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When Death Strikes Hard in a Bloody Cock Pit
The sheriff launched himself just as a gun bellowed spiteful flame
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SHERIFF JIM VONNER had little stomach
for the job confronting him, but he had to see
it through. A quarter of a mile distant from
Sash Townsend’s Farm, he doused his
headlamps and shut off his ignition. Coasting
the rest of the way through darkness, he
signaled the two following cars, laden with
temporary deputies, to do likewise.
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The excited noises issuing from the big gray
Townsend barn effectively covered the lesser
sounds of the three-car motorcade’s arrival in the
farmyard. Sheriff Jim braked to a stop and turned to
Brod Townsend, the sullen and glowering man
beside him.

“You still want to go on with this, Brod?”
“I’m certain.” Brod’s voice was unpleasantly

nasal. “Otherwise, why do you think I swore out
the complaint?”

“But Sash is your brother.”
“He’s a lawbreaker!”
In the gloom, Brod’s lips seemed a thin, horny

slit, like the mouth of a snapping-turtle.
The sheriff sighed heavily from the depths of

his vast girth. There was scarcely a man in the
county he couldn’t call friend, and beyond doubt
the yelling crowd in Sash Townsend’s barn would
include plenty of Jim Vonner’s pinochle cronies
and fishing companions.

It was one thing to apprehend thieves and
murderers, but to arrest his intimates merely
because they patronized a sport frowned upon by
the statutes was something else again. Even more
personal was Sheriff Jim’s reluctance to take the
younger Townsend brother into custody.

“I don’t like it, Brod,” he said. “Strikes me
you’re packing a grudge because Evelyn got
engaged to Sash instead of you.”

“Let’s leave Evelyn’s name out of it. You’re the
sheriff, even if you are her father. There wasn’t
anything in your oath of office that said you
couldn’t arrest your future son-in-law, far as I can
remember.” Chuckling maliciously, Brod peered
into the tonneau at Ed Fabring, local justice of the
peace. “Hope you brought your law book along,
Ed.”

Fabring was shrunken and wizened, with a face
like a dried windfall apple, liver-blotched and
wrinkled.

“I’m ready to set up court and assess fines right
in the barn,” he answered.

“Fines, hell! Jail terms is what they deserve.”
“You wouldn’t tell me my business, would you,

Brod?” the J.P. inquired tartly.

ROD muttered a surly apology.
Sheriff Jim, hearing it, smiled to himself. It

wasn’t often that Brod Townsend apologized to
anybody, but this time he was dealing with a man
who held the mortgage on his acres. That made

quite a difference.
From the two other cars, seven deputies,

indiscriminately rounded up and sworn in at the
village, piled out. Jim Vonner unwedged his
corpulence from behind his steering wheel and led
his forces into the lantern-lighted barn.

His sortie possessed the virtue of complete
surprise. Of the twenty-five or thirty yelling men
grouped about the improvised cockpit, not a single
one noticed the sheriff’s advent. Their concerted
attention was riveted upon the battle taking place in
the center of the circular space where two
gamecocks, one a ruby-eyed Carolina Blue and the
other a symmetrically streamlined Whitehackle,
were locked in death-combat.

Their natural spurs augmented by attached steel
gaffs, like tapered needles, the cocks shuffled each
other in a blur of bloody motion. Suddenly, faster
than the eye could follow, the Whitehackle shifted,
fluttered high into the air and came down with his
gaffs flashing in the yellow light. Sharp metal
penetrated the Carolina Blue’s brain, and the fight
was finished. The Blue squawked once and
subsided into a quivering heap of ruffled feathers.
The Whitehackle crowed raucous triumph over his
kill.

“Sorry, boys,” Sheriff Jim said, “but you’re all
under arrest.”

Pit-fowl handlers, referee and startled audience
went abruptly silent. They were too surprised for
confusion, as every eye turned toward Jim Vonner
and his intruders. The sheriff made a wry grimace
of discomfort under this hostile scrutiny. From
somewhere in the crowd, an angry voice said:

“How come, Jim? This ain’t like you!”
It was Harley Eblen who spoke, Harley Eblen,

the sheriff’s partner on many a fishing and hunting
expedition. He was big and blond and ordinarily
easygoing. But truculent now, his blue eyes blazed
with unconcealed ire.

