
Popular Detective, September, 1952 

 
Galt knew he had risen from the cemetery’s 
earth. But he wasn’t sure he was a ghost! 

 
By HAROLD Q. MASUR 

 
HE COUNTERMAN was changing 
a filter in the coffee urn when the 
door silently opened and a cold 

wind brushed the back of his neck. He 
stood motionless, hand suspended in 
midair. Behind him a gaunt figure 
materialized out of the fog and moved 
awkwardly toward one of the stools. The 
figure seated himself soundlessly, pale-
eyed and unblinking, with a dank chilled 
aura hanging over him and threads of fog 
clinging to his matted hair. His lips barely 
moved to emit a quiet, toneless voice. 

“Hello, Abel. I’m hungry.” 
For a moment Abel Hunt did not 

move. His head was cocked, as if he were 

concentrating, not quite sure whether he 
had heard the voice or only imagined it. 
Then he turned, slowly and reluctantly, 
and forced himself to look at his visitor. 
He uttered an inarticulate cry and 
crouched back, staring like an idiot, rigid 
with fear, his eyes huge, his mouth agape, 
his cheeks rippling. 

John Galt blinked at him. “What is it, 
Abel? You look like you’re seeing a 
ghost.” 

The counterman sucked in a ragged 
breath and groped behind him along the 
counter. His hand found the long-bladed, 
saw-toothed, bone-handled knife. It 
glittered menacingly in the air, as he 
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brandished it aloft. He moved his jaws for 
a moment and the words, when they came, 
were squeaky with panic.  

“Don’t touch me, Mr. Galt. Don’t 
come near me.” His desperate, green-hued 
face was bathed in moisture. “Leave me 
alone. Get out, get out!”  

Abel Hunt had a reputation in town as 
a practical joker, but John Galt was not 
amused. The growling sensation in the pit 
of his stomach prevented it. He had 
become conscious of it only a short while 
ago, when he found himself wandering 
aimlessly in the fog, and had tentatively 
identified it as hunger, although that 
hardly seemed possible. Still, he could not 
remember when he had eaten last, which 
in itself was confusing. 

“All right, Abel,” he said sharply. “Cut 
it out and rustle up some food. Fried eggs 
and coffee.”  

It was no use. The alarm in the 
counterman’s eyes kept feeding itself and 
was visibly mounting. He held the knife 
between them, thrust out like a sword, and 
the breath clogged in his throat. He was 
edging backward, crablike, moving toward 
the kitchen door. Then, with a sudden 
muffled gasp, he whirled and burst 
through, deserting his own restaurant. 

John Galt sat puzzled for a moment. 
There seemed to be only one explanation. 
Abel Hunt must have suddenly lost his 
wits. It was all very confusing. Galt shook 
his head slowly, uncomprehendingly, and 
rose from the stool, straightening up with a 
creaking, awkward movement. 

Outside, the fog had wrapped itself 
around the town like a moldering shroud. 
The street lights were blurred and dim, the 
store fronts wavering and unreal and a 
little unfamiliar, too, for some reason, 
which puzzled John Galt, who had lived 
here all his life. 

 

UT THEN he was not himself 
tonight. His knees, for one thing—he 

could hardly bend them. The joints were 
tight, as if they had not been used for some 
time and had become atrophied or 
calcified and needed lubrication of some 
kind. It made him walk with the stiff-
legged movements of a robot. 

Something was wrong with his 
memory, too. Beyond that moment a short 
while ago, outside the diner, his mind was 
blank. It was hard to concentrate. His brain 
felt loosely anchored inside his skull. 
When he raised a hand to rub his forehead, 
it felt cold, and seemed to have a kind of 
gritty texture. He looked at his fingers. 
They were streaked with dirt, the 
fingernails black and discolored, as if he 
had been scrabbling and digging in the 
damp earth. 

