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Lhan SEVEN CENTS a day! That’s ALL it costs. Nota
penny extra for sheet music or anything else. And it doesn't
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Play a Tunc in One Lesson
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accompanying text is [ike the voice of your teacher at
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You ccm’t go wrong.

Send for Illustrated Booklet
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supplied when needed, cash or credit. U. S. School of Muaic,
1869 Brunswick Bldg., New York City. Forty-fourth year.
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NOTE! If you are under 16 years of age parent miiBt sisn coupon.
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For a policewoman, Middie was a broth of a girl,
and she had what it takes toget a man without using
agun. But when she met Carpenter, she had to prove
she could be as tough as he was, because he had

killed one girl,

HE ex-Commissioner of

Parks and Playgrounds

of Middletown, Cyril

Carpenter, was unpleas-

antly surprised. In fact,

he was shocked, and he stood still
for two long seconds, watching.

His room was Number 11 on the

top floor of the Baldwin Hotel, in the

neighboring town of the same name.

6

and she was next on his

list

And it was merely a room of moder-
ate proportions, including a shower-
stall instead of a bathtub. The hotel
was seven stories high. Carpenter
was in the bathroom, and Georgia
Brooke, the girl, was out there busy-
ing herself at the bed.

The management did not concern
itself about a woman going to a
man’s room, in the first place, unless
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there was a ruckus. Besides, Georgia
left the elevator at the fifth floor and
walked the rest of the way.
Whiskey, soda, and a howl of ice
had been sent up. Since neither of
them cared for soda, Carpenter had
gone to the shower room for water.

ONE

He turned on the tap and let it run to
get cold. Just previously, Georgia
had been sitting on the single-width
bed, and he had been smiling down
at her. She was a blonde, slim and
curvaceous, her eyes bright and blue
and typical; her hair was the color

7
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of fresh cornsilk and had the same
slight curl. Her dress matched her

curves very, very well, and Carpen-*

ter didn’t forget legs like hers. She
was wearing a dress with a high
neck; it zippered down the back, and
he always thought that dresses like
that looked as though they had been
put on backwards, except that this
one had pockets in the right place,
big enough to hold a half dollar
each. He rested his hands on her
shoulders, kissed her.

And then he was in the shower
room, letting the water run cold, and
smiling.

He filled one glass with water,
then the other. With both hands
occupied he fumbled with the tap,
trying to turn it off. He couldn’t
do it with his wrist, and he thought,
what the hell. He could come back
and turn it off. So he turned around
with the glasses in his hands, and the
first thing he saw was Georgia,
through the crack of the door. She
was in motion. He was in shirt-
sleeves, having draped his coat over
the head of the bed. She was going
through his pockets, fast. She had
assumed that he was still trying to
get colder water, because the tap was
still making a noise.

She picked up his jacket and
wrung it, trying to find something
hidden. She grasped it from top to
bottom, quickly, and she found the
hidden pocket. Out of it she drew
a leather notebook, which she
glanced at and thrust into her purse,
working the snap carefully so that
it didn’t make a sound.

She had been his secretary. Now
she had the same job with his suc-
cessor. Come to think of it, she
wanted all the money she could get.

Her mouth wasn’t soft. It was hard
and shiny with lipstick, and her eyes
were calculating. Her calculations
didn’t bother him very much, but he
was annoyed that she should take
him for such a sucker.

QETTING a glass down for a mo-
N ment, he turned off the tap and
returned to the room. Her eyes
were entirely guileless as she smiled
up at him. He was a large, gaunt
man over six feet tall, with graying
hair; he smiled down on her benevo-
lently. Such a clever girl. He won-
dered how she had found out about
his racket. Probably she had added
up a few scraps of information down
at the office, or she might even have
eavesdropped some time when he
was talking with his agent, John
Gogg. It made no difference, except
that he had to get back that slim little
book. Later.

Meanwhile he fixed the drinks,
casually tossing her purse aside so
that he could sit down with her.

He had always liked the gals, and
the fact that this one was unscrupu-
lous made her more interesting. He
talked ramblingly and with erudi-
tion, planting a fatherly hand upon
her knee, keeping her occupied men-
tally and physically. He was very
methodical, taking a drink and put-
ting it down to kiss her, as though
the act were a punctuation mark in a
sentence. In any case she submitted,
much like a patient in a dentist’s
chair, smiling because the thing she
had come after was safe in her purse.
After tonight she would be in the
money.

Proximity to Carpenter meant
that a girl would soon be disheveled,
and Georgia was no exception.
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Finally he said, “How about com-
bining business with pleasure? 1!d
like to finish those sketches.”

Very few people knew about his
hobby: He was—or considered him-
self an artist. But she had modeled
for him before; and that was, in fact,
his excuse for having her here to-
night.

“All right,” she said, and began
disrobing. “Are you sure this is busi-
ness?”

“Certainly.” He tucked a twenty
among her things.

She thought—the old goat; with
all the women in the world, he’d pay
twenty dollars just to see one with-
out any clothes on. Because she
didn’t think he was much of an artist;
he had never let her see the sketches
he’d made of her.

She wasn’t entirely correct.

He asked her to turn around, and
she did, first putting her shoes on so
that she wouldn’t get her feet dirty
on the rug. Keeping her mirth to
herself, she followed his directions.
If this was fun for the old boy, fine.
Apparently he was comparing in his
mind normal conditions with how a
girl’s body actually looked in the
same circumstances. Her composure
was aloof, as though she were model-
ing a gown instead of moving about
sans.

However, she was poetry to
watch, with her shapeliness, and she
got interested in herself. She
looked down and decided that there
was no question about her legs. She
had just shaved them, and gleams
highlighted the contours as she
moved.

Because Carpenter had her light a
cigarette as though she were doing
it at a cocktail party, had her

straighten a picture on the wall. . . .
He asked her to touch the floor with
her legs straight, knees locked; she
could do better than that, and
pressed the flat of her hands against
the rug.

All the while, he was making quick
sketches on a small drawing pad: as
she walked like a girl merely going
down the street, or sat, or danced by
herself, and so on. Really she didn’t
think that he was doing any drawing
at all; just pretending.

A FTER several drinks she was

back in her clothes again. She
turned her head, with her back to a
large mirror, to make sure that her
stocking seams were straight. There
was little doubt in her mind that Car-
penter was drunk, because she had
kept pouring some of the contents of
her glass into his. Actually she had
had only a few ounces from the bot-
tle, which was now empty.

She made ready to go, tucking the
twenty-dollar bill, folded across and
across, into the top of her stocking.
He grinned at the sight of the
smooth long leg. Then she came
back to get her purse.

“I’ve heard all kinds of stories
about the amount of junk a girl keeps
in her purse,” he said. “Let’s see.”

He picked up the purse.

“No!” she exclaimed, and jerked
it out of his hand.

“What’s the matter?” he asked,
pretending blankness.

She didn’t know his capacity, for
he wasn’t drunk at all. He was hav-
ing some grim fun with her. But she
sensed that something was wrong,
backed a step away from him.

Rising slowly, he smiled at her
and said, “Let’s be friends. Just give
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me back the notebook you took from
my coat. | saw you take it from my
coat when | was getting cold water
in the bathroom. You put the note-
book in your purse.”

She sneered with anger and fear,

saying, “So you knew it all the
time!”

“Well, give it back,” he said
mildly.

Pretending to work at the snap
on the purse, she suddenly made for
the door. Her skirt wrapped around
her legs in spiral folds, and she
nearly fell before she seized the
doorknob. There was also a dead-
lock on the door, and she tried that
when the knob wouldn’t work. But
that time Carpenter had reached
her; he was old, but he was big and
powerful and fast. With one blow
he swiped her to one side, so hard
that she looked as though she had
thrown her precious purse away. He
watched it tumble across the rug to-
ward the bed.

And then there was a clunk. He
had sent her spinning, and when she
fell, her head struck the radiator un-
der the window with her full weight.
She turned over and fell to the floor
on her face, with her skirt up and
showing the smooth, satiny sheen of
her pantie-girdle, plus her intriguing
roundness. He kept looking at her
for a while, and she lay still.

He walked to the purse and picked
it up, and took out the notebook
which she had stolen. He replaced
the book in the “secret” pocket of his
jacket, and put the jacket on but
didn’t button it.

“Damned little
grumbled.

He couldn’t leave her lying there
like that, so he went over and

meddler,” he

crouched beside her. His big fingers
couldn’t find her pulse. Irritated, he
knelt and rested his head on her

breast, and listened and listened.
There wasn’t any heartbeat; she
wasn’t breathing; she was dead. He

was so astonished that he stared at
her parted lips for a full minute,
crouching. The crime was something
that he didn’t want to believe.

Eventually he grunted as he pulled
himself erect. He walked to the
window and looked out, across the
way and down below at the street.

The sidewalks of the town of
Baldwin had been rolled up for the
night, and there were no persons
framed in windows, that he could
see.

He picked up his quondam secre-
tary without bothering to straighten
her dress; it wouldn’t matter now.
But he stood still again with his ear
pressed tight against her breast. No
heartbeat. She wasn’t breathing.
Quite dead.

He proceeded to the window with
her, cradling her body in his power-
ful arms, and looked out again;
there were no watchers. At last
he looked down at her; her head was
hanging as though her neck was
broken, and her blond hair trailed
in a neat bunch, swinging.

Shaking his head, Carpenter put
her on the window-sill. He seized
her by the wrists and lowered her
from the window. Bracing himself,
he started swinging her. He swung
her back and forth like a pendulum,
in a longer and longer arc; when he
really had her going he gave her
weight an extra heave and let go.

TMMEDIATELY he got away
from the window; he couldn’t
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help waiting and listening, but he
didn’t hear any sound of her body
landing. She might have hit an ob-
struction on the building on the way
down, reducing her final impact. But
when she finally came to ground it
would be on cement blocks or the
asphalt street. He had tried for the
latter, to make it look as though she
had jumped from the roof. At any
rate, she had to land some distance
away from the point under his win-
dow. He must have thrown her a
good twenty feet or so to one side.
To put it mildly, he did not care to
be suspected.

Unhurriedly he cleaned up. He
had drawn the shade at once. The
light was dim, but sufficient, coming
from a forty-watt bulb in a table
lamp, and he moved about inspecting
objects and surfaces. There was a
patch of powder on the rug; he
rubbed it in methodically and

With the water still going
in the bathroom, she didn’t
know he saw her rifling
his coat.

scraped up the nap again with the
rim of his shoe. Then he almost
cursed out loud, for the most obvious
thing was right there where he had
put it, as though it were included
with the room’s furnishings. Her
purse. He thought of going up to
the roof and leaving the purse there,
hut that would be taking an extra
chance.

Looking out the window’ carefully
by pulling the blind back, he tried to
find the spot where her body had
fallen. The angle was bad; he
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couldn’t see close enough to the
building. Anyhow, there was no ex-
citement down below. No people
around. Baldwin rolled up its side-
walks, literally, in the outlying dis-
tricts if not here in town. So he
pitched her purse out the window
and watched it hit in the street, tum-
ble along the wet gutter. It was too
far below for him to hear a sound.

He had washed the liquor glasses
in soap and water, washed the lip-
stick off her glass. The lipstick on
his face—he had forgotten that, and
went to the shower room.

Nothing else. On his way out, he
spotted a handkerchief tucked be-
hind a chair cushion, and for once in
his life began cursing women and
their eccentricities and lapses. He
had to go through the whole place
again, and he found three blond
hairpins, a blond hair on himself,
and a small smear of Georgia’s lip-
stick on the chromium bottom of the
bathroom mirror.

No doubt her perfume lingered in
the air, but it would soon be ab-
sorbed by the hotel’s own smell and
disappear from human reckoning.

He had a large briefcase, worn
and shiny, containing a travel kit, an
extra necktie, shirt, pair of socks,
and a few odds and ends of papers.
He hauled this out from under the
bed and snapped the locks.

After a last look around, and a

methodical prowl through the
cramped premises, scrutinizing
everything, Carpenter locked the
door.

He merely nodded at the elevator
lad.

T THE desk he turned in his
key and asked whether he was

right about such and such a train for
Chicago. The clerk flipped through
a folder, found a page, looked, and
said that he was right.

Noting Carpenter’s baggy eyes he
remarked, “I’ve got some good stuff
if you want it. No harm. Peps you
up. Benzedrine.”

“Never heard of it.”

- The clerk produced a pill from a
bottle, and with it a glass of water
from a cooler.

“Sure of this?” Carpenter asked.

“Absolutely. In a half hour you
can run forty miles and laugh at In-
dians.”

Carpenter popped the pill down
his throat and chased it with the cold
water. Pie laid down five dollars for
a tip, and in return received a small
green bottle full of more benzies.

As he walked down the street Car-
penter muttered, “Some damn’ stuff.
Chiseling. Everybody chiseling.”

But the stuff had an effect. He
walked three blocks down, one block
to the right, and found his car in a
parking lot. The lot was closed, and
he hammered futilely on the door of
a shack, thinking that the attendant
was asleep in there. He was work-
ing himself up into a fury when he
stalked down the aisles of the lot and
found his car. It was open. He
looked all over, and then found his
keys wrapped up in a piece of paper
in the dash compartment. The paper
had writing on it: “Dear Mister: |
had to go home. 1 got a worry tele-
phone call in the office. | don’t
know what to do with the keys. If
you don’t find them, | call you to-
morrow, next day.”

Call him tomorrow? Carpenter
relaxed. The man didn’t know him,
didn’t know his number. Probably
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he had a wife who suddenly was
taken ill or was having a baby and
was out of his wits.

Carpenter backed the car out,
stopping at the gate to drop a quar-
ter into the collection box. Habit.

There was no one in,sight except a
tall man walking along gloomily
with his head down, seeing nothing.
There was a hamburger shop across
the street, where the counterman was
diligently scraping and cleaning his
stove, but he had no customers, and
his back was turned.

Carpenter slipped his car down
an incline into the street, letting his
car into gear hopefully. The motor
caught without his using the starter,
and he let it crawl down the street,
in the strange town, in low, before he
pulled hard on the gear lever and
shifted expertly into high.

He used the accelerator cautiously
and rode as though he were a tourist
rambling through an unknown town,
looking for highway signs. He got
out of town, and then he put his foot
down, and in the powerful car he be-
gan to roll on the good highway
through the night. These were the
best highways in the world. As
smooth as a pool table in straight dis-
tances. And banked, when necessary,
with such science that it wasn’t neces-
sary to cut down on initial speed.
Wonderful roads. Wonderful.

He was speeding along, trying to
escape from that hotel in the neigh-
boring town. His hands hung
loosely on the wheel like a man
thoughtlessly working his fingers on
prison bars.

W ith his knees jammed up against
the wheel, at nearly eighty miles an
hour, on a safe fourteen-mile
straightaway, he lighted a cigarette.

Wind hit the car like a giant, soft
fist, and as it careened he snapped
his hands around the wheel’s rim.

He slanted near the soft shoulder
of the highway, which was planted
with wild oats to make it firm, and
then took the tarline down the mid-
dle of the highway, with his lights on
bright.

Shock was a funny thing. He still
didn’t feel the weight and grimness
of having killed a human being. But
he was breathing in small breaths
now, and he drove as fast as the
devil.

A half hour later, he slowed
down, and drove at a normal speed,
smiling. He lit another cigarette,
and traveled at a moderate thirty-
five miles an hour, and scratched his
head. He was all alone on the road
and had an open way. He speeded
up, deciding that it would be a good
idea to vanish for a while.

He had money. He bought food
in tin cans when he passed through
little towns, and some bottles. Bot-
tled coffee, bottled milk. Bottled gin
and whiskey. Bottled odds and ends.
But mostly cans.

And he disappeared completely.

CHAPTER 11
Picture of a Killer

UNNO,” said Joe Mc-

Manus, the detective.

“l don’t know what’s

happening. Probably

nothing. Nothing for

me to do, anyhow, except just sit here

in case he shows up.” Carpenter

would have been shocked at how fast

he was suspected of knowing some-
thing about Georgia’s death.

Joe was talking to Mildred Lin-
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den while he sat in comfort, sipping
a drink, and Middie explored the liv-
ing room with interest. They were
in Cyril Carpenter’s house, a me-
dium-size brick and frame dwelling.

She was exceptionally attractive,
like the rest of the thirty-odd police-
women. Matrons not included. The
chief was shrewd, and put as many
on the payroll as he could get, for in
many cases they achieved much bet-
ter results than men. The standards
were stiff. Middie was a U gradu-
ate, athletic and a fine swimmer, but
no tomboy. If anything, she looked
shy. Her figure was strictly girlish,
rounded, slim; no matter whether
she was wearing a swim suit or the
tailored outfit she had on—a man-
nish shirt, jacket, and skirt with in-
verted pleats. The skirt had a magi-
cal swing when she moved. Her lips
were deceptively soft and Kkiss-ex-
pecting and she had soft, curly,
shiny-clean black hair, and blue eyes
so deep that they appeared black.

“l didn’t know he was an artist,”
she remarked.

“That ain’t art. Them’s photo-
graphs,” said McManus, murdering
the language deliberately. His voice
was Scotchy. “How about dinner
tonight? Maybe a show? Maybe
some drinks ? Or we could hunt up
a bosky dell and just hold hands.”

“By the way,” she said insultingly,
as though she hadn’t heard him, “I
didn’t drop in to call on you. Here.
The chief said | might as well bide a
wee, as long as | come by here any-
how on my way home.” She sailed
him a folded, mimeographed sheet
concerning the tightening up of cer-
tain departmental regulations.

“What an ugly temper,” said Mc-
Manus.

“What’s the story on this, Joe?”
she asked, facing him.

“Know where the old city dump
is?”

She nodded. “Well,” he said, “it
seems as though the city let a con-
tract to cover it with good fill and
level it, plant trees and make it into
a park.”

“Is your name really Joe?” she
asked curiously.

“No. It’s Mack, but I dropped
it, and they -hung ‘Joe’ on me. When
I said my name was Mack McManus
people thought | was stuttering,
which,” he said judiciously, “is a
handicap in getting a job.”

“What has the city dump got to
do with murder?”

“The old city dump,” he corrected
her gently.

“A purist.” She was mildly awed.
“You must have gone to school.”

“And no murder yet.”

“People like you get jobs like
yours, and taxes go up.”

<<PHEY were going to have a pool
in the park, too, so that kids
could wade and sail boats. Carpen-
ter was Commissioner then. The new
Commissioner thinks he rigged up a
lease on the dump, pre-dated, and
the city had to fork over on the let
contract to the landscaping company.
They think he got a piece of the for-
feit money, too.”
“Lease a dump?”
“That’s a new one.”
“Not very. Somebody was smart.
There’s a shovel and truck and five
men working there right now. The
shovel fills the truck,” he explained
succinctly in his whiskey voice, “and
the truck proceeds to a plant on the
West Side near the new dump. The

she asked.
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truck empties. Men separate the
junk and clean and salvage. The
waste goes down a chute into another
truck and gets emptied into the new
City dump. Ring around the rosy.”

“There must be a profit in it,” she
thought, aloud.

“Twenty to twenty-five thousand
dollars a year, and enough stuff to
keep the firm going for more than
fifteen years, they estimate. The
John Gogg Mining Company,” he
said sarcastically.

She was incredulous.
hahdly believe it.”

“You’d be surprised at what there
is in a dump, lassie,” he held forth.
“They find paper money that people
chuck into wastebaskets by accident;
all kinds of coins, even a lot of gold
pieces; pieces of jewelry; precious
stones; scrap iron and copper and tin
and brass and bronze. Antiques.
Porcelain that costs like hell even
if it’s chipped, and glass, and darby
picture frames of black walnut. And
ebony and ivory. Gad, what peo-
ple throw away when their wits are
loose ! Sometimes they come across
bonanzas, like packs of letters with
old stamps on them, that collectors
want. They say they’ve even found
some valuable paintings, one of them
an oil on slate by Ingres, for sale
down at the Spoil gallery now. The
way those guys dig, it must be true
that once they found a tin box that
was busting with good paper money.
Middletown is pretty old, lassie,
year and years old, and that dump
was practically a valley once.”

“My daddy done told me that men
who get voluble are trying to conceal
the fact, the fact that they are after
something.”

“l can quote, too,” he countered,

“Ah, cain’t

taking more of his drink. * ‘Women
play with their beauty as boys with
their knife, and cut themselves with
it.””

She regarded him suspiciously,
and then laughed at him. She
turned her back and looked at the
pictures on the walls again.

“What boots it, with incessant
care, to waste your wisdom in the
desert air. Phooey,” he said, and
took another drink.

She heard him, and smiled with
the humor of a mother looking at
her child, but she said factually with
her back turned, *“You’re right.
These pictures are almost photo-
graphs in color.”

“That’s just about what | said.”

“I’m just about agreeing with
you, O’Connor.”

“McManus. And 99 and 9/10ths
Scotch. | always loved the stuff
ever since | first smelled it.”

“l wonder whether he copied
these things from photographs.”

“1,” he said confidentially, “my-
self, considered the possibility of his
using snapshots and a pantograph.
I’'ve looked around, but haven’t
found any horse of that color.”

“There’s something funny about
these pictures.”

“l do not find a trace of humor
in any of them,” he said with his
whiskey drawl. “No talent. Corre-
spondence-school stuff. In fact, |
took the privilege of going through
his desk, and it seems that he took
a course in cartooning from a cor-
respondence school while he wmas
Commissioner. He’s got a drawer
full of lousy cartoons, and a heap of
rejections from magazines and pa-
pers.”

“There’s

something  familiar
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about these pictures,” she insisted,
puzzled. *“I didn’t mean that they
were hilarious. They’re odd. They
ar-e so detailed. The leaves in the
trees are done one by one. This one
called ‘By the Shore’ has a rock that
looks exactly like granite, as though
he took a slice of granite and glued
it to the canvas.”

TI/TANY of the paintings were

landscapes, and small, almost
miniatures. All of them had the
same photographic quality of rigid
outline and exact coloring. There
was no imagination involved. There
were some figure drawings, indicat-
ing Carpenter’s interest in the fe-
male anatomy. He had done a few
ambitious jobs. One of them was a
medium canvas about the size of an
imperial sheet, entitled “The Deadly
One.”

She stared at it, and with a jolt
recognized it as a self-portrait. In
a jiffy she had to smile. The deadly
one. That was what he considered
himself to be. A lady-killer, to use
an old term. The police department
had a lot of things in its files, includ-
ing the information that Carpenter
was very fond of the lasses, and had
nearly gotten into trouble on a couple
of occasions.

His hobby was painting, but he
couldn’t make the grade; he wasn’t
good enough to commercialize it.
He had a good sense of color, but
instead of wasting so much time with
brushes and pigments he might as
well have taken color photographs
of the same scenes. He copied na-
ture, down to individual blades of
grass, being unable to transfer a com-
position to canvas with anything but
rules. His eye and mind were pho-

tographic, his pictures labored; he
must have punished himself inde-
fatigable, painting knotholes on lum-
ber, a beetle on a canoe paddle, a
catfish nestling itself round and
round in a hollow in the river bank,
and such things.

The picture that interested Mid-
die had considerable mischief in it.
It was a waodland scene, the paint-
ing entitled “The Deadly One.” In
the background were trees, one of
which was hung with winding vines
which were throttling it. In the mid-
dle ground was a man sitting on a
rock, naked, staring toward the ob-
server. He was painted a pale apple
green, and was looking over his
shoulder with a sidelong smile on his
face. There was a mole on his left
cheek under the eye, corresponding
to the one Carpenter had. He had
located it exactly, and even added
the three black hairs that sprouted
from it. Undoubtedly it was Car-
penter himself. He painted every-
thing down to the last annoying de-
tail.

“Wonder if anyone posed for
that,” Middie said. “It reminds me

of somebody | saw once. Kind of
like my uncle.”
“Wouldn’t know,” said Mack,

and sounded as though he were
brooding. “Memorize it if you want
to. | won’t stop you.”

“Did Carpenter have a mole on
his face?”

“A little brown one,” Mack in-
formed her, “It was shaped like a
scallywag. You know—wriggly.”

Now they were looking at each
other, and looking hard.

“If you don’t mind my saying so,”
said Mack, “I think you are very
lovely and provocative. Very lovely.
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In fact, you exhibit numerous as-
pects which | find most appealing.”
He was a little drunk. *1 wouldn’t
have the nerve if | wasn’t a trifle
plastered, but how about a kiss? It’s
been on my mind since the first time
I saw you. I’ll flip a coin for it.”

He plucked a half dollar from a
handful of change and looked at her
inquiringly.

“Well,” she decided, “why not?
The last kiss | had, as | remember
it, was with a lad in a carryl in the
stacks of the library at the U, and
he was wearing horn-specked rimma-
cles.”

“| know that one,” he said. “Rim-
horned spectacles, really.”

“In the first place, do you do a
good kiss? The last one was about
as exciting as an empty bottle after
the liquor stores have closed.”

“The way | do it gets censored
by the Hays office.”

“I’ll find out. Flip your coin.”

“Call it,” he said, spinning the
half-dollar with a snap of his thumb.

“Tails.”

The coin glittered as it rose high
in the air, almost to the ceiling, and
fell. Mack caught it by slapping his
hands together, and then whacked it
down on the back of his left hand.
He looked at it and put it back in his
pocket.

He announced, “You lose.”

“What was it?”

“Heads.”

“Then it must have been tails be-
fore you slapped it on the back of
your hand. So | win.”

“No; you always do that when
you spin a coin.”

“All right, I'll take your word
for it,” she said without further dis-
pute. “I never flipped any coins.”

She walked directly to him and
sat down beside him, smiled at him
and said, “Well?”

He acted a trifle dazed, but
abruptly passed his arm around her
and kissed her on the mouth, kissed
her so hard that their teeth met. She
responded, pressing her breast
against his chest.

It was quite a kiss, a long, search-
ing one. But he was only human,
and made passes. She disengaged
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herself and got up.

“All I bet on was the kiss,” she
said.

Mack rubbed lipstick from his
mouth with a handkerchief, and she
walked to the door and departed
without looking back. She let the
door close, smiling to herself, the
way women do.

CHAPTER 111
Into It

N HER car she headed for

home automatically and

almost reached it before

she turned and made for

the highway. She meant
to pursue her idea, which in her smil-
ing preoccupation she had temporar-
ily forgotten.

On 1llighway 9 she drove north at
a steady rate, keeping the speedom-
eter needle at the speed limit. She
was a good driver and never sliced
her luck thin, had never had an acci-
dent through any fault of her own.
The trouble was, she was a natural
driver, and it got monotonous, like
the greasy tea in the county jail; be-
sides, she knew this route like the
tailor’s label inside her jacket collar.
So she picked up a hitchhiker, so that
she could have someone to talk with
and pass the time.

This hiker was a young fellow
about her age. The fine Italian hand
of coincidence did its work, for it
turned out that his destination was
the same as hers—a place called
Moose Lake. Except that he was
going to the town and she was pro-
ceeding farther.

He was wearing a sport shirt,
corduroy pants, and heavy shoes.
When she first spotted him, he was

hiking right along with a bulging
briefcase under his arm.

When she passed, he turned his
head and looked at her, but didn’t
thumb a ride. She pulled in to the
shoulder, anyhowy and stopped, call-
ing back to him.

He ran to the car and got in.
There was a law against picking up
hikers and hitching rides, passed
after a series of crimes.

“In front,” she told the lad. She’d
be a fool to take a chance on getting
slugged from behind. If he pulled
a gun, she thought she vtas expert
enough in judo to take care of him.

“Thank you,” he said, and that
was all.

She smiled, appreciating his pro-
fessionalism and good sense. He
wasn’t going to manufacture any con-
versation unless invited to. He
merely sat with his briefcase on the
floor between his shanks, his hands'
sleeping on his lap. He was a Swede,
a big, rugged lad, with a handsome
pelt of yellow hair and humorous
eyes. The vent on top of the hood
of the car was wide open for ven-
tilation; now and then the breeze
furled her skirt above her knees and
mechanically she would brush it
down again; every time it happened,
his eyes noticed, but he didn’t move.
Neither did she tuck her skirt under
her knees to secure things, nor close
the vent.

After a few miles she asked,
“What’s your name?”

“Borg, Miss.”

“Then we’re introduced.
are you going? . . . All right.
would be a pretty long hike.”

“It would take me most of the
night,” he admitted. *“I’ve done it
five times, in bad weather, but | gam-

Where
That
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ble on getting a lift most of the
time.”

“Do you live at Moose Lake ?”

“Yes, Miss. | work there for
Mittelfarr’s Boat Company.”

“What were you doing way down
here? Not business?”

“The love business,” he said can-
didly. *1 go down to the city to see
my girl when | get away, once a
week.”

“Why don’t you get a job in the
city, then?”

“l look around every time 1| go
io Middletown, but there is nothing
good enough yet. But I’'m saving
money from my yob—uh, job—and
pretty soon | hope | can move to the
city anyhow.”

The wind whisked her skirt up
while she was taking a sharp curve;
she needed both hands, and had to
leave things as they were for a few
seconds. Borg couldn’t help looking
down, for the generous skirt was so
upflung that he could see her garters.
Little ribbons veere attached to the
garters, and fluttered.

There was a funny, simple look
on his face, because he had discov-
ered something new: garters are
elastic, and so were her stockings,
which they held up tight, to make
her nether limbs smooth and a de-
light to the eye. It was fascinating,
the way women dressed. In a way,
their fashion was so foreign to com-
mon horse sense that it had to be
interesting. Now, take the simplicity
of style on the island of Bali. ... On
the other hand, modern clothing for
men was sillier than anything yet.

TYHEY whirled out of the curve,
and Borg raised his eyes. But
not in time; she caught him at what

he was looking at, and for a while
they stared blankly and idiotically at
each other as though the car were
standing still and there was no dan-
ger.

On the contrary, they were batting
right along. Borg jerked his head,
uttered a low yelp and grabbed the
wheel with a large, sure hand. A
farm lad, he; a horny-handed son of
soil. They went skimming along the
edge of the shoulder, tvhich was
steep. This was flat, swampy dairy
land, and there was always water
running in the ditch. He guided the
car safely back into the lane they
were using, telling her, “Keep your
foot on the gas.”

With the wheel in her hands
again, she wondered why she had
done that. Because she realized that
she had taken her eyes from the road
for so long. She had thought he was
never going to wake up, and had
been just about to return to the busi-
ness of driving and nothing else.
Probably she’d never see this kid
again; he was decent; she was only
enjoying her ability to tempt him,
and it wasn’t fair. All the same,
provocation and ideas were in the
wind, as though they were talking in-
timately of love with silences.

After negotiating another mile
she asked, Do you drink?”

“l chew a bit of gin off and on,”
he confessed. “Only kind of liquor
I can afford. You use psychology
and you convince yourself that you
really like it.”

“There’s a bottle in the dash com-
partment. Not gin, though.”

He swallowed and said, “That’s
very interesting, Miss.”

“I’m not telling you what I’ve got.
I’'m asking you whether you want a
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drink; and if you do, unscrew the
cap and help yourself.”

“Thank you very much; you just
put it sort of indirectly and I didn’t
want to be—uh— forward.” Before
he finished speaking, he had the bot-
tle out. It was a flat glass flask
wired with silver, containing an am-
ber liquor which he found to be
marvelously potent.

He offered, “I’ll hold the wheel if
you’d like some.”

“1 think 1 would.”

She closed her eyes and put the
neck of the bottle to her lips, leaving
lipstick on the glass. She noted that
Bork drank again without wiping the
neck. A gentleman. Then he had
the lipstick on his mouth, as though
he had been kissed.

rpHEY finished the bottle, a pint;

she was pretty sure that she had
had only two or three fifths of the
flask, but a slumbering glow in her
awakened to a hypnotic hum. Borg
didn’t appear to be affected at all,
merely brushing against her when he
bent over to tighten his shoelaces,
knocked off ashes from his cigarette
into the box, leaned against her when
they rounded a curve, or shifted his
briefcase so that the calves of their
legs were pressed together. With
her foot firm on the accelerator
pedal she tried the muscles of her
right leg, the one involved, and he
responded promptly, doing the same
thing and giving her a look after a
while. Polite and inquiring.

He was so clean that he looked
burnished, and she wondered if he
was that way all over. There was
color in his cheeks, and he was
tanned a little, evenly from working
in the slanting sun. She kept driving,

and the mixed forest of pine and oak
and elm, towering maples and walnut
swept by on both sides- There was
a kind of compulsion in the weather.
The day was warm and pleasant and
humid, with cumulus clouds towering
gigantically on the horizon.

“1’m hungry,” she remarked all at
once. “Wouldn’t you like to eat
something?”

“Thank you,” he said politely,
“but 1’'m not hungry, really.”

“Well, 1 still am.” She pulled in
at die next roadside diner and said,
“Qutsy-daisy.”

“Well, I'll just keep you com-
pany,” he said reluctantly.

Abruptly she said, “You’re flat
broke, aren’t you?”

“Pretty flat,” he admitted, red-
dening. “All I've got is this luck
piece.” He showed her a mint Co-
lumbian half dollar.

He explained that his girl made
him budget down to the last nickel,
the sooner to hasten his moving to
the city. Down and back he de-
pended on swiping apples, berries,
green peppers, or whatever was
growing.

“Don’t be embarrassed about it,”
she said impatiently when she footed
his bill in the diner. “It’s not my
money. The bill goes on the expense
account.”

