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You can have more money for things you
need—a better job—bigger responsibility—
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GENT who climbs into someone

A else’s house in the middle of the
night, planning to carry off every-
thing that isn't tied down, has to be
equipped with more than his share of gall.
There just isn’t any room, in the profes-
sion of burglary, for someone who is easily
embarrassed. The work doesn’t permit it.
You never know when some angry home-
owner is going to come roaring down the
stairs, demanding to know what for.

And ‘there are other vicissitudes, too,
which require a cool head and a barrel of
nerve. It’s unfortunate, in a way. If he
hadn’t gone wrong in the beginning, a suc-
cessful burglar might easily have made a
name for himself, following a more praise-
worthy career.

Still, for sheer audacity, we think you'd
have to go far to find the equal of Frisco
Joe—at least, the way Harold Helfer tells
the story. . . .

Somebody else would have panicked un-
der the circumstances, but not Frisco Joe.
There he was, on the porch of this cream-
bricked home, trying to push open a win-
dow, when suddenly, of all people, there
comes this cop into view strolling down the
darkened street toward him. It wasn’t only
that it was two in the morning, either, when
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all actions and appearances are doubly sus-
pect, but here was Frisco Joe hotter than a
bowl of chili in Tampico, wanted for house-
breaking from Sacramento to St. Paul, not
to mention a few other places.

The big question was whether the cop
had actually seen him at the window. If
not, he could step over to the door and pre-
tend to be opening it with a key, an action
far less suspect. There wasn’t much time
to think. The cop, idly swinging his night
club in the light of the quarter moon, was
only some fifty yards away.

Frisco Joe cussed under his breath—
should have picked a poorer neighborhood;
they don’t have cops on beats in the cheaper
ones. He decided to stay put. There was a
time when it was best to brazen things out.
He not only stood by the window but he
continued to tug at it. When the cop’s
footsteps sounded only about fifteen yards
or so away, the burglar turned and called
out, “Hello, there—I wonder if you could
give me a hand?”

When the cop—one of the beefy-faced,
heavy-jawed kind—got on the porch,
Frisco Joe, lowering his voice somewhat,
said : “Forgot my key—don’t want to wake
the missus. She hasn’t been feeling well.
Window doesn’t seem to be locked from

(Continucd on page 8)
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8 DETECTIVE TALES

(Continued from page 6)
ifnside, just stuck. Can’t seem to get it
open, though.”

The cop, putting his night club in its
holder at his side, got hoth hands on a pane
and began to push upwards. His beefy face
quickly reddened with the strain. It was
all Frisco Joe could do to keep from chuck-
ling out loud. This was rich. This was
really going to be one to tell the fellows
about! Aiter a minute or so of struggling
with the window, the cop turned to him
with a sigh and said, “Maybe it’s not locked
on the inside, but it's sure stuck. Is there
any other window you can open?”

Frisco Joe thought quickly. He said,
“Well, yes, around the side—but any of
them might wake the missus up. She's had
a tough time lately. Wouldn’t want that to
happen.”

He wasn’t kidding about that, either. If
the “missus”—or anyhody else in the house
—got up, his goose was cooked. Since he
didn’t know the lavout of the house, his
only reasonably safe bet, especially with a
cop at his elbow, was the'front living-room
window.

Frisco Joe said, “Maybe I'll just go on
to a hotel.”

The cop said, “That would be a shame.
Here, let me try again.”

ONCE more he put both hands on the

sill and once more, leaning towards the
window, he pushed. His face was turning
the color of a carrot. Sweat was beginning
to glisten in the folds of his skin.

With each passing second, Frisco Joe
was beginning to enjoy the situation more
and more. \Why, this was just about one
of the funniest things that ever happened!
Why, it was practically—what was the
word for it—a classic! That's what this
was, classic!

Frisco Joe said, “I'm afraid I'm putting
you to a lot of trouble.”

The cop said, “Well, that's what we get
paid for, you know, to help people out.”

Then, his face screwing up with still
more determination, he strained even hard-
er at the window.

Frisco Joe had to turn away for a mo-
ment. It was like something that belonged
in a screwy movie. If the papers ever found
out about this, boy, oh, boy, would they
have a field day!

The cop, still grimacing with etiort, was
saying, “I still think you're right that it
isn’t locked from the inside. It wouldn’t
give as much‘as it does, if it was. It prob-
ably just hasn't been opened in some little
time and a kink has developed in the sash.”

The cop paused for a momient, took a
deep breath and, with prespiration now
breaking out all over his fleshy face, went
at the window again with every ounce of
strength.

Trying not to sound too facetious. but en-
joying it hugely, Frisco Joe said, “Well,
I'm sure going to call your chief and tell
how nice you've heen, trying to open the
window like this for me.”

Apparently inspired by this, the cop mus-
tered up every atom of his beefy strength
into one last supreme effort—and there was
a sharp, snapping noise. The window had
given. '

Friscoe Joe permitted himself a look of
pure delight as he gazed at the open win-
dow. Then he took the cop’s hand and
shook it. With staunch simplicity, the
burglar said, “You have done me a good
turn I'll never forget.”

And the cop said, “Glad to do it.”

Frisco Joe sat himself down on the win-
dow sill and then swung both of his legs
inside.

Frisco Joe had begun lowering the win-
dow from the inside when the cop made a
gesture too. It was rather swift and there
was a clicking sound to it and—to his as-
tonishment and horror—there Joe was with
a pair of handcufts around his wrist.

“What's the big idea!” Frisco Joe de-
manded angrily.

(Continued on page 113)
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Pity the Poor Penman!

Jim the Penman could make a

better C-note than anyone out-

side of the U.S. Treasury—but

he lost money every time he did
it!

By SKIPPY ADELMAN

HIERE are only five or six men, in

this nation of one hundred and forty

million, who possess the skill to en-
grave the portraits and incidental designs
on the steel plates from which we print our
pper money—and all of these work for the
Bureau of Engraving and Printing. No
one of them ever makes an entire plate:
some men are better suited to do the port-
raits and others the surrounding areas.
The bills, therefore, represent a composite
effort of the finest craftsmen.

No counterfeiter could hope to match
the government’s array of engraving talent.
That is why all the phoney-money makers
will photograph the bill to be counterfeited
and make their plates by photo-engraving.
National Currency was introduced in 1863.
In the years since then, only one man has
had any success making counterfeit bills by
free-hand means. His name was Emanuel
Ninger, but until the Secret Service finally
caught up with him and learned his identity,
he was known as Jim the Penman.

Ninger would trace the outlines of a
hundred dollar bill upon a sheet of blank
paper cut to the size of currency. Then,
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using a fine artist’s brush, dipped in green
or black ink of his own manufacture, he
would draw the thousands of fine lines—
some breath-takingly intricate, others long
and straight and close together—which
make up a hundred dollar bill.

His hand-worked bills were so close to
the original that, in spite®of their suspici-
ously high denomination, they passed in-
spection in dozens of banks.

But Ninger was thoughtless about the
kind of paper he used, making no attempt
to have that as authentic as his pictorial
work.

He was captured by the Secret Service
in 1896, while trying to cash one of his
bills in a New Jersey bank.

Ninger’s skill was so great that he doubt-
less could have obtained a job with the
Bureau of Engraving and Printing, making
legitimate currency. His earnings there
would have been much greater than the
amounts he received as a counterfeiter—it
took him a lot longer to draw a phony hun-
dred dollar bill than it would have to earn
that amount as a highly skilled federal em-
ployee. L 2 2N
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THE
KIND!

Smashing Mystery

By
ROBERT TURNER

Sorebody—somewhere—had decid-
ed this was my night to die, so they
baited a trap with some luscious
blonde cheesecake—and the world
started beating a path to my grave!

Friday night. I left my office in the

Eascee Publishing Company building
on Forty-Sixth Street at five-oh-five. I
went across the street to the quiet, dim
little bar in the Hotel Marlo where every
Friday night for the past year or so, I'd
been . stopping off after work for a dry
Manhattan. I felt good. I had that Friday-
payday glow of satisfaction that you get
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IT STARTLD off just like any other

MURDERING

when you've got a good tough week's work
behind you, money in your pocket and two
free days at home with Fran and the kids

ahead of you.

I wasn't looking for any trouble. 1 would
have the one drink, leave the Marlo and



make the five thirty-seven Express bus to
Jersey. I'd meet Johnny Haggard on the
bus, and we’d bull it all the way home about
our jobs and what we were going to do
about the crab grass on our so-called lawns.

Her mouth hung slack . . . I looked over her head toward the doorway.

(4

Johnny lives next door to me in Green-
acres, a new development just outside of
Wildwood in North Jersey. There are
plenty of acres there, but not much of it
green, what with the thin layer of topsoil

13
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the builders used over all that fill. Any-
how. . ..

No trouble. No excitement. Nothing
different. Everything the same as usual.
That’s what I thought. . . . But a couple
of things happened.

The Marlo is a small, old, sidestreet res-
idential hotel. The bar is tiny, very dimly
lighted, quiet, with no juke box and usually
not very crowded. Sometimes I'm the only
one in there having a drink at five-ten. But
not tonight. There was a girl there, all
alone at the bar when I came in.

There was nothing special about her at
first glance. And that’s all I did, at first,
was glance at her. Believe me. Listen, I've
been married ten years and I appreciate a
good-looking woman the same as the next
guy. I kid with the guys and sometimes
with Fran, just to needle her a little, about
stepping out and fooling around. You
know. But you also know it’s talk with
most of us guys. After all, a man’s got a
swell wife, a couple of fine kids, a nice
home. You can’t have everything. So you
make up your mind to that and forget about
the things you don’t have.

Herb, the tall, gloomy-looking bartender
at the Marlo, saw me come in the door and
had my Manhattan half made by the time
I got onto one of the leather barstools. I
sat there, savoring the first lemon-peel-tart
smooth burn of the drink in my mouth,
trickling down my throat, and looked at my-
self in the backbar mirror. I was not the
only one. The girl at the other end of the
bar was looking at my reflection, too. Our
eyes met. She let them hold for a moment
and then dropped her gaze, almost shyly.

Some girls can do a lot with their eyes.
This one could. I don’t know how to ex-
plain it. Her eyes were very dark, extreme-
ly widely set, kind of intense and brooding
looking. With that one look she seemed to
say: “You seem interesting to me. I think
I could get to like you. If you study me
closely I think you’ll feel the same way.
And if you spoke to me, if you did it nicely,

not in a wise-guy way, I wouldn’t brush
you off. But yow’ll have to make the ap-
proach. I wouldn't dare.”” You know what
I mean?

So using the backbar mirror, I looked her
over more carefully. She wasn't well-
dressed. She was wearing a trench coat,
with the back of the collar turned up and no
hat. Her hair was thick and blonde and
hung gracefully about her shoulders but
that’s all you could say about it. Her nose
was a little too broad and her mouth too
wide and full-lipped, but somehow those
features seemed to fit just right with the
dark, brooding eyes and although she
wasn’t striking, she was a damned attrac-
tive girl. The quiet type. The kind who
wouldn’t want a lot of money spent on her,
who would be content to just sit and have
a couple of drinks with a guy and talk and
maybe go to a movie or something. . . .
You can see the way my mind was working.

‘D ALMOST finished the Manhattan

when our eyes met in the mirror again
and this time, they held longer and I got
the feeling that both of us were trying to
tear our gaze away and couldn’t. It was as
though we were looking very deep into each
other, hungrily. And then when she finally
yanked her gaze away, I felt shaken and a
little giddy, as though this was my third
Manhattan instead of my first.

I glanced sideways at her and she had
her legs angled off the stool and crossed.
She was wearing high heels, not extreme,
but enough to give her naturally gracefully
curved legs what seemed like extra length
and sleekness. I suddenly realized that my
heart was pounding too hard, and so were
the pulses in my wrist.

Herb, the bartender went down to the
girl, seeing she'd finished her drink. He
asked her if she'd like another. She hesi-
tated and then caught my glance in the
backbar mirror again and turned quickly
away and said, “Yes, please.” Her voice
was soft, husky, almost a whisper.
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I knew then that I'd better get out of
there, fast. All kinds of crazy thoughts and
ideas were going through my head. 1
drained my glass, started to get up and
somebody swatted me on the back. I
wheeled angrily to look into Ronny Cher-
now’s handsome, grinning face.

“Hi, Kip,” he said. “Living dangerously,
I see. Sitting in a cozy little bar, drinking
cocktails and flirting with a pretty girl! Ah,
you sly old dogs, you quiet ones, you never
can tell about your type.”

I got very red. I started to tell Chernow
that in the first place I wasn't flirting, in
the second place I was only thirty-one years
old, at least a couple of years younger than
he was. But he wasn’t even looking at me.
He was staring at the girl at the end of the
bar and smiling at her. He was looking at
her the way guys like Ronny Chernow al-
ways look at girls, as though she wasn’t
wearing anything ; patronizingly, as though
he was thinking: ¥ ou’re not too bad, Baby.
Maybe I'll give you a great big break and
go after you!

But the girl wasn’t paying any attention
to him. Chernow turned back to me. He
took hold of my arm. “Hey, you're not run-
ning off so soon. Have another drink with
me. Or will Momma spank if you miss that
first bus home?”

What can you say to a remark like this?
If you deny it, then go, you make it sound
true, anyhow. I thought about the girl at
the bar. She was listening to this. The loud
way Chernow always talked, she couldn’t
help it. )

I knew what Ronnie Chernow really
thought about me : I was stuffy, not a sport,
a guy who never had any fun, was regi-
mented, never varied his routine—a man
on a treadmill, going like hell but never get-
ting anywhere. I didn’t care what Chernow
thought about me. But I cared what I
thought. And suddenly, crazily, I won-
dered if he was right. I had to prove that
he wasn’t.

“Okay, Ronny,” I said. “If you’re buy-

ing. I hear you're a tight man with a
buck.”

That got him. Chernow was always talk-
ing about how much money he made and
spent. “Me?” he said. “What are you talk-
ing about? Why, I spend more in one—"
Then he stopped and grinned, realizing I’d
turned the needle around on him. “Okay,
Kip,” he said.

While Herb made the second Manhattan,
I looked at the clock. It was five-twenty.
By now, I should have been a block away,
on my way home, on the way to that five
thirty-seven Express. I knew now that I
was going to miss it. It was the damnedest
feeling. Maybe it was silly, but I felt a
little sick and scared, apprehensive. In the
five years we’d been living in Wildwood,
I hadn’t missed that bus. I'd never stayed
in town one night, even. Now that I real-
ized that, it seemed a little ridiculous. At
the same time I felt a slight exultation, a
sort of breaking loose feeling, 6f strange
freedom. I drained half of the Manhattan
at one gulp. I looked at Ronny Chernow
in the mirror behind the bar.

He was big, handsome, in a red-faced,
square-jawed sort of way. His carefully
touseled, boyishly curly hair made him look
younger than he was. A lot of the girls in
our office were crazy about him. He was
the vigorous, aggressive, breezy type and
he was always kidding around with the
girls and always letting hints drop to other
guys in the place that he’d dated a number
of them and found them vulnerable.

He was the business manager of Emcee
Publications and I don’t know what he
made, but it must have been somewhere
around ten thousand a year. But he spent
and dressed as though his salary was three
times that. Being single, though, with no-
body else’s way to pay through life but his
own, I guess he could do that.

It was hard to like the man. He was
big-mouthed and overpowering. But it was
just as hard not to admire him. He was
everything that I was not and I thought



16 DETECTIVE TALES

about that. sitting here. At least Ronny
Chernow had color. I was drab. His kind
of life was excitement. Mine was boredom,
monotony. Men hke Chernow felt sorry
for worms like me.

I began to rebel against that. I told my-
self: I'm going to have a little change. 1
deserve it. I'm way overdue. I'll show this
big, handsome jerk next to me that I can
have fun, too. I'll call Fran and tell her |
won’t be howne until late. ['ll stay here,
have another drink or two and them go
someplace for dimner. Later, I'll go to the
fights at the Garden.

“Ronny,” I said. “You're a real 'round-
town boy. Where's a good place to have
dinner? I'm staying in town tonight.”

His thick handsome brows rose as
though ['d said 1 was going out to stick
up a bank. “What!" he said. “You're final-
ly going to break away from Momma's
apron strings? Congratulations, kid. 1'd
just about given vou up. Mavbe you are
human, after all.”™ He slapped me on the
back again. “Where you going? Got a
date?"” )

[ began to enjov this. [ wanted it to last
a little longer. I began to almost like Cher-
now. “Now, look,” I said and winked at
him. “Have I asked vou where vou're go-
ing tonight, who you're going to be with?
Does Gimbels tell Macy's? It's none of my
business. Maybe this isn't any of yours.”

He looked dubious but didn't press the
point. We finished our drinks and Chernow
said: “Well, since you don’t have to run,
let's do this agan.” He flipped his empty
glass with the back of his forefinger.

[ didn’t answer. [ looked at the clock.
It was five-thirty. I should call Fran. Some-
how I dreaded that. That would be the
final break with my routine. I hated to
make it. Yet I had to call her. Then I
remembered that she wouldn't he expect-
ing me until six-thirty. She wouldn’t leave
to meet the bus at Wildwood until six-
twenty. [ still had plenty of time for that
call. T watched Herh make two more

drinks. Then [ looked teward the glass and
saw the girl at the end of the bar staring at
me again. Chernow noticed, too.

“Hey,” he saild. “That baby is giviug
you the eye. [f she even half looked at me
like that, ['d be down there sitting on her
lap by now.”

“Well,”" [ said, sarcasticaily, “you're the
Casanova type, anyhow.”

He missed the sarcasin.
said. His eves appraised me. “ You could
do all right, too. if vou'd 2ive yourself half
a chance. You're a guod-luoking guy—a
little on the slun side. Lut not bad. You're
too timid, though, Women like aggressive
guys. You gotta go after them. You—"

“Hey!" I broke in. ile was beginning
to embarrass me. " Not to change the sub-
ject, but did you find out from the adver-
tising department how come we lost that
second cover ad>”

“They've switched to the Tripub Comics
group for the next six months. But they'll
be back as soon as Tri's circulaiton drops
and you can geose ours un again. How
about getting on the hall and doing that,
huh, kid?"”

“Sure,” I began to burn a little. As
editor of Emcee’s Conic magazine group, |
was responsible for cireulation. “That's
easy. Just get the old mun to allow me
five hucks a page more for the artists and
a dollar a page more for the writers. Better
art and Dbetter stories are what the kids are
buying. I do the best T can on the lousy
budget I got.”

“lasten,” he

“I suppose,”” Chernow finished his drink,
swung around on his stool. e was look-
ing at the legs of the girl at the end of the
bar. He made a whistling sound. “Maun,
look at those legs!™ he said. *Kip. kid, if
you don’t make that before vou leave here,
I'll disown you . . . Well, I got to run.
Have a good time, bey. Live dangerously!"”

[ waved and in the bar mirror, watched
him hreeze out of the place. I told myself
to hell with him. The next time I caught
the eye of the girl at the end of the bar, I
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smiled. She looked frightened and turned
her eyes right away.

“Herb,” T said. He came toward me,
wiping his hands on his bar apron, his
amber eyes doleful. “Herb, ask the lady
if she’ll have a drink on me. At the end of
the bar there.” :

The bartender’s” dolorous voice said:
“You sure you want to do that, Mr. Mor-

gan? [ mean, [ know it’s none of my
business, but. . . .” He broke off, half
apologetically.

Something like a bell of warning seemed
to toll inside my head. But I was looking
at myself in the bar. Like Chernow had
said, I wasn’t a bad-looking guy. And that
third Manhattan had hit home. I wasn’t
drunk but I was feeling—well—aggressive,
cocky.

“Don’t be silly, Herb,” I said.~*See if
the lady’d like a drink.”

E AMBLED down to the other end of

the bar, spoke to the girl. I watched
her in the mirror. She registered a little
surprise, a little confusion, just the right
amount of each, very cutely. I didn’t hear
what she said, but saw Herb start to mix
a martini, then take it down to her. She
looked at me in the bar mirror, raised the
glass and formed the weords, ‘“Here’s luck,”
with her full lips.

I said: ‘“Herb, make me another drink.
I’ve got to make a phone call.” It was
quarter to six, now. I couldn’t put it off
any longer. I went through into the lobby
to the phone booths. I called Fran, told
her I'd been detained at the office, but was
leaving now.

“l haven’t looked at the schedule yet,
Baby,” I said. “So I don’t know which
bus I’ll be able to get at this time. T’
call you from Wildwood and you can run
out. Okay?”

“Kip,” Fran said. “Are you all right?”

My heart skipped a couple of beats for
no reason at all. “Sure. Of course I'm
all right. What do you mean?”

“You haven't been drinking?”

I didn’t answer for several seconds. Then
I said: “Well, I stopped off and had a
couple with Ronny Chérnow. Why, I don’t
sound drunk, do I?”

She giggled. “No, silly. But you never
call me ‘Baby’. It just sounded funny,
coming from you.” '

“Oh,” T said. “Well, I'll see you later.”

“Okay,” she said. “Okay, Baby!” She
hung up.

I realized as soon as I left the phone
booth that the instant I'd spoken to Fran,
I'd forgotten all about my resolve to stay
in town for dinner and the fights. At the
sound of her voice I'd instinctively reverted
to my role of the faithful home-loving hus-
band. Routine had won out. I shrugged.
It was probably just as well. Away from
the dim lighting of the bar and the sight
of the girl sitting there all alone, I redlized
that I just wasn’t cut out for that sort of
thing, let’s face it. I would go back, finish
that last drink I'd ordered and take off for
the bus terminal.

Back in the Marlo bar, as I passed be-
hind the girl at the end, she half turned,
said, huskily : “Thanks for the drink. Why
don’t you bring yours over here? I mean,
it’s silly for the two of us not to talk.”

I got kind of choked up. My heart felt
too big and thick inside my chest. I was
sure she could hear it. I was suddenly
glad that I'd made that mistake on the
phone and committed myself about going
home, now. If I hadn’t, I'd probably take
this girl up on her invitation. The way the
sound of her voice hit me, the impact her
eyes had upon me—well—a guy is only
human. )

I said: -“Uh—thanks—but I’'ve got to
run, now. Some other time.”

I went to my own end of the bar, gulped
down the Manhattan, gagging on it a little.
When I set the empty glass down, I mis-
judged the distance, set it down a little
too hard. I knew then that I was a little
tight. I knew when I got outside it was
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going to hit me. I turned away from the
bar and the girl spoke again:

“How about letting me buy you one,
before you go? I mean, I don’t want to be
obligated. Please? Pretty please?”

This time her voice didn’t get under my
skin. It even annoyed me a little. She
seemed suddenly overanxious and the soft
huskiness had become harsh with the almost
desperation tone of her voice now. And
that repeated ‘I mean’ business grated, too.
I was glad this was almost over aknd I'd
had sense enough to get out from under
before it was too late.

I had to pass her again to go out through
the lobby exit. I said, almost abruptly:
“No. No thank you. Next time. Good
night.” She half swung around on the
stool as I started past and I had a nervous
intuition that she was going to jump off
the stool, confront me, block my exit, try
to stop me from leaving. But she didn't.

I got out into the lobby and she must
have been moving -on tiptoe because I
wasn't aware that she’d followed me out
until she was right up beside me. She
hooked her left arm through mine. At the
same time I felt something hard being
jammed against my right ribs. The arm
hooked in mine pulled me forcibly to a
stop. I looked at her. "Out here in the
bright light of the small hotel lobby, she
didn't look so good. Her eyes were still
beautiful but now their intensity, their
broodingness looked sullen, almost angry.
Lipstick was too thick on her wide mouth.
Under the powder and rouge, her skin
was coarse, grainy. But she was smiling up
at me, invitingly. At least it would look
that way to somebody else. But it didn’t
to me. Her face was too tight. The smile
was too forced.

“Just a ' min—"

“Shut up, stupid,” she cut me off. She
was whispering, through her teeth, with-
out breaking the smile. “I've got a gun in
your ribs and if you make me, I'll use it
right here. I could get away before any-

one even realized what happened. Under-
stand? Do as I say.”

WANTED to laugh and at the same

time a chill ran all over me. This was
ridiculous. [ was Kip Morgan, managing
editor of the Comic Magazine Group at
Emcee Publications, Inc., right across the
street. I had never been arrested in my life.
I had never known any woman like this
before. All of my friends were respectable.
And this was New York City, at the dinner
hour. This was the Hotel Marlo, right in
the public lobby, with the desk clerk and a
bellhop only a few yards away and a
portly old gentleman sitting in a lobby chair
only a few feet away. This was all crazy.

“Are you kidding ?"" I said. “You....”
I let my voice trail off. I was looking down
at her other hand and it was thrust inside
the trenchcoat where nobody could see it.
The hand that was holding a gun, she
said, against my ribs. I began to know,
right then that she wasn’t kidding.

“Just walk with me slowly, toward the
elevator. Don't say anything. Don’t make
any commotion or. try’ to signal anyone.
Don’t try to break away. Behave yourself
and you won't get hurt. I promise.”

Sickness suddenly twisted at my stomach.
I knew what it was, now. This was pay-
day. It was a Friday and the Fifteenth.
Payday for almost everybody in New York
City. This was some kind of a new holdup
gimmick. I thought of the hundred and
twenty-five dollars in cash I had in my
pocket. A full week's take-home. A whole
week of getting up every morning at six-
thirty and not getting home until almost
seven at night. A week of deadliness and
cajoling artists and script writers into
getting their stuff in on time, of making out
vouchers, and editing scripts and going
over silverprints and a million other little
chores and details.

A hundred and twenty-tive bucks. And
a mortgage payment due on the house.
And food money next week for Fran. The



THE MURDERING KIND! 19

new suit for young Stevie. The party dress
for little June.

Fury seared through me. And shame.
Fury because this girl was going to try and
steal my money, that money that meant so
many things to so many people. Shame
because she was so obviously cheap and
vicious and I'd almost let myself be led
on into taking her out. Because I hadn’t
gone home at the usual time, like someone
sensible, because ['d let myself be jived
into an extra drink.

[ started to wrench violently away from
her. then to grab her and howl for help.
But she must have felt me tense. We were
in front of the elevator, now. The gun
ground deep into my ribs, hurting. She
whispered: ‘“You'd die, instantly. You
wouldn’t have a chance. Don’t be a jerk.
Be good for just a few more minutes and
vou'll be alive tomorrow.”

The violent anger faded. Losing the
money wouldn’t hurt Fran and the kids
half as much as it would their losing me.
“Okay,” [ said. “But I think you've got
the wrong guy. I'm broke. I deposited my
mmoney in the bank this noon.” It was a
last desperate play. It didn't work.

The elevator door opened and she whis-
pered: “Be quiet, now.”

We got in the elevator. The operator
hardly glanced at us. A guy and a gal, arm
in arm, getting into an elevator. What was
that to get excited about? The girl, un-
doubtedly was registered here. So she was
taking a friend up to her room. It was early
in the evening. What was wrong with
that?

Neither of us spoke after she said,
“Fourteen” to the operator.

[ remembered, crazily, that the fourteenth
floor in all hotels is really the thirteenth.
It’s supposed to be less unlucky that way.
It wasn't for me.

We got out and she guided me to the
left, down the corridor. I heard the elevator
door slam shut behind us. There was no
sound in the whole hotel. Even our foot-

steps were muffied on the carpeting. I be-
gan to get reallv scared. The hollow of my
spine got wet with sweat and my shirt
stuck back tlore. Perspiration trickled
coldly down my ribs, too. I thought once
again, desperately, of vanking away, mak-
ing a break. But at the same instant [
realized that the girl would he even less
likely to hesitate about kilin: mc up here,
with no witnesses. No. . . . My chance
was gone. If there'd ever heen any chance.

CHAPTER TWO

The Patsy

SHE stopped in front of 1409 and still
holding that gun in my ribs. she crossed
her other hand over to the right side pocket
and extracted the hotel key. The door
opened easily and she unhooked my arm,
puiled the gun out from under her coat and
shoved me inside. There was a short hall-
way and the room at the other end was
lighted. The gun at my spine forced me
along, into that room.
There was man sitting there. I had
never seen him before in my life. But he
seemed to know me. He said: ‘“Helle, Mor-

”

gan.

He was slouched in a green leather-
covered easy chair. A cigarette dangled
from one of his slim, pale, long-fingered
hands. Streamers of smoke went straight
up. He was small and very thin, but not
gangsterish looking. Not in the movie
tradition, anyhow. His hair was crew-
cropped, a mousy brown color. His ears
looked too large for his narrow, bony
skull. He had level, giay, intelligent-look-
ing eyes and they weren’t shifty at all. They
held my gaze, almost amusedly. But his
mouth was what told me I was in for a
hard time. It was tiny and pursed tightly
as though he was mad at somebody and
all tense and strung-up, even though he was
sitting there so at ease and relaxed.

Still looking at me, he said to the girl:
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“What the hell took you so long, Viv?”

She stood off to one side, still holding
the gun. “Broth-er/” she said. “What a
Sunday school boy. I did everything.
Everything but go over and sit on his lap.
I would have done that, but that spaniel-
faced old barkeep didn’t seem too crazy
about what I was up to. Anyhow, I
couldn’t get him to bite. He was running
right out on me and I had to practically
kidnap him, right in the lobby. And
brother, don’t think that didn’t make me
nervous!”

That was funny. I'd never even given
a thought to the fact that she’d probably
been just as scared as I was down there.
I said, suddenly: ‘“Look, what’s this all
about? If you want my money, T'll give
it to you. You'd take it, anyhow. But,
please take it easy. I—I’ve got a wife and
kids.” My voice broke and I felt sick-
ashamed, pleading, begging with these
people. But I'd have gotten down on my
knees to them, right then, if it would
have helped me get out of there any faster.

“Money,” the man in the chair said. He
laughed. It was a quick, sputtering sound.
“Sure, we'll take your money. Throw me
your wallet.”

I reached inside my jacket pocket and
took out the wallet, tossed it to him. “I’d
like the wallet back.”

He took out the sheaf of bills, riffled
through them. He tossed the wallet back
to me. “Over a hundred bucks more,” he
said to the girl. “Vivian, I've got the
papers all ready. You keep that gun on
him. But if there’s any trouble, watch
what you're doing. Don’t shoot me by mis-
take.”

He reached down to the armchair-side
old fashioned radio, and I saw that it was
already lit up, turned on. He twisted the
volume knob slowly and an orchestra play-
ing a popular song grew louder and louder
until it was almost deafening in the room.
He said to Vivian:

“Now, if you have to shoot, it won’t be

so noticeable. Nor when he hollers. I think
he’ll holler real good.”

With the racket of the radio, I could only
half hear what he said. But my mind
filled in the rest of it. I was suddenly con-
fused and I felt cold and ill the way you
do when you've got a fever and you have to
get up out of hed at night. I was weak as
a child.

I tried to figure what this was all about
but I couldn’t make it.

I looked toward the hotel room desk and
saw that it was covered with papers. The
man got up out of the chair. He said:
“Vivian, get behind him with that shooter
and ease him over to the desk.”

She jabbed the muzzle of the gun against
my spine and -1 stepped towurd the desk.
“Morgan,” the man said His voice got
taut, his words clipped. ‘“Morgan, I'm
going to ask you to sign something. I hope
you refuse. I hope you try to give us
trouble. Because then we’ll have te make
you sign it. And that’s what I'd like to
have to do.”

I looked at him and he held his hands
out toward me, his skinny, white, long-
fingered hands. In the pinkish palms he
held two rolls of nickels. He closed his
fingers around them. His knuckles stood
out sharply. With the weight of those
nickels in them, those knuckles would make
his fists like gnarled clubs. There was
suddenly a roaring in my ears and my
heart seemed to be up and choking in my
throat. I hadn’t been in a fight, been hit
by a fist, since I was a kid. And only twice,
then. I'd always hated fist fights. I'd
avoided them. It made me ill to hit some-
body else and to feel another’s fist making
that sickly smack noise against my own
face was worse.

Turning away from him, I looked down
at the top paper on the desk. It was a letter
on Emcee Publishing Company letterhead
stationary. My eyes seemed to ache and
I had trouble reading. I kept wiping the
flat of my hands up and down my trousers
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but they still stayed slick with sweat. The
letter was dated today. It said:

To Whom It May Concern:

For the past year [ have steadily and regular-
ly beensembezzling company funds. All told,
I have taken nearly $50,000. This was done
with the aid and connivance of Miss Eliza-
beth Tremayne, of the Business Department.
How, will be obvious, Mounday. when the
books are ¢xamined.

The money has all been spent on gambling
on horses and in bad stock market invest-
ments. I'd hooed to win or earn the money
back and prevent eventual discovery, but this
did not work out.

For all the trouble and disillusion this is
going to cause, [ am truly sorry.

I herewith, also append a list of the dozen
or more different signatures | used on the
company checks, to remove any doubt that
I've been the culprit.

(Signed)

Under this was a list of signatures,
names [ didn’t even recognize. But as 1|
looked at this letter, it flashed through my
mind what this was all about. Emcee
Publication’s fiscal year started on Mon-
day. A complete auditing woyld be made.
Whoever had been embezzling, knew their
time was up and they couldn’t avoid dis-
covery. I was going to be the fall guy—in
advance. ‘

Something hit me in the cheek and for
a moment [ didn't feel any pain. Only
shock and a slight dizziness. But the blow
whirled me around. Something hit me in
the stomach. I bent way over, took a
stumbling step forward, my legs apart, and
almost fell. I'd never felt so sick to my
stomach. Yet all [ could do was make
gagging sounds. I couldn’t seem to get any
breath. As though from a great distance,
down a long, wind-rushing tunnel I heard
someone say: ‘‘Sign that letter.”

The sickness left. I straightened up. The
girl behind me said: “Gtve him a chance,
Smitty. Dor't bang up his face.”

I stood there sucking in breath, trying
to focus my eyes. . I leaned on the desk,
with both hands, looked down at that

letter. That letter! I couldn’t sign that, no

matter what they did to me. I couldn’t take
the rap for somebody else’s crookedness. -

I thought of the whispering and snig-
gering there’d be at the Emcee offices,
Monday. after news of that letter spread
around. . . . “That Kip Morgan,” they'd
say. “\Vho'd ever have thought it? But
they say those quiet guys are the ones
you've got to watch out for. Listen, I'll
bet some dame got plenty of that dough,
too!” . ... could see the newspaper head-
lines, especially in the \Vildwood Press:
LOCAL MAN CONFEsSEs $50,000 THEFT!
I thought of my neighbors, of my kids go-
g to school and the other kids pointing at
them, whispering. [ knew how cruel kids
could be about things hke that.

I wouldn’t do it. To hell with them. I
wasn’'t goiug to sign it.

SMITTY hit me again. His weighted,
sharp-knuckled fist caught me in the
kidney. I went twisting over to one side
like a staggering drunk. Pain ran all
through me in littte flashes of fire, then ran
all together in a balled-up flame of aching
agony all up my left side and back. I felt
tears hot and blurry in my eyes, then
running down my cheeks. [ looked at
Smitty. His wideset gray eyes were crinkled
at the corners as though he was grinning.
But his little kewpie doll mouth stayed
the same ; it showed no expression.
" “You’'re a real hero, aren’t you?"" he said.
“That's beautiful. I like heroes.”

He came toward me. And 1 suddenly
didn’t care about the girl with the gun be-
hind me. Let her shoot me. Let them kil

. me. At least the pain would be over. Then
they could never make me sign that letter.
[ swung at him with every ounce of
strength I had left. He picked the blow off
with his left arm like a lovetap. He took

* hold of me with his left hand, by the shirt
front. His right hand whip-snapped back
and forth across my cheeks and mouth,
stinging hard. I felt the salty blood in my
mouth.



22 DETECTIVE TALES

Then his balled, weighted fist hit me in
the stomach again. I don’t remember fall-
ing. But I was on the floor, staring down
at the green wall-to-wall rug. I saw Smitty’s
feet in front of me. He wore patent leather
shoes, like dancing pumps, with small black
leather bows o1 them. Then his feet dis-
appeared. There was pain—vast, searing
pain all through my ribs as he kicked me.

I cursed. I called him every filthy word
I'd ever heard. I was crying, sobbing with
rage and pain. I said: “Why are you do-
ing this to me? WRHy, why? I never did
anything to you! Stop it! Please, please
stop!”’

“For a thousand bucks we're doing it,”
Smitty said. I could hear him quite plain-
ly in the momentary lull between the end of
a song on the radio and the commercial.
“For a grand I'd kick hell out of my own
mother. So it’s nothing personal, under-
stand. But you’d better sign that letter.”

The radio music blasted out again. I
felt somebody grab me under the arms,
lift me. Somehow I got my feet together
under me and stood. But not for long. My
knees seemed to have no bones in them.
I fell backward and sat down on the edge
of the bed. I leaned over and put my face
on my hands, then looked at the smear of
blood on my fingers.

There was suddenly a terrible noise and
excruciating pain in my ear. It wasn’t until
later that I realized he’d slapped me over
the ear with his cupped hand. For a mo-
ment, I couldn’t even hear the radio. I
rocked in agony and blubbered. I called to
Fran to help me. I kept calling her name.
It didn’t do any good. Smitty kept slapping
and cuffing me and when I'd fall over on
my side onto the bed, his fist would wallop
into my ribs or kidneys.

