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Profession in 90 Days, at Home
HundreasofMen andWomen have found Independence thisway

If yoa are looking for a new and better way to make a
PROFITABLE PROFESSION, and one of the few still open to

DIGNIFIED FASCINATING,

living, take up Swedish Massage, a

men and women without college training. Hundreds of graduates of our home study course,

either have fine positions or a private practice of their own.

Many report minimum earnings of

$50.00 per week, while H. C. Crittendon, who received his diploma January 1st, 1930, reports

averaging $60.00 per day.

Plenty of Opportunities Open

This interesting, big pay profession was for
years available only to a few. Its secrets were
uarded jealously and fabulous prices were paid
or _instruction. This same instruction is now
available to you at a mere fraction of the former
price, and you need not leave your present work
until you have qualified as an _expert and can
command an expert's pay. There is a big
demand for trained men and women from beauty
shops, hospitals, sanitariums, clubs, doctors and
private patients. Prepare for this profitable
profession now.

A Dignified Profession

The expert in Swedish Massage is recognized as
a professional of the highest type, commanding
the respect of everyone in his community. Here,
is a profession, now open to you, which makes’
you a public benefactor; for the skill we teach
you is of great aid in many human ailments as
well as in building
beauty — it offers you
position, both profes-
sional and social, it of-
fers you independence,
freedom from worry
and the respect and
admiration of your
neighbors and friends.

YOU @nleam at Hne

Turn spare hours into money. Use spare time at
h”me to master a profession which has made
thousands of dollars yearly for ambitious men
and women. Many graduates have completed this
training in just a few months, but you can take
your own time. It need not interfere with your
other work or pleasure. AM instruction” has
been prepared by the teachers in our well known

resentative

MissR. A. Child*, Md.

D. H. Bean, Calif.
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tton. Send the coupon and

Large Incomes from Doctors,

hospitals, saw—ariums, clubs and private patients
are bound to come to those of our graduates who
profit by the thousands of opportunities avail-
able to make money. Mr. Charles Romer, Wis-
consin, writes, “At times | have had to turn
away people ; | have been so busy the depression
never touched me.” Miss Childs, Baltimore,
Maryland, says, “1 already have over 40 patients.
| hope many others take your course and profit
financially and socially as | have.” Hundreds
and hundreds of graduates have written similar
letters. Get into Swedish Massage through our
“Right in Your Own Home” Plan.

Reqular Diploma Awarded

When you have completed our home study course
(high ‘school training not needed), you will be
awarded THE College of Swedish Massage Di-
ploma. This diploma’is a badge of honor, a war-
ranty to the public that you have qualified as an
expert and should be accepted by them as proof
of your proficiency in your chosen profession.
Enroll now, before it becomes necessary to spend
years of intense training to qualify for a permit
to practice.

Anatomy Charts and
Booklet of Photographs

Write now for our amazing offer
of Anatomy Charts and Booklet
of Photographs and letters from
graduates. Medical Dictionary,
Patented Reducing Roller and
Hydro-Therapy supplies are all
included in our course without
one cent of extra cost. Send tho
coupon now—there is no cost or
obligation.

THE College of Swedish Massage
Dept. 251, 30 East Adams Street, Chicago

undreds
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resident school—the same material is used and
a diploma is awarded upon graduation.
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tomy, Medical Gymnastics, in fact eyerything you need to
know to qualify’ for a Diploma,

THE College of Swedish Massage.,
Dept. 251, 30 E. Adams St., Chicago, Il

You may send me FREE and Postpaid Anatom
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Do you want to know the TRUTH
about New York’s Night Life? Would you
like to be an “insider”? Know all the
ropes? Then read

NEW YORK
Behind the Scenes

Lee Mortimer, Editor

This book rips the mask off what goes on be-
hind the “white lights” of Broadway. Gives
you uncensored peeks back-stage—tells you
the real story of night club life—the truth
about chorus girls—dance-hall sirens—caba-
ret gold-diggers; where to see them—how to
meet them—how to treat them—a wealth of
unpublished

INSIDE INFORMATION

Sensational exposes of petty rackets. Lays

bare the secrets of sucker-traps—hot spots—
shows how to avoid the pitfalls of the Rig City—
and tells how to get “the most for your money.”

NEW YORK Behind the Scenes

Gives you priceless information about the
pleasures and fun in Manhattan; THE
places to go and the real McCoy in things
to see; the things that only “insiders” and
newspaper men know—and don't tell!
Get your copy NOW.

Only a
Limited Edition

MAIL COUPON
TODAYI

AJAX PUBLISHING CO,
Room 933, 480 Lexington Avenue,
New York, N. Y.

I am enclosing 25¢ (stamps, coin or M. 0.). Please

rush me, prepaid, a copy of NEW YORK BEHIND THE
SCENES.

Name

Street Address

I City... __ State-
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RTHIETE'S FOOT

Send Coupon
Don’t Pay Until Relieved

According to the Government Health Bul-
letin No. E-28, at least 50% of the adult
population of the United States are being
attacked by the disease known as Athlete’s
Foot.

Usually the disease starts between the toes.
Little watery blisters form, and the skin cracks
and peels. After a while, the itching becomes
intense, and you feel as though you would like
to scratch off all the skin.

BEWARE OF IT SPREADING

Often the disease travels all over the bot-
tom of the feet. The soles of your feet be-
come red and swollen. The skin also cracks
and peels, and the itching becomes worse and
worse.

Get relief from this disease as quickly as pos-
sible, because it is very contagious, and it may
go to your hands or even to the under arm or
crotch of the legs.

HERE'S HOW TO RELIEVE IT

The germ that causes the disease is known
as Tinea Trichophyton. It buries itself deep in
the tissues of the skin and is very hard to kilL
A test made shows it takes 15 minutes of boil-
ing to destroy the germ; whereas, upon contact,
laboratory tests show, H. F. will kill the germ
Tinea Trichophyton within 15 seconds.

H. F. was developed solely for the purpose
of relieving Athlete’'s Foot. It is a liquid that
penetrates and dries quickly. You just paint
the affected parts. H. F. gently peels the skin,
which enables it to get to the parasites that
exist under the outer cuticle.

ITCHING OFTEN
RELIEVED QUICKLY

As soon as you apply H. F. you may find
that the itching is relieved. You should* paint
the infected parts with H. F. night and morn-
ing until your feet are better. Usually this
takes from three to ten days, but in severe
cases it is well to consult a specialist.

H. F. should leave the skin soft and smooth.
You may marvel at the quick way it brings
you relief. It costs you nothing to try; so if
you are troubled with Athlete’'s Foot, why wait
a day longer?

H. F. SENT ON FREE TRIAL

Sign and mail the coupon,
and a bottle of Il. F. will
be sent you immediately.
Don’'t send any money and
don’t pay the postman any
money; don’'t pay anything
any time unless H. F. is
helping you. If it does
help you, we know you
will be glad to send us
$1 for the bottle at the
end of ten days. That's
how much faith we have
inll. F. Read, sign and
mail the coupon today.

IpffiK SBIESHIHiIH I HI HKi

GORE PRODUCTS, INC,

800 Perdido St., New Orleans, La.

C.P.

Please send me Immediately a bottle of H. F.
for foot trouble as described above. | agree to
use it according to directions. If at the end of
10 days my feet are getting better. 1 will send
you $1. If I am not entirely satisfied, I will
return the unused portion of the bottle to you
within 15 days from the time | receive it.

STATE,




Blue Ribbon

AL VERNON awoke
to the jangling of the
telephone. He reached
up, turned on a read-
ing light, and lifted

the handpiece. It was five minutes
after midnight by the clock on the
phone table.

“Hello?”

“Mr. Vernon?” The voice was
scarcely audible. “Is this Mr. Val
Vernon, the private detective?”

“That’s right. Speak a
louder, please.”

“This is Brenda Caldwell of the
Braymore Kennels, Mr. Vernon.
Can you come at once?”

little

Val looked at the clock again.
“I'm afraid it's rather late, Miss
Caldwell. Can't it hold over until
morning?”

“No, it's terribly urgent. Please,
come. You can drive here in an
hour. I'll meet you in the village.
How soon can you leave?”

“Well— er— within a half hour,
but can’'t you tell me what it's all
about?”

“I'm sorry but | can't tell you
over the phone. Believe me, it's a

matter of life and death. You’'ll
hurry, won't you? [I'll give you di-
rections.”

After he had hung up, Val cursed



urder

By ARTHUR
WALLACE

She was beautiful and she was fabulously
wealthy, yet she insisted on being more
than an ornament to society. When she was
killed, Val Vernon couldn’'t believe
that her kid brother ivas guilty!

himself for an easy mark. He got
out of bed and went to the window.
A light, wet snow was falling— just
enough to make the roads slippery
as glass. For a moment he thought
of calling back and begging out, but
he was fully awake now and the
chances of falling asleep again were
exceedingly dressed,
phoned the garage to send his car
around, and loaded his gun. EXx-
actly a half hour had elapsed from
the time Brenda Caldwell phoned to
the time he pulled away. Traffic
was light and he figured on an hour

Only a few minutes’
digging, and his
shovel struck wood.
And than a gun
blazed.
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to Cedarville where the Braymore
Kennels were located.

TF IT" had been almost anyone else,
® Val would have turned the assign-
ment down without thinking twice,
but, somehow, he had the feeling
Brenda Caldwell wouldn’t drag him
out in the middle of the night on a
fool's errand. ITe had never met
her personally but he had seen
enough photogravure pictures of her
to know her anywhere. She was a
gorgeous creature, with dark hair
and a slim, high bosomed figure that
showed to best advantage in jodh-
purs and a jersey pullover. Her
looks were not her only claim to
fame.

Val recalled how, as sole executor
of her father’'s strangely worded
will, it had been within her power
to dispose of it as she thought best.
More than three million dollars in
cash and securities was involved,
equal parts of which she was to
share with a younger brother and
sister if she so decided.

The details were hazy in the de-
tective’'s mind, but he seemed to
recall that Brenda Caldwell had
placed every penny of the legacy in
trust until her brother and sister
proved they were self-supporting.
She had established a fashionable
kennel specializing in the breeding
and raising of show dogs and had
taken her brother and sister in as
partners. When the business, through
their efforts, began to pay, they
would receive their patrimony. If,
however, either of them proved un-
worthy of the trust, the money would
go to charity.

All in all, she was a curious para-
dox in a civilization where a costly

debut and a permanent membership
in cafe society is the goal of every
feminine blueblood. Hence, Val
Vernon's interest. Certainly, noth-
ing usual had happened to Brenda
Caldwell that would prompt her
calling him out at midnight.

Beyond the city limits Val found
the road dry. He kept his car at
an even sixty and in somewhat less
than an hour picked up a road
marker that read: Cedarville—
Tozvn Line. Slowing down he passed
over the mill bridge she had men-
tioned and rolled along the main
street. A blue coupe with its dim-
mers burning was parked in front of
the post office. Val pulled up behind
it, turned his motor off, and got out.
It was snowing again, light, feathery
flakes that melted the moment they
hit the pavement. Val turned his
collar up and walked over to the
coupe. A girl was behind the wheel,
slumped down in the seat, her head
lolling.

Val didn't blame her a hit for
catching a nap. The dark, deserted
village was a lonesome meeting
place. He opened the door and
said: “Miss Caldwell.” There was
no answer. Reaching in, he tapped
what he thought was her shoulder.
Something thick and wet stuck to his
fingers. Drawing his hand back he
brought out a pocket flash and di-
rected it at his fingers. They were
blood-stained! He swung the beam
of light at the girl. It was Brenda
Caldwell, all right, but not the way
Val had expected to see her. Her
mouth was hideously agape, her eyes
were staring, and the bone handle of
a hunting knife protruded from her
breast!.
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He needed no doctor to tell him
she was dead. The problem was how
to get in touch with anyone— the
police or the Braymore Kennels.
None of the Cedarville stores were
open at this hour of the morning and
it was an odds on bet that all of the
rustic population had long since gone
to bed. He closed the door of the
coupe and looked around. There
wasn't a light visible. To all intents
and purposes he might just as well
have been in the middle of the Gobi
Desert.

HHHEN, out of the darkness, came

the faint but welcome sound of
an automobile motor. Val stepped
to the middle of the road and turned
on his flash, waving it back and
forth.

An old station wagon came over
the crest of a hill and thundered
down into the village. Loose brakes
chattered and squealed as the top-
heavy conveyance swung into the
curb and skidded to a stop in front
of Brenda Caldwell’s coupe. A man
and a woman got out.

Vai intercepted the woman before
she could reach the coupe. The beam
of his flash swept across her face
and he knew she was Brenda Cald-
well’'s sister. “1 wouldn't go near
the car if | were you,” he said.

She was breathing rapidly and an
open trench coat revealed the tumult
of her young breasts under a tight,
crew-neck sweater. “What do you
mean? I'm Claire Caldwell. My
sister— "

Val swung around. The man had
opened the coupe door and was look-
ing inside. “Don’t touch that body!”
the detective cried.

“Body?” the girl echoed, turning

"well,” he said evenly.

ghastly pale. She tried to slip by Val
but he gripped her arms.

“Your sister is dead, Miss Cald-
“She's been
murdered!”

He felt her shudder violently as
though a strong electric current had
gone through her. Then her knees
buckled and she collapsed. Val
lifted her up and carried her to the
station wagon. The man who had
come with her ran over and opened
the door so that she could be
stretched out on the front seat. He
was short and stocky and rather old-
ish, with iron-gray hair protruding
from under the brim of a battered
felt hat. The skin of his face was
wrinkled and weather-beaten like
old, dry leather.

“Who did it?” he gasped. “Who
killed Miss Brenda?” His pale blue
eyes were watery, perhaps from the
tears in them.

“1 don’t know,” Val replied.
“That's how | found her. Who are
you ?

The man sniffed. “Jason Horton,

kennel manager at Braymore.” He
shook his head sadly. “1 knew no
good was coming of this. | told

her.”

“What did you tell her?”

“Not to go against human nature.
Now what has she got? What?”
He croaked the last word hollowly.

Val realized it was neither the
time nor the place for questioning.
“How do we notify the police? Miss
Caldwell has a brother, hasn't she?”

Jason Horton nodded dazedly.
“He’ll take it hard, Mr. Guy will.
Always fighting and carrying on, but
he loved her just the same, him and
Miss Claire. She could have had the
best man living but she turned them
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all down for those two kids. Oh, it's

terrible. First the dog and then
her.”

“What dog?”

“Toffingham 1l. Finest stud set-

ter in the world. Someone poisoned
him. It broke Miss Brenda up ter-
rible. Treated that dog like a baby,
she did.”

“You can tell me all about that
later, Horton,” Val said. “The
police must be notified. How can I
reach them?”

“Raynor Wickham’s the police.
Got to go to his house.”

“Take my car,” Val said.
wait here.”

‘Til

HE kennel manager drove off
just as Claire Caldwell stirred
on the seat of the station wagon.
Val watched her regain conscious-
ness, helped her to sit up. She
passed the back of her hand over
her eyes. “What— what happened?”

“You fainted, Miss Caldwell.”

The blank uncertainty went out of
her eyes and anguish took its place.
“1 remember now,” she said dully.
Brenda is—is dead! You said mur-
dered!”

“I'm afraid so, Miss Caldwell.”

Her lower lip trembled. “Why—
why should anyone have wanted to
kill Brenda?” Hysteria gripped her
with amazing suddenness. “N o!” she
screamed. “It's a lie! Let me go to
her!”

Val slipped an arm around her
slim waist, held her close. Her au-
burn hair was like scented silk
against his mouth and he could feel
the taut curves of her youthful figure
against his chest. She fought to free
herself and each movement of her
body brought her closer.

“Please try to keep calm, Miss
Caldwell,” Val said. “You can prob-
ably help a lot more that way.”

She stopped fighting. “Then—
then it's true? Brenda . . . is . ..
dead ?”

Val nodded. “What brought you
into town at this hour?”

“Jason told me her car was gone.
1 knew she was heartbroken about
the dog and | was afraid something
might happen to her driving around
alone! | asked Jason to bring me
down in the station wagon.”

“When did the dog die ?”

“Early this evening— just after
Mr. and Mrs. Forrester arrived.
Mr. Forrester offered to buy Tof-
fingham for five thousand dollars.
Guy— my brother— wanted Brenda
to sell him. You see, the money
would take the kennels out of the
red. They had a violent argument—
Guy and Brenda. About an hour
later Toffingham was dead— pois-
oned, Brenda said. She and Jason
buried him.” Claire Caldwell looked
up at Val. “Why am 1 telling you
all this? I don't know you!”

Val introduced himself and ex-
plained how he happened to be in
Cedarville. *“Is Mr. Forrester a
kennel man?” he asked.

“Yes, in Canada. Guy met Steve
and his wife on a ski trip to the
Laurentians. | don’t like either of
them, but they have money.”

Two cars came over the crest of
the hill. One was the detective’s,
the other a ramshackle Ford which,
when it stopped, disgorged a plump,
red-nosed man, still half-sleep.
Raynor Wickham was not accus-
tomed to getting up in the middle of
the night. Neither was he accus-
tomed to murder. One look at
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Brenda Caldwell’s face was enough
for him.

“This’ll have to go to the county
seat at Tarton,” he gulped. “Can’t
handle it here nohow. Got to call the
coroner and the state's attorney.
You say you're a detective?”

‘Til be at the Braymorc Kennels
if you need me, Mr. Wickham,” Val
said. “May | suggest that you have
the car gone over carefully for
fingerprints? And another thing.
I'd like to see the body before it's
embalmed, if you don’t mind.”

“Don’t bother me none. You
figger to do a little detecting on this
case ?”

Val smiled. “As much as | can.”

“We got to get the whole story.
How she come to be here this time
of night and the like?”

“1'll get that at the kennels. Don’t
forget the fingerprints. You'll prob-
ably find some on the knife handle.”

Raynor Wickham mopped his
brow. “Got me sweatin’, this has.
He strode over to the station wagon.
“Mighty sorry about this, Miss
Caldwell. Reckon 1 could borrow
Jason to run me a couple of er-
rands?”

Claire nodded vacantly. *“Of
course, Mr. Wickham. Anything
you want.”

“1'll drive you back to the kennels
in my car, Miss Caldwell,” Val said.

T WAS less than a mile
from Cedarville to the
Braymore Kennels. As
he pulled into the drive-
Avay of the main house,

the lights of Val's car picked out a
man and a woman crossing the lawn.
Claire Caldwell’s fingers dug into
the seat.

“That's Mr. and Mrs. Forrester,”
she said quickly. The couple disap-
peared behind a clump of ever-
greens. A woman’'s high-pitched
giggle rode on the still night air,
then a door slammed. “They were
drinking when 1 left,” Claire Cald-
well explained. “Would you like to
see the kennels, Mr. Vernon?”

“That can wait until morning,”
Val said. “Since the Forresters are
up, | think I'd better have a word
with them. Your brother, too.”

She came close to him, her dark
eyes pleading. “Must you tell Guy
tonight? Can’t that wait until morn-
ing, too?”

“1 suppose it can.”

She managed awan smile. “Thank
you so much. Shall we go in now?
You must be tired after your long
drive.”

Val followed her into the large,
rambling house. As he entered the
foyer, he heard a woman voice a
feeble protest. “No, honey, not
now. Someone might walk in.”

Claire Caldwell flushed crimson
and stepped to the arched entrance
to the living room. “Oh, it's you,”
she said.

“1 think it was damned rude of
you and Brenda to bob off and leave
the Forresters here alone!” a man
inside die room said angrily. “You
knew Steve had a headache and went
to bed at ten o'clock! Where the
hell were you?”

The flush faded from Claire Cald-
well’'s cheeks and gave way to waxen
pallor, “f—1 had to meet a friend
of mine.” She motioned to Val who
joined her at the entrance to the
living room. “Mrs. Forrester, Mr.
Vernon. My brother, Guy.”

Val nodded to the tall platinum
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blonde and young Caldwell. They
had both been drinking and it was
obvious that liquor had inspired
other diversions. Mrs. Forrester’s
almost flaxen hair was disarranged
and of the five rhinestone buttons
that closed the form-fitting bodice of
her black satin dress, the top three
were open, exposing a milky-white
throat and a provocative hint of full
curves below. Guy Caldwell's weak
mouth bore a trace of raspberry lip-
stick.

“You probably want some sleep
after that long drive,” Claire said.
“1'll show7you to your room.”

“Have a drink with us, Vernon,”
Guy suggested. “The night'syoung.”

Val smiled. “1 think I'll turn in.
See you in the morning.”

A LONE in a large bedroom on

the second floor, Val made a
note of the few important things he
had already learned. It was quite
evident Claire Caldwell had obsti-
nately lied wffien she identified the
figures walking across the lawn as
Mr. and Mrs. Forrester. She knew
Forrester had retired. Her motive
was clear. Aware, no doubt, of what
was going on between her brother
and the platinum blonde, she weks
trying to keep it quiet.

Or maybe there was more to it
than that. Off-hand, he didn't see
the connection between the poisoning
of the dog and Brenda Caldwell’s
cold-blooded murder although it was
evident Brenda had summoned him
to solve the poisoning. Someone wBs
trying to prevent that solution being
made. Val went down the list of
people involved, but failed to see
how any of them would benefit by
the dog’s death. Forrester, it he had

offered five thousand dollars for the
animal, certainly wouldn’'t want him
dead. In the same light, neither
would any of the Caldwells. He was
afraid the dog was a red herring
and he dismissed it from his mind.

Brenda Caldwell’s murder was
another matter. Both her brother
and sister stood to gain, in that their
father’'s fortune would now come
into their hands. Guy and Brenda
had argued about the sale of the
dog to Forrester— “violent” was
the wmrd Claire had used when she
blurted it out. Could he have fol-
lowed her into town and killed her?
Despite his promise, Val decided to
guestion him immediately. Sober,
he might be a tough nut to crack.
With a few7drinks in him, there was
a chance of his tongue slipping.

The detective tip-toed out into
the hall and listened at the head of
the stairs. All he could hear was the
slow, heavy7ticking of a grandfather
clock. He started down, stepping
heavily as he reached the bottom,
not wanting to surprise them. To
his amazement there were no sounds
from the living room. He coughed
three times to announce his presence
but still no response. Val moved to
the entrance and looked in.

Guy Caldwell was sprawled out
on a divan, one leg dangling. There
was no sign of Mrs. Forrester. For
a moment the detective thought he
had another killing on his hands, but
closer examination showed young
Caldwell has simply passed out.
However, even that seemed a little
strange. He hadn’t looked that pie-
eyed less than ten minutes ago. Val
shook him. He was out cold.

The faint creak of a door hinge
and then the louder click of a latch
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was wind-blown and her breath
came in audible gasps.

“Aren't you afraid of catching
cold, Mrs. Forrester?” Val said.

She wheeled, startled, and her
cheeks went pale under her rouge.
“l— 1 had to have some air!” she
gulped. “It got terribly stuffy in
here.”

Val sauntered out to the foyer.
“You don’t expect me to believe that,
do you?”

Her blue eyes widened.
do you mean?”

“You know exactly what I mean!
You've been running. You're out of
breath. You sneaked in here like a
criminal. What’'s the answer?”

She drew herself up, eyes nar-
rowed now and flashing, her full
bosom straining at her bodice. “I
don't see that | have to answer to
you for anything, Mr. Vernon!
Good night!”

She started up the steps but Val
caught her wrist. “Just a moment,
Mrs. Forrester. I'm not through.”

“Take your hand off me!” she
cried. “My husband— "

“Your husband might be inter-
ested in a few other things that hap-

“What

pened here tonight,” Val inter-
rupted.
She tried to jerk loose. “Don’t

you threaten me! I'll scream unless
you let me go at once!”

“l1 wouldn’'t advise that, Mrs.
Forrester. Not until you learn why
I'm here. You see, | happen to be
a detective.” Fie watched her taut,
angry face. “I've come from the
city to investigate the murder of
Brenda Caldwell!”

If he had expected a startling
reaction, he was doomed to disap-
pointment. She merely stared at

him, her coarsely attractive face ab-
solutely blank. Val followed up his
declaration. “Miss Caldwell was
stabbed to death in her parked car.
How much do you know about it?”

“l— 1 don’t know -what you're
talking about!” Her husky voice
carried. “Let me go!”

Val brought her down to his own

level. “This isn't any joke, Mrs.
Forrester. It's murder— and you're
a suspect! You'll have to explain

every moment of your time. Now,
do you want to explain to me or
would you prefer waiting for the
police? You have your choice.”

13EFORE she could reply, the
doorbell rang stridently. Val
released her to answer it. Raynor
Wickham came in accompanied by
Jason Florton and two other men.
They were introduced to Val as
Brown, the state's attorney, and
Henderson, chief of county detec-
tives. Brown, a small, nervous little
man, peered at Mrs. Forrester
through thick-Icnsed glasses.

“1've got a warrant for Guy Cald-
well's arrest,” he said. “Where is
he?”

“We figure Caldwell Killed his sis-
ter to get his hands on the money,”
Raynor Wickham explained. “Don’t
seem to be no other answer.”

“What about fingerprints?” Val
guestioned. “Did you check?”

“Weren't any,” Henderson re-
plied. “Not on the knife handle or
on the steering wheel.”

Val’s eyes flickered. “That means
she was Killed before she got to
town and someone else drove the
car into Cedarville and parked it.”

Brown looked up. “How come?”

“The wheel showed no prints.
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That means it was wiped. If she
drove it, there wouldn't have been
any need for wiping it.”

“That still don’tlet Caldwell out,”
Henderson said. “Horton, here,
told us they had a fight over whether
to sell one of their dogs. Anyway,
we want to talk to him. Where is
he?”

Val motioned to the living room,
“fn there— dead drunk.”

Brown and Henderson filed in
but Raynor Wickham lingered.
“They got their minds pretty much
made up,” he confided. “Can’t say
as | see eye to eye with 'em, but it
ain't for me to object.”

“Where's the body?” Val ques-
tioned.

“In the undertaker's down to
Horton. Doc Blake, the coroner,
looked her over. Said the knife
killed her instantly. Found some
scratches on her neck like one of her
dogs pawed her.”

“I'd like to see the body,” Val
said. “Can you drive me down?
We'll take my car.”

“Sure thing.”

Mrs. Forrester came over to Val.
“1'd like to talk to you— alone.”

He shook his head. “Too late
now.”

Henderson came out of the living
room carrying a glass. “He’s not
drunk. Someone slipped him a
knockout drop!”

Val glanced at Mrs. Forrester.
She was ghastly pale. Ide intro-
duced her to Flenderson. “Maybe

she can throw some light on that.
I'm going down with Mr. Wickham
to look at the body. I'll be back
shortly.”

There was a thin coating of snow
on the ground when Val stepped

outside. “How long has it been
snowing like this?” he asked Wick-
ham.

“Close to an hour.”

“Wait a minute.” Using his flash
he studied the foot and automobile
tracks on the driveway. One set— a
woman’s footprints— led across the
lawn toward a group of low build-
ings. Val followed them easily with
Wickham on his heels. They ended
at the door of one of the buildings,
a two-story frame structure.

“These are the kennels,” the con-
stable said. “This one’swhere Jason
Horton lives. Reckon it's got an
office in it, too.” Fie tried the door,
but it was locked.

“That's all right,” Val said.

HDHE Tarton mortician had gone
“m back to bed but Raynor Wick-
ham routed him out. Under a yel-
low lamp in a room that smelled of
embalming fluid Val examined
Brenda Caldwell's sheet-wrapped
body. He noted the scratches on the
neck but was more interested in the
dark stains on the tips of her fingers
and beneath her nails. Using a pen-
knife he scraped some of the matter
from under her index fingernail. It
looked like ink. He wiped the knife
on a clean handkerchief. It was
either ink or black paint, but he had
to make certain.

Leaving the mortuary, Val had
Raynor Wickham take him to the
home of the local druggist who, the
constable said, did chemical testing.
An hour later he had confix*mation.
The black on Brenda Caldwell’s fin-
gers was stove polish!

The Caldwell house was ablaze
with lights when Val and the con-
stable got back. Henderson had sue-



16 PRIVATE DETECTIVE STORIES

ceeded in bringing Guy Caldwell
around and was plying him with
guestions. Claire and Mrs. For-
rester and a big, gray-haired man
Val took to be the blonde’s husband,
were in the room. So was Brown,

the state’'s attorney, and Jason
Horton.

“He won't talk,” Henderson
grunted. “They’'re all trying to tell
me he didn’'t leave the house to-
night.”

“Well, he didn't!” Claire cried

heatedly. “ 1 know he didn’'t!” Her
eyes met Val's for an instant before
they dropped guiltily. He could see
her dig her fingers into her arm and
press the inside of her elbow against
her breast.

“1 think it best to start at the be-
ginning,” he said quietly. “Who dis-
covered the dog was poisoned?”

Jason Horton answered. “I1 did.
About twenty minutes after he was
fed.”

“You fed him?”

“1 feed them all.”

“What time was that?”

“When 1 fed him or when |
found him dead in his cage?”

“Both.”

The kennel manager took his
time. “He was supposed to be fed at
five, but | held it up because Mister
Guy brought Mr. and Mrs. For-
rester in to see him right about then.
I guess it was five-thirty when | fed
him. Then | went to the south ken-
nel and, when | came back, | found
him stretched out stiff. | ran over
and got Miss Brenda, but it was too
late. He was dead. We buried him
about ten o’clock.”

“Was it snowing when you buried
him?”

“Snowing? | guess a litde.”

AL swung on Mrs. Forrester.
V “What were you doing around
the kennels at two o’clock this morn-
ing? After you slipped those knock-
out drops into Guy Caldwell's
glass?”

“Don’t answer, Dolly!” her hus-
band barked.

“Evidendy you have something to
hide, Mr. Forrester,” Val said sar-
castically.

“We're not hiding anything, Mis-
ter. We're not answering questions,
either. | came here as Brenda Cald-
well’s guest and | don't intend to be
cross-examined by any cheap dick,
see? We don’t know anything about
the crime. Is that clear?”

“Not as clear as it could be. You
offered five thousand dollars for the
dog that was poisoned, didn’'t you?”

“Wihat if | did? Is that against
the law?”

“It might be.”

Forrester snickered. “Then I'm
crazy, Mister.” He pointed at Guy
Caldwell. “Why don’t you ask him
who poisoned the dog? | heard him
tell his sister he’d shoot the damn’
mutt!”

“That's a lie!” Claire screamed.

Guy Caldwell lumbered to his
feet. “I'll punch your head off, For-
rester !”

Henderson pushed him back.
“Take it easy, all of you.”

“Did you threaten to kill the dog,
Caldwell?” Val asked.

The youngster glowered sullenly.
“Maybe | did, but I didn’t mean it!
I was sore because Brenda wouldn’t
sell. That five grand would have— "

“Guy!” Claire Caldwell’'s voice
cracked like a whip.

There -was a moment of deadly
silence. Then the state’s attorney



BLUE RIBBON MURDER 17

said: “We've had enough foolish-
ness. You've got a warrant for
Caldwell’s arrest, Joe. Take him
an.”

“You can’'t do that" Claire cried.

Val stepped over to her, took her
arm. “Don’t worry about it. They
won't hold him long.”

“Everyone of you has to appear
before the coroner’s jury tomorrow
at ten,” Brown said. “Raynor, you
stay here and see that none of them
leave the premises.”

Henderson led Guy Caldwell out.
Brown followed them. *“You folks
can turn in now,” the constable said.
“Ain’tno sense stayin’ up.”

"LPORRESTER took his wife’'s arm
and marched up the steps. “I
bunk over above the kennel office,”
Jason Horton said. “If there's any-
thing you need, just let me know.”
“One thing before you go,” Val
said. “How did you discover Miss
Brenda Caldwell had left?”

“1 heard a car go out and it was
pretty late so | got dressed and went
down to the garage. | found her
coupe gone, so | came over to the
house and told Miss Claire. |
didn't like the looks of it, her driv-
ing out at that hour.”

“l guess that's all,” Val said.
“Good night.”
Jason Horton left. “Better get

some sleep,” Raynor Wickham sug-
gested. “They’ll be askin’ a lot of
guestions at the coroner’s jury to-
morrow.”

Claire Caldwell, weary and
beaten, moved to the stairway. Val
walked up with her, motioned to her
to come into his room. He closed
and locked the door. “I don't want
you to eat your heart out about your

brother,” he said. “I think | know
who's responsible for all this trouble.
You can help me get to the bottom
of it by answering a few questions,
but honestly.”

She drew a deep breath, swelling
her lovely bosom. “The only rea-
son | lied was to protect Guy. [I'll
tell you anything you want to know.”

“Good. Your sister called me at
midnight. Did you or anyone in the
house know she phoned?”

“] didn't and | was reading in the
living room. Mr. Forrester had
gone to beck Guy and— and that
woman were out driving. There's
only one phone in the house— in the
hall. | would have heard her making
the call.”

“That means she telephoned from
some other place. Where?”

“The kennel office has a phone.
It's an extension of this one.”

“Horton Avould have heard her.
He said nothing about it. We can
ask him in the morning. Now, what
do you know about the Forresters?
Why were they so anxious to get
that dog?”

“For stud purposes. Toffingham
was best of breed in the American
Kennel Club show. He held nine
blue ribbons.” She bit her lip. “I1—
I don’'t like to say this but—but I
think Guy might have poisoned the
dog in anger, just to spite Brenda,
of course, I may be wrong, but—"

A light knock sounded at the door.
Val hurried Claire Caldwell over to
a closet before responding. It was
Dolly Forrester. She had changed
from the black satin dress to a pink
silk negligee trimmed with maribou.
“May | come in for a moment?” she
asked sweetly.

Val nodded. He noticed her ligs
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were freshly rouged and she had
combed out her hair so that it hung
almost to her shoulders. There was
nothing under the negligee— noth-
ing but the warm, voluptuous curves
of her very feminine body.

“l just wanted to apologize for
being rude,” she murmured, her
voice low and husky. She ran a hand
over a sleek hip and dropped her
eyes. “You'll forgive me?”

Val watched her bosom rising and
falling in the slow, even rhythm of
her breathing. “I'll forgive you if
you tell me what you were doing at
the kennel office and why you spiked
young Caldwell’s drink.”

She tried hard to resemble the
soul of innocence—even to the ex-
tent of managing a blush. “He was
too persistent. 1—1 was afraid
something might happen. After all,
I am a married woman.”

“Do you make a habit of carrying
knockout drops to repel ardent
men?”

“It— it was a capsule | happened
to have. A sedative | sometimes use
when | can't sleep. It's rather
strong.”

“1 should think so. Now, what
about your stroll over to the kennel
office?”

S HE moved closer to the detective.
“Just a walk. You must believe
me.” Her hand dropped intimately
on his arm, fingers working. *“I
wouldn’'t want my husband to know
about Guy’s behavior. 1 realize he's
just an emotional boy but Steve
might not understand. You'll keep
my secret, won’'t you?”

Val's head swam with the odor
rising from her almost bare bosom.
She was so close to him now he

could feel her warmth through the
thin silk of the negligee. He tried
to back away but her arm slid around
his neck.

“You know,” she whispered. “I
rather like you. You're type appeals
to me.” Her lips parted and her
breath blew across Val's mouth.
“Hold me close!” she panted. Her
eyes fluttered languorously. “You
must think I'm terrible, don’t you?”

Val stepped away. “Mrs. For-
rester, | think you're the cheapest,
most detestable liar I've ever had
the doubtful pleasure of meeting!
Go back to your husband and tell
him it didn't work!” Taking her by
the arm he pushed her to the door,
opened it, and sent her stumbling
out to the hall.

(CLAIRE CALDWELL emerged
~  from the closet. “If | hadn't
heard it I never would have imag-
ined it was true,” she said bitterly.
“That woman is the lowest of the
low!”

“Forget her. We have work to
do. Can we get out of this house
without going through the front
hall?”

“Yes, there's a back stairway.”

“Good. Nowr, do you know where
the dog is buried?”

“1 imagine in the plot Brenda set
aside for a cemetery. She buried two
still-born pups there last month.
Why do you ask?”

“Because | want to exhume the
dog. Can we get a shovel?”

“There must be one in the garage
but 1 can’'t go out this way. Both
my coats are downstairs.”

“Throw mine over your shoul-
ders,” Val suggested. “We won't
be long.”
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HE beam of Val's pocket freshly turned mound of earth indi-
flash against the white cated where Toffingham Il had been
layer of snow provided buried. With Claire Caldwell hold-
sufficient illumination to ing the flash, Val set to work. In
guide them from the

&ouse to the garage and then across
o field to the dog cemetery. A
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five minutes his shovel struck wood.
Down on his knees he uncovered a
small pine box and was freeing the
earth around it when a gun blazed
out of the darkness and a bullet
struck Claire Caldwell.

Val caught her as she crumpled,
but the flash fell from her hand and
went into the dog’s grave. A second
shot sent lead whizzing by his ear.
Crouched low, he drew his gun and
waited for the spurt of flame that
would mark whoever was shooting
but it never came. A dog howled and
then another and another. Groping,
Val pressed the palm of his hand
against the yielding under-curve of
Claire Caldwell’'sbreast. The rhyth-
mic thud of her heart was a welcome
feeling.

He opened the coat and found
blood trickling from a wound in
her shoulder. Lifting her in his
arms he started for the main house
just as a light went on in Jason Hor-
ton’s apartment above the kennel of-
fice. A window shot up and the pa-
jama-clad kennel manager looked
out.

Val kept going. When he reached
the house, Raynor Wickham was
coming down the porch steps brand-
ishing a .45. He recognized Val and
his eyes popped. “What—in the
name— "

“Open the door for me!” the de-
tective snapped. “She’'s been shot
and she’s bleeding!”

In the living-room he stretched
the girl out on a divan and ripped
away the front of her dress. The
bullet had pierced the hollow of her
shoulder and gone clean through,
miraculously missing the scapula. It
was only a flesh wound with a few
torn blood vessels.

“Who did
panted.

“Never mind that now! You'd
better call, a doctor. It's not serious
but it needs cleaning.”

While Raynor Wickham hurried
to the phone, Val found the kitchen
and a pan of warm water. He wiped
the blood from her breast and tried
to staunch the flow with a knotted
handkerchief. He was getting it to
clot when Jason Horton, carrying a
shotgun and wearing a mackinaw
over his pajamas, came in.

“l heard shooting and—” He
stopped short. “My God, what hap-
pened?”

“Someone fired at us at the dog
cemetery. Miss Caldwell was hit.
She'll be all right— just a shoulder
wound.”

it?” the constable

The constable returned. “Doc
Blake'll be right over. She still
blcedin’ ?”

“Not so much. Horton, you hold
this knot over the wound. Wick-
ham, you'd better go up and check
on the Forresters. Bring them down.
I'll take a look around.”