They had a couple of drinks, and
then continued on their journey; she
couldn’t know it, but she had made
the soundest of investments.

When they reached the outskirts
of the summer colony, she inquired
where he wanted to be dropped off.
He said, “Do you know where the
boat company is located? | better
get off there to see what’s cooking,
account I’m late back this time. . ..
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No, | won’t get fired; I'm pretty
solid.”

She stopped the car there.

“l can’t thank you enough,” he
said sincerely.

“Just say good-by,” she suggested.

“Well, good-by, then,” he told
her, and moved to get out.

“No, | mean good-by,” she mur-
mured, drawling. She quirked one
eyebrow so that its curve took on a
provocative angle, and did some-
thing subtle with her lips so that
there was no mistake about her wait-

ing for a Kiss.
“You don’t mean that you want
me to. . . ? Well, I,” he said, con-

fused. She looked at him, giving him
an imperceptible nod.

He looked around. There were
pedestrians and plant workmen in
view, and people naturally kept
glancing at the couple in the car.
With a mental shrug he touched her
tentatively, and now she moved to-
ward him and definitely offered her
lips.

So he put his arms around her,
and she thought to herself—Holy
gee whillikers, what hard muscles
this man has got! The pressure of
his chest flattened her breast, they
were embracing so tightly even if
they were in a twisted position. A
knot of passers-by gathered along
with workmen, watching with smiles.
There were a couple of coarse jibes,
but the offenders were silenced by
cold stares. It was a long, sure-
enough, masculine kiss that wasn’t in
the least awkward, and she met him
halfway as it developed. Abruptly
they ended the kiss, startled by the
shriek of bad brakes and the blast of
a horn, from a car just missing an-
other one in traffic.

“Your girl in the city is lucky,” she
said.

“Thank you. Instead of evening
up things with you somehow, | get a
bonus. Now | can’t repay you at
ail.”

“Oh, maybe you can some time,”
she said. “Who knows?”

“Well. . .. Thanks; good-by,” he
said, and abruptly left the car, plow-
ing straight through the little gather-
ing of people, who good-naturedly
applauded his lipstick-smeared
mouth.

TV/fIDDIE drove on through town

and out of it on the ribbony
asphalt road that girdled the big
lake. It was a roller-coaster road,
dipping, rising, flourishing down to-
ward the lake and then up into the
woods again.

Either it was the fine weather that
made her feel so amorous today, or
perhaps she had drunk a little more
than usual. She thought back, and
there wasn’t anything she was sorry
for. She hadn't done any harm,
really; he was committed to his girl
in the city, who would probably raise
cain if he told her about the episode.
But Middle would do the whole
thing over again, and but more so.
Because fun is fun, and rare nowa-
days.

As she drove toward the head of
the lake, she realized that she was
very thirsty. She had refilled her
flask in the diner-bar, but the liquid
that she wanted was cold water. Be-
cause she knew where there was a
clear, cold mineral spring, she drove
faster for a few minutes.

She slowed to idling speed and
turned sharply down a twisting road
toward the lake through the thick
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oak woods that fringed it, and came
out to stop on a cleared level from
which she could see the diamond-
bright glitter of the lake itself.

At the end of the clearing the
bank went down steeply. To the left
was what looked like a one-story-
house, but it was built down to the
water’s edge, or nearly, depending
on whether the water level was
higher or lower than normal. It
was her house: the Wainwright
house.

Agatha Wainwright was her aunt,
and had left her almost nothing but
the house. Middie couldn’t afford
to keep it up, and hadn’t visited it

for two years*. No, it was three
years.

Nevertheless, one of the dis-
turbing impressions she had got

from Carpenter’s picture was that
the painstakingly detailed back-
ground had seemed familiar to her.
As though he had come here to do
his work. She was following a
screwy hunch. She had left it in the
hands of real estate men, but she
wanted a good price for it, too much
at the time, because she felt sure that
the neighborhood would develop;
there was room for a town or munici-
pality on this side of the big lake.
There was a fine beach on her own
property. Meanwhile, she had to
get a job to pay bills.

She slammed the door of the car
and strode down a hard path which
threaded the trees and the outcrop-
pings of rock. In a short distance
she arrived in a hollow where there
was a small, bubbling pool about five
feet across in a shallow bowl of dark
gray granite. The water had worn
its way through the brim in the direc-
tion of the lake, and the stone was

rusty above the water level with iron
oxide.

The water had the bite of cold and
the iron in it. She knelt on her skirt
to save the knees of her stockings,
and drank until the roof of her
mouth ached. She waited for the
ache of the cold to go away, her eyes
moist. The day suddenly turned to
night, sprinkled with fireworks that
died into the blackness like embers.

CHAPTER IV
Middle in the Middle

IKE an animal, she was

fighting with all her

strength when conscious-

ness returned, instinc-

tively. Even before she
opened her eyes.

Naturally, she had been slugged
over the head from behind, and
when she had time to think she would
remember that for the briefest inter-
val she had seen the blurred reflec-
tion of a man, in the pool from which
she was drinking. It was the same
man who was busy with her now.

She was on the floor of a boat-
house of her own fairly large sum-
mer cottage, lying on a tarpaulin,
where black John Gogg had carried
her from the pool. The boathouse
was really the basement of the house
proper. Above was the main floor
of the house, on a level with the high-
way or slightly above, and upstairs
was a cluster of rooms, full-size, and
a balcony with deck chairs for people
to doze and dream across the water.

Between the boathouse and the
water lay a sloping, pebbled beach
about twenty feet wide. The garage-
type doors were closed, but the side
door leading up the path to the house
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was open. Just the same, the air was
suffocating, with the sun beating on
the house from the lake side.

There were two launches, one an
old wreck she had left here, and the
other gleaming with newness, resting
on wheeled cradles, near her. When

He caught her at the door
and wiped her the hard-
est blow she’d ever got.

fr

the folding doors were opened, a
boat could be let down the runway
with a control cable and pulley ar-
rangement, into the w'ater, and be
drawm back into the boathouse in the
same manner. There was also a row-
boat in a rack, along with a canoe
whose canvas was in need of repair.

A lot of junk was lying around.
There were nuts and bolts in cans,
fishpoles and line, a cork target stuck
with darts with rusty points, old in-
ner tubes, a keg of rusty nails, pad-
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dies leaning in corners, and a lot of
empty bottles.

Middie was lying between the
brand-new launch and a long tool-
bench at the lone window. There
were enough tools to equip a small
hardware store. Power tools, some
of them. Her Uncle Ned had liked
to putter around, but before he was
able to find out how skilled he was,
he died. The protective coating of
grease had helped the tools acquire
a thick layer of dust. The boathouse
itself was dusty and unused except
for bringing the new speedboat in.
The whole house was declining to-
ward decay. The paint curled away
from the wood in scabs, the weeds
had taken over the dooryard of flow-
ers, and the swimming-dock had rot-
ted and toppled. A heavy rain and
wind had pushed it high up on the
beach.

There was a large FOR SALE
sign in the dooryard and another one
near the highway. The latter had
been shredded by hunters for target
practice. But the house was solidly
built no matter how much it looked
like a ruin.

Even while she was fighting she
heard the gurgle and lapping and
swish of water on the beach.

The first thing she did after she
opened her eyes was to scream,
“No!”

TTE HAD hit her pretty hard over

the head with a lean leather
pouch filled with lead pellets. He
carried her quickly to the boathouse.
She was quite a weight—a hundred
and eighteen pounds—and he had
to mount a steep and uneven and
straggling path, then descend. Gogg
marrived at the boathouse, panting

with the strain, and wiped the sweat
from his face.

He proceeded. Lie stripped off her
dress, and then'her slip. Thereupon
she returned to consciousness and got
up fighting blindly. Tie wrapped his
arms around her, and they fell to the
Hoor, each having tripped the other.
She was on top and intended to
escape through the open door. But
of all things, Johnny Gogg made a
wild grab and caught hold of her
girdle. She sat down hard, and just
then Cyril Carpenter stepped som-
berly through the doorway and
waited with bis fists on his hips.

He asked, “What the hell is going
on, Goggie, my boy?”

“Oh, hello,” said Goggie, getting
up hurriedly. Thinking fast, he ex-
plained, “I was just fixing her so she
wouldn’t try to run away in a hurry.”

“How do you mean?”

“With no clothes on she doesn’t
go hiking down any roads, nor does
she cop a sneak in the woods through
all the raspberry bushes and stuff.
See?” Gogg asked brightly.

“A most ingenious idea,” Cyril
said coldly. “For a moment |
thought you had some fell purpose
in mind. But, ah, didn’t it occur to
you that she might whip into the lake
and swim along shore till she could
snitch clothes off someone’s wash-
line?”

“Hell of a long swim to the near-
est cottage.”

“Beside the point. What was the
idea of jumping on her in the first
place, you fool?”

“She’s a police gal, damn it,” said
Gogg. “This car drove in, and I got
a look at the number. It just hap-
pens that the Middletown cops have
a special block of plates numbered
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from 8001 on up, and hers is 8156.
Take a look in her purse there. Her
name is Mildred Linden and there’s
some papers saying she’s a police-
woman. | followed her down the
path to the pool and bopped her
while she was taking a drink.”

"I wonder if you’re a born idiot,”
said Cyril. “Think of what the cops
would do to you if they knew what
you were going to do to her.”

“No cops are getting hold of me,”
said Gogg. “Look: Maybe she just
stopped in for a drink and would
have gone on, but I don’t know'. The
cops certainly know you’ve got a cot-
tage way down the lake, and I’ll bet
they’re there now, the same as at
your house down in the city. Because
why hasn’t there been anything in the
papers about the Brooke murder?
They’re keeping quiet to give you the
jitters.”

“Shut up!” Cyril bellowed. Then
he growled, “Now you’ve done it.
They never could have proved
whether she fell or was pushed.”

“Okay, okay,” Gogg said irrita-
bly. “You’re in over your head any-
how. You’d get sent up on that
crooked park deal. That Brooke
dame wasn’t working all on her own,
you can bet your last dime. And now
the cops are doing a routine turn
around the lake. See?”

“1 know this country like the en-
graving on a ten spot,” he said. “If
any more of them come after this
lass, you know what the plans are.
They’ll never find us.”

“You better stick around the
house then, till we see what’s cook-
ing. Where were you, fishing again
in that hollow down the shore?”

“Well, | wouldn’t be out in the
launch,” he snapped.

“So you didn’t catch anything
again.”

TY7HILE the conversation went
"’ on, he kept staring with appre-
ciation at Middie. There was some-
thing especially fascinating about her
minimum of dress, enhancing her
shapeliness.

Middie was amazed, staring wide-
eyed and standing pressed against
the wall farthest from the door.
Here it was, the whole story handed
to her, for all the good it might do
her.

“And now what happens, gentle-
men?” she asked, and was glad that
her voice was even. She was trying
to keep the tremor out of her legs.

“1 suppose you just dropped in for
a drink,” said Cyril.

“Certainly. The house was closed
up, but I thought there would be a
pump.”

“See, Goggie, my lad?” Carpen-
ter asked.

He had chosen the house just be-
cause he did know that it had been
closed up ever since old lady Agatha
Wainwright died. He ordered Gogg
to one side, saying, “Keep your gun
handy, lad. | understand that these
lassies are taught jujitsu.”

“l think you’d better let me go,
and take your chances on getting
away,” she advised. “The boys will
be coffting around the lake hunting
for me when | don’t show up.”

“They won’t find you here, or us
either,” he assured her. “Your car?
There’s a bed of muck on the other
side of the point, that hasn’t got any
bottom. Your car goes into it.”

“What are you going to do?” She
was alarmed, because he was slowly
approaching her.
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“This is a temporary arrange-
ment,” he said evasively, giving the
grinning Gogg a look.

There was a spike in a post, and
from it he took a set of heavy, rusty
old manacles. He snapped one brace-
let around her wrist and the other
around a pipe fittting. Angrily she let
fly at him with her foot, hoping to
catch him with her high heel. But
he jumped clear, swinging his arm
defensively at the same time. The
swing was a swat, impacting her on
the bare waist. The slap of his big
hand was as loud and sharp as the
springing of a trap. It was so hard
that on the solar plexus it would have
paralyzed her diaphragm.

Cyril looked ugly. In a curious,
old-fashioned way he said, “That
will keep you available for a little
while, Missie. Go ahead and scream
all you want to. This is the most re-
mote part of the lake, and no one will
hear you.

“Come along, Goggie. One of us
has to dispose of her car, and | think
it will be you.”

“Where will
asked.

“Up in the cupola, keeping a look-

you be?” Gogg

out,” said Cyril. “I’'m not taking
any chances now.”
“l believe you, at that,” said

Gogg, grinning.

They went to the door, where
Gogg turned to give Middie a long,
lippy leer. Finally she turned her
back to him, and he commented,
“Hmm. That’s even more interest-
ing. Where did you get all them
there dandy curves, Middie?”

TN A FEW seconds she heard his
feet grit on the sidewalk and she
was alone. She turned around and

looked through the doorway, listen-
ing. First she heard footsteps up-
stairs, then her car starting. Then
there wasn’t any sound except for the
sleepy lapping of water on the beach,
and an excited crow' tearing off
stridors about something or other in
the woods below. She wondered
whether crow's really could talk like
parrots if you slit their tongues. It
seemed a cruel thing to do to any
creature, like perforating a bull’s
nose for a ring.

Looking down past her breast, she
saw the scarlet imprint of Cyril’s
hand. Four fingers and most of the
palm showed as welts on her white
waist. It was a wonder that she
hadn’t received a broken rib.

From her soft lips, as she ex-
amined her predicament, issued a
four-letter cussword that would have
shocked the wig off her beloved aunt.
Her situation was not so good. The
manacles chained her right wrist to
a rigid piece of plumbing. This was
an intake pipe that ran a distance out
into the lake. The pipe entered the
boathouse, then elbowed up verti-
cally to connect with the water pump,
the lake water being used for ordi-
nary purposes in the house. She was
manacled to the upright. If she got
tired, she could sit down on the hori-
zontal section. But it was infuriat-
ing to be hampered like this, and she
could hardly think through the fog
of her anger and fear.

The rusty handcuffs were her own.
She had obtained them from the
Moose Lake sheriff, and used to
practice opening them, picking the
locks, when she was up here study-
ing, and after she got tired of read-
ing papers, boning up to pass her
police examinations. She had sue-
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ceeded in opening the cuffs only once.
And it would be one sweet job now.
If.

But she knew where everything
was, knew that there was a .22 rifle
on the mantel in the long living room
upstairs; she knew about a box of
fishhooks which had been shoved
away on top of the cellar foundation.
One might be used as a picklock . . .
if she could get to them.

After a long while she heard Gogg
returning, and she thought, “Well,
there’s my car going down, down to
the bottom of that lake of muck. It
was a good car with a good motor,
and | paid for it myself. Damn,
damn.”

She wondered why she hadn’t
mentioned to anyone that she was
driving up here. She had been so
close to home that she could have left
word there that she was going on this
ride. It was certainly too late now.

Gogg stood in the doorway, and
the expression in his eyes made her
so furious that she could have killed
him, just because he was what he
was. Little John Gogg, tough and
sinewy, swarthy, about the same
height as her own, dapper. Slick
hair, shiny brown eyes and long
lashes. He reminded her of some
Hollywood character whos®. name
she couldn’t remember. He was a
gangster-picture type, and he used
perfume. The scent was in the air
of the boathouse, and she identified
it as a well-known, exotic woman’s
perfume. Expensive.

“Why don’t you take a bath once
in a while instead of spraying your-
self with that junk?” she inquired.
“You stink.”

He wasn’t taken aback, and
grinned, showing even white teeth, as

square as though they had been filed.
“You’ll stink, too, in a few days or
weeks. People always do when
they’re dead. Some other things
come first in your case, and the hell
with Carpenter.”

He moved around the pair of
launches to see her better. He
looked her over appraisingly, and the
light in his eyes was pure wickedness
as he went closer, one soundless step
at a time.

"VTARROWLY she watched him

come near. She*was frightened
more than she had ever been before,
and there was very little that she
could do to defend herself. When
he was quite close he made a grab for
her free arm, and missed because she
was quicker. She kicked out savagely,
striking him in the hip with her heel,
and both of them came close to fall-
ing dowm.

Tie was hurt, and held the place,
but all at once forgot his madness
and the big, aching bruise he was
going to wear. Stumbling as he
turned, he hurried around the two
boats and beat it through the door-
way to sit on the slope of weedy
grass there. Because the clumping
footsteps of Cyril Carpenter were
crossing the living room above, on
the way to the boathouse stairs.

Gogg had lighted a cigarette. He
turned his head and rose when Car-
penter started down the wooden
stairs. Both men went back up, talk-
ing, and she heard part of their con-
versation. It was very, very, runny.
Carpenter had seen Gogg returning
on foot to the house, and investi-
gated when he didn’t appear at once.
Gogg said he had looked in to see if
there.
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They didn’t trust each other, the
prisoner was all right and still be-
cause Cyril started talking about
the “Mine.” The city dump con-
tract. Very crooked.

“l heard that a bundle of papers
or documents turned up in The
Heap,” said Carpenter. *“l never
saw them. What were they? Do
you know?”

“I’ve got a hunch they were gov-
ernment bonds,” said Gogg easily.
“l heard it, too. Somebody must
have swiped them. You can do two
things—fire the whole outfit at the
dump and the plant, and hire new
men, or try to find who swiped that
bundle.”

“I think I know7who got the bun-
dle,” Cyril said carefully, and he
wasn’t looking at Gogg. “But I'm
in a hell of a position to fire or hire
anybody. As soon as | show myself
anywhere ...”

Their voices faded, and she was
alone again.

It grew dark, and the lake looked
like dull silver with ripples traveling
across it. The door had been left
open.

Through the door she could see
a rectangle of the outdoors. In
the last of the twilight, she watched
a squirrel steal down the slope of
grass, not jumping, but flowing like
a liquid length of fur. The red-gray
fox squirrel found the buried nut it
was looking for, dug it up and ate it.
The nut had a green shoot,* the squir-
rel ate the luscious shoot first, enjoy-
ing eve™y nibble.

Both men came down to the boat-
house when it was dark. Middie was
sitting on the pipe now, and she was
able to close both hands on it in the
blackness.

CHAPTER V

Trial and Error

HE bDbright flashlight en-
tered, and she kept her
eyes open as little as pos-
sible- In with the light,
the men tramping

around the boats, came some equip-
ment. They had a thick plumber’s
candle that would last for an entire
day, and a thick quilt folded in half
for her to lie on. She got a pack of
cigarettes of a brand that she didn’t
like, but she smoked one anyhow.

After they had gone, she looked
at a plate they had left on the floor.
It held two big sandwiches, a set of
shakers of salt, pepper, and paprika,
potato salad, glass of milk, and cold
cuts of salami, livenvurst, and coun-
try sausage.

For a long while she looked at the
meal with contempt, the clumsy sand-
wiches and delicatessen stuff. Finally
she peeled the rind from a piece of
liverwurst, and before long had
eaten everything. She even drank
the glass of cold milk, and she hated
milk, the pasteurized taste anyhow.

Going to bed was awkward. She
kept jerking and clanking the hand-
cuffs, but eventually made herself
fairly comfortable on the doubled
blanket. It was too warm to get in-
side it. She left the candle burning,
and for a long while stared at the
pointed, motionless flame.

It was a hypnotic thing to watch,
as though it were an eye with wisdom
behind it. At least there w*as this
much knowledge: They could not
afford and were not going to let her
go. Not now. Either they had not
made up their minds about the best
way of disposing of her, or planned
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to make passes at her first. There
were two of them, a lucky thing as
long as each kept check on the other.
But what if they started flipping
coins, or simply decided to take
turns? She shuddered. They hadn’t
given her back her clothes, which
were out of the farthest reach of her
foot.

What a damned fool she had
been, not to be on guard from the
moment she reached the town. The
trouble was, she hadn’t had any real
faith in her hunch about where Car-
penter was hiding out. And now
here she was, handcuffed to a pipe in
a boathouse. It was a lesson learned
too late—if you were going to oper-
ate on hunch, you had to operate on
it all the way through to its conclu-
sion or not at all.

She awakened abruptly, having
fallen asleep; she moved convul-
sively and nearly screamed, dream-
ing that a monster had seized her by
the wrist. For an instant she didn’t
know where she was. In her sleep
she had tried to turn over, and of
course jerked at the manacles.

There was not a sound from
above. Both men were dead to the
world.  Since they weren't taking
turns on guard, they must have
rigged up some device to give them
warning of danger.

And when she awakened again
there was pale light in the doorway.
A fish jumped out of the lake after
a fly and made a big splash quite near
shore, and pretty soon the birds
started chirping and beeping as
though they’d gone nuts.

Well, she was still alive.

E found some hairpins that had
dropped out; without thinking,

she fixed her hair as well as she could
with her fingers and inserted the pins
again. Still no sound from upstairs.
A glance at her watch told that it
was pretty early yet. She wound the
watch, and the clicking of the opera-
tion sounded loud.

What a marvelous invention the
watch was. Everything fitting just
so, and the escapement ticking al-
most inaudibly, for years if the time-
piece was kept in good condition.
You had to have the know-how, a
keen eye and sure hand, to take a
timepiece apart and put it together
again.
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Escapement.
ing word.

She thought of Victor Hugo and
a device he used in a tale. This was
a sou-piece, divided heads and tails
with infinite pains and hollowed, and
fashioned so that the halves screwed
together to meet with an invisible
joint. In this ingenious container
was concealed a watchspring, which,
if used properly with the same in-
finite patience, could saw through
iron bars.

It was just a thought, but it caused
her to reexamine her prison.

The pipe to which she was cuffed
came up through the floor near the
lakefront doors, right-angled along
the floor to a tank and pumping ma-
chinery, where it rose again to its
connection with the apparatus.
There was a shut-off valve near the
joint where the pipe entered the
house.

She made her way down to it, the
bracelet riding with a metallic whir
against the pipe, and got down to
scrutinize the valve. She knew that
there were right- and left-hand
threads; she could see the unused
threading on the pipe, and this valve
had been installed after the pipe was
put in. The plumbers had simply
sawed out a section of pipe, threaded
the ends, and twirled the valve on
tight. They must have intended the
job to last for keeps; she gripped the
pipe with one hand and shoved on
the upright valve wheel with the
other with all the strength and lever-
age she had, and couldn’t budge it.
It was rusted or sealed fast, or just
plain jammed. Damn men any-
how. . . .

But in this corner some gardening
tools were stacked, and among them

There was a pleas-

was an axe with a stout handle of
ash or hickory. She could just reach
it. After a little experimenting, she
got the blade of the axe hooked un-
der the intake pipe, with the wood
against the brass stem of the valve
under the wheel. Then, with one
ankle and heel hooked around the
pipe and the other leg braced, she
tried all her weight and might on the
long helve.

The handle hurt her ribs, but she
kept throwing herself against it in
jolts until there was a gnashing creak
of metal and the valve tilted over a
full ninety degrees. The wheel of
the valve just cleared the floor as she
pulled it around under. It turned
more and more easily, with only the
whisper of metal threads rubbing,
until there was a snap when a pipe-
end was loose and jumped a couple
of inches, quivering.

She slipped the bracelet off the end
of the pipe and got up breathing
hard with excitement.

She started for her clothes, but
this would take her farthest from the
door and she wouldn’t make it in
time without being seen. Because
footsteps were moving overhead, to-
ward the boathouse stairs. So with
her shoes in her hand, running in her
stocking feet, she made a dash for
the open door. She intended to
make for the woods, then the lake,
and swim and wade the long distance
to the first cottages, where she could
get or steal clothes.

She popped through the doorway,
flying down the slope toward the
nearest patch of woods; she was
looking over her shoulder, and there
was Carpenter just emerging from
the house. He stood still on the
landing at the head of the stairs, gap-
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ing at her. She could outrun that old
goat any day in the week except
Thursday, but unfortunately this was
the day of Thurs.

OMING swiftly around the
beach side of the house was
John Gogg. He was dressed as
though for a morning swim, and was
dressed in swim trunks, sandals, and
a silk robe. The robe was flapping
and flying out behind him as he
sprinted to cut across Middie’s line
of escape. She tried to outdodge
him as drey got closer and closer.
Dropping her shoes, she cut at him
desperately with the dangling hand-
cuff. It grazed his skull but didn’t
stun him, and he dived at her mid-
section in a powerful tackle. Both
went to the ground headlong, tan-
gling, rolling over and over.

Watching from the stair landing,
Carpenter turned and went back into
the house. He returned with a .22
rifle and held it ready and aimed,
looking down the barrel and moving
to follow the scrambling figures. He
could have picked off Middie easily.

Wild with frustration, she swore
tautly at Gogg and fought with all
the tricks she knew. She succeeded
in throwing him aside once with a
judo hold, but he recaptured her im-
mediately and they went on wres-
tling.

Three claw marks streaked down
his cheek and began to bleed, and
then she bit the first piece of anatomy
handy, his upper arm. Her teeth
went through the silk robe and sank
into his muscular flesh; he let out a
holler of pain as he ripped himself
loose. But as he did so, he grabbed
and caught the manacle that was
swinging free from her wrist.

The jerk he gave her wrenched
the socket of her arm and spun her
around. He caught her before she
fell, and marched her up the slope
toward the house. The links of the
handcuffs pressed into her left shoul-
der, with her right arm doubled up
tight in front of her. He had
snagged her left wrist, and doubled
that arm up behind her, high up,
hurting her, so that she was being
forced to bend forward and back-
ward at the same time. She uttered
mewing sounds of pain.

He was hurt, too, with blood flow-
ing down the sleeve of his robe,
but she couldn’t even see through the
tears in her eyes. It felt as though
he were trying to break her arms or
at least dislocate a few joints.

“Knee me, will you!” he said sav-
agely, and gave her a brutal thrust
from behind.

Carpenter descended the stairs
and said, “Now we’ll find out how
she got loose.” He looked at Gogg
as though he was suspicious, which
he was. He had heard Gogg waken-
ing, to put on the sandals, robe, and
trunks. But then, instead of taking
the path to the beach, Gogg sneaked
around the house toward the boat-
house door. As soon as he saw that
from the upper window, Carpenter
whipped into trunks and robe him-
self and hurried downstairs, pretty
certain of the find-out.

TAHEY entered the boathouse and
“m walked around the pair of
launches, coming in sight of the elec-
tric pump. Carpenter looked at the
sprung pipe and the ax and re-
marked, “Very ingenious.” It was
a favorite word of his. “You won’t
get away this time, Lassie.” He
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unlocked the handcuff and started to
snap it around a heavy iron ring in
the back wall. There was a pulley
wheel dangling, the fixture being
used for hauling the heavy launches
out of the lake. '

“Wait a minute,” she said. “I’'m
all dirty and 1’d like to wash up.”
She showed the palms of her hands,
and they were grimed.

After hesitating, Carpenter said,
“All right.”

They led her through the doorway
and upstairs to the main level of the
house. At the stair-head she filled
her lungs and screamed with all her
might, hoping the sound would
carry across the water. Gogg
roughed her and pushed her into
the house. He asked, “What do you
think?”

“Nothing,” Carpenter answered.
“The way this place is laid out,
sounds gets smothered. Nobody can
hear her any more than | can hear a
bluejay reciting poetry.”

They led her through the living
room and up bare oak stairs to the
bathroom and ushered her in. She
closed the door on them and locked it.

But there was no escape from
here, which they knew. The win-
dow was large enough to let her out,
but it was barred by a double screen
of copper mesh and heavy wire to
keep out squirrels, beetles, birds, and
marauders. She turned water on,
and sat down on the edge of the
bathtub for a while to think.

There wasn’t any solution. She
was stuck. With a peculiarly mascu-
line gesture, planting her hands on
her knees, she got up and went
through her complete toilet. She
combed out her hair thoroughly, get-
ting bits of grass in the comb, and

pinned it in shape, taking her time.

The men waiting outside thought
she was letting the water run to cover
any noise she was making in trying
to escape.

Gogg yelled, “What are you do-
ing in there?”

“None of your business,” she an-
swered. But she turned the faucet
off. If they had their ears stuck to
the door they could wait till dooms-
day for sounds; she refused to hurry.
One of them ran downstairs and out-
side to keep watch on the bathroom
window, suspicious.

At leisure, she took a shower
meticulously, soaping every square
inch of epidermis she had. She
turned around and around, wiping
the soap off with her hands under
the shower; after she had dried her-
self with a clean towel she found
some talc in a cabinet and dusted her-
self- Because it was lake water she
had used, and she bore a faint odor
of the lake.

Then she found a toothbrush in
an unopened box of spares, and
brushed her teeth. In the wash-
bowl she laundered her brassiere,
panties, and stockings, squeezed
them out and hung them over the
shower-rod to dry. Then she sat on
the edge of the tub, her elbows on
her knees and her cheeks in her
palms.

Both men were at the door again,
and they got impatient.

“Come out of there!” Gogg or-
dered. “What’re you doing?”

“l washed my things, and I’'m
waiting for them to dry,” she said
mildly.

“Put them back, on wet,” he said,
“or else no breakfast. I’'m gonna
count. One, two, three. . . .”
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“How high arc you going to
count?”

“Ten. I’ll start over again. One,
two, three ...”

“l can’t get wet things on that
fast,” she protested.

He counted more and more slowly
while she got into the wet under-
things. He interrupted his count,
threatening to break the door down.
The stockings were only dampish,
being fine nylon and fast drying. At
the count of ten she unlocked the
door just as lie was getting set to
take a running jump at it and give

33



34 PRIVATE DETECTIVE STORIES

it his shoulder. He meant business.
They took her back down to the
boathouse, and Carpenter snapped
the handcuff through the iron ring.

CHAPTER VI
The Gun Was Loaded

HEY didn’t leave imme-
diately, but turned and
stared at her from a dis-
tance of a dozen feet. In-
tently they looked at her

wet underthings and what they con-
tained, then dropped their attention
to her long, rounded legs. This girl
was a honey. She couldn’t do any-
thing but look back. As though they
had caught each other at thinking of
the same thing, the two men jerked
their heads, glanced at each other
and went outside.

They went down to the secluded
beach and had a swim. She could
hear them splashing, and she longed
to be in the water on a day like this.
Perhaps she would be, but wouldn’t
know anything about it. Quite true.
The Wainwright place was quite iso-
lated, since the property included
the whole point that stuck out dowm
the beach a way, and no one would
come looking for her. She hadn’t
told a soul where she was going.

They were still working things out
in their minds, though they’d had
time enough, she thought. They
weren’t of one mind on murdering
her, though they had to do it even-
tually after having their way with
her. She didn’t think that Carpenter
had ever killed anyone, but she was
pretty sure that Gogg had, from the
way he handled a revolver.

There w-as jealousy between the
two men. And Carpenter was wor-

ried about seeing no mention of the
Brooke girl’s death in the papers.
Now he was worried about -where
he could tell the cops he had been if
they questioned him. No doubt, too,
the men were polishing off the de-
tails.

Whether to shoot her and bury
her; forcibly drown her to make it
look like an accident; strip her and
take her across the lake in the launch
after bashing her head in, and pitch
her into the drink off the end of
someone’s dock. They’d find a dock
with a stone anchor on the end of it,
and yank that into the water. It
would look as though she had gone
swimming in the altogether, dived,
come up, grabbed the nearest thing,
the anchor rope, upset the stone and
brained herself in the water.

She could imagine plenty of ave-
nues which all led to death, and not
one to escape. She rattled the mana-
cles.

This was perfectly weird, she
thought. They were going to shoot
her, or strangle or stab, starve or
bludgeon, and while they were think-
ing about having fun with her they
were cavorting in the lake’s clean
h 2.

They had their swim and bath and
came tracking up the circuitous path
to the house. They passed, glancing
in. Carpenter’s gray hair was plas-
tered to his skull, and it was obvious
now that he was balding. If he lived
five years longer he would have a
shiny dome. Gogg’s hair was so oily
that it wasn’t much disarranged.

TTHE sun was up now, and she

could feel heat stealing into the
boathouse. There was hardly any
breeze today, and the water of the
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lake scarcely wrinkled. There were
few boats out, no launches. Too
early. The fishermen were asleep,
hangovcrish, disgusted, or e’en
murmuring about catching a muskel-
lunge, or giant catfish, to the disin-
terested girl lying on the clean sheet
and blinking sleepily, in one of the
swarming cabins clown the lake.

Gogg and Carpenter rambled up-
stairs and went into the Kkitchen,
starting the oven. There was an ex-
plosion of impatience from Carpen-
ter. He said, “Damn it, | told you
not to do that!”

Middie could hear them distinctly.

Gogg had thrown some bacon into
a sizzling-hot frying pan, and the
grease had shot like needle-points
and stung them both.

“1 said something,” said Carpen-
ter, glaring. “Why don’t you say
something?”

“How’d you like to wear this hot
frying pan on top of your bean, right
now?”

“I’ve got gray hair, but by Jerry
1 can still pull your nose out and tie
itin a knot. 1°d like to do it.”

“Go ahead and try it. I’ll shoot
off your big toes,” said Gogg calmly.
“With my wee rewolwer.”

“It happens that I’'m hungry,”
Cyril said, “and 1’d just as soon take
over. Let me fry that bacon.”

