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B o r r o w  $ 5 0 - *  * 6 0 0 '

8 y M a i H

No One to See! No Cosigners Needed!
Repay in Convenient Monthly Installments!

PAY IN S U R A N C E ,

Y n  Cb  Borrow From 

STATE FINANCE COMPANY 
le g a r d lt t i  ol Stale Where You Live

Monthly payments are made to fit your 
budget best. You can start paying six 
weeks after the loan is made, and repay in 
convenient monthly payments out o f  your 
future earnings. The cost o f  the loan is 
regulated by the laws o f  the State o f  Ne­
braska. For example, if the loan is repaid 
ahead o f  time, you pay only for the time 
you use the money . not one day longer!
One out o f  three applicants get cash on 
their signature only. Furniture and auto 
loans are also made. N o matter in which 
state you live, you can borrow from State 
Finance Company in complete confidence.

CONFIDENTIAL
Complete privacy is assured. N o  one knows you are applying 
for a loan. All details are handled in the privacy o f  your own 
home, and entirely by mail. O N LY YOU A N D  WE K N O W  
ABOUT IT!

Old Reliable Company—MORE 
THAN 50 YEARS OF SERVICE!
STATE FINANCE C O M PAN Y was o rg a n ize d  in 1 8 9 7 .
D u rin g  th e  p a s t 5 4  y e a r * ,  w e  h a v e  h e lp e d  o v e r  

1 ,0 0 0 ,0 0 0  men and women in  a ll 
w alks o f life . C on fiden tia l loans a re  
m ade a ll ove r Am erica, in  a ll 48

sta les. W e  a re  licensed b y  the Banking D e partm en t o f 

the S ta le  o f  N e b raska  to  do  business unde r the Sm all 
Loan Law. Y ou 'll enjoy bo rro w in g  Ihis easy, con fiden tia l, 
convenient w a y  from  this o ld , responsib le  com pany in 

whom you can p lace the g rea test confidence.

STATE F IN A N C E C O M P A N Y
Dept. U-71,

323 Securities Bldg. Omaha 2, Nebraska

THOUSANDS OF MEN AND 
WOMEN LIKE YOU USE OUR 
CONFIDENTIAL BY MAIL LOAN SERVICE
So much easier than calling on triends and relatives . . .  so much more business­
like . . . to borrow the money you need from fifty-year old State Finance Com­
pany that meets the need for ready cash for thousands o f  folks all over America! 
Yes—no matter where you live, you can borrow any amount from $50.00 to 
$600.00 entirely by mail in complete privacy, without anyone to sign or endorse 
the loan for you. Your friends, neighbors, family, or even your employer will not 
know you are applying for a loan. If you need money fast, rush the coupon below 
for FREE LOAN INFORMATION

G E T  » t o J600°-2  Quick-Easy-Private
I f you arc over 25 years o f  age and steadily employed, 
simply mill the coupon below for your Loan Application, 
sent to you in a plain envelope. There is no obligation, and 
you'll get fasr action. You can get the money you need to 
help pay bills, to buy furnicure, to repair your home or car, 
to pay doctor or hospital bills, to pay for a vacation, a crip, 
or for schooling, or for any other purpose. This money is 
here, waiting for you, so rush this coupon today'.

M a il Coupon for FREE Loan 
Application!!

Y ou'll a g re e  w ith  thousands o f others tha t this is a 
w o n d e rfu lly  e a iy  w a y  to  solve your money p ro b ­
lem. N o m a tte r w ho you a re  o r  where you  liv e —  
i f  y o u 're  ove r 25  years  old and s te a d ily  em ­
p lo y e d —  m ail Ihis coupon now. Loans a re  m ade 
to  men and  women in a ll walks o f  l ife  and  in a ll 

kinds o f jobs— to  fa c to ry  and o ffice  w orkers , 
teachers, c iv il service em ployees, ra ilro a d  men, 
and hundreds o f  others. G e t the m oney you need 
and ge l i t  now . Rush the coupon. ^  M m

? EPAIRi  MAIL COUPON
A i c  F INANCE COMPANY. Department U-71

313 Securities Bldg., O m a h a  3. Nebraska
Without obligation rush to me full details nt plain envelope together 
with the FREE Loan Application aad Loan Pipers For my signature, 
if I decide to borrow
N am e.................................................................................................................. ..
A d d re ss ............................. ......... ................. ...............................................
City.......................................................... State.................................
O ccu p a tion ................................................................  A g e ..............................

A m o u n t you w a n t to  b o rro w  S .......................



ARE OTHERS

Leap - Fragging Over You
INTO THE B IG -PA Y  JOBS?

It's heartbreaking . . .  but it's 
bound to happen to you UNLESS 

you do something about it

Y O U  work hard at your present 
job. You  think your good quali­

ties wi4j naturally win you the job 
a h ea d . S u d d e n ly  th e b o m b s h e ll  
bursts. The job ahead opens up . . . 
and goes to someone else!

In despair, you ask yourself W H Y .  
“Pull?”  Favoritism ? T h at’ s seldom  
true. The jo b  ahead usually goes to 
the man who has th ou g h t  ahead—and 
who prepared him self in  a d v a n cef

1900 Promof/oiM In  One 1 20 -D a y P e rio d  

T h at’s a fact others have discov­
ered. And thousands are d oin g  some­
t h in g  a b o u t  it  — b y  p r e p a r i n g

them selves N O W , the fam ous I.C .S . 
way. As shown by  a recent Survey, 
1900  O F  T H E M , F O R  E X A M P L E ,  
W E R E  P R O M O T E D  T O  B E T T E R  
JO B S IN  A  S IN G L E  P E R IO D  O F  
120 D A Y S !

I f  you  w ant to  start m oving up  in the 
w orld, N O W  is the tim e to T A K E  A D ­
V A N T A G E  o f  tod a y ’s exciting oppor­
tunities. T h e electronics industry is 
producing 20 times as m uch as 12 years 
ago. There are 80 ,000  jobs waiting for 
engineers o f  all kinds—but on ly  20 ,000  
men qualified to fill them . R adio  and 
television needs 170 ,000 
new technical w orkers. In 
industry after industry the 
crying need is for trained 
men!

Only a Few Cehts Per Day
F O R  O N L Y  A  F E W  

C E N T S  A  D A Y  you  can

prepare yourself—right at home, In your 
most convenient Spare time. From 391 
different I.C.S. home-study courses you 
■imply choose the one you need. One or 
more of our 203 expert instructors give 
you the individual, personal attention 
which helps you get ahead more 
quickly.

E D E E ~ 2 interesting  
r i t c c  books
The coupon below, w ith ou t cost or obli­

g a tio n , will bring you our F re e  Book about 
the sub ject y ou ’re In terested  in. Y o u ’ll b Ib o  

receive, free, ou r book on 
“ How to  S u cceed ” —a 36-p age  
gold -m ine of valuable advice  
telling W hy People F a ll. How 
to  Pick  Y o u r G oal, How to 
Develop Y ou r H idden T a l­
en ts, e tc . To take full a d ­
v an tag e of to d a y ’s w onderful 
new Job o p p ortu n ities, m all  
coupon NOW.

I N T E R N A T I O N A L  C O R R E S P O N D E N C E  S C H O O L S
BOX 3277-J, SCRANTON 9, PENNA.

Without cost or obligation, land me "HOW to SUCCEED”  and the booklet about the course BEFORE which I have marked X:
A R T

□  Commercial Art
□  Magazine and Booh 

Illustrating
□  Cartooning

□  Healing
□  Steam Fitting
□  Air Conditioning
□  Electrician 

B U S IN E S S

C IV IL ,S T R U C T U R A L  □  College Preparatory

□  P lu ii nnd InformiUon about I.C.S. 
empliyii trilnlni (or compinlet

□  Show Card and Sign Lettering □  Businas Administration
□  Fashion Illustrating 

A U T O M O T IV E
□  Automobile, Mechanic
□  Aulo-Elac. Technician
□  Auto Body Rebuilding 

and Refinishing
□  Diesel— Gas Engines 

A V IA T IO N
□  Aeronautical Engineering Jr.
□  Aircraft Engine Mechanic
□  Airplane Drafting 

B U IL D IN G
□  Architecture
□  Arch. Drafting
□  Building Conlractor
□  Estimating
□  Carpenter and Mill Work
□  Carpenter Foreman
□  Reading Blueprints
□  House Planning
□  Plumbing

N im i_______________________

□  Certified Public Accountant
□  Accounting
□  Bookkeeping
□  Stenography and Typing
□  Secretarial
□  Federal Ta t
□  Business Correspondence
D  Personnel and Labor Relation*
□  Advertising
□  Retail Business Management
□  Managing Small Business
□  SalBs Management
□  Salesmanship
□  Traffic Management 

C H E M IS T R Y
O  Chemical Engineering
□  Chemistry
□  Analytical Chemistry
□  Petroleum— Nal’l Gas
□  Pulp and Paper Making
□  Plastics

E N G IN E E R IN G
□  Civil Engineering
□  Structural Engineering
□  Surveying end Mopping
□  Structural Drafting
□  Highway Engineering
□  Reading Blueprints
□  Concrete Construction
□  Sanitary Engineering 

D R A F T IN G
□  A ircraft Drafting
□  Architectural Drafting
□  Electrical Drafting
□  Mechanical Drafting
□  Structural Drafting
□  Sheet Metal Drafting

□  Mathematics
□  Commercial
□  Good English 

M E C H A N IC A L  
A N D  S H O P

□  Mechanical Engineering
□  Industrial Engineering
□  Industrial Supervision
□  Foremanship
□  Mechanical Drafting
□  Machine Design-Drafting
□  Machine Shop Practice
□  Tool Design
□  Industrial Instrumentation
□  Machine Shop Inspection
□  Reading Blueprints

□  Mine Surveying and Drafting □  Toolmaking
E L E C T R IC A L

□  Electrical Engineering
□  Electrician
□  Electrical Maintenance
□  Electrical Drafting
□  Electric Power and Light
□  Lineman

H IG H  S C H O O L
□  High School Subjects

□  Gas— Electric Welding
□  Heat Trealment—  Melallurgy
□  Sheet Metal Work
□  Sheet Metal Pattern Drafting
□  Refrigeration 

P O W E R
□  Combustion Engineering
□  Diesel— Electric
□  Electric Light and Power

□  Stationary Steam Engineering
□  Stationary Fireman

R A D I O .T E  L E V I  S IO N , 
C O M M U N IC A T IO N S

□  General Radio
□  Radio Operation
□  Radio Servicing— FM
□  Television
□  Electronics
□  Telephone Work 

R A I L R O A D
□  Locomotive Engineer
□  Diesel Locomotive
□  A ir Brakes □  Car Inspector
□  Railroad Adminlslratioo 

T E X T I L E
□  Textile Engineering
□  Cotton Manufacture
□  Rayon Manufacture
□  Woolen Manufacture
□  Loom Filing
□  Finishing and Dyeing
□  Textile Designing 

H O M E  A R T S
□  Dressmaking and Designing
□  Cookery
□  Tea Room Management

_A go_ -Hom e Address—

C ity -

Occupation _ Special tuition rates to members of the Armed Forces. Canadian residents send 
coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Ltd., Montreal, Canada.
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N o sign warned Pat that—
DEATH RIDES THIS R O A D !___________________________________Dean Owen

Not even an ace press agent can sell a show when the police write the script! 

H om icid e ’s latest arrangem ent has a—
DEADLY DOW NBEAT--------------------------------,________________Albert Simmons
Mitch was a hot musician with a nose that smelled murder three octaves off!

T om ’s grim  past called—
KILLER, COME H O M E !----------------------------------------------------Wallace Umphrey

A dead man seldom has a second chance to die again!

5 — OUTSTANDING D E TE C TIV E  YARNS— 5
It  w asn ’t th e tem peratu re that m ade D anny cry—

THE HEAT IS KILLING M E !_______________________________ Fletcher Flora
Two femme fatales mean double trouble in any language!

This perform a n ce dem anded a—

MURDERER’S ENCORE__________________________________ Murray Leinster
Thad Hunt only had planned one murder, but success went to his head!

T h ere9s no place in crim e fo r  a—
BADGE OF HONOR--------------------------------------- :_________ Harry Whittington

Crooked Herb Sloan’s problem was simple— turn honest in the flash of a .45!

As h e sh ot , h e said—

TELL HER TH AT YOU SAW  M E____________________________ Dane Gregory
Bill was reaping a crimson harvest— apples— and homicide!

Copyright, 1940, by Popular Publications, Inc.

H ey ,  ex -con —

LAY TH AT CANNON D O W N !__________________________ Frank Scott York
Could Frenchy talk away his pasL and live to tell the Lale?

2— CRIM E FEATURES— 2

READY FOR THE RACKETS________________________________A Department
Latest low-down on low down sharpsters.
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HEADY for the RACKETS
A  D e p a r t m e n t

Dear Detective Fans,
This column is yours. It is designed to 

warn you against all the petty swindles 
rampant today. Honest men must stick 
together and blot out crime— whatever it is.

Though you try to keep off sucker lists, 
swindle sheets and the like, there may 
come the time when you will fall for some 

; phony scheme. Therefore, it is for your 
protection to study carefully the experi­
ences of our correspondents. They, un­
fortunately, have learned the hard way— 
you still have a chance.

And friends, if you have the inside in­
formation on any shady racket, or have 
suffered at the hands of petty sharpsters 
and punks, why not send along a letter to 
this corner? W e pay five dollars for every 
accepted letter— though the money and 
heartache you may save some prospective 
victim of the same racket may seem reward 
enough. Send all correspondence to The 
Rackets Editor, c /o  DIM E D E TECTIVE, 
205 East 42nd Street, New York, 17, New 
York. If you wish your letter returned if 
we cannot use it, please include a stamped, 
self-addressed envelope.

Now, for the rackets!

Know Your Agency!

Dear S ir :
M ost employment agencies operate legitimate­

ly, but recently my cousin was fleeced of $240 
by a fake agency operated by two con men.

Replying to a listing which called for a $500- 
per-month accountant, my cousin was set up for  
an interview with an executive who was sup­
posedly the regional director for a large manu- 
6

facturing company. The local office was small, 
but modern.

The director was apparently delighted with his 
new applicant and told him to report to work 
in two weeks. The agent had earned a $300 fee, 
but offered a twenty per cent discount for cash. 
M y  cousin took advantage of the discount.

W h en  he reported on the specified date, he 
found the offices deserted and for lease. Like­
wise the employment agency office. A  check with 
the Better Business Bureau revealed that 14 other 
applicants had taken the same job and all but one 
bad paid cash.

The two con men are quite probably working 
their little racket' in another city right now.

Jack Eicholz 
Cleveland, Ohio

Deduct and Dupe

Dear S i r :
It wasn’t exactly me being swindled, but it 

was the best half of nie, my husband. Bill is a 
one-hundred percent disabled buck private. H e  
can’t hold down just any job. H is arms are 
crooked from  arthritis, making even the smallest 
job almost impossible for him. H e thought he 
had found that once-in-a-lifetim e friend when M r. 
X  offered to attach a special lever on his cater­
pillar so Bill could handle it with his deformed 
limbs.

Bill took the job. A ll went wonderfully until 
payday. W e  thought the check seemed short but 
thought no more of it until the next check, and 
the next. Both were low. W hen the fourth was 
less than it should have been, Bill questioned 
M r. X . “ W h y , son, I\ e  been withholding your 
income tax. I thought you knew I'd have to do 
that. It ’s the law ," he said.

Bill was puzzled. “ That tax isn’t supposed to 
be that m uch," he told me. “ I ’m going to the 
right authority and find out."

The lajvyer, after checking the figures, told 
us that out of the four-hundred-ninety-five dol­
lars Bill had earned, his tax should have been 
eighteen dollars. M r. X  had withheld ninety 
dollars in the space of three m onths! W hen  
confronted by the lawyer, he said it must have 
been a mistake on his part.

“ Either make seventy-two of the ninety good to 
this boy or go to ja i l !” the lawyer told him.

Luckily for us, he did make it good. N ext 
time we might not be so fortunate. Bill and I 
have learned all that glitters is not gold!

M rs. Pairlee Pattillo 
Bluff Dale, Texas  

(Continued on page 8)
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JOAN'S COTTAGE
22, Lanivet, Bodmin, Cornwall, England j - 7-v

* /-*
J'always upt y ybO— 0Ame PoMWrtfwili. n o d . if  v i m  a l w a v s  carry y o u *  wet j-oam w e

“Two weeks ago I bought a ‘Joan the W ad’ and to-day I have won £232 
10s. Please send two more.” B.C., Tredegar, S. W ales.— Extract from 
“Everybody’s Fortune Book, 1931.”

JOAN THE WAD is the LUCKY CORNISH PISKEY 
who Sees All, Hears All, Does All.

GUARANTEED DIPPED IN WATER 
FROM THE LUCKY SAINT'S WELL

That is why there is more health, 
less unemployment and more con­
tented people in Cornwall than 
elsewhere, but all these benefits 
can be obtained if you live else­
where by adopting Joan the Wad.

JOAN THE W A D  is Queen of 
the Lucky Cornish Piskeys. 
Thousands of persons all over 
the world claim that Joan the 
Wad has brought them Wonder­
ful Luck in the way of Health, 
Wealth and Happiness.

DOCTOR GAVE UP HOPE— CURED— BETTER HEALTH
•’ D ear Joan  the W ad. Since I  received you a few  m onths ago I have had lots o f  luck. 
F irst o f  all I had to com e into hospital w ith an O steom yitis leg. The doctor  gave up hopes 
o f my recovery  bu t a fte r  I was sent hom e I then Bent to  you , fo r  a Joan  the W ad and 
believe me I started to  get w ell again  and now  I  am back again  in hospital as one leg had 
grow n  longer than the other. I then b rou gh t Joan  in w ith  m e. I carried  her to  the oper­
ating  theatre table and the bone was taken aw ay from  m y thigh and m y operation  has 
proved a success. N ext m y knee has been stra igh t fo r  three years, n ow  w ith  exercise  and 
m assage it  is startin g  to bend. I  am sure that Joan  the W ad  has b rou gh t me lots o f  luck. 
I f  ever anyone says in here I ’ m alw ays unlucky I  alw ays say send fo r  a Joan the W ad. 
W h erever I  go I  w ill recom m end her. I do hope you accept m y story as I am a great 
believer in her. Y ou rs sincerely , P . H ., Sturges W ard , W in gfie ld  H ospital, O xford .

INCREASE IN WAGES
•*. . . already a fter  one fo rtn ig h t w e have had luck. I w on  . . . sum o f  $84 . . . also have 
got $2.80 per week increase in w ages unexpected  so Joan  the W ad m ust be  our lucky Star. 
So please send Jack  O ’L a n tem  to m ake the pa ir  com plete. (M rs .) D . M ., K irkgate, Leeds.

JOAN THE W A D ’S achievements are unique. Never before was such a 
record placed before the public. Ask yourself if you have ever heard before 
of anything so stupendous. You have not. Results are what count, and 
these few Extracts from actual letters are typical of, the many hundreds 
that are received, and from which we shall publish the selections from 
time to time. W e unreservedly G U AR AN TEE that these letters were 
absolutely spontaneous, and the originals are open to inspection at 
JOAN ’S COTTAGE. Send at once for this PROVED Luck Bringer. You, 
too, may find benefit in Health, Wealth and Happiness to .an amazing 
extent.

WON "NUGGETS" $840
N o. 257.— "M y  husband is a keen com petitor  in 'B u l­
lets ' and 'N u ggets .' He had not any luck until I gave 
him  JO A N  T H E  W A D , w hen the first week he secured 
a  cred it note in ‘N u ggets ’ and last week F IR S T  prize 
in  ‘N u ggets ’ '$840.” — M rs. A . B ., S a lford .

$84,000 WINNER
N o ., 222.— "M rs . A . . . .  o f  
Lew isham , has ju st w on $84,000 
and says she has a J O A N  T H E  
W A D , so please send one to  
m e .” — M rs. V . ,  B rom ley,

Just send Two Dollar notes or an International Money 
Order and a large self-addressed envelope to:

JO A N 'S  C O T T A G E , 22, L A N  I V E T , B O D M IN , C O R N W A L L , ENG.
and I will send you both History and Mascot.



8 Ready for the Rackets
(Continued from  page 6)

All Sewed Up

D ear S ir :
On A pril IS, 1951, I purchased a certain brand 

o f sewing machine for m y mother, on contract 
from  a salesman in the employ o f a well known 
Seattle department store. W h ile  making the 
demonstration, the salesman told me the sewing 
machine head had been manufactured by a na­
tionally famous sewing machine company, and due 
to the fact that its patents had run out, this com ­
pany sold these heads to the smaller company. On  
the outside of the machine was an emblem plain­
ly marked with the company name, W ashington, 
D . C.

M y  mother did not use the machine until about 
a week later. Before she started sewing, I de­
cided to scrutinize the machine closely. In doing 
so I discovered underneath in a very obscure place 
on the machine h ead : “ Manufactured in Occupied 
Japan.”

L o m e J. House  
Seattle, W ash .

Postage Due

D ear S i r :
Som e years ago I fell for an ̂ advertisement in 

a magazine b y 'a  Boston stamp dealer. It stated 
that he would purchase commemorative postage 
stam ps on margin, deposit them with a local na­
tional bank (to  be released only on client's signa­
ture) and sell them when desired. Some com-, 
memoratives rise rapidly in value, and this seemed 
to be a good deal.

I sunk some $600 in it, but when I wanted to 
sell he balked. I had buyers in the East wiring 
me time and again to send them the stamps, but 
I could not get him to let go. Sometimes he 
would write me long letters, saying how hard 
he was trying to get me a buyer, and sometimes 
his secretary would reply to my inquiries that he 
was out of town for a while.

I wrote the bank and asked them whether they 
still had the stamps which were to be released 
only on my instructions. They answered that 
they had turned the letter over to him for reply. 
I wrote to the Commissioner of Banks o f M assa­
chusetts. H e  replied that he had nothing to do 
with national banks, which I should have known 
in the first place. I wrote to the Post Office D e­
partment and received a reply that they had made 
an investigation in Boston and had been unable 
to locate the gentleman ! It was further stated 
that after they had interviewed him they would 
decide what to do. That was in 1942. Later, 
thinking over this governmental non-cooperation, 
I again wrote the Inspector-in-charge in 1949, 
asking why I had heard nothing further from  
m y complaint of misuse o f the mails in 1942, and 
whether they had ever interviewed the man. M y  
letter went unanswered.

Apparently the public does not have much pro­
tection. Just another racket!

James R . Power 
L os Angeles, Calif.

The Vanishing Video
Dear S i r :

I  hesitated a long time about going in debt for  
a $300 television set, which I wanted so badly, 
but finally decided to do it. It was quite a relief 
to me when the last payment was made, blit I 
was glad I had bought it, for I enjoyed it very 
much.

One day something went wrong with my set 
and there was nothing to do but call a service 
man. I had a close friend in that business, so 
I called him and he told me he would send for 
m y set in a couple of hours. I went back to my 
desk to continue my writing and in a few minutes 
my door bell rang. W hen I opened the door a 
young man was there and told me he had come 
for m y television set, so I thought nothing of it 
and told him to go ahead and get it, and returned 
to my writing, not even looking up as he left.

Som etim e later the door bell rang again and 
when I opened the door there stood another young 
man, and he too said he had come for my tele­
vision set. I told him someone had already taken 
it. H e  looked surprised and said he was the only 
one working for m y friend. I called and found 
this was true. M y  friend remembered there were 
several people in the shop that tould have heard 
him talking to me when I called him to send 
someone, and had heard him repeat my address 
back to me, so the rest was easy -for the man 
to do.

I, o f course, notified the police. M y  television 
set has never been found.

S. Evans 
Nashville, Tenn.

Bill-of-Sale Blues
Dear Sir :

A  warning to your readers 1 A lw ays keep the 
originals o f sales receipts, bills, etc., and have 
photostats made for mailing purposes.

A  year ago while living in Chicago I purchased 
a new battery for m y car. W ith  this purchase I 
received a year’s guarantee. However, W'hen I ar­
rived in Florida two months later the battery 
developed a cell break-down. I had to buy a new 
one. In complete innocence I sent both bills of 
sale to the Chicago company, together with an 
explanatory letter so they would know I had 
bought the batteries. Hearing nothing from  them 
I wrote them again. This time 1 received a reply 
telling me they had not received my first letter 
and that they could do nothing until I sent them 
the original bill of sale. Being unable to^do this 
I was the loser, but it taught me a valuable lesson 
I won't soon forget.

M rs. Ruth Konietzko 
Pensacola. Fla.

Well, that just about winds up the informa­
tion we have for you this issue. Although 
we hope no chiselers ever come your way, 
nevertheless, if they do, we know you’ll 
be ready for them. Remember, a crime- 
free nation is a vigilant nation.



"DREAM GIRL" She'll look alluring, 
breathtaking, enticing, exotic. . . . Just 
picture her in it  . . . beautiful, fascinating 
SEE-THRU sheer. Naughty but nice. . . . 
It's French Fashion finery . . . with peek- 
a-boo magic lace. . . , Gorgeously trans­
parent yet completely practical (washes like 
a dream . . . will not shrink). Has lacy 
waistline, lacy shoulder straps and every­
thing to make her Icve you for it. A chaim 
revealing Dream Girl Fashion. . . .  In 
gorgeous Black.

SATISFACTIO N GUARANTEED
or your money back

Out of the pages of the Arabian Nights
comes this glamorous sheer Harem pajama. 
You'll look beguiling, alluring, irresistible, 
enticing. You'll th rill to the sleek, clinging 
wispy appeal that they w ill give you. He'll 
love you for transplanting you to a dream 
world of adoration cenlurles old. Brief 
figure hugging lop gives flattering appeal 
to its daring bare midriff. D oubled  at 
the right places, it's  the perfect answer 
for hostess wear. Billowing sheer bottoms 
fo ' rich luxurious lounging. He'll adore 
you in this charm revealing Dream Girl 
Fashion. In wispy sheer black.

SA TISFA CTIO N  GUARANTEED
or your money back

Your Dream girl w ill be an exquisite vis lo i 
of allurement, charm, fascination and love­
liness in this exotic, bewitching, daring 
bare-back filmy sheer gown. I t 's  delicate 
translucent fabric (washes like a dream) 
w ill not shrink.
Have Paris at heme, with this cleverly de­
signed halter neck that tie? or unties al 
the flick of a finger. Lavishly• laced midriff 
and peek-a-boo bottom. She'll love yoo 
for this charm revealing Dream G irl Fash­
ion. In exquisite black sheer.

SA TISFA CTIO N  GUARANTEED
or your money back
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BY  TH E  time Pat was five miles along 
the Palm Springs cut off, the desert 
lay under the full moon like a silver 

platter. He hated the desert in a way; too 
many memories. But a job was a job. In

another five minutes he would see the 
lights of the village when he swung around 
the bend in the double highway. Not many 
lights, he reflected on second thought. It 
was after midnight, the tag end of the sea-

11



12 Dean Owen
son, with summer’s heat only a breath 
away.

Even though his memories were stronger 
than usual that night, Pat Riordan felt a 
welcome relief in the clean desert air and 
the silence. It was a contrast from the 
smog and clamor of Hollywood.

Slowing his old coupe, he flicked on its 
rusted spotlight and let the beam shoot up 
the sheer cliffs that rose from the road. 
Through the trees, high above, he could 
see faint streaks of white. Myra and he 
had always intended to prowl through the 
snow on /Mount San Jacinto before the ski 
tram from Palm Springs was built. The 
ski tram was still a dream and so was 
playing in the snow with Myra. He hoped 
she had closed up the big house on Dolores 
road for the season. He couldn’t stand fac­
ing Myra.

From the corner of his eye he caught 
sight of a figure sprinting across the sand. 
He shifted the spotlight. A  tall girl wear­
ing a green dress kept peering back at the 
beam, shielding her eyes. She had long legs 
and auburn hair and her face was terror- 
stricken. The girl was racing parallel to 
the road, away from a white, low-slung 
Italian coupe mired axle-deep in the loose 
sand a dozen yards off the highway.

Pat braked his coupe. “ Hey, I ’m not 
going to hurt you !”  he yelled. “ Did you 
have an accident?”

It was a foolish question. Obviously, 
there had been an accident. The whole left 
side of the sleek coupe had been scraped as 
if by a bulldozer.

He cut the spotlight and climbed out, 
stretching his long legs. Then he walked 
over to stare at the Italian car while the 
girl trailed along, brushing a lock of auburn 
hair from her eyes. Some of the terror 
had left her face. In the glow of the head­
lights, she watched him run a long fore­
finger over the MD  in small gold letters 
on the racy job ’s crushed left hand door.

The girl said, “ The car belongs to Myra

Denton. You know, the famous film star.”  
' Pat nodded and clenched his fists. 

“ Yeah,” he said. “ I know.”
“ I work for her. I ’m Miss Denton’ 3 

secretary.”  The girl gave him a weak 
smile and introduced herself. Her name 
was Joyce Kendall. She was pretty, if you 
weren’t too particular about regularity of 
features. In Hollywood you get used to 
pretty faces. They had been Pat Riordan’s 
stock in trade ever since he had left the 
Blade. But this face was fresh'.and vital. 
It didn’t have that raised eyebrow look 
so many females who hang around the 
studios acquire.

JOYCE still looked a little scared. Her 
green eyes watched him. “ I was just 

driving along when this car sideswiped me. 
He ran me right off the road.”

“ Some crazy drunk, probably,”  Pat said, 
stooping to inspect the tires sunk deep in 
the loose sand. His was a tall, slouching 
figure in a tweed suit that had lost its 
crease in the LA  fog. Nearly thirty, Pat 
still had his black hair, but it was pushed 
up a little from his temples. A liquid drip­
ping from the rear deck of the sideswiped 
coupe made a wet hole in the sand. As he 
watched the drops, he felt a chill between 
his shoulder blades.

His newspaper training returned in a 
flash. He tried to see if the liquid had a 
color. Red, perhaps.

He rose, dusting his knees. Behind him 
the mountains loomed dark and ominous. 
A  diesel truck hammered along the high­
way on its way to the Imperial Valley.

He said, watching her pale face, “ W e’ll 
have to send out a tow truck. I’ll give you 
a lift to town.” Pausing a moment, he 
added, “ Anything in the luggage compart­
ment you want to take?”

Pat watched her closely. It was possible 
that the car was stolen. It wouldn’t be 
the first time a good-looking dame got a 
guy to stop, who when his back was turned,
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had a tire iron bent over his head. Pat 
looked behind him. There was nothing hut 
darkness and silence and the desert. In the 
distance, the headlight of a freight engine 
put a long yellow finger through the night.

Joyce said, “ Oh, I almost forgot. The 
statue 1”

She walked over and fumbled with the 
keys hut finally got the rear deck open. Be­
side the spare tire was something wet, 
wrapped in burlap. When Pat picked up 
the object, he found it was cold as ice. 
He carried it to his coupe and deposited it 
on the rear seat. Tt was ice, all right, he 
saw, when he had taken his flashlight from 
the glove compartment. An ice statue, three 
feet high, of some guv wearing a beret. 
Or perhaps it wasn’t a beret. Maybe the 
top of his head looked flat because so much 
of the ice had melted.

Joyce wailed, “ Miss Denton will be 
furious.”

Pat agreed. He introduced himself, won­
dering if the name would make any impres­
sion. It didn’t.

When they were driving down the dark­
ened highway, she said, “ I haven’t been 
her secretary for very long. The statue is 
for Mr. LeBlanc’s birthday party. Miss 
Denton thought surely [ could drive from 
Plollywood in three hours. I could have but 
I had motor trouble in Pomona. And then, 
this accident. I’ll he fired; I just know it.”

“ Maybe it would he a lucky break for 
you,” he murmured.

“ Why do you sav that?”
He made no reply hut wheeled the an­

cient coupe toward the glowing lights of 
Palm Springs. Memory gripped him. Once 
he had been young and eager, fresh from a 
small town news desk. He had been as­
signed as personal publicity man for Myra 
Dehtion, film star.

Pat said, “ You really can handle a car. 
It’s a wonder you didn’t turn over when 
that guy sideswiped you.”

The girl’s voice was frightened again.

“ Miss Denton was supposed to drive down 
tonight. At the last minute she took a 
plane.” Joyce shivered. "She doesn’t 
handle a car very well. She probably would 
have just shut her eyes and taken her hands 
off the wheel.” She. turned and peered at 
Pat, who was bent over the wheel. “ Do 
you think somebody thought it was Miss 
Denton in the car— ”

She wras a nice kid, concerned about her 
job. He didn’t want to worry her need­
lessly. “ Don’t trv to make, a mystery out 
of it,”  he said, laughing. “ Tt isn’t the first 
time some screwball has run a car off the 
road.”

“ I still don’t know how it happened; 
hut all of a sudden this car just came out 
of nowhere. It crashed right into me.”

Pat said, “ What kind of a car was it?”  
The girl shrugged. “ I don’t know. He 

didn’t have his lights on.” She moistened 
her lips. “ That is, only a spotlight. He 
turned that on me after I was off the road. 
He parked down the road and just kept 
that light on me a minute. I was scared, 
believe me.”

Pat nodded. “ No wonder,” he said. 
Continuing, the girl said, Jin a minute 

he turned the spotlight off and drove on. 
He was about a mile down the road be­
fore he put on his headlights.”  She turned 
in the seat to lock at him. “ When I saw 
you turn on your spotlight I thought he 
had come hack. That’s when I started 
to run.”

T T E  K E PT thinking of the crumpled, 
custom-made fenders on the imported 

c^r back there in the desert. “ Myra will 
blow a gasket over this,” he said.

The girl shivered. “ I’m afraid of her. 
She has such a vile temper.”

“ Yeah,” Pat said. A sour, little, remem­
bering smile played with the corners of his 
lips. “ I know. . . . ”

At one a.m., Palm Canyon Drive was 
deserted. Pat slowed the coupe, casting a
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longing glance at Bert’s Bar. It was dark. 
He had been afraid Myra still might be 
in Palm Springs and hadn’t been too eager 
to come down when he got the note from 
Bert about a possible film job. Bert Bollard 
owned the best bar in the resort town. If 
there were any loose jobs, he’d know of 
them. The picture crowd liked his joint. 
When they got enough of Bert’s liquor in 
them, they talked. Bert kept his ears open. 
He was always trying to do a favor for 
a friend. Pat was a friend. Bert had made 
a lot of money in real estate. Pat had 
known him when he was broke.

Joyce said, “ Miss Denton lives on 
Dolores Road.’’

Pat nodded and turned right at the next 
corner. “ You don’t have to tell me where 
it is,’ ’ he said bitterly.

Joyce straightened in the seat. “ O h,” she 
said. “ You’re that Pat Riordan.”

“ I suppose Myra has mentioned me. In 
four letter words, probably.”

“ No, but she has your photograph in 
her bedroom.”

He was aware of a catch in her voice 
and turned to look at her. In the glow of 
the dashlight, her face was red.

He gave a short laugh. “ It’s a relief to 
find a woman who can still blush,”  he told 
her.

To cover her embarrassment, Joyce 
said, “ I hope LeBlanc’s statue isn’t 
ruined.” Pat shrugged. According to the 
columnists, LeBlanc was Myra’s current 
flame. Joyce said, “ He directed Crooked 
Alley, you know. He just missed an Aca­
demy Award last year.”

Even though he was odd, she said she 
owed him a lot. The year before she had 
come out from the midwest. She had been 
in the secretarial pool at Mammoth Studios. 
That was where Carter LeBlanc had seen 
her and suggested she become Myra’s 
private secretary. It seemed like a good 
idea at the time, Joyce explained. But 
Myra’s long contract with Mammoth had

run out. Joyce hadn’t been paid in three 
weeks.

“ But it’s really an interesting job,”  she 
said, without too much enthusiasm.”

“ I ’ll bet.”  Pat swung the coupe along 
a gravel drive through a gate in a concrete 
wall and beyond an oleander hedge. The 
windows in the two-story, Spanish-type 
house were dark. Although it was late, any 
shindig Myra gave usually lasted the week­
end. He felt ashamed that Myra might see 
his battered old coupe. In Hollywood, suc­
cess was measured in horsepower. He'd 
been forced to sell his new car when caught 
in another studio layoff. He hadn’t worked 
for six months. Press agents, it seemed, 
were sometimes cheap. Less than a dime 
a dozen on the current market.

He couldn’t ask Joyce to carry the ice 
statue of LeBlanc, even melted down as 
it was. There was only one car parked in 
the drive, a two-seated English sports job. 
He carried the statue along a flagstone 
path to the floodlighted patio behind the 
house. Stretched out on a foam rubber 
pad beside the pool was Myra. She wore 
a low cut, one-piece, black swim suit. When 
she saw Pat and her secretary, Myra’s gray 
eyes widened and her beautiful face went 
white.

Pat set down the ice statue on a table 
that held half a dozen empty highball 
glasses.

Myra said, “ Throw that damn statue 
in the pool. And him with it !” She jerked 
a crimson thumbnail at Carter LeBlanc who 
was slumped in a chrome lounge chair.

He looked up, seeing Joyce. A  faint smile 
stirred the upper lip that held his mustache. 
“ Angel,” he murmured and extended a 
feminine hand. But Joyce expertly maneu­
vered her hip out of his reach.

MYRA rose from the pad, fluffing out 
her blond hair. She was a holdover 

from the day when Hollywood demanded 
beautiful heads with nothing in them.
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There were dark smudges under her eyes.

“ Where have you been?”  she demanded 
of Joyce. “ Out with him ?” She jerked her 
head at Pat.

Carter LeBlanc stood up. “ What does 
it matter? Nothing matters.”  He began 
to pick at his fingernails. He wore a yellow 
sports shirt and trousers to match. He said, 
“ Today is my birthday. Instead of a cele­
bration, it is the day of my greatest defeat.”

Pat, looking at Myra, saw that her eyes 
were ten degrees colder than LeB lane’s 
statue.

He tried to explain about the accident.
Myra blew her top. “ One simple errand 

I send her on. Stop by Arturo’s and pick 
up an ice statue I ordered. Then drive 
to Palm Springs. Not only is she two hours 
late, she wrecks my car— ”

LeBlanc sank back to the chaise lounge. 
“ Leave her alone,”  he said, and tried to 
catch Joyce’s hand.

“ Some drunk ran her off the road,”  Pat 
said. “ It’s a wonder she wasn’t killed.”

For the first time Myra seemed to lose 
her anger. She looked at Pat, the lines 
deepening at the corners of her mouth. 
“ You think it was an accident?”

Pat shrugged.
Joyce was distraught. “ I ’ll pay for the 

damage.”
Pat shook his head. “ The car’s covered 

with insurance.”
Myra’s eyes were thin and angry again. 

“ The hell you say.”
At that moment Pat felt very sorry for 

Joyce. Too bad she’d listened to LeBlanc 
and ever left the secretarial pool at Mam­
moth Studios.

With a sweep of her hand, Myra knocked 
the statue across the table. “ Just looking 
at it makes me ill.”

LeBlanc’s small figure was rigid with 
anger. “ The statue was your idea,”  he 
accused.

“ That was before I learned you were 
a damned thief!”  Myra cried. She spread

her hands. “ Form our own production 
unit, you said. So I raised two hundreo 
grand for our picture. You direct and I’ll 
star, you said— and now— ”

It was an old story to Pat. A declining 
star, fired by her studio, was trying to 
make a comeback with an independent 
picture. And there stood Joyce Kendall, 
scared white of a has-been like Myra and 
a defanged wolf named Carter LeBlanc. 
Pat remembered him as a third-rate radio 
producer who had followed a debutante to 
Paris. Jilted and stranded, LeBlanc had 
talked a wealthy Frenchman into financing 
a weird opus entitled Crooked Alley.

Le Blanc’s mustache quivered. He ap­
pealed to Pat. “ Just because I spent a little 
money, she wants to throw my statue in the 
swimming pool. That’s gratitude.”

“ Gratitude for spending twenty thou­
sand-on pre-production plans,”  Myra flung 
at him. “ Now we don’t even have enough 
money to start the picture.”

Pat touched Joyce on the arm. “ I’ll 
drive you to a hotel.”

Myra said, “ She’s staying here. I fired 
you once, Riordan, or have you forgot­
ten!”

Pat gave her a tired smile. “ No, I 
haven’t forgotten. But the kid is shaken 
up. Maybe she should see a doctor.”

Joyce gave an emphatic shake of her 
head. “ I— I’ll be all right. It’s just that 
I was in another accident once and I— ” 
Her eyes grew enormous and she put a 
hand over her mouth. Turning, she fled 
into the house.

CHAPTER TWO

An Old Flame and A  New Corpse

"W 7H E N  Pat started to leave, Myra fol- 
lowed him along the walk. “ Are you 

telling me the truth— about somebody side- 
swiping the car?”

He turned to face her. “ Why should I 
lie?”
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Her eyes searched his face. “ You could 

figure it was a way to get back at me. 
Trying to make my secretary fall for you.”

Pat shoQk his head. “ Whatever was be­
tween you and me is over, done.”

Myra’s eyes softened. “ Are you sure?” 
She put a hand on his arm.

“ Maybe I ’ve done a lot of thinking in 
seven years.”

“ If you’ve done any thinking,”  Pat told 
her, “ It was only about Myra.” He smiled. 
“ It took me a long time to get over you.”

“ You tried to drink yourself to death 
for a while.”

He rubbed a hand over his mouth. 
“ Yeah. But then, all of a sudden, I sort 
of grew up.”

Myra looked away. “ Sometimes I 
wish— ” She broke off and walked back 
to the patio.

As he was about to drive off, a huge 
figure suddenly emerged from the olean­
der hedge. There was enough glow from 
the floodlights in back of the house for 
Pat to see the face of Jack Harlan, who 
once had starred in a smash Western hit 
and had been living on his reputation ever 
since.

Harlan stuck his head in the window, 
blowing a sour whiskey breath in Pat’s 
face. “ You the guy bringin’ the money?” 
he said thickly.

“ Go back to the oleanders and sleep it 
off,” Pat said.

“ Funny man, huh?” He squinted his 
eyes as if trying to recognize the man be­
hind the wheel. He was built like the guys 
on the covers of health magazines.

When he drew back his fist, Pat tried 
to roll up the window. He didn’t quite 
make it. The fist drove through the win­
dow glass. Harlan grabbed Pat, roaring 
with anger and pain. His bleeding knuckles 
messed up the front of Pat’s white shirt. 
Pat rolled down the broken window. He 
was no hero but he didn’t like being pushed 
around by a boozy actor. Pat threw his

left out the window like a baseball. It caught. 
Harlan in his soft midriff. Pat gunned the 
car, leaving the big man doubled up and 
gasping for breath.

He headed for Palm Canyon Drive, hop­
ing Bert Bollard might still be in his bar. 
But when he tried the back door, he found 
it locked. He wanted to learn about this 
picture job Bert had written him about. 
Then he wanted to get out of Palm Springs, 
and quickly!

He drove to the Sleep Well Motel, where 
his old friend Sam Marcus had given him 
a pass key years ago. Sam disliked being 
awakened in the middle of the night just 
to rent a cottage to a friend. Pat could 
sign the register and pay up in the morn­
ing.

