














from her nice hips to just touch the
tips of her blue satin mules.

She fluffed one hand through the
brown curls at the back of her head,
and put on her most pleased smile as
she waited for her redheaded employer
to round the stairs onto the landing
just in front of her.

Lucy Hamilton stiffened and drew
back from the open doorway with a
swift indrawing of breath when her
vizitor appeared.

It was not Shayne. It was a man she
thought she had never seen before. He
was tall and slender and no older than
she, and wore light tan slacks and an
open-throated polo shirt of sky-blue
knitted cotton. A gray, snap-brim felt
was tilted rakishly low over his right
eve, and Lucy's first brief glimpse of
his facce gave an impression of dark
leanness with tightly drawn flesh over
prominent cheekbones that was almost
pain-contorted.

She involuntarily started to swing
the door shut, thinking the ring of her
bell had been a mistake and the man
wanted one of the other three apart-
ments on the second floor, but hesitated
with a six-inch crack as he stopped on
the top step and exclaimed hoarsely:

“IHold it, Lucy. Don’t you know who
I am?”’

She caught her lower lip between
her teeth, studying him dubiously and
trying to recall if she had ever heard
his voice before.

ITolding his right arm stiffly across
his stomach and dragging his hat off
awkwardly with his left hand, he es-
saved a reassuring smile that had in it
the elements of entreaty and of fear.
He stood like that, tight-lipped and
vith black eyes burning feverishly at
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her through the narrow crack, giving
her an opportunity to look him over
and decide for herself whether she
would slam the door in his face or in-
vite him inside.

Lucy shook her head slowly and said,
“There must be some mistake. I'm Lucy
Hamilton.”

“I know.” The words came from tight
lips, clipped and impatient. “From New
Orleans. I'm Jack Bristow.” He paused
a moment, waiting for some response,
then added, “Arlene’s brother.”

Arlene Bristow. A girl who had work-
ed with Lucy in New Orleans before
she met Michael Shayne and became
his secretary and followed him to
Miami. A dark, vivid gir]l, with a pen-
chant for laughter and for a bewilder-
ing succession of beaux that had caused
Lucy to envy her in those days.

Yes. Arlene did have a brother. A
memory came to her vaguely as she
hesitated. An evening in Arlene’s apart.
ment. Just the two of them with a light
supper cooked in Arlene’s kitchenette
and lots of girl talk.

A ring of the bell and the shambling,
staggering entrance of an extremely
drunken young man whom Arlene had
apologetically introduced as her broth-
er, and who had immediately made the
most outrageous love to Lucy in an ob-
noxiously self-assured manner that had
infuriated her.

Yet, there had been lonely nights aft-
er that meeting when Lucy had drearily
repented her prudish withdrawal from
his attempted caresses and unhappily
wondered if she would ever meet him
again. There had been something dash-
ing and fascinating about the young
man’s assumption that any woman
would be flattered--to be asked to sleep






cally young and defenseless with all
the color drained from his dark face
when she turned him over. His arm fell
away from his body and lay inert, and
there wds a stain of blood on the blue
polo shirt just beneath the bottom ribs
on his right side.

Compressing her lips and fighting
back panic, Lucy pulled shirt and un-
dershirt up from his waistband and
found a small wound oozing blood in
the soft flesh. She sank back on her
heels for a moment, considering what
doctor she might reach most quickly,
and was disconcerted to see his black
lashes lift and to hear his voice:

“No doctor, Lucy. For the love of
God, why do you think I made it here?
I'll be okay. Just let me rest a little. If
I could lie down.”

She started to protest, but he placed
both palms flat on the floor beside him
and lifted himself to a sitting position,
his eyes blazing at her with determina-
tion and command.

“Put a towel on your bed and let me
lie there. I promise not to bleed much.
And get me a drink. I just need to rest.
Then I'll go on.”

He groped for her wrist and pulled
himself upright and Lucy let herself be
persuaded momentarily, thinking it
was best to propitiate him and keep
him quiet, that she would surreptitious-
1y call a doctor as soon as he was safely
in the bedroom, wondering about the
note of desperation in his voice and
what he had done to be afraid to have
a doctor tend him.

With Jack RBristow leaning on her
arm and stumbling a little, she led him
into the bedroom where he sank onto
the edge of the chaste single bed and
shook his head stubbornly when she
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urged him to stretch out on the immac-
ulate spread.

“Don’ wanna cause you trouble,” he
mumbled. “Get towel. Lemme lie down
few minutes. 'At’'s all.”

She left him and, hurrying into the
bhathroom, flew back with a heavy towel
which she spread out behind him. He
relaxed on it with a wince of pain and
then a deep sigh of relaxation. He
closed his eyes but caught her wrist in
a hurting grip when she tried to stand
up.

“Listen to me, Lucy.” Beads of sweat
stood on his forehead and formed tiny
rivulets down each temple. “I swear I
didn’t do anything wrong, but I'm in a
spot where I can’'t have a doctor see
me. Not until I get a chance to clear
things up. You're the only person I
know in Miami. You’'ve got to help me.
Just let me stay a couple of hours and
I'll clear out. You didn’t answer me
about a phone call.”

“I haven't had one and you're shot,”
she said faintly. “Probably bleeding in-
wardly. If you don’t see a doctor . . .”

“If T do see one,” he told her with a
wretched attempt at a smile, “you’ll
always feel like Judas, Lucy. Trust me,
darling.” There was the old wheedling,
self-assured note in his voice again. His
smile became a real one, whimsical and
gay.

“I'm a stranger here and you know
the Miami cops. You ought to, working
for Alike Shayne. You know how they
look for a fall guy and once they get
him quit looking for anyone else. I'm
the fall guy this time. If I can just stay
out of sight a few hours...” His fingers
loosened on her wrist, the tips sliding
caressingly over the flesh. “I could use
a drink. And a kiss if you've got one



to spare.”

He was laughing up at her quizzical-
ly, and Lucy felt a mad and ahmost ir-
resistible desire to bend lower and
press her mouth against his lips. She
blushed hotly because the desire came
to her, and turned her face away so he
wouldn’t see the blush and guess at its
cause.

“I’ll get you some brandy,” she said
primly, “and when Mr. Shayne comes
you can tell him about it. He'll decide
what to do.”

She hurried out of the bedroom and
to the small kitchen, stretching on tip-
toe to reach a bottle of Shayne’s favor-
ite cognac from the shelf. She filled a
three-ounce glass and put it on a tray
with a glass of ice water, hesitated only
momentarily before pouring a couple
of ounces in the bottom of another

glass to which she added ice cubes and

tap water. )

Jack Bristow was lying back with his
head on the pillow and eyes lightly
closed when Lucy re-entered the room.
Short-cropped black hair clung to his
well-shaped head in waves, and his mo-
bile lips were slightly parted. He looked
relaxed, asleep perhaps, and Lucy ap-
proached the bed on tiptoe, lookjng
down at him doubtfully when he did
not stir or open his eyes.

She set the tray on the floor and gen-
tly lifted the loose tail of shirt and un-
dershirt to study the small wound
again. No more blood came from the
bullet-hole, and the red fluid that had
previously oozed out was heginning to
form a scab.

She drew his clothing back over the
"bare flesh, thinking it best not to dis-
turb him, and debating anew whether
she should call a doctor at once or hope

Shayne would come soon and make the
decision for her.

When she turned her head she saw
Jack’s eyes wide open and fixed upon
her unblinkingly. “Is Mike Shayne
coming here—tonight?”

“I think so. If he doesn’t come soon
I can call himand ...”

“Don’t.” Jack's teeth were set to-
gether hard and his voice was harsh.
“From what you've told Arlene in let-
ters, she guesses you're in love with
the guy. That right?”

“I don’t think that concerns you.”

“The hell it doesn't. I wouldn't be
here if there was another soul in Miami
I could have gone to.”

Lucy said, “That’'s flattering.” She
rocked back on her heels and reached
for the glass of straight brandy. “You
wanted a drink?”

He took it from her and lifted the
glass to his lips swiftly without lifting
his head, spilling a few drops but com-
ing as close to “tossing off” a drink as
Lucy had ever seen accomplished.

He dropped the empty glass on the
coverlet beside him and muttered, “I
didn’t mean anything personal. You've
always been and still are the girl I'd
like most to be between the sheets with,
But I know all about Mike Shayne, see?
Just the kind of dick he is.”

“What kind of dick,” asked Lucy
faintly, “do you think he is?”

“He’'d love to throw me to the
wolves,” said Jack flatly. He paused be-
fore adding, “Particularly if he found
me shacked up with his—secretary.” His
hesitation before selecting the final
word was meaningful and Lucy felt her-
self blushing again like a schoolgirl.

“Michael isn’t like that,” she declared
vehemently. “As for you being ‘shacked
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up’ with me, as you so elegantly express
it, that's utter nonsense. After all, I
only saw you once before in my life.”

“But how’ll you make him believe
that? You know how a guy is when
another fellow pops up out of hiz—sec-
retary’s past. Always ready to helieve
the worst. Why’ll he think I came to
you if I hadn’t been sure yvou’d take
me in?”

“What's all this getting us?” demand-
ed Lucy wearily. “Tell me . about it,
Jack. Who shot you in the side? Why
are you afraid to bhe examined by a
doctor?”

“A dead man, believe it or not. And
I told you why not to call a doctor,”
Jack snarled. “Because I can't afford to
start explaining things to the police.
Not yet. Nor to your Mike Shayne ei-
ther. Get that straight, sister. If he does
come and yvou say a word about me be-
ing here, I'll fix you with him so you'll
wish you'd kept shut!”

“You're hardly in a position to threat-
en anvone,” Lucy told him coldly. She
retrieved the empty cognac glass,
placed it on the tray, and stood up. “Do
yvou want some water?”

“No. More of that brandy would be
okay.”

“You've had enough.” she told him
and started toward the door.

His voice stopped her on the thresh-
old. It was hard and level, vet with an
underlyving note of desperation which
warned her that he was dangerous.

“Just don't do it, Lucy girl. All I'm
asking is a couple of hours, and [ swear
to you as God is my judge that vou'll
he doing nothing wrong. But I'm also
warning you that Shayne wouldn’t see
it that way, and if vou give me to him
't smear you so you’ll not only he
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lovoking for another man but for an-
other job, too. Now close that door and
get smart.”

Lucy went out without looking hoek.
She carried the tray to the kitchen and
carefully rinsed out Jack’s liquor glass
and dried it. She emptied the ice water
in the sink and took her own untouched
glass of brandy and water back to the
living room. The bhedroom door stood
open, but she noted that Jack had turn-
ed out the bhedside lamp.

Biting her lip in indecision, she slow-
Iy went to the door and drew it shut,
then turncd back to drop into a deep
chair and wrestle with her problem.

In the beginning, immediately after
Jack made his absurd threat, there had
heen no question in her mind. Michacel
Shayne was certainly best qualified to
decide whether or not to turn Bristow
over to the police after questioning
him. Shayne had his own peculiar code
of ethics which she sometimes did not
wholly understand, but which she re-
spected. Often enough, she had secn
him =et himself squarely against the
police in their efforts to jail a man
whom Shayne believed innocent. and
many times she had seen him go far
outside the law to gain an end which
he believed right.

If Jack Bristow could convince
Shayvne that he was innocent in what-
ever sort of mess he'd gotten him-elf
mixed into. she knew positively that
the hig redhead would hold the man’s
confidence inviolate even though it in-
volved a technical illegality on Shayne's
part.

On the other hand. Lucy was in love
with her employer. She admitted the
fact openly to herself, and more or less
openly to him. For years now she had



let herself dream of marriage, and had
felt encouraged of late by the belief
that he was coming more and more to
put thoughts of Phyllis, his first wife,
out of his mind and to allow himself to
look at Lucy more and more as a wom-
an rather than merely an attractive and
competent secretary.

She knew full well what a struggle
it had been for Shayne to adjust him-
'self to losing Phyllis after possessing
her for so short a time after living for
years in loneliness, and she had re-
spected him for keeping her memory
alive. ’

But now, things were beginning to
work out; and she had a strong feeling
that it was essentially right that theyv
should. Right, not only for herself but
for Michael Shayne also.

She moodily drank half the glass of
brandy and water, and thought about
the wounded man in her bedroom.
What manner of man was Jack Bris-
tow? What sort of jam could he have
got into in Miami to bring him to her
apartment seeking refuge and bleeding
from a gunshot wound? In the past,
when she had known his sister well,
she had sensed that Jack was weak and
probably lazy, but she could recall no
vicious or unlawful tendencies.

Of course, she told herself drearily,
a sister is likely to be the last person
to suspect a brother of such things, and
it was perfectly possible that Arlene
had been unaware of his real character.
Also, it had been many years since
Lucy had seen Arlene, and all sorts of
things might have happened to Jack
in the interim. He might well be a
noted criminal, wanted by the police
of a dozen states, and Lucy would not
be aware of it.

