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Nothing in your hands! Nothing up
your sleeves! But look ...

. out of your present income grows a
wonderful future. There’s a home in the
country, college for your children, travel
and fun for the whole family, even acom-
fortable retirement income for yourself.

Here's how the magic works. All you
do is sign up for the Payroll Plan. Then
regularly, automatically, part of every-
thing you earn is used to purchase U. S.
Savings Bonds.

And magically, week after week, these
automatic savings pile up the money
you'll need to pay for the future you want!

Don't forget that you're making
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money, too... every J5/5 Bond you buy
today will be worth $100 in just 10
years. And these Bonds play a big part
in helping keep our country financially
sound and strong, too.

Ifyou’'re not on a payroll, and have a
checking account, you can still enjoy
the magic of automatic saving with the
Bond-A-Month Plan. Ask about it at
your bank.
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CONFESSION OF A CORPSE

By CHARLES WILLIAM FOX and JONATHAN TREE

the Marine Corps, had not stopped to

buy a newspaper in the subway sta-
tion at Grand Central, the lives of many
people, and the deaths of some, might have
been very different. Perhaps a trapped and
lonely man might have lived longer, cer-
tainly Anne Martin would not have
trembled sleeplessly in her apartment on
Bleeker Street before she slept forever.

On the other hand, an evil cancer might
have grown to such a size that little except
a million lives could ever have cut it out.
And after all, there were very few to
mourn the handful of people who did die
because he bought the paper.

For by pausing at the newsstand Mec-
Lane was delayed several seconds in reach-
ing the train platform. As a consequence
he missed the train he could have taken
if he had hurried down the station steps
without a stop. Even so, he might have
caught it by running. Several people who
passed him on the steps did reach the
train and, by holding the last door of the
last car open for one another, managed to
get aboard. He didn't feel like running.
Although the doctors had not said he
couldn’t, his leg still ached a bit when the
weather was damp, and he had decided
to be a little cautious for a while.

At the time it didn’t seem to make much
difference which train he took. He was in
no hurry. The only reason he was out at
all was because ever since he came back
he'd had trouble sleeping. That, he reflect-
ed, was to be expected. His life had
changed quite a lot since the last time he
had been in New York, back in 1941. Was
it really that long ago? Yes, for since
then there had been Pearl Harbor, the
Southwest Pacific, Okinawa, the hospital
in Guam and other hospitals in the States.
Then he had gone back to China to lend
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a hand before he took his discharge. Now
there was New York, and looking for a
job, and trying to get settled somewhere.

In his restlessness he had acted on a
sudden urge. He would take a walk in
Times Square now that the rain had
stopped. He liked the lighted streets, the
garish signs, the faces of the crowd that
would be there, even at midnight. It might
relax him. Certainly it was better than
counting the tickings of the clock as he
lay awake in the darkness of his bedroom.

But taking one train or another didn't
seem to make much difference. He could
not know, of course, what was going to
happen on the train which he did take,
nor how it would plunge him into a series
of adventures of which he had no more
idea, at the moment, than the man from
whom he had just bought his newspaper.
That sixth sense of impending danger,
which had saved his life many times dur-
ing battle, was dormant again. Loud
noises no longer made him duck.

When the next train came in he waited
until the east-bound passengers had pushed
each other out, then entered and sat down.
The car filled, the doors puffed shut, the
air brakes hissed and the train started on
its brief underground journey. McLane
folded his paper in the lengthwise fashion
of New York subway riders, a trick he
had just recently learned and, half read-
ing, half observing his fellow passengers,
he settled back for a short ride.

Across the car from him another man
took a folded tabloid from his overcoat
pocket. It was, McLane observed, the
morning edition of Watch, a new paper
started while he had been away. Its front
page, completely filled with a headline,
startled him. “RED-BAITING SENA-
TORS SEEK TO CRIPPLE STATE
DEPT,” it read. He remembered his own
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paper and opened it fully. Apparently

something big had happened, something
disturbing. He must have missed it on
the radio.

Page one of the early Times seemed
to have no news at all concerning the
State Department. He turned to page
two, three. Nothing. He looked at the
index. Could Watch have received a news
item which The New York Times had not,
especially one which sounded so important?
It did not seem likely. Ah, here it was,
on page 12 under the headline, “Means
Sought to Bar Disloyal Employees.”

He read the few paragraphs. It was a
story to the effect that at a hearing before
a Senate Committee on appropriations for
the State Department, a senator had de-
clared he had heard reports that persons
suspected of disloyalty to the United States
had found jobs in the department. An
assistant secretary, appearing before the
committee, had agreed that such charges
had been made and, upon investigation,
had seemed to have some basis in fact,
but that difficulty had been experienced
in dealing with the situation because of
provisions of the Civil Service laws. The
senator had said that means should be
found to assure the integrity of personnel
in so important a branch of the govern-
ment.

There was nothing that McLane could
see about anybody’s trying to cripple any-
thing. Still, he had- heard that Watch was
a new paper and had been started for
the express purpose of telling the truth
about the news, facts that other papers
would not print because of editorial bias
or outside pressure. He realized he didn't
know much about those things. He was
out of touch with things back home. May-
be he should start looking into some of
these matters that he had not much time
to think about since the 'canal. The rest
of the world had moved a long way, and
maybe he ought to know where it was
going, now that he was going along with
it.

His thoughts were interrupted by the
lights outside the car windows as the train
squealed into the Times Square station.
Other passengers stood up and crowded
about the center doors and, as the train
slowed to a stop, he stood up too. It was
then that it happened, so quickly that for

a moment he could not be sure he had
actually seen it.

MAN, standing directly in front of

him in the crowd at the door,
stumbled as though thrown off balance
by the lurching car, and as he stumbled
he clutched the right shoulder of another
man who was facing him. It was per-
fectly normal, perfectly timed. It could
have been accidental—except that, as the
man who was being pushed glanced at
his shoulder and then, at the man who was
pushing him, the latter’'s right had darted
inside the other's coat. A split-second
later, when the hand was withdrawn, it
held a thin black envelope.

It was done so swiftly, so deftly, that if
McLane's eyes had not been focused on
the spot by pure chance, he would never
had seen it. Certainly no one else in the
crowd was aware that a pocket had been
picked right beside them, with the smooth
skill of a master magician’s pass.

McLane stepped forward just as the
car came to a sharp stop. The door jerked
open and the clot of passengers pushed
through. The pickpocket—a short man in
a brown coat and a battered gray hat—
stepped ahead of his victim and hurried
into the human stream on the platform.
McLane pressed after him. As he passed
the man who had been robbed he took
him by the elbow. “You've had your
pocket picked, Jack. That fellow going
there. 1 saw him. Come on, I'll help you
get him.”

The victim turned a startled face, his
hand flew to his inside coat pocket, he
made a little sound and the deep furrow
between his brows became an exclamation
point to punctuate the fear that came into
his eyes. By now the thief was several
paces ahead, threading his way nimbly
through the crowds, and McLane, with
an added “Come on,” hurried after him,
at a limping half-run. Two sailors and
their girls crossed his path and he bumped
into them. One of the sailors muttered
something about a “dumb gyrene” and
the girls giggled.

He continued his pursuit, dodging,
jostling, keeping the fleeing figure in sight
as they went through a turnstile until, as
they approached the exit stairs, he grabbed
the man with his left hand, swung him
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around and against the wall with his
right, and shifted his grip to coat lapel
and arm.

“Hey, what th’ hell?”

“Sure, and what the hell’'s the idea of
picking that guy’s pocket on the train?”

“You're nuts! And let go my arm, hero.
The war's been over for a year now—or
ain't you heard? Leggo me.”

“1f you don’t shut your mouth,” McLane
said between his tight, white lips, “and
stand still I'm going to bust you wide
open, Jack. | saw you take something
out of this man’s pocket.”

The thief glanced back toward the
turnstiles. “What man ?”

McLane looked around, but the victim
of the robbery was not to be seen. He
peered farther back into the station. People
everywhere but none of them acting as
though he had just been robbed. Sur-
prised, McLane looked at each passing
face. There he—no, that wasn’t the one.
Where was he? Intent on finding the
man who would back up his story—and
keep him from looking like a fool—he
relaxed his grip on the thief's arm, and
with a quick jerk the pickpocket twisted.
McLane redoubled his grasp on the coat
lapel.

“The hell with you, let go!” With a
sudden motion the thief threw his arms
backward and spun out of the coat.

As the coatless man rushed up the stairs,
two at a time, McLane stood where he
was, uncertain and uncomfortable. It was
clearly pointless to take up the chase
without being able to produce the injured
party. A knot of people who had been
attracted by the scuffle were staring at
him, and with a kind of stupid surprise he
realized he still held an empty coat in
his outstretched arm. He gave the gaping
audience a grin which he hoped was
debonair but which he felt was only im-
becilic, considered saying something about
the difficulty of finding civilian clothes,
thought better of it, and started to walk
toward the exit.

The crowd melted away.

This, he thought to himself as he stood
at the subway exit, is what comes of try-
ing to help strangers. He watched the
people coming out. Where was the man
to whom he had tried to play the Samari-
tan? How could a person be told he'd

just had his pocket picked and act as
though he'd merely been wished a good
evening? And, incidentally, what did the
fellow look like? He wasn't short, nor
was he tall—he needed a shave, McLane
remembered, and he had a deep frown
between his eyebrows. But there must
be a million men in New York who need
a shave at one o’clock in the morning. And
who wouldn’'t frown, everything consid-
ered?

McLane was frowning himself, he real-
ized, as he waited for the robbed man to
show up. He considered the coat which
he held in his hand and wondered what
to do with it. He might give it to a
policeman, but that would probably mean
having to answer a lot of questions. And
when you stopped to think it over, the
story sounded a little fishy, didn't it? But
the coat was too good to be thrown away;
good tweed, with not a worn spot on it.

“1 certainly fouled up that deal,” he
said to himself. “Like Hogan’'s goat.”

Walking in Times Square hardly seemed
the thing he most wanted to do now, so
he hailed a cab. “Tenth Street, between
Sixth and Fifth,” he told the driver.

EATED in the cab, as it swung down

Broadway, he lit a cigarette. “1 wish
I'd hit that rat,” he thought. “I didn't
like the way he talked. If | ever run into
him again I'll try not to forget.” The
image of the swarthy face, the yellowed
teeth, the dirty shirt collar remained with
him, and with pent-up belligerence he
smacked his fist against the palm of
his hand.

“Anywhere along here, driver,” he said
as the taxi turned off Sixth.

“Goodnight.”

“Goodnight, captain.”

He pocketed his change and walked up
to a brick house. The steps and the wall
glistened with the street light reflected
from the wetness of the earlier rain.
Winter-wan flower boxes hung from the
stone sills of the first-floor windows. In
summer they would again be carefully
tended miniature flower gardens, part of
the charm and color of Greenwich Village,
but right now they were narrow tubs of
mud and reminded McLane of parts of
the Southwest Pacific.
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“Vella Lavella,” he mused half aloud
as he turned his key in the lock, “that
was a hell of a place, wasn't it?” He
walked up two flights, which didn't help
his aching leg, and let himself into the
apartment he was using while his aunt
was away.