“Maybe | better go along, Mr.
Vernon,” Jason Horton said. “I
know' the land pretty well.”

“You stay here. I'll take your
flashlight.”

QUTSIDE, Val Vernon made a

bee-line for the kennel office.
The thought that had been working
in his mind ever since he had no-
ticed Brenda Caldwell’s black-stained
fingers was now ripe. A green-
shaded desk lamp was burning in the
office when he reached It. He turned
the knob and opened the door. A
man with his coat collar up was
kneeling at an iron safe. He shot to
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his feet and the circle of light from
the detective’'s flash struck him full
in the face. It was Guy Caldwell!

Even Val was momentarily taken
aback. He looked for a revolver in
the boy’s hand but there was none.
“How did you get here?” he ques-
tioned.

Guy Caldwell shielded his eyes
from the brilliant light of the flash.
“Never mind that! You can't stop
me from being here T

“You were under arrest. ldcnder-
son took you away on a warrant.”

“1 gave him the slip and | came
back to get some money. It belongs
to me.”

The headlights of a fast-moving
car swung into the driveway. Guy
Caldwell's cheeks twitched and he
stiffened. “That's Henderson now,”
Val said. “You'd better give up
without— "

The boy leaped like a cat, his out-
stretched hands reaching for Val's
throat. The detective saw him com-
ing, but it was too late to duck. He
braced himself, clubbed his gun and
aimed the butt at the side of Cald-
well's head. There was a dull, hol-
low thud as metal struck bone. Cald-
well collapsed in a heap, shuddered
and lay still. Val stepped over him
to the desk and studied the buff blot-
ter that partially covered the pol-
ished surface. He tore off a small
piece of it when he found what he
wanted, dropped it into his pocket.
He was about to proceed to the
upper floor when he heard the sharp
crack of a dry twig outside the door.
Backing into a corner he crouched
down. The door swung open, but
nobody entered. Val's finger tight-
ened on the gun trigger as he saw a
foot feel for the step. The next

instant Jason Horton lunged into the
room, pointing his shotgun. The
body on the floor threw him off
guard for a split second, but it was
time enough. Val came out of the
shadows.

“Drop that gun, Horton!”

The kennel manager looked up,
raised the deadly weapon and pointed
it at Val Vernon’s chest. The small
room shook with the explosion of a
shot but no smoke curled from the
muzzle of Jason Horton’'s gun. It
was Val's automatic that sent gray
wisps to the ceiling.

T7AL VERNON faced a strangely

assorted company in the living-
room of the Caldwell house. Claire’s
left arm was in a sling and Guy wore
a turban of bandage. Dolly For-
rester was still wearing her pink silk
negligee, but her husband was fully
dressed and fuming. Raynor Wick-
ham stood at the arched entrance
holding his gun ready while Hender-
son, the chief of detectives, watched
the proceedings, chewingon a match-
stick. Only one face was missing—
the kennel manager’s.

“As you all must realize by this
time,” Val said, “it was Jason Hor-
ton who murdered Miss Caldwell.
Fate, rather than the law, has seen
to it that he paid for his crime. He
turned to the Canadian dog breeder.
“Mr. Forrester, you and your wife
arrived here yesterday aftemon at

Miss Caldwell’s invitation. You
planned to buy some dogs, is that
right?”

“Yes,” sullenly.

“You made an offer of $5,000 for
Toffingham 11 which was refused.
Did you plan to pay for the dog by
cash or check?”
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“1 always pay cash.”

“Then, of course, you have the
money with you. May | see it?”

Forrester paled. “I1 don't see
where it's any of your damn’ busi-
ness!”

“You will— shortly. May | see
the money?”

“No.”

“You're obstructing justice, Mr.
Forrester! In this country that hap-
pens to be a punishable offense.”

Henderson came over. “Show
him the money, Mister.”

Forrester brought out a fat wallet,
flipped it open. “Here, does that
satisfy you?”

“May | see one of the hundred
dollar bills?”

The Canadian tried to get the
wallet back into his pocket, but Hen-
derson was too quick. Fie snatched
it from his hands, removed a hun-
dred dollar bill and handed it to
Val.

“You can’'t do that!” Forrester
screamed. “ 1 know my rights!”

Val reached into his pocket and
brought out a sheaf of bills— all new
currency like the one from For-
rester's wallet. Fie compared the
serial numbers. “Just as | thought.”
He waved the sheaf of currency.
“This money— two thousand dollars
—was hidden in a drawer in Jason
Horton’'s room. Do you know how
he happened to have it, Mr. For-
rester?”

“Flow should | know? This is an
outrage I”

“I'm afraid you know too well
because you gave Jason Horton the
money! The numbers are from the
same series as your bill'! Now, do
you want to toll us your story?”

“1 have nothing to tell!”

Val smiled. “Then I'll tell it. You
made an offer to Miss Caldwell for
the dog. She turned you down. Evi-
dently you had previous acquaint-
ance with Jason Florton and so you
approached him with a proposition
to get the dog for you in return for
two thousand in cash. | assume he
did. Where is Toffingham 11?”

Forrester snickered. “Dead and
buried! Wouldn't | be the sap to
pay for a dead dog!”

“You didn't. You paid for a live
one! The dog that was poisoned
was not Toffingham 11!”

Claire Caldwell started. Hender-

son's eyes narrowed. “You're
crazy!” Forrester snapped.
“Not so crazy, Mr. Forrester.

ITorton had to think of some way
of getting Toffingham 11 for you so
he substituted another setter with
the identical markings. He poisoned
its food and together with Miss
Caldwell, buried the animal. It was
snowing at the time and evidently
the dead dog’'s fur became wet.
Horton, in order to duplicate Tof-
fingham 11's markings on the spuri-
ous setter, had used stove blacking.
Some of it came off on Brenda Cald-
well’s hands. It seems to have taken
her two hours to decide what the
black on her fingers represented. No
doubt she discussed it with Jason
Horton, but he had no logical reason
and she probably suspected chica-
nery. She called me at midnight from
the kennel office. | know that be-
cause | have here the piece of the
desk blotter on which she wrote my
telephone number.

“Horton, when he realized a de-
tective was being summoned, got
panicky. He offered to drive Miss
Caldwell into town to meet me.



BLUE RIBBON MURDER 23

Either en route or when he reached
Cedarville, he killed her and walked
back here to tell her sister he had
heard acar going out.”

Forrester's thick lips were dry.
“You can't prove | gave him any
money. Where's the real dog?”

“That worried you, too, Mr. For-
rester. So much so that your promis-
cuous wife doped Guy Caldwell’s
drink and hurried over to the ken-
nel office to find out what Horton
had done with Toffingham 11. In all
probability we'll find the dog crated
in the woods or hidden in some
shack. Unfortunately, although you
are morally responsible for Brenda
Caldwell's death, the law can do
nothing to you. | would suggest,
however, that you get out of here as
fast as you can before something
happens to you!”

“Drink, Disorderly, and Dead”

rpHE Forresters had gone. Hen-
“m derson and Raynor Wickham
loaded Jason Horton's body into the
tonneau of a car and drove away.
For a long time the living room was
heavy with silence. Then Val said:
“Might as well drive back now.
Dawn’s coming up.”

There were tears in Claire Cald-
well's eyes, but she blinked them
away. “Can't you stay on for a few
days? We'd so love to have you.”

Guy Caldwell rose. Overnight he
seemed to have gained stature and
maturity. “1I'm going to bed,” he
said. “See you in the morning, Mr.
Vernon.”

Alone with the detective, Claire
looked up at him. “You'll stay,
won't you?”

There was no refusing the invita-
tion in her eyes.
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S JOE KENT knocked
at the door his hat
tipped ahead nicely by
itself and covered his
left eye. He gave a

startled look at the round hole that
had suddenly appeared in the door
at head level, and then heard the
flat spang of a i-ifle. Ele let out
a yelp and dropped to the porch
floor, and Charley Morris said, from
behind him :

“Hey Joe!
gum”

Kent was crawling backward, not
taking time to turn around. He went
down the steps like a frightened crab,
saying:

“It was a gun.”

He fell down the last two porch
steps and scuttled for a sheltering

That sounded like a
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bush, and then took stock of things.
He really hadn't had time before
for this.

One of the two newspaper men
with him was Charley Morris, who
looked like a well-dressed Cupid.
Charley was standing upright and
was staring around with a stupid ex-
pression on his chubby face. The
other, Abe Goldstein, lean and sar-
donic and looking like a rag-picker's
advertisement, was already under the
bushes on the opposite side of the
walk.

Abe said: “Get down, Charley,
get down! | heard that slug hit the
door. Get down, you dope.”

Hymie Schultz, cab driver and
Kent's part-time helper, called from



Take Nothing

By ROGER TORREY

Kent was usually sus-
ceptible to ladies with
lure; but he couldn 'tfall
for this girl who was
callous to the torture-
death of her own
mother. She wasjust

a lovely bum and

he had a mur-

der to solve

"She tries to shoot him with
Joey's gun, after all he does
for her!”
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his hack: “Hey, Joey boy! Was
that meant for us? Hey, Joey?”
“For me” Kant called back.

It finally dawned on Charley
Morris that he was a possible target.
Fie wailed and fell on top of Abe
Goldstein, who had a hand stepped
on in the excitement. Goldstein
started talking about this, profanely,
and then Kent got up from the
ground and ran around the corner
of the house. He was stooping al-
most double and his gun was in his
hand. Charley Morris started to
follow, but Goldstein caught him by
the ankle and yanked him back down
again and said:

“Hey, dope! You got to cross
the walk to get there. Don’t give
the guy a target.”

Hymie Schultz, with a sublime dis-
regard of the hidden marksman,
clambered from his cab and dashed
around the house in the direction
Kent had taken. He had a tire iron
in his hand, and he called to the two
newspaper men as he passed them:

“l1 heard it, the same as Joey
heard it. It was a door slamming
in the back of the place, somewhere,
you guys.”

Goldstein said:
door.”

“To hell with the

TT WAS five minutes before Kent
and Hymie got back. Kent
called from the corner of the house:
“Hey! You guys come over, one
at a time. We got something here.”
Goldstein looked at the wide walk
between the sheltering bushes on the
other side and said:

“Not me. |I've been shot at be-
fore. What you got?”
Kent said: “She’'s dead.”

Goldstein said: “Well, in that

case,” and made the dash across the
walk with no further argument, to
be followed a moment later by
Charley Morris. Goldstein was
calm and cool but Morris was the
exact opposite. Morris panted out:

“Jeese! It's like the Wild West.
Like shooting galleries.”

Kent showed them all the hole
through the crown of his hat and
said bitterly: “It cost me seven-fifty
only day before yesterday. An inch
lower and it would have creased me.
It's somebody on that hill across the
road sniping at us.”

“But why?” Morris asked, in a
bewildered voice.

Kent said: “Well, for one reason,
there was somebody in the house.
The guy across the road didn’'t want
us to find him there and we didn't.
He ran out the back while we were
playing hide and seek in the bushes.”

“1 wasn't playing hide and seek in
the bushes, joey boy,” said Hymie.
“1 was just sitting in the hack wait-
ing for you guys, is all.”

“Shut up,” said Kent. “Well,
anyway, the gal's inside and she's
dead and somebody was going
through the house. You boys get
headlines— it's that kind of a mur-
der.”

Goldstein said: “I1 kneiv there
was something wrong when that
dame didn’t answer her door. Any
time that dame passed up a chance
for a write-up there’'s bound to be
something the matter.”

Charley Morris said: “That's
why we got you to come along with
us, Joey. A cop, even if he is only
a private cop, can get into places a
newspaper man can’t crack.”

“1 should have known better than
to come along, too, you lug,” Kent
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said. “Now I'm out a seven dollar
and a half hat. Besides getting
damned near scared to death. May-
be one of you guys can put it on the
old expense account. Hey? If |
hadn’'t come here with you 1I'd still
have it, wouldn't 1?”

“Maybe,” said Goldstein cau-
tiously. “Now maybe. Now my
brother-in-law has got a clothing
store and he’s got as good a stock
as anybody in town. Now maybe if
you'd buy it from him and if Charley
will go halves with me why . . .”

Joe Kent agreed to buy the hat
from Goldstein’s brother-in-law, if
and providing Abe and Charley
Morris got the deal through on their
expense accounts.

And then he led the way into the
house, through the open back door.

TVTISS ARLENE ADAMS was in

the big room at the right of
the main hall that led through the
house. She was in a chair, tied
there by wrists and ankles and with
an added piece of rope around her
shoulders to keep her upright. Her
head had slumped forward on her
chest, but Kent, by stooping, could
see her face. Lie said:

“Somebody’s certainly beat hell
out of her.”

And then he looked around and
saw Morris and Goldstein lighting
for possession of the phone. Abe
got it and frantically dialed, calling
back over his shoulder at Kent:

“How's this for a headline,
Joey? Attacked, then murdered I”

Kent said: “Well, you work for
that kind of a paper— 1 don't sup-
pose anybody’s going to dispute the
facts.”

Charley Morris wailed to Gold-

stein: “We're in this together— how
d'ya get that way? You grabbed
that phone right out of my hand.”

Goldstein began talking rapidly
into the phone and Kent said: “Let
it go, Charley—you’'ll have next
turn. I've already called the cops.
You boys had better figure a reason
for calling me in on this. The cops
are going to want to know why you
thought there was something wrong.
Llave you guys got that figured
out?”

Goldstein was talking with his
city editor. He waved a hand at
Kent and said: “Shh-sh, Joey! That
part of it'- okey,” and went on with
his phoning, and Kent gave a dis-
gusted snort and muttered: “Damn’
ghouls!” and went back to his in-
spection of the dead woman.

Arlene AdaiYis had been on the
stage, twenty years before, and she'd
apparently been made up for the big
love scene in Act. 3. She wore a
negligee that featured black lace
with a trimming of ostrich plume,
and her face had been made up to
almost an enameled state. But the
negligee had been almost entirely
torn from her and the bruises she’'d
acquired blotched dully under the
rouge and powder. . . . She bulged
where she’'d once curved and to Kent
she was just pitiful.

He’'d noticed her at different times
in night clubs, always squired by a
too young and too good-looking
man, and he had put her down for
a fat old fool buying the romance
she’d lost with her youth. She
looked now like a female Buddha—
a Buddha staring down at her own
bulging lap.

And then he noticed her hands,
tied to the arms of the chair, and
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he whitened a little and said:

“You guys! Look at this.”

It was then Charley Morris’ turn
at the phone. Abe Goldstein went
over and Hymie Schultz, from the
doorway, said brightly:

“Yar, Joey boy, but I don't like
to look at dead women. | like mine
alive and up and coming. What's
it, Joey?”

Joe Kent waved toward the body
and headed toward a stand that
plainly was intended to hold liquor.
His heavy beard showed black
against his cheeks, and Hymie asked:

“Hey, Joey boy! You sick— you
look all white?”

Kent waved again toward the
body and poured himself a heavy
drink. He took this down and
gagged and said:

“I'm sick. Take a look at the
old girl's hands.”

Goldstein looked and rushed for
the phone. He shoved the indignant
Morris away from it, dialed his own
office, and blurted out:

“Hey! Abe again! Change that
lead-—because there’s a torture angle
here. Somebody burned the Adams
woman’s fingers. It looks like they
held matches under 'em.”

Hymie Schultz had also looked.
He said: “The dirty stinkers!” and
headed for the whiskey bottle.

CHAPTER 11

'The Other Story

HE State Police, the
Sheriff, and a lot of their
technical assistants came
—and found nothing.
They searched the hill
from where the rifle bullet had been
fired, to no avail, and they took Abe

Goldstein and Charley Morris apart
and put them together again with
as little result. They left both Kent
and Hymie Schultz alone, after both
Goldstein and Morris had explained
why Kent had been asked to go
along with them.

Arlene Adams had been an ac-
tress, or rather a show girl. One
of the glorified kind. She’d married
money— and her husband had died.
She'd repeated and her second hus-
band had divorced her. Which had
been a most expensive thing for him.
She'd married for the third time—
an equally wealthy man— and this
fortunate one had died of heart
trouble six months afterward. It
had been a hectic six months for
him, if the columnists could be be-
lieved.

Arlene had then retired in her
glory—and with an infamous col-
lection of friends—to a country
home her first husband had be-
gueathed her— and the friends had
gradually drifted away. Again ac-
cording to the columnists, Arlene
was hard to get along with while in
her cups— and she was in them fre-
guently.

Kent listened while the Sheriff
wormed out this information from
Goldstein and Morris, and bright-
ened when the Sheriff asked:

“What was all the rush about
you guys seeing her? When nobody
answered the. door -what made you
think something was tvrong and go
get a private cop ?”

Goldstein looked at Kent, and
Kent saw the drooped eyelid. Gold-
stein said glibly: “It's like this,
Sheriff. The old gal was nuts about
publicity. Good or bad it didn't
make any difference— just as long as
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she was in the papers. We called
her up and told her we were com-
ing out and she was just tickled to
death about it.”

“She didn’t die from being tickled
to death,” the Sheriff said. “You
saw her—you should know that.”

Goldstein sure™ looked properly
abashed. *“I1 didn't mean rt that way
— | was just talking along. “Well,
anyway, when wc came out and she
didn't answer the bell, we thought
maybe something was wrong. We
thought we'd get help on it so we
picked up Joe Kent”

“Why didn’t you call my office?”

Goldstein shrugged. “You know
why. We thought we might have
a story. If we called you every
newspaper man in the country would
have come along. We wanted it
alone— besides we weren't sure any-
thing zvas wrong.”

“And that's all?”

“That’'s all.”

“Why would anybody shoot at
you?”

“1 told you we heard a door slam
at the back of the house,” Kent said.
“But by the time | got there, nobody
was in sight. The guy on the hill
shot at us so his partner would have
time enough to get out of the place.
I went through the house then and
found Miss Adams. Somebody had
shaken the house down in a big way

. . wc broke that up.”

The Sheriff grumbled: “1 can see
that,” and looked around the dis-
ordered room. Drawers were pulled
out with their contents strewn on the

floor, the carpet was pulled up
around the edges, pictures were
awry, and the whole room showed

that an extensive search had been
made. Kent said:

“l don’t know what they were
looking for, but they didn't get any
dope from the old girl or they
wouldn’t have had to turn the whole
place upside down and over. |
wonder what it was T*

He was facing Goldstein again
and again he caught the warning
wink. He added, smoothly:

“Somebody probably thought she
had a bunch of money or jewelry or
something like that around.”

The Sheriff said that was prob-
ably the answer— and then they
heard the startled shout from the
basement.

HIS time it was Arlene

Adams’ personal maid,

Felice. She’d been hit

in the forehead with the

hatchet found by her
body— and her fingers showed she'd
gone through the same burning tor-
ture Arlene had suffered. The Cor-
oner said:

“Miss Adams died of heart fail-
ure. Her heart wasn't strong— I
understand she drank heavily— and
she died of fear and shock without
guestion. But here, apparently, the
victim was killed with intent.”

Kent said: “What's the differ-
ence? It's murder, just the same.
They were both Killed, weren't they?
One’s murder in the eyes of the law
just as much as the other one, isn't
it?”

The Coroner agreed to this. Kent
turned to the Sheriff. He asked:
“All right if | go back to town?
I'll be back for the inquest, of
course.”

The Sheriff agreed and Kent went
to Hymie's cab. Both Goldstein
and Morris followed, after an argu-
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ment with the Sheriff, and Kent
sighed and settled himself in his seat
and said:

“I'm off you two birds for life.
I don’t mind a plain ordinary mur-
der— much—but | draw the line at
this torture killing stuff. There was
no reason for it.”

Morris said thoughtfully: “Hell,
there wasn't a reason for the Kill-
ings. You certainly didn't believe
that yarn | gave the law and order,
did you? What d'ya think we went
to see the old gal about?”

“How7would | know?”

Goldstein leaned forward impres-

sively. “Did you know she had a
daughter? Did you know she had
a son? That's what we went to see
her about. Ain’'t that something?”

“What have they got to do with
it?”
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“Plenty.”

“Why didn’'t you tell the Sheriff
about 'em, then?”

Goldstein  looked complacent.
“And maybe have him spoil what
may mean plenty’ to Charley and
me? Hell, no! D’ya think we're
nuts? We want to work it out our-
selves— and keep it to ourselves un-
til we break it.”

TT'ENT said: “As soon as | get
*@' to a phone I'm going to call
the Sheriff and tell him this. That
woman was tortured and so was her
maid. If the son and daughter had
anything to do with it, the Sheriff's
going to know about it right now.”

“Now Joe, don't go off half
cocked,” said Morris. “We want

you to help us on it—you can do
more than the Sheriff can, right at
this stage of the game. That's why
we wanted you to go along with us.
We want you to break it—all we
want is to know exactly what's go-
ing on.”

“What's the son and daughter
got to do with it?”

Goldstein said: “The daughter
hasn't got a thing to do with it
She’s the oldest— she was Jam’s kid.
Jarn was Arlene’s first husband—
the one that died. She’'s supposed
to marry George Pall this fall, some-
time, according to my society editor.
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This Pall is a big time playboy. But
the boy ... oh, my!”

Hymie turned in his seat and
asked: “Where you guys want to
go, hey? Joey boy,,d’ya want to go
to the hotel or to go and see this gal
you've been chasing around with
lately. You know who | mean, the
new one. Not the blond— 1 mean
the one with black hair.”

“lYagh!” said Morris. “Women!
She got a friend, Joe?”

Hymie said to Morris: “If she
had, guy, Joey wouldn’t introduce
you to her. He’'d be after her him-
self on account of making up a
harem. No one at a time stuff for
Joey, I'll say.”

Kent said: “What's the rush to
drop me, anyway?”

“It’s like this, Joey,” Hymie said.
“l got a date myself. | can't be
riding you guys all over town. And
who’s going to pay me for this trip,
joey, on account of gas costs money.
To say nothing of oil and wear on
good tires and my time. Hey, who
pays?”

Kent said: “The newspapers will
pay you, Hymie. Of course you got
to collect it, which is a trick in itself.
Now Abe, what's this you were say-
ing about the boy. Arlene’s boy, |
mean.”

“It's like this,” said Goldstein.
“The Kkid was supposed to belong
to Oliver Williams; that's the sec-
ond husband— the one that divorced
her. The one that's still alive. The
boy was supposed to have been born
a year after her marriage to Wil-
liams; 1 checked it with the Bureau
of Vital Statistics. Part of her di-
vorce agreement with Oliver was
that he should keep the boy. Got
that straight? The girl’s by her

first husband and the boy's by the
second.

“1 get it.”

“All right now. Tt comes out
there’s a doubt about who is the
boy's father. Arlene told Oliver
she could prove the boy belonged
to her first husband, who died be-
lore the boy was bom. We got wind
of it and that's why we wanted to
see her.”

“What's the difference? And
why did she tell Oliver the boy was
his in the first place?”

“rpHAT’S where the money angle

comes in. Her first husband
left the baby that xvas already bom
— that’s the girl, you understand—
one hundred and eighty thousand
bucks. The rest went to Arlene.
But the will also provided that if
another child was born to them, the
child was also to got a hundred and
eighty thousand. Which means that
if Arlene could pass her first hus-
band’s kid off on her second, she'd
save herself a hundred and eighty
grand. She wouldn’t have to give
the kid what was coming to it from
the first husband because the Kkid
would belong to the next husband
Clear?”

“How come this Williams didn't
know whether the kid was his or
not? Couldn't he read a calendar?”

Goldstein looked pained. He said
carefully: “Now Joey! Charley
and | have put in a lot of work on
this and we've gone over every-
thing. Williams happened to be in
Europe at the time this kid was
born. For months before and for
months afterward. Some business
deal— Charley and | dug it out of
the files— he was front page stuff at
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that time. Now look how perfect
it is. She was married to Williams
and the boy gave her a hold on him.
She could do better with him when
she or he got a divorce— she could
use the kid as a club on him. It
gave her the hundred and eighty
grand that her first husband had left
the kid, that is, in case the kid was
born. It provided a hundred and
eighty grand for any possible issue
of the marriage— the girl got hers
and the boy didn't. She had every
reason to pass the kid off on Wil-
liams.”

“Then what was she squawking
about it to him now for? It's all
over— he’s got the boy. If she'd
made a fuss she’d have been the one
in bad, wouldn't she?”

“Now look,” Goldstein said. “I
don't know why she did. Maybe
she was broke and thought she could
shake him down? He'd pay to
avoid a scandal. Maybe she figured
he was nuts about the kid and would
give her dough to keep her mouth
shut about him not being the father?
I'm no mind reader— all |1 know is
we got a lead and we worked on it.”

“Where'd you get the lead?”

“It don't make any difference but
we got it from the sister's maid.
She called us up and askecl if a bit
of scandal like that would be worth
anything and we gave her fifty bucks

for it. |1 guess maybe the sister's
trying to find out if she’'s got a full
brother or a halt brother— I don't
know.”

Hymic said, from the front seat:
“Hey, Joey boy, we're in town. You
want out at the hotel or at the new
lady’s. D 'ya want out here on some
corner, you guys? Hey, what about
it?”

Kent said: “Let us all out at the
hotel. | don’t get the idea, Hymie.
What's all the rush?”

“1 tell you, Joey, | got a date
with an angel. With a honey, no
less. She's got everything.”

“D’'ya mean that, guy?” asked
Goldstein, in an interested voice.
“D’ya mean that? She's really got
everything?”

Hymie said firmly: “Every-
thing.”

“Money?”

“No money,” said Hymie, not so
firmly.

Goldstein said: “Oh, helll |

thought 1'd go along, but there’s no
use if she hasn't got any dough. I'm
damned if 1'd pay my own way. Let
me out with Kent.”

Hymie said: “1 wasn't going to
take you along, anyway. | intro-
duced myself out of too many girls
already, in my time. Yar! Too
many times | done that.”

Kent said: “Here’'s the hotel.
Come on up to the room and have
a drink, you guys. | want to hear
you tell me more about this screwy
mess.”

CHAPTER 111

Visitor with Chips

OE KENT lived in the
farthest room down the
left hand corridor, on the
fourth floor of the Hotel
Waldron. After three

drinks around and half an hour's
further talk, he walked back to the
elevator with Morris and Goldstein,
and he said to the first:

“Lord, Charley, 1 wish to God
you'd get a suit of clothes that didn’'t
make you look as though you were
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keeping book in the back room of
some cigar store.”

Goldstein said: “Charley, if you
want, I'll take you down and meet
my brother-in-law. He can fix you
up good— nothing shoddy but an
honest value.”

“You took me down there once

when | was drunk,” said Morris.
“Once was plenty.”
Kent said: “Well, I'll check into

this business as soon as | can. And
if you guys have as many feelers out
on it as you say you have, you should
get a line on where she had safety
deposit boxes and all of that. She
was well known— a lot of people
must've seen her going into banks.”

“We're doing that, Joey,” Gold-
stein said. “She'd certainly have
kept some record of the right birth
date of the boy, and she'd have kept
it safe. She just didn't report it at
once, when she should have, and
then she made a false report. That
is, if we're right on this thing. And
if what she told Oliver Williams
was true.”

Kent grumbled: “1 don't see why
he’s so worried about it. If the kid
isn't his, why should he want him?
I've heard about him and | wouldn’t
have him as a gift. Not young
Williams. Not that louse.”

Charley Morris giggled and said:
“There’s no accounting for tastes,
like the old lady said when she
kissed the cow. Maybe Oliver just
happens to like heels, like the kid is.”

“And I'm interested in the daugh-
ter, too,” said Kent. “You say she's
going to be married to young Pall
and in my book, young Pall is an-
other heel. Have you talked to the
girl or just to the maid?”

“We talked to the maid at the

office. The girl don't know any-
thing about that— she’'d fire her if
she knew the gal was giving out that
kind of information. We talked to
the girl, too, didn't we, Abe.”
Goldstein Kkissed his finger tips
and blew the kiss in the air from

them. He said, in an enthusiastic
way:
“Ah-h-h! If it wasn't for what

my old mother would say if |
brought home a goy, would 1 like
to bring that one home.”

Charley Morris said: “You're
drunk, Abe. Or you'd know she
wouldn’'t even look at you. Now
me . . . why Joey, we got along to-
gether right from the start.”

Goldstein laughed and walked
into the elevator. He leered at
Kent, jerked a thumb toward
Charley Morris, and said confiden-
tially:

“And now he thinks he's a lady’s
man. The next damn’ thing he'll
think he's maybe a newspaper man.”

Kent heard them wrangling
through the closing elevator doors,
and he grinned and muttered to
himself: “The two fools!” He
walked back to his room, went
through the door he'd left open for
his return from the elevator, and
whirled when someone said from,
behind him:

“Well, Pally I’

XT'ENT saw a dark, thin man

standing flat against the wall at
the side of the door. The man wore
a pleasant smile, had a hearty con-
fident voice, but his eyes were a light
and slaty gray and looked as hard
as glass. He held a small automatic,
negligently pointed at the floor, but
Kent noted the safety was latched
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off and that there was tension in the
finger through the trigger guard.
He said harshly:

“What's die idea, Jack?”

“The name’s Collins, friend. |
just came in to give you a chance to
get a new set of money. That's all,
Pally.”

“Going to force it on me with a
gun, hunh?”

“Need you be forced?” the thin
man asked, closing the door with his
free hand. “From what |1 hear,
money is the mostest thing you ain’t
got any of. Stop me if you've heard
that one, Pally, I think it was from
Amos and Andy.”

Kent was in shirt sleeves and his
gun was in its shoulder rig, lying on
the dresser. Beside it a bottle of
Four Roses and a tray with ice and
a siphon botde on it. He looked at
these and grumbled:

“Held up in my room by a guy
that wants to give me money. That
should call for adrink.” He ambled
toward the dresser and the thin man
drawled at him:

“Make me one, too. | got
thirsty, waiting around the hall until
your friends had gone. | took the
shells out of that young cannon
you're so anxious about, just in case
you've got ideas.”

Kent said: “You win,” and
poured out two drinks. He re-
treated with his to a chair, waved at
another, well across the room, and
said:

“You might as well sit down and
tell me about it. Your drink’'s on
the dresser. You don't have to
worry; I'm not walking into any
gun.”

“Now that's smart, Pally,” the
man said, securing his highball.

“Now that's what | call smart. I'm
trying to be smart, myself, which is
why I'm giving you a chance to cut
in.”

“Just how? And in what?”
roHE man waved a hand— the

hand that held the drink. The
other, the gun hand, was resting
easily on his knee with the muzzle
pointing at the floor between him
and Kent. It could be tipped up
from there very fast, as Kent well
knew. The man said:

“Now look, Pally! Those two
dopes that took you out to the old
girl's place this afternoon have
maybe got something, f think may-
be they have. Now you're in with
them, see. Now suppose you and
I, we get together. You'll know
what they know just as soon as they
know it. We get first crack at what
turns up— just you and 1.”

Kent said: “Tell me something.
How is it that you talk like a mugg
part of the time and then forget
yourself and use good English?
What did you do— take a corre-
spondence school course or some-
thing?”

“Hardly, Pally, hardly.” The
thin man grinned. *“1 had a couple
of years of college— and it might
surprise you to know which one.
But a dead life, Pally. No excite-
ment at all. Life's never dull for
me now— except possibly for the few
short months, now and then, when
a jury of my so-called peers disposes
of my time against my wishes. If
you see what | mean. A man can
only be lucky so long at a time.”

“A loser, eh?”

“But not on this deal,” the man
said, losing his grin.  “I1'm in it too
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deep to lose out now. Are you with
me or against me?”

“You'll have to give me more
than you have,” said Kent. “lI’'ve
got to know more than that. |
won't work blind with anybody.”

“The hell you won't—you're
working blind right now. What in
hell d'ya think the old girl was
worked over for? Who the hell
d'ya suppose had that done? Speak
out, Pally, if you know so much.
What screwy yam did the two wise
boys give you?”

Kent decided the thin man would
surely know about the question of
the dead woman’s son’s birth date
and he could see no harm in men-
tioning it. He did, saying:

“] take it there’s a question of
just who young Williams’ papa is.
They're trying to find out and I'm
helping on it.”

The thin man laughed. “And
d'ya think old man Williams had
her knocked off to keep her from
making trouble about that? He'd
like to know the truth, all right, but
he wouldn’'t go that far to find it
Hell, man, there’'s money behind
this. Money for you and for me.
The money her first husband left
her. The money that will come to
this son, if it can be proved her first

husband was his father instead of
Williams. That's what's behind
it.”

“How do ive get the money?”

“We don’t. Not at first. Young
Williams does. Then we get it
from him. Now d’ya begin to un-
derstand?”

Kent felt a little sick. He said
slowly: “I1 take it then, that young
Williams was back of having his
mother worked over. As well as

the maid. And that you figure you
can shake him down for money on
the strength of it. | still don't see
why the maid was killed.”

“She’'d been with the old girl
twenty-five years, that's why. She
was with her when the kid was bom.
She knew too damned much. Now
do you go along with me? Do you
work with those two guys and the
cops until you find out where the old
gal kept her dough and the stuff
about the kid? Do we tip off the
kid then and take him for the works,
when he puts in his claim for the

dough that's his from his real
father?”
“An even split?”
“Even-Stephen.”
“What about who's in it with

you? You weren't alone out there.”

rpHE thin man showed his teeth.

“Let him look out for himself.
I'm the guy that followed you here
from the old gal’s house. I'm the
guy that found out who you were and
doped out your angle on the thing.
I’'m the guy that doped out the play.
And I'm the guy that's coming out
of the deal with a peck of money.
Now do we play?”

“1'll make another drink,” said
Kent, standing and going to the
dresser. Hd picked up the siphon
bottle, which was new and fully
charged, and turned, shaking the
bottle as he did. He said doubt-
fully:

“Now I don't know. The hell of
it is about the maid and the old girl
getting knocked over. That's mur-
der, and juries are SO0 narrow-
minded about it. | could be charged
with accomplice after the fact and
I could do a lot of time for it. Of
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course, if there's enough in it
why ..."

“There's a hundred and eighty
grand in it. Beside whatever else the
old gal put away on top of that.
She told old man Williams it was
that much.”

Kent shook the siphon bottle
gently. “But why should she tell
him? She'd have to give it up to
the boy, wouldn’'t she?”

The thin man shrugged and
grinned. “Hell, how do | know
why she told him? It don't make
sense but maybe she didn’t have any.
She didn't tell ns anything, | can tell
you that.”

Kent decided the siphon bottle had
had about all the shaking it could
stand without blowing up. He
pressed down on the lever and the
foaming water squirted out, catching
the thin man in the eyes. He ducked
back, dropping his highball glass and
pawing at his eyes, and Kent heaved
the bottle itself at him and followed
it up, reaching for the automatic.

The bottle had caught the thin man
on the chest and then had dropped to
the floor, and Kent stumbled over
this and went to his knees. He
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pawed out at the man in front of
him, and the man reached down and
slammed the side of his gun against
Kent's jaw.

And Kent went down and out.

CHAPTER 1V

Lovely Bum

E CAME back to life

and found himself lying

f over the siphon bottle

WAand for a moment he

didn't know where he

was and couldn't remember what

had gone before. And then he

groaned and arched himself and

hauled the bottle from beneath him.

Then Hymie Schultz said, from the
open door:

“Yar, Joey boy!
hey?”

Kent felt his swollen jaw and man-
aged to sit up. He didn’'t answer,
but the look he turned on Hymie
must have meant something to him,
because Hymie said, in an injured
voice:

“Well, hell, Joey boy, here you
are, rolling around on the floor like
you was playing with the Kkiddies,
only there ain't no kiddies. How'm
I to know you’'re not falling down
drunk?”

Kent said: “Shut up!” and stag-
gered to his feet and to the dresser.
He poured himself a quarter tum-
bler full of straight whiskey and
downed it rapidly, and Hymie com-
plained :

“Hey, Joey boy! Am | an orphan
or am | an orphan ?”

Kent groaned again and motioned
toward the whiskey bottle. He stag-
gered to the bed and sat down, and
asked, without caring:

You drunk,

“What happened to you? |
thought you had a date.”

“Yar, Joey boy, | had one. But
the tramp must've thought | was
made of money, Joey, 'cause she says
she wants to go and eat and then go
out and drink and dance at the
Trianon. The first thing she says
this. Me, at the Trianon, Joey boy,
where | understand it costs you two
bucks and a half to sit at one of the
tables even. So | say to her, Joey
boy, just like this. | say Tf you
want to go to the Trianon, Skibooch,
you go to the Trianon. By yourself,
see. And you know where you can
go after that. So she tells me how
I'm a cheap lug, Joey boy, and she
says to hell with me and | walk out
on her. So then | think that maybe
you want to go riding some more to-
night and | come back and come up-
stairs and here you are doing tricks
on the floor. Say, will them guys
pay me for this afternoon, Joey boy,
or is that just a stall about them put-
ting the bite on their expense ac-
counts ?”

rroew r o Said: “You're giving me

a headache,” and waved toward
the whiskey bottle. He was still
caressing his aching jaw, and Elymie
saw the swelling, already starting to
show, and said anxiously:

“Hey! You hurt?
bop you?”

“Somebody did,” agreed Kent.
“And like a fool | just the same as
asked them to do it.”

“How'’s that,” asked Hymie, bris-
tling. “Who done it, Joey boy? You
tell me who done it and I'll look him
up for you. | ain’t working tonight,
any way, and I'm sort of sore be-
sides, on account of being stood up

Somebody
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on my date. 1'd just as soon look
up the guy as not. Or rather. Who
done it, Joey hoy?”

Kent waved at him for silence and
picked up the phone. He got Mar-
tha Waring’'s number and then Mar-
tha, who was the blackheaded girl
ITymie had spoken of to Goldstein
and Morris. Kent's current flame—
or at least the strongest. He said:

“What d'ya know about a gal
named Alice Jarn, hon?”

“What about her?” Martha said.
“Is that why you didn’t call me, the
way you were supposed to do?”

“I'm not fooling, Kkitten.
really business.”

Martha's voice came thin and
clear over the wire. “Well, | hear
she's supposed to marry George
Pall. She's pretty— I've seen her
and | know that for sure. And the
lady is a tramp, if that means any-
thing to you. And knowing you, |
don't doubt in the least but what it
does.”

“I'm not fooling, hon, it's busi-
ness. Don't go kitty-cat on me now.”

“That's about all I know about
her. Hcr mother was Arlene Ad-
ams, who was an actress. The girl's
father left her quite a bit of money,
which she's spent. Pier mother was
just killed— I just read it in the pa-
pers. Are you mixed up in that,
Joe? Is that it?”

“And how, lover. And how!”

“Your voice sounds funny. Is any-
thing the matter or are you just
drunk?”

