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Raeder lifted his head cautiously above the window sill.
He saw the fire escape, and below it a narrow alley. There was a
weather-beaten baby-carriage in the alley, and three garbage cans.
As he watched, a black-sleeved arm moved from behind the fur-
thest can, with something shiny in its fist. Raeder ducked down.
A bullet smashed down through the window above his head and
punctured the ceiling, showering him with plaster.

Now he knew about the alley. It was guarded, just like the
door.

He lay at full length on the cracked linoleum, staring at the
bullet hole in the ceiling, listening to the sounds outside the door.
He was a tall man with bloodshot eyes and a two-day stubble.
Grime and fatigue had etched lines into his face. Fear had touched
his features, tightening a muscle here and twitching a nerve there.
The results were startling. His face had character now, for it was
reshaped by the expectation of death.

There was a gunman in the alley and two on the stairs. He was
trapped. He was dead.

Sure, Raeder thought, he still moved and breathed; but that
was only because of death’s inefficiency. Death would take care
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P317m3p C OIacKOH MPUIIOIHSI TOJIOBY HaJl MOJOKOHHHUKOM.
OH yBHJIeJT KpaellleK MOyKapHO! JIECTHUIIBI U TIIYXYIO YIOUKY MO
Heil. BHH3Y FOTHITHCH TPU MYCOPHBIX Oauka i CIOMaHHas JICTCKas
KoJsicka. Ho B3misa TyT ke Haroposics Ha BOPOHEHYIO IITYKOBU-
HY B MEJIbKHYBILICH M3-32 JajbHEero Oaka pyke. Paiadp moxHym-
cs1 Ha nodt. [Tysist, mpoIuB CTEKII0, MPOXKYXoKala HaJl MaKyIIKOH 1
POXKJIECTBEHCKUM CHEXKOM OCBINaja MTYKaTypKy.

Uro x, ¢ ynuueit Bcé sicho. CryckaTbest 1o ToKapke — BCE
PaBHO, YTO Cpa3y OTKPHITH UM ABEPb.

OH NPHUHUK K ITOTPECKABIIEMYCS JINHOJIECYMY, VA Ha ITyJIe-
BYIO OCIIMHY B MOTOJIKE M IPHUCITYIINBAsCH K 3ByKaM Ha JIECTHHY-
HOH KieTke. Kponmuby mia3a U AByXIHEBHas IIETHHA, BbCBIIAs-
Csl IpsA3b M LjapanuHbl 3a0CTpUK 4epThl auua. Ha nomy Paiinop
Kazajcs [UIMHHBIM U HeCKJIaaHbIM. OH He Ha IIYTKY cIall 3a 9TH
JIHU, — JIeJI0 HE TOJIbKO B HEPBHOM THKe. TUIIMYHBIH CMEPTHUK B
MPEABKYIIEHUH 3JIEKTPOCTYIA, BOT ThI KTO, Paiap.

Wrak, ouH U3 «BOJIKOB» KOHTposnupyeT ynuiy. [Tapa npyrux
ceifyac ykaraet aBepb. Be€. TeOst yxe HeT.

KoHeuHo, MENbKHYJIO y HETro, AbINIAaTh U TPEHbIXaThCs eIé
MoxHO. KoctisiBas meuint. Ho ckopo ona noxionover. M3perue-
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of him in a few minutes. Death would poke holes in his face and
body, artistically dab his clothes with blood, arrange his limbs in
some grotesque position of the graveyard ballet....

Raeder bit his lip sharply. He wanted to live. There had to be
a way.

He rolled on to his stomach and surveyed the dingy coldwater
apartment into which the killers had driven him. It was a perfect
little one-room coffin. It had a door, which was watched, and a
fire escape, which was watched. And it had a tiny windowless
bathroom.

He crawled to the bathroom and stood up. There was a ragged
hole in the ceiling, almost four inches wide. If he could enlarge it,
crawl through into the apartment above...

He heard a muffled thud. The killers were impatient. They
were beginning to break down the door.

He studied the hole in the ceiling. No use even considering it.
He could never enlarge it in time.

They were smashing against the door, grunting each time they
struck. Soon the lock would tear out, or the hinges would pull out
of the rotting wood. The door would go down, and the two blank-
faced men would enter, dusting off their jackets....

But surely someone would help him! He took the tiny televi-
sion set from his pocket. The picture was blurred, and he didn’t
bother to adjust it. The audio was clear and precise.

He listened to the well-modulated voice of Mike Terry ad-
dressing his vast audience.

“..terrible spot,” Terry was saying. “Yes, folks, Jim Raeder
is in a truly terrible predicament. He has been hiding, you’ll re-
member, in a third-rate Broadway hotel under an assumed name.
It seemed safe enough. But the bellhop recognized him, and gave
that information to the Thompson gang.”
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THT MO0 OpeHHyI0 IIOTh. CIOBHO aOCTPaKIIMOHUCT, BHIMaXKET
KpOBbIO pybamKy. 1 3aduKcHpyeT TeIo B TpOTeCKHOM 1Mo3e Kilaj-
OHUILIEHCKOTO Oasera...

Poiimop mo Gomu 3akycun ry0y. B mokoifHHKM Tak HeoXoTa.
Heyxro orcrona He BeIOpaThes?!

OH nepeKaTuics Ha 60K M IPUKUIBIBAIOIIEE OKHHYI TPSI3HYIO
JICIIEBYIO KBAPTHUPKY, B KOTOPYIO Jai ceOs 3arHarh. [IpenectHbit
OIHOKOMHATHBIHM rpoOuK. C BXOJHON JBEPBIO, 32 KOTOPOIl CIEAT,
U HOXKapHBIM BBIXOZOM B HUKYAaA. [la ecTb emé MaJoIuTpaxHas
BaHHasl KOMHaTa. be3 okHa.

OH BIOI3 B BAHHYI0, BcTall ¢ ona. Hax ronoBoii 3usina gsipa
CaHTHMETPOB B JAecsTh. Ecau cymeTs e€ pacIIupuTh, TO MOKHO
OyaeT npoJIe3Th B KBAPTUPY STAXKOM BBIIIE. . .

Polimop ycnpiman miyxue, Oyaro mumomieBble ynapbl. Tem
JIBOUM Y>K€ HE TEPIIUTCS, U OHU HOPOBST B3JIOMATh JBEPb.

OH CHOBa NOJHSJ TOJIOBY K JibIpe. PaccunThIBaTh Ha 9TOT J1a3
Heyero. HyskeH oM 1 Bpems.

Mertoau4HbIe yaapbl MepeMeKalnch rycroi Opanbpto. Ceii-
4ac 3arop He BBIIIOKHUT WIN OTICTAT HETIH, U Ba JKEHTJIbME-
Ha-MOP/I0BOPOTA MPONAYT MO PYXHYBILEH ABEPH, OTPSAXHYB IIpax
C MUJKAKOB. ..

Ho xto0-TO K€ momkeH moMoub! Paiindp BbIHYN U3 KapMaHa
HOPTaTUBHBIN TenenpuéMHUK. M300paikeHUe CMa3aHO, TOJIBKO
Tenepb He 0 KUHO... [T1aBHOE, YTO 3BYK UETOK U BHSTEH.

OH Beaymaics B XOpoIIo HHTOHUPOBaHHBIN Tojoc Maiikia
Tappwu, Bemmaromero B adup.

«... 2ubnoe mecmo, — ¢ ONMUMUIMOM KOMMeHmuposan Top-
pu. — Ma, opysvs, Jocum P3iiosp nonan soucmuny 6 6e36v1x00-
nott mynux! Kax nomnume, oH CKpbl8aics NOO pacnpocmpanéi-
Hou hamunueti 8 mpemvecopmuoil cocmunuye na bpoosee. Ho
KOpUOOPHbILL ONO3HAT €20 U MaakHyn bande Tounconos...»
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The door creaked under repeated blows. Raeder clutched the
little television set and listened.

“Jim Raeder just managed to escape from the hotel! Closely
pursued, he entered a brownstone at one fifty-six West End Av-
enue. His intention was to go over the roofs. And it might have
worked, folks, it just might have worked. But the roof door was
locked. It looked like the end.... But Raeder found that apartment
seven was unoccupied and unlocked. He entered....”

Terry paused for emphasis, then cried: “— and now he's
trapped there, trapped like a rat in a cage! The Thompson
gang is breaking down the door! The fire escape is guarded!
Our camera crew, situated in a nearby building, is giving you
a closeup now. Look, folks, just look! Is there no hope for Jim
Raeder?”

Is there no hope, Raeder silently echoed, perspiration pouring
from him as he stood in the dark, stifling little bathroom, listening
to the steady thud against the door.

“Wait a minute!” Mike Terry cried. “Hang on, Jim Raeder,
hang on a little longer. Perhaps there is hope! I have an urgent
call from one of our viewers, a call on the Good Samaritan Line!
Here's someone who thinks he can help you, Jim. Are you listen-
ing, Jim Raeder?”

Raeder waited, and heard the hinges tearing out the rotten
wood.

“Go right ahead, sir,” said Mike Terry. “What is your name,
sir?”

“E — Felix Bartholomew.”

“Don 't be nervous, Mr. Bartholomew. Go right ahead.”

“Well, OK, Mr. Raeder,” said an old man’s shaking voice, “/
used to live at one five six West End Avenue. Same apart-
ment you re trapped in, Mr. Raeder — fact! Look, that bathroom
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HemnpepbiBHBIC yaapbl JOKaHBIBAIM JBEPb. Paidp cTHCHYN
npuéMHHK. OCTaETCs TONBKO CITYIIATh.

«/orcum P31ioap edsa yréc noeu uz cocmunuysl! ...0vuanu 6
3amulLiok... O 6bexcan 8 0om 00uH nAMb wecmv no Yacm-IHo
aegenio. Buono, 6 nadescoe yiimu no kpwiute. M smo emy yoanocw
ov1. Emy noumu yoanocs! U! Okazanocs, umo uepoaunas 0epo
saxonouena! O, mo 6wvin koney... Ho! Pauidap nawén, umo 6 cedo-
Mot keapmupe 06epb He 3anepma! On nponux...»

Tappu crenan npodeccuoHaIbHYO May3y U BOCKIUKHYIL:

«M 6om on 6 kankame, xax mviubv! [sepv eznamviearom!
Hoocapuuiii 6vixo0 npocmpenusaemces! Hawa epynna, umo y
Mmycopocbopruka, oaém Kpynuulil niau. IIpucmompumecs, yea-
Jrcaemvle, GHUMAMenbHO npucmompumecs! Heyoicenu 6ce warncol
Jorcuma Paiiospa ucuepnanvi? »

Heyorcenu ucuepnamwl, MBICIIEHHO OTO3BaJIcsi Paidnap, ykeyc-
HO motes. OH XBaTajl BO3MyX B BAaHHOM allleHANKCE, EXach OT
pa3MEepEeHHBIX 3aJIBEPHBIX yIapOB.

«Munymy! — 3aBonun Tappu. — [eporcucs, ocum Paiiosp!
Xoms 661 camyro manocmo. Mooicem, ewé ne 6cé nomepsino! 'V
Hac 360HOK om menespumens no eopayeti aunuu o Joopuvix Ca-
mapuman! Bom mom, kmo cuumaem, umo modxcem mebs cnacmu!
Oui! Tor crviuuws, [Jorcum Patioap? »

JI>KUM K711, O4EHb YK/IaJl, HO CIIBIIIAI TOKA TOJNBKO, KaK yCH-
JIMBACTCS CKPEKET OTIUPAEMBIX METEIb.

«lloaxcanyiicma, éam cnoeo, cap, — pacuiapkupaics Maiik
Toappu. — Ilpedcmasovmeco menespumensm, copy.

«32-9,.. ©enuxc bapmonomwioy.

«He sonmnytimecsw, cap. Bvineiime 600bi...»

«I'm, 0 Kot, mucmap Paii0sp! — 3aapokan TEHOPOK TTOKHUIIO-
TO cracutens. — S ocun 6 cmo namvoecam wecmom no Yscm-
Do asenio. B motil camou keapmupe, 20e vl cetiuac 3acenu. Jla

9



has got a window, Mr. Raeder. It’s been painted over, but it has
gota—"

Raeder pushed the television set into his pocket. He located
the outlines of the window and kicked. Glass shattered, and day-
light poured startingly in. He cleared the jagged sill and quickly
peered down.

Below was a long drop to a concrete courtyard.

The hinges tore free. He heard the door opening. Quickly
Raeder climbed through the window, hung by his fingertips for a
moment, and dropped.

The shock was stunning. Groggily he stood up. A face ap-
peared at the bathroom window.

