though.”
Eleanor licked her finger and absently tested her iron. "If you redlly want to know where that company
haulsits stuff, | could find out."

"Y ou could? How?"

She resumed ironing, spreading out one of Charles shirts on the board. "Waell, | naturally know quite alot
of girlswho work downtown— secretaries, file clerks like me, and so on. And the stuff they ship—"
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"Cargo."



"The cargo is no doubt insured. It would be easy to learn what company insuresit. Not hard to find who
filesfor them. Possible to meet that girl or one of the girls. And you might—I might— get the dope from
her."

"Would you?'

Her eyesrested on him. "Try? Sure, Duff! Why not? I'm more worried than you seem to be. | think your
experimentswereright. | think my ideathat the stuff isbeing brought into this coun-try istrue. I'm
cared!"

What areply Duff might have made was pre-vented by adistant roar, awhispering gush. It was afamiliar
South Florida effect: the gpproach of rain. Duff's arms and |egs made wide, loose-jointed motions as he
flung himsdlf from the kitchen chair to the back door and out into the yard. A moment later a mattress
thudded on the kitchen floor, then another and athird.

When the squal dinned on the single roof of the old house, Duff returned. "Narrow squeek,” he said.
Harry camein behind him. They hadn't heard hiscar intherain.

The next few days were uneventful for Duff— classes, laboratory work, hard study at home and, of
course, more domestic duties than he could perform adequately. In Florida, grass growsdl
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year around and must be mowed and trimmed un-reentingly; shrubs and vines and trees also need
frequent trimming. In Forida, the blazing sun and salty air make painting as constant arequire-ment ason
shipboard. In Florida, too, fish breed year-round, afact which wasto lead Duff to anew and painful
experience. For sometime, how-ever, lifewent oninitsusua pattern.

Harry Ellings even volunteered one day to help Duff. "Son," he said, "1 generdly wake around six. Leave
the clippers out and I'll get after those hibiscus bushes.”

"That'd beahep."

The older man shook his head sympetheticaly. "Having money isawonderful thing. Not having it means
day and night daving. Work, work, work! Dunno how those Y ateses keep their spirits so high
sometimes. Look at that girl! Orange Bowl Queen, come Christmas! Going to college on ascholarship,
sheis. Hasto get good marksto earn her tuition. Runs home to wash and iron and cook. Drives
downtown three nights aweek to earn ameadly few bucks. Then goes dancing on her free nights, or
posing for pictures, or fitting a costume, or attending some college party or meet-ing! The young sure
have energy!"

Duff nodded. " She sure has, anyhow."

Harry Ellingswent on, "Got it from her mother. Look at Sarah Y ates. Liesthere day and night—can't
move her legs. So what? Does she
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gripe and whine? No. Knits. Sews. Makes dl the clothesthe kids wear. By golly, son, that's pluck!™
"Yesh"

"So leave the shearsout. I'll pitch in, mornings. Money! Doggone! A person could use abarrd of gold!"
Duff didn't reply. He merely thought, for the thousandth time, that a smple, gentle good-hearted, mousy
guy like Ellings could never be associated with anything un-American. Anything dangerous, deadly,
murderous. It didn't make * sense.

Harry continued to talk, which was unusud. He gave a salf-deprecating laugh and said, "Near-est | ever
got to any money was that melted-down platinum. Guessit was kind of dumb.”

He hadn't mentioned the cache before, except to grunt impolite syllables concerning its discovery by the
G-men.

Duff felt himsdf diffeninterndly. But hesaid, . "Man hasaright—"

"Oh, sure. Person like me gets crazy ideas, though. | sure did hate it when the country went off the gold
standard. Figured I'd stay on a stand-ard of some sort with my savings. Seems foolish now. | sold that
metal and put the money in the bank.” As he spoke, he took asmall deposit book from a hip pocket. "All
| got to show now isthis hereink balance. Hope we don't get worse in-flation.”
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From then on, Harry put in an hour or so a gardening every morning. Duff was grateful.

The daysthat were humdrum for him were filled with excitementsfor Eleanor Y aes. Not the least of
these was associated with her queenship and consisted of parade plans, the selection of maids of honor,
newspaper interviews and ap-pearances at lunches and other public affairs. An-other source of
excitement was the fond court-ship paid to her by the amusing, cheerful Scotty Smythein his saimon-pink
convertible. He seemed to regard her tentative repliesto his now-frequent proposals as proof of an
arbitrary state of mind which would change in the long run. And he appeared to be unimpressed by the
large numbers of other young malesin the university and in the city who pursued her.

Some further part of her complicated life was made anxious, if not precisaly exciting, by ade-cisonto
take into her own hands the matter of Duff's refusa to make any further immediate con-tact with the FBI.
She had thought over the situa-tion and decided it was her duty to do something, whether Duff felt that
way or not. So she phoned the bureau, asked for Mr. Higgins and made an appointment.

The G-man welcomed the girl in his office one evening after dinner and before she was due a work. He
told her that the newspaper photographs —even the colored ones—didn't do her justice.
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He asked her what was on her mind and she made the suggestion that had so startled Duff, "Did it ever
occur to you that if nobody has stolen any of our bombs, somebody could be bringing partsinto the
country?'

She could seeingtantly that the ideahad not occurred to the G-man. And he, redlizing she could discern
his surprise, made no effort to cam-ouflageit. "No. Not me, anyhow. Mclntosh may have thought of it."
"Mdntosh?'

"Head of thisoffice” Helooked at her thought-fully for amoment. "Interesting—highly unpless-ant idea."
"Theresthis." Shetold him about the night Harry Ellings had gonefor astroll, about Duff's secret pursuit
and about the furtive meeting with the man seven fet tall.

He doodled while shetalked. "That'sodd,” he said. "But, again, we've got everybody who might be
involved in any such athing pretty well tagged. And thereé's no superman in the bunch. | know that. It's
my businessto know."

"Harry Ellingsisnt tagged.”

"No."

"lsn't it possible, somehow, that there could be awhole group you aren't on to?"

His eyesflickered. "Hardly. | won't say it couldn't be. We've had one or two nasty surprises dong that
line. Like some of the scientiststhe
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high-ups cleared, who turned out later to be plain spies.”

"That'swhat | mean."

He pondered again. "Look here, Miss Y ates. I'll talk to Mac. We did a pretty good work-up on your
boarder. There are athousand reasons why a man could meet apa in an empty lot at night. Somelegd,
some not, but none necessarily what you're thinking about. | doubt, for instance, if the kind of
organization you imagine would ever use aguy so big hed beidentified haf amile avay. Ever think of
thet?"

Eleanor shook her head. "No."

"Y our other boarder, Bogan, probably never did either.”

"l guessnot.”

"Wdll, I'll talk to Mac. We may see Bogan again. We may want to talk to you again. Theresalot we
might do. Of coursg, if anything € se should come up—anything of the sort that young Bo-gan's waiting
for—inform us a once. And don't et anybody €l se know you've noticed any such happening. Y ou or
Bogan."

Eleanor flushed. "He doesn't know | came here. He wouldn't come. He was too much afraid hed merely
be starting another wild-goose chase.”

Higgins chuckled. "He should see our files! That's our commonest form of chasel Well, thanks."

It waan't particularly satisfactory. Mr. Higgins 62



had been polite, but not much worried. He had thanked her. Y et shefelt that if she had been Duff,
instead of a pretty girl, Mr. Higgins might have ddivered a scolding for suspecting fire where there was
hardly even smoke. She kept the vigt to hersdlf.

In the matter of learning the regular large cus-tomers of the Miami-Dade Termind Trucking Company,
Eleanor was more effective. She had no trouble finding the name of the insurance com-pany that did the
underwriting for Miami-Dade. She knew two girlswho worked for the firm. She found out where they
had lunch. She cut two classesto be at the right drugstore at the proper time. Both girls were flattered to
edt lunch with what they called a"cdebrity.” When they learned Eleanor had "afriend” who was thinking
of us-ing the Miami-Dade concern for shipping, but who was trying to find out exactly where the truck
fleet went regularly—so as not to pay specia or ex-cessve rates—the girls were amused by Elea-nor's
"friend's" astuteness and readily agreed to supply her with alist of regular drop points.

Two dayslater Eleanor had the list: firm names, street addresses and cities. "Miami-Dade," one of the
girlshad scrawled, "hitsal thesejoints at least once per wk."

Eleanor proudly gave the typewritten pages to Duff that evening.

Hewas pleased. "Marvelous! Marvelous” 63

"Elementary,” she answered, in Sherlock Holmes conventiona words. "Elementary, my dear Watson."
"What about amovietonight?' he asked.

Her head shook. "Gottawork tonight. Over-time."

"Doggone! It's Saturday. | forgot!" Helaughed. "Can't go, myself. I've got adate with your boy friend
agan.”

"Which boy friend?'

Hemade afaceat her. "Guess, gd."

"Y ou mean Scotty's coming? For some more meth tutoring?”

Duff chuckled. "Yep. And you know what? I'm getting paid! Three bucksfor an hour of the old sinesand
cosines." Suddenly he was embarrassed. "Isthat dl right?1 did it for freethefirst time. He got by hisnext
exam after that. But then he in-sisted on coughing up. Said he'd pay any other tutor. And he can afford
it

Eleanor's eyes were shadowy. She sighed. "Of coursg, it'sdl right, Duff. It's just too bad, some-how that
you haveto tutor my—"

He pushed thetip of her nose with hisfore-finger fraterndly, fondly. "Tutor your suitor? Glad to. Three
bucks aweek comesin right handy."

She looked away. "And Scotty can sure afford it. Goodness, he'srich!™

"Pretty niceguy," Duff nodded. "The dough 64

doesn't ssem to dizzy him any. And he'sabright lad, besides. It'sonly that he and trig aren't soul mates.
Still he'scoming along. | taught him what trig wasfor. That interested him. Once Scotty got onto the fact
that theresapractica « angle, hedid rea well."

Eleanor smiled. "He'sapracticd sort of boy, Duff, in spite of the gay-blade exterior."

"Yeah." Duff felt suddenly very much outside Eleanor—her life, her friends and the placeswhere her life
would undoubtedly lead her. "Y eah. He'snice.”

That was when she kissed him. She kissed him hurriedly, amost in confusion, certainly impul-sively, and
she missed his cheek, getting his chin instead. But when she did it her eyeswere shiny. And she sad,
"Duff, yourealovel"

Then sheran out to the barn and drove away. Duff heard Scotty's car hoot as they passed each other;
the pink convertible came crackling up the drive. But during that time Duff stood where hewas, beside
the front door, even when he heard Scotty Smythe's feet on the worn porch boards. She kissed me, Duff
thought. And he thought, She kissed me because she feels sorry for me. It wasthe kind of ideathat
made aman want to kick walls down, even in sanda's, such as he had on. Nobody wantsto befelt sorry
for by agirl. By anyone.

But when Scotty reached the door, Duff had re-65

covered. His smile was hospitable; he took in Scotty's new, herringbone-Angora sports
Jacket, and said, "Hello, Pythagoras."



Scotty replied in the gravest tone, " Good eve-ning, Euclid.”

After Scotty had paid gay respectsto Mrs. Y ates and briefly teased the younger children, who
were studying, they went up to Duff's room and settled down to work.

Duff possessed the second most important fa-culty of atrue teacher, aswell asthe
firs—which isto present new knowledge lucidly. The second is the ability to perceive the
mental gaps and blocks in a student—the points at which, for individual reasons, hefailsto
grasp the subject. Often it is not stupidity, but a particular shape of a special personality or a
bad background in previous teaching which causes a student to gppear unin-telligent. In
Scotty's case it was both; no previous teacher had ever given him the fedl, the sense and
excitement of mathematics. Under Duff's tute-lage, Scotty's attitude changed; he learned to
ap-preciate the reasons behind die symbols.

Their hour went quickly and was extended to a second hour. Finally, however, Scotty broke
up the session, "Getting late, pal. And we're aready aweek ahead of my class. Wouldn't my
old man be startled if | got good marksin trig!"

"Youwill."

"Darned if | don't believe you'reright!" Scotty 66

went down the stairs, looked into Mrs. Y ates room to say good night, and opened the front door. "Tell
Eleanor | couldn't wait for her. Omegameseting intheam. Tell her"—his eyeslighted up—"that any time
she wantsto shop for jewdry suitsme.”

Two red taillights swept down the drive. Duff stayed on the porch. An old moon had risen; it threw
shadows across the silver nebula of lawn. An automatic smile on Duff'slong, earnest face dowly faded.
Heimagined the excitement with which Eleanor might "shop™ with Scotty, or some other boy, for a
diamond ring. He would have been less than human if he had not also reflected that any diamond he
could buy would be dmost invisible. Y et no purposeful thought of himsdlf and Eleanor and an
engagement ring entered his head.

He dghed into the moonglow and noticed the glint of it on thelily pool hed built the year before—partly
in pursuance of ahobby and partly to embellish the Y ates lawn, which, a thetime of hisarriva, had
been unkempt.

Y earsbefore, in Indiana, Duff had become in-terested in aguariums. Hed built severa of wood and
window glass, stocked them from local brooks, and sold afew. In Florida he had soon observed that
pools could be dug in the underlying lime-stone; they needed only alittle cement to water-proof them,
and frost never heaved the ground. He had a so found that tropical fish could be

raised outdoors, that some species were native, and that colored water lilies of many varieties could be
obtained at no cost when the university was separating its plants. So he had built a pool some twenty feet
long and fifteen feet wide, trapped moalliesin anearby cana and bought apair of wagtails.

Having noticed, some days before, that anew crop of mollies was due—and not feding in amood to
deep—Duff now went back to the house, procured aflashlight and walked down to the pond.

Sure enough, half a hundred tiny minnows swam in the open places and among the water plants and hid
under thelily pads. Four of his crimson, night-blooming lilies were out, each one asbig asadinner plate.
Historch moved about, touching the flowers, penetrating the clear water to search out snailsand to
follow the upward dive and downward lunge of water beetles. A smdl branch had dropped on one of the
day-blooming lilies, and Duff walked over to a cabbage palm where he kept adip net for retrieving such
ob-jects.

The branch lay among thelily pads at a place where they intermingled—reddish leaves float-ing dongside
green. The surface was covered densely in an area as big asthe top of adining-room table. But, in
dipping out the branch with one arm while with the other hand he aimed the
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flashlight, Duff opened up a space between the pads. It wasn't awide gap, but it was wide enough to
alow thelight beam to penetrate the water to what should have been the bottom of the pond— and
wasn't. A board was revealed.

Duff tossed out the smal branch and pulled the lily pads farther apart. He presumed the board had fallen



into the pond during the October hur-ricane, and wondered why it hadn't floated. He thought it might be
asection of one of the boxesin which thelillies were planted, a section came loose, but held under water
by anall.

With theideaof "box" on hismind, Duff gasped audibly. He pushed hard at the leaves. It was not aside
of alily box and it was not aboard. Leaning, holding hislight closer, he could now seethetop, thegrain
of hardwood, the glimmer of varnish or wax, and aglint of brass screw heads around the sides. Probing
again with the net and chang-ing his position, he thought he made out handles at both ends of the box.

He switched out hislight. Helet thelily pads float together, covering ahiding place that wasn't asided as
Harry's clost, since, from timeto time, Duff cleaned out excess dgae in the pond and scrubbed its Sides,
wading hip-deep. But it was a good-enough hiding place now, because he per-formed those chores at
long intervals and had fin-ished them just after the blow in October.

Those thoughts had taken seconds only. He 69

leaned the net against atree and walked dong the east Side of the house. Harry's lights were on. After a
moment, he saw Harry as he passed the window—~Harry in pgamas.

Duff went back quietly to the pool. The thing to do, he reflected, wasto wade in, get the box and hideit
somewhere else. Or, better, put it in it in the station wagon as soon as Eleanor returned from work and
drive straight to the FBI. This one, Duff thought, would probably contain uranium —pure
uranium—shaped for acertain use.

Duiff sat down on the grassy edge of his pool. He took off his shoes and socks. He was excited, exultant,
and dso afraid. He did not know just what he feared, just why he was afraid. Then, abruptly, he did
know. It was the disturbance of aleaf behind him or the tiny sound of a pine nee-dle snapping underfoot.
A very near sound, too near to give him time to escape or even to whirl around for attack. For he was
sitting and there was something, somebody, in the dark right be-hind him.

For asecond or two he was unable to think at all. Then, when he thought he heard the whisper of a
swung weapon of some kind, hetried to lunge asfar forward as he could. Fear was asick-nessin him as
he plunged, and fear was hisfind recollection. There was aringing sound, aburgt-ing in his head that he
sensed at the instant and never afterward remembered. . . .
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In the house, Harry turned out hislight and went to hiswindow. He looked at the moonglow. From the
sinkhole west of the house came amur-murous croaking of bullfrogs. At last he walked to his bed and
lay down to deep.