After awhile there was just a void of
pain. I got numb all over, didn’t think,
didn’t react. And then I realized he wasn’t
hitting me any more. I looked up through
tear-fogged eyes at him and knew that as
long as I didn’t react he’d ease up on me.

At the same time, sharp thoughts seemed to
flash suddenly through my brain. I felt
filled with cunning. I told myself: “I can
outsmart this guy. I can be crooked, too.
I can double-deal him! Okay, I'll sign their
damned letter. I've been stupid. What dif-
ference does it make? This is only Friday
night and I've got my office keys. I've got
until Monday morning. I can prove my
innocence. What good is that piece of
paper? I can show my cuts and bruises,
prove that I was forced to sign it. I'll go
right to the police and I’ll help them find
out who it was really stole that money.”

Leering at Smitty and Vivian, I got up
from the bed. I reached out toward the
desk. “All—all right,” I said. “I'll sign.”

I started to walk toward the desk but
my legs gave out. Smitty had to put his
arm around me, hold me up until I got to
the desk, could lean on it with one hand.
I picked up the pen. I signed their con-
fession for them. I had hardly put the pen
down when Smitty hit me in the temple.
There was an explosion of multi-colored
lights. There was darkness. Then blinding
light again. On and off. On and off.

I wasn’t completely out. I was aware of
being dragged along the floor by hands
under my armpits. I could hear voices. I
could hear that the radio had been turned
off. But I couldn’t move. There was a
tingling all through my arms ang legs the
same as you get when you lie on one arm
and it goes numb. I heard Smitty swear.
He said: ‘“Shut the window again, Viv.
We can’t do it, now. There’s a damn cop
standing in that doorway right across the
street.”

“So what?” she said. “He isn’t looking
up here. We can get him dumped out and
the cop won't know anything about if until
he hits the pavement. We’ll be gone by
then.”

“Don’t be stupid. Suppose he does just
happen to glance up while we’re easing him
out the window. We’d never get out of
the hotel.”
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Oh, yes, I'd been very clever, very
cunning, to sign that confession for them.
So clever, so brilliant—so stupified with
pain, [ hadn’t realized they couldn’t let
me live. [ was going to be a *‘suicide”.
That would tie in beautifully with the con-
fession. How could they let me live to
contest the thing?

Some of the numbness left my arms and
legs. [ realized I was huddled in a heap
against the wall under the hotel room win-
dow. I thought of the way it would look
out that window, down fourteen—no thir-
teen—flights. [ thought about air rush-
ing past me, taking my breath away as ['d
fall, wheeling, turning, over and over. I
thought of the sound ['d make, hitting the
pavement down there.

“Why doesn’t the fat fool go. get out of
that doorway?”" Vivian said. *“Of all the
fool places for a cop to stand around and
kill time!"”

Please, | begged. Please, God, don’t let
him mowve. Don’t let him move, make him
stay there. Right there!

“Listen,” Vivian said. “Turn the radio
on again. You can shoot him. Make it
look like he did it, himself. I'm getting
nervous. [ want to get this over with and
get out of here.”

“Oh. sure,” Smitty said. “With this gun.
It can he traced, you goon. That's no good.
There's got to be some other way. That
damned cop looks like he's settled for the
night over there.”

There was silence for a moment. [ felt
my leg twitch and jerk, uncontrollably.
Vivian said: “Hurry up. He's coming to,
again.”

[ lay very still. [ got cramped from the
huddled position they'd let my limp figure
fall into. But I didn't move again.

Vivian said. “We can
break a glass. A sharp piece of g]as§ and
cut the veins in his wrists.”

Smitty thought about that. [ got afraid
they would hear the thunder of my heart,
know I was listening. Then Smitty said:

“His wrists,”

“No. First place, the police would wonder
about him being all bruised up. Going out
the window, that wouldn’t have been
noticed or thought anything of. Beside,
the blecding would take too long,) We'll
wait. That cop’s got to leave sometime.”

It came to me quite clearly, then, what [
had to «o. I didn’t like the idea. I wasn’t
brave about it. [ just didn't have any
choice. It camg to me that as far as they
were concerned. T was already dead. There
was no question hut what they were going
to kill me, by one method or anothier, sooner
or later. Thev had to.

Knowing that [ was going to die, any-
how, [ suddenly knew that T'd make it as
tough as possible for them, at least make
a fight for it. Being shot wouldn’t he any
worse than being tossed out that window.
I braced both hands against the wall and
lunged away from it, scrabbled to my feet,
staggering back away from them. [ was
weak and trembling. Both Vivian and
Smitty looked at me in surprise. Vivian
still held the gun.

“Well,” Smitty said. “Snookums wolke
up.” He put his hands in his pockets, took
out the rolls of nickles. “I'll have to rock
him off to sleep again.”

STARTED backinzy away, slowly, to-

ward the door. T saw Vivian raise the
revolver, saw her fingers tighten, whiten,
around it. [ heard Smitty say: “‘Don’t use
that gun. We don’t have to. The radio’s
off. They’d hear a shot all through the
hotel. And there’d be no powder hurns.
It wouldn’t look like suicide. I'll take care
of him.”

He came at me fast, half running. I
whirled and got to the corner of the room
where it turned into the hall leading to the
door. I stopped and swung around again.
He was almost on me and his own momen-
tum was too much for him to stop. I hit
him. I swung with all my might, from
the knees. The blow smashed into his
cheeks. But nothing happened. He just
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swayed and looked at me with a sort of
puzzled look in those wide-set, level gray
eyes. I knew then that I was too weak to
hurt him much. ‘

I knew then that this was going to be
like a dream I often had, where I was
fighting somebody and I kept hitting them,
hitting them, but nothing happened and
they didn’t seem to be hurt. They'd keep
laughing at me. This was going to be like
that. For one crazy motnent I thought
that maybe all this was just part of some
nightmare. Maybe I'd awaken any nio-
ment and find myself at home in bed, with
Fran curled up warmly beside me.

Then I heard Vivian say: “Get out of
the way, Smitty. I've got to shoot him.
We can’t let him get away!” She sounded
hysterical.

That was when I swung again. This time
my fist hit Smitty on the point of the
jaw and he staggered backward until his
legs hit the edge of the bed and he sat
down on it. I went down the hall toward
the door, sprinting. I got the door open
and looked back and saw Vivian turn the
corner of the room and level the gun at
me. The door slammed shut, blocking off
the picture of that snarling, feline face of
hers. I didn’t think of direction. I just
turned to the left and ran and turned a
corner of the hall and saw ahead of me
on the right, a door marked Fire Exit. 1
went through it and stopped. If they came
after me, they’d assume that I'd gone down
the stairs. So I went up. I went up two
flights, three steps at a time, on my tip-
toes, making as little noise as possible. At
the top, I sprawled, exhausted, against the
wall and listened. There was no sound
from the fire stairs at all. Only the sound
of my own labored breathing.

I went through into the sixteenth floor
hallway, made my way to the elevator, rang
the bell It seemed like hours before the
indicator crawled up to fourteen. I held my
breath to see if it would stop there. It
didn’t. It came on up to sixteen. The

elevator operator, a middle-aged man with
a hawk nose and glasses, peered at me curi-
ously as I got in.

“Listen,” I said. “If you get a huzz at
the fourteenth floor, don’t stop. Please. It
—it's a matter of life and death.”

I looked at the indicator bank and so did
he. We both saw there was no signal to
stop at fourteen. I leaned against the wall
of the elevator and for the first time became
really aware of the throbbing aches in my
ribs and kidneys and at my left temple.
There was a welt there from Smitty's
knuckles. I took out-a handkerchief and
wet it with my tongue, wiped some of the
blood away from my lips. There wasn't
much. My lip was cut on the inside, was a
little puffy. V

“What happened?” the operator asked.
He looked at me with that curious but un-
emotional expression that spectators at an
accident always have.

“I—I had some trouble, that’s all,” I
said. Sure. Just some trouble. Beaten yp,
almost thrown out of a window, but for the
intervention of some kind providence. I got
to trembling again, thinking ahout it.

The elevator reached the main floor and
I walked, wobbledy-legged, across the lobby
to the desk. The clerk, a needle-thin man
with great horn-framed glasses and a
pointed nose said, “Yes, sir?” without
hardly looking at me.

I took a deep breath. Down here in the
brightly lighted, rather ancient and shoddy
austerity of this hotel lobby, what I was
going to have to say would sound melodra-
matic, ridiculous. I said: “You’d better
send the house officer up to room fourteen-
o-nine. [ just escaped from there after be-
ing beaten up and robbed and almost killed.
[—”

I stopped. A sickening shock went
through me. I had forgotten that letter of
confession I'd signed. Smitty and Vivian
still had that. I ldbked up at the desk
clerk again. He was peering at me as
though Rd just crawled out of the wood-
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work. “Are you—uh—sure, sir?” he said.

“Look.” I took out my blood-smeared
handkerchief and showed it to him. I
curled back my upper lip with one finger so
he could see the cut there. I pointed to my
temple and the lump right in front of my
ear. I said: *“A girl accosted me here in
the lobby and forced me up to her room
at gunpoint. There was a man there and
he—"

“Here in t/ns lobby ?" the clerk cut in.
“What room was this, sir?”

I told him. I got sore. ‘“Are you go-
ing to send the house dick up there or do
[ have #o call outside police? I want you
to hurry. They've probably left that room,
already, as it is. But check it anyhow. And
they can't get out of this hotel without my
seeing them. I'll stay here with a cop until
they do try to get out.”

The desk clerk was looking over his
file card. “Room fourteen-o-nine,” he said.
“We don't have a girl registered for that
room. [t—well—I suppose it could he a girl.
The name is K. Morgan. No baggage.
Paid one day, in advance.”

“Morgan,” I repeated after him. “That'’s
my name. Let me see the registry.”

He showed it to me. The signature was
a reasonable facsimile of my own.

HEY hadn’t made any mistake. They'd

registered the room in my name. It
would look like I'd taken it with the ex-
press purpose of leaping from the window,
killing myself. At the same time I realized
that they probably had another room of
their own, on the same floor, that they
could flee to, hide out in, if anything went
wrong.

“Do you remember what the person
looked like who registered for that room?"”
I said.

The clerk shook his head, looked at the
registration. “\Whoever it was, signed in
at noon. [ didn’t come on until four p. M.”

I watched the clerk pick up a desk phone,
heard him ask for 1409. He waited cjuite

awhile, then hung up. “Nobody answers,”
he said.

“Of course not. They've gone.”

But they were still in the hotel. [
thought: [7'll have them call the police.
We'll go to every room on the fourteenth
floor. [f we don't find themm, we'll go
through every room tn the hotel. H'e'll get
them.

Then I realized that wasn’t bright. Sup-
posing I did find them. I couldn’t prove
anything. There were two of them, their
words against mine. Even Herb, the bar-
tender, recognizing that the girl was the
one who'd been in the bar with me, left
when I did, wouldn’t prove anything. That
was out.

[ got a better idea. I told the clerk:
“Never mind. Skip it. I'll handle it my-
self.”

I turned away from the desk and went
out onto the street. I crossed the street and
got into a darkened doorway over there,
where I could watch the hotel exit. I stonad
there. This would be better. One or hoth
of them would have to leave the hotel some-
time. They would have to report to who-
ever had hired them to do this to me. ['d
follow, find out who it was. Then I'd feally
have something to work on. But, mayhe
they wouldn’t go to their boss. They might
telephone him or her and report én what
had happened. Well, that was a chance
['d have to take.

~While I waited, I went over the whole
thing in vay mind. I got the setup pretty
clearly. They were trving to frame me for
the embezzlement, so it must've been
worked in a way that would have been pos-
sible for me to accomplish. There was
only one way that was possible. [ didn’t
actually handle any company cash. But I
got the checks for other people and mailed
them to them. To our artists and writers.
Hundreds of thousands of dollars a year
in checks.

The procedure was this. [ had to voucher
for a script or art work when it was turied
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in, as managing editor of the comics maga-
zine group. The business office made out
checks for those vouchers and the individual
checks, in turn, were given back to me to
mail to the artists and writers. The average
writer’s check for a single script was sixty
to seventy dbllars. The average artist’s

check was for twenty dollars a comic book

page, which meant their checks averaged
about one hundred and sixty dollars. We
paid editorial bills twice a week. It would
be a comparatively simple thing for me, in
connivance with somebody in the business
office, to make out vouchers to phoney
names, for scripts and/or art work that
hadn’t even been done, a couple of times a
week. Then, when I got the checks, to sign
them with the name they were made out
to, then double-endorse them with another
phoney name, with which I'd already estab-
lished a bank account and deposit them to
that account.

Iiz Tremayne, the bookkeeper, if work-
ing with me on this deal, could easily cover
for me on the books, until the end of the
fiscal year when the regular annual audit-
ing took place.

[ had never thought of this possibility to
defraud Emcee Publications out of thou-
sanfls of dollars before. But I thought of
it now. Plenty. The more I thought of it,
the more I realized how badly that con-
fession would make things look for me.

But since I hadn’t done this, I had to
figure out who had. Nobody but me handled
checks and vouchers in the editorial de-
partment. Almost anybody in the business
office could have worked the deal. All they
had to do was get hold of a stack of editorial
voucher forms from the steck room, learn
to forge my handwriting, and—working
with Liz Tremayne, who kept books and
made out the checks—they wouldn’t even
have to be too clever with that. But how
about the people who signed the checks?
Wouldn’t they get suspicious over a couple
of extra checks being there twice a week?

The checks bore two signatures, M. C.

Malkom’s, the president’s, and the author-
ized counter-signature, which would be
Ronny Chernow’s, as head of the Business
Office. Chernow! Since Emcee Publications
put out other books besides comics—Con-
fession magazines and a string of pulps—
there would probably be twenty or thirty
checks to be signed twice a week.

Mr. Malkom probably never even looked
at them, but went through them and signed
them one right after the other as fast as
he could. Especially since the checks always
went up for his final signature close to-five
o’clock in the afternoon. But Chernow

»wouldn’t rush through those checks, sign-

ing them, without examining them. That
was part of his job, to double check on
things like that, make sure a mistake hadn't
been made and two checks made out in
error for the same material.

That did it. I knew then that Ronny
Chernow was the one who had been work-
ing this embezzlement deal, who had de-
cided to frame me for it. It all stacked up.
Chernow, himself, gambled, played the
market a lot. I'd seen the newspapers on his
desk, turned to the racing entries and the
market listings, many times. This was the
answer to how he lived a life that would
seem to take three times his salary.

I thought, then, too, about L.iz Tremayne,
the bookkeeper. She was a girl you could
not figure. She was tall and neat, but you
could never tell much about her figure.
She always wore loose-fitting dresses or
severely tailored suits. She wore double-
lensed glasses and little if any makeup.
She wore her brown hair pulled back into
a severe bun. I remembered that she had
nice features, but the way she dressed and
wore her hair, you'd never notice that. She
impressed everyone as being a very plain,
unattactive girl. No sex appeal at all.

Yet, I also remembered, now, a long time
ago, hearing Ronny Chernow, standing
with a bunch of other men from the office
by the water cooler one day, watching Liz
Tremayne go past. Ronny had said: “You
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see all that protective coloration? But it
doesn’t fool me. Put some makeup on that
baby, fix her hair right, get her into the
richt dresses and take those horrible
glasses off and I'll bet she’d knock your
eyes out. And that kind—once you break
through that icy surface—man, oh, man!”

We'd all thought Ronny was crazy, then.
But I saw now where he could be right.
And that tied in with Liz helping him out
with this deals The quiet, plain, bookish
type like that often went crazy for a man
who was a complete opposite like Cher-
now. Especially once he’d started paying a
lot of attention to her, began softening her
up. And a woman in love with a man, often
would do anything for him.

So there it was. Now what was I going
to do with it? Chernow was my man. He
knew [ stopped in at the Marlo bar for a
cocktail every Friday night. He’d hired
Vivian and Smitty to do a job on me. He’'d
had her planted in the bar, then came in,

himself, to put the finger on me, so she
wouldn’t make any mistake and get the
wrong guy. He'd even suckered me into
staying for another drink, when I was ready
to leave, tried to plant the idea in my mind
of making a play for Vivian. It all tied in,
nicely.

CHAPTER THREE
Ugly Duckling

ACROSS the street was a barber shop,
with a clock in the window. The time
was 8:10. It hardly seemed possible that
all this had happened in only a couple of
hours. It seemed like I'd been up half the
night, already. And then I remembered
Fran. She’d be expecting me home. 1
should have been there, even, before this.
She’d get upset, worried. I had to call her.
But I wondered what I could tell her. The
truth would drive her crazy with anxiety.

“This proves Wildroot Cream-Oil keeps hair
well groomed even if you have cowlicks!”

“He keeps his Wildroot Cream-Qil there
because it’s his hair’s best friend”

“Since using Wildroot Cream-Qil
I look twice as good!”

fEamie KOLLER

America’s ? _5
Favorite
Hair Tonic!

o

~ AN R




28 . DETECTIVE TALES

I'd have to make up something to tell her.

I decided not to wait any longes for Vi-
vian and Smitty to leave  the hotel. Now
I knew who was behind all this, I didn't
necessarily need them. I walked down to
the corner, entered a cigar store and called
Fran. While I was waiting for her to
answer, I counted the money I had in my
pocket. I'd taken a five-dollar bill from
my pay, this noontime, put that in my
pocket and placed the rest of my cash in
my wallet. Smitty had gotten that. Lunch
and the drinks tonight had left me with a
dollar bill and a few cents change from the
five.

Fran came on and sounded relieved at
hearing from me. I told her that as I was
leaving the bar with Chernow, we’d
bumped into a couple of other men from
the office. They were going to the fights at
the Garden, I told her and one of them had
an extra ticket, so I'd decided to go along.
I said I hadn’t been able to get to a phone
before. I hoped she wouldn’t mind.

“Of course not, darling,” Fran said.
“Just don’t be tog late. And have fun!”

I hung up and sat there for a moment.
‘Yeah. Have fun. I was going to have a lot
of fun.

I left the cigar store and stood out on
the street in front of it. T looked down
Forty-Sixth Street toward Broadway. It
was a long alley of flickering neon lights.
I hadn’t been in New York at night like
this for years. But if I saw it every night,
I think it would have affected me the same

way. New York, even the Times Square

area, is a business world by day. It’s speed,
turmoil, excitement. But it’s in black and
white. After dark the whole thing changes.

The pace doesn’t slow, but now it’s in
full color and the moving neon lights
heighten the effect of continual action.
Reality, ugliness, is gone. You don’t notice
the dirt-littered gutters, the unpainted
buildings, the grimy bricks and windows.
Manhattan by day is a business woman,
crisp, efficient, an executive, stern, no time

for anything but making money; a sales-
man, loud, swaggering, confident. By night
the town’s an exciting, painted woman of

‘the evening; a young girl out on her first

New York date; an actor between per-
formances, out on the street in costume
and greasepaint.

You stand in a midtown sidestreet at
night and all yous values change. The pul-
sing nightlife around you gets into Yyour
own bloodstream. Obligations, duties,
ideals, slip away. Life is a carnival. Per-
spectives change. Nothing counts, sud-
denly, but laughing, singing, drinking,
dancing. You need a pretty girl, to look
at the promise in her eyes, to watch her
tongue moisten her red lips, to watch her
teeth shine in the darkness as she smiles at
the things you are saying; you want to
feel that girl in your arms as the chrome-
like polish and smoothness of a name- band
stirs the rhythm in you both; you want to
get drunk, where all is heggtiful, all gaity,
fast fun.ny talk, and none of it will ever
end and there will be no morning, no hang-
over, no regret.

In spite of what I'd been through this
evening, and the jam I was still in, I felt all
that, for a moment. I could imagine what
it would do to some people, living in all
that, going out into it night after night. Be-
cause you weren’t a part of it—and little
of it was for nothing, you had to buy it—
unless you had money in your pockets,
Lots of money. I could imagine that this
was what had happened to Ronny Cher-
now and perhaps Liz Tremayne, too.

But I forced all that out of my mind. I
had.to get this evening over with. I had
to get to Ronny Chernow, get that signed
statement of confession back and get him
arrested for all he’d done. That was a big
order.

What would happen if I went straight to

"Chernow, now, confronted him with the

whole thing? He’d laugh at me, deny it,
say I was drunk. Or possibly he would
kill me. Or Vivian and Smitty, his hired
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help would either be there, or get there
after I arrived. No. That was out. I had to
learn more, first, at least.

I remembered that the confession I'd
been forced to sign implicated L.iz Trem-
ayne. [ didn't doubt but what she’d been
in on all this with Chernow. But I could
not figure his mentioning her in the con-
fession. Monday, when the whole -thing
came out, she’'d be on the spot, too. She
certainly wouldn't protect Chernow, then.
There was only one answer to that. She'd
been killed, probably, with another note
and with the murder made to look like
suicide, also. That would round it out nice-
ly for Chernow. If that hadn’t happened
yet, it would soon. If it hadn’t happened
yet, I could save Liz’s life. Once she saw
the way her partner was double-crossing
her, she’d turn on him, substantiate my
story. If she was still alive. 2

WENT back into the cigar ‘store, called

Liz Tremayne. There was no answer.
But I had to find out whether she was dead
yet or not. Her address was on \West End
Avenue and I took a subway up there. It
was an old, run down upartment building,
still bearing some trace of its glory days
in the faded and torn canopy over the front
and in the fat, whiskey-flushed doorman
in his soiled uniform. There was no switch-
board, but I learned from the mailboxes that
Miss Elizabeth Tremayne lived in Apart-
ment 3 M.

There had been no police cars in front of
the place, no sign of excitement. I figured
I'd gotten a break, that she was still alive.
[ rang the bell outside of her apartment.
There was the click of high heels across the
floor inside and the door cracked open.
Then it was thrown wide. The girl who
stood there didn't look like the Liz Tre-
mayne of Emcee Publications, Inc. Busi-
ness Office. In fact, for a flashing second
I didn't even recognize her.

The hair that was always pulled into a
tight, unattractive bun at the back, now

flowed softly, silkily about her shoulders.
It had been just washed and treated with
some kind of light rinse and it looked alive
and all full of shiny highlights. It was a
honey color, instead of just brown.

Liz was wearing makeup, tonight. Her
lips were smoothly painted and glistening.
There were artfully blended touches of col-
or at her high cheekbones. Without glasses,
her eyes were beautiful. They were a flame-
blue, in striking contrast to the thick, black,
spiky lashes and the thin, dark, neatly
formed arch of the brows above them.

She was wearing a black lace and silk
negligee, trimmed with what looked to me
like pink angora. It was just held together
by a belt in the front. She had everything
necessary to wear something like that.
What Ronny Chernow had said about her
that day long ago, was true in spades. This
Liz Tremayne knocked you out, all right.
I couldn’t get my breath that first moment
of looking at her.

“Kip!" she said. She didn’t even sound
like the same girl I'd seen around the office
for several years. When she’d changed her
appearance she’d apparently altered her
whole personality. “Kip Morgan, what are
you doing here?”

I'd wanted to see what emotions regis-
tered in her eyes when she first recognized
me. But it didn’t work out. I wasn’t look-
ing at her eyes. When my gaze did finally
rise to her face, she was smiling, puzzled.

“Something’s happened,” I said. “I—
we'd better not talk out here.”

“Of course,” she said. ‘“Come on in.”

She stepped aside and I moved past her,
down a short hallway and into the living
room. The room was large, high-ceilinged.
It was furnished more like a studio than an
apartment. Instead of a sofa there was a
studio couch. There was no matching furni-
ture, no upholstered chairs. " There were
two leather-covered lounge chairs and sev-
eral straight-backed ones. There were scat-
ter rugs on the floor and prints of good
paintings decorated the blue-tinted walls.
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Between two enormous windows was a ceil-
ing-high bookcase, with every other shelf
decorated with knick-knacks, instead of
books. I turned to Liz Tremayne.

“How well do you know Ronny Cher-
now ?”’ I demanded.

She blinked. The color on her cheek-
hones seemed to darken. She held her hands
clasped in front of her. Her voice was dis-
tant, cool, when she said: “What’s this all
about? You have no right to come barging
in here, uninvited, questioning me about my
private life!”

“All right,” I said. I gave it to her right
between the eyes. “Chernow has been em-
bezzling Emcee Publications out of thou-
sands of dollars for a full year. You've been
his accomplice. I have proof, so don’t try
to deny it.”

She fell back away from me as though
I'd slapped her. She went deadly pale and
now the spots of rouge on her cheeks stood
out like red poker chips. Her hands
clenched together until the knuckles stood
out whitely.

“You must be insane!” she said. “Mak-
ing an accusation like that! What in the
world’s the matter with you, Kip? What’s
made you say—or even think a thing like—
embezzling funds? How?” She glanced
toward the door of another room, a reflex
action, but then caught it and turned her
gaze quickly back to me again.

I got a crawling feeling up my spine.
Supposing Ronny Chernow, when he heard
from his gun-goons—Vivian and Smitty—
that I'd escaped, had anticipated me, come
straight here. He could be hiding in that
room, right now, waiting to kill me himself,
not trusting to hirelings this time.

I took a big, gulping breath and without
waiting, or giving myself a chance to get
really scared, I whirled around Liz Tre-
mayne and walked to that room. While I
was fumbling inside the door for the light
switch, Liz leaped at me, tried to yank me
away. But she was too late. My fingers
found the wall switch and the room flooded

with light. Liz stood trying to pull me
away from the doorway.

It was a bedroom, furnished with cheap
maple furniture. There was nobody hiding
there. But on the bed were two expensive
alligator leather suitcases and a woman’s
purse. I started toward them and Liz
grabbed my shoulder, wheeled me around,
got in front of me, blocking me off.

“You have no right!”’ she half-screamed.
“This is my apartment. Get out of here!
Get out! TI'll call the police—have you
thrown out!”

She was strong. She kept pushing me
back toward the doorway to the living
room, away from those bags on the bed.
She was so strong, she kept throwing me
off balance, gradually forcing me out of the
room. It was no time to be geéntlemanly.
I grabbed her by the wrists and flung her
with every bit of strength in me, away from
me. She went spinning and hit the wall
with her back, jarring her, so.that hair fell
down over one eye. She leaned back against
the wall, her head forward and lowered a
little, her beautiful eyes, frightened, angry,
blurred with tears, looking up at me
through the thick black lashes. She was
half sobbing.

“Call the police?” I said. “Go ahead.
I'm going to do it, anyhow, when I get
through here. Now, stay away from me.
If you interfere, I'll have to knock you
out.” Big, tough Kip Morgan, a real rough
cookie—when he was up against an un-
armed girl. But I had to do it.

I went over to the bed and snapped open
one of the suitcases. It was filled with
women’s clothing. On the top, lying face
down, was a framed photograph. I turned
it over and looked down into a portrait of
smirking, handsome Ronny Chernow,
dressed like Mr. John K. Rockabilt. I put
it back down, shut the suitcase. I picked
up the purse, opened it. Along with all the
usual feminine junk, there was an airlines
envelope, containing two one-way flight
tickets to Mexico City. I put them back,
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then tossed the purse back onto the bed.

“You and Ronny were running out on
the whole thing, eh?”’ I said. “To Mexico.”

She was still leaning against the wall.
The tears had finally squeezed out of her
eyes and were running down her cheeks.
She pushed the hair back from her fore-
head and shook her head. Her gaze dropped
away from mine, fell to the floor.

“How did you find out about it, Kip?
We—we thought we had plenty of time.
Until Monday, at least, maybe longer.
Where’s Ronny? Have the police got
him ?”

SHE could have been acting, but I didn’t
think so. There was a whipped tone
to her voice. And the packed bags and the
airline tickets told of her innocence. She
was getting the big double-deal from Cher-
now and didn’t even know it, yet. She was
being made a patsy, too, right along with
me.
“I don’t know where Ronny is!” I told
her. “How’d I find out about this? Be-

cause Chernow paid a guy and a girl to lure °

me to a hotel room. They beat me into sign-
ing a confession that /’d been the one tak-
ing the money, pulling that phoney check
racket for the past year. Then they were
going to throw me out of the window. It
would look as though I'd committed sui-
cide. Youand Ronny Chernow would have
been beautifully cleared. Neither of you
would have had a thing to worry about
Monday morning.”

Her eyes widened. “But—but I don’t
understand. Why didn’t Ronny tell me
about all this? He told me that because I
was implicated there wasn’t any way of
framing it on anyone else. We—we talked
about that. We discussed trying to put it
all onto' you, Kip. But Ronny said we
couldn’t—not and keep me in the clear. He
still had over five thousand left when he
sold out what was left of his stocks. He
said with just a few thousand we could live
well for a few months in Mexico and that

he had some connections down there, that
there was plenty of money to be made down
there for a man with brains and looks and
personality. So we were going to run for
it. By now, I didn’t care. I—I was just
glad that it was over. . . . I—I guess he
must have made a last minute change in
plans and figured some way to put it onto
you and still keep me in the—"

“No,” I cut in on her. “He didn’t. He
planned it this way right from the begin-
ning, Liz. I forgot to tell you. Your name
was mentioned in that confession letter I
was forced to sign. It fully implicated you.
The only one Ronny Chernow kept in the
clear, was himself. The way he was going
to do that was to kill you, too. Another
suicide. That would tie it all up.”

She shook her head violently from side
to side. Her mouth was slack, her eyes
wild, trapped-looking. “No!” she cried.
“You're wrong! It couldn’t be that. Ronny
wouldn’t do that to me!” Her voice broke.
“He loves me. We were going to be mar-
ried in Mexico! You're wrong, wrong, all
wrong!”

“He never loved you,” I told her. “Or
he wouldn’t have gotten you into this in the
first place. A guy like Chernow isn’t cap-
able of love, not real love. He liked you—
he went for you—big, maybe. But not any
more, Liz. He got tired of you. He was
through with you. He wanted to get rid of
you. This gave him an out on that, too.”

She had her face in her hands, now. Her
soft, silky, honey-colored hair hung over
her hands as she bent her head. I couldn’t
hear her sobbing but I could see her shoul-
ders shaking. I could see a vein standing
out in her throat. She was pitiful. I felt a
little sorry for her.

“Liz,” I said softly. “How could you get
mixed up in a thing like this—with a big-
mouthed, phoney louse like Chernow ? How
do these things happen?”

After a moment she got control of her-
self. She looked at me, her eyes raw-red
from crying, her makeup smeared. “How ?”
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she said. Her voice was ragged, bitter.
“All right, I'll tell you how. Maybe you’ll
feel sorry for me. Maybe you’ll figure some
way to give me a break.”

She told me. The beginning was an old
story. Ronny Chernow was her boss. They
worked late together a couple of nights.
He bought her dinner. They had some
drinks. It went on from there. She’d never
known a man like Chernow, before. She
was impressed, awed, overwhelmed by the
way he dressed and the way he spent
money, the places he took her.

“Places girls who work for a living, who
are drab and plain, dream about, see in the
movies, read about in the papers and that’s
all,” she said. “The most expensive night-

clubs. The clubhouse at Belmont. Flashy

gambling places over in New Jersey. And
Ronny—he was so smart about everything.
He taught me how to fix myself up, how to
dress. He made me—pretty! So that I
felt as good as any of the women in those
places. He drove me around in a Cadillac
—a Caddy, Kip!”

“Didn’t you wonder where he got the
money, how he did all that on his salary?”
I asked.

“He told me he was very lucky at gam-
bling and played the market shrewdly,” she
said. “Listen, every night I was in such a
dream world, I didn’t think, didn’t care
how it was happening. Do you question
miracles? Of course, in the daytime, at the
office, ¥d go back to my_old personality.
Ronny said it would be better that way,
wouldn’t cause any talk.”

Then she told me how he trapped her.
They went to Atlantic City for a weekend.
He took a fifty-dollar-a-day hotel suite. He
lost several hundred dollars at the race
track there. When it was all over, he told
her about the four fake artist’s checks that
he’d put through and held out and cashed,
how it was a plan he’d long had in mind.
He told Liz Tremayne that she was going
to have to cover for him.

At first she refused. She was horrified,

sick over it. But he cajoled and threatened.
He said if she didn’t, cooperate with him
and he got caught, he’d involve her, any-
how. He told her that it would just be
this once and there was no possible way of
it being found out for nearly a year. She
gave in, then. She covered for him. Then
she was trapped and it became a regular
thing. '

“I knew we were going to have to face
the music at the end,” she finished. “But
by then I didn’t care, Kip. I didn’t care.
I was so damned in love with the man that
I didn't care about anything. Do you un-
derstand, Kip. ... But now h&’s—done this
—to me!”

SHE started to cry again, but suddenly
jerked convulsively all over. She cut
oft the weeping. She forced a little half
smile around her mouth. The negligee was
half. falling away from one shoulder but she
didn’t do anything about it, even though
she was conscious of the way [ was staring.
I couldn’t help it. Even now, after all this,
she was still breathtakingly beautiful.
“Kip,” she said. She started slowly to-
ward me. “Kip, I—I can’t go to prison.
I—I just can’t! Kip, I never noticed be-
fore, but you’re handsome, too. And you're
clever. You've got personality, too. Ronny
Chernow isn’t the only one. You'd make
out fine in Mexico, too. I'd help you, Kip;
help you a lot! We'd make a striking
couple !”
“Don’t be crazy, Liz,” I said. “I’ve got
a wife, a family. Are you out of your mind?
Stay away from me. It’s no good, Liz.”

But she kept walking, slowly, provoca-
tively, her hands running down over her
own hips, pulling the negiligee tautly over
them, lowering it from the shoulder some
more. Watching her, little electric shocks
started shooting all through me. My breath
seemed to catch and hurt in my chest. Her
eyes had cleared from the crying spell, now.
Her teeth were very white and even against
the red lips as she smiled.
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“Mexico, Kip,” she whispered. “You
must've had dreams, too. I—I've got five
hundred dollars in cash in my purse. That’s
worth a lot more in Mexico. We've already
got the ticket. The plane leaves at seven in
the morning. You're going with me, Kip.
We'll both put all the past behind us—all
of it. We'll start over.”

[ tried to back away from her, but my
legs bumped against the bed. She came
right up close against me. The faintly
musky scent of her filled my nostrils, my
whole head. I began to tremble. She pressed
against me and her long, carmine-nailed
tingers grasped my lapels.

“Just you and me, Kip,” she said, her
voice so low and throaty I couldn’t have
heard it if her lips hadnt been only an inch
or so away from mine.

Her hands slid from my lapels up around
my neck, then to the back of my head. They
pulled my head toward her. Her mouth
burned against mine and the lights in the
room seemed to pinwheel. All thought, all
reason went up in a burst of flame in my
brain.

[ found myself holding onto her by the
upper arms, my fingers digging into their
soft flesh.

And then the whole thing exploded. It
was a muffled explosion, like clapping two
thickly gloved hands together hard. Liz
Tremayne went limp and, still gripping her
upper arms, I was half pulled over with her.
I looked at her face. Her eyes stared up
at me, wide open and completely blank and
horrible. :

Her mouth hung slack and wet. I looked
over her head toward the doorway.

Ronny Chernow was standing there. He
was holding one of the pillows from the
studio couch bent over double across one of
his hands. For a second I wondered what
he was doing with it. Then I saw the smoke
wisping out from under the folded pillow.
I couldn’t see the gun at all but I knew it
was there.

My hands eased from Liz Tremayne’s

arms and she went down to her knees and
then toppled over onto one side. There was
a very tiny black hole in the back of the
negligee, near the left shoulder blade. Red
shiny stutf was beginning to ooze out of it
onto the floor.

“She’s quite the gal, eh, Morgan,” Cher-
now said. ‘““She can really turn it on, can’t
she? She was giving you full voltage. I
taught her that stuff, Morgan. And all you
jerks in the office thought she was such a
pot, not worth a play. How wrong can
you get?”’

“Very,” I said. “Very wrong, Chernow.
As wrong as you've gotten. Now, you've
just committed murder on top of everything
else.”

Ronny Chernow’s thick, masculine brows
raised. His hair was still cury and tousled,
boyishly. He was still the expensively
dressed. handsome, arrogant man-about-
town. If you didn’t look too closely. But
now I could see the glassy gleam in his
eyes, and there was a brutal twist to his
thin, well-shaped lips. There was a nerv-
ous tic at one corner of his mouth. Maybe
he didn’t realize yet but this was all having
an effect on him.

“You've got it wrong,” he said. He gave
a quiet, confident laugh. “/ haven't killed
anybody. I didn’t embezzle all that money.
I didn’t sign that confession that’s in the
mail right now, will be in old Malkom’s
hands, Monday morning. I didn't come
Jere and shoot Liz. . . . You did all those
things, Morgan. Don’t you see the way
it is?”