Noticing his sleeve, he realized that he 
was dressed in his tuxedo. Formal clothes. 
He must have been to a party. Yes, that 
was it. A party. As usual, it must have led 
to an argument with Catherine, and he had 
probably driven off in a blind and reckless 
anger, pushing the big Daimler too fast 
over these twisting, treacherous roads, 
made suicidally dangerous by the fog. 

There must have been an accident. The 
car had probably left the road and hurtled 
against some immovable object. He 
explored his scalp and found a lump, just 
behind his left ear, matted and caked with 
blood. A concussion, probably. That 
would explain his loss of memory. 

Galt felt that he probably needed 
medical attention. At the least he should 
be home, lying in bed, not wandering the 
damp streets. Home. His lips twisted 
bitterly at the word, and he grimaced at the 
thought of facing Catherine. Everything 
that had been between them was over now, 
finished forever by his knowledge of her 
and Dr. Tomlin, ended by his demand last 
week for a divorce. 
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Galt’s teeth ached from clenching his 
jaws. Clifford Tomlin, the doctor and the 
healer, robber of other men’s wives and 
wrecker of homes. Angry veins stood out 
on Galt’s forehead. He had never liked 
Tomlin, not since that first day, a year ago, 
when the man had arrived in Bayview and 
started to practice.  

Still, Galt had little choice now. The 
town was hardly large enough to support 
one physician, let alone two. It created for 
Galt a dilemma. He needed Tomlin right 
now to cleanse the wound and sew it up, 
perhaps. His mind revolted at the idea, but 
there was, of course, no one else. Both 
men would have to cast their personal 
feelings aside like civilized people. 

Galt tried to hasten his step and almost 
stumbled. It was those damned knees of 
his. Their creaking stiffness served 
momentarily to sharpen a fragment of 
memory. Once before he had suffered the 
same discomfort—that time in New 
Guinea after the plane crash, when he’d 
injured his head and been laid up for days 
unconscious in a field hospital, in some 
kind of trance. He’d been a long time, 
afterward, learning how to walk again. 

A light was glowing in a window up 
ahead. He saw the neat black lettering 
when he came abreast: 

 
SAMUEL KNIGHT 

UNDERTAKER 
 
He paused, attracted for some reason, 

and drawn by some inexplicable 
compulsion, pressed close to peer inside. 
A frown contracted his brows. He stood 
there in the dark, wondering what the 
police force, in the person of Chief 
Garrick, was doing, prowling around. 
Peter Garrick, heavy-set, red-faced, slow-
moving, with his eyes cast down, was 
prying and searching, as if he hoped to 

find some kind of clue to something 
important. 

 
ALT was disturbed and troubled. The 
sight of the undertaker’s long, 

professionally mournful face scratched 
tantalizingly at his memory. There was 
something, he felt, that he should 
remember about Sam Knight. A fury of 
concentration wrinkled and squeezed 
Galt’s features, but it was no use. His 
mind remained blank. 

Dr. Tomlin’s office was just around 
the corner in a wide frame house, set back 
on a carefully tended lawn. There was a 
light burning in the living room. Tomlin 
was probably reading a medical journal, 
analyzing the human anatomy with the 
dispassionate eye of a mechanic studying 
the parts of an engine. 

With measured and deliberate steps 
Galt climbed to the porch and rang the 
bell. 

Footsteps approached, and the door 
opened at a cautious angle. Protuberant 
eyes in a thin, angular face crowned with 
colorless hair peered out into the night. 
Behind the woman a radio program could 
be plainly heard—an ominous laugh, eerie 
sound effects, a creaking hinge, and a 
banging shutter—one of those skin-
crawling suspense dramas that women like 
to listen to. 

“How do you do, Mrs. Burton,” Galt 
said. “Is the doctor in?”  

