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Edi tor s Not e

THIS TOWN IS BIG ENOUGH FOR ALL OF US!

| had planned this month to write mething pithy about the decline of the
hardboiled market and the seriously discouraging trend toward 'hobby cozies'
and 'books with hooks'. Now, | know this site has a decided bias toward the
rougher side of crime, but honestly! Do you really want to edamlit cafsitting
knitters solving murders?

Raymond Chandler probably put it best when he said that it was important to
take murder out of the drawing room and put it back on the streets, where it
belongs.

Like | said, | had planned to write about thijt every time | put fingers to
keyboard my head would lock up like Marion Penitentiary on a Saturday night,
and nothing would flow. So | junked the idea. If you're reading this site, you
already know most of my gripes anyway.

Besides, there is good news the horizon.

Among the best of the news is the revival Biery Queen Mystery Magazine

Janet Hutchings, dBlack Mask - or at least a vague semblance of it. Every
other issue, Hutchings plans to include a classic hardboiled and a new
hardboiled stoy, using theBlack Mask header. That means that, six times a
year (more or less) those of us who like a little blood in our violence have a shot
at cracking the hardest market in mystery short fiction. It ain't much, but it's
more than we had last yeadig it the most.

Also, | am extremely pleased and proud to announce- thaits very first year
of existence- The Back Alley has garnered TWO DERRINGER AWARD
NOMINATIONS!

The Derringers are awarded each year by the Short Mystery Fiction Society, an
Internet gathering of almost a thousand mystery short story authors and
aficionados. Awards are given in four categories, based on story length. Finalists
were announced on Tuesday, April 1, 2008, and | can tell you that was a great
day in The Back Alley.
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John Weagly received a nomination in the 1@@DO0 Word Category for his
story In The Shadows Of Wrigley Fieldwhich appeared in our November
issue. John is a Chica@pased author who is also a playwright, and produces
theatrical works. He's also had atdé one other Derringer nomination that |
could determine, so he's really on a roll!

In the 800117500 Word CategoryPaper Walls/Glass Houseseceived a
nomination. This story was written by some guy named Eric Shane, and
appeared in our first issue, imnk 2007. | am very familiar with this Shane
fellow, as he has been sleeping with my wife for most of the last quarter century.
| shower with him every morning, and sometimes | even brush his teeth.

Okay, you got me. Eric Shane is the pseudonym | crdateshyself when it
became obvious that | had no future selling my books to New York publishers
under my original name. But that's another story.

Just to make it fair, | also submitted a story written under my own name, and
wouldn't you know it? It got nomated too!The Gospel According to Gordon
Black, an Eamon Gold short published Tinrilling Detectivés fall issue, is a
finalist in the 40048000 Word Category for the Derringers.

| would strongly urge you, if you are a member of SMFS, to wander over to
their site at yahoogroups.com and vote for these stories, so we can pull off a
strong finish when the awards are announced on May 15th.

The important thing is that a brand new hardboiled/noir webzine surged to the
front of the pack this year and stole awaith ONE EIGHTH of all the
nominations in the Derringer Awards. | can't tell you how proud | am of this
endeavor, and of all the authors who have graced its pages in its first three
issues, including that wacky group of funsters listed below.

My point is this- our commitment aThe Back Alleyis to bring you the finest
new hardboiled and noir literature and commentary, with absolutely no frills, in
the online marketplace. My good buddy Kevin Burton Smith just celebrated the
tenth anniversary of the Hirtof The Thrilling Detective Website, and | can't
wait for the day that we crack open a bottle of bubbly to do the same for this
guarterly madhouse of murder and mayhem.
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So, if you're returning for another hit at the ol' Back Alley bong, welcome back!
If it's your first time in the joint, then allow me to welcome you to the show. The
more the merrier!

Richard Helms, Editor The Back Alley

LINEUP FOR VOLUME I, NUMBER 3

TI'M WOHLFORT ldiesus GhristlsDead! made the #fADistingui shed
Mystery St or i es 02005BesttAmearican NysteryoStoBds n z | er 6 s

story of his was chosen for i nketsi on in the My
Do Us Part,edited by Hlan Coben published in August 2006 by Little Brown.

Dennis McMillan haspublished a Crip and Henrietta story as part ofthids

With Gunsanthology. He is a Pushcart Prize Nominee and has received a

Certificate of Excellence from the Dana Literarycity. Wohlforth has had

seventyfour short stories accepted for publication in print magazines, ezines,

and in twelve anthologiesde ceauthored the nefiction book,On The Edge:

Political Cults Right and Lefpublished by M.E. Sharpe.
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According to his website, Derringer Award NomirnkgSTIN GUSTAINIS
attended college at the University of Scranton, a Jesuit university that figures
prominently in several of his writirsg Following military service, he held a
variety of jobs, including speechwriter and professional bodyguard, before
earning a Ph.D. at Bowling Green State University in Ohio. Mr. Gustainis
currently lives in Plattsburgh, New York, where he is a Professor o
Communication at Plattsburgh State University. His academic publications
include the boolAmerican Rhetoric and the Vietham Wapublished in 1993.
His two novels in print aréhe Hades ProjectandBlack Magic Woman.

According to her blogCLAIR DICKSON is a bitter cynical Alternative High

School Teacher (do they hire anyone other?) with a dark sense of humor, a

weakness for word play, and a love of Crime Noir and Haleltbaletectives.

Writing is her bread, and teaching is her butte
and writing is her butteré or maybeé no, .. wel/l
teaching are her various breads and butters (I would apologize to Woody Allen,

but he never did so to me, so there we are). The best part of her job is that she

gets to teach fun courses like Movies vs. Books and read Raymond Chandler!

Her Bo Fexler stories have appearetfinzzle Flash Sons of SpadeYellow

Mama, MystericaltE, ard New Mystery Reader
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According to Amazon.comJOCHEM VAN DER STEEN has been writing

all his life. With the Internet he found a chance to share his work with the rest of

the world. His main influences include the old guys like Hammett and Chandler

as wel |l as wit slingers |ike Harlan Coben and
fan of alternative rock and comic books, which explains a lot of the pop culture

references in siwork. The proprietor of th8ons of Spadeebsite, Jochem

somehow manages to capture the essence of the American PI ethos, despite the

fact that he lives far away in the Netherlands. His Noah Milano AdweMWhite

Knight Syndrome was published in 2003.

GAY TOLTL KINMAN is a thregtime Agatha Award Nominee (strange to

see one dfhosein The Back Alley), an Eppie Award Winner and a Derringer
Award Nominee.She has published shosdtories inHandHeld Crime Shots
Detective Mystery Storiegutures, Crime and SuspensandMystericatE.

She ceedited a cookbook, and a book promotion publication for Sisters in
Crime, and was on the Board of SINC / LA. She comatdd workshops for

writers at California State University, San Bernardino; and ssholar for the
Library of Congress / UCLA "Women of Mystery" discussion groups. Kinman
has a library degree and a law degree. Judging by her picture, she's also a Fifth
Degree Jedi, but that's another genre...
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FRANK NORRIS holds a very special place in the history of noir fiction.
Despite his relative lack of renown today, aroumelturn of the twentieth

century he was setting the world on fire witlis naturalistic, dark stories of
doomed people. Many of the novels he produced during his tragically brief life
were later made into movies, suchMaran of the Lady Lettyand the

immensely classic silent fillBreed(1924, Erich von Stroheim), which was
based on his massive noWtTeague

Continuing in this issue, we present Part [IMETeague and attempt in each
issue to include some history or critical analysis of the indedilerary work
of Frank Norris.

BRUCE STIRLING'S poetry and prose appear in number of literary journals
including Out Of The Gutter andThieves JargonHis crime story "Woman
Want" was cewinner of the 2007 FisKnife Award for Short Crime Fiction.
He's also published fiction iDebris Eclectica Pen Pricks Bewildering

Stories Opium, andSensorotica

Bruce is a little camerahy, so we've substituted a piawof a guntoting
monkey. That'll teach him a thing or two about deadlines!
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ALVI N6S CHOI CE
A Crip and Henrietta Short Mystery

by
Tim Wohlforth

Tl M WOHL F ORtTd1iés8s Christ Is Deadi ma d eistinduishediMystery

Storie® | i st i n 2006 Best AfRezicaz MysterydSsoriesA story of his was

chosen for inclusion i n Deahéo WyPart editegby Wr i t er s of Amer
Harlan Coben published in August 2006 by Little Brown. Dennis McMillan has

published a Crip and Henrietta story part of hisPlots With Guns anthology. He is a

Pushcart Prize Nominee and has received a Certificate of Excellence from the Dana

Literary Society. Wohlforth has had sevefayr short stories accepted for publication in

print magazines, ezines, and welve anthologies

| was wheeling up the street towards the Cal campus in my chair when |
spotted her. Hard to miss Henrietta with her spiked green hair, rings in
eyebrows, nose, cult tattoos on her skinny bare arms, another ring in her exposed
naval torn jeans. Come to think of it she might just have blended in on
Tel egraph Avenue in Berkeley, t hough nowhere el
It was as if she was ready to strike in the face anyone who dared to smile at her.
A curled cobra with greenair and hostile green eyes.
Before she spotted me | quickly spun my wheels around almost colliding
with a clown on a unicycle. Then | took off down the street, heading back to my
home off Dwight. | heard puffing and wheezing. The damn woman was bearing
down on me. If only the sidewalk had been less crowded with students heading
for classes | knew | coul déve outrun her. Ther
less fit than Henrietta. Even some 300 pounders are in better shape.
| took pity on her and, facmthe inevitable, slowed down. She bashed into
my chair and broke out into spasms of coughing.

ATrying to kildl me , Crip?0 she said. ils th
Youdbre a motherfucker, a useless cripple, a no

Even forHenet t a t hat outburst was a bit mu c h . Cri
trut h. Mot her fucker , thatés a matter of opinio
drew the |line at freak. And she knew | did. Tha

I gl ared at her and slady. d hopefittoseu 6r e one damn
cigarettes kill you and fast. o

The students kept flowing around us. An argument between a man in a
wheelchair and a gredmired punk was not considered worth stopping for. She
stood there, holding onto the back of my chair, trying eb liack her breath.
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Then she muttered somet hing, swall owing the wo
them out.

AwWhat 20 | asked.

She repeated a weak, fASorry. o

I coul dnét bel i eve my earisapologizer ee things Hen

smile or cry. No smile was iavidence, but | distinctly heard an apology. And |
feared that puckered up face could at any moment break down into tears. That |

couldndt take. She mus-gizedpkeofismt. one massi ve King
AiDid | hear you right?0 | asked. oO0Youdre apol
iANot about the motherfucker business. You s a
ran. If you could run. You know what | mean. You were trying to kill me. But |
guess youbre not a freak. I mean a complete fre
AiHenrietta, stop whil e gyoNowwhatda head. I accep
you want ?0
AWho said | wanted anything?d6 she said. She

of Camels from her jeans pocket and lit up. She sucked in smoke like a whale
takes in air after a thousand foot dive. Then she blew smoke in my face because

she knew how much | hated it. She broke out in
iwel |, now that youdve checked, how about t ak
iCan | buy you a brew at Ral eighds?0
iYou buwyumeslure youbdbre feeling alright??o0
Aiwedbre friends, Cnéeed meuoknow that. You
fi need you? I 6m not the one doing the checki
i But you do. You just donét want to admit it
and all .o
Henrietta, the psychologist.
iCome on, Crip,0 she added.
fi Ok a y .smiled. | had to admit | did miss thedia for some
unfathomabl e reason. |l m Tom Bateman and | run

over the Internet. Digging up dirt for bucks. Kind of like the NSA but on a
somewhat more modest scale.

We headed back up Telegraph Avenue towards my favorite brewjkeb
we were a couple. Shit.

* k% k%

iSo whatoés going on?0 | asked as we sat in t
It was a chilly day, but they had the gas heaters on. | knew Henrietta would
insist on the outdoor area so she could smoke. And smekdighShe had me
coughing.

AiCan | order you a pint?06 | asked, as | pl ace
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Ral ei ghods was packed wi t h clusters of stud
swallowing quantities of brew, arguing about politics and poetics. | loved the
place,so goddamn alive. | never had a chance to go to college. Spent that time

in 6Nam and received in return a bullet in my s

college after rehab but something had changed in me. Not my love of books or

knowledge. And lenjoyed he f eel of a campus. Thatés why | |
I guess | lost the passion to achieve. That bullet that got me had been

random. Life was determined by chance. So what

with just living and selndulgent enough to read onlyhat | wanted to read,
not what was required.

| liked being paid to be a snoop. | had modest monetary needs. And the
chair? The chair and | had come to terms. What | lost physically in my lower
body | had more than made up for with developing my upper.body di dndt
consider myself handicapped or disabled, just different.

ANo brew for me. I cut that shit out, o Henri
health. o

iNever figured you for a health nut. No mor e

iMedi cinal. Great if youbve got cancer . 0

iBudu ydon6t have cancer. At | east not yet. o

ACrip, be serious. I need some advice. 0

Incredible. | found it hard to believe this lady really wanted my opinion on
something. There would be some hook, some price. Every time | had dealings
with her | got into trable. | made the mistake a while back of hiring her as my
l egs on a job that | coul dndét quite handle fror
She filled the air in my house with smoke, strew ashes over the furniture, tossed
Big Mac wrappers and catsigpked fries on the floor, and devoted her time to
i nsulting me. I insulted right back and she | o
alone.
| took a deep sip of the pint of Full Sail that had arrived and stumbled on,
AiHow can | help you?bo
AYou remember Al vin?o0
idw could | forget him? Nearly got me kill ed
Henriettads boyfriend, Al vin, was a pot far
recently in Pelican Bay. He dragged me into a confrontation with the mob that
ended ina shoat u t . That s bendofthéfellew, dxeept Alvirntish
exceptionally good at ducking bullets, running away, and leaving me to deal
with the killers. Some tough guy.

AYou know how he feels about his race, 0 she s
Al vinds body was covered with Nazi and white
ALi ke heds part of the persecuted majority, r
AHeds not prejudiced. Some of his best custon

10
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ABl acks. Very broadminded of him.o

AAl vinds | i ke that. Heéds got this sweet natur

Al noticed. Whatt atboodoed han WIKKs ar m?o0

AiYoubve never really tried to get to know hin

Ailf the point of this meeting is a reconcild@
forget about i1t.0

AfiHeds about to do something stupid, o0 Henriett

AThat 6s not new. 0

iltdés not his fauby. e ended up in Pelican B

AYoudbre not going to claim he was innocent?0

iwhat 6s that got to do with anything? | me a
caught. Alvinéds smart. Just bad luck. o

iSo whatodés going on this time?0

I knew | shoul dndt evewaydmightaswelt she woul d t e

get it over with. | waved my empty pint glass at the barmaid, a blond college girl
wearing a tight Peoples Republic of Berkeley tee shirt and low cut jeans that

exposed a flat tummy and a marvdlous navel. An
Henriettads. I sensed | would need the ale. I (
wasnbét going to involve me in one of Alvinds sc

She must have sensed my resistance because
advi ce, CrilpbsthattdsWwhatltle. Bl oods. That s the p
protected Alvinbés ass when he was at Pelican Ba

fi get the picture. o0

iHe owes t hem. And now that heébdés out theyodre
not just the Bl oods. I'tdos al l of them. o

anAl I of who?o

fi T h e dsBaredirked to the American Nazi Convergence, the Church of
Aryan ldentity, and the Avengers ofthe @ r n . 0

iGreat crowd. 0

iYou know me, Crip. Il 6m not political. Chi ||
but sods my parents and theydre fuckers. o

First time Iheard her mention her parents. | had figured she was found
under a rock when the Stones played Altamont.

AAl vinbds just a businessman, 0 she continued.

abortion one way or another. Heltped pay for one
take out an abortion doctor. o
AShit!o

Even for Alvin this was a bit much. And the problem was | believed
Henrietta. There were fanatics out there and some were killers. There was
nothing worse than a killer who believed God was on his side. Look .at 9/|

11
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AiNot kidding, Crip. The Avengers are totally
They view a doctor who performs abortions as a mass murderer. So they want to
take 6éem out . The Reverend I ke of the Church o
justifies such killings. o

AThey kil a nlife. Makesa & lot oftsense bfend what does
Al vin think?o0

ifiHeds wupset He says ités wrong to kill unl
Heds got his principles. o

iSo whyés he going to kill this doctor??o

iOorders. o

AFrom whom?o

firfThe White Bl oods. They c¢claim itds an act
somebody in the Bloods is getting paid off by someone in the Avenger crowd or
the Reverend | ke. o

AWhy doesnét Alvin just say no?0

AThe Bl oods wil/l take Alvin out. o

iYou want edd myeméevi tcei an Tell the cops. o0

iYou got to be kidding. Then the Bloods take

She was in deep Godzilla do@o. Damn her. | had never met a person
who got into the kind of messes she stumbled into. Why | ever bothered to help
heroutldi dndét know. This time was even wor se. It
Henrietta. An innocent doctoroés I|ife was at st a

Ailtodos all wrong, 0 She continued. AAl vinbds a
reputation if he takes out some doctor under orders fronprihrifers. You
know how divisive the abortion issue is Tol dé

ANot to mention its effect on the doctor. o

AiNow heds pissed at me. Says | dondt under st
get raped i n pri s omnace s&why should | réspactdife? r espect m
He started preaching at me about | ife for Chri
the Supreme Court. That 6s not Al vin. I think
him. What ére we going to do?0

i We ?0

il f that ddodt dore dieesauistt wou did nothing. o

iThereds nothing | can do. o

AFuck you, o0 she said as she got up and began

AWait.o

She turned.

AWhat ?20

AiYou forgot to pay. o

She reached into her pocket, then shook her
home. 0

12
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She turned gain and headed for the door.

AiHenrietta, o | shouted after her.
She stopped.

iCome back. o

She was right. | had to do something.

* kk k%
iwWwedbre going to stop him,0 | said staring int
She had returned to her seat opmositme i n Ral ei ghés pati o. I hear

above the low hum of human voices, looked up and spotted six Canadian Geese
flying in formation overhead. They seemed determined to go somewhere and |
doubted that it was back to the frozen North. More likely neagke Merritt.

Talk about illegal immigrants.

ANo way am | going to Il et him kildl a doctor ,
AfBetter not hurt Alvin or 1611é& 16I1.0

AYoudl I what ?0

ATel | the Bl oods it was you. O

ifSome friend. o

il stand by Alvin no matter what. oo

ATrue | ove. O

Herrietta was funny that way. She had one decent triyalty. Maybe
that was the reason why | put up with her. There were so many out there smiling
in your face and fucking you behind your back. A lot of them had degrees and
tittes and worked supposedlprfthe disabled community. And | hate being
patronized by people who would prefer to look the other way when someone

whobés disabled comes down the street. Wedre | uc
prefertobe treatedas peopl e. Henrerefreshiagbs i nsults could b
AFuck off, 0 she said. i knew | shoul dnét bot

Alright, she did have a strange way of expressing her affection.
She made an effort to get up again. | reached over and pulled her back
down.

i The tr ou khdeyoumhoyfriend is gou think everything can be

handled with violence. Did you ever try thinkin
iwhat 6d you mean?od
fi mean | wil |l stop Al vin. I mean | wil/l do

it, try not to hurt him or anyone else. | promise you tBat. before | go around
shooting at people, | intend to use my brain. We need to stop this killing by
going to the source. 0

AThe source?o0

13
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iThe person who put out the hit request . M
Reverend lke or at least he knows who it is. Wetlgetit order withdrawn, the
doctor is saved, Alvin doesnd6t get h

Henriettads scowl |l essened slightl
Mi ght wor k. o
So tell me everything you know about this |Kk
Not hind O6cept h e dowracsttage lori Howecmbauthec h i n a r un
etery in Oakland. o
Last name?o0
Prune. Something I|ike that. o
Come on, Thatédés not a name. 0
Pru something. I got it. Pruit
Now webdbre getting somepl ace. I
How did you know?o
Never h e aafode. And theheiare ndi a lot white racists in
land. Or at | east open ones. 0
I remember Alvin saying -whitepladee. how he came f
y wanted to separate from America. o
Il daho. o
That 6s it. o
Hayden Lake. 0
How6d you know??o
I r epaadp etrhsee. You ought to try it.o
The papers are filled wi tThbwloiee s . You shoul d
ut Alvin. They convicted him even before he
thought you said he was guilty. o
hat doesnoét mean he slmGrip,dhisvise been convi ct
u. s. of A. It o upposed to be a free count
o all criminal hould go free. 0
f reds
y

urt.o
y. As cl ose

t
s he new to th

Oa

Th

ab

t h

St iSO ooy oo ot i NSO o o it 3 Dt

o n v

s
s
course not. Th some r eal bad asses U
I had | et myself in for another one of
societyl didnot know. I suppose | hoped that one t
her, at least understand the weird logic that filled her head.

fiDo you know the doctordés name, the t

i No, nothing |ike that daAlgeirnmeaiod i f

It was time to get on with it. A life was at stake.

AiLetdéds go,o0 | said as | backed my chair out
a turn.

i me and
| knew,

You go ahead. |l 81l catch up. o
No. Il &dm not | etting you out of my sight unti
You dasbét me?0

Ot St D

14
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ANo. o
AFuck off. 0
She pulled her crumpled pack of Camels out of her jean pocket, shoved a
bent cigarette into her mouth and lit up. But when | started to wheel the chair out
of the patio, she followed. | looked back. What a sight. A tattoo fata that
looked like a crossed between Alvin and Gilroy glared at me, her navel forming
the mout h. A ring protruded as if it came fro
elastic band of her panties acted as a curtain leaving to the imagination the lower
portion d Alvin. Green poked through the hole in her crotch. Color coordinated
with her spiked hair. Henriettads kind of fashi

* kk k%

| drove my van down a oraock continuation of Howe Street that dead
ended in a cemetery. The sun had setolld barely make out a large
crematorium that hovered over us on a hill to the left. The yellow glow of a
weak street l amp illuminated Rever end |l keds r
Victorian and attached buildings. If the place had been kept up, it vwawiel
been quite appealing. The cottage sported a peaked roof, gingerbread trim, and
carved moldings. However, the place needed paint, vines crept up its sides, the
l awn in front hadndét been cut in years, and t al
side.
On the other side a rotted garage containing a classic black Caddy
haphazardly filled a space connecting the house to an adjoining cottage painted a
sickly ochre with a tarpaper roof. The whole scene shouted time warp, a fitting
habitat for a man who no doulrhented the passing of the good old cross
burning days.
At first | thought the attached shack was uninhabited, but then | noticed an
electric meter on its side, a small cross in the window, and a sign proclaiming in
Gothic | ettering IAdiéhret iGhyuroc hl tofdiAdrnybatn appear a
particular brand of Christianity was flourishing. Just as well.
Henrietta had spent the afternoon curled up on my couch sleeping while |
toiled away at Google supplemented with LeMisxis. Lexis lists all legal
actins in the country and Nexis contains newspaper accounts and much much
else. Well worth the subscription price. The Reverend lke maintained a website,
but more importantly scored prominently in both lists. The man had a very good
reason for leaving ldaho drl had some hard questions to ask him. But | needed
more, a witness to his skullduggery. | turned to my skip trace source, available
only to |licensed Pl s. Within minutes | could f
number, place of employment, spouse, chiidrine school they went to, net
worth, religious affiliation, you name it. | made couple of phone calls to confirm

15
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what | had unearthed and felt prepared for our meeting. Our dear Reverend was
in for a surprise.
| pulled the van up to the curb just past tomplex. The shadow of the
arched entrance to St. Marybés Cemetery | oomed
positioned my chair on the lift in the back of the van, pressed the controls, and
was lowered to the sidewalk. A possum waddled by, ratty tail swingiagljrge
for the cemetery. Henrietta joined me. | scooted up the street and stopped in
front of the Victorian house. | faced steep steps. No way was | getting into that
place.

iwhat now, Crip?o0

AYou go in and tell the Rewerend weoll meet h
iSanctuary?o

AiLi ke in church. The cottage past the garage.
ASuppose he doesnd6t want to meet you?o

AJust tell him we have a mutual interest in &

Henrietta walked up the steps and faced a rickety dbere a glass panel
had been replaced by plywood. No bell. She pounded on the door. It opened and
Henrietta disappeared. | used the time to make a phone call. Two minutes later
she emerged, followed by an old man with a receding but still brown haaline,
thin mustache and creased face. He had the shriveled neck of a turtle, wore a
white shirt with a bolo tie featuring a Confederate flag clasp, and a tan fringed
leather jacket. Not the kind of guy that would blend in that well in Oakland. Do
better in Hgden Lake. But on this weird cul de sac surrounded by the dead,
whodéds to notice?
He stared at me, | nodded, spun wheels, and headed towards the church
building. Ike and Henrietta followed. | stopped at the pathway leading to a side
door. lke strode past manlocked a large brass padlock, swung open the door,
and turned on the lights.
| entered a hall filled with perhaps fifty folding chairs. A pulpit dominated
the far end of the room. Behind the pulpit hung a large blue banner featuring a
red cross thrusdi agonal ly through a gold c¢crown. The w
Must o were written above and AFor Our Cause |s
stood next to the pulpit. The Reverend lke headed straight for it. Even an
audience of two was an opportunity to preacholled to the front, Henrietta

followed.
AwWhat the fucké?0 she began to say.
AShhhéodo | whispered
AiwWel come to The Church of Aryan Il dentity. o
NnSo?0 Henrietta asked.
AWedre part of the worl dwide Christian |l denti
chosen race. 0
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AWich one is that?0 she asked. No way was |

AThe White, European peopl es. You ar e, I as ¢
Reverend was pissed.

AiMy bl ood is none of your fucking business, 0

AiYou a mongr ell e?part mud peo

AWhy you motherfucker é0 She prepared to | eap
and held her back.

AfiLet me expl ain, Reverend, o | quickly interve

discuss religion or race for that matter. However, we do have a mutual interest in
amrtion doctors. o

i A h , -lifep Jewash doctors are out there killing thousands of the unborn
everyday and nobody does anything about it It
the world. We wil!/| not allow these murderers to

Ike nolonger looked at us. He held out one hand as if conducting a choir of
angels, closed his eyes and preached to the heavens.

Before Henrietta could answer him, | spoke.

iwWedre not here becausel iwfeerasgr eWe dwiet hheywoeu or
because we abshave a stake in abortion doctors. We believe in their right to

l'ife. o
AiYou tel]l 6em Crip,0 Henrietta said.
iYou could say webve come to save you, o0 | sai
iwhat ére you talking about?0 | kebs voice was
well what | was talking abdu
Al ol | be frank. We know you had the White BI
abortion doctor. They have forced Alvin, a friend of Henrietta here, to carry out
the hit. I f he doesndt then they wild.l take him
iNone of that has cammny@&thimegl p oi tdoi fwia hgamed Ghr
white man | ike Alvin decides to carry out the L
to do with it, | applaud the young manbs courag
il dm cl early not getting thrqugdgh 6tso you, 0 | ¢
you 1611 hold responsible. o | paused for emphas

He glared at me and asked weakly.