Kent felt of his jaw. “Well, out-
side of just about getting my jaw
broken— because of losing my tem-
per in the wrnong place— | feel just
swell. Of course | can't talk and
I probably won't be able to eat any-

It's

thing but soup for a week or so, but
outside of that 1| feel just fine. It
should be a lesson to me— 1 should
never lose my temper and start some-
thing | can't finish.”

“Oh, Joe! What happened?”

Kent said: “Well, | got thinking
about Arlene Adams having her fin-
gers burned while she was tied in a
chair. And of how her maid went
through the same sort of perform-
ance before being hit in the head
with an ax. | didn’t think anything
about Arlene being attacked, be-
cause | don’'t doubt but that she
didn't mind that. But | thought of
the other and of how one of the men
who did it was sitting right in front
of me. So | started to play hero
and played merry hell doing it
That's about all there was to it,
baby.”

“Joe, I'm coming over.”

Kent said: “1 was hoping you
would. Stop at the liquor store and
get some Four Roses on your way
here. What's that, Plvrnie?”

He listened to what Hymie had to
say, then said into the phone: “ Never
mind the hootch, lover. Plymie's
here and he says he’ll be glad to run
the errand. He sounds as though he
wants a drink. He won't stay long
after you get here, sweet.”

The phone said thinly: “1I'll see
that he don't—don’'t you worry
about that.”

A LICE JARN’'S maid let him

into the apartment— and Kent
knew at once why both Goldstein
and Morris had hedged about ad-
mitting where they'd gotten their in-
formation. Knowing the two of
them, he knew that both had de-
signs on their informant— and that
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the designs were surely improper.
She was small and demure and inno-
cent looking— but Kent lost all im-
pression of this innocence when she
rolled her eyes at him. She said:

“Miss Jam is dressing, sir. Will
you wait?”

“Sure,” said Kent. “Now listen
to me. | want to see you just about
as bad as | want to see her. I'm at
the Waldron— Room 468. You just
come up when you’'re through work
tonight— don’t stop at the desk or

anything. It'll be all right— I'll
leave word. It's 468 and my name’s
Kent.”

The maid looked more surprised
than shocked. She finally managed
to get out: “But . . . but I don’t do
things like that. | don't go to
strange men’s rooms.”

“You will mine,” said Kent. “I'm
not such a stranger. | get around
the Evening Press and | get around
the Daily Sun. In fact, | know
where you got fifty bucks for your-
self and a play from both Charley
Morris and Abe Goldstein. I've got
things | want to talk to you about
and | can’'t do it here. So you come
up tonight when you get through
here.”

“1—1
friend.”

“So what! I've got a girl friend
myself. Several of them, if it comes
to that. When are you going off
shift?”

“1t... itwould be between twelve
and two, depending on whether Miss
Jarn brings home anybody with her.
But really— I can’'t do that.”

“I'll look for you between twelve
and two then,” said Kent. “1'd hate
to have to talk to Miss Jarn about
things like fifty dollars. Though |

can't. Il've got a boy

know she'd like to hear about things
like that.”

The girl said: “I'll make it as
soon as | can. It's468. Don't tell
her— she’s a devil.”

She stepped away and hurried in
the other room, and Kent sat down
with a satisfied grin on his face. He
didn’t know the maid’'s name and he
didn’t care— he knew she was pretty.
And he knew she was frightened
... and he wasn't sure but that she'd
have made the appointment without
the threat. She’d been wavering, but
he'd tossed in the threat to make
sure.

Kent hated to be stood up on a
date . . . and he took no unnecessary
chances on it.

iLICE JARN was as

blond as Martha War-

ing was dark and they

were as different in

every other way. Mar-

tha Waring was small and fiery;

Alice Jarn was calm and placid. Kent

liked both types. Looking at Alice,

Kent formed a picture of what her

mother, Arlene Adams, had been

like twenty years before. He de-

cided that Alice Jarn, under her pink

and white exterior, was as hard and

ruthless as her mother had proven

herself to be, and he wasted no words
but said:

“It's about your mother, Miss
Jarn. I'm doing a little research
work on the case and you can help
me out.”

The blond girl said indifferently:
“And if | can, why should 1? May
I ask who you are working for?”

“The Evening Press for one. The
Daily Sun for another. And when
you're working for newspapers you
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can ask for a lot of co-operation and
expect to get it, Miss Jarn.”

Miss Jarn didn’t change expres-
sion while she thought the veiled
threat over. But she said, with her
voice holding not as much reserve:

“Of course I'll be very glad to help
you. But you know | had very lit-
tle to do with my mother. She didn’t
want to bother with me while | was
a child and after I was of age |
didn’'t . . . well, you know something
of my financial affairs, | judge.”

“Some. The papers have ways of
finding such things out.”

“Mother was supposed to be the
trustee of some money my father left
me. She gave me an accounting
when | became of age. It was far
from satisfactory. A person
well hesitates about having
trouble with their own mother about
such a sordid thing as money, but
frankly, the matter would have been
threshed out very shortly in the
courts. It's hard to explain to a third
person, but | felt justified in taking
this action. There are things about
the matter | can't tell you.”

Kent said smoothly: “1 think |
understand. You had reason to be-
lieve the accounting she gave you
wasn't correct.”

“That's exactly it. And it isn't as
though she was ever in any actual
need of the money. Her last two hus-
bands left her amply provided for.
Mother was— well, mother wasn’'t
exactly honest.”

Kent thought of the dead woman
and of her poor burned hands and
suddenly felt he’d heard about all
he could stand. Being human, he
wanted very much to make a play
ior Alice Jarn. But now he had an
almost irresistible urge to slap the

calm and smiling face in front of
him and he had to actually clench
his hands to keep from doing this.
He gritted out:

“The last time | saw your mother,
Miss Jarn, she was dead. She’'d been
horribly tortured and hadn’'t given
out the information the torturers
were after. Her maid had appar-
ently been as faithful . . . and had
been brutally Kkilled after going
through the same tortures your
mother suffered. Can you give me
any reasons why these things hap-
pened?”

HAHE girl said, almost indiffer-

ently: “1 can not. | saw mother
— 1 had to because of someone in
the family having to identify her to
satisfy some legal formality. | real-
ize what occurred. Felice, the maid,
knew nothing. I'm sure of that, even
knowing mother as little as | did.
Mother wasn't the type to confide
in anyone, much less her maid.”

Kent argued: “But the maid had
been with her for so many years.
She'd naturally know a good deal
about your mother’'s business .
she couldn’t help it.”

“You'll forgive me I'm sure— |
don’t care to talk about it. | am go-
ing to make a claim to the estate for
the amount due me from my father,
of course. | feel it's mine and that
I'm entitled to it. | suppose the
papers will have a lot of comment to
make about my action but that can't
be prevented. Of course I will help
you in any way | can if you are try-
ing to find who treated Mother in
that horrible fashion, but there's
nothing that | know that can explain
it. Is there anything else, Mr.
Kent?”
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Kent said, through his teeth:
“Yes, there is. I've got good friends
on the papers and I'm going to make
a particular point in seeing they do
everything but crucify you from here
on out. If you've got any friends,
say good-by to them. I'm going to
see that you're shown up for the dirty
little bum that you are, if it's the last
thing | do in this life.”

Miss Jarn said: “I'm sorry you
feel that way about it. | believe I'm
only doing what's fair to myself.
I've had to look out for myself since
I was a kid . . . my mother didn't do
it for me. I'm naturally bitter about
it. And I can’t see that it's any affair
of yours, one way or the other.”

XT'ENT said: “1 was with the cops
when they looked over your
mother’'s room. She'd kept a scrap
book with everything you've ever
done clipped out and pasted in it
She’'d written comments on most of
them. She’d saved the shoes you
wore when you were a baby. She
was hard in a lot of ways but she
worshiped you— and you talking
about her as though she was the dirt
under your feet. Your own mother.”
“If that's true, why was | raised
by strangers ?”

“You fool!” said Kent, bitterly.
“She knew what a reputation she
had. She knew she was a drunkard,
and man crazy to boot. She knew
what it would do to you, living the
way her own faults forced her to
live. Her reputation kept her away
from the people she wanted you to
know— she let you go to give you a
chance in life. She'd have done bet-
ter to have tossed you in the gutter
where you belong.”

He started toward the door and

Alice Jam called after him softly:
“But that still doesn’t alter the fact
of her taking my money. My money,
not hers.”

+r e~ wWas almost at the door.

He threw back, over his shoul-
der: “You dirty little blond tramp.”
She caught him as he opened it. She
said :

“1 won't let you go like this. You
must stay. There’s things you don’t
know— things | can tell you. Please
— | don't want you to think such
things about me. Let's be friends, at
least, even if we can’'t be more.”

“1 take it you realize what a sob
sister that wanted to throw the har-
poon into you could do to you. That
it?”

The blond girl admitted: “ Partly,
of course. I'm to be married, you
know— | wouldn’t like anything like
that now.”

“How bad wouldn’t you like it?”

“Well, notatall. You know that.
If I could only talk to you— could
only tell you my side of this without
your losing your temper. I'm really
not so bad.”

Kent's mind had been thinking
about two things at the same time.
About how close the blond girl
was to him and how,he wanted to
make love to her in spite of hating
her. And about what the blond girl
might possibly know. He said:

“You're really not so bad, baby,
you're better than good. You've
even got me going—and I'm sup-
posed to be hard-boiled. I'll tell
you— I'm going to be busy tonight.
So we'll make it tomorrow night. |
live at the Waldron— Room 468.
You come up there tomorrow night
—you tell me about what time you'll
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be up right now— and we’ll talk this
over.”
“Why can't you come here?”
“Well, for one thing you're going
to be married and | wouldn't like to
have your sweetie walk in on us. An-

He pawed at the man
and the man readied out
and slammed the side of
the gun against his jaw.

other is, | like my own place best—
it's more home-like, if you know
what | mean.”

“1 know what you mean,”
Miss Jarn.

“Then what time shall we say?”

said

The blond girl studied over this.
She said thoughtfully: “I1've got to
go to a dinner and then to a dance.
I can't go into your hotel wearing a
dancing gown very well— | couldn’t
get out in the morning. So I'll have
to come back here and change. But
I can leave the dance early and it
won't take long to slip into a street
dress. Suppose we say twelve-thirty;
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not later than one. All

“All right.”

The blond girl stood closer and
said: “That tongue lashing you gave
me is a funny start toward love mak-
ing, but I bet we do all right just the
same. What d'ya think?”

“It won't be for the lack of trying
on my part,” said Kent, opening the
door.

Miss Jarn called after him, in a
startled voice: “But | forgot— |
didn’'t ask. I don’t know who you are
— | mean what your name is. How
could I find you if I forgot the room
number.”

Kent ticked off on his fingers,
“The name is Kent, the hotel is the
Waldron, and the room’s 468. You
won't forget?”

She said: “No | won't forget. I'll
be thinking about it all day tomor-
row.”

right?”

CHAPTER V
One Down

OLDSTEIN was wait-
ing at the Waldron for
Kent. He got out of a
lobby chair, hailed him,
and said:

“You hear about it yet?”

“Hear about what?”

“About Charley. They got him
last night about midnight. He went
out of a bar, next to his office, and
two guys ganged him. He’'s in the

hospital.”

“Bad?”

Goldstein looked troubled.
“Plenty bad. Fractured skull. Pos-
sible internal injuries. They let me

see him this morning but he was still
unconscious. And you know how
they breathe when they got a cracked

head, Joe— they sort of wheeze. It
got me— | think a lot of Charley
Morris.”

Kent said: “1 guess maybe some-
body isn't fooling. Well, there's
enough money in this thing not to
fool about. A hundred and eighty
grand and maybe more. The old
gal was killed because she wouldn’t
crack about where it was hid maybe.
And it's all mixed up with this argu-
ment about the boy’s parentage. It's
a sweet mess but I'm starting to get
ideas.”

“What kind?”

“I'll know more about it after to-
night and tomorrow night,” said
Kent, grinning widely. “Every now
and then detective work’s a positive
pleasure. | got a proposition from
the opposition right after you and
Charley left last night— which is
news for you.”

“The hell you did,” said Gold-
stein.

“The hell | didn't. The opposi-
tion knocked me for a loop and went
away. That's because | tried to
wreck him with a seltzer bottle. You
can take it from me, Abe, a seltzer
bottle isn't enough to go up against
a gun with. I know, for a fact.”

“1 wouldn’t think it would be,”
said Goldstein, staring. “Tell me
what happened?”

Kent did. He gave an exact de-
scription of the man who'd been in
his room the night before, and Gold-
stein said, in an excited voice:

“That fits one of the two guys
that beat Charley up. Did you turn
it in to the police?”

“1 wanted to talk to you about it
first. 1 thought we'd better go up
and tell 'em ail about it. But I
wanted you and Charley with me.”



WINNER TAKE NOTHING 45

POLDSTEIN said: “With Char-
ley in the hospital, I'll go. Be-
fore, it was just something to play
around with— | didn’t know any of
the people and cared less for them.
But now it's different. | got poor
Charley into this, by letting him talk
to that maid of the Jam girl! Are
you going to keep on it with me,
Joey? It don’t look as though there'll
be any money in it for you ?”
“There's other things than
money,” said Kent, thinking of his
date that night and the next. “1I'll
tell you what I'll do, Abe. I'll trade.
I'll go along with you if you'll do
me one favor and get the rest of the
boys to do it.”
“Sure,” said Goldstein, grinning.

“Sure. I'd rather do favors than
pay out money any time. You know
that, Joe.”

“1 want this Jarn girl crucified,
but not until after tomorrow night.
Maybe then you won’t have to . . .
maybe I'll change my mind or maybe
something will break. But if | don't.
I want that brat spread all over the
front pages every time she does
something she shouldn’t. 1 want her
played up the wrong way in a big
way. Is itadeal?”

Goldstein looked pained. “Aw,
Joe! That little blond honey!”

“That little blond tramp.”

Goldstein looked Kent over care-
fully, then shook his head in a puz-
zled way. He said: “1 don’t see any
black eyes or any bruises.”

“Why should you?”

“Then what arc you sure at her
for? Didn’t you maybe make a pass
at her and maybe didn't she cloud
up and rain on you?”

Kent said firmly: “They don't
cloud up and rain on papa, Abe. No,

no. The sun comes out and there’'s
soft breezes and wild flowers and
all the rest of it. No, it isn't that.
And mind you— maybe | may change
my mind. Maybe there’ll be no need
of a rousting around in the papers.”

Goldstein murmured: “Time.alone
will tell, en? Like that, hunk?”

“Like that,” said Kent. “Let's
go to the station.”

T TOOK an identification
expert just two hours and
sixteen minutes to dis-
cover who Kent's caller
of the night before was.

Dark slim men were as common as
sunshine in summer, but those with
the start of a college education
weren't so ordinary. The expert said
fretfully:

“Here you are, Kent. Now if
you'd have used your head and kept
the glass the man had used, | could
have told you who he was in ten
minutes. But no! You give me a
description that could fit half the
men in town and walk up and down
here like a wet hen while | check it
out for you. The man’s name is
Marty Weil and he's a two-time
loser. Auburn and Joliet. He's a
smart baby, but he loses his head
now and then and goes whacky. The
only thing he's ever done time for
has been assault . . . and he’s been
up for a lot of other things. If it
wasn't that he goes nuts when he
sees a woman we’'d never lay a hand
on him.”

Kent studied the picture shown
him and explained to the expert that
he'd been thinking about other things
than preserving prints on glasses the
evening before. That, as a matter of
fact, he’d been too mad to think at
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all. He finally ambled over to the
Homicide Room and to a friend,
Detective-lieutenant Beard, and he
said:

“Hi, kid! D'ya suppose the forces
of law and order could locate a bird
named Marty Weil for me? He's
got a record a mile long— a lot of ar-
rests and two convictions. If he's
in town, somebody should know of
it.”

Beard asked: “D’'ya want us to
pick him up?”

“No. Hell, no. | just want to
know where | can get in touch with
him.”

Beard was supposed to be a smart
cop. He proved it when he said:
“Hagh! He’'s mixed up in this
Arlene Adams case, eh? That's
what you're working on, ain't it?”

“Well, yes.”

“Goldstein told me that. He was
in looking for a permit to pack a
gun.

“Did he get it?”

“Sure. Why not?”

Kent shrugged and said: “Arm-
ing a citizen when they don’t know
anything about what they're armed
with is a foolish business and I'll go
on record as saying so.”

Beard laughed. “Abe Goldstein
knows more about a handgun than
most policemen. He was in the army
and he acted as instructor for his
company’s pistol team. You don't
have to worry about Abe, Joey, he'll
get along all right. He'll get along
where the rest of us would starve.”

“He’s done all right so far. How's
Charley Morris getting along?”

Beard said: “Not so good,” and
looked worried. “If he don’t snap
out of it pretty soon, he'll be a case
for my department. The medico

says there’s no change at all and
that's bad in these head cases. You
and the boys must've dug up some-
thing pretty fast, eh? Or why would
they work over poor Charley?”

“You dig up Marty Weil for me,
eh?”

“1'll get at it now,” Beard prom-
ised, and started on the inter-office
phone. He called men in all depart-
ments, told them what and who he
wanted, and then said comfortably to
Kent:

“They’ll shove the word around.
Every stool in town will be looking
for him. We’'ve got a system in this
town, boy. We'll have him fingered
for you in six hours.”

“I'll get in touch with Goldstein
then and tell him to lay low for just
that long.”

Beard said thoughtfully: “You
think this Marty Weil might do
things to Abe, hunh?”

“I've that idea.”

“Maybe Abe would do things to
him— you never know. Then maybe
this Weil is the one that put Charley
Morris in the hospital?”

“He could have been one of the
two that did.”

Beard swore and said: “I'll put a
pick-up on the------- then.”

Kent said earnestly: “If you do,
it'll screw things up. | know— I got
it figured out. AIll Abe and I want
you to do is tell us how to get hold of
the guy.”

“Okay!” Beard grumbled. “I
might have known you'd have some
dopey plan. But don’'t forget what
happened to the Adams woman, Joe.
These guys play rough. 1'd hate to
see you smeared all over the streets
or something.”

Kent said: “You should live long
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enough to see that. I'm not forget-
ting anything— nor missing such a
hell of a lot.”

CHAPTER VI

Cause for Cops

R apparently had

Marty Weil forgotten

Kent. Kent said a long

good night to Martha

Waring, at the door of
her apartment but he’d made an
early date so that he could keep the
one he had -with Alice Jam’s maid.
He still had plenty of time. He
worked his passage down on the ten-
ant-operated elevator, and stepped
out of the apartment building in time
to meet two men face to face. Marty
Weil, and a thick bodied blond man
who measured up to Kent's own six
feet of height. Weil said:

“Hello, Pally!”

The blond man with him asked:
“Is this the guy, Marty?”

Weil said: “This is the guy.”

Kent said: “Just a tip for you,
Weil. The cops are looking for you
right now. Don’t blow your cork
here on the street because they’'ll tag
you for that as well as the other.”

“You mean the Adams thing?”

“1 mean slugging Charley Mor-
ris.”

“Oh, him,” said Weil, thought-
fully. “He isn't hurt much. D'ya
mean to say you didn't put 'em on
me for the Adams thing yet?”

Kent said: “l started thinking
about that. | got sore up in my
room because you were holding a gun
on me. | don't take that from any-
body, from you or anybody else.”

“And you didn't put the cops on
me for the Adams thing?”

“Hell, no! I tell you | wanted to
think it over. It started sounding
good, but I got sore on account of
the gun.”

Weil said: “You lying—"

The big blond man took a gun
from his sidecoat pocket and asked

Weil: “Do we take him here or
later?”

Weil thought this over. “Let’s
take him out in the car. Out in the

country. | want to find out what he
knows.”

Kent said to the blond man: “This
guy is crossing you, buddy. He
came up and propositioned me to go
in -with him.  You weren’t in the
play, the way he figured it.”

“I'm in it now,” the blond man
said. He waved the gun and added:
“I'm in it all the -way. Get moving;
the car’s down the street.”

“Wait,” said Weil. “He’'s got a
gun. I'll take it— there's no reason
for giving him a chance for an out
with it.”

“Go ahead and get it— but he’'s
got no out.”

YXT7EIL stepped in from the side
«' and reached a hand out toward
Kent's coat, with the idea of throw-
ing it back so that he could snatch
Kent's gun from its clip. And Kent,
who was a fair amateur wrestler and
prided himself on keeping in trim,
caught the hand and drew Weil
ahead of him with the same motion.
The blond man cursed and stepped
to the side, trying to get a clear shot
at Kent, and Kent wrapped his free
arm around Weil’s middle and held
him as a shield. Weil, his left arm
caught in such a manner he couldn’t
twist free, and with the pain of this
added to his efforts, gasped out:
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“WhEey! Break him loose !”

Whitey said: “Yar!” and kept cir-
cling to the side, trying to get a
chance to use his gun.

Then Ylymie Schultz came boil-
ing out of his cab, fists already
swinging, and shouting out:

“Mold him, Joey boy!
him.”

Whitey, the blond man, turned
and shot and Hymie slid to the pave-
ment with a startled shout of pro-
test. Kent shouted also, even as he
loosed his hold on Weil's wrist and
tried to get at his gun.

Hymie! Stay down!”

Weil broke loose and started
down the street on a run, shouting
back over his shoulder:

“Whitey! Come on.”

Whitey, apparently, was no fast
thinker. He’'d started shooting and
it didn’'t occur to him to stop. He'd
shot at Hymie and Hymie was down.
But Kent was still up and on his feet
and so Whitey turned his big gun
and body toward Kent— and Kent,
thinking Hymie, was hurt, shot him
three times through the body before
the big man hit the sidewalk. And
he landed ten feet away— the three
big slugs pushing him back as though
he was struck with a giant hammer.

Kent ran to Hymie, crying out:
“You hit, kid? Where'd it take
you?”

Hymie said, in a disgusted voice:
“Nali, Joey boy, | ain’t hit. But am
I supposed to stand up and let that
big hooligan shoot me full of holes,
Joey? Hey, am | supposed just to
stand there and let him shoot me?”

Stay with

KENT turned again and saw Weil
almost to the corner. Weil had
his head low and was covering

ground like a chamois. Kent shouted
at him and raised his gun and
sighted, and then a knot of people
boiled out of the apartment house
between him and Weil. They saw
the fallen man by Kent and came
running toward him, and Kent low-
ered the gun and swore bitterly and
said to Hymie:

“Damn those people. | could
have winged him if | could have
leveled on him while he was twenty
feet this side. Now he’s still loose.”

“This one ain't,” said Hymie,
pointing at the blond man, who was
bleeding through the mouth and nos-
trils and kicking his feet against the
pavement.

Kent said: “Ele won't live until
the ambulance gets here. Not with
the amount of lead | put through
him.”

And the blond man proved Kent
a prophet. Elis feet slowed in their
drumming beat against the side-
walk. He made a gasping, bub-
bling sound that made a froth of
blood on his lips and then arched
his body— and died.

Kent listened to the wail of a
prowl car's siren and looked at his
watch. Ele said thoughtfully:

“1 can still make it if | don’t have
to talk to each one of the nine hun-
dred and forty-4wo cops that are go-
ing to be here. So stick around,
Hymie, stick around. | got a date
at my hotel | want to keep.”

“Wc just took her home, Joey
boy.”

“Another gal, Hymie.”

Hymie thought this over and
said: “It's like being a Turkey in a
harem, they way you live. It ain't
decent. And what did you mean by
saying if you didn’'t have to talk to
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nine hundred and forty-two cops?”

Kent was staring at the blond
man, who looked much smaller in
death. He said: “That's how many
there are on the force, Hymie. |
read it in the police bulletin. They'll
all be here, you watch and see.”

“Let 'em come,” said Hymie. “I
ain't done nothing— they ain’t look-
ing for me

CHAPTER VII
Women— and More of 'Em!

OE KENT got back to

the hotel not over five

minutes before Alice

Jam’s maid got there.

She knocked, not timidly,
at his door, and when he opened it
she slipped in looking behind her.
Kent said:

“What's the matter? You're all
right here—you don't have to
worry.”

She smiled at him and said: “It
isn't you that I'm worried about—
it's the boy friend. He was to meet
me but | ducked out on him, but I
thought he might have followed me.
As soon as he finds out I've gone
he’'ll go to -where | live and he'll
picket the spot until he has to go to
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work in the morning. He’'s what
you might call jealous.”

“Well, that's no sin,” said Kent,
taking her coat.

“It is in this case. | can't very
well go home when he's prowling
around the house. He'd ask where
I was at that hour of the night and
what could | tell him. If | don't
see him tonight, I can tell him |
stayed with some girl friend, and
he can't prove different.”

“Do | look like a girl friend?”
Kent asked.

“You don't,” the maid said,
watching him mix drinks. “1 should
have met you before | got tied up
with the guy I've got. Oh, well,
what's the difference? What he
don't know— or can't prove—can't
hurt him, can it?”

Kent said: “That's always been
my argument. Now take this drink,
and the next three I'm going to make
for us, like a good little girl, and
answer me when | ask you questions.
The first one is how long have you
worked for Alice Jarn.”

The maid pouted and held up
pretty’ lips to be kissed. She said:
“Must you ask these questions now?
Can't they wait until we get better
acquainted. Honest, I'm going to
be easy to get acquainted with.”

“1 was hoping you'd be,” said
Kent. “The only thing is— if | wait
to ask you the questions later—
you'll be too drunk to answer them
probably. And 1I'd be too busy to
ask them for sure. Now, don’t that
make sense, Honey?”

Honey thought this over and
nodded. She snuggled over in the
big chair she was in and made mo-
tions at Kent to share it with her, and
she said:

“Okay, baby! Just go ahead slow
or fast. | don't care. All right,
I've been working for that gal for
a year and a half. And | mean
working. ... | do everything but
scrub the floors.”

“What does she think about her
brother?”

“She don't like him.”

“Her mother?”

“She don’t like her, either. She
don't like anybody except this guy
she’s going to marry—and she
treats him like a dog.”

“Does she step out on him?”

“And how! With anybody that
will go for her. He knows it but he
can’'t do anything about it— she just
tells him that if he don't like it he
knows where he can go and what he
can do when he gets there.”

Kent slipped lower in the chair
and got one arm around her. He
sighed blissfully, took a sip of his
highball, and said:

“|1 can see, Honey child, that you
and | are going to get along.”

“Why not?” said Honey child.

Kent then thought of more ques
tions. And then he thought that,
after all, he had the rest of the night
to think of them, so why hurry?

TT'ENT didn't catch young Wil-
liams in until four the follow-
ing afternoon. He hadn’t gotten up
as early as usual and by the time
he'd called at the Williams' place
young Williams had left. But now
he was facing him in the library of
the Williams’ home, and trying to
analyze just what he was facing.
Young Williams was as blond a
his sister and resembled her in his
placidity. But his blue eyes were
friendly instead of suspicious, al-
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though this might have been caused
by the highballs that had preceded
the one he was holding. He said to
Kent:

“Yeah! Tough about my mother
is right. But then | never knew her
very well, so | suppose it doesn't hit
me as hard as it might've if things
had been different.”

“1 see what you mean,” Kent told
him, sipping from his own glass.

“You see Dad wouldn't let me see
her . . . that was part of their agree-
ment when they split. That was a
long time ago but he don’'t forget
things.”

“Then you didn't know her?”

Young Williams looked cautiously
around. He lowered his voice and
whispered: “Hey, not so loud. The
Governor’s light on his feet and he's
got ears as long as a hound’s. Yeah,
I saw her. Every now and then. I'd
sneak away some place and phone
her and meet her.”

Kent looked puzzled. *“But you
just said you didn’t know her.”

Young Williams winked, and Kent
realized the blond boy was so drunk
he could barely sit in his chair with-
out going sideways. He whispered:
“Yeah, | said that 'cause | thought
the Governor might be listening in
on us. | was just telling out loud
what | was supposed to do— or not
to do. How would that be—to do
or not to do. Well, anyway, sure |
used to see her every now and then.
I was out at her place a few times
and did she put on parties. For that
matter, so did Alice. | met her out
there a time or so or three. After
all, y’'see it was our own mother. |
should fret about what the old man
don't know— as long as he don’'t
know it. And then | fret plenty.”

“You got something there, all
right,” agreed Kent

“Yeah ! The Governor's sore as a
goat ... or was sore as a goat |
should say, at her. He claims mother
stuck him for a bunch of dough
when they busted up. Me, | don't
know about it one way or the other.
But, y’'see, after all, she’s my own
mother. And Alice's mother, too.”

Kent said: “Then what are you
celebrating? Her being killed?”

HDHE blond boy threw glass and

highball at Kent—and he only
missed with the first. He lurched
out of his chair and followed it up,
jumping at Kent, who was wiping
whiskey and soda from his eyes.
Kent caught him by the wrists and
held him for a short and spirited mo-
ment, and then the blond boy sagged
and said:

“You shouldn’'t say things like
that. That got me sore. After all,
y’'see it's my own mother.”

“Who got you sore enough to hire
Marty Weil?”

“Who's Weil?”

Kent put pressure on the wrist he
was holding and the blond boy cried
out: “Hey! Quit that! Hey!”

A dignified voice said: “What's
the meaning of this commotion?
What does this mean?”

Kent let his wrist lock go and
looked toward the door. Fie said to
the man standing there. *“ It was just
a trick 1 was showing the boy, Mr.

Williams. That's all.”

Young Williams said: “Yeah!
That's all, Governor. Governor, |
want you to know' Mr. Kent. This
is my dad, Mr. Kent.”

Kent said: “1 was just leaving,

Mr. Williams.”
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Williams said: “It might be as
well, sir. My son is weak-willed
enough, God knows, without drink-
ing and carousing with an older man.
His friends of his own age seem well
able to act as companions in this
sport.”

Kent said: “1'm sorry. | was just
asking him if he knew where | could
find Marty Weil.”

“No doubtinsome bar, sir. Most
of my son’'s companions seem to be
in them the greater part of their
time.”

Kent picked up his hat and started
for the door. He caught young Wil-
liams' eye and the blond boy looked
hastily away. Kent said, and put
meaning behind every word:

“Well, when | find him, it's going
to be interesting to see who he knows
and what he knows about it. And
that crack can mean something to
anybody here.”

Williams Senior demanded
“What's that, sir?”

Kent said: “Oh, go to hell!”

A LICE JARN got to the hotel at

half past twelve and she was
already half seas over. She held
out both her hands to Kent, looked
him over critically, and said:

“No, Alice, it was all right. You
didn’'t make a mistake— he looks like
he did the day before yesterday.
How are you, sweets?”

She stood on tip-toe and Kkissed
him, then tossed her light coat on the
bed and said: “And now what about
a drink? Must Alice starve and
thirst when she goes calling? How
would it look in the society column,
sweets, if they reported “Mr. Joseph
Kent had Miss Alice Jarn as house
guest late last evening. Miss Jam

enjoyed her visit very much.” How'd
that look, hey, sweets? D 'ya think
Alice is going to enjoy her visit?
Aren’t you going to help her enjoy
it?”

Kent kissed her, thoroughly, then
mixed drinks. He made hers very
light, thinking she’'d already had
plenty to drink, but she caught on to
the trick with the first sip she took of
the highball. She said:

“Little Alice is drinking clear cold
water again, | see. Alice should
have brought her own whiskey, |
see.”

Kent sighed and filled up her
glass, and she looked at him brightly
and said: “ | know what you’re think-
ing but you don’t have to worry,
sweets. | won't get too drunk— I
never get too drunk for that.”

Kent, seeing a long session ahead
of him, double-shotted his own drink
in self-defense the next round. And
for several after that. He could see
a long hard night ahead of him— but
he rather looked ahead to it. Lie
knew he’'d learn things— things even
not connected with the case. Alice
Jam’s manner had already told him
that.

CHAPTER VIII
Fresh Air Fun

HE first night's vigil at
the Arlene Adams’ house
seemed unending— and
the second night's twice
that long. It seemed time

was geared to that doubled ratio, be-
cause at one o’clock on the third
night, when Kent had sneaked a look
at his watch and whispered the hour,
Goldstein groaned:

“My Lord! I'd have sworn we've
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been here three days instead of
hours. I'll be an old man soon.”

“Can’'t take it, eh,” jeered Kent.

“l am taking it. That's what's
hurting me.”

“l ain't going to take it much
longer, Joey boy,” Hymie Schultz
put in. “It ain't as if | could sort
of take a nap now and then, because
as soon as | do you won't let me rest

none. You wake me up all the
rime.”
“You snore. | have to.”

“l don't snore,” Hymie argued.
‘Never do | snore. And this not
making any noise gets me down, too,
Joey boy.”

Kent said: “You're making plenty
now.”

“l hear something,” Goldstein
whispered. *“Listen, you guys.”

Hymie said: “l1 don’t hear noth-
‘ng.”

Kent whispered: “Shut up, you
dope. That was a car stopping up
the road.”

E MOVED in the big chair he
was sitting in and the moon-
light came through the window be-
hind him and glinted on the gun in
his hand. He said softly:

“Let 'em in as we planned. Then
Abe, you turn on the lights. I've
got the Sheriff fixed— he’ll keep out
of our way— there’ll be no trouble.”

Goldstein said: “ 1 get it.”

Hymie said: “Jeese! D'ya sup-
pose it's really them?”

They heard cautious feet circle the
house, then a creaking noise from the
back of it. Hymie said:

“That's a window', Joey boy.”

Kent said: “Sh-h-hshsh!”

“1 was just telling you,” whispered
Hymie.

They heard more footsteps, now
from inside the house and toward the
back, and then they caught the quest-
ing beam of a flashlight through the
open door. The light flicked in, just
missing Kent where he was crouched
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in the chair, and then someone said:

“This is it, Joe. The old gal's
bedroom.”

Then Goldstein snapped the light
switch and Kent said:

“Hold it, you!”

The man in the door held his pose.
But Weil, behind him and with the
flashlight, turned and ran. Gold-
stein, who was by the door and
switch, stepped ahead and clubbed
his gun down, and the man in the
doorway sprawled ahead on his face.
And Kent leaped over him and into
the hall and called:

“Weil!”

Weil was at the front door— and
was having trouble opening it. He
was in shadow there— and the flash
from the gun he fired put him in even
more blackness. Kent slid to his
stomach on the hall floor, and lying
there he placed three shots at the
door, spacing them across it as well
as he could in the darkness, and then
the door opened and showed Weil
outlined against it for the second
Kent needed. He shot once more
and Weil fell and rolled down the
steps.

Kent turned and called back:
“Watch the guy out here, Abe!” and
turned and raced toward the back
door. He went through it like a gusty
wind and he rounded the comer of
the house with such speed that he
skidded and almost fell. He was
fishing for loose cartridges in his
pocket as he ran, and was listening,
as best he could, for the sound of a
car starting away. He knew there'd
be one— that there must be one.

And he heard it when he was yet a
hundred yards from it

He saw headlights flick on just
down the road, and he stopped

as the car swung broadside to him
turning onto the main road. He shot
the two good shells still remaining in
his gun, and had the satisfaction of
hearing one of them scream off into
the night as it ricocheted from the
car body. He ran ahead for another
hundred feet while he latched out
the cylinder of his gun and stuffed it
full, and then he stopped and settled
himself as though for target practice.
The car, now lined out on the road,
started to pick up speed In second
gear, and Kent played safe and put
the first two slugs through where he
thought the gas tank ought to be.

And then two more toward where
he thought the driver should be
seated.

The last of these did the trick.
The car ya™ved on the road and with
the motor still screaming went into
a concrete retaining wall. It bal-
anced there, back wheels spinning in
the soft dirt, and then shied away
from the wall as the back wheels
found solid purchase. It dove for a
tree then, and the motor gave one
last tortured wail as it struck.

Kent went up to it very cautiously.
He had the rank smell of burned and
unburned gasoline in his nostrils and
a very good idea of what he'd find
in the car. He circled it, reflection
from one still burning headlight giv-
ing him direction, and then called
out:

“Hey! Palll Come out of there.”

He heard a strangled moan from
the car and then a weak: “1 can't
move. My leg’s caught. Get me
out— it's going to catch on fire.”

Kent managed to pry open the
door next the wheel and found some-
one huddled behind it. The wheel
itself was bent at an angle, and he
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was forced to haul the figure out.
He laid it on the grass and stooped
over it and said:

“It's all over but the shouting,
Pall. It's the clean-up.”

Pall didn’t answer, but Kent heard
two things at practically the same
time. One was his own gun, and the
slug from it caught him between the
knee and hip of his left leg and
spun him down and on top of Pall.
The other was a whooshing sound
caused by the gasoline from the punc-
tured tank hitting the crashed motor.
He was in a blaze of light now, with
the fire from the car almost on him,
but he lay there a second, too weak
and dizzy from the shock of the .45
slug to move.

And then he heard another voice
scream out: “Help! Help! Get me

Kent tried to stand— and couldn’t
—and the effort took what little
strength was left him. He mumbled
to himself, as the voice kept scream-
ing on:

“It serves you right, you slut. It's
what you did to your own mother’s
fingers.”

And he was still insisting on this
when Goldstein came running down
the road in the glare of the burning
car.

55
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HARLEY MORRIS, his
face very white under its
neat bandage, grinned
over and said: “Hey,
this sharing a room was

an idea, if | say it myself that
thought it up. | get to see all your
company and you get to see all of
mine. And | get to drink on the
whiskey your company brings you
and you get to drink on mine. Let's
do this often.”

Kent grumbled: “But your com-
pany never brings any whiskey,” and
stretched his injured leg. “And when
it does the damn butcher, that calls
himself a doctor, won't let me drink
it.”

“Well, mine won't let me drink it
either,” said Morris. The company
always just sits here and drinks it
up themselves, but we can watch
them do it, can't we?”

“You're getting so you talk just
like Hymie Schultz.”

Morris said: “Heaven forbid,”
devoutly. “But he’s around the place
so much | believe I'm getting the
habit.”

The nurse bustled in and said:
“It's company for you, Mr. Kent.”

“If it's Mr. Hymie Schultz, tell
him I'm not in. Tell him | went out
for a walk. lie’s been here twice
today, already. Telling me what a
hero he is.”

“It's Mr. Oliver Williams.”

Morris said, in an excited tone: “ 1
bet he’s come to put silver and gold
in your hand.”

“Not that boy,” said Kent.
him in, sister.”

Williams, bald and fat and dig-
nified, came in and took the straight
chiir offered him with an embar-
rassed air. Lie said:

“Let

. . on behalf
To thank

“I'm here . .. agh .
of myself and my son.
you, sir.”

“Thanks, eh? Going to let it go
at that?” asked Kent.

“l1...agh ... under the circum-
stances | am. After all, the boy be-
lieves me to be his father and | see no
reason at all to tell him differently.
His mother and | had all that ar-
ranged at the time we parted, you
understand. He’'s my boy, in the
sense of my having raised him.”

