VOL. 4, NO. 2 MANHUNT FEBRUARY, 1956

CONTENTS
NOVELETTES
CooL Cat by Hal Ellson. . ................. PP . %
Saucke For THE GANDER, A Clancy Ross Novelette
by Richard Deming. . . ... ... ... ... ... ... ... ....... 13
Brock Party by Sam Merwin, Jr.......... .. e . I

SHORT STORIES
Sveer WitiiovT Dreanms. A Johnny Liddell Story &y Frank Kane 127

TerrOR IN THE Nicir &y Robert Bloch. .. ................... 85
Foc by Gil Brewer. . ... ... ... ... ... ... .. ... ... 50
Hanpy Man by Fletcher Flora. .. ... .................... 9o
THeY’RE CHasixg Us by Herbert D. Kastle. . .. .............. 98
KiLeer by William Logan. ........... ... ... ............... 115
Suot by Roy Carroll . ... ... . ... ... e . 140
Deap SovLbier by Jack Sword. .. ... ... e {0
Jos witH A FuTtuRre by Richard Welles. .. .. ... ....... e 122
Tue WartcuHers &y Wally Humter ... ... ... .. ............ 110
Marty by Robert S. Swensen. . .. ............ e 58
FEATURE
Contest Winner: YOU, Derective No. 6. ... ... ... .. .. 97

MICHAEL ST. JOHN, Publisher
R. E. DECKER, General Manager

WALTER SHMIDT, Editorial Director N. F. KING, Managing Editor
CHARLES W. ADAMS, Art Director G.F.ST. JOHN, Associate Editor
GERALD ADAMS, Art Assistant JOE SHORE, Advertising Rep.

U T VoLuMe 4, NUMBER 2, February, 1956. Single copies 35 cents. Subscri llons. $4.00 for
MANH N one year in the United States and Possessions; elsewhere $5.00 (in U. {unds) for one
year. Published monthly by [Flying Kagle Publications, Inc. (an afiliate of the St. John Pubhshmg Co.), 545 Filth
Avenue, New York 17, N. Y. Telephone MU 7- 662, Entered as Second Class matter at the Post Offi ce, New
York, N. Y. Additional entry at Concord, N. H. The entire contents of this issue are copyrighted 195$ by Flymz
Eagle Pubhcauons Inc., under the lnlernanonal Copyright Convention. All rights reserved under lnter-Amen-
can Copyright Conv: ention. Title registered U. Pat. O.fice. Reproduction or use, withoul express permission,
of editorial or pictorial content in any manner is prohlbxled Postage must accompany manuscripts and drawings
if return is desired, but no reaponsibility will be assumed for unsolicited materiats. Manuscripts and art work
should be sent to Manhunl 545 Fifth Avenue, New York 17, N, Y. No similarity between any of the names,
characters, persons and/or institutions appearing in this magazine and those of any living or dead person or
institution is intended and any similarity which may exist is purely coincidental. Printed in the U. S



Campan's empire wus growing, Pretty
soon nothing could stop Campan at all —
not as long as he had his

Houdy Mox

BY FLETCHER FLORA

AREY REGAN had word that

Campan wanted to see him at

his apartment, so Carey went up. It

was Campan’s wife, Phyllis, who
opened the door.

“Hello, Phyl,” Carey said.

Such abbreviations usually suggest
intimacy, and in this case the sug-
gestion was valid. Carey and Phyl
knew each other better than Campan
dreamed. She was wearing a white
cashmere sweater tucked into the
waist of a pair of blue velvet toreador
pants. Her short black hair had a
seductively tousled look, as if she'd
just crawled out of bed, and the
btight lips that could thin on provo-
cation to a hard red line were now
relaxed in a receptive pout. She put
her arms around Carey’s neck and
her mouth on Carey’s mouth, and
for a long minute or two the situa-
tion was pretty exciting, but it
couldn’t develop much because of
Campan, who was certainly near by.

Pretty soon she stepped back and
said, “Campan’s waiting for you.
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Campan calls and Carey comes
running.”