OHow do you plan to do that?o

il 6ve been doing some research on you. Re me mt
name of Melissa Smith? You seduced her whlem was only twelve. She gave
birth to your child at thirteen. o

ALies, all Iies. o
There was a knock on the door of the sanctuary.
ACome in, Melissa, o | shouted.
A twenty-one year old black woman walked in the door. Plump figure, her
soft browneyesexpses ed defi ance. | had called her while
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house to let her know the meeting would be in the sanctuary. She held the hand
of a skinny eightyearold light-skinned girl in blue jeans and a Harry Potter tee

shirt.

AThat him?0 | asked.

iY®s.She turned to her child and said, iAngel
Mommy will be out shortly.o

Then she turned back to the Reverend.

AYou hypocrite, 0 she shouted. AMy mom cl eane:q

staring at me when | came with her. Then one day gsked me into your
bedroom. You told me to kneel by the bed and pray. Then you forced me to strip
naked and you dragged me into the bed. o

AWhy you fucker, 0 Henrietta said. She had hir

iltdéds her word against mine, 0 he said.

iThat 6si t het wag in Hayden Lake eight years a
rumors first appeared in the newspapers about
town in a hurry. She foll owed you here, di dné
support. Youdbve been pawimpdy ehern. tWant DINA?®i ve a

AYou wil!/ not humiliate me. o0

AiThis matter could be |l eft to Melissa and yo

willingness to continue with the present arrangement. It would be better for
Angel. However, | may go to the press with the storyy Alenial on your part
not backed up by a blood sample will be dismissed. What will your flock think?

Mi scegenation is a sin in your church. Theyo6l |
intercourse with a twelvgearol d i s st atutory rape. ltds wup t
withdr aw the contract on the abortion doctor, I

The Reverend glared at me. He was a man who had devoted his whole life
to hate and right that minute all that hostility was focused on me. But | had him
and he knew it.

il &m not oadamiyttthiinngg,t but ités too | ate to s
Bl oods. 0

AThe Bl oods?0 Henrietta said. AAl vin said it

iThat 6s what he thought, d | ke said.

fi get it, o | sai d. AAl vin takes out the doc
way to trace the hitbac t o t hem or you. And you bl ame Al vi
prochoice crowd. 0

AYou scumbag! o Henrietta | eapt at Il ke, smash

feet. She had this karate kick thing. He fell to the floor with Henrietta on top of
him, scratching at his eyesgding her green nails into his flesh. Henrietta could
be a tiger.
AHenrietta, stop!o | shouted. #AThatoés not goi
She didndt stop.
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iUse your head. Il ke here needs to tell us t |
Ot her wi se we candt stop Alvin.o
Shelifted herself off Ike, who shrank to the corner of the room.

AOkay | ke, give us the pl an. Youbre into sal
save yourself now is to help us stop Alvin.o

iltdéds too |l ate.o He | ooked at his watch. fACor

iWhere? Who?o0

AfiThe targetdés Doctor Rachel Fein, when she

clinic, at the Planned Family Center on Macarthur near Telegraph, next to the
Royal Motel .o
| pulled out my cell phone, dialed information for the phone number of the
clinic, and called. | got a voice recording. Fuck.
ifiLet s go, 0o | said to Henrietta, spinning m
towards the sanctuaryés door .
| turned and faced the quivering racist.

iReverend, you get on your ptwanhe and track dc
them hounding Alvin in the future. Or any of you killing doctors. And | suggest
you start praying that | stop Alvin and the Bl o

* k k k%

i Wh at do we do now?0 Henrietta asked as we c
towards Macarthur. Luckily, the cliimwas only about five minutes away.

Al 6l 1 think of something. o

iwhat vyoudre saying is you havendt any idea v

iJust shut up, Henrietta. For once in your
cl osed. I candédt think if youdre talking. o

She gloweredatmeubt kept qui et. Silence didndét hel p.

foggiest idea what to do. We had a doctor to save from amdAkting
boyfriend and there was the no small matter of a mob of racfsi@x thugs. In
ten minutes we could very well be among thepses piled up on the street in
front of the clinic.
| knew one thing and one thing only somehow | would protect that
doctor . | f I died so be it. | 8dd faced death Dbe
Oakl and. I wasnoét sur e killihngyofOr. Fdinebut so strongly
damn it, | did. Henrietta, by informing me of the coming hit, burdened me with
preventing it.
Then it came to me. | could see Alvin lying in the darkness stalking Fein
with a rifle the way | h ahd sameas facingt al ked i n 06Na
your Killer eye to eye. That doctor was being reduced to no more than an
innocent deer running blindly through a forest. | was not about to allow that.
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And we were talking about a doctor at the other end of the scope. Doctors saved

mein6 Nam when | got that bull et in my spine. I
payback time.
I reached Macarthur, turned and sl owly dr ove

want to cause attention. Then | swung-tunn at Telegraph and proceeded up
the other side of therget. | paused across from the facility. The building was
constructed like an American Embassy in an Al Qaeda controlled céustieg!
screens where windows should be, no sign out front, bombproof | suspected. A
carport occupied the front portion of tfiest floor. It was separated from the
sidewalk by a high wroughiton fence. An entrance permitted only one car in or
out.

I nside the carport a floodlight revealed onl
Made sense from a security point of view. Patientsdoutors could drive right
in and out avoiding hostile pickets on the sidewalk. All Dr. Fein would have to
do tonight was walk out the clinic door at the rear of the carport, step into a
brightly-lit area, get in her car, and then exit. | therefore assuineeplan was to
hit the car on its way out of the facility.

Where would Alvin be? A huge elm, taller than the building, dominated
the front. | saw a slight movement in its shadow. He must be hiding behind it.
No sign of the Bl ootisawaybut | knew they werenot

| started the van, drove until there was a break in the median, and made
another tturn, then pulled to the curb about fifteen feet from the building.
Finally a plan came to me. Probably suicidal, but a plan.

ican | speak?0 Henrietta snarl ed.

fi Bu listen to me, and you listen carefully. | expect you to do exactly what
| tell you. No questions asked, not the slightest deviation from my instructions.

Or el se Fein, Alvin, you and | die. 0
AYou serious?o
iNever more so in my entire |ife. o
iRemembercopsn. We stop Alvin but he canébt go
know what the Bl oods will do to him there. o
iHed !l | get his chance, but webre saving that
iwe have only a minute or two. Il 6m getting out

char on the sidewalk. You reach over and drive the van, using the hand
controls. Simple really. Proceed very slowly up the street towards the clinic. Be

sure the van is between me and the road at all/l
|l eave youreTAbhvds whe You proceed to the carpo
it pull the emergency break and fal/l to the f
happens. o

AwWhat do you expect to happen?90

AShit. o
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And you?o0
I 61l tackle Al vin.o
How do you plan to do that?o0
My pembo
| scooted the chair back, lowered it with the lift, and started down the
sidewalk. Henrietta followed with the van as instructed. | paused a second to
pull out my cell and speed dial 911. Tucking the phone under my chin, | called
for police backup akcontinued down the street. Alvin would get his chance to
get away, but the safety of Fein was more important. So far everything was
going according to plan, but it was too damn quiet. | knew the Bloods were out
there somewhere.
Did Alvin noticeus? ld dndét think so. He was preoccupied
the hit. | could make him out now, rifle in hand, behind the tree. | was only five
feet away. | spotted a figure in a white coat in the carport area. In seconds she
had ducked into a Toyota Prius. Good.
Now. | spun my wheels as if | were racing in the Special Olympics,
heading straight for Alvin. Henrietta gunned the engine of the van and plowed
its frontend directly into the gap in the fence. Alvin got off a shot at the van just
as | bashed my chair intarh. He fell to the ground.
I swung the chair over, falling to the ground next to Alvin, using the seat as
a temporary shield. Alvin reached for his gun and began to rise.
fiNo! o | shouted, pulling him back down. At t
SUVs sped dowrthe street, Uzis sticking out windows. The cars stopped in
front of the clinic, bullets sprayed the van and us. The noise was deafening.
Al vin screamed. Hedd been hit. I |l ooked down ¢
bleeding, but | felt nothing.
The one advaage of being crippled.
iLetés go, 0 | yell ed at Al vin. I used my han
my body as | slithered towards the van. Kind of like a snake. | have great
strength in my arms from weight lifting and wheelchair racing. Alvin followed
me. Bulets struck the sidewalk spewing concrete in my eyes. | kept crawling. |
was back in O6Nam, jungl e around me, snipers fi
trees, howling.
Somehow | reached the van. Sirens. Roar of engines, screech of tires as the
SUVs took of. Silence. The Bloods were gone. Henrietta began screaming.

o 1 e 1 en ! Sen 1]

Aiwho the Hell was that?0 Al vin asked.
AYour friends, the Bloods. You okay?0o0
AiThanks, Dude, o0 Alvin muttered.

Bullet eyes that matched his dense black etwspped hair softened just
slightly. He raised himself from the ground, his tank top revealing bulging
biceps covered with tattoos. The swastika on his left arm was now partially

21



The Back Alley Webzine, Volume 1, Nunter

obscured by bl ood. I could barely make out the
Sprinting towards Telegraph, he cadihis AK47 in his other hand.
Three cop cars, sirens blaring, swung around the van. Cops pulled their
guns out of their holsters and surrounded me. A young woman with glasses and
short curly hair, wearing a white coat, joined the circle. Then | heaedrsing
coming from the van. Two cops dragged a scratching, spitting Henrietta out and
onto the sidewalk. They cuffed her.

iYou the one who made the 911 call ?0 a cop as
AfYes. O
AWhat 6s going on?o0

AiDunno. Henrietta and lecpndosns. Badteropped by t o p
safe than sorry. | was in my chair heading for the entrance of the clinic when
these two black SUVs passed by spraying us and the front of the building with
bull ets. I called 911. Henrietta crashed into
cr awl to the van and check her out. Then you gu
iwe donét di spense condoms outside regul ar of
Al was misinformed. 0

The End

Copyright © 2008, by Tim Wohlforth
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Dan Bright waved to his daughter Shelly, who had just boarded the school
bus and found a seat at the window. She waved back, but was then drawn into a
conversation with two other fourraders sitting nearby. They were still
conferring, solemn as diplomatghen the bus pulled away from the curb.

A few minutes later, Bright let himself in through the front door of his big,
old house and walked down the length of the central hallway to the kitchen,
from which the scents of breakfast still lingered.

His first g¢ep into the kitchen revealed that his wife Marilyn was still sitting
at the dinette table, a cup of coffee in front of her. But something had changed:
her posture, usually relaxed and lazy in the morning, had given way to tension
and alertness.

Bright's rext step showed him why. There was a man sitting opposite his
wife, a man with sunglasses and a hat and a gun.

The gun, a big automatic, was resting on the dinette table, its barrel lined
up with the center of Marilyn Bright's chest.

Bright stood perfectlystill. The man glanced up, showing no surprise at
Bright's return.

icome on in," he drawled. "Join the party."
Before Bright could say anything, another male voice spoke from directly

behind him.
iGo on, sit down . Y o Hell, wheylme' niot elee | at e f or wor

expectin' you 'til around 9:30."
As Bright walked stiffly over to the table, the first man said with a grin,
AYeah, aindt bdatkershowhoat t hey cal l

* k% % %
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Louise Fitzsimmons fished a couple of Advil out of the bottle shé ikep
her desk and washed them down with a mouthful of lukewarm coffee. Every
tree, flower and bush in town was apparently blooming this morning, and the
pollen had Louise's sinuses pounding like a jackhammer.

She tried to ignore the pain and concentatehe computer printout in
front of her. It was a record of the bank's financial activity from the day before
and Mister Bright always asked her for a brief summary as soon as he arrived in
the morning. She checked the clock on her desk: just past 8ctdeéd to
hurry, then. It was Louise's job as Assistant Manager to open up at 8:00, but the
bank was closed to customers until 10:00, and Mister Bright never arrived
before 9:30. There was plenty of time.

But half a minute later, as Louise looked up & bund of the employees'
door opening, she realized that there was no time left at all, because Mister
Bright, impossibly early, had come through that door and was headed straight
for her office. Louise's headache took a sudden turn for the worse.

Trailing along behind Mr. Bright was a man Louise had never seen before.
He wore a Panama hat and aviattyle sunglasses with a navy blue suit, and for
an instant Louise flashed on an image of Hannibal "The Cannibal" Lecter from
that movie she'd seen on HBQutlshe banished the frivolous thought at once.

Nancy Burgess, the head teller, called to the stranger from behind the
counter. "Sir, I'm sorry, but the bank isn't open y&i.? Sir!"

Without breaking stride, Mr. Bright turned his head toward Nancy and
snapped, "Shut up he's with me!"

Even from where she was sitting, Louise Fitzsimmons could see Nancy's
eyes widen. Mr. Brighhevertalked to employees like that. Hell, Louise had
heard him fire people with more politeness than most executives wesald u
when hiring them.

As Mr. Bright reached the door of her office, Louise saw that his face was
pale and tight, like a cancer patient whose Demerol is overHeeplopped
down in one of Louise's visitor chairs, but his companion remained standing
near tle door. After a silent nod to Louise, the stranger turned his attention to
the counter, behind which the four tellers were preparing for the day's business,
even as they gossiped in whispers about Bright's outburst.

"Louise," Mr. Bright said, "I've got aroblem, a big one, and I'm going to
need your help."

Louise nodded, her puzzlement growing by the sectwdking up at the
other man, she said,

"Sir -- I'm, sorry, but | don't know your name you're welcome to sit
down, if you like."
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The man tuned to her again and, with a slight smile, shook his h&adn
he went back to his survey of the tellers.

"Mister Bright," Louise began, "I dont"

"They've got Marilyrf

Louise's mouth remained open, but no sound came out.

"They'll kill her if we don't do exactly what they want,” Bright said
grimly.

"They, uh, | mean- theywhad?"

Bright jabbed a thumb in the direction of the stranger. "This one and his
partner."

Louise closed her eyes for a moment and shook her head. "I'm sorry,
Mister Bright, | don't mean to be stupid, | really don't, but | just don't
understand what's going on."

Bright took in a big breath and let it out slowly through his nose.

"I know, Louise, it's a shock.'He spoke slowly, deliberately. "I feel like
I've been poleaxed,myself. But | need you with me dhis. Will you help me,
Louise?"

Louise had started nodding before Bright finished speaking. "Ye€Xir.
course, sir. Whatever | can do."

"All right, then. Let me try to explain this mess we're in. There isn't a lot of
time."

Louise nodded again, frown lines furrowing her brow.

"I walked Shelly to the school bus stop this morning. | wasn't gone more
than fifteen minutesWhen | got home, there were two strange men waiting,
this guy-" Bright pointed with his chin,-*and another one. They must have
been waiting for me to leave before they broke in. They had glinsy said
they'd kill us both if | didn't agree to do what they wanted. | believed them. | still
do."

Bright leaned forward in his chair. "They want me to hidlem rob the
bank, Louise."

Louise Fitzsimmons said nothing, but her eyes started blinking rapidly,
making her look like the ingenue in some old silent movie.

"The other man is still in my house, with my wife. She's a hostage, Louise.
Both these guys hawell phones. They showed me."

As if on cue, the man standing by the office window reached into the
pocket if his suit coat and produced a gray cellular phone, held it for a moment
where Louise could see it, then replaced it in his pocket. He did allisof th
without once taking his eyes from the tellers' counter.

"If I don't do what they want," Bright said grimly, "or of anything goes
wrong, this man will call his partner, who will run. But before he leaves my
house, he told me, he'll take a few minutelewve me a 'present,’ as he called it.
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He said it would be something that would give me an upset stomach for the rest
of my life."

Bright's voice broke on the last couple of words, but he regained control
with a visible effort that took at least half a mia.

Finally, he said, "Now you know why | need you on my side, Louise. Will
you help me?"

"Of course | will, Mister Bright. Anything you want, you know that."

"We have to play this their way, until I'm sure that Marilyn is safe. That
means no police, NBBI, nothing. Understand?"

"Yes, sir."

"And they already know about the various tricks that we use during
robberies. They've apparently done themework' Bright's voice was bitter.

"So, no dye packs, none of the marked bills, no taking bills out ofitéeer
that sets off the silent alarm. None of that, understand?"

Louise sent a single, terrified glance in the direction of the man in the
Panama hat, then turned back to her boss. "Yes, sir, | understand. Completely."
"l hate this as much as you do,ibgk me," Bright said. "But until Marilyn

is safe, they're calling the tune."

He stood up.

"They had me bring suitcases in my car, to hold the money. Once | get
them, he and | will be going behind the counter, to the tellers' drawers and then
the vault.While I'm out getting the suitcases, | want you to talk to the tellers.
Explain the situation, and tell them we need their quiet cooperation. Be very
sure you make clear what's at stake here, all right?"

Louise got to her feet. "Yes sil¥ou can rely on ra, Mister Bright."

As she wal ked on unsteady | egs toward the
Fitzsi mmons thought about her bossés wife, who

Poor Marilyn, she must be terrified.hope thesdastards don't hurt her

* k% k%

Marilyn Bright lay naked and spreaghgled, her wrists and ankles tied to
the four posts of the queeize bed she normally shared with her husband. Her
blonde hair was in wild disarray now, her lipstick smeared, her taut body
covered with a sheen of perspiration.

The man grunting on top of her was the same one who had been sitting at
the family breakfast table when Dan Bright returned from seeing his daughter
off to school. The man had been lightly disguised then, with a hat and big
sunglasses. But he had takeodh articles off some time ago, along with the rest
of his clothes.
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As the man thrust into her, over and over, Marilyn Bright strained and
writhed against her bonds, leaving angry red marks on her flesh. Eyes closed,
breath coming in gasps, she was whiggeinto the ear of the man, whose face
was buried in tYee liks thatlile thatfoh Goe,rSteveeyesk . f
just like that, faster, yes, just like that, baby, oh yes, oh my Gagss . . . 0

* kk k%

Daniel Bright carried the two biguitcases behind the bank's service
counter, placed them on the nearest desk, and opened them. The four female
tellers were staring at him as if he had just beamed down from a spaceship.

"Listen to me," Bright said, his voice harsh with tension. "I knbwat t
Louise has brought you into the picture, but | want to be sure that everyone
understands what's at risk here."

He looked at each of them in turn, his gaze both angry and pleading at the
same time. "I know what you've been trained to do in the evemtafbery- |
ought to, since I'm the one who trained you. But we're faced with a situation that
the training wasn't designed for. If anyone here trips a silent alarm, my wife
Marilyn dies, probably quite horribly. If anyone tries to sneak a dye packhn w
the money, my wife dies. After the two of us leave here, if anyone calls the
police or FBI before hearing from me, my wife dies."

Bright made a gesture toward the man in the Panama hat and sunglasses.
"And | should mention that the threat against mfevisn't the only one to worry
about. He's carrying a guti The man briefly pulled back his suit jacket to
reveal the pistol stuck in his waistbanekhd I'm convinced that he's prepared
to use it, if necessary. Don't any of you bet your life that had:8 n

Bright paused for a deep breath then continued, sounding a little calmer.
"Look, | know how galling this is- believe me, nobody hates it more than | do.
After we leave here, this man is going to drop me off someplace where I'll have
a long walk to gt to a phone. After that, it'll be our turn: the authorities will be
notified, and we'll all be giving statements and answering questions and looking
at mug shots for days, probably. But right now, | need you, all of you, to help
me save my wife's life. W you do that-- for her sake?"

The nods and murmurs of assent were unanimous. "All right, then," Bright
said quietly. "Thank youl won't forget this."

He turned to the man in the Panama hat.
asked gri msyd drTehveertsedd e

Receiving a nod of assent, Bright said
open up the vault, please? Thatdés going to

* k% % %
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"Untie my hand," Marilyn Bright said. "The right onéwant a cigarette.”

"Sure," the man maed Steve said. As he approached the bed he added, "I'll
untie all four of 'em, if you want. We got time."

"No, better not. If you do, | might forget and get out of bed. Don't want to
spoil the crime scene."

The man finished unknotting the cord from herisiyr handed her a
cigarette from his pack, and lit it. "Don't matter none," he said with a shrug. "I'l
truss you all up tight again before | go."

She shook her headl don't want to take the chance that these rope burns
won't match up with the way I'nied," she said. "Don't forget: the FBI will be
going over this place with a fireoth comb. They'll check every little body
hair, every bit of fibed and every drop of your joy juice, which | can feel
leaking out of me even now."

He looked, then with a ndlleer said, "Damn, you're right. And a mighty
pretty picture it do make, too."

She took a drag on her cigarette then said, "It wouldn't be so pretty if the
forensics experts found a few drops of it in the kitchen, or someplace. She made
her voice lower,n mimicry of a man's‘Now Mrs. Bright, do you expect this
court to believe that the intruder you've described tied you up, raped you, and
then untied you and allowed you to wander around your house, leaving small
guantities of his semen everywhere yout®en

In her normal voice, she said, "No, it's better if | stay like this."

He nodded his understanding and continued to stand there quietly,
watching her smoke, noticing how careful she was not to let any ash fall on her.

After a few minutes he said, "Swhen are you gonna give hubby the
news?"

She extinguished her cigarette carefully.

"Which news?"

"About you and me About our plans."”

"That's going to have to wait awhile, until all the fuss has died down,
which could take some time. This bank robbergoing to attract a hell of a lot
of attention-- FBI, State Police, the media, God knows who else. Dan and | are
going to be under the microscope, probably for months, and we'll have to act
completely normal." She smiled ruefully. "So that means I'mksiith the big
dummy a little longer. Think I'm worth waiting for?"

He smiled back.

"Lady, Knowfouark"i no

"Well, all right, then. You just see that yalo wait, instead of taking up
with some bimbo. I'm not losing you now, after all we've béeough."
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"You know, | been thinkin." His smile was gone now. "When you do get
around to tellin' Danmpoy that you want a divorce, he's liable to get pretty ugly
about it. And even if he don't, you'd most likely end up with only half of what
he's got, anyay."

She nodded thoughtfully. "Yes, that's tru@éommunity property, and all
that."

"Besides, how you gonna hit him up for half of your share from this score?
You can't tell no judge abothat"

"God, | hadn't even thought about it, but you're rightg said, frowning.

"So, what've you got in mind?"

"Well, there's all kinds of divorce, you know. There's the kind we was just
talkin' about, with judges and lawyers and all that crap.”

She nodded for him to go on.

"Then there's the other kind," he saifihk one where hubby lies down one
day and don't get back up, on account of being dead."

Marilyn Bright let a slow smile spread across her face. "Now, that's an idea
with possibilities. | like the way you think, Steve."

He tried to look modest. "Well, | di't go to no fancy college like you and
Dannyboy, but that don't mean I'm a dummy, neither."

iof course you'

She pondered for a while.

"We'll have to be very careful, the way we do it."

"Yeah,| know. But we got time to figure something that'll look right, like a
accident or somethin'."

"Absolutely. Then it'll be just you and me. You and me and all that money.
.. ." She let her voice trail off, then said, "Listen, I'm wondering if maybe we
shoudn't leave a knife on the nightstand, just a little extra proof of how you
forced me. Maybe you could even cut me, just a little. | can say you did it to
scare me into lying still while you tied me up."

He shrugged. "We can do it that way, if you want."

"Tell you what, take a look in the kitchen. There's a set of chef's knives on
the counter, in one of those wooden block things. Bring one in here, would you,
honey? Get a big one."

He gave a bark of laughter. "Yeah, | already knew how you like them big
ones. Okay, just a sec.”

She held her smile until he was out of the room, then slowly brought her
right hand over the edge of the mattress and down the side of the bed, where it
remained. Then she lay back and listened for the sound of his returning
footsteps She did not have to wait long.

re not, she said. "You've got

* k% % %
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Rick Shartrelle took off his Panama hat and dropped it on the floor of the
van, but kept the sunglasses on. He no longer needed them for disguise, but he
liked to look at his image in the side view mirror, arelthought the shades
made him appear mysterious and dangerolisat's how he had thought of
himself all through the time spent in the bank: a silent, menacing figure, kind of
like Clint Eastwood in one of those ofjaghettiwesterns on TV. The tellers
had apparently seen the same movies, since they had been scared green by his
brooding personalhe Bank Robber with No Nanteick Shartrelle had loved
every second of it.

Turning to his passenger, he asked, "You got it counted yet?"

il m al mo s tightsaich e, " Dan Br

A couple of minutes later, just as Shartrelle was turning onto a secondary
road that looked to be all uphill, Bright said, "Looks like 284,960 bucks.
Approximately."

Shartrelle broke into a grin, pumped his right fist a couple a times and
exclaimed "Yeehaw!"

As the van begun its climb of the pothaligewn road, Shartrelle asked,
"You usually have that much cash lying around there?"

"No, we don't, as a matter of fact," Bright told him. "But every other Friday
is payday for about half the firma ithe area. Most people who deposit their
checks want some cash back to get them through the weekend. That adds up,
when you consider the number of depositors we have."

"When in doubt, ask the expert," Shartrelle said with a grin. "So, half of
that comesd what?"

"About 143,000 dollars. Keep in mind that my count could be off a little.
It's best to do this kind of work with a calculator, and | forgot to bring one."

"Well, we can count it together, once we get there."

"Good idea," Bright said, nodding. "Sladown, you're going to turn right
up here, just past the sigiee it?"

Shartrelle applied the brake. "Sign s®@ad Closedman. Are we gonna
be able to get up there?"

"Sure, no problem. They've just got a couple of sawhorses up at the top,
probably todiscourage kids from going parking. Easy enough to move thém
did it myself when | was there last time."

A few minutes later, the van came to a stop in a big, open area, near an old,
weatherbeaten sign that reaéihoxville Mining Co., Shafts #7 and #Barked
nearby was an old Toyota Corolla.

The two men got out of the van. Shartrelle looked at the car and said,
"When did you leave this heap up here?"

Bright thought for a moment. "Nine days ago."
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"How the hell'd you get home, after?"

"Brought a bicyclewith me. | broke it down and stowed part in the trunk,
the rest in the back seat. Only took me ten minutes to reassemble it."

"Bicycle, huh? That's pretty slick."

Bright shrugged. "I have my moments."

"Well, what say we spend some moments countin' dllitvaly money, so
we can make the split?"

"Weren't you going to call Steve, first?"

"Shit, that's right. He'll be wondering how everything went." Shartrelle
reached into a pocket and pulled out his cell phone.

"While you're doing that, I'll make sure thisker is going to start for me."
Bright produced a set of car keys and walked over to the Toyota.

Shartrelle switched the cell phone on and began to tap in numbers. From
behind him, he heard the squeal of rusty metal as Bright got the Toyota's door
open.

* k k k%

Marilyn Bright was sitting naked on the side of the bed smoking another
cigarette when the cell phone next to her rang. She took one last drag and
stubbed out the butt before answeririglello?"

After a pause, Rick Shartrelle's voice said,ha¥/the hell're you doin’
answering Steve's phone?"

"He's in the bathroom. Can't the poor guy even take a leak?"

"Well, yeah, but-"

"l figured if nobody answered you'd get all bent out of shape, so | decided
I'd better do it, okay?"

"Oh." Another pausé'How come he didn't just take the phone into the can
with him?"

She let impatience show in her voice. "Gee, | don't know, Rick, why don't
you ask him yourself?The toilet just flushed, so he ought to be out here in a
second."