“A fine job you did of it, too,”
said Kent. “Suppose you tell him,
Charley.”

“And glad to do it, too,” said
Morris, cheerfully. I'm in the news-
paper business, Mr. Williams. | have
a working arrangement, if you would
call it that, with a rival on another
paper. So we'll both be out with the
news at the same time. That'll be to-
morrow, after we've had a chance to
play up the mystery angle on the
affair a little more fully. That will
also give us an opportunity to change
a lot of people’s opinion about Miss
Adams, if you know what | mean.
She'll be a heroine in real life, in-
stead of on the stage, if you gather
my meaning.”

WILLIAMS snapped out: “Do

" * you realize what you'd be do-
ing? I've raised that boy from the
time he was a baby.”

Kent called: “Nurse!” and that
white-clad lady came in. Kent waved
at Williams, then, and said:

“Show the heel the front door
we've got. Then kick him out and
down the steps.”

The nurse looked startled and
Williams said: “1 don’t understand
that, sir.”
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her across the pan with the gun?”

Kent said: “Oh, helll  Suppose
Goldstein and Morris and | just shut
up about the kid not belonging to
you. Then, naturally, he won't get
the one hundred and eighty thousand
bucks from his real dad’'s estate.
Arlene Adams had saved this for
him, for all these years. According
to her will, if he isn't told about who
his real dad is, the hundred and
eighty is to go to his half sister, and
she’s supposed to keep an eye on the
kid and dole him out part of the one
eighty any time she thinks he should
have it. She gets the balance of
Arlene’s dough for herself— about
forty-eight grand, | understand.
Now that makes it nice; the half sis-
ter looking after the half-brother.
No one could complain of that—
there’d be no scandal about the kid
or the girl or anybody.”

“Well, what harm is there in
that?” demanded Williams. *“The
girl wmuld then have the money,
wouldn’'t she? That's the way Ar-
lene wanted it. - The girl would help
her brother out, if he needed the

help, wouldn’t she? | can see noth-
ing wrong in that proviso.”

“Except this, Williams. If the
girl isdead or dies, during the year it
will take the will to be probated, then
you'd get the one eighty to look after,
for the kid. You'd also get the forty-
eight grand given you.”

“You just got through saying the
girl would get it.”

“She can't collect it if she’s in jail,
can she? Or if she's swinging from
a rope? Well, that's what she'd be
doing— she was behind the torture
murders right along. She was the
brains of the outfit. They’ll stick her
for it and she hasn’'t got the least
chance for an out and you know it.
She’ll be dead or sentenced to life
by the time that will's probated, and
either case she can't collect under the
terms of it. That leaves you on the
honey spot.”

“1...agh ... I didn't know I
was mentioned in Miss Adams’ will.”

Morris said: “You're a dirty old
nasty bald-headed liar. My friend
tells me he saw your attorney check-
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ing with the executors of Miss
Adams’ estate. We will certainly
tell the boy, and prove it for him,
who his father is. He'll get the one
eighty and you'll get out on your ear.
He'll also get the forty-eight thou-
sand that's left over—die'll sue for
it and he’'s kin and you’'re not. And
we'll prove you guilty of attempted
fraud if you argue about it. Nurse,
heave him out. And open the win-
dows then, will you? We need fresh
air after this.”

The nurse had finally decided
Olbrer Williams wasn’t wanted there
and she suggested his visit come to a
close. She came back, after showing
him out, and said:

“This time it's Mr. Goldstein and

Mr. Schultz and Miss Waring.
Shall 1 kick them down the front
steps, too.”

Kent grinned at Morris and said:
“Oh, let 'em in, nurse. Charley and
I can always stand a laugh.”

CHAPTER IX
No Winnings

YMIE said admiringly:

“Jeese, Miss Martha,
there was Joey. Sprawl-

ing all over this Pall,

that he gets. And then

there’s the wench in the car, yowling
like a cat. And then there's me, ty-
ing a business around this guy Weil's
leg, so’s he don't bleed himself to
death, and | got to keep an eye on the
stupid that Weil picked up to help
him, too, at one and tire same time.
And here’s Abe—you call him Mr.
Goldstein and you're the only one
that does— here’s Abe busting in the
car and dragging the wench right out
through the fire and all. And then

she tries to shoot him with Joey’s
gun, after all he does for her. Do
you blame him for taking it away
from her and batting her across the
pan with it?”

Martha said: “He should have
flattened her nose with it and then
when she fell down he should have
kicked it out through the back of her
head. | know things about that girl
— I've heard things. | believe, Joe,
that you'd have let that girl burn
up in the car and never would have
made a move to save her. Answer
me, Joe! Wouldn’'t you have?”

Joe Kent said: “Well, why not?
She wasn't anything to me.”

Martha said coldly: “I1've heard
different. It just happens that my
younger brother happens to know
one of the bell boys at your hotel.
The bell boy recognized Alice Jam's
picture in the paper and told John
it was one of the women who went up
to see you. He even told John when
she’d been up there— just three days
before you left her to burn up in
that car.”

“Hell,” said Kent. “She was just
up in my room on business. | was
stalling her, trying to find out how
deep she was in the mess.”

“Did that take all night,” asked
Martha, sweetly.

Kent said: “Now listen, Martha.
Don’'t be sore at me— she and her
bum sweetie, Pall, were behind the
whole thing. If her mother was
dead, she’d have control of her
brother’'s one hundred and eighty
thousand bucks, and she’'d have
forty-eight grand for herself. She
had to get the proof though, about
him really being her brother. Then
she could tear it up and nobody could
prove that he wasn't her half-
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brother. You see. If he was sup-
posed to be her half-brother, her
mother’s will gave her the chance to
look after him with his own money.
If he could prove he was her full
brother, then he’'d get the money for
himself, because his dad had left it to
him in trust with his mother. | was
just trying to figure out all the angles
— had to see who was going to win
if the thing went either way—
whether the kid had one father or
the other.”

Goldstein said: “Then Weil was
working for her all the time? In
spite of telling you he was working
for the boy?”

“Sure. If he was working for the
boy, he -wouldn’'t have told me about
itt. He'd have bled him himself,
without cutting me in the way he said
he would. He was just trying to play
both ends against the middle.”

“How did you know he was?”

“He was that kind of a guy,
chump.”

'JWTARTHA said: “ 1 can hardly be-
LLyx j:eve fhg gjrj would do that.
Not even a dirty bum. . . .” She
looked intently at Kent with this . . .
“like she is. Or like anybody is that
would have anything to do with her.
Just imagine! Hiring somebody to
torture her own mother.”

Kent shrugged and said: “Well,
maybe it was Weil's idea, or maybe
Pall's. They both claim it was the
other one that did it— though the
attack charge mill stick against Weil
because of his past record. He’'s a
cinch on that. On the torture it's
an even break. You can't believe
either one of them on a stack of
Bibles, so it's pay your money and
take your choice.”

Goldstein said thoughtfully: “ 1 be-
lieve they were both in on it and
that the girl knew it and let them go
ahead. Butyou know, I didn't think
she was that kind. She certainly was
pretty.”

Martha tossed her head and said:
“1f you happen to like that chippy
type, | dare say she was.”

Charley Morris said: “Abe
thought she was a pip until she took
a shot at him with Joey’s gun. Then
he didn’t think so much of her. But
she was a honey until then. Ain't I
right, Abe?”

Goldstein reddened and growled:
“You went for her yourself.”

“Sure, why not. But she didn't
shoot at me

Martha said sweetly: “She went
for Joe and Joe went for her, but she
shot him just the same. | don’t see
how a sane man can fall for a tramp
like that.”

“There’s reasons,” said Goldstein.

“Sure,” said Charley Morris.
“She had a million dollars worth of
reasons. Or reason, | should say.”

Mardia got red in the face and
started to tap her toe up and dowm,
and Kent said hastily: “ Let’s quit the
ribbing. It'sall over now. The two
guys did torture the mother and diey
did torture the maid. They both
died. So the two guys'll get the rope
and the best the girl can get is life,
as being the head of the thing. Any-
way, she'll get a piece of what's com-
ing to her.”

“And what we’ll get out of itis a
nice litde piece of news,” said Gold-
stein. “Already | got a bonus.”

TTYMIE SCHULTZ had been
frowning at the ceiling. He
said nowr, to Goldstein: “And what
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I'll get out of it, or know the reason
why, is a nice piece of taxi fare. No-
body’s paid me for that first trip yet.
I hear a lot of talk from you guys
about putting it on an expense ac-
count but | ain’'t got it yet. | got
expenses too. Ain’'t | got expenses,
Joey—you tell 'em | have for me.”

“1'd sue 'em,” Kent said.

Hymie said darkly: “1 got a way
of getting it, Joey. | got it figured.”

“How?”

Goldstein looked sorrowful, after
winking at Kent and Martha War-
ing. He said: “I tell you, Hymie,
the office just won't go for that
charge. They told me so.”

“Okay, wise guy, okay. D'ya
know what I'm going to do? I'm
going down to this brother-in-law of
yours that runs a store that sells
clothes. 1'm going to buy something
that costs five forty-five. That’swhat
the tariff on that trip was. And then
I'm going to say to him just like this.
‘Okay, Mister, charge that to your
brother-in-law, Abe Goldstein. He
knowswhat it's for ... he'll pay it.” ”

Goldstein said: “If you can put
the bee on my brother-in-law for big
dough, like five forty-five, I'll not
only pay the bill but I'll pony up an-
other five forty-five out of my own
pocket besides. He does strictly a
cash business and brags about it.”

Kent said thoughtfully: “I've got
a hat coming from there, too. Weil
put a slug through the one | had,
didn’t he, when he was waiting across
the street for Pall to go through the
house and see what was in it? And
you told me I'd get a new one, didn't
you, Abe?”

Goldstein said promptly: “1I'll
make you the same proposition |
made Hymie. Take it or leave it.”

Kent said: “I can’t win.”

Martha said tartly: “Nobody wins
who plays around with tramp women
all of the time. That isn't decent.
It doesn’'t look to me as though any-
body won anything but trouble.”

Charley Morris and Abe Gold-
stein said in unison: “We got some
news, didn't we?”

“Weil and Pall will win a piece of
rope around their necks, don’'t they?
And don't the Jarn gal win free
board?” Hymie thought this over a
moment longer, then added:

“And me— | get stood up for a
fare. That's all 1 win. Me and
Joey, all we did was lose.”

Joe Kent said nothing. But he
thought of Alice Jarn and Alice’s
maid— and of the latter’s address in
his pocket. He thought that maybe
he’d won something after all— even
if it tvas only the chance to go calling
some evening.

<
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Irl In Grave

By TOM B. STONE

E HAD stopped for a
red light at the corner
of Marburgh Avenue
and Fifth. 1 hadn't
seen the blonde yet. Or

the hearse.
Kati Morse was driving. It was
her ear. It was expensive. Kati had

won about a hundred thousand on
the Irish Sweeps the previous Oc-
tober. We’'d been working on the
same paper, and I'd asked her: “Are
you going to quit the job now, Kati?"
She'd said: “Quit? You're damned
right. What the hell do | want with
this weekly breakfast-money when |
got a hundred grand on the ice?”
She should never have been a news-
paper gal, couldn’'t write a decent
line, but she had a flair for crime
stuff.

She'd gone on a spending binge
for a while, but when the excitement
was all over, she realized that quit-
ting the job had been a mistake. It
had all been like a big drunk. She
was dying on the vine. So she'd
opened a private-detective bureau.
She was hot, too, a tough female
shamus and a good source of news.
She was running us newshounds up
to her private swimming pool that

afternoon.
ming much .
in a one-piece.

A hearse pulled up alongside a
few seconds before the light
changed. All of us yelled out to
Jim Forrest, the undertaker, who
was on the seat with the driver. Jim
had his silk hat on his head. And a
few belts of rum in his belly, if |
know Jim. His face was red.

Flash Flarter, photog for the
Star-Union, looked back at the few
coaches. It was a small funeral.
Flash screwed up his weak little
mouth. He said, “And wx think
we are the wise guys. We make a
few lousy bucks a week that a gar-
bageman wouldn’'t look in the face
without getting sick. Heh! Hehl
Hehl There’s a little bitter laughter
in it all. Jim Forrest’s the real wise
guy. He'll net two or three hundred
bucks on this little funeral today.”

Bing Corey made a cheer with his
lips. Bing had been hitting a bottle
of rye, and anyhow he was always
aggressive and picky and fighty.
Maybe that's what made him a good
reporter. Fie was catnip to women.
Most of us were carrying the torch
for Kati, the oomph girl of Mar-

None of us liked swim-
But all of us liked Kati

Deafkpoured from a hearse and death came
back from an open grave, but nobody was
buying a blanket of roses for Kati Morse's

funeral!

Kati had what it takes, and Kati

had figured the score exactly!
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burgh. Bing treated her rough and
borrowed dough from her.

He'd even panicked the glamor-
ous and notorious Toots Darrell, for
that matter. Toots Darrell. Yes,
the front-page space-hog, the only
real and authentic gal mob-leader
I'd ever met. He'd made Toots flop
for him. He’'d turned on the charm
for Toots, got barreled up with her
plenty, then sold a lot of inside stuff
on her. At one time it had been
said that Toots was gunning for
him; after all, he’'d used her and
then needled her. But bad weather
swept a wave of pneumonia into
Mai burgh about that time. Toots
got down with it, and the mob bought
a nice bronze casket for Toots. Some
thought that pneumonia epidemic
had done Bing Corey a great big
favor. But I'm not so sure. For on
this very afternoon I'm telling about,
Bing’'s handsome face was to be
chawed into pulp by machine-gun
bullets, and that graceful panther
body of his cut right in two.

TT7E HIT another red light at

' * Marburgh and Ninth. Bing
took a gander out the window. “Do
you see it?” he yelled. *“Heels, do
you see it?”

We saw it. She was a lot of
woman in a sports roadster. Maybe
five nine. Dress model, maybe

showgirl, maybe a swell keptie from
the Marburgh Towers Apartments.
Young. Hair between maple and
platinum. A tight sweater didn’'t
hide any of her allure. Right then
she could have walked in on any
floor show and captured the hearts
of all the boys at the tables.

She smiled over at Bing Corey. |
supposed it was Bing. Bing sup-

posed so, too. Maybe he reasoned
that no gal would smile at Flash or
me while he was around. Maybe he
was right.

“A Killer-dillcr, for my last mil-
lion!” Bing gasped. Then he pulled
one of his acts. He grabbed Flash
Harter's Speed Graphic. He said,
“I'll get a candid shot of that babe.”
But the girl turned her face awmay
quickly.

“Let that hox alone!” Flash
snarled. He snatched away the cam-
era. Fie and Bing were throwing
punches at each other. They were
stepping on Flap Bolster, who had a
desk job on the News. Flap couldn't
take it; the first few belts of rye had
made him sleepy-drunk, and he had
slid to the floor to spread out more
efficiently. Fie was snoring. He
never moved or complained.

Kati and | broke up the brawl.
The light changed. The blonde
dame made a left turn, down Ninth.
She twisted around in her seat,
waved at us to follow her. She just
idled along. Bing was all for getting
acquainted. We gave him the bird
on that. Kati kept straight along
Marburgh. “Heh! lleh! Hell!
Marburgh’'s Glamor Boy,” Flash
Harter said. Flash and Bing didn’t
care for each other.

It was about three minutes later
that Flash looked through the rear

window. He said, “Flere’'s that
man again.”
| looked back. The hearse was

right behind us. Forrest’'s hearse.
It drew alongside, passed us to the
left. But the guy on the seat with
the driver, aldrough he wore a high
silk hat, was not Jim Forrest. There
was a new driver, too. The rear
doors opened when the hearse got in
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front. A guy was straddling the
flower-covered coffin. He'd disar-
ranged the flowers. He didn't like
flowers, | guess. He had a tommy-
gun. Pointing at us!

XT'ATI trampled the gas, shot us
we* ghead so that the first burst
missed us. The slugs chewed away
one of our tires. A whistling sound
shrieked through the chatter of the
tommy. Our car slewed to the curb.

Rubber squealed as the hearse
stopped short. | had the right-side
door open by then— | was sitting in
front, next to Kati—and plucked

Kati right out from under the wheel
and through the door with me. Kati
fell on me, and then we rolled over
and | was on top of Kati. My face
banged hard against a fire-hydrant.
I saw the gush of blood. | was think-
ing was | shot or was the blood com-
ing from my nose and mouth?

In an instant, Kati and | were be-
hind the hydrant. | saw Kati’'s gun
in her fragile little hand; she always
toted a 9 mm. Luger. The hood
straddling the coffin folded up and
flopped across the flowers, like he
was going to sleep. But another
hood materialized from the front



64 PRIVATE DETECTIVE STORIES

part of die hearse and straddled the
first hood, and | heard the weird
gobble of that tommy again. The
windshield of Kati's new sedan was
dissolving into white powder.

Kati and | had the sparse shelter
of the hydrant and part of the car.
Kati fanned out her clip. She was
yelling something to Flash and Bing,
and besides, the slugs were coming
our way in little spurts. She missed,
and the gent with the tommy started
going to town. | could hear that
Brrrrrt! ... Brrrrrt!... Brrrrrt!.. .
Brrrrrt! ...

Flash and Bing, trying to pile out,
ran smack into the fourth or fifth
Brrrrrt! | saw their faces practically
disappear under the impact of that
gush of lead coming like water from
a hose.

Bing’'s long body jack-knifed and
sagged along the running board in a
big sticky blob. Flash was right be-
side him. They looked like two pals,
these guys that hated each other’'s
guts.

Kati and | squirmed back, to get
the full shelter of the car. | brushed
against the torn bodies. Tgot sick as
hell.

We had a little more protection
now, hugging the ground like snakes
and screened by the car. The water
was gushing from the radiator which
was ripped as if by a big can-opener.

The front tire on our side looked
like spaghetti. The hearse drew
ahead a few more feet. The tommy-

gunner was trying for a better angle
on us. We edged farther back.
Somewhere | heard the wail of a
prowl car. The guy in the hearse
dropped the tommy and was starting
to close die rear doors. Just then
Kati grabbed at something near the

hydrant. Flash had dropped it when
he fell. It was Flash’s Speed Graphic,
and might still work. Kati got the
shot she wanted. The hearse doors
closed. The hearse shot away with
a snarl of the exhaust. 1 felt like
someone was beating a drum inside
my head.

HEN | came to, there
was a crowd that could
fill the grounds at the

World’'s Fair. Two
big guys were lifting
me into an ambulance. A siren was
screaming somewhere. The ambu-

lance gonged and slid through the
mob. | looked up. Kati was sitting
in the ambulance. Believe it or not,
she was putting on lipstick.

She put her compact away. “We
were covered with horseshoes,” she
said to me. She could cover that fire
inside her with a sheathing of ice.
But | knew she felt terrible about the
boys. Bing and Flash were both
friends of Kati.

I asked Kati was Flap Bolster
killed.

“Don’'t be redundant,” Kati said.

“Hap wasn't even scratched. He
slept through most of it, | guess.
Drunken guys don't get hurt. Let

that be a lesson to you,” Kati said.

A T St. Joseph’s Flospital they

fixed me up and gave me a
hypo. Some newspaper guys came
in and interviewed me. It seemed
funny, me being interviewed. They
gave me the score on what had hap-
pened after | passed out. The hearse
was found about half a mile down
the road. The hoods had evidently
been picked up by a fast coupe that
was tailing the hearse— except the
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tommv-gunner that Kati had drilled;
he was picked up from the pavement

near Marburgh and Twelfth. No-
body knew him. An importation
from Chi, the newspaper boys
thought.

The general opinion was that it
was Kati Morse the Killers had been
out to get. Kati had put the finger
on several wrong guys from Mar-
burgh’s underworld, had gone to
town on them both as a newspaper
investigator and a private detective,
and there were a good many hoods
that would have gone for the biggest
blanket of roses in town, if they
could only make a funeral for Kati.
In trying to get her, it seemed, they
didn’t mind risking the erasure of a
few newspapermen.

T he reason the Kkillers used the
hearse was that they had stuck up
Jim Forrest at Ninth and Marburgh,
had thrown off Jim and Jim’s driver,
then had come after us. Just where
the big armful of blonde entered the
picture, | couldn’t quite see.

Kati came back in where | was.
She said to me, “Well, are you going
to flop here for the night like a Big
Sissy, or are you coming with me?”
She asked me would | like a drink.
We went out to the nearest place and
I had three Scotches.

Kati parked me at a table and told
me to wait. She went out, and in a
lew minutes 1 heard a horn honking
outside and looked out the window’,
and there was Kati getting out of a
crummy-looking little coupe. | met
her at the door. “Where'd you pick
up that heap, Kati?” | asked.

“Over at the Drive-It-Yourself,”
she said. “Wait till | make a phone
call, then we're taking a ride.” She
made the call and we went out to the

jalopy. Two tough guys that
looked and smelled like hangovers
were in the rear seat. One had a
naked lady tattooed on the back of
his hand. The other was red-headed
and had shoulders like a stevedore.
They didn’t say anything.

After Kati had turned off Mar-
burgh Avenue into a side street, |
asked her what was the idea.

Kati said, “Maybe it's.the screwi-
est idea that ever came out of a
woman’s skull.” She flipped on the
lights. It was dark now'. “I'm go-
ing to dig up a hot story for you.”

I couldn’'t steam up so much en-
thusiasm on that. Hot stories didn’t
seem so important when | thought
of Bing and Flash. | knew Bing
better than Flash, admired him
more, even though he was always
shoving his weight around and brag-
ging. Fie had something to brag
about. lie was big and handsome
and an ace reporter. Now he and
funny-looking Flash Harter were
even forever. It was a good draw.

Kati stopped in front of a package
store. “I'll get you boys a pint,”
she told the tough-looking guys.
“Okay?”

The red-headed one said,
guart'ud be O.K-er.”

In the store with Kati, | asked
her who the guys were. “Well, do
they look like architects?” was all
Kati said.

We listened in on a news broad-
cast that the storekeeper had turned
on. One of the two escaped hoods
had been killed by a pair of cruiser
cops In a running fight. “Washes
things up a little,” | remarked.

“A little is right,” Kati said.
“There’s still a few stains that have
to come out.”

uA
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E WENT back to the car and

doled out the liquor. The tough
guys gulped it and made faces. We
rode down along the waterfront and
Kati turned over toward West Mar-
burgh. She stopped before one of
the side gates of Femdale Cemetery.
I went with her while she talked with
a man in a uniform who unlocked the
gate— evidently the man she'd tele-
phoned from the Bar & Grill.

“1 don't like it, Kati,” the ceme-
tery attache said. “Might mean my
job, and a stretch up in college be-
sides. If | didn't owe you plenty—
if you didn't get my son Danny out
of that rap— | wouldn’t even bother
to listen.”

“Get this now, Mike,” Kati said.
“You got a real out. If we're caught,
we hopped the fence. You were
away up in the old part of the ceme-
tery and didn’t see us. Those bums
over there in the car are sailors on
the beach. They’'re getting a boat
out tonight. They won't talk. And
this fellow here’'s a sort of a boy
friend of mine. Get going now.
Don’t worry. It makes gray hair.”

Mike grumbled, said something
about it all being screwy. Kati called
over the tough guys. Mike let us
in, locked the gates and disappeared.
Kati led us up to the new, wilder part
of the burial grounds. Near a grave
were a few shovels and two picks
and a pair of lanterns.

There was no headstone on the
grave. It whs a fairly new grave,
and the ground hadn't settled yet.
The grave looked shabby. There
was a scum of dirty snow over it.
No flowers, no care. 1'd never seen
a more pompous funeral than Toots
Darrell’'s. But the boys that bought
the expensive bronze casket for the

girl Big Shot seemed to forget her
after the funeral.

rpH E red-headed guy balked. “I'm
thinkin’ | don't want any part av
it,” he said. He had abrogue. “You
said the job was to dig a grave— not
to dig some wan out of a grave.”

“That's better than putting some-
one in, isn't it?” Kati came back.
“Listen. This dead man below
was buried with an important docu-
ment in his pocket—a document |
want.” She showed her special
shield. “You can see I'm on the
right side of the law.”

“That badge may be a phony,”
was the retort. “And annyhow, I
don’t give a damn if you're Mrs. J.
Edgar Eloover,” the redhead said.
He was stubborn. He had one of
those shamrock jaws.

“You made a bargain,” Kati
rapped out. Now, keep it.” She
yanked out the Luger. “Dig, you
terrier.”

The Irishman grinned. *“You

win,” he said, and went to work. He
worked hard. He seemed to want
to get it over with fast. The other
guy, the quiet one, was a good
worker also.

It was pretty terrible, the dank
smell of the earth, the smell of
death. The moon had drifted from
behind ribby clouds, and with the
light from the moon and the lanterns
I could see the two guys sweating as
they worked deeper and deeper.

Suddenly one of the picks thudded
against something. 1'd never heard
that sound before. But | knew just
what it was. The Irishman climbed
out. He got all middy. “I said
diggin’— but not handlin’,” he told
Kati.
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Kati said O. K. She passed some
bills to each man and they scrammed
fast. Down in the grave | could
see the grubby pine box that con-
tained Toots Darrell's casket. |
asked “Now what?” and Kati said
we were slipping down and opening
that coffin.

I didn't want any part of it. |
felt creepy, like a ghoul, thought of
black deeds on Hallowe’en in the
dark of the moon, recalled passages
I'd read in Dickens about Resurrec-
tion Men. | nearly shot the cookies
when | saw a hig fat worm wriggling
slimily in the light from the lantern
that Kati and | took down into the

grave. But I'd always gone hard
for Kati Morse. | had to go
through.

My pick splintered the pine box,
tore off a section of the wood. It
smelt mouldy. T wished I'd stayed
at St. Joseph’'s Hospital. At Kati's
direction 1 kept belting avay and
prying pieces off the box until wc
could see the head of the casket.
Some of those bronze caskets aren’t
solid bronze, this one had silver trim,
now tarnished, and rosewood inset
between the heavy metal edges of the
lid.

Sweat was dropping off me, and
it wasn't all from exertion. | took
a deep breath and swung the pick
hard. Tt sank with a spongy sound
into the casket. | forced myself to
keep at it. | got most of the cover
off. What seined like a bad case of
jitters came over me. | didn't want
to see something that I'd remember
all my life. . ..

Kati held up the lighted lantern.
The rays shone on the face in the
coffin. Toots Darrell looked pretty
angelic.

“It's a funny thing,” | started to
say, “but—"

“Keep hold of that lantern and
that pick— or yon both get it right
in the guts!”

The voice came, from above us. A
woman’s voice. We looked up. |
kept hold of the pick-handle. Kati
kept hold of the lantern.

The girl at the edge of the grave
laughed. The bore of the roscoe
she held on us looked about the size
of a hole in a doughnut from the
angle where | stood. The gleam
from the lantern we’'d left at the top
of the grave highlighted that auto-
matic and made it look almost like a
sawed-off shotgun.

“Like graves, huh?” the girl said.
“Well, you can stay in that one.”

The light from the lantern shone
on her face.

The broad was the one who'd been
big-eying Bing Corey at the corner
of Marburgh and Ninth.

ING had called her a

killer dillcr. She was a

killer, all right She had

hair that didn't go with

black eyes, or maybe

with any eyes. She was like a big

golden rattlesnake— beautiful, horri-

ble, deadly. And there wasn't any

anti-venom for that sting she had in
her right hand.

In another second wc saw that she

had a guy with her. The guy also

had a handful of automatic. He said,

“Come out of there, you two. We'll
have a friendly chat.”
We started to climb out. We

knew the guy and the dame were go-
ing to put us back in again, they
wanted the Luger they knew Kati
had on her. They realized she'd
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pull it at the first shovelful of dirt
sent down on us. They knew Kati's
reputation for nerve. Kati didn't
have any chance to pull the Luger
now, with the muzzles of those two
rods pointing at us.

When we got to the top, the guy
made us put our hands up. The
dame covered us from the back while
the hood took Kati's Luger. The
hood was a little guy, a little package
of poison. He was the hearse tommy-
gunner that got away, the one Kati
had mugged with Flash Harter’'s
Speed Graphic.

The dame didn’t look quite so hot
close up. The lantern light picked
out some dark streaks underneath
the maple-platinum hair. She was a
beauty-parlor cutie. She laughed out
loud. She thought it was pretty
funny. “I'm going to help shovel
you two lugs in myself,” she said.
“So you got smart to the set-up, huh,
Kati Morse?”

“What do you think?” Kati said.

The dame said to the little hood,
“1t’'ll be fun shoveling them in, hah,
stooge?”

“It'll be more fun than givin' a
guy the hotfoot,” the hood said.

“Smart you are, huh?” the blonde
taunted Kati again.

“Smart enough,” Kati admitted.
“Who brought you here? Where's
Toots Darrell hiding out?”

The question sounded pretty
screwy after what | had seen down
in that grave. But it didn't sound
so screwy after the woman walked
out from behind the lilac bush on the
grave opposite.

“Yeah, | get around,” the woman
said. She was smiling. She, too,
held an automatic.

I had seen Toots Darrell maybe

half a dozen times around Mar-
burgh. | had seen her lying in state
in a bronze coffin, banked by a for-
tune in flowers.

I saw her now!

npOOTS DARRELL was as beau-
tiful as ever. Her eyes were like
black satin. Her features had cameo
clearness. Her teeth were very
white darting from that poinsettia
mouth in a cruel smile. She was a
South Europe type, probably the
“Darrell” was a phony. She was
dressed quietly, but she was every bit
as sumptuous as in the days when she
had a finger in every nitery, every
hand-book and numbers racket, in
the sporty city of Marburgh. But
she didn’t give me any thrill. | was
slated to go down with the worms.
I felt lightheaded, like some back-
ward student in a Silly Seminary.

“I1t'Il be fun being an honorary
bearer at your funeral, Kati,” Toots
gigged.

“You always had a swell sense of
humor, Toots,” Kati told her.

“What the hell wc waiting for?”
the big blonde dame asked. “Let's
start shoveling them in.”

“Aw, we're having fun,” Toots
said. The cruelty fairly oozed out
of her. “Nice around here, Kati.
Pretty scenery, eh?”

“1 wouldn’t know,” Kati
“I'm a stranger here myself.”

The little hood was getting an eye-
ful of Kati. He looked like a hoppy.
“I'll plant this one,” he said. He
grabbed Kati, tore the front of her
waist down, tore the slip. Kati put
her hands down, as if to cover her-
self with them.

“Lay off that, stooge!” the big
blonde snapped. *“Shove her in, but

said.



GIRL IN GRAVE 69

you don’t have to be so damned— "

Kati’'s foot went out and kicked
some of the grave dirt into the little
tommy-gunner’'s face. With the dirt
in his eyes, the little hood’s shot
missed, then 1'd kicked him in the
groin and tumbled him down into the
grave. Kati was on Toots Darrell
like a tigress. | whirled toward the
blonde, moved my head to the side as
she blasted a shot at me— an awful
good thing for my head. The slug
came close. Then | laid a hundred
and eighty on her chin, and she fell,
and the gun toppled from her hand,
and | grabbed the gun and made for
Toots. It was fifty-fifty between
Toots and Kati at the moment. They
had hit the ground, Toots on top.
But Kati's left hand had a grip on
Toots' right wrist. Toots was try-
ing to bring the gun around. How
it would have come out is a question,
but 1 brought the barrel of the
blonde’s gun down on Toots’ skull. |
gave her all | had. That did for
Toots.

A shot came up from the little
hood who had tumbled into the
grave, but he was shooting at a bad
angle. | knelt down and took a bead
with the blonde’'s gun and let him
have it through the skull. He flopped
prone over the coffin.

“Look out!” Kati shrieked. |
whirled. The big blonde— one tough
baby— was coming for me. She got
me around the knees from the back.
Then we were both on the ground
legging one another.

This dame had been wrestled
about before this, no doubt about it.
She was a squirmy bundle of woman
until 1 smashed a handful of knuckles
into her face. Even then she didn’t
go out. She was yelling. She had a

vocabulary, some new ones that |
can't use here. | knocked her cold
with the next smash. | got up,
slipped down into the grave and got
the hood’s gun, in case he was only
wounded and tried another shot. But
he was a done-for hood. He was
squirming around, and had rubbed
a lot of the wax off the mask that
was on the dummy doubling for
Toots Darrell’s corpse.

The big blonde came to just as
the cop on the beat, who'd heard the
shots, came running up. She had
even a bigger vocabulary than |
thought. She called us some names
that no respectable bartender in a
waterfront saloon would stand hav-
ing used in the place. She called us
louses. Not lice, but louses. Some-
how it sounded lousier, the way she
said it.

Toots Darrell was still out from
that sock on the skull. | guess she'd
never done so much sleeping at night
in years.

And the funny part of it all was
that when the excitement was over,
Kati passed out. She'd fought like a
tigress, she’d faced being buried
alive. And she passed out— swooned
like some old-time crinolined prunes-
and-prisms belle who'd learned her
sweetheart had stopped some round-
shot at Appomatox. Woman, real
woman, after all. And what a
woman!

TAF COURSE, right after Toots
Darrell showed up at thatgrave-
side, I'd doped out what the racket
had been. But | didn't get the full
shadings until I'd made Page One
with the story and dropped into
Kati’'s apartment.
Kati was lying on a daybed in red
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lounging pajamas and let me mix my
own drink. She was a little pale, but
she was beautiful; she always was
and is beautiful.

“Soon as | saw that blonde dame
in the car at Marburgh and Ninth,”
Kati said, “1 figured her as bait for
Bing Corey. It was an odds-on
chance that Bing would leave the car
and get picked up by her. You know
how lonesome it is down that part of
Ninth— gas-tanks and open lots.
Those hoods would have followed
the gun-moll's car in their coupe,
and they'd have had a field-day tear-
ing Bing apart and throwing the
pieces to the flies. But Bing didn't
take the bait— or, rather, we
wouldn’'t let him—so the hoods
grabbed Jim Forrest’s hearse, snuk
through the busy traffic of Marburgh
Avenue that =way.”

Kati had noted the number of the
blonde’s car. It didn't add up to
anything until after the mobsters had
tommied our sedan. Kati had phoned
from St. Joseph’s to have the number
put on the teletype. But it was a hot
car, of course. The blonde had
ditched it down near the gas-house
district and scrammed.

“It got me thinking,” Kati went
on. “That dame surely knew that
I wouldn't follow her. And she
must have known that Flash
wouldn’'t. And you haven't a repu-
tation for chasing blondes. Or have
you?” Kati asked, and seemed pretty
damned coy, for her.

“Go ahead,” | told her.

“Well, then it was Bing’'s number
that was up, wasn't it? And Bing
didn’t have an enemy in Marburgh’s
underworld. Toots Darrell had
sworn to get him, though, hadn’t
she? But Toots was dead. Yeah.

Maybe. That's the way | doped it.

“Toots was in too deep, was smart
enough to know she couldn’t beat a
prison rap any longer. She'd had a
world-famous film hero sending her
an orchid ever} morning, she'd had a
famous sculptor model her, she'd
broken up the home of that big Wall
Street man. But she knew she
couldn't big-eye the tough D. A. here
in Marburgh. If she just lammed,
she’'d been picked up. But the pneu-
monia epidemic gave her a real out.
She could ‘die’ awful conveniently,
wash off the whole score with the
law, then disappear. You remember
that New Yorker who was carrying
the torch for her?”

“The banker?” | asked.

Kati got up from the daybed, put
her hand on my head. “Do you ever
use that thing inside there,” she
asked. “That big sculptor, of course.
Toots made her men her slaves.

When she said ‘Jump'—they
jumped. Money, murder, prison—
anything. | figured that sculptor

could have made a convincing mask
for her. And there was no inquest;
she’d had medical attendance all
along. And, if you recall, the real
showy, public part of that funeral

was after the casket had been
closed.”

“But how about the medical cer-
tificate?” 1 asked.

“Yes, how about it? 1'd looked
that up before | acted. Dr. Alvin

Stock, wasn’t it? | found he’'d beat
an insurance-racket rap in Illinois six
years ago. He did a bit for mal-
practice in Joliet. And he’s the doc-
tor for most of the junkies in this
town. And Jim Forrest was called
to lay out the corpse, wasn't he? Jim
Forrest— the same guy that was
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stuck up so easy today and had his
hearse taken from him!”

1 asked Kati if she thought Jim
Forrest was crooked.

“Jim Forrest,” Kati said, “would
sell his mother’'s tombstone to make
a buck. Or the hoods may have
scared him into keeping his mouth
shut on that dummy stand-in for
Toots’ corpse. Looks like Jim’s go-
ing to serve a little semester up in
college.”

| felt pretty dumb. | had cov-
ered Toots Darrell's funeral. Natu-
rally, | hadn’t touched the “corpse”
but I'll bet Bing Corey or Kati would
heXe seen through it all if they'd
been in town at the time. They
hadn’'t been; when Toots “died”
they were on the Coast covering a
big crime-wave with a Marburgh
angle to it.

But Kati mver needled me on

that. Just as | got a Scotch-ancl-
soda mixed, she came pretty close to
me. “You were swell in that fight
tonight, Jim,” she said. “Maybe 1
can make a shamus out of you.”
Then Kati came closer. “Another
thing, Jim. I'm afraid you always
had the idea that Bing Corey meant
something to me. He didn't— not
that way. Bing was a great boy, a
great personality. I'll never forget
him. But he was too handsome to
marry?7 He could never have been a

one-man woman— like you, Jim,
darling.”
Sometimes I'm not the fastest

thinker in the world. But suddenly
I saw7 that Kati's eyes were shining
strangely.

“Whv, Kati!” | gasped.

“You dope!” Kati"said.

I still don’t quite know Avhether |
kissed her or she kissed me.

Meet Dan Turner
Hollywood Sleuth

IN next month's i1ssue!



eath Dances
On Dimes

As Told to LAURENCE DONOVAN

I loved a thief.

~and I wouldn’t give him

up. Noteven when | woke up ivith a corpse-

the body of the dance-hall girl

he was

accused of murdering!

SAW Amy Dutton’sblack,

dead eyes staring at me.

Her dead face, blue and

bloodless under the thick

rouge, was gruesome, up-
held on her rounded arms. She had
been placed in a chair and her arms
lay on a table with the hands out-
stretched.

I saw Jimmy lying on the floor
with blood still oozing from a cut on
the back of his head. | had come
there, desperately hoping to dis-
suade Jimmy from stealing Amy
Dutton’s hundred grand worth of
diamonds.

When | saw Amy’s cold face and
the ivory-handled knife sticking in
her throat, the furniture started to
swim in slow circles. For that knife
belonged to Jimmy. | had never seen
another like it, and | was quick to
think of many others who had seen
the knife.

