




















8 RED-HOT ICE

lids got heavy. Then she reached for a
smile and came up with type D. Sport-
ing. Man-to-man. But with enougl juice
in it to keep me from feeling brotherly.

There was no danger of that. The
newspapers hadn't done her justice.
They’d caught the widow’s peak, the tilt-
ed eyes, the shape of the mouth. But
they’d missed the color scheme. Think
of fresh honey, emeralas and the sort
of red that looks moist and you get an
idea. Probably the same one 1 got.

“You know who I am?” she asked.

“] saw the afternoon papers.”

“I want you to get it back for me.”

“Just a minute, Mrs. Hayes. Accord-
ing to the papers the property stolen
was a red diamond. Twenty-five carats.
Worth about a quarter of a million. That
correct?”

“}’eﬁ’”
Roge.”

“And you want to hire me to find it
foi you?”

“Not to be monotonous about it—yes.”

Cute? In a simple black number that
couldn’t have cost much over five hun-
dred, and with a shape that would give a
blind wolf tonsilitis? Dynamite. The
tvric dame you give half a chanee and
you end up with size five footprints all
over the back of your pinstripe. I'm not
ithat well fixed in pinstripes.

1 said, “Why?”

“Because I want it back,” she snapped.

“No. Why me?”

“A friend recommended you. He said
vrou had the reputation of being honest
and . . . well, ruthless.”

*“And what else did this friend say?”

“Why nothing. ... Should he have?”

A shade too surprised, but I let it pass.
“I understand you have the diamond in-
sured.”

“Naturally. But there's only one Kim-
berley Rose. Money can’t buy another.”

“That’s not the point. The insurance
ecompany will have detectives on the case.
Retween them and the police, you’ll be
wasting money hiring me.”

“Perhaps,” she said. ‘“‘But it’s my mon«
&." She took five new bills out of her

she said. “The Kimberley

purse and handed them over. They were
all hundreds and sharp enough to cut
wood. I tapped them on the desk. Not toe
hard. It’s an old desk.

“My rates are twenty-five a day and
expenses. This buys me for quite a
while.”

“Bring me the diamond and you get
another five hundred bonus.”

“All right,” 1 said. “Tell it.”

HE took out a gold holder and fitted

a cigarette into it. I fished for my

Picayunes and slid the Zippo across the

desk. She didn’t seem to mind my smudg-

ing her thumb. She blew smoke over my
head and opened with the usual gambit.

“There’s really not much to tell, I
spent the evening with a friend. I got
back to the hotel about one, It must have
been an hour or two later that I woke
up with a vague feeling that something
was wrong, but before I could turn on
the bed lamp someone came out of the
darkness and held a eloth over my face.
Chloroform. When I woke up from that,
the Kimberley Rose was gone. 1 called
the desk and they called the police.”

“You didn’t see the burglar’s face?”

“No. It was dark, you understand, and
I was still half asleep. But I'm pretty
sure it was a man. The hands holding me
down felt like a man’s hands.”

“And nothing but the one diamond
was stolen?”

“Nothing but the Kimberley Rese.”

1 got a file card out of the drawer. 1
never use ’em but it gives things a busi-
ness-like air,

“You live in New York, Mrs. Hayes ¥

“Philadelphia.”

“Your husband in business there?”

“My husband died a few months ago,
Mr. Fale. That’s the main reason I eame
to New York. I felt I needed a change of
scene.”

I put hieroglyphics on the car to cover
the silence. “How long have you been
here?”

“Since yesterday afternoon.”

1 glanced up from the card. That
statement was a beaut but she didn’t
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‘of the desk so he could watch the door
and he looked like he was half asleep.
But that’'s the way he always looked.
tle was Joey Chill.

“Looks just ain’t what they used to
be,” 1 said and went behind the desk.

He turned the chair around and looked
me over. His face was very smooth and
white, with pale eyes, and he had one
of those high light voices that sound a
little girlish.

He said, “I hear you’re a real heavy
boy. Personally, I can't see it.”

