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June Kobak saiih "Mr. Monahan, I lmow how you feel 
about ai.:ls who dJd thlnp while tlu>lr men were ·oYI!r· 
seas • . • •  " Private Detective KeiTT Monahan had l>oth i penronal teelinp and a financial intercat ln the aubJect: 

• for his lludcJ,r, Jack Manhall, b.ad �lied the hu&band of 
his ex-fiancee, thm committed .. aic•de,· 

In Cape City, Kerry, playinF. his stolen identity to the 
hilt, stirred <IP a nest of ·Jriller&-and ran into double 
trouble when two rice-oquad cops burot into his room. 
One of the cops flashed a buzzer and said: ''You're not 
kidding an:yllody. , , • Let'a so down to Head· 
quutel'll." 

6 

lJOCKtT 

On the foad to Cape City to Investigate Jack's double 
erlllle, Kerry l\lonahan'a car wu shotgl!n-1>1aste4 Into 111 
diteh, killing the unknown hiteh-biker whom Kerry bad 
picked up. • , • Kerry awiftl:y traded identlllcation witll • 
the corple to let the murderen think that Private · 
Detective Kerry Monahan was dead. 

The murder-suicide manhunt led to the secluded Mission 
Gateway In the hills where Kerr;- Monahan was greeted by a welcoming salvo. • • • The eomplete story will be 
told by H. H. Stinson In hi• detective novel-"A Win· 
dow In My Coftln"-in the next· i111ue. June DIMB 
DETEC'�I\TE-pabliabed May Zncl. 
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Racketeers and Bwindl.ers or all sorts are lying fn watt for you, eager to roll or cheat you or your 
l'ulrd-earned OfUih. All fi{JU need to ·ihwaf't them. gtUJr6 tJ'I'Jainst them, Is a tore-knowledge ot thetr 
schemes ana met-hods ot Of)erotion. Write fn, telling us .your o·wn personal 64?periences witiJ, chts-elers 
and con men of various sorts. It ts our <ntenuan to pubUctze-wUhholdtng vour name, If you wish­
the Information go• have paased on, paying 15.00 tor every letter used. No letters wfU be returned 
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How to Get Your Winp Clipped 

Dear Sir: 
I was just out of school, the son of a north­

. western Michigan farmer, and I had a burning 
.desire to learn to Ay. The news paper had been 

'rwming an ad: Aviatiou, Earn While You Learn. 
After considecable ar.gument I convinced my 
parents it was for me. 

One week later I walked up the steps of the 
aviation school. I was made welcome and treated 
like a rich relation. The school had two divisions: 
aviation and radio. I did not learn much about 
the radio part of it, but the aviation school 
looked good-a ni-ce classroom and a large work 
shop in which a plane was being built. 

After a few days in the shop I was convinced 
·that opportunity had knocked. We were to build 
up the plane in the shop to pass a government 
in�vection, and were told we would patch wings 

cand make repairs at a nearby airport under the 
supervision of the instructor, who seemed to be 
very capable. 

After two weeki> had passed we were told that 
we would be off for the next week; they wanted 
to make some repairs on the shop. The first 
morning school reopentld I was the first man 
there. I didn't go into the shop, as I wanted to 
do ·a little early studying. I opened the class-

. room door, and my eyes and mouth opened, too. 
The room was full of dancing girls I 

When I regained my senses, I backed out and 
closed the door. Still in a somewhat dazed con­

, dition, I walked down and had a look in the shop 
window. It was as clean as a hound's tooth. I 
had a talk with everyone l thought might offer an 
explanation, but they too were surprised. When 
I went back about noon to have one more look, I 

·found se¥eral of the boys there looking like 
�mnesia victims. 

I arrwed home a few days later, and after a 
heated discussion with my father I learned that a 
£ell6w had plucked him for a tidy little sum, on 

,the grounds .that I was an unusual student etc., 
· and that I had decided to go on to a better school 
·that they also operated. Well, I learned all right, 
and worked like hetl to pay back the debt. 

GwA 
Hartford City, Ind. 

Funny BusineH 

Dear Sir: 
Recently, a friend of mine married and found 

_herself faced with the problem of buying fu� 
'riiture at a ttme when It was very eXpensive. 
8 

Reading through some ads in the local �per, she 
found an item about a couple that were breaking 
up their home and moving west. They wanted tp 
sell their furniture. She went there and bought 
several of the pieces. They weren't too cheap . 

Some time later she was telling a friend about 
this, and the friend said that she had bought 
some things in the same way. They checked up 
and discovered that this young couple did this as a 
regular thing. They bought second-hand furni­
ture at warehouses and fixed it up. Then they 
put it into their home and placed the ad in the 
paper. When someone bought a coffee table, 
they replaced it. They were running a regular 
furniture business I 

Dear Sir: 

Geraldyn Delaney 
New York, N. Y. 

Horse Langh 

Here's a neat little racket with a touch of Mr. 
Maddox's favorite sport mixed in with it. Mr. 
Sucker is busy minding his own bttSiness in some 
hotel lobby, when Mr. Con Man disturbs him by 
asking if he has just lost his wallet. "No," says 
Mr. Sucker and then the other f�llow picks up a 
wallet that is lying at Mr. S's feet. Mr. Con Man 
opens it and reveals what looks like a neat sheaf 
of bills. There is an identification in the wallet, 
too, with the address of a room in the hotel on 
it. At Mr. Con Man's insist-l!nce, Mr. S. goes 
up to the room with him, no doubt hoping for a 
cut of the reward meney. Well, Mr. Smith, the 
owner of the wallet, is overjoyed to get it back 
and as a reward, says that he will put some bets 
down on a horse that he owns and that h<J.ppens 
to be running that day at the track. He tells the 
two men to see him the next day. 

Back oome Mr. Sucker and Mr. Con Man the 
next day, and Mr. Smith gratefully hands the 
two of them anywhere from a hundred to four or 
five hundred doUars-their winnings on his horse. 
The lur.e of such w.sy mpney generally goes to 
Mr. Sucker's h�d and a .ftl!r a confab with his 
new found friend, he decides to get a good lump 
o'f money out of his life savings and J)ut down 
some more bets, if Mr. Smith will do so. And Mr. 
Smith will <io so-but only after pursuasion. 

Anyhow, Mr. Smith pr.omises to take the money 
fr:.Om both of the pals and put it on a good horse. 
Literally speaking, both Mr. Smith and Nlr. Con 
Man get on tbe 'horse with th.e money and ride 
away, becattSe Mr. Sucker nevt:r sees them agai.l). 

George E. Mess.ner 
Detroit, Michigan 
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hope to _get the fullest measure of opportunity. 

For opportunity is elastic:- it expands along 
with your knowledge and ability. And whether 
you will "measure up" to the responsibilities of 
a successful future depends upon whether you • 
are taking special training to qualify you for 
better pollitiou along the way. 

Yoa can start now on a program of Personal 
Ad'YaDCeiDent - through training. The world· 
famous Intemational Correspondence· Schools 
are ready to help you in the same way that they 
have helped thousands of today's leader11 iD 
American business and in�ustry. 

Now is the time to broaden your opportunities 
cind prepare for a rewarding future by study 
with L C. S. Start today :Dy mailing this coupou 
for complete iDformation. · 

BOX 3277-X, SCRANTON t, PENNA. 
Without cost or obligatioa, please sead me full particu!ara about the course b_ef- which I have marked X: 
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CHAPTER ONE 

"Hi, Brother!' 

SAM ALLGOOD'S law office was 
abo� the Wheatville National Bank. 
I nosed the right front wheel of my 

Ford against a parking meter along the 
curb, and stepped out to the sidewalk and 
put a nickel in the slot. I figured that sixty 
minutes was long enough for my business 
with Sam Allgood. 

I climbed a wooden stairway and walked 
down a hallway. A door lettered, Allgood 
and Winters, Attor,.eys at Law, was stand­
ing open. I walked in. There were a few: 
10 



A bullet hazard and playful wives. didn't faze Private Detective Jim 

B8nnett-but he just corildn't talie a corpse before breakjasJ.! 

"Put that aua away,"1 Mid. 

• • • 

:n: 



12 Robert Martin 
wooden chairs and a long table. On the 
wall w,as a big, faded map of Wheatvitle 
and two framed diptomas from a mid­
western law school. 

A pocket-sized girl was sitting behind a 
tiny typist's desk. There was a sheet of 
paper in her typewriter, but she was read­
mg a book with a photo on the jacket of a 
man blasting a golf ball out of a sand trap. 

The girl looked up at me, closed the book 
on a stubby forefinger and smiled brightly. 
She was a pretty little girl, in a tanned 
boyish way, with long brown hair falling 
over her shoulders, a short nose and a little 
round chin. Her eyes were big and brown 
and clear looking. She was wearing a bright 
print dress, not too much lipstick, and a blue 
and gold enameled high-school graduation 
ring on her right hand. 

I took off my hat. "Which club do you 
prefer for traps?" I asked. 

"A putter," she said seriously. "I really 
do. .That is, if the sand is hard, and the 
overhang not too steep." 

"A true student of the Bobby Jones 
school," I said. "Is Mr. Allgood in?" 

"No, Sir," she said. She reluctantly 
withdrew her finger from the pages of the 
book. "He's at the lodge hall. He hasn't 
come back from lunch there yet." 

"What lodge?" I asked. 
"The Beavers," she said. "Mr. Allgood 

is Supreme Celestial Commander this 
year." 

"Ah," I said. "A brother." I took out 
my billtold, flipped it open and showed her 
my paid-up dues card from the Cleveland 
Chapter of Beavers. "Where's the lodge?" 

"Around the corner," she said. "A big 
red brick building with white pillars." 

"Thanks," I said. "Keep your head 
down." 

She gave me a friendly grin. As I went 
out the door she was again engrossed in her 
book. 

I found the headquarters of the Wheat­
ville Chapter of Beavers without any trou­
ble. From the looks of the building and 
grounds I guessed that the Wheatville 
brothers paid their dues promptly. I 
pressed a button beside an ornate doorway 
and in a couple of minutes a big man in a 
white bar apron opened the door. 

"I'd like to see Sam Allgood," I told him, 
and I flashed my membership card on him. 

The big man leaned forward and looked 

closely at my card, his lips moving silently. 
Then he snapped to attention, crossed the 
palms of both hands over his forehead, his 
elbows protruding, and focused his eyes 
on my necktie. , .. Give the password," he 
barked. 

I took off my hat and placed my right 
hand over my heart. "True blue," I said. 

He relaxed and held out a big red hand. 
"Welcome, Brother." 

I followed him down a cool dusky cor­
ridor. We emerged into a long room with 
a bar along one wall and a row of slot 
machines along the other. Throu�h an al­
cove I saw a larger room filled w1th round 
tables. Most of the tables were empty, but 
at several of them men were playing poker. 
I looked at my wrist wacth. It was a quar­
ter of two in the afternoon. 

The big man poked his head into the card 
room and shouted : "Sam ! A brother here 
to see you." 

I heard a voice say: "Count me out, 
boys," and a man walked into the bar. He 
was about six-foot-one with a puffy white 
face which had once been handsome. He 
had a straight nose, thick black brows, 
rather small blue eyes, heavy black hair 
which he wore long and parted on the side. 
He was beginning to get fat, and his big 
frame was draped in a tailored pale-gray 
gabardine suit. He wore a white shirt, a 
red-speckled necktie and tan-and-white 
shoes. I guessed him to be about thirty­
five. 

"Hello, there," he said to me, and we 
shook hands. "Been looking for you." 

"Your office girl told me I'd find you 
here," I said. 

He nodded, and turned to the, bar. 
"What'll you drink?" he asked over his 
shoulder. 

"Ginger ale, plain," I said. 
"Oh, come now," Allgood said. 
"It's a little early in the day for me." 
He shrugged his big shoulders and said 

to the bartender: "The same, John-and 
a plain ginger ale." 

· 

When the drinks were ready, Allgood 
picked them up and jerked his head at me. 
I followed him through a door and into a 
big room filled with deep leather chairs. 
There was a thick, dark-red rug on the 
floor, a long table covered with magazines, 
and a combination radio and phonograph 
a little smaller than a grand piano. A man 



Death Under Par · U 
was snoring in a chair in a corner. Allgood 
led me to two chairs by the windows and 
handed me my drink. We sat down and I 
looked out at the sweep of green lawn. 

Altgood said: "Your name's Bennett, 
isn't it?" 

I nodded. 
"When I catted your office yesterday, I 

asked them to send you. We met at a party 
in Lakewood a year ago. Remember?" 

I nodded again. "It was after the Mid­
west Open golf tournament-at The Erie 
Isles Country Club. Red Rourk died that 
nilfht. Wasn't he your professional here?" 

'Yes," he said. "For many years. Red 
was too old to enter that tournament-and 
he had a bad heart. He cotlapsed in the 
clubhouse afterwards and died in a hospital 
in Cleveland a couple of hours later." 

I LOOKED out of the window, remem­
bering that day in Cleveland a year ago. 

The Midwest Open, with the big money on 
a· lanky kid from Alabama. And then Red 
Rourk an unknown small-time professional, 
and �me up from behind and went into 
the final play-off. He led the Alabama Kid 
right up to the seventeenth hole, and then 
he missed an easy two-foot -putt. He lost 
the match by one stroke. Somehow the 
word got around that Rourk had taken a 
pile of dough to throw th.e mate� to. th

,
e 

Kid. They never proved It, but It did.n t 
make any difference to Rourk He died 
that night. 

"Tough," I said. "Red was deadly with 
the irons." 

"His daughter works for us," Allgood 
said. "After Red died, we hired her. She 
was just out of high school, and there was 
just she and her mother." He took a swal­
low of his drink. "But I didn't call you 
down here to talk about Red Rourk. I've 
got a job for you." 

"Shoot," I said. 
He shifted his big body in the chair. "In 

the first place, you're to pose as a friend of 
mine from Cleveland .. It's important that 
your real identity be concealed. Do you 
understand?" · ; · · :, . 

"Sure," Isaid. ,uWhat's my name?" 
· "Sjmpson�George Simpson. I've got 

it all figured' out:" 
"Fine," I said; 

I :-.:··1 <", •.: :··,' -� . 
He looked at me over his glass and 

frowned slightly. "We've got to play this 
thing carefully. It's got me a little worrie.d. 
I remembered that you were a private 
detective. and I think your agency is reliable. 
This is my first experience of this sort. I 
know what your fee is, and how I pay it. 
But how do you work-what do you have 
to know?" 

"Everything," I said. The build-up ir­
ritated me. "What is it-a woman?" 

His handsome face flushed. He took a 
swallow of his drink and looked out the 
window. "Why do you say that?" he asked 
in a tight voice. 

I shrugged and sipped some ginger ale. 
I wished now I had some whiskey in it. 
"That's what a long-winded buildup usually 
ends up with. Why don't you telf me what 
you want?" 

"All right," he said. "Somebody' s ·been 
shooting at me on the golf course. I want 
to find out who it is, and I want it stopped." 

I thought about that for a couple of min­
utes. Then I said: "All right. What else?" 

He looked at me steadily. "Nothing else, 
Bennett. That's enough. It's a hell of a 
thing to be teeing off-and have a butlet 
sing past your ears." 

"I can imagine," I said. "When did it 
happen?" 

"This week-twice. Late in. the afternoon 
on Tuesday and Wednesday." 

"Why didn't you tell the police?" 
He made an impatient gesture with his 

hand. "You don't understand. Get this, 
Bennett. The police are not to be dragged 
into this. That's what I'm paying you for. 
I don't want any publicity. The police 
wouldn't do anything about it, anyway­
and they'd jump at the chance to get some­
thing on us." 

"Us?" 
"The Wheatville Country Club. The 

town doesn't like us. You know how small 
towns ·are." 

"Exclusive?" I said. 
"Our membership is restricted-natural­

ly," he said coldly. 
"I see," I said. "You bury your own 

dead. What goes on at the club is- none of 
the town's business?" 

"If you want to put it that way." 
"Do you have the slugs?" I asked. 
He took two flattened bullets from his 

coat pocket and handed them to me. "They 
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were imbedded in the shelter house behind 
the tee." 

I examined the bullets. They were small. 
I guessed them to be .22 long rifles. "Mind 
i£ I keep them?" 

He shook his head, and I dropped the 
little chunks of lead into my coat pocket. 
"Anybody playing with you when it hap­
pened ?" I asked. 

"No. Both times I was playing alone, 
practicing. There weren't many people on 
the course." 

"Any ideas?" 
He shook his head. 
"Any enemie5?" 
His shoulders moved beneath the gray 

gabardine. "No more than any attorney 
has." 

"Anybody else know about it?" 
"No. I didn't tell anyQne." 
"You g.ot shot at twice-and you didn't 

tell anyone about it?" 
"Why should I?" he said. He hesitated 

�nd looked down at the glass in his hand. 
"Maybe I'd be telling the person who did 
the shooting.." 

"You think maybe it's a fellow club mem­
ber?" 

·He shrugged again, his face expression­
less. "It could be. I don't know." He 
finished his drink in one swallow and the 
ice clinked in the bottom of his glass. 

i got to my feet. "All right. Let's go out 
to the club. I want to see where it hap­
pened." 

He looked at a gold, diamond-studded 
wrist watch. "I can't. I have an appoint­
ment at three-thirty. But you go ahead. It 
happened on number six tee-both times. 

- I'll call the club and fix it for you. You'll 
stay at my house while you're here. It'll 
look better that way. Do you need any­
thing?" 

"Well," I said, "I ought to at least have 
a golf club in my hand." 

He took a ring of keys from his pocket 
and detached a small flat key and handed it 
to me. "Help yourself to anything in my 
locker." 

"Where is the club, and where will I see 
you ? " I asked. 

"Tum left at the courthouse," he said. 
"It's a mile and a half. I'll meet you there 
around five-thirty for dinner. And remem­

i ber, you're a guest of mine-and your name 

is George Simpson." For the first time he 
grinned at me. 
- -We left the Wheatville lodge of Beavers 
and .Sam Allgood walked with me to ·my 
car. He. went up the steps to his office. I 
drove to the courthouse and turned left. 

CHAPTER TWO 
Bulleta for Two 

T

HE Wheatville Country Club was 
built around a small lake, and as I 
turned into the drive leading up to a 

�ambling .white-painted building I figured 
1t was a rune-hole layout. I parked my Ford 
beside a sign which said Members Only 
and walked along flat stones laid in a 
smooth lawn to a wide scPeened porch. 

The porch was deserted, but from inside 
the club house I heard the shrill babble of 
many female voices. Through an open pair 
of French windows I saw about fifty wom­
en, all dressed to the teeth, jabbering away 
at card tables. I opened a screen door on 
my left and followed a sign which read, 
Locker Rooms. J:. �an in a white jacket stepped �ut of a 
swmgm� door and l_?oked at me. He gave 
me a qmck cold smtle and stood still. He 
was a young man, pudgy, with fat cheeks 
and thick yellow hair cut long like a radio 
crooner's. He looked at my ready-made 
blue suit and at my dusty brown shoes 
which I can never remember to get shined. 
I felt that maybe I should have gone around 
back to the service entrance. 

"Whom did you wish to see, Sir?" he 
asked politely. 

. "Nobody, Sonny," I said. "My namels 
S1mpson. Sam Allgood called about me." 

He stepped away from in front of the 
door. "Yes, Sir," he said. "If you need 
anything, call me. My name's Rogan." 

A man came through the door from the 
locker room. His spiked shoes made a clat­
tering sound on the pitted hardwood floor. 
He was a tall thin man with a long sun­
burned face and a narrow yellow mustache. 
He had a thin hooked nose and a thin wide 
mouth. His eyes were blue and set far apart. 
He was wearing a whi�e terry-cloth pull­
over, gray flannel slacks, and was carrying 
about fifteen glittering golf clubs in a seven­
ty-five-dollar bag slung over his shoulder. 
He stopped and hooked. his thumb .beneath 
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the strap of the golf bag, looking at me. 

"Did I hear you mention Sam Allgood," 
he asked. His blue eyes were friendly. 

The white-coated Rogan said quickly: 
"This is Mr. Simpson, Mr. Winters. Mr. 
Allgood telephoned about him." 

The tall man held out a hand to me. "I'm 
Bert Winters, Sam's partner." 

I shook hands with him. Rogan dis­
appeared into the locker room. 

Winters said: "Like to play with us, 
Mr. Simpson? I've got a foursome, but 
we'll break the rules and make it a five­
smne.'' 

"Thanks," I said. "I'm just going to dub 
around a little--and I'm meeting Sam after 
a while." 

He nodded, said, "I'll see you later," and 
clattered out the screen door. I located Sam 
Allgood's locker, and took three irons out 
of his golf bag-a number five, a number 
seven and a putter. I unzipped the ball 
pouch and pockete? three balls,-and �ung tip 
my coat and neckt1e. There was a bt1ght red 
baseball player's cap with a long bill hang­
ing on a hook in the locker. I tried it on. 
It fit, and I decided to wear it, instead of 
my felt hat. Allgood's spiked shoes were a 
little small, but they would do. There were 
also three bottles of whiskey in the locker, 
one of them Scotch, but I resisted the 
temptation and closed and locked the metal 
door. Then I went out. 

A tall girl with a flat black hat the size 
of a bicycle wheel came out of the babble 
of the card playing room and headed for 
the porch door_ She was carrying a high­
ball glass, and she was walking fast. Her 
hair was black and it curled around her 
shoulders. She had a thin, hollow-cheeked 
face, a thin straight nose, a red-painted 
full-lipped mouth and wide gray eyes be­
neath arched razor-edged black brows. Her 
plain black dress and stubby-toed, three 
mch heeled black shoes had cost some man 
a lot of money. She looked straight ahead 
and walked for the door with a free, long­
legged stride. 

I kept moving. Unless one of us slowed 
down, we were bound to collid�. At the 
last second, I slowed down, but 1t was too 
late. We came together, hip to hip. Her 
highball splattered to the floor, and we �th 
jumped away from each other. The surpn-se 
in her eyes was--as faked as my apology. 

''Sony," I mumbled. -

She dazzled me with a flash of. white. 
"My fault," she said. "I wasn't looking. I 
just c<>uldn't stand it in there anymore.'' 
She tossed her head at the sound o£ female 
chattering. 

1 didn't say anything. 
"AIJ right," she said. "I met Bert on the 

porch. He told me. I'm Katherine Allgood 
-Sam's wife. I'm glad to meet a friend of 
Sam's. Of course, I could have_ gotten 
Bert to introduce us, but this way is more 
interesting." 

"Definitely," I said. "But I'm sorry 
about your drink." 

"You can buy me another," she said. 
I looked at my watch. Three-thirty. 

Pfenty of time. 
"Of course," she said, "if I'm detaining 

you-" 
"Not at all. Where's the bar?" 

SHE laughed and moved through an arch­
way. I followed her out to a screened 

porch overlooking the little lake. There 
were tables, chairs and wicker porch furni­
ture. We sat down at one of the tables. 
Rogan came out of a door and stood quiet­
ly attentive. 

"Scotch and soda," Katherine Allgood 
said to him. 

I nodded. "The same." 
"So you're a friend of Sam's," she said. 

"lfs strange that he never mentioned you 
to me." 

I squirmed a litt1e in my chair. "Law-
yers know a lot of funny people." 

-

Rogan came in with the drinks, and she 
waited until he had put them on the table 
and lef� 

"I don't think you're funny," she said. 
"I think you're nice." 

I held up my glass and grinned at her. 
I couldn't think of an answer to that. 

"Going to be in town long?" she asked. 
•• A couple of days maybe." 
"You'll have dinner with us tonight?" 
"I'm staying at your house," I said. 
"Really? How nice." 
A stout gray-haired woman in a purple 

dress. and an imitation orchid for a hat came 
out onto the porch. "Katherine, dear," she 
said, looking at me intently. "We need 
you." 

Katherine Allgood said: "In a minute, 
Myrtle."-

"But, dear, we're waiting." 
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Katherine Allgood sighed and finished 
. her drink in two long swaltows. usee you 
later, •• ab.e said to me. and she followed the 
wornan hack into the club house. 

I drained my glass, left some money on 
the table, and walked out to the li.rst tee. 
There was nobod.y on number one fairway, 
but I could .s� a sprinkling of .Player.s scat­
tered over the rolling cout.se. I saw by the 
white-painted arrows sticking in tho turf 
at the edges o.i the tee that it was a three­
hundred-and-twenty yard, par-four hole. I 
like golf, but I don't have much time to 
play. 

I teed up a ball and smacked it out with 
a number five iron. I got about a hundred 
and fifty yards and landed in a bunl<er. I 

'walked down the fairway to the bunker and 
lifted the ball with a seven iron and landed 
thirty yards short of the green. I used the 
seven again and pitched up to within three 

. feet of the cup. I holed the putt for a par 
and walked tD number two tee feeling 
pleased with myself. 
. There was a foursome ahead of me, and 
I figured it was Bert Winters and his 

·crowd. I stayed behind them. When I ap­
proched number six tee I began to look over 
the lay of the land. There were lots of trees, 
and number six was bounded on one side 
by a row of poplars, and on the other by a 

. corn field protected by a wire fence. Nailed 
to the fence posts at intervals were big black 

·and white signs which read, Out Of Bounds. 
'Do Not Enter. 

Number six hole was a hundred and 
seventy yards, par three. The corn field 

-ended just beyond number six �een, and 
opposite number seven tee. J '¥! beyond 

·the field was a group of farm bmldings and 
p. green�painted house. When I stepped up 

·to the tee I saw that Winters and his party 
had holed out and disappeared beyond the 
poplars. Behind me in a dump of fir trees 
:was 11 small three�sided shelter house, with 
a bail washer anchored in the ground be­
side it. 

I turned back to my ball, dug in and 
started my back-swing. Something zinged 
past my nose and smacked into the shelter 
house behind me. The wind carried a faint 
clear crack to my ears. I jumped back to 
the shelter house and stooped low, holding 
,my breath. 

I waited maybe a minute, but I couldn't 
hear anything but the birds and the bees 

and the distant moo-ing of a oow. I looked 
around the. walls of the shelter house. Just 
above my head a bullet was imbedded in the _ 

wood, and I pried it out with my pocket 
knife. It was a small caliber, probably a 
.Z2. A foot to the left were two shatlow 
depressions, with the wood splint;ered a lit­
tle around them. I took the slugs which 
Allgood had given me &-nd laid them in-the 
depressions. They fitted. 

I heard the metallic rattle of steel golf 
clubs in a bag, and I stepped outside. Sam 
Allgood's little secretary was walking up 
from number five green, her head down. 
Her clubs were slung over her shoulder 
in a small canvas bag, and the sun glinted 
on her hair. 

"Hello," I said. 
She looked up suddenly and stopped. 

Then she recogntzed me and smiled. "Hello, 
there. Did you find Mr. Allgood?" 

"Yep. He had an appointment, and so I 
came out here to do a little dubbing 
around." 

SHE stepped up to the tee beside me and 
laid her golf ba� on the �ass. She 

stooped down and withdrew a 1unior size, 
steel-shafted brassie. "Mr. Wmters gave 
me the rest· of the day off," she said. "I 
was glad, because I need the practice. I'm 
playing in a tournament tomorrow." 

"Go ahead and shoot," I said. 
She nodded at my ball on the little 

wooden tee in the ground. "You're teed up. 
Put it on the green." 

I sliced the ball into the poplars on the 
right of the fairway. ''Just a duffer," I said. 

She laughed and teed up her ball. She 
had a slow, easy swing and the click of 
her club against the ball was a sweet satis­

. fying sound. The ball arched into the air 
and landed on the edge of the green a hun­
dred and seventy yards away. 

We picked up our clubs and started down 
the fairway. "Nice shot," I said. "Is the 
con:wetition stiff tomorrow?" 

':Pretty stiff," she said, trudging along 
beside me, a small trim figure in a whit:e 
linen dress. "I've got to beat Mrs. AU­
good." 

"The boss' wife?" 
She nodded seriously. "She's plenty 

good." 
"Who's the favorite?" I asked. 
"Mrs. Allgood, .of course,!' she said. I. 
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loo.k� down a t  her. Th�re was a faint bit­
ter twist to her small mouth. " She's the 
club's woman champion-has been for three 
y�rs. But now the tournament's narrowed 
down to just we two. She said I was get­
tin� too big for my pants. "  

' Now, now," I said, "Little girls 
�houfdn't talk like that." 

"Well, panties, then. Anyhow, that's 
what she said about me when I defeated 
Mrs. Nusbaum last Saturday. She was the 
leading contender for th� championship." 

"And now you are ?" 
"Yes. You see, Mr.-" 
" Simpson," l said. . 
She looked up at me though�:ully. "Ob-," 

she said. 
"Oh, what ?" 
"Oh, nothing." 
"We wer,e talking about pa· .ties,'' I said. 
" Well, M!'S. Allgood was pr�tty peeved 

about my beating Mrs. Nusbaum. She 
knows she can �t Mrs. Nusbaum, but she 
isn't sure a"bout me. She's the champion, 
you see, and she wants to keep on being the 
champion. Mrs. Allgood's a leader in 

. .  overything. She's always giving luncheons, 
and bridge teas, and parties, and I 'm just a 
working girl-her husband's t:red help. I 
only belong to the club for one reason, and 
that's to play golf. Yeu see, m:, father used 
to be the pro here. I guess :olf comes 
naturally to me. " 

. "I saw your £ather play once, " I . said. 
"A few years ago, in Cleveland. In the 
Midwest Open."  

She looked quickly up at  me. "How did 
you know that Red Rourk was m,y father ?" 

" Mr. Allgood told me. "  
"Then-then you know what they said 

about him ?" 
I nodded. "Yes--but I don't believe it." 
She smiled up at 111e. "Thanks. You look 

like the kind of a man who wouldn't believe 
a story like that. " She lifted her little chin 
proudly. "Red didn't throw that match. He 
was sick. He-he died-right after it, you 
know. "  · c . 

. 

. ·  "Yes. I kno�r'," J said. "What's your 
· ·first name ? " 

· · · 

" Margaret. But evt:ry�ne calli me Peg-
gy. " ' 

. . 

. 

We ·were awroaching the green, and I 
moved over to th,e line of poplars. My ball 
was lying in 'high ·gr-as'S dose to the trunk 
of one of the trees. But-1 had a clear swing, 

&Bd I blasted it out with the seven iron and 
it plopped on the green. 

Peggy Rourk said : "You don't Io4>k like 
a duffer to me." 

"Lucky, " I said. I was lookililg ever at 
the green-vainted house and the group of 
farm buildings. Anyone with a gun would 
have a clear shot for the sixth tee. . . .  

As we climbed a gentle hill to the seventh 
tee, I saw a man leaning on the wire fence 
looking at us. He was wearing overalJs 
and a sw�t-stained felt hat. His face was 
red from the sun, and he needed a shave. 
His eyes were the palest of gray, set close 
beside a long nose, and they stood out 
sbdl' yly against his dark face. He was a 
young man, around thirty, with. heavy 
shoulders and thick, work-toughened hands. 

·�Howdy, " I said, as we came abn:ast of 
him. "Your cQrn looks good. " 

He spat out a piece of straw he. was 
chewing, " That's right, " he said. "And I 
aim to keep it that way." 

"We could use some rain, "  I said. 
"It ain't the rain that worries me." 
••corn borers, brother ? "  I asked . 
" Corn tramplers," he said. "They ruined 

half my crop last year looking for lost 
balls. I aim to keep them out this year. 

· · You're a stranger here-a-bouts, ain't you?" 
His eyes were on my red cap. 

"'fhat's right." 
. 

He grunted. " Thought so. I know 'em 
all by sight. Silly game, ain't it ?" 

"Kind of, '' I said. 
"Grown men-" he sneered, and I saw 

· that his two front teeth We'rt! missirig­
"chasing a little white ball around a pas-

· ture." He spat contemptuouslY. · · 

i> grinned at him. Peggy laughed, and 
we moved on up to the seventh tee. While 
she was driving, I looked over the buildings 
of the farm across the fence. I spotted the 
shutters of a tiny window high up in the 
peak of a big white barn. The shutters 
were hanging open. I looked back' at the 
farmer. He was still watching us . . 

CHAPTER THREE 

Delaying Action 

W. · · E WALKED down the green fair­
way, and Peggy Rourk was sud­
denly quiet. I watched her for 

several seconds before I asked : .. Did you 
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hear a shot a while ago, by any chance ?" 

"No," she said, "but it  was probably 
kids over nn the lake. Shooting turtles. I 
used to do it myself-with a little .22 single 
shot rifle. I was practically raised out here, 
you know. " 

"How long was your dad pro here ?" I 
as'ked. 

"About fifteen years-until he died last 
year." 

"Why did they say he threw that match ?" 
I a-sk-ed. 

She · tilted her small face up at me, and 
there was an angry gtirt'l: in her brown eyes, 
and a hint of tears. "Why do you ask 
that ?" 

"Just wondered," I said. 
She bit at her lower lip and dropped her 

head. "They lied about him-and be didn't 
have a chance to fight back. It-it killed 
him." 

. , "Who do you mean by 'they ?' " I asked 
after a moment. 

She shook her head qui'cldy and didn't 
look at me. "I don't want to talk about it, " 
she said in a choked voi-ce. 

We reached her ball. "Sorry, Peggy, " 
I sai<'l. "Lay it on the green." 

She swung her club, but the stroke was 
ragged and too fast. She topped the ban and 
it bounded along the grass and into a 
bunker fifty yards away. She didn't say 
anything. She dubbed her bunker shot, and 
three-putted the green. I kept quiet after 
that, and by the time we started number 
nine she was laughing and gay again. But 
she was six over par when we holed out on 

-the ninth green in front of the club house. 
"Don't worry, " I told her. "You've got 

the bad shots out of your system. Tomor­
row you'll burn up the fairways. " 

She gave me a quick smile. "Sure," she 
said. 

I headed for the club house. 
"So long, Mr. Simpson., " she said. 
I turned. "Aren't you coming over to the 

club ?" 
She shook her head, "I-I don't belong 

up there. And Mom will be waiting sup­
pet." 

"All right," I said. " Good luck tomor­
row." 

"Thanks. " She walked across the gravel 
drive and tossed her clubs into a faded blue 

}.937 Ford CQnvertible. 
· 

· 
I cro� to the clubhouse and went up 

. . . -

the steps to the screened porch. There were 
four people sitting there, all with drinks ini 
their hands. Sam Allgood was there, and 
his partner, Bert Winters, and Katherine 
Allgood. Sitting beside Winters was a taU 
slender girl with long tawny hair, dark blue . 
eyes anci a wide red mouth. She was wear­
ing a tight, pale-green T -shirt, dark green 
gabardine slacks and white rubber--soled 
sneakers. 

Sam Allgood got to his feet. "Hello, 
George. We've been waitin� {Qr you." He . 
sounded a little self...consctous. "I hear 
you've met my wife, and Bert." He nodded · 
at the tall blonde. "This is Bert's wife . . . .  
Lily, meet my friend, George Simpson, 
from Cleveland. " 

The blonde held up her 'gl<;tss to me and 
smiled. "Howdy, George," she said. 

I nodded and bowed in my be& company 
manner. Allgood handed me a tall glass 
which tinkled. There was the roar of a car 
motor, and the cronch of gravel. A blue 
Ford convertabte went along the drive and 
white stone dust drifted over tlte porch. 

Katherine AllgDod said : "I  see you've 
met our little golfer. We watched yo11 oome 
up number nine." . 

" She tells me that she is playing you for 
the championship tomorrow;'' I said. 

"Kate's got a job on her bands," Bert 
Winters said. "Peggy's good. " 

"The little Rourk girl trains for her 
matches, " the blonde said. "Why don't you 
train, Kate ?" 

"I'm in training right now," Katherine 
Allgood said. "How about another drink, 
Sam ?" 

Everybody laughed. 
Allgood took a bottle from a table and 

poured whiskey in all our glasses. The sun 
was going down, and the porch was in 
shadow. I was tired. f planted myself in 
a wicker chair and tried to look attentive 
and bright. 

The blonde said : "I'm glad I'm not play­
il.1g in that silly tournament. Let's eat. 
I'm hungry." 

Allgood said to me : "Lily's always hun­
gry--or thirsty. " 

"Golf is a silly game, " the blonde said. 
" But if you people want to make a little 
bet on the day .pigeons, or how many hull's 
eyes in fifty shots. , . · . " 

"We call her Annie Oakley Winters," 
_;Bert Winters said to me .. �rl had a hell of a 
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time keeping her in ammunition during the 
war." 

I felt that I should rouse myself and say 
something. "Which

. 
do you prefer, Mrs. 

Winters," I said. "A notch or a peep 
sight ?" 

"That depends· upon what I 'm shooting 
:at," the blonde saicl. "Call me Uly." 

Bert Winters moved his lanky form to 
, tQ.edub house door and shouted : "Rogan." 

The lights had been turned on in'Side, 
.and through the French windows I could 
. see people eating in the room which had 
housed the afternoon bridge party. The 
white-coated attendant appeared in the 
doorway. "It'll be abouUive minutes, Mr. 
Winters," he said. " Shall I serve it out 
here ?" 

"No, " said Winters. "We'll eat on the 
rear porch." 

"Yes, sir," Rogan said, and disapr.eared. 
Winters· turned to the rest of us. 'Come 

on. We can have another drink inside." 
He turned and entered the club house. 

· Katherine Allgood took my arm and led 
me after him. As I entered the door, I saw 
that Sam Allgood and Lily Winters were 
talking in low tones, and the blonde laughed 
softly. 

The three of us had a drink on the rear 
porch overlooking the lake. The porch was 
lighted now, and a table was set for five. 
I lit Katherine Allgood's cigarette, and she 
looked up ;J.t me. 

"Mr.-Simpson-from-Cleveland," she said. 
"What do you do ? Sam wouldn't tell us."  

"Why ?" I asked, smiling down at her. 
She was still dressed as I had seen her in 
in the afternoon, except that she had dis­
:carded the bicycle-wheel hat. Her black hair 
was smGoth and shining and parted in the 
middle. She �oved clo.ser to me, and I 
'could tell by her eyes that the liquor was 
r getting to her. 

"Why, Mr.-Simpson-from-Cleveland ?"  
; she said. "Because I want to  know. You 
· don't look like the men around here. You 
�look like someone out of a book. You don't 
_'talk much, and yet you say the eight things 
.at the right times. And there is a kind of 
�watchfulness about . you, and a cold alert 
: light behind your eyes. You're big, but you 
\move about like an Indian-how did you 
_get that lovely scar on your chin ?" 

'' Shaving,", I said, 
_She laughed a little too shrilly. "It looks 

like a rapier cut to me, or  a nick from a 
bolo knife. You're a knight in glossy black 
armor . . . .  " 

Over her head I saw Bert Winters watch­
ing us. He winked at me. I was beginning 
to feel uncomfortable, .and I stlddenly real­
ized that I was still wearing Allgood's 
spiked golf -shoes. 

"Pardon me," I said to the girl. "The 
knight forgot to take off his spurs ." I 
started for the locke£ room. 

"Tell Sam and Lily to come in here," 
Bert Winters called after me . 

I got my shoes out o£· Allgood's locker, 
and put them on. Then I went into the 
shower room, washed my hands and face, 
combed my hair, put on my necktie and 
coat. Then I moved towards the front 
porch. 

In my college days it was a point of pride 
wi'th me to always wear leather heels with 
a small steel wedge in the outer corners. 
The more noise they made, the better. But 
when I g.ot older and began to work for the 
American Detective Agency I changed to 
rubber heels. They don't make much noise 
on a wooden floor, and I was standing on 
the porch in the early evening dusk before 
Lily Winters and Sam Allgood knew I was 
there. 

It was just as well, because he had her 
in his arms and he was kissing her like it 
was his death hunger. 

J BACKED up, and I didn't make any 
more noise than a cat tip-toeing on the 

White House rug. When I was well inside 
the-clubhouse i began to whistle lingle Bells 
and started for the porch again. When I 
got there, they were standing a respectable 
distance apart, and Lily Winters was light­
ing a cigarette. The glow of the match 
threw dark shadows beneath her cheek 
bones. She flicked away her match and 
looked at me and laughed. 

"That tune," she said. "Christmas in 
July." 

Sam Allgood asked : "Ditmer ready, 
George ?" 

"I  guess so. Bert said I should call you 
two. " 

Allgood didn't say anything. His face 
was in shadow. 

Lily Winters moved to the door. "Come 
on, Sam. Whatever Bert says--we must 
do." She entered the clubhouse. 
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Sam Allgood moved out of ·the shadows 

and into the light from the doorway. There 
was a smear of lipstick on his upper lip. 

