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In all of his experience Mike had never before
encountered a murder case quite so bizarre, with
so many dark angles and nightmare possibilities.
And there was a danger at its core which struck
very close to home— with real shock impact.
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The death of a dog doesn’'t often play a

major role in a murder case. But Mike had

a hunch that poison and a house of mourning

were just parts of a deadly package deal.

by BRETT HALLIDAY

ere was a quizzical smile
Tgn Lucy Hamilton’s lips and
a little dancing light in her brown
eyes as she opened the door to her
employer’s private office and an-
nounced demurely: “There is a
lady to see you, Mr. Shayne. A
Miss Henrietta Rogell.”

It was a warm Miami morning,
and Michael Shayne was slumped
in a swivel chair behind his wide
desk in shirt-sleeves, with collar
unbuttoned and tie awry. In front
of him was an open checkbook, a

pile of cancelled checks and the
monthly bank statement.

“She is John Rogell’s sister , . .
and only living relative,” Lucy
added, in response to Mike’s ques-
tioning stare.

“The millionaire who died a
couple of days ago?” Shayne
shrugged, closed the checkbook
and shoved it aside. “All right,
Miss Hamilton. Show her in.”

Shayne got to his feet behind
the desk when Lucy ushered the
prospective client into his office a

© 1959, by Brett Halliday 5
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few moments later. Miss Rogell
looked to be a tough seventy. She
was tall and angular, and had a
seamed face that had the color
and appearance of old leather.
Brown hair that was liberally
streaked with gray was drawn
back tightly from her face into an
untidy bun. She wore a gray silk
suit with pleated skirt, and loose
jacket that hung awkwardly from
bony shoulders.

Lucy said, “This is Miss Henri-
etta Rogell, Mr. Shayne,” and
went out, closing the door to the
private office.

Miss RogelTs voice matched her
appearance. It was strong and
deep without being harsh or mas-
culine. She lowered herself solid-
ly into the chair and planted both
feet flat in front of her with knees
together.

“Now then,” she said. “Before |
waste any more of my time, | want
to know exactly what your charges
are.”

Shayne sat down in his swivel
chair and leaned back comfort-
ably. “My charges for what?”

“For whatever you do. Detect-
ing, of course. You do call your-
self a detective, | believe. Let’s
have it understood from the be-
ginning so there’ll be no outra-
geous bill for me to pay at the end.
Exactly what do you consider your
time worth?”

Shayne got a pack of cigarettes
from his shirt pocket and lit one.
He blew out the match with a

stream of smoke and said, “That
depends entirely on what I am
able to do for you. I think you've
come to the wrong office, Miss
Rogell,” he went on briskly be-
fore she could speak. “My secre-
tary can give you a list of half a
dozen competent detectives who
will quote you a flat daily rate for
their services . . . plus expenses

. and they wont pad the ex-
pense account too heavily. | think
you’d be happier with one of
them.”

He put his hands flat on the
desk in front of him and half rose
from his chair. “My secretary will
give you that list of names on your
way out.”

She remained firmly seated and
said, “Humph. I like plain speak-
ing, young man. I'm a plain-spok-
en person myself. I want you to
prove that my brother was mur-
dered and to see that the person or
persons responsible are made to
pay for the crime.”

Shayne hesitated, narrowing his
eyes thoughtfully, and then sank
back into his chair. “I understood
from the newspapers that your
brother died of a heart attack.”

“Of course. That’s what they

called it. But | know John was
poisoned.”
“How do you know?”
“Because | have eyes to see

what’s going on, and a brain to
ad.d two and two together. If I had
the proof I wouldn’t be here in
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your office, obviously. That’s what
I’'m hiring you for.”

Shayne said, “Murder is a mat-
ter for the police, Miss Rogell.
Have you discussed your suspi-
cions with them?”

“Do | look like a complete nin-
compoop? Of course | have. |
called the police immediately after
John died, and the two detectives
who came just listened to me po-
litely and promised they would in-
vestigate. Investigate?” Her upper
lip curled bitterly over the word.
“They asked a few questions of
the very people who fed John the
poison, and then went away say-
ing they would file areport.”

“Did they?”

“l suppose they did, and Id
give a great deal to see just what
sort of report they filed. | think it’s
my right to see it, and | demanded
a look at it from Chief Gentry just
an hour ago. Oh, I could tell just
what he was thinking while he sat
there on his fat behind in that
plushy office that we taxpayers
support. He thinks I’'m an hys-
terical old female with a persecu-
tion complex. But how does he
explain the fact that the dog died
in convulsions after eating the
food that had been poisoned for
my special benefit? How do you
think he explains that?”

Shayne said politely, “I have no
idea. | do know Will Gentry quite
well, and he’s an efficient and hon-
est police officer.”

“None of them will listen to

me,” she said grimly. “They all
listen to that simpering hussy who
married John for his money, and
to her paramour who signed the
death certificate.”

“For the dog?” asked Shayne
with interest.

“Of course not for the dog. For
John. That young whipper-snap-
per she brought in and foisted on
my brother after old Doctor Jen-
son died two months ago. |
warned John against him, but he
wouldn’t listen to me. Oh, no!
The only person he listened to
was Anita.”

“The death certificate?” said
Shayne patiently. “Did it specifi-
cally state a heart attack?”

“Naturally. What else would
you expect a widow’s lover to say
about her husband’s death? Would
you expect him to suggest an au-
topsy . . . knowing full well it
must be poison?”

“Let’s get back to the dog,”
said Shayne patiently. “When did
it die . . . and how did it come
to eat your food?”

“Because | fed it to him out of
my plate, that’s why.” Henrietta
Rogell’s voice was grimly trium-
phant. “At supper last night. After
| had spoken my mind to them
plainly, and | could see they were
frightened, | told them right out
that 1 knew John had been poi-
soned by one or all of them, and |
intended to prove it. | warned
them | was going to force an au-
topsy on John before he was ere-
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mated tomorrow, and | could see
they were frightened. So I had this
premonition when the buffet sup-
per was served.

“It was such a perfect opportu-
nity to get rid of me that I was
suspicious from the first. And
when | tasted my creamed chicken
I knew. And 1 slipped some on a
saucer to her nasty little dog and
he lapped it up. And ten minutes
later he was dead. And your ef-
ficient and honest chief of police
says thats no proof,” she went on
bitterly. “Just a coincidence, he
says ... or an accident. And he
says his hands are tied because the
chicken was all thrown down the
garbage disposal and there’s noth-
ing left to analyze. Why not the
dog? I asked him.

“And | ask you. Wouldnt that
be proof that they tried to kill me?
But dear little Daffy is already
buried and can’t be disturbed.
Why not? Because he was the
darling of Anita’s heart and she
just cant bear to think of his
sacred remains being desecrated
by some bad, old doctor making a
stomach analysis. And your Will
Gentry says he cant legally do a
thing if she refuses permission to
dig himup.”

When she stopped long enough
to catch her breath, Shayne said
mildly, “Let’s go back to supper
last night and exactly what hap-
pened. You spoke of them several
times . . . saying you warned
them you were planning to have

an autopsy on your brother be-
fore his body is cremated. Exactly
who is ‘them™?”

“Anita and that no-good broth-
er of hers, and Harold Peabody
and Dr. Evans,” she said promptly.
“I'm sure they’re all in it together.
That is, | think Harold planned it
all and put her up to it . . . and
then with Doctor Evans twisted
around her little finger the way he
is, it was in the cards for him to
cover up for her.

“And | wouldnt be surprised if
that chauffeur and Mrs. Blair
were mixed up in it too,” she add-
ed darkly. “The way I've seen
Anita looking at the chauffeur
and rubbing against him when she
thought nobody was looking. And
even Mrs. Blair is changed since
John married her. | always
thought that she and John . . .
well.” She shook her head and
shrugged and continued briskly:

“So | made sure all of them
were there when | told them right
out that the wool wasn’t pulled
over my eyes. Those four sitting
there guzzling John’s liquor with
his funeral tomorrow, and Mrs.
Blair coming in and out from the
kitchen fixing the table, and
Charles lolling out in the kitchen
listening to every word that was
said. Any one of those six could
have slipped the poison into my
little chafing dish of creamed
chicken because they were all hav-
ing a casserole of curried shrimp
and I'm allergic to seafood and
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every one of them knew the
creamed chicken was just for me
and no one else would touch it.
So it was safe enough, and |
wouldnt be here to tell you about
it if 1 hadn’t thought to try it out
on her dog first.”

“And you say all the rest of the
special dish prepared for you was
disposed of after the dog died?”
Shayne asked with interest.

“You can be sure of that. By
the time 1 called the police, and
the detectives got there . . . not
a smidgen of chicken left. Not
even the pot it was cooked in. All
washed clean as a whistle. And
the dog already taken out by
Charles to be buried, so the de-
tectives couldn’t even look at it.
And still your chief of police cant
see anything suspicious in all that.
And if something isn’t done by
this time tomorrow, by the fune-
ral, it’ll be just too late. Because
John will be burned up and
there’ll never be any proof he was
poisoned by the woman he mar-
ried and the men she’s been carry-
ing on with right under his nose in
his own house. They’ll all be be-
yond the law.”

“Will Gentry,” said Shayne
thoughtfully, “is hedged in by a lot
of official rules and regulations.
Even though he were personally
suspicious, there’s hardly any offi-
cial action he could take.”

“But youre not,” she said
tensely.

“I’m not hedged in by anything

except my own conscience,” he
conceded with a wry grin.

“Chief Gentry intimated as
much . . . when he advised me
to consult a private detective if |
wasn’t satisfied with the official in-
vestigation made by his men.”

“Gentry sent you to me?”
Shayne asked in surprise.

“Not in so many words. | did
ask him to recommend a private
detective and he refused. But I've
read about some of your cases, of
course, in the papers, and when |
asked him pointblank whether
even half of the things they say
about you are true, he laughed
and said just about half. But | got
the impression he would be per-
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sonally pleased if | did come
here.”

“We have worked together in
the past,” Shayne agreed. He
leaned forward to mash out the
very short butt of his cigarette in
a tray, and asked abruptly: “Ex-
actly what do you want me to do,
Miss Rogell?”

“Why ... it seems obvious to
me. Have the dog’s body dissected
and analyzed at once. Even Chief
Gentry agreed with me that if it
were proven my creamed chicken
was poisoned he would feel that
was sufficient evidence for order-
ing an autopsy on John.”

“You say the dog is already
buried?”

“Oh, yes. Anita saw to that.
She had Charles remove it at
once and take it out to bury it on
the grounds. Last night while the
detectives were there, they asked
Charles where the grave was, and
he refused to tell them after Anita
ordered him not to. | really think
the detectives would have dug it
up for examination if they’d
known where to find it, but | guess
they felt they had no authority to
iforce him to tell them.”

“Neither have 1,” said Shayne
bluntly. “Without die dog’s body,
| don’t see what | can do.”

“Find it,” she shot at him
grimly.

Shayne shrugged. “It may be
difficult . . . particularly if the

chauffeur is as intimate with Mrs.
Rogell as you imply.”

“Take my word for it, he is,”
she told him sharply. “But finding
the day-old grave of a little dog on
the grounds of our estate should
not be a superhuman task.”

Shayne grinned at her suddenly
and rumpled his red hair. There
was something damned likable
about the old girl and her un-
shakeable convictions. He said
cheerfully, “All right. Ill start de-
tecting. But there’s the small mat-
ter of a retainer first.”

“How small a matter?” she de-
manded, gimlet-eyed.

“Say five hundred. You can
leave a check with my secretary
on your way out.”

Her clear, blue gaze locked
with his for a number of seconds.
Then she arose composedly and
said, “I will be happy to leave a
check with your secretary.”

Shayne arose with her. “One fi-
nal thing,” he said as she neared
the door. “If you’re serious in be-
lieving someone at the Rogell
house tried to poison you yester-
day, 1'd move out of the house
fast.”

She turned with her hand on
the knob and smiled for the first
time since she had entered his of-
fice. It was a wintry smile, but a
smile none-the-less. “lI am not a
complete fool, Mr. Shayne. | took
that elementary precaution last
night. For the time being, | am oc-
cupying a suite at the Waldorf
Towers. Where | shall remain un-
til 1 can return to the house I
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have lived in for thirty years with-
out fear for my life.” She opened
the door and went out with a
queer sort of dignity in her man-
nish stride.

Shayne frowned and went
thoughtfully to the water cooler
where he withdrew two paper cups
and nested them inside each other.
Then he opened the second draw-
er of a steel filing cabinet and
lifted out a bottle of cognac, wres-
tled the cork out with his teeth
and poured a moderate portion of
amber fluid into the inner cup.

Lucy Hamilton came through
the door with flushed cheeks as
he returned to his desk and took
a tentative, pleasurable sip of
cognac.

“l took notes over the inter-
com, Michael. Why did you insist
that she give you such a large re-
tainer? Do you realize it practic-
ally broke her heart to write that
check? I dont see how you think
you’re going to find a dog’s grave
on the Rogell estate. Do you real-
ize it’s a huge place? Ten or fif-
teen acres along Brickel Boule-
vard?”

Shayne said equably, “Five
hundred bucks was one way of
finding out whether she really be-
lieves all the stuff she told me.
Get Will Gentry on the phone,
angel, and Ive got a strange
hunch you’re going to be the one
who finds the dog.”

“Me? Michael Shayne! If you
think 1’'m going to go out . .

He cut off her indignant re-
sponse with a negligent wave of his
hand. “Let me talk to Will first.”

when the chief’s heavy voice
rumbled over the wire, Shayne
said pleasantly, “Hi, Will. How
big a cut do you expect out of ray
fee from Miss Rogell?”

Will Gentry chuckled, “So the
old girl came to you, did she?”

“After our tax-paid police force
turned her down. What is the dope

. confidentially?”

“Are you actually taking her
case?”

“l've got her check for five C’s
as a retainer,” Shayne told him
equably.

“Did she bleed while she wrote
it?”

“l gather she does hate to part
with money,” said Shayne cau-
tiously. “But, damn it, Will, 1 sort
of like the old biddy. Give me
the dope on her brother’s death.”

“There just isnt anything to go
on, Mike. We checked it out from
A to Z. John Rogell was sixty-
eight years old and has had a
serious heart condition for years.
Been under the care of Doctor Ca-
leb Jenson for many years until
the doc kicked off himself a cou-
ple months ago. Since then, a
Doctor Albert Evans has been
seeing the old boy twice a week.
Evans has a good reputation, and
he signed the death certificate
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without the slightest hesitation.”

“Henrietta says he’s in love
with the widow. Do you think
there’s any truth in that?” asked
Shayne equably.

“I don’t know,” Gentry replied.
“l haven’t met the girl.” Gentry
paused, and went on more seri-
ously, “Donovan and Petrie cov-
ered the whole deal. They do say
the girl is put together right and
has what looks like hot lips and a
roving smile. But, hell! She’s in
her early twenties and Rogell was
sixty-eight. If she was two-timing
him the pattern wouldnt have
been a too unusual one.”

“You mean she might be eager
to be rid of him so she could take
on a younger man like Doctor
Evans,” said Shayne promptly.

“Sure, there’s that. Or the
chauffeur or even Harold Pea-
body who are both on Henrietta’s
list. But | tell you, Mike, we
checked every angle. I had Doc
Higgins go over the complete
record of the Rogell case in Jen-
son’s files. And Jenson’s secretary
told him privately that Jenson had
urged Rogell not to marry . . .
had predicted that just this would
happen if he took on a twenty-
three-year-old bride who wasn’t
exactly on the frigid side.”

“You mean Jenson warned him
his heart wouldn’t stand it.”

“Exactly.”

“Then maybe Anita did Kill
him,” said Shayne thoughtfully.
“If she knew how serious his con-

dition was and kept egging him on
beyond his physical ability.”

“Maybe she did,” agreed Gen-
try. “It wouldn’t surprise me one
damned bit. But that’s not a crime,
Mike. Not according to the stat-
utes, it isn't.”

“AH right, 1 understand why
you passed up Henrietta’s accusa-
tions after John’s death. But what
about last night? The little dog that
died after he ate her creamed
chicken. That looks pretty clear-
cut to me.”

“Sure it does, hearing Henrietta
tell it. But the dog had been pretty
sick a couple days ago. Did she
tell you that? In fact, it was one
of those inbred, pampered little
bitches that was always having
stomach upsets.”

“But it never died of convul-
sions before, ten minutes after
eating a plate of creamed chick-
en.”

“No, it never did,” agreed Gen-
try promptly. “And 1°d run a test
fast enough if | had the body. But
I haven’t. It was already buried
by the time Donovan and Petrie
got to the house.”

“A suspicious circumstance in
itself,” Shayne pointed out. “Why
the unseemly hurry?”

“Sure, it’s suspicious. On the
other hand, there was Anita hav-
ing hysterics all over the place be-
cause of her little pet’s death, and
her almost pathological horror of
any sort of corpse. That’s why she
urged her husband to put a clause
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in his will that he should be cre-
mated, and why she hysterically
ordered the chauffeur to bury Daf-
fy within minutes after her death.”

“So it was Anita who urged
Rogell to put a cremation clause in
his will?”

“She doesnt deny it. She has a
similar clause in her own will.”

“I still think the dog should be
dug up and analyzed.”

“So do I,” agreed Gentry
promptly. “Give me proof that the
creamed chicken killed her and 11
get an autopsy on Rogell.”

“It still seems like a police job
to me, Will. You’ve got the au-
thority to demand that the dog be
produced.”

Chief Gentry sighed strongly
and said, “Listen, Mike. John Ro-
gell was a multi-millionaire and a
very important citizen in Miami.
His widow is now a multi-million-
aire and a very important citizen.
There’s a certain limit on just how
drastic you can be when you’re on
legal ground that’s a little shaky
to begin with.”

After he hung up the redhead
sat for a moment, tugging thought-
fully at his left earlobe, and then
opened a drawer of his desk to lift
out a Classified Telephone Direc-
tory. He settled back and turned
the pages slowly, wondering what
alphabetical listing to look under.
After a couple of false attempts,
he found the listing he wanted
and made a notation of the ad-
dress. Then he got up briskly and

went to the outer office where he
lifted down his Panama from a
rack near the door and glanced at
his watch.

“I have to go out for an hour or
s0,” he told Lucy at her desk be-
hind the low railing. “Grab some
lunch while I'm gone and be back
by one-thirty or two. | expect to
have a very important assignment
for you.”

“Now, if you expect me to go
out digging up dead dogs, Mi-
chael Shayne . . .” she began
stormily, but he interrupted her
with a briskly reproving, “You
know | wouldn’t ask you to do
anything like that, angel.”

SHAYNE WAS ABSENT for a little
more than two hours. Lucy was
typing a letter when he returned,
and he paused at the railing to
ask, “Had your lunch?”

She nodded and he said, “Come
in my office a moment.”

When Lucy entered, he seated
her firmly in the client’s chair be-
side his desk and drew a beauti-
fully printed, four-color, four
page brochure from his pocket.
He placed it in front of Lucy and
leaned over her shoulder to look
down at it admiringly.

The cover was done in soft
pastel colors. It showed a beauti-
ful blue Persian cat on one side,
facing a proud, black French Poo-
dle on the other. Between the two
animals was an archway of weath-
ered gray stone with an orange
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sunburst glowing through it form
a distance. Neatly lettered on the
archway were the words: pet
haven eternal—Miami’s Most
Beautiful and Most Exclusive Pet
Cemetery,

Lucy looked at it wonderingly,
caught her lower lip between her
teeth and glanced up at him.
“What on earth, Michael?”

“Dont you think Anita Rogell
might find this brochure complete-
ly fascinating?” Shayne asked.

“Well . . . from what Henri-
etta said about her . . .” Lucy
paused uneasily, studying

Shayne’s bland expression. “You
mean you think she might be per-
suaded to have her beloved Daffy

disinterred and moved to this

morbidly repulsive place?”
Shayne shrugged and said,

“Seems reasonable. And | think

youre the one to persuade her.”

“Me? Now see here, Mi-
chael . . .

“All in the interest of justice,”
he told her soothingly. “If her
Peke wasnt poisoned, what’s the
harm? The little darling ends up
at Haven Eternal in much nicer
surroundings than she has at pres-
ent. According to the brochure
she can even be cremated if Anita
wants that . . . after her stom-
ach contents have been analyzed.
Sure, you can do it, angel. You
look the part okay. Just memo-
rize a few of the salient points in
that brochure, and work out a
sales pitch. Notice the place on

Page Three where it says they are
so discreet that a private car will
call if desired, and an attendant
in plain business suit will see to
removing the remains of the de-
parted pet.

“That’s me,” he explained with
a grin. “I’ll turn up with a shovel
as soon as you phone me that it’s
all set. Here, | got this made for
you,” he went on persuasively,
opening his wallet and extracting
a freshly printed business card.
In large Gothic type, it said Pet
Haven Eternal and in small type
in the lower left hand corner it
said: Miss Lucy Hamilton.

“This should get you in to see
the grieving widow,” he told her
briskly. “From then on it should
be duck soup for a gal of your
talents.”

Lucy Hamilton shook her head,
fluffing out her hair angrily. “Mi-
chael Shayne! You’re the darndest
guy. Why | keep on working for
you . ..”

“Because you love it,” he
laughed at her. “You know you
wouldnt pass up this opportunity
for anything.”

His genial banter eased the
anger out of Lucy’s eyes.

“But how will 1 explain that I
know about Daffy?”

“There was a small item in the
paper about it,” Shayne said.
“Gentry mentioned that on the
phone, along with the rest of our
talk. It’s a perfect excuse. Hell,
if the Haven Eternal people were
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on their toes they’d already have
contacted her. Let’s hope they’ve
not.”

A long curving macadamized
drive led off Brickel Avenue
through  beautifully landscaped
grounds to the turreted mansion
that John Rogell had built on the
bayfront more than thirty years
before. It was constructed of rough
slabs of native limestone, aged
and weathered by the years and
the tropical sun. A rakish two-
toned convertible and a sleek,
black Thunderbird were parked
under the long porte-cochire, and
Lucy Hamilton pulled her light
sedan up behind them.

She drew in a deep breath with
palpable effort, slowly expelled it,
then unlatched the door at her left
and picked up her bag. She cir-
cled between her car and the rear
of the Thunderbird to wide and
worn stone steps leading up to a
white-columned verandah running
the full length of the front of the
house. She crossed weathered
boards to the double oak doors
and put the tip of her forefinger
firmly on the electric button.

A full minute went by before
the right hand door swung open
silently. A sullen-faced maid stood
on the threshold of a long, dim
hallway facing her. The girl wore
a neat, black uniform with white
lace at the wrists and neck, and

she had pouting lips and wary
eyes.

She said, “What is it, Ma’'m?”
in a sing-song voice that con-
trived to convey a faint impression
of insolence.

Lucy said, “I’d like a moment
with Mrs. Rogell.”

The maid tightened her lips
momentarily and said, “Madame
is not at home to anyone.”

Lucy smiled pleasantly and
said, “l think she’ll see me,” with
a lot more assurance than she felt.
She unsnapped her bag and took
out the cardcase, extracted the
square of white cardboard and of-
fered it to the maid. “Please take
her my card.”

For an instant the maid hesi-
tated. Finally she nodded and
stepped back, aside to an archway
with drawn portieres, drawing
them aside a little ungraciously.

“You can wait in here until |
see if Madam can spare you a
moment.”

Lucy went in to a large, square,
sombre room lined with dark wal-
nut bookshelves laden with books
in dark leather bindings. There
were massive leather chairs in the
room, and a man stood in the far
corner with his back turned to
her. He was bent over a portable
bar, and Lucy heard the clink of
a swizzle-stick against glass. He
wore light tan slacks and a red
and yellow plaid sport jacket, and
when he swung about to face Lucy
with a highball glass in his hand
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she saw he was a fair-haired
young man of about thirty with a
wispy mustache and suspiciously
high color in his cheeks for a man
of his age.

He smiled quickly, showing
slightly protruding upper teeth,
and exclaimed, “By Jove, there.
You've arrived just in the nick of
time to save me from a fate worse
than death. Drinking alone, you
know? And long before the sun
has swung over the yard-arm.” His
voice was thin and a trifle high,
but he exuded friendliness like a
stray mongrel who has just re-
ceived his first kind word in weeks.

He advanced toward Lucy, his
smile becoming a beaming wel-
come. “Whatever youre selling,
Il take a lot of. Provided, of
course, that you have a drink with
me first. My name’s Marvin Dale,
you know. How long has it been
since anyone has told you how
gorgeous you are?”

Lucy struggled with a desire to
giggle. This must be the ne’er-do-
well brother Henrietta had men-
tioned so disparagingly, and
Shayne had told her to keep her
eyes open and learn as much
about the different members of
the family as she could. Dale, she
realized, was already slightly
drunk as well as being more than
slightly amorous, and she decided
to indulge him to the extent of one
small drink.

» If you could make me a gin

and tonic,” she agreed hesitantly.
“A very light one. I have a busi-
ness matter to discuss with your
sister,” she added as stiffly as she
could.

Marvin beamed at her as he
whisked a gin bottle from a shelf
beneath the bar, and opened an
ice bucket to deposit two cubes in
a tall glass.

“No sense then in holding back
on the intake,” he said. “If you
hope to discuss business with my
dear sister today, you may as well
relax and have a decent slug.”

“I’ll settle for this one,” Lucy
told him, retreating to the depths
of a leather-upholstered chair. “I
know Mr. Rogell’s funeral is to-
morrow and | don’t like to intrude
on her grief. But | did hope to
have a moment of her time to-
day.”

“Oh, it isn’t dear John she’s
grieving about,” Marvin told her
with a tight, unpleasant smile.
“We’ve all been expecting that
for months. It’s her darling Daffy.”

“Her Pekinese?” queried Lucy.
“Sombre Daffodil Third.”

“That’s right, Sombre Daffodil
Third,” he agreed, taking a gulp
of his drink and slouching into
another leather chair near Lucy’s
with both long legs draped over
one arm of it. “Why not try this
position?” he demanded suddenly
with something very close to a
leer. “It’s the only comfortable
way to sit in one of these chairs.”

“And not very ladylike,” said
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Lucy primly, taking a sip of her
mild drink.

“Who asked you to be lady-
like?” His leer became more pro-
nounced. “You know what the
male cricket said to the female
grasshopper?”

“No,” said Lucy. “l don’t know
and I'm not interested.”

“Well, he said . . . Oh, | say,”
Marvin interrupted himself as the
maid entered through the porti-
eres, “do you have to intrude just
now, Maybelle? Miss Hamilton
and | are just getting cozy over a
drink and | was about to tell her
a very funny story.”

Lucy got to her feet quickly and
set the glass down as she faced
the girl questioningly.

Maybelle made the pretense of
a curtsy and said, “Madame will
see you in her upstairs sitting
room, Ma’m.”

Lucy followed her out quickly
without looking back at Marvin.
The maid led her down the vault-
ed hallway to a wide stairway
curving upward to the right, and
up the stairs to another wide hall-
way where she knocked lightly on
a closed door before opening it
and announcing, “Miss Hamil-
ton.”

The boudoir was chintzy and
feminine, and the temperature
was like that of a hothouse de-
voted to the propagation of tropi-
cal flowers in contrast to the pleas-
ant coolness of the rest of the big,
stone house.

And the girl-woman facing
Lucy, propped up against fluffy,
silken pillows on a chaise-longue
was not unlike a rare orchid.
There was a look of cultivated
fragility, of almost ethereal beau-
ty, in the delicate, finely-drawn
features of Anita Rogell. Her vi-
olet eyes appeared enormous and
had a look of haunting melan-
choly about them which, Lucy
realized on closer inspection, had
been artfully attained by the skill-
ful use of purple eyeshadow com-
bined with a dusting of gold pow-
der on carefully shaped brows.
Her hair, tightly drawn back from
cameo-like features, was the exact
color and texture of cornsilk with
the morning sun glinting on it
and it displayed a wide forehead
and tiny, shell-like ears that lay
flat against her head.

Only the mouth was a dis-
cordant note in the carefully-
wrought perfection of Anita Ro-
geirs face, and the shock-effect of
that feature, Lucy knew immedi-
ately, had been carefully and un-
erringly calculated as a vivid con-
trast with the overall effect.

It was a large, coarse mouth
with full, pouting underlip daring-
ly accentuated with heavy lipstick
that had a violent orange tinge. It
was hard to describe the effect
that garish mouth had against the
background of cold fragility that
was the dominant characteristic of
Anita’s face. It was a bold and
shameless promise of fire and lust
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that lay beneath the otherwise
placid exterior, a flagrant and pro-
vocative flaunting of sexual pre-
cocity which would have remained
otherwise concealed.

At least, that’s the way it struck
Lucy as she stepped into the over-
heated room. She had no way of
knowing how it would appear to a
man who looked at Anita for the
first time, and the fleeting thought
crossed her mind that she would
give a great deal to get Michael
Shayne’s reaction to the woman
in front of her.

But she said composedly, “I
apologize for intruding like this,
Mrs. Rogell, but when we at
Haven Eternal learned of your
bereavement we felt morally obli-
gated to bring to your attention
certain of our unique services
which have lessened the pangs of
grief of other pet-owners and
which we sincerely hope will par-
tially assuage your own.”

When Anita merely stared in
bewilderment Lucy said quickly:
“Wait. Hold on. This little booklet
will explain much better than |
can if | talked for hours.” She
opened her bag and extracted the
brochure. “It will only take a mo-
ment of your time to glance
through it and determine which of
our services you feel would be
most suitable to assure your dear
Sombre Daffodil Third that final
peace and utter tranquility that
every owner of a four-footed
friend who was so devoted in life

must desire for the canine soul
that has passed onward over the
Great Divide to enter the realm
of peace that passeth understand-
ing.”

Lucy noticed a peculiarly wary,
almost frightened glint in Anita’s
eyes as she completed this remark-
able speech and pressed the book-
let into the woman’s somewhat re-
luctant hands, and she thought,
“Oh dear. Did | overdue it that
time? | dont think this gal is as
dumb as | anticipated. Watch your
step, Lucy Hamilton, and get
down off your cloud.”

Anita glanced at the pastel-col-
ored cover and arched her golden
eyebrows slightly. “A pet ceme-
tery? 1’ve heard they are quite the
vogue around New York, but did-
nt realize there was one in Mi-
ami.”

“We all felt you must be un-
aware of our existence when we
read the newspaper item this
morning concerning the departure
of your Daffy. We don* ordinarily
solicit business, Mrs. Rogell, but
we did feel it our duty to offer you
an opportunity to avail yourself
of our help and our trained per-
sonnel.”

To Lucy’s consternation Anita
Rogell shook her head decidedly.
“l couldnt do that. I haven’t the
heart to disturb Daffy now. I'm
sure she’s comfortable and happy
in the spot Charles chose for her
final resting place. It would be a
desecration to disturb her now.”
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“l don’t see that at all. It’s
often done . . . you know . ..
with human beings. After all, cir-
cumstances change. . .

“No.” Anita closed the booklet
and held it out to her. “I do ap-
preciate your coming here and all
the information you’ve given me.
I’ll be sure to mention Haven
Eternal to any of my friends who
might be interested. But it is too
late now to be any help to Daffy.”

“Perhaps it isn’t, Mrs. Rogell.”
Lucy Hamilton was thinking fast
and extemporizing as she went.
“We have a very special service
that isnt even mentioned in our
regular booklet. It’s . . . some-
thing we have inaugurated recent-
ly for pet owners who feel they
will be happier if their loved ones
are buried close to them. You
definitely must have a marker for
Daffy. And we also do individual
landscaping of your own private
burial plot,” she rushed on, “and
provide perpetual care if you wish
it. Or you can have one of those
cunning grottos built right here on
your own grounds over the spot
where Daffy is already interred.”

Anita shook her head firmly.
“Not a grotto, I think. It seems
ostentatious somehow. A simple
granite stone, perhaps, suitably in-
scribed, of course.”

“Of course,” breathed Lucy
sympathetically.

“And perhaps the grave could
be marked with a border of flow-
ers,” she added persuasively.

“How much will that be?”
asked Anita Rogell.

“We’ll have to give you an es-
timate. Make sketches, you know,
and offer you several different
plans at various prices. It will run

. oh, from a minimum of
twenty-five dollars up to . . .
not more than a hundred Id say.
As soon as | have the physical
layout clearly in my mind, | can
start our men to work. It would
save the cost of a second trip,”
she urged.

“Yes. | can see that. But | won’t
be under any obligation to go on
with it until 1've seen and ap-
proved the plans,” said Anita a
trifle sharply.

“Indeed not. There is no obliga-
tion whatsoever.” Lucy laughed
flutingly. She stood up. “If you
can just give me directions so |
can find the grave myself . . . ?”

Anita said, “l haven’t inquired
directly of Charles myself . . .
for the exact spot he chose. | was
so overwrought last night that |
trusted his taste and good judg-
ment.” She dropped a languid
hand to an ivory-colored tele-
phone handset beside her and
pressed a button before lifting the
instrument.

Lucy stood back unobtrusively
and watched her closely as she
spoke into the mouthpiece. It
seemed to Lucy her husky voice
had a definable lilt to it and the
tight serenity of her features re-
laxed a trifle as she said, “Charles?
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Would you please come upstairs?”

She replaced the instrument
and said, “My chauffeur will take
you to poor Daffy’s grave. And |
am pleased that you came to talk
to me, Miss Hamilton. | think the
work you are doing is perfectly
wonderful.”

A moment later there was a
light rap on the door, and Lucy
turned to see it open and a stocky
young man in dark green uniform
with  polished leather puttees
standing there. He had heavy,
clean-shaven features, with pierc-
ing black eyes beneath thick brows
that met above the bridge of a
blunt nose. His chin was square
and his lips were full, though
somehow they conveyed a hint of

cruelty.
His manner was informally re-
spectful without being servile,

and his voice was a well-modu-
lated baritone as he said, “What
is it, Ma’'m?”