“Go ahead and take over. Do
you think | like the job? 1’'m so full
of bacon | dream of pigs frying hu-
man beings. Why don’t you catch
some fish? There’s plenty of them
in the lake; 1 hear them splashing
every morning, and | look out the
window and | can see them jumping
out.of the water.”

“Try catching them inshore,”
Carpenter said sourly. “lI caught

that pike a couple of days ago, didn’t
1?7

“One meal,” said Gogg.

There was an interval of silence
while they ate, and then they came
down with her breakfast—a large
plate of ham and eggs, buttered
toast, glass of milk, and small glass
of tomato juice. They even gave
her a second cup of coffee, and then
she was alone again. She was pretty
sure that she wouldn't be disturbed
for a while; she let a little time go
by while she listened to the men
move around upstairs, and then she
went to work.

CHE reached up and managed to

get hold of the dusty cigar-box
that had been put away on top of the
cellar foundation, between a couple
of rafters. It was exactly as she had
left it. Inside the box were odds and
ends of fishing tackle. Included with
the junk was a large cork stuck full
of fishhooks. She selected one of the
slender, barbed hooks, and probed
with it in the keyhole of the left
handcuff.

She worked patiently at the lock
for a long time, perhaps forty min-
utes, with more hope than any real
expectation of success. It had been
hard enough when the nippers were
new. Now rust stained her fingers,
and the dry scratching and picking of
the hook in the lock got on her
nerves. For five minutes she smoked
a cigarette from the pack they had
left, and then returned to the task
of picking the lock.

At intervals she quit to have an-
other cigarette. Once she snhapped
the barb from the hook, but was able
to shake the bit of metal from the
lock. Using a duplicate hook she
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proceeded, twisting the point, catch-
ing it on obstructions inside, trying to
solve the mystery of the lock's
mechanism. Her fingers were sensi-
tive, and got sore from the continual
pressure. It was inevitable that she
would harpoon herself a number of
times with the point of the hook.

The morning lazed along. She
had scratches and jabs on her fin-
gers, and a gash in her palm where
she had driven the hook into her
flesh past the barb and had to jerk it
out by force. The accident sickened
her, and she wondered vaguely about
blood poisoning; at the same time,
she marveled at how tough human
flesh was. Pulling the hook out was
a job because she couldn’t get any
grip on the shank with her slippery
fingers. She used a shred of waste,
and even though the hook was slim
it took a lot of strength to straighten
it out. That was what happened be-
fore the barb tore loose. For a while
she had to hold a ball of waste to
absorb the blood.

The straight hook was much
easier to work with—like getting the
meat out of a tough nut with a nut-
pick.

She thought to herself, It’s a lie
that a haii'pin is a universal imple-
ment and can open locks. For a
while she explored with a hairpin,
and it just bent. So she went back to
the fishhook.

She smoked five cigarettes; blood
oozing from a cut stuck the last one
to her fingers, so she didn’t finish it,
stepping on it and pulling her finger
away with a grimace. By this time
she had rediscovered a lot about the
lock, as though she could see most
of the stubborn thing’s insides. But
it wouldn’t open. A dozen times she

thought she had it solved, and was
always disappointed. No doubt the
lock could be picked by an expert, but
there was a detail or two about its
construction that baffled her. When
it clicked open, she stared, because
she hadn’t done anything.

She had been sitting on her heels,
and had thrust the straightened-out
fishhook into the keyhole to try once
more. Her muscles ached, and in
shifting to a more comfortable posi-
tion she lost her balance. In regain-
ing it she pulled on the manacles, and
the lock she had been working on
snapped open. She was free. For
all she knew it might have been open
for the past five minutes or half
hour, and involuntarily she uttered
a soft, brief laugh. It was just that
the hinge was stiff.

TYNLY intuition could have warned
N her. The manacles still dangled
from her right wrist, and she put
that arm back of her out of sight.
Sitting down, she looked as she had
before, handcuffed to the ring. She
hadn’t seen anything nor heard a
sound. But a soundless bell of warn-
ing had rung in her mind, and she
continued waiting for something to
happen.

Nothing did; she shrugged and
was about to reach for another
cigarette when Gogg framed himself
in the doorway.

He was happy about something,
smiling as he- came in. He had a
proposition, and he went ahead and
propositioned: “How’s about us go-
ing down to the inlet and having a
swim, little girl? Cyril won’t mind.
He won’t know. He’s drunk. Drink-
ing in the morning, of all things,” he
clucked.
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“I’ve just had a bath, thanks,” she
refused shordy.

“Aw, come on,” he insisted, with
a shine of pure wickedness in his
eyes. “The way you look at me, you
must think | eat little girls. You
won’t get hurt if you’re good, and
that’s a promise.”

“Cross your heart black and blue,
I suppose,” she said sarcastically.
“Go to hell, Mister.”

“Look,” he bargained. *“I bet we
could make some kind of a deal.
Let’s go down to the inlet and talk
over things. I’ bring a bottle
along.”

“Spiked with knockout drops, I’ll
bet. | sort of remember coming
across guys like you before. You’re
the kind of masher we pick up in
theatres.”

“Ah, you’re all wrong about
that,” he said sardonically.

He had stepped close to her as
though he thought he was stalking
wild game, and now he laid rough
hands on her. She knew what he had
in mind, and what his method would
be wasn’t important. Probably he
meant to knock her cold expertly
with his fist and then do plenty of
molesting.

This time she didn’t take any
chances on swinging at him with the
free handcuff. Literally, she jumped
the gun, for he was carrying one in
a shoulder harness. He had seized
her by the left wrist, thinking that
her right hand was anchored. She
twisted, and not only hit him in the
face with the manacles but relieved
him of his gun as well. It w'ent off,
and he collapsed bonelessly with a
look of horrified surprise on his ugly
puss.

She jumped, surprised and deaf-

ened by the concussion. For she only
intended to wing him at most, never
having shot anyone before. But the
action of the gun was so gentle, or
her grip so convulsive, that the
damned thing just went off.

While she stared down at the dead
man his eyes slowly closed. Before
she had time to gather her wits, Cyril
called in a furious voice from the
doorway, “Gogg, come on out here.”

Middie ducked down out of sight
beside the nearest launch, when Cyril
said again, “Listen, Goggie, my lad.
We can’t afford to monkey around
like this. If you want the girl so
much, she’s yours; 1’'m not fooling.

“Use your head. Suppose | had
drunk that mickey you slipped me,
and was out cold when the cops came
and you were down here. Would
have been hell to pay. Don’t you
think 1 know when there’s chloral in
a drink? Hell, 1’'ve handed out a
few mickeys in my time myself.
Come on out. Damn it, | just heard
a shot, and there’s somebody in the
woods near the house.”

What happened next was very
comical.

CHAPTER VII
Dead Man’s Buff

IDDIE was crouched

on tire floor where she

could look under the

launches, which were

put up on wheeled

cradles. She arrived at this position

just as Cyril did. There wasn’t much

space to look through, but it sufficed.

Mutually surprised, they just stared
at each other for an instant.

Cyril saw the dead Gogg and was

aiming in Middle’s direction with the
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.22 rifle. Recovering first, she fired
desperately.

Hollering with surprise and
alarm, Cyril disappeared from sight
in a frantic scramble.

Swearing softly through a nice lit-
tle vocabulary of oaths, she climbed
into the launch, the older one, and
ducked low in the seat. She had
missed. On the police range she
practiced regularly, but it was not
one of her good departments; she
did not happen to be a good shot-
And of course tire policewomen
never carried guns on duty. They re-
lied on forms of persuasion that
were nearly always effective, using

psychology.

Of course, she had thought of
using one of the launches to escape
into the lake. But first she would
have to open the runway doors, and
the rumble they made would betray
what she was up to. Even starting
the motor would do that, just the

grinding of the starter. And once
she was in the water, if she ever got
that far, she would be an easy target
for a repeating rifle while the screw
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was getting a bite into the water.

On the other hand, Carpenter whs
stymied. Her car had been de-
stroyed, so now he could only get
away on foot or in a launch, and he

A hairy arm looped under his
chin. A voice exclaimed:
“The lady said drop
that gun!”

couldn’t get to the boats until the
duel was over.

It was a duel.

The window to the left shattered
as he jammed the barrel of the rifle
through it and fired at the spot where
she had been. The glass was dusty,
and he must have mistaken Gogg’s
shape for herself, because a small
hole appeared in his chest next to the
one she had made, the latter seeping
a little blood now. Promptly she

m*

fired at the window, but only sprin-
kled him with glass.

He wasn’t hurt; he simply cursed
and went on the prowl again. It be-
came a game of outguessing. Pie
might sneak around to the door
again, or he might decide that would
be her figuring and try potting her at
the window again.

Anyhow, a .22 long would pene-
trate the side of the boat, so she
hustled over the side. It was a prob-
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lem what to do, the boathouse being
somewhat scant of hiding places.
With little choice, she ran lightly
around the rear of the boats and
stood in the corner, where she could
watch both the door and window.

She was outguessed, because he
didn’t use either. He presumed she
would stay away from the door, be-
cause if she made a dash through it,
he would surely get her. What he
did was slip around to the beach side
and fire through the closed runway
doors twice. She heard the bullets
smack into the back wall. But that
was on the other side, where the
pump was. She fired quickly, her-
self, and came close to where he was,
outside. The revolver was a .38,
and the bang of it in the closeness
made her ears ring. Pier wrist was
aching with strain, just from this lit-
tle while of tension, and she felt
shaky in the legs.

She debated trying a dash through
the doorway, when there was a loud
snap near her head. He was guess-
ing closer, and had fired through the
side wall. One large splinter stuck
out from the raw board a few inches
in front of her. She didn’t waste any
time staring at it, but fired back
through the wall.

TTIS plan was all right: by criss-
T T crossing his fire he was bound to
get her eventually; he had plenty of
ammunition. He fired through the
wall again farther down, as though
he thought she were in the opposite
corner, but she didn’t answer. Plor-
rified, she realized that she was be-
ing drawn into a trap; he was mak-
ing her use up her ammunition. She
looked into the cylinder of the revol-
ver, and all the bullets had been ex-

pended but one. One shot left.
When that was fired he could simply
walk in and do as he pleased.

She stole back to the pump and
got down on the floor behind Johnny
Gogg. Here, if he happened to sight
her from the doorway, she would
have the benefit of the body as a bar-
ricade. From the window he couldn’t
see her, the toolbench being in the
way. For herself, she wasn’t going
to use the last cartridge until she got
a good look at him, which would be
through the doorway.

So she kept the gun sighted to-
ward the opening, her heart and
breathing accelerated.

Nothing happened for a long
while. This was a new tactic, keep-
ing her waiting, guessing where he
was going to be next, or more likely
if he was. He might be playing dead,
waiting for her to take a chance on
skipping through the doorway into
the wide open places, where he could
bring her down like a clay pigeon.
She smiled condescendingly, with
slim chance of her falling for such
an obvious trick. That old chestnut
had a beard on it.

But she didn’t know what an old
devil Carpenter was. He had hiked
along the beach, come up behind the
ruined dock; and he wormed his way
up the slope on the grass, keeping
a bush between himself and the open
doorway. He lay there on his
stomach and waited, thinking her
thoughts for her as time passed, his
yellowish teeth bared while he shook
with occasional spasms of soundless
chuckling. *

“She’s thinking Pm playing a trick
on her,” he thought. *“I’m not dead
at all, just playing possum and wait-
ing for her to show herself. | know



THE DEADLY ONE 41

how to wait. . . . Maybe I’'m dead
after all, or possibly 1’ve gone off on
foot.” A long while passed. “Now
I’m dead, now I’'m not; now |I’'m
dead, now I’'m not.”

Like pulling petals from a daisy.

“1 wonder how she got the gun
from that skunk of a Gogg. He
must have unlocked the cuffs for rea-
sons of his own, and she was too
quick for him and gave it to him.
Got too close to her.”

He didn’t chuckle any more, be-
cause the sun was beating down at
its highest angle, and the grass was
humid and full of ants and bugs. At
least one large ant crawled up his leg
and bit, and sweat trickled continu-
ously, itching. It was suffocating to
stay still, but he was grimly patient
and watchful.

He could see through the door-
way, under the boats, and the sprawl
of Gogg’s body. It was past noon
and he was hungry.

TN THE boathouse, Middie was

frowning, stifling in the heat. It
had been such a long time now that
she was uncertain about anything.
Suppose she had really killed him,
too, and he was lying dead outside
with no way of her finding out except
by looking. Certainly she had fired
back fast enough to get him. It was
true that he had fired a following
shot, but he might have done that at
random while he was dying. She
wouldn’t hear him fall, not unless he
struck the side of the house in going
to the ground. No one but a fiend
could wait this long, and wait and
wait and wait.

She glanced at her watch. She
didn’t know when this thing had
started, but guessed that it had been

going on for more than an hour. It
was after noon, and she was so hun-
gry that along with the baking heat
of the boathouse she was nauseated.
And her proximity to the dead man
didn’t contribute to the comfort of
her environment. In short, she was
thinking to herself with more and
more conviction that Carpenter was
dead. She wanted him to be. The
only way to find out was go and look,
because she couldn’t stand much
more of this strain.

She raised her head slowly to look
over the corpse and down the shoul-
der of weedy lawn, but keeping back
under the toolbench so that she
couldn’t be spotted through the win-
dow behind her.

The light, sharp crack of the .22
sounded, and the bullet socked into
the leg of die bench next to her
head, a miss. She could see a wisp
of smoke in the sunshine, drifting
away from that bush fifty feet from
the house. She could even see Cyril’s
head behind the bush, fired, and hit
it.

That is, she would have hit it if it
had been his head. For, as soon as
he had fired, he crawfished down the
slope out of sight, having left a
cranium-size boulder where he had
been. The .38 bullet hit the stone
and ricocheted in a withdrawing
whine to one side.

Thereupon he rose to his feet and
ascended the slope. With a grim
leer—the expression wasn’t anything
else—he headed long-leggedly for
the boathouse. Through the space
under the launches she couldn’t see
anything but his legs, with the trou-
sers flapping. Woryly, she looked at
the heavyish revolver in her hand. A
fine marksman, she. She’d go on
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pulling the trigger forever, as though
the gun never had to be reloaded.
Carpenter approached the door-
way at an angle, still cautious but
quite sure in his mind, certain that
the first shot he had heard was the
one that she had pegged into Gogg.

TTE STEPPED into the boathouse
“m  and stood there, looking over-
heated, his face ruddy and shining
with sweat, as she got up from the
floor. They faced each other, a lit-
tle more than a dozen feet apart; she
pointed the revolver at him, and he
was aiming the rifle from his hip. He
ordered, “Drop the revolver, Las-
sie.”

“Suppose you drop the rifle,” she
countered.

“Oh, no,” he refused; his voice
was hoarse and angry. He had an
ugly temper and intended to demon-
strate it physically. “That revolver
holds only six cartridges, and you’ve
fired all six. Drop it, now, will you?”

She took a long chance; she aimed
the revolver with care while he
showed her his yellow teeth in a
grin. There was the same deafen-
ing report when she pulled the trig-
ger. Her aim was good this time,
but the slug struck a brass fitting on
the farther launch and was socked
down at an angle into the wood of
the boat itself.

The grin left Carpenter’s face; he
shifted a foot as though he were go-
ing to run, but then he stood, his
ground. “All right,” he said. “If it
wasn’t six shots before, it is now.
Drop the revolver on the bench be-
hind you, and come around here. Or
I’ll come around after you.”

“No, you drop that rifle,” she
said. “This is a .38, and that’s only

a .22. Don’t you think | went
through Gogg’s pockets for extra
cartridges? Be sensible,” she said
persuasively. “Put the rifle down and
we’ll go along to Headquarters in
town. They’d like to see you. As
far as the murder goes, you left signs
like a blazed trail when you tossed
that girl out your window. But they’d
like to ask questions about some of
your other crooked work.”

“Just bluffing, of the garden
variety,” he said.

“For one thing,” she explained,
“we have a really good fingerprint
man. The last place the Brooke girl
had her wrists was inside your hands,
and he can almost show a jury a
technicolor short of you swinging her
out the window. Now come along.
If I dont bring you in, somebody
else will.”

Sweating, he said grimly, “The
hell with that. Your revolver is
empty. Goggie kept a few loose
cartridges in his coat, but his coat
is upstairs. On the other hand, |
have four or five bullets left in the
magazine here. Go ahead and
shoot.”

“1 will in a minute,” she threat-
ened. “Maybe Fd better. It’s just
that they can’t talk to you down at
Headquarters if you’re dead.”

“Naturally not,” he agreed,
gravely. *“Neither will you talk to
anyone.”

He took slow aim at her to see
what she would do, risking his life
because he hadn’t anything else to
do; she kept the revolver pointed at
him, shoving it forward slightly. He
could have killed her, but the fear of
being shot dead, himself, held him
from pulling the trigger. It was a
standoff. She held her breath, moist-
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ened her lips and stood very still.
There was the psychology of i,
too, of his shooting the girl when she
was wearing only the inadequate
undies they had let her keep, and
stockings.
She took her breath, probably the

last one, lifting her breast and said,
“Drop the rifle, quick.”

As a last resort she was going to
throw the revolver at him, and
turned a little to the side, when it
happened. It was the most aston-
ishing thing she had ever seen.
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A long, bare, sinewy arm, glowing
with bronze hair, appeared. It was
like something happening in a movie
—the fingers coming into view, the
powerful arm slipping around Car-
penter from behind, the violent reach
for the gun as the hitchhiker, Borg,
stepped into view. He jerked up the
barrel and wrenched it from Cyril’s
hands, when it went off aimlessly just
because of the finger hooked through
the trigger guard.

Borg said melodramatically, mak-
ing Middie laugh gently, “The lady
said to drop the rifle.”

Cyril turned around fast and went
for him; there was nothing for Borg
to do but club him with the butt of
the rifle. The Swede had come in
very handy indeed, and she would
never regret picking him up. Then
he took a long look at her in her
underthings and said frankly, a little
breathless, “Holy saints on a raft.
Pardon me, Miss.”

roHEY telephoned, and the local

cops came and took over; Mid-
dle and Hal Borg were allowred to
run one of the launches down into the
water, because the cops knew him,
and the launch headed diagonally
across the irregular lake.

“I work at Mittelfarr’s Boat
Plant; | guess you remember,” Borg
explained, talking over the boo-o0-o-
rr-r-r of the powerful motor. Pie
swallowed. “I guess you remember
my telling you about it.

“The fellas were kidding me
about seeing you kissing— 1 mean us
kissing there in the car in front of
the plant.

“There was one fella who’s been
working there for about sixty-nine
years, and he asked me if | knew

your folks. | asked who. And he
said the Wainwrights, and told me
where the house was.”

He let the motor idle, so that he
wouldn’t have to shout, and the boat
crept with a throbbing that was
hardly a sound. She dipped her hand
into the shushing sound of the clean
water, listening carefully. He was
driving. He stopped the motor on
purpose, not pretending that they
had run out of gas; they drifted
while he went on talking, way out in
the middle of the lake.

“l didn’t want to go over and
bother you or anything like that, but
then at lunch hour the boss told me
to go look for Carpenter’s speed-
boat; it wasn’t at his dock, and he
had only made a few payments on it.
The boss thought someone had
stolen it, because Carpenter hasn’t
been up here.

“Then | heard about that old
boat of yours, that was one of ours,
that your aunt bought rebuilt from
us several years ago so she could get
to town. | just thought | would pay
off by fixing up the launch for you.
1could do it in a couple of evenings,
or over a week-end. | found the
estimate in the files. That was five
or six years ago, but | looked at the
boat and didn’t see anything more
that was wrong except for the
opened seams. | haven’t got any-
thing to do evenings, anyhow,” he
finished lamely.

She didn’t embarrass him by mak-
ing cracks about his rather sidelong
offer. She said, “That was a nar-
row squeak, about Gogg’s revolver.
There weren’t any bullets left; |
searched his pockets, and he wasn’t
carrying any loose.” She giggled
briefly with relief, and apologized
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lor feeling loose-witted. “It was
just luck that I found his watch. It
fell out of his watchpocket and he’d
fallen on it so that | didn’t see It at
first. There was a short chain at-
tached to it, and on the end of the
chain was one .38 bullet.”

“Sure, a watchfob.
them,” said Borg.

“There was a hole through the
nose of the bullet,” she said. “I
spread the link, and put the cartridge
in the revolver. At first | thought it
wouldn’t go in, because the nose was
mashed. | jammed it in, and | was
afraid it would go off, and then when
I had to shoot at Carpenter | was
afraid that it wouldn’t go off. Think
of that,” she marveled. “I fired at
him six times and didn’t hit him
once.”

Hal Borg hadn’t made any passes
at her at all, out on the lake. He
confessed, “You know, I’'m kind of
afraid of you, now that | know
you’re a detective. | can hardly be-
lieve that you are.”

“It’s just a job like any other
job,” she remarked.

“Pardon me,” he said baldly, “but
I never saw anything before like the
way you looked when | went up be-
hind Carpenter. | almost didn’t
yank the rifle out of his hands. It
was close.”

I've seen

E SOUNDED anxious. She

leaned back in die seat, turning
up her face, and her laughter was
just audible. The boat was scarcely
moving, and it was getting suffocat-
ingly hot. Suddenly he kissed her,
very briefly, on the cheek, and
started the motor; the screw chewed
up the water, and then they began
to move and had a breeze.

“How about drat girl of yours
down in die city?” she asked.

“That is just a kind of brother and
sister arrangement,” he said. “She
wants me yoost—just to get ahead.
Personally | would rather stay here
and make boats. | know boats, and
they don’t make them in the city.”

She thought of Joe McManus, the
detective, who was continually on the
make for her. That was a sort of
brother-and-sister arrangement, too.
Right now he must be parked in Car-
penter’s house in the city. Waiting,
waiting, drinking and getting a pot.
She didn’t know whether she liked
police work so much any more, get-
ting pawed in theatres, accosted on
the street, hunting up wayward girls
and all that. She liked it up here.
Always had.

“Why didn’t you kiss me the way
you did in front of Mittelfarr’s?”
she asked tentatively. It was so very
odd, her being completely sure of
herself and unsure at the same time.

His lung capacity must have been
enormous, because he released an un-
commonly deep sigh. After which he
said, “I couldn’t hardly dare think
you would say something like that.
You don’t dare keep on thinking
you’re lucky, because you get disap-
pointed.”

He let go of the wheel and looked
at her questioningly. She simply re-
turned his look, widi her lips smiling
slightly and shiny with lipstick. She
warned, “Pm a city-dweller, and 1’'m
going to get sunburned if you wait
much longer.”

Pie took her in his arms gingerly,
then with determination, while the
speedboat traveled slowly in circles.
After a while he took the wheel

(Continued on page 122)
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He fired — but hadn’t
expected to see his
own wife holding out
her hands to him, as
though pleading. . . .

NEVER

By
fe. LAURENCE
DONOVAN

RADY relaxed. This was
not a propitious spot for
murder. The long, snooty
car snored softly through
the winding highways of

Old Westbury.

Brady guessed murder here would
be discreet and quiet. There would
be no violence. The swanky, pioneer
families inhabiting OIld Westbury
would conduct any killings on hand
with secrecy and circumspection.

Brady would have dozed. His
bare, rusty head nodded under the
sleepiness of the drowsy twilight.
But his eyes were too full ol the
dainty doll snuggled to Judd Worth-
in’s big shoulder in the seat ahead.

The girl was such a lovely that Brady didnt .
think the ante was high enough to keep her
white skin from being punctured. But it
didnt take money to make him want for
himself the killer who hired other Kkillers
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Hell! Brady felt cheated. A single
G wasn’t enough to make sure Miss
Dela Deming’s creamy white skin

escaped being punctured by a slug or
two intended for Judd Worthin.
YVorthin ought to have raised the
ante, was Brady’s conclusion.

Brady sighed and lighted a ciga-
rette. Perhaps if he came up with
the killer or killers who were out to
blast Judd Worthin, another G
might be added. Anyway, Brady
had been as flat as a single G note in
folding money when Worthin had
called him to guard his body.

KILLER

Since he had seen her, Brady was
sure that, if he had it, he would have
put up twenty-five G’s at least. You

47
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didn’t find her kind of innocent, blue-
eyed pretty once in a blue moon. At
least you didn’t find it in the sporty
cafe society Judd Worthin had the
marks of frequenting.

Her hair was like finely spun gold
against the sunset filtering through
the Old Westbury trees. Her bare,
white shoulders started Brady’s thick
fingers twitching. He would like to
get his hands on the dog who would
endanger that kind of armful even
by accident.

Judd Worthin drove fast but
smoothly. Despite fine lines of dis-
sipation around his eyes, Brady had
seen that Worthin had everything
that it takes to attract a swell dish
like Dela Deming.

“It’ll be late, Brady, and you’ll
have to stay a day or so to plan all of
the system,” said Worthin’s mellow,
pleasing voice over his shoulder. “In
fact it might be a week or two before
you change all the contacts.”

“Sure, Mr. Worthin,” grunted
Brady. “A lot of old wiring may
have to be altered.”

That was their prearranged fic-
tion. Brady was being brought out
to the Judd Worthin estate to go
over the obsolete lighting system of
the very “early American” residence
Worthin had recently leased. Or so
Miss Dela Deming had been in-
formed.

Brady tried to ignore the pretty’s
way of snuggling close to Worthin’s
wide, polo-playing, big-game hunting
shoulder. He judged Worthin could
well have been her father as ages
compared.

That the delightfully lovely Dela
Deming was to pass the week-end at
Judd Worthin’s estate was not ex-
traordinary. Brady reflected that

engaged couples in these troubled
times may see a lot of each other.

That wasn’t any of his business.
Judd Worthin had reported to police
two attempts to rub him out. Slugs
had left marks in his car two days
before. The day after that a truck
had climbed onto a sidewalk and nar-
rowly missed removing Worthin.

“All because | only did my duty
as a citizen,” Worthin had informed
the police and Brady, today, when
he had hired him. “l am sure | saw
two men I’ve known as diamond
smugglers, coming off a fishing boat.
I reported it. The customs boys
missed finding anything, but they’ve
had an eye on the fishing fleet.”

Worthin  had displayed one
crudely printed warning that had
been mailed. He had received two
telephone calls demanding he give up
his waterfront office where he had
owned a spice importing business for
two years 'before the war had hit him
hard.

So here was Brady. For Judd
Worthin had received a third warn-
ing that he might expect a visit at
home at any time.

“l don’t give a damn, for | can
take care of myself,” was Worthin’s
appeal to Brady. “But Miss Dem-
ing, she’s my fiancee, was with me
both times the killers almost got me.
| don’t want to stay away from her
or have her alarmed too much, but
I'm afraid she may get hurt. So |
want the killers.”

That being one of Tom Brady’s
specialties, Worthin’s fee of a grand,
with a promise of more if he suc-
ceeded, was manna, even if it might
come from a hotter place than
heaven.

So they were in Old Westbury.
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They would reach Judd Worthin’s
very early American domicile shortly
after dark, Brady was informed.

A T THIS moment, Brady was col-

lecting a little more than his
fee. Just watching the curvaceous
doll and the milky whiteness of her
throat, half turned toward him, was
a kind of payoff. Then it became
evident that the “great lover” Judd
Worthin might he just a bit more
than the waiting and hopeful fiance
of dainty Miss Deming.

Brady hitched his big shoulders
higher to watch a striped ground
squirrel dart behind a tree. Thus,
entirely by accident, he noticed
Worthin’s free hand resting compan-
ionably upon the rounded, silken
knee of the Deming pretty. And the
very desirable little lady was doing
everything but purr like a contented
kitten.

Such a maddening pair of gams
had seldom ever come under Brady’s
keen and experienced eye. He whis-
pered an oath under his breath as the
Deming pretty’s white shoulder
seemed to ripple with pleasure, and
she pressed still closer to Judd
Worthin.

Well, what the hell business was it
of his if the Mrs. Worthin-to-be was
willing to have her moments in ad-
vance? That’s what week-ends were
for, wasn’t it, even in sacro-sanct Old
Westbury?

Brady compelled himself to attend
strictly to possibly lurking places of
murderous ambushers, and to occa-
sional passing cars. Especially he
kept an eye upon occupants of each
auto approaching.

As he had judged, nothing violent
happened in Old Westbury. Only

as the sun disappeared and the inside
of the big car darkened, Judd
Worthin and the Deming doll ap-
peared to become even more com-
panionable- Worthin was now ap-
proaching his rented estate.

Dammit! If that was the way it
was, why didn’t Worthin turn the
wheel over to him and take advan-
tage of the roomy rear seat of the
car? At least Brady could keep his
mind much clearer by watching the
road.

This wvagrant thought, entirely
alien to his purpose in being here,
was annoying Brady when Worthin
sent the big car into a black tunnel
under light excluding elm trees.
There it was that the bluish fire of
an automatic rifle started up from
the side of the road, its explosions
racketing, and its slugs rat-a-tatting
on the fender and then the door of
the limousine.

Worthin might have made a mis-
take of judgment in failing to shoot
the car ahead. Or his instinctive
Swerving of the car off the narrow
highway might have been the best
possible move.

Brady, dragging his .38, threw his
weight forward. It was no time for
courtesy or thought of gentleness.
One big hand went between the Dem-
ing girl’s shoulders, pushing her
roughly ahead and downward.

Even then, Brady was sure that
automatic rifle had the force to drill
a steel jacketed bullet through the
car’s door. However, Worthin’s
quick wit or his automatic reaction
swung the rear of the car toward the
unseen gunman.

Having made sure the Deming
lovely was unwounded, Brady
twisted open the rear door. He was
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smart enough to choose the door
farthest from the hidden marksman,
intending to get into the darkness
and try a circling movement.

“I’ll get the damn’, yellow Killer
this time!”

That was Judd Worthin’s sud-
denly heavy, raging voice.

“You, Brady, stick by Miss Dem-
ing! The--—- 1

It was Brady’s idea that his was
the assignment to go after the at-
tempting murderer, and Worthin’s
duty to stick by his girl friend. He
said so with angry protest, and
landed outside the car, now stalled
cross-wise in the narrow road.

To his amazement, Judd Worthin
appeared to have more temper than
good sense. For Worthin, a heavy
automatic swinging in his hand,
jumped squarely into the light beams
of the car, crossing toward the spot
where the rifle had been fired.

XTOW Judd Worthin might be a
client worth a quick grand, but
Brady had his job in his own mind.
“Get back, or dgwn out of the
light, Worthin!” he shouted, as he
slid around the rear of the car, and
tried to locate the exact spot where
he might place a few .38 slugs with
the most hope of results.

“Mr, Brady! Please! Wait! My
leg!”

The Deming pretty had a husky
contralto that went oddly with
her delicately fashioned daintiness.
Brady hoped she had not been seri-
ously wounded. The reckless Judd
Worthin vanished from the car
lights as the rifle flamed again, and
went crashing into some bushes
where it was entirely black.

Brady jolted three fast shots at

the blaze of the rifle, but heard noth-
ing to indicate he had hit the am-
busher. Then he detected running
feet of a man going away, and the
crazy and careless Judd Worthin
was making plenty of noise follow-
ing.

“Worthin!” Brady yelled it
“Comeback! Miss Deming’s hurt!
That’s my job!”

His sense of sound told him the
rifleman was circling among the
trees. It occurred to him that his
flight might be a trick. There might
be more than one gunman. Usually
that brand of killer avoided playing
a lone hand, especially in the dark-
ness of the country.

Worthin was still moving away.
Brady called to the Deming girl.

“You badly hit? If not,” and he
spoke more softly, “get out of the
car and off to one side of the bushes.”

“Yes, Mr. Brady, yes,” the girl
replied. “It’s not so bad. [I'll do
that. But please, find Judd! He’ll
be hurt! I’ve been so afraid!”

It was a matter for split second
decision now. Brady could still hear
the moving gunman, veering away,
but apparently still circling in a direc-
tion that could bring him back to the
car. And Judd Worthin’s pursuit
had become quiet.

Brady had to take a chance the
Deming girl would be all right for a
few minutes. He was a big man,
stripping at nearly two hundred, but
he had enough woods training to
push noiselessly and swiftly among
the trees, still hearing the movement
of the circling killer.

He was perhaps fifty yards from
the car, trying to keep its lights in
sight, and at the same time cut across
to head off the rifleman. Suddenly
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the killer's steps died out. Brady
listened, halting, but he could not
hear Worthin moving either.

He swore under his breath at the
poor showing Worthin had caused
him to make. He had to admit that
in the utter darkness of the trees, it
was impossible to guess the position
of another man unless he made some
sound.

Pie caught sound then, but from
two directions at once. He was con-
vinced he heard muttering voices.
That meant the ambusher had a com-
panion or had met someone. And
he was crouched, starting toward the
voices when the Deming girl
screamed over by the car.

Brady went crashing back into the
highway. He was just in time to see
Dela Deming appear between him
and the headlights, trying to run, but
limping. And he saw a shadowy bulk
close to the car, with the abrupt, dull
shine of a gun’s metal.

Brady’s aim was never surer. A
man screamed hoarsely and a gun ex-
ploded. The bulky shadow dropped
and feet kicked around for two sec-
onds, then were still.

"DRADY reached Dela Deming

just as she stumbled and fell. He
had one awe-inspiring glimpse of
nicely sculptured legs, wonderfully
smooth, white. One thigh was
marred by a small furrow where a
slug had penetrated the flesh.