“Tough luck,” said the man, leaning out and taking careful
aim with a snub-nosed .38.

At that moment a smoke bomb exploded inside the bath-
room.

The killer’s shot went wide. He turned, cursing. More smoke
bombs burst in the courtyard, obscuring Raeder’s figure.

He could hear Mike Terry’s frenzied voice over the TV set in
his pocket. “Now run for it!” Terry was screaming. “'Run, Jim
Raeder, run for your life. Run now, while the killers’ eyes are
filled with smoke. And thank Good Samaritan Sarah Winters, of
three four one two Edgar Street, Brockton, Mass., for donating
five smoke bombs and employing the services of a man to throw
them!”

In a quieter voice, Terry continued: “You’ve saved a man’s
life today, Mrs. Winters. Would you tell our audience how
it—”

Raeder wasn’t able to hear any more. He was running
through the smoke-filled courtyard, past clothes lines, into the
open street.
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yotc... M s xouy ckazamo. Tam 6 sannotl okno. Tax 6om ono 3akpa-
weno, Ho ecu...»

Paiigpp, HEe mocmymiaB, 3aToNKall MPUEMHHUK B KapMmaH. bel-
CTPO IPHUKUHYI KOHTYPBI OKHA U CXaJ Kylak. bpbI3Hy10 cTekio,
U COJTHEUHBIH CBET XJIBIHYII B BAaHHYIO. JIKMM CMaxHYI OCKOJIKH C
MOIOKOHHUKA U BEIIVIAHYJ B IPOEM.

Jlanexo BHU3y cepeet achaabT BHYTPEHHETO IBOPUKA.

Iletmu cnanu. Ilox rpoxoT pyxHyBiueil neepu Paitnap mpo-
THCHYJICSI B OKOHHBIH KBaJpart, Kakoe-TO BpeMsI IOBHC Ha pyKax
U paz3Kaj Hajblibl.

Vhap B mATKH omenoMmiI. Beranm 1 koe-kKak 3aKOBBUISII, HO,
MOYYBCTBOBAB 3aTHIJIKOM B3IJIsA, 00epHYyJIcs. B mpoéme Bo3HUKIIA
poxa. «Jlocanal» — mpouén on. IIporucHyBIIasgcs pyka Hampa-
BUJIa HA HETO Tyroe pbulblie 38-ro kanuopa.

W B 3TOT MHT paznaincs B3pbIB. Tam, B BAHHON KOMHATE, XJIOII-
HyJIa bIMOBas IIAIIKa.

[Tyns ymma B MOJOKO, M TPOMHIIA Pa3pasmiIcsl KPyMHOKAIH-
OepHoit Opanbio. Ho TyT pBaHyso mapy miamexk BO JABOPHUKE, H
JIbIM IIpeBpatuil Paiispa B HEBUIUMKY.

W3 xapMaHa HOIHINCE BIOXHOBEHHBIE TPenu: «A menepsb de-
aati noeu! — Bonun Tappu. — U nooicusetl, konb xoueuwrsb Hcums!
JKuseil, noka onnonenmam zacmum enaza! U 6nazooapu JJoopyro
Camapumsanxy Cappy Yunmopc — Maccauycome, bpokmon, 30-
eap-cmpum, 0oM mpu-iemulpe-08a-00ut. Imo oHa npuobpeia 6
VIeHEHKe ObIMOBble WAWKY U HAHALA 06e3pabdomHo20 015l OKA3a-
Hust mebe ycayeu!»

U co 3nauenum Tappu npogomkui: «Bel criaciu Xn3Hb ye-
JI0BeKa, MHUCCUC YHHTAIpC. Bynbre m0OpEI, HECKONBKO CIIOB JUIS
HaIUX Tene3puTenein. Urto nociayxu...»

Paiinspy Obu1o He 10 MHTEpBBIO. Yepes3 IBOPUK, CKBO3b Ky-
4eBble 00JIaKa JbIMa M XOPYTBH COXHYILETo Oelbsi OH METHYJICS
[POYb, Ha MINPOKYIO, MHOTOJTIONHYIO YIIHILY.
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He walked down 63rd Street, slouching to minimize his
height, staggering slightly from exertion, dizzy from lack of food
and sleep.

“Hey you!”

Raeder turned. A middle-aged woman was sitting on the steps
of a brownstone, frowning at him.

“You’re Raeder, aren’t you? The one they’re trying to kill?”

Raeder started to walk away.

“Come inside here, Raeder,” the woman said.

Perhaps it was a trap. But Raeder knew that he had to depend
on the generosity and good-heartedness of the people. He was
their representative, a projection of themselves, an average guy
in trouble. Without them, he was lost. With them, nothing could
harm him.

Trust in the people, Mike Terry had told him. They’ll never
let you down.

He followed the woman into her parlour. She told him to sit
down and left the room, returning almost immediately with a plate
of stew. She stood watching him while he ate, as one would watch
an ape in the zoo eat peanuts.

Twochildren came out of the kitchen and stared at him.
Three overalled men came out of the bedroom and focused a
television camera on him. There was a big television set in the
parlour. As he gulped his food, Raeder watched the image of
Mike Terry, and listened to the man’s strong, sincere, worried
voice.

“There he is, folks,” Terry was saying. “There’s Jim Raeder
now, eating his first square meal in two days. Our camera crews
have really been working to cover this for you! Thanks, boys....
Folks, Jim Raeder has been given a brief sanctuary by Mrs. Velma
O’Dell, of three forty-three Sixty-Third Street. Thank you, Good
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JIxuM OBICTPO Imarai K LEHTPY MO 63-eil yiuie, CyTysch,
4yT00 BBINIALETH IOHEKa3HCTed. Ero momarsiBago oT Hampsike-
HM, TOJIOZIa U HEJIOCHIIA.

— D, ThI!

Poiinspa nepenépuyno. Mononsuascs 1amMa cujena Ha Io-
POXKKEe OCOOHSKA M, HAXMYPHBIINCEH, CMOTPENA €My B I7a3a.

— To1 Benp Paiinop, netr? Ha koToporo uaér reneoxora?

JIxuM ObLIO IBUHYJICS JalIbIIe.

— A TBI BXOAHU, — BAPYT CKa3aJjla OHa.

Poiiop 3amep. 3anaaua? OH NMOMHWII, YTO HAJ0 BEpUTH B
071aropoJCTBO U BEJIUKOIYIINE COOTEUECTBEHHUKOB. Benb oH ux
MOJIHOMOYHBIN IpEICTaBUTENb, UX YacTHLA, MEUCHBIH aToM B
nBiokeHnu cyned. [Ipoctoit cebe nmapeHs, BAMMIINN B EPEapsTy.
be3s Hux oH HONb. C HUMHM — HEYHHYTOXKUM.

JloBepsit monam, BHyman Maiik Tappu, oHu He nmojakava-
IOT.

Bcenen 3a xo3siikolt monan B roCTUHYIO. YKa3aB Ha CTyJl, OHa
BBIIITA U BEpHYIAch ¢ OaHkoil Tyménku. [Toka Paiinsp, 320618 0
MPUINYHAX, POHSUI KUP U XBaTaJ MACO, )KCHIINHA pa3IsAabIBaIa
€ro, KaK MaKaKy, BBIK/ITHUMBIIYIO OaHAH.

Brerena napa pe0sTumex, 1 OHU TOXe YCTaBHINCh Ha AATIO.
TyT U3 canbHU CKa304HO BKATHJIACh TPOMKA MapHEN ¢ BEH3els-
mu TB Ha yaudopme. Ha nero nanpasuiu kamepy. LLIEnkHyn BbI-
KJIIOYaTelb, U TI0Ka Paii1dp BBUIM3BIBAI OAaHKY, B yIIIy TOCTHHOW
Ha HKpaHe MpoCTyIiIa pu3noHoMust TOppH, ¥ OKpel ero HCKpeH-
HUH, B3BOJHOBAHHBIN roJI0C.

«/py3svs! On cnosa neped wamu. Bom ow, [icum P3iidsp,
eKywaem npunuyHylo nuuy enepevie 3a o0sa oms! Onepamopam
nPUXOOUmMcst 86cepbés nonomems, umobd owvims 6 eywe! Cnacubo,
napnu. Ho kmo meneps nputomun eco? Muccuc Bervma O 02,
oom mpu-yemoipe-mpu, 63-s yruya. Hawe socxuwenue, [{oopas
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Samaritan O’Dell! Its really wonderful, how people from all
walks of life have taken Jim Raeder to their hearts!”

“You better hurry,” Mrs. O’Dell said.

“Yes, ma’am,” Raeder said.

“I don’t want no gunplay in my apartment.”

“I’m almost finished, ma’am.”

One of the children asked, “Aren’t they going to kill him?”

“Shut up,” said Mrs. O’Dell.

“Yes, Jim,” chanted Mike Terry, “vou’d better hurry. Your
killers arent far behind. They aren't stupid men, Jim. Vicious,
warped, insane — yes! But not stupid. They 're following a trail of
blood — blood from your torn hand, Jim!”

Raeder hadn’t realized until now that he’d cut his hand on the
window sill.

“Here, I’ll bandage that,” Mrs. O’Dell said. Raeder stood up
and let her bandage his hand. Then she gave him a brown jacket
and a grey slouch hat.

“My husband’s stuff,” she said.

“He has a disguise, folks!” Mike Terry cried delightedly.
“This is something new! A disguise! With seven hours to go until
he’s safe!”

“Now get out of here,” Mrs. O’Dell said.

“I’m going, ma’am,” Raeder said. “Thanks.”

“I think you’re stupid,” she said. “’I think you’re stupid to be
involved in this.”

“Yes ma’am.”

“It just isn’t worth it.”

Raeder thanked her and left. He walked to Broadway, caught
a subway to 59th Street, then an uptown local to 86th. There he
bought a newspaper and changed for the Manhasset through ex-
press.
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Camapumsnka O’0a11! Boucmuny, 6 cepoyax npeocmagumerneil
6cex cnoés ecmv mecmeuxo ons [Joicuma Patioapal»

— TeGe nopa youpatbes, — 3ameTria muccuc O’ 1aim.

— Jla, MM, — 1okEBBIBAsA, IpOMbIdai Paitmap.

— He xBaraso emé ctpensObl B MOEM JJOME.

— BepHo, MM, — comtacuicst OH TOHOM OerIoro Herpa.

— A pasBe ero He NPUIIBIOT? — IOIIO0OIBITCTBOBAJIO TUTS.

— IIla, — moo6emiana muccuc O’ [,

«/la, [orcum — He yHumaics Maiik Tappu, — camoe ape-
M weeenumoca. Onu dce ne mynvie. 3100Hble, pazspauyénmoie,
mepskue — oa! Ho omnioos ne mynvie... OHu udym no Kposagomy
cnedy, ocmagasemomy mooou, Jorcum!»

Paiinap TonbKo ceifyac 3aMeTHIT Mope3 Ha JIAJOHH, BHIMMO,
OT OCKOJIKa Ha IMOJIOKOHHHKE.

— Jlaaii-xa, — Oypknyia muccuc O’ J{pmi. JIKUM MOBUHO-
Bayicst. Halo)kyB MOBSI3KY, OHA OTKpbUIA MIKag, KHBHY/IA Ha IHA-
KaK ¥ CepyI0 NUISITY C OTBHCIIBIMH HOJIIMH.

— Opexna Myxa, — MOJIBHJIA JaMa.

«O, orcum Pa1iosp mensiem obnux, Opy3wvs! — BOCXUTHIICS
Beesuasmi Tappu. — Bom amo cropnpus! Ilepeodesanue! Bee-
20 3a cemb 4acos 00 KoHYa uzpol!»

— CMarbIBaicst, — 3aKIIIOUUIIA TOCTETIPHUMHAS XO3sIHKa.

— YX0Ky, MOM, — U J00aBuI, — crnacuoo.

— Iloxoxe, y TeOst He XBaraeT, — OTpe3alia JKCHIIUHA, —
€CJIU ThI 1Al BTPABHUTH ceOsl B 3TO.

— TToxoxke, MOM.

— OBYMHKA BBIJICIKH HE CTOUT.

CrhaBiieHHO NOONarofapuB emé pa3, OH BBIMIEN. BBICTpBIM
rarom MuUHoBal bpozsait, goexan Merpo 10 59-i yauiiel, a oTTY-
J1a — MECTHBIM Toe3/1oM 10 86-i1. Tam Kymut razety u mepecen
Ha npsiMoit MaHxaccaTckuil skenpecc.
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He glanced at his watch. He had six and a half hours
to go.

