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H, TEDDY why -did you: lie
to me? Such a needless litile lie,

and it doesn’t really. matter. Except

the not knowing and needing you so. I'm

shivering, Teddy, and frightened. So ter-
ribly frightened. ...

I'm here, .you little fool. Out here in the

garden—where your tulips will bloom this’

spring. Lying on the cold hard dist, Sally,

And how strange the intensity of hate
that-knows no bounds but fate itself

Heading by

Vincent Napoli

oW Strange
My Love

with a-bullet through my lung. Youxr bullet,
my utterly stupid, my incredibly lucky little
wife. The bullet you fired so wildly into
the night, with your hand shaking and your
eyes closed blindly. . .

Teddy, my love, I need you so. The po-
lice are coming but it's you 1 need. The
shelter of your arms, the warmth of your
chin against my, head. Come home, Teddy,
and hold me tight. Like you did that first,
wonderful night on the Caribbee. . . ,

Out here, stupid! Out here watching and
hating you,'with the blood choking 1n my
throat. I know you've called the police; 1
saw you go to the phone. Then you rethem-
bered the window shade . . . as if you could
shut out your terror with that flimsy fabric!
I can still see you, my ugly duckling. Yout
shadow. Pacing, turning, rubbing your wrist
‘with: ‘that mgg ening, foolish gesture of

yours.

I wish now I'd done it while .I-had the
chance . . . in fact, that very first night,
aboard the Caribbee. 1 wish I'd put my
hands around ‘your throat, Sally, instead of

‘around your waist.

You remember, Teddy? You held me
close and you whispered in my-ear, “Let
me call you my-darling. .. .”

Moonlight and music . some corny
popular song that drifted up from. the deck




blow. Wed given up dancing—you hevei
could dance, my clumsy dumpling—and you
giggled like a schoolgirl when I led you up
the companionway to' the hurricane deck.
You kissed like a schoolgirl, too . . awk-
ward, timid, inept. I should.have known
then it wouldn’t be worth it.

You'll never know what you gave me,
Teddy. The strength—ithe counrage and
ecstasy and self-forgetting that comes to a
girl when she knows she's wanted, and
makes her a woman. The first time for me,
darling, and even though 1 knew it wasn't
for you it didn’t matter. That was part of
it, my dear: the knowing that yox, a man
Jof the world, had chosen me.

I know how 1 must have seemed to yok,
Teddy; a mere girl. Bt 1 was a woman

when we finally went below, a woman with’

moonglow in her face and stardust in her
eyes. 1 .could feel them there, Teddy, and 1
remember how sharply Daddy looked at nie
when we came into tne bright lights of the
card saloon. . . .

YOU were always such a fool, Sally, such
a stupid little dope.- That very first
night you almost gave the whole show
away, like a'child with a secret. After all, it
-had only been a kiss or two, but you looked
as if. . Well, your father saw that look,
and I knew T had to work fast.

Bwt Daddy didn’t wunderstand, no more
than be could ever ynderstand. "It's your
bedtime, young lady,” he told me, just as if
I were still a child. But it didin’t matter,

becanse you smiled understandingly at me,

Teddy; smiled and bowed and kissed my
hand, right there in front of all those peo-
ple, ‘and I went below to my stateroom with
a whole new set of dreams. _ |

Your old man wasn’'t dumb, my obvious
one. He packed you off to bed, and he in-
vited me to have a nightcap with him in

the bar, and I knew what was on his
mind. .. '
* “Your business, Mr. LeClair?..-. . You
say your family home’s in Florida?”

But he didn’t ask those questions, my
sweet; I hit him first: .

“Mr. Gresham, I think I've fallen in love
with your daughter.” :

That took the wind out of his pompous
belly, I tell you, and it was really funny.

Bernard L. Greshiam—Mr. BLG, Incorpor-

ated, in person—looking, like he’d gotten
hold of -a very hot potato.and didn’t know
quite how to put it down.

But what the hell, that'd been the main
idea of the cruise to begin with, hadn’t it?
A husband for the poor little rich girl, a
suitable mate for the ugly duckling?

