Robert Bloch

Bob's career has spanned six decades. Think about all that has happened in that time and you'll
realise how singular his career has been. Of course he wrote Psycho, but he's also written half a
dozen novelsjust as good, and he’' s shown an equal talent for the short story. ‘Water’s Edge’ is
included here because it helps mark the transition from the hardboiled crime story of the fifties
and sixties into the quiet revolution of the seventies. Thisis a beautifully structured and paced
story, and should be studied carefully by all readers who also have a hankering to be writers.

Water’s Edge

The fly-specked lettering on the window read * The Bright Spot Restaurant’. The sign overhead urged
Ea.

Hewasn't hungry, and the place didn’t look especidly attractive, but he went inside anyway.

It was a counter joint with asingle row of hard-backed boothslining onewall. A half dozen customers
sguatted on stools at the end of the counter, near the door. He walked past them and did onto astool at
thefar end.

There he sat, staring at the three waitresses. None of them looked right to him, but he had to take a
chance. He waited until one of the women approached him.

“Yours, miger?’
[13 Coke'ﬂ

She brought it to him and set the glass down. He pretended to be studying the menu and talked without
looking up at her.

“Say, doesaMrs. Helen Krauss work here?’
“I'm Hden Krauss”

Helifted hiseyes. What kind of a switch wasthis, anyway? He remembered the way Mike used to talk
about her, night after night. “ She' satall blonde, but stacked. Looksalot like that dame who playsthe
dumb blonde on television-what’ s-her-name-you know the one | mean. But she’sno dope, not Helen.
And boy, when it comesto loving...”

After that, his descriptions would become anatomically intricate, but al intricacies had been carefully filed
in memory.

He examined those files now, but nothing in them corresponded to what he saw before him.

Thiswoman wastall, but there dl resemblance ended. She must have tipped the scales at one-sixty, a
least, and her hair was adull, mousy brown. She wore glasses, too. Behind the thick lenses, her faded
blue eyes peered galidly at him.



She must have realised he was staring, and he knew he had to talk fast. “I’m looking for aHelen Krauss
who used to live over in Norton Centre. She was married to aman named Mike.”

The stolid eyesblinked. “That’sme. So what' sthisal about?’
“| got amessage for you from your husband.”
“Mike? He' sdead.”

“I know. | waswith him when he died. Just before, anyway. I’ m Rusty Connors. We were cell-matesfor
two years.”

Her expression didn't change, but her voice dropped to awhisper. “What' s the message?’
He glanced around. “I can’t talk here. What time do you get off?’

“Seven-thirty.”

“Good. Meet you outsde?’

She hesitated. “Make it down at the corner, acrossthe street. There’ sa park, you know?’
He nodded, rose and left without looking back.

Thiswasn't what he had expected-not after the things Mike had told him about hiswife. When he bought
histicket for Hainesville, he had had other ideasin mind. It would have been niceto find this hot,
good-looking blond widow of Mike' s and, maybe, combine business with pleasure. He had even thought
about the two of them blowing town together, if shewas half as nice asMike said. But that was out,
now. He wanted no part of thisbig, fat, stupid-looking dob with the dull eyes.

Rusty wondered how Mike could havefilled him with such aline of bull for two years straight-and then
he knew. Two years straight-that was the answer-two yearsin a bare cell, without awoman. Maybe it
had got so that, after atime, Mike believed his own story, that Helen Krauss became beautiful to him.
Maybe Mike had gone alittle stir-asmple before he died, and made up alot of stuff.

Rusty only hoped Mike had been telling the truth about one thing. He had better have been, because
what Mike had told Connors, there in the cell, was what brought him to town. It wasthisthat was
making him cut into this rat-race, that had led him to Mike' swife. He hoped Mike had been telling the
truth about hiding away the fifty-sx thousand dollars.

She met him in the park, and it was dark. That was good, because nobody would notice them together.
Besides, he couldn’t see her face, and she couldn’t see his, and that would make it easier to say what he
had to say.

They sat down on a bench behind the bandstand, and he lit acigarette. Then he remembered that it was
important to be pleasant, so he offered the pack to her.

She shook her head. “No thanks-1 don’t smoke.”
“That sright. Miketold me.” He paused. “Hetold me alot of things about you, Helen.”

“He wrote me about you, too. He said you were the best friend he ever had.”