Well, | must have passed out for
a few minutes and caught at a chair
across the table from the corpse.
When the room came back and quit
whirling, 1 was so close | could have

touched the murdered girl.
72

One dim light was burning. The
corridor door to the apartment had
been unlocked when | had tried it,
so | had walked in. N owt | caught
the odor of lilac perfume before my
eyes began to get everything in its
place again.

My stomach was turning over and
I had to hold onto the chair to keep
from falling. Amy Dutton always
was a smelly cat with that lilac stuff
she used. She may have been social
register, but she didn't have much
taste. Perhaps that was what made
her a strip teaser who always held a
good spot in the candid shots of the
tabloids.

A stripper was Amy Dutton who
didn’'t leave anything much to the
imagination of her audiences. No-
body but a society dame could have
got by the cops with half the snaky
stuff with which she had panicked
night club audiences before she had
walked into the spot at Loveland
the week before.

Was it only aweek? | shuddered
and looked at the dead girl. |
looked at Jimmy lying on the floor
with the blood staining his thick red-
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dish hair. It seemed impossible that
all of this could have happened in a
week.

Seven short days ago | had never
met either Amy Dutton or Jimmy
Doyle, the thief. In that time | had
come to hate the one and love the
other. Tonight the society strip
teaser was sitting here murdered.
And Jimmy Doyle was my husband.

 street twist!
you don't work

Amy’s terrible dead eyes seemed
to be talking inside my head.

They said, “You hated me, Patsy
Gregg. You wanted me dead. So
you sent Jimmy to murder me. How
could you do that to me?”

As my head quit buzzing every-
thing was awfully quiet. Too quiet.
Until | screamed. Just once. Stop-
ping it with my hands gripping my
cheeks and holding my jaws to-
gether.
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Then for an instant | was seeing
something not in that room. The
dead face of the strip teaser van-
ished. In its place the table seemed
to become a cement sidewalk. On
this was a brownish blotch as if
someone had spilled red paint and
it had dried.

Red paint under a copper’s flash-
light. Just as | had seen it under
the seventh floor window from which
Lucille, the best pal 1 or any girl
ever had, had jumped. That seemed
to me now to be ages ago, and yet
it had been only the night before.

That horror of dried blood, all
that the coppers would let me see of
what had been Lucille. Yes. If I could
have found Amy Dutton within the
following few hours, | might have
killed her myself.

The fearful vision faded and Amy
Dutton’s staring eyes came back.
The room was filled with classy fur-
niture. One little light by the dress-
ing table was burning. Under it
spilled the gleaming sparkle of icy
jewels. The real ice of diamonds.

BRACELET lay on the floor in

front of the dresser. Were
these the diamonds that Jimmy had
come to steal, or were they the phony
ones that Amy had been wearing at
the dime dance barn for the past
couple of nights?

I knew he had intended coming
here, that he was a thief, because
he had told me so himself. He said
he had been given a straight tip that
the real Dutton diamonds were in
Amy’s apartment and that she was
wearing the phonies. So, when |
learned that Amy Dutton had sud-
denly been called by phone, and had
left the dance barn two hours ahead

of time | had been put into a panic.

Anyway, | had tried to talk Jimmy
out of “making this one last haul”
as he had said it would be. And
even tonight 1 believed if | could
reach him, | could stop him. | was
afraid for him, too, knowing that
Amy Dutton had already left the
dance hall.

It was all adding up. The cops
knew Jimmy to be a thief who had
served time. The spilled ice on the
dresser table. Amy with the knife
in her throat. Yet there was some-
thing inside me that said, “Jimmy
didn't do it. Jimmy could never
have killed her. Jimmy was kind.
He was my husband, though he had
been that only since this morning.”

All of what 1 am telling passed
through my mind less than a min-
ute. You can see all of your life-
time they say when you are falling
to death. | tried to keep my eyes
from turning to Amy’s dead face.
Suddenly 1 leaned closer.

Leaned closer and looked at the
dead girl's fingernails. She always
kept them perfectly. They were
tapered and painted as red as blood.
But one of her fingernails now was
torn halfway across. Something had
caught in it and it was another color
that showed across the carmine pol-
ish.

For an instant my heart sang, but
not for long. Jimmy had not Killed
her. But who would believe that?
Anything | might say would be
worse than saying nothing at all.
Many persons would be ready to tell
how | had hated Amy Dutton.

Now | had but one wild thought.
I must get Jimmy out of here. The
door through which I had come was
still unlocked. Possibly the police
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already had been called, were on
their way.

T got over and tried to lift Jim-
my's shoulders. He opened his eyes
and his lips whispered, *“Patsy—
Patsy— what are you doing here ?”

“Never mind that!” T cried out
wilcQy, "W c must get out of here!
Jimmy, why did you do it?”

But he was lifting himself, staring
past me. He had seen the corpse
sitting rigidly in the chair with the
dead face held gruesomelv on the
stretched arms.

“What—who did it?” he gasped.
“ Patsy, you—"

Tt sickened me to think that
jimmy could even have such a
thought. But | said, “Jimmy, get
your knife out of her throat! Hurry!
Once we get outside we'll talk!”

Jimmy staggered as he walked,
and he said, “Good God! It's all
been a frame! I'll get the knife,
Patsy 1"

He was over beside the corpse
reaching for the ivory-handled knife.
If we could get out | thought there
was no one who had seen me enter
the small apartment building and
come up. Perhaps Jimmy hadn’'t—
but he had not told me how he had
been knocked out.

Jimmy’'s hand was touching the
knife.

“Hold it right there! Don’t move
either of you! Keep that hand right
where it is! Well, if this ain't the
sweetest damn setup!”

1 clenched my teeth in my hand
keeping back a scream. The door-
way was full of cops. The one speak-
ing was big and Irish, and | learned
in a little bit that he was Sergeant
Carney of a pirecinet homicide squad.

| saw a face over a copper’s shoul-

der, and | knew from the cap it was
that of the janitor. 1 heard him
speak, “Yap! Just like T first saw
her when T sneaked in on that fellow
and rapped him one!”

I said wildly, “Timmy didn't do
it! He—"

“Save it, sister!” snapped out Ser-
geant Carney, taking in my cheap
dance-barn costume with one blue-
eyed glance. “Il ain’'t askin’ any
guestions yet! Here, Haggerty!
Snup him just as he is!”

That must have been what the
coppers call a sweet shot to have. A
cameraman pushed forward, pointed
a big black box, and when his light
flashed he had the picture of Jimmy
with his hand still stretched toward
that knife in Amy Dutton’s throat.

RAP ’'em both wup!”
ordered Sergeant Car-
ney as the cop doctor
began examining the
corpse.

I shivered as | heard handcuffs
snapped on Jimmy’s wrists. One of
the dicks said to ine, “Hold out your
hands!”

The janitor was standing there,
his cap in his hand and scratching
his partly bald head. He had a flat
face and he must have had a one-
track mind. It was the last that
saved me.

“Wait a minute, Mister,” he said
with a puzzled voice. “This dame
ain't got nothin’ to do with it. She
just walked in here a minute ago,
after | clocked this bozo an’ saw that
Miss Dutton had been murdered. |
heard her scream when she saw what
had happened, so she—"

“Makes it different,” cut in Ser-
geant Carney, giving me a longer
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look. “But how come you're right
on the spot like this— "

Jimmy said quickly, “You're not
asking me, but I'll tell you. 1 told
her | was coming up here after the
Dutton’s girl's rocks, and she tried
to talk me out’ve it. She followed to
stop me, but—"

“That’'l be enough, Doylel”
snapped Carney. “Sure, we've been
hopin’ you'd see the light after your
last stretch! Well, this'll be your
last one!”

Jimmy’s face was white and set,
but his voice was steady.

“1 didn't kill the girl, if that's
what you mean,” he said. “I didn't
even see her, not until 1 come out of
the ether after being sapped from
behind. | didn't see Amy Dutton
sitting dead in that chair either be-
fore | was socked. But | ain't say-
in’ she couldn’t have been there, be-
cause | was looking at the ice there
on the table, an’ | got it quick.”

“Yeah?” came from Carney. “Of
course that explains why you were
about to pull that shiv outta her
neck? Maybe you thought that
would bring her back to life or some-
thing?”

All of the dicks in the room, and it
seemed full of them, turned and
looked at what Jimmy said next.

“That happens to be my knife,

copper. It didn't seem smart to
leave it there.”

“Well, I'll be damned!” exploded
Carney. “Sure, you know your

prints are all over it, so you're being
real nice about tellin’ us, huh?”
The cop doctor was a little old
man. He had a clipped mustache
and a sense of humor.
He said slowly, “The woman died
of strangulation, so | wouldn’'t put

too much emphasis on the knife, ser-
geant. She had been dead long
enough before the shiv? was pushed
in so that the wound didn’t bleed,
and it should have bled plenty.”

“Yeah?” grated Carney. “Wasn't
sure she was dead, eh, Doyle? So
you had to use the shiv after you
choked her? The prints'll tell that.
Take him along, boys, and we'll hold
the dame as a material witness.”

The flat-faced janitor said, “He
must-a seen the body, Mister,”
meaning Jimmy. “He wasn't look-
in’ at no jewelry when | clunked him.
He was cornin’ away from the table
where the corpse is sitting.”

“Thought so!” rapped out Car-
ney. “All right, boys! Take them
both along!”

I guess I've never been a fast
thinker. You wouldn’t expect a dime
dance doll who goona-goos for a
living to be quick that way. But
maybe it was the few old-fashioneds
I had swallowed before | Went after
Jimmy. It seemed to me there was
something being overlooked, and |
pulled at Sergeant Carney’s sleeve.

ME of the coppers were over
by the body, some taking finger-
prints and others looking around.

I said to Carney, “If you'll give
me one little break, copper, maybe |
can show you something. Something
that'll change your mind about
Jimmy. He didn't kill Amy Dut-
ton, and | can prove it if I've got
the time. Look Jimmy over an’
then tell me if there’s anything about
him like I'm gonna show you.”

“What the—” began Carney,
then | found out he had a human
streak. “Well, what do | look for
on Doyle?”
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I told him and his blue eyes dark-
ened a little. He gave Jimmy one
quick glance and then he said, “The
other?”

“There it is,” | pointed, and he
looked at Amy Dutton’s broken fin-
gernail. He had the photographer
take a close-up picture of the finger-
nails before he said, “It could be
something, Patsy. But | don’t think
it's important enough to save Doyle
from the hot seat.”

My teeth were biting into the back
of my hand when he said that.

“T his dame is the society strip-
per, and she dances with a lotta guys
at that Loveland mill every night,
doesn’'t she?” added Carney.

I nodded, because | couldn't
speak.

“Then that could have come offa
any guy,” said Carney. “I hear this

dame was kind-a violent in her hotsy-
totsy hoofin’.”

I Was thinking hard, and | said,
“Suppose, sergeant, | could find out
where that came from, and it was on
some fellow who never danced in the
Loveland barn with Amy Dutton,
and who wasn't there tonight?”

“Well, who is he? Spill it? [I'll
have— "

But | had a sudden idea. | said,
“Hell, Sergeant! Spread the word
around and it gets into the news
rags, so what! 1llow about you let-
tin’ me try to find the guy that wore
what that come off of, an’ you keep-
in' it under cover?”

“Mcanin’ you know who you're
lookin’ for?” snapped Carney. “If
you know that much, spill it!”

I shook my head stubbornly.

“That won't work,” | said. “I've
got to do this on my own.”
“You think a helluva lot of

Jimmy Doyle, don’cha?” cut in Car-
ney. “There ain't one chance in a
million, but damned if | ain't gonna
give you a break on it, Patsy. Re-
member, you ain't runnin’ out on
me.”

“1 might run out on you, Sergeant
Garney,” | said. “But so help me,
I'll never run out on Jimmy.”

Jimmy hurst out with, “What's all
this she’s telling you, Carney? You
got plenty on me, even if 1 didn't
kill the Dutton dame, but I'm not
lettin’ Patsy run into trouble.”

“Shut up, Doyle!” rapped out
Carney. “I'm runnin’ 'this show!
You come up hereto steal the dame’s
rocks, an’ the janitor sees you be-
side her corpse and saps you down!
You've got a record and— want me
to draw you a picture of a case that's
ail wrapped up for the jury' on the
first ballot?”

T DID not seem as if any-
thing could save Jimmy
the way the news rags
rapped into him. Amy
Dutton, the society strip

teaser, was big news mostly on ac-
count of a lot of pictures unfit to
print. Then she had dough, too,
something like five millions.

Jimmy’'s record as a thief was no
recommendation. | read some of it
and it made me so sick | quit look-
ing at the headlines. They had over-
looked one litde thing that was be-
tween Sergeant Carney and me. And
one other little thing, about me being
Jimmy’'s wife.

It was these two little things that
might give me my break.

I had to go over the past week in
my mind, and recall several things
that had happened. Back to the
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first night | had seen Amy Dutton
and made a snappy effort to scratch
her eyes out. Back to the reason for
my pal, Lucille, doing the Dutch.

That night, a week ago, | had
breezed into Loveland forty minutes
late.

“You gotta su-prise waitin’ for
you, Patsy,” said Tony Santo who
runs the barn.

“Got some customer that won't
blow garlic down the front of my
neck and mountain-climb my knees?”
I sparked brightly.

“Wait'll you see, Patsy,” said
Tony. “Did’j'ever hear-a Amy Dut-
ton? Well, she's takin’ Lucille’s
place on the spot tonight.”

“An’ what the hell’s Lucille gonna
think of that kind-a tripe, Tony?” |
comes back. “She’ll quitcha and
she’'s the swellest— "

Tony Santo grinned at me with
one corner of his mouth.

“Lucille ain't quittin’, Patsy, on
account of she was in this afternoon
an’' blowed the joint when 1 told her.
After all | done for her. But Amy
Dutton now, wait'll the tabs get it
an’ we'll hafta put up the riot lines.”

I didn’t say another word. Who
hadn’t heard of Amy Dutton if they
read the tabs. She was a hot little
number. Society with a big S. She
had made two night clubs famous
because she would go that last few
inches of the strip which left prac-
tically nothing for the camera boys
to imagine.

So Tony had let Lucille quit!
There was a special damn in the
back of my mind as | thought of who
would be buying the cakes and java
for Lucille and me. We roomed to-
gether in a seventh floor walkup.

I high-heeled across the barn

floor, seeing my legs in the dance
wax mirror. |If | say so myself, they
are nice legs. The swing musicians
were already in the box. Jute, the
front man who pitches them into the
big oompah, is waiting with his con-
ductor's stick and looking at his
watch.

Some customers were already
around the birdcage buying dime
tickets. The bam was cold, but I
had a creepy feeling like | was walk-
ing through a morgue. The same
way | got it that night a new little
frail from the country went out to a
chop suey joint with a big bimbo,
and comes back to take poison and
do the Dutch right in the dressing
room.

Lucille was on my mind. She had
been my room-mate in-the seventh
floor walkup for six months. We al-
ways got along swell, us both having
the same ideas about staying on the
up and up. Neither of us liked the
jives, the barnacles who bought dime
tickets, then wanted a lot of other
privileges besides bruising your
knees and breathing down your neck.

The jives could take us out to the
chop suey joints. We called them
the laundries. If the girls wanted
to go other places more private, that
was all right with the house as long
as the jives paid enough tickets to
cover the empty stretches.

Lucille and me never went farther
than to some open laundry. More
than one jive complained and Tony
Santo would tell them, “Well, what
the girls docs on their own is up to
them, brother. This ain’'t one-a-them-
kind'a joints.”

We got plenty of laughs from the
others on the dime dance chain gang
for wearing backyard cat as neck-



DEATH DANCES ON DIMES 79

pieces, and getting most of our eats
in sandwiches some jives would buy
us off the counter between the dance
stretches.

So | was not thinking of a thing
but Lucille as | went into die dress-
ing room, holding the door wide
open and having a look around.

npHE first thing | heard was fat

Mom  Kelly's voice, saying,
“Now that's what 1| calls class.
Wouldja look at them real minxes,
girls?”

A glossy neckpiece of real mink
was strung over the peg next to mine,
where Lucille had always hung her
cat pelt. In spite of it being past
time for the oompah to pull the jives
in off the avenue, half the girls were
still sitting around in their half-and-
halfs.

They didn’'t even look around,
knowing | was holding the door open
for the musicians and the customers
up front to have a look-in at the gang
in nothing but brassieres and panties.
All were looking at Amy Dutton.

Mom Kelly says, “Patsy, shut that
door. Wc ain't givin’ a free show.”

I had one look at the snaky curves
and the flat white shoulders then be-
ing powdered by this Amy Dutton,
and | says, “The hell we ain't
Mom 1’

Amy Dutton turns her snobbish
pan and looks at me out of bright,
black eyes. She didn’t miss the frayed
cat | was wearing. She smiled at me
with her chin lifted and it was like a
slap in the face. It was right then
my fingers started itching.

Then | saw the dame had spread
her wardrobe around. A Fifth Ave-
nue dress that would have kept Lu-
cille and me eating for six months

was over on my peg. | ripped it
down, and | mean ripped it.

“It's one of the rules, babee,” |
says sarcastic, “to keep your rags on
your own hook.”

Amy Dutton was holding the pow-
der box and she slammed it between

my eyes.

She blazed, “You little street
twist, I'll see you don't work here
any more!”

“Any more than my pal!” |
yelped. “My pal who has to eat,
and loses her spot to a slimy little
society teaser like you !”

I went after her, both hands claw-
ing. Mom Kelly was too quick for
me, and she said, “Tsk! Tsk!
Patsy!” as she puts a grab around
my stomach and makes me miss the
scratch by a couple of inches.

At that instant the big oompah
started on the trombones and the
clarinets out in the barn. Tony Santo
opened the door and beside him is a
tall silk hat like you never see around
Loveland.

The silk hat was tall and dark-
haired, with a nice easy smile. He
saw Mom Kelly holding me, and he
looked over the scantily clad frails,
his eyes lingering on my own shapely
legs-

He said, “Well, well, Mr. Santo!
What goes on here?”

I expected to lose rny job, so |
wailed out, “What goes on is that
I'll tear the eyes outta this Dutton
louse if she don’t get wise to her-
self!”

“Yeah?” snarls Tony Santo.
“You're out, Patsy! Get your duds!”

“Just a minute, Mr. Santo,” inter-
rupts the silk hat. “My cousin, Amy,
is a little difficult at times, so |
wouldn’t want you to be firing this
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girl called Patsy. Suppose we talk
it over.”

“Well, if you say so, Mr. Hop-
per,” says Tony, glaring at me.

“That's right, Arthur,” dripped
the Dutton dame behind me. *“See
that she doesn’t lose her job because
of me. She's your kind, cousin, and
maybe she’'d let you buy her some-
thing to take the place of that back-
yard sable she’s wearing.”

Mom Kelly had to get her fat
arms around me again as | yelled,
“1'll strangle her for that!”

A LL of the chain gang was troop-
n ing out of the dressing room.
The tall blonde and the Italian frail
were last, and they smiled at me
sadly. They were sure | would be
fired. | wasn't, though.

The rest of the gang had been
picked off by the first jives when |
reached the line. Amy Dutton was
putting on a goona-goo that was low-
down and mean, doing a snake twist
all the way from her white shoulders
to her feet, which did not move.

This Arthur Hopper, Amy’s
cousin, came toward me with a strip
of tickets. | said, “Okay Mister,
and thanks for the good word to
Tony.”

He said, “That’s all right, lovely.
Forget it.”

The red pash lights were on now
and the swingers were putting on the
dreamy stuff. Arthur Hopper had
a gentleman’s touch. | mean he did
not squeeze my waist like some jive
going to town, he did not step on my
feet and he neglected to try any
mountain climbing with his knees.

I goona-gooed for him though,
and he liked it. | never looked into
his eyes. You get that way in a

dance-barn. It is only a dime's
wmrth, so you let them drag you
along and you don’t see anything of
the jives but their vests and their
neckties.

Come the first stretch, Arthur sug-
gested orangeade and a sandwich.

At the table he said, “1 take it you
don't care much for my cousin

Amy?”
He had been nice, but | boiled
over, “I guess she's all right. I'd

feel that why about any dame that
squeezed my pal Lucille outta her
spot Lucille needed the job, and
your cousin’s society.”

Arthur’'s eyes were dark and he
looked at me with slow approval.

He said, ‘Tvc tried to talk her
out of taking jobs of girls that need
them. Amy’s really a swell girl, and
you're a swell looker yourself. How
about a real meal after a while?”

I nodded. Why not? He wasn't
the type to make a reach for you in
public. And already | was thinking
how little this being on the up and
up -was getting either Lucille or me.
Poor kid! She hadn’t come home
this afternoon, not wanting to tell
me she had lost her job.

Amy Dutton was putting on one
of her strip acts then that was
panicking the customers. | didn’t
say anything, but the way Arthur
Llopper looked at me, | knew he got
it that | still hated his fair and flex-
ible cousin.

Well, 1 went out to a laundry
with Arthur and he was nice. Be-
fore we came back he did tilt up my
chin and kiss me, and he said,
“Patsy, you're a lovely little thing. |
could go for a girl like you.” That
kiss was the kind that proved what
he meant, too, so | laughed it off.
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Dancing with Arthur, | missed a
lot of pawing over | usually got from
the cheap jives. Before | went out
to the laundry | called my landlady.
Lucille had not come in. | was wor-
ried about that. | knew she would
be making all the spots trying to find
a job.

Arthur said before the final hum-
ber, “Everhave a night off, lovely?”

When you have been pawed over
for months by cheap jives who ex-
pect a dime doll to be w-orth about
that much on the hoof or off, it Is
something to have a society swell like
Arthur Hopper act nice about every-
thing.

“Any night could be a night off as
long as the tickets are covered,” |
murmured, and he gave me a little
squeeze.

“That would be okay,” he said.
“1've bought a piece of the joint, you
know.”

I had suspected that when he had
called off the dogs so fast with Tony
Santo.

“You're a Sweetheart” was being
played. It -was the closing number.
Arthur had me in a little corner and
the way he kissed me would have
gone all the way to the heels of some
of the gang. It left me cold, but I
gave a good imitation of liking it.

T COULDN'T be blamed for
#e thinking that maybe | would ac-
cept Arthur Hopper's invitation.
There was Lucille to consider. We
had to eat and two can’'t do it on
dime dance tickets of one.

I limped home and wasted next
day’'s breakfast on a pint of ice-
cream. But Lucille was not there.
I watched the ice-cream get all hot
and gooey. It was around four A. M.

when | heard slow feet dragging up
the stairs.

Little Lucille put out her hands
and fell into my arms. Her dress
was torn off one shoulder and there
was a deep scratch across her throat.
She was sobbing her heart out and
before she spoke, | said, “Who did
it, baby? Who was the guy?”

She raised her big, brown eyes to
mine, and something was gone out
of them forever.

“1 was looking for a job, honey,”
she sobbed. “A fellow in a night
club gave me a West Side address,
and said he might have a spT)t for me
if 1'd see him after the show.”

“So he—"

“Please, Patsy! Please don’'t
hate me! It wasn't all his fault! |
thought we'd have to quit each
other! Now | know I'll never feel
decent again! | can never go
home—"

| stripped off her torn clothes and
slipped her a dream powder. | could
have killed the bimbo who was re-
sponsible for Lucille sobbing now in
her sleep.

“Amy Dutton!
was thinking.

I had just recalled that the society
teaser was wearing a flock of ice that
helped panic the customers, and
those rocks hadn’t come off any ten-
cent counter. They were the real
thing, and Mom Kelly had said Amy
had boasted they were worth a hun-
dred grand.

Her cousin, Arthur, had men-
tioned to me himself that the ice was
the real McCoy. Poor, little Lucille,
out looking for a hoofing job, and
Amy Dutton sporting enough dia-
monds to have made any dame inde-
pendent for life.

Damn her!” |
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I don't know how long | had been
asleep beside Lucille when | awoke
from a nightmare in a cold sweat.
Lucille was moaning, and then | be-
came scared. | had been dreaming
about the society stripper, and my
hands had been gripping Lucille's
white throat.

I didn't sleep any more. Lucille
was still out when 1| started for the
night's drag-around.

T DREW one cheap jive after an-
~ other that night. They were do-
ing more goona-gooing with their
belt buckles than their feet. Amy
Dutton had all of them trying to
imitate her snaky hips. The barn
was jammed with society swells, so |
knew the tabloids had done their
stuff.

Arthur Hopper came in and
danced a few numbers with me. |
liked him, in spite of him being
Amy’s cousin. They were playing,
“You're a Sweetheart,” when Arthur
bent his head and said, “How about
tomorrow night, lovely?”

Many is the jive who had made
that same proposition. But it never
had meant a thing. | thought of
Lucille waiting in the room, so |
nodded and said, “Why not?”

Lie gave me a squeeze, but |
walked out alone. Lucille was still
awake, sitting by the window. |
looked at her white face and her
staring, brown eyes and shivered.

Lucille said, “1 can't stay here liv-
ing offa you, Patsy.”

I replied cheerfully, “Aw, go
jump in tire river. Maybe | ain't
so much on the up and up as I've al-
ways pretended. We'll get along
swell.”

What | had said didn't mean a

thing, but how | was to think of that
a little later.

The third and the fourth night of
Amy Dutton at the Loveland were
a little more of the same, with more
swells and a jammed barn. Arthur
Hopper came in that third night, but
he said, “I've a call out of town to-
night, lovely, and | won't be back for
a few days. But I'm not forget-
ting.”

“Neither am 1,” | whispered, giv-
ing him the goona-goo with a bright
smile.

Amy Dutton was jingling her ice
and snaking her hips in special tease
strips so that the cops who were
watching had to speak to Tony
Santo about it. The lowdown teaser
smiled at me once, too, on the floor,
and | was wide awake this time when
1 dreamed | had my hands on her
nice, white throat.

1 had been keeping Lucille in and
going without meals. | was so des-
perate by this time | imagined I
would like to see Amy Dutton’s slick,
stream-lined curves laid out on a
marble slab.

It was the fourth night when |
found myself dancing with a jive
who wore a green necktie. A dime
doll seldom bothers to see them
above their neckties. This guy
danced with his feet and he held me
like I might have been his sister.

Nobody ever could have made me
believe that when it came to me, it
would be a jive who bought his
goona-goo by the dime’'s worth. But
that's the way it was. That's the
way | met Jimmy Doyle, and he was
nothing but a green necktie to me
until we were half through the num-
ber.

He stopped suddenly. He said,
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“We'll go over and finish this one
on a ham an’ egg sandwich, baby. |
guess you girls get plenty tired
stringin’ around with dumb eggs that
think they've bought themselves a
hula-hula for a couplc-a nickles.”

"VTOW that was the oldest line in
“m' the business. The old come-
on. A lot of soft talk. “How did a
nice girl like you ever get into this
racket?” Then a little ride in his
car, or a dinner over at one of the
laundries where they have private
dining-rooms with keys on the in-
side.

And the next thing— well, you
know how it is with a dumb dame,
she’s giving plenty with nothing to
show for it but a lot of soft talk.

I thought of that. But there we’ll
skip it. He told me his name was
Jimmy Doyle. One of the girls had
told him about Lucille and me. May-
be she couldn’t tell him how hungry
I was, but he guessed that, too.

He had reddish hair, freckles and
smiling blue eyes. His mouth was
broad, but he had nice teeth when
he smiled. After he had been 'quiet
a long time and we had sat out three
numbers he talked a little.

“They tell me you're on a hunger
strike on account of your pal, Lu-
cille,” he said finally. “Anything
I can do about it?”

I said, “Nothing, Jimmy,” and |
couldn't let him. Because | was
feeling suddenly warm inside. |
don't know how to explain it, but
Jimmy Doyle and me were looking
at each other, and both of us knew
how it was.

There was only one catch. When
Amy Dutton was doing her stuff,
Jimmy Doyle lost his smile. His

mouth hardened and he kept his eyes
on her.

Well, he did not suggest taking
me out that night. In fact he never
did. But he put up the tickets and
doubled them to stick by me through,
“You're a Sweetheart.”

That night was the first in weeks
that | had looked at my own face
in the dressing room mirror. Not
bad, | hoped. My hair was natural
honey color. All the curves were in
the right places. | stretched out one
slim leg and it looked good enough
to get by.

My face was heart-shaped and my
eyes were kind of green.

Mom Kelly was watching me with
an lIrish grin on her pan.

She said, “Who’s the guy, Patsy?
Never thought you'd take a dive.”

I snapped back, “Guess again,
grandma. A bozo just slipped me
an extra buck on tickets.”

TIMMY DOYLE and me were in

one of the laundries that has pri-
vate rooms. No. He hadn't asked
me there. | had asked him. This
was near the end of Amy Dutton’s
week. Tonight | had seen a cop
touch Jimmy on the shoulder. They
had quite a talk before he came back
to me.

It took just that, just that sudden
stopping of my heart, to make me
know | would go places with Jimmy,
any place. He hadn’t smiled much
after talking to the cop, and he
wasn't smiling at me here in the
private dining-room.

For two days Lucille had not been
eating. She had put on a hysterical
act. | had put her to bed and made
her promise to stay there before |
went to the barn.
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Jimmy said, “1 don’t hit it much,
but we'll have a couple-a cocktails.
Then maybe you'll tell me what's on
your mind?”

We had several drinks before |
walked over and turned the key in
the door.

“Stick around, Jimmy, | ain't a
gold-digger,” | said. “l want to
know something though, something
that scared me. What did that cop
want to see you about?”

Jimmy looked me squarely in the
eyes.

“Funny thing, Patsy,” he said,
“but I'm going to tell the truth. It's
the reason | haven’'t said more to
you. It's the thing that will always
keep me from having a girl like you.
Patsy, I'm a thief. I've served two
stretches. 1'm not hot now, but the
boys have their eyes on me. So—"

It came like a flash. “So with that
Dutton stripper splashin’ around in a
hundred grand, the cop thought
maybe he oughtta speak to you about
it. And that's the reason you haven't
said any more to me?”

He nodded slowly, “That's it,
Sherlock.”
“Jimmy,” | said, “maybe I've

thought a lot about them rocks my-
self. But don’t you do it, Jimmy.
1 know 1 ain't worth a hundred
grand, and you can have me now or
any other time for a dime or noth-
ing. 1 don't want you to take that
chance.”

“You don’t know what you're say-
ing, Patsy,” stated Jimmy. “You
don’t think |1 would take a girl like
you—

“You'd better, Jimmy Doyle!”
was my reply. “I1 don't care if
you're a murderer, that's the way it

I had my arms wrapped around
his neck by this time, and | put every-
thing | had ever learned into that
kiss. His arms gradually tightened
around me. That kiss contacted the
fire that had been in both our hearts.

“Jimmy,” | whispered, “l1 don’t
care what you are. Lucille was
tricked into stepping out though she
didn’t mean to do it. Jimmy! |
know what I'm doing. One way or
another | intend to have your love.
I may be a dime dance dame, Jimmy,
but you're the first,”

Jimmy tried to put me away from
him. But | held him tightly and he
finally said savagely, “Damn you,
Patsy, | love you! Will you go
down to the City Hall with a thief
tomorrow morning?”

Would I go? | said, “Jimmy, I'd
follow you to hell and through it.”

I could not foresee just then that
was exactly what lay before me.

It was minutes later when Jimmy
said, “I'm taking the Dutton dia-
mons, baby. She don’t need them
and we can use them. It'll be my
last time, Patsy, | promise. I'm
pullin’ it tomorrow night before the
Dutton stripper gets back to her
apartment. I've had an underground
tip that she’'s wearing phonies and
the real rocks are in a safe at her
place.”

“No, Jimmy, please,” | pleaded.

But I couldn’t shake him on that.
He held me in his arms a long time.
As we were leaving, he peeled a cen-
tury from a roll in his pocket. He
said, “Patsy, this isn't for you. It's
for Lucille, the pal you've been will-
ing to starve for. It will send her
home. That's what got me in the
first place, when that dame told me
about you and Lucille.”
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“l understand, Jimmy,” | said,
tears in my eyes. My Jimmy was a
thief, but he was a swell thief. “I'll
send Lucille home. [I'll go with you
to the City Hall in the morning.”

“Okay, honey,” was his reply.
“1'm taking the Dutton stuff at about
ten o’clock tomorrow night, then I'm
taking you out of the damn barn
forever.”

I didn't like that, but . ..
him, whatever he was.

I loved

TT WAS two A. M. when | breezed

out of a taxi in my own block. |
had fallen for a thief and | was go-
ing to marry him. | had shame-
lessly offerer! myself to him. My
whole world was cock-eyed. And I
was the happiest girl in the Big
Town.

I stopped in an all-night delicates-
sen and loaded up with groceries and
a few bottles of beer. It would be
great to see Lucille smile again.

I came around the corner. There
was a car standing before our room-
ing house. A couple of uniformed
coppers were there in the light from
the door. | had a cold chill of ap-
prehension. All | could think of was
Jimmy.

Had someone spotted us in the
laundry and heard us talking? Or
maybe they were looking me up be-
cause everyone at the barn had seen
lwas Jimmy’s girl ?

A big Irish copper stepped in
front of me at the entrance.

“Maybe you’'d be Patsy Gregg?”
he said.

“Why—why, vyes,
Gregg,” | stammered.

The Irish cop said quietly, “May-
be I'd best tell you before you go
up to your room. The girl with you,

I'm Patsy

Lucille Cooper, well, she won't be
there.”

My heart stopped, picked up, and
I gasped out, “Something's hap-
pened to Lucille? Tell me?”

The other copper flicked on a
flashlight. Its beam played across
the sidewalk. I'll never forget that
horror as long as | live. It was like
somebody had spilled a bucket of
brown paint on the concrete.

I ran headlong into the big Irish
cop and he put his arms around me.
He said, “There now, Patsy— there
now—"

I was seeing Lucille sitting before
that seventh floor window. Day and
night. Not talking. Refusing to
eatt The cop holding me said,
“Switch off that damn light,
Murphy.”

T WAS Mrs. Jimmy Doyle when |
<+ walked into the barn that next
night. 1 was not wearing my ring be-
cause | didn’'t want Tony Santo and
the others to know.

I saw Amy Dutton goona-gooing
out on the floor, and | had to get
hold of myself hard to keep from
rushing out there and tearing her to
pieces. The rest of the chain gang
took one gander at me and didn’t say
anything. They had heard about
Lucille.

Tony Santo came over and his fat,
greasy face had worried lines.

“It's tough, Patsy,” he said. “You
wouldn’t believe it, but it's tough on
me, too. You know how I've al-
ways felt about you, Patsy. | told
you once any time you wanted to
quit this racket, you could—"

Tony had little, black button eyes.
He was always making a play for
one of the chain gang, and he had
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once made it strong with me until he
was convinced | wouldn't play.

I didn't say a word now. |
couldn't. The first jive that pushed
out a ticket wanted me to go to a
laundry. | felt like it | must have
had half a dozen old-fashioneds. |
was dizzy and seeing red when | got
back.

I noticed it was not far from ten
o’'clock. Jimmy would be making his
stab at the Dutton diamonds. |
didn't see Amy Dutton on the floor.
Mom Kelly said she had had a tele-
phone call and gone out in a hurry.

That was when panic hit me. |
almost ran out. | stopped to tell
Tony Santo | was sick and quitting
for the night, but the cashier said
Tony had gone home with a head-
ache.

So | grabbed the first taxi and
gave the driver Amy Dutton’s ad-
dress. | had to stop Jimmy, or
warn him the strip teaser might be
on her way home.

That was how | came to walk into
Amy Dutton’'s apartment.

LL of these things were
in my mind after |
gave Sergeant Carney
my word | would
never run out on

Jimmy. Somehow Carney managed
to keep me out of the murder stories
I was free to go back to the barn any
time | wanted to.

It came to me that if the real truth
of that murder came out, the flat-
faced janitor who had knocked
Jimmy out would come into it some-
where. | found out later that smart
Sergeant Carney thought so, too, but
he left the janitor on his own, though
he put a dick on his trail. He had

me shadowed, too, though | didn't
know that.

I waited until next morning, lying
awake all night. | read all the first
editions carrying the story of Amy
Dutton’s murder. It was mentioned
that Arthur Hopper would have a
few hundred thousands increased to
several millions by his cousin’s death.
Arthur Hopper had not been
reached, the stories said, having
gone on a fishing trip.

But during the day | called Ar-
thur's apartment number several
times on the chance he had read the
newspapers and hurried home. The
men who answered, up to late in the
afternoon, said that Mr. Hopper
had not been heard from.

I was afraid all that | felt could
be read in my face as 1 went into
Loveland for the night's drag-
around. The opening oompah was
already on. Like | should have
known it would, the connection of
the murdered stripper with Love-
land had packed the place early.
Everybody was goggling for a view
of the “place where she had
danced.”

The eyes of the chain gang bored
into me. | had not been mentioned
in connection with the murder, and
no smart reporter had dug up the
marriage record at the City Hall.
But every dame in there knew Jimmy,
and that he had practically taken me
out of circulation.

Tony Santo stopped me before |
went to the dressing-room. His
black eyes were sharp and | thought
he must know something of where |
had been the night before, even if
the news rags hadn’t spillied it.

“You don’t look so good, Patsy,”
said Tony. “Maybe you'd better
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take a cotrple-a nights off. | don’t
feel so good about Lucille, an’ |
guess you was kind-a over the line
for this Jimmy guy they caught up
m Amy Dutton’s apartment, huh?”

I was tense all through. But I
said, I'd rather have the body
dragged around, Tony. Maybe it'll
keep things off my mind.”

T WAS the big spot of the night

for the jives. They had heard
about Jimmy and me, and | could
almost feel the morbid interest they
took in goona-gooing with a dame
whose sweetie was headed for the
hot chair.

I refused to go out for drinks to-
night. | had to keep my head clear.
Somehow | expected Arthur Hop-
per to show up before we came to
“You're a Sweetheart.” So | gonna-
gooed with one necktie after an-
other.

Some of the jives were offering me
whole strips of tickets for one drag-
around. Little Patsy was having a
big night. And | had no feeling
whatever from the neck down. If
they tapped on my feet | didn’t know
it. | could not even smell garlic or
the hot close breaths on my throat.

I just looked at one necktie after
another and goona-gooed.

It seemed a year before Jute
pushed the swingers into “You're a
Sweetheart.” 1 hummed it as |
danced with a red necktie rubbing
my forehead. “You're a sweetheart,
if there ever was one— "

“Jimmy! Jimmy!” | was thinking.
“It all depends on me. Such a little
thing, Jimmy. The torn fingernail
of a murdered girl may be all that
stands between you and the electric
chair.”

Then, just as the last round of
music eased off, 1 saw Arthur Hop-
per come into the barn. He saw me
on the floor and waited.

