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By WILL F. JENKINS

T WAS night. Mr. Wadd
wheel of o brand-new

hiding the moon and stars,

y held in his hands the
“There were clouds
“There was nothing

in sight— nothing at all- but the highway and the
reeds of the marsh on cither side, and the desolate,
no-longer-used telephone poles that rose from the

mu(klum(h-l!n-mm« ay. This, Mr. Waddy knew,
« two-mile stretch of pretectly straight roud.
Teled 1 th sand cnes o e Bpit. Thees was s
abindlonen o it o0 tha Spsts Dot
nobody would e there. ‘There was nobody any-
Where shout 10 see whai Mr. Waddy did

Until the last_cighteen months he had been a
bookkeeper all hix life. His highest hope of adven-
ture had been the discovery of a good
mystory o re while b sipped the pot of chocolnte

which nightly prepared him for sleep.  This was
opportunity. Noby in the workd cven knew here

So

arder

He sicpped on the g

The ear surged abead. The motor roared power-
fully under the hood. The tires sang. The car
throbbed and quivered. 1t ronred through the night
like @ meteor racing through blackness. M.
Waddy's eyes glowed in the light of the instrume
board. Hia expression grew rapt. Exalted. He hit
gighty miles an_hour, a thrill and triumph un-
precedented in his whole existence

Presently he eased up. There were only two miles
of perfectly straight road. When the causeway ended
and sandy ground appeared on either side he

A hungry cat,

an innocent cup of chocolate,

a lonely beach cottage,

made a horror of

THE NIGHT OF MR. WADDY

ILLUSTRATED BY W. A. WINTER

ogretfuly dropped to his usualsedate pace,but he
el aibetiesi v m daring. He ly if
sightly raised above the offensive person wiom
only the loud and firm inistence of Mr. Hatch
the president of the Jamison Corporation- had
raised to the eminence of treasurer of that concern.
But, having once driven at eighty miles an hour, he
was inclined to swagger a little.

%, LOOKED carfully for the tumoff o Mr.

Hatch's cottage. 1t was the only cottage on
the Spit. No human activity went on here now. A
decp-water wharf still stood at the other end at the
naval installation this highway had been built to
serve, but nobody lived anywhere around. M
Waddy felt a thrill at the reflection that there wa
1o other hun
as he could not remember ever having been before.
In such isolation, he told himself with zest, practi
cally anything could happen. But of course he
knew that nothing wo

the turnoff. It was a narrow trail,

surfuced with crashed ayster shels, which ld to the
cottage used by Mr. Hateh during the duck-hunting
Waddy had never thought such
thoughts before, but now he felt a certain rakish
satisfaction in guessing that a
Htelv's tastes might find such enormous pri
useful at other seasons of the year also

He followed the winding tral, between dunes and
over dunes, through clumps of saltbush and past an
occasional straggling. struggling tree. ntly he
saw the reffection of his headlights in the windows
of the cottage. He drove on. He reached the

Here

Maclean’s Magazine, August 1, 1949

cottage. Ho kiled the motor and gofcut of thecar
Wi the sensation of thrilling

E

ion g X
He heard the deep-bass roar of unseen surf
beating upon a hidden shelving shore. He heard
termittent cries of insects in the night
They seemed remarkable where no humans dwelt.
The cottage, beside the car, was creakingly silent.
A wind hummed and moaned about its roof.
Mr. Waddy drew in his breath in sharp percep-
tion of thrill. He took out the cottage key and
unlocked the door. He went in to be greeted by the
dry stuffiness of a shut-up seashore cottage. He
switched on the electric light. Everything was in
order—dusty but undisturbed. He had been here
twice before as Mr. H: . He carried in his
and the parcel of documents he had been
instructed to br He found the flashlight and
went out to start the electri plant. It was in
a small shed only yards behind the cottage. He
started the motor fo charge the storage batteries.
He closed the door behind him and stood still
moment. savoring the lonely noises of the dark. Th
boom of the surf and the throbbing of the motor.
Deck clouds snd iclation. This was fascinatingly
perfect as the setting for murder, ex
that there was nobody around either to i or 1o e
killed.

