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THE WITNESS CH

comes to us from the crime files of the

past century—we give it nearly verbatim
from the ancient records. One night James
Gray, a Scot, put up at the Rising Sun Inn,
York, England. .

He had a modest meal without-wine, and
went to bed sober. Next morning Morgan (the
inn’s waiter) carried hot shaving water to his
bedroom. He went in quietly, set down the
water and pulled up the shades. He turned to
awaken the guest, but a glance told him there
would be no awakening for Mr. Gray.

Morgan stole softly away to consult with
Sally, a servant at-the inn.

“Dead as a door nail, he is. Now if we puts
this crime on Master Harris (the inn’s owner),
they’ll hang him, and then we can dig up his
gold. You keep your mouth shut, my lass, and
leave it all to me. I'll set Master Harris be-
bind bars, I will, where he won’t go striking
an honest man. Mind the time he beat me?”

Police and a doctor were soon back with
him. Morgan’s first act was to point to Harris.

“That’s the one that did it, that’s him, killed
the poor gentleman. Just before daybreak I
heard something that waked me, strange sounds
and choking noises coming from Mr. Gray’s
rcom. I stole to the door without making a
noise, and peered in, and there I saw the
master, yes, him there, strangling Mr. Gray.”

What was Morgan’s amasewment to hear Har-
ris reply with a story that all but confirmed
the wholly false one he had invented with the
aid of Seally.

THE following story of an epic vengeance

AR

“Yes,” said Harris, “Morgan is right. I did
go to Mr, Gray’s room, but before God I did
not kill him. I heard sounds in the night from
his room as though he were in agony and I
rose and went to see what was the matter, I
saw at once he was having some sort of a fit,
writhing on the bed, clawing at his neck, and
black in the face. I spoke to him but got no
answer. I bent over him to pull his hands
away, and as I did so he gave up his last
breath. I saw there was nothing to be done
till morn and went back to my bed.”

Harris was hanged for the murder of Gray.

Morgan married Sally and the couple moved
to a neighboring town. They were, however,
not fated to live happily ever after. Morgan
began to run after a younger woman and there
were bitter quarrels in the home. Finally when
Morgan took to beating Sally, she went to the
police.

“We knew Mr. Harris was burying money
in the garden. Morgan and me had seen him,
long before Mr. Gray came to the inn that
mght We had a look at it on the quiet then
put it back. Morgan said, ‘No use taking of it
now. Let it grow to a tidy sum, and then one
fine night we’ll be on our way to London
town.” ”

Morgan was arrested, but so was Sally. Fur-
ther investigation showed that Gray’s death
was natural.

Before Morgan and his wife could be
brought to pay the penalty of the crime of
swearing away an innocent man’s life, an epi-
demic of jail fever broke out in their prison,
where they died.
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Half-Baked Kill

EWAYNE BRITT stood for a long time at the cell door, looking at the man on
the metal bunk. There was no expression on his face, but distaste lay like a
shadow in his eyes.

“You worked him plenty,” he said finally. Baggart shrugged. “He fell down a flight
of stairs,” he said evenly. “He’ll be all right.” “Sure!” Britt nodded and tusned away.
“Being the governor’s strong-arm man is go-
ing to backfire some day. You’'ll kill a suspect,
and there’ll be hell to pay.”

“Nuts !” Baggart cleaned his thumbnail with
a toothpick, “Iggive you a killer on a silver
platter, and you squawk.” He needed a shave,
and there was no friendliness in his eyes.

“T’m not squawking. I'm explaining—and

warning,” Britt said.
" He went back down the corridor, trying to
forget the ugly bruises on the killer’s face.
He had seen things like them before, but al-
ways he had been able to take it. Now he was
just disgusted and a bit sick ef the whole
business.

“You want to question him?” Baggart
asked. ; 5
“When he comes to,” Britt said shortly.

Baggart grinned and rubbed the knuckles
of his right hand into his left palm. The cell
block lights picked out shadows on his face
and made his stiff hair more bristly than ever.

“T’ll bring him to,” he agreed.

“AN right,” Dewayne Britt answered.
“Now let’s have a look at his confession.”

The turnkey opened the door, and they
went along the tunnel and up the stairs to the
private offices of the chief’s staff. Pettibone
was there, just hanging up the phone.

He heard the step and tried
to turn. Somebody grunted
with effort. « « .




W

;7\

| MURDER
MOON

“Pl let you in on a little secret,

Brett. That guy in the Big House
is dead innocent. But after tonight

—he’ll just be dead!”

By
Wilbur S. Peacock
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“Tribune,” he explained. “They want to
know what we’ve got.” He grinned. “I didn’t
tell them a damned thing.”

“Good,” Britt said and sank into a heavy
chair. The light caught the grey at his temples
and aged him ten years.

Pettibone looked at Baggart, and the agent
shrugged. Britt caught the byplay, but paid
no attention. He spread long legs comfortably
and wished the headache would ease for just a
time.

“We're playing ball,” Chief Pettibone said
at last. “It’s your baby now.”

Baggart scratched his unshaven jaw. “Pol-
itics 1’ he said to no one. “To think a crummy
little killer like him would put a man back in
the governor’s chair.”

Dewayne Britt scowled. “Look,” he said,
“] don’t give a damn what you're thinking.
The point is to swing the killer. If the press
is good, then that’s okay—but the main thing
was to stop the knife play.”

“Oh, sure, sure,” Pettibone agreed.

His hands scrambled through papers on the
desk, and then pushed several sheets forward.