“This is Miss Hamilton,
Charles.” Anita lifted her left hand
toward Lucy. “She is from the
Pet Haven Eternal, and | want
you to take her out and show her
the spot where Daffy is buried. |
may decide to beautify the grave.”

He looked at Lucy and nodded
gravely without speaking, and
stepped back into the hall. Lucy
went to the door, saying brightly,
“Thank you very much for the
time you've given me, Mrs. Rogell.
I’'m sure you won’t be disap-
pointed.”

She stepped gladly out of the
hot room into the dimly cool hall,
and followed the chauffeur who
stolidly led her to a narrow rear
stairway that led out to the back
of the house.

v

Michael shayne Wwas pac-
ing back and forth between the
waiting room and his inner office
when Lucy Hamilton returned.
He swung on her disappointedly
and growled, “lve been waiting
for a phone call to come and get
the mutt. No soap?”

Lucy shook her head, lifting off
her floppy hat and stripping off
white gloves. “She wouldnt buy
it, Michael. She’s positive Daffy
will be happier buried right there
at home.”

“You did see her?”

“Oh, | saw her all right. And
gave her the pitch. She just didnt
fall for it.”

“What’s she like, Lucy?”

Lucy Hamilton hesitated and
took a deep breath before reply-
ing, “Like an angel infested with
leprosy, Michael.” Her eyes were
wide and troubled as they met his
searching gaze candidly. “How
can | say it? She’s devastatingly

beautiful . . . with a diseased
soul.”
Shayne said quietly. “You’re

trying to say you wouldnt put it
past her to murder her husband
and then try to murder Henrietta,
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if she decided the old gal was a
nuisance.”

“l guess that is what 1’'m trying
to say. Yet, | have nothing to go
on . . . except for her mouth.
And that, I'm not going to de-
scribe for you. | just hope I'm
around the first time you see her.”

“Did you manage to see any of
the others?”

“A maid named Maybelle who
reluctantly let me in. Her charm-
ing brother, Marvin Dale . . .
and Charles.”

Shayne grinned slightly at the
change in Lucy’s tone when she
spoke the chauffeur’s name. “Tell
me about Charles.”

“l got quite well acquainted
with Charles in the space of about
ten minutes,” Lucy said quietly.
He’s . . . got something, Mi-
chael. 1t’s so darned hard to de-
scribe . . .” Her voice trailed off
as she turned toward the gate in
the railing that led to her desk.
With her profile to Shayne, she
went on slowly, choosing her
words carefully, “It’s a sort of
aura about him. Almost a physical
emanation. You feel he’s com-
pletely primitive. Animal-like.”
She stopped at the railing and
turned a flushed face to him.

“All right,” she said fiercely.
“I’Il say it out loud. He makes a
woman feel that loving him would
be wild and free and wonderful.”

Shayne said quietly, “He must
be quite a guy.”

“ft isn’t anything he does or

says, Michael,” she said. “It’s the
way he is. You’ll never under-
stand.”

“No,” said Shayne equably, “I
don’t suppose | ever will.” He
lowered one hip to the railing so
he was close to Lucy, but he didn’t
look at her. “You make it sound
like a pretty explosive set-up, the
way you describe the two of
them.”

“Oh, | suppose I'm exaggerat-
ing horribly. Good heaven! How
melodramatic can you get?”

“What about the brother?”

“Marvin? Oh, he’s a weak
lush.”

Shayne tugged at his earlobe.
“You make it seem more impor-
tant than ever to get that dog’s
stomach contents analyzed. Damn
it, Lucy! Do you suppose she sus-
spected what you were after”

“No, I’'m sure she didn’t.” Lucy
was composed now, and when
Shayne looked at her inquiringly
she wrinkled her nose at him and
smiled shyly. “I think I've made
up my mind,” she announced.
“I've been arguing with myself
about it all the way back from
the Rogell estate.”

“Made up your mind about
what?”” demanded Shayne.

“Whether | should tell you
where Daffy is buried. If 1 do tell
you, | know perfectly well you'll
be out there, as soon as it’s dark,
digging her up. You’ll be trespass-
ing and breaking | dont loiow
how many laws ... and if
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Charles should catch you at it
o She shuddered and then
looked down into her bag with a
frown.

Shayne said roughly, “I think I
can handle a chauffeur. Do you
mean you think he’s suspicious?”

Lucy drew a folded sheet of
paper from her bag and said com-
posedly, “1 wouldn’t be at all sur-
prised. It came to me suddenly
when Anita absolutely refused to
have Daffy dug up and taken to
Haven Eternal. | made up a wild
story about us beautifying graves
at home and putting up head-
stones and even providing in-
dividual perpetual care if it was
desired. And she fell for it. She
called Charles in and told him to
show me where Daffy was buried,
so | could give her an estimate of
the cost. So Charles took me
down a rear stairway and out the
back and along a path leading to
the boathouse.”

Lucy paused a moment, study-
ing Shayne’s face doubtfully. “It’s
beautifully landscaped right up to
the low bluff overlooking the bay.
In back there’s a four-car garage
with a large apartment above.
Charles lives there. The two maids
and the housekeeper, Mrs. Blair,
have rooms on the third floor of
the house,” she interpolated.
“Charles told me when | asked.
And, for no reason at all, he vol-
unteered the information that
Mrs. Blair had always had her
private suite on the second floor

next to Henrietta until Mr. Rogell
married Anita. Then she was
moved up with the maids.”

Lucy paused a moment, eyes
downcast. “That might be impor-
tant ... in the light of some-
thing Henrietta said this morning.
I don’t know whether you noticed
it or not, Michael, but she started
to say something about her broth-
er and Mrs. Blair, and then
stopped abruptly.”

Shayne said, “l remember. So
he led you down this path to the
boathouse.”

Lucy nodded. “And about a
hundred feet from the edge of the
bluff, where there are wooden
stairs leading down to a private
dock and boathouse, there’s a
huge, old, cypress tree on the
right ... on the left coming
from the boathouse.” She unfold-
ed her sheet of paper and studied
it for a moment.

“l stopped my car as soon as |
drove outside, and jotted down
some figures. Turning off from the
path at right angles to the tree,
it’s eighteen of my paces to Daf-
fy’s grave, before you reach the
trunk of the tree, but under the
shade. And from the point where
you turn off at right angles from
the path toward the tree . . .
from that point to the top of the
stairs is fifty-eight paces. | count-
ed them when | walked down the
path pretending | had to get a
good view of the bay in order to
plan Daffy’s landscaping.”
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Shayne nodded, his face in-
scrutable. “Is the grave easily dis-
tinguishable?”

“It wasn’t when he first showed
it to me. There’s no grass under
the tree, and he had smoothed it
down so it didn’t show very much,
but I got him to break off a couple
of switches and stick them at each
end of the grave so | could find it
easily next time | came. | said he
might not be around to show me.
And that’s when | think he started
getting a little suspicious. He made
a couple of nasty remarks while
he was marking it that didn’t
sound unsuspicious.”

Shayne nodded and drew in a
deep breath. “You’re terrific,
Lucy. It shouldnt be too difficult
to judge the distance, even if fifty-
eight of your paces would be much
shorter than mine. | think I'll try
my luck fishing from a rowboat on
the bay about dusk tonight. Il
have to manage to locate the Ro-
gell boathouse before dark from
out on the bay. That may present
a problem.” He frowned thought-
fully and glanced at his watch,
“Get Tim Rourke on the phone,
angel. He’s pretty good with a
pair of oars.”

Lucy compressed her lips and
went back to her desk without
protesting further. When she had
Timothy Rourke on the wire, the
readhead said, “Are you very
busy, Tim?”

“No more than usual.” Alerted
by the detective’s casual tone, the

Daily News reporter, added, “Not
too busy to get on the trail of a
story.”

“How’d you like to go fishing?”

After a brief silence, Rourke
demanded incredulously, “This is
Mike Shayne, isn’t it? Did you say
fishing?”

Shayne grinned at the phone
and said, “That’s right. You know,
in a rowboat on the Bay. With
poles and lines with hooks on
them.”

“What are we going to fish for,
Mike?” asked Rourke resignedly.

“A dead dog.”

Rourke said, “l see.” There was
a longer pause this time, then the
reporter demanded hopefully,
“Have you got in on the Rogell
deal?” :

“I just suggested going fishing
for a dead dog. You want to go
along?”

“You bet. When?”

“I think the best time will be
shortly after dark, but we should
take a boat from the Fisherman’s
pier a little before sundown. Can
you meet me there about seven.”

Rourke said, “Will do,” and
Shayne caught him before he could
hang up:

“Know where you can get hold
of a shovel?”

“What kind of shovel?”

“One that digs ... in
ground?”

“I’ve got a short-handled spade
in the back of my car. Look, Mike.
If it is the Rogell thing ...”

the
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Shayne said blandly, “Bring
your short-handled spade along,
Tim. Fisherman’s Wharf at sev-
en. And dont be late.”

at early dusk that evening a
small rowboat was quartering lazi-
ly about a half mile offshore on the
smooth surface of Biscayne Bay
some two miles southwesterly from
the municipal docks. Michael
Shayne sat in the stern, hunched
over with elbows on his knees,
wearing a newly-purchased, cheap
straw hat, and with a fishing rod
extended over the stern trailing a
line in the water with an unbaited
hook on the end of it.

Timothy Rourke sat toward the
bow facing Shayne’s hunched back
and rowing easily. He had a bottle
of bourbon between his feet, and
he shipped his oars at brief inter-
vals to take a sip from the bottle.

“I'd guess one of those three
boathouses opposite us must be the
Rogell place,” the redhead said.

“Seems about right,” Rourke
agreed. “But which one?”

Shayne said, “We can row in
closer just as soon as it gets a little
darker. Lucy said there was a pri-
vate dock and stairs leading up the
bluff.”

Rourke shaded his eyes to study
the three boathouses with Shayne,
and announced,” There’s someone
just pushing off in a boat from the
center dock,” he said. “We’d better
put on a good fishing act until he’s
out of sight.”

They indulged in no further
conversation. Darkness came fast.
There was no moon, but the sky
was clear and bright starlight glint-
ed on the surface of the bay. Fac-
ing toward Shayne in the stern,
Rourke kept his eyes fixed on the
third-floor lights of the turreted
house and kept the boat roughly
on course by lifting one hand or
the other.

When it nosed alongside the
dock, Shayne was leaning out the
stern with a mooring line to catch
a stanchion, and he made it fast
with a double half-hitch. He
stepped easily onto the wooden
dock and moved forward into the
shadow of the boathouse where he
turned to see Rourke stepping out
with the spade in his hand.

There was utter night-silence
about him as he climbed the wood-
en steps in rubber-soled shoes, and
his alert ears caught no sound from
Rourke behind him.

At the top, he could glimpse a
faint blur of light through shrub-
bery from the big house some dis-
tance beyond, and there was
enough starlight to outline the
path he was to follow. He strode
along it, counting his steps care-
fully, and stopped on forty-five. On
his left, fifty or sixty feet away,
silhouetted against the sky, was a
towering cypress tree. Shayne
walked toward it confidently, again
counting his paces. At the count of
ten, the blaze of a strong flashlight
struck him suddenly in the face
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from a point some twenty feet to
his right. He stopped in mid-stride
as a resonant voice ordered,
“Stand still and put your hands in
the air.”

Shayne stood still and put his
hands in the air. Blinking against
the glare of the flashlight he could
see nothing except the glint of met-
al at the point of origin of the light.
The glint of metal moved and the
voice said triumphantly, “Keep

your hands high in the ah-. This is
a double-barrelled shotgun with
both triggers cocked.”

Charles’ voice had a note of fe-
line ferocity in it as he said flatly,
“And don’t try to put on an inno-
cent act. You’re that smart private
eye, Mike Shayne. | was expecting
you after you sent your secretary
out to case the layout this after-
noon.”

“l don’t know what you’re talk-
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ing about,” Shayne protested. “I’'m
a tourist from up north and | rent-
ed a rowboat . . It seemed to
him that Charles moved three or
four feet closer. That would make
it six feet, Shayne calculated. It
seemed a satisfactory distance to
him.

He tensed as he reached a
clump of hibiscus plants close to
the house, braced his heels and
flung himself backward and down.
As he hit the ground full-length
with arms still stretched over his
head, there was the terrific blast
of both barrels of a twelve-gauge
directly over his body.

At the same moment his flailing
hands fastened on Charles’ ankles
and he jerked them from under the
man and heard the gun fall to the
ground. Then Shayne was on his
knees furiously driving a left and
then a right fist into the whitish
blur that was Charles’ face as he
tried to roll away. His left glanced
off the chauffeur’s cheekbone, but
his right connected solidly with
mouth and blunt chin at the pre-
cise moment the back of the man’s
head was in contact with the
ground.

There was a splendid crunching
sound and Charles’ head lolled to
the side. Otherwise he did not
move.

Shayne dragged himself to his
feet and exhaled a great shudder-
ing breath, faintly surprised to find
that he was still alive. A bright
light sprang on at the back of the

house beyond the hibiscus, and in
the light Shayne stooped to pick
up the shotgun by the end of its
twin barrels with his left hand.
Then he got a firm grip at the
back of Charles neat, green uni-
form collar, and straightened up
and dragged the gun and the un-
conscious man around the clump
shrubbery into the full glare of a
floodlight mounted above the
kitchen door and directed across
the parking space in front of the
garage.

Two women stood just outside
the open door beneath the flood-
light looking at him from a dis-
tance of forty feet. One was mid-
dle-aged and short and somewhat
dumpy, Shayne’s first glance told
him. The other was young and
slender and beautiful. She was
bareheaded and dressed all in
white, and white draperies trailed
out behind her as she sped toward
him across the parking space,
crying out in a choked voice,
“Charles? Is that you?”

Shayne got a grin on his face as
he stalked forward dragging
Charles and the shotgun behind
him. His one fleeting thought was
that Lucy was to be deprived of
her wish to be on hand the first
time he met Anita Rogell.

\%

when mrs. rogell came close.
Shayne relaxed his grip on Charles’
collar and the chauffeur slumped
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forward with his face to the macad-
am. Anita dropped to her knees in
front of him and crouched there
with her hands on his head and
cheek, and cried out tearfully,
“Charles! Answer me!”

When Charles didn’t answer,
she looked up fiercely at Shayne
and demanded,” What have you
done to him.”

Shayne looked down at the
skinned knuckles of his right hand
and said, “He’ll be all right, Mrs.
Rogell. Do you greet all your
guests with a double-barreled shot-
gun?”

Charles moved his head and
groaned thickly. Anita bent over
him again, crooning softly, and he
twisted his body and got the palms
of both hands fiat on the pave-
ment and hoisted himself up to a
half-sitting position. His black eyes
were wild and the front of his face
was smeared with blood.

He spoke groggily through
mashed lips and a hole where two
front teeth had been, “’S Mike
Shayne, Nita. | tol’ you . . .” He
choked on a clot of blood and
hacked it out of his throat and then
slumped down on his side again.

The older woman had reached
the scene and Anita got to her
feet, ordering her sharply, “Call
Dr. Evans at once, Mrs. Blair.
Charles is badly hurt. And tell
Martin to come out here if he’s
sober enough to help. We must get
Charles inside.”

While the housekeeper scurried

away toward the back door,
Shayne dropped the shotgun and
said, “We don’t need any help for
that.”

He stooped and got his right
arm under Charles’ thighs, put his
left behind his lax shoulders, lift-
ed him up, and staggered a step
forward, supporting with difficulty
the man’s heavy bulk.

“Where do you want him?” he
ground out through set teeth.
“Which way?”

“Here,” Anita said, stepping
back and gesturing. “Through the
back door. You’d never get him
up to his apartment over the ga-
rage.” She hurried in front of him,
and Shayne followed, his knees al-
most buckling under the strain,
but grimly determined to carry it
off.

He was halfway across the
parking space and was becoming
increasingly aware that he couldn’t
possibly make it, when Charles
fortuitously  gurgled something
deep in his throat and began mak-
ing feeble efforts to free himself
from Shayne’s arms.

The redhead thankfully low-
ered his right arm to let the chauf-
feur’s dangling feet touch the
ground, and got Charles’ left arm
around his neck where he levered
it down over his own left shoulder.
The man was conscious enough to
support part of his weight on rub-
bery legs, and Shayne half-carried
him on to the back door where
Anita was waiting.
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“In here.” She went through a
gleaming modern kitchen to a
small room directly off it fitted up
as a comfortable sitting room. The
housekeeper was talking excitedly
into a telephone in one corner, and
Shayne thankfully let Charles
down on a chintz-covered sofa
where he lay very still, glaring up
at Shayne balefully.

Mrs. Blair replaced the phone
and bustled forward, saying cheer-
fully, “Dr. Evans will be right here.
Now you just lie easy, Charles, and
Il get a cold cloth for that face
of yours.”

She hurried through the con-
necting door into the kitchen and
Shayne slowly turned his gaze
away from Charles’ venomous
glare to catch a queer look on
Anita’s face as she stood back and
to one side, studying him and not
paying the slightest heed to the
chauffeur.

When she spoke her voice was
throaty and had a little catch in it.
“You’re Michael Shayne.”

He said, “I’m Michael Shayne.
Does that give your man license to
hunt me down like a mad dog with
a shotgun?”

From the sofa, Charles uttered
garbled words. Neither of them
paid him the slightest heed. They
were warily measuring each other
like antagonists in a duel to the
death.

She sucked in her breath and
said, “He warned me you would

come tonight. To try and dig Daf-
fy up and take her away.”

Shayne said heatedly, “I don’t
know what you’re talking about. |
explained to your chauffeur that I
got lost in the dark while fishing,
and rowed in to the first shore
lights 1 saw . . . hoping | could
call a taxi to take me home. And
he met me with a cocked shotgun.”

“Why did you send your secre-
tary here this afternoon ... if
not to discover where Daffy is
buried so you could come and take
her away?”

“My secretary?” said Shayne in
feigned astonishment. “Are all of
you crazy?”

“She is named Lucy Hamilton,
isn’t she?”

“That’s my secretary’s name,”
Shayne admitted. “As a great
many people in Miami know. What
of it?”

“Do you deny she came here this
afternoon pretending to be from a
pet cemetery so she could find
where Daffy is buried?”

“Of course, | deny it,” said
Shayne vehemently. “Why on
earth would Lucy do a silly thing
like that?”

“Because Charles suspects that
John’s crazy sister hired you to try
and prove Daffy was poisoned by
one of us here because she ac-
cused us of murdering her broth-
er.” Anita spoke the words calmly
and simply, as though they were
of no consequence at all.

Shayne drew in a deep breath
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and shook his red head in what he
hoped was a gesture of utter baf-
flement.

“You're ‘way beyond me. | dont
follow you at all.”

“I did call Haven Eternal after
Charles came back from showing
Miss Hamilton Daffy’s grave and
told me he thought she was up to
something else. They have no rep-
resentative named Lucy Hamilton,
and they don’t even send out peo-
ple representing them. How do

you explain  that, Michael
Shayne?”

Shayne said, “lI don’t. Why
should 1?7

Anita tilted her head and con-
sidered him gravely for a moment.
Then with a startlingly sudden
change of mood she put out her
hand and Shayne took it in his and
she said almost gaily, “I’ve a feel-
ing youd like a drink, Michael
Shayne, and have been too stub-
bornly angry to ask me.” Her hus-
ky voice made rich music of the
name.

With her hand in his, she led
him past the sofa where Mrs. Blair
was on her knees still making
clucking noises over Charles. They
went out of the room and through
the kitchen to the wide, vaulted
hallway that Lucy had described to
Shayne, and some thirty feet
down the hall toward the front
door and through a pair of sliding
doors on the right that stood par-
tially open. It was a small conser-
vatory, and the temperature in-

side was the same as Lucy had
described as existing in the up-
stairs boudoir.

She said, “Marvin and | had
stingers after dinner. Would you
like to mix another batch?”

Shayne squeezed her hand hard,
hoping she wouldnt think his
switch to a sudden warmth too
abrupt, and looked down at the top
of her shining head which lightly
brushed his shoulder. He released
her hand and said, “1°d rather have
a straight drink.” He reached for
one of the cocktail glasses.

Anita moved toward a silken
bell-cord, murmuring, “I’ll ring for
a clean glass.”

Shayne said, “Please dont. Id
much rather use one of these and
be alone here with you.” He twist-
ed the glass stopper from the large
decanter and filled one of the cock-
tail glasses to the brim.

She had moved back close to
him when he lifted it to his lips.
He breathed in deeply the clean,
delightful bouquet from the distil-
late of sun-ripened grapes, and the
tips of her taut, full breasts, be-
hind the silky white of a loose
blouse, pressed lightly against his
chest as she moved even closer.

She stood rigid, just touching
him, her arms straight down at her
sides and both hands tightly
clenched. Over the rim of his glass,
he stared down into her invitingly
amorous eyes.

It was either a brief moment or
an eternity that they stood like
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hat, as close as two humans can
get. Then Shayne heard the in-
sistent ringing of door chimes from
the front, and he slowly released
her and stepped back to pick up
the cocktail glass in a trembling
hand, just as Mrs. Blair hurried
past the open doors on her way to
answer the front door.

Anita smiled dreamily at him
and rested the knuckles of her left
hand on top of the table. “l imag-
ine that will be Dr. Evans come to
see Charles. He’s always so
prompt.”

Shayne took a gulp of cognac.
It burned all the way down his
throat to meet but not assuage an-
other sort of burning in the pit of
his stomach. He said, “That’s nice
of Dr. Evans,” set his glass down
and fumbled a cigarette out of his
shirt pocket while Anita saun-
tered to the gap in the sliding doors
and stood there looking out com-
posedly until Mrs. Blair and the
doctor hurried by.

“Let me know about Charles at
once, Doctor,” she said. “I do hope
it isn’t serious.” She turned back
to Shayne and said serenely, “I’'m
sure Charles was exactly right and
Henrietta did hire you to dig up
Daffy and try and prove she was
poisoned.”

“Was she?” demanded Shayne.

“Poisoned? Of course not. Why
would anyone want to do a cruel
thing like that? Everyone loved
her. Except Henrietta, of course.
She hated everyone. If Daffy was

poisoned, you can be sure that old
hag did it. And maybe she did at
that,” Anita went on slowly. “It’d
be just like her. She could have,
you know. Poisoned that chicken
herself, and then fed a plate of it
to dear Daffy out of spite.”

Shayne grinned sardonically.
“And then went around and hired
a private detective to disinter the
dog and prove her guilt? You cant
have it both ways, Anita.”

“Maybe not, but you can be cer-
tain no one else in this household
would have harmed Daffy.”

“How can you be so certain of
that?” sneered a rather fruity voice
from the hallway, and a fair-
haired young man lolled between
the parted doors. He swayed a lit-
tle and clenched a highball glass
in his hand, and his bloodshot eyes
didn’t focus very well.

“This is Michael Shayne,” said
Anita distinctly. “My brother,
Marvin.”

“The famous private eye, eh?”
Marvin blinked at him and moved
closer to peer into his face with
bleared eyes. “You don’t look the
part at all, you know. Not like it is
on television with all your beauti-
ful blonde clients ripping off their
clothes and crawling into bed with
you first crack out of the box. Does
he, Sis?”

In a coldly vicious voice, Ani-
ta said, “Get out of here, Marvin.
You're drunk.”

“Coursh I'm a little bit drunk-
ie.” He smiled vacuously and took
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one more look at Shayne, shud-
dered and almost fell over his own
feet exiting.

She said, “So much for my
brother, Mr. Shayne.” A dreamily
contemplative expression chased
the anger from her face. “I would,

you know. Just like all those
blondes he was talking about.”
Shayne said, “I know,” very

matter-of-factly.

She closed her eyes and clasped
her arms about her full breasts and
shivered. Then she started gliding
toward him with her eyes closed.

Shayne emptied his glass and set
it on the table and waited for her
to reach him.

The voices of Mrs. Blair and
Dr. Evans came from the hall, ap-
proaching them. Anita stopped
three feet from Shayne, unclasped
her arms and opened her eyes. The
hypnotized expression faded from
her face, and she turned and went
to the door and asked lightly,
“How is Charles, Doctor?”

“As well as can be expected.”
His enunciation was precise, with
a studiedly genteel inflection. *“I
had to take six stitches and admin-
ister a sedative for the pain. Later,
he’ll have to see a good dentist. |
must have the straight of this, Ani-
ta. From Charles and Mrs. Blair
I am given to understand that some
hulking brute of a private detec-
tive forced his way onto your prop-
erty tonight bent on desecrating
the grave of your dog, and Charles
was injured while defending the

place. Have you called the police
to lay charges against this ruffian?
I am required to report the inci-
dent, you know.”

“Why dont you discuss it with
Mr. Shayne?” Anita moved aside
and Dr. Albert Evans stepped
through the sliding doors. He was
young for a practicing M.D. Not
more than his early thirties,
Shayne thought. He was slender
and of medium-height, with slight-
ly protuberant eyes behind gold-
rimmed nose glasses attached to a
black cord around his neck.

He stopped and looked severely
at Shayne, but the detective could
have sworn there was the sugges-
tion of a twinkle in his eyes as he
asked, “What did you hit Charles
with? He insists you attacked him
with a large rock.”

Shayne held out his right hand
with the fist doubled. “If you've
any adhesive left you might put a
little on my knuckles.”

The doctor took off his glasses,
blinked rapidly and fiddled with
them. “I’'ve done all I can for
Charles tonight.” He turned to go,
but Shayne stopped him.

“If you’re going toward town,
Doctor, could | bum a ride with
you? | meant to call a cab, but
haven’t gotten around to it yet.”

“Why yes. Certainly, if you like.
I go down the Avenue to Flagler.”

“Right past my place,” Shayne
told him genially. He walked past
Anita and her fingers swung out to
catch his hand as he went by. He
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pressed her fingertips hard and
said, “Thanks for everything, Mrs.
Rogell. 1 hope we meet again.”

She dug her fingernails fiercely;
into the fleshy part of his palm and
then released his hand. He fol-
lowed Dr. Evans down the hall,
glancing through portieres on the
left as he went by and seeing Mar-
vin across the library at the bar
intent on mixing himself another
drink.

Five minutes later Shayne, sit-
ting at ease in Dr. Evans’ car, with
the house three miles behind them,
said in an even voice, “You think
the dog was poisoned?”

Evans glanced sideways at him.
“l have no opinion in die matter

. hot being a veterinarian. | do
wish Mrs, Rogell had not been so
precipitate in having the little beast
buried. But she has a dreadful
complex about death in any form.
The result of some childhood trau-
ma, | daresay, though I’'m not a
psychiatrist either. And the death
of her husband, just two days ago,
left her dreadfully upset, of course.
A remarkable woman, though.
She’s bearing up exceedingly well.”

“l understand you signed the
death certificate,” Shayne said.

“Certainly, 1 did. | had been
attending him for months and was
called immediately after his death
was discovered.”

“Is there any possibility what-
soever, Doctor, that he could have
been poisoned?”

“You’ve been listening to Hen-

rietta,” he said bitterly. “Spread-
ing her spleen wherever anyone
will listen. Mr. Shayne, if you are
an experienced detective, you must
know that no competent medical
man in his right mind can abso-
lutely rule out the possibility of
some kind of poison in any death.
No matter how normal it may ap-
pear on the surface. If we took that
fact into consideration, perhaps we
should have an autopsy on every
cadaver ... no matter what the
circumstances of death.”
“Perhaps we should,” Shayne

said equably.
“Yes . .. well .. The doc-
tor slowed as he approached

the bridge across the Miami River.
“Since that is not accepted prac-
tice, I can only tell you there was
no scintilla of evidence to give me
the slightest doubt that John Ro-
geirs death was the normal and
natural result of his heart condi-
tion. That is the statement | gave
the police, and | stand behind it.”

“Right here, Doctor,” Shayne
said hastily as they drew abreast of
his apartment hotel. “Thanks for
the lift .. . and for the informa-
tion.”

He got out at curb and lifted
a big hand in farewell, waited until
the doctor drove on and then
trudged across to the side en-
trance where he climbed one flight
of stairs and went to his comer
apartment to wait for Timothy
Rourke to show up or telephone
him.
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it was almost two hours and
three drinks later when the door
opened and Timothy Rourke
shambled inside with his trench-
coat belted tightly about his thin
waist.

He said, “By God, Mike! You’re
one who’d come up dressed for the
opera if you fell into the charcoal
pit at a clambake.”

Shayne grinned amiably and
asked, “Had rough going?”

“Look at my goddamned
hands.” Rourke strode forward,
holding the palms up for Shayne’s
inspection. They were puffed with
blisters, some of which had broken
and the red flesh beneath was
cracked and bleeding. “Been row-
ing around in circles on that lousy
bay for two hours,” grated Rourke.
“These blisters will last a week.”

He turned aside to a wall liquor
cabinet and lifted down a bottle of
straight bourbon with the ease of
long familiarity. He pulled the cork
as he returned to the center table,
tilted the bottle over a tumbler
containing two half-melted ice
cubes and a small quantity of wa-
ter that Shayne had been using for
a chaser. He poured four fingers
into the glass, sloshed it about for
a moment, and then drank it off in
four gulps.

He smacked his lips expressively,
draped his knobby body into a
chair across the table and grated,
“The things | do for you, Mike

Shayne! By God, that dog had bet-
ter have poison in her belly.”

“She has,” Shayne said flatly.
“You got her, huh?”

“Sure | got her,” said Rourke
belligerently. “While you were in-
side getting cozy with the widow.
I got a peek through the bushes af-
ter the shotgun blasted. | figured
I'd take one look at you with your
fool head blown off so I could give
Lucy the morbid details, And what
did | see? You standing there un-
der the floodlight with that uncon-
scious lug in your arms, and that
babe fawning up at you like she’d
never seen a man before in her
life.”

“Where’s the dog?”
asked abruptly.

“Downstairs in my car.” Rourke
sighed and pulled himself to his
feet with a grimace of pain from
long unused muscles. He went out
to the kitchen to get a fresh glass
and more ice cubes for himself
while Shayne found the number of
Miami’s most noted toxicologist,
lifted the phone and gave it to the
switchboard downstairs.

Shayne spoke into the mouth-
piece as Rourke sauntered back
and sloshed whiskey into the glass:
“Is that Bud Tolliver? Mike
Shayne, Bud. Can you do a fast
job for me tonight?”

He listened a moment and said,
“l don't think this will take long.
You should be able to handle it
right there in your basement lab.
Analysis of the stomach contents

Shayne
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of a dead dog for poison. 11l bring
it right over to your place.” He
hung up and told Rourke, “Tolli-
ver feels his professional status is
being impugned by working on a
dog. Coining along, Tim?”

Rourke had sunk back into his
chair with tall glass clamped tight-
ly in both hands. He shook his
head, got a leather key-case from
his pocket and dropped it on the
table. “Take my car. It’s parked
in front with the dog locked in the
luggage compartment. Drop Daffy
off at Bud’s and then come here,
huh? I’'m trying to remember some-
thing about Henrietta Rogell. If it
comes through, 1 think we can
stand a trip to the News morgue. If
it doesn’t, at least 1’ll be catching
up with you.” He lifted his glass
significantly.

Shayne took the keys and said,
“Try to make it come through,
Tim.”

He went out the door and down
on the elevator, through a deserted
lobby to Rourke’s battered sedan
in front.

Bud Tolliver was a bachelor
who lived in a five-room stucco
house in the northeast section of
the city. The porch light was on
when Shayne pulled up in front of
the house, and the redhead got out
and unlocked the luggage compart-
ment and opened it. The tiny body
of a Pekinese lay stiff-legged on the
floor, its formerly shiny coat mat-
ted with dirt, its mouth half open

in what appeared to be a derisive
grin.

Shayne lifted the light body out
by a front and rear paw, carried it
up the walk held stifly out in front
of him, and the front door opened
as he stepped onto the porch, and
Tolliver motioned him inside.

The toxicologist was as tall as
Shayne, and a few years younger.
His head was completely bald, and
he had an intelligent, bony face
that puckered thoughtfully as he
drew aside and looked at the de-
tective’s burden. “How long has
the pooch been buried?”

“She’s supposed to have died
last evening in convulsions about
ten minutes after eating a dish of
creamed chicken fed to her by an
old lady who suspected it con-
tained poison. On the other hand
it’s reported that she’s been a sick-
ly dog, often subject to stomach
upsets.”

‘The convulsions in ten min-
utes sounds like a solid dose of
strychnine,” said Tolliver absent-
ly, lifting a starched surgeon’s gar-
ment from a hook on the wall and
sliding his arms into the sleeves.
“If so, it’ll be easy.”

“It needs to be definitely tied in
with the creamed chicken to give
us an open and shut case, Bud.”

“Sure,” the toxicologist said
cheerfully. “Ill do my best. You
want to stick around and watch it
done?”

“I don’t think so,” said Shayne
hastily. “Not tonight. Tim Rourke
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and | have things to do. Call me
at home, huh? About how long?”

“Half an hour or so.”

Shayne said, “Swell,” and went
up the stairs quickly while Tolli-
ver bent over the dead dog with
professional interest and zeal.

Timothy Rourke got to his feet
quickly when Shayne walked into
his own apartment ten minutes la-
ter. He drained the last of his drink
and said triumphantly, “Got it,
Mike. Let’s run up to the News
and check it out.”

Shayne waited at the door for
him to come out, and pulled it shut
on the latch, and asked, “Got
what?” as they went back to the
elevator.

“The thing that’s been nibbling
at my so-called memory ever since
you sprung this Rogell deal on me
this afternoon. Gives a pretty good
sidelight on Henrietta. It was
about five years ago, Mike, when
she made the headlines with a
lawsuit against her brother. De-
manding an accounting of his es-
tate and claiming a one-half share
for herself.

“The details are hazy in my
mind,” he went on as they crossed
the lobby. “I forget how it came
out. But he made his fortune out
west, in mining, | think, and I be-
lieve that she claimed she worked
in the mines with him and that
half his millions were rightfully
hers, and she wanted the money
legally and in her own name in-
stead of living with him in that big

house and having him dole it out
to her.”