Dr. Tomlin’s housekeeper was staring 
at him out of dilated pupils. Terrified and 
numb, with the hair literally standing up 
from her head, she cowered back with a 
small animal cry, putting out her bony 
hands as if to ward him off. Her face, with 
the blood suddenly gone, was pinched and 
collapsed. She made no other sound, but 
fell unconscious to the floor in a loose 
spineless movement. 

G



POPULAR DETECTIVE 4

John Galt shook his head. Poor 
Hannah Burton. That fool radio program 
had worked her up to such a pitch that she 
must have imagined some ghostly 
apparition out here in the fog. 

He gathered her up, carried her to the 
living room, and stretched her out on the 
faded needlepoint sofa. 

“Dr. Tomlin,” he called out. “Hello, 
there. Is anyone home?”  

No answer, except the lonely echo of 
his own voice. He crossed the hall to the 
office and switched on the light. Against 
the wall stood a white enamel cabinet with 
its neat array of bottles and shining steel 
instruments. He found the smelling salts 
and brought the bottle back to Mrs. 
Burton, uncorked it, and held it under her 
bloodless nostrils. 

She twisted away and struggled up to a 
sitting position. Her eyes flickered open, 
dull and blank, and settled unseeingly on 
John Galt. 

“Are you all right now, Mrs. Burton?” 
he asked. “I must have given you quite a 
start.” 

Instant recognition dawned. For a 
moment she sat mute, her lips moving 
soundlessly, and then with an almost 
inaudible whimper, she toppled back 
again, going out like a snuffed candle. 

 
T WAS the damnedest thing, beyond 
Galt’s comprehension. He was sitting 

there, lost, when the radio suddenly caught 
his attention. The voice of the local 
newscaster broke in, hoarse and staccato 
with excitement. 

“We interrupt this program to bring 
you the latest bulletin. Flash! Abel Hunt, 
proprietor of the Acme Diner, has just 
reported the presence of John Galt on the 
streets of Bayview. Correction, ladies and 
gentlemen. Not John Galt but his ghost or 
his spirit or whatever it is that comes out 
of a man’s grave after he’s dead. 

“You all know that John Galt, leading 
citizen of this town, died Wednesday 
morning as the result of cardiac failure and 
was buried this afternoon at Greenlawn 
Cemetery, the Reverend Harvey Knox 
officiating. 

“Earlier today we got the first 
intimation that something was wrong. 
Alec Frost, gardener and handyman at 
Galt’s estate, appeared at Chief Garrick’s 
office, claiming to have seen the ghost of 
his former employer near the garage. Frost 
was obviously shaken and agitated. Chief 
Garrick accused him of being drunk. Frost, 
who is a teetotaler, went out to the 
cemetery by himself and found an 
appalling sight. The grave was open, the 
lid of the coffin pried back, and the 
remains missing. Several feet away lay the 
body of Adam Wylie, caretaker and 
gravedigger at Greenlawn for the past 
twenty years. 

“But that’s not all, ladies and 
gentlemen. Later this afternoon Samuel 
Knight, the local undertaker, was found 
strangled to death in his funeral parlor. 
There were traces of dirt on the floor and 
some of the red clay found only at 
Greenlawn Cemetery. 

“While this commentator does not 
believe in ghosts, it certainly looks as if 
John Galt has returned from the grave to 
wreak vengeance on all those involved in 
his burial. Chief Garrick has notified the 
state police and he requests all citizens to 
stay at home behind locked doors. . . .”  

For a long moment John Galt did not 
move. Somewhere in the night a siren 
wailed out its lost cry. Very slowly, on his 
stiff awkward legs, he crossed to the 
mantel mirror. His own eyes stared back at 
him, sunk deep in their sockets, pale and 
glassy, surrounded by the dirt that mottled 
his face and clung to his eyebrows and 
hair. It was dirt from his own grave. It had 
soiled the wings of his collar and the 
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bosom of his shirt and was embedded 
under his fingernails that must have 
scrabbled and clawed at the banks of earth. 
It was mortician’s rouge that gave a trace 
of color to his lips and cheeks. 