Sheriff Jim shrugged his fat shoulders.
“Don’t blame me, Harley. Cocking mains are

against the law. Squire Fabring, here, made out the
warrant.”

“Fabring, eh?” Eblen took a threatening step
toward the little J.P. “Why, you runty, sawed-off . . .”

Sheriff Jim interposed his bulk.
“No need to get hotheaded, Harley. It won’t do

any good.” He looked around. “Where’s Sash
Townsend?”

“He went out to get . . .” somebody started so
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say, but another voice, anonymous within the
crowd, shouted a warning.

“Shut up! Don’t tell ‘em anything!”
And Harley Eblen, taking this up, grinned

sourly. “Sash ain’t been here at all,” he interjected.
“He don’t know anything about our little party.”

That was a lie, of course. They were covering
up for Sash, since he would be the most culpable of
the group, having supplied his barn as a place for
the cocking main. Sheriff Jim’s full lips twitched in
appreciation of this quick loyalty. No matter what
else happened now, Sash was out of it. And a man
hates to be put to the embarrassment of arresting
his own daughter’s future husband.

D FABRING cleared his throat. “Reckon I
might as well open court here and now.

Somebody get me a box or something for a desk.”
“I will,” Harley Eblen volunteered, somewhat

surprisingly. There was a partitioned-off room at
the back of the barn, and Harley opened the rough
door and stepped into the gloom beyond. Chicken
sounds filtered from behind the board paneling,
then there was a silence that lasted too long.

“Maybe he skipped,” Brod Townsend muttered
nasally. “It’d be just like him.”

“Skipped?” Ed Fabring said. “He’d better not!
I’ll fine him for contempt!”

He scuttled to the door and went into the rear
room. Squawkings and wing-flutterings sounded
again, and Fabring’s voice yowled:

“Here, now! Stop that! Damnation! You, Harry
Eblen, where are you?” Overturned lumber
clattered.

“Trouble in there!” Brod Townsend grunted. He
leaped to the door, and shadows swallowed him.
Suddenly he was shouting: “Everybody come in
here quick! Bring a light! My God—”

Sheriff Jim hoisted his poundage onto a bench,
reached for a dangling kerosene lantern and
wrenched it down. Moving deceptively fast for all
his overweight, he gained the rear room and
plunged in.

He almost stumbled over Ed Fabring, writhing
on the floor. Blood was spurting from the little
J.P.’s wizened throat, where jugular vein and
carotid artery had been slashed open. He was still
alive, but no power on earth could keep him that
way, Jim Vonner ruefully realized. Blinking,
twisting, clawing spasmodically at his gashed
gullet, Fabring seemed to be trying to say

something, but the words wouldn’t come.
Vonner felt a little sick. He looked for Harley

Eblen but couldn’t see him. An open doorway gave
access to the outer darkness, mute testimony to
Eblen’s flight from the barn. Far back in a corner of
the room, beyond the strength of the light, Brod
Townsend was scrambling around among flimsy
wooden crates containing penned gamecocks,
cursing them bitterly.

At last he came forward, his lacerated hands
clenched about a profanely squawking Shawlneck
fighter.

“Look!” he panted, holding the fowl aloft before
the men who crowded and milled into the room.

On the floor, Ed Fabring stiffened convulsively,
a wet rattling noise in his throat, then the breath
reluctantly oozed out of him in a final gurgling
suspiration and he was still.

“Dead,” Sheriff Jim announced morosely. He
looked up at Brod Townsend. “What’s that you’ve
got?”

“A man-killer!” Brod answered. “Caught him
over behind the crates. Don’t know how he got
loose, but. . .”

The sheriff’s nostrils fluttered as he drew a deep
breath. “Man-killer?” he said. “Mean to say that
rooster cut Ed Fabring’s throat?”

“Must have. That was what we heard when Ed
started yelling. Look at these spurs.”

The Shawlneck was heeled with twin slasher
gaffs, each blade at least two-and-a-half inches
long. Flat and murderously honed to the sharpness
of surgical scalpels, the bright steel was still sticky
with blood. Somebody whispered audibly.

“That’s one of Sash’s birds! Meanest cock in
the county, too. Soon fly at you as look at you.
Reminds me of a case I read about, down in
Florida. Shawlneck cock killed his handler, clean
as a whistle!”