QOMETHING touched his leg. A tingling chill
2 went all over him. Then the flashlight
beam showed a black-and-white cat rubbing in the
brazen overtures of its kind when hungry. The
crawling sensation at the  Continued on page 43
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His killer moved to watch in the living room windows.
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The Night of Mr. Waddy
Continued from page 10

back of Mr. Waddy’s neck ceased, and
he laughed a little. He had a very
pleasant laugh.

“Hello, kitty!” he said amiably.
“You don't fare so well out here in the
vilds, ch? Hungey? Come along. Il
give you something

T etaopen the e
oor. The cat stalked cunﬁdcntly in
before him, its tail
Watay ehuciied. e luukcd l'm-
rd to this night with
He would be alone—an .m,.mneud
miles

where he
tion all about. And presently he would
make a pot of hot chocolate and set out.
a cup, and luxuriously settle down in
this extraordinary setting to read a
new murder mystery by his favorite
author. The booming isolation of his
position would multiply the thrills of
the book. "This cat, purring at his feet,
hi's

shlvos wers stocked vith overy:
thing storable in cans. He tor
small can of evaporated ik, Ho

started its top, but.
there was no He poured a
saucertul of the creamay siudl and put
it on the floor, beaming. The cat,

ol wiving srandiy, Iappec with » iny
pink tongu and perfect able manners,
it oven more happily

o snother room. Dusty ¢ be oure
He shined - comfortable chatr eom:
fortably close to a reading lamp.

placed an endtable for his chocolate
potand cup. He wentinto the bedroo
and set out his dressing
Bjmmas. Prosatly he wuuld on'the
dressing gown a venture would

really begin. Wi every light but one
extinguished he would sit and read his
murder story and sip his nightly
chocolate. He would be the one man
awake in the one house within miles,
2"vast and starions isolation with. the
surf booming heavily nearby. Nothiny
could be more deliciously exciting tha
that!

B foun hunger fo 1o soet g
vest. He was filled with

Waddy looked at it in absolute
stupefucton It made 4 foal, vicent
Contortion of all its body. Then it was
still. It was quite dead.

R. WADDY stared at it. He took

his glasses and polished them

and put them back on. The cat was

Sell dead. Tt had been perfoctly heaithy

and playful not more than ten minutes

ethiog had joeod 1. 16 b

been hungry. It had drunk of the

:'ulk Mr. Waddy poured out for it.
low it was a corpse.

Blankly Mr. Wnddy looked at the
almost-empty milk He sniffed af
it Te smelled al right. Tt res not sour
or spoiled at any rate. There
r. Waddy's mind
sa ho was impatient
i T inappropriate smell of

He thought for a long time un-

and
cartiod 16 out 10 the. ighting-plant
shed. He would bury it properly on the
morrow. Meanwhile—
He was trying halfheartedly to
himself that this very small
ould contribute to the proper
atmosphere for his reading when some-
thing occurred to him. ~He stopped
short where he stood. He planned to
‘make his usual, nightly pot of chocolate
Ho b given thecat milk from the st

can his hand touched. Bt for the cat
b d have made his own dlmnhﬂe
from that can. But for the

would have drank the milk the cat had

the cut had died im-
m-dmulynru-rdrmkm t!
all oy
Wadity's bty Tt Stasted t i spine
and spread. He went back to th
kitchen. He picked up the milk can
again. Tt had not needed to be dusted.
Everything e in_ the house was
dust Y

y but not thi lar can. He
mmd it over. After a moment he cut
the top away so that he could examine
the ‘Tntarior folly: Ho folt a very

peculiar, unbelieving hor
e had punched & hole in the
ey ‘the evaporated: milk can and
then soldered it shut aga er
1o question about it. It was not done at
the factory. Th
the inside was shar
it could not have had any possibl

