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There seems to be little safety these days even in being rescued. ~
This poor girl tried suicide and found her benefactor more (
dangerous than her second chance at life. )<

Sue didn’t hear the shot. It was
unlikely, even if she had been lis-
tening, that she would have heard
it. For it occurred far up in a dark
loft of the old warchouse, and the
sounid was muffled by distance and
the intervening walls.

But Reva wasn’t listening. She
wasn’t concerned at that moment
with even such life-and-death mat-
terss as gunshots. The life and
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death she had on her mind were
her own, and she was considering

destroying one and embracing the

other.

The thmg she was looking at
was the river. It flowed by at her
feet black and murky and almost
silent, its only sound a gentle lap-
ping at the piles of the wharf. It
was a deceptively peaceful sound
for the current in spots was strong
and treacherous. But the blackness
and the murkiness were inviting.
Down beneath the shining sur-
face, beneath the reflection of far-
away city lights, there was peace.
She took a half step closer.

In the warehouse a -man was
running down steep flights of
wooden stairs, careless of the noise
of his footsteps. The place was de-
serted. As for possible. witnesses
outside of the wharves, if they
hadn’t heard the shot, it was un-
likely that they'd-hear the pound-
ing of his feet.

Onée person might have heard
that sound of retreat and escape.
Reva, with her delicate, beautiful
little white ears from which the
cheap,. glistening  bangles hung.
But she was staring down at the

toes of her right foot, which.

showed through the open-work of
the shoe. They were at the very
edge of the wharf. She really did-
n't have to throw herself into the
water, she had only. to lean for-
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‘same instant.

ward  a - little bit, and relax, ...

The gunman’s footsteps were a
clatter on the concrete floor of the
warehouse now. Then there was
the sound of a door opening,
swinging on slightly rusty hinges.
He was outside, glancing in- all

.directions, wanting to make sure

that his exit was unobserved be-
fore abandoning the shadows of
the doorway.

Reva had acted at almost the
The courage had
finally come to her. After all, it
did take courage. Her body had
swayed toward the river, she had
allowed the tenseness to drain out
of her muscles. With a flash of
those tawdry ear rings, arc-ing
through the darkness like thrown
away cigarettes, she tumbled
through unresisting air, fell into

‘the water with a splash that was

louder than the gunshot had been.

The man saw her go. He saw
the pale flash of the ear rings. He
knew it was-a girl. He knew she'd
gone into the water purposefully,
not accidentally. He stood frozen.
in the doorway, a strange assort-
ment of instincts battling inside
him. After the first splash there
had been no.other sound, not even
a gurgle. The river flowed qulctly
by, unconcerned, perhaps even un-
aware.

The man moved slowly, 'staying
hidden in shadow as much as he
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could. He drifted furtively across
the wharf, his shoes making hol-
low sounds on the old boards.
Finally, almost reluctantly, he
reached the edge, and looked
down into the water.

For eyes like his, accustomed to
the darkness, it wasn’t hard to
find the girl. Not a complete girl,

of course. Just a white oval face -

floating on the putrid, befouled
river like a water lily on a fra-
grant pond.

The thought must have come to
him, if she wants to die, why does-
n't she turn over and submerge
her face? Why does she want to
prolong the agony? Is it that she
prefers to die while gazing up-
ward at the stars? Thoughts such
as these could have come to this
man, who was an expert in the de-
tails of death. He had seen more
than one man die, struggling
against the lethal fire in his guts,
clutching desperately at life. Here
was someone who actually wanted
to die. Temporary insanity. It had
to be something like that. People
just didn’t die willingly.

Whatever his thoughts, his body
was rigid and poised on the edge
of the wharf. Possibly his mind
did not make a definite decision.
Possibly his body acted automati-
cally, and his mind forgot that he
was a killer by trade, and :his
whole being reacted as an-ordi-
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nary, - law-abiding citizen might.
Whatever the complex or the prim-
itive motivations involved, the
physical movements were sudden-
ly swift. He peeled his jacket. off
and cast it aside on the wharf.
Then came the shoulder holster
with its -weighty steel contents.
And finally his shoes.