Blood was welling from the
wound. Brady paused long enough
to staunch the flow with a clean strip
torn from his white handkerchief.
His big fingers fumbled because they
tingled.

It might have been pain, or it
might have been something else. The

Deming pretty’s body trembled. Her
thin waist was torn and that didn’t
add a bit to Brady’s peace of mind.

He heard someone coming back
through the bushes. He got back to
the man beside the car as Judd
Worthin came into view, swearing
lustily. Worthin’s face was scratched.

“l damn’ near got the so-and-so!”’
Worthin’s language ignored the
presence of Dela Deming. Brady
noted that she stared at Worthin as
if he were a new person. “But he
ducked me and | dived into a muck-
hole,” added Worthin.

Worthin’s muddy clothes bore out
his claim. Then Worthin gave a
whistle.

“What—who’s this, Brady?”

“A guy with a yen for turning the
heater on your fiance, seeing you
weren’t here, Worthin. Ever see
him before? Know him?”

Brady flicked a light over a flat-
nosed face with curdled, pugilistic
ears.

“Nope, never did,” said Worthin.
“What happened, Brady?”

“He had a rod aimed at Miss De-
ming, and we had a contest to see
who would shoot first. | won. He’s
Nick Ladoni, gun for hire, and
cheap. Pal’ed around with Dopey
Meggs, who’d peddle murder for a
pinch of stuff.”

“Great glory!” exclaimed Worth-
in.  “You mean to sav he was set to
kil Miss Deming? That means
they’ll get at me any way they can.
You've got your G, Brady. It’s
another G for the fellow who got
away.”

“You heard only one, Worthin?”"'
demanded Brady.
“Yeah, why?

lost myself.”

I lost him, then got
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Brady nodded. “G or no G, I’ll
get the other killer in this game,”
he said. Something about Worthin’s
words failed to ring true.

Worthin was staring at Dela
Deming. She was sitting on the run-
ning board of the car. Her skirt
was carefully hiked up above the
fringe of her silk panties. Brady’s
handkerchief was bound around her
thigh.

“Darling!”
“Does it hurt?”

“It’s feeling so much better, since
Mr. Brady doctored it,” the girl said
huskily, her eyes glowing.

“Brady, he bound
There?”"

“He was nice about it, very nice,
Judd,” the girl said.

Brady saw her

exclaimed Worthin.

that up?

small, shapely

hands running along an emerald
necklace of exquisite design. He
heard Worthin bite off an oath. He

did not like Worthin’s tone and he
set him straight.

“The name’s Brady, Worthin, not
Casanoval!” He chopped out the
words. Then he added. “Will you
phone the police, or will 1 do it,
about this guy Ladoni?”

Worthin was dark-skinned. His
eyes were darker than his face.
Brady could see them narrow, even
in that faint light.

“Neither one, Brady,” said
Worthin.  “We’ll put this Ladoni
into the trunk of the car. I’ve an
idea that may trap his partner.”

Brady started to say,” Count me
out,” but changed his mind. He kept
thinking of hearing two men talking
out there in the woods. Yet it ap-
peared Judd Worthin believed there
was but one gunman.

A queer idea formed in Brady’s

mind. The Deming girl was still
staring at him. She appeared to be
wanting to tell him something," but
unable to make up her mind.

"ORADY was averse to riding the
o*-' dead Ladoni in the trunk of the
car. But Judd Worthin was his client
and the boss. Brady had thumbed
his nose at the law before, and he
could see the possibility of trapping
the other killer or Killers.

The Deming girl’s wound did not
appear to be serious. But for the re-
mainder of the ride to the old Castle-
on-the-Rhine residence misnamed
“early American,” the little lady had
ceased to cuddle up to Judd Worthin.

Brady trapped her shining eyes
watching him several times. He had
his own way with pretties, but it
hadn’t ever been his custom to break
in by literally binding up their
wounds.

“Needless to say, Brady, we will
keep what has happened a secret
from my house guests,” suggested
Worthin, as he sent the big car along
a winding driveway among a number
of guest cottages.

“Sure—sure, you’re the boss,”

growled Brady. “Only Miss Dem-
ing’s injury should have attention.”
“I’ll see to that,” grunted

Worthin. “For the present, Brady,
you’ll have a room directly over
mine. It has been occupied by the
butler. But you are directly over my
window and a porch roof.”

Brady was noticing guests appear-
ing in the doorways of some of the
cottages. A slim, dark girl was out-
lined in one door by the light behind
her. Her figure showed in a gauze-
like garment.

The girl’s hand waved. Brady
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would have sworn that Worthin’s
left hand, outside the car door, make
a peremptory signal. He was also
convinced that Dela Deming’s pretty
face flashed around and that her red
lips were compressed angrily.

Brady had the thought that Judd
Worthin was a man who looked out
for himself quite well.

But it was when Judd Worthin
stopped the car by the main entrance
that Brady was suddenly on guard.
A little man with a lot of surplus
hair and a hooked nose started from
a nearby cottage toward the car.

“Horter?” said Brady under his
breath. “Now what would that
double dealer in diamonds be doing
out here?”

For he had identified the hooked-
nose, little man. At almost the same
second Horter saw Brady’s impres-
sive bulk climbing from Worthin’s
car. And as Brady showed, Horter
was turned, hotfooting it back
through the door of his cottage.

Brady heard Worthin start to
speak, to call out, as if to halt Hor-
ter, then he had glanced at Brady
and changed his mind.

OE BRADY turned out his lights
as he looked from the third floor
window out over Judd Worthin’s big
estate. His broad mouth wore a
smile as he noticed the house wires of
what Worthin had informed him
was the house-to-cottages telephone
system of the Worthin place, which
operated automatically.

With his room lights out, Brady
had a fairly clear view of the broad,
treeless space around which a dozen
cottages of the guests were circled.
He could see a light burning in the
cottage from which he had seen Lafe

Horter, the hot jewel expert, come
and go. The roof of a porch slanted
a few feet below his window.

Brady was wondering what idea
Judd Worthin had in connection with
keeping the body of Nick Ladoni in
the trunk of his car?

Brady heard the door of his room
open softly. He was on guard in-
stantly, hand touching the automatic
on his table.

“Mr. Brady—please—"

It was the husky, low whisptr of
Dela Deming. She was like a white
shadow crossing the room. Then
her cool hands were upon his face
and she was cautioning him to be
quiet.

“Listen, lady!” Brady was growl-
ing. “l don’t know what you have
in mind, but I don’t play—"

“Please — wait— don’t misjudge
me too quickly—"

It would have required a better
man than Joe Brady to have resisted
the soft, warm pressure of her hand
upon his lips.

“I’m not playing—please, under-
stand that—it’s something else, Mr.
Brady—do you know about jewels,
good and bad?”

“Joe’s the name, to keep it short,”
he grunted. “A’right. You aren’t
playin’, so then it’s some kind of a
beef? Sure. | know ice.”

She was very close. And she was
very cuddly. So he crooked a big
arm and held her there.

“That’s it—all right, Joe, my
emeralds, and a bracelet, and some
rings—do you know about things
like that?”

Brady expelled his breath sharply.
What might have followed was in-
terrupted. Judd Worthin called
from the floor below.
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Diving toward the blazing gun, he took
the sting and burn of slugs and powder.

“Dela! Where are you? Delal!”

“Later—he mustn’t know I’'m
here,” she whispered.

Then the Deming pretty’s surprise

visit was over, and she was gone.
Brady heard voices murmuring in the
room below. It was no shock that
the cuddly Deming girl and Judd
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Worthin should be occupying the
same room.

Brady had rather expected it
from the general layout of the
Worthin estate, with its convenient
cottages.

But what had Dela Deming meant
to convey to him about her jewels.
He had noticed her emerald necklace
when he had attended her wounded
thigh. Now he knew what it had
been that had drawn his attention.
Why the appearance of Horter fitted
in.

The Dela Deming emeralds were
beautiful— imitations.

roH E windows being open, Brady

was getting more of an earful
than he wanted from the Judd
Worthin room below. Then he
heard Worthin’s window close
softly. A door opened and shut and
he was sure the Deming girl had
left Worthin alone.

Brady acted quickly. The ground
telephone wires crossed directly un-
der his windows. A minute later
Brady had suspended a plastic cylin-
der of the size of a electrical cell
battery close to the phone wires.

The contrivance was an X-ray ear.
It was made up of 80,000 turns of
fine wire around an alloy core of
aluminum, copper and nickel. At-
tached ear-phones brought Brady
both ends of any phone conversation
by induction, without the X-ray ear
contacting the phone wire.

He caught but part of a conversa-
tion, the unpleasant words of Hor-
ter—

“But dammit man, it may be im-
possible to restore all of them—"”

Judd Worthin was talking—

“Every damn’ stone has to be re-

placed, Horter, and | don’t care
what it costs—something new has
come up—she’s worth a hundred
times the rocks, understand? I’ll cut
you in, see! But she must never find
out we took the stuff and her
money—"

Horter replied with an expressive
string of oaths.

Brady put aside the ear-phones.
Connecting this conversation with
the Dela Deming reference to her
jewelry, Brady had the picture. The
Deming girl had been robbed of
jewelry by substitution.

But something had come up that
made Dela Deming more valuable
than the theft of either jewels or
money. Judd Worthin had repre-
sented that he intended marrying the
Deming girl.

Brady was confronted by a puzzle
that suddenly appeared to go far be-
yond the mere threats to kill Judd
Worthin.

Suddenly all of the Judd Worthin
establishment seemed stirring. Brady
could hear merriment of a wild party
from one of the terraces. Splashes
and laughter came from a swimming
pool.

Brady was watching the cottage
into which he had seen Horter dis-
appear. Strings of colored lights
showed the wraith-like figure of Dela
Deming hurry across a lawn.

A moment later Judd Worthin
came into the light. He moved al-
most furtively. He was in the shad-
ows a moment. But he reappeared
just before the door of Horter’s cot-
tage opened and closed.

Brady eased out and down to the
floor below.

Judd Worthin’s wall safe was a
pushover for Brady. The dupli-
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cate of Dela Deming’s emerald
necklace, a bracelet of diamonds and
rubies and an odd ring with dia-
monds surrounding a sapphire were
the net result of Brady’s nefarious
investigation.

Just for luck, Brady removed the
jewels. He slipped them casually be-
hind some books on a shelf. That
was when the house phones buzzed.
Brady hesitated, then pronged it
open.

“Yes?” he whispered huskily.

“Judd, dearest! I’'m waiting? You
promised—"

That was not Dela Deming’s
voice. It was not anyone Brady had
ever heard before. He made his
own voice as vague as a hoarse whis-
per could accomplish.

“l know—something came up—
right away—"

He could not risk a darling, dear-
est, honey or what-not. You never
knew what pet names a guy like Judd
Worthin would employ.

“Judd, dearest—” The whisper
was a little frantic. “You must get
rid of her—you understand! | was
watching—and who was that other
mug—was that the one who’s to
take the rap?— If he is—where’s
Nick—he hasn’t showed up—"

Brady had a tightness across his
throat. Now he was beginning to
add two and two, and he was getting
more than four. He took a chance.
He kept his voice hoarsely whisper-
ing-

“Cut it off— Nick’s on his way—

can’t talk—someone came in—be
right over—”
He closed the connection. Only

one woman had been watching as
they had arrived. The dark, sweet
little person outlined in the light of

a cabin door. And she was expecting
Nick— ?

That would be Nick Ladoni—?
That’s why Nick Ladoni had come
visiting in the trunk of Judd Worth-
in’s car. It added up.

Brady tagged the top of his own
dumb skull wffth his forefinger. So
he had been hired to protect Judd
Worthin from being bumped off?

Dela Deming had tried to tell him
something about her jewels. Worthin
had talked with Horter about replac-
ing jewelry that had already been
substituted for the real thing. And
yet he had just found stones very
much like the real thing in Judd
Worthin’s own safe.

Brady recalled that he had just
promised a cute, little lady to be
right over to her cabin. Providing
he had guessed correctly and that
was the proper cabin.

OE BRADY approached the log
cabin in the darkness. He never

eavesdropped without a purpose.
There seemed a purpose here. In-
deed, the little lady in the cabin ap-
peared to be expecting company, of
the kind she could trust utterly.

Brady rapped discreetly. The
door opened quickly. Almost before
he could draw deep breath he was in.
The soft, winding arms were warm-
ing and welcoming. The luscious,
parted lips were assurance that some
angles of a private dick’s job were
not to be passed up lightly.

Brady was also aware that the lit-
tle lady evidently had not been in the
arms of whoever she believed him to
be for some time past. And he also
was instantly informed that he was
not the party she had been expect-

ing.
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“Judd, dearest—"

The whisper and a heady perfume
were blended as Brady’s cheek rested
in the soft and wonderful V of a wel-
coming throat. With but the logfire
for light, the mistake was to be ex-
pected, only Brady had not quite ex-
pected it.

Nevertheless, the quivering soft-
ness of a slimly desirable body was
not exactly to be cast aside by Joe
Brady. His hostess became a little
storm of welcome that no man could
resist.

Without speaking. Brady picked
her up in his arms and carried her to
the wide divan near the fire. For
the moment he had the sense of be-
lieving her to be Dela Deming. And
then—

The firelight struck across her
black, lustrous hair.

Brady was fast. But he realized
too late that a trap had been set for
both the woman and him. The auto-
matic chopped from a corner inside
the cabin, proving the killer had been
planted. Brady took the cut of a
slug across his chin. He threw the
woman from him violently. But the
hidden killer had been too well
planted. The woman gurgled out a
scream and her dark head snapped
backward.

Brady failed to prevent the
woman from falling, because he was
diving toward the blazing gun. Both
sides of his head took the sting and
burn of slugs and powder. But his
weight crumpled the gunman into the
wall.

Brady smashed rights and lefts,
feeling flesh and bone yielding to his
knuckles. But there was a crashing
blow that put out all the lights behind
his eyes.

TOE BRADY heard feet clumping
N out of the cabin. He opened
his eyes against sharp pain. The
firelight sho-wed that the dark-
haired lovely woman before the fire-
place was crumpled and still.

The gunman he had crushed into
the wall was lying quiet, but he was
groaning, then whispering. Brady
knew he had cracked the gunman’s
skull when he had slammed him into
the logs.

“That’s you, Nick?”

The dying killer had the hoarse-
ness of death in his throat.

“Sure—sure,” said Brady in a low
tone, realizing he was being mis-
taken for Nick Ladoni. “What the
hell—you turned the heat on me—
you—"

Brady waited. The other man
drew a painful breath.

“You didn’t—Worthin—"

“Yeah?” Brady got it out.
didn’t get Worthin.
was Worthin— ?”

The dying gunman had a sudden
spurt of consciousness.

“Worthin—hell! Fie said to get
that Deming dame, so I—!”

Brady was sure the dying man was
Dopey Meggs. And Meggs had but
few words left to speak.

“Nick—Worthin crossed us all
around—told me to bump off that
black-haired doll he was married to
—’cause he found out the Deming
dame was coming into big dough—
see? You an’ me would-a been sit-
tin” in on that dough, Nick, so he
steered you here—an’ Worthin got
you—an’ had you turn the heat on
me—Nick—his wife’s dead an’
we’re— finished—"

With that, Brady knew Dopey
Meggs was finished. Then he heard

“We
You thought |
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men shouting and women chattering
outside the cabin. Over the push of
guests crowding toward the place,
Judd Worthin’s commanding voice
rang out.

“Keep back, everybody! Maybe
one of the killers is waiting in there!
He might have got Miss Randall an’
be lyin’low! 1’ll go ahead!Horter!
Take this gun an’ cover the back! If
I only knew where he went, | had a
Detective Brady out here lookin’ for
the killers! Maybe he’s in there
too!”

Brady was crawling slowly across
the cabin floor. He cursed under his
breath. Sure! Judd Worthin knetv
damn’ well he was in there ! Worth-
in’s only mistake was that he prob-
ably believed he had either killed
Brady or laid him out so cold he
could not possibly have learned any
of the truth.

That Miss Randall stuff? It cov-
ered the dark, little lady. And Dopey
Meggs had said that she was W orth-
in’s wife, and had been ordered
rubbed out after Worthin had dis-
covered Dela Deming had a fortune
coming.

But Dopey Meggs was dead.
How could Brady prove the truth?

Brady heard Judd Worthin open-
ing the cabin door slowly. Brady
had reached the inert figure of the
murdered woman. She was as dead
as she could ever be. A slug had
split her heart. Virtually all of her
blood had drained out

The low burning log in the fire-
place cast a vague light. Brady was
crouched, tense, when Worthin’s
broad shoulders filled the space of
the cabin doorway.

In Brady’s mind was proof enough
of the killer. But suddenly he wanted

for himself that Killer who hired
other Killers, double crossed them,
employed a private detective to make
everything look good, double crossed
his wife, and was doubtless also
crossing up Lafe Horter on jewels'
already stolen from Dela Deming.

That was some score to settle.
And Brady’s proof was slight, if the
dead, little woman had been living
here as a “Miss Randall.”

The firelight flickered a little. And
then Brady saw the automatic in
Judd Worthin’s hand. That was
merely a pose, thought Brady.
Worthin expected no resistance, no
life inside the cabin.

Least of all did Judd Worthin ex-
pect to see the little woman who had
been his wife sit up suddenly in the
firelight, reaching out her white
hands, as if imploring him to help
her.

And with that movement of the
woman’s body, there was a low,
husky whisper, just as Brady had
heard this woman speak over the
phone.

“Judd—darling—you’ve come in
time—"

Judd Worthin’s low curse, the in-
stinctive action were exactly as Brady
had judged they would be. On his
oath, Worthin shouted, to cover his
wife’s supposed voice, and he cut
loose with the automatic.

Brady could almost feel the thud-
ding of two slugs into the woman’s
corpse. Then Brady was on his
feet. He lunged on silent feet
through the darkness at the side of
the room. His .38 smashed down
upon Worthin’s wrist and snapped it.
His ripping left landed upon Worth-
in’s big chin, driving him to his heels.

Then Brady pivoted, slashing the
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.38 across Worthin’s face.
went to the floor together.

Even then, Judd Worthin was
quick-witted, smart. He gasped out
a few words as he fell.

“Good God! | shot—Miss Ran-
dall—hy mistake! 1—7

Brady made a good job of rough
dental work on Worthin’s nice, even
teeth then, stopping his speech.

They

ME  guests were fleeing.
Women screamed. Judd
Worthin was out. Those who

imagined Joe Brady must be the
killer let him go. That way, Brady
reached the rear of the cabin.

He pinned the ratty Lafe Horter
to the log wall, pinching his throat.
In a few words he gave the slick
jewel fence no choice.

“In about half an hour you’ll be
spilling your story,” said Brady. “If
you change one comma from what
I've told you, that’ll make just one
more job for the fellow who juices
the hot seat.”

A few minutes later they were in
the room of Judd Worthin. A Ser-
geant Carter of the state police had
charge. Worthin repeated his story
the second time.

“It was dark inside the cabin, and
Miss Randall, who has been my sec-
retary for two years, was in the
darkness,” said Worthin. “I think
Detective Brady was confused and
fired by mistake. | thought he was
the killer, and 1’'m afraid | hit Miss
Randall’s body shooting at him.”

It sounded reasonable. Brady
was watching the white face of Dela
Deming. The girl’s breasts heaved
with her sharp breathing.

Brady spoke suddenly.

“Miss Deming, you will find your

stolen jewels behind the books over
there where Judd Worthin hid
them,” he said. “And Sergeant
Carter, the woman known as Miss
Randall was really Mrs. Judd
Worthin. She was alive, and plead-
ing with Worthin to help her when
he shot her twice. That’s why—"

Judd Worthin shouted a wild
oath. But Lafe Horter’s little eyes
looked at the Deming jewels. Then
Horter spoke up.

“So help me, | was hired by
Worthin to substitute some stones be-
longing to Miss Deming, but | can’t
stick with him in murder!” screeched
Horter. “He didn’t say he intended
to have his wife killed so he could
marry Miss Deming! 1 just learned
tonight he had hired two Kkillers to
rub out Miss Deming after he had
all of her money and a hundred
grand in rocks, but then he found out
about her other fortune—"

Brady’s left exploded in Worth-
in’s face as he jumped for Horter.

“An’ the hired killers didn’t kill
Worthin’s wife!” whined Horter.
“He blasted her himself, for | saw
her standing up, holding out her
hands in the cabin. 1 wouldn’t work
with any murderer, so help me!”

“1’m sure at least two slugs from
Worthin’ gun are in his wife’s body,
said Brady. “In lact, | know they
are, for he shot her while | was hold-
ing her in my arms. It seems that
Worthin hired Kkillers first to Kkill
Miss Deming, but when he found out
about her fortune and wanted to
switch the deal, he couldn’t get hold
of the killers in time to call them off.
They almost got Miss Deming, but
Nick Ladoni, out in the trunk of
Worthin’s car, happened to be in the
way of my .38.
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“That spoiled Worthin’s pro-
gram. He was merely hiring me as
a cover-up to try and prove later that
either Miss Deming or his wife was
killed by gunmen who were trying
to get him. It was a nice build-up,
but it never pays to hire killers. They
sometimes take pride in their work.”

ELA DEMING touched

Brady’s arm lightly. The last

of the house guests were leaving the
early American estate.

They were alone now in the room
from which Judd Worthin and Lafe
lloi ter had been removed.

“Joe, darling,” said the Deming
pretty. “I think I’ll need a guard
for my jewels when | get them back.
Would you—?”"

“| TALKED

“I’'m not looking for an heiress,
sweetheart,” said Brady gruffly. “If
you weren’t coming into a fortune,
we might get better acquainted. But
as it is—”

“Joe, honey, then it’s a deal,” she
said softly. *“You see, Joe, | had
that letter about a supposed fortune
written and mailed to me, making
sure Judd Worthin would find it. |
knew he had stolen my mother’s
jewelry, and | wanted to see what he
would do if he thought | -wes worth
a lot more money. So you see—"

“l see—and so Judd Worthin’s
wife is dead, he goes up for murder,
and you want me—"

He turned and walked away
abruptly. Otherwise, he was sure he
would have slapped her teeth in.

W

TH GOD”

(Yes, | Did—Actually and Literally)

and as a result of that little talk with God a
strange Power. came into my life, After 42
years  of horrible, dismal, S|cken|n? failure,
everything took on a brighter hue. Tt’s fasci-
rything took on a brighter h t’s f
nating to talk with God, and it can be done
very ‘easily once you learn the secret. And
whén you do—well—there will come into your
life the_same dynamic Power which came’into
mine. The shackles of defeat which bound me
for years went a-shimmering—and now— ?—
well; I am President of the News_ Review Pub-
I|sh|n|g Company, which corporation publishes
the argest circulating afternoon dall_¥ _in
North Idaho. | own the largest office building
in our City, | drive a Dbeautiful Cadillac
limousine. T own my own home which has a
lovely pipe-organ in it, and my family are
abundantly provided for after 1'm gone.” And
all this "has been made possible because

one day, ten years ago, | actually and liter-
ally( talked with God. .
ou, too, may experience that strange

mystical Power ‘which comes from talking

with God, and when you do,_if there is pov-
erty, unrest, unhappinéss, or ill-health in your
life, WeII—t'hls_same God-Power is able to do
for you what it did for me. No matter how
useléss or helpless your life seems to be—all
this can be changed. For this is not a human
Power I'm talking about—it’s a God-Power.
And there can be no limitations to the God-
Power, can there? Of course not. You prob-
ably would like to know how you, too ma
talk with.God, so that this same Power whic
brought me thesev\?ood things might come into
your life, too. Well—just "write a letter or
a_post-card to Dr. Frank B. Robinson, Dept.
45-M, Moscow, ldaho, and full particulars of
this strange Teaching will be sent to you free
of charge. But write now—while you are in
the modd. It only costs one cent to find out,
and this might easily be the most profitable
one cent you have ever spent. It may sound
unbelievable—but it’s true, or | wouldnt tell
ou_ it was.—Advt. Copyright, 1939, Frank

. Robinson.



The Frankie &

Theplace was run wide open, and the soldiers
loved it. Then one of them was found,
brutally murdered, and the two women who
were in charge knew that they must step care-
fully for a while or theyd be in trouble
greater than they could handle



Johnny

RANKIE and Johnny’s

Place was about as rough

a spot as 1°d ever been in,

and it had Harry Shore-

ham’s eyes bugging right

out of his head. He couldn’t under-

stand how the law would let a place
like that operate and he said so.

Murder

“It’s places like this that are ruin-
ing our boys,” he told me. “Why,
it’s like something in those stories
you read about the Old West!”

I was getting a kick out of it. It
made me think of the old-time bar-
rel houses. They even had a profes-
sor at the piano, with the guy
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smoking a cigar out of the corner of
his mouth.

“The boys must like it,” | said.
“Nobody’s dragged any of ’em in
here. In fact, it looks as though some
of ’em are going to be dragged out.”

Two husky M. P.’s were standing
by one of the booths, and the lad in-
side seemed to be giving them an
argument. He had two girls with
him, with bum written over each,
and he was tighter than a tick.

He said: “G’way.”

One of the boys said: “Come on,
sonny.”

Sonny said: “G’way’”

One of the girls said: “Wha’s a
matter with you guys? Can’t a sol-
dier have any fun, without you come
bustin’ in and spoilin’ it?”

The M. P. didn’t waste any time.
Pie wasn’t rough but he was firm. He
picked the girl up and dragged her
out, without saying a word. He got
sonny on the next haul—and had to
hold him up when he got him in the
clear.

T1IHEM the three of them sailed

out, with sonny in the middle.
With sonny’s feet dragging, and with
his head lolling over one shoulder.

Harry Shoreham said: “Disgrace-
ful!”

| said: “It was a nice piece of po-
licing, There was no noise and no
fuss. They’ll take the kid back to
camp and let him sleep it off. They
won’t even charge him, unless he gets
so tough they have to. That was
nice work.”

“These boys shouldn’t be allowed
in a place like this.”

“How would you keep ’em out?
It’s their money they’re spending.
All that can be done is look after

them, the way that was done.”

“Itisn’t right.”

I gave him more argument and
then he gave me a clincher. And |
didn’t have another word to say.
And what was worse, he gave it to
me in a sad way.

“If it wasn’t for this place,” he
said, “my brother George would be
alive today.”

And that stopped me, because his
brother, or rather half-brother,
George, had been found behind the
place four days before then. Just at
daylight. His head had been
smashed in and he’d been rolled.
He’d been drinking and he’d been
flashing money and he’d been with
one of the little tramps that hung
around the place for what she could
get. At least that was the story that
came back to his people—and with it
the information from the local police
that they were stuck on the thing.
Which was why the family hired me
to look into it.

I just figured young George had
been playing Stork Club in the wrong
kind of joint.

RIG HT after the bouncing we met
both Frankie and Johnny.
Johnny was a big blond wench, pos-
sibly thirty, and still good-looking if
you like the husky type.

| do.

Frankie was little and slim and
dark. About the same age. Still
pretty, if you like ’em fast and
snappy.

I like that kind, too.

They came over and slid in the
booth across from us and introduced
themselves as if they were a sister
act. The old “lI 'm Frankie”—*“I’m
Johnny” business. Two wise heads, |
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figured. Then Frankie waved a hand
around and baited for a rise.

“Howja like it?” she asked.

Harry  Shoreham  stammered
something about it being nice, but he
didn’t mean it. | said the same and
did.

I wasn’t lying, either.

The place was about sixty feet
long and half that wide. The back of
it was all bar, even if all that could
be sold legally was beer. Booths
lined all the sides, except for a little
notch where the piano player held
forth. The middle was all dance
floor, if what the boys and girls were
doing out there could be called danc-
ing. The bar was three deep; all the
booths were filled; and the overflow
was out on the floor cutting up
didoes.

All in all, the place was making
nothing but money—and | could
understand -why the girls were proud
of the joint. It couldn’t be classed as
a nice place in any way—but it was
certainly interesting. | could see
where a man need never have a dull
moment in the spot.

Then Frankie got down to busi-
ness. She seemed to be the spokes-
man for the pair. She waved the card
I’d sent her by the waitress, and
started in.

“You’re a snoop, eh? Looking
into that soldier boy thing, eh?
From his folks, eh?”

| said: “Right on all counts. This
is his brother Harry.”

Shoreham said he was glad to
meet the girls. Fie didn’t act or
sound that way, though, and the girls
caught it fast but let it go.

“The cops checked into it,”
Frankie told me. “They got Doll
Higgins, the girl that was with him,

down at the pokey right now. Only
one of the boys happened to stop by,
and he told me they was going to
turn her loose tonight. He said there
was nothing against her, but that
they had to hold somebody to make
it look as if they was doing some-
thing. You know how these—cops
are.”

| said | knew how the— cops were
and she got red in the face and said:
“Excuse me! For a minute | forgot
you was one.”

T TOLD her | didn’t take it seri-

ously, and that got a laugh out of
both of them. Shoreham looked
pained, but | didn’t expect him to go
along with the kind of talk you get in
that kind of spot. Then | told them
what | wanted and they agreed to
play ball with me. And then they
left, with Frankie beckoning me out
of the booth for a private word.

“1 can’t talk in front of that
frozen-faced jerk,” she said. “Look!
Send him back where he belongs and
stick around. Doll will head for here,
the minute they open the door for
her, and you can see her. Maybe
you can get a line on something.”

| said that was an idea and went
back to Shoreham. We’d driven in
late—just had picked a hotel and
registered and gone right out to
Frankie and Johnny’s Place, and |
didn’t know whether he could find
his way back.

| said: “You take the car and go
on to the hotel. I’ll get back some
way. D ’ya think you can find it?”

“l go back down the beach road
until I hit Iris Avenue,” he said. “I
turn right there, until 1 hit Market.
Then right up Market to the hotel.
That right?”
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“Right”

“I’ve got a good memory. | re-
member how Ae came out here.”

I said that was fine and he left.
Then both Frankie and Johnny came
over, this time with a bottle of whis-
key they were careful to keep out of
sight.

This was to pass the time while we
waited for Doll Higgins.

Y CLIENT’S boy had been in
the army as a private soldier.
He had been cafe society before
then, but he’d enlisted like so many
young fellows did, right after Pearl
Harbor. It was a surprise to every-
one, because he definitely wasn’t the
type. He was the kind that wasn’t
happy unless he was in the roto-
gravures each Sunday, and each Sun-
day he w'anted to be shown with a
different young belle.

And | give him credit ... he got
the different young belles in no un-
certain fashion.

Lie’s had a private income from
money his mother had left him . ..
all he had to do tvas get along on a
lousy little four thousand dollar a
month income from it. At that, he
barely managed to make it last the
month out—he was a fast man with
a dollar. I didn’t know him and now
I never would, but I had him picked
for a rich young heel, and nothing
I’d found out about him made me
alter the opinion.

That last was the only thing |
didn’t tell Frankie and Johnny. |
gave ’em the rest of the set-up
straight.

| said: “You can see how it is,
girls. The folks have money and lots
of it. They’ve got influence— enough
of it even to reach down here. If

this is cleaned up and the guilty party
or parties caught, they’ll forget
about you. If it isn’t, they’re going
to get up on their hind legs and de-
mand something done about the
place where little George was
killed.”

>And you’ll go along with em on
it,” said Frankie. “The first thing
you see that’s off-side, then there we
go. Thatit?”

“Now, Frankie,” said Johnny.
“You can see Drake’s not that kind
of fella. He wants who done the kid
in. Even | can see that, and 1’'m not
smart.”

“That’sright,” I said.

Frankie said: “Well, here’s Doll
Higgins.”

LOOKED at the girl com-

ing in the door and saw

she was far from alone.

She had two men with her

and she was carrying a
load that wasn’t groceries. Plainly
Doll had stopped somewhere, after
being discharged from the city jail,
and plainly she’d tried to rvear out
her drinking elbow. Frankie called
out something to her and she started
to stagger our way and then I looked
over the two boy friends.

The first was as big as a small
house. He looked as though some-
body would have to tell him when to
come in out of the rain. He had a
wide blank stare and seemed tc fancy
himself as a sort of Tarzan because
he came across the dance floor in a
straight line, elbowing everybody out
of his way.

The other boy was thin and blond
and wicked looking. | figured that if
he was carrying a gun it would be in
a hip pocket . . . there was no bulge
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under his arm nor around his waist-
band . . . and his clothes fitted him

so fast that a gun would have shown,
On second thought I decided he’d
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be the kind that would use a shiv,
and that he was carrying it in his left
coat sleeve.

This because he favored that arm
—keeping it close to him and tipped
a bit. If he wasn’t carrying the per-
centage in that sleeve, | hadn’t
learned a thing in all my time
around.

I had time to ask Frankie: “The
little guy tough?” and to hear her
say: “Just plenty!” and then they
were with us.

Doll Higgins goggled at me when
Frankie introduced me. She could
still walk, but I figured two more
drinks would put an end to that. The
big guy’s name was Hennessy, and
he was about half that way. Just
drunk enough to think he was tough.
He scowled at me and started the
party.

“Who’re you?” he asked.

“Name’s Sam Drake,” | told him.

“What you want?”

“Nothing from you.”

“Ho ! Smart guy, hunh ?”

His friend said: “Ah shut up,
Three Star. The guy ain’t bothering
you any.”