He found a cottage with no car in the 
adjoining garage. He keyed the door open 
and went in. He pulled off his torn and 
bloodied shirt and threw it in a corner. 
He’d bill Harlan for it. But Harlan prob­
ably wouldn’t even remember the incident 
tomorrow. He was that kind of a guy. Pat 
didn’t awaken until daylight.

He was jerked out of a sound sleep by 
the sound of a key turning in the lock. He 
sat up in bed. A  big woman with dyed, 
red hair glared at him. She wore a green 
dressing gown with beer stains on it.

“ I ’m goin’ to call the cops!” she bel­
lowed in a grave, landlady voice.

When she turned for the door, Pat 
jumped out of bed and pulled on his pants. 
“ Wait a minute!”  he yelled. “ I’m a friend 
of Sam’s. He gave me a pass key— ”

She wheeled around, giving him a cold 
stare. “ Sam had a heart attack. He went 
back to Cleveland three months ago. I own 
this joint now. And I wish he had it back.”

Pat moistened his lips. He laid a five 
dollar bill on the end table beside his pass 
key.

Her eyes lost their hardness as she 
looked him over. “ How about a beer ? I was 
just goin’ to open a can.”
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"Never drink before noon,”  he lied. 

After Myra had blown up seven years 
ago he drank anything at any time. But 
then he was carrying a torch.

The redhead snarled, "Y ou  mean I ’m 
too old. That’s what'you mean.”

He knew she was hung over from the 
night before. He said, "Y ou  don’t under­
stand.”

She shook a fist under his nose. “ I ought 
to have you pinched.” She picked up the 
five dollar bill and shoved it down into her 
bra. “ Get out of here!”

He had been dressing while she talked. 
By the time he drove out of the yard, he 
was sweating. “ My day,”  he muttered, 
“ The luck of the Riordans.”

\  JAN ITO R was mopping out Bert’s 
Bar. The place was deserted. Mingled 

with the odor o f disinfectant from the mop 
water was the smell of fried eggs.

Bert Bollard’s bald head glistened like 
the halo around the end of the rear booth. 
“ Back here, Pat,” he said.

Pat sat down. Bert put a thin arm across 
a platter of ham and eggs and shook Pat’s 
hand. His small dark eyes seemed unusual­
ly melancholy this morning.

Pat told him about the run-in with the 
redhead.

Bert toyed with a piece of ham on the 
end of a fork. “ W e all hated to see Sam go 
back to Cleveland.”

On Saturdays, the merchants of the re­
sort town went Western. Bert wore a 
Western shirt and a kerchief around his 
neck, held by a silver clasp-.

Pat lit a cigarette and eyed Bert through 
the smoke. “ What’s the pitch on that job 
you wrote about ? Some picture factory 
need a bright, young press agent?”

Bert licked his lips. “ I guess you ain’t 
heard.”

“ Heard what?” Pat stiffened.
“ The cops is lookin’ for you.”
Bert Bollard had come to Palm Springs

before the war, bringing his asthma out 
from Chicago. His past was dark and some 
whispered it pertained to the numbers 
racket. But Bert had reformed and gone 
into real estate. He’d made a killing during 
the boom. Now he kept the bar for senti­
mental reasons. He was a nice guy, Pat 
had decided long ago.

“ Oh, look,”  Pat said, exasperated. “ Sam 
Marcus gave me a pass key. I can explain 
to the police— ”

“ This ain’t got anything to do with Sam 
Marcus.” Bert gripped the edge of the 
table with his thin fingers. “ It’s Carter 
LeBlanc. They found him this morning 
with the back of his head beat in.”

Suddenly, the odor of disinfectant in the 
barroom was overpowering. Pat wanted 
to retch.

He sat with the blood slowly draining 
from his face as Bert told how Myra had 
gone for a swim and found LeBlanc’s body.

Bert said, “ Myra says you come drivin’ 
up with her secretary last night. Myra says 
this gal is sweet on LeBlanc.”

Pat banged a fist on the table. "They 
can’t pin this on Joyce!”

Perspiration glistened on Bert’s bald 
dome. “ I ’m sorry I dragged you into this. 
If I hadn’t written you about the job— ”

Pat’s lips thinned. “ Forget it,”  he said.
Bert nodded. "The job was press agent 

on Myra’s new indie film,v he murmured.
Pat stared at him. “ You ought to know 

better than that, Bert. If Myra never got 
her name in the papers she wouldn’t hire
^  _ >Jme.

“ I thought it was worth a try. I knew 
you was— ”

“ Broke,”  Pat said. “ Thanks, anyway, 
Bert.”

Bert mopped his pate. “ I feel sorry for 
the Kendall kid,”  he said “ LeBlanc was 
goin’ to give her a part in the picture.”  He 
shook his head. “ Poor Myra. This is goin’ 
to be tough on her. All this publicity!”

Pat pursed his lips, remembering when
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Bert had first come to Palm Springs and 
written all those crazy fan letters to Myra 
Denton. He’d even arranged a meeting be­
tween the two, more for a gag than any­
thing else. But even though it led to noth­
ing, Bert was everlastingly grateful for the 
try. This Myra business with Bert was 
hero worship in reverse. He even had a 
huge portrait of Myra behind the bar.

Pat felt sick at his stomach. “ Have the 
cops got Joyce?”

“ No. The cops figure you know where 
she is.”

In his dim past, Pat had learned that it 
paid to co-operate with the police. Report­
ers were already in Myra’s patio when Pat 
arrived. He knew some of them and nod­
ded.

Myra sat stiffly on the edge of a chaise 
lounge. She wore black and when she rose 
on seeing Pat, the reporters and two uni­
formed cops looked at her figure with ap­
preciation. She was doing an “ A ” picture 
job of showing her grief. Her gray eyes 
were moist. The hot desert sun struck blue 
fire from her diamond ear clips.

A  rugged, blond man named Sergeant 
Ericson was in charge of the investigation. 
He wore a gray suit and a wide-brimmed 
hat. He had the type of skin that would 
never tan. Ericson nodded at Pat. They 
had occasionally had a drink together at 
Bert’s when Pat came down to get the win­
ter sun.

“ Hello, Riordan,” Ericson said. His 
choice of the last name showed this was 
official business. The grim business of mur­
der. Ericson didn’t offer to shake hands. 
“ Any idea where the Kendall girl is?”

Pat shook his head. “ Haven’t seen her 
since last night.”

“ Tell me about last night,” Ericson 
urged, watching Pat out of his blue eyes.

QU IC K LY, he recounted how he had 
found the Italian sports job mired 

down in the sand. Ericson nodded. The

car had been towed in early that morning.
Ericson led the ŵ ay to a long, limp ob­

ject in a rubber shroud. Two men from the 
coroner’s office stepped aside and looked at 
Pat.

Ericson pulled down a long zipper on the 
rubber container. LeBlanc lay on his face. 
The back of his head looked like a melon 
that has been struck by a two-by-four. 
Ericson nodded at the coroner’s men and 
they zippered up the body and, carried it 
off, gripping the rubber handles of the 
shroud.

Pat looked at the dark stain at the edge 
of the pool. “ What killed him?”

The sergeant’s pale brows lifted. “ What­
ever she killed him with is gone and ’ so
is she.”

Pat froze. “ She?”  ,
“ Joyce Kendall,”  Ericson said indiffer­

ently.
Pat flicked his eyes at Myra, then looked 

at the sergeant. “ That girl couldn’t kill
anybody."

Ericson shrugged shoulders that prob­
ably once had filled a football jersey. “  She 
was set for a part in LeBlanc’s new pic­
ture. She got mad when he turned her 
down. Then he turned his back on her and 
— whammo! ”

Pat shook a cigarette from his pack. He 
lit it, trying to keep his hand from trem­
bling. “ Who gave you that dope? M yra?”

Ericson smiled. “ Sorry, simple deduc­
tion.”

Myra kept shifting her weight from one 
foot to the other. She bit her lower lip, her 
eyes on the tall, black-haired Riordan. Pat 
couldn’t help but recall how those lips had 
tasted back in the days when he was a 
neophyte at this press agent dodge. He 
thought she was in love with him. That was 
the big laugh. Him and ten other guys.

LeBlanc had been killed around four a.m., 
Ericson said. Myra had left him at three 
and gone into the house and to bed. He 
seemed awfully willing to believe Myra.
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Pat said, watching Myra, “ There was a 

character sleeping off a drunk in the olean­
ders last night. Plis name is Jack Harlan.” 

Ericson gave Pat a fleeting smile. “ Har­
lan checked in at the baths last night two 
hours before LeBlanc was killed. That 
should account for his alibi.

“ So that means you ’ve checked every­
thing to |oyce Kendall.” When Ericson 
only shrugged, Pat said, “ What happened 
to the statue?”

The reporters and Ericson were all atten­
tion. “ What statue?" Ericson said softly.

Before Pat could reply, Myra explained 
that the statue was only a gag. “ Mr. Le­
Blanc is quite— or was," she corrected, 
“ quite temperamental. He spoiled the party 
before it even got started. By the time Miss 
Kendall arrived with the statue there was 
no reason for the party.”

“ Why was LeBlanc temperamental last 
night?” Ericson wanted to know.

“ He flew into a rage when 1 berated him 
for stealing twenty thousand dollars that 
didn’t belong to him."

Ericson nodded. “ It’s common gossip 
around town.”

Pat frowned. “ Somebody could have 
used that statue to bash in LeBlanc’s head.” 

“ How much did it weigh?" Ericson said, 
not showing too much interest.

“ Thirty pounds. Maybe more.”
“ Ice would be pretty slippery to handle 

for a blow like that."
Pat said, “ There was a burlap sack 

around it. That could have been put around 
the statue so it wouldn’t have been too slip­
pery to hold."

Ericson looked skeptical. “ I just can’t 
figufe a woman hitting a man over the head 
with a thirty pound chunk of ice.”

The sergeant’s calm manner of dismiss­
ing his theory, infuriated Pat. From the 
looks of it, Ericson was going to ignore 
Myra’s obvious motive for braining Le­
Blanc. It was going to be pinned on a kid 
named Joyce Kendall.

Ericson said that was all for the present. 
But he suggested Pat stay around town. 
Something about the tone of his voice 
caused sweat to roll down Pat’s ribs.

Pat went around to the front of the house. 
He waited in the oleanders until Ericson 
and the re|K>rters had gone. He was walk­
ing toward the side of the house when Myra 
opened the door. “ I want to talk to you,” 
she said.

CHAPTER THREE

Murderer's Cue

DR APES had not yet been pulled 
away from the living room win­
dows. She stood in the shadows, 

her head tilted back. He looked beyond her 
at the big grand piano and the winding 
stairway beyond with its grilled iron ban­
nister. For a moment he thought nostalgia 
would grip him. But then, it seemed to him 
that this never happened. He had never 
before been in this shadowed house, nor 
loved this blonde woman who stood so tall 
and confident before him. It had happened 
to someone else, another Pat Riordan who 
had been entranced with a woman four 
years older than himself.

She said, “ Don’t let yourself get loused 
up over a girl you don’t even know.” 

“ You're talking about Joyce Kendall?” 
“ Who else?"
“ Is that a warning?”  he wanted to know. 

When she made no reply, he said, “ I think 
you killed LeBlanc. You had the perfect 
motive.”

“ Motive, perhaps,” she said coolly. “ But 
I didn't kill him.”

“ You know who did.”
“ Joyce. She’s a young girl. Impression­

able. When LeBlanc built up her hopes and 
then rejected her, she couldn’t stand it.” 

“ Last night LeBlanc didn’t act like he 
was about to reject her.”

“ You didn’t know LeBlanc very well,” 
Myra said, the thiji plucked line of her
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brows arched above the gray eyes. “ He 
tired of his— women.”
_ Pat felt his cheeks grow warm. “ I don’t 
believe the kid ever had anything to do 
with LeBIanc.”  He watched her carefully 
for a moment, then said, “ I ’m wondering 
where" Jack Harlan fits into this.”

“ H e’s just a lush. Everybody knows 
that.”  She turned her back. “ Unzipper 
me. I sent Martha downtown, and I want 
to get out of this dress.”

Almost angrily he jerked down on the 
zipper. The black dress fell away. She 
turned, facing him, her eyes a little fright­
ened. “ I’m scared, Pat. This LeBIanc thing 
can ruin me— for good. You ’re a press 
agent. You ’re very good. You can put 
news in the papers. But more important 
you can also keep news out.”

"Y ou  mean you want to hire m e?”  he 
mocked.

“ I was a fool once, Pat. I should never 
have let you go.”  She stood with her gleam­
ing bare arms away from her body. She 
kicked the black dress from around her 
ankles.

He said, “ Youlve got a run in your stock­
ing.”

She glanced down. “ So I have— ”
He said, “ You still look good. But I ’ve 

learned a lot since I was a jerk around Hol­
lywood pounding out copy for the great 
Myra Denton.”

“ I need you, Pat— in more ways than 
one.”

He did something he had imagined him­
self doing a thousand times. But he always 
wondered if he would have the nerve.

He turned his back on her.
He was halfway down Palm Canyon 

Drive when he saw Jack Harlan speeding 
a chartreuse station wagon along a cross 
street. Harlan looked belligerent and hung 
over. He wore no hat and his rust-colored 
hair hung across his forehead. Before Pat 
could make a U-turn, Harlan was gone.

He parked and fed the parking meter and

started a tour of the bars. Harlan started 
his day’s work early, Pat knew that. Eric- 
son didn’t seem interested in the big cow­
boy actor. Pat ‘wondered why. He didn’t 
want to see a nice kid like Joyce Kendall 
get all gummed up on account of a char­
acter like Harlan.

He was passing an alleyway when a 
frightened feminine voice said, “ Mr. Rior- 
dan!”

He found her looking scared and ready 
to flee. She was leaning against a three- 
speed bicycle. She wore a white turtle neck 
sweater and denim shorts. Her thighs and 
legs were nicely tanned.

He got her into the back door of Bert’s 
place. The small room Bert used as an 
office was empty. He sat her down in a 
chair and parked the bicycle against the 
wall.

“ I— I’ve been trying to find you all morn­
ing,”  Joyce Kendall said.

Pat gave her a reassuring smile. He 
skirted a littered desk and went into the 
crowded barroom to find Jiert. From the 
drift of conversation he knew the topic was 
LeBlanc’s sudden demise.

Bert saw him and came around the end 
of the bar. The neon frame around Myra’s 
picture on the wall was lit up. In the paint­
ing Myra seemed to be wearing an enig­
matic smile as if knowing a secret she re­
fused to divulge.

Bert wheezed, “ If they try pinning this 
LeBIanc thing-on Myra, I’ll die.”

TY H E Y  walked to his office and Bert was 
introduced to Joyce. She seemed fright­

ened but Pat told her it was all right. He 
got her to tell what had happened that 
morning. She had learned about LeBIanc, 
she said, when she came back from her 
morning bike ride. She’d seen the police 
there and had heard her name mentioned 
from the side gate. Terrified, she had rid­
den off. Pat put his hand over hers. It 
was a nice hand with long fingers and red
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nail polish that shone fresh and unchipped.

“ Joyce couldn’t have killed him,”  Pat 
told Bert. “ The statue was too heavy.” 

Bert looked doubtful “ You sure he was 
killed with the ice?”

“ What else?” Pat said. “ There’s no trace 
of a bloodstained rock or a paperweight or 
a gun or anything, that would be used to 
beat a man over the head.”

Bert kept shaking his head. “ She 
shouldn’t have run.”

Joyce gripped her bare knees. “ I know 
that,”  she agreed. “ But I was scared.”

Pat said, “ How about getting her some 
breakfast, Bert. I ’m going to hunt for Har­
lan.” He laid a five dollar bill on the desk. 

Bert pushed it back. “ Save your money.” 
“ And don’t let anybody know where she 

is,”  Pat warned.
“ You know me better than that,”  Bert 

said. Then he rubbed his jaw. “ You figure 
Harlan’s in this?”

Pat nodded, pocketing the five dollar 
bill.

Joyce bit her lower lip. “ Are you so sure 
a woman couldn’t have lifted that statue? 
It was completely melted by this morning. 
But whenever Mr. LeBlanc was killed, -the 
statue might have been light enough for a 
woman to use— ”

Bert shifted uncomfortably. “ Myra never 
did it,”  he said, a trace of anger in his voice.

Pat looked at Bert. “ Keep your shirt on. 
She’s not accusing'Myra.”

Joyce crossed her long legs and began to 
swing her foot nervously. Pat couldn’t help 
but think ho’w things might have been if 
he’d met a kid like Joyce before he’d de­
cided to hew his way through the Holly­
wood forest. A news job somewhere. Small 
town, maybe. A house and a wife and a 
couple of kids. None of this beating your 
brains out. Rich one year, broke the next.

Bert said, “ What about that part Le­
Blanc was goin’ to give you in his picture?”  

Joyce blushed. “ I— I just wouldn’t ac­
cept it on his terms.”

Pat touched her shoulder. “ Don’t worry. 
W e’ll get this mess straightened out.”

As Pat started for the door, Bert shot 
him a worried glance. “ You be careful, 
Harlan’s a tough baby.”

T T A R L A N  was found in the Cactus Club 
drinking a stinger. He was staring ■ 

moodily into his glass. The knuckles of his 
right hand were bandaged. He wore an 
expensive cowboy outfit. In high-heeled 
boots, he would be about seven feet tall.

“ You ’ve got a nice pair of shoulders,”  
Pat said and sat down on the next stool. 
He ordered a beer.

Harlan swung a too-handsome face on 
Pat. He scowled. “ I don’t get you.”

“ It would take strength to swing a thiry 
pound weight over your head,”  Pat said.

Jack Harlan finished his stinger. Pat 
sipped his cool beer. Somebody had dropped 
a quarter in the juke box. A  girl sang, 
about the rocky road to love.

Harlan said, “ You’re trying to tie me in 
with this LeBlanc deal.”

“ Why not? They’re trying to pin it on 
a nice kid. I don’t want to see that hap­
pen.”

“ So you’re going to take the pins out of 
your doll and stick them in me,”  Harlan 
said matter-of-factly.

Pat fingered his glass. “ What about Le- 
Blanc’s ice statue?”  he asked.

He watched Harlan start to order an­
other stinger, then wave the bartender back. 
He knew he wasn’t being very smart but 
if he could make Harlan mad enough he 
might let something slip. Harlan was hung 
over and rapidly building another fire with 
the stingers.

Harlan jerked his head. “ Come on,”  he 
said. “ I ’ll tell you all about it.”

Pat followed him along a corridor to the 
men’s room. Harlan bent over the wash 
basin, turning on the taps. He washed his 
face, then groped for the towel rack.

“ Hand me a towel,” he said.
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When Pat turned his head, the flat of 

Harlan’s big hand caught him on the back 
of the neck. The slick tile provided poor 
footing. Pat slipped and went-down.

Harlan towered above him, holding a 
snub-nosed .38 he had taken from beneath 
his jacket. “ Took me a long time to place 
you,” he snapped. “ You’re the guy that 
busted my knuckles last night.”

“ My car window did that,”  Pat said, on 
his hands and knees watching the gun. “ I 
wish it had been your head.”

“ LeBlanc had a head. It got cracked,” 
Harlan said, glowering down at Pat. Then 
he said, “ Don’t go sticking your pins in 
me. I didn’t kill LeBlanc.”

When Harlan had gone, Pat got to his 
feet. His head ached from the blow on his 
neck. At the bar, he drank two straight 
shots when he found Harlan had left. There 
was something about Harlan’s eyes he 
didn’t like. It was like looking down a cor­
ridor that had no end.

Pat stepped into a phone booth at the far 
end of the bar. He called the police sta­
tion and asked for Ericson. When he had 
the sergeant, he said, “ Maybe I was wrong 
about that ice statue gag. Maybe it was the 
butt of a gun that did LeBlanc in.”

Ericson’s crisp voice came back over the 
wire. “ Anybody with a gun butt you’ve 
got in mind?”

“ Jack Harlan. You could pick him up 
for carrying a concealed weapon. Run a 
test on, the gun. Bloodstains, hairs from 
LeBlanc’s head— ”

“ Harlan has a permit for that gun,” 
Ericson said. “ Besides, you’re too late. 
W e’ve got the killer. She’s about ready to 
crack.”

Pat’s voice dried up to a whisper. “ She’s 
about ready to crack?”

Ericson’s voice was flat. “ The Kendall 
girl. I just picked her up.”

“ Listen, Ericson,”  Pat shouted into the 
mouthpiece, “ don’t work that girl over. If 
you make her confess to something she

didn’t do I ’ll take it out on you, copper.”
Ericson said, “ You’re a good guy, Rior- 

dan. Ordinarily. But I don’t like to be 
threatened. I think the girl will crack with­
out anyone laying a hand on her.”

Pat got down to the jail as fast as he 
could. Ericson met him in the entrance of 
the neat whitewashed building. When Pat 
said he wanted to see Joyce, Ericson led 
the way to a small, bare room. A matron 
brought Joyce in. She really looked fright­
ened now.

When the matron and Ericson had de­
parted, Pat put his arms around her. That 
Ericson was smart, Pat had to admit. He 
knew the sergeant had allowed this visit, 
hoping Joyce might talk. Pat knew from 
experience that somewhere a reel of paper 
tape was slowly turning, recording their 
conversation.

" I ’ll get you out of this, kid,” Pat said. 
He saw Joyce was on the verge of hysteria. 
“ Take it easy,”  he soothed. “ You’ll be all 
right.”

She raised her tear-stained face. “ I didn’t 
do it, Pat.”

CHAPTER FOUR

Bullet Boulevard

IT W A S the first time she’d called him 
Pat. He felt warm and contented. But 
the next moment he felt as if someone 

held a knife at his throat. Innocent as she 
might be, there was a chance she’d be con­
victed. It had happened before.

The matron took her back to her cell. 
Just before the door closed, she looked back 
And managed a weak smile.

Next door, at the telephone company, Pat 
put in a person to person call to his old boss 
Pete Fallon on the Riverside Blade. Pete’s 
nasal voice barked, “ Fallon!”

“ Pat Riordan.”
Fallon chuckled. Pat could see him at 

his desk surrounded by newsprint, a 
cracked, old, green visor slanted across his
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wrinkled forehead. There’d be ink spots 
where his scalp showed through his thin­
ning, gray hair from pushing ink-smeared 
fingers across his dome.

Pat said, “ How much weight do you 
swing in Palm Springs?”

“ Not a bit,”  Pete Fallon said. “ Did you 
get my letter?"

“ Yeah." Pat felt guilty. Fallon had 
written two weeks before. Pat hadn't an­
swered.

“ As I wrote you,” Fallon went on, “ I ’m 
getting too much gray in my hair for this 
business. Why don’t you come home and 
help me run this rag? Forget Hollywood 
before you get an ulcer.”

Pat chuckled grimly. “ I’m working on 
an ulcer now. A  big one.”

Pat recalled leaving Riverside to go to 
Hollywood and how he’d been a minor suc­
cess. In the old days, producers asked him 
to be unit man on their pictures. Some­
times he’d worked six months at a stretch. 
Now he was flat. Busted except for his 
pride. Then he remembered Joyce.

“ A friend of mine is up to her ears in 
this LeBlanc mess," he said. “ You know 
about LeBlanc?”

“ Sure. His dying is so important I have 
to give him half a column next to the coun­
ty fair horse show results.”  Pete Fallon’s 
voice crackled on, “ What do you mean a 
friend is up to her ears? Not Myra Den­
ton. Don’t tell me she’s a friend, not after 
she tied the can to you.”

Pat frowned. “ Who told you about 
this?”

Pete Fallon’s voice was soft. “ Hell, Pat,” 
he said, “ forget it. What do you want me
to do ?"

Pat talked fast. “ Doug Halburt is your 
friend. He’s the best lawyer I know. Will 
he take over? A  personal favor, maybe?” 
Quickly he sketched in the details of how 
Joyce Kendall was being held for the mur­
der.

Pete Fallon said, “ Call me back in an

hour. “ I’ll see what I can do for you.”
Pat felt relieved when he hung up the 

phone. Doug Halburt had a state-wide rep. 
He preferred a small town practice but he 
was sharp as any of the L.A. legal beavers.

He went to Bert’s bar. Bert seemed un­
usually'upset. He wheezed, “ I couldn’t help 
it, Pat. Somebody must have seen you 
bring the girl in here and tipped off Eric- 
son."

Pat had a couple of drinks. Bert refused 
to take his money. “ I get you down here 
for a job and then it peters out. The least 
I can do is buy a few drinks.”

Pat looked at him and something began 
to buzz around inside his skull. “ You knew 
Myra hated my guts. How come you fig­
ured she’d hire me as a press agent?”  he 
asked.

“ It was worth a try.” Bert wiped his 
moist, bald head.

Pat ran on. “ And how come you knew 
about Myra’s indie film ? I never saw any­
thing about it in the Hollywood trade 
papers.”

Bert shifted his feet. “ Everybody comes 
in here. I just keep my ears open.”

Pat finished his drink, his face suddenly 
hard. “ You ’re holding something back. 
What made you think Myra would hire me ? 
Have you got something on. her?”

T J E R T  turned his head to stare at the big 
neon framed portrait of Myra Denton. 

Thlen he looked down at his {lands. “ I put 
up the prelim dough for her new picture.”

Pat felt his throat tighten. “ And Le­
Blanc spent twenty thousand of the dough 
before the picture even started. Maybe— ”

Bert lifted his hands, then let them fall. 
“ I never killed him, if that’s what you’re 
gettin’ at. Maybe I felt like it. He was a 
louse. But I knew anything like murder 
would just about ruin Myra. The publicity 
and all— ”

Pat put a hand on his arm. “ I guess one 
thing you wouldn’t do is hurt Myra.”
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Bert wiped his head again. “ What about 

Joyce? If there’s anything I can do for the 
kid— ?”

Pat shook his head. “ I ’m trying to get 
Doug Hurlburt for her.”

“ Then she’s as good as out,”  Bert stated 
positively. He looked at Pat for a long mo­
ment. “ I think Jack Plarlan is your boy. 
But it’s goin’ .to be a job to prove it.”

Pat took another shot of bourbon. “ If I 
could just figure where he fitted into it.” 

Bert said, “ He was going to co-star with 
Myra in that new film.”

Pat roared, “ Him? Why, he’s nothing 
but a ham !”

Bert’s eyes were bright with anger. 
“ That’s what I tried to tell Myra. But you 
know her. She wouldn't listen. I think he 
was cutting in on LeBlanc. Myra was kind 
of gone on him.”

Pat clenched his fists. “ Harlan hasn’t 
had a job in a year that I know of. When 
LeBlanc loused up the deal by spending 
that dough, Harlan popped him.”

“ That’s about it,” Bert said quietly. “ I ’d 
have put in more dough to get ’em started, 
but I ain’t that rich.”

Pat went outside, breathing the warm air. 
Girls with sun tanned legs walked by, 
guys in slacks and tourists with dark suits, 
their cameras slung around their necks and 
fists full o f postcards. It seemed peaceful 
with everybody having a good time. But 
up the street Joyce was in a cell.

The throb of a powerful motor made Pat 
look around. Myra’s expensive white coupe 
slanted in at the curb. She beckoned to 
him. He walked around on her side, seeing 
the crumpled fenders, the gash in the door.

She wore dark glasses and a linen jacket 
over a sun suit. “ I ’ve called every motel 
and hotel in town trying to find you,” she 
said. Her lips were white. “ Don’t leave 
me now, Pat. I need you.”

“ Don’t build yourself up so much,” he 
said sarcastically and picked at the dented 
place in the door. He got a sliver of yel­

lowed paint caught under his fingernail.
Myra said, “ Beat me, stomp me, curse 

me. I don’t care. But please help me. You 
know most of the reporters. They’re going 
to build this thing into a nasty mess if 
they-Te not stopped.”

“ How come you let Bert put up the 
money for your picture?”

JERK IN G  off her sun glasses, Myra 
glared with fury in her eyes. “ How do 

you like that ? tie made me promise not to 
tell anybody. And now he tells you.” 

“ He’ll probably have to tell Ericson. 
Ericson isn’t any dummy. He’ll be asking 
questions.”

Myra caught him by the wrist. Her fin­
gers were icy. “ Listen, Pat. It’s more 
than just keeping a story out of the papers, 
or making the boys soft pedal the details.” 

He watched her face. She was a good 
actress, but the fear in her was genuine. 
He felt it. “ What is it, M yra?”

“ W e formed a picture company.”  She 
tapped the ends of her fingers. “ LeBlanc, 
Bert, Jack Harlan and myself. All coming 
in for a percentage.”

“ Nothing wrong with that,” Pat said. 
“ It’s the usual thing when you form an 
independent company.”

“ Don’t you get it; Pat?” The fingers 
that gripped his wrist were moist and trem­
bling. “ I was supposed to drive down here 
last night in this car. At the last minute I 
took a plane and let Joyce drive. 'Some­
body ran her off the road.”

“ It was an accident.”
She shook her blonde head. “ No, it was- 

deliberate. I ’m certain of it. Somebody 
thought I was driving the car. You know 
how I drive, with my foot to the floor and 
a prayer. If I ’d have been sideswiped like 
that, I ’d be dead today.”

“ Why would anybody want to kill you?” 
His mouth was dry. If this were true then 
Joyce had been lucky. So very lucky. 

“ The company, when it was formed,”
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Myra said, “ took out a hundred thousand 
dollar life insurance policy on me. Some­
body wanted to collect that money.”  Eric- 
son’s tall figure angled across the street. 
“ Oh, God, I don’t want to see him. Not 
now. Phone me, Pat. Or come out to the 
house.”  She put on her dark glasses and 
shot the white coupe away from the curb­
ing.

Ericson came down the walk, giving 
Myra’s speeding car a brief glance.

Pat said, “ Find out who sideswiped that 
buggy last night?”

Ericson shook his blond head. “ W e will. 
But first there’s more important things. 
Murder.”

Pat suddenly hated the big cop. “ Did 
you ever consider that the two incidents 
might be tied together?”

Ericson said, “ Maybe.” He put a hand 
on Pat’s arm. Pat shrugged it off. Eric­
son said, “ Doug Hurlburt just phoned. 
He’s taking the girl’s case— ”

“ It’s about time,” Pat said.
Ericson looked at him out of his deep 

blue eyes. “ You’re kind of gone on her, 
aren’t you?”

Pat looked away, feeling a lump as. big 
as a walnut in his throat. “ Gone is as good 
a word as any.”

The cop scraped a thumbnail along his 
jaw. “ I hate to tell you this, Pat. I 
checked R and I with the L.A. police. 
Joyce Kendall was in a jam once before."

Pat frowned. “ I don’t believe it,” he 
muttered.

Ericson looked sad. “ Manslaughter. 
They’re going to wire me the details.”

Pat stiffened. That meant Records and 
Identification was in on the deal, that nice 
orderly system of filing cabinets where a 
cop can find out anything about anything. 
That wasn’t good.

“ How long ago did this happen?”  he
asked.

Ericson was non-committal. “ She was 
booked last year. . . . ”

When Pat stumbled back into Bert’s 
place, Bert looked across his crowded bar. 
“ You sick or something?”  he called.

Pat slid onto a vacant stool. Bert poured 
him a drink. Pat tossed it down. Those 
dreams he’d had about Joyce were now only 
a nasty blur.

Bert wheezed, “ You better take it easy 
on the whiskey. You’ll have a head big as 
a mountain.”

Pat staggered along the corridor to 
Bert’s office. He was about to go in when 
he saw Joyce’s bicycle still leaning against 
the wall. Sight of it sickened him. He 
went out back into the alley, aware that 
Bert was calling his name. But he didn't 
turn back.

For an hour, he walked aimlessly. Then 
he saw his reflection in an advertising mir­
ror in front of a drugstore. He looked 
ghastly. There were dark circles under his 
eyes and his beard showed. He hadn't 
shaved. Then he remembered. He’d gone 
off and left his shaving kit down at the 
Sleep Well Motel. Although he didn’t like 
the idea, there was nothing to do but have 
another session with the frowsy redheaded 
landlady.

He drove down and had just stepped out 
of the coupe when he saw a black and white 
prowl car in the drive. Two uniformed 
cops stood with their backs to him, talking 
to the redhead in front of a door marked 
“ Manager.”

“ When I heard about LeBlanc and the 
connection this Riordan had with Myra 
Denton,” the redhead said, “ I figured you 
boys ought to know about the shirt.”

Pat felt his mouth go dry. One of the 
cops had his white shirt wadded up under 
a thick arm. From where he stood, Pat 
could see the bloodstains left by Harlan’s 
bleeding knuckles.

“ He sure acted funny," the redhead was 
saying. “ He broke into one of my cottages 
so he could sleep.”

“ Probably wanted to stay out of sight,”
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one of the cops said. “ Ericson will want to 
know about this.”

Pat ducked behind the grape stake fence 
that surrounded the place. The cops piled 
into their car and went roaring up Indian 
Avenue. Pat ditched his coupe.

Pat cut over to Palm Canyon Drive. 
What to do ? O f all the screwy deals. He’d 
:ome down here because his old friend Bert 
Bollard said he had a job. Bert had financed 
i picture and was going to give his old 
friend a job whether Myra Denton liked it 
or not. And then Pat met a frightened girl 
in a wrecked car and—

T T E  FROZE. A  chartreuse station wag- 
on was pulled up at the curbing. When 

he had seen Harlan’s station wagon before 
that day he had seen the left side. But now 
he was seeing the right side. The fenders 
and woodwork bore two deep indentations. 
Pat swallowed and something clicked in his 
mind. He looked down at his hands. While 
he had been talking to Myra he had picked 
a flake of yellow paint off the damaged door.

He started forward just as Jack Har­
lan emerged from a joint called Quincy’s 
Place. He staggered, weaving, blind drunk. 
When he saw Pat he called:

“ I got all I wan’ of this damn town! I’m 
gettin’ to hell out— ”

Pat tried to grab him. It was like trying 
to block a bulldozer in high gear. The big 
man slammed Pat against the front of 
Quincy’s Place and leaped into the wagon. 
He barreled the big car south on Palm Can­
yon Drive, along the road to Indio.

Across the street Pat saw a sleek, black 
Cad coupe just pulling in at the curb. Be­
hind the wheel was Bert. The bald man 
was gesturing for Pat to cross the street.

Pat sprinted for the Cad. ‘ ‘ Take out 
after him, Bert. It’s Jack Harlan. H e’s 
trying to get away!”  Pat had skirted the 
car and was about to slide into the seat 
when he saw Joyce. She gave him a weak 
smile.

“ Bert has been trying to find you,”  she 
said.

Bert nodded. “ Ericson turned her loose. 
Guess he was scared of Doug Hurlburt.”

Pat slammed the door as he squeezed in 
beside Joyce. “ Get Harlan, Bert!” His 
knee was uncomfortably warm from the 
pressure of Joyce’s thigh.

Bert said, “ But the girl’s clear. Ericson 
knows he ain’t got a case. Now that she’s 
out of it don’t mess in the thing no more.”

“ It’s not the girl,” Pat said, without look­
ing at Joyce. “ It’s me.” He told them 
about the cops and the blood-stained shirt.

Joyce said tremulously, “ They can’t ar­
rest you, Pat.”

She tried to press his hand. At last she 
caught it. She wouldn’t let go. “ Ericson 
told me what he said about^about me being 
in trouble before.”

Suddenly Pat felt relaxed. The tension 
was gone. Ahead was that crazy Jack Har­
lan wheeling that gaudy station wagon. 
But Bert was catching him. When they ran 
him into a ditch the whole thing would be 
over.

Pat said, "Y ou  don’t have to tell me. 
Whatever you did is all in the past— ”

“ I want you to know, Pat. Last year I 
was in an automobile accident. It was ter­
rible. That’s why I was so frightened last 
night. You never get over those things I 
guess.”  She took a deep breath as the Cad 
hurtled along the narrow, oiled road, pur­
suing that blob of chartreuse ahead. “ At 
first the police thought I was driving the 
car. They held me for manslaughter.”  She 
shuddered.

Pat said, “ Take it easy. It doesn’t mat­
ter.”

“ But they found out my friend— the fel­
low I was going with— was driving the car. 
They turned me loose. But it was still on 
the record. Ericson got all the details 
awhile ago.”

The station wagon turned right toward 
the mountains. It meant Harlan was going
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to try and get back to L.A. over the moun­
tain road.

Pat leaned forward, watching the erratic 
progress of the big station wagon along the 
twisting road. “ He’ll break his neck on 
those curves. He’s boiled to the eyes and 
set to bust.”

Bert said, “ W e’ll catch him. That bus is 
only hitting on seven and his brakes are 
no good. Wouldn’t you think he’d spend 
a little dough on that wagon ? I like to 
broke my fool neck— ”

Pat licked his lips. Joyce wasn’t aware 
of anything yet. But Bert had caught the 
slip the moment he made it. Joyce saw the 
gun at the same moment- Pat did. Bert 
gripped it in his right hand, his left on the 
wheel. The muzzle was tight against 
Joyce’s ribs and she softened as she felt it 
digging into her side.

“ Don’t be a hero, Pat,”  Bert said. “ I 
don’t like usin’ a gun on a woman. But I 
will— ”

p A T ’S heart pounded. The Cad slowed 
on one of the steep grades. Bert coasted 

onto a flat fenced lookout point. A thou­
sand feet below the desert was stretched 
out all purple and green and gray in the 
late afternoon.

Bert kept the motor running. He put on 
the handbrake and stepped out of the car. 
He jerked Joyce over under the wheel. 
Then he pressed the muzzle of the gun 
against her left ear. “ I tried to get you to 
lay o ff,” he told Pat. “ But you had to dig. 
Damn it, Pat, I don’t like this. We been 
friends. But I got to think of myself.”

“ I suppose it isn't the first time you’ve 
had to kill.” Pat said, trying to mak^ his 
voice scornful. “ After all, you came from 
Chicago. Last night you thought it was 
Myra driving that coupe of hers. You were 
up at Myra’s place arguing about the money 
LeBlanc had spent on the picture. That 
was before Myra came down on the plane. 
When you heard she was headed for the
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springs, you took Harlan’s car, because lush 
that he is, he was probably already passed 
out. You figured he’d get the blame for 
the accident— ”

Bert shook his head. “ Y ou ’re.wrong. It 
wasn’t the money. I ’d give Myra every­
thing I got. You ought to know that, Pat. 
Back when you and her was runnin’ around 
together, I hated you. But when you busted 
up I figured you wasn’t a bad guy. W e 
needed a press agent for the picture and I 
knew you wouldn’t fool around with her. 
’Cause she claimed she hated you.”

“ She kept my photograph in her bed­
room,”  Pat said.

“ I never got that far,” Bert said. "Like 
I say it wasn’t the money. I told her to 
forget about LeBlanc spendin’ the dough. 
I said we could get married anyhow.” His 
eyes hardened. “ But she laughed at me. 
She said she never had no intention of 
marrying me for putting up the dough for 
her picture. She was a damn thief. That’s 
when I wrecked her car. I wanted her 
dead.”

Pat could almost feel Joyce’s heart bang­
ing away. She sat rigid, her face dead white.

Pat said, “ But why kill LeBlanc?”
“ I got drunk last night. I went to Myra’s 

because I figured maybe she was just mad 
about not bein’ able to do the picture. I 
wanted to tell her I didn’t have no more 
cash. But I was willing to sell the bar. 
That would give us a start. I ’d raise the 
rest for the picture. If she’d only marry 
me.”

Pat’s perspiring fingers gripped the door 
handle. “ You ’re nuts, Bert. Nobody could 
love a dame like that and take all you took 
from her and not be off his rocker.”

Bert said, “ LeBlanc was sittin’ by the 
pool. He laughed at me. He told me about 
him and Myra.” Bert licked his lips. “ He 
turned to go into the house. I guess I went 
sort of nuts. I picked up that ice statue and 
cracked him over the head. The statue 
busted all to hell— ”

“ You should have known how it was 
with Myra. It wasn’t only LeBlanc. It was 
just any guy.”  Pat slipped the door catch. 
“ What do you figure to d o?”

Bert looked sick around the mouth. Like 
a bright yellow bug the station wagon 
weaved along the twisting highway above. 
It disappeared around a jagged cliff.

Bert said, “ What else can I d o?” He 
gripped the gun tighter. “ I don’t want to 
shoot your girl. It won’t be pretty. The 
other way is best.”

“ What other way?”
“ Just sit in the car. You’ll go over the 

cliff together. With the car.”
“ You can’t explain that away to Eric- 

son.”
“ Yes I can. I’ll say you tried to make a 

getaway. That you wanted my car and took 
me along. I jumped just before the car 
went over the cliff.”

“ How about skid marks? Ericson is 
going to wonder.”

“ I got to take that chance.” Bert opened 
the door on the driver’s side. Pressing the 
gun against Joyce’s ribs, he released the 
handbrake. The heavy coupe started glid­
ing in neutral gear for the fence.

TN  T H A T  instant when he released the 
brake, Bert was off balance. Pat threw 

himself flat across the floor boards, seizing 
Bert by the wrist. “ Jum p!” he screamed 
at Joyce. The girl scrambled across the seat 
and through the door Pat had snapped 
open. The gun sent a bullet plunging 
through the rubber matting on the floor­
boards. Pat released Bert’s wrist, sprang 
backward through the open door. His body 
was tensed even as he was falling, for he 
expected Bert to shoot him. But Bert was 
lying on his face on the floorboards, his eyes 
frantic. The momentum of the lurching car 
had pressed the heavy door tight against his 
body. As Pat cleared the car and landed 
heavily he saw Bert’s body dragging be­
neath the car. The coupe crashed through
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THE HEAT IS
KILLING ME!

The two women in Danny Clive’ s life 
were sure-enough  femme fatales. For 
packed into each o f  those gorgeous 
gals was femininity in plenty— and 
they were fatal as the business end 

o f  a gatl

TH E room, dim and cool, was an air- 
conditioned retreat from the white 
heat outside. The furniture was rich 

walnut, gleaming like satin. It might have 
been the office of a bank president, and the 
man- behind the desk might have been the 
president himself. But his name was Fran­
cis Kruger, and he was a hoodlum. Not

30
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garden variety, of course. Mr. Big himself.

“ Danny Clive,” he said to me. “ Danny 
Clive, special investigator. How’s the grand 
jury, Danny boy?”

“ Like last week,” I said. “ Like the week 
before. Still looking for Eric Sands.”

Rocking back in his swivel chair, Kruger 
brought his fingertips together and pout- 
ingly contemplated his paunch. His eyes 
were indifferent slits under lazy lids.

“ Funny a guy like Sands disappears,” he 
said.

I shrugged. “ He isn't the first guy to dis­
appear when a subpoena was looking for 
him.”

“ Do you,” Kruger said, “ figure Sands 
had help?”

“ Yeah,” I said. “ Someone either bought 
him a plane ride to Shangri-La— or gave 
him a free ride.”

Kruger’s heavy lips pursed briefly, and 
his lids flickered momentarily. “ A  weak guy 
with too much on his mind,”  he said. “ A 
guy who’d never get past a grand jury. 
Time comes when he gets to be a liability.”

“ You testifying or speculating ?”  I asked.
He laughed shortly. “ That’s what I love 

about you, Danny. Real sense of humor. 
Here’s hoping you never run into someone 
who doesn’t appreciate it. Just speculating, 
of course. I’ve already done my testifying 
for the jury. You know that.”