Tonight, to match the richness of this
atmosphere, he would make his choco-
te richer—a few malted-milk tablets
added in the pot made & fivor that
very pleas He was about to

slp off bl sont when he-heard s

The sauce of milk was spilled. The
cat Kicked sompulively. 5 ag on fhe
floor, moving with extraordinary stiff-
ness.” Its muscles stood out like cords.
They movad without purpose. The cat
appeared to be unconscious. As Mr,

of a bypadermi needle through such. H
tiny hole for the injection of a
Sane hat would give o faint roent of
k. course
hobody would do a_thing Itke- that!
Nobody had any reason!
“Ita ridiculous!” id Mr. Waddy in
an oddly thin
e could not helieve it. But he did.
moment he took down another
can from the shelf. He noticed the dust.
The shelf was dusty. Everything was
dusty but the tops of—there had been
rec cans of
evaporated milk on which no dust at
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all had settled. Mr. Waddy, with
trembling hands, lifted them and
ked underneath. Each had been
punctured and resaled. - Two other
8 at the extreme rear were dusty.
They had ot bean tampered with.

WEAT came out on Mr. Wadd
forehead. Somebody had come into
the cottage within the last twenty-

four hours. Possibly the last twelve.
Perhaps the last two!_That so
had_repla

mebody
ced the original cans with

insscapnble l)nt preposterot
had come here with

ol dacoensl and reconds of
the Jamison Corpoestion, M. Haich
hud asked him to come hare with all
due precaution: There was

a matter of u-ﬁnnncmx certain of the
company's obligutions, Mr. Hatch—
—had arranged quite
isntiky o tipess fha meal ider
o tho refinancing at

eal—necessarily sceret at the moment.
but wholly proper.
motive for murder.

conceivably a

traditional.

time to find him dead. Then the

apany doct uld be at the
Killee's disy Mr. Hatch
arrived there need not be any sign at
all that he had ever gotten here. He

would have vanished from the fuce of
the earth.

murdercr would bo waiting out-
side now for him to d
Inter he would be pee
dows tosce if Mr. Waddy w.mvn-Ldmd
And if he saw Mr. plain
covering the mander acheme. the Killer
would tuke more violent me:

d with bot
es be nm ‘he ‘could strike a
filled 4 pun from the
ut it on 1o boil. - When it
would vormally add cunned
um -mi

Poseible
Mr. Waldy went

waiting  mus
o i i, mivpuctod

through the routi
nothing.

HILE the water heated he wert
n. Ho moved ike

to U
an exwu\wmd\v wcll-
maton. o P
Knowledge of his intended murder. He
could guess at a motive—wildly im-
probable 1o be wure- but even that
knowledge could not help. He
alone and unarmed and uibsliovatdy
ed. The st boomed hollowly on
d whined and

would be no sign anywhere . . .

Mr. Waddy's _throat
vt inco s mitanaling voct. Tio el the
presence of someone resolved upon his
e groped numbly in a para-
for some way to postpone
i But_ surely
while he acted as if unsuspicious, as if
he moved regularly toward the fruition
of the murderer's plan, that murderer
would not break into the cottage to
destroy him with violence!
Mr. Waddy tried to swallow and
fuled. He tumed out the liht n the
droom posed his features in
the o dark 1hen he went back
o the kitchen. There wero two ain-
s here. He played for the audionce
of the man who intonded i he should
by opening
 adding chocolate
g water: He pat in
blets

the pats o b s ot e
watching it, his face grey, hearing the
the wind and the monot-
guous theobbingofthe ctoe _And b
felt cyes upon him. Mr. Waddy's
throat was i as b poured the foam-
ing_chocolate into an earthens
tekpot. As he half fled a cup. Then he
nlwul(l drink—
- Gruing at o stouw for
delng, b oo S
ox room an st down the pot and cup.
on the table by his chosen easy chair.
Hiskiller undoublecly moved to watch
in the living room windows.
Mr. Waddy looked down at his coat.
Ho mad an arresied gesturs us if 1o
nove t. He went into the bedroos
‘ot on b
In the blesed dark of
the bedroom b almost el from pure
panic. But instead he tipt
indow nearest the
He stood there panting. e
el

sarf boomed. Ho waited until it
had reached 1ts loudest, and then with

cattering ecth he eased up the win-

espeate siealths and da-

porate slence ho out.
He fled into the darknes.

he had e
and more fr
lungs bursting and no sign

s & mile

LONG time late he renlized that
escaped.

sound of wind-blown sa

A half-buried tree still struggled to
gurvive though shifing sand engulfed
He foliage and

i), MBeichE, wind would
) b ok 66

erase his foo
ked to this place unless his killer
rail ims Surcly all
ersons murderously. oul
when the pa busin

wo miles of causeway before dawn!
He would b o
murder every [m)l of the way. His
killer would suspect Tt
attempt the inatant he discovered Mr.
w

idden all night long,

gathered some shreds of

& hours passed and

ape came plodding through
him.

