PROBLEM IN MURDER

Gilroy spread the office copy of the Morning Post over the editor's desk and stared glumly at the
black streamer. The editor was picking at hisinky cuticleswithout looking at them; he was watching
Gilroy'sface.

"Twdfth ax victim found in Bronx," Gilroy grumbled. "Twelve in two weeks—and not asingleclue.”

The editor drew in his breath with a pained hiss and yanked out a handkerchief to dab at a bleeding
finger. Gilroy raised his gaunt head, annoyed.

"Why don't you get amanicure, chief?" he pleaded. "That nail-picking of yoursis getting me too used
to blood."

The editor wrapped the handkerchief around hisfinger and said, "I'm taking you off the torso story,
Gilroy. What's the difference who goes down to headquarters and gets the police handout? Admit it
yourself—outside of the padding, your stories are the same as any of the other papers. Why should |
keep an expensive man on the job when acub can do aswell? There are other stories waiting for you to
tackle them."

Gilroy sighed and sat down. He sighed again and stood up, going behind the editor's desk to the
window that looked over the dark river to the lightsin Jersey. Hislong, hewn face twisted thoughtfully at
them.

"You'reright, of course, chief. But, hell!" He turned around. "Do we have to get our handouts from
the cops? How about us doing some detective work? Chief—will you leave that finger one?"

The editor |ooked up hastily, athough histhumb continued to caress the bleeding cuticle. "Our own
detecting?' he repeated. "How? Y ou—and no other reporter, either—ever got close enough to the
victimsto give an eyewitness description of what they looked like. The copswon't even let you take a
peek. They find an arm or aleg, al wrapped up in brown grocery bags; but did you ever seethem? All
night long they've got radio cars riding up and down the Bronx, yet nearly every morning they find arms
or legs”

"l know, but—"

"What can you do when the cops can't stop the murders?”

"Get alook at the chopped-off limbs," Gilroy said doggedly, coming around dowly to the front of the
desk, hishandsin his pockets, his head down, and his wide mouth pursed. "That's the main thing." He
looked up angrily. "Why don't the cops | et ustake afast [ook? Thereld be more chance of identification.
Not much more, maybe, but more.”

The editor shrugged and went back to his cuticles. ™Y ou keep saying that. Do you have any concrete
ideas?'

"Sure," Gilroy said dowly. "If we use our heads, we can see one of those limbs.”

"How?" the editor asked, mildly skeptical.

"The bulldog edition'sjust hitting the stands. The final hasn't been put to bed yet. Suppose weinsart a
reward for finding one of the arms, legs, or whatever the next one will be, and bringing it here. Tell me
that wouldn't get results”

"It might,” the editor admitted. He rolled a sheet of paper into histypewriter. "How much should |
make it fo—two hundred and fifty? | can clear it with the board of directors ... especidly if there are any
results”

"Two-fifty?" Gilroy exclaimed. "Do you know you can get people killed in thistown for a hundred?
Make it about fifty —seventy-five tops. But they have to bring the thing here and let us take care of the
cops.”

The editor nodded and typed. " Seventy-five," he said, "and | have agood spot for it. I'm dropping
the subhead on the ax yarn and this goes there in abox. How's that?"

"Gregt." Gilroy grinned and rubbed his bony hands together. "Now if the interns don't send us
samplesfrom the hospitas, we can grab off an exclusive. Anyhow, I'm going up to the Bronx and look
around mysdf."

The editor legped out of his chair and grabbed Gilroy'slapd. "The hell you are! 1've kept my men out



of there so far, and they're staying ouit till the terror is over. How would you like to find yourself hacked
to pieces, and dl the cops canfind isan arm or aleg? Y ou're not going, Gilroy. That's final!"

"All right, chief," Gilroy said with amournful expression. "Y ou don't want meto go, | don't go."

"And I'm not kidding. I'm not yellow—you know that; but that's the one place we stay out of. The
cops up there are scared witless. If the maniac doesn't get you, they will, with acouple of wild shots.
Don't go. | mean it!"

Gilroy got off the subway at 174th Street, on the Grand Concourse, and walked south along the
wide, bright highway. Traffic sped north, south and east, but none of it turned west into the terror district.
He met no pedestrians. The police had been taken off their beats along the Concourse to patrol the dark
Sde streets.

Riding up to the eastern boundary of the danger area, Gilroy had decided approximately where he
would spend the night. Dismembered limbs had been found as far north as Tremont Avenue, asfar south
as 170th Street, west to just short of University Avenue, and east d most to the Concourse. The
geographical center of the area, therefore, would be afew blocks west of the elevated station at 176th
Street and Jerome Avenue, but Gilroy knew it was too well patrolled for the murderer to be found there.

He entered an gpartment house on the Concourse, which at that point is about forty feet abovethe
surrounding streets. He took the self-service elevator down five storiesto the Street level and walked
boldly toward Jerome Avenue. His hands were out of his pockets, ready to snap over hishead if a
policeman challenged him. But if anyonein civilian clothes were to gpproach, hislong, lean legswere
tense to sprint an erratic course, to dodge knives or axes.

Severa times he crouched in shalow doorways or behind boulders in vacant lots when he caught
sght of policemen traveling in pairs. He rediized how helplessthey were againg the crafty killer, and why,
in spite of their tense vigil, murders had been committed at the rate of one anight, excepting Sundays, for
the past two weeks. He, areporter, not particularly adroit in skulking, found no difficulty in getting
through the police cordon to Jerome Avenue and 176th Street!

Helooked carefully before crossing under the elevated; when he saw that the road was completely
deserted, he raced from post to post, acrossto a used-car lot. While he was till on the run, he chosea
car dightly to the front of the first row, flung open the door, and crouched down on the floor. From that
position, with his eyesjust above the dashboard, he had ardatively clear view of the avenue for blocks
each way. He made himself comfortable by resting against the pand. From time to time he cautioudy
smoked acigarette, blowing the smoke through the hood ventilator. He was not impatient or in a
hurry—the odds were that spending the night in the car would be fruitless; only by an off-chance might
the murderer happen to pass. But even o, it was better than merdly waiting for the officia police
bulletins, and there was aways the hope that perhaps the maniac would dink by him.

Gilroy relaxed; hiseyesdid not. They automatically peered back and forth aong the empty, shadowy
avenue.

He wondered where the murderer got hisvictims. All through the terror area, only policemen were
out a night, and then in pairs. House doors were locked. Stores were closed. People getting off late from
work stayed at downtown hotels rather than go home through the dark with horror in lockstep behind
them. After the first murders, taxi drivers could be bribed to enter the area; now they refused fantastic
tips without regret. The elevator trains carried no passengers getting off here.

Even Gilroy, deadened to violence, could sense the cloyed atmosphere, the oppression of lurking
horror in ambush. Through those streets, where terror hid and struck, paired policemen walked too
quickly and nervoudy, afraid of somehow being separated—hundreds of patrolmen, every available man
in the city—watchful as only deathly frightened men can be.

Y et inthemorning, for al their watchfulness, another victim would be found somewhere within the
borders of the danger area—only alimb or part of alimb; the rest of the body would never be found nor
identified.