“1 don’t like his looks,” said Hen-
nessy, leaning back and glowering at
me. “I don’t like his looks. He bet-
ter not diddle around with me or, I’ll
change ’em for him.”

Frankie motioned to me not to
take it up and introduced the thin
one. His name was Mickey Sims,
and unless | was wrong, he had me
tagged as a cop that second. He had
that watchful waiting air, right from
the start.

So | gave ’em the rough hustle
fast.

“You guys get on your way,” |
said. “I want to talk to Doll. When

I’'m through talking, you can come
back.”

Hennessy got to his feet just roar-
ing. “Why you ... !” he started,
and then | stopped it. “Get out,” |
said. “All I’ve got to do is open my
mouth and 1’1l have half a dozen
M. P.'s over here. Then all I've got
to say is that | think you two are the
guys that killed George Shoreham.
Get it?”

“You dirty --------- I” said Sims.
“You can’t lay that on us.”

“By the time you explain that
you’re in the clear to the Army,
Mister,” | said, “the Army’ll have
you in pieces all over the floor.
George Shoreham may not have
been such a wonder in the Army, but
he was in it. The boys don’t like
what happened to him, and they’ll
work you over first and talk about it
later. Catch wise?”

He said: “Come on, Three Star.”

HYHE Higgins girl sobered up a lot
® with the first words | said to her,
and she kept on going that direction
the more | talked.

I said: “Look, sister, 1’'m a cop.
I’m down here to hang this Shore-
ham killing on you. You tolled the
kid here when you saw he had a
bankroll, and you spotted him for
your boy friends. 1’'m not local— I’'m
not interested in what the local boys
do down here. I’'m working for the
dead guy’s folks, and they’ve got
money to throw away. They’ve got
enough to put you away for life, if
they want to go to bat on it.”.

She said: “Honest, Mister, |
didn’t have anything to do with
that. Neither did Mickey or Hen-
nessy.”

“Were they here?”
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“Why . ..ugh...why, yes.”

I said: “It’s all over but the trial.
It’ll surprise you what a lot of money
can do when it comes to digging up
evidence.”

It was just conversation but I fig-
ured the timing was right. She’d cer-
tainly been pushed around by the
local cops before being let out of jail.
You can trust small-town cops to
work over a gal when she’s in a spot
like this kid was. | figured they’d
thrown a scare into her already, and
that all 1°d have to do was carry on
with it. She’d think she was clear,
once she was out of jail, and then to
have more of the same pitched at her
before she had a chance to rest,
might do the trick.

And it did. She began to cry, and
a lot of the soldier and sailor boys
dancing by began to give me dirty
looks. One of them even stopped
and asked the gal if | was annoying
her, but went away when he decided
she had a crying jag.

“Did you know George?” she
asked.

“No.”

“He was nuts,” said Doll.

“He was still murdered.”

“Mickey didn’t do it. Look, Mr.
Drake.”

“Sam’s the name.”

“I can’t talk to you here. | can’t
talk to you when Mickey and Hen-
nessy are watching.”

They were watching us, too.
Standing by the bar and never taking
their eyes from us.

“Well?” | asked.

“Now look! I live in an auto
court. The White Pines Auto Court.
Know where it is?T

“I can find it.”

“Come there. Say about two

o’clock. Mickey and Three Star will
have gone, by then, and I can talk.”

“Okay.”

“Honest, Mr. Drake ... | mean,
Sam . . . this thing’s got me down.
The cops are raising hell with me.
The chief told me he was going to
give me a floater out of town, and |
got no place to go. I ... | been play-
ing around some with Mickey, see,
and that makes it bad, too. I'm
afraid of Mickey. | don’t know what

to do. | just got in the middle on
this thing.”

I waved at Mickey and his Hen-
nessy pal and stood up. “I’ll see you

at two,” | said. “You better sober
up before then—it don’t do any good
to talk to a drunken woman.”

She said: “My cabin number’s
eleven.”

TARANKIE and Johnny lived out

behind their place in a trailer. |
found that out and found that about
half the workmen in the section lived
that way. No accommodations, be-
tween all the extra defense work and
with the Army and Navy there in
force as well. And I’ll say that a
trailer, when it’s fixed up, isn’t a bad
place at all to live.

The girls had a big one, and it was
fitted up with half as a bedroom and
the other half as a sort of sitting
room, A sort of bar sitting room, if
there’s such a thing.

The three of us sat there, with
first one of the girl’s leaving to check
business in the place and then the
other. We were interrupted three
times as well, when one of the help
would come over and tell us there
was an argument, and then both
girls would leave and take care of
the situation.
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Between the M. P.s and the
bouncer the house hired, trouble
never got far. Finally, along about
eleven, they said to hell with it and
Johnny brought back her boy friend,
a big guy named Jerry Thomas.
Jerry, | gathered, was a steamfitter
and not a professional ladies’ man.
And he knew all about what | was
there for—had been in the place the
night George Shoreham had been
killed. He knew what Frankie and
Johnny wEre facing on the mess as
well as they did—and so | spoke
right out in meeting.

WERE evenly divided on

Doll Higgins. Both girls said

she was a bum in spades and both

Jerry Thomas and | thought the

cops were giving her the business be-

cause she was handy. We took the

stand that she was being abused—

and the girls took the stand she de-
served abuse.

| told them nothing about my two
o’clock date.

We were sitting there, all chummy,
all happy and bright and arguing
whether the Doll girl was a bum. |
had a highball glass in one hand and
a cigarette in the other, and the rest
of them wEre similarly laden.

And then the door opened and a
man walked in behind as big a gun as
I’ve ever seen in my life.

“Stand up !” he said.

We stood up. Holding to what
we had in our hands. Not a chance
in the world to go for a gun,

Another one followed the gunman
in, another gunman. This one was
holding a mail-order pistol as if he
was afraid of it. The first man was
tall and thin, with a mean-looking
squint and with a nose that had been

broken and badly set. It was humped
like the back of a camel. The second
boy was pocked and his cheekbones
and eyebrows were too thick. An ex-
pug, without the shadow of a doubt.
He was short and thick, and even fig-
uring the extra weight he’d probably
put on when he broke training, |
thought he’d fought at least as a
welter. A good-sized man.

Jerry Thomas growled: “Wha’s
this? A hold-up?”

Frankie said: “You dopes! The
dough ain’t here. We don’t take off
the damper until we put the place to
bed, and then it goes down to the
night bank with twb special cops. We
been held up before.”

“Shut up !” said the first man.

“Yeah, shut up!” said his ex-pug
pal.

“All you turn around,” said the
first.

We all turned around, still balanc-
ing the drinks and the cigarettes.
There was nothing else to do, believe
it.

HE ex-pug came in close
and patted us over. He
took some money from
Jerry  Thomas, some
money and my gun from
me, and he got a giggle from
Frankie, when he patted her more
than he needed to.
She said: “Aw, quit.”
“Shut up!” he said.

“Fresh!”

“Now you shut up.”

“Then quit. You don’t have to
pinch.”

He was partly behind her and at
her side. Also at my side, but level
with me. | weaved a little, as if |
was a little in the bag, and the tall
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one that acted as if he knew what a | said: “Sure! I’'m standing quiet.”
gun was all about told me to stand And then to catch my balance |
quiet. He was behind me, of course; put a foot out and managed to come
all 1 could hear was his voice. down on the ex-pug’s instep.
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He howled and dropped the gun
he’d taken from me, as well as the
money he’d taken from both Thomas
and me. | had my weight on my
foot, and it must have hurt him
plenty. He snarled something then
and stepped back, raising his damn’
cheap gun to swing at me, and the
thin partner said:

“No, Ike!”

Ike stopped. It was plain that the
thin one wore the pants.

“You ain’t going to get rich that
way,” Frankie said to lke. “You
can’t put money by if you throw it on
the floor.”

“Dirty------- I” 1ke told her.

The thin one said: “This is for
you, Drake—it’s no heist. Get out.
You’re not wanted. We’ll handle our
stuff down here. We don’t want any
outside talent horning in.”

I said: “Mickey Sims got to you
fast.”

“To hell with you. Pick up his
gun, lke. Now, Drake, you stay
here. Don’t stick your puss out the
door, or I'll take a shot at it.”

“You’re the doctor,” | said.

Ike picked up my gun and they
backed out. Then Frankie said:
“Well, I’ll be damned!”

| said: “I got to go now.”

It was a little after twelve then.

Frankie said: “You can’t do any
good for yourself this late at night.
Stick around; the party’s just getting
rough.”

“I’ve got to go.”

“Now look, Sam-," she said. “You
even haven’t got a gun to work with.
Let it go for tonight. You and I can
have fun—Johnny’s got a boy friend
and that makes us evened up, don’t
it?”

| said: “l’ve got to go back to the

hotel and pick up my spare gun. |
want to do it in a hurry, too.”

“In that case I’ll call a cab,” she
sighed. “Just promise me one thing.”

“Sure.”

“That you’ll come back when this
is over. That’s all.”

“Sure.”

“You and |I’ve got some unfinished
business.”

“Sure, hon.”

“I've got an investment in you.”

“l don’t get that one.”

“You dope,” she said. “Haven’t
you got about five bucks worth of
my liquor in you? I’m not putting
out for nothing, dearie.”

| told her 1’d try to make good on
what | owed.

TTARRY SHOREHAM wasn’t in

the room, but | wasn’t sur-
prised. He’d been giving every girl
we’d seen the bad eye, and | figured
he was out doing the tom-cat act. He
was a fool for women and whiskey,
just like his half brother had been—
and 1’d known it from the first hour
with him. | got my spare gun from
my hag and put it in its dip and then
went back to the waiting cab.

And had the cab let me off a full
block from the White Pines Auto
Court. | made the block in the
shadow, circling around number
eleven, but outside of a little light
drifting out from behind a drawn
shade, | didn’t see a thing.

So | knocked and Doll Higgins let
me in. She’d been crying, and either
that or the jam she was in had
sobered her completely.

m ducked inside the door so |
wouldn’t be outlined and she looked
at me as if | w'ere crazy.

“What’s the matter?” she asked.
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I told her—told her what had
happened at Frankie and Johnny’s.

She said: “Mickey didn’t have a
thing to do with that. If he wanted
you out, he’d have told you himself.
He isn’t tongue-tied.”

“He’s not laying himself wide

open, either. If he’d told me him-
self, that’s what he’d have been
doing.”

She said: “Sit down,” and mo-

tioned me to a ratty-looking couch.
She brought out whiskey and apolo-
gized for having no ice or soda, but I
told her I could go for it without a
chaser.

So could she, it seemed.

Then she said: “I’m going to give
it to you straight. Mickey’d beat the
hell out of me if he knew it, but it’s
our only out. If I don’t give you the
right of it, you’ll frame us. After
this warning business, | know damn’
well vou would.”

“1 don’t like that,” I said. “I’ll go
when | get ready, and you can tell
Mickey | said so. He didn’t take the
only gun in the world away from
me.”

“Now listen,” she said. “Mickey
sapped the kid, all right, but that’s
all he did. And that’s what he was
supposed to do.”

“Hunh I

“1’m giving it to you straight. Fie
and Three Star were supposed to do
it. It was all arranged.”

“Who by?”

“By the kid, of course. Mickey’s
going to beat hell out of me for tell-
ing you, but I’'m going to tell, any-
way. I’'m not going to have you
pushing me around on top of the
cops pushing me around. It’s just too
much it’s driving me crazy and |
can’t stand it.”

TYETWEEN being afraid of
H Mickey and being afraid of the
cops and being afraid of me she was
getting jittery. | put my arm around
her to calm her down and it was no
hardship at all. She was a chubby
little wench, not over twenty, and
while she was as hard-boiled as they
come, she didn’t look it. She had a
round baby-face that went just line
with her round little figure, and the
combination wasn’t hard to take.

“Nobody’s going to push you
around, honey,” | said. “At least if
anybody does, it’ll be me, and you
won’t mind it so much.”

She put her head down against my
shoulder and kept on talking from
there.

“This George Shoreham was
goofy,” she said. “Fie always had a
lot of dough, and all he could think
about was getting his name in the
papers. That’s why he enlisted—all
the talk about a rich man joining up
as a private when he could have
waited and tried for a commission.
You know how he was?”

“I’ve heard.”

“A publicity hound, that’s what he
was. Well, after he got in, the
papers forgot him. He couldn’t
stand it— it was driving him nuts. So
he got me to introduce him to
Mickey and Three Star. | was just
playing him before then, sec. He
didn’t know | was really going with
Mickey. Then he asked Mickey to
tunk him on the head, easy, so he
could go to the cops and claim he’d
been knocked out and robbed. It
would have put him back in the
papers. It would have reminded
them of him again.”

“Sounds crazy.”

She sighed and nestled closer and
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said: “I know it. But it’s straight.
He was going to tell the cops that he
got rolled for almost three grand,
but all he had on him was two hun-
dred and something. Mickey and
Three Star were to keep that for
clunking him.”

“Go on.”

“Well, they did. Mickey sapped
him and rolled him and then he and
Three Star came back inside. By and
by, when the kid didn’t show up,
they went outside to see how he was
making out. Just out of kindness,
you might say. And there he was
for good. Some had taken a
piecelof pipe that was there and had
just knocked his head in with it.”

“Mickey probably sapped him too
hard.”

She said indignantly: “Mickey
don’t sap ’em too hard. He’s an
artist with that sap, Sam, and | don’t
mean perhaps. No sir! He left him
there with a little bump on the jaw
and he went back and found him
with his head smashed in. Why
should he lie to me?”

"DY THIS time she was almost in

my lap and getting closer every
minute. | could see her angle—she
was trying to make friends with me
in the best way she could. So I let
her cuddle and thought it over. Her
story was so dizzy it made sense. If
Mickey Sims had killed the kid, he
certainly wouldn’t have been admit-
ting to her that he’d sapped him.
He’d have claimed he’d changed his
mind about going through with the
proposition. And there was no rea-
son for him sending anybody to me
with a warning to get out of town.
He was able to do that himself, if |
was any judge. 4

And his "muscle, big ITennessy,
would have done it if Sims hadn’t
wanted to. ITennessy was stupid
enough to warn the chief-of-police
out, if Sims had told him to do it.

It boiled down to the old, old rea-
son. Murder for gain was the only
motive that would stand up, and
Sims and ITennessy couldn’t gain a
thing by that particular murder. All
they could get was what was in the
guy’s pockets and they’d taken that.
There was no reason for them to kill
him and every reason why they
shouldn’t.

I said: “Well, thanks, Doll. 1’ll
go now. I’ve got to send a night
letter.”

She moved in closer and said: “A
day letter would get there just about
as fast. Look, Sam, I'm scared.
After it’s over, Ill be all right but
I’m scared now. Mickey’ll beat hell
out of me if he should come around.”

I said: “I’ll look after you.”

ARRY SHOREHAM
was just coming in
when | got back to the
hotel after sending my
day letter. He came in a

little drunk, with the cat-that-ate-the-
canary expression and he must have
caught the same look on my face.

“You had a time for yourself,
too,” he said.

“Sort of,” | told him.

“This is a swell town. A man can
get out here and play around with-
out running into a lot of people that
you know.”

“Where’d you go?”

He winked and said: “The Regent
Hotel.”

It was a tip-off. If he’d been a
rounder, he could have dug up a
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joint like that in no time at all, but
he was a nice boy. Or supposed to be
one, anyway. Nice boys can’t put
their nice little fingers on the hot
spots, not like that. | watched him
go to bed and then went out and
down to the station, and | caught the
chief just going into his office. And
introduced myself and told him what
I wanted.

“It’ll be at the Regent Hotel,” 1
said. “l want a thin, mean-looking
bird with a squint. 1 don’t know his
name, but he’s a pal of a plug-ugly
named lke. This lke’s an ex-fighter.
| can identify ’em, all right, but I
don’t want to go along with the raid
if | can keep from it.”

The chief asked why not and
pointed out, very reasonably, that |
was the one making the charge and
therefore should be sure the cops
picked up the right parties.

| said: “There’ll be some noise
and some confusion and somebody
might see me. | might have been
pointed out, anything like that. |
can’t take a chance on having the
guy | really want tipped off. | want
to pick him last.”

The chief shrugged and said it
was always a pleasure to pick up Ike
Mors and Pinky Innis, which was
who the thin man would be. He said
they picked up that pair at least once
a month, but never could hold them
long enough to do anybody any good.
That the two of them were hood-
lums but that proving they were was
a tough thing to do.

I said: “Well, you’ll have ’em out
of your hair from here on now,” and
went back to the telegraph office.

And there it was—the only an-
swer to the whole thing.

I didn’t even bother to go back to

the station, but picked a beat man to
go along with me and make the
arrest.

Harry Shoreham was flat on his
back and snoring and the first he
knew about the thing was when | got
him by an ankle and yanked him out
on the floor. Ide woke up and the
cop told him, very properly.

“You’re under arrest for murder,
Mister,” he said.

Plarry goggled at me.
this?”

| said: “The officer is right. The
two boys you hired to kill your half
brother arc down at the station.”

“Wha’s

npHAT was all there was to it. The

answer was there, right from the
start. George, the boy that had been
murdered, had money left to him
from his mother. A lot of it. He
naturally wouldn’t leave it to his
dad, who didn’t need it. His old
man had dollars where he had dimes.
He could have given it to some
stranger, but that didn’t make sense.
He’d leave it to some of the family
. . . and if it wasn’t his father it
would be his half-brother or his step-
mother.

Ple’d split it between them, it so
happened. Plis half-brother Harry
followed him down to where he was
stationed and learned about the
cliz'y kid’s publicity idea. Of how
the kid was going to let himself be
knocked out and robbed, to get back
in the papers. The kid would be
proud of the idea and would brag
about it. Harry just hired lke Mors
and Pinky Innis to carry on from the
fake knockout and robbery, and
there he was with a fortune in his
hand.

(Continued on page 125)



By
LARRY

DUNN

RADIORD held the rim
of the thin wine glass
tight against the wall. Its
long-stemmed base was
pressed to his ear. That
way it was as efficient as a stetho-

scope applied to a man’s breast.
76

Stic was breathing,

he could see, but

she would be out
for some time.



SHE LOVED
TO MURDER

Only Bradford wasn’t listening to
the kind of heart murmur that would
interest a doctor. He could hear
distinctly the low voices of the girl
and the man in the adjoining room.
The conversation had to do with
non-physical “heart murmurs.”

Bill Bradford was a lot of hard
muscle and bone to be listed profes-
sionally as a “love detective.” That
was his own rating, however, and it
paid off. Former pals, still in the
newspaper police reporting game,
referred to it as snooping.

“How’s the Snoop today?” was
a common salutation that should

have burned Bradford, for he was
anything but a divorce dick.

Brad could afford to grin and take
it. He felt he was doing a lot of
good in the world.

Cautious Pops and Moms came to
him. Fie checked up for them on
dubious suitors for their wandering
daughters. Moms of glamor girls
(they hoped) were his steadiest and
best paying clients.

Back to the vine glass heart-detec-
tor. Bradford pulled it away quick-

77
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ly. His scowl cut a furrow between
his gray eyes. June Lake, the golden
pretty in the adjoining room, seemed
to be establishing definitely that she
was all-out all ways for Clyde Win-
ton.

The murmurs he had heard ap-
peared to prove that all was very
cozy between the little gal and the
prematurely (perhaps) bald-headed
Big Shot from down the coast. This
being so, it was an easy grand, plus
expenses, for Brad.

“Now, darling, or any time—you
don’t have to wait—you make it
seem as if | didn’t trust you, even
bringing it up—"

That had been little June’s mur-
mur, cooing through the wine glass
detector. (Try it some time.)

“I will then—you’ll never know
how damn’ much it means—we will
be married, honey—just a little time
first to get the family out of the no-
tion of having a daughter who
doesn’t rate the Blue Book.”

Clyde Winton’s low-pitched, emo-
tional voice said that. Brad had al-
ways disliked men with emotional
voices. He discovered now that he
had been disliking Winton more and
more during the pasi two weeks.

Sure, Winton was his client.
There had to be a check-up to sat-
isfy the snobbish Wintons that little
June Lake hadn’t somehow been
spawned through the mating of some
convict with a careless lady of the
streets. The worst Bradford had
found wgs that June’s immediate an-
cestors had soaked their shirts with
sweat by working for their living,
which was almost as bad, but could
be forgiven or at least partly for-
gotten. Especially since June Lake
rated half a million.

Anyway, June Lake had come
here to the small, obscure hotel to
meet Clyde Winton for a final under-
standing. Winton had put it that
way. Bradford had arranged it.

A ND now big Bill Bradford was

suddenly as sick as all hell
about it. He had taken an adjoin-
ing room to convince himself this
was the real McCoy on June’s part
lor Clyde Winton. Neither June nor
Winton knew that Bradford had en-
gaged this “listening” room for him-
self.

For somewhere along the line,
since he had taken this case, Brad-
ford had been learning something
about himself. He had found out
that one love detective, commonly
known as the Snoop, had halfway
set himself to double-cross a legiti-
mate client. Only June Lake’s
dough blocked him. He didn’t want
any part of it.

Exactly a Aveek ago, having been
frequently with June Lake simply as
a man she had met at the beach,
Bradford had discovered he was all
the way up to his over-sized ears in
love with the little girl.

And but two days before this time
and minute, along had come golden
opportunity and deadly temptation
to put the kibosh on the planned
June Lake and Clyde Winton alli-
ance. Learning of his connection
with Winton, another pretty, of a
sleeker and much more experienced
type than little June, had sought him
out.

Putting it straight, she had propo-
sitioned him on a little side play in-
volving Winton, the Big Shot.

Maryland (Merry) Arnold had
come right out with an unblushing
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true confession. It seemed, as she
had told it, the cautious Clyde of the
so circumspect and stuffed shirt
Wintons, was looking forward,
hopefully, to a future double life.
June for her dough. Merry for the
polly old hell of it.

“June Lake’s the kind of a doll
he can put on the family sideboard,”
was Merry Arnold’s story to Brad-
ford. “But he hasn’t any idea of
tossing away such an old and close
friend as myself. Now I’m not one
to toy with the idea of slitting little
June’s lovely, white throat, and I
want her to be happy.”

That was the way Merry Arnold
had put it up to Bradford. And he
had figured how nice it would be to
have all of this spilled to June Lake.
All to the good, the way his own
emotions were running away with
any conscientious scruples he might
have had.

But the way had been made
smoother for him than that. Practi-
cal Merry Arnold, it seemed, always
looked out for herself.

“It’s been a nice show with Win-
ton while it lasted,” she had said.
“But with his darling June for home
and family consumption, dear Clyde
hasn’t the slightest intention of
brushing off his good and faithful
Merry. Nor does he mean to be
brushed off, wedding bells or what-
ever. And there’s another little man
with a little million or more who
wants to put a ring on little Merry’s
finger, having no idea of her little
affair with Winton.”

Then Bill Bradford had more
dian bent the old ear. For in order
to free herself, Merry Arnold had,
wisely or unwisely, decided that she
must make it clear to Clyde Winton

that he was not unique in being a
man, or in her life. Bradford could
act as “the other man.”

“Five nice, new centuries for put-
ting on the act, Bradford,” had been
Merry’s out-and-out proposal. “It’s
not outside your line as a love de-
tective, and it adds to the old in-
come. Little June gets her Clyde,
mad as hell after he discovers, as
he’ll think, that I’m two-timing him,
but free and clear of all encum-
brances so far as I’m concerned.”

To be sure, considered Bradford,
the clever Merry might have parsed
up the proposition and her little
story, if she could have known the
off trick his own heart had played
him with June Lake.

But what the hell? Five centuries
added to half a grand. And it might
so happen he could pull a wholly
unexpected rabbit out of this double-
crossing bag of tricks. Then again,
his conscience had got him cold.

If June Lake really was all-out
that way for Winton, it was his duty
to see that Merry Arnold cleared
out of Winton’s life. This at least
would give the little girl that much
of a break when a Winton wedding
ring insured her future.

Well, big Bill Bradford had been
juggling the thought of what best to
do. And it had come right down to
convincing himself that June Lake
was one hundred per cent for the
bald-headed scion of sin who hap-
pened to be his client.

TTE HAD that assurance now. He

wished to hell he hadn’t pulled
the old wine glass trick of listening
in on the adjoining room. He judged
it would be smart to fade out now;
then, meet Clyde Winton later for
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the final settlement of his fee and
expenses.

His long fingers crushed the de-
tecting wine glass. He failed to feel
the pain when the glass cut his hand.
His imagination was too vivid con-
cerning the finale of the little scene
of meeting for last arrangements, he
had planned at Winton’s request.

He was burning over Winton’s
saying it would take a little time to
accustom his family to the idea of
his marrying June Lake.

“I’'m nuts!” he muttered savagely.
“June's fixed up nicely. 1’ll collect
the Winton fee, four centuries for
expenses, and give Merry Arnold a
break for the half a grand she wants
to toss away. It’ll be worth playing
it that way all free-for nothing, just
to see Clyde Winton when he imag-
ines | have been having fun with the
odier half of the double love life he
has framed for himself.”

Bradford was ready to leave, to
get out from under. He had with-
stood the tough temptation to put a
few wrong-tailed monkeys in the
June Lake family tree at the last
minute. He had certified the Lakes
as American Class A-l, which was
more than he could have done for
many of the split syllable names in
the current Blue Book.

“1’Il still have a clean record; Il
get rid of Winton’s friend Merry
for June; and June will never know
the kind of an ape she’s getting
along with a family,” he murmured.

Little June’s evidently unlimited
ardor for Winton made his decision
grim. He permitted the shattered
bits of wine glass to slip through his
relaxing fingers.

“Anyway, | haven’t double-
crossed my client,” he said softly.

“1’m really about to do June a favor
before | wipe the whole Like-Win-
ton case off the books. Only I’m not
sure it won’t be pulling the double-X
on June herself.”

“TTrLIEN the one and only love

> ' sleuth’s alone, what does he
talk about?” murmured a husky,
mocking voice behind him. “And why
bust up a good wine glass just to
show how strong you are?”

“Nice gals always knock when
they walk into rooms,” said Brad-
ford, facing Merry Arnold.

“Good detectives, even for love,
are smart enough to lock their
doors,” and Merry yawned just*
enough to reveal a sweet, white V
that wasn’t exactly for victory, un-
der her rounded chin. “If you
haven't made up your mind, |’ve
come along to decide for you, Brad-
ford. I've been keeping the eyes
open, and the ears in tune, and my
darling- Winton has a golf reserva-
tion for the Pinelpa Hotel tonight.
I’'ve also learned that dear, little
June is going from here to visit with
an Uncle Bob and Aunt Della up
in the country as soon as they—as
soon as she leaves here. June and
I have become good friends without
her knowing too much.”

Bradford was bitter. He took in
Merry’s shapely person, and he de-
cided that Winton hadn’t been doing
so badly before he had met June
Lake. Not that he cared for her kind
of green eyes, or the burnished saf-
fron yellow hair the blonde Merry
had fluffed about her ears.

“You’re taking it for granted I’ll
play along, huh ?” he said.

“And what’s wrong about that,
Snoop?” she mocked, applying the
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name he hated. *“You’re honest.”
She slid into a chair and extended
one, curving leg until the nicely
rounded knee appeared. “Don’t you
owe it to June Lake to help me get
Winton out of my life? You’ve
checked on her for a price, but-
“Shut up!” said Bradford grimly.
“What I’'m doing will be for five
centuries, baby. | judge you have
some thought of the Pinelpa Hotel

It seemed impossible that she
could have such cat-like almost
brutal, strength.

as a trysting place, sweetheart? It
happens to rate too much on the up
and up to be pulling that kind of
double time. Any other ideas?”

Movement could be heard in the
adjoining room.

“It’s still the Pinelpa, Bradford,”
breathed Merry. “Don’t you get it?
Darling Winton will be tipped off.
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He will be put in the way of hearing
and seeing plenty, but he won’t dare
let out a squawk. Not at the Pin-
elpa. Not a Winton.” m

Bradford could see that angle. But
he had a thought for Merry herself.

“Did you think he might back-
fire?” said Bradford. “You sure he
would drop you cold, instead of
maybe leaving you cold and very
dead, Merry?”

Ider green eyes glittered. The
heaving of her bosom was something
worth watching, even if Brad didn’t
go for her type.

“Clyde Winton’s pride is bigger
than his heart or his soul,” she said.
“All he needs is to find out that he
isn’t all the aces there are. He would
go through hell rather than let any-
one know he had stubbed his toe
over a woman anywhere, at any
time. Isn’t that why he hired the
only known love detective to check
up on June Lake?”

Bradford saw that.
“What’s the setup then?”

“You breeze from here and get
going to Pinelpa,” she said. *“I will
come along later. Register under
your own name. Stay in your rooms
an hour. 1 have it all figured out.
Happy loving, Brad.”

Pie said,

IG BILL BRADFORD

could see the Pinelpa golf

links, the winding saddle

path, and one of the salt

water plunges in the white

moonlight. He had been waiting in
his fourth floor suite half an hour.

“Whose family tree you chopping

down now?” had been the greeting

of Enders, part owner and manager

of the million-dollar, swanky Pin-

elpa. “There’s always a big wedding

in the wind when you show up.”

Brad had grinned a little and said
nothing.  Scandal in the making
would have turned Enders gray-
headed.

Brad had been watching the
lighted driveway. Merry Arnold
had arrived a few minutes before.
Her coupe had been parked in the
big circle. Brad had not seen Merry,
but her light laugh as she spoke to
someone was unmistakable.

“In another few minutes I'm due
to become a total heel,” muttered
Brad. “Should back out while there’s
time. But what the glory hell? It’ll
be doing June Lake a favor.”

A big car swung into the drive-
way. Brad heard Clyde Winton’s
nasal, top-tone voice. He was di-
recting luggage unloaded. All with-
in hearing knew when the Winton’s
arrived.

“An’ take it right up to four-eight-
nine !”

Brad grunted and grinned to him-
self. Pie had four-eight-six, almost
across the corridor. Not that it mat-
tered. Very soon he tvas keeping a
date with a lady. Pie judged Merry
would have a suite. She was still
throwing Winton’s dough around,
he guessed.

Glancing from the window, he no-
ticed that a man w'alked over, pass-
ing by the parked cars. Moonlight
showed a bald dome, even four
floors down.

“If he’s seen Merry’s car?”
mused Brad. “But perhaps she in-
tended it that way. It’s well for
Bill Bradford, love dick, that he’s
a Winton, and THIS IS the Pin-
elpa.”

Lie expected a phone buzz any
time now. Instead, a discreet rap
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came on his door. Merry was there,
a blue raincoat around her. It was
partly drawn up, concealing her face.

“Switchboard girls are nosey,”
she said quickly. “I used the fire
stairs. Come to three-seven-nine in
five minutes. The stairs are best.
I’ll be waiting. A little later darling
Clyde will see you leave my suite
when he answers a mysterious call.”

“That’ll be just "fing” grunted
Brad. “And you?”

Merry smiled a little. Her mouth
was curved and sweet. Yet the lips
took on a sardonic twist.

“Dear Clyde will just have a
glimpse of me at my door, and that
will be all,” she said. “I’ll wager
another century he’ll not even men-
tion it to you later, or to me either.
That will be that.”

Brad had a brief glimpse of a
creamy white leg, a flash of a
rounded thigh, as Merry turned to
hurry back along the corridor. It
rather took his breath. If she were
to be seen like that here in the sacro-
sanct Pinelpa, Enders would die of
apoplexy.

Brad listened, waiting. He heard
Clyde Winton come up, enter his
room, his nasal voice intended to im-
press a bellhop. Winton’s door
closed. The bellhop went away.
The elevator whined-

OMING from the fire stairs door
on the third floor, Brad had the
sudden sense he was being watched.
It seemed that a dark shadow at the
end of the corridor had moved. He
kept on steadily, however, walking
directly toward the spot.
There was only a blowing dra-
pery, a French window partly open,
and a fire escape platform outside.

He saw no one on the platform.

“The old guilty flee and all that,”
he murmured. *“You’d think | was
really going to town with my paying
client.”

The corridor was empty. The
door of three-seven-nine opened im-
mediately. The parlor of the suite
appeared exotic under soft, yellow
lights. It made the golden saffron
hair of Merry seem more like a
halo.

“A golddigger’s halo,” muttered

Brad. “But the gal has something
at that.”
m Shades were tightly drawn.

Merry looked at Brad, a mocking
smile curving her lips. The V for
victory, not virtue, was more ex-
tended than in the afternoon.

“A love, detective should know the
answers,” said Merry huskily.
“Don’t tell me you are so purely
commercial you can’t like me a lit-
tle.”

Her arnfs dropped and the robe
serving as a negligee slid off her
rounded shoulders. Her head was
slightly tilted, and she smiled up at
Brad.

“Hell, Merry!” He grumped
with some effort. “Do we have to
put on a show behind the curtain.
This was to be a front stage act, re-
member?”

“1 guess you really don’t like me,”
sighed Merry, turning from him
with a provocative swaying of her
slender, white back.

Even a love detective is human.
Brad attempted to take his fasci-
nated gaze off the dainty, doll-like
figure. Merry didn’t seem nearly so
tall, and not at all as hardboiled as
he knew her to be, walking with a
little lift over to the mirror.
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Something gave Brad a sudden,
vague sense of danger. He had the
feeling of having seen some of the
things in this room before. He had
it now. The silken bathrobe Merry
had dropped in a heap on the floor.

