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THE CRIME CLINIC 
T HE meeting place was an automat on 

Broadway. The time was noon. The 
room was crowded and noisy. But the 

girl was beautiful; her hair was very black; 
her face faintly olive-tinted, oval and smooth. 
Steve Payne leaned across the table. 

" Did I forget to tell you that I love you, 
Linda ?" 

" I  don't quite remember. Not for the last 
five minutes, anyway. " 

" Did I ever say that we should get mar
ried ?" 

"Now that you mention it, I do recall that 
you hinted at something like that, in your 
inimitably delicate way, " she smiled. 

" Don't forget then . . . . " Steve's gray eyes 
stalled a moment, attracted a figure entering 
the revolving door. " There's Ed!" he ex
claimed. " Sit still, honey, I'll get him. You 
wouldn't believe it, but my brother-in-law is 
one of those rare characters called a private 
detective. Even so, he's an OK guy . . . .  Hey, 
Ed, " he called. " Come here and meet the 
future Mrs. Payne." 

The stoop-shouldered, freckle-faced man 
was almost at their table. " I  don't blame you 
for looking, " Steve turned to him. " Doesn't 
she make any pin-up girl look a comic valen
tine ? She's the very best, Ed, all the way 
from Tulsa, and teaches French at Miss 
Hamlin's school, and I'm marrying her next 
week, if I can live that long . . . .  

" Oh," he turned to the girl. " Linda, Ed 
Samuels, my brother-in-law. He watched 
them shake hands, smiling. Then abruptly, the 
smile was wiped off his face as he watched 
Ed's eyes open wide, then slowly narrow. 

" 1-I'm glad to know you, "  Ed said softly. 
Steve blinked. Ed's tone was cool, measured 
and very soft. " And so you're from Tulsa ? 
Tulsa, Oklahoma, eh ? " Ed went on. " And so 
you're teaching French to sub-debs at Miss 
Hamlin's School ?" 

" Yes. That-that's right, " the girl said 
slowly. Suddenly, Steve noticed that her face, 
too, was drawn and flushed. 

Ed smiled, straightening up. " I'll see you 
again. Soon ! " he promised, and something 
went through Steve at the velvet threat in Ed 
Samuel's voice. He turned to Steve. " Come 
6 

and help me pick out a piece of pie, " he said. 
At the slot, Steve turned to his brother-in

law. " What the hell'< the matter with you, 
anyhow ? You act like Linda was poison . .. I" 

" For a newspaper reporter who's supposed 
to have been around, you're just like any other 
damn dope ! " Samuels said. Then he snorted. 
" So her name is Linda, and she's from Tulsa 
and teach ing here ? And, by God, you're 
going to marry her ! " 

Angrily, Steve's fingers locked in Ed's lapel. 
" What are you saying, you fool ?" he blazed. 

" Listen, kid," Ed gently disengaged Steve's 
hand. " That girl's name is not Linda Wilson. 
And never saw Tulsa in her life. And right 
this minute she's up to her neck in the damnd
est crime-ring-including blackmail, dope ·and 
murder-that this city's ever seen. I know, 
because I'm working on the case, and I've got 
enough on her-almost-to send her to the 
chair. But right now she's more valuable 
to me running around. " 

Steve's face purpled. " You-rotten-lousy 
-liar ! " he said between his teeth, and swung 
his fist at Detective Samuel's jaw . . .. 

The blow-which, by the way, didn't land 
-was something like the shot heard round 
the world, for it set off a dynamite-packed 
train of events-sinister, sudden and violent 
-which was to rock the high places of New 
York City; crime-packed, thrill-jammed days 
and nights when Steve Payne, reporter, was 
to wish he had never met either the girl he 
loved or his favorite brother-in-law, who was 
tracking her down with all the relentlessness 
of a blood-hound. . . . 

Seldom, we believe, have we published such 
an absorbing human story of crime, mystery 
and intrigue as the one quoted above, and 
which will appear in the next issue. It is by 
Francis K. Allan, and represents one of the 
top-notch thrillers by that gifted writer. 

Also, in the same big issue, another colorful 
and dramatic mystery novel, by another master 
of murder-fiction, Frederick C. Davis; plus 
an unusually strong selection of short stories, 
features and departments ! 

The December issue will be published Octo
ber 27th! 

THE EDITOR 
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RAILROAD 

RA N SOM 

By C. T. SULLIVAN 

M ONTANA'S most famous dynamiter 
had black, shaggy hair hanging down 
over his forehead; black eyes, sullen 

in deep sockets, and a brain with one fixation 
-that of obtaining $25,000 from the Northern 
Pacific. The dynamiter was Ike Gravelle. 

It started in July 1903 in the well-appointed 
offices of the Northern Pacific at St. Paul, 
Minnesota. There officials read a letter, and 
tossed it aside. 

The letter said the writer was holding the 
N.P. for $25,000 ransom and, if necessary, 
he would destroy railroad property until the 
same was paid. The N.P. was given fifteen 
days to comply with the demand. The rail
road was directed to tie a piece of white cloth 
to the drawhead of the last coach of each 
passenger train running between St. Paul and. 
Spokane until notified how to pay the money. 

On August 1 ,  1903, a section foreman liv
ing near Livingston, Montana was awakened 
at 2 a.m. by an explosion. He investigated 
and found that granite piers of the N.P. 
bridge over the Yellowstone river had been 
dynamited. The bridge was supported only 
by a pinnacle of stone. A freight train and 
a passenger train actually had passed over 
the bridge safely after the blast. 

On August 5 a freight rolling across Mon
tana struck explosives tied on the track and 
limped into a roundhouse with headlight 
blown away, pilot shattered and its front ut
terly blasted. 

On September 22 Engineer John Brown, 
running a passenger train between Helena 
and Logan, struck dynamite on the tracks. 
At Claysoil, near Helena, dynamite was found 
between the rails. At Birdseye there were 
three successive explosions that spread rails. 

The N.P. in the meantime had decided the 
letter was not from a crank but from a dan
gerous man. They displayed the white signal. 
A second letter from the dynamiter was mailed 
from Butte. It expressed pleasure that the 
N.P. had decided to comply with the writer's 
orders. It instructed the railroad to leave the 
money at a point along the right of way where 
a red lantern would be displayed 
R 

A railroad is a mighty thing 
. . .  powerful locomotives, 
steel rails, sturdy bridges, 
thousands of men, and mil
lions of dollars . . .  yet this 
one man held it in his hand 

as he would a toy . . .  

The railroad disregarded the order. Other 
blasts followed and the N.P. was notified the 
writer now wanted $50,000. 

The railroad was in a turmoil from St. 
Paul to Spokane. Railway officers, sheriffs and 
their deputies and police of many cities 
sought the dynamiter. They were spurred on 
by a $5,000 reward offered by Governor 
Joseph K. Toole of Montana, $5,000 by the 
Northern Pacific and $500 by Park County, 
Montana-a total of $10,500. 

In October, 1 903, a man was reported dig
ging in the snow on the railroad tracks near 
Blossburg. James Keown, Frank Latta and 
Bert Reynolds took up his trail and after a 
thirty mile chase, captured Ike Gravelle, the 
dynamiter. He was sentenced to ten years in 
Montana state prison and fined $5,000. 

Gravelle was kept in the county jail. The 
jailor, named Jones, went to Gravelle's cell. 

"Put up your hands," Gravelle ordered, 
after Jones had unlocked the cell door. He 
flashed a revolver. Gravelle forced Jones to 
walk ahead of him down the jail corridor, 
where they met Deputy Sheriff Tony Korizek. 
Jones unsuccessfully tried to warn him. Gra
velle forced Jones and Korizek to turn to the 
wall. It is believed that Korizek tried for his 
gun for Gravelle shot and killed him. 

Gravelle ran to the street and toward 
Governor Toole's mansion near the Helena 
business district. The pursuers fired shots and 
a woman caught in· the line of fire ran to the 
front door of the governor's mansion. Mrs. 
Toole, the governor's wife, heard the shots 
and rushed to the door. She opened it and 
let the woman in. She then locked the door. 
Gravelle tried to enter the house but could not 
open the door. 

A pursuer shot and wounded Gravelle in 
the arm. The rest closed in and Gravelle 
ran to the rear of the house-to find himself 
trapped by high walls. He took shelter in an 
enclosed alleyway. His pursuers, closing in 
for the kill or capture, heard a shot. 

The dynamiter had blown off the top of his 
head! 
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COME HOME TO THE CORPSE! 
Starkly Realistic Crime-Mystery Novel 

By C. T. FLEMINC-ROBERTS 
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Somebody came from behind 
ad took him with a black. 

If you'd married Edith, no one 
could blame you for sneaking 
out, like W es, for a peaceful 

beer, even though it meant hell-a
mile when you sneaked back again. 
. . . But the kind of hell W es re· 
turned to was something far more 
grim and deadly than the usual 
tongue-lashi.ng of the vitriolic virago 
who shared-and did her best to 

wreck-his life . . . .  

CHAPTER ONE 

The Men at the Door 

WES hadn't known Edith had a cousin 
named Al until after Wes and Edith 
had been maried eighteen months. 

Then one January afternoon the plant physi
cian sent Wes home with a bad chest cold, 
and when Edith let him into their apartment, 
why there was this dark, short-browed man 
with eyebrows like square chunks of licorice 
tandy. Edith pointed, her palm upwat4 as 

1 1  



12 DETECTIVE TALES 

though pointing was something she'd practiced 
in front of a mirror, and said : "Wes, this is 
Cousin AI," j ust like that, out of a not-so-clear 
sky. 

AI lifted himself out of a lounge chair. His 
expensive dark suit with chalk stripes was 
patterned to lend him height and plane off 
some of his breadth. His right hand, bright 
with three carats of diamond, engulfed Wes' 
fingers in a crusher grip while eyes like ripe 
olives gave Wes a going-over. 

"So this is Wes. " AI was loud and patroniz
ing. " How're you, fellah. Ha-huh-huh." 
Al's chuckle was not a happy sound, not con
tagious. 

By the time Wes had washed and put on 
clothes that weren't covered with the dust of 
the pattern-making shop, Cousin AI was on 
his way out. In overcoat and black hamberg 
hat he waved casually to Wes from the door
way. 

" See you again, fellah." 
And that was the last time W es saw Cousin 

AI until the night of the murder. But he 
heard enough about him from Edith. All of 
their fights ended in the same round, with 
Edith reminding Wes that if Cousin AI were 
married, his wife wouldn't have to wear her 
trousseau forever either; she'd have mink 
coats and Dache hats . . . . 

THE night of the murder, the quarrel was 
different in that it started with AI and 

his money instead of ending that way. Wes 
came home late. from the plant to find Edith 
keyed up to a screaming pitch because the 
bathtub faucets were dripping. She'd been 
after the j anitor all day, and if she had to sit 
there all night listening to that steady drip
drip, she'd go out of her mind. 

Wes was dead on his feet. With all the war 
orders pouring into the foundry, the pattern 
shop was a mad-house. He didn't try to ex
plain how tired he was to Edith because she'd 
long ago ceased to be interested. He went in
to the bathroom to look at the faucets, then 
came around into the adjoining bedroom. At 
the back of the clothes closet was a little door 
which divulged the secrets of the bathtub 
plumbing. Opening the door he saw a shoe 
box wedged between water and drain pipes. 
He scowled, stooped, pulled out the box, shook 
it. Then he slashed the string that bound it 
with his keen-edged knife and removed the 
lid. 

The knife, the lid, the string fell from his 
fingers to the floor. Wes held the box in his 
hands, stared into it. He was bewildered, 
shocked, scared, like dreaming he'd gone down
town and forgot to put on his trousers. The 
box contained money-wads of money in neat 
packs of eye-popping hundred dollar bills. 

Out in the living room, the satin-faced heels 

of Edith's mules came clattering down on the 
floor. The sofa springs squeaked, and there 
was the startled swish of her taffeta house
coat. W es came from the closet as she came 
into the bedroom. Her dark hair was tumbled 
from lounging all afternoon. Her eyes were 
so wide the white showed all around the blue 
irises. At first there was panic in her eyes 
and then the hard brightness of defiance. 

" Snooping in my closet, are you ? "  
H e  didn't answer. He shoved the box 

toward her. "What-what's this ? "  
She laughed. "You wouldn't know, would 

you ? You've heard about the stuff but you've 
never seen any ! " 

"Where--where--" He moistened his lips. 
Ugly thoughts whirled around in his brain 
like castings tumbled in a rotary cleaner at 
the plant, making meaningless clatter, raising 
a blinding dust. 

" Cousin Al's, " she said. " I'm keeping it for 
him for a while. He wants it to start a new 
business. " 

" Oh. He's got something against banks ?" 
Her eyes fled from his for a furtive second. 

Then she talked fast. "You wouldn't under
stand. Al's up there where he hears things 
long before they break in the papers. A new 
regulation. It's something about attaching 
private savings and giving war bonds in ex
change. " 

Wes brought a wilted smile to his lips. 
" Confiscation of private wealth. I'm up there 
where I hear things, too. They spiked that 
rumor as coming from Berlin-not Washing
ton. Cousin AI -" 

He paused. The reflection had come unin
tended, as though prompted by something that 
had been going on in his subconscious. It 
brought a short brittle laugh from Edith's full 
red lips. She leaned toward him, one hand 
on her hip, the other clasping the low neck of 
her housecoat. Her face was waxen with only 
a faint apricot tint up high on her cheeks. 
She'd had something to drink, though Wes 
didn't know where she'd got it. The drink 
was part of her defiance, but the scornful 
narrowing of her eyes was something he'd been 
putting up with for a long time. 

He said, " Go ahead, laugh. Out loud, I 
mean. Up to now I've been seven kinds of a 
jackass ! " He dropped the box at her feet. 

He left the bedroom, got hat and topcoat 
out of the living room closet. When he turned, 
Edith was in the living room with him, be
tween him and the door. She looked a little 
scared. 

" What are you going to do ? "  she asked, 
taunting in spite of her fear. 

He started for the door. " You'd like to 
know. " 

She caught his arm, he brushed her off, 
reached for the doorknob. He was quite calm. 
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The only thing that hurt was his pride. He 
turned toward her once more. 

"If  you hadn't killed the love I bad for you 
a long time ago, Edith, I'd strangle you with 
my bare hands. You notice, don't you, I'm 
not asking when Cousin AI was here last or 
how many times he's been here since that first 
time? I'm just not interested." 

She laughed an unstable laugh that wavered 
between derision and hysteria. " Go  on, Wes. 
Go out and get stinko on two beers I W es-" 
She leaned out the door after he had entered 
the hall to shout at his back, " W  es, pick up 
a girl who understands, why don't you? " 

This last struck her particularly funny and 
her brassy laughter echoed in Wes' ears. long 
after he had left the apartment. 

}T was a place on Illinois Street. W es hadn't 
bothered to look at the name. It had a bar 

and tables, a noisy crowd, a piano perched 
on a little platform at the back with a gray
haired harpy of a woman to play it. Edith 
had been right about Wes and a couple of 
beers. He'd had one and a straight whiskey, 
trying to get hilariously drunk, but instead of 
that he was just feeling slightly numb. He 
wasn't used to liquor and it hit him like a 
lead pipe. It made him w<>nder if Edith had 
been right too about him not being able to 
pick up a girl. 

There was one girl sitting alone at a little 
table tucked back in a corner between the· wall 
and the piano platform. W es never did know 
what made him think she'd be easy unless it 
was the black lace stockings she wore. He'd 
show Edith-or show himself, because Edith 
didn't matter any more. 

He slid away from the bar, through the 
crowd to stop at the girl's table. It wasn't 
until he had his hand on the back of the chair 
opposite hers that he decided he was ail wrong 
about her. She was looking toward the piano 
and it was her profile he saw-clean-cut, deli
cate features, the black veil from her small 
black hat just reaching the tip of her short 
straight nose. She had the poise that bar-flies 
never had, and probably money; hay hadn't 
bought the fur coat that was softly crushed 
against the back of her chair. He'd probably 
get his face slapped. 

"You look lonely, " he said. " My name's 
Wes." 

She turned her head toward him. A half
smile on moist red lips widened, brightened. 
Her eyes scarcely touched his face at all, and 
it seemed that the veil lent them a strange 
misty quality that was out of this world. 

" I'm never lonely when there's music," she 
said. 

If that was a brush-off, her voice and her 
smile took the sting out of it. Her smile 
was in her voice, an inseparable part of it. 

She made an indefinite but graceful gesture 
with her hand. " My name's Sal," she said. 
" Would you care to join me? " 

" Thanks. " He drew a breath, bowed stiffly. 
" How do you do, Sal?" 

" Wes-" She tried his name, sounding as 
though she Tiked it. He liked it, too, the way 
she said it. 

He sat down. There wasn't much chance 
to talk to the girl because they were so close 
to the piano. Between numbers, he offered her 
a cigarette, asked to buy her a drink. She said 
no thanks to both. They listened to the music, 
Wes uncomfortably tilting his chair, fumbling 
at his pockets, watching the girl and the 
strange ecstatic expression that came across 
her face as she listened. 

Once she said, " She plays very well, doesn't 
she? I can always tell when the pianist is a 
woman by her touch. "  

W e s  said h e  didn't know much about music. 
He liked to listen to it, all right. " On the 
radio sometimes. It's relaxing after a hard 
day's work. " 

That set him thinking just how few of his 
evenings with Edith had been relaxing. Her 
acid tongue, her equally disagreeable sulky 
silences had spoiled so many hours that could 
have been pleasant. Well, that was a page torn 
out of the book. He'd go back to the apartment 
long enough to get some of his things. Then 
tomorrow he'd see a lawyer about a divorce. 
He'd see Noll Brown. Noll was a crack at
torney and he and W es had gone to high 
school together. Being a personal friend would 
make the washing of soiled linen easier . . • •  

WES looked across the table at the girl. 
She wasn't· paying any attention to him, 

just half smiling and listening to the music. 
She'd done something for him, Sal had. Sal 
was decent. She'd unconsciously restored 
SOJlle of the self-confidence that Edith had been 
gradually whittling awccy for three years. 
Though they had not discussed his work, just 
being with Sal had made him feel there was 
more to pattern-making than saw dust and the 
smell of glue. 

W es excused himself for a moment, stepped 
to the piano, slid fifty cents across the top 
of the upright to the gray-haired woman. The 
woman nodded her thanks. Her shifting pale 
blue eyes studied him while rouged lips against 
husk-dry skin slashed into an unlovely smile. 

" Play something for you, boy ? "  
Wes nodded. " Play 'My Gal Sal'. " Then he 

went back to the table, sat down quickly, feel
ing red-eared and conspicuous. All through the 
number he didn't look at Sal. He sat silent 
and sweating, hands dangling and worrying 
him because they dangled. 

" That was nice of you, Wes," came her 
velvet soft voice. 
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"Well-" He coughed. "I wanted to do 
something-" He couldn't explain. He leaned 
forward quickly, arms resting on the table. 
He tried searching Sal's elusive, misty eyes 
that lay behind the coquettish black veil. 
"Say, would you like to go some place where 
there's a band ?" 

Her smile faded. "Oh, I couldn't. I have to 
go home, really. It must be quite late. " 

"Ten after eleven. Can I see you home, 
then?" 

"No, thanks. " She was trying to get into 
her coat. In her haste, the shoulders of the 
coat fell down behind her to the seat of her 
chair. Wes got around the table and helped her 
with her coat. The coat, he thought, was mink 
like Edith was always talking about. 

"You'll see me to a taxi, won't you ?" she 
asked. 

"Sure. " 
" It'll worry my brother when he comes back 

here for me, but he shouldn't have left me so 
long. " Her warm fingers found Wes' hand, 
clasped it as she got to her feet. Then her hand 
slid up his arm and through it. 

"Then you were a little bit lonely when I 
came along ? " 

"A little bit. You were nice, Wes. " 
She said that again, "You were nice, Wes," 

just before the taxi whisked her away from 
him. He stood there on the curb, watching 
after the cab until it was out of sight. Then 
he took a deep breath of chill air, turned up the 
collar of his thin coat, and started back to the 
apartment. 

Thirty minutes later, as he was about to 
fit his latch key into the loj::k, the door of the 
apartment was suddenly opened. W es stood 
there with the key in his hand. His eyes 
traveled up leather puttees, across blue serge, 
a bristling cartridge belt, brass buttons, up to 
a craggy red face with blue ice chips for 
eyes. Fear stabbed him swiftly. He stepped 
back, but not beyond the reach of the cop. 

"Your name Wesley Robbins? " 
He nodded, dumb-struck. His eyes searched 

the red face, then reached beyond. There were 
others in his apartment-other cops milling 
around. Dully the thought struck him that all 
this had something to do with the shoebox 
full of money. But after they'd hauled him into 
the living room the thought of At's dough 
was knocked from his head by the sight of 
Edith lying behind the open door-Edith and 
the blood and the knife that belonged to W es. 

CHAPTER TWO 

Out of the Fryina Pan 

"WE'LL try it once more, Robbins, •1 the 
plainclothes cop named H askins said 

quietly to Wes. 

This time it was different. This time the 
body was gone and there was no attempt to 
shock or frighten him into telling what they 
called "the truth . "  They let him sit in the 
lounge chair while Haskins sat on the otto
man in front of him. A midnight hush had 
descended upon the apartment, and there was 
no one in the living room except W es, Haskins, 
and a uniformed man who stood in the door
way and scraped at his nails with a knife. 
The detective began patiently. 

" You still can't remember the last name of 
this man your wife called 'Cousin Al'-the 
man you and your wife quarreled about to
night.?" 

Wes shook his head tiredly. " I  don't think 
she ever mentioned it. " 

" All right. " Haskins was patient. " There's 
nothing you want to add or retract concern
ing this shoebox full of money ? "  

" Nothing. Whoever killed Edith must have 
taken it with him. " 

" If, " Haskins said, "if there ever was a 
shoebox full of money around here. You see, 
Robbins, we strike cases like this every day 
in the year. Cases just like yours. A triangle, 
some jealousy, some booze, and a gun or knife. 
The same pattern over and over, so we get 
awfully damned skeptical when you drag in 
a shoebox full of money that nobody can 
find. It's a very interesting idea, but it's also 
a little bit screwy. " 

Haskins was silent a moment. His wrists 
were crossed on one knee and a cigarette 
burned between the first and second fingers of 
his right hand. He'd been burning up cigar
ettes like that for thirty minutes, just light
ing them and letting the fe�er of smoke play 
up in front of his lean face like incense before 
a joss. 

"All right. Now, after the quarrel, Robbins. 
What time did you leave here? " 

Wes shook his head. " I  don't know. May
be nine or nine-thirty. All I know is that I 
was in this joint on Illinois Street at about 
ten o'clock. I think I went there straight from 
the house. " 

"But you don't remember the name of the 
joint? " 

"No. I'll point it out to you if you give me 
the chance . "  

" You'll get the chance. And you were 
there in company of somebody named Sal 
from ten o'clock until a few minutes after 
eleven. You're sure of that ? "  

Wes was sure. "There was a n  illuminated 
clock in the tap room and I noticed. " 

Cigarette ash snowed soundlessly on the 
worn carpet. Haskins said, "That's the point. 
You don't know Al's last name. You don't 
know Sal's last name nor her address. You 
don't know the name of the joint where you 
had a beer and a Scotch. But, damn it, you 
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!mow the time you were there. Everything else 
is hazy like a nightmare-even the color of 
this Sal girl's hair and eyes. But you know 
the time you were in that joint. That's the 
()n}y thing that fits, and it fits too damned 
tight., 

Wes asked, "What time was--was my wife 
killed? Y ()U haven't told me." 

Haskins sn()rted. "That's it. We haven't 
told you, but automatically you pop up with 
a shaky alibi exactly covering the time of 
your wife's death. The coroner's physician 
says between ten and eleven, approximately. 
That watch on your wife's wrist struck the 
door stop when she fell. The crystal was 
smashed and the hands stopped between two 
cracks on the glass, fixing the time between 
ten-thirty and ten-forty." 

Wes' pulse quickened. His hand went out, 
closed tight on Haskin's hard, bony knee. 
"Then what are we waiting for? Give me a 
chance, can't you? I can prove where I was 
at that time. Listen, even if I don't know 
where to get hold of Sal, there's a gray-haired 
woman who plays the piano in that joint. She'll 
remember me, because I gave a fifty cent tip 
to her and asked he!' to play a piece I'll bet 
she hasn't played in years." 

Haskins looked at his watch, stared at it, 
scowling as th()ugh telling time was a trick 

that required a working knowledge of astrono
my. Then he stood ap, looked at the cop in 
the door. 

"Okay, Mike. We'll run Robbins down to 
the station now, and on the way we can stop 
and check on this alibi." He turned to Wes. 
"I don't suppose you know either the first or 
hind name of this female piano-pounder?" 

Wes shook his head. "Of course not. I 
never saw her before in my life." 

Haskins said wearily. "Of course not. A 
perfect stranger. She's probably your mother." 

Wes' fingernails bit into his palms and his 
teeth into his lower lip. He struggled against 
an impulse to hang one on Haskins' lean jaw. 
Haskins chuckled dryly, handed Wes his hat 
and topcoat. They left the apartment in a 
line-up like flying wild geese, with Haskins 
in front, Wes to the left and back, and the 
uniformed cop named Mike in the tail position. 
Haskins explained that there wouldn't be 
any handcuffs because there were medals for 
shooting pinned to Mike's underwear or some 
place. 

QUT in the street a chill rain was coming 
straight down, drops the size of bullets 

smacking the pavement and the roof of the 
waiting police car. A couple of drunks were 
tacking along the sidewalk in front of the 

�or quick, smooth shaving every time, 
·Try Thin Gi"'ttes, four for a dime I 

You save on dough-you look well-groomed
And wiry beards are really doomed I 
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apartment, arms linked for mutual support, 
walking like Siamese twins. Haskins hated 
the rain, and his head was ducked low as he 
plunged for the police car. Mike was shoving 
W es from behind when the thing happened 
that flipped Wes from the frying pan and into 
the fire. 

The scuffle of feet was scarcely audible 
above the splatter of rain. There was a soft 
chunk sound behind Wes and an explosive 
grunt from Mike. Mike pitched to the sidewalk 
dead weight. W es and Haskins twisted around, 
saw the two drunks, drunk no longer, stepping 
around Mike's sprawled form, closing in with 
gun and sap. Haskin's snatched at his shoul
der gun, but before he'd got it in a talking 
position, somebody came from behind the cop 
car and took Haskins from behind with a 
black-jack. 

It was sudden and silent, timed to the split 
second. There was for Wes an exalted mo
ment of freedom damped almost at once by chill 
realization of what this really meant to him. 
He was free, yes, to be hunted by police now 
doubly sure that he was a killer and a member 
of a gang. He stood there an instant, hands 
dangling helplessly, then drew a shallow breath 
ducked his head, dashed into an opening be
tween two of his shadowy liberators. The 
opening closed on his coat tails. Two hands 
clamped on his right arm while his weight 
carried him forward to spin on his right heel, 
shoulder twisted painfully. Another man 
caught his left arm, kept him from spilling 
on the pavement. 

" Now take it easy, fellah. A helluva way 
to show your gratitude ! "  

Wes hadn't heard the voice i n  over a year, 
but he recognized it instantly. Cousin Al l 
Wes yanked himself forward and back, trying 
to break away from the pair as they dragged 
him toward the mouth of the alley that skirted 
the side of the apartment building. The cold 
muzzle of an automatic in the hands of the 
third man rammed his spine. 

" Be good, fellah ! " 
He wasn't good. He got a foot in front of 

AI, tripped him. AI fell, dragged Wes down 
on top of him. One of the others clipped Wes 
behind the ear, a blow that stunned without 
plunging him all the way under. They picked 
him up bodily, carried him into the alley 
where a car waited. He was shoved into the 
back seat between AI and one of the others, 
while the third man climbed in under the 
wheel. 

" That's gratitude,"  AI grumbled. " Down
right disillusioning to a Boy Scout. " He put 
a big hand on Wes' shoulder, shook him. 
" Wake up, fellah. We're doing you a good 
turn. " 

" Yeah- " came like a soh from Wes' throat. 
They were doing him a swell turn. They'd done 

everything but strap him into the chair. 
The car rushed through the night, the tires 

sucking on wet asphalt, the cold rain spitting 
through a window open at the top. Close to 
We's ear, Al's voice came in a rumbling mono
tone like water in a culvert. 

"You're on the spot, Wes. Behind the eight 
ball, and I mean really. I'm getting you out. 
I'm getting you the best mouthpiece there is. 
You'll see. He'll be waiting for us where we're 
going. When I tell 'em to come, they come. 
You'll beat the rap. All you got to do is 
shoot square with me. " 

They headed out East Michigan, bumbling 
over railroad tracks, then turned sharply to 
the left in front of a squarish three story brick 
building. A white sign flared up in the rain
streaked headlight beams : " A. T. Morris. 
Poultry and Produce House. Wholesale and 
Retail. " The sign was superfluous. The smell 
of burned feathers and filthy chicken batteries 
ought to have been enough. 

Wes said, " This your place ? You're A. T. 
Morris ? "  

" Yes, " A I  said. " One o f  m y  places. " 
Wes got to laughing. Even when he felt 

the gouge of a gun in his ribs, he still laughed. 
He couldn't help it. He was comparing the 
smell of fish glue that sometimes clung to him 
after he left the pattern shop with the nauseat
ing stench that came from AI Morris' place of 
business. Beside this filthy reek you could 
sell eau de fish glue for ten bucks an ounce. 

W es was hustled out of the car between AI 
and the man with the gun. They skirted a pile 
of poultry batteries piled high on the side
walk, climbed worn stone steps, pushed through 
double doors into a hall. The draft the doors 
made closing eddied dust and feathers up 
from the floor. There was dim illumination 
from gnarded light bulbs high in the ceiling. 
Ai led the way up a wide staircase that creaked 
and squawled under his heavy tread. 

Up on the second floor somebody was pac
ing nervously back and forth-short pecking 
steps on hard heels. 

" When I tell 'em to come, they come," 
AI said and chuckled. " Hi, Noll. " 

The pacing stopped. As they came to the 
head of the stair, Wes saw a slight, short 
figure of a man standing in front of a door 
marked " Office," In front of him dangled 
a brief case like a ,Scotsman's sporran. Noll 
Brown, reputed to be the city's crack attorney, 
hadn't changed much since Wes had known 
him in highschool. Instead of horn-rimmed 
glasses he now wore pince nez that wobbled 
from bunched-up flesh between his eyes. His 
lower lip still drooped like an iris petal, show
ing his lower gums, and he still had a shrewd 
squint. He squinted now at Wes, but gave 
no indication of recognition. 

He said to At, " This should be good, Morris. 
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Tonight I was going to get caught up on some 
sleep. " 

" It'll be good for a couple of grand," AI 
returned. " I'll talk to you in a minute." He 
stooped in  front of the door, unlocked it, mo
tioned W es to enter his office. 

CHAPTER THREE 

The Harpy 

A L M ORRIS propped up his square chin 
in the fork of a hand, his elbow resting 

on his desk. His thumb gouged up one blub
bering cheek until his eye was only a glittering 

. slot. 
"W es, you're in a spot. " 
" We're not going over all that again,'' 

Wes said irritably. He rested one knee on 
the seat of the chair Joe had proffered. " And 
we'll cut out the patronizing. You speak your 
piece, say what you want of me, then I'll 
say no and get the hell out of here. " He 
uttered a tired man's croaking laugh, and ad
ded. " The smell in here gets me down. " 

AI said, " You ought to know what I want. 
I want my money. I went to your place after 
you'd knifed your wife. The money was gone. 
There was close to a hundred grand in that 
box. I got to have it. If I don't get it, don't 
think you won't get .that hundred thousand volt 
kick in the p�nts. " 

- " 1  haven't got your money, " Wes said. He 
shivered. There was much heat in the office 
and the soaked collar of W es' coat was clinging 
to the back of his neck like a hand of ice. 

" Now, be reasonable, fellah," AI argued. 
" You're a long time dead, and after they ram 
the switch home up there at Michigan City, 
they tell me you die just as fast if you killed 
for a hundred grand or ten cents. All you got 
to do is tell me where you stashed the money. 
I send one of my boys for it. When I've got 
my hands on the dough, I call 'in Noll Brown. 
He takes your case. You've automatkally got 
an alibi six blocks long. Big people, I mean, 
will swear they saw you drinking coke the 
time of the murder. " 

Wes shook his head. " I  got an alibi. I had 
one until you and your mugs horned in, any
way. " He took his knee off the chair and 
rested his clenched fists on the desk top. " You 
want to know how I think it was ?  You went 
to my apartment tonight after I'd left, to pick 
up your money. You found out Edith held out 
some of the money, quarreled with her about 
it. In the fight you picked up my knife and 
killed her. You wore gloves, so only my prints 
were on the knife. You ran out of there, with 
your dough, then had your men pull me out 
from under the cops to make me look even 
guiltier. When you get the frame nailed all 
neatly around me it'll probably include some 

of that 'missing' money which you probably 
snatched from-from some war-plant payroll." 

Al's oompah-horn lips curled scornfully. 
"That's reasoning like a worm, fellah. You 
want to know why Edith wouldn't have held 
out any money on me and why we wouldn't 
have quarreled ? It was like this with Edith 
and me. " He leaned back in his chair so his 
coat fell away from his broad vest and the 
gold chain and walrus ivory that glittered 
there. He fished down into a pocket, pulled 
out two folded pieces of pale green paper. He 
fanned them apart so Wes could see there 
were two of them-two railroad tickets. 

"That's how it was with Edith and me," 
he said. "Two for sunny California. " 

JT wasn't the ghost of a dead love nor the 
goading wound of his pride that made Wes 

do what he did. It was simply that he hated 
the guts of this grinning, cock-sure Al Morris. 
Wes' long looping right had a steam whistle 
on it that told of its coming, but Al just had 
too much weight to pull back out of the way. 
Wes' knuckles glanced across the thick lips, 
opened them against teeth. Al's chair went 
slamming back from his desk, and when he 
got onto his feet, Wes was around the desk, 
ready for him. AI reached in under his coat 
for his gun. Wes let him have another in the 
middle. AI fumbled the gun, drawing it clear 
of the harness--and taking it from him was 
like taking candy from a baby. 

Wes transferred the gun to his right hand. 
He felt a grin tightening his lips. He said a 
crazy thing, " Score one for fish glue and 
saw-dust. " 

"Now, wait a minute, fellah. " AI had his 
hands half raised, his fingers were wide spread. 
His voice wasn't the deep assured bellow of a 
moment before. 

Wes backed away toward the door. He 
said, "Thanks for the gun. The way you fixed 
things up for me, maybe I'll need it. " 

He went out into the hall. Al's gunman as
sistant straightened away from the stair rail, 
jaw dropping, eyes on the gun in Wes' hand. 
Noll Brown was in the hall. He stopped that 
peck-peck hard-heeled pacing, squinted at 
Wes through wobbling glasses. He raised his 
briefcase to belly-level as though the thing was 
bullet proof. Wes took a step toward him. 

" Noll. Noll Brown. Remember me, Noll ? 
In Latin you were top man and I was the dope. 
It's still like that. I'm still the dope. " 

Noll's squinted eyes widened slowly. There 
was a glimmer of recognition in their dark 
depths. " Wes--" He snapped his thin, crooked 
fingers. " Ah, Wes Robbins !" He put out 
his hand and then remembered the gun. His 
hand dropped. A dour apology for a smile 
twisted that lower lip of his. " We've come a 
long way from that Latin class. " 
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Wes seized Noll's arm with his left hand. 
His voice was quiet, earnest. "You used to 
say you wanted to be a lawyer so you could 
defend the guy who was too poor and too 
dumb to do that for himself. " 

Noll said again, "We've come a long way 
from that Latin class. " 

Wes shook his head. " You've got to hear 
me. I've got to talk to you before I turn my
self over to the cops. " 

Cold reserve stiffened Noll Brown's face. 
He had come a long way from that Latin class 
and the schoolboy ambitions to defend the 
small fry. 

He said, " Do I get it right ? You think you 
can force me to take a case at the point of a 
gun ? "  

"All I'm going t o  force you t o  do i s  listen. 
Their framing me for a murder rap. I've 
got an alibi. I can prove I didn't do it. " 

AI Morris opened the door of his office, 
stood there wiping blood from his mouth on 
the back of his hand. Wes swiveled the gun, 
covering Morris and his henchman. The latter 
slid a glance at AI. AI shook his head. 

" Let him go, " AI said. He nodded at Wes. 
" Be seeing you, fellah. In the papers. 'W es 
Robbins, wife-slayer, paid the supreme penalty 
for his crime today in the electric chair at 
State Prison, Michigan City.' And as for 
you, you chiseling shyster, " he flung at Noll 
Brown, "if you defend this punk I'll cut your 
heart out. " 

Noll Brown said concisely, "That would be 
suicide. " Then he turned and walked ahead 
of W es down the steps. 

When they reached the street, Noll turned 
to Wes. His lips twisted wryly. " My car's 
up the street. Can you tell your tale while 
I give you a lift some place ? "  

Noll didn't ask Wes where h e  wanted t o  be 
taken. Wes didn't have any place to go, so he 
didn't care. Noll drove slowly, listened without 
interrupting while W es talked. W es told him 
about finding the money and about the quarrel 
with Edith. He told him that vague chapter 
about going to some joint on Illinois Street 
and listening to some unnamed gray-haired 
woman pound the piano. He told about Sal 
who didn'·t have a last name and no address, 
about the home-coming to. homicide and the 
attack on the cops by Al's men. 

After that, he went into the realm of specula
tion, spoke of his theory involving AI Morris 
and the missing money. The money was hot, 
he figured, and AI was hiding it from the cops. 
Possibly Edith had spent some of the money, 
let it slip into circulation before it had cooled 
off, thus blazing a trail back to AI Morris. 
Maybe AI had killed her on that account. 

Noll Brown stopped the car at the curb 
in front of an apartment building with a canvas 
canopy reaching out across the sidewalk. 

He said, " My place, Wes. Come on in and 
have a drink. " He started to slide out of the 
car, but Wes caught his arm. 

" Wait a minute. You believe me, don't 
you ? "  

Light from the apartment entry way re
flected opaque glare from N oil Brown's glasses. 
"I believe you. Your chances before a jury 
are slim as a hangnail. We'll see what we can 
do, for the sake of the Latin class and an 
ambitious kid who wanted to be a lawyer 
so he could defend the dopes that got in 
trouble. " 

}N the sixth floor apartment, Noll Brown 
made highballs, tasted his, put the tall glass 

down on a cocktail table, paced away to re
turn to it every now and then like a bee to a 
honeysuckle bloom. He didn't sit down. He 
rasped W es' nerves with his constant motion. 
Between cigarette puffs and sips, he talked. 

" Wrong about Al Morris' shoebox full of 
money, " he said. " It's not hot. " He buzzed 
back to the glass for a sip. " That is, he didn't 
hold up a payroll. More subtle robbery than 
that. He can spend it any day. He just doesn't 
want to be caught with it on his person at tltis 
particular phase of his career. And he couldn't 
put it in a bank because Bureau of Internal 
Revenue inspectors are watching him. " 

" Where'd he get it ? "  Wes wanted to know. 
" From saps. People who get a kick out of 

beating . the government ration restrictions. 
Retailers patronize him, too. " 

" You mean blackmarket ? "  
Pacing away from Wes, Noll nodded his 

head. He turned, flipped cigarette ash, came 
back to his drink. "N arne anything you think 
you can't get from a steak to a radio and AI 
Morris can get it for you. If you want to pay 
those kind of prices. That poultry business 
fronts for the meat racket. He's got other 
places. He takes in big money and it's all 
spendable. The only trouble is, he's being 
watched closely. One slip and he's in for a 
long time. " 

" You don't think he killed Edith ? "  
Light glinted on Noll's glasses. " I  didn't 

say that. Maybe he did. Maybe she changed 
her mind about going to California with him. 
Maybe they fought about that and he killed 
her. Anybody could have killed her. If she 
was attractive or if she wasn't, there are still 
a lot of morons going around who break in 
on lonely women and kill them. And then there 
was the money. Maybe the janitor knew about 
the money. " 

He paced away again, went to the wmdow, 
stared at his reflection in the darkened glass. 
" This woman who played the piano in the 
tavern-she wouldn't make the best witness 
in the world. I know her. She's a former con
cert pianist. Liquor. She's a dipsomaniac. " 
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He twisted around, pointed a finger at W es. 
" That's why you can't give yourself up to the 
police. We can't risk an indictment and trial 
because the prosecutor will discredit our star 
witness. We've got to break this thing before 
it goes that far. The woman pianist-her 
name's Mehring-won't look good on the 
stand. I won't defend you if the Mehring 
woman is the best we can do. " 

Wes drank a little of his highball in an 
effort to put down an inner chill. " What 
about Sal ? "  

Noll shook his head. " From your vague 
description of the girl, the fact that she did not 
mention her name, would not let you take her 
home or learn her address, I gather that she 
was money gone slumming. If so, we'd never 
find her. As soon as this breaks into print, 
she'll go into hiding. She wouldn't go into 
court to defend a stranger whom she'd allowed 
too--well, pick her up. You can't blame her. 
The newspapers would crucify her. " 

Wes' lips tightened into a mirthless smile. 
" Not even if a man's life was at stake ? "  

" Not even that. Practicing law can be 
pretty disillusioning. " N oll looked at his watch. 
" Three o'clock. I'll see if I can find out where 
the Mehring woman lives. " He space-stared 
thoughtfully, eyes squinted, then bebbed his 
head like a robin sighting a worm. " I'll try 
Max Hart who runs the local amusement 
agency. He has the addresses of all the talent 
iil town." 

Ten minutes later, Noll Brown had the in
formation he wanted. He disappeared into 
the bedroom to return after a short while 
carefully trigged out in derby hat, overcoat 
and pigskin gloves. He swept up briefcase 
and car keys on his way to the door. His 
lips twisted into a dour smile as he motioned 
Wes to follow him. 

" If you've got a rabbit foot, rub it. You'll 
need all the luck you can get. 

MADAME Gertrude Mehring-so read her 
card above the mailbox-lived in one of 

those old apartment buildings with bay-win
dowed front on Talbot Avenue. Hers was one 
of the two flats on the lower floor. Heavy 
green shades were pulled in the bay window 
but cracks in the filler showed illumination be
yond. 

Inside the foyer, Noll Brown took off his 
derby, put a gloved thumb on the bell, kept 
it there until Madame Mehring's frowzy gray 
head appeared in the door. Her pale blue 
eyes hurried over Noll and Wes. 

Noll said, "Madame Mehring, I believe. " 
Her lips turned down at the corners, lend

ing drooping black wrinkles like a Mandarin's 
mustache to the dry, powder-white mask of her 
face. She said, "The solicitor. The compe
tent attorney. In plainer words, the shyster. 

What's the idea of getting a poor sick woman 
out of bed this time of the morning ? Come 
in, come in. And I might add there's no 
keeping you out. " 

She widened the opening in the door, showed 
her angular figure draped in an orchid colored 
satin wrapper. 