The subway roared under Manhattan. Raeder dozed, his band-
aged hand concealed under the newspaper, the hat pulled over his
face. Had he been recognized yet? Had he shaken the Thompson
gang? Or was someone telephoning them now?

Dreamily he wondered if he had escaped death. Or was
he still a cleverly animated corpse, moving around because
of death’s inefficiency? (My dear, death is so laggard these
days! Jim Raeder walked about for hours after he died, and
actually answered people’s questions before he could be de-
cently buried!)

Raeder’s eyes snapped open. He had dreamed something ...
unpleasant. He couldn’t remember what.

He closed his eyes again and remembered, with mild aston-
ishment, a time when he had been in no trouble.

That was two years ago. He had been a big pleasant young
man working as a truck driver’s helper. He had no talents. He was
too modest to have dreams.

The tight-faced little truck driver had the dreams for him. “Why
not try for a television show, Jim? [ would if T had your looks. They
like nice average guys with nothing much on the ball. As contest-
ants. Everybody likes guys like that. Why not look into it?”

So he had looked into it. The owner of the local television
store had explained it further.

“You see, Jim, the public is sick of highly trained athletes
with their trick reflexes and their professional courage. Who can
feel for guys like that? Who can identify? People want to watch
exciting things, sure, but not when some joker is making it his
business for fifty thousand a year. That’s why organized sports are
in a slump. That’s why the thrill shows are booming.”
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CorHyB JIOKOTh, IIsiHYNT Ha nudepomar. Ocranoch mecTs ¢
MOJIOBUHOI 4acoB.

IToe3n norpomeixusan nog ManxatraHoM. 1 oH, ciipsiTas 3a-
OMHTOBAHHYIO PYKY IOJ| CIOXXEHHOH BIBOE Ta3eTOi W HaJBUHYB
LIISAITY Ha JINIO, 3aKJIeBall, Obu10, HOCOM. .. Ero yxke y3namu? Viun
CMOT 0TOpBaThCst? A MOXKET, KTO-TO 3BOHUT UM?

B nonynpéme BeIYMCIAN, yAanoCh I OoTheXaTh oT «KoHeu-
HOI». Wnn oH Bc€ emé 3a0aBHBIN TpyI, HE NPHHABIIMN TOPH-
30HTAJILHOE [1OJI0XKEHHE JIUIb I0TOMY, YTO CMEPTh HE CyeTUTCS.
(bor moii, kak oHa Heykmodica! YK CKOIIBKO MOKOIHUK MBIKAeTCs
U3 yIia B Yrojl, OTBedasl Ha 0onpochl Nepel CBOUM TOPIKECTBEH-
HBIM Torpebennem!)

Poiigsp BHesanHo pasomkHyn Beku. Hamenock uto-ToO...
Mep3koe. Ho cyTb CHOBUIEHHUS YiKe YlIeTyuHuIach.

OH cHOBa IPUKPBLI V132 U C 3aBUCTIMBBIM H3yMIICHUEM BEp-
HYJICS Ha /IBa FOIa Ha3aJ, KOTAa HE 3HAJI 0COOBIX XJIOMOT.

[TneuncTslif U CUMIATUYHBINA MApeHb, OH paboTall Toraa mo-
MOIITHAKOM BozuTeNst. OCOOBIX TATAHTOB HE UMeIT, U OBLT CITUII-
KOM 3aCTEHYMB, YTOOBI IIPEaBAThCS MCUTAHUSAM.

3a Hero Meuraj LIyCTPbIH, MIYIUIbIH HamapHUK — modEp
aBrodyprona: «[louemMy OB HE PHCKHYTbH U TOTYyIHTh MECTEUKO
B tenemoy, /JHhkum? C TBOeH HapyKHOCTBIO si O TOYHO TPOJIE3.
3amycTaT B feno. PebsiTku, kak ThI, BeceM 1o BKycy! Tbl O mouH-
TepecoBasICs. .. »

U on nounTepecoBacs. Branenen MecTHOro Mara3usa Tese-
TOBapoOB ewé NoApa3BUIl IpeacTasiaeHus Paiinapa.

— ITonnmaenrs, myOMUKy MyTHT yKe OT O€CCTPAIITHBIX KaYKOB
¢ ux cBepxpeakuueil. OHu koro-to xoisiryT? Kro craBut ceds Ha
ux Mecto? Jla, HapoJel &Kax/eT 4ero-To 3aXBaTbIBAIOLIEr0, HO HE
TOI71a, KOT/A 33 yTBEPKAEHHYIO IPBITH MOIYYaloT CBOU HATHAECAT
TBICSY TOZIOBBIX. YCEKaelllb, IOUeMY CETOfHsI TAIllaTCs He OT XOpo-
110 HOCTABJICHHBIX [I€pe/iauek, a OT HEOTPENETUPOBAHHbIX LI0Y?
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“I see,” said Raeder.

“Six years ago, Jim, Congress passed the Voluntary Suicide
Act. Those old senators talked a lot about free will and self-de-
terminism at the time. But that’s all crap. You know what the Act
really means? It means the amateurs can risk their lives for the big
loot, not just professionals. In the old days you had to be a pro-
fessional boxer or footballer or hockey player if you wanted your
brains beaten out legally for money. But now that opportunity is
open to ordinary people like you, Jim.”

“I see,” Raeder said again.

“It’s a marvellous opportunity. Take you. You’re no better
than anyone, Jim. Anything you can do, anyone can do. You’re
average. | think the thrill shows would go for you.”

Raeder permitted himself to dream. Television shows looked
like a sure road to riches for a pleasant young fellow with no par-
ticular talent or training. He wrote a letter to a show called Hazard
and enclosed a photograph of himself.

Hazard was interested in him. The JBC network investigated,
and found that he was average enough to satisfy the wariest view-
er. His parentage and affiliations were checked. At last he was
summoned to New York, and interviewed by Mr. Moulian.

Moulian was dark and intense, and chewed gum as he
talked. “You’ll do,” he snapped. “But not for Hazard. You’ll
appear on Spills. It’s a half-hour daytime show on Channel
Five.”

“Gee,” said Raeder.

“Don’t thank me. There’s a thousand dollars if you win or
place second, and a consolation prize of a hundred dollars if you
lose. But that’s not important.”

“No, sir.”
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— Ycekato, — nojiakHyi Paiaop.

— lects et nazax Konrpecc nporamun Konsenuuto o Jlo-
6posoisHOM CamoyouiicTBe. HecMOTpst Ha BCIo IycCTyr0 G0ITOB-
HIO CEHAaTOPOB-CTapIIEPOB O CBOOO/IE BOJIU 1 BOJICH3BSIBICHUS. A
3Haellb, YTO Ha caMoM Jeie o3HayaeT Konsennua? Jla to, uto
BCSAKHUH JTIOONTENHh MOXKET 3aI0KUTh CBOE 37J0POBBE 32 XOPOLIYIO
KOIeliKy HapaBHe ¢ npo¢u. PaHpIne mMomKu3HN HAamo OBLIO OT-
JIaTh 3a IPaBO CBEpHYTH cede mero. Celfuac OHO €CThb Yy JIF0O0ro
3aypsAHOTO MapHs, Kak Thl, JKUM.

— IloHsATHO, — CHOBa KUBHYI Paiinap.

— Hlukapubie BosmoxxHoctu! Jla BOT XOTb ThI. .. Jlyue npo-
yux-Besikux? Jla Ha 4To crnocoOeH Tel, criocoOeH o000l cMepT-
HbId. Thl cpeonuii... crannapt. Tebs 3axaBaroT cpasy.

W on pazmeurancs. llloy MaMINCE aBTOOAHOM K yCHexy s
He 00JIBHO TPEHHPOBAHHOTO U 0JIap&HHOT0 Mastoro. ObaneBmmii
OT KOHCYJIBTAIlU{, OH HACTPOYMJ B Iepenady IOJ Ha3BaHHEM
Pucxk v Boxua B KOHBEPT cBOE (HOTO.

W tam xmonyno! Temecers [xeit bu Cu mpo3onauposana
kanauaatypy. U Beinenus Paiiaspa, Kak HEHHYIO U HIMPOKOTO
TENe3PUTENs 3ayPAAHOCTD, €ro PagymHO 3a3Bank B Hbro-Hopk
Ha cobeceJoBaHUE K HEKOeMy MUCTepy MyisHy.

MyisiH, MpauHOBaTbI U MPEACTAaBUTENbHBIN, HEOTBA3HO XKe-
BaJl PE3UHKY.

— Croaumbes, — yaBkHy! oH. — Ho-M He i Pucka noka.
BeicraBum 1e0s1 B [Jpebeszeax. [lonydacoBoe 1oy Ha [Istom.

— Oro! — BeIpBazock y Paiingapa.

— He cnemm 6narogaputs. Teicsiua 3a BTopoe U IepBoe
MecTa. Y TeluTeNnbHbIH npu3 — coTHsa. Ho TaM-M He 3TO Bax-
HO.

— He a0, cap?..
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“Spills is a little show. The JBC network uses it as a test-
ing ground. First- and second-place winners on Spil/ls move on to
Emergency. The prizes are much bigger on Emergency.”

“I know they are, sir.”

“And if you do well on Emergency there are the first-class
thrill shows, like Hazard and Underwater Perils, with their na-
tionwide coverage and enormous prizes. And then comes the real-
ly big time. How far you go is up to you.”

“I’ll do my best, sir,” Raeder said.

Moulian stopped chewing gum for a moment and said, almost
reverently, “You can do it, Jim. Just remember. You’re the people,
and the people can do anything.”

The way he said it made Raeder feel momentarily sorry for
Mr. Moulian, who was dark and frizzy-haired and pop-eyed, and
was obviously not the people.

They shook hands. Then Raeder signed a paper absolving the
JBC of all responsibility should he lose his life, limbs or reason
during the contest. And he signed another paper exercising his
rights under the Voluntary Suicide Act. The law required this, and
it was a mere formality.

In three weeks, he appeared on Spills.

The programme followed the classic form of the automobile
race. Untrained drivers climbed into powerful American and Eu-
ropean competition cars and raced over a murderous twenty-mile
course. Raeder was shaking with fear as he slid his big Maserati
into the wrong gear and took off.

The race was a screaming, tyre-burning nightmare. Raeder
stayed back, letting the early leaders smash themselves up on
the counterbanked hairpin turns. He crept into third place when
a Jaguar in front of him swerved against an Alfa-Romeo, and the
two cars roared into a ploughed field. Raeder gunned for second
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— Jlpebeseu — nisl HogUUKO6. B TEIEKOMITAaHUH ATO KaK YTO-
TO THIa KOMUCCHH. JIBOMM, caMbIM CIIOCOOHBIM, JaéM BO3MOX-
HOCTB T0OBIBaTh B [//oke. TaM-M yKe KyII TIOOITY THMEH.

— 1 ciprman, cop.

— A cnpasuuibest ¢ [llokom, Hy-M, TOIia CBETUT YTO-TO CO-
nmaHoe. Konve Henmyna, Puck — Oynopaxar Bce LTarel, u mia-
TUM-M 3@ HUX YyBCTBUTENBHO. A TaM-M. Tam yxe rpsanér Benukunit
UYac. Ho BbIcOTa pbIKKa 3aBUCHT JIMIIBL OT TBOEH TOJTUYKOBOW HOTH.

— Byny BeIIphIruBaTh U3 Koxku! — oTuekaHua Painap.

MynsH Ha MHT HOIEpXHYICA. M MOuTH MOIMTBEHHO IIPOU3-
Héc: «CMOXKelIb, €CNU 3aOMHHUIIb: Thl — HApoo. A Hapoo cro-
co0eH Ha BCE».

Ton mucTapa MynsiHa Ha cekyHay noBepr /kuma B couyB-
CTBHE: cMyIIasi QU3MOHOMHUS, JIyNaThlid, BOJIOCAT HE B MEpY, HY,
BHUJTHO, YTO JIO HAPOOAd He NOTATHUBACT.

VYrnapuiau o pykam. OH pa3MamucTo IMOIUcaIcs U 0CBOOO-
nmn Jlxeit bu Cu OT OTBETCTBEHHOCTH, HA CITy4aid, €CIIH JIUIINAT-
Csl JKU3HM, paccy/ka MM IOJIyYUT yBEYbe B XOZAE COCTS3aHUIL.
U cxpermn emé Oymary: npucoenunmics kK Kousenmuu. C dop-
MAaJIbHOCTSIMU HOPEILIIIIH.

Uepes Tpu HefeNu OH HOSIBUICS B /[pebe3eax.