Always such a bear, Daddy was—a nice
but clumsy bear., "We'll take a.cruise to
Havana, Sally. A vacation for me and a
nice change for you. I£'ll put voses in your
cheeks, and who knows? Maybe some nice
young man. "

Sure, I knew what your father thought
of me. Not quite what he had in mind. Not
the nice dull Harvard boy, the Long Island
banker’s son, he’d hoped for. A bit too.old,
Mr. LeClair, a bit too smooth, for my little
innocent. .. A bit too smooth for himself,
as a matter of fact.

He let me pay for the drinks; I think he
hoped to embarrass me. If he’'d only known
about that bill I handed the bar steward . .
the last of a beautiful friendship with a
not-so-beautiful widow who had also come
to Havana seeking romance, and the reason
I'd had to leave so suddenly. . .. )

You weve so charming, Teddy. So so-
phisticated and so different from the boys
I'd known before. 1 knew Daddy didn't
like you; he was afraid of that sophistica-
tion, afraid I'd get burt. |

But how conld 1 have been hurt—even
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if it had ended wzth thosetwo glorious days
and nights? 1 was liké a person who had
lived her whole life in a dark cave, and
now had seen.ihe_sun for the very first
time.

Yes, your old man was really funny,
Sally. Afraid of me—and- at the same time
afraid that it was just a passing" flirtation
with me. Afraid: that it'd be a quick good-
bye and a_ btoken heart when we reached:
New York; afraid it wouldn’t be. But I
knew a.good thing when I saw i, Sally, so.
it wasn't goodbye when we landed. And
that's when he really began to worry, that
wealthy, fat-headed parent of yous.

1 admit 1 bad a black moment, darling,
when 1 had to say goodbye at.the pier. Be-
cause this was no longer sun and-.moon-
shine and a little intoxicated world of its
own; this was New York with a cold wind
and dirt and traffic and a lonely apariment
waiting on Central Park West.

But you put the sun back in the sky,
Teddy. You said; "Not goodbye, but au
revoir, darling,” and you kissed me quickly,
while "poor Daddy st00d by and- growled
helplessly in bis throat, looking *embar-
rassed.

And then you sent flowers, Teddy, just
two beautzfu/ long-stemmed voses . . 50
simple, s0 understanding. And the next
afternoon. . ..I'was hoping ‘you’d come,
Teddy, bopmg against all.-hope. . . .

Oh, I played it smart. I had to play it
smart; my money was running out.

We bad such fun, darling, such ‘wonder-
ful crazy fun. You were so romantic,

God; how I-loathed it.

j /,l gczrdema for the gnl friend? Remem-
er:

The’ quaint little restaurant,. lousy with
atmosphere and lousy with the food.

- The walks’in the Park. .

"Darling; I have tickets for the theatre
tonight ." " ..but why should [share you
with others?” What a line!

_ Bat we told Ddddy that -we were go-
ing. .

Tomght is ours, Sally: There’ll never
be another: mght just like this one.”

Youw'd come in a car; a funny old car
you'd. borrowed from some friend, and you
were so mysterious. . . .

I had to work fast, 'my chick, and 1 did.
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I was down to my last twenty when I rented
that car.

And you wonldn’t tell me where we ivere

- going, but we drove and drove, far.ont of

the city.

. To get us to that place in. Maryland,
that little town where you can get married
without' a wait, without questions.

I was frngte;zed then, <1I'ea’d 1 thought
of poor Father and’ tbeﬂ L stopped
thinking, because you were kissing me
again, And we had our. first litile: spat that
#ight, -our first married_quarrel, betanse 1
kept-worrying about Dad Y. But I couldn’t
belp.it, Teddy. 1 couldn’t forget how he
sounded—angry and dz.rappomted and “sort
of defeated—when 1 phoned him right after
the fustice of peace.

YOU wanted to go right home the next
morning, baby, a.nd it was all right
with me. I'had to get that rented car back,

.2nd I.had to face the music sometime, so I

figured it' might as well be while the old
boy was still groggy from the shock. .

That was the only flaw in my perfect
happiness—seeing how upset Daddy was.
He looked so old and so tived when he told

e:'Sally, all I care about is your happi:
ness. You know that, and 1 only-hope you

“realize what you've done.”