“Dead!” he said in a bleak and 
shredded whisper. 

He stood there, motionless, looking at 
himself. Had he been resurrected? Was he 
a specter, come from his own grave, 
rebellious at the fact of his own mortality? 
Was he a vengeful spirit, wandering the 
land when he should be resting peacefully 
in his casket, decaying and crumbling to 
dust? A lost cry choked in his throat. 

He whirled suddenly and raced out 
into the night. His legs responded 
awkwardly like a pair of wooden stilts. 
With his coattails flying out behind him, 
he kept running, with no feeling of 
exhaustion or sensation in his muscles, as 
if directed by some will other than his 
own. He stumbled along the rutted, 
creviced road that was shadowed by trees 
whose branches showed like misshapen 
limbs against the sky. 

 
HEAD of him, in the fog-gray haze, 
pointed the spire of the church, with 

its stained glass windows and the small 
rectory alongside. He angled away, 
continuing on across the field, a quarter of 
a mile farther. 

GREENLAWN CEMETERY read the 
sign, on its creaking chain between the 
granite pillars that marked the entrance. 

Three aisles to the left and one ahead. 
There he stopped, rigid and quivering, 
before the family plot where three 
generations of Galts lay interred. A sharp 
wind had gathered behind him and it came 
whistling into the fog, tearing and 
shredding it, letting the moon shine with a 
spray of yellow light on the orderly rows 
of headstones. 

There it was—behind the cumulus of 

his grandfather—a yawning pit six feet 
deep, according to the laws and the 
sanitary code, with the rich warm smell of 
freshly turned earth. The coffin was at its 
base, the lid flung back, the moonlight 
making its white satin lining glisten. 

Already in place and unveiled stood 
the granite headstone that Catherine must 
have ordered ten minutes after the clock 
had stopped. A mournful dirge was rising 
into the night from the chirping crickets 
and the wailing cicadas as he bent over to 
read the inscription. 

 
JOHN GALT 

Beloved Husband of Catherine 
1917-1952 

REST IN PEACE 
 
Rest in peace! What irony! When here 

he stood, pale-eyed and white, stiff-kneed 
and cold, whatever he was, roaming the 
countryside and committing such crimes, 
according to reports, as would have been 
revolting to a mortal John Galt. 

With a strangled cry, he turned, then 
he went groping blindly into the night. 
Away from here. A way from his own 
grave; where he belonged, where he 
should be swathed in his grave clothes and 
rotting. 

But not back to town. Not yet. Across 
the fields toward the church he went, wild-
eyed and panting. He skirted the building 
and headed for the rectory door. 

The Reverend Harvey Knox was a 
slight man with kindly eyes in a benign 
face and the broad temples of a scholar. 
He was sitting in his small study, leafing 
through the pages of some heavy volume, 
when he heard a noise and glanced up. 

His eyes bulged, and he started from 
the chair. The heavy volume slid down his 
legs to the floor. His lower lip sagged, and 
a tremor ran through his body. He passed a 
hand across his eyes as if to wipe out an 
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unwelcome vision. 
“Lazarus, Reverend. It’s me, John 

Galt.”  
“Lazarus in Bethany,” he whispered, 

“risen from his grave.”  
Moistening his parched lips, the 

Reverend Harvey Knox sank weakly back 
into his chair. A muscle twitched under his 
left eye. 

“You must go back to your grave, my 
son,” he said gently. 

“No.” It was an anguished cry. “I’ve 
just come from there.”  

“But you’re dead, John. I myself asked 
for God’s blessing, for the eternal peace 
and salvation of your soul.”  

“The request was not granted.” Galt 
was bitter. “Eternal peace and salvation! 
Just look at me, Reverend.” 

 
OR A TIME the minister was silent, 
his eyes full of wonder. “Sit down, 

John,” he said at last in his soft, gentle 
voice. “Perhaps we need some help.” He 
stretched a veined hand toward the 
telephone. 