ITocne oruéra 00 aBTOrOHKAX B Kajp BILYCTHJIM HENPOdU.
MolHble aMepUKaHCKHE U eBpolelickue Oonuapl 3arIoTUIN
JOOPOBOJIBIIEB U B3pEBENIM HAa CTapTe IOJIOBOJIOMHOM TPacChl.
Poiigopa ot sKyTH 3aTpscio, U OH BIWICS B pyib «Ma3zsparty.
Brurouns nepenady /He Ty!/, pe3Ko copBaiCsl.

lonka BbIMIsAAENA KOLUIMApOM BBIXJIONOB M YaJISMIMX ILIHH.
Paiinspa HOCWIIO B XBOCTE, MOKA JMIEPHl KyBBIPKAIMCh Ha MO-
BopoTax. Ho korma 3axBaTWBIIMI JIeBBIA psf «Sryap» moamsit
1ozt ce0st poCKOIIHYI0 «Anb(ha-PoMa0» 1 0001X BBIIIBBIPHYIIO U3
UTPBI, OH MPOAOIDKII TPEThHM. 3a Tpu MuiH 10 ¢uanma!l 3a-
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place on the last three miles, but he couldn’t find passing room.
An S-curve almost took him, but he fought the car back on the
road, still holding third. Then the lead driver broke a crankshaft in
the final fifty yards, and Jim ended in second place.

He was now a thousand dollars ahead. He received four fan
letters, and a lady in Oshkosh sent him a pair of argyles. He was
invited to appear on Emergency.

Unlike the others, Emergency was not a competitiontype pro-
gramme. It stressed individual initiative. For the show, Raeder
was knocked out with a non-habit-forming narcotic. He awoke in
the cockpit of a small airplane, cruising on autopilot at ten thou-
sand feet. His fuel gauge showed nearly empty. He had no para-
chute. He was supposed to land the plane.

Of course, he had never flown before.

He experimented gingerly with the controls, remembe- ring
that last week’s participant had recovered consciousness in a sub-
ma-—rine, had opened the wrong valve, and had drowned.

Thousands of viewers watched spellbound as this average
man, a man just like themselves, struggled with the situation just
as they would do. Jim Raeder was them. Anything he could do,
they could do. He was representative of the people.

Raeder managed to bring the ship down in some semblance
of a landing. He flipped over a few times, but his seat belt held.
And the engine, contrary to expectation, did not burst into
flames.

He staggered out with two broken ribs, three thousand dollars,
and a chance, when he healed, to appear on Torero.

At last, a first-class thrill show! Torero paid ten thousand dol-
lars. All you had to do was kill a black Miura bull with a sword,
just like a real trained matador.
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Tpeneran maHc. M oH penraercs moOOPOTHCS 32 BTOPOE MECTO.
Ha 3meeBuHOM BHpaske MbITAeTCS MPOTUCHYTHCSA U UyTh HE BbI-
XOIMT 3a Kajp. Yaepxkancs. Tperbs no3unus. A Ha QUHHIIHON
psMOH y uzaepa neTut maryH. bunro! Jkum — BTOpoit.

Teicsiay o ommoxwmiI. YeThlpe MUChMa OT MOKJIOHHHIT COTpe-
JI €My Cep/Ilie, @ HOTH — Mapa BsA3aHbIX TeTP OT Takol cede Jieau
n3 Omkoma. Jlynry yTemmio npaBo nposiBUTses B [lloxe.

Illox oxa3zancst JEHCTBOM CO CBOCOOPA3HOW PEKUCCYPOIL.
31ech HE cocTsA3aIuCh. Palinapa, B uHTEpecax TenespuTeneii, Ha-
Kayasii 0e300MJHBIM, YTO HE BEAET K MPHUBBIKAHUIO, HAPKOTHKOM,
BPEMEHHO I10raCUBILUM co3HaHHe. OYHYJICs OH B KaOMHE aBUETKH,
uayueii Ha apronuiore. [Ipubopst npenoxxecu: Beicora— 3000
METpPOB, TOIUIMBO — Ha ucxoje. [Tapamnnor? Ero He oka3zanocs!

Paszymeercs, B unocracu nuiiora ObIBaTh HE JOBOAMIOCH.

OH omnaciiMBO TPOHYJI pblYard YIpaBiIeHUs, MOMHs, KaKk Ha
MPOIILION Hefene Kojuiera OOHapyKMI cedsi B MOABOIXHOMN JIOIKE,
3aMaHUKOBaJI, OTKPBIJI KUHI'CTOHBI ¥ OOJIBIIIE HE BCIUIBLIL.

Teicsian amMepuKaHIEB CIEIWIN, CJIOBHO IPHKJICEHHBIC, 3a
JKrMOM, TakuM k€ HOPMaJIbHBIM, YTO ¥ OHH, TapHeM. [leiicTBo-
BaBIIMUM TaK JKe, KaK, BEPOSITHO, U BCIkuid. OH ObUT BOTUIOIICHU-
eM ux BceX. CryCTKOM 4eJI0BEUECKOTO (hakmopd.

MokeT, mo3ToMy OH J00MJICS Mono0us mpusemieHus. Ma-
UIMHY JIMXOPAJMUIO O HEPOBHOCTH IOYBHI, U OHA MbITAJIACh BbI-
IUTIOHYTH €ro, HO MPUCTEKHOIN peMeHb He nonBén. W neurarens,
[I0YEMY-TO, HE BCIIBIXHYJI U HE Pa3JIeTesCsl.

13 kaOWHBI ac BBIBAIWIICS C ABYMs CIIOMaHHBIMH PEOpamH,
TpeMs THICSYaMU Ha CYETy W MMOTCHIMEH BBICTYIHTH B Koppuoe.
Bericuast siura! B Koppude miatat gecsathb Thicsiu. 3a Oe3enuiLy.
VYnapoM mimnaru Hajio YJIOKHUTh ObIKa, — KaKHUX JICJIA0T TOJIBKO B
Muype, — Kak HaCTOSILIEMY MaTaaopy.
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The fight was held in Madrid, since bullfighting was still ille-
gal in the United States. It was nationally televised.

Raeder had a good cuadrilla. They liked the big, slow-moving
American. The picadors really leaned into their lances, trying to
slow the bull for him. The banderilleros tried to run the beast off
his feet before driving in their banderillas. And the second mata-
dor, a mournful man from Algiceras, almost broke the bull’s neck
with fancy capework.

But when all was said and done it was Jim Raeder on the
sand, a red muleta clumsily gripped in his left hand, a sword in
his right, facing a ton of black, blood-streaked, wide-horned
bull.

Someone was shouting, “Try for the lung, hombre. Don’t be a
hero, stick him in the lung.” But Jim only knew what the technical
adviser in New York had told him: Aim with the sword and go in
over the horns.

Over he went. The sword bounced off bone, and the bull

tossed him over its back. He stood up, miraculously un-
gouged, took another sword and went over the horns again with
his eyes closed. The god who protects children and fools must
have been watching, for the sword slid like a needle through but-
ter, and the bull looked startled, stared at him unbelievingly, and
dropped like a deflated balloon.

They paid him ten thousand dollars, and his broken collar
bone healed in practically no time. He received twenty-three fan
letters, including a passionate invitation from a girl in Atlantic
City, which he ignored. And they asked him if he wanted to ap-
pear on another show.

He had lost some of his innocence. He was now fully aware
that he had been almost killed for pocket money. The big loot lay
ahead. Now he wanted to be almost killed for something worth
while.
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TpaHcaupoBaau Ha BCIO CTpaHy, Yepe3 ATIAHTHKY, U3 cepaLa
Wcnmanun. B Illtarax 6oit OBIKOB eI BHE 3aKOHA.

Poiinopy nanm dynecHyro CBUTY-KBaapuiblo. Ilukamopsl
Ha JIOmAAsAX YS3BIUIM ObIKa ITMKAMH, 4TOO OH HE pPHUHYICS
Ha YBaJbHA-aMEPHKAHLA. baHaepuibepoc BOH3aIM B XOJKY
4EPHOrO MOHCTpA APOTUKY, SIPS U 3aBOAS )KUBOTHOE. A MaTagop-
IyOnép, TOUHBIH, Kak XPOHOMETP, UyTh HE BRIBHXHYII OBIKY IIICIO,
MOHY’K/1as1 HACTUTaTh POTaMH Iyl MYJIETY.

Ho Bpemsi KBagpuibd MCTEKIO, a U3 IECOYHBIX 4YacoB
HaJIeK/bl BbIIaJIa MOCICAHAS YacTtuua, u oH, Jlxum Paiinop, ¢
MYJIETOH B JIEBOM pyKe M IINaroi — B MpaBoi, OCTalCs Ha apeHe
OJIUH, IPOTUB HAOBIYEHHON TOHHBI JUKOI'O MsCa.

Vike JOHOCHMIIOCH C TOPSYMM IHPEHEHCKUM aKICHTOM:
«[Iporkan emy nérkme, koBOoii! He BbInenbIBaiics, IBIPABB
nérkue!» Ho B ero ronose Bcé OpbIKalics HaCTOSATENbHBIA COBET
TEXHUYECKOIo KOHCYJIBTaHTa: aTaKyl uepes pora.

Uro JlxuMm n mertancs ucnonauTth. lllmara ornpysknHuna,
U OBIK LIBBIPHYI BO3OMHHUBILETO Marajopa uepe3 OyrpUCThId
xpeber. Ho TOT BOCcTanm, moaxBaTHi 3amacHylo INIary wu,
3aKMypuBIIHCh, Tomén Ba-Oank! JlomwkHo, ['ocmonb, onekyH
JIeTel ¥ FOPOAUBBIX, TOXKE CMOTPE TEeICLIOY, UOO KIMHOK YT
B IeJb, KaK MIVIa B Maclio. BbIk BeImyumiics, OyATo He Beps B
CITy4YMBIIIEECS, M OCEl, KaK MOPYEHBIH ANpIKalib.

CMenbuaKky BBILIATUNN JIECATh THICSY, U CIOMaHHAs KO-
yHIa cpociack B ABa cuéra. OH NOIy4Yui JBaLaTh TPU MUCbMA.
Cpenn HUX JKrydee IIPUMIalIeHe OT MPeeCTHULBI U3 ATIaHTHK-
Cutu, kouM npeHeOpér. Tenekomnanus cpaBUIach, XOUeT JIH OH
HOSIBUTBCS €IIE B KAKOM-JTHO0 1I0Y.

KoHeuHo, 3To ObUT YK€ HE TOT TEJIOK, IOACTABISBIINN XOJIKY,
4TOOBI €/1Ba 3apaboTaTh Ha KapMaHHbIE pacxoibl. bonbiras peida
mo6uT TrybuHy. W yk ecnu 1e3Th aKkyie B IMacTb — TO JIMIIb 3a
30JI0TBIM 3y0OM.
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So he appeared on Underwater Perils, sponsored by Fairla-
dy’s Soap. In face mask, respirator, weighted belt, flippers and
knife, he slipped into the warm waters of the Caribbean with four
other contestants, followed by a cage-protected camera crew. The
idea was to locate and bring up a treasure which the sponsor had
hidden there.

Mask diving isn’t especially hazardous. But the sponsor had
added some frills for public interest. The area was sown with gi-
ant clams, moray eels, sharks of several species, giant octopuses,
poison coral, and other dangers of the deep.

It was a stirring contest. A man from Florida found the treas-
ure in a deep crevice, but a moray eel found him. Another diver
took the treasure, and a shark took him. The brilliant blue-green
water became cloudy with blood, which photographed well on
colour TV. The treasure slipped to the bottom and Raeder plunged
after it, popping an eardrum in the process. He plucked it from the
coral, jettisoned his weighted belt and made for the surface. Thirty
feet from the top he had to fight another diver for the treasure.
They feinted back and forth with their knives. The man struck,
slashing Raeder across the chest. But Raeder, with the self-pos-
session of an old contestant, dropped his knife and tore the man’s
respirator out of his mouth.

That did it. Raeder surfaced, and presented the treasure at the
stand-by boat. It turned out to be a package of Fairlady’s Soap —
"THE GREATEST TREASURE OF ALL.”

That netted him twenty-two thousand dollars in cash
and prizes, and three hundred and eight fan Iletters,
and an interesting proposition from a girl in Macon, which
he seriously considered. He received free hospitalization for
his knife slash and burst eardrum, and injections for coral in-
fection.
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On BbIOpan nporpammy Konve om Henmyna. CrioHcopom
BoicTynana «brmaroBonnas Jlenm» — ¢upma-ponsBouTeNh
TyaJIeTHOIO MblIa. B Macke, ¢ akpajaHroM, jJacTaMu M HOXKOM
Poiinap OynTeixayncs B Témible Boabl Kapubdcekoro Mops. B kom-
MaHUH C HUM €IIE TPOe, TaK JKe yTHKeNEHHbIE 6aTIacTHBIMH T0-
sacamu. Hajuiesxano HaliTu n OAHATE KIaj.