“ Sure. Just like any good citizen.”
He rocked forward in the swivel and 

reached for a box of cigarettes on the desk. 
King-sized and gold-tipped. He lit a smoke 
with a silver lighter and drew deeply. The 
cigarette had a rich, exotic aroma. He 
didn’t ask me to try one.

“ Doing my duty, Danny. Nothing I ad­
mire like a man who does his duty. Take 
you for example. A  lot of guys would have 
welshed on this Sands deal. Lot of guys 
wouldn’t have the guts to play bloodhound 
with someone they’d called a friend. Not 
you, though. With you, it’s friendship be 
damned, when you see your duty.”

T TO O K  time to find and light a cigarette 
A  of my own. Not that I needed the smoke. 
Just the time. Time for the hard, hurting 
tension of my anger to soften. Time to tell 
myself again that rage is impotent against 
a man like Francis Kruger.

“ One guy goes one way, another goes 
another,” I said. “ Eric and I parted com­
pany a long time ago.”

“ Looks to me like you’re trying to get to­
gether again. Looks to me like you’re work­
ing overtime at it.”

“ I ’ve got a job to do, that’s all. The grand 
jury wants Eric Sands. I get paid to look 
for him.”

He leaned forward over the wide gleam­
ing surface of his desk and crushed the long 
butt of his cigarette in a heavy glass tray.

“ Tough,”  he said. “ You’re a real tough 
guy, Danny. My kind of guy. You ever 
get tired of doing leg work for peanuts, 
come see me.”

“ I ’ve come now.”
“ Yeah. I ’m wondering why. Don’t tell 

me you’re looking for a job.”
“ Okay. I won’t tell you that, but in case 

you’ve forgotten, I ’m looking for Eric 
Sands. That’s why I'm here. I thought 
maybe you might have remembered some­
thing you forgot to tell the grand jury.”

“ I haven’t remembered anything. I don’t 
know anything. - Not about the murder of 
that special prosecutor. Not about anything 
the jury’s interested in. Most of all, not 
about Eric Sands.”

“ He was one of your boys.”
“ So he was one of the boys. I pay them, 

but I don’t nurse them.”
“ Eric was always a personable guy. The 

kind of guy who had a way of getting in­
side. Rumor has it that he knew too much. 
Too much to risk before a grand jury in­
vestigation.”

Kruger’s shrug was indifferent:
“ Like you say, he was personable. Like I 

said, he was weak. Sometimes it’s a danger­
ous combination.”
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“ Sure.”  I said, rising. “ I get it. Eric 

doesn’t live here anymore.”
His big pale face was smooth and bland. 

Beneath the thin white hair brushed sleekly 
over his big skull, the scalp glowed pinkly. 
He should have been in an album with a 
baby on his knee. That’s Grandpa with 
little Alfie. Grandpa loves kids.

“ No idea. None at all. Sorry, Danny.” 
“ Okay,”  I said. “ Thanks for nothing.” 
He lifted a big, soft-palmed hand. “ Wait 

a minute. I ’m a generous guy, Danny. I 
never like to send anyone away with noth­
ing. So here’s something— something to 
think about. Eric Sands has disappeared. 
It could be he just slipped away to be 
alone. Then again, it could be someone de­
cided he knew enough to make him a 
menace. It could be someone influenced him. 
There ought to be a lesson in it somewhere. 
Especially for a special investigator playing 
bloodhound. Y&u think about it, Danny.”

I looked at him across the room, and I 
thought to myself that death is not a gaunt 
specter with hollow sockets. Death is a 
bland man with a pink scalp.

“ Thanks again,” I said. “ Thanks again 
for nothing.”

I walked out of the cool room into the 
blast of white heat and down to the curb 
where I ’d left my crate. Steering a slow 
course over the city griddles, I parked again 
in front of a walk-up on lower Market. In 
the foyef, I punched a button over the 
word Sands, and in a few seconds, heard the 
lock on the lower door click off. I opened 
the door and went upstairs to Eric Sands’ 
apartment, and when I got there, Gloria 
was standing at a window, looking down 
through the half-closed slats of the Venetian 
blind into a blistered court. From the bed­
room came the low drone of a window ex­
haust fan. The air in the room stirred softly, 
caressing my skin.

Without turning, Gloria said, “ Judas. 
Judas Clive. Tough guy Clive. Nothing 
hurts him.”

“ Listen,”  I said. “ Someone else called 
me tough today. Francis Kruger. He was 
wrong, and you’re wrong. I ’m not tough. 
I ’m just a medium-done guy with a job.”

“ You been to see Kruger?”
“ Yes. I ’ve been there. He had nothing 

to offer.”
There had been a slight stiffening of her 

body against the slatted blind, an almost im­
perceptible sharpening of the overt signs of 
awareness. Now the brief tension eased, 
muscles and senses relaxing.

“ You expecting donations from Kruger?” 
she asked.

“ No,”  I said. “ A  guy just tries.”
“ Why, Danny?”
I didn’t know. “ I told you. It’s a job,” I 

said.
Gloria’s voice came sharp. “ How you 

going to feel?” she said. “ How are you 
going to feel if you run Eric down? You 
know the grand jury’ll crucify him. He 
won’t stand a chance.”

“ Eric’s small fry. The jury’s after the 
one Eric can point to. Francis Kruger.”

“ I know that. So does Kruger. How long 
you think Eric’ll live if you drag him out 
of cover?”

“ He’ll get protection,” I said.
Her shoulders stiffened with bitterness. 

“ Like the special prosecutor, I suppose.”
“ Maybe. That’s the risk you take when 

you tie in with a man like Kruger.”

C H E  was silent, looking down into the 
^  glaring court where the heat rebounded 
from concrete in shimmering waves. Her 
pale blond hair was piled up on her neck 
and in the soft light, her face was strangely 
beautiful. She was dressed in a gayly col­
ored bra and white shorts and her long legs 
were very tan. She would have looked beau­
tiful on a beach.

I stood watching her, wishing I had a 
cold Collins with plenty of ice in my hand 
but no one was offering Danny Clive a 
drink these days. He wasn’t very popular
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anymore. Not popular, at all— anywhere.

As if reading my thoughts, she turned 
away from the window, saying, “ Once it 
might have been different. Remember, 
Danny?’ ’

“ Sure,’ ’ I said. “ I remember. I remem­
ber lots of things. I remember you and Eric 
and me growing up together on the streets 
of Northside. I remember every ache and 
pain and itch of seeing you change from 
pigtails and bones to what I see now. I 
remember as if it were yesterday. It doesn’t 
mean a damned thing, because it was yes­
terday.”

If there’d been a chance for a drink, it 
was gone now. Two scarlet spots indicating 
anger burned beneath the golden satin fin­
ish of her hollow cheeks. Her voice sank 
to a menacing gentleness.

“ You’ve never got over it, have you, 
Danny? You’ve never got over my choosing 
Eric instead of you.”

“ Don’t kid yourself, baby. Plenty of 
things have happened to me.. Some good, 
some bad. The best that ever happened was 
running second to Eric in thp race for you. 
I’ve been thanking the gods. All the time 
I’ve been seeing Eric turn from a weak 
charmer to a rotten one. All the time I ’ve 
been seeing him reach for the things you’re 
hungry for at the jeopardy of his own soul, 
or whatever passes for his soul. Now he’s 
on a spot and you put him there because 
you’re a greedy little tramp who’d see a 
guy in hell for knick-knacks.”

The spots burned hotter in her cheeks. 
Her' bright bra rose and hovered on the 
peak of a deep breath. Her voice was a 
whispered whip lash.

“ Get the hell out of here, Danny boy. Get 
out fast.”

I thought I might as well. “ Sure. I only 
came to ask a question. I'll ask it and go. 
You heard from Eric?”

“ Why should 1 hear from him?”
“ You’re his wife. You’re the only person 

on earth he’d burn to hear from. The one

person he’d try to contact. You know that.”
“ There hasn’t been any contact,”  she said. 

“ I haven’t heard from him and if I had, 
you’d never know. . . .”

Downstairs, the heat bounced up around 
me in a transparent cloud. It was cooking 
hot. I stood there steaming on the sidewalk 
and told myself that Gloria was lying. Some­
time, somehow, Eric had contacted her.

I thought about driving the blistering 
thirty miles out to the county seat but 
wondered if my jalopy could make it with­
out developing vapor lock. Mostly, because 
I wanted to, I decided it couldn’t. I didn’t 
have to be there until tomorrow, anyhow. 
The note said tomorrow'. I ’d make the drive 
after dark, when the mercury might drop 
as low as eighty. In the meanwhile, there’d 
be time to buy the tall gin that no one would 
give me.

I climbed into my valve-in-head oven and 
went after it.

T JIC H H IL L , the county seat, lay pros- 
trate around its square. On the east 

side, withdrawn behind its defenses of awn- 
ings and lowered blinds, the Journeyman 
Hotel passively bore the full force of the 
heat. Across the square on the west side, 
beyond a margin of brown lawn, the buff 
stone county jail was like an outcropping of 
the sear earth. In the middle, a country 
plutocrat with a square block of personal 
earth and elms, was the county courthouse.

I slowly paced across the courthouse 
lawn towards jail. Around me, under the 
trees, were slatted benches painted green. 
It seemed as if most of the older citizenry 
of the town were gasping out the after­
noon on those benches. In the northwest 
corner of the yard, an iron flagpole rose 
from a huge circular concrete base. Around 
the circumference of the base, placed to 
stare toward the compass corners with an 
iron stoicism that was impervious to heat 
and cold and all suffering whatever, stood 
the sculptured figures of four Civil War
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combatants. Above their heads, the flag 
hung motionless in the still air.

Crossing the glaring, naked strip of street,
I went up the stone steps of the jail into 
the oppressive disinfected air of a white­
washed hall. Ahead of me, the hall ended in 
a heavy steel grill. Through an open door 
to my left, I could see a green file cabinet 
and part of a flattop desk. On the desk 
beside a revolving electric fan I saw enor­
mous shoes attached to legs that extended 
beyond the edge of vision. I stepped through 
the door and let my eyes continue their 
course up the legs, over a giant belly, and 
across a series of chins to a greasy expanse 
of folds and quivering pendants that did 
service as a face. Two little eyes twinkled 
at me with King Cole merriment. As a 
matter of fact, King Cole was sheriff in 
Richhill.

“ HellQ, son,” he wheezed. “ Come in and 
sit.”

I did. King Cole closed his little eyes and 
blew a wet sigh through his thick lips. Then 
he swiped a sodden handkerchief under his 
chins, beginning with the top one and 
working down.

“ Hot,” he said. “ Hot as hell.”
“ Yeah,” I said. “ Hotter for some than 

others.”
Fanned air lifted the wispy hair on his 

head. His little' eyes closed and opened, 
brightly bird-like.

“ If you’re referring to my weight, son, 
you couldn’t be righter. It’s hell to be fat 
in summer.”

“ I wasn’t referring to your weight.”
“ No ? I got an idea you were referring to 

something, but it’s too hot to try to figure 
it.”

“ It’s not hard to figure. I was thinking 
of a different kind of heat.”

“ You ’re still being fancy, son. It’s too 
hot for fancy talk.”

“ My name’s Clive,” I said.
This time his eyes stayed closed while the 

air current crossed and recrossed his face.

He ta’ked with the eyes closed.
“ Clive. Special investigator. Now I get 

you. The Eric Sands business. Heat’s on 
there, all right. Plenty of heat for that boy. 
If you catch him, that is. You got a lead?” 
Cole rubbed his nose reflectively.

“ Could be,” I said. “ T figure he’s close 
and been close all the time.”

“ Close is relative. Mexico instead of 
Brazil? The next county instead of the next 
state?” Cole was smiling now.

“ Not even the next county,” I said. “ This 
county This town, in fact. Or near it.”

Small lids opened slowly over bright wari­
ness. I had a sudden feeling that it made 
no difference whether the lids were raised 
or lowered. I had a feeling that those sharp 
little pupils could see right through my 
pounding guts.

King Cole waved a sweaty hand and 
laughed. “ In my county? Don’t be silly, 
son. You’d better look somewhere else.”

With a tremendous gutty sigh, he swung 
his feet off the desk and let them drop with 
a crash. Putting a hand on each arm of his 
chair, he heaved upward mightily. Wad­
dling toward me, he fished papers and to­
bacco out of his shirt pocket and slowly 
rolled a cigarette. When he’d plastered it 
with saliva and stuck it between his lips, he 
looked at me with one bright eye. The one 
he wasn’t using was screwed so tightly shut 
in encroaching fat that only the eyebrow 
suggested there’d ever been an eye there 
at all.

“ You ’ll have to explain that remark, son. 
Like I said, fancy talk in this heat just con­
fuses me.”

From a pocket, I took a folded sheet of 
rough paper and tossed it onto the desk.

“ Read it,” I said.
The perspiration seeping from the coarse 

pores of his skin glistened on his sagging 
face and plastered his thin shirt to his 
bulging torso. A  drop ran unheeded down 
his nose and onto the paper in his hands. 
His lips pursed, fashioning a silent se-
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quence of vowels and consonants. If I ’d 
wanted to, I could have read every word off 
his lips. But it wasn’t necessary. I knew the 
brief note by heart.

Dear D an n y :
I ’ve got to^see you. Just once more, for old 

times’ sake. I know I've got no right to ask, 
but the heat's on, and there's no one else to 
turn to. You know the square in Richhill? Be 
on the bench just across from  the hotel next 
W ednesday afternoon at three o'clock. I'll 
contact you there.

T T  W A S Eric’s writing. His name was 
scrawled at the end. Fat King Cole stood 

looking down at the paper long after his 
lips had ceased their laborious pronunci­
ation. He turned the note over and over in 
his blunt fingers, as if he were searching 
for esoteric markings. When he finally 
looked up at me, both eyes were unscrewed 
and bright with the same contempt I ’d seen 
in the eyes of Francis Kruger and Gloria 
Sands.

“ A  mistake,” King Cole said.

“ Mistake ?”
“ Sending it to you, I mean. That part 

about old times’ sake.”
Anger was rising in me again, as it had 

risen so often these past few weeks.
“ You can forget the sermon. I ’ve told 

others, and I ’ll tell you. I ’ve got a job. So 
have you, incidentally. Part of your job is 
taking fugitives into custody in this county. 
The only point is, what the hell do you in­
tend to do about it ?”

The little eyes went cold and flat with 
concentrated deadliness, and I thought to 
myself that the underestimating of fat men 
is a common error, and sometimes a fatal 
one.

“ Don't get snotty, son. And don’t tell 
me my job. This letter come from Richhill ?”  

“ It was postmarked here.”
“ I wonder who mailed it?”
“ I don’t know. Probably the same person 

who’ll make the contact on the bench.” 
“ You want me to take the contact in?”
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“ No. That way I ’d never get to Sands.’ ’
King Cole nodded.
“ Maybe I ’m slow, son. Just what is it 

you’ve got on your mind? Just where do 
I come in?”

“ Wherever I say. Maybe not at all. It 
depends on how things work out. I just 
thought you ought to know about this. If 
I need you, I ’ll get in touch.”

Removing the battered cigarette from his 
lips. King carefully licked the seam again. 
The eye he used only part time had once 
more retired to its socket, and the other 
had resumed its bright merriment. No evi­
dence of deadly intent remained.

“ It’s your job, son. You want me, I ’ll 
be right here. It’s just too damn hot to 
circulate.”

I said thanks and went out. From the 
door I looked back and saw that he was al­
ready under the fan again, his eyes closed, 
the wisps fluttering on his head, the dead 
cigarette glued with dry saliva to his lax 
lips.

It was two-thirty. The note had said 
three. I went back across the courthouse 
lawn, past the bench the note had desig­
nated, and over to the hotel. From the win­
dow of my room upstairs I could look down 
across the street onto the courthouse lawn. 
There was a green bench under the spread­
ing branches of a giant elm about ten feet 
beyond the sidewalk. An old man wearing 
a wilted panama hat was sitting on the 
bench. He leaned forward with his hands 
folded on a gnarled stick and his white 
whiskers draped over his hands. He was 
staring into the glare of the street in front 
of him, and I wondered if he were review­
ing the dead parades of past Memorial 
Days. At five of three, he hadn’t moved, and 
I decided that maybe, after all, he was only 
asleep. I left the window and the room and 
the hotel, and went over to join him on the 
bench. When I sat down, he still didn’t 
move.

Leaning back against the bench, I tipped

my Panama hat over my eyes and waited. 
About five minutes had passed when some­
one sat down on the bench between me and 
the old man. I waited a minute longer and 
opened my eyes, looking down at an angle 
under the tilted brim of my hat. The some­
one had smooth brown legs ending in blue 
socks and white, crepe-soled shoes. Her 
ankles were crossed, and her calves turned 
to perfection. I straightened, pushing my 
Panama way back, and turned for a full 
view. The legs, stretched straight, kept the 
promise of the ankles as far as a pair of 
faded blue denim shorts. The shorts took 
it capably to a sheer nylon shirt, and the 
shirt carried it on past valuable contribu­
tions to the fulfillment of a red mouth smil­
ing and brown eyes reflecting the smile. 
Her hair was a shade lighter than the eyes, 
cut short for the season. A  smooth job. The 
sleek, calculated country job that you buy 
in city salons for more money than most 
country girls have to spend. She was hold­
ing an unlighted cigarette to her lips. Then 
she smiled and said, "Light?”

I found a folder of gophers and struck 
one but its sodden head crumbled with a 
smear.

“ Sorry,” I said.
Soft shoulders lifted slightly under nylon. 

“ They've got matches in the hotel tap 
room. Cold beer, too.’?

“ Tap rooms usually do,” I said.
“ Sure. Probably a quiet corner as well. 

A  corner where a couple of people could 
talk.”

“ With you, talking might seem like a 
waste of time.”

“ Maybe. It would depend on what I had 
to say.”

I stood up. “ Let’s go see,” I said.

"P\REAM  girl rose with a fluid motion 
that seemed to have no break, and to­

gether we made the long trip across the 
blistered strip. There was no air-condition­
ing in the tap room, but several strategic
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fans maintained the illusion of coolness that 
comes with air in motion. W e found the 
corner that was quiet, except for the noise 
of the fans, and the beer that was cold 
without qualification. W e sipped our suds 
for a while before she spoke: “ You don’t 
look like a special investigator,” she said. 
“ You look like a bright young guy with a 
future. Maybe a lawyer.”

“ I don’t feel like an investigator, either. 
Nor a lawyer. Nor any kind of bright young 
guy whatever. I feel like I was going on 
two thousand years.”

“ It’s your conscience,” she said. “ You 
should learn to ignore it.”

“ Sure,” I said, “ that's what they all say. 
Look, let’s get down to business. What’s a 
dame like you doing here?”

“ You were expecting a man?”
“ It seemed reasonable to expect.”
“ W hy? Eric’s quite a piece of boy. Lots 

of his friends are women.”
“ He always had the luck. There’s no one 

nicer for a friend than a woman. If you can 
trust her, that is.”

“ You sound like a guy with a sad experi­
ence.”  She licked her lips.

“ It’s just the heat,” I said. “ It makes me 
say things.”

“ I know. What you need is a long rest 
in a cool spot like a lodge out on a river, 
up on a bluff, where a breeze always blows. 
Like mine, if you’re interested. It’s ten 
miles north on 27 State. Turn east on River 
Road Y. You can’t miss it.”

“ Is this an invitation?”
“ It’s a suggestion.”
I finished my beer and offered to buy her 

another one. She accepted, and I stood up 
to leave her with it. As I turned to go, she 
said, "It ’s a hot drive in the sun. Night’s 
better.”

I said, “ Sure,” and went out of the tap 
room into the torrid lobby and upstairs 
to my room. The room was like a sweat 
box. I turned on a fan that didn’t do-much 
to change the condition and stripoed off my

shirt. Lying on the, bed under the fan, I 
tried to make my mind blank, but all I man­
aged was a confused retinal reaction of long 
legs in shorts that were apparently symbols 
of some significance. My brain was too 
seamy to solve the symbolism. The legs in 
white shorts were named Gloria, but the 
legs in blue shorts had never been intro­
duced properly. Then Francis Kruger’s 
face swelled upward into an enormous bulb­
ous pink skull. The bulb kept swelling and 
swelling until finally it exploded and woke 
me up.

The white glare of the sun was gone 
from the window. I went over and looked 
down and across into the courthouse square 
where darkness was intensified by the 
spread of elms. A  street lamp on the far 
corner across the square threw weak light 
against the buff stone of the county jail.

Turning away from the window, I put on 
my shirt and got my shoulder holster and 
.45 automatic from the closet shelf where 
I ’d put them. I put on the holster and 
shoved the automatic into it. Then I cov­
ered them with the seersucker coat that 
matched my pants. That’s the trouble with 
wearing a gun in hot weather. You have to 
wear a coat to hide it.

By my watch, it was three after nine. I 
turned off the fan and went out . . .

From where I stood, I could hear the 
soft undulations of invisible water far be­
low. Ahead of me, the lodge lay sprawling 
on its bluff, one pale yellow light breaking 
through its dark mass. Walking quietly 
under wind-warped trees, I circled the 
lodge to its rear. Parked there in the gravel 
drive, near the rear entrance, were two 
cars. One was a standard sedan, the other 
a convertible. Neither in itself carried a 
mark of distinction, except that the con­
vertible was by its character a car that might 
belong to a sleek-legged looker who culti­
vated an expensive rusticity. I went on 
around the lodge and up onto the veranda. 
The planking under mv feet was sound, I
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made no noise as I tiptoed up to the house.

I stood against the door and listened. At 
my left, the light fell in a narrow path across 
the veranda floor from the single window 
that showed any light at all. The curtains, 
I could see, were sucked inward away from 
the window by a draft, and I could hear 
the remote and familiar drone of an ex­
haust fan at the rear of the lodge. Other 
than that sound, there was none. None but 
the crashing of my own pulse and the small, 
shrill sighing of my breath in my nostrils. 
After a long time, I took the .45 out of its 
holster and put it in the right pocket of my 
coat. Then I pounded on the door.

W H E N  the door opened, my sophisti­
cated rustic stood looking out at me 

from a yellow frame. She had exchanged 
the faded blue shorts for faded blue jeans 
that hugged her hips and long flanks like 
tights, but otherwise, she was just as I ’d 
seen her a few hours ago over beer suds. 
The eyes were still friendly and so were 
her lips.

"W e ’ve been waiting for you,”  she said. 
“ Come on in."

I went. I stepped with my right foot and 
reached across her shoulder with my right 
arm. Even a guy who never got more than 
three stripes and a rocker in the big tussle 
knows that surprise is an essential element 
in attack. Before she could fade away, I had 
a grip on her right wrist. With my free left 
hand, I took the .45 out of my pocket. Then 
I guided her right and rearward until her 
back was against the wall. Her voice was 
hoarse and ragged with fury.

“ What the hell’s the idea ?”  a
My laugh was no better than her voice. 

It cracked with tension.
“ You know the idea, honey. You know 

it too damn well. And don’t get the notion 
you can be a sultry hunk of bait for a death 
trap one minute and a lady the next. If I 
have to, I ’ll blow your pretty little spine to 
splinters.”

Her eyes widened with fear; she stood 
perfectly still.

“ That’s right,” I said. “ And now you can 
listen. Listen real well, if you want to live 
to tell Francis Kruger how you fouled up 
this detail. Across the room there’s a door. 
It’s closed. It’s the only closed door that 
opens into this room. Someone’s behind it. 
Shall I tell you who ? Eric Sands, or a ven­
omous fat slob who's been Francis Kruger’s 
bought man on Kruger’s bought votes for 
more years than anyone wants to remem­
ber. Tell him to get out here. Tell him to 
get out with his hands raised, or I ’ll blast 
him out of his shell.”

She spat an epithet and tried to break 
my grip. I twisted her arm hard, and she 
stopped. On the other side of the room, the 
closed door swung inward. Darkness be­
yond was splashed with flame and shattered 
by. thunder. I felt two cushioned shocks, 
and the bod}' in my arm seemed to leap up­
ward and outward with a strange, wild vio­
lence. Then it sagged again, dead weight, 
and this time I let it go.

Hitting the floor in a dive, I rolled, scram­
bling for the wall across the room. Pressed 
against it, out of range, my shoulder blades 
maintaining contact with knotty paneling, 
I inched-slowly toward the door. Feet short 
of it, I stopped. On the floor where she had 
fallen under King Cole's fire, the beautiful 
contact was a huddle of nylon and denim. 
On the nylon was a slowly spreading stain 
that was as red as the margin of her friend­
ly smile. Around the frame of the door, in 
the dark room, I heard the faint sound of 
blubbery breathing, the suggestion of ele­
phantine movement.

“ King Cole,” I said. “ Fat King Cole. 
Look out and see your handiwork, King. 
She’s on the floor over there. She’s on the 
floor with two of your slugs in her. You 
know how it is to die with two slugs in 
you, King? You know how it is to die 
with blood in your throat? Come out and 
I ’ll show you. I ’ve got a .45 for you,
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King. The biggest gun I ’ve got for the 
biggest hulk I know.”

From the dark room, his windy wheeze 
was the oral expression of the deadly flat 
eyes I had seen briefly that afternoon.

“ Come after me, son. Just come through 
the door.”

I scraped shoulder blades a little farther 
along the paneling.

“ I ’ll come. I ’ll come in my own time. You 
think I ’d walk into this thing blind? You 
think I ’d walk in like a sheep to slaughter? 
I ’ve known the setup for days, King. I ’ve 
had the idea for a long time. Ever since the 
note came. The note I showed you this 
afternoon, as if you’d never heard of it.”

“ You’re a real brainy boy. Too bad 
you’ve got to die.”

“ Not really brainy. I didn’t have to be. 
It was easy to see you'd run Sands down. 
It didn’t take a genius to figure that he’d 
written the note under pressure. You’ve 
got him in there now, King. Under a gun, 
just like you had him when he wrote the 
note. You planned to shoot him to death 
after you took care of me. A  real pretty 
picture. Very pat. Investigator and fugi­
tive slaughtered by each other in a gun 
duel. Big headlines for the public. Phony 
as hell, but not hard to put over with 
someone like Francis Kruger behind it.”

1 laughed, and this time, maybe because 
I ’d talked myself into it, there was, above 
and beyond the strain of tension, a ring of 
exultation that I really felt.

"There’s a joke in it, King. A  great big 
joke on you and Francis Kruger and all 
your slimy ilk. Shall I tell you why I 
smelled the trap' Shall I tell you how I 
knew the note was phony? Because I hid 
Eric Sands myself. That’s right, King. I 
hid him myself in the Northside hole where 
you finally smoked him out, and in the be­
ginning, I was the only one on earth besides 
himself who knew where he was. And if 
he’d had any guts to lie quietly, he’d be 
there yet. I told him not to contact anyone.

Above all, I told him not to contact Gloria. 
But he couldn’t resist it. So behind my 
back he got in touch with her, and the first 
thing she did was to sell him out to Kruger 
for the promise of more gadgets and knick 
knacks than her yearning, rotten heart had 
ever dreamed of.”

I stopped and waited, listening. Listen­
ing for the slight sounds of bulk in motion. 
But in the dark room there was now no 
sound at all.

W ITH  LOVE 
M O  BU LLETS!

A Smashing Murder Story
B y L A R R Y  H O LD E N

“ Deliver these bonds to my ex-wife,” 
Kuykendall instructed. “ And watch 
out for the little she-wolf. If she acts 
friendly, put a bullet in her. But if 
she smiles at you—run for your life!”

— And—

Fast-action stories by all your favorite 
crime-mystery authors —  all in the big 
February issue of . . .
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“ At least, in the end,” I said, “ he used 

his brains. He shut his teeth on the fact that 
I was the one who’d cached him. He wrote 
the note, just as you wanted, and by doing 
it, he let you tell me yourselves that you 
were setting a trap for Danny Clive. Funny, 
isn’t it, King? Everywhere I went, the 
scum who wanted Eric’s blood looked at 
me down their snotty noses because I was 
a guy betraying a one-time pal. And all the 
time, I_ was the only person alive willing to 
lift a hand to save him. Sure. Very funny. 
I nearly died laughing. I really nearly died 
laughing.”

f  I ’H EN I heard a sound. The shifting of 
A  great weight on boards that gave a lit­

tle. It seemed to come from back in the 
room, wide of the blade of light that 
splashed through the darkness from the 
open door. Abruptly, I jumped across to 
the other side of the opening, twisting from 
the hips and firing blindly back into the 
room. There was the tremendous clawing 
sound of a great body moving precipitately, 
and I .wheeled, diving back through the 
door and out of the light. Now the King 
and I were in the same dark room fighting 
for our lives.

The sudden taxing of his fat-cramped 
lungs had brought the wind whistling 
through his teeth. I heard the sound and 
fired at it. There was an answering flash 
and a glimpse behind the flash. I never even 
felt the searing burn across my shoulder 
until the room had stopped rocking and my 
.45 was empty. Crouching in the darkness, 
listening for more sound, I realized at last 
that the most important sound of all, the 
crashing of his huge hulk, had been lost in 
the blasting of gun powder. My ears ached 
and pounded from the noise.

Moving slowly, feeling the shoulder now, 
I found a switch and made light. He was 
lying on his face by the opposite wall. His 
gun lay loose near the clawed fingers of 
an outstretched hand. Even as I watched,

the fingers jerking spasmodically relaxed a 
little, and the flabby mountain of his prone 
body seemed to settle softly down into the 
floor.

In one corner of the room was a studio 
couch. Lying on the couch, taped at wrists 
and ankles and across the mouth, was Eric 
Sands. His pale blue eyes rolled toward me 
in their sockets, and under the tape, the 
weak mouth I knew so well tried to fashion 
a grin.

I went over and jerked off the tape. Not 
gently. I did it with savage relish, bringing 
hair and blood and leaving across his face 
rising and angry welts. He came up on the 
couch slowly, swinging his feet to the floor. 
Now he managed a sickly completion'of the 
grin.

“ Good old Danny,” he said.
My anger required no violence of expres­

sion.
“ Sure,”  I said. "There’s a dead woman in 

the next room and a dead man in this one, 
and all you’ve got to say is good old Danny. 
I pawned my good faith to save your worth­
less skin, and all you've got to say is good 
old Danny. Good old Danny’s dead, brother, 
and you’re dead, too. I hocked the little 
honor I had for a friend who never was, 
and now I'm getting it out of hock. You’re 
going back. You're going back to the grand 
jury, and you're going to point a long finger 
at Francis Kruger. You’ll do it, or I ’ll 
blow your brains out.”

He stood up, trying his weight-on numb 
legs, and his thin, handsome face settled 
in lines of tired acceptance.

“ Sure, Danny, sure. It's past time I 
should have gone. Way past time.”

I turned out the light on Fat King Cole, 
and we went out through the other room. 
On the way, I knelt beside the nylon and 
denim and put my hand near the spreading 
stain. She was dead, all right. A dead waste 
of things that should never have been wast­
ed. I stood up and said, "W e ’ll get.the State 
Patrol on this,”  and we went on outside, 
into the river mists. • • •



M U R D ER ER 'S  ENCORE
By H U R R AY LEINSTER

DO R E N ’S dying was over too soon. 
Much too soon. When the tree 
branch crashed down on his shoul­

der, Doren jerked his fat face around in 
incredulous astonishment. He took the sec­
ond blow slantingly on his head and then 
his face went terrified. At the third blow he 
went down, squealing feebly, and saw Thad 
Hunt for the first time. His expression 
took on a look of ultimate horror. He knew 
he was going to be murdered and that there

was nothing that could save him from it.
There were trees all about and the rus­

tling of wind in the foliage overhead. Some­
where a little brook made small, tranquil, 
liquid sounds and somewhere the flute-like 
call of a bob-white quail floated over the 
hills. No other noises sounded but for im­
pacts of the maniacal blows Thad Hunt 
dealt his enemy.

The frenzied satisfaction he felt almost 
paid him for his seven years of waiting for
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that moment. It was the realization of 
dreams that had haunted him in the peni­
tentiary and filled even his waking mo­
ments since. He battered his corpulent, 
twitching victim in an ecstasy pf hatred, 
panting with the satisfaction of his lust to 
destroy. He wanted to smash the fat man 
until he was no longer human, until he 

was not even vaguely recognizable as that 
Charles Doren who had sent him to the 
penitentiary for a crime Doren himself had 
committed. As a lawyer, Doren had known 
of tricks Thad Hunt could not combat—  
and now had a document on file in the 
County Prosecutor’s office naming him the 
man responsible if he should ever be found 
murdered.

He’d be found murdered now ! Thad 
Hunt panted and struck and panted and 
struck, sobbing curses and revilings at the 
thing he battered, until no blow, however 
furious, made the battered object even 
twitch. It was a most complete, most satis­
fying vengeance.

Reluctantly, Thad Hunt stopped. He 
could find no zest in further outrage against 
his victim. Panting from his exertions he 
turned and stalked away.

All was peace about him. Branches 
rustled. Something small and gray and fur­
tive scurried through fallen leaves, leaped 
to a tree trunk, and whisked out of sight. 
A  squirrel. A  cat-bird squawked raucously 
in the distance. Crows cawed. Thad Hunt 
tramped heavily through underbrush, care­
less of leaving a trail. Presently he stood at 
the edge of an abandoned and flooded 
quarry, unused these twenty years and 
more. He sat deliberately on its edge and 
removed the oversized boots he wore and 
replaced them with others neatly placed in 
readiness for this transfer. He put stones 
in the discarded boots and re-laced them. 
He heaved them out to where he knew the 
water in the quarry was deepest. They 
splashed and were gone forever.

Those boots were not his own. He’d

bought them in a second-hand store two 
hundred miles away and had them heavily 
wrapped by the salesman he’d bought them 
from ; had not touched them until he put 
them on today with gloved hands and over 
a double pair of brand new socks. They’d 
have human scent on them, to be sure, but 
it wouldn’t be Thad Hunt’s. In the remote 
event that bloodhounds were brought to 
hunt down Doren’s killer, those blood­
hounds would trail the killer to the brink 
of the quarry . . . and halt. There’d be no 
trail beyond that. Even if a diver found 
the boots, it would be impossible to link 
them to Thad H unt; and besides, nobody 
would suspect him !

Wearing his own boots he picked his 
way around the quarry’s edge to the other 
side and followed a dim trail a quarter-mile 
to a tiny stream that ran down toward the 
valley. He waded into the stream and 
walked up it. Now he was utterly safe.

\  GOOD two miles from the scene of the 
murder he left the stream and went 

over a rise to the home in which he had 
been left tenantless for seven years,
went to the penitentiary. The house had 
been left tenantless for seven years.
Doors sagged open, shingles were missing, 
and the windows were lacklustre, though 
unbroken. No small boys came by here to 
break the windows of empty houses. Even 
when he’d lived here, he’d had no more 
than one visitor a month, outside of those 
in the business he'd done for Doren, and 
for which Doren had let him go to prison. 
Now that the place was known to be empty, 
nobody would come by at all.

He sat down on a rotting chopping log, 
his eyes like glowing coals. The house and 
few outbuildings were desolation. The in­
side of the house was only dust and cob­
webs. Doren owned it now . . . had owned 
it. H e’d bought it in at a tax sale while 
Thad Hunt was in the penitentiary, to take 
away his last excuse or reason for coming
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back to his home country. But the loss of 
his house hadn’t kept him away. He was 
here now. He’d come back, and Doren was 
a mass of pulp, corpulent flesh two miles 
away, which was exactly what Doren had 
feared most in all the world . . . what hCd 
tried to prevent by filing an accusation 
against Thad Hunt in advance should he 
ever be found murdered. And Thad, sit­
ting on the chopping log, laughed softly to 
himself. It was a low-pitched, not-loud, 
satisfied laughter sound.

Presently he smoked, in flamboyant ease. 
He didn't have to run away. He’d arranged 
to be found here. And when he was dis­
covered, he’d have an absolutely perfect 
alibi. Nobody in the world would ever sus­
pect that he’d been the one to murder 
Doren. Doren’s filed accusation would be 
absurd. His innocence would be so un­
questionable that actually he’d be a hero, 
and public opinion would turn against the 
dead Doren and make him out the most 
villainous of scoundrels, whose murder was 
an act of justice no matter who’d done it or 
why.

Thad Hunt relaxed, reveling in his mem­
ory. He could eat now, if he chose. He 
looked at the food he’d brought wrapped 
up in butcher’s paper; bread and cheese 
only. It was the sort of lunch a man might 
take with him when he had to count pennies 
and couldn’t afford even the cheapest of 
public eating places while traveling. But 
he wouldn’t eat now. His revenge had satis­
fied his every craving. He sat and smoked 
leisurely, filled with the triumph of this 
beautifully, perfectly contrived act of ret­
ribution.

Not the least of its perfection was that 
he had been able to destroy Doren in mani­
acal, insensate fury. It was no cunning 
destruction he’d had to content himself 
with. He'd killed Doren by brute strength 
and Doren knew who was doing it. He’d 
had leisure to exhaust himself in the fulfil­
ment of every atom of his hate. It had been

just as he bad pictured it a million times.
Time passed as he sat and remembered. 

He was waiting now to be found. It wasn’t 
likely that anybody would come today, of 
course. H e’d turned one of Doren’s own 
'tricks against him. A letter to the County 
Prosecutor, in the little town down the val­
ley, had said that he’d heard from Doren, 
asking that he meet Doren up at this place, 
and he was afraid. If he didn’t report to the 
County Prosecutor within two days, he 
should be looked for. Doren most probably 
would have murdered him. Doren believed 
he had evidence of a crime that Doren had 
done and had offered to make amends’ for 
past injuries if Thad Hunt would surrender 
it. The letter was very bitter indeed, coming 
from an ex-convict and accusing a promi­
nent citizen of intent to murder him. No 
attention would be paid to it normally, but 
when Doren was missed. . . .

The long afternoon wore on as Thad 
Hunt lived and relived, with infinite relish, 
the murder of his enemy. There was sun­
shine upon the hills and in the valleys be­
tween them. There were birdcalls and 
chirping insects and the drowsy, somnolent 
humming of bees. All of nature was very 
quiet and very peaceful. Here Thad Hunt 
sat, with a queer twisted grin on his face, 
and remembered.

IVTIGHT fell. Fire-flies appeared and 
their lamps made little streaks of 

greenish light against the darkness. He sat 
grinning beneath the stars. Seven years of 
hate, and now this vast contentment. He 
did not even care to worry about his own 
safety.

That letter was in the town, saying he 
was to meet Doren here and was afraid 
that he would be murdered. The letter 
would have been delivered to the County 
Prosecutor today. He’d take no action at 
once, of course. He’d want to ask Doren 
about it, Doren being a prominent citizen. 
But Doren wouldn’t be going back to an­



44 Murray Leinster
swer questions. The County Prosecutor 
might wait through tomorrow, or maybe 
not. Sooner or later, though, with Doren 
missing, he’d send someone up to this 
house to see what had happened. And 
they’d find Thad Hunt, and he’d tell a tale 
of threats and near-murder which would be 
infinitely convincing. He’d be practically 
a hero thereafter and the finding of Doren’s 
battered body would make no difference 
whatever, because nobody could possibly 
suspect Thad Hunt of killing him.

When he grew drowsy as hours passed, 
he almost begrudged the need of sleep be­
cause it meant he would not be reveling in 
his monstrous pleasure. But he did doze, 
and in his dreams he killed Doren all over 
again in such an ecstasy of satisfaction 
that it woke him once. When he dozed off 
again, his mind absurdly framed a dream 
of doom, of arrest for the murder he’d 
planned so long.

When day broke, he woke with content­
ment. Undoubtedly someone would come 
up here to find him today. The County 
Prosecutor would have gotten .his letter 
yesterday, expressing fear that he’d be mur­
dered- by Doren. There was another lettef 
on file in the County Prosecutor’s office, 
too, from Doren, accusing Thad Hunt in 
advance if he should be found dead. And 
two such letters from two men each fear­
ing the other would surely produce action 
when Doren was missing overnight.

This morning brought no doubts and no 
regrets— except that Doren had not taken 
longer to die under his rain of blows. Thad 
Hunt had hardly stirred from his seat all 
night, absorbed in his obsessed reenact­
ments of the killing. Now he looked out 
over the hills, fresh and clean in the dawn 
light, and laughed softly to himself. This 
was his home country. Five years in the 
penitentiary had kept him away from it, 
and during the two years since his release 
he hadn’t come back because he knew the 
local attitude toward ex-convicts. From

now on though, as soon as he was found, 
that attitude would be changed for him. 
Doren would be blamed for everything. 
Thad Hunt would be almost a hero, and 
certainly he’d be a respected citizen im­
mediately, ultimately because he’d mur­
dered Doren! But they’d never dream of 
that!

He got up and moved about. If he’d been 
quite sure that he’d be found today he’d 
have left his sandwiches intact as a pathetic 
indication of his presence. But he wasn’t 
absolutely certain, and he was a little bit 
hungry. He ate, carefully putting the fresh 
wrapping paper where it would catch the 
eye'of anyone who came. And then he was 
thirsty; and as it was too early for any 
searchers, he went out to the spring a half 
mile or more away. There was a well by 
the house— a deep well— but he did not try 
to get water from it. He had another use 
for the well.

He came back and expansively surveyed 
the hills and sky and all the earth. Every­
thing was perfect. Four days before he’d 
called Doren by long-distance telephone. 
In a disguised voice, he’d identified him­
self as a sportsman looking for a hunting 
camp in this neighborhood. He said he’d 
heard of this place and would buy it if the 
price were right. He’d made an appoint­
ment to meet Doren here.

He hadn’t kept the appointment. From 
hiding, he’d watched Doren climb up to the 
house that once had been Thad Hunt’s 
home. He’d waited downhill, hugging his 
anticipation to himself, while Doren waited 
for the mythical sportsman, until Doren 
gave him u p ; until Doren came down . . . 
to his death.

His plan was perfection! He’d done 
enough, but not one atom too much. He’d 
written one letter which he’d duly signed 
with his own name. He’d made One long­
distance phone call which could never be 
traced to him. And he’d killed Doren going 
away from this house— not at it, or going to
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it— and he’d be found here with the most 
perfect alibi any man ever had. There was 
nothing to go wrong! He hadn’t even gone 
into the house. Since the murder, he’d 
stayed almost motionless leaving no sign 
of a long wait here. There wasn’t anything 
to go wrong!

The morning passed. By nine o ’clock, the 
County Prosecutor would be thinking about 
Thad Hunt’s letter and asking for Doren, 
whom he hadn’t been able to locate the day 
before. By ten, he’d know Doren hadn’t 
come home all night. By eleven, he’d have 
sent someone up to see if anything had 
happened.

T T  W A S a beautiful morning and Thad 
Hunt loafed, zestfully grinning to him­

self and enjoying every second of it. It was 
warm, almost, but not quite hot, and the 
smell of green things on the hillside and 
in the thicket was good. The sound of bob- 
whites’ calling was soothing and homelike. 
An occasional butterfly, a homing bee or 
two, now and then a discordantly cawing 
crow ; these things spoke of vast tranquility. 
Now that he had sated his craving for 
vengeance, Thad Hunt looked forward to 
years and years of happy remembering, 
while his neighbors were extra cordial to 
him because of the monstrous crime they 
would believe that Doren had perpetrated 
against him.

It was almost noon when he heard a car 
on the dirt road far away. He went to the 
yard in front of the house to watch. He 
was careful not to show himself. He 
watched from behind a thicket of tall weeds.