"Damn, | told him not te-"

She heard it then, the noise from the tiny speaker that she had been waiting
for, the sound of the shot.

There was a clatter in her ear, as if someone had dropped the phone onto
hard ground.

When she heard Shartrelle's voice again, it seemed distanthembrds
sounded like they were being squeezed out through tightly clenched teeth.

"Bright, you ba'stard, you fuckind

Another shot stopped the obscene tirade.
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Dan Bright's voice came on the line. You still there?"

"Yes, I'm here. Sounds like you gbtlone."

"Yeah, even if it did take me two bullets to do it. How'd it go on your
end?"

"Perfectly.” She let her eyes rest on Steve briefly. "Ligature marks, semen,
and his fingerprints on a nice, sharp carving knife."

She made her voice sound panicky:

"Honest, officer, after he raped me he said he was gonna kill me anyway.
managed to get one hand loose and reach our burglar gun just as he was
coming at me with that big, big, kniféhad to do it!"

"Okay, Ms. Streep, save it for the Grand Jury."

"Oh, I will, believe me." She worked a fresh cigarette out of the pack one
handed."So, how much did we get?"

"About 285K."

"Nice! That's even better than we hoped."

"I know, | know." The grin on his face was evident in his voice. "Look, I'd
better go. Thers a lot of cleaning up to do, yet."

"Which shaft are you going to use?"

"Number eight. That's the deepest, according to the records."

She lit her cigarette, took a deep drag. "So, the earliegiethégarmesre
likely to come busting in hereds?"

"Three hours minimum. It'll take me at least that long to finish here and
drive over to Clark County, so | can come stumbling out of the woods looking
suitably disheveled. But don't worry if it takes longer."

"All right, | won't. I'll practice looking traumatizeand sick with worry."

"And be sure you're not holding that .38 when the cavalry gets there. Some
of these SWAT guys will key in on the weapon, without thinking about who's
holding it. We don't want some triggkeappy rookie opening fire before he
knows the score."

She expelled smoke in a soft laugh.

"Stop worrying, babe. The tough part's over, and in three or four hours
we'll be home free."

"Yeah, | guess you're right. Actually, I'm surprised it's gone so smoothly. |
checked Rick and Steve out pretty thghly before we approached them,
remember, and those two are not exactly virgins. They're supposed to be good at
this stuff."

"Well, they were."

She looked again at Steve, who lay on his back in a puddle of blood, eyes
staring at nothing, his face frazen an expression of shock that was almost
comical.
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A broad smile grew on Marilyn Bright's face, the kind of grin you might
associate with a lioness standing over the body of a fat zebra whose neck she has
just broken.

The smile stayed in place as shels&ut we're bettef

The End
Copyright © 2008, by Justin Gustainis
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MISSING, BUT NOT MISSED
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of Spade Yellow Mama MystericatE, andNew Mystery Reader

"The last time | saw her was when she decided to run off withbibalt
Marie reported almost levellyThe last word, however, bore the full weight of
her disgust and resentmer@n paper itwould have been underlined several
angry times.

She tapped the ash from the end of her cigarette and looked at me.

With the smoke of her next drag, she asked, "Who even sent you looking
for Jess anyway?"

"Abby."

"Hmph," was Marie's reply at the mention loér notmissing daughter.
"She's paying you for this."

| nodded.

"Jess ain't worth findingAbby's wasting her money."

"Helps with the unemployment rate."

"Huh?"

"If | wasn't doing this, | probably wouldn't have a job."

She didn't smile.

| thought it wagunny.

"So. Who was the boy?"

She hissed the name, "Alan Stihles."

"And what was so bad about him?"

"The drugs.Heroin. He never would keep a job for long 'cause he'd get so
wasted so oftenNot sure how he even got the money to buy what he used
eithe." She tipped her head, forehead creased. Looked to me like she wanted
me to give an answer.

"Probably by selling it to others who don't know how else to get any."

Shehumphed

| asked, "Do you know where Jess and Alan moved to?"

"No. Jess wouldn't telhe."
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"What did she say when you asked?"

She narrowed her eyes.

"We didn't say much when all that was going bigotta get dinner ready."

"Just one last thing," | put in quicklyDoes his family live around here?"

"Yeah. That trailer park by the expsway."

"East or west side?"

"I don't know that. The one with the real trailers, not the new kind that
look like houses."

"Thanks."

The torn screen door slammed shut as Marie retreated into her tiny home.
| went back to my car and looked up Alan Stihlédy phone disc showed no
local listings. Expanding my search to the whole state got me twice that
number. In another search, | found the local address for Alex and Raina Stihles
in the trailer park east of the expressway.

Driving there, | realized thahe Stihles trailer was backegb right against
us-23.

The whooskroar of the ewvay traffic overwhelmed all other sounds, and
most of the thoughts in my blond healdwas surprised my knock at the door
could be heard inside.

Raina filled the doorway, fe@anted on trundtike legs.

"Yeah?"

"Bo Fexler. I'm a private eyel'm looking for Alan."

"That all?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"Ma'am?" She chuckled and shook her hedélan moved to Cadillac.
He got a job at this little motelHandyman, | think."

"Could | gé his address?"

"Nope. Don't have it.| don't much write lettersAnd | don't travel."

"Ah. Well, which hotel does he work at?"

"Motel. Bear Wood Motel.Right off 115."

"Thanks."

"I guess | should tell you | haven't heard from him in a while," siak sa
slowly, this strange smile on half her face.

"Gee, thanksHow long is a while?"

"Couple months.Maybe three."

"Any idea why?"

She shrugged.

"He gets himself into trouble sometimeMaybe he had a problem with
the girlfriend?"

"With Jess?"
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"You're asslow in the head as you are talking," she chuckled at me.
"Yeah, with JessGirl he had before that got a restraining order against him."

"Why?"

"Cause he didn't like her dumping him."

"Ah."

"Huccome you can't talk right?"

| ignored the questionl dont often acknowledge my speech impairment
and handed her my business card.

"If you hear anything about Alan or Jess, give me a call."

"I won't." She flicked the card back into my face with a laugh.

"Fuck you, too, ma'am."

She slammed the doot lit up a cigarette.l might have also lit up a bridge
I'd want to cross again later.

Regardless, | pointed my car northwest.

* k k k%

The Bear Woods Motel was about ten miles beyond Cadillae. tall pine
trees were threatening to reclaim the land thatlittle row of cabirrooms
stood on.Two cabins were already receding into the wootlse paths to them
were overgrown, the lawn no longer mowed.

The face of the elderly proprietor was in a similar state when he came to
the front desk.He looked like heould have been the original owner of the Bear
Woods Motel. Back before the Interstate highway system diverted most
travelers from the quaint little stops along the US highways.

"Hello there, little lady. What can | do for you?"

"Look, I'm not little, aad I'm not a lady," | answered.stood my full five
foot ten and a half inches to show the form#ram, however, a private eye, and
I'm told Alan Stihles works for you."

He bent his head, then after a moment, confirmed, "He did."

"What happened?"

"He missed a couple days in a rowcalled him to tell him that if he didn't
show up he was out of a joltis girl answered and said something about him
not caring. Though, she sounded like she was drunk or something and hung up
real quick. That was abouhree weeks agol wanted Alan to help get the place
spruced up since we get more travelers in the summer."

"Do you have his address?"

"Well, probably. Lemme check." He shuffled into the rear of the
building. After several minutes of shuffling througiapers, he returnedYou
were looking for Alan, right™Dark haired boy?"

| nodded slowly.
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"Yeah. He worked for you."

"Right, right. | don't remember as good as | used Well, here's the
address for you, little ladyAnything else | can do for y&

| folded the paper several timeSHow long has Alan been working for
you?"

"Oh, couple weeks nowWe're getting ready for the summer seasGet
more travelers in the summer."

"How many guests do you think you got last summer?"

"Oh, I don't know. Back in the fifties, | used to have this place booked full
every night."

"Do you think Alan would know how many people you got last summer?"

"Oh, he might.You'd have to ask him."

"Where can | find him?"

"He's not in today.He was supposed to come in drelp spruce the place
up. Since we don't get a lot of guests in the winter, | don't have much money for
hired help."

"When's Alan supposed to be in next?"

"Let me check the schedule.He leaned over the desk to read the
calendar. His forehead crinkledpy but when he straightened he was smiling.
"Well, now, he's supposed to be in tomorrow, but he's been out the last week.
Out sick," he addedProbably because it fit with the information he was piecing
together on the fly.

| felt sorry for him. And desperately hoped that my mind wouldn't
deteriorate like a sandcastle in the rain.

"Oh. WEell, | have his addresd!ll pay him a visit."

"l was gonna say, if you needed his address, | could give it to you."

"You already did.Thank you. Can | get your nag®"

"Lou. Lou Trellentia. I've owned this place for fifty five year®Bought it
with a friend of mine right out of high school."

"Yeah."

| nodded a farewelll didn't see any other cars as | drove the few minutes
to the addressl could barely make duthe driveway on approach and ended up
driving past it. There weren't any driveways nearbgr any traffic- so | made
a quick Uturn.

Pulling into the driveway, the first thought | had was that the trailer had
been skinned.Metal sheeting had peeledf dhe blue and white and rusting
trailer. An old green pick up truck was parked less than two feet from the front
steps. A breeze whispered through the pine needles as | stepped onto hard
packed dirt.
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This place was about as watlaintained as the Be#vood Motel. Perhaps
an indicator of the quality of handyman work Alan dRiint flakes stuck to my
knuckles when | knocked on the door.

The only sound was the breeZghen, a car tires hummed by on the road
behind me.

After a third knock, | leaned ofhe porch to peer into the windownside
was dark. And trashed.It looked more like someone had wrecked the place,
rather than someone had a habit of never picking up after onéseibped my
hand around my face to see better.

Giving up on the viewfrom that window, | tromped around the trailer,
looking for another or a better view insid€here was a small deck on the rear,
complete with overturned charcoal kettle grillstepped over the fallen lid and
looked inside.| thought | saw a legl squinted into the dark, then banged on
the window.

The leg didn't movel took out my cell phone, but there was no sigral.
banged on the window again.

The back door was lockedso was the frontl circled back around to the
deck, having noticed thathé door was loose in its framéjiggled the handle.
Sticking the blade of my pocket knife into the unusually large gap between door
and frame allowed me to go in to the trailer.

The smell stopped me in my tracks.

Not even the scents of alcohol, trasbt, or mold that also permeated the
small trailer could compete with the smell of deatltoughed, almost gagged.
| put the cigarette in my mouth and had the flame to it before | realized that
might be damaging a crime scenk.tucked the cigarette ovemy ear and
proceeded very slowly onto the swiétterned green, orange, and brown
carpet. | wasn't sure how much was manufactured pattern and how much was
aftermarket.

| rounded the corner to find what remained of a young man lying across the
narrow hdlway to the bedroom and bathroonsomething was clenched in his
hand. | pulled my shirt over my mouth and nose as | bent to see if | could
identify the paper.It looked like a pizza brochureSwallowing to keep my
lunch in place, | noticed that thepsation dates for the coupons were from just
last week.

| poked around the rest of the trailer before stepping over Alan's body to
the bedroom.My feet planted roots in the doorway.

| had found Jess.

The belt and syringe lay on the bed next to her, sisdfhad just finished.
Several moments passed before | could pull myself away from the tragic scene.
| stepped back over Alan and exited the trail@he smell of pine, and of
cigarette smoke, was a welcome changiter burning the cigarette down toe
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filter, 1 walked to the road, cell phone in hand like some sort of tricorder.
Finally, a few yards down the road, | spontaneously came into a strong cell
phone signal, which | used to call the police and report my findihgsd them

| was in the buse. In order to make that true, | returned to the trailer.

One of the first things | noticed was the puddle of blood around Alan's
head. There wasn't enough blood on the carpet to be the cause of his death, but
it might be a contributing factorl pushed his head with the end of the TV
remote, but that only caused his flesh to bend in unnatural wdyswhole
body shuddered, | dropped the remote, and turned away to look for any blunt
objectsturned weapon.

I was in the kitchen, looking carefully aradinhe sink when | heard the
sound of car doors slamming outside the thin wallsoked at the sponge, then
tipped it up with a dirty spoonThe underside was very reéther tomato sauce
or blood red.They both appear similar in an old yellow scrubdpenge left on
the edge of the sink.

Amongst several other dishes in a drying rack, there was a heavy cast iron
pan. It was well worn and too heavy to show any marBsit it would have
made a fine weaponTurning toward the door, | noticed the thickdi of dirt
around the fridge.The middle of the floor had been washed clean, while the
edges were neither washed nor even swept.all for efficiency, but sweeping
usually comes before mopping.

| hurried to the front door just as the officers outsigjgped on it.I opened
the front door to unhappy faces.

"Who are you?" the first officer, a dark haired man with mustache and
sideburns.Every hair was very dark, and his eyes were like coal.

"Bo Fexler. I'm a licensed private investigator," | answered.

"Not from around here, are you?" the second man askdsl.partner
headed for Alan's bodyThe second man's nametag read Baltde.smiled at
me under a sand colored mustache.

"No."

"What brought you here?"

"The dead girl in the bedroom.The other ofiter looked at me, then went
looking for Jess.He radioed the information in as | explained, "l didn't know
she was dead.ooks like maybe she overdosed."

"What about the smell?" Balten askedarched one eyebrow!Almost
knocked me off my feet whenencame in here.You been in here with it
poking around."

"Still work to be done, smell or not."

"Well," he said, as if he didn't want to say 'woudée attempted to suppress
a smile. When that didn't work, he asked, "Did you find anything?"
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| took him b the kitchen to explain what | founds | finished, the second
officer stepped into the roomm.was able to read that his name was Lipultt.

"That doesn't mean anything,” he denounced over the end of my
observation.

"Perhaps not," | answered.

Liputt askel Balten, "You got a statement from her?"

"Yeah."

"Then," Liputt addressed me, "you don't need to be here."

"That's fine. | can find other people to talk taless and Alan don't say
much."

Balten smiled crookedly at my joke, then hid it again when Lgpsttowl
moved from me to Baltenl offered a card and a hand to Balten, but only a nod
to Liputt. Back outside, | drew in a long clean breath.my gentle search of
the trailer, I'd found paycheck stubs from a local grocery store in Jess's name.

* k k k%

Coworkers Dave, Lee, Jackie, and Sam didn't have much to offer on the
woman they'd worked withLee was able to tell me that she knew Jess used
heroin. Jess's manager, Kate, confirmed that Jess had pretty good attendance for
her twentyhour a weelposition.

"Until recently," Kate addedShe led me back to the little smoking break
room tucked into the rear corner of the stdfEhe first day she missed was last
Tuesday. She usually called when she wasn't going to bedaurse, between
us, whershe'd call in, half the time, she sounded wasted."

"Makes sense."

"Oh?"

"She was a heroin user."

"Oh." Kate lit up her cigarette, took a short drag, then rolled the end in the
ashtray. "l never really had any problems with hdrdon't always get the bt
workers, you know.Not at the money we payshoot, a kid like Jess could go
down the road and get a job at McDonald's for more than we Avag.usually
more hours.Most of the kids around here at least go into Cadillac for jobs."

| leaned back in mghair and offered a small nod and a smaller smile for
her to continue.

After another drag, she did.

"So. | didn't hear anything about her using any drugs or anyth8tge
didn't say anything to meShe did what she was supposedWdasn't the fastest
worker, but she did the jold:m not sure what you want to know about her."

| tipped the hand | had resting on the table in an approximation of the
openthandedvhatevergesture.
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"Well. Let me think." Kate drew on the cigarette, tapped the ash, drew
agan, then continued!'She was living with her boyfriendSaid they'd moved
up here.Said it was cheaper to live here than anywhere they could have found
closer to home."

"Yeah."

"I only met him once.He looked sick.Had a nasty scar running up his
foream. | mean, nastyHuge scar.Sometimes, when I'd work with Jess, I'd try
to talk to her.Asked her about himAsked if they, you know, had any plans for
marriage. Or if they had any plans for their future at allremember she got
real quiet. Shesaid she didn't think there was much future with hidut she
knew she couldn't go back homkeasked if she wanted to leave hirBhe- |
don't think she answered."

"Did she think that her family would prevent her from going back home or
her boyfriend?

"I don't think he beat her or anything like that," Kate responded quickly.

"No?"

"No. | never saw anythingAnd she didn't act like . . . like a battered
woman. I've had a few work her over the yeaws.couple who needed the job
because they'd jusbtgen out. One who was still getting beaMy point is, Jess
didn't seem that wayShe didn't seem scare8he didn't seem to, to be down on
herself."

"Did she speak of any friends around here?"

"No."

"I haven't found anyone working here who was téyrdtose to her."

Kate shook her head'No. She didn't really talk to anyonekept to
herself." She snuffed her cigarette in the ashtray, but continued to roll it
between thumb and forefinger.

"Did you call her at home or anything when she didn't shpvior work?"

Kate frowned, shook her heatDon't usually do that around herBeople
come and go.No one hardly ever gives their two week notice in retaihd |
didn't really have a personal relationship with Jess like I've had with others."

"Thanks If you hear anything else, give me a call," | requested with a
card.

| wound my way back to the sales floor, found a pop cooler and purchased
a cold bottle of diet Pepsi.

* k% % %

| figured correctly that the police would still be working at JessAlad's
trailer. The bodies had been removed to a pair of waiting ambulances, but not
driven away. | found Balten and asked to see Alan.
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Balten pulled open the ambulance door for me to climtHa.handed me
a pair of gloves.Putting one glove on, | tned Alan's forearmSeeing nothing,
| reached across and checked the other arm.

Balten kept pressing me for answers, but | just fed him "I don't knble."
followed me to the road where | could get a signal again, and stood by me while
| dialed up Mrs. Rina Stihles.

She was out of breath when she finally answered on the fourth ing.
heard an answering machine click on and beep off as Raina wheezed, "Hello?"

"This is Bo, the private eye from earlier."

"What do you want now?" she snarled.

"Does Alan hag a scar on his arm?"

"Alan? No. His brother David does though."

"Where could | find David?"

"Hell if I know. He disappears on melust comes home to get beer or
money or spend the night."

"How long has he been gone this time?"

"I dunno. Since last Maday, maybe.Coulda been Sunday."

"Did David get along with Alan?"

"Yeah. | guess so0."

"What about Jess?"

"Yeah. He liked her."

There was a voice in the background that preceded Raina putting a hand
over the phone and partaking in a muffled conversatiimen, she reported,
"Guess David said Alan shoulda treated Jess bdftesomething like thatShe
didn't have to stay with him."

"You said he had trouble with a girl breaking up with him."

"Well, he'd get pretty mad for a whild.don't think he wald really hurt
anyone."

"All right. Thank you." | didn't know what else to say, so | just hung up.

"Well?" Balten prompted.

"That's not Alan.It's his brother David."

"Well, then maybe the girl didn't kill the boyfriend."

"Probably not."

"You thinking Alan did it."

"Yeah."

"Me too. So. Then where's Alan?"

"Good question Did you check on the truck?"

"Registered in Jess's name."

"Any vehicles registered under Alan's name?"

"Didn't check."

"Check David's while you're at it."
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"Oh?" he smiled at my ingiction, amused bordering on patronizing.

"Did the man have any ID on him?"

"No. We didn't find any ID for him inside anywhere, eithéder purse
was there, though," he addetNo money in it. You look like your thinking
something."

| blinked, focused msight on him, then shook my head.

"Nothing that I could currently articulate."

He lifted his eyebrows'Wow. That's not what | expected you to say."

"I can't much help thatlf you don't need anything from me, I'm gonna

go.

He nodded, shook his heallen verbalized, "Go 'headWetting his lips,
he hesitantly asked, "Maybe we could meet up for dinner, though?"

"l have to work tonight."

"Oh. Right. Maybe another time."

He missed the obviousl was in town to work on the very case that he
should beinvestigating. | didn't fault him for being distracted by the pretty
investigator. | just gave him a little wave before backing down the driveway
and driving away.

All I was hired to do was find Jes#&nd | had done thatBut it was like
walking awayfrom a puzzle without putting the last dozen pieces into their
places in the centerEspecially since | had a hunch as to where Alan would be
staying.

| drove down the road, parked under a towering pine tree, and walked up to
the door. When | knocked, lheard scuffling and hurried movementhen,
nothing.

| knocked again.

"Alan!"

He pretended he couldn't hear me.

"Alan, let me in. | know you're in there.l also know what happened to
Jess and David."

Only the pines answered.

"Don't make me draw Lou intthis. You know what he's done for you,
whether he realizes it or not."

| smoked a cigarette to give him a measured amount of time before heading
off to talk to Lou.

"Hey, me again," | said with a big, friendly grin.

"Oh. How are you today?"

"Good, good. Look, | need the key for the end cabidust for a few
minutes."

"Oh. Problem out there?"

"Yeah. Alan needed some help with something."
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"Alan? Is he here todayHMe didn't sign in,” Lou added.

"I'll remind him to do that."

Lou nodded.

"The key?"

"Oh, sure." The old man handed me the key and smiled.

"You look prettier everyday," he added.

| felt a jolt of guilt. It's a lot easier on the conscience to manipulate those
who have done wrongBut, key in hand, | jogged back to the end cabin.

For a momentl thought Alan might have made a break for it, and picked
up my pace.Lungs damaged from smoking cut that little run short and |
wheezed the rest of the waghould have maintained the jogslid the key into
the lock, turned, and opened surprisinglyet hinges.

Alan turned to me, then sat on the bed, hands in his lap.

| shut the door behind me, hooked my thumbs on my jeans pocket, and
looked at him.Alan's shoulders were bent, hiding much of his thin, creased face
from me.

| was going to ask him kat happened to Jess and David, but Alan spoke
first. His words were raspy, almost as if his voice had been overused recently.

"I didn't kill her. | know it looks that way.And, yeah, | did buy her H, but
| didn't kill her. Why would 1?"

"Because she &g going to leave."

"What? She never said anything to mé&he only thing she said to me is
that sometimes, she wished she could give up the disigs. didn't think she
had a future."

"Certainly not with you."

His forehead lowered, darkening his eyes.

"Who are you?"

"Bo Fexler. I'm a private investigator."

"What?"

"Abby hired me."

"Jess's sister?"

"Yes."

"Didn't think anybody cared about us," Alan whispered.

"I'm not sure they do."

"Thanks!"

| had enough sympathy to shrug one shoulder.

"What about David?l asked.

"l don't know."

"Oh really."

"Look, | came home Monday night and

"Came home from where?"
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He looked away, but honestly reported, "From buying H."

"Okay. You got home and...?"

"l found David on the floor and Jess in the bedroddoth of themwere
dead.”

"What did you figure had happened?"

"That David and Jess had a fight."

| stared levelly at him.

"They didn't get along real wellNot sure what they fought about.oo
blitzed at the time."He offered a wry smile!'Since I've been hiding outere,
this is the longest I've been sober."

"You know what the scene looks likd®looks like you killed David and
Jess before hiding out here."

i | di dn't kil her . "
"She overdosed."
"Yeah."

"Used up the last of H before you got home with the new batch?

He shifted, the weight of the lie making him physically uncomfortable.

"l guess."

"Why didn't you call the cops?"

"l was trashed."

"You got the heroin, drove home . . . trashed . . . to find your girlfriend and
brother dead."

"Yeah, pretty much."

"Why'sthe trailer wrecked?"

"l don't know."

"Why should | believe anything you're telling me?"

"I'm sober. First time in a long time I've been really sobéwe been out
here almost two weekslt's been hell, but it's also given me a lot of time to
think."

"So, then, what happened to the heroin you brought home Monday night?"

"Gone."

| shook my head:Then how have you been clean for two weeks?"

He shifted again, unlaced his fingers so he could work the tension from
them. "I didn't buy much.Used it that ight."

"You're a liar. You know, I'm starting to understand why people don't miss
you much."

He frowned over a clenched jaw.

"Really. They can all go to hell, and you right along with them."
He moved towards me, hands out.
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I knocked one hand away andestepped his advance, but he managed to
grab my sleeveHe used that tenuous hold to keep me near enough for him to
seize my arm at the elboviHis fingers dug into the joint between bones.

| provided stiff resistance, turning with the movement every timdried
to twist my arm behind my backThen, one of his hands clasped my throat,
imperiling my air supply.He twisted my arm again and trying to pull away only
got me choked My shoulder twinged with the pain of tendon yanked too far.
bent, grittel my teeth, and was choked agalfe released my neck so he could
grab my other armWith the leverage of the twisted right, he drove me towards
the bed.

"Get on the bed," he rasped.

| knelt on it, facing the wall.

To remind me of the power he had, heemehed my arm againl
grimaced.

There was a belt coiled atop the small chest of drawslem used this to
bind my hands.Then he had me lay face down on the mattré@$se smell was
rank- dusty, moldy urine. And other odors of origins | didn't wartb
contemplate.l turned my head enough to watch him move in the small space.
His feet were surprisingly quiet on the old wood floors.

"Why'd you do it?" | asked, voice muffled by the bedding.

"Do what?"

"Kill David?"

"You're so damn sure about that, rdteyou?" he exploded:1 didn't kill
him."

"Fine. Why was he there?"

"He's my brother."

"Oh, is that why he looks kind of like youNever would have guessed
that."

He backhanded the side of my hedlddon't think | like you."

"l think your high's wegng off."

That got me another slap.

"Why was he visiting you that particular evening?"

"Came up to see md-e said he was worried about me."

"Did he know you'd be ottrunning errands?"

"l don't think so."

"So he thought you might be there when he adiVv

"Yeah."

"Where's David's car?"

Panic distorted his face, leaving his mouth agape.

"What?"

"Where's his car?t's not at your place anymore."
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"l don't know."

"You moved it. Left it someplace, so people wouldn't realize that David
was missing.l'd be ten bucks that you have his wallet and 1Bnd you two
look similar enough that you could pass yourself off as Da®ddt only to
people who didn't know about his scarhe problem here, Alan, is that you've
done everything a murderer would do aftapéking off his victims.It's far too
planned. You took the wallet, moved the car, hid out here."

He licked his lips and his breathing got heavier.

"Jess saw no future in yolAnd you knew that.All she saw you as was a
source of heroin.David didn'tcome by to see you; he came by to check on
Jess.Maybe they were loversHe was outraged when Jess di&he really did
OD, didn't she?"

He swallowed hard.

"Just took too muchCause of the tolerance a junkie ge¥ou and David
fought over it. Thats why the trailer's trashedAt least, in the living room.
Neither of you wanted to go in to the bedroom, because that's where Jess was.
suspect that one of you tried to call a trdeey money's on Davidl think that's
when he was going to orderrse pizza.The flyer was still in his handYou hit
him. Probably with the big cast iron partde bled a lot on the kitchen floor,
which you did a real good hadfssed job cleaning."

"So, tell me, since you got his figured out," Alan put in, making sueeld
plenty of last ditch bravado, "why's David laying in the living room?"

"Because he crawled ther&o get away from your maybe to get to the
phone. I'm not sure.l don't pretend to have all the answers."