[Torpysxenue neno He omacHoe. Ho crioHcop mposiBun 3a00Ty
0 3puTene. Y4acTOK HACeNWIN MypeHAaMU, MOIIHBIMUA OCBMHHO-
raMHy, pa3sHOKATUOEPHBIMU aKylIaMH, MOJUIFOCKAMHU U SIIOBUTHIMU
kopatamu. OnepaTopoB MOCAUIN B KICTKY.

U cocrasanue Hauanocs! HlycTpslii duopugen nepBbIM Ha-
LIynaJ UCKOMOE B PACILEINHE IOIBOIHOM CKalbl, HO €ro Hally-
nas ocbMuHOr Kitaz TyT e cuamnai Apyroif HbIpsUIBIIHK, HO TOTO
cuarnaina akyna. F3ympynHble BB OKpacHiIn Oypble obIaka, 4To
Kpaco4Ho nepeasal skpas. Kiazx ckonpsHyn BHU3, U Palinop Hbl-
PHYyJ BCIIE, OLlylas qaBjieHue B ymax. COKpOBHIIE OIIyCTHIOCH
cpean KopaiuoB. JKUM OGepekHO B3SUT €T0, OTCTETHYI MOSIC U TT0-
1IEN BBEIC. 32 METPOB IATh OT IIOBEPXHOCTH €TI0 YK€ KapayJIui
Kojiera. AKys0i BBICBEPKHYII HOXK, TOJIOCHYB Paiinspa no rpyau.
Ho JIxum, ¢ KHHXXaJIbHBIM CaMO00IaanneM npodhecCuOHAIBHO-
TO JIFOOUTENS, YBEPHYJICS U BBIIpaAJ U30 pTa coOpara AbIXaTelb-
HYIO TpYyOKy.

D10 pemuno aeno. Paiiasp BCIUIBLL U MOAHSIT HAJ CHHEH 3bI-
Obt0 mpeznmer cTpacteid. Ha skpaHe BO3HUKIIA yIIaKOBKA MbLIA U
tutp: UCTUHHOE COKPOBMUIIE JJIA1 BCEX!

Kpome 1jeHHBIX OJapKOB, IOy IPUHECHIO ABAALATh ABE ThI-
CsluM HAJMYHBIMU U TPHUCTa BoceMb nuceM. Cpeau HUX, OTHO
BECbMa 3aMaH4YHMBOE IIPEIOKEHHE OT AEBULBI U3 MbolikoHa, Hax
KOTOPBIM OH BCEPhE3 MOpasMbICIMI. 3a JedeHue mopesa, Oapa-
OaHHOI TIEPETIOHKH M KypC YKOJIOB MPOTHB KOPAIOBOH HHpeEK-
LMY HE B3sUTH HU IICHTA.
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But best of all. he was invited to appear on the biggest of the
thrill shows, The Prize of Peril.

And that was when the real trouble began....

The subway came to a stop, jolting him out of his reverie.
Raeder pushed back his hat and observed, across the aisle, a man
staring at him and whispering to a stout woman. Had they recog-
nized him?

He stood up as soon as the doors opened, and glanced at his
watch. He had five hours to go.

At the Manhasset station he stepped into a taxi and told the
driver to take him to New Salem.

“New Salem?” the driver asked, looking at him in the rear-vi-
sion mitror.

“That’s right.”

The driver snapped on his radio. “Fare to New Salem. Yep,
that’s right. New Salem.”

They drove off. Raeder frowned, wondering if it had been
a signal. It was perfectly usual for taxi drivers to report to their
dispatcher’s, of course. But something about the man’s voice....

“Let me off here,” Raeder said.

He paid the driver and began walking down a narrow country
road that curved through sparse woods. The trees were too small
and too widely separated for shelter. Raeder walked on, looking
for a place to hide.

There was a heavy truck approaching. He kept on walking,
pulling his hat low on his forehead. But as the truck drew near,
he heard a voice from the television set in his pocket. It cried,
“Watch out!”

He flung himself into the ditch. The truck careened past, nar-
rowly missing him, and screeched to a stop. The driver was shout-
ing, “There he goes! Shoot, Harry, shoot!”
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Ho camoe 1ieHHOE, — €ro Npu3HaIl NOAXOMAIMM Ul y4a-
CTUS B KpyIHEHIEM U3 BCEX TEJIELIOy.

VIMeHHO Torzla M HaYaJKCh €ro NEPesIpAri. ..

IToesn ocTaHOBUIICA, M BOCHOMUHAHUSA YIETY4MIUCh. Poiiasp
HPUIIOJHS TIOJS IUIANBI U 3aMETUJI, YTO MY)KYMHA HalpOTHB,
OecriepeMOHHO OypaBs €ro B3IVIAA0M, HIETTIeT YTO-TO Ha yXO CBO-
el MyXJI0# CIyTHHIIE. Y3HAIl €ro, 4To Ju?

Kak TosbK0 BEPH pa3ABUHYNIACH, P33P NOAHSAICS U B KOTO-
PBI yxe pa3 NIsHyI Ha cTpeiku. OCTanoch MATh 4acoB.

Ha cranumu MaHxaccaT IIMBITHYIT B TAKCH, KOPOTKO OPOCHUB:
«Hvio Canemp.

— Hbsro Canem? — nepecnpocui BOAUTEIb U IIPULLYPUIICH,
[VIss1 B 3€pKajIo 3aHEro BUIA.

— Touno.

TakcucT J10BKO Haxkajl KHOIIKY IIeperoBopHoii cssu: «Ilacca-
skup 10 Heto Canema. H-nac, touno. Hoio Canem».

Toexamn. Paiinsp mompaunern, rajgas, He OBIIO JIH 371€Ch Ka-
KOro-HHOYIb YCIOBHOTO 3HaKa. CBA3b C AUCIIETYEPOM /IS TAKCH-
CTOB — Je710 00br9HOe. Ho TOMBKO B romoce BOUTEINS YTO-TO. ..

— e, myume 3nech, — Opocui Paitmap.

PacnunaruBiince, OH 3aTOpONUIICS 10 U3BUIMCTON MPOCENOY-
HOU Jopore, Oeryiueil uepes )KUACHbKYIO POLIHILY, MOJIO/bIE Jie-
peBLia KOTOPOH s yKpBITHS He moaxoaunu. A Paiinspy Tak He
TEpIEI0Ch CXOPOHUTHCS MOHAAEKHEH.

M3-3a moBopoTa BBICYHYN HOC TSDKENBIA Ipy30BUK. Paiinop
YCKOPHII LT, HATSHYB ULy Ha 1a3a. Ho Tonpko Jiuib MaliHa
cTaya mojOupaThesl, KaK B KapMaHe 3aBepernall TelepHEMHIK:
«bepeaucev!»

Paiinsp mmerayn B kioBeT. Kpensick HabOK, CIIOBHO MPHHIO-
XHBAsICh, TPY30BHK IPOPHICKAI B KaKOM-TO METpe U, (BIPKHYB,
crain. Boxurens 3aopan: «Bon on! Crpemnstii, [appu».
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Bullets clipped leaves from the trees as Raeder sprinted into
the woods.

“Its happened again.” Mike Terry was saying, his voice
high-pitched with excitement. “I’m afraid Jim Raeder let himself
be lulled into a false sense of security. You can 't do that, Jim! Not
with your life at stake! Not with killers pursuing you! Be careful,
Jim, you still have four and a half hours to go!”

The driver was saying, “Claude, Harry, go around with the
truck. We got him boxed.”

“They've got you boxed, Jim Raeder!” Mike Terry cried.
“But they haven t got you yet! And you can thank Good Samari-
tan Susy Peters of twelve Elm Street, South Orange, New Jersey,
for that warning shout just when the truck was bearing down on
you. We'll have little Susy on stage in just a moment.... Look,
folks, our studio helicopter has arrived on the scene. Now you
can see Jim Raeder running, and the killers pursuing, surround-
ing him....”

Raeder ran through a hundred yards of woods and found him-
self on a concrete highway, with open woods beyond. One of the
killers was trotting through the woods behind him. The truck had
driven to a connecting road, and was now a mile away, coming
toward him.

A car was approaching from the other direction. Raeder ran
into the highway, waving frantically. The car came to a stop.

“Hurry!” cried the blond young woman driving it.

Raeder dived in. The woman made a U-turn on the highway.
A bullet smashed through the windscreen. She stamped on the
accelerator, almost running down the lone killer who stood in the
way.

The car surged away before the truck was within firing
range.

30

P»iinop moaxBaTHiICs M 3aIETIIS MEXK OCHHOK, KOTOPBIX TYT
K€ OCTPHUIVIN IO/l MaJIBYMKOB AaBTOMAaTHBIMU OYepeIsIMHL.

«Onamy! — wuroxun Maiik Tappu U3 TIIyOOKOro KapMmasa,
3arOoHsIsl CBOW BOJNHYIOIINH GapUTOH Ha BEPXHUH STaX JHAra3o-
Ha. — J{oicum dan cebs yoarokamo JIOJNCHOMY 4yscmay bezonac-
nocmu. Tax ne uepaiom! Koeoa na xapme scusznn! A 3a cnunoio
eonuue! Cnopoera! Ewé bonvuie uemoipéx uacos!»

— Kuton, I'appu, — KpHUKHYJ BOAUTENH, — OBICTPO B IPy30-
BuK! MBI ero 3anepiu.

«3anepnu! — nopxsarun Maiik Tappu. — Ho ne nacmuenu!
U bnazooapu [obpyio Camapumanxy Cysu [I>msapc — Bazosas
Annes 0senaoyamv, Caym Opunoac, Hvio [ocepcu, 3a camo-
OMBEPIHCEHHBIN KPUK NPEOYNPENCOCHUs 8 MOM CaMblil Mue, Ko2-
0a mebsi edéa He paszodasunu. CKOpo Mbl CMOdHCEM NO30PABUNb
manvuuxy Cysu 6 Haweil cmyouu... Cmompume, Opy3vs, Haul
6epmoném yoice Ha0 Mecmom coobimutl, U ecimb 603MONUCHOCHIb
non0do8aMbCS, KAK CACUMACTC KOTLYOY.

Poiigap, nmpobexaB METPOB CTO POIIMICH, O4yTHIICS Ha Oe-
TOHKE, 32 KOTOpOH 1110 Menkoiecke. OIUH U3 npecienoBaTenei
3arOHsUI €ro c3aau. [py30BHK TeM BpeMeHeM IIEN HaBCTpedy, 0
COEIMHUTENBHOI J0opore, B MUJIE OTCIOAA.

C npyroil cTOpoHbI OKa3aaach MaloNuTpaxka. Paimsp or-
JasiHHO 3aMaxaj Ha Gery. MallMHKa 3aTOpMO3HIIa.

— JKuBo! — ckomanyioBana OapbllIHs, CHJAEBIIAs 32 Py-
JIEM.

VipammuBare He npunuiocsk. biaonanaka sddextHo crenana
nonuieickuii passopot. IllambHas mymnst pommiia 1000Boe CTe-
KJI0. YBEpEHHO Ha)XKaB Ha Ta3, aMa30HKa eIBa He cImbia Hepac-
TOPOIHOTO TOJIOBOPE3a, MIEIIETO O MTaM.

U ymyanace, mpexae 4eM rpy30BUK MPUONU3UIICA HA PacCcTo-
SIHUE TIPULEITBHON CTPENBOBI.
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Raeder leaned back and shut his eyes tightly. The woman con-
centrated on her driving, watching for the truck in her rear-vision
mirror.

“It’s happened again!” cried Mike Terry, his voice ecstat-
ic. “Jim Raeder has been plucked again from the jaws of death,
thanks to Good Samaritan Janice Morrow of four three three Lex-
ington Avenue, New York City. Did you ever see anything like it,
folks? The way Miss Morrow drove through a fusillade of bullets
and plucked Jim Raeder from the mouth of doom! Later we’ll
interview Miss Morrow and get her reactions. Now, while Jim
Raeder speeds away — perhaps to safety, perhaps to further per-
il — we’ll have a short announcement from our sponsor. Don't
go away! Jim's got four hours and ten minutes until he’s safe,
anything can happen!”

“OK,” the girl said. “We’ve off the air now. Raeder, what in
the hell is the matter with you?”