He saw four men. They were headed in 
his direction. They couldn’t be headed any­
where else. They must have been sent by 
the County Prosecutor to hunt over this 
place for signs that Thad Hunt had been 
murdered here. They had two dogs with 
them.

He watched them until they were less 
than half a mile away, downhill. He didn’t

recognize them, but an enormous satisfac­
tion made him grin wildly and rather un­
pleasantly. He turned to go to the spot 
where he was to he found.

For the first time in seven years he faced 
the front door of the house that had been 
his home. There was a folded sheet of pa­
per stuck to it with a pin. A  scrawled, 
penciled name was written across the folded 
outer surface. It was fresh. It hadn’t been 
there long. For an instant, he was shocked. 
Then he realized Doren had expected to 
meet a mythical sportsman here. Thad 
Hunt had murdered him as he descended 
after a vain wait. He’d. . . .

Yes. Thad plucked it away from the 
door, grinning. The writing on the- outside 
was simply the name of that non-existent, 
would-be purchaser of this house and land. 
Doren, after fruitless waiting, had left a 
note for the man he’d failed to meet.

Chuckling, Thad Hunt went across the 
weed-grown yard, carrying a length of 
rope. He heaved up a rotten board from 
the cover of the deep, dark well. He threw 
it to one side. It would be very obviously 
a new happening. And since they’d be 
looking for a murdered man. . . .

He passed the rope around a -four-inch 
tree some two yards from the hole. With 
the doubled rope in his hands, he went to 
the opening in the well cover. He let him­
self down carefully.

It was thirty feet to the bottom. There 
was a foot and a half of water there and 
under it, all manner of foulness and mud. 
He stood in the mud and pulled on one 
strand of the rope. The other end went up 
toward the rectangular patch of blue sky 
directly overhead. It vanished, and only 
one strand remained. He continued to pull. 
Suddenly, the rope tumbled down upon 
him. There was no possible way for him to 
climb out.

He trampled the rope underfoot, thrust­
ing it into the mud beneath the water. It 
made a firmer foundation for him to stand’
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on. He stood looking up at the long nar­
row, rectangular patch of sky. The men 
the County Prosecutor had sent to hunt 
over the place for a murder victim, of 
course, would find the broken well-top. 
They’d look in the well, in any case, as a 
place for the disposal of a body. But, be­
sides, he’d shout hoarsely as if he’d been 
calling despairingly for hours. Presently, 
astonished faces would stare down at him, 
cutting off part of the sky. He’d cry out. 
They’d have trouble getting him up. And 
by the time he was on top of the ground 
they’d have accepted as gospel his hysterical 
story that Doren had left him there. Doren 
had demanded that he surrender evidence 
of some one of Doren’s crimes. When he 
protested that he couldn’t, Doren had 
driven him down into the well at pistol 
point and said he'd come back to see if 
Thad Hunt changed his mind when he got 
hungry.

Everything fitted together perfectly, too. 
The County Prosecutor had sent to look for 
him because of the letter which was the 
perfect preparation for this tale. The tale 
was a perfect alibi for when Doren’s body 
was found. Nobody would imagine that a 
man who had been fearful of murder would 
commit the insensately violent battering of 
Doren. Nobody could imagine that a man 
who’d murder Doren would put himself 
in the most hopelessly inescapable of traps. 
Nobody could doubt, from now on, Thad 
Hunt’s story that he had gone to prison 
for Doren’s crime. It was utterly, ab­
solutely perfect, and he had the memory 
of having killed Doren to re-live and gloat 
over all the rest of his life.

The four men and the dogs would be ar­
riving here soon. Thad Hunt sent a wailing 
call for help up the resonant shaft of the 
well. They wouldn’t hear it yet, but he 
wanted them to hear faint cries as they 
neared the house. H e’d better begin now.

The sound of his voice was ghostly. It 
rang and echoed hollowly against the

smooth, concret walls of the well. Thad 
Hunt chuckled. He stirred, and there was a 
rustling of paper— the note Doren had left 
for the mythical man he’d thought to meet 
here. It had to be gotten rid of, but tram­
pling it into the mud would be enough. It 
would be amusing, though, to read Doren’s 
trustful message to a figment of Thad 
Hunt’s imagination.

T T E  U N FO LD ED  the sheet and read it.
It was addressed to the man Doren 

had thought talked to him by long-distance. 
It said that Doren had been there, and 
waited, and nolx>dy had turned up. And 
it said that if the would-be purchaser came 
to his office in town they could discuss the 
sale of the property. Doren added that he 
was the County Prosecutor and his office 
was just opposite the court house so it 
would be easy to find.

Thad Hunt started to trample the note 
underfoot. Then he checked. His breath 
stopped. Doren ŵ as the County Prosecu­
tor. . . . Then the letter addressed to the 
County Prosecutor w'ould have been de­
livered to his office after he left . . .  to be 
murdered! Nobody’d been sent to look for 
Thad Hunt at his home place! His letter 
hadn't been opened! It wouldn’t be opened 
until Doren was missed and his disappear­
ance was accepted as final or his body 
found! Even after that it wouldn’t be 
opened until somebody else was elected or 
appointed as his successor and leisurely 
got around to cleaning up the accumulated 
mail. The four men and twro dogs weren’t 
coming to this house. The men might be 
training the dogs for hunting, or trying 
them out with a view to purchase! They 
might. . . .

Thad Hunt couldn’t get out. He knew 
that his only chance of living was to make 
those men hear him. He screamed. He 
shrieked. He raised a hellish clamor at the 
bottom of the hole into which (he had low- 

(Conlinucd on page 112)



mm

It was the morning after March 15, and Danny 
Marcus, sometime tax accountant, had just braced 
himself for a long lay-off between meals when a 
little guy entered his office and calmly asked 
Danny to find his past!

For before Danny knew it, he was blundering his 
way into murder— his own. Why hadn’t his half­
pint client told him that his gal had been lost 
at gun-point? The Amazon who gave him a 
Mickey didn’t tell either.

Danny wasn’t a detective, but from her photo­
graph, this was one guy’s past that looked pretty 
cute— so he took the iob. That was his first 
mistake— and mistakes for an amateur detective 
can be plenty fatal!

But Danny’s troubles are only just beginning, as 
Dean Evans tells the story. Don’t miss the action- 
packed novelette “ Remember Rose for Murder” 
featured in the April issue of Dime Detective, on 
sale February 4th.
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M ayhem  in  T in  Pan A lley?

DEADLY DOWNBEAT

48

By ALBER T  

SIMMONS



Mitch was a hot musician, a guy with 

an ear for  a good arrangement, a fast 

eye for  a pretty girl, and a nose that 

smelled murder three octaves off!

“Stay out of this Mitch,” he 
■aid. “This is just the two of us!”

YE A RS ago, the politicians had prom­
ised that the Avenue of the Americas 
would soon he another Champs Ely- 

sees but today, with its cobblestones re­
moved, its smooth black asphalt face looked 
forlorn. Without the clattering, noisy roar 
of the elevated trains it was just another 
New York street. Particularly around West 
45th, it was just another street.

Reflectively, I rubbed my right hand 
against my coat. It hurt. Where the three 
fingers were missing, it hurt. They always
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hurt and I couldn’t get used to it. I didn’t 
wait for the light to change but tucked the 
brown leather brief case under my arm and 
ducked across the street, racing through the 
streaming traffic. That I liked to do be­
cause it made me feel twentyish, and when 
you’re in your thirties it’s good to feel 
twentyish again.

As I ran across the street, the brief case 
became a spheroid hunk of pigskin and I 
dreamed I was breaking out into the open 
with nothing between me and the goal posts 
but one over-stuffed fullback. A  yellow cab 
honked furiously at my sprinting feet and 
a red-faced taxi driver looked disappointed 
at having missed me. It was fun.

Just as I touched the curb on the other 
side, I collided heavily with something on 
the corner. This was no fullback. This was 
a cute Kelly green suit stuffed with some­
thing soft and feminine— beautifully stuffed 
to my way of thinking.

W e both said ‘ 'Oh" but with different 
inflections and I dropped the brief-case to 
the pavement. Instinctively I stuck out my 
hands to steady her and her shoulders felt 
like they were at home in my palms.

“ I ’m sorry,” I mumbled, “ I thought you 
were a fullback.”

She looked at me, and though firm chin 
still tilted in annoyance, her sparkling green 
eyes were amused, smiling.

“ Me, a fullback? Say, I bet you tell that 
to all the girls!”

She stepped away and tugged briefly at 
a white linen blouse, and then her busy 
hands smoothed her suit over her trim hips.

“ I ’m sorry,” I said again. “ On closer 
observation I can see you’re much too cute 
to be a football player.”

She looked pleased as she brushed stray 
wisps of copper-colored hair out of her 
dancing eyes. The soft musical sound I 
heard ringing in my ears was only her tin­
kling laughter.

“ It’s all right,” she smiled, “ there’s noth­
ing broken!”

I looked her over appraisingly and 
thought it would be a pity if there were. I 
picked up the brief case with one hand and 
her arm with the other.

“ Which way are you going?”  I asked 
hopefully.

“ Your w a j,”  was her positive answer, 
and when she noticed the expression that 
crossed my face she added with a sly grin, 
“ I ’m a singer, Mr. Irwin; I was just com­
ing to see you, anyway.”

“ Oh,”  I grunted. A red-headed thrush 
was all I needed.

“ Please ?”
“ Okay," I nodded, “ come on.”
The little two-by-four I used as a studio 

was on the top floor of a three-story shack 
that should have been condemned twenty 
years ago. It had a piano and a desk; all 
the space I needed to make up the dance 
arrangements I do for Steve Henko’s ten- 
piece orchestra.

I dropped the brief case on the piano. 
“ Look,”  I said, “ why come to me? Steve’s 
the boy for you to see. It’s his band;«he 
hires the help; besides, I can’t do you any 
good.”

She came over and put her hand on my 
arm, standing very close to me.

“ You ’re Steve’s friend," she murmured. 
“ Everybody knows that Mitch Irwin is 
Steve Henko’s best friend. Besides, he 
won’t see me— for me— but he will for you.”

T T E R  fingers were doing things to my arm 
and I noticed then that her lipstick was 

on too thick and her blouse too tight. I 
shoved her away.

“ Look kid, you don't have to do that.” 
I ignored the red that came up in her cheeks. 
“ I ’m just Steve’s arranger; go get your 
audition from him.”

“ All right,”  she muttered, “ so I made a 
mistake! Mitch Irwin’s a nice guy— but 
how many are there?”

That embarrassed me plenty. “ For Pete’s 
sake,”  I yelped, wanting to get rid of her,
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“ don’t be a little sap. Go on back to Mill­
ville or Tanktown or wherever it is you 
come from.”

“ N o,” she said stubbornly, " I ’m stay­
ing.” She turned and walked away, the 
pink nape of her neck scolding me.

“ Wait a minute,”  I said. She turned 
slowly and I could, see that there was some­
thing glistening in her eyes. “ Get down to 
the Club Century tonight,” I told her. 
“ Make it tonight, kid. . .”

“ Call me Lee,”  she murmured, “ Lee 
Fuller.”

“ Nice name,” I said. “ Well, you come 
over. W e’re leaving on tour tomorrow, so 
make it tonight, huh? I . . . might be able 
to fix it for you with Steve so’s he’ll listen 
to you. And, Lee, just sing, get me? 
Steve’s a right guy, what I mean is— a real 
right guy.”

She came over then and her warm lips 
brushed mine lightly with the soft kiss of 
a child.

“ Thanks, Mitch,” she said. “ Thanks a 
lot.”

After she was gone, I sat down at the 
piano and . let my left hand roll over the 
keyboard the way my right hand longed to 
do— but couldn’t. Those missing fingers 
were aching again, and to forget them, I 
kept thinking about the fed-head and won­
dered why the hell I had sent her to see 
Steve. Even if she were great, she didn’t 
have a chance. We had a gal vocalist al­
ready. After all, how many doll-faced sing­
ers can a band use ?

But Steve would understand; my pal 
Steve always understood. Like the time I 
lost those fingers and my career at the same 
time. But there I was still with him. I 
knew he wouldn’t let me down. “ From 
now on you're my arranger, Mitch,” he’d 
told me, and he'd meant it. Steve was like 
that, a great guy with his friends.

I inked manuscripts until dark. Then I 
went down to the corner drugstore, and 
polished off a liverwurst on rye and a large

coke. After a while, I started off for work.
The Club Century on West 4th Street 

in the Village was no first-class club any 
more than Steve’s orchestra was a top-flight 
one, but it did the business and we got paid, 
so we didn’t worry about its appearance. 
You had to go down eight steps to get into 
the place, which is two lower than some of 
our best bistros, but what a difference two 
stens can make.

The gilded tables, silver chairs, and 
heavy, brocaded draperies looked as worn 
and tired as some of the early customers 
sitting around the dark room. Two bar­
tenders were polishing glass like they were 
on relief but I knew that come another hour, 
they’d wish they had three hands apiece.

Patti, our blonde singer, came out of the 
Powder Room and called to me in a thin, 
tight voice. She looked highly agitated and 
nervous. I waited for her and she hurried 
over, slipping her hand through my arm, 
and we walked toward the dressing room in 
the rear of the empty bandstand.

“ What’s wrong, Patti?”  I asked.
She didn't speak at first but just hung 

there next to me, her warm body a little too 
close for comfort. Like I said, Patti was 
blonde— honey blonde— and cute, but as 
far as I was concerned, she couldn’t sing 
for sour apples. However, she wore her 
evening gowns low enough to get by.

“ I'm scared. Mitch,” she muttered 
through set teeth and I felt her trembling.

“ What’s the matter?” I snapped. 
“ What's got into you?"

Those big blue eyes of hers that wefe 
usually so provocative were dull and filmy 
with terror and if it weren't for the heavy 
rouge on her cheeks, she’d have looked as 
though she'd seen a ghost.

“ H e’s gone, Mitch . . . Skins has dis­
appeared !”

\V7”H AT did she want from me? Sym- 
”  pathy ? Skins Rio was our drummer 

and a damned good one, I might add,
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though he wasn’t the kind of guy men like. 
There was no exception. But women, now 
that was something different.

Skins was built like a movie star and had 
looks to match. He was the type that the 
entire female population squealed at in 
sheer delight. His dark wavy hair and 
broad shoulders were a real come-on. He 
knew exacly how to treat women and didn’t 
hesitate to use his charm.

I glanced at Patti’s white face. She was 
only one in Skins’ Hit Parade of women, 
but she'must have gone whole hog for the 
guy. She held on to my arm as though she 
thought I couldn’t feel her nails digging 
into my flesh.

I pried her hand away and held on to her 
fingers in self-defense. “ Take it easy, Pat­
ti.”  I jerked my thumb to the rear: “ He’s 
probably, back there now.”

"N o ! N o !” she blurted out tensely. 
“ He’s dead, Mitch. Pm sure he’s dead!” 
she cried. “ Just like the other one, he’s 
dead!”

I felt the shock go through me and it 
hurt. “ Like the other one,”  she’d said. The 
blood must have drained out of my face 
because my lips suddenly turned very cold. 
"L ike the other one.”  Now I was cold all 
over; I ’d almost forgotten about him. Then 
Patti was making too much noise and peo­
ple weTe looking at us so I pushed her 
through the door in the back and into the 
large dressing room.

The boys in the band looked up as we 
came in. Some were playing gin, others 
just sitting around talking, but they all 
looked up when we came in, all except Skins 
Rio . . .  he wasn’t there!

Patti sat down heavily in a straight-back 
chair, her nervous hands furiously twist­
ing the white handkerchief in her lap. She 
didn’t seem to notice that the boys wouldn’t 
look at her but kept their eyes averted. 
Their faces were tight and drawn; they 
looked like a room full of guys waiting for 
something to happen.

“ Just like the other one,”  Patti had said, 
and I could see by their expressions that 
they remembered, too. You don’t forget 
murder!

Seven months before, when we’d gone on 
tour the last time, Dick Swift had been our 
drummer. However, the night before we’d 
left, he’d disappeared and we had to go on 
without him. It wasn’t until three months 
later that they found him. In the river, 
they found him— his throat slashed from 
ear to ear— and they never found out why.

The big grandfather clock high on the 
wall of the bare room suddenly sounded 
like an old-fashioned time bomb. Patti 
jumped to her feet crying, “ Where is he? 
Why doesn’t he get here?”

Nick, the swarthy little piano-player who 
had taken my place at the eighty-eight, 
went over and touched the bare skin of her 
white shoulder with his long, hairy fingers.

“ Take it easy, baby— he’ll show, don’t he 
always?”

And I kept thinking— always. Skins was 
always the first one at the Club . . . until 
tonight.

Nick slid his arm around Patti’s waist, 
his mouth fumbling clumsily over the soft 
words of comfort he didn’t know how to 
say, his eyes two bright beads that glinted 
like hard glass. The blonde pushed him 
away from her, her red lips twisting with 
disgust.

“ Let me alone,” she spat viciously, “ let 
me alone!”

“ Ah, Patti, baby,”  he soothed. His hand 
reached out for her ann, but suddenly, it 
shot up to his own cheek instead as her 
long nails clawed at his face, and left a 
bright red mark on his cheek.

His fingers came away from the crimson 
scratch and when he saw the blood, he went 
livid.

“ You’re a fool,”  he croaked hoarsely. 
“ Pretty Boy Rio ain’t worth it. Ain’t you 
wise yet? H e’s had his fill of you, baby, 
he’s tired of you.”  His voice was sharp
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with jealousy. “ You know what you are 
now, baby,” he gritted. “ You’re just an­
other one of his blonde tramps!”

I hit him with my left and it felt good 
when he went sprawling on the floor. I 
shouldn’t have done it because he was much 
smaller than I am but he shouldn’t have 
called Patti a tramp. He might have been 
right, but he shouldn’t have said it.

Then I heard an ugly metallic click. I 
turned quickly. Nick was on his feet; he 
was breathing hard and he had a long- 
bladed knife in his right fist.

“ You oughtn’t have done that, Mitch,”  
he snarled. “ You had no right!”

A  couple of the boys grabbed at him and 
I went over and said, “ You ’re right, Nick, 
I shouldn’t have done it.”

rp H E  hard line of his mouth softened. He 
bent the blade with his rhumb and I saw 

it go into his coat pocket. “ Okay, Mitch,” 
he said softly and turned away and picked 
up some of my new arrangements.

That was the first time I knew that Nick 
carried a knife . . .  I wasn’t going to forget 
i t ! By morning I would wish by all that 
was holy that I could forget!

Red, the first trumpet, piped up, “ A  
guy’s forty minutes late and jitters we get, 
jitters yet!”

“ Skins ain’t never been late before,”  
somebody chimed in.

“ Aa, shut up, both of you,”  yelped the 
guitarist. He turned to me. “ I don’t like 
it, Mitch,”  he said. “ It’s too similar to last 
time. Remember on our last tour when. . . ”  

Patti sobbed just once and shoving her 
balled-up handkerchief against her mouth, 
ran out of the room.

“ Dames,” muttered Nick, eyeing the 
closed door.

“ Leave her alone. Nick,”  I warned. 
“ Don't make me tell you again.”

They were all looking at me then as if 
Patti used to be my girl instead of Nick’s. 
It was the piano-player’s voice that grated

at me like jagged steel. “ You got it too, 
pal?”

“ Cut it, Nick, you know better than 
that.”

“ Yeah, yeah,”  he said. He knew better 
because he’d been doing fine with the blonde 
thrush until Skins came along.

The door opened and Steve Henko 
bounced in. “ Hi, gang,” he chirped. “ Let’s 
go. Music they want, music we’ll give ’em.”

There was an uneasy stirring all around 
and Steve’s keen, gray eyes swept the room 
clean.

“ Where’s R io?”  he asked and he looked 
surprised. He mumbled something when I 
told him that Skins wasn’t there. “ Where 
the hell is he?” he snapped testily. He 
glanced at his wrist watch. “ W e’re going 
on in a couple of minutes.”  Then he caught; 
what was on everybody’s mind and he 
seemed angry. “ I know what you’re think­
ing,”  he ripped out, “ you’re nuts.' Skins 
is just late, you hear me, just late, that’s 
all.”  And when the door opened unex­
pectedly, he yapped, “ There he is !”

Only it wasn't Skins, it was some thin, 
pale guy I ’d never seen before. He waved 
a slender hand at us by way of greeting.

“ Hey, which one of you guys is Steve 
H enko?”

Steve identified himself and nodded at 
him. “ What do you want?”

“ Hi, Steve,”  he said airily. “ I ’m Jack 
Wilton . . . your new drummer!”

CHAPTER TWO m

Murder in._: Razor Sharp .

I  SA T there in the dressing room listen­
ing to the muffled sound of Steve 
Henko’s orchestra. The drummer was 

too loud, ĵ nd he read music lousy; he was 
murdering my arrangements. Why didn’t 
Steve tell him?

Steve only used the guy because he had 
no alternative, he had to— Skins didn’t 
show. I went over and picked up the tele­
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phone, thinking Steve would do what I was 
going to do anyway. I dialed my number 
and waited. When they answered, I said: 
“ Get me Joe Kosinski.”

Joe was our contact at Local 802, the 
musicians union, and a right guy who went 
out of his way to help.

"Hello. Joe here.” He had a voice like 
thunder in a tunnel and he knew it. 

“ Mitch Irwin, Joe.”
“ Yeah, yeah, yeah, how are you doing, 

boy?”
"F ine,”  I yapped into the mouthpiece. 

“ But how come the lousy drummer you 
sent us?”

“ Lousy? You nuts? How come you’ve 
been satisfied for seven months and all of a 
sudden Skins is lousy?”

“ Skins! I ’m not talking about Rio, it’s 
the other guy, the thin fellow you just sent 
over.”

“ You drunk or are you sniffing the white 
stuff? I didn’t send anybody over to you.” 

I got off the phone as quickly as I could 
and went out front. The new drummer had 
said he’d gotten a fast call from 802. But 
how come Kosinski didn't know about it? 
Steve had made the guy with the sticks soft 
pedal a bit so it wasn’t so bad for the 
dancers— for me, it was awful. This guy 
was no Skins Rio. I sat down at a table 
in the corner and ordered me a small beer.

Steve nodded at me meaningfully and 
he handed the baton to one of the boys. 
I waited for him to come over. When he 
did, he was angry. Lie kicked out a chair 
from under the table and sat down. He 
must have read my face because he said, 
“ He hasn’t showed!”

“ Uh uh, and I got news for you.” He 
said nothing, but his curious eyes questioned 
me. “ Joe didn’t send that guy over, Steve.” 

“ W hat?”
“ I called 802 and Joe knows nothing 

about it.”
He beat me to the words, “ Then who 

did?”

Questions like that I have no answers 
for. Absentmindedly, Steve picked up my 
glass and sipped slowly at my beer. “ I don’t 
like it, Mitch, if anything’s happened. . . . ” 
He broke off and looked thoughtful.

“ The boys are getting jittery,” I told 
him, “ they remember. . . . ”

He cut me off by banging the glass down 
on the table.

“ Don’t you think I know ?” he said sharp­
ly. His bright gray eyes held a worried 
look. Then he reached over and squeezed 
my shoulder in his fingers. “ Don’t mind me, 
Mitch, huh?”

I grinned. “ You’re my boy, Steve, I 
understand you.”

“ Good.”
“ Besides,”  I went on looking at my muti­

lated right hand, “ I don’t forget what 
you’ve done for me, Steve.” He mumbled 
a protest, but I kept talking; every once in 
a while I had to get my gratitude off my 
chest. “ If it hadn’t been for you, pal, I ’d 
be out of the band business and you know 
what that would mean to m e! I couldn’t . . . ”

“ Shut up, Mitch,” he said softly. ’ ’You ’re 
a damned good arranger, I ’m lucky to have 
you.”

But I knew better. I’d have cut my throat 
for Steve and I wanted him to know it.

I looked up as Patti came over, an anxi­
ous expression on her taut features. She 
didn’t have to ask if I ’d heard from Skins.

“ Let me off tonight, Steve . . . I . . . 
I ’ve got to find him . . . please.”  She 
sounded desperate.

“ No need for that, Patti,” he said gently. 
“ Mitch is going over and get him.”

I glanced quickly at Steve. “ Sure, kid, 
sure,” I chirped up, “ I ’m leaving now, and 
stop stewing will you, huh ? Skins is prob­
ably drunk somewhere.”

She knew I was lying because Skins 
didn’t drink, but she moved closer and put 
her cold palm against my cheek. “ You’re 
sweet, Mitch, you really are.” And she 
turned and walked quickly away.
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“ Which reminds me, Steve. A  girl’s 

coming over tonight, Lee Fuller’s her 
name.”

“ Lee Fuller? W ho’s she?”
“ A gal,” I said simply. “ She sings. Listen 

to her, huh, a favor for me, huh, Steve 
boy, just listen.”

He laughed. “ Okay, pal, but I got a 
better idea— you listen to her.”

“ Uh uh.”
“ Okay, just as you say.” He got up and 

strode across the room leaving me sitting 
there, the remains of our community beer 
in front of me.

O K IN S  RIO lived in a small six-story 
^  apartment house on the upper west side. 
At that time of night the street was quiet 
and dark, the occasional lighted panes of 
glass the only sign of life behind the win­
dows. I stopped in front of No. 55. It was 
the last house on the street; it looked old 
and dirty. Small bits of torn paper, ciga­
rette butts and other litter formed an un­
swept carpet for me to walk on as I stepped 
into the vestibule. If he weren’t there, I 
had no idea where I ’d look next unless it 
was the Missing Persons Bureau. The 
globe was so dingy in the hall that I had 
to light a match to read the banked panel 
of names over the worn door buttons.

I found the right button, pushed it and 
waited. Pretty soon there was the click- 
click as a button was pressed in Skins’ 
apartment and the door moved inward 
under the pressure of my hand. There was 
a small, self-operating automatic elevator 
and I was glad; I didn’t relish climbing six 
flights of stairs just to say hello to a drum­
mer boy.

The sixth floor corridor was just as dark 
as the one downstairs, but Skins had his 
door partly open and I walked toward the 
sharp dart of bright light that stabbed out 
into the dismal blackness of the hallway.

I shoved the door open all the way and 
went inside but Skins wasn’t there.

“ Hey, Skins?”  I called. “ Skins, where 
are you?”

The only answer was a stifling kind of 
silence that I felt all around me like a 
heavy curtain of soaking wet blankets . . . 
that, and a faint tapping noise that Teached 
my ears in a steady, familiar rhythm that 
I couldn’t quite place. I called the drum­
mer’s name a couple of times more but all 
I could hear was my own voice . . . and 
that disquieting tap-tap-tapping. Suddenly 
I knew what it was, somewhere water was 
slowly dripping out of a leaky faucet. I 
followed the ind of it into a small bed­
room off the living room and found the 
leak . . . only it wasn't water!

Skins Rio was sitting propped up at a 
small wooden table, his face a ghastly shade 
of white under the harsh light of a hundred 
watt Mazda. His eyes, coldly fixed, were 
staring at me as if he couldn’t believe what 
he saw. But Skins saw nothing. . . .

The red gore had bubbled out of a mur­
derous knife wound in his throat onto the 
table in front of him. What I had thought 
was a leaky faucet was Rio’s life blood 
slowly dripping to the bare floor in a horri­
ble, steady rhythm of death!

It was only because I bent forward for 
a closer look at the trace of white powder 
I could see on Skins' lapel that they didn’t 
find me lying next to the dead drummer, 
my blood mingling with his.

It was just that close. You see, I know 
face powder when I see it, so I stooped to 
make sure and something sang a quiet song 
of violent death about six inches above my 
head. I heard it hit the doorjamb with a 
terrifying thud as the heavy blade bit into 
the soft wood. I saw the wicked bone haft 
of a long knife dancing with disappoint­
ment at having missed me and somewhere 
a door slammed with a loud noise. It was ' 
in the next room.

I tore out of the apartment without think­
ing what might be waiting for me in the 
darkness of the hallway— somebody had
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tried to kill me. The elevator doors had 
just closed and the square cage of light 
was slowly beginning to move downward. 
I took those six flights of stairs like the 
halfback of o ld , I was twentyish again and 
the corpuscles were racing. By the time I 
got to the second floor landing, my knees 
were starting to sag and I hurtled the last 
flight on legs like stilts. I saw the doors 
to the automatic elevator slide open with 
a loud rattling noise . . .  it was empty . . . 
there was no one inside!

Out on the street, I stood quietly before 
111-46 Washington Street. I was com­
pletely alone, there wasn’t a soul in sight. 
I stood there letting the cool breeze play­
fully finger my damp shirt and I was glad 
of the chance to rest. As I saw it then, the 
killer must have been in the apartment all 
the time. The thought made me break out 
anew in cold beads of sweat But who had 
pushed the button that had let me in to 
Skins’ apartment? If it was the murderer, 
why ? For Pete’s sake, why ?

O ff to my right the street ended abrupt­
ly and I could see the outlines of Fort 
Tryon Park. Towering trees gracefully 
reached full green arms upward toward the 
sky, but under the black canopy of a clouded 
night, the park was dark, forbidding, a 
perfect hiding place for a killer! I turned 
quickly and hurried away.

Q T E V E  saw me come in alone and his 
^  good-looking features registered annoy­
ance. He stopped making with his . baton 
and gave it up to the second trumpet. I 
didn’t wait for him to get off the stand but 
went right over to the little table in the 
corner and sat down. I felt tired, I was 
glad to sit down.

The boys in the band and Nick were 
looking at me, anc]— especially, the new 
drummer. His shoe-button eyes weren’t as 
pleasant as the rest of his face and I won­
dered why I hadn’t noticed that before.

“ Beer, huh,”  said the waiter.

“ Bourbon,”  I told him. He looked sur­
prised and I grunted, “ I need it.”

He shuffled off and Steve slid down next 
to me trying not to look anxious; he didn’t 
succeed very well.

“ Did you find him, Mitch?”
I nodded. “ Yeah, Steve, I found him!” 

The relieved grin on the orchestra leader’s 
face dropped dead as I said, “ He’s been 
murdered, Steve— just like the other one, 
he’s been murdered!”

The chair made a scraping noise on the 
floor as he got up holding on to the silver- 
colored piece of furniture with bloodless 
knuckles. His mouth tried several times to 
say something but his lips wouldn’t work 
and all the juice had gone out of his tongue. 
He sounded like a mamma doll with stut­
ters.

The waiter put a bourbon down in fronf 
of me and a glass for Steve. “ I brought you 
beer, right?”

“ Yeah, yeah, thanks.”  It was just a 
mumble and the waiter flat-footed away, 
a queer expression on his pale face.

Steve sat down heavily. There was dead­
weight on his shoulders and strained tight­
ness around his mouth. He began sipping 
at his beer without talking. Finally, he 
spoke:

“ W e’re finished, Mitch, through. I’m 
ruined.”

I didn’t know whai the hell he was talk­
ing about and I didn’t hesitate to tell him so.

“ It’s the tour we were supposed to start 
tomorrow,”  he said.

“ Supposed to?”
He glanced at me, quick impatience flick­

ing its thin finger across his face. “ You 
don’t suppose the police will let us leave 
tomorrow, do you ?” he barked. “ There’ll 
be questions, batteries of questions, it’ll take 
days.”

I shrugged. “ So what? Sure, it’s un­
pleasant but . . . ”

By the way he drummed his fingers on 
the table top, I could tell that he was an­
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noyed at me. I repeated, “ So what?” 

“ [ should have told you, Mitch,” he said 
softly, the furrows of worry digging deep 
into his forehead. ‘ ‘ If . . .  if this tour had 
been a success, they were going to book us 
into the New Pilgrim Hotel, and you know 
what that means.”

I whistled. “ W hew !”
“ After all these years,”  he went on pain­

fully, “ the big time— and then this.”  He 
slapped the table top with the flat of his 
hand so hard that the glasses and I jumped 
together. “ W e’ve got to go on tour, Mitch, 
we’ve got to leave tomorrow. It’s our 
musical lives! W e won’t get a shot at the 
New Pilgrim again.”

“ Yeah,” I muttered. “ I didn’t know.” 
And I dabbed damp rings on the table with 
the bottom of my glass. But I couldn’t help 
thinking about Skins Rio . . . what about 
his life?

“ W e’ve got to go on tour, Mitch, we 
must! My whole future depends upon it.” 
I looked up and he added, “ And yours, too, 
Mitch— yours and mine.”

“ Yeah,” I said again. “ I see what you 
mean.”

Nobody cared about Skins anyway, ex­
cept. . .  I looked over toward the bandstand, 
she was gone!

“ Where’s Patti?”
Steve shrugged. “ She’s in the back. I 

made her take, a couple of phenos. She’s 
probably sleeping her fool blonde head off 
dreaming of Skins.”

“ Not the way I last saw him, I hope.”  
I tossed off my drink and got up.- The new 
drummer was getting loud again, the whole 
band was too loud, but Steve didn’t seem 
to notice.

“ Where are you going, Mitch?”  he in­
quired quietly.

“ The police,” I told him. “ I should have 
gone there first.”

He tugged at my sleeve. “ No, no— wait!”  
“ Wait! For what?”
He was desperate, groping blindly in a

dark one-way street. “ There must be some 
way— there has to be. I . . . I ’ve got to 
leave tomorrow on tour, I ’ve waited too 
long to lose this chance.”

“ You ’re crazy!” I yelped. “ What you’re 
asking is impossible. I must tell the cops. 
Don’t you see, Steve ? The guy was mur­
dered— brutally. Maybe, if you’d seen .. .  ”  

“ If we just had time. Maybe if they 
didn’t find out until after we left. . . . ” 

“ That would be worse, Steve. They’d 
only make us turn around and come back.” 

He looked deflated. “ You’re right, Mitch, 
I don’t know what I was thinking o f.”

I let my hand come to rest on his arm. 
“ W e don’t leave until noon,” I said. “ May­
be the cops can clean up the whole thing . . . ”  

“ Sure, sure,” he mumbled and stood up. 
“ Forget it, Mitch, forget it, huh?”

I watched the agonized droop to the 
splendid width of his shoulders and the pain 
I felt for my friend was a live thing that 
writhed within me. If I could only help 
him ! " I ’d have done anything for Steve—  
for his career. I didn’t care about myself 
any m ore; it was Steve who mattered— I 
owed that to him, didn’t I ?

The same flat-footed waiter with the sad 
face came over and nudged me. “ There’s 
a dame at the bar, -Mitch; she wants to 
buy you a drink.”

CHAPTER THREE

“ Drink— For Tomorrow . .

L EE F U L L E R ! I snapped my fingers 
in the air, I ’d forgotten about the 
red-headed thrush. I looked oyer 

at the bar— but it wasn’t Lee. This one 
was as blonde as peroxide could make her, 
and as full of curves as a left-handed pitcher 
under the arc lights at Ebljets Field. She 
was sitting cross-legged at the bar, her sheer 
nylons where I couldn’t miss them. The 
glass held in her hand was openly inviting 
and her full red lips were likewise.
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Now don’t get the wrong idea. I ’m no 

woman-hater and my blood is just as warm 
as the next guy’s, but after what I ’d seen 
on the top floor of 111-66 Washington 
Street, I had me an aorta that pumped 
nothing but ice water.

“ Tell her I ’m not thirsty.”
“ H uh?”  He looked like he wished he 

were fifteen years younger and as he leaned 
closer his eyes rolled like a mammy singer 
at a song festival. “ Did you see the build 
on her?”

I got up and walked toward' the door 
leaving the waiter mumbling to himself, 
“ What a waste— cripes, what a waste!” 

The blonde babe got off the stool and 
crossed diagonally toward the exit so as to 
intercept me on my way out. I couldn’t 
help noticing her because she had a body 
that moved like it was loaded with just 
the right cargo. She caught up with me 
as I went through the doorway and her 
arm crooked through mine.

“ What’s the matter, honey ?” she drawled 
through pursed lips. “ Not in the m ood?” 

“ Beat it, baby, I can’t do you any good.” 
She paid no attention and cuddled up to 

me as if she enjoyed it as we went down 
the steps. I tried to shove her away from 
me but she stuck like a bushel of rubber 
cement.

“ Look, blondie,” I said gruffly, “ I got 
to see someone, so be a doll and fade, huh ?” 

She flashed a grin at me, and her lips 
had an even more darkly-painted look under 
the orange neon light that blinked over the 
Club Century.

“ Someone wants to see you, too, honey,” 
she mouthed and she surveyed the empty 
street in front of us as if she were an hour 
late for a date she wanted to keep.

I didn’t like the way she was eyeing me. 
There was something electric in the atmos­
phere that needled at the back of my neck. 
W e were half a block from the Club when 
my curiosity got the upper hand.

“ W ho wants to see me, blondie, huh?”

She didn’t answer at first but laughed 
nervously and when she did speak I had 
the vivid impression that she was repeating 
lines rehearsed in a very bad play.

“ The drummer boy wants to see you, 
honey,”  she whispered. “ A  drummer boy 
named Skins R io !”

Did you ever swallow a big chunk of ice 
that got stuck in the middle of your throat? 
I didn’t know what to do. I felt myself 
grab her shoulders, my fingers dug deep 
into her soft flesh.

“ What do you mean?”  I shook her 
viciously. “ What the hell do you mean?”

She squirmed under my grasp, her hands 
prying at my fingers, her face like a mask 
of terror.

“ Let me go,”  she squealed. “ Let me go !’’
“ Yeah,” croaked a hoarse voice from be­

hind me, “ let her g o !”
I did and spun around to look into the 

face of a bull-like man whose flat, unhand­
some features went along perfectly with the 
gruff low-pitched voice. He wasn’t alone, 
either. A  mousy individual, with hard 
eyes, black moustache and long side-burns 
to match, stood off to the side, one hand 
thrust deep in his coat pocket. I ’ve read 
too much about those kind of parasites not 
to know what he had in his pocket.

“ Beat it, toots,” said the big one, “ beat 
it.”

“ Ah gee, sweetie, you said. . . . ”
"Never mind what I said,” he rumbled, 

“ you’ve done your bit.” The flat of his hand 
shoved into her. “ I ’ll call you some time, 
yeah?”

She muttered something in a thin muffled 
voice and wheeling walked away, her high- 
heeled shoes making staccato sounds on the 
concrete pavement.

“ Okay, buddy, you’re next.”

T W E N T  in the direction the big guy 
nodded until they crowded me into an 

alley that was full of debris and darkness. 
From somewhere nearby, a small dirty
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window threw a weak stream of light out 
into the night, right on me.

The bull-voiced one slammed me against 
a brick wall and pinned me. there with a 
pair of hands that looked more like slab.

“ Okay, guy, spill it !”
“ Spill what?” I asked. “ What’s all this 

about ?”
Someone laughed— a high-pitched sound 

— and I knew it was the mouse boy. “ He’s 
cute, ain’t he?” he whispered. “ Let m e .. .  ”

“ Hold it,”  the big fellow said. Then he 
came back to me. “ What we’re asking, 
feller, is what you were doing up at R io’s 
place ?”

I saw the guy with the side-burns take 
his hand away from his pocket. It wasn’t 
a gun-after all, and I was glad. Even though 
the one dim ray of light in that dark alley 
flashed and sparkled on the long, shiny 
blade he held in his hand, I was glad . . . 
it wasn’t a gun after all. I should have been 
scared, though, scared to death, because I 
could distinctly see that knife he held in his 
hand had a heavy haft . . .  and it was made 
of bone!

This was the guy in Rio’s apartment 
who had pressed the buzzer . . . this was 
the guy who had . . .

This time I didn’t give him a chance to 
throw it. I ducked away from the big guy 
and lashed out with a left fist as hard as I 
could. The shock went up my arm like 
electricity and the crumb with the knife 
dropped in his tracks ; his blade made sweet 
music as it hit the ground.

Something caught me behind the ear and 
flung me against the wall. I could have 
used those three missing fingers on my right 
hand then ; after all what can a guy with 
only his left do against a big ape with two 
fists as big as Virginia hams?

He bounced me off that wall like I was 
made of rubber and he kept hammering 
away at me until I ached all over and was 
choking on my own blood. When he was 
only a vague shadow in front of me, he

suddenly stopped and crooked his hand into 
the front of my shirt.

“ What’s the set-up?”  I heard him say. 
“ Come on, spill it, where do you fit in?”

I don’t know what my answer was be­
cause I couldn't hear the sound of my own 
voice. But he let go quite unexpectedly and 
without his helping hand I went forward 
flat on my face. I rolled over spitting out 
one part dirt to two parts blood and I could 
make out mouse boy getting to his feet, the 
knife in his hand.

There was a long, high-pitched whining 
sound and then they were running, both of 
them running. I got up and staggered to­
ward the street, toward the high-pitched, 
whining sound. A  girl was standing there, 
a horrified look on her white face— she’d 
been screaming. She almost screamed again 
when she saw my battered features, but 
instead, she put. her arms around me and 
slowly, red-headed Lee Fuller walked me 
toward the Club Century, the washroom 
and the telephone . . . especially the tele­
phone. Me and the Police Department had 
a big conversation coming up . . .  a damn 
big conversation!

The Club Century at three a.m. was 
usually a dead thing, still and quiet as a 
ghost in the dark. The sounds of music, 
tinkling glasses and women’s laughter long 
since gone, there remained only the hollow 
echo of a spent and fading night impatiently 
waiting the revivification of another day.

Now, there were lights everywhere— the 
boys in the orchestra were sprawled out in 
chairs, and Morrison from Homicide and 
two assistants were all over the place asking 
questions, never-ending questions.

I'd sent Lee home just before I ’d called 
the police and I promised to phone her 
soon. My musical life I owed to Steve 
Henko and now to the red-head I owed 
everything else. If she hadn’t screamed . . . 
besides I wanted to call her, I wanted to 
see her again.

The detective closed his notebook with a
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loud slap. "Okay, boys, you can go now.” 
He winked apologetically at Patti and 
added, "Y ou , too, Miss— I’m through.” 

Nick, the piano player, got up stiffly, 
stretching himself with feigned boredom. 
“ Ain’t that nice? It’s about time.”

Lieutenant Morrison ignored him and 
went on, "Nobody is to leave town, under­
stand? If anything comes up, clear with 
me first!”

lVTOTHING would come up, I thought.
’  The tour was now dead ; he’d just killed 

and buried it, and with it Steve Henko’s 
future in music. Steve was explaining again 
about the tour, desperately explaining, but 
the lieutenant shook his head.

“ Sorry, Henko. This is a homicide case, 
either you’ll have to get a delay on your 
bookings, or . . .” he smiled abstractly, 
"w e’ll have to clear this thing up before 
noon-time, huh?”  And he smiled again to 
soften his determined stand.

“ You can’t change bookings just like 
that 1”  Steve yelled. I told him to take it 
easy, "E asy !”  He turned on me sneering, 
"Thanks, Mitch, thanks for everything!” 

If he’d hit me, it couldn’t have hurt more. 
"Is  there a chance?”  asked Steve. He 

was talking to the detective again. " I  mean, 
do you think we might be able to leave as 
scheduled?”

Lieutenant Morrison shrugged. “ Who 
knows, you can never tell about cases like 
this.”

A  faint light flickered in Steve’s tired 
eyes. “ Maybe if . . . look, is it okay to load 
the instruments on the bus, just in case, 
I mean ? It’ll save time and. . . ”

"Sure, why not?”  came the answer. 
“ You can always unpack!”