I saw. There was only one way it could
be, now. He was going to kill me, too.
When Liz and I were found, coupled with
the letter of confession, it would be a fairly
simple thing for the police to figure. They’d
find the plane tickets, figure we'd planned
to skip, together. But at the last minute
we'd had an argument, a fight about some-
thing. I'd killed Liz, then shot myself.
That was the way the whole thing was
going to figure.
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CHAPTER FOUR
Smitty Pays a Visit

I WATCHED Ronny Chernow start to-

ward me. He looked terribly big. Much
bigger than he’d ever seemed to me before.
He kept holding the couch pillow folded
over the gun in his hand.

“Stand still, Morgan,” he said. The smile
was gone from his face. His lips were flat-
tened against his teeth. The tic at the cor-
ner of his mouth was leaping crazily.

Sure, I thought, stand still so that you
can get close enough so that there’ll be
powder burns on my shirt front. But I
couldn’t seem to make myself move. I felt
frozen, carved out of stone. I looked down
on Liz Tremayne, sprawled there, her legs
twisted under her awkwardly. She looked
like a broken rag doll. I wondered if she
was having any of those dreams now.

There it is, I told myself. There’s that
other life you missed by getting married
and settling down. There’s Miss Manhat-
tan At Nighttime. There’s your glittering,
crowded smoky hotspots and the throb-
bing, pulsing music and riding through the
night in an open Caddy convertible, with a
beautiful girl beside you. There’s the easy,
crazy, enticing, live-for-the-moment way.
Lying there dead with a bullet in her back
.. .. And coming toward you, a killer, with
all those turning, tossing, conscience-
stricken nights behind him, with the cruel
desperation etched into his face, with fear
like little maggots in his brain all the time.

He had all that stuff. He didn’t settle for
your life, the drudgery, monotony, the bills,
the skipping the new suits and the beautiful
shirts and ties because there was another
baby. coming, the long bus trip back and
forth, kids squalling or sick or worrisome
in some other way. But look at him. On
the ragged edge of mania. He can’t keep
killing and killing. . . .

“That’s right,” Chernow said in the
quietest voice I'd ever heard him use.
“Stand nice and still. Nice—and—still...."”

I had to stop watching him come toward
me. My eyes swiveled to an electric clock
on the dresser. I watched the second hand
sweep around, knocking off the remaining
seconds of my life. It was quarter to ten.
I wondered what Fran was doing. The kids
would be in bed. Fran would be out in the
kitchen, probably, ironing. Or else she’d
be watching television in the living room,
remembering things about the programs to
tell me about when I got home. Or maybe
she was over at the Haggard’s next door,
gabbing with Helene, or playing Canasta.
When I got_home, she’d have the latest
community gossip, and she’d brag about
how much she’d won from the Haggards

. When I got home?

Ronny Chernow was only a step away
from me, now. Quicksilver seemed to run
all through me. The freeze left me. I
screamed it: “I'm not going to die! I
won't! [ won’t!”

I lunged toward him, slammed into him,
knocked him off balance. There was a click-
ing sound. It wasn’t until long later that
I realized the gun had jammed on him, that
possibly material of the cushion had caught
the hammer or something. Right now I
only wondered why didn’t he shoot—get it
over with. Why didn’t I hear that muffled
clap of sound again and feel the hurt and
burn of the bullet striking me, the flood of
pain or the nothingness or whatever it was
happened when a bullet pumps into your
heart and you die.

At the same time, I got halfway past him
before he wrenched the gun from the cush-
ion, tossed the cushion to the floor. I could
hear someone shouting, screaming, cursing.
For a second I didn’t even realize it was
my own voice. Then, as I started toward
the door, I looked back. Chernow was
right behind me. He had the gun raised. It
was a small, nickel-plated revolver. He
caught me with the barrel right across the
top of the forehead. I went off balance and
staggered, crashed against the wall and
went down. My eyes wouldn’t focus. The
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walls and ceiling of the room were tilting,
tipping, rolling lazily around and around
my head.

As though from a great distance, I heard
someone pounding fiercely on the door and
rattling the knob. I tried to get to my feet,
to hold onto the wall. But it kept wheeling
away from me. Finally it slowed and
stopped. I leaned against that wall, sort of
crawled up it and got to my feet. I shook
my head, looked around. Liz Tremayne
was still on the floor, dead. The nickle-
plated revolver was lying near her feet.
There was now a terrible, thumping, shat-
tering noise coming from the door, outside,
leading to the hallway. I looked for Cher-
now but he wasn’t there.

I walked over and picked up the revolver
from the floor. I didn’t have any clear idea
why. I was still dazed. But I must have
reasoned that I was in danger, needed pro-
tection. A gun was protection. Still hold-
ing it, I staggered out into the living room,

just as the front door of the apartment
crashed open and a man half fell inside.

He was short and bull-shouldered. He
was wearing a T-shirt and a pair of
wrinkled, soiled slacks. His arms were thick
and muscular and black with hair. His
square-jawed, beetle-browed face looked
nervous, hesitant.

“What'’s going on in here?” he said. “I
heard screaming and before that what
sound®d like a shot. I live next door.
Where’s Miss Tremayne?”

I started to jerk my thumb toward the
bedroom, to say, “In there—dead.” But
something stopped me. This thing was get-
ting worse instead of better. Sure, Ronny
Chernow had fouled-up on killing me. I
was still alive. But there was still that con-
fession he had mailed, there was still a
dead woman—the one mentioned in the
confession—in that other room, dead by the
gun which I held in my: hand. Chernow
was gone. He was out of it. There was
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only me. And the neighbor from next door
to testify to the police about breaking in and
finding me with the murder gun in my
hand.

I said: “You back up, feller and get the
hell out of here, quick!" I jerked the gun
toward him. He turned and squeezed back
out past that half broken-in door like a
snake slithering out of a trap.

I knew he'd go back to his own flat, call
the police. I could hear other doors open-
ing along the hall, voices questioning about
the commotion. I jammed the revolver into
my pocket, headed for the open window
that Chernow had gone through. I went
out and down the fire escape the same way
as he had. I dropped from the bottom rung
into an alley, my feet stinging. I ran out
into the sidestreet and kept running until
I reached Broadway and a subway kiosk.

THE people standing on the subway plat-

form, waiting for a train, quieted me.a
little, helped me calm down, to think. They
all looked so normal, so bored and average.
Just regular people, with regular every day
troubles. No murders for them, no beauti-
ful girls, nobody trying to kill them, no
thrills, excitement. Maybe some of them
were worried about debts, or somebody
sick, or how they would break down Mr.
So-and-so’s sales resistance. Stuff like that.
Once I must have looked that way, too.
But not any more.

I caught some of the people staring at
me. [ stepped over to a gum machine,
stared into the mirror. There was a dull
red, swollen welt across my forehead just
below the hairline, where the gun barrel
had struck me. My upper lip still looked
puffed. But it was really the expression in
my eyes that had made people stare at me.
My eyes looked harrassed, desperate, al-
most wild. They were deeply ringed under-
neath and bloodshot.

I turned away and tried to figure what
I had to do, what would be best. There
didn’t seem to be any best. It was all bad.

If I went to the police, told them the whole
story, they'd hold me. They’d get Ronny
Chernow. He'd deny everything. They'd
hold me until Monday morning, at least.
The news would get out. The story would
break in the newspapers. Fran would go
crazy with fear and doubt and worry. Mon-
day morning they’d go over the books and
the phoney vouchers that Chernow had -
made out, to get his checks every week.
Those vouchers he’d have had to keep, to
jibe with the regular monthly check of the
books by old man I.esvich in the account-
ing department. They. . . .

Those vouchers! They were my out!
Handwriting experts could prove they were
forged, that [ hadn't written them. It
struck me like a jolt of white-hot lightning.
Those vouchers would clear me of this
whole thing.

But then [ realized that after failing to
kill me, Ronny Chernow would realize that,
too. Chernow was as smart, if not smarter,
than I. He'd go get.those vouchers—if he
didn’t already have them. Chances were,
he did not. With me dead, he wouldn't
have needed them. I stuck my hand into my
pocket. feeling for the office keys. They
weren’t there. They were gone. I realized
that Smitty and Vivian must have taken
them, after they’d knocked me cold up in
the hotel room.

A subway train roared in and I got on.
It seemed to crawl down to Fiftieth Street.
When it finally got there and I started
running down toward Forty-Sixth and
working over toward Sixth Avenue, it
seemed that I wasn't really running at all.
Again it was like a nightmare—the one
where your feet are glued in mud, or for
some other reason youre running like
crazy, but not making any progress. But
then I was there. I was pounding on the
locked glass front door of our building.
Inside, I could see the night register stand
and the padded chair where Floyd, the
night elevator man and watchman, always
sat. He wasn't there. I kept pounding and
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rattling on the door, going crazy, sweat be-
ginning to roll along my ribs.

This went on for what seemed like ten
minutes but was probably only two or three.
Then I saw bent old Floyd and his bushy
white hair ambling jerkily along the hall-
way toward the door. When he opened it,
I pushed inside. He looked at me, half
®uriously, half resentfully, for all the racket
I'd caused and for disturbing him. His eyes
were still full of sleep.

“Has anyone else been here in the last
hour or so, Floyd?” I asked. “Mr. Cher-
now. You know, the big, red-faced man,
with curly hair, always well-dressed. Was
he here?”

Floyd looked up at the ceiling. He dug
through his thick shock of white hair and
scratched at his head. Then he looked at
nie again. He yawned. “Wouldn’t rightly
know, son,” he said. ‘“Not if he had his
keys, anyhow. I ain't let nobody in since
seven o’clock, but you. But, then, I was
down cellar, just now—uh—fixin’ some
things, so I wouldn’t know.”

What he'd been fixing down cellar was
his ear. He'd been pounding it. I'd seen
the old couch he had down there. But I
didn't say anything. I pushed past him to-
ward the elevator. At night they run the
freight elevator, which is self-operating. I
stopped before boarding it. I said:

“Floyd, this is important. Get it straight.
If Mr. Chernow, the man I just described,
comes here while I'm upstairs, you phone
up there and let me know. Then call the
police.”

Floyd said : “Sure thing. [—the police?”

“That's right,” I said. “You do as I say
and don’t ask any questions. This is im-
portant.”

I got into the cold elevator, worked the
cable until it brought nie up to the business
offices on the fifth floor. I got off. It was
pitch dark up there. I switched the recep-
tion room light on, walked to the inner
office door. It was unlocked. I walked in-
side and switched on the overhead lights

there. 1 stood for a moment, looking
around at the.empty desks and covered-up
typewriters. It looked strange at night like
this, the office unoccupied. There was a
musty smell to the place, with all the win-
dows closed.

I looked at the desk where Liz Tremayne
sat and I got kind of choked up. For a sec-
ond I seemed to see her sitting there, her
hair pulled back in that tight, ugly bun,
those double-lensed glasses on her, as she
bent over her ledgers. The girl with the
dreams—the Jekyll-Hyde girl. Dead now.
at the city morgue. On a slab, with an as-
sistant coroner probing for the greasy hunk
of lead in her back.

Yeah, and with every cop in the city look-
ing for a man answering my description, ta
pin that killing onto we. 1 had to get going,

The file cabinets stood in a row against
the wall, over by the glass-enclosed office
with the lettering on the door that said:
RONALD CHERNOW, Business Manager. 1
went quickly through two or three files, be-
fore I came to the right one. It was labeled:
Editorial V ouchers. It took me another five
minutes or so to wade through batches of
vouchers from the Pulp, Confession and
Comics Group section, before I found the
ones I wanted. Or where they should have
been. They were gone.

Panic-stricken, my hands tore through
the whole file again. Then once more
slowly. All the vouchers for the past yea:
were gone. Gone. The realization that |
was too late slid over me like a weighted
wet blanket. I half fell against the filing
cabinet, my stomach banging the drawet
back in. i

I recognized the voice right away, even
though it was subdued for Ronny Cher-
now. He said: “I didn’t hit you hard
enough, did I? I thought the police would
have you by now.”

I SPUN around. He was over by the re-
ceptionist’s switchboard. A bulky brief-
case with his initials on it rested on the
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floor next to the switchboard. Chernow
had another gun in his hand. This one was
an automatic, bluish-black, snubnose, ugly-
looking.

“I heard the elevator coming up,” he
said. “I switched off all the lights. I
thought it was probably Floyd making a
check of the building. I never thought
you'd be bright enough—or is it dumb
enough—to come here.”

I looked down at his briefcase. “You
have the vouchers in there, don’t you?
With me in the hands of the police, came
Monday morning, and nobody could prove
a thing against you, could they? If would
be my story against yours. With my signa-
ture on a confession, and those airplane
tickets in Liz’s purse, making your story
look much better.”

“Exactly,” he said. ‘“Now you're going
with me, Morgan. We'll go down in the
elevator, and leave by the back way so
Floyd doesn’t see us, through the cellar.
Come on, Morgan. Let’s go.”

The only thing I could figure by that
was that he still had it in mind to kill me
in some way to make it look like a suicide.
Perhaps push me in front of a subway train,
something like that. Perhaps he no longer
even planned to kill me at all, but just
wanted to make sure I didn’t interfere with
him getting out of the building with those
vouchers. Outside, perhaps, he would let
me go, knowing that eventually the police
would pick me up. I didn’t know. But I
couldn’t take any chances on any of that.
I was sick of this whole thing. I was up
to the ears with it. I wanted it to be over
and I wanted out. \

He apparently had no idea I was armed.
When he bent to pick up the briefcase, he
took his eyes off of me for a moment. My
hand dug into the right jacket pocket,
pulled out the revolver. I pointed it right
at him and squeezed the trigger. Nothing
happened. It was still jammed. I swore
and threw the gun at him.

Then there was the shot. It echoed thun-

deringly loud in the empty office. I stiffened
all over. I waited for the flood of pain that
I knew was going to come. Instinctively I
halled my fist and jammed it into my stom-
ach. I sucked my lips between my teeth
and started to bite on them. But the hurt-
ing didn’t come. I'd once heard that when
you get shot badly, you don't feel it the first
instant. You're numbed with shock. I fig-
ured that was the truth.

And then I noticed that I was down on
my knees. What felt like a cherry-hot
poker went through my shoulder. I clamped
a hand up there, just over the right breast
and felt the hole in my suit as I went over
onto my face. But I didn't black out. I lay
very still, waiting for the second shot that
would finish me. It came—Ilouder, more
choking, more deafening than the first. I
didn't feel that one, either. Then I heard a
voice and I knew why I wouldn't ever feel
that second bullet. I hadn't gotten it.

I was sprawled on my side, to one side of
a desk. I could look under the desk and I
saw that Ronny Chernow was on the floor,
too. He was on his belly, and inching him-
self along, clawing his way with both hands,
dragging himself toward a pair of black
patent leather shoes with tiny, shiny black
bows on the toes. I heard the man called
Smitty say:

“You can’t renege on me, Chernow, you
big, overdressed punk!” Smitty piled a
gutter name on top of that. “\When I called
you and told you what happened, you said
that was tough. Me and Vivian wouldn’t
get our fee for botching the job. I started
to tell you we’d better, that we did half the
job anyhow, got that guy to sign the confes-
sion for you and put it in the mail. But you
didn’t give me a chance. You hung up on
me, after telling me where I could go for
my grand. You didn’t think there was any-
thing we could do about it, did you? You
don’t know me very well, Chernow. I don’t
like welchers.”

Chernow, crawling along the office flooi
almost got to Smitty’s patent-leather shiny
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shoes. He reached for them. Smitty stepped
inside the reach and kicked Chernow in the
face.

“You were just driving off in that big
Caddy of yours when I got to your apart-
ment, Chernow,” Smitty said. “I followed
you. I followed you everyplace. Even here.
I got in with the keys I took from that
other guy, that Morgan guy’s pocket. I've
been waiting for a nice quiet place to do
this to you. No witnesses or nothing. I
was just going to do it when you heard the
elevator and put the lights out. So I
waited.”’

Under the desk, I watched Smitty bend
over Chernow and when Chernow reached
for his throat, Smitty slammed him across
the temple with his gun butt. It made a
sickening sound. I gagged and covered my
mouth with my hand, praying Smitty
wouldn’t hear me. I didn’t move. I watched
Smitty take Chernow’s wallet from inside

down clattering to the floor. I dialed the O
and when the operator came on, I said:
“Police!”

She didn’t seem to hear me. She kept
repeating : “Operator! Operator!” I must
have said “Police!” a dozen times before I
realized that no sound was coming through
my lips.

Then I tried to shout at the top of my
lungs. The words came out in a hoarse,
rasping whisper. But she heard me. She
heard me give her the address and the floor
number. But I didn’t hear what she said.
I was suddenly swimming in a sea of inky
blackness. . . .

HEN the lights came on again, I was
in a hospital bed. I started to sit up,
but there was a mule-kick of pain through
my shoulder that stopped me. I fell back
on the pillow. One of the men was tall,
spare-built. He had a bald head, except for

his jacket pocket. He pulled out a thick @ a thin rim of iron-gray hair just around the

sheaf of bills, thumbed through them.

“Nice,” he said. “What a break. Nearly
five thousand, all in hundreds and -fifties.
This is a much better fee than you prom-
ised, Mister Chernow. It looks like Vivian
and me are going to take a nice little trip.
Florida, maybe. We've always wanted to
go to Florida, even in the Spring.”

He kicked Chernow again and when the
other man didn’t move, Smitty walked out
of the office into the reception room, slam-
ming the door behind him. [ heard the old
freight elevator wheezing and clanking as
he went down.

I tried to get up, now. I got hold of a
corner of the desk and tried to pull myself
up. I didn’t make it. I got freezing cold
and sweat poured from me. I shook like a
bird dog. Knife-shoots of pain stabbed
through my shoulder and the feel of the
_sticky, wet blood there, turned my stomach.

I kept trying to pull myself to my feet
and not making it. Finally, I got smart. I
saw a telephone cord looped down from the
desk. I grabbed it, vanked the instrument

ears.

“Take it easy, Morgan,” he said.
“Everything’s all right. We caught Smitty
Smithers and Vivian Engles at the airport.
They were going to Florida. But if Cher-
now dies they’ll be going to a hotter place.
And his chances aren’t good. All we went
from you is a few statements, right now,
Morgan. Can you talk for awhile?”

I grinned up at him. “I could talk for-
ever,” I said. ‘“And probably will. Go
ahead. Shoot.”

There were a lot of questions. They’d
gotten most, of the story from Smitty and
Vivian and the dying Chernow. But I was
able to fill in a lot for them, to explain how
the embezzlement had been handled. When
they were through, I found I was so weak
I could hardly talk. And I felt sleepy again.
They said they’d see me again in the morn-
ing. I smiled weakly, mumbled: “Some-
body—call—my wife.”

They said that somebody already had
and I dozed off. When I awakened again,
Fran was there. She was sitting beside the
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bed, holding my hand. She smiled and said:
“How do you feel, Kip?”

“Oh, boy!” I said. “Like a million. Let’s
jump rope or climb trees or something.” I
felt all scooped out. My shoulder was
throbbing and my head was keeping time
with it and every one of my nerve ends
seemed to be jangling.

A middle-aged nurse came in, smiled at
both of us and said: “I'm sorry. It’s time
for his medicine.” She handed me two pills
and a glass of water. I swallowed them and
washed them down. The water tasted
brackish. But in a few moments the throb-
bing in my shoulder and head eased. The
nerves stopped jangling.

“Kip,” Fran said. “I've heard the whole
story several times already, but I still can’t
—can’t hardly believe it. ¥ ou, Kip!”

“Yeah,” I said. “Me! Were you wor-
ried about me, Fran?”

“No,” she said. “I was over at Hag?
gards. Helene cheated as usual, but I ended
up winning. I won—" :

“Two dollars and. eighty cents,” I fin-
ished. Fran always won or lost that amount,
to within a few pennies. It was really phen-
omenal.

“Two sixty-seven,” she corrected.

I looked at her and grinned. She was
wearing a plain, round little piece of blue
felt that looked like a beany and had cost
cight dollars. I remembered how I'd beefed
about it. She needed a permanent but still
her hair was pretty. It was just plain
brown, with some strands of gray in it, but
it was nice. She had her lipstick on a little
crooked and there was a faint tracery of
lines in her face and she looked very tired,
but still cute. She was wearing her powder
blue suit and for a woman with two chil-
dren, I had to admit she still had one
helluva figure. )

“You know, Kip," she was saying, “in
spite of what happened tonight, I think it
would be a good idea for you to take a night
off once in awhile. I thought about it after
you called the last time and said you were

’

staying in town. [ realized how awfully
tiresome and monotonous it must be for
you never to have a night off away from
me and the kids.”

I started to protest vehemently until I
saw the twinkle in her eyes.

“Kip,” she said, softly. “Those girls you
got mixed up with, tonight. Were they
very pretty—very young and pretty ?"

“Good God, no!” I told her. “They were
hags, both of them.” I knew that was what
she wanted me to tell her. I grinned.

Another nurse came into the room and
went around to the foot of the bed to look
at my chart. She was a young bleached
blonde, and beautiful, a little doll, with her
big blue eyes and a shape that even the
crisp white uniform couldn’t hide. She
smiled over the chart at me and winked. I
closed my eyes and rubbed the sight of her
out of my brain.

“She was very attractive,” Fran said in
a moment and I knew the blonde nurse was
gone.

“Nah!” I whispered. I was getting ter-
ribly sleepy again. I could hardly keep my
eyes open. ‘“She was a mess, a horror!
Besides, after tonight, I hate pretty wom-
en.”

“Is that so, Kip Morgan?” Fran said.
“Where does that leave me? What am I,
just a dowdy little housewife?"

[ looked up at her. It.was funny, the
sleepier I got and the more I looked at
Fran, the prettier she became. I mean
really pretty. You know, from inside of
her, like. I reached out and took her hand.
I said: “They must've given me sump’n.
Can’t—stay—awake. . . . You goin'—stay
here—with me. . . . Right here?”

“Yes, darling,” she said. “All right.
Helene Haggard is staying over at the
house.”

Her voice droned on and I wanted to tell
her thanks for coming and for staying here
with me and for being so pretty and being
my wife and all, but I guess I went to sleep
instead. ¢ 00
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The body was awkwardly
twisted, not easy to bal-
ance on the truck.

—and lonely. . . . Care to join me—my murderer? -

ANY a man has toyed with the idea

M of committing a murder at one
time or another.

In most of us, fortunately, there is that

something which stands as a censor between

the thought and the action; call it what you

will : decency, lack of sufficient greed, re-
ligion, perhaps just fear of retribution.

Whatever the something is, it had been
left out of Jason Rand. He was no longer
toying with the idea; he was planning, he
had planned a murder.

Rand sat at his desk in the cannery of-
fice and listened to the departing footsteps
as the last of the workers left the enormous
wooden building. His hands shook slightly

41
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as he lit a cigarette from the butt of the
one that was singeing his lips. He told him-
self that there was nothing to be nervous
about, that the plan was perfect, that
nothing could go wrong.

He had reached the place where the one
overpowering need of his existence was to
be rid of his partner, FHlank Sandness ; to get
the management of their South Shore Fish
Company into his own hands; to get the
fifty thousand dollars partnership in-
surance on Hank's life; and, finally. to be
free of Hank’s well-meaning, bumbling stu-
pidity that had held the profits of their
cannery business to an almost non-existent
margin for the past five years. The can-
nery would be all his.

The thought exploded in his mind, bring-
ing suddenly unbearable tension, and Rand
got quickly to his feet and left the office,
walked out through the cold, deserted
building. The cleaning tables and the ce-
ment floors had been hosed off to immacu-
late cleanliness, the refuse cans had been
wheeled out to the fertilizer shed but the
ineradicable odors of salmon and albacore
still filled the chilly air. The place was un-
naturally quiet with the cutting and cap-
ping machines not running and no cans rat-
tling down the chute.

He threw over the heavy latch, pulled
open the thick, insulated door of the freez-
ing room and glanced around at the par-
tially loaded coils. With its thick coating of
frost, the room sparkled, glared unbeliev-
ably white and mercilessly cold. Rand saw
his breath condense in the still, icy air and
felt the pressure of the intense cold on the
skin of his face, felt it strike through the
heavy clothing he wore. He shivered and
closed the door quickly.

There was the sound of footsteps com-
ing from the direction of the engin¢ room.

HIS momentary stab of alarm changed to

annoyance as he recognized the lean,
gangling figure and self-assured grin of
Bill Sandness, Hank’s nephew. “What are

you hanging around for?” Jason Rand
asked the boy sharply.

“Oh, hello, Mr. Rand. I just stayed
over to take a look at that condenser that's
been acting up.”

“So, you've been promoted to engineer?
Has Walters heen fired?” The sarcasm in
Rand’s grating voice was as thick and cold
as the frost on the freezing coils.

Bill's face reddened but he continued to
smile. “Sorry if I'm out of line, Mr. Rand.
I just—"

“You just keep your hands off the ma-
chinery.” He knew that his anger was un-
reasonable, but thec tension of the past
weeks and the hours ahead drove him on.
“We have a refrigerator engineer on the
payroll—he can do all the damage neces-
sary without your help.”

“Well, okay, but Uncle Hank said—"

“To hell with Uncle Hank. You stay
out of the engine room. That’s final.”

“Why sure, Mr. Rand. Anything you
say, Mr. Rand.” There were two bright
spots of color high on the boy’s cheeks.
“You can go to hell. Mr. Rand.”

He spun on his heel and strode toward
the outer door leading to the dock. Punch-
ing the heavy door open with a braced,
brawny shoulder, he stopped to button the
collar of his mackinaw against the swirling,
wind-driven snow that was falling. He was
grinning again as he called over his shoul-
der to the older man, *“If the pressure gets
down, just open the outer doors. The fish
will stay frozen all right in this weather.”

When he was gone, Rand checked the
fastening of the door behind him. then
turned back toward the engine room. The
condenser was all right.

He found the things he wanted without
any trouble. From the engineer's bench
he took a pair of grease-stained leather
gloves and shoved them in the pocket of his
mackinaw. He took a small-sized squirt oil
can from the tool rack above the bench.

In the washroom next to his office he
emptied the oil from the can down the
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drain, rinsed it with nearly scalding water,
refilled it with cold. Back in his office,
he put the water-filled squirt can in a
drawer of his desk and lit another ciga-
rette, glancing over the flame of his lighter
at the clock on the wall. Five-thirty. Good
lord, it seemed impossible that only an
hour had gone by since the quitting whistle
blew, that it would be several hours yet be-
fore he would see the culmination of his
methodically laid plans.

He heard the faint ding of the night
watchman’s clock and he got the bottle
of bourbon from his cabinet and put it
ready. He smiled as he remembered all the
times he had scolded Hank for keepirg
Pedersen, the drunken old ex-seaman, on
the payroll.

HE outdeor air seemed almost as cold

as that in the freezing room and the
walks were patched with treacherous,
snow-covered ice. The northeast wind that
for weeks had been pouring its icy breath
down the Columbia gorge had driven the
*powdery snow into huge drifts and hum-
mocks on the cannery docks and against the
waterfront buildings. Traffic on the Astoria
streets was dead. The highways to the
south and east were blocked by the coldest
winter since the weather station on North
Head, across the river, had been built. The
fishing fleet lay immobilized under glisten-
ing ice-coated decks and trolling masts.

Rand bent his head between hunched

shoulders and pulled his elbows tight to his
sides as he walked toward his hotel. But
the vicious bite of the wind, the bitter cold
of that February night was a benison to
him. This was a part of the plan. In weath-
er like this there’d be nothing strange in
finding a body frozen stiff, cold as a dead
mackerel, down on the docks in the morsi-
ing. Nothing strange at all.

The plan was now in motion. By ten
o’clock old Pedersen would be blind drurk
and, in the meantime, there was nothing to
do but wait.

Rand had not foreseen the difficulty of
just waiting. The food in the hotel dining
room tasted more like sawdust than usual.
He took only a few bites of the tough and
tasteless meat, pushed away the soggy
huckleberry pie and drank a third cup of
black coffee.

He went up and sat in his room and
tried to read the evening papers. The rec-
ord-smashing ccld spell occupied the front
page of The Budget: the damage done to
local industry, surveys of possible Hooding
with the spring thaw, pictures of the coun-
tryside buried in snow. The forecast from
the weather bureau for western Oregon and
Washington promised more of the sanie
and no relief in sight.

“Unless,” wrote the editor of The Budg-
et on a plaintive note, “there should come
sighing out of the West the soft and pleas-
ant breath of our beloved and long-delayed
Chinook.”
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Rand dropped the paper to the floor and
lit another cigarette from the butt of the
last.

And there was nothing to do but wait.

IT WAS past ten when he picked up the

phone beside his bed and told the desk
he was turning in, leaving his usual call for
seven. He hung the Do Not Disturb card
on the knob of the door and went out and
down the fire escape, feeling his way cau-
tiously over the icy metal in the pitch
dark. It wouldn't be evidence, if it should
come to that, but every precaution taken
was that much gained.

From a phone booth he called Snug Haz-
bor, the beer joint where he knew he would
find Hank Sandness. It was more of a
home to Hank than the cheerless house he
had lived alone in since the death of his
wife.

Hank was a little drunk, the result of
his custom of adding a slug of rye whiskey
to every second glass of beer he was served,
and waspeeved at being pulled away from
his eternal cribbage game.

“Yah, yah,” he said “Oh, it’s you, Ya-
son. Vot iss it, t'en?”

Rand felt his usual surge of anger at his
partner’s accent, the foreign lilt of his
speech. After thirty years in this country,
a man should be able to speak English. He
said, “Listen, Hank. Pedersen's drunk
again.”

“Oh, no, Yason. I don't t'ink so. Not on
t'e yob. He promised me not to drink on
t'e vob.”

“I don't give a damn about his promises
I tell you he’s drunk! You'll have to go
down there and see ahout it. Or would you
rather I'd go?”

“Oh, no, I4l go down.” Rand had
counted on this. He knew the soft-hearted
Hank wouldn’t risk his hurting the old
man’s feelings. Hank asked, “How you
know t’is, Yason?”

“I was down a while ago to get some
books out of the safe. Pedersen wasn’t

around and I looked for him. I found him
all right. The old souse is stretched out in
the nice warm engine room, snoring like a
band saw.”

“Did you talk to him? Maybe he’s sick.”

“He'll be sick when he wakes up =2ll
right. He’s got a hreath you could run the
condensers on. Well, Hank, are you going
down and straighten the old bum out or
shall 17"

“Keep your shirt on, Yason.
right away.”

“And you're going to fire that drunk?”

“I suppose so, Yason. [ suppose so.”

“Good! T'll see you in the morning then,
Hank."

“Yah. Good night, Yason."”

I'n o

HANK SANDNESS'S slight but leath-

ery figure turned quickly as Rand
came into the engine room. “Vell, Yason,
I tought you vas gone to bed."

“Thought you might need a hand with
the old man.” Rand stamped snow from
his boots. “Man, those walkways are slip-
pery.”

“Yah. Tonight comes chinook. I smell
it.”

“Oh, sure. All you old sea-dogs can
smell the weather. Wrong.” Rand ges-
tured at the night watchman, snoring on a
pallet of overturned fishtrays. “No good,
huh?”

“He’s pretty drunk, Yason. I guess [
call Bill to come stay tonight, hey?”

Rand took a deep breath. “I wanted to
talk to you about that boy, Hank. Hc's
messed things up again.”

Hank looked at him in surprise. “Bill?
Bill's a good boy. Yust learning t'e busi-
ness, yah, but he vorks hard, Bill does.”

“Oh, sure. He works hard, all right, but
he does everything wrong. Come take a
look at the way he's loaded the freezing
room.” Rand started out the door and
Hank followed him muttering.

~ Swinging open the heavy frost-lined door,
Rand waved a gloved hand at the coils, +he
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gray-skinned, white-rimmed albacore lining
the wooden trays. He said, **The kid’s been
told a dozen times that when the coils
aren’t fully loaded, the travs go on the low-
er levels.”

Hank stepped past him into the glare ot
the white room.

Rand held the heavy door with one
gloved hand while he apjlied the noszle of
the water-filled oil can to the aperture
around the iron rod of the latch He
pressed twice with his thumh, went through
the door with a lunging motion and
slammed it shut.

Automatically he braced his shoulder to
hold it tight hut he knew that wasn’t nec-
essary. He knew the water he had squirt-
ed around the metal rod would freeze nl-
most before the door was closed. He knew
that the latch was already as immovable s
though made of solid metal. That Hank
was as firmly locked in the freezing room
as though a stone wall barred his escape.
And Rand smiled.

Nothing less than the blows of a heavy
hammer would break that ice lock. And
there was no hammer in the freezing room.
He heard faintly the sound of Hank's fist
beating the thick door. Not for long, he
thought. At forty below, he won’t last
long. 4

And now, Again, the waiting.

The plan was working heautifully ; neat,
simple, craftsmanlike—it couldn’t fail. In
a few hours Hank would be dead, frozen
as cold and stiff as one of the big fish in the
trays. No marks of violence on his body,
just frozen to death. Just as though he
might have stumbled drunkenly into one
of the heavy snowdrifts outside and failed
to get up again—in time.

And that, of course, was where his bodv
would he found—in the huge drift beyond
the side door. It might be some time, it
might he a week or so hefore the body
was found at all if more snow should fall
from the gray and ominous clouds that had
shrouded the city for days.

“Poor old Hank. He got drunk once
too often. I warned him. Everybody
warned him but he wouldn’t quit. All the
time, every night of the week staggering
home drunk as a lord. Well, this time he
didn’t make it.” Rand could hear thein
now, the righteous, sorrowing vaoices.

Five hours, he figured. Five hours, more
or less.

He sat in the shadowed room. The
bulb over the safe in his office, the greon
light over the door of the freezing room, the
faint seepage ot iHumination around the
edges of the engine room entrance; these
were the only lights in’the building. And,
in the near-darkness, the minutes crept by

~more slowly than he would have believed

possible. .

He finished the remains of his pack of
cigarettes in the first hour. After that he
gnawed at his nails and tried to keep from
looking at his watch.

T WAS almost two o’clock and no one
could possibly have any legitimate busi-
ness in the cannery. But the front door,
the one that led out to the street directly,
was grating open. A man’s steps“echocd
sharply through the building.

In a flash, Rand was out of his chair and
crouched in the shadow of his desk. The
steps went by the door of his office and on
down the corridor. Cautiously, he stood
up and looked through the glass of the door.

The dim and shadowy figure stopped be-
side the door to the freezing room and ap-
peared to he looking about. Furtively. A
match flared and the intruder lit a cigarett..

In the flare, Rand saw that the man was
Walters, the refrigeration engineer. The
match went out and he watched the coal ot
the cigarette move on toward the door of
the engine room. The door opened anil
Walters, dressed, Rand saw now, in his
best clothes, went on in.

In a few minutes there were the sound
of steps coming back—and this time they
came straight toward Rand’s office! If he
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were found here—at this time of night--
and his partner’s frozen body discovered
just in front of the place. . . .

Rand squeezed himself in under the desk.

The engineer came on into the office hut,
luckily for his cowering employer, he didn't
turn on any lights. He picked up the phone
and dialed a number.

“Bill?”  His voice was a little thick.
“Nuts, boy. That condenser’s all right.
Anyway, it'll hold up for a while yet.
Thanks for calling me and don’t think I
don’t appreciate it because I don't—but out-
side of a little leakage it's okay. Yeah, I
know what a slob Rand is and I haven't got
time to listen to it again. Hey, old Pete—
you know, the watchman >—he’s passed out
colder than a frozen flounder back in the
engine room. Suppose [ ought to call some-
body about it? Rand maybe—or Hank?
All right, the hell with it then. See you to-
morrow, huh?”

The phone clicked down, the heavy heels
pounded away toward the front door and
Rand felt the cold sweat trickle and drip
from his chin, felt his heart chokingiv in
his throat and swallowed hard against its
pressure. .

He wished, he wished desperately that he
had a cigarette.

It was only ten past three but the wait-
ing had become unbearable. After all,
Hank was a small man, not more than, say,
three times the weight of a good tuna. He
should be—it should be—done by this
time.

Anyway, Rand couldn’t wait any longer.

He cast a cursory glance at the old night
watchman’s recumbent form as he entered
the engine room. Pedersen, he saw, had
rolled to his side and was lying half off the
improvised bed of fishtrays, but his snores
resounded as loudly as ever. Rand waiked
across to the engineer’s tool bench and se-
lected a heavy, brass-headed maul from
one of the racks.

He had reached the door again when the
words came, mumbled indistinctly over

toothless gums but clear enough to freez€
Rand in his tracks.

“Yaysus! Ay t'ink ay need anot’er
drink!”

He was back through the door in a flash,
the heavy maul balanced in his vibrating
hand. Pedersen had rolled again to his
back and his pale, washed-out ev~s were
wide open, blank in the dim light. staring
straight at the ceiling. And while Rand
trembled, weighing the hammer in his hand,
the eyes blinked, closed, and the snores
began again.

He waited. He waited a long time, im-
mobile, undecided. But the old e-es re-
mained closed and the wasted, tall iorm
didn’t so much as twitch. Finally Rand
turned and went out.

Even through the padding of the folded
leather glove which he held against the
handle of the latch, his blows with the big
maul seemed to ring and reverberate in the
empty building. Rand’: heart was pound-
ing so that his head sc-med thick an' the
sound came muffled to his ears. Almost
sobbing, he struck again and, this time, felt
the latch give.