A half hour later in the huge file
room in the Daily News Tower,
Rourke led the way confidently
down a long aisle lined with filing
cabinets, pulling dangling cords to
switch on overhead lights as he
went. He slowed and finally
stopped in front of a cabinet, pulled
out a drawer marked Re-Ro, and
slowly turned clippings over as he
spoke.

“Here’s the old boy’s wedding
just a few months ago. The April-
December wedding that had the
sob-sisters gushing all over the so-
ciety pages.”

Shayne leaned over to study the
picture with him. It had been tak-
en on the steps of a local church as
the bridal couple left after the cer-
emony. It was the first picture
Shayne remembered seeing of
John Rogell. He was tall and lean
and leathery-faced like his sister,
wearing top hat and cutaway. He
looked a sound and vigorous sixty
in the picture, not like a doddering
old man whose heart might be ex-
pected to give way under the im-
portunities of a demanding young
bride.

Of course, there was a startling
difference between the ages of the
couple. In her white bridal dress
and clutching her wedding bou-
quet, Anita was radiantly beauti-
ful, the personification of a virgin-
al young bride on the happiest day
of her life.
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“Mr. and Mrs. John Rogell as
they emerged from the noonday
solemnizing of their wedding rites,”
Rourke read drily from the text
beneath the picture. “Hell, if the
old boy had three months of that,
I’d guess he died happy.”

He turned the clippings back
slowly. “There were scads of fea-
ture stories as soon as news of the

engagement broke. It was real
Cinderella stuff. It can and does
happen in Miami. Anita Dale.

Small-town girl, from a poor up-
state family, coming timidly to
seek her fortune in the Magic City
of sun, sin and sex. Six months la-
ter she sits out in that stone man-
sion heir to a lot of millions of
bucks. How’s that for rags-to-
riches in one easy installment?”

“Did you say she worked in the
Peabody Brokerage firm?”

“Sure. Harold Peabody. She was
working there as a filing clerk when
she met Rogell. Peabody is one of
Miami’s up-and-coming young fi-
nancial consultants. Rogell is prob-
ably his biggest account, though
others have been flocking to him
since he got publicity along with
one of his secretaries marrying
millions. It’s pretty well under-
stood he’ll be executor of Rogell’s
estate. But that’s all recent his-
tory,” Rourke added as he flipped
back through scattered clippings.
“Just routine stuff here. Rogell
buys another shipping line, invests
a million in an Atlanta real estate

development. Here’s what I'm
looking for.”

He paused at a long front-page
StOI’y, head-“ned, “spinster sues
MULTI-MILLIONAIRE BROTHER.”

“This is the day they opened
the trial,” he muttered. “l covered
that first day myself. Let’s see

if 1 turn back a few clippings
we should find the verdict.”

He began doing so, glancing
quickly and expertly at a few
words or the heading of each
story. He stopped after a moment
and said, “Here it is,” and read:
JURY RETURNS VERDICT IN MIL-
LION-DOLLAR SUIT FOR DEFEN-
DANT.”

“She lost it hands-down,” he
told Shayne. “I thought I remem-
bered it that way, but | wasn’t
sure. The jury felt Henrietta was
doing all right as she was . . .
sharing the big house with him as
his official hostess with charge ac-
counts all over town and a month-
ly cash allowance a lot bigger than
she could possibly spend.”

Shayne said, “Turn back two or
three of those clippings, Tim. Dur-
ing the progress of the trial. There
was one story | noticed as you slid
by looking for the verdict.”

“Which one?” Rourke turned
one clipping after another to face
up to the light.

Shayne said, “There it is.” It
was a two-column inside-page
Story, headed “housekeeper tes-
tifies,” and beneath it there was
a somewhat blurred cut of a rath-
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er pretty and slightly plump young
woman standing on the front porch
of a weathered frame house with a
crudely painted sign over her head
that said “brair’s boarding
house”. The caption read: “Betty
Blair in front of her boarding house
in Central City, Colorado.” The
other picture showed the same
woman some thirty years older,
still smooth-faced and comely, but
some twenty pounds heavier, and
was captioned: “Mrs. Blair as she
appeared in court today.”

Rourke nodded and said, “I was
in court that day. Henrietta’s at-
torneys called the Rogell house-
keeper to testify for the plaintiff,
but she was practically a hostile
witness and didn’t help the case
much. Seems she ran a boarding
house in the mining town where
Rogell started his fortune, ,and she
did testify somewhat reluctantly
that people in the town still told
stories about how Henrietta actu-
ally shouldered a pick in the old
days right beside her brother in
their first prospect tunnel. Seems
they both boarded at her place in
later days, and, after Mr. Blair
died, John Rogell went out to Col-
orado and brought her back here
and installed her as his housekeep-
er.

“There were a few attempts by
the defense attorney to insinuate
that she might have been some-
thing more than just his housekeep-
er, but the judge quashed those
fast, ruling that he was incriminat-

ing his own witness. In the long
run, the Blair testimony helped
Rogell, because she was emphatic
that he never denied Henrietta
anything, never questioned how
much money she spent or for what.

“There were three women on
the jury,” Rourke ended with a
chuckle, “and you could see them
drooling and wishing they were in
Henrietta’s shoes.”

Shayne nodded and straightened
up and glanced at his watch. “Tol-
liver has had the dog more than half
an hour. Let’s get back and see if
there’s any word.”

His telephone was ringing when
he unlocked the door of his apart-
ment. He hurried to it without
turning on a light, snatched it up
and barked, “Hello.”

Tolliver’s voice answered him.
“Got it, Mike.”

“Got what?”

“Enough strychnine to Kkill a
large family in that creamed chick-
en the Peke ate.”

Shayne said exultantly, “Will
Gentry will want this straight from
the horse’s mouth, Bud. Stay by
the phone and I’ll have him call
you.”

The detective gave Gentry’s
home telephone number to the
switchboard, and told Rourke
while he waited, “You got those
blisters in a good cause. Strych-
nine. Now we’ll move.”

Chief of Police Will Gentry’s
gruff voice came sleepily over the
wire, and Shayne told him, Bud
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Tolliver’s got news for you, Will.
About a dead dog.”

“The Rogell pooch?” Gentry’s
voice came awake fast. “By God,
Mike, I didn’t think you could pull
it off. What’s the verdict?”

“Ask Tolliver. He’s waiting for
your call.” Shayne gave Gentry the
number. “Call me back, huh?”

“Right.”

Shayne hung up and said hap-
pily, “This calls for a small liba-
tion.” He poured a drink of Hen-
nessy and waited until Rourke had
put whiskey in his glass. He said
solemnly, “To the best graverobber
I know,” and drank his off while
Rourke bowed with mock humili-
ty before following suit.

His phone rang again and Will
Gentry said, “Congratulations,
Mike. I’'m ordering an immediate
P.M. on Rogell. Thank God he’s
slated to be cremated, so the body
hasn’t been embalmed.”

“Can you do it without a court
order or getting permission from
the family?”

“With this sort of evidence,
yes.”

Shayne hung up and looked at
his watch, his rugged face tensely
alert. He muttered to Rourke, “I
better call Lucy. She’ll have her
fingernails chewed down to the
quick by this time.” He lifted the
phone again and gave her number.

He sat and listened to the tele-
phone ring in her apartment, the
alertness slowly fading from his
face to be replaced by a disbe-

lieving frown. After the tenth ring,
he broke the connection.

“She’s at home,” said Shayne
fiercely. “l know how Lucy is. She
knew we were making a try for the
dog tonight, and she knew Id
phone her the first moment . . .”

He bDbroke off as the ringing
stopped and the operator asked,
“Want | should keep on trying,
Mr. Shayne? That’s fifteen rings
and she still don’t answer.”

Shayne said, “No,” and hung up.
There were deep trenches in his
cheeks and his eyes were bleak as
he hung up and reached for his
drink.

“Well, hell,” said Rourke rea-
sonably. “A gal cant be expected
to sit at home alone by the tele-
phone every night in the week just
because her boss is on a case. She
knows you can take care of your-
self.”

Shayne said, “Sure.” He drained
his glass and set it down slowly.

Rourke studied his friend’s
trenched face for a moment, cock-
ing his head on one side and nar-
rowing his eyes. “She didnt say
she was going to sit at home and
wait for a call, did she?”

Shayne said, “No,”
clenched teeth.

The telephone started ringing
then. Shayne turned back to the
table and grabbed it fast. It was
the clerk downstairs.

“There’s a Western Union mes-
senger here, Mr. Shayne. Shall |
send him up?”

through
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Shayne said, “Yes,” and exhaled
a deep sigh as he dropped the re-
ceiver. He told Rourke happily,
“A telegram. Lucy must have had
to go out for something and knew
I’d be worried.”

A moment later the elevator
door clanged open down the hall
and they heard footsteps approach-
ing the door.

Shayne went to the door, and
pulled it open. A wizened little
man stood in the doorway wearing
an oversized messenger’s uniform.
He intoned, “Message for Mr.
Michael Shayne,” and deftly ex-
changed a white envelope for the
coin in Shayne’s hand.

Shayne’s expression changed as
he looked down at the envelope,
with his name and address penciled
in crude print on the outside. He
exclaimed, “Wait a minute. This
isn’t a telegram.”

The messenger said placidly, “It
sure ain’t. But it’s for you if you’re
him that’s writ down there.” He
started to turn away, but the de-
tective grated, “Wait a minute,” as
he tore the envelope open. There
was a single folded sheet torn from
a yellow scratchpad inside. In the
same crude printing as the address,
Shayne read:

You got the dog but we got your

secretary. If you want to see her

alive again, throw the pooch in
the bay and forget you ever saw
her.

The message was unsigned.

Shayne grabbed the messenger’s

thin arm and demanded harshly,
“Where did you get this?”

“Corner of Miami Avenue and
Fourth. Shamrock Bar.”

“Who gave it to you to bring
here?”

“Bartender had it for me.” The
messenger twisted uneasily, drop-
ping his rheumy gaze from
Shayne’s hot eyes. “Paid me two
bucks and said to deliver it right
away.”

Shayne’s face was flushed.

“How did you know to go there
and pick it up?”

“Central office sent me. We get
calls like that all the time. Pick-up
and deliver.”

Shayne let go his arm and he
scuttled down the hall toward the
elevator.

VIl
“Wnhat is it, Mike?” Rourke
was beside him, his voice anxious.
Shayne didn’t reply, merely

handed Rourke the sheet of yellow
paper. He whirled around and
strode to the center table, opened
the telephone book and riffled
through the pages to the Rogell
number. He gave it to the operator
and waited for a long time with
the receiver to his ear. A woman’s
voice finally said, “Mrs. Rogell’s
residence.”

“This is the police,” said Shayne
curtly. “Sergeant Hanson speaking.
I want to talk to the Rogell chauf-
feur at once.”
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“Charles?” He was certain it
was Mrs. Blair’s wvoice. “I'm
afraid that’s impossible. He’s sleep-
ing now . . . under heavy seda-
tion.”

“Is Mrs. RogelTs brother still
there?”

“Marvin’s here, all right, but you
won’t get much out of him either.
He didnt need any pills to pass
out cold.”

Shayne hung up the receiver,
shaking his head at Rourke. “No
help there. The housekeeper claims
both Charles and the brother are
dead to the world and can’t be
awakened.”

“I been thinking, Mike. Whoev-
er snatched Lucy and wrote this
note thinks you got it before you
had time to do anything with the
dog. They wouldn’t know about
Tolliver doing a fast job for you.
If you can keep them thinking
that . . .”

Shayne said, “Yeh.” He lifted
the phone again and gave Will
Gentry’s home telephone number.
Wheu the chief answered, he said,
“Mike Shayne again, Will. Some-
thing has come up at this end.”
The urgency in his voice kept Gen-
try from asking any questions.
“Have you ordered the autopsy?”

“Sure. They should have already
picked the body up from the un-
dertaker’s.”

“How many people know that?”

“Nobody outside the department
except the undertaker, and he’s
sworn to secrecy. Doc Higgins

promised him he’d have the corpse
back in its casket tomorrow morn-
ing so no one will know.”

Shayne breathed a fervent,
“Thank God,” and then went on
strongly, “Promise me this, Will.
Don’t take any action tomorrow
no matter what the P.M. says. Not
till you talk to me first. Will you
promise that?”

“Now, wait a minute, Mike.
What gives?”
Shayne hesitated, then said

flatly, “Theyve got Lucy. Shell
stay alive as long as they think we
havent found poison inside the
dog and haven’t autopsied Rogell.
If he can be cremated tomorrow
with them still thinking that . . .”

“Lucy?” rumbled Gentry. “Who’s
they?”

“That’s what I've got to have
time to find out, Will. Someone
who doesn’t want an autopsy on
Rogell. So, for the love of God,
keep it quiet, Will.”

Gentry said gruffly, “I like Lu-
cy, too. You want help?”

“That’s what | don’t want right
now. Just complete secrecy on the
autopsy . . . and a call as soon as
you know.” ,

Gentry said, “You’ll have that,”
and Shayne hung up.

He got up and said, “Drive me
out to Lucy’s, Tim. Maybe we can
pick something up there.”

Downstairs, Shayne stopped at
the desk to tell the clerk, “I’ll be at
Miss Hamilton’s number in about
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fifteen minutes. Try her phone if
anything comes up.”

He got in the driver’s seat of
Rourke’s car and headed toward
Miami Avenue, explaining, “Well
stop at the Shamrock first.”

“l don’t get this, Mike. How
could anyone get to Lucy so fast?
None of the people involved know
her, do they?”

“She was out there this after-
noon. Charles was smart enough to
figure she was my secretary, and
the rest of them knew what he
suspected.”

“But she’s not listed in the phone
book. This may all be a bluff.”

Shayne said, “Maybe.” He was
driving north on Miami Avenue,
and slowed as he approached
Fourth Street. A corner saloon had
a sign in green neon, shamrock
bar. He parked and they got out.

It was a small bar, dingy and
dimly-lighted. At this hour there
were only three men on stools with
drinks in front of them. The bar-
tender was thin and sallow-faced,
wearing a dirty white jacket. He
came toward them incuriously as
they ranged up against the front
end of the bar.

Shayne got out his wallet and
extracted a ten-dollar bill,
smoothed it flat on the bar be-
tween his big hands. He moved the
bill forward and said,” We’re not
ordering. | just want to ask you a
question.”

The bartender put his fingertips
on the bill but did not pick it up.

His pale blue eyes studied Shayne’s
face warily. “Sure, Mister. Go
ahead and ask.”

“A messenger from Western Un-
ion picked up an envelope from
you fifteen or twenty minutes ago.
Tell me about it.”

“What about it?”

“Everything.”

The man shrugged, keeping the
tips of his fingers on the bill, but
not drawing it toward him. “There
was this guy came in and busted
a ten for a boiler-maker and asked
could he use the phone. | said
sure.” The bartender jerked his
head to a coin telephone on the
wall behind him. “l was standing
close enough to hear him ask for
Western Union, and then say to
send a messenger to make a pick-
up from here for immediate deliv-
ery. Then he asked what the charge
would be for downtown Miami,
and then hung up.

“He came back to his drink,
and gave me these two envelopes,
see? And three ones. Said he was
in a hurry and would | give the
letters and the money to the mes-
senger when he came. | said sure,
and that’s all there was to it.”

Shayne said hoarsely, “Two en-
velopes?”

“Yeh. There was two. Just alike,
Addressed with a pencil.”

“Addressed to whom?” Shayne’s
voice was unnecessarily harsh.

The bartender looked at him
with a touch of belligerence. “How
do I know, Mister? None of my
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business and | didn’t pry. | just
laid them on the cash register with
the three bills, and gave ’em to the
messenger when he came. Any-
thing wrong in that?”

Shayne slowly exhaled a long-
held breath. He said, “No. Noth-
ing wrong with that. You’re sure
you didn’t see either of the names?
It would be worth twice that bill
to me.”

“Gee, | wisht | had.” The bar-
tender sounded truly sorry that he
hadn’t been more curious. “I just
didnt look.”

“What did the man look like?”

“Like a bum,” he said promptly.
“Wearing a ragged coat and need-
ing a haircut. Thin and hungry
looking. Hell, I didn’t pay heed.
Twenty-five or maybey thirty. Just
a medium-looking bum.”

“But you’d know him if he ever
comes in again?” persisted Shayne.

The bartender screwed up his
blue eyes. “I .. . reckon I
might.”

“If he does show his face there’ll
be ten bills like that in it for you,
if you call the police and hold him
till they get here.”

“Well, sure,” said the man un-
comfortably. “If the law wants
him . . .~

Shayne  said  emphatically,
“They do,” and finished his drink.

As they got back into his car,
Timothy Rourke said worriedly,
“l guess that didn’t help much.”

“Not a damned bit. Whoever
sent the note covered his tracks

perfectly. Some hobo off a park
bench who was delighted to earn
the rest of a ten-dollar bill by hav-
ing a drink in a bar and calling
Western Union.”

“The notes,"” Rourke reminded .

him emphatically as he swung
around the comer and headed
east on Fourth. “Who was the oth-
er one to?”

Shayne shrugged. “For you,
maybe. If anyone knew you were
with me tonight and it was you who
did the actual grave-robbing.”

“No one knew that. I swear no
one saw me there.”

“Lucy knew you were going
with me,” Shayne reminded him,
and neither one of them said any
more until Shayne unlocked Lucy’s
first-floor apartment, east of Bis-
cayne Boulevard with a key that
Lucy had given him many years
before and which he had never
used until tonight.

In a completely calm and ex-
ceedingly quiet voice which re-
vealed to his old friend the inten-
sity of the emotion he felt, Shayne
said, “You stay here in the sitting
room, Tim. | want to go through
the place alone. There may be
something out of place . . .
something 1’ll recognize.”

Awkwardly, Timothy Rourke
said, “Sure, Mike. You go right
ahead.” He leaned against the
doorframe, digging out a cigarette
and lighting it while he watched
Shayne’s tall frame move slowly

]
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away from him with shoulders
squared and chin thrust out.

The detective noted three ciga-
rette butts in the glass ashtray on
the coffee table near the end where
Lucy generally sat when they were
in the apartment together. That
meant a couple hours of occupancy
to Shayne, indicating she had come
in after a leisurely dinner and re-
laxed for a couple of hours before
going out again. There was a sin-
gle dried ring on the glass table be-
side the ashtray. Lucy’s ingrained
tidiness would never have left that
ring undisturbed had she finished
her drink and gone off to bed with-
out interruption.

Rourke was still standing be-
side the door when he reentered
the sitting room. Shayne’s face was
somber.

Rourke said, “What do you
make of it?”

“Not much this far. Lucy was
here . . . alone ... for a cou-

ple of hours after dinner. Had one
drink and left in a hurry.”

“Under duress?”

Shayne shrugged. “I should
guess not. There’d be an over-
turned glass . . . something to
signal me. She’d know I'd be
around . . .

His voice trailed off. He moved
to the telephone and stared down
moodily at the clean white pad be-
side it. No telephone numbers jot-
ted, not even a doodle. But Lucy
was not the doodling kind, he re-
minded himself.

He went into the neat bedroom
in which the only sign of disarray
or hurried departure was a pair of
furry mules lying on their sides
near the foot of the bed. With his
intimate knowledge of Lucy’s hab-
its, Shayne knew she had changed
to them immediately after coming
in, had hurriedly kicked them off
and put on her shoes before going
out again. It was another sign of
hurried departure, but not neces-
sarily of coercion.

“I don’t think she had any idea
what she was getting into, Tim,”
he said. “She’d have managed to

do something . . . leave some
sort of sign for me . . .7

Lucy Hamilton’s telephone
rang.

Shayne’s shoulders jerked. He
crossed to the instrument in two
strides and said, “Hello,” into the
mouthpiece.

The voice that answered him
was deep and strong, but undoubt-
edly feminine. “Is that you, Mr.
Shayne?”

“Yes.”

“Your hotel gave me this num-
ber. Henrietta Rogell.”

Again, Shayne said, “Yes?”

“lI must see you at once. At the
Waldorf Towers. It’s a matter |
cannot discuss over the telephone.”

Her voice was inflexibly deter-
mined, and Shayne wasted no
time in what he realized would be
useless argument. He said, “In a
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few minutes, Miss Rogell,”
dropped the receiver and strode
toward Rourke who was already on
his feet draining his glass.

Without pausing on his way to
the door, he said, “The Waldorf
Towers, Tim. Drop me there and
Il pick up my car at the dock
later.”

VIl

Henrietta met him at the door
of her suite wearing a faded gray
bathrobe, cut along mannish lines,
tightly belted about her lean waist,
and with comfortable-looking car-
pet slippers on her bare feet. Her
grayish hair was released from its
tight bun, tied behind her head
with a black ribbon in a sort of
pony-tail and fluffed out loosely
about her face to soften the hard-
ness of her features somewhat.

She drew him quickly into the
sitting room of the pleasantly-dec-
orated suite, shut the door with-
out preamble and took a folded
sheet of yellow paper from a pock-
et of her bathrobe and handed it
to him. “This was delivered at the
desk half an hour ago,” she said,
her voice shaking with the inten-
sity of her emotion. By a Western
Union messenger, they said.”

Shayne read the same penciled
writing as his own message:

The dog is already dead but

Lucy Hamilton ain’t—yet. Tell

Shayne we mean business.

Henrietta sat on one end of the

sofa and watched the redhead’s
face while he read it. “What does it
mean?” she demanded. “Isnt Lucy
Hamilton the name of your secre-
tary—the girl 1 met in your office.”

Shayne nodded. He got out his
message and handed it to her.
“Both these were given to a down-
town bartender about an hour ago
by a derelict for delivery to us.”

She read his note. “Then you
did get hold of the dog?” There
was a glitter of excitement in her
eyes. “As soon as you find she died
from eating my poisoned creamed
chicken, you can get an order de-
laying the funeral until they can do
an autopsy on John, can’t you?”

Shayne said, “If the dog was
poisoned. If | go on and have her
stomach contents analyzed.”

“If you do,” she said sharply.
“Isn’t that what | hired you for?”

Shayne sat down in a deep chair
in front of her and crossed his long
legs. He tugged at his left earlobe
and said, “You’ve read those two
notes. I was in Lucy Hamilton’s
apartment when you phoned, and
she’s missing. | think 1’m going to
step out of this case, Miss Rogell.
My hands are tied as long as
they’ve got Lucy.”

“You can’t. | won’t have it. |
demand possession of that dog’s
body. | paid for it.”

Shayne shook his head. “I1I re-
turn your check tomorrow.”

“I’ll refuse to accept it. 1'll sue
you. Now you listen to me, young
man . . .”
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“You listen to me.” He didnt
raise his voice but there was a fi-
nality about his tone that checked
her protest, “Your brother is dead.
Lucy Hamilton is alive. | want her
to stay alive. It’s that simple.”

“So you’ll kow-tow to them? Let
them get away with murder just
because . . .”

“Just because | may save my
secretary’s life by so doing.”
Shayne’s voice was harsh. “Exact-
ly. Now that you understand the
situation, you can cooperate by
telling me anything that might help
get her back. Once she’s safe, I'm
perfectly willing to go ahead . . .
but not before.”

“But the funeral is at noon.
John is to be cremated and then it
will be too late to do anything.”

“All the more reason we should
move fast to find Lucy,” grated
Shayne. “Who do you think wrote
those notes?”

“They sound like Charles.”

“That’s what | thought. But I’ve
got reason to think Charles wasn’t
physically capable of snatching
Lucy. Who else among those you
suspect?”

“Any one of them. Or all of
them put together. If Charles didn’t
write the notes, 1'd guess it was
someone else who tried to make
them sound like Charles.”

“You mean Marvin, Anita, Mrs.
Blair and the doctor.”

“And don’t forget Harold Pea-
body. Cold as a fish and sharp as
a hound’s tooth. He’s got more

brains in his little finger than all
the others put together. Wouldn’t
surprise me one little bit if he en-
gineered the whole deal from the
word go.”

“What do you mean?”

“Just what | say. That he put
Anita up to it from the very be-
ginning. Fixed it for John to meet
her in the first place, hoping he’d
fall for her like he did. She was
working in his office, you know. I
don’t trust that man half as far as
I could throw a bull by the tail,
and Ive told John so hundreds of
times. | think John was beginning
to catch on and he was scared he
was going to lose John’s business
and that would involve a complete
audit . . . and only Harold Pea-
body knows what an audit would
show.

“I told John over and over that
he was a fool to give Peabody a
free hand with his investments
and that | bet he was stealing him
blind, but John trusted him. Until
lately. But | think he was begin-
ning to get suspicious and Peabody
knew it. If John was pressing him
for an outside audit he’d have a
mighty strong motive for seeing
John died when he did.”

“That motive doesn’t stand up,”
Shayne pointed out. “With your
brother’s death there will be an au-
tomatic audit of his accounts and
appraisal of his estate ... for
tax purposes, if nothing else. This
is the one thing Peabody would
want to avoid if your suspicion is
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correct and there are any irregu-
larities.” -

“Oh, no. Give the devil his due.
The way Harold Peabody has got
things fixed, he’s named executor
of the estate and will have his fing-
er in whatever audit or appraisal
there is. Don’t think that man has-
n’t got every angle figured.”

“What are the terms of his will?”

“Just what you might expect an
old fool to do,” she said acidly.
“Fifty thousand to Mrs. Blair and
a trust fund for me that I can only
spend the interest on. The rest of
it to his dearly beloved wife, Ani-
ta, with no strings attached. And
my trust fund also goes to her when
I die.”

“When you brought the suit, did
you anticipate something like
this?”

“John was a man . . . and |
know how men are. Some little slut
comes along and lifts her skirt, and
he goes panting after her. That’s
exactly what happened when Har-
old Peabody fixed it for Anita to
lift her skirt for my brother.”

“You really think,” said Shayne
incredulously, “that a man with
Peabody’s reputation deliberately
planned to introduce Anita to your
brother, hoping he would marry
her so that she could then murder
him and gain control of his for-
tune?”

“l won’t argue with you about
his reputation,” she said tartly.
“But it wouldnt be the first time
something like that has happened.”

“You think he's the type to pull
something like that with Lucy?”

“l consider him utterly unscrup-
ulous. If he found out you were
digging the dog up to have it ana-
lyzed, I'm sure he’d stop at nothing
to stop you. How did you find
Daffy?”

Shayne said, “That’s a trade se-
cret.”

“Now that you have got her
body, you’re not just going to sit
back and do nothing because of
these threats.”

Shayne said stubbornly, “The

moment Lucy is safe, I'll start
moving.” ‘

“How much?” she demanded
suddenly.

“How much what?”

“How much do you intend to
hold me up for? I know a lot about
you, Mike Shayne, and I don’t be-
lieve for a minute that any woman
means more to you than money.
How much for immediate delivery
of Daffy’s body to me? Then your
conscience will be clear. You can
wash your hands of the whole af-
fair and devote your entire time
to getting your secretary back safe
and sound of limb.”

Shayne got up. He took a step
forward and caught the slip of yel-
low paper from her fingers. He
carefully folded it together with
the note she had given him. In a
remote voice, he said:

“I’ll keep both of these. And I'D
also keep Daffy. Good night.”

He stalked out of the hotel suite
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and shut the door firmly behind
him.

In the lobby he looked for Har-
old Peabody in the telephone book
and found his home address in the
northeast section of the city. He
made a note of it and went out to a
waiting cab and told the driver to
take him to the fishing dock where
he had left his car parked earlier
that day.

The telephone was ringing when
Shayne let himself into his apart-
ment. He lifted it quickly and
said, “Hello.”

Lucy Hamilton’s voice came ov-
er the wire, without the familiar
lilt in it, but calm and steady and
purposeful:

“Michael. Just listen to me and
don’t ask questions. 1’'m all right.
They won’t harm me if you drop
the Rogell case . . . dont have
the dog’s stomach analyzed. | will
be released tomorrow afternoon if
the funeral goes off on schedule.”
Her calm rendition of prepared
lines changed to staccato intensity.
“Don’t pay any attention . . .”

There was a click and then si-
lence. Shayne’s hand was unsteady
as he replaced the receiver. Sub-
consciously, he had expected her
call. Whoever was holding Lucy
would be smart enough to know
the only pressure that could be ex-
erted on the detective would be his
belief that she was safe and would
be released safely if he followed
orders. On the other hand, how
many kidnap victims were re-

turned safe after the ransom was
paid?

He got up and paced restlessly
up and down the room. He should,
of course, take the kidnap notes to
Will Gentry at once—throw the en-
tire resources of the police depart-
ment into the search for her and
her abductor.

But he knew he wasn’t going to
do that. Once the alarm was out,
Lucy’s life wouldnt be worth a
plugged nickel. Alone, he could ac-
complish exactly as much as the
police department. Which was ex-
actly nothing.

Yet he knew he had to try. He
couldn’t just sit and wait for the
autopsy report. He was already
positive in his own mind that the
finding would be murder. There
was no other possible reason for
Lucy being snatched. He decided
the Shamrock was worth another
try.

Shayne had his coat on and was
headed toward the door by the
time he got that far in his theoriz-
ing.

The bar was still open when he
got there the second time. The
same bartender was still listlessly
on duty, and now there were five
bar-stools occupied, two of them
by women who were giggling with
three men eager to buy them
drinks.

The bartender recognized the
redhead, and glanced inquiringly
toward the bottle of cognac behind
him. Shayne nodded and the man
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poured out a drink and remem-
bered to put a glass of water beside
it. He leaned his forearms on the
bar and asked, “You get a line of
that fellow you was asking about?”

Shayne shook his head. “That’s
why 1’'m back. To see if you can
remember another damned thing
about him that might help.”

“Sorry, Mister. | told you all |
could the first time.”

“Think hard. Maybe you might
have noticed a stranger that came
in about the same time the bum
did. Stayed for a drink or two
while he was here, and then went
out after he left.”

“See what you mean,” mumbled
the bartender, wrinkling his fore-
head deeper and half-closing his
eyes in deep concentration. “An-
other guy keeping an eye on him,
to make sure he called Western
Union and the notes got left with
me?”

“That’s it exactly. Keep this up
and I’ll get you a detective rating
on the police force.”

Obviously pleased, the man
continued his effort to concentrate
while Shayne sipped at his drink
and waited hopefully. Finally, he
shook his head. “It just don’t come.
I been thinking back hard, but it
just dont come, Mister. There was
a pretty good crowd in here. Some
that | never saw before. But |
don’t recollect any one of ’em pay-
ing any particular heed to this
bum.”

“Keep on

thinking,” Shayne

urged him. “Here’s a couple of
descriptions.” He described
Charles first, ending, “You’d have
noticed him for sure. Two front
teeth freshly knocked out and the
side of his face split, with probably
a bandage on it.”

The man shook his head deci-
sively. “1°d remember him for sure.
Nobody like that.”

Shayne said without much hope,
“Try these two on for size.” He
described Harold Peabody and
Marvin Dale as best he could, real-
izing as he did so how common-
place both were, and how unlikely
to arouse any particular notice
from a busy bartender.

When the man again shook him
head regretfully, Shayne finished
his drink briskly and shoved a
five across the counter. “Thanks
for trying,” he said.

When he left the bar Shayne
realized he had accomplished ex-
actly nothing. But he had tried.

Back in his own room, he
walked past the cognac bottle on
the center table into the small
kitchen and put a teakettle of wa-
ter to heat. Then he sat down in
the livingroom with a mug of
strong black coffee and waited for
his telephone to ring.

IX

shayne dressed in fresh clothes
while he waited, and when the tel-
ephone finally did ring it was Will
Gentry as he anticipated.
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“l just got the autopsy report,
Mike.”

“And?”

“John Rogell died of heart fail-
ure.”

The tenseness went out of
Shayne and he clawed at his red
hair happily. “Thank God for that.
No question about it?”

Gentry said soberly, “Forgive
me for giving you a wrong impres-
sion Mike. He died because his
heart stopped beating ... Dbe-
cause he ingested at least a tea-
spoonful of tincture of digitalis
within half an hour before he
died.”

Shayne said, “Goddamn it, Will.
There’s something you don’t know.
I had a telephone call from her
last night ... to say she was
okay and would be okay if the
autopsy werent done and the
funeral went off without any
hitch.”

“Do you believe it, Mike?”

“As much as | believe any vi-
cious kidnapper.” Shayne’s voice
was harsh with strain. “l know
what the odds are, but that makes
no difference.”

“Hell, 1’'m as worried about Lucy
as you are,” Gentry said. “On the
other hand, Mike . . . now we’ve
got definite proof Rogell was mur-
dered by someone in the house
that evening. We’ll work as quietly
as possible, but . . .”

“Tell me about the digitalis,”
Shayne interrupted. “Isn’t that a
regular medicine for the heart?”

“Sure. Rogell had been on the
stuff for years. A daily dose of
twelve drops had been keeping
him alive. Doctor Jenson pre-
scribed it first, and the new fellow

. . Evans . . . kept the dosage
the same.”

“How could they get the old
man to take so large a dose?”

“That was the easiest part of it,
Mike. Here’s the complete picture
as we have it now. His wife always
administered the twelve drops per-
sonally about midnight before he
went to sleep. She gave it to him in
a cup of hot chocolate milk which
the housekeeper prepared in the
kitchen each evening and put in a
thermos jug downstairs before she
retired. This would have been com-
mon household knowledge, of
course. The medicine bottle was
kept in the bathroom shared by
Rogell and his wife. Anita could
have poured an extra teaspoonful
in his milk on that particular night

or just about anyone else in
the house could have got hold of
the bottle and slipped it into the
thermos jug downstairs.”

“That leaves it nice and wide
open,” said Shayne bitterly.

“Right. Now | want to know
what in hell you’re doing about
Lucy.”

Shayne said, “Ive got to talk to
you, Will. Dont make a move un-
til 1 see you. And can you have
the detectives on tap who went out
to Rogell’s that night?”

