





























THE G-STRING MURDERS 9

for herself. Dolly was getting altogether
too much attention from the men who
were trying to restrain her from rushing
back into the room.

“Dirty hypocrite!” Dolly yelled. “Car-
rying her mother’s picture around all the
time. You don’t see any sign of a father,
do you?”

One of the men put his hand over her
mouth but it was too late. They started
dragging her upstairs, urging her to have
a drink and forget it.

Her voice, hoarse with anger, came
through the ventilator. “She’s a tramp
and her mother was a tramp.”

I quickly stuffed a towel in the pipe,
but within a few seconds that wasn’t
necessary. The stagehands were setting
the “Under the Sea” ballet and the show
was going on as usual.

La Verne stopped sobbing, but she was
going into another number: the tragic
queen, Mary of the Scots, and a little
Joan of Arc thrown in for good measure.

“Thank Heaven, Mother, I still have
my voice.”

“Yes, and you still have your fatal
beauty.” I was too bored with her to
spare her feelings. My voice was cold.
“This is only a scratch. Anyway, you
had it coming to you. If you don’t stop
tormenting Dolly, she really will get you
one of these days.”

“And if she doesn’t, I will!” It was
Gee Gee, tearing furiously into the room.
The little balls on her Spanish hat were
spinning like a windmill. I felt a breeze
as she passed me.

“Gimme that.” She grabbed the bottle
of gin. Then she took off the guitar
hanging from a ribbon around her neck.
“It's tough enough doing La Paloma for
those jerks out front without you and
Dolly calling each other by your right
names. Ruining my specialty because of
a toilet!”

La Verne turned away to repair her
tear-stained make-up, and suddenly Gee
Gee started laughing.

“Gyppy, you'da died if you'd seen the

Hermit crawling down from the fly gal-
lery when the fight was on. He was in
such a rush not to miss anything that he
damn near broke his neck. He kept look-
ing over his shoulder instead of looking
at the rungs of that iron ladder and every
now and then he’d miss.”

Gee Gee flopped into a chair and put
her feet on the shelf. “Then, when the
‘Golden-Voiced Goddess gets called
a...”

“Shh.” T nudged Gee Gee and gave
her the eye. La Verne was tensing her-
self, and it wouldn’t have taken much
for the fireworks to start all over again.

EE GEE took the hint. “Well, any-

way, when the names get called back
and forth, he’s already down onstage and
in a flash he’s on his wdy up to our
dressing rooms! Him! Can you ima-
gine? Not only that, but who do you
think he runs into? Stachi! I tell you,
Gyp, when the two of them got together
it was a scream. Boy, did they start
dishing us. They were both a little
embarrassed to catch each other on our
landing anyway. So real chummy-like
they get out to Stachi’s corner in the
stage entrance. Then they opened up.
What they said about us!”

Thesvery thought of the conversation
made Gee Gee roar with laughter, but I
couldn’t see the funny side of it at all.
I remembered Stachi’'s face when he
stood on the landing. There was so much
disgust in it that I felt, well, sort of
naked.

Stachi and the Hermit were the only
two old-timers in the theater, Everyone
said they went with the lease and I guess
it was true. Stachi had been there since
the days of the Old Opera’s grandeur.
He was a singer and then something
happened to his voice. He had taken
smaller and smaller roles until he finally
wound up as doorman.

The Hermit had been there almost as
long. He had always been a stagehand
but now he was too old to do any of the
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THE G-STRING MURDERS 57

I should have clung to Biff and begged
him not to get interested in those things,
maybe cried a little on his shoulder. But
like Dolly, I should have rehearsed it
first; all I could manage was to remind
him of what he had told me at the Dutch-
man’s,

“You told me yourself it wasn’t healthy
to get mixed up with a guy like Louie
and now you've got that ‘butt in’ look in
your eye. That's what the police are
around for . ..”

Biff went “hurumph.” It was another
chance for me to get girly but I muffed
it again. “You stick to your jokes,” I
said firmly, “and leave the deducting to
the cops. After all, it isn’t any of your
business, and why do you pay taxes?”

Then I remembered the G string on the
roof. Biff must have known I was going
to ask him about it! He tried a diver-
sion. It couldn’t have been the moon,
because there wasn’t one and a street light
on Fourteenth Street isn’t going to in-
spire a man to kiss a woman. The kiss
wasn’t one that a man would need in-
spiration for anyway.