He switched on the light in the entrance
hall, then in the living room. The apart-
ment occupied a full floor of what had
been a single house but had been remod-
eled. It was quiet, pleasantly decorated
and tastefully furnished. The hall had
broad green-and-white striped paper on
the walls and contained two chairs flank-
ing a narrow table. Lamps stood on each
end of the table and between them was a
mirror which was a collector’'s item but
whose flaked and tarnished silvering gave
back an image which had nonplussed Mc-
Lane the first time he looked in it

The living room was spacious and large
for a New York apartment. Set in one
of the side walls, which were painted
gray-green, was an arched fireplace of
shiny black marble with a davenport of
grand scale at right angles to it. Two
French windows looked out on Tenth
Street and gave access to narrow bal-
conies. There was a kitchen of modest
dimensions, and one bedroom. It was the
sort of place McLane might like to have
for himself some day, though if it were
his he would have more overstuffed chairs
and fewer antiques—at least, that's what
he supposed they were. They looked as
though you had to sit on them lightly,
especially if you weighed within ten
pounds of two hundred. Still, it had been
considerate of Aunt Caroline to go off to
Sea Island for a month just when he came
to New York to look for a job. Hadn't
done much looking during the five days
he had been in town, though, or seen many
people, or even drunk all that whiskey he
had promised himself. Well, he'd look
tomorrow, if he could make up his mind
to get started. That was the trouble, get-
ting started.

Maybe he wasn't readjusted. Maybe
he was a problem veteran. Maybe he
needed a drink.

He tossed the tweed coat on the living-
room sofa, carefully hung his uniform coat
and cap in a closet, kicked off his shoes
and stepped into a pair of slippers. Then

he loosened his shirt collar and tie, and
reached for the bottle of bourbon on the
living room mantel. Aunt Caroline would
have a fit if she ever came in and saw that,
he chuckled.

In the small kitchen he found a glass
which he should have washed before, rinsed
it out—whiskey would kill any germs—
found some ice cubes in the refrigerator,
remembered to refill the tray and poured
himself a drink.

Studying the amount judiciously, he
added a little more and went back to the
living room.

There he sat down carefully on a

Sheraton chair, which he promptly tilted
back so he could place his feet on a foot-
stool covered with needlepoint, and reached
for the coat he had so recently acquired.
Rather good material, it seemed, but there
were no marks, not even cleaner’s tags.
Nothing in the inside pocket, nothing in
the right pocket but there, in the left, a
black leather folder. No doubt the one
which had been stolen on the train. What
else could it be?

There were seven separate papers in
it—three photostats of letters, a newspaper
clipping, two original letters and a carbon
copy of a third. The two original letters
were typed under the letterhead of the
“League to Safeguard Democracy.” He

sipped his whiskey and began reading
them. There were mentions of “WW?”
and “WWC.” Also, plans were evidently

being made concerning a publicity cam-
paign in connection with “WWC,” or so
it seemed to McLane. It didn't look very
important, anyhow, and he wondered why
anyone would pick a pocket for such stuff.
He put the papers back in the envelope,
tossed it and the coat back on the sofa,
and finished his bourbon. Not bad. He
thought he would probably sleep well to-
night.

As it actually turned out, though, some-
where in his dreams he was in a subway,
only it was raining in the subway, and
when the car door opened he found it
was really a pill box door so he threw a
grenade in it, and just before the grenade
exploded he saw a Jap start to come out,
only the Jap was wearing a business suit
and his shirt collar was dirty. As the
grenade went off, McLane awoke. His
leg hurt.
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HE COFFEE made a little amber

geyser under the glass dome of the
percolator until Robert McLane looked at
his watch and turned off the gas. He
rummaged in the cabinet below the stove
for a clean skillet but found none. He con-
sidered washing one of those in the sink,
decided against it and found a pie tin or
the pantry shelf which would do instead.
Filling it recklessly with bacon and putting
it over a flame, he watched it until it
began to sizzle and sputter, then he turned
it over on the other side.

He popped two slices of bread into the
toaster and drained the fat from the bacon
into the sink.

The rain of the night before had passed,
and today was a bright Wednesday, just
the day for doing things before he started
tapering off for the weekend. Today, too,
Hazel should come and clean up the place
and wash the pile of dishes in the sink.
It didn't seem possible he could have
dirtied that many dishes in less than two
days, yet Hazel had been there on Mon-
day. He had had to get out of bed to
answer the door bell, and was quite sur-
prised to find a handsome colored girl at
the door until she had explained that she
came in on Mondays, Wednesdays and
Fridays to clean for “Mis’ Caroline.”

Wednesday, he told himself again, was
certainly the day to get out of the house
and look for a job. Maybe he'd also walk
over to Wanamaker's and see if he could
buy a suit.

He dressed, stuck the bottle of bourbon
in the cabinet behind his aunt’'s discreet
decanters of sherry and port, picked up
his cigarettes from the table, looked at his
watch and noted the time, quarter after
nine, and started to leave. But his eye
was caught by the crumpled coat on the
couch, and he remembered the subway ride
of the evening before. Well, he'd better
do something about that coat, or at least
those papers. Maybe someone would be
glad to have them back.

The telephone was on a little stand in
the hall with a chair beside it. He sat
down and reached for the envelope. What
was the name of that outfit? And what
should he say? Just that he had found
the papers somewhere, he guessed, better

not say anything about the coat. He leafed
through the letters and noted that on the
upper left-hand corner of the “League to
Safeguard Democracy” letterhead there
was a telephone number. He dialed it

The voice of a switchboard operator
answered. “Hello,” he said, “is this the
League to Safeguard Democracy?”

“Whom did you wish to speak to,
please ?”

“l1 don't know. | found some letters
last night that | think may belong to
somebody in your outfit.”

“Just a minute, please. I'll connect you
to Mr. Morris.” A click, a wait, a man’s
voice. The operator’s voice came in, “Mr.
Morris, will you talk to this gentleman
who says he's found some letters? Go

ahead sir, here's Mr. Morris.”
“Hello, Mr. Morris. This is Captain
McLane. | found some letters last night

and | think they might belong to you. At
least they have your name on the letter-
head.”

“Whose name, mine?”

“No, not yours. Your outfit's name.
The League to Safeguard Democracy.”

“Oh, well, then | think you want to
talk to Mr. Anderson. Just a minute.
Operator, connect this man to Mr. An-
derson, please.”

Once more the click and a buzz.

“Anderson speaking.”

“Hello, Mr. Anderson. My name is
Bob McLane. | found some letters last
night which | think may belong to you,

and I'd like to send them back to you
if they are important.”

“Yes, Mr. McLane, what kind of let-
ters ?”

“Well, it was an envelope, really, and
in it were three letters on your League’s
stationery, some photostats and a news-
paper clipping.”

“Well, if you'll wait a minute I'll see
if anybody around here has lost them,”
and then he heard a voice inquiring “some
guy says he found some letters, any of
you guys lose anything?”

“No, Mr. McLane, there doesn't seem
to be anybody around here who lost any
letters. What do these letters say?”

“Well, let's see. One of them, here, is
to a Mr. Edward Dial, and it says ‘Dear
Ed. | think everything is about ready
for the WW campaign. You will receive
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the check for Minter tomorrow and’ . .

“Wait a minute,” Anderson’s voice in-
terrupted him, “who signed that letter?”

“It's just signed ‘Paul.’”

“Will you hold on a minute? 1I'd like
to ask some of the people in the next
office about this. What did you say your
name was? Oh, yes, McLane.”

The phone was silent for a long time,
and then a new voice came on. “Mr. Mc-
Lane?”

“Yes, this is Captain McLane.”

“This is Paul Houseman, Captain. Mr.
Anderson tells me that you have found
some letters and he thought maybe | might
have been the person who signed one of
them. Would you mind reading the letter
to me?”

McLane read the letter again. “ * .
receive the check for Minter tomorrow
and then he can proceed as we have
planned. 1 don’t think there can be any
slip-up, public opinion being what it is
since the cost of living has gone up, and
this should be our best campaign on the
W .W. crowd to date.’” Then it says, ‘Yours
truly, Paul, and that's all there is to it.”

“And where did you find this letter,
Captain ?”

“It was lying on the sidewalk in front
of the house; that is, the folder was, and
| picked it up as | was coming in last
night.” That wasn't a bad story.

HERE was a pause at the other end
T of the line. Then, “Well, | don’t
think it's my letter, Captain.” There was
something in the way it was said to make
McLane think “The hell it isn't,” and
then the voice continued. “1 tell you what,
give me your name and address and your
phone number and if I do find out who
lost it I'll give you a call.”

McLane gave his address and phone
number, adding that he expected to be
out for the rest of the day but that he
would be home next moring until ten
o'clock. He hung up and put the papers
back in the envelope which he shoved into
a pocket of the brown tweed coat. Then
he went out.

On the street he turned left and walked
along Tenth. The sun was warm and felt
good on his leg. Spring couldn't be too
far away. He thought of some of the
other Springs he had known, such as the

one when he had been staging for the
Okinawa campaign. That was a tough
show. After the Marines had taken the
northern half of the island, and chased
the Japs through the pine trees and out
of the hills behind Nago, they had to go
south and help the Army. If he hadn't
gone south he wouldn’'t have got hit, but
maybe he'd have got it somewhere else
anyway.

He remembered that he’d had a premo-
nition, as soon as the division learned it
was going to the southern half of the
island. He wasn't afraid, now that he
thought of it. Rather he had had a mild
curiosity about how bad it would be, and
whether he would get home or would stay
behind in one of those whitepatterned
cemeteries, like the one he had passed
as they rode down to Machinato before
going into the lines again.

All he had know was that something
was going to happen to him soon. It was
strange that he should remember the feel-
ing so strongly now, as he walked along.

He crossed Fifth Avenue and went
down to Eighth Street, where he turned
toward Wanamaker’'s. Once in the store
he decided his luck for the day was going
to be good, because he was able not only
to find a suit that fitted his six-foot frame
but that he actually liked as well. The
only alterations would be to the trousers,
and after talking with the clerk he ar-
ranged to have the tailoring done imme-
diately so he could pick the suit up later
in the afternoon.

He would need a hat, and self-con-
sciously he tried on several until he found
one that didn’'t look too strange, though
none of them felt quite natural. He was
glad when he put his cap on again and
was able to walk away from the other
shoppers with the hat safely concealed in
its box.

A trip to the shirt section was followed
by a visit to the necktie counter, where he
bought four with the help of a pretty girl
clerk and then left the store quite satisfied
with the morning’s work. A suit, a hat,
shirts, ties and he could wear his uniform
shoes very nicely with the suit he had
bought. Yes, he was well on his way to
being a regular John Q. Civilian. Now
he'd take this stuff back home and then go
uptown for lunch. After that he'd call on
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some people and see about a job of some
kind.

He'd been an engineer of sorts when
he came out of college, maybe he could
be one again.

The apartment looked much better than
when he had left it two hours before, and
Hazel was just finishing the last of the
dusting when he returned.

“Hello Hazel,” he said. “You've cer-
tainly managed to get this place squared
away in a hurry. I'm sorry | leave it in
such a mess all the time but I'll try to do
better from now on.”

“That's all right, Mr. McLane. | guess
you didn't get much chance to practice
housekeeping out there in them foxholes.
Your aunt Caroline tol’ me you were out
there a long time.”

“1 was, Hazel.” He settled into a chair,
lighted a cigarette and opened the morning
paper he had bought on his way back to
the apartment. Amid the headlines about
strikes and railroad wrecks he found a
short item about a Marine detachment
being sent to Peleliu, and with a shudder
he remembered the days and night he
had spent during the assault on Bloody
Nose Ridge. It all seemed, now, like
something that had happened in a dream,
or to somebody else, and he turned to
Hazel as she dusted the marble mantel
and said, “At least it seemed like a long
time, then. But since it's over | some-
times wonder where all those years went
to.”

“Did you shoot many of those Japs, Mr.
McLane ?”

It was hard to conjure up a clear picture
of the banzai charges any more, or of the
piles of dead Japanese stretched out in
front of each BAR squad, and he could
only answer, “Oh, | shot at a lot of them.
Maybe 1 hit some now and then.” To
change the subject he asked her, “Did
you have any friends in the war, Hazel?”

“Yes, suh,” she told him. “My brother.
He was in the Army. In the E.T.O. He
was a staff sergeant, but he’'s been back
here for more than a year.”

“That's fine. What did he do over
there ?”

“1 think he spent most of his time in
Paris. | don’t know exactly what he did.
Every time we ask him he just rolls his
eyes and grins, sort of foolish like.”

