
Mammoth Detective, March 1946 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

HE HUNG 

 TOO HIGH 
By BERNA MORRIS 

 
 

Nothing could induce Bill Rufus to go on a diet. . .  
until he was called on to catch a skinny crook 
 

HIEF or no Chief, the answer 
is—NO!” Detective Inspector 
William Rufus brought the 

flat of his hand down on the desk with a 
smack and his eyes were grim as he glared 
at the girl sitting across from him.  

Judith Haskell returned his glare with 
warm brown eyes that crinkled slightly at 
the corners. She pushed her bright hair 
back from her forehead and shrugged slim 
shoulders.  

“You were very nice to me about that 
accident the other day, and I—I thought 
that—” 

“Listen.” Rufus heaved himself to his 
feet. He placed his fists on the desk and 
leaned forward. He spoke slowly and 
distinctly. “All my life I’ve liked food. I 
enjoy food. I like to eat. And Chief or no 

Chief I’ll keep on eating!” He swung away 
from the desk and stood looking out of the 
window, fists balled behind his broad 
back. 

Judith gazed at his blue serge 
shoulders and shook her head slowly. She 
got to her feet. She sighed. 

“It’s just that last night when I was 
covering that civic dinner, I heard some 
very pointed remarks about—well, about 
our ‘overstuffed’ police force.”  

Rufus swirled. He placed a large hand 
over the spot where his third brass button 
used to be before he made plainclothes. He 
patted the spot. “Well—suppose I am 
fifteen or—or twenty pounds overweight. 
It’s all good and solid. And anyway, the 
Chief’s got no room to talk.” He turned 
back to the window. 
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“Mr. Rufus, if you would just 
cooperate, I guarantee that in two 
months—”  

Rufus’ face was growing beefy as he 
turned slowly and looked at her silently. 
He seemed to have difficulty in getting his 
words out. 

“Look.” He took a step forward. “You 
don’t seem to understand.” Another step. 
“I am not going to be your little guinea 
pig. I am not going on a diet and be 
written up in that lovely newspaper 
column of yours.” Another step and he 
brought his face close to Judith’s. “That 
nice column ‘Beauty with Judith’—’Read 
today how Inspector Rufus lost twenty 
pounds.’ That would be good publicity! A 
policeman in a beauty column!”  

“It’s not just a beauty column, it’s a 
health column.”  

“Well, I’m healthy and I’m going to 
stay that way.” His face was very close 
and Judith took a step backwards. 

“Last night, the Chief was very 
enthusiastic.” She smiled slightly. “I rather 
got the impression that he might order 
all—ah—overweight police force 
members to diet.”  

Rufus snorted. “No danger of that. It 
would include him. And anyway if they 
want my shield they can have it. I’ll keep 
my stomach.” 

 
FTER the girl had gone, Rufus sank 
slowly into his swivel chair. He tilted 

it back and propped his feet on a desk 
drawer. For a long while he sat rolling a 
pencil between his fingers. Then there was 
a sharp crack and the two halves of the 
pencil fell to the floor. His feet thudded 
down and from the drawer he drew a 
shaving mirror. Propping this against a 
book on the desk, he backed away until the 
mirror reflected a square portion of the 
midsection of his anatomy. 

Inspector Rufus gazed critically, his 

rusty bead tilted. Then he turned sideways; 
squatted down until his own blue eyes 
stared at him; then rose slowly, getting a 
traveling picture of his curving outline. 

He was thoughtful as he replaced the 
mirror. Then the drawer slammed shut and 
Rufus crushed his hat down over his ears. 

“Damn it, no! Not for her or any other 
woman!”  

He strode fiercely toward the door. 
It burst open in his face and Lieutenant 

Stringer pounced on him. 
“Say, Bill—you heard what’s 

happened?” 
Rufus glared suspiciously. 
“What?”  
“Steeplehead’s loose! Broke out this 

morning.”  
For an instant lean hard lines seamed 

Rufus’ face. 
“Any leads?”  
Stringer shook his head. “Nothing yet. 

Thought I better tell you. Steeplehead 
talked mighty big when you sent him up.”  

Rufus shrugged. “It was three years 
ago. That high-brow little burglar is 
thinking about me now. He’s got his mind 
on getting away.” He opened the door 
again and the two men went into the hall. 

“Thanks, anyway, for the—say,” 
Rufus stopped and looked at his friend. 
“You got on somebody else’s hat?”  