It was a courtesy peck on the ear.
After it, Biff held my arm tightly and
hurried me down the street. While I
tried to keep up with him, he said, “The
trouble with cops is they don’t under-
stand actors.”

Biff was very clever about evading
unasked questions.

HE SUBWAY was crowded and we

had to stand until we got to Thirty-
fourth Street. I would have liked to have
been a little closer to Biff, but we were
separated by standees,

I wanted to tell him that I enjoyed be-
ing kissed by him even on Fourteenth
Street, and I wanted to ask him so many
questions. But you can’t say, “Why
didn’t you tell me you knew where Jan-
nine’s G string was?’ when you're in a
car full of people. I wanted to ask him
why the G string was on the roof, too.

And who put it there? And most of all,
why?

A man standing between Biff and me
kept poking me in the eye with his
newspaper. It reminded me of how the
press would love our case.

STRIPPER STRANGLED;
BRUNETTE BEAUTY
BUMPED OFF

In my mind I wrote all the headlines.
The pictures would probably be old ones,
lots of leg showing, and the captions

‘'would all declare we were beauties. They

would possibly mention my fingerprints
being found on the wax . . .

“Biff!” I shouted above the roar of
the subway. “How did the police know
my fingerprints were on the wax?”

The man with the paper glowered at
me. “With lungs like yours, girlie,” he
said, “you oughta be hog calling.”

The train stopped suddenly. We were
at Thirty-fourth Street. Biff reached an
empty seat a split second before my friend
with the paper.

“Look, chucklehead,” Biff said to me.
“The next time you get an idea, be a
little more refined about blatting it out.”

I squeezed in beside him. “But how
could they tell?” I asked, quietly this
time. “We saw Jake chip” the wax off
before Gee Gee opened the door. How
could they tell the prints were mine from
such little hunks?”

Biff smiled. “They got the hunk they
wanted, Punkin. And anyway, when you
fainted, one of the eagle-eye boys saw
the red on your finger. I tried to tell
‘em it was rouge, that you put your lip-
stick on with that finger, but . . .”

“I do,” 1 whispered.

“The colors were different; light-red
lipstick, brick-red wax. Not only that,
but they didn’t fingerprint anyone else.
They knew from the first that the prints
were yours. You see, someone saw you
touch the door.”

“Who? They couldn’t have,” I shouted.
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ing. His kinky hair was standing on end.
Streams of sweat poured down his face.
“How'd you like the ‘stop the sale’ gag?”
he asked, seeing me.

I told him I likéd it fine and he took the
container out of my hand. After a healthy
gulp he went over to the peephole to check
on the sales. He still clutched the beer,
but that isn’t why I followed him.

I’d just remembered Gee Gee telling me
how he was the one that tipped Louis.

I asked him casually if he knew Louie.

“Know him?” he said. “He’s a relative
of mine; cousin or something. I don’t
keep up with that family racket much.”
His beady eyes were following the sales-
men. If a candy butcher could clip Moey
for a dime, he certainly had it coming to
him.

“Do you think Louie killed her?” I
asked.

He took another drink before answering
me. “If he done it, I'm a monkey’s uncle.
You wanna know who I think done it?”

I said yes.

“Well, I think one of the Chinese wait-
ers is the guy. Who else would strangle a
dame, huh? Don’t all them Chinese stran-
gle? And wasn’t they there? Damn right!”

ROM UPSTAGE I could hear Alice

romancing her cop. The musicians
were getting noisily into the pit. There
was a dank odor of marijuana coming
from the basement. That would be Benny,
the trumpet player, I thought.

“It’s the East Indians that strangle,” T
said. “You got the Chinese mixed up.”

All Moey heard was “Chinese.” “Damn
right they done it. And I allus trusted the
Chinese, too.” He started away after that,
beer and all.

“Hey! Gimme back my beer!” I yelled
to him. He took one more gulp before re-
turning it.

Just then T saw Sammy hotfooting it
across the stage. He was completely out
of breath, and with a wilder gleam in his
eyes than usual, he asked me where the
Princess Nirvena was,

“Me?” I pointed to myself as if he had
asked me if I -had spread the bubonic
plague.

“Her number’s after the opening and
she isn’t in. And I don’t know where she’s
stopping.  And—oh!  Beer! Thank
Heaven!” He killed the quart and shoved
the empty container back in my hand. “Not
only that, but Moss is out front; flew in
from Hot Springs because of . ..”

