
"It's too late* I've spilt blood on it now* So it's too late* 
There's no more dream left, and no more hope* I've made myself 
a killer for it. But I killed the dream along with those thugs." 
She shivered violently, and seemed to shrink smaller in my arms 
as though searching for warmth.

"You're drivelling!" I said Mtly, trying to shock her out 
of her defipair. "Killing those thugs was self defence!"

"Was it?" she asked vaguely. Her hand caressed my cheek.
Her fingers were like ice now, moving gently but without warmth. 
"Was it? I didn't have to do it. I could have let them take 
me. I could have gone with Da Garda wherever he wa3 going. What 
difference would it have made? Would it have been worse than 
killing men? Can anything be worse?"

"Maybe you could have gone along! But they weren't taking 
me. They would have killed me there before they left. You 
saved my life, that's what you did. In other circumstances, 
society would pin a medal on you."

She moved her head, and laid her cold cheek soft against 
mine. "Thank you for that, Hayward. I think that's the nicest 
thing anyone has said about me for as long as I can r member."

"It wasn't just talk" I said. "I meant it!"
"I know you did" she replied. "Thank you for trying."

She shivered asain. I pulled the blanket closer about her, 
high around her neck, feeling the sticky heat of the closed 
car, and worrying. The shivers went on and on.

"How much time have we got?" she asked at last.
"It should be light enough to move in about an hour" I said 

wondering if she would stay conscious that long.
"There's time enough" she said, taking both my hands and 

holding them fiercely against her stomach as though trying to 
force the warmth out of them. "I'll tell you about how it 
happened."

"You don't have to, Glenda" I replied, not knov/ing whether 
it would tire her out or give her something to keep her going.
"Y0u don't have to."

But she did anyway.

171.



The moon hed risen high and bright. If we were ever going 
to move, it would have to be now. If she was to get to a doctor 
before she bled to unconsciousness. The ground around was 
clearly visible, the dongas she had spoken off hard black 
gashes which could easily be avoided.

"Its time, Glenda!" I said, I could feel her gather her 
strength together to pull herself upright in the seat, away 
from osy shoulder where she hud been lying and talking. It must 
have taken all her strength, but she did it, her eyes closed 
against the pain. When she had made xfcx it she patted my hand 
as if to say 'Ready!'

I slipped out of the driver's seat.
"Gan you move across without my help?"
She nodded, braced herself with her hands on the seat and

slid across under the wheel, her left leg dragging stiffly.
The pain must have got to her then, because the green pallor came 
back into her dead face. She grasped the wheel blindly, a«kA 
willing herself to it, opened her eye3.

"Can you work the clutch pedal?"I asked.
She nodded. "With ay right foot, I think!"
"You'll have to use the hand throttle!"
She nodded, tried it tentatively. It was alright.
"Put it into second!" I told her. "Steer that way, where 

there's a bit of a slope. Keep your foot on the clutch till I 
yell, then let it out fast. And if the engine kicks, rev. like 
hell wit': tbfct throttle/ A~id don't for god'g sake let it die!"

She nodded again, and turned the ignition switch. She 
was looking at me with her great black eyes wide. I thought for 
a moment they looked wet as though filling with tears. But whether 
it was pain or something else I couldn't tell. I put a hand on 
her shoulder, gripped it for a moment, and wont round to the 
back and put my weight on jfcter it.

It was murder. Those big Buicko weigh a ton, and I wasn't 
feeling bright and strong to start off with. I managed it 
finally, army style, with my back straining against the boot lid, 
and my hand3 under the bumpfijr'j lifting and heaving. I dug my 
heels in, and pressed as hard as I could against the earth, fixx



A nervous tic started one leg jerking like a mechanical thing, 
but I kept pushing and heaving, and at last It began to roll.
After that it was easier, I turned round and pushed forwards.
As it reached the slight slope it began to gather speed until I 
was trotting, and finally in dsĵ er of being dragged off my feet.
I let out a shout "Nowi" and let go. I saw the car jerk violent
ly as she let out the clutch. The engine coughed once, twice - 
I thought for one dreadful moment it was going to die. And then 
it caught, the exhaust belched smoke at me, and she had it revving 
wildly, wheels spinning and biting into the hard earth.

I won^red then what she was going 'jo do. In her place,
I had thought?ever since I started to push, I would just keep 
on going, out through the gate and on down the track, back to 
the main road and to whatever chance of liberty I could find 
beyond it.

But Glenda never did the obvious thing. The car skidded 
to a halt, the engine still ticking over fast, and she sat there, 
waiting, I waited too, I gave her a full minute or more to 
move, and still she waited. There was nothing to do but go over 
to where she sat.

She wound the window down, and turned her head to look 
at me, pain showing in every line of her face. I patted her 
shoulder in congratulation, not knowing what to say. I knew 
there was only one thing I could do, and that was wish her 
farewell. I hated the thought of it. As I stood there in my 
indecision, it struck me just how desperate her chances were.
She was without a handbag, no money, and god knows how much 
petrol in the tank.

I fished in my pockets, and gathered together all the cash 
I had. It didn't amount to much, a few notes and a handful of 
silver. I put it all together on the shelf made by the instrument 
panel.

"Watch over these for me" I said softly. "I have to go 
back to the house for a wafch."

It was as sorry a farewell sneech as has ever been made, but 
I was past being able to say anything else without breaking 
down.

She reached out of the window, and took my face between



ice-cold bands. It seemed to me they were trembling then, for 
the first time.