“I’d liketo think so. Mike was agreat guy in my book. None better. He didn’t belong in acrummy hole
likethat.”

“He said the same about you.”

“Both of usgot abad break, | guess. Me, | was just akid who didn’t know the score. When | got out of
Service, | lay around for awhile until my dough was gone, and then | took thisjob in abookiejoint. |
never pulled any strong-arm stuff in my life until the night the place was raided.

“The boss handed me this suitcase, full of dough, and told meto get out the back way. And there was
this copper, coming at mewith agun. So | hit him over the head with the suitcase. It wasjust one of
those things-1 didn’t mean to hurt him, even, just wanted to get out. So the copper ends up with a
skull-fracture and dies”

“Mike wrote me about that. Y ou had atough dedl.”

“So did he, Helen.” Rusty used her first name deliberately and let his voice go soft. It was part of the
pitch. “Likel said, | just couldn’t figure him out. An honest John like him, up and knocking off his best
friend in apayroll stickup. And al done, too. Then getting rid of the body, so they’d never find it. They
never did find Pete Taylor, did they?’

“Please! | don’'t want to talk about it any more.”

“I know how you fed.” Rusty took her hand. It was plump and swesty, and it rested in hislike abig
warm piece of meat. But she didn’t withdraw it, and he went on talking. “I1t was just circumstantial
evidencethat pinned it on him, wasn't it?’

“Somebody saw Mike pick Pete up that afternoon,” Helen said. “He' d lost his car keys somewhere, and
| guess he thought it would be dl right if Mike took him over to the factory with the payroll money. That
was al the police needed. They got to him before he could get rid of the bloodstains. Of course, he
didn't have an dibi. | swore he was home with me al afternoon. They wouldn’t buy that. So he went up
for tenyears”

“And did two, and died,” Rusty said. “But he never told how he got rid of the body. He never told where
he put the dough.”

He could see her nodding in the dimness. “ That' sright. | guessthey beat him up something awful, but he
wouldn't tdll them athing.”

Rusty was silent for amoment. Then hetook adrag on his cigarette and said, “Did he ever tdll you?’

Helen Krauss made anoisein her throat. “What do you think? 1 got out of Norton Centre because |
couldn’t stand the way people kept talking about it. | came al the way over hereto Hainesville. For two
years, I've been working in that lousy hash-house. Does that sound like he told me anything?’

Rusty dropped the cigarette stub on the sdewalk, and itslittle red eye winked up a him. He stared at the
eye as he spoke.

“What would you do if you found that money, Helen? Would you turn it over to the cops?’

She made the noisein her throat again. “Wheat for? To say, ‘ Thank you,” for putting Mike away and
killing him? That' swhat they did, they killed him. Pneumonia, they told me-1 know about their



pneumonia They let himrot inthat cdll, didn’t they?’

“The croaker said it wasjust flu. | put up such astink over it, they findly took him down to the
Infirmary.”

“Wdl, | say they killed him. And | say he paid for that money with hislife. I'm hiswidow-it'smine.”
“Ours” sad Rusty.
Her fingerstightened, and her nails dug into his pams. “He told you where he hid it? Isthat it?”

“Judt alittle. Before they took him away. He was dying, and couldn’t talk much. But | heard enough to
give me apretty good hunch. | figured, if | came herewhen | got out and talked to you, we could put
things together and find the dough. Fifty-six gees, he said-even if we split it, that’ s still alot of money.”

“Why are you cutting mein on it, if you know whereit is?’ There was an edge of sudden suspicion in her
voice, and he sensed it, met it head-on.

“Becausg, like | told you, he didn’t say enough. We d have to figure out what it means, and then do
some hunting. I’'m astranger around here, and people might get suspiciousif they saw me snooping. But
if you helped, maybe there wouldn't be any need to snoop. Maybe we could go right to it.”

“Busnessded, isthat it?’
Rusty stared at the glowing cigarette butt again. Itsred eye winked back at him.

“Not dl business, Helen. Y ou know how it was with Mike and me. He talked about you al thetime.
After awhile, | got the funniest feding, like | dready knew you-knew you aswell as Mike. | wanted to
know you better.”

He kept hisvoice down, and hefdt her nails againgt his pam. Suddenly his hand returned the pressure,
and hisvoice broke. “Helen, | don’t know, maybe I’ m screwy, but | was over two yearsin that hole.
Two years without awoman, you got any ideawhat that meansto aguy?’