“No!” The hoarse command stopped 
him short. John Galt moved close, 
towering over the seated man, the skin on 
his face pulled taut and yellow. 

The Reverend Harvey Knox sat 
transfixed. Watching the man above him 
without fear, his eyes tired but steady. His 
role, after all, had been a passive one. He 
had not prepared the body for burial as 
Sam Knight had, or dug the hole for its 
reception as old Adam Wylie had. 
Whatever came now was God’s will. 

John Galt looked down. Abruptly he 
turned and stumbled from the room, 
through the side door and out into the 
damp air. He crossed the playground field, 
moving swiftly with purpose and 
resolution. 

He halted suddenly, head lifted in awe, 
realizing that he had never opened the 

heavy plate glass door at the rectory 
entrance—it had been his own 
contribution—but was now on the other 
side, having gone right through it, 
apparently. 

Some drive, some inner compulsion, 
human or otherwise, sent him down the 
county road, along its glistening blacktop, 
past every landmark familiar since 
boyhood. He swerved sharply under the 
railroad trestle and over a gully, taking a 
well-known shortcut. 

On the mailbox at the side of the road, 
was his own name in neat black letters. He 
stood at the driveway entrance, looking up 
at the wide rambling house that was 
silhouetted against the fog. Slow and 
deliberate, he went up the steps of the 
verandah, with its lofty Colonial pillars, 
until he was pressed flat against the french 
doors. Inside, the huge crystal chandelier 
was aglow, the prisms glinting in a 
thousand facets of light. 

There she sat—Catherine—on the 
edge of the sofa, stiff and tense, working a 
handkerchief nervously with her fingers. 
Her widow’s weeds, black and somber, 
almost but not quite hid the fierce, bold 
curves of her supple body. Her face was 
strained and streaked with tears. 

Galt tried to whisper her name, but it 
stuck in his throat. When was it she had 
stopped loving him? After her trip to 
Colorado Springs last year? After Dr. 
Clifford Tomlin had settled in town? Or 
perhaps she had never loved him at all. 

Another figure moved into the range of 
his vision—Tomlin—tall and erect, self-
confident and assured. He went to the 
radio to shut it off, to blot out the 
newscaster’s voice. He went close to 
Catherine and hovered solicitously over 
her, talking to her quietly and earnestly 
with his urbane and sympathetic manner. 

There were several large baskets of 
fruit on the carved walnut table in the 
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center of the room. Gifts from friends, 
probably, who had dropped in to pay their 
respects. 

Galt could not hear Tomlin’s words, 
but they must have been persuasive and 
eloquent, for Catherine rose from the sofa 
into Tomlin’s arms, fusing with him, their 
lips together. 

 
OHN GALT stood like a statue, rooted, 
making no sound, no sound at all. They 

couldn’t wait until he was decently 
forgotten! His hand reached slowly for the 
doorknob. He paused, remembering how 
Alec Frost had nailed the french doors 
shut, according to his own instructions. 
But locks are effective only against 
humans or animals. 

He lunged. A violent crash split the 
silence. Shattered glass flew inward, 
splintering and crunching under his feet. 
Catherine screamed. A single bleat of pure 
terror came from her constricted throat. 
She broke away from Tomlin and cowered 
back, face blanched, pupils dilated, her 
body shivering uncontrollably. 

John Galt lifted his arm, staring at the 
gashed sleeve of his tuxedo, at the rich red 
blood that was flowing down his wrist, 
staining his fingers, mingling with the dirt 
that was already there. Blood, liquid and 
warm. An idea was forming slowly in his 
brain. A dead man does not bleed. Nor a 
ghost either, for that matter. 

“Stand back, Galt!”  
His blurred gaze focused on Tomlin. 