Arthur smiled and said, “You
look ill, Patsy, but I'd like to talk
to you tonight at my apartment. |
have to go over some books with
Tony, but would you mind taking a
taxi out there and waiting?”

I thought quickly and said, “I'll
go, Arthur.” 1 didn't mention | had
tried to get him several times that
day. He was quick and nervous, like
he had more on his mind than my
own shapely person.

“1'll telephone and my man will
let you in, Patsy,” he said. “Have
him mix you a drink or two while
you're waiting.”

His dark eyes were searching me
as if he suspected something, and he
wasn’'t smiling.

When 1 reached the sidewalk |
could see light in Tony Santo’s office
on the second floor of Loveland. |
hurried into a drugstore and a phone
booth. I called police headquarters
and asked to be connected with Ser-
geant Carney at the precinct.

Then my breath stopped. “Ser-
geant Carney may not be in for sev-
eral hours,” | was told. Everything
so far as | knew was between Carney
and me.

I said quickly, “Leave a message
for him that Patsy Gregg has gone
to - .” | gave an apartment ad-
dess and number.

I came out, grimly determined |
would find what | sought, even if |
had to go the limit. That couldn’t
be unfaithful to Jimmy, | thought.
It might even be the means of sav-
ing him from the chair. The night
extras were on the street.
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A headline hit me between the
eyes.

JANITOR IN AMY DUTTON MURDER
FALLS TO DEATH IN ELEVATOR

| grabbed a paper. | learned that
Thomas Larkin, janitor, had been
found dead at the bottom of an ele-
vator shaft in the apartment where
Amy Dutton had been murdered.
The flat-faced man who had pinned
the rap for murder squarely upon
Jimmy.

I thought, now the police won't
have his testimony. Then panic
seized me. The janitor’s story was
already on record, and with him
dead it could never be changed. If
he had lied, the lie stood. And I
was sure he had lied.

| started toward a taxi stand. And
I saw Arthur Hopper standing in
the doorway of the Loveland watch-
ing me come from the drugstore. |
realized he had been watching and
he could see right into the drug-
store where 1had used the telephone
booth.

Another man detached himself
from the shadows and walked close
to me. Then it struck me | had seen
this man several times. Lie had
been in the barn during the night's
dancing. I've been around enough
to know a dick when | see one.

I climbed hastily into the taxi and
when | gave the address | made it
loud enough for the words to carry
to the dick. | was right. Another
taxi swung out right behind us and
I watched its lights for several
blocks. Then suddenly the second
taxi was held up by cross traffic
when my driver shaved a red light,
and | didnVsee the cab again.

All 1 could think of was that

Sergeant Carney might not get my
message for hours. If the dick in
the taxi had been following me, he
had lost the trail. | didn’t think then
that he might call Headquarters and
get the address | had given.

The man who opened the door of
the third floor apartment looked
more like a mobster than a servant.
Llis eyes narrowed suspiciously.

“1I'm Patsy Gregg,” | said.
all right. 1I'm to wait.”

He let me into a big, disordered
living-room. | had to act fast and
I said | could use a drink. The
man had remained, watching me. He
seemed to be acting on the idea |
had come to rob the joint.

But he muttered and went into
the kitchen. A bedroom door was
half open and | had to take a chance.
| darted inside.

The necktie rack was beside the
dresser. | had this in mind. If
the little gold-thread pattern 1 had
seen caught in Amy Dutton’s broken
fingernail had been missed, then one
swell imported tie would not be upon
that rack. It would have been de-
stroyed.

I fumbled quickly through the
ties. There it was. | realized how
smart Sergeant Carney had been in
keeping that single clue from the
newspapers. The murderer of Amy
Dutton had not discovered the pat-
tern was missing, and the tic was
strung on the rack with the others.

How | wanted that tie, but | knew
it must be found here. Anything else
might look like a plant on my part.
Where could | hide it? Then |
heard ice tinkling and the man com-
ing back from the kitchen.

I had it now. | could leave that
tie right where it was. If | tried

“® Itys
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to hide it and were discovered, any-
thing might happen. But | didn't
get out of the bedroom quickly
enough.

“So you did have something on
your mind, you damn double-cross-
ing, two-timing twist!”

Snapped a voice from the door-
way and dark eyes bored into mine.

“Grab her, Joe! Don't let her
scream!”

Joe dropped a tray and rolled to-
ward me. But | did scream once be-
fore his thick .hands closed on my
throat. The dark eyes of Tony
Santo were like shiny, gleaming
points before my face.

“What did you want in my bed-
room? Frisk her, Joe!”

I tried to speak, but my breath
was shut off. The man Joe obeyed
that order to the letter. A police
matron couldn’'t have been more
thorough. There wasn't a detail of
anything | was wearing that hadn’t
been explored when he finished.

“What did you want in there,
Patsy?” came the hard voice. “Do
you tell me or do | find out some

other way?”

I could talk then, and | said,
“Why, well, 1 was just waiting for
you. | was looking around.”

“Yeah? Now you start talkin’ I’

A flat, brutal hand struck the side
of my head. My brain buzzed to
dizzy nothing as | fell down. | tried
to fight back, but a minute later I
was lying on the bed in the room.
My wrists and my feet were tied to
the bed’s corner post.

“Okay, Joe!” came an order that
had deadly, mocking meaning. “You
have a look around outside! I'll
take care of her!”

He was standing over me, his

hands twitching. Joe hadn’'t both-
ered to replace the clothes he had
torn off me. | could see a gleam
come into the dark eyes.

“You're a nice piece of work,
Patsy. It'd be a shame to hurt you.
You didn’t think | knew you were
married yesterday. Now what did
you come in here to find? Spill it or
that Jimmy Doyle will never see you
again. But first I'm— "

He bent over me and crushed my
lips with his mouth until they bled.
I twisted away and gritted, “Don’t!
I didn’t come to find anything! Yes,
I was lonesome tonight without
Jimmy! | expect I'll never see him
again!”

“Yeah? You won’t be lonesome
long! Do you talk or do | find out
in my own way?”

I clamped my teeth together. |
could see no hope. Carney never
would get my message in time. Sure,
he would have the address to trace
me afterward. But what good would
that do me, or Jimmy?

For back of the other purpose in
those gleaming eyes | could see mur-
der written. Perhaps the same kind
of murder that had come to Amy
Dutton. Then | wasn't thinking at
all.

A thumb was pressed into my
throat and the two hands vised onto
my ears. It was horrible. 1 had no
breath to scream.

I could feel consciousness fading
out. | could feel the skin of my
ears tearing.

Though he was choking me, he
was forcing a brutal kiss upon my
lips at the same time. He was let-
ting up a little on the pressure upon
my throat. | heard quick movement
in the outside room.
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“Hold it, Tony!” snapped a
voice. “Let’s find out what this is
all about?”

The brutal hands of Tony Santo
let go of my ears and he was turn-
ing. Arthur Hopper was standing
in the doorway of the bedroom. Yes.
I had come to Tony Santo’'s apart-
ment. That had been the place |
knew | must search.

My last, faint hope faded out. |
knew there would be no more mercy

in Arthur Hopper than in Tony
himself. Arthur started into the
room.

Behind him there was a crashing
blow. Then the cold voice of Ser-
geant Carney rapped out.

“Yes! Let's find out what this is
all about? Get 'em up, both of yuh
or I'll take the greatest pleasure in
blasting you! Over by the wall,
Llopper! And you, Santo!”

So my message had got through
because the dick who had lost my
taxi had phoned in, just in time to
catch Sergeant Carney himself.
Dicks poured into the room and they
freed me and wrapped me in the bed
covers.

When | could speak, | said, “Ser-
geant Carney, you'll find the black
tie with the gold thread patterns still
hanging on Tony’'s rack. Anyone
around the Loveland mill can tell
you that it's his tie, and he never
noticed one of the gold patterns had
been torn loose.”

Carney held the tie in his hand,
and he said, “By hell, Patsy! You
win! | never saw a woven pattern
like that anywhere but in the broken
fingernail of Amy Dutton! Now
she would hardly have been putting
on a wrestling match with her bass
at Loveland!”

I said, “ I told you Tony had gone.
He wasn't there. He left a little be-
fore Amy Dutton was called by
phone. Tony's one hobby is im-
ported neckties. I'll bet there isn't
another one like that in the Big
Town. He strangled Amy Dutton,
and he helped frame Jimmy into go-
ing after the diamonds. Then he
took Jimmy’s knife and pushed it
into the dead girl’'s throat.”

Carney nodded. “You happened
to be seen around just before that
janitor fell down the elevator shaft
today, Tony. All right, how much
did Arthur Hopper pay you for the
job?”

Well, Tony sang then. Pie was
that kind. He put the finger on Ar-
thur Hopper. For a mere ten grand
put into Loveland, he had framed
and carried out the murder.

QERGEANT CARNEY walked
~  down the courtroom steps with
Jimmy and me. | have said Carney
was human. When he had finished
telling the judge all of it, the court
reluctantly paroled Jimmy “in the
custody of his wife.”

Sergeant Carney put one hand on
Jimmy’s shoulder at the door.

“Doyle, if you don’t go straight
for this girl, I'll personally use the
rubber hose on you the next time
they bring you in,” he said.

Jimmy grinned a little.

“That’s all right with me, Car-
ney,” he said. “By the way, you
can have fresh eggs all for nothing
if you drive out around Bay Edge,
Long Island, any time. | bought me
a chicken farm out there yesterday.
That’s where we’'re going, Patsy and
me.”

And that's where we went.



ENOUGH
T
CONVICT

By ARTHUR FINCH

T WAS really none of

Jeff's business. He didn't

even know the girl— at

least not to speak to—

but he was sure he recog-
nized her face. It started when he
came out of the bar at Seventy-
second.

She was headed, about as fast as
her high French high heels would let
her, up Broadway. The breeze
moulded her clinging skirt to her
legs and thighs, pulled it tight
against her bosom, in a way that
would make any man turn for an-
other look. Jeff was no exception.
He took a second look, and then a
third.

Her fur collar was tight around
her neck, with her head sort of
pulled down into it, so that it half
obscured her features. But he was

Jeff knew the girl well-

sure he'd met her somewhere. He'd
already taken a couple of steps after
her before he placed her.

Unless he was tremendously mis-
taken, she was Solange Serf, the new
movie star! Before Jeff had opened
his detective agency, he'd spent a
summer in Hollywood, and he was
willing to swear he’d met that girl
at half a dozen parties. Of course,
she hadn’t been a star in those days.

Jeff continued to follow her. De-
tective business was terrible and
there wasn’t any particular point in
hurrying down to his office Maybe
if Solange remembered him, he could
buy her a drink or so, and then—.
Well, maybe the day wouldn’'t be
completely wasted.

She turned in the street entrance
to the Hotel Lovett'scocktail lounge,
Jeff right behind her. She was al-

he’'d met her at half

a dozen parties— andyet when he spoke to
her, she denied ever having met him! That

aroused Jeff’s curiosity,
shooting started,

and when the
he was prepared

for almost anything!

91



92 PRIVATE DETECTIVE STORIES

ready seated in one of the red
leather-lined booths when he slid
into the opposite seat.

Jeff leaned toward her confidently.
“Hello,” he said. “1 know you.
You're Solange Sert.”

She turned level eyes on him that
had ice in their depths. Pier face
was expressionless and her voice was
low and even. “You are mistaken.
And | don’'t know you.”

Set back on his heels, Jeff tried
to grin. “It's okay with me,” he
said, sure that she was lying. “I
thought you might remember a cou-
ple of those Hollywood parties.”

Her voice was tight, as if she
were not finding it easy to control it
“Will you leave me please?”

TEFF shrugged and turned to go
~ when he saw the two men come
in. The tall fellow in the lead, wear-
ing the tan top coat, was a stranger.
But he did know the man who fol-
lowed, Stanley Ellis. Ellis’ usually
smiling countenance was grim and
purposeful. Jeff had seen him in a
score of hot night spots, always care-
free, always with money to burn,
always the life of the party. But
today the notorious playboy wasn't
playing.

His hat was pulled low over his
face and both hands were deep in
his coat pockets. His eyes never left
the man ahead of him. Somehow,
he reminded Jeff of an animal stalk-
ing its prey.

Jeff cast a glance back at the girl.
Her face was white and tense. She
sucked in a startled breath that lifted
the bodice of her dress. Jeff spoke
matter-of-factly: “It looks like fire-
works, kid! Better keep your seat.”

She ignored his warning and

surged suddenly to her feet. Jeff in-
tercepted her with an arm around
her waist and swept her toward the
side door. Her purse spilled from
her grasp and he caught it in mid-
air.

Then he heard Stanley Ellis’
voice. “Bill! Bill Youngtree! Turn
around!”

The tall man in the tan coat
stopped and turned curiously. His
face went pale. Ellis’ right hand
vcas out of his pocket and it held a
gun. The man called Youngtree
cried: “Put that gun down! For
God’s sake, put it down, Stanley!”

His only answer was three evenly
spaced shots. The impact of the lead
threw him backward, folded him up.
and deposited him neatly in a pile
from which blood seeped redly.

The lounge was hideous with the
screams of women, hut Jeff wasn't
having any of it. Already he had
propelled Solange through the door
to the sidewalk on the side street.
“Even if you aren’'t the movie star,”
he said dryly, “1 don’t think you'll
want the kind of publicity that's
coming out of that place.”

TN'OR an instant she stood so close
to him that he could feel each
separate tremor that shook her.
Then, with a jerk, she'd pulled free,
and was running madly. Before Jeff
could start in pursuit, Stanley Ellis,
gun in hand, had come tearing from
the door behind him in a rush that
threatened to bowl the private detec-
tive over. Fie swerved and avoided
Jeff but failed to miss a girl who
stood rooted in paralyzed fear at the
curb.
She went to her hands and knees,
screaming. Her skirt swirled high,
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revealing flesh that was startlingly
white in contrast to the black silk of
her dress. The killer's hat was jarred
to the back of his head and he
shoved it in place with a wild stab
as he slid behind the seat of the
powerfully motored coupe that
awaited him. His gun skittered to
the sidewalk, but he made no move
to retrieve it.

There came the roar of his motor
and he was off.

Jeff stood undecided for a mo-
ment. It was useless now to try to
find the girl who said she wasn't
Solange Serf. The police were al-
ready swarming through the Lovett
bar and lobby. Crowds were collect-
ing. Jeff glanced down and saw that
he still had the girl’s pocket-book
under his arm. A slight grin trickled
across his face. Somewhere in its
contents he was sure he'd find the
answer to why Solange wasn't Sol-
ange! He whistled a cab in to the
curb.

On his way downtown to his office
which was in the building where he
had his apartment, Jeff tried to fig-
ure things out. He was sure he'd
never seen Bill Youngtree before—
but he had a feeling that he ought to
know the name. As far as the mur-
der itself went, there seemed to be
no mystery connected with it. Thcrc'd
been twenty witnesses. All the police
had to do was find Stanley Ellis.
And that shouldn’t he hard.

And yet Jeff wasn't satisfied. Was
it just coincidence that had placed
Solange— Jeff would have sworn
that she was Solange Sert— on the
scene ?

His mind turned to the Kkiller.
Stanley Ellis had been featured in
gossip columns and in the scandal

sheets ever since he’'d been graduated
from college. Yet up to now his
pranks had been extravagant and
silly, but never harmful to any one.
The man must have gone suddenly
nuts, the private detective decided.

His taxi pulled up before his des-
tination. Jeff paid the driver and
hurried into the building.

Tossing Solange’s pocket-book on
his desk, he reached for his tele-
phone. He thought he knew where
he could get some of the information
he wanted. But the instrument rang
before he could pick it up.

“l want to speak to Jeff Dakin,
the private detective.” It was a
woman’s voice.

“1'm Jeff Dakin.”

“1'm calling for Solange Sert. She
wanted me to thank you for helping
her out of that place this afternoon.
I'm her sister, Constance.”

“Forget it,” Jeff said.
do anything.”

“Solange seems to think you did.
She’s here with me now. She would
like you to come over here. And if
you still have her bag, could you
bring it over?” She spoke with what
seemed a suggestion of anxiety, and
waited.

Jeff lifted his eyebrows. “Oh, yes.
Of course! The Grinnell Arms, you
say?” He put the receiver down
thoughtfully.

Still with a puzzled look on his
brow, he picked up the phone again
and dialed a number. *“Hello,
Susan,” he said when he got his an-
swer. “It's about that screen column
you write. Does Solange Sert have
a sister?”

“Aren't you the business-like
man?” Susan laughed. “Always
want help, but never a date! But

“1 didn't
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let it go! No, there’s only one little
girl in the Sert family.”

“Thanks,” Jeff told her. “And it
is a date if what you've told me
works out the way | expect it to.”

The girl-reporter laughed again.
“Such an honor!” she exclaimed.
“For that I'll give you a piece of
sisterly advice. Don’'t fool around
with that gal, Jeff. She’s dynamite.
She never takes a step anywhere that
she can't walk on broken hearts.
Want to know more? For all the
trick name, she was born in Brook-
lyn. She's twenty-two one
brother. Tier parents have money,
and she'll get most of it when she’s
twenty-five.

“Nobody seems to know much
about the brother. Either he's dead
or lost or something. And | know
a guy who knows and who says that
Soiange has the cutest birthmark on
her right hip—"

Jeff chuckled.
one!”

Susan hung up on what sounded
like a razzberry. /

Jeff opened the pocket-book and
spread its contents on his desk. The
usual stuff a woman carries. A few
bills, lip-stick, compact, a comb,
some keys— nothing that seemed to
mean much. He jammed the bag
into his coat pocket.

“Bet it's the left

E WAS on his way out
when a knock sounded
at the door. His visitor
proved to be a stran-
ger, a well-built, much-

tanned man, about thirty. Jeff looked
at him inquiringly.

“Are you Jeff Dakin?”

“Yes.”

“I'm Clark Newsome. I'm going

to be married to Soiange Sert. She
told me how you helped her escape
some unpleasant publicity this after-
noon, and | dropped around to
thank you.”

“Come in,” Jeff told him. “I1 was
just going out, but that can wait.”

Newsome took off his hat, reveal-
ing his thick, blond hair, and now
Jeff could place him. He’'d seen his
picture a dozen times in the news-
papers and newsreels. Clark New-
some had been born with money, but
he hadn’tlet that stop him. Already
he’d won considerable fame as a
traveler, explorer, writer, and lec-
turer.

Jeff poured drinks for each of
them. “1 didn’t really do anything,”
he said easily. “And I'm surprised
that Soiange recognized me. We'd
met in Hollywood—but that was
quite a while ago, and she's gone
far since.”

Newsome lit a cigarette. “From
what she said, | gather she wasn't
really sure who you were until she'd
left you.” He blew out smoke. “As
a matter of fact, | dropped by for
two reasons. First, to thank you.
Second, Soiange asked me to pick up
her bag which she forgot in the ex-
citement this afternoon.”

Jeff whistled and grinned. “There’s
not much | can do for you right
now. To tell you the truth, | was
just going after the bag. Coming
down here from the Lovett, | got
careless and left it in my cab. For-
tunately, the driver remembered me
and he just called to say | could get
it at the company’s office.”

Newsome’'s mouth got thin and
hard. His right hand came out of
his pocket holding a business-like
gun. “You're a liar!” he snapped.
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“The damn’ thing’s sticking halfway
out of your pocket! Give it to me!”

Jeff hacked up a couple of steps.
“What the hell's the idea?”

“Quit stalling, Dakin! Solange
left quite a lot of money in that bag.
No cheap private detective is going
to get away with it. Give !”

Jeff appraised the set expression
on Newsome’s weathered face; he
noted the steady purposefulness of
the man’'s gun hand; and he sur-
rendered. He tossed the bag.

Newsome caught it easily, and his
aim hadn’'t wavered. “That's being
reasonable!” he commented, stuffing
the bag unopened into his pocket.
He backed slowly out the door, still
covering the detective.

The door slammed shut and al-
most at once Jeff heard his car take
off from in front of the building.

Though there -wes a line dew of
perspiration on Jeff's face, he man-
aged to grin. It would be funny
when Newsome opened the bag and
found it empty!

Jeff seated himself behind his desk
and brought out once more the bag’'s
contents which he had scooped into
the top drawer, before starting out.

Curiously he went over the assort-
ment again. Either Newsome had
been misinformed or was lying, for
there wasn’t enough money to tempt
one very much. The other junk
seemed ordinary enough. Jeff put it
back in his desk, locked up, and
started out again.

TTE SAT across the room from

the girl who called herself
Constance Sert and regarded her
through cigarette smoke. The apart-
ment was unostentatious. The girl
seemed not quite at ease.

She said, “I'm sorry Solange
couldn’t wait. She really wanted to
thank you herself. . . . "

Jeff grinned at her. “It doesn’t
matter.” The girl was older than
Solange, but not too old to be inter-
esting. Her hair was black and
wavy; her figure was a little too
voluptuous. Where her dress was
cut lowest in front, Jeff could glimpse
the intriguing shadow that marked
the beginning of the valley of her
bosom. Everywhere in the room was
the highly personal, exciting fra-
grance of her perfume.

Jeff's grin widened. “Why don’t
you tell the truth? What's it all
about, anyway?”

Her eyebrows rose in a startled,
inverted V. “What do you mean?"

“Listen, baby. 1 know Solange
Sort. She never had a sister!”

Anger glinted in the girl's eyes.
For a moment Jeff thought she
was going to fly at him. But she re-
laxed, chewing her sensual under-lip.
“Somebody has misinformed you.
Look, I can prove what | say.”

Jeff got up and followed her into
an adjoining room. She bent over a
dresser drawer. Jeff stepped nearer
but recoiled suddenly -when she
whirled— and a gun was in her hand.

“Take it easy!” Jeff said. “That
thing is dangerous!”

“Dangerous to you,” she an-
swered. The way she held the gun
backed up her words. “Sit down in
that chair behind you.”

Jeff sat down gingerly. Beside the
chair was an end table and on it lay
a package of cigarettes. Without
taking his eyes from her face, Jeff
managed to take a cigarette from
the package and stick it in his
mouth.
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“Now, wise guy— " the girl be-
gan. _

Jeff interrupted her and his voice
was calm though his heart was
pounding. “Have acigarette.” With
the words he tossed the package di-
rectly at her. OlIld as the gag was,
she fell for it. Her eyes went to the
cigarettes, her gun wavered and Jeff
lunged.

The gun flew from her hand and
she was slammed to the floor. Jeff
was on her at once, both hands on
her wrists, pinning her to the rug.

She writhed and twisted, legs flail-
ing, and for a minute Jeff really had
to put his weight into holding her
down. Soft, luscious curves undu-
lated against him, warm flesh burned
him, her fragrance was like a heady
wine. Impulsively Jeff lowered his
head and Kkissed her parted lips.
At first he thought she was going to
bite him, but a change came over her
at the fierce pressure of his mouth,
and suddenly he was aware that her
expression of anger had vanished.
Her panting breath was sultry: her
legs on which her skirt had skidded
high, were no longer kicking.

After a while Jeff drew back.
“Now will you tell me what's going
on?”

She slid slender white arms slowly
around his neck and drew his ear
down to her lips. Jeff strained to
catch her whisper— and the ceiling
fell on him!

C slowly. Jeff put both hands to
his head to see if it were all in one
piece. It was agony to touch it
Weakly he opened his eyes.

The first thing he saw was the
pair of feet— a man's feet. His gaze

crept up the man’s legs, all the way
up to his face. It was Clark New-
some.

Newsome dangled a gun careless-
ly in one hand. He said: “You've
got a concrete skull, Dakin.” He
laughed.

Jeff groaned. “And | think you've
busted it!”

“1 didn't wallop you.” I-le ges-
tured carelessly with die gun. “Your
little sweetheart did it.”

With painful effort Jeff managed
to turn his head so that he could see
the girl. She was lying on the floor,
her body in agrotesque sprawl. Her
dress was rucked up almost to her
hips and the bodice was torn. A long
bladed knife protruded from a spot
almost directly .. the center of her
breast. Where blood had streamed,
the whiteness of her skin was vivid
by contrast.

Jeff felt sick. “And you did
that.” He wasn't asking; he was
stating a fact.

“Certainly. But don't think that
you're going to make anything of
it.” lde was devilishly matter-of-
fact. “In just a minute I'm going to
transfer that knife from her to
youl”

With every passing tick of the
clock, strength was returning to the
detective’'s  muscles. Newsome’s
casual statement of his intentions
was like the tonic that fear will
sometimes bring. But he bided his
time. “1 don’t get it, Newsome. Are
you mad ?”

“Maybe. It won't matter to you.
You played a trick on me in your
office. | don’'t like practical jokers.”

Jeff did his best to stall. “Aren’t
you even going to tell me what you're
killing me for?”
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“Sure. Because you know too
much.” His lips were snarled back
from strong, even teeth.

Jeff propped himself loosely on
one elbow. “Hell, 1 don't know
anything!” As he spoke, his foot
shot out in one desperate last chance
—and Newsome’s gun went flying
from his fingers!

The explorer started after it, but
he was slow. Jeff's hammering attack
carried him past his goal to the wall.
The detective was still groggy from
the blow that had put him out, and
Newsome was big and strong— but
he was awkward, and obviously knew
nothing about boxing. Jeff landed a
glancing smash on the cheek that
brought a flow of blood, and New-
some wiped at it stupidly with the
back of his hand.

It was Jeff's chance for a hay-
maker. He brought one up from his
ankles— and doing so, slipped to one
knee! Newsome butted him, hard.
Jeff was bowled over, and, before he
could quite make his feet again,
Newsome had torn the knife from
the girl's body and was coming at
him in an insane rush.

Jeff slipped to one side and dove
for Newsome’'s gun on the floor. The
explorer whirled after him, Jeff shot
him twice through the belly.

Newsome grunted and sat down
suddenly. His face relaxed and
seemed tired. He closed his eyes and
slumped forward.

HERE was silence while Jeff

wondered how long before the
sound of his shots would bring the
police. They were there within two
minutes! With them was an inspec-
tor whom Jeff knew.

He said: “listen, Inspector; if

we work fast, we may get this guy

to talk.” He went down on one knee
by Newsome.
Newsome contrived to grin. “1'd

tell all of you to go to hell if it
weren't for Solange!”

Jeff said: “Solange Sert?”

He nodded painfully. “You see,
she’s my sister. | changed my name
years ago after a quarrel with my
father. He disinherited me at the
time.”

Jeff was feeling his weakening
pulse, trying to urge him on. “Ac-
cording to Dad’s will, Solange was to
get all his money— provided she was
unmarried at twenty-five. But she
has been married for a couple of
years. Married secretly to Bill
Youngtree.

“A few months ago 1 returned
from an expedition and learned of
the marriage. It burned me up. Sol-
ange was doing well enough so that
she didn’'t need the Sert money per-
sonally, but | knew that, if she got it,
she’d back me on another explora-
tion trip. | asked Youngtree to di-
vorce her. He could remarry her
after she inherited, for all | cared.
Otherwise the estate would all go to
silly charities. Bill laughed in my
face. So I killed him.”

The inspector drew back in amaze-
ment. “You're crazy, man! Twenty
people have sworn they saw Stanley
Ellis shoot Youngtree! We've got
Ellis locked up down at Headquar-
ters now!”

Newsome's explanation was be-
coming very weak. “People should
not believe everything they see. |
tell you | shot Youngtree. | knew
that my sister was going to meet him
in the Lovett Bar and | knew that
Ellis was stuck on her.
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“1 faked a message that got Ellis
to my apartment. | doped a drink
that knocked him out. 1 took his
clothes, used a little make-up. . . and
that's the whole story. Even Young-
tree thought | was Ellis. That's
what | wanted people to think.”

The inspector was horrified. “But
we might have electrocuted Ellis!”

Newsome’s voice was a wdiisper.
“What of it? He means nothing to
the world. After the murder, | took
him, still drugged, out of my apart-
ment ajid left him walking around
in a daze. | knew the police would
pick him up.

“Solange never suspected me.
When T called her, she was nearly
hysterical.” His voice trailed off and
a froth of blood appeared on his
lips.

Jeff bent very close.
dead girl, Newsome?”

“Solangc’s secretary,” he gasped
and died.

“Who's this

EFF told the inspector what he

knew. “What | can’'t under-
stand,” he concluded, “is what's so
damn’ important about the pocket-
book.” They'd gone back to Jeff's
office, and now he got out again the
bag’'s contents. “This is all that was
in it,” he said.

As he pawed through the stuff, the
compact rolled off the desk and fell
to the floor. It sprang open and a
cloud of dusty powder rose. Jeff's
eye was caught by a folded paper
that had come from the back of the

thing. Ele opened it and whistled.
He passed it to the inspector.

“1 think 1 see everything now,”
he said. “It's a crude map of an un-
explored section of South America.
And if you look near the center, you
will see a spot marked ‘diamond
cache’. Evidently on his last trip
Nevesome was scared away from
something valuable. That's why it
was so important to get money for
another expedition. Apparently he
gave the map to his sister for safe-
keeping.”

“That sounds reasonable,” the in-
spector agreed, “but how does this
dead girl fit into the picture?”

“She must have found out about
the map. Perhaps she figured if she
could get it, she could sell it to some
one. She found out | had the bag.
And then Newsome, trailing me,
broke in on her.

“You know, Inspector,” he said in
a sudden burst of confidence, “1 had
the whole secret in my hands from
the beginning— and was too dumb
to use it! When Newsome rushed
out of the Lovett after the shooting,
he bumped into a girl and knocked
his hat off. | knew Ellis well enough
to know that his hair was black! And
yet | saw this guy’s blond dome,
and nothing registered!”

The inspector shrugged. “Prob-
ably you're too dumb to rush around
and offer consolation to the Sert
girl,” he said. But Jeff, grinning
broadly, was halfway out the door
before he'd finished speaking.
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T WAS a dull day in the
city room and Bonner
shrugged and accepted the
assignment without grous-
ing. If the Graphic

wanted to waste its star reporter on
stuff like this, it was no skin off his
back!

On the way up the elevator in the
Frazier Building, he speculated
mildly over what sort of interview
he'd get. A private secretary in the
offices of Glasby & Doyle had signed
a contract to sing on the radio! So
what? So the Graphic was sending
its best man out to interview the kid!
It was after five and she’'d probably
gone home anyway!

Bonner pushed open a door, saw
nobody at the reception desk, pushed
open another door, and came upon
a tableau that froze him in his
tracks!

Hilton Penn, a chap he knew who
worked as draftsman for Glashy,
was bending over a girl’'s body on
the threshold of an inner office.

Bonner said, “What the hell!”
and strode rapidly across the floor.

Penn looked around over one
shoulder. His face was drawn and
frightened and greenish. “Murder!”
he said simply.

Bonner whistled involuntarily,
The girl had been beautiful and,
even in death, she tvas lovely. She
was young and fair, girlish and yet
intensely feminine. Her position on
the floor had pulled her dress high
above her knees, revealing exquisite-
ly rounded thighs of gleaming white.

Bonner said, “Well, Hilton. What

happened?”
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The other had difficulty speaking
but finally said, “1 don’t know.”

Bonner raised his eyebrows. “She
hasn’'t been dead very long.”

T)ENN found his voice. “All |

know is that | found her like this
not more than two minutes ago. |
came up to see Glasby about some
extra work he wanted me to do. |
found Adolly lying like this. Honest,
that's all 1 know!”

“Molly? You know the girl?”

“Sure. She's worked here for
more than a year. She was a swell
kid!”

Bonner picked up a phone from the
nearest desk and found that he was
connected outside. He dialed Police
Headquarters and asked for Ryan of
Homicide. He said: “I'm m the
offices of Glasby & Doyle. Hurry up
here! . No, everybody's gone
home apparently. There's nobody
here but me and a chap who makes
drawings for the firm, and a dead
girl. Yes! | said dead girl. No, |
haven't touched the corpse but
there’'s a spot in her curls that looks
like a bullet hole.” He hung up.

Hilton Penn looked as if he were
going to be sick any minute. Bonner
said, “We’ll have to wait for the
cops. Tell me more about this Molly
while we wait.” He drew the
younger man to a chair behind a desk
almost out of sight of the body.

Penn cleared his throat. “Well,
her name was Molly Pierce. She
was a very quiet, pleasant sort of
girl.” He hesitated as if he were
going to say more, but suddenly shut

up.



By MALCOM ROSE

The cops were, sure Penn had killed Ike girl.
but something that happened in a barroom
gave Bonner a different idea. There was no
way for him to bring the dead girl back to
life. but he might be able to avenge her Kill-
ing, if he could gel the right kind of coop-
eration from a girl still living!
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“You act as if you had a crush on
the girl,” the reporter told him
sharply. “The police are going to
ask you a lot of questions. Because
you were the first to find the mur-
der, they're likely to handle you like

a suspect. Ryan’s a nut on circum-
stantial evidence. Quit shaking!
Buck up!

“Try to figure what kind of alibi
you can give for the last half hour.
It's a cinch the girl wasn't killed
until every one had left for the day.”

“But | didn’t have anything to clo
with it,” Penn protested wildly.
“You don’t think I did, do you?”

Bonner didn’'t answer, but he
didn’t think so, nor hadn’t thought
so. Pie took a quick check-up of the
office. Beyond the reception room
was the large floor-space covered
with desks for typists and office help,
and from that opened Doyle’'s and
Glashy’s private offices. It was on
the threshold of Glasby’s office that
Miss Pierce’'s body lay.

Bonner looked beyond the girl's
corpse into the office. It was large—
at least thirty feet each way. A large
Oriental rug covered the floor, and
the wall was hung with paintings
that were obviously valuable. The
furniture was heavy mahogany,
cosdy.

TT WASN'T until now that Bonner
#e suddenly plunged a hand in his
pocket to check on a memorandum
there. Molly Pierce! The dead girl
was the girl he had come to inter-
view, the girl w'ho had just signed
a contract to sing on radio !

Before he had hardly digested the
fact, there was a commotion in the
reception room. Ryan, accompanied
by a uniformed policeman from
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Headquarters, burst in. On their
heels was Hugh Lester, a reporter
from the Globe, the Graphic's chief
competitor.

Ryan cast an experienced eye over
the place, looked at the murdered
girl. “Plow’d you get here, Bonner?”
he asked as he worked. Without
waiting for an answer, he gestured
toward Penn. “Who's this lug?”

“He works for Glasby.”

“What's he doing here?”

Bonner smiled sweetly. “The girl
at the information desk has gone
home. Why not ask him yourself?
You're going to anyway.”

Ryan snorted. He swung around
on Penn. “Sit down, young fellow!”

A look of worry and distress on
his face, Penn slumped into a chair.

To Bonner listening, it was old
stuff. In a rapid-fire series of ques-
tions and charges, the detective ac-
cused the young draftsman of the
murder, suggested he had thrown
the murder gun out of the window,
charged him with a dozen other as-
sorted crimes.

Pie got exactly nowhere. As a
matter of fact, Penn’s nervousness
began to leave him during the inqui-
sition. By the time Ryan had fin-
ished, he was pale and tired-looking,
but thoroughly composed.

Ryan drew Bonner to one side
where neither Penn nor Hugh Lester
could hear. “Let’s hear a little more
about this dame,” he said.

“l can't tell you much,” the re-
porter answered. “She'd vmn this
singing contract, but apparently she
wasn't sure of herself. She v'anted
to hold on to her office job until she
was certain she was going to click.
That's why, | guess, that my inter-
view v/as set for after hours. | was
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going to ask her all the usual bunk:
How does it feel to win a national
radio contest? Questions and things
like that.”

“Know anything about this guy
Penn?”

“Not anything more than I've
told you. He seems to be a nice
young fellow. You'll probably find
his fingerprints all over the place,
but you'll find the prints of a hun-
dred other people, too. 1'd recom-
mend that you don’t push him too
hard. He’'s not the type to break
down under any third degree. Per-
sonally, 1 think he’s as innocent as
any one of us here.”

Their conversation was broken off
by the arrival of the medical exam-
iner with two men with the long
basket. The M. E.’s preliminary re-
port teas brief. Shot from above.
Powder burns on the scalp. Dead
about an hour. Say five-twenty.

Bonner and Hugh Lester each
rushed for a phone.

When Bonner came back, Ryan
was talking to Penn. “You're com-
ing dc-wntowm with me,” he said.
“You be where | can find you, too,
Bonner.”

ONNER sat ina bar across
the street and drank mar-
tinies moodily. Fifteen
minutes later a newsbhoy
calling extras came in and

he bought-a paper. It was Lester’s
Globe, and its front page was
splashed with the story of the beau-
tiful singer who had been murdered.
Bonner grumbled inwardly that his
own paper wasn't yet on the streets.
And then somefdiing burst in his
brain like a bombshell.

He tore out of the saloon and
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whistled for a cab. To be on the
safe side, he directed the driver
downtown, then swung east on Four-
teenth, north again on Irving Place,
east on Seventeenth, back down on
Fifth Avenue. Ide didn't know
whether he was being followed, but
he wanted to be safe.

Half an hour later he pulled up
on West Forty-seventh to the bewil-
derment of his driver.

The door on which he knocked
was the fourth floor walk-up of a
building that had seen better days.
Bonner had no sooner knocked than
he discovered the door was un-
latched. He walked in.

A girl in filmy negligee whirled
at his entrance. Bonner grinned
cheerfully, relishing the view of
feminine charms revealed by the
swirling garment. “Flello!” he said.

The girl’s little fists were doubled
and her eyes were furious. “ Get out
of here, you damn’ louse!”

Bonner sank into a chair. “Ought
to keep your door locked if you don’t
want visitors,” he remarked.

For the moment speechless with
rage, the girl continued to advance
on him. With each step that she took
a shapely leg emerged from the
folds of diaphanous silk. Her firm
bosom danced with her excitement.
Bonner's blood pressure went up.
The girl's anger heightened the nat-
ural allure of her figure, gave her
an added spice and piguancy.

She stopped so near to him that
he could breathe the fragrance of
the bath salts she had been using,
could, it seemed to him, feel the
warmth of her body. “Get out of
here quickly— ©r you'll never live to
get out!” she warned him in a low,
husky voice.
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For answer Bonner shot out a
hand, caught her wrist, and jerked
her down onto his lap. “Think I'm
afraid of your boy-friend?” he
asked. His heart was hammering,
not altogether from the contact with
her loveliness.

He put both hands on her shoul-
ders and held her for a second.
“Going to be good, or should papa
spank?” he asked. He exerted a
slight pressure as if he were about to
turn her over on his knees.

She squirmed and fought and he
drew her closer, not caring if his
grip was bruising her. “Who is this
boy-friend?” he demanded. *“You
never used to be like this.”