His long legs took him upstairs in three
leaps. Moey and I followed in a few more.
By then we were at the landing. Sammy
didn’t knock, but burst into the room.
There was a scramble for kimonos and
robes again,

“It’s like dressing in a goldfish bowl,”
Gee Gee complained, and then added, “if I
may coin a phrase.”

Sammy glared at her. “The Princess is
missing!” he shouted, “and I gotta worry
about knocking on doors yet.” He looked
wild-eyed around the room. “Don’t any
of you know where she’s living?” he asked
desperately.

No one knew and no one cared, for that
matter, but Jannine did suggest that per-
haps her ladyship had got tired of throw-
ing pearls to swine and had high-tailed it
off with Louie.

“You're nuts!” Sammy said, slamming
the door behind him,

As soon as we were sure he had left, we
all looked at each other and laughed.

“It’s too good to be true,” Gee Gee said.

Dolly added, “To get rid of both of ’em
in twenty-four hours! Damn right it’s too
good to be true.” A crafty gleam came
into her eye. “If she was murdered,” she
said slowly, “it would be pretty tough on
the cops to try and pin it on any of us.”

Jannine stopped with one hand on the
door. “What makes you think she was
murdered ?” she asked.

Dolly didn’t answer. She was busy
brushing her hair. At least she looked busy.

“And even if she was, how come the
cops couldn’t pin it on any of us?”’ Tannine
had walked over to Dolly and thrust her
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“What are ya going to use for a black-
out ?” T asked in a cold voice.

“Oh, you get the seltzer water in the
pants.”

Just like that he tells me! I get the
seltzer water in the pants! That’s what I
mean when I say one Biff is enough.

COULD tell by the too innocent look

on his face that he expected me to
blow up, so I didn’t give him the pleasure.
With my usual dignity I told him to get
another naked woman.

“And what’s more, funny man, I’m not
working any of your scenes from now
on !.’

It was an exit line so I played it right
down. Fastening my kimono with a dra-
matic gesture, I brushed past him and
made tracks for the door. It isn’t often
I get a chance to clinch an argument. This
was no exception.

I no sooner had my hand on the knob
than the door opened, not slowly, but
with force. It staggered me first, then hit
me on the nose. Or was it the other way
around? It doesn’t matter. My big mo-
ment was shot to pieces. Biff started to
laugh. Then he saw who was on the other
side of the door.

A vision in deep purple with gold-braid-
like epaulets on the military coat, and
purple boots to match! Slinky Stinky,
otherwise known as Princess Nirvena, had
come back to the Old Opera.

Without a glance at any of us she ap-
proached Sammy. “I haff just spoken to
Mr. Moss.”

The “Mr.” was definitely sarcasm, but
Sammy took it calmly, the kind of calm
before the storm. “Slow burn” is what the
actors call it.

“Yes?” He waited for her to go on.

She did, after gazing at herself in the
mirror for a full minute,

“Yes. And in the next show my spe-
cialty will be joost before the finale of the
first act.”

This was a choice bit of news. The
next-to-closing spot was mine, I should

have made a scene right then, but I thought
she was lying.

Dolly, sitting in the far corner of the
room, took care of it for me. “Where
does Gypper's number go, then?” she
asked.

Sammy was coming out of his trance.
“I can always depend on you, can't I?”
The “can’t I” was a full tone higher than
his normal voice.

“Well, you don’t have to screamr at
me,” Dolly said peevishly. “I wanted to
know because it -affects my changes.”

Sammy threw the scripts on the shabby
carpet before he realized what he was do-
ing. They scattered all over the room
and he sank to his knees to gather them
up.

“Gyp does her audience number there
and it runs longer than . . .” Dolly was
afraid to go on. I didn’t blame her,
Sammy had turned an unhealthy blue.

“Damn your changes! Damn show bus-
iness! Damn Moss!”

I thought he looked a little funny down
on his hands and knees like that but Dolly
was insulted. She got up to leave and
Sammy screamed again.

“When the day comes that a strip teaser
tells me how to run a theater, that’s the
day T open a hot-dog stand.” He pounded
on the floor with both fists.

“You run a theater!” Dolly sneered.
“Stage manager hell!”

With that she really left. The door
slammed louder than Sammy’s screams.
I'd seen him angry before but not like
that. For a minute I thought we’d have
to pour water on him.

During the excitement, the Princess had
draped herself over one of the wicker
chairs. She carelessly flicked her cigarette
ashes on the carpet.

With a satisfied smile on her exotic face
she said, “She has quite a temper, that
Baxter person.” She wet her lower lip
with long, thin tongue. “The sort of tem-
per murderers have, is that not so?”