There was a smudge on the last one which

could have been blood, or, for that matter,
dirt. Anyway, it didn’t matter, not now, for
the murderer had signed in a sprawling line
of letters.

“Giovanni, eh!” Britt said, reading.

Baggart nodded. “A wop,” he said. “The
papers’ll eat it up—maybe we can even tie in
a fascist angle.”

Britt glanced up. “We’re tying in nothing,”
he said. “My job’s to prosecute, not propa-
gandize. The facts will speak plenty.”

“It’s your party,” Baggart said, but his
mouth went ugly.

“Thanks!” Britt said dryly and went on
reading. After a bit he swung the first page
back. “There’s not too much here,” he com-
mented. “Details are lacking.”

Baggart flushed. “What the hell do you
want?” he said. “In twenty-four hours, the
killer’s caught and signs a confession. Details
can come later.”

Chief Pettibone leaned forward. “Those
others are depositions and statements of the
witnesses; they’ll hang Giovanni higher'n a
kite.” His thumb and forefinger rubbed
thoughtfully. “Don’t forget, we were glad to
cooperate,” he finished.

Dewayne Britt nodded in brief irritation.
“You said that before,” he said. He folded
the yellow sheets. “I’ll look over these later,
and then return them.”

He came slowly to his feet, stuffing the
papers into his inner coat pocket. With the
ligh(; slanting upward, he looked younger, less
tired.

“Better patch Giovanni up,” he said to Bag-
gart. “Juries are funny about defendants who

look as though they’ve been slugged around.”

“Sure,” Baggart said. “Where you going
now ?”

“Back to the hotel, I've got to call the
governor.”

“Call us back when you hear, huh?”

Chief Pettibone leaned forward. “Don’t
forget—" he began.

“I know—you cooperated,” Britt said, and
opened the door. He stood for a long second,
looking back, and then went out, closing the
door softly behind him.

E WENT slowly down the stairs and
H out into the street. The pale rind of

moon barely lighted the night, and the
streetlights were balls of frozen flame in the
light mist. Cops went by, into the station,
some staring, for his features had appeared
in many papers, always close by the governor.
The Governor’s Crutch, he had been tagged,
and deservedly, for his work had helped put
the man high in politics.

“The hotel, Bill,” he said to the chauffeur,
and leaned back in the rear seat of the state
car. It was good to get out of the stink of the
station.

He felt the rustling of the papers in his
coat and shivered. Another man’s death sen-
tence, and he was the legal executor, forcing
the other step by step up the gallows with legal
phrases and courtroom technigue.

“They caught him, huh?” the chauffeur
asked, and Britt nodded.

“Yes,” he answered.
Giovanni.”

“Wop, huh!” Bill said cheerfully.
papers’ll love it.”

Anger swept Dewayne Britt then, and he
realized he was leaning forward. “Why in hell
should they love it?” he snapped. “What
makes an Italian killer such red-hot copy?”

“Huh?” Bill jerked his head around ?or a
second, and then swiveled back to his driving.
“I dunno. Mr. Britt,” he said defensively.
“I didn’t mean nothing.”

“Forget it,” the prosecutor said wearily,

“Yes, sir,” the chauffeur agreed. He sent
the limousine faster through the thin traffic.

At the hotel, Britt took a couple of aspirins
and then put through a call to the state house.
There was a fifteen minute wait and he lay on
the bed, smoking, watching the smoke climb
uneasily toward the ceiling. When the phoie
rang he stretched out a long arm and lifted
the receiver .

“This is Britt,” he said. “The thing’s on
ice.”

Hearing the soft chuckle of the governor, he
winced. For twelve years now he had heard
that soft laugh, and each year it had. grated
more on his nerves.

“Good!” the governor said. “Start pro-

“An Italian named

“The
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ceedings at once. Build it up, talk plenty to the
reporters. The opinion polls don’t talk so well
for the party.” His voice softened confidenti-
ally.. “This is our chance to go higher, Briit;
play it smart, and you’ll be in velvet.”

“Yeah, sure,” Britt said, and watched a
fly trapped by the window screen. The fly was
green, with a black head, and buzzed impotently
to escape,

“Wallace was a good party man,” the gov-
ernor continued, “and his murder must be
avenged. Don’t miss that angle. By the way,
who killed him ?”

“A little jerk named Giovanni.”

“Nobody important, huh? Oh, well, do the
best you can. I suppose it was robbery?”

“Yes. »

“Has he confessed?”

“I've got the confession here, along with a
bunch of statements from witnesses.”

“Oh!” There was silence for a long mo-
ment. The wire hummed, and Dewayne Britt
studied the ash on his cigarette. Almost eould
he map the workings of the governor’s mind,
“Now look, Britt,” the governor finished,
“just forget the confession for a time. Let
the public think you’re sweating hell out of
the guy, make them think you’re working like
a dog. Give out progress statements. In other
words, build the thing up as much as possible
there, and I'l issue a few statements here.
Okay?”

The prosecutor ran his tongue over dry lips,
“QOkay,” he said. “But I don’t like it.”

The governor sucked in his breath, and
anger lifted the tone of his voice. “You're not
asked to like it, Britt,” he said coldly. “You
do as you’re told. And tell Baggart to call me
the first chanee he gets. The—er—contribu-
tions Wallace was to collect haven’t arrived
here. I want a check to see if he received them.”

“T’H tell him,” Britt said shortly. “Is that
all?”

“¥sn’t that enough?”

“It’s too damned much, but I'll do it.”