It took all his trembling, wast 1 strength
to pull open the heavy door. The white
glare struck him like a blow and the dcath-
ly chill oozed from the opening like a slug-
gish tide. Rand began to shiver, uncontrol-
lably, staring with wide, blind eyes at the
stiff, contorted, frost-rimmed features of his
dead partner.

There was the blank sheen of ice over
the open blue eyes and they looked exactly
like the round, accusing eyes of the frozen
fish in the trays. “Like a frozen flounder,”
Rand giggled and the cackling sound hor-
rified him.

With a gigantic effort he nerved himself
for the final step of his carefully planned
murder.

EFORE moving the body, Rand re-
placed the hamimer in the engine room
and took a last look at the still slumbering



COLD IS MY GRAVE 47

Pedersen. From its place at the edge of the
cutting floor, he selected one of the newer,
more quiet hand trucks and wheeled it to
the door of the freezing room. The body
was awkwardly twisted, not easy to balance
on the truck.

He was perspiring slightly by the time
he reached the side door of the cannery next
to the docks; the side where the whipping
winds had piled the snowdrifts deepest.
Rand left the truck balancing its grisly
burden while he braced one shoulder
against the heavy door and pushed slowly,
trying to avoid the inevitable screech of
the hinges.

It was pitch black outside and the wind
had died.

No. Not died. He felt it now. Only it
was coming from the wrong direction, blow-
ing gently and with a soft warmth from due
west. And bringing with it, the warm and
misty rain, which fell steadily, soakingly—
melting the snow !

It was the chinook, Rand realized, the
warm, almost soundless rainfall that blows
in from the Pacific without warning and
can change harsh winter to soft spring on
the coast in an unbelievably short time—
and it must have been going on for many
hours!

Rand looked despairingly from the dark
wet shine of the dock planking—the sod-
den patches that had been great snowdrffts
but a few hours before—to the hand truck
with its frosted burden. That finished that.
There was no chance now of convincing
anyone that Hank Sandness had frozen to
death outside, lying in a drunken stupor
under the snow. Hell, a month-old haby
wouldn’t be injured by exposure on a
night like this.

Well, all right. There was still the river.

But what about the insurance? What
about that fifty thousand dollars?

The hell with the insurance. The thing
now was to get rid of the body, get it out
of sight, out of mind—be done with it once
and for all.

Anyway, the body would be found most
likely. They usually were—a few days, a
week. Be pretty hard to identify, of course.
Oh, the hell with it.

-Rand cursed as he bent over the hand
truck, sick with loathing, bitter with dis-
appointment. He cursed again, aloud this
time, when the corpse’s frost-covered cloth-
ing clung to the metal of the truck. He
tugged and lifted.

Hank weighed little but the burden was
awkward ‘to carry and it was horrible to
feel its icy coldness pressing against his
breast. Rand staggered slightly as he
walked onto the dock, placing his feet care-
fully on the slippery boards. At the waist-
high, two-by-four rail, he paused a moment
to get his breath. He looked down at the
body in his arms and saw its frosty coating
thickening in the warmer air. Rand shud-
dered.

“So long, partner!” he said. And gave
a lunging heave to clear the rail.

But the frozen corpse clung, pulling him
with it, the frost holding to the fabric of
his mackinaw as it had held to the truck.
Rand sobbed aloud, fought desperately for
balance, thrust with one hand against the
two-by-four. His rubber-shod foot slipped
on the wet, worn planks of the dock and
his - whole weight went forward into the
railing.’

There was a rending crack as the railing
gave and broke under the combined weight
of the two bodies. Rand screamed as he
felt himself going and, in the engine room,
old Pedersen muttered and turned in his
sleep.

No other ears heard the night-piercing
scream.

The dark and oily shine of the treach-
erous, deep, unquiet Columbia billowed
gently with the surge of the flooding ocean
tide. Tiny dimples pocked it from the warm
and steadily falling rain. Far out, near the
middle, bulked a huge log floating. Noth-
ing else marred the deceptive quiet of the
water’s surface. L 2K R



His hands were at my
throat as we crashed into
the railing. . . .
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By FLETCHER FLORA

S0 LOVELY—
AND SO DEAD!

’ I \HERE was no light showing
through the crack under the door,
and no one answered my knocking.

Under the pressure of my hand, the door

whispered inward into darkness. Through

the slats of a Venetian blind, the light of

a street lamp outside fell through to make

the pattern of a trellis on the floor. Push-

ing the door shut behind me, I groped in
darkness for an elusive light switch that
didn’t seem to be where I remembered it.

Through the pattern of the trellis, a
shadow moved toward me with a rush.
The arm that I threw up in protection was
knocked aside by a blow that caught me
on the side of the head and sent me

A hand reaching out of the dark past had killed Margaret Hadley,
and the only way | would ever find her killer—was to be the next
to die!
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crashing into the wall. On buckling knees,
I tried to slip sideways and away, but a
hand, brushing my face, grasped me de-
liberately, almost gently, by the coat and
pulled me back into heavy knuckles that
smashed my mouth and sent me spinning
into a sick world of nauseous, flaring colors.

I threw a fist wildly and felt it slip harm-
lessly above a twisting shoulder. Then the
pitiless knuckles smashed again and again
into my face with slow and murderous
deliberation, while the hand on my coat
held me up to meet them. The only way
of escape was through the sick world of
flaring colors into utter darkness. I took
the way and went.

Later, I came up out of the darkness
in a slow, shuddering spiral. Lying quietly
on the floor by the wall, T listened intently
and heard no sound. With a tremendous
effort, I opened my eyes. Light still
lay in a trellis pattern on the floor. Terror
sharpened my hearing, as memory of that
destroying pain returned, and I heard
faintly from the bedroom the ticking of
a clock. Nothing more.

After a long time, I turned over care-
fully onto my stomach and lay still again.
My face was a mass of raw and burning
agony. My head expanded and contracted
in a kind of cadenced torture. Fighting
nausea, I drew my knees up under me
and found the wall with my hands. With
infinite caution, I stood and waited for the
retching sickness in my stomach to subside.
Then, sliding a hand along the wall, I found
the light switch and snapped it.

Turning, I looked around the room.
Everything seemed to be in order—just as
I remembered it. The worn rug, the shabby
furniture, the cleanliness that couldn’t do
much against its handicaps. Moving along
the wall for support, I reached the bed-
room door. Feeling around the edge of the
doorway on the wall inside, I found an-
other switch and produced light. Standing
in the doorway, bracing myself with a
hand on each side of the frame, I looked

with breath cut short in my throat and
sickness returning in a flood to churn my
insides.

Everything here, too, was in its proper
place. But nothing was in order. Nothing
in this room or in all the world was in
order, or would ever be in order again.
Because of Maggie. Because of Maggie,
who had lived here and had now died
here. Violently. She lay on the floor be-
tween the old brass bed and the tired
dresser against the wall at its foot. Except
for her shoes, she was fully dressed and
looked at fir<t as if she had merely gone
to sleep in the wrong place. That was
the way she looked before vou saw the
ugly blue marks on her throat, the start-
ing, terrified eyes, and the thick tongue
pressing against the teeth in her open
mouth. She had been bheautiful, and she
was ugly. She had been alive, and she
was dead. Forgetting my need of sup-
port, I went across the bedroom fast, reel-
ing a little, to the bathroom.

Inside, I stood over the sink, clutching
porcelain, until sickness was gone again.
In the small mirror of a medicine cabinet,
I looked at the black and red reflected face
and finally decided that it was mine. Run-
ning water into the basin, 1 did what [
could to clean it up. The lower lip would
need stitches. .

After a while, I sat on the edge of the
tub and tried to think, but I couldn’t make
anything out of my thoughts. They traveled
in circles through throbbing confusion and
came out nowhere at all. T had only one
idea that made any sense, and that was
that I must call the police.

I got up and went back through the
bedroom, not looking at Maggie, and back
out into the living room. There was no
phone in the apartment, but I remembered
one in the hall. T went out and called the
police and came back again.

Sitting in the living room, on the faded
sofa with a broken spring, I waited for -
the police to come and tried to remember
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all the times Maggie and I had sat together
on the sofa. I found myself going back
over all the times, from the latest to the
earliest. It gave me something to do, and
I had just remembered twenty-three spec-
ific times when the hall door opened and
a thin, undersized man in a double-breasted
gray suit came into the room. He was
followed by two other men who looked
like detectives and were.

THE thin man pushed his hat onto the
back of his head. exposing a few wisps

of gray hair, and looked at me. After the
first startled expression at the sight of the
smear for a face, his eyes made no con-
cession to emotion at all.

“You the guy who called the police?”

“Yes."

“What'd vou say vour name is?”

“Grieg. Norman Grieg.”

“On the phone, you mentioned murder.
Where's the hody >”

“In the bedroom.”

“Okay. You wait here. You can smoke.
If you need a drink and there's anything
around, help yourself. I'll be back.”

He turned and went into the bedroom,
the detectives following. Sitting on the sofa,
I could hear them moving around and
talking, but I couldn’t understand any-
thing they said. Pretty soon more men
came in from the hall and over to the hed-
room. [ heard the explosion of flash
bulbs and smelled powder.

Trying again to think, I made a little
better job of it than before. I tried to
recall every impression I had got of the
man who had attacked me in the dark,
because I knew the thin, gray man would
have questions to ask, and it would be bet-
ter for me if I had some answers to give.
Not that there was much to recall. You
just don’t get much of a picture of a man
who beats you into sudden insensibility
in the dark. About all I could remember
were the hard, cruel hands that clutched
and smashed with pitiless power.

A fat man wearing a black Homburg
and carrying a black bag came out of
the bedroom and hurried across to the
hall door. Behind him, the thin man in
the double-breasted suit stopped in the
doorway to the bedroom and said, “Just
when you think you've seen everything,
something new comes up. Thanks, Doc.”

“The fat man paused with his hand on
the knob, looking back and shaking his
head.

“Must have been a giant,” he said.
“Never seen anything like it hefore.”

He opened the door and went out, and
the thin man began prowling the living
room. Nothing seemed to interest him
much, and he ended up in a few minutes
in front of the sofa. His eyes, looking
down at me, still  very carefully
guarded.

“I didn’t tell vou my name,” he said.
“It's Muller. Detective Lieutenant.”

I didn’t say anvthing, and his eves moved
slowly over my ruined face.

“You mean to tell me that little gal
in there did all that before you finally
managed to choke her to death?”

Words came blurred from hetween my
puffed lips. He leaned a little forward and
listened carefully. .

“You’re joking,” I said.

“I could tell a better joke than that,
Buster. This isn’t funny. Not to me. Not
to you. Especially not to you.”

“I didn’t kill her. She was dead when
I came.”

“Yes? How come you came?”

“I had a date with her.”

“We got her name as Margaret Hadley.
That right?”

“Yes.”

“How well did you know her?”

“We were planning to be married.”

“Oh. How long you known her?”

“About a year.”

were

“You come here often?”

“Whenever I could. Maybe twice a
week.”
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“That 1sn’t very often for a guy to see
the girl he’s planning to marry.”

“I'm a graduate student and part-time
instructor at the University here. 1 don't
have many free nights.”

“l see. Was Miss Hadlev a student,
too?”

“No. She was assistant to the University
librarian.”

“You notice anything strange about her
lately? Anything that might indicate she
was in trouble >’

I answered carefully, trying to say what
I felt without giving it exaggerated em-
phasis.

“I think so. For ahout a week she’s been
rather remote. Worried, I thmk. 1 had
an idea maybe she was working too hard.”

“Do librarians work so hard?"

“This was unusual. The Stoneman lib-
rary, you know. Maybe you remember
that old man Stoneman left it to the Uni-
versity when he died some time back. Re-
cently, Margaret and Dr. Cross, the libra-
rian, have been working on it. They went
out to the Stoneman place together to see
to the ‘packing of the hooks about a week
ago. Since then, they’'ve been cataloging
the stuff, trying to get it properly classified
for the stacks.”

“I see. Now we’re to the hig question.
Where'd you get that face?”

I TOLD him what had happened as ex-

actly as I could. He leaned forward
a little farther, listening intently, his eyes
frozen in an expression of sharp attention.
When I'd finished, he straightened with
a sigh.

*“Look, Buster. You say you threw one
punch over this guy’s shoulder. How'd you
throw it?”

“Il don’t know what you mean.”

“How'd you throw the punch? Up?
Down? Straight outr”

“Oh. Just about straight out, I think.”

He shook his head. '

“I don’t think so. Not unless he was

crouching.. You heard the Doc when he
went out. The fat guy. He mentioned a
giant. There’s a bruised place on the girl’s
throat that was made by a thumb. There’re
four places made by fingers. The places
made by fingers come all the way around
the throat to the place made hy the thumb.
Get the idea? She was choked to death with
one hand. A big hand. The hand of a hig
guy.”

| saw again the shadow coming at me
through the pattern of light. | sensed
again the man who had held me easily with
one hand while he heat me brutally with
the other. The hands had been big, all
right. But not the man. The man hadn’t
been any taller than 1. Six feet. that is. |
shook my head and said so.

Muller didn’t answer. 1 saw that he
was looking down at my own hands, and
I held them out.

“They’re not big,” T said.

He sighed again and shrugged.

“No. Not hig enough. It’s hard to tell
about things in the dark. You must be
mistaken. We're looking for a big man.
Maybe not a giant, like Doc said, but a
real big guy.”

He turned away and prowded. Apparent-
lv not looking for anything in particular.
Just prowling. After a while, he came
back.

“Think, Buster. Think hard. Can you
think of anyone at all who might have
had a reason for killing your girl?”

“No one. Not one at all.”

“No idea who the guy was who attacked
you in this room tonight?”

“No.”

“I can see you're not going to he any
help. 1 never saw a guy who knew less
about a girl he was going to marry. How
about family? She got any?”

“There’s a mother. Lives upstate in a
little town called Shelby.”

“That’s something. We’'ll get in touch,
For all the good you are, you may as
well go home. Leave your address.”
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A detective wrote my address in a little
book, and Muller went back into the bed-
room without another word. No one tried
to stop me when I walked out of the house
and away.

CHAPTER TWO
Murderer’s Trail

I GOT patched at the infirmary on the

campus and went back to the room I
rented on \Wadlow Street. It was eleven
o'clock then. Lying there within the four
pressing walls, I thought bitterly of the
strange ends little beginnings come to. You
meet a girl in a place where you've gone
for a couple of beers and company, and
what began as beer and company winds
up as plans for matrimony just as soon
as a guy can get that last big degree and
scrape together a few bucks. And all the
time, though you don’t know it, beer and
company and all plans whatever are noth-
ing but diversions on a short road to
death. Death by strangulation in a shabby
room. '

Until tonight, I hadn’t realized how
little I knew about Maggie. Trying to

find something back of the present that

would point to the killer with big hands,
I couldn’t remember a thing of any signi-
ficance.. A giant, the medical examiner
had said. But he wasn't. I could swear that
the man in Maggie's dark living room had
been no taller than I.

I lay there a long time, almost an hour,
thinking of the killer with the hands of
a giant who wasn't a giant. I shivered,
remembering those hands. The one that
had reached out in darkness to grasp my
coat, fumbling in passing at my face and
throat, had felt huge.

The Stoneman library. I wondered if
there might be anything there to explain
Maggie's brutal death. It seemed so in-
nocent, the inheritance of some books.
Something that happened frequently and

uneventfully in the life of a University
library. But is was the only connection of
any kind that I could make. Maggie and
Dr. Cross, the old librarian, had worked
on the books together. If there were any-
thing, anything strange in the inheritance
at all, he might know about it. After a
wihle, I got up and went downstairs to
the telephone in the hall.

While the phone rang in lo.ng, persistent
bursts at the other end of the line, I remem-
bered Maggie’s mentioning that the lib-
rarian was alone in the house of a Mrs.
Crowder, where he lived a rather solitary
life in a single room. The landlady, it
seemed, was currently making an extended
visit with an ailing sister. I let the phone
ring until the operator told me that my
party didn’t answer, and then I thanked
her and hung up.

Upstairs, I stood in my room and looked
at my bed, but the long and sleepless hours
of a morning there did not bear thinking
of. I put on my coat and went back down-
stairs and out of the house. Walking south,
I crossed the boundary of the campus and
after a while moved into the great shadow
of the library. The library where Maggie
had worked, young and vibrant in the dim
light of towering stacks, touching with fin-
gers that had touched my face and hair
the dry and brittle bindings of old books.
Now she was gone, as if she had never
been, and there was nothing saved for me.
Not even in printer’s ink. No little particle
between buckram or leather.

THE library was built on the brow of

a hill, so that the rear wall of the
building plunged to its foundation several
stories below the main entrance at the
front. I went around the building and
down the slope of the. hill. The massive
sack of gray stone grew in gloomy and
menacing grandeur with every step I took.
I came out of its shadow onto a curving
drive and went on down into a street of
old residences. It was here that Dr. Cross
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lived alone in the house of Mrs. Crowder.

There was a light in a rear room on
the second floor of the house, visible only
as a thin, verticle streak between drapes
not quite fully drawn across a window.
But no one answered my ringing. I stood
on the porch wtih a thumb on the bell
button and listened to the shrill clamor
of the bell deep in the hall inside. When
I had decided that there would be no an-
swer, I opened the door and stepped into
the hall. It was then that I heard the
music.

It came faintly, from the rear of the
floor above. The music was. that of strings
and reeds and brasses. It was a sigh of
breath from the darkest depths of the most
abandoned hell. It was the black despair
of the last man in his last hour. There
was no terror in it, and no fear, for it
was beyond fear and beyond terror.

As T stood listening, the music stopped
and the old house fell silent. Then the
music began again, moving down the dark
stairs upon me. Somewhere on the floor
above, an automatic record player was
repeating the final movement of Tschai-
kowsky’s Pathetique.

The music grew louder as I went up
the stairs. I saw that it was coming from
the room at the rear in which I had seen
the light from outside. A thin yellow
line marked the bottom of the closed door.
I knocked on the door and waited, but
there was no response beyond it except
the continuation of that terrible musical
sorrow. I turned the knob and pushed,
and the thin line fanned into its source.
Symphonic damnation swelled up around
me.

The record player stood against a wall,
its top braced open. From whete I stood
in the doorway, I could see the arm of the
machine rise and fall smoothly above the
platter that spun beneath it. Dr. Cross
sat in a heavy leather chair facing the
player. I could see no part of him except
his left arm and hand, which trailed over

the arm of the chair, the fingers of the
hand curved slightly, almost touching the
worn pile of the rug. I didn’t speak to
him. I knew, even then, that there was
no use. He was beyond hearing. My voice
or Tschaikowsky’s, no matter to this old
man. His senses were tuned only to sil-
ence and night and whatever comes with
death.

I went over and looked down at him
and saw without surprise the brutal marks
on his throat. The glaring eyes, the swollen
tongue. The strangler’s identification. For
a time I looked, and then I turned and
went out of the room.and down the stairs
and out of the house. The black music
of death faded behind me, ending abruptly
with the shutting of the front door, and
I stood alone in the cold street, wonder-
ing what I should do. Wondering if there
would ever again be anything worth the
doing.

I didn’t call the police. A little time
would make no difference now to the old
librarian, and I couldn’t bear the thought
of Muller so soon again. I found a stone
bench behind the Museum of Natural His-
tory and waited there for day.

When the east began to wash a little with
light, I had made up my mind about two
things. The Stoneman library must some-
how have been the link between a girl, an
old man, and death. And I would find the
strangler. Somehow I would find him,
even if it brought his fingers. to my own
throat.

Before the campus came to life for early
classes, I went back to my room on Wad-
low Street. I shaved and changed my
shirt and put on my other suit. I thought
for a moment of the classes I should teach
and the studying I should do. Then I went

‘out on the job that had become bigger than

all the others together. On the corner’
below the house, I caught an eight o’clock
bus into the city.

The Stoneman residence was on Stone--
man Place, a private street in a section that
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had once been exclusive. Stoneman Place
itself still retained its distinction, but the
surrounding area, with little consideration
for the rich elbow it rubbed, had slipped
with time into ungraceful decay. I carried
the sense of its hopelessness with me up
to the massive door of the Stoneman
mansior.

A maid admitted me and put me into
a room off the hall. It was a large room,
and it could have been light if someone
had drawn the drapes back from the win-
dows. Aparently they preferred shadows
in this house. The only sunlight came from
windows at the end of the room that looked
out on a rear lawn. A piano stood before
the windows, and a man sat at the piano.
He was playing, but nothing in particular.
Just scales -and chords. I walked toward
him, but he didn't stop playing. The only
concession he made to conversation was
to reduce the volume of the piano a little.
With the light behind him, [ couldnt get
a clear view of his face, but I got an
impression of gaunt somberness behind
horn-rimmed glasses.

“My name's Norman Grieg,” [ said.
“I've come to see Miss Stoneman.”

His voice, rising above the chords, still
managed to carry the timbre of softness,
almost dreaminess.

“I'm Oliver Moon,” he said. ‘I was
the old man's secretarv. My present status
is that of fiance to Miss Stoneman. Per-
haps I can do something for you.”

“Perhaps. I'm interested in the library
that was left to the University.”

“Yes? Are you from the University?”

“I work there. I'm not acting officially
in this matter.”

He shrugged, turning his head so that
the light behind him struck a sudden flash
from his glasses.

“Then I can't see why I should talk to
you about the matter.”

“Maybe Miss Stoneman will see it dif-
ferently.”

“Maybe. Marion is usually very gener-

ous about impositions. Shall we wait and
see?”

E WAITED through three chords

and a scale, and Marion Stoneman
came into the room. She was tall and
heavily built, and none of the things that
money buys had made her anything bhut
plain. Her hand in mine was strong and
firm but icy cold.

“Mr. Norman Grieg,” Oliver Moon said.
“Or is it Doctor? One never knows with
University people. He's come about the
books, my dear.”

Marion Stoneman’s eyebrows lifted a
trifle.

“A Miss Hadley and a Dr. Cross have
been here. I thought they were handling
the library.”

“Thev were. Not now. Thev're dead.”

Oliver Moon's hands hung suspended
over the keys for -a moment, and then
dropped to sound another chord. Marion
Stoneman’s breath eased past her lips
with a-sigh.

“Dead? Both of them? That's very
tragic, of course, but I can’'t sce how I am
concerned.”

“Miss Hadley and Dr. Cross were mur-
dered. Strangled. There’s always a rea-
son for murder. I've been thinking it
might lie among the books your father left
to the University.”

She turned, moving to the piano.

“How fantastic! They're just books.
Volumes my father gathered over many
years. Are you connected with the police?”

“No. Miss Hadley and I were engaged
to be married.”

“Oh. I'm sorry. But I'm sure you're
mistaken in thinking the books may be in-
volved. Why should they be?”

Something oppressive lay against my ear
drums. and I realized suddenly that it was
silence. Oliver Moon had given up his
finger exercises. From the piano, he said,
“I worked with the books quite a lot. It
was one of my duties. If you're thinking
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of a rare volume valuable enough to in-
duce murder, you're wasting your time.
Take it from me, there was no such book
in the library.”

“It could have been a volume whose
value was unknown,” T said. “Except to
someone who was willing to kill to keep
it from becoming known. @ld Cross was
an expert on such things.”

Oliver Moon laughed.

“I see. Someone, perhaps, who planned
to recover the book from the University
stacks after it was cataloged. A place it
would never have reached if your Dr. Cross
or Miss Hadley recognized its value.”

“That’s the general idea. It makes some
kind of sense. Nothing else does.”

He laughed again, resuming his soft
chords.

“My friend, the rare book motive is trite
even in fiction. Besides, the old man was
a scholar, not a collector. You better start
over.”

On the polished surface of the grand,
Marion Stoneman traced invisible designs
with a long index finger. The sunlight
touched her hair, and for a moment she
possessed a beauty that was not her own.

“I've such an odd feeling,” she said.
“About Miss Hadley. She was to see me
this afternoon. Probably she told you.”

“No. She didn't tell me.”

“She called yesterday for the appoint-
ment. Thinking back, I seem to remem-
ber that she sounded rather distressed.”

Oliver Moon’s fingers were in the low
‘keys, working lightly.

“My dear, your imagination is busy after
the fact. You didn't mention her distress
at the time.”

“Sometimes it's only after the fact that
you see the significance of things,” I said.
“Did she tell you what she wanted?”

“No. I suppose now that I shall always
wonder.”

“Yes,” I said. “I suppose so.”

She turned and came to me across the
shadowed room. Again her hand was in

mine, and again I felt a little shock at
its coldness.

“I wish I could tell you how sorry I am,
Mr. Grieg. I’ve always found myself clum-
sy about such things. Please extend my
sympathy to Miss Hadley’s family.”

“There’s only her mother,” I said. “I'm
going to see her now.”

Behind me, as I shut the door of the
room, there was no sound but the spaced
reverberations of Oliver Moon’s eternal
chords.

CHAPTER THREE
The Orphanage

HE railroad station was at the east end

of the main street, and from its plat-
form you could look straight through the
town to the fields on the west side. It was a
distance of about ten city blocks. Two of
the blocks were occupied by stores and
offices. There were also a couple of restau-
rants and a movie theater painted bright
blue. I went down the street to one of the
restaurants. A fat woman in a stained white
wrapper was behind the counter. There was
a peculiar little bulge beneath her lower
lip, and pretty soon I saw that she was
loaded with snuff. Even that was not
enough to kill the hunger that was gnaw-
ing at my insides. I ordered a hot heef sand-
wich and coffee. By a battered alarm clock
sitting on a shelf in front of some canned
soup, I saw that it was shortly after two
o’clock.

“Nice town,” I lied.

The woman looked at me as if she con-
sidered the lie too obvious to encourage.

“You figure to stay ?”’

“No. Just stopping for a few hours.”

“I thought so. Fewer the better. For
you, I mean. This town’s a jumping off
place. No one in his right mind would
stay here.”

She took a shot at a Number Ten can
on the floor, and I applied myself to the
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sandwich. Tt wasn’t hot, but the gravy
hadn’t actually begun to congeal, so I man-
aged to choke it down. I considered telling

the fat woman how good it was, just for

the sake of points, but I remembered in
titme she wasn’t susceptible to lies. I ate
and kept still. ’

“Looking for someone in particular?”
she asked.

“Yes. A Mrs. Hadley.”

“Sarah Hadley?”

“I guess so. [ don’t know her first name.”

“Must be Sarah. She’s the only Hadley
in town.”

“This Mrs. Hadley is a widow.’

“That’s Sarah. You know where she
lives ?"

“No. Maybe you could tell me.”

“Sure. Go right through town. First
corner west of the business district, turn
south. There isn’t any numbers on the
houses. Hers is the second one, east side.
Needs paint.”

I thanked her and went out, leaving a
half dollar on the counter. Without asking
a question, ['d learned one thing. The
news of Maggie's murder was not yet
known in the town where she had lived as
a child. If it were known at all, it would
be known to everyone. Apparently Muller
was in uo hurry ahout sending a man to
see Mrs. Hadley. No doubt he had his
reasons. One of them, [ thought suddenly,
might be because he was busy at the house
of-a Mrs. Crowder. The house where an
old librarian sat dead in his chair before
a repetitious phenograph.

’

[ turned at the corner as directed by
the fat woman and saw the house that
needed paint. The floor of the front porch
sagged under my feet as [ crossed it. It
was a decadent, defeated house. Not a
house of death, but a house where death
would be a kind of salvation.

THE woman who answered my knock
might have been designed by a dyspep-
tic interior decorator to harmonize with

the dreary architecture of the house. Her
face was the face of a woman caught up
in perpetual sympathy with her own mis-
ery. She didn’t speak. She whined. I felt
a shock of dull pain to think that Maggie
had come from this place. From this wom-
an.

“Mrs. Hadley?”

“That’s right, young man. What do yout
want?"’

“My name’s Norman Grieg. I'd like to
speak with you a few minutes. I'm a friend
of Margaret’s.” )

Her lips twisted against her teeth. The
whine sharpened her nose.

“I don’t know why a friend of Marga-
ret’s should come to see me when Margaret
doesn’t bother to come herself. You can
come in, if you want.”

In a square, ugly living room, I sat
in a lumpy mohair chair. Mrs. IHadley sat
rigidly on the edge of the sofa which was
the chair’s mate. Behind her, the wall was
a design of soiled and faded roses. A stain
had spread on the ceiling and crept al-
most half way down the wall.

“Now, young man, perhaps you'll tell
me what you want,”

I wondered how to begin. How do you
tell a sour, defeated woman that her daugh-
ter has been strangled? How do you tell
her what you want, when you don't really
know yourself? Just a hint of something.
Just the shadow of a finger out of the dead
past pointing to a murderer

““Margaret's dead,” T said.

She just sat looking at me.”I saw no
shock in her eyes. No grief, no pain. Just
a sharp retraction into a kind of Dreath-
less weariness.

“Bead "

“Yes. She was murdered. The police
will be contacting you.”

The wariness was there in her eyes, re-
maining, and now there was also a xon
of ugly hunger, a flash of unholy satisfac-
tion. I felt suddenly sick. The cold gravy
was slime in my stomach.
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“I told her she shouldn’t go. I told her
~when she went away with her grand ideas

of education. She thought she was too good
for me and for the community whose char-
ity she took. Was she in trouble? Who
killed her?”

“I don’t know who killed her. Neither
do the police. She was in trouble, but it
wasn’t the kind of trouble you're thinking.
Mrs. Hadley, someone had a reason for
killing your daughter. It must have been a
big reason. There may be something in the
past, something that happened in this town,
to explain it. Can you think of anything?”

She was prim again. Rigid and guarded.
Untouched by love or grief or death itself.
In no gutter of any city could you find a
woman more damned.

“She was not my daughter, you know,”
she said.

For a moment we sat alone, that lost
woman and I, in a still world bounded by
faded roses. Then the clean wind of a big-
ger world blew in, and I felt a great relief
to know that Maggie, who had died in pain
and ugliness, had at least not been tainted
by the sour blood of Sarah Hadley.

“No,” I said. “I didn’t know.”

“She was not my daughter. Anyone in
this town can tell you that. I took her from
the orphanage when she was twelve. 1
thought she could help me around the
house. I thought she would remain in com-
mon gratitude to care for me in my old age.
But she went away. When she was eighteen,
it was., Ten years ago. She never re-
turned. Not once. And now she’s dead,
you say. You will understand, perhaps, if
I seem unmoved.”

“You never legally adopted her?”’

“No. I took her to raise. She used my
name. That’s all.”

“Do you know of anyone who might
have wanted her dead?”

“No one. To my knowledge, I am the
only person she ever injured.”

“Think, Mrs. Hadley. Can you recall
anything at all that might have any sig-

nificance? Maybe something that seemed
very minor at the time.”

“I can think of nothing.”

I had no heart for more. At the door, I
turned and said, “This orphanage, Mrs.
Hadley. Is it near here?”

She stood at the sofa, making no move to
show me out.

“It’s just out of town. About a mile by
the road. Go out of town by the main street.
West, that is. Go north at the first turning.
It’s about a mile altogether.”

“Thanks,” I said, and I made no effort
to keep the irony out of my voice. “I'm
sorry to bring you this bad news, Mrs.
Hadley.”

But she was untouched, ‘beyond recall
in her own sour hell. :

“Margaret Hadley became a stranger to
me ten years ago, Mr. Grieg. I'm a poor
woman. I have enough only for my own
needs. You will not expect me to assume

any obligations.”
“T’ll bury her,” I said.

FAR back off a narrow road the orphan-
age sat, a crumbling red brick building
that leaned against the rise of a hill. The
long drive that approached it from the
road was lined with ancient oaks and
maples. More of the great trees scattered
over the large unkempt yard, crowding the
house itself, stretching their gaunt arms
above the slate roof 'and giving me the un-
easy feeling that they were holding the
place mesmerized. °

Three small kids in jeans and sweaters
were playing listlessly under the trees in
the front yard. In the rear, I saw a couple
other kids coming down to the house from
a barn farther up the slope.

I went up across a wide porch into a
hall. The floor was almost black from in-
numerable applications of oily sweeping
compound and had long ago begun to splin-
ter away. I stopped inside the door for a
minute, adjusting to the oppressive, heavy
air. The institutional odor of the place,
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animal and antiseptic, surrounded me like
an invisible fog. At the end of the hall
there was a closed door with a small sign
posted on the hall side. I went down and
read the sign: MR. HENDERSON, SUPERIN-
TENDENT. When [ rapped on the door, a
voice invited me to enter.

A man sat behind a desk in an early, in-
terior dusk that was the room’s own. The
light was too dim for me to distinguish
his features until he stood up and came
around the desk to meet me. Then I saw
that he was old and stooped, with the skin
drying on his bones. His grip was firm
enough, however, and his voice was soft
and resonant, without a quaver.

“Mr. Henderson? My name is Norman
Grieg. I've come to talk with you about a
girl who lived here a long time ago.”

“Sit down, Mr. Grieg. I've been here
over a quarter of a century. Possibly I
may remember her.”

He resumed his seat, lacing his bony fin-
gers on the desk in front of him. The little
light that entered the room behind him
struck a hightight from his bald dome.

“Who is this girl, Mr. Grieg?”

“Margaret Hadley.”

“Oh, yes. Little Maggie Hadley. I re-

member her very well. Her name was not
Hadley, of course, when we had her here.
She took the name from the lady she went
to live with. Her parents lived on a farm
nearby. The mother died in childbirth. The
father died later as the result of an acci-
dent while ploughing. Maggie was about
two at the time and was placed in the care
of this ingtitution. She remained here ten,
twelve vears. ['ve forgotten exactly. A
pretty child. Intelligent [ wasn’t happy
about placing her in the home of Mrs. Had-
ley, but unfortunately ['m not the final ar-
biter in those matters. Later, she went off
on her own to college and made a good
career for herself as a librarian. I used to
receive infrequent letters from her. None
now, I think, for all of two years. Are you
a friend of Maggie's?”

“We were engaged to be married,” [
said. “She was assistant librarian at State
University. I’'m an instructor there.”

He stared for a long time -at his laced
fingers.

“You spoke in the past, Mr. Grieg.” he
said. “I'm an old man and have become
sensitive to the tense.”

“Margaret Hadley is dead. She died last
night in her apartment near the University.
She was strangled.”

"He kept staring at his laced fingers. Out-
side the window behind him, the black
branches of an oak were like other fingers
scratching at the glass. The sound of them
was a dry, rasping whisper in the room.
The old man’s voice, when he spoke, was
hardly louder.

“I’'m very sorry,” he said. *“The thought
of little Maggie. . . . If T can be of any
helpfasi:

“I want to find the person who killed
her. I know so little of her past, pf the peo-
ple she has known. 1 came here to see if
you could suggest a line to follow.”

I{E STIRRED restlessly, the light slip-

* ping over the curve of his skull.

“I knew her as a child. What could
there be in a girl's childhood?”

“Who knows? If you would just talk.
Just tell me what you remember.”

“There’s so little. A small child. A young
girl. She did her chores around the place.
She did her lessons and learned quickly.
She got along well with the other children.
She was brought here in the fall, I remem-
ber, because it was a terribly bad winter
that vear.”

“Who else was here then?”

“Who else ?”

“What other children, T mean.”

“It’s so hard to recall. A long time ago.
So many children came and went altogether.
In the spring, I remember, Otto Bloom was
placed in our charge. The spring after
Maggie came. They grew up together,
Otto and Magdgie. Otto stayed on after
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Maggie left for Mrs. Hadley’s. No one,
of course, was willing to take him in. He
was permitted to leave on his own when
he was eighteen. Several years after Mag-
gie’s departure, that was.”

“Who was Otto Bloom? Why do you
say no one wis willing to take him inz"

He lifted his face, and I had a strange
notion that his eyes had retreated suddenly
into their sockets. Oak fingers fumbled at
the window. Even outside, now, the shad-
ows were deepening. The name of Otto
Bloom was a whispered echo inside my
skull. Somewhere, sometime, I had heard
the name before. The old man stirred again
and spoke.

“You are not a native of this section,
Mr. Grieg. If vou were, you would not need
to ask those (uestions. Otto was the only
son of Mona Bloom. The only child. He
was the fruit of her fourth and last mar-
riage. To the elder Otto Bloom, that is.
Mr. Bloogn was a wealthy farmer who lived
not more than five or six miles from this
place.”

“The name Bloom seems faintly familiar,
but I can’t place it.”

“Mona Bloom was a murderess, Mr.
Grieg. She killed Otto Bloom with a hatch-
et as he slept. Alone, in the middle of the
night, she buried his body in an orchard
below their house. When the body was
found and an investigation started, i1t was
learned that Mona Bloom had been married
three times previously. In every case, to a
man of some wealth. One had simply dis-
appeared and was never heard from again.
The other two had died suddenly, one by
falling, somehow, on a pitchfork, the other
by what was written off as a heart attack.
Mona Bloom murdered them, of course.
After her conviction for murdering Bloom
she confessed the others. Boasted of them,
indeed. She died on the gallows.”