He raised an eyebrow and hid his
sudden anger behind a derisive smile.
“Campan’? You too? Has he started
taking his ego to bed with you yet?”

“The last name stuff, you mean?
Why. not? It's the sign of a man
getting big. It’s a man riding a
star.”



“Sure. Drop the Adolph. Drop
the Benito. In this case, drop the
Joseph. Just Campan. Even to his
wife, just Campan.”

“You sound bitter, darling. Why?
You're going along, aren’t you? On
the ride, that is. Campan needs you.
He needs an errand boy. He needs a
smooth, hard guy with practically
no conscience.”

“Where is he?”

“In the office. Stop and have a
drink with me on the way out.”

“Maybe.”

He walked the length of the living
room and went into a short hall and
down the hall to the door of the
room Campan used as an office. He
knocked and heard Campan’s voice
telling him to come in. Inside, he
closed the door behind him and
leaned his shoulders against it. It
wasn’t a large room. There was a rug
and a desk and three chairs and a
green metal filing cabinet. That was
all. Campan was a luxury-loving guy
who would eventually run to fat,
but in this one room he affected a
phony Spartan simplicity. It was
very odd. It probably indicated
something or other about his charac-
ter.

Campan said, “Come in, Carey.
Sit down.”

Carey crossed to a chair and sat,
looking at Campan behind the desk.
Campan looked the same as last
time, but this was an illusion. He
wasn’t the same because every time
he was a little bigger, and bigger is
different. Every time he was a little
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more Campan and a little less Joseph.
The short body, the brown, tight,
glossy skin that looked stuffed to
bursting, the pale brown eyes, al-
most yellow at times, the small pink
bud of a mouth — these were nearly
constant, changing only in the very
slow and indiscernible process of
getting day-by-day older. But these
were not Campan. These were only
Campan’s baggage. Campan himself
was inside. Campan himself kept
getting bigger and bigger. Campan
was a voracious ego eating itself to
immensity. Hardly anything both-
ered him. Danger didn’t bother
him. Cruelty didn’t bother him.
Death didn’t bother him. Only the
thought of defeat bothered him. He
had been defeated a few times in his
life, and the ones responsible for his
defeat had lived to regret it. Or,
precisely, had in certain cases not
lived to regret it.

Carey wondered how he did it.
All the money coming in. All the
power coming in with the money.
All the officials in his pocket. Grow-
ing right up in the fat rackets to
measure stature with no one but the
Swede himself. Someone had to go.
Either Campan or the Swede. Ev-
eryone on the inside understood it
and kept wondering when it would
be and which it would be, because
they thought, of course, that it
would be very nice to get on the
right side in good time.

“You wanted to sce me?”’ Carey
said.

“That's right.” Campan’s little
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pink bud of a mouth sprcad on his
teeth. “You like a drink?”

“No, thanks. Phyllis asked me to
have one with her on the way out.”

“Sure. You do that. You have a
drink with Phyllis and then run on
and do this little job I have in mind.”

Carey found a cigarette and lit it.
“What job?” he said.

Campan didn’t answer directly.
e sat back and folded his hands
across the belly that would someday
get sloppy. He watched Carey go
through the business with the ciga-
rette, and his pink mouth kept
smiling, but his eyes hadn’t even be-
gun. They were more yellow than
brown, Carey decided. There seemed
to be a light behind them on the
inside.

“I got a call from the Swede,”
Campan said.

“Yes?”

“I said so. Couple hours ago. He
wants to see me.”’

“When?”

“Ten, he said. Tonight.”

“Where?”

“You know that little office he
keeps down on Twelfch?”

“Sure. Everyone knows it. It’s
the one he started in. So he’s super-
stitious about it. So he keeps it.”

“All right. T know the legend.
That’s where. At ten tonight.”

“He told you to come? Like
ordering up a bellhop?”

“That’s the way. Real brusque.
Does Campan run when someone
calls?”

“Maybe when the Swede calls.”
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“No. Yesterday, yes. Today, no.
Campan doesn’t run.”

“Who runs? Carey Regan?”