“It’s been over two yearsfor me, too.”

He put hisarms around her, forced hislipsto hers. It didn’t take much forcing. “Y ou got aroom?’ he
whispered.

“Yes, Rusty-I’ve got aroom.”

They rose, clinging together. Before moving away, hetook alast ook at the little winking red eye and
crushed it out under hisfoot.

Another winking red eye burned in the bedroom, and he held the cigarette to one side in hishand so asto
keep the light away. He didn’t want her to seethe disgust in hisface.

Maybe she was degping now. He hoped so, because it gave him time to think.

So far, everything was working out. Everything had to work out, thistime. Because before, there had
away's been foul-ups, somewhere dong theline.

Grabbing the satchel full of dough, when the cops raided the bookie joint, had seemed like agood idea at



the time. He had thought he could lam out the back door before anyone noticed in the confusion. But he
had fouled that one up himself, and landed in tir.

Getting buddy-buddy with that little jerk Mike had been another good idea. It hadn’t been long before he
knew everything about the payroll caper-everything except where Mike had stashed the loot. Mike never
would talk about that. It wasn't until hetook sick that Rusty could handle him without anybody getting
wise. He had made sure Mike was real sick before he put red pressure on.

Even then, the lousy fink hadn’'t come across-Rusty must have haf-killed him, right there in the cell.
Maybe he' d overdoneit, because al he got out of him was the one sentence before the guards showed

up.

For awhilethere, he had wondered if the little quiz show was going to kick back on him. If Mike had
pulled out of it, he'd have talked. But Mike hadn't pulled out of it-he had died in the Infirmary before
morning, and they had said it was the pneumoniathat did it.

So Rusty was safe-and Rusty could make plans.

Up till now, his plans were going through okay. He had never applied for parole-believing it better to
sweat out another six months, so he could go free without anybody hanging onto histail. When they
sprung him, he had taken the first busto Hainesville. He knew where to go because Mike had told him
about Helen working in this restaurant.

He hadn’t been conning her asto his need for her in the dedl. He needed her al right. He needed help,
needed her to front for him, so he wouldn’t have to look around on his own and arouse curiosity when he
asked questions of strangers. That part was straight enough.

But, dl aong, he had believed what Mike told him about Helen-that she was a good-looking dall, the
kind of dame you read about in the paperback books. He had coked himsalf up on the idea of finding the
dough and going away with her, of having ared ball.

Well, that part was out.

He made aface in the darkness as he remembered the clammy fat of her, the wheezing and the panting
and the clutching. No, he couldn’t take much more of that. But he had to go through with it, it was part of
the plan. He needed her on his side, and that was the best way to keep her inline.

But now he' d have to decide on the next move. If they found the dough, how could he be sure of her,
once they made the split? He didn’t want to be tied to this kitchen mechanic, and there had to be away.

“Darling, are you awake?’

Her voice! And caling him ‘darling.” He shuddered, then controlled himself.
“Yeah.” He doused the cigarettein an ash tray.

“Doyou fed liketaking now?’

“Sure”

“I thought maybe we d better make plans.”



“That'swhat | like, apractica dame.” Heforced asmileinto hisvoice. “ Y ou'reright, baby. The sooner
we get to work the better.” He sat up and turned to her. “Let’ s Sart at the beginning-with what Miketold
me, before he died. He said they’ d never find the money, they couldn’ t-because Pete still had it.”

For amoment Helen Krausswas slent. Then shesaid, “Isthat dl?’

“All?What more do you want? It s plain as the nose on your face, isn't it? The dough is hidden with Pete
Taylor' sbody.”

He could fed Helen’ s breath on his shoulder. “Never mind the nose on my face,” shesaid. “1 know
wherethat is. But for two years, al the copsin the county haven't been able to find Pete Taylor’ s body.”
She sighed. “I thought you redly had something, but | guess | waswrong. | should of known.”

Rusty grabbed her by the shoulders. “Don't talk like that! We' ve got the answer we need. All we got to
do now isfigure whereto look.”

“Sure. Redl easy!” Her tone dripped sarcasm.
“Think back, now. Where did the cops ook ?’

“Wdll, they searched our place, of course. Wewereliving in arented house, but that didn’t stop them.
They tore up thewhole joint, including the cellar. No dice there.”

“Whereds2?”’

