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THE PRESIDENT’S MURDERER

A good policeman is always asking questions. What hap-
pened? Why did it happen? Who did it? When? Where?
Why? And a good policeman knows which answers are

right, and which are wrong,

Felix is a good policeman, and the Chief of Police wants
him to find a murderer. A very important murderer—the
man who murdered the President, Felix must find the mur-
derer quickly and bring him back—dead or alive. He works
day and night, drives up and down the country. and asks a

lot of questions.

But some questions can be dangerous. It is better not to
know the answers. And dead men, of course, cannot ask.

or answer, questions ...
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"yfg The President’ s Murderer

The First Day

‘ R un!’ the man thought. ‘Move! Faster! I can’

t stop now. ’

Over the man’s head the night sky was black and cold,
and in front of him were the trees. Tall, dark trees ... five
hundred metres away.

‘I can hide there, ’ the man thought. ‘I can hide in those
trees. They can’t see me in the trees.’

He looked behind him. He could see the lights. There
were five or six men. They ran fast, and their lights moved
up and down. They were not far away now. He could hear
their feet on the ground.

The man ran faster. His legs were tired, his body was
tired. There were noises in his head, he could not see. The
trees were two hundred metres away. He wanted to stop
running. He wanted to lie down and sleep.

Then he heard a new noise. Dogs.

“They’ ve got dogs!’ he thought. ‘Oh no! Not dogs! 1
can’t run faster, ’

But he did. Faster and faster, The trees were a hundred
metres away ... fifty ... twenty ...

And then he was there. The trees opened their dark arms
to him. But he did not stop running. It was dark and quiet
under the trees. He ran first to the left, and then to the

right. He came to a hill, and for a second or two he
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~#ﬂ The President’ s Murderer

stopped and listened.

Nothing. Then he heard the dogs again, but he couldnot
see the lights.

‘Don’t stop now,” he thought. ‘Dogs don’t need eyes.
They can find you in the dark.’

Quickly he ran down the hill. It was very dark here, and
he could not see very well. He ran into a tree and nearly
broke his arm.

‘Careful!’ he thought. *Careful. > He put his hands out
in front of him, and ran more slowly. Then he heard a new
noise, Water,

‘A river!’ he thought. ‘The dogs can’t follow me across
water. Where is it? Quick!’

Soon he found the river, It was not very big, but it ran
quickly. The water was cold on his tired legs. He walked
and ran up the river, through the water, for about two
kilometres. Then he stopped and listened again.

He could hear nothing. He stood there and waited. The
trees watched him with dark, secret eyes.

Nothing. No dogs, no lights, no noises,

The man was cold now, and very, very tired. ‘I need
sleep,’ he thought. ‘Where can I hide?’ He looked up at
the trees.

‘Up there,’ he thought. ‘The dogs can’t follow me up a
tree, ’

He found a tall tree and went up it. He could not see the

4
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~#ﬂ The President’ s Murderer

ground now. He half-sat, half-stood in the tree, and lis-
tened. Nothing.

‘An hour,’ he thought. ‘Sleep for an hour. Then go
on. Go south. Hide in the day, and move at night. I can
get there in five days, perhaps six.’

The man put his head down on his arms, and slept.

© DD
‘What are you saying? You lost him?” the Chief of Police
said angrily.

The young police inspector in front of her was tired.
Very tired. He wanted to sit down, but people did not sit
down in the Chief’ s office. They stood and waited, and
perhaps the Chief said *Sit down’. Then they sat down—
but not before.

So the inspector stood. ‘I’m sorry, Chief,”’ he said. ‘We
couldn’t find him in the trees. We looked all night, but it
was dark and ...’

The Chief of Police put her hands on the desk in front of
her. ¢ You had five men with you, Inspector, and two
dogs. And you couldn’t find him!’

Eva Hine, the Chief of Police, was a tall woman of about
fifty. Her eyes were grey and very cold. Dangerous eyes.
When Eva Hine said ‘Jump!’, people jumped. They did
not ask questions first,

The inspector waited, and the Chief of Police looked at

him coldly. “What are you waiting for?’ she asked. ‘Go

6
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w The President’ s Murderer

out and find him! Three months ago this man—Alex Di-
non—killed the President of our country. He’s a murder-
er—a dangerous man. Twenty-four hours ago he escaped
from prison, and our new President wants him back in pris-
on—today! Now! At once!’

The inspector quickly left the room.

His name was Felix, and he was thirty-three years old.
That was young for an inspector, but he was a good police-
man. He liked his job, and worked long hours. but he was
sometimes afraid of Eva Hine, the Chief of Police.

Ten minutes later he was back in his office, and Adam
came into his room. Adam was twenty-five, and usually
worked with Felix on important jobs.

‘What did the Chief say?’ Adam asked.

‘Find Dinon quickly,’ Felix said. ‘So, let’s begin. Have
we got photographs of Dinon? And what about his family?’

Adam put some photographs on the desk. ‘He’s got a
wife and two young children,’ he said.

‘Right. 1 want photographs on television and in all the
newspapers. Four men can watch his house and family, day
and night—four hours on, and {our hours off. Next, I want
policemen at all the airports and ...’

Telephones rang, and people came and went in the of-

fice. Felix and Adam worked on, late into the night.
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The Second Day

T he next morning Alex Dinon was forty kilometres
south of the prison, He moved quickly and stayed
away from towns and villages. It was winter and the wea-
ther was cold, so there were not many people in the fields.
He looked behind him often, but nobody saw him and no-
body followed him.

At midday he found a quiet field and lay down under
some small trees, He slept at once.

At about three o’clock Alex opened his eyes, and saw an
old woman in front of him,

‘What are you doing in my field, young man?’ she said.

Alex sat up quickly. ‘I’m sorry,’ he said. ‘I was tired,

and needed some sleep. I’m going now. ’

*You’re very dirty,’ the old woman said. “Look at you!
Where are you going?’

‘North,” Alex said. He stood up and began to move
away,

‘Don’t run away. I’m only an old woman, > She looked
at him carefully, ‘You’re dirty, and hungry, and tired ...
and afraid. Am I right?’

Alex smiled slowly, ‘Yes,’ he said.

‘Well, come back to my house and have some food. And
you can have some of my husband’s old clothes. He died

last winter. ’

10
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Alex looked at Ber, It was true. He was hungry and tired
and dirty. And afraid ... but not of this old woman.
*Thank you very much,’ he said.

The old woman’s name was Marta. Her house was very
small, but she put some wonderful hot food in front of
Alex. He ate quickly, and Marta watched him.

’

‘Oh, you were hungry,’ she laughed.

Alex smiled, but did not stop eating.

Marta found some old clothes for him, and then made
some coffee, She said nothing, but watched him with a
smile. Alex finished eating and drank some coffee. He be-
gan to feel better,

*How did you escape from prison?’ Marta asked sudden-
ly.

Alex’s face went white. He stared at Marta and said
nothing.

Marta laughed. ‘It’ s all right,” she said. ‘1’ m not
afraid of the President’s murderer. You can stay here to-
night, Alex Dinon, and have a good sleep. I don’t like the

police, and I’m not going to tell them. ’

D DD
Felix and Adam did not get much sleep. They stayed in the
office and slept between telephone calls. The phones rang
often, but in the morning there was no news of Alex
Dinon., The day went slowly. The phones rang again and

again—but there was no news.
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