"Have you found out anything, Ben­
nett ?" he said to me in a low voice. 

"A little/' I said. "I want to talk to you 
later. "  

H e  nodded, and moved. through the door­
way. I grasped his arm. "You bett�r wipe 
that lipstick off your face," I said. 

He paused, his back to me, and took a 
handkerchief from his breast pocket. He 
wiped his lips. "Thanks," he said, without 
turning around. I followed him out to the 
rear porch. 

The dinner wasn't very good, and every­
body drank too much, including myself, and 
I was glad when it was over. Katherine 
Allgood announced that she was riding into 
town with Mr. Simpson-from-Oeveland, 
and Bert Winters said he would lead the 
way in his car. I went out to get my Ford 
and bring it up to the front porch steps. 

It was a dark night, but as I approached 
my car I saw a sudden quick movl!ment be­
side it. I stepped to the grass beside the 
gravel drive and moved quickly forward. 
As I came abreast of the car I saw the dark 
form of a man leaning in the open door. 

There was the faint glow of a tiny flash­
light. The light was shining on my open 
bag lying on the seat, and the man was 
pawing hastily through my stuff. I stepped 
up behind h1m and grabbed him by the 
�houlder. The light went out and he swung 
violently around and smacked me across the 
face with the lense end of the flashlight. I 
cocked my arm and jabbed fast against the 
unseen face. I heard him gnmt, and I 
swung my fist again. 

He du�ked low, twisted loose from my 
grasp, and sprawled in the gravel. I made 
a dive for him, but I wasn't fast enough. 

He scrambled to his feet and scooted 
through a hedge alon� the drive, and I 
heard the thud of runmng feet on the turf. 
I let him go. 

I turned back to my car, switched on the 
dash light, and looked through my bag. My 
socks, underwear, handkerchiefs and extra 
shirts were all there, but my Smith and 
W essen .38 in its shoulder clip was gone. 
I was sorry for that, because I had carried 
that particular gun for a long time. I closed 
the bag, tossed it on the deck behind the 
seat, and drove up to the club house. 

Bert Winters and Lity were just getting 
into a black coupe. Katherine Allgood. was 
t�tanding on the steps, and I leaned over 
and opened the delor for her. She got in 
beside me. I didn't see anything of Sam 
Allgood. I waited for the Buick ahead of 
me to get going. 

Katherine Allgood said : "I need a 
drink.�' -

I had a bottle in the glove compartment, 
but I didn't mention it. I didn't have to. · 

She found the bottle, unscrewed the cap and 
took a long swallow. She handed it to me, 
and I took a short nip. I put it back into 
the glove compartment, but she gut it out 
again. "What are we waiting for ?" she 
said. 

" Sam, I guess, " I said. 
The coupe's horn did a shave·and-a-hair· 

cut routine, and then Sam Aflgood came : 
down the steps. I heard Lily Winters yell, 
"Where you been, Honey ?" and Allgood 
got in beside her. The coupe moved down 
the drive and I followed� When we hit the ! 
main highway, Winters drove too fast, and 
had to hold the Ford to sixty-five to � 
on his tail. 

Katherine Allgood said : "You didn't an-
swer my question." 

"What question ?" 
"About what you do. "  
"I'm i n  the earthworm business, " I said. 

"I raise worms. Did you know that it takes 
nature five hundred years to make one 
square inch of top soil, and that one earth­
worm wil.l produce the same amount in one 
year ?" 

· 

"All right," she said. "Don't tell me, 
then." She moved on the seat unti� she was 
close beside me. She turned her face up 
to me. " But I still think you're nice." 

I was trying to keep Bert Winters' tail 
lights in view, "Sure, " I said. " I'm nice." 

Suddenly she reached out and flicked off 
the ignition switch. The' motor died, and I 
moved the gear lever to neutral. I put on 
the brakes and pulled over to the side of 
the road. The instant the car stopped roll­
ing she had her arms around my neck and . 
was pulling me down to her. It was sud-­
denly very quiet, and I could hear the . 
crickets singing in the fields around me. 

The motor ticked a little, like motors do 
when they are cooling, and Katherine Alt.­
good's lips were on my face. She twisted 
her body towards me and !;could see. an . 
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expanse of nylons. I 'kissed her, 'but l was 
thinldu,g aU the while about Sam Allgood. 

She clung to m�, and her fingernails dug 
into the baek of my neck. I r�ched my 
free hand for the ignition switch. 

uNo," she said. �' No. " Her voice was 
de;sperate, pleading, 

I felt like a fool, but there was nothing 
�lse I could do. Sam Allgood was my 
cilent, and I was being paid to do a j ob for 
him. Not this kind of a job. And Allgood 
and the rest of them were waiting for us. 
I pushed the girl away from me as gently 
as possible, turned on the ignition. 

As the Ford moved out onto the highway, 
Katherine AUgood sat up straight and 
slapped me hard across the face. It made 
me blink, and she slap)?ed me again. I 
didn't blame her, and I dtdn't say anything 
-but I didn't want to make a fool of my­
self just because she was jealous of her 
husband. 

S
HE hpddled in the far corner of the 
seat and began to sob. I let her go. 

When we reached the outskirts of Wheat­
ville, she sat up and began to do things to 
her face with the aid of a handkerchief and 
a silver compact. 

"Left at the next street, " she said quiet­
ly. "Third house on the left. " 

The black coupe was parked in a drive, 
and I pulled up behind it. The white house 
was long and low and rambling. There 
were soft tights in a long living room and 
through the windows I got a glimpse of an 
oil painting and the top of a white porcelain 
fireplace. 

When Katherine All�ood and I entered, 
Bert Winters and his wtfe were sitting side 
by side on a white English lounge drinking 

highballs. Sam Allgood was leafing 
through a record album beside a mahogany 
recQf'd player at the far end of the long 
room. The muted strains of a Strauss 
waltz floated through the bouse. 

Bert Winters held up his glass to us and 
smiled. Sam Allgood turned and looked at 
his wjfe. She walked straight across the 
room and disappeared through an alcove 
beyond the fireplace. 

"Goodnight, dear, " Allgood called after 
her, and he winked at me. 

" Kate's tight, " Lily Winters said. She 
had a cigarette in her mouth and was trying 
to hit the end of it with the flame from a 
silver lighter. 

Bert Winters steadied the lighter for her. 
"So are you, my pet, " he said, smiling at 
her. 

She laughed and swayed towards him, 
her long yellow hair falling over her face, 
She flun� the hair back from her eyes, 
reached out a red-tipped thumb and fore­
finger and undid \Vinters' neat polka dot 
bow tie. Winters grinned at Allgood and 
me and stood up. He reached down and 
pulled his wife to her feet. He put an arm 
around her and led her to the door. 

" We better go home," he said, "before 
she fatls on her face." He nodded at me. 
"'Glad to have met you, Simpson. Be see­
ing you." 

They went out. 
Sam Allgood poured whiskey from a 

bottle on a -cocktail table and handed me a 
glass. " Swell people, " he said. "Bert and 
I went to school together. " 

I nodded agreement. "Is Mrs Winters 
really good with a rifle :t "  

He gave m e  a quick sidelong glance. 
Then he carried his glass to a chair and 

.TfiPS. . .  FoR. QUALITJ'-
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sat down. "She's good with anything­
rifle, pistol or shotgun. She's won a Jot of 
marksmanship medals. Why ?" His eyes 
were a little foggy, but he seemed sober 
enough. 

I shrugged. "Just wondered. "  
Suddenlv h e  threw back his handsome 

head and iaughed. " Good Lord, Bennett, 
you don't think that Lily's the one who has 
been taking pot shots at me ?" 

" I  don't know, " I said. "You're paying 
me to find out. There's a farmer across the 
fence from the sixth hole with a mean look 
in his eye on account of his corn. Have lou 
been trampling around · in his field ?' 

"You mean Len Fassler, "  he said. " He's 
a crackpot. He won't sell his land to the 
club, and he won't let us on his property to 
look for lost balls. We put up out-of-bound 
signs, but some of the bQys still climb the 
fence.'' 

"Do you ?" 
He laughed again. "Bennett, I've got a 

terrible hook. . When I drive a golf ball it 
usually takes a terrific curve ·to the left. I 
can't seem to correct it. Red Rourk had me 
cured once, but he's dead now. Sure, I've 
been in Fassler's field-but he wouldn't 
shoot me for it. " 

" He might try to scare you , "  I said. "A 
guy like that. Somebody took a shot at 
me this afternoon." 

He looked at me. " No kidding ?" 
. " I  was wearing that red cap of yours. 

Maybe he thought it was you." 
"Well, dammit, " Allgood said, "if  you're 

so sure it's Fassler-" 
"It seems to me," I said, watching him, 

"that you could ha-ve figured that out for 
yQurseif. " - · 

He looked down at his glass. "I thought 
of Fassler right away, of course, " he said. 
" I  even asked him about it. I don't think 
he'd do a damn fool thing like that. "  

" He had a reason," I said. "You've been 
trespassing on his land. " 

" Not when I got shot at," he said stub­
bornly. "I was on the golf course." 

"All right, " I sighed. "You better tell 
me the rest of it. "  

He got u p  and poured more whiskey i n  
his glass. "That's all, dammit, " he said. 

"What about Mrs. Winters ._?" I asked. 
He turned on me so sharply that some 

of his drink spilled to the rug. "That's 
. none of your damn business, " he said. 

"We've been close friends for years--Bert · 
and Lily and Kate and me. Bert's my rart­
ner. What if I did kiss Lily ? You re a 
grown man. You ought to understand about 
those things. " 

" Maybe I 'm old fashioned, " I said, "but 
does Bert understand-and your wife ?" 

He made an impatient gesture. "Don't 
be naive� Bennett. ' 

I held up a palm. " I'm just a private dick 
trying to do you a job. I met your little 
secretary, Peggy Rourk, on the course to­
day. Do you think that her dad really 
threw that match to the Alabama Kid a 
year ago ?" 

He nodded grimly. "It looked like it. I 
saw the match, and it was pretty obvious. 
Red Rourk never missed a two-foot putt in 
his life, and that's what he did on the seven­
teenth in Oeveland. What's that got to do 
with it?" 

" Nothing, I guess, " I said. "Except that 
his daughter is working for you and Bert 
\Vinters. " 

" I  told you about that. After Red died, 
we felt sorry for her. She needed a job; and 
we gave her one. " 

"I understand she's playing against your 
wife in a tournament play-off tomorrow!' . 

"That's right, " Allgood said. "And I'm 
afraid that she'll beat the pants off Kate, 
too--the hangover Kate's going to have 
won't help her an)t. " He laughed. "Kate 
won't like it, either. She can't beas: to lose 
at anything. " 

I yawned, and Allgood told me where I 
was to sleep. I went out to the car and got 
my bag. When 1 came back in, I saw that 
Allgood had poured himself a fresh drink. 
He had taken off his coat and tie and was 
thumbing through the record albums. l. 
declined his offer of another drink, and 
moved towards the alcove. 

" See you in the morning," he said. 
I walked down a thick-carpeted hall with 

mirrors on the walls with gilt tables and 
brocaded chairs beneath them. My room 
was the third one on the left. The door to 
the second room was standing open, and 
there was a light inside. As I passed, I 
looked in. Katherine Allgood, fully dressed, 
was lying very still, her face dewn, on the 
silken cover of the bed. 

I ·  entered the room beyond, undressed 
and got into bed. I; lay awake for a long 
time. From the living room 1 could hear 
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faintly the strains of Tales from the Vienna 
Woods, over and over. After a while the 
music stopped, and a door slammed. I 
waited. Then, through the walls, I heard a 
woman's voice, and Allgood's laugh. Then 
1 relaxed. In a little while I went to sleep. 

CHAPTER FOUR 

The Winnahl 

IN THE morning I shaved and showered 
in an adjoining bathroom, put on fresh 
clothes and went down the hall to the 

living room. I didn't see anyone, but I 
smelled coffee and I followed the smell to 
a big bright kitchen. 

Katherine Allgood was sitting in the 
morning sunlight by a window in a cheery 
breakfast nook. She was smoking a cig­
arette and reading the Cleveland Plain 
Dealer. From somewhere in the house I 
heared the whine of a vacuum cleaner. 

She looked up and smiled. She was wear­
ing a sand-colored open-necked blouse, a 
tan gabardine skirt, white ankle socks and 
brown moccasins. Her eyes were about the 
co1or of Lake Erie on a sunny day, but there 
dark smudges beneath them, and her thin, 
handsome face had a faintly drawn look to 
it. 

"Good morning, " she said. 
"Good morning," I said, trying to act 

cheerful at nine o'clock in the morning. " All 
ready for the big game today ?" 

She smiled ruefutly, and shoved a tall 
glass ot orange juice towards me. "As 
ready as possible--after last night." She 
poured coffee and flicked the switch on a 
toaster. "Look," she said, and she hesitated, 
her eyes on the toaster. " I'm sorry about 
-about last night. I'm not really that­
cheap. "  She looked up at me, and there 
was faint color in her cheeks. 

Even with a hangover, she was still a 
p,ood-looking woman, and I felt like a yokel. 
'F-orget it. "  I mumbled. I sipped at the 

orange juice. 
She looked out the window. " I've-I've 

been rather upset lately, and . . . .  " 
I changed the subject. "What time is the 

match today ? "  
She looked at m e  and smiled faintly. 

"One o'clock. " 
Two pieces of toast popped up out of the 

toaster, and I began to butter one of them. 

I began to eat the toast, and I didn't say 
anything. 

She lit a fresh cigarette from the stub of 
her first one. "How good a friend are you 
of Sam's ? He never mentioned you to me 
before, but then he knows lots of people I 
never heard of. " 

" I  met Sam in Cleveland, " I said. "At 
the Midwest Open a year ago. I'm in town 
partly on business." 

She shrugged her slim shoulders. "Oh, 
business. That's all Sam thinks aoout­
almost. " She laughed shortly. 

I squirmed a little in my chair. Katherine 
Allgood was being eaten alive by jealousy. 
She didn't like it, and she didn't know what 
'o do about it. I figured she had exper­
imented on me the night before, and I 
hadn't bee.n much help to her-damn it. She 
was used to having what she wanted, the 
way she wanted it, and when she wanted 
it, and I didn't doubt that she would win 
the golf match from little Peggy Rourk. 
She was that kind of a woman. 

I drank my coffee and lit a cigarette. 
"How long have Sam and Bert Winters 
been partners ?" I asked. 

· 

"Ever since they got out of school, " she 
said. "They graduated together. They 
make a good team. Bert figures the angles, 
and Sam puts on a good show in court. 
Between them, they make a lot of money." 
Her lips twiste� a little. 

"What's wrong with money ?" I asked. 
" Nothing, "  she said. " It's swell-if 

money's all you need to make you happy. "  
" It helps, " I said. 
She laughed shortly and dropped her cig­

arette into her coffee cup. She spread her 
fingers in a gesture of finality. I got to my 
feet. 

She looked up at me and smiled bright-
ly. "Are you coming out to the match r" 

"I wouldn't miss it. " 
"I'll win, " she said. 
I didn't doubt it. I went out to my Ford 

and drove down to the business section of 
Wheatville. I parked close to the office of 
Allgood and Winters, put a nickel in the 
meter, and entered a drug store across the 
street. 

There were a couple of pay phones in 
back. One of them was on a wall, and the 
other was a booth job. I waited for a 
woman to leave the booth, and then I went 
inside, closed the do<>r, and called Pete 
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Gordon, a sports-writing pal of mine on one 
of the Cleveland papers. I was lucky. He 
was in the office. 

" Pete. " I said, "this is Jim Bennett. Re­
member me ?" 

"Sure, " he said. 
I asked : "What do you know about that 

Red Rourk deal in the Midwest Open last 
year ?" 

"Red Rourk's dead, "  he said. 
"Yeah. I know that. Did he throw that 

match to the Alabama Kid, or didn't he ?" 
"Well, Jim," Pete said, "the wise guys 

say he did. But it was never proven. I was 
one of the few guys who stuck up for Red." 

"I remember," I said. "Why ?" 
" Because I don't think Red would have 

done a thing like that. I know that he was 
a small-time pro all his life, and he prob­
ably needed the money, but Red was a 
square shooter. He missed that putt on the 
seventeenth because he was rattled-maybe 
sick. Somebody got him that way on pur­
pose." 

"Tell me more, " I said. 
"Hell, I was right beside Red when it 

happened. He played like Byron Nelson 
right up to the seventeenth. But just before 
he stepped out on the green a guy leans over 
tc him and said, 'You're through, Red. 
Don't forget that.' And right after that 
Red blew up. But not on purpose. He 
couldn't help it. And two hours later he 
was dead." 

" Why didn't you print that ?" I asked. 
"Print it ? Hell, it was just me against 

about five thousand people, and I didn't 
know who the guy was who needled him. 
He disappeared in the crowd. I tried to find 
him, but I couldn't." 

"Would you know him if you saw him 
again ?" I asked. 

" Sure. " 
''AU right,'' I said. " Now listen, Pete. 

Climb into your car and come down here. 
I'm in Wheatville--" 

"Wheatville ? That's eighty miles from 
here ! "  

"Sure. But I think there i s  a story i n  it 
for you. Peggy Rourk, Red's daughter, is 
playing off a local club championship today. 
The agency will pay your expenses, includ­
in� liquor. " 

'That last got me, Jim." Pete laughed. 
"I'm on my way. Where'll I see you ?" 

"At the Wheatville Country Club. The . 

match is at one o'clock." 

I HUNG up. I had a coke at the count­
er, and then I drove out the country 

club road. I turned down a dirt road which 
ran beside the golf course and parked in a 
grove of trees below Len Fassler's farm. 
I walked through an acre of second-growth 
pine, climbed the fence bordering the corn 
field, and approached the farm from the 
rear. 

As I came to the sixth tee of the golf 
course, I climbed the fence again and 
walked along the row of poplars bordering 
the fairway until I came to the elevated 
position of the seventh tee. I looked 
around. There were some players holing 
out on the eighth green, and a twosome 
was moving up number five fairway. From 
where I stood I had a clear view of the 
sixth tee and the shelter house behind it. 

I turned and faced the farm across the 
fence. The shutters on the little window 
in the peak of the barn were still standing 
open. I stepped down from the tee, skirted 
the sixth green, climbed the fence and 
scooted around back of the barn. I didn't 
see anyone, and I ducked into a side door­
way. The place smelled like barns usually 
smell. There were a couple of worn-out 
horses munching in a stall. They looked at 
me with dazed impersonal eyes and kept on 
chewing. 

Above the level of the stalls was a hay­
loft, with an open space in the middle clear 
to the roof. There was some flooring under 
the eaves beneath the tiny window in the 
peak. Birds were shooting in and out of the 
window and the shaft of sunlight glinted on 
their wings. 

A straight ladder was nailed to the floor­
ing beneath the window and extet:tded down 
to the stalls. I figured the ladder was used 
to rig the tackle for pulling hay up into the 
loft. 

· I took a last quick look around me and 
then I climbed the ladder to the little plat­
form beneath the window and looked out. 
I had a panoramic view of the golf course, 
and of the entire sixth hole in particular. 

A voice from below me said : "What in 
hell do you think you're doing ?" 

I turned slowly and looked down. Fass­
ler, the farmer, was: standing on the barn 
floor beneath me. He had a .22 bolt�action 
rifle in his hands.. . 

I climbed down . t,h,e [ lad,q�r and stood in 
front of him. He baCked up a little and _ 
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.raised his gun. I jerked a thumb towards 
the window. " No use going up now, " I 
said. "There's nobody playing the sixth 
hole right this.- minute."  

He looked puzzled, and his mouth hung 
open. There was no more expression in his 
little pale eyes than in a couple of ping-pong 
balls. 

"But don't worry," I said. " There's a 
guy coming up number five." 

He shut his mouth then, and leaned for­
ward. "Has he got on a red hat ? " 

I shook my head. 
"Shucks, " he said. "That's the. one I'm 

a-laying for. " 
" Some sport, hey ?" I said. " Making 

them jump ?" 
He doubled over and slapped his hip. I 

kept my eye on the gun in his hand and be­
�n to wish that I had brought a straight 
Jacket along. The farmer straightened up 
and grinned at me. I saw the gap in his yel­
low front teeth. 

"I made that sucker jump-twict. You 
oughta ·seen him run. I'll teach 'em to tres­
pass on my property. Yesterday a £ella 
fooled me. He had on a red hat, but he 
wasn't Red Hat hisself, and I zinged one 
past him anyhow-before I saw it wasn't 
Red Hat. He run like a scared 'coon for 
the shanty." He doubled up again in silent 
laughter, and his hand beat on his pant's leg. 

I stepped in and jerked the rifle from his 
loose grasp. He straightened up suddenly 
and his loose mouth flopped shut. His little 
pale eyes got cloudy and he took a step 
towards me. 

"Gimme that gun, " he said, and I got a 
strong whiff of whiskey. 

"I'm the guy you shot at yesterday, " I 
told him. 

He stood still, and his m011th opened up 
again. Then he shuffled his feet and looked 
down at the floor. "I thought it was Red 
Hat," he whined. "He was the worst. I 
chased him out of my corn a dozen times, 
and I got sick of it. He was in the field early 
_this week, a-trampling it down, and I told 
him for the last time. I didn't aim to hit 
hlm-Just wanted to scare him a little." He 
gave me an up-from-under look. "Who be 
you Mister ?" 

"The law" I said. " I'll have to take your 
gun." 

He got cagey. " Lemme see your badge ?" 
I didn't even have a bottle cap to show 

him. I moved toward the door. "Don't 
leave the county, " I told him. "The sheriff 
will want to talk to you." 

He jumped to the barn doorway and 
stood in front of me. I didn't think he could 
move that fast. His big hand closed over 
the handle of a rusty spade leaning against 
the stalls. There was murder in his eyes 
now, and a little saliva showed at tne cor­
ners of his mouth. "Gimme that gun," he 
said in a low voice. His face took on a sly 
look. "It ain't loaded, Mister. " 

"Get out of the way, " I said. 
He shouted something, and swung the 

spade. I side-stepped and let him have the 
rifle butt in his mouth. He slammed up 
against the stalls and rolled to the barn 
floor. I waited a couple of seconds, but he 
didn't move. I bent over him. His mouth 
was open, and he was breathing heavily. 
Blood was running down his chin. I figured 
that a couple more missing· teeth wouldn't 
bother him any, and I left. 

When I got back to my Ford I clicked 
open the bolt on the rifle and slid it back. 
He had been right. The chamber was empty. 

I
T WAS going on to eleven o'clock in the 

morning when I entered the office of All� 
good and Winters. Peggy Rourk was not 
at her desk in the outer office, and I opened 
a door labeled Private. Sam Allgood was 
sitting behind a big desk talking into a dic­
tating machine. When he saw me, he hung 
up the mouthpiece and swung around in his 
chair. 

" Where's Peggy ?" I asked. 
"We gave her the day off-<>n account of 

the golf match. " 
I nodded. " You going out ?" 
" I  expect to. After all, I've got to cheer 

for my wife." He laughed. His fleshy 
white face had a pasty look, and there were 
tiny red spider webs in his eyes. "How are 
you making out ?" 

" It was the farmer," I said. 
He frowned. "Are you sure ?" 
"He just admitted it," I said. "I've got 

his gun. I can check the slugs against the 
rifling-if you want me to.." 

He moved a hand impatiently. " No, no. 
It was his idea of a joke. I suppose. I just 
wanted to be sure. Kind of a crackpot, isn't 
he ?" 

" He's outs," I said. 
He hesitated-, said, <�Well-" and took a 
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thick wallet from his inside coat pocket­
"how much do I owe you ?" 

" Put your money away," I said. "You'll 
get a bill from Cleveland. You'll have to 
pay for today anyhow, and I think I'll stick 
around. "  

"Why ?" h e  asked. 
"Well, for one thing, I want to see that 

golf match. And for another thing, some­
body got into my car at the club last night, 
went through my bag, and stole a gun." 

He thought about that for a second. Then 
he said : "Just some petty thief. " 

"At the Wheatville Country Club ?" I 
asked, raising my eyebrows. 

He flushed. "We can't put up a steel 
fence and station anned guards around it, 
you know." 

" If it was just a common thief, " I said, 
"why didn't he just take my bag and 
done with it ? By the way, the price of the 
gun-it was a Smith and Wesson .38-will 
be on your hilt" _ 

"All right, " he said coldfy. "If you want 
to hang around town, I can't stop you. But 
I want it understood that you are no longer 
in my employ." 

I moved to the door and lit a cigarette. 
�'Feel like telling me what you really hired 
me for ?" I asked. 

There was a bleak look in his eyes. "I've 
learned what I wanted to know, Bennett. 
Good-by." 

I went to the Beaver's Lodge for lunch. 
The doorkeeper didn't remember me, and I 
had to go through the whole routine again. 
But I had a good lunch and met a brother 
from Oeveland who insisted on buying me 
more Manhattans than I wanted. After­
wards, I drove out to Sam Allgood's house 
and rang the bell. 

A fat girl with thick glasses came to the 
door and told me that neither Mr. nor Mrs. 
Allgood was at home. I told her about my 
bag, and she let me get it, and then I went 
back down town and snagged a room at the 
local hotel. It was a quarter of one in the 
afternoon by that time, and I drove out to 
the Wheatville Country Club. 

The fi-rst person I saw was Peggy Rourk. 
She was getting out of her battered blue 
convertible. 

"Hello, Mr. Simpson," she said. Her 
small round face had a tense look about it, 
and she seemed nervous. "Golly, but I'm 
scared." 

I patted her cheek. "Just keep your head 
down and swing easy. " 

She looked up at me, and there was a soft 
look in her eyes. "Thanks-that's what 
Red always used to say." She shouldered 
her clubs and moved away. 

I shook my hands above my head at her, 
and then I went over to the club house. I 
found Bert Winters and Sam Allgood in the 
locker room. They were sitting around a 
table with a couple of other men and they 
were working on a bottle of bourbon. Win­
ters introduced me to the rest, and I had a 
drink. The sleek-haired Rogan came in 
with more ice. I noticed that his lower lip 
was swollen and bruised looking. Bert Win­
ters kidded him about it. "What's the mat­
ter, AI ? Walk into a door ?" 

Rogan smiled stiffiy. "Yes, Sir, " he said, 
and hurried out. 

In a few minutes we went out to the first 
tee. There was quite a crowd gathering for 
the play-off, and a couple of guys were 
stringing ropes from the tee and out along 
the fairway. Katherine Allgood came up to 
us. She was cheerful and gay, and was 
waving and speaking to everyone. - Peggy 
Rourk stood off by herself and took slow 
practice swings with a driver. 

A two-door sedan wheeled up the drive 
and stopped in front of the club house. I 
recognized the Cleveland license and walked 
over. Pete Gordon got out, and we shook 
hands. He was a little, sandy-haired guy 
with freckles, a short nose and thick dark­
rimmed glasses. He was dressed in a gray 
tweed sport "coat and pale blue slacks. 

"Just in time, P'ete, " I said. "The battle 
of the century is about to begin." 

"Where's the drink you promised me?" 
Like a lot of little men, Pete had a perpetual 
belligerent look about him. 

· 

"Later," I said. "They're teeing off. 
Come on." 

The little reporter trotted at my heels. 
"Damn you, Jim," he complained. "You 
double-erossed me. I drive like a demon to 
get here, and you ain't even got a drink for 
me. " · 

"Shush," I said. 
The crowd was banked tight around the 

first tee, and Pete and I had to go down to 
the end of the line along the fairway. I 
didn't see anything of Sam Allgood or Bert 
Winters and his wife. 

Peggy Rourk drove first, a neat little two• 
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hundred push straight down the middle. 
Katherine Allgood was right beside her, 
and they both holed out in par. Then it was 
neck-and-neck until the seventh, when Peg­
gy holed a thirty-foot putt. After that, 
Katherine Allgood began to waver. Peggy 
was three strokes up at the end of the first 
nine. 

On the thirteenth, Peggy holed an ap­
proach shot, and she was five up. The 
crowd began to murmur. 

Pete Gordon muttered : "It's in the bag. 
That little gal's got championship stuff in 
her." 

It stayed that way until the seventeenth 
bole. I was standing close to the tee when 
it happened. I saw Katherine Allgood lean 
towards Peggy Rourk and say in a low 
voice : 

"I'm not worried, dear. This is about 
where Red cracked in the Open. " 

I saw Peggy Rourk go pale. She bit her 
lower lip, and her eyes filled with tears. 
Katherine Allgood laughed gayly and 
stepped up to her ball. She smacked out a 
·sizzling two-hundred-and-twenty yarder. 
·Peggy sliced her drive into the woods, and 
she had to play out from high grass. Her 
approach was short of the green, and Kath­
erine Allgood picked up a stroke. The crowd 
began to murmur louder. 

. Pete Gordon said softly : "It's a damn 
shame." 

I shot him a quick look. "Did you hear 
it too ?" 

He nodded. "Yeah. That was dirty. 
Who is that black-haired- ?" 

"Katherine Allgood. Peggy works for 
her husband. " 

"I see," Pete said. "She can't let the 
hired help beat her." 

It was brutal after that. Peggy Rourk 
fought for control, but she couldn't quite 
make it. And twice more I saw Katherine 
Allgood lean down and speak to the little, 
brown-haired girl. I was glad when it was 
over. Katherine Allgood holed out on the 
eighteenth two up on Peggy Rourk. 

For the first time since before the match I 
spotted Sam Allgood. He was kissing his 
wife. I grabbed Pete's arm and pointed. 
('Do you know that guy ?" 

Pete squinted throu�h his thick glasses. 
"Hell, yes," he said. ' He's the guy I was 

.telling you about-the one _who fouled up 
';Red Rourk in the Open." 

"The husband of the winnah," I said. 
Pete spat on the ground and looked dis­

gusted. " I  might have known," he said. "A 
family custom." 

CHAPTER FIVE 

Rough Stu1f't No Good! 

T

HERE was a dance at the Wheat­
ville Country Club that night, and 
Bert Winters invited Pete and me. 

I thanked him, and told. him that I would 
probably be heading back for Cleveland. In 
the early evening I drove Pete Gordon out 
to Peggy Rourk's house. It was a little 
place on the edge of town with a chicken 
coop in back, a small garden, a neat lawn 
and a garage. Peggy was in the back yard 
feeding the chickens. I inlroduced her to 
Pete, and she smiled. 

"You played a great game today, Miss 
Rourk," Pete said, very politely. He was 
trying to conceal the fact that he had con­
sumed seven Scotch-and-sodas since the 
match. "You should have won." 

"The best golfer won," Peggy said, still 
tryin� to smile. 

"Ltke hell," Pete said. " Pardon me. Like 
heck." 

" Mr_ Gordon would like to talk to you a 
little, " I said to Peggy. 

"What about ? "  
"About Red," I said gently. "And about 

the Midwest Open." 
She looked at me uncertainly. "But, Mr. 

Simpson-" 
uSimpson ?" Pete said. 
"Shut up, "  I said, and I turned back to 

Peggy. " Mr. Gordon is a Cleveland sports 
writer, and he knows why your father lost 
the match to the Albama Kid. He knows 
the truth, and he wants to tell the world 
about it. But he needs your help." 

Her little chin,came up. "Come in," she 
said quietly. 

We followed her to the house and into a 
small parlor. It was very neat and clean 
and attractively furnished. On a stand in a 
silver frame was an enlarged snapshot of a 
laughing slender man with a golf club in 
his hand. 

" Mother isn't here right now," Peggy 
Rourk said. She hesitated. "I'm-I'm glad 
she isn't. Excuse me a minute." She left 
the room. 

"Act sober," I said to Pete. 
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He looked at me and screwed his freckled 

iace up into one big wink. 
. Peg!Q' Rourk reappeared with an en� 

velope m her hand. She . handed the €n� 
velope to me. Across its face was written in 
wavering penciled words : For Mary and 
Peggy. 

" Read it," Peggy said. She stood in the 
middle of the room. Her little boy's face 
was pale, and her small hands were clenched 
into fists at her sides. 

I took out a single sheet of- paper. Black 
engraving across the top read : Erie Isles 
Country Club, Cleveland, Ohio. There was 
a penciled date-"7�8-46''-followed by the 
same wavering scrawl. I read, and :Pete 
looked over my shoulder. 

Dearut Wife & Daughter, 
1 feel pretty bad-you know. Alrecu;ly they 

af'e saying that I threw the match--you two 
know betkr. S. Allgood offered me $5,000 to 
throw it to Jhe Kid. I sa:d, "No." He said I 
would lose my jolf at the Club, if 1 didn't. I 
was worried, but I kept my head down and 
swung easy. On the 17th, Allgood said, "You'f'e 
through, Red, don't forget that," mzd I told 
him to go to H. !Jut right then I got that pai" 
-you k110�nd I began to shake and I 
missed· that putt. . . . I just wanted you two 
to know why. Pe{Jg:'J, take care of Ma,.y-­
cln.,s up. 

Red 

Pete Gordon blew his . nose. " The 
dirty-" he said in a low voice. 

Peggy looked at him. 
" He means Allgood, " I said to her. 

'' How long have you known this ?" 
" Since Monday," she said. " Mother 

found it in the bottom of the ball pouch of 
his golf bag. We-we hadn't looked at his 
clubs since he died. He wrote it in the 
clubhouse right after the match-shortly 
before he died. It-it was his heart. We 
didn't want him to enter the Open, but he 
kidded us and said he was going to win it 
for Mother and me . . . .  " She turned away 
and looked out the window. 

Pete Gordon said : " I'll plaster it all over 
the sport page." 

She turned, and there were tears stream� 
ing down her face. " I-l couldn't help it 
today. When-when she mentioned Rea, . 
I couldn't think of anything else . . . . " 

. . Pete ,Gonlop .said,: "Yeah. I know. Can I 

. print it ? Aoout your dad,_ I mean ?" 
. . "Yes· " she said. 

· ,,;.Pe"i;gy/' i said, "are you going to the 
dance ton;g�t ?:� 

She laughed. It wasn't pleasant t_o. near so 
. little artd so young a girl laugh like that. 
"And' have Mrs. Allgood pat me on the 
head and call me 'dear ?' No, thanks. Be� 
sides-, the boys I know don't belong to the 
club;" 

"I'll take you," Pete said quickly. 
She smi1ed at him. "Thaes nice of you. 

But I'd rather not. " 
I thought of something. "If this story is 

printed, how will it affect you�nd your 
job ? After all, . you're working for Sam 
Allgood," 

Pete said : "I won't use names--except 
Red's--but, by dam', I ought to. " 

But I was watching Peggy. Her small 
round face went white, and there was a sud� 
den flame in her eyes. "Allgood, " she whis� 
pered, as if to herself. " He-killed-�ed." 
She turned away from us. 

" Now, now, Peggy," I said lamely. 
"Don't feel that way about it. " 

She covered her face with her hands. "I'll · 
-I'll get another job, " she said in a choked 
voice. " Mr.-Mr. Winters 'is kind-and 
nice. But Mr. Allgood-he laughs, in a 
certain way. And when Mr. Winters is 
gone, he--he touches me. . . . I hate 
him . . . . " 

I looked at Pete. The reporter's lips 
formed unmistakable words. I nodded 
agreement, and jerked my head towards the 
door. Pete stood up and placed a hand on 
the girl's shoulder. " How about going to 
that dance with me ? "  he asked softly. 

She · shook her . head violently without 
looking at us. 

· Pete and I left. As I backed the Ford 
out of the driveway, Pete said : "Let's get a 
drink." 

"Right, " I said. 

WE DROVE back down to the center of 
town, had a couple of Manhattans fol� 

lowed by dinner in the Wheatville Hotel's 
dining room. Afterwards, Pete climbed into 
his car and headed for Cleveland. He said 
he had .a midnight ·deadline to make, and 
that the Rourk story would break tn Mon� 
day's paper. I bought some mc,tgazines -and 

· sat around the lobby for a while. But I was 
restless . . All of q sudden. I decided to go out 

· to the Wheatville Coti�try Club and · .s�e 
what was going on. <�, , · 

The place was . lit .up iif<ii� ·Ho�ood · . , .. ·� d - . •  
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premiere, and I had to wheel my Ford th� 
helt.-and-gone down the drive before I found 
a parking place. I walked back to the dub­
house and climbed the porch steps. The 
place was swarming with people, and I 
shouldered my way to an improvised bar 
set up in the ball room facing the lake. No­
body stopped me to ask for an engraved in­
vitation, <!.nd I grinned to myself as I con­
trasted my old blue suit wtth the draped 
white dinner jackets and the filmy summer 
dresses with a dime's worth of lace above 
the waist. 

I had struggled halfway across the dance 
floor when a woman's voice shrieked in my 
ear : "Mr. Simpson!" 

I had to think twice before I turned. Lily 
Winters was close beside me. She was 
wearing a black dress with a narrow V -neck 
cut to her stomach with a couple of black 
threads for shoulder straps. Her tawny 
hair hung in long folds over her shoulders 
with a straight-cut bob over her forehead. 
She was :dancing with Sam Allgood, and he 
was slightly boiled. Allgood smirked at me, 
and tried to lead her away. But she wouldn't 
be led. She jerked free from Allgood's 
dutch and grasped my arm with both hands. 

"You look awfully sober," she shouted at 
me. "How abottt a drink ? " 

"Sure," I shouted back at her. 
She threw back her head and laughed. 

Then she pulled me t:Dwards the bar. Alt­
g?od trailed along behind with murder in 
b1s eyes. 

" I  thought you had left town, Bennett," 
he muttered in my ear. 

"You'r-e being charged for today," I said. 
''I thought I'd give you your money's 
worth." 

We reached the bar and Lily elbowed a 

s.pace clear for us. Three bartenders were 
working like madmen. I finally got a bour­
bon and soda. At least it was something 
liquid and amber-colored in a small glass 
with an i<:e cube. I cuddled it in both hands 
and tried to gulp it down before it was 
splattered on the ceiling. 

"To hell with this, " Lily Winters shouted 
in my ear. "Come on !" 

She grabbed my arm with both hands and 
pulled me away from the makeshift bar bar­
ricaded by a screaming horde of people and 
led me back across the dance floor. Sam 
Allgood sullenly followed us. We emerged 
into a cleared space in the foyer beyond the 
dance floor and entered the locker rooms. 

Lily went straight to a locker with a 
brass-bound card bearing her typewritten 
name. She took a small ring of keys £rom a 
tiny sequin bag and unlocked the door. 

" I'm supposed to keep golf clubs in here," 
she said over her naked shoulder, "but I 
use it mostly for guns-and Scotch. " She 
stooped down and took out a square bottle 
half full of whiskey. 

I peered over her shoulder into the locker. 
There was a junior-size leather golf bag 
complete with assorted chromium-plated 
dubs leaning in a corner. Beside it stood a 
fancy .22 bolt action rifle with a tooled 
stock and fitted with a telescope sig11t. On 
the floor of the locker were three boxes of 
.22 long rifle cartridges. 

Sam Allgood, standing behind me, said : 
"Ugly things-guns." 

Lily Winters laughed and held the bottle 
over her head. She swayed her neat hips in 
the tight fitting hlaek gown and hummed a 
few bars of a rhumba. Allgood leaned 
against a locker and watched her. He was 
almost drooling . 

. PRICED THI SAMI AI BIFORE THE WAR I 
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'(Rogan I" Lily shouted. 
The locker rCiom attendant appeared from 

somewhere. His lip was still swollen. 
"Set-ups, handsome, "  Lily said to him. 
Rogan nodded and retreated. He was 

back almost instantly with a tray of ice, 
glasses and soda. He was carrying an extra 
quart bottle of soda in his hand. As he 
leaned forward to place the tray on the 
table, the heavy bottle fell from his hand. It  
landed squarely on my right foot, across the 
toes. It hurt. 

"Oh, I'm sorry, Sir," he said instantly. 
He stooped to pick up the bottle. 

I looked down at the top of his sleek blond 
head and I wanted to kick him in the teeth. 
Looking down at him, I said : "How did you 
hurt your lip, Rogan ?" 

He straightened slowly and put the bottle 
on the table. His face was red, but care­
fully composed. He didn't say anything. 

Sam Allgood laughed. "Did her husband 
come home too early, Rogan ?" 

· 

Rogan managed a tight grin. He didn't 
look at me. "Yes, Sir, " he said. " That 
must be it. "  He went out. 

" My foot hurts," I said. 
Lily handed me a glass. It was about two­

thirds whiskey and one-third soda. "That'll 
fix you up," she said. 