Mrs. Y ates, weary and warm under her reading light, pulled toward herself the pivoted bedside table that
Duff had built. With a pencil, she wrote a goodnight note to her daughter. She pinned the note to her
whed chair and gaveit a push which rolled it through the door and into the living room where Eleanor
would seeit.

Marian Y ates dept peacefully; damp curls of her dark hair overspread her pillow. Charles Y ates, having
finished thelast ingtalment of The Queen of the Planet Brandri, tossed Fabulous Sci-ence Magazine onto
the floor and switched out hislight. There was silence, deep and tropical.

After awhile, car headlights swept into the Y ates driveway. Eleanor parked in the barn, camein by the
back door, read her mother's note, smiled allittle, and switched out the living-room light. The porch was
in the shadow, but moon-light poured on the lawn. She stepped out to look at it and saw, as her eyes
accommodated them-selves, that one of the big branches torn off by the hurricane and stuck in the trees
had come loose and fallen into the lily pool. She dso saw some-thing that glinted beside the water. Even
s0, she would have gone to bed; she was very tired. But,

71

as sheturned, she heard asound. A low, bub-bling mutter. A horrible sound. She rushed for
the flashlight, but it was not in its place. She knew instantly that what she had seen glinting on
the lawn wasthe light.

"Duff," she whispered frantically, and she ran out the front door.

She picked up the light. Worked the switch. Aimed at the mass of dead leaves, twigs and
thigh-thick branch in the pond. With flinching nerves she saw that the water was stained red.



And then she saw Duff—Duffs head. The scalp was open. His eyes were shut. He didn't seem
conscious. But his hands, on the pond edge, were grasping feebly and he had his mouth out of
water. He was trying to say something.

"Duff!" shecried.

He muttered.

"Duff! I'll get help! Can you hang on?"!

His blood-streaked face looked up. His eyes showed now as dits. His teeth bared. Hislips
worked. "Scream," hefinaly enunciated. "And look behind you."

She swung around—and saw no one. But she screamed.
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THREE

Emery Mclntosh, chief of the Miami office of the FBI, listened to Higginswithout interrupt-ing. Hewasa
medium-sized man of abouit fifty with abald spot on thetop of his head, nattily dressed in
tropical-worsted suit, silk socks, black, highly polished shoes and awhite shirt with atiff collar. When
he did speak, therewaslittle in his accent to suggest his Scottish descent. But the ways and even the
looks of hisancestors might have been read into the crisp mustache which matched his sandy hair, the
blue glint of his eyes, the extraordinary firmness of his.mouth and the deep, rather melancholy timbre of
his voice. Mclntosh looked, Higginsreflected, like a Presby-
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terian deacon dressed for taking up a Sunday col-lection—which he was and had been about to do when
the younger agent had telephoned.

"And the lad's coming dong dl right?* Mcln-tosh finaly asked.

Higgins nodded. "Hardly alad. Twenty-four."

"But dill in college,” the G-man sighed. "That keegps 'em young. One minute they can act likewiseold
professors. The next, fall gpart like ado-lescents.”

Higgins grinwas quick. "Well, Bogan isdiffer-ent. And he'sal right. They had him in ahospital soon
after midnight. Eleven gtitches”

"Any tree bark in the wound?'

"Severd bits, the surgeon said.”

" e

"I'm not sure you do," Higgins answered stubbornly. "The poor guy was clunked more than once. He
could have been blackjacked. And then that limb could have been hauled down from the tree. And after
that he could have been pounded acouple withit. | think they thought he was dead.”

"If there was ahuman agent—any 'they’ at dl! A bigif."

Higgins shrugged in aswift, shadowy way. "All right. | couldn't find tracks on the lawn or in the
shrubbery. Hasn't rained lately, so why should 1”? Nobody in the family heard or saw anybody. He must
have made abig splash, going
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in, but the houseisfairly distant. Ellings room's on the other side. The mother and the girl were adeep.
The boy'sroom is on the back.”

"Ground wet around the pool ? That box—if it existed—would have come out dripping.”

"The ground was wet, dl right. But it would have been soaked by the splash of the man and thelimb
anyhow. There might once have been an im-press of the box on the grass—it would have been heavy.
But the police were therefirst and they had it fairly well trampled.”

Mclntosh sank lower in hisswivd chair. "Tree?'

"l gaveit agoing-over. Y ou could see where the limb had been jammed. Rubbed the bark of a sound
branch. Y ou could seethat it hadn't been attached by much. A few divers of wood and bark. It weighed
around a hundred and fifty pounds. It could, so far as sgns show, Ssmply have come loose while he
crouched there, and dropped on him and conked him, turned asit hit the pool, and swatted him again. It
could, for dl | can surely prove.”



Mclntosh looked at hiswatch. On its chain was a Phi Beta Kappakey. "Y ou say thelilieswerein
wooden boxes. Could one of them have changed position so he mistook it, at night, in aflashlight beam,
for what he imagined was related to his other—discovery?"

"How can anybody answer that except Bogan himself? He said he saw the box plainly. Said he
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saw brass screw heads. No screwsin hislily boxes. And it's hardly anything held dream up. Besides, the
lily boxes have no tops. They'refilled with compogt, and that's covered with white sand.”

"Onemight turn turtle

"Y es. Except that it would haul under water a conspicuous bouquet of lily pads and buds and flowers.”
"Y ou bdlieve there was a box and Bogan got dugged and the box was taken away while he was
unconscious?'

v

"And you believe'—Mclntosh took time to make himself say it—"that there was uranium in the box?"
"Or some other part of an A-bomb."

"] don't."

Higgins started to say something argumentartive, changed hismind, and smiled. "I don't blame you.”
"Not one tangible piece of evidence! Bo-gan once had what he called a sample, afew par-ticles hefiled
off, and he dlams he andyzed them —which is difficult even for aspecidist, and he wasn't that. But he
lost what was left of his sample before we could work onit. Ellings did have ahunk of platinum on hand,
and that's peculiar, but it's not uranium. Ellings met aman we're sup-posed to believe was seven feet tall.
Phooey! Ellings doubtless met aman. He may even be
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busy with some deal—allittle smuggling or the passing of stolen goods. But do you redlize
what you're saying when you talk about A-bombs?’

"y es"

"I doubt it. Y ou're saying, man, that whole cities are being prepared for daughter without
warning! And you're saying thisis being done by people we have no whisper of, line on, word
about —not a notion of, asmell, scent, track, trail or even hunch about!"

"Exactly.”

"Frankly, | think that'simpossible.”

"You can't say it'simpossible, Mac."

The Scotsman shrugged. "Very well. Asun-likely as flying saucers. Put it that way. On the
other hand, grant, for a second, it'strue. What then?"

"That'swhat I'd redlly like to discuss.”

Mclntosh put away his key and folded his hands across his chest. "All right. We'll discussiit. |
will. Inthe first place, any such an underground out-fit actually doing any such thing wouldn't
hesi-tate for a second to murder this Bogan lad, or the whole Y ates family, or any hundred
other peo-ple."

"Obvioudy."

"Second, such an outfit actually might use the Y ates house. It's off the beaten track. No other
houses near. Rundown. Surrounded by big trees. Not conspicuous. And protected. Those

Y ateses
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would be about the last persons anyone would suspect of doing anything criminal or haboring
criminals. Mother a cripple. Beautiful young daughter—Orange Bowl Queen. Normal
Ameri-cans. Two boarders. And aman like Ellings, if he were an enemy agent, would be ideal
because he's got such along, hardworking, churchgoing, com-monplace history."

"Check."

"Third, the whole routine you're trying to sell me would therefore have worked—except this
Bogan lad had alot of cockeyed hobbies. Like picking locks. Like housework. And he'sa
physics graduate student, so when he sees metal, he's curious. He has, besides, a hobby of



raising tropical fish and water lilies. When he can't get a satisfactory answer from us, he
takes on another hobby."

"Yeah," said Higginsdryly. "The hobby of danger!”

Mclntosh sniffed. "Nosing! He gets nosy. He gets the girl nosing, even. And he gets bopped
on the bean by abranch—and lucky his brains weren't knocked out." Mclntosh unlocked his
hands and flattened them on his desk. "Not a sign that anything happened but a branch fell!
Ellings, thelogical oneto hit Boganif al thiswonder dust isreal, wasin bed. Mrs. Y ates saw
him come downstairs. So who hit him? Presum-ably, somebody coming for or standing guard
over
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the alleged box in the lily pool. So now what? pour-five days, Bogan's out of the hospital.
Ready to nose some more!”

"We could tell him to quit. Tell him the bureau Was taking over from hereonin.”

The Scotsman scowled. "Which is exactly what we don't want anybody to know!"

There was quiet eation and relief in Higgins voice. "Meaning, we are taking over?"

Mclntosh frowned harder and then smiled. "If it weren't Sunday, | believe I'd swear. Of
course, we're taking over! However, we won't accom-plish anything unless all and sundry
really believe we've missed our cues by deciding the injury was an accident, the box a myth.
Y ou can seethat?'

"Sure. The Yates placeis hot. It will be aslong as we're interested. Or the cops. Anybody.
Maybeit awayswill be, from now on, and maybe—if Ellings was merely being used—we
have only one hope: finding out who used him. But there's one difficulty about telling Bogan
and the Y ates family that we don't feel anything was going on around there. It's Bogan
himself. He really be-lieves what he reported. | believeit. And if we give him the brush, he's
undoubtedly going to push right on with—"

"His hobby of danger?' Mclntosh smiled bleakly. "I suppose heis. But—till just being
hypothetica—if there is such an outfit asyou take on faith, will they be badly aarmed
by aphysics sudent's attempt to catch up with them?1 think not.”

"They neer killed him."

The bureau head was slent for along time. Findly he said, " See here, Hig. If thisoperation isred, maybe
severd million people might get killed dl of asudden. Good Americans. Risking the life of one or two or
even afamily isn't im-portant. If it's not rel—which ismy opinion— therésnorisk."

Higgins gestured asif to protect that logic. Then he said, ™Y eah.”

Mclntosh consulted hiswatch again. ™Y ou go back to the hospitd. Tell Bogan that we did have awatch
on the place ever since he started bringing talesto us. Tell him no stranger or anybody el se was even near
the hammock treesthat night. Tell him were caling off our men. Let him fed weresick and tired of alot
of to-do that pans out as nothing. Give him the notion that his acci-dent, and his 'theory' that it
was»something dif-ferent, isthe last straw. He's already sore at usfor gpparently doing little. If you say
we did ajob of watching he knew nothing about, and are quit-ting now because thistime we know he
was mis-taken—wadl, itll leave him high and dry.”

"Surewill,” Higginssaid. "And | hateto do it to him. HEsanice guy, Mac. Got brains. Sense of humor.
Guts."

"Can you think of a better way to handleit?' 80

Mclntosh rose and set his Panama carefully on hishead. "If | hurry, | can just about hit the mid-dle of the
sermon. My wiféell be annoyed.” He put hisarm over Higgins shoulder and propelled him toward the
sngledevator in service on that Sunday morning. ™Y ou haven' redly got thisthing focused yet, Hig.
Remember what | said. If it'sdl apipe dream, no harm done. If it's not, we have to run therisk of one
man being in dan-ger in order to have any chance at dl, ourselves, of stopping something"—asthe
elevator came, he hesitated—"that we'd gladly sacrifice every man in the bureau to stop.”

Higgins, with whose words, felt the full im-pact of his chiefsfear. He waked around the building and got
in his car and started toward the hospital again. He could tell Bogan that aman under greet strain often



mistrandates what he sees and hears, and Duff Bogan had certainly been under strain.

* k% %

Thinking about it donein bed, after Higgins had gone, Duff agreed that Higgins might beright. After all,
they had watched the house. They had acted, when held assumed they were ignoring his story. It could
have been alily box, bright insect eggs, afdling branch. Or could it? In hismind's eye, going over and
over the scene, he could see the dotsin the screw heads. Insect eggs didn't have dots. He could tell them
that. But they

81

wouldn't believeit. He could hardly believeit himsdf. Maybe it wasn't true. The FBI didn't be-lieveit,
and the FBI wasn't dumb, so why should he?

With the last shreds of consciousness—of con-sciousness free of head-splitting pain—Duff an-swered
himsdf: It wasred and awful and growing worse because nobody would do anything about it. So he
would have to do what he could, as soon as he was able to leave the hospital. He'd have to work aone.
It was only afterward, long afterward, that Duff could collate and define the moods and in-cidents that
followed. At the time they seemed unrelated and inexplicable.

His head mended rapidly. The doctors were pleased. Duff explained to them with smulated hauteur that
physicists had tough brains. He missed Thanksgiving &t the Y ates home, but not the mesdl, as Eleanor
borrowed from arestaurant a portable foodwarmer and brought turkey with trimmings to the hospitd.
Three dayslater he was released, bandaged, but whole again.

Immediately upon his return he noticed a dif-ference in the temper of the household. Mrs. Y ates seemed
nervous and worried. Thetwo younger children were cross and strained. And Harry Ellings had been
suffering from what he described as "attacks'; he stayed away from work
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twice. Eleanor showed the change most sharply if more subtly.

Shewas, if anything, lovelier than ever and seemed more aware of her attractiveness. Miami's best
beauty parlors had vied for achance to give her wavy, tawny hair its prettiest cut; they had taught her
new uses of make-up. Storesin Miami and Miami Beach had supplied her, for thefirst timein her life,
with aluxurious wardrobe. These giftswere, of course, donated for publicity—the traditional due of a
Bowl Queen.

She was edgy, Duff thought. No doubt she was overtired. The merefact that he had lain for aweek in
the hospital had meant alarge addition to her work. And now that Charley Y ates spent every afternoon
carrying newspapers, she was short an-other helper. Her own job, the demands made on a Queen-elect
and the burden of housework were more than enough for any girl. But, in addi-tion to that, she had
arranged severd dates with other young men than Scotty: Avaanche Billings, the fullback, for one; and
Tony Bradley, aMiami busnessman, for another.

She seemed glad to have Duff back at home one minute, and the next, annoyed at everything. "Christmas
iscoming," she kept saying, "and we're so broke and there's so much to do.”

When hetried to reassure her, she turned away.
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Finaly, they quarreled over the subject of most quarrels: practically nothing. He had worked late in the
laboratory on adifficult problem. When he reached home, Eleanor was in the kitchen, and he went
immediately to help.

She sad petulantly, "Where in heaven's name have you been?"

"Over on the campus. Working."

"Finething! | needed you here! The pipe's plugged under the snk!" She picked up a pan of hot
vegetables and drained them over alarger vessd. "See?!

"I'll fix it right after dinner.”

"You'l haveto or wash dishesin theyard! Thekids are going to the moviestonight.”

Shelifted the lid on askillet of Sizzling meet. He noticed that she was wearing no apron and hadn't
changed from aparticularly pretty dress— gray and scarlet—in her new wardrobe. Her mood
communicated to him.



"Youll get spattered,” he said. "L et me turn the chops. Y ou've no apron on.”

"You st thetable," shesad. "It isn't yet. ... | don't know why Marian'slatel”

"But that meat's spitting dl over the place.”

She muttered something that sounded like, "Mind your own business,” seized afork, and immediately
was splashed so that the fresh dress was turned into something for the dry cleaner.
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Shesad, "Damn!”

"| told you s0."

She whirled from the stove. "Y ou tell me noth-ing, Duffer Bogan! All the apronswere dirty and | wastoo
darntired to change!"

"I'm sorry."

"Sure, youre sorry! Soam | sorry! I'm sorry my kid sister is probably giggling with some pimply boy ina
schoolyard somewhere! I'm sorry you had to work late and Harry's feeling rotten! I'm sorry we can't
afford a cook, or to eat out once in awhile, or even own enough aprons to keep neat! I'm sorry we're so
mouse-poor, and right now I'm even sorry I've got what people think are good looks—except that
maybe | can use'em, somehow, to get thisfamily out of alousy messthat goes on forever!”

It wasn't like Eleanor. It was nothing like her, Duff thought glumly. She had even called him by the
derogatory form of his nickname. He felt pity but he thought it was no timeto show it. Perhaps, too, he
felt in adeep recess of his personality, where hisaware mind couldn't look, the blaze of resentment.

"All you haveto do," he said stonily, "isto say 'yes to Scotty Smythe. I'm sure held manage thingsfine
for everybody. Y ou wouldn't need boarders, so I'd be delighted to hunt up some other place—" It was
childish. 85

He had never heard her shout in anger. She did now. She raised her fork and stabbed it in his di-rection
and ydled, "Get out of thiskitchen!™

As hewent through the living room, Mrs. Y ates cdled nervoudy, "What's wrong, Duff?"