Alan's hands were shaking dreadfullyhesfussed with something on the
dresser.He lit a candle.And started to cook up some heroinrolled onto my
side, but upon hearing the squeak of bedsprings, Alan ordered me to lie back
down.

"Or what?" | demanded, feeling a little safety in theatise between us.
Not that my sense of sgiffeservation has ever been very good.

"I'm already going to kill you, but | don't have to mess you up before | do
it." He gave me a sick smile that turned my blood coldhad trouble
swallowing.

"Oh. Well, with Jess and David, this would make three."

"I didn't kill her," he maintained:'Hell, | didn't even know she was dead!
| thought she'd be okayDavid told me she wasn't feeling wellhat- THAT!--
was why we stayed out of the bedroohdidn't know $ie was dead!"

"Then why did you kill David?"

Alan concentrated for a moment on filling the syring¢e turned to me
and explained, "Because he was going to try to take her ahale her away
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from me. So she could get clearBecause, as he said, herdidvant her to die
from something stupid like a heroin overdose."

| didn't ask the obviousThat was how he was planning to kill mé/hat |
did ask was, "You were going to leave the trailer so it looked like Jess killed
David. Perhaps thinking it wasoy. You were going to say you had gone to
stay at the hotel after a fighSo, now you'll kil me and run agairRProbably
take my car, figuring no one will know to look for my body here."

"That's a good plan."

He took my upper arm and jabbed the neddfle it as | struggled.But
shock stopped meThen, the drug started to kick imObjects blurred into
motions that didn't make sense before finally | just drifted off.

| woke with bright lights in my face that made it hard to open my eyes.
Squinting aginst them, | recognized hospital colors, sounds, even snlls.
nurse was nearby, so | whispered, "Am | gonna live?"

"Yeah. You were lucky. Your friend didn't make it," she explained.

Friend? Alan. | nodded.

When | was fully lucid, | made a call toynalient.

"The police already called us about Jess," she explaitiethought you
would have."

"Hard to get a signal up here," | answer&d/hat else did they tell you?"

"They di dnodét t h iThekre ntl sare, since He ldié tdy toJ e s s .
kill you with heroin. At least he killed himselfSaves everyone a trial."

"If there was even enough evidence to go to trial."

"Well, the cops found David's caiThe only prints on the steering wheel
wer e ATheysaidshat he must have driven it la&hd they said that there
was blood cleaned up in the kitchdnthink he said they tested a sponge to find
that? | don't really know." She sighed."l knew he would end up killing her
somehow."

"At least now you don't have to worry about her."

"Yeah," ste said absently."Look, | gotta go. Mom's taking me and the
kids to dinner."

"Don't forget to give a toast in memory of your sister."

"She did this to herself!"

"l suppose it was better than being a part of her own fankiBve a nice
dinner. I'll submit my report and invoice by the end of next week."

Then | called the PD, asking for Balten.

"Yeah?"

"It's Bo."

"Oh, hi. How're you feeling?"

"Irritated. How did | live when Alan didn'td don't have any tolerance to
heroin."
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Balten explained, "I got the a few minutes after youFigured out the
same thing you knewYou could've told me you SHOULD have told me what
you were up to."

"Anyway?"

"Anyway, | came in the door, spooked him | gueste jabbed himself
with the needle.He got more than a shof heroin- he got a bubble in his
blood. It killed him. We got you to the hospital in time."

"l appreciate thatCan you do me a favor?"

"Sure. Well, depending on what it is."

"In Jess's bedroom, there was a photo on her dre€sedd | have it?l
want to include it with my report.”

"Sure. What's the photo?"

"It's a picture of Jess and her sister Abfyhey've got their arms around
each other's shoulder&verything else in that place was broken or dirty or just
trashed, but that picture in iligtle silver frame, was pristinePerhaps the most
important thing Jess ownedl think Abby should have it.Perhaps as a
reminder."

The End
Copyright © 2008,by Clair Dickson
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...AND ROCK AND ROLL
by
Jochem Vandersteen

Jochem Vandetsen has been writing all his life. With the Internet he found
a chance to share his work with the rest of the world. His main influences
include the old guys like Hammett and Chandler as well as wit slingers like

Harl an Coben and Reonmdigfan oBalternatve réckand He b6s al

comic books, which explains a lot of the pop culture references in his work. The
proprietor of theSons of Spadevebsite, Jochem somehow manages to capture
the essence of the American PI ethos, despite the fact thigedar away in

the Netherlands. His Noah Milano novEhe White Knight Syndromewas
published in 2003.

It seemed that the legends were true. The guy at the bar seated next to me
could drink like a fish. His long, grastreaked blond hair, leathgcket and
wraparound shades made my drinking buddy stand out from the crowd. The fact
that he was Zakk Blakk, former frontman of legendary heavy metal band Blakk
At akk, didndét hurt either.

Youdd think sitting next t eamtctimes met al | egenc

true for me . | 6d been into met al and
was kind of embarassing and a big disappointment. Zakk had become a parody
of his former self. The ultimate rebel was now just an old guy who behaved like

a kid. The rok icon who had to beat the groupies away him with a stick twenty
years ago was now just a dirty old man who had to pay to get his rocks off. The
years onstage had left the former guitar virtuoso deaf in one ear.

But drink?

Godalmighty, he could still dnk.

He had come to LA to do some Blakk Atakk reunion tour. Most of his
former band members had ended up dead, either because their hearts stopped
coping with the booze and drugs or because they crashed their bikes against
trees that seemed to have a habisuddenly creeping up on them. That meant
only one original band member shared the stage with the frontman. As was so
often the case, it turned out to be the drumnmenw a quite popular producer.

The guy actually seemed to be pretty sober too.

Zakkédsagner knew his boybs talent f

decided to hire a special nanny for him. My job was to make sure Zakky Boy

di dndét touch any coke, di dndt get any
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fights1 or, at least, if he didhat he could still get on stage the next day. The

mi x was a natural. |l 6d done some security the |

and it seemed like a good idea to him to get someone who knew the town, the

clubs and could talk with his employer aboutdo musi ¢c. That dés me.

Noah Milanoi Rock And Roll Detective.

ADi d | tell you about that ti me | pi ssed int

asked me between a shot of Jack and a pull of Corona.
Our conversations were almost always this intellectual.
| took a sp of my Dr. Pepper and shook my head.

iNope, but | have a feeling youdre gonna. o

He laughed well, more like cackled and clapped my shoulder. | tried not
to choke on my Pepper.

Zakk started his story like he was Blackbeard relating a pirateMalég
yo ho and a bottle of rum

Ailt was at this Dynamo festival in
telling you, thereds more grass for
fuckind chew. And the girls. ilsovehit
there... They. ... They. . .0

His mind wandered off together with his eyes. | knew by now what made
them do that, and | followed his gaze. Sure enough, two attractive young girls
passed us by. One was a tall skinny blonde with a-paihynd a pieced lip.
The other was a gothic looking busty one with short dark hair.

iHey, |l adies! Want me to autograph your tits?

| rolled my eyes.

iwhat the hel]l are you talking about

Obviously, the gothic one was the more assermivthe two.

He wobbled off his barstool and managed to get close enough to the girls to
put his arms around them.

gramps?

icome on, you girls have got to know me.

Attakk?o
When he was answered with blank stares, he continued withrkaoie
drive for a guy pissed out of his skull.

he duet

ATa

fiCcome on. .. We h Dédmon Andra@elovb Meg Tothé ngl e s .
Grave? Shi t | you girls have to remember t
fuckindé Metal God! o

Gothic girl sl apphpedahhimkén ¢heeplace.

Zakk stared at her |like a baby whooéd

The bouncer, who up to that point had watched what had happened closely,
decided to step in. He was a big, balding guy, bulging with the kind of muscle
you donoftr ojnusa Ikgeettt l e of steroids and
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noticed the prison tat on his right arm. The look in his eyes was meaner than a

kick in the balls.
This could go very wrong.
He had a hand on Zakkés throat. fiLeave those
iNo, t msaotngwasy &i nk FIl oyd, not Blakk Attakk, o
The bouncer turned around to face me. He released his stranglehold on

Zakkds neck.
AWhodére you?o0

il dm hi s nanny. I promi sed to get this guy bz
l et us | eave, oK atyr?o Wel el.om 6t want an

He poked a finger at my chest. | hate it when they do that.

iSeems | ike you already found some, pretty bo

AfJeal ousy is so ugly,o0o | said.

I grabbed his finger and gave it a nice twist

his knees. When | didhe gave a relieved groan.

AFucki né awesome! 0 Blondie and Goth excl ai me:¢
party?o

iYeah, and pretty painful too, 0 | added. It 6
pretty young girls get excited by violence.

| grabbed Zakk by his sleeve andglyad him along.

iLet 6s go, pal . I think wedve kind of oversta

* k kx k%

We were in my Dodge Challenger, cruising the Sunset Strip.

iYou know, | used to own one of these babi es:c
addi cted totodmeldi es, 0 Zakk
fi didndét know you played gol f. o0

Zakkds stared at me the way a mouse stares a
didnot get my joke or hebéd just arrived at tt
occurred to me that perhaps | should stop him from drinkifgre things got
really out of hand.

ALi sten, pal . .. I got me some hankering for p
Farm?0 he asked.

fiTake you where?bo0

I was starting to worry that bestiality was o
possible. You hear all ks of stories. After all, the man had been known to
snort cow shit back in the day.

AThe Pussy Far m! Shit, hla wand?dTheg vy o

ot

been | i)
Pussy Farm! One of the best damn br i

u
hels in th
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I wasnoét sure | waasbrothet Was & pregtydenatosed, . But h e
space and after all t hat booze he probably wou
How much harm could he do over there?

AAl'l right, old man. Tell me where to go. o0

He made a nice set of devil horns with his hands.

iOh yZaakhk! At tak Pussy Time! o he yelled to pa
Walk of Fame.

Enthusiastic fella, that Zakk.

* kk k%

If the Playboy Mansion sold tickets, it would be the Pussy Farm. It was
hidden near Quail Canyon, behind a big iron gate with signs thaiRestricied
Areai Access to Pussy Lovers Olly Any one of <cars parked there
than | made in four years. Except mine, of course.
Inside, we were greeted in the hall by a buxom peroxide blonde in her
fifties, dressed in a pink fur coat.

Clasy.
iHel |l o boys, what can we do for you today?o0
iwhat do you think, Zsa Zsa? You can get us ¢

with the devil sign again. | think in his enthusiasm he also hit the Pink Lady
with some spittle.
She smiled.
iOf cour sel. alddlels daok comme in and meet you. 0
Then she sauntered off, wiggling her hips like a duck. All that jiggling pink
made me a bit nauseated, and | hadndét been drin
| checked out the hall. On the wall were paintings of naked girls. Kind of
like Playboy meets the Guggenheim. Crystal chandeliers hung from a cast
pl aster ceiling. The carpet was a red shaggy ki
skinned Elmo for it.
In the corner of the hall was a large guy in a white suit with a buzzcut. His
posture mee me peg him for eMarine. There was a subtle bulge near his

shoul der . Armed security. I was really hoping 2
again.

AWhdhee, buddy! Wait 6l | you see the beauties |
remember, |l get first dibs. 0

nal | just wai't here and admire the artwork w
Zakk. | haveno6t been hired to do my minding hor

ASuit yourself. But Il 6m telling you, you don
Shit, here they come now. 0
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Indeed, beauties they werel. felt like | was in a Bond movie. Or at the
Willy Wonka Babe Factory or something. They came from the stairs and lined
up like they were in a beauty contest. They were dressed in tops and short skirts,
bi kinis, lingerie ortlamosblusHee s s . I 6m a tough guy
Blushing was not an issue for Zakk. Like a kid picking out his favorite in a
toystore he grabbed a big redhead in a blue bi
want this one, | want this onel!l o
The redhead didndt ewewmmtw&em annoyed. A profe
Zsa Zsa walked in again.
AThen take her with you wupstairs.o
And there they went. I took a moment to admi
way Zakk managed to keep from falling down the stairs, as drunk as he was.
ifAre you sureithcandovkeéelypl pdy?® Zsa Zsa aske
APretty sure. I could do with a Dr. Pepper th
She asked one of the lovelies to go fetch a can. A few minutes later | sat
down on the stairs, sipping the drink and checking out the ladies. Just like high
school.
Half an hour and another Pepper later | heard a loud scream. | immediately
recognized it as Zakkbébs, having heard him utte
several of his records. For a moment | wondered if Zakk had just blown his
metalhead wad. That momeragsed pretty quickly.
ifSheds dead! For fuckdés sake, sheds dead! o0 h
step and rushed up the stairs.
He stood- naked- in the doorway of one of the second floor rooms. There
was wild panic in his eyes. It reminded me of the &rt ohi s Saengsbot m 6
Terrord .

fiwhat happened?060 | asked.

He pointed to the room.

iSheds dead. I gave her some of my stuff and
mout h. I tried to help her but she just went ir

she stoppedbrat hi ng! o

| entered the room. The redhead lay spreagled on the bed in her own
vomit. Though she was naked and géaoking, it was not a pretty sight. |
checked her pulse.

Deader than Vanilla |l cebs career.
ADammit, Zakk! I | elmourand you kill aadbnonede f or hal f an
prostitute! Howdés that going to | ook on my resu

| cursed myself because my first thought had been about my reputation
rather than the loss of an innocémell, relatively innocent life.

Ailt was an ac c kndveinhwas badnsuff. !l just wanted don 6 t
share, you know?o0
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iYeah, Mr . Rogers would be proud of vy
Awhat the hell is going on here?0 sai
into the room and immediately went for the gun hidden behind his jacket.
| pushel his gunarm, pinning him against the wall. Leaning into him with
my full weight,l kept him from getting his gun out. With my other hand | drew
my Glock, and pressed the end of it up against his chin.
iRel ax and nobody di es, oto the reomi d. I foll oweod
ANobody el se, that is.o
AYou think?0d a husky voice said behind me.
| spun around, pointing the Glock at the source. It was Zsa Zsa, holding a
doublebarreled sawedff shotgun.
Lovely.
Buzzcut wrenched my gun away from me and gave me aeshdarely
managed to avoid bumping into Zakk.

AisShall we just put away the guns and talk abo
offered.

iYou just got one of our employees kill ed. Ho
you?0 Buzzcut countered.

ilt was tan Mycacildemt had no malicious intent w

| was starting to sound like a lawyer. Getting bailed out by my own lawyer
Maxwell Slim several times a year obviously was starting to have a lasting
effect on me.
iYeah, man ! I  was dgokesl fust wantadrhertogartg o me of my
with me, 0 Zakk pleaded.
Zsa Zsa gave him a look most people reserve for things they find stuck to
the bottom of their shoes.

il dm one empl oyee short and got one hell of
am |l goingtogetridof hat ? | candét just cal | the cops! | f
around here | might just as well cl ose down the

il dm sure we can find a way to solve this, ©

Noah Milano, Rock And Roll Voice of Reason.
Zsa Zsa crossed her arms. The shotgas now pointing at the ceiling. It
still made me pretty nervous. fiAnd how the hell
il 6ve got a few friends with pretty good <cor
surely be able to come forward with an adequate replacement. Also, | e wil
able to dispose of the body. 0
Tony Hawaii used to regularly take care of dead bodies and hookers for my
dad. The fact that Tony was a necessity in my father's business was one of the
reasons | chose another line of work.
It was sure damned nice tave him when you needed him, though.
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A HmMmmMmmM. Ok ay, maybe. .. B tEuropean orap. lof t hat cheap
runahigicl ass joint. o
| took a look at the inches of mak@ on her face and the cheap boudoir

furnishing.

AOh, | can see that, o | said.

Al 6m tpr er i ch! I can throw in some money for vy
in.

Zsa Zsa nodded.

AAl'l right. Call that buddy of yours. o

| called Tony on my cell. After he stopped laughing at how | managed to
get into stuff like this he promised to be there in an howith bleach, a
hacksaw, plastic sheet and a high class hooker. What a pal.

I closed my cell. #Altdéds arranged. 0

* kk k%

The hookers waved Tony goodbye as he drove off in his Cadillac, a dead
colleague of theirs in the trunk. | shook hands with Zsa Wka seemed pretty
satisfied with the replacement Tony had come up with as well as the check Zakk
had written. Buzzcut warned wusurttlo stay away fr
di sco caomes back®b
Zakk clapped me on the shoulder.
iNever a daoahl meaoméety WwWuddy?o0
| blinked. Then | drove my fist into his face, splitting his nose and spraying
blood five feet in every direction. Leaving him on his ass in front of the
whorehouse, | got into the Challenger and treated him to a mouthful of dust as |
peeled out of the parking lot.
Leaving a client i ke t hat i snot very good
bodyguard, but sometimes you just have to go with your instincts. | headed for a
church to light a candle for the dead working girl. Nobody else seemed ta care
hell of a lot for her, so | supposed | had to.
ltoés all just part of being a Rock And Rol | D

The End
Copyright © 2008, by Jochem Vandersteen
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VENGEANCE IS MINE: THE FOLSOM CASE
by
Gay Toltl Kinman

GayToltl Kinman is a threeime Agatha Award Nominee (strange to see one of
those in The Back Alley!), aBppie Award Winner and a Derringer Award
Nominee.She has published shostories inHandHeld Crime Shots

Detective Mystery Storiegutures, Crime and Suspens@andMystericalE.

She has a Masters in Library Science, and a Juris Doctor, which makes her one
mean lawyer in the stacks!

How's your hand?" Lara Chisolm asked.

"Hurts like hell. How can two fingers that are missing still hurt thishfatic
said Angie Shay. "Never mind, that's a rhetorical question."

Her blond hair swung around her ears as she shook her head.

"You said you had some wine chilling?" Lara opened the refrigerator.

"White zinfandel," Angie said as Lara pulled the wine outpéger's in
that drawer,"

Angie pointed with her left hand, her bandaged right still rested on her
kitchen table.

"Get the good glasses. They're in the dining room cabinet. The pink ones.
To match the wine. They were my grandmother's."

Lara set the opened bottle on the table, then returned with two long
stemmed, antique crystal glasses.

"These are beauts," she said, holding one up to the light, turning it and
looking through the rosebud pink glass. Then she set them on the table. She held
one by the base and gently flicked a finger on it. It rang musically.

"Real crystal," she said as she poured the wine.

They clinked glasses.

"Good thing I'm a lefty, " Angie said looking at the wine glass she held
with her good hand. "Now what did you waattalk to me about?"

"I've got an idea," Lara said. "l want us to open a P. I. Agency and call it
Vengeance is Miné

"As in, "sayeth the Lord?

Lara touched her glass again to Angie's, "You got it, partner."

"We have to have some rules, this could ga dive edge."”

"Just happened to have paper here." Lara reached down into her briefcase,
past her gun and her LAPD badge and pulled out the yellow pad. She brushed
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dark brown curly bangs that made her forehead itch in the July heat. She felt
them instantly gring back.

"You're serious," Angie said, leaning back in her chair.

"Dead. Serious."

"What happened today? You were testifying in court, weren't you? Don't
tell me. That slimeball got off."

"You got it in one." Lara drained her glass and poured anotfiée "
scuzzy walked. | won't even tell you the details. I'm thinking of walking, too."

"Why, Lara? You've got ten years on."

"So do you."

Angie waved her bandaged hand, then flinched and set it gently back on
the table. "I can't be a cop if I'm missing tfingers. | mean, not a real cop.
Doesn't matter that | got shot in the line of duty.”

"Thank God, you're a lefty because that's one scuzzy off the streets
permanently.”

"Amen to that."

"l didn't hear that they were making you pull the pin," Lara said.

"Might just as well. The Chief said | could have any desk job in the
Department that | wanted. Even in his office."

"Ah, | get it. The operative words adesk job'

"Lara, | don't want to sit behind a desk. It would break my heart. Reading
reports of what esryone out in the field is doing. I'm not going to catch any bad
guys sitting at a desk. I'm ready, willing and able to hop back into our plain jane
car at this very minute. I'm a street cop, and an Investigator. I'm not a desk
jockey."

"Okay, okay, | gett."

"But you're still an Investigator. No one's making you take a desk job so
why do you want to leave?"

"Think | lost something when you lost your two fingers, and especially
now that I've lost you as my partner,” Lara said.

Angiefinished her wine. "You'll get another partner. A good one."

"Maybe," Lara filled Angie's glass.

"Let's do this," Angie said, "Work our first case or two, then you can
decide if you still want to quit."

Laraplayed with the pen on the yellow pad. "I'll made a deal with you. If
you stay, so will I. You can be a desk jock for LAPD, and an Investigator for
V.I.M."

Angie laughed. Lara felt a weight off her chest that her friend and partner
found a moment of merriemt in her pairfilled week

"Clue me in about the business you've got in mind. | can tell you've been
thinking about this a lot."

58



The Back Alley Webzine, Volume 1, Nunter

Lara nodded. "Basically what we're doing, only we work one case at a time
not a file drawer full. I want us to be the resast fost cases. | want us to
balance the scales of justice when the police and courts aren't able to."

"Can't say a few people wouldn't welcome it," said Angie.

"Clem, Don and Racine said they'd come in with us.-fitag. They don't
want to give up theiraly job."

"Whoa. You've already talked to them about this?"

"Been talking to them ever since you got hit. How to get the scuzzies off
the street. They started telling me about all the cases where the victims' families
wanted justice. And had no place to gbat's what gave me the idea."

"l see," said Angie. She poured the wine this time, emptying the bottle.
"We've got to think this out, make strict rules, otherwise you're talking
vigilantism."

"I want us to offer a thorough investigation, so we're surgemgot the
right culprit. One hundred percent sure. If we're not, we walk away, give the
client back the money. But we've got to charge a high fee. I'm talking really
high. Our investigations will be more thorough than any police agency has time
for."

"I like it," said Angie. "You're making me feel better already. Let's start
writing up the rules."

Lara nodded. She looked at the empty wine bottle, picked it up and
dumped it in the trash. "Thought | saw another one in there," she said as she
opened the reigerator again. "Ah, there you are, you can't escape."

"We'd better make those rules fast before we finish the second bottle."

So they did.

Toward midnightVengeance is Mingias born.

* k %k k%

"You understand our rules, Mr. Folsom," said Lara.

"I know the rules," he said.

"Here is our contract and if you agree to the terms, then please sign."

Lara looked at the man as he wrote his name, his head was bent and she
could see that his hair was thinning on top. Strike that. Thinned. The bones of
his skull were hardly contained by the skin. When he faced her, there was a
bassethound look around his eyes. Justifiably so.

"Vengeance is mine, sayeth the Lbrillr. Folsom read aloud from the
sign on the wall as he pushed the contract and check toward her.

Laranodded. "Someone has to help Him out."

59



The Back Alley Webzine, Volume 1, Nunter

Mr. Folsom pulled files from his briefcase. "Here are the police report, our
statements, and my notes per your sheet of instructions. You already have the
file boxes from the trial."

They shook hands. He hesitated fomoment as though he wanted to say
something else. Then he left.

Lara went over the documents.

His daughter, Jeannie Folsom had a boyfriend, Kith Malpassant, who took
her out tothe desert, hacked her arms off with an axe and left her to die. She'd
survived long enough to be rescued and to ID him.

Court trial, good lawyer, bad prosecutor, and he was out on the streets.

Lara guessed that Folsom's story would check out every whaghawd
that the defendant was the real culprit. Still, they would do a thorough
investigation to be sure he was.

The next item of business was to find Kith Malpassant. No surprise that he
didn't conveniently leave a forwarding address when he was relfraseghil.

But Angie would find him.

Jeannie Folsom had been a nice girl, cheerleader, and-saipty who
had just graduated from high school. Kith had been a year ahead of her in the
same school.

* k k k%

"Okay, where are you with the arm hacR" said Lara. They were seated at
the small conference table in their office; the surface piled high with files and
papers.

"His M.O. helped, not that he's done this to anyone else, but the pattern of
his violence escalated with Jeannie Folsom. He's ngixilegal drugs and
alcohol. | mean every illegal drug you know of."

"A volatile combo."

"None of this came out at the trial, suppressed as being too prejudicial. No
shit."

"You found him?" Lara asked.

"You can read this guy like a map. He moved from Lancaster to
Bakersfield, two desert towns. He's singing and playing the guitar in a Country
Western bar there, same as he did in Lancaster. No day job. He's got gals eating
out of his hand, probably even givifgm money, too. No wonder, he's got
talent, nice looking, good pecs, never guess he's got sadism for brains. Yeah, |
found him."

"Give me your personal take on him," Lara said.
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"If | was seventeen and lived a sheltered life like Jeannie Folsom and liked
country western music, yeah, | buy she went for him. Sexy guy. All veneer, as
far as | can see.”

"Your report says that he didn't follow the traditional pattern of the bad boy
cycle of bed wetting, lighting fires, and torturing small animals.

"He's sure irthat league, but he doesn't fit any of those known categories."

"His parents were older when they adopted him. Any sense that they were
desperate to have a child-0r

"Got an interview here. A neighbor." Angie fingered through the file
folders in her brifcase. "Yes, they were desperate to have a child, very
religious, and adopted him when his parents, who belonged to their church, died
in an accident. By the way, we can't blame that on him. | checked that out
thoroughly. What's interesting is that Mom add must have got over their
desperation. He ran away at sixteen, and they didn't even file a missing person's
report."

Lara laughed. "As though he'd be found. Guess they don't know the
statistics on finding runaways."

"And they didn't offer to pay for kidefense, let him go with a public
defender."

"But they were in the courtroom," said Lara.

Angie shrugged. "Maybe they were hoping he'd be locked up for good. Got
another neighbor who says he comes around occasionally. She thinks he hits
them up for money

"Were you able to interview them? There's not much in the court trial file."

"They're about as tigHipped as you can get. They talked to me but didn't
say anything. They might be worried about retaliation but my sense is they can't
stand him, realizethey made a big mistake in adopting him, and maybe list him
as one of their sins in not being able to raise him Chrititan What do you
have?"

"Don, Clem and Racine's interviews and investigation pretty much tally up
to the samehing. Even though his juvenile records are sealed, neighbors,
schoolmates, storekeepers and a myriad of other people they've interviewed
vented their feelings when asked about Kith Malpassant. They've even got one
guy calling him King Sociopath®

"Why should we be surprised," said Angie. "Look at what he did to Jeannie
Folsom."

"With all the other investigation we've done, looks like this case is
wrapping up nicely. I'll plan a V.I.M., set a date and let the guys know." Lara
made notes in the case file.

"We've got two more cases?" said Angie.
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Lara filled her in. "The Monroe case. Miss Ella Monroe claims her father
was killed by his new wife. It's the old story, her father had money and his wife,
Ella's mother had just died, so he was ripe for the pjskishe says. How did
the new wife killed him? She doesn't know. Just that the new Mrs. Monroe did
somehow, she is sure."

"So we'd be starting from scratch on that one? If there's been a murder
committed, then whatever we find out we turn over to the BoAher to file
charges. Give the culprit their day in court."

Lara nodded. "The second one is the Chu case. Mrs. Chu's daughter was
killed by her abusive husband. He was acquitted in a criminal trial but skewered
in a civil trial."

Lara saw the grim lookn Angie's eyes. Angie had firsthand knowledge of
an abusive husband, one of the reasons she became a police officer.