" You're sick ? "  Noll said as he entered 
ahead of W es. 

"A bad cough. " She demonstrated her cough 
and it didn't sound too bad. She waved ele
gantly at a small oak table that centered the 
bay of the front window. The table held a 
potted fern, a water tumbler, and a bottle of 
sherry. " For my cough," she explained. " I'd 
never touch the filthy stuff otherwise. It warms . 
the pipes, loosens the phlegm-" Her eyes 
moved to Wes. " Who's this ? "  

Noll was elaborately apologetic. H e  intro
duced Wes. 

" You've seen him before ? "  he added. "To
night at the pub where you play ? "  

A crafty glint came into the faded eyes. 
" I  see so many lovely people. I never re
member names and always forget faces." 

A sickening sinking feeling came into the 
pit of Wes' stomach. He took a quick step 
toward the woman who fell back in front of 
him. He put out strong hands and gripped 
her bony shoulders. Her knees buckled and 
she dropped into a platform rocker that com
plained loudly of even her slight weight. Wes 
leaned over her, his face within the sherry 
miasma that breathed from her red gash of a 
mouth. 

"Take a good look, " he said, voice husky. 
" I  was ;Jot the table beside your stage, prac
tically under your nose. I was with a girl." 

" With a girl ? How quaint ! "  She tittered, 
remembered to cough. 

" You couldn't have missed the girl, " Wes 
said. " She was-well, she was different 
than the rest of the crowd, beautiful, stylish, 
poised. Whenever you stopped playing, she 
clapped. She thought you were wonderful. "  

" I  am. Carnegie Hall wants me, but I 
make more money at the Bide-A-Wee Inn. " 

W es reached for her shoulders again, shook 
her gently. " You've got to remember ! A 
man's life depends on it. I gave you a four 
bit tip to play 'My Gal Sal.' Nobody's re
quested that number in an age." 

The harpy's face was a total blank. " You 
I don't remember from nothing. My public 
is so vast and all the shining faces look alike 
beyond the footlights-" 

A small sound of glass on glass. Madame 
Mehring looked toward the bay window, ut
tered a small shreik, bounced out of the chair 
to throw Wes backwards. In the bay window, 
Noll Brown turned slowly from the little oak 
table. He had poured a brimming glass of 
sherry, had lifted it to his lips. Madame 
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Mehring seized his left arm, slapped at his 
right hand, spilling some of the wine. 

"How dare you hog a poor woman's medi
cine ! " She relieved him of the glass and put 
it carefully down on the table. She was seized 
with a fit of violent and artificial coughing. 

Noll shrugged. "Last time it was creme de 
menthe for your indigestion. Sherry i s  
cheaper. " N oil reached around t o  his hip 
pocket and pulled out a leather wallet. From 
it he took three twenty dollar bills and fanned 
them under Madame Mehring's nose. 

" Didn't you see my friend tonight ? Wasn't 
he in that tap room between the hours of ten 
and eleven ? Didn't he pay you to play a re-
quest tune ? "  , 

Madame Mehring shook her head. " He may 
have, but I do not remember. Begone with 
your bribe ! It's too small anyway. " 

N oil added four tens to the three twenties. 
"A hundred dollars. You could afford to have 
indigestion again. " 

Madame Mehring sniffed. " A  paltry 
amount. The great Mehring should play I 
Remember You for so paltry a fee ! You 
would offer a dime for Beethoven. " 

Noll sighed, returned his money to his 
wallet. " Come on, W es. " He started for the 
door. 

W es stared from Madame Mehring to Noll. 
" But she knows. You can see it on her face." 

Noll said sharply, " Do you want a lawyer, 
or are you planning to defend yourself ? I 
said come on. We've got other witnesses. " 

Madame Mehring followed them to the 
door. " So sorry, gentlemen," she purred. 
" For a thousand dollars I think I could get a 
memory course. Remarkable what these me
mory courses achieve. Good night. " 

Out in the dark and rain-glistened street, 
NoU Brown wheeled sharply to face Wes. 
" If you had kept your big mouth out of this, 
we could have improved her memory for a 
hundred dollars. She didn't know but what it 
was a question of dented fenders. But no, 
Y.OU have to make a life and death proposition 
out of it ! "  \ 

" Sure, me and my big mouth ! " W es' foot
steps dragged disconsolately as they ap
proached the car. Maybe the Mehring woman 
was his one chance. He'd played his cards 
wrong, lost his wad. He said, " She wants a 
thousand bucks ! Where would I raise that 
kind of money ? " 

At the car door, Noll turned on him. " I'll 
handle that. I'll stake you. " His voice whip
lashed. "Trouble is, we've lost time. If the 
cops lay hands on you, Wes, I won't help you. 
I won't go into court and have the D.A. make 
an ass of me. " 

.Wes' jaw thrust a little farther forward. 
" We'd better call it quits now, Noll, before 
you get in too deep to get out. " 

Noll's laugh crackled like a short circuit. 
" When it's time to quit, I'll know it. Get 
in the car, you big sap ! "  

CHAPTER FOUR 

On the Lam 

FORTY-FIVE minutes later, they were 
again in front of the apartment where Ma

dame M ehring lived. Noll Brown had the 
thousand dollars in cash which he had picked 
up from his office safe. 

" I  have to have a lot of cash where I can 
get my hands on it in a hurry, " he had ex
plained to Wes. " You're not the only client 
I've had who gets himself into jams after 
banking hours. " 

Wes had laughed bitterly. " I'm the only 
client you ever had who had exactly one 
hundred and twenty-six dollars in the bank 
plus a hundred dollars in war bonds and not 
another damned thing in the world ! " 

They hurried up the approach walk, Noll's 
hard heels pecking on ahead, entered the apart
ment building foyer where Noll thumbed the 
bell. There was no immediate answer. The 
little attorney tried the bell again, shook his 
head doubtfully, then put a gloved hand on the 
doorknob. The knob turned, the door opened. 
N oll hopped il)to the woman's living room, 
stopped half way. 

" Damn ! We shouldn't have left without 
taking that wine of hers, " he said. 

Over Noll's head and shoulders, Wes saw 
Madame Mehring lolling half on and half 
off the leather covered couch. On the floor 
beside her was the empty sherry bottle and the 
thick water tumbler over-turned. Noll sprang 
to the couch, seized Madame Mehring's 
shoulders. He lifted her, shook her. Her 
slight frame wobbled loose-jointedly. There 
was a faint purplish cast to her parted lips. 

" Wait a second, Noll ! "  Wes elbowed the 
lawyer out of the way, bent over the limp 
form of the woman. Cold fear moved up along 
his spine and prickled at his scalp as h«: 
touched the woman's wrist. " 

" She's dead ! "  he whispered. " Noll, she's 
dead ! "  

" Dead drunk." Noll said. 
" She's dead, I tell you ! "  
The attorney took her wrist. The tick of a 

clock came faintly from an adjoining room. 
Noll's eyes met Wes', held them. His small 
head j erked. He dropped the woman's hand, 
drew a breath that hissed across his teeth. 

" H ell !"  

JN the street in front of  the apartment build
ing a car slowed down, brakes squeaking. 

Noll's dark glances scurried about the room. 
He said, " Black out the lights. Quick I "  Then 
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h e  pecked t o  the front o f  the room to the dark 
green shades drawn down over the bay win
dow. 

Wes sprang to the light switch, thumbed it 
down. In total darkness he heard the green 
shade crackle. A faint thread of gray light 
showed momentarily, then Noll Brown was 
on the move toward the door. 

" Cops, " he said. " Checking your alibi. Get 
out a back room window. I'll stall them in the 
foyer. Go to a third rate hotel, don't give your 
right name, phone me. " 

Noll got the door open. W es heard him press 
the button of the night latch, then close the 
door softly. Almost at once, Noll pressed 
the bell-push in the foyer and the sharp brazen 
voice of the bell made Wes' heart jump into 
his mouth. The outer door of the apartment 
building opened and heels rang on the tile of 
the vestibule. Then there were voices-Noll 
Brown's voice and that of Detective Haskins. 

" She doesn't seem to be at home," Noll 
said. " I've been ringing for half a minute." 

The hammering of police fists was the sound 
that cured Wes of his buck fever. He started 
swiftly along the living room, ran into the 
platform rocker that uttered a plaintive squeak. 
The chair kept rocking in ghostly fashion 
even after Wes had stumbled into the next 
room-the room with the ticking clock. Dim 
night glow entered the window, showed him 
the end of a bed. He rounded the bed, trem
bling hands outstretched to the window. He 
got the window unlatched just as burly police 
shoulders started ramming the panel of the 
front door. He gave the window catch a 
hasty wipe with his handkerchief, wondering 

as he did so how many finger prints he had left 
in the living room. He couldn't remember 
touching a thing except Madame Mehring her
self, but then he had forgot a lot of important 
things in the past several hours. He got over 
the sill, all but fell on his face getting to a 
narrow walk between buildings six feet be
low. And then he was on the run, on the 
lam as those persons who were hunted by the 
law liked to put it. 

Up alleys and back streets, he covered a 
mile the hard way to come finally into the 
lobby of the Hotel Dalton, definitely third 
rate, where rooms were rented by the week, the 
day, or the hour, and no questions asked. He 
registered under the name of William Rex
ford, paid in advance, and was shown to his 
room that looked out on dark roofs and water 
tanks. He sat down on the edge of the bed, 
waited an age of minutes until it was five A.M. 
by his dollar watch. Then he went to the 
phone, gave Noll Brown's number. Noll 
sounded sore about being awakened at this 
hour. 

" Sorry to get you up at this time of the 
day," Wes said, "but I know you want to see 
me as soon as possible. This is William 
Rexford. I'm at the Dalton. " 

" Fine ! "  Noll replied. " You'll hear from 
me later. I'm anxious to close the deal. And 
don't forget, I've got an option. Don't see 
anybody else. " 

HE didn't see anybody else. The morning 
dawned wet and predominantly gray. Wes 

waited through it without sleep and food far 
into the afternoon. Dusk came as the morning 
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with drizzling rain and a leaden sky, and the 
phone in his room jangled. Wes sprang up 
from the bed, staggered a little like a drunken 
man, lurched toward the phone. The mirror 
of the dresser caught a reflection of him in 
passing, showed him the shadow of a beard 
against ashen cheeks and the haggard circle 
beneath his eyes. He picked up the receiver. 
It was already talking to him in Noll's voice. 

" . . . .  change our plans somewhat and hold 
our meeting at some other place. Certain 
persons whose opinion differs somewhat from 
ours are trying to see you at your present lo
cation and may possibly dissuade you from 
going through with it. You understand, Rex
ford ?" 

"Yes, " Wes breathed. " I  get you, sure. " He 
hung up. Noll meant that the police were 
checking the hotels, putting out the dragnet for 
him. He picked up hat and topcoat, put them 
on with hat brim turned low and collar up. 
He left the room, took to the stairway, clat
tered down flight after flight to come into the 
lobby. He tossed his key on the desk, went 
through the coffee shop, and out the side door. 
He was three paces beyond the door when he 
saw the police car at the curb. A man in 
plainclothes was getting out about four doors 
down the street. 

Wes twisted back, stepped to the yellow 
painted section of curbing in front of the hotel. 
A taxi stood there, its radio playing, the 
driver with a newspaper spread out on the 
wheel trying to read by the light that came 
to him from the hotel entrance. W es seized 
the handle of the cab door, twisted it, got in, 
slid to the far side of the cushions. The driver 
crushed his paper, glanced over his shoulder 
as he plugged at the starter. 

"Where to, sir ? " 
Wes blurted the first address that came into 

his mind-that of his own apartment. 
"You want the radio off, Mister ? "  The 

driver reached one hand toward the dial. 
"Yes," W es said, then shouted : " No I 

Wait ! "  

AS the taxi rolled into the traffic lane, W es 
threw himself forward in the seat, one arm 

reaching out toward the radio as though the 
music was a tangible thing. A dance band was 
playing My Gal Sal, playing it sweet and low. 
The music faded to background and the voice 
of the announcer came from the loudspeaker. 

"Here she is, to brighten up the cocktail 
hour, your gal and my gal, Sal ! " 

" What was that address again, Mister ? "  
the hack driver cut in. 

Coming from the radio now was the velvet 
toned voice of a woman-a voice with a smile 
in it. 

"Hello, nice people ! The boys and I want 
to start out with a number we've done before 

and which you liked well enough to ask us to 
do again." 

" That's her ! "  Wes' trembling fingers 
pointed at the radio. " That's SaU What sta
tion's that ?" 

The driver gave W es a sidelong glance, 
nearly rammed a trolley bus doing it. He 
said, "A local. WVBD. What was that Ala
bama Street number you wanted to go to ?" 

" No . "  Wes shook his  head. It was the 
first time he had realized what address he had 
given. If the driver had seen that address 
in the papers, if he had seen W es' picture--

His hand dropped to the pocket of his 
coat, gripped the chill butt of the gun he had 
taken from AI Morris the night before. He 
said, " Get me to the radio studio. Where 
that program is coming from. Fast ! "  

They didn't get there fast. In spite of gas 
rationing, the downtown streets were clogged 
with traffic at this late hour. All the lights 
were against them and W es lived the linger
ing minutes in a chilly sweat, counting them 
by his watch-five, seven, ten . . . . 

The taxi stopped. The driver pointed " That 
building there. Four flights up." 

Wes tossed the man a buck, got out, looked 
right and left. No cops in the hurrying throngs 
along the sidewalk. He crossed to a door with 
the gold letters " WVB D "  on the glass, pushed 
it open. Stairs slanted steeply upward. He 
ran up the three flights, burst through double 
glass doors into a room paneled with sound 
dampening material. A girl at the reception 
desk gave him a practice smile that faded 
as she studied his unshaven face. 

" Whom did you wish to see, please ? "  . 
Wes looked to the left toward a door marked 

" Studio A." " That girl, " he gasped. " Sal. 
I've got to see her. " 

" Sorry, but that program is already in prog
ress and no studio audience is permitted. " 

Wes shook his head. " I've got to see her. 
I've got to. " He turned, started doggedly 
for the studio door. " 

" Please ! " The receptionist came half out 
of her chair, then reached across the desk and 
pushed a frantic thumb against a button. A 
signal burred softly, and before Wes could 
reach the studio door, two men came out of 
an office on his right, caught his shoulders. 

"You can't go in there. What do you want. 
anyway ? "  

Wes looked into a clean-shaven, well-fed 
face, close to his and threatening. " I  have to 
see her. I can't explain. It-it's very impor
tant." He was getting control of himself now 
and catching up on his breath. " I'm a friend 
of Sal ."  

The other man put a hand up to conceal a 
smile. The first motioned to a chair. " Sit 
down and wait. She'll come through here in 
a minute. " 
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Wes sat down with the two men standing 
on either side of him. His heart was pounding 
j ig-time out of all accord with the sweet music 
that Sal sang. It was only a matter of seconds 
before the orchestra broke into the theme 
song, concluding the quarter hour. Wes 
hitched himself forward in the chair and 
watched the studio door. The music stopped. 
There was a scraping of chairs and a general 
bustle. The door opened and a man hurried 
out with a sheaf of papers in his hand. And 
then in another moment the door opened 
a second time and Wes saw her. 

She was wearing the same coat, the same 
hat with its misty black veil that reached the 
tip of her pretty nose. She was clinging to 
the arm of a middle-aged, well-dressed man 
who in some respects resembled her. For an 
instant, she seemed to be looking straight at 
W es, the sweet half-smile fixed on her lips. 
She gave no sign of recognition. 

" That was sweet music, Miss Herron, " one 
of the men beside W es said. 

" Thanks," she acknowledged, and came 
through the door, the fingers of her left hand 
delicately touching the frame. The man be
side her drew her a little to one side. 

" Careful, Sis. There's a chair. " 
Sal laughed gayly. " Don't worry so I I'm 

not a doll that breaks if she stubs her toe. Be
sides, I'm learning my way about here pretty 
well. " 

Wes j ust sat there, staring open-mouthed 
and wide-eyed as Sal passed him. When he 
drew a breath it came as a sob. Sal hadn't 
seen him. She had never seen him, though she 
had sat and talked with him through that 
fatal hour of the night before. 

Sal was blind. 

CHAPTER FIVE 

Third Victim 

WES stood in the phone booth in the corner 
drugstore and in his trembling hands his 

nickel beat a frantic tatoo on the coin box 
before he got it into the slot. He dialed the 
number of Noll Brown's apartment, failed to 
get an answer, returned the nickel, and called 
the little attorney's office. 

" I've found her, N oil, " he said in a hoarse 
whisper when Noll's sharp voice snapped 
across the wires. 

" Who ? Where the hell are you ? "  
" Sal. The girl I was with last night. She 

lives in the Fairmont Apartments on Meridian 
Street. She and her brother got in a cab and 
I heard the brother give the address. " 

"The Fairmont means money, " Noll said. 
" What did I tell you ? "  

" Anyway, I'm going to try. I'm going to 
make her tell the truth to the police. Now" 

" Wait-" There was a silent interval before 
Noll spoke again. " Meet me at the Fairmont 
in twenty minutes. Can you make it ? You're 
hot as Dillinger ever was." 

" I'll be there," he replied doggedly. 
"Okay. This will take some careful han

dling. " And Noll hung up. 
Ducking every glance that came his way, 

Wes left the drugstore. Outside he was thank
ful for the rain and the chill wind that gave 
him an excuse for lowered head and turned 
up collar. Holding his hat down tight with 
one hand, he passed a cop on the corner, 
crossed the street to a Meridian bus stop. Five 
minutes ticked away before the bus came. 
When he got on, the bus was packed to the 
doors and he had to stand facing the rain
blurred windshield. So far, Lady Luck was 
riding with him. 

He got off within half a block of the tower
ing Fairmont Apartment Building. The side
walks were deserted. People in this neighbor
hood did little walking, in spite of gas ration
ing. He entered the softly carpeted lobby, 
eyes alert for mailboxes. There was a desk 
in the foyer and a plucked and permanented 
blonde gave him a disapproving examination. 

He found Sal's box, read her number. Wes 
turned back to the door, stood in the corner 
of the vestibule to wait for Noll. 

An elevator safety gate clattered open, and 
Wes heard footsteps and voices in the foyer. 
He sent a furtive glance over his shoulder, 
saw Sal's brother and a woman leaving the 
elevator. The woman wore a cloth, fur
trimmed black coat and beneath it W es 
glimpsed the white postage-stamp apron of a 
maid's uniform. 

Sal's brother was saying, " I'm pessimistic 
enough about this operation to continue to 
push my application for a seeing-eye dog for 
her. But keep that under your hat. Sally's so 
certain she'll be able to see again-and there 
is every chance that she may . . . .  " 

They passed W es, still talking, to get into 
a waiting taxi. W es watched the cab drive 
away, and at the next corner it drew up to 
the curb to let the maid out in front of a small 
delicatessen. W es looked at his dollar watch. 
If Noll didn't show up in a minute he'd-

The swift tap of hard heels sounded on the 
drive and NoH Brown appeared suddenly in 
the door swinging his briefcase. His gloved 
fingers clenched the sleeve of Wes' sodden 
coat. He looked right and left, eyes squinted 
shrewdly. 

" She's here," Wes whispered. "And right 
now, she's alone. I'm sure of it. The maid 
went out with her brother a few seconds ago 
to pick up something for dinner, I think. " 

Noll bobbed his head. " Made to order. 
What's her number ? "  

" Eight-one-nine, " W e s  replied. 
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" Fine. I'll go right up. I'll sound her out. 
Give me ten minutes with her, then call the · 
police. This is your last chance, Wes. Maybe 
if you were to give yourself up to the cops 
right in front of her eyes, that would bring 
her across. If my line doesn't. "  The dangling 
lower lip quirked wryly. " I've a pretty fair 
line. " 

Noll gave Wes a heartening slap on the 
shoulder and hopped into the foyer and across 
to the elevator that waited there. 

"Nine, please," Noll said. 
Nine ? Wes took a startled step toward the 

elevator. Noll had got the number backwards, 
twisted it around in his excitement. 

"Hey ! " W es ran the length of the foyer 
as the elevator safety gate slammed and the 
car started upward. His thumb struck the call 
button and plugged at it. 

" You will have to wait until the car re
turns,"  said the cool voice of the blonde at 
the desk. 

Wes turned, stared at the woman as though 
she was a mummy in a museum. All of the in
explicable things went tumbling through his 
mind like castings in a cleaner. And then it 
was as though somebody switched off the 
power of the cleaner and the meaningless 
clatter stilled and the blinding dust settled. 
He pointed shaking fingers at the telephone on 
the desk. 

" Get the police. " 
"The--the what!-" The blonde; stared 

blankly. 
"The police. Look-" He yanked back his 

collar and brushed off his hat. " I'm Wes 
Robbins. I'm in the papers. I'm wanted for 
murder." 

THEN he wheeled, legged for the stairway, 
taking the steps three at a time in the 

beginning. On the fourth flight he began to 
realize that hours without food or rest had 
taken a lot out of his legs. He would have 
gained time by waiting for the elevator. He 
knew that now-now that stair risers seemed 
three feet in height and his shoes weighed 
him down like flatirons. But he kept going, 
desperation-driven. Two lives depended on 
his getting there in time--his own and that 
of the blind girl. 

Because N oil Brown didn't know that Sal 
was blind. Wes hadn't told him for the simple 
reason that he feared Noll ·would put no faith 
in a blind witness. Noll's twisting of Sal's 
apartment numbers was the give-away. It had 
been deliberate. Noll's distinctly audible re
quest for the elevator operator to take him 
to the ninth floor was deliberate. It gave him 
an alibi of sorts. He could ride to the ninth 
floor, get out, descend one floor via the stair
way with scarcely a risk of being seen. Then 
he could get into Sal's apartment, do the 

filthy job quickly, and again climb to the 
ninth floor from which he would descend by 
the elevator to claim he had not located Sal's 
apartment. 

W es could see it all now through the settling 
dust of confusion. Noll was preparing to de
fend AI Morris on black-market charges. Noll 
knew of the money AI had accumulated and 
hidden, had shadowed him to Wes and Edith's 
apartment, had killed for that readily spendable 
hundred grand-had killed with the knife that 
W es had left behind that fateful night. 

Only Noll besides the police had heard of 
Wes's possible alibi. Somehow, some way, 
Noll had contrived to kill Madame Mehring 
to smash that alibi, all the time keeping W es 
from the cops, protecting W es because W es 
was the only key to the second witness of his 
innocence. Why did it have to be Wes who 
took the rap ? Because once the police could 
discount the well-worn jealous husband mo
tive, they'd start believing Wes' story about 
AI and the money. They'd start suspecting 
AI and his associates-among them, Noll 
Brown .. And if they found the money in Noll'� 
possessiOn-

He took the last stumbling step, drove his 
unwilling body forward through the door into 
the eighth floor hall. His breath was coming 
in rapid shallow sobs as he threw himself 
against the door of eight-ooe-nine. He fumbled 
the knob. Locked. He straightened with an 
effort, plunged his hand into his pocket to 
bring out Al Morris' gun. The muzzle.rattled 
an instant against the lock, and then he jerked 
the trigger three times. Before the roar had 
ceased, he had the door open, saw across a 
wide living room the open casements, the 
billowing curtains. There, against the black 
backdrop of the night, he saw two struggling 
figures-Noll and Sal. Sal's hips were on 
the low sill. She was clinging desperately to 
N oll and he was trying to break away to 
shove her backwards· out the window. 

Noll jerked backward, and the girl hung 
on. He slammed her across the face. Her 
hold broke and she tumbled to the floor. Noll 
twisted around, light glinting on his glasses, 
glinting on bared lower teeth. He had a gun 
in -his hand, tried stopping W es with a bullet 
that went whining harmlessly by. Wes kept 
coming, plunging forward on dead legs, his 
own gun gripped, but with the safety on. He 
couldn't kill, because his own life, his whole 
future depended upon the police getting the 
truth from Noll Brown's own lips. 

He kept coming, and Noll triggered his 
gun again. Wes swerved. There was no great 
pain, only the impact and a numbness in his 
left arm. He moved in dose, right arm swing
ing. Noll's third shot was fired while Noll 
was moving backward to strike a small table 
with his legs. Flame from the muzzle seered 
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W es' cheek. And then W es got in that blow
that blow that had everything he had left be
hind it, plus maybe a little prayer. The gun 
butt caught Noll under the chin, actually 
seemed to lift him to his toes. N oil pitched 
backward over the table, struck the floor with 
a bag-of-bones clatter to lie there still as death. 
And the force of the blow carried W es for
ward, took him off balance on the follow
through. He clumped down to his knees, pant
ing, conscious now of the warm stickiness in
side the shoulder of his coat. 

He turned on his knees toward Sal who 
crouched there on the floor beneath the wide 
open window. Her wide, unseeing eyes 
searched fearfully, her face twisted into a 
mask of nameless dread. 

" Sal, " Wes said faintly. " It's okay now, 
Sal. Everything's all right. Only I'm so 
damned sorry I got you into this. " 

" Wes ! Oh, you are Wes, aren't you ? " 
Tremulously came her little half smile. 

Then the world swam and blackened before 
W es' eyes as he pitched forward onto the 
carpet He didn't see Detective Haskins 
entering the front door of the apartment. . . .  

picked up by the FBI, and that had Jed to Al's 
attorney. A little breaking and entering on 
the part of the police department had revealed 
the stolen money in Noll's safe. 

Before that, though, they had followed the 
trail that W es had blazed, discovering the 
body of Madame Mehring. There had been 
poison in the lady's sherry-some few and 
deadly crystals of photographer's cyanide. 
Then later, when Noll Brown became an ob
ject of police interest, a cop had found a neat 
little darkroom in Noll's apartment, and the 
cyanide had been conspicuously absent. After 
that, it was only a matter of time in the sweat 
room, Noll's endurance pitted against that 
of Haskins. 

" You haven't anything to worry about, 
Robbins, " Haskins said. "You've got your 
alibi. She's waiting to see you. Well, not 
exactly see you-" 

Haskins bit his thin lips because Sal was 
already on her way in on her brother's arm. 

" But maybe next time or the time after I'll 
see you, Wes, " she said. " My brother's 
found a wonderful new specialist who thinks 
maybe he can help my eyes. " 

Wes said, " You'll be disappointed, seeing HASKINS, however, was one of the first me. I'm not anything you'd want to paint 
persons he saw when he came to in the and hang on the wall. " 

hospital after the removal of Noll's bullet. They laughed, her brother joining in, and 
Haskins looked as tired as Wes felt, and that her small soft fingers moved timidly across 
he explained, was from working on a tough Wes' face, substituting for the sight that was 
little nut to crack, name of Noll Brown. The to come. There wasn't anything Wes could 
police had already started poking around in do about it, flat on his back as he was. 
Noll's direction in their search for the killer. He didn't know how it would turn out. All 
They'd associated the " Cousin AI " of Wes's he really knew was that he'd always be in  
testimony with AI  Morris, who had been love with Sal, no matter how it turned out. 

THE END 
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Just to look at him, you wouldn't 

have thought he amounted to much. 

Yet, when the chips were down, his 

life turned out to be as good as any-

body's . . . .  
26 

The Mouse started through the wallet, paper by 
paper • • • •  

H I S  NAME was William Seevers, but 
the police and others who knew him 
called him just plain Mouse. If he'd 

had any friends they'd probably have called 
him that too. 

Seevers was an ugly little guy. He stood 
about five feet two or three, and his manner 
was nervous and jumpy. His small black eyes 
were set close together, his decayed, broken 
teeth had a rodent look, and his large ears 
fanned outward prominently. All in all, Mouse 
was a perfect name for him. 

He lived like a mouse, too. He was used to 
dwelling in dark, dirty places and he ven
tured out usually at night. He was appre
hensive, easily frightened, and he existed on 
any loose crumbs he could find. Crumbs 
that didn't belong to him. The police tolerated 
him, though, because he was also an in
former, a stool pigeon. Men like the Mouse 
usually are. 

He was about as far as you could get from 
a hero. In all his life, so far, he'd never 
done anything even slightly heroic. When he 
dreamed at all-and it was only lately he had 
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started that foolishness--it was of a quiet place 
where no one bullied him and where fear 
didn't dominate the present, disaster the mor
row. That was Mouse's idea of heaven. That 
and Rose Kulick. 

It was dark and the Mouse was standing on 
the corner of River and Front Street. A thin, 
misty rain was falling, causing people to 
hurry, collars up and heads bent forward into 
the drifting wet. It was also a Saturday 
night. To men in the Mouse's profession, that 
was a perfect set-up-hurrying crowds, poor 
visibility and pay-day-thickened wallets. 

But a struggle was going on inside Mouse 
Seever's thin, pigeon-breasted body. He'd 
promised Rose he wouldn't lift any more 
wallets--or, as the Mouse put it, wire ariy 
more leathers. 

Promises to Rose Kulick were important to 
Mouse Seevers because he loved her-the 
first girl he'd ever loved-and because it was 
around her peroxided head that all his new 
dreams were built. He realized, too, that this 
was her final try for happiness ; he was the 
last person in the world she would ever believe 
in. He couldn't let her down. After years of 
bitter disappointment, betrayal and cruel 
trickery she had held out her work-roughened 
hands one last time toward some crazy, shin
ing dream she had. A place in the country
even an old broken down farm-and a hus
band. A legal honest-to-God husband. 

The Mouse was conscious of his importance 
in Rose's scheme of things-as important to 
her as she was to him. He shouldn't break 
any promises. But, on the other hand, he 
wanted to take Rose out for a few beers when 
she was through work later on-and he didn't 
have any money. He was supposed to have 
gotten a job that week-a job washing cars, 
he'd told Rose-but his boasting had been a 
bit premature. He'd tried, all right, but he 
had so little to offer. He was small, weak and 
ignorant. The Mouse was nobody's bargain. 

The outcome of his inner struggle was pretty 
much of a sure thing. In the prize ring of the 
Mouse's morality, often-defeated honesty 
usually went down for the count in the first 
round. This time he whitewashed the one
sided contest by telling himself he'd be hurting 
Rose more if he were forced to admit he hadn't 
an honest job yet. It would loosen the foun
dation of their precarious future before any 
building had even begun. 

Mouse Seevers floated into the passing 
crowd like a vagrant autumn leaf drifting into 
a wandering stream. As a professional wire, 
Mouse was an artist. Before he reached the 
next corner, he had picked out his sucker, had 
maneuvered his position nicely, and had ar
ranged a jostling collision that was absurdly 
innocent. He immediately apologized in his 
thin, piping voice, seeming frightened and 

confused. He looked so wretched and forlorn 
that the fat victim apologized right back, twice 
as earnestly. It was almost a pleasure to be 
cleaned by Mouse Seevers. 

Then he was around the corner, away from 
the crowd, the thick wallet pocketed and 
tightly clutched in his hand. The Mouse 
congratulated himself on a perfect job. It 
was a shame, really, he thought, that such 
talent as his would shortly go to waste. But 
now he felt light-hearted and peaceful. There 
was no longer any struggle going on inside 
him, and he had an undetermined sum of 
money. Only one last quick action and the 
j ob would be complete. 

But right then the bottom dropped out of 
Mouse's scheme of things. Defeat crushed 
down on him numbingly. 

Detective Sergeant Bray stood j ust a few 
feet ahead of him, leaning against the glass 
window of a coffee pot as he probed his mouth 
with a toothpick. And there was no doubting 
but that he'd seen Mouse Seevers. The big, 
burly man in the Chesterfield overcoat raised 
one hand, shoved his derby on the back of his 
head, crooked his little finger at Mouse 
and wiggled it lazily back and forth. 

THE Mouse realized with chilling dismay 
that he'd committed the cardinal sin of any 

wire. He'd allowed himself to be picked up 
with a hot leather still in his possession. Like 
a man on his way to the scaffold, numb with 
dread, he walked hesitantly toward Detective 
Bray. 

The wizened little man shuffled to a halt 
about three feet from Bray and the detec
tive's huge hand shot out, seized the Mouse's 
pipe-stem arm and jerked him up close. The 
powerful grip tightened, twisted, and the 
Mouse thought his arm would snap. His gasp 
of pain chattered into silence as Bray suddenly 
started to shake him like a rag, then released 
him as suddenly. Mouse knew Bray wasn't 
angry ; this was just routine. 

"Why, you lousy stoolie," Bray said, and 
Mouse nodded in sad agreement. "Where the 
hell have you been ? I been looking all over 
for you, Mouse. I got a job for you-some
thing big ! If you never produced before, 
you'll produce now, see ? And I mean pro
duce !" 

If it had been possible to feel relief in 
Bray's clutches, Mouse would have felt it 
then. The big man probably hadn't seen his 
little job of a moment ago-unless, of course, 
he was just playing with him. He'd soon 
know. 

The Mouse's pallid face peered up at Bray 
in the misting dampness, but he said nothing. 
He had learned never to SfJeak to a cop unless 
a question was asked. He knew what Bray 
was going to tell him, though, because Jack-
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son of Homicide had grabbed him only that 
afternoon, over on Water Street, and had 
punched him around a bit too. When the boys 
got as tough as this, something big was really 
going on. The whole department was in an 
awful sweat. 

"My orders come straight from the Com
missioner," Bray told him. "He's promised 
a ten-percent blanket demotion, all precincts, 
for men out of uniform-unless we suddenly 
get good. I'm passing the herring right on to 
you, Mouse. You're a three-time loser on the 
books already ; the next trip is your last. You'll 
make that trip, Mouse ! Twenty-four hours 
after the Commissioners' deadline expires, 
you'll make it-unless you do me some good 
in the meantime. 

"Keep those big ears of yours flapping ! 

To Our Subscriber• : 

thousand workers goes above peacetime-norm, 
that area gets colored pink. Index-pink's okay. 
It can be due to speedup, to inexperienced 
workers, to longer hours. But as the accident
factor goes higher, the index color gets dark
er. And this city, with an area for fifty miles 
around, is colored red. 

" Know what that means, Mouse ? Not j ust 
two or three enemy agents at work, but an or
ganized outfit trying to cripple West coast 
production ! With Europe out of the war, we'll 
be the country's production front-and they're 
working on it already !" 

The Mouse didn't know about accident
factors or peacetime-norms, but he under
stood what Bray meant. And, even though he 
would have failed in every qualification the 
Army asked-physical, moral and mental-he 
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Learn things-I don't care how ! Pick up in" 
formation the law isn't supposed to get ! Drift 
around ! Understand ?" 

The Mouse's former sense of relief didn't 
even have time to get started. His new set of 
shakes were just a continuation of the old. It 
was the old threat-and it  was still as good as 
the first time. Co-operate or get the works. 

"Sure, Mr. Br·ay. Sure !" His ugly little 
face was twisted in bewildered helplessness. 
"Mr. Jackson told me the same thing-only I 
don't know what to look for ! I hear a million 
things every day. Any one of them could be 
what you want." 

"Look," Bray said. "You read the papers. 
You know the number of accidents we've been 
having in the city's defense plants-break
downs, fires, explosions, what-not. The F.B.I. 
says the per!;entage is too high for this area. 
They've been investigating ; they've had to 
detail more men out here ; they've appealed 
directly to the loyal workers for co-operation. 
All that makes the headlines-and every word 
of it implies that the Mayor doesn't know his 
business, that the Police Commissioner is  a 
dope and that the Police Department stinks. It 
means we've fallen far below other cities in 
aiding the government in the national 
emergency." 

"I get it," Mouse said. "I catch." 
"The G-men have a big map. I've seen it," . 

Bray went on.· ''When the accident-factor per 

was still fiercely patriotic. The Mouse was 
proud of being an American. Now, for the 
first time since Bray had grabbed him, his eyes 
stopped shifting nervously from the big man's 
hands to his tie and back again. 

" You can depend on me, " he said. " I'll 
listen good !" 

Detective Sergeant Bray dropped his tough 
pose for a moment-something he'd never done 
in front of a stoolie before. The Mouse, 
though, was his own product. He'd grabbed 
the runt after that last rap and had promised 
him a fourth conviction-with or without 
honest evidence-unless he fell into line and 
learned to sing for the police. Seven years 
ago, that had been. 

"I hear about you and Rose," Bray said 
quietly, noticing how the shrimp jumped and 
began to shake again. "Me. I'm all for it. The 
books tell how the two of you are slated to 
wind up in a year or so. You on a slab in the 
morgue with your tongue cut out and your lips 
sewed together. Rose in a-in a worse place. 
Your one hope is to get out of the city, never 
come back. That's the only way you can lick 
the books-and maybe this is your big chance. 
The government has plenty of reward money 
out these days, Mouse. You'll be due for a 
chunk of it if you're in on the kill." 

Abruptly he turned his back on the trem
bling, wide-eyed Mouse and walked away with 
his usual solid deliberation. 
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MOU.SE SEEVERS lived in the rear base-
ment of a wretched rooming house. His 

room was furnished with a cot and mattress, a 
rumpled blanket, a wooden chair and an an
cient wardrobe. The single bulb dangling 
from a cord overhead gave out a reluctant, 
pale glow, as though ashamed of illuminating 
such a place. But it was sanctuary to the 
Mouse ; it was home. He was glad to be 
there. 

Immediately he was inside, he locked the 
door, pulled down the ragged shade and fum
bled out the wallet. Its thickness promised all 
kinds of wealth-but that's as far as it went. 
The Mouse slumped slowly down on the bed 
and sat there motionless, his face woe-begone 
and his eyes glaring at the wallet as though 
it had insulted him personally. Inside the 
money compartment there was a single five 
dollar bill and two ones. Seven lousy bucks ! 
The rest of the wealth-promising fatness was 
due to wads of personal papers, memorandums, 
receipts. In money-order stubs alone there 
was evidence of thousands of dollars paid out 
in the past few weeks. None of it meant any
thing to him. 

Mouse hurled the wallet across the room 
with a curse. It was just his luck to pick a 
rich man's pocket at the moment when that 
man was short of ready cash. He . cursed 
again. 

Not so long ago he would have accepted 
the seven dollars with a philosophic shrug arid 
been content. But just now he neded money so 
badly that he had let his hopes soar ; he'd 
imagined a hundred, two hundred dollars. He 
needed money because Rose had told him she 
had more than three hundred dollars in the 
bank and Mouse had intimated, without 
actually saying it, that he had saved j ust about 
as much. That made six hundred dollars, Rose 
had said, and with nine hundred dollars more 
they could start their new life. 

F ifteen hundred dollars, that was her goal. 
With it they could buy a little country store, 
maybe, or a filling station, or some other 
small business. Even a chicken farm would 
be heaven. 

Thinking of Rose, Mouse's hollow-cheeked, 
lined face lost some of its ugliness as it 
softened surprisingly. He remembered seeing 
Rose for the first time when she'd been a 
countergirl over at Smitty's, and how she'd 
knocked his heart for a loop first thing. But 
she hadn't been able to see Mouse. After a 
solid week of his fumbling attempts at friend
ship, when it had finally dawned on her he 
was actually asking for a date, she'd laughed 
at him. She went on dates with other guys, 
though-drinking beer, seeing a show, danc
ing. The Mouse persisted-and got nowhere. 
He wondered long and earnestly what the 
magic combination could be. 

Then one night when business was slow and 
Rose listened to him out of boredom he sud
denly said the right thing. It frightened him 
at the time, the abrupt change that came over 
her. All he'd said was that he dreamed of 
getting away from the city, of living in the 
country where it was quiet, and of having a 
girl like Rose with him for companionship. pp to there Rose had just showed a vague 
mterest. But when he repeated it, said he 
dreamed of a girl like Rose for his wife, that 
had made the big difference. From that mo
ment on she could see the Mouse. From then 
on selling the rest of the idea was a breeze. 
Mouse often wondered why she'd cried when 
he first said the word "wife." 

Rose and the Mouse had been married for a 
whole week now, but it was a secret. They 
weren't living together, though, and didn't 
intend to until the city was behind them 
and their ne"" " life had begun. That's why 
money was so important to Mouse Seevers. 

Suddenly he bounced up from the cot and 
peered at a battered old alarm clock that 
stood on the shelf in the wardrobe. It was al
ready after nine ; the Mouse had to be going 
to meet Rose. 

The problem of ditching the incriminating 
wallet was easily taken care of. The Mouse 
had a cactus plant on the window-sill-the 
only sort of living thing that would last in 
that gloomy atmosphere, he'd found-and he 
lifted the plant out of the pot, replaced it on 
top of the wallet. Now he was all set. 

AS Mouse approached the Idle Hour Bowl-
ing Gardens, where Rose worked, he spot

ted the cops' Black Maria standing unob
trusively on a side street. He'd seen another 
one , hurrying along the main avenue so he 
knew a cleanup was under way. The sweat
boxes in the local precincts would be working 
overtime that night. At the thought of it, 
Mouse's hands and forehead beaded damply. 

The Idle Hour was full of smoke, noise, 
odors and people, as usual. The alleys, bil
liard tables and shuffleboard games were all 
in use, and the small bar was crowded. The 
Mouse's quick-searching eyes found Rose 
over by the line of booths, serving some cus
tomers. He stood at the head of the short 
flight of entrance stairs, looking down at her 
for a moment. Mouse took a deep, proud 
breath. 

It's true that Rose still had a beautiful 
figure, slim and well formed, but that was 
about all. She was well into her thirties ; her 
bleached hair showed darkly at the roots ; her 
once-pretty face was hard and mask-like ; her 
wary, knowing eyes had obviously seen just 
about everything, most of it bad ; and her 
rouged mouth told of the bitterness and pain 
that had followed her life. But to Mouse 
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Seevers she was beautiful ; maybe he could feel 
and see more than the casual observer. 

Mouse didn't get a chance to go to Rose 
just then. Louie, a tough little hop-head who 
worked for The Turk, motioned him over to 
his booth with a jerk of his head. Mouse an
swered quickly, his knees feeling weak-and 
more courageous men than the Mouse felt the 
same way when The Turk sent one of his 
men after them. 

Louie was alone in the booth and Mouse 
sat down slowly, cautiously, watching the 
man. He could tell by his eyes that Louie 
was high again ; he knew he'd have to be 
careful. For a long moment each of them sat 
there, elaborately unconcerned, both taut and 
watchful. The Mouse lit a cigarette with a 
shaking hand. 

"How's everything ?" Louie asked sudden
ly. "How you do in' ?" 

"Fine," Mouse said with false enthusiasm. 
"Just fine !" 

Louie batted some smoke from in front of 
his face impatiently. "Put out that cigarette," 
he snapped, and watched carefully as Mouse 
complied. "You work today, Mouse ? Any 
luck ?" 

Caution gripped the Mouse. He could see 
Rose watching the two of them from a dis
tance, her face apprehensive, and he wished 
he could reassure her. Meantime, his ex
pression showed disgust. 

"Work, Louie ? Me, work, with that flatfoot 
Bray on my tail every minute ?" He snorted. 
"It wasn't bad enough before so now the whole 
damn police department goes crazy. They got 
orders to pick up everyone but the mayor. 
They-" 

Louie waved the small talk aside impatient
ly, scowling. One white hand began to tap 
nervously on the table. A nerve in the corner 
of his mouth went haywire, j iggling Iris face 
crazily. 