“I will. But, Mike! Don’t expect
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me to sit on this. We’ve got a poi-
soner who has killed once, and
made a second attempt.”

“And he or she has got Lucy,”
Shayne reminded him grimly.

Gentry said with heavy finality,
“I’ll be waiting for you in my of-
fice,” and hung up.

As the result of a telephone call,
Timothy Rourke met the detective
at a side entrance to police head-
quarters. They paused outside
while Shayne briefly explained the
latest developments to Rourke, and
then they went in to Gentry’s pri-
vate office together.

Shayne wasted no time in idle
talE. He got out the two sheets of
yellow paper and laid them in
front of Gentry. “These were de-
livered to me and Miss Henrietta
about midnight last night. By a
messenger who’d picked them up
at a Miami Avenue bar.”

He went on to describe their
visit to the Shamrock Bar while
Will Gentry read the two notes.

“I went straight to Lucy’s place,
Will, and found she’d been there a
couple of hours during the evening
. . . probably after dinner . . .
and had left hurriedly. 1I'm sure
she didn’t know why she was leav-
ing because there was nothing left
for me. Then there was the phone
call from her later that I told you
about.”

Chief Gentry had curiously rum-
pled eyelids which he habitually
raised and lowered much in the

nmama 0f \adian dircs He
leaned back in his chair and fold-
ed them up as he demanded:

“Who out at the Rogell place
knew you had dug up the dogs.
body. How did they know you did
it . . . and how to get at Lucy?”

Shayne lit a cigarette and briefly
recounted the ruse he had em-
ployed to discover where Daffy
was buried, and how he and Tim
had gotten possession of the body.

“They guessed why | was there
at night, of course,” he concluded,
“and after | left with Dr. Evans
somebody must have checked
Daffy’s grave. How they knew how
to get to Lucy, | don’t know. But
someone was desperate enough to
kidnap her to try and stop me from
having the dog’s stomach contents
analyzed.”

“The chauffeur sounds most
likely,” rumbled Gentry.

“I know. The two notes sound
like him. But | knocked hell out
of him, Will, and Mrs. Blair swears
he went to bed at once in his own
room over the garage with a seda-
tive strong enough to put him out
for eight hours.”

“The widow and her brother?”
demanded Gentry.

“l swear | don’t know. The
brother appears weak, and was
pretty drunk. Anita is . . . capa-
ble of anything. On the other hand,
Henrietta plugs for Harold Pea-
body as the mastermind. And |
wouldn’t put anything past so cold-
blooded a guy. But guessing is no
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good,” he went on somberly.
“Someone has Lucy put away on
ice, and all we can hope right now
is that they think I’'m sufficiently
scared to not have the dog ana-
lyzed.”

Gentry leaned back with a sigh
and rolled his sodden cigar from
one comer of his mouth to the oth-
er. “You think she’ll be safe as
long as they think that?”

“Until after the funeral any-
how.” Shayne met his gaze square-
ly. “If you don’t upset the apple-
cart by doing anything to indicate
the Rogell case is being reopened.”

“And after the funeral?”

Shayne shook his red head and
said doggedly, “If it goes off all
right and the killer thinks Rogell is
safely cremated and all proof of
murder has gone up in smoke, |
think there’s a chance Lucy will be
released.”

“Or?” asked Gentry significant-

yk“Or killed,” Shayne said blunt-
ly, the trenches deep in his cheeks.
“But they’ll keep her safe until af-
ter the funeral, Will, and | want
that much time with no official in-
terference.”

“You’re asking me to sit on a
murder.”

“A murder you wouldn’t know
a damned thing about if | hadn’t
handed it to you on a silver plat-
ter,” flared Shayne.

Gentry said soothingly, “Sure,
Mike. | grant you that. Sure, I
give you all the time you want,”

he added generously. “Up until
.. .say . . . three o’clock this
afternoon.”

“That ought to be plenty,” said
Shayne bitterly, “for me to solve a
murder that the whole goddamn
police force of Miami has had in
their lap for several days,” He got
up and demanded abruptly,
“Where’ll 1 find Petrie and Dono-
van?”

“They’re waiting for you right
inside.” Will Gentry gestured to-
ward a closed door. “I’ve told them
to give you everything, Mike, and
in addition to that, they’re under
your orders if you want to make use
of them.”

“Until three o’clock?”

Gentry said, “Until three o’-
clock,” and Shayne jerked his
head at Rourke and went to the
side door to interview the two de-
tectives who had handled the Ro-
gell investigation.

Shayne and Rourke both knew
the two city detectives casually,
and the men greeted them without
particular enthusiasm as they en-
tered. Petrie was thin and sour-
faced, and he said sneeringly,
“Gentry tells us you’re going to
turn the Rogell thing into murder

. and then solve it for us.”

Donovan was flabby-fat and
easy-going. He grinned amiably
and told them, “Don’t pay no heed
to Jim. He’s sore because the chief
wouldnt let him haul in that hot
little dish of a widow and give her
a going-over. Not that | wouldn*
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like to work over her myself, if you
get what I mean.” He rolled his
eyes and smacked his lips sug-
gestively.

Shayne said, “Why don’t you
two start by telling us exactly what
happened the night Rogell died.”

With Petrie doing most of the
talking and Donovan filling in some
details, they related how they had
been called to the Rogell house by
an insistent telephone call received
from his sister at twelve-forty,
which was exactly eleven minutes
after her millionaire brother had
died quietly in his bed.

On arrival, they had been met
at the door by Henrietta, fully-
clothed and tearless, loudly insist-
ing that she was convinced John
Rogell had been poisoned by his
wife. In the small library off the
right of the hall, they had found
Marvin Dale, soddenly drunk and
obviously quite pleased that his
brother-in-law had passed on.
With Marvin had been Harold Pea-
body, sober and shaken, who told
them he had spent the latter part
of the evening alone with the mil-
lionaire in his second-floor sitting
room, going over business affairs
with him until Anita had inter-
rupted them precisely at midnight
with a hot drink for her husband
which she invariably brought to
him each night at that hour.

It had been a normal evening,
Peabody insisted, with Rogell in
the best of spirits and apparently
in perfect physical condition, and

he had left husband and wife to-
gether at twelve with no premoni-
tion of what was to come, had
paused in the library for a night-
cap with Marvin, and they were
together when Anita called down
frantically that John had had a
stroke and to call Dr. Evans im-
mediately.

The doctor had arrived within
ten minutes and found his patient
already dead. He was upstairs with
the body when the detectives went
up, and had not the slightest hesi-
tancy in positively declaring that
death was the normal result of
RogelTs heart condition, and had
signed the death certificate to that
effect.

Mrs. Blair, the housekeeper, had
been in Anita’s boudoir consoling
the grief-stricken widow whom
they found fetchingly attired in a
lacy nightgown and filmy black
negligee. Mrs. Blair was also wear-
ing slippers and robe, and told the
officers she had retired to her
third-floor quarters about eleven
as was her custom, after preparing
a silver thermos pitcher of hot
chocolate milk for Mr. Rogell and
leaving it downstairs on a tray on
the dining table for Anita to take
up to him at midnight ... a
nightly service which she insisted
on performing for him herself ev-
ery night.

In a highly emotional state and
with much sobbing, Anita had re-
lated how John had appeared in
good spirits when she entered the
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room with his tray and shooed
Peabody out. Her husband was al-
ready in pajamas and robe, she
told them, and she poured out his
hot drink herself and sat with him
while he drank it. Then she had
gone into his separate bedroom
with him. She was standing by the
dresser when he’d groaned and
stiffened in his bed, and a moment
later his body became rigid and his
breathing shallow and fast.

It was then she had run to the
head of the stairs to shout for the
doctor, and when she returned to
the bedroom a moment later, she
could no longer detect his breath-
ing. Henrietta had then come in
from her own suite at the end of the
hallway, and angrily berated her
for being an unfaithful wife . . .
then gone on to an open accusation
of murder.

“What’s the use kicking it around
now?” demanded Petrie. “The old
boy is going to be burned to a
crisp at noon, and if there ever was
any evidence of murder inside him,
it’ll be destroyed.”

“That’s why we’ve got to move
fast,” said Shayne with a driving
intensity behind his words. He
glanced at his watch and calcu-
lated swiftly that it was just a few
minutes before eight o’clock in
Denver, Colorado. He dragged a
worn address book from his pocket
and checked an old entry, then
told the others, “Sit tight right
here. I'm going to make a fast
phone call from Gentry’s office, and

then we’ll all get on our horses.”

He strode through the connect-
ing door and found Gentry talking
to a young patrolman who stood
stiffy at attention beside the
chief’s desk. Shayne said, “I*ve got
to make a call, Will,” picked up a
telephone from his desk and got
the police operator. He said crisp-
ly, “Person-to-person in Denver,
Colorado. Felix Ritter. Here’s an
old telephone number | have for
him.”

He read the number from his
book and lowered one hip to the
corner of Gentry’s desk while he
waited. Impersonally, and with
only a tiny part of his mind, he
listened to Chief Gentry chewing
out the patrolman for some minor
infraction of regulations while the
long distance connection was be-
ing made, and when he heard Rit-
ter’s voice on the other end, he
said incisively:

“Mike Shayne in Miami, Felix.
Can you get out to Central City
fast?”

“Mike? Sure | can. There’s a
new road since you were here.”

“Fast as you can make it,” said
Shayne. “Write this down. | want
any gossip or scandal from the
natives about a Mrs. Betty Blair
who used to run a rooming house
there where the millionaire miner,
John Rogell, hung out while he
was making his fortune. Find out
how friendly they were in the old
days . . . and  what  people
thought when Mr. Blair died and
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the widow came to Miami to work
as John Rogell’s housekeeper. Got
it. Here’s an angle. He left her
fifty thousand bucks in his will.”

“Sure, Mike. Rogell just died,
huh? In Miami? Remember read-
ing how he got his start in Central
City.”

“Fast as you can make it, Felix.
I need any damned thing you can
pick up and relay to me by twelve
o’clock. Make a collect call to the
Chief of Police here. Will Gentry.
Before noon.”

Felix Ritter in Denver said,
“Will do,” and Shayne hung up.

The patrolman was on his way
out, and Shayne told Gentry,
“Youll be getting a call about
Mrs. Blair from Central City be-
fore noon. 11l be checking with
you about that time. If you’ll have
it ready to read off to me—"

Another telephone on Gentry’s
desk interrupted him. The chief
scooped it up and said, “Yes?” He
listened a moment, lifting a beefy
hand at Shayne, his rumpled eye-
lids moving up and down slowly.
He hung up and told Shayne,
“Let’s get out to the Rogell place
with Petrie and Donovan. Marvin
Dale committed suicide out there
last night. And left a suicide note
addressed to you.”

X

in shayne’s car, he and Rourke
followed the screaming siren of
Chief Gentry’s limousine through

downtown traffic and out Brickel
Boulevard to the Rogell estate.

A white-faced maid opened the
door for them immediately, and
Mrs. Blair hovered in the wide
hallway behind her, wringing her
hands and with tearstreaks on her
broad face.

“This way,” she directed them.
“Up the stairs here. | just cant be-
lieve it. Poor Mr. Dale. Who'd ever
have thought he’d do a terrible
thing like this.”

The five men trooped beside her
silently up the curving stairway
where she turned to the right to an
open doorway with Charles stand-
ing in front of it. He was in his
shirtsleeves and without a tie, his
hair uncombed and a heavy growth
of dark stubble on his square face.
There was a bluish bruise on his
cheekbone and a pad of gauze on
the side of his mouth under a piece
of surgical tape.

He kept his lips pressed tightly
together and his eyes had a sullen
glare when he saw Shayne with the
others. He stepped aside from the
doorway without speaking, and
they entered a medium-sized bed-
room with the body of Marvin Dale
sprawled on the floor in front of a
drop-leaf table with an overturned
straight chair beside him.

The young man’s face was
twisted and ghastly in death, his
body stiffly contorted, indicating
that he had writhed agonizingly on
the floor before death mercifully
ended his suffering.
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There was a bottle of whiskey
standing on the table, with a high-
ball glass beside it. The glass held
a small residue of brownish liquid.
Off to one side was a small, round,
squat bottle with the warning skull
and crossbones plainly imprinted
on it. It was labeled “Strychnine”,
and there was also the word
“Poison” in large type.

Beside the bottle of strychnine
were two torn pieces of notepaper
that had been crumpled up and
then smoothed and carefully placed
one above the other, with torn
edges in juxtaposition so that a su-
perficial glance indicated that they
were the torn top and bottom
pieces of the same sheet of note-
paper. A square box of the same
notepaper and a ballpoint pen were
on the extreme left-hand side of the
table.

While Gentry and the two de-
tectives knelt beside Marvin Dale’s
body, Shayne leaned over the table
to read the scrawled handwriting
on the sheet of torn notepaper:

Michael Shayne—

I will write this note while 1 can.
I love my sister and have always
forgiven her anything she did be-
cause | was too weak to protest, but
I can't go on
any longer. She is a sweet girl and
after seeing her with Charles to-
night 1 cun revolted. Death holds
no fear for me. John and Henrietta
were old and mean and deserved
to die. But this thing tonight is the

55
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last straw and | don’t want to go on
living.
Marvin Dale

Shayne read the torn note
through without touching either
half of it. Gentry got to his feet
from beside the body with a sigh
and said, “All the signs of typical
strychnine poisoning. He’s been
dead for hours.”

He stood beside Shayne and
looked down at the note, mum-
bling the words half aloud as he
read them. Then he turned to the
doorway and ordered the chauffeur
curtly, “Come in here.”

Charles walked in with his chin
up and shoulders squared.

“Who are you?”

“Charles Morton. The chauf-
feur.”

“What do you know about
this?”

“He hasn’t been touched,”
Charles said stolidly. “Nothing has
been touched . . .” He paused and
his gaze flickered down to the table
and the torn note. “. . . except
that piece of paper. Mrs. Rogell dis-
covered her brother’s body about
nine o’clock. The note was lying
on the table ... all in one piece.
She called me in from my rooms
over the garage and showed it to
me. She wanted to tear it up before
she called the police. | told her we
couldn’t destroy suicide evidence
and tried to snatch it from her. It
got torn and crumpled as you see
it, but I insisted the police had to
see it . .. no matter what inter-

pretation you put on what Marvin
said.”

“Very cooperative and law-
abiding of you,” said Gentry harsh-
ly. He turned his gaze back to the
torn paper and read aloud, “She
is a sweet girl and after seeing her
with Charles tonight I am utterly
revolted. How do you expect me to
interpret that?”

“In the very nastiest way pos-
sible, 1’'m sure,” said Charles stead-
ily.

“How do you explain it?”

“Marvin was drunk last night.
No drunker than usual, but . . .
staggering. After | had retired
with a couple of pills Dr. Evans
gave me, Mrs. Rogell became wor-
ried about my injuries and came
out to the garage wearing her gown
and nightrobe just to be sure |
needed no further medical atten-
tion. In his drunken state, Marvin
saw her going out the back door
and followed her up to my bed-
room. He burst in on us and made
a nasty scene . . . accusing his
sister of all sorts of wild things.
Of course there was nothing in it.
I chased him out, and then sent
Mrs. Rogell back to the house.
That’s why she wanted to destroy
the note before anyone read it. It
might give some people false
ideas.”

“Do you think it’s a confession
that he killed Rogell and tried to
poison Henrietta.”

“I think that’s for you to decide.
Personally, |1 don’t know that Mr.
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Rogell was killed or that anyone
tried to poison Miss Henrietta.”

“Where did the strychnine come
from?”

“I think it’s a bottle from the
garage that the gardener keeps
for killing moles. It looks exactly
like one that was always kept in
the garage, and | checked after I
saw it, and that bottle is gone.”

“Then you want us to believe
that Marvin was so upset by sur-
prising his sister in your bed that
he got this bottle of poison from
the garage, brought it in and wrote
that note, and then drank a dose
of it?”

“I don’t particularly want you to
believe  anything,”  countered
Charles doggedly. “There he is
and there’s the note. | convinced
Mrs. Rogell that it would be better
to give you the note and tell you
the exact truth instead of destroy-
ing it as she wanted to do.”

“What happened to your face

. and your two front teeth?”
demanded Gentry.

Shayne said, “l jumped him
while he was holding a cocked,
double-barreled shotgun on me. It
was self-defense. Marvin was
pretty drunk that early in the eve-
ning while 1 was here, and he
seemed determined to get a lot
drunker. | don’t see how he stayed
sober enough to do this.”

“He’d often drink so much he’d
vomit it up and get sort of sober,
and then start over,” offered
Charles.

There was the thin keening of a
siren outside, and Gentry said,
“That’ll be the doc and the lab
boys. Stay in here, Donovan. Pe-
trie, you take this fellow down-
stairs and hold him. | want to talk
to Mrs. Rogell.”

Gentry shook his head soberly
as they climbed the stairs to inter-
view Anita Rogell. “l dont like
any of this, Mike. There’s a stink
I can’t get out of my nostrils.” He
stopped at the head of the stairs
abruptly and suggested, “Let’s see
what Doc says before we talk to
Mrs. Rogell.”

Doc Higgens had completed his
examination and he came out of
the death room briskly as they
turned toward it. He said, “A mas-
sive dose of strychnine—until |
do a P.M.—taken in a highball
about eight hours ago. Send him
down to my chamelhouse as soon
as youre through with him.”

He went on, and Chief Gentry
went into the room to confer with
his technicians, and Timothy
Rourke sauntered out and re-
joined Shayne.

“They sure it’s his handwriting
.. .and the two torn pieces
check?” Shayne asked.

“They check perfectly,” Tim
said. “Couldn’t possibly be faked.
And George, the identification
man, found a lot of samples of
Marvin’s writing and swears it’s
the same . . . though the man
was obviously pretty drunk when
he wrote the note.”
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“He'd have to be to calmly
swallow strychnine. Which is prob-
ably why the note isn’t more ra-
tional. Very few suicide notes are
wholly rational,” Shayne went on
with a frown, as though arguing
a point with himself. “By the time
they work themselves up to that
point, they’re not making too much
sense. On the other hand, I've got
a strange feeling about the word-
ing of that note.

getting off the elevator,
Michael Shayne strode across the
hall and mechanically reached for
the knob of the door lettered:
Michael shayne— |nvestigati0n5.

The knob turned but the door
refused to open. He cursed him-
self methodically and in a low
voice because he had forgotten
momentarily that Lucy Hamilton
would not be inside the office wait-
ing for him, and he unlocked the
door and flung it open with sav-
age force.

He strode across the office to
his desk, lifted the telephone and
dialled Chief Will Gentry’s private
number at police headquarters.

When Gentry answered, he
asked briskly, “Any long distance
calls for me, Will? From Colorado
particularly?”

“Your man called here a little
before twelve,” Gentry told him.
“He got hold of nothing positive in
Central City except ancient gossip
and strong suspicions among the
townfolk that John Rogell and

Betty Blair did have an affair in
the old days. It was revived when
he hired her to come to Miami as
his housekeeper, and the town is
buzzing again now that he’s left .
her that hunk of cash in his will.
One other small thing, Mike. A
lot of oldtimers agree that Henri-
etta was the aggressive, strong one
in the early days, and that it was
her vigor and drive that laid the
groundwork  for the Rogell
fortune.”

“Funeral going off all right?”
asked the redhead.

“So far as | know. Ive got
four men covering it and they
havent reported anything. God-
damn it, Mike! | think it’s time we
stepped in. If Lucy is . . .”

“You promised me until three
o’clock.” Beads of sweat had
formed on Shayne’s forehead and
were coursing down the trenches in
his cheeks.

“I know 1 did, you stubborn
Mick. But | dont see . .

“l dont either,” Shayne inter-
rupted him much more calmly than
he felt. “I’m coming over, Will. 1
can’t just sit here.”

He dropped the receiver and
slowly got to his feet. His glance
fell on the half-filled cup on his
desk and he reached for it, checked
his big hand before he touched it
and hesitated a long moment.

Then his lips came back from
his teeth in a terrifying sort of
grin, and he swept up the twin
cups and downed the liquor in two
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gulps. He was getting childish, by
God. Or senile, maybe. Any time
Mike Shayne walked out of his
office and left a half-finished drink
on his desk it would be time for him
to turn in his license.

And maybe it was at that.

But not quite yet. Not until three
o’clock.

Not until he was convinced that
Lucy—

chief will gentry Was seated
alone at his desk stolidly munch-
ing on a ham sandwich and sipping
from a container of black coffee
when Shayne walked in. There
were some typewritten sheets
shoved back carelessly in front of
him, and beside his right hand lay
Marvin Dale’s suicide note. Back
from that was the box of notepaper
and the ballpoint pen with which
the note had been written.

Gentry looked up from studying
the note with an impatient shrug of
his broad shoulders. “Cant keep
my eyes off this thing,” he mut-
tered. “Keep reading it over and
over with the feeling it’s trying to
say something to me that | don’t
get.”

He stared levelly at Shayne.

Shayne nodded, hooking his toe
under the rung of a straight chair
and dragging it close to the side of
the chief’s desk. “I know. It’s a
hunch that won’t break through.”
He closed his eyes and recited the
contents of the note, spacing the
words carefully and avoiding giv-

ing any one of them special em-
phasis:

“I' will write this note while I
can. | love my sister and have al-
ways forgiven her anything she
did because | was too weak to pro-
test, but I can’t go on any longer.
She is a sweet girl and after seeing
her with Charles tonight | am re-
volted. Death holds no fears for
me. John and Henrietta were old
and mean and deserved to die.
But this thing tonight is the last
straw and | dont want to go on
living. Marvin Dale.”

He stopped speaking and the
words hung in the silent air be-
tween the two men. Gentry took a
gulp of coffee and wiped his thick
lips with the back of his hand.

“Boil it right down, Mike, it
doesnt say anything. You keep
thinking it must make sense and
each sentence seems like it does,
but when you add it up ...
what do you get?”

Shayne said, “I know what you
mean.” He lit a cigarette and
leaned forward, narrowing his eyes
at the note, the torn halves placed
in perfect juxtaposition and fas-
tened with scotch tape. His right
hand reached out and toyed with
the octagonal ballpoint pen which
the experts declared had written
the note. “No fingerprints on this
thing, | suppose.”

“You know better’n that, Mike.
Sure, there was a whorl or two.
But what the hell? You know all
the chemical tests they got. That
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pen wrote the note . . . and it’s
Marvin Dale’s handwriting.”

“On a sheet of paper out of this
box.” Shayne idly lifted a sheet be-
tween thumb and forefinger and
weighed it thoughtfully. It was
thick, and somewhat creamy in
color, a single unfolded sheet about
five by eight inches in size, obvi-
ously expensive, but with no mono-
gram or engraved heading.

He stared at it for a long time,
with blue smoke curling up from
the tip of his cigarette past his nar-
rowed eyes. A curiously blank ex-
pression spread over his rugged
features, much as though a sort of
self-hypnosis gripped him, and
then very carefully, very deliber-
ately, he placed the blank sheet of
paper exactly beside the mended
note, meticulously lining up the
two edges so they touched, and
putting the top edges in perfect
alignment.

In an absolutely flat voice, he
said, “Got it, Will. We should both
have our heads examined.”

“What you got?” Gentry craned
his neck to look.

Shayne’s  forefinger  stabbed
down decisively to the bottom
edges of the two sheets, mutely
pointing out the fact that the sheet
on which the note was written was
a good quarter inch shorter than
the unused sheet he had placed
beside it.

“But they can’t be different!”
exploded Gentry. “Same water-
mark and same thickness and color.

They ran all sorts of tests. . .

“But not the same size sheet,”
Shayne pointed out. “That’s the
one simple test your experts didn’t
think about making, Will.”

“Even if it didn’t come from that
same box, | dont see what it gets
us,” grumbled Gentry. “It’s still in
Dale’s handwriting, and so . . .”

“l think 1 know exactly where
it gets us.” Shayne’s voice was
harsh with assurance. “Don’t you
get it yet? It is the same paper,
but . . . when the torn halves
were pasted back together it does-
n’t come out the same length.”

“You mean there’s one line
missing out of the middle? One
line that might change the whole
meaning, if it was there? Yeah,
but . . . but ... Wait, Mike,
Goddamnit! That can't be right
either. Those rough edges absolute-
ly coincide. Even under a micro-
scope. If they’d been torn twice in
order to eliminate one line, they
couldn’t still match up.”

Shayne said quietly, *“Watch
this, Will.” He took two fresh
sheets from the box and lined
them up meticulously on the desk
so one lay exactly on top of the
other. Then he gently moved the
top sheet down a quarter of an
inch, keeping the edges in align-
ment. Placing the palm of his left
hand solidly across the lower por-
tion of the two sheets so neither
one could move, he took hold of the
edouble edge between right thumb
and forefinger and ripped the two
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sheets across just above the side of
his hand.

Then he discarded the iower
half of the top sheet and put it
aside with the top half of the under
sheet. He asked, “Got any scotch
tape?” and fitted the half of the
top sheet exactly together with the
tom edge of the half of the lower
sheet.

Gentry jerked open a drawer
and got out a spool of tape, ripped
off a small piece and fastened the
two halves of the different sheets
together while Shayne held them
carefully.

Shayne said grimly, “There we
are. Two torn halves that fit to-
gether so perfectly that a micro-
scope couldnt detect anything.
But just about a quarter inch short-
er than the original size.”

“The top and bottom parts of
two different notes . - . torn
across like you did so they match.
But how in hell did the wording
ever match up?” Gentry shifted his
gaze to the note. “The top part
doesn’t even end with a period. The
sentence goes right on to the next
Part.”

“Looking just as though it was
intended to be that way,” agreed
Shayne. “That must have been
pure coincidence. One that some-
body noticed and was smart enough
to take advantage of after he read
both notes and realized the two
parts could be made to sound like
the same one, if ho one suspected
differently.”

“Why two notes? Both in Dale’s
handwriting?”

Shayne shrugged. “Two drafts
of the same note, maybe. The guy
was drunk and under a lot of
stress. Maybe he had some reason
to write two notes. The second one
might even have been addressed
to someone else.”

“Then we’ll never know what
they really said when placed in the
right order. This discovery won’t
help us at all.”

“Maybe not. But we do know
damned well that both Charles and
Anita were lying when they told us
how the note got torn.” Shayne
glanced at his watch, his eyes glit-
tering with excitement. “That fu-
neral ought to be about over. |
want to be out there at the house
when they get back.” He drummed
the tips of his fingers on the desk,
thinking hard.

“Have you got Harold Pea-
body’s office humber?”

“It’s here some place in some
notes.” Gentry scrabbled among
the papers, found a list of names
and addresses and read off the
number to Shayne.

The detective dialled it, and
when a woman’s voice answered,
he asked for Mr. Peabody.

“I’'m sorry he isnt in just now.
Could someone else be of help?”

Shayne said, “No. It’s a personal
matter. When do you expect him?”

“Well, he’s attending a funeral,
and 1I’'m not sure . .

“Rogell. Of course,” said Shayne



62 MIKE SHAYNE MYSTERY MAGAZINE

heartily. “Do you know what Mr.
Peabody planned to do after-
ward?”

“Why, yes.” The voice was no-
ticeably warmer. “l believe he
planned to go straight on out with
Mrs. Rogell to hear the will read.”

Shayne  breathed, “Thanks,
honey,” and hung up. He leaped
to his feet and told Gentry:

“Have Petrie and Donovan meet
me at Rogell’s fast as they can
make it.” He snatched up the note
addressed to him and shoved it in
his pocket, went out of the office
fast.

Xl

they were all there to hear
John Rogell’s will read, Shayne
noted with satisfaction. Anita and
Charles and Henrietta and Mrs.
Blair. And Harold Peabody hover-
ing behind Anita’s chair, and an
elderly man who was a stranger to
him seated apart from the others
with a legal-sized folder of papers
bound in blue cardboard open on
his knees.

They all stared at Shayne in
silence and in varying degrees of
surprise, apprehension and defi-
ance as he walked into the room
and looked from one face to anoth-
er.

Harold Peabody spoke first. He
straightened his body into a sort of
strut behind Anita’s chair, and
spoke acidly, “This is a private
conference, Mr. Shayne.”

“And I'm a private detective,”
growled the redhead. He looked
toward the elderly man who was
obviously a lawyer and said, “Sorry
to interrupt your proceedings, but
I don’t think this will take very
long.”

He advanced toward Anita who
shrank back from him in the
depths of a big chair and looked
small and defenceless, and stood
towering over her as he said merci-
lessly, “I want the truth about this
note signed by your brother’s
name.” His hand came out of his
pocket holding the crumpled note
and he waved it in front of her
face.

“l know you lied about it,” he
told her conversationally. “1 know
you didn’t find it lying beside his
body as you said, and | know it
didn’t get tom in half the way you
told me it did. Hell,” he went on
in a tone of utter disgust, “it’s per-
fectly evident that this is two
halves of two different notes. The
only thing | don’t know is what
each note said when put together
correctly, but I’ve got a damned
good idea that both of them con-
tained evidence that you murdered
your husband, and that’s why you
got Charles to lie for you to help
you pass this off as a real note.”

“Don’t answer him, Anita.” The
chauffeur was on his feet instantly,
his voice thick with rage. “He’s
trying to trick you. He don*t
know ...”

Shayne didn’t glance aside. He



DIE LIKE A DOG 63

said sharply, “Shut him up, Dono-
van.”

The big detective moved behind
him swiftly with drawn revolver
and Shayne continued to stand
over Anita with his eyes boring into
hers.

“If the original notes didnt say
that, you’d better tell us what they
did say. You've covered up for
Charles as far as you can,” he
went on remorselessly. “Now
you’d better start thinking about
your own neck. Or maybe it’s too
late for that. Was it you who killed
your own brother after you re-
alized you could fix a note so it'd
look like suicide?”

“No, no!” she cried in a stran-
gled voice. “It was Charles. He
told me . .

She was interrupted by a shout
from Charles, a muttered oath from
Donovan and the solid clunk of a
revolver barrel against flesh and
bone. This was followed by the
heavy thump of a solid body
against the floor, and Shayne
turned his head to see Donovan
kneeling over Charles’ recumbent
figure and snapping handcuffs on
the man’s lax wrists.

Shayne turned back to the wid-
ow dispassionately, “He won’t
make any further trouble. Tell us
what happened.”

“l want to,” she sobbed. “I
wanted to all the time, but he
frightened me. He showed me
Marvin’s two notes and they did
sound like he thought 1°d Killed

John and tried to poison Henri-
etta. And he showed me how itd
work if we tore them apart in just
the right place and put the two
wrong halves together. And we
made up that story about Marvin
catching us together in his room so
the note would make sense that
\vay.

“And Marvin was already dead,”
she wept on, hanging her head
piteously. “l guess | really knew
Charles had done it after frighten-
ing him into writing those two
notes, but | was so scared and up-
set after what happened to Daffy
and all that | hardly knew what |
was doing.”

“You say there were two notes
originally. Addressed to whom?”

“One was written to you and
one to me,” she told him faintly.
“He meant to hide them some-
place in the hope that one of them
would be found, | guess.”

“But Charles got hold of them
before he had a chance to hide
them?” put in Shayne harshly.

“Yes. | guess so0.”

“What did the original notes
say?”

“I remember every word of the
one written to me.” Anita shud-
dered and hung her head.

“What did he say?”

He started out: ‘Dear Sis’.” She
lifted her chin and recited tone-
lessly:

“If Charles kills me tonight as |
expect him to, I hope this note or
one I'm writing to Mike Shayne
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and hiding in different places will
be found. | kept quiet after | sus-
pected you and Charles of murder-
ing your husband, but after he kid-
napped that nice secretary of
Shayne’s tonight and boasted to
me that he plans to kill her after
the funeral tomorrow, | can’t re-
main silent any longer. She is a
sweet girl and after seeing her with
Charles tonight, | am revolted.
Death holds no fears for me. John
and Henrietta were old and mean
and deserved to die. But this thing
tonight is the last straw and | don’t
want to go on living. And his
name was signed to it,” she ended,
tears running down her cheeks.

Shayne said, “And my note be-
gan: | will write this note while I
can. | love my sister and have al-
ways forgiven her anything she
did because | was too weak to pro-
test, but I cant go on . .

He broke off, nodding his head
understanding”®. “That was the
end of a line. He took the note
from his pocket and looked at it.

“Fortuitously, the first two
words of a line down in the middle
of your note were, ‘any longer’.
By tearing the two notes across be-
tween those two lines, the final
note read as though the same
thought was being carried on . . .
with the implication that Marvin
intended to kill himself instead of
voicing his fear that Charles
planned to kill him. Very neat.
And so you went along with the
deception?”

“What else could 1 do?” she
sobbed frantically. “Charles prac-
tically admitted he had killed Mar-
vin, and he threatened to kill me,
too, unless | . . .” .

“You damned lying bitch!”
Charles was sitting upright on the
floor with his wrists handcuffed
behind him. His eyes were wild
and there were bubbles of gray
froth on his lips. “I did it all for
you, goddamnit, after they dug up
your lousy dog and | knew they’d
find your strychnine in her belly
that you’d meant for Henrietta. |
told you last night why | grabbed
the girl. Because | found the strych-
nine in your own handbag after
you’d put it in Henrietta’s chicken
to shut her up.”

“And | told you I didn’t do it,”
she screamed at him, thrusting her-
self up from the depths of her
chair. “I never saw the strychnine
and | didn’t do anything to John.”

Shayne thrust her back into the
chair savagely and said, “To hell
with all that. You were talking
about Lucy Hamilton. What did
Charles do to her? Where is she?”

“In the boathouse. She was in
the boathouse last night. But he
said ...”

Shayne whirled away from her
and shot out at Petrie and Dono-
van, “Hold everything like it is.”
He pounded down the hallway and
out through the kitchen door,
across the parking lot and past the
garage to the path leading to the
boathouse at the foot of the cliff.
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Two minutes later he was put-
ting his shoulder to the door. The
weathered wood splintered and
gave way, and Shayne stepped
through a gaping hole to see a neat
Chris-Craft tied fore and aft in
front of him with enough slack in
the ropes so it could rise and fall
with the bay tide.