“Campan’s shadow. Campan'’s
right arm. The guy who goes where
Campan goes and shares in Campan’s
take. Is that Carey Regan?”

“What does the Swede want?”

“He didn’t say, but it wasn’t
necessary. He wants to draw a line.
He wants to draw a line right in
front of Campan. This far, he wants
to say. No farther, Campan. Time’s
up, I mean. Tonight at ten, Carey,
time’s up.”

““About the line. You going
across?”’

“Going? I'm already across. I've
been across for longer than the
Swede will ever know. Connections
I've got. Strategy I've got. The
Swede goes, Campan’s in his place.
Just like that. All at once, Campan’s
there. It’ll look real simple, but it
hasn’t been. There’s been work.
There’s been deals. There’s been
waiting.”

“But the Swede’s still there.”

“Until ten. He set the time him-
self. It’s sad to think of a big guy’s
last hours. To think about every-
thing he’s been and done, and all
the time it’s taken, and how in
a little while it’ll all be gone. Noth-
ing left. Like it never was. It's
sad as hell, Carey. Thinking about
somcthing like that could break
a guy up. Well, he’s been around
a long time. He's had quite a run,
and no reasonable guy can expect
to last forever.”
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“Will he be aloner”

““As alone as he ever gets.”

“He and Johnny Derry?”

“That’s right. He didn’t say
Johnny would be there, but you can
count on it. He's always there. The
Swede’s getting old, and there are a
lot of guys around who think it
would be a good thing if he didn’t
get any older. You can always count
on Johnny being around.”

“The two of them. The Swede
and Johnny.”

“Two. No matter how many times
you add it, it comes out two.”

“It’ll be quite a job of work.”

“] like a guy who can do a job
of work. A guy like that is a guy
Campan likes to do something for.”

“You’ll want a report?”

“Naturally. T'll sleep better if I
have a report.”

“Here?”

He shook his head. “Not here.
I'll be with a few boys at the Line
Club. About eleven I'll slip out to
the Caddy in the parking lot in
back. You know my slot. Come
there.”

“I'll come. About eleven.”

“You're a good boy, Carey.
You're Campan’s good boy. You
sure you don’t want a drink?”

“I’ll have it with Phyllis, if you
don’t mind. She's prettier.”

Campan was pleased, and he
laughed. It pleased him to have
people tell him how pretty Phyllis
was. She was his property, and it
was right that Campan’s property
should be a credit to him. It was
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good that people should envy Cam-
pan his property.

“Sure,” he said. “Campan’s good
boy and Campan’s pretty wife. Have
your drink together.”

“Thanks.”

Carey stood up and went out into
the hall and down the hall into the
living room again. Phyl had a shaker
ready. She poured twice and held
out a glass. He went over and took
hold of the wrist behind the glass
and pulled her to him, and she stood
leaning against him with her arms
spread and a glass in each hand and
her face lifted for his kiss. When the
kiss was over, she stepped back with
a deep breath that was like a shudder
running through her body. She lifted
her glass and drained it and turned
away to set the empty glass on a
table.

“Too bad you'’re just a handy-
man,” she said. “Too bad you're
just big enough for odd times.”

“Sure,” he said. “Too bad. Do 1
get that other drink?”

She turned back and handed it
to him, and he drank it and dropped
the glass on the carpet and set his
foot on the glass deliberately. She
looked down at the foot on the glass
and listened to the grating sound of
shards being ground into rich wool
pile.

“See you later,” he said. “‘Some
other odd time. Right now I’ve got
an errand to run. Campan’s good
boy with an errand to run.”

He left the apartment and went
downstairs to his car in the street.
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In the car, he drove to a bar where
the name and tastes of Carey Regan
were known. Without having to
specify it, he got a bourbon on the
rocks and sat on a stool in cool
shadows and nursed it. There was
a baseball game on television, and
one team was ahead, but then the
other team tied it, and it was the
ninth frame, and it looked like
extra innings. Which it turned out
to be. He nursed the bourbon
through inning ten and got a fresh
one for inning eleven, and in the top
of the eleventh the visitors scored
once on a double and a single back
to back, but then in the bottom of
the eleventh the crumby pitcher
walked a pair and threw a gopher
ball, so the home team won by two,
and everyone lined up at the bar
seemed to think it made a pretty
exciting and satisfactory game, and
anyhow the game and the second
bourbon were finished at the same
time. Carey got off his stool and
went back to his car and drove to
his apartment, which was smaller
than Campan’s and cheaper than
Campan’s and just about right for
Campan’s right arm.

