




























































































32 MAMMOTH DETECTIVE

Palm City—a town in Florida.”
“Never heard of it.”
“It’s a motheaten

town, southwest of Jacksonville,”

Rick said. “I was there once. The

county sheriff, Don Holt, is a friend

0. mine.”

“That doesn’t prove the letters
aren't forged,” Barr said.

“I wouldn’t bet on it,” Rick said.
“Sabina’s name wasn’t mentioned in
any of the letters. The salutation
reads only: ‘Dear Daughter.” If they
were forged, Sabina would have been
sure to strew her name through the
letters.”

“That shows how clever she is!”
Deborah File exclaimed.

Rick was surprised at the
vechemence of her tone and expres-
sion; he hadn’t thought her capable
of it. After all, though, it meant a
lot of money to her if Sabina Felice
vas shown to be a fraud.

Barr said casually: “She looks
dumb enough to think she can put
across a forgery on an estate that
size. Those letters will be studied by
half the experts in the country. And
every bit of her background will be
gone into. How about some lunch,
Debby?”

She stood up, and she was tall.
Rick preferred girls he did not have
to look down at. She gave him a
parting smile—the first time Rick
had seen her smile, and it was some-
thing to see. Then she tucked her
hand intimately through Joe Barr's
arm and walked off with him.

Rick left almost at their heels. He
saw them head east, and as he stood
watching them, he wished suddenly
that he were taking her to lunch.

inland resort

HE RODE downtown in the subway
to Chambers Street and walked
the rest of the way to a sporting arms

store. The manager knew him well
and insisting on showing Rick his cur-
rent supply of pistols and revolvers.
When Rick left, he was wearing a hol-
ster under his left shoulder, and his
revolver was in it.

His next step was West Seventeenth
Street. He went up to the first floor of
a shoddy building and entered a glazed
door which bore the information:
“HERBERT WINDRO, CHEMICAL
ANALYSIS.” A young man in white
smock and rimless glasses came into the
tiny outer office.

Rick unwrapped the bottle from the
newspaper and handed it to Windro.
“Give it the works, Herb.”

“It’s a shame,” Windro said. “Good
bourbon.”

“Maybe not so good.”

Windro grinned. “Don’t tell me it’s
evidence the police are after. Last time,
you had me in hot water.”

“All right, so I’'m not telling you,”
Rick said. “I’ll be back in an hour.”

He walked, still limping, until he
came to a restaurant he knew served
good food. While he was eating, a
woman came down between the tables
with a coat over her arm. She stopped
two tables away and looked at him.
Rick put his hands on the sides of the
chair, meeting her eyes. He had never
seen her before, but he had never seen
the woman who had murdered the girl.
At least, he didn’t know if he had.

An eternal moment passed before the
woman turned her back to him and hung
her coat on a hook. All she had in the
hand beneath the coat was her bag.
Rick eased back in his chair, feeling
foolish. For the first time he admitted
to himself that he was scared.

When he returned to the laboratory,
Herbert Windro came into the outer
office beaming happily.

“Cyanide of potassium,” Windro an-
nounced.
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“Where’s Eddie?” Rick asked.

“You mean the man I hired to drive
me up here?” she said blandly. “I paid
him off and he went back to the city.”

Deborah said: “So you know her,
Rick?”

“No. I met her for a few minutes an
hour ago. She was with Eddie Mix, a
mug and a killer. Eddie doesn’t hire
himself out—not to drive cars, anyway.
He beat her up and she liked it, so I
imagine she’s his woman.”

“You lie!”” Camilla screeched.
die’s only——"

“Take it easy,” Rick told her mildly.
“Remember you’re here to ooze sweet-
ness and good-will. You're not greedy
like Sabina Felice. You want to do right
by your aunt and cousin. Besides, it
will be easy to find out what you and
Eddie Mix are to each other.”

She regarded him suspiciously, then
showed her back to him and faced Miss
File. “All right, so I'm not a fine lady.
I don’t move in high society. What do
you expect? My old man walked out
on Mom when T wasn’t even a year old.
And when I was seven she died and
there wasn’t a person in the world who
gave a damn about me. I didn’t have
it easy, though my old man was filthy
rich. But get this. He left me his
dough and it’s mine no matter who 1
know or what I do.”

“Leave this house,” Miss File said.

“Huh?”

“I said, leave this house.”

“Keep your shirt on,” Camilla said.
“I didn’'t come here to make trouble.
Hell, if I was a crook like this Sabina
Felice, I'd go to the papers first,
wouldn’t I? Well, I’ve told nobody. I
came to see my aunt and cousin first—
to talk reason to them. I'm not a hog;
I don’t want to leave my only two rela-
tives out in the cold. There’s plenty
for all of us.”

“Debby,” Miss File said, “please

“Ed-

phone the state police to send some-
body to remove this hussy from my
house.”

“Hussy!” Camilla’s voice hit a new
high. “Who you calling a hussy, you old
witch?”

Reuben Jones spoke for the first time
since she had entered. He had been
watching her, forgetting to empty his
cocktail down his throat. “You say your
name is Camilla?”

She swung toward him as if she had
discovered a new enemy. “So what?”

“You got a second name, ain’t you?”

“It’s Rogers,” she said. “Camilla
Rogers. But don’t be a wise guy and
try to trap me. I know my name ought
to be File, and it was until he ran out on
Mom. Then she took her own name
again and so did I. That was Garcia.”

Jones nodded eagerly. “That’s it—
Garcia. And what was your mother’s
name?”’

“Leta.”

“Right! I knew her in those days. I’'m
Reuben Jones.”

“Sure!” Camilla said. “I read about
you when I read my old man died.
And Mom used to speak about you.
You’ll tell these people I'm okay.”

Miss File clasped her hands tightly in
front of her. “What is this nonsense,
Reuben? You said you had no knowl-
edge of a wife or child.”

“I said I wasn’t sure. Maybe Anselm
didn’t marry this Leta Garcia.”

“He did,” Camilla said. “Look, I got
it here, all legal.”