He answered, "Nothing," and began to set the table. She didn't offer to make up, so he didn't.

The day after that, Harry Ellings announced he was going to take aweek of hisannua two weeks
vacation to go up to Baltimore to see some doctors about his condition. When Duff learned that, he
wanted, once again, to let the FBI know. But Higgins, the G-man, had been very fina in hislast talk at
the hospital. The FBI wouldn't beinterested in Harry'strip, and though Duff ached with anxiety over the
potential danger of it, hefelt he could do nothing.

When Harry returned, he didn't seem improved. His color had become a grayish yellow. His ap-petite
was bad. His hands shook constantly. His neetly parted gray hair seemed to be getting thin-ner amost
day by day. He taked little and spent most of histime, when he wasn't at work, lying on his bed.
Nobody gave him much attention—the Y ates family was demoraized. Dinnerswere hurriedly prepared.
Every night, afterward, Eleanor either drove to Miami to her job or went to ameeting or had adate,
leaving the dishes and most of the housework to Marian, Charles and Duff. With
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Eleanor absent, and while he worked with the youngsters, Duff could revive the old feding of
cheerfulness, but when Eleanor was a home ajittery gloom prevailed.

In early December there was a cold spell. It was the sort that Florida chambers of commerce would like
to keep hushed up. Frost crept over the Everglades. The power company put every generator in service
to meet theload of dectric heaters glowing in tens of thousands of homes. People with fireplaces sioked
them, so that al Dade County was spiced with pine-wood smoke.

During the night, millions of dollars worth of winter vegetables stiffened, took on frosty cara-paces and
perished ignominioudy. Duff chopped wood and the younger Y ateses did their home-work around afire
while akerosene heater burned odoriferioudy in their mother's room. In the morning, which was sunny,
but, to natives, shockingly cold, public schools stayed closed and many businessfirmsfailed to open,
owing to the absence of employees who had no overcoats to wear to their jobs. Duff went to his classes,
however.

He was chilled through by midafternoon and stopped in the Student Club cafeteriafor a cup of coffee



before taking the bus. There he spotted Scotty Smythe, sitting aone, looking morose. Duff carried his
cup over to Scotty'stable.
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"Coming for your lesson tomorrow, Sir |saac?'

Smythelooked up. "Hi, Eingtein! Guess s0."

"Haven't seen you around lately. Whet gives?'

Scotty stared thoughtfully at Duff. Hislipsdrew out in asomber line, but his eyesflickered. ™Y ou observe
here," he presently replied, ayoung man, five foot ten and a quarter, one hundred and fifty-eight pounds.
Hair, muddy black; eyes, putty gray; occupation, college senior. Heis carrying thetorch.”

"Fght?"

Scotty contemplated the question. "No. Brush."

"Meaning what?"

"Y ou notice any changein Eleanor lately?"

"She'stired. Nervous. On edge.”

The younger man turned over those wordsin hismind. "Minimaly," hesaidintheend. "Sheisadso
suddenly interested in aladdy-boy named Tony who owns haf the hardware storesin Forida, or will,
when his pappy kicks off or re-tires., Thischump is pretty to look at; he went to Princeton, and he hasa
convertible too. Char-treuse."

"I'veseenit. And him."

Scotty went on musingly, "Now, Eleanor never did okay my proposition exactly. But | felt shewas
interested in me. Seems not. No time for Smythes these days. She's dso taken to going places with that
large charge of human barge known as Avaanche Billings.”

"A wholesome boy," Duff said, not enthusias-ticaly.

"Inanutshdl, man, youve said it dl! It's not enough that his pappy isabrewer. Hisboy had to be an
athletetoo. Nearly Ail-American, you may have noticed. Avadanche is aclown—makesthe girls laugh.
Outside of rugged good looks— destined to become bloated as the years pass—"

"Vey little" Duff agreed.

"A cipher. A zero. A zed. What she seesin him—"

"Not even aconvertible” Duff murmured.

"Touche, pal!" Scotty chuckled dolefully. "Y ou don't sound so doggoned el ated yourself."

"Thingsare melancholy," Duff agreed.

Scotty was sillent. He finished his coffee. He eyed Duff for awhile. " Speaking of beer and such," he said,
"and | was, by inference, awhile back, are you adrinking man?'

"No," Duff replied. "Not a matter of scruples. Purse. And lack of experience.”

"l was sitting here," Scotty continued, " con-sidering the poor condition of my soul. | wasthinking of
ringing up a babe and buying same adrink or two. Only alack of companionship pre-vented me from
recourse to the anodyne. But it runs through my mind, now, that if you'd consent to the measure, | might
ring up two babes.”

Duff grinned. ™Y ou forget my devairs, chores, duties.”
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"On the contrary. | know your routine. | know the kids could manage things one evening with-out you.

Y ou could meet me at the PAm Para-dise Cafe a eight o'clock, and | would bring the ladies. It would be
my party. Celebration for an A inamath test."

"Y ou know," Duff answered after amoment, "I think | will! | fed in amood to do damed near anything!”
"I'll pick adame accordingly,” Scotty grinned.



When Duff had gone, Prescott Smythe took from a pocket asmall black notebook and began earnestly
to conits pages. Listed in them were the names and phone numbers of severd scores of young ladies
who would gladly consent to help lift any shadow from the Smythe soul. The prob-lem wasto find one
who would serve Duff in the same way. Duff was not, Scotty reflected, the kind of collegian, or
post-collegian, who im-pressed young women. His small talk was unre-liable. He had said once that he
didn't dance much. Asfar as Scotty knew, he had never been seen to take a cocktail or even abeer. He
had dated no coeds, so there was no grapevine infor-mation available on him.

Scotty turned pages dl the way to the Ss before he hdted for any length of time. Hisfinger rested on the
name of Indigo Stacey. "Indigo Stacey,” the entry read, "99-7663." And under that "bru—
vgl—s—tt—cw—wfi." That, in Scotty's code,
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meant, "Brunette, very good-looking, sexy, too tal, college widow, worth further investigation.” He
remembered. Peculiar dame, but handsome. Graduated two years before. Lived with another gal ina
bungaow near the campus. Liked older guys, even as astudent; very tall and helpfully man-crazy.

The trouble with old Duff, Scotty reflected fondly, was that you had to get to know him to appreciate
him. He gave thefirst impression of an absent-minded Leaning Tower of Pisa, and it took timeto find out
that he was as human as anybody and far brighter than most.

When the object of such meditations reached the Y ates home, hisfeet were cold both literaly and
figuratively. He called to Mrs. Yatesand . then backed away from telling her. He dallied in hisroom and
heard Eleanor come home, and finally went downgtairs, where he found the two women together. Ina
kind of panic, he consid-ered trying to tell Scotty by phone that he couldn't make it, but, instead, he
blurted, "Won't be herefor supper. Sorry, folks.”

Both women stared. It was true that he was occasiondly absent, but always after giving long notice.
Eleanor sad, rather crosdy, "Y ou might have told us!™

"Date" he answered uncomfortably. "Just madeit.”
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"A date'—Eleanor was sarcastic—"with somelittle group, | bet, that does calculus for party games!™
"Dame" hesad coldly.

"Who?'

"That would betdlling." He was rather pleased by the haf-angry, haf-startled look on Eleanor's face, but
mystified by the smile Mrs. Y ates gave him behind Eleanor's back.

Duff dressed. He put on histopcoat. He caught a bus at seven-fifteen. He got out nervously a half block
from the Palm Paradise, and walked un-easily toward its glittering, one-story-high eectric sgn. He went
in.

What happened after that, he never clearly understood. Scotty was Sitting at aringside table, under
revolving rainbow-hued lights, with two young ladies, one agirl with brown bangswho satisfied every
detall of the"cute-college-type" description, and the other astately, amost rega brunette with black hair,
aheavy chignon at the nape of her neck, dazzling dark eyes and asmile, as Duff wasintroduced, which
shocked him by itswarmth and intimacy. He sat down, and there were cocktails. Scotty and hisgirl
danced, but the tall brunette expressed herself as delighted not to do so, and she listened to Duff'swords,
which flowed with increasing ease—asiif every onewere ajewe of remarkable brightness.
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Therewas dinner, avery gay med with abottle of red wine. There was coffee with brandy init. There
was afloor show. Duff was further startled and pleased when Scotty, in amoment dur-ing which their
ladieswere absent, said, "Y ou know, old-timer, when | caled Indigo, she'd heard of you and seen you
around, and said she was dying to meet you and aready planning how to do it."

"Wonderful girl,” Duff sad. "Why me?

"She goesfor serioustypes, | guess," Scotty answered. "Only girl | ever heard of named In-digo.”

"Suits her, though."

"Deep purple? Y ou bet! Well. Have fun, Archimedes."

"I'm having awonderful time."



Hewas. Thewonderful time continued. There was along drivein the convertible, windows wound up
"againg the chill, and Indigo Stacey snuggled close as afurther therma measure. A Miami Beach night
club and another floor show. A still longer ride back to Coral Gables—aride on which Indigo said, "Y ou
can gart kissng me good night about here, Duff."

"Here" was some milesfrom her bungal ow.

When the two young ladies had been deposited at their homes, Scotty suggested a nightcap.

And it wasinasmal bar not far from the cam-93

pus where Duff, far removed from normal reti-cence and warmed by the fellowship of Scotty Smythe,
shared his problem.

"Y ou know, Duff," Scotty had said, turning his nightcap highbdl in hisfingersand not tasting it, "1 can't
figure you out. On a party, you'retops. Y ou have fun. At school the work doesn't seem to bother
you—you breeze through it. And yet you act like aman carrying amountain on hisback al thetime,
Why?'

"Because | happen to be one" Duff answered. And suddenly, without planning it, hetold his story,
beginning with the day, which now seemed long ago, when an old hobby had led him to pick thefairly
new lock of acloset door.

Excepting for an occasiond quiet expletive, Scotty listened to the account without interrup-tion. At its
end, his expletives were many and vehement. But they wound up mildly. "Yegods," he murmured. "I'll
Say you carry amountain around. But you've got to do something.”

Duff shrugged miserably. "What can | do?'

Scotty drummed on the table, his drink for-gotten. "Not much, here. Ellings—and whoever dseis
involved—that super-jerk you saw, no doubt—will certainly be careful not to act sus-picioudy for a
while. But | bet they are using that truck company to ship the partsl What I'd do, if | wereyou, istake
that list of customers and go north for the Christmas holidays! 1'd look
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into as many places those trucks serve regularly as| could. Because if you found even onethat wasa
drop—"

"What," Duff asked disconsolately, "would you use for money?"

Scotty smiled sympathetically and thought amoment. "1 was going to fly up homefor the holi-days" he
said. "Come back after, with the family, asfar as PAm Beach. But | could drive. We could. We could
stop off & the various cities."

The Y ates family was surprised and disap-pointed by Duff's sudden announcement that he was going
home for the holidays. It was avery hard thing to do, and he amost hated himself for hisdecison.
Eleanor took the news especidly badly. She accused him of deserting. She reminded him that he
wouldn't see her as Orange Bowl Queen. And she burst into tears. But he stuck to his story that he was
goingto Indianato vigt hisfamily.

Even Indigo Stacey, at whose home he spent an evening playing bridge—the one gamein which hewas
expert—expressed disappointment. Shetold him that she had devel oped a"large pas-sion” for him and
that the gpproaching holidays would be the "longest and dullest in years' with-out him.

Hefdt, therefore, very much like afugitive when, carrying abig, beat-up cheap suitcase, he took the bus,
ostensibly to thetrain. Actudly, at
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the station, he was picked up furtively by Scotty Smythe.

In Washington they put up at a second-class hotel, donned old clothes and began "job hunt-ing" at the
regular delivery places of the Miami-Dade Termina Trucking Company. These were stores, markets,
wholesae houses and other trucking firms. There seemed to be nothing suspicious about any.
"Troubleis," Scotty said at supper that night, "we don't know what we're looking for. We do know it
wouldn't be anything conspicuous. To locate areceiver of the freight we believe is mov-ing, evidently
might take fifty guysamonth. And I've got to show up at home pretty soon. | got oneidea.”

"What?' Duff was leg-weary, insult-weary, dis-couraged.

"Generd Baines. Three stars. Friend of my old man. Has something to do with Military In-telligence.



Maybe the FBI didn't see your tae as anything but hallucination. Jhe Army boys might be different.”
"We could try," Duff agreed.

They tried the next morning. The generd was located by phonein his office in the Pentagon Building. He
told Scotty that he was "right busy." He agreed, however, that, since the matter "in-volved national
security;" he could spare afew minutes.
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So Duff and Scotty wound their way through the Pentagon labyrinths, found the outer office, waited half
an hour, and at length stood face to face with a uniformed, silver-haired, paterna-looking officer who
worked in an atmosphere of maps, papers, flags and autographed portraits of great men. He was cordial
and quiet.

The generd'sreaction to the narrative was familiar to Duff; it angered Scotty.When the in-terview was
ended, when the two young men were out in the winding, doping corridors again, Scotty said enragedly,
"Hethought it wasagag! Tried to be palite! Tried to shoo usout, like acou-ple of fliesat apicnic! Got
positively humiliated when we kept talking! Annoyed too."

Duff shrugged. "That's how the G-men felt about it!"

"What acountry! Easy pickingsfor an enemy!"

Neither Duff nor Scotty had any way of know-ing that that the moment after they had left Gen-erd
Baines office, he had picked up his phone, switched to aspecid line, and said, "Chief of Staff. It'san
emergency cdl.”

The two sdf-appointed investigators reached Manhattan in an aggrieved mood.

Ordinarily, the elegance of the modernistic, duplex Smythe penthouse would have awed Duff. The
warmth with which he was recelved by Scotty's white-haired, aristocratic-looking mother would only
partialy have put him at ease. The
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amiability of Scotty'sfather would have helped. On the other hand, the cool though well-mannered
greeting of Scotty's Ssters—Adedaide, home from Sweet Briar, and Mdinda, back from V assar— would
have frightened him. Asthings were, how-ever, he was so downcast about the journey that the skyline
view from the picture window had no impact for him. Even the pdatid surround-ings, the silver and
damask at dinner, the dressed and dated, orchid-wearing sisters scratched only the surface of hismind.
Inner suffering enabled him to appear more poised than he would other-wise have been.

Duff spent anight at the Smythe residence, and then put up at asmall, midtown hotel. Scotty had wanted
him to remain in his home, but Duff had been too embarrassed for that, too aware that he lacked the
clothes, even the temperament, and above al the fundsfor the round of entertain-ment on the Smythe
holiday schedule. His hotdl bill wasto be paid by money which Scotty wanted to "give to the cause" and
which Duff ingsted hewould only borrow.

The three days remaining before Christmas Duff devoted to a survey of Miami-Dade ddivery pointsin
and near Manhattan. It was an exhaust-ing and fruitless effort. He posed, according to the nature of each
firm, asapotentia buyer, ship-per, customer or job seeker. He learned nothing
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and spent the lowest Christmasin hislife—alone at hishotdl, unable to engage evenin hisvain
researches because every place in the city was closed. He thought of the Y ateses dl day and of the work
hisfoolish venture had added to their dim yuletide.

Then, on the day after Christmas, his patient checking of the list Eleanor had contrived to get for him led
to awarehouse located in the down-town area of Manhattan, three blocks from Broadway, near Wall
Street. There was nothing remarkable about the warehouse. In fact, it was the least provocative of any of
the places he had visited, inasmuch as he was able to see, by peer-ing through avery dirty window in the
early twi-light, that the mammoth interior was absol utely empty. Duff would have gone back to his hotel,
then and there, tired, defeated, shamed by his absurd efforts, if he had not heard, while he was &till
peering, the sound of adoor closing some-where. An empty building is unsuspicious, an empty building
with someone moving about ingdeit isdifferent.

Duff crossed the street and fixed his eye on the vast brick structure overtowered on both sides by taller



buildings which were as grimy. He but-toned his coat under his chin. He crouched in adoorway.

It began to rain. Therain brought quick dark-99

ness, shiny streets, spattering traffic and aglitter of light on the cobblestone pavement. At last alittle door
cut in the truck entrance of the ware-house opened dowly. A man came out. One of the tallest men Duff
had ever seen in hislife—aman proportionately broad.

The misery, the despair, the frustrations of past weeks disappeared in the first sharp breath Duff drew.
For this huge specter againgt the night was like an abrupt light in along and dreadful dark-ness. The man
looked up the street, down the street and across the street. He flipped up his coat collar and strode
toward Broadway.