The locker room door swung open. Kath­
erine Allgood and Bert Winters came in 
together. 

"What a cozy little party," Katherine 
Allgood said. She was looking at Lily and 
Sam Allgood. 

"And with my liquor, too,'' Bert Win­
ters said. 

"It was in my locker, "  Lily Winters said. 
Bert Winters took the bottle from her 

hand.-" Well," he said, "it's Saturday night, 
and I 've gotta get drunk. Lord, how I dread 
it.'' -

Sam Allgood took Lily Winters' arm and 
pulled her towards the door. " Come on, 
Lil," he said. "The party's lost it's class." 
The two of them went out into the din of 
the dance floor. Lily was swaying her hips 
and snapping her fingers. 

Katherine Allgood seemed to notice me 
for the first time. "I thought you had left 
town. " 

"I couldn't miss this party," I said. 
"Did you see the match this aftemoont" 

she asked. 
"Yes. I saw it." 

('I won. you know." 
"CQllgratuJations, " I said. 
She loqked at me -coolly. "You're not very­

convincing. " 
"I'm sorry." 
She turned abruptly away from me and 

poured whiskey into a glass. With her face 
averted, she said in an unsteady voice : "All 
right, Mr.-Simpson-from-Cleveland. It was , 
a dirty thing to do. But I won." 

"That's all that counts, " I said. 
Bert Winters had been leaning his long 

frame against a locker and slowly drinking 
a highball. He winked at me, and said to 
the girl : "You played beautifully this after­
noon, Kate. " 

She moved close beside him and took his 
arm. "Thanks, Bert. Shall we go find Lily 
and Sam ?" 

He grinned down at her. "Let 'em .go. 
They're old enough." He raised his eyes to 
me. "How about some golf in the morning, 
Simpson ?" 

The invitation surprised me, but I had 
nothing better to-except sleep. I didn't 
intend to return to Cleveland until after 
lunch. "Thanks, " I said. "Can you furnish 
me some shoes and clubs ? "  

< •  Sure, " he said. " About seven-thirty ?" 
I �miled. "You really meant 'early,' didn't 

you ?" 
"That's the best time on Sundays-before, 

the course gets cluttered. I'll pick you up." � 
"At the hotel," I said. "I moved." 
He smiled. " So I understand. 1' 
Katherine Allgood pulled him away then, 

and I was left to drink alone. I was taking 
a last swallow when Rogan pok�d his head, 
around the corner of a locker. 

" Boo," I said to him. 
He pulled his head back quickly. 
"Hey," I said. " Come here. " I jumped ; 

forward and grabbed him by the back of his 
white jacket. He struggled briefly, and 
then stood still. He turned to face me and 
there was hate in his eyes. 

" Sonny," I said, " why didn't you just 
take my bag and be done with it ?" 

"What do you mean, Sir ?"' · 
I sighed and gathered the front of his 

jacket in my fist. He stood very still and 
kept his gaze on the points of my collar. 
" Tell me about it, " I told him .. 

He didn't say anything, , Only the comers· 
of his mouth twitc�ed. , · -'· ' . 

I slapped him across the cheek. 
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i He began to tremble a little, but he didn't 
�raise his eyes above my chin. I slapped him 
��gain, and he turned his head sideways, kept 
nt that way. I waited. 

" May I go, Sir ?" -he said. 
My toes �till ached, but I pushed him 

away from me. He turned silently and 
rwalked down the-corridor. I had a bad taste 
:in my mouth. That hard-boiled stuff never 
did get me any place. 

I shouldered my way through the crowd 
on the porch and went down the drive to 
the Ford. I didn't . see anything of the All­
good or Winters families. 

Before I went to sleep that night, a soft 
swnmer rain began to fall. 

CHAPTER SIX 

No Deal, Killer! 

AT SEVEN-THIRTY-TWO in the 
- mornlng Bert Winters' black coupe 

. stopped in front of the hotel. I was 
; sitting in the windows of the lobby reading 
the Sunday comics. As I got in beside him, 

'· I said. "I didn't think you'd make it-after 
: that party last night. " 

He smiled. "I didn't stay so late. I like 
tto drink, but not all night. Besides, I wanted 
. to talk to you. I didn't have a chance last 
' night." 

"All right," I said. " Go ahead. "  
Winter swung the Buick left a t  the court­

/house. He was freshly shaven, and his blond 
:mustache glinted red in the morning sun­
l light. He was wearing a gray flannel suit, 
:a crisp white shirt and blue polka-dot tie. 

He asked : "What kind of trouble is Sam . ?" m .  

"Why do you think he's in trouble ?" I 
asked. 

He looked sideways at me and showed 
his even white teeth in a grin. "Because I 

:know that you are a private detective, and 
that your name is not George Simpson-as 
· sam told us. Your name is James T. Ben­
nett." 

"I knew I should have brought along my 
false whiskers and putty nose, " I said. 

He laughed. "That wouldn't have helped. 
Peggy Rourk told me. She said that the 
Beaver Lodge card you showed her yester­
day morning was made out to James T. 
Bennett." 

"We'll hire her," I said. " How inuch 
you paying her ?" 

1 'Peggy's a good girl, "  he said seriously. 
"After Sam introduced you as George 
Simpson, I got a little curious and I checked 
with a man I know in Cleveland. I found 
out all about you. I hope you don't mind ?" 

" I'm mortified, " I said. 
He laughed again. "Don't be. Lawyers 

do things like that. Sam apparently hired 
you for some reason, and it worries me. 
After aU, he's my partner. And he hasn't 
been acting right lately�as if he had some­
thing on his mind. Feel like telling me 
about it ? "  

" It's kind o f  s:Hy," I said, and I told him 
about the farmer, Fassler, and the shooting 
on number six hole. 

When I had finished, he nodded slowly. 
"Yes, a thing like that would worry Sam. 
As a matter of fatt, he told me about it and 
asked me not to mention it. But there must 
be something else. "  

"That's what I thought," I said, "but he 
wouldn't tell me. I cornered the farmer, 
and he admitted shooting at Allgood-to 
scare him. When I told Allgood, he seemed 
satisfied and fired me. "  

"Fassler's kind of a nut," Winters said. 
"Is Sam going to prefer charges against 
him i'" 

" He didn't say anything about it," I said. 
Winters braked and turned into the drive 

of the Wheatville Country Club. We parked 
in the drive in front of the clubhouse. The 
place was deserted. Winters took a key 
from his pocket and unlocked the club house 
door. "Want to come in ? "  he asked me 
over his shoulder. 

I shook my head. I sat in the car and 
smoked a cigarette. The sun was coming 
up over a distant woods and it glistened on 
the wet grass of the green fairways. I 
thought about a lot of things. I felt a little 
sorry for Bert Winters-----he seemed like too 
nice a guy to have a fast-stepping babe like 
Lily for a wife, and a cheating partner like 
Sam Allgood. 

And I felt sorry for little Peggy Rourk, 
and I hoped that Pete Gordon wou1d do a 
good job on his story about her fathe·r, and I 
wondered if she would continue to work for 
the firm of Allgood and Winters, feeling as 
she did about Sam Allgood. I didn't feel 
sorry for Katherine Allgood. She was the 
kind of a woman who would never be happy 



32 Robert Martin 
unless she was holding four aces with the lid 
off the limit. I sighed and wished that I had 
refused Winters' invitation and stayed in 
bed. 

Winters came out of t� clubhouse carry­
ing two golf bags and a paiT of spiked shoes. 
Re had changed his clothes and was again 
wearing the white terry-cloth pull-over. He 
handed me the shoes, and I tried them on. 
They were a little tight, but they would do. 

" They belong to Lily's brother," Winters 
said. "He's about your si.ze. Do you mind 
playing without a t:addy_? It's a little early 
for them. "  

I said I didn't mind. I left my hat and 
coat and tie in the eaF and shouldered the 
bag of clubs Winters had brought me. We 
went out to the first t«. As I drove my 
fisrst ball the sun lifted clear of the woods 

· and I decided that I was going to enjoy 
myself. · 

We were the only persons on the course. 
· The ground was a little soggy from the rain 

the night before. lt cut down on the roll of 
our drives, but it made our approaches stop 
dead on the gTeens. By the time we had fin­
ished the fourth hole, Bert Winters and I 
were talking together like a . couple of old 
pals and we decid.ed that we ought to h:t a 
quarter a hole, w1th a dollar on each mne. 
He had a quiet easy manner about him, and 
he played about the same brand of Sunday 
golf as I did. 

· We holed out on the fifth green and 
dimbed a little hill to the sixth tee. We 
were walking side by side, and we both 
saw it at the same time. A man was lying 
face down on the green grass of the te�. 
The sun glinted on the shiny steel spikes 
of his golf shoes. He was wearing tan 
gabaFdine slacks, and a dark green sport 
shirt. On the back of his head was a bright 
red baseball player's cap. One hand was 
doubled �neath him. His other arm was 
stretched out at his side. 

· 

Winters and I exchanged glanees. 
"Allgood ?" I said. 
He nodded. " I'd know that cap any­

where. " 
" Drunk ? "  I asked, but suddenLy I knew . 

that I was just making conversation. 
" He was hitting it pretty heavy last 

nigpt, " Winters said. " He must have had 
a crazy notion to play golf. " He stepped 
fQrWard. 

l followed him. 

"'Sam," Winters called. 
I put a hand on Winters' ann. I had 

known it was coming. The f«ling had 
started the night before. "Drunks don't 
flop like that, " I said. " He's dead. " 

BERT WINTERS shook my hand away 
and stepped quickly forward. He knelt 

beside the stiH form of Sam Allgood. I 
stooped down beside him and geatly turned 
the body over. He hadn't been dead very 
long-maybe an hour or two. I laid the 
back of my hand against his forehead, and 
I could still feel a little wannth. 

There Wei'e two buUet heles in Sam AU­
good-one under his left eye, and one just 
over the left breast pocket of his shirt. The 
holes were small, and there wasn't much 
blood. A number five iron lay beneath the 
body, and a tittle to the right a small red 
wooden t« protruded from the ground with 
a golf ball lying beside it. A leather golf 
bag was propped against the shelter house. 
I stood up and looked around. On the 
edge of the tee was a white-painted arrow, 
upon which was printed in black .letter� : 
No. 6., 170 yds., Par 3. 

· 

"Well, " I said aloud, "he's one Qnder." 
Winters looked up at me. " What ?" . 
"Only two shots in him," I said. " It's 

a par three hole." 
Winters stood up. "That's not funny, 

Bennett. " 
" Sorry, " I said. 
He lit a. cigarette with an unsteady hand. 

"All right," he said harshly. "You're the 
big town dick-what do we do now ?" 

I looked across the fence at the buildings 
of the Fassler farm. I saw a telephone wire 
leading from the highway into the house. 
" You stay here, " I said to Winters. "I'm 

_going to see a man. " 
His eyes followed my gaze, and he 

nodded grimly. I walked away from him. 
It was eight thirty of a S,unday morning. 

As I climbed the fence I heard cows moo­
ing in the barn, and a collie barked at me 
from his place in the sun :on the bac:k porch. 
I walked around to- the: front of the house 
and pounded on' the f.ront· door. :l pounded 
long and hard, and I was still pounding 
wht:n the door was jerked open. 

A woman in a long flannel nightgown 
peered out at mt!/ ' She: Was maybe thirty, 
but she looked forty, and her long tangled 
hair was �nning to gray. - She had proba- . 
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bly been a rather pretty girl once, but the 
wmd and the sun and the lack of dental 
care had changed all of that. "Welt, she 
said, "brin� him in. " 

"I mven t got him," I said. "I'm look­
ing for him:" 

She squinted up at me. "And who are 
you ?" 

"Mrs. Fassler, " I sa�d, "I 'm afraid your 
husband is in trouble. Where is he ?" 

" Is it about that shooting of his ? I told 
him, and I told him-" She stopped 
abruptly and folded her anns. The heavy 
nightgown very eff-ectively concealed the 
lines of her body, but the bones of her face 
were good, and I wondered what circum­
. stances had prompted her to marry a lout 
like Len Fassler. 

"He isn't home-you don't know where 
he is, then ? " I said. 

She shook her head. "He went to town 
right after supper last night, and I ain't 
seen him since." 

"All right, " I said. "May I use your 
phone ?" 

"We ain't-" she began, and then she 
saw me glance at the wires slanting in over 
the porch. She stepped aside and pushed 
a lock of hair from her eyes. " It's on the 
radio, " she said wearily. 

I stepped inside. There was a big coal 
stove in the middle of the room, and a large 
old-fashioned cabinet radio in a corner with 
the telephone on top of it. I called the 
Wheatville Police Department. A sleepy 
voice answered, and I told the voice who I 
was, where I was, and what had happened. 

"Pick up a farmer named Len Fassler," 
I said. "Lives out here by the golf club. 
He went to town last night, and hasn't 
come home yet. Check your liquor joints." 
I hung up bef.ore the co� on the phone had 
a chance to argue with me. 

I heard a shrill sound behind me. The 
woman in the nightgown was sitt1ng by 
the cold stove with her face in her hinds. 
She was sohlting like a child sobs-spas­
modically, hold'ing her breath. The heels of 
her bare feet were resting on the lower rung 
of the chair. Her toe-nails had chipped red 
la,uer on them. 

' Good-bye, Mrs. Fassler," I said. She 
didn� answer me, and I left. As I closed 
the door, I could still hear the sound of her 
sobbing. 

I found Bert Williams leaning against 

the sunny side of the shelter house behind 
the tee. A few flies were buzzing arounrt 
Sam Atlgood's head, and I shooed them 
away with my hand as I walked past. Win­
ters looked a question at me. 

"He's on a drunk," I said. "I put the 
cops on his tail. They ought to be out here 
pretty quick." 

He nodded silently. I lit a cigarette and 
moved over to Allgood'.s body. His eyes 
were half open, and the pupil of his left 
eye was turned slightly in towards his nose. 
I looked at the little red wooden tee with 
the golf ball lying beside it, and at the steel 
shafted club with the pigskin grip. The 
polished head glittered in the morning sun . 

"He was just getting ready to drive," a 
voice said behind me. 

Bert Winters was standing at my elbow. 
I heard a distant squeal of brakes. A car 
had stopped on the highway in front of 
Fassler's farm, and men were walking 
across the road. 

"IU!re they come," I said to Winters. 
"Get your answers ready. " 

TT WAS almost nine-thirty before Bert 
.1 Winters and I were finished with the 
local law and were heading towards town in 
his Buick coupe. He hadn't changed his 
clothes, and was still wearing his golt shoes. 
I changed my shoes as we rode along. 

"We've got to tell Katherine," Winters 
said. 

"How about getting Lily�Mrs. Winters 
-to tell her ?" I said. 

"I can't," he said dismally. "She went 
to a skeet shoot in Toledo this morning." 

" Do�sn't Mrs. Allgood have any relatives 
in Wheatville ?" 

He shook his head grimly. "None that 
I know of. She came from up around De­
troit." 

"I guess you're elected," I said. 
He nodded silently. 
When we got into town, I told him to 

drop me at the hotel. He swtmg his head 
towards me. "H't'!tl, aren't you coming?" 

I shook my head. "Sorry. I 've got .a .chore 
to do." 

"About-Sam ?" 
I nodded. 
He swung the car into the rurb in front of 

the hotel and slanuned on his brakes sav­
agely. "Tell me about it sometime;" 1\e 
said bitterly. 
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l got out to the sidewalk. "Look," I said 
gently. "You've got quite a chore to do 
yourself . . . .  I'll see yon later." 

He gave me a stiff smile. " Sorry, Ben· 
. nett-I wish Lily was home. " He' jerked 

the Buick into gear and pulled away. 
I went around the block, unlocked my 

Ford, and drove out to Peggy Rourk's 
house. A pleasant-faced, middle-aged worn· 
an answered my knock. She told me that 
Peggy had gone to Sunday school, was 
staying for church, and that she would be 
home around twelve o'clock. I asked her 
what church, and she said : "St. Paul's, on 
.Sandusky Avenue." 

I thanked her, and started to leave. She 
stopped me. "Aren't you Mr. Simpson ?" 

"Yes." 
"Peggy told me ab6ut you--and Mr. 

Gordon. I want to thank ypu . • .  it means 
a lot to Peggy and me . . . .  ., 

"Thank Mr. Gordon," I said "It should 
be in the paper tomorrow." 

Her eyes began to wet, and I left. I felt 
, like · the champion heel of the �rid. But 

that didn't stop me from driving down San· 
dusky Avenue past St. Paul's Church. 

A blue 1937 Ford convertible was 
parked out in front. I looked at my wrist 
watch. Ten o'clock. I had two hours to 
wait-unless I wanted to crash a church 
service. I decided I'd better get a cup of 
coffee. 

I wasted maybe twenty minutes at a 
lunch counter drinking coffee and reading 
the Sunday papers. Then I began to get 
jittery. I went back to the hotel and sat in 
the window of the lobby and looked up. and 
dnwn· the quiet Sunday streets. After a 
while, the: desk clerk came up to me, 
"You're wanted on the tefephone, Mr. Ben· 
nett." 

It was Bert Winters. He sounded tired. 
"Come an over Bennett " he said. "I've 
got Katherine 'here-sh�'s in pretty bad 
shape. Lily isn't back yet, and I've got to 
talk to somebody. " 

I looked at my watch. It was still furty. 
five minutes before twelve o'dock noon. 
''AU right, " I said. 

He met me at the door. He was still 
wearing his golfing dothes, but he had 
changed his spiked shoes for soft leather 
house slippers. He had a half-finished high­
ball in his hand. The morning sun lighted 
up 1he deep maraon of the rugs and the 

blonde maple furnishings 'of his house. I 
thought : his wife designed this. room to 
match her hair. 

"Katherine's upstairs, " he said in a low 
voice. " She's taking it .pretty hard. Sam 
may have had his faults, but I guess she 
loved him; all right. Katharine's a funny 
girl-it's all or nothing with her. I've 
phoned her folks in Detroit. Sam's folks 
are all dead, except a married sister in East 
Liverpool. I wired her." He sighed heav· 
ily. 

"What kind of faults ?" I asked. "Sam, 
I mean ?" 

He shrugged his lean shoulders. "Sam 
w�s human." 

From up the stairway I heard a low sob­
bing wail. Then silence. 

"You got in t{)uch with your wife ?" I 
asked. 

uYes1 finally. She's on her way home. " 
He mqved across the room to a mahogany 
cabinet. "What will you have to drink ?" 

" Anything," I said, and I meant it  . . I 
looked at my watch. Church would be out 
in thirty minutes. I sat down. 

Winters op:::ned the doors of the cabinet 
and said over his shoulder : "Scotch all 
right ?" 

"Fine," I said absently, watching him. 
His lean flat back was towards me. There 
was a dried smear of mud on the left elbow 
of his white pull-over. I leaned back in my 
chair and sighed wearily. This was the way 
it alwa.ys is. I had just begun to like this 
tall, qutet-spoken lawyer. 

I said : "Was Sam dead before you shot 
· him ?" 

- For maybe three seconds there was abso­
lute quiet in the room. Bert Winters stood 
very quietly at the tiquor cabinet, his tall 
body very still. And then, with his face 
averted, he said quietly : :'Yes." 

I knew he would say it. I knew that he 
would not protest and scream his innocence. 
In a way, it was a hell of a rotten deal for 

. Bert Winters. 
"I 'm sorry, " I said. "I ·really am. Up 

until a minute ago I had other ideas about 
Sam's murder. But I just saw that mud on 
your elbow. Let's see-you were lying flat 
on number seven tee, a hundred and seven­
ty yards away, when you shot him. It 
rained last night, and you got mud on the 
left elbow of your sweater because you sup· 
ported the gun with your left arm. 
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"You used that .22 telescope job of your 

wife's which she kept in her locker. You 
carried Sam to number six tee and propped 
him up against the shelter house. Then you 
went down the fairway to number seven tee, 
opposite -Farmer Fassler's house, and 
pumped two slugs into Sam. After that, 
you laid him out on the tee and planted the 
· golf dub, the ball and the little wooden tee. 
You wore your golfing clothes, in case any­
one should be around and see you on the 
course. 

"You went back to the clubhouse, 
changed your clothes, went home, cleaned 
up, and then picked me up. You figured 
that if someone was with you, especially a 
private detective, it would help to · throw 
_ suspicion off of you. Isn't that about right, 
Winters ?" 

His back was still towards me. He poured 
whiskey into a tall glass and reached for a 
soda syphon. "Yes, " he said quietly. 
"That's about right-but how did you know 
that I carried Sam out to the tee ?" 

"Because you're the only one big enough 
to handle him, for one thing," I said. "Sam 
was dead before you shot him. You got his 
golfing clothes and clubs from the locker 
room, changed his clothes, put his spiked 
shoes on him, probably took him in your 
car to the road which runs past the Fassler 
place, and carried Sam to number six tee, 
where you knew the farmer had shot at Sam 
before. 

" I  know that somebody had carried !Jim 
there, because the spikes on the soles of his 
golf shoes were clean and shiny-if he had 
walked under his own power there would 
have been mud, or at least wet grass, cling­
ing to the spikes. It rained last night, you 
know." 

"All right," Winters said. He was still 
facing the liquor cabinet. "You're doing 
pretty good. But there is just a minor mat­
ter you seemed to have overlooked. Why 
did I kill him ?" 

"Because of your wife, Lily," I said, 
watching him. His face was turned slightly, 
and I got a quarter view of his lean profile. 
"You knew about her and Allgood-you 
probably knew it for a long time, and you 
couldn't stand it any longer. How did you 
kill him ?" 

B
ERT WINTERS turned all the way 
around then, and he faced me. He had 

a blue steel Smith and Wesson .38 revolver 
in his hand. I recognized it as my gun-the 
one which had been taken from my bag. He 
must have had it hidden in the liquor cab­
inet. 

"Don't move, Bennett," he said in a flat 
voice. "I'm a lawyer, and I know what I'tn 
up against. In Ohio it's the chair, and they 
can only burn me once. I was beginning to 
like you-" 

"Put that gun away," I said. "We ought 
to be able to figure something out. " 

"TOO MEAN TO DIE" 
At last ! Rex Sackler-famous for years as the peep with 
padlocked pockets-meets his match. That irresistible force 
of frugality runs smack into an immovable object in the 

person of his latest murder client, William Harrison Teviz. And from the moment of 
impact, Tevir makes the nickel-nursing nemesis of crime look like a prodigal playboy­
on a bender. Sackler's misery made him so careless that once he even ·paid his own 
subway fare ! D. L. CHAMPION does it again in this swift�paced novelette. 

It was a little out of character for William Carmody to hide behind a lady's skirts 
(not that they're much protection these days) but he was very anxious indeed to get 

something between him and the lady's boy-friend-a gentle type who wished the dap­
per dick the best of everything, including a lovely 
funeral ! Read all about it in ROBERT C. DEN· .r\. NIS' An Oscar Jor O'Leary. • jc· I{ Ql::l And you'll find many other thrill-filled stories � -:.r••tu"' ;. tho big May Block Mouok-on oale JIL &,6 a swr .. 
Jl - - · · - 2Sc � A 
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He laughed harshly. " Stick to snooping, 

Bennett. I know what they'll do to me. I 
killed Sam because I hated him. I've hated 
him for a long time. It wasn't only because 
of Lily-she was only one of them. I don't 
blame Lily too much-she isn't very bright. 
But I love her. Last night she left the par­
ty with Sam. I followed them here-to my 
house. They came in, and they were in here 
a long time, with the lights out. I waited. 
I was ninety years old before the door 
opened and Sam came out. I was standing 
beside the door, and I had a lug wrench in 
my hand. 

"I spoke to Sam, and he began to shake, 
and I saw the look on his face. I hit him. 
He flopped to the sidewalk. I knew he was 
dead. I carried him to my car. That was 
just before dawn. I took him out to the 
club, changed his clothes, carried him out 
to number six tee and propped him up 
against the wall of the shelter house. Then 
I went over to number seven tee and waited 
for daylight. Then I shot him with Lily's 
gun, and-well, I guess you know the rest 
by now!' 

"You wanted it to appear that it was 
Fassler, the half-wit farmer ?" 

He nodded grimly. "If I could get away 
with it." 

"Did you hire Rogan to search my car ?" 
I asked. 

He nodded again. "After I found out 
who you were, I was curious to know why 
Sam had hired you. I thought maybe I 
could find out something from your belong­
ings-a letter, maybe. But all Rogan 
brought me was your gun. This gun. " He 
moved the barrel in a half circle and brought 
it back toward me. 

"You should have asked me," I said. 

" Don't make it tough for me, Winters," 
I said. 

"AU right," he said wearily. With his 
left hand he reached behind him to the 
liquor cabinet, picked up one of the two 
highballs there, and placed it on a table be­
tween us. "Drink that, Bennett. I'm walk­
ing out the front door and I'm going to get 
in my car and I'm going to drive away." 

"No," I said. 
"Yes," he said, and I saw his teeth gleam 

with sudden desperation beneath his neat 
yellow mustache. 

I got slowly out of my chair and moved 
across the room to a small desk along the 
wall. There was a telephone on the desk, 
and a spindly-legged chair with a needle­
point seat beside it. I put one hand on the 
phone, and the other on the back of the 
chair. I lifted the phone from its cradle, 
and Winters steadied the gun. 

" Put that gun away, " I said. 
" Dammit, Bennett, " he said in a ragged 

voice. 
I flung the chair at him. It struck his 

knees, and in the same instant the gun ex­
ploded and the bullet zinged past my head. 
I ducked low and jumped for him. He was 
tangled in the chair, and I jerked the gun 
from his grasp. He stumbled, and fell over 
the chair. He rolled over and lay on the 
rug, his face resting on an outflung arm, 
like a man going to sleep. He didn't try to 
get up. 

I backe� towards the telephone. I heard 
a slight sound, and I looked up. Katherine 
Allgood stood in the doorway. Her face 
was the color of dirty snow, and her gray 
eyes looked almost black. I heard a car 
door slam, and through the French win­
dows I saw Lily Winters hurrying up the 
drive. 

The house was very still, and from half 
a mile away I heard the courthouse clock 
striking twelve times. Church would be 
out, and Peggy Rourk was probably climb­
ing into her blue Ford convertible, heading 
for home. 

"Sam Allgood hired me because he had a 
guilty conscience. He suspected that it was 
the farmer -who was shooting at him, but he 
wasn't sure. He was afraid that it might 
be you. Guys who are chasing other men's 
wives get funny ideas. He was worried, 
and he hired me-if onl1, to find out for sure 
that it was the farmer. ' "I've got to call the police," I said to 

Winters said : "Any use in talking a Bert Winters. 
' 

deal ? I can pin it on the farmer-if you'll He spoke with his mouth against the rug. 
help." The words were muffied. "Go ahead, " he 

I shook my head slowly. " I'm afraid said. 
not. " Katherine Allgood leaned on the stair 

"Would, say, twenty thousand help ?" railing and began to sob. 
THB BND 
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I WAS walking along Penn Square 
when this girl spoke to me. I 'd just 
come out of . the Golden Tavern and it 

was maybe eleven twenty of a nice Tuesday 
night early in May. I remember the air 
was full of those disturbing spring per­
fumes that made a young man's fancy turn, 
to quote the old gag, to what the girls had 
been thinking about all winter. I remem-

E}' KE� GREENE 

He ordered: "Get moving. 
We're &oing plac:ea. , • •  " 

When the luscious redhead picked 

me 11 p, I never figured on a one-way 

ride to the sizzle-seat! 



Ken Greene 
ber, too, that I was thinking about some­
thing much more serious. I'd been bend­
ing the elbow with Joe Matuszak and 
Larry Harding and envying them to pieces. 

Joe had three thousand, and Larry had 
a grand. They were going to open up a 
little men's clothing shop next week and 
they wished I could come in with them on 
the deal. I needed at least a grand-and 
there was only $320 in my bank account. 
So that was out of the question. I was 
walking along feeling sorry for myself when 
I saw this car at the curb. 

It was a long shiny dark-green conver­
tible with the top down, a dream buggy. 
While I was eating my heart out staring at 
this sleek auto, a redhead stuck her head 
out of the car. 

"Got a match, Mister ?" she called. Be­
tween two slim red-nailed fingers she held 
a cigarette. 

Aware that she was something special, 
I strode over to her and struck a light. 
When I held the flame to her cigarette I 
got a whiff of her perfume. It was heady, 
exciting stuff and quite beyond my wallet. 

"Got it ?" I asked. My heart was beat­
_ing rather fast. 

From her full red mouth came a cloud of 
smoke which formed into a smoke ring. 
While I watched it in fascination the car 
door swung open. 

"Get in, " she said. 
I did a double take and wondered if she 

was kidding. Then I saw the automatic 
in her hand. It was a pearl-handled weapon, 
a .25 calibre pistol, small but deadly. It 
was pointed at my stomach and she wasn't 
smiling. I got in. 

"You drive," she said in a voice as crisp 
as fresh potato chips. "Crawl over me and 
no tricks. I'd hate to put any holes in you." 

I just stared at her, unable to believe 
my ears. She had burning dark eyes and 
a small pointed nose, upturned just enough 
to give her that snooty appearance. She 
seemed to be about 25, with a sophisticated 
upsweep, and the outfit she was wearing 
hadn't been picked up in any bargain base­
ment. It was a smooth two-tone affair, 
orange and green, with half-sleeves and 
square at the neck. It looked good on her, 
but then she wouldn't have looked so bad 
even in a burlap bag. 

She jabbed the gun into my back. 
"Move !" 

I moved. 
She motioned down Penn St. and r 

tooled the machine in that direction. It 
was smooth riding only I wasn't enjoying 
myself. "Look, Red," I said, "I don't like 
to seem nosy but would you mind telling . 
me what the hell this is all about, and where ' 
I come in ?" 

"Shut up," she said. 
So we rode out of the city and into the 

suburbs. In the open country I tried to 
engage her in conversation, but it didn't 
take. Finally she had me turn left off the 
macadam onto a dirt road containing a 
wooden sign at the turning : H wmpden 
Road. There was nothing but fields on both 
sides of this dusty road and about a quar­
ter-mile back it dead-ended in an unworked 
stone quarry, which our headlights picked 
up fifty yards yonder. 

" Stop here," she said, while we were 
still a good piece from the quarry. 

While I braked the car she reached be­
hind herself and brought forth a bulging 
brown paper bag. 

" See that boulder?" 
I saw it, about thirty yards right oblique, 

off the road, down in a hollow surrounded 
by tall weeds. It was a big round rock 
about my height. I nodded. 

She said : "Go · down there and stand 
on this side of it. Then do what you're 
told." She handed me the bag. 

I looked inside. It was stuffed with 
greenbacks in packets of tens and twenties. 

"Holy smoke," I gasped. It was a lot 
of dough in my league. Thousands of bucks. 
"Suppose I don't go," I said. 

She looked at the pistol significantly. 
"You better go, " she said quietly. 

"What's this favor worth to you ?" I 
asked. 

She reached · in her shiny green pocket­
book and got out a bill. Holding the bill 
and the pistol in her left hand, her right 
hand crudely ripped the greenback in half. 
She handed me a half. 

"You'll get the other when you return to 
the car, after the job is done." 

I drew in my breath sharply when I saw 
the torn bill I was holding was a century 
note. 

"Okay," I said, "Miss-?" 
She didn't volunteer her name. 
I got out, holding the bag, and walked 

down the dirt road. There wasn't much 
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moon� --SCrambling do�n a three-foot em­
bankment, I approached the boulder. The 
place was as creepy as a cemetery. 

As soon as I reached the boulder a guy 
poked his head up from the other side. He 
had a round, weather-beaten face and his 
brown hair was sparse. He could have 
been anywhere between thirty and forty. 

He growled : " Hand it over !" There was 
a blue-black gun in his hand. 

I handed over the bag. He opened it 
and dropped it to the ground. Still keep­
ing the heat on me, he fished a flash from 
his pocket and took a quick gander at the 
contents of the bag. He grunted and tossed 
me a package, wrapped in newspaper. It 
was small enough for me to have put in my 
trouser- pocket. 

"Turn around. '/-he said. 
"What for ?" 
He swore and I did what he asked. I 

heard him coming around the big rock but 
there - was nothing I could do about it. 
Sometliing-=,hard crashed into the back of 
my head over the right ear. Vaguely, I 
could sense the earth coming up to meet 
me. Then everything went blank. . • •  

WHEN I came to, I was alone. My head 
ached like the devil. I sat up and held 

my head in my hands and groaned. Then 
I got unsteadily to my feet. I looked up 
the road for the_ redhead's car. It wasn't 
there. I scanned the ground for a package 
the m-an had given me. That was missing 
too. So I started cautiously around the big 
rock, still wondering what this was all 
about. Then I stumbled over something in 
the rock's shadow. It was a body. 

I lit a match and bent over the still 
figure. The face was familiar to me. It 
was the man who had taken the dough 
from me. By the light of a second match I 
saw that he was dead. There were two red­
stained holes in his blue shirt. 

He still had his gun in his right hand. 
A haT£ dozen more matches convinced me 
that the dough wasn't there anymore. A 
hasty search of his pockets revealed his 
wallet inside his coat and I learned from his 
driver's license that his name was Charles 
S. Buck. It didn't mean anything to me. I 
found a newspaper clipping in his wallet. 
It was part of the society column, " Doings 
Around Town," that Daisy Pfleeger runs 
in the Evening Standard. There was no 

date indicated but turning the clipping over 
I got that straightened out by a small 
filler, - ( Phoenix, Ariz. Apr. 19.) That was 
two weeks ago. It couldn't have been a 
year ago because the clipping bore no signs 
of age. An underlined sentence in the 
society column interested me, which had 
been marked with pencil and read : 

Miss Janice Fairmount wore her diamond 
bracelet, which, rumor has it, cost her late 
father a cool sixteen thousand. 

I folded the clipping, tucked it back into 
the wallet, used my handkerchief to wipe 
the wallet and stuck it back in his coat. 
Then I started the quarter-mile hike back 
to the main highway. There were lightning 
flashes in the sky and the rumble of thun­
der. The air had turned cooler and it was 
real windy. A shower seemed to be ap­
proaching. 

On the highway I tried my luck thumb­
ing a ride. Hitch-hiking is an uncertain 
way of getting anywhere, and it's ten times 
harder in the middle of the night in open 
country. Several dozen cars passed me in 
twenty minutes and I'd just about -decided 
to trudge away from this dirt r�d and 
down the macadam when this coupe pulled 
up on my waving thumb. 

- The driver was alone, a thin guy with 
specs, around forty. He looked me over 
pretty closely and asked where I was 
going. I must have looked okay to him. 

" Into the city, " I said. 
He nodded. " Hop in, son. " 
I got in beside him and he seemed glad 

for the company. I said I'd been visiting 
some farmer girl I knew and that I'd missed 
the last Wernersville to town bus. He said 
I was taking an awful chance of getting 
struck eight miles from town. 

"Yeah," I said, "but it was worth it." I 
sighed and put what I hoped was a satis­
fied smirk on my pan. He chuckled and 
dug me in the ribs. He told me he'd been 
visiting his parents in Robesonia. 

At Fourth and Penn I told him I'd get 
out, and I thanked him. 

As I turned away he called to me. 
"Hey !" 

I wheeled. " Huh ?" 
He said, deadpan, "Your head. It seems 

to be bleeding. " 
I felt my head. My fingers came away 

sticky. He was looking at me, waiting. The 
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light had changed to green but he was wait­
ing to hear my explanation. I swore and 
grinned wryly at this thin �uy. " Her old 
man don't like me, " I sa1d. "He lined 
a shoe at me. " 

"Oh." He drove off but I could see by 
his face that he wasn't entirely satisfied. It 
did sound fishy but it was the best thing I 
could think of at the time. 

There was an all-night diner in the 
middle of the block. After I had mopped 
my head with my handkerchief I went in 
there, consulted the phone book, deposited 
a nickle, and dialed police headquarters. 

A curt male voice answered. 
Cupping my right hand to the mouth­

piece so that the two young couples in the 
nearest booth wouldn't hear me, I said : 
"Get this. Hampden Road-by big rock­
mao murdered." And I hung up. 

All the cabs were busy so I started walk­
ing. The thunder shower caught me with 
four blocks to go. I was drenched by the 
time I got home. When I went to bed, ten 
minutes later, the rain had stopped. 

In the morning I woke up with a head­
ache and took two aspirins. Then I called 
up the glove mill and told the timekeeper 
that I was sick as a dog and wouldn't be 
in today. In a way I hated to take off be­
cause I needed the money. But this half of 
a century note in my pocket had me inter­
ested-and if I could get the other half I'd 
still make a neat profit without the wear and 
tear of the factory. 

SO AFTER breakfast I hauled my car­
cass down to the public library and had 

a glimpse at the City Directory. Miss 
Janice Fairmount was listed, all right. Her 
address was 1701 Lincoln Avenue, Vine­
land Park. I had a mental picture of the 
neighborhood. Rambling, expensive homes, 
lots of lawn, .ditto on shrubbery, fat check­
ing account, servants, and a snooty atti­
tude toward anyone who made less than 
$4,000 per annum. Maybe I'd get thrown 
out on my ear. I didn't know but I was 
sure going to find out. 

I took a bus out Penn A venue and got 
off at the beginning of the seventeen hun­
dreds. A two-block walk brought me up to 
this Fairmount shack. It was on the south­
west corner, with the lawn spreading a 
stone's throw both ways. There was a 
hedge aroun,4 . the :whole business, and the 

house was set back thirty yards from the 
street. The ornamental iron gate was un­
locked and I had no trouble getting in. As 
I started up the gravel driveway I noticed, 
in the opened garage, the sleek job I had 
ridden in last night. Beside it was a station 
wagon. 

I was making tracks for the front door 
o£ this big, impressive house when a huge 
animal started barking belligerently, 
rounded a flowering dogwood tree, and 
came tearing toward me. It was a German 
shepard, a big fellow. I heisted myself into 
a handy cherry tree. The dog sat under 
the tree, growling up at me in a most 
menacing manner. 

A dark-haired man sauntered across the 
lawn until he stood under the tree. He 
didn't say anything to the dog-and the 
dog kept on making ominous noises. deep 
in its throat. \ -

The man �rinned up at me. "Rather 
early for chernes. " He was tall and slender 
and dressed in an expensive blue shirt and 
slacks affair and wore sneakers. 

"I'd like to see Janice, " I said. 
His grin widened. "Go right to the 

house. " He began walking away. The 
huge beast started barking at me again. · 
Ten yards away the fellow turned and 
yelled to make himself heard above the 
dog's noise, " If you wait a couple months, 
those sour cherries will be ripe."·  

"Very funny, " I called. 
At that moment my pal of last night's 

fun and frolic appeared. . 
"Stop, Prince !" she ordered, and slapped 

the animal twice on the rump. The barking 
gave way to growling and he kept on eye­
ing me hungrily. I was glad that she was 
there to handle him. 

"Go away !" she cried, hitting him again 
and motioning him off. This time he went, 
and when I dropped to the lawn he was not 
in sight. 

" Nice morning, Janice, " I said, trying 
to regain a semblance of dignity. 

The redhead's big green eyes looked me 
over coolly. "Isn't it," she said with re­
serve. She twirled the tennis racket in 
her hand, dug her left sneaker into the grass 
and waited for me to say something. She 
was wearing lemon-green shorts and a fuzzy 
white sweater. She looked very attractive. 
With considerable difficulty I managed to l 
keep my eyes on · her face. 
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... Could I see you alone a moment ?" I 

asked. 
She turned to the grinning lad and said, 

"111 be with you in a minute, Reggie. "  
He flipped his hand i n  a salute and 

headed for the tennis court to the rear of 
the house. 

"Who's the grin-and-chin boy ?" I asked. 
"Reggie Winslow. " 
The name rang a belt. I'd heard of him. 

He was a local playboy who went in for 
polo. 

· 

"Boy friend ? "  
Her full mouth parted i n  a faint smile. 

"You're psychic. "  Her intense eyes darted 
over my face, taking in my curly, blond 
hair, my slightly crooked nose I'd busted 
in the Marines on I wo Jima, and my rugged 
chin. Her nostrils . quivered a little and I 
had the impression that she approved of 
me, although I could have been mistaken. 
Her eyes burned into mine. "How'd you 
find me ?

,
. .. 

"I'll tell ' you that, if you'll tell me what 
it's all about," I bargained. 