Biff whistled softly; then he made a
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HADN'T, but I wasn’t going to ad-
mit it. “Moss would no more kill
a woman than I would.”

“There you go, jumping to conclusions.
I didn’t say he killed 'em. I just said
that he’d be damned glad to have one
of ’em damn dead.”

“One of them is right,” I said quickly.
“If you can show me one reason why
he’d kill La Verne, I'll put in with you.”

Biff stood perfectly still on the corner
of Sixteenth Street and Irving Place. If
someone had walked up and handed him
a million dollars, he couldn’t have looked
more surprised, more pleased.

“You're absolutely right, Punkin,” he
said. “He certainly didn’t have a reason
for killing La Verne.”

I knew better than to remind him that
I had just said that. When Biff gets
that look in his eye it means he’s think-
ing. When he’s thinking, it's a waste of
time to talk to him.

He started walking and he took such
big steps that I couldn’t have talked if I'd
wanted to. I had all I could do to keep
up with him. I waited to speak until we
got to the drugstore. I was breathing
a little heavily when we went in to have
our coffee.

Jake was sitting at the counter. He
was dunking a doughnut, but it didn’t
look to me as though he had his heart in
it., It was absent-minded dunking.

Russell and the two comics, Mandy and
Joey, were at the counter too. We said
good morning to them and they moved
down one stool to make room for us.

“Good morning,” I said to Jake. He
jumped a foot. “I didn’t mean to startle
you,” I apologized, but Jake went back
to his sloppy dunking without a word.

Mandy, out of the corner of his mouth,
told me that Dolly was just in and had
asked Jake to put a bolt on the dress-
ing-room door. “Meaner’'n hell about
it,” Mandy added in a whisper. “Said
there was altogether too much stuff miss-
ing from the place. Then she tells him
that she’d get the lock—like, if he got

it, there wouldn’t be no reason for. the
bolt.”

The counter boy was putting the coffee
in a container for me when Stachi came
in. With him was the oldest-looking
man I've ever seen. I hardly expected
a word of greeting from him, so I wasn’t
disappointed when he brushed past me.
But the old man interested me.

He pounded on the counter with his
cane. When the boy saw who it was,
he dropped my coffee container to wait
on him first. Ordinarily I'd be annoyed
at such bad service, but this was rather
amusing. The old man’s beady eyes
peered at the menu behind the counter.

“What’s that say, boy?” he asked. His
voice was pitched as high as a woman’s
and if he couldn’t read that menu him-
self, T'll play four weeks of stock for
Minsky. Those beady little eyes weren’t
missing anything. He let the boy go
straight through the menu. Then he
ordered a ham sandwich to go out.

The boy fixed it for him. Extra ham,
I noticed. When the old man left, Stachi
left with him.

No one else in the drugstore seemed to
think they were an unusual pair. Biff
was matching pennies with the boys and
they didn’t look up from their game,

“Who’s the old guy, whom you make
with the fancy service for?” I asked the
waiter,

He was looking ruefully at a nickel in
his palm. “Him? Oh, that’s old man
Raryimble. Richest guy in the whole
world, I guess. Lives across the street.”
With a toss of his head he indicated the
most expensive-looking residence in the
neighborhood. “He’s in here real often.
Stingy as all get-out. Tips me a nickel.”

I held the nickel up and looked at

it again. What the old man tipped

didn’t interest me; what he was doing
with Stachi did.

“The three of ’em play cards nearly

every night,” the boy said when I asked

him. “The other guy works in your
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“Well, Sarah,” I said nervously, “one
sure thing, they can’t strangle you.”

She groaned a little for an answer
and I reached for a cigarette. I man-
aged to get it to my mouth, but lighting
it was something else again. I had to
decide quickly between my eyelashes and
a smoke; the way my hand was shaking
I couldn’t have both. The vanity in me
won and I tossed the cigarette and. match
into a cold-cream jar that served as an
ash tray.

It was heaped with butts, so 1 decided
to empty it. Getting up and walking
around will help my nerves, I thought,
and I was right. By the time I had
emptied the tray in a basket at the far
side of the room, I was calm again.
Calm, but just a little weak.

I sat down and readjusted the blue
velvet under the needle of the machine.
before I had a chance to start the motor,
I heard footsteps on the stairs. At first
I thought it was my imagination. Then
I saw the latch of the door move!