That was another point that puzzled Gilroy. Obvioudy the dayer had some superperfect method of
disposing of the bodies. Then why did he casually leave alimb whereit could be easly found after each
murder? Bravado? It must have been, for those dismembered limbs could have been disposed of even



more easly than therest of the bodies. If not for that apparent egomaniaca quirk, the crimes could have
been committed indefinitely, without detection.

It was long after midnight. Gilroy fished a cigarette out of an open pack in his pocket. For only an
instant, he bent under the dash to hide the match's flare. When he straightened up—

A man was walking north dong the avenue! A man in atopcoat too big for him, ahat that shadowed
hisface, asmall packagein hisleft hand.

A smdl package!

He hdted. Gilroy could have sworn that the halt was absent-minded. The man raised the package
and looked at it asif he had just remembered it. Then he dropped it neatly in abox of rubbish. He
walked on a no more than astroll.

Gilroy clutched the door handle. Cursing, he stopped turning it before it opened; awhite-roofed
police car was dowly cruising by. Gilroy knew that the passenger cop rode with hisgun resting dertly out
the open window.

For amoment Gilroy caculated his chance of dashing across the avenue, scooping up the bundle and
following the murderer before he escaped. There was no chance. It would be suiciddl.

The elevated pillars hid his view of the corner toward which the killer had strolled. When he did not
cross, Gilroy knew that he had turned up that Street.

At that point the police car drew abreast, and Gilroy saw the men inside Stare a every doorway,
every shadow behind the posts, the dark lot hewas hiding in—

And then they rode past without seeing him. When they reached the corner, Gilroy clutched the door
handle, waiting for them to whip suddenly off the avenue and up that street. They didn't. The murderer
must have vanished somehow.

Gilroy did out of the car, crouched and scuttled to the nearest pillar, like asoldier running under fire.
He stood there until he was certain that no one had seen him. Then he darted from post to pogt, to the
one that stood opposite the rubbish box.

In the next ingtant, he had snatched up the bundle, on the run, and huddled against awall, hugging the
revoltingly shaped parcel under hisarm. He edged swiftly aong the building to the corner where the
maniac had disappeared.

Nobody wasthere, of course. But he broke into alimber sprint, stuffing the bundle into his belt under
the loose jacket, where it could not be seen. At the corner he dowed to an unsuspicious walk.

He picked alucky moment to do it. Two policemen in the middle of the northwest block shouted for
him to hat, came running with drawn guns—

He stopped and waited, his hands ostentatioudy above his head. They reached him, covering him
from both sides.

"Who the hell are you?' one demanded with angry panic. "Why are you out?"

"Gilroy, reporter on the Morning Post. Y oull find my identification pgpersin my insgde breast
pocket. I'm unarmed.”

Brutaly, to cover hisfear, the cop at hisleft tore thewallet out and held the papersto the Street light.
He blew out his breath without shame and handed the wallet to his partner.

"All right," the second growled, relieved but till shaking. ™Y ou can put them down, you lousy jerk.

Y ou know how close you came to getting plugged?”

"We got al we can do to keep from shooting each other when we pass another besat,” the first
patrolman said. "Y ou stinking reporters don't have aheart.”

Gilroy grinned. "Now, now, boys, it'sonly your nerves. All you have to worry about isamaniac. |
need astory!"

"You'll get astory,” thefirst cop said, vicioudy quiet. "WEell boot you onto the El and report your
paper to the commissioner. That will give you something to cover.”

"With both hands," said the other policeman.

They expected him to cringe before this threst. It would mean being denied the officia police
bulletins. But asthey strode grimly toward the elevated station, Gilroy's forearm pressed reassuringly
againg the brown paper bundleinside thetop of his pants. Officid bulletins—huh!



At five after nine the next morning, Gilroy and the night editor were roused from their respective beds
and ordered to see the police commissioner immediatey. They met outsde his office.

"What'sup?' Gilroy asked cheerily.

"Y ou should ask," the editor grumbled. ™Y our idea snapped back."

"Comeon, you two," apoliceclerk said. "Get inside.”

"Hereit comes," the editor said resignedly, opening the door that led to Police Commissioner Mgjor
Green.

Themajor wasaretired army officer, ashort, wide, stiff man with abelligerent mustache. He sat
upright and walked square and his voice was loud enough to make the wings of his mustache
flutter—aways in indignation. He ran the police department like amilitary pogt, and thejalslike
stockades, and he had an extremely vague idea of civil rights.

Major Green pushed back from his desk and stabbed them with ahostile glare. Y ou're from the
Morning Post, eh?" he barked in clipped military tones. "'I'm being easy with you. Y our paper
campaigned for my party. Take that reward offer out and put in acomplete retraction. | won't pressfor
sugpension of publication.”

The editor opened his mouth to spesk. But Gilroy cut in sharply: "That sounds like censorship.” He
fished out acigarette and lit it.

"Damnright it does," Mgor Green snapped. "That's just what it is, and the censorship isgoing to stay
clamped on tight just aslong asthat maniac in the Bronx keeps our citizensterrified. And put out that
cigarette before you get thrown out.”

"We don't want to fight you, commish," Gilroy said, speaking with deedly ddliberation around the
cigarette that dangled uncharacteristicaly from the corner of hismouth. "'If we haveto, of course, werein
amuch better position to fight than you are. Our newspapersl| take on only self-imposed
censorship—when they think it'sto the public's advantage.”

Green's cold eyes bulged out of his stern face. Rage flushed every burly inch. Independently of his
tense arms, hisfingers clawed the desk.

"Why don't you shut up, Gilroy?' the editor hissed vicioudy.

"Gilroy, en? That'sthe rat who sneaked insde the cordon—"

"Why should | shut up?' Gilroy brokein, ignoring the commissoner. "Ask him what he's done these
last two weeks. Dontt. I'll tell you.

"He'sthe only onein the police department who's allowed to make statements to the press.
Reporters can't interview cops or captains, they can't even get insde the danger area at night —unless
they try. He forces retractions on papers that step out of line.

"Wadl, what good hasit done? He hasn't identified asingle victim. He can't find the rest of the bodies.
He doesn't know who the murderer is, or where heis, or what helooks like. And the murdersre il
going on, every night except Sunday!"

"Don't pay any atention to him, ir," the editor begged.

"| expect an arrest in twenty-four hours,” Green said hoarsely.

"Sure." Gilroy's clear baritone drowned out his chief'sfrightened plea. "For the last two weeks you've
been expecting arrests every twenty-four hours. How about giving us one? And | don't mean some poor
vag picked up on suspicion.

"I'll give you a better proposition. Y ou've been feeding usthat line of goo because you don't have
anything elseto say. Most of the papers didn't even bother printing it after the first week.

"Firg of dl, let us say anything we want to. Were not going to tip off the maniac. We do our own
censoring, and we do it pretty well. Then, let usinsde the danger zone with official recognition. We get
insde anyhow, oneway or another; but there's ways the danger of being plugged by your hysterical
cops. Findly, let us see the dismembered limbs and photograph them if we want to. 1sn't that Smple?
Andyou'l get alot further than you are so far.”