She shook her head decisively. 
1 said,. "Why'd you run off last night 

and leave me lying there ?" · 
She swallowed. "I didn't mean to," she 

said, coloring. "When I got to you, I heard 
the shots. I got scared and grabbed the­

. the package ·and ran. "  
"I wonder. Maybe you killed the guy 

yourself." 
"You know that's riot true," she said 

heatedly. " My pistol's a twenty-five." 
" So what ? " 
"He was killed by a .38 automatic. Be­

sides the slugs in him, the cops found two 
empty .38 cartridge shells nearby. Didn't 
you know ?" 

I shook my head. "It's in the morning 
· paper. " 

Admitting I hadn't seen the paper, I 
remembered about the clipping and said, 
"Then the police must have been here. " 

"That's right. Unfortunately I rouldrrt 
help them out," she said, looking at her 
racket. "I couldn't imagine why this char­
acter should be carrying a clipping with an 
item about me underlined."  

"And the bracelet ? "  
" Oh, yes, " she said brightly. "They 

wanted to see that." 
" So ?" 
She smiled gently. "I showed it to them, 

of course. Now I 'm afraid I'll have to go. 
Reggie must be getting impatient/' 

"One more thing. The reason I came. " 
I dug out the torn bill. "You promised me 
the other half of this century note." 

" And you shall have it, " she said. She 
strode swiftly toward the house. She had 
a lot of hip action. In a moment she re­
turned with the torn bill. I fitted them to­
gether and they matched. I had made my­
self a hundred bucks. 

She stood there, watching me with that 
faintly amused smile on her face, and I . was 
very conscious of her nearness, her pc::r­
fume, her animal magnetism. 

'�Satisfied ?" she asked. 
It was a helluva .question. Glar.ing.at her, 

I wheeled, and strode away fast, down the 
gravel driveway. I didn't look back but I 
felt that her eyes were upon me, that she 
was watching me. 

ABOUT five o'clock the paper boy tossed 
the Evenin,q Standard on the front 

porch and I took it into the parlor to read. 
The murder case was right there on the 

- IS -1 BASID Oll ltsl$ COIIIDCrD 
UIIDUI GO¥DIIIMEII'r STAIIIIAIIDS 

lHIIU lEAOiliC - Sill IATIOI'IA IATIUU BIMDSlESltD 

vtiY a IIIIGHT � � IJCHT 

1000 
@ � � � -

, ... � @ @ � 
- - - .. ..  ,0_ ... ......, _ 
- th - wltii 10" WUY U  ... T �  
W ..... oot ol • • •  litpt Ita< - &two 
liOX flf 1M UaM - ,_. ....,_ a 
.,._ .,  ... .. .. -. - .. -



42 Ken Greene 
front page. The thunder shower must have 
washed away footprints and tire tracks ; 
for there was no mention o£ them. Charles 
Buck, the guy who had been bumped off, 
was a two-bit bookie. 

Another fact, more interesting to me, 
was that a Howard Ford had reported pick­
ing up a man at Hampden Road and giving 
him a lift to town. The police attached 
special significance to Ford's statement that 
the pickup was made about twelve fifteen, 
because the coroner had declared that Buck 
had been killed between eleven thirty and 
midnight. 

The police were searching for this man, 
the report said. I was described fairly 
accurately by Ford. Too damn accurately, 
for my own peace of mind. Immediately I 
began worrying that someone would asso­
ciate the description with me and tip off the 
cops. 

Just about the time I got the idea that 
I'd better make myself scarce until I could 
find some way · to clear myself of being 
Buck's murderer-the doorbell rang. The 
shade was up and a guy was peering at 
me through the glass in the door. I felt 
sick in the stomach as I answered the door. 

"I'm Anderson of Homicide," he said in 
a deep voice. He was a big blond fellow 
about 40, muscular and hefty. " Mind if I 
come in ? "  

I let him in, pretending that I hadn't 
the least idea what he was here about. He 
remained standing and so did I. "What do 
you want, Mr. Anderson ?" 

" Maybe you read about that murder on 
Hampden Road ?" he asked. 

"No, " I lied. "I must have missed it." 
"Well, a guy picked up a hitch-hiker in 

that vicinity, " he said, "and someone had 
a thought that you fitted the description." 

"Me, Mr. Anderson." I laughed in what 
I hoped was a casual manner. "There must 
be some mistake. I don't even have a 
car. " 

"Not the driver," he said. "The hitch­
hiker. " 

"Oh." 
"I want you to come along to headquar­

ters," Anderson said. "The guy who made 
the pick-up is there. As soon as he says 
you're not the man-why, you can go. It's 
simply routine. " 

"Sure," I said, smiling, while a chill ran 
down my spine. "I have the utmost re-

spect for the police and I'll be glad to do 
everything I can to cooperate with you. 
Mind if I get my coat ?" 

Without waiting for his reply, I started 
nonchalantly up the stairs. He didn't say 
anything. I guess he figured there was no 
harm in it. Then I tiptoed down the hall­
way, through the back room and to the up­
stairs porch. I went quietly down the back 
stairway, through the back yard, and 
strode up the alley, fast. 

I didn't run, feeling that that would at­
tract undue attention to me. Once inside 
the burial grounds I slowed my pace. It was 
a big cemetery, almost like a park and I 
would be seen here by a minimum number . 
of people. Also I doubted that the police 
would look for me here. 

I realized that I'd be drawing a lot of 
attention to myself by running away, but · 
what else could I do ? I didn't want fo be· 
tagged for the Charlie Buck kill on cir­
cumstantial evidence and I wanted to find 
out more of the answers before I had any 
more police interviews. After all, I was in 
a bad spot. The Fairmount filly had played 
Lady Innocence for the cops' benefit so 
how could I tell them the truth ? If I did, , 
she would probably say she hadn't seen me 
before and that would blow my story to 
pieces. 

I did a lot of thinking up there among the 
graves. Buck had been a two-bit bookie. 
There was no other lead connecting with 
Janice Fairmount-except Reggie Win­
slow, the big-grin boy. I decided to call my 
pals, Joe Matuszak and Larry Harding, to 
learn what they knew about Reggie Win­
slow. Leaving the cemetery, I went to a 
cigar-store telephone. -

Larry could only offer that Reggie Win­
slow was polo and upper crust. But Joe 
had seen Reggie at the races and in the 
back room of the Ace of Spades, a fast­
crowd club on the northern outskirts of 
town. I thanked Joe, and took a bus. 

THE Ace of Spades barroom was blue 
with smoke. I ordered a drink. There 

was the chatter of many voices. Over in 
the corner a blonde in a tight blue sweater 
and a skinny guy in a red polka-dot bow 
tie and peg pants were jitterbugging to 
juke music. I swallowed my drink without 
seeing the big-grin lad. 

Crowding up to the bar again, I said to 
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the guy dunking glasses, "Reggie Winslow · 

around ?" 
"Huh ? " he said. I knew he was putting 

it on, because no one could actually be as 
stupid as he looked. I'd already exchanged 
my century note for a pocketful of fives and 
tens. Pulling a ten out of my pocket, I 
creased it through the middle and held it 
loosely before me. 

" I'd like to see Reggie," I said. 
He jerked his head toward another room, 

the door of which was closed. He picked 
up the bill that dropped to the bar. Taking 
a deep breath, I strode over to the door and 
pushed it open. 

There were three people sitting around 
a table. There were mixed drinks before 
each of them. Two of the guys I didn't 
know. The third tossed away his cards and 
said disgustedly, "No luck tonight."  The 
�peaker was Reggie Winslow. And yet 
there was a wad of bills on the table before 
him. 

One. .. of · the other players, a fat guy 
with a ·scar across his cheek, looked up 
at me in annoyance. He took a chewed 
cigar out of his mouth and said, "Whaddaya 
want, Bud ?" 

I closed the door behind me. "I want 
to see Winslow."  

"Well, " said Winslow, grinning, "It's 
you. " 

"I'd like to see you alone," I said. 
"These are friends of mine," he said 

pleasantly. " Speak your piece, my fine tree 
climber. " 

I said, "You knew Charlie Buck, the 
bookie, didn't you ?" 

'�I know a lot of bookies." 
"The police are trying to tie me in to the 

killing. It's important for me to see that 
the case is solved correctly. " 

"Or else it's your neck, eh ?"  His laugh 
was as merry as when the dog treed me. 

"That's about it," I admitted, trying to 
hold my temper. 

" So ?" 
"I figured that if you knew Charlie 

Buck you might be able to give me a lead 
on who could have done it. Say an enemy 
he had." 

Reggie Winslow spread his hands. " I  
just wouldn't know, £ella. " 
. He turned. his back on me, speaking to 
the fat guy. "How about a little black-

. jack ?" 

The temptation to go over and slug him 
was a powerful one but I fought it down. 
It wouldn't be wise. Three against one. 
I 'd probably wake up in a hospital ward 
with a cop outside the door. 

"Okay," I said. "Thanks a helluva lot. 
I 'll do you a favor some day." 

Reggie Winslow gave me a big grin. 
"Nice of you. " . 

I went out, closing the door. 
Back in town I stopped in at a corner 

cigar store and used the pay phone to 
give redhead Janice a buzz. A woman's 
voice answered and when I asked for Janice 
she said, "I 'll see if she's home," and in a 
minute I was talking to Miss Fairmount. 

"Who is this ?" her cool, rich voice 
asked. 

"Your chauffeur of last night." 
"Well, this is a surprise. " 
"Look," I said, "I gotta see you. I'll 

b,s! looking for you up at the Lily Pond 
in City Park in a half-hour. Okay ?"  

Silence, then faintly : "Okay. " 
I hung up. 

* * • 

It was so quiet in the dark park that I 
had no trouble at all hearing Janice's ap­
proaching footsteps on the macadam walk. 
She recognized me and gave me a little 
smile. 

"You sounded worried," she said. 
"Not a bit," I said acidly. "I love to 

have the cops on my trail. "  I told her about 
Lieutenant Anderson's visit. The redhead 
looked extremely attractive in a two-piece 
silk outfit of lemon-green. The quarter­
sleeved top was high-necked and the flat 
midriff was bare. Not many girls can wear 
such an affair but she could and effectively. 

"What am I supposed to do ?" Janice 
asked. 

"I want some answers, " I said. "Good ·
clean fun is all right but when I feel the 
hot breath of the law on my neck that's 
something else." 

"Well, I don't want you to get in any 
trouble. " 

I could have shaken her. " I'm already 
in trouble. The thing now is to get out. 
Make with the answers or I'll paddle them 
out of you. " 

"You wouldn't dare !" 
"Oh no ?" My hands roughly grabbed her 

.waist. Her skin was smooth and warm. 
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She wriggled, frowning, out of my grasp. 

"I-I believe you would, " she gasped. 
"All right, I 'll tell you. You've probably 
guessed part of it." 

"The diamond bracelet. "  
She nodded. "It was taken from m e  a 

week ago."  She paused for breath and then 
went on rapidly. "Reggie was taking me 
home from a dance at the Blue Valley 
Country Club. A car blocked the road and 
when we were forced to stop, a man took 
the bracelet at the point of a gun." 

"Why didn't you tell the police ?" 
"The man warned me not to. He said 

if I did I 'd never see the bracelet again. " 
"It meant that much to you ?' '  
•�y es-sentimen·tal value. You see, I was 

very fond of Dad and it was the last gift 
he gave me before he died. It meant a lot 
more to me than the eighteen thousand he 
had paid for it. " 

" I  see. Did the thief say he'd get in touch 
with you ?" 

Janice nodded. "And he sent me a note 
telling me to bring ten thousand in tens 
and twenties to the big rock on Hampden 
Road at eleven forty Tuesday night. " 

"What did your mother say about that ? "  
"She didn't know about it. I didn't have 

to tell her. When Dad died I came into a 
good deal of money . . . Well, I asked 
Reggie to act as go-between but he said 
he had to go to Philly. I could have hired 
a private eye only I didn't want anyone 
nosing intg. my affairs. I preferred a 
stranger, whom I wouldn't ever see again. 
That's why 1 picked you up. " 

" Sounds logical. You say Reggie Win-
slow �as with you when you were robbed ?" 

"That's right." . 
"And he'd taken you to the dance ? " 
"Sure. What are you driving at ?" 
"Has Reggie been holdin' heavy lately ?" 

She frowned and I added, " I  mean has he 
been in the chips ?" 

"No, he's been broke for the past sev­
eral weeks. Told me he had a streak of 
bad luck at the tracks. Why ?" 

I thought of the pile of dough I'd seen in 
front of Winslow at the card table. And his 
conversation indicated he hadn't won it in 
that game either. Things were beginning 
to add up. I saw what I had to do to clear 
myself. And then the profit angle slipped 
into my mind. 

"Look," I said. " I  might be able to re-

cover some of your money-for a ten­
percent fee. Are you interested ?" 

"Fair enough," she said. "But how ? 
What are you going to do ?" 

"You go home. You might get hurt." 
" Nothing doing. You can't shake me." 
I tried to argue with her but she insisted 

on coming in on the deal. In a way that 
was good. It simplified things for me. It 
would be easier to get to Winslow through 
Janice. 

"Okay, " I said. "Your Reggie's at the 
Ace of Clubs. Call him up and tell him 
you've got to see him. Tell him to meet vou 
at your place near the tennis court, at once. 
By the way, how are things between Reggie 
and you ? "  

"I 've known him for years and years," 
she said, as we walked out of the park. 

"Are you in love with him ?" 
Janice stopped and looked me straight 

in the eye. She came closer, a green­
wrapped bundle of femininity. Her hands 
went behind my neck. Her kiss was laced 
with uranium. 

"What do you think ? "  she asked. 

A SLIGHT May breeze rustled through 
the maple trees flanking the south side 

of the tennis court. The hands on my wrist 
watch said ten to eleven as I heard the 
ornamental iron gate clank shut. I tensed. 
The moon was pale and there were only a 
scattered handful of stars. 

It seemed a long time before I heard 
Reggie Winslow whisper hoarsely, "Janice ! 
Where are you, kid ?" 

I straightened ·and stepped from behind 
a snowball bush. "Hello, Reggie. "  

Winslow tried t o  grin. "Where's 
Janice ?" 

" She isn't here," I said softly. 
"What do you mean ? "  
" I  came t o  see her, " I said, "but when 

she said she was expecting you, I decided 
it was more important to see you-and 
alone. So I told her you'd sent me to ask 
her to come to the Ace of Clubs. She left 
five minutes ago." 

He said something under his breath and 
turned to go. 

I blocked his path. "Wait l I want to 
see you-" 

"Out of my way, Mister I" he said tightly. 
"-about ten thousand bucks," I said 

quietly, not moving, . "and murder." 



He took a deep breath . .., Step aside-" 
" No, Winslow, " I said, "it's no use 

bluffing. I'.m wise to you. You needed 
dough, so you arranged with Charlie Buck 
to heist the gal's diamond bracelet. She 
had told you how much it meant to her. 
You knew she'd pay plenty .to get it back. 
She did, and when Charlie had the dough­
you fed him lead. , Beautiful, wasn't it ? 
That way there ·was no split, and you 
silenced the only one who could finger you 
for the job." 

I could see in the pale moonlight that 
he was still trying to grin. He said, "Try 
to get anyone to believe--that." 

"1 intend to, " I said. " I'm going to try 
to get the police to believe it and you're 
going along." 

" Think again !" He hung a healthy left 
book on my cheek. It jarred my head back. 
Then I brought up a right from my knees. 
It had power -and it landed solidly on his 
jaw. W!tJ,slow staggered back and fell. 

Swearing, his hand dived under his coat. 
. Something hard and metallic gleamed in 

his hand. It was an automatic pistol and it 
was . pointed at me. He got slowly to his 
feet. There was no grin OJ? his face now. 

"You've stuck your nose in my business 
just once too ·often, "  he said softly. 

I said, " So I · get-what the bookie 
got . .,. My knees felt wobbly and the short 
hairs at the back of my neck were stand­
ing on end. I was afraid. A drop of 
perspiration trickled down the bridge of my 
oose; 

"Yes-" he said, gently-"and with the 
same gun. This time it will be down by 
the river." 

" Not here ?" I asked. "That's thought­
ful of you to save Miss Fairmount dis­
agreeable publicity." 

He was grinning again, now. "The police 
know I'm an old friend acquaintance of 
the Fairmounts' chick," he said. "I might 
possibly be dragged into it." 

"Just thinking of yourself, huh ?" 
" That's right, tree-climber. Janice and 

I are about washed up. She's a gorgeous 
hunk of woman but I haven't the time or 
the patience. " He shrugged his shoulders, 
then ordered : " Get moving. We're going 
places." · 

I took one step-and then Janice's curt 
voice cut through the night ; 

"Drop it, Reggie I" She .was behind him 

4S 
.and her gun was in the small of his back. 
Rage replaced astonishment on his face as 
he let his .38 fall to the ground. 

"A nice pal you turned out to be," he ' 
said bitterly. 

"You should talk," said she, "playing me 
for a sucker." 

" Nice goin', Janice, " I said softly. "This 
is curtains for Winslow-now tha,t we've 
got his gun. The ballistics boys will prove 
that it's the same one that killed Charlie." 

"Good," she said. " Start walkin'." 
Instead, Reggie's elbow knocked the gun 

out of her hand. It took her by surprise 
and she only gave a little yelp as Reggie 
wheeled. Then he : upper-cutted her to 
dreamland, and she crumpled to the ground 
and was still. 

His sudden move took me by surprise, 
too, but by this time I was on him. We 
fell to the ground together. He groped for 
his gun and got his hand on it despite the 
bash in the eye I·gave him. Winslow lashed 
the gun at my head. I ducked. It clipped 
me on the, ear and set iny head to ringing • 

The pain was blinding. 
It stunned me for a moment, and gave 

him time to shift his grip and get his finger 
on the trigger. I had to stop him or I was a 
corpse. Before he could point it at me, I 
grasped his wrist and twisted. It was a 
life-and-death struggle. , He was breathing 
heavily in my face and I could see the veiris 
standing out on his neck, as, red-faced, he 
tried to get the gun free for a shot. 

I pasted him one on the nose and two 
more in the mouth, and I took two that 
rattled my teeth. My next blow found his 
chin. It only traveled inches but it was a 
hard wallop. Winslow's eyes went glassy. 
He sagged backwards, almost out. I had 
no trouble taking possession of the gun. 

After I revived Jan ice, she called the 
cops. I kept a gun on Winslow. Then we 
searched him. There was only a couple hun­
dred on him. 

"Where's the rest oi it ?". I demanded, 
threatening to give him another workout. 

Winslow said it was under the front seat 
of his sedan parked out front and there's 
where I found it. We recovered ninety­
one hundred altogether. He claimed he'd 
spent what was missing. Janice was glad to 
get that much back. Smiling, she handed 
me my $910-just as the cops arrived. 

(Please continue on page 59) 
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CHAPTER ONE 
Crusader'• Good-by 

T

HE way she said good-by, he might 
have been going to war. Her small, 
lithe body clung to him fiercely, coils 

of black hair clouding his eyes, lips mur­
muring against his ear. 
"Take it easy, Lucy," he whispered. "It's 

only a hundred miles or so." 
' A hundred miles north and five years 

backward," she reminded, hoarsely. 
His quick laugh ran like wind through 



"No!" she whispered 
.hrilly. "Darling-tum 
around • • • we'll be 
thot in the back!" 

her hair. "The five best years of my life !" 
he said solemnly. "Listen, this is strictly 
an impersonal matter for me. That gal, 
Maxine, had a full year to work her charms 
on me five years ago, and they didn't take. 
They never will ." 

"This is-murder, Kermit. I wish you 
wouldn't touch it. Only hateful things lead 
to murder and your-" She dropped her 
arms, stepped away. "-your hands are so 
clean !" 

He laughed, threw a closed fist lightly 
across the delicate curve of her jaw. "I'll 
be sure to wear gloves. " 

He trotted out to the sleek station wagon 

-a big-shouldered, solid-waisted blond who 
looked more like a football player than a 
writer of screen and radio dramas. 

The car rolled away; Kermit waved at 
the trim, silk-clad figure in the doorway of 
the little white cottage. He thought, warm­
ly, that nothing-not even anxiety and pain 
-marred his wife's dark, natural beauty. 
Time itself wrote its passage gently across 
the small, oval contours of her face. 

"Time, be good to her," he whispered 
with unusual fervor, and a queer shudder 
leaped across his shoulders. 

There was nothing fatalistic about Kerm­
it Winfield. But that last look of his wife's 

47.. 
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was-what would you call it-frightened ? 

Foolish notion ! . . .  But grant a woman 
her notions. Maybe it was equally foolish 
of a man to be racing like a crusader to 
the rescue of his former wife. Lucy had a 
right to be jealous of such a campaign. 

The thing was that Kermit had never in 
five years thought of Maxine Poole as an 
ex-wife, only as an old friend. That was 
how he felt when he remarked abruptly this 
morning at the breakfast table : "I am sure 
that Maxine, whatever her other faults, 
would never be capable of murder. " 

Thinking back on that simple statement, 
it seemed that Lucy was unduly alarmed, 
even then. The coffee cup shook in her 
hands, spilling the brown liquid recklessly, 
until she set it back without drinking and 
seized upon a slice of toast, daubing at the 
crust desperately with a butter knife while 
Kermit read two paragraphs aloud from his 
morning newspaper. They were from the 
story of Rodney Poole's murder. 

At 8 :10 p.m., Saturday, Maxine Poole 
phoned the local sheriff's office. Mrs. Poole's 
words, recorded by a deputy, were : "Please 
tell Sheriff Daly to come over at once. My 
husband and I are having a terrible quarrel. 
I'm frightened. He has his gun. Somebody 
might get killed I" 

The alarm was relayed to the home of 
Sheriff Evan Daly, who immediately em­
barked for the Poole home three miles away. 

. At 8 :40 Daly, observing lights in the bed­
room wing of the home, but getting no an­
swer at the front door, walked into the un­
locked house. He iound Rodney Poole in his 
bedroom, dead from a bullet in the chest. 
Mrs. Poole lay in a faint beside her husband's 
body. . . .  

. 

17 ERMIT had tossed the paper aside, 
� consulted his grapefruit. " That dra­

matic speech of Maxine's over the telephone 
was very true to character. She was always 
living imaginary dramas." 

"And you don't think she could ever live 
a real one ?" Lucy had finally forced a 
response through the icy stiffness of her 
lips. 

Kermit's reply was ?Jven with an air of 
superior knowledge : ' Maxine-God bless 
her-never reached an honest-to-good­
ness climax in her life I "  

H e  might have added that Maxine never 
faced any issue squarely, that she dreamed 
and idled and plotted great things, but her 
plots were thin as spider webs. She had 
no drive. She never got anywhere. If there 

was one thing Kermit Winfield despised it 
was aimlessness ; and so it was not Maxine, 
golden and lazy, but Lucy, dark and intense, 
who now shared his breakfast table. 

Kermit had attacked the grapefruit vig­
orously, then slammed down the spoon in 
a gesture of abrupt decision. "Lucy, I'm 
not going to let them get away with it I 
They'll ride Maxine to prison just because 
they don't know her. That softness and 
delicacy, that feminine charm is not as ef­
fective with j uries as people think. The 
prosecutor will wade into poor Maxie like 
a punching bag . . . .  Lucy, I 'm the only 
person alive who knows that woman, who 
knows that she hasn't the substance of a 
murderess. I'm the only friend she has. 
I've got to go down there and help her 
out ! "  

Lucy had suddenly strangled over her 
toast. She washed it down with a deep 
swallow of coffee, then pushed her food 
away, uneaten. She lit a cigarette with 
shaking fingers and managed to force out 
a note of sarcasm : "Are you sure, Darling, 
that it's an old friendship or a fresh murder 
plot which inspires these gallant notions ?" 

Kermit grinned. The tan wrinkled pleas­
antly around the mild laughter of his blue 
eyes. "I'll admit," he said, "that I've 
always had an itch to dabble in real human 
affairs, instead of those fancy melodramas 
my typewriter turns out ! " 

Lucy's brown eyes tried to look amused. 
" If Maxine is not capable of murder, Dar­
ling, just what ldnd of woman-in your 
brilliant opinion-would make a murder­
ess ?" 

Kermit thoughtfully buttered his toast, 
and then, suddenly, the knife in his hand 
thrust out like a spear at his wife's bare 
white throat. "You, for one, Kiddo ! . • .  

Not that I think you would ever get around 
to killing anyone. Your price would be too 
high, Lucy. But if you ever sold out, you 
would carry the bargain through . . . .  Max­
ine would make an easy bargain, but she 
would never close the deal. She hasn't the 
stuff to finish anything ! "  

That was all there was to it, just a sym­
pathetic interest in an old acquaintance. But 
once Kermit Winfield had made up his 
mind to save his former wife from a murder 
charge, his campaign was planned in a 
single hour. , 

And so it was- "Call the studio, Lucy, 
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and tell them I am bloodhounding a new 
plot. . . . Good�by, m' dear ! Back tonight 
or tomorrow ! "  And Kermit Winfield was 
off to the rescue of a memory. 

IT TOOK most of the morning for the 
drive from Hollywood to the deceased 

Rodney Poole's home town, a thriving 
foothill community surrounded by wealthy 
ranches. 

Kermit paid his first visit, not to his ex­
wife, but to the daily paper. One of his 
writing friends had mentioned the local 
editor as a man to be trusted. Editor Strick­
land proved to be a big, florid individual 
with a mouth that drooped open to relieve 
some det:p, whistling nasal constriction. 

Strickland's estimate of the Poole case co­
incided neatly with Kermit's. It seemed 
that the town of Alta Vista and the sur­
rounding country was divided into two 
political camps over the matter. One group, 
led by Strickland himself, believed that 
Maxine Poole was being railroaded into a 
murder indictment. 

Strickland handed Kermit over to a 
young reporter named Jack McGuire, who 
had his own ideas about the murder. 

Kermit liked the quick brusque manner 
of McGuire, a tall, athletic chap with a 
gaunt face and a dry humor. 

McGuire proceeded to introduce Kermit 
to the late Rodney Poole by means of a set 
of newspaper clippings. It was Kermit's 
first glimpse of the man who had followed 
himself. in Maxine's affections. There were 
some photographs featuring Poole as a lead­
er of civic affairs. He was a small, suave in­
dividual whose postures seemed to be care­
fully staged. 

Kermit ·noted several personal items 
about · trips to the California racetracks. 
"Horse fancier ?" he inquired. · 

" Nat exactly, " McGuire informed. " Poole 
was a big shot banker, you know, and he 
liked to move in the money crowd. We 
have a lot of ranchers around here who 
breed racehorses. They represent the so- · 
ciety of our fair village." 

"Was Poole a type who would have 
brought a gun into a family argument-the 
way Maxine claims he did ?" 

McGuire rolled a sodden cigarette along 
his thin lips. "Well, he might do it for 
dramatic effect, but he would not be likely 
to use it. Not right out in the open. Poole 

would ' only commit a crime that he was 
pretty sure of getting away with. Passion 
would never get control of his brain. " 

"A little cold, yvu mean ?" 
" No, not cold, exactly-but self-inter­

ested. He was deeply jealous of his wife, 
but more as a valuable possession than as 
a desirable woman." 

"That desirable fits Maxine · very neatly 
as I recall her," Kermit said. 

"How long were you married to her ?" 
Kermit shrugged. " Only a year. To me 

Maxine was like a pet cat-lazy, affection­
ate- We stalled along for a while, but it 
never worked out. · If you want the other 
side of it, you'll have to ask Maxine. "  

"I already have, "  McGuire drawled. 
Kermit's blue eyes flickered. " Yes," he 

said, " I  suppose you have. " 
Kermit paid his second visit, accompanied 

by McGuire, directly to Sheriff Evan Daly. 
Daly was tall, dressed a little too neatly 

in a cord-trimmed brown uniform-the Cal­
ifornia version of a cowboy ·outfit. There 
was a long red spot under each eye where 
his sharp, freckled cheeks curved up to 
meet the sun. His eyebrows and hair were 
thick tangles of red. 

The sheriff stuck stubbornly to his case 
against Maxine Poole. . It might be only a 
second degree murder charge, he admitted, 
since the woman had warned his office in 
advance ; but the strongest point against her 

. was the fact that she refused to confess she 
had shot her husband in a family argument. 

" I  think I'd refuse to confess, myself," 
drawled Jack McGuire, "if I knew I was 
innocent ! " 

At that remark the sheriff withdrew into 
a surly shell, and Kermit quickly gave up 
any hope for Maxine in that direction. 

CHAPTER TWO 
Reunion with a MemQrY 0 N THE drive out to see the lady 

herself, Jack McGuire explained 
his own angle on the case. "I 

arrived at the Poole home about an hour 
after the sheriff that night. I noticed a 
couple of items which the law chooses to 
ignore. For one thing, it was a rainy night 
and there was one set of automobile tracks 
in front of the house that did not belong !o 
any machine connected · with the case." 
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McGuire produced a pencil and pad and 

sketched a zig-zag pattern, flashing it before 
Kermit's eyes. There was something oddly 
familiar about it. "What's that ?" 
"That," McGuire informed, "is the tread 

design of those unidentified tires . . . . The 
other thing that bothered me was a cigarette 
stub that I found on a tray in Rodney 
Poole's den. It had a trace of lipstick, but 
the color did not match with any lipstick of 
Maxine Poole's. " 
"You mean to tell me the sheriff has facts 

like that and is doing nothing about them?" 
Kermit exploded. 
McGuire laughed. "The law out here in 

the sticks is pretty crude. Only other big 
crime we ever had was a bank robbery. 
Daly muffed on that. He'll probably do the 
same with a murder. 
"Bank robbery ?" Kermit queried. 
"Yeah. Rodney Poole's bank. The thief 

never was found. . . . That Sheriff Daly, 
as a detective, is strictly Grade B. He 

· takes the course of least resistance. When 
· he has a nice easy murder case, why horse 
around making out a tougher one ? Let me 
tell you, Brother, when Maxine Poole made 
that hysterical phone call for help it was 
like turning the key on her own jail cell ! . . .  
She's out on bail now, you know. Suspi­
cion of murder is the charge." 
Kermit swore softlY., felt the blood rising · angrily to his face. 'Any reason why the 

sheriff should have a grudge against Max­
ine ?" 
McGuire shrugged. "Not that I know of. 

Rodney Poole "\'as the sheriff's strongest 
polit-ical backer, but that's not exactly a 
reason to take it out on the wife. No, Daly 
is just plliying out "his best hand." 

' - · The Poole home proved to be about three 
miles from town,· entirely · isolated on a 
thinly graveled road running from the 

· paved highway deep into the hills. The 
house was modern style-a rambling single 
story, shed-roofed building, faced in red­
wood. 
: Their rap, at the · front door went un­a,nswered. 'No servants these days," Mc­
Guire commented. 
They strolled around the house through 

a young jungle of green shrubs and spring 
flowers. · · 

In the rear, overlooking a paved patio, the 
house \.Vas. w�Ued !J.lmo�t !!fltirely with glass. 
A single sweep· of the eye gave a coJ.l.lplete 

interior view, room by room. From right 
to left were two bedrooms, a long living 
room, the kitchen and dining room, and at 
the far extreme a combination office and: 
den. 
McGuire chucked a thumb at the right 

bedroom. "The body was in there. Rodney's 
room. The house is pretty far away from 
neighbors, and you can see that this glass 
wall is rather feeble protection ; so Poole 
kept a gun in his dresser drawer. Maxine 
says he had the gun out that night, threaten­
ing her. After she · phoned the sheriff's 
office, she didn't go back into her husband's 
room at all. She just left him in there, 
raving to himself, and locked herself in her 
own room. About fifteen minutes later the 
gunshot scared her out of her wits. When 
she finally worked up her nerve to go in, 
she found poor hubby dead and proceeded 
to faint on the spot." 
"I see that every room has a door open­

ing on the patio, " Kermit remarked. 
"Yeah," the reporter grunted. "Modem 

style. Free and easy . . . .  The murderer had 
three possible entries to Poole's bedroom. 
He could have used this glass door from 
the patio, or the door from Maxine's bed­
room, or a door which connects with a· hall­
way running along the front of the house." 
Kermit studied the reporter's shrewd, 

bony face. "Which door do you say was 
used, McGuire ?" 
McGuire pushed back the crumpled gray 

hat from his forehead. "Well, the patio door 
· here was unlocked, but my theory is that 
the murderer was already in the house 
when Maxine made that phone call for help. 
Maxine says she called from the living 
room. I claim that some person, identity 
unknown, was sitting in the den at the time, 
heard Maxine on the phone, and seized the 
opportunity to murder Poole and throw the 
-blame on his wife. Whoever it was could 
easily have slipped down the hall, surprised 
Poole, shot him, and then escaped into the 
patio. " 
"McGuire, " Kermit said admiringly, "it 

occurs to me that you're a detective, Grade 
A !" 
Both men stiffened at the sound of a 

hoarse shriek from the outer garden. They 
turned to face a woman running through an 
apricot grove, a spaniel panting at her heels. 
"Kermit!" she cried joyously. "Kermit 
W infiekl:f" 
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KERMIT'S heart vaulted into his throat. 
His knees felt a brief, sagging weak­

ness. It was like the weird torment of a 
dream--that husky, soprano voice, the 
streaming blonde hair, the tall, full figure, 
graceful in bright green slacks . . . the 
delicate face, more tan than he remembered, 
the lazy gold lashes, green eyes dancing . . . .  

"Hello, Maxine. " 
She didn't stop to investigate the tone of 

his greeting. She closed on him, flung her 
arms tightly around his neck, swayed 
against him. "You came ! "  There was 
triumph in her throaty voice : "Kermit, 
Darling, I knew you'd come !" 

Kermit peered ruefully over her shoulder 
at the dry grin of Jack McGuire. He man­
aged to turn his cheek, tactfully, to the 
moist kiss she lifted to his lips. He wriggled 
slowly out of her embrace, his collar and 
tie swiveled halfway around the neck. "You 
knew I'd come ? " he repeated doubtfully. 
"Well, Maxine, that's more than I knew 
until this- morning. " 

She stepped back, eyes gloating over the 
substantial breadth of his shoulders. " It 
was great of you, Kermit. You were always 
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great ! . . . I need you desperately. You 
don't know what they're trying to do to me, 
Kermit ! They're-" 

"I know all about it, Maxie." He worked 
a normal tone back into his voice. "You've 
got yourself in a spot. I read it in the paper, 
but I didn't believe it. So I came down to 
get the straight of the matter. " 

She was suddenly back on him again with 
a flood of welcome. Kermit managed to 
work her over to a cushioned bench and get 
her seated between himself and McGuire. 

"I'm married, you know," Kermit said 
stiffly. 

"Yes, I know. I hope- I mean, she 
isn't with you, is she, Kermit ?" 

"Hardly," he said. "She doesn't know 
you from Adam, Maxine--or rather, from 
Eve ! "  

They all laughed at that, and Kermit re­
laxed a little. Maxine studied him dreamily 
through her lashes. "I  always wondered 
about her, Kermit. I wondered if your 
marriage were--well, if it were like my own. 
I mean-" She looked down at her flutter­
ing hands. "Well, to put it brutally, Kermit, 
I bounced ! Right into the arms of-" 
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She hesitated, seemed for the first time to 

be aware of Jack McGuire. " Oh, hello 
Jack, " she greeted. "I shouldn't be talking 
like this, should I, Jack ? You'll have it all 
in the papers that I didn't love my husband 
and that will make it go badly for me at 
the trial-" 

"You're kidding !" McGuire said wry­
ly. "You know I'm on your side, Mrs. 
Poole. . • . But we're working against a 
deadline, and Fd suggest right now that we 
get down to business. To put it brutally, 
as you say-what's your full story of the 
night your husband died ?" 

Kermit breathed thanks to the reporter 
for switching· the subject. 

"Really, I-I'm terribly vague about that 
night, " Maxine admitted. "That goes 
.against me, I know, but when I get too 
excited, I�I just go into a . blank-an 
absolute stupor ! "  · 

McGuire examined the burning lump of 
cigarette in his long fingers. " Do you recall 
if your husband had any visitor that night, 
Mrs. Poole ?" . 

"Visitor ? "  Her mind seemed to flutter 
over the thought like a bird. "I remember · 
somebody called on the phone and asked for 
Rodney, right after dinner, but he said 
nothing about a visitor. I went off to bed 
early. " 

"Was the phone call from a man or-
woman ?" 

· 

"A woman." 
McGuire's dark eyebrows met sharply 

above his thin nose. 
"The paper said you had a quarrel with 

your husband," Kermit put in. "What was 
that about ?" 

SHE twisted a sly green glance at Kermit, 
examined his hard, serious profile. " It 

was about those foolish letters I wrote. 
Somehow Rodney found out about them ; 
he must have spoken to the mailman or 
something. He got me out of bed that night 
and made the most horrible accusations. 
Why, Kermit, he said he'd shoot me dead 
before he'd release me to another man ! "  

"Letters ?" McGuire said, sharply. "This 
is a new one on me. What letters do you 
mean, Mrs. Poole ?" 

"Oh, it was ridiculous of me I know, but 
I'd had so much trouble with Rodney, and 
no place to tum. I had written several 
letters to Kermit about it." 

"Letters to me!" Kermit stiffened as if 
a knife blade had pierced into his back. 
He didn't actually speak the words. They 
just hung there on the edge of his lips ; but 
he must have gone stark white, because 
McGuire was staring at him curiously. 

Kermit swallowed, spoke. "Oh, " he said 
thinly, "the letters you wrote to me ?" He 
wanted suddenly, desperately to get out of 
there, to run for home. What was he doing 
in this mess ? Why had he come down 
here ? What letters was she talking about ? 
The woman must be crazy ! 

Kermit wandered through the rest of that 
interview in a total daze. The whole bot­
tom had dropped out of the thing. He was 
not in this as a friend anymore ; he was in 
it right up to his stupid neck ! 

Somehow he managed to maneuver Max­
ine away from the reporter long enough to 
shoot a question at her : "What's this busi­
ness about letters, Maxine ? Are you try­
ing to drag me into this murder ?" 

"Drag you in, Kermit ? Oh, tba�s mean 
of you ! You always had a little streak of 
mean-" She seemed to recall the gulf of 
five years between them. Her voice melted : 
"Kermit, I had no idea when I wrote those 
letters it would come to this ! "  

H e  stared at her, jaw hanging. " You 
mean you actually did write letters to mer 
Maxie!" 

"Why Kermit, of course I did ! You can't 
deny that. I had to tell about that. I had 
to explain what I was quarreling with Rod­
ney about I"  Her hand fluttered out and 
touched the taut, writhing muscle of his 
jaw. "It was silly of me to write, Kermit, 
but I needed you ! You know I've always 
needed-" 

He got away from her finally. He stag­
gered out of it, drunkenly, not trusting his 
mind to search deeper. A sickness churned 
inside of him, a terrible alarm he could 
not bring himself to analyze. 

There was only one other scene that 
Kermit's glazed eyes fully recorded that . 
afternoon. It happened in the brief farewelf 
moment, as they prepared to drive away . . . • . · 
Maxine on the lawn, waving, lonely, wist­
ful-eyed, a little frightened . . . .  Jack Mc­
Guire walking up behind the station wagon, 
stiffening, staring down at something in the 
coagulated mud and gravel of the road . • • •  

When they were back in the car, racing 
toward town, McGuire seemed more quiet. 
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His eyes kept a stiff distance between them 
in the seat. He lit a cigarette, pulled out 
the ash tray from the dashboard, and peered 
into it before tapping his ashes on the 
murky pile of old stubs. 

Kermit could crowd only one action at a 
time through his dazed senses. First thing 
was to get rid of this inquisitive animal at 
his side, to pull out and run, find his way 
home . . . .  

He dropped McGuire at the newspaper 
office. "Anything more you want to know, 
Mr. Winfield ?" the man drawled. 

"No-no ! "  Kermit stammered. "I mean 
I-I've seen what the situation is . . . .  Got 
to think. Got to think it over. " 

He got away at last, nosed the long sta­
tion wagon back toward Hollywood. A few 
miles out of Alta Vista he slammed the 
brakes, slid out on the dirt shoulder of the 
highway, leaped to the ground. He crept 
around the machine like some soldier ad­
vancing on the enemy. 

On hands and knees he examined the rear 
tires, his own tires. He stared at the zig­
zag pattern of the tread, like jagged teeth, 
the teeth of a monstrous fear gnawing at 
the muscles of his throat. He crawled up 
to the front. Same tread. Same design. 
McGuire had pencilled that identical pat­
tern for him on a scrap of paper. Four 
tires exactly like his own had paused in 
front of the Poole home the night Rodney 
Poole was murdered/ 

CHAPTER 11-IREE 

To What Length& • • •  

FOR the rest of the hundred miles 
Kermit drove in a double blanket of 
fog-outside the moist twilight breath 

of the ocean, inside a deeper fog clouding 
up from the dank terror of his chest. Night 
came down, drawing the dark curtain more 
tightly around him. 