"Let's wrap up the Folsom case first, then we'll do the Monroe and the Chu
cases. | don't want to spread us too thin." Lara said.

"Is that all we have on our plates right now?"

"I've got two more referrals. One from a sheriff and one from an attorney.
I've scheduled appointments for the victims' families.

"What I'd love to do," she told Angie, "is to put the arm hacker, the
murderer of tie father / husband, and the batterer into one room and give them
the "survivor" test. The person who comes out alive is the winner."

"Nope," Angie said. "We've got to follow the rules. The ones we made out
originally. It's all about choices. The choicepple make in life. One instant the
guy is keeping the laws, then the next instant he makes a choice and he's on the
other side of the law. That's what we discussed when we came up with the rules.
Too easy for us to cross over the line, be law breakersetter than the culprit
we're investigating. | don't want that. That's not what you had in mind. The
culprit has to make the choices. After all, he's the one who sets the whole chain
reaction in motion, the case that we're were hired into."

She paused arrédached for a file. "That brings me to another question. Are
you ready to do this?"

Lara looked at her. "What do you mean?"

"This is our first case and we weren't going to do any vigilantism."

"You're the one who talked about choices. Aren't we givingdhioices?"

"Not the choices he wants."

"You mean, one of his choices means he isn't going to be able to continue
to hack other girls' arms off? He didn't give Jeannie Folsom the choices she
wanted."

"Just want to make sure you're in 100%. This wasn't igeat of justice
when you conceived V.I.M."
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"Nor yours," said Lara. "I'm in." She held her hand up for a high five. Her
left hand for Angie's left.

* kk k%

Kith Malpassant had just come back from a gig.

He went in and turned on a light. They followed

"What! Who are you?" He backed toward the sofa.

There were five of them. She and Angie and their three colleagues, Clem,
Don and Racine. They'd all put on leather and tattoos. Literally. And rode up on
motorcycles. Just your friendly bikers making a neighborly visit.

He dived for the sofa and pulled out a rifle. He aimed at them and pulled
the trigger. And kept pulling. They all listened to the clicks.

Then he came at them waving the butt end of the, njelling, but five
trained people were able to bring him down, slip plastic handcuffs on, and get
him seated on the sofa within a few minutes.

Lara thought about the rifle aimed at her and how close she could have
been to death if they hadn't searchieel place first and took the rounds out of
the rifle and the handgun in the bedroom.

Now they were standing in a half circle in front of him in the quiet and
privacy of the living room of the neto-cozy house Kith rented.

Lara had to write the report bghe wasn't planning on adding any
descriptors like the pile of pizza boxes and other fast food detritus littered
everywhere, the smell of stale beer, rotting food, and other things she didn't even
want to guess at. They should have worn gas masks.

"Who the hell are you and what do you mean by breaking in here?"

"We're private investigators,” said Angie. "You're the last person we're
going to interview for a case we're working on. The Folsom case.”

"Hey, man, | was acquitted. you can't try me again." He waved his
handcuffed fists at her.

"Actually we can. We're the court of last resort. So | need you to answer a
few questions. Why did you di?"

"l don't have to talk to you or anybody."

"In your deposithn you said she kept clinging to you, wouldn't let you go.
You took her for a ride and ended up in the desert. You wanted to convince her
to leave you alone."

"She was stalking me. Everywhere | went she'd be there She came to the
nightclub all the time. Tld everyone we were engaged. It was worse than being
in prison. | couldn't get away from her. She chased all the chicks away."

"According to her parents, she was home almost every night and only went
to see you with her girlfriends a few times. | have ¢hdates."
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"Yeah, well, it was a lot more than a few." He glanced away and didn't
look Angie in the eye anymore. He squirmed on the sofa like he had an
uncomfortable seat belt on.

"But you do admit you hacked her arms off?"

"Man, she asked for it, alwaysiregjing to me. Her arms around me all the
time. Always touching me. She didn't give me no choice.”

"No choice," said Angie in a musing tone. "Which brings me to the reason
we are here. You have three choices. That's three more than you gave Jeannie
Folsom."

He sat on the maroon frayed sofa glaring at them.

"First choice is we take you out to the destirte same spetand hack your
arms off like you did to Jeannie Folsom."

He looked at them, as though he couldn't quite believe what he was
hearing.

"l don'tlike that one." He laughed. "What are the other choices?"

Angie dropped the rubber tubing onto the stained sofa beside him. "Second
choice is pure H. You can shoot up. Be a happy camper when you go out."

Next she dropped a filled syringe in a baggie.

Don tipped the coffee table so that everything slid to the floor blending
with the dirty clothes and other junk there. A cockroach scampered under the
sofa.

Lara took out a bottle of Kith Malpassant's favorite liqguor and poured a
glass, setting them both oretltiable. She thought that drinking out of a glass in
this house was probably a first for him.

"Your third choice is to take yourself out anyway you want," said Angie.
"Now."

"You guys are all crazy," he said. "What are you anyhow?"

They said nothing.

"I guess I'll have a shot of tequila. You all oughta have some, improve your
disposition, especially you chicks."

He laughed again, but there was no merriment in it. He put his hands
around the neck of the bottle and offered it to Angie.

They still didn't repond.

"I don't like any of the choices. But what | want is you." He waved his
glass in both hands at Angie. "Get rid of the others, and we'll party."

He inclined his head twice toward the back of the house.

No question Angie was drop dead gorgeous.dag comeons for her
was a way of life. A little anomaly here as Lara knew he always went to the
abode of his girlfrienddu jour, never to his. In searching the house, Lara had
seen the state of his bed. The mattress was as stained and oozing sttifferg as
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sofa, and just as rank on the sniff scale. He was probably hoping they hadn't
found the gun.

"You have one minute to decide." Angie made a show of watching the time
on her largdaced watch.

He threw the tequila back in one gulp, still eyeing Angie gmnning.

Lara thought she wouldn't be surprised if Angie pulled out her ankle gun
and make him eat-this fourth choice. But she knew Angie wouldn't do that.

He poured another tequila and downed it.

Lara placed a colored Polaroid of the bloodied amdless candgtriper
Jeannie Folsom on the sticky table. She wondered how many lives of other girls
they were saving.

Every ten seconds Lara put down another picture adding to the row on the
table. The last one was a blowup of Jeannie in the morgue -ardhanced.

Vivid enough to make even Lara feel a little queasy.

"Your minute is up," said Angie.

Clem plugged in the chain saw and turned it on.

If Kith had any blood left in his face, it was now gone., and so was the
smirk.

Lara noted that at first, heat looked like Mr. Macho, then his eyes went
through the spectrum ending up like a mouse facing a cobra. He didn't care what
he had done, Lara discerned, but realization that he wasn't going to get away
with it did. Duh! He hit himself mentally on the fdread. Lara could see it in
his eyes. He had to make a choice. He couldn't not do nothing. He couldn't sweet
talk his way out of this one. His eyes darted as though trying not to look at the
chain saw or them, now knowing there was no joke going on.

And Lara could also tell as his eyes cased his options that one of them was
not the chain saw.

The whirr of the chain saw was definitely more menacing than an axe.

"It's all about choices and consequences. You made a choice then." Angie
placed down the last girre of Jeannie, her high school graduation one. "And
now you get to make another choice."

Clem revved the motor of the chain saw and advanced as though ready to
do the first arm.

Kith snatched the bottle and gulped the tequila. He looked up at Clem.

Clemtook another step forward.

Then Kith grabbed the tubing, and tied it with the flourish of an expert
holding one end with his teeth. Then he reached for the syringe, tore it out of the

baggie, and drove the plunger into the popped.vein
His eyes widened athe heroin gave him the first rush, and in a few
moments his eyes closed. He went comatose. Pure H will do that.
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Angie scooped up the pictures. Lara picked up the bottle and the glass.
Clem unplugged the motor. Don took off the handcuffs, and picked eip th
baggie. The only prints on the syringe and tubing were Kith's. They were all
wearing gloves.

Twenty-eight minutes later they left.

Racine, the last one through the door, turned out the lights.

The Folsom case was closed.

The End

Copyright© 2008, Gay Toltl Kinman
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WHATEVER HAPPENED TO THREE -GUN
TERRY?

An analysis of Carroll JdhlreeGdal y6s seminal ¢
Terryand why Daly, the acknowledged father of Raaded crime fiction, has
been eclipsed by Dashiell Hammettlhe annals of crime fiction.

Historical Commentary
by
Bruce Stirling

BRUCE STIRLING'S poetry and prose appear in number of literary journals
including Out Of The Gutter, and Thieves Jargon His crime story Woman Want
was cewinner of the 2007 iBh-Knife Award for Short Crime Fiction. He's also
published fiction inDebris, Eclectica Pen Pricks Bewildering Stories Opium, and
Sensorotica

1923 was a busy year. In AmericBrohibition was swinging to the

rhythms of jazz, a new style of music one comm
toward hell . o0 That hell was what F. Scott Fitz
carnage of World War One had edeadsi nced Ameri car
al | wars fought, al | faiths in man shaken. o It
and, as the song said, filn the meantime, in bet

1923 was a very busy year. I n Europe, Hitl er

governmenwhile in Paris, Hemingway and Joyce and other expat writers were
creating a revolution in literature that would come to be known as modernism.
Stateside, in Manhattan, another literary revolution was taking place, not in the
garrets of Greenwich Villageubin a 128page illustrated pulp fiction magazine
calledThe Black Mask

The Black Maskhad been in circulation since 1920. Like all pulp
magazinesThe Black Maskvas fiwas about three things: action
sex, not necessarily in that order. | n an era when |iteracy had n
higher, when the stock market was booming, when tabloid journalism was just
taking off, the pulps, as they were called, were eagerly read every month. With
their Aprovocative titbas, 0l uheg wever 8aandadhbe
of sensationalism.d

But then in May, 1923, a story appearedTime Black Maskhat would
forever change pulp fiction and, | would argue, American culture as a whole.
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That story was Carr ol IThrdeGinAernpmlthgds cr i me novel
annals of detective fictionThreeGun Terryis indeed a first. Terry Mack, the
eponymous protagoni st i s, as one critic says,
hardboiled private investigator, the father of ten thousand priegés who
have gunned, slugged and wisecracked through way through ten thousand
magazines, books, films and TV episodes. 0
With the publication offhreeGun Terry subscriptions t@he Black Mask
soared. Terry Mack was a hit the height of the Jazz Age, Terry Mack, a
character one <critic describes as a fiswagge
instability ofagurcr azed vigilantedo was a piece of It
in which anarchy reigned supreme. But the revolutiowa s n 6t over yet.
In October, 1923, six months after the publicationTbfeeGun Terry
The Black Maskpublished a detective story by Peter Collinson. The title was
Arson Plus. The hero was a nameless private who worked for the
Continental Detectie Agency. In time, the hero 8irson Pluswvould come to be
known as the Continental Operative or simply #ft
Joe just coul dnét get e reyeUtigshharddiledt hi s new styl e
dick. Arson Pluswas so popular Pet€ ol | i nson deci ded heéd put his
on subsequent stories. That name was Dashiell Hammett, a hame that would,
over time, relegate Carroll John Daly amtireeGun Terryto the annals of
literary obscurity. Therein lies the question: Whatever happemé&tireeGun
Terry? Moreover, why has Carroll John Daly, a writer whom critics
acknowledge as being the originator of an American literary icthre hard
boiled privateeye - why has his name fallen off the map while Dashiell
Hammett went on to receivel &he credit for creating a new genre called hard
boiled crime fiction?
Those are the questions | will seek to answer. As | do, please remember:
This is pulp fiction, the seveby-ten inch magazines the average Joe read over
his blue plate special back 11923. And, yes, | realize that the mere mention of
pulp fiction is enough to send many for the &ex
remember what Raymond Chandler said in his esgagduction to the Simple
Art of Murder
fiPulp [fiction] never drearad of posterity...It takes a very open mind to
look beyond the gaudy covers and trashy titles and recognize the authentic
power of a kind of writing that, even at it most mannered and artificial, made
most of the fiction of the time taste like a cup oflwkrm consommé at a
spinsterish tearoom. 0

rioi
er

* k% % %
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Carroll John Daly was born in Yonkers, New York in 1889. He went to
high school then to the American Academy of Dramatic Arts. In May, 1923,
whenThe Black MaskublishedThreeGun Terry he was thily-three and living
as a reclusen White Plains, a city close to New York. Why was Daly a recluse?
Nobody knows. But this we do know: Rarely, if ever, did he venture into
Manhattan, the setting for his stories. Once, however, Daly did make a trip into
theci t y. When he returned home, so the story goe
A neighbor had to point it out to him. Once, for the sake of research, Daly
decided that maybe he should get to know what it was like to handle a gun.
Daly, leaving his temperateicontrolled home, went and bought a gun only to
be arrested for carrying a concealed weapon. As
the end of Carroll John Dalyds research. o
Who then is Carroll John Daly? Think Walter Mitty, the James Thurber
character. Inife, Walter Mitty is an just average Joe. In his dreams, however, he
sees himself transformed. He is a romantic hero, battling bad guys and winning
the day in the good old American way. Daly even admitted that at night, when
he wrote, he became Terry Madks alter ego. For Carroll John Daly, that real
life alter ego could very well have Dashiell Hammett, for in life Hammett was
everything Daly was not.

Samuel Dashi el Hammett was born in 1894, Al
rebell i ous t empeut of sangoleaind wWerd to dvorlo forptreed
railroad. In 1915, at 21, he joined the Pinkerton Detective Agency. As a
Pinkerton operative or Op, Hammett was invol vec
of police work from fipetty theft to murder. o

In 1918, Hammettl e f t Pinkertonds, joined the ar my

influenza. Soon after he developed tuberculosis. He left the army and went back
to Pinkertonbs but poor health forced him to
disease and in need of work, Hammett, encouraged fyjerad, turned to

writing. AHe experi mented with verse and short
L. Mencken, editor offhe Smart Setd6 t he same high brow Aslicko |
whi ch il aunched Fitzgeral dbés professional car ¢

believe, vho suggested that Hammett send work offTtee Black Maska
magazine Mencken had originally started yet sold. That storyAvgm Plus

As aspiring c¢crime writers, Daly and Hammmet't
different. By1923, Hammett had been around the block and then some whereas
Daly rarely 1| eft home. Therein lies an intrigu

Daly who wroteThreeGun Terry a shocking crime novelette that introduced

Terry Mack, t h eboiledoprivieteedyse . f i Tresrtr yh aMadc k mi ght 6ve
have been fia swaggering il literazezde with the emc
vigilanted but back in 1923, the paying public
female reader said:
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fiTerry Mack appeals to me. Ihgthing makes me tired, it is the milk
and-water blood of the modern hero as depicted by writers who are scared to
admit that blood is red. You get me?0

Obviousl vy, she wasnodt a big Sherwood Ander sc
fact is beyond dispute: In May, 923, Carroll John Daly introduced a new
character to the world of detective fiction. Daly is even credited with writing in
1927 the first hardboiled crime novelThe Snarl of the Beast
All this raises another question: If Daly had no experienceinfecand
cops, if his own shadow scared him silly, where did his stories come from? Was
he such an inventive genius that he didnodt nee
literary form that transcended the need to draw from experience? | would argue
not. Theis pi r at i o Mhrde@un Tenaid god cme from an inherent
artistic geni us t hat thrived on seclusi on. I
specifically, | at e 19th century di me novel s
i nspiration didnét kemedfeomf ibkengabaoke as hi
claimed. His stories came from the news stand, the library, from boyhood
memories, and arguably, from the movies, for in 1923, the most popular movies
were romances and westerns. Unbdrveoldf i r st Amoderno
by Josef von Sternberg) di drliireeGuappear unt il 19
Terry was published.
There is no third party evidence to prove what | have just asserted. Like |
said Daly has been all but ignored by critics. Why? One reason might be that
Daly nailed Terry Mack to a plot lifted straight out of any number of late 19th
century dime novels and early cowboy movies, a plot with roots firmly planted
in the captivity narrative, a genre made popular by New England Puritans. Such
an assertionraisécsh e i ssue of experience and how it shap
who the hell am | to be taking pot shots at the
you read any number of 19th century dime novels, in parti@dadwood Dick
the most serialized cowboy tweafter Buffalo Bill Cody, you will soon realize
where Terry Mack is coming from, namely, the bedrock of the cowboy cliché,
one of many such clichés which, when added up, have dobhred Gun Terry
to obscurity. Yet beneath all the clichés there is adbreew man who blew the
doors off the detective genre, a character whose influence is still felt today.
As a noveletteThreeGun Terryis about fifteerthousand words. The first
thing you notice is the title. It establishes an important fact: $tusy is not
about a crime, i.eThe Case of the Mutilated Foot, Corpse in a Cab, Body on a
Slah or where a crime took placéMurder in the Rue Morgyéviurder Goes to
College) Before 1923, such title hooks were the hallmark of the detective story,
circa 1870 to 1923. The title dfhreeGun Terry while not the first time a
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privateeye 6 s name appears in the marquee, neverthel
aboutThreeGun Terry This story is all about character.
Character. That is what sets hdmalled cime fiction apart from all other
genres, mystery, detective or otherwise, now and in May, 1923. Contrary to
popular belief, hardboiled crime fiction is not about crime. Instead, hboiled
crime fiction breaks the classic detective formula, one in whidletective,
through deduction, follows a series of clues to a ditinascene in which the
crook gets his and justice prevails. Inharéi | ed cri me ficti on, Acri me,
threat of a c¢cri me, [ s] of secondary importan
boiled e¢ime fiction is character. Bill Pronzini iRlard-boiled: An Anthology of
Crime Fictiondescribes just such a character.
i The t y pooiledectharadieais aften a loner, a social misfit. He has
a jaundiced view of government, power and the worltlelfs on the side of the
angels, he likely to be a cynical idealist: he believes that society is corrupt, but
he also believes in justice and will make it his business to do whatever is
necessary to see that justice is done. If he walks on the otherf skt raean
streets, he walks them at night; he is likely a predator, as morally bankrupt as
any human being can be. 0
AA predator as morally bankrupt as any huma
Mack all over. In the evolution of detective fiction, Terry Maclkc@sidered
the prototype, the original Terminator. Before Terry Mack, gumshoes such as
Vidocq, Dupin, Sherlock Holmes, and Nick Carter always came down on the
side of the law, their actions an extension of a civilizing process, a return to
order with goodconquering evil. Not so Terry Mack. The man is anarchy run
amuck, his most pronounced character trait a chillingly cavalieetimgsare
my-own attitude stamped onto a myopic worship of gun play that sees violence
as a means of solving any and all protdein fact, Terry Mack is so addicted to
gun play, he spends more time bragging about his shooting prowess than he does
solving the crime, namely, the kidnapping and s
Despite Terry Mack©os | oveay P23 at est ost er one,
seminal American literary moment. In the opening paragraph, Terry Mack
stakes out his territory loud and clear, the first person narrator another hallmark
of hardboiled crime fiction established @jhreeGun Terry
AMy | ife isemgpiowhonsandf tdthers dondt intere
form any, or if you do, keep them to yourself. If you want to sneer at my tactics,
why go ahead, but do it behind the pages, youod
line. | have a little office that says TERRMWACK, Private Investigator on the
door, which means whatever you wish to think. I
| play the game on the level, in my own way.
Notice how the story doesndét open with a plo
some kind, all haiarks of the detective story before May, 1923. Instead,
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ThreeGun Terryopens with Terry Mack threatening his reader if the reader
dare question Terry Mackds ethics. Sherl ock Hol
But Terry Mack? Helohaslobkeabybul Thérainlliésthg ou j ust as sc
revolution: The detective story is no longer about solving a crime and seeing
justice prevail. It is a question of ethics, of character.
Despite such a seminal pedigree, Terry Mack, however, still has one foot
planteddeep in the past, the most obvious clue to his literary origins being his
arsenal. As the title illustrates, Terry Mack carries three guns. Where he hides
them |I have no idea. (Freudians, 1 6m sure, woul
who in the annalsf American fiction struts around packing so much iron? The
cowboy; more specifically, the gunfighter, the loner with a pistol riding each hip
and one up the sleeve just in case. This then is the image upon which Daly has
modeled Terry Mack. And thebestgn f i ght er s are, as Terry Mack t e
fastest on the draw.o0o This is not the mean st
Dodge City.
Once youbdbve got Terry Mackb6bs armament figure
got the man figured out as well. Like all gunfigtgehe is a rebel who follows
his own moral code. The plot and the dialogueTbfeeGun Terryeach go
along way in supporting this cowb@gscop metaphor. First the plot.
I f vy ou &tareWars Ehe Searchersor Mission Impossible 1|lyou
know the plot ofThreeGun Terry | f y oLue6 vMeO rrteecaydd Knéw t h ur
it I f youdve read any Nick Carter Detective S
Jones dime novels you know it. As far as plots go, it is as American as apple pie.
| am talkingabou't fithe captivity narrative, 06 a New E]
circa 1680. (The first bestseller in America was, in fact, a captivity narrative by
Mary Rowlandson).
Simply put, the captivity narrative pits good (civilized efedring whites)
againstevil (godless devils called Indians) with the white guys always coming
out on top. This same plot is the hook upon whitiheeGun Terryhangs. A
virgin, straight out of the convent, is kidnapped by gangsters (Indians always
travel in packs). The bad guyaistle the virgin back to their hideout (Indian

camp) where the virgin (bravely resisting) i s
(standard i mpl ements of I ndian torture) i f s h
formul ad (that wi || d e srt Maokywitntedses thevor | d) . By <chas
virginds kidnappi ng, -handedlcstorsns thencmokgimng down, Sinc

their lair, and saves the virgin. The rescued virgin worships her savior to no end

but Terry Mack, in another seminal havdiled moment, claims he is, ofe,

floff dames. They donbéd go well with my business
Terry Mackds misogyny is another first in de

hardboiled dicks, Terry Mack wants nothing to do with dames. All they offer is

love and stability, and if Terry Mack thenergunf i ght er fears anything,
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being tied down. Why? Because he trusts no one but himself. This is another

first in ThreeGun Terry the big city privateye riding a wave of unrelenting

cynicism. It is theme that will echo all down the line, in Ham e t ArsénsPlus

andThe Maltese Falcan i n CHleBgSleepd s n Jameuble Cai nso
Indemnity i n Mi c k d,yTheSmy dll tlassice 6f harthoiled crime

fiction.
While these moments combined did indeed conspire to come between the
aer age Joe and his Dblue plate special, it is T
really turned the genreds on its head
AA fellow dondt have to take a shot at me to
have to give me a good moral reason to shoot. Show me theanmanl, i heds
i n

f 0
drawing on me and needs a good killing, why, | 0

One |l ine bears repeating: AYou donét have to
to shoot. o Pretty tdayendagd But iewedé@mpaeci al ly in th

historical perspective, Terry Mack, a privage in name only, has just put a

bull et bet ween the eyes of alll his gumshoe for
up.

fi ainb6t a crook and | @&velpidmyown di c k. I pl ay
way. Il 6m in the center of the triangl e; bet we e

victim.o
This is not James Joyce carving epiphanies or Virginia Woolf aiming for
the lighthouse. What we are witnessing in Terry Mack is the birth oflbaited
crime fiction, and hardboiled crime fiction, it bears repeating, is a study not in
crime but in character. In Terry Mack, that character is a cynicatsesling
moralist establishing a new archetype: the primte as judge, jury and
executioner allvrapped up into one. Suspicious, alienated, cynical;ogaped,
Terry Mack indeed has all the markings of a truly modern man. Yet, as
evidenced by the plot, he still has one foot firmly rooted in the past, his cowboy
twang framing his literary pedigree.
ANow the cityds big, and that ainoét me ant f
wi sdom. lItds a fact. Sometimes things is sl ow a
You can almost see the straw in his hair. Yet despite the giddy up
dialogue, Terry Mack is once agailoing something brand new: He is looking
for business. In detective fiction of the day, the crime to be solved was literally
in the first paragraph. Moreover, the cops or relatives of the victim often enlisted
a detective of superior sleuthing skills see the case solved. TrhreeGun
Terry, however, such a scenario does not start the plot rolling. Instead, Terry

Mack stumbles wupon fia situation, o namely, t he
involved, Terry Mack does sdimedidateng el se start]
a series of clues as was the formula. Instead, he threatens his underworld

connections with blackmail i f they donot coug
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kidnappers. In other words, Terry Mack is using brawn over brains to solve a

crime. RaymondB@andl er called this threat of violence
a charged atmosphere is the hallmark of Haoited crime fiction, and Terry

Mack, love him or hate him, started it all. More importantly, the priegts

once the symbol of good, is now rastly oozing menace, but he is also breaking

the |l aw to serve his own selfish needs, for Ter
a sizable profit to be made from her adoring uncle. Best of all, the virgin knows

the police chief who, in the end, exoneratesrif Mack for blowing all the bad

guys away. Terry Marc&zed wiogi loanltye,Ma bguun hebs
lucky as an inside straight. Once again, pretty tame stuff. But remember: This is

May, 1923. With Terry Mack, Carroll John Daly has just turrtesl detective

formula on its head. Suddenly, the privaiee, the hero, the erstwhile symbol of

law and order, isnow an aftier o, a predator in search of profi
illiteratedo who wild.l kil anyonel who stands in
moments, there remains something quirkily inconsistent alimete Gun Terry

Case in point: Before Terry Mack witnesses the

find any street action.
iSo it comes t hat t h kithirty @.m.l IsstarsbF o w. Al ong abou

home. | got a car but | aindt wusing it. The sub

Sorry, but try as | mi ght, I canbét see Terry
with the mentality of aguwer azed vigilanted waiting in Iline
tokens, especiallywherehd s got a car and the streets are pr (
being after midnight. But it doesndt end there
from Italy, yet Terry Mack persists in calling

Herebs anot her .fallthings ya chdafie-kidekitla salled o

ABud. 06 Now, youbve got t o wosiddkick, : I f Terry Mac

why is he riding the subway so late at night?
ThreeGun Terryis full of such incongruities. | call them Dalyisms. Why?