They say that when a person sneezes
they are closer to death than at any other
time. That is, of course, without actu-
ally dying. It may be true, but at that
moment I still feel that I came closer
than any sneezer could. I don’t care
what anyone says, my heart stopped beat-
ing.

There was a voice yelling through the
door, but I couldn’t answer.

“Hey! What's with the
Then, “Open up!”

The latch jiggled and the pressure of
someone pushing at the door made the
chair under the knob creak.

“Open the door!” The voice was loud
and agitated. It was Gee Gee.

“Just a moment,” I managed to reply
and my rubber legs carried me to the
door. :

Gee Gee had a wild gleam in her eye
when I finally managed to throw open
the door. “Thank Heaven you're all
right,” she said with a heavy sigh. Then
her mood changed,

barricade?”

“Why in hell didn’t you answer?” she
demanded. “You scared me half to
death.”

“I didn’t hear you at first,” I lied,
“and the wind kept blowing the door,
so I just put a chair under it.”

EE GEE looked from the bolted

window to my face. “Yeah, I
know,” she said, “and you probably felt
a cold coming on from the draft.”

Then she saw the blue velvet on the
machine. “Oh, Gyppy darling, you did
work on mine first!” She clapped her
hands happily. “Oh, lemme try it on?”

If T do say so myself, it was a per-
fect fit. The blue was wonderful with
her hair and the rose had just enough
color for contrast. I was as pleased with
it as she was,

“I love it, Gyp,” she said as she lifted
the front panel. Then I explained how
she could strip from the skin out.

“Yeah,” she agreed, “and these splits
in the skirts are swell for my bumps.”
She hummed Black and Tan Fantasy as
she paraded around the room, and I
cautioned her about the pins while she
went through her routine.

First the underskirt came off, then the
bolero. With long strides her legs darted
in and out of the panels.

“You ought to wear a rose G string !’
I exclaimed as the inspiration hit me,
“and glue on two more for a brassiere.”

“Wonderful! And for my last trailer,
I'll use Only @ Rose.”

She was still rehearsing when Sandra
and Jannine came in. I pushed Sarah
Jane out of the way and started cleaning
up the room. The ashes I kicked around
so they wouldn’t be too noticeable, and
I covered the sewing table with a sheet.

“You make such a mess when you
sew,” Jannine complained. It was ob-
vious that she was annoyed because I
wasn’t making anything for her. Even
before she took a good look at Gee Gee
showing off in the new blue I knew that.

“Hmm, pretty,” she said when Gee Gee
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prop me up in a corner. He said it was
going to be funny....”

I didn’t want to cry, but I just couldn’t
help it.

Biff patted my face with a wet towel
and put a glass of water under my lips.
“We heard him, Punkin, He was doing
his own version of Uncle Don: ‘Now,
if little Johnny on his seventh birthday
will look under the sheet, he will find a
present; a nice corpse.’”

That made me cry louder.
Biff, this is serious.”

“0O.K., honey, you be serious and I'll
be Roebuck. Don’t cry. It’s all over
now. No more bodies, no more murders,
no more nothing.”

“Then you got him?” I couldn’t see
very well, but I got the impression that
Biff was grinning from ear to ear.

“Yes, Punkin, we got him. We were
waiting right there and the very minute
we thought you were in trouble, we
grabbed him.”

I became aware of the anxious faces
staring down at me. I realized I was on
the floor again, and I realized something
else!

I stood up and faced Biff. “I want
a straight answer, yes or no,” I said
slowly. “Were you within calling dis-
tance when that madman was scaring the
pants off me.”

Biff stopped grinning.
madman. He....”

“Wasnw't?” 1 looked from Biff to the
Sergeant, then to Jiggers. Mike Brannen
was there, too. He took up the grin-
ning where Biff left off.

“Yep. He’s a past tenser all right,”
he said cheerfully.

Then I hadn’t dropped the scissors!

Mike started giving me a detailed de-
scription as I tried to go out of the
room.

“You’d never think such a skinny guy
could hold so much blood. Boy, it
spurted like a fountain. His whole
throat was ripped wide open.”

When I reached the landing, Biff held

“Please,

“He wasn’t a
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my arm. “Don’t go out there, honey,”
he said. ‘“You had enough excitement
to last you for a while. They’re carting
the body off to the morgue and, well, it
ain’t pretty.” ‘

Biff still held the glass of water, When
I tried to drink it choked.

Biff said, “We got a full confession
before he done himself in. Not that
we needed it, but. , . .”