A few miles from home, on the inland 
highway, he slipped into a roadside tavern, 
:warmed up his courage over a half-dozen 
cups of coffee, and finally ducked into a 
phone booth. Every spin of the dial was a 
torture screw applied to the finger, sending 
a shrill pain along the currents of his body. 

"Hello," he barked hoarsely at the dis­
tant female voice. "Mrs. Lindsay ? . . . •  

Ethel, this is Kermit Winfield. • • • Fine, 

fine. Say, Ethel, my wife-a-Lucy seems 
to have lost the gloves she was wearing last 
Saturday night. Wondered if she could 
have left them at your house ? . . . .  Oh ! . . . •  

You say she hasn't been at your house in 
two months ? . . . .  Oh, I see ! My mistake 
then. I thought she was going to drop by 
your place after the theatre . . . .  She didn't ? yv ell, sorry then. I was out this way, and 
J USt had a hunch she might . . . .  Yeah. 
Yeah. Thanks just the same, Ethel. • . •  

'Bye. See you. " 
He was out again in the night, and the 

fog was closing in thickly, palpable as a 
shroud. Lucy did not go to the theatre 
Saturday evening. Not with the Lindsays. 

I didn't see Lucy from Saturday morn­
ing to Saturday midnight . . . .  Lucy lied to 
me . . . .  Lucy lied! . . . .  Lied ! 

The station wagon was rolling again. The 
windshield wiper took up the whining 
monotone of his thoughts. . . . Your wife 
lied, Kermit Winfield . . . .  Your wife lied. 
. . .  Wife lied . . . .  Lied ! . . . .  Lied! • . • •  

Lied! 
The man went into a state of suspended 

horror. He drove for hours, a random, 
cobwebby pattern of streets, tracing the 
confusion of his mind. 

He came to no definite decision, but the 
car at last seemed to steer itself for home, 
like a horse heading for the stable. Cer­
tainly there was no will to guide it in his 
stiffened anns. 

He was only half aware that it finally 
nosed into his own street. The houses and 
street lamps drifted dimly through the 
mental and physical mist surrounding him. 
A single car was parked along the street, 
two glowing eigarettes inside, spaced like a 
pair of eyes. In the rear seat a third ciga­
rette winked at him. Fifty feet farther his 
own car was swerving, looping into the 
double garage beside the little white colonial 
cottage. 

The lights went off and he sat stiffly in 
the dark. He discovered the unlit cigarette, 
sodden and bitter in his mouth. His hand 
flipped en the overhead light and groped 
out to the ashtray. On the point of tossing 
the cigarette into it, he hesitated, leaned 
forward, peered ino the bowl of ashes. His 
finger stirred up three white stubs from the 
mess. Fingertips formed a tweezers and 
plucked out the stubs, dropped them on the 
pahn of his left hand. Two of them were 
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crushed balls of white paper, burnt-edged. manded. "Why did she write to me?" 
The third showed a semi-circle of red lip- " She said her husband was abusing her, 
stick near the unburned tip. He dropped that she had no one to turn to. Kermit, 
it back, shuddered. that was only an excuse ! She was after 

He forced himself to get out of the car, · you!" 
lock the garage, and stalk u p  the long side- "After me ? Non sense ! How did you 
walk to the house. No lights. It was a know-" 
warm night. Lucy would be in the garden, "How did I know?" Her voice trailed 
most likely. off in a low whimper. "Kermit, the things 

The shadow of her burst out at him sud- she said in that letter. I would not say to 
denly from the rear gate, leaped up, dragged you myself. Not out loud. I might whisper 
on his neck. " Kermit ! "  them i n  your ear if you held m e  tightly 

Greeted like a soldier back from the war. enough-" 
He might have been gone for years. He felt a tremendous impulse to hold her 

The embraces were all hers. Kermit was then, but the hands that reached out for her 
stiff. He couldn't move his arms. She must slowly stiffened, bit like steel into her sttoul­
have sensed his feeling finally, because she ders. "Lucy, you were there ! You wef'e 
moved off to arms length, silently, one hand there at that house the night Rodney Poole 
still trembling on his sleeve. was murdered!" 

He walked her back into the garden, Jet He felt her muscles go limp, her body 
her sit down. boil down into a little pool of shadow. Her 

HER voice was the first one to split the 
grim silence. "Well, Kermit," she said 

tautly. "What happened ? ·What did you 
find out ?" -

He didn't know where to begin. She was 
his wife . . . .  To love, honor, and cherish. 
. . .  "Honor!" He actually spoke the word 
aloud. The hollow sound of it groped 
through the veil of darkness between them. 
" Lucy, is it honorable to read and destroy­
someone else's mail ?" 

Her words came out in a long, shrill sigh. 
"So, she told you, Kermit ? So Maxine got 
to yori at last ?" 

"She said there were letters, Lucy. I 
have seen no letters. " 

The answer was a quick, desperate rush 
of words· : " Yes, there were letters. Four of 
them. I read the first one. There was no . 
return address on the envelop. I have never 
heard of any law that a wife should not 
read her husband's mail ! . . . .  Kermit, I-1 
couldn't show it to you ! It was ridiculous. 
The things she said ! Why, you might 'have 
been her own husband, the words she used. 
She had no right. No right at all ! . . .  , 
Kermit, I wasn't going to let her get at you 
like that ! You're too-too sympathetic. 
You owed her nothing. The divorce was 
hers, not yours. I burned up the letter as 
she should have burned it herself. . . . I 
recognized the other letters as they came, 
Kermit. I burned them, unopened ! "  

"What was she after ?" Kermit de-

silence was a kind of confession. 
He shook her, tugged her. "Lucy !" he 

hissed. "Listen to me ! They found tire 
tracks in the mud. They found a _cjgarette 
in Poole's den stained with lipstick I Lucy._ 
they'll only have to put two and two to-
gether-" . 

"Oh, Kermit," she sobbed, "why did you 
have to go back there ? Why couldn't ·you 
have left her alone ? I tried to warn you-" 

"Warn me ?" he roared. "Why didn't 
you tell me, Lucy ? Why didn't you tell the 
truth ? That was murder down there, damn 
it ! A man shot in the heart ! And you were 

· there ! Lttcy, what were you trying to 
hide?" . 

"Hide?" A low whistle sighed in and 
out of her lungs. " Kermit, sometimes a 
woman would not-" she whispered ; then 
groaned and began again-" a woman would 
not want her husband to know to what 
lengths she might go-how low she might 
stoop to keep him ! " 

· 

His grip broke, the arms fell loosely at 
his sides. He reared, stumbled back, as if 
she had struck at his face. "Well," he said 
hoarsely, "how far would you go, Lucy ?" 

No answer. 
"You were there, Lucy." 
"I went to take the letter back, Kermit. 

I meant to give it to Maxine, fight it out 
with her, to tell her not to be such � 
miserable fool ! . . . . Instead-oh, I don't 
know what came over me, Kermit. Cun­
niQg� _I. gu�� I phoned out to the P�le 
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' house from town. When I heard a woman's 
voice on the telephone, I couldn't talk to 
her. I knew I'd never be able to talk to 
her. • . . I-I asked for her husband, 
arranged to see him privately • . • .  " 

IT WAS becoming mechanical now, like 
a confession. " I  didn't see Maxine at all. 

Rodney Poole met me at the door of the 
house, took me into his private den. I just 
handed him the sealed letter. The fourth 
letter, Kermit ; it had come that same day. 
I told him I wished he would stop his wife 
from writing the silly things. I don't know 
·what I expected him to do, but he ripped 
· it open right in front of me and read it . . . .  
· Kermit, I never saw a man so terribly 
·angry. He went purple. I believe he even 
. frothed at the mouth. He forgot I was 
there. He dropped the letter on the floor 

. and left me without a word. I put the letter 
back in my bag, and then-" 

The last of it didn't come. It stuck in her 
· throat, and Kermit himself had to wring the 
.: words out of his own despair. "You heard 

them quarreling at the other end of the 
:house, Lucy. You heard Maxine call the 
· sheriff's office on the phone, heard her speak 
of the gun. You heard her say somebody 
might get killed ! " · 

Kermit slumped down to his knees. Panic 
drained the muscle out of him, like water 
from a sieve. He was face to face, shoulder 
to shoulder with her now. "I'll have to 
know, Lucy, if I'm going to help you, " he 
managed to gasp. "What did you do then ? 
What did you do after you heard Max­
ine--" 

She recoiled away from him. «Kermit !" 
she shrieked. " What are you asking me?" 

A broad spot of light suddenly engulfed 
them like some cataclysmic bursting of the 
stars. They were dazed, petrified in mutual 
surprise. 

A voice spoke from beyond the light, a 
bodiless, dazzling emanation of justice : 
"That's enough ! Thanks for putting the 
questions, Winfield." 

A lean, elongated shape squirmed into an 
edge of the light from the direction of the 
garden gate. 

"Jack McGuire !" Kermit groaned, stag­
gering to his feet. 

Behind McGuire emerged a short, stocky 
man in uniform, a single star gleaming on 
his lapel. 

It was neither of these men speaking. It 
was the phantom behind the flashlight. 
Kermit recognized it now, the voice of 
Sheriff Evan Daly : "Lucille Winfield, let 
me w�rn you that anything you say from 
now on may be used against you . . . .  " 

The processes of the law could be very 
swift. Before the night was over Lucy was 
transferred to the custody of Sheriff Daly. 

When the first shock had worn off, Ker­
mit managed to put through a call to his 
lawyer and arrange to be met in Alta Vista 
the next morning. 

Jack McGuire, who had recognized the 
muddy track of Kermit's car and had led 
the sheriff in this pursuit, was an excited 
spectator. In the middle of the night the 
reporter raced off in his own car to file his 
big "scoop" on the murder story. Up to 
now Kermit had almost liked the guy . 

Kermit drovo Lucy and the sheriff back 
to Alta Vista in his own station wagon. 
Lucy sat beside him in the front seat, 
stiffly. She had not spoken a word in her 
own defense. 

In the rear-view mirror Kermit caught 
glimpses of the long, freckled face of Evan 
Daly, a flat-crowned sombrero balanced 
steeply on his head, thin lips sucking medi­
tatively at a big pipe. 

The sheriff had a right to be satisfied. 
He had a beautiful case against Lucy. Ker­
mit ran it through his mind, trying to punc­
ture the fabric of this monstrous web 
around his wife, but he couldn't find a soli­
tary gap. In the first place, Lucy had been 
there, on the spot, within the time limits 
of the murder. That was a damning fact by 
itself. She had opportunity. Sitting alone 
in Rodney Poole's den, she must have 
heard Maxine's frantic phone call to the 
sheriff's office and that wild statement, 
'Sombody might get killed !'  No one could 
ask for a better chance than that to mur­
der Rodney Poole and throw the blame 
on his wife. And Lucy had plenty of mo­
tive. There was Maxine Poole trying to 
worm back into the affections of her former 
husband. Lucy, in a frenzy of jealousy, 
might have grasped any possible method 
to block Maxine's insidious campaign, even 
if it meant shooting an innocent man in 
order to put his wife in jail. To top it all 
off, Lucy had the potential character for the 
job. She was not a frothy cream puff of a 
)'Y'Oman like Maxine. She was deep. In 
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five years of marriage she had never re­
vealed the full limits of herself. Even 
now thrown together in this supreme 
misf�rtune, Kermit could find no way to 
get at her, no word, not even a touch of 
the hand that would bridge the gulf be-
tween them. . 

She certainly had no 
. 
w,ord for. Kerm�t. 

She was taking the shenff s warnmg at 1ts 
face value : " Lucille Winfield, let me warn 
you that anythit?g you say £;,om now on 
may be used agamst you . . . .  

CHAPTER FOUR 

Don't Look Back! 

K ERMIT'S heel shot down in reflex, 
hammered bar? against the brake 
pedal. The station wagon, on a long 

curving slope, went into a weaving, dat?ger­
ous skid. In the mome,nt of that s�ngle 
braking action a murder case shaped 1tself 
in his mind. Fragments assorted . the�­
selves, dropped into the yro�er slots. Hts 
eye raced over the tight mtenor of the car, 
down the black trunk of the steering wheel, 
across the license placard. up to the ashtray, 

· to Lucy's taut, unreadable profile, to the 
little mirror and the sheriff's stern, dark­
eyed surveillance. The murder case was all 
-there in a tight little box. 

"Hey ! " the sheriff yelped through slitted 
teeth: 

Lucy gasped� 
The machine was almost out of control. 

Kermit eased up the stiffness of his leg, the 
brake came back, they rolled gently off the 
pavement to a curving grassy shoulder. 

"Flat tire ?" queried the sheriff sharply. 
Kermit's head came around stiffly on his 

neck. "Blowout !" he said, and a strange 
thrill twanged the muscles of his throat. 
"Not a tire, but a murder. Sheriff, I've 
just blasted a hole in your case against 
Lucy, and this one you'll never get patched 
together ! " 

Daly leaned forward. Dawn was seeping 
through the car windows, plastering the 
drawn faces with a deep inhuman gray. 
The sheriff's freckles looked like pencil 
dots. "Well, what's new, Winfield ? I'm 
open to ideas. " 

"You're getting one, right now ! "  Kermit 
snapped. " Sheriff, the basic charge against 
my wife will be that she overheard Maxine 

Poole calling your office with that warning 
about, 'My husband has his gun. Some­
body might get killed !' That gave Lucy an 
opportunity to kill Rodney Poole so that 
the blame would logically fall on Maxine. 
. . .  Sheriff, my point is this : That phone 
call gave a murder opportunity not only 
to Lucy but to anybody else who knew the 
call ha-d been made ! "  

" Meaning who ?" the sheriff muttered. 
"Meaning anybody at the other end of 

the wire ! For instance, let's suppose an 
outsider-someone who knew Maxine had 
made that call for help-drives up to the 
house while Lucy is still there, while Rod­
ney Poole is still quarreling with his wife. 
That house is glassed all along the rear 
so that anyone standing in the patio can 
see everything that goes on inside, just as if 
it was acted on a stage-unless, of course, 
the curtains are drawn. A man lurking back 
there in the dark can see Lucy in the den, 
Maxine in her bedroom, and Rodney Poole 
in his own bedroom brooding over his gun. 
After sizing up the situation, the watcher 
slips around to the front to find out who 
the lady in the den might be. With his 
flashlight he reads her name on this resig­
tration slip strapped to the steerin� wheel 
of her station wagon. He has an mspira­
tion right then to lay a trap against her as 
a murder suspect. He opens this dashboard 
ashtray here and takes out one of Lucy's 
old cigarette stubs with lipstick on it. If he 
can plant that stub in the house, there win 
be a little extra evidence against some 
mysterious woman visitor, in case Maxine 
Poole squeezes out of a murder charge ! "  

Kermit was looking a t  Lucy now, gloat� 
ing, ignoring the prickle of danger that 
ran along his neck. He leaned down, kissed 
her on a cool cheek, swung back to the . 
sheriff. "After that," Kermit went on, "the 
man waits there in the patio until Lucy, 
getting impatient and frightened and maybe 
a little disgusted with the whole thing, slips 
out of the house and drives away. By that 
time the watcher in the dark has worked 
out his own tittle murder plot. He enters 
Rodney's unlocked room directly through 
the glass door · from the patio. He picks 
up the gun which Rodney by this time has 
laid aside. Rodney, aroused by the sound 
of the door, rises to face the intruder. 
Recognizing the man, he feels no fear, doe& 
not cry out. The invader calmly shoots 
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Rodney in the chest, tosses the gun aside, 
and ducks out to the patio again before 
Maxine can respond to the gunshot. , , . " 

J(ERMIT'S eyes met the sheriff's in full 
collision. "Daly, if you have wits, pre­

pare to use them now. The thing I want 
to know is this. When you broke into our 
garden with Jack McGuire tonight, you 
called my wife by her full name, Lucille 
Winfield. I never call her Lucille. Neither 
does anyone else. Where did you get that 
name, LuciUe!" 

Daly's eyes worked at the answer silently, 
and then he forced it down to his tongue, 
a thin, sandpaper sound : "You call her 
Lucy. Ain't that short for Lucille ?" 

" No !" Kermit snorted. " Lucy is a name 
by itself. It could be a nickname, but that 
was no reason for you to pull Lucille out of 
your hat. . . . I 'll tell you where you got 
that name, Sheriff. You read it here on 
the registration tag of this station wagon, 
and the only time you could possibly have 
done that was the time that it was parked 
in front of Rodney Poole's home, the night 
Poole was murdered ! " 

Daly blurted, "Jack McGuire told me 
the name ! "  

"You're a little late with that one, Sher­
iff," Kermit drawled. "We can easily find 
out from Jack if he knew my wife's name 
was Lucille. Also, Jack will make an ex­
cellent witness to the fact that you used the 
name in the first place ! Another thing, 
Daly-1 recall reading in the paper that it 
was a half-hour after Maxine telephoned 
for help before you broke into the Poole 
house and found Rodney's body. You had 
to drive only three miles that night. It 
doesn't take any half-hour to go three 

miles I I figure you spent most of the time 
spying on that little melodrama in the 
Poole household and planting your own 
verision of the murder. "  

Kermit felt a strange thrill of relief, 
crowding out the cold shudder of fear that 
kept trying to dominate his shoulders. He 
had made the accusation. He couldn't call 
it back. He had thrown' the grenade. 

" Sheriff, if those two items are not 
enough, there is the little matter of these 
letters that Maxine wrote to me. Maxine 
claims she told you about the letters, be­
cause they were the cause of her quarrel 
with Rodney. If you knew about the let­
ters, why didn't you look me up immedi­
ately, Sheriff ? Why did you wait for me 
to come to you ?" 

No answer. 
Kermit answered himself : "You didn't 

check into those letters, because that would 
bring my wife into the matter too soon 
for your plans. Lucy was your final trump 
in case the rest of your plot fell through ! "  

A shudder quaked the sheriff's shoulders, 
ran in a thin convulsion down his arms. 
Tracing the motion, Kermit found himself 
confronting not a pair of eyes but the soli­
tary, eyeless snout of a pistol. 

"I don't answer questions. I ask 'em ! "  
Daly said stiffiy. "I'll remind you I ' m  the 
law in this county ; but since you seem 
to have taken over, would you give me one 
good reason why I, of all people, would 
want to kill Rodney Poole ?" 

" Politics ! "  Kermit snapped. " Poole's 
influence put you in office and kept ·you 
there. That made him the lord of your 
life, Daly. Look deep enough in a setup 
like that and you'll find stuff for murder. 
Also, there was the matter of that unsolved 
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robbery of Poole's bank. More than likely 
that was a frame-up-" 

That last spark of inspiration struck fire. 
"Get out ! "  the sheriff whistled thinly. 
"Get out of the car ! "  

Kermit slid through the door. The road 
was just a lonely ribbon of cement climb­
ing steeply to meet the gray horizQn. It 
was a bad spot for facing down a murderer, 
but back in town, flanked by the full dignity 
of the law, the sheriff might have stood 
up to Kertl)it's bluff. 

"Get your arms up ! "  
That was addressed to Lucy, still in the 

car. Kermit saw the sheriff handcuffing 
her wrists together. 

Then they were all three in the road, 
Lucy huddled against the bulk of her hus­
band's shoulder, Daly about thirty feet 
from them with the pistol gripped low and 
tight against his waist. 

K
ERMIT found his breath again. "Gun­

play will do you no good, Daly. One 
murder compounded to two or three only 
seals your case ! "  

The sheriff rocked on his bowed legs. His 
long hairy hand came down, pointed a 
finger down the road. "Walk ! " he or­
dered. "That way ! "  

They backed away from him, stumbling. 
"Turn around and walk ! "  His voice was 
a flat, dead sound. "Run, if you like. Get 
away from here ! "  

Kermit looped an arm around Lucy's 
shoulders. The stifled fear was breaking 
out on him now,. like a rash. He had to 
swallow to get the words up the tight 
swelling of his throat. "And be shot in 
the back ! "  _ 

, 

"No ! "  The sheriff's lips argued hoarsely 
against the fever in his eyes. "f just want 
time. Time is all I want . . . .  Walk, damn 
you ! Just walk and don't look back ! " 

Kermit's arm twisted Lucy's body, tried 
to press her around ahead of him. Turning, 
he took a long hungry look at the haggard 
white of her face, hooded by the streaming 
black hair. Her brown eyes were deep, 
haunted. Too deep ; at another time he 
might have reached her thoughts. What 
was the picture of himself reflected there ? 
Bungler ? Meddler ? Doubter ? 

No time to make it up to Lucy. He spoke 
through stiff, dry lips. " Lucy ! I got you 
into this. It was all my doing. My doing. 

• . .  Lucy, if he shoots, you run. Get over 
there in the trees ! ' ·  

· 

Her face came up with a twisted red 
ribbon of a smile. " No ! "  she whispered. 
"That's what he wants us to do, Kermit. 
Darling-turn around-we'll be shot in the 
back I 'Shot running away, resisting arrest I 
Shot in the back !' Darling, can't you see, 
that's his only way out ! "  

" One of us can make it, Lucy ! I f  he 
shoots, you run ! You'll get there ! You'll 
get out of it ! " 

Kermit had his own plan of attack, but 
he had to be sure Lucy would leave him, 
would try to escape. Lucy did not respond 
to the twist of Kermit's arm. She whipped 
away from his grip, lithely, ran in quick 
cat steps back along the road, straight 
at the sheriff. 

Kermit saw her leap, fling out the noose 
of her handcuffed arms straight for the 
sheriff's head. The tall . red man staggered 
back. The gun went off in a muffied spurt. 

Kermit found his feet, charged down on 
the pair. His big body left the ground, 
roaring, piling the tangled couple in the 
road. The gun came out under Lucy's arm, 
dangling in the sheriff's hairy hand. Kermit 
sliced the side of his own hand down against 
the wrist like the butt of an axe. · 

The fingers convulsed, flipped the gun 
out into the road, but Kermit ignored it. 
He was fighting with the blind elements of 
fury. He gripped two deep handfuls of 
matted red hair and pounded, swore, and 
pounded until the sheriff lay inert against 
the concrete road. 

When Lucy was recovered enough from 
her gun wound to sit up in bed, Jack Mc­
Guire dropped around to the Alta Vista 
hospital to sum up the case. Maxine Poole 
came along, clinging languidly to the re­
porter's arm. 

Kermit greeted them with a happy grin, 
explained, "The bullet broke one of Lucy's 
ribs, glanced off, and went politely on its 
way. She's going to be all right. " 

"Yeah. She sure is all right," McGuire 
said, admiringly. 

Maxine's green eyes fluttered with 
amusement. "Too bad," she said in a tone 
that could be taken either way. 

M
cGUIRE winked at Kermit. "You had . 
Sheriff Daly tabbed just about right, . 

Winfield," he informed. "The motive was ' 
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tied up with that bank robbery. That was at the time of the murder. That turned out 
an inside job, framed between Poole, the to be Daly's biggest blunder ; because you 
president of the bank, and Daly, the inves-- can't drag in extra elements without throw­
tigator. It was Poole's only chance to re- · ing a case wide open. My discovery of your 
place a lot of the bank's money he had wife's connection with the case forced the 
lost betting on the horses. The trouble sheriff to play his hand against her. He 
was that the first robbery went off so well would rather have stuck to Maxine and 
that Poole wanted to try it again later, to trusted the courts to get her off. " 
get himself out of another gambling hole. A little mirthless smile disturbed Max­
The sheriff was smart enough to know that ine's perfect tan. The long gold lashes 
the same robbery trick would never work trembled. " One thing I had to see," she 
twice, but Poole was overconfident. And said to Lucy. "I had to see a woman who 
he had poor Daly all sewed up . . . .  Then, would go to all this trouble j ust for one 
all of a sudden, Mrs. Poole made that phone man ! " 
call for help and the sheriff saw a chance Lucy colored briefly, darted a fierce, pos­
to let himself neatly out of Poole's shady · sessive glance at her husband. " Some 
affairs by letting the Ufe out of Poole ! "  women will go to any lengths-almost ! "  

McGuire backed off and studied Maxine Kermit squeezed her bare arm. " Even 
Poole with a kind of cynical approval. "Of to throwing their lives away, " he said. 
course, I don't think Daly really wanted " It was the only thing to do ! "  Lucy's 
Maxine to land in the jug. He thought a lips trembled in protest. " He could only 
smart lawyer could get Maxine off, either shoot one of us at a time. The other one 
on a self-defense plea or a suicide build-up could fight back-and live ! " 
against. Rodney Poole. That murder scene Kermit was no longer aware of Maxine 
could have been interpreted as suicide, you Poole, or of Jack McGuire tugging at her 
know. But j ust in case the whole thing arm, dragging her quietly out of the room. 
got out of Daly's grip, he kept those two Kermit was leaning forward, searching 
aces up his sleeve-the cigarette with the deeply into Lucy's brown eyes. He was 
strange lipstick, and the unidentified tire seeing things in his wife that he had never 
tracks, which placed your wife in the house seen before. 

THE END 

(Continued from page 45) 
Then we were all in for a session at the 

police station. Janice drove me down, with 
the law and Winslow following us in the 
squad car. Winslow was held. We left the 
station an hour later. 

"Well, " said Janice, when we were in 
her convertible, "what are you going to do 
with your money ?" 

" I'm going to call up �e glove mill in 
the morning and tell that crabby super what 
he can do with my job." And then I told 
her how I'd be going into business with 
Joe and Larry in a little men's wear shop. 

"That's fine, " she said, pulling awar, 
from headquarters. "But what about us ? '  

" I've been thinking about that on the 
way to the station," I said. " It's no go. 
If I'd keep on seein' you I'd fall hard." 

"Would that be bad ?" she asked. 
I knew I'd never live on Janice's money, 

and that she wouldn't be happy if she had 

to lower her standard of living to get alon� 
on mine." I said : " It wouldn't work. ' 

Silence. Then, " I  fear you're right.'' 
After a longer pause she turned her flushed 
face toward me. There was j ust a trace of 
shakiness in her voice. " Do you suppose 
your pride would allow you to drop in at 
my place--for a toast to our parting ?" 

I caught a whiff of her heady perfume 
when I glanced at her. My heart skipped 
a beat. She was quite the gal behind the 
wheel with the breeze rippling through her 
lovely red hair and her full lips slightly 
parted in a tantalizing smile. 

I swallowed the knot in my throat and 
said, " Seems like the best way to part. " 

Janice gave me a big devastating smile. 
Then she stepped on the gas and the power­
ful car shot forward, eating up the road. 
But it seemed to me as if it were only 
crawling. Was I that thirsty ? 



A CORI>SE 
TO HIS CREUIT 

Cops, like medics, should lay 
off personal c�tses. But that 
holdup lad with a corpse to his 
credit-he happened to be my 

wife's kid brother . • • •  

"I've got all 
night-if you 
last that long." 

WHEN I was a rookie pounding a 
!l beat, .I �ade it a habit to �rop 
mto Dmk s Lunch every mght 

around one for a cup of coffee and a ham­
burger with onions. I never lost that habit. 
Somehow, the coffee and burgers in othel! 
all-night cribs never tasted quite the same •. 
Then, after a while I got to be detective,: 
third grade, and after a longer while; sec� 
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ond grade. It wasn't possible, of course, to 
get to Dink's every night, but I made it 
whenever I could. Dink, a skinny little guy 
who prayed over his racing sheets as if they 
were a breviary, called me Old Faithful, 
which I think is a dog there's a song about. 

This was the fourth night hand-running 
I was able to make it this week. I slid the · 
door open, grinned at Dink, who was scrap­
ing his griddle with a shiny spatula, said, 
"Hi, Dink. Java and a burger with, " and 
headed for the washroom at the far end. 
A tired-looking customer in a blue suit was 
reading the Daily News between timid sips 
�t the steaming coffee. I was behind the 
door when out of the blue came Dink's yell. 
�t didn't sound like one of those yells he 
lets out every once in a while to relieve the 
monotony. It was a yell with real urgency 
in it. 
. Ou:t I charged from the washroom, grab- · 

bing my gun with one hand. I stopped dead 
at the end of the counter. I swear I couldn't 
liave ptllled tbat gun if there'd been a mil-. 
lion bucks tied to the end of it. 

A kid in a brown suede jacket was skit­
tering for the door, and in his hand he had 
a big, dull-black automatic. At the door he 
turned his head for one wild, backward 
glance ; then leaped out into the night. But 
that one quick hinge at his face had been 
enough to turn me soft and sick inside. It 
was Eddie, the wife's kid brother. I rushed 
to the door, but by that time · there was 
nothing for me but a belch of exhaust 
smoke and a brief glimpse of a '32 Packard 
sedan, black, as it lurched heavily around · 
the corner. I sprang for my car at the 
curb, · but as I opened the door I saw a 
tangle of wires hanging down limply from 
under the dash, where someone had reached 
up and tipped them out. 

I went slowly back into the diner. I 
don't think I could have felt worse if the 
holdup had been pulled by Jessie herself. 
The customer in blue was telling Dink ex­
citedly jqst what had happened, and Dink 
said yeah and walked away from him. He 
looked sympathetically at me. 

"He was likkered to the ears," he said 
in a low voice. "His breath was that long. 
He was tanked silly. " 

I said dully, " It's no excuse, Dink. You 
know that. " 

"He had friends out there in the car, Al. 
Maybe they. , , ," -

"Forget it, Dink. I have to go after him, 
not find excuses. "  

I went back to the pay phone beside the 
juke box, dropped in a nickel and called 
headquarters. \i\Then I got the desk ser­
geant, I said, "This is AI Reilly, Sarg. 
Check and see if there's been any holdups 
reported tonight. "  

I heard him riffling over the sheets, and 
in those minutes I prayed-not just the 
formula they give you, but real prayers, the 
kind without words. But I might just as 
well have been hooting up a rain pipe. 

"Here they are, AI," he said. " 1 2  :03, 
Esso Station, River Road, armed robbery, 
$49.62 taken from cash register. Descrip­
tion-kid in a brown suede windbreaker, 
seventeen or eighteen years old, five feet 
eight, hunnert forty pounds. Got away in a 
'3 1 or '32 black Packard sedan. Here's 
another. Same guy only worse. 12 :42, 
Amoco Station, nothing taken-because the 
attendant made a squawk and got a bullet 
in the neck. Hospital report says dead on 
arrival. The other attendant saw the job 
from the john and gave us the description. 
Same kid, same car. He couldn't see the 
driver of the car. What's up, AI ? That 
ain't your detail. " 

"Just ran into another one. "I gave him 
the caper at Dink's--omitting the kid's 
name. · 

· I was heartsick when I turned away from 
the phone. Dink had the coffee and burger 
hot and ready. He gave the cup a small, 
apologetic push ana said, "Siddown, AI." 

"I'm not hungry, Dink." 
"Drink the coffee anyway. Do you good. " 
He had recognized the kid. Dink had 

the memory of a dictaphone. Then · there 
was the way he was acting. I had to get 
him straight on this. . 

- I took a breath. "Listen, Dink, " I said 
heavily, "I'm going after him, and I'm 
going to bring him in. After that I'm �oing 
to turn in my bad� and do everythmg I 
can to get him off. ' 

Dink avoided my eyes and turned and 
scraped at the griddle again. 

"Twelve hours," I said. I sat on the 
stool and hunched over the cup of coffee. 
" After twelve hours you can natrie him." 
I sucked at the coffee. It  tasted as if  it had 
been brewed from dried liver. 

Dink growled, "Don't be a dope." 
I stared down at my clenched hands. My 
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thoughts kept swirling off on wild tangents 
like Roman candles and I couldn't get 
them together. I just couldn't. " I  haven't 
the first idea where to start, Dink, " I 
groaned. "I can't pull it together. Lord, I 
can't even believe it ! "  

"Why doncha call your wife ? . And get 
that idea about turning him in outta your 
!lead. What would she say ?" 

"Yeah, " I mumbled, "yeah. " I turned 
away and went back to the phone. I got 
Jessie and said as casually · as I could, 
"Hope I didn't get you out of bed, Honey. 
Any calls for me ?" 

She said, "no," wonderingly, then asked : 
"Why ? "  

I TRIED to keep it commonplace. I said 
carelessly, "You know I 've been detailed 

to those warehouse robberies. Well, I got 
word somebody wanted to sing and I 
thought maybe there was a pigeon in Flight 
One . "  That was our private joke-any tele­
phone call at home for me was a pigeon in 
Flight One. 'Then, "Eddie get in yet ? "  I 
have all the Irish vices-except the talent 
for subtle fiction. 

She flared up in an instant. "AI," she 
said anxious. "AI, tell me. Is something 
wrong about Eddie ?" 

" Hell no, " I mumbled. " I  just asked, 
that's all. Just asked."  

"AI, there is something. I can tell. What 
is it ?" 

" Not a thing, Jessie. Honest. I just 
happened to think. . • .  Nothing, nothing. 
I just asked. "  

Relief flooded her voice, "He's a good 
kid, AI. You know that. He's just at that 
age . . . .  " She loved her kid brother. But 
the relief she was feeling was relief she 
wanted to feel-not something ·she really 
believed. "But I do wish," she said severe­
ly, "you'd talk to him about hanging around 
those bowling alleys until all hours. Here 
it's after one and he's not in yet. " 

" What alleys ?" I asked sharply. 
"Oh,

, 
AI, if I told you once, I told you a 

dozen times. Those Salgo Alleys on Ridge 
Road. You will talk to him tomorrow, 
won't you ?" 

· " Yeah. Tomorrow. I'll talk to him to­
morrow." I hung up. 

Sure she had talked to me about it and 
all I had said was : Aw, he's only d kid. 
Stop nagging him. He's okay. There were 

other things on my mind. I was busy. He 
was j ust a kid. Who worries about kids ? 
But he wasn't just a kid. Anyone old 
enough and strong enough to point a gun 
at a man and shoot him down wasn't just a 
kid. And it was just as much my fault as 
anybody's. He used to brag to the other 
kids that his brother was a cop, a real de­
tective. I guess that made him some kind 
of a big shot in his world, and he loved it 
and was always after me to take him around 
with me. But I don't know, I got busy or 
something and with one thing and an­
other. . . . But that didn't make it any 
easier now. · 

I looked up. Both Dink and the cus­
tomer were watching me, the customer look­
ing a little puzzled. I must have been mak­
ing faces. I usually do when I'm rassling 
with myself. I tipped Dink a brief nod and 
strode for the door. I had work to do. 

As I stepped outside, Dink called behind 
me, "AI. Hey, AI. Wait a minute, AI! ' 

I knew what he was going to say, but I 
couldn't afford to listen to it. It would j ust 
turn me soft again. I plunged down the 
street with long, reaching strides. A cruis­
ing cab picked me up at the corner, and I 
had it drive me to Salgo's Alleys on Ridge 
Road. The driver was as gabby as the 
radio. He got on my nerves so much that 
I had to snarf at him, " Shut up, will you ? 
Shut up ! "  

H e  said, "Okay, Captain," and sounded 
hurt. 

Salgo's place was pretty new, and the 
alleys still had a nice yellow shine under 
the overhead lights. There were sixteen of 
them, but only four were in use. A boister­
ous party of older men in shirt sleeves and 
suspenders were laughing, wisecracking, 
drinking. The thunder of tumbled pins hol­
lowly filled the hall. 

Salgo's young daughter, Teena, sat 
boredly behind the counter at the door, 
chewing gum and listlessly watching the 
abrupt, violent motions of the bowlers as 
they swooped to the line, skidded and 
hurled their balls. She was twenty-four 
and looked sixteen-not too badly put to­
gether, black-haired and blue-eyed. To me 
she was an unhealthy-looking runt, but 
maybe the kids saw her differently. I 'm 
forty and I like an armful of woman, not a 
fingerful of splinters. 
· I leaned on the glass counter, over the , 
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opened boxes of White Owls and Phillies, 
and said, "Hello, Teena. " 

She looked at me, didn't see anything for 
jler, and said offhand, "Hello. " 

"Eddie been in tonight ?" I asked. 
"Eddie ?" She popped her gum. "Who's 

Eddie ?" She yawned and glanced beyond 
the alleys where a couple kids in zoot pants 
up under their chins were shooting pool. 
Sharp kids with hair like melted licorice. 

She was lying, and not very well either. 
If Eddie hung around the alleys, she knew 
him. Hell, if he wore pants, she knew him. 
The cop on the beat used to tell me, "Gosh, 
AI, I never saw anything like it. She tries 
to get a date outta me every time I drop in. 
Her old man ought to take the end of a 
belt to her." That's the way she was with 
men. That's why I knew she was lying. 
Eddie was a good-looking kid. 

"Sure you didn't see him, Teena ?" I 
pressed her. 

"Toldja I didn't see no Eddie, " she said 
irritably. " Who's Eddie anyway ?" She 
gestured impatiently at the bowlers and pool 
players. "See'm over there ? That's all 
there is. If any of them's Eddie, you can 
have'm. "  

I pushed myself back from the counter. 
"Guess he isn't here, Teena. See you 
around. " I tipped my hand from my hat­
brim and went out. 

THE hack was waiting for me, and I told 
the driver to go around the comer and 

park. He started to get out when I did. I 
waved him back. "You stay there and 
wait." 

"I oney wanted to stretch, Cap," he pro­
tested. 

"You can stretch later." 
He scowled, but slouched down in the 

seat and pushed his cap forward over his 
eyes. I didn't want him prowling around 
and showing himself. · 

I went to the angle of the building on the 
comer and took off my hat and watched 
down the street. The yellow light from 
Salgo's entrance spilled over the sidewalk­
the only fight in the block-and for a long 
time, twenty minutes or more, the street 
was as empty as a desk sergeant's mind. 
My legs developed pains and prickles and 
wanted to move around of their own accord, 
but that was just plain impatience. I wanted 
to go down there and move things around 

and get them going, but all I could do was 
wait and try to keep my legs still. It was 
like standing knee-deep in an ant hill. 

Then the break came. A shadow stretched 
into the egg-yolk oblong of light, and a mo­
ment later Teena came out. She looked 
quickly up and down the street, then turned 
right and walked rapidly away from us, 
holding her coat tight. 

I strode back to the hack. "We're pick­
ing up a girl." I showed him my badge in 
the cupped palm of my hand. " Down that 
street. Now hop to it." 

He said, "Okay, Captain," but he didn't 
look happy. Maybe he was thinking of the 
hours he might have to spend in court as a 
witness. 

He wasted a little time making a slow 
U -turn, then crawled back into Ridge Road. 
Two blocks ahead I could see Teena's head 
bobbing against the street light. 

" Come on, come on," I snapped. " I  want 
to pick her up before she turns gray. Step 
on it ! "  

We picked her up in the middle of the 
third block. I jumped from the hack and 
walked ominously toward her. She looked 
wildly around, then turned and ran back up 
the street. I caught her inside of five strides. 
I shoved her roughly into the darkened 
doorway of a delicatessen and backed her 
against the door. 

"I'll scream ! "  she cried hysterically, " I'll 
scream ! "  

"For the cops ?" I jeered. " Who the 
hell do you think I am, Teena ? Who got · 

you for shop-lifting last year ? You don't 
recognize me, Teena ?" 

She said sullenly, "Well, what's it  now ? 
I ain't done nothing. " 

"Where were you going, Teena ?" 
"No place. Home." 
" Don't lie, Teena. Where were you go­

ing ?" 
· "I toldja-home." She pulled her coat 

closer to her throat. "It's late." 
The back of my hand licked across her 

face, and she raised her hand to her mouth 
and whimpered. I never raised my hand to 
a woman before, but she wasn't a woman 
to me. She was just something that was in 
the way, that I had to break down or I 
couldn't go on. 

"I can get it out of you, Teena, " I said. 
"I can take you in and have the matrons 
work on you." 
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She leaned forward and sneered. "Go 

ahead, " she said thinly. " Go ahead." 
I slapped her again. " Maybe we'll work 

it out here. I 've got all night-if you last 
that long. Now come on. "  

I raised my hand and she cringed back 
against the glass of the door, holding both 
hands up in front of her face. 

"\Vhere were you going ?" 
"Joe's, " she whined. "Joe's diner." 
" Why ?" 
"I don't know. Honest I don't know, 

Mister. I was just told to go there and 
say : 'He's loose.' That's all I know. Hon­
est. Please don't hit me again. Please ! "  
She grabbed both of my hands. 