Trembling, Mg or Green stood up, his craggy face shrunken into angles and creases of fury. He
pushed his chair away blindly. It toppled and crashed, but he did not hear its clatter. He caught up the
telephone. "I'm—" He strangled and pauised to clear his clogged throat. "I'm handling this my own way. |



live up intheterror areawith my wife and three kids. I'll tell you frankly—every night I'm afraid I'll go
home and find one of them missing. I'm scared stiff! Not for mysdlf. For them. Y ou'd be, too, in my
place.

"Heres my answer, damn you!" The telephone clicked and they heard a shrill metdlic voice. "Get me
Albany—the governor!”

Gilroy avoided the editor's worried eyes. He was too concerned with Mgor Green's reason for
cdling Albany.

"ThisisMgor Green, sir, police commissioner of New Y ork City. | respectfully urge you to declare
martia law in the Bronx danger digtrict. The Stuation is getting out of hand. With the mayor's permission,
| request the nationd guard for patrol duty. The confirmatory telegram will be sent immediately. . . .
Thank you, Sr. | appreciate your sympathy—"

He clapped down the receiver and turned to them grimly. "Now seeif you can squeeze past the
militiasentries on every corner in theterritory. Therell be asundown curfev—everyone indoorsfor the
rest of the night.

"Martia lav—that's the only answer to amaniac! | should have had it declared long ago. Now well
See how soon the murdersl| stop!

"And," he stated menacingly, "I till want that retraction, or I'll get out aninjunction. Fal out!"

In utter gloom, the editor went through the outer office.

"Pretty bad, chief,” Gilroy said grudgingly. "We could dip past the police cordon. Napoleon couldn't
patrol every street before, but the militia can put a sentry on every corner. It doesn't matter, anyhow, so |
guess you'd better print aretraction.”

The editor glared. "Redlly think s0?" he asked with curt sarcasm.

Gilroy did not reply. In silence they walked out of the office.

"Well, let's not takeit so hard,” the editor said finally. "He was going to declare martia law anyhow.
Hewas just looking for an excuse. It wasn't our fault. But, just the same, that nipplehead—"

"Lousy nipplehead istheterm, chief," Gilroy amended.

When they reached the elevator, the switchboard operator called out: ™Y ou from the Morning
Post? They want you down there right away."

They stepped into the elevator. The editor hunched himsdlf into histopcoat collar. "The louse must
have called up the board,” he said hollowly. "Heres where we get hell from the other side.”

Defeated, he hailed ataxi, though he was not in ahurry. Gilroy gave his Greenwich Village address.
The editor looked up in surprise.

"Aren't you coming with me?' he asked anxioudy.

"Sure, chief. | want to get something firg."

At the gpartment house, the editor waited in the taxi. Gilroy went upstairs. He took the brown
grocery bag out of the refrigerator and made atelephone call.

"Willis, please" He held the wire until he was connected. "Hello. Gilroy speaking. Anything yet,
Willis?...No?... O. K. I'll cdl later."

He went down with the package in his pocket. Asthey rode downtown to the newspaper building,
Gilroy sad, for thefirst time with concern on hisface:

"If declaring martid law'd help, | wouldn't mind, even though it means giving that stiff-necked ape
credit for brains. But thisax murderer'll only be scared off the streets; and when martid belifted, helll go
right back to work again. Green won't get him that way. He's got to be outfoxed. And he's plenty dy."

The editor remained silent. From his set, dazed expression, Gilroy knew he wasthinking of aterse
note in his pay envelope. Gilroy did not have to worry about hisjob; he might have to take less than he
was getting at the moment, but he could always manage to get on a paper. The editor, though, would
have to art again as alegman, and that would completely demordize him.

"Aw, don't let it get you down, chief,” Gilroy said asthey stepped out of the taxi at the Morning
Post building. "If | haveto, I'll take thewholerap. I'll say | forged your initialsto the print order.
Anyhow, they're only going to warn us. Y ou know— A newspaper can't afford to antagoni ze its sources
of information. Make an immediate retraction and don't let it happen again." "



The editor nodded, unconvinced. Under board orders, Mg or Green had been the Morning Post's
pet gppointee in the eection campaign.

The day shift in the newsroom greeted them much too heartily. Gilroy recognized the ominous
symptom. He had often discovered himsdlf being overcordial to reporters about to befired.

They entered the city editor's office. When he saw them, the city editor shook his head pityingly.

"Y ou boys certainly started something. The board's sore as hell. They're holding a specia mesting
right now—"

The night editor stuffed his handsinto his pockets and turned away.

"Sit down, boys. It might take some time before they cool off enough to be able to speak distinctly.”

"Cut out the funerd march, boss" Gilroy said sharply. ™Y ou and the chief can soothe them. And even
if Green cutsus off the officid bulletin, we sill can get dong. Take alook at thisl™

He had taken the parcel out of his pocket and put it on the desk. He ripped off the brown grocery
bag.
"It'safoot!" the city editor cried.

"A woman's foot!" the night editor added, horrified, "Cut off at the ankle. Ugh!"
The city editor yanked the telephone toward him, Gilroy held down the receiver grimly. "1'm not
cdling the palice," the editor explained. "I'm sending for a photog.”

"Not yet," Gilroy stated flatly. "It'snot as Smple asthat. Take alook at thefoot first." He picked it up
cdloudy and showed them its sole. "See what | see? The skinis perfectly even—unthickened even & the
pressure points. Not acorn or callus, toe joints straight—"

"Sowhat?' the city editor demanded. " She could've worn made-to-order shoes. Maybe shewas
perfectly fitted dl her life"

"Shoes aren't made that way," Gilroy retorted. "They've got to prevent the foot from spreading
somewhat or else they won't stay on, so there are dways points of contact that cause cdllus. Even if sheld
walked barefoot on rugs al her life, thered il be atiny thickening.”

The city editor pursed his mouth and stared. He had not imagined so much trouble from asmple ax
murder. The night editor looked fascinatedly at the foot, picking blindly &t his cuticles.

"Suppose shewas acripple or aparaytic,” the city editor said.

"The muscles aren't atrophied. But for some reason or other, thisfoot never walked.”

He removed the telephone from the city editor's unconscious grasp and called Willisagain. When he
had finished speaking, his face was grave. He picked up the foot again and pointed to an incision.

"l cut out apiece of musclein the hedl with asafety razor," he said, "and brought it to the chemist at
Memoria Hospitad. | made theincison because | knew she wasn't a paraytic. Muscles contain glycogen
and glucose, the sugar derived from the glycogen. When you move amuscle, the energy to do it comes
from burning the glucose, which turnsto lactic acid. Even if sheld been acomplete paraytic—hadn't
moved in years—theréd gill've been aminute quantity of lactic acid.”

"What'd he find?' the night editor asked.

"Not atrace of lactic acid! Chief—get Green on the telephone and find out what time the national
guardll be at their pogts.” The night editor was accustomed to Gilroy's unexplained hunches. He quickly
got an outsde wire. "Mgor Green?. . . Morning Post. What timewill the militiabeinthe Bronx?. . .
Fiveo'clock?. .. Quick work. . . . Thanks."