“Good, I thought you would. And by the
way, Britt—” the governor’s tone was oily
now—“we were talking over bonuses today.
If you do your part down there, I think I can
swing a big one your way.”

“Thanks!” Britt said, and pronged the
receiver.

He lay for a long moment on the bed, nip-
ping the butt of his cigarette between thumb
and forefinger, and then crushed it out in the
tray. Futility pushed at him then, and he
could feel anger knotting the muscles of his
flat belly.

He knew he’d do what the governor ordered;
he had no choice. Twelve years of working
for the man had given him an insight into the
other’s mind. One word from the governor
and one public airing of the papers in some

hidden safety box would disbar him forever.
He was caught more surely than even Gio-
vanni; at least the Italian had a fighting chance
for his life.

He swung his feet from the bed, standing
and adjusting his tie, The night was still
young and he needed a drink. He saw that
the fly now had discovered escape was im-
possible through the screen and was buzzing
over the cold cup of coffee on the night-stand
top. He clicked off the lights and left the
room.

The lobby bar was crowded, and he sought
a dim corner where he could sit unnoticed.
A sailor and his girl friend giggled beside him,
and he moved farther away, not amused.

“Pouble bourbon, water on the side,” he
told the watter.

A newspaper had slid down the edge of the
seat to the floor, and he retrieved it auto-
matically. The headlines blared at him, and
he scowled, studying the pictures.

Wallace had been a good-looking man, full-
faced and heavy of body: and his picture
smiled genially from the double column spread.
With his white hair and laughter-wrinkled
eyes, he looked like a beardless Santa.

The waiter brought Britt’s drink, and he
sipped it absently, running his gaze down the
story.

The killer of Lawrence Wallace is still at
large tonight, but Chief Pettibone declares
that an arrest will be made within hours.
Several suspects are being held.

A further development in the case is that
Dewayne Britt, brilliant prosecutor for the
governor, is now in. . . .

Dewayne Britt dropped the paper to the seat
at his side, and moodily nursed his drink.
“Brilliant prosecutor!” he whispered moeck-
ingly to himself. “Brilliant stoege!” he
finished savagely.

He finished the drink and ordered a second.
There was nothing for him to do as yet. The
reporters wouldn’t gather until they had read
the governor’s statement; and he knew no one
in the city who interested him emough to

‘make leaving the comfortable bar a necessity.

He twisted the glass in lean finger, marking
the table top. The music was soft and sooth-
ing, yet it grated on his taut nerves. Why, he
did not know. He had no real complaint to
make about anything. The money was good,
and the work not too arduous. He had quite a
bit of prestige and, as the governor’s right-
hand man, he swugg quite a bit of political
weight.

He frowned, trying to reason out an answer,
and came up against a blank wall of thought.
Maybe it was just that it was in this city he
had graduated from law school with such
high -hopes. Maybe it  was because he was
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back again, for the first time in years, not as
a free agent, but as a stooge for a greedy,
brutal politician. Not that it mattered partic-
ularly; except for the buildup, the case would
not take long to handle, and then he could
return to the capitol.

He leaned against the padded wall, trying
to relax. The girl chattered inanely to her
sailor and, farther down the wall, a drunk
began to get argumentative. The roem was
filling, yet he felt alone.

IS waiter coughed apologetically.
: “There’s a young lady in the lobby to
see you, sir,” he said.

~“Young lady!” Britt said. “Who?”

“She didn’t say, sir; just asked for Mr.
Britt.”

“Oh!” Britt finished his drink. “Think 1
should see her?”

The waiter flushed. “I wouldn’t know, sir.”

Dewayne smiled suddenly, and his lean
face was young and vital. “Thanks,” he said,
and laid a bill on the table.

He pushed from the seat, and went through
the tables toward the door. The waiter hov-
ered at his side, pointing unobtrusively.

“That’s her,” he said.

Britt nodded, and left the bar. Not looking
at the girl, he bought cigarettes at the news-
stand, opening them slowly. She was nobody
he knew; not that it mattered. Probably
Pettibone’s secretary.

He lit a cigarette before crossing the rug
and bowing a bit stiffly. “I’m Britt,” he said.
“You wanted to see me?”

“Yes, Mr. Britt,” the girl said. “I wanted
to ask you something.”

He felt her tension, rather than saw it. She
had good hands, smooth and slender, but now
they gripped her purse until the leather was
wrinkled from pressure. She wasn’t beautiful ;
her mouth was too large for that. But her
eyes were nice, and only a shade more brown
than her hair.

“Well ?” Britt said impatiently.

He sat beside her at her voiceless invitation.
She smiled, but the strain was in her lips, and
her eyes showed no friendliness.

“My name is Ruth,” the girl said evenly,
“Ruth Giovanni.”

“Uh-huh|” Britt said. “And so?”

The girl flushed. “Doesn’t the name mean
anything ?”

“Well, yes and no. Now what’s on vour
mind ?” Britt’s face didn’t change expression.

“I just saw my father; he’s been charged
with Mr. Wallace’s murder.”

“Yes, I know.” Dewayne Britt flipped his
cigarette into a sand jar. “I suppose you’re
going to tell me he isn’t guilty.”

Tears came to the girl’s eyes, but pride
kept her head erect. “No,” she said, “I'm not.

I don’t know. That’s what I want to ask you.”

“Me!” Dewayne Britt studied the girl’s
face. “Why ask me?”

“Because the police won't tell me anything,
and my father doesn’t know. I've read about
you, and I know you’re honest.”