UCKY DEVIL, he thought. He
L should have been out in the Pacific,
hauling ammunition up to the front lines.
Instinctively he glanced at the Purple
Heart ribbon on his chest, a memento
caused by a Jap shell that had landed
squarely on an amphibious truck full of
explosives, and driven by two colored
Marines. The lucky hit had put him in
the hospital for a long time, and he won-
dered what had ever happened to the
badly injured driver whom he had dragged
from the flaming wreck. Aloud he said,
“Some guys had all the luck. 1 wish 1
could have gone to Paris.” He looked at
his watch. “It's after twelve o’clock, what
time do you knock off and leave here?”

“Oh, | leave when I'm finished. I'm
almost through now. | put all your dirty
clo’es in the laundry bag and you can put
them out for the laundry man when he
comes tomorrow. And | cleaned off that
foot stool and you better not let Mis’
Caroline catch you putting your feet up
on it!” She moved into the entrance hall
and in a minute he heard the carpet
sweeper. Then it stopped and she called
to him. “Mr. McLane, is this coat yours?
I never seen it before.”

“What coat?” He was reading a report
of plans for Army and Navy unification,
searching for something about the fate of
his beloved Marines, paying little attention
to the girl.

“This brown one.”

“No, it isn't mine.” An idea came to
him. “Do you know anybody who could
use it, Hazel? You can have it if you want
to.”

“1 sure do know somebody who can use

it, Mr. McLane. | got a friend it will
just fit, | think. Thank you—thanks a
lot.”

“It's yours if you want it.” He heard
the sweeper again and called above its
noise. “Look in the pocket and take out
that black folder and put it on the table
beside the telephone, will you, please?”
Then he went back to his perusal of the
newspaper.

A quarter of an hour later Hazel, wear-
ing a hat and coat, and with the pick-
pocket’s coat over her arm, stepped into
the living room. “Goodby, Mr. McLane,”
she said. “Thanks again for this coat, and
I'll be back on Friday.”
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“Goodbye, Hazel. Give my regards to
your friend, that's a pretty good coat.”
He heard the door shut behind her as he
continued his reading.

When he had finished he realized that
he was hungry, and he also knew there
was little to eat in the ice-box. He might
as well go uptown for his lunch and see
if he could make an appointment, later,
to discuss the possibilities of a peace-time
job with a friend of his father to whom
he had a letter of introduction.

As he reached in the closet for his coat
and hat he noticed that, except for the
telephone, the hall table was bare. The
black envelope with the letters was not
there, nor was it in the table drawer, nor
on the floor. He searched the closet floor
but could not find it, and he realized that
Hazel must not have heard his directions
above the noise of the carpet sweeper.
Well, he thought, he would see her again
on Friday and ask her to return it, and
if he had any inquiries about the letters he
could postpone delivering them to their
owner until Hazel brought them back to
him. He hoped she'd keep them.

He walked down to the corner and
caught a Sixth Avenue bus going uptown.
Where should he eat? He felt silly, going
along on a bus, looking for food, but with
no idea where he was going. Then he
remembered — there was a place he had
heard war correspondents talking about, a
place where they were always playing
some game with matches. Bleeck’s, that
was it.

He got off the bus at 40th Street and
asked a policeman where Bleeck’'s was and,
when the policeman told him, he walked
over and went in. He liked the looks of
it. There was a long bar on the right, and
a small dining room at the rear was full
of smoke and conversation. He caught
the headwaiter’s eye.

“There will be a slight wait for a table,
Captain,” said the headwaiter, glancing
with some respect at McLane's rows of
ribbons, “but I'll have a place for you very
soon. Wouldn't you like to wait at the
bar?”

“A good idea, thanks.” McLane's eyes
had already noticed an interesting array
of bottles. “Don’t be in too much of a
hurry to call me.”

He seated himself on a stool, popped a

peanut into his mouth. “Give me some of
your best bourbon, with soda.”

“Make it two!” a large voice shouted,
and McLane received a slap across the
back which came dangerously near con-
fusing the peanut mid-way in its trip. “Bob
McLane! How the hell are you Bob, you
old hero, you? Still dressed up like a
chocolate soldier, | see. Are you still alive ?
How's your festered leg?”

“Pat! Pat Gorski, you old plagiarizing
bolshevist son-of-a-gun. | didn't know
you were in New York. Sit down. Have
a drink. Have two drinks. Boy, am |
glad to see somebody in this town | know,
even if it is only you, you jerk. Bartender,
give this man a drink—a big one.”

HERE was no mistaking McLane's
honest delight in his unexpected
meeting with Patrick Gorski, son of a
Russian father and an Irish mother, war
correspondent and veteran of as many
Marine campaigns as McLane himself.

“Where the hell have you been?” McLane
asked him. “I1 haven’'t seen you since you
left the hospital in Guam. Still writing

for that cheap rag of yours?”

“You insult me, Bob, you hurt me to
the quick. Why, hell, if it hadn't been
for the story | wrote about the great Cap-
tain Robert McLane you never would have
got that Navy Cross of yours.” It was
pleasant banter between two friends who
understood each other, who talked the
same language, who had been to the same
wars together.

“Yes, and if it hadn’'t been for you, you
crazy hack, 1'd never have got the Purple
Heart, either. How’s your arm fellow?”

“The hell you say. Why—you were
living on borrowed time long before you
ever met me, to my great misfortune. The
arm’s all right. How’s your leg?”

“Your misfortune?” McLane hooted.
“Why if it hadn’t been for me you’'d never
have written that story—what was the
corny title you used— ‘The Japs Made A/
Hit With Me.” Very funny. I'm the guy
who brought you fame and fortune, that's
who | am. The leg's got some kind of a
silver gizmo in it, but I can get around
all right. Have another drink. Have a
pile of drinks.”

The headwaiter tapped him on the
shoulder. “1 have a table for you, Captain.



12 DETECTIVE BOOK MAGAZINE

Hello, Mr. Gorski.
gether ?”

“Hello Fred,” said the newspaper man,
“by a strange twist in the long string of
my personal misfortunes we are. We will
eat together. Give us a table where the
gilded tycoons who patronize this beanery
can gaze upon my friend, Captain Robert
McLane, the Peril of the Pacific and the
Curse of China. Boy,” he continued when
they were seated, “I'll never forget when
that shell hit. There you were, a hole in
your leg | could drive a jeep through,
dragging those poor devils out of that
Duck, and there | was . . .”

“Shut up,” laughed McLane, “and tell
the man what you want to eat.”

Are you two to-

OOK, PAT,” McLane said, “I've
got to go. | want to try to see a
man this afternoon about a job and then
| have to go down to Wanamaker’s to get
me a new suit that is supposed to be
ready about four.”

“All right. 1 ought to be looking in at
my shop, anyhow. But when are we going
to get together again? Not that | like to
look at your ugly puss, but you probably
need somebody to take care of you in the
big city. After all, having made you what
you are today | can’t very well abandon
my own child on some stranger’s doorstep,
even though | refuse to recognize you in
public.”

“You name the time,” McLane sug-
gested. “I'm a free man and can come
and go as | please.”

“Tell you what,” Gorski replied. *“I
shouldn’t do this, but it just so happens
that | have an appointment to see the most
beautiful girl in the world tonight. We
were planning to sit around and drink a
few slippers of champagne and play some
hillbilly records—mood music— while 1 try
to sell her the idea of coming over to my
place to live until death do us part. Now
she has a room-mate. . .~

“And you want me to keep the room-
mate occupied so you won't have to send
her to the movies—or whatever it is you
do to get her out of the way.”

Gorski grinned. “Quick, that's my boy
McLane.”

“What does this room-mate look like?”

(I

“l was afraid you'd ask that” Pat's
eyes twinkled. “She looks just about as
ugly as that nurse you got me a date with
when | first met you at Pearl.”

“1 was afraid you’'d bring that up. But
what the hell did you care, it was so dark
on the beach you couldn’t see her face?”

“Yeah, but I held a light up close to
her for her cigarette and fainted dead
away. When | came to she told me | had
promised to marry her. If I hadn’t shoved
off for Saipan the next moring I'd have
been trapped. Gosh, I'd probably be living
in East Cucumber or somewhere, trying
to feed a lot of kids all as homely as she
was.” He shuddered. “But do you want
to come along tonight? It'll be grim, but
who are you to be choosy?”

“You make it sound so damned attrac-
tive.”

“It's a date. Where the hell do you live,
anyhow ?”

“Right now' I'm living in my Aunt's
apartment on Tenth Street.”

“Couldn’t be better. Write it down, with
your telephone number. Tell you what
I'll do. These materialized dreams live
over on Stuyvesant Street, and that's only
a few blacks from where you live. [I'll
pick you up at your apartment somewhere
around seven thirty.”

“And I'll be there,” McLane assented,
“with my tongue hanging out all over my
brand new suit. | haven't had a date since
| left San Diego. Do these girls have
names ?”

“Names?” Gorski snorted. “The one |
try to claim for my own is so beautiful
she is known only as ‘Oh’, while the one
you are going to get is so repulsive that
nobody has ever wanted to ask. You'll
see.”

“I1t sounds like a wonderful evening.
Now let's get the check and get out of
here.”

They parted on the street, and McLane
walked across Fortieth Street to a tall
building on Fifth Avenue where he took
an elevator to an upper floor. He had a
letter of introduction to a friend of his
father, and this was a first pass at finding
a job. He stepped out, his ear drums pop-
ping from his rapid ascent, and asked the
receptionist at the desk for the office of
Mr. Adams. A messenger stepped up to
show him the way.
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“Right this way, Captain. | don’t think
Mr. Adams is in this afternoon, though.”

The messenger led MclLane to a suite
of offices, entered one of them, and spoke
to a woman at a desk. “This gentleman
would like to see Mr. Adams.”

“1I'm sorry” said the secretary, “but Mr.
Adams has gone for the afternoon. What
did you want to see him about? Can I
help you?”

McLane realized he was embarrassed.
His fingers seemed to have changed to
thumbs and he had no place to put his
hands. This was worse than a night patrol,
and he wished someone had warned him
about looking for jobs.

“1 have a letter for him,” he managed
to get out, “from my father. They were
friends. In Indiana. | wanted to talk to
him about a job.”

HE secretary smiled. “I'm sorry he
T isn't in, but he really did leave, just
about half an hour ago. I'll be glad to tell
him you called. He’'ll be in tomorrow.
Why don’t you call him in the morning
and make an appointment? What was
your name?”

“McLane. Robert McLane.”
“You're a captain, aren't you,” she
asked, as she wrote his name on a piece

of paper. “Are you on terminal leave?”
“Yes, | am,” he told her, “but you
don’t need to write down that captain stuff
because by this time tomorrow I'll be in
civilian clothes again. Say, why don't |
leave this letter here, then Mr. Adams
can read it before 1| call him. It's from

my father,” he repeated. “It probably says
that | don't know much but that I'm
healthy and willing to learn.”

“1'll see that Mr. Adams gets it as soon
as he comes in in the morning, Captain.
And I'll tell him you will call. About
eleven?”

“1 think 1 can manage to stagger to the
phone by that time,” he nodded. “Thanks
a lot. Goodbye, and I'll see you tomor-
row, | hope.” He bowed out of the office,
caught the elevator down, and took a
Fifth Avenue bus marked “Wanamaker
Terminal.”

The suit was ready. He tried it for a
final fit and admired himself in the three-
way mirror. “Looks pretty good, doesn't
it? Wrap it up, please. | don’t suppose,”

he continued to the clerk, “that you have
an unlimited supply of these things, do
you? One hardly seems enough.”

“Try coming around next Wednesday
morning,” said the clerk. “We may get
some in then.”

He walked back toward Tenth Street
with the brown suit box under his arm.
It had been a pretty good day so far, he
mused. New suit, date tonight, see a man
about a job tomorrow, and best of all he'd
met his old friend Pat.