With surging excitement, Duff followed. He was sure it would be smple to do. The man tow-ered above
the other pedestrians; he would stand out a block away, even at night. People, further-more, looked up
at him in sudden astonishment and made extraway for him, which added to the ease of pursuit. On acity
dreet, furthermore, Duff felt that his own clumsiness would be no handicap; there was noise and
confusion every-where.

But what Duff hadn't thought of soon hap-pened. The huge man stopped waking abruptly. Duff dived
into adoorway. The man again looked up the street, down the street and acrossit, as he stood at the
curb. He had that habit; evidently, he seemed to suspect or fear he might be followed.
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Quite suddenly, then, he too keys from his coat pocket, bent, opened the door of aparked car, climbed
in, switched on itslights and drove into the traffic stream.

Duff searched so wildly for acab in which to follow that he neglected to notice the license num-ber of the
car. There wasn't an empty cab in sight. When Duff thought of the number, the big man's car had
disappeared.

He was ashamed of hiserror. But now he was - no longer without resources. He would haveto find a
hardware store that was still open, and make certain purchases. He would have to learn, after thet, the
timing of the watchman's rounds, if the empty warehouse was watched &t all.

It took him an hour to locate astore. He gave half an hour to watching the warehouse. No man seemed
on duty there. He crossed the street in ahard, icy rain—arain now welcome—and ap-plied himsdlf to
the lock on the small warehouse door. It was difficult and he was forced, whenever a pedestrian passed,
to exhibit abunch of keys and pretend he was having trouble finding the right one. Nobody stopped him
or questioned him, and eventualy the door opened. He went in, turning on aflashlight as he did so.

He hurried through an office that showed, by closed roll-top desks and gritty furnishings, long disuse.
Another door led to the main floor
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of the place. A ramp in the rear doped up through cavernous emptinessto afloor above. Another like
thefirst roseto the top floor.

Afraid that there might be a partioned room within-a-room on the two upper floors, Duff climbed both
rampswith hisflashlight switched off. He found that in the whole building there was nothing—nathing but
over-al grime and rubbish in the corners, nothing but spiderwebs and a scut-tle of rats somewhere in the
walls, nothing but gleaming specks on the ground floor of rock par-ticles such as condtitute the underlying
base of Manhattan and stick to wheels of vehicles— nothing but hollow silence, the dusty odor of
de-sertion and the dim-heard rumble of the grest city outside.

The very emptiness of the building had at first seemed meaningful. The meaning now appeared only to be
that it was waiting for some new and perhaps different cargo. It had been a storage garage; more recently
awarehouse. Now, perhaps, it had changed hands and was being prepared for other uses by the
towering and somehow terrifying figure of the man whose face Duff had not yet clearly seen. The giant.
Duff thought of him in that term.

He left the building cautioudy and hurried for the subway. No use to cal Scotty now; Scotty would be a
a post-Christmas party.

And no use, Duff thought to get in touch with 102

the New Y ork FBI office. What would be added to his story by the report of amenacing figurelost in



the night and an empty building?

Hewas hungry, wet and weary as he went up the steps of his nondescript hotel.

The desk clerk stopped him. "Mr. Bogan! A Mr. Smythe has been trying to get in touch with you. Been
here twice and phone every fifteen minutes since!™

Puzzled, Duff went into aphone booth and dided. The ring was answered ingtantly by Scotty, "Duff!
Thank the Lord! Look! Eleanor phoned at half past four this afternoon—"

"Eleanor!”

"Asked for you. Taked to me. I've talked again to her since.”

"How'd she know where | was?'

"Cdled your family in Indiana, first! Y ou evi-dently wrote 'em you were spending Chrismaswith
me—gave 'em my name—something.”

"Oh. Yes, | did' Y ou mean Eleanor phoned clear to Indiana?"

"Listen, chump!" It asthen that Duff got the overtonesin Scotty's voice. "Harry Ellingsis dead.”
"Dead?"

"Died in bed. The family thought he'd been up early working in the yard and got aride to Miami. So they
didn't find himtill afternoon. Charley." Scotty said the name grimly. "Tough on thekid
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to find the body. Could have been heart failure— probably was, the doctor thought. But that's not al.
Eleanor said sheld found something. Can you imagine what? She said she wasn't ableto moveit.”

"A box!" Duff al but shouted.

"I presume s0. Look, pal! We gotta get back, and fast! 1've been frantic for you to cal! My old man's
working on the air lines—they'reloaded. If he can't chivvy spacefor us, | have apa in Mineolawith a
swest, fast job. War surplus plane he bought. | told Eleanor to phone Higgins or Mr. Mclntosh at once.”
"I'll be over infifteen minutes!" Duff said. "Whatever is happening, thistimeit looks asif wewere going to
prove something they'll believel™
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FOUR

The commercid air lineswere sold out to the last seat for the holiday season. Scotty's father was unable
to get reservations. So it wasin the plane of Scotty'sfriend that they |eft an ice-coated airfield, shortly
before midnight. The plane, as Scotty had promised, was fast. They made one stop for fud, in Savannah,
and swept south over the Everglades at dawn.

A red sky & morning, Duff reflected, wasn't a"sailor'swarning” in Miami. Just acustom of the country.
And he reflected—thinking of whatever came to mind in order to wear away the inter-minable hours of
flight—that it was an advantage to berich, like the Smythes. To have friendswith
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planes, who'd make an emergency hop from New Y ork to Miami just for fun. To be ableto have a
convertible you were too rushed to drive put aboard afreight car by the family chauffeur. Money meant
thingslikethat. But it didn't neces-sarily "corrupt character,” as Duff's preacher fa-ther firmly believed
and as Duff himself had vaguely assumed. There was nothing corrupt about Scotty Smythe's character.
Duff was dozing when the plane bounced, braked, turned and taxied. Its pilot looked back. "All out!"
Scotty said, "Thanksamillion, Al! Go on over to my place—"

"Nope. Gottaget back. Check in here, and out."

"Wonderful thing of you to do.”

"Rather fly than est. Well—"

Therewas the dant of morning sunshine, the Horidasmell of flowers and mold and warmth, the deepy
look of people around an airport at daybreak. They carried their own bagsto ataxi and started for the
Y aeshome.

When they reached the house no one appeared to be awake. Duff unlocked the front door. Scotty
tiptoed in behind him.

From acrossthe living room came the mur-mur of Mrs. Y aes, "Who's there?”

-Duff was smiling. "Me and Scotty Smythe. A pa of hisflew usdown.”



A hand-knit bed jacket, blue as her eyes, cov-106

erded her shoulders. Her golden hair was dis-heveled and as she sat up she reached for acomb. "I'm a
sght! I'd dropped off—"

"I'll get you some coffee. Eleanor and the children adegp?' He waited for her nod and went to the
kitchen.

When, after afew minutes, he came back with three cups of coffee on atray, Mrs. Y ates had fixed
hersdf up. She amiled tiredly at him. "It'slike you two boysto rush down here—"

"We were badly worried!"

"Y ou needn't have been. Not to thisextent! | wastelling Scotty about it. When Charles found Harry
Ellings, we were upset, naturaly. He's been amember of the family for so long! He was so quiet—so
nice! | don't suppose well ever find aboarder who will replace him." She sghed. "Held beenill, of
course. Hisheart just stopped. His funerd isarranged. Eleanor has been trying to get hisfriends together.
Therearen't many."

Duff couldn't hold back the question any longer, "What about the thing Eleanor said she found? Wasit
another box?'

Mrs. Y ates head shook. "The same one. That Mr. Higgins came last night. Poor Harry! He must have
been alittle off balance about money! Hetold you held sold his platinum, didn't he? Wdll, he hadn't. He
did open asmall savings ac-count, but gpparently he couldn't bear to part with that—metd. He just
moved the box."
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Duff tried to hide an enormous disappointment. "Oh."

Her smiled waswistful. " So perhapsit wasin your lily pond, Duff. Perhaps he fetched it out between the
time you were taken to the hospita and the time the police and all the others searched. HEd put it up in
the tree house."

"Tree house?'

"Didn't you ever notice it? In the woods, to-ward the house from that pit with water in it? Eleanor's father
built it when shewaslittle and it's stood dl these years.”

Duff remembered the weathered platform.

"It wasavery sad Chrisgmasfor us," Mrs. Yates said. "And poor Eleanor was exhausted, anyhow."
Duff finished his coffee and signaed to Scotty. They went out on the lawn.

"It looks," Scotty said ruefully, "asif weve been hurrying ourselves and friends around with-out any

"I'm glad I'm here, though. They can stand help.” Duff thought amoment. “Do you believeit's possble
that al the rumpus could come from Ellings merely moving that box around?’

"What about seeing the big manin New Y ork?'

"Sure. That. I've got to tell the FBI that—and take arazz, probably. But if al therest of it isn't
coincidence—if it was just Ellings platinum
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hoard—then two extra-tall men could be coinci-dence.”

"Could be," Scotty agreed with grim sympathy.

"Only—" Duff shrugged and began again. "Only | had afedling that there was something about that empty
warehouse that meant some-thing. | got one of those spooky impressions. Whatever it was, | can't bring
it up to view in my mind. Tried, off and on, dl the way down here."

Scotty removed his jacket; New Y ork clothes were too warm even for the early sunshine. He sat down
onthegrass. "You can be certain, if what you suspected had been going on, that it would take abig
organization. Brains. Imagina-tion. Planning. Either thereisamob engaged in avery eaborate routine or
€l se nothing was hap-pening. Harry was ahoarder whose heart failed, and abranch hit you, period. The
thing that gets meis, if any such thing is going on, why hasn't anybody, anywhere, got onto any of it, o
the FBI or General Baines—would have some notion?!

"Maybe I've wasted alot of your time, Scotty. And more than a hundred borrowed bucks."

"Forget it!" Scotty grinned and got up; he stretched and walked down the drive to the place where the



deeping cabdriver had parked in the shade.

At ten, Duff presented himsdlf in the office of the FBI.
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Higginslistened, somewhat dazedly, to Duff's account of thetrip to New Y ork. When Duff fin-ished, the
firgt thing he said was, "Haven't you got any senseat dl?'

The younger man flushed and sammered. What hefindly got out was, "Apparently not!"

Higgins summed up hisview of the affair, "To start with, you go on awildgoose chase. If any customer of
Miami-Dade was the sort of drop you thought of, you had no chance of finding it out just by making a
cal. Take a hundred men, working weeks—short of some lucky break. So your schemeisdumb. The
next thing you do, just because you can pick locks, isbreak into what you cal a suspicious building. That
wasplain crazy! If you d run into what you suspected, you'd be lying on the bottom of the Hudson now
inabar-rel of cement. Fortunatdly, thejoint'sempty. But you saw a man—awhopping big man—come
out. Y ou'd adso once seen Ellings talking to some flag-pole-si-ed guy. There are many big men, Bogan,
and unless aman stands bes de some-body whose heieht you know, how can you tell how big heis
exactly?'

"If you'd seen him! Herein Florida. There on Broadway—"

"So, dl right! He getsinacar. Drives off. Y ou never noticeitslicense! So theré's no way on earth of
tracing him. Even the FBI can't find aman in New Y ork by merely knowing hel's outsize."
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Duffsface was adeep scarlet. "I know. I'm sorry. I'm at last beginning to think | was souped up over
nothing."

For perhaps a minute, Higgins merdly looked at Duff. When he spoke again, his brisk manner had left
him. Histone was level and there was nothing sarcagtic iniit. "L ook here, son. Weve checked you from
hell to breskfast Y ou're asolid citizen, from asolid family. Can you keep your mouth shut?!

Thelong series of disappointments and em-barrassments suddenly, incredibly vanished. Duff said, "Yes."
Higginsrocked back in hischair. "'l wouldn't tell you thisif Generd Baines hadn't been brought into it by
you lads. He thought you ought to know. One more crazy thing you did! A three-thousand-mile,
cockeyed chase! And you go in-terview the Chief of Intelligence—through Smythe's pull! Okay! Look.
There is something going on in the country, Bogan, that involves agroup of agentsweve only just got
wind of. It could be—what you camein here claiming awhile back. Getting A-bombs stashed here. It
could be. It could be something |ess spectacular— some other sabotage system. Like making
arrange-ments to start diseases, epidemics. We don't know. We haven't connected your boarder— your
late boarder—to any of it. But something's happening!”
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Duff said, in anear-whisper, "l see”

"One morething. The head of this outfit may bejust such abig guy asyou keep describing. Six-ten,
possibly even seven feet tall—and heavy, besides. He's been seen. He apparently carries orders or gives
orders. The men he sees are gpt to move on afterward. To turn up missing.”

"Whoisthe guy?' Duff asked.

"Youtdl me" Higginswas angry for an in-stant. "Three or four times, in various cities, our men have
spotted him making a contact of some sort with somebody. Always at night—probably because he was
s0 big. Conspicuous. So far, he's eluded us. The people he's spoken to have been checked. Nothing on
any of them—just like Ellings. Loya Americans. We don't careto pick up any of them at this stage of the
game. No single one probably knows enough to mean much. Or to point to many others. So we wait.
Watch. And, | don't mind telling you, we worry!"

Duff repeated, "1 see.”

The G-man rocked forward abruptly and re-sumed his ordinary crisp manner. "What | just said, you
never heard. The Y ates place may have been afreight station. It may have been amere blind. Tell
nobody what | told you. | presume, with Ellings dead, the Y ates house is safe enough. It's now under
FBI surveillance, in any case, and that's so under your hat. Go about your business perfectly normaly.

Keep your eyes open. If you
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notice anything, phone here a once. I'll giveyou alist of peopleto talk to, in case I'm out. But
don't—absolutely don't—try to do anything! If you phone us, be sure you arentt listened to. That'sal.”
Hewrote busily for amoment and handed alist of namesto Duff. "Memorize it on your way home and
then burn it. We don't want anybody to know that the FBI isinterested in you or the Y ateses!
Understand?'

"| certainly do!"

Higginsroselithely and held out hishand. "Fine! | might add this: We weren't such chumpsasyou've
probably imagined. We didn't quite be-lieve your tale, but lately we have been watching. Nothing and
nobody suspicious has been near the Y ates house since you left town. And look. If anything does come
out of this, well be grate-ful. Tipsfrom people like you have hel ped us be-fore. Thetips you gave—that
we seemed to brush off—may be abig help now. See?!

Duff saw.

When he went out on the street, his steps had new confidence. A greeat dedl of hislifewas
un-satisfactory: The Y atesfamily was sad and Eleanor was pretty sore at him, or had been, be-fore his
trip to New Y ork; he was broke and in debt to Scotty. But he hadn't been such an utter fool as he had
believed. Even though, he suddenly reflected, he couldn't tell Scotty about that. Not yet, anyway.
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Eleanor had just risen when he returned. She was wearing alight green, very sheer negligee that was part
of her new wardrobe. He thought she was pale and thinner.

"Dear old Duff! I'm so glad you're home!" She was suddenly embarrassed. "Oh, doggoneit! When |
caled down, mother said you were out. I'm afright! Y ou can kissmeif you can stand it.”

"l just can." He grinned and kissed her cheek.

She stepped back and surveyed him. "Come in the kitchen!" When they were there and the swing-ing
door had shut, she went ont, "Duff, what hap-pened? Mother told me you'd gone right off to see Mr.
Higgns"

He nodded.

"Where's Scotty?"

"Went back to his place. Tired. Weflew down in aprivate plane. Didn't deep any too well."

"Tell meadl aboutit! Your trip! Why on earth didn't you tell uswhat you were doing?’

Duff walked over to the stove and poured cof-fee for himself. Hefdt asif he needed adozen cups. He
refilled her cup and added the two teaspoons of sugar she liked. "L ook, Eleanor. What Scotty and |
were doing was checking the tracking places. We didn't find anything impor-tant. And from now on the
FBI istaking over— whatever thereisto take over. I'm out of it. And | promised to quit talking about it
toaliving soul. And I'm dead tired.”
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Shesad, "Wdl, I'm haf dead! This Queen businessisexhausting.”" She sighed and then laughed. "All
right. | won't ask. Positively eaten with curiogity, but alady to the end. Anyway, I'm dreadfully glad
you're back again!"

The phone rang. Sheran to answer.

Outdoors, Charles and Marian camein view. They were carrying pails of warm water, mops, clothsand
abox of soap powder. Without ado, they began to wash the outside of akitchen win-dow, their dark
heads bobbing in busy unison. Presently Charles called to Duff to lower the top section of the window,
which he did. Duff remem-bered that Mrs. Y ates had held afamily council & which alist of necessary
vacation chores had been drawn up. Charles and Marian were evi-dently working their way through the
list. It wasn't much of aholiday, Duff thought, but they didn't appear to mind.