"Wow!" Gilroy shouted. "Stay here, chief. I've got to find him before Green clamps down hismartia
law, or helll be shot or arrested!”

In half the number of stridesit would take anorma man in anormd, state of mind, he was at the
eevaor, ringing furioudy.

The city editor could not keep up with Gilroy's mental pace. "What the hell was he talking about?
Whol'l be shot or arrested —the maniac?'

"l guess s0," the night editor replied, unworried, absolutdly confident in Gilroy. "Who ese could he
mean? | guess he's going up to the Bronx to find him.”

But Gilroy did not go to the Bronx. Hisfirst stop was at the Forty-second Street Library. Rapidly,
yet carefully, heflipped through the index files on every subject that might be aclue. He diminated



hundreds of titles; even so he had to write out dozens of dips.

The man at the pneumatic tube was not astonished by the bundle of dips shoved vicioudy a him.
"Another case, Mr. Gilroy?" he asked.

"Yeah," thetdl reporter growled. "A pip.”

In the south hall he appropriated an entire table on which he spread his books as quickly asthey
came up from the stacks. He scanned the contents pages, occasionally going through a chapter for more
detailed information; wherever necessary, he looked through the indices of books that seemed to hold the
key. A long sheet of foolscap swiftly became crowded with names.

He groaned at the clock. It was amost noon when he requested the city directory and amap of the
Bronx. It was not very recent, but he was certain that the man he sought had lived in the same house for
sometime. With his ponderous equipment, he would have to, Gilroy reasoned.

He went through the enormous Bronx directory, €liminating every one of hisreferenceswho did not
livein the danger area. When he had finished, it was twenty to one, and there was not a single name | eft
for himto investigate. He had diminated dl of them; not onelived in the district whereterror reigned.

And he had only four hours and twenty minutes before that areawould be under martid lav—when
it would betoo late!

The two editors listened sympathetically, but they had no plan to offer. Gilroy scarcely heard them tell
how they had soothed the board of directors. He wastoo frantically engaged in thinking.

How do you track down one man out of acity of nearly eight million?Y ou don't know his name,
what he looks like, where he came from, what he did before, who knew him. Y ou only know that he
livesin amile-square territory, containing perhaps a hundred thousand people.

Gilroy did not haveto ignore the city editor's persistent questioning. The night editor had quieted him
to aglowering sulk by telling him that Gilroy would explain when there was no danger of being made a
fool by awild intuition.

"If we had block spies, likethey havein Europe,” Gilroy muttered, "we'd have had him long ago. But
then he'd have been executed for doing something he didn't do. Wdll, three and ahaf hoursto savethe
poor lug. How do | go about finding him?"

If he could interview every person in that mile-square digtrict, he could easily find the man. Gilroy
dismissed theidea. It wasfantastic. But suddenly his eyes sparkled and he grinned at the night editor.

"Chief, I've got to make a canvass of the danger area. Will you back me? I've never let you down so
far. Where do we get the dough to hire Peck, the ad distributors?’

The night editor writhed in his chair. He picked at his cuticles and hisfoot tapped nervoudy. " Specid
requisition,” hesaid dully.

"Oh, no!" the city editor Sated flatly. "I'm not writing it!"

"Youdont haveto. I'll doit."

Gilroy and the city editor redlized the anguish that the night editor had gone through in making his
resolution to back Gilroy. The business staff looked cockeyed at every expenditure, even routine ones,
and this requisition, based on an unexplained hunch, they could not judtify, even to themsdlves.

"O. K.," Gilroy said in alow, respectful voice. "I'll call Peck and ask for their rates.” Reverently, ina
manner befitting the nigh editor's gallant sacrifice—possibly of hisjob—Gilroy made aritud of diding.
"Peck?. .. Morning Post. Canyou interview everyonein the territory between the Grand Concourse
and University Avenue, from 170th Street to Tremont Avenuein an hour and ahdf?. . . Good. How
much will it cost?. . . Cheap enough. I'll be right down with a check and a questionnaire.”

Hewaited until the night editor wrote out the requisition, watching sympatheticaly the whitened,
trembling fingers asthey scrailed out the numerals. At each figure Gilroy knew that those fingerswere
trying to rebel againg their violation of conditioning.

Gilroy squirmed impatiently in the squad captain's car. It was too much for himto sit by and merely
watch the men going in and out of buildings. All over the danger area Peck investigators were ringing
doorbells and caming down the terrified inhabitants enough to open their doors.

"I can't 9t here," Gilroy protested. He opened the door. "I'm going to cover afew streets mysdlf.”

The squad captain restrained him politdly. "Please, Mr. Gilroy. The whole territory has been mapped



out. Each man's beat dovetails with the next oné€'s. Y ou'll only throw them off their stride.”

Gilroy subsided, grumbling furioudy. He knew that the men were working with maximum efficiency,
yet he could not help fedling that his own efforts would speed them up, perhapsinspire them.

Each investigator had a hard-cover notebook in which to write the answers he received. The books
were divided into sections—four-fifthsfor "ignorance," one-tenth for "no," and the other tenth for "yes."

Gilroy'sfacileimagination could picture the astonishment his men's questions could cause: "I don't
know what you're talkin' about, mister.” " Sorry. We don't want any." "Hah?"

For ashort while he amused himself with various fancied interviews; then he went back to cursing the
men's downess. In spite of his pessmism, the job was finished in the specified hour and ahaf, and the
crew met at the squad captain's car, parked in the center of the district.

Gilroy eagerly collected thefilled notebooks. " Send them home now," he said to the squad captain.
"But there'sten bucksin it for you if you drive me around to these addresses.”

He had been amazed to find so many affirmative answers. With the captain's hel p he organized the
addressesinto route. Asthey rodeto thefirst, Gilroy saw evidence of the terror that part of the Bronx
lived in. Normally, children played noisily in the street, women sat on folding chairs on the Ssdewalks,
delivery men made their rounds. But all was silent, deserted; frightened faces peered through drawn
curtains.

At thefirgt he rang cheerfully. A young man cautioudy opened the door, which was held by anewly
ingdled chain.

"An investigator was here ashort while ago,” Gilroy said, speaking through the narrow crack. ™Y ou
answered hisquestion affirmatively.”

The youth suddenly brightened. "That'sright. I've been interested in the problem ever since | began
reading sciencefiction. | think—"

It was amatter of some minutes before Gilroy could escape and go to the next address. There he
had |ess trouble escaping; but after several stops helost histemper.

"These damned science-fiction fang!" he snarled at the startled squad captain. "The place swarms
with them. They've got to explain everything they know about the subject and ask what you think and
why you're going around getting opinions. I've got about a hundred and fifty addressesto investigate, all
in less than an hour—and probably a hundred and forty-nine of them are science-fiction readers”

At the seventeenth name he stopped abruptly. "Thisisn't getting me anywhere. Lay out the rest of
these addresses in a spird, sarting from the middle of thisterritory.”

The squad captain reorganized the route. They sped to the center of the danger area; and once again
Gilroy began ringing doorbells, thistime with agrowing lack of cheerfulness as he diminated one
science-fiction fan after another. They were dl scared to death of opening their doors; they made him
wait until they did; and then he couldn't get away.