“Oh, there’'ll be no promotion this side
of the ocean,” he sang to himself, and
winked at a pretty girl who passed him.
“But cheer up, my lads, bless 'em all.”

He stuck his key into the lock of the
street door and opened it. Across the
street was a parked car with a man sitting
in the front seat. McLane noticed it idly
as he closed the door behind him and
started up the two flights of steps. He
heard a horn, outside, give three quick
toots.

The apartment door swung open freely
as he pushed his key into the lock, and he
wondered how he had managed to forget
to close it properly when he had gone out.
With a slight start he saw that he had
forgotten to turn out the lights, too.

Then he saw what had happened. His
aunt’s living room was in wild disorder.
The drawers of the desk had been pulled
out and dumped on the floor, papers had
been pulled from the pigeon-holes and
scattered about. His clothes had been re-
moved from the closet and were lying on
the carpet, books had been swept from the
shelves.

An object almost at his feet drew his
glance from the confusion of the living
room. It was a large wooden packing
case on the floor of the hall. He examined
it. It was long and sturdy and his name
and the Tenth Street address were painted
on the top. The paint was wet. He lifted
the hinged lid, but the box was empty.

He stepped into the living room. Some-
thing or someone had gone through it
thoroughly, and it hadn’'t been moths. It
was hard to know where to start to clean
up. He picked up a cushion and tossed it
aimlessly on a chair. Then he heard the
apartment door close softly. He whirled
back toward the hall as there came a sound
of footsteps beating down the stairs. He
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hurried to the door and out on the landing.
Someone was disappearing around the
comer where the stairs met the floor be-
low.

“Stop!” MclLane shouted.

Knowing he would come off second best
in any chase down the steps, he raced back
to the living room and through the front
windows saw a man dashing across the
street. The window was fastened with
vertical slide-bolts at top and bottom and
he jerked at them wrathfully, and heaved
up with all his strength.

“Come back here, damn you!” he shouted
as he got the window open. He stepped
out on the miniature balcony. If he only
had a gun! Where was that gun he'd
brought back? In desperation he turned
back to the room, seized a book-end from
the table and hurled it as the man opened
the door of the car parked at the opposite
curb. It smacked against the hood as the
driver threw out the clutch and the black
sedan took off down the street.

“Come back here, you, come back!”

It was no use shouting, of course, and
he went inside and shut the window. He
walked through the rest of the apartment.
Everything had been opened. Rugs had
been turned over, even the towels in the
linen closet had been pulled out. At a
sudden thought he hurried back to the
living room, but Aunt Caroline's silver
was still there, even though it was on the
floor.

It was plain he had come in just as the
thief was ready to leave, and while he had
stood in the living room the prowler had
slipped out and escaped to the waiting
automobile. He went over to the tele-
phone, dialed the operator. “Give me the
police, please . . . This is Robert McLane,
and | just came home here at my Aunt’s
apartment where I'm staying and some-
body has been here trying to rob it . . .

What? . . . Tenth Street, two flights up

. No, but somebody ran out just after
I came in. . . Yes, | saw him, but he
got into a car across the street. | only
saw the back of his head . . . no, |
wasn't able to see any license. . . I'll be
here. Say, tell them. . . . ” The police

phone had been hung up, just as he had
meant to ask them to bring back the book-
end he had thrown. Now he'd have to
remember to go down and get it himself.

N A CORNER of the bedroom he

found his pistol. It was on the floor
and he picked it up. Funny the thief
hadn't taken it. He turned it over in
his tanned, hard hands and then recalled
there was a Sullivan Law, or something,
in New York. Better not let the cops
find him with a loaded gun or he'd have
some explaining to do himself. He stuck
it under his belt and buttoned his coat.
In a few minutes he heard a car on the
street and looked out. A green and white
coupe had come to a stop below.

There were footsteps on the stairs and
he opened the door to two men, one in a
policeman’s uniform and the other in plain

clothes. “This where you had a robbery?”
the one in the business suit asked. I'm
Ryan, Eighth Precinct.” Ryan looked
around. “You have had something here,

haven't you?”

McLane explained what had happened.
“You might look for a car with a dent
in the hood,” he said. “I hit it a pretty
good clip with a book-end. And say,” he
added, “that big box there came while
I was out, and it doesn’t belong to me.”

“1t doesn’t, huh?” asked the detective.
“Well, that may be a valuable clue, like
they say in the books.” He turned to his
uniformed companion. “Johnny, you just
drop down and get that guy who let us
in, and bring him up here. 1 will ask him
questions about who was in here today
and where this here box came from.” He
took out a black notebook and began
writing in it. “Gotta make a lot of notes
and stuff,” he explained to McLane. “Im-
presses the brass hats, you know. But just
between you and me, don’t expect us to
catch the guy who was here.”

The policeman returned with the colored

janitor. “How many people did you let
into this place today?” Ryan asked.

“Nobody, sir. Nobody.”

“Come on, think again. Who did you
let in here? You better tell me or I'll take
you down to the station house.”

“Nobody, sir. Nobody but the people

from the express who brought that box
for Captain McLane, and they went out
right after they left it and shut the door
behind them.”

“There's your answer, Captain,” said
the detective. “As simple as can be. Two
guys bring a box up here and another guy
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is in it. They set the box down and walk
out. The third guy gets out of the box
and goes to work. They weren't looking
for anything of your aunt's or they would
have put her name on the box. Therefore,
quid, quod quad, as the lawyers say, they
were looking for something of yours.
Anything of yours missing?”

“l1 don't know,” McLane confessed.
“1've nothing but clothes around here, and
they all seem to be present and accounted
for. I'll take another look. But how do
you know,” he asked, “that there was
someone in that box?”

“How else? And don’t suggest that
we call the express company and ask them
if they delivered it,” Ryan smiled, “because
the mere fact that it was carted upstairs
proves that they didn't. At least | haven't
heard of them doing any extra work.” He
turned to the policeman. “Johnny, be sure
to write down all these brilliant deductions
of mine and study them, and someday you
too can be a detective.”

Johnny made a loud, rasping noise by
sticking his tongue between his teeth and
blowing.

“See?” Ryan faced McLane with an
expression of hopelessness on his face.
“Younger generation. No respect. The
force is going to hell, that's what | say.”
He paused. “Why don’t you take a look
around, Captain, and see if anything is
missing. You know, the crown jewels or
a bundle of old love letters tied with a
faded blue ribbon, or something like that.
I'll call up and see if they want to send
a lot of guys over here to dust powder
around and look for finger prints and
take pictures and stuff. Just because |
don’t think they’ll find anything doesn’t
say they won't. Sometimes those guys even
find something worth while.”

“The telephone’s over there on the table
in the hall,” McLane told him. [I'll make
another quick check.” He shuffled through
the rubble in the bedroom, but everything
he owned seemed to be there, in spite of
its disarrangement. “No,” he said, when
he came back to the living room where
the other two men were. “It's all here.”

“Well,” said Ryan, looking up from his
notebook and rubbing his head with a pen-
cil, “it beats me. The lieutenant said he
wanted to send his experts over, just for
practice. He wants them to take a squint

at that box, says it's a new twist in this
precinct. He was so damned pleased you'd
think he had thought of it himself. What
are you going to do?”

“1 think I'll take a shower and change
my clothes. Then I've got to get some-
thing to eat. I'm going out. There's some
whiskey in the cabinet. Help yourself.”

“We never drink on duty,” Ryan said.
“Where did you say it was?”

“In the cabinet, behind the sherry. And
there’s glasses in the kitchen. Wait, I'll
get you some.” He went into the kitchen,
pulled the pistol from under his coat and
placed it in the oven, shutting the door.
“Do you want water or soda?” he called
as he broke out a tray full of ice cubes. “I
think I'll have a small one myself.”

v

C LANE had showered, changed into

his new suit, and was sharing sand-
wiches and bourbon with the two police-
men, when there was a knock on the door
outside. “That's probably the guys |
called for,”-Ryan said. “Let 'em in, will
you Johnny?”

It was Gorski, however.
the choas of the living
“Misplace something?” he said. “Hello
Ryan. What are you doing here? |
haven't seen you since you testified in that
football fix. Still tapping wires?”

“1 should have worn a fake beard when
I came over here, | can see that,” Ryan
groaned. “A detective’'s no good when
everybody begins to recognize him. How
you been?”

McLane mixed a drink and, at Pat's
request, related thte story of the mysterious
intruder.

“Probably some irate father looking for
his daughter,” Gorski said. “Take my
advice, Ryan, and drop the case.”

He drained half his drink and put the
glass down. “Please, McLane! Stop simp-
ering in that mirror, put on your hat, and
come with me. High adventure awaits
us. There’s no reason why we should hang
around here, is there, Ryan?”

Ryan assured them there was no need
to stay. He would wait for the fingerprint
man to come and would report any progress
to McLane the next day. Probably, he
added as the two friends went out, he

He surveyed
room casually.
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would take the box with him for further
inspection.

“What the hell cooks, Bob?” Gorski
asked, jerking his thumb back toward the
house. “Who is looking for what?”

“l don't know,” McLane confessed.
“Money, | guess. | flashed a big roll when
| was paying for stuff over at the store
this morning, and | gave the clerk my
address when he was taking notes for the
alterations. Everybody knows that guys
on terminal leave are dough heavy. Some
sneak thief probably watched me, or fol-
lowed me and waited around until he saw
me go out for lunch.”

“Could be,” Gorski admitted. “There’'s
an awful lot of that stuff in town since the
war. But look, don’'t mention it to these
girls, huh? There is a lot of robbery going
on now, and everybody is worried about
it. No need to scare them any more than
necessary. |If they want to be scared they
can read the papers.”

McLane agreed readily. As they walked
along he told Gorski about the incident of
the night before, when he had so strangely
come into possession of the coat which he
later gave to the maid. “Houseman said
they didn’t belong to him, though I'm not
so sure, myself,” he concluded. “I think
my story about finding them took him by
surprise. I'll probably hear from him in
a day or two, when he makes up his mind.

Then | just hope | can find the damned
things for him, or I'll look like a chump,
in spades.”

“You don’'t think he could have sent
that pickpocket to rob the little man on
purpose, do you? He might be stalling
until he heard the other guy’s story.”

“1 doubt it,” said McLane. “I1 think
he saw that envelope in the other guy’s
pocket and, being a pickpocket by pro-

fession, lifted it more from habit than
anything else. I'll wait and see what hap-
pens.”

They had reached Third Avenue and
turned downtown, under the Elevated, un-
til Pat led the way into Stuyvesant Street,
once a center of fashionable buildings and
homes in the days when Greenwich Village
was indeed a village, and Central Park
was farm-land. Even today a few of the
old houses remain, serene behind their
brownstone fronts despite the rumble of
the nearby elevated trains, and proudly

resisting the encroachment of second-hand
shops and East Side tenements.

It was one of these old buildings that
Gorski entered and pushed a bell beside
the door. There was no janitor to answer
the ring, as there was at McLane's place
on Tenth Street, but a buzz answered
Gorski's ring and they opened the door
and walked in.

“Hey, up there!” Gorski called.

“Hey, down there!” a girl's voice re-
plied. “Come on up.”

“Ready or not, you shall be caught,”
the reporter responded, leading the way,
two steps at a time, up the stairs. A lovely,
dark-haired girl in an emerald-green house-
coat stood outside a door on the second
floor, smiling at them as they reached the
landing. “Stand where you are, madame.
It will do you no good to swallow those
documents.” Gorski put his arms around
the girl, lifted her into the air, and kissed
her. “We can prove you are the master
spy who stole the plans for the Hudson
River Night Boat.” He kissed her again.
“However, I'm only a man, and you are a
femme fatale. | have my price. Will you
marry me, Miss Linda, so | can call off the
raid? Otherwise | have only to blow this
whistle and . . "

“Come in Pat, you fool, and bring your
bodyguard with you. | thought you called
and said you were bringing a Marine.”