The robe was the same as June
Lake had worn when he had first
met her at a beach swimming pooh
Well, it had to be a coincidence, but
it did look the same. He supposed
there were thousands of blue robes.

He was thinking of the shadow
he had suspected in the corridor.
Then Merry had turned back to him.
Again, for a fleeting second, her bur-
nished saffron hair reminded him of
June Lake.

“Dammitall! he grated. “I have
June on my mind. To be sure they
have the same color of hair, only
June’s is natural.”

One view in the mirror, the other
view being Merry herself, Brad had
to admit that Winton could not be
censored too much for wanting to
keep his double life. He was sure
that Merry had arranged for what
happened, that her toe had probably
pulled loose a connecting cord.

The room was plunged in dark-
ness, except for the moonlight at the
broad French windows. Merry gave
a husky, little cry. Then she was
in his arms.

“Brad, darling,
once,” she breathed softly-
show, isn’t it?”

Her parted lips were upon his
mouth. Her bare, warm arms en-
circled his neck. He tried to keep
thinking she was staging this whole
show. But even his effort to hang
onto the mercenary thought that she
might be playing to save herself five
centuries failed.

we only live
“It’s my

“Brad, please, I've been so un-
happy—"

That at least he could believe. His
arms wanted to comfort her even if
his cold, common sense still warned
him of some intangible danger. Then
his hands slipped along the slender,
back and her body quivered close to
him—

A minute, two minutes, it didn’t
matter.

Flis eyes were upon the white
moonlight against the broad, low
windows. This time, there could be
no mistake. The shadow he saw was
the outline of a man’s figure.

At the moment, Merry Arnold
was stretched lazily upon the divan
near the center of the room. As her
hands raised above her head in a re-
laxing gesture, her sigh of content-
ment was natural.

One hand struck from that posi-
tion over her head. It seemed im-
possible she could possess such cat-
like, almost brutal strength. It
might have been a heavy, metal ball
or some other weighty, hard object.

The smash between Brad’s eyes
was as if his skull had exploded from
the inside. He had been looking at
the human shadow against the
French window.

JyrOONLIGHT still flooded the

m French window. Seeping blood
was salty in big Bill Bradford’s
mouth. He must have been a full
minute coming to full consciousness.

The room was still in darkness.
Brad lay still, listening. He could
hear regular, deep breathing, a soft
sound as from a woman’s lips. It
was so close that when he reached
over, he touched bare, warm flesh,
and it was a rounded arm.
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“Merry?”

There was no response. Brad's
head whirled. His lips was split
when he put his hand to his salty
mouth. One eye stayed queerly shut,
and it was swollen.

"That’s for June,” he
said, and she went cold
under his fast punch.

Brad came to his leet. He was
too cautious to seek a light switch
at once. An oppressive feeling of
some other presence was heavy upon
him. It came to him that it hat
been Merry who had knocked him
out with some weapon or weight she
must have had ready in the divan.

His cigarette lighter clicked. He
shielded the light with his hands.
And hard, bitter oaths stopped just
inside his teeth.

“June?”
He was looking at June Lake’s
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golden hair and her delicate, oval
features. She lay upon the thick
softness of a brown, bearskin rug
beside, him.

The firm, young bosom arose and
fell with her steady, natural breath-
ing. The completeness of her sleep
bespoke some powerful sedative.
But when it came to explaining, that
would get only a skeptical laugh.

Brad could but guess how long
he had been out cold. He judged it
could have been but a short time.

“The damn’, no-good tramp!”
He had never been more bitter.
“Her next mcrve will be to have
someone, presumably Winton, come
to this room. By hell! That’s her
play. I’'m the prize sucker of the
century. She had no intention of giv-
ing up Winton, and all this is per-
fect—"

He was on his feet now, thinking
fast. A dread premonition came
with sharp recollection. There had
been someone outside that French
window on the fire escape platform.
Merry might have had an accom-
plice. Or—

A blazing thought came to him.

Could it have been Clyde Win-
ton? Had Winton seen Merry’s car
and have checked on her room. Or
had Winton seen him leave the
fourth floor?

Strange that Merry should wait
so long before creating some sort
of an alarm?

“I must get June out of here,” he
said grimly. “Damn’ that smart
Jezebel ! She had her asleep in the
bedroom all the time. Well, if | can
make down the fire escape—"”

He did not dare risk a light. Find-
ing the bedroom door, he groped his
way in, ready to use his cigarette

lighter as a flash. He stepped on
something soft, stumbled and half
fell.

HPHE coarse texture of cloth, short
hair, and a roughly bearded face
touched his seeking hands. There
was no breath, no pulse in the man.
Brad risked the lighter again.

By the hair, he knew' the man
probably had come from prison but
a short time before. He was free
now, his dead eyes staring without
sight. His clothes were rough, like
prison make.

But what held Brad longest were
the two imprints like thumb marks
and the bruised line around the
man’s thick throat. It seemed as if
the dead man had been strangled
from behind by some powerful
killer, who had pressed his thumbs
against his larynx.

Yet there was a cut and bleeding
contusion at the back of the head,
just above the neck line.

“A woman wouldn’t have had the
strength to choke him like that,” said
Brad quickly. “Or even to leave the
thumb marks after he had been
knocked out. Which may put Bill
Bradford right behind the well
known eight ball.”

Flis brain seemed to be tied in a
knot. Removing June Lake became
of first importance. He knew now
why there had not been an alarm,
or thought he did.

Perhaps Merry’s little game of
loving double-cross had not included
murder. That had come unexpect-
edly. Possibly then Merry had to be
smart enough to permit discovery to
be more casual than she had in-
tended. Merry, if guilty, must try to
build up an alibi.
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Or would she send Clyde Winton
in upon this as it was?

The telephone in the parlor sent
a chill through Brad. He risked a
full light briefly. The first thing
he saw was the blue bathrobe. He
was convinced now it belonged to
June. No doubt Merry had intended
to be seen briefly by Clyde Winton
in that robe.

He was aware now that some
other objects, some jewelry in the
parlor had been familiar. They had
belonged to June Lake.

The telephone kept buzzing insis-
tently. He could find but the bath-
robe. With this he got back to June.
She was still sleeping under the drug.
He wrapped it about her, and then
he became aware of something miss-
ing, that he needed to secure the
robe.

He recalled the thick silken cord
that had been about the robe when
Merry had dropped it from her
shoulders. Although the phone was
still buzzing, Brad was back beside
the corpse.

He held a skin magnifying mirror
taken from a toilet set on the
dresser. Swift scrutiny of the dead
man’s real death wound, the marks
of strangling after he had been
knocked out, and then Brad was
moving fast.

The phone quit buzzing. Someone
might be coming to the door now.
He wished he had time to search for
that bathrobe cord, but he had much
less than an even chance of getting
June out of this.

Perhaps Merry would be smart
enough to watch outside. He had
to chance that. He went over and
made sure the door was unlocked.

Wi ith the robe around June Lake,
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Brad went up instead of down the
fire escape. The iron ladder to the
roof at the fifth floor was tough, but
he shouldered June’slight, limp body
and managed it.

“If you’ll only stay asleep,” he
said softly, and he kissed the giii-’s
parted, quiet lips.

June did not stir when he put her
down and left her.

Brad saw a skylight and went
down that way removing a pane and
unlocking the trapdoor.

Lie gained the fifth floor by the
ladder, and the fourth by the fire
stairs. It was a game of guessing
now. Of trying to outsmart Merry
Arnold, or perhaps Clyde Winton.

He was handicapped by ignorance
of the circumstances. Cobid the
corpse have been in the bedroom
when he first entered?

Or was the dead man the same
one who had been spying through
the French window? Winton had
perhaps identified a parked car.

In another minute he might know

that. -Clyde Winton had to be the
answer. Winton might even be the
killer?

LYDE WINTON responded to

his door buzzer. Bradford kept

his face partly averted, getting a

good view of the bald-headed scion
of the big book family.

“Bradford?” exclaimed Winton.
“You here? Why didn’t you let me
know?”

Winton’s slight surprise might
have been assumed. His whole man-
ner was that of a man who was dis-
turbed by something, but not by any-
thing as serious as murder. Llis tone
was impatient, but in one item Brad-
ford had made a mistake.. Winton
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proved it, before he had a good look
at Brad’s face. He knew June was
here.

“1I’m glad you’ve conic, anyway,
Bradford,” he said. “That may ac-
count for June being here, too. She
told me she intended visiting an
aunt and uncle when she left today.
Has something come up?”

Brad’s ears were strained, listen-
ing for any sound of alarm in the

building, from the lloor below.
There was none. Then his some-
what clogged brain  functioned
clearly.

“Yes, June Lake is here,” he said.
“1 would have seen you sooner, Win-
ton, but a car backed into me and
smacked me up a bit.”

He touched his swollen eye and
his split lips.

“Say, man!” Winton was consid-
erate. “Hadn’t you better have a
doctor look at that?”

“1 will, Winton,” promised Brad.
“But first, 1’'ve come onto something
too important to wait. 1’'m sorry,
but for once | almost missed fire on
a case. | just found out late today
that June Lake hasn’t the small for-
tune she has been credited with.
That money from an uncle went to
another cousin who, by coincidence,
also is named June Lake.”

Brad was almost glad he was in
this jam. The oath slipping from
Winton’s hardening mouth told him
a whole story.

“You’re sure, Bradford? You
have proof she has been running a
phony, putting on an act to steal the
Winton name for herself?”

Brad never had wanted more to
sock another man. But it could wait,
just for another two or three min-
utes, if he had luck.

“That’s right, Winton,” he said.
“The proof’s down in June’s room.
Forget your coat and come along.
I'll show you.”

“This is terrible! That’s what a
man gets for taking up with any lit-
tle tramp with a pretty face and a
cute figure!  1’m old enough to have
known better!”

Brad was forced to clench his
teeth, to dig his fingernails into his
palms. | he great Winton was clos-
ing his door behind him, still mut-
tering. Brad hoped he could hold
hack until they reached that murder
room downstairs, if they could do it
without being discovered.

Just where was Merry Arnold?
Who had been ringing that phone?

“1 knew June Lake was here when
| saw her car parked downstairs,”
went on Winton, behind him.

That added another angle to
Merry’s little game. She had come
up here in June’s car. She had in
every Way made sure that Winton
should discover that June Lake was
supposedly keeping a tryst with Bill
Bradford. That was why she had
become June’s friend.

But where did the corpse fit into
the picture?

Would Merry be watching to see
who might enter the murder room?

Brad had an inspiration. The fire
escape platforms crossed the end of
the corridors and passed around to
the windows of rooms.

Restraining his impulse to slap
Winton down, Brad suddenly caught
his arm. He didn’t like to do this
to June Lake, but it was a necessary
evil right now.

“Come to think of it, Winton,”
he said. “If you’ll come down the
fire escape with me, perhaps you’ll
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find out that June Lake is even worse
than you would believe. Right now,
I judge she has company in her
room.”

“Yes? Let’s go that way then!”

The avid eagerness in Winton’s
voice almost got him his -well de-
served sock there and then.

“W HAT.is this” Bradford?”
* v exclaime C'Iyde WPnton,

staring at the empty parlor as Brad
flicked on the lights. “This is June’s
room, all right, by the perfume. But
where is she?”

They had entered by the window'
from the fire escape.

Winton turned his smooth face
with his rather roundish chin to ex-
actly the right position. Brad tried
to put every ounce of his one hun-
dred and eighty pounds behind a
straight punch.

“Aw’f’Pk!” was all Winton ut-
tered as he collapsed.

Brad’s whole arm tingled. Win-
ton would be quiet for several long
counts. Brad’s eyes were upon the
door he had left unlocked. He had
Winton’s inert body laid out in a
crumpled heap close to the corpse in
the bedroom when the telephone al-
most jumped him out of his skin.

He made a shrewT guess now.
The phone had been ringing before.
Could it be that sweet Merry Ar-
nold was herself establishing an
alibi? If she had intended it to ap-
pear that June Lake was keeping a
tryst with him, then perhaps she had
registered June Lake and herself in
separate rooms?

Brad sprang to the door and re-
locked it. Lie picked up a bottle of
Scotch, purposely spilling some of it
on the rug. Then he left the over-

turned bottle there, after making
sure he had his own flask of Scotch
in his pocket.

Ten seconds later he carefully
poured some sticky, scarlet nail pol-
ish from a little bottle on the
dresser onto his handkerchief. He
replaced the bottle as it had been.

The phone had quit ringing again.
This time he judged there would be
quick discovery. He switched off the
lights and went back up the fire es-
cape to the roof, listening as he
moved.

As he climbed over the ledge, he
heard men’s raised voices below.
One was the outraged voice of En-
ders. Brad grinned to himself then.

Enders was thinking of but one
thing.

“How—how could they do this to
us?” he was screeching.

That any man could be so incon-
siderate as to have himself murdered
in the exclusive Pinelpa was more
than Enders could bear up under.

“Sorry, June, but | have to take a
long chance on your reputation
nowT” he said softly to the sleeping
girl. “Here’s hoping they keep their
hullabaloo on the third floor a few
minutes.”

He got June down the skylight
ladder and carried her by the fire
stairs to the fourth floor. He made
his own room without being ob-
served.

Little June was tucked under the
covers when Brad made a call to the
desk. The clerk on duty was gasp-
ing, but he could talk.

Yes, a Miss June Lake was reg-
istered alone in three-seven-nine, and
a Miss Merry Arnold had five-three-
six, on the fifth floor, and, “For
heaven’s sake, haven’t you heard,
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Mr. Bradford? There’s been an
awful murder in Miss Lake’s room,
and Miss Lake is missing, and—"

“Nearly all murders are awful,”
cut in Brad, ending that.

Lie employed his handkerchief a
few seconds, where it was still sticky
with scarlet nail polish. Then he
turned out the room light, locked his
door softly and went down the fire
stairs to the third floor. He carried
June’s bathrobe, soaked with liquor
from his own flask and touched up
with red nail polish.

rpHE doorway of three-seven-nine
was crowded. More persons
were arriving from the elevator.
Brad was just in time to see Merry
Arnold, wearing an evening dress
and accompanied by an older
woman, making her way through the
little crowd into the murder rooms.
Brad reached the doorway just in
time. He heard Merry’s cool and
assured voice. He had to admire
that kind of icc water for blood.

“What has happened?” inquired
Merry. *“Is my friend, June Lake,
hurt? 1’ve been calling the past half
hour, and then | sent a bellboy.”

Salter, the house dick, apparently
knew this ended his job with the
Pinelpa.

“If you’re her friend,” said Sal-
ter gruffly, “then perhaps you’ll
know where she is, how this mug got
himself killed, and why Mr. Winton
was fighting with him?”

Brad heard Merry’s gasp of,
“Clyde?”

He kept several persons between
him and Merry, as he saw the blood
drain from her face. Then she had
control of herself.

“For heaven’s sake, how would |

know about this?” she said. “I left
June an hour ago, and I’ve been hav-
ing dinner with Mrs. Cornelia. You
know Mrs. Cornelia? But—"

Evidently Merry had chosen her
course.

“I've never met Mr. Winton,”
she said. “I knew June was expect-
ing a visitor, well, a man, but—"

At that moment Winton opened
his eyes dazedly. He appeared to
see Merry first, and he exclaimed,
“Merry? You here? Where are
we— oh—what— ?”

Brad saw Winton’s clearing eyes
were upon the corpse.

“So you never met Mr. Winton,
Miss Arnold?” snapped out Detec-
tive Salter. “You’re registered as
Miss Merry Arnold. Mr. Winton
must have access to our register file.”

“Well, 1 do know Mr. Winton
then,” and Merry was upset. “But
that hasn’t—"

Salter pursued his advantage very
quickly.

“Never mind that!” he said quick-
ly. “Winton, why did you choke this
fellow to death, after apparently
hitting him on the head with some-
thing? | get it! Lie was a holdup
maybe, and you—"

Winton’s words broke through his
hard swallowing.

“l wasn’t here—June Lake was
—no—we came down the fire escape
—and then—"

Merry Arnold was quick.

“You mean you heard trouble arid
came down, Mr. Winton?” she said,
and Brad saw she was trying to steer
him right or shut him up tempo-
rarily.

“No, Merry—no—1 was told
June Lake was with a man and—"

“And so you busted in and there
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was a fight?” interrupted Salter.
“You choked this guy to death, then
someone knocked you out, Mr. Win-
ton ?”

At that, Brad saw that both Win-
ton and Merry Arnold were at a
dead end. Neither could come out
with the truth, Winton being in the
dark about it all, and Merry show-
ing she was desperately anxious to
clear Winton, yet keep herself out
of it.

Brad maneuvered himself into a
corner of the bedroom without
either Winton or Merry seeing him.
He spoke quietly from that spot.

“Winton could not have done it,”
he said. *“June Lake saw it happen
and ran out. She knew | was here
and she came directly to my room.
She saw a woman Kkill this man on
the floor. June said that the woman
knocked him down from behind,
then jerked the cord out of June’s
bathrobe and used it to strangle him
with, after tying two knots in it to
make it look like prints of a man’s
thumbs.”

Brad tossed the blue bathrobe
over several persons to Salter. Win-
ton was staring at Merry. He was
too anxious to get out from under.

“Merry?” exclaimed Winton.
“When you worked for me, you said
your husband was in prison, a con-
vict, and this fellow looks like—"

Merry screamed then.

“Why, you damn’, yellow two-
timer! You tryin’ to put this on me?
I'd say you framed this with that
snoop, Bradford! It’s a damn’ lie,
because June Lake was drugged and

couldn’t talk — she — why, she
loaned you nearly all of her money
for your plant—"

“l think that about does it, Sal-
ter,” said Bradford. *“And if you’ll
notice closely, you’ll see where liquor
was spilled on June Lake’s bathrobe
from the bottle on the floor, as she
told me. The alcohol dissolved some
of Merry Arnold’s scarlet nail pol-
ish, and it’s plainly marked on the
robe where the strangling belt was
pulled out. You see—”

T>RAD sidestepped just in time.
A Merry had instinctively lifted
her hands, staring at her scarlet fin-
gernails. In a flash she had snatched
a toy automatic from her bosom and
fired.

Brad felt the powder burn. His
knuckles tingled from Merry Ar-
nold’s rounded chin as she went
down cold under his fast punch.

“That’s for June Lake,” he said
under his breath.

Clyde Winton was staring at him,
his mouth opening and shutting, but
no sound coming out of it. Brad
grinned at him. This was due to be
a tough spot for a Winton when the
story hit the headlines.

Brad turned and started back to
the fourth floor. So June had only
been talking about a loan to Winton
when they had been alone in that
other hotel room. That made him
feel a lot better over having had to
double-cross a client, and lose one
whole grand.

Wouldn’t June be surprised when
she woke up ?



OUTSIDE
CHANCE

By R. T. MAYNARD

EFTLY-APPLIED
rouge couldn’t mask
the chalky pallor of her
cheeks. Her mouth
was a tremulous crim-

son blossom against deathly white-
ness. She walked into the Morning
Planet city room unsteadily, like a
person drunk—or drugged.

Ken hitch, city editor on the night
side, happened to glance up from the
headline he was readying—a head-
line that would split the town wade
open. Less than two hours ago he’d
had a visit from Cokey Joe Breen,
who had spilled the facts behind that
headline—for a cash consideration-
And now, seeing the blond girl ap-
proaching, Ken Fitch stiffened with
surprise.

“Letha Starke!” he muttered.

She came falteringly toward the
raised platform where his desk was
situated—the dais from which he
could keep a watchful eye on report-
ers, rewrite men, and copy-desk
slaves under his charge. Pendant
green-shaded incandescents sent re-
flected glints of light shining against
the oncoming girl’s metallic yellow
hair, revealing every perfectly-
spaced wave of her artistic coiffure.
Her lush curves were stressed by an
expensive mink coat drawn tightly
about her, so that each step she took
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revealed the bold, arrogant lines of
her slinky figure.

“Ken------ I” she whispered as she
gained the platform.

He frowned. He didn’t get up
Ironi his chair. A swift, roving-
glance informed him that every mas-
culine eye in the room was apprais-
ingly fastened on his visitor. Her
blatant beauty always did that to the
men she encountered. Typewriters
had ceased clattering; there was only
the steady, spaced click of teletype
printers to mar the admiring hush
that had fallen over the night crew.

Confronting Ken Fitch, the girl’s
back was turned to the others. Her
pale blue eyes wavered to meet his
gaze. “Ken------ I” she whispered
again, pleadingly.

He flushed, conscious of the know-
ing grins on the faces of his subor-
dinates. “Well, Letha, what’s on
your mind?” His tone pointedly
lacked cordiality. He cast a look
toward a desk at the far end of the
room— Molly Kildare’s desk.

IL/TOLLY KILDARE was petite,

red-haired, wholesomely femi-
nine and a crack reporter. Also, she
was Ken Fitch’s fiancee; they were
to be married next month. He didn’t
like the idea of Molly seeing him
talking to Letha Starke. Molly



Long since, he—or so he
thought—had outgrown
his infatuation for Letha.
But now she came to him.
She was in trouble. She
had killed a man! While
his fiancee watched, he
had to make his decision.
Would he help Letha?

“l met him on a partY,”
she confessed. “I k-killed
him. You’ve got to help
me get rid of the corpse!”

knew of his infatuation for Letha
five years ago—an infatuation he
had long since outgrown. Would
Molly misunderstand this present
meeting?

But she wasn’t paying any atten-
tion. She was pawing through a desk-
drawer as if searching for mislaid
notes. Apparendy she hadn’t even
noticed Letha Starke’s entrance into

the city room. Ken was relieved.
Again he stared up into the blue
eyes of the blond girl. Irritated, he
repeated: “What’s on your mind,

Letha ?”
“I’'m in trouble, Ken. Ghastly
trouble. | need you—desperately.”
His lips took on a wry twist. “So
you’ve come back to me after five
years. After giving me the frigid
93
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air. After taking me for my bank-
roll and then handing me the gate.
Now you say you need me. Rather
ironic, don’t you think?”

“You don’t understand, Ken. This
is different. 1’'m not asking you to
forgive me for what | did to you.
That’s buried. 1 was a fool—and |
learned my lesson. Too late. But
nowT I’ve got nobody else to turn to.
If you don’t-help me, they’ll s-send
me to the electric chair!”

He was startled. He crushed out
his cigarette. “What do you mean
by that?”

“Ken—/ just killed, a man.” She
unfastened the fur coat and per-
mitted it to fall open.

He choked back his sharp excla-
mation of surprise. She was wear-
ing an evening gown of white satin
that adhered like a caress to her
lovely body. She was magnificently
contoured. Her hips swelled against
the clinging silk, and her snowy
bosom was daringly revealed by
deep-slashed decolletage. O ne
shoulder-strap dangled, torn as if in
some struggle. The front of the
gown was splotched and spattered
with reddish brown stains. He
guessed their meaning before she
spoke.

“Blood, Ken,” the yellow'-haircd
girl whispered as she closed the coat
about her.

He regained composure. “So you
killed a man.”

“Yes In my apartment. And hour
ago-"

“Who was he?”

“l—1 don’t know, Ken.”

“You don’t know? Then what the
devil was he doing in your apart-
ment?”

She reddened painfully. “I met

him on a wild party this evening. He
insisted on taking me home. | didn’t
think he’d—"

“Wait a minute, Letha.
lying. | don’t believe you.”

“Oh, | know.” Her smile was rue-
ful and forced, without mirth. “You
don’t believe 1’d ever sink low
enough to invite a total stranger to
my apartment. Well, Ken, you’re
quite wrong. | was drunk. And |
thought | didn’t care. The steps al-
ways lead downward — eventually.
To the gutter.”

He scowled thoughtfully. “What
about your pal DeWitt Ragan? |
thought he was footing your bills?”
Asking that, Ken casually covered
the headline and the typewritten
sheets on his desk—the story he’d
been writing when Letha appeared.
The story given to him by Cokey Joe
Breen.

He didn’t want Letha to see that
headline—because, oddly enough, it
dealt with this very DeWitt Ragan
now under discussion.

The blond girl said: *“Ragan?
He ditched me more than a month
ago—the rat.”

You’re

HDLIAT struck Ken as sardonically

amusing. It was funny to hear
her call anybody a rat for ditching
her—considering how she herself
had ditched Ken, more years ago
than he cared to remember. He
said: “So Ragan gave you the bum’s
rush. And since then you’ve been
entertaining strangers. And tonight
you croaked one. Why?”

“He was a b-beast. | discovered
I couldn’t bring myself to . . . let
him maul me.”

“Hm-m-m. So what happened?”

“1 tried to get him to leave quietly.
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But he got nasty. There was a
struggle. | p-picked up a brass can-
dlestick and hit him over the
head. . . Her knees seemed to
grow wabbly under her. “Ken—
Ken—you’ve got to help me get rid
of that corpse; | d-don’t want to go
to the chair!”

He came to a sudden decision.
“Okay. I'll see what can be' done.”
He scribbled some instructions to
Biff McQuaide, his assistant; called
McQuaide to the desk and left him
in charge. Ken and the blond girl
walked toward the exit.

They had to pass Molly Kildare’s
desk. Ken stopped for a moment
while Letha swept onward. He
leaned down over the petite red-
haired girl. *“Be back in a little
while, honeysweet. Wait for me.”

Molly’s eyes were deep violet
pools of worry. “You’re going out
with that Starke woman?”

He grinned and nodded.
jealous, are you?”

“N-no .7 Molly’s adorably
piquant face wore a troubled expres-
sion; her firm little bosom rose and
fell swiftly, as if with inner tumult.
She laid a hand gently on Ken’s
arm.  “No. I'm not jealous. But
something tells me you’re walking
into danger, Ken. Intuition—"

He brushed her lips tenderly with
his mouth. “Don’t be foolish, sweet-
heart. I’ll be okay.” He went out.

Downstairs, Letha Starke had a
taxi waiting. In the tonneau’s dark-
ness she sat close to him, so that he
could feel the warm, insinuating soft-
ness of her, impinging on his own
muscular solidarity. There’d been a
time, long ago, when his blood would
have run faster at her nearness. His
arm would have stolen around her

“Not
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waist in a crushing embrace; he
would have buried his face in the
perfectly-coiffed masses of her vyel-
low hair and then searched demand-
ingly with his lips for her waiting,
sensuous mouth. .. .

But not now. That was irrevo-
cably ended. He sat quietly, almost
serenely. He paid no attention to
her coquettish challenge.

She seemed to sense his indiffer-

ence. “You hate me, don’t you,
Ken?”

“No. | passed that stage, years
ago.”

“Then why are you so cold to
me ?”

“Listen, Letha. 1 happen to be
in love with someone else. The real
thing this time. A girl named Molly
Kildare. I’'m going to marry her
next month.”

“She’s the one you kissed, back in
the office? The red-haired one?”

He smiled. “Yes. So you were
watching?”

“I was. | couldn’t h-help it. She’s
sweet, lovely. Oh, Ken—if only
things had been different! If |
hadn’t been such a silly, stupid fool,
five years ago. .. !”

“Forget it,” he told her.

“Ken—why are you so willing to
help me now, if you don’t care any-
thing about me?”

He shrugged. “Maybe because
I'm a sentimentalist. Here we are
at your place.” He helped her from
the cab and paid the tariff.

rpHEY went upstairs to the second
floor of the building. She un-
locked her door and switched on the
living-room’s lights.
“The c-corpse is in here . . .” she
whispered. She took his arm and led
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him into her boudoir, clinging closely
to him as they stepped over the
threshold. She pointed to her
mussed bed.

A man lay there, face upward; his
glazed eyes staring blindly at the
ceiling. His skull was crushed in.
Blood and smeared brains stained
the pillows.

Ken Fitch drew a sharp breath.
“Good God— !” he rasped. “Cokey
Joe Breen!"

And then something smashed
down on his head,, from behind.
Something that thudded viciously
against his temple as he wheeled
around. Something that sent blasting
fires of agony searing into his brain.

He pitched forward. The floor
seemed to come up and strike him
on the face.

Over the roaring in his ears he
heard a man’s voice snarling: “Got
the lousy snoop!” Then came Letha
Starke’s callous, amused tinkle of
laughter.

Ken struggled drunkenly to his
knees, felt.blood running down his
cheek from the cut in his scalp where
the blackjack had laid the flesh open.
He blinked back his daze as he
stared up into a man’s leering fea-
tures.

“DeWitt Ragan ...
bled thickly.

His tuxedoed attacker, president
of the Ragan Construction Com-
pany, snarled: “Right. And if you
start anything, I’ll feed you another
dose of the same.”

A surging seethe of fury entered
Ken’s soul. Fie bounced to his feet
as anger gave him new strength. Fie
lunged at Ragan; bashed a knotted
fist at the contractor’s snarling
mouth. The blow connected solidly.

I” he mum-

Ragan’s gums spouted blood like
squeezed sponges, and he spat out
broken shards of teeth as he stag-
gered back. Fitch followed him, bat-
tered at him—

Blam!

Another man had leaped into the
room. He had a reversed automatic
in his hand. Fie thudded it against
Ken’s head savagely. And this time
the lights went completely out for
the newspaperman.

TT7HEN he opened his eyes, he
*’ was trussed to a chair in the
living room. De Witt Ragan was
bloodily grinning at him, his arm en-
circling Letha Starke’s supple waist.
Over on the divan sat the man whose
blow had stretched Ken Fitch un-
conscious. Ken recognized the fellow
as Ragan’s chauffeur.

Ragan said: “You lousy sap! So
you wanted to help Letha, eh? Too
bad, sucker. Because 1’'m dealing the
cards my wav from now on.”

“Meaning— ?”

“You know damned well what |
mean. Cokey Joe Breen spilled his
guts to you tonight about my city hall
contract for the new bridge across
East Bay. You figured to pin back
my ears by running a scoop on the
graft I’'m getting.”

Ken blinked. '“So you caught
Breen and made him squeal.”

“He squealed, all right. And now
he’s dead. Which is what you’ll be
—unless you Kill that story about
me.”

Squirming against his fetters, Ken
rasped: “Have another guess, Ra-
gan. That story runs in tomorrow
morning’s edition. You can’t stop it.”

“No. But yon can. And you will.”

The newspaperman laughed
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shortly. “Go ahead and do your
damnedest, you filthy crook. The
minute you turn me loose and send
me back to the Planet office, I’ll blast
hell out of you. Not only for graft
—but for murder.” He glanced sig-

\ nificantly toward the boudoir, where
Cokey Joe Breen’s body lay.

“No — for God’s
sake!” he shouted.
“I'Il kill the
story!”
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Ragan approached the chair. He
raised his fist, smashed it to Ken’s
jaw. He snarled: “Shut up!”

Ken shook his head jerkily to clear
away the blur. Then he grinned
again-

“You think you can scare me by
beating me up? Nuts, Ragan!
You’re a bigger fool than | thought
you were.”

The contractor’s scowl was savage
with wrath. “Hero stuff. Maybe
you won’t feel so brave when your
red-haired girl friend ankles in
here.”

Ken stiffened. A sudden icy shock
trickled down his spine. “What— !”

“Yeah.” Ragan laughed triumph-
antly. “I phoned the Planet while
you were knocked out. | imitated
your voice. | talked to your sweetie.
I asked her to come up here right
away. She’s on her way now.”

Flooding, impotent rage churned
in Ken Fitch’s heart. Molly Kildare
—walking straight into a trap 1
Sweet, unsuspecting Molly—head-
ing innocently into murderous dan-
ger!  *“You wouldn't dare—!” he
shouted.

Ragan’s lips peeled back from his
broken teeth. “No? Guess again.
I’ll bet that’s her now!” he added
as a knock sounded on the door.

Ken twisted ineffectually against
the ropes that held him. He raised
his voice. “Molly—for God’s sake
—run!”” he shouted hoarsely.

But Ragan’s ape-like chauffeur
had already launched himself at the
door, jerked it open. He reached
out, made a grab—and dragged
Molly into the room.

The red-haired girl went white as
she clawed at her captor. She saw
Ken Fitch tied to the chair, and her

violet eyes widened in terror
“Ken------ 1”

The chauffeur slapped her vicious-
ly across the mouth, his hard palm
splatting like the report of a gun.
“Button your Kisser, babe!” he
growled.

She staggered; then she renewed
her struggles. She kicked at the
thug; tried to pound his face with
her tiny fists. He twined his fingers
in her auburn hair; jerked her head
far back. He struck her again; tried
to carry her across the room.

She fought him like a tigress. His
hand caught in the neck of her frock,
ripping it from one shoulder. She
wailed and tried to cover the flesh
exposed under the torn material.
Her attacker forced her to the divan
and bounced her against the cush-
ions. The hem of her skirt flew up
past her stocking-tops. There was a
flash of smooth, ivory skin.

Beaten, cowed, she crouched shiv-
ering on the sofa as the chauffeur
pinned her wrists. He grunted: “Be
good or I’ll sock you again, sister.”

T ETHA STARKE interrupted.
N *No, you needn’t bother. | want
that pleasure for myself. String her
up to the chandelier.”

Ken Fitch’s throat went dry. “You
damned fiends—you can’t get away
with this!”