He found an electric switch be-
side the smashed door and
thumbed it, and an overhead light
came on and he saw the figure of a
girl huddled forlornly in one corner
with a ragged blanket thrown over
her.

He took two strides and snatched
the blanket away from Lucy Ham-
ilton’s body, saw that she was
fully-clothed, lying on her side
with her body drawn into a bow
with wrists tied tightly to her an-
kles, wide strips of adhesive tape
tightly over her mouth.

Her eyes were wide open and
unblinking, staring up at him, and
he dropped to his knees beside
her, choking back an oath and
telling her cheerfully, “The ma-
rines have landed, angel.”

He cut the rope binding her
wrists to her ankles and eased her
back gently onto the rough boards,
rubbing the constricted leg muscles
and straightening one and then the
other slowly and gently so normal
circulation would be restored.

“This is going to hurt, angel.”
He placed the wide palm of his
hand firmly on her forehead to hold
her head solidly against the floor,

got a good grip on the loosened
ends of tape and pulled it loose with
one strong jerk.

She moaned agonizingly and he
felt hot tears against his palm,
and he gathered her up in his
arms like a little child and pressed
her face tightly against his chest
and pressed his lips gently against
her disarranged curls and mur-
mured crazy things to her which
both of them remembered a long
time afterward.

When she was through trem-
bling and through crying and was
able to speak in a small voice that
was still somewhat distorted by
pain, he continued to hold her
tightly in his arms and she an-
swered the few questions he need-
ed answers to.

“Are you all right, Lucy? You
know what I mean?”

She whispered, “Yes.”

“Who put you here?”

“Charles. He telephoned . . .”

“l don’t care how he worked it,”
Shayne told her brusquely. “Save
your breath for important tilings.
Did Charles kill Rogell?”

“I don’t think so. He and Marvin

. . talked. He told Marvin Anita
did it, and he was doing this to save
her.”

“Did Marvin believe it?”

“l . . . think so. He was good,
Michael. Don’t blame Marvin. He
was . . . drunk, but decent. He
argued with Charles about me. He
threatened to tell you.”

Still holding her closely, Shayne
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got to his feet and carried her out
through the smashed wooden door
into the sunlight. One arm crept
around his neck tightly as he car-
ried her up the stairs and around
to the front of the house and his
parked car. He opened the rear
door and slid her inside gently
onto the cushion and said,
“Stretch out and try to relax. Il
send the maid out with a glass of
water which you should sip on

.and I'll be ready to drive
you home in a few minutes. Think
you can hold out?”

She opened her eyes and smiled
tremulously up into his concerned
face. “l can stand anything now.”
She let out a little sigh of content-
ment and her eyelids fluttered
shut again.

THE TABLEAU HADN’T changed
much when Shayne came back
into the study. Petrie and Donovan
stood on guard in the archway.
Anita was still huddled in the same
chair, and Charles sat on the floor
with his wrists handcuffed behind
him. Peabody had moved to the
bar and was mixing a drink, and
Henrietta had taken advantage of
his absence to make herself a stiff
highball. The lawyer still sat stiffly
in his chair, his thin lips tightly
compressed.

No one spoke as Shayne walked
in between Petrie and Donovan.
The big redhead’s face was impas-
sive as he strode across the room
and stopped directly in front of

Charles and looked down at him.
The chauffeur tilted back his head
to look up with a snarl of defiance,
and Shayne leaned down slightly
to hit him a full-swinging open-
handed blow on the left cheek.

The sound of the impact was
loud in the room, and the force
of it knocked Charles sprawling
onto his side. Still without speak-
ing, Shayne leaned down farther
and savagely jerked him back up to
a sitting position, set himself sol-
idly and swung another full-arm
blow with his left hand. Charles
went over in the other direction
like a nine-pin and stayed there,
and Anita began sobbing wildly in
her chair.

Shayne jerked the chauffeur
roughly erect again and said hap-
pily, “This is real good fun,
Charles. | can keep it up all day
without getting tired. You want to
start talking?”

“l did it for her,” he mumbled.
“l knew if you found the strych-
nine in Daffy you’d be onto her for
feeding the same stuff to the old
man. | wasn’t going to hurt the
girl. All I wanted was to scare you
off from an autopsy.”

“But Marvin messed things up
by catching you with Lucy and
threatening to turn you in for
kidnapping,” said Shayne conver-
sationally.

“Even when 1 told him it was
justto protect his sister,” com-
plained Charles with every appear-
ance of righteous anger. “I could-



DIE LIKE A DOG 67

nt afford that . . . not right then
so | tried to scare him out of

it. How was | to know the fool was

drunk enough to kill himself?”

Shayne said, “l dont believe he
was. You had the strychnine. Re-
member? You admitted finding it
in Anita’s pocketbook after you
buried Daffy.”

“That’s a lousy lie,” cried out
Anita viciously. “l didn’t either. 1
didnt touch any strychnine. Why
would 1? If it was in my pocket-
book, somebody put it there just to
throw suspicion on me.”

Shayne paid no attention to her.
“But you did have it,” he reminded
Charles. “How did Marvin get
hold of it to commit suicide?”

“l gave it to him, that’s why,”
Charles glared up at him sullenly.
“To prove to him that his own sis-
ter had tried to poison Henrietta to
shut her up. So the fool would get
some sense in his head and let me
handle it my own way.”

Shayne said, “We won’t worry
too much about whether you fed
the stuff to Marvin or he took it
himself. Kidnapping is a capital
offense and they can only burn
you once.”

He swung about, transferring
his bland gaze to Henrietta who
sat bolt upright in a straight chair.
She was gripping her highball
glass tightly in both bony hands.

“You hired me to do a certain
job for you yesterday, Miss Ro-
gell. 1 did it, so I have no further
intention of returning the retainer

you paid me. An autopsy was per-
formed secretly on your brother
last night.” He held her gaze im-
passively. “All of you here will be
interested to know that John Ro-
gell died of heart failure . . . ex-
actly as Dr. Evans stated on the
death certificate.”

A long-drawn sigh came from
Anita’s lips. She sat up straight
and her eyes flamed contemptu-
ously at Charles on the floor. “I
told you so.” Her voice was thin
with rage. “But you wouldn’t be-
lieve me. Your lousy ego made
you think 1°d done something to
John . . . when | loved him all
the time.”

“See here, young man.” Henri-
etta’s heavy voice cut in unexpec-
tedly. “What sort of nincompoop
performed that autopsy on my
brother?”

“The regular police surgeon. A
very competent man.”

“Competent, my foot! He’s a
bungling fool. Didnt he have
brains enough to check for digi-
talis?”

“But it was common knowledge
that your brother had been taking
digitalis for years,” protested
Shayne. “He would naturally ex-
pect to find that in his system.”

“Of course, he would. And
that’s exactly why he should have
measured the quantity he swal-
lowed the night he died. Didn’t he
realize that’s exactly what his wife
would use to kill him? Instead of
strychnine or something obvious
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like that. Mrs. Blair will bear me
out that she knew exactly what ef-
fect an overdose would have. Dr.
Evans warned her carefully
enough. 1 could have told that
fool doctor what to look for.”

Shayne nodded and tugged
thoughtfully at his left earlobe.
“Yes, I'm sure you could, Miss
Rogell. Because you put that extra
teaspoonfull in his milk yourself,
didnt you?”

“Nonsense. It’s just that | hap-
pen to be the only one around
here with a brain in my head.”

Shayne shook his red head
soberly. “I’'m going to arrest you
for poisoning your brother, Miss
Rogell. And for attempting to
frame Anita for your crime by
putting strychnine in your own
creamed chicken and feeding it to
Daffy in a last-ditch effort to draw
attention to your first crime.”

“Of all the fantastic nonsense |
ever heard!” she exclaimed crisp-
ly. “And then, | suppose, | came
to the best private detective in
Miami and hired him to make a
case against me?”

“That’s exactly what you did.
After your scheme to kill Daffy
fell flat on its face and she was
safely buried with the strychnine
inside her. It must have been quite
a blow to you when these two de-
tectives who investigated that night
didnt even look into Anita’s hand-
bag and find the strychnine where
youd put it. Instead, Charles
found it there, and unfortunately

jumped to the conclusion you’d
hoped the detectives would reach,”
Henrietta’s lips were tightly
compressed and she shook her
gray head wonderingly from side
to side. “And what possible motive
would I have for doing all those
things, Mr. Michael Shayne? You
know the provisions of John’s will.
I’m cut off without a penny of my
own. She gets it all.” She jerked
her head indignantly toward Anita.
“l was the last person in the world
to want to see John in his grave.”
“Correction,” said Shayne
gravely. “You were the only per-
son in this entire household with
any motive at all. The others knew
they were provided for in his will
and could well afford to wait. Even
Marvin Dale. Even though Rogell
might have kicked him out of his
soft spot here, his sister would
have continued to provide for him
until she came into a lot of mil-
lions on her husband’s natural
death. You were the only one who
couldnt afford to wait for that.
“Your only chance of ever get-
ting your hands on the money you
felt was rightfully yours was to ar-
range it so Anita would be con-
victed of murdering him. In that
case, the will would be set aside
because a murderer cannot legally
profit by her crime. If you waited
for John to die normally, you were
sunk. So . . . you didn’t wait,
Miss Rogell.”
“You've got it all worked out.
haven’t you?” she asked sarcasti-
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cally. “The one thing you cant
show is opportunity. Haven't you
brains enough in that red head of
yours to realize that I'm the only
person here who couldnt have
dosed John’s milk the night he
died? All the others had a chance
at it. | didnt.”

“That,” said Shayne heavily,
“is why | suspected you from the
first. The night it happened was
the one night when you had a per-
fect alibi. That’s why you werent
afraid to come to me and hire me
to reopen the case. You figured
you were perfectly safe. No matter
who else might be suspected, it
couldnt be you.”

“Of all the ‘Alice In Wonder-
land” logic | ever heard,” said
Henrietta with a sniff, “that takes
the cake. Is that the way you solve
all your cases, young man? By
finding the one person who has a
perfect alibi and then suspecting
him?”

Shayne grinned ruefully. “It is-
n’'t always that easy. But from the
beginning in this one, it looked as
though you might have carefully
built yourself an alibi. As though
you knew what was going to hap-
pen to John that night, and pro-
vided yourself with witnesses to
prove you couldnt have tampered
with the chocolate milk.”

“And youll have to admit |
couldnt have,” she pointed out
with dry satisfaction. “I was in my
own room while Mrs. Blair was
fixing it. She came straight up-

stairs after leaving it on the dining
table, and | stopped her on the
way up and went up to her room
with her where | stayed every
minute until after he had his at-
tack. You can ask Mrs. Blair.”

“I'’ve already asked Mrs. Blair,”
Shayne countered easily. “She told
me the same thing . . . along with
some other interesting bits of in-
formation.”

He turned from Henrietta to the
housekeeper who had not spoken
a word since he first entered the
room. “Do you remember telling
me how Charles was in the kitchen
that evening and poured out the
last glass of milk to drink it with
some cookies before you noticed
it was the last and had to take it
away from him so there’d be the
regular cupfull for Mr. Rogell?”

“I remember that, Mr. Shayne.”

“And you were surprised to dis-
cover it was the last glass in the
refrigerator?” Shayne pressed on.
“You’d thought there was another
full bottle, but suddenly discovered
there wasn't and that you had to
have Charles’ glass for Mr. Ro-
gell? Do you remember that, too?”

“Yes, | do. | would have sworn
there was another full bottle left
after 1 made dinner.”

“Did you ever stop to wonder
what had become of the bottle

you thought was there . . . but
wasnt?”
“I dont know. | ... | guess I

didn’t think too hard.”
“Because you had no reason to
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think about it at the time,” Shayne
pointed out soothingly. “You had
no reason to suspect that there was
going to be a lethal amount of
digitalis in his milk that night, so
you naturally wouldnt suspect
that Henrietta had poured out the
other bottle after dinner and
poured digitalis into the last cup
that was left . . . knowing that
would be the cup you would put
into the thermos for Rogell to
drink. But now that you think
back, Mrs. Blair, don’t you know
there was another bottle that dis-
appeared from the refrigerator be-
fore you heated milk for Rogell?”
“You’re putting words in her
mouth,” said Henrietta loudly.
“No jury will ever believe her.”
Shayne said grimly, “I think
they will. Let’s wait and see.”

X1l

lucy Hamilton had luxuriated
in a long, soaking, hot bath, and
rubbed soothing cold cream on her
lips from which Shayne had rough-
ly ripped away the adhesive tape.
With makeup carefully applied to
offset the deathly pallor of her
face and arrayed in her nicest silk
dressing gown and most frivolous
slippers, she was happily relaxed
at one end of the sofa in the secur-
ity of her own apartment with
Michael Shayne lounging at the
other end. .

She said, “I was silly, Michael.
I never will forgive myself. But I

was worried about you going out
to dig up that dog, and when | got
the telephone call | didn’t stop to
think.”

He said, “There was a telephone
call?”

“About nine o’clock.” She took
a sip of her drink, then plunged
into the recital with downcast eyes.

“l ate dinner alone and came
back to wait for some word from
you. | was sitting right here relax-
ing with a drink and a cigarette
when the phone rang. | was so
sure it would be you. I ran to the
phone and a man’s voice an-
swered. He talked fast and I did-
n’t recognize it at all. But he said:
‘Miss Hamilton, Mike Shayne gave
me this number to call you. He
needs you fast. Meet him in his
office in fifteen minutes. If he’s not
there, wait.’

‘Then he hung up before I
could ask any questions. What
could I do, Michael? | was wor-
ried, and all I could think of was
that the call must be from you
because this number is unlisted
and you’re about the only one
who knows it. So | called a taxi
and kicked off my slippers and
put on my shoes and hurried out.

“There was a car parked just
beyond the office, but | didn’t no-
tice it until a man got out as |
started across the sidewalk. He
called to me and | turned and
saw it was Charles. The block was
deserted and he grabbed me and
dragged me over to his car and
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shoved me in the front seat and
stuck that adhesive over my mouth
so | couldnt yell. Then he drove
straight out to the house and car-
ried me down to the boathouse
and tied me up and left me. All
that time he didnt say a single
word, Michael. | didn’t know what
to think.

“It seemed like hours later
when he came back. There’s a tel-
ephone extension in the boat-
house, and he took the tape off
my mouth and made me call you
and told me exactly what to say
to you or else he'd kill me right
off, and so | said it and then tried
to tell you not to pay any atten-
tion to me, but he broke the con-
nection.

“And then Anita’s brother came
stumbling into the boathouse.”
Her voice trembled momentarily
and she paused to take a long
drink. “He was obviously drunk,
and Charles was enraged when he
saw him. Marvin was just drunk
enough to exhibit some decent in-
stincts, and he recognized me from
yesterday and wanted to know
what Charles was doing with me.
So Charles told him. That he was
doing it all for Anita ... to pre-
vent you from analyzing the dog
and getting an autopsy on Mr.. Ro-
gell, which he told Marvin would
probably send her to the electric
chair.

"Marvin didn’t seem much sur-
prised, but he drunkenly insisted
that Charles had to let me go. And

Charles argued with him. He even
suggested that Marvin stay out in
the boathouse alone with me all
night and have all the fun he
wanted because, Charles told him,
he would have to kill me anyhow
as soon as the funeral was over
and the danger to Anita was past.

“But Marvin got very angry
and swore he would notify you
where | was, and Charles laughed
at him and said hed never get
away from the grounds and threat-
ened to kill him, if he didn’t keep
his mouth shut. And they went
away still arguing, and left me
there, tied up and gagged for what
seemed like days until you broke
in the door.

“l was very glad to see you,
Michael,” she ended sedately, her
brown eyes dancing at him over
the rim of her glass as she tilted it
for another long drink.

He said gruffly, “The feeling
was mutual.” He got out a ciga-
rette and lit it very deliberately,
stretched his long legs out in front
of him and blew a streamer of
blue smoke toward the -ceiling.

“There’s just one other ques-
tion, angel,” he told her in a de-
ceptively mild voice.

“What is it?”

“You mentioned the fact that
your phone is unlisted and you
were thrown off-guard because
only a few people know the num-
ber. How do you account for the
fact that Charles knew it?”

“1 was afraid you were going to
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ask me that, Michael,” she said in
a very small voice.

He waited a long moment with-
out looking at her. Then he said,
“Well?”

“l gave it to him yesterday,
Michael. When 1 . . . when he

. was showing me Daffy’s
grave.”

There was a moment of silence.

“During that ‘little moment out
there alone under the cypress tree
with Charles’ ”? Shayne quoted to
her from her own words yesterday
afternoon.

She wet her lips nervously.

MIKE SHAYNE Presents

“Yes. That’s when. | don’t know
what ever came over me.”

Shayne said, “Watch it in the
future when you’re alone in the
woods with a man and he makes
you feel virginal.” He put down hisl
glass and turned to her slowly
and he wasn’t smiling. In a thick
voice he said, “Honest to God,
Lucy. . . ”

TTiere were tears in her eyes
and her swiftly indrawn breath
made a little whimpering sound,
and then she was in his arms, and
after that no word was spoken in
the apartment for a long time.
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Step Into
My Parlor

He was a sly and brutal Killer.
So Ma locked the cat out and
smiled cheerfully at the postman.

by LEE PRIESTLEY

ere’s nothing so hickory-
I rugged as an old woman. Af-

ter all, what makes any muscle
tough and resilient? Use and time.
And an old woman’s thews, both
mental and physical, have been
time-conditioned, time-tested.

But Johnny Mason deciding
upon a hideout for the day never
thought of any toughness except
his own, didn’t spare any attention
for a female past the nubile stage.
Indeed, he had never considered
anyone or anything except Johnny
Mason.

The suburb where Johnny had
grown up hadn’t recognized the
corrosive ego behind his hand-
some face, beneath his quiet man-
ner. So the neighborhood had been
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stunned when one short night ear-
lier the body of Ann, Johnny’s
girl friend, had been found horribly
dead . . . dead of her failure to
prefer Johnny over every other
living thing. Now Johnny had to
keep hidden until night came
again.

He hadn’t escaped the first
search in a strict sense. He had
simply ignored it. No one had sup-
posed a murderer would cross the
street from the scene of his crime
and climb into a front porch glider
to sleep off a murder binge. John-
ny hadn’t planned it that way. He
had simply been sleepy.

He got into Ma Lyons’ house
easily enough. From the glider on
the old-fashioned wrap-around
porch he saw Libby Lyons come
out the front door. Libby, Ma’s
granddaughter, was six or eight
years older than Johnny and out of
his orbit by reason of working in
the library. Now he appraised her
through the gap between the side
and the back of the glider. Not
really bad. If he spent the day in
the house—

“Oh, blast!” Libby said, peering
into her handbag.

She turned back into the house.
For a moment her shadow behind
the glass of the door brought out
the bronze stag engraved upon it.
Then her heels clattered up the
stairs. The front door remained
ajar.

Half a dozen steps, and Johnny
was in a front parlor, dim with the

blind-pulled dignity of a seldom-
used room.

Ma heard Libby, too, as she
clattered up and down the stairs.
The careless child forgot her keys
half the time, Ma thought indul-
gently.

“Really gone now, Mal!” Libby
shouted.

The front door slammed. Ma
wheeled her stout bulk down the
hall to make sure the door had
latched itself securely behind Lib-
by. With such a horror happening
practically on the doorstep and
herself helpless in a wheel chair—

She couldnt have heard him.
Certainly she didn’t see him. But
suddenly evil and danger were a
warning taint in her nostrils. Her
breath came fast and her muscles
tensed. Turning her head slowly,
she searched the parlor.

Nothing . . . Her eyes fastened
on the folds of the velour drapes
that resolutely shut out the light at
the windows. Was there a bulge?

Then Johnny stepped away from
the curtains, a distressed look on
his face. Ma’s heart leaped into her
throat.

“I don’t know how you got onto
me,” Johnny said. He casually
showed her the knife in his hand.
He had a gun in his pocket, too,
but the knife would be quieter.
“It doesnt make any difference |
guess. You keep nice and quiet.
Then when night comes, I'll get
out. Now how about, fixing me
some breakfast?”
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The most horrible thing about
it, Ma thought, was that nothing
showed. How could Johnny com-
mit such a crime and still look hu-
man? Like any one of a thousand
handsome, innocent boys? The re-
vulsion which she felt was almost
overwhelming, but she didn’t let it
show in her eyes. She planned
quickly what she must do, how she
must act.

“The police believe you are
miles away by now,” she said.
“It’s really clever of you, Johnny—
to stay close like this.”

She saw that she had said the
right thing. Johnny looked self-
satisfied. Flattery couldn’t be too
blatant to feed and lull that insati-
able monster-ego.

Johnny waved a hand. “Cops
are dumb. Well, come on, Ma. I'm
hungry.”

“What would you like for break-
fast?” she asked. Then she half-
wheeled around. “I’ll open the
door to air the hall. That’s what |
came out here to do.”

If she had stopped there, it
might have sounded convincing.
But she heard herself going on
nervously, “So much rain lately.
Everything smells musty.”

Johnny’s face turned ugly, “Keep
away from that door, Ma.”

She made herself look at him.
She knew that he would enjoy
thinking that she was afraid of
him. Fear would be a kind of ad-
miration, a recognition of power
and danger. Her hands shook as
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she spun the wheels to send her
chair kitchenward.

Johnny was suddenly good-hu-
mored again. “Put hef in high,
Ma. I’'m cross till 1 get my food.
It’s late for breakfast.”

Ma’s eyes went to the kitchen
clock. This was Libby’ half day
at the library. In a little less than
two hours she would be home
again. Death for a helpless old
woman would be quick, a release.
But the death that lurked here for
a pretty girl could be a long-drawn-
out torture.

Ma wheeled up to the refrigera-
tor. “I can give you fruit juice, ba-
con and eggs. If you wait a little
longer |1 can make waffles.”

“Make with the bacon and

eggs.”
Johnny straddled a kitchen
chair. He watched Ma roll from

refrigerator to stove, from toaster
to pantry. “What do you need in
there?” he asked.

“A jar of strawberry jam.” Ma
said the first thing that came into
her mind.

There was no time to scan the
shelves for a potential weapon.
The best she could do was to drop
a second jar of jam into her lap
and cover it quickly with her
apron. Maybe it could be used.
Whatever she did had to be fool-
proof. She couldnt get herself
killed. She had to save Libby from
this smiling Kkiller.

With the same movement that
had backed her out of the pantry,
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she nudged the bar on Sister’s door
with a wheel. She pulled over the
broom to cover the noise as the
bar dropped.

“Awkward old fool,” she mut-
tered as she came into Johnny’s
view, jam jar in hand.

Sister, Ma’s pampered cat, came
and went as she pleased through
a flap door in the outer pantry wall.
Shut out, Sister invariably became
indignant. If she could be kept out
long enough she might mount a
windowsill to stare reproachfully
through the glass. If Sister chose a
kitchen windowsill, Mrs. Chandler
next door might see her. Familiar
with the cat’s habitual routines,
Mrs. Chandler might wonder.

Ma poured orange juice and
took the glass to Johnny as she
placed the jam on the table. Back
at the stove she lifted the bacon
strips to a plate and poached the
eggs with hot fat.

Keeping her eyes on the opera-
tion, she spoke to him. “Reach into
that drawer beside you and get
some bread for toast.”

She was almost sure he would
turn and do as she asked without
thinking. As he swung about, she
snatched the lazy tongs from their
hook, beside the stove and shoved
them under the blanket which cov-
ered her legs. The tongs could be
extended to reach things beyond
her ability, and might come in
handy too. If Johnny didn’t wonder
how she reached the bread when
she was alone.
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The doorbell rang then, its old-
fashioned jangle re-echoing in the
hall. Ma held the plate of bacon
and eggs suspended halfway be-
tween stove and table. Johnny
stopped drinking orange juice in
mid-swallow.

“Don’t answer it,” he said, chok-
ing.
“Do you want the neighbors

breaking the door down to find out
what has happened to me?” She
gestured at her legs, useless under
the blanket. “They know | havent
gone out. It’s probably just the
mailman.”

“Go answer it, then,” Johnny
said. “But watch it. 1'll be right be-
hind you.”

He moved into the shadows of
the dining room doorway, gun in
hand. Wheeling down the hall, Ma
tried to plan something. Dared she
risk bursting out of the door and
falling down the steps? Homer
Lambert, the postman, was a good

v boy, but a little slow. Homer
would just stand there bewildered
until Johnny shot him.

No one would hear the shot.
Everyone worked downtown on
this side of the block—except Mrs.
Chandler. And she never wore her
hearing aid in the morning because
when the kitchen clatter was ampli-
fied it bothered her. The postman
had three young children, too. She
opened the door, void of any plan.

Homer stood there, letter in
hand. “Good morning, Mrs. Lyons.
Il have to collect five cents on an
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overweight letter, I'm afraid. |
guess some young man sent too
much love and kisses to Libby.
Could I run back to the kitchen
for you and get a nickel out of the
sugar bowl? Save you the trouble?”

“No, no,” Ma said hastily,
aware of a faint stir in the dining
room doorway. “Though it’s real
good of you, Homer.”

She moved to the glass-topped
table that displayed her cherished
coin collection. “I keep a few coins
here for stamps and library fines
and such oddments.”

She smiled brightly at Homer
and added, “l just can’t seem to
get my library books back on
time.”

Maybe later Homer would no-
tice that rare five-cent piece. Or
ask himself why Ma Lyons could-
n’t get her books back to the library
with Libby going there five and a
half days a week.

“Oh, Homer, would you do me a
favor?” she went on. ‘That book
there on the hall table—~

The book in question was one of
Libby’s whodunits, titled appro-
priately, “Wanted For Murder.”
Johnny could see that she’d had no
opportunity to sneak a message
into it, since she hadn’t gone near
it. :

“Would you take it over to Wal-
lace Stroud, the poor man? Worried
sick like he is that book is the very
thing to take his mind off his trou-
bles.” She wound up hurriedly,
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“And get along with you, Homer.
I can’t stand here all day!”

Ma shut the door firmly. Wal-
lace Stroud, a neighbor, was the
assistant district attorney. Homer
might think of him as The Law.
Ma acknowledged that she was
clutching at a straw, but she had
to try.

She was afraid to look at the
clock, more afraid to look at John-
ny, Johnny wasn't slow like Homer.
But at least he hadn’t noticed any-
thing. He only growled with dis-
gruntled impatience about his
breakfast, now congealed on the
plate. He watched her, saying noth-
ing as she cooked more bacon and
eggs.

Before he began on the second
plate Johnny beckoned to her.
“Roll your wheels over here, Ma.
I want to keep an eye on you.
I don’t trust women,” he added
with his meaningless, flashing grin.
“Not one of them. Ann, that little
two-timer, sneaking out on a date
with another fellow. She only got
what was coming to her.”

The phone started ringing then.
Ma prayed harden than she had
ever prayed before. Let it be Libby
calling to say she would lunch
downtown with the girls and go
shopping.

Johnny slapped the table peev-
ishly. “I thought old ladies led a
quiet life. Go on, answer it and
no funny business.”

It wasnt Libby’s bright voice
with the lilt of laughter in it. Such
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bitter disappointment filled Ma’s
mind that it shut out comprehen-
sion.

“Hello? Hello, Mrs. Lyons?” the
phone repeated. “l said, do you
want anything this morning?”

“Just a minute,” Ma said. “My
list—” She covered the transmit-
ter with her hand and told John-
ny, “It’s Sam Turner at the gro-
cery. I call in an order twice a
week and Libby picks it up on her
way home.”

“Okay. Give the man the order.”

Maybe Johnny hadn’t noticed
that most grocers who took phone
orders also delivered . . . Ma
had spread her fingers as much as
she dared. But Johnny had
mouthed his words in a whisper
and Sam Turner, the grocer, was
growing deaf although he wouldn’t
admit it.

She read from the short list. “A
dozen eggs. A five pound bag of
sugar. Vanilla, the small size. Two
packages of frozen limas and one
of brocolli.”

That exhausted the list. Dared
she improvise?

“Sam, do you have that new corn
bread mix?” she went on hurriedly.
“They’re advertising it on TV.
Real southern type johnny cake,
the commercial said. Let me think.
What was that brand name? Oh, |
know. ‘Mason Dixon Dandy’.” She
overrode Sam Turner saying he’d

never heard of it. “Send me a
package. And that’s all, thank
you.”

She cradled the phone and
looked innocently at Johnny. It
was harder to look at the clock.
The hands were snipping relent-
lessly at the segment of time re-
maining. Ma tried to plan her final
effort. She knew with a fatalistic
certainty that it depended upon her
alone. Those feeble warnings had
almost surely come to naught.
There was only her determination,
a jar of strawberry jam and a pair
of lazy tongs.

Johnny prowled restlessly from
window to window now, but he
kept one eye on Ma. She could
conceal her racing thoughts from
him but she couldn’t hide the ten-
sion that was making her tremble.

But Johnny’s watchfulness
couldn’t cope with—the sudden
ringing of the front door bell, the
telephone and a knock at the back
door all at once. His second of
startled indecision was all the op-
portunity Ma could have asked
for, all she felt she needed. She
whirled into action.

Yelling, she spun the wheel
chair into a bucking charge. She
slammed the jar of jam at Johnny
to meet the bullet from his gun.
Noise. She wanted noise now.

New to violence except on the
printed page she felt a mild surprise
that getting shot was no more than
a stunning blow. Maybe the pain
came later. She ducked under
Johnny’s arm. Extending the lazy
tongs to the limit she wrenched
the gun out of his hand. Then she
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clamped Johnny’s handsome nose
in a relentless grip.

The wheel chair pressed Johnny
back against the wall. As he fought
to dislodge the tongs, Ma threw
herself on him, still yelling like a
banshee. She clenched her gnarled
hands around his throat The
weight of her heavy old body
dragged him down with her as the
useless legs buckled . . .

ma’s ears picked up scraps of
talk embedded in a matrix of noise
and confusion. The kitchen seemed
to be full of people.

“l came to bring the cat home.”
That was Mrs. Chandler. “I was
cooking some fish and Sister sim-
ply wouldn’t leave.”

“Watch that broken glass,”
Homer Lambert, the postman, said
almost in Ma’s ears. “That nickel
Mrs. Lyons gave me was real old
and looked valuable—so | brought
it back. My Lord, look at the
blood!”
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“Mr. Sam let me off early.” The
delivery boy’s voice broke with his
excitement. “Gosh, if | hadn’t
brought the groceries till after-
noon, I'd have missed every-
thing.”

None of her messages had
worked, Ma realized. She was be-
ing lifted now out of the mess of
blood and glass, strawberry jam
and splintered wheel chair. Re-
lieved of her inert weight, Johnny
Mason twitched and groaned. Ma
was glad she hadn’t killed him. A
quick death was too easy for the
likes of him.

Someone yanked Johnny urgent-
ly to his feet. “Have to put a strong
guard on the jail,” an unfamiliar
voice said around a clicking Ma
thought was handcuffs. “Treating a
helpless old woman like this is
enough to start a lynching party-—
let alone the first crime.”

“Helpless!” Johnny Mason be-
gan to laugh wildly, as they led
him out of the room.
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MURDER IN
MEXICO

An Unusual

Crime Novele"

By
MANUEL FERNEZ

MEET Jose Pablo Enriquez
South of the border crime often wears
ft garb of gaudy colors. Here’'s a new
and different land of crime investigator.

The Mexican sun rose white-
hot upon the town of Santiago
Tlapacanas, ringed with gaunt
mountains like poor relatives at the
reading of a rich old uncle’s will.

It frizzled the dusty leaves of
the trees that garrisoned the cen-
tral plaza. It belabored the cacti in
the back yards of outlying houses.
It nagged shabby women filling
buckets at community faucets. It
glared through an upper window
of the Hotel Florencia to waken
Jose Pablo Enriquez the young fis-

cal of Santiago Tlapacanas.
Throwing aside his cotton blanket,
Jose Pablo sat up, yawned, and
flexed his lean hard biceps.

Jose Pablo had slept naked, as
usual. His small slim torso, legs
and arms were a shade less tea-
brown than his straight-nosed face.
From a pack on the bedside chair
he fished an oval Delicado ciga-
rette and struck a wax match.

Smoking, he drew gray socks
upon his pointed feet, put on cheap
shorts and tan linen trousers. He
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A young Mexican lawyer must take care not to be
discussed too hotly by the patrons of an ill-reputed
Cantina . ., particularly when murder rears its ugly

head. But Jose was both stubborn and courageous.
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washed at the bowl on the laven-
der-stuccoed comer,- shaved swift-
ly, and combed his gleaming black
hair. He donned a white shirt, a
narrow black string tie, a jacket
that matched the trousers, shiny
shoes with heels an inch and a half
high. He took his broad squat hat
of cream felt from the bureau-top
and went downstairs to breakfast.

In the hotel cafe an old waiter
brought him black coffee and
lightly sugared rolls. A sip and a
morsel, and Jose Pablo began to
consider life as he and Santiago
Tlapacanas saw and savored it.

Santiago Tlapacanas had been
a hamlet from colonial times un-
til, in the twentieth century, the
revolutionary General Eustaquio
Guevara had caused to be set there
a court of Second Instance. After
that, the population of Santiago
Tlapacanas had grown to thirty-
five thousand, and the court was
the sovereign seat of justice for a
radius of forty miles so sun-baked-
ly unproductive that visitors called
it forgotten of God and His whole
hierarchy of saints.

There were copper mines to em-
ploy most of the seven thousand
heads of families, enigmatic Indios
wearing faded blue denim, coarse
hobnailed shoes and big cheap
revolvers. There were the casual
water works, the slipshod tele-
phone company, the creaking bus
line, the third-class bull ring, the
stores, the Municipal Theatre

whose ancient curtains hung in
rags, the three or four cinemas, the
numerous and generally disrepu-
table cantinas. And there was the
Court of Second Instance, and
there was Jose Pablo Enriquez, the
fiscal, whose responsibility it was
to see that law was enforced and
order kept.