He wrinkled his forehead when he
talked and his eyes went wide, like he
was a little puzzled. Only there was no
expression there. No expression what-
ever,

“Personally,” he said, “I don’t think
you're very heavy at all”

“Quit scaring me, Joey. My nerves
ain’t s0 good anymore,” Joey was a
killer; I knew he was nobody to kid
around with. But I also knew that when

he meant business he didn’t waste time ’

talking. “You wanta see me about some-
thing 2"

He flicked his lips open in what was
supposed to be a grin and pushed back
his Panama. He was carrying one red
and one yellow swizzle stick in the breast
pocket of his coat, and he took out the
yellow one and began to twirl it slowly
along his fingers like a drum major
handling a baton.

“That’s a nice hunka wire you got
stashed at the Ritz, he said. “Maybe
you oughta settle down,”

“Mean’ng ?” i

“Meaning you're bowing your neck,
heavy boy. You’re rushing around too
much. At your age it's bad on the heart.”

“I had a hard day, Joey. You better
cut that a little deeper.”

He frowned at his hand and reversed
the swizzle stick. “The rock, heavy boy,
the rock. The word is—Ilay off.”

“Okay,” 1 said. “That’'s plain enough.
Is there supposed to be an answer?”

“There’s lots of answers,” he said,
getting up. “But only one of them’s right.
I'll see you around.”

It was funny. After he'd gone I had a

feeling he’d never even been there. But
it was just a feeling. He'd left the yellow
swizzle stick on my desk,

I didn’t turn on the !ights. I put my
feet up and got out a Picayune. Joey
was a free-lance and he came high, which
was all right considering the dough in-
volved. But unless 1 had the picture all
wrong, he just didn’t fit in. I chewed it
over for fifteen minutes. It still didn’t
add up.

I keep a spare gun in the safe-—a .32
automatic with harness to fit. I got it out,
closed the office and went down to the
Elite. Harry was in the back booth, try-
ing to look bored, but he had a grin on
underneath,

I signaided Milo for some milk and sat
down. “Good digging?”’

“Paydirt,” He wagged his head. “The
people you know.”

Harry is a pretty sharp kid. I don't
make enough to take him on steady but
I give him a job whenever the traffic will
stand it. I took out two twenties and a
ten and passed them across the table.

“Shoot.”

‘“Well, this Oliver comes from a long
line of greenbacks, and he has a pedigree
Man Q' War can’t beat over hair a length,
Tn fact the two might bc relatec the way
friend Vince likes the ponies. Anyhow,
it seems he’s not quite a chip off the old
block .. .”

“Skip the family,” I said. “I know all
that.”

Harry put on his jackpot look. “You
know the apartment on Fifth is a snow
drop?”

I took a shot of milk and tabasco.
“Cocaine?”

“Cocaine, herofn, opium — anything
you want. But strictly for the class trade.
And you'd be surprised at some of the
people . . .”

“Never mind,” I waved him off. “I got
over being surprised when I found out
about the stork.” I thought a minute.
“Little Angelo in it?”

He nodded. ““The supply man. But
Oliver gets the dough, and the way he
throws it around he needs plenty. Dice,





















28 RED-HOT ICE

in for the records and I knew from now
on the gloves would be off.

I worked north and west, looking for a
free cab, and finally caught one at La-
fayette and Canal. I gave the driver my
office address and shoved a ten over his
shoulder,

“I got a tail, Jack. See what you can
do, but don’t go outa your way.” I didn’t
care whether I shook the guy or not; I
just didn't want to get caught in a cab.

The cabby looked at me in the mirror
and nodded. He went straight and fasi
until we hit the garment district, then
he tried some one-way streets. The wrong
way. It’s about as good as anything when
vou know the midtown traffic is gonna
be heavy, and we were lucky. Nobody got
close. When he let me out on Eighth if
was getting dark.

1 went up by the stairs, scouting the
hallway before I stepped clear, and I did-
n't waste time getting into the office. I
{ocked the hall door behind me. I didn't
turn on any lights. I loaded the .82 and
dropped it on the blotter. I found my
big flash and laid it beside the gun. Then
I sat down in the awivel and put my feet
up.