Steve didn’t appear to hear. “ Okay, gang, 
leave your stuff here,”  he said in a loud 
voice. " I ’ll take care of everything. And, 
gang, keep your fingers crossed, huh?” 

Poor Steve, he was going to need more 
than that, much m ore!

Morrison put his hot hand on my shoul­
der and I didn’t like the feel of it. “ You 
come with me, Mac, I want you up there, 
and you,” he thumbed at Nick, “ you go 
on downtown with Jeffers.” He spoke to 
one of his men, “ Hold him until I get back, 
see ? ”

Nick’s face was carved in granite, his 
hard eyes stabbing at the detective. “ What 
do you want with me? I didn’t kill the 
louse.”

One of the detectives took Nick’s knife 
out, balancing it in his hand. "Y ou  haven’t 
answered half enough questions, yet, feller. 
C’mon, let’s go.”

Patti burst out laughing with the1 high 
shaking sound of hysteria.

“ You ’ll pay for it,”  she screamed. “ You’ll 
pay for killing him! You’ll pay, you’ll 
pay . . . ”  Her voice trailed off in a sob, 
and I turned and walked out into the dark­
ened, deserted street, Morrison close by 
me.

There was cold sweat on my forehead 
and icy beads rolling down my spine. My 
right hand hurt where those three fingers 
were missing, how my hand hurt!

They’d already removed the body by the 
time we.got there and I was glad. I don’t 
think I could have looked at it again. The 
apartment was in a hubbub of activity, there 
were men with police equipment every­
where.

“ Okay,”  said the lieutenant. “ Now, 
where’s the knife ? Where were you stand­
ing?”

I moved forward. “ Here, and the knife 
i s . . . ”  I was pointing right at where it 
should have been but it wasn’t there. . .  it 
was gone!

“ Look you,”  growled the lieutenant, “ if 
you. . . ”

"H e ’s right, Lieutenant,” said a voice, 
“ there was a knife here. Look !”

The detective went over and I heard him 
say, “ Yeah, I see.”  He turned back to me. 
“ It had a bone handle, huh?”  I nodded.
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“ The same as the one in the alley, huh ?”

“ Yes,” I said. I was beginning to feel 
weary and I wished he’d get through with 
his questions.

“ Okay, Mac, that’s it!”  He turned his 
back on me and walked away.

O O M E B O D Y  came in calling for the lieu- 
^  tenant. “ Hey lieutenant, I’ve got some­
thing here for you. Rio was a hophead, a 
snifter.”

“ Like hell he w as!” I blurted out. “ The 
guy didn't. . . ”

The lieutenant turned and looked at me. 
“ You still here? You can go now. But stick 
around town, huh ? I’ll want you to look at 
some pictures later. Do you think you can 
identify the two monkeys who slugged 
you ?”•

Was he kidding? “ It’ll be a pleasure, 
Lieutenant. I owe those guys something.”

“ Sure, sure,” he replied quickly. “ But 
leave us take care of that, huh?”

I couldn’t find a taxi so I settled for a 
four-block walk to the nearest subway sta­
tion. My legs were tired and my tail drag­
ging, but the little wheels upstairs kept 
going around and around. Somewhere there 
was a brass ring, only I couldn’t seem to 
grab it. I kept thinking about face powder, 
a woman’s face powder, the kind I'd seen 
on Skins' lapel, and I wondered if the 
police had noticed it, too. There was some­
thing screwy about that. Skins Rio was a 
one-woman man, one at a time, that is, so 
how come? Was it Patti’s powder on him, 
and if it was. . . ?

Now look, don’t get any cockeyed notions 
that I ’m a guy who likes amateur detecting 
— it’s just that I remembered the hopeless 
look on Steve Henko’s face and if I could 
help it, he wasn’t going to be bilked out of 
a shot at the big time by anybody!

Patti opened the door to her small apart­
ment as if she wasn’t surprised to see me. 
To tell the truth, the way she looked, I 
don’t think she would have been surprised
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at anything. She was way off the wagon.

“ C ’m in, Mitchie, come in.”
She closed the door behind me and stood 

there weaving like she was a sheet in the 
wind. “ I ’ve been drinking, Mitchie,”  she 
announced as if I didn’t know. “ Mmmm, I 
have.”

Her speech was as thick as Funk & Wag- 
nail’s unabridged, and the gown she wore 
was as thin as cobwebs. She flopped down 
in a big, fluffy gray chair.

“ I ’m drunk . . . why shouldn’t I be?”
“ W h y?” was all I said.
“ Well, I’ll tell you, Mitchie, you’re a 

sweet guy.”  She climbed unsteadily to her 
feet and I helped her. Her head found the 
hollow of my shoulder and for a moment 
she seemed content to leave it there. “ He’s 
gone, Mitch," she mumbled against me. 
“ He’s gone.”

I held her at arms-length, the white face 
powder on the lapel of my coat goading me 
on. “ When did you see him last, Patti? Do 
you hear me ? When did you see Skins 
last?”

She moved away from me, muttering 
dully, “ Last? See him last?”  The window 
was open behind her, a slight breeze rip­
pling the curtains between the fire escape 
and the sill. Patti walked toward it.

I suppose the blonde singer saw him first 
as he came in off the landing, because it 
was her terror-stricken gasp that announced 
his arrival. Nick’s swarthy face was as 
dark as thunder, his eyes jagged lightning, 
but it was the .38 calibre automatic in his 
fist that gave me the creeps.

“ I thought knives were more in your 
line, Nick,” I said.

He laughed and it was an unpleasant 
sound. “ Stay out of this, Mitch, it ain’t 
any of yours. This is me and Patti, just 
the two of us.”

She screamed something at him and he 
went over and hit her with the barrel of 
the gun. She moaned just once and fell 
down. I ran over and tried to help her up
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and that’s when the roof caved in . . . three 
times, I think.

Nick brought that gun down hard on my 
thick skull. A  bubbling volcano inside my 
head erupted in one violent explosion that 
showered the entire room with fiery sparks 
and streams of lava that glowed white with 
heat. I keeled over face-down and obedient­
ly went to sleep!

TVTHEN  I came to, things were hammer- 
”  ing in my head and it took a little 

while for me to realize that it was really 
someone pounding furiously on the door. 
I got up off the floor and opened up. It 
was one of Morrison’s fat detectives and 
that’s when I remembered Patti.

She was lying sprawled across the gray 
chair, her pretty face cut and torn, a horri­
ble mass of cruel bruises. Her klonde hair, 
hanging low over her closed eyes, was 
matted and red with her blood. She was 
breathing, but who knew for how long? 
It was a murderous beating.

I breathed heavily and I wanted to be 
sick. I started toward her but the Homicide 
man got some wrong ideas and grabbing 
me by the arm spun me clear across the 
room. His lips were drawn, and his eyes 
spat angry fire. Then he came at me, his 
fists ready for action.

I don’t know what would have happened 
if I hadn’t yelled Nick’s name. When the 
sound of it sank in, it was like magic. He 
turned quickly and went over and picked 
up the telephone.

While he talked, I stood looking at Patti 
and I felt sorry for her.

“ Don’t touch her,’ ’ the cop said as he 
cradled the receiver on the hook, “ they’re 
sending an ambulance over.”

“ Nick’s crazy,” I muttered bitterly, “ he 
must be to do a thing like this.”  Then I 
remembered that he was supposed to be 
down at Headquarters and I didn’t under­
stand.

“ He got away from Jeffers on the way

down,”  the detective told me. “ As soon as 
the lieutenant found out, he sent me over 
here. I guess he figured something like 
this.”

“ Too bad you were late. Do you think 
she’ll be all right?”

He shrugged and I got to feeling sick 
again, so I went inside and closed the door.

After they took Patti to the hospital, I 
grabbed me a cruising cab and went home. 
If ever a guy needed sleep I did, and I could 
hardly wait, but what I didn’t know was 
that the cards weren’t falling my way. My 
key went into the lock and his gun into 
my hack at the same time.

“ Open up and get inside,” said Nick’s 
voice. It was like a cold wind.

We went in and he closed the door be­
hind us, then he switched on the light. “ Too 
bad I had to slug you, Mitch.” He sounded 
almost apologetic but his gun didn’t look it. 
“ H ow ’s Patti?”  he asked in an off-hand 
way.

I guess I lost my temper then but I 
couldn’t help it. After I told him what 
I thought of him, I got other ideas, but I 
guess he must have read my mind.

“ Don’t, Mitch, don’t !”  he warned grimly, 
and he waved his gun at me. “ She had it 
coming,” he snapped. “ Besides, the way 
she told it, she made them think I killed 
R io.” I let him talk. “ I could have, too,” 
he went on, “ I really could have.”

“ They just wanted you for questioning,” 
I told him. “ Running was screwy.”

He just laughed at me. “ Yeah, yeah, I 
know. I need dough, Mitch, lots of it. I ’m 
getting out. You got any?”

I showed him my wallet. It wasn’t very 
much, just a twenty-dollar bill, but he took 
it.

“ You’d better go see the cops, Nick, 
you’re a fool for running. What have you 
got to hide?”

“ Uh uh, it’s too late for that. A guy 
takes a step and it’s too late, you hear, it’s 
too late!”
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CHAPTER FOUR

An Error in Timing

I  W A IT E D  forty-five minutes after he’d 
gone before I made up my mind— and 
it was only the memory of Patti’s bat­

tered face that did it, you can believe that 
or not. Lieutenant Morrison was still on 
duty when I called and when I told him 
that Nick had just paid me a visit, he 
hopped up like a first day’s recruit when a 
shavetail goes by.

“ He’ll probably try to get money from 
Henko.” he snapped— which was my idea 
exactly and the reason I’d called him—  
“ How long ago did he leave, Irwin?” 

When I told him, he violated all the rules 
and regulations of the New York City 
Police Department by cussing me out like 
a Cavalry trooper.

It sounded lame when I said, “ I had to 
think about it.”  But he had already hung up.

Sleep, now, was a far-away thing. By 
the time I got out to Steve’s place, Morri­
son was there with a couple of his men; 
one of them I hadn’t seen before and I 
guessed that Jeffers was on his way back to 
the Bronx for letting Nick get away.

The Lieutenant looked surprised when 
he saw me and my comment that I couldn’t 
sleep seemed to have no effect on him what­
soever. Then I saw Steve. His face was 
pale and drawn but there were fever points 
of excitement in his gray eyes.

He smiled reassuringly at me. “ I ’m okay, 
buddy. Everything is going to be all right, 
Mitch, everything!”  He flashed me another 
smile but I thought I detected a degree of 
nervousness that didn’t belong.

Morrison was firing off words like a fifty 
calibre, loud and long.

“ Cover all depots, bus, rail, air, etc. I 
want that guy picked up before he leaves 
town, understand? I want Nick Matillo 
and when you get him, book him for mur­
der !”

Steve came over and asked for a cigarette. 
My hand was shaking as I held out the 
pack. He said, “ He got me for a hundred 
bucks, Mitch . . .  if it hadn’t been for that 
gun . . .”

I blinked owlishly. “ I don’t get it. What 
happened ?”

“ He confessed, Mitch. Nick told me he 
killed Skins.” He slipped his arm around 
my shoulders. “ He was jealous. I guess 
the poor guy couldn’t help it.”  Steve looked 
like a man about to cry and I, well I don’t 
think even Freud could have figured out 
what was going on in my mind.

They were leaving then and the lieuten­
ant called out “ Hey, Irwin, want a lift?”

I went with him, leaving Steve standing 
at the door looking like a tired old man 
and, at the same time, happy thoughts of 
a New Pilgrim booking were doing things 
to the corners of his mouth.

I rode in silence on the way across town 
but the little old mechanism upstairs was 
at it again. If Morrison was just wrapping 
up the case around Nick, what about the 
two gorillas who had played badminton to 
my shuttlecock ? Where did they figure in ? 
I sat up suddenly. If the Lieutenant was 
dropping me off, he sure was going the long 
way round.

“ Hey, where are you going? This 
isn’t . . .”

“ Take it easy, Irwin,”  he said, “ I want 
to look in at Nick’s place.”

I sank back against the leather seat. Why 
didn’t he say that in the first place?

I don’t think that old Morrison expected 
to find Nick in his room, because when his 
skeleton key opened the door he went in 
with his gun in his holster. Only the de­
tective zvas wrong, Nick was there...h is 
body sprawled on the floor, an ever-widen­
ing pool of blood making a strange design 
on the threadbare carpet beneath his back!

The detective looked at the knife lying 
across the dead man’s open right palm, the 
red-stained blade pointing like an accusing
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finger at the razor-sharp wound in his 
throat.

“ I didn’t figure that,”  he muttered quiet­
ly to himself. “ I just didn’t figure on that.”

He went over and took a wallet out of 
Nick’s pocket. I saw my twenty in it before 
he put it back in the piano-player’s pocket. 
Then he stood up.

“ Well, at least he saved the taxpayers 
some money, huh?”

My mouth was a gaping hole of disbelief. 
“ W hat?”

“ Don’t yoirknow a suicide when you see 
one?”

y ^ H I L E  Morrison had called off the 
dragnet from his car radio, he was 

grinning in a self-satisfied way that didn’t 
become a police officer. It annoyed me.

“ You can leave on tour as scheduled now, 
Irwin,”  he told me. “ That’s what you 
w'anted, huh?”  He notified Headquarters 
to phone Steve and then he must have 
caught the look on my face because he 
snapped, “ Case • closed. Any questions, 
bud?”

“ Wait a minute,”  I protested, “ if you’ve 
forgotten those two lugs who combed me 
over, I haven’t.”

“ Oh, yes,”  he muttered without too much 
interest. “ Get down to the lab before bus 
time and look over the pictures, huh ? W e’ll 
pick ’em up.”

The squad car had stopped in front of 
my apartment house and he opened the car 
door. “ See you around some time, huh?” 
And as it moved away from the curb, I 
could hear Lieutenant Morrison call in 
Police Headquarters again.

I started toward the building until I saw 
the detective’s car turn the corner and dis­
appear then I stopped, reversed myself and 
walked quickly down the street toward the 
nearest all-night hack stand.

The first timid rays of dawn were prob­
ing for a soft spot in J:he black surface of 
the night when I hurried up the steps of

the City Hospital. The nurse at the desk 
thumbed her registry in response to my 
urgent question.

“ Patti Sheldon?”  I nodded. “ Here it is,” 
she said and she looked surprised. “ She 
was discharged.”

“ That’s impossible.”
She fixed me with a reproving eye and 

her manner was as stiff as her starched 
white uniform. “ Treated for cuts and 
bruises and discharged,”  she read. “ And if 
there is anything else, mister. . . . ”

But I didn’t stop to hear. I ran-for the 
nearest telephone booth and dialed Steve’s 
number. After a while the operator came 
on the line.

“ They do not answer, sir,”  her mechan­
ical voice told me.

“ Keep trying, keep trying!”
She did, but it was useless. Steve didn’t 

answer his telephone— and that was when 
my throat got dry and panic stabbed into 
my belly like cold steel. The merry-go- 
round upstairs was whirling madly again 
and I could see the brass ring but no matter 
how many times I grabbed for it, it eluded 
my groping fingers.

The N ew  Pilgrim Hotel . . .  the cross 
country tour . . .  a twenty-dollar bill, and 
a shiny blade dripping with blood! Keep  
going, Mitch, hurry, hurry, don’ t stop now 
— there’s the brass ring. Grab it, Mitch, 
go on, try just once more!

My brain was racing furiously and fran­
tically I refueled it. Face powder on a lapel 
. . . his lapel . . . mine . . .  a twenty-dollar 
bill and a shiny blade dripping with blood! 
I had it . . the brass ring . . .  it was in 
my fingers!

When I finally found Steve he was at 
the Metropolitan Garage on West 110th 
Street. The top of the bus was packed 
solid with band instruments; he was just 
climbing down.

“ It wasn’t suicide, Steve,”  I blurted out 
like water overflowing. “ Nick was mur­
dered . . . like Skins, he was murdered!”
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T T E  LO OKED startled and a little scared.

“ I don’t understand. The lieutenant 
said . . .”

“ He was wrong, Steve, he slipped up. He 
didn’t see what I saw. The knife was point­
ing the wrong way! If Nick killed himself, 
the blade would have been pointing away 
from his body not toward it. A  suicide 
would never grasp a’ knife in that position. 
He was murdered and the killer put the 
knife in his palm . . . the wrong w ay!’ ’ 

“ You’re clever, Mitch,’ ’ the orchestra 
leader muttered. “ You really are.”

“ I saw his wallet, too, Steve. My twenty 
was in it, but I didn’t see your hundred. ..  
the hundred you said he took from you 
when he confessed. . . ”

Steve’s hand came out of his pocket . . . 
the knife was just as big and ugly as all 
the others I ’d seen.

“ Don’t make me kill you, too, Mitch—  
don’t. You’re my friend, Mitch, please 
don’t make me do i t! ”

“ W hy? Steve, why?”
“ You’re my friend, Mitch, you’ll under­

stand ! Remember how I helped you after 
your accident, remember?”

Remember! How could I ever forget! 
Just like I remembered how it had hap­
pened. Not that I ’d ever blamed him for 
it, it wasn’t really his fault. My fingers just 
happened to be in the bus door when he 
had slammed it shut. Remember?

“ You’ll understand, Mitch, won’t you?” 
he said again.

I could figure a lot of things but this—  
this was different.

“ Understand murder,” I croaked. I was 
horrified ~and it rang in my voice.

“ Listen to me. When this tour is over, 
I’m through. I ’ll be rich, do you hear? I ’ll 
go to South America, I ’ll . . . I ’ll never 
come back here again. You can have the 
band, Mitch, it’s yours, I give it to you.” 

“ What are you saying. Steve? H ow  will 
you be rich?”

He went on as if he didn’t hear me. “ It

was small stuff before, but this is big. This 
is the clean-up, Mitch.” His hand moved 
menacingly. “ And not even you can stop 
me. Rio was greedy,” he went on. “ So was 
Dick . . . ” His lips were white and com­
pressed with determination.

“ D ick!” I exclaimed. “ You killed the 
other drummer, too?”  My stomach was a 
weak thing and my legs were jelly.

“ I had to, Mitch," he said almost apolo­
getically and he answered my unspoken 
question. “ Nick was a fool. He didn’t know 
anything— he just wras handy, that’s all. 
Nick was my alibi, Mitch.”

“ And the new drummer?” I queried 
softly. “ You phoned him after you killed 
Rio, didn’t you?"  He wras grinning at me 
so I kept talking. “ You had to have a 
drummer, didn’t you, Steve? You were the 
one who called him and told him you were 
Local 802, didn’t you?”

He didn’t have to answer because sud­
denly I saw— I saw a lot of things. I saw 
the white face powder on Rio’s lapel again, 
white face pow'der that wasn’t face powder 
at all and I knew' . . .  at last I knew!

The orchestra leader moved tow'ard me. 
“ Are you my friend, Mitch? Don’t make 
me kill you, I don’t want to, Mitch.” But 
he kept advancing toward me and that knife 
looked long and very sharp.

“ Drop it, H enko!” said a hard voice—  
Morrison’s voice.

I heard the knife hit the cement floor 
with a clattering sound and suddenly the 
garage was swarming w'ith cops, cops with 
guns, cops with handcuffs. I waited until 
Steve was out of sight, then I climbed up 
on the roof of the bus and threw the bass 
drum to the floor.

It was heavy, heavier than it should have 
been and as it hit the ground it split open; 
it split way wide open and two of Mor­
rison’s men were busy then, picking up the 
dozens of little packets of snow-white 
powder that some men sell their souls for.

(Continued on page 111i



Crooked and greedy, Detective Herb Sloan had 
ruthlessly lined his pockets with bribes——in the 

desperate hope o f  redeeming his . . .
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tella opened the door and said, “ Come in, 
Herb.”

A] was a swarthy man in his middle 
forties. He looked very successful. He al­
so looked sad. Herb said, “ You wanted 
to see me, A I?”

A1 nodded. “ Yeah. Sure, kid. Sit down 
and have a cigar.”

Herb sat down. He took a cigar with his 
left hand, shoved it into his breast pocket. 
He didn’t move his right arm.

“ What did you want to see me about, 
A l? ”

“ T hear you've been snooping into the 
death of my wife Sally.”

“ That’s right.”
“ Got much to go on ?”
“ Not much. A button. That’s all.”  Herb 

pulled his right hand from his coat pocket. 
He extended it flat, turned upward. His 
palm and fingers were sweated. His fingers 
had been clasped around a large button. 
It was brown. It looked as if it might have 
been pulled off a suit coat.

Al laughed. It was not a pleasant sound. 
It sounded uncomfortable.

“ What’s that other thing?” Al said.
Herb looked at his palm. He flushed. 

“ Nothing— they're identification beads. 
Belonged to my baby. I carry ’em. Good 
luck.”

Al coughed. “ I never suspected you’re 
sentimental. I thought you had a bank 
book for a heart.”  He went back around 
his desk and sat down. He was ill at ease. 
“ Herb Sloan. Small town boy makes good 
as cop. Plain clothes and a plain racket. 
You been putting a lot of money in your 
pocket since you got out of a uniform. 
How much, H erb?”

Herb’s mouth twisted. “ Not enough,” 
he said.

“ When you came here from Circleville, 
you were a raw hick and broke. You’ve 
been a smart boy, Herb. . I hope you’re 
going on being smart.”

“ What does that mean?” Herb looked

at the beads then returned them and the 
brown button to his coat pocket.

“ The department says my wife committed 
suicide. The coroner says that. Yet you 
won’t let up.”

“ She was your wife. Looks like you’d 
want me to keep on until I find her killer. 
And I will— ”

“ That’s it, Herb. Mavbe she didn’t com­
mit suicide. And like you say she. was my 
wife. I had the honor of being Sally’s 
fourth and last husband and richest. She 
ran through a lot of men, Herb. A  lot of 
money. She didn’t care about anything but 
money. You know that.”

Herb nodded. “ She liked nice things, 
all right. Clothes. Diamonds. Perfumes.”

“ No chiseler in this town had a harder 
heart or a sweeter face than my wife Sally, 
Herb. It broke my heart when her maid 
found her dead in our apartment. But she 
is dead, Herb. She’s dead and you’re only 
going to stir up a lot of unhappiness by 
keeping at it.” _

“ Since when did you care who was made 
unhappy ?”

“ Herb, believe me. If I thought any­
thing could be helped by chasing down 
whoever killed Sally, I ’d say go ahead. I’d 
beg you to. But she had lived hard, Herb. 
Hurt a lot of people. Made a lot of ene­
mies. Why don’t you drop it?”

“ They told me to stay on the case. That’s 
why I ’m here.”

Al shook his head. “ That’s not the way- 
I hear it. I hear you asked to stay on the 
case. Working on it after hours. What’s 
in it for you, Herb? Another shakedown? 
Is that it? You think maybe a guy with 
plenty of money throttled Sally? You ’re 
going to blackmaiLhim, set yourself up in 
the big leagues on blackmail money?”

Herb smiled and shrugged. He got up 
and walked across the room, pulled open a 
closet door.

“ Hey there!”  Al snapped. “ What do 
you want?”
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T ^ H E R E  were four suits on hangars in 

the closet. Herb took the button out 
of his pocket. He touched it to the front 
of each coat. He was sweating. By the 
time he’d reached the fourth coat, A1 was 
standing behind him.

There was a black, .32 automatic in A l’s 
hand.

Herb turned slowly. He was still smiling 
abound his mouth. Sweat glistened across 
his forehead. His green eyes were hard.

“ A  button’s missing, A l,”  Herb said.
“ That’s the-way it is, Herb.”
“ Your own wife.”
Al backed away.
“ You know why. She had her faults but 

she told me she loved me and never did. 
I could have stood all the rest. But it was 
that lie that drove me insane.”

Herb nodded. He was silent.
“ I ’m a big name in this town, Herb. I 

got a reputation as a smart character. So 
now a country girl makes a sucker out of 
me, like I was a boob seeing the show for 
the first time. Everything she said to me 
was a lie. She makes me believe she loves 
me. Me. Big Al Costella.”

Herb reached into his pocket. He didn’t 
speak.

“ And then she’s been laughing at me. 
All the time spending my money. Running 
around. Well, she started drinking too 
much, f  alking too much. I knew what was 
going to happen. She’d laugh and tell 
everybody the big joke. She’d tell them 
how she’d suckered Al Costella.”

For a while, Costello said nothing, but 
then blurted:

“ I made up my mind. She’d taken her 
last poor sucker. Driven guys to suicide, 
drink and dope. She had laughed at me 
for the last time. I— killed her. With her 
Own pillow as she slept. The poison was 
just window dressing— to make it look like 
suicide. She must have pulled the button 
off my coat. I didn’t notice. Even when I 
found it was gone, I didn’t realize where.”

Herb shrugged. “ Looks like that button 
is going to fry you, A l,” he said.

A l’s face was white. “ No. I asked you 
here for a reason—  for two reasons. I 
didn’t know you had the button when I 
asked you here. That ups the odds on your 
side. But only slightly. That button can 
make you a lot of money, Herb.”

“ Yeah?”
“ Sell it back to me. What’s the price, 

H erb?”
“ You couldn’t pay it.”
"Maybe I could. Maybe I could even 

dicker with you on it. You see, Herb, 
you’re in a kind of a spot, too. You’re an 
ambitious guy. Came from the sticks to 
make his fortune. A  crooked cop. A  bribe 
taker. A  shakedown artist. What if ttie 
department found out all that about you, 
H erb?”

“ I ’d be finished, all right.”
“ Sure you would. But I got proof you 

been taking bribes, Herb. Sorry, I had to 
get it. Self-protection. Now I ’m thankful 
I got it. Because part of the price  ̂ pay 
for that button in your hand is going to t>e 
silence about your shakedown rackets. If 
you’d been an honest cop, you could have 
taken me for anything in the world. But 
as it is, you’re going to have to name a 
reasonable figure.”

Herb was looking at the baby beads 
dangling from his finger-.

“ Why don’t you name it?”
“ All right. In a moment. But first, 

there’s the other reason I asked you here.” 
“ Yeah?”
“ W e’re going to pay a little visit, Herb. 

My wife’s maid was in the apartment. I 
thought she was gone. I thought I was 
alone. She saw me kill Sally. She wants a 
hundred grand for her silence.”

Herb’s smile was cold. “ Looks like 
you’re in a bad spot.”

“ Oh, no. Because you’re going to help 
me,”  Al said.

“ W h y?”
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"Because I ’m only going to pay one of 

you. You’re crooked, but you’re smart. 
You ’re my choice. But just so you don’t 
get any ideas, hand me the gun out of your 
shoulder hols'ter. Carefully.”

Herb handed over the gun. A1 took it. 
“ Let’s go, copper,” he said. “ You ’re go­

ing to be my alibi.”

AL PU T the gun in his pocket but he 
kept his hand on it. They went out 

through the club. People spoke to them. 
A1 smiled and nodded. Herb kept his face 
straight ahead.

A l’s black Caddy was parked at the curb. 
They got in-. Herb could see A1 smiling to 
himself. Satisfied. Smug. They drove 
across town in silence. The wind in from 
the lake was chilled. Even the street lights 
seemed coated with frost.

Alice’s apartment was in the near north 
side. It was nothing to write home about. 
But Herb knew Alice had visions of every­
thing luxurious when she got A1 Costella’s 
hundred grand.

Alice Gray let them in. She was a thin, 
gray-haired woman with sharp features and 
tight lips. She stared at them a moment. 
She began to rail at Al.

“ I warned you to come alone!”  she 
screamed. Her hands tugged the house 
coat tighter about her thin body. “ Why 
did you bring him ?”

They stepped inside. Al closed the door. 
His smile was cool. “ I ’m not going to pay 
you, Alice,” he said. “ You’re going to 
die. You see, I found you’d been robbing 
my wife— ”

“ That’s a lie ! Like everything else you 
ever said, a lie !”

Al shrugged. “ Sure. But so what, Al­
ice? W ho’s going to say so? Not you. 
Where you’re going there’s no way to talk. 
I ’ll have to tell the police that I brought 
this officer along to arrest you. But you 
resisted, and in the struggle, I had to shoot 
you.”

Alice’s leathery face contorted. “ That’s 
what you think! I was ready for some 
kind of trick like that!”

From inside her lounging robe, she jerked 
a small, black automatic. Without speaking 
again, she fired.

She was wild. The gun popped in the 
room and missed A l’s big body. Al laughed 
at her.

Deliberately, he drew out his gun and 
aimed low. He fired.

His gun exploded like a cannon. Alice 
let the little automatic slip from her numbed 
fingers. She toppled to the rug. Herb bent 
over her. She was dead.

Herb stood up.
Al was crowing. The whole thing was a 

success now. "It  worked perfect! She 
even pulled a gun on me. Selfidefense. It 
was self-defense. You saw it. Call the cops, 
Herb.”  Al laughed. " I  mean the other 
cops.”

Herb nodded. He went to the phone. 
He prowled quietly about the small apart­
ment as the sirens screamed closer outside. 
Then the door opened and police began to 
spill into the room.

Inspector Maybery said, "H ow  did it 
happen, H erb?”

Herb knelt beside the dead maid. The 
gun was at her side. He picked it up, 
shoved his coat back and pushed the gun 
into his empty shoulder holster.

He heard Al catch his breath.
"This man shot her,”  Herb said. “ It was 

unprovoked. I came here with him. This 
woman saw Costella murder his wife. He 
killed her to keep from paying her blaek- 
mail.”

“ W hy were you here with him, Sloan?”
"O h, I ’m not innocent. He threatened 

to expose me to the department if I didn’t 
help him. I ’ve been taking bribes— ”

“ Y ou ?”
“ Sure.” Herb’s mouth twisted. His 

voice broke. " I  came here to get money.
(Continued on page 113)
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M uff seemed to think she could handle the situation.

Bill was just another apple glaumer to 
his pretty boss, Buff Garnett. She didn’ t 
suspect that behind his shabby coat lay 
a roscoe— and behind his battered grin 

— murder l

IT W A S N ’T New York, he thought. 
The weathered old wooden depot wasn’t 
much roomier than the open gondola 

he’d just piled out of, and on the other 
side of the depot the little huddle of false-
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fronted store buildings looked like cast­
aways from a Gene Autry movie. But he 
was glad, somehow, that the place wasn't 
big enough to shut off the view. You could 
look past the ramshackle stores and see 
miles and miles of vineyards and hop fields 
and mist-softened apple orchards rolling 
away to meet the saw-toothed hills that 
rimmed the valley.

It seemed funny, seeing so much fruit. 
It made him a little dizzy. He'd been in 
the Yakima valley several months now, but 
he still coyldn’t get used to the idea that 
apples actually grew on trees instead of 
pushcarts.

The guy stapding across from him on the 
wooden station platform looked like some­
thing from a Gene Autry film, too. He was 
long and thin and grizzled, and he wore a 
dusty black Stetson tipped back from his 
head; his thumbs were hooked in the pock­
ets of an old green vest with a bright tin 
star on it.

He said, “ Lookin’ for work, son?”
“ I ’m not looking for trouble.”
The sheriff's lids dropped over eyes that 

were suddenly as frosty as the air. He 
studied the young man before him very 
carefully, his gaze travelling from the neck 
of his plaid lumberjack shirt down to the 
dirty cords that whipped around his shoe- 
tops. But he coiddn’t seem to find anything 
wrong. The young man was wearing an 
old serge coat that fitted him like a night­
gown, and the loose folds hid the hard bulk 
of the roscoe against his ribs.

The law said, “ If you really ain’t lookin’ 
for trouble, son, maybe it’d pay you to.give 
civil answers to the same kind of ques­
tions.”

The young man said, “ Sorry. I didn’t 
mean— ”

Both of them turned. A pair of heels 
made a brisk clattering sound on the plat­
form, and a girl suddenly breezed toward 
them, her red hair swinging around her 
shoulders and catching fire in the cold

morning sunlight. The young man eyed her.
She was twenty, maybe, and would have 

been something to gander at even on Holly­
wood Boulevard. She wore a smile, a bright 
silk neckerchief, and a soft flannel shirt 
that pouched becomingly in the right places. 
And she was one of the few girls who really 
looked all right in slacks. Most women 
develop unexpected bulges when they pour 
themselves into pants, but this one wa's as 
sleek and trim as a racehorse.

She said, “ Don’t throw him in irons, 
Sheriff! Maybe I can use him.”

“ You need another picker, Miss Gar­
nett?” said the law.

“ I do.” The girl smiled at the young 
man. He could smell the clean, soapy frag­
rance of her, and that seemed to make her 
even nicer. Her grey-green^ eyes frisked 
him lightly from head to foot; suddenly, he 
felt self-conscious about the cannon under 
his left arm. He needed the cannon, because 
one of these days he was going to put the 
blotter on a guy, but sometimes he got a 
little tired of packing spare weight around.

“ I'm Buff Garnett,” said the girl.
“ Please to meet you,”  he mumbled. "Just 

call me Bill.”
The constable gave him a hard, searching 

look, but the girl seemed to think that was 
enough of a name. “ You do harvest work?”

“ Sure. Just finished a job in the upper 
valley. I pick up spuds, gather hops, glaum 
apples— ”

“ All right,”  said Buff Garnett. “ This is 
an apple-glauming job. Jonathans. But I 
can’t pay much. Times are a little tough 
right now.”

“ That’s all right. You don’t need much 
to live on around here,” he said. “ Lead 
me to your apples, lady, and watch me 
massacre ’em.”

She had a nice way of walking— a trick 
of tipping her bright head back and bounc­
ing along like there was music in her heels. 
She led him across the narrow, oiled street 
to a little old pickup that could have been
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the one Henry Ford threw together in his 
basement before he got the idea of mass- 
production.

“ You’ll need some lunch,”  said Buff. 
“ How are you fixed for money? I can ad­
vance you— ”

“ Thanks. I got enough,”  Bill said, shak­
ing his head.

He sidled into the corner emporium and 
came out with a loaf of bread, a quarter’s 
worth of pressed ham, and a sack of potato 
chips. Buff sat behind the wheel, and the 
pickup was jumping around like one of the 
broncs at the Pendleton roundup.

Bill threw open the door and slid in be­
side her. "H ey ,”  he said. “ I ’d have cranked 
the thing for you.”

She shook her head. “ It doesn't know 
you. It always kicks at strangers.”  Her 
foot pressed down hard on the starter. Sur­
prisingly, they were off.

f  | 'H E Y  W E N T  rocketing out of the busi- 
-*■ ness section and swung into a twisting 

dirt road flanked by miles of solid orchard 
land. The road was as full of thank-you- 
ma’ams as a polite bindlestiff getting a 
handout, and Bill’s teeth rattled around in 
his head like a cupful of poker dice. But 
the ,girl didn’t seem to mind the bumps. 
She sat there with her slim fingers steady 
on the wheel, her hair whipped to a red 
froth by the crisp air that slammed in 
through the open sides of the car.

Bill looked away from her and saw a 
little pearl-handled roscoe sticking its 
shiney out of the side pocket to his right. 
He picked it up very casually and gave it 
the once-over lightly. It was puny enough 
so that his own heater could have swal­
lowed it at one gulp and been hungry for 
more, but it was loaded and ready for busi­
ness.

Buff had been watching him from the tail 
of her eye, and she laughed a little soft 
laugh as he shoved the roscoe back into its 
nest. “ Don’t let it scare you, Bill. There

was a riot in the Congdon orchards near 
Yakima one season, and ever since then 
Slim has made me pack that thing around 
with me. But I don’t often shoot people 
with it.”

“ Oh.”  Slim, Bill thought, would be her 
husband, of course. You couldn’t expect a 
girl like that not to have at least one hus­
band. But no, Slim, she explained, was the 
hired man.

Bill said, “ How come I was lucky 
enough to snag this job? The pool halls are 
usually full of floaters looking for work, and 
I ’d have thought— ”

“ That’s the trouble,”  Buff said. “ I hate 
to go into a pool hall and pick just one man 
but of a crowd. They’re all hungry for 
work, and I always feel sorry for the men 
I can’t hire. You see, I only needed one 
more picker to fill out my crew.”

“ I see.”  A  couple miles later, “ How 
big a ranch you got, Miss Garnett?”

“ Sixty acres. It’s not all apples, though 
— some peaches,, some pears. It takes a lot 
of running. . . . ”

“ H ey ! You don’t manage a place that 
size all by yourself?”

“ Oh, no. No. There’s Slim— and there’s 
dad. But dad isn’t quite— ”

She broke off.
“ Things are pretty sad for the growers 

right now, aren’t they?” he said.
“ Sad? Well, sort of, right now. But 

maybe this apple deal will pick up later in 
the season. I-—I hope so. It means a lot 
. . . this particular year.”

Bill waited. The girl gave him a quick 
sidelong glance and said, “ I don’t know 
why I should bother you with my troubles. 
You’re probably no international banker 
yourself— they don’t usually travel in box­
cars.”

“ I ’m a good listener, though.”
“ All right. It’s one of those old home­

stead yarns that are supposed to put a 
lump in your throat. There’s a nice big 
mortgage on our farm, and we’re due to
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lose it next spring unless we “clean up on 
the apples.”

"H e y !” Bill said. “ That’s tough.”
"N ot for me, maybe,” Buff said, " I ’m 

young. But it’s .worse than tough for dad. 
He— he’s, attached to the place. He cleared 
it out o f sagebrush a good many years ago, 
and right now it’s about all he has to live 
for. He can't walk, you see.”

“ Can't walk?”
"N o. He fell off a picking ladder last 

year and fractured his spine. The doctor 
says he’ll never walk again.” What had 
been a tremble in the girl’s lips was sud­
denly a faint smile. "Y ou  see? A  crippled 
father, a mortgaged farm— it’s just like one 
of those sad movie melodramas, isn’t it? 
Only they’re always a little sadder in real 
life, because you aren’t so sure of the happy 
ending.”

Bill said, “ Yeah,” and thought of a girl 
named Leah, and a man named Yeager, 
and the gun that was pressing flat and hard 
against his ribs. There they were— Buff 
Garnett with her troubles and him with his 
-—and he found himself wishing he was 
a movie scenarist or something so he 
could arrange a happy ending for the pair 
of them. But he didn’t expect to. H e’d 
knocked around enough to realize he was 
no damned good at arranging things.

"S o maybe,” said Buff, “ I ’ll ask you to 
reserve a nice box-car for dad and me.”

Q H E  swung the pickup across a wooden 
^  cattleguard and braked it in a narrow 
dirt lane filled with the smell of ripe Jon­
athans and the noise of magpies quarreling 
in a nearby treetop. You could look straight 
up the lane and see the farmhouse— a com­
fortable old wooden house taking life easy 
under a bunch of maple trees turned 
red as the girl’s hair. There was a nice 
sweep of lawn around the building, and it 
looked like it would be a good place to 
read the funny papers on Sunday afternoon.

Buff said, “ Three rows to a picker, Bill.

You can have the first three rows next to 
the fence. You ’ll find a ladder and a 
picking bag there, and I think there’s 
plenty of shook. All .right?”

"Sure.”  Bill gathered up his groceries, 
got out of the car. He made his way 
through jimpson weeds and bunch grass to 
the first tree near the road.' The Ford 
jumped away toward the house. Bill 
found, a canvas picking sack on a pile of 
box-shook and slung it around his hips. 
Klost pickers wear them over the shoulders, 
but it hurt Bill fierce to have a full sack of 
apples grinding gun-steel into his skin.

He wiped spray off a Jonathan and 
munched it thoughtfully while he was sizing 
up the orchard. The trees were big and 
the apples looked plenty good— nice, red, 
solid ones that would maybe yield about one 
worm to the carload . . . There were other 
pickers in the orchard. You could hear 
the sound of ladders squeaking and apples 
rolling into the boxes, but you couldn’t see 
anybody at all. The loaded branches hung 
down to the ground and shut you away 
in a world of your own.

Maybe he’s here, Bill thought. H e’s got 
to be somewhere in the valley, and this 
could be ■ the place. Maybe I ’ll stop his 
clock before sundovun . . .

Then he quit thinking about anything 
and began to glaum apples with both hands. 
It was nice work for a guy like him. He 
didn’t care much about brain work, any­
way. This way, all he had to do was swarm 
up and down a ladder and let his fingers do 
his thinking for him.

He got so interested in seeing how many 
boxes he could fill that he didn’t even know 
it was noon until somebody who’d inherited 
a leather-lunged voice bawled out, "H ey, 
you guys! It’s straight u p ! It’s that time

I t}now !
The orchard had spilled about twenty 

men into the lane by the time Bill got there.
Just ahead of him was a tall, thin number 

who turned around and dusted him lightly
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with colorless eyes. There was a friendly 
grin on one side of his ugly raw-boned 
face, and on the other end was a mess of 
hair that looked more like pine-shavings.

He said, “ Hi. You’re the new guy BuflF 
hired today, huh? What’s the name?”

“ Just call me Bill.”
“ Okay. I ’m Slim Guthrie. O ’chard 

fo'man here.”
The guy just ahead of him turned around 

to say in a flat voice, “ You can call me 
Mac, cowboy,” and Bill stood there- with 
the blood hitting hard in his ears and the 
roscoe getting ready to jump into his fin­
gers.

There they were. A  couple of no-goods 
who’d have been more at home in the 
shadow of elevated trestles . . .- meeting 
the hell-and-gone out there in, the shadow 
•of an apple-orchard. Bill and the guy he 
was going to turn into a worm-banquet.

He had sleek dark hair and one of those 
long, slim, olive faces that always seem to 
break the dolls up in small pieces, but his 
eyes belonged in a fish market instead of a 
face. A  little scar-pucker ran down from 
the corner of the left one. He faced Bill 
in a kind of half-crouch, right hand hang­
ing near the bulge under his windbreaker, 
but that must have been the way he always 
greeted strangers. Bill didn’t have the 
kind of map that gets into newspapers, and 
he could see fish-eyes didn’t know who he 
was.

“ Well, Bill thought. Well, this is as 
good, a time as any to smoke him over. He 
wondered what he was waiting for.

Then he thought, The hell with it. Let 
the son of a biscuit pick a few more apples 
for Buff. There was always quitting time.

Bill said, “ Hello, Mac. Glad to meet 
you,” and that was no damned lie.

GPH E pickers flopped down on the lawn 
and began to go through their groceries. 

The guy who called himself Mac was the 
only one who seemed to take any interest

in Bill. He sat there with the makings of a 
Thanksgiving dinner spread out in front 
of him and watched him from one eye- 
corner. Bill watched him the same way.

Bill had finished his meal and was start­
ing to roll a quirley before either of them 
spoke. “ Have a tailor-made,”  Mac said, 
fishing a deck of butts out of his wind- 
breaker.

“ No, thanks,”  Bill said, and continued 
rolling his smoke. “ Kinda got used to 
these.”

Slim came over. He looked down at 
Mac and said, “ Wish you’d get the lead 
out of yo’re pants this afternoon, Mac. You 
didn’t glaum enough fruit this mo’ning to 
make one good sized gulp of cider.”

Mac’s lips pulled flat against his teeth. 
“ I ’m earning my money, what little it is, 
I guess.”

“ You ’re getting goin’ wage,”  said Slim. 
“ You won’t get no more’n that at any the 
other ranche's. Anytime you want to check, 
we always can find another guy for yo’re 
ladder.”