"A friend of The Turk's lost something over 
on Front Street today," Louie said slowly. "A 
leather. He figure.s some wire hooked him 
by mistake. No hard feelings, you under
stand ; nothing like that. Anyone can make a 
mistake. But this friend of The Turk's-a 
good friend-wants it back. Bad. So The 
Turk sent some of us out looking and asking." 

The Mouse just shook his head, his pulses 
drumming a riot. 

''Some wire hooked it," Louie went on 
doggedly. ..He took out the dough-only a 
few bucks-and ditched the leather. That's 
okay. This pal of The Turk's wants to know 
where. Is it in the bay ? In an ash barrel ? Is 
it burned ? He'd give some dough to get that 
answer. He lost it in your territory, Mouse. 
Know anything ?" 

The Mouse shook his head again, afraid to 
speak. Warning bells were clanging in his 

mind now. He knew he was face to face with 
ruthless, cruel extermination. He locked his 
hands so his trembling fingers wouldn't show. 

"Think hard, Mouse," Louie insisted. "You 
got nothing to be afraid of. Like I say, if you 
speak up now, you got nothing to fear. If you 
don't, and we find out later-" Louie took a 
long, narrow-bladed penknife out of his 
pocket and began to clean his nails. He waited. 
"Thinking, Mouse ?" 

The Mouse was thinking, all right. He 
was thinking the chances were excellent that 
the wallet in his room was the one Louie was 
after. But to admit he had it-when he'd 
already had time to examine it at his leisure
would be a lousy method of committin&" sui
cide. He was afraid to tell Bray he had it, 
though. Even if the detective did forgive his 
lapse from grace in acquiring it, the Mouse 
was certain he'd see precious little of the re
ward money if the wallet turned out to be as 
important as it seemed. To get any substan
tial sum, the Mouse had to contribute some 
concrete help--in person and before w itnesses. 

The thought of using the wallet's infor
mation himself, alone, startled and frightened 
him. What a ridiculous idea l How could 
any sane- The sharp pricking of the knife 
blade against his wrist made him jump, sud
denly conscious of Louie again. 

"I think you better come with me, Mouse. 
I think maybe The Turk wants to talk to you 
in a more private place !"  

Absolute terror came over the Mouse then. 
He couldn't move, couldn't speak. He could 
only shake his head slowly, hopelessly. 

A HUGE hand suddenly reached into the 
booth, grabbed Louie by the lapels and 

dragged him to his feet. It was Detective Ser
geant Bray who stood beside them, solid and 
wide. He lifted Louie up to his tip-toes, al
most spitting in the hop-head's face, and then 
thrust him contemptuously toward a uni
formed patrolman, jerking his thumb toward 
the front door. A moment later he was sitting 
opposite the Mouse, his eyes narrow and 
searching. 

''Okay, stoolie, open up. Make with a few 
revelations." 

The Mouse, in spite of his fear, was still 
thinking about the reward money-not because 
he was brave but because that money was the 
same to him as life itself. 

"Mr. Bray," he asked in his quick, nervous 
treble, "will you promise a fair share of the 
reward mon-" 

The room was suddenly spinning furiously, 
filled with red-tailed comets and blazing con
stellations. A dizzy droning filled the Mouse's 
ears. When everything settled again, Bray 
was rubbing one hand against its calloused 
mate. Pain came to the Mouse only then. 
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"You bargaining with me, stoolie ? You 
selling something ?" 

"The Turk," Mouse forced out. "Watch 
him. He's in it." 

"Now you're cooking, Mouse. That's the 
right kind of stuff-only it'-s old. We've al
ready got The Turk lined up. Trouble is, 
he's under somebody's thumb. Scared stiff. 
Now cook some more." 

The Mouse spread his hands helplessly. He 
ducked once, anticipating a blow that never 
came. 

"That won't do, Mouse ! For instance, what 
was that hop-head grilling you about ? He's 
one of that outfit, so-" 

A plainclothesman interrupted then, whis
pering something in Bray's ear, and a second 
later the two of them disappeared, going fast. 
The Mouse was now alone--and he'd heard 
the whisper : "New emergency at the Pan
Aico plant. Hurry call, pal." 

The Mouse must have gone into a fog for 
several minutes, completely out of the world. 
When reality slowly faded back in it wasn't so 
different from his dreaming. Rose Kulick 
was sitting opposite him, the hard mask gone 
from her face. Her eyes were bewildered, 
troubled as she searched his face. 

"What is it, Mouse ? Are you in a jam ? 
Are they after you for something ? What is 
it, honey ?" 

Mouse managed a smile, even if a bit crook
ed. "I was j ust thinking about a deal that's 
on. A big deal, Rose. If it goes the way I 
want, we'll have more money than we ever 
dreamed of !" The bright, hard fear that 
jumped to her eyes brought Mouse up short. 
"I'm working with B ray, dear ! The cops are 
with me on this one. The money I expect is 
government dough. A big reward." 

Rose wasn't satisfied ; she knew the Mouse 
too well. "Why are you so worried, then, 
honey ? You look like-" 

"Anybody'd be worried !" he snapped. 
"There're angles I got to study out. On top 
of that, I can't take you home tonight. I got 
to do something for Bray, Rose." 

She nodded then, still not satisfied, sensing 
something of the truth, not believing him 
completely. " Okay, Mouse, whatever you say. 
You know best, honey. You can tell me to
morrow. "  

H e  left then, kissing her quickly, not trust
ing himself. At the door he paused for a mo
ment, turned back, wondering if it would be 
the last time he'd see her. She was standing 
just as he'd left her, still watching him. 

THE Mouse didn't take any chances on 
Louie being free and out knifing for him. 

He approached his rooming house from the 
back way, crept down the alley that ran be
side his room. The cactus plant was right on 

the window-sill ; it was simple to pick up the 
wallet and fade silently away again. 

Mouse didn't pause until he was in an all
night cafeteria, sitting at a table far removed 
from the rest of the few customers. Then he 
started through the wallet, paper by paper
and learned nothing. He examined everything 
that was there, studying each item carefully, 
but all he saw were strange names, addresses, 
meaningless notes and memoranda. Without 
some key, he was lost. Even the name of the 
man he'd lifted it from seemed innocent : Jose 
Vargas. 

Finally, in bitter frustration, the Mouse had 
to admit this couldn't be the wallet Louie had 
been after. Furthermore, even if it was, how 
could he tell it was at all related to the sabo
tage outbreak in the city ? There was no link, 
except B ray's reaction to Mouse's remark 
made in desperation : The Turk and the sabo
tage gang were somehow tied up. 

The careless dropping of an ordinary busi
ness card was what changed everything. On 
the back, in pencil, was written : 

Evanston Motors-Feb. 18-10 AM 
Clay Dye and Foundry-Feb. 20-3 PM 

National Arms Corp.-Feb. 27-1 AM 
Pan-Alco, Inc.-Feb. 28-9 PM 

There it was ! Three defense-plant dis
asters that had made headlines-and a fourth 
that was even now being reported. Mouse had 
had this wallet in his possession hours before 
the Pan-Alco disaster had occurred, yet the 
note on the card called it correctly ! 

With shaking fingers he turned the card 
over. The printed side read harmlessly : WAR 
WORKERS EMPLOYMENT B UREA U, 
Jose Vargas, Director, 1 10 South Water 
Street, City. 

The Mouse got up and left the cafeteria 
quickly. 

• • • 

Over on South Water Street the Mouse 
stood back in the full darkness, opposite num
ber 1 10. He was terrified. He was shaking all 
over. He wished fervently he'd never had 
such a crazy idea as this. But he was there, 
in spite of his fear. 

One thing Mouse had done before he left 
the cafeteria, one sensible thing. He'd called 
Detective Bray's precinct and left a message 
for him, telling where he was and asking help 
immediately. All he had to do was wait for 
Bray to get the message and realize what it 
meant. He felt that now he was sufficiently . 
part of any raid to justify sharing in the re
ward. 

South Water Street was an ancient, run
down place near the bayfront. Once a rooming 
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section for sailors, it was now given over to 
small businesses and warehouses. Number 1 10 
had formerly been a private home, by its 
looks, but it had come a long way since. All 
its windows were boarded up except those on 
the second floor. 

After a period of waiting, the night-sounds 
had a soothing effect on Mouse : the faint 
ship-calls from the bay ; the distant rumbling 
noise from the living part of the city ; nearer 
at hand the sudden clamor of a passing truck. 
Then, before he quite understood his action, 
Mouse found himself crossing the street, 
drifting up the alley beside the old house. The 
thought of money may have done it ; a de
sire to show off before Rose ; perhaps curiosity, 
too. But Mouse knew he was going to break 
into the War Workers Employment Bureau 
and take a quick look around. 

Getting inside, for Mouse, was easy. He 
went in through a basement room similar to 
his own, crept up the ancient stairway to the 
main floor. Here Mouse found the offices of 
the agency, and there was nothing suspicious 
about them. Desks for interviews ; a row of 
typewriters for the stenographers ; a long line 
of steel filing cases ; a bare waiting room. But 
Mouse was glad Bray and his men w e r e  
coming. Certain that Vargas' business was 
just a blind, he could have told nothing from 
the evidence before him. 

Mouse was a coward, and he'd never denied 
it. Once he'd seen the inside of the place, he 
was suddenly anxious to get out. Mouse 
realized that B ray might not get his mes
sage for hours yet. Meantime . . . .  

Abruptly, Mouse had a bad case of the j it
ters. He wondered why he'd ever broken in 
the first place. 

The j itters were short-lived, though ; com
plete paralysis swept them away as a gun
muzzle came through the darkness to prod 
Mouse sharply in the back. A disembodied 
hand gripped his collar from behind, holding 
his swaying form upright. "Get going, pal," 
a voice said in his ear. "Make with the feet
straight ahead." 

JN A sort of nightmare sequence Mouse saw 
himself herded out into the rear court

yard, through a gaping hole in a wooden 
fence that led to a second rear courtyard just 
like the one he'd left, and finally into the base
ment of the ramshackle house standing there. 
Every window of this place was boarded up, as 
though deserted, and Mouse knew he was in 
the gang's hideout. 

The stocks of canned goods and provisions 
in the kitchen indicated that enemy agents re
mained here concealed until time for further 
usefulness. Beyond, at the end of a long hall 
where he was held waiting for a few minutes, 
Mouse could look into the huge living room. 

It was a classroom now, with a dozen "stu
dents " listening to a practical lecture. The 
teacher, speaking in a foreign tongue, was 
indicating certain adjustments, pointing to 
other bolts on a huge wooden model of a 
complicated machine. From the motions of 
his hands, Mouse knew he wasn't teaching 
how to understand and run the machine, but 
how to understand and wreck it. 

In the rear of the room were other work
ing models ; on the wall hung maps and dia
grams. The whole thing fell easily into place, 
now. Here, in this school of sabotage, men 
were trained to wreck specific types of ma
chines in a way that would leave them un
detected. After that, the employment bureau 
connected with the school would find them 
the exact places they were fitted for, along 
with hundreds of other perfectly i nnocent and 
loyal workers who were listed at the agency. 
It was a well-hidden plan. 

Mouse was prodded forward again, this time 
into a room opposite the classroom. It ·was 
apparently an office-and the man behind the 
desk was the same one Mouse had wired that 
afternoon on Water Street, the same fat man 
who had apologized so nicely after Mouse 
had jostled him. He was ending a phone "'COD
versation as the prisoner entered. 

"If you're foreman there you ought to be 
able to fire anyone you damn please," Vargas 
was saying. "Never mind. We'll work it an
other way, like before. Simply arral'lge an 
'accident' to remove one man in that section. 
But rememt>er--one of my men has to be in 
section five before next Monday noon. That's 
all." 

He slammed down the phone then, turned to 
Mouse, scowling. Slowly, though, at sight of 
Mouse, he began to grin. Mouse, his eyes 
bulging with fright, grinned back. 

"So," Vargas said. "The little one. Good. 
Come, Manuel, we'll dispense with him im
mediately. A simple detail." 

They were at the foot of the stairs when a 
second assistant came running to Vargas, 
whispering a message. The fat man stiffened a 
little, looked briefly at Mouse-and now his 
smile was grimly tight, utterly without hu
nior. He led �he way quickly to a rear room on 
the second floor. 

Vargas didn't pay any attention to the two 
men waiting there. They jumped to their 
feet, crushing out cigarettes, but Vargas was 
interested only in the shuttered window. He 
opened it a crack, looked cautiously out. 
Mouse twisted until he also caught a view. 

The employment bureau was ablaze with 
light ; men tramped from room to room. Out
side, other cops searched the alley with flash
lights. It was obvious they wouldn't leave an 
inch of the premises unsearched, a single file 
unexamined. 

· 
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Vargas cursed and swung back t o  the man 
who had captured Mouse. "Downstairs," he 
snapped. "Silence them. No talk, no lights. 
These police will be gone within an hour. 
They have no way of connecting the school 
with the bureau. We're safe-if we're quiet ! 
Fix the little one . . .  " 

Before Mouse could think, a rough gag was 
thrust into his mouth and one of Vargas' as
sistants gun drawn, stood guard by the door
way. Vargas himself was intent on the window 
while the second man sat at the desk, his gun 
lying before him. 

With a sick realization of utter defeat, both 
for Rose and himself, Mouse watched the 
police activity-so close, so efficient, yet so 
useless. If he only had some way to call 
them I He saw the reward money slipping 
slowly through his hands ; in a few minutes 
more Detective Bray would become disgusted 
and would leave. Mouse didn't care much for 
himself. It was Rose he was thinking about. 
Rose and her last chance for happiness slipping 
away. And a strange, alien anger welled up 
in the Mouse then-fury at these men who 
had come to wreck his country's war effort, 
who watched contemptuously while Bray 
·�ched vainly, who stood right now but fifty 
feet from swift justice. And Rose's happi
ness. 

Mouse Seevers felt like breaking out in 
tears. 

It was the sight of the gun that gave him 
the crazy idea. Mouse had never shot a gun ; 
he hardly knew one end from the other. But 
he knew that guns made noise-and of the 
right kind. Furthermore, he was such a harm
less looking little shrimp, so completely ter
rified, that the others had almost forgotten he 
was there. Later they'd remember him, kill 
him off-handedly. 

The Mouse's lunge would have done credit 
to an athlete ; it was done with the desperation 
of a man leaping for his life. Actually, the 
Mouse was leaping to his death. But he made 

it. He had the gun off the desk and in his hand 
before anyone knew he'd moved. And that was 
all Mouse asked. 

His first roaring shot showered plaster 
down on Vargas' head. His second try was 
better. Vargas collapsed to his knees, his fat 
hands holding his stomach. Then something 
hit Mouse in the back-something that felt 
like a molten half-dollar striking flatly-and 
the terrific blow smashed him onto his face. 
He twisted quickly with the fall, shot the man 
behind the desk as neatly as an expert, forced 
the wild-shooting thug by the door back into 
the hall. Then, with painful slowness, Mouse 
worked his pain-wracked numbing body across 
the room until he could lean his back against 
the wall. The men from below would be com
ing now. 

THAT was the way Detective Bray found 
the Mouse-leaning against the wall. His 

gun lay beside him, empty. Two other slugs 
were buried irr his body by then, but he was 
still alive. He wiped blood from his mouth as 
he looked up at the incredulous Bray. 

"That reward money," he gasped in quick, 
pain-lumped phrases, "It goes to my wife now 
--doesn't it-Bray ? "  The detective nodded 
solemnly. The Mouse smiled happily. Then 
he said : "Get Rose." 

Mouse Seevers only j ust had time to tell 
Rose goodby and that was all. Every cop in 
the room had his hat off when the peroxided, 
hard-faced girl he'd thought was so beau
tiful finally got to her feet, her make-up run
ning with tears. In that moment, strangely, 
she really did look beautiful. 

"My husband," she said, as though she 
loved the sound of the word, " my husband 
was one great guy. The greatest guy any girl 
ever-" she stopped, unable to speak. 

"He was more than a great guy," Detective 
Bray said with quiet conviction. "He died 
for his country-and for you, Rose. He was a 
hero." 
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KILLERS' REU N IO N 

By FRANCIS K. ALLAN 

When a dead man 

stalked the  c i t y  

streets, sowing in his wake 

a crop of destruction and 

murder, Eddie Simmons 

stumbled in panic along 

the crimson trail, dread

rng to meet this strange 

juggernaut of death. 

. . .  And dreading 

even more missing it! 

Abruptly from the shadows loomed a 
gaunt figure • • • •  

THE light of dawn was growing when 
Eddie Simmons, late of the Evening 
Star, walked slowly home along Nine

teenth Street in New York City. He walked 
slowly because he could still feel the rye 
whiskey, and because he was very discouraged. 

The evening before, he had been fired. 
According to Price, the managing-editor, 

Eddie was a little shrimp with too many big 
ideas ! Price was right in calling Eddie little. 
He was five-six and weighed a hundred and 
twenty. Price didn't understand about the 
ideas, Eddie argued gloomily to himself. It 
was the duty o£ a good crime-reporter to be 
a detective. 

That was the way matters stood with Eddie 
as he walked wearily along Nineteenth Street 
at six o'clock the morning after. He paused 
to survey a help-wanted sign in a gloomy 
furniture store. He sighed. And that was 
when he saw her. 

Eddie had a good eye for beauty, and this 
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girl was beautiful. Her golden hair glistened 
like soft fire. He watched her crossing the 
street. She paused at the dusty dark door
way of an abandoned-looking .loft-building. 
She squared her shoulders in determination, 
then pushed open the door and vanished into 
darkness. 

He sighed again. Then he saw the man
tall and grey-faced, wearing a limp trench
coat and a black hat drawn low. Hands in 
his pockets, he was moving swiftly, on tip
toe. His eyes were locked on the building, 
on the door the girl had entered. 

Something in the man's movements arrested 
Eddie's eyes. There was a hard, grim silence 
in the face. There was the stealth of a stalk
ing animal in the taut body. 

The man touched the door. Slowly he edged 
it open. His hand slid from his pocket. Eddie 
saw two things : First, something small and 
dark dropped unnoticed to the pavement. Sec
ond, he saw the gleaming barrel of a pistol 
in the man's hand. 

The man vanished. 

EDDIE'S brows went up. His tired eyes 
lost their dullness, began to sparkle. The 

fttrth of it was that Eddie had always been 
a detective at heart--a detective without a 
case or client. In imagination, he had trapped 
a dozen ruthless killers-had saved countless 
lives-through acts of daring. But . . .  it had 
always been just a dream and Eddie Simmons 
now was just a little tired guy . . .  without a 
job . . . .  

He watched the aged building into which 
the girl and man had gone. Abruptly he 
stiffened. 

A side door down the service-alley of the 
building was opening. The girl appeared. She 
was walking slowly, stiffly. 

Close behind her walked a man. Eddie's 
eyes narrowed. It was not the same man who 
had followed her. A dark blue Homburg was 
on his head, ·and a fringe of grey hair showed 
about his temples. His face was sharp and 
handsome, and one of his hands cupped the 
girl's elbow. Eddie saw them turn the distant 
corner into Fifth A venue. They were gone. 

He looked again at the building, then 
crossed the street. He bent down to pick up 
the small object the first man had dropped. 
It was a leather glasses-case. The glasses 
were gone, but on the case Eddie saw : 

HAUGHTON WELLES 
THE TARRYMORE ARMS 

MADISON AVENUE, N. Y. 

He moved his hand toward the rusty knob 
of the door. Slowly he stepped into a dank 
hallway. There was no light, save for a grey
ish glow that spread down the dusty stairs 

from above. Dust made a veneer on the floor, 
and only on the stairs was the veneer broken. 

It's been a long time since anybody was in 
here-except two people climbing these stairs, 
Eddie realized. He listened. No sound 
reached his ears. A faint coolness stirred 
down his spine. He approached the stairs. 
He climbed past the second floor ; there again 
the veneer of dust was unbroken. He passed 
the third floor. He reached the fourth. And 
here at the hallway, both pairs of footprints 
left the stairs and turned into the hall. 

Eddie turned the corner. " D-damn !" he 
gasped. He froze. He swallowed. Gingerly, 
he advanced--one step, another, another . . .  
down the long length of the hall. There, at 
the last door, lay the crumpled, unconscious 
figure of the grey-faced man. 

EDDIE swallowed again and knelt down, 
touching the man's shoulder. The man 

groaned thickly. His long head rolled slight
ly, and Eddie saw the ragged gash and the 
swelling bruise across the bony temple. Blood 
ran down the lines of the face, and stained 
the expensive shirt and tweed suit. Just be
yond the man's limp fingers lay a pistol. And, 
half-tucked in his pocket, was a folded piece 
of paper. 

Eddie hesitated and then unfolded it to read 
typed words : 

Dear Haughton, 
I expected yott to try to follow. 1 am not 

a fool. You have only made it 'harder on your
self. I know who the girl is. Who she really 
is-understand? You will hear from me. Do 
not try to move it from your apartment. 

"Uh . . .  oooo, " the man groaned heavily. 
Eddie quickly returned the paper to the man's 
pocket. He watched the eyes flicker open, 
stare at him blankly. They roamed to the 
ceiling and down the dirty walls. Slowly they 
cleared into a steely blue-grey. 

Abruptly the man pushed himself up into 
a sitting position. Eddie swallowed for a 
third time as he saw the man's fingers silently 
close on the gun. 

" Who are you ? "  the man asked coldly. 
" Simmons. Eddie Simmons-that's my 

name," Eddie explained quickly. " You don't 
--don't need that gun on me," he added. "I  
just-just noticed you coming in and then I 
seen-saw that girl leave with the other guy 
and I thought it looked funny and I-" 

Then the man noticed the paper in his 
pocket. He opened it slowly, with an eye on 
Eddie. Eddie saw the grey face drain, the 
muscles cord in the throat. The man cursed. 
Violently he heaved himself up, his inward 
turmoil suddenly giving him a maniac's vigor. 

44 Where is she ?l' he roared. He gripped 
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Eddie's shoulders. " Where did he take her ? 
Where's Lorere ? Tell me, damn you l" 

" Listen, I-I don't know-know nothing !" 
Eddie choked. "I was just watching when you 
came in ! I saw a man leave with this girl-" 

The man cursed. He hurled Eddie against 
the wall and stumbled swiftly down the hall, 
thundered down the stairs. 

When his footsteps faded and a door 
slammed downstairs, Eddie pulled himself up. 
His heart was pounding. And he was angry. 
It was a sensation he had almost forgotten. 
It heated his blood. And then it iced. He 
started thinking. 

He retraced his steps to the stairs and 
looked at the footprints in the dust. None went 
up the stairs. None left the hall at any of 
the seven doors along the corridor. He fol
lowed the footsteps back to that last door 
where the man had lain. He turned the knob. 
His eyes widened. The door opened upon a 
narrow rear stairway. And there, upon the 
dust mantle, were the footsteps of the man 
and the girl. Eddie used that stairway to 
descend, and leave the vacant building him
self. 

Slowly he turned homeward again, but the 
interlude in the hall stayed vivid in his mind. 
The gun-he could see it  now. The fury of 
the man's words-he could hear it now. 

"Lorere, " he said, Eddie recalled. " Where 
is Lorere! Where did he take her . . . .  " Eddie 
stopped as though a wall blocked his way. 
" Lorere . . .  not . . .  no !"  he breathed. " It 
couldn't be-" 

He began to walk more swiftly. 

TWENTY minutes later he found Detective 
Abberson at the Myrtle Street Station. 

First he asked Abby about his children, about 
his wife, and then his sick l!rother. Finally, 
vaguely he said : 

" Abby, didn't there used to be a guy around 
named Lorere ?" 

" Huh, "  the detective grunted, " Duke Lo
rere I He was the smartest, slickest jewel thief 
that ever worked the East coast. He was an 
artist." 

" Whatever happened to him ? "  
" Murdered. Two years ago this fall. They 

never pinned it on anybody. They found his 
remains in a lime grave in New Jersey." Abby 
nodded reflectively. " Funny way for him to 
die-in a lime hole. . . . " 

" Got a picture of him around ? "  
" Oh, maybe. " Abby rose lazily and waddled 

away. Presently he returned with a small 
photograph. Eddie took it. 

He felt a wave of blood hit his cheeks, and 
the breath dried out in his throat. " Yeah," 
he spoke distantly. But his heart was pound
ing. He knew. He knew ! 

Duke Lorere, the fabulous jewel-thief, was 

not dead ! He was alive ! He had been with 
the girl when they left the building and van
ished on Fifth A venue. 

" What's the matter with you ? '' Abby was 
speaking, " You're looking funny. " 

" Oh, I'm j ust tired. " Eddie muttered. He 
waited around a few minutes more, then left. 
He walked slowly, thinking. 

He was afraid, for Eddie was j ust a little 
guy who'd taken a lot of pushing. And he 
was worried, too. The hardest part of all 
was coming. He had to tell Wyn about his 
j ob . . . .  

She was worried when he opened the door 
of the small apartment. He could see she 
hadn't slept much. He kissed her. For a 
moment he wanted to hold her close, to bury 
his face in the dark waves of her hair. He 
did none of those things. 

" I  . . .  I had to work last night." It was 
the first lie he'd told her in many years. " I  
didn't even have time to telephone. " 

" Was it something important, Eddie ? "  she 
wondered eagerly. 

" Oh, I don't know. It . . .  " He stopped. 
" I t  could be, " he said. 

" Maybe IT's going to come true, " she said 
softly. . 

IT was something like a dream. IT was the 
day when Eddie would be promoted. IT was 
an assistant city-editor's j ob. IT was a raise. 

IT will never come true, Eddie whispered 
to himself. He knew it. He knew he wasn't 
smart. He was only what Wyn believed in, 
and Wyn couldn't see him straight. Love got 
in her eyes. Right now, he thought, she 
doesn't know . . . .  

Suddenly he was angry at himself ! He was 
no longer frightened. He was sorry for Wyn, 
but . . .  

" Eddie ! Where are you going ? "  she asked 
in surprise. · 

" I 've still got to work, " he said strangely. 
" The job I was on last night-it's not fin
ished. " He kissed her again and closed the 
door before he had to say any more. 

On the street he drew the glasses-case from 
his pocket. The Tarrymore Arms . . .  Madi
son Avenue . . . .  

Perhaps he was a fool. But he didn't cltte 
j ust then. The bus stopped and he got on. 
It  was strange, then . . . .  It was like he had 
boarded a bus bound for another world. A 
thrill of sharpness tingled in his veins. He 
wasn't a fired, tired little guy. 

He was Eddie Simmons, and he knew that 
Duke Lorere was alive ! 

THE Tarrymore Arms was a massive, chill 
building. The dark walls of the lobby 

seemed to frown at Eddie as he moved slowly 
over the thick carpet. On the directory-board 
he found the name : 
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HAUGHTON N. WELLES , , , APARTMENT 5-B. 

The one elevator was up, but at the end of 
a corridor Eddie saw a metal stairway curv
ing upward. Quietly he tip-toed upward. At 
the fifth floor he moved down the hall. He 
stopped suddenly as a bent, bony figure backed 
out of a closet. As the man straightened, Eddie 
stared at him. 

He was the dirtiest man Eddie had seen 
in a long time. His hair was dark and mat
ted with soot. His grimy cheeks were sunken, 
and his chin almost met the tip of his nose. 
His dull eyes blinked. 

" G'morning, " he grunted. From the closet 
he pulled a mop and broom, then shuffled 
away. Eddie breathed a sigh of relief. He con
tinued on to door 5-B. He drew a deep breath 
and knocked. There was no answer. 

Eddie's fingers were damp and trembling 
as he pulled his key-ring from his pocket. 
Cautiously he selected a skeleton key, fitted 
it to the key hole. His heart leaped as he felt 
the lock turning. Gently the door swung in
ward upon a shadowy, gloomy room. Quickly 
he locked it behind him. He stood, scarcely 
breathing, in the cold austere living room of 
Haughton Welles' apartment. 

The furniture was massive and dark. There 
was an air of emptiness in the apartment. 
"Like a kind of a mor-gue," Eddie whispered 
to himself. " Creepy . . . .  " 

He tip-toed across the room and peered 
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into a hall. He tried a closed door. It was 
locked. Eddie hesitated. The note had said 
there was something here-something that 
was not to be moved. . . . 

He looked into the small neat kitchen, into 
the bath. The same air of emptiness hung in 
every room, but nowhere was there anything 
unusual. He returned to the locked door. He 
knelt down and peered through tb.e key-hole. 
He saw the outline of a desk, of bookcases, 
a rug, a-

" Oh . . .  God !" he choked. He froze. He 
felt his stomach tighten inside him. He felt 
the impulse to run, to shout. 

He made himself take out his keys again. 
At last he opened the door. He edged for
ward until he stood just above the body of 
a round-headed, plump little man. The eyes 
were sunken and hollow. There was a ghastly 
purple-greyness to the flesh, and on the rug 
was the dried stain of blood. 

It was one of the few corpses Eddie had 
ever seen, but he knew that this man had been 
dead for many hours. 

He clenched his fist and swallowed heavily. 
Slowly he advanced and knelt down. He 
searched the man's pockets. He studied the 
identification card in the bill-fold. The name 
was Zefri Gaings. The address was the Gaings 
Watch and Jewelry Shop, Madison Avenue, 
N. Y. He found a small blunt automatic in 
one pocket, and a watch. As he lifted it, he 
noticed its feel-like a toy-watch, \Tery light. 
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He opened the case, and blinked. The case was 
hollow, lined with blue velvet. There were 
two diamonds. 

Eddie turned the body. The death wound 
was a neat, deep gash from a knife, squarely 
between Gaings' shoulders. Just as the body 
rolled back to the rug, Eddie saw the gleam of 
metal. He moved the body again and thrust 
his hand under the back. He lifted out a key 
-a hotel key with a number-plate attached : 

ROOM 375 CONROE HOTEL. 
Maybe the killer dropped it I Eddie realized 

sharply. He knifed Gaings ! His key fell. 
Gaings fell on it. The killer didn't notice I 
And, if the killer doesn't know where he lost 
the key, maybe he hasn't moved from the 
Conroe ! 

HE STOPPED as he heard a drawling voice 
speaking in the hall : "G'morning, Mister 

Wellth, " the voice was lisping. Footsteps 
echoed along the corridor. Eddie straightened. 
His frantic eyes raked the room. He heard a 
key grating at the front door. Swiftly he 
tip-toed out of the room. Just as the door 
from the hall opened, he huddled down in 
a dark corner behind a huge sofa. 

Steps started across the room after the door 
was locked. There was a harsh, choking gasp. 
"Open 1 Somebody's been in there !" Eddie 
peered around the corner of the couch. He 
saw the hard-faced man rush to the door of 
the room, his eyes were tortured. His hand, 
half out of the pocket of his coat, nervously 
fingered his gun. He seemed to listen. He 
tip-toed through the apartment. 

Eddie waited silently, and for the first time 
he noticed that he still held Gaings' blunt auto
matic in his hand. Gingerly he dropped it in 
his pocket. The shrill ring of the telephone 
blasted through the silence. 

Welles moved into the hall. " Hello ? • . •  

Oh. " His voice dropped to a raw whisper. 
" Where is she, Lorere ?" he breathed. " What ? 
. . .  No I I'll pay I I swear I'll pay I . . . No, 
I swear I won't try to move it I 1-how 
much ?" There was a pause. " But, Lor ere !" 
Welles choked. "That-that five grand she 
gave you is all-all the cash I've got now I . . .  

Yes, but . • .  Give me three hours ! I'll get 
it I . . .  Yes, I'll be here ! "  Welles hung up and 
dialed again. 

" Marlin ?" Eddie listened. " Marlin, this is 
Haughton. I've got to have twenty grand in 
three hours ! In cash. Send it to my apart
ment . . . No, I can't explain. I . . . I can't. 
Send me the money-" 

While Welles was talking, Eddie carefully 
crawled along the wall, unlocked the hall
door, and slipped out. He hurried to the 
rear stairs and started down. He met the 
dirty, hunch-shouldered janitor coming up. 
The dull eyes blinked at him vacantly. 

" G'morning, " the man said listlessly. Eddie 
paused. 

" How long have you been working here, 
Sam ?" he wondered. 

"N arne is Rothcoe, " the man said toothless
ly. "I don't work nowhere tho long. Gueth 
it'th been about two month here. " He kept 
staring stupidly at Eddie. Eddie spoke slowly : 

" I  guess you know Mr. Welles. Who is 
he ? "  

" W  ellth ? Oh, him, " Roscoe remembered. 
" Don't know. Theems like he'th kind of a 
lawyer. I don't know. " He rubbed his dirty 
cheek. 

" Did you ever see a pretty girl with him ? 
A girl with gold hair ?" 

'· Oh. " Roscoe grinned a crooked, secretive 
grin. " Her-he thayth it'th hith thecretary. 
I theen her a lot." 

" His secretary, " Eddie mused. And he re
membered what the note had said : I know who 
the girl is. Who she really is-understand! 
He nodded to Roscoe and hurried on down 
the stairs. He found the address of the Conroe 
Hotel. 

JT WAS a small shabby place. The lobby was 
drab. Eddie stopped at the house telephone 

and called room 375. There was no answer. 
He climbed the stairs. As he walked, he felt 
the weigh of the gun in his pocket. Along 
the third floor hall were many doors. The 
mingled music from radios wandered to his 
ears. The roar from the El thundered through 
the windows. He knocked at door 375. No 
answer . . . .  

He tried his skeleton key again and stepped 
into a small bleak room. Upon a table was 
an unfinished solitaire lay-out. Three empty 
brandy bottles stood against the wall. The 
window-shade was drawn, and the mid-morn
ing sunlight sent a muted olive light through 
the green material. Eddie locked the door 
behind him, slipped the safety from the auto
matic, and placed it on the corner of the 
dresser. He searched the empty drawers. He 
found nothing around the bed. He opened 
the closet. There hung three custom-tailored 
suits, a half-dozen expensive pairs of shoes, 
and two hats. On the shelf were perhaps a 
dozen good-shirts. Eddie smiled softly to 
himself. 

" Those clothes are too good for this hotel ."  
He searched through the suits. He found 

only matches, half a pack of imported ciga
rettes, and a handkerchief. He frowned. He 
studied the shoes. Upon one pair was a faint 
dusty stain around the soles. That was all. 

He sighed, listened toward the hall, then 
tip-toed to the bath-room. There he found 
nothing but a few very Girty and grimy towels 
wadded on the floor. He opened the medicine
cabinet. There was a faint metallic gleam 
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from the half-closed end of a tooth-paste box. 
He opened the box. 

" It-the death knife !" he whispered. Into 
the palm of his hand slid a slender ivory
handled dagger. Upon the blade was the dark 
stain of dry blood. Eddie stared thoughtfully 
at the floor. His fingers tingled as he held 
the knife. Slowly his eyes widened. Suddenly 
he gasped. 

"Maybe ! Maybe !" he whispered excitedly. 
He fumbled the knife back into the box, 
pushed it back into the medicine-cabinet, and 
tip-toed swiftly from the room. 

When he reached the street, he hailed a 
cab. " The Tarrymore Arms on Madison 
Avenue," he ordered swiftly. He leaned back 
and mopped his damp face. He retraced his 
thoughts again. His heart began to pound ! 
He was right ! He knew he was right I It grew 
into a thundering chant in his brain. His feet 
urged the cab faster. 

Twenty minutes later he hurried down the 
fifth-floor hall and knocked at Haughton 
Welles' door. After a few seconds the lock 
turned and the grim tired-faced man peered 
out. 

"What do you want ? Who are--oh, " he 
recognized. 1'Wait l Don't slam the door I" Eddie shoved 
a foot into the crack. " I've got to talk to 
you I About the girl ! I've got to tell you !" 
That stopped Welles' brusque movement. His 
eyes widened cautiously. Gradually he let the 
door open. Eddie slipped in. Instantly Welles 
closed the door. Eddie faced him, and Welles 
dropped his hand to his pocket. 

"What about her ? "  he asked in measured 
coldness. 

EDDIE swallowed. Now it was going to 
be bluff, and he'd never bluffed in his life. 

He tried tq bring a faint smile to his lips. 
Slowly he lit a cigarette and leaned back 
against the wall. 

" I'll begin by telling you my name again. 
I'm Eddie Simmons. My business, " he said 
flatly, "is private investigation. " 

"I don't need a private dick, " Welles 
snapped bluntly. 

Eddie cocked a brow. " Not if I could 
locate the girl ? " 

Welles' eyes narrowed. Uneasily they 
studied Eddie's face. "I don't think you 
know where she is, " he said carefully. 

" I  know that Duke Lorere is not dead. I 
know that he is blackmailing you. I know 
that Lorere has her. And I know where Duke 
Lorere is staying I" Eddie climaxed. 

Welles' jaw sagged. His lips parted. " You 
• . .  know ? Where ? How do you know ? Where 
is he stay·ing ? "  The questions were frantic. 

"How ? "  Eddie smiled again. "Well, I found 
his room in a hotel. I found his clothes and 

custom-made shirts. At least, I assume they 
are his. Didn't Lorere kill Gaings ? "  

" You know about Gaings ? "  Welles 
breathed. His face was suddegly ashen and 
white. No longer did he stand erect and cool. 
He hunched forward and his mouth twitched. 
"You . . .  how did you know ? "  

"Look, " Eddie said slowly, " I've told you 
enough. You know I'm not bluffing. Now 
you're going to tell me ! First, I want to know 
the whole story-about the girl, Lorere, and 
Gaings. If you work with me, I think I can 
save the girl. Is it worth it ? "  

"Worth i t ? " The words were soft. Welles 
seemed to curl them over his lips. "Worth 
it, " he echoed. " Yes. It's worth it," he whis
pered. He sagged down in a cha·ir. His body, 
his face was suddenly old and tired and re
signed. " She is my daughter," he said emptily. 
" No one knows but me. She does not know. 
Only I know and . . . somehow Lorere has 
learned. " He paused, shot Eddie a sidelong 
glanc:e. 

" Where is Lorere's hide-out ? "  he queried 
softly, intently. 

Eddie opened his mouth, about to reveal the 
hotel's name and room-number. Then he 
checked himself. He was not ready to play 
that card. 

But Welles played his own card next-it 
was the gun in his hand. "Tell me, " he per
sisted softly. 

Eddie stared in numb bitterness at the gun. 
He had misplayed his hand. He had failed. 
And t�en, suddenly, Eddie thought of Gaings. 
And, J USt as suddenly, he realized Welles 
hadn't killed G<llings. The game had reached 
the bluffing stage. 

" Put away that gun, Mr. Welles," he said 
loudly. "You aren't going to kill me. If you 
do, the cops will pin the Gaings job on you, 
as well as my murder. If you don't-" he 
lifted his hands "-we can pin the Gaings mur
der where it belongs . . .  on Lorere !" 

Their eyes held steadily for a long moment. 
Then Welles' face seemed to sag. His eyes 
closed-the gun fell to the floor. 

" I  can't-can't stand this killing, " he whis
pered. 

Eddie drew a shaky breath. " That's better. 
Now talk-and talk fast I And don't miss a 
trick. Remember, you're only filling in details 
-for I know most of this. " 

Welles let his hands fall heavily on the arms 
of his chair. His voice was low and bitter. 

" I  am no lawyer. Oh, I took a law degree. 
I accept a few cases to keep up a front. Actu
ally I am a-a broker in stolen jewels. I am the 
head of an international syndicate. I have 
been for years. I . . .  It was money I I always 
wanted money. You see ? "  The words began 
to pour out now, as though some long-rotting 
dam had burst. " Gaings was one of our out-
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lets. He sold in small quantities. And Lorere 
was . . . years ago, he was our chief source 
of stolen stones. He was the greatest jewel 
thief of the twenties and thirties. He trained 
a few men and women to work with him. But 
then-it was two years ago--he got into 
trouble. It was just an income-tax charge, but 
it was an opening wedge to make him talk. 
We knew we were wrecked if he ever told 
his story. We . . .  " Welles mopped his face. 
He stumbled on. " I  did something I'd never 
done before. I planned his murder. I hired 
a gunman to kill him. I . . .  Then something 
went wrong. Lorere must have heard of my 
plan. He outsmarted the gunman. On the 
selected night, he and the gunman disappeared. 
Neither was heard of again until two months 
ago when Lorere contacted me--and black
mailed me ! He'd killed the gunman and buried 
him in the lime-grave in New Jersey ! He'd 
planted his own ring and watch and belt
buckle in the grave. The gunman's remains 
were identified as Lorere's. And then he came 
back ! And he knew I'd plotted his murder!" 
Welles choked. 

"What happened ? "  Eddie prompted breath
lessly. 

"I PAID ten thousand in blackmail. I tried 
to fight back. I couldn't trace Lorere, 

couldn't find where he was staying ! I knew 
he would bleed me to death. I refused last 
week to pay. And so . . .  last night I was 
called to Brooklyn. lt was a fake call. The 
person did not meet me. When I returned 
here, the body-Gaings' body-was in that 
room ! And one minute after I arrived, Lorere 
called me. He said he was watching every 
moTe I made ! He said I would pay what he 
asked, or the police would be sent to this 
apartment ! He said they would find proof that 
I was the murderer. He said they'd learn 
where I'd been staying the last four days
in some hotel in this town, he said. They'd 
find my clothes and the death weapon hidden 
there and-" 

" Wait !" Eddie exploded. "Your clothes 
have been stolen ? You've been out of town 
four days ? "  

" Some shorts, hats, three suits, and some 
shoes of mine are missing. And I have been 
out of town. Furthermore, if I tried to use 
it as an alibi to fight Lorere, I'd have to re
veal that I'd been in Philadelphia selling stolen 
diamonds. I couldn't. I was trapped. 1-" 

" But you don't know where this room in 
this certain hotel is ? "  Eddie demanded sharp
ly. Welles shook his head. " All right, " Eddie 
said, "you came back to this apartment after 
a fake call to Brooklyn. You found Gaings' 
corpse. Then what ? "  

" I  was directed to send five thousand dol
lars to an address and certain room on Nine-

teenth Street this morning. I was to send it 
by my secretary-my daughter. I did. I fol
lowed her, hoping to trap Lorere. But he got 
the drop on me, slugged me, and took her. 
Now he's demanding more money for her safe 
ret�rn. And he'll send the cops here to find 
Gaings, too ! He won't let me move the corpse 
if  I could ! He seems to know every move I 
make ! 1-oh, God, I don't know what to do ! 
I'm going crazy ! 1-" 

" Why did you send your daughter into this 
mess ? "  

" I  didn't k"tiOW Lorere knew who she actu
ally was. You see, when she was a baby and 
her mother died, I put her in a home. I didn't 
want her to ever learn about me--what I did. 
But when she came to New York to get a 
job, I managed to have her apply to me. I 
w-anted to see her, know her. But she's never 
known who I really am or what I really did. 
I've never wanted her to know. She's inno
cent of any part in this. But Lorere has 
learned about her !"  