I started to pull them away but she held 
them tighter, and someone got me a terrific 
clip alongside the ear. 
· I floundered against the glass window. 
The girl ducked her head and scurried out 
of the corner. The guy came at me again 
with his fists cocked, and I flopped down on 
the sidewalk, drew up my knees and let 
both feet fly into his stomach. He clasped 
his belly, took two dragging steps back­
ward and sat down. I shoved myself to my 
feet, lunged and cracked him in the point 
of the jaw. It felt like a sackful of marbles 
as his jawbone went. I bent over him. It 
was the gabby cabbie. I snapped my fingers 
and swore. I should have watched that 
monkey. But in the meantime, the girl was 
gone. From somewhere I could hear the 
diminishing echo of her heels pounding the 
sidewalk. 

I RAN to the corner. The deserted street 
and the empty, eyeless storefronts stood 

in silence. The sentinal street lights shed 
dreary radiance and revealed nothing. 
There wasn't a glimmer anywhere to show 
me a diner open for business, and the girl 
was gone. I had lost her for fair now. 
There was no point in returning to Salgo's, 
because that was the last place she'd go. 
I began to know what it was like to feel 
really desperate. It's a black room with no 
doors. 

But, Lord, I had to get to the kid before· 
'anyone else on the Force did. He was 
armed ; he had killed a man. The Homi­
cide boys were okay when you worked with 
them, played pinochle with them, but in a 
case like this they wouldn't be taking any· 
chances. They'd do their thinking with 

bullets. Sweat broke out in a rash on my 
forehead, ran into my eyes, pebbled my 
upper lip. It wasn't just the kid, though 
he was important enough. It was Jessie, 
too. If I let anything worse happen "t6-. 
Eddie, there would always be a closed, stud­
ded door between us for the rest of our 
lives, and I'd never be able to break it 
down. 

I strode grimly back up the street. The 
cabbie had propped himself against the side 
of the building and was sitting there groan:. 
ing and holding his jaw with both hands. 

I demanded savagely, "Where was 'she 
going, punk ?" I had forgotten he couldn't 
talk. 

His eyes licked up derisively at me and 
said go to hell more plainly than words 
could have. He didn't even shrink back 
when I shoved my fist under his nose. I 
couldn't do any more to him, and he knew 
it. I had to get him in shape to talk, and he 
knew that, too. He stared back at me with 
jeering, hate-filled eyes, pushed my fist 
aside and briefly thumbed his nose. 

I muttered, "Okay, punk, but your turn's 
coming." I pulled up his jacket behind and 
jerked out his wallet, but all i.t had in it 
was the usual stuff-seven bucks in ones ; 
driver's license ; a dim, cracked snapshot 
of a plump girl with her head turned away 
from the camera and her dress pulled up, 
shyly showing her legs ; one of Dink's 
cards ; a page torn from a loose-lea£ note­
book and on it Muriel and her phone num­
ber scribbled in pencil ; a card from a flop­
house called the Hotel Belvedere over on 
State Street ; and another card from Salgo's 
Alleys. 

He watched me warily as I sorted the 
junk on the sidewalk. I held up Salgo's; 
card, snapped it with my forefinger and 
gave him a wolfish grin, and his wariness 
deepened. Maybe he'd been thinking of 
getting away with · the plea that he had 
jumped me because he saw me picking on 
the girl and cop or no cop . •  , , You know, 
that bunk. 

But not now. 
. If I hadn't been so buried in my anxiety 

over Eddie ; if I had taken only one minute 
to think, I would have thought how funny 
it was that he had been on hand so quick to 
pick me up after I left Dink's. It wasn't a 
neighborhood where cabs cruised, and espe­
cially Qot at this time of night. It was. be--· 
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ginning to pull together now-a little. The 
ripping out of my ignition wire was sup­
posed to strand me so this monkey could 
turn up in his cab and pick me up. That 
was no accident. Somebody knew about my 
habit of dropping in at Dink's, had known 
I'd play this on my own, had set this crumb 
to keep an eye on me and maybe lend a 
helping hand. Only his hand had slipped. 

I went quickly through his other pockets, 
but turned up nothing more than handker­
chief, keys and change. He didn't even 
have a blackjack. That was flattering, that 
was. They had some opinion of me, setting 
this punk bare-handed to keep me out of 
the way. 

But maybe they were smart at that. 
They knew damned well from my record 

that I'd never go along like Mary's little 
lamb. Killing is bad enough, but cop killing 
is worse. Cop killers didn't stay happy long 
in this town. 

I whistled up the beat cop and turned 
the cabbie over to him. "Have his hinge 
wired," I said, "and throw him in the cage. 
Book him for A and B. And nobody talks 
to him. Nobody ! I 'll take care of his cab. 
Where's Joe's diner around here ?" 

He shook his head. "There ain't no 
diner around here atall, AI. Not on my 
beat. " 

"What's the nearest one in that direc­
tion ?" I pointed up the street. 

He thought for a minute. "Let's see. 
That'd be down by the Erie station, but that 
ain't Joe's diner. It's the Erie Lunch, run 
by a guy named Ike Coxe. It's a good mile 
or more." 

"Thanks. Take care of this monkey. I'll 
show later." 

I went over to the cab and sat trying to 
muscle my thoughts together like a subway 
guard jamming a train full. Only your 
mind doesn't work that way. It's not a 
subway train. It has to work smoothly 
without pushing, or it shoots off in all direc­
tions, leading you heaven knows where. It 
led me to the Erie Lunch. You can see I 
wasn't functioning. _ 

It was right across the street from the 
railroad station, lit up like Coney Island 
and jammed to the baseboards. It was all 
wrong. It was too conspicuous and too 
busy. There were four countermen, prob­
ably a cook behind, and a girl cashier at the 
register next to the door. 

I stopped in front of her, pointed at the 
countermen and asked curtly, "Which one 
of them's Joe ?" 

She glanced at them, looked back at me 
and said humorously, " They're all Joe. 
Good J oes, everyone of them." 

I showed my badge. " It isn't funny ! 
Which is Joe ?" 

HER grin snapped in like an elastic band 
and her mouth got small and cautious. 

" None of them's Joe. That's Frank, that's 
Spinny, that's Sven, that's Tommy, the cook 
is Rex and I'm Frances. Anything else ? "  
Why should she b e  so resentful ? 

"What's Spinny's real name ?" 
"Ask him. And now do you mind get­

ting out the way so them people behind 
can pay their checks and catch their trains ? 
The trains run on schedule here." 

I got sore. I opened my mouth, closed 
it abruptly and strode over to the counter. 
What good would it have done to yell at 
her ? It was only half her fault anyway. 
It's the loud-mouths on Traffic detail that 
make people that way. 

Spinny wasn't Joe. He was Bruno Bam­
berger. His Social Security card said so, 
his draft card said so, and his driver's li­
cense said so. That made it official. "What's 
it all about, Chief ?" he asked, pushing the 
cards back into his wallet. 

" Nothing," I said sourly, "Nothing. 
Forget it. " 

I went outside and sat in the cab and 
held my head in my hands. What a swell 
dick I was turning out to be. Detectives, 
like medics, should keep the hell away from 
personal cases. They jet all mixed up and 
their hands fumble an they make a mess­
like I was doing. What had I found out ? 
That a guy called Spinny was really named 
Bruno. That took real detection. Go to 
the head of the class, AI. Go home and tell 
Jessie what a bum you turned out to be. 
Tell her you're letting her kid brother down 
because you're too dumb to--

I stopped. Something started to click 
right along, began to add up a little more. 
Sure. Maybe this trip down to the Erie 
Lunch wasn't wasted after all. If a guy 
called Spinny could be named Bruno, an­
other guy called one thing could actually be 
named another. Like Joe, for instance. 
Sure, sure ! It had been too pat in the first 
place, timed to the minute almost. 
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That soft futile feeling was gone now, 

and all I wanted was to go full speed ahead. 
I almost begrudged the time I had to spend 
at the corner cigar store, calling Dink. I 
whispered, "Joe ?" 

He said, "Yeah ?" 
I said, "He's loose," and hung up. That 

was all I needed. 
I hid the cab in the shadows of a loading 

platform at one of the warehouses a block 
from Dink's and went the rest of the way 
on foot. Dink was alone inside behind the 
counter, sitting on his high stool, poring 
over one of his racing forms. I had never 
thought of it before, but now it struck me 
that of late Dink never had enough noc­
turnal -trade to warrant his staying open all 
night. A drifter now and then, the beat 
cop, me-not enough to pay for the electric. 
I watched him from outside for about five 
minutes, but he just sat there moving his 
lips over the entries. Below, the cellar win­
dows �ere dark. I prowled around the side. 
A cellar door sloped out there and I tried it 
cautiously, but it was locked. Around back 
were two narrow windows almost flush to 
the ground, thick with mud splashed by 
years of spattering rain. I crouched down 
beside the one in the deepest shadow, moist­
ened my finger and rubbed myself a peep 
hole-but underneath the glass was painted 
black. 

I swore and lay flat to the ground and 
laboriously cleaned off the whole window, 
working a quarter of an inch at a time, or 
my scratching on the glass would have 
sounded like someone cutting tin with a 
hacksaw. At last, down in the corner where 
the brush couldn't reach, I found a chink of 
light. I had to lay my cheek right against 
the rough, cindery ground to see at all. 

Behind a small rickety table, facing me, 
a man in a blue suit sat playing solitaire­
the customer who had been at the counter ! 
So that was how it was-all carefully 
rigged, witness and all. Then my breath 
staggered, caught its beat and rushed on. 
With his back to me, still wearing his brown 
suede jacket, sat Eddie. He was cleaning 
his gun with professional care. With a thin 
metal rod he pushed an oil rag through the 
barrel, held the gun to the light, squinted 
through it. He handled that gun as if he 
had teethed on it. I really felt sick. 

Then he turned his head to say some­
thing to the card player, and I caught my 

breath again. It wasn't Eddie. He was 
. about the same age, had the same build, the 

same untidy black hair, but his face was 
thinner and he had a loose slash of mouth . . 
This was the killer-not Eddie. I didn't 
have the bare threads of proof, but I knew. 
It was in his face, in the accustomed way 
he handled the gun. I knew it, but would 
the garage attendant know it-the one who 
had watched the killing from the doorway 
of the john ? Or would he identify Eddie ? 
Eddie was enough like this other kid so 
that a mistake could happen. . . . But I had 
no time to torment myself with things like 
that. 

I HEARD approaching footsteps and I 
shrank back tighter into the shadows, 

watching the street. Two men were walk­
ing straight for Dink's, one in front of the 
other. As they came within the collar of 
light that ringed the lunchroom, I saw their 
faces. The one in front was Salgo-you 
couldn't miss that pulpy nose and those 
pock marks-and the other was Eddie. In 
his hand he still had that black gun. 

They can1e around to the cellar door. 
Salgo turned his head to say something, 
but the kid prodded him roughly with the 
gun and said, "Keep going ! "  His voice 
didn't sound very sure of itself. I slid my 
gun from under my coat. With his foot, 
Salgo tapped three times on the door, then 

· twice, then once. I ducked down to the 
window again. The card player looked 
swiftly at the door, then jerked his head 
at the gunner, who slipped noiselessly be­
hind a stack of boxes and stood with his 
back to a pile of paper-wrapped cylinders 
held against the wall by two strips of one­
by-twos. Then the card player went over 
and slid back a catch on the door. I saw 
his hands go up as Salgo came in with 
Eddie behind him. Their voices were faint, 
but I could hear them. 

Salgo said, "The punk blew his top." 
"You're damn right I blew my top ! "  

Eddie stood· with his feet apart, crouched 
over his gun. "I 'm not letting you do that 
to AI. I 'm not letting you. He's been a 
good guy to me, and you're not dragging 
him in. I'm settling it now. Call Dink." 

The card player winked at Salgo and 
obeyed. I looked quickly at the gunman. 
He had shoved the clip into his gun and was 
edging around the boxes, the tip of his 
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tongue showing between his teeth. He 
raised his gun. Eddie still hadn't seen him. 

I smashed the window with my elbow, 
yelled and took a snap shot-and missed ! 
I know I missed because I saw the strip of 
one-by-two split behind him. But it was 
almost as good as hitting him. 

The· board broke and the stack of what 
looked like rolled-up rugs toppled forward 
-against his legs and knocked him down. He 
squirmed "sideways and came to his knees 
with the gun roaring in his hand. But he 
was shooting at Eddie. My next shot caught 
him in the chest and flung him against the 
table. Eddie was leaning against the door 
frame, his gun wilting in his hand and a 
patch of red blossoming on his right shoul­
der. -The other cellar door opened and Dink 
slid in. 

I shouted, "Drop it, Dink. And you too, 
Salgo. And you, £ella. " 

All they could see was my gun at the 
window. They dropped their guns and 
slowly raised their hands. 

Eddie cried, "AI ! " 
"Can you hold them till I come around, 

Kid ? "  
" Sure. " H e  shifted his gun t o  his left 

hand and braced himself against the wall. l 
raced for the cellar door. 

But it wasn't the three men with upraised 
han&. nor the body on the floor that caught 
my eye. It was the spill of shimmering col­
or-red, green and yellow cloth-where 
the heavy cylinders had broken open after 
they fell. 

:t said, "Ah ! " and looked at Eddie. That 
cloth was a shipment of the new plastic 
dress goods that had been stolen ftom a 
warehouse a week ago. " Is that why they 
rigged you, Eddie ?" I asked. 

"They wanted to get at you." His eyes 
were bitter1 qut he looked me straight in 
the face. 

"Tell it, Kid. Get it off your chest. " · 

"Well-I had kind of fallen for Teena 
Salgo and-well, tonight, I got a little 
drunk down there. Salgo was kidding me 
and . Teena joined in. It was something 
about me hiding behind your badge and not 
being as tough as I made out. I-I guess 
I was trying to be a big shot," he said 
humbly. " I  don't quite know how it hap­
pened, Al, but there I was with a gun in 
my hand and Salgo said just for a joke 
we'd go and make out we were holding up 
a friend of his-just to show I had the guts. 
Then he'd come in and we'd all have a 
laugh. It-isn't very funny, is it � Well, I 
had just got inside the lunchroom upstairs 
when I heard him step on. the starter of the 
car, and I knew he was going to go off and 
leave me, and then Dink yelled and I 
jumped for the car. He tried to knock me 
off the running board but I poked the gun 
at him and got in. Then he laughed at me 
and said now they had you where they 
wanted you. They had all that stuff from 
the warehouses, but they couldn't get rid of 
it very easy because you were always 
around. He said unless you went and bur­
ied your head someplace while they un­
loaded it, they were going to turn me in. 
He said something about a killing, but I 
didn't get that." 

Salgo laughed harshly. I said, "In this 
state we bum everybodr, who has to_ -do 
with a killing, wise guy. ' The grin with­
ered on his mouth. 

* * * 

Eddie and I sat on the hard bench outside 
Judge Sundstrom's chambers. 1 hadn't said 
a word of reproach to him. It wasn't neces­
sary. You liad only to look at his face to 
see the torment inside. No kid should have 
to go through that. Maybe the judge knew 
that, and that's why he wanted to speak to 
Eddie in private. 

D- E A T H - O N T H E  H O U S E 
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JO-ANN MARLIN was tired and cold 
and-yes, a little frightened. She was 
tired because she'd just finished the 

midnight show and who wouldn't be tired 
at past one in the morning after doing 
three shows ? She was cold because all she 
had on, in this draughty, dim corridor down 
which she ran, was a white nylon · bathing 
suit that just barely covered what the law 
says must be covered. Of course, she also 
wore on ·her lovely pale red hair a gold­
well, gilded-tiara glittering with real-look­
ing jewels, and slanting across luscious 
curves the wide blue ribbon whose red let-
68 

He swifdy .grabbed i 
her wrist. , , , 

Not every milkman hai the moit 
beautiful girl in the country ruih into 
his arms-especially a frightened 
Miss America who's jmt posed for 

Death . • •  , ., 
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-ters p_roved those curves were the most 
beautiful in the country. But tonight the 
crown was just something heavy on her 
head, and the Miss America on the ribbon 
didn't make her any warmer. 

Jo-Ann was beginning to be scared be­
cause it was so dark in this hall, with only 
one grimy light, way behind, throwing her 
shadow ahead of . her as she ran past shad­
owy doors. Dark and dusty and awful 
empty. 

It was Fred Avery's fault she was here. 
He'd gotten her awful sore at him this 
morning. Through the thin door of her 
.room in their hotel suite she'd heard him 
tell the fell()w who'd come all the way from 
Gale County to take her picture that if the · 

W eekty Gazette wanted one they could buy 
it from Atlas Fotopix. Before she could 
make h�self decent and get out there, the 
fellow was gone. Well, she certainly had 
given Fred what-for. Just because he was 
her manager, that didn't mean he owned 
her. Suppose he had signed a contract giv­
ing Atlas the exclusive of her · pictures ? 
He'd signed a lot of contracts, but she 
hadn't had a letter from Dad or anyone else 
home since she'd won the state contest and 
they'd left for Atlantic City. The least Fred 
could do when someone from home showed 
up was to let ller talk with him. He hadn't 
even found out the fellow's name. Why, he 
could be one of the boys who graduated 
with her from high school last year. 

"That's what I was afraid of," Fred had 
grinned. "You're through with those local 
yokels, my pet. I've got big things in mind 
for you-and me-and they don't include 
going· back to the farm after you've seen 
Paree." 

Gee, it sure was scary in here. This was 
the old part of the Thalia Theatre. The 
part,. Mr. Grimsby said, they used only to 
store things in since they built the new 
dressing rooms on the Rand Avenue side 
twenty years ago. New ! That was before 
Jo-Ann was born. How old was this part 
then ? How long had these lonely shadow� 
whispered to one another in their voices of 
dust ? 

Jo-Ann stopped short, hand at her pulsing 
throat. How co'U.ld anyone from Jar-off 
Gale County know about this forgotten cor­
ridor! 

She hadn't thought of that when he;d 
told her to meet him here. When Fred and 

Mom-not Jo-Ann's real mother, who was 
dead, but Mary Taylor, whom Fred hired 
to make believe she was her mother and 
travel round with them so people wouldn't 
get wrong ideas-when Fred and Mom had 
gone downstairs for lunch, Jo-Ann had still 
been too sore at Fred to go along. Then the 
'phone had rung and it was the man from 
Gale County. Jo-Ann had been too excited 
to think of anything except that this was 
a voice from home. 

She'd wanted to ask him if Dad was do- · 
ing any better with the farm now she'd sent 
him the money to pay off the mortgage, and 
if Prue Hobson's baby had turned out to be 
a boy or girl and-oh, lots of things. But 
he'd cut her short. 

"We've got to talk fast before your man­
ager comes back. You're not going to let 
him get away with chasing me off without 
a special picture of you for the home folks, 
are you, Jo-Ann ?" 

"I should say not," she'd said, getting· 
sore all over again. 
-

"All right, then. Listen. . . •  " He'd told 
her what to do and hung up, and only then 
did Jo-Ann remember he hadn't told her 
who he was. 

That had made her all the more anxious 
to meet him. So when the curtain lowered 
on the finale of the midnight show, she'd 
danced off-stage through the left wing in­
stead of by the right where Mom was wait­
ing with her warm rob.e. Before anyone 

. could notice, she'd run up the rusty iron 
steps the reporter had told her about and 
into this musty passage with its rows of 
closed doors in shadow-filled niches. 

One of those doors, there just ahead of 
Jo-Ann, was opening inward. It was where 
he'd said ht:'d be. Jo-Ann could make out 
the faded star on 1t and under the star a 
faded name-Edwin Wills Rooth. The door 
opened slowly and soundlessly, although 
the hinges. were rusted. Yellow light showed 
between its edge and the scabby jamb, and 
a voice inside said, "Come in, Jo-Ann." 

lt was silly to be afraid of someone from 
home. Jo-Ann stepped into the dusty­
smelling room, noticing that the light came 
from an unshaded bulb screwed into the 
top of the frame of a specked mirror on the 
right-hand wall. It was a queer�haped bulb 
with a glass point on top, and not frosted, 
so she could see the dull-glowing curlicue 
inside it. "Stand before the mirror," .the 
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voice ordered, "turn around and face me." 

Jo-Ann had got so used to obeying cam­
eramen without thinking that she stepped 
in front of the mirror before she turned to 
look at the man from the Gale County 
Weekly Gazette. 

Across the room, he bent over his camera. 
The flash reflector stuck up over the cam­
era, gleaming with the light from behind 
her, but all Jo-Ann could see of the man 
was the top of his wide-brimmed slouch hat 
and the dark topcoat that hung from his 
hunched shoulders. 

"Who are you ?" she asked. 
"Later." It was the voice on the phone. 

"We'll get the picture first. Don't look at 
me," he ordered. "Look at the flash re­
flector.'' 

Jo-Ann knew what that was, the round 
thing like a big cup silvered inside that 
stuck up from the side of the camera. It 
cupped the light of the bulb behind her, but 
shone much brighter than the bulb itself. 

_ "That's right," the cameraman mur­
mured. "Look at it. Lo-o-ok at it," he kept 
saying, very softly. "Keep looking, Jo­
Ann." The brightness hurt her eyes but 
she couldn't pull them away from it. "I 
know you've very tired, very sleepy," the 
voice murmured, soft and slow. "You're 
sleepy, so-o-o very sleepy." She was. The 
sleepiness was welling up inside her, a gray 
mist inside her head. "No-o-ow," the voice 
droned. "No-o-ow, Jo-Ann, no-o-ow look 
at me. Look," it dropped to a husky whis­
per, "at Death !" 

Jo-Ann looked-and screamed. White 
light exploded, searing her terrified eyes, 
her horror-stricken brain. She whirled 
down into the white and devastating light. 
His chuckle followed her down, down into 
nothingness. . . . 

AT six in the morning Rand A venue was 
as unglamorous as a champagne hang­

over. The night's flaming neons were mere 
twisted glass tubes, their carnival glow re­
placed by a hard, bright light that made 
cruelly vivid every crack in the deserted 
pavement, every asphalted patch in the 
desolate gutter. Garbage cans were stacked 
under the limp canopies of the Gray Cat, 
the Club Manana, Dolan's Tavern. The 
Thalia Theatre's marble lobby yawned cav­
ernously behind its grating of diamond-
meshed iron slats. 

· 

The only living being in all this stale 
vacuity was the young man in a crisp white 
suit who peered through the Thalia's grat­
ing at a color-washed photo cut-out, en­
larged to life size, that was propped just 
within. 

· 

Tom Grant's freckled left hand rumpled 
his thatch of black hair. His right clutched 
the handle of a wire basket heavy with a 
dozen bottles of milk. Behind him, at the 
curb, a hundred more bottles flattened the 
over-sized under-inflated tires of the elec­
tric truck in which their boxes were piled. 
He ought by now to be around the far cor­
ner on Sixth Street, delivering to the board­
ing houses there, but he couldn't tear him­
self away from the picture, not just yet. 

Standing here, Tom could imagine the 
girl in the bathing suit was real. That she 
was smiling for him alone and not for the 
guys who could afford to buy orchestra 
seats from the speculators. He could, if he 
dared, reach in and touch her shining gold­
en-red hair. He could talk to her. 

He said her name. "Jo-Ann. Jo-Ann 
Marlin." It was a pretty name, almost as 
pretty as she was, with her green eyes and 
wide red mouth, a dimple denting one cor­
ner of it. "Jo-Ann Grant." He liked that 
better. "Mrs. Tom Grant . . . .  " 

Hell, what was the use of mooning over 
her ? She was for some guy with money 
and brains, not for a dud only smart enough 
to cart milk around and collect for it. Who 
was Tom Grant to dare dream he might 
ever so much as get near to the real J o-
Ann ? 

· 

Thin sound twisted him around to the 
Seventh Street corner. He heard it again­
the ghost of a scream, prickling his spine. 
A cat, he told himself. An alley cat­
SOf!1ething flashed around the corner, red, 
white and blue, and ran toward Tom. 

The wire basket dropped. Its contents 
smashed, and-so fast that the explosion of 
glass and milk missed him-Tom leaped 
to meet her. Her! It WflS Jo-Ann Marlin 
who flew toward Tom as if all the devils of 
hell were after her. Her white bathing suit 
was dirt-smeared, her ashen face black­
smudged, the crown askew on her stream­
ing hair. A soundless scream hovered on 
her pretty mouth and her green eyes stared 
ahead sightlessly. 

She didn't see Tom, would have plunged 
on past him if he hadn't caught and held 
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her. Her breath rasped in her throat and 
her small fists flailed at him. 

"Hold it," he gasped. "Hold everything, 
Jo-Ann ! I'm not going to hurt you. Look. 
I'm just a milkman." 

The homely, familiar word did the trick. 
Her hands dropped. Her eyes cleared, saw 
Tom's white coat, his fretkled, broadly 
moulded face. "Milkman ?" her quivering 
lips repeated. 

. "Only a milkman," he smiled, his voice 
low, soothing. "I'm Tom Grant, Jo-Ann." 

''Tom ? Tom Grant. I don't- You know 
me ?" 

.. Sure I know you. I was just looking at 
yOUF picture--" 

"Picture !" The terror flared again into 
her face. Her body stiffened in his arms­
Jo-Ann's gorgeous body ·itt Tom Grant's 
artns !-and she twisted to stare back over 
ber shoulder. Then she turned to Tom. Her 
lips trembled violently as she whispered : 
"H�he took my picture t" 

"Who ?" 
"Death f' 
Her eyes were midnight pools holding 

remembered horror. "I saw him. I saw his 
fingers with the camera in them. Just bone. 
Skeleton fingers." Her voice was a tone­
les scream again, a scream Tom hardly 
could hear. "His face !" Her own face was 
a twisting mask of terror. "Bone and black 
boles and grinning teeth without lip�. His 
face-a skull grinning at me. And then the 
light, the white Death-light . . . .  " 

"Easy, Jo-Ann." Poor kid. Poor scared 
kid. "Take it easy." She was very young, 
Tom saw now, and the fuss, the late hours 
since she was named Miss America must 
have driven her nuts. "You just imagine 
you s,aw Death." 

"I did, Tom. I did see him I" Her hands 
snatched at his white coat, clung frantic­
ally. "And he's after me. He's back there 
around the corner, waiting to take my pic­
ture again !" 

"No one's going to take your picture, Jo­
Aim. No one's after you." 

"Yes he is, Tom. Death's after me. He's 
around the corner, watching, waiting for a 
chance to get at me again !" 

· 

"Okay." Humor her, that was the thing 
to do. "If he is around the corner, I 'll go 
chase him away." Play along with her. 
C-alm her down and then get her to a hos­
pital. "I'll tell you. what." He gently urged 

her toward his truck. "Yon sit down in 
here and rest, and I 'll go chase Death 
away." She went docilely, sank into the 
padded-leather driver's seat. "And then 
I'll take you home." 

"Home.'' Her pupils widened again. "He 
didn't come from home, Tom. He lied." 

"Yeah. Sure he lied. Now you just sit 
here and I'll go chase him away." Maybe 
her babbling had something real behind it. 
He'd better take a bottle along for a club, 
just in case. He pulled one out of a box, 
gripped it hJ. the neck. "Be a good girl, Jo­
Ann, and I II come right back." 

"Be careful, Tom. Please be careful." 
He was, Tom Grant had to admit, maybe 

a little nervous. as he went past the Second 
Balcony entrance, past a cigar store window 
with whitewash letters sprawled across the 
glass : Miss America-Choice Seats-AU 
Performances; past the shuttered Orange 
Drink stand on the corner. 

He stopped there, looked down Seventh 
Street, along the Thalia's red brick wall up 
which iron fire escape stairs crawled, to the 
Stage Door and beyond it, where the wall 
became the almost-black, stone facade of the 
old part of the theatre. 

Nobody, nothing, moved on the empty 
pavement. The gutter was empty and so 
was the sidewalk across. A flicker of move­
ment at the €Orner of Tom's eye jerked his 
head back to this side. The iton stairs ? 
They were as empty as before, but he saw 
now what he'd missed, that the Stage Door 
jutted out a little, open. 

Or had it opened in the instant he'd 
looked away ? Was whoever, whatever had 
so scared Jo-Ann crouched behind it, peer­
ing out at him, watching for him to turn his 
back ? 

TOM wM really frightened now. Then, 
remembering how the girl had looked 

sfinning toward him, he was suddenly blind­
mad. He ran toward the door, swinging 
the milk bottle like a club. He pulled the 
door wider with his free hand, plunged in­
and stopped short, windpipe locked on 
breath. 

The bottle slipped from his numbed hand, 
smashed on concrete. Milk washed over 
Tom's shoes, washed against the body that 
lay face down along the foot of the drab 
wall. Milk whitened gray trousers and a 
tattered gray sweater clasping an emaci-
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a ted torso, ·did not quite reach the sweatered 
am1s flung out as if still trying to reach the 
shelf on which stood the phone from which 
old Grimsby might have called for help. 

Tom stood frozen, staring down at the 
grisly dent that misshaped the gray-haired 
back of the old man's skull. Of old Grim­
by's skull, the Thalia's stagedoor guardian 
and night watchman, to whom only yester­
day Tom Grant had delivered his every­
other--day quart of milk. 

He'd always thought Grimsby was kid­
ding when, rheumy eyes glittering, he'd 
husk a yarn of some eerie midnight visitor 
he'd met in the dusty corridor where the 
old dressing rooms rotted. "I'd be scared 
hairless to be in here alone all night with 
those spooks," Tom would kid back. Grims­
by'd show his gums in a toothless grin. 
"Why should I be frightened of Edwin 
Rooth, to whose Hamlet I played Horatio 
before your father was born ? It is the cory­
phees should fear him, who flaunt their 
naked limbs on the very boards he strode 
as the greatest interpreter of the immortal 
Bard the world has known." 

Their naked limbs. Jo-Ann had shown 
from that stage her wonderful arms, her 
gorgeous legs. An icy chill crawling his 
skin, T.om stared into the dark depths be­
yond the armchair Grimsby had salvaged 
from some long-forgotten set. Did he make 
out, back there, a crouching shadow black­
er than the black shadows ? Was the- ? 
Bony fingers clamped his shoulder from 
behind. 

A soundless scream rasped Tom's throat. 
The grisly hand twisted him around and 
he gaped into a broad, red face topped by 
a dark blue uniform cap, saw over the cop's 
shoulder another pounding across the side­
walk toward them, and behind that one the 
green top of a police prowl car. He went 
limp with relief. 

The second cop reached them, grunted, 
"Whach yuh got, Hen ? A sneak thief ?" 

" Sneak thief, rats ! Killer's more like it. 
He's sloughed in the watchman's skull-" 

"With that milk bottle, huh ? "  A beef­
like hand jabbed down at the smashed glass 
beside the corpse. "Good thing we noticed 
the door wuz open-" 

"No !" Tom squealed, suddenly aware of 
what they were saying. "I didn't. I didn't 
kill Grimsby. I just found him like that." 

"Yeah." Hen grinned humorlessly. "He 

didn't do it, Bill. He just come along inno­
cent-like an' found him like that. An' he 
smashed the bottle just on account he likes 
to see nice wet milk splashin' over stiffs." 

"Look." Tom pawed blue cloth. "You're 
wasting time. The murderer may still be in 
the theater somewhere. I was around the 
corner almost right after Jo-Ann ran up to 
me screaming he was after me, and-" 

"Hold it," Hen broke in. "Who's this Jo· 
Ann an' where is she ?" 

"Jo-Ann Marlin. Miss America. She'll 
tell you. She's in my truck around there in 
front of the Thalia lobby." 

"Uh-huh. " The cop's fingers tightened 
on Tom's shoulder, digging in. "So Miss 
America's in your truck around on Rand 
Avenue, is she." 

"That's right. I know it sounds funny 
but she is. You can go look." 

"No, mister. We don't have to go an' 
look. On account of we just come through 
Rand Avenue, past the Thalia lobby, an• 
we looked for a milk truck partickler on ac­
count we saw milk an' glass all over the 
sidewalk in front of the Thalia. But we 
didn't see no truck, an' we didn't see no 
Miss America neither." 

He wrned to his partner. "Okay, Bill, 
call Homicide. You better tell 'em to bring 
along the wagon from the nut house." 

What happened after that was never 
very clear to Tom Grant. He had a con­
fused recollection of wailing sirens, of 
bright lights and rock-jawed men in uni­
form and in cits hammering him with queo· 
tions whose answers they refused to believe. 
Of sunlight slanting in through an open 
door and the mutter of a crowd gathering 
outside it and, towards the end, of a tall, 
gray-eyed man in a black felt hat and a 
black topcoat saying to him, "Look here, 
Grant. We've finally found out Miss Mar­
lin is registered at the Grand Union Hotel 
and I've j ust talked to her mother on the 
'phone. The three of them, Miss Marlin, 
her mother and her manager, returned there 
right after the show last night. The girl 
has been in her own room ever since, sound 
asleep." 

"No," Tom croaked, his hands flat 
against the wall behind him. "She couldn't 
be. "  

"Something more, Grant. We've found 
your truck. It's around on Sixth Street, at 
the other end of the alley that runs behind 
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-the theatre through to Seventh Street here.'' 
The man's face was grim but his low voice 
was almost friendly. " So you see, Son, if 
there ever were a chance of your wild 
story's being believed it's gone now. You're 
tied tighter to this murder than a Siamese 
twin to his brother. Why did you kill the 
old man ?" 

"I didn't. I tell you I didn't. Edwin 
Rooth did." 

"Good boy. Now you're beginning to 
show some sense. So you had an accom­
pfice. Where do we pick up this Roath ?" 

"I-I don't know. I don't know where 
he's buried." 

"Buried ! So now you're bringing in . a 
ghost.,. The friendliness went out of the 
man's voice, his eyes . .. Okay, Grant." Both 
were chilled steel. "If you're playing for an 
insanity plea, you'll find out you can't get 
away with it." His tight look moved to the 
cop holding on to Tom's arm. "All rig�t, 

· Sergeant. We've got enough to hang hnn 
without- a confession. Take him fu." 

"Yes, Sir. Come along, you." The ser­
geant dragged at Tom's arm, but another 

-man, short, with a pointed little chinbeard 
and gold-rimmed specs, got in the way. He 
plucked at the gray-eyed man's sleeve. 
"Captain Storm.'' 

The other made an irritated sound in his 
th1'oat. "Wen, Doc. What have you got on 
your chest r· 

·"SOME information that should be of 
interest to you. Your bright young 

men haven't yet learned to recognize the 
difference between a cadaver which rigor 
mortis is just begining to stiffen and one 
from which it has almost passed away 
again." 

"What .the devil are you driving at ?" 
"Oh, just a trifle, Captain Storm." The 

medical examiner smiled tauntingly. "Just 
that the corpse in which we are at the mo­
ment interested has been a corpse for ap­
proximately five hours. It is a little after 
eight now, so the murder occurred at about 
three this morning." 

The sound in Captain Storm's throat 
was not irritation this time. 

"You see," the physician went on didac­
tically. "It was very cold last night so that 
rigor set in quickly, but towards morning 
the automatic heating system--" 

"Pkay." Storm swung back to Tom. 

"Where were you at three a.m., Grant ?" 
"At the plant, waiting to load up. I�" 
The captain swung to another detective. 

"Get on the 'phone, Parks, and check that.'' 
"Yes, Sir." The detective hurriecl away 

and Captain Storm was lost in the ·shifting 
knots of men. After awhile Parks was 
back, a smile on his square-jawed face. 
"Okay, Grant. You've got an alibi." He 
put a hand on Tom's shoulder. "You 
shouldn't have got rattled and told us all 
those ghost stories." 

"But they weren't-" 
"Yeah, I know. Go on. Get out of here 

before the skipper decides to hold you for 
interfering with the police in the perform­
ance of their duty." 

Tom Grant stumblec out through the 
door into sunlight. A man with a press. card 
stuck in his hatband asked him something 
but Tom pushed past him. Another one 
pushed a camera at him and snapped it. A 
camera ! Jo-Ann had said something about 
a camera- No, a cameraman. A skeleton 
cameraman. It had happened. No matter 
what the cops said, she'd <>ome running 
toward him, so scared she couldn't even 
scream. Something must have scared her. 
Tom had put Jo-Ann in his truck, and 
then the truck and Jo-Ann both had dis­
appeared. 

Her mother had told the police Jo-Ann 
was in bed all the time. Jo-Ann's mother 
wouldn't lie, but maybe she only thought 
Jo-Ann was in her bed. Or maybe some­
body had made Jo-Ann's mother lie, maybe 
holding a gun on her while she talked on 
the phone. 

Then-the thought stopped Tom stock­
still on the Rand Avenue corner-then Jo­
Ann might still be in danger. · Was still in 
danger. He started to go back to tetl the 
cops, then stopped. They wouldn't believe 
him. It was up to Tom Grant. 

The Grand Union Hotel. It was the 
ritziest place in town, and he was in his 
milkman's white suit, with milk splashed 
all over his shoes. Well, he could do some­
thing about that. He pulled out a handker­
chief, stepped over to the man who was 
opening up the Orange Drink stand and 
asked him to wet it. The fellow looked at 
him kind of funny but did. Tom washed 
off his shoes. threw the handkerchief away 
and went across the sidewalk toward a taxi 
that stood at the curb while its driver 
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gawked at the crowd. "The Grand Union," 

, Tom yelled, snatching the door open and 
climbing in. 

The hackie turned to look in at him, flat 
. nose screwing up like he smelled something 

bad. "Ain't yeh fergot yer luggage, me lud ? 
; Or are yeh travellin' incog-incognitoo ?" 
' 

"I got the fare." Tom dug a bill out of 
his pocket. "See." And then he got mad. 
"Get going before I ram your teeth down 
your gullet." 

"You an' who else, bud ?" But the cab 
started off, so fast it knocked Tom back 
into the seat. 

He decided to have the cabbie let him off 
around in back, where the delivery entrance 
was. And he got a break. Some porters in 
white suits like his own were unloading 
baggage from a truck. He walked up to it 
and hoisted a trunk to his shoulder like they 
were doing and went on in after them, into 
a big, stone-floored room with brick walls 
painted gray-blue. 

He was inside. But he still didn't know 
how to get to Jo-Ann's room, not even 
where it was. He saw one of the porters go 
up to a sort of desk on high legs, look at a 
tag hanging from the trunk on his shoulder 
and say to the man standing behind the 
desk, "Jenkins." 

The man didn't look up. He just 
thumbed some cards in a box on the desk, 
pulled one out a little and said, "Fourteen­
oh-two." Tom Grant stepped up to the 
desk and said, "Marlin," muffling his voice. 

"Six-twenty-three," the man read from 
a card. Tom went around the same corner 
into a narrower blue-walled space where 
some trunks were piled along the wall. 
The porter was just going into a big ele­
vator, ahead, and alongside the elevator 
was a door through which Tom saw stone 
steps going up. He put his own trunk down 
on top of the others. As soon as he saw 
him do that, the elevator man rattled the 
cage-door closed, which made it simple for 
Tom to dive to the opening beside it and 
start running, two steps at a time, up the 
walled-in stairs. 

He met no one on the stairs, but when 
he shoved out through the sixth-floor fire­
door, a woman wrapped in a white Mother 
Hubbard apron looked at him sort of funny 
over the pile of folded sheet& she was car­
rying. He swallowed, but walked right 
past her as if he knew where he was going. 

A right-angle turn took him out of her sight 
before the numbers on the doors lining the 
red-carpeted hall got to 623. 

Some of the doors along here were open, 
the bedrooms inside all messed, the mat­
tresses stripped. Counting ahead on his 
left, where the odd mambers were, Tom saw 
that the door of what must be Room 623 
was closed, as were the ones either side of 
it. A queer, babbling noise came from be­
hind the door of 62 1 as Tom passed it. He 
reached 623 and turned its knob. 

It was locked. He had to knock. A mur­
mur of voices inside cut off, but nothing 
else happened. Tom knocked again. 

THE KNOB turned and the door was 
pulled half-open by a stocky man, about 

thirty, with slicked-down black hair and a 
roundish, pleasant-looking face. 

"Good morning," he said, looking mild­
ly surprised. He had on a maroon silk 
robe, and his white shirt was tieless and 
open at the neck. Otherwise he was fully 
dressed. "You must have the wrong room. 
I didn't call for a porter." 