She stroked my face gently once or twice.
"It8s been nice knowing you, Hayward" she said softly. "I'm 

only sorry it didn't happen earlier."
"You're not as sorry ss I am!" I said.
I leant in through the window. She put her face up to me, and 

I kissed her on the mouth. We held it for quite a while, but her 
lips were icy cold, and it never came alive. Finally, when I could 
bear it no longer, I backed away, saluted her sadly, and walked 
off. Fifty yards away I turned and stopped. She was still 
sitting there, her head turned back over her shoulder to watch. We 
stood like that, looking at each other until the tension became 
intolerable. An? at last she turned away. The car headlights 
cr?me on, dimly yellow but good enough in that light. I watched 
the red stop light go out as she released the brake, and then 
at last the car began to move, I watched it go through the gates 
in a swirl of dust, and I followed its red tail light bumping 
back 8long the track, until finally it passed out of sight.

I looked at my watch. Three-thirty. I turned up my jacket 
collar against the autumn chill, and set out to walk along the 
track, four miles or so to the main road. It would give her over 
an hour's start, whatever happened after that. It wasn't much.
She deserved much more. I told myself that now the whole future, 
perhaps her whole life, was in the hands of the gods, kismet, fate, 
call it what you will. I have never walked the South African 
veld with less pleasure, so sad.

When I reached the main road, there was scarcely any traffic 
moving. What there was was moving at breac-neck speed. I tried 
thumbing every car that passed. No one stopped or even slowed 
down, which wasn't surprising. No one in his right senses would 
pick up a hitch-hiker in a place like that at that time of night, 
and I looked pretty scruffy after the night I had had. I passed 
a house set well back from the road, dark and shuttered. I thought 
about trying to knock them up, but decided against it. I was more 
likely to get a blast from a shot-gun than a welcome. As it 
turned out, it didn't matter much. About a mile further on there 
was a filling station, lit up and advertising 'ALL-nite service.'



A lone African attendant, red eyed f o m  fatigue, watched me 
arrive. He looked understc^debly uneasy, and kept one hand firmly 
on the leather pouch which held his change, the other on a tyre 
lever. With my coat collar turned up, no ehirt^and covered in dust 
I must have looked rather menacing* I stood far enough away from 
him to show I wasn't hostile, and asked him where I could use a 
telephone. He prevaricated for a while, said it was locked in the 
office. I jogged him along with the gift of my wrist watch. It 
was proving on expensive Saturday night, but the watch did the 
trick. He reached in to the office through a small hatch-way, and 
brought the phone out and set it down on the ground. He stood off 
eyeing me suspiciously all the time I was using it.

The phone rang for several minutes before Mac answered it.
He sounded mad cross, and his words were thick and indistinct. I 
imagine part of it was sleep, but in part it was probably because 
his teeth were in a tumbler somewhere by the side of the bed.
When he heard my voice he exploded*

"Jesus H. C^rist^'he shouted.'*Pive o'clock orja Sunday morning!" 
I began to explain, but before I had got more than two words out 
he roared*''Hayward! I’ve had you! Ina big way! You're drunk!
Go to the devil!" and he hung up.

I dialled again. I was so tired that I felt neither anger 
nor amusement. He let it ring until it must have driven him 
half mad, and then he picked it up and let out a string of abuse 
without even waiting for me to start. I waited in silence until 
he began to run out of steals. Then I cut in and shouted at him*

"Turn off that bloody noise, Mac, and listen for a minute, damm
it!"

"Get stuffed!" he screamed.
"Mac, this is the biggest story you'll ever get in your whole 

flaming life!" I yelled back*
"Yeah? You fall out of bed or something?" He was still livid, 

screameing at me,
"If you don't shut up, you silly old bugger," I shouted back, 

"I'll phone it to the Chronicle, so help me God!" That seemed to 
shock him into silence for a minute* "If you balls up this one, 
you'll be out on your ear on Monday morning! They won't even give 
you the cdpy boy's job!"



I was pretty hysterical myself by that time, but at least I had 
shut him up for a minute* I just gave him the bare outline - that 
I was alone with two corpses, perhaps three, That I had seen them 
8ll killed* And t^Bre was a million pounds of stolen gold there 
with them'.

That must have clinched it for him!
"You are drunk! You’re raving!" he shouted* "Go take your 

million pounds and make yourself a toilet seat!"
"Suit yourself, you silly old sod! " I shouted back, hearing 

my voice crack and go near falsetto in the middle of it* "It's a 
million pounds in solid gold bars! I give you forty minutes to 
get here, and then I phone the Clarion! Get ycurself here, do you 
hear, with^a photorrapher and a reporter! And get here fast*
Forty minutes, that*a all you've got!"

"What's wrong with you?" he sneere , and I could hear that 
some of the froth had gone out of his system, and he was taking it 
a bit more seriously now* "You too laden down with gold to be able 
to lift a pencil?"

I kept a rein of sorts on my temper*
"Listen, you bastard! In a short while the cops will be here! 

They may hold me, beet me up, jail me! God knowe what they'll do*
I won't be able to fcfrite anything up until its too late!"

■‘•hat sobered him up. I gave him directions how to get to 
the place, and tcld him:"Forty minutes flat! God help you if you 
don't make it!" end rang off before he could argue any more*

I hung about the place. There was an automatic sixpence-in-the 
slot machine for chocolate, P!y stomach was churning from hunger,
I had'nt had supper the evening before, but my pockets were empty*
I chatted up the African attendant, and he finally gave me a sixpene 
for my watch, and I ate some chocolate, I waited a full thirty-five 
minutes, by his watch. And when that was over, I looked up Spike 
Olivier's number at hnmc, and got him out of bed too*

I said I was calling from a filling station along the Pretoria
Road,

"Very interesting" he said witt frozen acidity. "Remind me to 
tell the Tourist Corporation, They mip;fet want to put up a plaque!"

"I've got three bodies for you!" I said, ignoring the sarcasm* 
"And a truck-load of gold!"