" If I can save her, you'll tell this story to 
the police ?" Eddie asked. " You've got noth
ing to lose. That corpse is on your hands. 
Lorere is determined to wreck you . . .  " 

Welles blinked his haggard eyes. " If you 
can save her, 1-1 will tell the truth to the 
police. " 

Eddie mashed out his cigarette. " Call the 
manager. Tell him a pipe has broken. Ask 
him to send up the janitor. " 

Welles' jaw sagged. Eddie gestured. " Go 
on. Make the call. " 

Welles shrugged and stalked from the room. 
He vanished down the hall. Eddie waited to 
hear the click of the dial. He heard nothing 
but a muted sigh. He frowned. He started 
toward the hall. Abruptly, out of the half
shadows, loomed the gaunt and dirty figure 
of Roscoe. Toothlessly and thinly he smiled, 
and the gun in his hand levelled on Eddie's 
head. 

"SO you wanted the janitor," he said softly. 
"You've got him. Or rather, he's got 

you. " The man's grin vanished into a grey 
bleakness. " Don't try to draw your little 
gun , "  he murmured. 

" But you . . .  how did you-and Welles-" 
Eddie gasped. 

" I've been listening. I came in by the fire
escape. And Welles is unconscious, " Roscoe 
explained ironically. " He didn't see me when 
I hit him. He'll never know who Lorere is, 
now." 

" You-you-you can't kill me !"  Eddie 
choked. " You-" 

" On the contrary, I can. I think I shall. " 
Roscoe's eyes narrowed curiously. " But I 'm 
wondering about something . . . .  Just how 
did you know that I was Duke Lorere ? "  
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" I-in that room at the Conroe . . . •  The 
towels were so dirty. But the clothes were 
very expensive. It wasn't right that a guy 
would get that dirty in those clothes-and 
the clothes weren't dirty, anywhere. "  Eddie 
swallowed. He felt sweat slipping down his 
cheeks, and his throat was dry. Frantically 
he kept talking : "I remembered how dirty you 
were. Then I saw that glass of water in the 
medicine-cabinet. I remembered how sunken 
your cheeks were. All of a sudden I thought : 
That's where you'd kept your false-teeth at 
night when you stayed in that room. You kept 
yourself dirty when you were here so Welles 
wouldn't recognize. I got to thinking. You 
were almost too dumb and stupid looking. But 
Lorere was very smart. If you wanted to dis
guise yourself, wouldn't you go to the other 
extreme like that ? "  

· 

The man smiled gently. " N ot bad, for a 
little guy like you. And you're right-I stole 
Welle»' clothes. When I left work here, I 

he leaped, he screamed with all the terror in 
him. He heard the gun blasting into his face. 
He felt a needle of hot fire race through his 
shoulder. He felt his arms drive into Lorere's 
dhest. 

Wildly, frantically he gripped and twisted. 
He tried to bite-to kick. A sinewy arm locked 
about his head, twisted, and crushed down. 
Then came the second roaring thunder. A 
tearing wave of pain cut through Eddie's ribs. 
He felt his body, his nerves stagger. He felt a 
blackness cross like a cloud through his head. 
He felt himself falling. He crumpled on the 
floor. 

He heard a voice. It seemed to drift in from 
far away. He tried to see. Across the rim 
of his vision drifted the figure of Haughton 
Welles. The man leaned in the hall-doorway. 
A gun was in his hand. Blood streamed across 
his face, but his gun was lifting. Before it 
was up, Eddie heard Lorere's gun blasting out 
again ! He saw Welles stagger backward. 

WASTE PAPER IS A WEAPON OF WAR 
Twenty-five tons of blueprint paper go into the making of a battleship. 
Paper is needed for packing food, ammunition and medical supplies for 
the armed forces--and the shortage is acute. Don't hum or throw away 

newspapers, magazines, wrapping paper, cartons . . .  
SAVE IT . . .  SORT IT . . .  CALL YOUR COLLECTOR 

slipped in the back way at the Conroe. When 
I got to the room, I bathed, put on Welles' 
clothes, and left by tlte front way. · 

I put the Conroe Hotel key under the corpse 
where the police were to find it when I was 
ready. They would go there, find the death 
knife, Welles' clothes, and they would find 
witnesses to say that Welles had been seen 
leaving that hotel. All quite logical. And that 
is just what will happen . . .  after he has paid 
all he can for protection. " The man smiled, but 
suddenly the smile was insane with hatred. 

" You-you're mad ! Listen, you-you can't 
get away-" 

" Oh, but I will. And I'm not a bit mad. 
" Now, I must ask you to step into the study 
with the corpse. " 

Eddie choked. His muscles refused to move. 
He felt himself trembling, shaking. He tried 
to speak. His tongue was thick and hot. 

" Move ! Move, damn you !" Lorere whis
pered. " Move or-" He stopped. A choking 
cough came from down the hall. Lorere cursed 
savagely. Welles was regaining consciousness. 
Lorere was desperate. Eddie knew. He had to 
kill and get out. . . . 

Eddie saw the gun come swinging back 
upon him. He closed his eyes. He leaped. As 

Eddie twisted feebly. He found the automatic 
in his pocket. With his last margin of con
ciousness, he levelled the gun. Into his waver
ing sight swam the figure of Lorere. Eddie 
waited one last instant. The gun froze on 
Lorere's head. 

Eddie fired. 

HE wasn't just a tired little guy without a 
job, anymore. He was Eddie Simmons, 

and he knew where he was going when he left 
the hospital that day in September. You see, 
he'd always dreamed about being a private
detective . . .  

Yes, he told the reporters, it had been a 
hard case. In fact, a dangerous case, he ad
mitted. No, he'd never been afraid, though 
it had been touch-and-go for a m inute, he re
membered. Yes, he understood he was to get 
a five thousand dollar reward. And yes, it 
was too bad Welles and Lorere hadn't been 
captured alive . . . .  

But inside, Eddie knew it  was better that 
way. He never told them that the pretty gir1 
with the golden hair was really Kathryn 
Welles. After all, she was innocent. He was 
glad she'd been found unhurt, for she was the 
only one worth saving. He lef! it at that. • • •  
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THE CAPTAI N 

By CHARLES LARSON 

The craclc of the automatic coincided with the snap of his elbow as he threw the bottle • •  , , 

Detective Steve Nebraska was damned if he'd report the death of his 
prospective father-in-law as suicide . . . .  And he was doubly damned 

if he didn't! 

HE SAT down at his desk slowly, and one 
of his knees cracked as it always did 
when he bent it, but this time he 

didn't smile or wince or do it again j ust to 
feel the tiny imperfection in his body. He 
pulled a sheet of white paper toward him, and, 
after testing his pen on a blotter, began very 
deliberately to write. 

TO : Captain of Detectives. 
SUBJECT : Homicide. 
His pen hesitated. Outside the police sta

tion, a street-car, one of the old ones with 
narrow, woven-straw seats, and a conductor 
who knew everybody, rattled and shook over a 
switch in the track A newsboy shouted the 
earth's misery at women shoppers. Suddenly 
a memory flashed into his mind, held, evapor
ated. Nothing concrete. Just the recalling of 
42 

quiet things. Security. A bit of calmness. A 
laugh in the sunshine. 

How long since he had laughed ? Twenty 
years ? Fifty ? A thousand ? 

He shook his head, went on writing. · 
" . . .  at eleven-thirty P.M., on the night of 

August 19, 1943 . . . .  " 

At eleven-thirty P.M., on the night of 
August 19, 1943, he had gone up the steps of 
a brownstone apartment house just off Wes
tern Boulevard, in Hollywood, with a ring in 
his pocket, two fortifying drinks in  has stom
ach, and a sense of well-being that verged on 
the idiotic. 

He was a man in love. A blind beggar half 
way across the earth could have seen it. 

He was very tall, and thin, and about him 
there was an air of awkwardness which added 
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a certain charm to the whole effect . . . .  when 
people weren't expecting him to fall down from 
sheer lack of balance. 

The day had been good. It had started on 
a high note, and instead of dropping him 
around noon, had grown and grown, until he 
wondered how he could keep his reason. 

At nine-thirty, he found he hadn't lost his 
number 18 shoe-ration ticket at all ; at one
nineteen (he was sure of the time to the 
minute) he had been promoted from cop to 
plainclothes detective ; and at ten-ten in the 
evening, just twenty minutes before his day 
ended, and with it his uniform, he'd succeeded 
in getting the prettiest girl he'd ever seen to 
say "yes" to marriage plans. 

The few false notes in the whole crazy
happy scheme had been almost forgotten. It 
didn't seem to matter to him at all any more 
that the prettiest girl's well-to-do, society
conscious father would as soon have accepted 
Hitler as a policeman for a son-in-law. He 
was immune, strong, a detective, in love. 

Carefully he pushed the buzzer over the 
name Edwin Grinnel, who was the father, and 
when the door clicked, he walked inside. 

Prophetically enough, he was whistling a 
harmless little tune be had learned when he 
was six. ·�  

It went over and over in his mind, endless
ly repeating, phrasing itself into weird 
rhythms, and interesting beats . . . .  

"Won't yo1t come into my parlor!" said the 
spider to t/Je fly, "Won't you come into my 
parlor . . . .  " 

He couldn't remember the rest. But it 
seemed to him that the last word was "die." 

It rhymed so well . • . .  

GRINNEL opened the apartment door him· 
self when the young man knocked, and if 

there was a flicker of disgust in his eyes, the 
young man didn't see it. 

Beyond the door, there was a sudden burst 
of laughter. A glass tinkled against another 
glass, and somebody began playing Wonderful 
One orr the piano. 

"I'd like to see Terry," the young man 
said. 

Grinnel nodded. He didn't move, didn't 
stand aside for the other to enter. 

"Who is it, darling ?" someone called from 
the apartment. 

Nervously, Grinnel turned his head. 
He's like a great dog, the young man 

thought. Nobody could have startled him like 
that but her. I think he loves her almost as 
much as I do. 

There was a girl at the door then, and the 
young man grew embarrassed and silly inside 
at the simple phenomona of noticing her eyes 
light up when she saw him. 

"Steve I" she said. And then shyly, she 

added, when Grinnel coughed. "Come in. 
Please." 

"If there's something going on . . • •  " 
"Just Dad's friends. You know them all." 
He hesitated, looking at Grinnel. 
"For heaven's sake, Nebraska, come in," 

Grinnel said. "I won't kick you." He turned 
walked back into the room silently. 

Nebraska said : "You told him about us ?" 
"Yes. Right after you called. He didn't like 

it, but . . . .  " 
"But you do ?" 
"I do," she said quietly. "I do, very much.'' 
Nebraska drew a deep breath. "Then that's 

that," he said. 
Together they went inside. 
There were four others in the apartment, 

besides Grinnel. Hanley Cronyn, the actor, 
played a chord at the piano when he saw them, 
and said : "A toast !" He picked up his glass 
obediently, and emptied it. He was already a 
little drunk. 

In a corner, Liz and Callie Wilson looked up 
from a game of gin rummy. · 

" Stevie ! " Liz said. " Our new detective. "  
"How are you, Nebraska ?" Callie laid down 

his hand, whispered : "Gin," and beamed at 
his wife. 

In a depressed voice Liz murmured : "That 
dm!s it. You must cheat." 

Terry took Nebraska to a sofa on the other 
side of the room, and they sat beside a morose 
looking gentleman named George who was 
staring at a small, flash-type camera in his 
hands as though daring the thing to snarl at 
him. 

He glanced up briefly when Nebraska said 
something about the night being cold for that 
time of year, and nodded. 

"Who's cold ?" Liz Wilson asked over her 
shoulder. She raised herself on one hip to 
stare unbelieving at them. "With this damned 
heater cutting up like Hell gone mad . . .  .'' 

"The night, darling," Terry explained pa
tiently. "Outside. Do you want the gas 
turned down ?" 

"Touch that heater, and you take your life 
in your hands. I thought you were making 
disparaging remarks about Grinny's power of 
host. Poor, sweet thing. I asked him to turn 
it on." 

After that they all laughed, and went back 
to what they'd been doing before, and there 
was no sound in the room except the quiet slur 
of cards when Callie dealt. 

Nebraska leaned forward, took Terry's 
hand. " Hi, " he said softly. 

"Hi." 
He nodded at the rest of them. "I thought 

you'd be alone. There were one or two 
things . . .  " 

"We couldn't just . . . •  slip out," the girl 
said. "Might insult 'em.'' 
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"Yes." 
"Of course. I suppose if you have to 

have cigarettes. o • o " 
"What ?" 
"Cigarettes." 
"Cig-" And then he understood. "Oh, 

cigarettes," he said, "good Lord, yes." He 
got up, patting at his pockets. "I  noticed a 
shop around the corner. Care to come along ?" 

"If you people don't mind . . • .  " Terry said, 
standing. 

"Gin," Callie Wilson said again. He looked 
up. "Mind what ?" 

"Mind us going out for some cigarettes. 
We'll be back. . . . " 

Hurriedly Callie reached into his coat 
pocket. "Why didn't you say something ? 
I've-" 

THE kick that Liz gave him could be heard 
all over the apartment. She raised one 

hand to the back of her hair, and began hum
ming in an abstracted manner. 

"Oh, " Callie said. "Yeah. Go on. " He 
whistled a little through his clenched teeth. 

"I think we'd better leave anyway," Liz 
said. She pretended to look at her watch. "I 
have to get this hulk up at six tomorrow . . . .  " 

At the piano, Hanley Cronyn yawned, got 
shakily to his feet, struck a pose, and waited 
for them to notice him. "It's been a wonderful 
party," he said, "but tomorrow I emote. I 
have an eight-thirty call at the studio. Could 
you drop me at a carline, Callie ?" 

"I could." 
Cronyn nodded with great dignity, and 

ambled across the room to an ashtray. 
"George ?" Callie said. 
The man with the camera stopped aiming 

. it, looked up. "Ah ?" 
"Drop you somewhere ?" 
"Oh." He stood up. "Yes. Third house 

from the corner of Sunset, on Vine, if you're 
going that way." 

"Where's Grinny ?" Liz asked suddenly. 
She paused, bent over the chair holding her 
coat. 

It was a simple statement, a quiet, curious 
question, but unexplainably Nebraska felt odd. 
It was as though he'd lost his flesh for a mo
ment, and there were spider webs on his 
spine. He wanted to laugh at himself for his 
melodramatics, and yet the feeling was so 
real. . . .  Disaster. Helplessnes;;. One frac
tured second in time when things weren't right, 
or weren't going to be right . . .  

"I think I saw him going into the bedroom," 
Terry murmured uncertainly. "I ca-" 

And then the bedroom door was opening, 
and Liz Wilson was saying in her high, nerv
ous voice. " There you are, dear ! We're 
leaving you. Do you mind ?" 

"So early ?" 

Grinnel walked to them, smiling, and N e
braska felt even sillier than he had before. 

The old man had been sulking. Heaven 
knew he had a right to. Terry was too lovely 
a thing to lose with good grace. 

Relieved, Nebraska took the girl by the 
arm, and walked with her to the door. 

"I'm just going to the corner, Dad," she 
said. 

Grinnel nodded, and made some remark 
about not staying out too late, and Nebraska 
thought comfortably : He's over it. He's had 
his anger, and it's gone. Everything will be 
all right now. 

Everything would be fine. 
. . . . as the spider assured the fly o • • o 

When they were going down the stairs, 
George, the man with the camera, began to 
laugh softly. 

Liz Wilson, who was two steps above him, 
looked startled. "Have I gone mad ?" she 
asked. "I think that's the first time in five 
years I've heard you laugh, Georgie." 

The other shook his head, and wiped silently 
at his eyes. "None of you noticed, did you ?" 

"Noticed what, dear ?" 
"The camera. I was taking your pictures. 

Infra-red attachment." He seemed immensely 
proud of himself. 

"Isn't that sweet !" Liz said. She stared 
at her husband incredulously. "He took our 
pictures, Callie. Isn't that sweet ?" 

"Charming," Callie said. 
"Which of my profiles was it ?" Hanley 

Cronyn put in. Half-seriously he added : 
"Hope to God it was my right." 

They reached the bottom, and stood in the 
hallway talking about the camera. Somehow 
an argument started between Hanley Cronyn 
and George about camera angles, and lighting, 
and when the woman upstairs screamed, al
most a quarter of an hour later, none of them 
had left. 

The second following the scream was one 
Nebraska remembered all his life. He had been 
shifting from one foot to the other, wishing 
they'd get on, when it came-a tight, mad, 
idiotic thing, bursting like a rocket over their 
heads, drenching them with bright terror. 

HE remembered looking up, startled, and he 
remembered catching a glimpse of the 

faces around him. For an instant they were 
children's faces, filled with all the immature 
fear of unknown things in the dark. 

Then Callie Wilson was saying, "Wha-" 
and running up the stairs, and in a moment 
the strain was gone. Swearing, Hanley 
Cronyn followed him. 

" That's Mrs. Carnahan, " Terry whispered. 
"The woman across from us, Steve . . . .  " 

"You stay here," Nebraska said. "Wait for 
me here. Don't come up. " 
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He took the stairs two at a time, and the 

night wind from one of the open windows 
along the corridor swept across his face, and 
he trembled . . . .  

Cronyn and Callie were standing before 
Grinnel's door, holding handkerchiefs over 
their faces. In the hallway, the odor of gas 
was cloying, overpowering, and Nebraska felt 
his stomach twist with its sweetness. Mrs. 
Carnahan, a dumpy, pear-shaped Irish woman 
in the graying fifties, was huddled against the 
wall. 

"Nebraska ?" Callie shouted over his shoul
der. 

"Yes, Callie ! What's wrong with his door ? 
Get his door open !" 

"The damn thing's locked. He locked it 
when we left." · 

Hanley Cronyn drew back, kicked at the 
knob with one foot. Coughing, Nebraska 
shoved him aside, battered against the door 
with his shoulder until he heard it crack, and 
splinter, and finally give way. 

The gas came at them, rolling, swirling, 
getting into their eyes, and their lungs, but 
it wasn't so bad that they couldn't see Grin
nel. He was sitting in the easy chair by the 
heater, and even before they tore at his collar 
and dragged him into the hall, they could see 
that he was quite dead . . . .  

Nebraska never knew for sure which one 
of them turned the gas heater off, but he 
imagined it was Callie. People and events 
moved- in a strange haze around him. He got 
Mrs. Carnahan into her own apartment, and 
asked her the questions his text-book told 
him to ask her, but it was all so dream-like, 
so frantic . . . .  

She'd come out into the hall, she said, for 
some reason (she'd forgotten in the excite
ment ; maybe a breath of fresh air, or to 
stretch her legs) and she thought she smelled 
gas. Well, Carnahan had always made fun of 
her hearing burglars, and smelling gas, and 
what not, so she had tried to convince herself 
that everything was all right. But it wasn't. 
The gas smell had grown stronger. She'd 
knocked once or twice on Mr. Grinnel's door 
("thinkin' he might be asleep, you know ?" 
"Yes. I understand. Go on.") but he hadn't 
answered. 

Then she'd screamed. 
Was that all right. Had she done wrong not 

to scream sooner ? She'd been so nervous, and 
Carnahan had always made fun . . . .  

Nebraska assured her that angels couldn't 
have done more, and went back to take another 
look at the room. 

The sick smell of gas hung like dust over 
everything. The curtains reeked of it, and 
when Nebraska stumbled against one of the 
chairs, he half expected it to rise in little 
clouds, like dust. 

He'd posted Cronyn outside the door, and 
in the hall he could hear the subdued murmurs 
of all the inevitable curiosity-seekers. Callie 
had called the police from Mrs. Carnahan's 
apartment and then gone downstairs to be 
with Terry and Liz. 

The windows of the room had been tightly 
closed. Obviously Grinnel had kiiled him
self. Over and over Nebraska tried to be
lieve that it had been suicide, that it couldn't 
possibly have been anything else, but still . • • •  

in his mind . . . .  
He made his way into the bedroom, search

ing vaguely for some tiny thing he could point 
to when the police asked for proof and there 
was nothing. Grinnel's robe, a wine colored 
affair with his initials embroidered in white 
on one sleeve, was laying neatly over the bed ; 
a half mixed drink stood on the night table ; 
bills were spread in orderly confusion over 
his desk. And the window behind the bed 
was open. 

Hardly a suicide's preparations. 
On an impulse, Nebraska went to the win

dow, leaned out. Below him, the street took 
on the unearthly appearance of a miniature 
stage setting. There was no fire escape. To 
have entered the apartment by that window 
would have taxed the abilities of a comic strip 
character. With a start, Nebraska realized 
that he was assuming murder • • • and not 
suicide at all. 

He shook his head, and returned to the main 
parlor. It couldn't have been murder. Aside 
from the absence of known motive, there was 
the crushing fact that Grinnel had locked his 
apartment door behind his guests when they 
had left, and it had still been locked when 
Mrs. Carnahan had discovered the gas. Fur
ther, no one had passed them while they stood 
in the hall talking . . . .  

Accident was out of the question. At first he 
had believed that a strong wind might have 
extinguished the gas heater's flame without 
Grinnel noticing, but the tightly closed living 
room windows had kicked hell out of that 
theory. 

He was turning to go again into the bed
room, when the police came. 

They walked into the apartment slowly, 
three of them, with their note-books out, and 
their guns loose and ugly in their holsters. 

One of them Nebraska knew. He was a big 
man, with the wide easy walk of assurance, 
and Ireland looked out of his eyes when he 
smiled. 

He said : "What goes, Stevie ?" 
It was hard to answer. Nebraska felt 

strange and alien suddenly. He said : "You 
know as much as I do, Irish." 

"We saw Grinnel's daughter downstairs. 
She told us you were up here. She said you'd 
been up here all evening." 
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"Yes." 
The patrolman walked across the room, 

sniffing at the air, and his gun hit dully on his 
hip with every step. "Suicide ?" he asked. 

Nebraska hesitated. It had just occurred to 
him, in a kind of tired panic, that this was 
his first case. Since ten-thirty he had been a 
detective. Theoretically, he was superior to 
the three patrolmen beside him. Would it be 
so hard to tell them yes, it had been suicide ? 
Who would know ? With one word he could 
cut away all the routine, the rotten mystery, 
the endless questions. . . . And it might have 
been suicide. As a matter of fact, it was much 
more probable that it had been suicide than 
murder. A locked room. The impossibility of 
anyone entering after the six of them had left. 

And yet . . • and yet. . . . 
Slowly he raised one hand to his eyes, feel

ing the cool pressure of his fingers, and half
reveling in the child-like astonishment of the 
shooting, colored spears when he pressed. 

Then he said, quietly : "No, Irish. It 
wasn't suicide." He dropped his hands, looked 
at them. "I think he was murdered." He drew 
a deep breath. "I'll draw up a list of the people 
who were here with me this evening," he went 
on. "One of us killed him. I don't i magine 
there's any doubt at all . . . .  

AT his desk, he was dreaming. He'd dropped 
the pen on Hie blotter in front of him, and 

put his head in his hands, and miles away 
he could see the events he'd just written spiral
ing and turning in his consciousness as 
though they were appearing through a pair of 
cracked glasses. 

He felt sick, and in a rush of nostalgia, he 
remembered how wonderful life and living 
had seemed only the day before. Where had 
all those things gone ? Organically he hadn't 
changed. He was still twenty-six. He still 
had his arms, two eyes, his health. 

He leaned over slowly, picked up the pen, 
and scrawled, Stephen Nebraska at the bottom 
of his report. 

Then he pulled another piece of paper 
toward him, and still standing, he wrote, 

Because of the 1musual circumstances con
nected with the murder of Edwin Grinnel, I 
believe that my report shattld be considered 
in the nature of a resignation from this de
partment. 

He hesitated, his head down, his eyes closed. 
He hadn't believed it could hurt so much. Be
hind his eyelids the first sting of crying began, 
and he straightened suddenly, careful to think 
of other things. 

He gathered the two sheets of paper to
gether, marked Captain-Personal on the 
resignation, and walked quickly out the 
door . . • •  

When he'd left the report and the resigna
tion on the Captain's desk, and got into the 
noon sunshine, it was a little better. He 
moved along the stone-high parapet separating 
Pershing Square from the sidewalk, and when 
he came across a group of women waiting for 
the Sunset bus, he stopped because it was too 
much to go around them. 

When or how or why he climbed into the 
bus when it came, he couldn't possibly have 
said. He found himself dropping a dime into 
the metal fare-box, and although he was sur
prised and a little indignant at the way his 
body moved without consulting his mind, he 
didn't go back. 

They were already opposi-te City College 
when it occurred to him where they were 
going. He'd made the trip so many times . . • .  

At Western Boulevard, he rang the bell and 
got off. 

From the corner, he could see the brown
stone apartment house, and it seemed to him, 
too, that he could see past the walls, into a 
parlor on the third floor, where the prettiest 
girl always sat, and where Edwin Grinnel had 
been murdered . . . •  

THE place was almost unattended. He was 
surprised until he remembered that his re

port couldn't yet have been seen and acted 
on. The patrolmen hadn't believed him. The 
preliminary report must have been suicide. 

Upstairs, the manager, quiet usually, but 
upset and flustered at the death in her build
ing, met him as he wandered into Grinnel's 
apartment. Suspiciously, she began : "No 
visitors. The policeman told me absolutely not 
a person was to come in here. He said . . . .  " 

Nebraska pulled out his wallet, showed her 
his detective's badge. 

"Oh," the woman said. She looked at it 
carefully, her full lips pursed. "I see. Yes. 
Well, I suppose now . . . .  " 

"I'm sure it'll be all right." 
"He said . . . .  " 

"Look, ma'am . . . .  " Nebraska planted his 
feet solidly, aware that he had no legal right 
to do this thing, and mad because of that, 
and madder because the manager didn't trust 
him even so. "I haven't the time . . . .  " 

"All right." The woman raised her hands. 
"You fight it out with him. He told me to do 
something ; you tell me I'm wrong. I don't 
know. . . ." Shaking her hands, she went 
down the hall. Behind her, a little wash of 
martyrdom eddied and died. 

Stolidly Nebraska watched her go, and 
then he stepped into the apartment, and closed 
the door behind him. 

The room had already taken on the hushed 
appearance of something not lived in. The 
blinds had been drawn, and the light that 
entered was golden and ghostly. 
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He heard the sound of his feet when he 
walked to the window, and the rumble of a bus 
starting outside, like the dignified Southern 
Senator clearing his throat. In the back of 
his mind, he'd half expected the girl to be 
here still, and he felt foolish and out of place 
in the room when he found that she had gone. 

Still, what had happened in this room ? Who 
could have moved through locked doors to 
kill ? And why, above everything else, had 
there been any killing at all ? 

Some of them, Callie, Hanley Cronyn, Liz, 
or the photographer, George, had found the 
way to kill perfectly. They had discovered 
the magic that let them be downstairs talking 
to him, while they killed a man three stories 
above. 

Softly, he prowled about the room, opening 
desk drawers, and examining papers wherever 
he found them. 

And, in the bedroom, he discovered one of 
the answers. 

At first, while he was reading the top Jetter 
of a pack laying unobtrusively among the un
paid bills, he didn't realize what he'd stumbled 
on. It was very unbusinesslike, very normal. 

This one was hand-written, on ordinary 
gray paper, and it said : 

Mr. Grinne/,-
Leaving Alcatraz tomorrow. Thanks for 

what you've done, for the hope, atul for tlie 
future. WiU arrive in L.A. Saturday. 

George M axl. 
And it was dated February 19, 1 938. 
Blackmail. Grinnel had been holding black

,mail over an ex-con's head. 
Nebraska read through it again, his hands 

trembling over the signature. 
He folded the note, put it in his pocket, and 

hurried again into the living room. 
He felt light-headed, almost drunk. The 

photographer, of course. The one man who 
was out of place in the pattern of things last 
night. 

But how ? How on earth . . . .  
He moved his f-oot irritably over a raise in 

the carpet. What had he said when they were 
going downstairs ? Something about doing 
something that none of the rest of them had 
noticed ? 

Under his breath he swore at the bunched 
up carpet, kicked at it, trying to find the an
swer to a most unanswerable riddle. 

Suddenly he stopped. 
Beneath his inquiring foot, the carpet 

moved, rolled, had firmness. He bent down, 
staring at it. From the metal outlet in the 
wall near him, a short length of green rubber 
bose protruded, lost itself under the thin rug 
be was standing on, and emerged, fat and ugly, 
at the back of the heater. The gas line. 

Suddenly too calm, Nebraska found a match, 
struck it, and kneeling, lit the heater. Then 

he stood where he'd been standing, with one 
foot over the hidden gas pump, and pressed 
down abruptly with the edge of his heel. 

The tiny flow and shoot of flame stopped. 
In the quiet Nebraska could hear the beat of 
his heart, and the pound of it in his head. He 
let his foot up. Once more the gas came, free 
this time of interfering fire at the heater's 
jets, and hissed gently into the room. 

He felt like screaming with the happiness 
in his mind. Why on earth hadn't he seen 
before. George, standing where he was, 
putting out a cigarette perhaps, just as they 
were leaving . . . .  

It was so clear. So perfect. So damned 
crystal-simple. 

He shut off the gas, and anxiously tried to 
find some flaw. And there was none. All of 
them had left without long goodbyes, without 
waiting to talk over the party with Grinnel. 
They'd &"One, and the old man had locked him
self into the room, and if he'd noticed the gas 
over the worry in his mind, he'd been too tired 
and much too numb . . . .  

A board creaked behind him, and he started 
to turn, thinking : This is the policeman. The 
one the manager was telling me about. 

He had time for thinking only. There was 
no question of protecting himself. A thousand 
elastic bands seemed to snap in his mind, and 
his head opened, and he could feel the cool
ness of metal crush downward over his ear. 
He fell soundlessly, breathless with the pain 
of it. Then he remembered nothing . . • •  

DRUMS grew, receded, played fantastic 
Sambas in his mind. Coming back to 

consciousness was fully as painful as losing it. 
He rolled onto his back, wincing at the slick
ness of blood along the side of his face, and 
waited until the moths in his belly had quieted 
before he opened his eyes. 

Nothing had changed. There were a few 
more shadows on the floor, and a bit more 
traffic pulsed in the streets, but he couldn't 
have been out for any great length of time. 

He got to his feet carefully, stumbled into 
the apartment's bathroom. Warm water stUDg 
his face, and soon the wash basin was tinged 
red with his blood. 

He couldn't call the police. What there was 
to do, he would have to do himself. The note 
was no longer in his pocket, and the blackmail 
that Grinnel had been holding over George's 
head was gone. 

He shut off the water, and wiped his face 
on a purple guest towel. Then he walked out 
of the room. 

George first, he thought numbly, and then 
the hospital. . . . 

He walked all the way to the small house 
third from the corner of Sunset, on Vine, and 
when he got there his legs were tight with the 
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ache of coiled muscles. He tripped a little 
going up the steps, and a boy passing in the 
street stopped to look at him. 

There was no answer to his ring, and he 
had almost turned to leave, when it occurred 
to him to try the door. 

It was not locked. 
He should have suspected then and there 

that something was wrong, but his head was 
throbbing, and his mind was dull and not at 
all up to par. 

The living room he entered was dim, but 
he found what he was after. 

George, the murderer, sat quietly in a 
straight-backed chair opposite the door, wait
ing for hiw. 

Nebraska said : "You should have hit me 
harder, George. I'm still alive." 

"I see." 
"Your trick with the heater was good. It 

fooled me." 
"It wasn't bad, was it ?" 
Nebraska couldn't have said when he 

realized for the first time that the voice wasn't 
George's, and that the eyes of the man across 
from him were too wide to hold any intelli
gence. 

He turned. 
In the doorway leading to a small dark

room, incongruous in the affair of the house, 
stood Hanley Cronyn. 

Nebraska said softly : "Oh:" 
"Come away from the door, Stevie," Cronyn 

said. 
Nebraska glanced back at the figure sitting 

opposite him, and he couldn't understand why 
he hadn't seen before that George was dead. 

He said : "So that's the way of it." 
"That's it. Come here, please." 
Slowly, Nebraska walked toward the dark

room, and Hanley Cronyn backed into it, his 
hand gentle and loving around a short, blunt 
automatic. 

" Hanley Cronyn, "  Nebraska murmured. 
"Stage name ?" 

"I sign my checks 'George Maxi.' " 
"Yes. It wouldn't look good for an actor's 

public to know that he'd been in Alcatraz." 
"Not good at all." 
"Grinnel knew you before you were sent 

away, and he helped you when you got out ?" 
"He thought I had picture possibilities. But 

the returns he askNI for helping me were way 
too high." 

"I see." Nebraska put his hand on a table 
to steady himself. It was a small table, clut
tered with photographic equipment, the way a 
photographer's table should be. "Why didn't 
you kill me back there ?" he asked. He 
watched the white finger of Cronyn against 
the automatic's trigger. 

"I tried." 

"You should have aimed for my stomach, 
not my head. I'm a cop, Hanley. You can't 
hurt cops by smacking their heads." 

Cronyn grinned. 
"One more question," Nebraska said, "and 

then we'll get this messy business over with." 
"What is it ?" 
"Why did you kill George ?" 
"A good question, Stevie. Go to the head 

of the class." Cronyn shot his eyes toward the 
still form in the chair. "He took pictures, re
member ? When I saw that you'd discovered 
my clever little method of murder, I realized 
that others might, too. They might if-" he 
hesitated, and grinned again, "-if they had 
a picture showing who was standing by t11e 
heater in the parlor last night. Proof, you 
see. George had such a picture. I had quite 
a time getting it away from him." 

"Well. . . . " Nebraska began, and got no 
farther. The crack of Cronyn's automatic 
coincided beautifully and harmonically with 
the snap of his own elbow when he threw the 
bottle of photographic developer he'd found on 
the table. 

The bullet was fired too quickly to hit him, 
and the screams in the room weren't from his 
own throat. 

THE bottle of developer had been open and 
the liquid had sprayed across Cronyn's 

face, and now the brave murderer was only a 
screaming man, hunched against himself, 
clawing at his eyes and his face with white 
hands. 

Sighing, Nebraska scuttled across the room, 
picked up the pistol Cronyn had dropped, and 
waited for the people the murderer's screams 
were bound to bring. 

He glanced over his shoulder when the door 
burst open, and he tried to grin when the boy 
who'd been staring at him outside, rushed to 
him. 

"Hello," he said dryly. 
"My golly-what-" 
"I'm Nebraska. Detective. Call the police. 

Tell them the Grinnel murderer is out of cir
culation." 

"Detective. Yes, sir." 
" And then get an ambulance. And ask the 

doctor how long it takes for a busted head to 
heal." 

He watched the kid scurry toward a tele
phone, and he hoped the doctor knew a way to 
heal wounds fast, because he had a lot of things 
to do. He had to marry the prettiest girl in 

. the world, and he had to tear up a report and 
resignation, marked personal, on the Captain's 
de�k. And, although the Captain had begun 
his vacation three days ago, there was the 
chance that he might return sooner than ex
pected. 
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COME INTO MY 
PARLOR 

She was very young, very 
beautiful-and very dead. 

By . CYRIL PLUNKETT 
CHAPTER ONE 

Beautiful and Dead 

THERE was no reason to expect this 
would be a different day from usual. It 
was June. The sun was fine and bright 

and warm. I mean some people claim to 
chills and premonitions, but I've never had 
one. It's true I had a hunch the time was 
soon to come that I'd meet the girl-but that 
was nothing but a pleasant daydream anyway. 
50 

So I can't say that I chiiled, or thought once 
that Death might step into my life today-

I dare say you'd call me Mr. Average Guy. 
I mean I smoke and bowl and play cards and 
drink beer. I've served an army hitch-a short 
one as it happened. I'm twenty-eight and 
slim, of medium height and blond. I'd fit nicely 
into almost any crowd, no doubt-David Nord, 
drug salesman. 

I got into Lakeview, my home town and 
the Acme Company headquarters, this Satur
day afternoon as usual, on the three-fifteen. 



• • Spine-Chilling Novelette of Murder • • 

I'd had a good week on the road, a week fat 
with orders and commissions ; and the Hens, 
the local ball club, were at home, playing 
Minneapolis under the lights, which meant 
Skid and I would catch the game, of course
as usual .  l'v!y Saturdays-my life, as you 
may ha" � g-uessed-fell pretty much in pat
tern. A \<\xi from the train to the Acme office ; 
a half hour with the "old man " ;  two more 
ho1:rs sweating over orders at my desk. 

�kid always phoned me at five-thirty. 
" What'cha got new in poisons, Davie ? "  

Skid said. 
Skid Lockman. You know Skid. He was 

in the thirties, slightly bald, with a' bland 
round face and a bland round grin. You 
know the kind of guy Skid is. Collar open 

The girl I found in my t"oom was 
breathless/ y beautiful-and very 
dead. It should have been a simple 
enough thing to call the police and 
report the whole thing at once . . . .  
But the letter she'd written held 
me there, trembling behind the 
locked door, too paralyzed by sheer 

panic to think or act. . . . 



.52 DETECTIVE TALES 

when he's at the ball park. A hot dog in one 
hand, beer in the other, and yelling bloody 
murder. You know how he kids the girls in 
restaurants. Oh he's quite a guy, this Skid. 

"Y, a b c d g I 0 U ?  How's the vitamin 
business ? "  Skid said. 

His gags are pretty corny, but he always has 
one. ,., Fine," I said. 

" Good week ? " 
" Fine," I said. 
" Davie look. I've got two tickets for the 

game tonight. Kovac on the mound yet I 
Trouble is, now I can't go. Boss says nixie, 
Skidsie-you know ? Company banquet, and 
they couldn't put it over without Skid Lock
man to m. c. it. " 

" That's all right, Skid. I'll skip the game 
and go on home-" 

He yelled, " Hey ! You won't either I I'm 
sending your · ducat over by messenger-and 
don't forget to tip him. Might get away myself, 
by ten. Tell you what, if I do-" Skid laughed 
and boo-booed like Crosby ; then he sang, 
"Meet you out at the ball game-" 

But he didn't. 

J ATE alone, $ix to seven-thirty, slowly while 
I read the evening paper. You know, at 

the usual table, and the usual meal at the usual 
restaurant. Yes, it was just another day, as 
usual. And the Hens lost in a fast game, so it 
was early, eleven-thirty, when I dropped off 
the bus at home. As I turned up the front 
walk the door opened and Miss Morton came 
out. 

Miss Morton always comes out at eleven
thirty. Every night, I guess. Like the U. S. 
Mail. Like destiny. Well, six nights a week, 
at least. She has a room-maybe two rooms, 
I don't know-up the hall from my suite. The 
fact is that I've never seen her except on her 
way to work. Two-three nights a week we 
pass at eleven-thirty, and she's always wearing 
slacks, dark glasses and a green scarf ; she's 
always carrying a tin lunch pail. For a long 
time it was just, " Good evening. " Then, as 
we learned each other's names, it became, 
" Good evening, Mr. Nord-Good evening, 
Miss Morton. " Tonight she looked at me and 
paused though. 

"Oh Mr. Nord ! "  she said. " You startled 
me ! "  

I have never startled anyone. I look at 
Skid sometimes and sigh and wish that I could 
be less like a-a metronome. That's what 
comes from shyness. I'd never get a sale if 
the Acme Company didn't have such a good 
line. 

"I didn't expect to meet you, " she said, 
"knowing you had company." 

" Company ? "  I said. 
"Yes, the girl. And then I heard your 

radio-" 

" Girl ? "  I said. " What girl ? "  
She laughed. "And very pretty too, al

though I only got a glimpse of her as you let 
her in. " 

I shook my head. " But I haven't been home 
since Tuesday, " I said. " Look, " I said, point
ing to my bag for confirmation. 

It was dark, of course ; her face was in  
darkness with the door light behind her, so  I 
could sense, not see, her frown. 

"And what's this about the radio ? "  I said. 
" Oh dear, " she said. " It was an impression 

really. I suppose it could have been another 
door. I suppose I could be wrong. Well
goodnight, Mr. Nord. " 

" Goodnight, Miss Morton, " I said. 
I went on up the walk. At the door some

thing made me turn around. She too had 
turned, and was staring at me. Nuts, I thought. 
The gal was on the make, I thought. Slacks, 
dark glasses, a green scarf. Pretty thin, I 
thought, the way she'd made the play for me. 
In the lobby now, I stopped to pick up mail. 
The housekeeper, Mrs. Andras, was in the 
lower hall and coming toward me. 

She frowned. No doubt about it this time. 
she stopped almost dead. " Why Mr. Nord I "  
she said. 

· Rosa is her first name. I was still in uni
form the day I saw the Fo.r Rent sign and took 
the two room suite from her ; the uniform, 
very likely, was the reason for her interest in 
me. Her husband was in service, in the Sea 
Bees, and often through the month that fol
lowed she'd invite me to her apartment down
stairs for a chat, a cup of ooffee. We'd talk 
about the war ; she had an interesting deep 
voice and · she was slim for thirty-five, and 
dark, and soon I'd come home from a trip to 
find my suits all nicely pressed, and Mrs. 
Andras would see to it I had extra towels
but now she was looking at me queerly. 

" You're not just coming in ?" she said. 
Grinning, I said, " Ball game. You know 

how it is on Saturday. The Hens in town 
and Kovac pitching-" 

" Yes, but I heard your radio playing, " she 
said. 

Twice now in five minutes. At last I 
frowned. " Skid," I said. " Probably he's 
waiting up for me. " 

" No, " she said. " I  don't think I heard 
Mr. Lockman come home." 

She was wrong. She had to be. The funny 
thing though, Skid comes in like March. Like 
a roaring wind. You hear a door bang first ; 
you ·hear humming or a whistle ; he runs hell
bent up the stairs, and when he hits the hall 
you'd think he weighed two-forty. 

" But I suppose, " she said, " I  could be 
mistaken. " 

I'd started up the stairs. " You haven't 
been �piking the coffee ?" 
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She smiled as she answered, " No, but that's 
an idea I"  

I walked along the upper hall, whistling 
just a little, softly. You know, glad the week 
was over. Glad that I was home. " Good eve
ning, Miss Morton, " I said with a bow at her 
door. And with a mental picture of the slacks 
I'd never liked, the dark glasses, the green 
scarf. I stopped whistling suddenly. Yes, 
the radio. From my room. My radio. I could 
hear the music plainly. 

It didn't occur to me to wonder much as yet. 
To question how Skid could have gotten in. 
He had the suite across the- hall from mine
that his key would open my door I just sort 
of took for granted. So I turned the knob, 
expecting to barge on, expecting the door 
would open. It didn't, and I bumped my nose. 
" What's this ?" I said aloud. 

But of course Skid had brought some new 
trick home, to be tried on me tonight. Cau
tiously I unlocked the door. I opened it. I 
went in and closed the door again. Come to 
me my melancholy baby . . .  plaintive music 
from the radio. Someone singing. Saxophones 
and violins. The dial light was very dim. 
" Skid ? " I said. 