Dewayne Britt almost laughed; at any
other time, he would have. But now, seeing
the question in the girl’s eyes and sensing the
strain which was hers, he shivered slightly and
forced his tone to remain even and unhurried.

“What do you mean, your father doesn’t
know ?” he countered.

“He doesn’t. He was injured in a fall a few
years ago, and, well—look, Mr. Britt, did he
kill him?”

Britt sighed. “I’m afraid so, Miss Giovan-
ni,” he said slowly. “He has signed a con-
fession and the knife was found in his pocket.
Witnesses have identifted him and he has—
well, I'm afraid he did it.”

She cried then, softly, using a small square
of handkerchief, and Britt felt sour and brutal
because of his words. His gaze went challeng-
ingly about the room, but no one was paying
any heed; and he looked back at the girl,
wondering what to do. He felt a surge of
sympathy, when he saw_that already she had
regained control.

“I’m sorry I had to tell you,” he said.

“It’s all right.” Ruth Giovanni tucked the
handkerchief away in her purse. “I -suppose
you’re prosecuting?”

Britt nodded. Strangely he liked the girl.
She looked decent and her clothes, while not
the best, were in good taste. She was taking it
better than most women would and, Lord
knew, he had seen plenty of such scenes.

“What can I do?” the girl asked. “I’ve
never had anything like this happen before.”

“Get a good lawyer tomorrow,” Britt said.

He laughed softly to himself, wondering
what the machine would say if they knew he
was giving advice to the opposition. The situ-
ation was a trifle ironic, and he derived a
brief bitter satisfaction from it.

“Thank you, Mr. Britt,” the girl said and
stood. Then she was going across the lobb
to the outer doors. Almost absently he ad-
mired the slender straightness of her legs, and
then he saw that Baggart stood at the doorway
of the bar.

He went that way, grunting an answer to
the agent’s greeting. They made their way to
the bar and ordered drinks. The two double
bourbons were hot in Britt’s stomach, and he
could feel a fuzziness coming to his thinking,
but he gave no heed, not caring.

“That was Ruth Giovanni, wasn’t it?”
Baggart said after a time, and Britt nodded.

“Yes. She wanted to know about her
father.”

“What’d you tell her?”
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“What could I tell her? I said he’d con-
fessed.”

Baggart sipped at his drink, eyes cold and
brooding. “The governor won’t like your
spilling the news ahead of time.”

“Look, shamus,” Britt said, setting his
glass down. “Right now, I don’t give a damn
what the governor or anybody else thinks.”

“Like that, huh?”

“Like that.”

Baggart shrugged. “Getting a bit big for
your pants, aren’t you, Britt?” he asked.
“Guys in your position don’t give orders; they
take them.”

He pulled a roll of bills from his pocket
and dropped one before the bartender.

“Sorry, Mr. Baggart, I can’t change that
right now,” the man said apologetically.

“Hell, it’s only a twenty!”

“Yes, sir, I know. But the change for the
late shift hasn’t come down yet.” The bar-
tender’s face was red with embarrassment.

“Here, I'll pay,” Britt said.

Baggart shook his head. “I buy my own
drinks.”

- Dewayne Britt shrugged. “Okay, I'll break
the bill for you.”

He made change with a ten and two fives
from his billfold and thrust the twenty out of
sight, and then returned the fold to his pocket.

“To crime,” he said, and killed his drink.

Baggart nodded, crumpling the change and
placing it in his pocket. The bartender took
a five and brought back two dollar bills and
some silver.

“T talked to the governor,” Britt said. “He
wants you to call.”

“Yeah!” Baggart said. “He usually does.”
He scowled at his drink. “Now about this
Giovanni.”

“What about him?”

“Since you were so generous with informa-
tion, you’d better start the legal ball rolling.”

“Look, you run your job, and Tl run
mine.” Britt felt nasty then, and his words
plainly showed his attitude.

“Briit,” Baggart said heavily, “maybe
you're going to be cut down to size sooner than
you expect.”

“By you!” Britt laughed aloud. “All your
brains are in your back.”

Baggart flushed, his heavy shoulders hunch-
ing angrily. “I’ve got a few persuaders,” he
said grimly. “Like maybe a confession from
a bribed juror. Want to match your brains
with that?”

“You win,” Britt said, and felt sickness
touch his mind. “I’ll start proceedings first
thing in the morning.” -

“That’s" better,” Baggart agreed smugly.

“I thought youw'd like it,” Britt said, and
stalked away from the bar. His back was cold
and he could feel the anger driving him,

CHAPTER TWO
Confession

E WENT out on the sidewalk and stood
H for seconds, wondering what to do.
He had no desire to go back to his
room and the night club circuit held no inter-
est for him. The sound of Baggart’s threat
still lingered in his mind, and he shivered,
realizing what the man could do to his career.
The hell of it was that there had been a
bribed juror years before. He hadn’t bribed
the man, but his client had; and when the
case was won and forgotten for half a year,
Baggart had brought photostatic copies of
the evidence to him. “You're working for me
now, Britt,” Baggart had said. “Either that
or take a prison rap.”

That had been the start—not that he was
spineless. It was just that Baggart, and later
the man who became the governor, had dan-
gled the papers before him as the price of his
talents. Always, he was to have them returned
to him; but always they were held for just
another job which had to be done. And the
years had fled by with incredible speed, until
now he knew there was no going back to those
days in the past.

He stood now on the walk before the hotel
and remembered all that had gone before. He
felt old and worn, and he didn’t give a damn
about anything. There was a job to be done
though; and to do it badly would be as bad as
refusing to do it entirely.