"Put it in the Raddam fridge, and give it to the dustman in the



morning!" he snapped, "Now, do you mind if I get some sleep?”
I had enough by then*
"Okay!" I shouted* "OkayI You go to sleep* and I'll geb ClaaseB 

instead* He can bugger the case up at the end just the way he 
buggered it up at the beginningI"

I almost slammed the phone down on him then, but before I coui 
get my shaking hand into action he said sharply* "What case was Jckui 
that again?",

"The Brendan case!" I shouted at him* "The Steele easel How man 
many unsolved cases do you have in that bloody old-age home you're 
running? And if you like, the Da Garda case, and the Luis case!
And for all I know the Fete case! And the case of the two hundred 
and sixteen gold bars!"

1 must have soundad like a maniac. Looking back on it, it say 
says a lot for him that, instead of ringing off, he said quietly* 
"Tell me again. Slowly,"

I told him* \
"Hayward!" h3 said, coldly and with an edge of hatred to his 

voice, "If this is a leg pull, ao-help-me I'll fram<j you for some
thing that will keep you in jail for the rest of your life* If they 
don't hang you!"

"Okay'." I said wearily* "But remember, I've a witness to this 
call. So just stop threatening me and use your bloody brains if 
you have any. I'm telling you now. If you don't act on this, 
you're finished! They’ll flay you alive and then feed you to your 
bloody boxers for mincemeat!"

I gave him the directions to the farm loud and clear, I didn't 
wait for any comment. Time was running out, and I had had enough 
of him, I said quickly* ^And "pike! If you tip off any reporters 
on this, ANY reporter at all, so-help-me-Christ I'll..."

"Don't threaten me, busfcer!" he cut in firceley.
I'll leave you and Claaaens to bugger up your own cases 

in your stupid fashion for evermore!" I finished, and hung up 
quickly.

It bad taken a lot out of me, all that anger and frustration, 
I walked back along the road, cold v/et sweat drying and chilling 
my back, almost falling asleep on my feet as I walked, I was think
ing dreamily to myself how it would look on the front page, headline 
so big they'd have to get out the ood. It was lucky the Sunday



papers ware already off the press. I'd scoop the world with it on 
Monday morning.

I found myself wandering off the edge of the road into the 
middle. I suppose I was dozing off, although it was only about 
twelve hours since I had called on Glenda at her flat. But I had 
had a rough night. I sat down on the grass verge to wait. It 
would be bloody silly at that stage of the night to get myself run 
over, walking in a dream. I sat thinking - or perhaps I was asleep 
and dreaming - about Glenda, and trying to imagine where she was 
and what she was doing. I fait a thousand years old, and all my 
thoughts were wild, distorted, insane as in a dream. She was just 
getting off the boat at an island, it looked like Capri, when the 
car drew up alongside me, and I jerked back to reality.

Mac had a photographer with him, and A1 Coley, one of our 
best reporters. I directed tham back to the turn-off, and as we 
bumped down the track to the farm I gave them the general outlines 
of what had happened. *’*ac had simmer- d down by that time, and 
I don’t know whether he or the otherB really believed any of what 
I was saying. I was probably raving slightly anyway, and almost 
falling asleep between aoneences.

But they began to believe me alright when the carA headlights 
picked up the body of Da ̂ cjrda lying doubled up in the dirt, with 
the knife still sticking out of his cheat. X'hey all piled out.
I couldn't summon up the steam to get out with them. I remember 
seeing flash-bulb3 a?a pop, and then 1 dosed off.

The cops shook me awake. It was already gettigg light, and 
in the grey of dawn I could ooe policemen swarming all over the 
place. The uniformed policeman who was shaking me said that 
Lieutenant Olivier wanted to talk to me, I staggerdd out, and 
walked across to the house. Flash-bulbs were still pop ing, and 
an ambulance was standing outside the house.

Inside the hall, nete was gone, and Luis was gone from the 
living room, but the dark patch of dried blood was still very 
much in evidence on the floor. Around it there was a chalk-line 
marking the position hiii body had been in. There was a mob of 
people In the living room, some policemen, and the three Herald
men. There seemed to be some sort of argument going on between



but I didn't join in or even find out what it was about. I just
dro ved into the nearest seat, and almost dozed off again.

Olivier cane across from the argument and pulled up a chair
to sit facing me, rather close. His tone was mild, and only 
slightly tinned with sarcasm.

"You're not doing as well as I expected of you, Haywardt" 
he said by way of greeting, "Only tvjo doad out of three!"

I didn't say anything. I didn't care about what he said or 
thought. I just wanted to get finished with the whole affair, 
and crawl into bed and never crawl cut again.

"And another thing!" he went on, when S8W 1 wasn't rising 
to his patter. "That million pounds you were shouting about 1 
We can't seen to find it anywhere. You haven't pocketed it have 
you."

I suppose it was all very funny to them at that moment. At 
least one of the copers laughed loudly. I still didn't rise*

"The gold's in the plane!"
"The plane's locked up!" he shot brck. "Where's the keys?"
"Da Garda must have them!” I said. "Or had them!" I 

added, correcting myself.
They asked which was Da Garda. I told them. The one lying 

out in the dust. He took a brown envelope out of his pocket, 
shook the contents out onto his lap, the usual detritus of a mans 
pockets, and selected a loose key,

"Come on. Let's go collect it then! he said, jocular, his 
tone telling me that even then he didn't believe it.

We walked out to the plane, I stood with the mob while 
he climbed u d  and openejd the door and went in. He flashed a 
torch around inside, feet clattered on the fldor, and then 
for a moment sile ce. Finally he raised his voice, high pitched 
and sounding slightly hysterical, "Christ almighty!" he shouted, 
"Just look at this!"

They all rushed to get a look, cops, photographer, reportere 
and everybody. I sat down on the ground, my back against the 
wheel. I must have dozed off again - I suppose it was delayed 
shock reaction; it couldn't have been lack of sleep. But the 
next thing I knew the plane was all closed up again, and two 
uniformed cops were standing stiffly on guard close by.