Insensibly
confidence

the night
thought out,
the munh-rvrc pla
me even to perceive a pes
il
salaly, the s Sl g
o, He w.nulwd Trom his
i plm as the dawn
gressed. The

e
pro Whale eastern quad.

k. of e shy Nowleed » ghontly
‘which rol

ink-black_troug]
a dim but lucent twlll:h( over all the
world, M. Waddy saw the shapes of
the duncs about.
Tt was thenthat he heard the faint
murmur and saw the headlights of a car
on the causeway. s very far
away and moved fast.
It reached the solid sandy groun
dently on ]

told Mr. Waddy that he wovld leave
the party as if to retire, but instead
would get into his car and drive all
Hoitlong. Haamt M, Wadly would
final conference _after

S sl b ready for the negotia-
tions when the other parties arrived at
tom o'clock or nearly.

R. WADDY waited until he was
sure his superior had reached the

cottage. Dawn was well advanced by
then. There were red clouds
to castward and it

Mr. Waddy took a deep b

It looked as if h
thing that would be Toing on the sund.

Mr. Waddy swallowed. He felt
ather foolish, bt he probably looked
as discomposed as he felt. Mr. Waddy
trudged on and into the house. He went
into the living room.

the easy chair. He went
Kitchen. The ishes had been empuud

ey had not bee

shut again. They were the way cans of

cvaporated milk :hmnld be, without
their soldered pus

resently, painfully, Mr. Waddy

looked £0 e if there were any fresh

footprints about the house other than

r. Hatch's. He was not

n sight when M. Hatch came wnlkml

heavily back to the house, lookiny

vt

stared about hi

st wet ek et
Mir. Waddy still gave no sign o
presence. He waited in the little shed—
watching through cracks and in_the
window of the itchen-—us Mr. Hatch
d once went hastily out
itchen to search every room of
the cottage again. He watched while
Mr. Hatch, trembling, gulped down a
cup of smoking coffee, heavily laced
with milk from one of the cans he'd
rought in the paper bag. But be did

BT i mourtiog

bafflement.
X st Mr.
quietly outof the and
he cottage. He o gl

Waddy et
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tensd bimaelt befors be went in. He

s
which Mr. Hatch regarded him. In-

you haven't eaten or
drunk ‘nylhm: Mr. Hatch. T—didn’t
u when I first got back, and
Taet a trap for someone who tricd 0
‘murder me last night.”
Mr. Hatch made a wheezing noise,
staring at Mr. Wadd
hey were going to murder me and
load me in your car, Mr. Hatch,”
Me. Waddy with diffculty”—in e
you told me to drive down here.
o om0 o te

drunk any coffee,
shook visil

brought new cans of mlk to replace the

ones that weey wrong, 11 switched
them.
ones that. wers on the melr Phope

you didn’t use any of
Mr. Hatch stifened.
volition but

Not by
every muscle

sure ne of the cans you
brought—not one from the shelf. I
didn’t hem at all. So you only

swit
thought you'd drunk the milk that was
fixed for me, and you fainted. But you
were_unconscious 5o long that I was
worried about
Mr. Hatch gasped. Mr. Waddy said

Bulb—f om thut 15 sighe e b
Sareaiet fof Sve.
8 shock to realize that frimoo

the Company. And 1 can't help worry-
.. How much have you stolen
from the mepany, ir thch that
you were going to pretend I had
Yebecatel uhae yomd s
He was very unhappy. But just then
the car reached the ca

straight road. Mr.
the gas and his look of urhappincss
vanished. ‘The car surged shead. The
‘motor Waddy's eyes
glmmd T car b cighty. %