But, somehow, she couldn’t make her-
self believe that. Not of the boy whom
she had once dreamed about, and who
had been able to arouse in her tonight
the passionate desire to kiss him by
merely sliding the tips of his fingers
over the inside of her wrist and laugh-
ing up at her with challenging and half-
parted lips. '

Ne, Lucy told herself desperately. He
can't be really bad. Certainly I would
know subconsciously if he were, and
would be repelled rather than attracted
by him. Whatever trouble he's in must
be the result of a prank or some sort of
mistake, and I would be disloyal to Ar-
lene if I refused to protect him for the
short time he asked.

On the other hand, his threat to
smear her reputation in front of Mi-
chael Shayne if she admitted his pres-
ence to the detective rankled, and she
conceded in her heart that it was not
the act of an innocent lad. Still, it was
a threat that had been born of despera-
tion and of his lack of knowledge of
Shayne’s real character.

There I go, she muttered to herself
despairingly, pretending I know Mi-
chael's real character when the fact is
that I'm not at all sure how he might
react if Jack were to tell him a lot of
lies about me. I should be sure that
he'd disregard them, but I'm not. I sim-
ply don’t know. And I'm afraid to put
it to the test. On the other hand, Pll
hate myself forever if I lie to Michael
and let Jack stay hidden in the bed-
room without telling him.

Lucy still hadn’t made up her mind
when the buzzer rang and she got up
to push the button that would admit
Michael Shayne to the apartment build-
ing.
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Shayne a full six ounces of amber liquor
and fitting four over-sized ice cubes into
a tall twelve-ounce glass, then filling it
to the brim with cold water. She made
her own drink very light this time, and
was completely self-possessed when she
returned to the living room with a tray.

Her mind was made up. This evening
would be like all the other evenirigs she
and Shayne had spent together in her
apartment. She would be a reserved
and pleasant hostess, making him com-
fortable and relaxed with good liquor
and by being an attentive and respon-
sive listener. After he left—around mid-
night, it usually was—would be time
enough to start thinking about Jack
Bristow again.

Shayne was sprawled back at one end
of the divan with long legs stretched
out in front of him. His red hair was
rumpled and his tie slightly askew, the
gauntness of his features softened and
lessened somewhat by the indirect light
from a floor lamp and the comfortable
feeling he always had when alone with
Lucy.

He watched her without speaking
and without moving while she leaned
forward to set the tray on a low coffee
table close to him and then seated her-
self on the other side of it. He lifted the
cognac glass with knobby fingers and
sipped meditatively for a moment, then
said:

“Give me a little more time, Lucy. I
know I don’t deserve it, but I do need
it.” -

She didn’t ask him time for what.
She knew what he meant. In her heart
she wanted to cry out that she couldn’t
wait much longer, that she was some-
times frightened by the things she felt,
that she was a woman of flesh and blood

and of normal desires, and that if he
didn’t want to marry her she wished
he would say so and propose some other
sort of arrangement.

Instead, she crossed her legs and
smoothed the shimmering blue hostess
gown over her thighs and replied, “Of
course, Michael.”” Then changed the
subject by adding, “Did you see Mr.
Selkirk this afternoon?”

There was the tramp of heavy foot-
steps in the hall outside, and a loud
knock on her door before Shayne could
reply. He lifted bushy red brows ques-
tioningly at her, and Lucy shrugged
her shoulders to indicate she expected
no visitors and had no idea who was
there.

She got to her feet as a second knock
followed the first swiftly, went to the
door, and opened it a foot to confront
a red-faced and uniformed city police-
man.

There were others beyond him, she
noted, arousing the occupants of the
other apartments, and knew instantly
why they were there. Panic flowed
through her and caused a tight knot in
her throat, but she managed to get her
words out past the knot calmly:

“Yes? What is it, Officer?”

“Sorry to bother you, Ma'm. Is any-
one in your apartment with you?”

She clung tightly to the doorframe
and the door tightly with both hands
while demanding, “Why do you want
to know?” ' :

“We're looking for a man,” the cop
explained impatiently. “Traced him in-
to this apartment house in the last hour
and we’'ve got to ask your permission
to search your place for him.”

“Do you suspect me of harboring a
fugitive?” she asked hotly.
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done. I wasn’'t-sure about his innocence
at first when I thought it was some-
thing minor,” she hurried on ingenu-
ously, “but I know he’d never kill any-
body.”

“What makes you so positive?”

“He just isn’t the type.”

Shayne shook his head in sudden irri-
tation while three decep creases formed
hetween his eyes. He moved toward the
kitchen and Lucy was forced to step
aside out of his path.

He muttered, “I think I'd like to hear
a lot more about this Jack Bristow-—
hut I feel I'll need another drink in
order to take it.”

Lucy gazed after him despairingly,
then took two tottering steps to let her
trembling body sink onto the divan.
She knew she was making a mess of
everything. That she was saying exact-
ly the wrong things to gain Shayne’s
sympathy and understanding. Yet
what, she wondered miserably, could
she tell him to make him understand?
The truth, of course. Yet the truth was
~0 fantastic and unbelievable!

How could she make him understand
why she hadn’t told him about Jack
the moment he arrived? By repeating
his threat to lie to Shayne about her if
she did? That would arouse only dis-
helief and contempt in her employer.
Lucy was still casting about wildly for
a lie that would be more believable
than the truth when Shavne stalked
back with another straight drink of
cognac.

He looked at his watch as he settled
himself, saying quietly, “First, I want
a complete physical description of Bris-
tow, how badly he was wounded, and
any ideas you may have about where
he might have gone.”
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“Wait a minute,” he said sharply,
when Lucy started to protest. “I admit
you've got me in a hell of a spot, and
that I pulled Will Gentry into it with,
me when I chased the sergeant and his
men away. If I decide it will really ac-
complish anything to tell the exact
truth about your pulling the wool over
my eyes, I'll do so. But if an anonymous
phone call will bring the same results,
I'll try to keep you out of it. And myself
and Gentry, incidentally. So don’t waste
time with any explanations. Give me
his description and what you know
about him.”

Holding herself in check and keeping
her voice as flatly unemotional as she
could, Lucy complied. She heard a dis-
believing grunt from Shayne when she
explained that she hadn't seen Jack for
years—and then only once briefly in
New Orleans, and had no idea where
he might go to in Miami. She did ex-
plain that he claimed to have been shot
by-a dead man and had come to her for
help because he knew no one else, and
knew her address from his sister.

Shayne nodded curtly when she fin-
ished. He got up with a glance at her
ruined phone and said, “I'll go down-
stairs to call that information in. Don’t
go in the bedroom. If they don’t pick
him up fast, I'll try to lift his prints
from in there for the police to work
on.”

Lucy sat huddled miserably on the
divan while he was gone. His set face
told her nothing when he returned, but
he sat down and took a sip of cognac
and spoke to her matter-of-factly.

“It’s pretty bad. There’s a city-wide
alarm out for him, and your description
may help. A girl,” he went on moodily,
“was strangled in a rooming house on















to get you out of my hair, Tim. But
youw’ll have to bum your own ride back.
Anything else happens, let me know,
Lucy.”

He went out, and Shayne got up
carefully to cross the room and close
the door on the night-latch.

Rourke dropped the phone on its
prongs and wiped sweat from his face.
“That was a close one. Pour me another
drink, Mike, and then you children set-
tle down and tell Papa exactly the sort
of games you’'ve been playing with tele-
phones and bedroom doors and such.”

CHAPTER FIVE

Bloody Bundle

ICHAEL SHAYNE GRIMACED
M sourly and growled, “All right,
Bright-eyes. That was fast thinking
when you grabbed the phone in front
of Will, though not really necessary.
We're not hiding anything. Not much,
anyhow,” he amplified with a glance at
Lucy.

She smiled back at him with an e{Tort.
“I'm afraid I've got you in an awful
mess, Michael. Though I still swear I
can’t make myself believe Jack Bristow
can be guilty of anything like murder.”

“An old hov-friend of Lucy’'s.” Shavne
explained to Rourke with a shrug. “He
never strangled her, and she refuses to
helieve he’d go that far with any other
woman.” He gathered up his and
Rourke's empty glasses, got an angry
shake of her head from Lucy when he
glanced at hers, and went into the Kitch-
en for refills.

Timothy Rourke dropped onto the
divan heside her and covered one hand
with his. “Don’t,” he =aid in a low voice,
“pay too much attention to Mike. He's

sore and jealous, but when it comes to a
showdown he’ll be riding out in front
of you like a knight on a white charg-
er.”

Lucysmiled miserably at him. “I've
got him in a horrible mess, Tim. You
see, Jack did come here to hide from
the police. And I didn't tell Michael. I
was afraid-"

“Let me do the talking, angel,”
Shayne cut in sharply from the kitchen
doorway. He brought in fresh drinks
for Rourke and himself, settled back on
the divan, and spoke warningly to the
reporter.

“Don’t go off half-cocked on any of
this. Lucy hadn’t seen Bristow for years
until he busted in on her a couple of
hours ago with a slug hole in his stom-
ach and a crazy story about being shot
by a dead man and needing help. She
didn’t know it was murder, but she did
refuse to cover up for him, and tried to
call me.”

Shayne broke off to gesture at the
telephone. “He jerked the cord loose
when she tried to phone me, then lock-
ed himself in her bedroom. I showed up
just then,” Shayne went ong improvis-
ing swiftly, “and before she could tell
me about it, this Sergeant Loftus and
his goon squad came charging in and
got me sore. So I kicked them out with-
out knowing Bristow had been here,
and I admit I felt like a fool when Lucy
told me a minute later that he was here.

“I broke down the door,” Shayne
went on swiftly, “but it was too late
anyhow. He’d got out the window and
down the fire escape in the mecantime.
They were already onto him being in
this building and I saw no reason to
drag Lucy into it by telling her part
when it was too late to do any good.
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That's all there is to it.”

Rourke’s black eyes were fever-
bright. “But you did make that call in
to give his name and description?”

“Sure,” Shayne conceded readily. “It
was too late to do anything else by that
time. If the fool hadn’t dropped the
slip of paper with Lucy’s name, she’'d
never have come into it. And by the
time we knew about that, it was too late
to start telling Will Gentry the truth.”

“I can see all that.” Timothy Rourke
sank back and took a long pull at his
bourbon and water. .

Lucy avoided meeting Shayne’s eyes
because she didn’t dare let him see the
gratitude shining in hers.

“How badly was Bristow hurt,
Lucy?” Rourke asked after a moment.

“I honestly don’t know. It was in his
side right here.” She indicated the spot
beneath her ribs with a forefinger. “It
wasn’'t bleeding much outwardly and
- he seemed pretty good. He claimed a
dead man had shot him,” she added
with a shudder. “I don’t know what to
think now. Is there any real evidence
that he Kkilled the girl on Eighteenth
Street?”

Rourke shook his head slowly. “Noth-
ing definite, I guess. They don’t know
much of anything yet. The girl in an
adjoining room found Trixie’s body.
Gladys Smith, she’d signed the regis-
ter,” he added, “but the other girls call
her Trixie. She’s new in Miami, and
new to the racket, too, I guess. Looks
about sixteen and—well, a girl has to
be pretty new at it to get herself stran-
gled. About Bristow,” he went on, “the
only thing tying him to it thus far is
the taxi driver who picked him up a
block away at the right time and
brought him here. That, and the paper
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with yvour address on the floor.”

Shayne tossed off his cognac and got
up to stride up and down the floor.
“Will Gentry,” he argued, ‘“said there
wasn’t any blood in the room. No gun.
Hardly looks like he was shot by the
girl in self-defense.”

“He could have carried the gun away
with him after she plugged him,” par-
ried Rourke. He finished his drink and
yawned, then suggested casually:

“Let’'s quit telling fairy stories and
get down to the truth. What did happen
here tonight?”

Lucy straightened up with a gasp of
alarm, bhut Shayne continued his pacing
without breaking stride and declared
flatly, “That’s all of it, Tim. Don’t blame
Lucy too much. She thought the guy
was still there in the bedroom, of
course, when the cops came—and the
cop at her door didn’t give her a chance
to tell him anything. In fact,” Shayne
went on with a twisted smile, “I sort of
took the play away from her when the
bastard tried to push in and got in-
sulting.” ‘ '

“Wait a little minute,” said Timothy
Rourke wearily. “This is me. Remem-
ber? Not Will Gentry. Not the cops. I
don’t mind covering up for you two
nice people, but I'm waiting to hear you
say which one bumped the guy.”

It was Michael Shayne who reacted
this time instead of Lucy, who didn’t
catch the full import of the reporter’'s
words. He stopped abruptly and de-
manded, “What guy, Tim? What in hell
are you talking about?”