He cameto adtreet of private houses. Immediately his enthusiasm returned. Inventors and
experimenters are more likely to live in their own homes than in gpartment houses. Landlords are not very
hospitable to theidea of explosons, which, in their minds, are invariably connected with laboratory
equipment. Then again, gpartment houses hold room space at a premium, and scientists need elbow
room.

H had only one addressto investigate in this entire street of ultra-respectable, faintly smug one-family
houses, each identica with the one next door, each nuraing itsfew pitiful square yards of lawn.

But Gilroy felt exceedingly hopeful when he stopped at the proper house and looked up at the dingy
curtains, unwashed windows, and the tiny lawn, absolutely untouched in dl the yearsit had been there.
Only ascientist, hefdlt, could be so utterly neglectful. Gilroy was so certain he had come to the end of
thetrail that, before he I eft the car, he paid the squad captain and waited until he drove off.

Almost jauntily, then, he rang the bell. When there was no answer, he rapped and waited. Herang a
triflemoreingstently.

Suddenly children, no longer whitefaced and terrified, came dashing happily out of housesfor blocks
around. Gilroy wheded in darm. They were screaming: "Sojers! A parade— yay!"

In panic, Gilroy glanced at hiswatch. It was aquarter to five, and from Jerome Avenue detachments



of milittamarched along the Street, pausing a street cornersto post armed guards. When they fell into
step and approached Gilroy, the street crossing had four bayoneted sentries.

Gilroy stopped his polite ringing and tapping. Hisleft thumb jabbed at the bell and stayed there; his
right fist battered away at the door. And the militiamarched closer, more swiftly than Gilroy had ever
suspected heavily armed men could walk. The officer stared directly at him.

Just then the door opened and asmall, wrinkled, old face peered up a him. The watery eyes behind
their thick glasses gazed into hiswith infinite patience and lack of suspicion.

"Professor Leeds?' Gilroy snapped out. The old man nodded, the webs around his weak eyes
wrinkling expectantly, utterly trustful. Gilroy did not look back over his shoulder. He could hear that the
guard was nearly abreast now. "May | comein?' he demanded abruptly.

Histal form blocked the soldiers from Professor Leeds view. The old man said, "Of course" and
held the door wide. Gilroy hastily barged into asmal dark space between the outer and inner doors.
Leedswas saying gpologetically: "I'm sorry | was so late answering the door; my servant isill and | had
to come up from my laboratory inthe cellar.”

"An investigator was heretoday,” Gilroy brokein. "He asked you a question. Y ou answered in the
afirmative”

For thefirgt time the old man's eyes clouded, in bewilderment, not suspicion. "That'strue. | wanted to
discuss the problem with him, but he merely wrote something in anotebook and went away. | thought it
was very odd. How do you suppose he knew?'

Without answering or waiting for an invitation, Gilroy strode through the hdl to the front room, with
the professor pattering behind.

Ancther old man, considerably more ancient than Leeds, sat at the window in awhed chair. He
turned at their approach. Gilroy suddenly felt uncomfortable under hiskeen, distrustful scrutiny.

But Leeds still asked, gently persistent: "How do you suppose he knew that | was experimenting with
synthetic life?"

"Shut up, perfessor!” the old man in thewhed chair shrieked. "Don't you go blabbin’ everythin' you
know to no international spy like him. That'swhat heis, asnoopin' and a-pryin’ into your affairgl"

"Nonsense, Abner." Leedsfaced Gilroy. "Don't pay any attention to him. Y ou're not aspy, areyou,
Mr....uh—"

"Gilroy. No. | came here—"

"He brought me up from achild. | know he doesn't like to hear this, but hismind isn't what it used to
be. He's a nasty-minded old crank.”

Abner drew in his creased lips with ahiss of pain. Then he rasped: "No spy, huh? Why's he bustin' in
with them sojers on hisheds?'

"That'sthe point, boys," Gilroy said. He shoved his battered hat off hisangular brow and sat on a
plush sofathat was red only in isolated spots. Most of the nap had come off on countless pants, dust had
turned it to a hideous purple, and anumber of its springs coiled usdesdy into theair. "Sit down, please,
professor.”

Leeds sat in the depths of ahuge chair and folded hishands. "Y ou are trying to synthesize life, aren't
you?'
The professor nodded eagerly. "And | dmost have, Mr. Gilroyl"

Gilroy leaned forward with his elbows on his high knees. "Do you read newspapers, professor? ... |
mean, lately?"

"I have so much to do," Leeds sammered, hislined, trangparent skin flushing. "Abner neglected his
diabetic diet—gangrene set in—and hisleg had to be amputated. | have to do al the cleaning, cooking,
shopping, buy my materia and equipment, take care of him—"

"I know," Gilroy interrupted. "I figured you didn't read the—"

He stopped in amazement. The professor had creaked to hisfeet and rushed to Abner's side, where
he stood patting the old servant on the shoulder. Tears were squeezing out of Abner's eyes.

"Ain't it bad enough | can't do nothin’," the old man wailed, "and | gottalet you take care of me?

Y ou're plumb mean, talkin' 'bout it!"



"I'm sorry, Abner. You know | don't mind taking care of you. It'sonly right that | should. Wouldn't
you do it for me?'

Abner wiped hisnose on hisdeeve and grinned up brokenly. "That's s0," he admitted. "Reckon |
must be gittin' into my second childhood.”

Leedsreturned to his seat, confident that Abner was pacified, and |ooked expectantly at Gilroy.

"Y ou were saying—"

"I don't want to scare you, professor. I'm hereto help you."

"Fing" Leeds amiled, with absolute trugt.

"Y ou watch that there dicker," Abner whispered hoarsdly.

"Y ou made severd limbs and at least onefoot, didn't you?' Gilroy asked. "Y ou weren't satisfied with
them, so you threw them away."

"Oh, they wereno good at al, completefailures," Leeds confided.

"Let'sleavethat until later. No doubt you had good reasons for discarding the limbs. But you just
threw them away in the street, and people found them. Now the people up herere afraid of being
murdered and hacked to pieces. They think those limbs were chopped off corpses!™

"Redly?' Leeds amiled tolerantly. "Isn't thet silly? A few smple testswould prove that they never
lived."

"I made acouple of thosetests," Gilroy said. "That's how | found out that they were synthetic limbs.
But you won't convince the cops and these people up here that they were. So now theres martial law in
this part of the Bronx, with soldiers posted on every corner.”

L eeds stood up; he shuffled back and forth, his hands twisting anxioudly behind hisback. "Oh, dear,”
he gasped. "My goodness! | had no ideal would cause so much trouble. Y ou understand, don't you, Mr.
Gilroy? | was experimenting with limbs, studying them, before | felt | was ready to construct an entire
synthetic human being. The limbswere highly imperfect. | had to digpose of them somehow. So, when |
went out for walks at night, | wrapped them up and threw them away. They seemed so imperfect to me.
They scarcely looked human, | thought—"

Abner's mouth had dropped open in astonishment. He compressed it grimly and said: ™Y ou gotta
clear yoursdlf, perfessor. You're thefirst Leedsthat anybody ever called amurderer! Go out and tell
them!”