Jos6 Pablo was not smug about
that responsibility. It was no more
than a worthy and learned young
lawyer deserved. His poor, proud
father and mother had died while
Jose Pablo was at the Universitad
National. When he had returned
with his diploma and licentiate in
law, family friends had persuasive-
ly urged Jose Pablo’s need and tal-
ents upon the governor of the
State. They had also praised him
to Guillermo Guevara, son of the
late Revolutionary hero and by
that grace procurator-general yon-
der atthe State capital.

Ay, Guillermo Guevara, the
confidently tall, the impeccably
tailored, the assuredly wealthy—
he had signed Jose Pablo’s com-
mission. But when he visited San-
tiago Tlapacanas he pleasured
himself with sneering criticism and
reprimands. For Guillermo Gue-
vara twirled his graceful mustache
at Rosalia Rivas, dweller in the
oldest and most aristocratic of the
stately aristocratic homes of San-
tiago Tlapacanas, she of the sweet
lemon-pale cheeks and calm bright
eyes and hair like the Night of
Affliction. Maddeningly impartial
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were her smiles for Jos6 Pablo and
Guillermo Guevara.

“Lamentable,” babbled the
waiter. “To die so young, a stran-
ger and a heretic without hope of
heaven.”

“You say?” prompted Jose Pab-
lo above his second cup of coffee.

“The young gringo, the guest at
this hotel. You spoke to him at
the dinner hour yesterday, Don
Jos6 Pablo. Surely you recall that
stranger in our midst.”

Jos6 Pablo remembered the
round American face, the new un-
comfortable sports clothes, the let-
ter from the ambassador’s office in
Washington to whom it might con-
cern. A scholar, a writer of history,
the letter had said, recommended
to all Mexican officials. Jose Pab-
lo had bowed and murmured hos-
pitable banalities, then had hurried
off to eat iron at Rosaliai Rivas’
barred window.

“And he is dead?” asked Jos6
Pablo, sipping.

“It was instantaneous,” moaned
the waiter with relish. “So said Dr.
de Nava to Senor Morla.”

Jose Pablo knew Dr. Franciso
Javier de Nava, eighty or one hun-
dred and twenty-five years old,
stunning patients by the obscurity
of his scientific language and the
size of his watch. De Nava liked
Jose Pablo, though he did not like
Gonzalo Morla, the failed scienti-
fic student turned medical examin-
er.

“What have you told me?” Jose

Pablo suddenly demanded. “Dr. de
Nava discussed the American’s
death with Senor Morla?”

“Have | not said?” asked the
waiter, mopping the table. “The
poor gringo died of strong poison,
there in the Cantina of the Angel’s
Tears, on Hidalgo Street.”

Jos6 Pablo sprang up so quick-
ly that he all but overturned his
chair. “Of poison?” he echoed.
“Last night?. And I, the fiscal, I
was not informed?”

“They telephoned, Don Jose
Pablo. But we knew, we told them
that you were—importantly occu-
pied.”

Manfully Jose Pablo choked
down a mannerless blasphemy.
People at the Hotel Florencia and
at die ill-reputed Cantina of the
Angel’s Tears had discussed, with
what mockeries of tact, his visit
last night to the bar-laced window
in which sat Rosalia Rivas.

Hody embarrassed, he remem-
bered. As on so many other nights
he had stood, hat prayerfully in
hand, while Ceferino the Indio
guitarist, in his abominable purple
suit and grimy straw sombrero,
had plucked such a muted sere-
nade as surely would have melted
the heart of a bronze statue.

Rosalia had spoken about the
American cinema, of her admira-
tion for the behavior and genius of
Cary Grant and Gregory Peck.
And finally, from her shadowed
refuge inside: “My great-aunt Eu-
lalia expects a call from Don Guil-
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lermo Guevara. Business brings
him here tomorrow morning.”

Dropping his hat, Jos6 Pablo
had gripped the bars like a prison-
er in a cell. He tried, as many
times for three years past, to de-
clare that his heart was at Rosalia’s
gracious feet. But she was saying
that, since Guillermo Guevara
would be a guest the following
evening, perhaps Jos6 Pablo would
not come to eat iron.

And long after leaving the win-
dow Jose Pablo had paced the pla-
za and the streets, demanding of
himself what sins he had commit-
ted that he should be small and
poor while Guillermo was upstand-
ing and rich to gain the favor of
Rosalia’s great-aunt Eulalia and
entry to that aristocratic old house
while he, younger and truer of
heart, could approach no closer to
the bars on the window. . .

“The tragedy must be investi-
gated,” Jose Pablo told the waiter
bleakly. “I will telephone Senor
Morla and Chief Banos. The Can-
tina of the Angel’s Tears, you
said?”

“On Hidalgo Street,” said the
waiter again, and gestured. “But
a few steps around the corner.”

any angel of reason and
breeding would have wept for the
reputation and decor of the Can-
tina of the Angel’s Tears. It was
a broad low cave of a place, with a
zinc-topped bar against a wall that
bore shelves of bottles. By night it

was evilly illuminated by three or
four small electric bulbs, daubed
over with red paint to emit a glow
that sensitive habitues likened to
coals on the floor of hell. Even by
the hot morning light through
open door and raised windows, it
looked like a proper setting for sor-
did, tragic, and appallingly violent
death.

At the bar, Dr. de Nava drank
morning tequila and talked to
Otero, the globular white-shirted
proprietor. A languid retainer
mopped the floor with carbolic-
laced water, the sharp smell wrest-
ling with a century’s stale ciga-
rette smoke. Against the rear wall,
Ceferino squatted on the heels of
his fantastically ill-kept two-toned
oxfords, his precious old guitar
cuddled between his knees, as he
munched fiery-sauced tortillas.

“This murder—” began Jose
Pablo without ceremony as he hur-
ried in.

“It was no murder,” wheezed de
Nava, dabbing salt in the fork of
his thumb. “The American came
to me because of his diseased
heart. I gave him strychnine pills.”
From the doctor’s beard-spiked
mouth crept a lean shrivelled
tongue to lick salt before another
gulp of tequila.

“I was here,” ventured Ceferino.
taking another tortilla. His free
hand evoked a jangling whisper
from the guitar strings. “I saw him
fafl.”

“Then he was murdered,” Jose
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Pablo pounced upon this declara-
ion.”

“So says Senor Morla,” quali-
fied Otero, without great interest.
“My friends, what would you
wish? A man’s clock strikes at a
certain moment, his life ceases.”
His lardy shoulders shrugged phil-
osophically. “Who am | to oppose
the decree of heaven?”

Dr. de Nava trickled more te-
quila into his glass. In his lapel
drooped the faded ribbon of the
Order of Guadalupe, fourth class.
“You may say what you wish, for
the laws of the State and the Re-
public give you freedom,” he half-
snarled, “but experts, not laymen,
establish whether death came by
chance or by evil design.”

“True,” nodded Otero agreea-
bly, “and Senor Morla says—”

“Morla, who could not pass his
medical examinations!” exploded
Dr. de Nava. “Who was rejected
with scorn when he sought to be-
come a doctor!”

“By your favor,” said a voice
from the door, “when an unfortu-
nate one comes to my official no-
tice, he is past need of doctors.
That should be self-evident.”

In strutted Medical Examiner
Gonzalo Morla, like a natty, de-
risive brown cricket. In his wake
trundled the khaki massiveness of
Police Chief Banos. The chief’s
uniform swelled with heaped mus-
cles. His copper-tray face wore a
great thicket of mustache, accen-
tuating a natural resemblance to

the late Pancho Villa. Low at his
broad leather belt rode a mighty
holstered revolver.

“We are here at your orders.”
He smiled fearsomely at Jos6
Pablo.

“l was about to begin the au-
topsy when you telephoned,” add-
ed Morla.

“Where did you learn of autop-
sy?” sneered Dr. de Nava. “At the
municipal slaughterhouse?”

Morla opened his mouth to re-
ply witheringly, but Jos6 Pablo
halted the words with a gesture.
“Ceferino, you said that you were
here last night. You came when
you left me?”

Ceferino swallowed a last bite
of tortilla, filled with beans and
pepper, and rose, skinny inside the
immemorially  wrinkled purple
suit. His dark hand’s heel rubbed
the wood of the guitar.

“Many came here,” he said. “I
sang, old songs and those of my
own devising, and the customers
were generous.” He patted a pock-
et. “The American was happy in
his drink—much tequila. He paid
me to sing La Cucaracha, and
begged his friend to teach him the
words that he might sing with me.”

“What friend?” asked Jose Pab-
lo.

“Unknown to me,” said Ceferi-
no.

“And to me,” seconded Otero.
“Neither young nor old, as | judge.
Of middle height, perhaps. His
clothes were old, his shoulders
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bowed thus.” He illustrated with a
sag of his own soft bulk.

“A horseman,” elaborated Ce-
ferino. “His legs were bent by the
saddle.”

“His face?” prodded Jose Pab-
lo.

“His mustache pointed down-
ward,” said Otero, sketching on his
own fat face with a finger. “His
eyes shone like stars under his
hat.”

“He did not take off his hat?”
inquired Chief Banos.

“The question!” cried Otero
scornfully. “Am | a priest, that
men should take off their hats to
me?”

“That stranger
gringo,” said Morla.

“But they were friends,” argued
Otero. “The stranger showed the
gringo how to drink tequila. Him-
self he put salt on the gringo’s
thumb, himself he sliced the lem-
on to suck.”

“And when the gringo fell,”
added Ceferino, “the friend cried
out: “He is sick Fetch a doctor!”

“Those were his words,” nod-
ded Otero. “We put the gringo flat
on his back. His face was dark, he
made himself turn and twist like a
worm.”

“Strychnine,” diagnosed Morla,
crinkling his nose at de Nava.

“The other ran out, crying for
a doctor,” went on Otero. “l send
Ceferino for Dr. de Nava. And 1,”
he touched his thumb to his chest,”
“telephoned Senor Morla.”

murdered the

“The poor American was dead
when | arrived,” said de Nava, his
veined old hand cradling the te-
quila bottle. “Too many of my
pills.”

“Then it is you who poisoned
him,” snickered Morla.

De Nava drew up his withered
herring of a body. “He came yes-
terday, complaining of his heart.
The pills from my dispensary had
each but the thirtieth part of a
grain of strychnine—a small pro-
portion to give health to a laboring
heart, not death.”

“The fourth part of a grain will
kill,” said Morla. “Ten such pills
as you gave him, Doctor, would do
his business. Professional negli-
gence.”

“What when the dead one was
taken away?” Jose Pablo asked
Otero.

“l told the customers that the
matter was in the hands of our
able officials,” said the proprietor,
and, at the expense of the Can-
tina, served a round of drinks.”

“Of the cheapest,” elaborated
Ceferino to his guitar.

“Senores, the American’s gov-
ernment will make inquiries,” said
Jos6 Pablo. “Dr. de Nava, you
opine that it was an accident. Per-
haps suicide?”

“But the gringo was happy,”
argued Otero. “His heart was glad
with drink and music and hospital-
ity.”

“My autopsy will decide the
question,” insisted Morla.
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“And then begins the search for
this stranger, if he is the murder-
er,” grumbled Chief Baflos. “He
must be taken to the capital for
trial.”

“Senores,” spoke up Ceferino
suddenly, “search no further. |
poisoned the gringo.”

They all looked at him. His
hand swept the guitar’s strings.

“Have | not said he interrupted
my singing, tried to sing with me?”
he demanded rhetorically. “It was
more than | could bear.”

Banos shot out a broad brown
hand to seize the front of Cefer-
ino’s purple coat. “You confess
this, hombre?”’

“Have a care for my guitar,”
squealed Ceferino. “There is no
need for these wrestlings.”

Banos’ other hand prowled in-
side Ceferino’s coat and brought
out a revolver almost as big as his
own and fully as well kept. It was
one of perhaps five thousand re-
volvers owned and habitually car-
ried by Santiago Tlapacanos, but
Banos shook it triumphantly at
Jose Pablo, then at Morla, and
stuck it into his own waistband.

“Are strangers to be murdered
for nothing in our town?” he scold-
ed Ceferino.

“You do not understand the
heart of a musician,” flung back
Ceferino. “Let me go. | said |
poisoned him, | will not run or
hide.”

JosE Pablo shook off his stunned
amazement as a dog shakes off wa-

ter. “This is a mad joke, Ceferino,”
he protested.

“It is the truth, Don Jose Pab-
lo,” Ceferino assured him above
the imprisoning fist of Banos.

“And no joke,” added Banos.
“Come, you. It remains for this
confession to be written out and
signed. Are you able to sign your
name, assassin?”

He hustled Ceferino out at the
door. With one hand Ceferino
clutched his straw sombrero, with
the other he held his guitar out of
danger’s way.

Morla twinkled spitefully at Dr.
de Nava. “Murder,” he gloated. “I
said so from the first.”

“For what trifles an Indio will
kill,” contributed Otero, in whose
own fat-swaddled wveins flowed
blood perhaps seven-eighths of the
Indio strain.

“Senores, what of the other doc-
tor who came?” Jos6 Pablo found
time to wonder. “The doctor
brought by the American’s friend.”

“His friend?” echoed Otero.
“But his friend did not come
back.”

“His testimony will not be need-
ed,” added Morla. “My autopsy
will prove—"

“Delay the autopsy,” Jose Pab-
lo bade the medical examiner,
“until we read the confession of
Ceferino when it has been re-
duced to writing. | will rely upon
you, Senor Morla, and you, Dr. de
Nava, for your own signed state-
ments. Shall we say an hour from
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now, in my office at the city hall?”
He started for the door. “At pres-
ent, I must examine the belong-
ings of this deceased one.”

jose pablo’s key opened the
door of the American’s room, as it
would have opened the door to any
other room of the Hotel Florencia.
Inside, Jose Pablo made a thought-
ful search, jotting notes on a sheet
of hotel stationery. When he had
done, his list included the follow-
ing:

Various garments and shoes, of
good make and material but amus-
ingly inappropriate for Santiago
Tlapacanas and its rugged envi-
rons.

A large suitcase and one not so
large, of gleaming plastic.

An electric razor, a toothbrush,
a soap dish and a bottle of scent-
ed shaving lotion.

A tourist card issued to Wilbur
Waldorf Mayberry—maiden name
of mother, Jenkins. It said that
Wilbur Waldorf Mayberry was a
student by profession, twenty-eight
years old, single, Protestant, and a
resident of Kansas City, Missouri,
u. S A

A folder of travellers’ checks to
the amount of $325 American.

The Spanish-American Frontier
Historical Association Quarterly
for the previous winter, including
in the table of contents on its cover
an article entitled New Light on a
Revolutionary Struggle.

A box full of big brown pellets,

with a label proclaiming them to
be vitamin pills.

A vial containing eighteen pills
of an unappetizing pinkish pur-
ple, with an attached sticker bear-
ing, in Dr. de Nava’s spidery hand-
writing, the name W. W. Maiberri
and a cabalistic prescription num-
ber.

A carton of American cigarettes,
trumpeting in capital letters its
boast of utter supremacy in the fil-
tering away of all deadly charac-
teristics tobacco might contain.

A ballpoint fountain pen, its
tiny golden point exposed as
though ready to write.

Jose Pablo, proficient in English,
first studied the guide book. The
marked passages nearly all con-
cerned hotel rates or locations of
libraries. Then he took up the
magazine, and saw that the strug-
gle on which new light proposed
to shed itself was the savagely bril-
liant campaign of General Gue-
vara’s Revolutionary troops in the
Santiago Tlapacanas region.

The author was one Alvin A.
Hurwitz, professor of Latin-Amer-
ican history at Missouri University,
who had little information not fam-
iliar to any literate Santiago Tla-
pacano. But Jos6 Pablo felt a quiv-
er of pride in his town’s history as
he read one paragraph: An epic
might be written of how this peas-
ant column scored a series of vic-
tories over superior forces. Arm-
ing and feeding themselves from
the captured camps of their ad-
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versaries, they then marched for a
sudden stroke at the flank of a
larger army and a greater victory,
which resulted in gratifying new
seizures of stores, including money
to settle six months' arrears of pay.

A footnote flew up to catch Jose
Pablo’s eye: The researches of Mr.
W. W. Mayberry toward his forth-
coming doctor’s dissertation may
supply many details of Guevara’s
encouraging and, as it proved, de-
cisive success.

The poor dead gringo, reflected
Jose Pablo, to find so horrible and
violent a fate in the town whose
history he had hoped to write. Re-
grettable, tragic. But, had he lived
—more published praise of Gen-
eral Eustaquio Guevara, reflecting
its glow upon his son Guillermo,
impressing Rosalia Rivas. Jose
Pablo left the room, locked the
door and made for the city hall.

The pavement along the plaza
teamed with citizens of high degree
and low. At the corner opposite
the city hall paused a group of
four. At the sight of one face, Jose
Pablo’s heart kindled to adoring
fire, at the sight of another his liver
gushed bile.

Rosalia stood with her great-
aunt and a broad-bodied maid
who held two market baskets. Be-
fore her towered, the maddening
elegance of Procurator-General
Guillermo Guevara, his expensive
American hat in his hand, study-
ing charm into the upward twirling
of his mustache. Dye in that mus-

tache, snarled Jose Pablo in his
jealous heart, and in the hair that
receded from the brow to give it a
special appearance of intellectuali-

It was all elaborate fraud.

Rosalia’s great-aunt, gaunt and
deaf, cupped a hand at her ear to
catch Guevara’s pleasantries, and
laughed. Rosalia lowered her lids
—demurely or provocatively?

As Jose Pablo approached, Gue-
vara fixed him with a condescend-
ing eye.

“l have just arrived,” he an-
nounced, “and was on my way to
your office. What is this rumor of
violence to the American tourist
named Mayberry?”

“He was murdered,” said Jose
Pablo, bowing to Rosalia and her
great-aunt.

“Murdered?” barked Guevara.
“But he wrote that he would meet
me.”

Grimly respectful, Jose Pablo
told of Mayberry’s death and Cef-
erino’s confession.

“Infamous!” snorted Guevara.
“How do you perform your duty in
Santiago Tlapacanas, Senor Fis-
cal, that such things befall guests,
distinguished foreigners? | await a
sensible reply.”

A tamale peddler lagged to lis-
ten. Jose Pablo waved him away.

“The murderer is now in my of-
fice,” said Jos6 Pablo, sad in his
heart for that excellent guitarist
Ceferino.

“What gutter-scouring is this
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confessed murderer?” demanded
Guevara, then bowed to the ladies.
“Your gracious pardon that these
vulgar matters should be told be-
fore you, but I have my duty to
the State. Nothing must be allowed
to interfere with that.”

Rosalia’s sweet voice repeated
into her great-aunt’s ear what
Guevara and JosE Pablo were say-
ing.
g“Senor Fiscal,” said Guevara,
“this matter touches me person-
ally. 1 drove swiftly this morning,
seventy miles from the capital, in
response to a letter from Senor
Mayberry. Hear what he says.”

From inside his jacket he
brought an envelope and slid a
folded sheet from it. He began to
read, in a voice harsh enough to be
understood by Great-aunt Eulalia:

“1 am grateful for your gener-
ous offers to help my studies. It
was my good fortune recently to
secure a series of letters written by
your illustrious father to J. J.
Phelps, a St. Louis banker, at the
time of the Santiago Tlapacanas
campaign. These may be interest-
ingly new even to you, his son,
and together we should* find in
them the importances my disserta-
tion would employ.”

Guevara put the letter away.
“Other matters in his communi-
cation are of a personal nature.
But you can see that | feel as
though | had lost a friend, though
I knew Senor Mayberry only by
correspondence.”

“We understand,” murmured
Rosalia, as though in awe.

“Forgive me if | am delayed in
my call at your gracious home,”
Guevara overwhelmed her, bow-
ing again. “Senorita Rosalia, Sen-
ora, until soon. Senor Fiscal, you
will accompany me to your office.”

Crossing the street to the city
hall, Guevara spoke disparagingly
of Santiago Tlapacanas’ residents
and cantinas. He mentioned the
more decorous cantinas of the
State capital and their less violent
clientele.

“I am persuaded that there
should be an investigation of the
lawlessness permitted here,” he
grumbled as Jos6 Pablo opened
the door to his office.

Inside, the walls were heavily
plastered, like the outside walls of
a house. There were a battered
desk, a telephone, filing cabinets
and two chairs. There were also
Ceferino, Bahos, Otero, Dr. de
Nava, Morla and Banos’ best-ed-
ucated policeman. This man sat at
the desk, writing in a loose-leaf
notebook. Dr. de Nava had the
other chair. Ceferino squatted
against a wall with his guitar, and
Banos stooped menacingly above
him.

“Is that the culprit?” demanded
Guevara as he entered. “Why is he
permitted to sit while he is ques-
tioned?”

Rising, Ceferino bobbed his
head respectfully. “Senor, | have
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thrice told how | murdered the
gringo.”

“Each time differently,” com-
plained Banos. “Assassin, tell us,
on peril of your soul, where you
got the poison.”

“I have said that a Chinese sold
it to me,” Ceferino replied patient-
ly. “What reason would | have to
lie to you about such a thing?”

Jose Pablo checked a handful of
articles on the desk—a wallet, two
or three crumpled bills, a watch, a
handkerchief, a spectacle case.

“The contents of the American’s
pockets,” the policeman told him.

“Ceferino,” said Jose Pablo,
“you say you were enraged be-
cause the American tried to sing

with you.”
“I could endure his bleating no
longer,” agreed Ceferino. “l be-

came as a madman, thirsting for
his blood.”

“A Kkiller by natural instinct,”
put in Banos. “See, Senor Procura-
tor-General, he carried this revol-
ver.”

He drew the weapon from his
waistband. Quickly Jose Pablo put
out his own hand to take it.

“Ceferino,” said Jose Pablo,
“why did you not shoot the Ameri-
can with this?”

Ceferino shrugged above his
guitar. “l was too angry to think.
The gringo infuriated me. It must
be as Senor Banos says—my in-
stinct led me.”

“Your instinct led you to poison
the American?” inquired Jose

Pablo. “Ceferino, you are more
subtle than I knew, who have hired
your music many nights. You car-
ry a revolver and a dose of poison,
and your instinct prompts you to
the poison before the revolver.”

“l did not care for his life or
mine,” insisted Ceferino doggedly.

“But you ran to fetch Dr. de
Nava,” pursued Jose Pablo.

“That is so,” agreed the doctor’s
weary voice. “Ceferino pleaded
that | hurry and save a poor tor-
tured stranger.”

“Do not wag your beard, old
man,” Guevara snubbed the doc-
tor.

“Senor Fiscal,” spoke up Banos,
“you speak wisely. As Senor Otero
remarked at the cantina, Indios
are swift to kill. And | have al-
ways found that pistols come most
readily to their hands.”

“Silence, you also!” snapped
Guevara. “l congratulate myself
that | am here to procure this guil-
ty one’s confession, what with the
incompetence of local officials.”
He towered over Ceferino. “You
try to play the jester with us; then
I shall dictate a statement of your
crime, and you will sign your name,
if you have so much education.”

“By your favor, Senor Procura-
tor-General,” said Jose Pablo sud-
denly. “Ceferino, is not the State
capitol thrice the size of Santiago
Tlapacanas?”

Ceferino looked blank. “But we
all know that, Don Jose Pablo.”

“The Procurator-General spoke
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as we came here,” continued Jose
Pablo, “of the many cantinas at
the State capital, and of their su-
periority to ours. In such cantinas,
a musician would find listeners
more generous and more apprecia-
tive than here. Have you not
thought that, Ceferino?”

Ceferino grimaced. “You speak
things a simple man does not un-
derstand,” he pleaded.

“And no Mexican court will con-
vict an innocent man, especially if
he says he was crazy when he con-
fessed,” summed up Jose Pablo, as
to a jury. “Such an unfortunate
one, set free, might even have
fame in the newspaper accounts.
He could look for applause and
full pockets in the cantinas.”

“Huy!” boomed Banos. “Have
you thought, Ceferino, to make
sport of honest officers?” He took
a step toward Ceferino, who sid-
led close to the door.

Jose Pablo pointed the revolver.
“Stir a toe from here,” he warned
Ceferino, “and my bullet will
smash your guitar.”

Guevara found his voice. “What
fantasies are these?” he roared.
“The man said he was guilty.”

“Only to get a free ride to the
State capital,” said Banos, bright-
ly informative.

“An artist is always misunder-
stood,” Ceferino reproached them
all.

Otero and Morla began to chat-
ter. Dr. de Nava started toward
the door, “l have thirst,” he said.

“Remain, you old fool!” com-
manded Guevara. “Chief Banos,
are you and the fiscal in a conspir-
acy to defeat justice? | must see
to this murderer’s indictment and
trial. You two shall suffer as well,
for malfeasance in office.”

“But Ceferino is not gquilty,”
Banos half-pleaded.

“Then who”

“You are guilty, Senor Procura-
tor-General,” accused Jose Pablo.

Guevara widened his eyes. Jose
Pablo could see the whites al\
around the irises. Then Guevara’s
mustached lips cracked into the
bitterest grin ever seen in Santiago
Tlapacanas.

“Senor Fiscal,” he said measur-
ingly, “you throw away your car-
eer for the sake of an insane joke.”

“Senor Procurator-General, |
never spoke more sanely and
gravely in my life.”

“I  killed the American?”
whooped Guevara. “But | did not
leave the capital until this morning,
driving swiftly!”

“Swift driving could have
brought you here last night, and
more swift driving taken you back
before dawn,” replied Jose Pablo.
“With time between to telephone
the man who endangered you, take
him to that dim cantina, and there
kill him.”

“There is meat in these words,”
contributed Dr. de Nava, his old
hand tweaking his gray beard-
point.

“You made much of reading me
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his letter, to convince that you had
not come before this morning,”
said Jose Pablo evenly. “But it
helped point to you. It spoke of
other letters, from your father to
an American banker. Those letters
vanished. They were not in his
room, nor are they with his things
there onthe desk.”

“Next you will say that | took
the letters!” spluttered Guevara.

“Next | will say even that. The
American was a scholar, a writer of
history—but no written word could
be found in his room. Ceferino
would not have taken his writings.
There have been many jokes about
Ceferino’s signing of his own
name.”

“l can write,” volunteered Cef-
erino, “if someone holds my hand
with the pen.”

“Why should my father not
write to an American banker?”
argued Guevara. “Senor Mayberry
would not have asked my help on
something that would damage my
father’s character.”

“He did not know, Senor May-
berry did not know,” replied Jose
Pablo. “To him the letters were
but history, not personal matters.
But men write to bankers about
money. Now, there was a maga-
zine in the American’s room you
did not think worth taking along
with the letters.”

“A magazine—"

“l read in it of how your father
defeated and plundered one enemy
force, but had to defeat and plun-

der another before he could pay
his men from the money chests of
the second vanquished enemy.”
Jos6 Pablo gestured triumphantly
with the hand that did not hold the
revolver. “I suggest that your fath-
er kept for himself the money from
the first capture, and sent it to the
American bank to found his own
fortune.”

“My honored father is dead,”
said Guevara tightly, “and cannot
defend himself against your cow-
ardly slander. Yet if it were true
—and you are mad to say that it
is—even your trifling legal sense
assures you that | cannot be held
responsible for such a matter.”

“The captured moneys belonged
by right to the Revolution,” re-
turned Jos6 Pablo. “The govern-
ment, hearing about them, would
ask for their restoration by you
and your father’s other descen-
dants, who would be nothing with-
out money.”

“Jose Pablo speaks with rea-
son,” commented Morla.

“His summation is impressive,”
nodded Dr. de Nava, forgetting
that he agreed with Morla for the
first time in their association.

Chief Banos sidled close to
Guevara, who glared at them all.

“You suppose that | poisoned
Senor Mayberry,” he exploded
frantically. “Who saw me in the
Cantina of the Angel’s Tears?”

“Ceferino saw you,” said Jose
Pablo helpfully, *“and  Senor
Otero.”
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Otero giggled and shook his
head, but Ceferino jumped up.

“There is truth in that,” he as-
sured Jose Pablo. “I thought his
legs were bowed by riding, but—"

“And he humped his shoulders,”
added Jose Pablo, “that he might
appear short. He wore his hat low,
and the dimness cloaked him.”

“All I saw of his face was dang-
ling mustaches,” remembered
Otero.

Jose Pablo pointed the revolver
at Guevara, “Do not move,” he
warned, and stepped close. With
his free hand he dragged down one
tip, then the other, of Guevara’s
mustache.

“It is he” cried Otero.

“And he dabbed strychnine on
the American’s thumb, instead of
salt for his tequila,” summed up
Jose Pablo.

Guevara snatched at Ceferino’s
revolver in Jos6 Pablo’s hand. At
once Chief Banos caught Gue-
vara’s shoulder and whirled him
violendy away and into a comer.

“Hands to yourself, murderer!”
he bawled.

“Chief Banos, | will see you dis-
charged,” promised Guevara, with
cold fury.

“You have already threatened
that,” Banos reminded him. “We
await your confession.”

“l confess nothing.”

Banos’ mighty paw clamped
the procurator-general’s beautiful-
ly tailored arm. “My office is at the
other end of the hall,” he an-

nounced, with a slow, greedy smile.
“We will discuss your confession,
you and I.”

“Not one word will 1 say to
you,” Guevara assured him.

“l expect eloquence of you,
when we are alone together in the
back room.” Banos tugged power-
fully. “Come.”

They departed. The policeman
with the notebook followed them.
Jos6 Pablo took the telephone from
his desk and asked the operator to
connect him with the governor at
the capital. He tapped the desk-top
impatiently while he waited.

For a full minute Jose Pablo
listened to noises as of jangling tin
plates. Then came the voice of a
secretary in the distant city, the
voice of another official, finally the
voice of the governor himself, faint
but recognizable.

“Jose Pablo Enriquez, Excellen-
cy. The fiscal at Santiago Tlap-
acanas.”

“Why do you telephone, Senor
Enriquez?”

“Murder has been done here,”
said Jose Pablo. “An American,
Wilbur Waldorf Mayberry.”

The governor repeated the
name. “I think he was commended
to me by our ambassador. Mur-
dered, you say? Who murdered
him?”

Jose Pablo moistened his lips.
“It was the procurator-general,

Excellency.  Senor  Guillermo
Guevara.”
“Nonsense, Senor Enriquez!
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Mockery, libel—what
mean?”

Quickly Jose explained about
the poison, die missing letters, the
other evidence against Guevara.
As he spoke, the door burst open
and in tramped Banos, flailing his
thick arms.

“He is a suicide!” Banos panted.

“The poor gringo?” asked Mor-
la.

“No, no, the procurator-general.
He swallowed a pill.” Bafios him-
self swallowed in embarrassment.
“Not a question had | asked, not
even a blow had | struck. He swal-
lowed it, he fell and wriggled—
thus, like a fish. His face turned
dark blue.”

"Cal!” cried de Nava. “Strych-
nine again!”

“Surely an autopsy is called for
this time,” said Morla briskly.
“Dr. de Nava, if you will give me
the benefit of your observation.”

Happily the two followed Banos
out. Otero waddled after them.
Only Ceferino remained with Jose
Pablo, his thumb plucking a gui-
tar string.

“Excellency,” said Jose Pablo
into the telephone, “Senor Gue-
vara has killed himself, with the
same poison that killed Senor
Mayberry.”

Silence inside the instrument. At
last: “Ah!” crooned the gover-
nor’s voice. “And you feel that this
establishes his guilt.”

“I must feel so, Excellency.”

Another pause, far off there at

do you

the end of the wire. “I, too, must
feel so. Senor Enriquez, for many
months | have noticed your con-
duct in office. The State now finds
itself without a procurator-gen-
eral.”

“Yes. Even now they begin an
autopsy on Senor Guevara’s body.”

“Consider yourself temporarily
appointed to the post of procura-
tor-general,” the governor’s voice
commanded.

“I1” bleated Jos6 Pablo.

“Temporarily,” repeated the
governor. “Permanence may de-
pend on the intelligence and com-
prehensiveness of the report you
bring me. The written result of the
autopsy, the statements of the wit-
nesses, the Revolutionary money,
all such things. How soon will you
present yourself?”

“A bus leaves for the capital in
the morning,” said Jose Pablo. “It
should arrive by noon.”

“At noon, then, | expect you.
Make your report justify your per-
manent assignment. It might please
the American officials if the man
who solved their countryman’s
murder is rewarded by promotion.
Until tomorrow, Senor Enriquez.”

night fell upon Santiago
Tlapacanas, as abruptly as black
coffee from an overturned cup.
Jose Pablo stood at the jail-like
bars of Rosalia’s window. Five
paces away, Ceferino touched
tactful chords on his guitar.

“Jose Pablo,” said Rosalia from
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the darkness inside, her voice as
soft as the voice of a sinner’s con-
science.

“You have heard all things?” he
asked her.

“About Don Guillermo?” He
guessed, rather than saw, the
twitch of her lovely shadowy shoul-
ders. “l1 am a woman, | do not pre-
sume to understand legal matters.
Yet, if he killed himself in the same
way that the gringo was killed—"

She left the sentence ior Jos6
Pablo to finish. While Ceferino
wove with delicate fingerings the
melodious fabric of a tear-sum-
moning song called The Cup of
Sorrow, Jose Pablo finished it.

“The governor agrees that he
was guilty. I am summoned to be
procurator-general in his place.”

“Imagine!” she breathed, very
close to the bars.

Jose Pablo felt the utter appro-
priateness of that idiom about eat-
ing iron. He could have crunched
those bars in his teeth like candy.

“l must leave for the capital
tomorrow” he said, almost in dole-
ful time to Ceferino’s music. “The
governor’s order requires me there,
far from this town of my birth.”
He saw the brightness of Rosalia’s
eyes in the gloom. “Far from my
friends, my acquaintances,” he
mourned.

“The capital is a center of in-
tellectuality,” she observed. “And
of polite manners.”

