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THE DEADLY CIRCLE 
By CHARLES J. SULLIVAN 

Sometimes the Dead Come Back 

IKE HALPENY made an incongruous 
picture as he scurried down the grass-
grown road which crossed the Canadian 

boundary from New York. The road he was on had 
been made by loggers and trappers nearly a century 
ago. It had then lapsed into a deer trail until 
American prohibition opened it again as an 
excellent route for smugglers. It meandered 
through a rugged, almost primeval forest from the 
Adirondacks far into Canada. Mike Halpeny, a 
New York gunman, was hurrying along this road, a 
half-hour before sunset, dressed as he probably 
would have dressed for a stroll along Fifth Avenue, 
except that now he carried in his right hand a 
Winchester rifle of the latest model. This rifle was 
loaded and unlocked. 

Mike had parked his car a quarter of a mile 
back. 

Mike wanted to kill Jake Connti with one single 
shot. He knew old Jake fairly well. 

He walked another quarter of a mile before 
coming to the selected spot. It was a place where 
the road dipped abruptly into a narrow valley at the 
bottom of which was a gorge, a mere crack in the 
earth. The second-growth birch and spruce which 
crowded the old road elsewhere, here swayed back 
on both sides leaving a small open space which was 
covered with stunted shrubs and glacial rocks. 

“A cinch,” he grinned. “This is sure old Jake’s 
spot.” 

 
LD JAKE CONNTI, whom Mike was 
stalking, had a strange racket. He was a 

bootlegger who smuggled American alcohol into 
Canada, selling it there at a modest two hundred 
percent profit. He wasn’t a gunman, not even a 
gangster. In fact he was rather a respectable 
married man. His wife, Dolly, was much younger 
than he, and it was because of Dolly and a matter of 
several thousand dollars that Old Jake was now 
driving toward his death. Mike Halpeny had been a 
driver for Jake until a month before, when Jake had 
learned that the younger man had been stepping out 
with Dolly. Jake had led Mike into his warehouse 
and there had given him a most deliberate and 

exhaustive beating. 
Mike Halpeny looked strange kneeling there 

behind the tree roots. His suit was light blue, his 
socks and tie a still lighter blue, and his shirt was 
white with fine blue stripes. He wore low shoes of 
black and white leather. He crouched in silence, but 
his appearance seemed to make a clamor amid the 
dignified stillness of the forest. 

In a few minutes this stillness was rudely 
shattered by the noise of a motor. 

The big truck came into sight on the opposite 
crest. It lumbered down the short slope, then almost 
stopped as Jake changed gears at the log bridge. 
Jake was bending over the wheel staring down at 
the rough bridge. He had a half of a black cigar in 
his mouth, and was talking to himself in a 
grumbling sort of way common to lonely men. He 
had almost crossed the bridge and had changed 
gears when suddenly a small black hole appeared 
as if by magic right in the middle of his forehead. 

The truck acted as if it had been struck a vital 
blow. It lurched and went careening off the road. 
As it whirled to its side, Jake’s body went hurtling 
through the air, landed on the edge of the gorge and 
fell to the bottom. 

Mike was cursing. Twenty feet below him he 
could see the dead body of Jake sprawled 
comfortably against the far side of the narrow 
gully. Jake had fallen so that he was leaning against 
the wall; his left arm had caught on a snag of rock, 
and this held his hand in an odd beckoning gesture 
which was lost upon the unimaginative Mike. 

Mike had to run up the little valley nearly a 
hundred yards before he could get down to where 
Jake was, but once there the rest was easy. The roll 
of bills was in a chamois bag under Jake’s left arm. 
He rifled through these rapidly, grinned with 
satisfaction, then turned and ran up the gully. 

Now came the bright part of Mike’s plan. It 
really was Dolly’s idea. “Put the gun where it will 
never be found,” she had said. So when Mike 
crawled out of the gully he went straight into the 
woods. He roamed around, more or less aimlessly 
looking for a spot that would be easy to dig into. A 
little more than a hundred yards from the edge of 
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the woods he found a tiny open space carpeted with 
soft, rotted leaves. Using his hands and the rifle he 
dug down a foot or more and carefully buried the 
weapon. 

Then, flashing his light among the spectral 
trunks of the birches, he started to trot away. He 
wove back and forth among the trees, following the 
spot of light. In a little while he began to run. In 
less than five minutes he knew that he should have 
come to the road long ago. Well, the remedy was 
easy. He turned and ran the other way. It seemed to 
him that he ran that way for an hour. No road. He 
was becoming panicky. 

Mike Halpeny was a very smart young man, but 
he did not know that a human being cannot walk in 
a straight line unless he has something to guide him 
or unless he is walking on a market path, such as a 
city pavement. A man who doesn’t know enough to 
walk toward two selected objects, keeping them in 
line, will walk in a circle or change his direction at 
every feature of the ground. 

So Mike simply wandered. Once in the middle 
of the night he had sense enough to sit down and 
try to reason himself out of his position, but the 
more he thought the more frightened he became. 
He got up and started circling a tree and counting. 
At ten he halted and started to run madly in the 
direction he was facing. He ran until he was 
exhausted. At this time, though he didn’t know it, 

he was not twenty feet from the road and less than 
fifty from his car, but when he started again he 
went off at an angle to the right. After that he 
roamed at diverging angles and in steadily 
decreasing circles until dawn. 

 
UST at sunrise he came out of the woods into a 
little open space. He didn’t recognize the place, 

but just to be out of the woods was such a relief 
that he gave a hoarse cry and ran down the rough 
slope. Suddenly the ground seemed to open under 
him. He dove out headfirst into a rocky gorge. 

Hours later Mike Halpeny awoke with the hot 
sun beating down on his bare head. He was lying 
among small, blood-covered rocks. He tried to say, 
“Where am I?” but his lips wouldn’t move. He tried 
to move his legs, but though he could see them, it 
was as if they weren’t there at all. He couldn’t even 
move a foot. He found that he could move his head 
slowly. To the left stretched the bottom of a dry 
gulch, covered with rocks. He saw a white butterfly 
floating about idly. He moved his head slowly to 
the right. 

Within a few feet of him sat Jake Connti, his left 
arm still hanging to the snag and having that queer 
beckoning gesture. 

Mike Halpeny had traveled the inevitable circle 
of the lost. 
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