Number one becauseaft wise this is just sloppy writing and two because a real

privateeye, a Continental Op, would not have a chauffede kick and, if he

did have achaufte-s i de ki ck, he sure as hell wouldnét be
I'tés pretty o bing beves Dalwtha formulaswritdr &p p e n

remembering what Daly the reader read, and what Daly read said that a hero

must have a side kick, after all, Sherlock Holmes had Watson, Nick Carter had

Patsy and Scrubby, and Hawkeye had Chingachgook. That was thdaf@mna

Daly, despite creating an archetype in Terry Mack, was, at the end of the day, a

formula writer. He wasno6t writing about the mea

the wild west over Manhattan, and the wild west, according to the literature of

the time was full of bad guys who kidnapped and tortured virginal senoritas. In

other words, Daly was giving the public exactly what they wanted: something

tried-andtrue, and something new. Love him or hate him, Terry Mack is the
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undisputed father of Sam Spad®hillip Marlowe, Lew Archer, Little Caesar,

Mike Hammer, Dirty Harry, Don Corleone, Rambo, the Terminator, and, |

assert, todaybés video game in which slaughter

consequence, a particularly ugly aspect of American cultureadblaver the

globe by Hollywood. Modern American culture has indeed cashed in on Carroll

John Dalyds creation, the fAswaggering illiterat

time has all but erased. Why? More specifically, why has Carroll John Daly, the

acknowedged father of hartloiled crime fiction, been all but forgotten while

Dashiell Hammmett went on to be regarded as the originator of this new

American genre?
To understand why Carroll John Daly has been eclipsed by Dashiell

Hammett, we must turn to theork of Hammett, a writer Dorothy Parker once

sai d wasofidedharydu coul d roll him on the White
When Hammett started writing in the early twenties, one critic said:

fiHammett] was not a writer learningbout private detectives, he was a
private detective | earning about writing. o

Readi ng HeonrRedartd dater stories, particulariyhe Maltese
Falcon, proves this point beyond a doubt. But fidssson Plus
Arson Pluswas first published inThe Black Maskin October, 1923, six
mont hs a fThireeGun Deary Beidgspublished in the same magazine so
cl ose in ti meArsproRIUWOuUldt bedr sokne reserabtance to
ThreeGun Terry After all, The Black Maskvas all about money, and magne
meant formula writing. And yes, on the formula froAtson Plusdoes indeed
end with a shootout much likehreeGun Terry But other than that, these two
seminal crime stories are wosldpart.
Like ThreeGun Terry Arson Plusintroduces a new chaster into the
world of detective fiction: a privateye called the Continental Op. The Op
investigates an insurance companyds <claim that
Unl i ke Terry Mack, the Op doesndét stumbl e upon
is all busiress. From the get go, he knows exactly where he is going and, with
help from the police, he moves assiduously from suspect to suspect until the
arsoni st get s his. By todaybs standar ds, pret
definitely following the formula, défitely writing for the market. So where,
you ask, is the revolution?
First off, |l et 6s | ook a t-boiedfatiomict er because, é
all about character. IfthreeGun Terry Terry Mack continually lets us know
that he is bad news, and proud of it. HoweverAison Plus the Op does the
exact opposite: He plays his cards close to his chest. He is not a braggart or a
selfserving moralist who enforces his own code of ethidhe point of a gun.
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Wedbdre not even sure if the Op even carries a ¢
know what he looks like until half way through the story. When the Op
interviews a suspect, a beautiful young seductress who has kept him waiting, the
Op feds a momentary attraction only to admit:
Al was a -dgeddsgtectivé wha wage fuming over having his time
wasted. | was a lot more interested in finding the bird who struck the match than
I was in finding feminine beauty. But | smothered my gioaad got down to
business. 0
Abusy middeaged detecti ve. That 6s all we get . Wh
i mplies, as Dorothy Parker says, that AHammet:¢t
courtesy of allowing them to supply descriptions and analyses forstleemv e s . 0
In other words, Hammett is letting us create our own image of the Op. And that
image is everything Terry Mack is not. Where Terry Mack is young and
gunning, the Op is older, slower. Probably smokes too much and needs a drink
bad. Dondét we al/l
One thing is certain though: The Opébés <char a
Terry Mackédés character is also defined by actic
Simply put, he is the same old cavalry storming the same old Indian village to
save the same old virgin the same old hail of bullets, whereas the Op, pegged
to Hammettds concise prose, races us through a
withesses and mundane police procedure all based around, curiously enough, a
victimless crime. IMArson Plus we ae not tagging along with the Op as we are
with Terry Mack. Because the Op is nameless and facelesa,e the Op. We
have created him in our own likeness by filling in the blanks of his character.
Having done so, Hammett has allowed us to place oursatvse frontline of a
stark new realism in detective fiction.
Like Terry Mack, the Op too harbors a healthy degree of cynicism.
However, Terry Mackds cynicism is what I call
distrust of the world seems sincere enough, yetamrdng both good and bad,
he is not so much commenting on the world at large but rather massaging his
own romantic view of himself. Mor eover, Terry
illiterated who foll ows his own Imor al code but
of good, he remains an optimist, an Arthurian knight who, underneath all the
tough guy talk, believes that justice will out in the end, which is exactly what
happens. Order is preserved. In other words, Terry Mack is not half as new as he
seems, for at éart he still bears the stripe of our Puritan forefathers, an
intolerant lot who, like Terry Mack, had their own code of justice, one in which
they too stood judge, jury and executioner over what they perceived to be evil,
namely, the Indian. And what diie Puritans do to the Indian? They committed
genocide, for the Indian was the bad guy and the bad guy, in the Puritan mind
and in Terry Mackos, had to be eliminated wit
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wor ds, mi ght makes right . triahgulatorkof i Axi s of Evi |
countries has Terry Mack splashed all over it, the president who coined the
phrase not only a transplanted New England cowboy, but also, many would
argue, a swaggering illiterate in his own righ
roots run lmg and deep.
Compared to Terry Mack, the Opds brand of cy
different. As far as crime goes, the Op, much like Hammett in real life, has been
there done that more times than he cares to recall. In this light, he is jaded to the
care. Working the mean streets has turned him into a cynic, a man who brushes
beauty aside not because he hates dames but because he has seen through the
game of life and, more mundanely, he has a job to do. He is not a-coked
intellectual in a deerstalkeap. He is not a cowboy packing three irons, an-over
inflated ego, and a Puritan Anyay-or-the-highway ethic. Instead, the Op is an
everyman. He is on the side of the law not because he wants to do good but
because he is being paid to do a job, to faads and right a wrong. In his search
for the truth, romance is sacrificed at the alter of expediency. Therein lies the
revolution. In Arson Plus the Op represents the death of romanticism in
detective fiction. He is the sword rammed straight throughh#sets of all the
shining knights, the Vidocgs, the Sherlock Holmes, the Nick Carters, even Terry
Mack himself.
In Arson Plus as in all Hammett 6s wor k, death is
grounds for romantic boasting. Not so for Daly. Why did Daly pen such a
cavalier approach to life and death? First off, as a formula writer, Daly knew
what his audience wanted, and he delivered. However, | assert that Daly, safe
within his temperatureontrolled suburban home, toyed with death because,
unli ke Hammett stheéd deat h, mean street deat h,
bio proves he had no experience of what it meant to be a working cop. In short,
he | acked Hwordnperspective onrwhad it meant to investigate a
murder.
Some would argue that to judgehva t experiences shaped Dal ybds
pure speculation and no basis for an argument. And | would agree if we were

talking about @ona fider ec|l usi ve geni us. But therebds the r|
genius. Far from it. At his best, he was a formula hack whawidg on a
lifetime of influences, created a character,

would, in time, refine and transform into the archetype. MeanwhiileeeGun
Terry, burdened by its predictable plot shot from the Puritan point of viaw
narrativestyle found in almost every late 19th century dime novel (and in any
number of Hollywood films) has failed to stand the test of time. Suffice it to
say, r e a @hree@un Deanfanyddiis later work is like watching reruns
of The TerminatarGreat eye candy. Not much for the mind. Such an approach
did make Daly a fast buck in his time, but it did not breed great and lasting art.
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Hammett, on the other hand, because he worked the streets, because he
was an Op, presents us with a more realfgtture of police procedure starting
with Arson Plus Ha mmett doesndét need to tart things up
doesnét need to | ean on a Puritan plot to get f
cynicism has been forged on the frontline of experieNecebig deal today, but
back in 1923, the Op was a seminal breeze squeezing the last ounce of romance
out of the detective genre. He was, and still is, truly fomited, a popular jazz
age phr as ewithout sebtimeneda nMo rfie | mporstremnt 'y, t he Op wa
Stylistically, Arson Plusis so straight forward, so stripped of pretense it
rivals Hemingway for clarity and simplicity. Read early Hammett and early
Hemi ngway, and youdl | wonder who influenced wh
Arson Plus reveals anaspi ring writeros intuitive commanc
elements, all of which frame a compelling new character called the Op. That, in
my estimation, is one reason why Hammett has eclipsed Daly and is now
regarded as the father of hdrdiled crime fiction.
But there is another more salient reason why Hammett is considered the
master of hardboi | ed crime fiction. Whil e Dalydés | ater
cycle of plot and character clichés, Hammett was steadily evolving his craft. In
time, he came to use thdme story as a vehicle through which he, as a writer,
could comment on life itself. We catch an awakening of thidrson Plus a
moment in which Hammett is struggling to do more than just entertain. When
the Op visits the torched house, he says:

fi [ poked around in the ashes for a few minutes, not that [I] expected to
find anything but because it is mands nature to
ilt is mands natur.edo tOhipo kies am® ulna@n gerr rpuinp |

This is a writer rising above tHanitations of his genre, an artist commenting,
however brief, on the nature of man who, by poking around in death, might find
the key to the mystery called life. All that from an aspiring writer first published
i n H. L. ThdeSmartkSetviedcken bimg the same editor who first
published F. Scott Fitzgerald; Mencken, the same critic who had previously
rejected st or i ebublifersandiearlyavonlefrom Hemingvayd s
while publishing work from an unknown named Sam Hammett.

il t i s tureatopble aroumd inruing. Si x years | ater, in 1929,
same line will describe privateye Sam Spade ihe Maltese FalcanSpade,
like the Op, is poking around not in the ruins of a torched house but in a world
of failed dreams.

Plot wise, The Maltese Falcorollows Sam Spade, hired by a femme
fatale seeking protection from a gang of miscreants. It turns out, however, that
the femme fatale and the miscreants are in cahoots as they search the world over
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for a priceless statuette called theltdse Falcon. The illusive falcon, if found,
will make the gang fabulously rich. Metaphorically, the falcon is the grail story
and al | it i mplies. Yet t he mi screant s, i ke
immortality. Frustrated, their dreams in ruins, thisareants turn on each other.
Therein lies the genius of Dashiell Hammett.
By analogizing the Maltese Falcon to the grail quest, Hammett is using a

myt hol ogi cal context to comment upon the deludi
the falcon, like the grailwill never be found. It will always remain, as Spade
t el I s u s The stuff drbaens aemmade®fiThi s same theme i s echoed

James Ambycaesbost story many consider one of the greatest ever
written. At the end oAraby, the boyhero, haing failed to find love at the fair,
realizes the deluding nature of his dreams thus the deluding nature of
romanticism itself. Joyce brings us to this epiphaagother seminal moment in
writing - by using the same mythological, grgilest context thaHammett
employs inThe Maltese Falcan
The Maltese Falcotis considered the masterpiece of hhailed crime
fiction. True to form, it packs a lot of tough talk and gun play. More
importantly, it focuses on character, a jaded-hatb named Spade wltomes
to realize that the falcon is shielding the miscreants from a ruinous truth, the fact
t hat |l'ife and the dreams wupon which it are bui
making. Such a comment elevatébe Maltese Falcorinto the realm of
existentialist mquiry, the miscreants and their quest a metaphor that asks the
ageold question: What is the meaning of life?
Great literature is a study in character. Great literature transcends genre.
For Hammett, that transcendence starteflrson Plusand was adeved inThe
Maltese Falcon The arc of Hammett 6s art is clear, wh e
free of the mold. Read any number of his later works and this will become
abundantly clear. The closest Daly came to turning a phrase is thig e
Gun Terry Waiting for the bad guys, Terry Mack says:

i When | |l ook out t he wi ndow, t hat street [
graveyard. o

A poetry graveyard. Not a poetds graveyard,
graveyard. o A place poems go to die, or so it s
| t &sy togoke fun at Daly, too easy, but this awkward metaphor is,
nevertheless, just another in a long list of Dalyisms that, when added up,
conspire to defeat Dalyés literary claim to far
wor | do s -bdiledmprevdteeye.a r d
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Time indeed has been cruel to Carroll John Daly. However, the clerk at
the Mysterious Bookshop in Manhattan assures me that recently many people
have been asking about Carroll John Daly.

ltds true.

She canét explain it.

Neither can I.

The End

Copyright © 2008 by Bruce Stirling
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McTEAGUE

Part Two
by

FRANK NORRIS

Classic Noir

Frank Norris was a naturalistic writer of the very late nineteenth century, who
produced some of the darkest, hareedfjed prose of his dajcTeagueis,
perhaps, his bedtnown work, if only because it walse foundation for the
infamous Erich von Stroheim silent filBreed Largely inspired by the novels of
Emile Zola and the scientific work of Charles Darwin, much of Norris's literary
work focused on the efforts of ordinary men to conquerat least cotrol - the
raging beast within.

McTeague the story of an ifated love triangle in nineteenth century San
Francisco, is still considered to be one of the great American classics, ranking
up there with the works of Theodore Dreiser and William Faulknew Hreat

an author Norris might have become in the fullness of time we will never know,
as he died in 190 just three years after publishingcTeague at the very
young age of thirtywo.

The Back Alleywill serialize McTeagueover seven issues, and wificlude
articles by scholars who focus on the work of Frank Norris to help the reader
understand and appreciate this very early example of naturalistically noir
fiction.

The Story So Far:

McTeague, a hulking, slewitted former catboy in a silver minehas opened a
sham dentist parlor on Polk Street in late nineteenth century San Francisco.
Schooled only by observing an itinerant dental butcher, and some superficial
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readi Ag s eadsd Pr aooksi he angagds enostlyiingtllidg teeth

and aministering gas (most likely ether or nitrous oxide). His best friend,

budding socialist Marcus Schouler, introduces him to a distant cousin, Trina

Sieppe. Trina has a broken tooth which needs mending. While Trina is waiting

to have the tooth fixed, McTgar e 6 s housekeeper Maria Macapa sell
|l ottery ticket. McTeague determines that Trinabd
has to pulls it and the one next to it and fash
operation that takes a couple of weeks and sevesiis¥do complete. At a final

session, he is forced to place her under anesthesia with gas. While she is asleep,

McTeague is seized by an impulse that he fights mightily, but unsuccessfully.

Yielding to what he calls Hullys 6bruted, Mc Teague
Ashamed, he returns to his work, and when Trina awakens she tells him that she
6never felt a thingé. Mc T e dfgamewhatper haps out of

roughly proposes marriage to Trina. She becomes very upset, refuses his
proposal, and begs to vomit.

As it happens, Marcus Schouler is also in love with Trina, a fact which

McTeague knew even as he kissed her and asked her to marry him. As he lies in

his dental parlor, guitr i dd e n, he isndt aware that Maria Mac:
blind, takirg instruments and dental gold foil to sell to a Jewish pawnbroker

named Zerkow.

McTeague joins with Marcus one afternoon, while Maiicugo works as an

assistant for Grannis, the dogdoctor s wal ki ng some of Grannisd Opa
Over a couple of beertMarcus asks McTeague what is bothering him. After

considerable persuasion, McTeague confesses that he loves Trina Sieppe.

Marcus realizes that McTeague would marry Trina that very afternoon if she

would have him, but Marcus does not think that he himaedfs for her that

mu c h . He tells McTeague that he wil!/ 6pul | out o6
court Trina, in the interest of their friendship. McTeague is overcome with
emotion.

To cheer his friend up, Marcus plays a trick on him. He demonstratekdnow

can put an entire billiards ball in his mouth. McTeague is dumbstruck. Marcus
takes the ball out, and then challenges McTeague to do the same thing. He does,
but the ball becomes stuck. McTeague begins to panic, until the ball comes loose
of its own acord. Laughing over the joke, Marcus suggests that McTeague

begin his courtship of Trina as soon as possible. In a piece of foreshadowing,
Marcus points to two dogs snarling at each other through a picket fence and
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AiBy damn t h.elystliskemmwouldn'tlithatvmeke@ ach ot her
if the two got together? Have to try it

Chapter 5

Wednesday morning, Washington's Birthday, McTeague rose very early and
shaved himself. Besides the six mournful concertina airs, the dentist kreew o
song. Whenever he shaved, he sung this song; never at any other time. His voice
was a bellowing roar, enough to make the window sashes rattle. Just now he
woke up all the lodgers in his hall with it. It was a lamentable wail:

"No one to love, none t@ress,
Left all alone in this world's wilderness."

As he paused to strop his razor, Marcus came into his roorresded, a
startling phantom in red flannels.

Marcus often ran back and forth between his room and the dentist's
"Parlors" in allsorts of undress. Old Miss Baker had seen him thus several times
through her halbpen door, as she sat in her room listening and waiting. The old
dressmaker was shocked out of all expression. She was outraged, offended,
pursing her lips, putting up heead. She talked of complaining to the landlady.
"And Mr. Grannis right next door, too. You can understand how trying it is for
both of us." She would come out in the hall after one of these apparitions, her
little false curls shaking, talking loud and $hid any one in reach of her voice.

"Well," Marcus would shout, "shut your door, then, if you don't want to see.
Look out, now, here | come again. Not even a porous plaster on me this time."

On this Wednesday morning Marcus called McTeague outtliretdall, to
the head of the stairs that led down to the street door.

"Come and listen to Maria, Mac," said he.

Maria sat on the next to the lowest step, her chin propped by her two fists.
The redheaded Polish Jew, the ragman Zerkow, stood in tbeady. He was
talking eagerly.

"Now, just once more, Maria," he was saying. "Tell it to us just once more."
Maria's voice came up the stairway in a monotone. Marcus and McTeague
caught a phrase from time to time.

"There were more than a hundred pgeand every one of them goldjust
that punckbowl was worth a fortunthick, fat, red gold."
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"Get onto to that, will you?" observed Marcus. "The old skin has got her
started on the plate. Ain't they a pair for you?"

"And it rang like bells, didm'it?" prompted Zerkow.

"Sweeter'n church bells, and clearer."

"Ah, sweeter'n bells. Wasn't that pudabwl awful heavy?"

"All you could do to lift it."

"I know. Oh, | know," answered Zerkow, clawing at his lips. "Where did it
all go to? Wherdaid it go?"

Maria shook her head.

"It's gone, anyhow."

"Ah, gone, gone! Think of it! The pundbowl gone, and the engraved ladle,
and the plates and goblets. What a sight it must have been all heaped together!"

"It was a wonderful sight."

"Y es, wonderful; it must have been."

On the lower steps of that cheap flat, the Mexican woman and thaired|
Polish Jew mused long over that vanished,-tmtthical gold plate.

Marcus and the dentist spent Washington's Birthday across the bay. The
journey over was one long agony to McTeague. He shook with a formless,
uncertain dread; a dozen times he would have turned back had not Marcus been
with him. The stolid giant was as nervous as a schoolboy. He fancied that his
call upon Miss Sieppe was antageous affront. She would freeze him with a
stare; he would be shown the door, would be ejected, disgraced.

As they got off the local train at B Street station they suddenly collided with
the whole tribe of Sieppes the mother, father, three chitdr, and Trina-
equipped for one of their eternal picnics. They were to go to Schuetzen Park,
within walking distance of the station. They were grouped about four lunch
baskets. One of the children, a little boy, held a black greyhound by a rope
around is neck. Trina wore a blue cloth skirt, a striped shirt waist, and a white
sailor; about her round waist was a belt of imitation alligator skin.

At once Mrs. Sieppe began to talk to Marcus. He had written of their
coming, but the picnic had been decidgubn after the arrival of his letter. Mrs.
Sieppe explained this to him. She was an immense old lady with a pink face and
wonderful hair, absolutely white. The Sieppes were a Get®wédas family.

"We go to der park, Schuetzen Park, mit alle dem cHildarlittle eggs
kursion, eh not soh? We breathe der freshes air, a celubration, a pignic bei der
seashore on. Ach, dot wull be soh gay, ah?"

"You bet it will. It'll be outa sight," cried Marcus, enthusiastic in an instant.
"This is m' friend Doctor Mc&ague | wrote you about, Mrs. Sieppe."

"Ach, der doktor," cried Mrs. Sieppe.

McTeague was presented, shaking hands gravely as Marcus shouldered him
from one to the other.
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Mr. Sieppe was a little man of a military aspect, full of importance, taking
himself very seriously. He was a member of a rifle team. Over his shoulder was
slung a Springfield rifle, while his breast was decorated by five bronze medals.

Trina was delighted. McTeague was dumfounded. She appeared positively
glad to see him.

"How do you do, Doctor McTeague," she said, smiling at him and shaking
his hand. "It's nice to see you again. Look, see how fine my filling is." She lifted
a corner of her lip and showed him the clumsy gold bridge.

Meanwhile, Mr. Sieppe toiled and pergar Upon him devolved the
responsibility of the excursion. He seemed to consider it a matter of vast
importance, a veritable expedition.

"Owgooste!" he shouted to the little boy with the black greyhound, "you will
der hound und basket number three cabgr tervins,” he added, calling to the
two smallest boys, who were dressed exactly alike, "will releef one unudder mit
der campstuhl und basket number four. Dat is comprehend, hay? When we
make der start, you childern will in der advance march. Dabus grders. But
we do not start," he exclaimed, excitedly; "we remain. Ach Gott, Selina, who
does not arrive."

Selina, it appeared, was a niece of Mrs. Sieppe's. They were on the point of
starting without her, when she suddenly arrived, very much fobteath. She
was a slender, unhealthy looking girl, who overworked herself giving lessons in
handpainting at twentffive cents an hour. McTeague was presented. They all
began to talk at once, filling the little statibiouse with a confusion of tongues.

"Attention!" cried Mr. Sieppe, his goldeaded cane in one hand, his
Springfield in the other. "Attention! We depart." The four little boys moved off
ahead; the greyhound suddenly began to bark, and tug at his leash. The others
picked up their bundles.

"Vorwarts!" shouted Mr. Sieppe, waving his rifle and assuming the attitude
of a lieutenant of infantry leading a charge. The party set off down the railroad
track.

Mrs. Sieppe walked with her husband, who constantly left her side to shout
an order umnd down the line. Marcus followed with Selina. McTeague found
himself with Trina at the end of the procession.

"We go off on these picnics almost every week," said Trina, by way of a
beginning, "and almost every holiday, too. It is a custom."

"Yes, yes, a custom," answered McTeague, nodding; "a custtimat's the
word."

"Don't you think picnics are fine fun, Doctor McTeague?" she continued.
"You take your lunch; you leave the dirty city all day; you race about in the open
air, and when lunchtim comes, oh, aren't you hungry? And the woods and the
grass smell so fine!"
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"I don' know, Miss Sieppe," he answered, keeping his eyes fixed on the
ground between the rails. "l never went on a picnic."

"Never went on a picnic?" she cried, astonisié&h, you'll see what fun
we'll have. In the morning father and the children dig clams in the mud by the
shore, an' we bake them, anah, there's thousands of things to do."

"Once | went sailing on the bay," said McTeague. "It was in a tugboat; we
fished off the heads. | caught three codfishes."

"I'm afraid to go out on the bay," answered Trina, shaking her head,
"sailboats tip over so easy. A cousin of mine, Selina's brother, was drowned one
Decoration Day. They never found his body. Can you swiboctor
McTeague?"

"l used to at the mine."

"At the mine? Oh, yes, | remember, Marcus told me you were a miner
once."

"l was a catboy; all the catboys used to swim in the reservoir by the ditch
every Thursday evening. One of them was bit bytdesmake once while he
was dressing. He was a Frenchman, named Andrew. He swelled up and began to
twitch."

"Oh, how | hate snakes! They're so crawly and graeefult, just the same,
| like to watch them. You know that drug store over in town thatdhshowcase
full of live ones?"

"We Kkilled the rattler with a cart whip."

"How far do you think you could swim? Did you ever try? D'you think you
could swim a mile?"

"A mile? | don't know. | never tried. | guess | could."

"l can swim a little. Sometimes we all go out to the Crystal Baths."

"The Crystal Baths, huh? Can you swim across the tank?"

"Oh, | can swim all right as long as papa holds my chin up. Soon as he takes
his hand away, down | go. Don't you hate to get water in your ears?"

"Bathing's good for you."

"If the water's too warm, it isn't. It weakens you."

Mr. Sieppe came running down the tracks, waving his cane.

"To one side," he shouted, motioning them off the track; "der drain gomes."
A local passenger train was fysassing B Street station, some quarter of a mile
behind them. The party stood to one side to let it pass. Marcus put a nickel and
two crossed pins upon the rail, and waved his hat to the passengers as the train
roared past. The children shouted shrilyhen the train was gone, they all
rushed to see the nickel and the crossed pins. The nickel had been jolted off, but
the pins had been flattened out so that they bore a faint resemblance to opened
scissors. A great contention arose among the childrehdgpdssession of these
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"scissors." Mr. Sieppe was obliged to intervene. He reflected gravely. It was a
matter of tremendous moment. The whole party halted, awaiting his decision.

"Attend now," he suddenly exclaimed. "It will not be soh soon. At der end
of der day, ven we shall have home gecommen, den wull it pe adjudge, eh? A
REward of merit to him who der bes' pehaves. It is an order. Vorwarts!"

"That was a Sacramento train," said Marcus to Selina as they started off; "it
was, for a fact.”

"I know a girl in Sacramento," Trina told McTeague. "She's forewoman in a
glove store, and she's got consumption.”

"l was in Sacramento once," observed McTeague, "nearly eight years ago."

"Is it a nice place- as nice as San Francisco?"

"It's hot. | pactised there for a while."

"l like San Francisco," said Trina, looking across the bay to where the city
piled itself upon its hills.

"So do I," answered McTeague. "Do you like it better than living over
here?"

"Oh, sure, | wish we lived in thetgi If you want to go across for anything
it takes up the whole day."

"Yes, yes, the whole day almost.”

"Do you know many people in the city? Do you know anybody named
Oelbermann? That's my uncle. He has a wholesale toy store in the Mission.
Theysay he's awful rich."

"No, | don' know him."

"His stepdaughter wants to be a nun. Just fancy! And Mr. Oelbermann won't
have it. He says it would be just like burying his child. Yes, she wants to enter
the convent of the Sacred Heart. Are you a CathbDloctor McTeague?"

"No. No, I--"

"Papa is a Catholic. He goes to Mass on the feast days once in a while. But
mamma's Lutheran."

"The Catholics are trying to get control of the schools," observed
McTeague, suddenly remembering one of Marqualisical tirades.

"That's what cousin Mark says. We are going to send the twins to the
kindergarten next month."

"What's the kindergarten?"

"Oh, they teach them to make things out of straw and toothpigksd of a
play place to keep them dffe street."

"There's one up on Sacramento Street, not far from Polk Street. | saw the
sign."

"I know where. Why, Selina used to play the piano there."

"Does she play the piano?"
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"Oh, you ought to hear her. She plays fine. Selina's very acistragl She
paints, too."

"l can play on the concertina."

"Oh, can you? | wish you'd brought it along. Next time you will. | hope
you'll come often on our picnics. You'll see what fun we'll have.”

"Fine day for a picnic, ain't it? There ain't audd'

"That's so," exclaimed Trina, looking up, "not a single cloud. Oh, yes; there
is one, just over Telegraph Hill."

"That's smoke."

"No, it's a cloud. Smoke isn't white that way."

"Tis a cloud."

"I knew | was right. | never say a thinglaas I'm pretty sure.”

"It looks like a dog's head."

"Don't it? Isn't Marcus fond of dogs?"

"He got a new dog last weeka setter."

"Did he?"

"Yes. He and | took a lot of dogs from his hospital out for a walk to the ClIiff
House last Sungabut we had to walk all the way home, because they wouldn't
follow. You've been out to the Cliff House?"

"Not for a long time. We had a picnic there one Fourth of July, but it rained.
Don't you love the ocean?"