“I will be lonely there,” Jose
Pablo dared to quaver.

“Because you are single, Jose
Pablo,” said Rosalia. “A forsaken
and solitary man without a family.
Had you a wife—"

Again she left him to finish what
she had begun. This time he dared
not. Ceferino’s brown fingers
tweaked tearful minors.

“Your man plays well,” said
Rosalia. “I have heard that you too
play the guitar—"

He stood dry-mouthed, unable
yet again to fill out her sentence.

“The gardener left the gate un-
latched, careless as he is,” Rosal-
ia told him. “Should you enter qui-
etly, | could bring out the guitar.”

“But—" Jose Pablo was stam-
mering. “You and | alone!”

“It will be proper, my great-
aunt is here,” she said.

“What happened to Don Guil-
lermo prostrated her. She is con-
fined to her bed—at the front of
the second floor.” Rosalia ges-
tured, in the opposite direction
from where the garden lay. “And
her hearing, poor dear one, she
could barely hear if it thundered.”

Her skirts rustled as she rose.
“The gate is unlatched,” she said
again.

Jose Pablo ran to Ceferino,
thrusting money at him. “Drink my
health,” he commanded. “Swiftly,
at once—as soon as you can get to
the Cantina of the Angel’s Tears.”

Ceferino trotted away. With
trembling hands, Jos6 Pablo fum-
bled at the catch of Rosalia’s gar-
den gate.



ew professional criminals
ever achieve what they con-
sider to be a perfect crime. For an
amateur criminal to achieve it is
almost unique. Yet Mr. Josiah
Flower thought that he saw a Way
to pull off a crime magnificent in
its conception and wonderful in its
results.
Mr. Flower had been for nearly
twenty years in the employ of the
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United Ebony Company. Starting
as an office boy at 15 shillings a
week, he had managed to work
himself up to general secretary of
the company, at a salary of 750
pounds a year. Some of his sub-
ordinates in the general office con-
sidered that “Old Flower”—actu-
ally he was just over forty—was
one of the worst slave-drivers in
the City of London, and a man,
moreover, who did his work with
a nasty zest in order to earn some
fabulous salary.

Josiah Flower, in actual fact,
thought that the directors were the
real slave-drivers, pushing him
around in order that they might
get out of him more cash than they
put into his pocket.

He knew that he would have
been cheap at fifteen hundred
pounds a year. But he continued
to work at a miserable seven hun-
dred and fifty because he was out
to create an impression, and be-
cause he felt tolerably sure that at
the end of a further two or three
years he would be able to get away
with a large sum.

What helped to make him toler-
ably sure was the fact that, once
every six months, large sums of
cash were handled in the office of
the United Ebony Company. It
had some expert agents who oper-
ated in some African colonies,
buying the wood that was the
main article in which the company
dealt. These buyers were not
fraudulent, but many of the things

which they did could not be wisely
paid for by check. Indeed, many
of the overseas buyers insisted that
they should be paid in cash.

On June 30 and December 30
each year, therefore, a large sum
of money lay in the safe of the
United Ebony Company, and to
get this money from the bank was
one of Mr. Josiah Flower’s regular
jobs. He would leave the office, go
around the corner to the London
and County Bank, and come back
with a bag containing some thou-
sands of pounds in pound notes.

It was one of Mr. Flower’s per-
petual gripes against the firm that
he carried in that bag, each June
30 and December 30, a sum of
money which was equal to several
years’ salary for himself.

He made up his mind that before
too long that large sum of money
would be his. That this would
mean disappearing, and that as a
result he would sacrifice his 750
pounds a year, did not worry him
unduly. After all, most people
would prefer to have 5000 pounds
in cash rather than the right to
earn 750 a year for the next ten
or fifteen years.

On that particular June 30 Mr.
Flower did his usual task. He went
to the City branch of the London
and County Bank, and drew out
5122 pounds, 17 shillings and 8
pence. The odd silver and copper
was for stamps. Then he hailed a
taxi. Thus for the first time he went
slightly adrift from his usual habit.

R S Y
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MR. joshia flower WaS a ta“,
thin man with a greying mustache
and hair that had already turned
almost white. During recent
months various people at the office
had remarked that Mr. Flower
was aging. His stoop was getting
more pronounced, and his mus-
tache and hair were getting whiter.
Although only about forty, he be-
gan to look nearer sixty.

His colleagues did not guess
that he was simulating a stoop,
and that his hair and mustache
had been treated with a special
compound which bleached them
without giving them that peroxide
color so disliked by most people
with some taste.

Mr. Flower was a bachelor. He
could keep things to himself. Es-
pecially could he keep to himself
the fact that the bottle of bleach-
ing compound now lay at the bot-
tom of the Thames, and that in
his pocket was a bottle of a guar-
anteed fast dye, which would turn
his mustache and hair a glossy
black in a matter of minutes.

When he came out of the bank
and called the taxi, he asked to be
driven to Waterloo. There he paid
off the taxi-man, and made his
way to the cloakroom, where he
collected a small suitcase, left
there earlier in the day. With the
suitcase, he went to the station’s
main lavatory, where he locked
himself in.

He rapidly discarded his brown
suit, even removing his tasteful

brown and white polka-dot tie.
Then he put on a blue serge suit
with a blue tie to match. This
done, he took a little of the dye,
and rubbed it carefully into his
hair and his mustache.

All this had taken merely ten
minutes. But it had changed a
stooping man in late middle-age,
a man dressed in brown, to a
young man dressed in blue serge.

Mr. Flower emerged from
Waterloo Station, and hailed a
taxi in Waterloo Road. He in-
structed the driver to take him to
St. Pancras. There he bought two
tickets—first-class return to Bed-
ford and third-class single to
Leeds. There was no harm, he
told himself, in confusing the issue
a little, in case the police did get
on his track. But Mr. Flower was
fairly certain that he had, in re-
cent months, established his new
identity, and that there was no
chance of the police catching up
on him.

By this time there was, of
course, a hue-and-cry in the City.
It was thought that Mr. Josiah
Flower, that trusted servant of the
company, had been waylaid and
robbed. And that, of course, was
just what Mr. Flower wanted peo-
ple to think. The longer they con-
tinued to think it the happier he
would be, for the colder the trail
would become.

He got into a long-distance
train, bound from St. Pancras to
Bedford. Meanwhile, he had
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thrown the return half of his Bed-
ford ticket on the line, where it
might, or might not, be recovered.

As the train swung over a
bridge, the muddy water of a
canal twinkling beneath, he threw
the suitcase with his other clothes
in it out of the window. He had,
of course, weighted it before. Mr.
Flower was a thorough man. The
London-Bedford ticket he flung
out as the train slowed down out-
side Bedford Station.

In a few hours he was alighting
at Leeds, there to make his way to
the bus station and to board a bus
for llkley. The conductor recog-
nised him. “Good evening, Mr.
Weenen,” he said. “Not often
you’re here, barring week-ends?”

Josiah smiled. “I’ll be here a bit
more now than |’ve been able to
be in the past,” he said.

“Brought off a good deal, eh?”
the conductor said with a grin.
“Plenty of brass, eh?”

Mr. Flower smiled. “lI wouldnt
say plenty,” he remarked. “But I
should say enough to be getting
on with.”

And so Mr. William Weenen,
who had been a frequent week-
end visitor to a pleasant little pri-
vate hotel at Ilkley, now became a
more or less permanent visitor
there. He settled down and made
friends, he paid his way, and now
and then he paid a little cash into
the account that he had started at
the Yorkshire Bank some months
earlier.
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No one knew just what he did.
There was a little gossip now and
then, when he went wandering off
on the moors by himself. But
apart from his unusual desire to
see all the London daily papers
every morning, there was nothing
very striking about Mr. Weenen.

And Josiah Flower was glad to
see that his exploits in London,
which had first been headline
news on the front page, gradually
became small paragraph stuff on
an inside page, and then disap-
peared altogether.

He had first felt a little nervous
when pictures of himself ap-
peared, but he blessed the fore-
sight which had made him get a
studio portrait done, with his
white hair and his pronounced
stoop. Nobody connected the live-
ly young man at llkley with the
elderly gentleman who had dis-
appeared in London.

Mr. Rower congratulated him-
self as summer passed into autumn
and autumn into winter. It was all
right, he told himself; he had got
away with it.

It was the perfect crime. No one
suspected him. The clever part of
his Scheme had been the building
up of a new personality in Ilkley
before committing the crime.

Gradually he became part of
the social life of llkley. He was
invited out, more and more, to so-
cial functions of one sort or an-
other. He became quite a good
bridge player, and in the hotel he
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won the snooker handicap and the
darts championship. Young Wee-
nen became popular, in a way in
which Old Flower never had been.
Mr. Flower congratulated himself
on his skill.

He even succeeded in making
friends with the local Superintend-
ent of Police, who was a warden
at the church which Mr. Flower
thought it good policy to attend.
Superintendent Jenkinson often
came around to Mr. Weenen’s ho-
tel for a game of cards.

After six months of life at Ilk-
ley Josiah Flower was almost for-
gotten. It was only in the privacy
of his own room that Mr. Flower
permitted himself the luxury of re-
membering his own name. Mr.
Weenen was such a friendly soul
that no one gave him a moment’s
thought.

Josiah had worked out a good
signature for William Weenen. It
was a big, elaborate affair, which
finished off with a flourish. It was
quite unlike Josiah Flower’s signa-
ture, which had been small and
neat.

Josiah in his guise of William
Weenen had often talked about
crime to Superintendent Jenkin-
son. The Superintendent assured
him that the police never forgot a
crime.

“There are no such things as
unsolved crimes, William,” the
Superintendent would say. “There
are only crimes which have been
put back in the pigeon-hole for
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the moment. But they’ll come out
again.”

And Willaim Weenen, who was
Josiah Flower, perpetrator of the
perfect crime, would outwardly
agree.

“Fve got in my office,” the Su-
perintendent once said, “a list of
wanted people, a list of those
who’ve disappeared, and a list of
those we would like to see but
don’t expect to.”

“You keep the list up to date?”
asked Josiah.

“Yes. Now and then someone is
caught, and then | cross a name
off the list. Now and then some-
one gets away with another crime,
and | add ’em to it. But the list
always stays there, and | study it
from time to time, to make sure
that I'm not forgetting any of
them.”

After that conversation it was
some little time before Josiah
Flower felt comfortable with Su-
perintendent Jenkinson. But then
one day the Superintendent called
around. “The vicar has asked me
to make a little collection,” he
said.

“Yes?” said Mr. Weenen.

“Yes,” said the Superintendent.
“Mr. Harrison, the organist, is
leaving, and they want to have a
little presentation to him. The
vicar asked me to sound out a few
of the congregation. Would you
care to give something?”

“Delighted,” said Mr. Flower.
This was the first time he had felt
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at all comfortable with the Super-
intendent since his previous very
awkward conversation with that
gentleman of the law. He was sure
now that the Superintendent had
no suspicions connecting William
Weenenwith Josiah Rower.

“I'Il. be delighted to give a
guinea,” he said, getting out his
check book and writing the check.
He folded it in two, and handed
it to the Superintendent.

“Thank you,” said the Superin-
tendent, and left.

It was ten o’clock that night and
Mr. Weenen was having his last
whisky and soda in the bar, when
the Superintendent returned.

“Could I have a word with you
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in private?” his visitor asked.

Josiah looked at him curiously,
but said nothing, merely leading
the way to the lounge. “Now what
is it?” he asked. :

“Are you prepared to make a
statement?” said the Superintend-
ent.

“A statement? What about?”

Jenkinson smiled grimly. “About
a certain five thousand pounds, Mr.
Flower,” he remarked.

| I don’t under-
stand.”

“Oh, yes, you do,” the Superin-
tendent said, holding up a check
—the check which Josiah had
drawn some two or three hours be-
fore. It was signed Josiah Flower.
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have aimed it straight at his broth-
er’s smiling, mocking face, and he
would have pulled the trigger.
Then he would have had the
pleasure—the infinite pleasure—
of seeing how a bullet hole
punched into that hated image
could erase the smile on it for-
ever.

And then later he himself
would have been dragged off to
execution from a death cell, help-
lessly screaming the truth, “He
didn’t deserve to live!”

But he was saved from destroy-
ing the face and thereby destroy-
ing himself by the fact that there
was no gun. There was only the
vase of flowers sitting there on the
little table. “Damn you, Rex!
Damn you,” he said, and he
picked up the vase and threw it.

His aim was fairly good, but his
brother ducked easily, and the
vase smashed into a hundred frag-
ments against the wall.

“Allan boy,” Rex said, still
smiling and without resentment,
“I’'m ashamed of you. Throwing a
vase is a woman’s trick. If you’re
crazy enough to think you’re de-
fending your honor or your girl
why dont you act like a man?
You know damned well I'll fight
you if you care to fight.”

His fury was so intense that he
might have accepted the challenge.
He might have rushed blindly at
his tormentor, his fists flailing.
There was Rex standing before
him, the smile on his handsome
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face now a maddening grin, re-
laxed, lazy-looking, his hands at
his sides.

But he didn’t make that blind,
futile rush. Because at the last
second he realized the futility of
it—realized that a fight with bare
fists was just what Rex wanted.
Rex would win a fist fight. In the
last twenty years there must have
been a hundred such fights be-
tween them. And Rex had won all
of them. .

So they were still standing
there confronting each other when
Jim the houseboy came in. Jim
must have heard the sound of the
vase crashing against the wall. He
hesitated in the doorway, impec-
cable in his white shirt and black
bow tie, his dark oriental face
carefully expressionless. His eyes
flicked immediately from the now
empty table to the debris on the
floor.

“Vase fell off the table,” Rex
explained casually. “Pick it up,
will you, Jim?”

“Sure, Mister Rex,” the boy
said. He turned and vanished
quickly to get his dustpan and
broom.

“Allan,” Rex said, “you’re
making the servant problem very
tough. We’re lucky to have a boy
like Jim. But he won’t stick with
us if he has to keep cleaning up
after your infantile tantrums.”

Allen was seething with frustra-
tion, but he had only words to
fight back with. “You go to hell,”
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he said. And then to hide the
tears that came burning to his
eyes, he turned away and rushed
into his bedroom, slamming the
door behind him.

For long minutes he lay on the
bed, staring at the ceiling, and
thought about his life.

It had all started with his
mother really. Allan had never
known his father except from pho-
tographs, because his mother had
become a widow when Allan was
less than a year old. Rex was five
then, a handsome young animal
already, and bearing a remarkable
resemblance to the man in those
photographs. It was probably only
natural for a bereaved woman to
be partial to the son who was the
image of her dead husband. More
proud of him and more attached
to him than to the son with the
nondescript appearance, a plain-
faced throwback to some previous
generation.

Thus it was that Rex, with the
curly hair and the flashing dark
eyes, with four years seniority in
age and size that his younger
brother never made up, got the
best of everything right from the
beginning. The best toys, the best
schools, and finally when Mother
died, the lion’s share of the family
inheritance.

And out of it all, somewhere
along the line, Rex had acquired a
habit too. A nasty, vicious little
habit that didn’t operate all the
time—just on special occasions.
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At other periods, Rex could be a
prince of a guy, but now and then
circumstances arose which never
failed to bring out the beast in
him. That was whenever Allan got
something that was very precious
and valuable to him. Then Rex
would be seized with an insane de-
sire to smash it, destroy it utterly.
And he always succeeded.

At first toys. Sometimes even an
old toy that Rex had discarded
and Allan had rescued from ob-
livion. Allan would develop an at-
tachment for the thing, and Rex
would notice it. Then deliberately
—oh, so deliberately and mali-
ciously—he would break it beyond
all repair. The tragedy would be
heightened and made more bitter
by Allan’s fury, the inevitable
fight, and the inevitable victory
for Rex. And finally, afterward, a
slow forgetting and forgiving—in
childhood at least.

Later on it was the things of
school. A favorite book, a modest
but dearly cherished athletic
trophy. The fights became more
bitter, more bloody, and hopeless.
And the forgetting and forgiving
increasingly harder.

That had been the pattern of
their lives, until Rex’s departure
for the university had separated
them for four years. Later, while
Allan attended the same univer-
sity, Rex had launched his busi-
ness career. Finally Mother’s
death, and Rex getting all the
money and Allan being forced to
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come and live with his brother in
his nice apartment, the poor rela-
tive on a small allowance.

Almost immediately the old pat-
tern had begun to repeat itself.
Not with childhood things any
more, nor with the things of ado-
lescence. Now at last they were
practically of the same age. They
were young men together.. And
the major interests of young men
are women.

“Oh, Shar,” he muttered aloud.
“Shar, how could you do it? I
loved you so much.”

Then he thought of the gun
again. What would he have done,
he wondered, if there had been a
gun? Would he really have used
it? Yes . . . yes, he would have.
He’d lost all control for a mo-
ment. It was the old rage, stronger
now that he was a man. The anger
had cooled now just a little,
enough for him to examine it. Yes,
he would have killed his brother
over a desperately desired woman.

But the woman was finished
now, broken as those old toys had
been broken. He had always for-
gotten the toys, at least eventually.
Would he forget Shar? And finally,
with the passage of time, would
he be able to forgive Rex?

There could be only one an-
swer. He would have killed Rex
when rage had filled his whole be-
ing, but the pattern of eventual
forgiveness was too strong to be
broken.

If it could have ended there,
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then perhaps the loss of Shar was
a tragedy he could learn to live
with. But he knew this wouldn*
be the end of it, for Rex hadn’t
changed. Rex still liked to smash
and ruin everything that was pre-
cious to his younger brother. So it
would be certain to happen again.
He would have the desire to Kkill
Rex again. And some day he
would kill him.

I’m going to kill Rex, he thought.
Somehow, sometime. I’'m going to
kill him.

He got up from the bed, lit a
cigarette, and stared out of the
window. No, he thought, I don't
have to commit murder. | can sim-
ply pack up and leave. | can for-
get | have a brother. If Rex and |
never see each other again . . .

His lips tightened in bitterness.
It wasn’t that easy. As he always
had before, he might forgive and
forget again. And come back. And
besides, running away would leave
Rex with all of his mother’s money,
the luxuriously furnished apart-
ment, an oriental houseboy, all
the good things of life. Rex with
everything and himself with noth-
ing. Because he, Allan, was a
coward.

But the alternative was murder.
As certain as the rising of the sun,
or his own eventual death. He
would acquire something new and
precious, Rex would destroy it
and in his fury he’d want revenge.

It’s going to happen, he
thought. I’ll kill him in a fit of
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anger, and 1l go to prison for the
rest of my life unless . . . unless
first I Kkill him in a different way.
Premeditated, planned, safe . . .

The cigarette burned his fingers
before he remembered that he
still held it. Quickly he ground it
into an ashtray. But he was too
preoccupied to do anything for the
bum. He continued to stare out of
the window . . .

he was putting his idea into
operation when he went to see
Shar. He didn’t tell Rex he was
going to see her. In fact, he had-
n’t seen too much of Rex in the
past two days. Rex was pretty
busy. Not with Shar, but with some
business deal he was keeping si-
lent about. In his characteristic
way, Rex seemed to have forgot-
ten Shar, forgotten the argument,
forgotten everything. He behaved
toward his brother as if nothing
at all had happened. And Allan
was content to let things ride along
that way.

It was reassuring to know that
when he went to see Shar, he
wouldnt find Rex there. It was a
Saturday, so he was pretty sure
she’d be home. He took a taxi to
her apartment, rode up in the ele-
vator, knocked briskly at her. door.

She seemed surprised to see
him. Perhaps, he told himself,
she’d expected Rex to be standing
there. Or possibly she’d guessed
by this time that Rex wouldn’t be
back any more. But even if he was
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right in his second surmise, it was
an obvious shock to her to see
Allan. She just stood there for a
long minute and stared at him in
tight-lipped silence.

“Yes, it’s me,” he said, at last.

She looked as if she’d been cry-
ing. Her eyes were dry now, but
they were swollen and drained of
all animation. No longer sparkling
and brilliant blue. Her lips and
the rest of her face were without
make-up, and there was a certain
unkemptness about her blonde
hair. She was still pretty, of course,
but she was changed. Very
changed.

“May | come in?” he asked.

She opened the door wider to
let him enter. Then she walked
ahead of him into the living room.
He watched her without desire.
There was a listlessness in her
walk. She was wearing a robe, not
a specially new or attractive one,
as if she hadn’t really been expect-
ing anyone.

They sat down opposite each
other—she on the sofa, he on the
big hassock. She didn’t look at
him, and they were both silent for
a moment.

“What do you want, Allan?”
she asked him finally.

He felt sorry for her. He was
very sure it was nothing more than
pity. He had never really consid-
ered her predicament before. But
now that he did consider it, he
realized that she had been a vic-
tim, nothing more. A pawn in the
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ancient game between him and
Rex.

“l wanted to see you again,” he
said. His pity lent genuineness
to his tone.

“Why should you? Don’t you
know . . . ?”

“Oh yes, | know. Rex isnt one
to keep a secret of that kind.”

Her hands were tense and white
in her lap. “I'm sorry, Allan,” she
began.

“You mean you’re sorry you did
it?”

She shook her head. “No, not
exactly that. | suppose I'd do the
same thing over again if | had the
chance.”

“Yes, Rex is a fascinating guy
to women, | suppose.”

“What 1'm really sorry about,
Allan, is that I hurt you. I didnt
want to hurt you. | just couldn’t
help it, that’s all.”

“I know that, Shar. | know you
couldn’t help it. Nor could 1. Tell
me something. Do you love
him?”

“l don’t know. | don’t know
whether | ever loved him really.
It wasn’t a question of love.”

How right she was, he thought
grimly. No, it hadn’t been a ques-
tion of love. At least not on Rex’s
side. He had simply made callous,
calculating use of her.

“It’s very strange,” she went on.
“l think 1 knew all the time. I was
aware of what he was doing. Some
instinct warned me that he really
didnt want me, that all he was
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trying to do was make a conquest.
And | lethim.”

Yes, he was sorry for her. Her
helplessness and frustration were
so like his own had been.

“l loathe myself,” she said. “I
feel unclean. I’'m a horrible per-
son, Allan. I hate myself especially
because, as I’ve said, 1’d probably
let him do the same thing all over
again. And that’s strange, because
I had no real love for him. What’s
wrong with me?”

She didn’t seem really to expect
an answer. He had the answer,
but how could he explain it to her?
How could he explain to her that
Rex had wanted her only to tri-
umph over his younger brother.
He could not be cruel enough to
tell her that. She had suffered
enough already. She didn’t yet
realize the full extent of the dis-
aster. Some day she would under-
stand that Rex had used her, that
he had never had the least affec-
tion for her, much less love. Some
day she’d understand that she
loved Rex, despite her denial now

. and what would she do with
herself then?

Suddenly he felt his fury rising
again. Rex had cruelly injured this
girl, not just physically and for the
moment, but forever.

He forced himself to remain
calm. He was going to kill Rex.
But he must do it coolly, carefully,
safely. The one thing in the world
he wasn’t going to do for Rex was
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allow himself to be punished for
murdering him.

“What do you want, Allan?” she
was asking again. “What do you
want from me?”

He lied. It was necessary for
him to lie, vital to his plan. “I
came to tell you I still love you,
Shar,” he said.

It startled her. She looked at
him directly for the first time.

“l mean it, Shar,” he said. “I
don’t care about the past. Rex
doesn’t want to marry you. | still
do.”

“No, Allan . . ”

“Oh yes, darling. I’'m going into
this with my eyes wide open.”

“But | don’t love you.”

“I know that. But | still love
you. A good marriage doesn’t al-
ways have to start with a deeply
shared love.”

She turned away again. “I don’t
know what to say, Allan. I'm so
confused.”

He crossed to the sofa and sat
down beside her. Gently he put an
arm around her shoulders. She
didnt resist him. “You don’t have
to decide right away, darling,” he
told her. “I'm patient. | can
wait . .

While he was waiting, he made
his other preparations. He went to
see Shar every two or three days,
but he didn’t press her for a deci-
sion. He simply kept her stead-
fastly assured of his love, so she’d
be ready to use when the proper
time came.
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The key to his plan was the bot-
tle of champagne. He bought it the
day following his first visit to her
apartment. It was an expensive
bottle of champagne—a very good
year—a purchase he could ill af-
ford. But he had to have it. He
bought it and hid it in his bed-
room.

The next articles he needed
were the long hypodermic needle
and the poison. The needle was
easy enough to secure. But he had
to put thought and research into
his selection of the poison. It had
to be relatively tasteless, quick-
acting—and most of all, absolute-
ly fatal. It did not matter whether
evidence of it could be detected
later, and it did not matter whether
his purchase of the stuff could be
traced.

He decided finally upon two
poisons—one containing aconite,
the other arsenic. The two drugs,
he felt, would make the outcome
all the more certain. After all, the
most urgent necessity was that Rex
should become ill and die before
any medical aid could be sum-
moned.

And that, of course, must be ac-
complished not in the heat of pas-
sion when mistakes can occur, but
calmly, coldly, when there could
be no possibility of a mistake.

He had all the components of
his plan ready now, and he ticked
them off: the champagne, the poi-
sons, the needle. And his actors
were ready too. They all had a
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place, a function. Shar, Jim, and
of course, himself.

He made certain of Shar first.
When he went to see her on that
fateful Tuesday night, he had his
approach well-rehearsed.

Her emotional state hadnt im-
proved much in the past two
weeks. In fact, it had apparendy
deteriorated a bit further. She’d
let herself go, and even for a
pretty girl like Shar, such physical
carelessness took its toll. And in
addition there was an increasingly
tragic and hopeless emptiness in-
side her, leaving her Ustiess, her
eyes vacant, her thoughts wander-
ing and far away.

“Shar,” he began as soon as he
arrived, “l think we should get
engaged right away.”

Her eyelids fluttered at him in a
helpless way, like the waving
hands of a drowning man. “But,
Allan, you know . .  she started
to say.

“Shar, listen to me. Perhaps we
can strike a kind of bargain. If
things work out as | hope they
will, we could get married real
soon. We could go away, some-
where far off. I’'m convinced you
could forget about Rex eventually.
If not, we could write it all off as a
mistake. 1 wouldn’t complain. 1°d
have Jiad my chance at least.
Don’t you think you owe me that
much, Shar—a chance?”

She hesitated, her hands twist-
ing in her lap, her eyes frightened.

“There’s another way it could
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work out, of course,” he added
shrewdly.

She took the bait. “What way,
Allan?”

‘Well, if by any chance Rex
loves you—or could come to love
you—this would give him the nec-
essary prod. You know how jeal-
ousy can wake aman up.”

It was obvious that she liked the
idea, that she was aware by this
time that she loved Rex, and that
she thought the opportunity was
worth taking.

“We might do it this way,” he
went on quickly. “A little engage-
ment dinner at my apartment. Ill
mention it to Rex. Thatll give
him his chance to take you away
from me if he wants to.”

Her eyes were wide with fear
now. But a desperate hope kept
her voice steady. “You mean Id
have to see Rex again?” she asked.

“Let’s put it this way,” he cor-
rected her. “Rex would see you
again.”

She pondered for a long mo-
ment. The conflict inside her was
clear to him. But he knew already
what her decision would be.

“All right,” she said.

A thrill of exultation went
through him. He looked at Shar,
impervious to the mingling of ter-
ror in her eyes. He could think of
only one thing. She was serving his
purpose. The trap was laid . . ,

he had chosen a night when
ReX had said he'd be going OULt.
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“A dinner here?” Jim the house-

boy echoed.
“That’s right, Jim,” he re-
peated. “An engagement dinner

for Charlotte Fennelly and me.
All the trimmings, Jim. Something
real fancy to eat, candlelight, the
best silver, music, soft lights. You
blow, Jim, the works.”

“Miss Fennelly?” Jim asked un-
easily.

“Sure, Jim. We’ll have this din-
ner. Then Il ask the question.
With all the right atmosphere, |
know she’ll say yes.”

But Jim was disturbed. That, of
course, was strictly what Allan had
been counting on. Jim knew the
score, all right. Jim had good ears.
He’d heard the angry conversa-
tion with Rex a fortnight earlier.
He'd heard Rex say what hed
done to Shar. And he’d swept up
the pieces of the broken vase. And
now here was Allan saying he was
going to get engaged to the girl.
Jim was confused. The oriental
face was properly inscrutable, but
Allan knew what the houseboy
was thinking.

And he knew also—which was
the important thing—what Jim
would testify later.

The afternoon before the din-
ner party he completed the me-
chanical part of the operation. He
worked inside his locked bedroom.
He brought out the champagne
and his other equipment from
their hiding places. He went
through all the necessary motions
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with a deadly outward calm that
was surprising, considering the in-
ner excitement which was making
his temples pound. His hands were
patient, steady.

The syringe sucked the twin
poisons out of their little bottles
with gratifying efficiency. Then
without the least trouble, the nee-
dle penetrated the wax seal on the
champagne, glided slowly and eas-
ily down through the deep cork.
Stopping to peer inside the dark
bottle, he saw the point of the
needle extended well below the
bottom of the cork. Exerting pres-
sure on the plunger with his
thumb, careful not to snap the
needle, he watched with satisfac-
tion as the fatal drops splashed
down to merge with the wine.
Drop by drop, till the syringe was
empty.

When he withdrew the needle
finally there was only a tiny hole
in the wax seal, which a little care-
ful massaging passably obliterat-
ed. He was quite sure that an un-
suspicious person, opening the
bottle, would not notice it. The
corkscrew would take care of any
visible hole in the cork. He jiggled
the bottle a little, to make certain

the foreign ingredients would
thoroughly dissolve in the cham-
pagne.

Then he washed the syringe, re-
turned everything to its place of
concealment, and started to get
dressed. When he’d finished that
task he checked with Jim.
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The houseboy was doing his job
well. The small dining table was
already covered with a snowy
cloth. There were fresh flowers on
it, a pair of candles, silver that
was freshly polished and gleam-
ing. Jim was at the stove in the
kitchen.

Allan went back and fetched
the champagne. Then he called the
boy. Jim came out of the kitchen,
cool and immaculate as the table
itself in his short white jacket.

“Jim, 1I'll want this iced,” Allan
said, showing the bottle and set-
ting it on the table. “Most expen-
sive stuff 1 could find. But noth-
ing’s too good for the girl 1’'m go-
ing to marry, isn’t that right, Jim?”

The boy’s face smiled wooden-
ly, properly. He still didn’t under-
stand, or maybe he didn’t approve
this tolerant attitude of the west-
ern world. But he was getting the
point, that was the important
thing. The champagne was intend-
ed for Shar.

“Yes, sir,” Jim said, and re-
turned to the Kitchen to obey in-
structions.

A few minutes later Allan
heard Rex’s key in the hall door.
A moment passed, and then the
door swung open, and Rex strode
in. He saw Allan and the table al-
most immediately. He was plainly
surprised and curious. Jim hadnt
told him about this dinner. Allan
had counted on that. He had been
almost sure the houseboy would
keep a circumspect silence.
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“What’s this?” Rex wanted to
know, coming closer. “Im not eat-
ing at home tonight.”

Allan fought down his mount-
ing excitement. This was the most
difficult part of the plan, and it
had to be handled just right. Cool-
ly, dispassionately. Whatever Rex
says, don’tlose your temper.

“I knew you were going out to-
night, Rex. That’s why | took the
liberty ...”

Now his brother was really in-
terested. “This isnt for us then,
Allan boy?”

“No, not exactly.”

Neither of them was trying to
speak softly. That, too, was part
of the plan. It was important that
Jim, lurking in the kitchen, should
overhear this conversation.

“You’re having a guest for din-
ner?”

“That’sright.”

“Well, come on, don’t make me
ask a million questions. Who is
it?”

“Shar.”

It was obviously not the answer
that Rex had expected. “Shar!” he
repeated. Then he smiled. “Are
you kidding, Allan boy?”

“No, I'm not Kkidding. In fact,
it’s a kind of celebration. An en-
gagement dinner.”

Again the surprise on Rex’s
good-looking face. Not the sur-
prise of pain or shock though, but
rather of amusement. “You’re get-
ting engaged to Shar?”

“Yes,” Allan said.
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“You mean youre going to

marry her?”

“Yes.”

“Even after . . .?”

“That’s right, Rex. Even after
everything.”

“Allan boy, you’re a glutton for
punishment—self-imposed.”

They faced each other for a
silent moment. Allan was sure he
could read his brother’s mind.
Rex had broken and spoiled every-
thing that was terribly precious to
Allan. He’d thought he’d taken
Shar away from him by a calcu-
lated act of betrayal. Well, maybe
he hadn’t completely succeeded
after all. And maybe Shar was
more precious to this younger
brother of his than he’d imagined.
Here was a challenge. What was
to be done about it? Well, Allan
had just the opportunity ready for
him. And Rex’s eyes were darting
over the table and the prepara-
tions, as if searching for that op-
portunity.

This was the moment, the cli-
mactic moment. “Well maybe,”
Allan began, with careful, deliber-
ate hesitation, “maybe I’ve over-
stated the case a little. 1 haven’t
actually given Shar an engagement
ring. But I've seen her a few times,
and she has consented to come to
dinner tonight. And she knows the
purpose of this dinner. So |
thought maybe with the proper at-
mosphere and everything ... |
could cheer her up a bit, could
make her see this thing my way.
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“You see, lve forgiven her,
Rex. I've forgiven you too. You
didnt really care about her. It
was just one of those things you
seem to have a compulsion to do.
Well, you’ve done it now. You've
had your fun. And it’s all over. I
think Shar and | can patch things
up, and make a good life to-
gether.”

“Wait a minute,” Rex said,
“Let me get this straight. There’s
no hard feelings?”

“No hard feelings, Rex. Oh,
there could be easily enough. But
| really love Shar, you under-
stand. I'm not going to let any-
thing stand in the way.”

“You think you can bring her
here, and get real romantic?” ,

“You don’t mind my using the
apartment, do you, Rex?”

“Oh, no, it isn’t that,
boy.”