HERIFF JIM was silent a moment, digesting
this, adding it to what he knew. First, he

considered Sash Townsend’s absence, then Harley
Eblen’s flight, then the death of Ed Fabring at the
spurs of a cock belonging to Sash. The picture
wasn’t a pretty one, and parts of it seemed
somehow out of focus.

Very cautiously, while Brod held the fowl,
Sheriff Jim untied the wax cords that held the
slasher gaffs in place. He wrapped the red-stained
blades in a handkerchief and thrust them into the
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pocket of his short jacket.
“Pen that chicken up, Brod,” he ordered. “The

rest of you boys can go on home. There won’t be
any fines laid tonight”

“Can we take our gamecocks?”
“I guess so.”
“And you ain’t arrestin’ us, after all?”
“Not for chicken fighting when I’ve got a

murder on my hands,” the sheriff answered slowly.
“Murder!” Brod Townsend’s voice twanged

shrilly upward. “How can you call it murder?
You’re not accusing Sash of gaffing that rooster
and turning him loose to kill, are you? That’s crazy.
How could Sash know Squire Fabring’d be the one
who’d come in here and get it?”

Jim Vonner wagged his head from side to side,
heavily, in negation. It was funny, he thought, how
blood always turned out to be thicker than water
when the time came. Brod had been anxious
enough to see his brother arrested for running an
illegal cocking main, but when it came down to a
murder charge he was swift to leap to Sash’s
defense.

“I didn’t accuse Sash,” the sheriff answered
evenly. “Speaking of him, though, I think we’d
better see if we can find him.”

He turned to a deputy. “You run down to the
village and make arrangements for Doc Blayne and
the undertaker to come out here right away. The
rest of you boys better leave, too.”

Slowly, one by unwilling one, the gathering
melted off. Sheriff Jim found a blanket in one of
the horse stalls and used it to cover Ed Fabring’s
corpse. Then, with Brod Townsend at his heels, he
left the barn and went over to the neat little
farmhouse by the road.

There were no lights in any of the windows. The
sheriff knocked on the door, eliciting no response.

“Sash! Sash Townsend! Come out here!” he
called.

Again there was no answer.
He tried the door and found it unlocked, but a

search of the house revealed no trace of Sash
Townsend.

“Queer,” Sheriff Jim mused. “He ought to be
somewhere around. Unless those boys were telling
the truth that Sash didn’t know anything about the
main here tonight.”

“It might be,” Brod said.
“And yet somebody tied those slashers on that

Shawlneck and turned him loose in the little room.”

“How about Harley Eblen?” Brod muttered. “He
went in to get a box for a desk, remember. And
then he ran away.”

“We’ll go see Harley,” the sheriff agreed.
“Maybe we’ll find him home.”

They did find Harley Eblen home, over near the
next section line. He greeted his visitors warily.

“If you’re thinking you can confiscate my
gamecocks . . .”

“I figured that’s what happened,” Sheriff Jim
smiled. “You had some valuable roosters crate-
penned in the back room of Sash’s barn and you
didn’t want ‘em taken away from you, so you
grabbed the first handy excuse to go in there and
save ‘em. You carried the crates out the back door
while we thought you were looking for a box,
loaded em on your wagon and drove on home.”

“Maybe so, maybe not. Anyhow, you can’t
prove I had any cocks in that barn. Not now you
can’t.”

HE sheriff pursed his lips. “I’m not trying to
prove anything like that, Harley. I got more

important matters on my mind. I’m looking for the
man responsible for Ed Fabring’s death.”

“Fabring’s death!”
“No use pretending you don’t know about it!”

Brod Townsend said bitterly. “You tried to take a
poke at the squire when we first busted in on your
party. You were sore at him. You could have tied
those spurs on that rooster and turned him loose,
knowing Ed would come in looking for you.”

Harley Eblen blinked his bewilderment.
“What rooster you talking about? I don’t get it.”
Sheriff Jim explained tersely.
“A Shawlneck cut Ed’s throat with slasher

gaffs, Harley. Know anything about it?”
Eblen wasn’t angry, now. He was disturbed.
“Slashers? No, I don’t know a thing. You got to

believe me, Jim!”
“Well, then, what about Sash Townsend? Can

you tell me where he went?”
“You mean Sash is missin’!”
“I can’t seem to find him.”
“But—but he just went out to the house to get

some beer for the boys, a little before you showed
up.”