“The guy under Lucy's. bed,” said
Rourke. “Jack Bristow, at a guess,
from the quick look I grabbed.”

Lucy sank back with a little stricken
cry, and Shayne slowly turned hotly









tiary had gone out of control and crash-
ed through the side of a bridge into a
river containing thirty fect of water.

The body of the driver of the car had
been recovered wedged behind the
steering wheel, but his fellow-otlicer
and the prironer, handcuffed togcther
in the back zecat had not been found
when the news story was written.

Both men glanced through it hastily,
and Rourke =aid, I remember that
story. They <till haven't found the two

“bodies. Guy was a hank messenger who
pulled a fake holdup and got away with
about eighty grand, which they never
recovered ecither.”

Shayne refolded the clipping and
thrust it into his pocket. “We've got to
get him out of here. Not a cop in the
world will believe us now if we call
them in and tell the exact truth. Not
even Will Gentry, even though he'd try
like hell to believe us.”

Timothy Rourke grinned and asked,
“Isn’t there a little old law about not
moving a corpsec?”’

“I think mayhe there is,” Shavne
agreed mockingly, “and you and I are
getting ready to break it” He went to
the window with the ripped screen and
pulled the wire aside to lean out and
look down. e withdrew his head and
nodded.

“Easy cnough. The alley is dark. You
2o on down,” he told Tim matter-of-
factly, “and case it just to bhe certain.
I'll roll him in this rug and turn out the
lights. If it’s okay. whistle and T'll carry
him down.”

“Going to leave him down there?”
Rourke had both hands in his pockets
and was studying the dead man with
interest. “Not a bad-looking kid,” he
muttered. “Damned if I'm not just

about rcady to take Lucey’'s word for it
that he isn’t a girl strangler.”

“We'll find out about that later. Right
now I want him out of here.” Shayne
scowled and wiped sweat from his face.
“I think we’ll leave him in the alley.
This is messed up enough without
throwing the cops off any more by
ditching him someplace else.”

“Loftus will have searched the alley
when he was here hefore.”

“I know. And there won’'t be enough
blood where we put him down.” Shayne
pau-~ed in indecision. “Maybe we'd bet-
ter u=e my car. Carry him a few blocks
and drop him.” :

“You're heginning to think like Mike’
Shayne again. Get hold of yourself,
Mike, and quit blaming Lucy for what
she couldn’t help. This is dynamite and
youw’d better realize it. Gentry has taken
a lot from vou, but he’ll never swallow
it if anything in God’s world points
back to Lucy’s apartment on this.”

Shayne muttered, “I know.” He pull-
ed car keys from his pocket and passed
them to Rourke. “It’s parked right in
front. Pull up and drive through the
alley once with your lights on. Come
back with them out and stop under-
neath if it’s okay.”

ourke took the keys and went out,
and Shayne went to work swiftly. He
first checked the body to make certain
nothing of importance remained in any
of the pockets. He found nothing at all.
He then rvolled the remains of Jack
Bristow in the scatter rug and carried
it t¢ the ~indow, examined the frame
of tl.e +";med sereen, and found it came
oft ca=~ily. He removed it and carried it
to a similar window on the other zide
of the room that let onto a sheer drop
instead of the fire escape, removed that
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gaunt face expressionless except for a
dangerous blaze in the gray eyves.

“So you're the tough private dick?”
The big man’s voice held a note of half-
derision, mixed with seeming anticipa-
tion,

“Tough enough.” Shayne's voice was
relaxed. “Suppose you come out of my
secretary’s bedroom and tell me what
this is all about.” :

“Let’s both go in, huh? From what
I've seen, she's got plenty for two.”

Lucy shrank back, closing her eyves
against Shayne's slow, implacable stalk-
ing advance. She didn't understand it.
The man was drawing Shayne on—beg-
ging for trouble instead of avoiding it.

Shayne didn't reply. He continued to
move forward. There was death in the
room and both men were unconscious
of Lucy. The intruder's bulk bhlocked
the doorway in front of her and she
couldn’t see Shayne now. She tried to
dart past him, crying out:

“No, Michael! Don’t. He's got a gun.”

His heavy left arm flailed back, strik-
ing her cruelly across the mouth and
knocking her to her knees. Through a

wave of blackness, she heard Michael .

Shayne’s voice, flat and deadlyv:

“You're going to payv for that—a high
price, mister.”

He was closer now. She knew he was
still coming. That nothing would stop
him. She had known him for vears and
heard his voice like that only once be-
fore in all that time. Without looking
at his face, she could sec it as it had
been that other time.

She got to her feet and groped be-
hind her in the semi-darkness. The man
had not moved from the doorway.

She fumbled for the back of a straight
chair and found it. Her fingers gripped
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it with desperate urgency when she
heard the man's voice.

“This is gonna be real nice. One more
step, shamus. . . .”

From behind she saw movement of
his right elbow. The chair swung high
in an arc over her head and crashed
with shattering force atop the bald
dome that glistened so invitingly.

He went to his knees and his gun
came out and at the same moment
Shayne’s body struck him in a long
driving tackle from in front. They
crashed together backward into Lucy
and the three of them were tangled on
the floor of the darkened bedroom in a
writhing, struggling pile.

Lucy rolled to one side while the two
men pummeled each other, and her
hand encountered the butt of the stran-
ger's gun, which had been knocked
from his hand by Shayne's lunge.

Just as she got to her knees with it,
one of the struggling figures broke
away from the other and scrambled
across the room to the unbroken screen
which Shayvne had put in the window
on the fire escape.

He went through it.headfirst, and
Lucy knew it was the stranger who
was escaping while Shavne slowly drag-
ged himself up from the floor behind.

She ran to the window ~with the
heavy gun in her hand, peered out and
downward and could hear the clatter
of feet on the iron stairs far below, but
it was too dark to see anything.

She turned back and Shayvne was get-
ting to his feet groggily, blood stream-
ing from his nose and a cut lower lip.

She ran to him with a little cry of
dismay, but he pushed her off, mutter-
ing thickly, “Got to phone in—report
this.” He lurched out into the living






“Sergeant Hutton coming up,” he
told her swiftly. “Do just what I said,
angel. Give me that clipping and forget
it. You never saw the man before. They
may suspect it has something to do
with Bristow, but they can’t prove it.”

He went to the door to admit a detec-
tive sergeant and two men. To them he
gave & brief and concise story of having
left Lucy’s apartment soon after Gen-
try’s visit and then returning twenty
minutes later to find her struggling
with an intruder whom he described
carefully.

“He had a gun, but she bopped him
with a chair from behind and I jumped
him in the bedroom doorway there. We
tangled on the floor and he broke loose
and crashed out the window screen on-
to the fire escape. That’s every damned
thing we know about it.”

Sergeant Hutton was a slender young
man with a cold mouth and probing
eyes. He set his men to going over the

apartment and fire escape for prints or .

other clues to prove or disprove
Shayne’s story, and questioned Lucy
as to exactly what had taken place.

While Shayne roamed about morose-
ly, sipping cogmac and waiting impa-
tiently for them to finish, Lucy stoutly
stuck to the story that the man had
forced his way in and made indecent
proposals to her and threatened her
with his revolver after ripping the tele-
phone wire out. Since the sergeant was
evidently not aware of Lucy’s connec-
tion with the murdered girl on 18th
Street or Jack Bristow, he asked no
embarrassing questions along those
lines, but was forced to accept their
story at face value.

When the trio departed, they took the
New Orleans detective’s gun with them,
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and also an assortment of prints from
the bedroom which Shayne warned
them would contain both his and Tim-
othy Rourke’s prints.

He breathed a deep sigh of relief
when they were gone, squatted in front
of the telephone hox, and opened it to
replace the connection Lucy had broken
earlier. He dialed his hotel and asked
if Rourke was there waiting for him.

Rourke came on the wire at once,
and Shayne told him cheerfully,
“Things* are looking up a bit at this
end. How did your job go?”

He listened with a grin while Tim
cursed him for getting him involved in
the disposal of dead bodies. Then he
broke in, talking swiftly.

“The important thing is you did get
rid of him. Okay. Here’s another job.
Get down to your office and dig up any
follow-ups that may have come over
the wire on the New Orleans thing we
found in Bristow’s pocket. . . .

“That’s right—" he took the clipping
from his pocket and studied it—“Mark
Switzer was the cop handcuffed to
Hugh Allerdice. The cop who drowned
was—Hardinger. See if the bodies of
Switzer or Allerdice have turned up.
And go back in the files, Tim, to get a
full story of Allerdice’s bank robbery.
Bring those clippings here to Lucy’s
place? . . . Right.”

He hung up and told Lucy, “Now
we're going to tear this place apart to
see if Bristow did ditch anything here.
Think back carefully to the moment he
came in the door and tell me what you
both did.”

“I let him in. He staggered a little
and fell to the floor there in the middle
of the room. Then I helped him into
the bed. That’s~all, Michael. He never












“But, Michael . . .” Lucy began to
protest, but broke it off when she saw
Shayne’s set face. He was already on
his way to the door and she knew he
wouldn’t stop to argue. Not now. Not
with the threads in his hands and the
" design beginning to emerge.

CHAPTER EIGHT
”

Gun-Muzzle Greeting

ITTING BEHIND A SCARRED OAK

desk at police headquarters, Chief
of Police Will Gentry angrily vanked
the sodden butt of a well-chewed cigar
from his mouth and threw it toward a
spittoon in one corner of his private
office. He leaned both elbows on the
desk and glared at the redhead who sat
across from him.

“You're through covering up, Mike!”
he thundered. “You're coming clean
with me right now, by God. I've had
two killings tonight and an ‘attempted
rape’'—if you expect me to believe the
absurd story you and Lucy told Hutton.
You're tied up in all three of them.”

Hc paused a moment to control his
rage, then ticked off the items on his
fingers.

“Lucy’'s name and address lving be-
¢ide a murdered girl. The murderer is
picked up by a taxi driver half a block
from the spot and driven to her door.
We get the tip and search every apart-
ment in the place except hers. And
why? Why do they make an exception
of her? Because you throw vour weight
around! Because in the past I've been
fool enough to befriend vou and play
along with vou, and my men all know
it and treat you like a sort of tin god.
But, by all that’s holy, you're not chief
of police Mike. Not yet, vou're not.”

36 DELL MYSTERY NOVELS

“Wait a minute, Will,”” Shavne said
in an attempt to soothe him. “You know
how that happened. When that moronic
cop of yours jumped all over Lucy with-
out provocation—"

“You stuck your big yap in and re-
fused to allow him to do his duty,”
snarled Gentry. “All right. Brisiow’s
body turns up an hour later on a solid
citizen’s lawn on Fortieth Street. Where
it's been dumped out of a car. Slug in
hix belly and throat slit to a fare-thee-
well. And you know what gun that <lug
fite, Mike?”

“I can guess.”

“Can vou? Sure it wouldn't be more
than a guess on your part?' Chief Gen-
try thrust his heavy jaw forward bel-
ligerently. “To a gun we pick up later
in your apartment, Mike.”

“I told you about the guy busting in
on Lucy. . ..”

“Sure, you told us,” snorted Gentry.
“Only God knows how many fairy tales
vou've told us tonight. Where is the
guyv nobody else saw? We threw a cor-
don around that neighborhood fast. but
he wasn't there. How can you prove
there was any guy attacking Lucy? Did
vou think it was a smart way of ac-
counting for the presence of the mur-
der gun?”

“For Christ’s sake, Will.” groaned
Shayne. “Be¢en a lot easier to ditch it.
Who do vou think slugged me here?”
His hand went up to his bruized and cut
mouth.

“How <hould T guess?’ Will Gentry
cettled back to put fire to another cigar
and <ighed unhappily. “Are vou going
to come clean or do I have to lock vou
up?”’

“You'd have to lock me up if I did
come clean, Will.” Shayne's voice was












but it was an ordinary, old-fashioned
lock.

A skeleton key opened it easily and
he stepped inside the dark, smelly room
and closed the door without locking it.
He ran a pencil flashlight around the
murder room to orient himself, saw a
double bed in one corner, an overstuffed
chair in another, and two straight
chairs against the wall near the door.
There was nothing, now, to indicate
that a girl had died here a few hours
earlier, or that the room had been thor-
oughly searched as Gentry had stated.

He lifted a straight chair to a posi-
‘tion close to the unlocked door, noted
the time was 11:40, snapped off the
flash, and sat down to wait in the dark-
ness.

He wouldn’t wait very long, he told
himself. This was only a wild hunch
with the mathematical chances about a
thousand-to-one against its succceding.
But there was that one chance. There
had been a police guard outside ever
since the murder was discovered. If
anyone had been waiting for a chance
to enter, or had heard the newscast, he
would now think it safe to do so.