“ Hell! Did I say it wasn’ t going wage? 
Fruit-growers are the worst chiselers in 
the world. They’re always beating their 
gums about hard times, but I notice they 
still go on harvesting their apples.”

Slim explained mildly that it cost money 
to buy spray and to prune trees and to 
keep smudge-pots burning all winter. 
“ That’s goin' wage, Mic. You want to 
keep on workin’ here, why- you remember 
what I said.”  He strolled away.

Mac slid closer to Bill. He put a paper 
drinking cup on the grass, and pulled a 
pint of three-dollar rye out of his pocket 
and poured a drink. “ The hell- with him, 
I ’m going to get a cockeyed drunk this 
afternoon. Want a slug?”

“ No, thanks.”
Bill wanted a drink, and a tailormade, 

but it would have cost him cookies to ac­
cept any favors from Mac.

Mac lowered his voice. “ You’re hot,
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aren’t you? You look like a guy with law 
on his tail, and I’m the guy who can tell.” 

Ignoring the silence, Mac tossed off his 
drink and poured out another one. “ Why 
be that way ? I know there’s an oscar under 
your coat. You damned near went for it 
when we met. And you’re jumpy too. Well, 
maybe I know how that is, get m e?”

Bill said, “ Am I supposed to tell about 
the wen on my grandfather’s side?”

Mac laughed. “ Tough guy, huh?”  He 
studied Bill carefully again. “ There’s 
something kind of familiar about you, but 
no matter . . You keep playing it the 
smaFt way. I always said that when a 
guy’s hot with the law he should head for 
the Yakima or Wenatchee Valley. There’s 
so many floaters that the cops don’t have 
time to look ’em over . . .  If you can really 
make that oscar bark, dearie, I might cut 
you in on something that’ll buy more than 
peanuts for both of us.”

“ Yeah?”
“ Yeah . . .  A  gold mine that’s not up 

in the sky.”
Bill rubbed his hand. “ Give.”
Mac’s voice dropped almost to a whis­

per. “ Fruit is perishable, you know. And 
most of these farmers would jump clear out 
of their sideburns if they thought some­
thing might keep ’em from getting their 
produce to market in good shape. How 
about organizing a grower’s protective 
league ?”

Bill whistled. “ The protective racket 
. . . out here?”

“ Why not? W e could maybe get us a 
smooth front to make it look respectable. 
We could round up a few more gunsels 
over on the coast, and you and me could 
just stay under cover and keep things 
running. . . . Finger each of the growers 
for a couple of hundred a year and it’d add 
up to something like a million. Think it 
over, dearie— that ain’t hay.”

“ I ’ll think it over, dearie,”  Bill said.
He was watching Buff. She had stepped

out of the ranch house and was floating to­
ward the old jalopy parked in the lane. She 
turned toward the men and let her fingers 
flutter in a friendly way. Then she got 
in the car and went bouncing down the lane.

Mac said, “ That’s a sweet enough tart 
to go with anybody's tea. But make your 
hands behave, dearie, because I seen her 
first. Why else would I stick around here 
and let that skinny foreman jaw m e?”

Bill looked at Mac, and suddenly knew 
why he hadn’t already killed him. H e’d 
never been much good at thinking, but 
all the time there must have been an idea 
beating itself into shape somewhere in the 
back of his mind. Because now it was there 
in the front of his mind. He hadn’t planned 
it— the thing was just there.

Bill said, “ Nuts. You may be Robert 
Taylor for all I know, but you won’t make 
time with that one. Tell you what— you 
try it this afternoon. If you even get 
close enough to lift a kiss, I ’ll throw in with 
you on your protection racket.”

Mac said, “ That’s a deal. W e’re as good 
as millionaires, dearie.”

MAC was doing all right by mid-after­
noon— by that pint of blended nose- 

polish. He had the three rows next to 
Bill, who could hear him whistling and 
singing and shying apples at magpies. He 
didn’t seem to be picking many, but Bill 
conceded maybe a guy has a right to take 
life easy when he hadn’t much of it left.

Every once in a while Mac would bawl 
out the words of a song that always seemed 
to slay the drinkers in West Coast beer 
flats:

"Papa does the work,
Mama gets the pay—
And the man comes around,
W hen papa goes away."

It reminded Bill of stratified cigarette 
smoke, high-heeled women, and all the 
things he’d have been glad to put behind
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him, He hated to hear it, somehow, out 
there in the clean air of that Jonathan 
orchard.

Buff came back. The jalopy bucked 
and jiggled along the farm-to-market road 
and went vaulting across the wooden cat- 
tleguard into the lane. There were sacks 
of feed in the rear end, so evidently the 
Garnett family raised hen fruit as well as 
apples.

Bill drifted close enough to the lane so 
that Buff caught the wave and the friendly 
grin he sent her. She toed the brake, 
piled out, and came toward him— which was 
exactly what he’d been hoping.

Bill said, “ Hi. Wouldn’t have a few 
matches in your heap, would you?”

" I  think there’s a package of gophers in 
the side-pocket,”  Buff said, “ I’ll go get— ”

“ Never mind,” he said. " I ’ll get ’em. 
You stay here and peel the spurs off a few 
Jonathans.”

He didn’t want any matches. What he 
wanted was her little pearl-handled pal, 
and it was in his right coat-pocket when he 
came back to the tree.

Buff smiled at him like somebody passing 
out medals. “ Why don’t you take five 
minutes now and then, Bill? You ’re pick­
ing too many apples for your money. It 
makes me feel sort of cheap.”

Bill’s gaze sank deep into those grey- 
green eyes. They sent tag-ends of old songs 
dancing through his head, but not the kind 
of songs Mac knew. “ You wouldn’t be­
lieve in taking something you hadn’t 
earned. You ’d refuse to take it unless it 
was forced on you. That’s what you mean, 
isn’t it?”

She stared. “ I— don’t quite understand. 
But yes . . . yes, that’s right. I . . . you’re 
a funny boy, Bill, but I think I sort of 
like you.”

He went on with it. “ I ’m a crook, 
Buff,”  he said in a hurry. “ A  heat-number, 
get it ? The kind of guy you’ve read about 
but never expected to meet.”

Her eyes ate up her face. But she didn't 
back away from him. She said in a 
stunted voice, “ What did you— ”

“ Never mind what I did. That don’t 
matter. The point is, I ’m dodging law-heat, 
And if I should happen to get in a jam 
out here— just any kind of jam that’d 
give the local bulls a chance to look me up 
— I’ll go back east and do a twenty-stretch. 
Get it?”

She whitened a little around the lips. 
“ Why did you tell me, Bill? I . . . I ’d 
rather not have known.”

“ Because 1 didn’t want to work for you 
under false pretenses.”  Bill nearly gagged 
On that one. “ I want to play a straight 
game with you.”  And on that one, too.

"A ll right, Bill. Your— your secret’s 
safe with me, of course. I won’t tell— ”

It was then that Mac’s coarse song came 
sailing through the treetops.

Bill laughed. “ You’ll be lucky if that 
guy picks enough apples to give the doc 
a half-day off. He’s drunk.”

She had a temper to go with the red 
hair. Her little jaw hardened, and so did 
her eyes. “ Drunk . . .  on the job? I 
won’t have that! I ’ll go tell him— ”

She spun on her heel, ducked under a 
branch, and went striding away.

Bill waited maybe a minute and a half 
before he loped after her.

T T  W A S  just about the sort of scene he’d 
■*" expected. Mac was laughing drunkenly, 
his smooth face flushed to the hue of raw 
liver, and he had one arm around the girl. 
He was trying to kiss her.

Buff wasn’t screaming for mother. She 
seemed to think she could Handle the situa­
tion . She was flailing at his chest with 
one clenched hand and struggling to hang 
one on his lug with the other.

Bill said softly, “ Yeager.”  But Yeager 
didn’t hear.

Bill said, “ Let her go, Yeager.”
He heard. He let Buff go and swung
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toward Bill, color gone from, his cheeks.

Bill said, “ Just tell Leah that you saw 
me, will you? Just tell her hello for me, 
Yeager.”

He was drunk, and he was scared, but 
he could still move fast. Not fast enough, 
though. The butt of his gun was just 
sliding out of his windbreaker when Bill 
began to aim. He didn’t give him a chance. 
He never intended to.

Bill shot him four times through the 
pocket of his coat. The pearl-handled rod 
made a quick splat-splat sound against the 
shocked air, ugly as the noise of leather on 
bare flesh. Yeager twitched and jumped 
like a cardboard skeleton. He sagged a 
little at the knee-joints and then made a 
slow, easy dive into a pile of windfall 
apples. He was done.

Very white, Buff stood there with one 
hand against her mouth. Not speaking, 
not screaming . . . just looking down at 
the back of Yeager’s neck.

Bill whipped the gat out of his pocket 
and gave it a quick polish with his bandan- 
tia. “ I did it for you, Buff. You wouldn’t 
put me in a hole, would you? Remember 
that twenty-stretch back east. . . . ”

Before she had time to glance at the

score-card, he’d shoved the pearly into her 
fingers and was turning to face the crowd 
of pickers that had already swooped down 
on them from the upper orchard.

He said, “ She had a right to do it. I 
saw the whole thing, and it was self-de­
fense. This ape was trying to maul her, 
see, and so she shot him.”

Buff pulled in a little sharp gasp of sur­
prise. Slim Guthrie stared at Bill with his 
colorless eyes.

“ You’re a dang liar, Bill. Buff didn’t 
shoot him. I Could of swore I saw you 
put that gun in her hand . . . Tell us about 
it, Buff.”

Silence.
Bill said, “ It’s a clear enough case of 

self-defense. There won’t be any trouble, 
Slim. W hy you aiming to pin it on m e?”  

Slim said, “ W ho killed him, Buff? 
Don’t let this gun-slicker scare you.”

They waited.
Buff was in the corner pocket. She knew 

that Bill had jobbed her, that he’d had the 
whole thing worked out like a blueprint, 
because there was the little gun that ought 
to have been in the Ford. She knew that 
she could tell the truth and everybody there 
would take her word against his. Sure.
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But she knew also that if she told the truth 
Bill would either get a hemp necklace out 
of the deal or go back east to wear out 
twenty calendars.

She said, “ I killed him, Slim. It was 
self-defense. He started to— to attack me.”

Slim face sagged. His eyes snapped frorfi 
Bill to the girl. "N ow  looky here, Buff, 
you didn’t do no such a thing— ”

She said, " I  killed him, Slim. I killed 
lim, I tell you. I killed him.”

‘ ‘What she means,” Bill translated, “ is 
that she killed him. All you guys heard 
her admit it, and that’s evidence in any 
court of law.” He hauled the forty-five 
out of his under-arm holster and let them 
look at it. "W ould I have used a pea­
shooter on the guy when I ’ve got some­
thing here that’d blast a tunnel through 
Coulee Dam? Hell, this is one knock-off 
I ’d gladly take the credit for if I deserved 
it.”

Nobody said anything.
“ The guy’s name was Silks Yeager,” 

Bill said, “ and he was bad. He was one 
of the worst jobs nature ever turned out. 
He murdered a bank cashier irr Omaha—- 
shot him down in a stickup that didn’t net 
cigarette money. He rubbed out a copper, 
oo,”

No one spoke.
“ He had a girl-friend named Leah,” Bill 

said. “ One night he beat her face out of 
shape and then left her stranded in a Port­
land flophouse. She wrote me a letter be­
fore she killed herself. She said Yeager 
was planning to cool off down around here.”

He put the gun away. “ My name’s Bill 
Costello. I got me an assignment from the 
bankers’ association and I've, been hunting 
this guy ever since— picking fruit, riding 
boxcars, haunting pool halls. So I find him 
here, and I was going to take him in to­
night. It was just my luck to have a girl 
muscle in and cop the five thousand dollar 
reward that’s offered for him . . . dead or 
alive.”

Silence.
Buff said huskily, “ I can’t— T won’t— ”
Slim was grinning again. I said. “ For 

God’s sake, Slim, get the guy out of here! 
Go telephone that Zane Grey law-dog and 
surprise him with the kill that comes once 
in a lifetime. Me, I ’m going back and 
glaum apples.”

"D IL L  was sitting on the bottom rung of 
his ladder wiping the spray off a big 

Jonathan when Buff moved in on him 
half an hour later. She said softly, “ That 
was nice of you, Bill. It was sweet. But I 
— can’t take the reward, of course. It’s not 
allowed.”

He bit into the Jonathan. “ You’ll take 
it and adore it. Five grand isn’t much of a 
reward— not for a girl big enough to play 
pasty for a poor homeless devil she thought 
was dodging cops. I ’m sorry I had to lie, 
Buff. I played it that way because I knew 
how you’d play it.”

Buff said stubbornly, “ It’s your money. 
I didn’t'earn it.”

“ Look,” Bill told her. “ I’m not a reward 
chaser, see ? I'm not even a full-time dick.
. . . That girl Leah— she was a good kid 
once. Not a tramp, see? But she got a 
singing job in a night spot, and she met 
Yeager, and— well, that’s how it was . . . 
Leah was my kid-sister.”

Buff said, “ O h.”
“ So I wouldn’t feel right, somehow, 

about taking cash money for cooling the 
guy off. . . . Well, that’s over now. And 
I'm not a dick any longer— I’m just an 
apple-glaumer.”

“ Then you’ll maybe . . . stay until the 
harvest is over?”

Bill threw away the core. “ Sure. Hand 
me that picking sack, will you?”

Buff gathered up the picking sack and 
moved toward him. Then she suddenly 
gave it a good-sized heave and came into 
Bill’s arms as lightly and naturally as if 
she belonged there. And he guessed she 
did, at that. • • •
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CANNON DOWN T
By FR AN K SC O TT Y O R K

I watched Bump’s right hand.

Could even Frenchy’s expert spiel 
charm his old prison pal out o f  
the idea that there was one too 
many pitchmen in the rubberneck  

racket?

C A L L A H A N  looked all right. Ex­
cept for the fact that he was my pa­
role officer, I might even have liked 

him. I put on my best choir boy look be­
fore I told him how I was behaving.

“ I ’m doing fine,” I said. “ Why I ’m such
79
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a reformed character my wife doesn’t even 
know me. In fact,”  I added, “ I don’t even 
know myself anymore.

He laughed at that. “ You just keep that 
up,”  he said, “ and we’ll get along fine. You 
know, I ’d hate to see you back where you 
came from.”

I nodded vigorously. “ Now there’s a 
real coincidence,”  I said. “ Let me tell you, 
I ’ve those exact same sentiments. In fact, 
I told the Warden how I felt. Not that I 
had anything against his hospitality but 
after six years, I sorta felt like his welcome 
was wearing out.”  I leaned over Callahan’s 
desk and looked him straight in the eye. 
“ Don’t you worry about me,”  I added, 
“ From now on, you’re the boss.”

“ I hope you’re levelling with me,”  Calla­
han said. "Incidentally, has any of the old 
bunch bothered you, yet?”

"N aw ,”  I snorted, and that was no easy 
trick for a guy whose beak has been busted 
four times, " I  haven’t seen anyone. Any­
way, I ’m so busy lecturing on that sight­
seeing bus, I really don’t get much of a 
chance to see anyone but tourists. But aft­
er six years time, I expect most of the boys 
have either been disqualified or retired by 
our hard-working law enforcement agen­
cies, or have expirated by natural or other­
wise causes.”

Callahan made some notes in his book, 
rose and gave me a nice, friendly smile. 
“ Well, that’s all, Frenchy,”  he said. “ W e’ll 
be watching you. As long as you turn in a 
good report card, you won't have anything 
to worry about. But I suggest you get in 
touch with me right away if any of the boys 
do contact you. Otherwise you’ll be spot­
ted. You know the company you keep 
means a lot.”

I shook his hand. “ Now don’t you wor­
ry,”  I said. He seemed like a nice boy. 
“ Daytime I ’m on the bus. Evenings I ’m 
home with Lil and believe me, it takes a 
determined man to listen to her seven nights 
a week.

He laughed. . . .
After telling him this, I leave. The best 

intentions are in niy mind. When I get into 
the elevator, I am singing. But when I get 
out into the lobby, the song dies in my 
throat. In front of me, stands Bump Man- 
cuso. At that moment, I remember I ’m 
thirty-eight years old. The next moment, I 
doubt I ’ll see thirty-nine. It is obvious to 
me by the way Bump is ignoring all the 
pretty dames that pass him that he is here 
on business. I have a strong feeling that I 
am the business.

The last time I had dealings with Bump, 
we were not bn the best of terms. That was 
seven years back, just before society gave 
hie my lumps for selling stock in an undis­
covered but fabulous South African urani­
um mine. Bump Mancuso was more or less 
president and head muscle of the organiza­
tion while I, being better looking and gen­
erally more intelligent, was the road man, 
the guy who spread good will— and peddled 
the stock. It was a very prosperous ar­
rangement too, until the night in Chicago 
when I ’d approached a wealthy looking par­
ty in a nightclub, who had responded beau­
tifully to my pitch. By midnight he’d forked 
over two thousand in cash, and I ’d present­
ed him with an engraved certificate repre­
senting five percent in stock. Right then, 
my left eye started to flicker, a sure sign of 
trouble. But I ignored it, much to my sor­
row. You see, later, after getting me 
tanked, this guy loosed half the Chicago po­
lice force on me. I would pick on an assist­
ant district attorney for a touch.

Bump had to leave the country then. He 
figured- he’d stay away till things cooled 
down. They didn’t cool down much though, 
for I spilled the whole deal to the cops, 
and had some time knocked off. I never did 
much care for Bump and couldn’t see peel­
ing State potatoes for ten years while he 
lay around in the Mexican sunshine and 
stuffed himself with tamales.

As a matter of fact, since he was still
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wanted, I had great hopes he would be 
eating tamales for the rest of his life, until 
the moment -I spotted him there in the lobby 
of the Bar Building. He was leaning against 
a wall and working over his choppers with 
a toothpick, while scanning the crowds.

Pulling my hat down low over my eyes, 
I started coughing into my handkerchief 
and cantered by him. It was no great sur­
prise though, when I felt my arm gripped 
firmly just above the elbow.

“ Well, well,”  a familiar voice said in my 
ear. “ If it isn’t my old and dear pal, Hen­
ry French!”

T  TU RN ED  with a haughty look of sur- 
A prise, and tried to bluff my way out. “ I 
beg your pardon, sir,” I said. “ Evidently 
you have made a mistake. My name is 
Peck. Roger Peck. Never seen you before 
so must dash off now. Meeting an old 
friend who attended Yale with me.”

I tried to pull away, but Bump is a big 
fellow and he steered me to one side like I 
was a yo-yo on a short string. “ Why, Hen­
ry,” he purred. “ I ’m surprised you don’t 
recognize m e! I, too, went to Yale with you. 
Don’t you recognize my old frat pin, Bus­
ter?”

“ O.K., Bump,” I said, “ leave go of me, 
now. I can’t talk here. It’s as safe as a 
courtroom for both of us.”

Bump grinned. “ A  drink, my old buddy ? 
What a charmin’ idea. I know just the 
joint, around the corner. W e can sing all 
the bid school songs and talk over old 
times.”

I was so afraid of being spotted with 
Bump I didn’t put up any argument. It 
wouldn’t have done any good, anyway. His 
steeled fingers stuck to my arm as he half 
carried me out of the building. W e went 
around the corner and down three steps in­
to one of those joints that smells of stale 
beer and disinfectant. Bump eased me into 
a booth and plunked himself down opposite 
me, after ordering two whiskeys.

“ A  long, long time, Frenchy,” he said, 
fingering the tablecloth. “ I missed you.”

“ Y eah /' I croaked. “ But yoii must have 
been out of your head leaving M exico!”

The mean smile got three degrees mean­
er. “ And how did you know where I was?” 
he asked.

“ Hell, Bump, where I was, such informa­
tion was common knowledge.”  I smiled as 
if I loved him. “ Besides, I always was one 
to be interested in my old friends. You re­
member from the old days what great bud­
dies and chums we was. Why, I wasn’t a 
bit jealous that you was down there enjoy­
ing life with the senoritas and stuffing your­
self with chile, while I scrubbed mess hall 
floors and ate slop for six years.”

Bump snarled. He could snarl very 
convincingly. I dabbed at the leakage 
on my forehead. “ Shut up,” he said.

It was evident we were no longer old col­
lege pals. “ I am back for several reasons,”  
he said.

He ticked the reasons off on fat fingers no 
longer hidden by an assortment of four kar­
at gee-gaws.

“ First,” he snapped, “ after the second 
year down there, my stomach went on the 
fritz from all them hot peppers. I ’ve been 
living bn baby food ever since. Second, the 
sun gave me migraine and I picked up six 
varieties of jungle rot. Third, one of them 
senoritas you mentioned conned me out of 
half my roll, and last, a doctor told me 
that if I stuck around in that climate for 
another six months, it was likely my ticker 
would give out.”

I clucked sympathetically. “ That’s real 
tough,” I said.

Bump ignored me. “ Furthermore,”  hb 
said softly, “ I remembered you— how you 
were due to get out of hock, and how it 
was your fault that I had to go South in 
the first place— if you follow me.”

“ Now wait a minute,”  I protested. “ Fig­
ure it this way. You woulda gone to jail 
if you stayed up here.”
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“ Yeah,” he said. “ And I ’d be a healthy 

man today.” He shrugged. “ You see, 
Frenchy, thanks to you I don’t have much 
t®- Jive for so 1 decided that I would take 
my chances on coming back. I'll give you 
a choice— be assassinated by me per­
sonal, or team with me again.”

I smiled weakly. “ Don't think I don't 
appreciate that offer, Bump," I said. “ But 
I can’t make it. The fact is, I'm kinda tied 
up at present with other commitments. A l­
so, I am no longer interested in unethical 
rackets. You see Bump— and since you’re 
a gentleman I know you will appreciate this 
— I have gone straight. I am a new Henry 
French.”

As I spoke, I watched Bump's right hand. 
At first I thought it was just scratching his 
chest, but as Bump lifted it toward his tie, 
and smoothed his collar, I saw the butt-plate 
of a .45 rod peeking at me from inside his 
jacket. Then he smiled. “ That’s too bad, 
Frenchy,” he said, “ f mean about the new 
Henry French. When I blast the old Henry 
French, it’s gonna be kind of inconvenient 
for him. Get m e?”

“ I believe I do,” I glumly replied. 
“ Good,” he said. “ I'm very relieved.” 

He removed his hand from his collar and 
picked up his drink. “ I ain't supposed to
touch this stuff,”  he whispered confidential­
ly, “ but this is an occasion. Here’s to the 
payroll of that sightseeing outfit you work 
for.”

My drink w'ent down the wrong way and 
Bump watched happily as I came within 
inches of strangling to death. When I 
looked at him finally, the tears were real. 
“ Y ou ’re nuts!” I said, “ I'm not gonna get 
mixed up in anything like that! Bumps, 
pal, I ’m on parole. All I gotta do is sneeze 
at a cop and I ’m back scrubbing that mess 
hall floor! Besides, I keep telling you, I ’m 
trying to go straight.”

“ Yeah?”
“ Yeah.”
“ That’s interesting,”  Bump muttered.

T T E  RO SE slowly, looking a little green.
I could see the drink hadn’t agreed 

with him and for a moment, I thought may­
be his ticker would give out. Hopefully, I 
threw' in two cents more to egg it into quit­
ting. “ I can’t do it,” I said. “ And look 
Bumps, all I gotta do is holler copper and 
you'll be in retirement."

“ The hell you would.” he spat. "Just 
you try and I'll fix you good. I'll give them 
such a story, you’ll think the stretch you 
just did was a week-end in the country.” He 
reached over and grabbed a bandful of my 
jacket, shirt and skin. "I'll see you tomor­
row and you better have some information 
for me. I want to know' when money is 
there— all the details.”

He pushed me back on the seat and I 
could see the bartender making nervous 
passes with his bar rag, taking it all in. I 
could barely hear Bump's final threat.

I watched Bump leave and then held my 
face in my hands. My shoulders shook like 
the hips of a belly dancer. When the bar­
tender called over, “ Mac, you want I should 
call the cops?” I got up wearily, and tossed 
a buck on the table. I said, “ Threatenin’ 
me? What you talking about, Jojo? It hap­
pens the gentleman is my father and he’s a 
little annoyed I should blow my allowance 
On a chorus girl.”

I know when I'm licked. . . .
Take a bus load of rubbernecks on their 

first trip through New York and you got a 
great audience. The theater must be in my 
blood, cause everytime we start rolling 
down Broadway, toward lower Manhattan, 
I feel like John Barrymore on opening 
night. I got a real cute spiel, and at the 
end of the tour, it isn't unusual for me to 
get a nice litle round of applause and some­
times, a couple bucks in tips. A  lotta peo­
ple think I ’ve a racket, but what the hell, a 
tourist wouldn’t feel like a tourist unless 
everybody had a hand in his pocket. It 
makes them and me feel good.

But the day after running into Bump, T
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wasn’t feeling so good. When I stepped 
into the bus, I didn’t even bother warming 
up the audience with patter. I just sank 
down on my chair and glared sourly at the 
hayseeds. Because she’d been walking the 
floor all night, Lil accused me of being in 
love with another woman— she could never 
forget how the dolls used to chase me— and 
that, and the effects of a half quart of rye, 
had left me in great shape. I kept hearing 
Callahan’s voice and at the same time, saw 
Bump’s paw wrapped around the butt of 
his forty-five. All in all it didn't make for 
one of my better nights.

The dispatcher started to waye us off, 
but then signalled us to hold up a moment. 
Ziggy, the driver, cursed and opened the 
door for the late arrival. Some of the cus­
tomers clucked at the language, but I just 
ignored it. Ziggy, a bus driver for thirty- 
five years, has a right to hate people. 
There’s nothing you can do with a guy like 
that but ignore him. Then a tall, young guy 
with a grin almost as wide as his shoulders 
jumps up and pats me on the shoulder. My 
left eye started twitching like it was wired 
and I could feel the old prison pallor drain­
ing to a bed-sheet white. It was Callahan.

“ Well hello, Frenchy,” he said. He 
dropped into the front seat. “ I was in the 
neighborhood on business, and it’s such 
a nice day I thought I’d lake you up on 
that offer to see the town. Hived here all 
my life but never been to Chinatown.”

“ Hello, Mr. Callahan,” 1 said. “ I hope 
everything will he alright. But you can’t 
tell this New York weather; it might cloud 
up and rain and the roof of this heap is 
folia holes. Now, maybe you oughta make 
it some other day. I don’t want you to 
get all sopping wet. You might catch pneu­
monia.''

“ Nonsense, Frenchy. Not a cloud in the 
sky.” He looked at me shrewdly. “ What 
the hell’s wrong?”

“ Oh, nothing, sir. The new Henry 
French is just considerate, that’s all.” I

flicked on the hand-ntike and started my 
pitch but for all the sense it made to me, I 
could have been reading the stuff on a box 
of soap.

The tour is advertised for two hours but 
traffic conditions generally stretch it out to 
three. Bump had said he would see me 
that day and with my luck, I had a pretty 
good idea he’d be around before I could 
get rid of Callahan. The thought was so 
disturbing that I realized too late I had 
pointed to the Paramount Theater and 
called it the New York Times Building. 
Callahan gave me a funny look, and twist­
ed around in his seat to get a look at the 
other passengers.

We were into Herald Square before I 
spotted Bump. I had just explained how 
Horace Greeley told all the young men to 
go West while he stayed East and got rich. 
Bump was standing right under Greeley’s 
statue, watching for the bus. He saw me 
as we went past and he gestured down­
town. I wanted to stick my head out the 
window and scream no, but I figured Calla­
han would consider such behaviour kind of 
unusual and stick through the whole tour; 
I hoped I ’d be able to lose him in China­
town which shouldn’t be too difficult as 
without even trying I lose an average of six 
tourists a day down there.

HEN W E  hit Chinatown, I escorted- 
the group to a temple where they 

could bang gongs for good luck, buy in­
cense sticks ar.d generally carry on like tour­
ists.- While they were enjoying themselves, 
I went up to the tea shop for a saucer of 
brisk. Maw Lin, its owner, pinched me on 
the check.

“ Frenchy got trouble,” she said.
I slurped my tea moodily. “ Maw, Fren­

chy got heap plenty trouble.”
Her chunky features expressed concern. 

“ Maw Lin thought so. Man here ten min­
ute ago. Ask when bus come. Ask about 
you.”
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I put the cup down shakily. “ Big guy? 

Kind of sick looking?”
She nodded.
“ Well, I kind of expected him but 

thanks. ”
Maw frowned. “ Why you can’t stay out 

of trouble. Polieman?”
“ Not yet, but they’ll be next.”
The old girl made a noise that probably 

means tch, tch in Chinese. I felt a hand on 
my shoulder and closed my eyes. “ O.K., 
Bump,”  I said, “ Go right ahead and shoot, 
cause I ’m telling you right now you can 
whistle up a tree before I do any business 
with you.”

“ I thought so,”  Callahan said.
I. whirled. “ That’s a dirty trick! Sneak­

ing up on a guy and pretending to be some­
body else!”

Callahan shrugged. “ Frenchy, you’re a 
chump. Why didn't you tell me Bump is 
around?”

“ Look, Mr. Callahan, the new Henry 
French is just as much a coward at heart 
as the old one. Bump is a desperate 
character and holds me responsible for ev­
erything from his athletes feet to his bum 
ticker. If he has any idea that I am talk­
ing to the law concerning his whereabouts, 
it is likely he will shoot first and not even 
bother to ask questions later. Aside from 
which, it is my opinion the law is not likely 
to believe I am as innocent as a bareback 
baby and will revoke my parole for con­
sorting with a public enemy.”

“ Ess,” Maw Lin agreed, profoundly 
glaring at Callahan.

“ You should have a little more faith in 
us, Frenchy,”  he said severely. “ But we’ll 
overlook that right now. I know you’re 
clean from what you said when I put my 
hand on your shoulder and since Maw here 
witnessed it, you have nothing to worry 
about, at least from us.”

“ Which means,” I said pointedly, “ I 
got exactly a fifty-fity chance of coming out 
of this business. Years ago, I seen Bump

knock out a gnat’s eye at fifty feet with his 
cannon.” I hadn’t really but I ’m never one 
to underplay a situation.

Callahan rubbed his hands together 
briskly. “ That I’d sure like to see,” he 
said. “ Is he supposed to be in touch with 
you today?”

“ Yeah,” I said, relating the whole story 
while Maw Lin’s eyes got round as sau­
cers. I knew the whole village would know 
the story by nightfall. She is the voice of 
Chinatown.

When I ’d finished, Callahan stroked his 
chin for a moment, while Maw Lin clacked 
her false teeth appreciatively. I stared 
gloomily out the window and watched the 
rubbernecks climb back into the bus. I 
clutched at Callahan’s sleeve, disregarding 
my necktie’s flicking into the teacup. 
“ Look,” I groaned. “ Right in the first row 
in the bus.”

Bump Mancuso sat there, hat pulled low 
over his eyes, face turned toward the win­
dow. Callahan’s voice was tense. “ Go out 
and .stall around for a minute,”  he said. 
“ While I make a phone call.”

“ Maybe it would be better if I hopped 
on the subway and went for the police or 
something," I suggested. “ Really, sir, may­
be it would be better that way.”

“ Is this the new Henry French?”  Calla­
han asked.

“ I told you,”  I complained, “ the new 
one is just as big a coward as the old one.”

“ Ess,” Maw Lin said scornfully.
I jammed my hat down angrily. “ Ok, 

Ok. So I ’ll be a lousy hero. Only remem­
ber, the Guides Union isn’t going to like 
the idea of losing a good man, not to men­
tion the/loss of any tourists. Business is 
tough enough without killing off the custo­
mers.”

“ You brave man,”  Maw Lin smiled 
proudly.

“ Ess,”  I  sighed. . . .
Callahan laughed.
Hopelessly, I watched him go.
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A S I entered the bus, Bump gave me a 

cold grin. “ You sure look silly in that 
hat,” he said.

At seeing him, I registered pleased sur­
prise. “ Why, Bump, buddy, I been look­
ing all over Mott Street for you !”

He looked at me with a suspicious frown. 
“ How come you’re so glad to see m e?” His 
eyes traveled up and down the sidewalk 
as though Dick Tracy might be hiding be­
hind a lamp post. “ You haven’t, by chance, 
been making a phone call, have you, now 
Frenchy ?”

“ Of course not!”  I bluffed.
He appeared mollified and I was re­

lieved to see him stop scratching his chest. 
“ Just remember what I told you yester­
day, Frenchy. Either you play ball with me 
or your playing days are over.”  He glared 
meaningfully. “ Never antagonize a guy 
with ulcers. Especially when he packs a
.45.”

“ I ’ll remember that,”  I promised. There 
was no sign of Callahan yet. I looked at my 
watch. “ Well, another few minutes and 
away we go. W e gotta maintain a sched­
ule, you know.”

Bump clenched his fist. “ The hell with 
the schedule, let’s get rolling.”  He leaned 
forward. “ You see, Frenchy, I saved you 
some work. I found out today is your pay­
day and there’s eight G’s sittin’ back there 
in the dispatchers office. In about an hour, 
the men’ll start dropping in for their sal­
ary but until that time the money sits in 
an open drawer in the cashier’s cage. In 
fifty minutes, you’ll walk in for your en­
velope and I ’ll be right behind you. W e’ll 
make with the nice friendly chit-chat, so no­
body’ll get suspicious about my being in the 
office. Then, when the paymaster brings out 
the little box, I ’ll introduce him to my rod. 
Remember Whitey Dill ? I ran into him the 
other day and being unemployed, he was 
more than happy to accept my offer to drive 
the car. He’ll be in back of the wheel. 
Nice, eh?” Bump leaned back against the

cushion, smirking. " I t ’s a great set-up.”  
Some of the tourists behind Bump were 

staring at me curiously and E guess I must 
have been a sight if I looked anything like 
I felt. The old eye was twitching again and 
a big hunk of sweat rolled down my nose 
and dropped down on my shoe. It was a 
moment for tact and clear thinking but all 
I could say was, “ You ’re nuts!”

It was a bad few seconds that followed, 
but for once, Ziggy the driver blew his top 
at the right time. He slapped his hands 
down on the wheel and howled, “ Whyinhell 
we sittin’ roun’ here, eh? W e waitin’ for 
the President, maybe?”

Still no Callahan. I groaned and turned 
to Ziggy. “ The schedule, Ziggy, the sched­
ule. You know how the boss raises hell we 
get ahead of schedule.”

Ziggy stared at me like I had lost my 
marbles. “ Schedules! What in hell sched­
ules? W ho ever heard of schedule wid 
this outfit. Schedule he sez'! In this pile of 
junk we’re lucky to get back the same 
week we left.”

At that moment, I was afraid to glance at 
Bump, so I looked up through the glass roof 
as if I ’d just seen a flock of pigeons over­
head. Actually, I was waiting to feel the 
slug go through my belt buckle. If Calla­
han had taken another few seconds, it 
probably would have been too late. I let 
out a long, weak sigh when he hopped up, 
popped me on the shoulder and bellowed, 
“ Sorry to hold you all up. I just had to 
get some postcards to send to the folks back 
home.” He eased himself in the seat next 
to Bump, winked at me and gave Bump a 
friendly smile. “ Hello, friend, I don’t re­
member you from before. Say you look 
awful sore. I sure hope I ’m not the rea­
son ’cause you look like just the type of 
fellow I like to stay friendly with.”

I didn’t dare look see if Bump would 
stop scratching himself, but waved to Zig­
gy and the old crate sputtered alive and 
wheezed out into traffic. I started talking
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a mile a minute about the Bowery, keeping 
my eye glued on the streets. As soon as I 
heard sirens— and knowing coppers, I 
wouldn’t doubt they’d use ’em— I planned 
on hitting the floor boards and crawling un­
der Ziggy’s legs.

Then I noticed the peculiar expression 
on Ziggy’s face like he was sucking on a 
lemon or something. Further, he was drip­
ping sweat even faster than I was and he 
wasn’t cussing out the hackies like he al­
ways does. And I suddenly knew why. A  
crumb like Ziggy would sell his momma for 
a sawbuck. Where else would Bump have 
gotten the information about the payroll! 
It fitted; because Ziggy was alone in the 
bus when Bump climbed aboard in China­
town. I had to fight the urge to whang 
him over the head with my hand-mike. I 
glanced at Callahan and he mouthed “ Bow­
ery” at me. Bump looked very nervous. 
I knew he didn’t like the smell of things.

I started talking. “ Folks,”  I spieled, 
“ we are pulling into the world-famous Bow­
ery where, if anyone is interested, you can 
get a bed for thirty-five cents, and a bottle 
of Vino for a quarter. The street of lost 
souls, the boneyard of old dreams, the gar­
ment center of the hobo.”  W e pulled up at 
a red light. “ If you’ll notice the sidewalks 
on both sides of us, you see the human 
flotsam and jetsam that populates this dis­
trict. Notice the beat-up clothes, the di­
sheveled appearance of these poor, lost 
bums.”

MAYBE I should have looked first. A  
woman’s voice in the rear piped, 

“ They’re the healthiest bums I ever saw.” 
I had a horrible premonition. Sure enough, 
there was a cluster of plainclothes bulls 
on both corners and, even as I watched, 
they ambled off the curbs in pairs, heading 
for the bus.

I gave Callahan a hurt look. The one cor­
ner in New York where a crease in the 
trousers stands out like a mink coat in Gim-

bels basement. Bump caught on fast. He 
jumped into the aisle, pulling out the rod. 
“ Driver,” he snapped, “ roll this crate fast, 
or I ’ll shoot your ear off.”

Ziggy groaned, banged the gear into sec­
ond, hunched over the wheel and we leaped 
across the intersection, narrowly missing 
an ice truck. A woman shrieked, but the 
others just stared with their mouths open, 
probably figuring this was just a little rou­
tine we’d worked out to liven up the tour. 
The bus headed South.

Bump stood facing the rear of the bus, 
his cannon waving about indelicately. “ If 
anyone makes trouble,”  he announced, “ I 
will also shoot his ears off.” He looked at 
me, and I could see the glaze of very strong 
feeling in his eyes. “ As for you,”  he 
snarled, “ I ’m gonna let you have it right 
now.”

“ Let me know;” Ziggy quavered from 
over the wheel, “ when you wanta get out.”

Bump glared hard. “ Shut up! I ’ll tell 
you when. Just keep going and don’t stop 
for anything, even if the engine falls out of 
this thing.”

“ Look, Bump,” Callahan said easily, 
“ don’t you know when you’re through? 
Why don’t you put the gun away and sit 
down. There's a lot of innocent people on 
this bus.”

“ So," Bump sneered. “ You were the 
finger, eh? Well, you and Frenchy better 
hold hands cause you’ll be going together.”

“ Mr. Callahan,”  I said bitterly, “ I hope 
you’re a better parole officer than you are 
a law enforcement officer. Seems to me 
you have loused us up good.”

“ Guess you’re right, Frenchy,”  he an­
swered sadly. “ So there’s only one' alter- 
naitve.” He stood up slowly eyes on Bump. 
“ I ’m going to take that popgun away from 
you, Buster.”

Bump backed against the window. “ Just 
keep coming, Copper,”  he wffiispered.

Callahan was in the aisle, walking slow7- 
ly toward him. I watched, frozen stiff. Zig-
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gy howled at Bump. "Get offa the wheel 
will you. I ’ll run this heap right into the 
harbor.” The bus screeched around a cor­
ner as we neared the Battery. I was only 
a few feet from Bump and I watched his 
finger whiten around the trigger. “ Calla­
han,” I yelped, “ don’t be a chump. This 
guy'll kill you.” But he kept coming a 
step at a time, like nothing in this world 
would stop him.

I don't remember getting the notion, but 
the thought flashed through my mind that 
if my parole officer got knocked off, the 
odds were extremely favorable I would be 
in sixty kinds of trouble, each worth a year 
of my time.

"D L A Y IN G  out about a foot of the mike- 
wire, and closing my eyes, I arced the 

mike like a yo-yo, praying it would make 
connection with some portion of Bump’s 
noggin. I guess I played out a little too 
much wire for suddenly I heard Ziggy moan. 
When I opened my eyes, he was laying 
across the wheel. The bus was careening 
toward a tavern like a Saturday night 
drunk and Bump was giving a good imita­
tion of an adagio dancer with the hotfoot. 
Callahan had taken up new residence on 
some old doll’s lap.

Meanwhile, we banged into the curb and 
decapitated a fire-plug, the bus crashed 
its way through the plate glass win­
dow of the tavern. I held on to the arm 
rest of the front seat but Bump went 
through the windshield, backward. The 
curb had slowed us down plenty, so, aside 
from a lot of screaming, no one got any 
more than a shaking up, except for a dame

in the rear who made it known right off that 
she wanted her teeth back.

Callahan panted up beside me and we 
peered 'cautiously through the shattered 
windshield, to see whether Bump was still 
around. It was a reassuring sight. He was 
sprawled over the hood, looking like some 
king-size radiator cap. I could even see the 
bartender down at the end of the bar, 
staring at us like we was something out of 
one of his botles.

Outside, the sirens were howling. Ziggy, 
still out cold, was draped over his wheel. 
For once, he looked peaceful. Beside me, 
Callahan let out a long, uneven breath. 
“ Frenchy,” he crowed, “ don’t ever say 
again that the new Henry French isn’t a 
brave man.”

I collapsed into a seat and looked up 
at him, fanning myself with the cap. “ I 
guess I ’m like that guy Patrick Henry—  
“ give me liberty or I ’d rather be a dead 
pigeon.”  I put the mike to my mouth, 
pushed the switch and was surprised to hear 
it still worked. “ Ladies and Gentlemen,” 
I announced. “ Due to mechanical difficul­
ties beyond which I have no control, this 
here tour is now over and I suggest you 
grab a subway. W e sincerely hope you have 
enjoyed your visit with us, and remember, 
if you want to take the uptown tour, we of­
fer a special reduced rate. See Fifth Ave­
nue, Millionaires row, St. Patrick’s Cathe­
dral, Harlem, Central Park and so on. So 
those that would like to continue on, let me 
know as you leave the bus and I ’ll see that 
you get choice seats.”

You know, I must be losing my touch. I 
didn’t have one taker. • • •

H U H ?
Testifying in court, Southend, England, 

doctor declared: “ He had bilateral perobital 
hematoma and left subjunctival hemor­
rhage.”  Pleaded the lawyer: “ Won’t you 
please translate that for us ordinary 
mortals.”  Replied the doctor: “ Two black 
eyes.”



When the cops barged in, I 
was standing with a smoking 

gun in my fist.

THE freight slowed in the yard. As 
I jumped, the switch engine buckled 
the line of cars. It threw me off 

balance and I went to one knee in the cin­
ders. The gun in my pocket banged my 
ribs.

Look, pal, I told myself. That rod’s 
so hot it sizzles. Better get rid o{ it.

Instead, I headed up a steep gravel bank 
toward town. A  sign informed me I was in 
Carlinville.

From the top of the bluff, I could see 
the big Carlin Lumber Company mill. 
Freshly cut lumber was neatly stacked.
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Steam and noise came from the mill. Be­
yond was Hanford’s Slough, with giant 
fir logs floating in it. And above, was the 
old First Street bridge where I ’d gone div­
ing as a kid.

At the first filling station, I went into 
the rest room. I washed and then dried on 
on a roller towel. Then I stared at myself 
in the. mirror.