“The sheriff’ s department had men out for amonth, searching the woods around Norton's Centre. They
covered al the old barns and deserted farmhouses too, places like that. They even dragged the lake.
Pete Taylor was a bachelor-he had alittle shack in town and one out at the lake, too. They ripped them
both gpart. Nothing doing.”

Rusty was slent. “How much time did Mike have between picking up Pete and coming back home
agan?

“About three hours.”
“Hell, then he couldn’t have gone very far, could he? The body must be hid near town.”

“That'sjust how the police figured. | tell you, they did ajob. They dug up the ditches, drained the quarry.
It was no use.”

“Wall, there' s got to be an answer somewhere. Let’ stry another angle. Pete Taylor and your husband
were pds, right?’

“Yes. Ever sncewe got married, Mike was thick with him. They got along greet together.”
“What did they do? 1 mean, did they drink, play cards or what?’

“Mike wasn't much on the sauce. Mostly, they just hunted and fished. Like | say, Pete Taylor had this
shack out at the lake.”

“|sthat near Norton's Centre?’

“About three miles out.” Helen sounded impatient. “I know what you' re thinking, but it’sno good. | tell



you, they dug things up dl around there. They even ripped out the floorboards and stuff like that.”
“What about sheds, boathouses?’

“Pete Taylor didn't have anything else on his property. When Mike and him went fishing, they borrowed
aboat from the neighbours down theline.” She sghed again. “Don’t think | haven't tried to figure it out.
For two years, I’ vefigured, and therejust isn't any answer.”

Rusty found another cigarette and lit it. “ For fifty-six grand, there' s got to be an answer,” he said. “What
happened the day Pete Taylor was killed? Maybe there’ s something you forgot about.”

“I don't know what happened, redlly. | was at home, and Mike had the day off, so he went downtown to
bum around.”

“Did he say anything before he left? Was he nervous? Did he act funny?’

“No-I don't think he had anything planned, if that' s what you mean. | think it wasjust one of those
things-he found himsdlf in the car with Pete Taylor and al thismoney, and hejust decided to do it.

“Wall, they figured it was dll planned in advance. They said he knew it was payroll day, and how Pete
aways went to the bank in his car and got the money in cash. Old Man Huggins at the factory wasa
queer duck, and he liked to pay that way. Anyway, they say Pete went into the bank, and Mike must
have been waiting in the parking lot behind.

“They think he sneaked over and stole Pete’ s car keys, so, when he came out with the guard, Pete
couldn’t get sarted. Mike waited until the guard |eft, then walked over and noticed Pete, asif it wasan
accident he happened to be there, and asked what the trouble was.

“Something like that must have happened, because the guy in the parking lot said they talked, and then
Pete got into Mike' s car and they drove off together. That’ sal they know, until Mike came home done
amogt three hours|ater.”

Rusty nodded. “He came hometo you, in the car, done. What did he say?’

“Nothing much. There wasn't time, | guess. Because the squad car pulled up about two minutes after he
got in the house.”

“So fast? Who tipped them of f?’

“Wdll, naturaly the factory got worried when Pete never showed with the payroll. So Old Man Muggins
called the bank, and the bank checked with the cashier and the guard, and somebody went out and
asked around in the parking lot. The attendant told about how Pete had |eft in Mike s car. So they came
around here, looking for him.”

“Did he put up any struggle?’
“No. He never even said aword. They just took him away. He was in the bathroom, washing up.”
“Muchdirt on him?’ Rusty asked.

“Jugt hishands, isdl. They never found anything they could check up onin their [aboratories, or
whatever. His shoeswere muddy, | think. There was abig fuss because his gun was missing. That was



the worst part, histaking the gun with him. They never found it, of course, but they knew he' d owned
one, and it was gone. He said he’ d lost it months beforehand but they didn't believe him.”

“Did you?’
“l don’t know.”
“Anything ds?’

“Wdll, he had acut on his hand. It was bleeding alittle when he camein. | noticed it and asked him about
it. He was hdfway upgtairs, and he said something about rats. Later in court, he told them he' d caught his
hand in the window-glass, and that’ swhy there was blood in the car. One of the windows was cracked.
They analyzed the blood, it wasn't histype. It checked with Pete Taylor’ s blood-type record.”

Rusty took adeep drag. “But hedidn’t tell you that when he came home. He said abig rat bit him.”

“No-hejust said something about rats, | couldn’t make out what. In court, the doctor testified he' d gone
upstairs and cut his hand open with arazor. They found hisrazor on the washstand and it was bloody.”