A drug store was half a block down the
street, and he went that way, finding an empty
stool at the soda fountain and ordering coffee.
He took the statements from his pocket,
spreading them on the counter.

I was drinking (Antonio Glovanni’s con-
fession read) and I thought of the money I
saw Mr. Wallace have in his reading room.
I cut the screen with my knife and opened
the window and climbed through. I pried
open the desk drawers, and was just looking,
when Mr. Wallace come in. He started to
fight, grabbing me by the shoulder. I got
mad and hit him with the knife. He groaned
and fell down, and I got away by the window.
I run home and washed the blood off my
hands and the knife. Nobody had seen me,
so I knew I was safe. I had a couple of
drinks and went to sleep. Then the police
arrested me. That’s about all, I guess.

There were questions, of course, the clever,
sharp questions, such as a man like Baggart
would ask, but they all added up to the same
thing. Giovanni had killed Wallace, while
committing a burglary. The case was just like
a thousand others—a drunk using a knife.

Britt drew his mouth up sourly, and drank
his coffee. This was a hell of a case to build



14 New Detective Magazine

into something brilliant in detective and legal
work. The governor could use good publicity
at the moment, but he would play hell getting
much out of this affair.

Dewayne Britt thought of the girl then, and
felt sorry for the kid. She couldn’t be much
more than twenty-five and he had a hunch she
was taking it pretty hard. Not that there was
anything he could do; he had his orders.

He checked the first statement, It placed
Giovanni at the scene of the crime. Some bar
waitress named Billie Sutherland had seen the
Ttalian outside the saloon at exactly ten o’clock,
when she had come on duty.

Sure, I seen this Giovanni (her statement
read). I've served him and couldn’t mistake
his face. He was just outside the front win-
dow at ten o’'clock. He was wearing a brown
suit and blue skirt and a red-striped necktie.
He looked half drunk, the way he was lean-
ing against the glass. He went away then,
and I started to work.

And here again, Baggart’s questions fitted
the murder noose tighter about Giovanni’s
throat. The identification was positive, almost
belligerent, and Britt knew he’d have a perfect
wituess for the prosecution.

He checked the address. He had learned
the hard way a long time back not to leave
things to chance. He had to talk to this wit-
ness, perhaps coach her a bit, but at least hear
her story first hand, so that the defense might
not find any loopholes.

He paid for the coffee and walked to the
street. A taxi pulled in at his imperative ges-
ture, and he gave the address of the bar where
the woman worked. He thought of the limou-
sine, and then shrugged; it would be good to
get away from the chauffeur’s watchful eyes
for a time,

Traffic whirled past, but he ignored it, feel-
ing the coffee fighting with the whiskey he
had drunk, and wondering if he were going to
be ill. He wasn’t a drinking man as a rule; it
was just that the dumps had caught up with
him two days before, and he hadn’t succeeded
in getting rid of them as yet.

He leaned back against the seat, and saw
that the taxi was out of the business district
now, huge apartment houses lining the street.
He grinned wryly. His brain had figured out
the contracts for a lot of those buildings, his
brain had figured out the innocent clauses
which permitted the flood of building graft
to flow back into the party’s hands. And the
fact that he had been blackmailed into doing
the task didn’t make him any better than the
others. He was as crooked as they, and his
bank account had fattened perceptibly.

Britt lit a cigarette, flipping the match to
the floor. Ahead glimmered the lights of a
community shopping district, and if his mem-

ory was right, Wallace’s home was somewhere
close by. The driver pulled the cab to the curb
before a building squatting between vacant lots,

“This is it, mac,” he said. “Want I should
wait?”

“No,” Britt said shortly, and laid a bill in
the driver’s hand. “Keep the change.”

He stood on the walk a moment, watching
the cab U-turn in the street, and then swung
back to the saloon. ELITE BAR AND GRILL, said
the huge red neon sign in the window; but the
place looked seedy and run-down. Britt flipped
gis cigarette away and pushed through the

oor.

The air was heavy with the stale odor of
tobacco smoke and the fumes of alcohol. Two
men stood at the bar, dressed in overalls, and
then turned away. A juke box hammered
away at some unrecognizable melody at the
rear, and two girls danced together on the
postage-stamp floor.

“What’ll it be, mister ?” the bartender asked,
swabbing the bar with a dirty cloth.

“Beer.”

“Okay.”

Suds bulged over the top of the glass, and
the bartender scooped them away with a beer-
stick. The glass was cold in Britt’s hand, and
he drank appreciatively before asking his
question.

“Where’s Billie Sutherland ?” he said.

“Why?"” Suspicion thinned the bartender’s
eyes.

“Look,” Britt said, “I don’t want an argu-
ment. I'm the law. Now, where’s Billie
Sutherland ?”

“Law, huh. Well, she’s over in the back
booth.” The man leaned forward. “Listen,
mister, if she’s in trouble, don’t swing on me,
I just hire her, that’s all.”

“Sure,” Britt said, and took his beer to the
back booth.

The dancers watched him for a second, then
concentrated on.an intricate step. One was
good-looking, high-waisted and curved in the
right places. She looked as if she liked to
laugh, and she laughed at him.

her bleached hair to her open-toed
shoes, she looked drab. Her eyes
were bleary behind too much mascara, and the
ratty fur neckpiece made her bargain base-
ment dress look even cheaper.

“Hello, copper,” she said
“Sit down.”