Unexpectedly she relaxed in his
arms and cuddled against him. Both
slender arms slid sinuously around
his neck. “You roughneck! | hate
you!” she whispered. Her lips, soft,
moist, and tremulous, came up to
meet his mouth. Bonner knew that
he had won. He Kissed her fever-
ishly. . . .

LITTLE Ilater he asked her
again, as if from mere curios-

ity. “Who's the new flame? 1 can't
say that | can hand him much!”
She made a moue. “Your old

pal, Hugh Lester, if you insist on
knowing.”

Bonner laughed. “1 thought you
were getting interested in the famous
Mr. Glasby.”

“That's all over,” she said, press-
ing herself against him.

Abruptly Bonner pushed her from
his knees, letting her drop to the
floor. He stood up. “Have you for-
gotten that I'm a married man?”

Her curses followed him all the
way down the hall.
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T3ONNER now felt that he was
headed definitely in the right di-
rection. Lie caught a cab and said,
“Police Lleadquarters” to the driver.
He found Ryan playing pinochle
with a couple of other officers in the
back room. Hugh Lester of the
Globe was kibitzing. Bonner asked
for permission to go to the cell-block
to see Hilton Penn, and his request
was granted. “Have vyourself a
time,” Ryan told him. “That boy’s
going to crack pretty soon, and that's
ail we need!”

Bonner found a picture of dejec-
tion in Penn’s cell. The young drafts-
man sat, elbows on his knees, his
head bowed in his hands.

“Hiya!” Bonner said cheerfully.
“Have you got a lawyer?”

“No. What's the use?”

“As a matter of fact, there isn't
any. You’'ll be out of here by morn-
ing.”

It was amazing how his words
perked the youth up.

“What do you mean?
happened?”

Bonner disregarded his questions.
“You loved Molly Pierce, didn't
you r

Penn froze, and pain etched his
face. After a minute he said in a
low voice, “So what?”

Bonner’'s reply was equally low-
pitched *“I've found out who killed
her.”

The prisoner was off his bench in
a flash. There was fire in his eyes.
“Who? If | can get out of here,
I'll get him with my bare hands!”

Bonner quieted him with a ges-
ture. “I1 can't tell you now. You'll
learn soon enough. And don't worry;
the Killer will be taken care of. But
I came here to ask you a favor.”

What's
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“What can | do, locked up like
this?”

Bonner leaned forward. “Listen.
When 1 go out, | want to tell Ryan
that you've decided to confess. He'll
he in here on the doublequick. |
want you to tell him that Molly had
gone upstage on you, was ditching
you for a guy who made more
money. Say you must have gone
crazy. But say you shot her!”’

Penn swung around. “What kind
of doublecross is this? | wouldn't
have hurt Molly for anything, 1 tell
you!”

Bonner put a hand on his shoul-
der. “Take it easy, kid! | know you
didn’t kill her, but we're up against
a pretty tough situation. You'll have
to trust me. You're in bad enough
now so that you've nothing to lose.
Trust me.”

“Okay,” Penn nodded weakly.

TYONNER'S announcement in the
back room broke up the card
game at once. Ryan looked trium-
phant and smug; the other cops
looked relieved; Lester thumbed his
nose at Bonner in a manner that
might have meant almost anything.
Bonner stopped at a bar long
enough to absorb five drinks. Then
he went to a booth and called Ryan
at Headquarters. “Hello, shamus,”
he said, “1 handed you a confession;
now |l've got something even bigger
for you. Meet me on Forty-seventh
Street in twenty minutes.” Lie gave
the address of the walk-up apart-
ment house where he'd had his after-
noon session with the girl in the
negligee, and hung up.
Ryan got there almost as soon as
he did. “What's the dope?” he de-
manded.
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Bonner chose to be mysterious.
“Follow me,” he said. He led the
puffing officer to the fourth floor and
tapped softly on the door of the
apartment next to the one he'd vis-
ited that afternoon.

An old man opened the door and,
at Bonner's gesture, Ryan flashed
his badge. “We’'re not interested in
you,” the reporter explained. “But
we want to get out on your fire-
escape, and we don’'t want to attract
a lot of attention,”

The old man sat down, speechless,
while the two of them crawled out
his window and disappeared in the

direction of the apartment next
door.
Bonner whispered to Ryan:

“There's a dame lives here named
Swift. Yfou're going to stay here and
watch her for a few minutes while |
set the stage.”

Through the lacy curtains they
could see the girl at her dressing
table. At the moment she was doing
something to her hair. Bonner saw
Ryan’s eyes on the lift of her bosom
as she raised her arms, saw his gaze
caress each enticing line of her fig-
ure, and decided he -would stay put
for a while. “Remember I'm your
pal,” he whispered. “Play along
with me on this and it won’'t hurt you
downtown!”

Lie himself crawled back the way
they'd come. He walked down the
corridor to the girl's door and
knocked. She opened it a crack to
investigate, and his foot was inside
before she could slam it shut
“What's the matter?” he asked.
“Forgottenme already?” He pushed
the door open and forced his way
past her.

Suddenly she seemed no longer to
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resent his visit. She smiled. She'd
left her negligee at her dressing
table and was clothed only in sheer
underthings, but she made no move
to put anything more on. “l was
sure you'd be back,” she told him.
Both her arms went around his neck.

Bonner disentangled her arms and
pushed her away. He started toward
the dresser, praying that Ryan
wasn’'t asleep on the job. There was
a sound like a cork being pulled
from a wine bottle; something ex-
ploded on his head; and, as he fell
to the floor, he saw the window go
to pieces before him.

HE WAS out only a matter of
seconds. When he opened his
eyes, Ryan w'as in the room, slam-
ming a man’s head against the floor.
The girl was astride the officer's
back, tearing at his hair with raking
fingers.

Bonner conquered his dizziness
enough to get to his feet and drag
her away. He put a hand to his
bloody head and discovered a fur-
row' on his scalp that would hold a
pencil. On the floor in a corner lay
a silenced gun, and the girl saw it as
soon as he did. She got there first,
but Bonner's slap on her jaw made
her drop the gun. She was no trou-
ble after that.

The reporter turned back to
Ryan. The man held by the officer
was the Globe reporter, Hugh
Lester! And Ryan had him under
control now. tie whs unconscious,
his face a battered pulp.

“That's that!” said Ryan with
satisfaction. “But what's it all
about?”

“I'll tell you in a minute,” Bonner
groaned, and fainted.
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TXE REGAINED consciousness

between clean sheets in a strong
odor of cleanliness. He looked
around. He was in a hospital and
several figures were standing around.
He squinted at Ryan, at the next
man, his boss on the Graphic.

He grinned. “What happened?”

“You nearly cashed in,” Ryan said
soberly. “When you feel strong
enough to talk, |1 want to hear where
you got your idea that Lester killed
the Pierce girl.”

Bonner drank from a glass beside
his bed. “That's easy! You know,
when you arrested Penn and took
him downtown, the Globe was out in
twenty minutes with a murder extra.
Only twenty minutes! It was ex-
clusive, and it was too damn’ fast.

“That made me think Lester had
an inside track somewhere. | knew
that the Pierce girl couldn’'t have
meant much to him because she and
Penn were sweet on each other.
There had to be another angle. So
I looked up the Swift dame, who
was second in the radio contest. |
went to work on her and she ad-
mitted that Lester was her boy
friend. That made it easy.

“Either Lester got the screwy
idea that, if the Pierce girl were out
of the way, his sweetie would get the
contract, or she put him up to it
Either way added up to the same
thing.

“ | persuaded Penn to confess, fig-
uring that would send Lester chasing
up to his girl's house if | was right.
You know the rest.”

Ryan scratched his head. “You
win all along the way,” he marveled.
“Lester admitted everything when
we got him downtown. He had a
date to interview the Pierce gal fif-.
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teen minutes before you. He did his
stuff, and then came back when
you'd called Headquarters, innocent
as a babe.”

“What about the Swift gal?”
Bonner asked curiously. In spite of
everything, there was something
alluring about her.
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Ryan laughed. “1 doubt if we can
tie her into the case seriously,” he
said. “Maybe you'd like her paroled
in your custody? You'll be all right
in another day.”

Bonner turned over to sleep. Even
if Ryan was joking, maybe that
wasn’'t such a bad idea!

Becky was drunk, no doubt, but
that was hardly enough to account
for her public disrobing in the night
club. And certainly the drinks she
had weren’t the occasion for her
spectacular suicide leap.

Read all about 1t in next
month s complete novel by
Robert A. Garron In

PRIVATE DETECTIVE STORIES



Homicide On
the Range

By GEORGE SHUTE

IG BEN stiffened from

fear when the shot rang

out, crashing through the

heavy air, echoing

through the thick timber.
The bay gave a low neigh, ears
pricked up, nostrils quivering and
pointed in the direction from which
the sound had come.

He had never liked guns, not even
the one | waore in the line of duty.
This distaste of his gave me plenty
of concern during the hunting sea-
son. If it's possible for a horse to
act like a jitterbug, that's the way
Big Ben used to act.

“There, there, boy, hold it now!”
| patted his velvety nose and won-
dered who in hell was shooting out
of season. To me, there could be
only one answer: some damn dude
from the Dude Bar-O. The shot
hadn’t come from far away and | de-
cided to take a look; although,
strictly speaking, it was the game
warden’s business, not a forest ran-
ger’s.

Big Ben had tugged the reins from
my hands a couple of minutes earlier
when he smelled the rivulet that
trickled from a clump of lady ferns
concealing a spring. He was too
nervous now to drink and he kept
muzzling me, anxious to get out of
the evergreen forest away from the
guns he hated.
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I plunged ahead on foot, cursing
the hunted. Thick needles of lodge-
pole pine made our progress almost
noiseless. Smells of pine and spruce
mingled in familiar fragrance and I
kept my fingers crossed, hoping the
dope wouldn’t shoot again before |
got there.

Big Ben picked his way nervously
after me. Then, about a thousand
feet ahead | came upon the scene of
the shooting. And, in addition to the
man who tvas lying on the ground,
there was a girl!

And she was running, hell bent for
heaven!

T CUT through the timber and
grabbed her. “Hey, what's the
rush?”

She saw the shield on my shirt.
“It's Mr. Pratt,” she gasped. *“I
was going back to the ranch for
help. He's...he's...”

Pier eyes rolled and closed and she
slumped to the pine needles.

She was blonde and very pretty,
with a figure attractive as J. P. Mor-
gan’'s bank balance. The riding habit
she had on brought out some very lus-
cious lines and the white silk blouse
that complemented the rest of the en-
semble clung to her small, firm
bosom, now quivering slightly. |
felt my pulse tingling as | rested the
girl’'s head in the hollow of my arm.



Pd gone into forestry service for my health hut

the prospects looked anything but healthy.

Instead

ofgoing to the ranger station, | had to cart a corpse
back to a dude ranch, while escorting a
beautiful but hysterical doll!

I remembered having seen her
around the dude ranch.

Now, | slapped her face vigor-
ously and, in a moment, she stirred,
her eyelids fluttered and then opened.
There was fear in her face as she
whispered: “Mr. Pratt?”

1ldrew her to her feet, my arm still
around her, intending to walk back
to the body with her. She pulled
away. “No.” she gasped. “I can't
look.”

| said: “Wait here until I've had a
look.”

The late Mr. Pratt was lying face
down. A .30-30 bullet had gone into
his heart. A carbine was in front
of him, and blood dripped from his
corduroy shirt, blood flecked with
powder marks. His horse was stand-
ing close by, pawing the ground ner-
vously.

I whistled and Big Ben poked
over. T loaded Mr. Pratt on his
back. The bay looked at me quiz-

zically and let out a little neigh. He
didn't like the idea.
I went back to the girl. She was

sitting down, still wearing a look of

“It's Mr. Pratt,” she said.
He's—he's dead!”
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fear. | asked her:
pened?”

“We were walking along when he
stumbled. His gun went off.” She
buried her face in her hands and her
shoulders shook.

I didn't say anything for a min-
ute. Her white face was stained
with tears and her eyes were red-
rimmed. | was wondering how come
Pratt happened to be carrying the
gun when there was a sheath on his
saddle.

Gun accidents aren’'t unusual. But
this was the first the dude ranch had
suffered. They wouldn’t like it at
all.

I didn't care whether they did or
didn't That place had been a
nuisance to me ever since it had
opened, a year ago. For almost a
year and a half prior to its coming,
I had enjoyed myself. The doctors
had told me that if | wanted my bad
lung restored, high air would do it
So | had tossed up my job in the Los
Angeles Homicide Squad and found
a spot with the forestry service. The
doctor’s advice had been as sound as
my lung now was.

“What hap-

T7K)R a year | had loved being in

the Montana hills. And when |
say loved, | mean it, because Peggy
Folsom was around, too.

Then, in the valley below the junc-
tion of the Beaverhead WNational
Forest and the Gallatin Range, the
dude ranch had sprung up, bringing
with it society dames and playboys
and everything | didn't like. Noth-
ing but trouble came with the dudes.
And, when the chief had told me to
give up my cabin and make my head-
quarters in the Dude Bar-0 (which
is a helluva name to give a place in
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Southern Montana) | had felt my-
self becoming nothing but a com-
bined cop and Boy Scout, with accent
on the latter.

And now more trouble. Instead
of going out to the ranger station for
the usual daily look around, | had to
cart a corpse back to the ranch, while
escorting a beautiful but almost hys-
terical doll who wasn’t inclined to
talk too much, and | didn't blame
her.

We had to walk back, part of the
way, picking our path through
shrubby cinquefoil, at this time of
year almost bare of yellow blossoms.
The terrain was still pretty though,
with here and there open stretches
dotted with scarlet paintbrushes and
late-blooming buttercups. After we'd
pissed the timber-laden elk trail we
were able to mount, me on Pratt's
horse, the girl on hers, with Big Ben
following, bearing his dead burden.

From the little the girl said, |
learned her name was Rose Spell-
man. She had a job as secretary in
an auto company’s plant in Detroit
and had come out to Montana for a
vacation. At the .ranch, she had
struck up an acquaintance with Pratt.
They had been on their way to a
small lake, about a quarter mile
away from the spot where the acci-
dent happened. They were going to
try to land a few trout, she said.

When we came to the clearing that
led to the road that wound up at the
dude ranch, | asked her to go on
ahead. | wanted to deliver Pratt
around the back way, avoiding as
much as possible anyone seeing us. |
told her to keep quiet about the acci-
dent.

I managed to get Pratt in without
any bother. The manager was plenty
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flustered. “He was such a nice,
quiet man!” He clucked. *“It al-
ways happens to the good ones,
doesn’t it, Wilkins?”

| agreed with him, and said that |
had to make a report. Which meant
I'd have to drive into Sphinx where
the sheriff's office was located.

“We'll have to notify his rela-
tives,” 1said. “Where did he regis-
ter from?”

The manager didn't know. He
left to find out. While he was gone,
I unstrapped the gun belt Pratt had
been wearing and then went through
his clothes, bringing out a knife and
awallet. | dumped the contents on a
table. Whoever he was, he had
plenty of dough on him. About six
hundred bucks to be exact. There
were a few calling cards and a folded
piece of paper with a lot of numbers
on it. | was stuffing the lot back
in his wallet when the manager re-
turned.

“He's from New York,” he said.

“Yeah,” | said sarcastically,
“either the state or the city. That's

a lotta help.”
Preston, the manager, looked
helpless. “That’s all we know about

him.” Then, he glared at me. “We
don’t cross-examine our guests, Wil-
kins. Oh, this is awful!” His tone
changed: “You'll keep this as quiet
as possible, won’tyou, Wilkins. The
ranch, you know.”

I said | would. “You'd better
make arrangements to have him
taken into town to an undertaking
parlor. I'll call the sheriff and re-
port it.

Preston nodded gratefully and

bustled out. | picked up the phone,
called the sheriff's office. He was
out. | gave the message to one of
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the deputies. “We’'re sending the
body into town,” | said. “Tell Sheriff
Walton I'll get in touch with him as
soon as | find out some more about
Pratt.”

But | didn't find anything more.
The guy had no personal letters, no
nothing. He must have traveled a
lot, though. His clothes showed
that. The three suits he had in the
closet all bore different labels from
tailoring firms in New York, Wash-
ington, and Chicago.

There was a knock on the door.
And Peggy came in. Her face was
wffiite and taut. 1 got scared then,
too. Peggy Folsom and | were old
friends, from way back when. At
least a year ago.

“What's the matter,
asked.

Her eyes strayed to the bed. “I've
been looking for you. Who
who . . .?"

“A guy named Pratt,” |
“One of the guests.”

I thought for a moment | was see-
ing things; the relief that came over
her face so suddenly was that appar-
ent. She sank down in a chair and,
before she could get her breath, |
asked: “What are you afraid of?”

“Afraid ?” She sort of snapped the
words. Then, nervously. “1 thought
maybe you had been hurt, Harry.”
She smiled, a weak sort of smile.

I grinned, my eyes on the patch of
flesh that showed above the stockings
she was wearing. | always told her
that that buckskin skirt was too
short. Not that | minded. | was
worried about some of the lads she
guided from the dude ranch.

For a guide, female variety, Peggy
was plenty attractive. She had black
hair and mysterious black eyes and

Peggy?” |

said.
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one of the most intriguing smiles you
ever saw. She was trim as a racing
yacht, too. And now, as she sat
there, her breast heaving slightly, |
felt that same bumpity-bumpity go-
ing on in the region of my heart. She
grabbed my hand as | stood along-
side her and her fingers were like
ice! And if ever anyone missed a
cue, | missed mine then. Because
Peggy Folsom wasn't the kind of
girl scared easily.

HEN her father had died,
three years earlier, she had
kept their place in the hills. She was

a wonder in the great outdoors and
made quite a bit of dough for herself
in wild game pelts. The dude ranch,
when it appeared, more than helped
her income. She took out only the
more important parties, and was
plenty expensive. She showed me
her bank book once and she had done
all right for a little girl in the wilds.
And alone in the world except for a
brother up north some place.

She noticed me looking at her
hands. Quickly, she said: “1 heard
about it downstairs. But | thought
maybe you had been hurt, too. What
happened?”

I told her about finding the body
and the Spellman girl. 1 could have
kicked that manager all over the lot
for letting news leak out.

She had just come back with a fish-
ing party, she said. “But I've got to
go back to the cabin now.” She was
still nervous. “You're not riding out
that way, are you?”

I wanted to go. And like that
song Jimmy Durante sings, | wanted
to stay. Finally, | decided on the
latter. My chief wouldn't like my
report in its present form. Maybe
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the Spellman doll, | decided, could
give some dope on Pratt.

I could tell Peggy was upset still
when we said good-by.

TT7HEN Rose Spellman opened
' * the door for me, in response to
my knock— I must have waited a
minute or two while she was talking
to someone on the phone— | blinked.
She was wearing one of those
negligees as filmy as a spider’'s web.
And just as beautiful in its workman-
ship. Yep, it was filmy and frilly and
made her look like a walking dream
in the soft lights that glowed behind
her. The -way she was built, though,
she would have stirred my pulse in
any kind of light. Through the trans-
parent material |1 could almost feel
the hinted softness of her flesh, the
sleek lines of her hips, and the char-
lotte russe texture of her enticing
skin. There was an elusive scent in
her hair, too. Expensive perfume
even to my untrained nostrils.

Sleek and beautiful and calm.
That fright had gone out of her eyes
and she teetered just a little bit as she
flashed a radiant smile, disclosing
rows of small, sharp, pearly teeth.
The Scotch bottle and a siphon, along
with a jug of ice, were on a small
stand near a chaise longue. She gig-
gled: “Gosh, but you're handsome.”

I began to think that no matter
how the day had been, this was my
lucky night. First Peggy and now
Rose.

She said: “How about a snifter?
It's great for the nerves.”

“| gotta lot of nerve,” | said.

She laughed: “You must have to
be out there with all those wild ani-
mals.” She shivered a little. “Isn't
it dangerous?”
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I poured two drinks. She took a
hefty sip of hers and sat down, cross-
ing her silken-clad legs. Until the
third drink 1 didn’t get around to the
subject in hand. Mr. Pratt. By this
time, | was feeling warm and cozy
and wishing that the whole thing was
over. In a measure | was grateful.
Here was a doll that had paid no at-

tention to me before. And now . ..
“Look, honey,” | said. “How
about this guy, Pratt? Did he ever

tell you anything about himself? His
business? Anything like that?”

Her eyes seemed to cloud.
sipped her drink, then:

“He was in the brokerage busi-
ness, T think. He said he came out
here for his health. | met him in the
bar one night. He was an awfully
nice man.”

She didn’'t know anything about
his office, whether it was in New
York or where. “He was very lone-
some, though. Maybe that's why |
went out with him.” She shook her
head. “Yes, | guess that's why.”
Then, noticing my grin, she laughed:
“Fresh. Today was only the second
time 1I'd gone riding with him. If
you can call walking a horse half the
way riding.”

Suddenly she burst into tears. |
was stunned. "It’s awful,” she said.
“1 can't bear to think of it. One
minute we were walking and the next
minute he fell, the gun went off, and
he was dead.”

I put my arm around her shoul-
ders and thrilled as | felt the warm
softness of her against me. “He
shouldn’t have been carrying a gun
carelessly,” | said. “As a matter of
fact, he shouldn’'t have been carrying
that gun. He was wearing a pistol.”

She looked at me, wet-eyed. “I

She
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think he was afraid of bears or some-
thing.”

I admitted that the range had
plenty of man-killers. But they'd
have to be roused before they'd turn
on full steam. “He must have been
plenty clumsy on his feet to trip over
that pine carpet.”

I could feel her stiffen. “You
shouldn’t talk like that,” she said.
“It's not nice to talk about the
dead.” She squeezed my fingers re-
proachfully. 1 felt my insides tingle
as she turned her blue eyes on me
and | saw the invitation in them.
The next instant her soft arms had
snaked around me and | could feel
her mouth, warm, and moist and
eager, pressed fiercely upon my own.

“f\H, let it ring,” she said, later,

~ as the phone bell jangled. | was
all for that but I remembered the
switchboard girl knew | had asked
for Miss Spellman’s room number.
It might be for me.

I took the receiver off the hook
and at the first words had to take the
earpiece away quickly before it shat-
tered my ear drums. There was only
one voice in the state as strident as
that. And its copyright owner was
giving it all he had.

“l just got in,” Sheriff Walton
screeched. “1 got to see you, Wil-
kins. That guy Pratt. Very impor-
tant.” | looked over at Rose, who
had risen and was pouring herself
another slug. She could take any-
thing that girl.

“Stop shouting,” | said. “I can't
hear you.”
“Who's shouting?” He was in-

dignant, but he toned down to a
shrill soprano. “I1 don’t want to talk
over the phone,” he said. “There’s
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something you ought to know, pri-
vate. | got something to show you.
What'll 1 do? Bring it out? You
wait for me.”

He hung up before | could say
any more. Rose was looking intendv
at me. “My God,” she said, “that's
the first time | knew a parrot could
carry on aconversation.”

“That,” | laughed, is our es-
teemed sheriff. | think he was elected
to office so that the voters wouldn’t
have to listen to his campaign
speeches.”

Rose smiled. | started mixing
another drink. She held up a finger.
“No more, little man, you've got
work to do and I've just got to take
a bath.”

It was a very expert brush-off. So
what could | do. Oh, yes, | sug-
gested-back-scrubbing but that didn’'t
work so well.

Anyone could see that, because ten
minutes later | was on the veranda
in front of the dude ranch, listening
to the music from the radio. Some
couples were dancing inside on the
small dance floor by the bar.

I was just lighting a cigarette when
Preston came over. Even in the hills
of old Montana that guy was de-
termined to wear evening clothes.
And, if it had been warm enough,
I'll bet he’'d have shown up in a mess
jacket.

He said good-evening, just about
the time | was thinking about how
he had talked too much. He was the
guy who wanted this thing kept
quiet, yet he had told Peggy and
heaven kpows how many others of
the accident. Besides, SljEriff Wal-
ton’s excitement was giving me a
little concern. An accident was tak-
ing on too big proportions for my
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trained nose. | was feeling just die
way | used to when | cracked mur-
der cases back in L. A.

So | snapped: “What's good
about it?”

He jumped. “What's the matter,
Wilkins?” He looked at me suspi-
ciously. “You been drinking again?”

That made me sore. Because the
guy was right. | had been on three
lulus since the ranch started, getting
all of them there. And getting set
down plenty, later, by the chief.

“The trouble with you, Preston,”
I said, “is that you talk too much,
you pay too much attention to look-
ing like a clothes dummy instead of
to business, and you haven’'t got too
much sense, anyway.”

Tie started spluttering. And |
started to enjoy myself. “First of
all,” 1 rasped, “you’'ve been talking
about the accident. Then you go
ahead and let a guest take a rifle out
when you know there’'s no shooting
this time of the year.”

I thought he'd burst a blood ves
sel.

“Now listen here, Wilkins,” he
said, “the taxpayers give you your
salary. You've got no right to talk
to me like this. And when your boss
comes around, I'm going to tell him
s0.” He added, in an injured tone:
“1 didn’t tell anyone. And, further-
more, | never gave poor Mr. Pratt a
rifle. 1f he got one, it must-have been
his own.” His face lightened: “And
in addition, he never took one before,
because | had told him we wished
our guests wouldn't.”

I couldn’'t say a thing. And he
knew it. Suddenly, like a bolt froni
the blue, the picture of Pratt's be-
longings flashed before me. He had
had only two pieces of baggage— a
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Gladstone and a kit bag! There had
not been any rifle case!

I brushed past the staring Preston
and went upstairs. | had locked the
gun in the room along with the body.
My eyes almost jumped from their
sockets. | hadn’'t looked closely at
the .30-30 carbine before and now,
as | did, 1 almost wished | hadn't.
For there, burned in small letters on
the gun butt were the initials:
“R. F.”

The gun had belonged to Peggy’s
father. And was hers now!

For a moment, 1 couldn’'t think.
Then | heaved a sigh of relief. With
the heavy sugar Pratt carried he
would be considered a job for Peggy.
Perhaps she had acted as guide for
him, carried her gun, and forgot to
take it back.

I put the rifle back in a closet and,
as | was just about to go out, my
eye caught Pratt's wallet, which |
had placed on the dresser. Remem-
bering the dough it contained, |
stuffed the leather case in my pocket.
The idea had just hit me that maybe
by some accident, on purpose, it
would get stuck to a bellboy’s fingers.

Then T went downstairs, figuring
on getting a drink at the bar. Peggy,
I had already decided, Was going to
hear a few things. If she hadn't left
that gun around, the guy might be
alive today.

rpi-lE bar was crowded, as usual.

The Dude Bar-0 does good busi-
ness along into the Fall, and tonight
was no exception. Disgusted, | went
outside to the veranda again, 'sort
of hoping that maybe Rose Spellman
would come down.

I was sitting there smoking and
waiting for the sheriff when | heard
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a car start with an awful racket. |
jumped to my feet and yelled: “Hey,
Ptggy.”

The noise of the motor drowned
my voice and the car bumped along
the dirt road, heading toward town.
Hers was a car that would identify
itself anytime, just by noise. It was
one of the earliest of the Ford jal-
opys when Henry switched from the
Model T.

I cursed to myself and settled back
to wait for Walton. If | had only
known Peggy was around. ... | fig-
ured she’'d stopped off to have dinner
and then decided to drive into town.
Often, she went in at night, usually
for supplies. She liked eating her
own cooking rather than the ranch’s,
and | can’'t say | blame her.

By the time | had smoked about
seven cigarettes and brushed off a
couple of dowagers who came buz-
zing around, | was fit to be tied.
Walton was one of those guys who
can’'t be hurried and the past had
taught me not to expect him any
place on time. But the way he had
sounded excited had led me to believe
that he'd step on the gas in the
twenty mile ride from town.

Preston came out again. He
seemed to be over his peeve and in-
clined to talk. | wasn't. So | asked
him to keep a lookout for the sheriff
while | drove down a ways to see if
I could meet him. There was only
one other way he could come and
that would be over a road worse
than the regular one. It ran back
of the dude ranch, ending there, just
about where the forest began. |
didn't think he'd take that way. |
climbed into my flivver, which, like
Peggy’'s, was kept parked at the
dude ranch. Nothing but a horse or
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a man could go through the forest,
so it was useless taking a car past
the lodge.

After | had gone about six miles,
I began to wonder whether Walton
had changed his mind. A mile fur-
ther | discovered someone had
changed it for him.

There was abend in the road and
both sides were bordered with trees.
If 1 hadn’t been driving slowly, |
would have missed seeing the car.
The moon hadn’t come out yet and
the stars didn’t provide much illumi-
nation.

Walton was lying alongside the
car, an ugly welt showing on his head
as my flashlight ran over his face.
He was quite colder than a speech
by aD. A. R. member. But not quite
as dead. Whoever had conked him
had done a swell job of it. | un-
cocked the gasket beneath my radia-
tor and filled my hands with warm
water. It didn't help. He'd need a
doctor to pull him out of it. | de-
cided to take him back to the hotel
as scon as | wiped some of the blood
from the side of his face.

As wusual, 1 had forgotten my
handkerchief. He didn't have one
either. Then | remembered he had
a habit of keeping his car polished.
He had bought it only last year and
was very proud of it.

I fiddled through the side pockets.
His gun was in one of them, along
with some reward posters. | threw
the stuff on the seat. A couple of
clean rags -were at the bottom of the
pocket. | wet one and applied it to
the bump. He groaned but didn't
open his eyes. Even without dead
weight he would have been heavy.
I almost broke my back putting him
on the floor in back of his car which
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| had decided to take, mine being a
coupe.

1 was climbing into the front seat
when the rays from the lights of the
dashboard hit the top poster on the
pile 1 had placed there.

T KNEW one of those faces. Larry

Hart! Larry, the Flop, we used
to call himin L. A. He was a very
handy guy with a gun and dangerous
even wdien he wasn't coked up. |
had sent him up for three years once.
And here he was back in harness
again. He and some lug named
Broph37 were wanted in connection
with a bank holdup in Helena some
three weeks ago.

Seeing the poster recalled the case
to me. | had heard it over the radio.
They had gotten away with almost
two hundred grand, sneaked out
from under the tri-state alarm like
a pair of Houdinis. Their disap-
pearance had interested me and |
had followed the news flashes for a
couple of days. Hart may have, been
a hop head with an itchy trigger
finger, but he was plenty crafty, too.
I remember that at the time the news
commentator revealed the teller had
disappeared a couple of days later,
I figured it was an inside job. And
now Larry and his pal were on the
lam and Uncle Sam was offering five
G’s apiece for them dead or alive.

| stuffed the papers back, wishing
I had my hands on that ten G offer.
I could have a helluva lot of fun in
Honolulu with that. And maybe
Rose Spellman.

On tire way back, | drove slowly,
trying to keep from giving Walton
too much of a jouncing, of which he
couldn’'t stand any in his condition.
W e crawled along at about ten miles
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an hour and it was almost midnight
when | got back to the dude ranch.
I was amazed to find Preston on the
porch. And more amazed when |
discovered he had been waiting for
me.

He had a smug look on his face
until he saw that | was lugging Wal-
ton. Then the expression changed to
one of horror. 1 told him to get Dr.
Simpkins and a boy to help me drag
Walton to bed. He ran for the doc
and a boy came out. Together we
got Walton to the second floor and
were just taking his clothes off when
Preston bustled in, followed by the
doc. Preston chased the bellboy,
who was staring open-mouthed.

“I've got something to tell you,
Wilkins,” Preston started to say.

I told him to keep quiet until the
doc got through. In a few minutes,
the sheriff started groaning and then
he opened his eyes. Another minute
and he was able to understand where
he was, and when | asked “what hap-
pened,” his answer floored me.

“1 was driving here when | saw a
car stuck across the road. There was
a girl bent over the engine, so |
stopped. The next think | knew
somebody had slugged me.”

A- horrible fear came over me.
“Did you recognize the girl?”

Yeah, even though | knew what
he was going to say, | still didn't
want to believe it. But he said: “It
was Peggy Folsom!”

I knew then that she must have
turned up the side road. | had passed
no other car on the way out And if
that was the case, her car would be
outside, perhaps back of the lodge.

Walton started talking again:
“Pratt,” he said, haltingly— his head
must have been paining terribly—
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“what | wanted to tell you. He's a
secret service man!”

“A what?” | bit off the words in
my excitement.

“He had a lead on those Helena
bank robbers,” Wilkins said. “He
asked me to take care of his mail.
He was working incognito.”

I could hardly believe it. “You're
sure of this?”

Walton nodded.
tion’s in his wallet.”

The doctor and Preston exchanged
glances. They both started to say
something as | fumbled with the
wallet, dumped out the dough and
the cards | had seen before. |
turned the limp leather inside out be-
fore | saw the tiny nickel catch that
opened the secret compartment. It
was there all right. A card attesting
that the bearer, Bernard McCann,
was a member of the United States
“T” men.

“What ails you?”

Preston was dancing up and down
wildly.

“1've been trying to tell you. After
you left, Dr. Simpkins came back
from fishing and | took him up to
see the body. He says that poor
Mr. Pratt didn't die accidentally.”

| stared at the doctor who -was
nodding affirmatively. “That’s right,
Wilkins. The way the bullet was
lodged in him shows that the gun
was held at hip level. He certainly
didn't fall and throw the gun up
that high.”

There was nothing I could say for
a minute. Three pairs of eyes were
boring into me. And in my mind
was the thought that it was Peggy
Folsom’s gun. And Peggy had done
quite a bit of lying to me already
tonight.

“His identifica-
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UT then, somebody else

had lied, too. Rose Spell-

man! Preston voiced my

thoughts: “Maybe Miss

Spellman didn't tell you
exactly what happened.” He seemed
embarrassed.

| said: “That’s just what I'm go-
ing to ask her.”

Preston’s face fell. “You can't,”
he said hollowly, “she isn't here.”
There were two patches of red on his
cheekbones.

“What do you mean she isn't
here?” 1 yelled. “Where is she?”

Pie stammered. “ Right after you
left she borrowed my car to go into
town. Said she wanted to get off a
package on the eleven-thirty train.
I offered to drive her in.” He was
plenty confused. And sowas | when
I learned she had taken the regular
road.

Because like Polly Folsom’s car,
the one driven by Rose hadn’t passed
me either!

“What'll we do, Harry?” Walton
was sitting up in bed. Pie groaned,
reached for his coat.

An expression of dismay came
over his face. “Oh, my God! They
got it. That's what they vere after.
The telegram.”

He went on: “That's why | was
so0 anxious to see you. A wire came
for Pratt. He had told me if one
came to get it to him right away.”
He groaned again.

To me, there was only one an-
swer. | turned to Preston. “Has
Peggy come back?” He shook his
head. “I didn’'t see her.”

1 ran outside. The car was there,
in back of .the house! Then she had
come back. | hot-footed it over to
the stable. 1 knew in advance her
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horse wouldn’t be there. But it did
prove one thing. She had gone home.

And that, precisely, was where |
was bound. Even over Big Ben's
protests. He neighed in disapproval
as | saddled him and headed for the
forest.

I didn't relish the trip. Going
through that country at night is no
picnic, particularly if a couple of
bears happened to be on the loose.
And pine martens have a uncomfort-
able wfay of jumping from trees and
sticking their nice sharp teeth into
you. | had had one experience with
them before.

I stuck a couple of extra flash-
light batteries in my bag and bor-
rowed the biggest flash the hotel
had. It gave me a comforting feel-
ing as | led Big Ben along when we
came to the underfoot part of the
forest, where riding was more oiTess
impractical due to the low hanging
branches that had plenty of cutting
power.

TP MUST have been a little after
* two when | finally drew close to
the familiar outlines of Peggy's
cabin. The moon was high enough
now to afford some light. There was
none in the cabin; and | found my-
self wondering whether Peggy was
there.

I dropped the reins over Big Ben's
head and proceeded cautiously, an
entirely unnecessary precaution be-
cause the pine needles | was stepping
on absorbed all sound.

I pushed open the door of Peggy’s
cabin. | jumped, reached for my
gun, as | heard the laugh of a loon
in the distance, breaking the eerie
stillness.

It was dark inside the cabin as |
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stepped in. | snapped on my flash-
light, directing it over the kitchen.
The cabin had one other room, a
bedroom.

A slight noise caused me to turn.
Then, the room was ablaze with fire-
works, red, green, pink, orange.

And then they went out |

SOMETHING soft and velvety
~ was against my cheek when |
came to. 1imagine there must have
been a silly smile on my face because
I had been dreaming of a gorgeous
girl with the hair of Rose Spellman
and the eyes of Polly. The bright
sunlight hurt my eyes and my head
was splitting.

Big Ben finally must have taken
it into his head to see what had hap-
pened to me. It was his nose that
was muzzling my cheek. | groaned,
tried to get up, fell back and lay
there feeling very, very foolish.

My hands and feet were tied and
there was a connecting rope between
ankles and wrists that wouldn't let
me move. Whoever had socked me
and then tied me up had done a
swell job of it

Big Ben, looming enormous in the
small kitchen, was wearing a what-
do-we-clo-now expression. The same
thing was puzzling me. | knew from
past visits that Peggy kept her knives
in a drawer over by the stove. But
the way my knees had been bent for
the tying, | couldn’t do anything but
roll.

And when T did that, Big Ben
supplied the answer!

When | was a cop on the Coast,
I used to be nuts over cowboy pic-
tures. | still am. And one of the
things that had intrigued me was the
way the hero used to train his horse
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to untie knots. | never believed it at
the time. But when | got my ranger
job, and then Big Ben, | used to
amuse myself to train him to untie
my hands. And the sonovagun actu-
ally got so that he’d bite through the
rope when he found he couldn’t un-
loosen it.

And that's just what he was doing
now |

The taut rope snapped easily and
I hobbled over to the kitchen drawer
where the knives were kept. In five
minutes, and a lot of sweat, my
hands were free. And | had achance
to think.

I didn’t believe Peggy had slugged
me. She’s a husky wench but that
wallop was man-sized. There was a
lump as big as the war debt on my
dome.

I ran outside. My gun had been
lifted but there was another in my
saddle bag. Half-hearted, | tried to
find a trail but it was practically im-
possible.

Then my heart leaped. | was sure,
all of a sudden, that Peggy hadn't
slugged me. Someone had been wait-
ing for me in that cabin. | had an
idea that Pratt's hunch had been
more than right. That's why he had
been murdered!

Before | got my ranger’'s job, |
had passed a pretty stiff examination
in woodcraft. 1 could tell a trail
when | saw one. Peggy must have
left it. It was a forked stick, point-
ing North.

| tethered Big Ben and followed
it on foot. Carefully but fast. A few
hundred yards away | came across
the next clue, a piece of cloth. She
must have been dropping the trail
unnoticed in the dark while she
guided somebody to wherever he was
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going. The chatter of a pine squirrel
caused me to look up. At first I
thought the speck in the sky was an
eagle. Then 1 recognized it for a
plane. Probably a mail ship.