Ragan snarled: “Shut up, snoop.
Don’t make me slug you uncon-
scious. | want you to be awake—so
you can see what’s happening.” He
helped his chauffeur bind Molly’s
wrists with a length of clothesline.
Then they lifted her to the center of
the room; fastened the rope to the
overhead lighting-fixture.

The red-haired girl dangled there,
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moaning; her little feet barely touch-
ing the floor. Ragan took off his
leather belt and handed it to Letha
Starke. “Okay, kiddo. Have your
fun.”

Letha stepped forward, prepared
to lash Molly with the strap.

Ken Fitch shouted again. “No—
for God’s sake— 1”

The yellow-haired woman laughed,;
brought the leather belt swishing
venomously in a circling arc. Splat!
The belt stung into Molly’s smooth
flesh, left a red weal on white, where
its end touched her bare shoulder.
Splat! Again the improvised whip
licked out. Molly whimpered—

Ken roared: “Quit! Stop it! I’ll
kill that damned story! | promise!”

But Molly Kildare’s voice halted
his outcries. “No, Ken. Let them
go ahead and whip me. If it’s some-
thing that should be printed—print
it!”

Her proud eyes swept the room.
She faced Letha Starke. “Go ahead.
Help yourself.”

Letha started to strike once more.
But Ragan grabbed the strap. “Nix,
kiddo. I’ve got a better scheme.”

“What do you mean?”

He wuntied the red-haired girl;
carried her to the divan. Then he
winked at his chauffeur. “All right,
guy. |’ve been watching you. You’ve
had your eye on this dish ever since
she ankled in. Well—she’s yours!”

Helpless fury scalded Ken Fitch’s
soul. “You rats—you lousy, stinking
swine! You can’t—you wouldn’t—"

Ragan slugged him in the mouth,
silenced him. He tasted the salt tang
of his own blood from split lips.
Raging, struggling vainly against
the cords that held him to the heavy
chair, he saw the chauffeur go to
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the divan and lean over Molly’s
cringing form. . . .

She whimpered—once. Then the
thug had her in his arms; glued his
thick lips to her averted mouth.

Wildly Ken shouted: *“Stop! |
give in! | swear it! I'll kill the
story—1’ll do anything you say!”

And this time Molly gave him no
contradiction. . . .

Ragan grunted: “Okay. Let up,
Terry.”

The chauffeur
growled sullen
swung around.

released Molly;
reluctance as he

T3AGAN was at work on Ken’s

bonds. He snarled: “Listen,
Mister. I’'m giving you this one
chance. You’re going back to the
Planet office. You’re going to destroy
every bit of the stuff Cokey Joe
Breen gave you. I’'m sending Terry
with you—in case you try any funny
stuff. He’ll have a roscoe, and he
hasn’t got any scruples about using
it.”

Ken Fitch was desperately spar-
ring for precious minutes. “Your go-
rilla won’t have to shoot me, Ragan.
I give you my word I’ll destroy that
story. Nobody knows about it except
me. All | ask is that you let Molly
go-~

The contractor said: “Nuts, boy-
friend. The jane stays right here—
until you come back with proof that
you killed that headline. 1’'m giving
you thirty minutes to get the job
done. If you aren’t back here by
then—well, something damned un-
pleasant will happen to your girl-
friend. Gargle that one.”

Ken stole a glance at Ragan’s
wrist-watch; saw that he’d been
away from his city-desk five minutes
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less than a full hour. His heart be-
gan to hammer against his chest,
hive minutes to go. ... It seemed
like a bleak eternity stretching out
before him. He knew that he didn’t
dare leave this apartment until that
five minutes had snailed by. . . .
Time! He had to gain it some-
how. Ragan had already untied the
ropes at his ankles; was now at work
on his wrist-bonds. The contractor
was working swiftly. Too swiftly.
And then Ken was free. He
swayed to his feet. Ragan stood be-
iore him. Over by the door was
Terry, the chauffeur—with his fist
in his coat pocket and an ominous
bulge that told of an automatic’s
muzzle poking the cloth. Letha
Starke hovered near the davenport,
keeping guard over Molly. . ..
“Get going!” Ragan rasped.

EN FITCH took a wild, desper-
ate chance. He tensed his sin-
ews—and went smashing at the con-
tractor like a stone from a catapult.
The move took Ragan by sur-
prise; bowled him backward. Ken’s
fist lashed out like pistons; impacted
against his enemy’s jaw. Fie felt the
jarring thud all the way to his own
shoulders.

Ragan’s head snapped back as if
hinged. He went down.

Letha Starke screamed a gutter
oath. The chauffeur came slamming
across the room, his gun drawn. He
yelled: “Stand back, Miss Starke—
I’ll plug hirn!”

Ken dived for the floor. He hit
the carpet just beyond where Ragan
had fallen. He grabbed for the un-
conscious contractor; used the man’s
bmp form for a shield. “Go ahead
and shoot!” he panted.
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The thug’s finger relaxed its pres-
sure on the trigger of the automatic.
He darted sidewise, seeking a clear
aim at the newspaperman. ICeh
rolled, keeping Ragan in front of
him—

Rut he forgot Letha Starke. She
darted in, flung herself on Ragan,
dragged him aside. Ken was wholly
exposed to the chauffeur’s weapon,
now. He scrambled to his feet, zig-
zagging. With a blow of his fist he
sent the blond woman sprawling.
She went down in a flurry of white
satin skirt; her chiffon legs kicked
and thrashed as she landed.

The chauffeur jumped as Letha
landed at his feet. Fie swerved
around her. That was Ken’s chance.
He sailed full at his antagonist be-
fore the man could again raise his
gun to firing position.

They met with a thumping crash
of flesh against flesh, brawn against
brawn.

From the divan, Molly Kildare
screamed : “Ken— look out! Ragan’s
getting up!”

And then Fitch smashed his right
fist square into the chauffeur’s mouth.
The fellow sagged; went to his
knees. The automatic dropped from
his hand. Ken lashed out with his
foot; kicked the thug brutally. The
chauffeur doubled over, retching and
holding his middle.

Whirling, Ken saw Ragan coming
at him—with a gun.

It was too late to scoop up the
chauffeur’s weapon. Too late to do
anything—except brace himself for
Ragan’s bullet. The contractor’s
narrow eyes gleamed with murder-
ous malice. He grated: “You asked
for it—now take it1” He squeezed
the trigger.
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“Button your Kisser,
babe!” he snarled.

T>UT even as his gun vomited

flame, the apartment’s door
crashed inward. A knot of uni-
formed men came thundering into
the room. Ragan’s shot went wild;
a slug screamed past Ken Fitch’s ear.
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And then the pohce were grappling
with Dewitt Ragan, disarming him,
handcuffing him. They jerked the
fallen chauffeur to his feet, manacled
him to his employer. And they lifted
Letha Starke; pinioned her.

Ken Fitch saw his Planet assis-
tant, Biff McQuaide, in the thick of
things. He yelled: “Biffi—thank
God you got here before it was too
late!”

McQuaide grinned. “You should
have made it thirty minutes instead
of an hour, from the looks of
things.”

DeWitt Ragan was snarling, fight-

ing his handcuffs. “What the hell—
who— how—"
Ken’s eyes gleamed balefully.

“You aren’t quite smart enough,

Ragan. In the first place, | knew
Letha’s story was a lie. | knew it
the minute she walked into the

Planet city room. | realized she was

trying to trick me, trap me. That
was obvious enough.”
The contractor stared. “You—

you knew?”

“Yes. Letha said she’d killed a
man, in a struggle. She showed me
blood-stains on her dress. Okay. The
blood was genuine. But there hadn’t
been any struggle. Because her hair
wasn’t mussed!”

Ragan stiffened.

Ken went on. “You heard me.
Her coiffure was a work of art. Not
a single wave was out of place. So
I knew her yarn about a struggle
was all phony. So was her torn
dress. So was everything else she
told me.

“1 figured she was lying when she
claimed you’d thrown her over. If
she was so damned hard up that she
had to entertain strangers, what was
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she doing with that expensive mink
coat? Nothing added up right. So
I guessed that she was trying to lure
me into a trap.

“Who’d want to trap me? No-
body but you—on account of the
story | was going to run about you.
Well, | deliberately walked into your
scheme, Ragan. Because | wanted
to find out the truth about you. |
wanted to make sure Cokey Joe
Breen had handed me a right steer
when he gave me that information
about your grafting.

“l went haywire in just one de-
tail. 1 didn’t expect you to conk me
and lure Molly Kildare up here. You
almost won out by doing that. Al-
most—but not quite. Because when
I left the Planet office | scribbled a
note for McQuaide, my assistant. |
instructed him to wait an hour—and
then, if | hadn’t returned, he was to
come to this apartment with a squad
of cops.”

mDAGAN wilted. “I’ll take a plea.
They won’'t fry me . . .” he
drooled. *“I’ve got influence. . .

An officer jerked him toward the
door. “Nuts, buddy. Get goin’.”

Slowly the room cleared. One
bluecoat was left to stand guard
over Cokey Joe Breen’s corpse in
the adjoining boudoir. Ken Fitch
slipped over to the divan; lifted
Molly Kildare in his arms.

She clung to him fiercely.
Ken .. .” she whispered.

Fie kissed her. He said: “Let’s
not wait until next month, honey-
sweet. What do you say?”

She wrapped her soft arms around
his neck and held up her mouth for
another kiss. It was all the answer
he needed.

“Oh,
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By PAUL HANNA

UMPTUOUS as were the
three skins of her silver-
fox scarf, Cathleen Carl-
ton, ex-showgirl, was far
more appealing when she

slipped the furs from her throat and
dropped them in a soft, lush heap on
Michael Lasher’s desk.

Her dress—wine silk and hand-
fashioned—clung to her figure with
the tenacity of wet chiffon. A shirred
bodice molded her fully-developed
breast to perfection. Below the
splendid bosom, the dress was a tight
sheath for the slim svelteness of a
delicate waist and the undulating
lyre of her hips.

“Now, you must do it for me,
Michael,” she pleaded, her husky
voice matching the beauty of her
body. “After all, 1 have been nice
to you.”

The diamond merchant’s fingers
drummed on the desk top. Not
since he had founded the American
Diamond Associates, fifteen years
back, had he gone through so hard
a day. The new shipments . . .
spirited bidding on a confiscated
lot at the Revenue Office . . . Count
Rossi in town . . . and now, this.

“Yes—yes,” he replied. “Surely
you have, Cathleen. I’'m not deny-
ing that, but—'but—" Worry lines
radiated from the corners of his
eyes. He seemed young, and yet in-
describably old. The white on his
temples and the gray streakiness of
his hair were at odds with his broad
shoulders and erect carriage.

“You see,” he explained wearily,
“the market is in a terrible state.
Only today | watched a perfect
twelve carat stone go for next to
nothing. Ordinarily, 1’d be glad
to—"

She walked around the desk and
seated herself on its broad, polished
top, directly in front of him. A slit
in her skirt parted the silk material,
allowing it to fall away from her
long, chiffon-clad limbs to a point
above the rolled tops of her stock-
ings.

She leaned back, her arms bracing
her. The line from her throat to her
knees was a rhythmic undulation,
broken only by the curve of her
breast, sharply delineated as the
wine silk tightened over it.

“You know what I’ve done for
you, Michael,” she said meaning-

With afigure like hers, she should have been wearing
a sarong in Hollywood. But to the diamond merchant
she was a perfect salesgirl. How could he know that
she included in her business all kinds of larceny,

double-crossing—even murder!
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fully.  *“You wouldn’t want it pub-
licized, would you?”

roEMPERING her threatening in-
X sinuation, she came off the desk
aN slid into his lap. Now she was
sweet and voluptuously appealing,
the siren offering her nectared lips
and her honeyed body; the former
wet and quivering, delicately scented
and swollen.

An eddy of perfume, its pungency
intensified by the warmth of her
body, swam across Michael Lasher’s
nostrils.

“Kiss me, darling,” she murmured
throatily.

He tried to draw away, but her
physical allure was a powerful mag-
net. Slowly . .. sensuously, her arms
circled his neck and the flame of her
mouth descended.

Lasher relaxed, unable to stem
the torrent of emotion pouring over
him like white-hot, molten steel.

It was always like this . . . once
her body touched his . .. he was putty
in her hands.

“Kiss me!” she breathed again,
searing his mouth with the parted
succulence of her lips.

Ten minutes later the buzzer on
Kay Allen’s reception room desk
sounded twice. She whistled to a
blond youth seated in a small foyer
office off the reception room.

“Mr. Lasher wants you, Johnny.”

Johnny Townsend leaped to his
feet, clicked his heels, grinned boy-
ishly and made for Michael Lash-
er’s office. En route his hand shot
out and playfully tousled Kay’s
bobbed, chestnut hair.

“Watch me wow that Follies
dame!” he stage-whispered.

Cathleen Carlton had donned her
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furs again when Johnny entered.
She stood at one side of the desk,
her right hip jutting out, a superb
picture of poised seduction.

This was the first time Johnny
had seen her when she wasn’t in
motion—passing through the recep-
tion room on her way to see Lasher
—and he made visual hay while the
sun was shining.

His eyes navigated the full route
of her showrgirl figure, from slim
ankles to the blond sheen of her
hair. The symphony of dulcet
curves brought a pleasantly gnaw-
ing sensation, a dampness to his
palms. Lasher’s voice brought him
back to the world of reality.

“Get me that Number Six packet
of uncut stones, Johnny,” he said.
The pink tip of Cathleen Carlton’s
nervous tongue circled her lips,
slowly. Johnny stifled a gulp, walked
across the office, and passed into the
safe-room.

He turned, moments later, and
spread the paper folder of diamonds
on the desk. His fingers trembled
as he felt the girl edge close to him

. so close that her thigh brushed
his. Lie opened the folder at all four
ends.

The stones, still unmounted,
flashed a living, pulsating fire from
their bed of white cotton. The hy-
acinth petals of the showgirl’s fin-
gers fondled the iridescent gems,
their carmine tips blood-red rubies
against the crystalline bine-white
diamonds.

“That’s the lot, Cathleen,”
Lasher said. He looked up at
Johnny. *“Count Rossi is in town,
Johnny, and since Miss Carlton
know's him well through certain
theatrical connections, she thought
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it might be wise if she approached
him on this lot.”

J OHNNY'’S eyes shot from the
glittering diamonds to Cathleen
Carlton’s magenta finger-tips, up the
silk sheath of her arm, and came to
rest on her moist, swollen lips. He
could well understand how Enrico
Rossi, a diamond buyer for a syndi-
cate, could be influenced by her.

71 think it’s a good idea,” he
said. “l had planned seeing Rossi
myself, but I’'m certain Miss Carl-
ton will do a much better job.”
Johnny bowed and backed to the
door. The showgirl’s eyes followed
him with more than just casual in-
terest. They licked like tongues of
flame.

As his hand fell on the door-knob,
Johnny heard Lasher say: “I’ll ar-
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range for you to see Rossi tomor-
row. In the meantime—"”

In the outer reception room,
Johnny jigged in front of Kay.
“Well, it’s a New Deal all around,
baby!” he chortled. “Sex in sales-
manship ! Buy our diamonds and
get a hot mama free!”

Kay contemplated her pink nails.
“Are you still raving?”

“Raving? Hell, no! We have a
new sales person on the staff. Allow
me to present”— He made a gran-
diloquent gesture— “Miss Cathleen
Carlton! An eye for an eye, a gem
for a gem, a kiss for a carat, and a
body for—"”

Michael Lasher’s door opened
and Cathleen Carlton swept through
the reception room. The deep, pun-
gent odor of perfume—Black Nar-
cissus—followed in her wake. When
she was gone, Johnny closed his eyes
and sniffed audibly.

“Oh, what a gorgeous stink!” he
murmured.

TT WAS the following afternoon.

Kay, at the switchboard, glanced
at her wrist-watch. Two-thirty. The
day was dragging interminably. A
click announced an incoming call on
the board. She plugged in.

“American Diamond Associates.
Good afternoon.”

The dulcet, polished tones of a
foreign voice came over the wire.
“Meester Lasher, place.”

“I’'m sorry, but Mr. Lasher isn’t
in. Can | take a message?”

“A message?” The voice hesi-
tated. “*Si; you will tell him that
Count Enrico Rossi will be in the
hotel until five o’clock tonight if he
wish to see me. Grazie.” The con-
nection broke.
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Kay glanced at her scratch pad,
noted that Lasher was at the Dia-
mond Exchange, called the number.

“Good!” Lasher exclaimed over
the phone. “Now call Miss Carlton
and tell her to make arrangements
to be at Rgssi’s suite at—well, say

four-thirty. You’ll find her phone
number in my personal appoint-
ment book on my desk. I’ll be back

in an hour.”

Kay carried out the instructions.
At three-thirty Michael Lasher hur-
ried into the office.

“You called Miss Carlton?”

“Yes, Mr. Lasher.”

“Fine I” He walked into his office.
“See if you can reach her for me
now.”

Through the open door, Kay
heard one side of the conversation.
“Get there about four-thirty, Cath-
leen,” Lasher advised. “And please
be careful with that packet. If you
need me I’ll be right here at the
office.” -

He came out to the reception
room a moment later. He looked
worried. “You know what this is
all about, Miss Allen, don’t you?”
he questioned.

Kay was caught off-guard.
—vyes, Mr. Lasher—that is—"”

“Well, in essence, |’ve intrusted
a hundred thousand dollars worth of
stones to Miss Carlton for possible
sale to Count Rossi. But somehow'
—it’s difficult to explain—1 feel ap-
prehensive about it all.” He looked
at her strangely. “You didn’t listen
in to the conversation | just had with
Miss Carlton, did you?”

“Er

Kay flushed. “Why—er—no,
Mr. L-Lasher.”
He smiled. “Oh, | didn’t mean it

as a rebuke. | rather hoped you had.
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You see, when | cautioned her to be
careful about the stones, she said—
she said: ‘Don’t worry, Enrico and |
will take care of everything.”” He
passed a hand over his damp brow.
“It sort of worried me. Those stones
aren’t insured, and—"

Kay groped for words. “Then
why don’t you go up to Count Rossi
with Miss Carlton, Mr. Lasher? If
you’re the least bit afraid, | would.”

“You think—you think it would
be all right?”

“Certainly.”

He was back shortly, dressed for
the street. “1’m going to do as you
say. Call me at Count Rossi’s hotel
at five and give me whatever mes-
sages come in.”

A curious cold chill passed over
Kay as the door slammed behind
him.

/IKATHLEEN CARLTON swept
A into the lobby of the Crown
Hotel, a stunning vision in a black
broad-tail coat and a smart, high-
crowned felt hat to match. The
heavy-lidded, violet fascination of
her luminous eyes was expended even
on the desk clerk as she inquired
Count Rossi’s room number.

The elevator in which she as-
cended became heavily permeated
with her perfume. Its operator fol-
lowed her with his eyes as she
stepped out on the seventh floor and
moved gracefully down the carpeted
corridor.

Pausing before Room 705, her
gloved knuckles rapped lightly on

the door. A voice sounded from
within.
“Come in.”

The showgirl’s hand found the
knob, turned it. The door swung
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open. She hesitated momentarily as
only darkness greeted her, but the
next moment an arm shot out and
a damp hand clamped itself across
her mouth. A reflexed scream broke
from her lips but it was muffled be-
hind the palm that gagged her.

She struggled to beat off her at-
tacker, tearing, scratching, kicking.
Her coat was ripped from her back
and fell to the floor. In the dim,
flickering light of an electric sign,
she could sec the outline of her an-
tagonist.

She tried to wrench her mouth
free, but another hand whipped
around her, pulling the bodice of her
dress off her body.

Fear gave her strength as she re-
sisted being hurled to tbe floor. Plot,
panting breath fanned her cheeks
and an arm of steel encircled her

waist.  Suddenly the man tripped
and his grip broke. Cathleen backed
away.

Her blood-curdling screams split
the gasping quiet of the room. When
the first one broke like a thunder-
bolt, the shadowed figure leaped at
her. Every nerve in her body froze
as she saw the flash of a steel blade.
It was the last pulsing second of life
for her.

The knife hissed through the air,
burying itself in the white softness
of her breast. She hung for a mo-
ment, jaws agape, a soft, blood-
soaked death rattle sounding in her
throat. Then she sagged and
dropped to the floor.

Her Killer stepped to the door,
flattened himself against it. Foot-
steps patted in the corridor. They
moved slowly. He backed into the
shadows, waited for the knock. It
came.
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AY ALLEN glanced at her

watch. Two minutes to five.
She had been waiting for this mo-
ment ever since Michael Lasher
had stepped out of the office. Her
fingers trembled as she plugged a
line in and dialed the Crozvn Hotel
number. Long, anxious seconds
while the connection was made.

Then, longer seconds while the
hotel operator rang the room. Kay
counted the rings. One . * . tzvo
,..three .m.four. . .five...six ...
m\What was the matter? Why didn’t
someone answer? . . . seven . . .
eight . . . then a click.

“Hello?” Kay glued her lips to
the mouthpiece. “Hello?” There
was a long, drawn-out gasp. Then
faintly, like a far-away whisper:
“Help! Helpr

Frantic, Kay clicked for the hotel
operator. Her voice broke hysteri-
cally. “Send—send someone up to
Count Rossi’s room!” she screamed.
“Something’s happened!”

She heard the connection break.
She plugged in another outside line,
whipped the dial around as she called
a number. Again that agonizing
wait.

Then: “Universal Detective
Agency? Let me speak to Mr. Den-
nert!  Quickly!”  Another inter-
minable emptiness. At last a brisk
masculine “Hello!”

Kay clutched the stem of the
switchboard mouthpiece frantically.
“Muck!” Her voice was a gasping

pant. “Something terrible’s hap-
pened at the Crozvn Hotel.” She
raced out the bare details. “Meet
me there in ten minutes. I’'m leav-

ing immediately.”
The seventh floor corridor of the
Crown Hotel was jammed with

PRIVATE DETECTIVE STORIES

people when Muck Denncrt and Kay
stepped off the elevator. The pri-
vate detective used his broad shoul-
ders to-good advantage and opened
a path to the door of Room 705.
There, a uniformed policeman
barred his way.

Muck flashed his credentials, ex-
plained that Kay was Michael
Lasher's secretary. The cop stepped
aside, swung the door open. As Kay
entered, her face went white and she
moaned softly.

There, stretched out on the floor,
the bone handle of a knife protrud-
ing from the crimson-streaked full-
ness of her breast, was Cathleen
Carlton! Blood from the stab-
wound had seeped to the floor,
trickled to her white face, and
formed a coagulated pool under her
waxen cheek. The bodice of her
dress was ripped away, the skirt
bunched up high on her curved
thighs.

A white-coated interne was down
on his knees beside her half-nude
body.

Horrified, Kay turned away, only
to have her eyes fall on the gray,
tortured face of Michael Lasher.
The diamond dealer was stretched
out on the bed, one arm drooping
limply over the side. Kay saw his
fingers twitch and knew he was alive.

Muck greeted the homicide men
on the case. Fie conversed with
them in low tones, scarcely audible.

Kay heard “fingerprints” . . . “bell-
boy heard a shriek” ... “Rossi.” She
closed her eyes and leaned against
a wall. It was all so horrible ... so

ghastly. And what was more horri-
ble was that Michael Lasher had an-
ticipated it.

Her eyes fell on Cathleen Carl-
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ton’s white body, on the carmine
peak of her stabbed breast. Kay
clutched at her throat. She felt her-
self getting dizzy, losing her grip.
The pool of blood under Cathleen
Carlton’s cheek seemed to melt and
flow in her direction. Bright spots
danced before Kay’s eyes. She tried
to cry out but darkness overcame
her.

"IVITUCK was leaning over Kay
A when she regained conscious-
ness. Her eyes fluttered open and
she studied her surroundings won-
deringly. The rose hanging on the
windows seemed strangely familiar.
The highboy . . . the walnut coffee
table. Then she realized she was in
her own apartment.

“Feel better now?” Muck whis-
pered.
She smiled wanly. “Yes, I'm all

right. 1—1 guess the sight of it all
made me sick. It—it was horrible!”

He sat beside her on the couch,
cradled her hand in his. “Those
things usually are—and this one was
particularly bad.”

Kay sat up, propped herself
against pillows. “Tell me what hap-
pened, Muck. Tell me everything.”

“There isn’t much to tell, baby.
Rossi is missing. So are the dia-
monds. The desk clerk and the
doorman saw him come in at noon
but nobody saw him go out. Your
boss, Lasher, came up at ten after
four. Rossi let him in and the next
thing he knew something hit him.
That’s all we know about that.

“The Carlton girl came up at
four-thirty. Five minutes later one
of the bell-boys heard a scream
from 705. He knocked at the door
but someone told him it was noth-
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ing. Then you called at five, and
the ringing of the phone brought
Lasher around.

“You know' the rest. We’ve got
one dead dame, a guy with a bump
on his head the size of an egg, and
no diamonds.”

Kay’s lips trembled. “But—but
what are we going to do, Muck?”
She explained how Michael Lasher
had feared trouble, how the loss of
the stones would ruin him. “Muck,
you’ve got to do something!” she
pleaded.

Fie shrugged. “Well, it’s homi-
cide’s job, but I thought you’d feel
this way about it so | did some
moseying around. He produced a
man’s white handkerchief from his

pocket. “I found this in the room.
The bulls missed it.” He spread
the square of linen out. The Ini-

tials “J. T.” were embroidered into
one corner.

The color drained from Kay’s
cheeks. She repeated the letters in
a hoarse, terrified voice. Her fin-
gers clutched his hands. “No! No!
It couldn’t be!”

Muck’s eyes narrowed. “Know
somebody with these initials.”

“Yes, but—"

“Who is it?” He snapped out the
query, reverting to type.

“Johnny Townsend!” Kay
gasped. “He’s a salesman in our
office. But he couldn’t have—"

Muck was on his feet. “In times
like this, baby, I wouldn’t trust my
own mother. You want me to work
on the case? All right. I’ll break
it tonight before the bulls mess
everything up. You stay here and
wait for my call.” Fie leaned over,
kissed her hurriedly, and then was
gone.
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TTHE superintendent at Cathleen

Carlton’s apartment reacted
favorably to the detective’s verbal
and monetary persuasion. Muck
entered the show-girl’s sumptuously
furnished suite, the atmosphere of
which was redolent with violet scent.
He passed into the dead beauty’s
boudoir and began a systematic
search.

Anxious moments went by as he
fumbled among flimsy undergar-
ments which once had clung closely
to the warm flesh now cold forever.
In a dressing-table drawer he located
a packet of letters and a red leather
address book. Both went into his
pockets. But there was still some-
thing more important he hoped to
find.

Combing the room rapidly yet
thoroughly, Muck finally came to the
bed. He ripped off coverlet and
blankets, baring the mattress. A slit
in the material caught his eye.
Searching fingers delved into the
down, came out with a tissue paper
package. There was no need for
him to open it, but he did. Blue-
white gems sparkled up at him.

At that moment, the unmistakable
sound of a key grating in a lock
reached his ears. He stiffened mo-
mentarily, then crossed to the light
switch. The boudoir went dark as
the door from the corridor opened
and a male figure entered.

Muck’s right hand flipped a gun
from his pocket. He crossed the
threshold separating boudoir from
living-room.

“Don’t move!” he barked.

But the shadow at the door failed
to heed the order. It ducked low
an instant before Muck’s gun roared,
and in the split-second spit of flame,

the detective saw hurtling shoulders
coming at him. Before he could fire
again,' the shoulders struck, knock-
ing him against the wall and driving
the breath from his body.

A fist catapulted from nowhere
and found a dizzying mark on the
point of his chin. Muck’s head
swam, but somehow he managed to
strike out with the butt of his gun.
There was a dull, ghastly thud as
the steel struck skull-bone. A crum-
pled body slid to the floor.

"CIIVE minutes later, Johnny
J- Townsend, propped up in a
chair, stared in stark terror at the
man facing him with leveled re-
volver. The wallet Muck had taken
from the jewelry salesman’s pocket
gaped open on the floor. The auto-
mobile driving license was missing
from the isinglass window.

“So you’re Townsend?”
said.

Johnny gulped. “Yes.”

“Pretty piece of business you
and the Carlton dame cooked up,
wasn’t it? All set to meet her here
and skip with Lasher’s diamonds
and whatever Rossi had in his room.
Or was it you who bumped both of
them off?”

“God, no!” The denial leaped
from Johnny’s drawn lips. “She
asked me to come back about this
time. We were going to celebrafe
the sale she was sure she’d make.
|—”

“Cathleen Carlton is dead . . .
murdered!” Muck dragged it out,
watching the twisted horror of
Townsend’s face.

“Dead?” he gasped.

Muck’s hand dipped into his
pocket, came out with the damning

Muck
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handkerchief. “Yes, and this was
found in Rossi’s room where she was
killed.” He waved it under John-
ny’s nose. “It’s yours, isn’t it?”

Trembling fingers touched the
wrinkled linen. “Y-Yes. But |
didn’t do it! | swear I didn’t!”

“Then who did?”

“I—1 don’t know! I tell you I
just came here because she asked
me to!”

Muck’s eyes narrowed. “How
did you happen to have a key to the
apartment?”

Sweat poured from Johnny’s face.
“She—she gave it to me.”

“When?”

“Last night.” His frightened
eyes pleaded. “I—1 can explain
everything if you’ll let me.”

Muck’s mouth twisted.
ahead, but make it good.”

Johnny sucked in a deep breath.
“l—1 came here to see Miss Carl-
ton last night. Mr. Lasher asked
me to spend an hour or so with her
to—to explain about some diamonds
and their value.”

“You spent an hour ... or s0?”

Johnny’s bloodshot eyes flickered.
“I—1 couldn’t help it! After | told
her about the diamonds she got
familiar. 1 didn’t want to get mixed
up with her but she made me. ... |
couldn’t help it.” He moaned softly.
“Now—now she’s dead!”

“GO

TF THIS was an act, it was a damn’

good one ! “That doesn’t explain
the handkerchief,” Muck prompted.
“What about it? You used it to wipe
fingerprints off Rossi’s door, didn’t
you?”

“No! | don’t know about the
handkerchief! Maybe I leftithere!
I can’t remember. It’s all hazy. She
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was soft and whife . . . alive then—¢’
He buried his face in his hands and
sobbed bitterly.

Muck looked <} puzzled. He
was convinced Johnny Townsend
knew more than he was telling, but
there was one logic link missing in
the chain. Reasoning that Cath-
leen Carlton salved the jewelry
salesman with her charms and
talked him into going in on a deal
with her, why had she appeared at
Rossi’s hotel room at all, and ‘why,
when she appeared, were the dia-
monds hidden in her mattress?

How did she expect even to put
up a front of selling the stones to
Rossi? If the missing Rossi did the
killing he must have seen the stones
before he snuffed out the show-
girl’s lifel How could he have if
they were in the mattress? A sud-
den, startling thought shot through
Muck’s mind. He groped in his
pocket for the dead girl’s address
book.

Johnny had regained some sem-
blance of composure. His eyes,
however, were red-rimmed, and his
lips quivered spasmodically.

“Is that the best story you can
tell about the handkerchief, Town-
send?” Muck blurted.

“Yes . .. the only one.”

The detective decided to take a
blind stab. Sometimes it brought
reactions. “You knew Rossi, didn’t
you, Townsend?”

Johnny nodded. “Yes. That is,
I— 1 tried to sell him diamonds last
year.”

Muck counted off the seconds, al-
lowing a dramatic silence. “You’d
know him if you sawThim again?”

“l—1 think so.”

“Could you identify him?”
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“What do you mean?”

Muck snarled, putting macabre
venom into his voice. “This is
what I mean Townsend: Rossi is in
the morgue 1 The police found his

dead body in—"

The reaction came. Johnny’s
eyes rolled up. He gasped for air,
clutching at his throat.  Muck

caught him as he slipped off the chair
in a dead faint.

TT7ITH Johnny in the custody of
*’ a homicide man, Muck set
about thumbing through Cathleen
Carlton’s address book. He knew
what he was looking for, but it was
almost a hopeless task. In des-
peration, he chose five notations that
were addresses without accompany-
ing names. If his hunch had any
merit, it would be one of them.

Four of the five addresses led up
blind alleys. Two were hair-dress-
crs, one a costumer, and the fourth
a private party. Muck looked at the
$3.60 taxi meter figure and cursed.
He was about to crumple the list up
and toss it into the gutter, when a
hunch hit him.

“All right, we’ll try one more,”
he told the cabdriver. “220 Bar-
clay Street.”

It was a poor neighborhood and
a worse house. Muck held a match
to the lone letter box in the dark,
musty hallway. He read the name
with difficulty: Alex Weyman- For
some reason or other it sounded
good. Without pushing the button
he walked up the flight of rickety
stairs, knocked on the only available
door. There was a scuffle of slip-
pered feet within, then a cracked
voice.

“Who is it?”
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“Mr. Weyman?”

“Yes.”

“I’d like to see you about a little
business.”

A CHAIN rattled and a bolt

slipped. The door opened.
Muck saw a wizened hunchback
with pinched cheeks and whiskey-
inflamed eyes. They darted over
the detective, appraising him at a
glance. Muck stepped in. He found
himself in the living-room of a dirty
flat. The only light came from an
adjoining room. There was a sharp,
tingling odor he knew' but could not
place.

“What is it you want?” Weyman
questioned.

Muck stalled for time." Weyman
looked like the right man and the
murky hovel like the right place.
Still, he had to be sure.