Stringer smiled and shook his head. 
The hat wobbled drunkenly. Rufus 
stretched out a big paw and lifted it 
gingerly.  He stared at the few strands of 
thin, streaked hair adorning Stringer’s 
head. 

“Jumping toadfish! What the hell 
happened to your hair?”  

Stringer snatched the hat that was 
dangling from Rufus’ fingers and looked 
ruefully at the big man. 

“You ain’t married are you, Bill?”  
Slowly Rufus shook his head, his eyes 

still fascinated by Stringer’s moth-eaten 
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dome. 
“I got enough trouble already.”  
“It’s a great life. I was painting the 

garage and two of the kids were helping—
see?” He sighed. “We got most of the 
paint out of my hair with turpentine, but 
there was a couple of spots we had to 
shave.” He sighed again. “Oh, well—it’ll 
grow out in a month or so. And like I said, 
it’s a great life, Bill. Say—how about you 
and that Haskell babe?” 

He looked at Rufus’ darkening face 
and shook his head. “No. I guess two red-
heads in one family would be one too 
many.”  

Rufus pulled his hat down farther and 
strode off. 

Stringer stared after him for a moment 
and then a half-smile flickered over his 
lips. 

 
HAT night, for some reason, Rufus 
didn’t enjoy his supper. Two small 

round potatoes stared up at him from a 
circle of roast beef gravy like two pale 
accusing eyes. He pushed his plate away, 
and stumped out of the boarding house. 

“Damned snub-nosed little redhead!”  
He lit a cigar, took a couple of draws 

from it and flung it in the gutter. Then he 
walked on with the steady methodical 
tread of the man who has pounded the 
beat. 

The city dulled and settled around him 
and it was close to midnight when he 
stopped and leaned against the high spiked 
fence of an old churchyard. This was the 
old part of town and warehouses and 
wholesale places had all but swallowed the 
small church and its tiny burying ground. 

Rufus started to light another cigar, 
then stopped. Something had brought him 
down to this section. This was where he 
had cornered Steeplehead three years ago. 
He shook his head. 

“Rufus, me lad, you’re slipping. No 

smart crook is going to head hell-for-
leather right back where he got nipped. 
That is—not unless he figures that we’d 
figure that he wouldn’t—and that little 
college professor—gone—bad is as smart 
as they come—”  

The big man moved quietly forward, 
sliding along the blank wall of a 
warehouse. He stopped at a door that 
showed a crack of pale light. The 
watchman’s cubby-hole was empty. 
Rufus’ face settled into hard lines as he 
looked about the little two-by-four room. 
A scrabbling noise came from the other 
side of the door that led into the 
warehouse itself. 

Rufus’ hands moved simultaneously. 
The left reached overhead and flicked off 
the small electric light and before the light 
vanished, a .38 had appeared in his right 
hand. 

For three silent minutes, Rufus waited. 
Nothing happened. The warehouse seemed 
dead and empty. Then there was a breath 
of sound on the other side of the door. 
Cautiously, Rufus stepped forward, turned 
the knob and inched the door open. Close 
to his feet there was a sound and his 
usually imperturbable heart leaped as 
something touched his ankle, clutched at it 
and then dropped limply away. A sobbing 
breath, like a groan came from the floor. 
Rufus found his small flashlight and in the 
wan circle of light saw the bloody face of 
the old night watchman. The man was 
struggling to his feet. 

Rufus helped him into the little office 
and sat him in the chair. 

“What happened, Pop?” 
The old man shook his head in 

bewilderment. “I don’t know—I don’t 
remember—I was just settin’ here and 
then—Blam!—I was out there on the 
floor—” He touched his head gingerly. 

“You just sit here, Pop. Take it easy. 
I’m going to have a look around—be right 
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back.” Rufus closed the door of the small 
room behind him and stood in the heavy 
blackness of the warehouse. The close, 
thick air seemed to press against his chest, 
made breathing difficult. 

He moved slowly forward in the 
darkness, feeling his way around the bales 
and boxes that cluttered the floor and 
which were stacked high on every side. 
Every few feet he would stop his silent 
progress and listen. All about him in the 
blackness there were small scurryings and 
scramperings and occasional squeaks. But 
when he had gone about half way across 
the wide floor, a heavy thud came from 
overhead and a muffled exclamation. 