There was a gun in the doctor’s hand, its 
muzzle black and unblinking. He held it 
steady. The muscles at the corners of his 
mouth bulged whitely, his eyes were 
screened and shallow, without expression, 
and a swollen vein throbbed in a blue 
diagonal across his forehead. 

John Galt lowered his arm. “Alive!” he 
whispered. 

“But not for long.”  

The explanation was right there; that 
ugly black gun in Tomlin’s hand was the 
key. A gun is designed for death and 
destruction, yet the function of a doctor is 
to heal and cure. Why then would Tomlin 
be carrying a gun? Fear was the answer.  

But fear of what? Of a rumor that 
some ghost was stalking the countryside? 
Not Dr. Tomlin. Only the ignorant, the 
superstitious, the untutored believe in 
ghosts. Tomlin was a man of science, with 
a keen pragmatic mind. Not for him the 
fear of ghosts or spirits. The scientific 
mind accepts only hard, cold facts; and the 
fact of death is absolute. A dead man is 
nothing but a collection of clinical details, 
a lump of clay, a mass of inert matter, with 
no more response than the cloth of his 
shroud or the lumber in his coffin. Doctors 
understand this. A dead man does not rise 
from his grave. He is done and finished—
forever. 

Still, Dr. Tomlin was armed and he 
knew that a gun would be useless against 
some disembodied ectoplasm. No, he had 
not armed himself against the unknown 
but against a man he knew to be alive. 

Galt’s voice was harsh. “I was never 
dead. Only unconscious, drugged perhaps, 
in some kind of trance.”  

“Catalepsy,” Tomlin said. “A state of 
suspended animation. Even coroners have 
been fooled by it.”  

“But not you, Tomlin. You weren’t 
fooled. You meant to bury me alive. 
Why?”  

“Need you ask?”  
“It was my wife. You wanted 

Catherine.” He turned accusingly, but she 
was lying on the floor in a dead faint, 
having fallen without a sound. 

“Catherine was only a part of it,” 
Tomlin said. “You were going to divorce 
her anyway. But you’re a rich man, Galt, 
and we hated to lose all that money. 
Luckily, that old brain injury of yours 
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began acting up. I merely took advantage 
of it. When the cataleptic trance came on, 
all I had to do was sign a death 
certificate.” 

 
ALT took a careful breath. He 
touched the wound at the back of his 

head. Now he was able to put two and two 
together. 

“There was the undertaker,” he said. 
“Sam Knight knew I wasn’t dead. He must 
have detected some sign of life. So you 
promised him money, and he stooged for 
you.” Memory flooded his brain. “I 
remember now. Knight was the first 
person I went to see, straight from the 
cemetery. I wanted to ask him some 
questions. But he lost his head when he 
saw me. He went wild with fear and 
started to fight. I must have fallen and 
struck my head against something. It 
knocked me out, and the next thing I knew 
I was wandering around in the fog.” 

Tomlin moved his shoulders in a half 
shrug. “Exactly. The blockhead! He 
should have finished you off right then and 
there. Instead, he panicked and ran for the 
telephone, giving you a chance to get 
away.”  

“It was you he called.”  
“Yes, me.”  
“And you were afraid he’d talk, go to 

pieces and spill the story, so you sealed his 
mouth.”  

“Permanently. Tell me, Galt, what 
happened at the cemetery?”  

Galt looked into the cold, emotionless 
eyes and wondered if he could delay the 
end by stalling. 

“Everyone had left the cemetery,” he 
said. “Old Adam Wylie had just tossed the 
first few shovelfuls of dirt down into the 
grave when I came out of my trance. He 
heard my muffled yell and the kick I dealt 
against the coffin. He was startled, of 
course, and unnerved. But he let himself 

down and pried open the lid.” Galt shook 
his head slowly. “I don’t know how he 
died. He was alive when I left.”  

“Coronary thrombosis,” Tomlin said. 
“The excitement was too much for his old 
heart. Although that isn’t what I told Chief 
Garrick.”  