“Well, I’ve got a little job 1°d
like you to do,” he said. “Miss
Carlton recommended you.” He
watched the deformed man’s eyes.
They lit with understanding. He
shuffled into the next room and beck-
oned Muck to follow.

There was a work table in the
room, a curious contraption resem-
bling a small blast furnace. That,
and numerous bottles of vari-colored
liquid.

“Let’s see the stuff,” Weyman
said. “Is it diamonds?”

In a flash Muck knew why Alex
Weyman’s name and address was
in the showgirl’s possession. The
hunch was good. His right hand
slid surreptitiously to his hip pocket
.. .justin case.

“Is that what you did for Miss
Carlton, diamonds?” he asked non-
chalantly.
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Weyman stiffened. His hump
shook beneath his jacket. “That’s
nobody’s business but my own,” he
snapped. “Let’s see your stuff.”

Muck decided it was time for ac-
tion. He dropped all pretense.
“There isn’t any ‘stuff” Weyman.
I came here to find out whether you
duplicated some uncut stones for
Cathleen Carlton? You did, didn’t
you? You made her paste replicas
of—"

The hunchback’s right hand shot
out with the speed of a bullet. His
fingers closed about a bottle of yel-
low liquid. Its glass stopper flipped
off.

Muck ducked, drawing his gun,
just as a stream of the yellow liquid
came in his direction. One drop of
it spattered against his left hand.
The moment it touched his flesh he
knew what it was. Sulphuric acid!
Blinding, burning, deadly sulphuric
acid! He could feel that one drop
gnawing into his flesh.

His gun came up. A tongue of
flame belched from the barrel, but
Weyman, with the agility of a
panther, dropped under the scream-
ing pellet of lead. As the gun went
off he leaped at Muck’s knees, hit-
ting him hard and bowling him over.

They fought like tigers, clawing
at each other’s throats, straining to
get a death hold. Muck had the
power and strength, but Weyman
the dexterity. The break came
when they crashed against a table
and Weyman’s hump hit the leg. He
screamed in agony, loosening his
hold. Muck took the cue. The butt
of his gun crunched against Wey-
man’s deformity. Like a limp sack,
the hunchback drooped.

TVVUCK waited only until the pa-
trol wagon carted Weyman



away. His next port of call was the
Crown Hotel. Now that two sets of
diamonds were involved, everybody
was in the picture.

The switchboard operator at the
hotel, a pert, gum-chewing blonde,
seemed more interested in Muck’s
appreciation of the “come-hither”
glint in her eyes than the record of
calls made by Rossi before his disap-
pearance, but managed somehow to
secure the desired information.

The desk clerk and doorman, both
of whom had seen Count Rossi go in
but not come out, were more lo-
quacious.

That done, Muck hurried back to
Kay Allen’s apartment. She was
nervous with apprehension until he
outlined what had transpired. “Now,
baby, it’s your turn to shed a little
light on this thing,” he said. “Let’s
hear your part in the story from start
to finish.”

Kay told of Cathleen Carlton’s
coming to the office, of the arrange-
ment whereby she was to try to sell
Count Rossi, of Michael Lasher’s
concern after the plans had been

made. At this point Muck inter-
rupted.
“Did Rossi call Lasher at the

office any time today?”

Kay hesitated, thinking back.
“Yes, at two-thirty. | remember
looking at my watch and thinking
how slow the day was going.”

Muck consulted his list. “What’s
the office number?”

“Winston 4-8500.”

Muck shook his head. “Sorry to

disagree with you, but in the first
place Rossi made no phone calls to-
day at all, and only two yesterday,
before five o’clock.” His forehead »
puckered. “Say, do you remember ™
when the Carlton dame left the office
with the diamonds yesterday?”
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“Yes, about four o’clock,” Kay
replied.

Muck leaped to his feet. “Come
oil! I think I've got it! There’s
just one little thing! Hop into a coat
and we’ll drop in on Lasher. If he
can clear this up, we’ve got it!”

TUTICHAEL LASIIER was

propped up in bed in his bache-
lor apartment. A Japanese valet
hovered about with the suave silence
so common to Orientals. Muck and
Kay sat at the bedside. Lasher’s
head was bandaged and he looked
like a man who had gone through
hell.

“l just came in to tell you that
we’ve practically solved this thing,
Mr. Lasher,” Muck said. “We’ve
established the fact that Count
Rossi was missing since yesterday
evening. We’ve also discovered
that only one person might have any
reason for wiping him out at that
time.”

Lasher breathed deeply. “I’'m
glad, Mr. Dennert. | sincerely hope
you find the perpetrator of this aw-
ful crime.” His eyes fluttered.
“However, | have almost better
news for you.” Muck watched his
fingers tense on the white coverlet.
“The packet of diamonds was left
here just twenty minutes ago. The
doorbell rang, Saki answered it, and
found a package. 1 opened it and
there was the folder . . . with every
diamond intact.”

Muck started as the gem dealer
reached beneath his pillow and ex-
tracted the white paper package.
Lasher’s nervous fingers unfolded
the tissue. Imprisoned fire leaped
from the stones. Muck extended
his right hand and picked up the
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largest of the flashing stones. He
fondled it in his palm.

“There’s just one little thing 1°d
like to clear up, Mr. Lasher,” he
said quietly. “It’s about a phone
call. Count Rossi called your office
lor an appointment at 2:30 this
afternoon. Miss Allen took the
message, but as a matter of fact it
wasn’t Rossi who called because he
was in the hotel at that time and
no calls were made. Townsend
didn’t do it since he was in your
office at two-thirty. The only other
possibility—"

The diamond dealer’s hand shot
beneath the pillow. Muck reached
for his hip pocket moments too late.
A vicious-looking .45 in Lasher’s
grip spoke eloquently.

“Thought you had me down on
my back, didn’t you?” he snarled.
“Well, you won’t solve this thing,
Dennert!  Sure | killed that dirty
slut. 1 killed her to get her off my
back. She was bleeding me. | had
to finish Rossi, too. They’ll find
his body In Room 709 at the hotel.”
Lie chuckled maniacally.

“Send them a message from
where you’re going! | don’t give a
damn! | won’t be here to worry
about it. These stones’ll take me
far, far away from danger.”

Muck relaxed externally. *“Not
these diamonds, Lasher. They’re
just paste. Carlton was one up on
you. When you stabbed her and
took the stones from her bag, you
took glass when you thought you
were taking diamonds. The whole
batch isn’t worth five dollars and all
your trouble of planting one of
Townsend’s handkerchiefs in Rossi’s
room, and the fake call, and every-
thing else was wasted.”
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Lasher laughed insanely. “You
can’t fool me with that line, Den-
nert. | know diamonds when | see
them.”

Muck dropped the gem he was
holding, ground it beneath his heel.
It crumbled away into a fine, white
powder. Lasher’s eyes popped from
his head-

In that instant of relaxation,
Muck leaped. The gun went oOff,
booming through the room, but the
bullet thudded harmlessly into the
wall. Muck wrenched the weapon
from the older man’s grasp, stepped
back.

“Get Police Headqguarters on the
phone, Kay,” he snapped.

Kay’s scream warned Muck in
the nick of time. He wheeled as
Saki, the Japanese, swung an iron
poker down at his head. Crunch!
The .45 smashed against the valet’s
skull. He went down quietly. Muck
trained the gun back on Lasher.
The diamond dealer was deathly
white.

“Kill me! Kill me!” he pleaded.

Muck shook his head negatively.
6 “No, Lasher, you should suffer. You
were a wise guy. You didn’t want to
pay for passion and now you’ll find
out what a high price it demands.
You’ll sit in a cell for weeks thinking
of that dead girl’s white body with a
knife stuck in it- You’ll remember
how you fondled that lovely form
and then you’ll see it with blood
streaming down its smooth curves.
You’ll—"~

The diamond dealer’s maniacal
shrieks rang through the apartment.

% He writhed and twisted, foaming at

|
In 5 days | have *
will return the book and you will |

the mouth, caught in the tentacles of
insanity. Muck stepped out of the
room, drawing Kay with him. He
held her in his arms, conscious of the
trembling of her warm body, the
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fluttering of her young bosom. The
siren of a police car wailed into the
night.

“But—but the real diamonds,”
Kay whispered. “What happened
to them, Muck?”

The detective patted his pocket.
“Right here, baby. | located them
in the mattress in Carlton’s bed-
room.”

“And all—and all for what?” she
breathed softly, clinging to him.

His hand blanketed the frenzied
beating of her heart. “All for what
we’re going to enjoy without pay-
ing for it, darling.”

Coming Soon!

GOLD BRICK™

by
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of

“The
Deadly One”
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MAIL COUPON Street Address.......

TODAY!

State—
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DICE « CARDS
Perfect Die*. Magic Dice. T H E D EAD LY O N E
’E\SAAa 12 Cards—READ THE

Boker Chips aming (Continued from page 45)

Layout*. Dice Boxes,

(b:ounéer GV%EF‘IS"EPUFnCC)IE . b h b .
boerds’ WRITE WOk again, because they were bouncing
K. C. CARD CO., 1204 V/. Washington Blvd., Chicago *1 over their own wake. He said, as

though worried, “I always kept

FALSE TEETHM " © 8 5 thinking that Mittelfarr was a funny

90 DAYS TRIAL name.” .
TEST THEM “Mine is Linden,” she said.

EXAMINE THEM = “That’s the name of a tree. Al-

We make FALSE TEETH for you BY MAIL from

¥_o|£ué mfotétht_-lrfnp{_ession;:REMEon_ey-Back_ GUA?A_NI— though I’m nOt a tree, thank GOd

directions. Booklet of New Stes All names are funny, if you want to
and Information. ~ Write today ! .

PARKER DENTAL LABORATORY look at them that way. Just think

127 N. DEARBORN STREET. DEPT. 30:G, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS f names like Smith AIIbright

Matthews, Valentine, Carraway,

W O M E N Turnipseed, Hutchinson, and so on.

Try Chumanie’s periodic pills to aid function- Some of them sound only like names
ing. $2.00—3 boxes $5. No. C.0.D.’. for Pullman cars. Pullman is a funny

Chumanie Medicine Co Dept. C.F.G name, for that matter.”
New Richmond. Ohio T “My name is Borg,” he said flatly.
Why shouldn’t | like the name

Fite Vuunm ieio at yen*/Sliced, Borg?” she inquired with gentle sil

Unredeemed loan pledges and big buying power enable Ver Iaughter as they Sped across the
us to Oder GENUI‘IJ\IE %IAMO_N_BS atour low prices— I k
far less than original cost. ake.

Men’s and ladies’rings,one carat $95.00, vV icarat $45.00
Hundreds more beautiful diamonds, exquisite sellin'gs- Shipped fo»
FREE INSPECTION and APPRAISAL. Send for FREE LIST of
Offeringsofbrilliantgemsatvery low prices. Lloyd J -Butler. President.
PRUDENTIAL LOAN ASSOCIATION (Pawnbrokers') .
133 N. Clark St. Dept. 23-K Chicago. Illiriois

An enchanting perfume of irre-
sistible charm, dinging for ho'ifrs R e a d
tike lovers loath to park Just a
tiny drop is enough. Full size
bottle 98¢ prepaid or Si.32
C. O. D. Directions free. One
bottle FLEE if two are ordered.
REXBELL. Box_124. Dept. 200

Huntington Station. New York “
"Facts about EPILEPSY” Death HaS
This most interesting and helpful Booklet will be mailed to

anyone while the supply lasts. | will send a free copy to
anyone who writes forit. C. M. SIMPSON
Address Dept. N—1840 W. 44th St., Cleveland, Chip

1
2atoSTOP TOBACCO? An Escort
Banish the craving' for tobacco as

thousands have. I\ﬁakeyourselffree
and happy with Tobacco Redeemer.
Not a substitute, not habitforming.
Write for free booklettelllnq(of in-
jurious effect of tobacco m™»m-«

nd of a treatment which IFRFFI

a

has relieved many men. n eXt I I l O nth l
THE NEWELL COMPANY I ttUUIiM -
145 Clayton Sta.f St. Louis, Mo.

Buy wholesale aud Sell Drug Sundries,
Razor Blades. Tooth Paste, Sharing
Cream. Personal Needs. Etc. Send for
Free Complete Catalog.

KEYSTONE CO., 72 Fifth Ave., Dept. RM-9, New York, N. V.
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Give The War WINGS

We’re asking men to face dive-bombers, and

flame-throwers, and torpedoes in the
night . . - They ask us to face

facts—The War Effort
Needs All of Us

-W ITH ALL WE’'VE GOT!
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LODESTONE

Live and Strong, $1 par pair

fiti and 7th Rooks of Moses $1. 7 Keys to Power $1. Expert
dice ?1 per pair. Postage extra if C. O.1). Black Magic Rooks.
Charms, Powders. Oils. Herbs. Novelties. Catalog FREE.

D. SMYTHE CO.
Box 5, Newark, Mo.

MacARTHUR 10
BUTTONS 25/

Make money and buy more Defense Stamps. Sell MacArthur,
Victory, Star and American Flaa buttons. Send 25* for sample
assortment of 10. Lower prices In larger lots. WRITE TODAY

MCICRY BUITON @0 2# B*V d
SIDELINE  SALESMEN AND  AGENTS

Sell our ILLUSTRATED COMIC BOOKLETS and
other NOVELTIES. Bach booklet size 4vzx 2%. Ten
different sample booklets sent for 50* or 25 assorted
for $1.00 or 100 assorted for $2.00. Shipped prepaid.
W holesale novelty price list sent with order only. No
orders sent C.O0.D. Send cash, Stamps or Money Order.

REPSAC SALES COMPANY
1 West 13th Street Dept. RM-0 New York City

CASH FOR UNUSED STAMPS

U. S. unused g)ostage wanted at 90% face value for denominations
He to 19c, 85% face value for denominations 20c to 50c. Smal
quantities 85% face value. MAIL STAMPS REGISTERED. MONEY
SENT BY RETURN MAIL,

GARBER SERVICE

72 Fifth Avenue, Dept. RM*9 New York City

Let us help you find real happiness. Join our old reliable
Club. 42 years of dependable, confidential service. Corre*
spondents mosteverywhere. Many with means, seeking con-
Senial mates. Proven results. Photos, descriptionsfree.

STANDARD CLUB, aox 607-m, grays lake, ill.

DICE. CARDS.

Specialties for Magicians” Use.
Inks. Shiners, Check-Cop, Daubs.
Catalog ten cents, stamps or coin.
IIILL BROS., Box C, Saiidu, Colo.

PATENT YOUR IDEAS

WHAT IS YOUR INVENTION?
Send Sketch or Write for FREE Inventors
Recording Blank. Confidential Advice

Z. POLACHEK 5 Ry REw- Y8t

m [k y | Find yoursweetheartand
m_Bw n | LLg M S halpptmess_ llhrough this
dence society. Confidential introdSLJeqFo?nSSt?c\gttegprl{fesrgggr_s
everywhere; ail ages. Dependable, dignified service for refined
Jadleuand e«Dtlemen. Romance awaits you! Sealed particularsfree.

Write EVAN MOORE, Box 988. JACKSONVILLE, FLA

E A DETECTIVE

Work homo or travel. Experience unnecessary.
DETECTIVE Particulars X'REE. Write NOW to
fIEORGK S. I* WAGNER. 2610 Broadway. N. Y.

V&L You Buy
with U.S.War
Savings
Bonais

When the “blackout” sirens
scream, you’ll scurry for shel-
ter. But there’s a lot of prep-
aration to be made so that you
may be warned in time of
approaching-enemy planes.

An important cog in this
protective set-up is the sound
locator. Communities near our
coasts and borders already
know their value.

Even a small community can
finance one of these vital pro-
tective instruments. They cost
about $5,000 each or the equiva-
lent of 267 U. S. War Savings
Bonds worth $18.75 each.

We need them now. To help
get them—

Buy U. S. War Savings Bonds
each pay day.
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THE FRANKIE &
JOHNNY MURDER

(Continued from page 75)

It was almost fool-proof. If it
came out that the kid had staged a
fake publicity stunt that had gone §
sour, the cops would think he’d been
slugged too hard by accident. There
was nothing to connect his half-
brother with the thing at all, except
he’d got worried when he found |1
was going to put the pressure on
Doll and her boy friends and might
find out the original set-up.

T WAS telling Frankie about it the

next night, while Johnny was over
in the place keeping an eye on things.
She was giving Frankie a break at
Frankie’s own request.

“It was a cinch, once | cut my head
in,” | said. “Here’s this guy, Sup-
posed to be a stranger down here.
Yet he knows his way back to the
hotel from here, even telling me
streets and all. 1’d driven out here,
but | didn’t remember street names,
and nobody else does the first time
out. Then he manages to find him-
self a hot hotel and puts on an all-
night party there. He could have
picked up a girl, of course, but it
would have been strictly business
then and no party like he was on. It
proved he’d been here before and
he’d have said so if he didn’t have
something to hide. They’ll stick him
along with the two thugs he hired
for the actual killing.”

“What about Doll and Mickey
Sims and Hennessy? Will the cops
do anything about that fake hold-
up ?”

“No. Why should they ? The kid
wanted it done.”

“Then money was back of it all.”

SUPERJU JJT I,

Get Tough Quick!

For %ersonal defense and counter-attack

tem is more powerful! Almost

unbeIleva ly efficient. You don't need big

Lick brutes twice your size with
uur bare hande, even if they are
Gdt ready now for any emergency

—protect ur loved ones. This amazing
new self- course teaches you double-
quick. Startlng low price. Satisfaction
aranteed or your money back. FREE
ETAILS erte today sure . . . timeis -- Mm __

NELSON CO~T 500 SHERMAN,

DEPT. J-510,

Mim

Find your sweetheart through my So-
cial Correspondence Club. Membership
of refined Ladies and sincere Gentlemen
of all ages, types and religions, all
over U. S, My service is CONFIDEN-
TIAL. Sealed particulars sent FREE.

CHICAGO

I. BULLION, Station H, Box 43-K, New York

TOnSHRVBROMIBUIW

AMAZING NEW
BLADE SHARPENER

sharpens? forah akes of double-
razor WadeF] R gﬁmds miradest
cessary to chahge es.” writes

sharpen* blades fcwcaasa (ft
strops on Ieather lees keen.

gue# dlnr_ AR SSUA LT
snérpeﬂnbgs;r&ir\‘ﬁ_é;%%ﬁe_ﬁ S?ﬁ

3few
>0 Ideal

END NO MONEY! ££»

aizrt:mn few oents
K&%ﬁed " Petin’ ur (bg'\fes%; '%er i

HAZOKOLL 020N Michigan, SXpt, 24 Chlcago

WAR BONDS

ARE
VICTORY
INSURANCE!



FOOT ITCH e

ATHLETE'S FOOT

PAY NOTHING
TILL RELIEVED

Send Coupon

WHY
CHANCES?

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 boiling to destroy the
germ, whereas, upon contact, laboratory
tests show that H. F. will kill the germ
Tinea Trichophyton within 15 seconds.

H. F. was develo/ged solely for the pur-
pose 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 parasites which 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 part with H. F. night
and morning until your feet are better.
Usually this takes from three to ten days.

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 bot-

tle of XL V. will be mailed you
immediately. Don’t send any
money and don’t pay the post-
man 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
atthe end often days. That’s
how much faith we have in

H. F. Read, sign and mail

At least 50% of the adult population of the United 1 the coupon today.

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 bottom of the
feet. The soles of your feet become red and swollen.
The skin also cracks and peels, and the itching becomes
worse and worse.

Get relief from this disease as quickly as possible,
because it is very contagious, and it may go to yout
hands or even to the under aim or crotch of the legs.

GORE PRODUCTS, Inc. c.r
800 Perdido St., New Orleans, La.

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, | will send you $1. If I am
not entirely satisfied, I will return the unused por-
tion of the bottle to you within 15 days from the
time | receive it.

NAME




.“Sure. It always is.”

“Not on everything,” Frankie
said, sitting up. “Not by a damn’
sight it ain’t. You cant tell me it
was money that made you quit me
last night and spend that time with
Doll Higgins. Maybe you can tell
me, but | won’t believe it. And it
wasn’t because you were afraid Sims
would come in and beat her up,
either.”

“That ivas just business, honey.”

“Then what’s this?”

I said: “This is just paying what |
mve yon, lover. Didn*t you tell me
you had an investment in me?”

She said she’d had her investment
back Avith interest.

WHETHER
OR NOT YOU
ALREADY KNOW
HONEST JOHN
YOU WON'T
WANT TO
MISS

“Blackout”

next

month !

CLASSIFIED

PHOTOGRAPHY

Stereoscopic (3 dimensional) Art Photos and views;
Stamp Brings Particulars- Oddity House, St. Peters-
burg, Fla.

PERSONAL

LONELY? Confidential introductions. Romantic. Dig-
nified. Seale* Particulars PREE. National Service.
P. O. Box 1470-C, W ashington, D. C.

WE WILE INTRODUCE you personally to the Sweet-
heart or friend you have been looking for. A. G. Bauer,

Lovable Ladles—W ant sweethearts, 120 names, ad-
dresses, descriptions. 85<h Frank Shilling, 1017-J
Ditcher* Canton, Ohio.

LONESOME? Worthwhile friends and sweethearts

await you.
club. Sealed particulars.
Box 529, Joplin, Missouri.

Meet your intended through our modern
W rite Betty and Bob. P- O.

LONESOME? Marry Rich. Select List. (Confidential.)
Box 1665-T, Milwaukee, Wisconsin.

SWEETHEART CLUB—MAGAZINE—NAMES —Ad-
dresses—Pictures—ALL for 25%. Satisfaction Guaran-
teed. Box 185-0, Worcester, Massachusetts.

FOR AN AFFECTIONATE sweetheart, worthwhile
and generous, write: MARY LEE, 445-W Kolia, Mis-
souri. All letters answered.

LONELY ? Let nationally known organization supply
desirable friends or select helpmate for you. Stamp
and age. Rev. Jones, Box 8181, Kansas City, Mo.

SONG POEMS WANTED

SONGWRITERS: Send poem for immediate consid-
eration and FREE Rhyming Dictionary. RICHARD
BROTHERS, 45 Woods Building, Chicago.

MUSIC COMPOSED, Printed, Recorded, Arranged.
Descriptions 10*. UNIVERSAL SERVICE, G.F.O.
Edwin Kruse (Composer’s Rep.), Lake Wilson, Minn.
Write for free booklet, Profit Sharing Plan. Allied
Music, 7608 Reading, Dept. 35, Cincinnati, Ohio.

DETECTIVES

DETECTIVES—Make secret investigations.
ence unnecessary. Detective Particulars free.
George Wagner, 2G40-B Broadway, N. Y.

Experi-
Writo©,

DETECTIVES—TRAINING—SECRET INVESTIGA-
TIONS—FINGER-PRINTS. Short Modern Easy Meth-
od. Home-Travel. Secret Code, Booklet and Particu-
lars FREE. W rite Chief Mulllea, International Detec-
tive System, Box 356-K, Journal Sq. Station, Jersey
City, N. J.

FEMALE HELP WANTED

SPECIAL WORK FOR WOMEN.—Demonstrate lovely
dresses in your home. Earn to $23.00 weekly, get own
dresses Free. No investment. Give age, dress size.
FASHION FROCKS, Desk 43058, Cincinnati, Ohio.
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Hundreds of Men andWomen have found Iriilependsncetliis way

If
DI

ou are looking for a new and better way to make a living, take up Swedish Massage, a
NIFIED FASCINATING, PROFITABLE PROFESSION, and one of the few still open to

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 o
550.00 per week, while H. C. Crittendon, who received his diploma January 1st, 1900, reports

averaging $60.00

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 fpr trained men and women from beauty
shops, hospitals, sanitariums, clubs, doctors and
private patients. Prepare for this profitable
profession wore;

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 yonr
neighbors and friends.

YOU Can Learn at Home

Turn spare hours into money. Use spare time at
home to master a profession which has made
thousands of dollars yearly for ambitious men
pmd 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. All instruction has
been prepared by the teachers in our well known
resident school—the same material is used and
a diploma is awarded upon graduation.

Experts in Reducing

Many of our students become specialists in reducing.
Thousands of men and women pay huge sums to take off
fat. Enroll now—get the benefit of instruction by the
teachers in our famous resident school. This course includes
lessons in Dietetics, Reducing Diets, Hydro-Therapy, Ana-
tomy. Medical® Gymnastics. in fact everything you need to
know to qualify for a Diploma.

per day.

resentative
raise _an

we

of

of graduates.

Miee H. Bwain, Ariz.

These photographs are rep-
B ogg.P hundr it

received with
) recommenda-
ion. Send the coupon
will include a" booklet
names and

Large incomes from Doctors,

hospitals, sanitariums, 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; I have been so busy the depression
never touched me.” Miss Childs, Baltimore,
Maryland, says, “I 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 Plan.

Regular 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

Writenow 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 the
coupon now—there is no costor
obligation.

THE College of Swedish Massage
Dept. 951, 30 East Adams Street, Chicago
(Successor to National College of Massage)

Use this Coupon for FREE information

eds
letters of

and
photographs

THE College of Swedish Massage,
Dept. 951, 30 E. Adams St., Chicago. Il

You may send me FREE and Postpaid Anatomy Charts,
Illustrated Catalogue, Booklet of Photographs of Successful
graduates and complete details of your offer.

NAME. ...y s et et
AAIESS.....coveveieisiesiee e —
City.




REDUCE FAT

HERES PROOF“ AMAZtNC FREE TRIAL

Reduce Pounds and Inches
Without Danger from Abdomen, Chin,
Neck, Legs, Hips, Thighs, Arms

Modern science now shows that most fat people don’t have
to remain overweight any longer. Except a comparatively
few cases, every one of these thousands of persons can now
reduce quickly and safcdy . . . without unwarranted diets,
exercise or discomfort.

SOMETHING NEW .. SAFE, EASY, QUICK

Are you one of these thousands, most of whom have tried to
reduce by following food fads, menus, etc. . . . and failed? If
you are, here’s something new, what modem science has discov-
ered on reducing foods, drugs and devices. Here’s how you can
reduce scientifically, with new health and attractiveness .. . and
without unnecessary exercise, dieting, massage, etc.

Simple Directions..Guaranteed Harmless

The “Comﬁlete Weight Reducer,” a wonderful new book, has
just published these marvelous reducing revelations. No matter
how overweight you may be from non-gland-

ular dysfunctions, these measures will help

Endorsed In slim you considerably in a few short weeks.
Medical Journals  jyst follow the simple directions on general
1llinois Medical reducing and spot reducing on abdomen,
Journal says: double chin, neck, thighs, arms, legs, hips,

aidakie M9 etc., at once and your reducible pounds and

easily.” “Michi-  inches of excess fat will go down, down,

gan Slate Med-down . . . until you soon feel like a different ) .

says ; “<lves  Person, with new pep and popularity. Mail This Coupon Today!

positive advice

?_‘nd inl\sllfrdL"eI Send No Money ;‘OAIf‘;/tESAT HOUISDE ¢ K3 N York

ons." edica - i venue, Dept. K-««3, New Yor

World says: Examine It Free ) pe B

«Should he read ) . Please semi me at once in R/Ialn Ié)acka e, for 5

from  cover  to Ton need send no money—just mail days’ free examination, the rOM.PI.KTE WEIGHT

cover before goupon now. We will send you the BT i ents for Dostacs nd I With

starting any dCoTprete Weight .REd%ehr for b the postman. If .within 5 days of followintI] its

Greatifent? Vs, deposit SLOG (plls a fow cents  SnBied*Uin JeEEtens, ! S ol cmplcy

}10“ rn alo {’f for postage and handling? with the full deposit of $1,98. Otherwise. | will keep It ami

mer#an ste- postman. Follow its simple instruc- the deposit will be considered payment in full.

opat| “ngslsn, tions immediately and start reduc-

says.h T value ing. If within 5 days you are not NAME

to J’ ysicians convinced that this shows you the

and layinen way to considerable weight loss, ADDRESS. ....cooeveoseeesseeseeeseeennas

alike. pounéis and‘llln?hES' ytl)u mfay dreturn

B it and we will instantly refund your "

ﬁ]lg?qpriléei?otr)g deposit of $1.08 in full. Remember CITT i R STATE.

and Cyolumnisls you risk nothing in mailing the Check here if you want to save postage. Enclose
coupon. This is your great opportu- $1.98 with_coupon and we shlpJ)repald. Same

all over C. 8. A. nity of becomin slimmer and return privilege with refund guaranteed.

!

slimmer. So act N



WHILE THEY LAST one oF mue

Most Amazing Introductory Offers

Fver Made

Stv F vour namE
» IMPRINTED  IN
GOLD LETTERS FREE FOR
PROMPT ACTION!

FeuN the Button ( Presto —
It's filled, ready to go |
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We want you to test this amazing brand
new fountain pen yourself We want you
to inspect it, fill it, write with it for ten
days. We want you to compare it with
any other pen at any price. You ere the
judge ... you alone decide. If you don’t
agree you've made a real discovery, if
yea don’t say to yourself “How in the
world can they do it?” ... If your friends
don’t guess you paid as much as ten
times the price you actually paid
simply return the pen and get

your money back for the asking.

Marc
I ATSSBI€EK I

PRCSS BUTTON FOUNTAIN PEN

THE PEN MAN. 179 N. Michigan Avenue, Chicago. Il

to PRIVATE

DETECTIVE Readers

MUST ACT NOW! THIS SENSATIONAL
"U'.V.SAVING, EXTRA-VALUE OFFER
WILL NOT REPEATED

The natipmillj-known PKXM ' recently introduced a hrimd new
fil iiitulii pen. It s the popular shaped model, hacked hv a guarantee
dT life service unit lias mopt of the features formerly found only on
uigh-priced pens. Hecfkthie nf the national enierjfeiicv. tin supply of
runher.and steel for e”seutiul parts of this wonderful pen is limited
and the stock of pens on hand must he closed out. So. through special
arrangements, this nationally-advertised fountain pen is priced amaz-
ingly low to our readers for quick clearance. Regulation size, it is a
real beauty. It has 14k. gold-plate military Hip that meets army and
navy regulations .. visible ink supply gauge ... 14k gold-plate velvet
smooth pen point that writes hold or fine, as your prefer. To fill this
amazing fountain pen. Jusl use the famous push-button filler. In
stantly your pen holds enough ink to write thousands of words. The
barrel is the now, everlasting simulated pearl, beautiful and strong
You have your choice of a variety of popular colors. Tor a wonderful
guaranteed fountain pen like this you might esweet to pay $2 . S3
.. .$41 At CVcil $5. a year or so ago. this umuxiitg fountain pen would
have been a real bargain

FOR PROMPT ACTION . . . Your Full Nome in
Gold Letters Will Be Imprinted On Your Pen Free
Of All Costs If Y*u Moil The Coupon Now!

Yes, the coupon below entitles you to one or two of these nationally
advertised Push-Hutton Fountain Pens for only (two for $1.23) ...
and for prompt action your name will be imprinted ou your pens
without charge! This is the one advertising bargain you ctan't pass
up! If you don’t have a fountain pen now. tills is your chance to get a

life service pen for only titty and g*4 your name in g- letters <m it
free. Hut you must act promptly. The supply, due to the national
emergency, is dettnlTely limited, bou t wait— ip the coupon and mail

it today sure

SEND NO MONEY iy

Pay Postman On Guarantee of 100% Satisfaction or Your Money Backl

Will you accept this friendly challenge? Will you send for this amazing value fountain
twil on ten days' trial? Are you willing to he comitw-ed that a guaranteed-fur lift
fountain pen need nut he txp»iwi»c' Then clip the coupon and mail it today Send
No Mone¥! When your fountain pen arrives. (Jewwit tWC for each pen you order
12 for |t.25). plus postage charge* itan inspect yout pen carefully. See how more easily
it tilts, law wonderfully neat it write.". Head the guarantee of life service that accom-
panies every pen. See your name imprinted in $dct «ti your pen or pen*. Then, if y«a
don't agree jnwi've made a fuuttlttUt pen discovery dial may sate yon a great many
dollar*, "if you aren't so proud of your pen you want to show it to everyone, if von aren‘t
1H % satisfied in every way. simply return”the pen within ten days and set Your Moue.v
Back for the asking! Keinember. this is an advertising olTer only. Don't expect to get
tlds amazing pen value with your name imprinted free, for long. You must act rigid
away. Clip the coupon . . . send for your beautiful, guarantred-for-life. push—bunon
fountain pen right now. The jiBke is only #W- each, ru n (2 fa- 11.2.11."

f - — CLIP AND MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY!--------

THE PENMAN, Dept. 392 ~ TRIAL COUPON
179 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, IIl.

f Semi two (2) brand-new Push Button Fountain PGS with names imprinted as |
* cheeked below, tin arrival | deposit $1.25 plus i-ostagc with postman on understand *
I lug these pens are backed bKl a guarantee of life service . also 1 may return |
* pens for any reason within IN days and get my money back.
1 (Print Plainly) I
imprint These Names FRED on Pens Imprint These Names FREE on Matching
Pencils
tomatic Pencil 3£
C 2 Pen amiPencil Sets $1.»*
CHECK COLOR O Black
reen ra
grown 8 gurﬁundg (Bed
. Send postpaid, enclosed find .
i If C.0.B.. postage: extra. City......... state... ...