But there wasn't any answer, and I dropped 
my bag and reached out for the light s�tch. 
" Skid- ? "  I said. My finger snapped the 
switch. The light flashed on-and mine be
came the second motionless body in 'the room. 

She lay on the floor, a girl. On the rug 
before my davenport. I could see . the knife 
handle, the blood. She was very young and 
very beautiful-and very dead. 

My first thougnt, when thoughts came, was : 
the windows. But no one could see in. 

The shades were all drawn tightly. Rubber 
in my legs, I leaned against the door, my heart 
a frightened thing within me. Come to me, 
my melancholy baby- I looked at the radio. 
It seemed now the singer shared this secret 
with me and could see me. I stumbled on 
across the room and snapped the switch. 

For a moment then I had a wild, a mad idea. 
Skid was behind this. Skid who'd hand you a 
live toad. Skid who'd say, " Have a smoke on 
me,"- and double up with laughter when the 
thing exploded. Yes, Skid was behind this. 
Doubtless hiding in my bedroom. The girl a 
friend of his, and the-the blood no blood at 
all but-

" Skid-" I said. My voice squeaked. My 
throat was tight and aching. I could hear my 
ragged breathing. " Skid-" I said. But only 
silence answered, and now I looked back at the 
girl, and she didn't come to l ife, or laugh, 
or say hello. She just lay there, cute little 
slippers, little feet and high heels ; flesh dead 
white above her knees, above her sheer rolled 
hose. Her green silk skirt was badly dis-

arranged, the hem tight at her hips-I took 
a step. I reached out for her. The first thing 
I did was pull her dress down. 

She wore a sweater, and the sweater fit 
her nicely-but of course the knife had made 
a hole in it. Dark hair, very dark, dark brown ; 
I brushed it from her face. Small, sensitive 
and oval, with lips painted and sweet. There 
was something there about her lips-but my 
thoughts, those coming now, were j erky, in
coherent. I knew that she was under twenty, 
maybe only seventeen. I knew-

" Skid," I whispered, pleading he would be 
here. But the bed was made, the bedroom neat, 
the bathroom empty. There was nothing, no 
one in the closets. I tore my suits and coats 
aside with sudden frenzy . . . .  

The next few minutes aren't too clear. I 
must have locked the door. It was locked when 
Skid rapped and called out, " Davie I "  I hadn't 
even heard him tramp the hall. I'd been sit
ting in the big chair, numb, just staring. 
" Davie ! "  Skid called. " Should I break in ?" 

" I-I'm busy. " 
" Busy, he says ! " Skid didn't care that 

someone might be sleeping. " Who took the 
game ? "  

· 

" The Millers. " 
" Kovac go all the way ?" When I didn't 

answer he began pounding again and yelling, 
" What the hell's the matter with you ?" 

My whole body began trembling violently. 
I caught and held my breath as he turne(l 
toward his own door. He unlocked it. He 
went in, but he didn't close the door, so I 
knew he'd throw his hat to one side, and his 
coat off to another. I knew he'd tear off his 
tie, and then-I took a deep breath, snapped 
off the light, unlocked my door and slipped in
to the hall. I'd ba-rely locked the door again 
and shoved the key deep in my pocket when 
Skid saw me. 

" What's the matter, Davie ? "  he said. 
He was warm. His face was sweaty-red. 

The red stopped abruptly at his pasty bald 
spot. He was pulling off his shirt. Lots of 
fuss. Lots of energy. The window made a 
loud noise as he raised it. " What the hell," 
he said. " Come in. " 

" Something that I-I ate," I said. 
" That damn' little restaurant on Monroe 

Street ?" 
" Yes, Skid. " 
" Why, we'll sue 'em ! They can't do a thing 

like that to Davie. How about a drink ?" He 
grinned. 

I was glad when he went in his bedroom. He 
kicked off his shoes. " So the Hens dropped 
another close one ?" 

" Yes, Skid. " 
" What a night," he said, his voice coming 

to me muffied. " I'm delighted to present our 
Mr. So-and-so. Blah-blah. You know, Davie 
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speeches. The food was _good though. Then 
we started dancing. Of all the clucks I work 
with ! " He returned n()W, with a bottle and 
two glasses. 

" Well, bub, here's to murder ! "  

you don't know Skid. Many times I've 
caught him looking at me queerly. I mean 

you'd think he was an open book, with large 
print splashed on all the pages, but he's not so 
simple. 

Look, Skid, I need your help. That's what 
I wanted to say. Those words possessed my 
mind, were screaming in it. And still-a 
thready little doubt crept in. W·hy should he 
become involved in murder ? Suppose he 
wouldn't help me ? Then what would I say. 
Then someone else would know about the-
the body. 

But, Dave--fllone--whc.t can you do? I 
closed my eyes a moment, fighting this thought. 
I didn't own a car, and Skid didn't, either. 
I could see myself, the girl lumpy on my shoul
der. I could watch, apart, as though I stood 
aside, each cautious foot of progress that I 
made. Down the hall, down the back stairs, 
past Mrs. Andras' door and into the dark 
court and the alley. 

But suppose someone heard or saw me ? 
And where would I take the body when I got 
outside with it ? We live near a crosstown 
street, near a business district. You heard 
footsteps on the sidewalks all night long, cars 
and doors, radios and late laughter. How far 
could I get before-- ? 

I shuddered as I knew I'd have to ·take the 
trip though . . . .  

" Golly, what a night, " Skid said. He held 
up the bottle. It was nearly full and he took 
a swig from it. " It's too warm to sleep. How's 
about it, Davie, should we sit around and 
chin ?" 

" No, I-I'm too tired. " 
" I'm not-I'm all pepped up. " 
" N-not me, Skip. " 
" Well-" He yawned. " Then I'll read a 

bit, I guess." 
I knew I had to go back. The night, the 

darkness that I needed was already half gone. 
But how long would Skid read ? And would 
he hear me when I left, when I took the girl 
down ? I said goodnight and began to close 
the door. 

" Leave it open, Davie. " 
"Open ?" 
" Sure, why not ? I want a breeze. " 
" But you-" I bit my lip. " You won't be 

dressed, Skid ?" 
"Okay. " He grinned. " I  won't be dressed 

tlhen. Who's to see me anyway ?" 
" Yes, Skid." 
" Leave it wide open. "  
I took a deep breath. " Yes, Skid. " 

CHAPTER TWO 

The Crimson Crevice, 

} HUDDLED in my living room. In the big 
chair, in the darkness, that Skid might 

think I'd gone to bed-and that I wouldn't 
have to see what was here, lying near me. I 
began to count the passing seconds, ticking off 
a finger at each sixty, but I got mixed up the 
second time around, and all the while I 
thought, Relax, kid. Keep your head. Stay 
cool. There was a place two blocks down, a 
vacant lot, a sort of thicket on t!he alley. I'd 
only have to go two blocks with the body. 

Two blocks. That meant a street to cross, a 
lighted thoroughfare. And I visualized the 
street, a drugstore on one corner of the alley, 
and a big house on one corner, and a garage 
on one corner-but what else ? No cajoling 
and no whipping spurred my mind ; the fourth 
corner remained nothing, just a blot, and I 
became excited with this lapse of memory, 
fearful of the fourth dark corner. I began to 
tabulate all the stores, the buildings in that 
block. The grocery and the bakeshop and the 
little restaurant where I went for breakfast 
every Sunday morning. This was Sunday 
morning-! struck a match to see the time. 

It was one o'clock. 
How long would Skid r�d ? I could hear 

him, the little sounds he made. He cleared his 
throat once. Then he turned a page, slapped 
it-or perhaps he'd put the book down ? But 
he didn't get up, and I began to count again. 

Why was the girl here ? Who was she ? 
And what time had the murder happened ? 
The shock of coming home, tired but secure, 
and finding her had been too much at first ; 
I'd been dazed. My mind had sort of blanked 
out, until Skid came. Now, curiously, I fought 
these questions, used every little device, such 
as counting seconds, visualizing stores and 
streets, to bypass or ignore them. There had 
to be a reason, of course, for this subterfuge, 
and sub-consciously I already knew the reason. 
Something about the body-something dread
f1tl. But what ? I didn't try to see or analyze. 
Get rid of the body ! There was my one cry, 
above all else. All danger stemmed from the 
body-so get rid of it ! 

I rose at last, tiptoed to the door. Skid 
yawned then-ho-·ho-ho-hum-loudly ; his book 
shut with a crack. Now he'd get up ! Now 
he'd go to bed ! But he didn't. I waited and 
waited, stiff with tension. It was very still 
though. What could Skid be doing ? Presently 
I got down on my knees, removed the key and 
looked through the keyhole. His room re
mained lighted, and I could see his legs, his 
stockinged feet stretched out on a hassock. I 
knew his eyes were closed. 

But did he sleep ? 
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Damn that open door ! He faced the door. 

Everything could be lost if he so much as 
opened an eyelid. I put the key back in the 
lock and turned i t ; slowly turned the knob. 
Oh, so slowly ! There was a click, the lock 
released. The door moved toward me. A little 
moan came from across the hall, a snore. 

Now, I thought. Now in a few more min
utes. I could feel a breeze from Skid's room, 
blessedly cool. The wind was coming up. And 
then Skid's door began to move too, an inch, 
two-three inches, the hinges squealing. · I 
stopped breathing. I knew I'd have to close 
Skid's door before the wind did. I knew I'd 
have to act at once-and fast. So I took a 
step, into the hall-the door swung ever far
ther and it slammed a split second before I 
reached it. 

Nothing happened. There was no sound but 
silence. Finally I turned, sobbing as I reached 
my room ; just standing in the darkness, trem
bling then, until-the questions. They drilled 
deep down in my brain. Lightning low on the 
horizon ? It struck as I snapped the light 
switch. 

The knife. My knife. Of course my sub-
- conscious mind had known it. I'd refused to 

see it earlier. I'd tried in every way I could 
to postpone all decisions. Yes, my bone han
dled, razor sharp letter opener. I saw more, 
the girl's fine strong tee.th-and the crimson 
crevices. I saw the ring on her left hand, on 
the middle finger. An old ring, an old set
ting with great curved prongs. There was a 
dark thread, an inch or more long, caught in 
one of them. I saw a purse lying off to one 
side ; and I picked it up and opened it-

SHE'D written a letter. She'd dated the let-
ter late this very afternoon : four-thirty, 

it read, in round school-girlish hand at the 
top. Darling, it read ; and then-

David, dearest - your poor little Jennifer ! 
Oh David, I'm desolate ! We've datte things 
we shottldn't. Not our love, our kisses. 
Darling, �·ou know what I mean-those papers. 
Oh, we'll suffer for that-! know we will ! I 
think Father might suspect me already. He 
watched me last night, oh so strangely. I 
wanted to call .YOU last night, but I couldn't. 
I couldn't be alone at the phone. 

David, what wiU we do '! I must come to see 
you again, talk to you, plead with �·ou. I won't 
stay so long as the la.f.! time. Please, Davidf 
I must talk to you. David, I must. 

It ended there, suddenly, unfinished. It be
gan there, for me. She'd written the letter, to 
me. She'd brought it to me. Here, where she'd 
been at least one time before. And I didn't 
know her, had never once seen her-and she 
was in love with me. 

But to how many friends had she confided 
her love for-for " David " ?  

Miss Morton popped into my mind, slacks 
and dark glasses, saying, " And she was very 
pretty. I saw her as you let her in. " Miss 
Morton wouldn't forget that. Nor I couldn't 
forget how she'd turned and looked back at me 
queerly. And Mrs. Andras, the housekeeper
very likely she'd meet the police first. " Yes, "  
she would say throatily, " I  thought he was 
home-before I met him coming in later, that 
is. Yes, I suppose he could have been in and 
gone out again. " 

Oh, I could hear t'hem, the barbs in what 
they would say ; and I could hear Skid's, "Yes, 
he did act-well, strangely. He said he was 
sick, but-" Well, what would I say ? That 
I'd been to a ball game ? And wouldn't that 
be a fine alibi ! You could wander in and out 
of the stands and no one ever would notice. 
You could describe the game, inning by inning 
-but who couldn't, with a play by play ac
count in the papers ?  

Jennifer. Poor kid. I looked at her. Jen
nifer who ? My head began aching and pound
ing. Not the thicket down the dark alley, not 
now. And no fourth corner to worry about. 
Jennifer had come ; Jennifer would stay. Here ? 
I looked around. The bedroom ? The bath
room ? The closet ? I remembered the sticky, 
the hot night. The sun, to blaze down on the 
morrow. 

Oh my God, I thought, what wiU I do with 
her'! 

CHAPTER THREE 

"Where's Jennifer?" 

1 A WOKE sitting in the chair. The wonder 
that I slept ! But I'd seen the dawn, the 

gray of it becoming red. Yes, the night was 
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long-but now what would the day bring ? 
For a moment I j ust sat there, and then I 

heard again the sound t+tat must have wakened 
me. Someone knocking. Someone tried the 
door. 

" Who's there ? "  I said. 
" It's I, Mrs. Andras. " 
"What-" I bit my lip. " What's wrong ? "  
"Aren't you going t o  church this morning, 

Mr. Nord ? "  
I waited all too long, and with each second 

knew less what to answer. She didn't go away 
though. " Mr. Nord ?" she said. So I got up 
and shook myself and staggered to the door. 
She had a cloth tied around her hair, an apron 
and long gloves on. She had a dust pan and 
a vacuum cleaner and a floor mop. Crazily, I 
noticed how thick her eyebrows were when 
she didn't pluck them. 

" Aren't you going to church this morning, 
Mr. Nord ?" 

I looked at  her, and she thought, I gues·s, 
most reasonably, that I'd just got up. She 
laughed and said, "What a bout you've had 
with the sandman ! "  Then she sobered quickly. 
"I meant to tell you last night, and it slipped 
my mind. I'm going to the blood bank in the 
morning. The last time-Mr. Nord, I must be 
getting old. The last time I felt wobbly for 
two days. So I thought, since you'd be out to 
church, I'd clean your rooms today. " 

"Why don't you skip it this week ? "  I said. 
" Oh, I couldn't do that, really ! "  
" I-I've scarcely been at home. " 
"There's plenty dust though. "  She was 

looking past me, and she saw the bath mat on 
the rug before die davenport. "Mis-ter Nord I "  
she said. " Tsk-tsk, " she said, and she'd have 
c<>me in if I hadn't jerked the door. 

" Should I come back in an hour ? "  she said. 
" No. No, I'll be busy. " 
" But you're going out to breakfast, aren't 

you ? I'll do the rooms quickly. It won't take 
me an hour-" 

I knew grimly she'd never spend an hour in 
this suite today. "I haven't decided when I'm 
going out, " I said. " I'm very sorry, Mrs. 
Andras. " 

" Oh dear." She was a strong, a determined 
woman, not given lightly to shrugging off 
defeat or disappointments. " Is Mr. Lockman 
up yet ? "  

" I  don't know. " 
" Oh clear, " she said, " I  won't feel like work

ing much tomorrow. " 
The wheels squeaked on the sweeper as she 

pushed it down the hall. Yes, she was a deter
mined woman, and she'd be back, later in the 
day or early in the morning. The next time 
she'd become suspicious. I looked at the bath 
mat. It barely hid the dark spot, the dark 
stain. 

It was going fast on eleven now, and the 

heat, the sun, was fingering at the windows 
and poking in. The heat promised to be ter
rible. How long before-an odor ? I caught 
myself sniffing, and stopped then and shivered 
and looked around furtively. Too soon, yet, 
for an odor-but how long ? 

Strong white teeth, with crimson crevices. 
. . .  Yes, I remembered each minute deta·il, 
the picture whole or in part, the horror of it . . 
And I'd searched and weighed and wondered 
until my mind was going round in circles. A 
blue-black thread, caught on the prong of her 
ring. . . A clue ?  Hope to hang my life on ? 
Of course it was a clue. But if I guessed or 
used it in the wrong way, if now I made the 
wrong play. A girl who was named Jennifer. 
. . . Look, mister, you maybe know a girl, oh 
maybe so high, a ring on her finger, named 
Jennifer! Hello, is this the bull shop! The 
cops! Don't try to trace or check on this ce�ll 
-it's on a pay phoM-but you got a kid on 
the books listed missing! Who! Would I caU 
if I kneu•! Her name, aU I kntJw is it's J en
nifer. There wer.e no brass rings on this 
merry-go-round. 

I sat down and put my face in both hands. 
The noose of Mrs. Andras was measured for 
my neck all right. She'd watch. I ·knew her. 
She'd see me, if I tried to leave the building
and I wouldn't reach the corner and the bus 
stop -before- Yeah, I could see her in my 
mind, darting for her sweeper and her mop, 
her dustcloth and her dustpan. And the sweep
er would squeak in the hall again, until
She'd unlock the door. She'd trundle in. " Tsk, 
tsk," she'd say, and reach down for the bath 
mat-

Suddenly there was sound in the hall, way 
up, by the stairway. I heard a man''S deep 
voice. " It's the fourth door ? " he said. 

" Yes," Mrs. Andras said, " the fourth door 
on the right. " 

" Thank you," the man said. 
Doom walked with his footsteps. They were 

heavy, inevitable. He rapped. 

1\!IY fingers were all thumbs. I'd lurched 
.ll.l from my chair, to run to the bedroom ; 
I'd grabbed a suit from the closet-without 
looking in. I'd begun to change then furiously. 
A dark suit, a dark tie. And my money ? Just 
in case ? In case I squirmed and ran and got 
away from him. I stuffed the wallet in my 
coat pocket, shaking now aU over. The man 
rapped again. 

" Yes ? "  I said. 
M v heart stopped beating. The crack I 

opened in the door revealed a uniform. My 
heart gulped and beat on swiftly. He was a 
naval officer. " Mr. Nord ? "  he said. 

" Yes." 
" David Nord ?" His eyes were bright be

neath tight and dark brows. He was big and 
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in the forties, forty five or so. He said in a 
crisp hard voice, " It would be best, I think, 
if you'd let me in. " 

" Yes, " I said, " come in." 
He looked around, at the mantle, the stand, 

a chair ; a long and searching glance. Then 
he sat down on the davenport, his feet flat on 
the bath mat. " Sit down, Nord," he said, " I  
want to talk to you." 

" Cigaret, sir ? "  I dropped the pack and 
picked it up and lit one. I'd tried-and failed 
-to keep my voice from quaking. 

He didn't speak at once. He j ust stared at 
me, stripped me with his eyes, probed, looked 
into me. At last he said, " Where's Jennifer ? "  

I n  winter it's a howling wind, and perhaps 
the house rocks. But there always is  a lu.JI, a 
still and silent moment. The wind off some
where, slinking into forests, or crouching on 
the hilltops, or with snow and ice, on moun
tains. To regain its spent strength. To get its 
second breath. And finally, when marshalled, 
it would try again, coming with a high and 

l weird wail-
! listened. A car stood off outside, near, 

the motor running ; in the. alley perhaps. And 
someone yelled, across the court, " Ma, I can't 
get my dress on 1 "  I heard a plane, high up 

, in the sky. Heavy voiced, a transport or a 
bomber. But the wailing, the high and weird 
note, the wind ? Despite that it was June I 
trembled and I braced myself. 

" Is that your answer ? "  he said. " Silence ?" 
I tried to  get the words out ; coming, they 

surprised me. They were so unexpected and 
so clever. " I-I guess that I'm puzzled. " 

" Puzzled ?" He didn't like the word, sus
picious of it, not quite sure. " Nord, we found 
the diary. " 

I nodded. The diary-
" We thought that she'd retired last night, '1 

he was saying. " Too early ; yes, we should 
have known. But she said' she had a head
ache, and she went upstairs a little after eight 
o'clock last night. " 

He frowned. He made a small, a helpless 
motion. " We heard her in her room. It was 
warm, you know, and later we sat outside, on 
the terrace- " 

I pitied him. I couldn't help it. I saw him 
on the terrace with his wife, the "we" he 
used ; and I could almost hear the murmur of 
their anxious voices : " Yes, she's acting 
strangely. . . . She hasn't been herself for
for werks. If only she would open up, con
fide in us-" But pain was fig-hting now with 
something else there in his dark eyes. 

" She must have come down then, and stolen 
out the back way, " he said. "We. didn't go 
into her room. Vve called once, at ten or so, 
and she didn't answer and we thought that 
she was sleeping. \Veil, Nord, where is she ? 
What did you do with her ?" 

My legs felt the chair behind me. I sat 
down. I crushed out my cigaret and looked at 
it. Then I said, "What makes you so sure she 
came to-me ? "  

H e  was trying to b e  patient. " I've told you. 
The diary. This morning we called her, at 
eight, for breakfast. And we went up and she 
wasn't in her room. The bed had not been 
slept in. We phoned several of her girl friends. 
Then we found-" He reached into his pock
et, J�ulled out a stubby black book. He Jeane<! 
forward as he leafed the pages. " It begins 
two months ago, with 'I met David.' " 

" Where ?" I whispered, only when the 
pause had gone too long. 

" Where ? "  His voice whipped at me. " What 
has that to do with it ? You met her, and 
you've seen her, again and again. Always, 
according to the diary, here, or in the park, a 
dark place. Always without my knowledge, or 
her mother's, clandestinely. Why clandestine
ly ? There must be something you want to 
keep hidden, something foul about you. " 

ANOTHER moment passed, while he took 
a deep breath. While he seemed to be try

ing desperately to control himself. 
" Look, Nord. I try to be an intelligent man. 

An intelligent parent. I didn't come with a 
blacksnake. Frankly, I'm surprised at what I 
see. Nervous, yes, but you're young and rather 
clean-cut. Tell me-did you hope to marry 
her ? "  

I'd picked u p  the ash tray, something just 
to hold to. It slipped from my hand as he 
moved a little, as he kicked the hath mat. 
Gnawing at his lip he reached down. He 
straightened it. The beginning of the blood 
stain wasn't one half inch from his fingers. 

" No answer ? "  His eyes blazed as he looked 
up at me. Then he rose. " All right, Nord. 
I've tried to keep my head. She's a lovely girl. 
I'm aware she's wilful and impetuous. Yes, 
I've tried to put myself in your place. But 
now-damn it, where is  she ? Where did you 
take her ? "  

Yes, I pitied him. I pitied me. Why couldn't 
I put as·ide this burden and tell the truth to 
him ? A silly, a forlorn hope. No, I didn't kiU 
your daughter, mister. Then what would he 
do ? He crossed the room and stood above me, 
scowling. 

" Damn you, is she here ? "  
I didn't want to look that way, toward the 

bedroom. I couldn't look at him though. He 
sucked in his breath and spun around, and I 
lost my senses in that frantic moment. I 
caught at his arm. He hit me. I don't know 
how it happened. One moment I was scram
bling to my feet, and the next I was lying on 
the floor. He'rl hit me. His hard fist traveled 
only a few inches. I lay there dazed as he 
strode to the bedroom. 
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"Jennifer I "  he ca.Jied. 
He disappeared-! heard him at the bath

room door. "Jennifer ! "  he called. He raked 
the shower curtain. 

Yes, this was the wind, the high wailing, 
the weird note. Fresh from snow and ice and 
strong from forests and high places. Bitter 
now and merciless. He came around the bed 
afld reached out f<W the closet do<W. 

"Jennifer I" he called. 
He tried the closet door. Oh thank God that 

I'd locked it. The key was in my pocket, and 
I closed my eyes ; when I opened them again 
he stood looking at me, his face becoming 
dirty red. 

· 

"All right, Nord," he said. " For my wife's 
sake I don't want a scandal. I'll give you two 
more hours. If there's an ounce of sense in 
your thick head you'll go to her and reason 
with her and ask her to go home. Because God 
help you, Nord, if you don't produce her, un
·harmed, when I come back." 

CHAPTER FOUR 

The Spider's Web 

"J'M going to the blood bank in the morn-
ing, " she'd said. Mrs. Andras. " 1'11 clean 

the rooms in so little time today, if you'll let 
me in. " What difference did it make now 
when Mrs. Andras cleaned the suite ? I could 
keep her out a few more hours, yes, perhaps 
one more day-but not this man, this- My 
mind stumbled. It struck me then that I didn't 
know his name. Mr. letmifer, I thought. He 
was going to cost me everything, my life, and 
I didn't even know his name. 

I got up off the floor. Yes sir, I locked the 
closet door. The key? But you can't search 
without a warrant, sir ! Oh, Mr. Jennifer 
swore out a warrant, did he! And you're 
police, detectives? All right, but it's hot in 
there. Like a bake oven. Hot as hell. You'll 
have to be prepared. I mean she won't look 
like she did last night, her skin so smooth and 
fair, you know- I felt along my jaw. Two 
hours. Two hours. And five minutes gone 
already, or was it ten now ? Why look into 
the mirror ? Why stand there wiggling your 
chin and munching ? Your jaw isn't broken, 
Dave-and what difference would a broken 
jaw make anyway! The chances are you won't 
do much more eating. 

I found a pocket comb. I combed my hair, 
and aJI the while the two words that haunted, 
puzzled and dismayed me were crimson crev
ius. There was a lilt in them-only because 
of the alliteration ? They prodded. They in
trigued. But what did they mean ? I removed 
my wallet, the dark thread I had put away. 
1 studied the thread a long moment before re
placing it. This clue, at least, was tangible. 

Then I opened the hall door and peered out. 
There was no one in the corridor, and all 

the doors were closed. Mr. Whosis, who lived 
up the hall, was not yet home from church. 
And Mrs. Something, up the hall, worked on 
Sunday in a restaurant. Of course Miss Mor
ton slept. Slacks, dark glasses, she got home 
from work at eight or thereabouts-! won
dered if she slept in them, the slacks, the green 
kerchief and the glasses. Did you ever have a 
dead girl in your closet and try to keep your 
mind dear ? 

I went across the hall, to Skid's door. 
Rapped. 

He hadn't locked the door. I opened it when 
he yelled, " Come in." He'd just got out of 
bed and he wore only shorts and his eyes were 
bloodshot and the ruff of hair stood out around 
his bald spot. " Oi I "  he said. He hit his head 
to show me how it ached for him. 

"Going someplace, Davie ?" he said. I still 
had on my suitcoat, my hands now in the 
pockets. "Or Davie, coming from ? "  he said. 
"Wait till I get some clothes on and we'll 
have breakfast." 

" Sleep good, Skid ?" I said. 
He grinned. " In the chair, till almost morn

ing. Look, the bottle there. " It was down, 
the contents a lot down since I'd seen it last 
night. Since we'd had a drink together. " Now 
Davie, what did I have to do that for ? With 
rationing yet I And oi, my head ! " 

" Skid-" I wet my lips. " Did I leave my 
key here last night?" 

" Key ?" He blinked. " I  don't know, kid. 
Did you ?" 

" Remember three-four weeks ago ? One 
mght, Skid? I left it on the stand. " 

I'd followed him, back to the bedroom. He 
looked at me. "What's the matter, Davie ? "  
h e  said. "What happened ? You look
scared." 

" So you didn't like to dance much with the 
clucks last night?" 

He wrinkled up his  face, hrs nose. "I  don't 
get it ?" 

"I mean they wouldn't miss you-if you 
disappeared. You could come back then, i n  
say an hour, and the clucks wouldn't b e  the 
wiser." 

He'd stepped into his pants. He drew them 
halfway to his waist and stopped and stared. 
"Kid, have you gone nuts ?" he said. 

I walked over to his closet. "Where''S the 
dark suit, Skid ?" 

" Dark suit ? Oh, the cleaners. Why ?" 
I skipped -his question, said, "When ? And 

remember, you're going to have to prove it. " 

HE DREW up his belt. His big chest ex
panded. " Skidsie had a drink last night," 

he said. " Y  011 know how Skidsie is when he's 
poured a few in quickly. The wheels stop 
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turning. Or maybe I'm just dumb. But what 
the hell are you talking about ? "  

"Jennifer. " 
"Jennifer ? "  
" You killed her," I said. 
He said, " I  what ? "  
" You played around with this kid, and be

cause she was under age you used my name, 
to protect yourself. You knew every move I 
made, and when I was out of the city you 
used my rooms to sweeten the dish. But the 
s�lad soured. Jail bait, something like that ; 
and Skidsie wouldn't go to jail. Oh no. Skid
sie's cute. The payoff's due, so he contrives 
to send me to the ball game, while he attends 
a party and alibis himself, and then- I'm 
accusing you of murder, Skid. Damn you, 
Skid, )'OU kiUed her. Yo1' left her lying on 
my floor. " 

He sat down on the bed. His feet were bare 
and they felt around for slippers, missed the 
slippers. He just sat there. " Oh, my God, " 
he said. 

" And you're going to burn," I said. " The 
suit's the rubber trick. You can't alibi that, 
Skid. We'll find it, cleaners or wherever it is. 
Her ring caught somewhere on your suit and 
snagged a thread. " 

" A-a thread ? "  
" Oh, you missed that little detail ?"  I 

laughed bitterly at him. " Like hell you did. 
You caught it all right later, and then you 
ditched the suit-" 

He repeated queerly, " Snagged a thread ? "  
I was aware o f  something wrong. H e  wasn't 

looking at my face. His gaze was glued chest 
high on me. Then he got up, and suddenly he 
was coming toward me, but not cursing and 
not lunging. These were uncertain steps, 
slowed by-by awe or incredulity ? 

" Davie, " he said, " I  don't get it yet, not 
all of it, except-" He raised a hand and 
pointed to my left lapel. "Is  it the woods you 
can't see, Davie, because of the trees ? "  

A puckered raveled area. O n  my coat, my 
lapel. My temples became pounding drums as 
now I looked at it, and scarcely knowing what 
I did I reached for my wallet. Yes, the thread 
matched. From my coat, my lapel. The room 
spun. I stood in the center of it, of a top. The 
walls spun round and round, and out of it, 
this mad and throbbing whirlpool, I heard 
Skid's voice, a flat stone skipping over water. 
The pitch too high. Coming through a filter 
microphone, it seemed, as he said, 

" Now what's this, Davie-about murder ? "  
H e  crossed the chasm, the step or two apart 

from me. " Easy, Davie. Don't-don't run 
away ! "  

He lunged, hands outstretched to grasp ; 
they touched but didn't hold me. They slid off 
my shoulder, off my sleeve. Btd I'd seen and 
realized at last that something would have 

been--and wasn't-on his strong and stubby 
hands. I don't know how I got through the 
bedroom doorway then, so quickly, or how I 
got the door shut, but I was on the right side, 
and Skid was yelling, pounding on the other. 
I'd slammed the door and turned the key. 

It didn't matter now when Mr.-Mr. Jenni
fer was due. The clock had leaped an hour. 
The clock could stop entirely when Skid broke 
free. But never had my mind seemed quite so 
keen, so clear. The suit. My suit. The suit 
had suddenly become dimensional. Important 
beyond measure. The rainbow's end, the key, 
the solvent. 

Yes, the suit-and Skid's hands. Not a mark 
on them. So I knew who had killed Jennifer. 
And why. I knew the meaning of the crimson 
crevices. 

There was a coin to toss yet though. I 
locked Skid's hall door, walked swiftly to Miss 
Morton's room. 

She cried out at my first knock, " Yes
who's there ? "  

I kept right on banging at the door and 
calling out, " Miss Morton ! Miss Morton ! "  
Twin-fold, my purpose. To drown out the 
barely muffled bellow from Skid's suite, the 
thuds and splinter as his beefy shoulders drove 
against the panel. To surprise Miss Morton 
and confuse her with my urgency. "Miss 
Morton ! Miss Morton ! "  

The key chattered as she unlocked her door. 
She'd thought to open but a chaste crack. I 
leaned against the door and it swung wide. 

" Oh I "  Miss Morton gasped. 
No slacks ? No scarf ? No dark glasses ? 

There was no time to be surprised though. 
She wore a sort of halter thing, a silky wisp 
of nightgown, her flesh, the round soft slim
ness of her body showing through it. "Oh ! " 
she gasped and darted for a robe. I put sur
prise aside. It was her hands I'd wanted to 
see. Shoulders, arms, hands, her skin was fair 
and unbroken. 

WHAT she thought or what she did when 
at last she turned around I don't know. 

I wasn't there when she turned around. I'd 
tossed and read the final coin. I was running 
down the hall, the back way, down the dusky 
stairs. There was a dark, a sharp turn, a 
corner where no sun would ever shine. A door 
there in the corner, ajar for breeze-and in
side, the little room where I'd sat once on a 
sofa sipping strong hot coffee. 

She stood in the little room. Dressed to go 
out, white purse, white jacket, white hat-and 
white gloves. Surprised_? She was very clever. 

" David ! "  Mrs. Andras said. " Mr. Nord I "  
I leaned against the wall, panting from the 

run, fighting for my breath and to still the 
trembling in ine. 

" They'll be here soon, " I said. "The police 
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-for Jennifer. They'll know, as I did, her F.B.I. wants you-badly." 
killer was familiar with her and lives here, Andras flushed. I should have read the 
in this building. " rush of blood, the glitter in his eyes, and then 

She sat down suddenly. ·the ebb, his white lips. But the spring had 
" David, are you ill ? "  been wound far too tightly. 
I glared at her. She must be-had to be · " Did you see the crimson on her teeth ? "  

the one. I caught a flicker i n  her returning I said. " In the crevices ? Did you miss that, 
glare-and with it a staggering idea. She was or think it wouldn't matter ? The crimson was 
so slim, so neat, but-why did she have to blood. Jennifer fought for her life and bit . 
wear my suit ? the hand of her killer--a11d that's wh:y you're 

And then I remembered something-an old wearing gloves today." 
trick out of a book. Still holding her eyes, I Yes, I should have gauged his temper and 
fished out a pack of cigarettes, stuck one in his cleverness ; I should have watched his 
my mouth and tossed her the pack. purse. There was a gun in his hand sud-

" Have one. " denly, and suddenly he was crouched a littl� 
She caught the pack. But I'd seen enough. and saying, " Fool ! You stupid oaf I "  

Beneath her trim skirt, her-his-knees jerked H e  backed around me, smiling as he found 
together. It wasn't that he wasn't sure of the doorway with his free hand. " I'm going 
catching my toss. It was that his knees-just to kill you, Mr. Nord, " he said. " I 'm simply 
like Huckleberry Finn's-weren't used to let- going to shoot you and run screaming up the 
ting a skirt catch anything. . . . stairs. And then, before the police come, 

I lit my cigarette with shaking fing.ers. He 'Mrs.' Andras will have disappeared. "  
was puzzled by that toss. H e  didn't ;yet realize H e  was talking low and very fast, and h e  
he'd given himself away. was far enough away so that I knew I 

" David, are you ill ? "  couldn't close the distance before death came. 
"The poor kid, " I said. " Too young to The gun up and his trigger finger whitened. 

really know what she was doing. She met a " But I won't believe you, pal ," Skid said. 
man, and she thought the feeling that she had From the hall and close behind h1m ! I had 
for him was love. There was nothing that never seen Skid move so fast. The other tried 
she wouldn't do ior him, you see, and she was to turn, but. Skid had his wrist and twisted it. 
blind to the fact that she was being used. To The gun fell. Then Skid hit Andras and he 
·steal some plans ? The papers that she men- fell' to the floor . . . . 
tioned-something her father knew, or had * * * 
invented, and concerning the Navy ? Yes I You ·know how it is, the trembling, the 
She'd show her love, even to becoming spy, reaction. The cops, summoned by Skid Lock
the poor kid. man-he'd phoned them from his room-had 

" Well, she paid, Mrs. Andras, didn't she ? come, had gone. They'd gone upstairs, to 
Terribly, for her one terrible mistake. I won- my suite, with the killer. And Skid was up
der now how far your net has spread, to how stairs too again and yelling, " Come on, Davie, 
many others ? But at least JennHer at last we got to make more answers."  
realized that what she'd done was wrong, and I sat on the top step with Miss Morton. 
she came here last night, to 'me', whom she " Of course, the way you broke into my 
knew as David Nord, the man she knew as room," she said. " The way I was-" She 
Nord to plead with him. A letter hadn't been blushed and looked away from me. " Then I 
enough. " heard Mr. Lockman, trying to break down his 

" Mrs. " Andras snapped, unsnapped the gold door and I unlocked it. We could hear you 
catch on the purse. He said jerkily, " What downstairs, every word-" 
are you-talking about ?" Hard to  believe, I thought. Her feet were 

"Of course you couldn't be 'Mrs. Andras' so darned cute in the tiny sandals and the 
for Jennifer. You had to be yourself-a man. high heels. And her eyes were-I g{)t lost 
You had to have male attire, too. But why in them. The slacks, the scarf, the dark 
use a suit of your own-when you had access glasses were like putting housepaint on a 
to mine ? Why rent when you had my apart- Rembrandt. 
ment ? I was away ; you had a key. Yes, it " Hey ! "  Skid yelled. " The cops say to 
was my suit snagged by Jennifer's ring-and make it ·toot sweet ! "  
that snag in m3• coat clarified everything. A That was the word I wanted. Sweet. I 
man was the killer I wanted. A man who smiled as I rose with Miss Morton. " You 
couldn't use his own clothes. And I suppose don't work Sunday .nights though, do you ? "  
the idea behind the masquerade i s  that the I said. 

THE END 
Next month-TWO novels in this maaazl-..nd BOTH by acknowledaed masters of detective lldlonl 
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SLUCS AND KISSES 
By JACK BRADLEY 

If Dugan, the ex
uberantly alcoholic 
sleuth, hadn't been 

on the wagon, he might have 
been able to make more sense 
out of this mad mix-up of 

love-making and gun-play. The 
remedy was simple: Just one snort, 
which not only straightened him out, 
but stiffened him, almost for keeps! 

CAPTAIN BARLOW peered at me 
across the desk. It was the first time 
since I 'd joined the Force that I 'd ever 

seen him look at anybody with sympathy. 

Good old Vemyl Quite calmly, she fired Love's " When I make a mistake, Dugan, "  he said, 
Flaming Embers " I 'll always be the first man to admit it. And 
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I made a corker when I persuaded you to go 
on the wagon, a couple of months ago. " 

"Twenty-nine days, fourteen hours and 
twenty minutes ago, sir, " I corrected. 

" "All right, then I But it seems months to 
me. That mournful face of yours is giving 
me the horrors and my cops are asking for 
transfers to other precincts because they can't 
·bear to see your suffering. Now for Pete's 
sake go on over to Benny's and get a drink 
and then come back here looking human ! " 

I looked out of Captain Barlow's window. 
Directly across the street I could see the dim, 
soothing glow of the back-bar lights in Ben
ny's Tavern and the rows of softly gleaming 
bottles. I choked back a sob and turned to 
Captain Barlow. 

"No, Captain, I said I'd stay on the wagon 
for a month and I'll keep my word. It's only 
a few hours more. And I don't think I'd better 
go into Benny's until then. I dropped in yes
terday for a plain lemonade and he damn near 
threw it at me. Benny doesn't like to serve 
soft drinks. " 

" Suit yourself, Dugan. But get the hell 
out of here until your time is up. That face 
of yours is giving me the creeps ! " 

I walked slowly out into the bright sun
shine and, after a moment's hesitation, went 
across the street to Benny's Tavern. Benny 
looked up with a scowl as I entered. Reach
ing for a glass, he disgustedly splashed lemon 
juice into it, filled it with water and then 
slammed it down in front of me with a sneer. 

" Here's your liquor and I hope it ain't too 
strong for you. Now will you take it and 
kindly get the hell away from my bar because 
you're driving business away. And also be
cause there's a lady waiting to see you--over 
there in the corner booth. " 

"A lady to see me ? "  I wondered if it was 
a gag. 

" Well, no, on second thought I wouldn't go 
so far as to call her that. But, anyway, she 
asked for Detective Dugan, so you'd better 
see what she wants. " 

I took my lemonade over to the corner 
booth and the moment I got there, I knew it  
was no gag. It  was worse. It was Verny, 
the hat check girl from Big Mike Jordan's 
club. And-sure enough-she had one of 
those paper covered love novels with her. I 
don't think I've ever seen Verny without one 
of those damn things under her arm. This 
one was called Love's Flam·ing Embers. 

She called herself Leonora La Verne
Probably from one of the heroines in those 
love stories. Everybody else called her Verny. 
She had a heart as big as a barn door and, 
back in the old Prohibition days, she once 
saved my life by firing a coat hanger at a 
coked-up killer just as he was cutting down 
on me. 

I saw that she was drinking a tall, cold 
Cuba Libre. Little beads of moisture were 
standing out on the glass and I damn near 
moaned as I slid into the seat opposite her. 

" 'Lo, Verny. What gives ? "  
She leaned forward excitedly, clutching 

Love's FU:zming Embers to her. " Dugan," she 
breathed softly, " I 've met Mister Right, at 
last. His name is Joseph Hansen. " 

I took a sip of my lemonade and set it down 
with a shudder. " Well, now, that's fine, 
Verny. Congratulations." 

"But we're in trouble, Dugan, and unless 
you help us, all our Golden Dreams will be 
Shattered. He's a cashier, at the Baldwin 
Personal Loan Company and he's been buck
ing Mike Jordan's wheel. "  

" Uh-huh. Lost his shirt and then cleaned 
out the company till, eh ? "  

" Oh, no. Worse than that, Dugan. He 
came in with his boss last night and had a 
run of luck. He started in with a hundred 
dollars he borrowed from Mr. Baldwin, the 
boss, and he came out with five grand. And 
we were saving to buy a farm. A little Love 
Nest, all our own I " 

" Well, for Pete's sake, Verny ! I don't get 
it. The guys got enough for your farm, so , 
what's the moaning about ? "  

" Don't you see ? Now h e  wants t o  g o  back 
up there and win enough for a tractor. And 
tractors cost an awful lot, Dugan. He's going 
to lose everything, if  he doesn't stop. And 
s�you're going with me down to the Bald
win Personal Loan Company and pick him up. 
When we get him up to my apartment, you're 
going to tell him to keep out of Mike's place 
. . .  so we can have our Dream Home. " 

" I am not I "  I said promptly. " Mike Jor
dan doesn't like to have his customers stop 
when they're ahead of his wheel. Mike has a 
flock of big time gunmen around and half 
the Big Shots around City Hall taking orders 
from him. I'll be very glad to steal a tractor 
from the Engineering Department for this 
guy, but I'm damned if I want to go back to 
pounding a beat out in the sticks. Sorry, 
Verny . . . .  " 

She looked at me shyly across Love's Flam
ing Embers. " Then there's only one more 
thing I can offer, Dugan. "  

" No good, Verny. I like you as a friend but 
when it comes to romance I just don't feel 
that way. " 

Those blue eyes hardened in a flash. "Listen, 
Flatfoot ! If I ever start making passes it 
won't be at a precinct dick. What I meant 
was that I had a bottle· of M ike Jordan's best 
rum up at my apartment." 

I looked at the clock and sighed. "I'm still 
on the wagon, Verny. But-you saved my life 
once, so I might just as well hand it back to 
you, now. Come on, my heap's outside." 
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JN ALL my life I've never seen anything like 
the Baldwin Personal Loan Comany. There 

was the usual row of interviewing booths, 
found in all loan companies, but the main fea
ture was The Quick Money Bar. 