I don’t know what Pop told you that
morning, Sally, but he sure dished ‘it out to
me when he, got me alone in his library. He
wasn't exactly dumb, you know; ‘most 8uys
who make-a fortune aren't. But he did un-.
derestimate me, my love; T think “he had
some idea he could pay me-off in _peanuts,
after all ‘my planning. 1 foJd him.

“Mr. Gresham,. you're .quite right. I
haven’t got a sou. But it seems to me that
you—a. man who .started with nothing him-
self—shquld be the last to condemn me for
that.. All 1 ask is a chance; any chance.”

Later, 1 remembered again what Daddy
told me that day. That I'had married you
without- really knowing a thing about yos
‘or your backgiound—a stranger.

But 1 wonder if marriage i5n't. 4lwczy.r a
marriage of . strangers? I don’t meas. the
little things-you have to find out, like per-
sondl. habits ‘and moods and how you like
your breakfast egg. But the big thing: the
person bebind the shell you can never know,
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the person who grew up and lived a strang-
er's life until you met. How well I remem-
ber that ghastly feeling when you told me
about yjour brother for the first time. . . .
And you were impatient, Teddy—almost
criel at times, although you didn't realize
i#. But 1 loved you, darling, and I made

allowances. I knew yon werecworking hard

to prove yourself to Dad, and bow hard it
was, in a job so far beneath your abuity and
interests. .

Yes, Poppa came through, that generous
father -of yours. ‘He gave me a job—as a
salesman in the field where being the boss’s
son-in-law would not be a “handicap,” as
he put it. He even let.you keep your charge
accounts—for clothes—and he paid a clean-
ing woman to come in so that you wouldn’t
have to work so hard.:

Generous? Yeah, just as generous as the
6 per cent mortgage he floated so we could
buy this little dump. But he didn’t scare
me out, Sally. I gritted my teeth and kept
on ringing dootrbells and putting up with
your incredible cooking efforts. .

I tried so hard, Teddy—if jou only
knew. All 1 wanted was your love, darling,
and for that I worked as I never had worked
before. I could take your criticism, yonr
sarcasm, your temper, Teddy. . .1 could
take everything but that feeling of strange-
ness, that feeling of knowing only a small
part of you, with the rest all hidden béhind
some dark shadow. And 1 was so glad when
yon finally told me about your brother, be-
cause then I felt 1 was beginning to unders-
stand at last,

I HAD intended to wait longer, Sally, be-

fore I gave you that business about my-

brother. But you gave me the perfect open-
ing, and it was too good to pass up. I mean
when you brought up the subject of having
children, raising a family. Made to order:
the perfect opening for the perfect answer.

So I told you then, just three months
after we were married. I told you all about
poor Hugo, my pitiful, demented twin
brother.

Ob, you poor, poor darling—with that
behind you. Of course 1 understood how
you f{elt; and that was all that really mat-
tered, although naturally 1 was disappointed
too, 1 felt at last 1 knew what had been
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eating your soul; 1 conld see that it would
be like living with some terrible shadow.
And worse stll, a shadow in your own
image. .

I guess. I must have made it good, really
good. You almost hid me weeping my-
self, Sally. . ..

Lli never forget the look in yonr eyes
when you told me, never. A haynted look,
as if you could never hope to escape it but
were relieved anyway to have it out. You
vold me how he had escaped, how ke hated
you with. all the consuming hatred of in-
sanity, abont that threat he had screamed ab
you in conrt when you bad him com-
mitted. . . '

I made it good, Sally. Plenty good.
Scared the daylights out of you. You thought
you knew now why I jumped at sudden
noises, the reason for the quick glances to-
‘ward the window in the evenings.

I wasn't frightened at first, not physically.
Just relieved that yon finally told me about
poor Hugo, and gl'Z:d that 1 could share your
trouble with you. But 1 gradually came 1o
share your nervousness, too, and the fear
that you tried to hide from me. And that
afternoon when the first telephone call
came. . .. 4

I let that go on for two weeks, sweet—
until you weré jumpy as a cat. The tele-
phone was pure inspiration—and pure acci-
dent. You were outside, that' Sunday after-
noon, fooling around in this same garden
bed, and I was dozing over the Sunday paper
when the phone rang.