But he wouldn’t hang around long,
Shayne told himself. Until 12:30, he de-
cided. If no one had showed by then,
he’d get out to O’Brien’s, which was a
much better bet. Bob Moore was a good
man, but the redhead preferred to bhe
in on his own kills if possible.

Waiting in the dark for something he
really didn’t expect to happen was a
slow and deadly boring businesz. With-
in five minutes, Shayne was yawning
widely, and at the end of ten his eyes
persisted in drifting shut. Then he
heard someone climbing the stairs, and
he stiffened to alert attention for a mo-
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ment, but they went on up to the floor
above.

He didn’t hear the man approaching
when he did come a few minutes after
midnight. He heard nothing outside un-
til there was a faint rattle of the door-
Kknob within inches of where he sat. He
did not move a muscle except to draw
the gun. Chief Gentry had loaned him.

The door opened a tiny, cautious
crack, then came open swiftly as the
figure of a man stepped inside.

Michael Shayne was on his feet, ram-
ming the muzzle of Gentry's gun into
the other’s ribs before he could close
the door. There was a startled grunt of
astonishment from the intruder, and
Shayne found the wall s«witch that
turned on an overhead light.

Cowering away from him in a half-
crouch, white-faced and desperate with
fear, an improvised and bloody band-
age wrapped about his head, was a
man Shayne had never scen hefore.

Shayne heeled the door shut and said
grimly, “Thanks for dropping in, Aller-
dice. Sit down and we'll have a talk.”

CHAPTER NINE

Small Fry

QQHO\V . WHO ARE YOU? OH,
God in heaven.” moaned Hugh
Allerdice, sinking to his haunches and
covering the dirty two-day beard on his
face with both hands.

Shayne moved swiftly to grab him by
the shoulder and drag him to the bed.
“None of that matters now.” he «narled.
“Sit up and start talking. Where’s vour
pal Mark Switzer?”

“I don’t know.” The youth was sob-
bing now. He was a beaten man. Shiver-
ing, he went on, his voice low. “I haven’t



seen him for hours. Since he shot Jack
and hit me over the head and left me
for dead, I guess.” Dazedly, he put his
. hand to his bandaged forehead. “I man-
aged to stagger behind a hedge and then
passed out. I just came to a while ago
and fixed the bandage and came back
and saw a cop at the door. What's hap-
pened?”

“First, I want to know fast about you
and Switzer. Not the New Orleans part.
I've got that figured. Tonight. When
you came after Bristow and the mon-
ey.”

“Mark insisted on coming up,” said
Allerdice dully. “We saw Jack going
out like for a walk, and Mark said that
was a good chance. He’d come up and
get the money from the girl if it was
here. I was to stay outside and watch
for Jack to come back and stop him.
And I did. And saw him coming down
the sidewalk just when Mark came run-
ning out, his face all black with rage.

“I was just stepping up to Jack when
Mark shot him. I dunno why. I swear I
don’t,” he cried wildly, “unless it was
to stop Jack and me from getting to-
gether. And Mark slammed me over the
head with his-gun. Hit me two or three
times and started running after Jack,
who was out in the middle of the street.
Then a cab stopped and Jack got in,
and the last I saw was Mark running
after them. Then I passed out. That’s
all T know. I swear it is.”

He looked around the room wildly.
“What happened here? Did Mark get
the money? Did he hurt Jack’s girl?”

“He strangled her,” Shayne said grim-
ly. “But he didn't get the money. He’s
still after that. Come on.”

He hauled Hugh Allerdice roughly to
his feet and dragged him to the door

and out. The youth protested weakly,
and then collapsed laxly. Shayne tried
to shake him back to consciousness,
then tossed his limp body over his
shoulder and trotted downstairs. He
went around the corner to his car,
where he shoved Allerdice into the
front seat and drove swiftly south to
Flagler. .

There was a patrolman standing neg-
ligently-on the corner of Miami Avenue
and Flagler, and Shayne, pulling in fast
to the curb beside him, leaned over Al-
lerdice’s unconscious body to unlatch
the door and call the policeman.

Fortunately the patrolman knew
Shayne by sight, and did not ask ques-
tions or protest when the redhead or-
dered, “Drag this thing out of my car
and get an ambulance for him. Name’s
Hugh Allerdice, wanted in Louisiana
for murder of a cop while escaping a
prison rap. Tell Will Gentry that Tim
Rourke can give him the whole story.”

Having said this, Shayne jerked the
door shut and gunned the heavy car
across Flagler toward the Southeast
section.

The street James O’Brien lived on
was in a quiet, middle-class residential
section of stucco bungalows with neat
lawns and nicely spaced coconut palms
along each side.

All the houses were dark at this past-
midnight hour, and Shayne drove fast
to the second block from the one he
sought, then slowed to fifteen miles an
hour to drive past the O’Brien house.
It was distinguishable from its neigh-
bors only by the street number beside
a driveway of crushed coral rock that
led back to a detached, single garage.

Shayne saw no sign of Moore when.
he drove past the first time. He swung
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no idea Hugh Allerdice had bribed
Switzer to help him escape. After he
read about it in the paper it was too
late, and-" .

“How do you know he read ahout it
in the paper?” Gentry pounced on her
statement harshly.

“She assumes he did,” Shayne put in
fast. He poked his finger at the series
of clippings lying on Gentry's desk.
“Local papers carried stories of the es-
cape, though they didn’t call it that.”

Will Gentry settled back with a stern
look of disapproval that was only par-
tially belied by the twinkle in his eye.

“I don’t know and I don’t suppose
I'll ever know what you two are hiding.
Maybe it's lucky Switzer died while
you were bringing him in—before he
could talk, Mike. I wouldn't like to
think that Jack Bristow actually reach-
ed Lucy’s place after being wounded
and that you and she lied and covered
up in order to get your hands on this
money. Hell, if I believed that, I'd also
have to suspect that one of you finished
him off with a knife.”

“You found the knife on Switzer,
didn’t you?”’ challenged Shayne. “\Vith
Bristow’s blood on it.”

“Yeh. And you had plenty of time to
plant it on him.” Gentry rolled his cigar
to the other side of his mouth. “How
come you were so damned posgtive Bris-
tow had shoved the cash down behind
the cushion in O’Brien’s cab? How’d
you know the girl’s killer didn’t get it
when he searched her room? Or Bris-

tow’s Kkiller hadn’t lifted it off him
when he cut his throat?”
“I wasn’t sure,” Shayne parried

ecuably. “It was a hunch I got when I
read O'Brien’s statement about Jack
trying to read his name on the cab li-
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cense, and then asking him. As O'Brien
pointed out, very few cab passengers
ever bother. There was a man, shot in
the belly and close to decath, yet he
bothered. Why? I could see only one
reason for doing it. Because he was
ditching something in the cab which
he planned to recover later. I knew
about the holdup and the missing
eighty grand from Tim’s clippings by
that time, and I hoped Bristow’s Kkiller
would figure the same as I and hear
the newscast and come after it.”

“If you were so sure of it, why did
you have me pull my man off the room-
ing house and then go there to wait for
Allerdice to show?”

“I was coppering my bet, in a way,”
Shayne said slowly. “Right then, I was
convinced Switzer and Allerdice had
planned the escape in New Orleans to-
gether, had forced Jack's sister to give
them his Miami address and were here
after the dough. But I didn’t know
which one had killed the girl or which
one killed Jack. And I didn’t know
where either of them were hiding out.

“What I did know was the killer had
tortured the girl before strangling her
by breaking two of her fingers, and
scarched the room thoroughly. So I fig-
ured if either of them turned up later
looking for the money it would prove
he hadn’t killed her.”

“I suppose,” said Gentry disgustedly,
“it was the merest chance that Mark
Switzer turned up at Lucy’s apartment
with intent to rape?”

“Why no,” said Shayne blandly. *I
don’t believe that at all. It's evident
that he saw Lucy’s address when he
strangled the girl, and guesszed that
Jack had gone to her. T think he actual-
Iv came looking for the money. hut was












In a folder on Griffin’s desk there
was some information he’'d tapped a
private op for, a man I knew.

“Take your time with this case,”
Griffin said. “Some pretty influential
citizens are converts and we don’t want
any kickbacks. And you know how
‘these phoney prophets love to scream
‘religious persecution’ at us.” .

I nodded, and asked, “How was this
dick involved?”

“He had a client whose daughter was
contributing very generously to the
cause.”

“She isn’t any more?”

Griffin frowned. *“I
Why-?" )

“Because if she was unsold, there
might be an angle we could work on.
It would take something like fraud to
disillusion most of those fanatics.”

Griffin sighed. “It would take more
than that for a true believer. You check
with this private operative on that.”

This guy was located in a building on
Selma, in Hollywood, a three-story stuc-
co building of winding hallways and
fly-by-night tenants. The office of Burns
Murphy—Investigations was on the sec-
ond floor.

Enter, the lettering on the door com-
manded me, so I entered.

There was no outer office; just a
small, neat and quietly furnished room
in which Burns Murphy sat behind a
walnut desk. He was typing a letter.

He looked up as I came in and smiled
at me. He's a lanky gent, fairly hand-
some and as honest as his trade per-
mits. '

“Well,” he said, “what brings you
here, Joe?”

“Children of Proton,” I told him.
That was the name of the cult.

didn’'t ask.
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“Ah, yes,” he said, and chuckled. “The
great god Proton, idol of the positive
thinkers.” He stood up and came around
the desk. He stretched, and indicated
a chair for me. “I heard you were going
into the D.A.'s office. Golden Boy Par-
rish, eh?” .

“I make out,” I answered stiffly.

He grinned. “Don’t ruffle your tail
feathers, Joe. I knew you when.”

“Let’s get down to business.”

He sat near me in a leather-uphol-
stered love seat. “Sure.” He looked at
me thoughtfully for a moment. “What
do you want to know, Joe?”

“Is your client still interested in the
outfit?”

“My client never was. His daughter
seems cured, though you never can tell
about the post-hypnotic effects of this
kind of thing.”

“Uh-huh. What are they selling?”

He shook his head. “Nothing. No
courses, no charms, no books.”

“Well, then, what the hell
pitch?”

His glance rested on me quietly. “I'm
not sure it is a pitch. Maybe they’ve
got something, Joe. It’s about time
somebody came up with a new re-
ligion.”

“If it isn’t a pitch, why was vour cli-
ent worried?”

Burns Murphy shrugged. “Wealthy
man. Conservative man. They believe
in the status cuo. They like that old-
time religion.”

“I see.”

I said nothing beyond that and the
room was quiet for a moment. Murphy*
yawned. Then he asked quietly, “Are
you Catholic, Joe?”

“I used to be.”

He nodded, his gaze directed at the

is the





















There wasz a Bentley in the row ahead
that looked like Deke’s. But then I saw
it carried a New York plate.

On the terrace near the wide double
doors, some of the faithful were chat-
ting. I moved through an odor of fine
perfumes and expensive Havana tobac-
co and went into the auditorium.

There was a single occupant in the

foyer, a slim blonde in powder-blue .

gabardine, a beautiful gir], even by this
town’s standards. I was sure I had seen
her somewhere before.

She smiled at me impersonally. I
nodded and went past her into the audi-
torium.

Though this building ran roughly
north and south, the seats within had
been shifted slightly from what would
be logical auditorium seating. One of
the pamphlets had explained this; all
the seats faced true magnetic north.

Phoney it might be, but any more so
than a man being swallowed by a
whale?

There weren’t more than three rows
of empty seats left. I sat in the last row,
on the aisle.

As I said before, this is a town full of
cults and off-beat religious organiza-
tions. This is where the evangelists
blossom and the fanatics thrive. But
rarely do any of them attract this kind
of carriage trade.

The Constitution was on the side of
all of them, however. The guarantee of
religious freedom covers a lot of terri-
tory. Because one man’s God is another
man'’s false idol. So unless we could get
clear evidence of fraud, there'd be no
case to take into court.

Fraud does not cover voluntary dona-
tions and Jeremiah Adams was prom-
ising nothing but immortality. Grifin

had no investigators who could report
to him from beyond the grave.

This much I had to hand Jeremiah
Adams: unlike some of his contem-
poraries in the trade, he peddled neither
hate nor fear, bigotry nor hysteria. He
was riding the wave of affirmation, posi-
tive thinking that had grown these last
few years.

It was Dale Carnegie with a science-
fiction touch, layman’s psychology with
atomic overtones. But the psychologist
can help only the living. In the fright-
ened 'fifties we are grave-conscious, and
Jeremiah Adams was trying to remove
the mystery from that, just as Freud
had removed the veil from the human
mind.

Adams had the voice and the manner -
and the phraseology to make all thiz
seem as reasonable as rain. He kept that
upper-class crowd quiet and intent.

But my cyes wandered, seeking the
blonde.