HE opened a handbag the size of a
small valise and took out papers
and thrust them into Jones’ hand. Dis-
dainfully Miss File remained where she
was, but Rick and Deborah moved to
elther side of the old man.
“Yup!” Jones said. “That’s the place
—Dig Center, Texas. It shows here he
married Leta Garcia March 12, 1912.
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she was running in front of the house
or on the road. He stood rigid, lis-
tening, and then he heard nothing at all
except the chatter of insects.

It was only then that it occurred to
him that he should have shot her in the
leg.

He looked up at the house. There
had been two shots, yet the windows
remained dark. Perhaps Deborah and
Miss File were out.

But the woman had been wearing a
robe of some sort—a garment one would
slip over a night dress. That meant
somebody from the house.

But would either of them try to kill
him here, where they would be imme-
diately suspected?

Perhaps Camilla Rogers or Sabina
Felice or a woman he did not know at
all.  But would any of them, far from
home, be wearing a robe like that?
Possibly, so that if she was seen, De-
borah or Miss File would be suspected.
Did that show too much cleverness?
Well, wasn’t the killer clever?

Warily Rick went along the side of
the house. He looked up and down the
road. On the right the road curved
abruptly a hundred feet away. She
had had time to round that curve or she
might be hiding in the woods that
fringed the road.

He went up the front porch. The
door was unlocked. As he closed the
door behind him, light snapped on in the
living room. He dropped the revolver
into a pocket.

Cynthia, dressed in a pink bathrobe
too tight for her dumpy figure, stood in
the doorway with the light behind her.

“Who’s that?” she called. Rick
stepped into the light. Her breath
came out in a relieved gush. “Oh, it’s
you, Mr. Train. Did you hear some-
body yell outside?”

“I heard what sounded like shots,”
Rick said.

“Oh, that. That’s the hunters. There’s
a swamp back there, and they hunt
sometimes all night. But there was
yelling awful close. My room’s off the
kitchen and it sounded right next to
my window.”

“Did you see anybody ?”’

“l saw a man running over to the
garage.”

“That was me,” Rick said. “I'm
afraid the shots startled me. I sup-
pose the hunters chased an animal al-
most to the house and then yelled after
they shot.”

“They sounded awful close. Right
outside my window.”

“Did anybody come into the house
just now?”

“Just you, Mr. Train. Miss File and
Miss Debby are asleep.”

“Well, good-night,” Rick said.

AN ANEMIC night-bulb had been

left on for him in the upstairs hall.
He had been up here only once and
didn’t know the layout, but by elim-
inating the bathroom door and the door
to his room and a linen closet door, only
two doors remained, which was the
right number.

Gently Rick opened the first of those
two doors a couple of inches. He heard
rasping snores and pushed the door all
the way in. Moonlight poured into the
four windows of the big corner bed-
room, clearly revealing Miss Brenda
File lying flat on her back in a poster
bed.

He entered the room. A green robe
lay across the foot of the bed. He ex-
amined it by moonlight and saw no
bullet hole, no blood. The slippers at
the side of the bed showed no sign of
dirt or dust or moisture.

He straightened up. Miss File’s arms
were over the cover, but she wore long-
sleeved mannish pajamas. He leaned
over her, peering at the upper right arm.


































































































































































106 MAMMOTH

holster and his senses alert.

IN THE morning, after a good night’s

rest, Deborah was her sprightly self
again. Her gay chattering during break-
fast, and after, jarred him. He was
very tired and a little sick. He fought
his mounting jitters and wondered how
big a fool he was.

“Didn’t you sleep well last night?”
she asked.

“Not very.”

She looked curiously at him, and then
they sat in silence, watching the New
Jersey flatlands drift by. It was, he
told himself bleakly, a hell of a way to
be in the company of a girl he cared so
much for on his last morning as a ci-
vilian. Or possibly his last morning as
anything.

When the train left Newark, the pas-
sengers started to collect their belong-
ings and put on their fall coats. Rick
muttered an excuse to Deborah and
limped into the washroom. His bag was
under a chair where he had placed it an
hour ago. He got into his topcoat and
transferred his revolver from the hol-
ster to the right topcoat pocket. Then
he slipped out of the washroom and
moved through the train to the first car.
At Pennsylvania Station he was the first
one off.

He went as far as the ramp and put
his back against a pillar. Three men,
walking abreast and chatting together,
came along. Rick stepped in front of
them and went up the ramp with them
as a shield behind him. Now and then
he glanced back to make sure that no-
body was hurrying up behind, but most-
ly his eyes searched the head of the
ramp.

As he walked across the station to
the Eighth Avenue subway, he kept one
shoulder close to a wall. His bag swung
easily in his left hand, but his right
hand, closed over the gun in his pocket,

DETECTIVE

was sweating. His fingers felt unnat-
urally stiff.

He put the bag down in order to in-
sert the nickel in the turnstile with his
left hand and then picked the bag up
again. His eyes were never still. He
limped toward the stairs leading to the
uptown platform.

Then he saw the woman.

She was standing at the head of the
stairs, leaning against the wall and
reading a newspaper spread out in front
of her face. Rick stopped. He could
see both her hands holding the paper.
The woman did not move; the paper
did not dip. Rick looked at the light
cloth coat flung carelessly over one arm.
He looked down at her big flat-heeled
shoes.

A group of people came along in a
bunch. Rick stepped in among them
and moved with them to the stairs,
making sure to keep as far as possible
from the woman when he passed her.
Going down the stairs, he maneuvered
it so that most of the group was behind
him. Once he looked back, and the
woman was starting down the stairs.
She was still reading the newspaper as
she descended so that it continued to
block his view of her face.

ICK limped through the crowd on

the platform and put his back
against a newsstand. There was quite
a mob on the platform. He looked
back toward the woman, and he
couldn’t see her. She was behind
a pillar or blocked out by people. His
eyes roved the twenty feet or so be-
tween himself and the foot of the stairs.
His trigger finger wouldn’t loosen.