“Wait aminute,” Rusty said dowly. “He garted to tel you something about rats. Then he went upgtairs
and opened up his hand with arazor. Now its beginning to make sense, don't you see? A rat did bite
him, maybe when he was getting rid of the body. But if anyone knew that, they’ d look for the body some
place where there were rats. So he covered up by opening the wound with hisrazor.”

“Maybe s0,” Helen Krauss said. “But where does that leave us? Are we going to have to search every
placewithratsinit around Norton’s Centre?’

“I hope not,” Rusty answered. “| hate the damned things. They give methe cregps. Used to seethemin
the Service, big fat things hanging around the docks...” He snapped hisfingers. “ Just asecond. Y ou say,
when Pete and Mike went fishing, they borrowed a boat from the neighbours. Where did the neighbours
keep their boat?”

“They had aboathouse.”

“Did the cops search there?’

“I don’'t know-I guess s0.”

“Maybe they didn’t search good enough. Were the neighbours on the property that day?’
“No.”

“Areyou sure?’

“Sure enough. They were a city couple from Chicago, name of Thomason. Two weeks before the payroll
robbery, they got themsalveskilled in an auto accident on the way home.”

“So nobody was around at dl, and Mike knew it.”

“That' sright.” Helen' s voice was suddenly hoarse, “It wastoo late in the season anyway, just like now.
The lake was deserted. Do you think...?’

“Who'sliving in the neighbours place now?’ Rusty asked.



“No one, thelast | heard. They didn’'t have any kids, and the red estate man couldn’t sell it. Pete
Taylor' s placeis vacant, too. Same reason.”

“It adds up-adds up to fifty-six thousand dollars, if I'm right. When could we go?’
“Tomorrow, if you like. It'smy day off. We can use my car. Oh, darling, I’ m so excited!”

Shedidn’'t haveto tell him. He could fed it, fed her as she cameinto hisarms. Once more, he had to
force himsdf, had to keep thinking about something e se, so that he wouldn't betray how he felt.

He had to keep thinking about the money, and about what he' d do after they found it. He needed the
right answer, fast.

Hewas till thinking when she lay back, and then she suddenly surprised him by asking, “What are you
thinking about, darling?’

He opened his mouth and the truth popped out. “The money,” he said. “ All that money. Twenty-eight
gees apiece.”

“Doesit haveto be gpiece, darling?’

He hesitated-and then the right answer came. * Of course not-not unless you want it that way.” And it
wouldn't be. It was il fifty-six thousand, and it would be his after they found it.

All hehad to do was rub her out.

If Rusty had any doubts about going through with it, they vanished the next day. He spent the morning
and afternoon with her in her room, because he had to. There was no sensein letting them be seen
together herein town or anywhere around the lake area.

So heforced himsdf to stdl her, and there was only one way to do that. By the time twilight came, he
would have killed her anyway, money or no money, just to berid of her stinking fat body.

How could Mike have ever figured she was good-looking? He d never know, any more than he’' d ever
known what had gone onin the little jerk’ s head when he suddenly decided to knock off hisbest friend
and stedl the dough.

But that wasn’t important now-the important thing wasto find that black metal box.

Around four o' clock he dipped downgtairs and walked around the block. In ten minutes, she picked him
up at the corner in her car.

It was agood hour’ s drive to the lake. She took a detour around Norton Centre, and they approached
the lake shore by agravel road. He wanted her to cut the lights, but she said there was no need, because
nobody was there anyway. Asthey scanned the shore Rusty could see she wastdlling the truth-the lake
was dark, deserted, in the early November night.

They parked behind Pete Taylor' s shack. At sight of it, Rusty realised that the body couldn’t possibly be
hidden there. Thelittle rickety structure wouldn't have concealed a dead fly for long. Helen got a
flashlight from the car. “1 suppose you want to go straight to the boathouse,” she said. “It’ sdown this
way, to the left. Be careful-the path isdippery.”



It was treacherous going in the darkness. Rusty followed her, wondering if now was the time. He could
pick up arock and bash her head in while she had her back to him.

No, he decided, better wait. First seeif the dough wasthere, seeif he could find agood placeto leave
her body. There must be agood place-Mike had found one.

The boathouse stood behind alittle pier running out into the lake. Rusty tugged at the door. It was
padlocked. “ Stand back,” he said. He picked up a stone from the bank. The lock was flimsy, rusty with
disuse. It broke easily and fdll to the ground.