 
UFUS risked a flash of his light and 
moved swiftly to the far wall. Three 

years ago there had been some rickety 
stairs—they were still there; still rickety. 
This was a one-story building and upstairs 
there was only a low loft. The stairs ended 
at a closed door. Rufus stowed his light in 
a pocket and pushed gently, on the door; 
inched it open. A dim glow crept in the 
widening crack. Rufus looked through the 
narrow line of light. The brightness was 
coming from behind a stack of boxes on 
the other side of the low room. He pushed 
the door inward and slid into the loft, 
closing the door behind him. In spite of his 
size he made no noise as he edged his way 
toward the light that was radiating from 
behind the boxes. 

Slipping the nose of the .38 around the 
edge of a box, Rufus eased forward until 
one corner of his eye could take in the 
scene in front of him. A big flashlight was 
sending a bright stream of light across the 
floor from its propped position on a box 
and in the middle of this puddle of light, a 
small figure was rocking back and forth. 
Both hands wrapped around one bare foot, 
the man was pouring forth a torrent of 
whispered curses. 

Rufus took in the jimmy and the 
overturned crate that had apparently 
thudded on the man’s toes. He looked 
again. The man had hobbled to his feet, 
trying the bare foot tentatively on the 
floor. Apparently it wasn’t broken for he 
put on his shoe and stood upright. Rufus 
saw the man’s face then. It was 
Steeplehead.  The wiry little Steeplehead 
picked up the jimmy again and looked 
ruefully down at his pants, craning his 
neck to get a posterior view. In falling, he 
had apparently caught them on a nail or a 
splinter because their rear was a ruin. 
Steeplehead shrugged philosophically and 
attacked the crate again. He thrust the 
jimmy under it and then heaved and 
cursed. Sweat coursed down his long thin 
face. 

“Need some help, Steeplehead?”  
Rufus kept the gun trained on the 

middle of Steeplehead’s back and stepped 
from behind his box. 

The little man froze, then slowly he 
straightened up, the jimmy hanging 
loosely in his limp hand. He was still 
facing away from Rufus and he turned his 
whole body, slowly, stiffly, as though 
reluctant to face what he knew was behind 
him. His bright, beady little eyes were 
brilliant points of reflected light. 

“William. My old friend William, the 
Red.” He pronounced it ‘Wil-yum’ and he 
grinned. 

“Yep, Steeplehead, it’s me.” Rufus 
stepped forward. “You know, Steeplehead, 
nobody has called me that since you went 
away. It’s a shame, but we got to do this 
all over again.” He reached for his 
handcuffs. But Steeplehead didn’t wait for 
the cuffs. He slung the jimmy—like a 
spear. And Rufus dodged as it went by his 
ear. The heavy iron banged into the box 
behind him and the flashlight rolled off 
and crashed on the floor. Rufus had time 
for one shot in the swift flicker of action. 

 R
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But he knew that he had missed. Because 
Steeplehead was laughing in the darkness. 

 
S HIS eyes grew accustomed to the 
blackness, Rufus searched the dark. 

He hadn’t moved from his position by the 
boxes and he knew that Steeplehead 
couldn’t get back to the stairs without 
passing him. Then from his right and 
overhead he heard a sound. A thin squeak 
of metal. And against the blackness of the 
warehouse roof he saw a lighter square of 
grayness. The late moon was coming up 
and the outside sky was lightening. A 
laugh floated down from the open 
ventilator. 

Rufus damned Steeplehead 
vehemently. The little squirt was already 
outside on the roof. No chance for a shot 
now. Rufus turned and then checked 
himself. From the roof Steeplehead had a 
choice of three or four different routes. If 
Rufus went back down the stairs, 
Steeplehead would be blocks away by the 
time he could make the circuit of the 
warehouse. He turned back. 

His small flashlight stabbed the 
darkness until he found the terrace of 
boxes that came close to the low roof. He 
was sweating and breathing hard by the 
time he had hauled himself to the top of 
the pile. The ventilator was still open. 
Steeplehead hadn’t stopped to close it. 

Rufus thrust his head and arms through 
and putting both hands down on the 
graveled roof, tried to haul himself 
through the opening. He struggled for a 
few minutes. Sweat was running down his 
collar and his lips were grim. He heaved 
and cursed but that place where the third 
brass button had formerly rested wouldn’t 
budge. He expelled a gusty breath. 

Well, no help for it. He would have to 
go back through the warehouse. He thrust 
himself downwards. 