Olivier had me by the arm and was leading me, almost dragging 
me back to the house. As we got to the house, I said to him: 

"There's four dead already. Who guards the guards?” and 
cackled inanely.

He didn't seem worried about that. He pushed me into a 
chair, and got one of his aides to bring in a table from the 
kitchen, A shortfehand writer got into position to take it all 
down, and he said to me:

"Okay, Hayward. Let's hear all of iti”
I felt ±lkK as though I was on a stage. They bad formed 

a close pecked ring all around the table, two-deep in places, 
with eye focussed on me, storing as though I was Dracula,
I tried to tell him the story, just as Glenda had told it to me, 
just the bare facts and nona-of the interpolations. I wasn't 
very lucid, and I had to keep going back and filling in a piece 
I had left out. But I got to the end, with Higgs going off, and 
went straight on to the evening’s events, starting with Da Garda 
and his thugs barging into Glenda's flat. I went right through 
to ^a uarda's death, - with one exception. I said nothing about 
Steele's keys, I was still lucid enough to omit that. It had 
nothing to do with the story, and somehow that seemed to me to 
fell under the heading of private business, not police business. 

And when I got to £a Garda's death I stopped, 
xhere was a moment’s silence, Gielgud may be used to 

tl&kt sort of thing, I wasn't, I imagined they were waiting for 
me to go on and tell them what happened after that. But when it 
dawned on them I had stopped and wasn't going on, there was no 
applause, *>ust a barrage of questions, everyone shouting at 
once,

Olivier cut them short with a harsh snap of command.
In the silence he asked the sixty-four doll ax’ question:

"So where's the gix*l, Hayward?”,
"Gone!" I said , trying to sound apologetic, "I came in 

to wash my hands, and when I came out she had gone. Driven off 
with the carl"

I could hear people all round drawing in their breath and 
muttering. Olivier stood up as though stung, his fists knotted.



It eeemed to me a toss-up whether he would hit me or have an 
apoplectic fit. His face was dark with anger.

"So you Just let her go!" he exploded. "Just like that. When 
you had a gun in your pocket all the time!"

'I'here wasn’t anything to say. I just nodded. His bull voice 
seemed to be coining to ne through a layer of cotton-wool. I was 
about ready to pass out again,

I heard someone in the mob sayt"Perhaps you slept with her 
too, huh?" and another, me^n voiced, squeaky, say "Why no^. 
Everyone else in the case seems to have!" It didn't mean anything 
to mo any more, ju3t cop-talk, crude cop-talk. Glenda wasn't 
eround to hear it. It couldn't do anything to her.

I g-ithere up all my energy. I should have said it in hot 
anger, but passion tftabafcfcxwnncx seemed beyond my capacity.

"You can all go to hell!" I told them. "I've given you the 
gold. I've given you the guys who did and the way they did it.
What more do you want?"

"Y.fe want Glenda Glynn I" Olivier snapped,
"Well buy yourself a bloodhound and go find her!" I told 

him, snarling wearily, without any bark left, "I'm going home!"
"You'll ro when I'm good and ready to let youI" Olivier 

said heavily, "Not before!"
I hadn't noticed Mac in the mob up to that moment, I knew 

he was there somewhere, but I was too pooped to look. At that 
moment, he elbowed a policeman rather underemoniusly out of the 
inner circle round, and leant over towards Olivier,

"If you’re arresting him, say so!" he barked, "And if you're 
not I'm taking him home. Right now!"

"Oh Christ* Another bloody lawyer!" Olivier said, with heavy 
8arcasm, "I can hold him for forty-eight hours without charge, 
for questioning or on suspicion. And you know it tool"

Mac nodded, "Too true you can!" he barked. "But if you do, 
Lieutenant, you*ll get your picture on the front page, four colu
mns wide and a foot high! Captioned by me: ’The cop who sat on 
his backside, while Hayward solved his case!"

He paused for a moment, and then added rather quieter: 
"Jllongside some of your boxer dogs, just to prove there's some 
intelligence in your household!"



Someone sniggered, Olivier turned purple* He looked about 
reedy to have a thrombosis. Mac on the i ther hand looked calm 
and unperturned. He clamped his deed pipe between his teeth, 
pushed his way over to me and said loudly* "Come on Chrisi 
We're going homei"

I got up a bit shakily, He took my arm and we began to 
walk away from them, I thought it was even chances someone would 
slug me with a baton from behind, But no one moved. We walked 
out of the house and across to the car. No one followed. We 
left A1 Coley and the Dhotogrepher to see the fun out and make 
their own way home as best they could afterwards, and drove back 
to town,

The sun was up, I didn't hear any birds sing, or any 
Sunday paper sellers cry their wares, I slept all the way,
I was halfl alseep as he guided me up the stairs, I was halfl 
asleep as I staggered into the flat, and just made it to the 
divan without falling on my face. I passed out.



CH A P T E R  8.
I was having another of thoso heeby-jeeby nightmares, filled 

with elephantine-pythons w ij&fched into obscenely heaving knots •
They vie re climbing mountain 3 of sold bars leaving trails of 
phosphorescent 3linie on which strip-tease girls were gyrating 
and slipping and screaming cut to got away. A greet sweating 
wrestler with drooping moustaches was slashing at the snakes 
with a knife as big as Excalibur, and blood was spurting out 
over everyt ing, cascading down tho mountain sides over snakes, 
gold and dancing girls, and over a dead juvenile delinquent with 
pale hair and pale vacant eyes .iho had a hole through his head 
from ear to ear. I was shooting at them all with a revolver 
that fired endlessly, shot after s^ot, my hand shaking like a 
leaf in August, and dancing girls were going down like ninepins 
into the black pool of blood that lapped around everything 
including my ankles. Lights wore flashing on and off, faster and 
featery and police sirens from a doaen cars were screaming, coming 
closer 2nd closer. I was searching frantically for somewhere 
to hide the gun, scaobbling over* si tbs of dirmenbered snakes 
and corpses of fat Portuguese mon, shrieking madly at the dancing 
girls"RunIRuni Run!"