He took the flashlight from her, opened the door and peered in. The beam swept theinterior, piercing the
darkness. But it wasn't total darkness. Rusty saw the glow of ahundred little red cigarette butts winking
up a him, like eyes.

Then, he redlised, they were eyes.
“Rats,” hesaid. “Comeon, don’t be afraid. Looks like our hunch wasright.”

Helen moved behind him, and shewasn't afraid. But he had redlly been talking to himsdlf. Hedidn't like
rats. He was glad when the rodents scattered and disappeared before the flashlight’ s beam. The sound of
footsteps sent them scampering off into the corners, into their burrows beneath the boathouse floor.

Thefloor! Rusty sent the beam downward. It was concrete, of course. And undernegth...?
“Damnit!” hesad. “They must have been here”

They had-because the once-solid concrete floor was rubble. The pick-axes of the sheriff’s men had done
athorough job. “1 told you,” Helen Krauss sighed. “ They looked everywhere.”

Rusty swept the room with light. There was no boat, nothing stored in corners. The beam bounced off
barewalls.

Herased it to theflat roof of the celling and caught only the reflection of micafrom tar-paper insulation.
“It' snouse” Heentold him. “It couldn’'t be this easy.”
“Theré s4till the house” Rusty said. “Comeon.”

Heturned and walked out of the place, glad to get away from the rank, fetid animal odour. He turned the
flashlight toward the roof.

Then he stopped. “Notice anything? he said.
“What?’

“Theroof. It'shigher than the calling.”
“Sowha?’

“There could be space up there,” Rusty said.

“Yes, but...”



“Ligen”

She was slent-both of them were silent. In the sllence, they could hear the emerging sound. It sounded at
first like the patter of rain on the roof, but it wasn't raining, and it wasn't coming from the roof. It was
coming from directly undernesth-the sound of tiny, scurrying feet between roof and celling. The ratswere
there. Therats and what €lse?

“Comeon,” he muttered.
“Where are you going?’
“Up to the house-to find aladder.”

Hedidn't haveto break in, and that was fine. There was aladder in the shed, and he carried it back.
Heden discovered acrowbar. Sheheld

the flashlight while he propped the ladder against the wall and climbed up. The crowbar pried off the
tar-paper in gtrips. It came away eadily, ripping out from the few nails. Apparently the stuff had been
appliedin ahurry. A man with only afew hoursto work in hasto do afast job.

Underneath the tar-paper, Rusty found timbers. Now the crowbar really came in handy. The boards
groaned in anguish, and there were other squeaking sounds as the rats fled down into the cracks along
the sde walls. Rusty was glad they fled, otherwise he’ d never have had the gutsto crawl up there through
the opening in the boards and look around. Helen handed him the flashlight, and he used it.

Hedidn't haveto look very far.
Theblack meta box was Sitting thereright in front of him. Beyond it lay thething.

Rusty knew it was Pete Taylor, because it had to be, but there was no way of identification. There
wasn't ashred of clothing l€ft, or ashred of flesh, ether. The rats had picked him clean, picked him
down to the bones. All that was |eft was a Skeleton-a skeleton and a black metal box.

Rusty clawed the box closer, opened it. He saw the bills, bulging in stacks. He smelled the money,
smelled it even above the sickening fetor. It smelled good, it smelled of perfume and tenderloin stesk and
the leathery seat-cover aromaof ashiny new car.

“Find anything?’ Helen cdlled. Her voice wastrembling.

“Yes” heanswered, and hisvoice wastrembling just alittletoo. “I’ve got it. Hold the ladder, I'm coming
down now.”

He was coming down now, and that meant it was time-time to act. He handed her the crowbar and the
flashlight, but kept hisfingers on the side of the black metal box. He wanted to carry that himsdlf. Then,
when he put it down on the floor, and she bent over to look at it, he could pick up a piece of concrete
rubble and let her haveit.

It was going to be easy. He had everything figured out in advance-everything except the part about
handing her the crowbar.

That’ swhat she used to hit him with when he got to the bottom of the ladder...



He must have been out for ten minutes, at least. Anyway, it was long enough for her to find the rope
somewhere. Maybe she had kept it in the car. Wherever she got it, she knew how to useit. Hiswrists
and ankles hurt amost as much as the back of his head, where the blood was starting to congedl.