Eleanor stopped talking, started back, and the phone rang again. Her voice took up anew con-versation
with apleasure he knew to be stimu-lated.

Meanwhile, through the now-open window, Marian and Charles began to discusstheir lister, somewhat
for Duff's benfit.

"Phone again!" Charlessaid disgustedly. "Ringsal day! Y ou answer, it'sfor Eleanor. Y our palstry to



phoneyou. Thelings busy!"

"A pan!" Marian agreed. "The doorbell rings, 115

it'sflowersfor the Queen. Or it'satelegram for the Queen. Or clothesin big, fancy boxes. Y ou walk out
on the porch, some character iswaiting for the Queen—maybe even with amustache and in striped
pants. Every time she skids past you, she's got on something new. Giftsfrom theloca cou-turiers.” She
made deliberate hash of the French word. ™Y ou pick up a newspaper and what do you see? The Queen,
wearing her million-dollar, photogenic smirk!"

Duff chuckled; hewas back "at home" dl right. And very glad to be.

The phone rang athird time and Eleanor came through the door. ™Y ou, Duff.”

Through the window, Charlesleered. "Amaz-ing!"

"A gd," Eleanor went on, her eyesalittle cu-rious. "With avoicelike atorch song.”

From that, Duff knew who it was before he reached the phone. He wondered how Indigo had learned of
his return. Probably she'd run into Scotty Smythe. He al so wondered what she wanted—and found ouit.
Infact, after elaborate refusals and protests, he eventualy found that he was going to have dinner with
her. When he hung up, he saw Eleanor in the doorway; sheld been listening; her expression was
indignant, and not even humoroudy so.

"'Indigo,” she mimicked. " She's notorious!™
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annoyed. "Is she? She's dso darn good-looking!" He shrugged. "I can get the kids dinner— and then go
out—"

"The kids can get their own!" She seemed un-duly disturbed. "But, no fooling, sheisn't your type, Duff."
Her atitude somehow pleased him and yet made him fedl obliged to seem resentful. "Bru-nette, you
mean?'

"She'sactudly Russian. Her parentswere.”

"Whaa-at?' He drew theword out skepti T cally. "Never met amore American damein my life.”
"How did you meet, by the way?"

"Scotty dug her up. Shelivesinthe Gables."

"I know where shelives" Eleanor retorted hotly. " Scotty would!™

"Hetold me," Duff responded with hegt, "that she wanted to meet me. What do you mean, she's
Russan?'

" She wantsto meet any person in pants! Being tall, she likestal ones, if available. White Russian, she
was. Family came hereto Miami during the revolution. Ask mother.”

Mrs. Y ates, whose door was open, could not avoid overhearing. She caled, " Children! Quit squabbling!
... Eleanor, Duff has a perfect right to go out with Miss Stacey if hewants." They heard the catch in her
breath that indicated she was turning her wheel chair, and then she ap-
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peared in the doorway, smiling. " Stacey wasn't the real name, Duff. It was, originaly, Stan-oblovsky.
They changed it to Stacey. Back in the old days, before Walter and | cameto Florida. And | guessthe
local people werefairly proud of having them. They were nohility, till the Bolsheviks threw them ouit.
Maybein 1917 or around that time. They made money herein lots of different businesses, mostly in
sdling cars. Mr. Stacey, Indigo's father, had abig agency. Her un-cles still—"

"Indigo!" Eleanor repeated scathingly.

"| dwaysthought it was avery attractive name. The girl'amother chose it because she claimed it wasthe
prettiest word in English.”

"That's what some broken-down Russian no-ble would think!" Eleanor turned angrily to Duff. "Go
ahead! Fdl for that towering twerp! Have amarvelous time with her! Everybody doed!”

"Eleanor!" said Mrs. Y ates reproachfully.

The phonerang again at that point. Eleanor seized it, and instantly her voice became honey-sweet. " Of
course," she amiled. "I'll manage, somehow! I've got to appear at the Watercade at four. And then there's
acocktall party for me on the beach. And the ball. But | could spare afew minutes, maybe, between
eght and nine



Charles came through the swinging door. "'Is anybody getting lunch? Or do we just starve to degth
quietly?'
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After lunch, Duff gppointed himself atask that the Y ateses had avoided. Harry Ellings room had been
examined by the police, but his pos-sessions had not been packed and the room had not, of course, been
prepared for anew boarder. Nobody had even spoken about a new boarder. But the Y ates budget
meant that one would have to be found, and very soon.

Duff first packed Harry's clothesin his suit-cases. Then he put Harry's letters, papers, pic-tures, books
and persona knickknacksin car-tons. These he moved to the barn and stored in itsloft until they should
learn what to do with them. The men who had gone through his effects and read every word of his
correspondence had found no will. Mrs. Y ates knew of none. He'd had, apparently, no relatives with
whom he had kept in touch.

When dl of Harry's belongings had been re-moved from the room, Duff commenced to clean. Therewas
dust benegath the bed which showed that the police, though they might have |ooked there, had not moved
it. Duff presumed, how-ever, that they had probed every square inch of the mattress, and when he
stripped it off he thought he could see, here and there, tiny open-ings that long pins might have made. He
carried the mattress outdoors. He went back and com-menced,’ with the Dutch-wife neatness on which
his mother had inssted, to dust the bed frame.
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It was on the inner edge of asted angleiron that he found the capsule. He presumed it to be one of the
large, pliant kind in which liquid vitamins and other medicines are commonly ad-ministered. Something
Harry had used long ago, dropped and lost track of. It must have fallen be-tween the mattress and the
wall and rolled onto the bed frame. But the capsule wasn't dusty. And wetness showed at the ruptured
edge. Also, Duff could see dents where teeth had recently come down on it to bite it open.

It was brown and egg-shaped. He sniffed. Its odor was medicina, not identifiable. He decided that it was
something Harry must have taken just before his death, something the police hadn't noticed the day
before because they were looking for nothing of that sort. He went to his room to get an envel ope and
tipped in the cgpsule without touching it. He finished cleaning the room thor-oughly, and then, for the
sake of the family and their memories, he rearranged the furniture.

After that, with the envelope in his breast pocket, Duff went outdoors. He knew now that the Y ates
place was being watched and he thought he could locate the agent on duty. He walked clear around the
large rectangle of roads by which the property was bounded.

At the back of the property three Negroes were busy in alanguid, hot-afternoon fashion, clear-ing the
overgrown edges of the paved street. There
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was no one else. He then decided the watcher was hidden in the woods, and entered them. The
undergrowth was thick and he went cautioudy, as he was very sengtive to poisonwood, which abounded
in the hammock around the house. He passed the platform where Eleanor had found the box again. The
G-men had it now. Platinum. He thought of that and shrugged.

He came, findly, to the sinkhole. It was about twenty feet one way and thirty the other, over-hung by big
trees, with abig tree blown acrossiit, and deep enough to contain water. Such sink-holes, commonin
Dade County, were caused by the eating out of soft limestone by underground water. When a pocket
was thus formed its roof eventually collapsed. Most such "glades’ were dry, but some, like this one, had
been deeply eroded and held pools of dark water.

Duff looked in. The water, gleaming in the shade, reached back out of sight beneath grest, thirsty roots
and an overhang of limestone en-crusted with fossil shdlls. Around itsrim were faint Sgns of vistation.
Kids came there occa-sionally—though forbidden by their parents— to catch minnowsin traps or just to
throw stonesfor the sake of the splash. The water was too shal-low for drowning, but a person could
have anagty fdl intoit.

Looking down, Duff remembered the night hed seen one of the mysterious boxes—if there
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had ever been "one" among many—in hisown homemade lily pool. That thought led to another: the
sinkhole reached back out of sight around itsrim, and he was wearing old clothes. He could go back to
the house for arope or use atree. He decided on atree and found a suitable one near-by, asmall palm
uprooted by the October blow. He scrambled down it and landed high-deep, in warm water.

The bottom was mucky. Overhead was an ova of blue sky. Around him, the sides of the hole curved
back and the water glinted in gloom. Sometimes, herecalled, there were aligatorsin these sinks. He saw
none. He walked around the edges, peering into the recesses, stirring up mud.

Presently he came to an area, hidden frpm above by the overhang, which had been visited by somebody
else. Perhaps by severa people. And perhaps often. It was akind of roofed room, open toward the pit;
itsmuddy floor emerged as a soft bank. The bank showed many signs of feet —old markings and some
probably not very old. There were flat marks, too, where boards had evidently sunk down into the
mucky sediment. One or two boards were visible now, and he lo-cated another with hisfoot, then
others. They'd settled beneath the surface of the ooze.

The footprints weren't plain, except for one, which he studied. It was the mark of the side of aman's
shoe. The man evidently had fdlen onthe
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tarlike stuff. But hisleg, curioudy enough, had left no print. Duff decided that the man must have turned
his ankle to make such a mark.

Hewondered if the FBI had investigated the sinkhole. Doubtless they had; probably the foot-prints and
boards were sgns of FBI scrutiny, though there were other possibilities. Thelittle fish in the pool were
sought by kids and aso by men; they made excdlent bait. Some angler might have set minnow traps
there from time to time, using boards to stand on. Tramps might have found shelter in the haf cave.
Highschool boys might have used it as aplace for agang meeting or an initiation. It was hidden and pretty
far from the Y ates house.

Wet to the waist, he shinnied up the tree again. He hadn't yet found the watching G-man that Higgins had
said would aways be near. He fin-ished a search of the hammock without luck, re-turned to the house,
took the capsule from his pocket, washed himsalf outdoors with ahose, and afterward changed his
clothes.

Then he went up to the busline, rode into the Gables and phoned Higgins from abooth in adrugstore.
The G-man didn't seem much inter-ested in the capsule, but he told Duff to leave it with the druggist to be
picked up. Duff went home to help with supper for the kids.

Indigo camefor him in her car after dark. When they drove down FHagler Street together,
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on theway to Miami Beach, the crowds, the lights, the Christmas decorations seemed out of key with his
lifeand hismood and hisfaigue.

"It'sbeautiful! Indigo kept pointing to every-thing. And she said, "'I'm so glad you're back! | was
lonesome for you."

Hewatched her drive, looked at her deek, dark desirableness, breathed the perfume she wore and felt
sure it was called Damnation or something of the sort.

Hegrinned. "Glad to be back! | was going kind of stale. I'm tired, besides.”

"For being tired, the extra cocktail isrecom-mended.”

"Probably go straight to my head.”

"Thevery effect | hadin mind."

Duff laughed. "Why, Indigo? How come?'

Her lucent, dark eyes flashed briefly. "Why?Who can say why? 1 saw you on the campus one day. And
again at afootball game one night. | asked people who you were. Why?" She shrugged as she turned the
car. "When you get acertain kind of feding you shouldn't ask why."

They dined and sat afterward in amoonlit patio on the edge of the sea. At midnight they drove back to
her house and kissed good night. Duff, for areason he couldn't quite name, refused to go into havea
nightcap, and went home by bus because hisrefusal angered her. They quarreled
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on the doorstep, and shewent in, findly, dam-ming the door in hisface.

* k% %

During that space of time the capsuleleft in adrugstore made ajourney to the FBI in Miami and thence
to alaboratory. About two o'clock in the morning, when Duff wasin bed, but unable to deep, owing to
aternate waves of sdf-gpprova and sdf-castigation over hisrather darmed flight from MissIndigo
Stacey, Higgins, who was sound adleep at home, reached from his bed to snatch up aringing phone.
"Yesh?'

"Thisis Ed Waite, at thelab. Sorry to wake you."

"Okay. What?'

"That capsule. Anybody take the stuff?”

"Probably." The G-man was wide awake, then.

"Person that did isdead, if s0."

Higgins evaded theimplied question. "What wasiit?'

"Aconitine. Enough to kill afew horses™

"How would the person die?"

"Likeheart falure," Ed sad. "And you couldn't find the stuff by autopsy. It combines chemicaly with
substances in the body and dis-appears.”

"I see. Thanks." Higginswas about to hang up.
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"One other thing, Hig. | don't think that dose was madein U.SA."

"No?Why?'

"Because | never heard of anything likeit. Aconitineisn't used to put animas out of mis-ery—nothing like
that. And the capsule wasn't any kind—chemically speaking—manufactured here. Different base. The
gelatin part, | mean. An-other thing: It isn't alittle item anybody would whip up to poison somebody
d"

"No?" Higgins sounded skepticd. "Why?".

"Y ou couldn't feed it secretly to anybody. Too big. They'd seeit or elsefed it and not swalow it. And
you wouldn't want to try to bust it over somebody's soup. Skin'stough. It would splash and spurt all
around.”

"l see. Wdll, that's good work, Ed."

"Only thing it could be, Hig, | figure, is some-thing I've only read about."

"Whet'sthat?'

"Well, if you were aforeign agent in somebody el se's country, for instance, and you thought you might be
nabbed at any point and you wanted to be sure you'd never talk, you'd carry around, something about
likethat. Taped to you some-place. Inacrisis, you could pop it in your mouth, bite, swallow—and quick
curtains”

Higginssaid, "Thanks, Ed. Keep it to your-sdf."

"Right."

126

When Duff wakened, it was after ten. He legped guiltily out of bed and took a shower. Then hetiptoed
downgtairs and learned from Mrs. Y ates that the precaution hadn't been wasted: Eleanor was il
desping.

"A whole bunch of people drove her homelast night around three,” she said. "This being Queen isbad
for girls, Duff. I thought 1'd brought up Eleanor so nothing in the world could turn her head. But with
everybody in the city at her feet—with dates every second and thingsto do and all the clothes and the
photographds! I'd hateit if—"

"If what, Mrs. Y ates?'

"Oh, if she got glamour-struck. Thought she could get in movies. Anything like that. Eleanor's actualy
serious—and asmple person. A home-body. If she got yearning to be rich and famous and al that, she
could make awrong marriage! Even if shedidn't try Hollywood."

"l wouldn't worry too much. She'slevel-headed. And | don't believeit hurtsagirl to be Cinderellaonce



inalifetime. Something to reemember.”

"If she doesn't develop a prince complex! Yes."

The doorbell rang and Duff answered it.

Higginswas sanding there, smiling. "Hi, Bo-gan.”

Duff opened the screen door. "Come out in the kitchen, will you?1 just got up.”
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In the kitchen, Mr. Higginstold Duff briefly about the capsule.

"You see," he concluded, "how we can dl go haywire. My men went through his things with the police.
Never looked under the bed—which isthefirst thing an old maid would do. Never looked, | mean,
beyond seeing nothing big was there. Thought I'd have asquint, mysdlf."

Duif bit toast he had made. He shook hishead. "Too late. | cleaned the place yesterday. Y ou think, then,
that Harry—"

Higginsexhaed dowly. "Knocked himself off. Sure. They do. The heat was on him. His
peo-ple'—Higgins cursed softly—"whoever they may be, were probably sore at him because you
started uncovering Harry's business. | think when Harry went to Baltimore he was trying to contact
somebody. We had men on him thewholetime."

"Youdid!"

"Higgins eyessmiled, but not hislips. "Thisisn't any amateur outfit, Bogan! Yes. But he never made a
contact—not that our men saw, any-how. He did consult doctors. He said he was sick —and | guess he
was. Sick from fear. The doc-tors couldn't treat that. So he came back here and maybe got the word.
Or knew his number was up because they didn't get to him in Balti-more. So he took that thing—and
probably coughed the skin of it out as he died.”
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"That means,”" Duff said gravely, "Harry knew what he was doing thewholetime.”

Again the G-man swore. "It meansthat, what-ever the hell they aretrying to do! By now, I'd givealeg to
know. A life, | guess! I'll take afast gander a the room, even though you did cleanit up.”

Duff nodded. "Okay. Incidentdlly, | tried to find your agents around here yesterday. They must have been
taking aday off."

Higgins stared. Then he laughed. "Y ou thought you could deliver the capsule to my men, hunh? They
were here, just the same, son, As| said they'd be."

"But there wasn't asoul! Except some colored road workers!™ Duff, seeing the G-man'slook, broke off
and blushed. "Oh!" Hejoined ruefully in Higgins chuckle. "I did find one thing, though. Therésa
sinkhol€'—he pointed out the win-dow—"beyond the banyan and those gumbo-limbo trees.”
Higginssaid hed have it looked over. Perhapsit had been; Duff couldn't tell from the G-man's response.
Higgins went upstairs and returned to the kitchen shortly. He said to Duff, who was esting ahome-grown
banana and drinking coffee, "Brother, you sure would make some girl awon-derful wife! When you
clean, you clean!”