I woke in a cold sweat, panting with fear, my heart beating 
like a sledge-hammer.

The telephone war ringing again. By tho time T had realised 
what it was and groped my across the room to get to it I had 
made ur> ray mind to get rid of It for ever. The flat wasn't 
big enough for both of us. It was a wrong number.

I felt weak as milk-water. But It was dark outside, and my 
watch said seven-thirty, which made it Sunday evening or after, 
if I had slept more than a day* I felt like a walking corpse, 
and almost crawled back on to the divan to die. But there were 
two more things I had to do before I died quietly. I had to 
write the story up - or at least check what ^sc and Coley had 
written. And I had to talk to Keg. I had to! I had to! I 
told myself that over and over again. But it took me all of 
fifteen minutes sitting on the edge of the divan convincing 
myself before I could make it to the bathroom and have a shower*



I felt hollow as a drum. But when T got to the kitchen and 
made myself a piece of toast, 1 couldn't get it down. It just 
turned to sawdust in my mouth. I thought for a while about a brandy 
but finally talked myself out of it, and dragged myself downstairs 
to the basement parage, ?rot out my car and drove three blocks to 
the office. I parked in a no narking place outside the door, not 
giving a damn whether they ticketed me or carted the car away to 
the municipal pound.

I expected the rod carpet to bo laid all the way down the stairs 
8nl i:!to the street for me, and half expected to find the whole 
staff, editorial and printing plant, to be lining the aisles 
applauding and shaking my hand os I came in.

But it wa3 just another dreary Sunday evening. There weren't 
many people ©bout. Those there were nodded to me or said *HiJ' in 
quite normally casual fashion and went on about their business*
No one oame up to speak to me. Either the news hadn't reached them 
yet, or I was being th? victim of a very sick joke. Whatever it was 
X didn't like it.

I went straight to Mac's office to find out what had been done 
with the story. I was in a mood to let him have it straight 
between the eyes if he started to brawl with me about anything.
But be too let me down. Ho just nodded at a chair, and went on 
reading some papers, while I sat down and waited, beginning to 
boil up inside. After a while he finished reading, and passed the 

to me without a wot*'’. They felt/ac theagh they had 
just cone up from the press room belovr.

The too galley xerrd was datelinod "Nelspruit. Sunday." And kz 
below that: "From our own correspondent." I read it slowly, my 
heart turning to ice. After the first oaregraph I began imagining 
the rest, and my hands began to shake 60 badly I had to put it down 
on the desk to finish reading. It said:

'Glenda Glynnm the well-known Johannesburg cabaret dancer, was 
killed in a car crash ne^r Krokodilbrug early this morning.
Tho car, which ran into a tree beside the road to Lourenco 
Marques, was a total wreck.

'No witnesses to ths accident have come forward, -elspruit 
police were called to the scene by a passing motorist, who



saw the wreckage, The indications are that ths car left the 
tarmac more than a hundred yards from the tree, careered across 
tho shoulder of the road and on to the veld before the impact.

’Ther^ were no other passengers.*
The second sher?t was a report ohoned in during the afternoon. 

It said that medical examiners were of the opinion that Kiss 
Glynn had been unconscious *fc the time of the crash. She had 
apparently been lying sprawled across the front seat. She had 
a w und on her leg whiab had apparently been inflicted some time 
before the accident, and had been roughly bandasred. "The 
District Medical Officer told our representative that Kiss Glynn 
had lost a great deal of blood from this wound, and could well 
have collapsed and lost control of the car as a result. Death 
was instantaneous.

•The car is understood to be the property of a car hire com
pany, and was hired out two days ago to a visitor from Angola. 
Police are investigating.*

I don't know hoi* long I sat there, with my head in my hands, 
trying not to think of it, and thinking of nothing else. Part 
of the time I was praying that the report was right, and she had 
been unconscious in those last awful seconds before the end.
She had had her share of pain, and more.

I wasn't really shocked. T had known ever since I watched 
her tail-lights disappear into the night that whatever happened 
after that would be tragedy. Deer* inside me, even when I 
willed her, even incited her to go, T knew that for her there was 
no real escape from what she was fleeing. Excent perhaps to 
something worse, to some sleazy honkey-tonk in Kocambique or 
somewhere like that, without any hone and without any money.
To another heel like Brendan, or perhaps even Da Garda. No 
escape, except downhill, losing her beauty, her youth, her 
figure. Till finally she would lose her courage; and then there 
would be nothing more, except an overdose of seconal, or a quick 
dive from a high windovv,

I had known it oil. So now it was over, so quick. I 
prayed it had been painless. I felt too drained to even cry, like 
the chief mourner at a delayed funeral.

Mac broke the silence eventually.



"Why did you turn her loose Chr^s?" I almost didn't recognise 
his voice. For the first time since God knows when he sooke 
like a human being, without a bark or a shout.

"Why? Why?" I had been askin' myself that question, not 
as a quest for information, which is how he asked it, but in 
self-accusation, "I don't t^ink I know why, Mac. I suppose I 
ho^ed she'd ret away, somewhere, and nover come back, thats all." 

He looked at ma, expectin-' more.
"She was a wonderful vfcnan, l̂ ac" I tried to explain. "Only 

something want wrong somewhere, way back. And after that she 
never had a chance to come right again. I suppose I thought I 
might give her the chance,"

He sucked on his empty pipe and said nothing.
"Christi I don't know, Mac. All she wanted was just to be a 

person'. That's all. So I thought - I suppose - I could give 
her the chance. Meybe she'd laugh one day. Maybe she'd love 
or be loved,like a oer3on." £

He thought for sometime, before saying quite soberly: "I must 
be a bit old fashioned. But in my book, people who commit crimes 
ought by rights to have to face the music for them." It was 
said without malice.