''I 'm not a porter." Tom shouldered the 
door aside and pushed in through it before 
the man could shut it again. "I'm a milk­
man." He looked for Jo-Ann but this 
wasn't a bedroom. It was a swell parlor 
with a sofa upholstered in pale green silk, 
a radio between two wide, drape-swathed 
windows, a desk littered with papers in the 
far corner and two or three deep, comfort­
able-looking chairs out of one of which a 
very thin man in a navy blue suit pushed 
up, eyes widening. 

The other one closed the aoor and said 
quietly : "So you're a milkman, are you ? 
The milkman, I suppose, we've been hear­
ing about on the radio. The one who sees 

· ghosts." 
Tom turned around to him. "Where's 

Jo-Ann ?" 
The fellow's smile deepened and he put 

his hands in the pockets of his robe before 
answering. "Jo-Ann is in the room she 
shares with her mother." He pointed with 
his chin at a closed door in the wall to 
Tom's right. "Asleep, as the police were 
informed when they phoned." 

Tom swallowed, asked : "Who're you ?" 
"Fred Avery. Miss Marlin's manager. 

And legal guardian." The other man made 
a peculiar, choking noise and A very said, 
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.not taking his eyes from Tom's, "You'd 
better go out through my room, Roberts. 

-I'll contact · you later." 
Roberts went, without a word, to an­

other door in the wall to Tom's left, opened 
it, went through and pulled it shut behind 
him. When Tom looked back to Avery, his 
eyes were waiting. "Now, Mr. Milkman," 
he murmured. "Would you mind telling 
me why you're here ? What are you after ?" 

Those eyes were pale, queer-looking. 
They made Tom uncomfortable. To get 
away from them, his own dropped to the 
floor, stared at Avery's shoes as he an­
swered, "I wanted to make sure Jo-Ann­
·Miss Marlin is all right." 

"What makes you think she might not 
be an right ?" 

''Her being so scared of someone who was 
after her, and· then-" Tom gulped and all 
of a sudden was shaking inside of him. 
''And then her disappearing after I put her 
in my truck in front of the Thalia." 

The freshly polished shoes at which he 
stared shifted a little on the green carpet. 
"So you really believe that story, milkman. 
Well, you'd better forget it because she 
wasn't anywhere near the Thalia at six this 
morning. She left there with her mother 
and me immediately after the last show. She 
tame right back here with us and has been 
here ever since. " 

Tom's hands fisted at his sides and his 
head came up. "You lie,". he said hoarsely. 
"You lie in your feeth. She was there at stx 
and so were you. You were the one who 
drove her 'round the corner in my truck. 
Now I know you're lying about her being 
in there !" He whirled away, plunged to­
ward the door on the right-stopped short 
at Avery's snapped command. "Freeze, 
milkman. Fr:eeze right there if you don't 
want lead in your guts. " 

Tom twisted back, gaped at the flat blue 
automatic that had come out of the robe's 
pocket and snouted at him from Avery's 
fist. Just then the door toward which he'd 
been plunging rattled open. The babbling 
he'd heard in the hall was suddenly behind 
him and .a woman's voice, saying : "She's 
coming to, Fred. Should I-" She broke 
off with gasping breath. "Oh, oh. More 
trciu bl e." 

"No, Mary,'' Avery smiled past Tom. 
"The end of our troubles. I was worriM 
about this milkman and his story, afraid 

someone might believe him, but he was 
good enough to come to me with it." Tom 
stole a glance over his shoulder at the 
brunette in the doorway behind him, mouth 
a thin red slit in her overly rouged face, 
eyes drowned in blue shadow, hand clutch­
ing a feather-edged pink dressing gown 
about her. "The story will be," Avery's 
soft voice continued, "that he forced himself 
in here, stark, raving mad. He tried to get 
to Jo-Ann and I had to shoot him down. 
:But first you'd better put my dear ward 
{)ack to sleep. I'm afraid we're going to 
nave to wait a while before letting the world 
know Miss America's gone insane. Under­
stand ?" 

"Yes, but I don't like it. One killing was 
one too many." 

"My dear, there are people who'd murder 
a half-dozen for a lot less than the quarter­
million or so we're in for if we don't lose 
our nerve. And there are others who'd 
sing to the police to keep their own necks 
out of the noose. Our friend Roberts, for 
instance. I'm afraid it's too late to get 
squeamish, my pet." 

"I guess it is," the brunett-e sighed. The 
door thudded shut. 

"Okay, milkman," Fred Avery mur­
mured, "we'll even skip your prayers." The 
automatic lifted a little. Staring at the tiny 
black hole in its tip, Tom Grant knew he 
looked at death. "We'll give my wife thirty 
seconds to shoot Jo-Ann another dose of 
morphine, and then-" 

"Right now, Avery," a new voice said 
from the door behind him, "you'll drop that 
gtm or get it shot out of your hand !" De­
tective Parks came stiff-legged into the 
room, fisting a Police Positive. 

Tom didn't wait to ask how he'd got here 
but whirled, slashed open the door behind 
him and flung himself through. He shot 
past an open bathroom door, into a bedroom 
where the malignant Mary bent over one 
twin bed. He swiftly grabbed her wrist. 
Then he slapped at a hypo that glinted 
metallically in her fingers. The hypo 
syringe flew across the room and the bru­
nette screamed. Tom swept her aside with 
an impatient arm and bent over shining 
red-gold curls spread on a pillow ·no whiter 
than the iace that stared sightlessly up at 
him. 

"Jo-Ann," he groaned. "It's all right, 
Jo-Ann. I've fixed everything and there11 
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nothing to be afraid of no more, Not no 
n1ore." 

Long lashes quivered. Sight came into 
green eyes, and recognition. "Tom," he 
heard. "You saved me, Tom I I knew you 
would." Jo-Ann smiled up at him, tremu­
lously, and her ·wonderful arms lifted to 
him. 

"WHEN I discovered Parks had let 
you go," Captain Storm explained, 

later "I hit the ceiling. I knew you'd 
really believed the mad story you'd told us. 
He might have let a dangerous lunatic loose 
on the town. I ordered him to get after 
you, fast. 

"You were gone by the time he'd pushed 
through the cr9wd to the corner but the 
Orange Drink man had seen you take a cab 
and heard you give your destination. Parks 
grabbed another, caught your hackie just 
as he was driving away from the Grand 
Union. What he said he'd seen you do sent 
my man up to the Marlin suite on the 
double, to grab you before you did any 
damage. 

"Just as he turned the corridor corner on 
the sixth floor, this Roberts popped out of 
625 and Parks recognized him as someone 
we've been looking for a long time, for man­
slaughter." 

"Manslaughter !" Tom exclaimed. 
"That's right. He used to have a hyp­

nosis act till one night, there at the Thalia, 
he killed one of his stooges by jumping on 
him when he was stretched stiff between 
two chairs. Roberts ducked and we had 
nothing on his manager, so w!! .had to let 
A very go. Yes," The Hom1c1de Squad 
captain .smiled · grimly, "the same Fred 
Avery who was now Miss America's man­
ager." 

"Parks knew all this. He grabbed 
Roberts, and was a smart enough detective 
to figure there was something wrong if that 
crook were around, so he listened at the 
door of 623 before barging in. Parks heard 
you charge A very with having kidnapped 
Jo-Ann on Rand Avenue, and then he heard 
A very threaten to shoot you. The house­
dick, who'd come up by then, let him into 
625 and-Well, you know the rest." 

"No, I don't," Tom objected. "What 
about the skeleton cameraman, for in-
stance ?" 

· · · 

"That was Roberts--or rather what he 

successfully made Jo-Ann see him like." 
"Made her see him ?" 
"He was a hypnotist, remember. One of 

the established ways of mesmerising is to 
focus the subject's attention on a bright 
light." 
. "The reflector !" That was Jo-Ann, 
seated very close to Tom on the sofa in 
Room 623. "He told me to keep looking at 
it." 

"Precisely. He could make you see him 
as a skeleton death, and remember it after 
you reawakened, but since you'd never 
been hypnotised before he couldn't keep 
you under long enough to suit their pur­
pose. 

"Roberts," the captain went on, "knew 
the Thalia inside out. And A very knew 
you, Jo-Ann, well enough to get you to 
that abandoned dressing room without 
seeming to have any part in it. The plan 
was for Roberts to give you a shot of mor­
phine after he'd put you under and then 
sneak you out a window and through the 
alley where he had a car waiting. The hotel 
people are so used to drunks being lugged 
in all hours of the night that it would have 
been easy to get you up to your suite and 
to bed, where you'd wake up in the morn­
ing with a wild story that would convince 
even yourself yoQ' d gone insane. 

. "Where their plan went wrong was that 
Grimsby, who'd taken a liking to Jo-Ann, 
noticed she didn't leave with the others. 
When everyone else was gone and she still 
hadn't appeared, he went looking for her 
and spied Roberts lugging her down that 
disused corridor. Not realizing he'd been 
seen, the old man stole back to phone for 
help, but Roberts dropped the girl, followed 
him and just as he was reaching for the 
instrument, let him have it with the flat of 
his camera. Then Roberts got panicky, ran 
out into the street and through the alley to 
his car. 

"It took him about three hours of aim­
less driving to get up courage enough to 
go to the hotel and tell A very what had 
happened. The latter had more guts, enough 
to return to the Thalia, park his car on 
Sixth Street and scout around. He spied 
Jo-Ann in your truck, Tom, and drove off 
with her, back to the Grand Union hotel. 
That clear now ?" 

"Yeah. I guess it  is. But why, Captain ? 
Why'd they want to make out Jo-Ann :was 
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mad ? What's he mean abouf a quarter­
million dollars ?" 

"That, more or less, is what her home 
farm is worth. You see, it has just been 
learned that the soil of the territory just 
around there is, of all places in the country, 
best adapted to produce an especially fine 
yield of guayule, the plant from which a fine 
natural rubber is extracted. Two big syn­
dicates are fighting to get hold of all that 
land, bidding its price up to way above its 
real value, and A very wanted to line his 
own pockets with the money. 

"Quite by accident, or rather because he 
was a far-seeing crook, he was in a position 
to do so. You see, when he took over the 
management of Jo-Ann's career as a beauty 
contestant, he'd had himself appointed her 
legal guardian, which was easy enough be­
cause the local judge knew her father's 
reputation for shiftlessness. The court 
order speeified th�t the appointment was to 
be effective 'as long as the said Jo-Ann 
Marlin shall be a minor or otherwise in­
competent.' If she were adjudged insane, 
it would remain in effect indefinitely, and 
A very could do as he pleased with the 
money for the farm. " 

"But it's my father's," Jo-Ann protested. 
"Not mine." 

The captain turned to her. "No, my dear. 
When you insisted on Avery's paying off 
the mortgage, he had your father make 

over the deed to you. He wasn't missing 
any chance of making a profit out of you, 
even a small one. Your father didn't ob­
ject. You were his only child and know­
ing his own failings, it seemed to make 
sense. And now, young fellow." He swung 
back to Tom. "Suppose you tell me some­
thing. How did you know, when· Avery 
said he'd brought Jo-Ann home righ� after 
the midnight show at the Thalia, that he 
was lying!" 

"Shucks," Tom Grant shrugged. "That 
wasn't anything. Looking down at his 
shoes, I wondered why they were shined so 
early in the morning. And then · I saw 
there was some milk in the crease between 
the sole and the upper, just like there was 
on my shoes in spite of the fact I'd tried 
to clean 'em up. That told me he must have 
walked through the milk puddle in front 
of the Thalia where I'd smashed those 
bottles at six a.m. when Jo-Ann came 
running toward me. " 

"Oh, Tom," Jo-Ann Marlin exclaimed. 
"You're wonderful ! Now I know you're 
going to take care of me and my money just 
divinely." . 

"Hey ! Hey, wait up, Jo-Ann. I ain't 
. going to be your guardian. ' 

"Who said anything about your being 
my guardian ?" she came back, and then 
covered with both hands the blush that 
reddened her cheeks. 

· - ---------------------- - - - - - -- - ---- --�--- --·-···--······-···--· I I i KILLER, COME BACK TO MEl 
I was hot after a stone-cold corpse, hut unless I could im­
prove my cadaver-catching technique, either an innocent 
kid would take the gas-chamber route to hell, or I, myself, 
would have to act as stand-in for the body-that-wasn't-there. 
Don't miss Peter Paige's smashing new novel: Meet Me in 
Death Alley! 

- AND -

Francis K: Allan's sinister thriller, Hotel Murder, where you'll find a shiv-studded 
corpse in every corridor !  

Amerie�'s Most Unusual Detective Magazine 

DETECTIVE 
e TAL.S 15c 

PLUS other dramatically . compelling, spine­
chillillg novelettes and short stories by such fa­
mous authors as William Campbell Gault, Day 
Keene, Parker Bonner and Robert C. Dennis. 
Make a date with your newsstand dealer now for 
the big twelve-story issue on sale NOW! 
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I bent over, looked­
and took a deep breath. 

CHAPTER ONE 

Germless Genius 

IT WAS almost dawn. There wq.s a chill 
in the rarified Mexican air. A light 
tropical rain had been falling since 

eight o'clock in the evening. At four in 
the morning it had stopped. The streets 
gleamed wetly in the yellow light of the 
street lamps. 

I sat, chain smoking, in the sterile 
apartment of Mariano Mercado. I was not 
comfortable. Mercado's chairs were not 
over-stuffed. As a matter of fact they were 
not stuffed at all. 

It seemed that germs, bacteria and bacilli 
lived more contentedly in padded fabrics 
than on inhospitable wood and iron. There­
fore Mercado's furniture was made of the 

latter materials. I was seated on a maple 
chair with a straight back and a bottom 
far more unyielding than mine. I had been 
sitting there for three and a half hours. 

There was no urgency in my visit when 
I arrived but now I was beginning to be­
come concerned. I had spent a plutocrat's 
evening, dining in Ciro's, dancing at El 
Patio and slumming in various unsavory 
cantinas in the company of a wide-eyed 
feminine tourista whom I had picked up in 
the American Express office. 

At about one o'clock she thought I had 
insulted her and I was positive that she had 
bored me so we parted not too amicably. 

Down Mexico way, Mariano Mercado slyly evaded a 
Galahad cal l-and sent his assistant to save a lady's honor! 



-FOR 
Mariano Mercado Novelette 

Not feeling sleepy and finding myself in the 
neighborhood of Mercado's sanitary lodg­
ings, I had dropped in for a chat and a 
habanera before going to my hotel. 

He had not answered my ring. However, 
in the role of employee, confidant and gen-­
eral confessor I was possessed of a duplicate 
key. I let myself in, sat down uncomfort­
ably and awaited his return. 

At three o'clock I began to wonder. 
Mercado was a man of temperate habits. 
While averse to neither a spot of alcoholic 
refreshment nor a touch of romance, he 
always managed to clean up both before 
midnight. It appeared that germ life 
flourished more potently in the darkness, 

that a man who retired early was a healthier 
one and that late hours weakened one's 
resistance thus making the body a pushover 
for whatever parasite cared to attack it. 

By now the sun had already climbed up 
from Vera Cruz and appeared over the rim 
of the plateau where Mexico City is situ:. 
ated. The bright light slanted through the 
Venetian blinds, making golden bars on the 
scrubbed wooden floor. And Mariano Mer­
£ado was still abroad. It was so unlike 
him that I resolved to give him until six 
o'clock, then telephone the accident wards 
of various hospitals. 

Three minutes after I had made that 
decision, I heard light racing footfalls on 
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the stairs. A key turned in the lock and 
Mariano Mercado burst into the room. 

He was an ineffable sight. He had 
started out wearing a sword -creased green 
suit which had been cut by a daring and 
imaginative tailor. Now it hung like a robe 
of drenched burlap. His shirt, a natty two­
tone job combining the worst features of 
puce and grey, was a sodden ruin. The 
colors of his tie-and I will swear there 
were thirteen of them-had chummily run 
into each other. His shoes made a squish­
ing sound as he walked and his hat was a 
wet blob of verdant felt. 

This, in itself, was enough for the human 
eye to absorb before breakfast but there was 
more. The face of Mariano Mercado was 
a study in fear and horror. His eyes were 
rimmed with dark circles. His coffee­
colored complexion had turned gray. Sheer 
panic was etched on his face. 

I stood up and put out my cigarette. I 
said : "What on earth's the matter ? "  

_ 
Mariano Mercado did not answer me. He 

turned his face toward the ceiling and 
addressed a personage of greater influence. 
"V algame Dios," he murmured. That, i.n 
Spanish, is usually an oath. It was not thts 
time-it was a prayer. 

Then he turned his wild-eyed gaze on 
me and -went into action. "The bath, 
Latham. And pronto. As hot as you can 
get it. " 

- Even as he spoke he began to rip off his 
clothes like a strip tease artist who wants 
to get home early. I went into the bath­
room, turned on the hot water and re­
turned. By this time Mercado stood stark 
naked before his desk. 

His trembling brown hand was poised 
over an array of bottles on the blotter. 
Hastily he selected three of them. He filled 
a glass with triple-distilled water and 
gulped down one pill from each bottle. 

"Calomel, aspirin and quinine, " he said. 
"They may save me." 

He dashed past me like a marathon 
runner, raced into the bathroom and 
plunged into the tub like a man whose 
clothes were on fire. I followed him in, 
sat on the edge of the basin and said for 
the second time : "What's the matter ?" 

uNada," he said with the brave tremu­
lous smile of a Christian martyr, " nothing 
at all, except that I shall probably die." 

This did not alarm me. Mariano Mer-

cado died several times a week. I£ he saw 
a fly approaching at a hundred yards he 
was certain it was either tsetse or malarial. 
Every dish from which he ate was the host 
for a googol of germs. 

I said quite calmly : "And what shall 
you die of this time ?" 

He soaped his brown chest. " Pneumonia, 
tuberculosis, bronchitis or pleurisy. Evilio 
Torga has murdered me. " 

NOW Evilio Torga was the proprietor of 
a cantina often frequented by Mer­

cado and myself. He was a huge fat man, 
jovial and fond of a joke. He was free 
handed and pleasant. It was impossible to 
conceive of Evilio Torga murdering any­
one at all and I said as much. 

" He is a villain of the deepest dye," said 
Mercado. "He has sent me to my grave. 
He-" 

At this point he sneezed. An expression 
of terror spread over his face. He said 
sepulchrally : " Mercado is not long for this 
world." 

" Mercado, "  I said, "will outlive the 
sphinx. You're as healthy as a bottle of 
tonic. But tell me what horrible thing 
Torga did. " 

"Listen, "  said Mariano Mercado �ravely. 
"Listen to the tale of an assassin. ' 

It appeared 'that, about ten o'clock, Mer­
cado had been drinking habanera in Tor­
ga's saloon. It had begun to rain. Torga's 
telephone was out of commission and_Mer­
cado had been unable to call a taxi. 

Now, Mercado would no more have 
thought of going out in a storm sans rain­
coat, rubbers, bumbershoot and muffier, 
than he would have considered tossing a 
bomb into the chambers of el President 
Aleman. So, quite naturally, he remained 
where he was. 

It kept on raining and Mercado kept 
on leaning against the bar sipping drinks, 
At three-thirty he was the only customer 
and Evilio Torga manifested an under­
standable desire to go home. 

In Mexico City there is no closing law. 
The custom of the country is for the salqon 
keeper to keep his doors ajar until the 
clients have departed, then run down his 
iron shutters. 

Torga politely invited Mercado to leave. 
Mercado peered outside at the rain and 
flatly refused. An argument ensued, where-
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upon Torga stood on his proprietary rights 
and ordered poor Mercado out onto the 
street. 

Mercado had eventually gone, with all 
the enthusiasm of a man walking to the 
electric chair. At this hour the taxis were 
gone from the streets and Mercado had 
walked home in the wet, covering a dis­
tance of almost two miles. 

On several occasions -he had taken refuge 
in friendly doorways and the journey had 
taken him some time. Drenched to the 
skin, he was thoroughly convinced that he 
was a dead man. And he was unshakable in 
his conviction that Evilio Torga had mur­
dered him. 

He concluded his tale and looked at me 
reproachfully when he found me unsym­
pathetic. He got out of the tub, rubbed 
himself vigorously and searched the medi­
cine closet for more remedies. In that well­
stocked chest he found several. 

He was pouring a sticky dark mixture 
d9wn his gullet when the telephqne rang. 
I wandered out of the steaming bathroom 
and answered it. 

A voice, obviously mid-west United 
States, said in execrable Spanish : "Esta 
Gbierto Ia officina!" 

I said, in English : "Are you asking if 
the office is open ?" 

"Yeah. That's right. Are you open for 
business yet ? If not, what time do yeu 
open ?" 

Even in English it was a difficult ques­
tion. Mercado had no office hours. It was 
strictly forbidden to disturb him during 
the !)iesta hours, but beyond that the office 
was open whenever either of us was in it. 

I wasn't sleepy and I knew Mercado 
was far too concerned over his imminent 
demise to rest. I said : "If it's important, 
you can come over now." 

The voice thanked me fervently and with­
. out giving �e a name cut off. 

I found Mercado in the bedroom. He 
had a red woolen muffler about his neck 
and his little body was wrapped in a heavy 
bathrobe. Some of the panic had gone 
from his expression, had been replaced by 
a look of mild incredulity, as if he were 
surprised to find that he was still alive. 

"vvas that Torga on the phone ? Over­
come by remorse, perhaps ?" 

" It was not Torga. It was a client, I 
, gather." 

"Send him away. I am in no condition 
for work." 

" You'd better be, " I told him. "Our 
combined bank balances total something 
under five hundred pesos. You'd better do 
whatever this gringo wants and for what­
ever you can get." · 

"What does he want ?" 
"I haven't the faintest idea. He sounded 

like a countryman of mine in some trou­
ble. " 

"I didn't know your countrymen got up 
so early. " 

It was useless to tell him that the Ameri� 
can tourista is not typical of the average 
citizen. Mercado considered that all Ameri­
cans were fat, well heeled, arrogant and 
lazy. Judging from the caliber of the tour­
istas who infested Mexico, I cannot say 
that I found it in my heart to blame him. 

It was a little before seven o'clock when 
the doorbell pealed. By this time Mercado 
was sitting at his desk dosing himself 
periodically with the contents of various 
bottles and vials. I got up from my uncom­
fortable chair and went to answer the 
door. 

THE man upon the threshold was a per­
fect example of Mercado's conception 

of an American. He was of middle age. He 
was fat. He apparently had money and 
his manner was brusque and condescendinlf. 
He said : "I'm Thomas Lapley. Where s 
Mercado ?" 

I nodded and led him into the office. 
As we came into the Mercadian presence; 
I said : "The Senor Mercado is somewhat 
indisposed. Perhaps he will not be able 
to help you today." 

Lapley laughed a Chamber of Com­
merce laugh. He said with profound con­
viction : "He'll help me, all right. I'm 
quite willing to be overcharged. " 

He extracted a thick wallet from his 
pocket, plunged two pudgy fingers into it 
and withdrew an enormous mass of Mexi­
can bills. He flung them on the desk and 
said : "There's three thousand pesos. What 
do you say to that, Mr. Mercado ?" 

Mr. Mercado said nothing to that. As a 
matter of fact, he shrank back in his chair, 
registered anguish and said in a weak 
voice : " Latham, take that away." 

Thomas Lapley, who doubtless had never 
seen a man flinch in the face of three thou-
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sand pesos in his life, looked astonished. 
But this was a familiar situation to me. 

I scooped the bills up from the desk and 
put them in my pocket. Mercado grabbed 
a large bottle of disinfectant, spilled some 
on the desk where the money had lain and 
scrubbed vigorously with his handker­
chief. 

_ " For the love of Pete, " said Mr. Lap­
ley, "what's wrong ?" 

Mariano Mercado paused in his labors. 
He fixed Lapley with a reproachful eye. 
He said : "Do you have any idea of how 
many germs there are on a single peso 
note ? "  

Mr. Lapley blinked. I t  was obvious that 
he had not the slightest idea of how many 
germs there were on a single peso note. 
But · I knew to the last decimal point. I 
had heard it often enough. Morever, I 
had no desire at all to hear it again. 

I said hastily : "Since Mr. Lap ley has 
seen fit to call on us so early in the morn­
ing, his business is undoubtedly important. 
Suppose we listen to what he has to say. " 

I drew up a chair and Lapley deposited 
his bulk in it. He said very seriously : 
" It is important. Also pretty incredible. 
That is why I am prepared to pay such 
a high price for some help." 

Mariano Mercado opened his mouth, 
thrust the nozzle of an atomizer in it and 
sprayed away. He set the bottle down on 
the desk again and said : "AU right, what 
is it ? "  

"Well," said Lapley, "it i s  a matter of 
honor. " 

Mercado blinked. He did not associate 
American businessmen with honor. 

"A lady's honor, " said Lapley solemnly 
.and Mercado blinked again. 

"I had a letter in my possession," went 
on Lapley. "An indiscreet letter written 
by a lady. If the contents of this missive 

. were to come to light the results would 
be disastrous for this woman." 

Mercado nodded. "And you have lost 
the letter ?" 

" In a sense. Only in a sense. A few 
hours ago I was alone in my hotel room. 
I had the letter in my possession. I a iso 

. had an automatic pistol I had just bought. " 
"Why did you buy the pistol ?" asked 

Mercado. 
_ "For protection. I was afraid that some 
unscrupulous people would want to take 

the letter from me by force. And I was 
right. I was just about to load the gun 
when I heard the outer door of my suite 
open. Instinct told me that it was the man 
who wanted that letter. My gun was still 
unloaded. What could I do ?," 

The question was rhetorical and required 
no answer. Thomas Lapley continued. 

" The letter was in my pocket. Hastily 
I rolled it up and jammed it in the maga­
zine of my gun. No sooner had I done that 
than this other person entered the room 
with a thirty-eight in his hand." 

Mercado's expression was frankly scep­
tical. Lapley, however, did not seem to 
notice it. 

"He disarmed me at gun point, tied me 
up and searched the premises. Naturally, 
he did not think of looking in the maga­
zine of my automatic. He found nothing 
of interest. 

"Then my telephone rang. I told him 
that the front desk knew I was in and if 
I didn't answer the phone they'd come up 
to investigate. That scared him and he 
left. I left the hotel shortly afterwards. In 
my excitement I forgot my gun which is 
still lying on the table in the bedroom. "  

"This," said Mariano Marcado, "is a 
most interesting story. What do you want 
me to do ?" 

" I  want you to go to my hotel-suite 
398, La Paloma-and retrieve that gun and 
the letter it contains." 

"Why can't you go yourself, thus saving 
a great number of pesos ?" 

Lapley shook his head. "Because I am 
afraid my adversary may be waiting for me 
outside the hotel. He might kidnap and 
torture me to reveal the hiding place of the 
letter. " 

Mercado swallowed a pill thoughtfully. 
"And to what address shall I return the 
automatic?" 

Lapley took a card from his pocket and 
scribbled something on it. uThere,"  he 
said, "I shall wait for you there. Will 
you go for the gun immediately ?" 

There was a long pause. I tumed La�­
ley's story over in my mind and decided 1t 
sounded as phony as the clink of a lead 
half dollar. Mercado nodded suddenly and 
said : "Senor, we accept your commission." 
Lapley wrung his hand fervently, thet). 
shook mine and headed for the door utter­
ing profuse thank-yous. 
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· Mercado regarding me calculatingly. 
- "Latham, " he said, "can you be objec� 

tive ?" 
· "To a degree." 

"Very well. I want you to consider a 
hypothetical question. " 

I lit a cigarette and sat down. " Shoot. " 
" From a purely objective point of view, 

which, in your opinion would be the bet� 
ter all-around situation : For me to lan­
guish in jail while you used your brains 
and influence to get me out, or for you to be 
in jail while I exercised mine ?" 

I thoug-ht it  over with some apprehen� 
sion. "Personally, " I said, " I  would far 
prefer to see you in jail. However, honesty 
and objectivity compel me to admit that you 
possess quicker wits and more influence 
than I do. I am sure you'd get me out 
quicker than I could get you. But why ?" 

"I am salving my conscieoce," said Mer­
cado. 
· "Has this anything to do with Lap ley ? "  

"It has everything to do with Lapley. 
One more qu{'stion : You have no qualms 
about sharing Lapley's fee with me ?" 

" Of course not. Haven't we an agree­
ment that I'm to collect forty percent of 
all fees ? "  

"We have. My conscience is almost 
clear. Another thing : you have no fear 
of bacteria ?" 

"Well," I said, "I wouldn't drink from 
a typhus infested well, but beyond that 

. 1 can face bacterial peril without panic. "  
" M y  conscience i s  lulled to sleep, " said 

-Mercado. "Get your hat on. "  
"For what ?" 

. - "You are going to the La Paloma hotel. 
. Suite three ninety-eight. To retrieve Lap-­
- ley's gun." 

"You really believe his story ? You be­
lieve the gun is there ?" 

" I  believe the gun is there. Go and get 
it." 

I stood up, shrugged and reached for my 
hat. I didn't know what Lapley's angle 
was but I was c-ertain that there was no 
truth whatever in his tale. Mercado 
reached for his atomizer and I went down 
the hall to the door. 

It wat� after eight o'clock when I got into 
the street. The careening buses were 
jammed with people going to work. The 
street cars jangled perilously around cor-

ners with humanity hanging ort by teeth 
and fingernails. 

I saw a fibre coming down the street 
and hailed it. Twenty minutes later I paid 
the taxicab at the entrance to the La Palo­
ma and entered the lobby. 

It occurred to me as I mounted the stairs 
that I had no key to the room. I decided 
to try the door on the off-chance that it 
might be open and, if that failed, to tell 
some wild tale to the clerk in order to ob­
tain access. 

However, luck was with me. Or so I 
thol}ght at the time. 

The door was unlocked. The kno.b turned 
easily in my hand and I entered the over­
furnished living room of the hotel suite. 
The chamber, vast and musty, was empty. 
I strode through it toward a door which ap­
parently gave on to the bedroom. I threw 
this open and went in. 

Since I had hardly believed a word of 
Lapley's weird tale. I was mildly surprised 
to observe that one major item of it 
checked. There was an automatic on the 
table near the bed. 

I picked it up and dropped it in my 
pocket, reflecting that this was the easiest 
batch of pesos that either Mariano Mer­
cado or I had earned in many a long dia. 

I was about to leave the room with a 
sense of task easily and well done when 
I saw the shoes under the bed. I stared at 
them and my stomach slowly turned over. 

The shoes were riot empty, neither were 
they laid flat on the floor. The toes were 
pointed toward the carpet on which they 
rested, and the heels were aimed at the 
ceiling. It needed no quick wit to realize 
that there was a man under the bed lying 
on his face . 

I bent over and looked. I saw a short, 
rather paunchy figure, lying very still. I 
took a deep breath, straightened up again 
and pulled the bed to one side. 

A second examination showed me the 
two red holes in the back of the man's 
coat. He had been shot in the back and 
in the heart. As a matter of routine I 
reached for his pulse. I found out only 
what I already knew. He was dead. 

I reached in my pocket for a cigarette, 
lighted it and sat on the edge of the bed. 
Half a dozen theories sprang to my mind, 
none of them full blown. 

Mercado was infinitely better at this 
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sort of thing than I was. I decided to 
leave the corpse where it was, phone Mer­
cado from a booth in the lobby and ac­
quaint him with the facts. He could make 
up his mind whether he wanted to pocket 
the fee and lay the corpse in the lap of the 
policia or handle it himself. 

It occurred to me that, perhaps knowl­
edge of the corpse's identity would be use­
ful. I put my cigarette out and bent over 
the dead man. I rolled him over on his 
face and proceeded to go through his pock­
ets. 

My macabre task was interrupted by a 
guttural and too familiar voice saying : 
"Madre de Dios 1 I have you red-handed. 
And where is that other murderer, · Mer-
cado ?" 

· · 

There was a sudden vacuum at the pit 
of my stomach and half a dozen ice cubes 
seemed to touch the end of my spine. I 
removed my hand from the dead man's 
breast pocket and turned my head around 
to see el coronel Gomez of the Depart-
menlo de Policia. · 

CHAPTER TWO 

The Tumbrit. Roll 

GOMEZ was a stout, swarthy man 
with a pair of elegant mustachios 
of which he was inordinately proud. 

He · was possessed of infinite conceit, un­
limited arrogance and an intense dislike 
of Mariano Mercado which wa5 broad 
enough to include me. 

I said, rather foolishly : " I  can explain 
this. " 

Gomez took a huge piece of ordnance 
from his pocket, covered me and ran his 
free hand through my coat. He removed 
Lapley's automatic, holding it carefully by 
the muzzle. 

He said : "A dead man and a gun in 
your pocket. Probably with fingerprints 
on it. If the ballistics department confirms 
what I beli�ve to be true, I do not think 
any explanation you make will be satisfac­
tory, Senor Latham." 

Now, I am no genius. I am not the most 
quick-witted man in all the world. But 
I knew, beyond all doubt, that I had been 
framed. What exactly had been Thomas 
Lapley's object I did not know. But at 
the riwment I was the fall guy. 

I knew it was idiotic to tell Lapley's 
tale to Gomez. If Lapley' s story was so 
wild that I hadn't accepted it, it was a cinch 
that Gomez wasn't going to believe me. 

I said : "Coronel, I want to see Mer­
cado. " 

He grinned. "We have that desire in 
common. I was hoping to find him here. 
But I see he sends his assistant to perform 
his bloody work. " 

I blinked at that. "You mean you think 
Mercado and I killed this hombre!" 

Gomez bowed courteously. "I merely 
make the arrests," he said. "The prosecu­
tor will discuss the matter with you." 

"You mean I'm pinched ? You're going . 
to take me to the police station ?" 

El coronel Gomez nudged me in the 
back with his oversized revolver. "I am 
not taking you to the bullfight," he said. 
"Let us proceed. Vamanos !" 

Less than an hour later I was develop­
ing Mercado's attitude toward germ life. Jll 
Mexican prison is no white-tiled sanctuary. 
It is neither modern, sanitary, nor bene­
ficent. 

My cell was dark and windowless. On 
the floor lay a pallette which had been used 
at . least once before. Fleas danced gayly 
in the straw. There was no lavatory, and 
the food which had been brought me con­
sisted of a dirty tin plate covered with 
greasy beans, a cup of brackish water and 
a tortilla at least four days old. 

When Gomez had locked me in he had 
politely promised to get in immediate touch 
with Mariano Mercado. However, lunch­
time was far behind me and no one had yet 
appeared. 

At four o'clock I was hungry, angry and, 
to be candid about it, afraid. After all, 
Gomez had nailed me in a hotel suite with 
a corpse and a gun-a gun which doubtless 
bore my fingerprints. All I had on my side 
was an utterly incredible story about Lap­
ley and a woman's honor. By this time 
I was certain that there was no incriminat­
ing letter in the automatic's magazine. I 
was painfully certain that there were bul­
lets there instead, eight of them anyway. 
The other two were in the dead man's 
back. 

At four-thirty I heard heavy footfalls on 
the concrete of the passageway outside my 
ce!J, and a few seconds later the bulk of 
6l coronel Gomez hove into view. He fitted 
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a key into my cell door. I noted that he was 
scowling. 

"That cabrone, Mercado, " he said. And 
added three unprintable Spanish oaths. 
"He knows the politicos. He has used his 
influence to have you released upon his 
recognizance. But remember you are not 
free. As soon as I have the report from 
the ballistics people I will have enough 
evidence to take you despite Mercado and 
his petty officials. You are to go to Mer­
cado immediately and remain in his sight 
aU the time. " 

I didn't pause for conversation. I flicked 
some fleas from my lapel and headed out 
for the street on the double. I hailed the 
first taxi I saw and rode through the streets 
to Mercado's apartment. 

H
E HAD recovered somewhat from his 
morning's alarm. He had discarded 

his bathrobe and donned a suit of bright 
brown which looked rather like an inferior 
brand of milk chocolate. His shirt was 
Erin's flag, and his tie motley. 

He was cautiously squeezing yellow 
beads from a medicine dropper into a glass 
of water as I entered. He looked up, saw 
me, and said gravely : "Dios, it was worse 
than I expected. "  

" I t  was a damned sight worse than I 
expected," I said. "What the devil-" 

I .broke off as he looked at me in horror. 
uDios, Latham, "  he said. "Get away 

from my desk. Get away. Stand over in 
the far corner of the room." 

His voice had risen and the final sylla­
.ble was a falsetto scream. 

"For Heaven's sake, " I said, shaken by 
this reception, "what's the matter with 
you ? You don't think I'm a murderer, too, 
do l,OU ?" . 

' Murderer ?" he said. " No. But you're 
infested. You've been in a cell. You're 
alive with fleas, with bacteria. You could 
kill a regiment as you stand. Keep away 
from me. " 

He had snatched up a Flit gun which 
always laid · on the top of his desk and 
furiously assaulted the invisible hosts in 
the air. 

I retreated to a far corner of the room. 
Mercado put down the Flit gun and 
reached for an atomizer. As he sprayed 
his throat I recalled something he had 
said early that morning. 

"Listen," I said, "You were talking 
about salving your conscience this morn­
ing. Did you know I was going to jail ?" 

"I suspected it." 
" And you let me go anyway ?" 
" I  wanted to see what Senor Lapley 

was up to." 
"Well, you certainly found out, " I said 

bitterly. "Do you realize I'm facing a mur­
der rap ? Do you realize that they have 
one hell of a lovely case against me ? 

He nodded and sighed. " It was very 
well thought out, wasn't it ?" 

" Damn it.  Do you have to be so imper­
sonal about it ? Do you want me to hang ? "  

"There i s  n o  capital punishment i n  Mexi­
co," he said reassuringly. "You forget we 
are a civilized country. " 

That was comforting as hell and I said 
so. I added : "Did you really have any 
idea what Lapley was up to ?" 

"Of course. His story, as even you no­
ticed, was idiotic. No one would have be­
lieved it. No one was intended to but us. 
Lapley thought that all those pesos he 
threw on the desk would blind our judg­
ment." 

"But it didn't ?" I said with a wither­
ing sarcasm which was utterly wasted on 
Mercado. 

"It did not, " he said. "I knew what he 
was up to. He wanted to stick us with such 
a weird story that when we told it to the 
police they would not believe it. " 

"But you didn't know there was a mur-
der involved ? " 

"I suspected it." 
"How ? "  
"That yarn about the letter i n  the auto­

matic. And the fact that he wanted me to 
go and get the gun. It was .apparent that 
he wanted me to pick the weapon up. That 
would plant my fingerprints on it and help 
tighten the case against me. " 

"Against you?" I said indignantly. "You 
mean against me. " 

"That is of no moment. Lapley expected 
me to go to the hotel. I sent you instead." 

" My Lord," I said. " I  have half a mind 
to buy myself some leprosy germs and drop 
the)ll in your coffee. You had a good idea 
what was going on and you sent me instead. 
Why the devil didn't you go yourself ? It 
was you he was hiring. " 

"I was afraid, "  said Mariano Mercado 
with devastating simplicity. 



86 D. L. Champion 
I stared at him. I had seen Mercado 

tackle a thug armed with a knife and over­
power him with his bare brown hands. I 
had seen him gaze blandly into the muz­
zle of a gun and spit Spanish insult. 

I said : "Afraid ? Of what ? "  
"Of exactly what happened. I was 

afraid that someone would get arrested. 
If arrested he would be thrown in a cell. 
I would rather face a battalion of wild 
elephants than spend an hour in a Mexi­
can prison." 

I got it then. Mercado had sent me, an­
ticipating the frame and realizing it was 
quite likely that whoever entered the hotel 
room would eventually be pinched. And 
Mariano Mercado certainly did not possess 
the courage to cope with the fleas, lice and 
invisible parasites which infested the jail. 

But the fact of my understanding his 
actions did in no wise mitigate my own cir­
cumstances. Unless something speedy and 
drastic was done I would face a trial for 
murder with no better than a fifty percent 
chance of beating the rap. 

I mentioned this none too calmly and 
added : "So what do we do first ?" 

" Find Lapley. " 
I laughed without mirth. "There are 

twenty million people in Mexico, the area 
is seven hundred and sixty thousand odd 
square miles. How are we going to do it ? 
Cantina by cantina or pueblo by pueblo ?" 

" It is s1mpler than that," said Mercado. 
"First, there is little doubt that this Lap­
ley, as he calls himself, is an American. "  

" So what ?" 
" If he is an American he possesses 

either a passport or a tourist card. " 
That, of course, made it easier. Then a 

depressing thought occurred to me. " But 
how do we find him � Thomas Lapley cer­
tainly is a phony name. "  

Mercado nodded. "The name i s  phony. 
But the initials aren't. He .wore a signet 
ring marked with the letters T. L. He was 
intelligent enough to use a false name which 
began with those initials. " 

Now I felt better than I had since early 
morning. " So  I go to the passport office 
and look for an American whose initials are 
T. L. If that faits I check the tourists 
cards. And if I find Lapley do you think 
you can pin that killing on him ? "  

Mercado shook his head. His bland air 
of unconcern nettled me. 