A  thin, pale, deeply-lined face. Sunken 
blue eyes. Mousy blond hair— what was 
left of it. The face of a man of forty.

Leaving the filling station, I hiked to­
ward the center of town. Since I ’d seen 
it last, it had grown and spread out. In 
my pocket was eighty-six dollars. My suit 
was old and clean. I didn’t want to get 
vagged for being a bum. Not here in Car- 
linville.

Mill Street was wide and clean. A  poster 
in a window bore the picture of a darkly 
handsome man. Underneath the smiling 
face were the words: Vote For John
Clement For Mayor.

Walking along the street, I felt like a 
watch that had been wound too tightly. 
I didn’t expect to be recognized— but you 
never could tell.

I stopped in front of the Carlin Building. 
It looked about the same, just a little older 
with the passing years. A  clock across the 
street informed me that the time was just 
noon.

Office help came streaming out. Girls in 
thin dresses brushed past me, and I felt 
the tug of memory. I stood there letting 
the past and the present curve through and 
around me. It wasn’t pleasant— the dredg­
ing up Of the past.

Then I saw Pete Martin standing in the 
doorway, looking at a watch on his wrist. 
He hadn’t changed much. He was big and 
blond, with the amiable features of a St. 
Bernard. He had football shoulders, a 
tapered waist, and he still wore his hair in 
a crisp crew cut. He was thirty, but he 
didn’t look it.

I was twenty-nine.
He looked up suddenly. His gaze went 

through me and then away. That was that. 
I wouldn’t be recognized.

Farther along the street, was a sign on 
a window: Pastime Tavern. And below it, 
in smaller letters: Pool & Billiards. The 
window was painted green up to about eye 
level. Above the paint the glass was greasy 
and fly-specked.

Only two men were inside. One of them, 
a paunchy, graying man, was sitting loosely 
in a chair with his hat tipped over his face 
to shade his eyes. A  big blue fly buzzed 
around his head.

The other man was playing a solitary 
game of snooker. He wore a green eye- 
shade and the sleeves of his silk shirt were 
rolled up above his elbows. He made a 
shot and then walked around the table. 
He walked with a jerky motion, like a man 
with an artificial leg.

T  SA T down at the bar. A  soggy copy of
the Carlinville Free Press lay in front 

of me. I stared down at the front page and 
a sort of empty feeling twisted in my 
stomach and I got the shakes.

Amos Carlin, owner of the mill and son 
of the founding father of the town, had 
donated a park to Carlinville in honor of 
his dead son.

“ Beer,” I bawled out.
The man wearing the green eyeshade 

was the barman. He racked his cue and 
rolled around the end of the bar. His walk 
reminded me of something. He drew a 
beer and slid the glass toward me.

I downed half the contents in a gulp. 
Some of my shakes went away.

“ This Carlin guy," I said. “ A  big shot.”
The barman picked up a rag. “ About 

six million big.”
“ What happened to the son?”
“ Died in the wreckage of a B-17 over 

Germany.”
I finished my beer. “ No living rela­

tives?”
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“ Wife died at childbirth. Only a nephew. 
Young guy named Pete Martin. He’s been 
working up in the business.”

“ This Pete Martin,” I said. “ He’ll do 
all right.”

The barman nodded. “ Old man’s got a 
bum ticker. He’s been sick in bed for 
quite a spell. Pete Martin will do about 
six million all right.”

“ A  stinker?”
“ Hell, n o ! Pete’s a nice gify. No fancy 

ideas.”
“ You know something?” I felt as if I 

were walking over a case of eggs. “ I ’ll bet 
the son isn’t really dead.”

The barman stared at me, all friendliness 
gone. With an angry gesture, he slapped 
down the bar rag. He moved away, his 
artificial leg hitting the floor hard. Then 
he turned back.

“ Pal,” he said. “ I wouldn’t push that 
idea no further.”

The front legs of a chair hit the floor. 
The paunchy man let out a yawn. Above 
his head the blue fly buzzed. Then he 
walked toward me. His tread was light 
and easy for a fat man.

“ What’s your business, in town?”  he 
asked me.

I shrugged. “ Just passing through.” 
He had muddy brown eyes, with blood­

shot whites. His voice was very weary. 
“ You should’ve just kept on passing 
through. Kind o f.”  He pulled a badge 
from his pocket. “ Cop. They call me 
Dutch Henning. I didn’t catch your name 
the first time around.”

“ Tom Jones.”
“ Identification ?”
“ N o.”
“ That’s kind of too bad.”  He put away his 

badge. “ Well, hell, we don’t want trouble, 
do we? Let’s you and me kind of mosey 
down to the station.”

The police station was a low brick build­
ing. There was a long counter with a 
swinging gate, behind it some desks. Off

to the side, were a couple of small offices. 
In the main office a man was sitting be­
hind a PBX board.

W e went into one of the small offices. 
A  tall black-haired man wearing glasses 
looked up from a desk.

“ Picked up this guy down at Larry’s,” 
Dutch Henning said. “ Hell, Chief! He’s 
got the idea Carlin’s son ain’t dead.”

The Chief looked impressed. “ Search 
him.”

Henning looked, and found my billfold, 
eighty-six dollars, and a gun.

The chief frowned. “ Name?”  he,asked.
“ Tom Jones,” I said.
“ There’s no identification,”  Dutch said, 

“ and with this much dough, we can’t vag 
him.”

He dropped my gun on the desk top'and 
the chief gingerly put it away in a drawer. 
They exchanged glances. After the Chief 
removed his glasses, the three of us went 
through a door at the back .

In my bones, I knew I’d talked too much. 
I was in a jam. That gun could fry me.

A  short corridor ran between rows of 
cells. The cells were empty except for a 
couple of snoring drunks. There was an­
other door at the far end of the corridor. 
It looked thick and sound-proof.

T'VUTCH H EN N IN G  switched on an 
overhead light. The room was small 

and dusty and empty. Dutch picked up a 
doeskin glove and began to worry his right 
hand into it. The glove was skin-tight.

“ You can’t get away with it,”  I said.
The chief’s myopic eyes were startled. 

“ He says we can’t get away with it.”
“ I guess we can’t,” Dutch said.
“ N o,” the Chief said.
Dutch said, “ I ’ll be damned.”
The Chief grasped my arms and pulled 

them behind my back. He pushed them 
high enough behind me so that my shoul­
ders hurt. I was held rigid. Dutch planted 
himself in front of me. The sweat shone
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on his forehead. “ What was your name?” 
he asked.

“ Tom Jones.”
Dutch Henning hit me. His gloved fist 

landed just below the ribs, a little toward 
the back, over the kidney. Pain came like 
a red curtain.

“ What was the name?”  the chief asked.
I told him again. Tom Jones.
“ W hy in hell,”  Dutch said to me, “ did 

you make that crack? How come you think 
Carlin's son ain’t dead ?”

“ Just talk,”  I said.
“ You talk too much,”  the chief said.
Dutch Henning hit me again and the red 

haze went away and I began sliding down 
a long dark tunnel. I slid swiftly and 
smoothly and there was no end.

I dragged myself into the first hotel I 
came to. It was all I could do to scribble 
my name in the register. The clerk gave 
me a hand to my room.

The chief had handed me back my bill­
fold and money but not the gun. They 
hadn’t worked me over again. I ’d only been 
out a couple of minutes.

“ W e can’t hold you,”  Dutch Henning 
had said, helping me out of the rear-door 
of the police station. "Better leave town. 
And no hard feelings.”

I fell into bed. . . .
The dream wasn’t pretty. It was about 

a young guy who left Carlinville eleven 
years before. This guy didn’t get along 
with his old man. The old man’s name was 
Amos Carlin.

This young guy could have used a psy­
chiatrist. He didn't get along with anybody.

I was Tom Carlin.
I ’d always got into one scrape after an­

other. Finally my old man blew his top 
and handed me an ultimatum to get out of 
town and stay out until I learned how to 
behave. I got a monthly allowance to stay 
away.

The arrangement was fine with me. I lived 
high wide and handsome. I met a lot of

people. Deacon Clarke. Nice p e o p le -  
mobsters and cut-throats. And I met 
Francie.

She was a smooth red-head with a thin 
veneer of culture and the ethics of an alley 
cat. One night we got married; I never 
knew how it happened, and it didn’ t work 
out. W e were1 always fighting. I was jeal­
ous. Half the time, I didn’t know what 
was going on.

“ Francie’s stepping out on you,”  Deacon 
Clarke had told me.

I ’d shrugged. “ Lend me your gun, Dea­
con,” I said.

He’d nodded. “ Sure. Sure, Tom. Scare 
hell out of her,”  he’d said.

The dream was worse. The young guy 
was standing in a room, a smoking gun in 
his fist. Staring down at a red-head named 
Francie.

Cops barged in. They laughed— ha, ha. 
It was funny how this guy had shot his wife. 
Everything was crazy. She’d taunted him 
and he’d let her have it.

The cops stopped laughing when Deacon 
Clarke came up behind swinging a sap. He 
helped get this guy to another city. He was 
the only one who knew where this guy was 
hiding out. He’d pick up this guy’s mail 
and get him to sign his monthly allowance 
check and leave him a little money.

One day he showed this guy a newspaper 
clipping. Francie had died. The cops were 
still looking.

This guy was me.
Days went past and I stayed hidden. 

Then I got sick. When I awoke, I was in 
a hospital. I never saw Deacon Clarke 
again.

They didn’t know my real name. My 
landlady had called a doctor, and they were 
using the name my landlady gave them. 
Tom Jones. I was moved to a T. B. sana- 
tarium. For five years, I was flat on my 
back.

Then I began to mend. One lung was 
gone, the other patched up. They let me
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out of bed and gave me the job running the 
X-ray in the sanatarium.

T. B. had aged my face. X-ray made me 
partially bald.

Four years later I was released. Twen­
ty-nine years old and looking forty. The 
world had gone to war, sought peace, gone 
to war again. I was Tom Jones. Tom Car­
lin had disappeared.

And I wanted to go home. In nine years 
you can do a lot of thinking. Everything 
was worked out in my mind. And more 
than anything else I wanted to see my old 
man. Just to talk to him. Just to tell him 
I was sorry. Just to tell him now my mind 
was clear.

I ’d seen a story in the Free Press that 
got me. It said that I hadn’t just disap-, 
peared. I ’d died a hero in the flaming 
wreckage of a bomber. . . .

CHAPTER TW O

Fatal Memories

W HEN I awoke, it was dark outside 
my window. I ’d slept about four 
hours and I didn’t feel rested. My 

stomach hurt and it felt empty. I ’d been 
warned to leave town but I was going to 
see my old man first. Nobody would recog­
nize me. It would take the cops a while 
to check the gun. I'd see my old man and 
then blow town tonight. I ate dinner and 
then walked up the hill back of town.

The Carlin mansion was on the crest with 
a fine view of the whole valley. It was the 
place where I ’d been born and my old 
old man before me. I took a deep breath. 
Nostalgia? Maybe

A  high wall and an iron gate, standing 
open, and a winding driveway up to a 
porte-cochere where white pillars marched 
along the front. Through the oval glass of 
the front door I could see a light somewhere 
at the back.

I rang the bell, hoping one of the ancient 
servants would answer and would believe

me. Hoping he’d take me to the old man 
without yelling for the cops.

I knew my old man would never bring 
down the law on me. He was a rugged 
individualist. I ’d tell him I was sorry. I’d 
tell him I’d finally learned what life was 
about. H e’d understand. And he’d be 
glad to know I saw things his way now.

Someone come down the broad curving 
stairway. A girl, her face in the shadows, 
opened the door. She was somebody new.

"W here’s everybody?”  I asked.
“ There’s just me,”  she said. “ I ’m Anne 

Gregory. A  nurse.”
“ Where’s Pete Martin?”  I asked.
“ Out,”  she said.
I took a chance. “ I ’m Tom Carlin,”  I 

said.
She gasped. “ No. You can’t be.”
“ I ’d like to see my father,”  I said.
“ He’s very sick,” she said.
“ Tell him Tom ’s come home. He’ll see 

me,”  I said.
She didn’t believe me but she mounted 

the stairs. I stepped into the hall to wait. 
Everything was suddenly familiar. Shad­
ows of the past were all around m e; I 
didn’t like it.

The nurse called me from the upstairs 
hall. In the dim light, I couldn’t see her 
Very well. I followed her along the hall. 
A  bedroom door was ajar and I went 
through and then shut the door behind me.

The old man was lying in a big old-fash­
ioned four poster bed. He looked lost and 
alone in it. Only his eyes moved.

“ It’s Tom ,” I told him. “ I ’ve learned 
how to behave.”

He lifted his head. “ Tom ? By heaven! 
It’s you. . . . Come over here and let me 
have a look. Here, help me sit up.”

His voice was weak. I put a pillow be­
hind his back and helped him slide up. He 
was weak all over. His face was pinched 
and gray and only his eyes looked alive.

“ Thought you’d come home someday,” 
he said. “ And then I gave u d  hope. Put
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a private detective on your trail once. 
Somebody else was getting your mail. 
Gave my detective the slip. Looked like 
your endorsement On the checks, but I 
didn’t know. Quit sending the monthly 
allowance, hoping you’d write. You never 
did. Decided you were dead. . . . You look 
terrible, Tom .”

“ Tom Carlin died in a bomber crash,” 
I said.

The old man made a face. “ Pride. I 
gave the story to the paper. Didn’t want 
the town laughing behind my back.” He 
laughed weakly. “ I showed ’em. Tell me 
about yourself.”

I told him. Everything. He listened 
quietly, eyes closed.

“ Tom, Tom ,”  he said afterwards. “ You 
learned the hard way. We'll make up for 
it, eh? You lie low for a while. I’ ll take 
care of you. W e’ll buy the law off.”

“ It was too late. Sometimes the pieces 
get so mixed up you can’t put them to­
gether again. “ Sure,”  I said.

“ Don’t be bitter, Tom. . . . This Fran- 
cie, you sure she died?”

“ I saw the clipping,” I said.
He added. “ W hy’d you hang onto the 

gun?”
I told him. A  symbol, to remind me how 

stupid a man could get. The gun was my 
hair shirt. The cross I had to bear.

“ It wasn’t smart, Tom. Keeping the 
gun. But I understand.” A  little color 
had come into his face. “ You ’re cured 
now ?”

I nodded. “ H ow ’s Pete?”
“ Fine. Fine boy. Capable. Knows the 

business backward and forward.”
“ You love him.”
“ I lost my own son,”  the old man said 

quietly.
“ I understand,”  I told him. “ How’s 

everything going?”
He flushed. “ They’re trying to take the 

town away from me, Tom. It’s happening 
under my nose. Pete’s putting up a fight

but maybe it won’t be enough. When I get 
well, I ’ll run John Clement out of town.” 
He was fighting for breath.

“ Take it easy,” I said., “ You’d better 
rest.”

“ Don’t tell me to take it easy,” he roared.
It sounded like the old man used to talk. 

I started to grin. And then I saw the 
scarlet ebb from his face and he toppled 
over. I knew he was dead even before I 
took his wrist to make sure.

H ERE was nothing I could do. If I’d 
had tears left in me I’d have used them 

then but there was some consolation. I’d 
got to talk to him before he died.

The door in the next room was open. I 
heard the nurse stirring in side. I didn’t 
look at her. “ He’s asleep now,”  I called 
out. “ I ’ll let myself out."

I went down the curved stairway and 
out of the front door. Nothing would be 
gained by my staying. I ’d get out of town. 
That’s the way my old man would have 
wanted it.

A headlight beam swept up the driveway. 
I dove into the bushes and the car went 
past, stopping beside the porte-cochere. 
A  man got out. I knew it was Pete Martin.

I headed down the hill toward town. 
About half way down a car passed me and 
the red light winked out of sight.

When I got back to the hotel I was all 
in. I’d misjudged my strength, or maybe it 
was just the reaction. I ’d have to take a 
chance and wait until morning to clear out 
of Carlinville.

I ran a tub of hot water and fell in. It 
felt wonderful After awhile I examined 
my mid-section There were only a couple 
of faint pink bruises over the kidneys. 
Dutch Henning knew his business.

It was hard keeping my eyes open. I 
pulled myself out of the tub, towelled and 
fell into bed. I didn't even bother running 
the water out of the tub. . . .

Sun was shining in the window when I
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awoke. My stomach was so stiff, it began 
to scream. But I felt hungry and rested. 
That was a good sign.

I let my eyes drift open. A man was sit­
ting on a chair close to the bed watching me.

My sleep must’ve been that of the dead. 
I hadn’t heard him come in. Re was sit­
ting with his knees together, a gray felt hat 
balanced on them Me was dressed in a 
dark blue double-breasted pin-stripe busi- 
nes suit. He had dark hair, a tanned face, 
a dark trimmed mustache.

“ Awake?”  he said.
His voice was soft, and deep and dan­

gerous.
“ Who are you?” 1 asked him.
“ That’s not the point. Who are you?”
I remembered where T’d seen him before. 

On a poster in a shop window. “ Vote for 
John Clement for Mayor,” I said.

He nodded. “ And you’re Tom Carlin.”
“ N o.” I closed my eyes. Nobody knew 

my identity except nurse Anne Gregory 
When I opened my eyes again he was still 
sitting there. “ No. I'm Tom Jones.”

He shrugged. “ The police told me.”
“ The cops don't know.”
Again he shrugged. My pants were ly­

ing in a heap on the floor where I’d left 
them. I reached down and worried a pack 
of cigarettes out of the pocket. My belt 
was gone.

“ I ’m a candidate for mayor,” John Clem­
ent said. “ A Carlin has always pulled 
the political strings in this town. Pete 
Martin isn't a Carlin— but he’s got Carlin 
blood. He wants to run tbe town the way 
your old man always did. He’s opposing 
me. I want you to change his mind for 
him.”

“ The old man,” 1 said carefully. “ He’s 
against you too.”

“ The old man died last night.” John 
Clement smiled. “ You were there.”

I began to sweat a little. “ What you 
mean is this. You want me to let Pete 
know I ’m alive and kicking. I could stand

in - the way of his inheritance. He’ll do 
whatever I suggest if I agree to remain un­
der cover.”

“ Exactly.”
“ What’s to prevent me from taking

over?”
He was still smiling. “ Only one thing. 

You don’t dare to let the police know who 
you are.”

So he knew that too. He knew every­
thing.

“ N o,”  I said. “ I’m getting out of town 
today.”

“ I don’t think so. By the way, there’s 
some talk that your father died of some 
slow poison.”

C W E A T  was cold on my face. John 
Clement stood up and put his hat at a 

jaunty angle on his head. He turned at the 
door. He said amiably, “ Think it over and 
let me know later.”

I lay there in the bed a while longer. 
Everything had fallen apart. I ’d been so 
secure in the knowledge that I wouldn’t be 
recognized.

One thing was certain. John Clement 
would keep his mouth shut until I saw him 
again.

Nurse Anne Gregory knew my identity 
because I’d had to tell her. The cops had 
learned about me from the gun. What 
would Pete Martin do if I should suddenly 
confront him?

It would be a joke— a six million dollar
joke.

But the joke would be on me.
1 piled out of bed and went into the 

bathroom. The water was still in the tub. 
And so was my missing belt.

It was around the neck of a small, dark 
girl.

Emotions are hard to describe. I leaned 
in the doorway, my mind blank. I didn’t 
feel anything right right away. 1 just stood 
there in the doorway staring down at the 
dead body of a girl I ’d never seen before.
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She was wearing a blue dress, nylons, high- 
heeled slippers and glasses. My belt was 
around her white throat. None of this was 
important, really. What mattered was that 
she was dead.

The water was stained blue. Her eyes 
were wide open, staring behind the lenses 
of her glasses. I got the impression that she 
was staring at me.

I got dressed in the other room.
I still needed my belt. That was bad. 

I needed the belt and I couldn’t leave it 
around the dead girl’s neck. Unbuckling 
it was a pretty tough thing to go through. 
Around the dead girl’s throat covered by 
the belt was a fine white line. It looked as 
if she’d been garroted by a piece of twine.

My room looked out on a back court. 
Two floors below was a cement area way 
looking out on a back alley.

A knock came on the door. A  feminine 
voice called out that it was room service. 
I closed the bathroom door and began 
running water in the washbowl. I yelled, 
“ Com e'in. I ’m taking a bath!”  I could 
hear the maid stirring around in the next 
room. I kept the water running and tried 
not to look at the dead girl.

Somebody had sneaked her into my room 
while I was asleep. John Clement? I 
didn't know. But if somebody could sneak 
her into the hotel without being seen—  
maybe I could sneak her out.

Maybe I could still have made a getaway. 
But John Clement had said casually, 
“ There's some talk that your father really 
died of some slow poison. . . . ”  I wasn’t 
going to run away now. I was going to 
stay and find out.

It surprised me that Dutch Henning 
hadn’t been around to pick me up. The 
cops knew 1 was a murderer.

After a while, the maid left. My heart 
was pounding. I let the water gurgle out of 
the tub, but I didn’t try removing the body. 
That would take some planning.

I locked the door when I went out. The

muscles of my stomach felt cramped— only 
partly from my beating. I forced some 
food down. Then I strolled out to the edge 
of town, where the pawn shops and second­
hand stores did business. I felt the need 
of a gun, even though my only previous 
experiences with firearms had been all 
bad.

But I couldn’t get one.
I finally bought a second-hand hat and 

a hundred feet of clothesline rope. There 
was a tiny feather in the band of the hat. 
It lifted my morale. Not much. But a little. 
I went to-the Pastime Tavern.

T T  LO O K E D  about the same as the day
before, except that the man in the green 

eyeshade had a partner at the snooker table. 
Dutch Henning was sitting loosely in a 
chair down at the end of the line, his hat 
tipped over his eyes. The only thing miss­
ing was the fly buzzing around his head.

I slid into a chair beside him. He tilted 
up his hat and shrugged his paunchy body 
upright. His muddy eyes were still blood­
shot.

“ You feel okay today?”  he asked me.
“ Guess.”
“ Yeah.” He coughed apologetically. “ We 

had to do it. You shooting off your face 
like that. W e had to try to find out.”

“ Old man Carlin,” I said carefully. “ He 
died last night.”

Dutch nodded. Too bad. Died in his 
sleep.”

“ Anybody there?”
“ Only the nurse.”
I lit a cigarette. Through the smoke I 

stared at Dutch Henning. He was looking 
down at his hands. John Clement had 
known I was there, but Dutch didn’t. Other­
wise, he’d have said so.

He lifted his eyes. “ You’re Tom Carlin.”
My hand remained steady. I was getting 

used to having my identity learned. Clem­
ent had said that the cops had told him.

“ W e took your prints yesterday,”  Dutch
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said. "The chief had ’em in a special file. 
Years ago you were printed. Your old man 
softened the chief. He kept the prints, 
though.”

“ You going to arrest m e?”
Henning laughed. “ Hell, no! What for? 

It’s no crime in Carlinville to be old man 
Carlin’s son.”

“ Who else knows about it?”  I asked.
He shook his head. "Nobody. I ’m not free 

with information.” He grinned faintly. "I 
don’t know why you came home hiding 
your identity. Maybe that’s your business. 
It ain’t mine— yet. For a while we’ll go on 
saying Tom Carlin died in a bomber crash.”

I saw he hadn’t found out about Francie 
yet, and that meant I still had a little time. 
Not much. Time was running out.

"Y ou  didn’t tell anybody I ’m Tom Car­
lin,”  I said. “ Only John Clement.”

H im !”  The legs of Dutch Henning’s 
chair hit the floor hard. " I ’d tell him 
nothin’.”

I put out my cigarette. “ There’s talk 
that my father was murdered.”

"Come again?”
“ A slow poison.”
Dutch Henning spoke deliberately. “ Had­

n’t heard it. Your old man was a good guy. 
A  lot of folks didn’t like him because he 
happened to have a lot of dough.”

“ You knew him ?” I asked.
He shook his head. Your old man prob­

ably didn’t even know my name. But if he 
was murdered, I ’d like to know about it.” 
Under my gaze the back of his neck got red. 
“ Okay, there’s another reason! I ’m kind 
of ambitious. I ’d like the credit for crack­
ing a murder.” He looked up quickly. “ That 
part about my admiring him— that part’s 
kind of straight too.” He tilted his hat over 
his eyes. “ Drop around at the station about 
six tonight. I ’ll let you know if I ’ve found 
anything out.”

He looked like a fine example of ambition.
The man in the green eyeshade was still 

at the snooker table. He walked around

the table with nis odd rolling gait. And I 
realized what seemed familiar about it. One 
of the cops who’d found me standing over 
Francie’s body with a smoking gun in my 
hand had walked the same way.

CHAPTER THREE

Slated For A  Rub-Out

A L IT T L E  before six, I headed for 
the police station. I hadn’t been 
back to my hotel room all day. The 

body of the dead girl was in my bathtub, 
and I didn’t want to look at her again until 
I had to.

I couldn’t make up my mind about Dutch 
Henning. Was he on my side? He seemed 
to dislike John Clement, but that could be 
just a gag to throw me off.

He was waiting for me when I reached 
the station. “ Come on in the chief’s office,” 
he told me. “ Park the body.”

I didn’t like the sound of that.
‘.‘ So you couldn’t buy a gun,”  he said, 

slumping into a chair. “ My, my! What’s 
this town coming to? A  stranger can’t buy 
a gun no more without a permit.”

I stared at him. He got around after all. 
He reached down, pulled open a drawer of 
the desk and got out my gun. Then he 
dropped it on the desk between us. I didn’t 
touch it. He nodded and laid a permit 
beside it.

“ It’s kind of funny,”  he said softly, so 
the man at the PBX board in the main of­
fice couldn’t hear. “ You come back to town 
after an absence of eleven years. You come 
back the day your old man dies.” 

“ Coincidence.”
“ Maybe. I ’ll even go that far with you. 

But look,” he sat forward, “ you blow into 
town like a bum. You don’t announce your­
self. You claim your name is Tom Jones.” 
He sat back, putting his hands behind his 
graying head. “ It don’t make sense. You 
can claim six million dollars by opening 
your yap. That’s a lot of money. Or maybe
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you don’t like money. Mavbe that’s it.” 

“ T like it,”  I said. “ I like it just as much 
as the next guy. But mavhe T was left out 
of the will.”

“ You could break it. Your old man 
thought you were dead. The court would 
take that into account.”

“ You ’re not a bad egg, Dutch— even if 
you did beat me up.”

He grinned faintly. “ I like you too.”
So I told him. I didn’t hide any of it. 1 

told him all that had happened to me until 
I hit Carlinville yesterday. I didn’t try to 
whitewash myself. I told him the whole 
story.

And it was funny, but I felt a whole lot 
better afterwards. I ’d carried the guilt too 
long. Telling somebody about it made me 
feel a lot better.

Dutch Henning had listened attentively, 
but now, was silent.

I held out my wrists. “ Slip on the cuffs,” 
I said.

He shook his head. “ Tom, we’ve got a 
job to do. You won’t haul freight before it's 
over, will you?”

“ I’m sticking around,”  I said. “ I ’ve got 
to find out if my old man was murdered.” 

“ I figured so.” Dutch was watching me 
shrewdly. “ I ’m not crazy. But you must 
be— almost.”  He examined a spot on the 
wall a foot above my head. “ Tom, you ain’t 
wanted. You’ve never been wanted for mur­
der. I don’t get it, but it’s true. If you were 
ever wanted for murder, we’d have got a 
flimsy on it. W e never did.”

I opened my mouth, staring at him 
He poked delicately at my gun with one 

finger. “ This the gun you killed her with?” 
My vocal chords seemed paralyzed. I 

nodded.
“ You ever examine it, T om ?"
“ N o.”
He asked, “ How does it feel?”
How does it feel to find out suddenly you 

aren’t wanted for murder? I couldn’t tell. 
I was all mixed up. here was no feeling of 
relief— not right then. First I ’d have to

understand just how it had all happened.
All T felt at the moment was that I’d 

been cheated out of more than ten years 
of living. For, all that time, I ’d had the 
shadow of murder hanging over my head. 
Maybe I was crazy mad. It wasn’t rational 
thinking. T. B. would have robbed me, 
anyway, of nine years. But it was still 
different.

Again, Dutch Henning delicately touched 
the gun. “ Tom, it was loaded with blanks,” 
he said.

I snatched up the automatic and started 
fumbling with the clip.

“ It’s loaded with real bullets now,”  he 
said. “ Tom, you were framed. Somehow. 
Don’t ask me why. Maybe Francie wanted 
most of your monthly allowance check with­
out having you around underfoot. Maybe it 
had been Francie and Deacon Clarke all 
the time— ”

“ But the newspaper clipping!”
“ You didn’t see the paper— only the 

clipping. That could have been run off on 
a small job press.”

I tried to remember. Francie lying on 
the floor. The smoking gun in my hand. The 
cops laughing. Deacon Clarke swinging a 
sap. Everything was all mixed up. Then it
came to me: /  hadn't seen any blood.

Y BONES chilled. Francie and Deacon 
Clarke had known I was insanely 

jealous. They knew Francie could goad 
me into shooting. My mind roved. I re­
membered how she had fallen when I ’d 
pulled the trigger and saw the cops barging 
in. Then I knew. They hadn't been real 
cops. The cops didn’t hire a man with a 
bum leg.

“ All that,” I said,. feeling cold inside. 
“ All that for my monthly check.”

“ Maybe,”  Dutch Henning said carefully. 
“ It was a neat frame. And maybe it went 
further. Who would gain the most by hav­
ing you disappear?”

There was ice in my stomach now. I 
whispered, “ Pete. Pete Martin."
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“ It’s an angle, Tom .”
“ Why didn't he just have me killed?” 
“ Too much fuss. Too much bother. Mur­

der’s always dangerous. This way would 
be safer.”  He held up a hand. “ I’m not 
saying he planned it. I ’m thinking nut 
loud.” He shrugged. “ Let’s go have 
dinner.”

I didn’t know what we ate. I was stunned. 
I sat there thinking how real the frame had 
been.

“ There’s got to be an autopsy,”  I said 
suddenly. “ If my old man was poisoned— 
everything will fit.”

Dutch looked pained. “ It ain’t that easy 
Authority will have to come from Pete 
Martin. Or you’ll have to step forward.”

“ I can’t,” I said. “ Not yet Not till 
after we find out for sure.”

“ The funeral’s tomorrow,” Henning said. 
I grasped his arm. “ You’ve got to make 

sure there’s an autopsy,” I said.
He shook his head. “ I can’t do it, Tom. 

Even if it should prove out murder, it’d 
still be my job. I can’t fake authority. The 
coroner wouldn’t believe it.”

“ You can swing it,” I said, “ what’s 
stopping you.”

Henning looked sick. “ Twenty years on 
the Carlinville cops. Before long I’ll have 
a pension.” His eyes, muddy and blood­
shot, were pleading. “ Tom, I can’t— ” 
Then he grinned tightly. “ Okay, I ’ll give 
it a try.”

We parted. It was getting dark now. I 
headed toward the hotel, still carrying the 
sack of rope under my arm.

About a block from the hotel, I watched 
a man jockey a small half-ton truck into a 
parking place at the curb. He climbed out 
and went up the street. I looked into the 
cab. He'd taken the keys with him.

I walked slowly along the street, past 
my hotel. In the next block, was a small, 
dilapidated pick-up truck. I leaned inside. 
The keys were in the ignition.

The truck was parked in front of a lunch

room Men were eating-inside. A man in 
overalls and a leather coat was eating a 
bowl of soup. Maybe he owned the truck. 
The radiator of the truck was warm. I had 
mavbe half an hour.

I started the engine and drove around 
to the alley back of the hotel. It was easy— 
so far Rut I was sweating.

Leaving the truck in the cement areaway, 
I hurried up to my room. Nobody paid any 
attention to me. That meant the dead girl 
hadn’t been found.

The next part was pretty tough. I tugged 
the body out. of the tub, dragged it to the 
window in the other room. Sharp heels 
made furrows in the rug. I looped one end 
of my rope around the dead girl's chest, 
under her arms, and tied the loop securely. 
Then I opened the window and balanced 
her body on the sill. Getting a firm grip 
on the rope. I pusher her out and lowered 
her slowly to the ground.

It wasn't easy. Here was a girl I didn’t 
know. A girl I ’d met first in death. H ad she 
been afraid to die? Yes. Everybody’s afraid 
to die. Or maybe it'd been so sudden she 
never had a, chance to know what Had 
happened

14 'hy had she been killed? Maybe because 
she knew tot> much about something. Why 
had she been planted in my room? Maybe 
to get rid of the body and make me look 
like a killer.

The rope slacked off when she folded on 
the ground. I tossed the rope out after her. 
Then I went downstairs, out to the street, 
back around to the alley. I tried to breathe 
normally. I tried to walk normally. I tried—

And nobody gave me a second glance.
It took only a minute to load the body 

into the pick-up truck. There was a tarp 
in back. I covered the body. I didn't bother 
to untie the rope.

I drove out to the old First Street bridge 
over Hanford’s Slough. It was seldom used 
any more, its plank decking rough and worn. 
A  new bridge farther along took the traffic
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now. The bridge was a relic of the past.

I stopped the truck in the middle of the 
bridge. Light from street lamps at either 
end of the bridge was a dismal failure. The 
evening air was cool, the darkness a secret 
and fearful thing. From below came the 
chirping of crickets, the sound of frogs.

Now to finish the job. First I untied 
the rope. Then I unloaded the dead girl 
and carried her to the rail. Up and over. 
I was sweating. Uhh-uhh-uhh ! It was done. 
I stood tense, waiting. It took a lifetime for 
the splash to reach my ears.

I climbed into the truck, turned it around, 
drove back and parked it where I had 
found it. I left the rope under the tarp at 
the back. The man in the leather jacket was 
just finishing a wedge of pie.

"P a l,”  I told myself, "you ’ve done it. 
Weep no more for m e!”

I walked back to my hotel, breathing as 
hard as if I ’d run a mile.

There was a message for me. A girl had 
called. She’d call again. A  cup of coffee 
helped put my heart back down my throat. 
Another cup put it back in my chest. I sat 
down in the lobby to wait. Then the desk 
clerk signalled me.

“ Tom—Jones?”  The voice over the wire 
was soft, muted. “ Is this Tom Jones?” 

“ Speaking,”  I said.
“ I want to see you,”  the voice said. “ I ’m 

at the Marlowe Arms. It’s— ”
“ I know where it is. What do you want ?” 
“ I can’t say over the phone. It’s about 

the death of your father.”
“ W ho is this?” I snapped.
“ Anne Gregory.”
“ I ’ll be there right away.”

T T E R  apartment was in a new three-story 
brick building a block off Mill Street. 

A  car was parked in front of the entrance, 
its engine purring. I started to swing past 
and then the voice that had talked to me 
over the telephone cut out of the darkness. 

“ Here, Mr. Carlin. I ’m Anne Gregory.”

Warily I approached. The door was 
snapped open and a shadow leaned out. 
The muted voice again. "Get in.” I stood 
still. “ Don’t ask questions now. My apart­
ment is being watched. Get in !”

I piled into the seat and the coupe shot 
away from the curb. She drove expertly, 
but not too fast. Not fast enough to make 
anybody suspicious.

She was an indistinct figure behind the 
wheel. The dashlight was burned out, and 
I only caught brief glimpses of her when- 
we passed a street lamp.

She seemed to have the right number of 
hands and feet. She wore glasses, and her 
dark hair was long, brushing her shoul­
ders. A silly hat was crushed down over it. 
Her perfume was elusive— sandalwood.

That brought back memories. Francie.
. . . Francie had always liked sandalwood.

“ W e’re both in danger,” Anne Gregory 
said, without turning from the wheel. “ My 
apartment is being watched night and day. 
I ’m afraid.”

I looked through the back window. 
"Headlights behind. A  little more gas.”  
The coupe lurched ahead. Swing fight at 
the next corner. Then slow down.”

She obeyed. The headlights of the car 
behind swung in a wide arc.

“ W e're being followed,” I said.
“ I told you. Maybe you’d better drive.” 
She toook her foot off the gas pedal. 

The engine began to cough under compres­
sion. We switched places. I drove to the 
end of the block, turned right again and 
headed into the traffic along Mill Street.

“ Maybe you’re in danger,” I said. " I ’m 
not.”

“ Call me Anne.”
“ W hy is somebody after you ?”
“ I was Amos Carlin’s nurse,” she whis­

pered. “ I know that he was— poisoned.” 
There was a slight grade ahead, a curve 

at the top. A  big diesel semi-trailer thun­
dered ahead. It hit the hill and shifted into 
a compound gear. I swung out around it.
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A string of three cars came down the hill. 
The car following us couldn’t pass.

At the first side road, I swung left and 
gave the coupe its head. It really galloped. 
I dodged behind a row of frame houses, 
down an alley, then headed back toward 
town along a road that paralleled Mill 
Street. The car behind was gone now. It 
had been almost too easy.

“You lost them,’ ’ Anne Gregory said. 
“ A  cinch,” I said. “ Can you prove my 

father was murdered?”
She hesitated. “ I ’m not sure of the proof. 

I saw it going on but I wasn’t sure. I ’m 
sure now.”

“ An autopsy will tell.”
“ Pete Martin won’t allow— ”
“ There’ll be an autopsy anyway.”  For a 

moment I drove in silence. “ W ho’s the 
killer?”

She had an answer. “ Pete Martin,” she 
said. “ He’s the only one to gain.”

T )A C K  of my neck I felt wet. Dutch 
Henning and I had talked about it be­

fore. It seemed worse now, coming from 
nurse Anne Gregory. Conjecture had be­
come a fact. I rubbed my chin thoughtfully. 
“ You didn’t tell the cops about me, did 
you?”

“ Of course not,” she said. “ Mr. Carlin 
loved you— even though you hurt him so 
terribly. I knew he’d want you to get away.” 

Her perfume bothered me. It brought 
back the past in too big chunks. She thought 
I was still a murderer. She’d probably lis­
tened when I’d told my old man everything.

“ I won’t give you away,”  she said. “ I 
know you'll want your father’s murderer 
brought to justice.” She paused. “ And I ’m 
not asking you to believe m e! Mr. Carlin’s 
chauffeur— he’s suspicious of Pete Martin 
too. I want you to talk to him. He’s fright­
ened, too. W e’re meeting him tonight. Do 
you know where the First Street bridge is 
— over Hanford’s Slough?”

My mouth was dry. “ I know.” 
Obediently I turned the car around.

There were little warning bells in my mind. 
I shrugged them off. Things were moving 
too fast— too fast for me to keep up with 
them.

W e reached the bridge and I headed 
across it. Midway, I felt a hand on my 
arm.

“ Stop here,” Anne Gregory said- “ W e’re 
a little early. You'd better leave the engine 
running.”

For a moment, we sat there in silence. I 
felt her closeness. Sandalwood was strong 
in my nostrils. It reminded me of Francie. 
I told her so.

“ You remind me of a girl I knew once,” 
I said. “ A tramp.”

She laughed. “ Maybe I ’m the same way.”
“ Nobody could be that bad.”
“ I’m not a tramp. . . .”  She stiffened. 

“ Look ! There’s the chauffeur.”
Through the windshield, I could se* a 

man at the edge of the bridge. The street 
lamp painted a long shadow in front of 
him. The shadow moved out along the 
bridge. The man was walking with a sort 
of rolling motion.

It brought back memories. Francie. A  
smoking gun in my hand. The cops who 
had barged in.

“ Does the chauffeur limp?” I asked.
She reached past me, clicked open the 

car door. She said swiftly, “He limps.”
I stepped out of the car, one foot still 

inside. Another man was coming along the 
bridge from the opposite end. I could hear 
his tread. And woven into it was the ac­
cented beat of the lame man’s gait.

“ A  trap!”  cried nurse Anne Gregory. 
“ It’s a trap!”

The car leaped ahead. It spilled me to 
the plank decking of the bridge. Splinters 
dug into the palms of my hand. The car 
sped toward the limping man, its door bang­
ing wildly. The limping man fired. The 
coupe kept going, the red tail-light wink­
ing smaller and smaller.

I got to one knee. My heart was bang­
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ing against my ribs. Both men were walk­
ing toward me again. A trap. The sort of 
horrible inexorability of it all submerged 
me. My own gun wouldn’t help against 
the two of them.

I went up on my toes, like a sprinter at 
the start of a race. Then I was dashing 
for the bridge rail while a long way back 
in space and time, my brain plodded along 
in an effort to catch up.

A shot whistled close and I hoped I could 
keep on being a moving target. Another 
shot- rang out. I went over the rail and 
plunged downward into empty darkness.

As a kid I’d gone swimming in Han­
ford’s Slough. W e’d dive off the bridge 
rail into the water below. In daylight it 
was a forty foot dive.

That had been a long time ago. And at 
night the dive seemed like a thousand feet. 
Or ten thousand.

I hit the water and my hands came up 
and smacked me in the forehead.

The impact stunned me, but the cold 
water brought me out of it. I paddled weak­
ly. On the shore was the dim outline of 
the big Carlin Lumber Company mill. My 
mill. Part of the inheritance Pete Martin 
was trying to take away from me.

There was a small night watchman’s 
shack at the water’s edge. Light spilled 
through a window onto the ground. A voice 
was calling something. My chest hurt as 1 
swam toward it.

Nothing more had come from the two 
men on the bridge.

Old hands helped me out of the water. 
I staggered inside the shack. A  hot fire 
was &oing in a stove made from an empty 
oil drum.

"That ties it !” The watchman’s voice 
was querulous. "T w o in one night.”

My teeth chattered. "T w o what?”  I 
sputtered.

“ Two suicides.”
“ You’re kidding.”
“ Naw,”  said the old man, " I ’m not.”

CHAPTER FOUR

Pav Dirt

D UTCH HENNING was waiting 
for me in my room. The desk clerk 
told me. He also told me that some­

body had been trying to reach me by tele­
phone everv five minutes for the past half 
hour

“ It sounded like the same girl, ” he said. 
My thoughts were hitter. Anne Greg­

ory’s ears should have been burning. My 
clothes were a rumpled mess. The night 
watchman had let me dry out in front of 
his stove. He’d wanted to call the cops 
but I’d talked him out of it.

The telephone rang and it was nurse Anne 
Gregory. The clerk passed it across to me 
and then went away.

“ Tom ! You got away!”
“ Not because of you,” I said.
“ I ’m sorry.” Her voice was soft again. 

“ But I was scared to death.” She sucked in 
her breath. “ All I could think about was 
getting away.”

“ What happened to the chauffeur?”
“ I don’t know. He must’ve seen trouble 

ahead— stayed away.” She paused. “ Pete 
Martin knows who you are. W e’ll have to 
talk to the chauffeur later. I ’m not asking 
you to believe me— ”

“ I believe you,”  I said. “ Where’s Pete 
Martin now?”

“ I ’m not sure— ”
“ I ’ll get in touch with you later,” I said. 
I walked slowly up the stairs. Every­

thing was becoming clear to me now. The 
two men on the bridge. One of them walk­
ing with a limp. Pete Martin was behind it. 
Pete Martin had always been behind it. He’d 
framed me that other time. Now he was 
trying to have me killed.

How else could it be? He hadn’t wanted 
to kill me before— only scare me into run­
ning away. H e’d hired Deacon Clarke and 
maybe Francie and the phoney cops. My
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appearance in Carlinville after eleven years 
had upset his plans. He couldn’t let me live.