He entered the water with a

-perfect flat dive, and his arms were

flailing immediately in a powerful
crawl stroke. He was a strong,
skilled swimmer, and he reached

“the- girl before she fully realized

that a rescue was being attempted.

That realization came too late.
She might have tried to elude him,
or to disappear under the surface
so he couldn’t find het. She did
neither. When his hand grasped
her upper arm, she began to strug-
gle. But he seemed to be prepared
for that. Something, either his fist
ot the palm of his hand, hit her
in the, face. She wasn’t knocked
unconscious, but .merely stunned
into -obedience and resignation.
The man commenced to tow her
back toward the wharf, and she
didn’t resist. Instead, she surren-

‘dered to the joy of the moment—

somebody was concerned for her
welfare, somebody cared.

When they reached -the wharf,
she did not have to be told what
t6 do. - The man helped her, of
course, but mostly - she used her
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own strength to climb up. She
went first, and he followed. Then
they faced each other, dripping, in
the dimness, saying nothing in the
beginning, listening to their own
labored breathing "and - the pud-
dling of water beneath their feet.

“Liule girl,” the man said final-
ly, “that was_ stupid.”

He had called her a little girl,
and somehow his. choice of words
sent a pleasant chill through her.
She was young, yes, and small; but
she no longer thought of herself
as a little girl..

“I suppose I should thank you,”
she _said, meaning she should be
grateful for the words rather than
the deed.

“Don’t bother,"”
gruffly.

That was the kind of talk she
was more used to. “I won’t,” she
told him. “Why don’t you mind
your own business?”

He made a funny little derisive
noise at that, then instead of at-
tempting more conversation, sat
down and started pulling on his
shoes. Then he picked up the
shoulder holster and strapped it
over his wet shirt.

“Are you a cop?” she asked him.

He scemed to grin at that. She
couldn’t see his face clearly in the
dimness, but she'd already gotten
the notion that he was sort of

good-looking. There was no_doubt

he interrupted

that his shoulders were broad and
that he was strong.

“Well, what are you going to do
with, me?” she demanded. “Turn
me in to the cops?”

“I'm not looking for any cops,”
he assured her. “But that’s a good
question. What am I going to do
with you? Take you home, 1
guess.”

She shook her head.’
have a home.”

“How about an address then?”

“No address. Why don’t you
just.throw me back in the water?”

“After all the trouble 've gone
to already? I like to finish the
things I start.”

He had her by the arm again
suddenly, and his grip was as
futile to resist as it had been in
the water. She walked along be-
side him because she had no
choice. She’d lost her shoes in the
river, and the rough cobblestones
they encountered as they turned
away from the wharf were cruel to
her feet. The man didn't realize
it, or simply didn’t care, because
he dragged her along at a fast
pace.

Fortunately it wasn't a long
walk. In a cluster of very black

“I don’t

'shadows there was a car. The man

opened the door on . the driver’s
side, shoved her in ahead of him
past the steering wheel, and before
she could settle down on the seat,
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the car was already in motion.

She didn’t ask him where they
‘were going. She tried not even to
think ‘of the strangeness of her
situation. The car, she sensed, was
an expensive one. The sear was
leather, and the wetness of the
passengers  probably  wouldn’t
damage it. Also it was soft and
comfortable, and the only thing
she disliked about the ride was the
night breeze coming thréugh the
windows and plastering her thin,
sodden dress to her already chilled
skin,

“I guess I could drop you off at
the Salvation Army or some place
like that,”—he said after a while.

“What's the difference?” she
asked him.

“Then I suppose you'd head
right back for the river the first
chance you got.”

“I guess I would.”

“That's what' I don’t like,” he
told her. “When I bother to save
somebody’s life, I want it to stay
saved. Just like when I...” Un-
accountably he didn’t finish the
sentence.

The rest of the ride was in com-

plete silence. They entered a
neighborhood of rather swank
apartment buildings. The car

stopped in a dark area at the rear
of one of them.