In the apartment, he took off his
coat, took off his tie, sat in a chair.
That’s all he did. Just sat in a chair.
He didn’t drink, he didn’t smoke,
he almost didn’t move. This was a
kind of conditioning process and was
something he always did when there
was a job to do that was a little
bigger than the usual jobs. It was
peculiar how it worked. He sat there
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for a long time, for hours maybe,
and he didn’t do anything but think
of this and that, whatever came into
his mind, and all the while the
thought of the job was there too,
the thought of the job that had to
be done, and he could feel the hard-
ness start and spread outward from
a tiny core in the center of him, the
cold impervious hardness that was
like stone and made him a stone
man, and when it was time at last
to go on the job he was someone who
could do this job or any job in the
world.

The last part of the afternoon
passed, and the time for eating
passed without recognition, because
there is no hunger in stone, and the
first part of the evening passed in
turn. He thought about the Swede,
the legend of him, how he had
started from nothing and grown to
something and how he would soon
go back to nothing much faster than
he had come from it, and he thought
of Campan, drop the Joseph, and of
what a bad day it had been for the
Swede when Mrs. Campan, not
Phyl, had gone into confinement
with her sixth son, the same Joseph
before the drop. From there it was
quite natural to pass on to the
thought of Mrs. Campan, Phyl, and
of numerous odd times that might
become steady times if only a man
got big enough to drop a name or
fill a place someone moved out of.
He thought of these things, as well
as other lesser things, and lights came
up in the streets outside, and time
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passed, and it got to be nine-thirty.

Getting up from the chair, he put
on shoulder harness and put a si-
lenced .45 in the holster under his
left arm and put his coat on over
the harness and the holster and the
.45. Then he remembered the tie he
had taken off, and he put that on
too, standing in front of the mirror
in the bedroom and watching the
sure, stone hands fashion the knot
and never seeing at all the face
above the hands. The knot tied and
adjusted, he went downstairs to the
street and his car and started for
Twelfth and, on the way to the
narrow street in the shabby section
where the Swede had started and
would shortly end (cross fingers and
never doubt it), he began for the
first time to think in detail about the
best way to do the job.

They would be in the little office,
the Swede and Johnny Derry, and
chances were they would be alone,
the pair of them, although there was
an outside chance they would not,
and if they were not it would be just
too bad, but this was a chance a
right arm had to take on a job like
this, and anyhow they would proba-
bly be alone, just the pair of them.
One way would be to go up and
knock and go in when invited, but
then they would see that it was not
Campan, but Campan’s right arm,
and this would certainly make them
wary and reduce the chance of
success. Another way, the only other
way that he could think of, since
the window was not accessible, was
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to go up and knock but not go in
when invited, standing instead in
the hall and doing the job from
there, with only seconds, maybe
three, allowed between the time the
door was opened and the time the
job was finished. It was such a small
room that he could easily reach any-
one in it who was not right up
against the wall the door was in, and
this was another chance to be taken.
It would be better if he didn’t have
to knock at all, if the door were
unlocked, but this was not to be an-
ticipated because the Swede was a
great one for locking doors as a
justified precaution.

He reached Twelfth and drove
down it and parked his car a block
above the building in which Johnny
and the Swede sat waiting for some-
thing they didn’t expect. He walked
the block in the shadow of buildings
and turned into the entrance to the
building and climbed narrow stairs
to a narrow hall, and the air in the
hall was hot and oppressive, and it
stank. He walked down to the door
to the Swede’s old office and knocked
and as he knocked with one hand
the .45 was in the other.