The Quick Money Bar was a Shylock's 
dream come true-a long, low counter at one 
end of the waiting room and money stacked 
up on it like lettuce on a vegetable stand. 
Money I Money I Money I Stack after stack 
of greenbacks with rolls of coins alongside. 

Standing up to that bar was a line of the 
oddest customers a loan company ever had
longshoremen, some of them so drunk they 
could hardly stand-war plant workers, from 
around the corner, many of them still wear
ing their badges-truck drivers, fretting im
patiently while their trucks waited outside-

Each man showed a metal tag to the cashier, 
who marked the amount he borrowed on a 
card. I took another look at the cashier and 
blinked. Verny's Soulmate was a tall, gan
gling guy with a stupid-looking face and the 
biggest hands I had ever seen on a human 
being. And she had passed up Broadway's 
wolves for this I 

I heard a genial, "Hi, Verny I" and turned 
- around. A big, well dressed guy with a toothy 

grin was standing beside us. V erny smiled 
cordially at him. 

" Oh, hello, Mr. Baldwin. I want you to 
meet my friend, Detective Dugan. We came 
down to pick up Joseph !" She looked over at 
the cashier and all but mooned. 

Baldwin's grin widened enough to show a 
couple more teeth. " How do you do, Officer ? 
How do you like our little place ?" 

"Well, it's kinda different from the usual 
loan company," I admitted. 

"Yup. Sure is. We give our steady custom
ers a metal identification tag, same as the big. 
department stores give their charge customers. 
Then, when they need a ten spot in a hurry, 
they just drop in, show their tag and they're 
out with the money they need in two or three 
minutes. 

" Those fellows used to borrow a tenspot 
from some bartender when they were drunk 
and the next day the bartender would tell them 
it was twenty they had borrowed. Now they 
come up here and they have the exact amount 
they borrow marked on their own cards. I've 
saved those lads a lot of money, Officer." 

He turned back to Verny. "Your boy friend 
will be over in a minute or two," he grinned. 
"His relief is coming on now. He's coming 
up to Jordan's with me tonight, to get that 
tractor." 

"Oh, no, he's not," Verny said firmly. "Ht's 
through with Mike Jordan's wheel. Mister 
Dugan here is going to see to that. " 

Before Baldwin had time to reply, Hansen 
came over. The tall guy grunted a brief ac-

knowledgement of my introduction and went 
over to V erny at once. His eyes were drooling 
as he took her hands in his enormous paws. 

"It's been so long, Dear Heart," he said in 
a low voice. "So long since I saw you last. 
I've counted the hours." 

So that was why Verny had passed up the 
wolves for this guy ! They both spoke the same 
language ! I looked at the slight bulge be
neath his coat and wondered if it was another 
one of those paper-backed novels. I soon 
found out. 

" I  have the most wonderful news," he went 
on. "Dear Heart, we have our Dream Home 
at last I" 

" Oh, Joseph ! You mean you've actually 
bought the farm ?" 

He nodded solemnly. "Called them up today 
and told them I'd be down early in the morn
ing with the money. I have it right here." He 
patted the bulge in his pocket. 

I saw Baldwin's grin fading like an ice cube 
in July. "You're not carrying all that dough 
around with you ?" he asked, horrified. "You 
shouldn't do that, man ! Why don't you put it  
in the safe and pick it up in the morning be
fore you go down to the real estate company ?" 

"Can't do it, Mr. Baldwin. I'll be going 
down before we open in the morning." 

"All right, but you have a key to the office 
and you know the combination of the safe." 

"Well, yes. But I wouldn't want to come in 
alone and open the safe and, anyway, it isn't 
necessary. I can leave it with Verny, over
night." 

"He can and he most certainly will," Verny 
said cheerfully. "Come, Dear, let's go home. 
Oh I I'm so happy I The Home of our Dreams, 
at last I" 

WE LEFT. As we got into my heap, I 
pulled Verny aside. "That guy is one of 

Mike Jordan's steady customers and you had 
to tell him that I was going to keep your boy 
friend out of the club. Mike's going to love 
me after this." 

" Oh, stop worrying, " she said gayly. "I'll 
explain things to Mike Jordan." She chattered 
away with Hansen as I drove, going over all 
the details about that damned tractor. Just 
before we got to her place, she asked me to 
stop. 

"Joseph, Dear One, will you drop off and 
pick up a dozen bottles of coke, while we go 
on up and get ready ? We're going to celebrate 
our luck." 

And sure enough, we began celebrating 
right away. Or I did. I had parked the car 
and was just going into the doorway of 
Verny's apartment house when I heard 
a grave, "Good afternoon, sir !"  

I snapped around quickly. Patrolman Gro
gan, from my station house was standing at 
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rigid attention, .saluting me like I'd been an 
Inspector ! This would give the boys some
thing to talk about for days. I .gave GTogan a 
dirty look, returned his salute and went on in 
after Verny. As soan as Hansen came in 
with the coke. I sailed in at once, anxious to 
have this thing over with and get out before 
Grogan left. 

"I want to have a little talk with you, Han
sen," I began. 

A mild voice from ·the doorway said, "That 
will have to wait for a while, Dugan." I 
snapped around. 

A short, chubby guy with bat ears and very 
thick lensed glasses was standing carelessly 
in the doorway, smiling affably, his hands in 
his coat pockets. I stared at him for a long 
moment, trying to place him. 

And then I remembered ! I couldn't place 
his face but that soft voice was a dead give
away. I jumped to my feet. 

"Specs Gomez I" I yelled. "Yau'r.e under 
arrest, Specs !" 

1 don't know why in hell .I didn't make .a 
low bow and trot out the old anything-you-say
wm ... be-used-against-you. I might just as well 
have. My warning yell gave Specs plenty of 
time to pull out a stubby, little 25 automatic 
before I could draw. 

Hansen just stood there, holding his bag of 
coke bottles and it was Verny who took over. 
Good old Verny, who'd been a-round Mike 
Jordan's joint long enough to think on he.r 
feet-but fast ! Quite calmly, she fired Love's 
Flaming Embers straight at Specs Gomez I 

It caught Specs right on the nose and slewed 
those thick-lensed glasses askew just as he 
fired. I heard the "Pop !" of his .25 and heard 
the bullet whining spitefully past my ear. 

I don't think I ever saw anyone move as 
quickly as Specs moved then and yet the whole 
thing was like a slow-motion picture. I saw 
his jerking forward in the doorway . . . .  saw 
his hand straighten those glasses in one flash
ing movement and, as I brought my gun up, 
his finger tightened on the trigger again. 

The roar of the big Police Positive was 
deafening above Specs' second shot. I stared 
stupidly at Specs as he slid to the floor with 
.about half the back of his head blown away. 

Then I saw Grogan's big red face looming 
up in the doorway, above his smoking gun 
and, all at once, I felt a hysterical impulse to 
laugh. Because every face in the room-even 
Spec's-seemed wearing a look of surprise. 

"What happened ?" asked Grogan bewilder
edly. "I saw this gu:y speaking in after you 
and followed him. 

I knew that was a lie. Grogan had followed 
me in to do a bit of fancy keyhole work, but 
I didn't feel like saying so. "This guy is a 
cheap gunman," I explained. "One of those 
®t-rates-by-the-ho.ur killers. I hel,ped pinch 

him about ten y�Ts ·back and I'd forgotten his 
face. That's -how me got the drop on me. 
Thanks, Grogan." 

" Oh, that's all right, Dugan." He turned 
hesitantly to Venay. "Is this gu:y a--;a f-riend 
of yours, Miss ?" 

"He is not," l snapped beiore Verny· could 
answer. "And don't you f§O about getting any 
ideas about a love-nest triangle shooting ! Thjs 
other lad is Mr. Hansen, Verny's fiancee. I 
just came up to pay a social call and help .them 
figure out a w.ay to get a tractor, that's all. I 
don't .kno.w why this punk was gunning for 
me, but I can tell you now that .the .lady had 
nothing to do with it." . 

" A  tractor I You been .drinking, Dugan ?'' 
" No, -blott he's .going to and so are you and I, 

Officer -Grogan. I think we can all stand .a 
drink after .this," V erny said. 

I thought the .bell with the wagon and took 
.the first drink I .had in .twenty-nine days and 
too damned many -hours. �ike J�dan'.s rum 
.spread a war-m, soothing gl(}w ov.er my whole 
.t,ense body and Jor the first time I began to 
�e -things, T-he - way I doped :it out, Bald
win phoned Mike Jordan as soon as we left 
and Mike promptly sent this guy down to 
scare me. The shooting probably wouldn't 
have occurred if I hadn't recogni.�ed Specs. 

And I didn't like guys sending gunmes out 
.to scare me. il took another swig of the rum 
a.nd picked up ·my hat. " Grogan, " I said, 
"ybu phone in a report on this to the station 
house and stay here until the boys come. I 
got an idea I w�t to run down, while it's still 
hot." 

· 

"Now wait a minute, Dugan," the big lug 
said a�iously. "Don't you go off half cocked. 
Captain Barlow ain't going to like it if you 
start r.oaring around, all on your own." 
. I was already halfway out the door. "That'.s 

just what I'm thinking myself; Grogan," I 
said. 

J HAD .a little trouble getting into Mike ].or-
dan's office but when I finally did, the big 

gambler was s1;1rprisingly cordial. Mike was 
a heavy-bodied, moonfac.ed guy and-by all 
accounts-his games were absolutely on the 
level. 

I told him what had happened. "And," I 
wound up, "I don't like guys sending gunsela 
out after me. Not even when they have the 
drag you've got, Mike." 

He stuck a cigar into his moon face and 
stared at me quite calmly as he shoved the 
box toward me. "In the 'first place, Dugan, I 
wouldn't give a damn if this Hansen never 
came into my place again. I don't want thirty
five dollar a week cashiers hanging out in my 
place. In fact, he'd never have got upstairs at 
.all, if he hadn't been with Baldwin. Baldwin's 
a -heavy.spender, here. 
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"And, for another thing,'' he went on, "if I 
ever did have to send a gunman out to see 
you, Dugan, I wouldn't send a punk like Specs. 
I've got better talent than that on my payroll. " 

"Yeah, I know that, Mike," I said slowly. 
"I thought of that angle, myself, after I'd 
cooled off a bit. But if it wasn't you, then 
who in hell was it ? This Baldwin guy ?" 

Mike shrugged his thick shoulders. "I don't 
know why he would. The guy's not running a 
shylock racket, or anything like that. I check 
pretty close on my customers, you know. " 

I got to ' my feet angrily. "Well, I know one 
thing. I'm going down for a little interview 
with Mr. Baldwin and it's not going to be 
about a loan 1" 

"Suit yourself, Dugan. But don't get me 
mixed up in it. I got too many important 
people coming here for that sort of publicity. " 

He wasn't kidding. That rum was so won
derful that when I finally tore myself away 
from the bar, I saw that I'd have to hurry to 
catch Baldwin. It  was already past closing 
hour. 

My car was parked across the street. I was 
about half way over when I saw the big sedan 
roaring toward me. I stepped back a little to 
Jet it pass. The next thing I knew I was pick
ing myself up out of the gutter. 

There was a tear in my coat and my leg felt 
like it had stopped a pile driver but I wasn't 
badly hurt otherwise. The fender had barely 
grazed me. Somebody was getting desperate. 

J HADN'T seen the face of the would-be 
killer who drove the car but I didn't need 

to. He had tipped his hand in that last, des
perate swipe at me. I limped over to a drug 

store, went into the phone booth and dialed 
Verny's apartment. When she answered, I 
told her to put Hansen on. 

There was a moment's wait, then I heard 
Hansen's " Yes ? "  He sounded worried. 

"Listen, Hansen," I asked quickly, "do you 
drink ? I noticed that you didn't take one 
with us before I left." 

"Do I drink ?" he repeated stupidly. "Why 
-why, no. I can't stand the stuff in any form. 
Even smelling a drunk's breath makes me sick. 
In fact, Mr. Baldwin nearly always waits on 
the drunks himself, at the Quick Money Bar. 
He's nice that way." 

"Yeah. I know. Well, now listen, Hansen 
-I want you to go right out and take a cab to 
your office. Don't let anyone know you're 
coming and be sure to bring your key. I'll be 
in front of the place by the time you get there. 
Snap into it I"  

I hung up before he could answer. It would 
take me about twenty minutes to get down 
there. I hoped I wouldn't too late. 

Hansen was just getting out of a cab, when 
I drove up in front of the Baldwin Personal 
Loan Company. He was all set to give me one 
hell of an argument when I asked for his key 
but he never got a chance. I saw a light in 
the inner office and I didn't feel like arguing. 
I just took my gun from its holster, slipped it 
into my coat pocket and took his key. 

"Listen, chum,'' I said quietly. "We're 
going into that office and we're going in with
out knocking. You make one bit of noise and 
I'm going . to conk you over the dome with 
this rod-you understand ?" 

The gangling guy nodded and wiped his 
face nervously with a big paw. He was almost 
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green with fright. We tiptoed up the stairs 
and I slipped the key into the lock as quietly 
as possible. From the office I heard the faint 
sound of a chair being pushed back. 

Baldwin was crouched down before the open 
safe and stacks of greenbacks were on the floor 
before him. He was sorting them over quick
ly, putting some into his pockets, shoving 
others back into the safe. I slipped the gun 
out of my pocket. 

"Got 'em all picked out yet, Baldwin ?" I 
asked. My voice roared in that quiet office. 

The big guy jumped up with a startled gasp. 
For a moment he glared at me angrily, then 
he saw Hansen, back of me. "What's the 
meaning of this, Hansen ? "  he shouted. 

"Cut it out, Baldwin," I said. "It's all over, 
now. The brainiest racket a counterfeiter ever 
worked out. You didn't need to sell your 
green goods to some fence at forty cents on 
the dollar. You didn't even need to hire a mob 
of hustlers to shove the queer. 

"Oh, no, you had a better idea. A much 
better idea. You'd open up a loan company, 
draw in a lot of drunks and let them shove 
the stuff for you-and pay you a damn good 
interest for the privilege. You knew that 
twenties and even tens are looked at pretty 
closely but nobody even suspects a drunk going 
into a bar with a fivespot." 

I snapped around to Hansen. "When he 
lent you that hundred dollars in Mike Jor
dan's, how'd he let you have it ? 

"Why-why, it was all in fives-" 
"Sure it was. And when he found out that 

you were going to pay it into a real estate 
office, where there'd be a money-wise cashier, 
he had to get it back. That was why Specs 
Gomez came up. He wanted to see you, not 
me. I was just an accident that happened. " 

Baldwin chuckled genially and lifted one 
foot onto the chair beside him. "What ever 
gave you this pipe dream, anyway, Dugan.?" 
he asked. 

"I began to get it a few minutes ago, when 
when you tried to blitz me with your car. You 
were afraid that I might have got Mike Jor
dan to check over his receipts and you wanted 
time to ditch this queer before I came down 
here." 

Baldwin shrugged his shoulders like a man 
humoring a maniac. "Very well," he said. 
"Let's go down to the station house and-" 

Suddenly his lifted foot kicked out viciously 
and the chair went spinning across the floor. 
It banged into my wounded leg and I felt like 
I'd been touched by a redhot poker. My gun 
arm jerked spasmodically and the next mo
ment Baldwin was onto me. 

It was like fighting a grizzly bear gone 
berserk. One hand grabbed my gun, wrestling 
savagely, while the other chopped down with 

a piledriver punch. I felt the room reeling. 
"Get that gun, Hansen," I gasped weakly. 

But the bighanded lout stood there like a fool 
with his mouth open. 

I felt the gun slip out of my hand and then 
saw a glint of light on metal as it chopped 
across my face in a crashing blow. I began to 
slip . . . .  down. . . . Baldwin raised the gun 
for a last, deadly blow-

Suddenly I saw a blackjack flashing past, 
saw my gun go spinning across the room. 
Then a couple of men were quietly and ef
ficiently shov�g the raging Baldwin into a 
corner, their hands frisking him thoroughly. I 
looked up and wiped the blood out of my eyes. 

The men were two of Mike ]<>rdan's boys 
and Mike himself was standing back of them a 
cigar in his mouth. He grinned a little, as 
another of his boys helped me to my feet. 

" Good work, Dugan, "  he said quietly. " I  
began t o  figure things out, right after you 
left. I checked over my safe and found around 
six hundred dollars that this louse had worked 
off on me." 

"I guess you're stuck with that," I said. 
"But you can get a lot of satisfaction out of 
it by coming into court and testifying against 
him." 

THE cigar in his mouth almost dropped out. 
"You're crazy; Dugan ! Why, it would 

mean the closing of my place if I had to go 
i1'1to court about this ! A place like mine can't 
stand pu]?}icity." 

" Yup. Still I gotta have evidence to con
vict. this guy." I was getting another idea. 

"But dammit it all, man ! You've got Bal
dwin, himself, with his pockets full of the 
queer. You've got the testimony of his cashier 
and probably a lot of his customers still have 
some of tile stuff he lent them. You don't need 
me." 

"No-o," I said slowly, "I guess we could 
do without you. But . . . . would you stand 
for a shakedown on this, Mike ?" 

"Write your own ticket, " he said. 
"Oh, I wouldn't take a bribe," I said. "It's 

another guy that has to be fixed." I was star
ing at young Hansen, standing there like -« 
dope but I was really thinking of the time, 
way back, when Verny had fired that coat 
hanger at a killer and saved my life, just as 
she had today. 

"Listen, Mike, you own a big estate up in 
the Catskills, don't you ?" 

"Yeah. Why ?" 
"Well, you must have at least two or three 

tractors on a place that size. And if you can 
spare one of them-well I guess you've made 
old Dugan a party to a bribe. And that's 
something that's never been done before, 
Mike !" 
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HO MICIDE 

By RAY BRADBURY 

IT WOULD be wrong to say that the 
Deuser got the idea just as he was being 
pushed off Union Bridge by a man. Truth 

to tell, Douser tempted the man with, " Come 
on, push me, "  and then stepped aside, politely, 
allowing the man precedence. 

The man screamed. 
So did a train that passed below a moment 

later. 
A few minutes later Douser was talking 

over a phone to a very bad fat man. The man's 
name was Schabold. Douser talked jovially 
with him. Nobody called anybody any names. 

" Yeah, Schabold. My name's Douser Mul
ligan. And this corpse, under the Union 
Bridge, I mentioned, was one of your body
guards-" 

a very s i m p l e 
way of taking 
care of some very 

complicated people . . . .  As wit
ness his. effective remedy for the 
fat, lush and powerful Mr. 

Schabold . . . .  

The news was not good to Schabold. Deu
ser consoled him : 

" Know just how you feel, Mr. Schabold. 
That's three of your boys hurt in one month. 
One shot himself accidentally, and is still in 
the hospital. Another was picked up drunk 
on Main Street, dripping counterfeit money. 
That's sad. " 

Schabold spoke a few sad words, like a fat 
boy who just lost a bag of candy : " You're the 
little sparrow who hangs around the Central 
Jail, are you not ?" 

"That's right. Well, see you around, huh, 
Schabold."  

Douser hung the receiver back on its prong 
to sleep. 

He walked up toward the Jail in a cold 
67 
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winter wind. Things were becoming fun, 
now. The next hour he'd dawdle speaking 
with Sarge Palmborg at the jail, keeping an 
eye peeled, patiently, for a large ebony limou
sine containing one fat man, well worried. 
Life was dull except on nights like this, when 
he had many people, assorted sizes, hating his 
miniature guts. Yes, sir ! 

Sergeant Palmborg was standing in front 
of jail an hour later. 

" Evening, Sergeant Palmborg ! "  
" So here you are again l "  Palm borg looked 

down a million miles. " So. " He lit his pipe 
in god-like movements. " Don't nothing dis
courage you ?" 

" Nothing," said the Douser. 
A moment's silence. " They took away your 

badge a year ago for being so damn flippant. " 
" It was a frame. Look." Douser formed 

a frame with his hands. " With gilt edges, too. 
Feel. " 

"And, " Palm borg_ proceeded with his gray 
calm, "they robbed your holster like a bird's 
nest. And here you are, again, looking like a 
small puss who's digested the canary. " 

" A  fine meal," said Douser. 
The sarge nodded back one shoulder. " A  

body's cooling in there, j ust brought i n  from 
the railyards. One of Schabold's men. Natur
ally, you know nothing about him." 

" Naturally. " 
" He was one of them gunmen connected 

with that Detroit bank killing. They never 
could get a thing on him." 

" Except a locomotive. " 
The sergeant snorted. "You're in deep, lad. 

I don't know if you've pestered Schabold or 
not. Whoever did it, is in for it deep. Schabold 
won't take it. Three of his men hurt since he 
arrived in town a month ago-" 

Douser was about to comment, when thun
der boomed the winter night, and a big ebony 
limousine roared out of nowhere. Schabold 
sprawled on its velvety rear cushion, fat cold 
pork, staring out. "Well- " Douser clocked 
him. " Right on time-" Douser waved. 

" Douser," pleaded the sarge. " Take your 
fingers away from your nose. " The car roared 
out of sight. The sarge bit his pipe. " I'd like 
to get something on that blackmarketing bum, 
that soft ton of bacon-" 

Douser babbled. " I  got a theory. Schabold's 
rich, always has been. Why, then, did he go 
crooked ? I ask you. Remember the old 
bromide ; each of us carries the seed of our 
own doom ? That's Schabold. Figure out his 
seed and you got him. Listen, here, sarge-" 

They conversed in a rising wind. Waiting. 
Douser's heart thumped like a toy tambourine. 
Waiting. And when the ebony limousine came 
roaring by again, the sarge, on cue, whistled, 
and walked out to intercept it, Douser at his 
heels. 

THE limousine rammed on its brakes, heav
ing Schabold into one w�ndow : " What's 

the meaning of this ? "  
The sarge smiled. " Got your draft cards ? "  
Schabold produced his with a glitter of hard 

rings on soft fingers, The sarge okayed them, 
and nodded at the bodyguards up front. "You, 
too. " 

" Uh-" said the bodyguards, "we-that is 
-we come out in such a rush we-forgot to 
bring them. " 

"Well, well," said the sarge. " We'll have 
to hold you until the FBI checks your draft 
status tomorrow morning. Climb out . "  

" Tomorrow ! "  Schabold emerged in large 
soft portions from his throne. He searched 
the sarge's face, found nothing, and shifted 
his wrath to his men. " You-careless louts l "  

"You can go now," said Palmborg to the 
fat man. " We don't want you. You're okay. " 

Schabold flapped big red lips, changed his 
mind, got in the car behind the wheel, silent. 
Watching him, Douser got an idea of a large 
grey helpless barrage balloon maneuvered in 
life's winds by obedient servants forever run
ning in its shadow. Now the balloon's tie
lines were clipped. Let the blimp scream for 
orders, let the wind blow. Douser was here 
now, to answer. 

Douser j umped in beside Schabold in the 
front seat, slammed the door, waved bye-bye 
at the sarge. 

" Hey ! "  rumbled the blimp. 
" Night, sarge. You know who I'm with if 

I'm dead tomorrow. Remember. " Douser 
turned to the fat man. "Let's go ! "  

It was hard to tell who was most amazed. 
Mouths were open. Somebody swore. The 
motor boomed and the car heaved off into the 
winter streets, roaring. 

Douser settled cozily, worming his small 
bottom about, chuckling. " Slow down. We 
got all night to talk. About ways of you kill
ing me and me killing you."  

The car slowed. "All right, what's the 
deal ? "  

" No deal. This is  a safe place to spend the 
night, with you. In the lion's mouth, I guess 
you'd say. Everybody saw you spirit me off 
into the night, fat man. That's j ust another 
part of my master plan. You don't dare touch 
me, tonight, or even tomorrow. " -

The road rushed under the car in a quick 
rubber whisper. 

" Tell you how it is with me, Schabold. 
Sometimes I don't sleep nights worrying about 
the criminals walking free in this world. I 
get mad. Then I do things about it. I make 
sure a guy's a real honest-to-god criminal, 
then I start clicking. I eliminated your boy 
friends first, because if  something happened 
to me, you might try and frame it off on one 
of them. That's your usual trick. But I want-
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ed you-alone. Just you, me and the next 
twenty-four hours, darling. It's your move." 

Schabold strangled inside his lapels. His 
eyes were grey, blind, shining straight ahead : 
his jowls shaking. 

Glancing at the s wiftly running scenery, 
Douser said, "There's your house, Schabold. 
You want to stop and pick up a gun-" 

Brakes screamed. Douser bounced like a 
ping-pong on the windshield. Schabold looked 
pleased, and bulged from the car to pump 
across the street, Douser pattering after. 

They found a gun in the kitchen. Douser 
cheerily helped look for it. "Is it in the waste
basket ? No. Refrigerator ? I knew you 
wouldn't carry a gun by the jail. How about 
this jar of berry jam ?" 

Schabold found the gun. Munching crack
ers, Douser followed him back to the car. 
Nobody made any phone calls to warn anybody 
to come help somebody. The car roared again. 

Schabold, with gun, settled down, over the 
shock of things. The bright eyes began to 
think inside the fat. He poked up the speed. 
They boomed through Beverly Hills, Douser 
whistling happily. When he finished whistling 
he asked the fat man a favor : 

"Please, Mr. Schabold. Take out your gun." 
"-What · for ?" 
"For the hell of it." 
Schabold pulled the gun. "Well . . .  ?" 
Douser gave directions. "Stick it  against 

my chest." 
The gun muzzled with ugly pleasure against 

ribs the size of a small birdcage. 
Douser panted on his fingernails, rubbed 

them boredly on his knee-cap with a slow, 
languid motion. "Now-pull the trigger." 

rrHE car purred down into a husky mutter. 
.l. . Schabold whispered : "Oh, I'd love to pull 

this trigger. And keep on pulling it, over and 
over." The eyes in the fat opened, closed, 
opened again. "Lord, what it would do to 
your pint-sized machinery. It'd be worth it-
almost." . 

" Almost ?" wondered the Douser. "I gather 
there is some doubt ?" 

The gun chewed his ribs, more. 
"Enjoy yourself. Play with me. You think 

you got me in a spot where you can laugh. 
Play with me. Go on." 

The car crawled slow, and the wind blew 
hard and cold through the window. Schabold 
kept whispering slow and cold, too : 

" But I don't want a jail-rap, I don't like 
trouble. Not now, anyway." 

He put the gun away, with a great battle 
of will. 

D ouser's heart played hopscotch, marking 
Jines on his stomach and j umpi ng up and 
down on it, hard. He sweated. 

Schabold sat thinking a long while as they 

drove toward the sea. Salt wind blew i n  from 
the stars, and Schabold chewed over an idea 
like a wad of gum, and finally smiled, the 
wrong kind of smile, at Douser. Douser swal
lowed, tightly. 

The ocean rushed to meet them with a boom 
of surf and a stretch of snow white sand. 
Schabold stopped the car and looked at the 
waves, his mind going out and in with them, 
deciding. When next he spoke, his voice was 
thoughtful, soft. The anger was gone, the 
excitement and fury. In it was the sound of 
a man whose decision is made. 

"Douser, it's either you or me . . . . " 
D<mser's heart leaped i n  its cage like a 

frantic red bird. 
Schabold confessed a bit. "I came to the 

Coast to blackmarket gas. I'm a business man, 
you might say. You get in my way, hurt my 
men, bother me at all hours. Tonight, I de
cided to supervise your demise myself. I never 
do a job alone, I need help. And my men are 
convenient hooks upon which to hang prison 
terms in case anything happens. That Detroit 
job, for example, they never proved a thing 
on us. I let Louie Martin take the rap for 
that cop killing in Fort Worth. There's always 
a way, Douser," he said indulgently, gently. 
"I have never been in jail in my life. I pride 
myself on my clever record. N ever been in 
jail. You, now, tonight, thought to get me 
alone, to joke with me, work on me. Well, 
now, l ittle man," he finished dryly, "get out 
of the car, very slowly, prease." 

The gun was in Douser's side again. Douser 
gentled the door open, slid out. Schabold slid 
heavily after, eyes shining like a saint. 

"Goodbye, Douser." 
"Don't be a fool ! " Douser cried. 
Schabold fired his gun. 
He kept firing it until it was empty . 
BANG. Douser jerked. BANG. He shriv-

eled with it. BANG. It kicked his eardrums. 
Bullets sang hot -songs. BAN G. Ricocheting 
off sea-pebbles. Stars shook like fireflies. 
BANG ! 

Silence. 
The sea came in and went out, lifting its 

salty skirts. 
And out of salt silence, Schabold's soft, 

genuine laughter. 

DOUSER'S fingers crawled like wary spi
ders, chest, stomach, legs, arms, then 

flying to his face. 
Schabold kept laughing. "You should-

hav�-seen-your-feet ! "  
Douser said simply, "I'm alive." 
"Certainly." Schabold laughed again. 
Douser looked almost disappointed. "You 

missed me on purpose ! " 
Laughter tears ran down the fat man's face. 

He was having fun, playing Douser's game 
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right back at him. Now he climbed back in 
the car, flicked the keys in the ignition, chor
tling. " Well, I don't have to kill you, Douser, " 
he said. " For the last hour I've worked on 
some way to kill you while I had the chance. 
It was tempting. My emotions got hold of me. 
Well, I'll wait. A week or a month. Until 
my boys are sprung from jail. Wait until my 
alibi is water-tight, then you'll vanish and 
they'll never see you again. Why, you haven't 
got a thing on me. " He was confident. " Not 
a thing. All I have to do is drive off, leave 
you here, go home to bed, forget the whole 
matter. " 

"There's only one thing wrong with your 
logic, "  said the Douser, reaching into the 
car and extracting the keys from the ignition 
with a deft move of fingers. " I  haven't 
changed my mind. You can put off killing 
me, you think. But who changes my mind ? 
You been big and fat and loud and rich for 
years. I'd do anything to pin something on 

" Well, there, then ! "  
Douser slapped him. 
" Hey ! "  Schabold crouched behind the 

wheel. 
" I  bet you never been kicked in the shins," 

said Douser. "I bet nothing ever happened to 
you, except one thing, the thing that made you 
turn crook. What happened, Schabold ? "  

Schabold blinked. 
" You heard me. " Douser leaned forward. 

" What happened. "  
Schabold waited and said, " 1 929. " 
Douser nodded. " Thought so. Bathed, 

manicured all your life. Life didn't touch you. 
1929 slammed you, though. You couldn't take 
meeting reality. You turned crook and went 
on being rich the wrong way. That's what I 
figured. Well, fat man, shake hands. I'm life, 
I'm reality catching up with you again. I'm 
the stuff you been running away from for 
years. Life. Pain. Reality. That's me. 
Shake ? "  

KEEP O N  BUYING BONDS ! 

You can't beat a Panzer Division with a pea-shooter, nor knock down Zeros 
with sling-shots ! Make sure that our service men will never have to fight. 
without e:ffective weapons-by going over your ten per cent quota, and-

BUY MORE U. S. WAR SAVINGS BONDS-EVERY PAY-DAY ! 

you. Even if it meant killiQg myself. " 
Schabold looked at him as if he was a man 

from another star. "You're crazy. Crazy as 
a betel-nut ! " 

"Maybe. " Douser jangled the keys. " If 
you drive off, leaving me here, I'll climb the 
palisades and jump off the cliff. Maybe I'll 
get killed, maybe not. Either way, it involves 
you for a prison term. " • 

Schabold couldn't understand that. " I'm 
talking to a moron. You keep talking that way, 
I'll have to shut you up. "  

"Ah-ha ! "  cried Douser triumphantly. " See ? 
You're trapped ! No matter what you do, 
you're trapped. Kill me and you're caught 
with no one to pin the crime on but yourself ! 
Don't kill me, and 1'1 kill you, or jump off a 
cliff-who knows ? "  

" You-you got a gun ? "  
That was funny. " No. Only my fists and 

my feet and a reputation for being a nuisance. 
I know you, Schabold. I've studied you a long 
time. Otherwise I wouldn't have risked com
ing with you. Some other Joe might've shot 
me. Not you. You're careful. Well, the fun's 
over. You ever been slapped in the face, 
Schabold ? "  

" No . . . .  " 

Douser was on the running board, one foot 
inside the car, kicking softly into Schabold's 
shins. Gently, at first. " I  figure it this way
cops get killed everyday. What if I get killed ? 
It's no worse. I have fun. I get my man. 
There ! "  

" Stop it, stop it, stop ! "  cried Schabold. 
" I  dare you to kill me I Come on, fat man ! " 
Schabold fell heavily out the opposite side 

of the car. Douser scrambled after. 
Schabold panted out and in. " You-you 

can't-bother-m-me ! Keep away, k e e p  
away ! "  he cried. 

" Ever been strangled, Schabold ?  Let's try 
it ! "  

With a bear-like roar and a sweep of one 
arm, Schabold shook the clinging Douser 
loose like a cockroach. He threw his empty 
gun and missed. Douser kicked shins again. 

" Getting your temper up, huh ? Good. " 
Do user danced around. " You're getting mad, 
Schabold. That's fatal. You're getting mad 
and you're going to die ! You're an oyster 
with its shell off, soft and white underneath ! "  

Schabold lumbered forward. Douser darted 
around the car. " Tag, you're it ! "  

The fat man clutched a heavy rock and 
heaved it like a girl playing basketball, with 



HALF-PINT HOMICIDE i'l 
both hands. It  clunked off the fender. Douser 
ducked and ran. Bellowing in a perfect fury, 
sounding the big expanses of his lungs, Scha
bold careened in heavy pursuit. He was off 
the edge, all the way. Instinctive self-preser
vation was overcome, swallowed by unthink
ing, bestial rage. He snarled. 

" Douser, Douser, you little louse ! "  
They made a queer dreamy chase across 

deep sands with the sea-beat timing them, and 
only the stars watching. Ahead, half a mile 
off, was a necklace of lights lying by the sea 
-Venice Amusement Pier--calling them on. 

JT WAS two in the morning when they 
reached Venice Pier, their tongues showing 

out of their mouths. The dark pier was de
serted. 

Slowing to a wary, quick-breathing walk, 
Schabold said, 

" Oh, how I hate you, you louse . "  
Under the plankings the sea walked o n  salt 

feet between the piles. Schabold's feet were 
heavy, thick, tired, old, sludging. 

Like a humming-bird, one moment Douser 
poised under Schabold's engulfing arms, the 
next instant he was gone. 

Douser made movements. 
Somewhere a merry-go-round burst into 

brilliant, blatant light. The blind" eyes of 
Schabold focussed dully, bringing out of salt 
shadows horses frozen on brass poles. A cal
liope wheezed. ThJuser tossed a switch gaily. 
Horses shocked into leaping life, going around. 
Douser went around with them. on a reeling 
world. 

" Come and get me, fat man ! " 
Schabold obeyed, but the turntable threw 

him aside emotionlessly. He fell, and a mo
ment later there were footsteps running, a 
nj.ght watchman flushing his huge belly and 
sweating face with a flashlight. 

"Hey, in there ! "  
Schabold got up and hit the man a terrific 

blow. He wanted no outside distractions now. 
The night watchman tumbled, got up, and 
went off, yelling, for help. 

" You just killed a man, Schabold ! "  taunted 
Douser, coming around, going away, coming 
around, going away. The calliope yelled with 
him. 

Schabold began to cry, frustratedly. He 
held out angry fingers as if they, and wishing 
hard enough, would cease the revolving world 
where all values shifted and all horses laughed. 

The merry-go-round stopped. With a 
chunky bleat, jowls shaking, Schabold clam
bered aboard, only to have the world jerk into 
life again. Screaming, he held to the swaying 
universe and could not find Douser, only a 
shadow running off down, away through a 

corridor of awful music, like a little bird van
ishing forever. . . . 

• • • 
They found Schabold at dawn, seated on 

the largest horse of the merry-go-round at 
Venice, going up and down and around, the 
music blaring, him going up and down in a 
heavy, mechanical, lethargic rhythm. Scha
bold liked the horses. He didn't want to get 
off. 

He kicked the officer who tried to get him 
down off his mount. He also kicked another 
officer in the stomach, and bit a third. 

So they put him in jail. 
Sitting on the sergeant's desk a few days 

later, Douser heard the story from the suge's 
own gentle lips, 

" Schabold went stir nuts. He was jailed 
for disturbiJ!g the peace, that's all. But he 
kicked an officer. Then he added ro his crimes. 
He rattled bars, took swipes at people, tore off 
his clothes, threw away his diamond rings, 
screamed, and finally broke a little guy's arm, 
claiming the little guy's name was Douser. 
Yeah, Douser, mind you. Schabold finally 
confessed everything. Blackmarket deals, 
killings, robberies. It was like a load on his 
stomach he wanted to heave up, so he could 
feel better. " 

The Douser nodded philosophically. "Just 
like I said. We all carry the seeds of our own 
downfall. Schabold never knew reality in his 
life. He kept a roll of fat and bodyguards 
between himself and life. So what happened ? 
He met me. I was real. I hurt. I was death, 
irritation and stuff he'd never really known. 
He couldn't get away from me. So he re
verted to full childhood, pulled a baby's tan
trum. His type is soft, once life bumps them 
they full down all the way and are dragged 
back up with a noose around their throats. I 
tell you, sarge, it's sad. " 

Douser slid off the desk. " So there you. 
are. More than one way to pin something on 
a guy. Let him do it himself. That's all I'm 
good for. I'm no sleuth. I just know how to 
bother people. Nuisance value. See you later, 
sarge.'l 

The sarge said, " Where do you think you're 
going ? "  

Douser scowled. "Well, this morning's pa
per says Dutch Carelli is arriving on the one 
fifteen train today. I thought I'd go down 
and throw a mud-pie at him and study his 
reactions for future use." 

" You might get hurt, Douser." 
" Say, I �ever thought of that ! " remarked 

the little guy. 
A moment later he was running out into 

the sunshine, and the sarge was leaning back, 
shaking his head and cursing softly . . . .  



One postage stamp forger had an 

ingenious method of disposing of 

his counterfeit rarities. He'd place 

an advertisement in philatelic jour· 

nals offering to buy certain rare 

issues from dealers at high prices. 

Then under a different name he'd 

write to dealers offering to sell the 

stamps at a low price. The dealers, 

anticipating a quick turnover at a 

good profit, fell for the dodge. The 
forger was well on his way before 
the trick was discovered. 

When a Flushing, N. Y., housewife 

realized that she had been swindled 

of 84,500, she rushed to the police 

-and was astonished to learn that 

the culprits had already been caught 
and the police were awaiting the vic· 
tim ! The crooks had been picked 
up in the act of dividing their loot 
by detectives suspicious of their ae· 
tions. When their prisoners tried to 
bribe their way free, the detectives 
knew they had somethinc but 
weren't quite sure just what. 
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The couple walking in the park were sud· 
denly beset by hoodlums and the man was 
shot. The hoods escaped in a waiting car 
and the hysterical girl was taken to police 
headquarters. There she would say only that 
she was the slain man's fiancee and that he 
had met her earlier that evening in the 
lobby of her apartment house ; she was evi· 
dently terrified for her life. ·In her apart· 
ment the police found the butt of an expen· 
sive cigar, with a quill-of a kind then sold 
exclusively in Detroit. Investigation of the 
slain man's past disclosed that he never 
smoked. Suddenly confronted with the state· 
ment that the police were going to pick up 
her Detroit friend, the girl broke down. The 
man from Detroit was a gang leader who 
had traced her and demanded that she re
turn to him. He had been in the apartment 
when her fiance arrived. His gunmen had 
undoubtedly murdered her fiance to force 
her to return to Detroit. 

The ex-convict looted the ware
house and fled to another state. 
He had a facial sear removed by 
plastic surgery and then, to make 
himself further "law-proof," hired 
a physician to remove the skin of 
his fingertips. The doctor cut 
away the flesh of his fingers and 
thumbs and sewed each finger into 
separate pockets cut into his chest. 
Some weeks later the fingers were 
cut loose, their tissue regenerated. 
The thug was picked up after an· 
other robbery but was held only 
because he could not produce his 
draft registration card. He felt 
that the terrible agony he had en· 
dured was now paying oJf, as he 
could not be tied to his past record 
by fingerprints. But he was wrong. 
The FBI used a powerful magni· 
fying glass and the original tell
tale whorls stood revealed under 
the transplanted skin. 



Too late he tried to duck. A 
two-foot length of pipe 

slammed at him. • • • 

IT WAS a biting cold Monday morning, 
still dark outside when Ed Tulane rang in 
at 6 : 12. It was nearly as dark inside. A 

single bulb shone and that from the front of 
the big machine shop over the tool crib door. 
Even for Ed it was early but it was an im
portant day and he needed time alone. He 
crossed to his bench unlocked the drawer and 

Ed was betting on 
a girl, Charley was 

betting on the gee-gees, but 
the killer was playing them 

both for a-

PARLAY O N  

DEATH 

By 
STUART FRIEDMAN 

set his lunchbox inside, then fished a cigarette 
out of his fresh-laundered j umper. Ed moved 
toward the front of the shop, scratching a 
match aflame on a milling machine, his 
thoughts on Leah. He had no way of know
ing two people were watching him, and that 
one of them was a murderer. 

He shot the burnt match at the sawdust-
73 
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filled spittoon by number 2 lathe, let the smoke 
out in a long sigh. Ed Tulane had resolved 
not to think of his shortcomings, because he'd 
done too much of that in the past. While it was 
true he was no longer young, he still wasn't 
bad looking. He was a skilled millwright, 24 
years with Con-Am Steel & Malleable, one of 
the few upon whom the huge plant had to de
pend to keep operating. The shop gang 
wasn't a production unit which made it a 
target of efficiency "experts " and others with 
chart-minds. But when machines or equip
ment went haywire, it was the brains and 
ability of the men in his bunch that got things 
functioning. And Ed was proud of his part. 
Yet, he couldn't suppress certain qualms. 
Mainly, he couldn't be sure Leah was not still 
in love with Charley Bole. 

Ed stepped over a pair of channel irons by 
the acetylene outfit, shrugged out of his over
coat. He passed the light over the toolcrib 
door, reached the handle of his locker. His 
body stiffened suddenly as a voice sounded in 
the dimness back of him. 

"That you Ed ?" 
Ed's jaw tightened. Charley Bole ! 
He heard Charley's footsteps. Quickly he 

sli pper! the precious white velvet j eweler's 
box from his coat to overall pockets. 

"Got something here in m'locker t' show 
_you." 

Charley's straight, colorless lips showed a 
wry grin as he passed under the light. 

"I got some work," Ed said cooly, moved 
past him. 

BACK at his bench Ed Tulane snapped on 
the cone light, lay the cigarette on his 

vice. He scrubbed his hands scrupulously 
clean on his fresh denims, cast a resentful 
look over one shoulder to make sure Charley 
Bole was still at the other end of the shop. 
Then he opened the box. It was a beautiful 
square diamond, elaborately mounted in 
platinum, set off by ruby chips. It had cost a 
lot. But he loved her a lot and marriage to 
Charley Bole had put her through years of 
hell that Ed wanted to make up to her. 