In a way, this was worse than last
night when he had faced four armed
men who were determined to kill him.
Then, once he had been in it, there
hadn’t been time for thought. Now the
suspense was gagging him.
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ness worried mme. You’d seen it on the
window sill of the Winkler dining-room.
] was afraid to move it.”

- “You should have buried
Winkler.”

He nodded. “A bad error there. But
when I carried the footwarmer into the
house, I put my silver pencil in my
mouth.”

“I see. It glinted like Winkler’s pipe.
Anyway, I had to see the footwarmer go
into the house so I'd become curious
and phone you to investigate. You car-
ried the footwarmer in, and then you
made another error.”

He frowned. “What was that?”

She chuckled dryly. “You turned
on the upstairs hall light without any
hesitation. Both Mr. and Mrs. Winkler
have trouble distinguishing those five
switches i the vestibule of the house
next door. You picked the one for the
upstairs hall without hesitation. After
all, you'd lived in the house fifteen
vears, the Winklers only two months.”

“I see.”

“Then you left the footwarmer in the
upstairs hall. Was it lighted then?”

He nodded. “I didn’t add the charge
of lighter fluid until I brought the thing
over to you. Couldn’t have it going off
premature.”

“Well, vou left the footwarmer,
came out, and went back to the office
where you found a message from Henry
for you to call me. You hurried back
Let’s see, you must have paused
long enough to telephone Mrs. Winkler,
because she had to get home in time to
scream at the right moment. Because
once you'd left the footwarmer in my
room, you had to have an excuse to
Jeave in a hurry. '

“Trouble with me, Richard, I didn’t
give you credit for knowing all that
chemistry. You knew I had the clean-
ing fluid at hand. You knew that clean-
ing fluid was a fire extinguisher, and

it with
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you knew that in contact with hot metal
it released a poison gas. I had the
cleaning fluid and knew it was an extin-
guisher., All you had to do was supply
the hot metal and the flame to be extin-
guished.”

“It was all in the papers not a month
ago,” he said. “I'm no genius.” He
looked away from her and out the sunlit
windows. His brow was puzzled. “It
would have been an accident if it had
worked.”

She chuckled. “I’d have been killed
in the course of investigating a murder
—my own murder. And Winkler’s
murder, too. When it didn’t work—not
fatally anyway—the blame was tossed
to Winkler with Mrs. Winkler's confes-
sion that her husband wuas a fire-
bug . ... You know, Richard, you're
down in my will for property totaling
well over three hundred thousand dol-
lars.”

He nodded. “That’s about what I
figured.” He kept staring out the win-
dow, his brow tightly knotted. “Tor
three days, I've been trying to think up
another—er, accident. They don’t come
easily.”

“Was Winkler’s death an, er, acci-
dent?”

“No. I think they call it a blunt in-
strument,” he replied coolly. “For an
anesthetic. Then strangulation.” He
turned toward her now, came forward
a little way in his chair. “Simple and
sure. But that was after dark. It’s
broad daylight now.”

She turned her back on him and
shuftled to the door.

“Minta!” she called.

He said, “Gone after groceries,” in
a quiet, flat voice.

SHE seized the doorknob, gave it a

wrench. It came off in her hand,
leaving an inch of shaft sticking
through. She turned slowly, the knob
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to headquarters with me, sir. The dis-
trict attorney will want to talk with
vou. It’s not for me to say whether
vou’ll be charged with anything. Off-
hand I'd say manslaughter—that would
be the worst.”

He stood up and came around the
desk to where Disbrow was seated.
Elizabeth Disbrow was there ahead of
him, her fingers twisted into claws that
reached for the face of her brother-in-
law.

“You murdered him!” she shrieked.
“You cold-blooded beast!”

Logan caught the insane woman by
her arms and forced her back into her
chair as gently as he could. “You’re
only getting needlessly excited, Mrs.
Disbrow. Please try to control your-
self.”

Wayne Disbrow got to his feet. “I'm
ready to go with you, officer,” he said,
almost jauntily. “I'll have one of the
servants get my hat and coat when we
set downstairs. Meanwhile, to show
there’s no hard feelings, have a smoke.”

He dipped into a vest pocket, brought
out a rich brown cigar and handed it
to Logan. The homicide chief bent his
head to accept a light and the two men
headed for the door.

Suddenly there was a sharp crack,
a plume of blue smoke shot from the
end of Logan’s cigar, and bits of frayed
tobacco spattered the carpet. The cap-
tain started so violently his hat flew
off and the remains of Disbrow’s gift
fell from his slack lips.

“Ho-ho-ho!” The practical joker’s
laugh bocmed out. “Aha-ha-ha-ha! I
wish you could see your expression,
Logan. Ho-ho-ho!”

His face red with suppressed anger
and embarrassment, Myles Logan bent,
scooped up his hat and jammed it force-
fully back on his head.

“Now that you've had your little
joke, Mr. Disbrow,” he said stifly, tak-
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ing the still laughing man firmly by
one arm, “I'm going to take you down-
town and put you in a nice cell where
you can think up a good one for the
D. A. Cmon!”

CHAPTER IV

HE telephone in Lafayette Mul-

doon’s apartiment was ringing as
he stepped out of the elevator. He un-
locked his door hurriedly, crossed the
living room in four rapid strides and
scooped up the receiver.

“Hello,” he said sharply.

“Muldoon?” a crisp, masculine voice
demanded. “You’re sure a sound sleep-
er. Your phone’s been ringing for three
minutes.”

The voice was familiar to Lafayette,
vet he couldn’t quite identify it. “I just
got in,” he said.

The voice expressed surprise.
2:30 in the morning?”

“That’s right . . . Who is this?”

“Oh, sorry. This is Captain Logan,
Muldoon. There’s been a new develop-
ment in the Disbrow case. Thought
you might be interested.”

“What kind of development?”

“Another death. And this time it’s
murder!”’

Lafayette felt his pulse quicken. “I
had a hunch it’d happen,” he declared.
“Who’s the corpse — Milly or her
mother?”’

There was a brief pause at the other
end of the line. Then Logan said, “Are
you holding something out on me, Mul-
doon?”