“The shape we're in,” the man
said, “we’ll have to go up the back
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way and hope nobody sees us.”

He led her by the hand, through
a huge basement garage, to an
empty service elevator. They went
secretly and stealthily, like bur-
glars, and nobody saw them. They
got off at the sixth floor, and hur-
ried down a thickly carpeted cor-
ridor. The man produced a key,
opened a door, flicked a light
switch, and they were inside.

Reva couldn’t resist a pleased

exclamation. “Boy, do you live in
a swell place!”
" “This isn’t mine,” he corrected
her. . “It belongs to a girl named
Diane who is out of town for a
while. She’s the generous  kind,
and she won’t care.”

Reva“ did as she was told then.
She walked into a big, frilly bed-
room, stripped off her own wet
thmgs, hung them in the adjoin-
ing bath, rubbed herself dry with
an enormous Turkish towel, then
had several closets of clothes to
choose from. She selected a thick,
warm robe finally, and found a
pair of slippers for her feet,

When she emerged,. she could
smell fresh coffee percolating, and
her savior, in dry clothes himself,
was waiting for her. He really was
good-looking, she decided now.
Not like a2 movie actor though,
more like an athlete. He wasn’t
tall, but he seemed very solid. His
face was square and pleasant, his
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dark hair, though very short, was
curly, and his eyes were brown
and gentle.

“How do you feel?” he wanted
to.know.

“I feel fine.”

He brought in the coffee, in a
big silvery percolator. It was hot,
and completed the job of warming
her up. They sat in chairs oppo-
site each other and sipped it, and
eventually they talked.

“What’s your name?” he asked
her. '

“Reva Renard.”

“Real name?”

She shook her head.

“Are you married, Reva?”

“No, I'm not.”

“What do you do?”

“I'm a model.”

He raised his eyebrows. “What
covers are you on this month?”
He wasn't trying to belitde her,
but it amounted to the same thing.

“All right,” she said, “I'm not
on any covers. I'm not anywhere,
I've had to do other things.”

“And I don’t suppose you liked

those other things.”

“I hated them.”

“But you're a very pretty- girl,
Reva Renard. Why don't you go
back to the home town and marry
one of your old boy friends?”

She shook her head fiercely at
that suggestion, and the bangles,
still clinging to- her ears, rattled
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unmusically. “It’s too late for me
to do that now. That’s the whole
point, don’t you see?”

He pretended at least that he
saw. “So that’s why you jumped
in the river tonight?”

“Yes. And you didn’t help mat-
ters any when you pulled me out.
I'm warm and dry, but nothing has
really changed.”

He nodded. “I know. I have a
responsibility for you now.”

He told her then to stay and
live in this apartment for a while,
at least till she had a better chance
to think things over. There was
food in the apartment, and plenty
of clothes. Diane, the girl who
lived here, wouldn’t be back for
weeks. And .of course he'd be
dropping in frequently. Rather
than argue with him, she con-
sented to the arrangement.

“What’s. your name?” she asked

“him at the door as he was leaving.

“Real name?” _

“Whatever name you go by.”

“All right. It's Johany Cone.”

“That’s a funny name. It sounds
like a ...

“Like what?”

“Like a gangster or something.

.“You have quite an imagina-
tion, little girl.”

When he had gone, she leaned
against the door and let that
strange little thrill run through
her body again. He had called her

”
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a little girl for the second time,
even after she had told him some-
thing about herself. She even -for-
got for the moment that he had a
funny-sounding name like Johnny
Cone. ’

The next morning she discov-
ered that Diane’s newspaper de-
liveries hadn’t been stopped when
she left town, and the early edi-
tion lay in the hallway by the
door. Because she was lonely
Reva Renard opened the paper
and read it. The murder was on
the front page.

The victim’s name was Nick
Tavener. It was a name familiar to
her, of course, as it was familiar to
everybody in town. Nick Tavener
had been the boss of most of the
rackets. That’s what people had
always thought anyway, even
though the -police had never
proved it sufficiently to keep Nick
in jail ‘very long. Well, now they
wouldn’t have to worry about
Nick any more. He'd been shot,
murdered in cold blood, in one of
those old warchouses down by the
wharves.