Leah had been married to Charley Bole 
several years before. Charley had hit a pool 
ticket, thrown up his job in the shop, and 
snatched her from Ed all in one day. Slow, 
dumb, cautious, that's what he'd been, Ed 
thought angrily. Of course he'd had his 
mother to support, but afterward he realized 
there'd have been plenty for all of them. If  
he'd had it  to  do over he'd not have stuck 
to those old-fashioned ideas about having a 
solid bank account, and everything waiting on 
a platter for the ''little woman." Maybe most 
people did spend their lives in debt-but any
how they were getting something out of life. 
Much as he liked his work, and nice as the 

folks were where he'd boarded since his 
mother's death, it wasn't like really belonging 
to anybody, or working for any special pur
pose. Now there was the war, of course, which 
made his job vital. But afterward he wanted 
a home. A real one. He wanted Leah to have 
nice things around her, and a feeling of secur
ity. Kids, too. Some guys thought he was a 
sap, but Ed didn't hold it against a woman 
for divorcing, and second fiddle or no she was 
the one he wanted. 

"Whatcha got there ?" Charlie had sneaked 
up, looked at the ring now, grinning. "You 
ain't gone romantic on some woman, have y' 
Ed ?" 

Ed snapped the box shut, looked at Charley 
bleakly without speaking. 

" Maybe then this'll move y' tongue. " 
Ed Tulane didn't need to look closely at the 

elaborately scrolled document Charley Bole 
unfolded. Numb fingers reached toward the 
burning cigarette on the vise, knocked it off 
onto the heavy planking of the worn bench. 

"So she married you again," Ed said. He 
swept the cigarette to the floor, stood looking 
down as he ground it against the cement. "She 
likes standing in front of a sorting table tear
ing her hands to pieces on iron casting so you 
can keep the bookies and crapshooters eating." 

"Women's rights, Eddie," Charlie said. 
"Hell, are they reactionary ! 'Sides I re
formed-" 

Ed Tulane's head snapped up. "You're a 
liar. You been placing bets with old Tabby 
Harkness that runs the front elevator over 
in Steel. Tabby says you play every day." 

"Leah's in the plant. Why not take a walk 
over t' hr department 'n' tell her 'bout me," 
Charley said derisively. "Don't forget I 
punch for cigarettes on the candy'man's board 
too. But maybe better not tell that on me. 
Alec tells me you just fling away a nickel every 
day on that punchboard too. Alec even re
serves that tab for you. I know, cause I asked 
for it. Just ain't fair of you, Eddie, reservin' 
that one. Pertty name, too. Leah . . . .  " 

"Get away from me," Ed said tightly. "Get 
on away from me and shut your mouth. I 
don't want to listen to you. I don't want to 
look at you. I'm warning you-" 

" Easy, Eddie. On m' way, " Charley said. 
He sauntered toward the door. He stood in 
the opening to the alley leading across to the 
rolling mills, called back. Ed, I notice here 
recent y' getting cranky. Know what ? Think 
y' need a woman, that's what . . . .  " 

Ed Tulane stood rigidly, his fists clenched. 
The door slammed, but in an instant opened 
again. 

Charley yelled raucously. "Me and Leah 
come in early so's to go see Tabby Harkness. 
If y' followed the sport o' kings y'd see a nag 
down at Tropical paid a hunnerd ' four. I 
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had thirty riding, which means Tabby'll have 
t'ree grand an' a hundred an' twenty for me. 
How's that stack with y' Saturday and Sun
day overtime dough ?" 

Charley Bole laughed, then was gone. Ed 
switched off his light, suddenly very tired. 
He heeled his hands on the edge, hoisted 
himself up and back onto the bench, reclined 
limply on a board slanted against the wall. 
He'd been keened and buoyant. Now he was 
leaden, with an overwhelming sense of hope
lessness. He dreaded seven o'clock with the 
teeming, shrilling, the clank and drone and 
smashing overtones and staccatos, the dirt 
and sweat. He let his eyes close, wish ing he 
could leave and go off somewhere that he 
could sleep and sleep and never have to think 
or to feel or to look at anyone. But instantly 
his eyes were open. Three quick, distinct 
sounds came from the darkness up front-and 
it was very dark, because the toolcrib bulb 
was out. The sounds had been : tinkling, a 
thunking against a bench, and the unmistak
able sound of a small piece of iron striking 
the concrete floor. 

ED TULANE sat forward rigidly. He 
grasped the switch of his own bench light, 

turned it on, angled the shade out. The faintest 
edge of light illuminated to the door up front, 
which opened onto an alley. For only a split 
second Ed saw a hand drawing the door closed 
from the outside. Ed's feet hit the floor re
soundingly, raced to the alley door. He ran 
along the outside of the shop. Far ahead, at 
the head of the alley formed by the machine 
shop building and carpenter shop there was 
i llumination from the windows of the foundry 
off to the right. Ed caught an indistict view 
of the running figure. Then it disappeared 
around the corner of the carpentry building, 
headed for the foundry. 

Ed increased his pace. Someone had 
thrown a small pellet of iron at that light, 
and he wanted to know why. Way he figured 
it must have been thrown from inside the shop 
-by the lockers. Otherwise it wouldn't have 
deflected to the bench, then the floor. If the 
thrower had aimed from the door to the alley, 
the iron would have probably struck the tool 
crib door glass. But it wouldn't have hit the 
bench after striking the light. Ed reached the 
corner, ran along the front of the carpentry 
building. Whoever it was had apparently got 
to the foundry, for he saw no one. 

Too late he tried to break pace and duck A 
two-foot length of pipe slammed at him as he 
reached the corner of the building. The iron 
smashed into his upper chest, sent the pain 
blazing through him. His hands clawed at 
the pipe, found a half grip, lost it. Instinc
tively he shielded his head. The next blow 
nearly broke his forearms. Ed swore sharply, 

dove toward the shadowy figure weilding the 
pipe. Then the pipe slashed down, landed 
crushingly on his skull. 

* • • 

It was bright daylight when he awoke, and 
he recognized .the plant's small emergency dor
mitory. His hand went to the top of his head, 
not because it hurt but because it felt like it 
wasn't there. Ed could see the l ittle group ln 
the dispensary which occupied the front of the 
medical building. In a moment someone saw 
him stirring, and pointed. One of t>he com
pany nurses came in. Ed scarcely noticed her, 
for at her heels was Leah. 

She wore overalls and short-sleeved white 
blouse, and her hair, except for a small black 
crescent on her forehead, was bound by red
check gingham tied in a pert bow. Her eyes 
were dark and her skin pale so that her bright
ly painted, pouty lips were doub1y exciting. 
His own lips became dry. As she came closer 
Ed saw she'd been crying. It set his heart 
pounding, and he fairly squirmed for the 
nurse to be gone. When she left, Ed said : 

" Aw, don't cry, Leah. If my dome wa:s soft 
as that heart of yours it'd cost you forty cents 
extra-" 

" Ed Tulane I "  she cried. It was as though 
he'd hit her. " You can lay j oking about a death 
benefit charge ! You, Ed. I thought you was 
the grandest £ella I ever met, and I told the 
police even that Ed Tulane wouldn't kill a 
fly. " 

Ed lay staring at her, his mouth bitter. Of 
course she hadn't been crying over him I 

" What about the police ?" he said tone
lessly. 

" Charley's been murdered. Oh, Ed ! "  
She turned away, crying aloud. Ed watched 

her helplessly, trying to digest the information. 
Then, in irritation, he noted a little audience 
gawking through the glass of the dispensary 
door. Old Tabby Ha.rkness, freight elevator 
operator and sidetime bookie ; Alec Freel, who 
ran the pushcart candy and tobacco route 
through the plant, a benefit society concession ; 
and a scowling kewpie of a man in pearl gray 
suit and Homburg whom Ed had never seen. 

" Leah, "  Ed said slowly. "The police think 
I killed Charley-account of you ? " 

She turned back, wiping her eyes. She 
nodded solemnly. 

" I  didn't, " Ed said. " You can believe that. 
And I'm very sorry he's dead-l-wei!, I 
really am. When I found you'd married him 
again-but forget that. Leah, did he get the 
bet money from Tabby Harkness ?" 

" Was he betting ? "  Leah said. "I  didn't 
know. " 

" Well, he said you and he were going to 
collect a big bet. Something like three thou-
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sand," Ed said earnestly. " When was he 
killed ?" 

"They think about seven, " Leah said. " I  
saw him last when we got to the plant--about 
six. The body was discovered around noon
it's nearly four now, Ed. " 

" Where ? Where was he killed ? How ? "  
" The-the back o f  h i s  head was crushed, " 

Leah said, shuddering slightly. " With a pipe 
or something. They found him in the penthouse 
of Tabby's elevator, Ed. And you say Tabby 
Harkness owed Charley-" 

" Charley said. He might have been getting 
my goat, " Ed said. He shifted from his posi
tion on one elbow to full sitting position. He 
sat looking at his shoes which seemed to 
swim around the floor for several seconds. 

" You can
"' 

go now lady. Stick around out
side." 

It was the fretful, round-faced man in gray. 
Ed looked up, drawing in a deep breath. He 
felt steadier, 

" I'm Lieutenant Flitch of the police, Mr. 
Tulane. What happened to you ? "  

ED told the whole thing from the moment 
he'd punched his card at 6 : 12. Flitch sat 

across from him on a cot, nodding approval 
the whole while as though he'd never before 
listened to words quite so true. As Ed finished 
Flitch peered absorbedly at the points of his 
breast handkerchief. 

" Three thousand and one hundred and 
twenty dollars, " Flitch said, poked a round 
finger here and there along his handkerchief's 
edges, then looked up with an air of finality. 
" Quite a goodly sum for anyone but-heh heh 
-a defense worker. Reminds me of the ones 
they tell at the station about this guy who went 
to the electric chair for murder. Fella really 
hadn't done the murder. But he confessed ac
count he was dying for a steak and only way he 
could get it was to be a condemned man where 
he could have whatever he wanted. Kinda 
funny. Say Ed, you read much ? "  

" Some, " Ed answered. He felt hollow in
side. Cops didn't go around with a line of 
travelling salesman chatter. This funny little 
guy was taking a purposely long road so Ed 
wouldn't know what he was getting at, he 
guessed. 

" Detective stories, " Flitch asked amiably. 
"Read them ? "  

" Yes. " 
" Don't it gripe you how the hero's always 

getting conked on the head ? "  Flitch laughed. 
" Say maybe the hero's all ready to end the 
case-when conk ! Heh heh. But some I got 
to admire, like when a character gets shot 
at or maybe conked-then it turns out this 
character conked himself-and by gosh turns 
out to be the villain. " 

" I  was hit. Knocked out, " Ed said quickly. 

" There's nothing funny about it, either. And 
let me tell you something. I don't like being 
made a fool of this way. . . . " 

" Ed. Ed. I know you don't like being made 
a fool of, " Flitch said. " What man does ? Has 
his heart set on a girl. If he's a real man he 
gets plenty sore. " 

" I  was sore. I admit that. I said it before," 
Ed cried. " Dam mit,  I didn't kili that man."  

" Two best motives in the world are : Wo
men-" Flitch said, paused. He stared at Ed, 
one eyebrow lifted. " Women and Money. 
Y au knew you'd be suspect one. Y o·u knew 
nobody else had cause to club Charles Bole 
viciously to death. The minute the red fury 
left you-after you'd spent that murderous 
fury mashing a man's skull-you saw your 
situation was hopeless-" 

Flitch was on his feet now, face deep red, 
his chubby fists knotted till the knuckles were 
white. 

" Hopeless ! You were going to burn. You 
couldn't think. You never were smart, and 
now you couldn't think at all. You needed 
time. You hit yourself over the head, came out 
of it after awhile-though you pretended not 
to-and lay in this bed cooking up another 
good motive for the murder you committed 
over a woman-" 

Flitch broke off, strode to the door of the 
dispensary. 

" You - elevator man. You - candy man. 
Come in here. Also, Mrs. Bole, please-" 

ED'S breath was coming fast. Flitch's as-
sault had shaken him badly. He felt in his 

jumper for cigarettes. Then he saw his bill
fold, ring case and a badly wadded pack on 
the white steel table by the head of the bed. 
The cigarettes were torn and mangled. 

" Alec, " Ed said as the candy vendor entered 
back of Leah. " I  need a fresh pack. You're 
not locked up yet are you ? "  

Alec Freel looked to the gray-clothed police 
lieutenant for approval. Lt. Flitch nodded, 
turned abruptly to big, gaunt Tabby Harkness. 
Tabby's long, seamed face was sickly. He 
scratched his neck, then dug his bony fingers 
into the iron-gray hair of his temple, ended 
by fiddling with the laces of the leather apron 
he wore over sleazy old overalls. He wasn't 
a very bright old man, Ed reflected. Always 
overloading his elevator and jerking his 
stops and starts which not only blew the fuses 
but weakened the support cables. He beetled 
his brows at Ed as an alternative to facing 
Flitch squarely. 

" At me, " Flitch said coldly. " Look at me, 
Tabbath Harkness. I 'll give you five seconds 
to get your story changed to the truth. Other
wise I'm sending you up on a perjury charge, 
withholding evidence, and suspicion of mur
der." 
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Tabby's eyes shifted first to Leah who was 

staring fixedly at Flitch. At last he looked at 
the lieutenant. 

" No change. No sir, l ieutenant. Me an' 
Charley Bole and Alec Freer w-w-was only 
chewin' around. Along toward six-thirty. 
Talkin' about th-th' war. Them damn Nazis-" 

" You don't book bets on the horses, that your 
story ? "  Flitch shot at him. 

" Horses ? "  Tabby cried. " A  book ? "  
Ed said disgustedly. " A  hundred people will 

vouch that you take horse bets ! " 
" Well-yeah. See, lieutenant I live in a 

downtown hotel near a bookie, so now and then 
I take a bet in for some of the fellas here
them that's workin' hard for the war effort-" 

" Where's the dough ? The three thousand 
one hundred and twenty dollars Charles Bole 
was to have collected from you ? "  Flitch said. 

Alec Freel reentered the dormitory, stepped 
around back of Harkness, nodded to Leah 
and moved quietly to Ed. He ripped open the 
cigarettes, then struck a match as Ed got a 
cigarette to his lips. 

" Good," Ed said, inhaling. He looked at 
his fingers, saw that they trembled. " Thanks 
Alec. Ticket me for it-{)r maybe you owe 
me another nine packs. I win the carton 
today ? "  

Alec shook his head, drew a slip from his 
white jacket pocket. He studied the paper, 
the while stroking his mustache with his 
lower lip. 

" Guy in the Annealing Room won it. Leah 
was-" Alec cut off, " Cripes, Ed. I forgot 
you-name Leah won. " 

" Tea later, boys, " Flitch snapped. " Listen, 
Freel, what were you and Charley Bole and 
this man talking about at six-thirty this 
morning ? "  

" About Charley's marriage to Leah o n  Sat
urday. Of course Charley was doing the most 
talking. " Alec said. " I  couldn't stay long . . . .  
frankly I got the impression the pair of them 
had something private to discuss. So I came on 
up, got my trays loaded for the first run-" 

" Private ? " Flitch said softly, one eyebrow 
lifting. He nipped the center point of his breast 
handkerchief, watched Tabby Harkness from 
lowered lids. " Well ? "  

" You just thought it, Alec ! "  Harkness 
said, his voice strained. " All right-all right ! 
Charley did bet and I paid that dough. I was 
scared to say. Only me knew about the dough 
and it wasn't found so I thought you'd think 
I took it-" 

Leah moved over to the cot opposite Ed. 
" Cigarette, " she whispered. 
" You knew your groom had won a big bet, 

didn't you, Mrs. Bole ? "  Flitch challenged. 
"Yes, " Leah said. She shook out the match

flame with which she'd been lighting. 
Ed Tulane's eyes narrowed. "You told me 

you didn't know," he said softly. 
" How could I make you understand I'd 

married him again when I knew he'd never 
reformed ? "  

" If you loved h i m  that much it wasn't nec
essary to make me understand anything. " Ed 
said evenly. 

" Ed, you were laying there wounded and 
helpless, and I could tell in your eyes I'd 
already hurt you enough," she said des
perately. " Ed-look at me. Can't you see that 
I could have loved Charley but that you were 
-and are very important to me. Can't you 
see ? "  

Ed got unsteadily to his feet. " I  see. Like 
a brother. Lieutenant. can I talk to you 
alone ? "  

QNCE on h i s  feet E d  could move pretty well. 
Flitch preceded him into one corner of 

the dispensary. " Still think I'm guilty ? "  
" What d o  you want ? "  Flitch parried. 
" You ever consider there mightn't have been 

any money ? "  
" Now a mechanic is teaching me m y  job," 

Flitch said. "I think of everything. Harkness 
maybe didn't turn in the thirty dollar bet, and 
when the longshot won there was no money to 
pay off with. That your notion ? "  

" Yes, " Ed said. Flitch's glance moved past 
his shoulder. Ed turned, saw Alec come 
through the door. 

" Can I go, Lieutenant ? "  Alec asked. "I've 
got some bookwork. Tomorrow's the first 
and my accounts have to be straight. The 
Society meets, and-" 

" How the ponies treating you, Freel ? "  
"All right. I play very little. Why ?" Alec 

Freel answered easily. 
" Why ? "  the lieutenant barked. " Why do 

you think ? It's a fact, isn't it, that you bet at 
the same joint Tabby Harkness works for ? 
And it's a fact you were there Saturday eve
ning, and knew Tabby collected for some client 
at the shop. And it's a fact you been playing 
with the funds from that candy route, and to
day's your last chance to make up the short
age ? " 

" I  place bets at Angelo's, yes. I was there 
Saturday evening. I seem, even, to recall 
seeing Tabby, " Alec snapped, rubbed his 
mustache nervously. " But I lose no more 
than I can afford. My accounts here are in 
order." 

" Pair of you get back in that dorm," Flitch 
ordered. 

Flitch was gone for more than two hours. 
During that time a plainclothesman had been 
stationed there, so the Lieutenant apparently 
considered he had his suspects rounded up. 
One of them was the killer. Ed tried to get 
some rest, and to make sense of the attack on 
him. Th� purpose seemed to avoid identifica-
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tion, which would explain breaking the light as 
well. But why had the person been hiding 
around the lockers ? Had he known Charley 
would have money ? Had he imagined Charley 
had already collected that money, and it could 
be found in his locker ? 

Lieutenant Flitch was battered and de
jected when he re-entered the dormitory. There 
were smudges on his clothes. The Homburg's 
perfect crests had been crumpled, smoothed 
again. 

"You're all free, " he said. He wiped his 
neck and forehead, wadded the handkerchief 
into the breast pocket, sighed. " Cherchez Ia 
femme. Only we were thinking about the 
wrong one. Seems Bole had another kitten 
on the string-kitten with claws. Sought 
him out. . . . first demanded a showdown in 
the machine shop before Ed Tulane's arrival. 
Then tricked him into a rendezvous in the 
penthouse over Tabby's elevator. " 

Ed hung back as the other left the build
ing. 

"You're having us trailed. You didn't catch 
any murderer. You j ust hope to. How about 
the money ? " 

" 0. K., wise guy. How about it ? Where is 
it ?"  Flitch said. 

" I  can guess, " Ed said. " But if I guess 
right-" 

" Come on. Come on. You're no longer 
suspect. Leah Bole is. But what do you 
care-- ?" 

Ed opened his  lips, shut them without 
speaking. 

Ten minutes later they stepped from the 
concrete penthouse containing Steel buildings 
rear elevator machinery. From the roof they 
could see the rows of foundry buildings to 
the north, their bright heat seeming remote in 
the early night. Ed was weak, and his head 
throbbed after the climb up the steel ladder 
from the fourth floor. But the wind was sharp 
and he kept pace with Flitch. The square 
structure of Tabby Harkness's elevator pent
house loomed ahead as they hurried over 
gravelled tar. It had seemed advisable to avoid 
a direct approach to the scene of the murder. 
Flitch's theory was that the killer would at
tempt to retrieve the hidden money. If  
Ed Tulane's guess at  the hiding place, was 
right the three of them might meet. 

The last half dozen paces were on tiptoe. 
Flitch bared his head, pressed his ear to the 
door for several seconds. 

" Stand back," he said. " There's a whin
ing in there--motors, that you can't hear in 
the wind. " 

The lieutenant drew a gun from an armpit 
holster. The door handle was on the right, so 
Flitch had to hold the weapon in his left. 
Ed stood a few feet behind as Flitch yanked 
the door wide. For a paralyzing instant he 

stood framed in the light, then stepped over 
the ledge to the interior. Ed joined him quick
ly, glanced at the moving drum from which 
the steel-strand support cable unthreaded 
steadily. He mounted the raised cement plat
form in the center of the penthouse on which 
the big drum was mounted. Ed peered down 
through the slit. 

The freight elevator, its floor occupied by 
a score of casting-filled steel barrels, was de
scending. But no one was on it. 

" The elevator was started down from the 
controls here, " Ed told Flitch excitedly. "He 
j ust left-" 

Flitch was already thrusting one leg through 
the ladder opening cut out of one corner of 
the floor. Ed let the car run, his eyes avidly 
following the feeder guide's motion back and 
forth the length of the drum as steel cable 
unwound from the great spool. �e saw that 
the car was at the first floor ceiling now. If 
his theory was right-Ed's breath caught. 
He saw the edge of what looked like oilcloth 
appear suddenly as another width of cable 
left the drum. The car had reached the first 
floor. 

By the time it reached the sub-basement 
circuit breaker the folded oilcloth lay fully ex
posed, and wired lightly to the bottom layer of 
cables. Ed didn't touch it. That was Flitch's 
job. But there was no doubt in his mind that 
the protective packet contained the money. 
There'd be fing-er prints. He turned toward 
the ladder opening. And there he froze. Some
how, he'd known it would be like this. 

ALEC FREEL'S upper torso was already 
above floor level. Ed tried to reach him, 

but Alec made the last three rungs swiftly. He 
stood straddled, one foot on the ladder, the 
other on the floor, pointed the gun at Ed's 
middle. 

" Get over to one side, Tulane. I'm taking 
that dough." 

Numbly, Ed moved out of the man's way. He 
realized Alec had been waiting for Flitch, may
be pulled him off the ladder, got the gun. 

" Help yourself, " Ed said. " Nothing out of 
my pocket. " 

" Get around other side of the drum where 
I can watch you,"  Alec snapped, motioning 
with the gun. 

Ed went slowly to the other side, watched 
Alec begin to unwire the packet with one 
hand. The candy man kept touching his under
lip to his mustache nervously, and his eyes 
darted from his work to Ed every other half 
second. 

" Short with the Society, Alec ? That why ? "  
E d  asked, scarcely aware of what h e  was say
ing. Alec was shaky. Scared and dangerous. 

" Yes. What the hell you suppose, " he said. 
" Now leave me alone. I'd have made it up. 
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Only a thousand or so. So now I got me a real 
stake. I can disappear, change my name, get 
another job. Hell, easy. I ain't licked." 

" You mean j ust for a little dough like that 
you committed murder-" 

" Shut up, I said. I don't want to talk 
about it, " Alec cried. His eyes were feverish, 
and his fingers clumsy as he worked with the 
wires. "I never intended to kill the b------. 
I was nuts for dough. So I hit him-knocked 
him out, grabbed the dough. Then, my God, 
I look around and he'·s co min' up that ladder. 
If he only hadn't come to--if he' only hadn't 
of known it was me robbed him-" 

Ed's eyes narrowed. Alec was babbling, 
hysterical. The gun waved in excitement. 
Ed Tulane lunged, both hands grabbing for 
the gun. Alec sprawled over the round of 
the drum, losing his balance. He yanked the 
gun away. Ed's throat clamped, and his heart 
raced in frenzy. Tpe gun swung down, got 
Ed's body in line. Ed rolled frantically to one 
side. 

The roar of the first shot was deafening in 
that enclosure. Ed scrambled on hands and 
knees, trying to crouch out of range. A sec
ond shot. A third. Ed didn't know how 
many and he didn't know if he was hit or not. 
He thought he must be. There was no pain 
at all. Then he saw a drop of blood splash 
to the floor, absorb instantly. He glanced up 
shakily. 

In terror he saw the gun snout, smoking 
now and acrid. It was swinging for another 
try. Alec was leaning over the top of the 
drum, bracing himself against it with his free 
hand. Ed Tulane leaped to his feet. In a flash 
he sent one hand streaking at the control box 

mechanism. Unerringly, his finger flipped the 
" Up "  handle. There was a clacking noise as 
magnetos slapped into contact, and the whine 
of motors. And, before the other could grasp 
what was happening, the drum began to re
volve. 

Alec Freel screamed with pain. Ed Tulane 
stopped the motors as the pistol thudded to the 
concrete. Alec lay over the drum in a faint. 
Dispassionately, Ed looked at the hand pin
ioned under a single strand of cable. The tons 
of pressure across that half-inch strip had 
crushed bone and �sh alike. Ed walked to the 
ladder, descended. He saw that his own 
wounded forearm was furrowed less than 
a quarter inch, when he rolled his sleeve. A 
scratch, really. 

Lt. Flitch was half-reclined at the edge of a 
steel rack, a few paces from the ladder. With 
relief Ed heard him groan. Finally he sat up. 
Ed told him quickly as possible what the situa
tion was, got to the stairs. But he was too 
weak to go down. He sat on the top step, 
leaned against the railing, looked out at the 
dim shapes of racked steel along the deserted 
floor. It was pleasant thinking how Leah had 
said how much he meant to her . . . .  but not 
enough. Oddly, he didn't care. Charley Bole 
was gone, and there didn't seem any reason 
Ed couldn't have her. Maybe that was the an
swer. He'd been sort of obsessed because he 
couldn't have her. 

Really, it was a sort of relief. He hadn't 
been able to appreciate other girls because 
of that bull-headedness. But no more ! And 
when he found one he wanted she was going to 
know it. And fast ! Ed could give Charley 
Bole credit, at least, for ·a couple of damn gooo 
lessons. 
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THIS IS MURDER, MR. HERBERT! 
A Novelette of Tense, Human Drama 

By DAY KEENE 

In Marty's Bar, Joe Herbert, alone, celebrated his fortieth birthday-
forty wasted years of drudgery, and no hope in the future . . . .  But he 
had his own idea of the kind of birthday cake he'd like . . . .  With a 

flaming corpse as a candle! 
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He could see the blow start, but he couldn't avoid it. • • • 

CHAPTER ONE 

Death Begins at Forty 

L IFE had not turned out at all the way 
that oe Herbert had thought that it 
woulJ. He had dimly realized it for some 

time but on the night before his fortieth birth
day, as he stood savoring his second shot of 
rye in Marty's bar, and wondering if he could 
afford a third, fu11 realization burst like a hand 
grenade. He had not been smart. He had 
been dumb. With twenty years of hard work 
behind him, he had nothing to look forward to. 
The dreams he had dreamed-were dreams. 

He fingered a third half dollar, listening to 
the waves of conversation that rippled up and 
down the bar. The lad on his left was boast
ing : " . . . .  so I puts a double saw-buck on his 
nose and the gee romps home at forty to one. 
For once my old lady . . . .  " 

Two times four was eight. Eight hundred 
do11ars. Almost as much as he made in three 
months of seventy-eight working days. An
other voice whispered harshly : 

" S ure it's crooked. So what ? If the O.P.A. 
fines me the maximum five grand, I'll stiii be 
fifteen to the good." 

There was a mumbled murmur of approval. 
Someone began to boast of a quick deal in 
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black market tires. Herbert considered the half 
dollar. Easy, quick money. That was the 
thing. Get it, no matter how. If you had 
money you were respected. 

The old copy book maxims were wrong. If 
you were decent, you were a prude. If you 
were honest, you were a sucker. Might made 
right. Two and two were five. To him who 
was willing to steal was given. , , 

He reviewed his own life briefly.' He had 
been loyal to his firm. He had worked hard. 
An occasional drink was the extent of his dis
sipation. He didn't gamhle. He had never 
taken a penny that he hadn't earned. Had it 
paid him ? It had not. At forty he was still 
an underpaid, over-worked, three-hundred
dollar-a-month paymaster weighed down by a 
burden of debt that it would take him years to 
lift. 

He flipped the coin in his palm. At twenty 
he had promised himself and May that some
day he'd be a rich man. At forty, he was 
counting pennies. May had even suggested 
that morning that they call off the modest 
birthday party they had planned. 

" What with prices the way they are, Joe. 
And with a possible second operation neces
sary in the Fall, well-" 

May had left the sentence unfinished. She 
didn't need to. finish it. He knew. She con
sidered him a failure. He was. 

Herbert studied his reflection in the back
bar mirror. He saw a lined-faced, middle-aged 
man with graying hair. He had no distinguish
ing features. There were hundreds like him 
on the streets. His name might as well have 
been Doakes as Herbert. 

Time was when he had had dreams. Now 
he no longer had reason to hope. Young Har
vey was a cinch to manage the new South 
American branch mill when the appointment 
was made tomorrow. He tried not to feel bit
ter, and could not. By all rights of seniority 
the job belonged to him. It had been the job 
he had worked toward. It would have meant a 
jump from thirty-six hundred a year to twelve 
thousand dollars. It would have meant secu
rity. It would have meant a good car, and a 
maid, and graceful living, and all of the other 
things of which he and May had once dreamed. 

"Dreams !" He snorted the word aloud. 

HE thanked God that he wasn't completely a 
fool. He had known wha·t the collection 

that the office force had taken up that after
noon was for. They were buying a going away 
present for Harvey. He had seen Harvey 
wink at Miss Kelly as he had contributed his 
dollar. All that he could expect was twenty 
more years of work and a gold plated watch 
and a yellow slip in his pay envelope on the 
day that he was sixty. 

He felt suddenly very lonely. It had been 

different when Jerry was home. He'd had 
someone to talk to then, someone to fight for. 
Now even Jerry was gone. The official notice 
had arrived two months ago. They had sent 
his boy to war and killed him. 

He had to talk to someone. He slapped the 
coin down on the bar and when Marty had 
brought the bar rye, confided, " It's my birth
day tomorrow, Marty. Yes, sir, I'll be forty. " 

The bar owner hesitated briefly after he had 
refilled the glass. For a moment Herbert 
hoped that he was going to say that it was 
on the house. He didn't. He rang up the 
money, smiling, " Is that so, Mr. Herbert ? 
Well, congratulations I" 

He padded on down the bar to serve a 
black-jowled youth. Herbert raised the shot 
glaS6 to his lips, and set it down untouched. 
For ten years, six nights a week, he had 
bought a drink at Marty's bar. He had spent 
a thousand dollars in the place. He had seen 
Marty buy hundreds of drinks. It was just 
that he did not matter. Outside of knowing 
his name, the man did not know he existed. 

He was nothing, no one. He was a gray
haired little man in a shabby suit. 

Herbert sipped the bead from his glass and 
calculated roughly the amount of money that 
he could have stolen via padded payrolls and 
juggled time-books. Over the period of years 
he could have stolen thousands. The head 
office trusted him. They knew that he hadn't 
brains enough to steal. He handled one hun
dred thousand dollars a month. No one 
checked on his figures. And he paid himself 
three hundred. 

A maggot began to bore into his brain. He 
was forty. So what ? He still had years of life 
ahead of him. He was a comparatively young 
man. Jerry didn't need him any more. May 
would be better off without him. 

The maggot bored deeper. One hundred 
thousand dollars. A man, even a man of forty, 
could do a lot with that much money. The 
war was almost over. He could go to South 
America, China, France, lose himself in the 
confusion of the reconstruction period that 
was certain to follow the war. 

He gulped his drink and paid for a fourth. 
The rye flowed warmly through his veins and 
gave him an illusion of youth as he stared at 
a scantily dressed blonde on a calendar back 
of the bar. Such girls did exist. A man with 
a hundred thousand dollars would but have 
to crook a finger. 

He compared her mentally with his wife as 
he had seen her that morning with night 
cream still smeared on her face and a faded 
dressing gown wrapped around her aging 
body. The hot flame that once had fused them 
had long since burned low. The official con
firmation of Jerry's death had extinguished it 
entirely. May would be better off without him. 
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His life had been a failure. His death could 
be a financial success. May could have her 
second operation and live well on his own 
and Jerry's insurance. 

The palms of his hands felt hot and sweaty. 
He wiped them on his trousers. He had 
thought of this thing before. He had thought 
of it and had put it from his mind in horror. 
Now he considered it seriously. The plan was 
daring, yet simple and uncomplicated. It was 
merely a matter of stepping beyond the pale 
of decency forever, that and of finding the 
proper man, some bum on skid row who had 
little or nothing to live for. 

He realized suddenly that he wa3 premedi
tating murder and had to hold to the bar for 
support. Broken fragments of conversation 
pounded against his ears. 

· 

" . . . .  cleaned up six grand and a half." . . .  
" So I up and I says to the broad" . . .  "once 
this war is over" . . .  "nuts to the Administra
tion. And don't give me that patriotic guff. " 
. . .  " laying off two thousand men" . . .  "get 
the money. Get the money and" . . . .  

" How about it, sport ? Have a drink with 
me ? "  

Herbert realized with a start that the black
jowled youth had moved down the bar to his 
elbow and was addressing him At any other 
time he would have been grateful for the com
pany. Now all he wanted was to be alone. He 
had to think this thing out. 

He shook his head. " No: But thanks. " He 
drank the drink before him, smiled, "You see, 
I've already had my quota. " 

He walked quietly from the bar. As he 
neared the door he heard the black-jowled 
youth ask Marty, " Who's the rabbity little 
gray-haired guy ? "  

" Mr. Herbert, " Marty told him. " He's pay
master for the Rollins Mills. " 

" Yeah. That's what I thought," the youth 
said soberly. 

ON the street, Herbert lighted a cigare�te 
with fingers that shook slightly. Rab

bity, was he ? Well, maybe he was. But even 
a rabbit could kick and run. Get the money. 
That was all that counted. 

He tooled his battered coupe from the curb 
and drove slowly toward the water-front, his 
slightly drink-inflamed mind trying to alibi 
and rationalize the thing that he was planning. 

He had been with the mills for over twenty 
years. He had begun as an office boy. He 
knew every phase of the business. He was 
consulted fifty times a day by everyone from 
the superintendent of the crushing mill to the 
head of the sales department. The South 
American branch belonged to him. And they 
were going to give it to Harvey. The only 
recognition that had ever been made of his 
knowledge or service was an occasional pat 

on the back from Old Man Rollins, and the 
annual Christmas bonus. And even the typists 
got that. 

Tomorrow was payday. Why wait ? Get 
the money. Money was all that counted. If 
you had money you were the law. 

He began to plan concretely. Two months 
before the mill had cancelled its armored truck 
service over his protests. The Old Man had 
pointed out that it was an unnecessary ex
pense. In twenty years, no one had ever at
tempted to steal the pay-roll. If it was stolen, 
the mill was insured. So last month and the 
month before, Herbert had been forced to car
ry the entire amount in a case tossed carelessly 
into the back of his coupe. 

He checked his movements of the morrow. 
He would leave the bank at ten. He would 
drive directly to the home office, drop off 
ten thousand dollars with which to pay the 
office force, then drive twenty miles into the 
mountains to the mill where he would pay off 
personally. He would make the trip alone. His 
only protection would be a .38 calibered Colt 
in the glove compartment. Most of the high
way was well traveled and patrolled. He sel
dom met a car in the five miles between the 
highway and the mill. 

Three miles from the mill the road followed 
the ridge of a valley only one quarter of a 
mile from the inter-urban station that served 
the new Amalgamated Chemical plant. The 
morning shift changed at one. By sliding down 
the slope of the heavily wooded hill he .could 
easily reach the station. Three thousand men 
and women on the off-shift fought for places 
on the inter-urban and the busses. No one 
would pay much attention to an undistin
guished little gray-haired man. It would make 
small difference if they did. Joe Herbert would 
be dead, shot through the heart by bandits 
and left to be cremated to an almost unrecog
nizable crisp in his gasoline soaked coupe. 

He checked the things that might go wrong 
and found that there were hundreds of them. 
He also found that he did not care. Getting 
the money was all that mattered. He was tired 
of being a sap. He was merely gambling a 
life that did not mean a thing to him against 
ninety thousand dollars. 

He parked his car on skid row and sat 
twirling the heavy gold signet ring on his 
finger as he watched the flow of boozy dere
licts from one cheap saloon to another. That 
one was too tall. That one was too thin. He 
wanted a gray haired man about five feet nine 
who weighed around one hundred and thirty
five pounds. 

A half hour passed, an hour. He had almost 
given up hope when a mild-appearing, gray
haired little man weaved up the walk, his 
knees sagging slightly with each step that he 
took. 
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"You I Sport !" Herbert whistled him to 
the car. 

The bum stared in the window vacuously. 
" Yeah- ? "  

Herbert stifled a qualm o f  compunction, 
asked him, "You want to earn a new suit of 
clothes and fifty dollars ? "  

" I'd like to," the man said simply. 
Herbert scrawled a street address on his 

scratch pad and passed it through the window. 
"Meet me there at ten-thirty tomorrow morn
ing. " 

The bum grinned. " Yeah. Sure. And you'll 
hand me fifty dollars. Pistachios to you, 
brother. " 

" I  mean it," Herbert said. He took his wal
let from his pocket, extracted a twenty-dollar 
bill, tore it in two and handed one half to the 
man. "When you meet me I'll give you the 
other half of the bill, three more tens, and a 
good suit of clothes beside." 

The other man asked, suspiciously, " For do
ing what ? "  

His blood pounding i n  his temples, Herbert 
wanted to scream, " For dying !" He said in
stead, matter-of-fact, " It's a very confidential 
matter. 1-1 might even make it a hundred 
dollars. " 

The man tucked the tom half of the twenty 
and the street address into a ragged vest 
pocket. His mind was fogged with cheap whis
key. Life had beaten him down too far for 
him to question the sourse of manna. " Sure. 
Okay. I'll be there," he agreed. 

CHAPTER TWO 

Pull the Trigger 

A COLD moon lighted the room. Long after 
his wife had gone to sleep Herbert lay 

thinking of Jerry. Jerry had been proud of 
him. He hadn't considered him a failure. He 
wondered what Jerry would think if he could 
know that his dad was about to shoot a man 
in cold blood and abscond with ninety thou
sand dollars. 

May Herbert laughed in her sleep. Herbert 
turned on one elbow and studied her curiously. 
May wasn't herself at all. She had known 
that he was slightly high but it had seemed 
to amuse rather than annoy her. She had even 
kissed him good night, something that she 
hadn't done for months. On two or three oc
casions during the evening he had experienced 
a feeling that she was about to confide some
thing in him. But whatever it was, the urge 
had passed. 

She had told him flatly that there would be 
no birthday party. He scowled at the ceiling. 
As if that mattered now. By this time to
morrow night he would be one of two things. 
He would be on his way to the East Coast 

with ninety thousand dollars, or he would be i n  
Central Bureau charged with theft and mur
der. 

He forced himself to close his eyes. For 
forty years he had been a sap. Tomorrow he 
would begin to live. Life began at forty. Get 
the money. That was all that mattered. With 
ninety thousand dollars in his bank-roll, peo
ple would respect him. They would know that 
he existed. He closed his eyes and planned. 
Toward morning he slept and dreamed that 
he was aboard an ocean liner swimming in 
the ship's pool with the beautiful calendar 
girl. But when he helped her up the ladder, 
laughing, and attempted to kiss her lips, her 
face wasn't pretty any more. It was the gray, 
vacuous face of the bum whom he intended to 
kill in the morning. 

He woke up, shuddering, bathed in sweat. 
He did not try to go back to sleep. He did not 
dare. 

• • • • 
" Ninety-eight thousand, ninety-nine, one 

hundred thousand, two hundred dollars and 
eighty-four cents. " The bank pay-roll cashier 
looked up smiling. " Check, Mr. Herbert ? "  

Herbert said that i t  did. He forced himself 
to light a cigarette before closing and locking 
the case. There must be nothing unusual about 
the morning for anyone to remember. 

The cashier volunteered, " You know, I 
think it's a dirty trick, the mill dropping theiT 
armored truck service. There ought to be a 
law. It puts a hell of a load on you. " 

Herbert locked the case and said that he 
did not mind. As Old Rollins had pointed out, 
the pay-roll was insured. So was he, for that 
matter. But no one ever paid much attention 
to him. No crook would ever pick him as the 
type of man who would be carrying a hundred 
thousand dollars. 

The clerk agreed, laughing. Herbert could 
have struck him. He was as dumb as he, him
self, had been. He had access to thousands 
of dollars and he lived on two hundred a 
month. 

He pressed the button and a guard opened 
the door of the pay-roll division and locked it  
carefully behind him. " You ought to have one 
of those bags with a chain that cuffs on your 
wrist, " he told Herbert. " All of us guards 
have been talking about the risk you're taking 
since the mill cut out the armored truck serv
ice. " 

Herbert shrugged. It might be well to plant 
a thought for the man to remember. " Oh, I 
suppose that I'll get it some day, " he agreed. 
" But it's a job. And if I ever do get stuck 
up, having the bag chained to my wrist 
wouldn't do much good. They'd probably cut 
off my arm. " 

He walked briskly through the crowded 
foyer of the bank. From force of habit, as he 
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reached the walk, he looked both up and down 
the walk. He saw no one who looked suspi
cious and crossed the walk to his coupe. 

He tossed the bag on the ledge behind the 
seat and transferred his gu� from his shoul
der holster to the glove compartment. The 
first step had been taken. The money was in 
his possession. 

HE locked the car doors, backed from the 
parking spot, and drove carefully, observ

ing all lights, but scanning the corner crowds 
closely whenever he was stopped . . 

He wondered what May had in mind when 
she had kissed him goodbye that morning. She 
had called him Jo-Jo, a term of endearment 
that she had not used for years. Women were 
peculiar. A man could live with one for twen
ty years and still not understand her. 

Thinking of May made him think of Jerry. 
Thinking of Jerry reminded him of a point 
that he had overlooked. He would somehow 
have to get a new draft card. He doubted that 
it would be difficult. When a man didn't care 
what they cost, he could get gas, and steaks, 
and tires, and anything else that he wanted. 

In front of the home office he parked in the 
space reserved for him, transferred the gun 
back to his holster, unlocked the doors of the 
car, took the case from the ledge of the coupe 
and strode into the building. 

Miss Kelly greeted him gaily. " Ah ha. Now 
walks the ghost. " 

Herbert forced himself to smile. " Not until 
five o'clock, "  he told her. He walked on into 
his office, took the earmarked money from the 
case and put it into his safe. He regretted the 
ten thousand but it could not be helped. The 
money had to be found in his safe after his 
body had been .discovered. 

Harvey put his head in the door as he 
slammed the safe shut and locked it. " How's 
the big shot this morning ? "  he grinned. 