"Maybe" I said, feeling no sympathy with his view, "Maybe 
"I supoose somewhere down hore mv reason told me she would never 
make it. lut )}ust in case, ju3t in case I was wrong, I had 
to give her the chance. She was a ouite wonderful woman in her 
way."

"Who am I to judge’" I said later, after he sat silent 
again. "Maybe if I'd been in her shoes I'd have done what she 
did to get out. Or worse. Who in hell am I to judge? God?
So I decided I wa^ just another human being, who could do somefc 
thing she seemed to think no one had e er done for her. And that 
was to treat her like she was human. So I tried* The chips 
f^ll wrong',"

"That's a nice speech" he said, still gruffly gentle.
"A good speech. For anyone else. But no damn good for a report
er, Ghrisl You start thinking that way, and you're finished 
as a reporter. You'll never be able to write another story that's



worth a damnI You can't let your heart break with every story, 
Chris, no matter how its told* If you do, you'll never be able 
to tell it the way its got to be - straight, just the facts,
No passions, no sympathies, no feelings!"

I looked at him.
"It's no good, Mac. I'm not a reporter any more after this 

one is told. Told my way! Then Ive had it! Finished! I can't 
go through it any more, writing, editing, strikin; out the 
feelings from records of other peoples' tragedies. Like a bloody 
recording machine without a heart* That's it, Mac - no heart! 
That's what makes a reporter* But for me it's what's putting me 
outside the human race* Well I'm through with it* I'm finished 
with it for life, Mac* This is the end for me. I'll see this 
one through - the murders and the gold bars and all. And then 
'Finis!' Mac, I'm putting in my time in this racket. For ever."

I fully expected a tirade of abuse. But he seemed to 
shrink, and looked suddenly like a tired and lonely old man, 
grey faced as though someone in his family had died* He got up 
slowly, painfully, and walked over and closed the door* Then 
he crossed to a cupboard, brought out a bottle of Scotch and 
slammed it down on the desk as though he hated both. He poured 
two very stiff tots, and passed one across to me.

"Drink it down!"
I didn't want to. But there was something in his manner % 

that wWSied me I ought to. I was feeling too 3ick and hollow 
to argue. I said a silent toast to Glenda, closed my eyes, and 
took it like unpleasant medicine* He downed his fast, like a 
man who had been hungering for it badly*

"If you mean what you're saying, Chris, " he said, slowly, 
each word coming out reludtantly, "Then you're finished right 
now! There isn't go in?; to be any story of the gold bars at all!"

At first I wasn't sure if I had heard him right. Then I 
thought it must be another of those savage, sadistic jokes of his, 
and I considered throwing my glass at him and getting out* But 
then I looked at his face, sagging and greyer than it had ever 
been, with bitter lines of pain, agony almost, about his mouth.
I realised he was in earnest.



I tried not to let hysteria rise in my voice,
"What the hell are you on about Mac? What do you mean 'No gold 

bar story?'"
He sucked fiercely at his pipe,
"This would have been the greatest scooop the Herald ever 

carriedJ" he said bitterly, "The greatest everI And with your 
by-line right „cross it, in letters that big!" He spread his 
hand, thumb and forefinger an inch apart, "It would have made 
you a name, right up there at the top, with the great reporters, 
Chris, Anywhere in the worldJ" His hand rubbed wearily across 
his brow, almost as though brushing tears from his eyes,

"But there were no gold bars, Chris! And so no story!"
For a moment I thought I was back in one of those dreams, and 

the phone would soon ring to jerk me out of it. But inside me I 
could f e l  a cold sickness growing up, and my hand shaking started 
all over again.

"For gods sake, Mac! The gold bars were there! I saw them!
So did you! Everyone saw them!" My voice was rising shrill. I 
suppose I was shouting, though I don't really remember anything 
except the sick cold in my innards.

He rubbed his row with his hands again, fiercely, not lookin 
at me. "No gold!" he said at last heavily. "No gold, Chris. Just 
lead prettied up to look like gold!"

My tongue didn't seem to operate any more. I was choked in 
my throat, wrestlin with the effmrt to get my words out, wildly 
clutching at dbtnx thoughts that I knew deep inside were false 
as soon as I conceived them. Higgs must have double cossed them 
all, and substituted the fake bars for real! Or Brendan before 
he died! Even as I thought them, I knew they were wildijc 
nonsense.

Mac passed across another stiff drink. I didn't touch it.
I was afraid if I did I would sick it up on his carpet. When I 
finally managed to get the words out, all I could say was to 
repeat obstinately: "The bars were there, dammit! Who substituted 
the lead?"

"No one substituted anything! " he answered flatly, downing 
his own drink in a single swallow. WN0 one had to. There was



never any gold there in the first place.”
"But jesus Christt They took it right from the pile at 

the Rand Show. In the middle of all the bells and alarms and 
safety gimmicks! It was the best guarded square yard in the whole 
continent!"

"Yeah, gimmicks!" he said. "Gimmicks galore! But they 
didn't tell you about the last gimmick! Lead bars instead of 
gold in case some joker found a way to beat all the others!"

The tone of his voice, its flat finality, drove the last 
faint flicker of disbelief from my mind. I couldn't even hold 
my head up any more. I just sat with my face in mjr hands, thinkinj 
over and over: 'And for this, five people died!' I must have 
said just that at last.

"Yeah!" he said sombrely. "Pour men and a woman. You can't 
risk a million pounds just to give the public a show, lad."

I stumbled out to the lavatory then, and was sick. I sat 
there on the seat for a long time, sick in spirit and in body, 
before I could gather up my strength to move. I made the journey 
back to my glazed wooden cage by holding on the passage walls as 
I went, like an old,old man.