It was quiet. All around me the city
was slipping into gear for the night—
bathed and shaved and every light lit,
Ready to eat, ready to drink. Ready.
While I sat in a dark little room three
stories in the air with nothing to do but
watch a cheap hotel sign stamp shiny
red squares on the toes of my shoes.

A bus passed below, spreading its purr
between the buildings. Somebody whis-
tled for a taxi. The window panes flut-
tered. Then T heard what I'd been wait-
ing {or—the sound of a key turning very
carcfully in the lock on the hall door.

TOOK my feet down. I picked up the

flash and the gun. I could see the
~hall door, directly opposite my desk
through the waiting room, but nothing
showed against the glass. He'd turned
out the light.

I moved back into a corner, and for a
while there was nothing but a dull buzz

from the street below. Then I heard the
door squeak. It never squeaked except
at one point—when it was all the way
open. He was inside.

I had my eyes glued on the dim rectan-
gle of the doorway and I crouched a lit-
tle, trying to spot him by ear. But he
was an old hand. He took his time ana
he didn’t bump into anything. There was
no sound, anywhere, and suddenly thec
window panes fluttered again, loud in
the silence, and I almost pulled the trig-
ger before 1 could stop myself. I was
getting cramped; my muscles felt likc
pieces of stretched wood. I shifted my
weight carefully, trying to relax.

Then I saw it—a darker line against
the edge of the wood and it spread out
slowly, filling the doorway. I blinked my
eyes, wanting to make sure it was real,
and, as I did, the hote!l sign flashed. He
was there, crouching, rusty in the indi-
rect glow. Then the sign went out.

I pressed the flash button and I
snapped, “Freeze, baby!”

He jerked aside, his face a white blur
through the cone of light, and two red
gouts of flame jumped out at me and the
room shook with sound. I hit the floor
rolling hard and I slammed into the bot-
tom of the desk and I lay there, with my
heart banging the floor boards, listen-
ing.

I could hear him across the room,
breathing heavy through his nose and
muttering to himself, There was a scrap-
ing sound and he cut loose the cannon
again. He was using a big gun. The slugs
came all the way through the length of
the desk, dropping wood splinters on
my neck.

“Take it, peeper. Come out and take
it.” He said it low, almost like he was
talking to himself.

I turned on my side and heaved the
flash into the opposite wall. I heard him
gcramble around and the gun started
roaring. I stood up then and placed four
shots in a line across his gunflash. He
grunted. The shooting stopped. He
groaned.

Crouching, I moved away from the




































40

DEATH SHAPES THE FRAME

I said, “It narrows it down to this:
If the knife’s in here, Gerald did it. If
the knife’s not here, it stands to reason
that somebody else did it and carried
the knife away.”

“Keep it up, Tudor,” he encouraged
sardonically, “and you'll think like a cop
some day.”

“That’s the day I'll open a gas-jet,” 1
said. “What’s your verdice, Fink? Is the
knife in the suite?”

The answer came back in relays from

his men: No!

I turned slowly until I was looking
straight =t the vacuum cleaner in a
shadowy corner. I'd noticed it there even
before the police came. ‘“What’s that
doing in here?”

“Probably left by some
chambermaid,”  guessed Fink.
“It's in the bag,” I said.

Fink led the mad dash for the vacuum
cleaner. One of the dicks hauled out a
shiv and slashed the cleaner’s dust-bag
to ribbons. While this was going on, old
Henstowe stood looking at me, a thunder-
cloud on his brow.

Then Fink looked up at me, his face
flushed and mottled with dust. “The
knife ain’t in the bag, you shlepper!”

forgetful

COULDN'T think of an answer right

away. Fink made the Henstowes and
me stay in the suite while he gave orders
to turm the building inside out for the
knife. They searched all of us. After a
while reports began to dribble back. The
krife hadn’t been tossed out the eleventh
floor window; the yard below had been
combed. For my money, they weren’t go-
ing to find it. I wanted to get away from
this atmosphere. 1 kept needling Fink
unti] he finally kicked me out of the suite
with a warning that I myself had better
have a clean bill of health.