The news article also listed some
of Nick’s associates, men whom
the police certainly intended” to
question now. There were a dozen
names on this list, and among
them was the name Johnny Cone.
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Reva spent the hours after that
listening for the ring of the door-
bell or the phone. Neither in-
strument obliged. The afternoon
newspaper gave further informa-
tion on the murder of Nick Tav-
ener, which seemed to be stirring
up quite a fuss generally. Some of
the obvious suspects had already
been questioned, among them
Johnny Cone. The results of the
questioning were not being made
public, but no arrests seemed to
have been made.

In between reading the paper
and thinking about Johnny, Reva
spent the rest of the time sitting
at Diane’s boudoir table. She
worked at her long black hair till
it didn’t look like she’d been in
the river the night before. She
even managed to erase some of the
dark circles under her blue eyes.
Johnny had said she was pretty,
and she agreed with him. At first
she’d been reluctant to. use any-

thing out of Diane’s wardrobe.

But now she found a blue dress
that exactly matched. her eyes, and
she put it on and sat down in the
living room to wait hopefully for
Johnny.

It was almost eleven when he
arrived.. He raised his eyebrows
when he saw the blue dress, and
he smiled, to himself mostly, it
seemed. “You're prettier than I
thought you were,” he ‘said.
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She wished then that he would

take her in his arms and kiss her.
But then she wondered why he
should do a thing like that. She
didn't really matter to him. Any-
way, he didn’t kiss her.

Possibly, however, "the reason
for the oversight was the fact that
the things he saw next were the
newspapers lying spread out on
the coffee table. He looked at them
for a long minute, then back to
her.

He didn’t: waste time trying to
pretend. “I spent most of the day
today down at Homicide,” he an-
nounced frankly. “They thought
maybe I killed Nick Tavener. What
made them think it was that I had
reasons for killing Nick:. But they
couldn’t prove that I was any-
where around that warehouse. In
fact, I could prove that I was at the
other end of town at the time. I
spent the whole evening playing
poker .at Charlie Plant’s.”.

He sat down on the long, enor-
mous sofa ‘and smiled up at her.
“Have you located the liquor sup-
ply.yet?” he asked her. “Why don't
you fix me a scotch with a little
water?” )

“I dont know where it is.”

He pointed. “Over there. That’s
not a snack bar, litle girl. It’s a
liquor bar. And Diane always
stocked the best”

She hurried to obey him. When

she brought the glass back to him,

_ he sampled it without comment.

“Aren’t
asked. ,

“I don’t like it very much,” she
answered.

“Or is it that you want to Lecp
a clear head for thinking?”
* “I've been doing quite a bit of
thinking.”

“It took your mind off your

you ‘joining me?” he

. own problems for a while any-

way, didn'’t it?”

“Yes, I haven’t thought of myself
at all since I read the morning
paper. I've just been thinking of
you.”

He smiled. “Besides picking out
a blue dress that matches your
eyes, that is.”

“Maybe I did that because I was
thinking of you too.”

If he understood ‘what
meant, he gave no sign. “I really
dido’t hurry back here,” he said,
“because I thought you’d probably
left. Either you'd gone back to the
river the minute I-was out of
sight, or you read the morning
paper, put a simple two and two
together, and headed for parts un-
known.”

She sat down in ‘a nearby chair,
“If- you don’t care whether you
live or die,” she told him, “then
there’s no reason to be afraid.”

He smiled .at her again. His
eyes were very intelligent. He did-

she.
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n't look hard or cruel. He didn't
look like a gangster at all. “If a
person cares enough to pick out a
dress that matches her eyes, then
that person also cares whether she
lives or dies,” he pointed out gen-
tly.

She tried not to be angry with
him because she really had no
right to. “Do you think I'll squeal
on you, Johnny?” she asked him.

“It’s possible.”

“But you saved my life.”