“Thanks.” Britt edged inte the booth across
from the woman. He felt her eyes studying
him, but he gave no heed, sipping at his beer.
“I’m no cop, though, you know,” he finished.

“The same as,” Billie Sutherland said, and
blinked owlishly. “You're Britt, and that’s the
same as.”

THE blonde in the booth didn’t. From

indifferently.
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“You know me?” the prosecutor asked.

“Baggart described you, said you'd be stick-
ing vour nose in.” She hiccoughed gravely.
“Well, come on and ask your questions.”

“You expect questions?”

“Look, big shot,” Billie said and leaned
forward, “let’s stop playing games. I saw the
wop last night at ten o’clock, and ¥l swear
to it on a stack of Bibles half a mile high.”

“Good. That’s fine.”

“Okay, if you're satisfied, let’s have a drink.
Rusty, Rusty!” She pounded on the table
with her empty glass.

“Shuddup, Billie!” The bartender appeared
almost soundlessly. “You want this guy to
think this is a dump?”

“It ts a dump, and you damned well know
it,” the blonde said. “Give us another drink.”

“ILook, Billie—?”

“Look, hell. Give us another drink.”

“Make it two,” Britt said wearily, and
watched the bartender go back to his bottles.

“T’'ll buy this place and fire him,” Billie
said balefully. “So help me, I will.” She
caught Britt’s glance. “Don’t laugh, big
shot,” she finished. “When I get my estate,
I'll have plenty. Plenty!” -

“Estate?” Britt said, watching the dancers. -

“Sure!” The blonde grew confidential.
%My poor old uncle kicked off, and I'm the
only heir—heiress.”

“That’s good.”

Rusty placed fresh glasses on the table, and
wandered back to the bar, watching Britt
worriedly. Britt scowled; the man was wor-
about a two-bit license. He had bigger fish
to fry than a tavern-keeper.

He sucked at the fresh beer, wondering
why he bothered with all this. Baggart was
a good man; he missed nothing. The guy was
a louse, but he knew evidence.

“See you around, big shot,” the blonde said
suddenly, and left the booth. She swayed,
gropped herself erect with a hand against a

ooth, and deliberately thumbed her nose at
the bartender as she went out the front door.

Dewayne Britt sighed and got to his feet.
Rusty was at the bar, hands spread ingratiat-
ingly. “On the house,” he said. “Any time.
And as for Billie, mister, like I said—"

A wonman screamed outside, and car brakes
squealed. Then a motor gunned, and there
was the sound of tires sliding. After that
there was silence,

Dewayne Britt spun toward the front doaor.
The two customers were ahead of him, and
he got outside just in time to see the tail lights
of a ‘car disappearing around a far ecorner.

“What happened—” he began, and felt sick-
ness crowd at his stomach.

The blonde was dead now, horribly crumpled
against the curb. The radianee from the neon
sign reached out and spread over her, height-

ening the brightness of her hair and dullin:
into a colorless dark streak the blood whic%
flowed from her open mouth.

The car had caught her squarely, flipping
her aside; and Britt could see from where he
stood that her neck was broken.

“Who’da thunk Billie—" one of the custom-
ers said faintly.

“Either of you see that car ?”’ Britt snapped,
and heads shook dazedly at him for a moment
before swinging morbidly back to where the
victim lay.

“Call the police,” Britt said to Rusty. “Tell
them to look for a car with a dented front.
Hit-and-runner.”

“Yes, sir,” the bartender said, and vanished
into the saloon.

Britt lit a cigarette; he needed it. He
smoked, .leaning against the window. A car
stopped, and then another ; and within minutes
trafic was tied for a block either way.

Then two squad cars sirened up, and the
officers began dispersing the crowd. They
were efficient, and within seconds the traffic
was normal again.

“Dewayne Britt,” Britt told the officer
doing the questioning. “I work out of the
governor’s office.” He extended credentials.
“I heard the woman scream, and came out
just in tlme to see the car swing around the
corner.’

“That’s right,” one of the customers said in
carroboration. “We all came rurmmg, and
she was dead, just like she is now.’

“Who is she?” the cop asked, and Rusty
pushed forward.

“She worked for me, in there.” He pushed
a thumb toward the bar. “Her name’s Suther-
land, Billie Sutherlapd. She lived on Dayton
Street.”

“She was almost blind drunk,” Britt offered.

A white ambulance clanged down the street,
and a bored interne gave the body an imper-
sonal examination. “D.0.A.” he said. “Noth-
ing we can do.”

» “Take her away,” the questioning cop told

im.

There were more questions, but Dewayne
Britt gave little heed. He stared at the blood
on the curb, and then looked away, almost ill.
Professionally, he was glad that the woman
had made a sworn and attested statement to
help his case; but the sudden snapping of her
life thread was ugly to contemplate.

The cops were quartering the scene, picking
up splinters of glass; and one was using a
flash camera. After a bit they left, and the
people wandered away, looking back, talking.
Britt watched them go, and then moved slowly
down the street. He looked back, and the
scene was normal, traffic whirling past the
Ehte—everythmg as it was when he had ﬁrat
arrived.
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E STOPPED at a cigar store and
thumbed through a telephone directory.
Wallace’s address was close by, and he

went that way, feeling the chilliness of the
night soaking into his body.

The neighborhood was better than most,
wide lawns carefully tended, and no apartment
houses. Wallace’s home was imposing, a two
story Georgian structure, fenced in by a chest-
high hedge.