She was in the first row anrd she sat
almost rigidly intense, tuned to the mel-
lifluous voice of her prophet. The
thought came to me that if only I could
sell her as completely as Adams obvi-
ously was zelling her. .

A movie star—? I'd seen that face
somewhere.

And then it came to me—I'd seen her
in the society pages a dozen times. It
was Eve Deering, the gal Burns Murphy
had been hired to watch. The gal Papa
Deering thought was in Palm Springs.

And what a honey to have come from
that sick man in the bleak house. Her
mother must have had the beauty.

And studying Adams, I saw again the
superficial resemblance to Deering, that
air of knowing you're from good stock,
that poise that comes from good schools
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and well bathed friends. Both of them
had that almost unconscious smugness
that leads to bigotry in some and a pre-
tentious, patronizing tolerance in oth-
ers.

And this father-dominated girl could
be here for refuge or in sublimation,
driven by a warped libido, seeking
what? A real mixed-up kid—and Adams
was the sort of fatherly but virile gent
who could possibly answer more than
one need in her. . .

The prophet’s pleasant voice went on
and on. I don’t know if it was hypno-
tism or some kind of vocal magic, but I
had a strange sense of comfort, of De-
longing.

No coughing, no restlessness in the
auditorium, all attention directed to-
ward the prophet who stood at due
magnetic north.

I listened and realized he was giving
them faith without morality, salvation
without ethics. Sin plaved no part in
the sermon I heard this evening I'd
have to ask him about that. ...

A number of the faithful lingered aft-
er the show was over. I went out to the
flivver and pulled it into a deserted
parking area where I could watch the
door.

Out on San Vicente, the traffic was
light, but it seemed jarring after the
quiet of that auditorium. Cars started
all around me, but in the half-empty
building there were still believers lin-
gering.

I sat and smoked while I watched the
door. There were only three cars left
in the lot when Eve Deering came out.
She was alone.

She headed for a Cad convertible and
I watched her get in and drive out to
the street before I started the Ford's
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engine.

She had turned toward Santa Mon-
ica; she was almost a full block away
when I came out of the driveway.

This is a town full of Cad converti-
bles but not too many of them are
chartreuse; I followed it without diffi-
culty all the way to the Hacienda Arms.

It was an apartment hotel overlook-
ing the Bay. An attendant took her car
at the entrance and she went up the
steps under the striped canopy awning.
I parked on the ocean side of the street
and waited a few minutes before going
into the lobbyv.

The clerk behind the desk had a small
mustache and the bored air of one who
deals daily with the rich.

I said, “Joseph Parrish to see Miss
Eve Deering. Would you phone her
apartment, please?”’

Interest came to his face. “Miss Eve
Deering—? I had no idea she was—"" And
then he frowned and went over to study
the registry cards. He shook his head.
“There’s no Eve Deering registered
here, sir.”

“Well, then, that blonde in blue gab-
ardine who just came in. Let me talk
to her.” B

He stood there, frowning, and for the
second time that evening, as I studied
him, I was looking at somebody I should
know. I opened my wallet and showed
him my identification.

His frown deepened. “I hope there’s
no—trouble, sir.”

“I hope so, t0o,” I said. “We're cer-
tainly wasting a lot of time.”

He glanced at me grimly and picked
up the desk phone. He said, “Apartment
twenty-eight-B, please.” And then, after
a moment, “Miss Dugan, there’s a Jo-
seph Parrish in the lobby to see you.”






and you were interested in the group
and that you two might be able to tell
me more about it.”

“So you went to see my dad?”

“This afternoon. And he told me you
were no longer interested in the Chil:
dren of Proton and Ze never had been,
that he considered it a racket.” I
paused. “He also told me you were in
Palm Springs.”

She opened her eyes. “You make a
big thing out of that, don’t you, my not
being in Palm Springs?”’

I didn’t answer.

Her eyes considered me impersonal-
ly. “You’'re a bad liar. Even for a stupid
policeman, you're an extremely bad
liar.”

I felt the color mount in my face.

She said quietly, “I don’t see the nails
or the hammer.”

“What d?) you mean by that, Miss
Deering?”’

“Don’t you intend to crucify him?
Aren’t you hoping to nail Jeremiah to a
cross?”’

T said calmly, “I doubt if the carpen-
ter’'s union would let me. Aren’t you
being a little hysterical?”

She sighed and put a hand to her
forehead. ‘“Perhaps.” Her voice was
weary and weak. “You’'ve met my fa-
ther. Did you talk to him very long?”

I took a deep breath. “Long enough.”

She looked at me speculatively.

I said, “I'm not that sick. Not yet.”

She looked past me. “If I'd heard ‘yid’
or ‘nigger’ or ‘greaser’ once more I'd
have been sicker than he is. I'd have
been institutionalized.” '

I asked quietly, “Was he different
when your mother was alive?”

“Enough. He adored her. And so did
I. And I adored him, then. Do you think
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I could have been jealous of her?” She
seemed to shudder. “Why in hell am I
talking to you like this?”

“People confide in me,” I told her.
“It’s one of my weapons. Miss Deering,
you're a beautiful, sensitive, and
wealthy girl. In this town, that makes
you a target for all kinds of beasts of
prey. You must understand that.”

“And you consider Jeremiah Adams
a beast of prey?”

“I don’t know, yet. He might be a
saint for all-1 know right now. I did
notice that he stressed faith in his ser-
mon but not morals.”

“Faith is for the spirit, morals for the
flesh. Jeremiah is concerned with the
spirit.”

“It’s an easy out,” I said. “It elimi-
nates the need for a conscience.”

“I don’t ‘need’ a conscience. I already
have one. I'm looking for immortality,
and Jeremiah has explained that in
high-school physics terms. Matter is
never destroyed or created, only trans-
formed.”

I stood up. “I'm not a theologian,
Miss Deering. But matter is physical,
not spiritual.”

She stood up, too. “I won't argue.
Jeremiah has what I want.”

That could be. I said, “I would ap-
preciate it if you don’t tell him I'm

from the District Attorney’s office. In

return, I won’t.tell your dad you're not
in Palm Springs.”

She glared at me for seconds, and
then said quietly, “I make no promises
to you about anything, policeman.”

A neurotic nothing, I thought, head-
ing for the door. A well-stacked hys-
teric, seeking an easy god. A pathologi-
cal rabbit, running from reality. . ..

And then, just before I opened the



























J. D. shook his head. and sighed. “My
daughter—Sergeant? Is she going to be
involved in this?”

“I don't see how, sir. Isn’t she in
Palm Springs?”

He shook his head again. “She’s in
Santa Monica. She phoned me this aft-
ernoon.” He stared bleakly at the rug.

I said, “She’ll be kept as free from
it as the evidence will warrant, sir.”

“I'll rely on that.” His bright eyes
examined me critically. “Who is this—
Deutscher, you say?”

“A private investigator with a num-
ber of friends at City Hall. Including
the Mayor. He’s rather expensive and
I wondered who'd hired him, or if he
was working on his own. He's almost
as unethical as he is expensive, and
perhaps he sees an opportunity to em-
barrass some wealthy people. I think
we can rely on you, sir, as an ally of
Sam Griffin’s, can we not?”

“You can rely on me, Sergeant. I've a
few strings I can pull. And in return,
I'd be grateful if you'’d keep an eye on
my daughter. Good night.”

I went out to the big hall with the
thin rugs and the crossed lances. The
maid had the door open and she was
looking out at the clean, night air with
what I thought was longing.

“Don’t you ever get any time off?” I
asked her.

Her smile was a small one. “Not near-
ly enough, Sergeant. Is Miss Eve com-
ing home again?”

“I don’t know. Do you miss her?”

She nodded.

I asked. “Did you know Mrs. Deer-
ing?”

She nodded again. ‘“She hired me. She
was a saint, that's what she was. A
saint, married to that—" She stopped

talking and her ebony face lifted. “I
talk too much. Good night, Sergeant.”

The moon was out, now, like a neon
basketball, and the stars seemed to be
within reach. The Santana wind had
come in from the desert to give us one
of those California rarities, a warm
night.

I felt the need for a drink, and headed
for Lippy's. I should have gone home.

Lippy was behind the bar. And as he
slid a glass across to me, he said, “A
big nosey bum has been asking a lot of
personal questions about you. Wants to
know about vou and Adele, and the
word on Deke, and if you’ve come into
some crooked money lately. Nice, clean
questions. I told him to dry up.”

“Know who he was?” I asked.

“Was and is. A private eye named
Ned Deutscher, and he’s still sitting in
that corner booth.”

I was under control, I think, on the
way over to the booth. It had been a
bad day and I didn’t like crooked dicks,
but I wasn’t out of control, yet.

I sat down across from him, and he
smirked at me. I said, “You joined the
Department, Ned?”

He shook his big head. “Why?”

“There’s a rumor around here that
you’'ve been impersonating an officer.”

He laughed. “Ain’t that a howl? I
heard the same thing about you.”

“We’ll call that a joke, for the mo-
ment,” T said. “Who’s your client, Ned?”

“Drop dead,” he said. “You don’t
scare me, Parrish.”

That was when I leaned across the
table, and that was when Lippy came
out from behind the bar. Lippy hates
private dicks. \

Lippy said, “This slob giving you any
trouble, Joe? I'll bounce him if you say
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Deutscher. [ wondered where he'd been
all day.

The place was full when Jeremiah
Adams came from behind a velvet cur-
tain to take his place in the pulpit. He
was wearing a silver-gray sheen gabar-
dine, tonight, and he looked like a
Brooks Brothers saint. Though there
was a certain satanic cast, I thought, to
his thin face.

He talked of faith, tonight, and the
necessity of grounding a faith on some
established and respected scientific
basis so that it was not repellent to in-
telligent inguiry. And from there, he
went to persecution, citing former
prophets who had suffered it.

Not once did he mention the Police
Department or the District Attorney’s
office. Jeremiah was above naming
names but he made his implication
clear.

There was, through some trick of
lighting, an aura around the silver-
garbed prophet and it seemed to me it
grew brighter as he grew most fervent
and eloquent. It could have been my
imagination or it could have becn a
rheostat; at any rate, it was effective
and the Adams spell was heavy in the
room.

I looked over at Ned Deutscher and
couldn’t tell from this distance whether
he was scoffing or praying. But the re-
flected light around Jeremiah shone on
the face of Eve Deering in the front
row. She was drinking it in like cham-
pagne.

Jeremiah's pleasant voice went on in
musical cadence and he was certainly
persuasive and apparently reasonable.
And again, there was no talk of morals
or ethics. A very comfortable religion.

Jeremiah finished with a prayer,
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turning his back to the audience and
facing due magnetic north. And nobody
laughed.

Thev began to file out, the perfumes
and colognes changing as the well-
washed converts passed. I sat there
watching Eve Deering, still sitting
quietly in the first row. And Deutscher,
too, still remained in his seat, watching
Eve. ' -

When the aisle was clear, I went
down to the first row. Eve looked up as
I came closer. And she actually smiled
at me.

I said, “You phoned your father, I
learned. So I no longer have a sword
to hold over your head.”

“In that case, we can be friends,” she
caid. “Do you dance, Sergeant Joe?”

I stared at her. “Not professionally.
Why?”

“Oh, I thought we might go some-
where and dance and have a drink or
two and talk over mutual problems.”

This was too phoney to swallow, but
I couldn’t see any harm in going along
with it. And some benefit could result.
I smiled and agreed it might be a good
idea. :

When we went out together, Deut-
scher still sat there, and he, too, was
smiling. Smugly.

CHAPTER SEVEN
Eve's Apple

ITE SANTANA WAS BACK; THE
night was warm and clear. Tve
stood for a moment on the drive, v atch-
ing the cars leaving. “Isn’t he wonder-
ful?” she asked.
“I guess, if you can believe him. Does
he satisfy you?”
She smiled up at me. “Well-spiritual-




































He looked over toward the temple
and back at me. “Don’t be coy with me.
Sergeant. How would I know?"

“Adams has been killed.”

“How?”

“Shot. What are you doing in this
end of town at this time of night?”

“Talking to you. Is there something
illegal about driving up this street?”

“No, but there’s something damned
fishy about you being here now. Your
office isn’t over here, nor your home.
Where’s Jarvis?*

“How do I know? Look, Joe, I've got
a radio in this car that can get the po-
lice band and I heard the call go out.
So I came over.”

“As long as you're keeping tabs on
the Department on your radio, Ned,”
I asked him, “why don’t you work with
us all the way?”

He smiled. “I always do. That's why
I'm so solid at City Hall.”

“You were solid. If you're involved
in this like I think you are, you won’t
be able to operate. Because it'll cost you
your license.”

I left him on that line. I climbed into
the flivver and drove directly home and
went to bed. I was cold and sick.