“Yes, that’s what’s stopping you,
temporarily at least. If it weren't
for that, and you had important
information on a murder, you'd
give it to the police in a minute.
That’s because you're naturally a
public-spirited citizen.”

“Well, T haven’t squealed vyet,
Johnny.”

“I know that. Because if you
had, I'd have heard from the boys
at Homicide.”

“Don’t you trust me, Johnny?”

The smile never left his face,
and he answered softly. He wasn’t
trying to scare her, just stating a
fact. “In my business, little girl, if
you want to be a success, you don’t
trust anybody.”

She could have cried in her
frustration. Why didn’t he under-
stand her? He'd had enough ex-
perience with women. Like Diane,
for instance. No, maybe that was

the trouble. All his experience had
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been with such women as Diane.

“What are you going to do
then,” she asked him, “since you
don’ trust me?”

-“That’s what’s been on my mind
today, Reva.” His eyes had nar-
rowed ever so slightly, his smile
was gone, -and he had stopped
calling her “litdle girl.”

“Are you going to kill me?”

He glanced away, and looked at
his empty glass instead. “You'll
have to admit,” he said, “that’s the
only way I could be absolutely sure
of being. safe.”

“But that’s so silly,” she object-
ed. “What about all those people
at Charlie Plant’s. who told the
police you were playing poker
with them last night when you
weren't? Do you have to kill all of
them too?”

He smiled again, but it was a
weary smile, without gaiety. “I
can't seem to get this through
your head, can I? Charlie Plant
and the other guys, they've all got
good reasons to back up my alibi.
But that’s not the most important
thing. I trust them because they’re
used to lying. That’s the difference
between them and you, don’t you
see? You're not used to lying. It
goes against everything you are.
You're an honest litle girl, and
you've got a conscience. A con-
science spells trouble in my busi-
ness.”
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She wanted o go to him, to
touch him, to run her. hands over
his forehead and smooth out the
creases. “I guess I should be flat-
tered if that’s your opinion of me,”
she said instead.

“Maybe you should.”

“But it seems so silly for you to
be -wondering whether you ought
to kill me when just last night you
went to so much trouble to save
my life.” )

He squirmed a little, and he
didn’t answer. Finally he got up,
still avoiding- her eyes, walking to
the little bar, and fixed himself a
second drink._

“Why did you save me last
night?” she asked, pursuing him
thh the question. “You had just
shot a man, and you were ‘trying
to gér away without anybody
seeing you. But then you jumped
in’ the water ‘after me. That-took
you a long time, when you could
have been escaping.” You took a
big chance with your ahbl to save
the life of a stranger.”

He turned, with the fresh drink
in his hand, to face her. “What are
you trying to do now;” he de-
manded, “flatter me?”

She looked down at the blue
dress and ‘her hands twisting in
her lap, and she said, “I don't
know what there was between you
and Nick Tavener. Maybe he de-
served to be shot. But I think

you’re a pretty” nice guy, Johnny.”

He slammed the untasted drink
down on the surface of the bar,
spilling quite a lot of it. Then he

_walked across the room, opened
"the door, and went out.

Reva called after him, but he
didn’t come back.

She had a plan. She worked it
out in her devious, intricate little
feminine brain during the next
two days while she waited for
Johnny. She worked it out as she
sat in front of Diane’s mirror and
tried to make herself as pretty as
she could for Johnny’s sake. And
she was very hopeful, because the
mirror promised her. She’d always
been pretty, that was how she'd
gotten by. But the scars were dis-
appearing, the scars of the things
she’s had to do and hadn’t liked.
A better face was being born in
the mirror; an almost beautiful
face, an almost happy face, with
sparkling eyes full of light and
lips that wanted to be kissed.

She continued ‘to read the news-
papers, of course. The murder of
Nick Tavener was - still making
the front page. The police were
certain it had been a gang killing,
which narrowed down . the list of
suspects But therc’d been no ar-
rests.