Britt remembered the place now. He had
been there once, while studying law. Wallace
and he had had quite a long talk: and unless
Britt's reasoning was wrong, Wallace had
been the man to first see Britt’s capabilities,
for it was only shortly after that, after gradu-
ation, that Britt had walked blindly into the
frame which had set the pattern of his life.

He went up the walk, remembering that,
and felt no regret that Wallace was dead. The
man had been a slick crook, his fat fingers in
every bit of graft the city had. Ostensibly re-
tired, a generous host and good newspaper
copy because of his charities, he had ruled
the city like a despot, brooking no argument,
utterly ruthless.

But the average person didn’t know that.
They remembered him for other things, like
the children’s playground, which, incidentally,
had unfortunately cost twice as much as the
estimates, He had worked perfectly with the
party, protecting and protected.

And now he was dead. Stabbed by a drunken
handyman. Dewayne Britt smiled wryly.

He knocked on the door. “I’'m Britt, from
the governor’s office,” he told the uniformed
officer who cautiously opened the door. “I
want to look around.”

“Sure, sir,” the cop said. “Right down the
hall and the second door to the right is where
Wallace was killed.” ’

“Thanks.” Britt went ahead, still wearing
his hat.

The hall was dim, light spilling from the
indicated door. He stopped on the threshold,
looking around. The cop came up to his back,
peering over his shoulder, eager to help.

“The body was there,” he said, pointing to a
chalked outline on the rug. “The killer must
have been going through the desk, and after
the killing, got away through the window.”

“Yes, T know,” Britt said.

He went ahead, bending over the chalked
outline for a moment, picturing the scene in
his mind, then crossed to the window and
studied the cut screen outside the open window.
He ran his finger through the hole, pulling
inward the cut, bent screen, The metal strands
were bright against the weathered paint.

The moonlight wasn’t strong enough to per-
mit his seeing the ground, but he had Baggart’s
story that Giovanni’s footprints were there,

He lit a cigarette, thinking that any law

graduate could swing the Italian on evidence
like this. Giovanni didn’t have a chance.

He went back to the desk, knowing the cop
was watching, and methodically went through
the drawers. He knew Baggart had been there
first; but it was something to do, and he had
to go through the motions, if for no other
reason than to make his report to the governor
sound good.

Papers and correspondence and a few house-
hold ledgers were in the drawers, nothing
else. He shut them, and heard the scrape of
paper on wood in the bottom of the right-hand
drawer. He opened the drawer again, and a
fold of paper fell through to the floor.

Bending, he retrieved .it from under the
desk, turning it over in his hands. It was a
strip, the ends glued together, and bearing
the notation: First National Bank. $1000.00.

“Find something, Mr. Britt ?” the cop asked,
moving forward.

“Nothing important,” Britt said and exhib-
ited the bank’s slip. “Just a binder for a packet
of bills.”

“Oh!” The cop scratched his chin. “Maybe
Baggart had better see it.”

Dewayne Britt nodded. “Give it to him
when he comes around,” he said, and came
lithely from his chair. He snubbed out the
butt of his cigarette.

The cop took the slip of paper and fitted it
into his side pocket. He was very young and
very earnest, and conscious of his task of being
a cop.

“You got any ideas who did it, Mr. Britt ?”
he asked.

“Not a one,” Britt said wearily, and then
remembered his orders. “But we've rounded
up a few susnects. Something should break
by morning.”

“Well, luck,” the cop said, and then colored
faintly. “My name’s Harris, if you need any
special help.”

“Thanks,” Britt said, and went toward the
door. Then he was sorry he had been so
abrupt. “T’ll remember,” he finished. “Good
night, Harris.”

Outside, he went around the house, pulling
his coat collar up against the cold mist, and
bent over the footprints below the window of
Wallace’s study. Baggart had been thorough;
Britt could see that casts had been made of the
markings in the ground. The prints showed
that the killer had approached the house, dug
in his toes to lever himself through the win-
dow, and others showed he had jumped and
stumbled away after the murder.

Looking through the window, he could see
that Harris was using the phone, probably
calling Baggart, for he turned the money
binder over and over in his fingers as he
talked. Britt had no illusions about the slip
of paper; it had undoubtedly bound together
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some of the graft Wallace regularly collected
under the ambiguous term of “contributions.”

A car went by in the street, its tires hum-
ming softly, and next door, through a brightly-
lighted window, he could see half a dozen boys
and girls dancing. He watched for a minute,
trying to remember what it was like to be
young.

He gave up in quick disgust, failing, and
strode down the walk to the street. He went
back the way he had come, walking faster
now, wanting to finish everything and return
to the hotel.

SHADOW detached itself from the
A hedge and blocked his path. Instinc-

tively, he halted, and then went for-
ward, seeing the person was a woman, Her
back was at the street light, and he could make
out no details.

“Mr. Britt?” the woman said, and he recog-
nized Ruth Giovanni.

“Hello!” he said. “What are you doing
out here?”

“Following you.”

“Why?” He kept his face immobile, know-
ing she could see it in the light, while her own
features were invisible. '

“T don’t know, exactly. I just thought may-
be you’d find out something new, something
which would prove my father not guilty.”

“Oh!” He could find no words for a minute,
and covered up by lighting a cigarette. The
glow danced out and touched the girl’s face,
showing its tension, giving her a fleeting
beauty.

“Did you find anything?” she persisted.

“Nothing new,” Britt admitted, and sym-
pathy caused him to touch her arm and draw
her along the street. *Let’s get some coffee,”
he suggested.