“So he was taking part in the main.”
Eblen reddened. “Guess I shouldn’t have said

that. But hell, Jim, Sash wouldn’t have no reason to
want to kill Ed Fabring! Besides, maybe the whole
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thing was an accident. That cock might have got
loose some way, and . . .”

“You might be right,” the sheriff sighed. “I
don’t know. But there don’t seem much more I can
do about it until I find Sash and ask him. Come
along, Brod. I’ll drive you home.”

Later, alone, Jim Vonner returned to Sash
Townsend’s place and saw that Fabring’s body had
been removed to the village mortuary. Nobody had
seen Sash Townsend. He seemed to have vanished
into thin air. Going home, the sheriff pondered this,
trying to establish a reason for Sash having run
away. The more he thought about it, the more it
seemed that there could be only one plausible
answer. And the answer troubled him, largely
because he was in no position to prove it.

He found Evelyn, his daughter waiting up for
him when he reached his house. She seemed
distraught, and her eyes were reddened as if she
might recently have been crying.

“Something wrong, honey?” he asked gently.
Lips tremulous, fingers plucking nervously at

her dress, she turned around and faced him.
“What happened at Sash’s place? Why should

he have to run away and hide?”
“So he’s been here,” Sheriff Jim said, his

inflection a statement of fact rather than a query.
Evelyn sucked in her breath, swiftly.
“I didn’t say he’d been here.”
“You didn’t have to, honey. But how else would

you have known anything happened out to his farm
unless he came here and told you? How else would
you know he’d run away?”

“Th-that still doesn’t answer my question,
Daddy. I want to know what trouble Sash is in.
Please tell me.”

Her moist eyes implored him as well as her
voice.

He debated his reply, realizing finally that
sooner or later she’d learn the truth anyhow.

“There was a murder,” he said. “Squire Fabring
was killed.”

“And—and you think Sash did it? Oh-h-h,
Daddy!”

E took her into his arms, soothingly, and his
own heart was disturbed. He knew how much

the girl thought of Sash Townsend, knew how
poignant her grief must be at the idea of her
sweetheart being involved in a killing. But
somehow, when he tried to give tongue to some

comforting word, he found himself inarticulate.
“There, there, honey. Don’t cry. You mustn’t

cry,” was all he could say. She pushed herself free
of him.

“I’m going to Sash. He needs me!” she cried.
“I wish you wouldn’t, Evelyn. It’s late. And

maybe I need you, too.”
“You!” Her lips curled bitterly. “You think Sash

is a murderer—just like all the others do.”
Her scorn hurt him, her contempt stung him to

the quick. His mouth twisted in a wry smile.
“I wish you’d trust me, honey. I want you to be

happy. You know that,” he murmured.
“Then clear Sash of this horrible charge! Prove

you want me to be happy!”
“I’ll try. It may take time, though. You see,

baby, there are certain things I’m not sure of, yet. A
lot depends on Sash himself. You wouldn’t be
willing to take me to him, would you?”

“So that you can arrest him? No!”
“Then promise me one thing. Promise me you

won’t see him yourself until I say it’s all right.”
She stared at him, dubiously.
“Why do you ask me that?”
“I can’t explain, honey. I’m just asking you to

trust me.”
At last, his daughter smiled wanly.
“All right, Daddy. I’ll do what you ask.”
“Thanks, baby.” He patted her cheek. “Now run

along to bed. It’s late.”
Long after she had gone upstairs, he remained in

the living room, pacing the floor, examining those
slasher gaffs that had brought death to Ed Fabring.
It was dawn before he finally took a nap on the
couch, a nap roiled by unpleasant dreams. The
fragrant redolence of coffee awakened him, and he
saw that it was morning. Evelyn was in the kitchen,
preparing breakfast. She seemed less fearful, less
upset, now that daylight had come.

The meal finished, Sheriff Jim arose to answer
the ringing of the telephone. It was Doc Blayne,
down in the village, informing him that the
coroner’s inquest over Ed Fabring’s body would be
held that afternoon.

“I’ll be on hand,” the sheriff said gravely. “And
I’ll have some things to say.”