"Precisaly.” Leeds waked purposefully toward histopcoat, draped over a sagging grand piano.
"Dear me—I| had noideal | know just how the peoplefed. They must think I'm just a common Jack the
Ripper. Please hdp mewith my coat, Mr. Gilroy. I'll go right down and explain to the authorities that it
wasdl aterrible mistake; and I'll bring a synthetic limb with me as proof. That will clear everything up.”

Abner bounced excitedly in hischair. "Attaboy, perfessor!”

"Wait aminute," Gilroy said sharply, before the Situation could get out of hand. He snatched the coat
and hdd it tightly under hisarm. ™Y ou'll be stopped by the sentries. They'll search you. Most of them're
green kids out on what they think is adangerous job—getting a bloodthirsty maniac. If they find a
synthetic limb on you, bulletsreligble to sart flying—plain nervousness, you know, but in the line of
duty.”

"Heavend!" Leeds cried. "They wouldn't actualy shoot me!”

"They might. But supposethey let you through—

"Y ou'd come up againgt apolice commissioner who hates to have anyone prove hesafool. He's
drawn hundreds of cops off their regular beats to patrol this section. Luckily he didn't catch you. So he
had to have martid law declared. The papersve been giving him hell, demanding the maniac's arrest. He's
jittery. Hisreputation's at stake.

"Then you comein tdling him that the limbs were synthetic, that there weren't any murders. Why,
he'd perjure himsdlf and line up hundreds of witnessesto prove that you were the murderer. Hed take
your own confession and twist it to prove that you were cutting people up to study them. Don't you see?
... HEs got to solve these murders, but he's got to solve them the right way: with someonein the eectric
char!"

Leeds dropped into achair. Hiswatery eyes clung to Gilroy's, frankly terrified. "What shall | do?' he



begged in scared bewilderment.

The reporter had to escape that pleading, frightened stare. He gazed down at the charred fireplace.
"Damned if | know. Anything but explaining to Mgor Green. Anything but that!"

"He'sright, perfessor,” Abner chattered, fearful for his master'slife. "I know them durned coppers.
Don't care who they send to the chair, long's they got somebody to send there so'sthey get the credit.”

At that point Leeds broke down. Babbling in horror, he shuffled swiftly out of the room. Gilroy
legped after him, dong the hal and down to the cdllar.

He heard sobbing in the basement [aboratory. He clattered down the steps. He was surrounded by
shelves of canned and bottled chemicalsthat clung to the raw cement walls and had been gathering dust
for the good part of acentury. A broad bench was constructed in two parts, one on each side of atwin,
broad-bellied sink that had originally been meant for laundry. A furnace squatted stolidly in the midst of
the apparatus.

Then he saw Leeds, half concealed by the furnace, crouching protectively over adeep zinc tank like
abathtub.

"When will they cometo arrest me?' he moaned. "'I'd hoped to finish my experiment—I'm so closeto
the solution!”

Gilroy wastouched. "They're not coming to arrest you," he said gently. "So far the cops don't know
who did it."

"They don't?" Leeds brightened. "But you found out.”

"The cops never know anything. Only—" He hesitated, then blurted hissinglefear: "Therésthe
chance that Mg or Green might become panicky that his maniac's dipping out of hisfingers. He might
have the militia search the houses!™

The old man trembled with redoubled fear. "'If they did that—"

"Thisswhat they'd find," Gilroy said, looking into the clear bath that filled the high, sharply square
tank. In his career he had seen disgusting sights, but the human skeleton at the bottom of the chemical
bath, with shreds of muscle, wisps of fatty nerves and an embryonic tracery of veins and arteries adhering
to the dmost exposed bones, made his hobnailed heart shrink. It took an effort to realize that the tattered
remainswere not remains but beginnings. The naked skull bore only the revolting fundamentals of what
would eventualy become features. "They'd think you were dissolving abody in acid!"

Leeds stared at the corpse in fascinated horror. "It does look like adissolving body, doesn't it?" he
guavered. "But it won't when it's complete—"

"Whenll that be?' Gilroy demanded hopefully.

"In about twenty-four hours." The old man looked up at Gilroy's abstracted face. "Do you think that
will beenough time?"

"God knows. | certainly don't."

The stuation definitely held a concrete danger. Gilroy knew that high positions often twisted the
mordity of men who had them. Most menin Mgor Green's place would unscrupuloudy sacrificeasingle
lifefor the good will of eight million, and perhaps anationa reputation. Mgor Green, in particular, had
been conditioned to think very little of individuds. If the militiasearched the house, Leedswasdmogt in
the chair.

They climbed up to the front room. Abner still sat at the window; he seemed to be fascinated by the
militiamen standing at ease on the four street cornerswithin hisvison.

"Huh—young whippersnappers!” he hissed at the boys standing guard. "If | had my leg back, 1'd get
past them fast enough, you betchal”

Leeds characteristic optimism had ebbed away, sapped by the knowledge of the chaos hislifework
had caused. He sat huddled in achair asfar away from the window asthe wall would permit, histerrified
mind absolutely usdessto Gilroy.

Thetall reporter saw only one hope. Hefelt hisanalysis of Green had been correct, but—he did not
have to convince the commissioner! He had only to convince the public. Green would be washed up asa
public figure; on the other hand, Leeds would be saved from being railroaded to the eectric chair, and
the chief's expense account would be cleared by ascoop! For any singleitem, hewould gladly sacrifice



Major Green.

He gripped the professor's thin arm in ahand like atree root. "I'll get you out of this" he promised.

"Canyou realy?' Leeds asked breathlesdy. "Y ou don't know how |—"

"Don't step out of the house until 1 come back. In acouple of minutesitll be curfew. Chancesarel
won't be back before morning—"

Leedsfollowed him to the door in apanic. "But please don't leave me, Mr. Gilroy! Please—"

"Youll bedl right. Abner's here with you."

"Sure," Abner croaked from the front room. "Y ou got nothin' to fret about with me here. But ain't it
timefor my mush and milk, perfessor?"

"I'll get it for you immediady,” Leeds quavered; then Gilroy was out in the darkening sire<t,
wondering how he was going to get past the dert sentries, who had aready turned to watch hislong
body glooming up uncertainly toward them.

On the other side of the Concourse, out of the martial-law digtrict, Gilroy crowded himsdlf into an
inadequate telephone booth and diaed the office. Getting past the sentries had been ridiculoudy easy; he
had only had to show them his Guild card and explain that he worked on the night shift, and they had let
him pass.

The night editor answered, rather tiredly.

"Gilroy, chief. Listen carefully. | found the guy. That thing | showed you today wasn't redl. It was
gynthetic. The otherswere, too. I've got to clear him. He'sworking on awhole one—you know whét |
mean. If it'sfound, he's cooked.”

"What do you want meto do?"

Gilroy put his mouth againgt the transmitter and said in alow tone: "1 can clear him and grab off a
scoop. That'd fix up that specia-requisition business for you. HeE's got an entire one that's about half
done. Send me down a photog with plenty of film. Well take pix of the thing developing, dap it onthe
front page, and Nappie can go fly akite!"