I took an elevator to the main floor.
Here the hotel was operating as if noth-
ing had gone wrong upstairs. Business
as usual. My brain was buzzing, vainly
groping for a solution to the knife puzzle.
I wandered instinctively toward the ho-
tel’s bar, Cutting corners around a tele-

phone booth, I bumped spang into a
breathtaking blende. Well, at least it was
the only blonde that mattered. Laura
Griffith. I stepped back, the wa» an artist
does, to view the whole picture. She was
wrapped up in a fur-trimmed cloth coat.
but I knew that underneath there was a
fuselage that would have Esther Wil-
liams foaming at the mouth.

We bandied mutually surprised hellos.
Then I said, “Where’ve you been keepinyr
vourself, Laura?”

“Oh, she said in her cello voice, “I've
been waiting to see how it came out.”

I must have stared vacantly at her.
“What came out? Beer from a spigot?”

“No, silly,” she said with a laugh that
drove away dull cares. “Waiting to see
if the Henstowes patched it up.”

My lower jaw still felt as if it were
swinging loosely in a hammock. “Don’t
you know? Didn’t you see the flatties?”

“The police?” She changed expression
to a puzzled frown. “Why, I did notice
that the iobby was congested with blue,
but what’s that got to do with you and
me and the Henstowes?”

I gave her the twice-over. “You're old
enough to know the truth.” I led her to
one of the table booths and a waiter

" nopped up but of the linoleum at us.

We ordered cocktails. Laura wanted =
Manhattan. I, a Bronx. Our taste in
drinks explained a lot. Laura was smooth.
I was rough around the edges.

While we were waiting for the drinke,
[ told her about the crime upstairs. She
gradually got wan under her rouge as 1
went into the gory details.

The waiter set down our drinks and
departed again.

“You’ve no idea who did such a terrible
thing ?”’ she said in a low voice.

“No,” I said. “I'm as muddled as this
orange in my glass.” Stabbing a stuffed
olive that was on an hors d’oeuvre dish
with my cocktail pick, I let my eyes
slither over to her hands. Some people
who have poker faces forget that their
hands can ‘indicate their emotions too.
I've read my quota of psychology manu-
als. I was doubly interested in ber hands,
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60 TOY OF DOOM

irritated. “Now what is it you want, Mr.

Diamond ?”

Diamond slouched down in his chair,
resting on his neck.

“Y’know, Potter—that’s a good ques-
tion,” he murmured. “First of all, you
might tell me what Nick Boroni was do-
ing here. He’s a cheesey character, and
I don’t think he wanted to buy a doll.
What did he want?”’

Potter’s fat face slid into a frown,
and he drummed with stubby fingers on
the desk top, nervously.

“This is very unusual,” he complained.
“Mr. Boroni was actually in here to get
a doll. We wanted a particular kind for a
niece of his, An Eskimo doll, to be exact.
Rather a difficult order to fill, but I think
1 can find one for him.”

Diamond smiled. It was a good lie,
thought up very quickly. He decided that
Potter’s mind was considerably sharper
than the way he wore his clothes.

“Do you know Donna Ray, the singer
at the Carlton?” he asked suddenly.

Potter nodded his round head.

“Yes, of course. She’s one of my best
customers. Always bought a lot of dolls
here for her collection.” .

“She won’t buy any more,” Diamond
said. “She’s been murdered.”

Potter’s face blanched a little.

“Murdered!”

“It happened last night, about eleven
o’clock. Her room at the Carlton was
mussed up, as if somebody searched for
something. A lavender doll, maybe.”

Diamond watched closely, but saw no
trace of recognition in Potter’s face at
mention of the lavender doll. So he went
on.

*“Did you sell Donna a lavender doll re-
rently—one dressed up like an old lady
in Javender and old lace.”