"Well, why not ? "  I demanded. 
" Because, " said Mercado, " I  don't think 

this Lapley committed any murder." 
" Then who did ?" 
Mercado sighed, spread his palms up­

ward and achieved a magnificent shrug 
of his thin shoulders. 

"You go and check up on Lapley," he 
said. "In the meantime, I'll find out what 
I can about the murdered man. And you'd 
better hurry." 

I threw him a savage glance. After all, 
I was the guy who was in trouble. I needed 
no- gratuitous advice as to speed. 

AT THE passport office I had tlQ luck at 
all. There were no foreign characters 

who bore the initials T. L. However, in 
the office which keeps an official eye on 
touristas, I had a little more luck than I 
expected. 

Not only did I find an American whose 
description answered that of Thomas Lap­
ley but his name, it seemed, was Theodore 
Lamb. In addition to this break, the re­
corded dates showed that his tourist card 
expired in three more days. 

Now a Mexican tourist card whicb is 
granted to Americans in lieu of a passport 
is good for six months. After that period 
has expired it must be renewed for a second 
six months. Morever it must be renewed 
on the precise day it becomes invalid. 
Otherwise the luckless tourist will find 
himself spending the night on a straw pal­
Jette similar to the one that I had JUSt 
deserted. 

I telephoned Mercado and reported all 
this. He acknowledged the news and said : 
" Well, then, hang around. When this 
Lapley or Lamb shows up, follow him 
and find out where he lives. We're going 
to need him." 

I said : "All right. And what about 
you ? Have you masterminded anything ?" 

His voice, as he replied, did not exactly 
surge ·with hope. " I  am pursuing certain 
lines of investigation," he said primly. "Be 
patient and do not worry. :Rest assured 
that if there should be a miscarriage of 
justice here, I shall avenge you." 

That, of course, was just jolly. I could 
spend ten odd years sleeping on straw, 
dining on frijoles and goat meat, all the 
while solacing myself that Mercado would 
see to it that I was avenged-



Suitable for Framing 87 
Espying a cantina across the street from 

the tourist bureau, I went over there and 
ordered a stiff and straight shot of tequila. 
I drank it quickly, then took an encore. 
I took several encores, after which I slowed 
down a bit. After all, I had two days to 
kill. 

The tourist office was open from ten in 
the morning until four in the afternoon. 
I made those my hours, too. It was an ar­
duous job. After all, one cannot sit in a 
cantina staring blankly at the transparent 
glass which encloses the men's room. It 
looks odd. One must drink. 

I · had consumed, at a rough estimate, 
four and a half litres of tequila when I 
caught sight of Lapley's pompous figure 
entering the tourist office. Aware of the 
fact that Mexican officialdom does not func­
tion at breakneck speed, I decided I had 
time for a large cup of cafe negro to sober 
me up a little. 

I ordered it and drank it before Lap­
ley emerged from the office. He blinked in 
the brilliant sunlight, waddled to the cor­
ner and hailed a libre. I went along after 
him and hailed the next one. 

It was a full hour before lunch time and 
the traffic was not dense. Both our cabs 
went along leisurely toward the west side 
of town. The closely built houses of the 
city finally became sparser as we gained the 
suburbs. The cab in front of me turned off 
into a dirt road. I instructed my driver to 
follow, promised him extra pesos, and coun­
seled him that discretion was of the essence. 

We moved along a winding dirt road, 
climbing a mountain· in the process. We 
crossed a rickety wooden bridge flung 
across the turbulent stream which poured 
hissingly over the rocks. Then in the dis­
tance I descried a pair of stone columns 
which indicated the presence of an elaborate 
house. I was a good half mile behind when 
I saw my quarry stop. 

I halted my own cab. 
"Wait here, " I said. " Drive back to 

that last turnoff and wait for me there. 
I don't know how long I'll be but I'll see . 
you have a profit." 

My driver flashed a set of glamorous 
teeth at me and did as I bade him. I set off 
on foot toward the distant stone columns. 

· As I approached I saw that the columns 
were part of a magnificent hacienda. It stood 
proudly against a blue sky, and in the midst 

of a luxurious tropical garden. About a 
hundred yards on this side of it stood a 
fenced-in modest bungalow. As I neared 
it I saw two children playing on the veran­
dah. 

The bungalow was neat and trim, the 
garden well cared for, and the children clean 
and charming. Yet, somehow, with the 
background of the chateau-like building 
next door, I received a strong impression 
that the occupants of the smaller structure 
were not well-to-do. 

I waited around for some time. At the 
end of an hour Lamb emerged from the big 
house and climbed back into his taxi. I 
concealed myself behind a huge Indian Lau­
rel tree and when he had passed made a 
wild dash on foot for my own libre. 

I made it in time to pick up his _trail and 
follow him back to town. 

There, Lamb's taxi drew up before the 
Ritz hotel where he paid off and dismissed 
his driver. I followed suit, waiting a few 
moments, then went into the lobby. 

I approached the desk, pressed ten pesos 
on the clerk, and possessed myself of the 
information that el senor Lamb was a resi­
dent of the hotel and had been for some six 
months. 

I had one more tequila in the Ritz bar 
and took myself off to Mercado's. I had 
done my job. I was hoping to high heaven 
that he had done something, too. 

W
HEN I arrived he was immersed in .a 
medical journal. He said : " Latham, 

how far can a mosquito fly ?"' 
" I  made Phi Beta without knowing 

that, " I said. " I  guess I can get along with­
out the knowledge. Why ?" 

" I  am reading of the Virgin Islands. It 
seems elephantiasis is prevalent there. It­
is caused by the bite of a mosquito which 
prowls at night. Do you think a mosquito 
could fly fifteen hundred odd miles ?" 

I stared at him, a slow anger arising 
within me. I said : "Hijo de perra, I am 
walking about with a ten year sentenc-e for 
murder hanging over my head. Instead of 
concerning yourself with me you are worry­
ing that some damned supermosquito is go­
ing to fly from the Virgin Islands and bite 
you. Diosf What have you done regarding 
me'!" 

He waved a brown and deprecatory 
hand. "Do not excite yourself," he said. 
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" It raises blood pressure and hardens ar­
teries. I have made my investigations. But 
what about you ?" 

I gave him a full rep()rt of my activities, 
and asked again of his. 

He said again : "I have investigated." 
"With what result ?" 
" The murdered man was Luis Ortega. 

He has had something of a checkered ca­
reer. He was of good family and sowed a 
bumper crop of wild oats in his youth. He 
once spent some time in prison. He dissi-
pated his patrimony and-" · 

"Will you get to the point ? I am not at 
all interested in the drunken amours of 
Senor Ortega. '' 

"Very well . .  A few years ago he entered 
the export business and made a lot of 
money. However speculation in silver lost 
most of it for him and his business was in 
danger. He needed capital and needed it 
quickly. When he was · murdered he was 
on the verge of ruin. " . 

Mercado stopped with an air of finality 
and helped himself liberally to cod liver oil. 

I said : "Well, go on." 
" Go on ? That is all. " 
11Well," I said bitterly, "I am glad I am 

going to jail with full knowledge of the a£.:. 
fairs of Mr. Ortega. It would have been 
quite unbearable to spend my life in a cell 
unaware of the Ortega business affairs." I 
dropped my forced calm and shouted an­
grily : "What good does all this irrelevant 
information do me ?" 

· Mercado lifted his eyebrows. "Perhaps 
it did none a few minutes ago. But in the 
light of the information you obtained it 
might conceivably help you a great deal ."  

"What valuable information did I bring 
in ? Save, perhaps, Lamb's address ?" 

"You discovered that Lamb knows Gran­
nick. There may be a connection there. " 

11Why ? Who's Grannick ?" 
Mercado sighed and his face assumed the 

doleful expression common to it when he 
spoke of physical infirmities. 

"He is an old man," he said. "An old 
man with a heart weak as American coffee. 
However, he is a tough old man, though 
hardly as tough as his uncle. That was his 
house you saw today. " 

I settled back in my chair and resigned 
myself to hearing some more family history. 
Mercado knew everyone in Mexico City. 
Moreover, he knew their genealogy. 

"His uncle, dead some twenty-five years, 
was an American who became a naturalized 
Mexican citizen. He was appalled at the 
lawlessness of this country some forty years 
back and set out to do what he could to 
rectify it. He entered politics and eventu­
ally became a Federal judge. ' '  

" Must you gossip," I said, "while I hear 
the tumbrils roll ?" ·  · 

Mercado ignored me. "Old man Gran­
nick, the uncle, had a phobia ·against crime 
and criminals. He considered all law break­
ers equal-the pickpocket was no less guilty 
than the murderer. "  

"I get it," I said sarcastically. "I'm sup­
posed to be grateful that I can't come be­
fore him for sentence.'' 

Mercado picked up the cod liver pills, 
put them down and had halibut liver in­
stead. 

"He left a son, " he went on blandly. 
''And a nephew and one hell of a lot of 
money. He cut the son out of his will be­
cause as a youth he served six months for 
assault-some sort of a tavern brawl. The 
son is now dead although I believe he had 
issue. Grannick, the nephew, has not. " 

"Goody," I said without enthusiasm. 
11 And will you write me long letters aQout 
the rest ofjt. while I'm serving my time ? 
I understand prisoners just love to get 
mail. "  · 

Again he ignored me. He stood up and 
took from the clothes tree a hat whose 
green would have caused a leaf to tremble. 
He put it upon his head, adjusted a tie 
which would have penetrated to the iris of 
a blind man, and said : "Esta lista!" 

" SuJ;"e, I'm ready. Where are we going ?'' 
"Out to Grannick's. I'd rather like a. 

look around. This afternoon I must do 
some work which may save you from this 
prison you're always harping about. '' 

I checked the angry answer which rose 
to my lips. If a guy isn't entitled to harp 
about ten years of penal servitude I'd like 
to know what he is allowed to gripe about. 

I reached for my own hat and followed 
Mercado into the sunshine of the street. 
There we hailed a taxi an<l set out for the 
Grannick place. 

WE RODE through the suburbs retrac­
ing the route I had followed earlier. 

We crossed the rickety bridge from which 
we could see the stone columns of Gran- . 
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nick's place. We were at least a half mile 
away when Mercado cried, ''Pare I" and 
got out of the cab. 

He told the man to wait, and set off on 
foot. I followed him, puzzled. 

"Why the walk ?" I asked. 
" I  desire to think, " said Mariano Mer­

cado. "I find I do so more effectively with­
out the stink of gasoline fumes in my nos­
trils. " 

I let it go at that and plodded along be­
hind him. 

In a few minutes we reached the flower­
covered cottage which stood just to the 
west of the Grannick place. The front gate 
was open and the two children I had seen 
before were playing in the yard. As we ap­
proached the boy was staring at a small 
pool of water in the ground before him. 

He said in his high voice : " Let us make 
mud pies." 

His sister frowned. "No," she said em­
phatically. "It's dirty. You get germs all 
over you. " 

"What's germs ?" said the boy. 
Mercado stopped dead and shamelessly 

eavesdropped this conversation. 
"Germs, " said the girl, and her solemn 

mien while discussing this subject remind­
ed me of a juvenile Mercado, "are nasty 
things. They give you diseases. You can't 
see them but they're there and they're more 
dangerous than lions, even than elephants." 

"0 le," cried Mercado. "A precocious 
child. " 

The children turned grave faces toward 
him. He fumbled in his pocket and pro­
duced two tostones. 

He proffered them to the children. The 
boy glanced uncertainly at his sister who 
shook her head emphatically. 

"Gracias, no," she said. 
Mercado lifted his eyebrows. "And why 

not ?" 
" We must not take money from stran­

gers. Besides money is dirty. It has germs 
all over it." 

Mercado stood entranced. He beamed 
happily like a missionary who has just 
saved a soul. 

" What a wonderful niiios," he exclaimed. 
"And what are your names ?" 

"I'm Juanita Grannick," said the girl. 
" My brother is Juan. " 

Mercado looked at me significantly. "Old 
man Grannick's grandchildren, " he mur-

mured. More loudly, he. said : "And that 
is the house of your uncle over there ?" 

He pointed to the hacienda. The girl 
nodded. "But," she said gravely, "we nev­
er see him. He is rich. We are poor. Our 
madre has to work. " 

Mercado patted her on the head. He 
seemed suddenly abstracted. He said, 
"Adios, little ones," and walked away. 
I followed him. 

As we got back to the car, I said : " Well, 
where are we now ?" 

Mercado scratched his head thoughtfully. 
ul'm not quite sure. But it occurs to me 
that if old man Grannick cut off his son 
because of a minor peccadillo, he certainly 
would do the same thing to his nephew." 

"And what does that mean ? "  
"You'll recall I told you this Ortega 

who was killed had a prison record. "  
I said again : "What does that mean ?" 
"I'm not quite sure but I'll go to work 

tomorrow morning. I'll probably have a 
definite answer for you then. " 

CHAPTER THREE 

Free Man or Felon? 

I SLEPT on that but not restfully. I 
was up at dawn. I ate breakfast and 
went to Mercado's apartment, but he 

had already gone. I put in a long nervous 
day. Mercado came home a little after six 
o'clock. 

He refused to talk to me until he had 
performed his disinfecting rites and swal­
lowed his vitamins and other mysterious 
nostrums. Then he carefully dusted off the 
seat of his chair and put himself into it. 

He said : "I have spent the day in the 
Probate Court studying the Grannick will. 
It is much as I thought it would be. " 

"Does it keep me out of j ail ? "  
" Perhaps, "  h e  said and I failed to note 

a lot of conviction in his tone. "We shall 
see in a little while. I have communicated 
with Gomez instructing him to pick up this 
Lamb and conduct him out to Grannick's 
mansion. We, too, are due there right away. 
Vamanos!" 

After that h e  shut u p  like a taciturn clam 
and my questions elicited no answer at all. 

It was about seven o'clock in the evening 
when we set out for Grannick' s mansion. 
A mantle of dark, menacing clouds hung 
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in the sky. The air held a sultriness not 
often felt at this altitude. 

We had taken Mercado's ancient coupe 
out of the garage where it was pasturing, 
to make the trip. We rattled across the 
rickety bridge in the last light of day. 

I was driving, and frowning at the road. 
Mercado had been most secretive about his 
researches and I considered myself an in­
terested party. I slowed down, lighted a 
Delicado, and said : "Well, how do I stand 
now ? Am I a felon or a free man ?" 

Mariano Mercado pulled a sigh up from 
his boot straps and let it go like a melan­
choly wind. He said : "With luck, you're a 
free man. What is your opinion of this 
Lamb ?" 

· "I'm glad you asked me," I said bitterly. 
"I am the one man in Mexico qualified to 
give an expert opinion. Senor Lamb is  
a-" 

I ran out of unprintable epithets in three 
minutes. Then Mercado said mildly : "I 
did not mean that. Do you think he is a 
man of stamina or will .he crack under pres­
sure ?" 

"He's fat and soft. He'll probably crack. 
Why ?" 

Mercado sighed again. "As I have things 
worked out, your fate probably depends on 
him. I can explain everything but I'm go­
ing to need some tangible evidence. I am 
hoping to get it from Lamb." 

My stomach was filled with an apJ.>re­
hensive emptiness. I glared at him. ' Do 
I understand that my fate depends on your 
obtaining a confession of murder from 
Lamb ?" 

" Not exactly a confession of murder, but 
a confession, si. " 

I said : "Will you bring me cigarettes on 
visitors' day ?" Then I laughed wildly and 
without mirth. Mercado regarded me 
gravely but he did not speak. We made the 
rest of the journey in silence. 

As we passed the modest home of the 
Grannick grandchildren I noted a uni­
formed man on the verandah engaged in 
tacking up a poster on the wall. I wondered 
for a moment if the working widow had de­
faulted on the mortgage and was about to 
be dispossessed in the best tradition, then 
I dismissed it from my mind. My personal 
problems were teo pressing. 

A moment later we disembarked at the 
rambling stone mansion of Ricardo Gran-

nick. We were the last arrivals. A servant 
admitted us, led us into a vast living room 
with a stone fireplace and luxurious leather 
chairs. El coronel Gomez leaned against 
the mantelpiece smoking a cigar and twirl­
ing his mustachios. 

Across the room Grannick, a blanket 
around his shoulders, sat slumped in a 
chair which was far too big for him. He 
looked like an old man. His eyes were 
sunken deeply in his head, his face was 
wrinkled and the color of old leather. 

Half ensconced behind the curtain on the 
window seat was Lamb. It seemed to me 
that some of his pomposity was gone. His 
round face was grave and there was an ex­
pression of anxiety in his eyes. 

The introductions were performed and a 
servant produced a bottle of aguadiente and 
some glasses. Grannick abstained but the 
rest of us drank and I thought with relish. 

G�mez set his glass down with a clinking 
sound and said abruptly : "Welt, little man, 
and why have you called this meeting ?" 

"You already have the corpse,", said 
Mercado. " I  have come to give you the 
killer." 

THESE were brave words. But consid­
ing what he had said to me in the car 

l took little heart from them. r still " had a 
picture of myself ·wallowing in a vermin­
mfested ceH for the rest of my life. 

Everyone glanced toward Mercado. He 
seemed assured and if he didn't know what 
he was doing he certainly gave the impres-
sion that he did. · · 

Gomez opened his mouth to speak again 
but before he could do so the storm broke. 
A sheet of rain belted down on the roof 
and the wind raced over the plain, bending 
the trees before it. Lightning flashed in 
tht �ky and thunder crashed like artillery 
off to the left. 

Gomez lifted his voice. He said : "I have 
the killer. I have Latham." 

Mercado shook his head and I lit another 
cigarette with fingers which in no wise re­
sembled the Rock of Gibraltar. 

"Latham is not your man,'' said Mer­
cado. 

Gomez shrugged and spread his palms. 
"I am not a court. Let them decide. I have 
a good case. And, as you say, I have a 
corpse. It becomes my duty to give the 
courts a man to punish. Latham is good 
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enough. He will keep my record clean." 

" And would you jail an innocent man for 
the sak�r of your record ?" 

That was an unnecessary question and 
Mercado knew it. Gomez was a loyal man­
to Gomez. Gomez would jail twenty-seven 
innocent men to protect his record. At 
least he had the grace not to deny it. He 
smiled enigmatically and spread his palms. 

"I have spent the day with lawyers," an­
nounced Mercado. " I  have read old Judge 
Gran nick's will ." 

"So, " said Gomez. 
Mercado said : " It seemed his son was 

cut off because of some criminal record. 
And his nephew would lose what had been 
left him if he ever was convicted of a great­
er crime than the son. " 

"Common knowledge, " said Grannick. 
"Moreover," said Mercado, "Ortega, the 

-corpse, was once in jail. And when he died 
he was broke. Can you put those two facts 
together, mi coronel?" 

Gomei wasted no mental effort. He said 
succinctly : " No. " 

" Suppose," said Mercado, "that Gran­
nick in his youth served a prison term, un­
known to his uncle. Suppose Ortega was 
in the same prison. Suppose Ortega, know­
ing the terms of the will, came suddenly 
upon evil days and needed cash-is it not 
logical he should try to blackmail Gran­
nick ?" 

"You have some evidence of this ?" said 
Grannick sharply. 

"The evidence of my own intelligence," 
said Mercado. "Ac-cording to my researches 
there was a period of two years in your 

. youth when you were supposed to have run 
: away and shipped O).lt on a freight boat. 
Those two years coincide with the period 
that Ortega spent in prison. I do not sup­

' pose that you would care to tell me the name 
i of your ship. That would ruin my theory. " 

There was a long silence. Apparently, 
· Granniok did not care to mention the name 
of his ship. 

"Therdore, I believe," said Mercado, 
1'that you were in the same prison as Or­
tega and later invented the sea story to 

. prevent your uncle from knowing where 
· you were." 

Lamb said, with obvious anxiety : "And 
you only have the evidence of your own in­
telligence '?'' 
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Grannick smiled arid relief spread itself 
over the features of Lamb. Gomez voiced 
their thoughts when he said : "Is that all 
you have ?" 

" At the moment,"  said Mariano Mer­
cado. "Just think it over and you'lt see how 
logical it all is. " 

Gomez and I thought it over. It may 
have been logical as hell but the evidence of 
Mercado's own intelligence wasn't going to 
work in a courtroom. The more I thought 
about it the more I was certain Lamb was 
going to get away with whatever he was 
doing and I was going to pick oakum or 
whatever they do to while away the time 
in a Mexican dungeon. 

Gomez took the cigar from his mouth, 
gave his left mustachio a savage twirl and 
said : "Let us recapitulate. You are argu­
ing that once, in his youth, Grannick com­
mitted a crime. That he kept this fact from 
his unde, accounting for his absence by 
announcing he had been a deckhand. . 

" In later years, Ortega, who needed cash 
and served time with Grannick, blackmailed 
him. Ortega, aware of the terms of the will, 
insisted Grannick pay him off or he would 
expose him, thus causing him to Jose the 
fortune. " 

Mercado nodded. "The will states that 
if Grannick was ever convicted of a crime 
greater than that of the deceased's son he 
shall lose the money ; it shall revert to the 
son's heirs. It's as easy as that. " 

"Easy ?" repeated Gomez dubiously. "I 
thirik not, amigo. But where does the 
S eiior Lamb come into this ?" 

"He is Grannick's heir. The compli­
cated will takes care of every contingency. 
Lamb's father, an American who is dead, 
was a friend of old man Grannick's. The 
will provides that if Alex Grannick here 
has no issue the money goes to Lamb's issue 
who is. Theodore Lamb over there. " 

"I still want to know where he comes 
into it. I believe you charge that Lamb 
killed Ortega. " ..... 

Mercado shook his head. I glared at him •. 
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1 was under the impression that it was the 
conviction of Lamb which would absolve 
me. Now Mercado was denying that Lamb 
had killed Ortega. 

"Well, who killed Ortega ?" I said. 
"Grannick, of course. Then he forced 

Lamb to try to pin it on someone. Lamb 
did it willingly enough, knowing he would 
lose his inheritance if Grannick was sent 
away for murder. Lamb is no killer. He's 
a business man. He cheats with his mind, 
not with a gun. " 

Gr.annick cleared his throat from the 
other end of the room. " It is theory, " he 
said. "Theory pure and simple. You have 
not made a single statement that would 
stand up in the most rural court in 
Mexico. " 

Lamb nodded in nervous agreement. 
"Absolutely, "  he contributed. 

I ignored them and watched Gomez. It 
was his reaction in which I was interested. 

Gomez spread two fat palms and 
shrugged his shoulders. "You've presented · 
a good case, " ·he admitted. "As for me, I'm 
neutral. I 've got to have someone to lock 
up. All things being equal, I'd prefer Gran­
nick to · Latham. Grannick's a Mexican 
citizen and when we arrest Americans the 
Embassy always steps in and causes trou­
ble. Now what we need is a confession. "  

H e  looked invitingly around the room. 
He was ·not at all particular whom he got 
the confession from. Mercado cleared his 
throat and said : "You can't get a confes- . 
sion from Latham because he's innocent. 
You won't get one from Grannick because 
he's tough." 

Both their gazes settled on Lamb who 
shifted uneasily in his chair. 

"A gringo," said Gomez speculatively. 
(( Gord.e ca11sado."  

" It's worth trying," said Mercado. 
Gomez nodded. He crooked a brown fin­

ger at Lamb and beckoned. "Come, " he 
said, "we will question you in another 
room." 

LAMB'S face was suddenly green. Fury 
flashed in Grannick's eyes. "You can't . 

do this," he yelled. "It's illegal. Besides 
Lamb's my guest. I insist-" 

" Shut up," said Gomez. He turned to 
me. " You will remain here and keep an 
eye on Grannick. Keep him away from 
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D. L. Champion 
telephones. Keep him right in that chair. 
Come, S eiior Lamb. " 

Senor Lamb, sputtering incoherently, 
was dragged from his chair into the next 
room. Mercado followed along after him 
and Gomez. The door closed behind them, 
leaving me along with Grannick. 

Grannick' s eyes were narrowed and his 
lips set in a thin line. He looked like a 
professional gambler watching his last 
grand as the wheel spun. The analogy was 
not too inaccurate. If Lamb talked he was 
done. If Lamb held out he retained both 
freedom and property. 

And it was no mere coincidence that I 
felt exactly the same way. My fate Jay with 
the result of the 'questioning' in the other 
room no less than did that of Grannkk. 

N �ith�r of us spoke. The ticking of an 
ancient grandfather clock was the only 
sound save that of the storm. 

Three quarters of an hour passtd by, then 
the door of the other room opened. Gran­
nick and I glanced up expectantly. Lamb's 
face was still a dull green. There was a cut 
over his left eye and a bruise on his cheek . 
That I knew was Gomez' work. But in 
Lamb's eye there was a glint of triumph. 

Mercado appeared with dejection stamped 
on his brown face . .  I didn't need to ask any 
questions. I knew that Theodore Lamb was 
not as soft as we had thought. 

The hall door burst open suddenly and 
a servant appeared. 

"Don Alex," he said to Grannick, "the 
bridge is down. The storm has carried it 
away. These senores win have to remain 
here until morning. " 

Grannick exchanged a glance with Lamb. 
Lamb nodded almost imperceptibly. Gratl>­
nick smiled faintly. He said to the criado: 
" Prepare the guest rooms.'' 

· 

The servant left the room. Grannick 
stood up. " I  shall see to the rooms myself," 
be said. "These servants are not too effi­
cient. " 

He stalked out, quite assured. Gomez 
regarded me impersonally. "Well, La­
tham," he said, " I  guess I'll have to take 
you in again in the morning." 

1 shot a desperate glance at Mercado. He 
shook his head sadly. " It is too bad,"  he 
said. "We know who committed the crime 
and why but we cannot prove it. Senor 
Lamb'$ cupidity gave him courage... I am 



Suitable for Framing 
now prepared to admit that he has far more 
courage than I thought only a minute ago." 

Lamb said : "Why ? What do you 
mean ?" 

"You are a brave man, "  said Mercado, 
"to sleep in this house tonight. " 

"Why ?" 
" Because, though it  is true you refused 

to talk tonight, Grannick has no guarantee 
that you won't talk tomorrow or the next 
day or next month. And he is a ruthless 
man who stops at nothing. " 

Lamb's face turned slightly green again. 
"You mean-" 

"Only that he may cut your throat while 
you sleep. Come, Latham, let's find our 
chamber. I 'm sleepy. "  

I certainly wasn't. However, I went 
along with him. We met Grannick in the 
hall and he escorted us into a bedroom that 
looked like an observatory. 

The ceiling was twelve feet high, the 
walls sixteen feet apart and two huge four 
poster beds stood in the middle of the room. 

Mariano Mercado removed his coat with 
a preoccupied air. There was an anxious 
frown on his brow. 

I said : " So Lamb didn't crack ?" 
Mercado shook his head. 
"And where does that put me ?" 
He shrugged. "Not in an enviable posi­

tion. " 
"That's just dandy. What do we do 

now ?" 
"We'll have another try at Lamb in the 

morning. In the meantime we'd better 
pray. " 

That remark from the lips of such an 
agnostic as Mariano Mercado caused my 
heart to sink. If he was relying on Heaven 
rather than his own wits it didn't seem to 
me that I had much chance. 

I undressed slowly and crawled into· bed. 
Wearing his look of preoccupation and a 
pair of heliotrope shorts, Mercado did the 
same. 

Long after the light was out I lay on my 
back staring up at a ceiling I couldn't see. 
Outside the storm still raged but no more 
furiously than my own nerves. I heard 
Mercado snoring gently and it annoyed me 
unreasonably. The hours marched by on 
heavy, leaden feet. At last I slept fitfully. 

TQ.ere was a time when I thought I heard 
stealthy_ footfalls in the hall. I listened in-
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tently but the noise of the wind and rain 
drowned out all other sound. Then a few 
moments later I heard the cry. 

It was unmistakably a cry from a human 
throat and it was pregnant with terror. I 
sprang out of bed reaching for the light 
switch with one hand and my pants with 
the other. As I struggled into the latter, , 
I said : "Mercado, didn't you hear-" 
Then I stopped because his bed was empty. 

A MOMENT later I was out in the 
hall. Gomez, half-dressed, passed 

me. I followed him to an open door at the 
end of the passageway. In the room stood 
Mercado standing over Lamb whose face, 
this time, was positively verdant. 

In the wall over his head was stuck a 
knife blade with a trembling protruding 
hilt. In Mercado's hand was the cord of a 
bathrobe. 

"I warned you," said Mercado gravely. 
"As a matter of fact you owe me your life. " 

Gomez said : "Que pasada'!" 
" I  rather thought Grannick wouldn't take 

any chances, " said Mercado. "I rather 
thought he might attempt to put Lamb out 
of the way. So I got out of bed and did 
sentry go in the dark outside Lamb's door. 

" I  must have dozed off. When I awak· 
ened, Lamb's door was open and a dark 
figure stood there. I jumped him just as he 
threw that knife. He squirmed away from 
me, leaving the cord of his bathrobe in my 
hand. It's a cinch you'll find there isn't any 
cord on Grannick's bathrobe right now. " 

" My Lord, " said Lamb and covered his 
face with his hands. " My Lord, 1'11 never 
be safe until he's dead. " 

"Or in prison," said Mercado. "Why · 
don't you-" 

Footfalls sounded in the hall and Gran· 
nick's voice cried : "What's the matter ? 
What's going on ? " 

Lamb seemed to shrink back into the 
bed. " Keep him away from me, "  he said. 
"Don't let him in here. He's a killer. I'll 
tell you all about him. " 

Mercado lifted his eyebrows and glanced 
at Gomez. " You listen to the confession, " 
he said, " I'll keep Grannick away. " 

He closed the door leaving Lamb and 
Gomez inside and himself and me in the 
hallway. Grannick came up to us panting. 
He was wearing a dressing gown and I ob-
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served that -he held it together with his 
hands. 

" We will wait in the living room," said 
Mercado. "Senor Lamb is talking privately 
to the coronet. " 

"No," shouted Grannick. "You've 
framed something. I'm going in. I-" 

Mercado had a huge revolver in his hand. 
He thrust its barrel into Grannick's stom­
ach and repeated : "We will wait in the 
living room." 

We marched in there and waited. 
Twenty minutes later Gomez appeared 

with Lamb and three sheets of paper in his 
hand. He said : "Grannick, as soon as we 
can cross the stream I'm taking you to jail. " 

Grannick glared at Lamb and began 
a strin9 of epithets in two languages. I 
said : 'Mercado, come out to the patio, I 
want to talk to you a moment. " 

we- stood in the clear dawn on a patio 
covered with bougainvillea. 

"Mercado, " I said, " I  don't believe Gran­
nick threw that knife. He wouldn't be such 
a fool. First, suspicion would immediately 

,point to him, second, he wouldn't have 
hurled it. He would have made sure and 
stabbed Lamb to death. "  

"Interesting, " murmured Mariano Mer­
cado. 

"What I do believe, " I went on, "is that 
you sneaked into Grannick's bedroom, 
pinched the cord of his robe, went to the 
kitchen, got a knife and threw it yourself, 
making sure it hit the wall a foot above 
Lamb's head. Then you howled and raised 
the household. When Lamb woke up he 
helped you howl, only he wasn't kiddmg. " 

Mercado regarded me with a faint smile 
on his lips. "It's an ingenious theory, "  he 

N E W H O S P I TA L  
SURGICAL POLICY 

You, as an individual or your entire family (ages a 
months to 90 years) will be mailed actual policy made out 
in your own name, for 10 days• free inspection, if request 
b received during this introductory offer. 

SEEING IS BELIEVING! 
This new polley Ia different. It pays men and women 

up to $5.00 a day room and board for 90 days' hospitali­
sation either slekne11 or accident. Children Included. Paya 
$50 for childbirth ; $20 X-ray : $20 operating room ; UO 
aneathesia ; $20 laboratory examination : $10 medicines ; UO ambulance service. Doctor allowance for operatlou 
ap to $150. Emergeney draft benetlt $5,. ineluded. Pays 
$1,000 accidental death or dismemberment. Policy il good 
in an:v accredited hospital in the World. Over $300,000.00 
In appro-red seeuritlea deposited ewith Insurance Dept. 

Special Croup or Individual Plan 
- I Mo=-------r-.Quar.-1 SemlooA:-i� 
Individual 1 $1 .00T $2.90I$ 5.7oT$11 .o6 18 or Over 
Huaband I $1 .75 I $5.08 I $ 9.98 I $19.25 and Wife 
Huab&nd. WI,., 
One Child I $2.25 I $6.53 I $12.83 I $24.75 

�dutt & I $1_:50 I $4.35 1 $ 8.55_1_$!6�� One Chlld 
-Each Additional I $ .25 I $ .73 I $ 1 .43 I $ 2.75 Child 

SEND NO MONEY! 
Just write-giving name and address, date of birth, 

height, weight, race or eolor, occupation and condition of 
health for last tlve years, of yourself-and each member 
of your family to be Included. Name and relationship of 
person to whom your benefits are to be paid in case of 
death. Aetna! policy will be mailed you for free lupect;ion. 

NO AGENT WILL CALLI 
This new policy has been created for the benefit of those 

who can think and act for themselves, and save by mail. 
No doctor's examination. Write NOW I American Life & 
Accident Ina. Co., 281-E American Life Bldg .. St. Louis 
8, Mo. 

is a monthly maga'Zine crammed 
full of hunting, fishing, camping, 
dog and boating etorles and pic­
tures, invaluable Information about 
guns, fishing tackle, game law 
changes, best places to fish ·and 
hunt--countleaa ideas that will add 
more fun to your days afield. 

Special Trial Offer 
Send 25e In stamps or coin and -
will aend you Hunting & Fishing 
for six months. 

"---"':':':":::-::-=:'=-"'� H U N T I N G  & FISH I N G 
Sporhi!Nia's Bldg., Bostoa, MIA. 

Kidneys Must Remove 
Excess Acids 

Help 15 Miles of Kidney Tubes Flush Out Poisonous W aate 
If you have an ezcess of acids in your blood, 

� 15 miles of kidney tubes may be over­
worked. These tiny filters and tubes are work­
ing day and night to help Nature rid your 
ayatem of excess acids and poisonous waste. 

When disorder of kidney function permits 
poisonous matter to remain in your blood, it 
may cause nagging backache, rheumatic pains, 
leg pains, loss of pep and energy, getting liP 
l!oigbtl, awclling, pyflia� � � wee. bea4-o 

aches and dizziness. Frequent or IIC8!lty p­
aages with smarting and burning aometim� 
shows there is something wrong with your ldd­
IICYS or bladder. 

Kidneys may need help the same as bowels, 
so ask your druggist for Doan's Pilla, a stimu­
lant diuretic, used succesafully by millions for 
over 50 years. Doan's give happy relief and will 
help the 15 miles of kidney tubes flush out poi­
�ua W@S�� r2ur blood. Get Doan's Pilla. 

97 



HO:.E·SI'UDY 
BRIN<iS Bl<i<iER PAY 
Don't be caught napping when Opportunity knocks. Prepare for advancement and mace money by train­ing """' for the job ahead. Free 48-Pat• Boolu Tell HOUJ. Write for the book on the business field you like -or mail us this ad with your IllUDe aDd addreaa iD 
the mar&in- Now, pleaae. 
CHI� A«ouataacy CBualnea Manapmeat 
DTraffk: Manajemeat CSaleamaaoblp 
CLaw-Dejree of LL.B. CEspert Bookkeeplall 
OCommerc:lal Law CC. P. A. Cotacblall 

DSteaot7p7 (Machine Shonhaad) 

G. I. APPROVED 

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSnY 
A Cwrespoadence lnstitutloa 

Dept. 5334-R 417 So. Dearborn St. ChlcapS 

NEV'/ CH EAP O I L · B U R N E R  

BIG MONEY IN YOUR OWN BUSINESS 
��at;too-:���LD�\�p�ft� makin&' opportunity. WOI'k tun or � ttm• and: make b._ 
proftta. Experience unnecess&l')'. No lara'• lnve&tmeni re­qutr.ct. Work trvm J'OUJ' bome. �&e tor PHIZ C.ATALOO 
and f\&lJ de&all•• 

COMPOSITION PRODUCTS CO. aJ:!i.511iJ::�a.. 

UNIOUE- INFORMATIVE-ENTERTAINING 
T HAT'S wh•t reaclels uy of RAILROAD MAGA­

ZINE, the bla, picture-story publication which 
ceven every !JUse of A-rica's .. oat colorflll lnclus­
try. 144 pqes of photos, f•ct articles, true t•les, 
fiction and speci•lized depart.,ents each •ontlt. 
Send $2.50, n-. · for a year't tublcription to-

R A I L R O A D  M AGA Z I N E  
205 E. 42a4 StrMt, New York City 17 

VETS! 
D ISCHARGE 
R I N G  
Only $1!! 

Handsome, hefty Genuine Sterlln�r Sflver Honorable 
Disch��r�r• Rlnc. :rellow 1r0ld finish, onb $1.98 plus tu, 

SEND No MONEY Beautltul Dlacibarae Emblem co bandoome 
scrolled mounting. Hall name. ad� and ring llize. Pu ])Oltman cnJy $1.98 pluo tax and Poataae. u 

Dot do�ted return ring In 10 days tor money back. OTder today. Send strip of ll&l>t>' tor mo. Write now to CHARLES STEWART, 
118 W .. aut lt., Dept. 11·211, Cillcluatl 2, Ollie,; 

98 

D. L. Champion 
said, grinning. " Perhaps it's even true." 

Then he suddenly snapped his fingers. 
"Do you know what I am going to do ?  
Now. Pronto /" 

I didn't know and I said so. 
"Those lovely little niiios ·next door. 

They now inherit the Grannick fortune. I . 
am going over to tell them myself. To tell 
them what Mariano Mercado has done for 
them." 

· 

He raced out into the dawn. I followed 
along some twenty feet behind. 

In the distance I saw him gain the f)Orch 
of the cottage. The uniformed guard I had 
seen the previous evening was still there. 
As Mercado approached the guard stretched 
forth a restraining hand. Mercado, tri­
umphant and excited, thrust it away and 
crashed through the front door. 

The sun had touched the edge of the 
horizon as I came up to the porch. The 
guard was exploding Spanish and pointing 
an indignant finger to an official cardboard 
poster attached to the side of the house. 
I read it hastily. 

It announced in seventy-two point type 
that one of the children was afflicted with 
diphtheria, that the house was under strict 
quarantine, that no one could leave or en­
ter. 

I walked up to the porch and waited. A 
little later Mercado put a sickly face against 
the window screen. "Dios, Latham, "  be 
said. " The child is ill. The house is quar­
antined." 

I nodded. "The guard tried to tell you 
that. " 

"But I ?" screamed Mercado. "What 
will become of me ? They won't let me 
out ! "  

· 

I grinned. "You stay there until the • 
child is well. There isn't anything to worry 
about. "  

" Nothing to worry about ! "  His voice . 
was a shrill and terrified soprano. "The 
house is alive with lethal bacteria. "  

"Don't worry," I said. "I'll go back to 
town and send out a doctor. He'll give you 
some shots. I'll get him out right away." 

"A doctor !" Mercado's tone was an­
guished. " Don't waste time sending me a 
doctor. God knows there is someone I need 
far more than that. For the love of Dios, 
send me a priest. " 

THE END 
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Name . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 
PLEASE PRINT 

Street 

City . . . . . • . • . • • • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . State . . . . . • • . • • • .  



ONLY SUF-POliSHING SIMONIZ 
GIVES ROORS THE SAME LONGER 

WTING BEAUTY THAT MAKES 
SIMONIZ SO FAMOUS FOR CARS! 

Have Lovelier Floors • • •  with 

Llss CAII ! 
Thet'• why millions of housewives are 

1 wltd!lnglo :=elf-Pnlishlng SIMONIZ. Floors 

clean up sparkling with a damp cloth . • .  

and stay beautiful longer. Apply with cloth 

or mop applicator • • •  no rubbing or buffing 

. . •  It shines as It dries crystal-clear on floors 

. . •  lets full natural beauty show through. 

Try it • . .  a n d  djscover w h y  o n l y  Self­

Polishing SIMONIZ will do for your floors. 

THE SIMONIZ COMPANY, CHICAGO ae, ILLINOIS 