When | came across the match
booklet, | suddenly remembered
something. The old bear cave!

That must be where Peggy had been

going. | was sure of it. Old Man
Folsom used to use it to store his
furs and pelts. And if anybody

wanted to hide. . . .

T RUSHED in that direction as

fast as | could, my heart pound-
ing every step of the way, | didn't
know Peggy's connection, with what
was going on. But whatever it was,
there was plenty of danger!

[ moved -cautiously as T ap-
proached the spot. There was a roar
above me. 1 looked up and gasped.
About a quarter mile away the plane
I had seen was descending. The pilot
was crazy!

Then, my eyes picked out the
whirling blades atop the fuselage.
An autogiro. He wasn't crazy, he
could do it all right because there
was a lot of space between the trees,
right about that spot, -where the cave
was located.

I ran like the devil toward the
cave, ignoring branches that cut into
my face and the beating | took when-
ever | stumbled, which was often.

The pilot was just getting out of
the plane when | got there. Three
people were running toward him lug-
ging bundles. And one of the three
was a girl. The sunlight glinted on
her yellow hair. Rose Spellman.

There wasn’t time to talk. | knew
who they were all right. And they
wouldn’t have given me a break Jf

PRIVATE DETECTIVE STORIES

my back had been turned. The pilot
ran for the plane as my shot brought
one of the men to his knees. 1came
on, gun blazing. They were a couple
of hundred feet from the plane. |
guess the other guy realized he
couldn't make it. He started shoot-
ing.

A slug went into my shoulder.
My next shot hit him. He made as
if he was walking toward me, then
he stopped! Xsaw Rose fall as she
looked at Larry Hart's face, -which
was wearing a surprised grin. Then
he pitched forward.

The plane was sailing over the
treetops as 1 looked up.

T ran into the cave. They had
done a swell job on Peggy besides
tying her up. Her clothes were
ripped to pieces. | guessed she put
up quite an argument and even then
I wondered why, especially after she
had helped these loogans do in the
sheriff. She was moaning on the
floor, her face battered and bruised.
There were scratches and welts all
over her white skin, her whole body.
I went to work over her with the
water jug in the cave. That mob had
holed in for quite a spell, judging
from the provisions.

My pulses started pounding as she
opened her eyes. After all, my arm
was around quite a bit of her. “You
found the trail?”

| said yes. “And your pals are
ready to he carted away, all but the
dame,” | said, bitterly.

She looked at me, her face red.
She made a feeble effort to draw the
tattered clothes around her body be-
fore she spoke. Then she said,
weakly: “I had to do it, Harry. For
Tommy’s sake. And when | found
out he was dead, it was too late to
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tell you. They had made plans for
a getaway.”

“Tommy?”
said so.
too late?”

She told me. And proved it.

“My brother, Tommy,” she said.
“He was the teller of the bank. He
had lost a lot of the bank’s money
in a gambling house in Helena. And
when Larry Hart threatened to
squeal, he agreed to work with them
on the stick-up. He was the one who
suggested | help them hide. The
girl, Rose, came here with a letter
from Tommy, telling me the whole
thing. 1had to do it, and dien when
some of the other members of the
gang kidnaped Tommy, intending to
hold him until they made a getaway
on that plane, after the excitement
died dowm, | didn’'t dare say any-
thing.”

Peggy buried her face in her
hands. “But they killed him. The
Treasury men traced Tommy and
raided the hideout. That's what
was in the telegram to Pratt.”

“Then they knew Pratt.”

She nodded. “Rose Spellman
recognized him. She brought him
into the forest and Larry Hart shot
him with my gun. Then you came
along and upset things. | tried to
sneak away tonight, after | had read
the telegram, but Hart suspected
something. He stayed in my cabin,
figuring you’'d be along.”

I rubbed my head. “He figured
right.” Then, still puzzled, | said:

I didn't get it, and
“And what do you mean
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“But what | can’t figure out is how
they got to Sheriff Walton.”
She got to her feet. “Come on,

I'll show you.” She walked un-
steadily outside. The girl was still
in a faint.

Peggy pointed out one of the
packages | had seen the guys carry-
ing.

I looked. “Lloly smokes! A two-
way radio. Short wave.”

I could have kicked myself. Rose
Spellman had been talking to them
even while | was rapping on her
door. | didn't give Hart enough
credit. The guy was a genius. An
autogiro for a getaway. And a
two-way, short-wave set to keep in
touch with Rose. She had heard the
sheriff and told them to hotfoot it
in. And Peggy had gone home and
was forced to go back.

She was looking at me, a queer
smile on her face. “What are you
going to do now, Harry?” Honest,
I never thought she would be that
meek.

The blonde was stirring. |
walked over and picked up the can-
vas bag alongside her before 1 an-
swered Peggy. The dough was in
there all right.

“Do?” | said, looking blank. |
couldn’t keep up the pretense. Peggy
looked as though she’'d bawl any min-
ute. | grinned: “Peggy,” | said,
“after 1 quit and collect that ten
grand reward, bow would you like
to go to Honolulu?”

It was a swell trip, by the way!



122

Only In

PRIVATE
DETECTIVE
STORIES

will you find
realistic, true-to-

life yarns of
crime and

Its detection,

seasoned with

romance, but

losing nothing
of dynamic
action for

that reason.

On AIll Newsstands!



No SIR! -ATLAS
Makes Muscles Grow

kK Fast / mmmd.

WillYou Let Me
PROVE | Can MaksYQU

aNewMan?

LET ME START SHOWING RESULTS FOR YOU

difference/

For quick results
*recoin mend

CHARLES

AUAS

Am sending  snapshot of
wonderful progress. Certainly
recommend yea for quick re. CHARLES

suitor—W. 6., N. i

5 inches «
of new
Musc*e
m,: K $ “My arm, increased I1,”,
I—fl ch 21,". forearm T7e".”
'I C 3- w- Va.
GAINED
29 .
POUNDS™
“Your method
John Jacohs Wen P et THeg
BEFORE weio?\gd only |4l. Now

welch 170."T.K..N.Y.

/-Day TRIAL OFFER

I could fill this whole magazine with
enthusiastic reports from OTHERS.
But what you want to know is—
“What can Atlas do for ME?”
Find out—at my risk! Just give
me a 7-day trial. Just one week— and
even in that short time I'll start giv-
ing RESULTS. AND it will be the

SEE, FEEL, MEASURE with a tape!

FREE BOOK

I myself was once a 97-pound weakling — sickly, naif-
alive. Then | discovered “Dynamic Tension.” And | won
the title, “The World's Most Perfectly Developed Man.”

“Dynamic Tension" has done so much for other fellows
that 1 simplyv?jﬁ_you to let me prove that it can make a
now man of that it can, start new inches of power
pushing out your chest—build up your shoulders to cham-
pion huskiness—put new, hard firm muscles on your biceps
—make those stomach muscles of yours hard ridges!

Why not risk a postage stamp ? Send coupon for my 48-
page illustrated FREE BOOK AT ONCE! Address me per-
sonally; Charles Atlas, Dept 533, 115 East 23rd Street,
New fork. N. Y.

n

ATLAS

Arecent pnotc
of Charles
Atlas, twice
winner and
holder of the
title, "The
World's Most
Perfectly De

ve)od« 1
Man."

makes the most ira-
i next three months.

CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. S33.
us East 23rd street, New York, N. Y.

I want the proof that DYNAMIC TENSION will
help make a new man of me—give me a healthy,
husky body and big muscle development. Send me
your free book, "Everlasting Health and Strength”—
and full details of your 7-Day Trial Offer.




N e c¢c e s s a

ry ? 2?2 7?

More sur-

prising still Is the ease with which aid can be

[4 % n mans caare, Is the opinion of many 1&"9
scalp specialists aod dermatologists.

obtained and baldness often can be prevented. All
rou have to do Is practice elementary health rales which Include

cleanliness and exercise.

Just as Improper exercise will do more

harm than good for other parts of your body, so will improper
massage fall to sufficiently benefit hair growing on the scalp.

The Vitex Hair Institute, Inc.,
anyone, regardless of where they live,
icalp in a professional manner . . . »

has now made It possible for
to massage their hair and
registered physician and

d‘ rmatologlst has supervised the drawing and written explanations;
all specially created for you who want to escape baldness. These easy-
to-understand charts are now ready for public distribution. These charts
show you how three simple steps, that require just five minutes a day,
morrweg and night, stimulate hair growth by inducing a freshening rush

of blood to the scalp .

. this nourishes the tissues that have to do with

the growth of the hair, helps to reawaken dormant but live hair roots. This
is virtually a picture method which guides you to hair success and Is yours

to have and use permanently . ..

is glren to you without extra

cost when you order VIDEX'S TRIPLE ACTION HALB TREAT-

MENT.

VIDEX TRIPLE ACTION HAIR TREATMENT includes the

same products used with much success here at the
Institute. The cleansing, stimulating and health-
ful effect of these preparations when used along
with the scalp manipulations effect the greatest
benefits.

Stop BALDNESS
at Danger Areas

Remove foreign substances that clog the pores and choke

the hair roots.
interfere with circulation,
Check up your own hair condition.

When there is no crusty, scaly coaling to
hair has a chance to grow.
Is your scalp Itchy?

Are you troubled with excessive dandruff? Is your hair dull,
lifeless and brittle? Is your lair getting thin? Is your hair

coming out excessively? These are generally
healthy balr trouble makers. Use VIOEX'S Hair
Treatment to help create and maintain a healthy
scalp condition that will encourage healthy hair
growth.

THERE IS HOPE FOR YOU

Don't despair because of excessive loss of hair

. don't resign yourself to baldness, because
there is hope for you. If your condition is
caused by excessive dandruff or i-omo other local
disorder, VIDEX Treatment will pare the way
to keep your hair growing. Hundreds of un-
solicited and enthusiastic letters received from
users proves that VIDEX is good . . . order
today and start to correct your hair troubles
right away.

B
- MONEY BACK GUARANTEE =

You do not risk a cent using VTDEX, You must be satisfied
or vottrmoney will be refunded in full after ten days trial.

TODAY ... it does & much and coats so little.

VIDEX'S Treatment Helps
Three Important Benefits

After
note a

< Stimulates growth areas:
applying VIDEX you will

pleasant tingling” or “drawing”
sensation. Evidence of how effect-
ively your scalp is being stimulated
In the arees where lood must

nourish the hair roots.

< Helps dispel excessive dandruff,
stops Itching Effective in dis
solving accumulated waste maltsr
that strangles the hair and causes
|rr|tal|on by clogglng up the fol-
licle "funnels

-« Purifies as it cleanses. After
¥ou have allowed VIDEX to "work"
t saponifies easily with water and
rinses completely clear, leaving
the scalp healthfully clean and the
hair naturally brilliant.

Older

« IMPORTANT NOTICE - = =

If you live in New York,

L Ve A or aspect to visit here,
irvited 1o visit our Fifth Avenue Salon. See convincing proof of [

you are m Address

the results achieved, giving personal scalp and hair treatments.

0 Ship order checked above C.O.D.

Just 10 Minutes a Day to
Help Keep Baldness Away

Order today and we Win Include without erire
«*t the VRRX HAIR INSTITUTE. Inc.
"Three Kuy Steps." This method, instructions
and advice alone is luraluable. Shows you our
expert., correct way to manipulate areas that
affect hair growing centers. Written and pie-
lured in easy-to-understand, simplified form *o
that you can practice the system in privacy, in
spare time.

Rash Coupon for Special Cffer

Now, no matter where you lire, you can us*
VIDEX in your own home and enjoy the benefits
just the same as if %ou were being personally
treated by on© of our hair and scalp experts . . .
we also famish you with full printed instruc-
tions. charts and dlatl;rams showing you how to
properly HTt your scalp which is so necessary to
induce increased circulation in hair growing
areas. Send today for an eight treatment bottle
of VTDEX's Triple Action Treatment for only
$1.00 and tbe instructions, charts win bo in-
cluded without extra cost. Bent anywhere post-
paid upon receipt of the price, or C.0.D., plus
postage. If you want to save money, order this
special $3 “combination. A 16 ox. sire of
VIDEX'S Triple Action Treatment (4 time# tbe
quantity) Is regularly $3. Order this and we in-
clude a 1 os. else of VTDEX'S CORRECTIVE
POMADE, saving you $2. You really should have
the Pomade because It is used dally and help#
speed up results. RUSH COUPON TODAY!

VITEX HAIR INSTITUTE, INC.
Dept. 904, 521—5th Ave., N. Y.

I accept your special offer. Send me the

Instructions, charts and other information

howing me how to lift my scalp. Also send $1.00
8-treatraent size of Vldex Hair and Scalp Triple
Action Treatment postpaid in plain wrapper.

| enclose $3. Send large economy si*e of VIDEX postpaid and
- include FREE 1 ox. jar of daily Corrective Pomade. Also in-
elude Ibs special instructions and scalp lifting charts.

I will pay postage.

NOTE: Canadian and foreign orders must b© accompanied by cash.



SEX secrETS of

LOVE & MARRIAGE

tinted Wt Dr. E. Podolsky

Tills wonderful bonk Is a thorough and
perfect teacher and guide on the real
facts and ways of Love, Marriage and
Sox In frank language, the author
explains:— Meeting, Romance, Kissing,
Lore, Courting, Mating, Getting
over Bashfulness, M istakes,
Warnings, How to Develop Sex
Appeal, How to Attract the Op-
posite Sex, How to Hold Love,
What a Married Man Should
Know, the Love Problems of a
W ife, Learning the ART OP
LOWE, the Structure of the Male
and Female Sox Organs, Step-
by-step Explanation of the Sex

i'tfffla

A b Illustrated book.
containing 151 pages of

frank, revealing infor- Act, Overcoming Sexual Difficul-
mation on every aspect ties, Understanding Birth Con-
of love, marriage and trol—and hundreds of other im -
sex relations. Size of portant facts. An endless source
book is 974x614 inches. of revealing information an-
Hard-Cover, fabric swering questions you hesitate to

binding. ask even your closest friends.

TCETX SEND THE BOOK ON TRIAD!

Send no money now. Just malt the cou-
pon. When book arrives, deposit with
postman 98e plus shipping costs, onder
our MONEY BACK GUARANTEE.
Mail eoupon NOW!

NOTE:
This book will not
be sold to any-
one under 21.

Herald Publishing Co., 28 B f7th St., Dept F-5, New York, N.Y.
! Send me "SECRETS OF LOVE AND MARRIAGE” in plain
I wrapper. | will pay postman 98C plus postage. | can return the
| book and ret my money back. (I am over 21 years.)

| Address

i afl-

IO

State.
Check here if you are sending $1.00 with order, thus
saving C, 0. D. charges. Book sent postpaid under same
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE.
(Canadian & Foreign—$1.20 with order)

O —F

Find year sweetheartand
happiness through this

L : NELY' select social correspon-

dence BPCfaty. Confidential Introductions hy letter. Members
everywhere; all erres. Dependable, dignified service for refined
9 tadlceandsentlemen. Eomanceawaitsyoa! Sealed partlcniars free.

Write EVAN MOORE. Box S83, JACKSONVILLE. FLA,

Quit Using Tobacco! 10000

W rite for Free Booklet and Learn TTow. iofi
Results Guaranteed or Money Refunded. Satisfied
NEWELL PHARMACAL COMPANY Users

68 Clayton station st. Louis, Mo.

r TTThn At Lowest
y/ ° *Tkrm Cut Rate Prices!

w-M KNITTING WOKSTEDS

Saxony, Shetlands, Velveteens, etc.. AT CUT RATE PRICES!

m

FREE

Sample Card?, Instnut.lons. Jusl out. Style Flash, 30 New Models
Free. Est. 22 years.
F & K YARN CO., 85 Essex st., Dept 0-5, NEW YORK, N. v,

CASH FOR UNUSED STAMPS

U. S. unused postage wanted at 90% face value for denominations
vzft to 19c. 85% face value for denominations 200 to 50c. Small
quantities 85% face value. MAIL STAMP8 REGISTERED

MONEY SENT BY RETURN MAIL.
GARBER SERVICE
Dept. MF-5 96 5th Avenue, New York City.

PATENT YOUR IDEAS

WHAT IB TOUR INVENTION?
Send Sketch ar Write for FREE Investor* #
Recording Slunk. Confidential Advice
i o A A U i - A .Englneef
mmr * MI \ f’\fl K |I %r mSBroadw;lyo,miyewngynqeﬁk

WORLD’S GREATEST COLLECTION OF
STRANGE AND SECRET PHOTOGRAPHS

M OW you can travel round the world with the moat daring adven-

turers. You can see with your own eye3 the weirdest peoples
on earth. You witness the strangest customs of the red, white,
brown, black and yellow races. You attend their startling rites,
their mysterious practices They are all assembled for you in these
live great volumes of The SECRET MUSEUM OF MANKIND.

600 LARGE PAGES

Here is the world's Greatest Collection of Strange and Secret Pho-
tographs. Here are Exotic Photos from Europe, Primitive Photo*
from Africa, Torture Photos from Asia, Female Photos from Oceania
and America, and hundreds of others. There are almost 600 LARGE
PAGES OF CAMERA SHOTS, each page 57 square inches in sise’

1,000 REVEALING PHOTOS

You see actual courtship practiced
in every quarter of the world. You
see magic and mystery in queer lands

CONTENTS OF
5-VOLUME SET

where the foot of a white man has

rarely trod. You see Oriental modes VOLUME 11— Tha Secret
of marriage and female slavery in Album of Africa
China, Japan, India, etc. Through VOLUME 2— The Secret
the infjimacy of Eh%_camefra you wit- Album of Europe

ness the exotic habits of every con-

tinent and the strangest customs of VOLALIJb’\SrE] OCTALZG Secret
life and love in America, Europe, etc. VOLUME 4— The Secret
You arc bewildered by these large Album of A .
pages of ONE THOUSAND PHOTO- o merica
GRAPHS. Including 130 full-page VOLALIJb’\L/JIrEl osf_C-)I;::Zniiecret

Photos, and thrilled by the hundreds
of short stories that describe them.

3 PICTURE-PACKED VOLUMES
— The SECRET MUSEUM OF MAN-
KIND consists of five picture-paeked

SPECIMEN PHOTO5

volumes (solidly bound together for

Various Secret Societies convenient reading). Dip into any
one of these volumes, and as you

Civilized Love vs. Savage turn its daring pages, you find it
Strange Crimes, Criminals difficult to tear yourself, away. Here
* in story and unusual photoa is the

Omens, Totems * Taboos  \WORLD'S GREATEST COLLEC-
Mysterious Customs TION OF STRANGE AND SECRET

PHOTOGRAPHS, containing every-
thing from Female Beauty Round the
World to the most Mysterious Cults
and Customs. These hundreds and
hundreds of large pages will give you
days and nights of thrilling Instruc-

SEND NO MONEY

Simply sign and mail the coupon Remember, each of the 5 Vol-

Dress and Undress, Round
the world

1,000 Strange and
Secret Photos

umes is CVi inches high, and opened over a foot wide. Remember
also that this 5-Volume Set formerly sold for $10. And it is bound
in expensive "life-time” cloth. Don't put this off. Fill out the cou-

pon, drop it In the next mail, and receive this huge work at once.

METRO PUBLICATIONS

70 Fifth Ays., Dept. 5005, New York, N. Y.
Send me ‘The Secret Museum ef Mankind”

bound together), |

) (5 great volumes
will pay postman $1.98, plus postage on

I arrival. If in 5 days | am not delighted, | will return the
book and you will refund my $1.98.

Name

Addrew .

| 0O CHECK HERE If jw $1.68, ffiraa earing
the mailing costs.

In.

125



"CARTOOW S
la NSVVeX«*$|2£# «*ET

CARTOON &O0OKET&, U
To 10 PA&-E& EACH,

\mé£ BETTERS
NEWI I comic cove.
LET TEAS. DOEWAS sa1

"paekEVG*, ...
I Xfet; H A£W Po cketCARb$
j At& z \\ (8.ACh one OIFPEftENT;]

\\/&i1PceMAS"
WG K-INDS. AL WEAR
Aft'S, UtHG-ERIE
INSPECTOR y ETC.

'"MI&&MARIE"
comi&
. WITH $NAPiACTION.

% ff& w w

el MAILED PROMPTLY

IA # C S H O

£A63 KENSINGIONAVE
Pjwfadalpjjg, Pa. Bwt.

Soothe Irritations o f

BLADDER andKIDNEYS

Santal Midy Capsules are one of the
world’s best known remedies for urinary
disturbances. Coet a bit more, but
worth id Contain genuine santalwood
oil. Don't be fooled by imitations.

LONELY HEARTS?

Find your sweetheart thru my
club. Membera coast to coa”t.
to 70. Many with means Sealed particulars and descrip-

Franms Marquette D-31, Box Y. Chicaao

TURPI SIGNAL®
FLASHES from REAR WINDOW— DASH Control

E IEﬁB& A whirlwind seller. Drivers buy on flash demonstra-
h I tlF'n* DMIPrs buy 3 to 12. Vourtproflt mark-up as
to taimj tbw cs 2S4Ce. Biggest sensation of year. Rush name

Quick for facts and Demonstratcr sample plan. All Free! Rush.

WATOFMY-TBIHUSUAL ML, wj/i, Lt Bldg, Ses Koires, iona

HOME MOVIE FILMS

3mm and I1Gmm
New Qaialcg of Subjects Now Ready
Pend 3c stamp fer OUI catalog of Sﬂp And Kimra inotie film.-—

ouiu/ new' titles li.ted. Just the thing for' that gathering m
personal showing. AIll films shipped postpaid ?_ny«hcre.

EDAKS AMUSEMENT COMPANY, 2539 North BtJi St., Phila., Pa.

126

PILES

FREEB(IXpomtS\Aayto

oli
quiLli Ieuel

af Patients from al! over
the U

testify to

success of McCleary mild method with-
out drastic surgery. Patient reference
list and book in plain wrapper sent free*.

McCLEARY CLINIC

C-453 Elms BouJevgrtL Excelsiw* Springs* Mo.

WEARY DESPOMDENT

B' n L * -Crying spells, irritable
u nerves due to functional
RHIBRuawa monthly pain should find
areal "-woman'sfriend” in Lydia E , "ink-
ham’s Vegetable Compound. Try ill

LydaERrkanis

WHEN YOU NEED IX
1111 ISICKNESS ORACCIDENT

$25.00 A WEEK
Sidcn«Mor Accident
Up to $5000.00
Accidental Death
Up to $5000.00
Loss of Hands,
feet or Eyes
$300.00 Emer-
gency Aid Fund
$100.00 Hospital
Expense Fund

PLUS ADDITIONAL

BENEFITS —ALL AS

PROVIDED IN THE
POLICY

MEN AND

WOMEN

With salaries cut off
and income stopped,
nothing more tragic
thansickness or acci-
dent with no money
to pay the medicine,
doctor and hospital
billsbesidestheevery
day bills. What will
happen to yon and
your family! Write
immediately for free
inspection of policy.
Don't delay.“ Tomor-

>w" may be too late.

A G E S

16 to 75

FREE 10 DAY INSPECTION OF POLICY

DON'T SEND A PENNY. NO MEDICAL EXAMINA-
TION. NO AGENT WILL CALL." NO OBLIGATION.
SEND YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS AT ONCE FOR
IS DAY FREE INSPECTION OFFER.

11S8SE ROGERS CLARK CASUALTY CO.

NATIONAL INSURANCE AGENCY
Dept. 17*A, 542 S. Dearborn St., Chicago, M

- DA-lujlad&-
HOVE TREATVENT

for ARTHRITIS, RHEUMATISM

Soothing relief from arthritis, rheumatism,
neuritis, paralysis, nervous and organic dis-
eases—-with amazing BLECTRO-H.EA.LTH ,

ACTIVATORT-right in your home. Im -
parts healing action of electricity, rec-
ommended by doctors Safe! Portable! wlt Just

Easy to use! Sent on 10 DAYS' TBIAU seems to reacn where
Write today!
3932 Field Aye..

UNICO PRODUCTS, lite.,
Dept M, Detroit, Mich.

medicines failed.">

— R. IVERSON, OHIO



Flush Poisons From
Kidneys and Stop
Getting Up Nights

Be Healthier, Happier —
Live Longer

W hen yon can set for 35 cents a safe, efficient
and harmless stimulant and diuretic that should
flush from your kidneys the waste matter, poi-
sons and acid that are now doing'you harm, why
continue to break your restful sleep by getting
up through the night?

Don’'t be an EASY MARK and accept a sub-
stitute— Ask for Gold Medal Haarlem Oil Cap-
sules — right from Haarlem in Holland. GET
GOLD MEDAL—the original—the genuine. Look
for the Gold Medal on the box—35 cents.

Other symptoms of weak kidneys and irritated
bladder may be backache, puffy eyes, shifting pains,
burning or scanty passage. DON'T ACCEPT A
SUBSTITUTE

Fistula Sufferers
Face Danger

One of the tragic results of neglected fistula frequently is loss of
bowel control together with nervous diseases and general ill health
caused by self poisoning. Thousands could save them?Z?elves from
humiliation and serious illness by taking proper treatment in time.
The Thornton & Minor <linio—oldest known rectal institution in
the world—offers a I'BEE Book which explains Fistula and other
rectal diseases; tells how more than 50,000 persons have been bene-

fited by their mild, corrective institutional treatment— without hos-
pital confinement. Write for this Free Book and Reference List
Address Thornton & Minor Clinic, Suite C-51S, 926 McGee St..

Kansas City, Mo

YOUR CHOJCE-nOWUrRWOOOSI
ROYALSt REMINGTONS! C. SR RSI
WOOOSTOChSS As low is 1/1 nttra, original
price. Typewritersthat coat ip to $U 0.0A»som ft 6) tar*

Genuine, eian‘iard, full eiaed rebuilt office toodeis

ota' |mprovementkstandard keyboard, back *
rlbbon etc. Never before euch rock-bottom prioerf
by Myeaie offair doling, Ten daz tr«L Easiest terms in hatoiy—az

FREE big price aL"ic o; « ail makes m colors, detaCn onTu—d—ay Trial Trd
eauest terms. FREE Van Zaodt Touch Typln? course with your typewriter. Ceo
Catalog before you buy. Mall coupon now while stock Is complete.

]” HHTERMATIONAL*TYrEV/RITCR CXZCSH Mief’

231 W. Monroe fit.,, Chicago, 111 (Dept. [
? Uw_model etminrd TypmiUr, ,t tm- >

&nd Free Catotoe in rotor, iho.i

mendotm etrtjjgs with ao money down and 10 days* trial.

Name. ..o e A rESS.

ToV. n P | a t a

TRAIN TO QUALIFY FOR
RADIO-TELEVISION

job or do you seek one? In.
either case, National Schools can definitely
help you. Without giving up present em-
ployment you can get practical preliminary
Iruining; then receive intensive simp in-

Have you a
Get the facts. M
Misstatements. Ucarn
about this flexii.l9
plan to fit your needs.

struction at school at no extra cost Every
branch taught—Badio, Television. Broad-
‘eaaiin7. Sound. etc. Oldest trade school

'NATIONAL SCHOOLS

HEARTS

LONELY

mates. 41 years of dependable servme Correspondents
most everywhere. Many with means. One may be
your ideal. I'hotos, descriptions free.

STANDARD CLUB. IIOX 607-M, grayslake, ill.

Let us help you
meet nlce people
congenial

ISEND NO MONEY!— Save Money!

TSANSFA/IENT
GODays'Triall] K RooFLESS
We ra.ike F&RLSETEETH foryOU by MAR
from pour Ourtmouth-impression. Monoy*

ITOpC Back Guarantee of Satisfaction.
S KLL Frofiimpression material,directions,catalog.

rro/e*viorwiModel U-S.Dental Co., Dept. 5- 64 Chlcago 1.

PARTIAL

ARUNDEL HOTEL

nALTIMORE, MD

RATES FROMjlIP UP

127



Train to be u artist
A I 4IOM E through our practical

method famous since 1914*
Learn ILLUSTRATING, DESIGNING, iCARTOONING,
all in one course in your spare time. Trained Arti.ts fie
capable of earning 2?30, $*0, J75 weekly. FREE BOOK
“Art tor Pleasure and Profit'”’ explain* our spare-time
study method and describes TWO BIG AItT OUTFITS in-
cluded. with course. Mail postcard for booklet now. Slate age.

STUDIO 955P, WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART
1115-15th St.. N. W. WASHINGTON, D. C.

Cash When Sick !

OVER 120i055Peopia Hove Already Provided
A Cash Income Up to $100 o Month

Sick benefits up to $106 a month when you are laid
up from ANY kind of sickness will be paid under a
New health policy now issued by the National Protective
Insurance Co.

Men from a$es 18 to 60 and women from ages IS to
50— whether employed or not—and whbp are now in good
health are eligible. No medical examination required.

Sickness strikes suddenly and unexpectedly It alway?
causes greatly increa-sed expenses and usually a reduced
income. Over 120.000 people have already bought Na-
tional Protective health policies. Over one and one-half
million dollars have been promptly paid In benefits to
policyholders.

BUND NO MONEY.
age and sex to National Protective
Pickwick Building, Kansas City, Mo., and they will mail
you a polio’ for 10 days’ Free inspection See the
policy first and if you are satis-tied, then Bend $.'1.65 to
nay the premium for nearly five months. This offer is
limited, so write today.

MAKE MOKE MOMEV

WnggramfwTM NIMIPD Line) , %

Earn more every day in the year represent-
ing old established firm with a complete
line of fanst telling necessities: Shirts of all
kinds. Ties, Underwear, Hosiery, Raincoats,

Just write your name, address,
Insurance Co.. 3011

Sweaters, Pants, Breeches, Bolts, Shoes,
Coveralls. Shop Coats, Uniforms, Summer

Suits, etc. Every item guaranteed. Ex*

perlence unnecessary. Write quick for

FREE SALES EQUIPMENT.

NIMROD CO., 4022-BT Lincoln Ave., Chicago.

MARRY RICH

beautifn
C-10>

and
Box

rich
Club,

and descriptions of
marry, Jane Fuller

Sand for
women who
Oconomowoc,

Get Acquainted Club

refined ladies, any place hi
A generation of satisfied

BIG M ON

STCAOILV FOR YEO\(J /

HvcmsAse your tmxME >

Be our representative B» your locality
lor -Dove Work Garments. 0 experience
necessary. Pleasant, Eimple work. Ever
business’ prospect. Advertlslng
broidered on garments groat safe? fea
ture. Increase your income every week,
everythln needed to start at
udin TFIT. _Write
|mmed|ate|¥ N DOVE GARMENT co.,

Fourlh St Dept. 020

nk

FREE photo?
wish  to
W isconsin.

If you want letters from worthy men,
U. S. A. or_Canada. Write to me today.
members. R E. Simpson, Box 1251, Denver,

, Hi,

CLASSIFIED

PERSONAL

LONELY? I*fc nationally known organization supply
desirable friends or select helpmate for_you. Stamp
and age. Rev, Jones, Box 2181, Kansas City, Mo.

LONELY"?—If yon seek sweetheart, mate or compan-
ion, we help you. Sensational Proven Results. Booklet.

Sealed. FREE. Write NOW. Nancy Jordan Club,
<L P. O., 376-B, New York,

NEW CLIR—For lonely men and women. Semi Re
for confidential information. Pen Friends, Box 7,

Bloomington, III.

IFEET YOUR SWEETHEART thru America's best
Correspondence Club. Sealed Particulars FREE.
I\/Iﬁr? hers everywhere. AMERICAN CLUB, Box 6836*M,
"hila., Pa.

GIRLS! MAURY THE MAN YOU WANT! Our Book
"How to Win A Husband” will show you how it's
done. Particulars Free. Forrester Publishers, 401
Broadway, New York.

LONELINESS IS AVOIDABLE. Let us help you find
your sweetheart. UNIVERSAL SERVICE, G. P. O,
UU New York, N.

LONESOME? Join Reliable Club—established 1900.
Hook of photos and descriptions of members Free,
sealed. Box 403-F, Kansas City, Kansas.

FOR AN AFFECTIONATE sweetheart, worthwhile
and generous, write MARY LEE, 443-W, Holla, Mo.

EDUCATIONAL

CORRESPONDENCE, courses, and educational books,
slightly used, Sold, Rented, Exchanged. All subjects.
Satisfaction guaranteed Cash paid for used courses.
Complete details and bargain catalog FREE. Send
name. NELSON COMPANY", 15-241 Manhattan Build-
ing, Chicago.

OLD COINS WANTED

WILL PAY $10.00 EACH FOR CERTAIN LINCOLN
PENNIES! Indian heads $150.00; Dimes $700.00. II-
lustrated catalogue 10c. Federal Coin Exchange,
Columbus, Ohio

DETECTIVES

DETECTIVES — TRAINING — SECRET INVESTI-

GATIONS — Fingerprints. Short Modern Easy

.Method. Home-Travel, Secret Code, Booklet and Par-

ticulars FREE. Write Chief Mallica, International

Rletective System, 577K, Orplieum Bldg., Jersey City,
. if.

SONG POEMS, ETC.

Original songs and song poems wanted for recordings.
We supfply melodies. Hollywood Recording Studios,
Dept. Jf Box 87, Breuss Station, Los Angeles.

Send your poem today for immediate
RICHARD BROTHERS 45 Woods
s*w— '

Songwriters:
consideration.
Building, Chicago.



BLEEDING GUMS
PYORRHEA

TRENCH

Don't wait until it's too_late and lose your teeth.
Science has discovered a simple home remedy called
PYRO which_ has astounded the medical profession.
PYRO gets right at the trouble and Kills the poison-
ous germs. One reason why PYRO works so effica-
ciously is because it actually penetrates the gums,
thereby Killing the germs inside and out. Remember
{)yor_rhea ~and trench mouth. If unattended, permits
the infection to spread quickly, and before you know
it. teeth ire rotted and bone destruction is destroyed
and teeth fall out.

PYRO SAVES
YOUR TEETH
or NO COST7

You can believe tbe sworn affidavits of doctors and
dentists who have tried this new discovery on most
stubborn cases of pyorrhea, trench mouth and bleed-
ing gums.
~ PYRO was used with startling success many times,
in cases that seemed hopeless .. . where everythin
else failed. PYRO is almost uncanny in (f;ettmg quic!
and sure results. It gets to the root of the trouble
because PYRO has a penetration_of *4 Inch in 5 min-
utes and it corrects and heals as it penetrates the dis-
eased areas. If your gums are sore or bleed when
brushed. ... |If 'your teeth are loose or pus pockets
have formed, ordér PYRO today for quick correction

. . act now before you lose your teeth entirely.

A DOCTOR WRITES:—

A well-known er/sician . a member of the
American Medical Assn., and many other profes-
sional organizations, says: “l do ‘not hesitate to
state that this solution” has saved me from the
nightmare of false teeth.”

Read ThisProof!

Mrs. W. H. Kirby, 45 East
(10th Street, New York, writes:
“For a number of years | suf-
fered with an advanced case of
pyorrhea, constant treatments
seemed only to arrest the dis-
ease. | was told I would lose
my teeth. Then | heard of this
new remedy. Being desperate,
decided to try it. Am very
happy now. My gums are
healthy, teeth tight, and write
this hoping that others suffer-
ing as I, will try It”

MOUTH

Don’t Lose Your Teeth
Order Now!

We have 45 pages of affidavits attesting to the
wonderful powers of PYRO. So positive are we that
it will bring you the health and happiness you have
been seeking, that we will send It to you without a
single penny of risk. Send $2 today for™ the full home
treatment or wc will send C.0.D. for $2 plus postage.
Use PYRO as directed and if not 100% delighted
with results, return the unused bottle and we will
refund the purchase price in full.

D. L. CABLE PRODUCTS, BOX 4
Hamilton Grange Sta., New York Post Office

I D. L. CABLE PRODUCTS,
I Box 4, Hamilton Grange Station, |
New York Post Office, N. Y.
Send me your regular size bottle of PYRO and simple |
| instructions ror home use. 1
Q Send C.0.D. I will pay postman $2.00 plus postage. 1
| O Enclosed find $2.00 In full payment.
|

I will return empty bottle and vou will refund my money <
if 1 am not satisfied.

Name |

| SHrEE ot it e e |

Canadian orders $2.25. cash with order.



tar* Copifoftfh it.

Here is a book every man, every woman, every home should have . .
DR. BRINKLEY’'S famous MEDICAL BOOK. Written by the renowned specialist himself. It's
Simply tear out the coupon below, fill it in carefully and mail it

ready 1 Get your copy FREE!

. the

today. Stick it in an envelope or paste it on a penny postcard. Your copy of this valuable
MEDICAL BOOK will be sent to you at once WITHOUT CHARGE OR OBLIGATION.

DOCTOR BRINKLEY'S AMAZING TREATMENT

outspoken book. Doctor Brinkley discusses frankly the ailment
that besets men over 40, in fact men of all ages. He "gives you the
benefit of the wisdom and experience gained in the treatment of
12.0g9_cases of disease of the kidney, urinary system and related
conditions.

ILLUSTRATED IN' COLOR go0k ® R M Yo metien ' Ghc

tures of the human body; charts and diagrams that will help you
understand &/our kidneys and other vital organs; X-ray pictures of

ac%ulal Brinkley cases;” photos of “America’s Most Beautiful Hos-
pital.
MFINFY

SYND NI MIINEY oybier Wehudg pall e Vpluable. MRRYIAR
the coupon carefully as directed and mail it today to . . .
THE BRINKLEY HOSPITALS

Dept. CFG-1
FILL Little Rock, Arkansas

Some Interesting
Chapters

“After 21 Tears,” the success story

of Doctor Brinkley and the Brinkley
0

Hospitals.

Diseases of the Kidney, Urinary Sys-

tem and Allied Conditions.

The Brinkle
Course to Take, o

Change of Life in a Man.

Treatment for Rectal a
Disorders, Varicose Veins,
Hernia or Rupture.

Radio Station XERA.
the World’s Most Powerful Station.

MAIL COUPON NOW T

THE BRINKLEY HOSPITALS. DEPT. CFG-I.

BRINKLEY'S MEDICAL BOOK.
that there is to be no charge for the book and no obligation on my part.

Please send me. postpaid, a copy of Dr.

interested in disease checked below.

Hn KidneyLa-ﬁ-J-—Mr—

I Name other diseases you suffer from

O Rectal and Colonic Disorders

Name

Occupation City or Town

LITTLE ROCK. ARKANSAn
It Is understood
I am especially

O Rupture or Hernia, Varicose Veins, Ulcers.

State

latest edition of

Treatment — A Safe

and Colonic
Ulcers,

Facts about