HE APARTMENT which they en-

tered was not so large as the one on
Tenth Street, McLane noted, but except
that there was no entrance hall it was much
the same. The three of them, Pat, the
smiling girl he had called “Miss Linda,”
and McLane were on one side of the living
room. Across the room, which was about
fifteen or twenty feet wide, was a fireplace
where some logs burned cozily. A studio
couch was at one end of the room, a sofa
stood along the wall beside him, two win-
dows looked out on the street. Doors led
here and there, there were books bn
shelves, a table or two, a combination radio
and phonograph, and several chairs. In
one of them, drawn up at an angle to the
fireplace, sat another girl.

“My dears,” Pat began to explain, “I
did. This very afternoon | met an old
friend of mine, one Captain Robert Mc-
I>ane, resplendent in the uniform of the
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United States Marines and reeking of
whiskey. By this evening | found he had
changed. He had forsaken that noble body
of men and the very flag he has sworn to
uphold and had disguised himself, as you
see him now, in several folds of old bur-
lap. However, and strictly at your own
risk, this is Bob McLane.

“Bob, this, epitome of femininity by my
side is Linda Cahill. There, on yonder
chair reclining, is Miss Joyce Nesmith.”
He bowed. “Would you girls like to have
a drink—of your own whiskey, | hope?
No, don't get up, | know where it is.
Lindy, come with me and hold an ice cube
on my head before | become uncontroll-
able.”

The other girl, Joyce, laughed as the
couple left the room. It was a warm and
friendly laugh, McLane noted. “Sit down
and relax,” she smiled, so that her even,
white teeth showed between her red lips.
“You can at least get a chance to catch
your breath and maybe even say a few
words before they get back. What do |
call you? Captain?”

“Gosh no, not that.” He raised one
hand as though to wave away the implica-
tion of formality. “Call me Bob or Mac
or almost anything you want to, | don't
care. But I'll have to get used to going
around without that ‘Captain’ tag, | guess,
and | might as well start now.” He of-
fered her a cigarette and then took one
for himself, flipped his lighter into a small
flame, held it out for her and then sat
down.

Joyce Nesmith was a girl he must see
more of, and more often, he decided as
he exhaled a cloud of smoke. He couldn’t
tell just how tall she was, as she sat in
the chair, but he could see that she would
certainly be tall enough to dance with com-
fortably, even though he was six feet him-
self. Her eyes were a dark blue which
matched the blue of the dress she was
wearing, but her hair was almost a taffy
color and she wore it in a long bob. He
had been granted a brief estimate of her
figure as she had leaned over to take a
light for her cigarette, and could not see
how any sane young man could complain
on that score. As she started to speak
again she smiled. The comers of her eyes
smiled too.
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“How long have You been out?” she
asked.

“To tell you the truth,” he admitted,

“1'm still in. 1 got back from China about
six weeks ago and my terminal leave
won't be over for another month. But

today is the first day I've been out of uni-
form. 1 just got this suit this afternoon.
| feel self-conscious as all get-out in it,
too.”

“1 see you're still wearing something,
though. What is that blue-and-white thing
in your lapel?”

“Oh, it's a miniature Navy Cross.
something | picked up in my travels.
can tell you about it sometime.”

Just
Pat

AT and Linda returned with four

glasses and Pat took over the conver-
sation again. He told of the meeting at
Bleeck’s, and from there he told how he
and McLane had first met and some of
the adventures they had had together. He
dismissed Joyce's request for the story of
McLane’'s decoration by saying that it was
won in a crap game with a Navy aviator.
“Aviators have millions of Navy Crosses,”
he said. Always his stories reflected only
the amusing things that happen in a war,
the little incidents, the laughs, the friendly
and foolish acts that show men as human
beings. He was a skilled story teller who
could write as well as he talked and his
printed tales from the Pacific fronts had
won him wide renown.

“But enough of this,” he suddenly in-
terrupted himself. “Somebody told me you
had some new records here, and | came
over to listen to them. Bob, you and
Joyous here go out and fill the glasses, |
want to be alone— alone with the Lovely
Linda. Knock before you come back.”

“Come on, Bob,” said Joyce. “I can
take a hint, and anyhow you might as
well know where we keep the ice, just in
case you ever come again. And mind you,
Patrick Gorski, keep your lecherous hands
off that gal. We try to run a nice place
here.”

They went out, laughing, and Pat went
over to the record cabinet and started
leafing through some albums. “Why don’t
you marry me?” he said to Linda, “so |
could take you away from all these nasty
slurs from your so-called friends. What
do you want to hear?”
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“Play those Burl Ives records,” she
answered, “and I'm sure you're a lot more
fun the way you are than you would ever
be as a husband.” There was a wistful
note to her voice. “But | do think you're
a dear, sweet thing, and maybe IT1 marry
you someday, when all else palls and |
am cured of the drug habit.”

Joyce, as McLane had by this time dis-
covered, was just as tall as he had hoped
she would be, and even more beautiful in
the kitchen than she had been by the fire-
light and lowered lamps in the living room,
if that were possible. He wished it were
summer, or that they could be together
somewhere in the tropics, so that he could
take her swimming.

Anybody could see that she would look
well in a bathing suit.

He pointed with his thumb, over his
shoulder and toward the living rom. “Do
they always talk that way?”

“All the time.”

“How long have they known each other?
I never heard Pat talk about any girls
when | knew him before.”

“1 think they met last September at
some party. Anyhow, it was in October
when he started coming down here and
so help me, he talked that way from the
very first minute he came in. | think
Linda’'s more than a little in love with him.
Don’'t you tell him | said so, though.”
She opened the refrigerator door.

“Here,” he said, reaching for the trays,
“let me get that ice.” He busied himself
putting fresh cubes in the glasses. “Do
you know, I'm having an awful good time
here tonight. | haven't had such a swell
evening for a long time. Hand me those
glasses, I'll pour it in. What do you use,
two jiggers?”

“A jigger and a half will do for me,”
she told him. “I'm glad you came over.
There’'s some cold soda in there behind
the milk.”

“1'd just as soon have water, thanks.”
He looked at her, quizzically. “When am
| going to see you again? Maybe we could
go out somewhere. Maybe you could even
manage to dance with me, though | haven't
been dancing for ages.”

“Maybe we could. Why don’t you call
me up, I'm in the phone book. Now we'd
better go in. You don't need to knock.”

Another hour passed and then, from

somewhere, they could hear a clock strik-
ing twelve. “My friends,” said Pat,
glancing at his watch, “the time has come
when | must go. Furthermore, all pure-
in-heart working girls should be in bed
by this hour. Inasmuch as it is inconceiv-
able that you would go to bed any way
but alone, I might as well give up and
leave. Come on, Bob, | can tell you that
we are not wanted here any longer. Good-
by, and thank you for a lovely evening.”
He kissed both girls on the forehead. Mc-
Lane promised Joyce that he would call
her the next evening, they said goodby
again and left.

“Pat, 1 had a swell time,” McLane told
his friend when they were outside. “Those
are two of the nicest girls | ever met, and
you're a real pal to ask me to come along
with you. Where are you going now?
Want to come over to my place for a
drink ?”

“No thanks, Bob. | think I'll just walk
over to Third and get a taxi and go up-
town and go to bed. I'm glad you had a
good time. | don't know two nicer kids
in this town than those two girls and you're
on your own from now on in. Your love
life is strictly up to you, but those girls
aren't Honolulu pick-ups, and if you ever
do anything to hurt either of them [I'll
kill you.” McLane knew the reporter
wasn't speaking idly, either. He had once
seen Gorski beat an Army colonel senseless
with a carbine butt because the officer had
made some slighting remark about a pic-
ture of Pat's mother. “There's a cab. Do
you want a ride over to your part of
town ?”

“No thanks, | think I'll walk. It's a
nice evening. Goodby. I'll see you in a
day or two. Thanks for the date. Good-

night.”

E watched Gorski get into the cab
H and start away up Third Avenue.
Let's see, he thought, which way should
he go? There was Wanamaker’s, looming
dull and bulky before him. AIll he had to
do was walk over there and then home.
He looked around. It was dark in the
shadow of the Elevated, dark and lonely.
He couldn’'t see a soul. For some reason
there was a prickly sensation in his scalp,
but he dismissed it as nonsense as he
started to walk to the corner, and won-
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dered what there could possibly be for
him to get the jumps about.

A man stepped out from the shadow of
a doorway. “Captain McLane?” he asked.

“Yes, I'm Captain McLane, but what

on

“That's all 1 want to know.” The voice
was soft but deadly, like a snake, and
McLane knew he was in danger. Instinc-
tively he stepped to one side, and at the
same time he swung his hand, axe-like, so
that the edge of his palm caught the
stranger on the throat. He followed it
with a smashing blow to the other’s jaw,
and the man fell.

But something grabbed his right arm,
and he felt a heavy blow on his head that
staggered him down to his knees. Twist-
ing free, he found himself confronted by
two other men, and as he threw a swift
punch into the solar plexus of the one of
his right he realized the one of his left
was poised with a black-jack, looking for
a chance to strike him again.

As he tried to back himself against the
wall, one of his ankles was gripped and he
was nearly tripped by the first of his as-
sailants, the one he had knocked to the
sidewalk. With his free foot he Kkicked
out viciously and had the satisfaction of
feeling his toe connect with something
solid. A dull moan from his target re-
warded him.

McLane had not been idle with his
hands. As the man whom he had hit in
the middle bent over, the marine captain
straightened him up again with an up-
percut that had two feet of travel and 190
pounds behind it when it landed. The
stranger stiffened with the blow, and Mc-
Lane stepped in, taking his enemy by the
slack of the coat and raining punches
against his body and face with his other
fist. For a moment he forgot the man with
the club.

A pinwheel of light exploded inside
his eyes, his legs turned to rubber, and as
the uptown local thundered over the tracks
above him he cursed himself for his care-
lessness. Again something struck him on
the head and he fell forward, releasing his
grip on the other man’s coat. His head
was jolted again, but this time it didn't
hurt, and the fireworks in his brain were
only pretty, lights, nothing more. He
seemed to be floating down to the sidewalk.

Just as he lost consciousness he had an
idea that hands were searching his pockets.

McLane never knew how long he lay
there, but it was very quiet and still, and
the sidewalk was cool against his cheek
when he moved. He put his hand to his
face. It was sticky and he could taste
blood on his lips. Weakly, he felt his head.
There were three or four bumps on it,
little knobs that hurt when he touched
them. He rolled over and drew himself to
a sitting position, his back against the wall
of a building. Changing his position made
his head hurt like hell. Those guys had
done a good job on him, he realized. If
they had done any better he probably
wouldn’t be alive.

He wanted to lie down again and go to
sleep, but he got to his feet, propping
himself against the wall, and he looked
for a cab to take him home so he could
go to bed. The streets were vacant.

Once more he started for the corner,
as he had some time—he didn’t know how
long—ago. After a few staggering steps
he knew it was no use and that he would
never be able to walk home alone. Maybe,
he thought, he could make it back to where
those girls lived. They would call a cab
for him. They were nice girls who would
get himacab ... acab ... a cab.

Somehow he found the house and rang
the upper of the two bells, hoping it was
the right one. The buzzer answered. He
opened the door and staggered in.

“Who is it?” It was Joyce, calling down
the stairs, but he couldn’t answer. All
at once he felt very dizzy, and those lights
were whirling around inside his head again.

“Linda!” He heard it out of distance
and darkness. “Linda! Come here quick.
It's Bob. He’'s been hit by a car or some-
thing.”

The girls were helping him up the steps,
holding him on either side while his
strength came back to him slowly. “I
think I've got it now,” he muttered through
his puffed and bloody lips. “Just let me
lie down a minute and I'll be all right.”