Herbert was tempted to smack the grin 
from his lips but restrained himself. He could 
not afford a display of temper. " I'm just 
fine, " he said calmly. " And you ? "  

Harvey held a palm to his temple. " Don't 
even ask. " 

Herbert ignored him to sort his mail and 
he went away. Harvey_ would of course cele- , 
brate. He was the type. There was nothing 
of importance in the mail. He relocked the 
pay-roll case, dropped the key into his vest 
pocket and was preparing to leave the office 
when his phone rang. He ignored it. It was 
probably the old man and he was in no mood 
this morning to l isten to feeble explanation as 
to why the board of directors had passed him 
by. To hell with old man Rollins. 

As he crossed the front office, Miss Kelly 
asked, " Mr. Rollins contacted you, Mr. Her
bert ?" 

He shook his head. " No. Why ? Is the old 
man looking for me ? "  • 

She nodded brightly. "And how. I guess 
that he wants to break the bad news. " 

He looked around the office. The typists 
and the file clerks were staring at him strange
ly. Harvey grinned at him through his glass 
partition and thumbed his nose. 

" It can wait until I get back, " Herbert told 
Miss Kelly heavily. He walked blindly on out 
to his car. To hell with them. To hell with 
all of them. If the bum was waiting wher.e he 
should be he was walking out of the office 
for the last time. If the bum failed him, he 
would wait another month and try again. He 
was going to South America all right. But not 
for the Rollins Mills. 

He jerked his car savagely into traffic and 
kept just within the speed limit until he 
reached the corners of Temple and Vine. The 
shabby figure was waiting. Herbert opened 
the door of the car. " Get in. " 

His car was rolling again inside of fifteen 
seconds. He doubted that anyone had noticed 
the bum getting into his car. If they had, there 
was no special reason why they should re
member it and connect it with a charred body 
in the mountains. 

" What's your name ? "  he asked the man. 
" Mack, " the other man told him. 
" You live here in town ? "  
Mack shook his head. " Naw. " He hesi

tated, added, " I  don't live no place special. " 
" That's fine, j ust fine, " Herbert said sin

cerely. 
The man smelled sour and unwashed. " You 

told me, " he said uncertainly, "that you'd give 
me fifty dollars and a new suit of clothes. " 

Herbert jerked his head at the ledge of the 
coupe where a somewhat larger bag lay beside 
the pay roll case. "The clothes ar.e in that 
suit case. You take the case and change your 
clothes in Harry's Baths. Leave your old 
clothes in the locker. But bring the case back 
to me. And make it snappy. I'll be waiting 
outside in the car. " 

" And then I get the fifty dollars ? "  
" Then you get the fifty dollars. " He swung 

the car to the curb a quarter of a block from 
the bath house. " Get going. I want you back 
here in ten minutes. " 

He gave the man a quarter for a locker and 
watched him up the street. His knees weren't 
sagging now but he walked as if he was punch 
drunk. 

" He'll never be missed. He'll be better off, " 
Herbert tried to salve his conscience. " Two 
more months on skid row and they'd pick him 
out of some alley. " 

HE waited, sweat beading on his forehead. 
If anyone that he knew saw him now he 

would have to postpone the whole thing. Pay-
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masters with ninety thousand dollars in their 
car weren't supposed to park on shabby side 
streets outside of Turkish baths. 

Few people passed. He knew none of those 
who did. Few even glanced at the car. It was 
as nondescript as its owner. 

Mack only took five minutes to dress in the 
underwear, socks, shirt, shoes, suit, and hat 
that Herbert had provided. He looked better 
but smelled as badly as before. 

" I  didn't take a bath, " he told Herbert. 
Herbert tossed the case back on the ledge 

and pointed the car for a cross street that 
angled out to the highway. 

Mack was silent for blocks. At the edge of 
town he spoke. " About the fifty dollars, Mis
ter-" 

Herbert drove with his right hand as he took 
his wallet from his pocket and passed it across 
his body. "There it is. You can keep the 
wallet, too. " 

The man counted the money in silence, an
nounced, "There's more than fifty dollars here. 
There are two twenties, two tens, and a five. 
And there's some papers, too. " 

" That's all right, " Herbert told him. " Put 
it in your pocket. "  He twisted his signet 
ring from his finger and held it up for the 
man to see. " What's more, you can have this 
ring if you do exactly as I tell you to." 

Mack peered at him suspiciously. " Wadda 
you want me to do ? " 

" You like the ring ?" 
The bum slid it onto one of  his dirty fingers 

and rode admiring it. " It's a nice ring, " he 
admitted. " But wadda I got to do ? "  

Herbert scowled a t  the winding highway. 
He was in no mood to concoct a story. The 
stage was set. He wanted it over with. Even 
if the police should be suspicious, there could 
be nothing to trap him now. An analysis of 
the charred body could only reveal his clothes, 
his wallet, his papers, and his ring. 

"There's a pint in that side pocket next to 
you, " he said. " Let's have a drink before I 
tell you. " 

The man uncorked the bottle and gulped a 
drink. " That's good whiskey, " he admired 
Herbert's taste. He took a second drink and 
handed the bottle to Herbert. He wet his lips 
and passed it back. 

" Go ahead. Help yourself. I have to keep 
my mind on my driving. " 

Mack rode nursing the bottle, content. No 
more mention was made of what Herbert 
wished him to do. By the time they had gone 
twelve miles the bottle was almost empty and 
Mack's head was nodding. Finally, he snored. 

Herbert glanced at him sideways, then 
mopped the perspiration from his forehead. It 
was all over but the shooting. Now all that he 
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had to do was shoot the man, saturate the car 
with gasoline from the filled can in the rum
ble, and set the car afire. 

Mack slid even lower in the seat. Herbert 
had reason to be pleased. Two miles from the 
gravel road winding up the mountain to the 
mill, he passed a State Patrol car. The trooper 
recognized him and waved. 

Herbert tooted his horn in recognition. He 
had taken every trick so far. After the mur
der had been discovered, the patrolman would 
testify that he had passed the car and that 
Herbert had been alone. He could not possibly 
have seen his passenger. The bum's head was 
below the level of the window. 

Herberf turned up the gravel road and slack
ened speed. He was on schedule. It was ex
actly twelve-thirty. He would reach the hol
low at twelve forty-five. It would take him 
less than fifteen minutes to do what he had to 
do and walk the quarter of a mile down hill 
to mingle with the outgoing Amalgamated 
shift milling around the inter-urban station. 

The car jolted on the rough pavement but 
Mack snored on. A mile up the road a mine 
truck passed and the driver waved as he recog
nized Herbert. That wasn't so good. He 
would testify he had seen Herbert, but he 
would also testify that he had passed no other 
cars on the road. 

For a moment Herbert fought panic, then 
realized that he was being foolish. There were 
any number of wooded turn-outs on the road 
where a bandit car might be parked. Or, who
ever robbed him might flag him down and es
cape in the same manner as he himself had 
planned. 

He cut his ignition as he reached the ridge 
that led down into the valley. From here, he 
could see the road both ways for miles but 
his own car was hidden by trees. He pulled 
slightly off the road and set the handbrake. 
There were no other cars in sight. He must 
remember especially to soak Mack's hands in 
gasoline. They were the only possible source 
of identification. His teeth were his own. He 
had no dental chart. 

He took the pay roll case from the ledge 
and set it in a clump of bushes on the down 
hill slope, then drew his gun from its holster 
and walked back to the car. This was it. 

He tugged the sleeping man into a sitting 
position in back of the wheel, looked quickly 
up and down the road, then thrust the gun 
against his left side. His finger tensed on the 
trigger, relaxed. Sweat dripped down his 
cheeks. His whole body began to tremble. 
When his knees would no longer hold him, he 
sat down on the running board. 

He had been a fool to think that he could 
do it. He was still a sucker, a sap. The money 

HANDKERCHIEF TES_T 

PIOYES VITAL ZONE SPOTlESS 
AND FREE FROM "COO" -•o ,.,., 
hw .,,. ,,. ••oit ltl 

87 



PULVEX 
FLEA POWDER 

��-

P O E M S  W A N T E D  
To be aet &o music. Send your .ong poetJ\ today for free esaml· 
nation b)' utlonAIIy famoua btt oompo.er, who has had over 325 
110n1r» pub11shcd. Our new 6 step plan ts rno•t liberal and 
complete enr offered. Write today for tree boc*le'L 
SCREENLAND RECORDERS, Dept. P. Hollywood 28, Calif. 

88 

DETECTIVE TALES 

was his for the taking. But he would never 
take it. He had lived on the right side of the 
fence too long. All of his planning had gone 
for nothing. He could not pull the trigger. 

CHAPTER THREE 

Wanted! 
A BLUE jay scolded in the thicket. An in

ter-urban trolley bell clanged impatiently. 
The change-shift siren blew at the Amalga
mated Plant. 

Herbert thought, aloud, " I  must have been 
out of my mind. " 

He had a sudden desire to see May and take 
her in his arms, tell her that someway, sonie
how, they'd make out. He had been as much of 
a fool to believe that he could leave her as he 
had been to believe that he could kill a man. 
She was a part of his life. After a man had 
reached forty, scantily clad blondes were fine, 
but only on calenders. He and May had had 
Jerry. Even in death he fused them beyond all 
possi!Me separation. 

The sound of a car motor brought him 
wearily to his feet. He dropped his gun back 
in its holster, pushed the drunken bum from 
the wheel and slid in beside him. He would 
have to drop Mack somewhere. He was wel
come to the clothes and the money. All that 
he wanted were the papers in his wallet and his 
ring. 

He released the handbrake and remembered 
the pay-roll. Before he could slide from in 
back of the wheel the car that he had heard 
drove up beside him and the black-jowled 
youth he had seen in Marty's the night before 
leveled a shot gun in his face. 

" I'd keep my hands on the wheel, if I were 
you," he warned Herbert. 

There were two more men in the car. Both 
of them got out. Both of them were armed. 
They came up one on each side of the coupe. 

" Here we been waiting and waiting," the 
black-jowled youth told Herbert. " What de
tained you ? "  He asked one of the other men, 
" The payroll is in the car ? "  

The man looked at the leather case i n  which 
Herbert had carried the clothes for Mack. 
"Yair. At least there's a brown leather case 
on the ledge. " 

The youth nodded curtly. "That's it. But 
don't touch it, Maxie. We don't want to leave 
any prints on the car ."  

Herbert spoke for the first time. "You can't 
get away with this. " 

The black-jowled youth smiled thinly. 
"We'll risk it. " 

" How about this other guy, Pete ? "  the hood 
on the far side of the car demanded. 
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Pete cocked the shot gun. " Give." 
" He-he's a friend of mine," Herbert told 

him. " And he's drunk. " 
Maxie said, impatiently. " Come on. Come 

on. Let's get going, Mango. " 
" Keep your pants on, " Pete Mango told 

him. He ordered Herbert to bring the case 
and climb into the other car. 

Herbert wanted to know why he should. 
Mango told him because he'd shoot him if he 
didn't, and asked if that was a good enough 
reason. Herbert said that it was. He took 
the empty leather case from the ledge and 
stepped out of the car. Maxie slid his gun from 
its holster and dropped it into one of his 
pockets. 

" You bring the stew, Carlson, "  Mango or
dered the third hood. " I  hadn't figured on him 
so we'd better take him along until we find 
out where he fits in the picture. " 

Carlson dragged the bum from the car. He 
woke up, protesting and throwing his weight 
around. 

" Clip him I" Mango said crisply. 
Carlson struck him in back of the ear with 

the barrel of his gun and half-dragged, half
carried him to the larger car. " He stinks like 
skid row, " he told Mango. " Now what ? "  

" Now run Herbert's car into the bushes a 
ways like he was trying to hide it. Then we 
get out of here. " 

Mango grinned at Herbert. " Catch on, 
chum ? "  He pointed down the slope to the 
inter-urban station where the off-shift Amal
gamated workers were milling around an al
ready crowded car. " Get the picture ? After 
twenty years of faithful service, one of the 
Rollins Mills most trusted employees suddenly 
gets a bee in his pants and lights out with the 
payroll. " 

Herbert felt suddenly sick. 
" Catch on ? "  Maxie nudged Herbert. " And 

while the cops are looking for you, we're sit
ting on top of the payroll. No shooting. No 
blood. Just brains. " 

Herbert's throat felt dry and constricted. 
He had been through this same thing once. 
This thing couldn't happen to him. He 
clutched the handle of the grip he was holding 
until the joints of his hands ached. 

Carlson returned. He had driven the coupe 
off the road and twenty feet into the bushes. 
Unless one was looking for it, it was difficult 
to see. He stripped his driving gloves from 
his hands and pushed Herbert toward the se
dan. " Climb in, brother, and let's roll. " 

Herbert shook his head. " I'll be damned if 
I will. " He lashed out with his free hand at 
Mango's face-and a curtain of black rolled 
down as Carlson slugged him with the butt of 
his gun. 
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ANGRY hands were worrying at him, slap
ping his face. Then a douche of cold wa

ter struck him. Herbert struggled to sit up 
and Mango helped him. 

"A wise guy, eh ? Where's the payroll ? "  
His mind still fogged, Herbert stared at him 

stupidly. 
Carlson suggested, " Give him a drink. " 
" I'll give him a drink," Mango said. Hold

ing Herbert around the neck with one arm he 
rubbed his knuckles in his skull until the older 
man screamed with pain. " Now where's the 
payroll ? "  he repeated. · 

Herbert wet his lips. He was in what ap
peared to be a cheap hotel room. A dirty and 
cracked shade was drawn down over the only 
window. He knew that he was back in the city 
from the steady purr of traffic outside. Mack 
sat, sodden, on the bed reproving him with 
bleary eyes. 

"A fine fix you got me in, " he told Her
bert. "These guys are gonna kill us. " He 
reached for the whiskey bottle on the dresser 
and Carlson slapped his hand. 

Maxie squatted down beside Herbert. " You 
heard Mango. Where's the dough ? "  

" I'm not saying, " Herbert said. H i s  voice 
sounded hoarse and cracked. 

"Oh, yes, you are. " Mango sounded con
fident. " We have ways of making you talk. " 
He got up, walked over to the bed and cuffed 
him lightly. " What do you know about this, 
chum ? "  

The bum told the truth, concluding, " Then 
he gives me this wallet and his ring and says 
that after we have a few drinks he'll teJ.l me 
what I gotta do. Then-well, I guess I kinda 
pass out. " 

Mango looked at Herbert with admiration 
in his eyes. " It looks like I had you wrong, 
chum. A sharper, eh ? You were not only 
going to steal the payroll, you were going to 
leave a corpse for the cops to find. Sort of a 
torch exit, eh ? "  He strode across the room 
and kicked Herbert in the stomach. " Yes, sir. 
A high class dirty sharper and me figuring 
you for a mouse. " 

Herbert groveled on the floor in pain. He 
felt an odd sense of bodily detachment. The 
man who had planned the thing that Mango 
had just stated had brought this on himself. 
But that man had not been him. He would be 
damned if he'd give up the payroll. Not if it 
rotted in the bushes forever. 

" Start talking, chum, " Mango ordered. 
" No. " Herbert shook his head. 
" Damn you for a stubborn mule ! " Carlson 

made a swipe at him with his gun barrel and 
struck him across the temple. The last words 
that Herbert heard was Maxie complaining 
that the other man had struck him too hard. 
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WHEN he came to again the bright cracks 
in the torn shade had lessened and the 

volume of traffic had increased; That would 
be the rush hour traffic between six and six
thirty. He looked around the room. Mack 
was sleeping on the bed. The three hoods were 
playing cards and listening to a small radio 
on the dresser. 

Carlson saw that his eyes were open and 
grinned, "I was afraid I'd killed you. " 

Mango said flatly, " You keep your hanas 
off him this time. " He picked a bottle and a 
glass from the card table and squatted down 
on the floor beside Herbert. " Look, chum. 
So we had you wrong. You're one of those 
little guys that look like a mouse, but you're 
tough. You can take it. But why make it 
hard on yourself ? "  He splashed whiskey into 
the tumbler and offered it to Herbert. He 
drank it gratefully. Mango continued, " We're 
tough, too. And you're in a bad spot, chum. 
Okay. So we can't break you. But we still 
can knock you off. And you don't want to 
die, do you ? "  

Herbert sat letting the warmth o f  the whis
key flood through him. This was one hell of 
a birthday, he thought. He knew what Mango 
was driving at. He wanted to make a deal. 
" How does it stand with the cops ?" he asked. 

" You're tagged, pal ,"  Carlson grinned. 
"They've got out a five-state alarm. It seems 
that your boss don't trust you so much after 
all. He tips the State Patrol to keep an eye 
on you and when you don't show at the mine, 
they go look. A State Cop spotted your car 
twenty minutes after we left. They got all 
the highways and the piers and the depots 
blocked. "  

The radio buzzed and Carlson turned i t  up 
slightly. A police announcer droned : " Car 
46. Car 46. Go to the corners of Bell and 
Maple. A man answering the description of 
Herbert is  reported acting suspiciously . . . .  " 

Mango laughed. " Those cops. Always 
clowning. As if a lad who had just glammed 
ninety thousand bucks would hang around a 
street corner acting suspicious. " He nodded 
at Herbert's empty glass. " How about an
other, pal ? "  

Herbert told him that he'd had plenty. The 
whiskey had failed to dull the pain in his 
stomach. His eyes were swollen to narrow 
slits. He touched the back of his head and 
fingers came away sticky with matted blood. 

"You brought it on yourself, chum," Mango 
pointed out. " And we wouldn't want it to hap
pen again, would we ?" 

Herbert asked him what his  proposition 
was. 

" You tell us where the dough is and we'll 
split fifty-fifty, " Mango told him. 
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Herbert asked how he knew that they 
wouldn't shoot him as soon as he disclosed 
the hiding place of the money. 

Mango admitted, " That's the chance that 
you're taking. But look, chum. We aren't 
greedy. We'll take forty-five grand for an 
afternoon's work and call it square. " 

" What have you got to lose ? "  Maxie point
ed out. "The cops are wise to you. And after 
swiping ninety grand, you can't just go back 
al'ld say you're sorry. " 

" Play smart, pal ,"  Carlson advised him. 
" Like Maxie says, what have you got to 
lose ? "  

Mango bent his face to his. " How about it, 
Herbert ? "  

"You go to hell ," Herbert told him. 
Braced as he was against the wall, he could 

see the blow start but he couldn't avoid it. For 
the third time a black curtain descended. 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Mr. Herbert Geu Paid Off 

THE bright cracks on the torn shade were 
gone entirely. The hum of traffic had 

stopped. Herbert judged that it must be eight 
o'clock. He opened his eyes and peered 
through their slits without moving. 

Mack was snoring on the bed. Carlson was 
beating a tympanic solo on the table with his 
fingers. The radio was still tuned to police 
calls. Mango and Maxie were absent. 

" I'd like a drink of water, " he told Carfson. 
The hoodlum grinned, without moving. " Oh, 

you're with us again." Herbert repeated his 
request and Carlson resumed his drumming 
on the table. " Nuts to you, brother. We're 
through handling you with gloves, see ? And 
the boys have gone for the car. We're going 
to take you somewhere where we can really 
go to town." 

Herbert sat up and leaned against the wall. 
He knew that he would talk in time. Human 
flesh could only stand so much. 

There was a buzz preceding an announce
ment on the radio. The police announcer said 
tonelessly : " Cars 21 and 26. Cars 21 and 26. 
Go to the Sante Fe freight yards. Railroad 
detectives have cornered a man in a box car 
whom they believe may be Herbert . . . .  " 

Carlson was amused. " You're running the 
cops nuts, chum. " 

Herbert repeated his request for water. The 
hoodlum considered it a moment, then lowered 
the front rungs of his chair to the floor and 
filled a glass with lukewarm water from the 
tap. Herbert drew up his knees, the better to 
brace himself. This was the last chance that 
he would have. 

"Just so you don't pass out completely," 
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Carlson said. He bent over to hand him the 
glass of water. " Okay. Take it if you want 
it. " 

The man on the floor reached out a hand, 
then lashed out suddenly with his feet. Both 
heels caught Carlson squarely in the belly. 

Carlson fell, rolled on his side in agony but 
managed to draw his gun from its holster. 
Moving unsteadily on his feet, Herbert 
snatched the whiskey bottle from the table 
and used it as a club. 

Mack sat up on the bed at the sodden thud. 
"You-you've killed the guy. " 

HERBERT picked the dead man's gun from 
the floor. He uncorked the bottle, took a 

drink, then handed it to the frightened-eyed 
man on the bed. " Give me my wallet and my 
ring. " 

The bum whimpered, " You promised me-" 
" Keep the money, " Herbert cut him short. 

He slid his wallet back into his pocket and 
put his ring on his finger. 

The key was in the room door. He un
locked the door and studied the hall. It was a 
typical cheap hotel hallway. 

" Scram, " he ordered Mack. 
The man went unprotesting down the hall

way clutching the quart bottle to his chest. 
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TRAINING CENTERS-National School .. 
Get a FREE Ieason and opportunity book. See for rourMif. USE THE COUPON. 

National Schoola, Dept. l i·PPR (Mail in envelope or 4000 ... P'lgueroa, Los AngeiH, 37, C.llf. paste on penny poatal) 

Mall me FREE, without obllptlon, one Leuoa and Oppor· 1 �������· with lUll detatla about how I OAN beeorne a RADIO I 

I NAME . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  AGII: . . . . . . .  · I 
I ADDRESS . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ! 
I ciTY· · · · · · · · · · ·  ' in'ci�d� yau; ·.one ·r.umt!�ATE. · · · · · · · · · · · I 
· - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - � 

WHAT IS WRONG 
WHEN PRAYER FAILS? 

Thirty years ago, in Forbidden Tibet, be
hind the highest mountains in the world, a 
young Englishman named Edwin J. Dingle 
found the answer to this question. A great 
mystic opened his eyes. A great change came 
over him. He realized the strange Power that 
Knowledge gives. 

That Power, he says, can transform the life 
of anyone. Questions, whatever they are, can 
be answered. The problems of health, death, 
poverty and wrong, can be solved. 

In his own case, he was brought back to 
splendid health. He acquired wealth, too, as 
well as world-wide professional recognition. 
Thirty years ago, he was sick as a man could 
be and live. Once his coffin was bought. Years 
of almost continuous tropical fevers, broken 
bones, near blindness, privation and danger had 
made a human wreck of him, physically and 
mentally. 

He was about to be sent back to England to 
die, when a strange message came--"They are 
waiting for you in Tibet." He wants to tell the 
whole world what he learned there, under the 
guidance of the greatest mystic he ever en
countered during his twenty-one years in the 
Far East. He wants everyone to experience 

the greater health and 
the Power, which there 
came to him. 

Within ten years, he 
was able to retire to 
this country with a for
tune. H e  h a d  b e e n  
honored b y  fellowships 
in the W or !d's leading 
geographical societies, 
for his work as a geo
grapher. And today, 80 
years later, he is still 
so athletic, capable of so much work, so young 
in appearance, it is hard to believe he has 
lived so long. 

As a first step in their progress toward the 
Power that Knowledge gives, Mr. Dingle wants 
to send to readers of this paper a 9000-word 
treatise. He says the time has come for it to be 
released to the Western World, and offers to 
send it, free of cost or obligation, to sincere 
readers of this notice. For your free copy, 
address The Institute of Mentalphysics, 218 
South Hobart Blvd., Dept. K-278, Los Angeles 
4, Calif. Readers are urged to write promptly, 
as only a limited number of the free books have 
been printed. 
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Gas on Stomach 
Relieved In 5 Minutes or 
double your money back 

Wh& - at<Jmadl aal4 eaUI• J>&IDtUl, IUllooaUAI IIU, IMllll' 
otomaeh and he&rtburn. dt>oton uau&117 preocr11>e Ule faat .. t·aetlnc -ucJne Jmown for symptomaUe rellef-mecllelaea Uke thoae ID Bell-I.D8 Tablets. No JuaUve. Bell-ano br!Dp comfort ID a jl1ry ar 
double JOW' moaey back on retum or bottle to us. 26c eYeQWhere. 

M ���� 
STUART STUDIOS Detailed apidanoe for your every 

• step. Send for free book todOJI. 
121 Monument Circle, Room 341 1, lndlanaHIIa t. Ind. 
Pleaae aend me free book and out.lioe of 1�. 

Nome . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

Street . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . -. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
State . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

AS T H M A ��!1�:: fo:�:;!E��: 
matlon and apeelal mon.e;r 
kc:k o•er. 

W. K. STERLINE. 610 Ohio Ave., Sidney, Ohio 1111 STUDY AT HOME for PERSONAL SUCCESS ond 
LABGER EARNINGS. 35 yean expert tMC;;ruc.. tt<Jilo--Over 108,000 Rudente enroUed.. LL.B. 
()qree awarded. All wxt. tumJabed. -....;v PQJDeni. Send for PREE BOOK-MJA.W' and beeuttft Guid&Dce''--NOWI 
:O�!R!�!� .!fJ.��!P,!�����.�':r. 
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WEDDING RING ENfi'A:'&ftENT 
BARGAI N 

TEN DAYS' TRIAL
SEND NO MONEY 

I ntroduotory ollor: With overy 
��:."!-··a:m:� n-:.·g::���' 
ring we will !Delude without 
extra charae exuu!slte wed
ding ring oot with eight Imi
tation di&monda ma.tchin.g 1n 
ftre and brllllt.llC6 tb& beauUul •mitation Diamo•d eolitalre eng� 

m•nt ring (the perfeet bridal pair). 
:-,end. no money with urder. Jue' name. �and rtnK" size. We ahlp both ringa In Io•e17 

wtft box tmmedlatel7 and you make Juat � eaay PAJ'"' 
ruenta of 12 each, total ooly 14. We trust you. No red tftpe - you make flrat payment and 20% Fed· 
eral tax to postman on arrival then balance any time wtthlD 30 4aya. Money·back guanntcte. War condi
tions make supply limited. Act NOW. 

EMPIRE DIAMOND CO. Dept. ST-ZU, Jelfenon, Iowa 

DETECTIVE TALES 

At the stairhead he paused to tilt the bottle 
to his lips. Herbert followed him slowly, 
shoving the gun in his pocket. No one tried to 
stop h�m. A youthful clerk was in back of the 
desk in the lobby. He looked at Herbert's 
battered face and asked him, " What the hell 
happened to you ? "  

Herbert walked through the lobby without 
replying. Mack had disappeared by the time 
that he reached the walk. There were few peo
ple on the street. 

Herbert could <kl two things. He could 
pick up the money as he had originally itt
tended to, or he could surrender to the first 
policeman whom he saw and face the music. 
It might mean a long prison sentence.. The 
least that it could mean was the loss of his job. 
Even with restitution the bonding company 
would insist on making an example of him. 
Meanwhile there was Mango. He walked a 
few steps into the shadows and waited. 

He did not have long to wait. The familiar 
black sedan pulled up to the curb. He stopped 
Mango with one foot on the sidewalk and the 
other still on the running board of the car. 

" If I were you, I'd hold it right there," he 
told him. 

Maxie rapped out a sharp oath. " It's Her
bert. He's got away from Carlson. "  

" Oh, yeah ? " Mango rounded the hood of 
the car from the far side and Herbert 
squeezed the trigger of Carlson's gun. The 
slug missed Maxie and shattered the wind
shield of the car. Somewhere up the block 
a woman screamed. 

A flash of flame leaped from Mango's hand. 
Lead richocheted whining from the walk at 
Herbert's feet. Mango was still trying for 
the brass ring. He did not want to kill him. 
He was trying to shoot him in the legs. 

The woman was screaming louder now. A 
man was shouting, " Police !"  Herbert moved 
out into the red pool formed by the neon sign 
of the hotel and Mango shot again. Herbert 
stumbled as his left leg gave way. 

His gun barrel lifted slightly, Mango start
ed determinedly up the walk toward Herbert. 

Herbert knelt on his sound knee, waiting. 
" Don't be a damn fool," Mango cursed him. 

" Drop that gun or the next slug goes through 
your skull. "  

When he was ten feet away, Herbert pulled 
the trigger a second time. Mango stopped in 
the middle of a stride. His clenched left fist, 
knuckle out, lifted as if about to rap on an in
visible door. Then the door opened suddenly 
and he pitched through it onto his face. 

Maxie whipped the car in a sharp U turn 
and roared on up the street. Herbert con
tinued to kneel, Mango's outstretched gun 
hand only inches from him. 



THIS IS MURDER, MR. HERBERT! 

The usual crowd began to form. A panting 
patrolman elbowed through it and up to Her
bert. "What goes here ?" he demanded. 

Herbert handed him the gun. " My name, " 
he told him, " is Herbert. I believe that you're 
looking for me. "  

From the!:e o n  things became hazy. 
When the mist began to clear, he was lying 

on a high hospital bed and May was trying 
not to cry. She kept chanting like one of the 
high school cheer leaders at the football 
games to which they had gone to watch Jerry 
play, " It's okay, Jo-Jo. It's okay. You're go
ing to be all right. " 

"Yeah. Sure. I'm going to be fine," he said. 
Her chant dissolved into tears. She buried 

her face on his chest. Through her hair he 
could see Old Man Rollins and Captain 
Hawkins of Central Bureau. He wondered 
how much they knew. 

Herbert forced himself to listen to May. She 
\vas sobbing, "Why did this have to happen ? 
It was going to be such a happy birthday for 
you, Jo-Jo. You see, Mr. Rollins told me last 
night. That's why I called off the party. All 
of the office force were going to come to the 
house and surprise you." 

HE lay very still. 'Mr. Rollins told me last 
night.' He and not Harvey had gotten 

the South American branch. That was why 
the girls in the office had looked at him 
strangely. That was why Harvey had called 
him 'Big Shot', why the Old Man had wanted 
to see him. And he had thrown it away. 

May continued, " And everyone's been send
ing presents to the house all day. There was 
even a half-case of rye from someone who 
signed himself Marty. " She sat up and wiped 
her eyes. "The card read, 'Happy Birthday to 
a valued and respected customer.' " 

He closed his eyes a moment, told her, "You 
step outside for a minute, May. I-l've got to 
talk to the old man-alone." 

She repeated his request to Rollins and she 
and Hawkins left the room. The Old Man 
walked over to the bed. 

" How much do you know ? "  Herbert asked. 
The mill owner eyed him shrewdly. "There 

seem to be some· discrepancies," he admit
ted. " Hawkins can't make up his mind wheth
er you're a crook, a fool, or a hero. I can't 
either," he added dryly. 
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D 0 Y 0 U 
WANT a permanent business 
profeBSion of your own T Then become a foot eorrectionist. 
Earnings of men and women in 
this greatly needed profeBBion 
run as high as $50-$100 weekly 

after a few weeks home trainitllr-not medical or chiro
pody-easy terms, no further capital needed, no �roods to 
buy. 49th year. Write for free booklet. 

STEPHENSON SYSTEM OF FOOT CORRECTION 
U Bad!: Bay Boaton 17, Man. · 

Plaettca, tboH new materiala already tndispen· 
.. ble tn war produetJ.on ar. creatinll' unllmlted. 
opPOrt\lntttea for tomorrow. Learn h.ovr you can 

�=��.·\v��:•t!� ;� tt;JL�;�::_r ::::• o�:!ll::. AMKRICAN SCHOOL Dept. "•• Dreul at seth st. ChloaQO 37, 111. 
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Classified Advertising 
Agents Wanted 

MAGIC RACES-At eigarette touch alx honea are olf. 
New. different. Sample order 40 Races Sl. Faat seller, 
big profits. Barkley Company, Dryden 7, Va. 

Auto Supplies 
PLASTIC TIRE PRESERVER, puncture proof ttlbea. 

Details free. Box 699, Borger, Texas. 
Back Dated Magazines 

Outdated Magazines-Catalog 10c. Cicerone's Service, 
863-lat Ave., New York 17, N. Y. 

Detective Training 
DET£CTIVES-Make Secret Investigations. Experience unneeeesary. Particulars FREE. WAGO!'l'ER, R-126 Weat 

88th, N. Y. 
Educational 

MEN-WOMEN, earn . CGA de11ree at home, analyzing 
hanuwriting. Graduates report � to Sl.OO hourly. 8000 
1Voru lllu•trlited les110n, GRAPHO-ANALYST and surprise 
free. lN:::iTITUTl!:, (AD), Joplin, Miaaouri. 

For Inventors 
PATENTS SECURED. Low coat. Book and advice free. 

· L. }o', Randolph, De1>t. 573, Washington, D. C. 
Money Making-Business Opportunities 

LEARN ME'l'ASClENCE. Remarkable drua:leaa healing. 
No m..nipulation. No apparatus. Unbelievable simpllc•tY 
and results. Inexpensive correspondence course. Write 
Metascience, De Land, Florida. 

Nurses Training School 
MAKE UP TO $26-$85 WEEK as a trained practical 

nurse I Learn quickly a\ home. Booklet Free. Chicago 
School of Nursin11, Dept. D-10, Chicago. 

Old Money Wanted 
WILL PAY �10.00 EACH FOR CERTAIN LINCOLN 

PENNIES 1 Indianheads $60.00 ; Dimeo Sl,OOO.OO. Cata
logue 10c. Federal !loin Exchange, 10-PP, Columbue, Ohio. 

We purchall8 all lndianhead penniea. Complete cata
logue 10c. Waltman, 398 Broadway, New York. 

Patent Attorneys 
INVENTORS: Learn now without obligation how to 

protect and eell your invention. Secure "Patent Guide" 
F•·ee. Wdta-CLARENCE A. O'BRIEN A HARVEY 
JACOBSON, 426-L Adams Bulldinf, Waahlngton, D. C. 

· INVENTORS-Patent Your Invention. Secure book, 
"Protect, lo'inance and Sell Your lnvention." No obllga. 
tlon. McMORROW and BERMAN, Patent Attorney&, 
150-R Albee Building, Waahlngton, D. C. 

Photo Finishing 
ROLLS DEVELOPED-25c Coin. One Day Senice. 

8 Gloas Deckle Eda:e Prints. CLUB PHOTO SERVICE, 
Dept. 16, La Cro....,, Wia, 

Poems-Songwriters 
SONGWRITERS :  Melodies aupplled without charge by 

recognized Hollywood composers. Lead sheets and recorda 
furnlab<KI. Cinema Song Company, Box 670A-11, Beverl;r 
Hilla, Ualif. 

POEMS WANTED to be set to m11slc, Free examination. 
Send poems. McNeil, Master of Muoie, 610-A South Alex· 
andria, Loa Angelea, California. 

SONGWRITERS : Send poems for Immediate Examina. 
tion and �'REE Rhymin11 Dictionary. RICHARD BJ:WTH
ERS, 30 Woods Building, Chica110. 

SONGWRITERS : PRO�l"''E;;:C'l�'::;Y;:;O�UR='I"'D"'E"'A"S"I"H..-,ol"d'Y"o-ur
Poema. Write : SONG Sl!:RVICE, 545 Fifth Avenue, New 
York. 

POEMS WANTED FOR MUSICAL SETTING. Five 
Star Musle Masters, 620 Beacon Building, Boston. 

SONGWRITERS : Interesting Proposition. Write : 
PARAMOUNT SONG-RECORDING STUDIO, L-71, Box 
190, Hollywood, Calif. 

SONGWRITERS : Royalty Contract Free. Write for 
details. Puritan Publishina Co., 848 S. Dearborn St., Chicago 4, 111. 
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DETECTIVE TALES 

Herbert considered lying. · Mango and Carl
son were dead. It was unlikely that Mack 
or Maxie would ever show on the scene to dis
pute his word. 

" No, " he decided aloud. " I'll take what I 
have coming. " He took a deep breath and told 
Rollins the whole story. 

The Old Man was silent. " Well," he said. 
" I'll admit I've had this promotion in mind for 
some time. I thought that you were trust
worthy. " He spread his hands. " So I guess 
that's that. " 

" I  guess so, " Herbert agreed. " The one 
whom it's tough on is May. " 

Old Man Rollins' face creased in a smile. 
" I  don't see why. I said that I wanted to tempt 
you. And you were tempted, weren't you ? "  

For a moment Herbert failed t o  understand 
him, then he asked, " You mean tha-t you're 
going to give me the South American 
Branch ? "  

" Hell no !" the Old Man exploded. 
" I'm sorry. I misunderstood you, " Herbert 

admitted. 
"You're damn right you. did, " the mill own

er continued. " Hell. You're practically run
ning the business right now. Why should I 
send you to South America ? Young Harvey 
is going down .there and I'm going with him 
to get him started. What in the name of blue 
blazes do you think that I've been grooming 
you for ?  Just as soon as you get out of here 
you step into my shoes as general manager." 

He walked out of the room. 
Herbert lay blinking at the ceiling. He 

thought of a lot of things including Jerry. 
Maybe Jerry would know some day. Maybe 
Jerry wasn't dead. Mistakes did happen. He 
had almost made a big one. Then for some 
reason he thought of Marty. Marty knew all 
of the quick money boys. He bought them 
drinks. But he'd sent Herbert a half-case of 
whiskey with a card that read : 'To a valued 
and respected customer'. 

THE END 

Classified Advertising 
(Continued) 

Salesmen Wanted 
START YOUR OWN BUSINESS on our capital. Alwan 

your own boss. Hundreds average $6,000 to $12,000 an.. 
nual aalea year after year. We supply atocka, eQ.Uipment 
on oredit. 200 home necesaltieo. Selllng experlenee un
neoessary to start. Wonderful opportunity to own pleasant, 
profitable buainesa backed by world wide Induetry. Write 
Rawleigh Co .. Dept. K-U-PBL, Freeport, lli. 

Smoking Tobacco 
BARGAIN BARREL Smoking Tobaeeo. Blended from 

$5, $4 and $3 mixturee. Only $1.76 per POUnd. Send for 
free catalog trial offer. Sidney Ram, 69 West Monroe, 
K-88, Chicago S, lllinoie. 

U sed Auto Parts For Sale 
HAVING CAR TROUBLE? USED, GUARANTEED 

auto, truck parts save money. Transmlsaion speelallats. 
Describe needs ; Immediate repl;r. VICTORY, 2489·8 
Gunnison, Chicago 2.6. 



II Don't tel l  me you never had a chance ! II 
"Ten years ago you and I worked at the same 
machines. We were both discontented. Remem· 
her the noon we saw the International Corre
spondence Schools' advertisement? That woke 
me up. I realized that to get ahead I needed 
special training, and I decided to let the I. C. S. 
help me. When I marked the coupon I asked 
you to sign with me. You said, 'Aw, forget it!' 

"I made the most of my opportunity and have 
been climbing ever since. You had the same 
chance I had, but you turned it down. No, Jim, 
you can't expect promotion until you've trained 
yourself to handle bigger work." 

• • • 

There are lots of "Jims"-in war plants, offices, 
stores, everywhere. Are you one of them? Wake 
up! Every time you see an I. C. S. coupon, your 
chance is staring you in the face. Don't turn 
it down, 

Right now over 100,000 men in industry and 
the Armed Forces are fitting themselves for the 
responsibilities and advancements of the Victory 
World through I. C. S. Courses, 

You can join them, step up your "fire-power" 
on the production front, get in line for promo· 
tion in the Service, prepare for tomorrow ! Mark 
and mail this coupon, and find out how. 

SPECIAL TUITION RATES FOR 

1[1 MEMBERS OF THE ARMED FORCES 

r�nt�:i:a�c::�::�h:,�- ·-, 

BOX 3279·R, SCRANTON 9, PENNA. 

Explain fully about your course marked X: 
0 Accountancy O Electrical Engineering 
0 Architecture 0 High School 
0 Business Management 0 Locomotive Engineer 
0 Chemistry 0 Mechanical Engineering 
0 Civil Engineerlnv 0 Sheet Metal Work 
0 Drafting 0 Shop Practice 

0 (Fill in aDT othor oubloot) 
Name _____________ __________ Age ____ __ 

Home A.ddreu ___________________ _ 

Clty _____________ Stoto ________ _ 

PrutJnl Po•hlon ________________ _ 
Worldn• 
Boura ________ A.. M. to ______ P. M. 

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - � 
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NEW SICKNESS AND ACCIDENT PLAN 
PAYS $25 WEEKLY BENEFITS 

Costs Only $12 a Year-Down Payment $2.50 
-Hospital Benefit Included 

NEWARK, N. J.-The 58-year old 
North American Accident Insurance 
Company of Chicago, announces a new 
plan that pays $25 a week for 10 weeks 
for both stated accidents and sicknesses. 
Plus an additional $25 a week for 4 
weeks for accidents requiring hospital 
confinement. Yet the total cost is only 
$12 a year. The purpose of this new 
Premier Limited Double Duty Policy is 
to bring sickness and accident protection 
within the reach of men and women who 
do not have large savings with which to 
meet sudden doctor or hospital bills, or 
lost income. 

This new plan also has a double-in
demnity feature covering travel acci
dents. You receive $50 a week if dis
abled by an accident in a bus, taxicab, 
street car, train, etc., and $75 a week if 
the accident requires hospital confine
ment. There is another new special fea
ture that pays up to $25 cash for doctor 
bills, even for a minor accident such as 
a cut finger. In case of death by a com· 
mon accident, the policy pays one thou
sand dollars cash to your family. Two 
thousand dollars if caused by a travel 
accident. 

In addition, it covers many common 
sicknesses such as pneumonia, cancer, 
appendicitis, etc., paying the weekly 
98 

benefits whether confined to home or 
hospital. 

The entire cost is only $12 a year, 
and that applies to men and women be
tween the ages of 15 and 64 inclusive. 
Between the ages of 65 and 75 the cost 
is only $18 a year. No reduction in 
benefits regar.dless of age. No medical 
examination is required. 

North American Accident Insurance 
Company of Chicago is one of America's 
great insurance companies, the largest 
and oldest exclusive health and accident 
insurance company in this country. It 
has paid out over $35,000,000 to grate
ful policyholders when they· needed 
help most. North American is under the 
supervision of the Insurance Depart
ments of 4 7 States and District of Co
lumbia. 

Men and women who would like full 
details about this new plan are urged 
to write a letter or postcard for a reveal
ing hooklet called "Cash or Sympathy". 
This booklet is absolutely free. It will 
come by ordinary mail, without charge 
or obligation of any kind. No one will 
call to deliver it. We suggest you get a 
free copy by sending your name and 
address with postal zone number to 
Premier Policy Division, North Amer· 
ican Accident Insurance Co., 830 Broad 
St., Dept. 1944, Newark 2, New Jersey. 



JELl DENIM OVERAUS 
UNION-ALLS 

MATCHED SHIRTS AND PANTS 
WHIPCORDS • DUNGAREES 

COWBOY PANTS 
INDUSTRIAL UNIFORMS TH COPY R IGHT  I 9 4 4 ,  

[ H. D. L[[  CO . •  INC. 

T H E H 0 
Kansas City, M , • • L E E  CO M PA N Y 1 

0· Trenton N J S 
t n c  

S 
' · · ' outh B 

• 

an Francisco Cal'f 
end, Ind. • Min . 

, I . • Salina, Kans. 
neapolis, Minn.  



. ... Douse th e wa r . goss ip ! :. savs H I  to HATT 