Potter pursed his lips, thought a mo-
ment,

“] seem to recall such a doll,” he said
finally. “I think my clerk sold it to her,
about a week ago.”

Diamond took his knife from his
pocket, pressed a button on the handle.
The long silvery blade popped open, and

Potter’s eyes bulged.

“Would such a doll be valuable? Valu-
able enough that somebody might want
to steal it?”

“No.” Potter’s answer was prompt,.
“We’d sell such a doll for ten to fifteen
dollars. Hardly enough to induce a man
to steal it—or murder for it.”

OTTER leaned back in his chair,

took out a cigaret and lit it care-
fully. Johnny Diamond felt a slight
twinge of excitement go through him
as he saw it, It was a flat, foreign-made
cigaret. The same kind he had found in
Donna’s room!

“Smoke those all the time?” Diamond
said conversationally.

Potter nodded again.

“Yes. it’s an imported Turkish brand.
Very fine tobacco.”

Diamond’s eyes almost automatically
dropped tc Potter's shoes. This time he
wasn’t surprised. A thin edging of mud
cshowed on his shoes—a reddish mud
like that found in the alley under Don-
na’s room, and on Donna’s window sill!

Diamond flipped his knife in the air,
catching it easily and without effort as
it descended.

“Did you know Donna Ray personal-
ly?”’ he asked.

Potter looked impatient.

“No! And listen here, fellow. If you
think I'm mixed up in Donna Ray’s mur-
der, you got another think coming.”

Diamond looked at the cigaret in Pot-
ter’s mouth and the mud on his shoes,
and grinned crookedly.

“No doubt,” he said soitly.

Just then the door to Potter’s office
opened abruptly and a uniformed cop
strode in. The cop took a quick look
around and said: “Neil Potter?”

Potter identified himself, hesitantly.

Sergeant Mullin of Homicide asked
me to pick you up on the Donna Ray
case,” said the cop. “He noticed she
bought a lotta dolls from you and fig-
ured you might know a few things about
her. Anyway, he wants to ask a few
questions.”
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HOMICIDE HORNS IN 129

Who wants a female fiend to blow him
Iigher than a kite. She got a kick out of
it, and during that time she admitted
everything. Richmond had come just
as she finished with Hulda. He was look-
ing for Corey. She got him to sit down.
He finally figzured Corey was hiding in
the bediroom and looked. She put the scis-
sox¥s in his back and left him for dead.

“That damned Corey,” she raged. “I'll
clout you or kill you before I leave. I'm
getting him before I fade out of the pic-
ture. He used me, the louse used me and
he used my brains, then threw me over
like an old shoe. I tried to get even by
giving away or selling all his damned
precious information and city secrets,
but he got suspicious and kept his mouth
shut. I just couldn’t stamnd it any more.
Okay, you through?”

The glass broke out in the fire-escape
window. A voice yelled, “Drop it, babe!”
And somebody kicked my front door. I
was too busy te listen. I dove in.

By and by she was on the floor, nice
and quiet, and I was blowing on my fin-
gers, and Kilbane was laughing, saying,
“You sure looked funny dressing that big

babe! Good thing I didn’t trust you and |

kept a man to tail you, wasn’t it?”’

I growled, “I'll get even, Kilbane. You
outside all the time while I was slipping
little things and gadgets on her!”

He tried to look aggrieved. “I had to
listen to all her confession, didn*t I?
Therc were three of us there and three
at the door.She—Why, hello, Mr.Corey!”

He winked at me and stueck out his
hand. He said, “Mr. Humphrey, I must
ask your pardon I really thought you
were the leak in my office. Now you may
have your job back any time, we'll let
bygones be bygones., I am sorry I was
forced to chastise you physically!”

I didn’t even look at his hand. I
smacked him with a left and followed
with a right. I am not sure, it happened
too fast, hut once I think Kilbane caught
him and held him up, pushed him back
at me. I do know Kilbane let it ride
three or four minutes before stopping it.

That Kilbane he ain’t a bad g¢uy.
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