“Eh?” Raeder asked. The girl was in her early twenties. She
looked efficient, attractive, untouchable. Raeder noticed that she
had good features, a trim figure. And he noticed that she seemed
angry.

“Miss,” he said, “I don’t know how to thank you for—"

“Talk straight,” Janice Morrow said. “I’'m no Good Samari-
tan. I’'m employed by the JBC network.”

“So the programme had me rescued!”

“Cleverly reasoned,” she said.

“But why?”

“Look, this is an expensive show, Raeder. We have to turn in
a good performance. If our rating slips, we’ll all be in the street
selling candy apples. And you aren’t co-operating.”

“What? Why?”
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Paiinap oOMsiK U 3akMypuiics. A cMa3iuBasi OJIOHAWHKA CO-
CPeOTOYHIACh Ha TOHKE, HE YIYCKasl U3 BULY TPY30BHK, YTO BCE
eIé MassarII B 3epKajle 3aJHEro BH/a.

«Onamy! — Oypnmn Maiik Toppr B KOMMEHTAaTOPCKOM JKC-
Tase. — BHosb Paiiosp evipsan u3 nacmu poxa, Ha 3mom pas
onazooaps Jloopou Camapumsnxe [icennuc Moppoy — Jlek-
cunemon Ae31i0, 0OuH-mpu-mpu, Hbro-l;lopk cumu! Hem, euoenu
66l UMo-HuOYO0b N0000HOoe?! B Kakom GenuKoienHom cmuie Mucc
Moppoy npobunace nod epadom nyiv u eblyapanana e2o u3 ceum-
yoguix obvamuil! Mol HenpemeHHo nONpocum o4apo8amenbHyo
mucc becempawue nooenumocs nepescusanusmu. M noxa Jicum
MUUM 30 20PU30OHM — K O€30NACHOCMU, UTU HABCMPEYY HOBbLM
yorcacam — ungopmayus om cnoucopa. He nepexnrouaiime! Cny-
YUmMbCs Modicem 6cély

— O’kif, — BBIIOXHYJIa aMa30HKa. — MEI He B adupe. Tak
Kakoro 4épra, Paiimap?

— 37?.. — m3ymmiics ToT. Ha Buj eif ObLIO JIeT 1Bajlarh ¢ He-
oombmmM. [IpuBnekarensHas, naxe s¢pdexTHas. 1 HenocTymHas.
IIpaBubHBIC YepTHI JHIA, BETUKOJICTTHO CI0XKeHa. PasrHeBaHHAsA
Ooruus.

— Mucc, — Havan on. — He 3Hato, kak Bac OJarofapurh. ..

— OcraBuMm yci0BHOCTH, — nepeduiia Jxennuc. — S Huka-
kast He CamapuTsiHKa, a ciayxkamas Jpxeit bu Cu.

— Tak menst cniacia nporpamma?!

— DKCTPaceHC, — CHIPOHM3HUPOBAJIa CBYIIIKA.

— Ho nouemy?...

— [oromy, uto 310 1m0y KOporoe. U nomkHo okynarbes. Ho
€CJIU er0 PEeHTHHT ynajaét, Mbl BCe MOWAEM Ha PHIHOK TOPTrOBaTh
JIeZICHIIaMU. A BBI HE CO-JICHICTBYETE.

— Yemy? [Touemy?...
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“Because you’re terrible,” the girl said bitterly. “You’re a flop,
a fiasco. Are you trying to commit suicide? Haven’t you learned
anything about survival?”

“I’m doing the best I can.”

“The Thompsons could have had you a dozen times by now.
We told them to take it easy, stretch it out. But it’s like shooting
a clay pigeon six feet tall. The Thompsons are co-operating, but
they can only fake so far. If I hadn’t come along, they’d have had
to kill you — air-time or not.”

Raeder stared at her, wondering how such a pretty girl could
talk that way. She glanced at him, then quickly looked back to
the road.

“Don’t give me that look!” she said. “You chose to risk your
life for money, buster. And plenty of money! You knew the score.
Don’t act like some innocent little grocer who finds the nasty
hoods are after him. That’s a different plot.”

“I know,” Raeder said.

“If you can’t live well, at least try to die well.”

“You don’t mean that,” Raeder said.

“Don’t be too sure.... You’ve got three hours and forty min-
utes until the end of the show. If you can stay alive, fine. The
boodle’s yours. But if you can’t, at least try to give them a run for
the money.”

Raeder nodded, staring intently at her.

“In a few moments we’re back on the air. I develop engine
trouble, let you off. The Thompsons go all out now. They kill you
when and if they can, as soon as they can. Understand?”

“Yes,” Raeder said. “If I make it, can I see you some
time?”

She bit her lip angrily. “Are you trying to kid me?”

“No. I"d like to see you again. May 1?”
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— IToToMy 4TO BBI yXKacCHBI, — IrOPHKO pe3IOMHpOBaia 6Oru-
Hi. — Bbl — mpoBan, ¢uacko. A Bl He camoyOwmiiia? Wi Tak
Hu4eMy U He HayqHIIHCh B O0ph0e 3a BBDKMBaHUE?

— CnpaBiA10Cch, KaKk MOTY.

— Tomricons! 1aBHO GBI Bac YIOXKWIH. Jla MBI UX IPOCHM He
Harerath. 1 BcE yxe Kak B cTpenbOe 1Mo TIHHSIHOHN e B YIIop.
Ho Tommcowns! co-aeiictytor. TanyT. [lo nmopsl. Eciau 051 Teneps
HE 5, OHU IIPOCTO BBIHYXKJICHBI ObLIM OBl OTIIPAaBUTH BaC TyAa, OT-
KyZa BO3BPAILAIOTCs TOJIBKO B BUIEO3AMNCH.

Poiinop BeITapamuics, He Bepsi, YTO 9Ta MpPesIeCTh CIOCOOHa
Ha Takue peud. OHa Opocuia B3niA Ha Jlxuma, 3aTeM 00epHY-
J1ach U OLIEHUJIA TIOJIOJKEHUE Ha IIOCCe.

1 ne cmorpu tak! I[TocTaBui >KkU3Hb IPOTUB JEHET, XOPOILIUX
JICHET, 3Ha4YMT, 3Hai 4Td 1o 4éMm. M He kopub HAMBHOIO JaBOY-
HHKa, 9TO MajaeT B 0OOMOPOK, YBHIEB 3a CITHHOH pakeTHpa. ITo
CIOJKET HE U3 HaIlleH IPOrpaMMbl.

— 3Haro, — chexuics Paimap.

— He ymeens KpacuBo HTb, TaK XOTb KPACUBO YMPH.

— OT0 He Ballli CJI0BA, — I'OPbKO YCMEXHYJICS JIABOUYHUK.

— U oTkyna Takas yBepeHHOCTH?.. Tak, O KOHILA LIOY
TpH 4aca COpoK MUHYT. CyMeellb BEIKUTh — MpenecTHO. Kym
TBOIl. A HET — J0CTaBb XOTh YJOBOJIBCTBUE TE€M, KTO PACKO-
HIEJIUIICS.

Poiinop kuBHYII, HEe cBOIS C HEE IVIas.

— Uepes napy MUHYT MbI B 3dupe. S 3amyckaro motop. Tebst
BeICakUBat0. Yomonaku Tomrcons! yxe BHe ceOi. OHM yOBIOT
TeOsI TIpU MIepBOi BO3MOXKHOCTH. XOTb 3TO Tebe MOHATHO?

— Ilonarno, — xuBHyn oH. — Hy, a ecnu BBIKpy4yCh, —
MOTaHIyeM KaK-HHOY/b?

Komreuka naparnnyna B3misgoM: — 3a A€BOUKY JIEPKUMIH?

— Her, npasna. CHOBa BCTPETUTHCS. .. MOXHO?
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She looked at him curiously. “I don’t know. Forget it. We’re
almost on. I think your best bet is the woods to the right.
Ready?”

“Yes. Where can I get in touch with you? Afterward, I
mean.”

“Oh, Raeder, you aren’t paying attention. Go through the
woods until you find a washed-out ravine. It isn’t much, but it’ll
give you some cover.”

“Where can I get in touch with you?” Raeder asked
again.

“I’m in the Manhattan telephone book.” She stopped the car.
“OK, Raeder, start running.”

He opened the door.

“Wait.” She leaned over and kissed him on the lips. “Good
luck, you idiot. Call me if you make it.”

And then he was on foot, running into the woods.

He ran through birch and pine, past an occasional splitlevel
house with staring faces at the big picture window. Some occu-
pant of those houses must have called the gang, for they were
close behind him when he reached the washed-out little ravine.
Those quiet, mannerly, law-abiding people didn’t want him to
escape, Raeder thought sadly. They wanted to see a killing. Or
perhaps they wanted to see him narrowly escape a killing.

It came to the same thing, really.

He entered the ravine, burrowed into the thick underbrush and
lay still. The Thompsons appeared on both ridges, moving slowly,
watching for any movement. Raeder held his breath as they came
parallel to him.

He heard the quick explosion of a revolver. But the killer had
only shot a squirrel. It squirmed for a moment, then lay still.
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B miazax e€ nporuyio mobomneitcTBo. — He 3Haw. OcraBuM.
MBs! noutn Ha Mecte. Kaxercs, necok crpaBa — JIydIuil Bapu-
ant. ['oroB?

— ToroB. I'me Tebs MoxHO Haiitu? Hy, motom, s uMmero B
BUJLY...

— Poiigsp, o1 He monsn? Ceifdac ecom HanpsIMUK, TTOKa
He ynpémbes B oBpaxkek. Kakoe-Hukakoe yoexume. TyT ps-
JIOM.

— I'ne Te0st MOXKHO HalTH? — He oOpalas Ha e€ cJIoBa, Mo-
BTOPHJI OH.

— B tenedonnoit kuure Maunxstrana. — Bexnaunnynu Top-
Mo3a. — O’kait, Paitdp, paccranuce.

OH pacnaxHyi IBepLy.

— IlocToii, — ¥ meperHyBIIUCh Yepe3 CIIUHKY, YMOKHYIIA B
ryOBl. — Y1auu, HeHOPMANbHBIN. BBIKpYTHIIECS, TO3BOHN.

Yepes MrHOBEHHE OH YK€ MYaJICs K JIECy.

OH Muajcs CKBO3b COCHOBO-OEPE3OBBIN JIeC, MUMO PEIKUX
MPUYY/UTUBBIX JIOMHKOB, U3 OKOH KOTOPBIX TOPENH JIFOOOIBITCTBOM
mia3a ux oourareneid. Kro-to u3 HUX yKe CTyKHYII €ro IpecieioBa-
TEJISIM, IOTOMY YTO T€ BEIPOCIIH 32 €r0 CIIMHOM, €/1Ba OH YCIIEeI FOPK-
HYTb B JIOIIMHY. OTH J0OPONOPSI0UYHBIE, TUXHUE, 3aKOHOIOCTYIL-
HBIE JIFOAM HE XOTAT ero criaceHusi. OHU JKealoT BUJIETh CMEPTh.
Wnu HaOmonaTh, Kak B 10CI€OHUI MOMEHN OH U30€XKUT eg.

Yro B 1100, 9TO 110 JI0Y, B CYIIHOCTH. ..

B oBpakke OH HBIPHYN B TYCTOH IOIJICCOK W OLCIICHEIN.
TOMITICOHBI CITyCKaJIMCh ¢ 00EUX CTOPOH OBpara, MEJUICHHO, TIPH-
CIlyIIMBAsACh K MajelIeMy LIopoxy. Paimsp, Korna oHM ¢ HUM
MOPaBHSJINCH, YK€ U HE JbIIIAIL.

Pazmancst kopoTkuii mucToneTHBIN Xyonok. [logcTpeneHHbIit
OENBYOHOK (BCETO JIUIB) CyTOPOKHO NEPHYIICS U 3aTHX.
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Lying in the underbrush, Raeder heard the studio helicopter
overhead. He wondered if any cameras were focused on him. It
was possible. And if someone were watching, perhaps some Good
Samaritan would help.

So looking upward, toward the helicopter, Raeder arranged
his face in a reverent expression, clasped his hands and prayed.
He prayed silently, for the audience didn’t like religious ostenta-
tion. But his lips moved. That was every man’s privilege.

And a real prayer was on his lips. Once, a lipreader in the au-
dience had detected a fugitive pretending to pray, but actually just
reciting multiplication tables. No help for that man!

Raeder finished his prayer. Glancing at his watch, he saw that
he had nearly two hours to go.

And he didn’t want to die! It wasn’t worth it, no matter how
much they paid! He must have been crazy, absolutely insane to
agree to such a thing....