“No, no. Nothing like that. Just
doing a little guessing, that’s all.”

Logan made a noise that was sus-
piciously like a snort. “Then your little
guess is all wet. It was Grandpop who
got it!”

Lafayette almost dropped the re-
ceiver. “What! You mean Gideon

“At .
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surprise. “Bob Drake, eh? Are you
Yancey Drake’s son?”

“Yeah,” the young man on the couch
said indolently. “You know the old
boy?”

Lafayette did not answer immediate-
ly. Through the library’s closed doors
he could hear the mumble of voices
from the hallway, among them the stri-
dent overtones of Elizabeth Disbrow.

He said, “How long have you two
been in here?”

BOB DRAKE’S good-looking blond

head came up sharply and a what’s-
it-vour-business retort trembled on his
lips; but Milly spoke first.

“We came home just a few minutes
ago. I knew somebody was up when
1 saw the lights on in the hall. We
slipped in through the French windows.
I wanted to wait until the place quieted
down so I could get back to my room
without being seen. Mother’d simply
have a fit if she knew I was sneaking
out nights to see Bob.”

“What time did you leave the house?”

“Why, right after Mother went to
bed. Around 11:15 I guess. We went
dancing at the Crillion Club on Mar-
shall Road . . . Incidentally, Mr. Mul-
doon, what are you doing here at this
hour? And what’s all the excitement?”

“Excitement?”

“Yes. We saw three cars parked at
the curb out in front. One is a police
car. Don’t tell me Mother discovered
I wasn’t in bed and called the police!”

“That's partly it,” Lafayette ad-
mitted. “But the real rea ”?

“Muldoon!” Logan’s bellow reached
them from the hall. “Never mind the
brandy. He’s coming out of it.”

Lafayette turned his head and shout-
ed. “Okay. TI'll be right out.”

He looked back to the two young
people on the love seat. “Listen,” he
said rapidly, “there’s been ”
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One of the library doors was flung
violently open and Elizabeth Disbrow
sailed militantly into the room.

“What are you doing in here so long,
young Milly! My poor baby!”

And Mrs. Disbrow went puffing
across the room toward the girl, arms
outstretched to infold her in loving
embrace. Bob Drake took one startled
glance at her padded bulk and left the
couch with commendable alacrity,

She plopped down beside Milly and
caught the girl to her in a smothering
embrace. “You dear, darling child!
You gave your mother such a scare!
Did some nasty man kidnap my sweet-
ums?”

“Mother!” the red-faced girl pro-
tested, pulling away from the clutching
arms. ‘“Please. I'm all right. Nothing
has happen ?

“SOI”

Every eye in the room swiveled to
the library doorway from whence had
come that single, snarled ejaculation.
A thick-set, paunchy, middle-aged man
in a dark, wrinkled, grass-stained suit
was standing there flanked by Captain
Myles Logan and the uniformed po-
liceman.

Bob Drake’s juvenile sang-froid had
gone out of him like air from a punc-
tured balloon. “Hi, Dad,” he mumbled
through a sickly grin.

“Don’t you ‘Hi Dad’ me, you young
pup!” Yancey Drake roared. “I thought
I'd find you over here. Don't think
for a minute that I didn’t know you
were chasing after this little tramp

”»

“How dare you!” screamed Eliza-
beth Disbrow. “My daughter is a
sweet, innocent ”

“Aw, Dad, that’s no way ?

“——and if you don’t stay away
from her——”

¢ child, and I'll have the law o

you for——" :
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AFTER the bottling works owner and

the blond young man had left,
Logan said, “Do you know anyone who
might have desired the death of Gideon
Disbrow, Mrs. Disbrow?”

“NO.”

“You threatened him today, didn’t
you?”

“I... I was upset.”

“H'mm. I guess that’s all for now,
Mrs. Disbrow. You and—uh—Milly
can go to bed now, if you like.”

The girl got up and helped her mother
to rise. “You’d better take your sleep-
ing powders, Mother,” she said affec-
tionately. “You’ll get no rest without
them, after all the excitement.”

The woman leaned wearily against
her. “I know, dear,” she complained.
“I’'m simply all unstrung.”

“I'd like to ask you something, Mrs.
Disbrow,” Lafayette Muldoon said un-
expectedly.

They looked at him—the woman
with suspicion, her daughter with ap-
proval, and Logan with hope.

“Just what business of yours is this?”
Elizabeth Disbrow demanded.

Logan hastened to bridge the gap.
“Mr. Muldoon is sort of an assistant
of mine,” he explained. I’d appreciate
any help you can give him.”

“Humph. What is it you want to
know, young man?” '

The trouble-shooter dug a cigarette
from his pocket and reached for a
match. He said, “Who will inherit the
major part of Gideon Disbrow’s es-
tate?”

She stared at him in honest bewil-
derment. “Wkhat estate?”

“Why, his money—his property,”
Lafayette explained, surprised.

“How perfectly silly!” Elizabeth
Disbrow snorted derisively. “All he
owned was the clothes on his back. I
gave him a monthly alowance. The
only one in this family with any money
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was Gregg—my husband. His will
provided that his fortune should go
equally to Milly and me. In the event
of our deaths, the money was to be di-
vided between his father and his
brother. Of course, if Milly married
before my death, her inheritance was to
be given into her keeping.”

“Thank you,” Lafayette murmured.
“That’s all T wanted to know.”

The two women turned to leave, Lo-
gan said, “We’ll have to remain a while
longer, Mrs. Disbrow. My men haven’t
completed their examination of the
basement as yet. I'll lock up when we
leave.”

“As you wish,” Elizabeth Disbrow
said indifferently. “Come, Milly.”

When the two men were alone, Cap-
tain Logan said, “What was your reason
for asking whether the old man had any
money, Muldoon?”

Griswold’s trouble-shooter drew
thoughtfully on his cigarette. “My mis-
take,” he admitted ruefully. “I fig-
ured maybe he got murdered for his
money. . . . You can see now why the
old girl wants to keep Milly away from
the boys. In case she married one of
’em, Mama would have to surrender
half of Papa’s dough!”