Anger replaced the bitterness in my mind. 
A red haze was in front of my eyes. I wasn’t 
feeling sorry for myself now. All I wanted 
to do was get my hands on Pete Martin. 
My cousin, a killer. Neatly framing me for 
everything.

Dutch Henning was sitting la5c in a chair 
when I entered my room. He looked as 
weary as ever— except for his hands which 
were knotted tightly in his lap.

“ Where’ve you been?” he demanded.
‘ ‘You found something?” I asked.
“ You and me,” he said woodenly. “ We 

ain’t friends no longer. Me, I ’m cleaning 
out my desk. The ax falls tomorrow.”

“ What happened ?”
“ Me. Twenty years on the Carlinville 

cops. Now I'm washed up. That’s what 
comes of listenin’ to you goof off.” His 
look was savage. “ The chief’s got to do 
it. He found out about the autopsy. It 
was half over, so they had to finish. I get 
the can tied to me tomorrow.”

“ Poison?” I asked mechanically. “ What 
kind ?”

“ Poison— hell!” Dutch said. “ Your old 
man died of natural causes. Bum ticker.”

I stared at him. He was lying. He had to 
be lying. You couldn’t trust anybody. Dutch 
Henning was in with Pete Martini. I tried 
to keep my anger out of my face.

“ Tell me about John Clement,” I said.
“ Him ?” Dutch snorted. “ He came to 

town a couple of years ago. A  shady law­
yer. Brought a couple of stumblebums 
along with him. He built himself up fast. 
His wife kept in the background. He talked 
a lot about your old man owning the 
town. Folks listened to him— a lot of ’em 
were jealous of your old man’s wealth. 
That happens all the time. Your old man 
and Pete Martin were trying to fight him. 
Maybe he'll make it now.” Dutch Henning 
made an angry gesture. “ He’ll take the town 
to hell in a basket.”

I smiled. The smile felt stiff on my face. 
John Clement was against Pete Martin. 
Dutch Henning was against John Clement. 
Maybe John Clement was a shady charac­
ter— he’d known about my past and tried 
to use it as a bribe. But at least he was not 
a part of the plot against me.

“ Funny thing,” Dutch Henning was say­
ing. “ W e had a murder tonight. Somebody 
tried to make it look like suicide. A  gal. 
She was picked up in Hanford’s Slough. 
No water in the lungs. She was strangled 
first and then dumped in the water.”

“ W ho was it?”  I asked, on guard 
mechanically.

“ Your old man’s nurse. A  gal named 
Anne Gregory.”

There was no doubt-in my mind now. 
Dutch was in with Pete Martin. This sec­
ond lie was all the proof I needed. I ’d 
talked to nurse Ann Gregory only a few 
minutes before.

“ I got a car outside,” Dutch said. “ Pete 
Martin’s a swell guy. I can’t believe he’d 
ever frame you. Let’s you and me have a 
talk with him. It can’t do no harm. And 
maybe we’ll be able to figure out some­
thing.”

I was laughing inside. Not from humor. 
Here was Dutch leading me into a trap. If 
he and Pete Martin ever got me alone, I ’d 
be finished.

“ W here’s Pete now?” I asked.
“ Up at the lodge on Gravel Lake,” Dutch 

said. “ He took your old man’s death pretty 
hard. Your old man was like a father to 
him. He wanted to be alone. Work things 
out in his mind. H e’ll be back tomorrow 
for the funeral.”

I took my gun out of my pocket and ex­
amined it. Then I pointed it at Dutch. He 
said, “ Hey gu y ! That's loaded.” I reversed 
the gun, grabbing it by the barrel. I took 
two forward steps and then swung the butt 
against his head. He went down as limp 
as a sack of feed. The car keys were on 
a ring in his pocket. . . .
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Wallace Umphrey
TT’ IR and cedar and hemlock circled the 

lake. Underneath the trees was a tangle 
of huckleberry and salal. I left the car at the 
edge of the road and hiked down a wide 
were a thick soft carpet underfoot.

Moonlight made a slivery path on tilt- 
water. In the distance a loon cried eerily. 
The lodge squatted on the shore, a long 
low building made of fir logs tightly chinked. 
Light came softly through the windows.

I had it pegged now. I felt just as I'd 
felt the time Deacon Clarke had told me 
that Francie was stepping out. I wasn't 
rational.

I patted the gun in my pocket. It felt 
?ood. I pounded a fist on the door.

Through the French doors from the 
porch I could see into the room. Only a 
small table lamp was lit. The rest of the 
light came from a fire in the big stone fire­
place. Pete had been sitting on a sofa in 
front of the fire. He stood up now, blink­
ing. He was dressed in pajamas and a navy 
blue robe. His blond hair looked crisp.

He swung open one of the French doors.
“ Pete,” I said.
“ I don’t know you,” he said, peering.
I took out my gun and shoved it hard 

against his belly. His stomach was flat, 
smoothly muscled. He bent forward, star­
ing in deep surprise.

“ Move,” I told him. “ Inside.”
He didn’t move away from the doorway. 

He just stood there, bent over a little, one 
hand on the door jamb. I shoved harder 
with the gun and he took a couple of 
slow backward steps. He straightened, still 
regarding me with surprise. I kicked the 
door shut.

“ Don’t rib me,” I said. “ I'm Tom .”
A  strange light crept into his eyes. For 

a brief moment his bones seemed jellied. 
Then, ignoring the gun, he began pounding 
me on the back.

“ T om !” he yelled. “ Oh, my God! Tom 
Carlin. Where’ve you been all these years?
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Killer, Come Home!
We thought you were dead. . . . Tom Car­
lin! How’d you find me here? What’s the 
gun for? For God’s sake, Tom. Did you 
hear about your father? . . . Come in, Tom ! 
Come in, come in, come in !”

Everything was run together. A  good 
show. But that’s all it was— a show. If I 
hadn’t known better I ’d have thought he 
was genuinely surprised to see me.

Still ignoring the gun, he pulled me 
over to a chair. He sat down across from 
me. His eyes strayed from my face to the 
gun in my hand and back to my face again. 
He smiled uncertainly.

I should have shot him from the porch. 
The longer I delayed the harder it was go­
ing to be. You have to stay keyed-up to 
kill a man.

He stirred the fire, then pitched on a 
fresh chunk of fir. The fire blazed.

“ A  drink, Tom ?” he asked, turning. 
“ Hey! Put that gun away. What’s the
joke?”

“ Come on, Pete, you ought to know. Sit 
down.”

Slowly he shook his head. His smile 
teetered and slipped. I jerked the gun at 
him and he sank carefully into a chair. His 
smile was gone completely now. But he 
still looked puzzled. Puzzled rather than 
frightened.

One-handed, I lit a cigarette. Pete kept 
on staring at me. He didn’t speak but I 
knew what he was thinking. Tom’s crazy, 
he was thinking, he’s got a gun and he’s 
crazy as a loon.

I stared at him. He still didn’t look 
scared . . . My mind talked to me. K ey  
yourself up. Build it up so you can shoot.

I began to talk. Told him everything.
His eyes were alert now. He was strug­

gling to understand. A  good act. I kept 
on talking.

And it was working. I was getting there. 
Keyed up. Pretty soon, I ’d pull the trigger.

“ It’s crazy,” he said. “ You were framed.
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Wallace Umphrey
I didn’t do it. Maybe they just wanted a 
cut of your allowance check. Your father 
didn’t die of poison. Me poison him?” He 
shook his head. “ And I didn't try to have 
you killed earlier. Why would I do that? 
I haven’t hired anybody— ”

“ Six million dollars,” I said, “ says you’re 
lying.”

“ You don’t know about the will, Tom. 
You haven’t bothered to find out.” A des­
perate look had come into his eyes. He was 
aware of his danger now. "N o matter what 
happens, I run the business. I know it 
backward and forward. You don’t. But the 
rest of the estate, Tom— it’s in escrow.”

T T E  M AD E himself relax. “ Your father 
never gave up the idea that you might 

return. It broke his heart when you disap­
peared. He had pride, Tom. That’s why he 
told the newspaper that you’d been killed 
in the war. But he never gave up hope. The 
bulk of the estate was left to you.”

He laughed shakily. “ Would I frame you, 
or have you killed ? Listen, we were kids 
together! And your father— was almost like 
a father to me.”

Sweat dripped down my collar. I was 
as keyed-up as I’d ever b e ; I slowly took 
lane to the lodge. Fir and hemlock needles 
aim.

“ Tom ,” Pete Martin said, standing up 
and walking toward me. "Give me that 
gun, Tom. W e’ve got to talk this thing 
out. Tom, the gun.”

“ Stay away from m e!” I whispered 
hoarsely.

He kept on coming. Slowly and care­
fully but still coming. This was it. I couldn’t 
let him talk me out of it.

I pulled the trigger.
And nothing happened. The gun mis­

fired. My ducking 'in Hanford’s Slough 
had ruined it. I fell back into the chair. I 
began to blubber.

Pete was standing beside ,me now. His 
hand was gentle on my shoulder.



“ It’s bad, Tom,” Pete said. “ Somebody’s 
behind all this. It’s not me. W e’ve got to 
talk.”

A car stopped outside.
Dutch Henning came inside fast. Close 

behind, was John Clement. And behind 
him was a ijirl.

There was a gun in Dutch’s hand. He 
stared at Pete and then at me. Then he 
turned to Clement.

“ What the hell! This ain’t murder,”  he 
snapped.

John Clement was dressed in his blue 
double-breasted business suit. He looked 
confused. The girl was standing beside him 
now. She had dark hair brushing her shoul­
ders. Her greenish eyes stared at me.

“ Mrs. Clement,” Pete said, with an awk­
ward bow.

I was staring back at her. There was 
something. . . . No, it couldn’t be. No, no, 
no. Francie!

“ Tom,” Dutch Henning was saying to 
me. “ You were supposed to have killed Pete 
Martin. Clement told me. When you laid 
me out, I figured you were ready for any­
thing. I ’m a cop till tomorrow.”

It was Francie. I was still staring at her. 
Her hair was dyed. She’d changed in other 
ways. Nine years was a long time. But it 
was Francie.

“ My gun misfired,” I told Dutch Hen­
ning.

“ Good. There’s something here to be 
stirred up.”

I hardly heard him. The sight of Francie 
was taking my mind back in a slow lazy 
spiral. She was lying on the floor and I 
was standing over her with a smoking gun 
in my hand and the cops barged in.

Phony Francie. Phony cops.
“ Better talk, Tom ,” Dutch said. “ That 

dead girl we hauled out of Hanford’s 
Slough tonight was strangled and blue 
stains were found in your bathtub. There 
were rope marks on the window sill. You

Killer, Come Home!
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Wallace Umphrey
bought a rope today, Tom. You’d better 
talk.”

"She was planted on me, Dutch. I had 
to get rid of her.”

" A  nurse. Anne Gregory. Killed twenty- 
four hours ago. She knew too much.” Dutch 
Henning had his jaw out. “ You think that’s 
what it was, Tom ?”

Y ^ H I L E  I talked I stared at Francie.
No. I hadn’t seen Anne Gregory a 

couple oj hours ago. The light had been 
too dim. I’d never seen her, really. That’s 
why I didn’ t know her when she was lying 
in my bathtub.

Sandalwood’s odor came faintly to me.
It was Francie in the car with me! She’d 

taken the chance I wouldn’t recognize her. 
She’d driven me into that trap.

But was it a trap? No. They could have 
shot to kill. But they didn’t. They wanted 
me to get away so I ’d blame Pete. They 
wanted me to kill Pete for them.

Framed once. Framed twice.
I turned on John Clement. He’d known 

all about my past. Francie had told him. His 
eyes wavered and dropped away. He began 
nibbling at his lower lip.

“ Hullo, Francie,” I said, turning. 
“ Where’s Deacon Clarke?”

She stiffened a little, but that was all. 
“ So you know me. I ’m not surprised.” She 
shrugged. “ I haven’t seen the Deacon for 
a long, long time.”

“ You never got a divorce from me, Fran­
cie. You couldn’t— you were dead. You’re 
not married to Clement.”

“ N o.”
“ You’re still married to me.”
She smiled. “ That’s right, Tom. I’m still 

married to you. How does it feel?”
And everything was suddenly crystal 

clear. She’d come to Carlinville to wait. 
To wait for Amos Carlin to die. She’d 
taken up with John Clement and brought 
him along to wait.
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Killer, Come Home!
John Clement was the restless type. He 

was taking a flyer in local politics hoping 
for the Carlin wealth— and the town to 
hoot. It would he a nice little town to own.

“ Francie,” I said. “ You were my widow. 
When my father died you’d step forwards 
and claim my share of the estate."

She smiled. Her face was white, but she 
was still poised. She nodded silently.

“ And Francie. If anything happened to 
Pete— you’d inherit everything.”

“ You’re so right, Tom.”
“ You came here as my widow,” I said. 

“ You thought me dead. When I showed 
up, it complicated everything. But not for 
long. It gave you a chance to frame me 
again.”

I heard Pete suck in his breath. Dutch 
Henning was standing with his sturdy legs 
spread apart, trying to make up his mind. 
John Clement was tense. Only Francie was 
poised.

Then John Clement stooped and snatched 
up my automatic from the floor. He aimed 
at Dutch Henning.

Dutch had made up his mind. He shot 
Clement in the head.

Clement fell. Reflex pulled the trigger. 
The gun fired a shot into the ceiling.

It had misfired once— for me. But only 
once.

Glass shattered. Two men had kicked 
open the French door. Both fired together. 
Something heavy caught my left shoulder 
and spun me around. I stumbled and fell.

Dutch Henning fired carefully. One of 
the men fell away with a horrible scream.

And then, three slugs from the other gun 
drilled Dutch Henning in the chest.

I pried the gun out of John Clement’s 
hand. This time it fired for me. The sec­
ond man on the porch stumbled. He tried 
to flee, stumbling away with an odd rolling 
motion. Then he fell.

The room was full of smoke. Pete Mar­
tin hadn't moved since it all started. My
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TOOTH GUM,T00TH DROPS*POULTICE

Wallace Umphrey
shoulder was on fire. I crawled over to 
Dutch Henning’s side. He was still alive— 
his breathing labored and his pulse slow. 
His eyes were closed. I lifted his head 
and he opened them.

“ Call me sucker, Tom ,’’ he said with an 
effort. “ I ’ve always been a good cop. Kind 
of. But I never had ambition. Ask anybody. 
This is what I get for being ambitious.”

Francie laughed suddenly. I'd forgotten 
all about her. I stood up slowly, facing 
her. She jerked the gun and Pete Martin 
moved over to my side.

“ Francie,” I said. “ Dear, sweet lovable 
Francie. Wait a minute. Why was Anne 
Gregory killed?”

The gun didn’t waver. “ We lived in the 
same apartment. She must have heard John 
talking to me. She got suspicious.”

“ Wait a minute, Francie— ”

p A I K F U L L Y , Dutch Flenning’s body 
stirred. His hand, still holding a gun, 

began to lift. His face was wet. Francie 
watched and shifted her gun as his hand 
was up then his gun roared. Francie fell 
over backward. She was dead.

“ I don’t feel had about that,” Dutch 
Henning whispered. "I guess I don't feel 
bad about nothing. Can you hear me, 
Tom ?”

“ I can hear you.”
“ That’s good. . . . The lights are out, 

Tom. It’s getting kind of dark in here. 
Ain’t it?”

His eyes were open, but they were blank 
now. He smiled once and then his body 
sagged. I closed his eyes for him.

Pete Martin was breathing heavily. “ It's 
over, Tom. I ’d better call town.”

He moved away. I could hear him furi­
ously jiggling the hook, trying to get the 
operator. I tried to withdraw from the 
death all around me.

My mind wouldn't allow it. The past was 
gone. Maybe later I could think about 
the future. • • •
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_______ Deadly Downbeat________
(Continued from page 65)

I picked out the photos of the two mugs 
who had gotten wind of the load of narcotics 
that Steve was carrying on his projected 
tour of the country, and I left old Morrison 
with him telling me that if ever I wanted 
to become a detective to see him first. I 
thanked him but I had other ideas, ideas 
that I liked much better.

It was about ten a.m. when I reached 
Lee Fuller by telephone. I ’d already gotten 
a new drummer and a new piano player—  
all I needed now was a new gal singer.

“ You’ve got until noon to be packed and 
sitting in the bus in the Metropolitan 
Garage on West 110th Street, baby,”  I said. 

“ What? . . . What did you say?” 
“ Mitch Irwin’s Orchestra is leaving at 

twelve, noon, on a cross country tour,”  I 
tossed at her. “ I need a thrush . . .  a red­
headed thrush. “ How about it, honey?” 

' “ Oh, Mitch,” she whispered, “ you’re a 
darling . . . I ’ll . . . I ’ll be there!”

I was about to hang up when I thought 
of something.

“ Hey, Lee, baby,” I said into the mouth­
piece, “ I'forgot to ask you . . . can you 
really sing?” • • •

When NERVOUS 
TENSION

MAKES YOU

ALL “KEYED-UPtt

Take Miles Nervine to relax. See 
how it can soothe and comfort 
“jangled" nerves. Contains no Bar­
biturates. Follow the labeL Avoid 
excessive use. At all drugstores.

M IL E S

NERVINE
MAKE EXTRA MONEY
EVERY BUSINESS EVERYWHERE 

USES UNION LABEL BOOK MATCHES
No experience needed to emrn biff dolly commissions. 
Be a direct factory represented ve o f the world's largest 
exclusive UNION LABEL Book Hatch manufacturer. 
Prospects everywhere. Feature 
Glamour G irls, H illb illies, 
icon ics  and dozens o f  other 
styles—Double B o o k s — Jumbo 
Books —n early  100 co lo r  combi­
nations. New, bigger portfolio 
makes this fastest se llin g  line 
a real profit maker for  you.
Write TODAY for full details.

SUPERIOR MATCH CO.
D p L  S -1 S 3 , 7 B 2S  a . O r ru n  wood A v e ., Chicago I B ,  I I I .  
W est Coast Salesm en, w rite  Bon 1 0 0 7 , Ban Jose, C a lif.

R U P TU R ED ?
Get Relief This Proven Way

W hy try  to w orry  a long  w ith trusses that gouge your 
flesh— press heavily on hips and spine— enlarge op en in g—  
fa il to  hold ru p tu re? Y ou need the Cluthe. N o leg-straps 
or  cutting belts. A u tom atic adjustable pad holds at real 
open in g— fo llow s every  body m ovem ent w ith  instant in ­
creased support in case o f  stra in . C annot slip w hether at 
w ork  or  play. L ig h t. W a terp roo f. Can be w orn  in bath. 
Send fo r  am azing F R E E  book , "A d v ice  T o R u ptu red" and 
details o f  liberal truth fu l 60-day tria l offer. A lso  endorse­
m ents from  gratefu l users in your neighborhood . W r ite : 

C L U T H E  SO N S , D ept. 15, B loom field, N ew  Jersey.

Fistula M ay Often 
Result From Piles

FREE BOOK —  Gives Facts 
On Associated Ailments

A  n e w , illustrated 40-page book  on F istula, R ecta l 
A bscess, P iles  and other recta l and co lon  disorders is now  
F R E E  to all sufferers. W rite  today— a card w ill do. 
T h orn ton  & M inor H ospital. Suite 105, 911 E. L in  w ood, 
K a n s a s  City 6, Mo.

i l l



Murray LeinsterD E V E L O P  A  S T R O N G

HE-MAN VOICE
STRENGHTEN vovt voice 
this tested scientific way. Yes 
—you may now be able to im­
prove the POWER o f your 
epealring and singing voice— 

and in the privncy o f your own room! 
Self-training lessons, mostly silent. 
Nomnslcrequired, r n r r  n n n i f

W R IT E  TO D A Y FO R ■ l l t t  DUUA
Engene Feuchtlnger’s great booklet‘ ‘How to Develop 
a Saccessfal Voice." It’ s absolutely FREE! You mast 
state your age. Booklet mailed postpaid in plain wrap­
per. No salesman will call. Send your name, age now I
P R E F E C T  V O I C E  I N S T I T U T E

2 1 0  • . C l in to n  S t . f S tu d io  A X -B ,  C h ic a g o  0 ,  I I I .

We start you in a Good raying Business by 
sending Big Case of Home Products F R E E . 

Introduce these famous products and our 
popular premium offers to your friends. 
P aya B ig  " Y e a r - R o u n d "  P ro fits . Rush 
name for outfit. Hurryl

.S ' BLAIR, Dept. 42LA, Lynchburg, Va.

I N V E N T O R S
If you believe that you have an invention, you should find out how 
to protect It. We are registered Patent Attorneys. Bend for copy of 
our Patent Booklet ” How to Protect Your Invention,”  and an * 'In ­
vention Record”  form. No obligation. They are yours for the asking.

Me MORROW, BERMAN & DAVIDSON
15 0 -K  V lo to r  B u i ld in g

R eg is te red  P a te n t A tto rn e y s
Washington 1, D. C.

T E L L  F O R T U N E S
Your own . . . Your friends
with playing cards. The fortune 
teller's secret meanings. Printed 
on stickers for each card with lay­
out chart. Only $1.00—No C.O.D.

P S O R I A S I S ?  
T RY  E P I D E X

Definite benefit In two weeks or money refunded without 
question. Write for free information or send $5.00 for 
8 oz. bottle.
Huron Laboratories, Inc. -  Box 1267 -  Detroit 31, Mich.

High School Course
a t H o m e___  Many Finish in 2 Years

I
Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Cootm 
equivalent to resilient school work — prepares for college 
entrance exams. Standard H .  S. texts supplied. Diploma. 
Credit for H. S. subject* already completed. Single subject* If 
desired. High school education Is very Important for advancement 
In baslnee* and Industry and socially. D on't be hand I a n  pad ail

: " " ' ...........................

yoar life. Be a High School graduate. Start your training now.Free — ■■ -  ‘  “  ‘ ”  ”Bulletin on request. No obligation.
AnerlcanSchool.DpL. H-149, Druel at5Stb, Chicago37

*1500
ADVANCE
F o r  W i n n i n g  

POFM

^ If a t o C b h t e s t
$3.00 for all services 

and maler<als —  THAT ' S ALL ! ! !  ■ 
N O  OTHER CHARGES OR GIMMI CKS
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(Continued from page 46) 
ered himself. He screamed so shrilly and 
60 long that he could not believe that he 
could go unheard.

But nobody came. When it grew dark, 
his voice was a croak, and he knew that no­
body would come. By that time, too, his 
hands were raw and bleeding from desper­
ate attempts to climb the smooth, concrete 
wall. When night fell and the thin, rec­
tangular bit of sky above him grew dark 
and cold, incurious stars looked down into 
the .well upon him, he wept in utter despair.

He could think about the vast satisfaction 
he’d had in killing Doren, to be sure, but it 
was no comfort. He even knew that some 
time, maybe one month, maybe two, or even 
three months hence, his letter would bring 
somebody here to look for him. But that 
was no comfort either. From this instant, 
until starvation ended it, he would be dying 
. . . slowly. In murdering Doren and ar­
ranging so cleverly to escape all suspicion, 
he’d been remarkably successful. No one 
would ever dream that he’d killed Doren. 
But he’d planned a single murder and it had 
turned out a double one. . . .

There was one difference between the 
two murders, though. Thad Hunt’s own 
dying wasn’t over so soon. In fact, it wasn’t 
completely over until far into the third 
week. • • •

INVEST IN

★  ★  ★ ★  ★  ★

W rit*  ta t  FREE IN FORM ATION

R O M A R  M U S I C  I N C .  R A D I O  C I T Y  S T A T I O N  
P . O . B .  - 1 8 0 ,  Dept .  F.,  N e w  Y o r k  19, N.  Y.

TOMORROW!



Badge o f Honor
( Continued from page 69)

Ever since iny baby died back in Circleville, 
I ’ve had only one hope to get my wife back.

“ After our baby died, she went wild. 
She left me. We had no money, see, for 
doctors that could have saved our baby.

"She came here. I followed to try to 
get her back. Only way I knew was to 
get a lot of money— enough to buy her back. 
Maybe in time I could get her well, show 
her she was wrong. I took bribes, anything 
to get that money.

“ Costella tried to bribe me today. He 
said I had to help him. But what he didn’t 
know was that my reason for taking bribes 
was gone. He himself had killed it. I 
didn’t need money any more. Not since 
Costella killed Sally. Sure, Costella had 
the honor of being Sally’s fourth husband—  
but I was her first.’ ’ • • •

P L A S T I C S
'*£*»ji*

The re  are R I C H  O P P O R T U N I T I E S  far M E N  and W O M E N  
w ith  ''k n o w -h o W  in Plastic*. Interstate’* new P l u t i n  c o u m  

tells and show* how to make hilndred* of fast selling items o ul 
of Plastic*. Qivea complete training is  labrication, casting, 
lam ination, m olding, internal carving, etc., in  sim ple, easy, 
step-by-step language and picture!. Plastic* and Fabricating 

K its  lot 7J valuable Plastic items come with training at no 

V y G * *  estra cost S T A R T  A  P L A S T I C S  B U S IN E S S  O F  Y O U R  
O W N . N o  other industry hold* iu ch  promise Idr the 

future. Y o u  can make big money m anufacturing n o v ­

elties, toys, signs, etc.. In your own home In spare or full 
time. D o n ’t  w a it! Learn N O W  how Interstate’s Plastics 

Tra in in g  qualifies yo u for success In  the Plastics field.

Plastics and  supplies furnish in
FOR 23 VALUABU PROJECTS

INTERSTATE TRAINING SERVICE
D e p t .  C U A  P o r t la n d  13 , O re g o n

Free Book on A rthritis  
And Rheumatism
HOW TO  AVOID CRIPPLING DEFORMITIES

A n  am azing new ly  enlarged 44-page book entitled 
“ R heum atism ”  w ill be sent free  to  anyone w ho w ill w rite 
fo r  It.

It  reveals w hy drugs and m edicines g ive on ly  tem po­
rary re lie f and fa il to  rem ove the causes o f  the trouble; 
explains a proven specialized n on -su rg ica l, non-m edical 
treatm en t w hich  has proven successfu l fo r  the past 83 
years.

Y ou in cu r no ob ligation  in sending fo r  this instructive 
book. It  m ay be the m eans o f sav ing  you years o f  untold 
m isery. W hite today to The Ball C lin ic, D ept. 16, E xcel- 
■lor S prings, M issouri.

D r a w  T h i s  C a r

Free! $280 Art Course!
6 PRIZES! Lit Complete $280 Art Course; 
2>d t* 6th: Complete Artist’s Drawing Sets.

H a n ’t  y o u r  b ig  chance, if you want to become 
a commercial artist, designer, or illustrator I 
An easy-to-try way to win FREE art training! 
If  y o u r  d ra w in g  s/ i o w i  promise we give you pro­
fessional comments on it free! Trained illus­

trators, artists and cartoonists now making 
big money. Find out now if Y O U  have profit­
able art talent. You’ve nothing to lose—  
everything to gain. Start your drawing now. 
Mail it today.

Amatmurt en ty l  Our students not eligible. 
Make copy of car 8 ina. long. Pencil or 
pen only. Omit the lettering. All draw- 
ings must be received by Jan. 31, 1953. 
None returned. W inner, notified.

ART INSTRUCTION, INC., Dept. 1 29 32
5 0 0  S. 4th Si.,  Minneapolis 15, Minn.

Please enter my attached drawing in your Draw A Car Contest. 
(P L E A S E  P R IN T )

No m e ------------------- -----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------Agm

Address

City

Phone

State O ccupation _
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K c d i i c in i i  S|KH ialisl  Savs:

LOSE WEIGHT
Where

It
Shows
Most

MOST ANY 
PART OF 

THE
BODY WITH

A P P R O V E D
Relaxing • 
Penetrating

Soothing
Massage

TAKE OFF EXCESS WEIGHT!
Don't’ Stay FAT —You Can Lose 
POUNDS and INCHES SAFELY HEALTH

T i k e  pounds o f f  —  keep 
ilrm  and tr im  w ith  Spot 
R e d u ce rl R em arkab le  new 
In ve n tio n  w h ich  uses one 
o f  the  m ost e ff e c t iv e 'r e ­
d u c in g  m ethods em ployed 
b y  m asseurs and tu rk ish  
baths— M A S S A C E !

y j  IK E  a m a g ic  w an d , the 
^ / ^ " S p o t  R ed u cer”  obeys 

your every w ish . M ost 
any p ir t  o f your body w here 
It  Is loose and f la b b y , w her­
ever you have extra  w e igh t 
and in che s, the " S p o t  R ed u c­
e r ”  can a id  you in  a cq u irin g  
a y o u th fu l, slender and g ra ce ­
fu l fig u re . The  b eau ty  of th is  
s c ie n t if ic a l ly  designed R ed u c­
er is  th a t  the m ethod is so 
sim p le  and easy, the results 
q u ic k , sure and h arm less. N o 
e xe rc ise  or s t r ic t  d iets. No 
steam baths, d rugs or la x a ­
tives.

W ith  th a  S P O T  R E D U C E R  you  oan now  en joy  th a  
b e n e fits  o f  R E L A X IN G , S O O T H IN G  m assage In  th a

rr iv a c y  o f y o u r ow n h o m e l S im p le  to  use— Just p lug  
n, grasp  h a n d le  a nd  a p p ly  over m oat a n y  p a rt o f th e  
bo d y— s tom ach , h ips, cheat, neck, th lg h a , a rm a. b u t-  

tocka , e tc . The re la x in g , to o th in g  m aasage breaks 
dow n F A T T Y  T I8 S U E S ,  tones the  m uscles a nd  flesh, 
a nd  the  inc reased  aw akened b lood  c irc u la t io n  ca rrie s  
aw ay  w aste fa t— helps you rega in  a nd  keep a f i rm e r  an d  
m ore G R A C E F U L  F IG U R E I

Your Own Private Masseur at Home
W hen ) 0 u use Ihe S p o t R educer, I t ’ s a lm o s t l ik e  hav­
in g  y o u r  own p r iv a te  m asseur a t hom e. I t ’s fu n  re d u c ­
in g  th is  w a y l I t  n o t o n ly  he lps you  reduce  a nd  keep 
s l im —  b u t a lso  a id s  In  th e  r e l ie f  o f those types o l aches 
a nd  p a in s — and t i re d  nerves th a t  can be helped by 
m assage! The S pot R educer Is ha n d so m e ly  m ade o f 
l ig h t  w e ig h t a lu m in u m  and  ru b b e r and  t r u ly  a b e a u ­
t i f u l  In v e n tio n  you  w i l l  be t h a n k fu l  you  o w n . AC 110 
v o lts . U n d e rw r ite rs  la b o ra to ry  approved.

TRY T H E  SPOT  REDUCER 10 DAYS FREE IN YOUR OWN HOME!  i
M a ll th is  coupon w ith  o n ly  | l  fo r  y o u r  S po t R educer on a p p ro v a l. P ay 
pos tm an  $8.95 p lus  d e liv e ry — o r send J9 .95  ( f u l l  p rice ) and  we sh ip  
postage p re p a id . Use I t  fo r  ten  days In y o u r  ow n hom e. T h e n  I f  no t 
d o lig h te d  re tu rn  S po t R educer f o r  f u l l  pu rchase  p r ic e  re fu n d . D on ’ t  
d e la y !  Y ou  have n o th in g  to  lose— except u g ly , e m b a rra ss in g , u n d e ­
s ira b le  pounds o f F A T . M A IL  C O U P O N  n o w !

ALSO USE IT  FOR ACHES AND PAINS

C A N 'T SLEEP
Relax with e le c tr ic  
Spot Reducer. See how 
sooth ing its gentle 
massage can be. Helps 
you sleep when mas­
sage can be of benefit.

MUSCULAR ACHES:
A  handy helper for 
tran s ie n t re lie f  of 
discomforts that can 
be aided by gentle, 
relaxing massage.

LOSE .WEIGHT 
OR NO CHARGE

USED BY EXPERTS
T h o u sa n d s  have lo s t 
w e  I g h t  th is  w a y— In 
h ip s , a b d o m e n ,  legs, 
a rm s , necks, b u tto c k s , 
e tc . T he  sam e m ethod  
used by stage , screen 
a n d  ra d io  p e rs o n a litie s  
and  l e a d i n g  re d u c in g  
sa lo n s . T he  S po t Re­
d u c e r can be used In 
y o u r  spare  t im e , in  th e  
p r l v a o y  o f  y o u r  ow n 
ro o m .

ORDER IT  TODAY

S P O T  R E D U C E R  C O .,  D e p t .  B - 3 2 2  

3 1 8  M a r k e t  S t . ,  N e w a r k ,  N e w  J e rs e y

Ple a se  le n d  m e  th e  S p o t R e d u c e r T o r l O  da y*  
t r ia l  p e r io d . I  e n c lo s e  S I .  U p o n  a r r i v a l  I 
w i l l  p a y  p o s tm a n  o n ly  S 8 .9 5  p lu s  postage 
and h a n d l in g .  I f  n o t d e lig h te d  I  m a y  r e t u r n  
S P O T  R E D U C E R  w i t h i n  l O  d a y s  lo r  p ro m p t 
re fu n d  of f u l l  p u rc h a s e  p r ic e .

Q  I e n c lo se  $ 1 2 .9 0 .  S e n d  D c L u i t  M o d e l.

City, State.
|~| S A V E  P O S T A G E  —  C h e c h  h e re  i t  y o u  e n clo se  
$ 9 .9 5  w it h  c o u p o n . W e  pa y a ll  pon ta ge  and 
h a n d lin g  c h a rg e s . S a m e  m o n e y  bach g u a ra n te e  
a p p lie s . Q  I e n c lo se  S 1 2 B 8  S e n d  D e L tix e  M o d e l.

LO S! WEIGHT OR NO. .CHARG E I -------------J

1 MAIL THIS 10 DAY FRFE TRIAL COUPON



W L r r

w r it  “

MK<BlrvB.
TRAIN FA S TE R -  TRAIN -  TRAIN FASTER

I N 10 M O N T H S - O R  L E S S - F O R

RADIO-TELEVISION
Our 21st Year Training Men fo r Greater Incomes and Security in Radio-Television^

I S E N D  Y O U

18 BIG  K IT S
of Radio Toll-vision purls and equipment. 
Much of your training will he uctuul 
construction and experimentation . . 
the kind of truly PRACTICAL Instrue-t. 
tlon that prepurcs you lor your Radio-

NEW! NO OBLIGATION PLAN
You Have No Monthly Payment Contract to Sign 
Pay For Your Training as You Earn and Learn

You c un gel into R.uh«i-Ti Iwimum, induy’.- fastest growing big money 
opportunity held, in months instead of years' M y completely new 
‘ package unit" training plan prepares you in as little as 10 months 

or even less1 .Y<» innrdhty fim/nu hi mnlrnrl in tuyn—lhus X O  IfIS K  to youf 
This is America's finest, most complete, practical training—gets you 

~~ ready to handle any practical job in the booming Radio-Television industry.
Sturt your own profitable Radio-Television shop . . .  or accept a good pay- 

WJ,'S'""'* ing job. I have trained hundreds of successful Radio-Television technicians 
during the past. 21 yeuis — and stand ready to train you, even if you have no pre­
vious experience! Mail coupon and get all the facts — F H Lli!

Valuable Equipment Included 
W ith Training

The new Spray berry "package”  plan 
includes miinv big kits of genuine, pro- 

icssiiiiuil Radio-Television equipment.
You perform over MOO demonstrations, 
experiments and construction projects.
You build a powerful fi-tulic 2-band 
radio sol. multi-range test meter, signal 
general or, signal (racer, inuny other 
projects. All equipment and lessons ure 
a<>urs In  h e tp  . . . you have pructically 
everything you need to set up your own 
profitable Radio-Television service shop.

Earn Extra Money While You Learn!
All your 10 months of training is IN YOUR 
HOME in spare hours. Keep on with your 
present job and income while learning. With 
each training "package”  unit, you receive 
extra plans ami "Business Builder" ideas for 
spa re time Radio-Television jobs. New tele­
vision stations everywhere, open vast new 
opportunities for truined Radio-Television 
Technicians—and those in training. If you 
expect to be in the urmed forces later, there 
is no better preparation than practical 
Sprayberry Radio-Television training,

SPRAYBERRY ACADEMY OF RADIO 111 NORTH CANAL ST.
Dept. 53-S. Chicogo 6, III.

MAIL eOUPOM 
TODAY!

MO OBLIGATION

Invite you to get all the facte —

T O  YOU 3 BIG
RADIO-TELEVISION BOOKS
Rush coupon for my three 

big ltu dlo-T elevlslon  books: 
Iiow to Make Money in Radio-Television.”  

PLUS my new Illustrated Television Bulletin 
PLUS un actual sample Sprayberry Lesson 
— ALL FREE. No obligation and no sales­
man will call, Mall coupon NOW1

SPRAYBERRY ACADEMY OF RADIO, Dept. 53-S
111 N orth  Canal S t., C h icago t ,  III.
Please rush to mo all information on your 10-M ONTH  Radio-Tele­
vision Training Plan. 1 understand this doea not obligate me and that 
no salesman will call upon me. Be a ure to include 3 book* FREE.

Nam e____________. . . _____ _____ ________ . . . . ____ A ge.,

. S ta te .. . . . . . . . . . . . . .



T H E  S A R A C E N  B L A D E ^ H  
Frank Y erby ^

storm  o f  p assion  and a d ­
venture  from  th e pa laces  
o f  S ic ily  to  the harem s 

 ̂ o f  the O rient! ” Yer- 
Rk h y 's  boat by  fa r t”
■  -C h ic . T ribu n e . Pub.
■  c<lition $ 3 .5 0

of these Big New Best-Sellers
Up to *11.20 Value 1".,’on yours for only

With Dollar Book Club Membership
W H A T  a bargain ! Choose any three of these great 
books for on ly  $ 1 .0 0 !  N e w  hit novels— d e lu x e  
volu m es— all full library size, in handsom e, perm a­
nent bindings. T o ta l value of any three up to $ 1 1 .2 0  
in publishers’ editions! A  big generous sam ple of the 
fascinating reading and huge savings offered b y  this when y o u  IOIN 
C lu b ! Send no m on ey— just m ail the coupon below  
to accept this w onderful offer!

Thorndiks-Barnhart D IC TION A RY
N ow —featu res every  advance In d ic ­
tion ary-m ak in g  du rin g  the last 1 0 0  
years! 8 0 .0 0 0  en tr ies , 7 0 0  illu stra ­
tion s, 9 0 0  p ages; m o d e m  d efin ition s.
O ver 5 0 0 ,0 0 0  cop ies  in prin t; a 
m ust fo r  the hom e library! T H E  CAIN E  

M U T IN Y  
Harman Wouk

P u litzer  P rize- 
W in n er—A m eri­
ca ’ s m ost-read , 
m ost d iscu ssed  
tKtok! “ G reatest 
n o v e l  y e t  t o  
c o m e  o u t  o f  
W orld  W ar I I . ”  
—N. Y. T im es. 
Pub. ed . $ 3 .9 5

MODERN 
FA M IL Y  

COOK 
BOOK 

Meta Given

3 6 5  daily  
m enus co m ­
p lete  w ith  
d e lic io u s  rec  
ipes! Plans 
your m eals, 
gu id es  you r 
sh opp in g , 
m akes meal
preparation  
a pleasure! 
8 5 0  p ages, 
hun dreds o f  
p ictu res !

T H E  O U T L IN E  OF H IS TO R Y —  H. G. Wells. The w h ole  story  o f  
m ankind from  ea r lie s t  tim es  through  W orld  War II. 1 .3 0 0  pages, 
m ore than 2 0 0  m aps and p ictu res ! M ost accla im ed  book o f  our 
t im e—a n ecess ity  fo r  ev ery  m o d e m  reader. Pub. ed . $ 3 .4 5 .

MY 
COUSIN 

RACHEL 
Ptphne du Maurier

W ho w as R ach el . . 
an angel o f  beau ty  o r  a 
w icked  G oddess? Y ou ’ ve 
w aited  13 years—since
“ R etiecea” — fo r  th is  sus- 
pen se  n ove l! Pub. ed. 
$ 3 .5 0 .

RAMPOLE PLACE 
Isabella Holt

W hat happens to  a to w n ’ s 
“ first fa m ily ”  w hen its 
m od em  son s and dau gh ­
ters find d an gerou s fre e ­
dom  in the breakdow n o! 
o ld  taboos abou t love? 
D ram atic pun ch  o f  th* 
year! Pub. ed . $ 3 .5 0

■a
M A IL  T H IS  CO U PO N
Doubleday Dollar Book Club. Dept. IPFG, Garden City. New York

Please enroll me as a Dollar Book Club member. Send me at once 
the 3 books checked below and bill me ONLY $1 FOR ALL 3. plus 
few cents shipping cost:

□  The Caine Mutiny □  Modern Family Cook Book
□  My Cousin Rachel □  Outline of History
□  Rampole Place □  The Saracen Blade

□  Thorndike-Barnhart Dictionary
Also send me my first Issue of “ The Bulletin.”  telling about the 

new forthcoming $1* bargain book selections and other bargains 
for members.

I may notify you In advance If I do not wish either of the follow­
ing months’ selections The purchase of books is entirely voluntary 
on my part. I do not have to accept a hook every month—only six 
 ̂ year. I pay nothing except $1 for each selection I accept, plus a 

few cents shipping cost, (unless I choose an extra-value selection.) 
rJO-RISK G U A R A N T E E :  If not delighted, return all 3 
hooks In 7 3ars and this membership will he cancelled.

I

I
I

I
I

I
Mr.
Mrs. . . 
Miss

Address

Please
Print I

I
City Cr
Zone ...........................................................  State
•In Canada. $1.10 plus shipping, address 105 Bond St.. Toronto 2. 

Offer good in U. S A. and Canada only. 8

SAVE TW O-THIRDS THE USUAL 
COST OF NEW BOOKS
TH E  very sam e titles selling in publishers’ retail edi­

tions for up to $ 3 .7 5  com e to D ollar B ook  C lub  
m em bers for on ly  $ 1 — an incredibly big saving averag­
ing m ore than tw o-thirds on each selection. T hese sa v ­
ings are possible because of the huge printings m ade for 
nearly a m illion m em bers!
Take as Few as Six Books a Yoor! M em b ersh ip  in 
the D ollar B ook  C lu b  requires no dues o f an y kind. 
Y o u  do not even have to take a book every  m on th ; 
the purchase of as few  as six books a year fulfills 
you r m em bership  requirem ent!
Stort Enjoying Membership Now! U p on  receipt of 
coupon at left, you w ill be sent A N Y  3 B O O K S  Y O U  
C H O O S E  F R O M  T H I S  P A G E  F O R  O N L Y  $ 1 , plus 
few  cents shipping cost. T w o books are your gift for 
joining, the other is your first selection. T hereafter, 
you will receive regularly the C lu b ’ s B u lletin , which  
describes the forthcom ing $1 C lu b  selections, also 
occasional extra-value books up to $ 1 .4 9 . B u t you buy  
on ly  the books you w ant.

Send No Money— Just the Coupon!
W h en  you  see your T R I P L E  book package— and  

realize the values you will continue to receive from  the 
C lu b — you w ill be delighted to have becom e a m em ber! 
M a il the coupon now . D O U B L E D A Y  D O L L A R  B O O K  
C L U B  G A R D E N  C I T Y . N E W  Y O R K .