THE DEATH OF JEREMIAH ADAMS
got the full theatrical splash in the
morning papers. There were pictures
of the temple and the study and of Ad-
ams in the pulpit, the aura of light
around him.

My phone rang, and it was Griffin.
“Well,” he said, “our problem is solved,
isn’t it?”

“Yes. But Sergeant Kafke asked me
to tell you he can use all the help he
can get.”

A moment’s pause, and then: “Hum-
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ble, eh? All right, give him a few more
days.” Then, “Joe, you're not sick, are
you? You sound sick.”

“A cold, that’s all.”

“Take care of yourself, Joe. You don’t
have to work around the clock, you
Know."”

Genial he was, this morning. An al-
most impossible situation resolved with
a bullet and he could devote himself to
more vulnerable rackets.

I phoned Kafke and learned it had
been the same gun for the two kills.
And that they had a record of Adams's
last meal and thus knew when he’'d
died. That almost cleared Eve, because
I'd had her under observation most of
that time. And the same gun would
seem to rule out Clyde Jarvis, because
he’d been at the desk of the hotel when
Burns Murphy had died. But Jarvis was
suddenly unavailable.

I took some nose drops and went out
into a damp and cheerless day.

In the corner saloon in Venice, the
little bartender was as bald, tanned, and
taciturn as ever. He told me he hadn’t
seen Clyde Jarvis for iwo days.

“If,you do see him,” I explained care-
fully, “tell him he’s making a big mis-
take in hiding out. He’s clear on both
murders, as far as I can see. You can
tell him I had him under observation
almost exactly at the time Jeremiah
Adams died. I'm his alibi, more or less.”

The bartender sniffed.

“It’'s important to him,” I emphasized.

“Okay, copper,-I'll tell him.”

Then, climbing back into the flivver,
a thought struck me about those tele-
phone slips. I tried to remember if the
time of day had been noted on the out-
going calls.

At the hotel, Mr. Gelling and I went



through the slips and there was no time
of day noted on them.

But he picked out the one I was most
interested in and said, *““This call must
have been made after nine o’clock in
the evening. It bears the initials of the
operator and that's when she comes on
duty.”

The flivver seemed to steer itself to-

ward Beverly Hills and the old Spanish
home of the Deerings.

There was a new Merc in the drive-
way and the insignia above the license
plate identified it as a doctor’s car. His
name and address were behind celluloid
on the steering column and 1 jotted it
down.

At the door, I asked the maid, “Is
Miss Deering ill?”

She shook her head. “It’s \Mr. Deer-
ing. Eve has left us again.”

“Another argument?”

She smiled and said nothing.

“What's wrong with Mr. Deering?”

“A cold, and generally rundown. Ser-
geant, if you see Miss Deering, I'd ap-
preciate any word about her. She seem-
ed terribly frightened when she left.”

“I'll phone you,” I promised. “What
is your name?”

“Ramsay,” she told me. “Sarah Jean
Ramsay. You don’'t think Miss Eve is
involved in—these horrible things that
have happened, do vou, Sergeant?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “Her God was
killed last night, and it's bound to be a
shock to her. Do vou think she went to
Malibu?”

“I suppose,” Sarah Jean said wearily.
“It’s always been her doll house, her
nursery.”

Through Beverly Hills and Brent-
wood the flivver hummed, down to the
now familiar Coast Highway. I kept the

accelerator down and the hundred and
thirty horses answered, the eight
thumping tubes sang in effort.

Up the winding road to Eve's doll
house, squealing on the turns. The Cad
was in the parking area; I pulled the
Ford up behind it.

There was no answer to my pressure
on the bell button. I went around on
the grass to look into the living room.

She sat in a huge armless chair, a
drink in her hand, her body still as
death, her unseeing stare directed
through the glass wall that overlooked
the Colony.

Not a move from her. And then I saw
the almost imperceptible rise and fall
of her bosom. She was breathing; but
she was plainly in shock.

The door was locked. I found a lad-
der in the garage and a kitchen window
open above my head. It only took a few
seconds to pull the tension screen from
its moorings.

I made considerable noise climbing
in, but Eve still sat in the same position
when I came into the living room.

“Eve.” T said sharply, “look at me!”

Her head swiveled woodenly and her
blank eves met my gaze. “He's dead,”
she said hoarsely. “Dead, dead, dead—"

The glass trembled in her hand and
I went over to take it from her. “Eve,
he was prepared to die. That's what he
tried to teach you, preparation for
death.”

“NMurdered,” she said. “Dead, dead,
dead. dead-"

She stared and stared and then she
began to lean forward in the armless
chair. T caught her before she hit the
floor. I carried her to the davenport
and then went to get a quilt from the
bedroom to cover her.
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[ phoned the Deering home and the
maid answered.. “Sarah Jean.” I said.
“is the doctor still there?”

“No, Sergeant, he left a fe'v minutes
ago. What's wrong?”

“Miss Deering is in shock and she's
been drinking. Could you phone that
doctor and have him sent up here to the
Malibu place?”

“I'll get him or another,” she said.
“Sergeant, Miss Eve—she's going to be
all right, isn’'t she?”

“She’s going to be all right,” [ prom-
ised. “Hurry, Sarah.”

EVE WAS DROWSING. AN IHOUR
later, when the Merc came up the road
from the Highway, It was the same
doctor—a Dr. Delavarum.

He said, “The death of this—this Ad-
ams person has been a horrible shock
to her. I've «ent for a nurse to come
here. I'd appreciate it if you could stay
until she arrives.”

I said T would, and went in to turn
down the thermostat. Eve had evident-
Iy set it at the top when she came in. 1
washed my sweaty face and came back
to the living room.

Doctor Delavarum was writing out a
list of instructions for the nurse. He
told me, “I'm due at the hospital right
now. But the nurse has been with Miss
Deering before. She’s perfectly compe-
tent to handle anything that's likely to
come up.”

I nodded, and asked, “How bad is Mr.
Deering's heart?”

He frowned. “It’s not—bad. It's excep-
tionally sound for a man of his age. Did
vou have some idea it was weak?”

“I must have misunderstood,” I said.

The Merc went down the hill again
and I sat by the window, watching the
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traffic on the Highway. Eve mumbled,
and turncd over. Then, after about
twenty minutes, a car came off the
Highway and up the private road. -

A few minutes later, I went to the
door and the woman there identified
herself as the nurse. She was thin and
blue-cyved, her gray hair cut short. Her
voice was a New England nasal.

She came in and asked, “Are you a
friend of Migs Dcering’s, Mr. Parrish?”

“Yes. You can tell her when she wak-
ens that I'll phone her.”

Eve moaned quietly, and both of us
looked that way, but there was no fur-
ther sound nor moveiment.

It was the rawest kind of luck that I
went home for lunch. Deke caught me
there on the phone, and told me, “Jarvis
called me. He's been trying to get you.
He talked to some bartender, evidently,
and the bartender told him you were
Jarvis’s alibi. But he doesn’t mean to
give himself up and be railroaded.”

“Nobody can guarantce him immu-
nity.” ,

“Don’t tell me, tell him. If you stay
home, he'll try and phone you there.”

I hung up and then picked up the
phone again to call Kafke. I didn’t get
him., but I got his partner and told him
about Jarvis’s message. I told him I'd
be home, waiting,

“Okay,” he said. “Thanks for calling.”

Veryv matter of fact he was, like a
man taking a census report. The slv
slob.

I mixed a pitcher of lemonade and
lay on the davenport, waiting. While,
unknown to me, Kafke's cute buddies
put a tap on my phone.

The call came around four o'clock.
“Parrish? This is Jarvis. What can you
promise me?”


















“They aren’'t apparent,” she said.
“Good night, Sergeant.”

“Good night, Miss Deering,” I said.
“We’ll see each other again, I'm sure.”

Some of the low, ground-clinging fog
was again coming up the canyon from
the ocean. I drove slowly through it all
the way to Santa Monica, when it got
clearer.

As I turned into the driveway that
led to the apartment garage, I saw the
Buick Roadmaster at the curb. The car’s
lights flashed on and off, as though
signaling, as I continued back toward
the garage.

I put the car away and came back to
where Deutscher still sat behind the
wheel of the Buick. The door on the
curb side swung open as I approached.
I climbed in and closed the door.

‘“Where’s Jarvis?”’ That was his greet-
ing.

“Hiding from you, Ned, I guess. Are
you gunning for him?”’

Deutscher’s voice was ragged. “What
the hell kind of talk is that?”

“He’s afraid of you. The other night.

I asked you where he was and now
you'’re asking me. You know as much
about it as I do.”

“He phoned you, didn’t he?”

“Who told you he did? I didn’t think
that was known outside of the Depart-
ment.”

“Maybe I'm not as far outside of the
Department as you’d like to put me,
Parrish. How come you’re so buddy-
buddy with Jarvis all of a sudden?”

“Maybe he figures he can trust me.
Why are you worried about him, Ned?”

“Because I'm interested in cleaning
: up a murder, the murder of Burns Mur-
phy. And Adams’s death is tied in with
that. And I've a hunch Jarvis might
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know something about who killed Ad-
ams.”
. “If he does,” I said, “that’s the De-
partment’s business, not yours. And I
don’t have to remind you, Deutscher,
that the Department takes a very dim
view of private dicks who stick their
noses into homicide cases. Take my ad-
vice and get out while you’ve still got
your license.”

A pause, and then, “Tough tonight,
aren’t you?”

“I'm getting sick of seeing you, Ned,”
I told him. “I figured you might be co-

_operative but I realize now you're play-

ing the same shady game you always
play. I don’t want to be a party to it.”

I left him with that. I got out and
slammed the car door. The tires of the
big car shrieked as he gunned away
from the curb.

T had a can of lemon juice left and I
made another pitcher of lemonade in
the hope that I could flush away the
nagging remnants of my cold.

I was getting ready to soak in a hot
tub when the phone rang. It was Griffin.
“There’ll be another meeting in the
Mayor’s office tomorrow. Same cast,
same time.”

“About this fiasco today?”

“That’s right. We’'ll either get some
respect from the various parties or the
fur will fly. How’s that cold?”

“I think I can whip it tonight. I'll be
there at ten o’clock.”

IT WAS THE SAME CAST AS BE-
fore, with one addition. The new player
was Captain MacDarrel, the Homicide
Chief who had refused to give me the
address of Jarvis’'s supposed call. Nei-
ther he nor Kafke looked my way as I
entered.





















going out?”

“I rarely go out. I was intending to
go to bed early. That nigger maid of
ours is sick and she decided to stay
home tonight.” He nodded me in.

I followed him to the same little
room and he sat in the same chair, fac-
. ing the television screen. I remembered
Deke telling me to look for a killer with
a stack of old pulp magazines. And 1
suddenly realized this was a stack of old
pulp magazines, a new format for the
old medium, a stack of old pulps in
blonde or provincial, mahogany or
limed oak.

“Well-?" Deering said impatiently.

I sat where I would be in his line of
vision. “I'm just checking on some-—
some inaccuracies, Mr. Deering.”

He looked at me frigidly. “Mine?”

“Yours, among others. You told me,
one evening, that Eve had phoned you
from that Santa Monica hotel in the
afternoon, telling you that she hadn’t
gone to Palm Springs.”

“She did phone me from the hotel
telling me she was in Santa Monica.
She’d previously told me she was going
to Palm Springs.”

“But she didn’t phone you in the aft-
ernoon. She phoned you later in the
evening. She phoned you after you'd
already told me that she’d phoned.”

His glare burned my face. “I don’t
follow you, Sergeant.”

“I wondered why vou lied,” I said.

“I probably didn’t. But if I did, would

vou have a reason for it?”

“I might. Because that should prove
someone else told you Eve wasn’t in
Palm Springs. And you wondered why
Burns Murphy hadn’t told you that, if
he was watching her. He was stidl work-
ing for you up to the time of his death,

wasn’t he?”

“You’d have to check his records for
that. I-" He stopped and wiped his
forehead. “Go on, Sergeant. It’s more
than this—this so-called lie you’re wor-
rying about.”

“Burns was half sold on the cult,” I
went on. “And I think he was in love
with your daughter. You couldn’t stand
that, could you? You don’t want anyone
to love her nor her to love anyone else.
It’s jealousy, I suppose. You're a sick
man, Mr. Deering. And when you learn-
ed that Murphy’s reports were inaccu-
rate, it was too much. You probably
learned that from this—Jarlow or what-
ever his name is. He phoned you from
the hotel.”

His eyes. bored at me. “Jarvis, Clyde
Jarvis, the clerk?”

“That’s the name. Homicide’s looking
for him right now. Anyway, this an-
gered you and you went over to see
Burns Murphy in his office. And then
you saw a way to get both Burns and
the man you hated as much—the man
Eve seemed so interested in. So you
pretended to Burns that you wanted to
buy off Jeremiah Adams.”