Logan grunted and slid deeper into
his chair. “The boys will be finished
downstairs pretty soon. I told ’em to
go over Grandpop’s room carefully. If
you’re in no hurry we can kinda talk
things over while we’re waiting.”

T WASN’T more than ten minutes

later that they both heard it: a dull
thump from overhead that seemed to
shake the house. Logan stopped ab-
ruptly in mid-sentence, said, “What the
hell was that?” v

They heard a door bang open on the
second floor and the clatter of heels
hurrying along the corridor. Then.si-
lence followed—a heavy, strained si-
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“You haven’t been listening to a
word I say! Damn it, do you have
to slam a door in a man’s face while
he’s talking to you? T've probably
sent a man to his death, yet you won'’t
even listen when I try to justify——"

But again Lafayette wasn’t listening.
Instead, he was staring at nothing be-
vond Logan’s shoulder, and the light of
an incredible discovery was dawning in
his eyes. _

“That’s your answer, Logan!” he
velled exultantly, oblivious to the star-
tled glances of the other patrons. “That
was the one thing T needed!”

Logan’s slack-jawed bewilderment
was almost pathetic. “What was the
one thing you needed . . . for what?”

“The remark you just made. About
slamming a door. Now I know who the
murderer is!”

The homicide chief never hesitated.
Without a word he reached under the
left lapel of his coat and brought out
a blue steel .38 revolver, then thrust
it back. “Let’s go,” he said.

Thirty seconds later, a smudge of
blue exhaust smoke marked where Lafa-
yette Muldoon’s red Buick convertible
had been standing in front of police
headquarters.

CHAPTER VI

IT WASN'T much after six o’clock

when Lafayette and Logan reached
the block containing the handsome Col-
onial residence of the Disbrow family.
Lafayette let the car coast the last hun-
dred yards of the deserted street before
pulling silently in at the curb.

With a lithe bound he cleared the
car door and ran lightly along the walk
leading to the house. Logan was right
behind him. The front door was closed;
but Lafayette, ignoring the bell button,
turned the knob and walked in.

‘The patrolman, Davis, sprang irom
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his chair as they entered. Muldoon held
up a warning hand and said, “Shhh,”
in a sibilant whisper.

Davis blinked suspiciously at them
with sleep-heavy eyes but closed his
mouth obediently. Lafayette put his
lips close to the uniformed man’s ear
and muttered: “Did Wayne Disbrow
get here yet?”

“Yeah,” Davis whispered.

“How long ago?”

“’Bout ten-fifteen minutes.”

“He upstairs?”’

“Yeah.”

“Okay. We'’re going up. If you hear
any funny noises, you come after us—-
fast. Got it?”

The officer said, “Yes sir,” in a re-
spectful undertone as the two men
turned and started on tiptoe for the
staircase leading to the second floor.

The door to Milly’s room was closed.
Lafayette unhesitatingly bent and ap-
plied an eye to the keyhole. Other
than a lamp standard ind an unoccu-
pied chair, he could see nothing. But
he could hear the faint murmur ol
voices from within and that was all he
needed. :

He straightened, looked at Logan,
who had removed the .38 from his
holster, and cautiously closed his left
hand around the knob. He prayed si-
lently that the door would not be locked.
But there was no reason why it should
be. With a hard, quick motion he
twisted the knob and flung open the
door.

MILLY DISBROW, young and ap-

pealing in a thin housecoat over
her nightdress, was seated at a small
desk in a far corner of the bedroom. A
sheet of paper was on the desktop and
there was a fountain pen in her right
hand. Standing nc:t to her was Wayne
Disbrow, dressed as Lafayette had last
seen him.
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“Me and her step-dad,” I said, and
hung up.

Rowden walked up to me. I said,
“The cops have got her. T'll have to
go along with you to get her out.”

Rowden said, “I’m not going.”

I looked at him, surprised. “You
want to take her home, don’t you?”

“Yes, of course. But I don’t want
to appear at the police station. You
know—reporters, publicity. That is
one thing Mrs. Rowden and I have been
trying to avoid in this matter.”

“Now look,” I said. “She is your
problem, not mine. All I want is my
watch and my three hundred bucks.
What am I supposed to do with her?”

“Withdraw your charges. Get her
out. Bring her over to her room and
I will meet you there. I think that will
be better. I will reimburse you for
your trouble and your loss.”

I shrugged. “Okay. If that’s the
way you want it.”

He asked, “What is the address of
the place where she is staying?”

I told him, and he said he would
meet me there. He went out and I
went upstairs and got out my old .38.
I didn’t think I would need it, but I
wasn’t going back into that neighbor-
hood again without it. When I went
back downstairs the evening trade was
just starting to come in and I went
over to Harry and told him to take care
of things until I got back.

He said, “The boss won't like it.”

“I’ll be right back,” I said. “If he
wants me, tell him I went down to the
corner for an ice cream soda.” I went
outside, got hold of a taxi and went over
to the station.

When I went in, Dan grinned at me.
“I don’t blame you, Pete,” he said.
“She’s sure a swell looker.”

“Cut it out,” I said. “Where is she?”

Dan got up and yelled at somebody
in another room and in a couple of
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minutes they brought her out. She
didn’t look very good. Her eyes looked
tired and she didn’t have any make-up
on. She had combed her hair, though,
and her clothes were neat.

I said, “Hello, Rose.”

She looked at me, not smiling. She
said, “I’'m sorry for what happened
this afternoon.”

“Sure, sure,” I said.
watch and money?”

“They have it. I couldn’t stop them.”

“Where are they now?”

She shrugged her shoulders slightly,
“I don’t know.” Her voice sounded
tired. “After they left this afternoon,
I went out. When I came back, you
were gone.”

“I should have stuck around,” I said.
“I see that. What did you go out for?”

A little color came into her pale
cheeks. “You were hurt. I walked to
a drug store to get some gauze and
things.”

“Well, well,” I said. “That was real
nice of you. What was your cut out of
my three hundred bucks?”