A look of horror came into his eyes. 

He gave a stronger shove. Then something 
like a moan came from his lips.  

“Holy hell! I’m stuck!”  
His toes were barely touching the box 

under the skylight. His position was 
uncomfortable and rapidly becoming more 
so. 

For the next few moments he struggled 
violently; then lay panting with 
exhaustion. He was still stuck. 

“Need some help, William?” 
 

HE quiet voice came from behind 
him. Rufus craned his neck until his 

vertebra cracked and from the corner of 
his eye he could see Steeplehead sitting on 
the rooftop, both arms wrapped around his 
bony knees. 

The cloud-screened moon was giving a 
weak, pale light and Rufus searched 
frantically for his gun. In his struggle he 
had put it on the rooftop. Now his fingers 
searched the tarred gravel. Steeplehead 
had moved swiftly. One snake-like 
movement and the gun glinted in his 
skinny fingers. 

He toyed with it while Rufus watched 
grimly. Then Steeplehead sat down in 
front of him, sitting cross-legged like an 
Indian. He placed the gun on the roof, just 
beyond the reach of Rufus’ desperate 
fingers. 

“You know, William,” Steeplehead’s 
voice was sorrowful, “I didn’t want to say 
anything. But you know, you’ve put on a 
good bit of weight since the last time I saw 
you. I don’t think it’s becoming, William.”  

Rufus gritted his teeth. 
“Why didn’t you get away, 

Steeplehead, when you had the chance?”  
Steeplehead took a toothpick from his 

pocket and prodded at a back tooth. He 
threw the toothpick away and looked at 
Rufus. 

“I still got the chance, William. I will 
tell you, though, I was going. And then 

A 
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when I saw that you were—what shall we 
say, William—being detained, I thought I 
might as well come back and finish my 
job.”  

Rufus’ voice was edged steel. “What 
you hunting for down there? Is that where 
you cached that money from three years 
ago? That part we never found?”  

“That’s right, William. And I better be 
getting it too. No telling when you’ll 
wiggle loose from your—shall we say—
attachment.” Rufus struggled until blood 
pounded in his ears and his breaths were 
short stabs of torture. 

Steeplehead watched him then slowly 
shook his head. 

“Careful, William, you might bust 
something.”  

Rufus gasped. “I’ll—I’ll bust that 
scrawny neck of yours—if I ever get hold 
of you.” He followed this with some 
choice expletives. 

Steeplehead shook his head again and 
walked over to the next ventilator.  

“Tch. Tch. William, such language.”  
He gave a last sorrowful look at Rufus 

before he disappeared into the warehouse. 
There was a period of silence and then 

Rufus heard muffled sounds from below 
and fragments of off-key melody. 
Steeplehead was singing softly. The 
sounds ceased and Rufus thought that the 
little crook was gone. Then he heard 
sounds close under the roof and felt the 
tremor of the box on which he was 
standing. Steeplehead’s shrouded voice 
came up to him. 

“William, I hate to do this, but I do not 
like to be unmodest.” Soft snatches of 
muffled whistling came through the 
ventilator. “I must say I regret this, 
William, but you saw what happened to 
my pants.”  

Rufus felt a tugging at his serge 
trousers. Steeplehead was taking his pants! 
He kicked out violently, and had the 

satisfaction of hearing a yelp of pain from 
below. 

“William!” Steeplehead was stern. “If 
you continue this—this bucking—I shall 
take measures. Measures, William! I shall 
remove the box.” 

 
UFUS was on tiptoe already and the 
box was his one hope. He submitted 

quietly while Steeplehead tugged. The belt 
presented some difficulty, but the wiry 
little man finally pried it loose from where 
it was jammed in the ventilator. Hope ran 
through Rufus. The fit wasn’t quite so 
tight now. He wiggled tentatively.  

He felt a smart smack on that portion 
of his anatomy known as the back of his 
lap. Then Steeplehead was whistling 
again. The pants were finally removed. 

“Tch, tch, William. I must say. Such 
embodiment.” Rufus could hear him 
clucking his tongue and knew that he was 
shaking his head. “A little big, William. In 
fact kind of droopy.” Rufus felt another 
smart slap and the gay whistling started 
again. 

“So long, William. I’ll let the boys 
down at headquarters know where to find 
you.” 