Duff walked down the drive with him. 129

"Thought you didn't want any—people to know you were dlill interested in this place?!

Higgins nodded. "I checked with my road crew before this call. If anybody peculiar had showed up, I'd
have got asignal and you'd have had to snesk me out.”

"There's another item. Harry's funerd. That's tomorrow. Since we know now what Harry was, perhaps
thefamily—"

The G-man shook hishead. "No. They're go-ing?'

"They intend to. Even Eleanor plansto cut some of her schedule.”

"Lovey girl," Higgins said absently. "No, Bo-gan. Things have to keep seeming norma around here.
Well have aman at the services, of course. There won't be many people. Some of hisold |et-ter-carrier
pas. A few from the garage. Some of the cronies he used to fish and spot-cast with. Y ou and the kids
and the missus, you go. Don't tell 'em Harry was a spy.”

Theword, even then, shocked Duff. "A funny person to be one."

Higginssaid grimly, "That's the worst thing about it! About those—those— Hell! No word for ‘em. They



reach theinsdes of patient, peace-ful, law-abiding guyslike Ellings! Rot out their heartd And yet leave
their outsdejust like a-ways. Y ou see some good-humored, industrious chap.  Courteous, helpful,
loves kids, sticks
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around home. Maybe, long ago, he was dighted or hurt or made to fed inferior. Something— something
that switched him over to that crooked, rotten, enemy line! So he goes overboard. He keeps on looking
like agood citzen. But in his head, night and day, he's scheming to kill or en-dave every man and woman
and kid in the coun-try! Y ou know, Bogan, it's the ability to do that to people that frightens me more than
all thewar and defeat and national uproar and trouble put together. It gets me!™ Hetried for a better
phrase. "'l hateit!"

Duff said, dmost whispered, "Y eah. Metoo.”

Higgins doubled hisfit, stared at it un-clenched it. " Shooting it out with gangs. That was easy! Tagging
tax violaters. That'sjust work! But finding out that people who do things you've been led to admire are
just rotten, low, filthy ene-mies! Traitors! It makesaman sick! It scaresaman!™ He nodded curtly and
walked away toward the road.

Duff went over to the campusthat afternoon. He had | eft some notesin alaboratory locker, he explained
to Mrs. Y ates. He had decided to go over them during the holidays and to finish athesison certain
aspects of dectromagnetic fidlds and radiant particles. He smiled when she an-swered him by making a
funny face; shedidn't know what he meant.

Evento himsdf, Duff did not quite admit, until 131

he waked up to the bungaow, that he wasredly going to Cord Gablestotry to call on Indigo. He felt
ashamed of running away from her. He dso felt more than alittle intrigued by her avowed passion for
him; it was an unprecedented experi-ence and Duff, after al, was ayoung man. He had awaysliked
girls, but hed never redly had agirl of hisown. Any other young man, un-dergraduate or graduate
student, or any young ingtructor, for that matter, would almost surely have accepted Indigo's passion with
enthusiasm; even with acertain smugness. The fact that he waswary of her made Duff wonder if,
perhaps, when theright girl came aong, he wouldn't know how to behave. In that case, hed wind up a
bach-elor.

On account of such sensations and specu-lations, it seemed very necessary to Duff to make amendsfor
refusing her offer, on the evening be-fore, of a nightcap—a possible euphemism for something more
personal and disturbing than a cohol, which had scared him away .

There was a car parked in front of Indigo's pretty, modernistic bungalow. Her own car wasin the garage
and the sedan of the girl with whom she lived was not there. Duff shied at the fact of acaller and then
decided that it might be better, diplomaticaly, to see her first in the presence of others. So he stepped up
to the front door and dropped the chrome knocker. Nobody answered.
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That surprised him because he had heard voicesinsde. He knocked again, loudly, but there was no
response.

So shedid have avisitor, but she didn't want to be disturbed. Duff reflected gloomily thet agirl like
Indigo could easily find athousand admirers and doubtless would brush one off in ahurry for behaving as
he had. Hewaked dowly away. Great swain, | am, hethought. Casanova and Don Juan rolled into
one. Hereminded himsdlf never to tell anybody of his behavior and its swift rebuff.

He spent two desultory hoursin the lab and went back to the Y ates house with a crowd of busriders
who held agenera discussion on the prospects of a University of Miami victory in the Orange Bowl
game. It was only daysaway. And thank the Lord for that, he thought. Perhaps after-ward Eleanor
would return to normd.

It was dark when he reached home. Dark— and Mrs. Y ates was fretting. "1 wish this busi-nesswas
over, Duff. It's nearly six. And Eleanor's due at abanquet at seven. And she has to change, but she's not
home yet. | know it's not her fault that she gets delayed—"

Charles was stting the table. Marian was cooking. Duff ingpected the contents of pots and pans on the
oil stove and told Marian—making her happy by doing so—that the guy who won her would have not a



good cook, but areal chef.
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Hetook his notes upstairs, looked through them and straightened up the room. He heard Charles calling
numbers, asking for hissister and getting unsatisfactory replies, for he kept diaing. Duff lay down on his
bed and read a chapter on nuclear engineering.

Hewasinterrupted by the boy's voice, coming worriedly up the stairway, "Hey! Duff! Elea-nor never did
get to the Fashion Parade today! | just found out!"

He closed the book, tossed it on hfs table and clattered downstairs. Mrs. Y ates had whedled hersdlf into
the living room. Her anxiety had vis-bly increased. "' Charley just reached someone who was there, Duff.
They waited for Eleanor till haf past four. They tried to call here, but the line was busy dl thetime. No
wonder. The cdlsthat comein. So they went ahead without her.”

Duff said, "Probably got her dates mixed. Wouldn't be surprising! She had some shenanigan at Fort
Lauderdale for tomorrow. Bet she went there by mistake. Probably comein, any min-ute."

"ltisnt likeher," Mrs. Yaesinasted.

Duff grinned rather soberly. "Sheisn't her-sdf, these days.”

"She wandered off with somebody,” Mrs. Y ateswent on. "l didn't seewho. I'd whedled into the kitchen
to block aswesater, and she'd changed to that gorgeous brown dress she was to
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wear a the Fashion Parade today. She didn't take the car and | don't know who wasto call for her.
Scotty came by and they talked awhile, and then he drove away and | had aglimpse of her stand-ing out
by the banyan. After that, somebody must have picked her up.”

Marian, who had gone into the stair hdl, now called, " She certainly is getting absent-minded! She didn't
even take dong the hat that goes with the new brown rig!" Marian came, then, carry-ing a hat the color
of Eleanor's eyes, with canary-ydlow trimming.

It was not until then that Duff became aarmed. But alarm, when it appeared, was instant and formidable.
She wouldn't go without the hat. She was orderly. She was responsible. She had agood memory. And
lately, sheld been amost vain; so much attention would have made anybody con-scious of beauty. It was
hard to imagine that Elea-nor would barge away when somebody arrived to pick her up—without a hat
that, obvioudy, wasamain part of a planned costume for avery important socia event.
Ashefdticeinsde himsdf, Duff instantly dis-sembled. "Maybe Scotty knows about it."

He went to the phone and dialed. He got Scotty's roommate and, presently, Scotty himself.

"Hi, you phony Sherlock!" Scotty said.

Duiff frowned at the greeting and then realized that, asfar as Scotty knew, hisidea about the
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boxes had been mistaken and their trip to New Y ork ablunder. He grinned tensely and asked about
Eleanor.

"No," young Smythe answered. "I didn't see the Queen depart. | had alittle colloquy with her around
three, and | blew. | |eft her among the Y ates trees and shrubs.”

Duff thanked him. He tried two members of the Orange Bowl Committee without success. He phoned
the people who were sponsoring the ban-quet and asked if they had heard anything from Eleanor. They
hadn't. The family tried some of Eleanor's closest girl friends. Nobody knew any-thing about her.

"We're probably going bats for nothing," Duff said. "After dl, shewasterribly balled up with dates. Let's
Eight o'dlock.

No sign of Eleanor. Duff called anumber Hig-gins had given him, and a sharp voice said, "Rolfe, here."
"My nameisAllan Bogan. | live at the Y ates house—"

"Right. Whereyou cdling from?"

"There"

"Better use another phone.”

"No. Thething is, Eleanor Y ates has disap-peared. | mean, she was due home over two hours
ago—been missng snce around four.”



"Right. Well check.”
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Duff hung up, wild-eyed.

"Who was that? The police?’

Duff nodded. " Sort of "

Mrs. Yaesbeganto cry alittle.

Duff nervoudy walked out on the porch. If they had seized her—if they had taken her avay— who were
"they"? Why had they done any such thing? Where had they taken her?

There could be areason. Weeks before, unsatis-fied by his effort to convince the FBI that some-thing
was happening, she had gone to see Higgins without teling him. Since hisreturn from New Y ork, Duff
hadn't exchanged confidences with Eleanor or anyone else. Higgins had forbidden that. It was possible
that Eleanor had found out something so find, so telling, that shed been— What?

"They" wouldn't mind killing agirl. "They," perhaps, were working to kill millions of people. Y ou couldn't
eventhink, rationdly, of what "they" might be planning.

Duff paced back and forth on the porch. It was awarm evening, but not so warm asto explain the sweat
that burst on his brow, soaked his shirt. Only fear could explain that.
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Four night-blooming-jasmine bushes which Duff had raised from cuttings blossomed aong the edge of
the veranda. Their perfume, so heady that some people cannot bear it, saturated the darkness and drifted
downwind, exotic and sweet. When Duff noticed it, his attention came only in the form of amemory, a
memory that Eleanor was very fond of jasmine. Hetried to tel him-sdf it wasinsaneto imagine that,
smply because she was missing, Eleanor had been kidnapped and perhaps killed by people whose very
existence was shadowy.

He paced the porch, wondering what €l se might have happened to her, what less-horrifying thing.
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She had last been seen in the big yard, by Scotty and her mother, over near the banyan. He stood at the
porch rail and looked at the black arcades beneath the trunks of the great tree. Had some-body been
concedled there?

Suddenly, asif he had been told, Duff realized what had happened: Eleanor hadn't previoudy known
anything that had made her freedom on her existence adanger to "them." What had hap-pened was that
she had heard something from the lawn, down near the banyan.

He raced through the house, startling Mrs. Y ates and the two children. "Beright back! Ten -fifteen
minuted”

He picked up the flashlight. In the barn, he shouldered aladder.

Charlesydled, "Need me?’

"No, Charley! Stay with your mother."

It was hard work moving through the jungle with the ladder. Time and again it hooked over treesand
fouled up on boughs or vines so that he had to use hislight, stop and maneuver. When, finally, he reached
the sinkhole, he was panting heavily. He stood there, afraid to swing the beam of the dectric torch. He
shut his jaws and aimed the light down and around the edges. He didn't see what he feared he would: a
body. A girl'sbody in abrown dress.

The ladder splashed in the water. It was, he no-ticed, abnormally muddy. Plenty of timeto settle
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snce he had roiled it. In the water, he plunged for balance as hisfeet settled uncertainly. Historch circled
the recesses. All he saw was water, rock and innumerable roots. A big moth flew through the light beam.
He pushed forward un-der the rocky roof of the edge.

There were fresh tracks. He was sure of that. He was surer till when he could no longer find the one
print that had held his attention, the mark of the side of a shoe on afoot that seemed legless. "They" had
been in the pit that afternoon, taking the boxes away. But how had they kept from being seen?

Eleanor, because she had gone over to the banyan, must have heard a sound in the woods and gone to



look. In daylight he could probably find the marks of her hedls. She had goneto look. And that was that.
Where was she now? Alive? A prisoner? He groaned and only the walls answered sepulchrdly. His
flashlight fell sharply on the stones and threw sharp shadows. The recess was deeper than held thought.
He waded back. It seemed to turn at a projecting wall. Following the turn, Duff found a new feature of
the sinkhole. An arch of lime-stone, shoulder-high, spanned some ten feet of water. He leaned and shone
hislight dong itssurface. Thetunnd, half air and half water, led into the distance in ameandering line as
far ashe could see.
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Some hundreds of yards away in. that direc-tion was the overgrown real-estate devel opment where
Harry Ellings had had hisfurtive rendez-vous with the gigantic man. And beyond those cracked
sidewalks, cabbage palms and broken lampposts was the old rock pit, now used as a dump.

Sinkholes, if they held water, were sometimes connected, underground, with others. This one could
communicate with the water in the rock pit. In that case, the value of the Y atesland to anyone wishing to
store desperate cargo was self-evident. Such cargo could be unloaded at night in the old quarry and
dragged through thistun-nel to the place where he stood. It could then be buried in the soft ooze. And no
one watching the house or its surrounding grove of jungle treeswould see asign of coming and going.
Duff peered again. Surely the boxes went out here that afternoon. Perhaps Eleanor aso—

He gtarted into the opening and changed his mind. The tunnd might go to the quarry. It might be ablind
pocket. It might have ahundred forks and turns; he could get lost underground. It was not sensible, not
even sane, to explore done. Tak-ing gasps of air, he yelled "Eleanor!™ repeatedly. Nothing came back
but echoes.

He left the pit and raced toward the house. As he rounded the banyan tree he heard a distant siren.
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Mrs. Y ates saw him enter and paled. "Y ou're wet!"

"I'mal right. | waslooking in that rock pit in the woods. Nothing. Don't worry so, Mother!"

He changed to dry clothes asrapidly as he could. When he came down, Higgins, with two menin
business suits whom he'd never seen and two cops, had just come in. Duff jerked his head at the FBI
man and they went to the kitchen, where he told Higgins about the sinkhole.

The men, soaking wet, ydling in the low, rocky passages, found aroute to the quarry. They found ample
sgnsthat men had used it—often and for along time. They found evidence that vehicles had driven up to
the quarry at a point different from the one used by dump trucks. But no trace of Eleanor.

Near midnight Higgins sat with Duff in the kitchen. Both were muddy to the waist. But Hig-gins had been
on the telephone for twenty min-utes. He gulped coffee now and wiped a sticky forehead with a sodden
handkerchief.

"Nothing!" he said to Duff. "No lead! Noth-ing new on the whole proposition. What wevegot todo is
gooverit.”

"Go over it!" Duff groaned. "What do you think I've been doing since it Started?”’

Higginsignored that. "I've got every man we have-looking into everything they can think of! Mac—my
chief—will be here soon. Reportswill
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comein here. Now! Let's go back to that day when you went upstairs to clean the rooms and you
noticed Ellings closet was |locked and you decided to pick thelock. You talk. I'll ask ques-tions. Start
in"

Duff stared at the other man, wondering if thiswas a useful effort or merely akindly attempt to keep his
mind from the final happening. It didn't matter. Either way, it was better than just being sllent and frantic.
Higgins and he covered every detail. Mclntosh came and stayed awhile, talked on the phone, is-sued
orders, tried to comfort Mrs. Y ates and Marian and Charles, and | eft.

Higginsand Duff talked on, without effect. Sometime after threein the morning, Higgins stopped
dternately dtting and pacing. "Bogan,” he said, "I know you can't deep. But I've got to. For me, it'sa
job."

"l understand that.”



"So I'm gtarting home. If you hit on anything else, let me know. If we can think of another thing for you to
do, welll cdl you. Thisisrugged.”

Marian was adeep in achair in the living room. Charles was adegp on the cot in his mother's room. And
Mrs. Y ates didn't say aword when he looked in. He went upstairs. After awhile helay down. Through
his mind rushed the events he had just so painstakingly discussed with the FBI man. Little by little, in the
dark, they ran less swiftly.
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And after atime, Duff sat up, rubbing his hair, putting hisfeet on the floor. He had told himsdlf, with a
different menta tone, that no feverish at-tempt such as he was making could accomplish athing. He
reminded himself that he was a scien-tist, capable of concentration, attention, analysis.

"What | ought to do, hethought, is take it like mathematics. Check back. Look for discrep-ancies.
Things not included. Things not explained. Mistakes. Also, | should extrapolate. Imagine. Hefdt
more detached, lessfrantic.

There were severd elements not satisfac-torily accounted for. Little things. Why, for ex-ample, had the
warehouse in New Y ork been empty? And what had there been about it that had impressed him as
meaningful, but that he had never caled to consciousness?

He had the answer to that, abruptly. The floor of that vast building had glittered faintly with the micalike
brilliance of such broken stone asis excavated in Manhattan. HeE thought of it as coming in from the
dreets on truck wheels. Actudly, it could have come from excavating in the building. And they wouldn't
have wanted things stored there if they had wanted to dig. Before thisingtant, Duff redlized, he had
con-ceived of an assembled A-bomb as something in a huge case or atruck above ground. Why not
bury it? The warehouse wasn't far from Wall Street. An A-bomb going off there, even under-
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ground, would destroy the financia heart of New Y ork City, of America.