"Nothing doing, Gilroy," the editor said decigvely. "Thisd fix my job more than the specia reg. The
board has big plansfor Nappie. They're making eyes at Albany; after that it's only a step to the White
House. Nope. Thisd knife him. It'd mean my job for sure.”

"Wouldn't it beworth it?"

"L ook, Gilroy—I'm taking enough of achanceasit is, backing you. | can't go sticking my chin out at
the board any more than that. Just be agood boy and figure out some other way of saving your pd. You
candoit. I'll back you al you want. But get abest if you can."

"O. K., chief," Gilroy said fatdidtically. "I'll go home and grab some deep. Leave me ablank signed
reg. I'll dope something out.”

Long before dawn, Gilroy's mind came awake. He did not open his eyes, for, through his shut lids, he
could see that the sun had not yet risen. Helay quietly, thinking. His blanket, which, of course, wastoo
short when spread the usud way, covered him in adiamond shape, one end caught tightly benegth his
feet and the other high on hisbony neck. His knees were drawn up, soles pressed against the baseboard.
Ever snce attaining full growth, he had been forced to deep that way; but his adaptive nature did not
rebel against conforming to beds that were too smal, telephonesin booths that reached his solar plexus
unless he shoehorned himself down, or bus seats that scraped his sensitive knees.

In some way, he was thinking, he had to stop the reign of terror in the Bronx; prevent suspicion from
being focused on Professor Leeds; and, at the same time, cover the night editor's expense
account—which meant getting a beat that would not smash Mg or Green's reputation.

But, to keep the police commissioner's record clean, he needed avictim. Gilroy knew enough about
public pressureto redize that a sacrifice was absolutdly vitd. Left to himsdlf, Green would find himself
one—anybody it could be pinned on. The public would be satisfied, and the strutting martinet would
again beahero.

Gilroy's duty was plain: he would haveto find avictim for Green.

At that point Gilroy's eyes aimost snapped open. By sheer will power he kept them shut, and
contented himsdf with grinning into the dark. What a.cinch! he exulted. Hed get avictim, and agood



one! All at one shot—end the terror, clear the professor, get a scoop and save the chief'sjob!
Incidentaly, he would aso give Napoleon alush boogt, but that was only because it worked out that
way.

Gilroy pulled hisknees higher, kicking the blanket smooth without even thinking about it, and turned
over to go back to deep. There were afew trifling details, but they could be settled in the morning.

The city editor had scarcely glanced at the memos left on his desk when Gilroy strodein.

"Morning, boss," the reporter greeted cheerily. "Did the chief leave arequisition?

"Y eah, ablank one, sgned. Fill inthe amount. | don't know—he must be going soft, leaving himsalf
wide open like that."

Gilroy waved his hand confidently. "He's got nothing to worry about. Tonight well have an exclusive
that'll burn up the other rags.

"But, first of al, do you know agood, rdliable undertaker, and how much will he charge?!

"Oh, go to hell," the editor growled, puttering about among the papers on his desk. Then his mouth
fdl open. "An undertaker ?"

Instead of answering, Gilroy had dialed anumber. "Gilroy . . . How'she coming along?. . . No, not
Abner; the other one. ... Good. . . . Isthere any way of speeding it up?. . . Well, even afew hoursl|
help. I'll be up as soon as| fix everything down here. .. . Oh, you don't have to get panicky. Just stick in
the house until | get there."

"Who wasthat?' the editor demanded. "And why the undertaker?"

"Never mind; I'll take care of it mysdf. | want your gun. I'll get ahammer and cold chisdl off the
super. Write areq for the gun—the paper'll take care of it. Let's see, anything else? Oh, yeah—"

Gravely, hetook the gun from the astounded city editor. Ashe sat down at the typewriter and began
tapping at the keys, he was completely aware of the city editor's stare. But he went on typing.

Within afew minutes he yanked the paper out of the machine and disgppeared into the elevator. In
the basement he borrowed the hammer and cold chisel from the apathetic superintendent. For nearly an
hour he pounded, hidden away behind the vast heating system. When he put the gun into his back
pocket, the seria numbers had been crudely chisaled off.

Then hetook ataxi and made atour of undertaking establishments. Curioudly, he seemed less
interested in prices, caskets and the luxuriousness of the hearses than he was in the condition of the
owners businesses and the character of the drivers.

He found the midtown funera parlorstoo flourishing for his satisfaction. He drove to a Tenth Avenue
frame-house establishment.

"Rotten,” the owner grumbled in reply to Gilroy's question. "The city'staking over these here
tenements. Nobody lives here, so how can they be kicking off? I'll have to get out soon, myself."

Gilroy approved of the driver, who had evidently seen plenty of shady funerals. He offered the owner
aflat sumfor afull day'srentd of the hearse and chauffeur. He was extremely pleased to see the gloating
light in the owner's sad eyes. There would be no questions asked and no answers given here, he thought
shrewdly.

Finaly he called the city editor and told him bluntly to have two photographers waiting for hiscall,
ready to meet him anywherein the city. He dammed down the receiver before the editor began cursing.

It was merely another experience in areporter'slife to be driving uptown in ahearse. At 125th Street
he suddenly remembered something very important. He had the driver stop, waked two blocks toward
the Third Avenue El. When he returned twenty minutes later, he carried abundle, which hethrew into the
long wicker basket insde the hearse.

He had not anticipated any difficulty in passing the militiazmen. He knew that mailmen, street
cleaners, telegraph boys, doctors, and hearses would be able to move around freely within the
martial-law area.

They rode, unchallenged, directly to Professor Leeds door.

There he and the driver did the basket out and carried it into the house. The sentries were scarcely
aware of their actions.

"I'm so0 happy to see you again, Mr. Gilroy!" the professor cried. Then he gaped at the basket. "What



isyour plan?' he asked anxioudy.

From the front room came Abner's querulous voice: "They ain't herefor me, are they, perfessor?”

"No, Abner," Gilroy cdled out assuringly. "Stay here, driver.”

Heled the professor down to the basement laboratory.

Gilroy nodded in a satisfied way at the body in the tank. " Another two hours and it will be finished,”
Leedssad.

The epidermis was dmaost completely formed. Only in isolated spots could the glaring red muscle be
seen where the skin had not quite joined. Itsfingers and toes had no nails; and, excepting the lack of hair,
eyebrows and lashes, its features were distinctly human and complete.

"I'm just waiting for the hair to grow. That'sthe final stage. The skin will be wholein afew minutes.
Then the nails—" Gilroy heard whedlsrumbling over the ceiling. The cdllar door flung open and Abner
shouted down, in terror: "Perfessor! Hey—them durn sojersre goin' through al the houses on this here
Street!”

Gilroy leaped up the stairs and dashed through the hal to the front windows. At each end of the
block he saw eight soldiers; four stood in the gutter, facing opposite sides of the street with leveled guns.
The other four paired off and entered houses with fixed bayonets.

"They can't do that 'thout awarrant,” Abner protested.