He opened his mouth and discovered that it did no good. She had gagged him tightly with ahandkerchief.
All he could do was lie there in the rubble on the boathouse floor and watch her pick up the black meta
box.

She opened it and laughed.

Theflashlight was lying on thefloor. In its beam, he could see her face quite plainly. She had taken off her
glasses, and he discovered the lenses lying shattered on the floor.

Helen Krauss saw what he was staring at and laughed again.

“I don’'t need those things any more,” shetold him. “I never did. It was dl part of the act, like letting my
hair go black and putting on al this weight. For two years now, I’ ve put on this dumb dob routine, just so
nobody’ d notice me. When | leave town, nobody’ s going to pay any attention either. Sometimesit's
smart to play dumb, you know?’

Rusty made noises underneeth the gag. She thought that was funny, too.

“I supposeyou'refindly beginning to figureit out,” she said. “Mike never meant to pull off any payroll
job. Pete Taylor and | had been cheating on him for six months, and he had just begun to suspect. | don’'t
know who told him, or what they said.

“He never said anything to me about it beforehand-just went downtown with his gun to find Pete and kill
him. Maybe he meant to kill me too. He never even thought about the money at thetime. All he knew
was that it would be easy to pick Pete up on payroll day.

“I guess he knocked Pete out and drove him down here, and Pete came to before he died and kept
saying he was innocent. At least, Mike told me that much when he did come back.

“I never got a chance to ask where he' d taken Pete or what he' d done with the money. Thefirst thing |
did, when Mike came home and said what he’ d done, wasto cover up for mysdlf. | sworeit wasdl a
pack of lies, that Pete and | hadn’t done anything wrong. | told him we' d take the money and go away
together. | was gtill sdlling him on that when the cops came.

“I guess he believed me-because he never cracked during thetria. But | didn’t get a chance again to ask
where he hid the dough. He couldn’t write me from prison, because they censor dl the mail. So my only
out was to wait-wait until he came back, or someone else came. And that’s how it worked out.”

Rusty tried to say something, but the gag wastoo tight.

“Why did | conk you one? For the same reason you were going to conk me. Don't try to deny it-that’s
what you intended to do, wasn't it? | know the way creeps like you think.” Her voice was soft.

She smiled down at him. “I know how you get to thinking when you' re a prisoner-because I’ ve been a
prisoner myself, for two years-a prisoner in thisbig body of mine. I’ ve sweated it out for that money, and
now I’'mleaving. I’m leaving here, leaving the dumb waitress prison | made for myself. I’'m going to shed
forty pounds and bleach my hair again and go back to being the old Helen Krauss-with fifty-six grand to
liveit upwith.”



Rusty tried just once more. All that came out wasagurgle. “Don’'t worry,” she said, “they won't find me.
And they won't find you for along, long time. I’ m putting that lock back on the door when | go. Besides,
there snothing to tie the two of ustogether. It'sclean asawhigtle.”

She turned, and then Rusty stopped gurgling. He hunched forward and kicked out with his bound feet.
They caught her right across the back of the knees, and she went down. Rusty rolled across the rubble
and raised hisfeet from the ground, like aflail. They came down on her ssomach, and she let out agasp.

Shefell againgt the boathouse door, and it dammed shut, her own body tight againgt it. Randy began to
kick a her face. In amoment the flashlight rolled off into the rubble and went out, so he kicked in the
direction of the gasps. After awhile, the moaning stopped, and it was silent in the boathouse.

He listened for her breathing and heard no sound. He rolled over to her and pressed hisface against
something warm and wet. He shivered and drew back, then pressed again. The unbattered area of her
flesh was cold.

Herolled over to the side and tried to free his hands. He worked the rope-ends against the jagged edges
of rubble, hoping to fed the strands fray and part. Hiswrists bled, but the rope held. Her body was
wedged againgt the door, holding it shut-holding him herein the rank darkness.

Rusty knew he had to move her, had to get the door open fast. He had to get out of here. He began to
butt his head againgt her, trying to move her-but she was too solid, too heavy, to budge. He banged into
the money box and tried to gurgle at her from under the gag, tried to tell her that she must get up and let
them out, that they were both in prison together now, and the money didn’'t matter. It was al amistake,
he hadn’t meant to hurt her or anyone, he just wanted to get out.

But hedidn’t get out.

After alittle while, the rats came back.