9,

n AT TODTH TITTOLIANANT 'C AAVCTEDY AL AN AZINT



Johnny Cone returned to the
apartment finally after an absence
of forty-eight hours. The passage

of time had affected him adverse-’

ly. He looked tired, strained.

He confronted Reva in the door-
way of the apartment when she
answered the bell, and for a few
seconds they stood close to each
other. It was he who had to speak
first, and his voice was hoarse and
somehow hollow.

“Diane is coming back to town,”
he announced. “You'll have to va-
cate.”

“All right,” she answered quick-

“Just give me a minute to
change back to my own clothes.”

“You don't have to. Diane won't
mind . ..

“But I mind. After living in her
apartment for three days, I don't
want to thank her by stealing from
her.”

“Oh yes, that conscience of
yours. All right, go ahead. Tl
wait.”

She tried to ignore the menace
in his words, and retired quickly
to the bedroom. When she climbed
back into her old black dress and
saw herself in the mirror, she had
a moment of despair. The black
dress cancelled out the beautiful
face. It was tight, thin, as cheap as
the person who wore it. She did-
n't like herself, how could Johnny
like her? Still, she couldn’t change

MEET DEATH AT NIGHT

her mind about the dress now.
When she went back to the living
room, she refused to meet his gaze.

But he seemed to ignore the
dress, or not to care. “My car's
downstairs,” he told her.

She followed him down obedi-
ently. She got a better look at 'the
car this time. It was long and shiny
and new. Johnny was prosperous.

-When they were on their way,
and she was far over in her corner
of the seat, watching his grim pro-
file as he drove, she finally asked
the question. “Have you decided
yet, Johnny?”

“Decided what?” -

“About me. Are you going to
kill me for the sake of your alibi?”

He -chewed his lower lip. “You
don’t mind putting it straight, do
you?”

“Why don’t you put it stralght
to' me, Johnny?"

“I'll admit I've been thinking
about it.” ‘He paused, then con-
tinued more swiftly. “All right,
here it is straight. There’s only one
thing that holds me back. And
that’s how I might feel. Killing
you wouldn’t be the same as kill-
ing Nick Tavener.”

“How did you feel when you
were killing him?”

“I felt nothing. Absolutely noth-

ing. No more than a man does

when he sees a rat in a garbage
can and he shoots it.”
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“But it would be different with
me?”

“Sure it would be different.”

“How?” .

“Well, if I killed you, I'd be kill-
ing something innocent. And you
couldn’t call Nick Tavener inno-
cent.”

"I’m not innocent either, John-
ny.”

“Yes, you are. I don’t care what

you think about yourself, because-

you're wrong.- You're innocent

. . and you’re good.”

“But you could kill me just
the same, couldn’t you, Johnny?
You'd swallow -your feelings.”

“I don't know. There’s the other
thing’ to think about too. That
thing they call the instinct for self-
preservation. It’s a pretty strong
instinct in me, That’s how I've
come as far as I have.”

They drove on. She watched
him in the glare of passing head-
lights, and could see that he was
hurting inside, and she pitied him.

“Where. are you taking ‘'me,
Johnny?”

“Why don't you just sit back
and enjoy the ride?”

“Is that what it is, Johnny, a

ride? Or do they still call it that

nowadays? Are you taking me for
a ride?”
“Don't talk crazy,” ‘he said..
“Just answer the question, ]ohn-

ny .

But he wouldn’t answer. He sat
hunched over the steéring wheel,
intent on the road ahead, refusing
even to look at her. They were
driving north, She didn’t know
their whereabouts. The area was
completely unfamiliar to her. But
she began to watch for the oppor-
tumty They hadn’t crossed the
river yet, but sooner or later, if
they kept going in this direction,
they would inevitably come to it.

-So she waited, and was silent,

She still had her plan. The de-
tails would have to depend on cir-
cumstances, but the general inten-
tion was clear in her mind. And
she hadn’t abandoned it.

Quite  suddenly, after what
seemed miles, she saw it. The low,

" small bridge first,- and then the

river moving sluggishly under i,
reflecting the opposite shore lights
on its black surface.