“I thought I could tell just how
much she means to me better here
than in some public place. We'll
be completely alone here. After
things get underway, I'm going to
get rid of Jim. And you’ll be gone
too, of course. There’ll be the can-
dlelight. And this champagne. The
champagne is the key to every-
thing, really. People always feel
elated, you know, when they’re

Allan

drinking champagne. Painful or
tragic memories recede, fall
away . . .7

Suddenly Rex was laughing. His
teeth were flashing white in his
dark, tanned face Allan knew
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that he was laughing at his, Al-
lan’s, desperate, sad little attempt
to be a big man, to emulate a man
of the world’s techniques , . .
and at the certain futility of it all.

Rex could hardly stop laugh-
ing, but he managed to say, “I1l
leave in about half an hour, Allan
boy.”

Allan left the bottle of cham-
pagne on the table and went to
the door, picking up his hat on the
way. Behind him he heard an-
other laugh and Rex calling after
him, “Good luck, Allan boy.”
Then he was safely outside in the
corridor.

He checked his time, took the
elevator downstairs, and hailed a
cab. The ride to Shar’s place was
only a matter of minutes. Then he
was there, knocking at her door,
the excitement inside him harder
than ever to control.

When she answered his knock
and let him in, he was startled by
the change in her. There was
make-up on her face now,
and Dbrightness in her eyes. She
was wearing an evening dress,
dark blue, frilly, and her shoul-
ders gleamed white above it. At
another time she would have
seemed charming, tremendously
appealing. But he felt not the
slightest tremor of the old desire.
She was a tool to be used, nothing
more.

“Will Rex be there?” she asked
quickly, unable to repress or con-
ceal her real interest.
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“l told him you were coming,”
he answered truthfully. “He was
there when | left. Whether he’ll
stay or not is up to him.”

Her hands fluttered to her bare
throat, to her cheeks, to her car-
mined mouth. “Let me look at my-
self again,” she said. “I won’t be a
minute.”

He watched her go into the bed-
room. He had a little time to Kill.
Rex had said half an hour, and
Jim surely had heard him say it.
So he didn’t want to return too
soon.

He lit a cigarette to give his
hands something to do, and sat
down. This might be the very mo-
ment, he was thinking. It might be
happening right now.

“Allan boy,” Rex would say
when they returned, “I knew you’d
want me to drink your health, and
Shar’s health. But | also knew you
two would want to be alone. So |
thought I'd have my drink first,
before you came back. And you
know, the damn stuff was so good,
| finished the bottle, Allan boy.”

But then he, Allan boy, would
go into his act. Shock first, confu-
sion, delay, until he was com-
pletely sure the swifdy working
aconite was already beginning to
do its job. Rex would be in pain.
A doctor would have to be sum-
moned—Jim’s task. And Jim
would be slow with it. More time
for the doctor to arrive. Then Al-
lan’s halting explanation that Rex
had swallowed not one poison but
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two—two poisons to make the
doctor’s task more hopeless. Well,
there wouldn’t be any doubt of
the outcome by then.

And finally the police. This was
the really masterful part of the
plan. No complicated concealing
of his trail to worry about. No at-
tempt to hide the identity of the
poisoner—who always had to be
one of very few possible suspects.
“The champagne was intended for
Miss Fennelly, dont you see? Ask
Jim. Yes, | was going to Kkill her,
because she had betrayed me. And
kill myself with her. That is, un-
less she promised to marry me to-
night. It was an engagement din-
ner, you see. But if she’d promised
to marry me, | never would have
killed her, or killed myself either.
And | don’t think 1’d have let her
drink the champagne anyway. |
doubt if | could ever actually
commit a cold-blooded murder.
But the poison certainly was never
intended for my brother. That was
an accident.”

An accident. An accident that
was Rex’s fault alone. Not mur-
der. Not legal murder. And not
murder in the unguarded moment
of passion . . .

When Shar emerged from the
bedroom he became suddenly and
uncontrollably  impatient.  He
wanted to get back to the apart-
ment fast, in case the timetable
should have somehow speeded up.
“Let’s go,” he said, taking firm
hold of Shar’s arm.
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The return ride in the taxi
seemed eternally long. There was
no conversation between them.
Both their minds were contemplat-
ing what they would discover at
the end of the ride.

Finally, at long long last, their
destination, and the silent ride up
in the elevator. Allan used his key
to open the apartment door,
pushed Shar in ahead of him.
Then they saw Rex.

He was standing beside the
candle-lighted table, a sneering
smile on his face. The bottle of
champagne was nowhere in sight.
There was a long silence.

Allan was only vaguely aware
of Shar, on the periphery of his
vision, white-faced, terrified. He
was only aware of the awful
pounding of the blood in his veins,
and the expression on Rex’s face,
malicious, triumphant. He’s dy-
ing right now, Allan thought. I've
won, and in just a moment . . .

“About that bottle of cham-
pagne, Allan boy,” Rex began fi-
nally.

“What about it?” Allen scarcely
recognized his own voice, so al-
tered was it.

“Come here a minute, Allan
boy.”

He obeyed, walking slowly,
hypnotized by Rex’s face, search-
ing the features for the first sign of
pain. Then somehow, as he got to
the table, the direction of his gaze
followed Rex’s floorward stare.

(Concluded on page 122)



Meet Chief Inspector ""Handsome™ West of New Scotland Yard

It was a very rich fruit cake, with currants

and a lemon peel to enhance its flavor. So

naturally the dash of arsenic was a great

shock—almost an affront—to Inspector West.

A Plece of Cahe

by JOHN CREASEY

hief inspector ‘Handsome’

West of the Yard looked into
the pale, frightened face of the
woman who had accompanied him
into the tiny, spotless kitchen, and
wondered what secret fears tor-
mented her.

“It’s so awful, the doctor says
that he might die,” she said. “Why,
it’s terrible. We've been married
nearly twenty years, and—and—"
She drew in her breath, as if in
physical pain, and then went on in
a broken voice: “And to think he
should die through eating a piece
of the cake | made for him!”

She burst into tears.
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Without trying to soothe her,
West stepped to the table where
Detective Sergeant Bell of the
Criminal  Investigation Depart-
ment was looking at a piece of
rich, dark fruit cake.

“l suppose the arsenic was in
this,” Bell said. He was a big, fair,
florid man, deliberate and slow-
moving, an excellent foil to West,
who did everything briskly.

The Chief Inspector moved,
spoke and even looked about him
as if he was a jump ahead of ev-
eryone else, but would not dream
of saying so. He was as tall as
Bell, a spare, lean man.



“No shadow of doubt about the
poison,” he said crisply. “The an-
alyst’s report on the contents of
Harold Rawson’s stomach proves
that conclusively. Actually, white
arsenic was found inside pieces of

currants, sultanas and lemon peel,
and not just where you would ex-
pect to find it—in the general mix-
ture. The bitterness of the lemon
peel probably concealed the flavor
of the arsenic.”
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“And Mrs. Rawson made the
cake,” Bell mused. “Wonder if she
has a boy friend waiting to step
into her husband’s shoes. These
middle-aged women who manage
to keep their figures almost girlish
at forty often go off the rails.”

“You go and pick up what local
gossip you can while I see if there’s
anything | can do here.”

West looked compassionately at
Mrs. Rawson, who had stopped
crying. He knew exactly what Bell
meant about her. She was ex-
tremely attractive and girlishly
slender, and he found himself ad-
miring the way she appeared to be
fighting back her grief.

“Mrs. Rawson, | want to make
this as easy for you as I can,” he
said quietly, “but you know that
we must do everything we can to
find out the truth, don’t you?”

“I know you must, but I did-
n't—" Mrs. Rawson broke off,
and screwed up her eyes; and
West could just barely hear her
next whispered words. “They’ll
all say | did, though. They’ll all
say | poisoned him.”

“You mean the neighbors?”

“Yes, everyone.”

“Why should anyone accuse
you?” West inquired.

“They—they know Harold and
I weren’t getting on too well,”
Mrs. Rawson told him, and either
she was almost naively honest, or
very, very clever. “It isnt really
my fault, though. You see, | came
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into some money a year or two
ago, and ever since then Harold
has been telling everyone he hates
being a rich woman’s husband-
I’'m not really rich, of course. But
he can’t bear the thought that I
have more money than he has.”
Mrs. Rawson broke off again, and
then declared very firmly: “But |
don’t care what anyone says. |
didn’t put any poison in that
cake.”

“How much of the cake did you
eat yourself?” asked West.

“Oh, | never eat rich fruit
cake,” Mrs. Rawson told him
promptly. “It doesn’t agree with
me.”

It hadn’t exactly agreed with
her husband, either West thought
dryly. He tried another approach.

“Who else was here when you
made it, Mrs. Rawson?”

“No one at all,” she assured
him. “My husband and | are quite
alone. Both my children have gone
abroad to live, you see. One’s in
Canada, the other—~

West interrupted this almost ea-
ger statement, which, ironically
enough, weighed the scales even
more heavily against Mrs. Raw-
son. He could almost hear prose-
cuting counsel rubbing his hands
over that tidy bit of freely volun-
teered information.

“Don’t you ever have friends
in?” he asked. “For cards, or a cup
of tea?”

“l haven’t had anyone in even
briefly for weeks,” said Mrs. Raw-
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son. “l went out that very morning
and bought all the ingredients, and
made the cake that same after-
noon. Why, the baking smell was
so rich that Harold actually com-
plimented me on it! It isn’t often
that he says anything really com-
plimentary these days.”

She seemed unwittingly intent
on self-destruction.

“Thank you,” West said dryly.
“Now | want you to answer me
very carefully,” he went on in a
sharper tone. “I want you pay
careful attention to every word
you say in reply. Do you under-
stand me?”

She looked at him as if she was
really seeing him for the first time.
His keen grey eyes were at once
challenging and commanding, but
he eased the tension by smiling
just a little. Most women were im-
pressed by his good looks, even
when they pretended not to be.
Mrs. Rawson seemed to take no
notice of them at all.

“Are you quite sure no one else
was here when you made that
cake?” demanded West.

“I wouldn't think of lying to you
about it,” said Mrs. Rawson, al-
most hotly. “I took it out with my
own hands, too. | was extremely
careful, but the gas pressure’s so
unreliable these days. | don’t like
a cake of mine to split at the top,
but except for that it was perfectly
cooked, even if | do say so myself.
And to think—"”

West interrupted again, hoping
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that his brusqueness would make
her realize how important her an-
swers were.

“Did anything unusual happen
that evening, Mrs. Rawson?”

Mrs. Rawson’ face took on a
new expression. It was unmistaka-
bly an expression of dismay. Here
was the first crack, West thought.
She was no longer answering spon-
taneously, but beginning to think
of the consequences of what she
was saying.

“Well, no, not really unusual.
Mr. Lee popped in to ask if he
could borrow some tea, that’s all,
and | told him to help himself.
Harold had gone out for a beer,
and | was looking at television.
There was nothing to it, honestly.”

Now she was protesting too
much; and even when thinking of
what she was saying, she made the
circumstances look damning.

“Is that quite all?” West asked
coldly,

“Well, Mr. Lee and | may have
flirted a hit, but it has never been
serious,” Mrs. Rawson said husk-
ily. “Only—only Harold saw Mr.
Lee give me a kiss when he left,
and there were a few angry words
exchanged.”

That was the moment when full
realization of what she was doing
dawned on her, and she caught
her breath.

“Had you turned the cake out
by then?” West asked.

“Oh, no! I always leave a rich
cake in the tin all night. You see,
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if you turn it out while it’s hot it’ll
break to pieces in your hands.”

Bell came back in time to hear
that, and West went with him into
the living-room, leaving Mrs.
Rawson in the kitchen with her old
and her new fears.

“Not much doubt how this is
working out,” Bell said in his
earnest way. “Mrs. Rawson’s been
carrying on, as they say, with a
neighbor named Lee who lives
across the landing.”

“She told me something about
that,” West said.

“Oh, she’ll brazen it out,” Bell
said, “but she hasnt a chance. She
made the cake, she baked it, and
all the ingredients were fresh from
the grocer’s that day. She’s been
on bad terms with her husband for
years, and much too friendly with
a good looking bachelor neighbor.
Are you going to charge her right
away, Handsome?”

“I’'m going to have the rest of
this cake analyzed,” West said. “I
want to know whether the arsenic
is spread all about the cake, or
only in one spot.”

“l see,” Bell said. “Nothing like
being thorough, especially when
it’s a woman you’re after. If her
husband dies it’ll be a murder rap,
and even if he comes through it’ll
mean several years for attempted
homicide. Juries get sentimental if
you give them half a chance.”

“We’ll just give ’em all the evi-
dence we can find,” said West

dryly.
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“Supposing the arsenic is only in
one spot, what will that tell you?”
Bell asked.

“Good question,” West said. He
grinned and fell silent.

For the rest of that day Bell
avoided him. A thoughtful, stub-
born man, he did not like to think
he had missed any significant item
of evidence.

Yet he was in the laboratory,
early next morning, when West
heard the analyst’s final report,
The remainder of the cake was on
a large plate, beautifully browned,
its only blemish the crack which
had been an insult to Mrs. Raw-
son’s baking.

The analyst, a dry-voiced, im-
personal man, pointed to a broken
slice of the cake, and said briskly:
“There’s enough arsenic in that
slice to kill a dozen men, Hand-
some. It’s inside the currants and
raisins, too. In fact, it couldn’t be
more thoroughly mixed up in that
section. Only—"

“None in the rest of the cake?”
Bell burst out.

“Why don’t you apply for a job
in this department?” the analyst
asked sarcastically. “You wouldn’t
need to do a chemical analysis—
you’d just have to smell the an-
swer. No—none anywhere else.
Not a trace.”

“That’s what I hoped—” West
began, but Bell interrupted him,
almost aggressively.

“Well, some of the filthy stuff
was in the slice that Rawson ate.
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He was bound to get a poisoned
piece sooner or later, as Mrs. Raw-
son doesn’t eat rich fruit cake.”

“What’s on your mind, Hand-
some?” the analyst asked.

“For some reason he doesn’t
want to pin this on Mrs. Rawson,”
Bell said, fighting to keep indigna-
tion out of his voice.

“Ever helped your wife in the
kitchen, Bill?” West asked him,
mildly.

“I'm the Force’s champion dry-
er-upper, but I dont see—”

“Did you ever test a rich fruit
cake, to see if it was properly
cooked?”

“Dozens of times. You stick in a
long hat pin or a thin piece of wire,
or—”"

“A thin-bladed knife,” West fin-
ished for him. “The chief puzzle in
this job was how the arsenic got
inside the fruit of the cake, not
just in the mixture. You won’t
deny that. Mrs. Rawson could
have done it, of course. But would
anyone in her position break open
currants and raisins, put arsenic
inside, and then repeat the process
a dozen times when she could have
sprinkled the poison all through
the mixture. It’s unthinkable.
There’d be no point at all in doing
it so carefully in this case. Since
the victim was going to eat the en-
tire cake eventually, no particu-
lar slice mattered. Agree about
that?”

“I guess 111 have to,” Bell said.

“We also know that only one

121

person could have mixed arsenic
in the entire cake,” West went on.
“But someone beside that oppor-
tunity-favored person could have
put it in one particular spot.”

“You mean the boy friend, Lee,
when he came to borrow the tea
and have a kiss and a cuddle,”
Bell scoffed. “Tell me how he or
anyone else could put arsenic in-
side the fruit inside a baked cake,
all surrounded with greaseproof
paper, and inside a tin. She didn’t
turn it out till morning, remem-
ber.”

“It could be done this way,”
West said, still mildly. He picked
up a thin-bladed knife, and
smeared it with a paste gum from
a bottle on the analyst’s desk.
“See the cake, Bill? See how it’s
cracked on top? The oven was too
hot when she first put it in, al-
though she blames it on to gas
pressure. Anyhow—put a clean,
sharp, thick-bladed knife into a
cake fresh from the oven, and
make a kind of channel in the cake
by working the knife to and fro.
The knife, going in, would cut
through some of the fruit, although
whoever did it wouldnt be likely
to think of that.

Withdraw this knife, and push
into the channel a thin-bladed
knife, coated with arsenic. Like
this gum, for instance. The arsenic
would go inside the individual
pieces of fruit, wouldn’t it? And
when the knife was withdrawn,
the heat of the cake would gradu-
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ally close the channel—and in the
fruit. The poisoner had some luck-
too, because of the crack in the
cake. He didn’t have to leave a no-
ticeable blemish on the surface.
That’s how it was done, Bill, and
that’s why 1’'m going to see neigh-
bor Lee.”

“You mean, Mrs. Rawson didn’t
know?” Bill Bell asked in a
squeaky voice.

“I’m pretty sure she didn’t,”
West said. “l think we’ll find that
Lee could smell the cake baking.
There’s an open fanlight at the
passage door, and we know that
the smell was pretty strong. Lee
probably wanted to marry Mrs.
Rawson for her money—the cause
of her trouble with her husband—
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and planned to kill Rawson to get
his hands on it. He knew Mrs. R.
didn’t eat fruit cake, and also knew
she was addicted to a certain tele-
vision program. So he waited until
Rawson went out for his nightly .
pint, and—"

“I see cake poisoner Lee was
given ten years today,” Bell re-
marked to West, afew weeks later.
“Mrs. Rawson was lucky you han-
dled that job, Handsome.”

“l don’t know about that,” West
said, “but | do know that she and
her husband have patched things
up. I'm told theyre like turtle
doves. As for the investigation—
well, you might say it was just a
piece of cake!”

PREVENTIVE MURDER by C. B Gilford
(Concluded from page 115)

“l was going to open the bottle
and take a drink, Allan boy. And
it sort of slipped out of my
hand . . .”

He stooped for a closer, incred-
ulous look. On the hard parquet
floor there was a pool of escaped
liquid, and broken glass. He
picked up some of the pieces, fin-
gered them, hot tears stinging his
eyelids, blinding him.

Why hadn’t he known there’d
be more than one way for Rex to
triumph? Why hadnt he known
Rex would prefer the more violent

way—to smash, shatter, utterly
annihilate?

As he rose to his feet again, he
heard Rex laughing. All the frus-
trated fury of a lifetime welled up
in him. In his right hand was the
neck of the champagne bottle, its
reverse end a dozen glass daggers.

He sprang, stabbing with the
broken bottle again and again—
stabbing at Rex’s throat. And
when he was finished, blood and
champagne mingled together.

“Damn you, Rex,” he said.

“Damn you forever.”



he second warning sent him

to the telephone, feverishly
dialing Hilldale’s Police Station.
“He’s gonna kil me,” he
squawked into the mouthpiece.
“Help me! He’s gonna kill me—
tonight!”

“Slow down, buddy,” said the
desk sergeant on the other end.
“First—your name and address.

AYs cruel jokes short.
circuited justice — until
the crossed wires flared

in a very deadly way.
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Then—the rest. Just keep it sim-
ple—don’t ramble. What’s your
name now, buddy?”

His tongue darted out to mois-
ten fear-parched lips. “I'm Al—
short for Aloysisus—Crump, Four
forty-six Bayside, Apartment six.
Second floor.” He stopped to suck
in a long breath like it was his
last. The hand holding the re-
ceiver shook.

“And just who is threatening
you?” the sergeant asked.

“I—I1 don’t know. But it’s set.
Midnight, he says. You can’t just
let me die!” The sentence ended
in a wail.

Al could hear the sergeant
breathing over the silent wire.
Then in a new tone, “Say, Crump,
dont I know you? Ain’t | heard
your voice on the phone before?”

Al shifted the receiver to the
other hand, but that hand shook,
too, as if he had a hard chill.
“Maybe,” he said, deciding to play
it cautious. “Maybe you heard it
somewhere.”

“What’s this guy’s beef against
you?” the sergeant persisted.

“Why—why—" How could he
explain and yet not reveal too
much?

“Now, look . . the sergeant
sounded out of patience. “What
kind of fool do you take me for?
Better explain, buddy, or Il think
you’re some jerk trying to make
the department look silly again.
Weve sure been pestered to
death—" The voice broke off a
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second, then resumed. “Are you
sure you haven’t called headquar-
ters in the past two or three days?”

Al was silent. He didn’t want to
end up in jail, but jail was better
than—death. His nervous glance
slid over to the door leading to the
foyer. A movement there caught
his attention. “Wait a minute,” he
said. “It’s Western Union.”

Crump ran over to the door
and picked up the yellow envelope
on the floor. Odd that the mes-
senger would slip a telegram un-
der the door, without ringing.

Trembling violently, he ripped
open the envelope, then leaped
back to the phone. “It’s another
warning—" Al’s voice rose in a
thin spiral of hysteria. “Tonight.
It’s gonna happen tonight. You've
got to do something!”

“Sorry, buddy, if you do get
killed we’ll find out who did it.
But we can't risk putting a tail on
everybody who might have a per-
secution complex.”

“You can throw me in jail. Il
take any kind of a plea. He can’t
kill me there!”

Al could hear the sergeant let
his breath out in explosive gasps.
“Say, | know who you are. You’re
the joker’s been running head-
quarters crazy with those nutty
pranks. And now the joke’s on
you, aint it?”

Al glanced desperately around
his. living room, as if seeking es-
cape and finding none. “Yes—
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yes, I’'m the one. But it’s no joke
now. He means to do it tonight,
and | don’t want to die!”

The sergeant ignored Al’s hys-
terical plaint. “So you're the one,”
he said, “who’s been running us
around in circles—wives murder-
ing husbands, only they didn’t,
and gas-filled rooms, only they
wasn’t. And all those phony orders
called in to drug stores and super-
markets—and a load of sand
dumped on somebody’s front lawn.
Takes a real nut to think such
things are funny.”

“All right, all right,” Al cried.
“So I’'m the guy. It’s your job to
put me in jail. | deserve it, don’t
1?7

“You sure do, Al.” There was
a sneer in the sergeant’s voice.
“If you were an ordinary crook
I’d have a cop out there before
you could put the phone down.
But what could we book you for?
Being a public nuisance, or maybe
disturbing the peace? Not worth
the gas it’d take to come and get
you.”

“You—youre just going to let
me die?”

“It’s justice, ain’t it?” The ser-
geant went on relentlessly. “No
jury’d ever give you what you de-
serve.” Then the line went dead.

Sweating, Crump jiggled the
connection. All he heard was the
dial tone. His fingers found the
police number again. A different
voice answered. He said the desk
sergeant was out for a coke. Al
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asked him to listen, went over his
story again. The new voice said
quietly, “Forget it, buster. Nobody
would bother to kill a cockroach
like you.” There was a click in
Al’s ear, as the line went dead
again.

Although Al’s hands were slip-
pery with sweat, he shivered as
he cradled the receiver. The guy
who’d threatened him meant bus-
iness. There was no mistaking the
grimness of the warning. Fever-
ishly he rummaged around in his
mind for a way to get action from
the police. Maybe he ought to tell
them about Anna Young’s suicide
last summer. Anna was eighteen,
beautiful, and had no apparent
reason for drowning herself in the
Hilldale Lake. But Al knew why,
although he hadn’t meant it to end
that way.

All he’d done was sneak a few
home movies of Anna through a
slit in the Venetian blinds. Then he
had sent the film to the Youngs.
Well, why not? Her folks had the
right to know just how far Anna
and her fiance went when the kids
were alone. Young girls like that
needed protecting.

But Al hadn’t been thinking
solely about Anna’s welfare. He
was thinking about how Harvey
Young’s face would look when he
saw the amateur flickers. Young
was Al’s boss, and had turned
down more than one of Al’s bright
ideas. Maybe Young had tumbled
that it was Al. Maybe it was
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Young’s voice he had heard on the
phone.

Feverishly, Al dialed the ad
agency and asked for Harvey
Young. He talked through a hand-
kerchief, applied for a job under a
phony name. Then he listened to
every nuance, every shading in
Young’s voice. Wearily, he re-
placed the receiver. Young’s voice
was not the one that had threat-
ened him.

Then there was that woman
who’d dropped dead over on
Manchester ~ Avenue.  Thelma
Griggs. He hadn’t meant for her to
die, either. But she’d keeled over
the day she opened the package
he’d sent—the one with the dead
man’s ear in it. How was he to
know she had a weak heart? How
was he to know anything about
her? She was a complete stranger,
a name he’d picked at random
from the phone book.

The Griggs woman couldn’t
hurt him—she was dead. But she’d
been listed as ‘Mrs.” If he weren’t
scared to leave the apartment
hed look her up in the city di-
rectory at the public library—
maybe she had a husband . . .

A moment later the phone rang.
Startled out of his musings, Al
picked up the receiver, listened
for a second, then turned deathly
pale. The phone fell from his
hand with a harsh clatter. A ter-
rible voice had warned, “Tonight
—at midnight!”

Al’s mind darted back to the
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time he’d started playing pranks
in college. Other guys played
them, too. But Al’s jokes always
stood out. Al’s pranks had real
imagination. It didnt bother him
when the fellows hinted that
maybe his brain was a little twist-
ed. He knew better. He only
wanted to have a little fun. Like
Pa used to say—a little, harmless
fun. Only when Al was a kid he
didnt appreciate Pa’s idea of fun.
He’d been a serious kid, the butt
of everybody’s jokes. Always
good for a laugh.

Take Pa now—he’d been a riot.
Take the way he used to wake Al
up of mornings. Sometimes he’d
drag a straw across Al’s lips, and
Al would dream he was crawling
with army ants. Other times Pa
would hit him in the face with a
wet towel. Or if he slept real
sound, he got the hot foot. Then
Pa would nearly die laughing. He’d
get even with Pa someday, he'd
vowed—when he got big enough
to whip him.

But he never got big enough,
nor strong enough. A heart mur-
mur, the doctor said, and prom-
ised Al he might outgrow it in
time.

Pa and Ma were both dead
now. But Al tried to figure what
Pa would have done to get the
police on the job. Commit a real
crime? How could he, and still
stick to the apartment? Make a
nuisance of himself? Shout the
house down? That would only
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bring the manager, maybe get him
an eviction notice. He liked this
place—if he could live to enjoy
it.

Set fire to the joint? Well, why
not? Only that would be arson,
and you could get twenty years on
an arson rap. The fire idea ap-
pealed to him though. He liked
the excitement of a fire, the hurry
of hook and ladder trucks, the
drama of the inhalator squad, the
fire chiefs siren, the sound of
water squirting from the hose, the
hiss of steam, and the chop of
firemen’s hatchets. There must be
a way of staging a fire scene with-
out actually having one. Hed

turned in more than one false
alarm—>
There—he had it. A false

alarm! But first, he’d plan—oh, so
carefully.

Al looked nervously at the
clock. Eleven p.m. He re-checked
to make sure the door was secure-
ly locked. Then he put his plan
into action. First, he built a fire in
his metal waste-basket, and
placed the basket near the window
fronting the street. Then he went
out into the corridor, and broke
the glass in the fire-alarm box.

Minutes later, a dozen men in
fire hats and slickers arrived. It
took only seconds for the chief to
discover that the alarm was a
hoax and that Al was the culprit.

“You know what this means,
don’t you?” the chief asked grimly.
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“Sure. You’ll have me arrested.
Okay. Call the cops!”

The chief looked puzzled as he
dialed police headquarters. Al’s
attitude had given him a pro-
nounced jolt.

At five minutes of midnight, the
law arrived in the person of a
plain-clothes man, a detective
lieutenant in a trench coat. “I’ll
take over, Chief,” the detective
said. “There’ll be no trouble. You
see, he’s anxious to be arrested.”

The chief looked puzzled again,
shook his head wearily and left.

The detective glanced at his
watch. The muscles in his square
jaw tightened as he stared at Al.
“How does it feel to expect—mur-
der at midnight?” he asked.

Al laughed. The sound was
harsh, mirthless. “l sure out-
smarted that guy on the phone,
didnt 1?7

The detective glanced at his
watch again. “There’s still time—"

The sick triumph went out of
Als eyes. “You’re here to arrest
me. How’d you know—" His face
whitened, his mouth went slack as
realization hit him.

“A couple of minutes to go yet,”
the detective said quietly, holding
his wrist watch up to the light.

“That wvoice—” Al croaked.
“It was you—you—" He started
backing away, toward the door
that led to the foyer.

The detective nodded.
Griggs. Remember that
Thelma Griggs?”

“I 1m
name?
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“But you’re a cop—you’re a—"
Al’s words died in a sudden chok-
ing in his throat

“So I’m a cop. But a cop can be
a husband, too. Thelma Griggs’
husband. Too bad you didn’t
check the city directory and find
out about me before you sent her
that package.”

“But how—" Al’s teeth chat-
tered so hard he could barely jerk
the words out. “How’d you know
—it was—me?”

“A guy like you has to brag a
little,” Griggs said. “Not about
things that could get you in very
serious trouble—but small deals.
I've been checking for months in
neighborhood bars, second-rate
eating places, the only joints that’ll
tolerate scum like you. You were-
n’t too hard to locate, but it took a
while to make sure. My warnings
were meant to bring you out in
the open. Now I'm positive. You
killed her—now youte going to
die.”

“But—but you cant, you
wouldnt! A jury’s supposed to de-
cide!”
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“No jury would ever give you
all you deserve,” the detective
said as he pulled a gun out of his
pocket and cocked it, very slowly
and deliberately.

Al was numb now, exhausted
from his fear. But his ferret mind
was still trying to figure an out.
He noticed that the fire chief had
left the apartment door open. He
began to run toward the foyer.
“Look out, behind you!” he ydled.

“That trick’s ancient,” Griggs
said, raising the gun. He let Al get
to the door and then fired. Al
spun around, crumpled on the
foyer’s terrazo floor. He lay still.
His mouth hung slack.

“Okay, you can quit the clown-
ing,” Griggs said, easing forward.
“All I wanted to do was scare hell
out of you. How does it feel to be
on the other end of a joke? You
can get up now. | was only shoot-
ing blanks.”

Al lay still.
Griggs turned him  over,
checked his pulse. “I’ll be damned.

His ticker must’ve been as bad as
Thelma’s.”

A NEW COMPLETE MIKE SHAYNE NOVELET NEXT MONTH
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oy as a member of

he Detective Book
Club.

The Best New
Mysteries —for less
than 80( each!

Out of the 300 or
more new detective
books that come out
every year, the Club
selects the very “cream
of the crop” —by top-
notch authors like
Erie Stanley Gardner,
Agatha Christie, Mig-
non Eberhart, and
Leslie Ford. ALL
THESE and many

other famous au-
thors have had
books selected by
the Club. Many are
members them -
selves!

Club selections are
ALL newly published
books. Asa member,
you get THREE of
them complete in one
handsome volume (an $8.50 to $9.00 value)
for only $2.29.

Take ONLY The Books You Want

You do NOT have to take a volume every
month. You receive a free copy of the
Club’s “Preview” which fully describes all
coming selections and you may reject any
volume before or after receiving it. You
need NOT take any specific number of
books —only the ones you want. NO money
in advance; NO membership fees. You
may cancel membership any time.

SEND NO MONEY
Mail Postcard for 6 Free Books
Simply mail postcard promptly, and we
will send you at once —FREE —the six
complete Perry Mason mystery thrillers
described here, together with the cur-
rent triple-volume containing three other
complete new detective books.
THE DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB
Roslyn, L. I.,, New York

THE DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB UG
Roslyn, L.I., New York

Please enroll me as a member and send me FREE In hard-covered regu-
lar publisher’ editions, the SIX full-length Perry Mason mystery novels
described on other side. In addition send me the current triple-volume
containing three other complete new detective books.

I am NOT obligated to take any specific number of volumes. | am to

receive advance

Previews” of all coming selections and may

reject any
membership whenever
selection | keep | will

send only $2.29 Elus a few cents mailing char?es as complete payment

(PLEASE PHINT PLAINLY)

MAIL THIS book before or after I receive it. | may cancel m
POSTCARD I wish. | need send no money now, but for eac
NOW within a” week. (Books shipped in U.S.A only.
FOR YOUR ,\MM_ {/
IS, Vit
SIX Miss |
FREE BOOKS
NO POSTAGE Address.
NEEDED

_Zone
(if any)___ State,



including his very latest!

ALL FULL-SIZE HARD BOUND BOOKS1

M

P

Postage N1

f Will be Paid
by 1
B Addressee A

BUSINESS

Here’s a fabulous “get-acquainted”
offer for mystery fans: $17.70 worth
of the VERY LATEST Erie Stanley
Gardner mysteries —FREE! Yes.
SIX regular, hard-bound, original
editions. Rush postcard today!

Just Mail Postcard to Get ™1 Six of These
Perry Mason Thrillers Free!

The Case of the
MYTHICAL MONKEYS

A stormy winter’s eve ... a pretty
.an unin-
hasn't a ghost
solving HIS

girl in a’remote cabin ..
vited guest. Perr
of a “chance o
murder!

No

f PoUaga Stamps

NaceMary

If Mailod inthe ,
United States j

REPLY MAIL

tint Clan Permit No. 47— Sec. 34.9—P.1.1 R.— Roslyn, N.V.

THE DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB
Roslyn, L. I.

New York

Q The Cate of tho
DEADLY TOY
What started out as routine

crank” investigation now _in-
volves murder, mayhem, million-
aires, and a warrant for Perry i
arrest!

0 Tho Case of the
CALENDAR GIRL

Perry Mason builds an air-
tight murder case against
Dawn Manning. When the
D A. arrests her, she call
Perr¥. “l want you to b
MY lawyer now!”

Q The Case of the
FOOT-LOOSE DOLL

Perr%/'s client is accuse,

of sfealing four thousanc;

dollars —and worse, .
may be hantged tor he'
OWN MURDER!

0 The Case of the

LONG-LEGGED MODELS

Perry’s client admits sh
had a motive. Even when
the gun turns up in her
apartment, she won’t tell
he ONE ASTONISHING
FACTthat might saveher

Q The Case of the
DARING DECOY

Mason's client claims he s
being framed and that
girl ‘named_Rosalind can
clear him. But Perry finch
her dead!
Conlinue~rnAnAn