They led him to the studio couch and
he gently lowered himself on his back and
shut his eyes. He took a long breath and
slowly let it out, telling himself that if he
could only rest for a little while, then he
could go home. He tried not to get blood
all over the couch.
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An acrid odor began biting inside his
head and he turned away, but it followed
him. Somebody was holding ammonia
under his nose. He opened his eyes. Two
anxious faces were looking at him. “What
happened to you, Bob?” Joyce Nesmith
wasn’'t smiling now.

“You got some awful unfriendly char-
acters in this town,” he said.

y

HEY wiped his face with a cold
towel and gradually his strength
flowed back. He sat up.

“What happened to you?”

“1 don’'t know. Some guy stepped out
and asked me if I was Captain McLane
and when | said | was he and two other
guys jumped on me and the next thing I
was out. But I'm all right now. Can I
call a taxi from here?”

Both girls looked as though the cuts and
bruises were hurting them as much as
him, but they nevertheless went efficiently
about the task of cleaning him up.

“Did they rob you?” Linda asked as she

carefully removed a smudge from his
chin.

He felt through his clothes. “1 don’'t
seem to have lost anything,” he said,

“though 1 think | remember somebody
going through my pockets.”

I'm going to call a doctor,” Joyce said,
“and the police.”

“Don’t do that, please. I'm all right.”
McLane put his fingers to his mouth. “I
just cut my lip a little when 1 fell. It'll
be healed up in the morning. There's no
use of you girls having police tramping all
over the place, and I'm too tired to sit
around and talk to them. Besides, | don't
have any idea in the world what those three
men looked like. It was probably just a
bunch of bums. | wonder, though, how
they knew my name.”

“Bob, we ought to call -the police.”

“No, don’'t. They'd ju& ask a lot of
questions and | wouldn't know the an-
swers.”

“Then let me get a doctor,” Joyce in-
sisted. “You can't go home like this.”

“1've been enough of a bother,” he pro-
tested. “I'll get a taxi and go home to
bed. How do I call one?”

“You'll never get a taxi at this time of

night. My car’s parked on the street. I'll
take you home. No,” she added, as he
began to object. “You've argued me out
of calling the police or a doctor, but you
can't argue me out of driving you to your
house. Can you make it down the stairs?”

Joyce opened the door of a small, grey
sedan parked in front of the house. She
slipped across the front seat to the wheel
and as he followed she stepped on the
starter.

“Where do you live?”

He told her and the car started down
the street. “There’s where it happened,”
he said as they passed the spot of the fight.

When they arrived at his apartment
building he felt better, so much better
that, as he got out, he said, “Come up and
I'll give you a drink to show you how
much | appreciate the lift. It's only a
little thing, but it's my own.”

“1 don't want a drink,” she answered,
“but | will see that you get in all right.”

“1 must warn you,” he told her as they
were going up the stairs. “The place is

a mess. | had burglars this afternoon
and . . .

“You had what!”

“Burglars. Thieves. You know, people

who break in to steal, only | can’'t figure
that this guy stole anything.”

“Wait a minute.” She held him by the
arm. “Do you have to be so casual? Here
we sat around all evening, and you never
said anything about burglars. Burglars
and then somebody hits you over the head,
all in the same twelve hours. What kind
of a guy are you, anyhow?”

“Why,” he smiled, “1'm free, white, old
enough to vote, have a thick skull, and like
to kiss pretty girls.” His arm slipped
around her shoulders, but she ducked
away from him.

“Up the steps, Captain,” she ordered,
but thre was no malice in her blue eyes.
“Or you're liable to get another bump on
your head. Arid you go in first, and look
around. The place may be full of pixies
for all 1 know.”

The apartment was empty and the same
as he had found it earlier in the day—
yesterday, he reminded himself. He turned
on the lights and searched carefully but
there were no hidden visitors this time.
“You can come in now, the coast is clear
and free of gangsters. | told you it was a
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mess. I'll never be able to put all this
stuff back where it belongs but when the
cleaning girl comes tomorrow she will
know where it goes. | bet she has a fit
when she sees it.”

He removed some books from the sofa
so that Joyce could sit down. “Have a
cigarette,” he offered. “I1 see those cops
drank all my whiskey. You wouldn’t care
for some of Aunt Caroline’s very best
sherry, would you?”

“Not at this time of the morning Bob,
thank you. [I'll just smoke this cigarette
and then I'll go home and let you go to
bed. How’s your head, does it still hurt?”
She looked at him with wide eyes.

One cigarette led to another. They dis-
cussed the attack and the attempted rob-
bery. “Do you still think,” Joyce asked
him, “that somebody is trying to steal your
money ?” >

“1 don’t see what else it could be,” he
replied, thoughtfully. “1 did flash a couple
of hundred dollar bills around when | was
in the store this moring, which is a foolish
thing to do. But,” and he reached in his
pocket and took out his wallet, “1 still
have every bit of it. Yes,” he counted,
“one . .. two . .. three . . . three-fifty,
and a couple of singles. It's all there.
I guess somebody must have come along
right after those three men knocked me
out and scared them away.”

“It could be,” she said. “And anybody
seeing you lying on the street over there
would never bother you. That's at the
end of the Bowery, and it's always full
of drunken bums at night. Understand,”
she laughed, “1'm not meaning to imply
that you are a bum.”

“1 bet | looked like one when 1 fell in
your door tonight.” He reached for an-
other cigarette. “When Ryan, the detective
who was here this afternoon, calls me
tomorrow I'll tell him everything that
happened and ask him to give me a special
police escort wherever | go. Unless, of
course, I'm going somewhere with you.
Then 1 don’t want a crowd around.”

“We had pretty big crowd over at the
house tonight,” she said. “At least that
Gorski talks enough for a crowd. | don't
know anything about you except that you
won the war single-handed and that you
have a strange fascination for members of
the underworld. Where were you born?”

E told her more about himself, his

family, and his boyhood. She learned
that he had graduated from engineering
college and gone straight into the service
in 1941, and from then until that after-
noon he had not been out of uniform.

“Oh, oh,” she interrupted him. “It's
almost three o'clock. I've got to go home,
Linda will think that | have been kid-

napped, or something. And if you don't
get to bed you will never get up in time
to call Mr. Adams in the morning. I've
got to say goodnight even though,” and
her blue eyes met his squarely, “1 don’t
really want to.”

“1'll see you downstairs, just in case
gorillas are lurking in the vestibule,” he
said. “1 didn't know it was getting so late.
I must have bored you to death, talking
so long about myself. Next time it's your

turn. And when am | going to see you
again. Tomorrow?”

“Tomorrow is the day | told you to
call me, remember? I'll be home some-

time after six, and if you feel like it let
me know.” She opened her bag, straight-
ened her hair in the mirror. “And now |
have to go.”

He walked down the steps with her, and
in the lower hallway he paused. “Gee,
you've been good to me,” he began. “I
don't know what | can say or do . ..

Her hand turned the knob and opened
the door. “You're a pretty nice guy your-
self.” She held out her hand for his, then
stood on her toes and kissed him lightly
on the mouth. “Goodnight, Bob.”

She was gone before he could recover
from his astonishment and, realizing that
that was the way she wanted it, he merely
opened the door and waved to her as she
drove away. Slowly he climbed the steps
again, and when he was back in his apart-
ment he remembered to slip the chair on
the door into place. He went to the kitchen
for a glass of water, after turning off the
living room lights, and as he gulped it
down he kicked the oven door open with
his foot and reached for his pistol. There
was a piece of paper under it, and on the
paper was a pencilled note.

“Thanks for the drinks,” he read. “I'm
giving you three days to send this gun
back to the Marines where it belongs or
else turn it in at the station. Ryan.”

Ryan was smarter than he had given him
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credit for. McLane undressed, gingerly
washed his face, and turned in with the
pistol under the pillow.

It seemed as though only a few minutes
had passed before he was awake again.
Ring, ring, ring. McLane heard it from

somewhere in a sleepy distance. Ring,
ring. He shook his head. “Ouch.” That
hurt.

Ring, RING.

It was the door bell. “Oh, for Christ's
sake, shut up,” he muttered. “Go away.”
The ringing persisted. He looked at his
watch, it was twenty minutes after eight.
“I'm coming,” he called. This was a hell
of a time for anyone to come ringing at
his door. He rolled over to the side of the
bed and stood up. “I'm coming!”

He started for the door, but the pain in
his head kicked his memory and he went
back and put on a bathrobe, then he
reached under the pillow for the revolver
and slipped it into the bathrobe pocket.
He'd be ready for any funny stuff this
time.

“Yes,” he said. “What do you want?”
Through the six inches of open door, still
held by the chain, he saw a large man
wearing a blue serge suit, a topcoat and
a grey slouch hat.

“Are you Captain Robert McLane?”

I've heard this one before, he thought.
His right hand gripped the .38. “Yeah,
I'm Captain McLane. What the hell do
you want?”

“Sorry to wake you up so early in the
morning, Captain.” The stranger reached
inside the topcoat pocket.

Don’t pull a gun on me, McLane thought,
and he drew his own revolver and aimed
it at the other from behind the door. You
do and you're dead duck.

I'm Detective Lynch.” The stranger’s
hand came out of his pocket and McLane
could see it held a badge, similar to the
one Ryan had shown the evening before.

“May | come in and talk' to you for a
minute ?”
McLane sighed with audible relief.

That had been a close one. He hoped the
detective would never be so near death
again. His left hand shook as he released
the chain and he returned the revolver to
his pocket.

“Come in.” He managed to steady his
voice and wiped his damp forehead with

a sleeve. “Can you wait a minute until |
get into some clothes? You got me out
of bed.”

“Sure, take your time, there’'s no great
hurry.” Detective Lynch stood in the hall
as McLane walked back to the bedroom.
“What have you been doing up here?
Throwing a lease-breaking party?”

“What do you mean?” McLane called
as he discarded the bathrobe and replaced
the pistol under the pillow. “There were
some people in here yesterday. “lIsn’t
that what you came about?”

“No. What kind of people?”

“1 don’t know. There was only one in
here, | guess, and he got away. Didn't
Ryan tell you?”

“No. Who's Ryan?”

“He’s the fellow from the Eighth Pre-
cinct who came over after | called about
it. Say,” McLane came into the living
room, buttoning his shirt, “if you aren't
here about that why are you here? What's

the scoop?”
“Oh, | just thought maybe you could
help me identify a guy we've got. He

won't tell us his name but we picked him
up this morning.”

“ldentify a guy?
he look like?”

“Well he don't look so good. If |
knew who he was | wouldn’t have to ask
you to come and see if you knew him.”

McLane was puzzled. “How would 1
know him ?” he asked. “Hell, Mr. Lynch,
| don’'t know anybody in this town. What
makes you think I'd know him anyhow?”
He paused. “Say, are you in a hurry? |
haven't had any breakfast. Do we have
time for a cup of coffee? I'm not awake
yet.”

“Sure, we have' lots of time.” The de-
tective followed him into the kitchen. “Tell
me more about this robbery you had yes-
terday. Them Eighth Precinct guys never
tell us anything.”

What guy? What's

C LANE related the story of the
M afternoon before as he measured out
the coffee and put the percolator on the
stove. “How about some orange juice and
a couple of slices of toast?” He reached
for a loaf of bread and a knife.

“How did you skin your knuckles, Cap-
tain?” The detective was watching the
hand as McLane sliced the bread. “And
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who dipped you on the lip? You been in
a fight?”

“You can say that again, mister.” Mc-
Lane stopped slicing. “Three guys beat me
up last night, but I managed to hit a
couple of them before they got me. Here,
feel my head.” He bent down. “Easy,
those bumps are sore. They knocked me
colder than a crock. Didn’t steal anything,
though. Guess they got scared, anyhow
they were gone when | woke up.”

“When did all this happen?”