I answered it, and it was the wrong num-
ber, but 1 saw you hurrying toward the back
door as if you hoped to get it before it rang
again and woke me up. So I just kept on
talking, Sallp—talking with my finger hold-
ing the hook down. I knew you had stopped
in the kitchen; T knew you were listening.

And 'when I hung up, and you came in
with your eyes wide and fearful, I told you
it had only been a wrong number. But you
didn’t believe me, Sally. You saw what
you were afraid to see in my face. You
were sure it had been Hugo—and the more
I denied 'it, the more you believed it. »

You tried so hard to shield me, Teddy,
when you found that Hugo had traced you
down. You tried to reassure me; you. told
me that Hugo conld never locate you bere,
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that the police would catch him first. Yes,
you were a darling, Teddy .. but I knew
it wasn't féar of burglars that led you to
have dotible locks installed on the doors . . .
and apply to the police for a pistol permit.

The gun was another inspiration, my love,
The police. . . I' wonder if it'll be that
same” pompous -lieutenant we. told our story
to that afternoon when we got the pefmit?
The one who came out the night your old
man cashed in his chips-for good? _

You never knew it, darling—but 1 did
my share of the shielding too. 1 got a phone
call myself, a call that came just before you
arrived home one- evering. You were a
little late, as a matter of fact .and 1
talked to your brother that time. It was
horrible. He . .. well, he sounded like yon
in a way, and 1 could almost picture his face,
so rauch like-yours I kinew. Except for that
note in bis voice—that brutal, threatening.
incoberence. ) .

That was why my face was so white,
Teddy; that was why-1 was relieved to the
point of tears when 1 finally heard your-key
in the lock that evening. 1 conldn't talk to,
bim, couldn’t reason with him, byt 1 counld
feel it. -He hated you,” Teddy;, you and
everything that was yours. }

Pace, damn you, back and forth, wring-
ing your foolish hands. I can’t see your face,
but it must look now like it did that night
I phoned you on my way.home from work.
You were one mighty ‘sick-looking rabbit
that night, Sally, and you had me worried
for a moment, too, when you refused to talk
aboat it. But then I'got it. You were just
being noble, keeping your worry to your-
self, the stiff upper lip. It stuck out all over

ou.

! I had to talk to someone, darling. 1 was.
5o glad when 1 finally got up the courage
to tell Daddy about-it, ‘even though I knew
you didn’t -want me to. And Daddy was so
understanding and. sympathetic, Teddy;
“really he was. He bhad begun to change bis
tnind about you—even though you. never
gave bim much leeway. He told.me that
you'd done a good -job at selling, evenm_
though you obviously disliked it, and he'd
already decided to bring you into the bome
office at the first vacancy.

He did that the very next day, Teddy, the
day after I told him about Hugo—because

“ribly. His blank eyes
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it meant you wouldn't bave to be away from
home so much. . . .

YOU'R old man ‘began to come around
about that time; Sally. He transferred
me into the office, gave me a wage boost,
even pulled the man-to-man stuff in an
effort to find out more about_my poor erazy

brother. I knew then that you'd gone to

him, pet—but I didn’t yield an inch. Told
him ‘there was nothing he could do about
my own family troubles, and thanks for the
promotion.

And that promotion! I wanted to toss it-
in his fat”face, and walk out on both of
you. But I didn’t. I'd stood it this far and
I wasn’t going to spoil everything I'd so
carcfully built up. One more little piece of
business, and then. . ..

Ob, Teddy, 1 lived in Zear those days.
Those horrible long:days that went on.and
on like nightmares while you were away.
Alone in this house, nerves jumping every
time the phone rang, forcing myself to go
outside long enough to hang up the wash,
trembling avhen the postman or the laun-
dry man came to the door. .

I wanted to move back into the cily then
so desperately, dear;-back to an apartment
where there wonld -always be_people around.
But you said no, that we couldn’t live our
whole lives trying to hide, and 1 knew you
were right. . . _

Until that horrible_day when_l went out
to. take some old ‘newspapers to the
garage.

Really 2 nice piece of acting, that garage
business was, my dear. ~Not to mention per-
fect psychology. i - '

I saw him then! A shadow in the corner
of the garage. He-looked so much like you,
Teddy; in fact my. first.reaction. ~. .