“What kind of boy was Otto?”

“What kind would you expect? We tried
to keep his mother’s story from him, but
such things cannot be képt secret. Who

knows what knowledge like that would do
to the heart of a boy ? He was gloomy, with-
drawn. He brooded, but he was intelligent.
Remarkably intelligent. He read ommivor-
ously. When he left here at the age of eight-
een, he had an education that would bhe a
credit to any -college graduate. [ never
heard from him. Where he went, what he
did, I don’t know.”

I felt very strange. The tapping of the

.0ak fingers at the window seemed sudden-

ly very loud. As if they were tapping a
message. A message my hrain was on the
verge of grasping.

“Tell me, Mr. Henderson. [s there any-
thing in particular that you can remember
about Otto Bloom? Other than what you've
told me. Something that might mark him
quite distinctly.” :

The old man shook his head. He turned
his chair suddenly, sharply, so that his pro-
file was toward me. Against the fading
light of the window, his naked head and
wasted face were the silhouette of a brood-
ing hawk.

“Nothing. I can recall nothing else.” He
paused, as if he were listening intently to
the faint voice of the 'past, and when he
resumed speaking, his words were meas-
ured, dropping slowly and tiredly into the
still, shadowed room. “Except that, for a
boy who had little use for exercise, he was
extremely strong. Much of his strength, 1
think, was in his hands. He had very large
hands.”

I stood up, and the rooms was no longer
still [for T heard above the rustle at the
window, flling this crumbling place with
sudden terror, the spaced reverh®rations of
crashing chords.

“Thanks very much, Mr. Henderson,” ]
said.

He arose, lfting his arms and letting
them fall.

“I'm afraid I've not been of much help
to you.”

“On the contrary,” I said. “You've told
me everything.”
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WENT out of the orphanage and down

the long drive to the road, and he was
waiting for me there in the darkness be-
neath the ancient trees. \We walked down
the road together.

“You've seen the old man,” he said, and
his voice was like the sighing of the wind
in the branches overhead.

“Yes.”

Strangely, [ was not afraid, because it is
too late for fear when you are walking
with death on a lonely road. We went
downhill to a point where the dry bed of a
narrow stream was spanned by the rough
planking of a bridge. He stopped there
abruptly, turning to stare- back at the
gloomy bulk of the old orphanage against
the hillside. His voice sounded light and
free, rising in release from a great op-
pression.

“He told you, I suppose, about -Otto
Bloom ?”’

“He told me. He said that Otto had
large hands. Strong hands. Then I remem-
hered the chords. I don’t know much about
music, but I know a little. It would take
large hands to strike some of those chords.
[t was a mistake to mention where I was
coming.”

“You're clever, Mr. Grieg. But no mat-
ter vow. For a long time [ had to live with
the knowledge that I was the son of a mur-
deress. Now I am a murderer myself, and
I no longer find the knowledge a hurden.
Indeed, I feel a strange elation, Mr. Grieg,
as if 1 had come at last into my true
heritage.”

Bitterness rose up within me.

“Sure,” I said. “Murder. A young wom-
an. An old man. Now me. That’s only
three. You're still under family par.”

I heard a long sigh. .

“There will be time to improve the rec-
ord. I*ater, I may devise something appro-
priate for the woman who is to be my wife.
It was fear of some such thing, I suppose,
that compelled little Maggie to behave so
rashly. She recognized me, you see. When

she and the old librarian came about the
books. After all these years. I thought at
first she might keep my little secret, but
when she called yesterday for the appoint-
ment, I understood my error. It seemed
obvious that she had confided in the old
man and was following his advice. You can
see that I was forced to act. As moral peo-
ple, they couldn’t stand by and see a wealthy
woman marry in ignorance the son of a
woman who had made a career of marrying
and murdering for money. Unfortunately,
moral people must bear the consequences
of their morality.”

“As murderers must bear the conse-
quences of their murdering,” I said.

His: voice rose on an eerie high note of
inner laughter.

“A myth, Mr. Grieg. The files of the
police are heavy with unsolved murders.
Yours, [ think, will be among them!”

He threw himself upon me so suddenly
that I had time to do no more than reel
backward. His hands were at my throat as
we crashed into the rotten railing of the
old bridge. The decayed wood snapped like
punk, pitching us headlong into the ravine.

I twisted violently, wrenching his body
over to take the full shock of the impact be-
neath me, and for a moment I felt his
iron fingers go slack. But only for a mo-
ment. Before I could pull myself away, they
resumed their deep. relentless probing for
my throat.

I threw my arms out, clawing at the hard
earth, and my fingers closed on a jagged
stone.

[ong after it was unnecessary, I con-
tinued to lift the stone and bring it smash-
ing down.

Afterward, I sat in the dry ravine beside
the bodv of Oliver Moon until T could
breathe normally again. Then I got up and
walked back up the hill to the orphanage,
and on the way I kept thinking of what the
preacher had said about the sun rising and
the sun setting, and everything coming in
the end to its beginning. ¢ 60



She caught a dazed glimpse of Steve pivot-
ing, his lips thinned. . . .

SING A DEATH SONG

They were the only witnesses to trackless murder—in a
town where squealers died!

BITTER wind stormed in from the
A sea, leaped over the deserted board-
walk and swirled around the shut-
tered bungalows huddling like frozen ani-
mals in the snow drifts. Only one of the
thirty-six bungalows comprising the Haw-

62
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kins Court, the corner one farthest from
the beach, showed a light.

Ella sat in one of the Windsor chairs
in the middle of the living room, her feet
soaking in a pan of hot water. She shiv-
ered deliciously as Steve, kneeling in front




SING A DEATH SONG

63

of her, massaged her ankles. “Oh-h-h, that
feels good.” she said.

Steve nodded. “Yeah, I can feel the heat
moving up my arms.”

“Steve.” Her dark eves moved over his
brown hair, the lock falling down over his
forehead. She reached out a hand and
brushed it back. "Steve, we've got to go to
to the police and tell them what happened.”

“That would be smart.” His voice was
rough, his fingers gentle on the red welt
marring her shin just above the ankle. “Go
to the cops, the very men who are giving
Lance and his fat friend protection, and tell
them I saw Lance shoot the man right on
Beach Avenue? Yeah, very smart.”

He sat back on his haunches. “And the
police will tell us to go home,” he went on
cynically, *‘they’ll take care of it—yeah,
by giving Lance a call and telling him to
pay us a quick visit—"

“Steve!" Ella was shocked. “The police
wouldn’t do such a thing!”

“No?” Scowling, he ran a wet hand
through his hair, leaving a.damp streak in
it. “Listen, those two killed the man found
on the beach last summer. I've heard the
talk, evervbody knows who did it, but have
the police done apything about it?”

“Steve, who is this Lance? Why should
the police—"

“He's the strong-arm boy for the beach
bookies,” he told her. "Remember I pointed
him out—with the bookie who was taking
bets right out on Beach Avenue, around
Ninety-sixth Street.” He grunted. “Some-
body tried to pull a fast one or refused to
pay off, so—"

She stared at him. “Steve, what are we
going to do?” |

“We're going to stay right here,” he
said flatly, “we're going to mind our busi-
ness.”

Helplessly, she looked around the room.
Behind Steve the red-brick fireplace he'd
built during the summer, with Mr. Hawk-
ins’ permission. The bookcases, under the
side windows, the pillows that turned them

into window seats, too. The gate-leg table
they’d picked up in the junk shop and
sanded and glued and varnished. Steve's
comfortable chair flanking the fireplace, and
behind her the brand new love seat, her
pride and joy.

Their little world, so snug and secure
until. . . .

She lifted her head, listening to the
wind screaming around the cottage. Sleet
pattered across the porch like human steps.
A frightened look came in her eyes.

“Steve, we can trust the police,” she
urged. “Goodness, if we can’'t, who can we
trust ?”’

“The police!” He pushed impatiently to
his feet. He went over to the window and
peered out.

His eyes were gray, deep-set under jut-
ting brows, his cheekbones prominent, his
chin strong. Concentration drew his brows
together and thinned his lips; and then, to
Ella, he resembled a prize fighter closing in
for the kill.

That was why she hadn't liked him at
first. She’d dreamt of him losing his tem-
per and beating her with his fists. But after
she got to know him—it was funny, he was
the gentlest man she'd ever met, and she
loved him for it, yet now she reveled in
her first impression: He was hard, ruth-
less, he walked with the gentle tread of
a ferocious tiger.

He isn't scared, she thought, not even
if those two killers come here after him.

HE turned her head and glanced at her
reflection in the mirror over the gate-
leg table. Her blonde hair curled softly
above her small face. Swimming every day
and eating regularly—she looked and felt
so much Dbetter than when they'd been
cooped up in a one-room apartment in the
city. Fresh and lively—pretty, even.

At least, Steve kept telling her she looked
so much better than when he used to come
up to the assembling department to repair
her riveting machine. She used to look so
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skinny, he told her, so nervous, like she
was scared of him, of the machine, of
everything.

Well, she was scared of everything in
those days. Like the day he sat heside her
in the lunchroom. His thick shoulders, his
big hands. She nibbled nervously on a toast-
ed sandwich. He ordered hot soup, a plate
of beef, a large milk. And he kept scowling
at her. She wanted to tell him it wasn’t
her fault the riveter broke down so often.

She jumped when he said. “That all vou
going to eat? Here, drink this.” He pushed
the glass of milk over.

“Please,” she said timidly.
hungry.”

“Drink it, you hear?” He scowled fierce-
ly.

Suddenly she smiled ; it came all by itself.
Without a word, she drank the milk. And
all the while looking at him over the rim
of the glass, wondering why she’d been
scared of him.

“What’s so funny?” he asked.

“Oh, nothing,” she said, smiling mys-
teriously.

That was the last time she was afraid—
of anything—until now.

Steve whirled from the window, startling
her. “Why did I have to bring you back
by Beach Avenue?” he said harshly.

“Because you were so afraid I would
catch cold on the boardwalk—"

“I was a fool to take you out in the first
place!”

“It was my fault, Steve, T insisted.”

“I'm not

She wiped her warmed feet on a towel
and slipped them into the mules Andy
bought for her birthday. She picked up the
pan of water and carried it out to the
kitchen. Not a kitchen, really, not even
room for a table, just a shelf for pots and
pans while she cooked. But the gas range
was good, with the oven relined and the
door fixed.

Steve can do anything, she thought
proudly, pouring the water into the sink.
Yes, anything, he isn't afraid of anybody

or anything at all! He’s really brave!

Comforted, she washed the pan and put
it away, then washed the sink. She hung
up the cloth and went back to the living
room. Steve was at the window again, peer-
ing out.

“Do you think they recognized us?” she
asked.

“I don’t know.” He turned, biting his
lip worriedly. “We just turned the corner
as .ance got out of the car and shot that
man.” He moved over to the fireplace and
held out his hands to the fire, though the
room was nice and warm. “It was the one
in the car, looking up and down the avenue.
If he spotted us they’ll come here and—"
He ran his hand through his hair.

Ella sank into the love seat. She hadn’t
seen the shooting, didn’t even know ex-
actly where it happened. Only that she was
with Steve, one hand deep in his overcoat
pocket, her fingers entwined in his, her
head bent, letting him battle the storm for
her.

She shivered, feeling again the rough
way Steven grabbed her and shoved her
out of sight. He dragged her between two
bungalows. Bewildered, she stumbled
through the snow, tripped over that board,
hurting her shin, and fell face down in the
snow drift. Steve lifted her up. The wind
whipped curses from his lips—the first time
she ever heard him use such words—as they
ran along behind the bungalows. She stum-
bled into the rear of their house gasping
for breath, so cold and wet and frightened,
she could only cling to Steve and sob.

A sudden gust shook the bungalow. Ella
opened her eyes and found Steve watching
her. With his head half-turned, listening,
his eyes had a furtive look. She forced a
smile. “I’m not afraid to go to the police,
Steve.”

His eyes slid away, as though she’d told
him he was. “You don’t know what you're
saying,” he said irritably.

“Steve!” She moved to him.

“Don’t you realize what will happen to
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you—to everything we've found here?”

“But we can’t cover up for murderers.”

“We're only protecting ourselves,” he
cried. “These men—gamblers, thieves, kill-
ers—let them kill each other! We’'re no-
body, if we get into it, who's going to pro-
tect us?”’

“But Steve, the police—"

“Oh, shut up about the police!”

He pushed her aside and hurried over to
the window. She watched him peer out
into the stormy night. She'd never seen him
act like this before, shouting at her, rush-
ing back and forth—like a trapped animal!

“Can’t you understand?” he cried with-
out turning his head. *I told you before we
were married, [ said we’d never be able to
afford a home i the country like vou always
wanted. I'm not that smart, just handy with
my hands. But you married me anyway,
and only by luck, because Mr. Hawkins
liked you so much when we came here on
my vacation, he let us” have this cottage
rent-free for taking care of the Court.”

He turned uneasily. *‘Please, Elly, all we
have to do is keep our mouths shut and
were safe—"

Ella felt cold all over. Fear. She knew
all about fear. She'd lived with it con-
stantly until she met Steve. He was so
strong, he looked so fearless—how many
times she’d taken his big hand and laughed,
just because she'd felt so safe, so sheltered.

But now. . . . The cottage trembled vio-
lently as though it was ready to collapse.
Sleet reminded her of splintering windows.
What if they went to the police and Steve
was right? \What if the man in the car saw
them and told Lance? Why were they stay-
ing here, waiting to be killed?

UDDENLY she burst into tears. She
didn’t want to cry, she wanted to keep
‘calm, to help Steve— |
Sleet walked across the porch.
“Steve. They're here!”
She screamed it, backing away from the
door, and when it didn’t open, she went

weak all over. She collapsed into the love
seat beset by all the fears she'd cast aside.

“Every time I hear people pass the bun-
galow.” she sobbed, “every time I wake up
at night, and if I ever pass those two on
Beach Avenue—Steve, ['ll be so scared!
They'll know right away!”

“All right!” he said harshly. “All right,
go pack a bag. There’s a train to the city
in an hour. You can stay with Clara to-
night and I'll—"

“No, Steve.” The prospect of going to
the city, alone, frightencd her. “I want to
stay with you.”

“No, you go to the city now. I'll go to
the police—in the morning.”

He wasn’t going to the police, he'd just
tell her he went. She hated herself for hear-
ing the lie in his voice. ‘T won't leave you.”

His hand tightened on her arms until
they hurt. His eyes blazed down at her. *“All
right,” he said bhitterly, "if you don’t care
what happens to you.”

Blinking tears from her eyes, Ella
changed to dry clothes. She put on her
heavy coat and wrapped a scarf around her
neck. Steve pulled on a thick blue sweat-
er. He picked up his overcoat. They were
ready.

Ella stopped by the front door. “Steve.”
She wanted to feel his arms around her, to
get close to him for a moment. “We're do-
ing the right thing, Steve, you'll see.”

“Let’s not stand here,” he said roughly,
refusing to look at her. “We'll get all
sweated up.”

The storm rushed at Ella, choking off her
breath. It wrapped icy fingers about her
and sent her skittering over the slippery
walk. She caught at Steve for support.

Steve kept his hands jammed deep in his
pockets so she couldn’t slide her hand in.
He plowed through the snow and she
stumbled after him, fighting tears.

In the bus he sat stiffly beside her, like
a stranger. She tried to think of something
to say. She never had any trouble talking
to Steve, the words just bubbled out. A doz-
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en times she’d caught herself and wailed,
“Steve, I talk too much!”

“Sure, but I like it.”

“You'll get bored some day.”

“Think so? I thought I told you. As of
now I wouldn’'t know what to do without
you.”

“Steve!”

“What?”

Ella’s thought tumbled back to the lurch-
ing bus, the raging storm. Steve was glar-
ing at her. She realized she’d spoken his
name aloud. She stared blankly at the frosty
window.

They stamped snow from their feet out-
side the police precinct and went in shak-
ing it from their clothes. A sergeant sat
behind the desk, filling out an official form.
“Yes?” he said, without looking up.

Steve hesitated. He put a hand on the
edge of the desk.

The sergeant’s head lifted. He speared
Steve with an impatient look. “Well, what’s
on your mind?’ He slapped the report
aside like he hated filling out forms.

“We want to report a murder!”

The words popped out of Ella’s mouth.
She was only trying to cover for Steve, so
the sergeant wouldn’'t see he was afraid.
Contempt showed in the sergeant’s eyes as
he switched to her. “What murder?”

Ashamed of what she’'d done, Ella re-
mained silent, waiting for Steve.

“Well? Well? What's the matter with
you two ?”’

Steve’s hand tightened on the desk. He
said, “We—we saw a man named Frankie
shoot a man on Beach Avenue.”

“Oh, you did.” The sergeant glared at
Steve. “Whereabouts on Beach Avenue?”
“On—just past Ninety-sixth Street.”
The sergeant’s beefy face settled into

hard lines. “How long ago?”

As Steve answered, the sergeant’'s hand
jumped to the phone. He barked into it,
“Lieutenant, there’s a couple out here, the
Beach Avenue job—" He slammed the
phone back on the cradle. “What’s your

name? Where do you two live?” he barked.

A door banged open at the rear and a
tall hawk-nosed lieutenant strode over to
them. “These the two?” His sharp eyes bit
into them. “Who did it?”

“Frankie,” said the sergeant.
bookie?” he said, glancing at Steve. -

Steve nodded.

“How do you know him?” snapped the
lieutenant.

“Well, I—I've seen him around.”

“Exactly what did you see?”’ The lieu-
tenant reached for a scratch pad, a pen. He
scribbléd on it as Steve told them what hap-
pened. The sergeant kept his eyes riveted
on Steve as though he was memorizing
Steve’s features.

The lieutenant pushed the pad at Steve.
“Sign that,” he said.

Steve’s hand trembled as he wrote out
his name.

“Well, looka here,” said the sergeant
sarcastically. “We got us a public-spirited
citizen.”

“Yeah, we ought to give him an Oscar
of some kind,” said the lieutenant.

The sergeant laughed. “Frankie will want
to do that.”

“I'm going to love telling him,” grinned
the lieutenant.

Steve stared bitterly at Ella.

““Have you talked to anyone about this?”
asked the lieutenant. “Well?” His eyes
sharpened. “Did you or didn't you?”

“No,” said Steve reluctantly.

“Then don’t.” The lieutenant relaxed.
“Just go home and stay there. We'll take
care of everything.”

Steve turned on his heel and strode out.
Ella hurried to catch up with him.

“The

“I told you!” he cried, going down the-
steps. “Did you see them make an of-
ficial record? A scratch pad! He can tear
it up right after he phones Frankie—" The
wind choked off his voice. ““Don’t talk to
anyone!” he shouted. “Go home, stay there!

Wait for Frankie and his pal to come and
kill us!”
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Ella whimpered, certain now that was
exactly what was going to happen. “Steve,
let’s not go home,” she said anxiously, “let’s
take the train to the city. We can stay at
Clara’s, she'll let us sleep on the couch—”

“Tt’s too late to think of that!” he flung
at her. “The train doesn’t leave for at least
half an hour. They'd have plenty of time
to catch us at the station. Well, I hope
you're satisfied,” he added.

THEY came to the bus stop at the cor-

ner. Steve turned his back to the storm,
and from force of habit, Ella swung in front
of him, out of the wind. She looked up.
Steve's eyes slid away. They stood close to-
gether, silent, embarrassed.

Ella clenched her hand in her sleeve.
It was all her fault. Her and her silly ro-
mantic ideas. She’d expected too much of
Steve. He did go to the police, didn’t he?
That was a lot more than most men would
have done. She should be proud of him in-
stead of feeling she’d lost something prec-
ious tonight.

“Steve.” She forced her hand inside the
pocket of his overcoat. His hand was cold
and clammy. Her fingers recoiled—only
from surprise—and then it was too late.
Steve piulled his hand out of the pocket. He
turned away.

“Here comes the bus,” he said harshly.

They plowed through the snow to the
Hawkins Court. “L.et’s go in the back way,”
she said. She unbuttoned her coat. “I'll
make some hot tea,” she said, and made
her voice cheerful. She would act as though
nothing had happened and maybe after a
while—“And there’s the cakes I brought
from the bakery—"

Steve was reaching for the Dbottle .of
whiskey they kept for when they had
guests. Steve seldom drank but now he
poured it like water, gulped it down. He
saw her watching. “Well?”

“I—T'1l just put these things away—"
She hurried into the living room. She
touched the love seat as she passed by.

“Oh—"" She stopped suddenly, clutching
the coat to her chest.

Shadows moving in the bedroom became
a man standing in the doorway. A big black-
haired man with a rough face contorted by
a mocking smile.

“Who—who are you?” she ialtered,
while inside her voice cried, *Frankie!”
Frantically, she glanced over her shoulder.
The voice climbed up into her throat. “Run,
Steve—run!”

Steve stood in the kitchen doorway, his
hands grippmg the sides. For a moment
IXlla thought he was going to follow her ad-
vice. He didn’t move. His eyes were riveted
on the gun that appeared in Frankie’s hand.

“Where vou been,” asked Irankie, “out
in this storm? Where you heen, Steve?”

He moved into the living room, moving
sideways to make room for a short fat man.
Standing side by side, they seemed to fill
the room with a heavy oppressive evil.

Ella fell back a step, her hand to her
throat. She felt Steve's hand on her arm.
He pushed her aside.

“I told the police Elly didn’t have any-
thing to do with it,” he said. “She didn’t
see it happen, she can't testify.”

“So you did go to the police,” said
Frankie softly.

The fat man mouthed curses.

“You know I went,” said Steve. “The
lieutenant phoned you, didn’t he?”

“What " Frankie's rough face twisted
into a frown. “You crazy ?”

“Pour it to him, Frankie,” urged the fat
man, “pour it and let’s get out of here.”

“Just a second, Marty. You keep him
covered.” Frankie slipped his gun back
into his shoulder holster. He said to Steve,
“Then why’d you go to the police ?”

“T went,” said Steve doggedly. “I.et Flly
go. She isn’t in this.”

“You dirty fink!” The fat man stepped
close to Steve. He lifted his gun. “T’ll show
you who’s in this!”

“I don’t get it.” Frankie caught the fat
man’s arm. “He goes to the police, he
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thinks those dumb cops are giving us pro-
tection—say, this guy wants to die!”

“Then why don’t you let me satisfy
him?” snarled the fat man.

“Steve went because [ wanted him to
go,” said Ella. Swift pride flowed through
her. She moved to Steve's side.

“Elly I” Steve shoved her away. ‘‘Please
don't kill us,” he said. His voice became
quavery. “Please, I'll do anything—" He
lifted his hands as he sank to one knee.
“I’'ll go back to the police. I'll tell them—
it was snowing hard, the wind, I couldnt
see in the storm—"

“No, Steve,” said [lla. “Don’t beg.”

“Well, what do you know.” An evil grin
spread over the fat man’s face. “l.ook at
the tough guy. A rabhit.”

“They’re all the same when it comes
down to it,” grunted Frankie.

“Watch this.”” The fat man lifted his gun
to Steve's head. “Watch him rabbit all over
the place!”

ELLA closed her eyes, determined to

keep them squeezed shut until she was
murdered. She uttered a choked scream as
a shot blasted the room.

It was followed by a hoarse shout. vio-
lent movements. Her eyes flew open. Steve
had hold of the fat man’s arm, holding it
up and out. Frankie was moving around
the fat man, trying to get a shot at Steve.

Steve pivoted on one knee and put
his back against the fat man's barrel-
like waist. He snapped the fat man’s gun
arm down over his shoulder. He humped
his back. The fat man went up in the air,
kicking futilely, punching at Steve with
his free hand. Bent over, Steve kept turn-
ing with Frankie’s circling feet, holding

the fat man between them with a grip on
a pant’s leg. '

Frankie cursed, lashed blindly around
his friend’s bulk. The gun raked the side
of Steve’s face.

Elle jumped into it as Steve staggered,
dazed by the blow. She fastened on to
Frankie’s wrist with both hands. A sweep
of his arm sent her staggering, but she
managed to hang on.

Steve recovered, heaved upward. The
fat man was flung against Frankie, his
legs rammed Ella. They all staggered back,
Frankie toppling over the chair beside the
fireplace. The chair went over backwards,
taking Frankie, the fat man and Ella with it.

Ella landed on her back. She caught a
dazed glimpse of Steve pivoting, his brows
drawn tight, his lips thinned. He closed in.
Ella’s hair fell across her eyes. A second
shot exploded streaks of fire. A terrible
weight fell on her. choking, smothering. . . .

She came out of darkness remembering
her grip on Frankie’s wrist. She saw some-
thing and grabbed. A leg. She wrapped her
arms around it and hung on.

The leg didn't move. The room was
still. Ella opened her eyes. The fat man
made a thick bundle of clothes on the floor
in front of the fireplace. Frankie was
sprawled across the chair.

She looked up. Steve stood over her,
breathing deeply. a finger hooked through
the trigger guards of two guns. From the
floor he looked twelve feet high.

He said, “Don’t hite my leg, Elly.”

She started to laugh, and choked so hard
on a sob she couldn’t breathe.

Steve picked her up. “All right, Elly,”
he said gently. “It’s all over now.”

(Continred on page 112)

THE COPS CLEANED. UP!

Two Philadelphia detectives assigned to break up the numbers
racket spent four months on the job, posing as betting men. They
made fifty arrests—and cleared $200 on their bets.

Webb B. Garrisan
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This may well be the century’'s least profitable crime: To prevent ex-
posure of a youthful misdemeanor, Warren Mullett of New Haven, Con-
necticut, paid a friend nine thousand dollars in blackmail money, over a
period of twelve years. It kept him constantly broke—but he feared the
law more than he feared poverty. One day, however, the demands of his
own growing family became greater than his fear—and he went to the man he
had robbed twelve years before, and confessed.

"His crime? He had stolen twenty dollars worth of spark plugs from a
garage owner. The puzzled garage man had never even noticed the loss,
and refused to prosecute. It was Mullett’s friend, Edward Horrocks, who
went to jail for blackmail, instead.

A smart, thorough pack of jewel thieves descended upon a British resort /w ”/h
hotel at Margate, during the summer of 1937. So devastating were their ,‘x\\\\h’ ¥ ,W//
operations that the hotel's name and trade were ruined for the season, forcing \\\W\\ iy %/
the management to close down, and sell its effects at auction. None of the @
loot was recovered for a long time.

A dozen years later, a Mr. and Mrs. Mackie, same city, examined some
second-hand furniture they had purchased from a junk dealer and then stored
for years in the attic. In a commode drawer, they found a fortune of jewels—
the whole of that ruinous 1937 haul.

It must have been a comfort to the hotel’s old owners to know that the
thieves hadn’t been richer, either.

Very few criminals arouse sympathy, if not admiration. Our candidate for
the most understandable jailbird of the year is Mrs. Kathleen Audrey Tossey,
of Bell, California. Mrs. Tossey was arrested on suspicion of arson, last spring,
for setting fire to her own house.

She did not complain or cringe in remorse. She told the straightforward
truth. She had decided, she said, on a good spring cleaning. She took in-
ventory, measured the job ahead against her time, strength and standards of
clc.;a{l_tiness—and then, instead of compromising, she achieved the only possible
solution.

She set a match to the place.

According to Max Tauber's will, his wife Frances was to receive twenty

thousand dollars from his estate. However, she died before he did. When
Max shortly followed her, legal heirs of both mates went to Chicago court,
each claiming the legacy. Frances, claimed Max’s cousins, had never
lived to possess the money, therefore could not bequeath it.
In this case, the husband’s relatives were thrown out of court.
Reason Frances had died first was because Max murdered her, dying
next day himself of suicide. The moral: Murder is never legal—and
i your rich uncle commits it, you may find his funds tied up.




Sometimes, even in a good cop, there’s something buried

deep inside that no one can control—something called
Death!

By MARK HOPE

70



“What the hell is this?” I said. “Get this body down to the morgue. . . .”

the facts straight. I'm putting it all

down now, in case anything hap-
pens to me. So that the truth is here for
anyone to read. It was a nasty case, a hel-
luva case, and only part of what appeared
in newspapers all over the country is true.
If only to get it off my chest, and clean up
some of the names that otherwise would
remain dirty, I'm typing this out against
the day I resign.

B Y THIS time it’s best the public get

My name is Bob Lyons. I'm the night
Chief of Police in Santa Vesalia, a sea-
coast town in Southern California. I've
held the job eight years, working my way
up from a patrolman on the boardwalk. I
have a wife, Sally, and one son, Jim, who's
eighteen. Santa Vesalia is a town where a
good many of the movie colony live, and
in all my years here l've gotten to know
quite a few prominent people, movie stars
and directors and producers. I've done
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small favors for them and they remeinber
me at Christmas. But most of all T've kept
in well with them because of my son Jim.
My own life has been a pretty rugged one,
though I’'m not complaining. Except 1'd
like it to be a whole lot smoother for [im.
And knowing big shots like that never
hurts.

Up until three days ago my life ticked
along as smooth as a grandfather clock.
My family was happy. I had plentv of
friends, enough money came rolling in. It
was a big hello here and have a cigar there.
What the fellow would call peaches and
cream. Then that phone call came.

It was from Frank Binyon. The boss.
While he talked 10 me I could see his face
hanging in a cloud over the phone. A hard,
seamed face. As real as a baseball. He teld
me he’d be down to see me at eleven that
night. Except he wouldn’t come to the sta-
tion house. I was to meet him at the cor-
ner of Fourth and Elwood where he'd pick
me up. Okay. I told him, Fourth and Iil-
wood.

I called my best man in off a radio car
to fill in for me. At a few minutes before
eleven I left to walk over to the meeting
place. Tt was a beautiful night. A deep
blue-black sky, without any stars up there
at all. Only the moon. It hung up there
like an enormous eye watching the world.
Below the sheer cliffs which border our
town I could hear the ocean. sighing and
beating in to shore, then falling off to re-
turn again. And again. A beautiful calm
night.

A small black coupe pulled into the cor-
ner at maybe a minute past eleven. I got
in, saw that it was Frank Binvon himself
and we drove off. T offered him a cigar. but
he shook his head, so I lit my own.

“What's up, Mr. Binyon?"

He cut his eyes over at me, gave me that
hard, affable snule which always made me
think : Watch out, here comes a curve. But
he said nothing. He said nothing fer the
next ten minutes until we were out of the

city limits and he had parked the car.

It was very quiet where we were, quiet
enough to hear a handful of crickets on
the roadside whirring on and on and on,
endlessly, the way thev go.

“Got a job for you,” he said.

“What kind?”

“Don’t ask any questions,” he said.
“Listen.”

What the hetl, T thought, while the crick-
ets went on and off, on and off.

“I came to Santa Vesalia in forty-feur.
The war was on. It was a good time for
me. And | built up a good organization.
In forty-five vou started working for me.
When you hegan you and vour wife and
boy lived i three rooms over a bakery.
Don’t interrupt. Now you own your own
home, vou drive a good car, your son goes
te college, your wife gets her clothes made
to order. I did that for you, Bob. And in
all that time I never asked for a real favor.
Except mavhe to look the other way new
and then. And because I and the organiza-
tion took ovef your job was easier. Things
was organized. All that's true now?”

Suppose it was. It was even true ahout
my police work being easier since he had
taken over the town. Even crime is easier
to deal with when all the strings are in one
hand. If you want to find out something
you know right away where to go. And if
you don’t want to know, there are always
fall guys around to make the public think
you're on vour toes.

ON'T judge me. A lot of caps are hon-
est and good. But like so many oth-

ers [ had passed a point years ago when |
suddenly realized I was trying to catch a
waterfall in a tin cup. It was no use. Bin-
yon had made me a good offer and I had
become one of the boys.

“Well—?" He was still looking at me,
still wanting me to say it was true.

“Okay. You've gotten value received,”
I told him.

He continued to look at me as though
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he didn’t like my tone when I spoke.

“What do you want me to do? Run
you up a tea cosy? Sure I've been on your
payroll. So has everybody else in town.”

“Yeah,” he said, with a trace of satis-
faction in his voice. *“It’s my town. I own
it like you own the watch in your pocket.
Only—only it won’t be long unless we
move fast.”

“What's the
wrong ©”’

“Love is wrong,” he said. **Even with
racket boys, it happens. Listen.”

He had a lovable habit of saying *Lis-
ten” and then making you wait four or five
seconds until he thought the silence was
respectful enough. Right then an old Hud-
son sedan came flapping along behind us.
One of its tires was flat, clean flat, and it
went flap-flap-flap in the quiet night long
after it was out of sight.

“You know Danny Agnello. Well, Dan-
ny is a pretty good lad. Good con lad. For
a couple of weeks now he's been seeing a
lot of T.ola Harper.”

matter? Is something

It didn’t fit. l.ola Harper was my =on's
girl. Jim had fallen in love with her hard,
at first sight, the first time he saw her in
“White Paradise.” He kept asking me to
introduce him, but T turned that down.
Right now I wanted his mind on school-
work and Lola Harper was too cute a bon-
bon not to develop a craving for

“Which would be all right.,” Frank Bin-
yon went on, ‘‘except that this Harper par-
ty turns out to be a pretty dizzy dame. A
fluff-brain —you know what I mean? Right
away she wants Danny should quit the mob,
and if he don’t she says she's gonna squeak
on him. She takes it like he ain't a serious
kind of feller. Like he ain't got a goud
job and all. She says now 1t's time he
smartened up and settled down. And she
loves this Danny and nothing we say makes
her give an inch. It's at the point now
where Danny is afraid to leave her out of
his sight, ‘cause the first chance she gets
maybe she beats it to the cops. See?”

“How much does she know ?”

“Enough.” Out of habit he was going
to pass it off with a smile, but then his
face sobered. ‘“‘Bob, she knows so damn
much that if she ever starts talking there
won't nobody he safe right up to the Gov-
ernor.”

The crickets kept whirring on. They had
one job to do and they did it.

“Sor”

“T hate crickets,” said Binvon. ‘“Da-da,
da-da. l.ike some kid practicing piano.
Da-da-da. Bob, tomorrow morning a body's
gonna wash up on the beach.”

“Not on this beach it isn't.”

“What's that mean ?”

“You listen to me for a minute. Binyon.
Up to now I've taken your money and done
your work. Everything's been apple pie.
But, and it's a helluva big but, murder is
out.”

“Did you think it was going to be soft-
ball all the way? How do vou think | got
where I am? There comes o time Bob,
when heart can’t figure in it at all. When
only headwork will get us out of a tight
corner. And that's where we are now.
This Harper dame gets around. She
knows a lot of big squares. A few words
out of that dame and she kicks the whole
thing to pieces. Me, von, Bradley, every-
body. Listen. Talk like this T might have
expected from Bradley or that sourball, the
Mayor. That Jacksie. But not you. You
got a head on your shoulders, Bob.”

“That’s where [ like it. On my shoul-
ders. And not over a gas bucket fighting
to hold my breath.”

“Look. It ain’t vour job. Matter of fact
I'm not even gonna tell you who does it.”

’

“That won't be hard to guess.’

“All right. all right. What do you waant
us to do? Sit on our rumps, and let ev-
erything go to hell? For Pete’s sake, think,
Bob. Think! 1 picked you to stand off the
heat because you're solid, because the Chief
ain’t got the brains to find his head unless
somebody ties a whistle on it. You're solid
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and you're smart. Think You play this
right and there’s an extra five gees.”

“Thanks. You can make it twenty-five
or fifty and the answer is still no.”
~ “Mind answering one thing? Only one
thing. Why? Answer me that. Whv?"

“I'Il tell you. Letting hoodlums push
each other around and cut each othet up
is one thing. Even letting them take a few
squares to the races don’t hother me any.
It's money, only money. But human life is
something else again. Maybe I'm not a
very good cop, Binyon. But I'm not that
bad. I'm a long way from being that bad.”

“All right. You don’t want to play it
friendly. Then I got only one alternative.”

“So?”

“I don’t like to do it, Bob.”" He shook his
head regretfully. “I don’t even like to sug-
gest it.”’

“So it's the end of a fine romance. What
is it?”

“Pressure. This town thinks you're a
pretty swell guy. What if they found out
different ?”

He’d touched a button there. I.ike any
man with pride, I valued a good .reputa-
tion. But I couldn’t let him see that. T just
sat, pretending not to be very interested.

“What if your wife found out?"

“You think my wife's deaf-dumb-and-
blind. She knows."

“The papers then.” He hesitated. evi-
dently having thought of something sharp-
er. “What if your son gets to know the kind
of guy you are?”

That did it, “You dirty son! You
leave that kid out of it, Binvon. Or there
won't be only one body wash up on the
beach!”

He smiled. That killer smile, like some-
body carved an upward line in cut glass.
He smiled because he knew he had me
then. He'd pressed the right button.

E LEFT it at that. He drove me back
to Santa Vesalia. I got out a few
blocks from home, walked the rest of the

way and turned in. From my bedroom
window I could see the same moon in the
sky, like the eye of some giant conscience.
But the sound of the sea had somehow
changed. It was sad now, sad like it had
been watching men kick the truth around
a little too long. °

It was a had night. Usually T sleep like
a top, through sunlight ‘and all, but this
night 1 kept hearing the waves roll and
pound into spray for hours. The next
thing [ remember was Sally’s voice in my
ear. She was shaking me by the shoulder
to wake me up.