"Can't they?' Gilroy snorted. "They can, and they're doing it. Sit here by the window, Abner, and
warn uswhen they're getting close. They ill have half ablock to go before they reach us. Come on,
prof—"

He removed the bundle from the long wicker basket and raced down to the cellar. While he ripped
off the paper, he ordered the professor to take the body out of the chemical bath and dry it.

Leeds cried out: "Heisn't complete yet!" But he removed the body, in spite of his complaints,
dragged it to the floor and dried it. "It isn't divel" he suddenly wailed, his hand shaking againgt its chest.
"It should be—it's perfect!”

Gilroy shook out an entire outfit of clothing, apair of old shoes and afilthy hat that closely resembled
hisown. "If heisn't alive, dl the better,” he said. "Anyhow, | dways thought it was too much to expect
himto live. Takefish, for ingance. Put them in the same kind of water they aways lived in—temperature
just right, plenty of oxygen, plenty of food—and what do they do? They die. Y ou make a body that's
identical to aliving one, al the necessary organs, al the chemicd ingredientsfor life—and it just doesn't
live. Otherwiseit's perfect.

"Here, lift up hislegsso | can dip these pantson him.

"Y ou're on thewrong track, prof, when it comes to making synthetic human beings. Y ou can give
them everything but the life force. But thereis one thing you can do. Y ou can grow limbs on people who
don't have 'em. Give Abner aleg. Hislifeforce can vitdize the synthetic leg.”

They pulled ashirt on the body and tucked it insde the trousers. Gilroy spent amad few minutes
trying to knot atiein reverse, until he knelt and tied it from behind. While heforced itsarmsinto avest
and jacket, Leeds squeezed its flabby, yielding feet into shoes.

Then Abner croaked: "They're only two houses away, perfessor!”

Leeds grew too jittery to tiethelaces. Gilroy did it, crammed the battered hat into the body's coat
pocket, and roared for the hearse driver to bring down the basket. It was the work of amoment to load
the corpseinto it and strap on the cover. Almost at arun, he and the driver carried it up the cdllar stairs
to thefront door. They dropped it while Gilroy made a hurried telephone call:

"Boss? Gilroy. Send the two photogs to 138th and Triboro Bridge. Right before the entrance. I'll
pick them up in ahearse. Be there with the chief if you can get him to wake up.”

He paused amoment to pat Abner on the back encouragingly. He said: "You'readl clear, prof. Look
inthe Morning Post tonight. Drain the tank. If they ask about it, say you used to batheadog init. So
long!"

They carried the wicker basket to the hearse at adow, fitting pace, just asthe militiamen were
leaving the next house. At the same funered rate of gpeed they cruised through the martid-law area,
which was being thoroughly searched, until they came to the Grand Concourse.



"Openit up!" Gilroy rapped out suddenly.

They streaked through traffic, turned east. At the bridge they had to wait fifteen minutes before the
photographers arrived in taxis.

Gilroy dismissed the cabs, paid off hishearse driver, and ordered the photographers to help him with
the basket. A scant three minutes later another taxi drew up at the hearse and the city and night editors
scrambled out excitedly. They sent their cabs away.

"Wheat the hdll isthis?" the city editor demanded. ""Robbing graves?

"Just give usahand and keep quiet,” Gilroy said camly.

They carted the heavy basket to a deserted dumping ground behind two vacant furniture warehouses
that had been condemned by the city for the new bridge approach. He removed the basket cover and
ordered the photographers to help him take the body out and hold it erect.

"Now watch this" he grinned.

While the editors and photographers watched in horrified amazement, Gilroy backed off ten feet and
fired the gun at the corpse's heart. He quietly wiped hisfingerprints off the butt, removed the body from
the photographers inert hands, and laid it gently on its back, crooking itsright hand around the gun. He
placed the cap on the ground beside the naked, hairless head. Then he crumpled a sheet of paper in his
hand and just as ddliberately smoothed it.

""Snap the body from afew angles. Wind up with ashot of this note."

Thetwo editors snatched at the notein asingle wild grab. They read it swiftly.

"Holy smoke!" the night editor shouted. " '| am the torso murderer. | redize that | have been insane
for sometime, and, during my lapse from sanity, | kidnaped and hacked to death a number of people.
But the cordon of soldiers hounded me from one place to another, until | am finaly driven to suicidein
order to prevent my being captured. My name| shall take to the grave with me, that my former friends
be spared the horror of knowing that once they loved this murderous maniac. God save my soul!" "

Thefour men grinned admiringly at Gilroy. But the towering reporter dismissed their admiration with
amodest wave of hisastoundingly long, incredibly bony arm.

"The only thing | regret isthat thiss agorgeous build-up for Mgor Green—the lousy nipplehead!” he
said mournfully. "The autopsy'll show athousand proofsthat thisthing never lived, but afat 1ot Nappi€ll
care. And to think that I'll probably be the cause of making him governor!™

Heinsisted on holding the creased suicide note for the photographersto aim at, claiming that it
required a certain artistic touch.

JOURNAL NOTES:; Problem in Murder

THEME: Let'sturn the corpus delicti situation upside down—suppose ther € sa mutilated
cor pse without a murder?

POSSIBILITIES: Therearemany fantastic waysto get an unmurdered mutilated cor pse,
but all demand identification with him and end with the death and not atense mystery. Theidea
isto start with the corpse and work up to the discovery that there hasbeen nomurder. In
sciencefiction, this meansthat the corpse was never alive and so couldn't have been killed.

DEVELOPMENT: Impossible to have a scientist protagonist; reader would haveto betold
the setup almost immediately. A detective might figureit out, but for him to sell the answer to
his superiorswould take a stupefying amount of gab. Ordinary citizen wouldn't be believable;
he'd haveto have a damned convincing reason to stick hisnose whereit might get diced off by
amurderer or bashed in by a police club. Finding dayer of somebody close might do it, but not
if the corpse had never been alive. A reporter with aflair for detection? He hasthe Big Picture,
an incentivefor plugging away at the case, the facilitiesto do so and irritating (and therefore
suspense-building) handicaps. No, not a whole cor pse; would inevitably be autopsied and the
answer found bafflingly but quickly. " Torso" murdersso loved by tabloids—an arm here, aleg



there, then onesingle corpseto beused for ironical twist in which protagonist knows and
reader knows, but not the copsor general public, because the corpse hasto be used to get the
"killer" off the hook.

EDITORIAL COMMENT: The story waswritten in 1939 and what happened nearly a
decade and a half later isdownright funny. | was asked to submit several of my storiesfor
radio adaptation. Thisonewas selected and | read it over before doing the script. Not having
read it in all theseyears, | wasintensely unhappy with a number of things. The characterswere
mainly overdrawn. Theaction inclined toward shrillnessand adead run. I'd certainly have cut
out thereferencestoward sciencefiction because| fed that it strainsthe willing suspension of
disbelief, likethefictional private eye who declar es scor nfully that he's not like those private
eyesyou read about in fiction. All the same, | found myself trying to guessthe way the story
would turn out—I'd forgotten everything but the theme! (With about 5,000,000 wor ds published
and broadcast in between thewriting and thereading, that's under sandable.) And damned if
the payoff didn't surpriseme! When awriter outfoxes himsdlf, he's performed a Neatest Trick
of the Week.