“No!” It was a shriek of agony. Rufus 
beat his fists on the rooftop until his palms 
bled. He’d have to leave town. When he 
was found in this position, minus pants, he 
wouldn’t have to leave town. He’d be 
laughed out of it. 

He struggled. His whole body was wet 
with sweat. There was a tearing sound. 
Something gave way. For a few seconds 
Rufus didn’t know whether it was his coat 
or his ribs. But he was loose. Almost 
loose. He eased downward. He was free. 
Bruised and shaking he stood on top of the 
stack of boxes and breathed deeply. He 
started down. Steeplehead was only a few 
moments ahead of him. 

He stopped abruptly. His gun was still 

R
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on the rooftop. Still as far away as the 
stars. Rufus grunted. 

“I’ll kill him with my hands! My bare 
hands!”  

He pounded down the rickety stairs. 
The old watchman was sitting in his 

cubby-hole blinking at the open door. His 
mouth flew open as Rufus burst into the 
office. 

“Which way did he go? Quick!”  
His eyes on Rufus’ naked muscular 

legs, the man jerked a thumb toward the 
north; toward the old church. 

Rufus wasted no time on explanations. 
He thudded out of the door and swerved 
into the darkness. He panted forward 
doggedly. The old churchyard. 
Steeplehead would be taking a shortcut 
through the old cemetery.  

At the fence, Rufus stopped short, 
looked upward. He stood there swaying 
back, and forth, his eyes glued in 
fascination on a blob of darkness high on 
the fence. The small flashlight was 
uninjured and it sprang to life in his hands. 

The circle of light speared the small 
figure on the fence. Steeplehead had been 
on his way over the fence, but the loose 
rear of Rufus’ trousers had caught on one 
of the iron spikes. 

Steeplehead was hanging helpless, like 
a side of scrawny beef in a butcher shop. 

“Well, Steeplehead,” Rufus drew a 
deep breath. “Waiting for me?”  

Steeplehead sighed. “Yes, William. 
You might say I’m still—eh—hanging 
around.” 

 
HE next afternoon, Rufus was deeply 
engrossed in a book when his office 

door burst open. Stringer bounced into the 
room. 

“Say, Bill—I don’t know what all this 
is about you and Steeplehead—I’ve heard 
rumors—”  

Rufus slammed to his feet. “Has that 

little shrimp been talking?”  
Stringer shook his head. “Not to me. 

But if there’s anything you want kept 
quiet, you better get that Haskell babe 
away from him. I heard them laughing to 
beat hell. Brown popped in and they both 
clammed up. That red-headed babe of 
yours told Brown she was getting a feature 
story.”  

Rufus thudded one fist on the desk. 
“The little rat. I told him if he let out one 
peep I’d broadcast the story about how I 
got him. Yeah, and where he was, too.”  

Stringer looked at him thoughtfully. 
“Some day, Bill, let’s get drunk. I’d like to 
hear that story, too.”  

Rufus ignored him. He pounded the 
desk.  

“That snub-nosed red-head! That little 
brat!” He turned suddenly. “You help me 
out of this and I’ll tell you the whole story. 
But God help you if you spill it!”  

Stringer nodded eagerly. 
Rufus rushed on. “Does Judith—I 

mean Miss Haskell—does she know you?”  
Stringer shook his head. “I’ve seen her 

around, but I don’t think she’s even looked 
at me.”  

Rufus scratched the side of his jaw. 
“Well, listen, you get one of the boys to 
send her up here. After she comes in, you 
keep an ear against the corridor door.” He 
went on with further instructions. Stringer 
grinned and nodded his head. 

“Right.”  
A few moments later Judith Haskell 

entered the office. Rufus rose stiffly and 
greeted her with polite formality. 

Her brown eyes crinkled a question. 
“You wanted to see me?”  
“Yes.” Rufus was ambling back and 

forth rolling a pencil between his palms. 
He seemed embarrassed. “It’s about that—
that diet stuff you were talking about 
yesterday.”  

Judith laughed. “Mr. Brown must have 
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told you.” 
“Told me?” Rufus’ eyebrows shot up. 

“Told me—what?”  
“That I’ve been talking to 

Steeplehead.” Judith lounged back in her 
chair. “I came over for a feature story and 
they let me talk to Steeplehead. A very 
interesting character—Steeplehead.”  

Perspiration was ringing Rufus’ lips, 
but he was calm. 