She looked at me with steady eyes.
“I told you that I didn’t have anything
to do with that.”

“All right,” I said. “Okay. Come on.
I'll take you home.” I turned to Dan.
He had been an interested listener to
our conversation. “It’s all right. I’ll
take care of her.”

“I'll bet,” Dan said grinning. “How
about her two pals?”

“Keep on looking. And let me know
as soon as you pick them up.”

Dan shrugged. “You're the doctor.
And if it ain’t too much trouble, stop
around some time and tell me what this
is all about.”

“Where’s my

HE girl was watching me, but she
didn’t say anything. I gtess she
couldn’t figure it out, either, my spring-
ing her that way. DBut she went outside
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to show himself tonight when you made
that break in my room. He had tipped
off Henderson and Aterbury that you
were bringing me back there. He was
hiding in the hall.”

OPENED my eyes and looked at

her. My head felt a little better.
“And now Rowden is in up to his neck,”
I said. “And he can’t back out. If he
tried to, Henderson and Aterbury would
probably blackmail him.”

“That’s it,” she said. “They were
arguing about it. Henderson wants an
equal share of the money—or else he
will expose Rowden to Mother.”

“Very pretty,” I said. And then sud-
denly the whole nasty set-up was very
clear to me and I began to sweat. I
think the girl must have known it all
along—ever since Rowden had showed
himself at her room. Rowden could
never go back to his easy living with the
girl’s mother now—not as long as the
girl was alive. And it wasn’t only the
girl. I was in on this too, and I could just
about picture what was going to happen
to me when Rowden and Henderson got
back. And it wasn’t a pretty picture.
I wasn’t going to lay there and wait for
Rowden to come back and put a slug in
my ear—not if I could help it.

“Where’s Aterbury?” I said.

“Outside, somewhere. He may be
listening now.”

“Never mind,” I whispered. “Turn
over. I'm going to try and unite you.”

She turned over on her side with her
back to me and I wriggled around so
that I could get my teeth at the knots
in the heavy cord around her wrists.
But it was no use. The knots were too
small and too tight. I bit and chewed
and I damn near broke off a couple of
teeth but I couldn’t even loosen the
cord. I gave up finally and tried to
think of something. She turned over
so that she faced me again. “What are
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we going to do?” she whispered.

“I don’t know,” I said. “Whatever
it is, it’s got to be quick.”

And then I had an idea. It might
work, and it might not, but it was a
chance worth trying.

“I said, “Listen. I've got a cigarette
lighter in my right hand coat pocket. If
you can get it, see what you can do
about burning the rope on my wrists.”

She nodded silently and squirmed
around until her back was to me, and
even with her hands tied behind her she
managed to get into my pocket and
get hold of the lighter. She got it out
and I heard her clicking it, trying to
light it. She dropped it on the floor a
couple of times, and suddenly she had
it lit. The tiny flame cast faint shadows
on the wall and I hoped that Aterbury,
wherever he was, wouldn’t notice. I
twisted around and tried to get my
hands into position so that she could
apply the flame to the rope around my
wrist.

It was pretty awkward work. I
couldn’t see what I was doing, and
neither could she. The flame hit my
hands, and then my wrists before I
could smell the rope burning. I tried
to hold the rope over the flame, but
when I managed to hit it, my wrist burnt
as much as the rope. It hurt, sure,
but I held on as long as I could. I could
smell the scorched strands of rope, and
there was another smell—the grease
frying out of my hide. Istood it as long
as I could, and when I finally pulled my
hands away I could feel the sweat all
over me and I discovered that I was
biting the hell out of my lower lip. I
could taste the blood.

The girl flicked the flame off. I jerked
at the ropes, tried to pull my wrists
apart. But it was no go. The rope
wasn’t burning enough. 1 took a deep
breath, said, “All right, girlie. Give me

a light.”



TEA PARTY FRAME-UP

SHE flicked the flame on again, and in

the faint illumination I saw a black
shadow fall across our bodies. The girl
saw it too. I heard her suck in her
breath, and the flame suddenly went
out. I rolled over on my back, looked
at the doorway.

A man’s dark figure stood silhouetted
there against the night sky. The figure
moved slowly into the room and stood
in the path of moonlight which streamed
through the window, and I saw the ugly
wink of steel in his hand. And then I
heard Aterbury’s silly giggle.

“Well, well,” he said. “What is going
on in here?” He stepped up to us, lit a
match, and peered at the cords which
bound us. Satisfied, he stood up, and I
heard his false teeth click. “Is it~—ah—
necessary for you two to be so close to-
gether?” he asked, giggling. He wagged
a forefinger. “I don’t approve, you
know. I think I had better stay right
here and chaperon you.”

I struggled to a sitting position. “Lis-
ten ” I began, but before I could
say more he lifted his foot and kicked
me in the face and my head hit the floor.
I lay there a minute, a red haze of hate
covering my brain. I heard the girl
grate through her teeth at Aterbury:
“You dirty coward.”

My face hurt, and I could feel the
blood beginning to ooze out of a gash
in my chin. I would have given an
awful lot to have gotten my hands on
Aterbury’s scrawny neck at that mo-
ment. But I said, “You play rough, but
it’s the hot seat for you if you play
around here much longer.” And I let
that sink in,

For a second Aterbury didn’t say any-
thing. I saw his eyes flash in the moon-
light as he shot a glance out the window.
He giggled, then, but it was a kind of a
nervous giggle.

I began to talk fast, but I was
thinking faster. “Listen, sap. Rowden
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came to me tonight and told me the
whole set-up, offered to cut me in but
I didn’t want any part of it. He and
Henderson are collecting the dough
right now—and they won’t be back.
They are going to leave you here for the
cops to find, and keep the dough—all
of it. How long have they been gone?
Too long, haven’t they? The cops will
be here any minute and it won’t do you
any good to squeal on them because
after Rowden showed his hand tonight
he has to take it on the lam anyway.
And you take the rap.”