“Oh, | don't know. A little after twelve,

maybe.”

“Where?” Lynch was plainly inter-
ested.

“Just this side of Third Avenue.” Mc-

Lane told the whole story in greater detail.
“What do you think?” he asked.

“1 think you're lucky you didn't get
killed. That coffee’'s just about done, isn’t
it? Let's have some and then we can get
going. | want you to see this fellow we
got.”

They finished the breakfast and left
the apartment together. A police car was
parked outside with its driver.

“Run over to Third Avenue and Ninth
Street,” Lynch said, and then to McLane,
“Maybe you can show me where all this
happened.”

The police car moved away. This was
the second time in two days there had
been a police car outside his place, McLane
remembered. The neighbors would soon
begin to wonder what was going on if it
kept up. He was beginning to wonder
himself. How about this Lynch, now?
He certainly asked a lot of questions but,
when you stopped to think about it, he
didn’t seem to be answering very many.

“Here’'s the place,” he said. “Right
about there. | think the three of them
stepped out of that doorway.”

The car stopped and Lynch got out.
“1 don’t see any pools of blood or any
dead men lying around. What's this?”
He bent over and picked some small object
from the street.

“What is this anyhow?”

McLane looked at the detective's out-
stretched palm. “That's a miniature of
some kind of a medal, the kind they give
you to wear in your coat lapel.” He
picked it up and looked at its face. “It's
a Navy Cross, or rather it's a miniature

of the ribbon. 1I've got one. You wear
them on civilian clothes.”

“Is it yours?”

“1 don’t know.
out last night.
I came back.”

“It wasn't in that suit you were wear-
ing,” said the detective. “I looked. You
didn't even have one of those ruptured
duck buttons.” He put the miniature in
his pocket. “Let's get going. When you
get home you can call me up and tell me
if you lost it.”

They returned to the car, Lynch spoke
to the driver and it headed up Third
Avenue. “l hope you can recognize this
guy we got,” repeated Lynch, lighting a
cigarette and erupting great clouds of
smoke from his nose. “Maybe he'll be
one of the guys you hit.” The automobile
slowed down as they came to 18th Street.
“Are you sure you weren't fighting any-
body up here?”

“Here ?” McLane demanded. “Hell, no,
I've never been up here before in my life.
What's this all about, anyhow? | thought
we were going to headquarters. Isn’'t that
downtown ?”

“We aren't going downtown just yet,
Captain.” Lynch’s eyes were hard and
black as he studied McLane through the

| had one when | started
I never looked for it after

smoke. “This guy | want you to see isn't
down there. He’'s in the morgue. He’'s
dead.”

“Dead?”

“Yeah. Dead. We found him right

along here about four o’clock this morn-
ing.” The car continued up Third Avenue.
“He seems to have known you. | hope
you can prove all those places you say
you were last night. This guy might have
fallen off the El and then, on the other
hand, he might have been pushed.”

The car turned east for a few blocks
and then stopped. “Here we are,” Lynch
continued. “Let's get out and take a look.
I hope you have a strong stomach, Cap-
tain. This joker fell on his head when he
hit the street. He’'s an unholy mess.”

Vi

fST'VE NEVER seen this man before.”

I. “Are you sure? Take a good look.
Wait. I'll have somebody wipe some of
the blood off his face, maybe you’ll recog-
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nize him then.” The detective turned to an
attendant. ‘‘Hey Joe,” he said, “give this
stiff a facial, will you, we want to see what
he looks like without his makeup.”

But the gruesome cleansing process made
little difference.

“1 still don’'t know him,”
fessed after a further look.

“How about the guys you were fight-
ing with last night? Could this be one of
them ?”

“No. Say, why did you get me up here,
anyhow? You didn't even know | had
been in a fight until I told you.”

“That's right, | didn’'t, did 1?” Lynch
rubbed his hands together, blew a warm
breath through his right fist. “Let’'s get
out of this cold place before we all catch
pneumonia or something. Cover him up,
Joe.” They walked out, closing the heavy-
door behind them, and McLane thankfully
accepted the cigarette which Lynch offered.

He took a deep, lung-filling drag, ex-
haled slowly, and then he said, “Tell me,
Mr. Lynch, what is this all about? | never
saw that poor devil until now, | don't
know how he came to be here, | don't
know anything about it. Why did you get
me up here? How did you even know
anything about me, if you hadn’t heard
about the robbery yesterday?”

McLane con-

“Look.” The detective reached in his
pocket and took out an envelope. From
the envelope he took a small piece of
paper and held it out to McLane. “Ever

see this before?”

The slip of paper had been torn from a
memorandum pad, and on it, in a feminine
hand, was written “Captain Robert Mec-
Lane,” and the Tenth Street address.

“No, I've never seen this, either.”

“Well, do you have any idea who might
have written it? How long have you been
in town? How many girls — a woman
wrote that note—know where you live?”
He made notes in a book as he talked.
“l1 don't think you had anything to do
with this job, Captain, but you can cer-
tainly see why | have to get you up here
to take a look at that fellow.”

“Sure, | understand. Let me see. The
only girls I know are the ones | saw last
night. 1've been in New York about a
week. Of course, there's the colored girl
who comes in to clean the apartment. Her
name’'s Hazel, but I don’'t know her last

name or where she lives. She’ll be there
tomorrow though, and I'll ask her.”

“1 don’t think those girls you saw last
night would know anything,” Lynch said,
“but maybe I'll call them up and talk to
them, just in case. It could have been the
colored girl. I'll call you tomorrow and
get a check on her. You aren’t going out
of town, are you?”

“No, I'll be around for—” He thought
of Joyce. “I'll be around for quite a while,
| hope.”

“Well, just don’t go away without let-
ting me know, and I'll tell you if anything

turns up. There must be some connection
between you and that stiff, but | don't
know what it is and | don’t think you do,
either. I'll go back and look through his
clothes again, but | bet | don’'t get any-
thing except a cold in the head. Do you
mind if | don’t drive back with you? [I'll
have the driver take you home.”

“That'’s all right, Mr. Lynch, and thanks
for the ride. If anything happens or if I
stumble onto anything I'll let you know.
Sorry | couldn’t help you any more this
morning.”

He rode home silently in the police car,
his conversational gambits with the driver
checked by non-committal grunts. Once
he was in the apartment he kicked off his
shoes, opened his collar, and fell on the
bed. Whew, he was tired. . . Wonder who
that dead man was? . . . What time was
it? . . . Quarter to ten—he'd just relax
until it was time for him to call Adams.

Relax. . take it easy. . where had
he seen that guy before . . .

And then he was in a crowd, running
from one person to another, peering in-
tently into faces ... a sea of faces . . .
thousands of eyes were staring at him . . .
eyes . . . eyes . . . faces . . . eyes . ..
whirling around . . . turning from him in
fear . . then they suddenly melted nd
ran together into one small face, a face
with a deep furrow between frightened
brows. “You, you, YOU!” he heard him-
self calling.

McLane awoke, still calling out from
the dream—-*You, you . . . ! That was
the man—the man in the dream—the
corpse in the morgue—the man who had
had his pocket picked in the subway. They
were all the same person. He remembered
now. He'd call Lynch right away and tell
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him. What time was it? Four o'clock—
he'd slept through his telephone appoint-
ment with Adams.

He dialed the number Lynch had given
him. “Hello. Is Detective Lynch there?
This is Captain McLane. He isn't? Well
listen, tell him to call me, will you? Yeah,

McLane. M-c-L-a-n-e. He knows my
number. Be sure to tell him, will you?
Goodby.” He hung up, muttering to him-

self, disappointed because the detective had
not been there to take the message.

Then McLane realized he was very hun-
gry and that there wasn’'t much left to
eat in the house. He knotted his tie, put
on his coat and hat and gathered his new
suit together—he might as well take it to
the cleaner. The telephone rang.

“Hello.”

“Hello Bob. How’'s your head?”

“Joyce! Gee, it's nice of you to call. I
was thinking about you but I wasn't going
to call you until after six, like you said.
What do you know?”

“That's what | don't know. What hap-
pened last night? Did you call the police
after | left? There was a detective Lynch
up here to see me this afternoon, wanting
to know when | saw you and what time
you left and where | went and everything
else. And then Linda called me and said
he had been to see her too. What did you
do after I came home—go out and Kkill
somebody ?”

“No, I went to bed like a good boy and
slept until that same Lynch waked me up
this morning. But somebody did get
killed last night.” Briefly he related his
adventures of the day. “And what time
shall | come over for you tonight?”

“Oho.” He could feel the smile in her
voice. “So you're coming over tonight,
are you? I don’'t remember anything
about that. Tell me more.”

“Well, it seems like a good idea to me.
And then there are some things about
this story | haven't told you.” He had
not told her where he had seen the man
in the morgue before, or about the inci-
dent of the coat. “I1 thought you'd like to
hear about them.”

“So, holding out on me, are you? [I'll
have to look into it, | suppose. What else
did you have in mind beside confessing
your part in the crime?”

“Food. It just so happens that | haven't

had anything to eat since breakfast and
I'm hungry. Also, I'm tired of eating
alone, it's not good for my ulcers. |
might even buy you a drink.”

“Now you want to ply me with liquor,
do you? | don’'t think a girl is safe with
you, but I'm curious enough and hungry
enough to take a chance. Come over about
seven, if you can wait that long, and don’t
forget you're an injured man and have to
take things easy.”

“Not any more,” he laughed. “1 feel
fine, thanks to the expert care | received
last night.”

“Well, you just keep on feeling good
and keeping out of street fights. | don't
intend to take you home every night.
Goodby now. I'll be seeing you.”

“Goodby, Joyce. I'll be there. Goodby.”

He went whistling down the stairs. Gee,
he felt good. His head didn't hurt, his leg
didn’t bother him any more, the swelling
on his lip was hardly noticeable. It was
a pretty good old world after all.

HERE was a dry-cleaning place
I around the corner and he left his

new suit with them. His miniature Navy

Cross lapel pin was missing, he noted,
just as the detective had said. How did
he find that out, he wondered. He must

remember to tell Lynch that the one from
the street probably belonged to him. Then
he gave his name to the cleaner, remarked
that the brown stains on the coat were
blood, and asked for the fastest service be-
cause it was the only suit he had to his
name.

A sandwich and a glass of milk at a drug
store were not enough to satisfy his appe-
tite, but he hoped it would hold him over
until supper time. He wondered where
there was a good place to eat and decided
to ask Joyce, she knew more about the
town than he did.

There was a liquor store in the block
where he bought some more whiskey, a
bottle of gin and a bottle of dry vermouth
for martinis, and went back to the apart-
ment.

He shaved, laid out a pressed uniform
and transferred his ribbons to the clean
coat. It was still only five-thirty and there
wasn’'t much to do except sit and wait for
time to pass and for Lynch to call. He
poured himself a small drink.
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Things had certainly been happening
to him. Thoughtfully he traced the events
of the last two days. First the pickpocket
and the coat, then the person in his apart-
ment, then the assault of the night before.
After that his visit to the morgue and,
later, the memory of who the dead man
was. That brought him right back to the
pocket-picking again, and he remembered
the papers in the envelope, and the flash
that told him the letter did belong to Paul
Houseman. It was a strange business—he
thought of the corpse in the morgue—a
bloody business, and any fool could see
that there must be some connection be-
tween some of the happenings. If only he
had realized it before the papers got away.

But why did the dead man have his
name and address? Where did he get it?
McLane decided to tell the whole story to
Joyce, she seemed to have a pretty clever
head on her shouders, maybe between
them they could figure it out. He finished
his drink and, for the twentieth time,
looked at his watch. If he dressed slowly
and walked slowly he could arrive at
Stuyvesant Street about seven.