Beyond the door, Johnny Derry’s
voice said, “Who is 1t?” and he
answered, “‘Campan,” in Campan’s
voice, which was a trick he’d per-
fected for practical purposes.

The lock clicked, and the door
opened, and there was Johnny like
a sitting pigeon, acquiring and losing
in a terrible instant the knowledge
that he had made a mistake that
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would be his last one. The .45
coughed, and he was pushed back
out of the way as if by the breath of
it, and beyond him, behind an
ancient desk which was another item
of sentiment, the Swede moved with
a jerk in the desperate exigency, but
the Swede was getting old, the
Swede was getting slow, and now
he was too old and too slow to live,
but not to die, and he fell back into
the chair and slipped sidewise out of
it and was swiftly dead before he
reached the floor. Johnny, who had
begun dying first, was not yet dead.
He lifted his head from the floor and
coughed blood and was dead then.
Carey put the .45 away and went
downstairs and rewalked the block
to his waiting car.

It was then ten-o-five. When he
reached the parking lot behind the
Line Club, it was ten-thirty. About
eleven, Campan had said. Carey
left his own car by the lot exit and
went across to Campan’s reserved
slot and got into the front seat of
Campan’s Caddy. He lit a cigarette
with the dash lighter. A man and a
woman came and got into a car and
drove out of the lot. He sat and
smoked and waited.

It must have been cleven when
Campan came. Carey couldn’t see
the face of his wrist watch, and the
clock on the dash had quit running.
Campan opened the door on the
left side and slipped in under the
wheel. He was smoking a cigar and
had been drinking. He was heavy
with the smell of rich Havana to-
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bacco and rich Kentucky bourbon.

“How did it go?”’ he said.

“Fine. Everything went fine.”

Campan laughed. There was no
other sound in the lot. There was
no one else in the lot to make a
sound. Just Campan, drop the
Joseph, and Carey, his right arm.

“You’re a good boy, Carey,”
Campan said. “Campan won’t forget
1.’

“Thanks,” Carey said.

He took the .45 out of its holster
and shot Campan twice. Campan’s
body struck the door and arched
upward in a violent reaction that
drove the belly against the wheel,
and then it collapsed with a great
sigh and the head dropped back
against the scat, and it looked for
all the world as if Campan were
catching forty winks, and that’s
exactly what they thought at first
when they found him later. Carey
got out on his side and went back
to his own car and droveto Campan’s
apartment.

Phyl opened the door, just as she
had opened it earlier, and this had
the effect of completing the cycle
nicely. She had been drinking alone
and listening to tangos, and the last
of the drinks was still fn her hand,
and the last of the tangos was still
on the machine. Her eyes flared with
pleasure that he had come and fear
that he would be caught at it.

“Are you crazy?” she said. “‘Cam-
pan may be here any minute.”

He stepped into the room and
closed the door.
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“Campan won’t come,” he said.

“How do you know? Have you
seen him?”

“I have. He’s dead.”

She stood looking at him, the
blood draining from her face and re-
turning slowly in two feverish spots
high on the bones of her cheeks. She
breathed deeply and very slowly,
as if breathing were a great pain to
her.

“Dead?” she said. “Campan dead?”

“Campan dead, the Swede dead.
The Swede died first and left an
empty place, and Campan was going
to fill it, but now Campan’s dead
too, and that still leaves the empty
place for someone to fill. Guess
who.”

“You? Carey Regan?”

“Campan said he had connections.
He said he had strategy. Work and

deals and waiting, he said. Was he
the only one? Did he really think
he was the only one? Working and
dealing and waiting are things that
anyone can do, even an odd-times
guy, and it was his mistake if he
never knew it.”

“Can you do it, Carey? Can you
fill the place?”

“I can fill it. It’s fixed. Once it’s
fixed, you move hard and fast, and
that’s all of it.”

The spots were spreading and
brightening in her cheeks. In her
eyes was a gathering intensity of
light. She seemed to be burning with
a fever of excitement that would
surely consume her and leave her a
cinder.

“Carey,” she said. “Carey.”

He smiled at her thinly..

“Just call me Regan,” he said.

- A

HANDY MAN
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