That was one thing. He could tell Higginsto have them tear up the floor of the place. Then, perhaps,
they'd get tangible—and terrifying— evidence. That idea, afresh idea, onein which he had confidence,
excited him; hismind raced anew. But he saw the error of that. He had to think, not fedl.

The second idea he evolved had to do with Harry Ellings history. It was odd, in away. Hed been a
letter carrier. Developed varicoss—he had said. He limped alittle and complained of leg pains. True.
That could have been put on. Why? Because, Duff reasoned, a bad leg might have been afirst stepin
training for anew job. If Harry had belonged for yearsto a secret underground, the organization might
have wanted him to be in atrucking company, where freight could be for-warded secretly.

It would be easier, Duff thought, and a great ded safer, to retrain an established underground member
than to try to persuade some unknown mechanic to turn to treason. So, perhaps, Harry had feigned the
bad leg, learned to be amechanic and moved into Miami-Dade Termina Truck-ing Company as part of
aplan. That way Harry could retain hismask of ordinariness. Theideawas strengthened, if not
corroborated, by the existence of the quarry, the sinkhole and the con-
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necting tunnel, and by Harry's meeting with the huge man near the quarry.

That pattern, while logical, seemed not to lead any further toward Eleanor. It took Duff more than an
hour—an hour of dow, relaxed new thought. He had been turning over in hismind al he knew about the
man seven feet tal. He had actually seen the man twice: one evening in New Y ork, one night with Harry
Ellings. The FBI aso had reports on the man. Two different agents, on two different nights, had seen the
man enter aplace. But not come out. They'd lost him, both nights.

Why nights? Did he come out only at night, because of his great stature, as Higgins evidently believed?
Or could it be that there was something about hisimmense size which wouldn't look nat-urd in daylight?
Could size be akind of truck? It-sdf aruse? The figure, menacing, looming, weird, had obvioudy
perturbed even the sanguine G-men. Wasthat intentional ?

Could aman, Duff asked himself, who was, say, Duff's own helght—two and ahaf inches over six
feet—add the balance? Specid shogjs, such as many very short men wore to increase their apparent
height, would help. He might wear awig, to, that increased the size of his head. But the man had been



taler even than that, Duff thought. Stiltswould do it—little filts.

Duff remembered the print in the mud. A shoe, 146

laced over awooden form from which asted bar rose to a second shoe, would do it. The steel bar
wouldn't haveto be very long, either. Nine or ten inches. And if aman so equipped fell over, as he might
inamucky place, the side of his shoe would be printed in the mud, and there would be no ankle for ten
inches aboveit, but only astee rod which mightn't touch the mud at al. Then therewould be left exactly
such aprint as Duff had seen in the mudbank.

The possible meaning of that, in turn, was clear. He and the FBI had been searching for agiant. But the
man they wanted, actudly, was per-haps no taler than Duff. Size, and especialy vast Sze, isthe most
congpicuous of dl human char-acteridtics. If averitable giant was seen entering abuilding and then even a
dozen merely tall men came out, no one would connect the first man with the others.

Almog, then, Duff phoned Higgins. But Hig-gins was deeping, and Higgins needed deep. In acouple
more hours he would telephone the G-man. Meanwhile, he would go on thinking, There might be il
more that could be dredged up and made to mean something other than what he had supposed, until
then.

He tore open anew package of cigarettes, saw how his hand shook and forced himsdlf to be calm again.
By and by, it grew faintly light. He redlized he had dozed alittle when the thwack of
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the morning paper on the porch made him start. He went downstairsin stocking feet. It was light enough
by then to read the headlines:.

Orange Bowl Queen Vanishes

Police Search for Miss Eleanor

Y ates

Kidnaping Feared Crank Suspected

Duff couldn't wait any longer. He dided Hig-gins number, got adeepy "Y eah?' and began to talk
excitedly. Fifteen minuteslater he hung up. He knew that he was close to tears, but only when he heard
himsdlf sniffle did he redize that fatigue, humiliation and a sense of incompetence had actudly brought
tearsinto hiseyes.

About the particles on the warehouse floor, Higgins had said, "Hunh! Interesting! I'll passit onto New
York."

But about the ideathat Harry Ellings entire life had been planned, the G-man was brief and cutting,
"Good Lord! Weve assumed it was that way for weeks!"

A smilar response greeted histheory about the huge man. "Did that just occur to you? Weve been on
the lookout for anybody of any szefor ahell of awhile!™

Duff said wretchedly, "'l shouldn't have phoned.”
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"Oh, sure. That warehouse hunch is solid. And my alarm will let go in less than an hour, any-how."
Nevertheless, Duff fdlt disgppointed; hefelt as he had ever since the beginning, foolish. The FBI and the
police knew. They could and did think and act. And he chimed in afterward with his half-baked hunches.
Bitterly, he started toward the porch, but he heard Mrs. Y ates crying softly, and he went into try to
comfort her.

Cars surrounded the Y ates home, parked in the drive and on the lawns—police cars, press and radio
cars, Orange Bowl officials carsand the cars of friends, neighbors, curious strangers. They had
accumulated dl day.

Mrs. Y ates and Duff were obliged to keep tell-ing people that they had no idea where Eleanor might
have gone, with whom or whether she could have been kidnaped. Because of the numbers "of people,
the shock and the confusion, they had sent Marian and Charlesto stay with friends.

Sometime after lunch Duff observed that Mrs. Y ates was not strong enough to bear both her anxiety and
the thronging people. He arranged with the police to get her moved to the home of the friend who had
aready taken in the young-sters. The police saw to it that neither the report-ers nor the merely curious
followed the Y ates station wagon, and when Duff returned to the house, the crowd was thinning.



149

Toward late afternoon he was alone. Asfar as he knew, not even the police or the FBI were keep-ing
watch. The Y ates place had served itsfina purpose where Ellings colleagues were concerned. And if
Eleanor should happen to come back home somehow, he was there. He believed she was dead. So, he
was sure, did the FBI. But Duff knew he would not give up hope until it was certain.

He went upstairs and lay down exhaustedly. By and by he redlized it was the afternoon of Harry's
funeral. They had dl forgotten. No matter. He dept because atime comes when no one, what-ever his
anxiety, can stay awake longer. When he woke up, the sun was setting. He redlized he had been
dreaming about the events of the past weeks and remembered vaguely ajumble of faces, in-cluding the
face of Indigo Stacey. Helay thinking about her, and it occurred to him that she repre-sented another of
the anomalies he'd sought the night before. Scotty had once said that Indigo had wanted to meet Duff
even before ther first date. Duff wondered why, as he had wondered at other times. He wasn't the type
for whom glamour girlsfdl on sght. Still, Indigo wasn't an ordinary glamour girl. A White Russian—or
at least her par-ents were that.

He thought now about their history. Had In-digo's father and her father's brother necessar-ily been loyal
to the Czar? Necessarily fled the Bolshevik revolution? Was it poss ble that a con-
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spiracy against Americacould have been form-ing back in the days of Lenin and Trotsky? Could Indigo
Stacey have had aspecid reason, related to everything ese, for wanting to meet him? Had her "large
passion” been an unsuccessful attempt to find out what he knew? Who—and where— was her uncle?
Apparently, according to Mrs. Y ates, her now-deceased father and her uncle had become successful
businessmen.

He phoned the house where the Y ateses were staying. He said there was no news, but that he would like
to ask Mrs. Y ates aquestion. Her an-swers were tremulous.

"Uncle?' sherepeated perplexedly. "Why, no, Duff. He didn't like Stacey for aname. He's Stan-ton—a
very important person in Miami. On dir-ectorates and owns businesses. Asamatter of fact, heisa
director of the trucking company Harry used to work for."

The telephone directory listed an Ivan L. Stan-ton, 4300 River Vista Drive, Miami Beach.

Duff waked about in the darkening house. He thought of calling Higgins again and cast the thought aside.
Stanton was too well known to be made a sudden object of suspicion. A connection between ayoung
lady'sinterest in a graduate student and the possibility that aleading business-man was dso acrimina
syndicalist would proba-bly make Higgins believe Duff had lost the last of his senses. Besides, Eleanor
would hardly be any-
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where near the Stanton place, even if Stanton was connected with her disappearance and even if shewas
gill dive. Animmense underground organi-zation could take the girl to any of ahundred places.

And in that moment Duff had the last of his new ideas. He and the FBI had assumed they were dedling
with many members of a secret society— scores, perhaps hundreds. That very assumption had made
Higgins marvel that no trace of such agroup had been uncovered.

Why, Duff abruptly asked himself, would it take many people? A few could accomplish dl that Duff
suspected had been done, if they had time enough. At least one would have to be an engineer. But the
fewer they were, the better their chance of undiscovered activity. And if one of them owned part of a
trucking concern—

Duff went to the barn garage. He backed out the Y ates station wagon. There was nothing more he could
do at the Y ates house. The theory on which he was operating was tenuous, al but in-credible, yet he had
no other.

Before driving away, he had a protective im-pulse. He returned to the house and wrote anote which he
left on the dining-room table.

Flagler Street was dtill Y uletide-gaudy in the twilight. Its red and green decorations made agay tent.
When he stopped for atraffic light, a news-boy intoned, "No trace of missng Bowl Queen!
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Read dl about it!" He drove on. Down Biscayne Boulevard, across the Causaway.

The inland passage gleamed with lights from big houses and the lights of Christmas trees. Many homes
were strung with colored lights and many palms wore crowns of lights. Boats weretied up &t private
wharves—speedboats, luxury fishing cruisers, houseboats, yachts. He passed No. 4300, a Spanish
residence set back from the street, with a seagoing yacht of itsown, brightly lighted treesinitsyard and a
wall dl around.

Duff turned into aside street and went back on foot, furtively. There were no pedestrians. For amoment,
as he peered around the ornamental cora entrance posts at the big house, Duff had afeding of

hopel essness. The estate |ooked civi-lized, secure, and so remote from what tormented . him that Duff
congdered turning back. Then, inthefirst red confirmation of hisfrantic weeks, he saw it: alittle square
of whiteness, of dmost |u-minous whiteness, in the shadow. He made as sure as he could that he was not
seen, crossed the drive and picked up awoman's folded handkerchief, not dropped on the walk, but
tossed, it seemed, to-ward the entrance post. His fingers shook as he saw theinitias. E. Y.

Hefound arubber tree that overhung the wall and, after alook in each direction, disappeared inits
foliage. He dropped onto the lawn. Moving from bush to bush, he reached the big house.

153

The lawn lightsintensified the shadows. Aslong as he didn't expose himsdlf to the red, green, blue and
ydlow shimmer, they would dazzle anyone looking out of the windows. Duff moved dong thewall behind
thick crotons.

Therewere four men in the library, drinking cocktails. Dinner guests, Duff imagined. No women. There
were three or four servantsin the kitchen and pantries; they, also, were men. At the back of the house, a
concrete driveway and a pav-ing-stone walk led to the dock where the yacht was moored. Two decks,
about eighty feet long. A motor was running somewhere aboard her; she showed lights.

Duff barely managed to hide himsdlf in time when arear door opened and aman carried a car-ton of
suppliesto the ship. The man wore awhite coat and Duff heard him speak to someone on board.

"Leadt load?!

"Yesh"

The yacht—he couldn't see her name—was going to sail soon. He tiptoed into the darkness of
overhanging vegetation; his eyes searched the nearby grass and shrubs and planks swiftly, not very
expectantly, but with care. When he saw at the base of tree a second square like the one now in his
pocket, he smiled, dightly, grimly. Perhaps she had struggled to cover what she had done;
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perhaps she'd managed it secretively. But sheld |eft two tiny markers.

Hedidn't risk retrieving the second one; he was aready on the pier, near the yacht. Instead, he walked
along the seawall a short distance, stepped over a short stretch of water and clam-bered aboard the
boat near the bow. He could hear men talking in one of the cabins, aft; asmdl of cooking came from the
gdley. He hid behind alifeboat lashed to the triangle of deck at the bow.

The back door of the big house opened; men came down the walk. Duff had an instant in which he saw
with horror asilent foot close beside him before there was a shocking flash and he lost consciousness. ...
Hewasin pain; the moaning sound he heard was his own voice. He wastied and gagged. And hewason
amoving ship. He thought for awhile that he was blindfolded and then he redlized the place where he lay
was pitch-dark. There had been awoman in the room because he could smell perfume. Presently he
thought it was the kind Eleanor used. The engines of the boat dowed. ' Duff heard voices outside.
"Helo, Coast Guard!”

Thinly, the answer came. "Making a check of outgoing boats, Mr. Stanton!"

"Come aboard! Taking alittle party for acruise!”
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"No need to board you, Mr. Stanton! Go head!"

The water roughened. Duff knew they were out-ide the bay. At sea. He heard a murmur in the aark and
thought it was Eleanor's voice. Ex-citement surged through him. If he could let her Know he was
there—that the groaning she must have heard had been hisl Hetried to make a clearer sound, but the gag



difled him.

He doubted his sensesthen. All thiswas hdlu-cination, nightmare. But she continued to mur-mur, and
presently he noticed her complaining had asingle form. A long moan and two little moans afterward. He
moved his mouth in what might have been anear-grin if fie had not been gagged. Telegraphy had been a
hobby of his, long ago. And he'd taught the Morse code to Charles, Marian and Eleanor. If shewas
using it, shewas signaing hisinitid: D. He started a se-ries of moansto spell out "Eleanor,” but held gone
only asfar asthe second e when she Sg-nded back, "Duff."

So, for minutes, they aternately made sounds. In that time Fle™nor stated, "Heard anoise a sinkhole.

L ooked. Was grabbed. Brought here. By whom?"

He prepared to reply in the dark, but to his dismay, athird voice spoke, "Very darn ingen-ious” And all
the lights went on.

It was abig cabin with two bunks and mod-156

eraigic furnishings. On atubular chair sat aman of about sxty—tall, gray-haired, wearing awhite dinner
jacket—one of the men Duff had seen in the house drinking cocktails. Beyond him on the other bunk
Duff could see afemale knee and the brown dress Eleanor wore.

"I'm Stanton," the man said.

Duff made asound. Then, redlizing Stanton had listened in on their conversation, Duff moaned in code,
"Ungag Us"

The man bent over Duff. His expression was cold. He had high cheekbones, rather pale gray
eyes—featuresthat spelled his Savic ancestry— features vaguedly familiar through newspaper
photographs of important Miamians giving par-ties, heading charity drives.

Stanton stared at Duff a moment and then spoke, "I've been waiting for you to come around ever since
we cleared the Coast Guard.” He paused. "Y our—visit—wasn't precisely ex-pected. But we took no
chances. Y ou were seen coming over my wall." Heturned to Eleanor. "I think you both know why you're
here, in agen-era way. My yacht is heading for an idand in the Bahamas. A smdl one, uninhabited and
far from any others. We won't be spotted there, even from the air, because that idand"—he smiled
chillily—"has been arranged so that my yacht's hidden when she'sin. It has been a transship-ment point
for cargo from—another country.
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Cargo brought here by me. Y our interrogation won't begin till we reach that idand, awhile be-fore
daylight. I'm glad we have Miss Y ates dlong. Wed intended to question her. But it will be more effective
to use her asameansto get the truth out of you, Bogan.”

Duff could fed hismusclesfreeze. "Whet truth?" he painfully sgnaled.

Stanton leaned over him for amoment, brac-ing himsdlf on the far partition for support asthe yacht
rocked heavily. Hisface was passive. He might have been talking about the westher, which waswarm,
clear and breezy. " Through the un-fortunate fact that you got onto Ellings part in our work, Bogan, my
vaueto my cause has suf-fered." Hewas slent as, apparently, he thought of his cause. He shrugged.
"Ellings believed for some time that he had you—and the FBI—fooled by the device hed had prepared
for just such ameddiesome discovery as you made. But when we found his stratagem hadn't been
entirely effec-tive, we had Ellings destroy himsdlf. And went on with our—assgnment.”

The ship heaved and he balanced again. ™Y ou and Miss Y ates will also be destroyed. Buit it is necessary
for usto learn, before your degths, precisely how much information about my activi-tiesthe FBI has. This
will be painful—as painful as certain trained men on board can make it—
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for you both. We cannot judge whether our work is accomplished and will stand up or whether it must
be done over by others, until we have made certain that neither one of you—and you espe-pecidly,
Bogan—has held anything back. Any-thing. That meansthe last hourswill be—rugged —for you both.”
He went out. Minutes later three men carried Duff to another stateroom. Its light was extin-guished.
Sweat-soaked, Duff lay in the darkness, trying to get hismind to work at all. Here and therein American
cities the bombs had certainly been planted and were waiting for an unknown zero hour. The FBI, the
Army, dl intelligent services, surely knew that now. But not a what Sites, in whét cities.