“My, you certainly are a hard one 1o
wake up this morning, sleepyhead. Chief
Bradlev just called. \Wants vou to come
right down.”

While T got into v clothes, I realized it
must have happened. Teeling me bound
and delivered., Binvon had gone ahead.
Sally  kept giving me funny looks all
through breakfast, but T managed to pre-
tend evervthing was okav and got out of
the house as soon as 1 could.

There were four or five people in Brad-
lev's outer office waiting to talk to him, but
as soon as Miss Willoughby, his secretary,
saw me she sent me right in.

Bradlev was sitting hehind his  desk,
studving a newspaper. He's a hig man,
Bradley. used to be a shotputter in some
small-time college. Though there are bet-
ter cops, he's a first class politician. [f he
never does much rigit, he sure as hell never
does or sayv anything to put himelf in wrong.
After telling me he was sorry he had to
wake me up, he threw the paper so that it
landed slap under my nose.

There was a large picture of l.ola Har-
per attending some recent premiere, on the
arm of a movie actor. The headline over
it could be read ten feet away. It said:
LOILA HARPER'S RODY FOUND ON BEACH.

What he wanted me to say I don’t know.
We kept looking at each other with one of
those stares that are half-tough and half-
ashamed like we were saying—W ell, yow're
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e fine so-and-so you are, onlv I'm not much
better myself.

“What I don’t know isn’t going to hurt
me any, Bob,” he said. “We've been mov-
ing in the direction of some mess like
this for years. Right now I'm fed up. |
think ['ll turn the Department over to vou
and take a trip. Mavbe T'll come back and
mavbe [ won't. Anyway ['ll be gone for
about a month. That okav?”

“Maybe it's better that way. Where vou
going "

“Oh hell, someplace where they use
cocoanuts for money.”” He gave a short,
hard laugh like a bark. “Which is why [
got vou out of bed, Bob. This is all vour
haby.™

That left me right on the razor's edge.
“Have a nice time.” But 1 wasn't judging
him. In his shoes I might have done the
same thing. | folded the paper over so
[ couldn’t see l.ola’s smiling face anymore.
“Guess I'll go down and see the lab de-
tail.”

CHAPTER TWO

Poor Dead Girl

HE ‘bovs were all down at the heach.

This was the biggest thing that had hap-
pened in our town since the Thelma Todd
death. I<vervhody was taking it very holv
and big. Thev had the laboratory truck
there. driven right to the water’s edge, and
a rope quartering off that section of the
beach so the crowd couldn’t get withm
peeking distance. The news hoys were all
there. Ten niore cops than had to he were
there, and when I had shouldered my way
through the mob, I'll be dammed if even
the body wasn’t still there. The poor dead
girl was rolling back and forth in a pocket
of rocks. and overhead the seagulls were
wailing down at her, screeching and snuap-
ping.

“What the hell is this?” T said.
that bodv down to the morgue.”

“Cet

“Only one more now, Chief,”” a guy from
the Bulletin yelled. He was perched on a
nearbv rock. angling his camera down to
get one of her face.

“The hell you say. Brody. get a blanket
and get that girl downtown.”

“But., Chief, it don’t matter none to—"

“You hear what [ said?”

He dropped his eves then, came back
with a blanket from the lab truck. and
while enough flashbulbs went off to make
a noon sunrise, Brodv and another cop—
Jerry Tomlin 1T think—got T.ola Harper
decentlv into a police car.

Sometimes people, all people, make me
sick. This was one of them. The news boys
gathered around me then, putting their
own particular brand of questions. T toid
them 1 didn’t have a damn thing to say
until I'd seen the reports, that we weren't
even sure it was murder vet. . . .

A round of jeers greeted this. “Mavbe
it was something she et.” a guy called, and
another siid, the whole
thing's a publicity gag.”

“Write it vour own way. Say anything
von damn please. And for me you can sav
that the Department will do everything
possible to uncover the facts.”

As | watched the lab truck go totling
through the sand aiter Lola’s bodv and
thought of all the time and knowledge and
patience that would be poured into finding
exactlv what had happened in the last sev-
eral hours, the expert photographs, the
chemical tests, the autopsy. the report of
the cop who had found her, all the precise
and [ could see
Frank Binyon grinming at me again. Be-
cause all this earnest headwork and fine
intention would matter as much as the con-
fetti on last New VYear's Iive. | almost
called after them *\Wait a nunute. | can
tell vou who did this in three seconds.” But
[ didn’t. only watched the truck go sway-
ing through the sand.

By the time 1 got bhack, Bradley had left.
There was a memo on my new desk to call

one “Goiwan.

professional  gpinions,
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the Mayor, the afternoon paper boys were
waiting to see me, Mr. Gingold from Lola’s
studio would appreciate it if [ called him.
There was this and there was that and
three other things. I took them as they
came. The whole thing had blown up into
a tornado and the needle would be stuck at
hurricane velocity for days.

Right then and there a rookie cop came
in to see me. It was the same Jerry Tom-
lin who'd helped Brodv cover up the hody.
He was a friend of my son [im. Sometimes
he came over to the house and they threw
a football around.

“Chief, this ain’t a tough one. This Harper
thing.”

“That so? Tell me about it."”

“T looked her over pretty careful, Chief,
and that was a pro’s joh. Somebody slugged
her hard enough to knock her cold, but not
so cold that she wouldn't go right on breath-
ing, and then pushed her in the water.
Probably a hoat no more’'n a mile or two
out.”

“Why do you say that:”

“I've done a lot of swimming around
here, and it it was anv further out there’s
a current running there that would have
carried her down to Point Roma. [ hetcha
they find water in her lungs. She was
drowned on purpose, hy a pro. and you and
me know, Chief, if the job was that good— "
The kid would make a good cop. Ile was
young, he lived clean, he did something
with his head besidz=s separate his ears, and
maybe he could twist and turn through the
labyrinth and emerge on top. Maybe.

Tomlin went on. *“‘That means that
Frank Binyon oughta know something
about it.”

“We can't pull in Binyon without evi-
dence, Tomlin.™

He looked like a kid who'd just run
eighty yards for a touchdown except that
the referee happenecd to remark that his
team had been offside when he started and
the whole thing was no score.

“Whatever you or I may think, or even

know, about Binyon,” T went on, “he still
has some mighty important friends around
here. And I'll tell you something else. The
guy Lola Harper worked for, Bill Gingold,
tells me that if it turns out to be an acci-
dent, Hollywood will be a whole lot hap-
pier. The studios have had too much scan-
dal recently.”

“But if it’s a homicide, Chief, it smells
to call it anything else.”

““Are you going to run this down in your
spare time?”’

“Boy! That's exactly what [ wanted to
talk to you about. That’s my dish.”

Then I gave it to him straight. “Then
consider yourself transferred as of now to
traffic detail. Report to Captain Milstead
in the morning.”

His face fell. He gave me a funny kind
of salute and started to walk out.

““Oh, Tomlin, another thing. There are
a bunch of news reporters outside. 1f I
hear you've been talking to them you’ll be
up for a bhoard. That's all.”

[LONE, I figured out what 1 was going
to tell the newspapers myself, then
told Miss Willoughby to send them on in.
They came in politely enough, eight or
nine of them. After a little preliminary
joking they got, down to business. All of
them had evidently been instructed to milk
the story for all they could. They asked
me to say whether [ was ready to say it was
murder, whether she had heen alive when
she hit the water, whether anyone had been
brought in for questioning, whether any ar-
rests were expected, what the Coroner had
to say, why had Bradley picked this time
for a vacation, whether lL.ola’s friends had
been investigated vet, whether | hid known
her myself, who her nearest relatives were,
question after question until finally I shooed
them all over to the District Attorney's
office.
Before they got there I reached him on
the phone. *‘Charley, this is Bob. On that
Harper business—it looks from here as
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though we’ll never get very far with it.”

“So soon? What's the angle?”

“Well—Lester tells me her producer
would like the whole thing kiboshed as fast
as we can.”’ Lester was our code name for
Frank Binyon.

“Oh.” There was a silence from the
other end of the phone. He didn’t need any
diagrams.

“Fact is, I’'m not even sure we can prove
jurisdiction. For all we know it may have
happened outside the three-mile limit.”

“This smells. But it’s an idea. Mavbe
we can hand it to the Federal boys.”

“I'm going to try. You getting much
pressure?”’

“Plenty. Bradley knew what he was dc-
ing all right. She had a lot of friends.”

“Something will come along to blow it
off the front page.”

“We hope. They got you in a nice spet.
Well, keep me informed, Bob.”

Later that day one of the newspaper hoys
came back to see me. His name was Maury
Hawkins. He asked me if I'd talk off the
record.

“Depends. What do you want to know ?”

“All the other boys are sure as hell it
was murder. But I’'m not convinced yet.
Hell. maybe she was on a party. Maybe
somebody pushed her as a gag, and when
she fell over and they saw how serious it
was, they clammed up. What do you
think 2"

“I plain don’t know, Maury. A girl lead-
ing a life like that—she didn’t come out of
a convent you know—liable to do almost
anvthing, go almost anywhere on impulse,
it's hard to figure.”

“There’s talk been going around for
some time that she was on the hop.”

“Just talk. Something like that is not
hard to spot. Say, I once had a guy come
in here and seriously try to convince me
that Lon Chaney was still alive only now
he calls himself Ronald Colman. Figure
that one out. But we can’t go into court
with talk.”

“Do you want to go into court?”

“Hell, yes. What else? But we have to
have facts. And evidence. That’s a helluva
question to ask me, hy the wav.”

“Sorry, but some of us think you'd just
as soon this had happened wav out in
Ohio.™

“Why not? Our job is to keep the town
behaving itself. And somebodv getting
themselves killed, however it happened,
shows we're not doing as good a jobh as
we might. A case like this gets to he every-
hody’s business. The more fingers in the
pie the tougher it gets to crack. You know
that.” '

“Why did Bradley pick right now to take
a vacation >

“Far as I know, he's been planning that
vacation for weeks. One thing or another
kept coming up time after time. Finally [
guess he just decided to go anyway. Why ?*

“Maybe he tfigured this was a good
chance to get out from under.”

“You're pretty sure of yourself, Maury.
A man loses a lot of friends that way.”

“My assigniment is to find out what hap-
pened. Friends have nothing to do with
it. And from where I stand the whole thing
is beginning to smell. The studio wants
it hushed up—why? This Department isn't
breaking its neck to bring anybody in—
why? Bradley takes a powder—why? No-
body seems to care one damn that an inno-
cent, intelligent girl got herself bumped.”

“I can't pull rabbits out of a hat. This
1s life. not the movies. Suppose I filled up
our cells with a lot of cheap suspects, and
gave you plenty of copy. That’s all it would
he-—copy. On the other hand, I'd be wast-
ing a lot of official time and money that
might better be spent running down real
leads.”

“Why not bring in Frank Binyon?”

“You talk like a child. What in hell
does Binyon have to do with it?”

“If he didn’t do it himself, he probably
knows who did. Let’s not kid each other,
chum.”
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“Binyon! Binyon is like the bogeyman.
Every time some dame gets her purse
snatched the cry goes up, get Binyon. Why
Binyon?”

“‘Binyon lives here. He operates here,”
said Maury. “He’s in the know. And this
was no small-time job. Whoever bumped
Lola Harper must have had her on a yacht
out there. How many local residents own
yachts?”

“Plenty. You'd be surprised how many.
And everyone is a personal friend of God.
Ever stop to think of that?”

That stopped him for a minute. I looked
at Hawkins then and I saw the beginning
of trouble. Did you ever see a lake on fire?
First it starts with a spot of oil in one cor-
ner, then that sails around until it sets off
a second and in half a minute the whole
sheet of water is one great big flame. If one
newspaper got light of the truth, another
would pick it up. You can fill in the rest
yourself. I began to try to smooth down
Hawkins’ feathers.

“You know, being a cop isn’t the easiest
job in the world.”

“Not being a cop is even harder,” he
said. Then he walked out.

THAT was one night I was glad to get
home. For the rest of the day the phone
had never stopped ringing, the people kept
coming, the questions got more pointed,
the Mayor got into the act promising hour-
ly miracles, and all the while I couldn’t get
it out of my mind that Maury Hawkins had
a match in his pocket and all he had to do
was toss it onto that oil-soaked lake.

Funny. I remember we had pot roast for
dinner that night. With those little
browned potatoes and onion rings. My
favorite dish. Afterwards Sally and Jin
and I sat around the table talking. Jim
told me he might be elected captain of next
year’s basketball team.

“With the betting scandals and all, Dad,
they want to make sure they’re electing
somebody honest. And I guess if you have

a cop for a father that doesn’t hurt your
chances.”

“Oh sure,” I said, giving him a smile that
hurt inside. “How are you and Barney

" Hogan’s daughter doing?” 1 teased him.

“Oh we do all right,” said Jim. “We
sail. What are you making with the Lola
Harper case?”

“What do you mean by that?”

“Bob!” the Mrs. said. “You don’t have
to snap his head off.”

“Sorry.”

But it was too iate. Jim gave me a sur-
prised look, then excused himself and left
the table.

Alone, Sally and I looked at each other.
She reached out and patted my hand.
“They pushing you hard these days, Bob?”

I didn’t answer her. I don’t like lying
to my wife.

“What really happened to Lola Harper,
Bob?”

“My God—you too?” 1 said. “It’s been
nothing but that one question put a dozen
different ways by fifty people all day long.”
I pushed away my plate, shoved my chair
back and went out into the backyard.

The backyard is about the one place left
that’s all mine. It was nothing but a fence
running around some concrete when we -
moved in, but I soon fixed that. I broke up
the concrete and got down to the real earth,
spaded it, planted it so that it came up green
the next spring. Our Oldsmobile I built
a shed for, and a room off that I fixed up
for a workshop. It had a nice set of tools,
a work-bench, a lathe, a power saw, and I
went out there and skinned mv thumb now
and then.

I went straight there from the table,
thinking it would help. But when I had
picked up a fine piece of maple wood that I
was going to turn for a table top, I began
to shake inside. There’s something honest
and plain about working with your hands,
about the soundness of good wood. . . . It
all made me realize what a twisted liar I'd
become. My actions in the office today had
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been one tricky deception from beginning to
end. I'd lied to the newsmen, lied to Toni-
lin, lied to Hawkins, and now [ was begin-
ning to cross up my family. My son. [f
souls have any substance to them, mine had
a tag on it now which read: Marked down
since vesterdav. Cheap at $5000.

That night I fell straight from sleep into
a nightmare. I was out swimming some-
place. Probably in the Arctic Ocean be-
cause the water was pure liquid ice. [ was
trving to catch something but the wav 1t
often is in dreams, »very time | grabbed i,
the thing would turn into something else.
[ got it square in my hand, whatever it was
supposed to be, and then it turned into a
little wriggling mermaid. | remember hear-
ing something else. A hling sourd. like a
diamond-dust edge sawing steel, but when
[ looked around guessed it was made hy
the jagged &dges of the icebergs clashing
together, and then Sally woke me up.

It turned out I'd been walking in my
sleep. We were out there in the backvara,
with the wind blowing through my pajamas
and the sound of the sea crashing at the end
of the block. Sally had been verv careful
how she woke me up.

“At first | wasn't going to wake vou.’
she said. *"Just lead you back upstairs
where vou'd be warm. but vou kept muttei-
ing something like—"
know this hasn't
What did T mutter *”

“It sounded like "It's the only way. The
only wav.” And you wouldn’t come with
me. So— l.ook, this is another thing.
From somewhere vou've gotten grease ail
over your hands. How vou got into that
I simply don’t know.”

“You happened in

vears.

Sure enough. There was hlack grease
over both hands. T.ooked like automobile
grease. How had that happened? Funny.
I went back to bed and lav awake for hours.
Since this Binyon thing a tension had been
building up in me, building and building
until it seemed to lay out a path in the lower
depths of my mind I had to walk.

CHAPTER THREE

Judgment!

[EXT day I felt better than at any time

since the whole business had started.
Relieved somehow. Somewhere, somehow
a decision had heen made. The nagging
suspense was over. ‘The decision was cleai -
cut, definite. and whitever it was. it would
happen soon.

At about twelve o'clock, Miss Willougii-
by came in to tell me there were a bunch of
schoolkids outside.  High school kids.
Along with the murder, the usual routine
of police husiness had been running. Thefis
and accidents and assaults. But I like kids
and told her I'd see them.

Thev came filing in by twos, like there
was a teacher with them. Thev stood there
for a minute, very snlemn, staring around,
before thev hepan nndging and pushing at
one voungster to speak for them.

“Mr. I.vons, Chi=f Lvons, we know you,
and we've all taken our lunch hour to come
over and talk to you.” .

“Why sure, kids, I'm glad to see you
taking an interest in the Police Depart-
ment. Make vourselves comfortable. Tell
mc what's on your mind.”

“Chief Lvons, [—Chief, we're the Lola
Harper Fan Club, \nd I'm President. My
name is Chet Tvler and—"

Lividently he wasn't making ¢nough time
to please his friends. Some kid in the hack
cried " Ask him what's takin® so long!™ and
another kid called out “You know who
killed 1.ola vet?"

I said nothing.

“That’s it, Chief I.yons,” said Chet,
“that's what we're here for.”

“First of all. do the teachers know you're
here ?”

“Miss Murphy *old us to come. She’s
our faculty advisor.”

Lying to an adult isn’t so bad because
you figure he’s discounting half of what you
say anyway. But lying to a kid is an al-
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together different story. The sight of their
young faces waiting there, simplyv looking
at me, trying to understand something wav
beyond them was not pleasant to watch.

“For one thing, we're not at all sure
that Lola was mur—done away with. And
when we do know more about it, vou'll
read it in the papers as spon as anyone.
Now I've got a lot of work ahead of me,
and I imagine vou children had better get
back to school.™

A's thev moved towards the door there
were a few backhand complaints. “Ah,
baloney !”” I heard one of them mutter, and
somehody else said, ‘So that's wudda
Cheese-a-Police is like. Ha-ha!” The gig-
gling started then but in another minue
the office was quiet and empty again.

There’s a phone in the bottom drawer of
the Chief's desk which connects directly
with one the Mayor has. No chance of
anyone listening in on a switchhoard. Phil
Jacksie answered at once.

“How's the weather over there?” T said.

“Dirty. Is lester still in town?”

“Far as [ know, Phil. You going to ride
this out?”

“What else, Bob?
to pull back now.”

- “When’s the last
him ?”

“Oh couple of hours ago. He says to sit
tight, go as slow as you can, and wait for
a break.”

“Thanks. Maybe this gets me a Purpie
Heart. Here's somebody coming in now.
Call you back."

I replaced the phone ax the detective in
charge of the Tarper case, Al Bishop, came
.

We've gore too far

time you spoke to

“Well, Bob, I've run everything down.
Maid. Friends. ller agent. Her best gul
friend who was her stand-in as well—"

“Murder ?"

He gave me a disgusted look. *“*No. It
was what you might call a Russian suicide.
Of course it was murder, Bob. A damn
neat job. She left her place around nine-

thirty, went out to a hoat—a yacht T guess
vou'd call it—with a racket boy named
Agnello. Danny Agnello. The boat was
owned by a man named Benson, George
Benson. You know—the guv with the
Packard agency in town. From there on
nobody agrees with nobody. It's all guess-
work. How far do you want me to gor”’

“Keep working, that's all. Keep work-
ing.”

“What are you going to do with the stuff
if I getit?”

We gave each other a long straight look.
“All right, Al. That's the last wisecrack
I want to hear for awhile.”

“Then vou better never hire women for
cops in this town. They can’t keep secrets.”

I picked up the desk phone and asked
Miss Willoughby if Maury Hawkins was
still sitting in the outer office. He was. I
told her to send him in in a minute or two.

“Al, I think it's a good idea if you telil
all this to Maury Hawkins. The guy who
works for the Courier. Except—no names.
1f he wants to track it down, that's up to
him. No nanies.”

“So that's the wav it goes. Santa Claus
is going to he good to vou this vear, huh?"

“Never mind. You'll get vour cut. No
names.”

When M:aury Hawkins came in, he and
Al exchanged nods. Only Al gave him a
funny kind of smile. He might have heen
thinking Ol baby! What a sleigh ride the
public (s going on this time!

I asked Al if he'd mind repeating his
tindings to Maury. He told the newsman
about what he'd told me, except that Al
didn’t know who owned the yacht, Al
didn’t know who'd been Lola’s escort to her
last party. Told that way, his information
threw about as much light as a firefly wink-
ing at midnight in the Grand Canyon.

“That's all.” 1 said to Al. ¢Keep plug-
ging.”

He went out.

“The other day, Maury, you asked me
if we had any leads. This is all we have
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so far. The works. That's all we have.”

Maury shook his head, puzzled. “l don't
get it, Bob. Nothing goes any place.”

“The other day you were hitting everv-
thing on the first pitch. What happened to
the old confidence?”

“The boss told me to keep my eyes open,
that's all.”

“Bosses are always telling people like
you something. And you jump rignt
through the hoop. You're a big boy now,
Hawkins. Think for yourself.”

“Anyway, thanks for giving me this solo.
An exclusive is something. Anyway, a new
lead.”

“Sure. It puts a whole new complexion
on it,” T said.

NOTHING much happened after that
until four o’clock. Then Miss Wil-
loughby came in to tell me my son Jim was
outside. She added that he had a peach of
a black eye.

It was a beaut of a shiner all right. But
I didn’t ask him about it right away. He'd
tell me in his own good time. Usually Jim-
my liked coming to see me at work. But
today he seemed to be walking a tightrope,
ill at ease.

“Dad, I wish I knew how to say this to
you, but—"

“Suppose you just say it, son. It can't
be anything very bhad.”

“Dad, you've alwavs been my best friend
and— Guess you noticed the black eye.”

“Bet the other fellow doesn’t look any
better. Who was he by the way?”

“Jerry Tomlin.”

“Mmm, what was it all about?” Here
it comes. I thought.

“Well—"” My son appeared to be hesi-
tating, then he took the plunge. ‘“Now
Jerry said all this, remember. I didn’t. He
said you were laying down on the Harper
case. That you didn't want to find out
who killed her. That you were dogging it
and—"

“You socked him. I would have myself.”

He looked at me then, pretty much the
way the kids who had been in earlier had
looked. Puzzled and curious and all at sea.
But where you can face a lot of people who
look like that, a crowd of other people’s
children, this was my own son.

“Do you believe 1t ?”’ I asked him.

“No, I don’t believe it, Dad. No. But
tell me. What did happen?”

For a moment there he never knew how
close he was getting the truth. It would all
be so simple if I could hreak down and sim-
ply tell him the truth. Then the moment
passed when [ remembered that Jacksie
was m it, and Binvon, and Al Bishop.
Besides myself and what Jim believed i,
a lot of people would go down if I broke
now. And besides it seemed more impor-
tant to me to tell my son what was satis-
factory to him, what fnie could take pride in
and live by, than a hunch of cynical facts.

“Son, you believe in me, don’t vou?”
He nodded. “And you think I'm a good
cop, don’t you?”’

“The best.”

“Then have a little patience. T know who
killed Lola. I've known from the beginning
but we’ll never get himn unless he feels he's
perfectly safe. Sometimes you have te use
strategy in these things.”

His eyes grew big and shining. “I knew
it, Dad. I knew it all along. That's prac-
tically what I told Tomlin. Boy, he’ll he
surprised all right.”

“In a day or two, maybe three, I'll spring
the trap and there you are.”

He was smiling froni ear to ear. ‘“Say,
Dad, I'm sorry I had to ask you, yvou know.
But—"

“I understand, Jim. See you at dinner.”

Then he asked me not to do anything
against Jerry Tomlin because it had heen
a fair fight all around. I told him I wouldn’t
and he went out. Satisfied.

I was washing up at my home when the
telephone call came. Sally called me out of
the bathroom, and I walked downstairs
drying my hands on a towel.
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“Yes?” It was Binyon.

“Only called to say, Bob, yecu're doing
a nice job in there. Nice headwork. Now
that the heat’s dropped off some—"

“Has it? Not where I sit.”

“It will. You bet your sweet life it will.
First thing I want you to do tomorrow
morning is take anvthing hot out of the
files and burn it. You got that?”

“Brother, you can go to hell.”

“What did you say?” He was too sur-
prised to trust his own ears.

“I said you can go to hell. And don't call
me at home anymore. I don’t even want
the sound of your voice in my house.”

There was no reply hut a quiet hum on
the line. T hung up.

Sally had been fussing at something in
the kitchen. Now she stuck her head out
of the door and smiled at me. ‘“Bob, is
there anything you'd like to tell me?”

“Such as and for instance? Nope. Ev-
erything’s peaches and creams. Except I
think I’ll take a short ride before dinner.”

“Well, I can hold things back awhile.
You won’t be gone too long, will you?”

“Oh, maybe fifteen minutes.”

I was way wrong about that. But I
didn’t know it then. ! got into the Olds and
drove back to my cffice. Not Bradley's of-
fice but the room off the cellblock that was
mine. There was a typewriter there. I
could lock the door and draw the shades
and be my own man.

That’s where I wrote this. All the way
through | kept telling myself: “You're a
cheat and a lar and a disgrace to vour
trade. Everybody knows what Binyon and
Agnello are. But vou wear an honorable
uniform. You pose as a decent man. Ag-
nello killed to save his own neck. With
you as an accessory. But all you did it for
was to keep vour secret safe. To imake
people go on thinking you were quite a
guy.”

Then [ would begin arguing with thar,
saying: ‘“But, after my death, when they
find this confession, what can anybody say

then ? In the end I came clean. In the end
I put down a truthful record, cleared inno-
cent people, wrapped the whole thing up
nice and neat. Maybe I was a lying heel for
awhile. But this record sets me straight as
a cop and a decent man.”

I slugged all that cut as fast as I could,
then folded it across before 1 made ready
to slip it inside a large Manila envelope.
Across the face of the envelop 1 wrote:
Maury Hawkins, Los Angeles Courier,
Urgent.

Near where the stamps would ordinarily
have been I printed: Not to be opened or
delivered until after my death. Bob I.vons.

* * *

Maury Hawkins received that envelope
two days later. He read it through with
a kind of wry triumph, triumph because
after all he had been right, but. . . . Then
he went out and did some investigating of
his own. He looked over the car wieck at
the garage, talked to Jim Lyons and Bob’s
wife Sally before phoning his boss.

“I’ve got a wow of a Sunday feature for
vou, Jack.”

“Well, shoot it in.”

Maury went home, set up his typewriter,
sharpened a couple of pencils, took all the
cigarettes out of a couple of packs so they'd
be easy to hand when he wanted one, and
began working. It was seven P.M. when
he started. By the time he had squared to-
gether the last of the typewritten sheets,
the morning light was bright blue around
the edge of the shades.

He sat there, tired. faintly happy, smok-
ing one more cigarette as he read over the
final paragraphs: “The accident happened
five minutes later. Bob Lyons was driving
towards home, on the cliff road, hearing the
thunder of the ocean below, when the cross
rods to his steering gear broke.

“That was no accident. There’s no way to
prove it, either way, but the facts are there

(Continued on page 111)



A man without a future, a kid without a chance—together
they made their last grim stand against guns that spelled—

DEATH FOR TWO!

By

small blue-and-white speedboat come
through the Pass from the Gulf and
sweep erratically into the bay. He watched
it for a moment, then pushed himself up
from the cot on the porch and limped awk-
wardly into the house. He didn’t want to

R ESENTFULLY, Mitch watched the

Then, when he came to
the corner of the shack,
he saw how slim his chanc-
es were. .

see anybody. As he went inside, his too-
sensitive ear listened bitterly for the hol-
lower thump of his right leg. The right was
the artificial one.

It'll take a little while to get used to, the
doctor had said cheerully. But after awhile
you’ll never notice it,

83
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Never notice it!

He stood inside the door and waited for
the speedboat to go away. Others had come
in before, expected to find something, but
the bay was a dead end, a half mile of deso-
late mangrove shore. The only way in or
out was the Pass.

Mitch scowled. The speedboat was com-
ing closer. He lifted an inch of curtain back
from the window and peered out. Sure
enough, it was coming toward his rickety
dock. But it was swooping crazily, first to
the right and then to the left, as if the driver
were drunk. It did not slow down. It kept
coming and coming. Mitch swung open the
door and yelled angrily, waving the boat
away, but he was too late.

The speedboat smashed into the side of
his dinghy, caromed off and crashed into
the dock. The driver was thrown over the
windshield. As the speedboat began to set-
tle in the water from the hole in the bow,
the driver, clutching a package to his breast,
crawled to the dock, clambered to his feet
and lurched up the path toward the shack.

Mitch stepped ominously out on the
porch. His dinghy, crushed, had already
filled with water and sunk. His fists tight-
ened. He had come to this lonely point on
the Florida shore to shut himself away from
people, and his anger was doubled as he
watched the lurching drunk. A young kid
drunk, at that.

Then his eyes moved up the limply flap-
ping left arm to the blossom of blood on
the shoulder. The boy wasn’t drunk ; he was
hurt.

ITCH clumped down the path with

clumsy haste, catching the collapsing
boy in his arms. He swore, but supported
the boy up to the shade of the porch, where
he laid him on the cot. The kid was not
entirely unconscious, for he curled up on
the cot, still clutching his package. He had
lank sun-faded hair and a thin white face.
Mitch ripped the shirt away from the shoul-
der and saw the bullet hole. The slug had

gone. through the fleshy part of the armpit.
Painful but not necessarily dangerous. The
boy was suffering from shock more than
anything else.

Mitch went into the shack and tore up a
pillowcase for bandages. He picked up a
bottle of whiskey from the kitchen on the
way back to the porch. Last night the hot-
tle had been full—now there was a bare
quarter of it left. A nagging headache re-
minded Mitch where it had gone.

The boy’s eyes were open and watched
him mutely as he pulled a chair to the side
of the cot and sat down. Mitch uncorked
the whiskey.

“This is going to sting,” he said shortly.

He splashed the wound and swahbed it,
then bandaged it deftly. They had taught
him first aid in the Marines. The bov
moaned a little, but that was all.

“Could you use a drink?" Mitch asked.

The boy nodded whitely, and Mitch held
the bottle to his lips. A little color came
into the boy’s cheeks. Mitch dm not ask
what had happened. He did not want to
know. All he wanted was to be alone again.
Alone with his damn tin leg.

“Well,”” he said finally. “I guess we got
to figure a way to get vou to a doctor. We
can’t call one, because I don’t have a phone.
You very neatly sank both boats, so that’s
out. The road’s supposed to go out to the
highway, but it's seven miles long and
hasn’t been used in ten years. It's probably
a jungle of mangrove, sea grape and pal-
metto. So, if you have any ideas, let's hear
them.”

He didn’t expect an answer. He was just
thinking out loud. The boy's eyes were
huge and dark and reminded Mitch uncom-
fortably of other eves he had seen in an-
other place, a very violent place, and the
eves had been filled with terror. Mitch
looked away from them.

“We got to get you out of here,”’ he said
brusquely. “Aside from the fact that you
need a doctor, I don't want company.” His
glance fell on the package the bov was
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clutching. “What’s in that, a light lunch?”

He reached for it. The boy clung to it
for a moment, then surrendered it weakly.
Mitch snapped the string and unrolled the
paper. Inside was a baseball and a fielder’s
glove. Across the back of the glove was
inked the name Bobby.

The boy’s mouth worked painfully, and
at length he managed to say, “Don’t touch.
Fingerprints.”

Mitch said sharply, “Fingerprints?”

“Frankie Szabo’s,” the boy whispered.

Mitch’s eyes narrowed. Szabo was sup-

posed to be Miami’s number one bad boy.,

He looked down at the baseball and glove.
It was a small glove, a child’s glove. What
connection. . . .

He sucked in his breath when he remem-
bered what he had heard over the radio yes-
terday afternoon. The drowned body of the
kidnapped boy, Bobby Ferguson, had been
found floating in Biscayne Bay. The name
inked on the baseball glove was Bobby—
and it added up to Bobby Ferguson.

“Where did you get these things?”’ Mitch
demanded. TRen more quietly, “What's
your name?”’

The boy said dully, “Lew.”

“Whatis the story, Lew?”

Mitch had to pry it out, word by word.
Not that Lew was unwilling to talk. He
was apathetic. Szabo had kidnapped the
. Ferguson child, but while he was taking the
boy out to a boat in Biscayne Bay, the child
had leaped overboard. They dived for him,
but when they found him, he was dead, Lew
was not actually in on the kidnapping. He
was Szabo’s driver.

Szabo had given him Bobby’s ball and
glove and told him to get rid of them. Lew
wanted out, but you just didn’t walk out on
Frankie Szabo. When he was handed the
ball and glove with Szabo’s fingerprints on
them, Lew thought he saw the way out. He
left, then called Szabo and told him he
wanted to be left alone. The ball and glove
were supposed to be his insurance. Szabo
had followed him.

And all the while he was digging out this
information, Mitch wondered dourlyavhy he
was asking these questions. He did not want
to get mixed up in this. He did not intend
to get mixed up in it. He put it down to
morbid curiosity.

Mitch saw Lew’s eyes flicker, then he
heard the muffled roar, and he swiveled in
his chair to see the big mahogany power-
boat surge through the Pass into the bay.

Mitch said tersely, “Szabo?”

The boy closed his eyes, and he had his
answer. He hurriedly rerolled the ball and
glove in the brown paper and his eyes darted
for a hiding place. He thrust it up on the
rafter of the porch in the dark corner. The
futility of this action did not strike him until
he realized that Szabo was out to kill Lew.
And now himself. Already, Szabo was in
the shadow of the noose, and either Mitch
or Lew could settle that noose around his
neck. Szabo had to kill!

Mitch quickly slid his heavy arm under
Lew’s shoulders. *“Come on, boy,” he said
urgently. “We got to get out of here.”

Lew turned his face away.

Mitch started angrily, “Come on, kid. . .”

He stopped. Lew was clinging to the side
of the cot. He wasn’t going to run. He had
reached the end.” He was capable of neither
flight nor defense. He was perfectly willing
to lie there and be slaughtered when Szabo
came up. He had passed through terror to
apathy. He had given up.

Mitch swore and chopped at Lew’s wrist
with the side of his hand. The boy wnim-
pered and released his grip. Mitch heaved
him to his feet. He glanced over his shoul-
der. The powerboat was half way across
the bay, coming slowly and searchingly. It
would not be long before they’d spot the
little blue-and-white speedboat sunk in the
shallow water at the foot of the dock.

Mitch pulled the boy’s good arm around
his neck, grasped it in his right hand and,
supporting L.ew around the waist with his
left arm, started up the marl road toward
the highway, seven miles east. Lew stag-
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gered and stumbled at his side—but he was
movir§ his legs, he was walking. His eyes
were closed again.

Mitch snapped despairingly, ‘“Come on,
show some guts!”

THE boy seemed beyond hearing. He

lurched along, his chin bobbing against
his breastbone at every step, his eyelids
squeezed tightly together. Trying to shut
out the world.

Mitch noted, with a kind of panic, that
the road was becoming narrower, that the
spidery roots of the mangrove had crept in
from either side. Within a hundred yards,
there was barely room for them to walk side
by side, and Lew kept tripping over the high
arched roots.

The throaty roar of the powerboat sud-
denly stopped, and Mitch involuntarily
looked back over his shoulder. The bay was
hidden from view by a turn in the road, but
he knew why the motor had stopped. The
boat had reached the dock, they had found
the little blue-and-white speedboat. Listen-
ing tensely, Mitch could hear the voices
back there. He hitched Lew’s arm more
tightly around his neck and quickened his
pace. It would take Szabo a little time to
search the shack and the immediate vicinity,
and time was what Mitch needed desper-
ately.

He muttered, “Come on, boy,” and tried
to go faster.

The road gradually narrowed to nothing
but a solid wall of mangrove, ominously
thick and too treacherous underfoot to try
to bull through. God only knew how many
miles of it there were, or how a man could
keep direction once he was in it. Fifteen
feet high it stood, thick-leafed and dark.
But even had there been markers, Mitch
could never have gotten through it, half-
dragging the boy as he was. He was a long
way from having perfect control of his
artificial leg. He cursed the leg once, briefly,
then cocked his ear and listened again for
the voices. He could hear them faintly, and

he could tell they were still searching
around the shack, for they were not coming
closer.

He looked at the labyrinthine thicket of
mangrove—and saw nothing but death
there. Inside a half mile, they could be
hopelessly lost with nothing to look forward
to but death by starvation. If the snakes
didn’t get them first. Or the mosquitoes.
The mosquitoes could do it in one night,
agonizingly. Thank God the breeze was still
coming in from the Gulf. It swept the mos-
quitoes inland.

The only way out was across the bay,

" through the Pass and five miles up the Gulf

to the fishing village. But to get to the bay,
they had to pass Szabo.