“He killed himself ?”
most fainted from relief,

This time I al-

BIFF led me back into the dressing
room and pulled out a chair for me.
Mike was still on the same conversa-
tion, and Biff asked him to be quiet for
a minute.

“Get Gyp a drink,” he said. “Here,
honey, put your feet up.” He pulled
over a chair and put a pillow under my
legs.

Mike brought the bottle out from be-
hind the mirror and poured three drinks.
Then he looked at the Sergeant and
divided his own drink between Biff and
me.

I enjoyed the attention; I might as well
face it. The drink made me feel warm
and happy. The Sergeant reminded me
of my grandfather again, and even Mike
Brannen looked handsome,

I had been hoping the Sergeant would
take his policemen and go, so the three
of us could have another drink, when he
closed the notebook he had been writing
in.

“Well,” he said, “that closes the case.”
Then he held out his hand to Biff.
“Thank you, young man.”

When their hands met it was a toss-up
which one was the worse actor. Biff had
an expression on his face as though he
were screen testing for a Dick Tracy
part and the Sergeant was playing “Joe
Generous.” If he'd rehearsed it for six
weeks, he couldn’t have read his next
line with more hamlike sincerity.

“If it hadn’t been for your keen
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brain and quick eye, this might very well
have had a different ending.”

They both looked at me significantly.
I know I should have given them my
sad eye, but I couldn’t. The Sergeant
was a little disappointed. He wanted a
three-cornered scene and I failed him,
so he turned back to Biff.

“Remember, if you want a job on the
force, get in touch with me.” As they
shook again, the Sergeant managed a
laugh so much like Edward Arnold’s that
it was all I could do to keep from howl-
ing. Then he started for the door.

With one hand on the knob he turned
and paused a moment. Building up for
an exit hand, I thought. I was right.
The timing was wrong, but the line was
there.

“You will be asked to appear at the
inquest.”

“That does it!” I shouted, hitting the
side of my head with the heel of my
hand. “What a couple of hamolas!
What corn, right off the cob.”

I laughed so hard that Mike began slap-
ping me on the back. He waited to
speak until the door closed behind the
Sergeant and the policemen.

“Aw, Gyp, you shouldn’ta laughed at
the chief like that. He meant it, honest.
If it hadn’'t been for Biff putting two
and two together with that picture, they
never woulda caught that murderin’ rat.”
He looked at Biff and his voice was rev-
erent. “He’s a hero, that’s what he is, a
real hero.”

_ Biff, still wearing the Dick Tracy face,
shifted his weight from one foot to the
other.

“Well, Pumkin here deserves some
credit,” he admitted.

“Now, that's damn generous of you.”

Biff wasn’t sure how I meant it. “I
mean, if you hadn’t asked him all those
questions, it woulda been tougher for
us.” ‘

“I know how you meant it, dear.”
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IKE could see the danger signals.

His three days backstage in a bur-
lesque theater had taught him not to
ignore cues.

“Tell her about the picture, Biff.”
turned to me. “Boy, this’ll kill ya.”

“Oh, that was nothing,” Biff began
modestly. “The cops just ignored the
most obvious clew in the whole case.
I—well—1 took care of it for ’em.”
He leaned back in the chair and put
his thumbs through his suspenders.

“When the picture of La Verne's
mother is missing it gets to be important
to me. So, in my own quiet way, I
find out what La Verne’s name was.
Not that phony La Verne handle, but
her real name. Guess what it was?”

“Brenda Goldblatt ?”

Biff scowled. “No.
Get it?”

“No. Give it to me again. Right from
the beginning.”

“Stacciaro. Stachi. See?”

“Oh, yes!” I said a little sarcastically.
“La Verne's real name was Stacc—some-
thing. So that makes her Stachi’s rela-
tive, daughter. No, grand-daughter. He
was too old to be her father. Anyway,
he’s her grandfather. His daughter got
in wrong and had an illegitimate daughter
and it was La Verne.

“Stachi gets mad and disowns his
daughter. Then she and La Verne almost
starve to death until La Verne gets a
job in burlesque and when Stachi finds
out who she is he decides he’s got to
kill her because death is better than dis-
honor.”

I brushed my hands and leaned back in
my chair. If I'd had suspenders, I would
have put my thumbs through them.
Instead I reached for my drink.

“That’s right!” Biff stared at me with
admiration. “Howja know ?”

That’s when I spilled my drink all
over my lap.

Biff started drying my dress with a
make-up towel. “How did you figure
it out?” he asked.

He

It’s Stacciaro.
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