He dressed carefully, then he looked at
the room. Still a mess, he reflected, and
though Hazel would know where things
belonged the least he could do would be
to put some of them in place. Maybe he
would have company later on and what
would Joyce think of him if she came back
and found he hadn’t cleaned up a little.
He scooped papers into drawers, straight-
ened pictures, put books back on the

shelves. The scattered towels went into
the linen closet. He started to make the
bed.

The revolver was still under the pillow.
He looked at it carefully, weighing it in his
hand and at the same time rubbing a bump
on his head. With a sudden impulse he
stuck the gun in his hip pocket and turned
to look at himself in the mirror. No, the
damn thing showed. Anybody could see
he had a pistol there. Now where was—
oh yes—in the foot locker. At least it
had been. Good, it was still there. He
took off his coat and carefully adjusted
the shoulder holster well under his left
armpit, where it couldn't be seen. That
made it a little harder to get to, but
couldn’'t be helped. He put the coat on
again and looked at the glass. No, nobody

could 9ee he had it now. Let them try to
break his head again, somebody would be
due for a nasty surprise. He hoped no
policemen decided to question him too
carefully about anything. It was against
the law to carry concealed weapons, he
knew.

His cross-town walk was without inci-
dent and Joyce met him at the top of the
stairs. “Good evening, Captain.” She
saluted. “My, but you certainly do look
handsome in that uniform. And, | might
add, a lot better than you did the last time
you came up those steps. Come on in.”

“How are you?” He followed her
through the door, spiralled his cap to the
sofa, turned to her. “You're good lookin’
too. Yes indeed, I've been all over the
world, and you're the prettiest gal | ever
did see.” She was beautiful tonight; her
dress had been selected to display more
than a hint of her figure; her eyes sparkled.
“The very prettiest.”

“Are you going to start that so soon?”
She laughed. “Not on an empty stomach,
please. Where are we going to eat? I'm
starved.”

“Where do you want to eat? You name
it, I'm a stranger in town and the evening
is in your hands. The whole city’s yours,
the sky’s the limit.”

“And what did you have in mind?”

“1 want to eat. I'm a hungry ol’ marine
and food is number one on my hit parade
right now. After that, anything may hap-
pen and probably will. | may even propose
marriage.”

“1 think we’'ll just settle for food. How
do steaks sound to you?”

“ Steaks? Do you mean real honest-to-
goodness steaks, three inches thick, and
not what most-New York restaurants call
steaks ?”

“Thick steaks and charcoal broiled.”

“Joyce, | can't believe it. The mere
thought of a real broiled steak makes me
drool. What are we waiting for?”

“Nothing, except for you to stop drool-
ing long enough to help me with my coat.
Hey, watch out.” He had brushed the
side of his cheek against her ear as he held
the coat. “Pretty early in the evening to
start that.” She laughed again.

“It's the perfume. It does something to
me.

“We’'ll get out of here before it does
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anything more to you. You'll feel better
after you get that steak. Have you ever
been to the Old Homestead ? It's an eating
place.”

“Never. How do we get there?”

“1t's on the other side of town, we catch
a cab. That's where we will get the steaks,
only we'll probably have to stand in line
for a while. There’'s a bar though, and
we can have a drink.”

“What are we waiting for?” He closed
the door behind them and they went down
the stairs.

W O drinks, two steaks, and two hours
T later he paid the check. “And now
what do we do? Let’s go some place where
we can dance, can we? | want to smell
that perfume some more. That is, if you
think you can dance with a man with a
silver plate in his leg.”

“1 might as well start learning,” Joyce
replied. “Let's go to the Cafe Society
Downtown, they have a floor large enough
to move around on and we can catch the
show, too. After that maybe we can go to
some other places. You should get to
know your way around the Village sooner
or later. We better get a taxi, it's too far
to walk.”

“Oh Bob,” she said when they were in
the taxi, “I'm having a lot of fun tonight.”
She touched his hand. “I'm glad Pat
brought you over.”

“Me too.” He laid a finger against her
cheek, slowly brought it down under her
chin until he could tilt her head gently
toward him. Then he kissed her very
lightly on the mouth, wondering whether
she could hear the trip-hammer pounding
of his heart.

She looked at him for a long while.
“You've got lipstick on your face,” she
said. And then the taxi stopped in Sheri-
dan Square, and a doorman was opening
the door.

The headwaiter showed them to a table
along the wall and McLane ordered two
drinks. “This is a nice-looking place,” he
said to Joyce. “Gee, look at those funny
pictures on the wall. Do you know,” he
went on, “this is the first New York night
club I've ever been in?” The music started.
“Come on, let's dance.”

The lights were low, her cheek was close
to his, and the perfume sent little shivers

down his spine. He held her a little
closer.
“What are you thinking about?” She

looked up at him.

“1 was thinking you're sweet, and I'm
having a swell time.”

“1 just wondered. Tell me,” she smiled
impishly, “do you always dance with your
eyes closed? Maybe that's why you run
into buildings at night. 1'm beginning to
doubt that story about strange men jump-
ing out at you.”

The music stopped and they walked
back to their table. “And now tell me,”
she said, “all about what happened this
morning.”

He told her the whole story, beginning
with his subway ride to Times Square,
ending with the strange dream of the
afternoon.

“But,” he finished, “I
what it's all about.”

“You must have some idea,” she said.
“For instance, why are you carrying a
pistol? | felt it under your arm when we
were in the taxi,” she added. “Something’s
got you worried, Bob, and when | remem-
ber how you looked last night I'm worried
too.”

“Don’'t worry, Joyce. Nothing’'s going
to happen to me— 1 hope. But | wish |
could find out some of the answers. How
did that dead man get my address? Why
did somebody tear the apartment to pieces
and yet nothing is missing? Why did
those people go through my clothes last
night and yet not take my money? Why
did that fellow Houseman say . . .?” He
snapped his fingers. “Those papers have
something to do with it, | feel, but it
seems a lot of fuss to make over something
| offered to return.”

“Do you mean those League to Safe-
guard Democracy letters?”

“Yes. The ones in the overcoat. Every-
thing started after | called up about them.
Look, | go out, after | tell Houseman
where | live, and somebody comes in. He
doesn't take anything because he can't
find what he was looking for—the papers.
So they think | have them with me, and
the first chance that comes up they search
me. But why,” he asked, “would anybody
go to all that trouble?”

“Because,” she suggested, “whoever
owns those papers doesn’'t want to be

still don’'t know
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connected with them. That means there
is something illegal about them.”

“1t must be something extra-special.”
He felt the bump on his head. “Some-
thing illegal enough to warrant murder,
robbery, and beating the hell out of me.
Did you ever hear anything about this
League? You've been here longer than I
have.”

“No.” She thought for a moment, then,
“but it has a funny sound to it, doesn't
it? New York is full of new leagues and
committees and organizations since the
war, and if you can believe what you read
in the papers, most of them are fronts
for communist or other radical groups.
Fascists maybe.”

“1've heard something about that . .

“Some of them,” she continued, hur-
riedly, “are just a bunch of crackpots,
like the Columbians, that gang down in

”

Georgia. They all love to plan and plot
and skulk in the dark . . She shivered
a little.

“Joyce, | believe you're right.” He

slapped the palm of his hand down on the
table. “We had trouble with things like
that in China. Spies, and double-dealers,
never coming right out and saying what
they wanted, but slinking around, stealing
papers, buying information when they
could, causing trouble, stirring up the
people. By God,” he growled, “I'll go up
and see those Democracy League jokers
tomorrow.”

“Don’'t do it, Bob.
more trouble.”

“Trouble? Nuts. | won't get in any
trouble. | know that kind of people, say
‘boo’ to them and they back down, unless
they have an army behind them. 1 think
| can take care of myself.”

“You looked like it last night. I'm
sorry, Bob, but it's late and you've got me
so worried and so scared that | don't
want to stay here any more. Let's go
home.”

The taxi stopped in front of the house
on Stuyvesant Street. “Should | tell him
to wait?” Bob asked.

“You better come up and I'll make you
a pot of coffee. | don’t think Linda's
home yet, and you've got me too excited
to sit alone and wait for her. If | heard
her key in the lock I'd jump a mile. She
should be home soon.”

You'll just get in

VI

E left shortly after Linda returned.

There was a taxi standing at the
curb in front of the house and the driver
hailed him. “Ride?”

“Yeah.” He got in and closed the door.
“Tenth Street, between Sixth and Fifth.”
The driver let out the clutch, shifted the
gears, and started away while McLane lit
a cigarette and settled back in the seat.
What a swell girl, he thought, Smart, too,
to tie everything together the way she had.
That idea about a front organization and
not wanting to be openly connected with
the papers. That made sense, to him.
He'd never have thought of it, probably,
by himself. Well, tomorrow morning he
would pay a little visit to the League to
Safeguard Democracy. Tonight he'd think
about Joyce Nesmith. He exhaled deeply
as the cab turned up Third Avenue.

Wait a minute. Why was the driver
going up Third? AIll he had to do was
go west on Ninth Street until he came
to Sixth Avenue, and then turn up to
Tenth Street. Oh well, maybe he would
go across on Eleventh, that was a west-
bound one-way street. Probably not too
familiar with this part of town. What did
he look like, anyhow?

Strange, there was no picture of the
driver in the little holder where the iden-
tification card should have been. McLane
rapped on the window as the car passed
Eleventh Street. The driver sped on, ig-
noring a red light. McLane rapped again
and then tried to push the sliding glass
panels between the driver's seat and the
passenger space. They wouldn’t move.
He saw the driver glance back in the mir-
ror and suddenly the cab turned sharply
to the right and headed down 12th Street.

“Here we go again!” The Marine offi-
cer had been thrown back and into one
corner by the sharp turn, and was lying
on his shoulders. With one motion he
braced himself against the seat, raised his
legs and crashed his feet against the
sliding glass panels. They gave way be-

hind the driver's head and the taxi
swerved to a stop.
“Oh, a wise guy, huh?” The driver

turned, snarling as his right hand sought
an inside pocket.

“Get your hand out of there! Turn off
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that ignition! Damn it all, I'm getting
tired of this stuff. Now get the hell out
of this cab and stand over by the wall
and be damnably careful, Jackson, or
you're a dead duck.” There was authority
in McLane's angry voice, there was
double authority in the wickedly cocked
revolver he held in his hand. “That’s right,
up against the wall. And what's that you
got in your pocket? Don’'t you move!” He
reached inside the driver’s coat.

“Oh, so you have a gun too, do you?”
He transferred the small automatic to his
own jacket. “Now, what the hell's this
all about. Come on, talk.”

“1 don't know nothin’. You got nothin’
on me.”

“1 said ‘talk’, you son of an ape, and I
mean it.” He hit the driver a vicious blow
across the face with his own pistol. “Do
I make myself clear, friend?”

The driver cursed and his face started
to bleed along one side of his eye. “I
don't know anything.”

“Brother, we're going to have a little
talk. A nice little talk. With the hands.”
McLane replaced his gun in the holster
under his arm. “1 don't want to get it
all rusty and covered with blood. Now,”
he hit the driver again, with his fist, “sup-
pose you tell me where we were going.”
He hit him again. “Where-were-we-
going?”

The driver threw up his knee in a
crippling blow. McLane swung away.
“1 was looking for that, wise guy!” The
enraged Marine swung with all his effort.
“1'll teach you a trick or two.” The
driver fell.

“Huh, | must have clipped him just a
wee bit too hard. I'll never get him to
talk now. | better get out of here before
somebody comes along.” With his foot
he rolled the insensible driver into the
gutter. “Tell whoever sent you that may-
be three guys can take me, Jack, but not
one.”

He walked home cautiously, rubbing
his knuckles, but the night was without
further adventure.

EXT morning he was more deter-
mined than ever to make the visit
he had planned the evening before, and
shortly after nine he was speaking to the
girl who was both receptionist and switch-

board operator for the League to Safe-
guard Democracy, in their uptown offices.
“Good morning,” he said, “1'd like to see
Mr. House