They were approaching on the
bridge road. Wasn’t Johnny in-
tending to drive across? No, he
wasn’t. ‘At the last turn before they
reached. the bridge, he swerved the
car to the left, heading down a
dark street that followed the river,
This was her’ chance, possibly her
last chance. She kicked off her
shoes, Diane’s shoes.

“Stop the carl” she screamed.

He reacted as she’d been sure he
would, obeying the startling com-
mand before he had a chance to
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think. His foot pressed automati-
cally on the brake, the car jolted
and ‘skidded to a shrieking stop.
She didn’t hesitate, but had
opened the door-and was already
running while the car still quiv-
ered. She ran to the bridge. There
was a raised sidewalk for pedes-
trians just inside the railing. She
raced up that sidewalk toward the
center of the bridge. Johnny’s pur-
suing footsteps sounded far be-
hind her.
. But he caught her, as she'd
wanted him to catch her, before
she reached the center. His hands
grabbed at her shoulders, stopping
her, then crushing her against the
railing. For an instant they were
close together in something almost
like an embrace, both of them
panting, their bodies in a kind of
desperate communion. _
“What do you think you're do-
ing?” he asked her savagely, push-
ing her a little away from him.
“I'm going back to the river.”
“That’s what I thought, you lit-
tle fool.”

MEET DEATH AT NIGHT

B L PGy,
” N

“Would "you rather kill me,
Johnny, than have me kill my-
selfp” )

It was a question he couldn’t
answer immediately, and she took
the opportunity to disentangle her-
self from his arms completely.
When she spoke to him, she was-
n’t acting or pretending, The
words were truthful, genuine.

“Why did you have to pull me
out of the water in the first place,
Johnny? So 1 could fall in love
with you? That's not so strange,
is it, a girl falling in love with a
man who saved her life? And I
didn’t change my mind about you,
Johnny, when I found out you
killed Nick Tavener. He was your
enemy. It was self-preservation
when you killed him. It wasn't
murder. It wasn't murder to me
anyway. But then you were afraid,
Johnny, afraid of me. I understood
that, too, because you could never
know how much I' was in love
with you, that I'd rather die my-
self than harm ‘you. That's what I
want to do, Johnny. I want to kill
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myself so you won’t be afraid any
more. But I don’t want you to kill
me. Like you said, it wouldn’t be
like killing Nick Tavener. You'd
never get over it. Because you've
got a. conscience too, Johnny, and
I'd be on your conscience for the
rest of your life. So let me do it
myself, Johnny. We'll just go back
to where we started, only this time
you'll pass right by like you never
saw me. Understand, darling? Oh
darling Johnny, I love you so
much.”

Before he could reach for her,
she leaped up onto the railing.
Over the railing, and then she was
falling. The distance wasn’t far be-
cause it wasn’t a high bridge, buit
it seemed an’ eternity before the
water came up to meet her,

The impact, when she hit,
knocked the air out of her lungs.
As she knifed down into the black
depths, she swallowed some water,
and it terrified her into making
the effort to paddle back up to-the
surface. She didn’t know how to
swim, the movement was primi-
tively instinctive.

Then she felt the air again, and

breathed it in. And saw the sky,
full of bright stars. And the head
and shoulders of Johnny up there;
as he leaned over the railing and
stared down at her.

No, she wasn’t going to call up
to him. She wanted his reaction‘to
be entirely "his own. She’d proved

‘her love for him. And she knew,

deép in her woman's heart, that
Johnny loved her. He'd only been
afraid of the threat she'd held over
him. But now she’d- demonstrated
that there was no threat. He could
love her safely. This time, when
he jumped in and rescued her, this
time would, have real meaning.

The stars were blotted out for a
few seconds as the current swept
Reva Renard under the bridge.
When she emerged on the déwn-
stream side, Johnny was leaning
over that railing too. His face
gleamed white and pale in the
starlight, but she couldn’t read the
expression on it.

The current grew swifter. John-
ny’s face receded, became a ‘mere
speck, then invisible. There were
only the stars. The water felt cold
. .. but friendly.
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