“That’s a guess, and it’s ridiculous.”

“Maybe. You had Burns phone him,
s0 you knew your name wasn’t men-
tioned. You killed Burns and hoped that
Adams would be caught there. You
phoned the police, anonymously, hop-
ing that they’d catch Adams there.”

“Sergeant, that’s about enough.
You’ll hear about this. I hope you have
another line of work, because you're
going to need it.”

“This Jarvis person,” I continued,
“knew where your daughter’s place in
Malibu is. And so did Ned Deutscher.
You told them.,”
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that close. There’s a car slowing down,
now. It’s a Lincoln, isn’t it?”

It was. A black Lincoln. I said, ‘““No
reporters here, I hope.”

“Not yet,” Kafke said. “But they’ve
been alerted. The Department can use
the ink.”

The door on the curb side opened,
and a stocky man in a dark topcoat slid
out from the other side of the seat. He
had a package in his hand, a small pack-
age. Jarvis had asked for twenties and
tens and I'd thought they would make
a bigger package than the one in Deer-
ing's hand.

There was no way for me to get to
Deering’s car without being seen. I
watched him closely, wondering about
the package.

Now he saw Jarvis and Jarvis waved
to him. Now he was moving through
the grass toward our lamb, and there
was still only the package in one hand
and nothing in the other. The moon
was clear enough to make me sure of
that.

Jarvis called, “Did you bring the
money?”’

And Deering answered, “And more.
Almost seven thousand here, every
dime I had in the house. But I can get
more. How about you?”

“What about me?”

“The police are after you. You’ll have
to get out of the country.”

“Not me. They’ve got nothing on me.”

“They’ll railroad you. Come on over
to the car.”

“Just toss the money over,” Jarvis
said. “All T want is the money.”

“Be reasonable, man. My life’s at
stake. I can’t have you in a position
where you can be apprehended. I've got
contacts, and plenty of money. I can
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set you up for life where no policeman
will ever be able to touch you.”

Below the ground, I thought.

“Toss over the money,” Jarvis said
sharply, “and then get the hell out of
here. Come on, now, hurry up.”

Silence, .and then Deering said, “I
must insist on your safety. If you are
too stupid to appreciate my position,
I'll have to force you to come with me
and listen to reason.”

Kafke whispered, “Can you see any-
thing?”

“Nothing. He must be pulling a gun.
How abhout those men behind the sign?”’

Then Jarvis said loudlv, “Put that
gun away. I'll come.”

That’'s when Kafke and I got up to
show our own guns.

CAPTAIN MacDARREL SAID, “I'M
glad to see you and Sergeant Kafke
working together on this.”

Kafke was still in with Deering. I sat
in Captain MacDarrel’s office, waiting
for the Chief and Griffin to come down.

It would make for good press rela-
tions, MacDarrel had thought, if we had
a picture of all of us for the papers,
showing the efficient co-operation exist-
ing in all the City’s departments. The
Mayor couldn’t make it; he was on a
little vacation trip to Las Vegas.

I said, “Think we can lose Deutscher’s
license for him? If you have informa-
tion he was working for one of Mur-
phy’s relatives and we know now he
also worked for Deering and tried to
get Adams, isn’t that serving diverse
and opposing interests in the same
case?”’

MacDarrel opened his mouth and
closed it. He opened it again and said,
“It’s a prospect to consider. He hasn’t












Elliott was getting out of his red con-
vertible.

Greta wore blue jeans rolled to just
below her knees and a white T-ghirt.
That was a young girl’s outfit and al-
though she was very much a mature
woman she looked wonderful in it. She
had the figure and the knack for look-
ing wonderful in anyvthing.

She cried, “Darling!” and we grabbed
each other.

But the greeting was by no means all
it should have been. We had an audi-
ence. Doug Elliott, after having drop-
ped her off, wasn’t in a huiry to get to
his own place down the road. He stood
in the driveway, watching us as if curi-
ous to see how somebody else kissed
Greta—in this case, her husband. He

had wavy blond hair coming to a wid--

ow’s peak, and he had a face and build
that brought females of all ages flock-
ing to the summer theater to see him
make love to whoever the script called
for, generally Greta.

I wanted to say, “Go on home.” but I
was brought up to be polite, so I merely
said past Greta's black hair, “Hello,
Doug.”

“Hi, Ben. Can I have a word with vou
in private?”

“Now?”

Doug Elliott leered amiably. “I <ee
your point, but it will be only for a
minute.”

Greta eased out of my embrace. “Any-
way, I'm dying for a shower,” she =aid
and moved tall and graceful into the
cottage. )

I went down two of the porch steps.
My chest and feet were bare. I sat down
on the third step and said, “Go ahead.”

He came close, standing over me. “Of
course this is small potatoes for Ben
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Helm, the demon private detective. I've
no gang of desperate criminals to be
brought to hook, but it's a job of work
I'm willing to pay for.”

I'd never cared much for him. He
was 100 sleek and patronizing, and he
was giving me a sample of it now. I
plucked a Dblade of grass growing at
the foot of the steps and nibbled on it.

“Aren’t you interested?” he s<aid aft-
cr a pausc.

“You haven’t told me anything to
make me interested.”

“All T want is a :imple investigation.”

“Of who?” ‘

“Ny wife,” he =aid, glancing down
the road toward his house and showing
me his theatrical profile.

“Divorce?”

“Divorce or annulment, whichever
turns out to be more convenient."”

That sweet, quict, shy woman, 1
thought. But you could never tell.

I dropped the blade of grass and stood
up. “Sorry, but this isn't in my line.”

“You're a detective, aren’'t you?"

“Uh-huh. But I leave this kind of
businexs to the agencies.”

“What's the matter, too good for it?”

“Let’s keep it polite and say I don’t
care for it.”

Doug Elliott tapped a cigarette on
the back of his wrist, a gesture strictly
for the footlights. Then he stuck it in
hiz mouth and said as he dipped his
head to a match, “It’'s not quite what
vou think.”

“You xaid divorce.”

“I don’t mean T want you to go
around looking in beds. I want vou to—"

“Don’t tell me,” T cut in. “I don't
want any part of anything connected
with divorce proceedings.”

“If that’s too dirtv for vou, how’d









not so much for warmth or modesty, 1
thought, as to hold onto herself. That
seemed to help her gain control, for
when she spoke her voice was steady
enough.

“Come with me,” she said. ‘“Please!”

“To your house?”

“The kitchen. I can’t go back alone.”

“Has anything happened to Doug?”

“Oh, God!” she said. “A milk bottle!”

There was no questioning her here
and now and while she was in this state.
I said, “I'll be with you in a minute,”
and went back into the bungalow.

I gathered clothes in the dark bed-
room and dressed in the bathroom so
as not to disturb Greta. On the way out
of the bungalow I picked up a flash-
light because the road was unlighted,
and a thin poplin windbreaker.

Lorna Elliott was waiting for me on
the road. The spray of porch light just
about reached where she stood with
her hair loose over her shoulders and
her legs and feet bare and her figure
small and slender in that scanty robe.
She looked like a forlorn child that had
.wandered from home.

“Here, put this on,” I said, offering .

her the windbreaker.

She didn't accept it. Without a word
she made an abrupt half-turn and start-
ed across the road, into darkness. I
snapped on the flashlight and hurried
after her.

There was no sidewalk by that black-
top road. Summer bungalows mingled
with all-year-round houses strung out
on either side. The only lights any-
where were the pale flashlight beam be-
hind which we walked and those on my
porch and ahead in the windows of her
place. Everything else was dark.

I said, “What’s this about a bottle?”

She stumbled, perhaps stubbing a
bare toe on an uneven spot in the black-
top. I caught her arm and she sagged
against me. The pressure of her scan-
tily clad body made me feel clumsy
and uneasy.

“Let’s get along,” I said gently.

She straightened up, shivering—the
first sign that she felt the coolness of
the night. Without asking her, I draped
the windbreaker over her shoulders.
She said dully, “Thank you,” and re-
sumed walking.

When we were almost at her bunga-
low, somebody spoke in the night. “Was
it you who screamed, Lorna?”

I swung my light. Mrs. Reed was ris-
ing from a lawn chair in front of her
fieldstone house next door to the Elliott
bungalow. She wore a white housecoat
the way she wore everything else on
her opulent figure—adheringly.

The most Mrs. Reed and I had ever
said to each other was hello, with may-
be a comment on the weather. I knew
nothing about her except that she was
a widow whose two teen-age children
were away working in a summer camp.
Her hair, dyed red, straggled over her
brow in girlish bangs.

I dipped my light away from her face
as she came toward us. “What did you
hear?” I asked her.

“I was asleep when a scream woke
me.” Mrs. Reed took a cigarette from
her mouth and flicked ashes. “I thought
the Elliotts were having one of their
rows and he was beating her up.”

Lorna, huddled at my side, raised her
head. “It's a lie! He never beat me.”

“Well, I heard that scream and I got
‘out of bed and looked out of a window.
In a little while I saw you run out of
the house practically naked.” I could
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visualize Mrs. Reed’s fleshy mouth curl-
ing. “I see you're afraid to go back
alone.” ‘

Lorna fled from her, hurrying to her
bungalow next door, as silent as a ghost
on her bare feet.

“I hope I didn’t upset her—" NMNrs.
Reed sounded almost as if she meant
it—=“though of course she was already
upset. It’s not the first time they've had
a fight. This last week especially T've
had to listen to them going at it ham-
mer and tongs. Really, T don’t sce what
he sees in her. He's so devilishly hand-
some and she’s so—well, mousy.”

“Some other time,” I snapped at her,
and strode after Lorna.

She had paused at the wide-open
front door. When I was within a few
feet of her, she turned and entered
ahead of me. I had a sense of being
lured, of being brought into something
without any will on my part.

The Elliott bungalow was much like
ours—a one-story, one-bedroom struc-
ture. You entered directly into the liv-
ing room from the open porch. I closed
the door bchind me and saw she had
stopped halfway across the room. But
not this time to wait for me. She was
staring down at a garment on the floor.

It was a nightgown, and on it were
large red splotches.

I stooped for a closer look, though I
already knew what had made those
splotches. Straightening, I said, “Did
vou say he’s in the Kitchen?”

“Yes. That door. I can’t go in therc
again.”

I crossed the dinette and pushed open
the door. Under the bright kitchen
dome light Doug Elliott lay on the floor.

Though he was flat on his back, not
much of his once handsome face was
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visible. Blood covered it, and blood had
dyed most of his blond hair. All around
him the pale-green linoleum Jlooked as
if romebody had swung an open can of
red paint. It had spattered the refrig-
crator and the metal cabinets, the <ink
and the stove and the worktable. I had
scen plenty of head wounds in the past,
hut it alwayvs surprised me how much
blood a human being had in him.

And there was the broken glass—the
thick, curved, murky pieces of glass
~cattered all over the floor. The biggest
was hetween the legs of the overturned
step-stool—the neck of a milk Dbottle
with the cap still on it.

I touched nothing but the wrist of an
outflung arm to feel for a pulse. Then I
roset thinking of the bloody nightgown
in the other room-and of that quict
woman waiting there like a lost child.

4

SHE WAS SITTING ON THE SOFA WITH IIER
legs tucked under her. Her wide eves
watched me come through the Kitchen
door and close it and cross the dinctte.

“He's dead, isn’t he?” she said.

I nodded. “Didn’t you know he was
when you went for me?”

“1 thought he was, but when vou
were in the kitchen I started to hope.”

ITer voice was back to normal-a low-
pitched, gentle voice. Her face now
looked merely very tired. Perhaps she
had more iron in her than I had =up-
pos=ed from the way the shock had hit
her.

“Did vou call a doctor?” I asked her.

“No."”

“Or the police?”

“No.”’

“Only a private detective,” I mutter-






was a feeling. I went into the kitchen
and there was Doug on the floor. I can’t
remember screaming, but I guess I did
if Cora Reed says so. There was all that
blood . . .”

She pressed her forearm against her
mouth.

I waited a long moment and then
said, “Do you remember what vou did
then?”

“I turned him over on his back. He
was face down, all crumpled. It wasn't
easy to turn him over. Then I saw the
pieces of the milk bottle.” She dug her
teeth into the fleshy part of her arm. I
ran out of the kitchen.”

“A while ago you said you only
thought he was dead. Didn’t you make
sure?”

“He looked dead.”

“So you couldn’t have been sure. Yet
you didn’t call a doctor. Or, for that
matter, the police.”

“I was alone. I was afraid. I had to
get out of the house and bring some-
- body back with me right away.”

“But you took time to remove your
nightgown.”

“I had to. His blood had gotten on it
when I turned him over. I pulled it off
and some of the blood had soaked
through. I couldn’t stand it on my body;
I washed it off in the bathroom. This
robe was hanging on a hook. I put it
on and ran without even going into the
bedroom for slippers.”