He turned and started back along the
road, hauling Lew with him. He went back
as far as he dared, then turned into the man-
grove. Thank God it was sandy and not
swampy, for he practically had to carry Lew
—but soon even that became impractical,
for the mangrove became thicker and thick-
er. It was all a man could do to get through
by himself.

Mitch snarled, “Boy, I'm telling you, if
you pulled a wingding like this in Korea,
we'd have left you to the butchers. Come
on now, snap out of it!”

I.ew did not respond right away, but
after awhile he said faintly, “You were in
Korea?”

Mitch said bitterly, “I left a leg there.
Can you walk by yourself for a change?"”

He took his support away. The boy
swayed and put a hand on Mitch’'s arm to
steady himself.

Finally he whispered, “I'm all right
now.” Then, after a pause, *“Thanks."

“Follow me,” said Mitch. “Do exactly
what I do, step where I step and try not to
make any noise. If you see a snake, stand
still. It won’t touch you if you don't move.
This is rattlesnake heaven in here.”

Mitch walked slowly and cautiously at
right angles to the road for about a hun-
dred feet. It was hard, for they had to step
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from root to root, clinging to branches to
“keep their balance. The roots were now too
close to walk between them, but not so close
that you couldn’t slip between them and
break an ankle. Mitch felt Lew’s hand on
his arm and the boy whispered, “Snake.”

Mitch stopped. His eyes followed Lew’s
pointing finger and, in one of the few open
sandy spots about twelve feet to the right,
he saw the familiar diamond pattern of the
snake. It was about six feet long and thick-
er around than his arm. It was watching
them curiously, but it had not sprung into
a striking coil.

Mitch whispered back, “He won’t bother
us, but keep your eyes open.”

He angled away from the snake toward
the house. He could hear the voices more
plainly now, loud and angry, but with an
undercurrent of fear in them.

Mitch had his eye on another open spot
ahead, and when they reached it, he swiftly
cut off several leafy branches with his fish-
ing knife.

“Lie down and spread thése over your-
self,” he whigpered to Lew. “They won't
spot you unless they step right on you. I
want to wait and see what they do.”

There was just about space for them to
lie side by side. Mitch caught a glimpse
through the trees of two figures trotting up
the road, and he gripped Lew’s arm for
absolute silence. Only a hundred feet sep-

arated them from the road, and he could .

see the men quite plainly. They were thick-
set and short, and théir faces had an intent,
feral look. ‘

When he saw what they were carrying, he
clenched his teeth. They were carrying
rifles. That ruled out a quick dash for the
powerboat. He’d take his chances against a
hand gun, but with rifles they could stand
on the porch of the shack and pot him half
way across the bay.

He watched until the thickness of the in-
tervening thicket hid them completely.
Somewhere, a flock of birds began jabbeg-
ing noisily.

EW stirred at his side, and Mitch knew
the shoulder wound was paining him.
He pressed the boy’s arm to reassure him.
“It’s not so bad, kid,” he whispered.
“I’ve seen boys with worse than you’ve got
take it without a whimper.”
Lew gasped, “What . . .
branch in Korea?”

Mitch said shortly, “Marines.”

“I ... T tried to get in the Marines.
They turned me down.”

“You don’t know how lucky you were.”

The boy was silent for a moment, then
he muttered, “That’s no way to talk.”

“No? You still got both legs, haven’t
you? What do you know about it?”

“All the same, the Marines are spe-
cial. . . .”

What was so special about losing a leg,
Mitch wondered bitterly. What was so won-
derful about that? Major Keogh had tried
to talk him into taking a job in basic train-
ing, a job nursemaiding green punks. But
Mitch was finished. He wanted no part of
any part of it.

Lew muttered, “I wanted to be a Marine
first, but I'd have taken anything.”

“Why didn’t you?” Mitch said savagely.

“Leaky heart. I didn’t know I had it,
even. But I've keeled over a couple times,
so I guess I got it all right.” Then, slowly,
“Do ... do you think they'll go easy on me
if I turn in that evidgpce against Frankie
Szabo?”

Mitch whispered quickly, “Sure. They
always do.”

But Bobby Ferguson was dead. If they
didn’t hang Lew, what would they give him
—twenty years? Life? With a bad heart,
he’d never come out of jail alive.

But you couldn’t say that to a kid. You
couldn’t rob him of hope.

Lew said nothing more. Mitch glanced
at him and saw that the boy had covered
his face with his hands. Mitch patted him
lightly on the shoulder—then pressed hard
for silence. The two men, carrying their
rifles, were coming back slowly along the

what . . . your
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road, looking from side to side into the man-
grove. They did not show much eagerness
to walk into that ominous thicket. Mitch
held his breath until they passed and went
around the bend. A few minutes later there
was an angry roar from the shack.

“Stupid crumbs!” it bellowed furiously.
“He’s got a hullet in him. How far can he
go? Find him. Maybe he’s hid out at the
end of the road. Find him, or it’s the end
of all of us!”

“Szabo,” said Lew in a low, dull voice.

Mitch watched the two men return along
the road. Their eyes darted more sharply,
and Mitch pressed his face into the sand.
All they needed was a glimpse, a suspicion,
and they would empty their rifles into it.
He counted up to a hundred, then cautiously
raised his head an inch. He breathed again.
They were past. They were going to the
end of the road. -

He heard a warning drone around his
ears, and he felt as if a cold hand had
squeezed his heart. Mosquitoes. The wind
had shifted to the south and very shortly the
mosquitoes would be swarming by the mil-
lions. In an hour they'd be a torment, in
two hours an agony.

He put his lips close to the boy’s ear and
whispered, “Szabo's the only one at the
shack. I'm going to see what I can do. If
I can get him, I can take care of those other
two monkeys. You just lay low and don’t
move.”’

“You'll never get him,’
lessly. “He'll kill you.”

“Leave it to an old Marine, kid.”

In an odd voice, LLew said. “I was almost
a Marine once myself, if they’d. of had
me. . ..”

’

said Lew hope-

MITCH went warily through the man-

grove, staying a hundred feet in from
the road. You couldn’t creep through man-
grove. Especially with a tin leg you couldn’t
creep. You either walked upright, clinging
to the branches, or you didn’t go through
at all. He felt as conspicuous as a white

horse as he stepped shakily from root to
root, and the sweat he licked from his lips
tasted saltier than ordinary sweat.

His heart beat drunkenly in his chest. In
the last ten feet before the shack, the roots
seemed to reach up to trip him. He made
those last ten feet in a rush, and when he
reached the shack, his good leg was shak-
ing so that he had to lean against the wall
for support. Again he cursed his artificial
leg.

He forced a kind of calm on himself and
started around the shack, keeping close to
the wall, ducking under the windows. He
had no plan. He was hoping to find a
chance, that was all. If there had been a
gun in the house, it would have heen easy,
but there was no gun. He already carried
the only real weapon, his fishing knife.
They had taught him to use a knife, in the
Marines.

Then, when he finally came to the corner
of the shack, he saw how slim his chances
were. A heavy-shouldered man, cradling a
rifle in his arm, was standing on the dock,
scanning the bay for movement. Szabo.
When he finished scanning the bay, Szaho
turned and stared into the mangrove. Now
Mitch could see the ruthless, out-thrust
chin, and too, he could see the greasy shine
of fear on Szaho’s hlue-black jowls.

Mitch calculated the open space hetween
him and Szaho—hfty feet of clear sandy
path. But if Szabo came to the house . . .
Szabo wasn’t coming to the house. He was
planted watchfully on the dock. his rifle
ready across his arm. Behind him. the biy
powerhoat rocked gently on the bay.

There was a chance, a bhare chance, a
minimum chance of creeping down the side
of the path through the mangrove and sea
grape and making that last fifteen feet across
the dock with a rush. . .

But Mitch did not have to be told how
much of a rush a man with a tin leg could
make, and this time he did not even curse
the leg.

Then he thought of the fishing rods that
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hung from hooks on the side of the shack.
There was a chance. He could come walk-
ing out into the open, pretending he had
been fishing. Then, when he got close
enough to Szabo, he could. . . . But how
close would Szabo let him get? There was
an alert mind behind that heavy, crafty face.

But it was a chance. Nobody ever won a -

battle by wishing the enemy out of exist-
ence. The chance had to be taken.

He slipped around to the side of the
house where the rods were hanging. He
took the one that was rigged with a nylon
dude, for that was the most plausible. His
hands shook, but that was a familiar feel-
ing. His hands always shook before com-
bat. And the accelerated thudding of his
heart was familiar, too.

BUT he had not gone ten paces when a
shout rang out from the mangrove, and
he froze. It was a moment before he real-
ized it was Lew who was shouting.
“Frankie, hey Frankie, you rat! Come
and get me if you think you're big enough.
Come on, Frankie, I'm right here {”
Szabo’s head jerked up and his reflexes
were so fast that he was already running
before Mitch recovered from his shocked
disbelief. Lew had gone mad! Szabo sprint-
ed up the road, thirty feet to the left of
where Mitch was standing, and Mitch could
do nothing to stop him. He was close
enough to see the eager glitter in the man’s
eyes, but not close enough for anything else.

Knowing the inevitable end—for the men
had rifles—but refusing to think about it,
Mitch limped heavily across the porch and
took down the parcel containing Bobby Fer-
guson’s baseball and glove. For a moment,
he stood there with it in his hands, feeling
a terrible impotence. He prayed for a mir-
acle.

Lew's shout rose again—and this time
the crack of the rifle cut it off sharply.
There was a shudder of silence, then Szabo
screamed : ’

“You fool, you killed him! Quick, he

might not be dead yet. We gotta find where
he stashed that stuff. . ..”

Mitch went crazy for a moment. He
picked up the chair and smashed it against
the porch post. Armed only with a chair
leg, he started heavily up the road. It was
not until his tin leg kicked out just a little
too far and he fell jarringly that he real-
ized what a foolish, vainglorious gesture he
was making.

Lew would not appreciate that. It would
be a literal spurning of the sacrifice Lew
had made.

Mitch picked himself up and walked slow-
ly down to the dock and stepped into the
powerboat. The keys still dangled from the
ignition lock. He cast off the painter and
pressed the starter button. The engine
roared. He swung the nose of the boat,
pointed it at the Pass and gave it full throt-
tle. Half way across the bay, he looked
back and saw Szabo come running out of
the mangrove. The man threw his rifle to
his shoulder and got off a shot.

There were more shots,-but the power-
ful boat was doing forty-five. He was
through the Pass and into the Gulf before
Szabo had fired five shots. Now it was only
five miles up the coast to the fishing vil-
lage, and from there he could call the State
Police or the Coast Guard. Szabo had no
way of escaping from that shack, with the
mosquitoes as jailers.

When Mitch stepped ashore at the fish-
ing village, he felt as if he had come back
from a long detour. Lew had sacrificed
himself that he might live. Deliberately.
There was no doubt. He had felt shamed,
but that was gone now. He was whole
again.

After he had called the police, he would
call Major Keogh at Quantico and go down
on his knees if necessary to get that job in
basic training.

What was it Lew had said? “Marines
are special . . .”

Well, dammit, maybe they were! Special
enough for a guy named Lew, too! ¢ & @



THE GOPS GOT FIVE

—But the con who gotbuway accomplished one of
the most remarkable criminal feats of all time!

By FREEMAN

N THE grim, exciting annals of Ameri-
I can jailbreaks, Frank Gregware has a

minor distinction: no other convict is
known to have made a successiul getaway
by riding an engine cab through the prison
gates.

The big fellow with dark hair and bushy
eyebrows was convicted in Federal court of
taking part in a mail train stickup on the
Union Pacific near Omaha in November,
1909. For this he drew a life sentence to
the Leavenworth pen and because he was
handy with tools he worked in the carpen-
ter shop there.

The shop had windows facing a U. P.
spur line. Every morning at eight, except
Sunday, he watched the western gates
swing open for a switching engine to back
in, sometimes with carloads of coal and
other supplies, often merely to distribute
cars and take out the empties.

Gregware studied the movements of th
dinky. One cold January morning in 1910
he edged over to his cellmate, Art Hewitt,
who also was assigned to the carpenter
shop, and said in a low voice:

“Y’see that engine? Why can’t we run
over to her some day an’ ride outside?”

“Don’t be funny!” croaked Hewitt. “We
ain't got guns. S’posin’ the engine crew
won't listen to reason? We'd be stuck like
June bugs on flypaper.”

Gregware grinned. “Not the way I look
at it.” And he outlined a neat little plot
he’d concocted.

Hewitt smiled too. “Now you're talkin’
smart, Frankie boy.” v

When the time came for exercise in the
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prison yard. thev let four other cons in on
the scheme. They were Tom Keating,
former engineer on the Lake Shore &
Michigan Southern line who had turned
bandit: John Gideon. involved in the hold-
up of a Northern Pacific express in [daho
m 1905; Ted Murdock, forger, and Bob
Clark, train robber. All four worked in the
tailor shop near the western gate.

It took Gregware and Hewitt months of
patient effort to complete the details of
their secret plan, because they could oper-
ate only while the guards’ backs were
turned. The job was slow and tedious, with
frequent interruptions. Finally on Thurs-
day, April 21, 1910, everything was ready
for the getaway.

At eight a.M. the engine whistle wailed
and the penitentiary gates yawned. Six
men in bluish-gray dungarees dashed out,
two from the carpenter shop, four from the
tailor shop, and reached the dinky in a few
seconds.

Guards on duty in the prison yard were
not permitted to carry guns, lest the con-
victs overpower them and take their weap-
ons. So Reed and Burnett, stationed near
the western gate, were unprepared for the
rush of desperadoes who flourished long-
barreled pistols obtained from some mys-
terious source.

Reed. threatened with instant death, was
forced to climb on board the engine.

“Get goin'!” Gregware ordered the en-
gineer, Charles Curtain.

The startled hogger yanked his throttle
open to the last notch. His engine, with no
cars attached, lunged forward. Meanwhile,
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the other guard whacked Keating on the
head with a club. But the con, with blood
trickling down his low forehead, was only
. temporarily stunned. He raced after his
confederates and climbed aboard the en-
gine just as she was getting under way.

BY THAT time the prison alarm had

begun sounding. A hail of bullets flat-
tened themselves against the locomotive
boiler and the tender, but ricocheted off.
The gates started to swing shut. The hog-
ger, seeing the track ahead of him suddenly
blocked by closing gates, shut off steam and
reached for his emergency brake.

It looked as if the bold venture were
doomed to fail; but in a flash Keating, the
ex-engineer, saw what was about to hap-
pen and laid a heavy paw on the throttle,
jerking it wide ofden again.

Like a battering ram, the switching en-
gine sped on. She smashed through the
half-closed wooden gates, splintering the
timbers right and left, clung to the rails,
and was soon on the open prairie, speeding
over the U. P. main line in the direction of
L.awrence. p

Back in the distance, the prison alarm
grew fainter. After rocking and swaying
at top speed for about six- miles, they
reached a thick patch of woodland.

“Stop here!” said Gregware.

The hogger eased back his throttle and
clamped on the brakes.

“Now kill the engine!”

Millard reluctantly opened the grate and
dumped a glowing mass of coal onto the
Kansas prairie. ‘

“You two,” Gregware barked, jabbing
his weapon toward Curtain and Millard,
“take off your clothes, everything you got,
underwear an’ all!” .

The crew men obeyed. Gregware and
Hewitt shed their prison suits and donned
the civilian garb. After that the six crimi-
nals scattered. Murdock, Hewitt, Keating,
Clark and Gideon were recaptured. A boy
of ten spied the forger hiding in a haystack,

waiting for darkness, and summoned a
posse of farmers. But Murdock did not
give up until armed prison guards arrived.

“Throw your gun over here,” a guard
ordered, “and walk out with your hands
up!”

Murdock said with a smirk, “The joke’s
on you.”

His “gun” was a dummy, carved out of
wood. All the fugitives had similar weap-
ons. Gregware and his cellmate had fash-
ioned them at odd moments in the carpen-
ter shop.

“I’d feel a helluva lot safer with a real
forty-four,” Gregware had said, “but these
little beauties will do the trick.”

They did, too. Gregware himself slipped
out of sight.

TWENTY-FOUR years later, in March,

a man who gave his name as Lawrence
Fahey was arrested in Edmonton, Alta,,
Canada, for a minor traffic violation. In
accordance with routine procedure, he was
fingerprinted. Canadian Mounties were
amazed to learn that his prints were iden-
tical with those of the American jailbreak-
er, Frank Gregware, which they had on
file.

Gregware was happily married and en-
gaged in a legitimate business at Edmon-
ton. When the U. S. Department of Justice
took steps to extradite him, the former train
robber had so won the respect of his fellow
citizens in Edmonton that they rallied to his
defense, flooding American officials with
petitions on his behalf.

Then a rare thing happened. The law
was discovered to have a heart. Attorney
General Homer Cummings, at Washington,
had an investigation made, found out that
Gregware’s record since escaping from
Leavenworth was excellent, and called off
the extradition proceedings.

Said he, “We don’t think it would serve
any useful purpose to put Mr. Gregware
back in Leavenworth.”

The ex-bandit agreed. L 2K B



Standing there, as if braced to face a firing squad, was a girl. . ..

ILL KANE parked his stripped-
down, geared-up streak of lightning
in the grove at the foot of the estate

and proceeded up the dark winding drive
on foot. He wasn't sure of his way and
the raw stinging sleet didn’t add to the
visibility, but he knew that somewhere
above him was ‘“Hangman” Hackett's
tomb-like monstrosity of a house. And in
the house would be the old man. That was
one thing in Bill's favor. The old man was
bound to be at home. He hadn’t becn off
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the grounds in four years—not since he'd
had his gall bladder removed.

Bill remembered the cracks about' that
operation and chuckled. “Take out the old
man’s -gall bladder? Hell, there won't be
nothing left of him!”

“Hangman' Hackett wasn't really a
hangman. He owed the nickname to an
enterprising Hollywood agent who, after
a long and frenzied scarch for a counte-
nance that would chill and repel cincma-
goers the world over, saw Hackett. In



Hangman Hackett had spent his entire existence destroying other
people’s lives. Now he was dead, and everyone was afraid he’d manage
to destroy one more person—his own murderer!
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ecstasy he rushed up to that formidable
gentleman and cried: “Mr. Hackett, vou
got to do it, vou owe it to the public You
got to play the hangman!” And the wealthy
Hackett had refused—most ungraciously,
at that.

Bill turned up his coat collar and clanbed
higher.
alone in the house. There was his sister,
a pale wraith of a woman who always're-
minded Bill of a widow’s veil moving gen-
tly above the mound of a new grave. And
there was Anne. Anne who used to look
like a pastel portrait of a pretty girl done
by a very bad artist. But she was different
now. Bill’s pulse quickened thinking about
her. She was alive, there was laughter 1n
her eyes, light in her hair, a lilt to her voice.
Why, for Anne, a man could face anything
—even Hangman Hackett.

Bill stopped. Crouched on the cliffs at
the edge of the sea, the waves furiously
pounding on the rocks below, was the
house, dark, grim, silent.

Bill turned down his coat coltar, mopped
his damp face, squared his shoulders and
marched across the terrace. He went up
the stone stairs into the shadows of the
vast, cave-like veranda. He found the
heavy, iron-banded door, the great, unused
knocker.

“Baby,” he said softly, “here I come,”
and pulled the knocker with thundering
echo. The silence fell again. Bill hitched
his shoulders and knocked, louder, imperi-
ously. He wanted Anne to hear—he aever
wanted her to know how weak this whole
proceeding actually made him feel.

He didn’t hear a sound from the other
side, but slowly the great door opened wide,
and a squat, soft, fat figure with a white
pudding face appeared.

“What do vou mean, arousing the hiouse-
hold this,hour of the night?” the pudding-
face said.

“l want to see vld man—I me«n, Mr.
Cyrus Hackett,” Bill said. C

“Mr. Hackett is not at home,”’ the butler

Hangman Hackett wouldn’t be

said; his voice had the metallic tone of a
bad victrola record.

“Don’t be silly,” Bill said, putting a
large foot in the door. ‘“Mr. Hackett is
always home. I'm Bill Kane, and T want
to see him immediately on most important
private business—or do you want a suck in
the jaw?”

The butler stepped back quickly. “Mr.
Hackett is not at home,” he repeated, with
much less conviction.

“No?” Bill said, and ran a strong thumb
into the butler’s midriff with such velocity
that the man doubled up with a startled
grunt.

“Show me the way,” Bill said, and

pushed past.
: Maybe, he reflected, this wasn’t the way
Anne wanted him to do it, but he had to
get in, didn’t he? He couldn’t stand out on
the terrace and yell: “Hey, I want to mar-
ry vour niece!”

The butler recovered and started down
the hall. Bill followed. Suddenly a door
at the right of a great stairway flung open
and a tall man, cruellv caricatured by the
light behind him, appeared.

“What the meaning of this inferna! din?”
The words came like the hiss of a rattler.

I¥'s the old man, Bill told himse!f. He
looks like thc top head on a totempole.

“This person forced his way in, sir,” the
butler whined. “Shall I call the pulice,
sir?”

“Nuts,” Bill said. “Mr. Hackett, I'm
Bill Kane. I want to talk to you about—
well, I'm going to marry your niece, and
she—well, she’d be happier if you gave
your consent.” :

THE figure in the doorway seemed to

grow taller, taller and leaner and more
malevolent. Like a worm-eaten image of
Satan, Bill thought, carved from rotting
wood.

“Leave my house!” the old man said.
His voice whistled hetween his teeth like
a dying wind.
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“No,” Bill said coolly. “Come inside
and we'll talk, Mr. Hackett. You've a
right to know who I am and what my pros-
pects are.” :

Deliberately, Bill stalked into the study.

Hackett stood staring at him, then with a
most amicable glance in the butler’s direc-
tion, he stepped inside and closed the Joor.
Without a word he walked to his desk and
sat down. He studied Bill, long and un-
blinkingly through narrow, lashless, sunk-
en eyes—and the devil in his own soul
must have mocked him. This is what all
your money and power can’t buy, Hackett:
Youth! Youth!

Bill was undaunted by his host’s silence.

“I guess this is a surprise to you,” he
said. “I know the first thing you’re go-
ing to say—that I can’t afford to inarry
your niece. Now, I want to put you right
on that point. This isn’t a case where you
just put another plate on the table. Mr.
Hackett.” Bill grinned, disarmingly, but
old man Hackett was not charmed.

“I've got a swell joab,” Bill said. “I'm
an engineer. I design airplane motors. I'm
with Eaglecraft, the best company in the
world! I’'m making a hundred and fifty a
week now, and—"

“I am not interested in you or your af-
fairs,” Hackett said. “Get out!”

The color rushed into Bill's face, he
swallowed and took a determined step for-
ward. It was never easy to keep his temper.

“Listen,” he said indignantly, “do you
think I like standing here discussing my
personal affairs with a perfect stranger?
Well, T don’t! I'm only doing this for
Anne. And since I have the decency to
come up and talk to you, I think you ought
to have the decency to listen. It’s her fu-
ture I'm talking about—aren't you in-
terested in that?” i :

“Where did you meet my niece?” old
man Hackett said.

“I didn’t,” Bill said. “First I saw the
car. Say, Mr. Hackett, that new sixteen
cylinder job of yours is a honey! I was

panting to get under the hood, hnt that
monkey-faced chauffeur of .yours-—oh,
well—I was looking at the car when Anne
came out of a shop. I was struck dumb.”

“Her beauty, I presume,” Hackett said.
His scathing sarcasm was lost on Bill.

“No,” Bill said, “her dead pan. Ilow
could a girl have a car like that and look
as bored as she did? Why, I knew if I was
to explain that job to her—show her it was
finer than a thoroughbred horse—"

“You accosted my niece on a public thor-
oughfare, I take it. Fine, gentlemanly thing
to do!” Hackett said.

“I didn’t accost her,” Bill said. “l knew
who she was.”

HE DIDN’T add that everybody in the

village knew who she was. That ev-
erybody on the Pacific Coast had heard of
Hangman Hackett’s niece. Some' said the
girl wasn’t very bright, that’s why he had
her watched day and night. But most
people said it was just his cussedness. They
said she had never had a playmate, never
had a toy. That she never ran -nd she
never laughed. On the rare occasions when
she left the estate she was always accom-
panied by her aunt and two bodyguards.
She looked neither to the left nor the right
on these drives, just sat staring ahead, a
pale zombie-like child.

“But I did get curious about her,” Bill
said. “I wanted to talk to her about that
car. It took me weeks to smoke her out.”

“To what?” Hackett said.

“To get her to come out of the house
and then to get her to watch and signal
back, when I signaled to her from the
plane.”

“Plane?” . Hackett said. “Do I under-
stand you presumed to fly over my property
in an airplane?”

“Upside down,” Bill said.

“Upside down?” Hackett said.

“Yeah, that’s a sure way of getting at-
tention, and then I just bailed out, came
down in your formal garden. I’ll never for-
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get how anxious “she looked, running 1o
help me.”

Hackett’s gray face went through slow,
torturous changes: astonishment, incre-
dulity, outrage. “Whv wasn’t I told of
this!” he said; and he thought: Emily—
Emily knew of this, scheming behind my
back—she’ll pay, she’ll pay!

“I guess they thought you wouldn’t like
it,” Bill said.

“My disapproval didn’t influence you,
[ take it, Mr.—"

“Kane,” Bill said. “No. Not after I
talked to Anne. Why, it was just like talk-
ing to an angel, or a girl from Mars. Never
seen a movie, never had a hot dog— Boy,
will she have fun when we’re married!”

Cyrus Hackett pushed bhack his chair and
got to his feet, the lean cords in his neck
twitched like springing hemp, his sunken
eves were hot with fury.

“You! You!” he said. “You'll never
marry my niece—get out of here—get out,
I tell vou!"

Bill sat perfectly still. “I will marry
her,” he said quietly, “*and ['ll take care
of her. I'm not afraid of you, and she
won't be either, after [ take her awav. I
came here to give you the chance to do the
decent thing, the thing that would make
her happy. She loves me and there’s no
reason why you shouldn’t give your consent
to the marriage. I'll give you time to check
me. and my family and my job and my
future.”

“Your future!” the old man sneered.

“My future,” Bill said, “and it's a hig
one. I'm good. Mr. Hackett, and I know 1t.
I'm going to the top and Anne’s going with
me!”

“You're going to the top!” Hackett said
and laughed. He leaned over the desk.
“You won't get to the top. If you ever at-
tempt to see my niece again, vou won't
have a job. You won't be able to get a
job! T'll see that you're blackballed all over
this nation! I'll see you a penniless bum
in the gutter. I'll break you as I've hroken

hundreds of men before you! And as to
your ‘angel, your ‘girl from Mars'—I'll
tell you this: She’s the daughter of a jail-
bird, spawn of a common criminal, born in
a charity ward! Now get out and stay
out!”

For an ‘instant Bill stared unbelieving
into the old man’'s contorted face, then the
blood rushed to his head. He jumped up
with a violence that sent his chair crashing
backward.

“Why you cadaverous old skull!” he
shouted. “You speak of Anne like that and
I'll strangle you.” He reached across the
desk and caught the old man by the throat—
“And you won’t break me! You won't live
to break me!”

CHAPTER TWO
Bill Kane Did It!

ENRY WALSH, sheriff of Cliff coun-
ty, sat at the breakfast table playing
rummy with his wife. Nothing, Henry
saic, gave a man a sense of ease like sitting
plaving rummy while his whole day’s work
waited to he done. Henry had a rare genius
for taking things easy. He looked and
moved like a sleepy hippopotamus.

“Folks in this county like the law to take
things easy,” Henry said. “No use running
around arresting people for a lot of petty
little offenses—it’s just a waste of the tax-
pavers’” mwoney. When real trouble comes
along, Henrv'll handle it.” Folks seemed
to feel that way. They re-elected Henry
so regularly that only a crackpot would
think of running against him.

Mrs. Walsh was ahout to draw a card
when the telephone shrilled. Henry heaved
his vast bulk out of his over-sized, rein-
forced chair, and answered.

“Yep, this is the sheriff—huh?”

“This 1s Bloomer, sir, Mr. Hackett's but-
ler. Mr. Hackett has been murdered, sir!
I just found him dead on the library floor.”

“Well, keep your shirt on,” Henry said.
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“Don’t touch anything, don’t let anybody
in—"

“Dr. Graham is in, sir,” Bloomer said.
“I called him immediately.”

“All right,” Henry said, “I’ll be over,
.just take things easy.”

Henry hung up the phone and turned to
his wife. “Ha!” he said. “After all these
years, somebody has ‘finally murdered old
man Hackett.”

“Well, blessings on us!” the lady said.
“It just goes to show, Henry, that the good
Lord knows what he’s about. He wasn’t
going to let that old scoundrel die unpun-
ished.”

“Now, Ma—" Henry said.

“Don’t vou ‘now ma’ me,”” Mrs. Walsh
said. “Rosalind Hackett and I were girls
together, and a prettier, livelier, finer girl
never lived. He drove her out of the house
with his petty, sneaking meanness, and iie
let her die in want, his own baby sister,
his own flesh and blood. I hope he fries,
Henry Walsh, I hope he sizzles!”

“If the Lord wanted to strike The Hang-
man down,” Henry said, “He should have
done it Himself. This way, Ma, is plumb
against the law, in California.”

Twenty minutes later, Henry, and his
long, lean, earnest deputy, Kip Martin,
drove into the Hackett estate. The agitated
butler admitted them to the house.

“This is a dreadful thing, sir,” he said.

Henry yawned. He didn’t like people
who got agitated.

“Don't take it too hard,” he said drily.
“I betcha there’s a nice legacy for you in
the Hangman’s will. You wouldn’t have
put up with him all these years just for a
salary, Mr. Bloomer.”

“Why,” Bloomer said, ‘“why—I had no
idea. I—"

“Where is he?” Henry said.

The butler tiptoed down the hall to the
library door.

“In there,” he whispered.

Henry pushed open the door. Hanginan
Hackett lay lumped on the floor behind

his desk, eyes staring, mouth blue and
drawn back from his long yellow teetn.
One of his claw-like hands seemed to tear
at his throat, the other was knotted in

agony.

PONDEROUSLY, Henry knelt beside
him. Carefully he moved the hand and

stared at the black bruises on the scrawnv

withered neck.

“Was he—was he
Bloomer quavered.

“Kip,” Henry said to his deputy, “call
up the coroner, and get Doc Graham,
wherever he is. Then start scouting
around.”

“Dr. Graham is with Miss Emily,”
Bloomer said. ‘“She—it’s a horrible shock
for her, sir, in her condition. Cancer, you
know.”

“Yeah,” Henry said. His eyes traveled
slowly from the body to the overturned
chair on the opposite side of the desk.

“You didn’t hear that chair go over, and
take a peek to see what was going on?”
he said to Bloomer.

“I heard it, sir,” Bloomer said, “about
ten last night, it was. Miss Anne heard it
too, sir, I'm sure she did. She was waiting
in the hall. Miss Emily may have heard
it, that I can't say. She was in the pantry
getting Mr. Hackett’s bedtime meal. She
always fixed- the tray herself.”

“If you heard it, why didn’t you come
in to see what the rumpus was about?”
Henry said.

strangled, sir?”

‘“Because,” Bloomer said, “Mr. Hackett
wouldn’t have liked me to interfere. He
had a visitor, a Mr. Bill Kane. He forced
his way into the house, and quarreled with
Mr. Hackett. I—" The butler lowered his
voice, there were small beads of perspira-
tion on his pasty brow. ‘“I—heard him
threaten Mr. Hackett! I heard him say—"

“That’s a lie!”

Henry and Bloomer both jumped.

“Bloomer is lying!”

Henry pivoted and looked toward thie
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door. Standing there as if braced to face a
firing squad, was a girl, a girl so exquisitely
feminine she reminded Heary of a heroine
in a Victorian novel. Her long pale hair
was brushed softly back from a cameo face
and done in a great knot at the back of her
slender neck. Her eyes were blue, intense-
ly blue with dark sweeping lashes. She
wore no rouge and no lipstick ; the white-
ness of her skin was intensified by the
whiteness of her anger.

“Miss Anne,” Bloomer said.

“You talk too much,” Henry said. “Can’t
you see the little lady is upset?”” He smiled
at the girl and got to his feet.

He walked to her, careful to keep his
bulk between her and the thing on the
floor.

“Now, Miss Anne,” he said soothingly.
“I’'m the cheriff, and I have to do a little
investigating, but don’t you worry. No-
body is going to stampede me into rash
thinking or acting. We're just going to
take thiags easy.”

The girl looked up at him quickly, grate-
fully, but Henry saw at the bottom of those
blue eyes an expression of stark fear.

“Mr. Sheriff,” she said, “that quarrel
last night. That was my fault. All my
fault—and Bill didn’t threaten Uncle. He—
‘he—"" She stopped helplessly, searching for
convincing words.

“Of course he didn’t,” Henry said. “And
if he did, he had a reason.”

“He did have a reason,” Anne said eager-
ly. “We were going to be married. Oh,
we could have run off but—I did so hope
Uncle Cyrus would approve. I can’t,” she
added simply, “see how any one could
disapprove of Bill.”

“I’ll bet he’s a fine feller,” Henry said
wurmly. ‘“Where does he work?”

“At Eaglecraft,” Anne said. “He de-
signs airplane motors and things. He's just
wonderful. I doubt if they have any one
else with his ability.”

uI_n

Henry grinned. “See here,” he said,
“why don't you telephone Bill and have

him come up here? He’ll want to be with
you at a time like this.”

For an instant she hesitated. Then she
said, “All right. T'll call him as soon as
he gets to the plant.” She started to go,
and then turned back. her great eyes im-
ploringly . fixed on Henry’s. That look
haunted him for davs.

HEN she had gone Henry picked up

the desk phone and got through to

the village: “Hey, Pete,” he said, “beat

it ovep to [Laglecraft and get all the dope

on Bill Kane. Put a tail on him too. If

he comes up this way, let him come. If he

starts to cledr out, nab him.” He hung up.

Bloomer cleared his throat. “Sir,” he

said, “I did hear Mr. Kane threaten Mr.
Hackett.”

“Then why didn’t you jump in and de-
fend the old man?” Henry demanded.

“Because Miss Anne sent me away,”
Bloomer said stiffly. “She was lurking in
the hall, unknown to her uncle, when the
young ‘man arrived. She waited to see him
out. I saw them together on the terrace.”’

“And why,” Henry said, “didn’t you
rush in and tell the old man his niece was
going off with Kane?”

Bloomer’s eyes shifted.
tecting Miss Emily.”

“Protecting Miss Emily?” Henry said.

“Quite,”” the butler said. “If Mr. Hack-
ett had known she was—er—encouraging
Miss Anne in her romance, he would have
been—very angry at her. . ..”

“Oh,” Henry said quietly. He took a
step toward the butler. “How much has
Miss Emily been paying you not to tell
the old Hangman that a couple of kids had
fallen in iover”

“I—was pro-

“I assure you—" Bloomer ruffled like
an indignant hen.

“How much?” Henry thundered.

Bloomer made an effort to recover his
dignity. “Miss Emily was always gener-
ous with the household staff,” he said.

“Bribing the whole damn lot of you, so



THE HANGMAN’S LAST SUPPER 99

the kid could have a little fun!” Henry
said. “A fine household! Now then, did
you see Hackett after you sa®% Kane and
Anne leave?”

“No,” Bloomer said. “I never entered
the study unless Mr. Hackett rang. And
he couldn’t ring—because he was dead!”

Henry studied the butler a long moment.
“You're giving that boy a lot of breaks,
aren’t you, Mr. Bloomer?” he said softly.

The butler said, “He murdered Mr.
Hackett!”

“Who murdered Hackett?”’ Dr. Graham
asked, cheerfully, coming into the library.

Henry shook hands with the doctor. He
liked John Graham. He liked a great phy-
sician who went around in an old sweater
and a pair of faded slacks.

“Sorry to have been so long,” Graham
said. “Miss Emily is taking this hard, I'm
afraid, Henry. She’s in no condition to be
questioned.”

“That's okay,” Henry said. ‘“There’s no
rush. Do you know when she saw her
brother alive?”

“She heard the rumpus in the library,”
- Graham said. “She was setting out the
old skinflint’s supper. It scared her to
death, and she ran to her room. She knew

the old man would have her scalp. She

spent the might in fear and trembling, and
then this morning learned he was mur-
dered.”

“She didn't see him, then, after the boy
left?”

“No,” Graham said. “He was the last
person in the world she wanted to see. I'm
afraid Anue didn’t see him either. She told
me she went out with Bill, and they sat in
his car and talked. Then she slipped back
into the house and upstairs. There was a

light in her uncle’s library as she crept past

the door, Lut she did not go in.”

“Mr. Bloomer,” Henry said, “we won’t
keep you from ‘your buttling any longer.
But don’t try to leave the house.”

“l have no intention of leaving the
house,” Bloomer said icily, and stalked out.

HENRY went over and carefully closed
the door.

“Doc,” he said, “are you putting on the
death certificate, and testifying before the
coroner’s inquest, that Hackett was stran-
gled?”