In the moonlight I could see Ater-
bery’s shifty eyes flicking back and
forth from me to the girl and he kept
switching his knife from one hand to
the other. “Lies,” he said, and his voice
was almost a hiss. “All lies. A trick.
They’ll be back.”

I figured that he was right, and that
they would be back—pretty quick. And
then the game would be up.

The girl spoke up. “That’s right, Dr.
Aterbury. Cut us loose and go home
with us and we’ll see that the police
won’t bother you. And I’'m sure that
Mother will make it worth your while.
Only hurry.”

I had to give the girl credit. She
was using her head, all right. I thought
I could scare him, but she used the only
language that rats like Aterbury can
understand—money.

Aterbury hesitated a second. Then he
said, “How much?” His voice was
hoarse, and for once he wasn’t giggling.
I could see his bright eyes watching the
girl.

She said, “Anything—whatever you
want.”

“Ten thousand dollars?” asked Ater-
bury.

“Yes,” she said. “Ten thousand dol-
lars.”

There was silence for a second. Then
Aterbury laughed. “Oh, no,” he said.
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“IWhat proof have I that I can trust
you?”

I WAS afraid that he would ask that,

but I had an answer ready for him.
“T'll stay here. Take the girl and get
your money.”

The girl said, “No, Pete. I can’t let
you do that.” Tt was the first time she
had ever called me by my first name. I
kind of liked to hear her say it.

“Never mind,” I said. “It'll be all
right.”

Aterbury wasn’t so dumb. I think
he recalized that we were trying to pull
a fast one, but the ten thousand bucks
all for bimscl( looked pretty good to
him. He stood trembling in an agony
of indecision. He turned quickly to the
window, shiot a quick glance both to the
rizht and left. I felt the girl's hand
touch mine. She was pressing some-
thing into my palm. It was my lighter.
She had kept it hidden in her fist since
Aterbury had come in.

Aterbury turned quickly from the
window. He had made up his mind. He
jumped to the girl's side. He was
breathing hard. Feverishly he cut the
rope which botnd her hands and feet.
I guess e was plenty scared and now
that he had made up his mind he wanted
to get the hell out of there. While he
was cutting the girl loose he was care-
ful to stay clear of me. When she was
frec <he got to her feet and Aterbury
almost dragged her to the door. She
hung on to the door jamb a second look-
ing at me. “I'll be back,” she said, “as
fast as T can.” .

“Okay,” I said, and I hoped that I
would still be alive to see her when she
«lid come back. .

And then Aterbury pulled her away
aind ! heard them cross the porch and
co down the steps. Silence settled down.
i cot to work with the lighter, but I
couldn’t do much good. I pretty near
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sprained a wrist trying to get the flame
into position, and when I finally did
get it so that I could smell the rope
burning instead of my hide, the fluid
gave out. When I discovered that the
wick was no longer burning, I just lay
there a minute thinking things over.

I figured that it would take at least an
hour for the girl to go home and get
back to me, and a lot of things could
happen in that hour. When they had
been gone about ten minutes I had an-
other idea and I cussed myself for a
fool for not thinking of it sooner. I
rolled over to the window, got up on my
knees, and began to drag the rope on my
wrists against the rough wooden edge
of the window sill. Almost immediately
I could tell that the rope strands were
getting ragged with the friction. I
rubbed harder and I was sweating and
breathing hard when the first strand
let loose. It was fairly easy from then
on, and in a couple of minutes I had my
hands free. I began to rub my wrists
to bring back circulation and I saw my
hands in the moonlight. They were not
a pretty sight. The rope had rubbed
my wrists raw and blood was running
into open blisters made by the lighter.
I bent over to untie the rope around
my ankles. And then I heard a car com-
ing up the road, fast. Rowden and
Henderson were coming back at last.

I WORKED harder on the knots, but

they were tied tight, and tangled. I
tugged and pulled and tore loose a
fingernail but I couldn’t get the rope
even loosened. I shot a quick glance
out the window. The car was close. I
could see the headlights bouncing over
the rutty mud road. It turned into the
yard in front of the house and stopped.
I heard a door slam, and then the voice
of Rowden. “I'll wait here. Do it
quick.”

“Like hell,” I heard Henderson say.





















THE UNDERCOVER KID

the right man or not.”

“But you’ve never seen him?”’ prod-
ded the kid. “He’s never been
" mugged?”’

“Never,” said Slug.

“Then how do you expect to pick
him up?”

MIKE RYAN put his big hands on

his knees and leaned toward Dan-
ny. “That’s where you come in, kid.
You see, this guy Drake has a sister.
We figured sooner or later Drake would
try to get in touch with her. By watch-
ing the sister, we’d nab Drake.”

“Sure,” agreed Danny. “That should
be a simple job. Certainly the New
York police department has enough
men to handle it——"

“The trouble is,” said Slug, moving
restlessly up and down the bedroom,
“this sister, too, has disappeared!”

Danny sighed and looked hopelessly
at his two friends. ‘“Then you’re right
back where you started from. So why
get me all upset about that hockey
game? There's no reason why I still
can’t go ”?

He paused, because Ryan was talk-
ing again, and what Ryan was saying
brought the kid up alert.

“ . .and so,” Ryan was saying,
“this sister of Drake’s has a kid—a girl
about your own age. Her name’s Sally,
and the mother has left her at this small
town up the river a ways. The kid’s
going to school there in the village and
boarding out at a small rooming house.
We've got all the information and we
even have arrangements for you to stay
there too.”

“In fact,” said Slug cheerfully, “the
woman who runs the place is expecting
you tomorrow morning. We’ve told her
your father is an army man, overseas,
and that he’s a war hero. She also
thinks it’s swell you're going to board
at her place and »

)
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“Why?” said Danny quietly.

Slug stared at the kid. “Why?” he
repeated. “Don’t you see? Sooner or
later this kid’s mother will come to
visit her. Or maybe she’ll write. Your
job is to get chummy with this girl Sally.
Keep your eyes open. Watch for the
letters sent by her mother. See where
they come from. Once we locate the
mother, the next step will be to shadow
her.  Eventually Les Drake will visit
her, then—bingo—we got him!”