“You blamed it on me.”  
“Why not?” A thin smile brushed 

Tomlin’s tips. “You were gone from the 
grave, and I guessed what had happened. I 
was rather hoping Garrick would shoot 
you on sight.” He stopped talking, and his 
mouth contracted into a ring of pale gray 
skin. He was building up to it now, and the 
shine of sweat glistened on his face. “I’m 
sorry, Galt. As between you and me the 
choice is limited. You’ll have to go.”  

His eyes were murky, like two 
stagnant pools, and his jaw was set. John 
Galt looked at him, calculating the success 
of a desperate leap, knowing that he could 
never reach the man in time. 

It takes but a splintered second to fire a 
gun, and the explosion comes in the 
twinkling of an eye, and the bullet faster 
still, to shatter a man’s bones and snuff out 
his 1ife. He saw Tomlin’s finger growing 
taut, and the perspiration stood out cold on 
his temples. 

“Listen, Tomlin—” he whispered. 
But it was too late. He saw it coming, 

heard it, too. A thundering explosion 
roared and echoed in his ears. His heart 
suffered a violent spasm, and he braced 
himself against the impact, holding his 
breath, in his stomach a cold knot of 
despair. 

 
UT THE smashing blow of the bullet 
never came. At least, not for him. He 

saw the appalled shock in Tomlin’s eyes 
and the monstrous jerk of his body. He 
saw the man fall in a slow turn, going 
down like a corkscrew to the floor, as a 
scarlet flower blossomed against his shirt. 
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A single convulsive spasm shook the 
body, and then it was still. 

Galt turned. Chief Peter Garrick was 
lumbering heavily into the room through 
the broken french door. A tendril of smoke 
curled lazily upward from the muzzle of 
the gun in his hand. He stood looking 
down at the body.  

A bitter thread of saliva trickled down 
Galt’s throat. He swallowed painfully. 
“You—you heard?”  

Garrick answered without inflection. “I 
shot him, didn’t I?”  

Later, Garrick explained. “Good thing 
for you the Reverend Knox knew where to 
reach me when he saw you heading this 
way.”  

“No argument there.”  
“What is this catalepsy, John?”  
“It’s a kind of trance, a state of 

suspended animation, in which all the 
symptoms of death are simulated to an 
amazing degree.”  

Garrick was puzzled. “But you should 
have died after Sam Knight embalmed 
you.” 

“That’s just it, Pete. He didn’t. Knight 
was willing to go along, up to a point, but 
shooting a live body full of embalming 
fluid was too much for him.”  

“Yeah.” Garrick was sarcastic. “But he 
was willing to let you die of 
asphyxiation.” 

“That’s right, and so was Tomlin. 
Neither one of them wanted to commit the 
one overt act of murder.”  

Garrick pulled thoughtfully on his 
pipe. “How about Catherine?”  

“She claims Tomlin never told her the 
truth, that she really thought I was dead. I 
don’t know. But we’re going through with 
the divorce anyway. She’s willing to let 
me go without alimony or a settlement of 
any kind. That’s almost punishment 
enough for a woman like Catherine.”  

“Always said she married you for your 
money.”  

“She made another admission, too. 
Remember that time she went to Colorado 
Springs for a vacation? That’s where she 
met Tomlin and where it all started. It was 
Catherine who talked him into settling 
down here.”  

For a moment both men were silent, 
busy with their thoughts. 

Then Galt smiled ruefully. “God!” he 
breathed. “I really thought I was ghost for 
a time there, when I went through that 
rectory door without opening it.”  

Garrick laughed. “Some kids broke it 
when they were playing ball in the 
playground yesterday. I guess Reverend 
Knox will have to take up a special 
collection from the parish to replace it.”  

“Nothing doing.” John Galt was 
emphatic. “That’s my contribution again. 
And if he wants a cathedral right here in 
Bayview I’ll build it for him.” 

 