I didn't hear the noise that must have been humming in the 
news-room as it always did before the paper was bedded down. I dl 
didn't hear anyhting at all. If any one spoke to me, I didn't 
register. I just sat there at my typewriter, hammering away at 
the keys with a savage hatred, writing steadily without any 
back-tracking or xxxing out,xi±k* In all the years I had spent 
in that place, it was the first time I wrote in unrestrained 
heat and passion, with my nerve-ends rather than my brain.

When it was done, I crawled back to liac's office, and 
laid the bitter, savage epitaph on his desk. He was still sitting 
just as I had left him, sagged and grey, looking at nothing. He 
read it through without a word. Then he wrote in a headline:
"The Death of a Dancer" at the top, and underbaeath: "Chris Hay
ward", rang for the messenger and sent it down for setting.

"Let's go out and get drunk" he said, raising himself from his 
seat with difficulty.

"What about the paper?" I asked, mechanically, not really 
thinkin- about it, but hearing the early noises of the printing



shop down in the basement, and knowing without thinking about 
it that the frenzied build-up towards the deadline when the first 
edition begins to rill was close at hand.

"To hell with the paper!" he said. "Let Miles handle it'" 
Miles was assistant editor, a quiet, university-trained character, 
very literate, very reliable, but without a spark of imagination. 
Everything he did was formal, neat and thoroughly dull* Mac 
must have been half drunk at that stage to even think of turning 
his love-child over for the night*

We went across the street in silence, back to the club where 
the gold-bars story had started what seemed to me to be light- 
years before* It was like a wake* We had nothing to say, and 
no one to share our misery with us except a couple of lonely old 
codgers like Mac, who hadn’t any homes worth going to. We sat 
drinking quietly, steadily, and nibbling cubes of cheese and 
little cocktail sausages served on toothpicks. It took a long 
time for alcohol to loosen our tongues*

"Are you serious, Chris? About leaving the Herald?" Mac 
asked at last.

"Dead serious* Not just the Herald, but the whole lousy 
3tinking newspaper racket."

"But liokl There'll always be another story, Chris. Some
thing that can be told, better maybe, more important maybe than 
this one*"

"You don't understand, Macl" I said* "It's not because 
this story is dead. That's not the thing. The heart has gone 
out of me for this sort of stuff* I've been reporting stories 
of all sorts, like this one - some big, some small - but like 
this one in essentials, for god knows how many years* Last night 
for the first time I wasn't on the outside, looking in. It makes 
a difference, Mac. To be on the inside* You see it differently* 
You don't just see the straight, hard factsJ You feeli 
You feel for people, and with people. And when that happens, wel] 
you're just no damn good for telling the crisp, hard facts. You'vt 
got sympathies, and bias; yuu begin to hush up what will hurt 
those you like, and blow up what will hurt those you don't* So 
now I know what its like to be in the story, I'll never again



again be any good as a reporter!"
He shook his head*
"You're not making very good sense!" he snapped, with some 

of the old fierc ness coming back. "That's a lot of crap, and 
you'll know it tomorrow, when your heads a bit clear!"

"Its no good, Mac! I won't change tomorrow, or the day aftei 
or ever* I've just had enough, thats all. I've had enough of 
crude cops and hard-boiled reporters. Christ, Mac! You've seen 
it as well as I have, the young chaps who start to learn the fcxxati 
trade. The first thing they learn is to be hard-boiled, cynical, 
too tough to be moved by anything they see. Just gettigjg the 
facts down! Some get tough, really toughened, until they haven't 
got any heart at all anymore, unless its case-har#dened and en
crusted with flint somewhere inside the machine. And others just 
pretend they haven't, bury it under a protective shell of hard, 
fast talk, and hard know-it-all cynicims. Well that was me too, 
until last ni ht. Last night wap a sort of shock treatment, that 
jerked me back to reality for a moment. I was itiae on the way 
to becoming a non-person, a recording machine, Mac. Well I 
wont. I'm getting out, while I'm still part human. And I'm 
never going to set foot in a newspaper office again as long as 
I live!"

He sat there looking old and sad. He swallowed another 
krn^t Scotch before he said:

"I'd always thought you'd take over the editor's*chair 
some day, Chris, when its time for me to move on. It8s a hope 
I've had for a long time. I'd still like you to do it, son.
You'd be good at it!"

It was first time he had ever called me son. There had always 
been some special sort of relationahip between us at the office, 
which perhaps explained his use of the word. It wasn't a relation 
ship that extended outside the Herald. But I suppose for him, 
the Herald was almost the whole of life, and our special relation 
something as meaningful as family.

If I hadn't had so much liquor on a very empty stomach, I 
would never have said what 1 did say then. And even now, I'm 
not sure whether to feel sorry or glad for having said it.



"Do you ever stop to think that in all the years I've been 
on the Herald you've never really talked to anyone - not while 
I've been around anyway - like a human being? You've barked 
and shouted and performed like a goddam guard at Belsen! And 
for what? In case someone ever got the idea that you weren't the 
great tough ironbound newshawk through and through, and began 
to suspect that you might have a slobbering heart underneath 
there somewhere I"

He stared sadly into the amber liquid in his glass, shaking 
his head in vigorous disagreement, but no saying anything,

"You've got so good at the act" I went on, warming to my 
theme, "that I suppose you even carried it home with you. So

/ o r *  c m A (your/aaii up and left for Australia, and your/dattgnfc»r for 
London! And here you are I Editor! With no where to go except 
into his club. Well its not for me, Macl Not any more* I'm 
out, O.U.T."

He shook his head again.
"You're talking infantile drivel" he said, but there was no 

conviction in his voice, only defeat. And a long time later 
after anotaher drink, he said the first words we exchanged after 
that. "I think its drivel! But it could just be right!"