When the time came, though, he found
difficulty in wording his testimony before the jury.
For one thing, every other witness—and they
included the men who had attended the cocking
main at Sash Townsend’s barn as well as the
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special deputies Sheriff Jim had taken with him on
the raid—stoutly maintained that Fabring’s death
must have been an accident. Harley Eblen was
loudest in this assertion, which was natural enough
when one considered how Harley might have had
an opportunity to attach those gaffs to the
Shawlneck’s spurs.

“The way I see it,” Harley said from the witness
chair, “that cock was bein’ readied for a match, and
somehow or other he got loose. Then, when the
squire went into that room, the bird flew at him.
Shawlnecks are vicious that way. It’s happened
before.”

UMBERING ponderously to the stand and
being sworn, the sheriff contradicted all that

had been said.
“We’re dealing with a plain case of murder, and

that’s the only verdict should be brought in. Murder
at the hands of a person or persons unknown.”

Doc Blayne peered at him over the tops of horn-
rimmed spectacles.

“Mind telling us how you arrive at that
conclusion, Jim?”

“I’d sooner not, but I will if you make me.”
“I think I’d better insist, Jim.”
The sheriff looked out over the faces that

thronged the little hearing room, witnesses and the
merely curious who packed the place from wall to
wall.

“There was an eyewitness,” he said at last.
“Eyewitness to what? To the tying of those

gaffs on the Shawlneck?”
“Something like that.”
“Who saw it?”
“Sash Townsend.”
“How do you know that, Jim?”
“Sash was at my place last night. He talked with

my girl.”
“You mean he told her he saw . . .”
“No,” Sheriff Jim interrupted quickly. “He

didn’t tell her what he saw. But he’ll tell me when I
find him.”

“You know where to look for him?”
“I think Evelyn knows where he is. She’ll lead

me to him when the time comes. Maybe tonight.”
The coroner excused Jim Vonner, then, and he

drove his car home. At once he started packing a
bag, unostentatiously slipping a revolver into it
before Evelyn saw what he was doing. It was dusk
when he came downstairs, carrying the suitcase.

His daughter widened her eyes.
“You’re going somewhere, Daddy?”
“For a day or two. Business. I won’t have time

for supper, honey. Sorry.” He hesitated.
“About that promise you made me,” he added.
“You mean—about seeing Sash?”
He nodded. “You can take it back, now.

Something tells me this trip I’m making will clear
him. You might tell him so if you want to.”

“Oh, Daddy!”
Her arms went around his thick neck, gratefully.

Her lips sweetly brushed his cheek.
He went out to the car, then, and drove away.

But he journeyed only as far as Harley Eblen’s
farm, reaching it with the coming of darkness.

“Got a job for you, Harley,” he said to the big,
yellow-haired man.

“What is it, Jim?”
“Can’t tell you. Just come along.” The sheriff

opened his bag and took out his revolver, jamming
it into his pocket as Harley Eblen’s eyes widened.
Then the two men set forth across Harley’s plowed
fields, heading back in the direction of Sheriff
Jim’s house.

It was a thirty minute walk. Nearing there, the
sheriff pointed to a bobbing lantern yellowly
pinpointing the darkness ahead as someone set out
from the house, moving toward the bottom lands
along Carp Creek.

“Evelyn,” Sheriff Jim whispered succinctly.
“Hurry. Don’t let her know she’s being followed.”

At a tangent whose angle would intersect with
the girl’s course, Jim Vonner and Harley Eblen
stole forward. The sheriff felt sure of himself now,
and his heart pounded with a curious admixture of
sensations—incipient triumph tinged with
something he realized was fear. He cast a narrow
glance at the man beside him.

“You got a gun, Harley?”
“No.”
“Here’s hoping you won’t need one. Come on,

now. Remember that old spring house down by the
creek? Sort of set against the bank, partly a cave,
like?”

“Yes.”
“That’s the place. Hurry. But no noise.”

HEIR feet silent in the soft, rich loam, they
reached the stream bank just as Evelyn,

swinging her lantern, neared the abandoned spring
house. Her voice called softly through the night,
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velvet against velvet.
“Sash. Sash, darling.”
A man came out of the spring house. At the

same moment, a shadow stirred in the alders to
Sheriff Jim’s left. The sheriff saw the glint of
metal, launched his bulk at the shadow and the
metallic glint just as a gun bellowed spiteful flame.

It was like a sledgehammer blow hitting him in
the ribs, pounding the breath out of his lungs,
searing his flesh like the sting of a red-hot hornet.
But the bullet couldn’t stop him. He smashed into
his quarry before a second shot could be fired.