You thought at first it was I, honey child.
You started to -say, "Teddy! What on
earth—" Then you. put your. fist to your
mouth. I could see the wheels going
around: Teddy isn’t-home. Teddy’s at,the

office. This isn’t Teddy, this. . . .*

When bhe . turned, 1 knew. He turned
slowly, claumsily, not with that quick grace
of yours. And his face—as if it had come
vom the same.mold, but had warped hor-
. be just stared,
Teddy, stared at me like a.trapped wild ani-
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mdl, with bis face full of blind batred. He
took one step. .. .1 don’s vemember. I think
1 must have screamed. 1 conldn’t move, 1
may have fainted for a second. . .,

You screamed, baby—and closed your
€yes, like you always do when you're fright-
ened. I could have finished you then. .. .
God knows, I wanted to. I wanted to choke
that hysterical screaming off, force your eyes
open so that you could look into mine at the
last moment and know. But I didn't,
Sally. Not then, not yet. .

When 1 came to he was gone, Teddy. 1
got myself into-the house, somehow; 1 locked
the doors, and found the pistol in your
dresser. 1 vemember 1 was shaking so 1
couldn’t even dial, had to ask the operalor
to get your number. And when the girl at
the offce told me yow'd already gone, that
she thought you were on your way home. . . .

Perfect psychology, my dear. Out o
those old clothes I'd appropriated from
someéone’s rubbish barrel; back into my own,
down in that old hobo camp under the cul-
vert. Then around the block, up to my front
door. Mr. LeClair, home a little early from
work. The thoughtful husband, the intui-
tive husband—home early because of a
hunch that something was wrong. Yes,

home to his hysterical, stupid little wife. .. N

Darling, darling, you'll never know!
When you came in, gathered np the pieces
in your strong arms evén before you knew
what had happened. Because somehow you
did know . and there you were, my
strength and my conrage and my protector!

Like pulling stfings on a puppet; that
simple. I went through all the motions; took
the gun out of your limp hand and went
‘out back and searched all around. Listened
to your incoherent tale, called the police with
a few embellishments of my own. . .

Then the police came, even as they will
come now. But it's you I'm waiting for,
Teddy. 1 won't feel really safe again until
yon hold me close once more, tell me it's all
right. . . .

I got a big laugh out of that, too. That
detective—Conneley? _No, Condver. Lieu-
tenant Conover, that’s it. Fixed me with his
wise eyes and said, “Mr. LeClair, we'll need
an exact description.of your brother.”

And 1 grinned and said, “Lieutenant,
you're looking at one right now. We're
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identical twins, and own
mother. . . .” .

That was when you raised the roof, my
darling—with your indignant protest that

we were really nothing alike, not at all. Be-

even - our

_cause you had.seen Hugo. . ..

1 had the strangest sensation that day,
Teddy—of conrse it was nothing but sheer
nérves, reaction. I was lying there on the
conch, and you were talking to the police
offcer, and it suddenly seemed to me that
I was looking at two people in one: the
wondetful man 1 hdd married—and an-
other one who called himself Hugo, And
when you grinned that self-mocking, that
cynical, grin and told the lientenant that
your brother looked exactly like you . .
well, it was almost as if you had read my
thoughts.

SURE, the cops poked around and found
nothing and promised that they’d send
out a general alarm. I knew then that the
time would never be any riper, so I called
your father, right after they left.

I knew why Daddy came over that eve-

-ning, Teddy.dear; I knew it was because

you bhad called him. You were just trying
to spare me, darling, and don't think—never
think—that 1 blame you for what happened.
1 know that you've always blamed yourself,
but don't, dearest. After~all, 1 kept him
bere; 1 argued and protested and refused to
go home with hini unless you'd come
100, o0

So dear popiaa comes rushing over in his
limousine to rescue " poor little frightened
daughter, and there we all were, sitting
around and arguing about it. . ..

Yon were so troubled, darling; so upset
and stubborn and self-recviminating for
having gotten me involved—and so very
decided abont handling your own " prob-
lem” as you called it. Daddy wanted to call
in a private detective agency, but you just
shook your head savagely and took out that
pistol and showed it to him grimly.

“He's my own brother, Mr. Gresham.
And if he’s 2 dangerous maniac—then I'm
the one to deal with him, one way or an-
other.”