Graham lit a cigarette. ‘“Obviously,” he
said, ‘‘he was strangled. Whether he was
strangled to death, I wouldn't know with-
out making a thorough examination. His
heart may have given out. He might have
died of shock following the—rumpus.”

“How long would you say he's been
dead ?”” Henry asked.

‘“Better ask the coroner,” Graham said.

“That coroner,” Henry said, “wouldn’t
know a brain tumor from a wisdom tooth.
I'd like to have you make an examination,
Doc. T think we need your help on this
case.”

Graham blew a smoke ring. “I'm awfully
busy, Henry,” he said. “Ethically, I can't
very well interfere with the coroner.”

Henry looked at him. “Quit stalling,
John,” he said. “What are you afraid
you'll find?"

“Maybe,” Graham said, “‘I'm just an old
softy. Maybe I don’t want to help hang
young Bill Kane.”

“Maybe,” Henry said, and his hig face
was perfectly expressionless.

Graham stabbed out his cigarette and
meved to the door. At the door he turned.

“Say, Henry,” he said, “what ever he-
came of Rosalind Hackett's husband? The
girl's father?”

Henry shrugged. “I don't know,” he
said. ‘‘There were some mighty nasty
stories—"

“Yes,” Graham said. “They say that
Hangman Hackett railroaded him to pris-
on.” He paused. “He’'d be out by this
time, wouldn’t he ?”’

Graham went out and closed the door.
Henry was methodically examining the
library windows when the coroner arrived.
Dr. Percival Pomeroy was a chesty little
man with the strut and crow of a bantam
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rooster. I1e owed his position to a political
alliance oun his wife’s side.

“T’'ll leave you,” Henry said, “to make
your usual thorough and brilliant examina-
tion.”

“All right, Henry,” Pomeroy said geni-
ally. “I’'m always glad to cooperate with
a man who, though not having the advan-
tages of advanced education, appreciates
the ability of men who have. We will ‘co-
operate with you to ensure the earliest ap-
prehension and conviction.”

“Yeah,” Henry said.

HENRY found Kip, his deputy, in the
dining room, earnestly making nota-
tions in a battered note book.

“Hank,” Kip said looking up, “this is
awful. Nobody around here ever looks
at a clock. Now listen—Bill Kane arrives
about a quarter of ten, so the butler says.
I bet he started earlvy, but with that fog
last night, he’d have to creep.”

“Probably,” Henry said.

“Well, now, while he was talking to the
Hangman, Anne and that butler were both
in the hall. They both admit it! And the
old lady was shuttlin’ back and forth from
here to the pantry. The old gent always
had himself a supper, sittin’ right here at
the head of the table.” Kip pounded the
place before him.

“Fine,” Henry said.

“But from here,” Kip said, “we run into
trouble. Nobody knows just when the row
in the library started. The butler says it
was ‘about’ ten. Anne doesn’t know what
time it was, but she told the butler to go
to bed. Well, he didn’t go to bed—that’s
what he says—he came out here and asked
Miss Emily could he help her. She said for
him to go up and ask the cook where the
raisins were. He goes up and asks the
cook—his wife—and there aren’t any rais-
ins, and he comes down and tells Miss
Emily so. She says the old man will have
to take the cereal without raisins. They
set out his supper, and go up the front

stairs together. All is quiet in the library.

“When the butler gets to his rooms up
on the thir¥ floor, his wife says it was ten-
fifteen. They look out on the terrace and
see Anne and Bill Kane. Now if Kane
killed him, it musta bee between ten and
ten fifteen. That’s as close as we get.”

“Bloomer and his wife the only serv-
ants?” Henry asked.

“Nope. There's a maid. It was her night
out. She came in about eleven. She says
she made some hot milk to take to Miss
Emily ; she’s supposed to sort of look after
her. She came in to get a spoon and saw
old man Hackett’s supper set out, but un-
touched. She took the milk to Miss Emily,
who was in bed and, as she puts it, ‘in a
state.” Then she goes to bed.” _

“Any check on the time the maid got
in?” Henry said.

“Yep,” Kip said, “that Oriental chauf-
feur drove her. He says ‘’leven o’clock’.”

“Nobody saw anything suspicious?”
Henry <aid. “No strangers hanging around,
except Kane?”

“Nope,” Kip said.

“Well,” Henry said, “get a couple of
the boys and go throngh the grounds with
a fine tooth comb. Look under the library
windows, check every possible entrance.
Somebody might have slipped in after ten-
fiftteen. I'm serious, Kip.”

Henry went back down the hall and
wasn’t surprised to see the library door
swing open and Pomeroy bounce out.

“Open and shut,” the coroner beamed.
“Hackett was strangled to death. I hear
you already have a suspect. It’s child play,
Henry. We'll measure his hands against
the marks on the throat. Undoubtedly, if
we dig under his nails we’ll find microscop-

-ic bits of flesh from the old man’s neck.

Your suspect is practically hanged, Henry,
and you may rely upon me to handle the
inquest in a rapid and satisfactory man-
ner.”
“How long has Hackett been dead?”
(Continued on page 102)
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(Continued from page 100)
“Hard to tell,” Pomeroy said, “to the
minute. But near twelve hours, Henry.”
Henry looked at his watch. It was half-
past ten. As he looked up he saw Bill Kane
and Anne standing in the hallway.

CHAPTER THREE
Midnight Snack

NNE looked like a frozen statue, frozen

except for the liquid terror in her eyes.

Bill simply stood, young and powerful, his

extraordinary hands at his side. Extra-

ordinary, because they had the slim fingers

of a draftsman, and the power of a mechan-
ic. Bill’s face was a dead gray.

“Your uncle was alive when 1 left,
Anne,” he said simply. “We did quarrel,
I took him by the throat and shook him
like a kitten, but he was alive and hissing
curses at me when I left.”

“I know he was alive!” she said.

“If he was alive when Mr. Kane left,”
Pomeroy purred, “all Mr. Kane has to do
is prove it.” i

“I beg your pardon, Pomeroy,” Henry
said, “but in this county a man is innocent
until he’s proven guilty!”

Pomeroy whirled furiously. ‘“The law
enforcing agencies of this country,” he said,
“will have no difficulty proving guilt, in
spite of the laziest, most inept, inefficient
sheriff who ever held office! I warn you,
Henry, I shall spare nothing to bring the
killer of Cyrus Hackett to justice!”

With a righteous puff the little coroner
departed.

Henry rubbed his chin thoughtfully.
Then he turned to Bill.

“Son,” he said at last, ‘“Hackett was a
frail old man. And a big guy like you has
a lot of strength, more power than he rea-
lizes.”

“I didn’t kill him,” Bill said huskily.

(Continued on page 104)
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(Continued from page 102)

“You lost your temper,” Henry said,
“and you’re a big guy. I'm a big guy my-
self, that’s why I always take things easy.”

“But, Sheriff,” Bill said, “if I’d meant
to strangle him I would have grabbed him
by the windpipe. T just shook him, and my
hand went half way around his neck.”

“Well,” Henry said, “we’ll take your
whole story later. Right now I want you to
go along to the laboratory with Kip . . .
Kip!” he called.

_I{IF‘ loped into the hall, and Henry gave

him his instructions.

““And Kane,” Henry said, “I don’t have
to tell you, do I, that if you escaped now,
any jury would believe that you deliberate-
ly killed Cvrus Hackett so you could mar-
ry Anne, and she’d inherit his money?"

“T’ll stick to Kip like he was my mother,”
Bill said. He looked down at Anne. “Wait
for me,” he said, and her smile said she'd
wait forever.

When they were gone she turned to
Henry. *““Mr. Sheriff,” she said, “you for-
got to arrest him! You believe he’s inno-
cent!”

“If T arrested him,” Henry said, “he’d
have a right to call in a lawyer. And the
mouthpiece would tell him what to do and
what to say, and to answer questions.”

The light in Anne's eyes died. *“Then—
you're trying to trap him,” she said.

“Little lady,” Henry said, *“‘if we can't
find another suspect [ want that boy to go
before the inquest in the best possible light.
I want the folks of this county to know
that he voluntarily came up here, that he
voluntarily went to the laboratory, volun-
tarily told his story. He’s in a jam,
honey, and he’s got to shop for the smallest
penalty.”

The next hcurs Henry was absorbed n
routine business. Although the night had
been damp, no footprints were found under
the library windows, no signs of any intru-



THE HANGMAN’S LAST SUPPER

der. Fingerprints in the library were
Hackett’s, Bloomer’s, Bill's. The labora-
tory telephoned that a thorough check con-
clusively proved that the marks on Hack-
ett’s neck were made by Bill’s hand.

Henry re-questioned Bloomer and
learned nothing he didn’t already know.
He questioned the maid, Sarah, a level-
headed, middle-aged woman, who'd been
employed in the house for seven years.

“Did you hear Mr. Hackett in the li-
brary, Sarah,”” Henry asked, “after you re-
turned at eleven?”

“No, sir.”” Sarah said. ‘' But [ wouldn’t,
I only cauine as far as the dining room.”

“Didn’t vou think it funny he hadn't eat-
en his supper?” Henry said.

“No sir,” Sarah said. ““He didn’t usu-
ally eat till around midnight.”

“You idn’t see anything wrong, feel
anything  wrong?”  Henry persisted.
“Didn’t you thiak Miss Emily being upset,
was unusual ?”’

“No, sir,” Sarah said. Then her mouth
hardened. *He was a devil,”” she said. “the
way he treated that poor woman, and her
so sick. She's anxious to die, Mr. Walsh,
her life has heen that bad. If it hadn’t been
for Miss Anne, [ think she would have done
away with herself.”

“Sarah,” Henry said, “I'm going to ask
vou something, and [ want you to tell me
the truth. Could Miss Emily have got out
of bed and come downstairs without anv-
body knowing it, before you had come in,
that 1s>"

Sarah thought. “She was too weak to
take the stairs often,” she said, “and I'm
sure if she had, cook would have heard
her. Ears like a fox, she has—and eyes.
She would have seen the light go on in
Miss Emily’s room if she didn't hear her.
But the windows were open, and she'd be
listening, knowing I was out. You know
how it is when there's sickness. Cook
would have kept a sharp watch.”

“Get the cook,” Henry said.

Knowledge e’
That Has =
Bndured E ;
With the

Pyramids

OF LIFE

WHENCE came the knowledge
that built the Pyramids? Where did
the first builders in the Nile Valley
acquire their astounding wisdom that
started man on his upward climb? Did
their knowledge come from a race now
submerged beneath the sea? From
what concealed source came the wis-
dom that produced such characters as
Amenhotep 1V, Leonardo da Vinci,
Isaac Newton, and a host of others?

Today it is known that they discov-
ered and used certain Secrez Methods for
the development of their inner power
of mind. They truly learned to master
life. This secret art of living has been
preserved and handed down through-
out the ages and today is extended to
those who dare use its profound prin-
ciples to meet and solve the problems
of life in these complex times.

3

This Sealed Book—FREE

The Rosicrucians (not a religious organiza-
tion) have prepared an unusual book, which
will be sent free to sincere inquirers, in which
the method of receiving these principles and
natural laws is explained. Write
today for your copy of this sealed
book. Possibly it will be the first
step whereby you can accom-
plish many of your secret ambi-
tions and the building of per-
sonal achievements ... Address
your inquiry to: Scribe M.A.L

The Rosicrucians
(AMORC)
San Jose, California



'DO YOU HAVE
PROSTATE TROUBLE?

General Weakness, Backache, Fre-
quency, Burning Urination, Kidney
and Bladder Distress.

The Kansas City Medical Press has
just published a revealing booklet
which discusses the PROSTATE
GLAND in language anyone can
understand. Information contained
in this book may save you years of
suffering. Give name and address.
r———MAlL COUPON TODAY s mum g

| K. C. Medical Press |
Dept. T-1, 1440 E. 21st, 1
| North Kansas City, Mo.

Please send me by return mail booklets
| have checked below.
| The Prostate Gland ]
Kidney and Bladder |
Please enciose 10c for each book
| ordered. -!

- — — e e e — — e ——— —— —

Arthritis B
Rupture

i FREE!

- FOR THIS

] Make K
e Sy st
FRSR together with special offer of
are In terenad %;aﬁl?mm; m

hom check here ( lmy—u.bw

IEIRY lCHOOI. or HOICEMANSIHP
Pleasant Hill, Ohle

POEMS WANTED

s For Musical Setting
Mother, Home, Love, Sacred, Patriotic. Comic
or any subject. Don’t Delay—Send ue your
Original Poem at once—for Immediate con-
sideratlon and FREE Rhyming Dictionary.

RICHARD-BROTHERS

23 WOODS BUILDING _— CHICAGO 1, ILL.

Free Book on Arthritis
And Rheumatism

HOW TO AVOID CRIPPLING DEFORMITIES

An amazing newly enlarged 44-page book entitled
;‘Rhieumnti!m" will be sent free to anyone who will write
or it.

It reveals why drugs and medicines give only tempo-
rary relief and fail to remove the causes of the trouble:
explains a proven specialized non-surgical, non-medical
treatment which has proven successful for the past 88
years.

You incur no obligation in sending for this instructive
book. It may be the means of saving you years of untold
misery. Write today to The Ball Clinic, Dept. 16, Excel-
sior Springs, Missouri.

HERE'S A PROFITAR,

BUSINESS FR[[!

MONEY MAKING OPPORTUN

FOR YOU WITHOUT INVESTMENT!
No experience needed to act as our Local
De-hf for MASTERWork Unifommu-mA 3nu

ver-
tlllng embroidered on menuisnblg sales

te. You can easily
p to many thogsan of dollars yearly.
We lupply all Sales Equipment FREE., Write

QEO. MASTER GARMENT DIV.
263 WATER STREKT, LIGONIER, INDIANA

106

feltun Btores can’tcom

DETECTIVE TALES

ARAH went out and came back short-

ly, followed by a placid, moon-faced
matron, whose girth argued well for her
cooking.

“Would you like a nice piece of pie, Mr.
Walsh?”" she greeted him.

“Thank you, Mrs. Bloomer,” Henry
said. “I’d like nothing more, but 1 want to
ask you a few questions. You've been in
the house a long time?”

“Twenty years,” Mrs. Bloomer said.

“Now, you're well acquainted with the
house, and Sarah says you have ears like
a fox.”

Mrs. Bloomer beamed.

“Well, last night,” Henry said, ‘“did you
hear Miss Emily get up after she went to
bed? Or come downstairs, after she said
goodnight to Bloomer in front of her own
door?”

“She didn’t come down,” Mrs. Bloomer
said. ““She never was outside her door
again. I could hear her cryin’ her heart out.
I thought about going down, but she is
such a lady, Mr. Walsh. It would chagrin
her to have the servants see her takin’ on.
Always she tried to keep up a front But
we knew.”

“You are positive, you would swear
under oath, she never left her room?”

“I'd swear it on me mother's Bible!”
Mrs. Bloomer said.

Henry sighed. Then, shrugging his
shoulders, he went on. ‘“Bloomer says
you're the first person down in the morn-
ing. Now, this morning, did you see any-
thing out of the ordinary? Notice any little
thing ?”

“No, sir,” Mrs. Bloomer said.

“Well,” Henry said, ‘“weren’t you sur-
prised when Mr. Hackett hadn’t eaten his
supper, or does he often leave it untasted ?”

" “He did eat his supper,” Mrs. Bloomer
said, calmly.

“Henry stared at her. “What!” he said.
He heaved himself out of his chair.

“I said,” Mrs. Bloomer said* placidly,
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“that he did eat his supper. I carried out
the dishes this morning—you can ask the
chauffeur. I pointed out to him while he
was having his breakfast that Mr. Hackett
had eaten his cereal even though there
weren’t no raisins. What’s odd about it,
sir?”

Henry collapsed in a chair. “Odd!” he
said. “Odd! If Cyrus Hackett ate his sup-
per after eleven o’clock last night he was
alive when Bill Kane left the house at ten-
fifteen!” :

Henry- jumped up and started pacing the

floor. *‘l.ord. let me think,” he said. ‘“‘Let
me think!”

He was still pacing when Bloomer ap-
peared.

“The coroner, sir, wishes to speak to
you on the phone. He says it's important.”

“Hello, Henry, my good fellow,” Pom-
eroy purred. “I'm afraid I was a little
hasty, this morning. The county attorney
felt— well, he's young, you know, and he
wanted verification on a number of points,
so he suggested we have in Dr. Barnes
to help with the post mortem. And, this
will surprise you, Henry. . . .”

“l.ord in Heaven!” Henry cried. “Of
course, of course!”

A GREAT full moon was rising above the
calm dark water, when Henry stepped

out on the porch where Miss Emily lay,
propped with pillows, in her great bed.
Henry stood hat in hand, looking down at
her frail figure. Rosalind had been the
heauty, he remembered, the gay, high-spir-
ited one. But personally—well, he’d al-
ways preferred quiet, sweet-faced Emily,
with her calm delicacy.

Henry tiptoed to her bed. “Miss Emily,”
he said softly. “It's Henry Walsh.”

“Henry Walsh,” she whispered, and she
held out a slim little hand.

Henry took the hand, so ridiculously
small, in his own great paw.

“Pull up a chair, Henry,” she said.
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He pulled up a chair and sat down lean-
ing toward her. She wore a long-sleeved
nightgown, with a ruffle at the wrist, and
it reminded him of something, something
charming years ago, when girls were la-
dies and the better for it.

“Miss Emily,” he said. “I've come to
tell you, we've solved the case.”

“I'm glad,” she said.

“I know,” he said. “You see, Miss Em-
ily, it’s a strange case—very strange, and
I don’t think our County Attorney can ever
get a conviction.”

“Why is it strange, Henry ?”’ she asked.

“Well,” he said, “‘you see, Cyrus Hack-
ett was not strangled. He was poisoned,
Miss Emilv, by a twenty-five cent can of
rat poison—this very can. . . .”

Henry held up a small rectangular case ;
its tin top glittered in the moonlight.

“Shame on you, Henry,” Miss Emily
said, “going through a lady’s bureau draw-
ers.”

“I'm a detective,” Henry said, “and
there's one place a spinster lady always
thinks a thing is safe—under her linger-
ie.” .

““

They both laughed.

“You see,” Henry said, “when I found
out Cyrus Hackett had eaten his supper,
and then when I knew he’d been poisoned,
it wasn’t hard to figure. I'd been wondering
why Doctor John Graham stalled. He
wouldn’t testify Cyrus had been strangled,
and he refused to examine the body.”

“John’s a nice boy,” Miss Emily said.

“The best,” Henry said. “He was in
a tough spot. He wanted to save Kane—
and yet to save him he had to betray a con-
fidence.”

“No,” Emily said, “I would have saved
Bill Kane. He’s a fine boy, Henry. They’ll
be happy.”

“Sure,” Henry said.

She raised herself and gripped his hand.
“Henry,” she said, “I had to do it! Cyrus
would have done something so horrible—
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so diabolically evil. You don’t know what
Cyrus could have done. He might have
had Anne declared insane, had her locked
up for the rest of her life!”

“But why would he, Miss Emily? Why
has he kept her shut up all these years?”

“Money,” Emily said bitterly. “Power
and money! That is all Cyrus ever want-
ed, ever loved, ever cared about. The es-
tate was left originally to the three of us—
Cyrus, Rosalind, and me. Cyrus was exe-
cutor and our guardian. Rosalind and 1
were both under age. He never meant to
relinquish that guardianship. He meant to
keep us prisoners and handle the monev
himself. Bnt Rosalind had more courage
than I. She ran away. She married. She
was still under age. And Cyrus wouldn't
give her a penny, and they were so young.

“They didn’t know what to do, whom to
turn to. He hounded them, Henry. Everv
job that boy got, he took from him. He
crushed them at every step and every turn.
He railroaded that boy to prison on a false
charge, and gloated over it. He was show-
ing what he could do to me, if I opposed
him. He was happy when the boy died—
And Rosalind died in misery and want,
when Anne came. Died, Henry, from ne-
glect. That was murder! T wasn’t going
to let him do to Anne what he had done to
her mother. Foolish Anne, wanting to be
married decently with her uncle’s consent.
Sending that boy up here to ask for her
hand, when I had begged them to run
away. Don’t you see, Anne automatically
inherits her mother’s share of the estate.
Cyrus would never stand for that.”

HE lay back. “When I heard the quar-
rel, I knew there wasn’t a minute to
lose. What he'd do, would be done like
a flash. If he lived through the night, I
probably would never have seen the child
again—the only thing I've ever had to love,
Henry—the only person in the world who
loves me. I— I suppose I thought of it a
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DETECTIVE TALES

long time ago. I sent Bloomer on an er-
rand and I mixed the poison with the ce-
real, in his milk—even his tea. I knew he’d
be too upset, too deep in his scheme to even
notice what he ate.”

Henry shifted his chair. “Miss Emily,”
he said, “as I told you, this is a strange
case. I don’t think we’ll ever get a con-
viction.”

“I’ll be dead,” Miss Emily said quietly,
“long before the case comes to a trial. . . .”

“But,” Henry said, “I don’t even think
there’ll be a trial, Miss Emily. This might
just have been a practical joke.”

“Joke?” she said.

“That’s right,” Henry said. “Have you
read the printing on the can of poison—
the very poison that was given .to Cyrus
Hackett? Listen, it says on the label in big,
black letters:

“ ‘Kills Rats and Mice Only. Not a poi-
son. Neol Company, Chicago.’

“Not a poison,” Henry repeated. “It's
right here on the can! You might have
given it to anybody as a practical joke.
Over here on the sides it says: ‘Can be
used safely around the home, farm or barn.
Will not kill chickens or domestic animals.
A specific exterminator, kills only mice and
rats! ”

Henry put the can into the small hands.

“See, Miss Emily,” he said, “a young
County Attorney doesn’t want to waste the
taxpayers’ money on a case like that. Why,
any jury would know you don't know any-
thing about biology. Probably you never
studied it. This stuff, not a poison, kills
rats and mice only—because rats and mice
have no gall bladders. There's something
in a gall bladder that offsets this stuff. You
ee,” Henry added quietly, “it killed Cy-
rus Hackett—because he didn’t have a gall
bladder. .

“Now I'll leave you to get some sleep.
You want to get well and strong—it’s been
a long time, Miss Emily, since the Hackett
place has seen a real nice wedding.” ¢ ¢ @
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(Continued from page 82)
in Bob Lyons’ tesimony. It may sound
like wild conjecture on my part. Probably,
even Bob Lyons himself had no idea of
what his unconscious mind was up to—un-
til the moment those cross rods broke.

“Then, at once, he knew what he had
done. In his sleep he had judged himself
for being disloyal to his duty, condemned
himself, and the only sad consolation he had
now was that his wife and son were not
in the car.

“He understood now why there had been
grease on his hands the day Sallv had found
him walking in his sleep. He understood
now the power of his conscience, that con-
science which had filed the cross rods
through to the near breaking point, and
even as he wrestled with the wheel. he knew
it was futile. By now his car was going
about seventy miles an hour, and in the
next ten feet, where he should have been
bearing right, the car smashed instead
through the pretty white fence like so much
matchwood. The heavy car went falling
through the air, end over end. When it
landed, the door burstopen and spilled him
out, hroken back and all, at the water’s
edge. He never felt the sharp edge of a
bunch of keys in his pocket because Iy then
he couldn’t feel anything.” ¢ 60
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DETECTIVE TALES

(Continued from page 68)

She tried to stop shaking and crying
and laughing. She clung to Steve, pressed
her cheek against his. He winced.

“Oh, Steve, your face!” His cheek was
swollen, his left eye puffed almost shut.
“I'll get some ice—" -

“Never mind. Just let me hold you.”
He looked down, scowling fiercely. ‘“Why
do I have to marry a girl with more courage
than’s good for her?”

“Me?” she squeeked. “Oh, Steve, I was
so scared!”

“Yeah? Listen, you may not care what
happens to you, but I do. For the rest of
my life every time I think of what might
have happened to you—" He shuddered.

Ella smiled but inside she felt shamed.
She’d thought him a coward-when all the
time he was only proving how much he
loved her. And when the time came he’d
put on an act that fooled her as well
as those two thugs. She wanted to tell
him, the way he looked scowling at her,
how utterly fearless he was, only she was
afraid he'd feel kinda funny.

Lights flashed across the front win-
dows. A car door opened, slammed shut.
Steve moved over to the door as steps
crossed the porch. He opened the door.

Ella breathed again as the lieutenant,
followed by two detectives, walked in. They
stopped, startled eyes sweeping over Fran-
kie face-down on the chair, the fat man
moving groggily on the floor.

“So they did come here !”” said one of the
detectives.

“Yeah, I had a feeling when they weren’t
at their place,” said the lieutenant, “or in
any of the bars that they’d come here.”
He pushed his hat back and stared at
Steve. “The public-spirited citizen,” he
muttered.

Ella slipped her hand inside Steve’s. She
lifted her chin. “Will you please get
those two thugs out of my nice clean liv-
ing room?” L 2K 2



THE CRIME CLINIC

(Continued from page 8)

“The big idea is—" the beefy face now
held a smile—*“that, now that you're on the
inside of the house, there’s no mistaking
that you've been caught red-handed.

“But you're making a big mistake—!"
cried Frisco Joe.

‘““Hardly,” said the cop drily.
here.”

“I live

Well, friends, you can hardly blame
Frisco Joe for that little error. His big
mistake came much earlier—when he first
started his career of crime!

And—speaking of mistakes—that's one
thing vow won’t be making, if you stick to
the pages of DETECTIVE TAaLEs! Take the
next issue, for example. It’ll be filled with
the kind of fast-action mystery yarns you
like—and it will be on sale November 19th.

See you then!

The Editor

SAVE UP_T0 50% AND MORE

All diomonds reset in brand new modern mountings. Sold with a
written iron-clad money back guorantee. Over 100,000 satisfied
cvstomen have bought diamonds from Berman's.

Our referenco—your own bask or a0y marcantie sgency

Berman’s Diamond Loan Bank
Dept.PF-BERMAN BLDG., BALTO. 1, MD.

whlihutuﬁle
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\ cAITOONISTS' EXCHANGE i
W Dept. 4811, Pleasant Hill, Ohia k

I Will Train You for Good Pay Jobs

in RADIO-TELEVISION

), Yov Learn at Home by Practicing with Kits | Send

1Tr
AP
on ships. Now with
WEAN as control
operator.”’—R. D. Arnold
Rumford, R. 1.
‘4 months after
enrolling, was able
to service Radioes.
Averaged $10 to
$15 a week spare time,”'—
W. Weyde, Brooklyn,N. Y.

H
»
.
‘*Am doing Radio :
'
i

Servicing full
time. Havemyown
shop.
success toN.R.1.”"—Curtis :

Stath, Ft. Madison, Iowa. ¥ City

Do you want a good pay job, a bright
future, security ? Want your own busi-
ness? Then get into the fast growing
RADIO-TELEVISION industry. Keep
your job while learning. Hu:idreds I've

trained are suc-
ainedTheseMen cessful Radio-
*IreceivedmyLi- Television tech- 3
cense and worked mnicians. Learn
Radio-Television

Good 1orBotth-FREE .

Mr. J. E. Smith, Pres., Dept. ZMR1
National Radio Institute. Washington9,D.C.

Mail me Sample Lesson and Book FREE.
(No salesman will call. Please write plainly.)

I owe my ¥ Address

prineiples from my illustrated lessons ;
get practical experience from kits sent.

EARN WHILE YOU LEARN

Many of my students make $5, $10 extra a
week in spare time Axing neighbors’ Radios.
Mail coupon for actual lesson and 64-pg. book,
*““How to Be a Success in Radio-Television.”

. E. Smith, Pres., Na- T
tional Radio Inst., Dept.
sMR1, Washington 9, D.C.

= The ABCs of
SERVICING
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> FREE 1
10 DAY

" TRIAL

ACT NOW -+ MAIL COUPON!

“% WHAT A BUY!

f  RrusH couroN TODAY! M

Complete two way telephone sys-
tem. Works.at amazingly long dis-
tonces. Handy pocket size. Elec-
tronic voice powered. No license
or permit needed. Two units com-
plete with wire, ready to use.
Quantity limited,
Order today. Fi
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MASON

Build a Fine Business...Full or Spare Time!
We Siari You FREE—Don’i Invest One Cent!

mane 816 MONEY

€ 4
(/,yg. 2 i

WITH FAST-SELLING WARM

MASON LEATHER JACKETS

Rush Coupon for FREE Selling Outfit!
NOW IT’S EASY to make BIG MONEY in a profit-making, spare-

time business! As our man in your community, you feature
Mason’s fast-selling Horsehide, Capeskin, Suede, other fine leather
jackets — nationally known for smart styling, rugged wear, won-
derful warmth. Start by selling to friends and fellow workers.
Think of all the outdoor workers around your own home who will
be delighted to buy these fine jackets from you. truck drivers,
milkmen, cab drivers, gas station, construction men — hundreds
in your own community! You'll be amazed how quickly business
grows, And no wonder ! — You offer these splendid jackets at low
money-saving prices people can afford! Our top-notch men find
it's easy to make up to $10.00 a day EXTRA income!

“arye
T4 4 *’4“'{3' ARE BOTH

RM SucepsKiInN:

These Special Features
Help You Make Money
From First Hour!

e o o \en really go for these warm

Mason jackets of long-lasting

Pony Horsehide leather, fine Cape-

skin leather, soft luxurious Suede

leather. You can even take orders

for Nylon, Gabardine, 100% Wool,

Satin-faced Twill jackets, men’s

raincoats, too! And just look at

these EXTRA features that make

Mason jackets so easy to sell:

® Warm, cozy linings of real
Sheepskin . . . nature’s own
protection against cold!

® Quilted and rayon linings!

o Laskin Lamb waterproof,
non-matting fur collars!

@ Knitted wristlets!

® Especially-treated leathers
that do not scuff or peel!

® Zipper fronts!
@ Extra-large pockets!

® Variety of colors for every
taste: brown, black, green,
grey, tan, blue!

SI'IOE MFG CO

C!uppe\n\-a Falll WIgc

Be the first to sell men
who work outdoors this
perfect combination'—
Non-scuff, warm Horsehide
leather jacket lined with wooly Sheepskin—and new Horse-
hide work shoe also warmly lined with fleecy Sheepskin and
made with oil-resisting soles und leather storm welt!

Even MORE Profits with Special-Feature Shoes

Take orders for Nationally-advertise:l. Velvet-eez Air-Cushion
Shoes in 150 dri sport, work styles for men and women
Air-Cushion Innersole gives wonderfui feeling of ‘‘walking on
air.’’ As the Mason man in your town, ¥ou feature more shoes
in a greater range of sizes and widths than the largest store in
town! And at low, direct-from-factory prlces! It's easy to fit
customers in the style they want—they keep re-ordering, too
—put doilars and dollars into your pocket! Join the excep-
tional men who make up to $200 extra a month and get their
family’s shoes and garments at wholesale prices!

Send for FREE SELLING OUTFIT Today!
Mail coupon today—T11 rush vour powerful Free Jacket and
Shoe Selling OQutfit including 10-second Air-Cushion Demon-
strator, and EVERYTHING you nee: to start building a
steady, BIG MONEY. repeat-order business, as thousands of
others have done with Mason!

END FOR FREE OUTFI

Mr. Ned Mason, Dept. M-847
MASON SHOE MFG. COMPANY,

Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin

You bet I want to start my own extra-income business!
T’lease rush FREE and postpaid my Powerful Selling Out-
fit—featuring Mason Jackets., Air-Cushion Shoes, other
fast-selling specialties—so T can start making BIG
MONEY right away!

Name
Address
Age......
Town

Stace

i —— o — o — —



YOU'VE DREAMED OF OWNING A GIANT LIBRARY-SIZE DICTIONARY LIKE THIS!

n Pub, O
Edmoﬂ

A DIJ?[H 'JULLIMf‘ IN .(Jh

" E
Signs and bymhols Lse(r in As-

logy, Biology, Chemistry,
gﬂm-‘)‘?;nm Finance, Mathe-
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Lurnule:e Tables of Weights and
Consnwtlon of the U.B.; Bill of
PI;S\.IIU 'mrl Viee Presidents
;- THE

P I'YE GUTLINE OF
Ea”ﬁ‘i.l&" LANGUAGE: origin
and Forms of Speech, etc
FULL COLOR R ke asimals.
“llmé gerrﬁsu 1-e|u!'le= flowers,
lnevcis. Ash. INE:'; \:le:lv:: otc.

By ok GI‘ IN. THICK!

ary or Successors.

the American Language, over 2,000 pages,
\vcvghmg 10 1bs., centaining over 140 000
last.minute definitions, maps, etc., and enroll
me as_a member. Also send me as my first
Club Selection, the new best.selling novet 1

haye checked here:
L The Caine Mutiny U The President’s Lady
O The Saracen Blade [ The Captive Witch
he best-selling  books choose hereafter
§ may be either regular Selections or any of the
M o(her |\|q1u|'|r L\onka described Club’s

o to pay only the Cliub's special

oW e rice of $1.49 each.® plus few

+ ) cents :hipnins charges; and 1 may cancel my
1 -¢u||>t|r| >|lrm m ang time after buying iwelve

ol o further cest or obligation.
] GUARANTEE' !f not delighted, I will return

Dictionary and first Selection in 7 days, and
this membership will be cancelled.

er. JL

AMPS. fFeenee e sesesace. .

I Miss PLEASE PRINT

Boaddress ..vvvuviiiiinns
Zone No.

BCitY cececeecoas., (fany), o, State...,..

§ *In Canada, §1.88. Add: 105 Bond St., Toronto 2
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EITFREE?

—as Your Gift for Joining "America’s

This and-New

$22.50

Biggest Bargain Book Club”

World Edition of

WEBSTER'S

ENCYCLOPEDIC

COMPLETE WORLD ATLAS! OVER 2,000 PAGES'
SHIPPING WEIGHT OVER 10 LBS.!

OVER 140,000 PEFINITIONS! MAPS! COLOR PLATES!
10 Years in Preparation at Cost of Nearly ONE MILLION §
AT LAST you can own the magnificent new \WEBSTER’S ENCYCLOPEDIA
DICTIONARY in the mammoth 2,000-pave volume pictured here.
You do NOT pay ihe regular price of
Work—yocu get it YREE and NOW as your introduction to membership in
““America’s Biggest Bargain Bool Club.

Defines Over 140,000 Words and Phrases

for this distinguished

Between the handsome, gilt-stamped covers of your Web-
ster’s Dictionary lies the Ty heart of everything
1 sou’ve ever wanted to know abaut the language you use every
";;‘:'L's‘a? -day -~ and about scores of other evervday subjects as well.
Youngsteral A DOZEN Volumes in One
Just i""“&'-ll'_’" T““’{ This massive Work presents a_fascinating array of brand new
Salpdul Ehin e 1952 facts about the world you Live i s hewest terms: laws;

- - -y
Uwf WITHOUT MONE [ ]
OK LEAGUE OF AMERICA l
Dept PFG-11, Garden City, N. Y.
Please send me—FRE the brand-new l
glam: WEBSTER'S NEW WORLD DXCTIO\ARY

- -

in wur Fou
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be
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trations

No home should
be without it!

SEND NO

l SImnhr mnil ooupon WITH.
ONE

Y—snd your
m anmoth WLRSTLR NEW
WORLD DICTIONARY, En-

eyclopedic Edition, will be sent
to you immediately, as & new
membership GIFT from the BnoL
League. Most amazing, you will
pay nothing, cwe siothing for thie
handsome volume! WITH it wili
come either the 1852 Pulitzer
prize novel, “The Caine
Mutiny,”” or any OTHER book
you select in coupon,

You Choose Your Own Best-
2 Sellers. Thereafter vou will
CONTINUE to receive YOUR
OWN CHOICE of best-sellers by
authors like Maugham., du
Maurier, Van Wyek Mason, ete.
You choose after reading an ad-
vance description of each book
in the Club’s free ‘““Review.”

natural \vcnder:,
defines over

of the World in full_coler, and
more than 1,400 clear illus-
and
been called
plete ail-new Dictionary of its
giant size in print today’'!

But You Must Act AT ONCE
Mail coupon TODAY--and your
giant WEBSTER’S DICTION-
ARY will be sent to you AT
ONCE—free—to use and enjoy
for a lifetimel

arts; sciences,

0,000 words and vhrasesx

‘the most cnm.

—~MANY L]

Big _lusta-
o

tn| nug rnmu 3
(including
dozens

Your savinns Are TRE-
% Although the
oub you <elect each month may
be selling in publisher’s edition
for $3.00 or even more, YOU pay
only the Club’s bargain price of
1,49, plus few cents for ship-
ping—a saving of up to $1.50!¢
Just think of the great savings
you’ll make on the twelve books
you take during the yeart

SEND NO MONEY!
on  Now!
Mql.wunrm DW — WITH-
OUT MONEY — and enjoy this
generous gift WITHOUT DE-
LAY. Enjoy, too. the best-seller
you select in the coupon. THEN
you'll realtze how much pleasure
you're going fo get from your
membership—at TREMENDOUS
savings!
Book League of America
Dept. PFG-11,
Gorden City, N. Y.
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By Herman Weuk
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By Irving Stone
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