After torturing and killing Eleanor and him, Stanton would be able to decide whether to flee the country
or to go back to his paatia home, hisbusiness affairs, hissocid prominence and his underground activity.
What he had to know was whether the FBI had connected him in any way with Ellings or with the
gigantic man—evidently Stanton's own disguise—or with the Snister boxes.

Duff clamped histeeth on hisgag. He writhed in the ropes that rawly confined him. He thought that the
torture had dready begun, not with the physica pain of lying there, but with the knowl-
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edge of what was to happen to the girl. For the

rest of hislife hewasto dream occasionaly about

that long night of agony.

Toward morning the ship entered calm water, dowed, reversed and touched a dock. Men camefor him,
blindfolded him and heaved him onto a stretcher. He felt the open air on hisface. Hisbearerswalked on
planks and then on sand for alittle way, and finally down haf a dozen steps. A door dammed. He was
dumped out on acement floor. Soon the door opened again and the men moved in once more. He heard
Eleanor murmur as she was tipped onto the concrete, and he heard the heavy door shut again. Hetried
to communi-cate with her as he had before, and was fright-ened because he got no response. She had
prob-ably fainted.

Nearby, in an adjoining room or cdll, he heard steps, grunts, thumpings, as men moved objects about. A
sck stretch of time went by and then the door came open, clanged shut. Hands ripped his blindfold
away. He saw plain chairs, bare tables, two kerosene lamps, four men including Stanton, Eleanor'sform
on thefloor and four bare wdls. An underground storage room on the idand, probably camouflaged
above, Duff thought.

"Start with the girl,” Stanton said to hismen. "She'sout,” he added, after shaking her. "Or pre-tending.”
He gave her aterrific dgp—adap that
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knotted Duffs nerves. "Out," he said. "Open up the case. Get the ammonia.”

One of themen fiddled in acase that Duff could not see. He smelled ammonia. Eleanor muitered.
Someone took the gag from Duffs mouth. He worked hisjaws and tried to lick hislipswith adry, numb
tongue.

Stanton cameto him, stood over him, suddenly kicked him. "All right. Start talking. From the be-ginning,
and tel everything you know. Thefirst run through it, we won't hurt you—unless you hold out.”

Duff found that he could hardly spesk at dl. They poured aglass of water and gaveit to him. Thena
second. And he began to tell them the now-overfamiliar story, starting with thefirst in-stant of suspicion.
Hetalked dowly, carefully, usng time, yet without any red hopethat delay would help. Hetold nearly dl
the truth because he knew that if they began to do to Eleanor such things as he had read they did, he
would try to stop them with the truth anyway—or with lies or by any other method. If he had been done,
he would have held out to the end or as near the end as his sanity lasted.

There was nothing in anything Duff knew to suggest that Higgins had traced a connection to Stanton. And
only oneway Higgins might learn. That Stanton was adirector of the trucking com-
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pany would seem, to the FBI man, irrelevant. Some big shot had to own it—some man exactly like
Stanton. That Harry Ellings and Stanton had been alied in evil would not occur to any reason-able
person.

Duff finished.

"That'sit?' Stanton asked. "All?"

"All"

Stanton turned to a corner of the room that Duff couldn't see. "Got that water boiling?"

Duff sad, "'l couldn't add anything if you tore us both apart inch by inch! Y ou must know that! Why not
smply—kill usboth?'

Stanton smiled alittle. "Just to be certain. And besides, | owe you something specid. Because of you,
they'll find theonein New Y ork!"



Duff beganto pray.

And the door opened. Daylight showed.

"Bossl" ascared voice caled.

"Holdit!"

Stanton left. He did not return. Ten minutes later the door opened and aman shouted, "All out! Taking
off! Leave'emlay! A damn Coast Guard plane went over twice!”

Time passed. Duff thought he heard the ships engines. Then silence.

A while after that the chamber wasfilled with reddish light, athunderous blast. A pressure wave banged
Duff againgt the floor. The concrete walls cracked. Sand gushed into the room. It

162

turned furnace-hot. He thought he was dying and redlized, seconds later, that he could see sunlight in the
swirling, wrecked chamber.

Herolled acrossthe floor. He got hisarms up against asharp edge of rent metal. It took fifteen or twenty
choking minutesto free his hands, aslong again to untie hislegs. Then he crawled to Eleanor. She was
haf covered with sand and her nose bled.

They began digging feebly with bits of debris. Before long they had made away out. The room where
they had been was under the idand sand. Around them now were barren dunes and coral escarpments,
blue seaand blinding sun. In front, in the painful sunshine, they saw atdl stand of mangrove and the
well-hidden mooring where the yacht had been tied. They looked out to seaand spotted the yacht, hull
down.

Theidand was sma l—not amile around— and except for the concealed pier, the now-smok-ing storage
cdlars, afew pams, patches of weed and water birds, there was nothing but tropical ocean. Eleanor
stood with him for amoment and then collapsed.

Duff carried her away from the wreckage of the underground chambers. "More dynamite might go off." It
wasthefirg thing he had said.

Hetook her down the dunes to the beach and they washed in the limpid, warm salt water. Elea-nor had
agpell of shuddering and sobbing. He
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held her in hisarms until she had mastered the spasm.

"What happened? Whereisthis?'

Duff shook his head. "Bahameas. It wastheir base. A Coast Guard plane came by twice. Might have been
an accident. But probably Higginsis closeto the answer. | left anote, anyhow! So they best it. Blew up
the works. But they'd built that cellar like afort, luckily for us! The blast didn't bring the celling
down—which they prob-ably presumed it would. Just caved the walls some.”

"Bury us?' shesaid in asore-throat tone. "Alive?'

"Would they have cared which way?' Thewind blew on them,. The sun shone. "WEell haveto fig-ure out
how to get dong heretill somebody comesfor usor till we can signa aboat going by," he said.
"Let'sfind some shade. Well sunburn.”

They moved to the shade of three coconut palms. The yacht was gradudly lost on the blue emptiness of
the Gulf Stresm. For awhilethey lay on the sand, silent, resting.

Then Eleanor cried, "Look, Duff! Look!"

He barely glanced toward the sea. Then he threw himsalf on top of her and forced her to lie face-down
on the earth. She gasped, struggled.

"Liedill!" he ordered.

A wave of pressure eventualy swept theis-164

land, bending thetrees; it was accompanied by an immense rumble. Only after that did Duff Sit up. Far
out on the sea a cloud made unforgettable by the news pictures rose toward the blue zenith. A
many-hued, mushroom-shaped cloud with fire flashes eddying enormoudy in its midst.

"Atom bomb," she whispered.

Duff spoke, too exhausted for emotion and yet unable to stop the working of hismind "Maybe they
destroyed themselves that way. Maybe they thought they—and it—would be captured. Maybe an



accident. They could have got too many cases of uranium too close together—a last one, dropped down
through ahatch. That might have doneit.”

For perhaps an hour they watched the cloud rise, change shape in the strong winds aloft, and start to
disspate.

"Somebody else," Duff had said, "should have seen it. Though there are darn few shipsin these parts, |
imagine." His eyes moved from the dis-tant, separating clouds to the beach; they fol-lowed its curve to
the Bahama Banks, a glitter-ing, empty infinitude of shalow sea. "Anyhow, it'll show up on plenty of
instruments and adew of people will be down here, looking, pretty soon.”

Eleanor said, "Wasit close enough to—to hurt us?*

He gtared at her, then smiled, and found alump coming in histhroat. "Lord," he mur-
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mured, "why didn't you ask that before? No. Too far awvay. The radiation here couldn't have amounted
to anything."

Thegirl smiled back. "Glad | had aphysicis dong to tell me.”

* % %

Thefirg half of the Orange Bowl game ended in the usual pandemonium. Teamstrotted from thefield
and were replaced by bandsin red uni-forms, in blue, in green, in gold and in the white of the University
of Miami. Thousands of colored balloons rose in the sky. The combined bands be-gan to play. Floats
moved sedately from the cor-ners of the stadium and paraded around the field. One of these—an
immense replica of an orange— proceeded to the center of the field and opened magically. The Orange
Bowl Queen stood ingdeit, and girls on the floats, pretty girlsin bathing suits, began to throw red
oranges to the crowd. The governors of three states marched forward with what the program called "a
retinue of beauty” to crown the queen.

Standing in her robes, smiling, waving, Elea-nor felt happy. She was very tired, but everything would
soon be over.

IntheY ates box, Duff grinned at the ydlling of Marian and the shrill whistling of Charles. He handed a
pair of borrowed field glassesto Mrs. Y ates, who faced her whedl chair to see every de-tail of the
coronation.

166

Duff gazed at Eleanor, standing straight and lovely, as he mused on the recent, dramatic past. They had
been discovered on theidand by a Coast Guard plane which flew in to investigate. A second plane had
taken them back to Miami, where they had landed secretly. Eleanor had given out the story that she had
suffered a"loss of mem-ory” dueto "exhaustion and an accidentd fdl" and spent two nightswith "afriend
in Fort Lau-derdale.” Nothing about kidnaping, about enemy agents, about a mushroom cloud rising
where aboat had vanished. That would not become pub-lic, Duff reflected, until it wasal over.

Hefdt ahand on his shoulder and turned to see the grinning face of Scotty Smythe. "Duff, old boy, can
you come over to our box for afew min-utes? Dad and mother are there. And a couple of other people
who want to see you."

Out on the sunlit field the coronation ended. Eleanor'sfloat led acircling parade to the jubilant blaring of
bands. Duff followed Scotty along an aide of the jam-packed stadium. He greeted the Smythe family
happily, and found himsdlf, to his surprise, shaking hands with General Baines, and then with aphysicist
he had aways wanted to meset, a Doctor Adamas who was amember of the Atomic Energy
Commisson.

The generd presently murmured to Duff,” Adamasand | actually came down to seeyou.”

"Ma"
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"We both are flying back to Washington as soon as possible after this dandy game. If you could spare us
afew minutes now, for astroll outsde—"

It was there, between the stadium walls and the parked cars, that Duff got the shock of hislife. He
walked dong dowly with the generd and the scientist.

The soldier did most of the talking. "No use, Bogan, of my telling you what the country owes you. Weve



dug out that bomb in New Y ork. Onein Philadel phia. Two in Washington. Soon havethem al. The
Stacey woman talked.”

"| should have figured her out sooner,” Duff said, with a saf-depreciatory shake of hishead. "And the
country owes Scotty Symthe far more than me. After dl, if he hadn't driven over to the Y ateses to help
me, and if he hadn't come in when nobody answered his knock, held never have found my note or
phoned Higginswhere I'd gone, and why. The search for the yacht wouldn't have started.” Duff
shuddered dightly. “They'd have got away with thewholething!"

"Thereisnothing tangible we can do for young Smythe," the generd replied, grinning a the dis-claimer.
"Hisfather, my good friend, isamply endowed with worldly goods. In fact, Bogan, the father thinks your
influence has made a serious man out of arather featherbrained boy."

" Scotty was dwaysaman,” Duff answered defengvely. "Hejust liked to look frivolous.”
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"Thepointis" Adamassaid dryly, "you've done avery great, very brave and very brilliant service to your
country, and one for which there cannot be, &t thistime, any public reward whatever."

Duff laughed. "Reward? Why should | get areward? Anybody would have donewhat | did— and
better. If | hadn't been so dumb—"

The genera's mouth dropped open and snapped shut. The scientist coughed, cleared histhroat and
looked closdly at the trunk of anearby pam. And he spoke. "We've gone over your records, Bogan.
The FBI has quite adossier. Besides be-ing atwenty-one-carat fool for danger, you're agood man in the
fidd. My fidd. Our field. A certain nuclear project is being moved down here under old Slocum. Wed
like you to work on it as you continue your studies. Weve fixed it so the work itself will contribute
toward a doctorate.”

Duff had been trying to say held be glad to work on any project the Atomic Energy Commission thought
he was worthy of. But the mention of an opportunity to get hisfina degree made him stand gtill. Tears
cameinhiseyes.

"D-d-don't deserve anything of the sort,” he ssammered.

Genera Baines snorted, "Damn it, man! Stop the modesty! Surely you redlize what you saved the
country from!"

"A lot of people besdesme—" 169

'Fddlesticks! Rubbish! Y ou can continue your studies here. Take your M.A. Then your Ph.D. And have
ajob meanwhile. It will pay you seven fifty amonth, Bogan, and | have orders from the President of the
United States—who wants to shake your hand someday, incidentally— that you're to accept.”

A roar came from inside the stadium as the opposing teams returned to the field. The scien-tist, after a
look at Duff, took the generd’'sarm. "L et's watch the kickoff."

Duiff couldn't speak. When he was able to con-trol his emotions, he walked back into the fren-zied
stadium and joined the Y ates family. He saw the game, and didn't seeit. He wasthinking that hewas a
rich man now. For aminute he had imag-ined that " seven fifty" amonth had meant seven dollarsand a
half. Then he knew. He could rent Harry's room and they wouldn't need to find an-other boarder. He
could put in some improve-ments, like an eectric stove. By and by he'd be a doctor of philosophy, an
atomic scientist. Miami made atouchdown and hewas only dimly aware—

After the sun set and asthe first unimportant-looking buds of the night-blooming jasmine com-menced to
explode their honey-sweet perfumeinto the twilight, Duff sat done beside hislily pool. They'd just come
home from the game. He hadn't told the Y ateses, yet, about hisreward; he
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was afraid, dill, that held break up—maybe blubber.

Eleanor had been escorted home, minutes be-fore. He expected she would leave again, soon, for another
dinner party.

Charles kicked open the front screen. "Hey, Duff! Kitchen faucet's lesking!™

The homely need somehow bolstered Duff. He laughed. "Washer coming up!” He had shut off the water
when Eleanor appeared—in ahouse dress.

"I thought—"



Sheread the thought. "I begged off, Duff. After al, | did say I'd beenill. I'm cooking tonight— thank
heaven! No more Cinderellal The coach isapunkin again and the horses are mice. And am | happy
about that!"

Duff nodded vaguely. He felt that women were impossible to understand. He tinkered with the faucet and
she came close, watching him. Therewas away her hair curved at the ngpe of her neck. Therewasa
certain shape of her eyesand aspecid light in them, atopaz light. A warmth and afemi-nitity about her.
She had lovely lips. And he knew the girl very well—though not, perhaps, well enough to do what he did,
which was to put down the wrench, take her in hisarms and kiss her, hard. Alarmed afterward, he let go.
"I'm sorry! | couldn't help it! I'm il distraught —judgment's shot!™
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Her eyesshone. "Sureis! You let go. Why?"

Duff turned away alittle. "I've tried to be a brotherly kind of aguy, Eleanor. It'sabeam | can't entirely
stay on. But after al, your type of man issomeredly elegant person, like Scotty."

"Scotty is pretty elegant,” she answered very softly. "He had abig crush on me. | had to kind of bust it
up—pretend | was crazy about six other lads. He caught on. | mean, he caught on towho | redly did
carefor. So he pitched in to help that guy. It's like Scotty.”

Duff nodded and his blue eyes were never more vague, more forlorn. "Then there is some-body."

Her first words of love were, "What does a girl haveto do in the case of scientisss—hire amar-riage
broker?Y ou dope! Y ou oaf! Y ou nitwit! Y ou precious dumbbel|!"

Marian, who had come quietly through the door, yelled, "Mother! Duff and El are having a quarrd!™

Her big sster ignored the interruption and went on talking to Duff in astrange voice, "Y es, there's
somebody! Somebody who ought to find out—seeing | phone dl over the country to get himwhen I'm
introuble! Seeing how jealous| am about his dating another girl! Somebody I've practically been married
to for ayear and ahalf! At leas, I've had him around, like ahusband. And we've had dl thetridsand
tribulations and
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domestic problems and discomforts and the scrimping and misery and work of marriage, to-gether.
Enough to know for sure we could make aswell team! And none of the joy, except a sort of—distant
companionship.”

"Mother,” Marian bawled jubilantly, "I waswrong! They're necking!" She added in mock horror, ™Y ou
better come out here and chaperon!™

Eleanor drew away alittle and said, "'I've loved you, you lug, snce the day you came slam-mering in
here, towering and shuffling, polite and uneasy, asking for aplace to board that was 'rea-sonable'!
Everything at the Y ateses is reasonable, Duff—even poor—and maybe we're crazy if we get married,
theway itis. But well make out. | know it!"

"About that," he said, and gulped, "maybe | ought to tell you. | just got ajob.”

THE END