You had just said that, Teddy—wben 1
saw a look come into your face that {right-
ened me even more than your grimness. Yon
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suddenly leaned forwaid,- staring past 45,
lookirig at the window beyond ithe couch.
And then, before we could even turn, you
were on your feet, running toward the front
door with the-pistol in your hand. . .

That was when I made my- last big. play
. . . right them, when we were talking about
it. They watched me go, my startled wife
and old Money Bags, and they did just
what I expected. .

Yeah, I'll have to give the old boy credit.
‘He wasn’t-a-coward. He rushed. right after
me, just as.I figured and hoped he would,
and I let him have it just as he stepped- out
the door. He never knew what.hit him; hé
was still blinking into- the darkness when
the shots blasted into him. Three, I think—
just as fast as I could work that old. re-
volver I'd bought at a pawnshop. .

I died a thousand deatbs that night, dear-
est one, while the- guns roared outside. 1
don't know how 1 finally made it, how 1
ever got~my feet to-move me to the.door. 1
saw. the crumpled heap on the steps; my
mind screamed that it was you even as 1
knew it wasw't. Becanse you were ranning
back from:_the. darkness then, running up
the front.walk to take me into your arms. . . .

So 1 came back, from chasing my own
shadow down tlie street, my sweet, and you—
were -already at the front door. Standing
there looking.down -at your father’s body,
and-sobbing my name. I'd done a good job; :
I saw. as I bent over him.. He was gone al-
ready; gone beyond all help and all speech.

I felt-so guilty abont it afterwards, Teddy.
.o 1 didn’t realize then that my own father
bad.been killed, 1 just felt a siunned relief
that:it wasn't you.lying -there. You were.
alive, Teddy, alive but wounded. .
~ That was all there was to it, my love, Just’
you and me. Me, your-dutiful, brave hus-
band, with a bullet nick in his shoulder. . . .

1 didn't realize about Daddy until later—
not until the police came, and. the. ambu-
lancé, and they. started taking pictures and
measuving things.

HAT shoulder. of mine hurt like hell;
= but it was worth it. With that; and all
the rest of the buildup, how could they
suspect anything? You had actually seen
Hugo--and then there was that_helpful

“spoil -everything’
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neighbor down the street who was sure he
had seen someone running away right after
the shooting. ,

They found the othet gun, of course: the
old revolver I had tossed into the bushes

.while I was so bravely chasing the.-insane.

brother who had missed me and-had killed
my father-in-law, ~ ' .

They" arrested the pawnbroker and he
admitted he had sold the gun . . but:to a
shabby tramp, not a géntleman like. that
M:. LeClair. And-they took paraffine tests
of ‘'my hand, sure, but all that proved
was what my own emptied pistol already
showed, that I had tried my best-even if it
had been my own blood brother.

They found out more about Hugo, of
course. That a man named Hugo LeClait
had once been committed, but had: escaped
three years ago, from a private sanitarium
near New Orleans; that-his papers had been
signed by a brother named Theodore who
subsequently had disappeared to escape lo-
cal gossip and the tragic past. . ..

In short, my dear, they found everything
—and nothing. ~ - i
 Or, 1 thought it was all over then, Teddy;
Lthonght our troubles were over and 1 tried

‘to believe .you. You explained to me how

people who were legally insane could still
be surprisingly rational and clever; that
Hugo would never dare show up again, even

_if the police didn't locate him. 1 thought.

.1 hoped ,  wntil tonight. . . .

So -there it was, my loye. Nothing left
but you-and a half-million dollars—after
taxes. I knew it would take a year to get
the will settled but 1 also knew what was
in yonr will, my angel, and I could wait... ..

Until tonight; at the window. again. ,-. .

~1 thonght 1 .could wait; I was willing to.
wait. Theodore could- have waited; damn
him! But Theodore was*dead; Hugo had
killed -him long before he found you. -And
Hugo: had"to come -back once more, and
because ‘Hugo
couldn’t . .. wait. ... _

Darling, darling Teddy! Where ., . . where
are you? -

Come out
Sally
Hugo
chest.

. Sally. Out in the garden,
. come out . ... see Hugo. Poor, crazy
with . . ."the hole ., . in . . : his

-
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