"Yes-- yes, | like it pretty well."

"Oh, I'd like to go off in one of those big sailing ships. Just away, and away,
and away, anywhere. They're different from a little yacht. I'd love to travel."

"Sure; so would I."

"Papa and mamma came over in a sailing ship. They were toeetghys.
Mamma's uncle used to be a sailor. He was captain of a steamer on Lake
Geneva, in Switzerland."

"Halt!" shouted Mr. Sieppe, brandishing his rifle. They had arrived at the
gates of the park. All at once McTeague turned cold. He had only a quarter in
his pocket. What was he expected to-dpay for the whole party, or for Trina
and himself, or merely buy his own ticket? And even in this latter case would a
quarter be enough? He lost his wits, rolling his eyes helplessly. Then it occurred
to him to fegn a great abstraction, pretending not to know that the time was
come to pay. He looked intently up and down the tracks; perhaps a train was
coming. "Here we are," cried Trina, as they came up to the rest of the party,
crowded about the entrance. "Yess yobserved McTeague, his head in the air.

"Gi' me four bits, Mac," said Marcus, coming up. "Here's where we shell
out."

"I -- 1 -- 1 only got a quarter," mumbled the dentist, miserably. He felt that
he had ruined himself forever with Trina. Whatswhe use of trying to win her?
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Destiny was against him. "l only got a quarter,” he stammered. He was on the
point of adding that he would not go in the park. That seemed to be the only
alternative.

"Oh, all right!" said Marcus, easily. "I'll pay for yp and you can square
with me when we go home."

They filed into the park, Mr. Sieppe counting them off as they entered.

"Ah," said Trina, with a long breath, as she and McTeague pushed through
the wicket, "here we are once more, Doctor." She hadappeared to notice
McTeague's embarrassment. The difficulty had been tided over somehow. Once
more McTeague felt himself saved.

"To der beach!" shouted Mr. Sieppe. They had checked their baskets at the
peanut stand. The whole party trooped down tostheshore. The greyhound
was turned loose. The children raced on ahead.

From one of the larger parcels Mrs. Sieppe had drawn forth a small tin
steamboat-- August's birthday present a gaudy little toy which could be
steamed up and navigated by meafharoalcohol lamp. Her trial trip was to be
made this morning.

"Gi' me it, gi' me it," shouted August, dancing around his father.

"Not soh, not soh," cried Mr. Sieppe, bearing it aloft. "I must first der
eggsperimunt make."

"No, no!" wailed August"l want to play with ut."

"Obey!" thundered Mr. Sieppe. August subsided. A little jetty ran part of the
way into the water. Here, after a careful study of the directions printed on the
cover of the box, Mr. Sieppe began to fire the little boat.

"I want to put ut in the water," cried August.

"Stand back!" shouted his parent. "You do not know so well as me; dere is
dandger. Mitout attention he will eggsplode.”

"I want to play with ut," protested August, beginning to cry.

"Ach, soh; you crypube!" vociferated Mr. Sieppe. "Mommer," addressing
Mrs. Sieppe, "he will soh soon be-gdipt, eh?"

"I want my boawut," screamed August, dancing.

"Silence!" roared Mr. Sieppe. The little boat began to hiss and smoke.

"Soh," observed the fathethe gommence. Attention! | put him in der
water." He was very excited. The perspiration dripped from the back of his neck.
The little boat was launched. It hissed more furiously than ever. Clouds of steam
rolled from it, but it refused to move.

"You don't know how she woks," sobbed August.

"I know more soh mudge as der grossest liddle fool as you," cried Mr.
Sieppe, fiercely, his face purple.

"You must give it sh- shove!" exclaimed the boy.
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"Den he eggsplode, idiot!" shouted his father. &lonce the boiler of the
steamer blew up with a sharp crack. The little tin toy turned over and sank out of
sight before any one could interfere.

"Ah -- h! Yah! Yah!" yelled August. "It's gone!"

Instantly Mr. Sieppe boxed his ears. There waanaehtable scene. August
rent the air with his outcries; his father shook him till his boots danced on the
jetty, shouting into his face:

"Ach, idiot! Ach, imbecile! Ach, miserable! | tol' you he eggsplode. Stop
your cry. Stop! It is an order. Do you \i$ drow you in der water, eh? Speak.
Silence, bube! Mommer, where ist mein stick? He will der grossest whippun
ever of his life receive."

Little by little the boy subsided, swallowing his sobs, knuckling his eyes,
gazing ruefully at the spot where thmat had sunk. "Dot is better soh,"
commented Mr. Sieppe, finally releasing him. "Next dime berhaps you will your
fat'er better pelief. Now, no more. We will der glamsdigg Mommer, a fire.

Ach, himmel! we have der pfeffer forgotten."

The work of clamdigging began at once, the little boys taking off their
shoes and stockings. At first August refused to be comforted, and it was not until
his father drove him into the water with his gbidaded cane that he consented
to join the others.

What a day tht was for McTeague! What a neuerbe-forgotten day! He
was with Trina constantly. They laughed togetheishe demurely, her lips
closed tight, her little chin thrust out, her small pale nose, with its adorable little
freckles, wrinkling; he roared witlll the force of his lungs, his enormous
mouth distended, striking sledgammer blows upon his knee with his clenched
fist.

The lunch was delicious. Trina and her mother made a clam chowder that
melted in one's mouth. The lunch baskets were emprieel.party were fully
two hours eating. There were huge loaves of rye bread full of grains of
chickweed. There were weinawurst and frankfurter sausages. There was
unsalted butter. There were pretzels. There was cold underdone chicken, which
one ate in sties, plastered with a wonderful kind of mustard that did not sting.
There were dried apples, that gave Mr. Sieppe the hiccoughs. There were a
dozen bottles of beer, and, last of all, a crowning achievement, a marvellous
Gotha truffle. After lunch came tobeo. Stuffed to the eyes, McTeague drowsed
over his pipe, prone on his back in the sun, while Trina, Mrs. Sieppe, and Selina
washed the dishes. In the afternoon Mr. Sieppe disappeared. They heard the
reports of his rifle on the range. The others swarmed the park, now around
the swings, now in the Casino, now in the museum, now invading the-geerry
round.
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At half-past five o'clock Mr. Sieppe marshalled the party together. It was
time to return home.

The family insisted that Marcus and McTeaguewt take supper with
them at their home and should stay over night. Mrs. Sieppe argued they could
get no decent supper if they went back to the city at that hour; that they could
catch an early morning boat and reach their business in good time. The two
friends accepted.

The Sieppes lived in a little box of a house at the foot of B Street, the first
house to the right as one went up from the station. It was two stories high, with a
funny red mansard roof of oval slates. The interior was cut up intonerable
tiny rooms, some of them so small as to be hardly better than sleeping closets. In
the back yard was a contrivance for pumping water from the cistern that
interested McTeague at once. It was a-dibgel, a huge revolving box in which
the unhappy lalck greyhound spent most of his waking hours. It was his kennel;
he slept in it. From time to time during the day Mrs. Sieppe appeared on the
back doorstep, crying shrilly, "Hoop, hoop!" She threw lumps of coal at him,
waking him to his work.

They wereall very tired, and went to bed early. After great discussion it was
decided that Marcus would sleep upon the lounge in the front parlor. Trina
would sleep with August, giving up her room to McTeague. Selina went to her
home, a block or so above the Siegp. At nine o'clock Mr. Sieppe showed
McTeague to his room and left him to himself with a newly lighted candle.

For a long time after Mr. Sieppe had gone McTeague stood motionless in
the middle of the room, his elbows pressed close to his sidesndookliquely
from the corners of his eyes. He hardly dared to move. He was in Trina's room.

It was an ordinary little room. A clean white matting was on the floor; gray
paper, spotted with pink and green flowers, covered the walls. In one corner,
undera white netting, was a little bed, the woodwork gayly painted with knots
of bright flowers. Near it, against the wall, was a black walnut bureau. A-work
table with spiral legs stood by the window, which was hung with a green and
gold window curtain. Oppos the window the closet door stood ajar, while in
the corner across from the bed was a tiny washstand with two clean towels.

And that was all. But it was Trina's room. McTeague was in his lady's
bower; it seemed to him a little nest, intimate, discridetfelt hideously out of
place. He was an intruder; he, with his enormous feet, his colossal bones, his
crude, brutal gestures. The mere weight of his limbs, he was sure, would crush
the little bedstead like an eggshell.

Then, as this first sensatiovore off, he began to feel the charm of the little
chamber. It was as though Trina were close by, but invisible. McTeague felt all
the delight of her presence without the embarrassment that usually accompanied
it. He was near to her nearer than he haalver been before. He saw into her
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daily life, her little ways and manners, her habits, her very thoughts. And was
there not in the air of that room a certain faint perfume that he knew, that
recalled her to his mind with marvellous vividness?

As he putthe candle down upon the bureau he saw hertnash lying
there. Instantly he picked it up, and, without knowing why, held it to his face.
With what a delicious odor was it redolent! That heavy, enervating odor of her
hair -- her wonderful, royal hair! e smell of that little hairbrush was
talismanic. He had but to close his eyes to see her as distinctly as in a mirror. He
saw her tiny, round figure, dressed all in blaelor, curiously enough, it was
his very first impression of Trina that came baglim now-- not the Trina of
the later occasions, not the Trina of the blue cloth skirt and white sailor. He saw
her as he had seen her the day that Marcus had introduced them: saw her pale,
round face; her narrow, habpen eyes, blue like the eyes obaby; her tiny,
pale ears, suggestive of anaemia; the freckles across the bridge of her nose; her
pale lips; the tiara of royal black hair; and, above all, the delicious poise of the
head, tipped back as though by the weight of all that-h#ie poisehat thrust
out her chin a little, with the movement that was so confiding, so innocent, so
nearly infantile.

McTeague went softly about the room from one object to another, beholding
Trina in everything he touched or looked at. He came at last tdaet door. It
was ajar. He opened it wide, and paused upon the threshold.

Trina's clothes were hanging thereskirts and waists, jackets, and stiff
white petticoats. What a vision! For an instant McTeague caught his breath,
spellbound. If he had suddly discovered Trina herself there, smiling at him,
holding out her hands, he could hardly have been more overcome. Instantly he
recognized the black dress she had worn on that famous first day. There it was,
the little jacket she had carried over her #henday he had terrified her with his
blundering declaration, and still others, and others whole group of Trinas
faced him there. He went farther into the closet, touching the clothes gingerly,
stroking them softly with his huge leathern palms. Astireed them a delicate
perfume disengaged itself from the folds. Ah, that exquisite feminine odor! It
was not only her hair now, it was Trina herseltfher mouth, her hands, her
neck; the indescribably sweet, fleshly aroma that was a part of her, qire a
clean, and redolent of youth and freshness. All at once, seized with an
unreasoned impulse, McTeague opened his huge arms and gathered the little
garments close to him, plunging his face deep amongst them, savoring their
delicious odor with long breathos luxury and supreme content.

* k% % %
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The picnic at Schuetzen Park decided matters. McTeague began to call on
Trina regularly Sunday and Wednesday afternoons. He took Marcus Schouler's
place. Sometimes Marcus accompanied him, but it was gengraliget Selina
by appointment at the Sieppes's house.

But Marcus made the most of his renunciation of his cousin. He
remembered his pose from time to time. He made McTeague unhappy and
bewildered by wringing his hand, by venting sighs that seemedutdi® heart
out, or by giving evidences of an infinite melancholy. "What is my life!" he
would exclaim. "What is left for me? Nothing, by damn!" And when McTeague
would attempt remonstrance, he would cry: "Never mind, old man. Never mind
me. Go, be happy.forgive you."

Forgive what? McTeague was all at sea, was harassed with the thought of
some shadowy, irreparable injury he had done his friend.

"Oh, don't think of me!" Marcus would exclaim at other times, even when
Trina was by. "Don't think of md don't count any more. | ain't in it." Marcus
seemed to take great pleasure in contemplating the wreck of his life. There is no
doubt he enjoyed himself hugely during these days.

The Sieppes were at first puzzled as well over this change of front.

"Trina has den a new younge man," cried Mr. Sieppe. "First Schouler, now
der doktor, eh? What die tevil, | say!"

Weeks passed, February went, March came in very rainy, putting a stop to
all their picnics and Sunday excursions.

One Wednesday afternman the second week in March McTeague came
over to call on Trina, bringing his concertina with him, as was his custom
nowadays. As he got off the train at the station he was surprised to find Trina
waiting for him.

"This is the first day it hasn't raéd in weeks," she explained, "an' | thought
it would be nice to walk."

"Sure, sure," assented McTeague.

B Street station was nothing more than a little shed. There was no ticket
office, nothing but a couple of whittled and carven benches. It witsclnse to
the railroad tracks, just across which was the dirty, muddy shore of San
Francisco Bay. About a quarter of a mile back from the station was the edge of
the town of Oakland. Between the station and the first houses of the town lay
immense saltléts, here and there broken by winding streams of black water.
They were covered with a growth of wiry grass, strangely discolored in places
by enormous stains of orange yellow.

Near the station a bit of fence painted with a cigar advertisement reeled o
into the mud, while under its lee lay an abandoned gravel wagon with dished
wheels. The station was connected with the town by the extension of B Street,
which struck across the flats geometrically straight, a file of tall poles with
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intervening wiresnarching along with it. At the station these were headed by an
iron electrielight pole that, with its supports and outriggers, looked for all the
world like an immense grasshopper on its hind legs.

Across the flats, at the fringe of the town, weredbmp heaps, the figures
of a few Chinese ragickers moving over them. Far to the left the view was shut
off by the immense relirown drum of the gaworks; to the right it was
bounded by the chimneys and workshops of an iron foundry.

Across the railrod tracks, to seaward, one saw the long stretch of black mud
bank left bare by the tide, which was far out, nearly half a mile. Clouds -of sea
gulls were forever rising and settling upon this mud bank; a wrecked and
abandoned wharf crawled over it on totterilegs; close in an old sailboat lay
canted on her bilge.

But farther on, across the yellow waters of the bay, beyond Goat Island, lay
San Francisco, a blue line of hills, rugged with roofs and spires. Far to the
westward opened the Golden Gate, aableutting in the sandills, through
which one caught a glimpse of the open Pacific.

The station at B Street was solitary; no trains passed at this hour; except the
distant ragpickers, not a soul was in sight. The wind blew strong, carrying with
it the mingled smell of salt, of tar, of dead seaweed, and of bilge. The sky hung
low and brown; at long intervals a few drops of rain fell.

Near the station Trina and McTeague sat on the roadbed of the tracks, at the
edge of the mud bank, making the most @iuithe landscape, enjoying the open
air, the salt marshes, and the sight of the distant water. From time to time
McTeague played his six mournful airs upon his concertina.

After a while they began walking up and down the tracks, McTeague talking
about his profession, Trina listening, very interested and absorbed, trying to
understand.

"For pulling the roots of the upper molars we use the-lsom forceps,"
continued the dentist, monotonously. "We get the inside beak over the palatal
roots and the a@-horn beak over the buccal rootsthat's the roots on the
outside, you see. Then we close the forceps, and that breaks right through the
alveolus-- that's the part of the socket in the jaw, you understand.”

At another moment he told her of his onesatisfied desire. "Some day I'm
going to have a big gilded tooth outside my window for a sign. Those big gold
teeth are beautiful, beautifed only they cost so much, | can't afford one just
now."

"Oh, it's raining," suddenly exclaimed Trina, holdiogt her palm. They
turned back and reached the station in a drizzle. The afternoon was closing in
dark and rainy. The tide was coming back, talking and lapping for miles along
the mud bank. Far off across the flats, at the edge of the town, an electric car
went by, stringing out a long row of diamond sparks on the overhead wires.
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"Say, Miss Trina," said McTeague, after a while, "what's the good of
waiting any longer? Why can't us two get married?"

Trina still shook her head, saying "No" instinctively spite of herself.

"Why not?" persisted McTeague. "Don't you like me well enough?"

"Yes."

"Then why not?"

"Because."

"Ah, come on," he said, but Trina still shook her head.

"Ah, come on," urged McTeague. He could think of nothing &dssay,
repeating the same phrase over and over again to all her refusals.

"Ah, come on! Ah, come on!"

Suddenly he took her in his enormous arms, crushing down her struggle
with his immense strength. Then Trina gave up, all in an instant, turning he
head to his. They kissed each other, grossly, full in the mouth.

A roar and a jarring of the earth suddenly grew near and passed them in a
reek of steam and hot air. It was the Overland, with its flaming headlight, on its
way across the continent.

The passage of the train startled them both. Trina struggled to free herself
from McTeague. "Oh, please! please!" she pleaded, on the point of tears.
McTeague released her, but in that moment a slight, a barely perceptible,
revulsion of feeling had takergee in him. The instant that Trina gave up, the
instant she allowed him to kiss her, he thought less of her. She was not so
desirable, after all. But this reaction was so faint, so subtle, so intangible, that in
another moment he had doubted its occueeilYet afterward it returned. Was
there not something gone from Trina now? Was he not disappointed in her for
doing that very thing for which he had longed? Was Trina the submissive, the
compliant, the attainable just the same, just as delicate and adasabtina the
inaccessible? Perhaps he dimly saw that this must be so, that it belonged to the
changeless order of things the man desiring the woman only for what she
withholds; the woman worshipping the man for that which she yields up to him.
With each concession gained the man's desire cools; with every surrender made
the woman's adoration increases. But why should it be so?

Trina wrenched herself free and drew back from McTeague, her little chin
quivering; her face, even to the lobes of her pals, flushed scarlet; her narrow
blue eyes brimming. Suddenly she put her head between her hands and began to
sob.

"Say, say, Miss Trina, lister listen here, Miss Trina," cried McTeague,
coming forward a step.

"Oh, don't!" she gasped, shrinkirgpmust go home," she cried, springing to
her feet. "It's late. | must. | must. Don't come with me, please. Oh, I‘rssg'
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-- she could not find any words. "Let me go alone," she went on. "You-may
you come Sunday. Goduly."

"Goodby," said McTegue, his head in a whirl at this sudden,
unaccountable change. "Can't | kiss you again?" But Trina was firm now. When
it came to his pleading a mere matter of words she was strong enough.

"No, no, you must not!" she exclaimed, with energy. She g@ in
another instant. The dentist, stunned, bewildered, gazed stupidly after her as she
ran up the extension of B Street through the rain.

But suddenly a great joy took possession of him. He had won her. Trina was
to be for him, after all. An enormis smile distended his thick lips; his eyes
grew wide, and flashed; and he drew his breath quickly, striking his Hikdet
fist upon his knee, and exclaiming under his breath:

"l got her, by God! | got her, by God!" At the same time he thought bstter
himself; his selrespect increased enormously. The man that could win Trina
Sieppe was a man of extraordinary ability.

Trina burst in upon her mother while the latter was setting a mousetrap in
the kitchen.

"Oh, mamma!"

"Eh? Trina? Ach, whatds happun?"

Trina told her in a breath.

"Soh soon?" was Mrs. Sieppe's first comment. "Eh, well, what you cry for,
then?"

"I don't know," wailed Trina, plucking at the end of her handkerchief.

"You loaf der younge doktor?"

"I don't know."

"Well, what for you kiss him?"

"I don't know."

"You don' know, you don' know? Where haf your sensus gone, Trina? You
kiss der doktor. You cry, and you don' know. Is ut Marcus den?"

"No, it's not Cousin Mark."

"Den ut must be der doktor."

Trina made no answer.

"Eh?"

"l -- I guess so."

"You loaf him?"

"I don't know."

Mrs. Sieppe set down the mousetrap with such violence that it sprung with a
sharp snap.
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Chapter 6

No, Trina did not know.

"Do | love him? Do | love him?"

A thousand times she put the question to herself during the next two or three
days. At night she hardly slept, but lay broad awake for hours in her little, gayly
painted bed, with its white netting, torturing herself with doubts and questions.
At times she remmbered the scene in the station with a veritable agony of
shame, and at other times she was ashamed to recall it with a thrill of joy.
Nothing could have been more sudden, more unexpected, than that surrender of
herself. For over a year she had thought tMarcus would some day be her
husband. They would be married, she supposed, some time in the future, she did
not know exactly when; the matter did not take definite shape in her mind. She
liked Cousin Mark very well. And then suddenly this crossrenthad set in;
this blond giant had appeared, this huge, stolid fellow, with his immense, crude
strength. She had not loved him at first, that was certain. The day he had spoken
to her in his "Parlors" she had only been terrified. If he had confined hiroself t
merely speaking, as did Marcus, to pleading with her, to wooing her at a
distance, forestalling her wishes, showing her little attentions, sending her boxes
of candy, she could have easily withstood him. But he had only to take her in his
arms, to crustdown her struggle with his enormous strength, to subdue her,
conquer her by sheer brute force, and she gave up in an instant.

But why-- why had she done so? Why did she feel the desire, the necessity
of being conquered by a superior strength? Whyitdidease her? Why had it
suddenly thrilled her from head to foot with a quick, terrifying gust of passion,
the like of which she had never known? Never at his best had Marcus made her
feel like that, and yet she had always thought she cared for Cousinnidae
than for any one else.

When McTeague had all at once caught her in his huge arms, something had
leaped to life in her- something that had hitherto lain dormant, something
strong and overpowering. It frightened her now as she thought of isebimd
self that had wakened within her, and that shouted and clamored for recognition.
And yet, was it to be feared? Was it something to be ashamed of? Was it not,
after all, natural, clean, spontaneous? Trina knew that she was a pure girl; knew
that ths sudden commotion within her carried with it no suggestion of vice.

Dimly, as figures seen in a waking dream, these ideas floated through
Trina's mind. It was quite beyond her to realize them clearly; she could not
know what they meant. Until that rgirday by the shore of the bay Trina had
lived her life with as little sel€onsciousness as a tree. She was frank,
straightforward, a healthy, natural human being, without sex as yet. She was

97



The Back Alley Webzine, Volume 1, Nunter

almost like a boy. At once there had been a mysterious dist@b@he woman
within her suddenly awoke.

Did she love McTeague? Difficult question. Did she choose him for better
or for worse, deliberately, of her own free will, or was Trina herself allowed
even a choice in the taking of that step that was to makeao her life? The
Woman is awakened, and, starting from her sleep, catches blindly at what first
her newly opened eyes light upon. It is a spell, a witchery, ruled by chance
alone, inexplicable- a fairy queen enamored of a clown with ass's ears.

McTeague had awakened the Woman, and, whether she would or no, she
was his now irrevocably; struggle against it as she would, she belonged to him,
body and soul, for life or for death. She had not sought it, she had not desired it.
The spell was laid upon héWas it a blessing? Was it a curse? It was all one;
she was his, indissolubly, for evil or for good.

And he? The very act of submission that bound the woman to him forever
had made her seem less desirable in his eyes. Their undoing had already begun.
Yet neither of them was to blame. From the first they had not sought each other.
Chance had brought them face to face, and mysterious instincts as ungovernable
as the winds of heaven were at work knitting their lives together. Neither of
them had asked thttis thing should be- that their destinies, their very souls,
should be the sport of chance. If they could have known, they would have
shunned the fearful risk. But they were allowed no voice in the matter. Why
should it all be?

It had been on a Wednday that the scene in the B Street station had taken
place. Throughout the rest of the week, at every hour of the day, Trina asked
herself the same question: "Do | love him? Do | really love him? Is this what
love is like?" As she recalled McTeaguerecalled his huge, squaiit head,
his salient jaw, his shock of yellow hair, his heavy, lumbering body, his slow
wits -- she found little to admire in him beyond his physical strength, and at such
moments she shook her head decisively. "No, surely sheatidove him."
Sunday afternoon, however, McTeague called. Trina had prepared a little speech
for him. She was to tell him that she did not know what had been the matter with
her that Wednesday afternoon; that she had acted like a bad girl; that she did no
love him well enough to marry him; that she had told him as much once before.

McTeague saw her alone in the little front parlor. The instant she appeared
he came straight towards her. She saw what he was bent upon doing. "Wait a
minute," she cried, yiting out her hands. "Wait. You don't understand. | have
got something to say to you." She might as well have talked to the wind.
McTeague put aside her hands with a single gesture, and gripped her to him in a
bearlike embrace that all but smothered Aema was but a reed before that
giant strength. McTeague turned her face to his and kissed her again upon the
mouth. Where was all Trina's resolve then? Where was her carefully prepared
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little speech? Where was all her hesitation and torturing doubtsedast few

days? She clasped McTeague's huge red neck with both her slender arms; she
raised her adorable little chin and kissed him in return, exclaiming: "Oh, | do
love you! | do love you!" Never afterward were the two so happy as at that
moment.

A little later in that same week, when Marcus and McTeague were taking
lunch at the car conductors' coffént, the former suddenly exclaimed:

"Say, Mac, now that you've got Trina, you ought to do more for her. By
damn! you ought to, for a fact. Why dbgbu take her out somewhereto the
theatre, or somewhere? You ain't on to your job."

Naturally, McTeague had told Marcus of his success with Trina. Marcus had
taken on a grand air.

"You've got her, have you? Well, I'm glad of it, old man. | aon,& fact. |
know you'll be happy with her. | know how | would have been. | forgive you;
yes, | forgive you, freely."

McTeague had not thought of taking Trina to the theatre.

"You think | ought to, Mark?" he inquired, hesitating. Marcus answered,
with his mouth full of suet pudding:

"Why, of course. That's the proper caper."

"Well -- well, that's so. The theatrethat's the word."

"Take her to the variety show at the Orpheum. There's a good show there
this week; you'll have to take Mrs.epipe, too, of course,” he added. Marcus
was not sure of himself as regarded certain proprieties, nor, for that matter, were
any of the people of the little world of Polk Street. The shop girls, the plumbers'
apprentices, the small tradespeople, and ther Whose social position was not
clearly defined, could never be sure how far they could go and yet preserve their
"respectability.” When they wished to be "proper," they invariably overdid the
thing. It was not as if they belonged to the "tough" elemaiito had no
appearances to keep up. Polk Street rubbed elbows with the "avenue" one block
above. There were certain limits which its dwellers could not overstep; but
unfortunately for them, these limits were poorly defined. They could never be
sure of thenselves. At an unguarded moment they might be taken for "toughs,"
so they generally erred in the other direction, and were absurdly formal. No
people have a keener eye for the amenities than those whose social position is
not assured.

"Oh, sure, you'lhave to take her mother," insisted Marcus. "It wouldn't be
the proper racket if you didn't."

McTeague undertook the affair. It was an ordeal. Never in his life had he
been so perturbed, so horribly anxious. He called upon Trina the following
Wednesdayrd made arrangements. Mrs. Sieppe asked if little August might be
included. It would console him for the loss of his steamboat.
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"Sure, sure," said McTeague. "August teeverybody," he added, vaguely.

"We always have to leave so early," complaiiieda, "in order to catch the
last boat. Just when it's becoming interesting."

At this McTeague, acting upon a suggestion of Marcus Schouler's, insisted
they should stay at the flat over night. Marcus and the dentist would give up
their rooms to themral sleep at the dog hospital. There was a bed there in the
sick ward that old Grannis sometimes occupied when a bad case needed
watching. All at once McTeague had an idea, a veritable inspiration.