“You leave from Grand Central at
9:30 tomorrow morning,” Mike Ryan
said.

Danny’s red hair almost bristled.
“So!” he exclaimed. “The two of you
had it all fixed up before you even
came up here to see me! You certainly
take a lot for granted. Why can’t you
two guys go to that town and do your
own shadowing of this girl Sally »

“Because,” said Slug quickly, “we’d
be recognized as coppers in an instant.
Imagine Mike, here, in a village of five
hundred people, or so! He’s got de-
tective written all over him. We’re fig-
uring that Les Drake himself might
coine to that town, and if he ever spot-
tedus . . .”

They kept talking. Danny argued
with them. His heart had been set on
seeing that hockey game the following
night. Besides, why should he spy on
some girl named Sally, who was prob-
ably a nice sweet kid

He said, “I’m not going to do it.”

Mike and his partner kept talking.

BOUT eleven o’clock the following

morning, Danny got oft the local
train at a small town up the Hudson
river. 1t was a hamlet nestled in the
foothills of the mountains necar Wexst
Point. It was a quiet and friendly lit-
tle place. The station agent weat into
explicit detail in telitng the kid ‘o

how to get to Mrs. Thompscn's piac,
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Now that I was on the River Quecn
1 was undecided about my next move.
That Hilda Ghent was on the towboat
I was certain. I was also reasonably
sure that Munger and Horton were
aboard the boat. But I wasn’t con-
cerned with them right now. My first
job was to find Hilda Ghent,

I edged along the fo’c’s’le towards
the port side. At the end of the deck
house I peered cautiously around the
corner, caught my breath. Not four
yards from me, I could make out the
surging shadows of two struggling fig-
ures.
of them. Only the scraping of their
feet on the deckboards was audible.

Suddenly there was a dull splat—the
sound made by a silenced gun. A streak
of orange flame ripped the darkness
apart, but only for a moment. Then
blackness again. Before I could move,
one of the figures disengaged itself and
ran towards the stern, quickly melted
into the darkness. :

I leaped forward, forgetting my own
precarious position. 1 bent over the
motionless figure near the railing, drew
ina sharp breath. Even in the darkness
I could make out the rapidly spread-
ing circle of blood on Chippy Munger’s
shirtfront. His eyes were wide open.
No examination was necessary to show
that Munger was dead.

My body stiffened as I heard a sharp
cry behind me. I caught a blur of
movement, saw a figure dash out of the
port side engine-room door. One of the
rivermen must have come out for a
breath of air and had seen me bending
over the body. I wheeled, ran towards
the stern, in the direction taken by the
killer,

I jerked to a stop as other figures
poured down a steel stairway from the
deck above, brought out by the yells of
the man behind me. I turned back,
hesitated, and realized I was trapped.

Not a sound issued from either
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Shadowy forms were converging on me
from both sides. My only escape lay
in the river overside.

I leaped towards the railing. A pow-
erful form hurtled into my back. T was
thrown to the floor. My fists lashed out
at the man on top of me. Someonc
caught my arms from behind and I was
pinned helpless to the deckboards.

“Get the captain! . . . What hap-
pened? ... Murdered! . .. The killer!”

Excited voices ebbed and flowed all
around me.

“Who is he?”

“Don’t know. Look at his wet clothes.
He must have swum out from shore!”

I was jerked to my feet. Each of my
arms was held in a vise-like trap by a
husky riverman. I was guided roughly
up a companionway, pushed into a light-
ed cabin.

A frowning, florid-faced man with a
barrel-like chest faced me. He listened
to the jumbled reports of the deck
hands. One of them said he was sure
he had seen me fire the gun. Another
claimed he saw me hurl the gun over-
board. Iknew they were excited, didn’t
realize the significance of what they
were saying. But that didn’t help me.

My eyes strayed around the circle of
faces beyond the doorway. There in the
midst of the rivermen was Nucky Hor-
ton. There was no recognition in his
eyes. And behind him, at the rim of
the crowd was another face I recog-
nized, Hilda Ghent.

“Clear out, the lot of you!” bellowed
the florid-faced man who the rivermen
had addressed as Captain Oley. “Jen-
sen, close the door! We’ll talk to this
fellow alone!”

WHEN the door had been closed in
the faces of the curious crowd of
rivermen, Captain Oley turned to me.
“Well?”” he demanded.
I reached towards my bosomn pocket. -
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Horton’s eyes studied Kleber
shrewdly. “Yeah?”

“We can either kill each other,” Kle-
ber murmured, “or we can go into part-
nership.”

“Where’s the ice?”

“The girl knows where it is.”

Their eyes never strayed from each
other’s face. Finally Horton nodded.

“It’s a deal,” he murmured. “Get the
ice.”

Kleber glanced warily at Hilda.
“Suppose,” he said, “you make it easy
for yourself, Hilda, and produce the
diamonds?”

“You will never get them,”
whispered tautly.

Kleber shrugged. “You’re very fool-
ish. One way or another I will get
them.”

“We’ll get them,” Horton corrected.

“Of course,” Kleber agreed, and con-
tinued to Hilda in an impersonal tone,
“You smuggled them out of Holland,
then into the United States. That is
not an easy thing to do. Now you plan
to smuggle them into Mexico, so you
must have them with you.”

“We all know that, Kleber!” Horton
snapped. “But where?”

“Wait,” Kleber murmured, “let’s at-
tack this problem logically.”

“Logic, hell,” Horton snorted. “I
know a couple of better ways to make
her come across!”’

Kleber ignored the gunman. “Now,
Hilda, how could you trust yourself to
carry the diamonds around with you all
this time? If they were hidden in a
secret compartment of your traveling
bag, you would always be in fear that
you would become separated from your
bag—Iose it somewhere.”

“So she’s got ’em right on her some-
where!” Horton snapped.

“You want to tell us?” Kleber asked.

Unconsciously, Hilda drew away
from Kleber.

Kleber smiled. “Isn’t it strange, Hil-
da, that you always wear green dresses?

Hilda
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