But he knew that wasn’t true. And he remembered just how
sane he had been.

One week ago he had been on the Prize of Peril stage, blink-
ing in the spotlight, and Mike Terry had shaken his hand.

“Now, Mr. Raeder,” Terry had said solemnly, “do you under-
stand the rules of the game you are about to play?”

Raeder nodded.

“If you accept, Jim Raeder, you will be a hunted man for a
week. Killers will follow you, Jim. Trained killers, men wanted
by the law for other crimes, granted immunity for this single kill-
ing under the Voluntary Suicide Act. They will be trying to kill
you, Jim. Do you understand?”’

“I understand,” Raeder said. He also understood the two hun-
dred thousand dollars he would receive if he could live out the
week.
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W3 ykpbiTHs Paii19p ycublman Tpeck BUHTOB CTYIUIHOTO re-
JHMKONTepa Haf roaoBod. Mo3r 3acBepiuna MbICiIb, HE HalleJIeHa
1M Ha Hero kaMepa. Brnonne BepostHo. Hapon 3a sxpanoM cie-
1T, 1 J1o6peie CamMapuTsSHE BAPYT Ja IIOMOTYT.

Boszner mumo k mHeOy, Paiindp, ¢ TpenmeTHBIM BBIpaKEHHEM
BIEPUJICA B BEPTOIET M MOJIMTBEHHO CIOXKHI pykH. OH Momnmi-
csi 0e33By4HO, MO0 3pUTENb HE JIOOUT PENUTHO3HOH MOKa3yXH.
A ryObl meBenuinck. Kakaplil yeoBex UMeeT IpaBo.

W on peiictBuTenbHo Monuics. Pa3, ymeBIMii ynTarh 1o ry-
0aM 3puUTeNb, ONPEIEII, YTO MUILICHb IPUTBOPSAETCS, TIOBTOPSL
Tabnuiy yMHOXKeHHs. Hukakoil oMoy TakoMy 4eoBexy!

Monutsa okoH4eHa. I 1aHyB Ha nudep6aar, [>KUM OTMETHIL,
4TO OCTAETCs MEHbLIIE JIBYX YacOB.

U on xouer xuth! JIr000# LEHON, U HAIUIEBATh, CKOJIbKO
samtataT! JBUHYTHIM Hartyxo, mynak! Corjacutbes Ha Ta-
KYyIO0...

W 3nan, uro sykaBuT. IlomHs, Kak pacuéTinBO BCE IpHU-
HATL.

Henemro Ha3az Ha ClieHe B CTYIMH OH LIYPWJICS B JTydax IOIH-
TepoB, noka Maiik Tappu Tpsc emy pyky.

— Hrak, muctap Paiiasp, — TopkecTBeHHO Bo3miaman Tap-
PH, — OCO3HAETE JIU BbI IIPABUIIA MIPEACTOAILECH UTPhI?

Poiinop xuBHyI.

— A pa3 Tak, To Ha HEeJeJII0 Bl — uenosek-muuteHs. 1o Ba-
HieMy cjely HOIIYT JIOBIIbL, OIBITHBIC JOBLL, KOTOPBIX U CAMUX
npecienyroT 3a HecmbiBaeMble rpexu. [lo Konsenuuu o {oOpo-
BonbHOM CamoyOuiicTBe OHM CBOOOIHBI OT OTBETCTBEHHOCTH 32
BO3MOXHBIH JIeTanbHbIN ucxon. M GymyT craparbcs youTs mebs,
JkuM. DTO TIOHATHO?

— IlonstHo, — kuBHYN Paiipsp. JIBecTH ThICSU, B Cilydae
ycIiexa yepe3 HeZlelto, ObIIH TOXKE ITOHATHBIL.
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“I ask you, Jim Raeder. We force no man to play for stakes
of death.”

“I want to play,” Raeder said.

Mike Terry turned to the udience. “Ladies and gentlemen, I
have here a copy of an exhaustive psychological test which an
impartial psychological testing firm made on Jim Raeder at our
request. Copies will be sent to anyone who desires them for twen-
ty-five cents to cover the cost of mailing. The test shows that Jim
Raeder is sane, well-balanced, and fully responsible in every
way.” He turned to Raeder.

“Do you still want to enter the contest, Jim?”

“Yes, 1 do.”

“Very well!” cried Mike Terry. “Jim Raeder, meet your
would-be killers!”

The Thompson gang moved on stage, booed by the audi-
ence.

“Look at them, folks,” said Mike Terry, with undisguised
contempt. “Just look at them! Antisocial, thoroughly vicious,
completely amoral. These men have no code but the criminal’s
warped code, no honour but the honour of the cowardly hired
killer. They are doomed-men, doomed by our society which will
not sanction their activities for long, fated to an early and un-
glamorous death.”

The audience shouted enthusiastically.

“What have you to say, Claude Thompson?” Terry asked.

Claude, the spokesman of the Thompsons, stepped up to the mi-
crophone. He was a thin, clean-shaven man, conservatively dressed.

“I figure,” Claude Thompson said hoarsely, “I figure we’re no
worse than anybody. I mean, like soldiers in a war, they kill. And
look at the graft in government, and the unions. Everybody’s got
their graft.”
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— $1 cpammBato tedst, [xum Paiigsp. Mbl HUKOTO HE TSHEM
cuioii craBuTh Ha Kapty CmeptH.

— 51 nenato cTaBKy, — KUBHYJI Paiimop.

Maiix Tappu nosepHyncs K ayautopun: — Jlambl U rocrmo-
Ja, BOT KapTa obOcnenoBanus J[bxuma Paiinapa, mpoBeneHHOTO
HE3aBHCUMOH (HUpMOii IcixoTecToB. KadecTBeHHAs KOS TLTIOC
MOYTOBBIC M3ICPIKKU BBICBUIAECTCS M00oMy. JlanHOE 0OcnenoBa-
HUE ygocToBepseT, uto Jxum Palinsp HaxoauTes B 31paBoM yMe,
YPaBHOBEILICH U MOJHOCTBIO OTBEYAET 3a CBOM MocTynku. — OH
BHOBB IIOBEPHYJICS K Paiiaapy.

— BbI no-npexHeMy XOTHTE y4acTBOBaTb, JIxkum?

— Xouy.

— Otnununo! — Bekpuyan Maiik Toppu. — Jhxum Paiinop,
3HAKOMBTECh C BAaIIMMH BO3MOXKHBIMH yOuiiriamu!

Ha noauyMm noz pomnot 3aj1a NOAHMMAIIUCh FAHICTEPhI CeMei-
crBa ToMIICOH.

— Bsmsaute Ha HUX, — B Toppu ¢ ABHBIM IIpe3peHUEM. —
Bbl Tonbko B3msiHUTE! AconManbHble, KpaiiHe XKEeCTOKHUE, Jery-
MaHU3MpoBaBIIHecs. [ HUX HEeT KoJgeKca, KpoMe YPOIIHBOTO
KOZIEKca MPECTYIHMKA, HET 4eCTH, KPOME UYECTH BBICOKOOILIA-
quBeMOro Kuuiepa. OHM OCYXJICHBI, OCYX/CHBI HAlllUM 001I1e-
CTBOM, KOTOPO€ HE CTAHET JOJIr0 TePIeTh UX ASsHUs, — U o0pe-
YeHBI Ha CKOPBII U OeccllaBHbIN KOHELL.

Aynutopust BO30yxIEHHO 3allIeBe/INIAC.

— Yro ckaxere, Kiox Tomricon? — cunzomén Toppu.

Kiox, crimkep kirana ToMIICOHOB, IPHABHHYIICS K MUKPO(OHY.
JloTOBSI3BIIL, B OTYTIOXKEHHOM KOCTIOME, CHHE-BBIOPHTHIN I0HEII.

— Ilonararo, — XpuUIJI0BaTO Hayall OH, — I10JIArao, Mbl He
Xy’Ke HEKOTOPBIX. S MMeIo B B[y COJJAT, KOmMopble TOXKE BEllb
yOMBaIOT Ha BOifHE. A CMOTpHTE, Kak TPeOET MPaBUTEIBLCTBO H
Bce 9TH naptud. [la Bce rpedyT nox ceost.
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That was Thompson’s tenuous code. But how quickly, with
what precision, Mike Terry destroyed the killer’s rationalizations!
Terry’s questions pierced straight to the filthy soul of the man.

At the end of the interview Claude Thompson was perspir-
ing, mopping his face with a silk handkerchief and casting quick
glances at his men.

Mike Terry put a hand on Raeder’s shoulder. “Here is the man
who has agreed to become your victim — if you can catch him.”

“We’ll catch him,” Thompson said, his confidence return-
ing.

“Don’t be too sure,” said Terry. “Jim Raeder has fought
wild bulls —now he battles jackals. He’s an average man.
He’s the people — who mean ultimate doom to you and your
kind.”

“We’ll get him,” Thompson said.

“And one thing more,” Terry said, very softly. “Jim Raed-
er does not stand alone. The folks of America are for him.
Good Samaritans from all corners of our great nation stand
ready to assist him. Unarmed, defenceless, Jim Raeder can
count on the aid and good-heartedness of the people, whose
representative he is. So don’t be too sure, Claude Thompson!
The average men are for Jim Raeder — and there are a lot of
average men!”

Raeder thought about it, lying motionless in the underbrush.
Yes, the people had helped him. But they had helped the killers,
too.

A tremor ran through him. He had chosen, he reminded him-
self. He alone was responsible. The psychological test had proved
that.

And yet, how responsible were the psychologists who had
given him the test? How responsible was Mike Terry for offering
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JKankuit ToMmrcoHoBckui kojekce! M kak MOJHHEHOCHO, Kak
MeTko Maiik Tappu ompokuabiBait 6aHIUTCKYO JIorHKy! Ero Bo-
MPOCHI TaK ¥ OWJIM B CAMYIO CKBEPHY JIyIIIH YeJIOBEYECKOM.

K xonmy nysnu Kion TomricoH mokpbuics HcnapuHON H
JIMIIL OBICTPO KOCHJI HA CBOMX, YTHPASCh MIETKOBBIM HOCOBBIM
[JIATKOM.

Maiix Tappu omyctun cBoto fnanb Paiinapy Ha miedo. — Bor
YeJIOBEK, COMIACHBIN MACTh KEPTBOW — €CJIM CyMEeTe HACTUYb.

— Hacturuem, — otBercTBOBa) TOMIICOH € BO3Bpallaro-
LIAMCS arlJIOMOOM.
— BbI crone camoHanesHHbl, — npeaynpexaan Tappu. —

JIxum noBeprai IUMKUX OBIKOB, a Terepb UAET Ha makaios. [Ipo-
cToll mapeHs. Jlenyrar ot Hapooa — BBIHOCSILET0 OKOHYATEIb-
HBIIl IPUTOBOP BaM M BaM MOJO0OHBIM.

— 3aMO4YMM, — XMBIKHYJ1 TOMIICOH.

— U em€, — nobasisut Toppu coBceM depBuBo. — J[xum
Poiinop ve ogunok. 3a HuUM — amepukanibl. 1oopsie Camapu-
TSHE BCEX YTOJIKOB HaIlleH BEJMKOW HAIMK HAroToBe, 4TOO OKa-
3aTh €My MOJICPXKKY. Be30pyKHbIH, Oe33alMTHBIH OH MOXKET
paccuMThIBaTh Ha MOMOIIb U A0OPOCEPACYHOCTD HAPOOd, NPE/i-
CTaBHUTEJIEM KOTOPOTO M siBisieTcs. Tak 4yTo He OyabTe CTONb Cca-
MoHazesiHHbl, Kiton Tomnicon! 3a ero mieyamu npocToit jion — a
MIPOCTOMY JIFOZly HECTh uucia!

Poiiop nymain o6 atom, npurauBiIuch B Kycrax. [a, soou
nomoranu emy. Ho Te ke Jtoqu momorainy u ero npecieaonare-
JISIM.

Jlpoxs OynaBkamM Tpoiiiiack 3a MUBOpoT. OH caM caenal
BBIOOD, 0 €M cebe 1 HanomHMI. U cam 3a BcE B otBete. U neuxo-
JIOTHYECKHH TECT TOMY JJOKA3aTeIbCTBOM.

A BcE€ ke, HACKOJIBKO B OTBETE IICHXOJIOTH, TTO/IBEPTIINE €ro
npoBepke? Hackonmbko B otBeTe Maiik Tappu 3a TO, 4TO Tpeio-
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a poor man so much money? Society had woven the noose and
put it around his neck, and he was hanging himself with it, and
calling it free will.