"And we'll -- we'll -- we'll have-- what's the matter ith having something
to eat afterward in my "Parlors?"

"Vairy goot," commented Mrs. Sieppe. "Bier, eh? And some damales."

"Oh, I love tamales!" exclaimed Trina, clasping her hands.

McTeague returned to the city, rehearsing his instructions owkroegr.

The theatre party began to assume tremendous proportions. First of all, he was
to get the seats, the third or fourth row from the front, on théngeftl side, so as

to be out of the hearing of the drums in the orchestra; he must make
arrangementsibout the rooms with Marcus, must get in the beer, but not the
tamales; must buy for himself a white lawn tieso Marcus directed; must look

to it that Maria Macapa put his room in perfect order; and, finally, must meet the
Sieppes at the ferry slip aalfipast seven the following Monday night.

The real labor of the affair began with the buying of the tickets. At the
theatre McTeague got into wrong entrances; was sent from one wicket to
another; was bewildered, confused; misunderstood directions; atvasne
moment suddenly convinced that he had not enough money with him, and
started to return home. Finally he found himself at thedfize wicket.

"Is it here you buy your seats?"

"How many?"

"Is it here-- "

"What night do you want 'em? ¥gsir, here's the place."

McTeague gravely delivered himself of the formula he had been reciting for
the last dozen hours.

"I want four seats for Monday night in the fourth row from the front, and on
the righthand side."

"Right hand as you fadbe house or as you face the stage?" McTeague was
dumfounded.

"I want to be on the righhand side," he insisted, stolidly; adding, "in order
to be away from the drums."

"Well, the drums are on the right of the orchestra as you face the stage,"
shoued the other impatiently; "you want to the left, then, as you face the house."

"l want to be on the rigkiand side," persisted the dentist.
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Without a word the seller threw out four tickets with a magnificent,
supercilious gesture.

"There's fourseats on the rightand side, then, and you're right up against
the drums."

"But | don't want to be near the drums," protested McTeague, beginning to
perspire.

"Do you know what you want at all?" said the ticket seller with calmness,
thrusting his had at McTeague. The dentist knew that he had hurt this young
man's feelings.

"I want -- | want," he stammered. The seller slammed down a plan of the
house in front of him and began to explain excitedly. It was the one thing
lacking to complete McTeagsetonfusion.

"There are your seats,"” finished the seller, shoving the tickets into
McTeague's hands. "They are the fourth row from the front, and away from the
drums. Now are you satisfied?"

"Are they on the righhand side? | want on the rightno, | want on the left.
| want-- | don' know, | don' know."

The seller roared. McTeague moved slowly away, gazing stupidly at the
blue slips of pasteboard. Two girls took his place at the wicket. In another
moment McTeague came back, peering over the' ginoulders and calling to
the seller:

"Are these for Monday night?"

The other disdained reply. McTeague retreated again timidly, thrusting the
tickets into his immense wallet. For a moment he stood thoughtful on the steps
of the entrance. Then alt once he became enraged, he did not know exactly
why; somehow he felt himself slighted. Once more he came back to the wicket.

"You can't make small of me," he shouted over the girls' shoulders:--'you
you can't make small of me. I'll thump you hrethead, you little- you little --
you little -- little -- little pup."

The ticket seller shrugged his shoulders wearily. "A dollar and a half," he said
to the two girls.

McTeague glared at him and breathed loudly. Finally he decided to let the
matte drop. He moved away, but on the steps was once more seized with a
sense of injury and outraged dignity.

"You can't make small of me," he called back a last time, wagging his head
and shaking his fist. "l will-- | will -- | will -- yes, | will." He went off
muttering.

At last Monday night came. McTeague met the Sieppes at the ferry, dressed
in a black Prince Albert coat and his best slitee trousers, and wearing the
madeup lawn necktie that Marcus had selected for him. Trina was very pretty in
the black dress that McTeague knew so well. She wore a pair of new gloves.
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Mrs. Sieppe had on listiaread mits, and carried two bananas and an orange in a
net reticule. "For Owgooste,” she confided to him. Owgooste was in a
Fauntleroy "costume" very mucbd small for him. Already he had been crying.

"Woult you pelief, Doktor, dot bube has torn his stockun alreatty? Walk in
der front, you; stop cryun. Where is dot berliceman?"

At the door of the theatre McTeague was suddenly seized with a panic
terror. He had lost the tickets. He tore through his pockets, ransacked his wallet.
They were nowhere to be found. All at once he remembered, and with a gasp of
relief removed his hat and took them out from beneath the sweatband.

The party entered and tooketh places. It was absurdly early. The lights
were all darkened, the ushers stood under the galleries in groups, the empty
auditorium echoing with their noisy talk. Occasionally a waiter with his tray and
clean white apron sauntered up and doun the &glectly in front of them was
the great iron curtain of the stage, painted with all manner of advertisements.
From behind this came a noise of hammering and of occasional loud voices.

While waiting they studied their programmes. First was an overiutbeb
orchestra, after which came "The Gleasons, in their midking musical farce,
entitled 'McMonnigal's Courship.™ This was to be followed by "The Lamont
Sisters, Winnie and Violet, sermmiques and skirt dancers." And after this
came a great ay of other "artists" and "specialty performers," musical
wonders, acrobats, lightning artists, ventriloquists, and last of all, "The feature
of the evening, the crowning scientific achievement of the nineteenth century,
the kinetoscope." McTeague was é&dj dazzled. In five years he had not been
twice to the theatre. Now he beheld himself inviting his "girl" and her mother to
accompany him. He began to feel that he was a man of the world. He ordered a
cigar.

Meanwhile the house was filling up. A fewds brackets were turned on.

The ushers ran up and down the aisles, stubs of tickets between their thumb and
finger, and from every part of the auditorium could be heard the sharp clap
clapping of the seats as the ushers flipped them down. A buzz ofrdakk dn

the gallery a street gamin whistled shrilly, and called to some friends on the
other side of the house.

"Are they gewun to begin pretty soon, ma?" whined Owgooste for the fifth
or sixth time; adding, "Say, ma, can't | have some candy?" A eanlav little
boy had appeared in their aisle, chanting, "Candies, French mixed candies,
popcorn, peanuts and candy." The orchestra entered, each man crawling out
from an opening under the stage, hardly larger than the gate of a rabbit hutch. At
every instat now the crowd increased; there were but few seats that were not
taken. The waiters hurried up and down the aisles, their trays laden with beer
glasses. A smell of cigaamoke filled the air, and soon a faint blue haze rose
from all corners of the house.
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"Ma, when are they gaun to begin?" cried Owgooste. As he spoke the
iron advertisement curtain rose, disclosing the curtain proper underneath. This
latter curtain was quite an affair. Upon it was painted a wonderful picture. A
flight of marble stepseld down to a stream of water; two white swans, their
necks arched like the capital letter S, floated about. At the head of the marble
steps were two vases filled with red and yellow flowers, while at the foot was
moored a gondola. This gondola was fullrefl velvet rugs that hung over the
side and trailed in the water. In the prow of the gondola a young man in
vermilion tights held a mandolin in his left hand, and gave his right to a girl in
white satin. A King Charles spaniel, dragging a leadditnipg inthe shape of a
huge pink sash, followed the girl. Seven scarlet roses were scattered upon the
two lowest steps, and eight floated in the water.

"Ain't that pretty, Mac?" exclaimed Trina, turning to the dentist.

"Ma, ain't they gewun to begin nowwvow?" whined Owgooste. Suddenly
the lights all over the house blazed up. "Ah!" said everybody all at once.

"Ain't ut crowdut?" murmured Mr. Sieppe. Every seat was taken; many were
even standing up.

"l always like it better when there is a crowd," s@itha. She was in great
spirits that evening. Her round, pale face was positively pink.

The orchestra banged away at the overture, suddenly finishing with a great
flourish of violins. A short pause followed. Then the orchestra played a-quick
step strainand the curtain rose on an interior furnished with two red chairs and
a green sofa. A girl in a short blue dress and black stockings entered in a hurry
and began to dust the two chairs. She was in a great temper, talking very fast,
disclaiming against # "new lodger." It appeared that this latter never paid his
rent; that he was given to late hours. Then she came down to the footlights and
began to sing in a tremendous voice, hoarse and flat, almost like a man's. The
chorus, of a feeble originality, ran:

"Oh, how happy | will be,
When my darling's face I'll see;
Oh, tell him for to meet me in the moonlight,
Down where the golden lilies bloom."

The orchestra played the tune of this chorus a second time, with certain
variations, while the girl dard to it. She sidled to one side of the stage and
kicked, then sidled to the other and kicked again. As she finished with the song,
a man, evidently the lodger in question, came in. Instantly McTeague exploded
in a roar of laughter. The man was intoxicateid hat was knocked in, one end
of his collar was unfastened and stuck up into his face, his yweatth dangled
from his pocket, and a yellow satin slipper was tied to a bittbe of his vest;
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his nose was vermilion, one eye was black and blue. Afsdrort dialogue with

the girl, a third actor appeared. He was dressed like a little boy, the girl's
younger brother. He wore an immense turdedn collar, and was continually
doing handsprings and wonderful back somersaults. The "act" devolved upon
thes three people; the lodger making love to the girl in the short blue dress, the
boy playing all manner of tricks upon him, giving him tremendous digs in the
ribs or slaps upon the back that made him cough, pulling chairs from under him,
running on all fous between his legs and upsetting him, knocking him over at
inopportune moments. Every one of his falls was accentuated by a bang upon
the bass drum. The whole humor of the "act" seemed to consist in the tripping
up of the intoxicated lodger.

This horseplay delighted McTeague beyond measure. He roared and
shouted every time the lodger went down, slapping his knee, wagging his head.
Owgooste crowed shrilly, clapping his hands and continually asking, "What did
he say, ma? What did he say?" Mrs. SieppeHaddmmoderately, her huge fat
body shaking like a mountain of jelly. She exclaimed from time to time, "Ach,
Gott, dot fool'" Even Trina was moved, laughing demurely, her lips closed,
putting one hand with its new glove to her mouth.

The performance wenon. Now it was the "musical marvels," two men
extravagantly made up as negro minstrels, with immense shoes and plaid vests.
They seemed to be able to wrestle a tune out of almost anythglass bottles,
cigarbox fiddles, strings of sleighells, evergraduated brass tubes, which they
rubbed with resined fingers. McTeague was stupefied with admiration .

"That's what you call musicians," he announced gravely. "Home, Sweet
Home," played upon a trombone. Think of that! Art could go no farther.

The acrobats left him breathless. They were dazzling young men with
beautifully parted hair, continually making graceful gestures to the audience. In
one of them the dentist fancied he saw a strong resemblance to the boy who had
tormented the intoxicated lodgeand who had turned such marvellous
somersaults. Trina could not bear to watch their antics. She turned away her
head with a little shudder. "It always makes me sick," she explained.

The beautiful young lady, "The Society Contralto," in evening dnebs,
sang the sentimental songs, and carried the sheets of music at which she never
looked, pleased McTeague less. Trina, however, was captivated. She grew
pensive over

"You do not love me no;
Bid me gooéby and go;"

and split her new gloves in henthusiasm when it was finished.
"Don't you love sad music, Mac?" she murmured.
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Then came the two comedians. They talked with fearful rapidity; their wit
and repartee seemed inexhaustible.

"As | was going down the street yesterday

"Ah! as YOU were going down the streetall right."

"l saw a girl at a window- -- "

"YOU saw a girl at a window."

"And this girl she was a corker--"

"Ah! as YOU were going down the street yesterday YOU saw a girl at a
window, and this girl shwas a corker. All right, go on."

The other comedian went on. The joke was suddenly evolved. A certain
phrase led to a song, which was sung with lightning rapidity, each performer
making precisely the same gestures at
precisely the same instant. Thegre irresistible. McTeague, though he caught
but a third of the jokes, could have listened all night.

After the comedians had gone out, the iron advertisement curtain was let
down.

"What comes now?" said McTeague, bewildered.

"It's the intermis®n of fifteen minutes now."

The musicians disappeared through the rabbit hutch, and the audience stirred
and stretched itself. Most of the young men left their seats.

During this intermission McTeague and his party had "refreshments." Mrs.
Sieppe ad Trina had Queen Charlottes, McTeague drank a glass of beer,
Owgooste ate the orange and one of the bananas. He begged for a glass of
lemonade, which was finally given him.

"Joost to geep um quiet," observed Mrs. Sieppe.

But almost immediately aftadrinking his lemonade Owgooste was seized
with a sudden restlessness. He twisted and wriggled in his seat, swinging his
legs violently, looking about him with eyes full of a vague distress. At length,
just as the musicians were returning, he stood upndnishbered energetically in
his mother's ear. Mrs. Sieppe was exasperated at once.

"No, no," she cried, reseating him brusquely.

The performance was resumed. A lightning artist appeared, drawing
caricatures and portraits with incredible swiftnessekien went so far as to ask
for subjects from the audience, and the names of prominent men were shouted to
him from the gallery. He drew portraits of the President, of Grant, of
Washington, of Napoleon Bonaparte, of Bismarck, of Garibaldi, of P. T.
Barnum.

And so the evening passed. The hall grew very hot, and the smoke of
innumerable cigars made the eyes smart. A thick blue mist hung low over the
heads of the audience. The air was full of varied smeltee smell of stale
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cigars, of flat beer, of oraegpeel, of gas, of sachet powders, and of cheap
perfumery.

One "artist" after another came upon the stage. McTeague's attention never
wandered for a minute. Trina and her mother enjoyed themselves hugely. At
every moment they made comments to one angtheir eyes never leaving the
stage.

"Ain't dot fool joost too funny?"

"That's a pretty song. Don't you like that kind of a song?"

"Wonderful! It's wonderful! Yes, yes, wonderful! That's the word."

Owgooste, however, lost interest. He stagdin his place, his back to the
stage, chewing a piece of orange peel and watching a little girl in her father's lap
across the aisle, his eyes fixed in a glassylikexstare. But he was uneasy. He
danced from one foot to the other, and at intervalgealpp in hoarse whispers
to his mother, who disdained an answer.

"Ma, say, maah," he whined, abstractedly chewing his orange peel, staring
at the little girl.

"Ma-ah, say, ma." At times his monotonous plaint reached his mother's
consciousness. Shaddenly realized what this was that was annoying her.

"Owgooste, will you sit down?" She caught him up all at once, and jammed
him down into his place. "Be quiet, den; loog; listun at der yunge girls."

Three young women and a young man who playedherzoccupied the
stage. They were dressed in Tyrolese costume; they were yodlers, and sang in
German about "mountain tops" and "bold hunters" and the like. The yodling
chorus was a marvel of flitike modulations. The girls were really pretty, and
werenot made up in the least. Their "turn" had a great success. Mrs. Sieppe was
entranced. Instantly she remembered her girlhood and her native Swiss village.

"Ach, dot is heavunly; joost like der old country. Mein gran'mutter used to
be one of der mos' famas yodlers. When | was leedle, | haf seen dem joost like
dat."

"Ma-ah," began Owgooste fretfully, as soon as the yodlers had departed. He
could not keep still an instant; he twisted from side to side, swinging his legs
with incredible swiftness.

"Ma-ah, | want to go hame."

"Pehave!" exclaimed his mother, shaking him by the arm; "loog, der leedle
girl is watchun you. Dis is der last dime | take you to der blay, you see."

"l don't caare; I'm sleepy." At length, to their great relief, he wengleep,
his head against his mother's arm.

The kinetoscope fairly took their breaths away.

"What will they do next?" observed Trina, in amazement. "Ain't that
wonderful, Mac?"

McTeague was awstruck.
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"Look at that horse move his head," heedrexcitedly, quite carried away.
"Look at that cable car coming and the man going across the street. See, here
comes a truck. Well, I never in all my life! What would Marcus say to this?"

"It's all a drick!" exclaimed Mrs. Sieppe, with sudden cotigh. "l ain't no
fool; dot's nothun but a drick."

"Well, of course, mamma," exclaimed Trina, "#'s- "

But Mrs. Sieppe put her head in the air.

"I'm too old to be fooled," she persisted. "It's a drick." Nothing more could
be got out of hetan this.

The party stayed to the very end of the show, though the kinetoscope was
the last number but one on the programme, and fully half the audience left
immediately afterward. However, while the unfortunate Irish comedian went
through his "act" tothe backs of the departing people, Mrs. Sieppe woke
Owgooste, very cross and sleepy, and began getting her "things together." As
soon as he was awake Owgooste began fidgeting again.

"Save der brogramme, Trina," whispered Mrs. Sieppe. "Take ut home to
papper. Where is der hat of Owgooste? Haf you got mein handkerchief, Trina?"

But at this moment a dreadful accident happened to Owgooste; his distress
reached its climax; his fortitude collapsed. What a misery! It was a veritable
catastrophe, deplorablegmentable, a thing beyond words! For a moment he
gazed wildly about him, helpless and petrified with astonishment and terror.
Then his grief found utterance, and the closing strains of the orchestra were
mingled with a prolonged wail of infinite sadness.

"Owgooste, what is ut?" cried his mother eyeing him with dawning
suspicion; then suddenly, "What haf you done? You haf ruin your new
Vauntleroy gostume!" Her face blazed; without more ado she smacked him
soundly. Then it was that Owgooste touched timat lof his misery, his
unhappiness, his horrible discomfort; his utter wretchedness was complete. He
filled the air with his doleful outcries. The more he was smacked and shaken, the
louder he wept.

"What -- what is the matter?" inquired McTeague.

Trina's face was scarlet. "Nothing, nothing," she exclaimed hastily, looking
away. "Come, we must be going. It's about over." The end of the show and the
breaking up of the audience tided over the embarrassment of the moment.

The party filed out at theaill end of the audience. Already the lights were
being extinguished and the ushers spreading druggeting over the upholstered
seats.

McTeague and the Sieppes took an uptown car that would bring them near
Polk Street. The car was crowded; McTeague anddosetg were obliged to
stand. The little boy fretted to be taken in his mother's lap, but Mrs. Sieppe
emphatically refused.
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On their way home they discussed the performance.

"l -- I like best der yodlers."

"Ah, the soloist was the bestthe ladywho sang those sad songs."

"Wasn't-- wasn't that magic lantern wonderful, where the figures moved?
Wonderful -- ah, wonderful! And wasn't that first act funny, where the fellow
fell down all the time? And that musical act, and the fellow with the fmaork
face who played 'Nearer, My God, to Thee' on the beer bottles."

They got off at Polk Street and walked up a block to the flat. The street was
dark and empty; opposite the flat, in the back of the deserted market, the ducks
and geese were callingrsistently.

As they were buying their tamales from the Haked Mexican at the street
corner, McTeague observed:

"Marcus ain't gone to bed yet. See, there's a light in his window. There!" he
exclaimed at once, "I forgot the doorkey. Well, Marcas tet us in."

Hardly had he rung the bell at the street door of the flat when the bolt was
shot back. In the hall at the top of the long, narrow staircase there was the sound
of a great scurrying. Maria Macapa stood there, her hand upon the rope that
drew the bolt; Marcus was at her side; Old Grannis was in the background,
looking over their shoulders; while little Miss Baker leant over the banisters, a
strange man in a drab overcoat at her side. As McTeague's party stepped into the
doorway a haldozen voices cried:

"Yes, it's them."

"Is that you, Mac?"

"Is that you, Miss Sieppe?"

"Is your name Trina Sieppe?"

Then, shriller than all the rest, Maria Macapa screamed:

"Oh, Miss Sieppe, come up here quick. Your lottery ticket has won five
thousand dollars!"

Chapter 7

"What nonsense!" answered Trina.

"Ach Gott! What is ut?" cried Mrs. Sieppe, misunderstanding, supposing a
calamity.

"What -- what -- what," stammered the dentist, confused by the lights, the
crowded stairway, thenedley of voices. The party reached the landing. The
others surrounded them. Marcus alone seemed to rise to the occasion.

"Le' me be the first to congratulate you," he cried, catching Trina's hand.
Everyone was talking at once.
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"Miss Sieppe, Miss &ppe, your ticket has won five thousand dollars," cried
Maria. "Don't you remember the lottery ticket | sold you in Doctor McTeague's
office?"

"Trina!" almost screamed her mother. "Five tausend thalers! five tausend
thalers! If popper were only here!"

"What is it-- what is it?" exclaimed McTeague, rolling his eyes.

"What are you going to do with it, Trina?" inquired Marcus.

"You're a rich woman, my dear," said Miss Baker, her little false curls
quivering with excitement, "and I'm glad for yosake. Let me kiss you. To
think | was in the room when you bought the ticket!"

"Oh, oh!" interrupted Trina, shaking her head, "there is a mistake. There
must be. Why- why should | win five thousand dollars? It's nonsense!"

"No mistake, no mistake,5creamed Maria. "Your number was 400,012.
Here it is in the paper this evening. | remember it well, because | keep an
account.”

"But | know you're wrong," answered Trina, beginning to tremble in spite of
herself. "Why should | win?"

"Eh? Why shouldh you?" cried her mother.

In fact, why shouldn't she? The idea suddenly occurred to Trina. After all, it
was not a question of effort or merit on her part. Why should she suppose a
mistake? What if it were true, this wonderful fillip of fortune strikiim there
like some chanedriven bolt?

"Oh, do you think so?" she gasped.

The stranger in the drab overcoat came forward.

"It's the agent," cried two or three voices, simultaneously.

"l guess you're one of the lucky ones, Miss Sieppe," lte ‘4asuppose you
have kept your ticket."

"Yes, yes; four three oughts twelvel remember."

"That's right," admitted the other. "Present your ticket at the local branch
office as soon as possiblethe address is printed on the back of the tiekahd
you'll receive a check on our bank for five thousand dollars. Your number will
have to be verified on our official list, but there's hardly a chance of a mistake. |
congratulate you."

All at once a great shrill of gladness surged up in Trina.\&s to possess
five thousand dollars. She was carried away with the joy of her good fortune, a
natural, spontaneous jeythe gaiety of a child with a new and wonderful toy.

"Oh, I've won, I've won, I've won!" she cried, clapping her hands. "Mamma,
think of it. I've won five thousand dollars, just by buying a ticket. Mac, what do
you say to that? I've got five thousand dollars. August, do you hear what's
happened to sister?"

109



The Back Alley Webzine, Volume 1, Nunter

"Kiss your mommer, Trina," suddenly commanded Mrs. Sieppe. "What efer
will you do mit all dose money, eh, Trina?"

"Huh!" exclaimed Marcus. "Get married on it for one thing. Thereat they all
shouted with laughter. McTeague grinned, and looked about sheepishly. "Talk
about luck," muttered Marcus, shaking his head at the dethtgst suddenly he
added:

"Well, are we going to stay talking out here in the hall all night? Can't we all
come into your 'Parlors,' Mac?"

"Sure, sure," exclaimed McTeague, hastily unlocking his door.

"Efery botty gome," cried Mrs. Sieppe, genyallAin't ut so, Doktor?"

"Everybody," repeated the dentist. "There'there's some beer."

"We'll celebrate, by damn!" exclaimed Marcus. "It ain't every day you win
five thousand dollars. It's only Sundays and legal holidays." Again he set the
commny off into a gale of laughter. Anything was funny at a time like this. In
some way every one of them felt elated. The wheel of fortune had come
spinning close to them. They were near to this great sum of money. It was as
though they too had won.

"Herés right where | sat when | bought that ticket," cried Trina, after they
had come into the "Parlors," and Marcus had lit the gas. "Right here in this
chair." She sat down in one of the rigid chairs under the steel engraving. "And,
Marcus, you sat here -- "

"And | was just getting out of the operating chair," interposed Miss Baker.

"Yes, yes. That's so; and you," continued Trina, pointing to Maria, "came up
and said, 'Buy a ticket in the lottery; just a dollar.' Oh, | remember it just as plain
as hough it was yesterday, and | wasn't going to at first"

"And don't you know | told Maria it was against the law?"

"Yes,| remember, and then | gave her a dollar and put the ticket in my
pocketbook. It's in my pocketbook now at home in the tapvdr of my bureau
-- oh, suppose it should be stolen now," she suddenly exclaimed.

"It's worth big money now," asserted Marcus.

"Five thousand dollars. Who would have thought it? It's wonderful."
Everybody started and turned. It was McTeague. Haedsito the middle of the
floor, wagging his huge head. He seemed to have just realized what had
happened.

"Yes, sir, five thousand dollars!" exclaimed Marcus, with a sudden
unaccountable mirthlessness. "Five thousand dollars! Do you get on to that?
Cousn Trina and you will be rich people."

"At six per cent, that's twenffive dollars a month," hazarded the agent.

"Think of it. Think of it," muttered McTeague. He went aimlessly about the
room, his eyes wide, his enormous hands dangling.
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"A cousin of mine won forty dollars once," observed Miss Baker. "But he
spent every cent of it buying more tickets, and never won anything."

Then the reminiscences began. Maria told about the butcher on the next
block who had won twenty dollars the last drawindrs. Sieppe knew a
gasfitter in Oakland who had won several times; once a hundred dollars. Little
Miss Baker announced that she had always believed that lotteries were wrong;
but, just the same, five thousand was five thousand.

"It's all right when youwin, ain't it, Miss Baker?" observed Marcus, with a
certain sarcasm. What was the matter with Marcus? At moments he seemed
singularly out of temper.

But the agent was full of stories. He told his experiences, the legends and
myths that had grown up@ind the history of the lottery; he told of the poor
newsboy with a dying mother to support who had drawn a prize of fifteen
thousand; of the man who was driven to suicide through want, but who held
(had he but known it) the number that two days aftedb&h drew the capital
prize of thirty thousand dollars; of the little milliner who for ten years had
played the lottery without success, and who had one day declared that she would
buy but one more ticket and then give up trying, and of how this last tigd
brought her a fortune upon which she could retire; of tickets that had been lost
or destroyed, and whose numbers had won fabulous sums at the drawing; of
criminals, driven to vice by poverty, and who had reformed after winning
competencies; of ganmis who played the lottery as they would play a faro
bank, turning in their winnings again as soon as made, buying thousands of
tickets all over the country; of superstitions as to terminal and initial numbers,
and as to lucky days of purchase; of marvelooincidences- three capital
prizes drawn consecutively by the same town; a ticket bought by a millionaire
and given to his bodblack, who won a thousand dollars upon it; the same
number winning the same amount an indefinite number of times; and &0 on
infinity. Invariably it was the needy who won, the destitute and starving woke to
wealth and plenty, the virtuous toiler suddenly found his reward in a ticket
bought at a hazard; the lottery was a great charity, the friend of the people, a vast
beneficait machine that recognized neither rank nor wealth nor station.

The company began to be very gay. Chairs and tables were brought in from
the adjoining rooms, and Maria was sent out for more beer and tamales, and also
commissioned to buy a bottle of wiremd some cake for Miss Baker, who
abhorred beer.

The "Dental Parlors" were in great confusion. Empty beer bottles stood on
the movable rack where the instruments were kept; plates and napkins were
upon the seat of the operating chair and upon the sfesitelves in the corner,
side by side with the concertina and the volumes of "Allen's Practical Dentist."
The canary woke and chittered crossly, his feathers puffed out; the husks of
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