The drinlcs kept on going down, seeming to have no effect 
on me at all. Or that's what I thought anyway. They seemed to 
disappear into some absorbent pit in my stomach. I imagined 
I was still stone cold sober. But since I've never really 
reckoned myself to be in top class when it comes to long, fast 
boozing sessions, I suppose I was really as high as a kite when 
my brilliant idea struck me,

"MacI " I said, suddenly all excited, "Let's go spit in 
the boss' eye! All their bloody establishment eyes! Let's 
just go and put the whole bloody story in the paper, every 
word of it from end to end! We've just got time to do it before 
they print! By god! It'll be the greatest farewell anyone's ever 
given to a great career of pen-pushing. The bo®»'ll have a 
stroke or something when he sees it! And the whole bloody w± 
Chamber of Mines with him! "

He didn't seeme fired with enthusiasm,
"C0®e on Mac! Be a man! Lets go and do it now, while



we're still boozed up enough to do it!"
I was carried along with the thought. This was going to 

be the greatest act of public hari-kiri of the age. It was going 
to make Reason's feat at Gaza look like a Sunday School picnic^ 
But Mac just looked at me with bloodshot eyes, and said:

"In words of one syllable, NOI"
"Why not?" I said, still wildly enthusiastic. "All they can 

do is fire us. Oh no! I've already resigned. But by christ! It 
will hit this town like Mafeking night1 Only bigger!"

"You're raving mad!" he snapped. "It'll be the disaster 
of the year!"

"It'll be the story of the year!" I enthused. "Probably of 
the century!"

"You may think so!" he said sourly. "Youre a reporter* I'm 
an editor."

"So what?"
"So iill tell you! " he said. I could feel the glow of my 

excitement die away. I knew he wasn't going to do it. "Do 
you know how many people went through the door of that Mines 
pavilion this year? Perhaps half a million, perhaps more. And 
they hung around that pile of yellow lead with their mouths open, 
getting a kick out of it. Old ladies from lonely rooms, and 
overworked housewives with thirteen squalling brats. Even young 
clerks with stomach ulcers from worry and shop assistants with 
varicose veins. All of them willing to get blisters on their 
feet, to get trampled by crowds and to ruin their stomachs with 
cold pies and hamburgers they shouldn't give to dogs.

"And for what? For what, Chris? Just to see and gape at 
something that they'll remmeber for a while with a thrill, 
pleasure, wonder. Something that takes them out of their dreary 
lives and dreary world. For a fiesta! Escape! All pretty lights 
and music and confectionery. And especially dreams of richness, 
gold* Don't you see? Its the winning ticket in the Irish &weep 
right there, almost at your finger tips! It's all the foot-ball 
pools and ninety-^o-one winners and ships-coming-in that they've 
ever dreamed of.

"So they take a moment like that with them, back to the



grim business of living, and it helps them get through another 
bloody year of it I”

He stopped and sipped slowly at his drink, watching me to 
see if he was making any impression, I suppose it was, in a small 
wajr, but not very much. I had sobered down a bit, but my mind 
was^ really with him,

"So we write the story up and publish itI "he went on#
"It will just kill it for them. Tell them they've been had.
That the whole fiesta was just another lousy swindle, a heap 
of lead salvaged from old car batteries. It would be plain, 
cold-blooded murder. It would kill their hope which is the only 
that makes life worth living for them. For years and years, it 
would destroy their dreams, make them look always with cynical 
eyes at everything that might give them a lift, so that they 
would not be had again by another lousy swindle, like a bunch 
of rural suckers.

"Well I won't do it, Chris I And if you weren't drunk, you 
wouldn't want to eitherl"

Sime of it had got through to me. But not much, I wasn't 
convinced, and I was still bitter about ayxoicx the swindle which 
had taken me in*

"Did you think that out first?" I asked, hostilely* "Or did 
you just think it up afterwards after the boss had vetoed the 
story?"

"He didn't veto it Chris I He didn't have to. He told me 
the facts, and I vetoed it myselfi"

"And these monied bastards get clean away with their bloody 
swindle, and five people die for itI"

"You can't bring them back'," he said flatly. "Not with any 
story, no matter how you write it. If I thought you could, - 
even for those iotten no-good gangsters - I'd publish and be 
damned. But you can'tI All you'll do is expose the fraud* But 
your muckraking will serve only to spread a lot of grief and 
dislillusion amongst a hell of a lot of people who haven't gofr 
much except their dreams to cling tot"

"So this is where all the bold talk end*,is it?" I asked. 
"Tell the story, just straight facts, the where when how storyi



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Collection Number: A3299  
Collection Name:    Hilda and Rusty BERNSTEIN Papers, 1931-2006  
 

 
PUBLISHER: 
 
Publisher:  Historical Papers Research Archive 
Collection Funder:  Bernstein family 
Location:  Johannesburg 

©2015 
 

 
LEGAL NOTICES: 

 
Copyright Notice: All materials on the Historical Papers website are protected by South African copyright law and 
may not be reproduced, distributed, transmitted, displayed, or otherwise published in any format, without the prior 
written permission of the copyright owner. 
 
Disclaimer and Terms of Use: Provided that you maintain all copyright and other notices contained therein, you 
may download material (one machine readable copy and one print copy per page) for your personal and/or 
educational non-commercial use only. 

 
People using these records relating to the archives of Historical Papers, The Library, University of the Witwatersrand, 
Johannesburg, are reminded that such records sometimes contain material which is uncorroborated, inaccurate, 
distorted or untrue. While these digital records are true facsimiles of paper documents and the information contained 
herein is obtained from sources believed to be accurate and reliable, Historical Papers, University of the Witwatersrand 
has not independently verified their content. Consequently, the University is not responsible for any errors or 
omissions and excludes any and all liability for any errors in or omissions from the information on the website or any 
related information on third party websites accessible from this website. 

 
This document is part of the Hilda and Rusty Bernstein Papers, held at the Historical Papers Research Archive, 
University of the Witwatersrand, Johannesburg, South Africa. 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