“Got you, Brod Townsend!” he panted. “I
figured you’d follow my girl here and try to kill
your brother because he knew too much. That’s
why I said as much as I did, back at the inquest.
You were there, and you got scared. Looks like my
trap worked.”

White, snarling, helpless under the sheriff’s
smothering weight, Brod Townsend squalled nasal
curses.

“Let me up! I’ll kill the lot of you! Damn you!”
“You’re through killing,” Sheriff Jim said.
He cast a quick glance at his daughter in Sash

Townsend’s arms, over by the spring house, and at
Harley Eblen standing nearby, open-mouthed with
wonderment.

“You can’t prove I killed Ed Fabring!” Brod
wheeled.

“That’s almost a confession in itself, Brod. Not
that I need it, now. By trying to shoot Sash, you’ve
given your game away. Almost from the start, I
figured you were the murderer, but I couldn’t prove
it without some kind of a showdown. This is it.”

“You’re crazy!”
“Not quite, Brod. You see, I happen to know

Squire Fabring had a mortgage on your farm and
was going to foreclose. That gave you a motive for
murdering him. Once he was dead, his estate would
be tied up in court for quite a time. Long enough to
give you a chance to get some money together,
maybe, and satisfy the mortgage.”

“That’s a lie!”
Undisturbed, the sheriff rumbled on.
“You brought that charge against Sash and

forced me to raid his cocking main, knowing
Fabring would go along. You figured you’d get a
chance to kill him some time or other during the
commotion, and you had your murder method all
planned. You had a pair of slasher gaffs, and you
intended to sneak up behind him and cut his throat

on both sides, holding the gaffs in your hands.
“Then you’d tie the gaffs to a gamecock and

claim the whole thing was accidental. It worked out
just that way, too.”

“I never . . .”
“But you went wrong because you didn’t know

much about cockfighting, Brod. It so happens that
in the United States, slasher gaffs are never used.
Americans heel their birds with steel spurs, round
from socket to point, like needles. Slashers are sort
of like little knives, and the only places you find
‘em are in Mexico and Cuba and South America.

“You must have sent to Mexico for your pair,
most likely. We can check that later. Main thing is,
I smelled a rat as soon as I saw those slashers on
the Shawlneck. In fact, using a pair of ‘em was
another bad mistake you made.

“Slashers are never used in pairs. A gamecock’d
cut his own legs off if he was heeled with two of
the things. They just tie one onto his left spur when
they’re used at all. I been around enough mains to
know that much.”

ROD TOWNSEND’S eyes began to hold fear.
He mumbled something nobody could

understand.
“Seeing these things,” Sheriff Jim went on, “I

knew just how you killed Fabring. You followed
him into the little room, took him from behind, and
then went over into a dark corner and tied the gaffs
to that Shawlneck while yelling for the rest of us to
come in. But I couldn’t prove it.”

“You still can’t.” Brod Townsend sneered at the
sheriff.

“Wrong, Brod. When Sash ran away, I knew he
had a good reason. What was that reason, I asked
myself? And the answer was plain. He must’ve
looked into that back room, through the doorway,
just as you were cutting Fabring’s throat with your
slashers. Sash is your brother, and he’d sooner
leave the county than testify you into the noose, I
reckon. That way, he’s a lot different from you.

“I’ll admit you pretended to come to his defense
when I hinted he might be the guilty one, but that
was just to cover your own tracks. When the time
came, and you thought Sash had the goods on you,
you came here to shut his mouth with a bullet, just
as I thought you would.”

Sheriff Jim looked up at the younger Townsend.
“Now that you see what Brod would’ve done to
you, I reckon you won’t hesitate to tell what you
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saw, eh, Sash?”
Sash didn’t have to answer.

ELL with all of you!” Brod said. “I’ll take
a plea and maybe they’ll let me off with

life.”
“Good idea,” Sheriff Jim Vonner said, his voice

queerly weak.
His wounded side was hurting him, now that the

first shock had worn off. He was bleeding pretty
badly, too. He could feel it. He beckoned to Harley
Eblen.

“Better take over from here on out, Harley,” he
said.

Then he smiled at his daughter and Sash
Townsend. They made a nice-looking couple, all
right. He hoped he’d get out of the hospital in time
to attend the wedding.
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