14 Casebook of the Black Widowers

“Why, Mr. Avalon, the incident took place at night. Instead of looking
at all signs, all places, all varicties of cross, why not begin by asking our-
selves what very few things can be easily seen on a highway at night?”

“A Cross of Lorraine?” asked Gonzalo incredulously.

“Certainly,” said Henry, “among other things. Especially if we don’t call
it a Cross of Lorraine. What the youngster saw as a Cross of Lorraine, out
of his special intcrest, we would see as something else so clearly that its
rclationship to the Cross of Lorraine would be invisible. What has been
happening just now has been precisely what happened earlier with Mr.
Larri's trick with the coin and salt shaker. We concentrated on the coin
and didn’t watch the salt shaker, and now we concentrate on the Cross of
Lorraine and don't look for the alternative.”

Trumbull said, “Henry, if you don’t stop talking in riddles, you're fired.
What the hell is the Cross of Lorraine, if it isn't the Cross of Lorraine?”

Henry said gravely, “What is this?” and carefully he drew on the back
of the menu. . .

Trumbull said, “A Cross of Lorraine—tilted.”
“No, sir, you would never have thought so, if we hadn’t been talking
about the Cross. Those are English letters and a very common symbol on

highways if you add something to it. . . . He wrote quickly and the tilted
Cross became:

E)&O N

“The one thing,” said Henry, “that is designed to be seen, without trou-
ble, day or night, on any highway is a gas-station sign. The child saw the
Cross of Lorraine in this one, but Mr. Larri, retracing the route, sees only
a double X, since he reads the entire word as Exxon. All signs showing
this name, whether on the highway, in advertisements, or on credit cards,
show the name in this fashion.”

Now Larri caught fire. “You mean, Henry, that if I go into the Exxon
stations en route and ask for Gwendolyn . . .”

“The proprietor of one of them is likely to be her brother, and there
would not be more than five or six at most to inquire at.”

“Good God, Henry,” said Larri, “you’re a magician.”

“Merely simpleminded,” said Henry, “though perhaps in the nonpe-

jorative sense.”