“Yes, he is.” He agreed. 
“And he’s apparently quite fond of 

you—in a detached way.”  
Rufus waited. 
“You see, Steeplehead and I have 

agreed about one thing.”  
“Yes?”  
“He seems very concerned about your 

health.”  
“Indeed?”  
“And we both think it would be 

wonderful if you would go on a diet and 
lose about twenty pounds. And then I 
would do a column on you and it would do 
no end of good. I mean a lot of people 
would be inspired and—”  

“No!” Rufus thumped the desk. “A 
diet; yes. But the story—no!”  

“Mr. Rufus.” Judith rose and sauntered 
over to him. “Either I do a column or 
another one. A feature story about what 
really happened last night.” She thrust her 
impudent little face up towards him and 
smiled insultingly. “Take your choice.”  

“You brat!” Rufus pounded the desk. 
“You beautiful, red-headed, devilish little 
brat!” Rufus kept on thumping the desk 
and on the third thump there was a knock 
on the office door. 

“Come in!” Rufus roared. 
 

HE door burst open and Stringer 
came in the office. 

“Where’s that health-column dame? 
They told me at her office that she was 
over here!”   

Judith swirled, her chin lifting. 
“I’m Miss Haskell. What can I do for 

you?”  
Stringer advanced threateningly. 
“Do? Lady, you done enough!”  
Judith backed away from him. “What 

do you mean?”  
Stringer was enjoying himself 

enormously. He scowled fiercely. 
“Remember what you wrote a couple 

of weeks ago about taking care of the hair 
and preventing baldness. Well—look at 
this!” He snatched off his hat and thrust 
his denuded head in her face. He stabbed 
at his head with a forefinger. 

“See it? Well, that’s what happened 
when I followed your instructions. And 
used your shampoo. And your massage. 
See? He went towards her. “I’m going to 
sue the paper! I’m going to get damages! 
I’m—”  

“Bill!” It was a wail of anguish. 
Rufus advanced, clapped a hand on 

Stringer’s shoulder.  
“That’s enough of that kind of talk!” 

He pulled him toward the door. “Come 
along.” He thrust him outside, leaned back 
and spoke reassuringly. “I’ll take care of 
him.” 

Five minutes later he was back in the 
office. He closed the door softly and 
dusted his hands. 

Judith was sitting in his chair, her 
hands cupped around her cheeks. She 
looked up and her eyes were bright with 
tears. 

“Oh, Bill—what will I do? If this gets 
out—why nobody will—oh, it will ruin the 
column.” She shook her head. “I don’t 
understand it. I can’t understand it.” Her 
eyes pleaded with him. “Do you think he 
will sue? I’ll—I’ll lose my job.”  

Rufus went around the desk and took 
her hands in his. 

“Don’t worry about it, Ju—Judith. I 
took care of him. He won’t bother you any 
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more.”  
Her eyes were grateful. 
“That’s wonderful. Thank you—thank 

you, Bill.” She withdrew her hands. “I—
I’d better be going now.”  

Rufus smiled. “How about my 
instructions?”  

Her eyes questioned him.  
“My instructions—you know—the 

diet.”  
Her eyes grew bright. Crinkled again. 
“You mean, you’ll let me do the 

column anyway?”  
Rufus shook his head. “No column. I’ll 

diet, yes. But it’ll be a private diet. Just 
between me and my stomach.”  

Judith’s face fell. And then she became 
enthused again. She searched the desk for 
pencil and paper, started jotting down 
notes. 

“Now, let’s see—exercise, of course. 
How about a three mile walk tomorrow?” 

Rufus smiled. “If you go with me.”  

“And lunch, lean meat and lots of 
salad.”  

Rufus smiled again. “If you’ll eat it 
with me.”  

“And supper—”  
Rufus took the pencil and paper away 

from her. “It’s no use writing all that stuff 
down. I’ll never be able to remember it. 
I’m going to need a lot of supervision. 
Personal supervision. How about starting 
with a walk now?”  

Judith smiled and then nodded. 
Rufus got his hat. “But before we go, 

I’ve got to see Steeplehead.”  
Judith clutched his arm. “You won’t—

hurt him—I mean because he told me, will 
you? I really dragged it out of him.”  

Rufus laughed. “I ought to cram his 
teeth down his throat but I’ll probably kiss 
him instead. And anyhow I think 
Steeplehead should be the first to know 
that I’m on a diet.” 

 
 
 
 
 
 