“Ran for a private detective,” 1 said
harshly. “You had time for evervthing
except make a phone call.”

She huddled in the corner of the
sofa, looking colder here in the house
than she had in the street. “You see,
you don’t believe me.”

“I'm raising the cuestions the police
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will ask. And they’ll have a lot more.”

“You were a neighbor, a person I
knew. I need somebody desperately.”

“But most of all somebody who
knows his way around in a murder.
That’'s why I was more important than
a doctor, why you brought me here be-
fore calling the police. What did you
expect I'd be able to do to save you?”’

Lorna drew the top of her robe tight
and said nothing. She looked so forlorn
cowering there on the sofa that I had
to harden myself against her. She might
very ‘well have been putting on an act
since the moment we had faced each
other on the porch.

“And if you're innocent,” I went on,
“why are you so dead sure nobody will
believe you?”

“Because—" she whispered and stop-
ped and dipped her head.

“Because Doug wanted to get rid of
you? Was that your motive?”

The stricken look in her eyes made
me sorry I had put it so bluntly. After
all, I was no prosecuting attorney, I
was no cop.

She rose from the sofa. She said list-
lessly, “I’ll get dressed for the police,”
and shuffled into the bedroom.

I went to the phone and put through
the call to police headquarters. .

After I had given the desk sergeant
hrief details, he asked myv name. “Ben
Helm?” he repeated, evidently writing
it down. “Say, aren’t you the shamus
who’s living here this summer?”

“Uh-huh.”

“The chief was talking about you the
other day. Friend of yours. You write
books and stuff about police work, don't
you? And your wife is that actress over
to the playhouse—~Greta Murdock. Say,
she’s a honey. Tell me something: how



come her last name isn’'t the same as
yours if she’s your wife?”

“Listen,” I said, managing to break
in after the third or fourth try when he
paused for breath. “I told you a mur-
der-"

“Hold your horses. The boys are get-
ting ready to roll and I've gotten the
chief and the D.A. out of bed. Elliott’s
missus has already called in.”

“Mrs. Elliott? Did she say she was
Mrs. Elliott?”

“Too upset, I guess. All she said was
Douglas Elliott was murdered irt his
house on Maple Road, and then—bang!
* —she hung up before I could ask who
she was. I figured it was his missus.
Wasn't it?”

“It couldn’t have been. She was with
me. She brought me over here from my
bungalow across the road. Are you sure
the woman said Elliott was murdered?”

“How would I know he was murdered
if she didn’t say so? One of these screwy
anonymous calls. Could be the killer
even.”

“Could be.” -

“Hang around till the chief gets
there. And don’t touch anything, you
hear?”

“I've had some experience with po-
lice routine,” I said.

“I guess you have, at that. I admire
you, Helm.”

“Thanks.”

“Yeah, I admire you for being mar-
ried to that good-looking actress.”
Chuckling, he hung up.

Whoever he was, he was quite a card.

I went over to one of the two win-
dows in the side of the living room.
Next door Mrs. Reed’s white housecoat
made a pale splotch in front of her
house and a cigarette glowed where her

mouth would be. She was waiting there
in darkness on the lawn chair.

And I waited in the bungalow and
thought of Doug Elliott having asked
me that afternoon how, if a divorce was
too dirty for me, I would like a nice
clean murder. At the time I had put
that down as a sarcastic crack. Maybe
it had been and maybe not, but the fact
was that he was the one who now lay

.in his own blood with his head bashed

in by a milk bottle.

A car charged up the road and stop-
ped in front of the bungalow with
brakes squealing. The police had ar-
rived. And Lorna Elliott, trim in a sub-
dued cotton dress, came out of the bed-
room.

5

CHIEF OF PoricE CLEM HUTCH WwWaASs A
frail old man who was past retirement
age, but insisted on sticking to his job.
What biased me in his favor was that
he’d read some of my articles and books
on criminology. When he’'d heard I was
spending the summer in West Amber,
he’d invited me to headquarters to look
over his equipment, which was pretty
good for so small a city. After that we'd
spent a couple of evenings together
shooting the breeze. We got along.

This was more than I was to do with
District Attorney Roy Coleman, whom
I didn't meet until the night Doug El-
liott was killed. .

Coleman showed up. cleanly shaven
and nattily dressed, half an hour later
than the police chief. He was in his
early thirties, with most of his political
life ahead of him. There had been noth-
ing like a major crime, let alone a mur-
der, in the county since he’'d taken of-
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that she was completely abandoned.”

“Why? Are you somebody special to
her?”

“I think I was at the time—somebody
to turn to. And I let her down. I should
at least have tried to he more under-
standing.”

Hutch said grufly, “What’s to under-
stand? I got the reports a little while
ago. The milk bottle was what Kkilled
him, all right. Bits of glass found in
the wound. He was smacked at least
three times. First couple of times the
bottle full of milk didn’t break, mavbe
only knocked him out. But she kept at
it till there was no bottle and he was
dead.”

“What about fingerprints on the
glass?” .

“Mostly smudges, but one print pret-
ty clear. Hers.”

“Why not, if she put the bottles into
the refrigerator when they arrived?”

“All the same, the print’s part of the
larger picture.”

I took out my pipe and tobacco pouch.

“The picture, at any rate, isn’t one of-

cold-blooded murder. You don’t pre-
meditate murder with a milk bottle.
She was in a mood to talk to me last
night. Maybe she wasn’t telling the
truth, and it's sure she didn't tell the
whole truth. But if I'd been a bit more
sympathetic . . . I struck a match.

“That’s-another thing,” Hutch said.
“You took your own sweet time to re-
port the murder.”

“Did you get that from Mrs. Elliott?”

“No, from Cora Reed.” Hutch stroked
his lean jaw. “You were right last night.
She was the one called in before you
got around to it. Admitted it freely.”

“Well, now,” I said.

“Don’'t make too much of it. I know

Cora Reed. She's the town gossip. Never
happy unless she's got her nose in some-
body’s business. She says a scream got
her out of bed and then she saw Mrs.
Elliott run out of the house and a little
while later come back with you. She
says she figured Mrs. Elliott had a fight
with her husband and got curious
about what was going on with you in

" there with them.

“So she sncaked up and looked
through a window and saw you coming
out of the kitchen and heard you say
something about him being dead. Then
she went around to the back and looked
through the glass window in the door
and saw him lying all bloody on the
floor. She says it didn’t look like you
were going to call the police, so she
went bhack to her house and did it her-
self.”

“You believe her?”

“Sure. It’s just the way she’d act.”

I stoked my pipe with the back of a
match. “You can’t object to me seeing
Mrs. Elliott.”

“Who's objecting? Could be she’ll
talk to you. I'll have her brought up.”

“I must insist on being alone with
her, Clem.”

He gave me a half-grin. “Sometimes
vou're a hard guy to get along with.”

“Sometimes.”

He went out. It was a full ten min-
utes before a cop came in and led me
down the hall to a small room furnished
only with a long, cigarette-scarred table
and a number of wooden chairs. Lorna
Elliott sat in one of the chairs.

The cop said, “I'll be outside,” and
closed the door behind me.

“Hello, Lorna,” I said.

She glanced up at me and then drop-
ped her eyes to her hands lying limply
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THERE WAS THE SOUND OF HAMMERING IN
the theater. I looked in and saw both
Bricks at work. Alice was getting ready
to sweep the floor by pulling up the
seats, and Otto was on the stage nailing
down a loose edge of the metal trough
that held the footlights.

I strode up the aisle toward Alice.
She straightened and said, “Good morn-
ing, Mr. Helm,” and leaned against the
back of a seatl. Her thin sweater let the
ripe eighteen-year-old figure call stri-
dently for attention.

The hammering stopped.

I didn’t answer her greeting. I ad-
vanced without shifting my eyes from
her pretty face. I stopped at the head
of the row of seats and said, “Doug El-
liott wanted to divorce his wife so he
could marry you.”

She opened her mouth and closed it,
and I no longer had any doubt.

“That’s why he was killed,” I said.

Stillness lay over that vast and empty
room as she watched me in wordless
terror, and I was very much aware of
Otto crouching over the footlights with
a hammer in his hand.

“The other night you asked me if I
was jealous of Elliott making love to
my wife in the play,” I went on. “I
wasn’t, but you were. That was why
you spoke of it; it was on your mind
and in your heart. That was why, even
after he was dead, you told the district
attorney you had seen him make love
to Greta, or so you thought. You were
still jealous, and you still hated her.
With a guy like that, who couldn’t keep
away from any pretty woman, you
must have had plenty to hate.”

Alice found her voice. “Nobody else

meant anytiing to him. I was thic cne
he loved. He was going to marry me.”

“Uh-huh. He was old enough to fall
hard for a lush, young beauty like you.
I imagine he tried to get you without
marriage, and when he couldn’t he was
ready to go the whole way. But why
did you keep it from the police?”

Otto was coming down from the

-stage. His feet sounded heavily. She

glanced at him and then said, “I was
afraid they wouldn’t understand.”

“Why not? It was logical you wouic-
n't kill the man you loved and who was
willing to divcorce his wife and mary
you.” ]

“I know. But I didn’t want trouble.”

“Did your father tell you to keen
vour mouth shut?”

She turned her head again to glance
at him coming up the aisle, the hammer
swinging at his side. Then she said to
me with a kind of desperate urgency,
“His wife killed him because he loved
me."”

“No, Alice.”

“She killed her other husband too.”

“How do you know?”

“I-I-" She touched her throat.

“You learned it from Elliott. I sup-
pose he told you he was going to, hire
me to find out if there were possible
grounds for an annulment because of
what had happened in Detroit a couple
of years ago. And who did you tell,
Alice?”

“Leave the girl alone,” Otto s&aid
thickly. “She didn’t do nothing.”

I stepped to the middle of the aisie
to give myself freedom of movement.
“That’s right, she didn’t,”” I said. “But
you did.” -

Alice moaned. -

Otto stopped within half a dozen feet

THE QUIET WOMAN 127



‘of me. His mustache was very limp,
drooping past the corners of his sad
mouth. “What did you say, Mr. Helm?”

“You- had no use for actors,” I said,
“and even less for this particular actor.
Alice assured you he wasn’t just play-
ing around, that he wanted to make it

- strictly honorable as soon as he could
divorce his wife or get an annulment.
And she must have told you how he
planned to do it, by digging into what
had happened to his wife’s first hus-
.band. But even the promise of manr-
riage didn't make him any easier to
take. He wasn’t your idea of a son-in-
law, was he, Otto?”

His voice was dredged up from deep
within himself. “That Doug Elliott, he
was no good. I have nobody but my
daughter. She’s all-everything. He'd
ruin her life.”

“So you killed him,” T said. ‘“Probably
she threatened to run off with him if
you acted up. So you took steps to stop
him.”

The hammer dangled along his leg.
It wasn’t a milk bottle or a rock, but it
could do the same sort of job. .

I went on speaking to him without
looking at the silent, stricken girl on
my left. “You didn’t only kill him. You
tried to cover yourself by killing him
the way you had heard from Alice Mrs.
Elliott had killed her first husband. In
other words, frame an innocent wom-
an.”

“Oh, God. no!” Alice moaned.

I couldn’t bring myself to look at her.
Perhaps she had suspected her father
as the murderer and that had been why
she had kept from the police that she
was the one Elliott had loved. I doubted
that she had actually known until now
when her father listened to me and
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made no denial. I hated doing it this
way, but there was no help for it. Be-
cause now, in front of her, he was at
his weakest, with his defenses down.

“But it didn’t end there,” I said. “Last
night, as Mrs. Reed started to go in for
the third act, she saw you and followed
you to the parking field and talked to
you about the murder. I'd told her,
among other things, I was sure Lorna
Elliott wasn’t the murderer and that
had started wheels turning. She prob-
ably knew. about Alice and Elliott; it
was her hobby to know about such go-
ings on.

“I doubt that she accused you of the
murder. She wouldn’t have been so
reckless, but scandal was her life and
she couldn’t resist at least prodding
you, trying to find out more. And you
went berserk. Because you thought she
knew more than she did-—that living
next door to the Elliotts she had seen
you come and go the night before last.
So you picked up a big rock and you-"

Alice shrieked as the hammer went
up to strike, as he must have raised the
milk bottle and the rock. But I was
watching and I was ready. My gun
came out of my jacket pocket—the .32
automatic which I had taken out of the
metal box behind the spare tire in the
trunk of my car.

“Hold it, Otto!” I snapped.

He stood there, poised with the ham-
mer raised, and suddenly his craggy
face showed that he no longer gave a
damn about anything. He dropped the
hammer and slumped into an aisle seat
that hadn’t yet been raised by Alice—
slumped like a tired old bundle of
clothes.

And in that empty silence his daugh-
ter wept. THE END