Whose fault?

“Ahal!” someone cried.

Raeder looked up and saw a portly man standing near him.
The man wore a loud tweed jacket. He had binoculars around his
neck, and a cane in his hand.

“Mister,” Raeder whispered, “please don’t tell!”

“Hi!” shouted the portly man, pointing at Raeder with his
cane. “Here he is!”

A madman, thought Raeder. The damned fool must think he’s
playing Hare and Hounds.

“Right over here!” the man screamed.

Cursing, Raeder sprang to his feet and began running. He
came out of the ravine and saw a white building in the dis-
tance. He turned toward it. Behind him he could still hear the
man.

“That way, over there. Look, you fools, can’t you see him
yet?”

The killers were shooting again. Reader ran, stumbling over
uneven ground, past three children playing in a tree house.

“Here he is!” the children screamed. “Here he is!”

Raeder groaned and ran on. He reached the steps of the build-
ing, and saw that it was a church.

As he opened the door, a bullet struck him behind the right
kneecap.

He fell, and crawled inside the church.

The television set in his pocket was saying, “What a finish,
folks, what a finish! Reader’s been hit! He’s been hit, folks, he'’s
crawling now, he's in pain, but he hasn t given up! Not Jim Raeder!”
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JKHJT 000PBBIITY Takue NeHbru? OOIIECTBO CBUIIO TIETIIO U HAKH-
HYJIO €My Ha IIel0, @ OH caM e€ 3aTAruBajl, U BCE ITO HA3bIBACTCS
CBOOO/I0i1 BOJICU3BSBICHUS.

Kro BunoBar?

— Ara! — B030mMJI KTO-TO.

Paiinsp BCKHUHYN I1a3a M y3pen OCAHHUCTOTO IS0, 00TauéH-
HOTO B KPHYAILIETo BeTa nukak. Ha ero kopotkoii mee 6onran-
cs1 OMHOKIIb, @ MACHCTAas pyKa C)KUMaia TPOCTb.

— Muctap, — 3amenran Paiinsp, — momuure, paau bora!

— Xu! — 3aropiaHui TOJCTSIK, Thlya B Paimdpa Tpo-
cTbi0. — Bot on!

TponyTsiii, MenbkHynao y Poimopa. Ilpoxusiteiit GonBaH,
JIOJDKHO, PELIMIL, YTO 3ECh UTPAIOT B Ka3aKU-Pa300HHIKH.

— Cxkopelii crofa! — MCTOIIHO 3Bajia TylIa.

Yeprbixasce, Paiinap noxxearuiics u nmodexan. OH BbUICTEI
W3 OBpaXKKa M Pa3In4m Ha HEKOTOPOM PACCTOSHUH OCIyro Io-
ctpoiiky. Horu moBepHynu Tyaa. A 3a CIHHON BCE HECINCH BOTUIH
TOJICTOKOXKETO.

— Tyna, na BoH xe oH! BoH Tam, nypausé, HeyXesIu He BU-
nure?!

CHoBa Hauanach nans0a. Lemssacs 3a kouku, Paiindp yeca-
HyJI MUMO J€p€eBa, Ha KOTOPOM yTHE3[IUIach CTaliKa PeOsSTHH.

— Bort on! — 3aopanu netu. — Bot on!

3amMblyaB, nobexan jaiblie. Baneren no crynenbkam cTpoe-
HUSI, OKa3aBLIETOCS LIEPKBYILKOM.

PBanyn 1Bepb, ¥ B TOT e MUI IIyJsl BIIMJIACH B IPaBoOe KO-
JIEHO.

OH pyXxHYJI U uepe3 HOPOr LIEPKBHU YKE BIIOJI3aI.

TenenpréMHUK B KapMaHe paspsBaics: «Kakoii ¢unan, opy-
3bs1, Kakoul punan! Paiidspa panuno! [pysvs, on panen, u ynonsaem,
npesozmoeast bonw, Ho on He coancs! Tonvko ne [ocum Patioap!»
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Raeder lay in the aisle near the altar. He could hear a child’s
eager voice saying, “He went in there, Mr. Thompson. Hurry, you
can still catch him!”

Wasn’t a church considered a sanctuary, Raeder wondered.

Then the door was flung open, and Raeder realized that the
custom was no longer observed. He gathered himself together and
crawled past the altar, out the back door of the church.

He was in an old graveyard. He crawled past crosses and
stars, past slabs of marble and granite, past stone tombs and rude
wooden markers. A bullet exploded on a tombstone near his head,
showering him with fragments. He crawled to the edge of an open
grave.

They had deceived him, he thought. All of those nice aver-
age normal people. Hadn’t they said he was their representative?
Hadn’t they sworn to protect their own? But no, they loathed him.
Why hadn’t he seen it? Their hero was the cold, blank-eyed gun-
man, Thompson, Capone, Billy the Kid, Young Lochinvar, El Cid,
Cuchulain, the man without human hopes or feares. They wor-
shipped him, that dead, implacable robot gunman, and lusted to
feel his foot in their face.

Raeder tried to move, and slid helplessly into the open
grave.

He lay on his back, looking at the blue sky. Presently a black
silhouette loomed above him, blotting out the sky.

Metal twinkled. The silhouette slowly took aim.

And Raeder gave up all hope forever.

“WAIT, THOMPSON!” roared the amplified voice of Mike
Terry.

The revolver wavered.

“It is one second past five o’clock! The week is up! JIM
RAEDER HAS WON!”
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Poiinap nexan B Hede y anraps. Jlo ciyxa moHEccs BO30yxk-
JEHHBIN 1eTckuii ronocok: «OH Tam, MucTap Tomrcon. Bl ycrne-
eTe nonmars ero!»

Pa3zBe 1iepkoBb He cunTaeTCS YOSKHUIIEM, TOTYMaOCh EMY.

JIBepb pacnaxHysiach, U PaWadp MOHsII, 4TO 00BIYAH yiKe HE
cBsT. COOpaBIINCH C TIOCIETHUMHE CHIIAaMH, OH TIPOIION3 32 alTaphb
1 BBIBAJIWJICS U3 LIEPKBH 110 CTYNEHbKaM YEPHOTO XO/a.

W oxazancs Ha CTapeHbKOM LepKOBHOM morocte. OH mom3
MEX KPEeCTOB U 3BE3l, MEX TPAaHUTHBIX U MPAMOPHBIX ILINT,
Mpa4yHbIX HAaArpoOMi U TEMHBIX AepeBAHHbIX TaOmuuek. Ilyms,
YTOZlUB B MOTWJIbHBIH KaMEHb HaJl TOJIOBOU, OpBI3HYIA KPOILIKOH.
OH 04yTHUICS y Kpasi TOTOBOHU SIMBL.

JloBymika, menbkHyio y Hero. OTpbiTas coo01a BCEMH TH-
MH CJIaBHBIMH, IPOCTBIMH U JOOPBIMH JIOABMH. Pa3Be He mpo-
BO3IVIAIICHO, YTO OH WX mpexacraBurens? M He obemana emy
TOp>KECTBEHHO ux 3amura? Jla Her xe, ero HeHaBuaenu. Kak oH
910 He MOoHwT? MX mneanm — Oe3mMymIHBIH, ¢ PHIOBHM B3IISLIOM
Iymery0, — TyMaHOHJ, 0e3 4eJIOBEYEeCKUX HaIeXkI M CTPAaXOB.
Emy, MepTBely 1 MEXaHH4ECKOMY yOUiille, OHU MOKJIOHSIOTCS U
KaXKIyT HOCUTh I1€YaTh €T0 MIOAKOBBI Ha CBOEM YeTIe.

Poiiop nomneitancs nepeMecTUThCs U OECIIOMOIIIHO CheXall B
OTBEPCTYIO MOTHITY.

OH nexal Ha CIMHE U CMOTpEIl B CUHee Hebo, OTKy[a uepe3
MI'HOBEHUE HaBUC YE€pHBII cuiydT. CBepkHyna MoinHus. Purypa
MEJUIEHHO TPUILIEIHIIACK.

Pacrasina nocnenuss Hagexna.

— CTOHUTE, TOMIICOH! — miporpeMen 4epe3 yCHIATEIN
rosnoc Maiika Tappu.

PeonbBep npornyi.

— Oona cexynoa wecmozo! Hedens ucmexna! JOKUM POH-
JIOP BBIUT'PAJI!!
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There was a pandemonium of cheering from the studio au-
dience.

The Thompson gang, gathered around the grave, looked sul-
len.

“Hes won, friends, hes won!” Mike Terry cried. “Look,
look on your screen! The police have arrived, they 're taking the
Thompsons away from their victim — the victim they could not
kill. And all this is thanks to you, Good Samaritans of America.
Look folks, tender hands are lifting Jim Raeder from the open
grave that was his final refuge. Good Samaritan Janice Morrow
is there. Could this be the beginning of a romance? Jim seems to
have fainted, friends, they're giving him a stimulant. He's won
two hundred thousand dollars! Now we’ll have a few words from
Jim Raeder!”

There was a short silence.

“That'’s odd,” said Mike Terry. “Folks, I'm afraid we can't
hear from Jim just now. The doctors are examining him. Just one
moment...."

There was a silence. Mike Terry wiped his forehead and
smiled.

“It’s the strain, folks, the terrible strain. The doctor tells
me.... Well, folks, Jim Raeder is temporarily not himself. But
its only temporary! JBC is hiring the best psychiatrists and
psychoanalysts in the country. We're going to do everything
humanly possible for this gallant boy. And entirely at our own
expense.”

Mike Terry glanced at the studio clock. “ Well, it's about time
to sign off, folks. Watch for the announcement of our next great
thrill show. And don't worry, I'm sure that very soon we’ll have
Jim Raeder back with us.”

Mike Terry smiled and winked at the audience. “He's bound
to get well, friends. After all, we’re all pulling for him!”
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[TyOnuka B cTyguu B30OpBajiachk B JIbSBOJBGCKOM IIPHUBET-
CTBHUH.

Knan ToMICOHOB MpauHBIM BEHKOM OKpPYXHJI OTBEPCTYIO
MOTHITY.

«On gviuepan, opyswvs, eviuepan! — Bockaunan Tappu. — He
nepexniouatimecs! ToMnconos ommackueaiom Om ux Jcepmebl,
oKazaewieticss um He no 3voam. U eécé 6nazodapsa eam, [obpuvie
Camapumsane Amepuxu. Cmompume, O0opoeue coomeyecmeeH-
HUKU, KaK 1ackogvle pyku noowumaiom [cuma Peiiospa uz mo-
2UTIbL, YMO Ccmana e2o nocieoHum npubesxcuwjem. Paoom Jobpas
camapumsnxka [owcenuc Moppoy. Mosxcem, smo nauanro pomana?
Kmo 3naem!.. I[loxoorce, [oicum 6 oomopoxe, Opy3vsi, u ceudac emy
6600sm cmumynaum. Ho 0eecmu moicsu y Heeo yoice 6 kapmare!
U cetivac []oicum Pa1idsp cradicem HAM NAPOUKY...»

ITocnenoana kOpoTKas maysa.

«Henonamuo... — Oypknyn Maiik Tappu. — /[py3es, 6orocs,
cetivac Ham He yoacmes ycaviuams [ocuma. On 8o eracmu me-
ouyunvl. Munymy...»

CHoBa nocieznoBana naysa. Maiik Toappu kocHyscsi cBoero
10a 1 HATSHYTO YIIBIOHYICS.

«[lepenanpsicenue, ysasicaemvie, HeMblCIUMOE NEPEHANPAdICE-
Hue. Bom mym epauu... /la! Ymo o, pysws, [ocum Paiiosp noka
umo 2de-mo... ne 6 ceoe. Ho nuwn noxa! Jceti Bu Cu compyonu-
yaem ¢ 6eOYWUMU NCUXUAMPAMYU U NCUXOAHATUMUKAMU CIMPAHbL.
s smoeo cumnamuuno2o napus Mbl coenaem 6cé, Umo moabKo 6
uenoseueckux cunax. Abconommo éce pacxoowl 3a Haut cuém!

Maiik Tappu 3bIPKHY Ha Yachl B CTYAUH.

— Veul, nocieonss munyma. Credume 3a npoepammoti nepe-
oau. Bnepeou ceepxzaxeamvisaiowee wioy! M 6yobme noxotinsi, s
6epio — oyenb ckopo [icum Patiosp k nam eepnémces. — Toppu
CBEPKHYI 3y6amu u noomMueHyl. — Y Heeo npocmo Hem 6vibopa.
Beow nam écem byoem e2o nedocmagamo.
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