She went willingly, without comment, and
after a few steps he dropped his hand and
strode long-legged at her side, shortening his
pace to hers. Some of the apathy and sense
of futility had disappeared, and he no longer
felt the bite of the whiskey he had drunk.

The waited for a cross-light, and he studied
her profile covertly. Her chin was good, and
he liked the way she carried it, proudly and
with determination.

“How about there?” he asked, and pointed
to a Pullman diner.

“All right,” she agreed.

They . crossed the street. Far down, the
Elite’s crimson sign glowed dutly in the night.
Traffic drifted smoothly along the street, but
there were few pedestrians. The diner, when
Britt opened the door, was empty, except for
the cook who glanced boredly up from where
he listened to a. file-voiced eomedian on the
radio.

“Two coffees,” Britt ordered, when they

‘were seated. He lit a fresh cigarette from the

stub of the old, putting the pack away at her
silent gesture of refusal.

The cook set cups and silver on the counter,
and then drifted back to his radio. The girl
drank her coffee black, but Britt stirred cream
and sugar in his deliberately, waiting for her
to speak.

But she sat silently, preoccupied, and at
last he said, “Did you hire a lawyer?”

“No. »

“But you will have to retain one,” Britt
argued. “I can give you some names, if you
dort’t know any reliable men.”

“Are they as good as you?” It was a flat
question, no intonation in her voice.

Dewayne Britt flushed, and felt a brief
unreasonable anger stir in his mind.

“They are good men,” he said.

The girl’s calm annoyed him. It was un-
natural for a daughter to be so matter-of-fact
about her parent’s arrest on a murder charge.
She was silent, and she had cried, but further
than that, she had complete control of her
emotions.

“Tell me something,” Ruth Giovanni said
suddenly, “does my father have a chance?”
She 'saw the instant caution flood his lean
face, and her voice thinned. “Oh—maybe I
shouldn’t ask?”

“Every person accused of a crime has a
chance,” Dewayne Britt said, and mentally
cursed the sententiousness of his words. “It
looks pretty bad right now,” he finished, “but
a good lawyer might help.”

She cried then, softly, without changing ex-
pression, and a second later whirled from the
stool and left the diner. The cook looked up
momentarily, then ~drooped over the radio
again. Buitt cursed silently and laid a dime
on the counter. He swung after the girl, but
when he reached the street, she was just
stepping into a bus. He watched it move past,
and then went toward a hack stand a block
away, scowling. )

He felt sorry for the girl, of course; yet it
was none of his damned business that she was
being hurt. Fhat was just her tough luck, the
same kind that hit a lot of people. Anyway,
he had a job to do. Yet he couldn’t help but
be sympathetic. Fate was just being unnatur-
ally dirty, meking him the fall guy in this bit
of drama.

He was half a block from the hack stand
when Baggart’s car drew into the curb, and
the agent swung the door open.

“Hey, Britt!” he yelled, and the prosecutor
squinted a bit in the darkness to make out
whe he was.

“What's on your mind, Baggart?” Britt
said, nat really giving a damn, but playing
politics as he had dene for so long a time.
Bending, he: could see two more men-in the
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car—Chief Pettibone and the manacled Gio-
* vanni,

“Climb in; we’re on our way back down-
town. We’ve just been up to Wallace’s house.
Harris said you were there.”

Britt slid into the seat and shut the door.
Gears grated beneath Baggart’s hand, and the
car surged forward. The prosecutor turned
in his seat to glance at Giovanni, and Petti-
bone waved a limp hand.

“Why?” Baggart said suddenly.

“Why what?” Britt said.

“Why show up at Wallace’s? I went over
the place.”

Instant antagonism flooded Britt, as it
always did when Baggart was around. He
came back to face the front, and his voice
was hard.

“Why ?” he said. “To get a drink, to visit
the john, to rob the place! What the hell do
you think? I went there to get the lay of
everything in my mind. Maybe you forget I'm
the guy who takes this thing to trial.”

“Please, mister—" the prisoner said sud-
denly.

“Shuddup!” Pettibone snapped, and his
hand cracked against the other’s face.

“Let him talk,” Britt said sharply. “Hell,
he’s in too deep now to get out.”

“Thanks, mister,” Giovanni said.

Britt fumbled for his cigarettes. “I suppose
you aren’t guilty,” he said conversationally,
and was surprised at how calloused his words
sounded. Twelve years of doing dirty work
for the governor had blunted his instincts
and feelings.

“Oh, I killed him, the pig,” Giovanni ad-
mitted. “I got him good. 1 sneaked up
behind—"’

“You played hell|” Baggart snapped. “He
caught you rifling his desk, and you cut your
way out.”

“Yes, that’s the way it was, mister,”
Giovanni said slowly. “I cut my way out.”

“He’s a little bit off his trolley,” Baggart
said. “You gotta watch him.”

“That’s fine,” Britt said sarcastically. “His
lawyer may get an insanity plea upheld.”

“He'll talk okay,” Baggart said grimiy.

“My head hurts,” G10vanm said. “You
shouldn’t have hit me.’

“Shuddup,” Pettibone said coldly.

Baggart tooled the car down a side street,
and except for the whine of the tires on the
damp street, there was silence. Dewayne
Britt smoked slowly, peering blindly ahead.
Giovanni breathed noisily, like a trapped
animal, Britt thought..

“Billie Sutherland’s dead,” he said suddenly,
and braced himself, as the car swerved.

“Dead ?” Baggart looked around. “You're
crazy! I saw her earlier this evenmg, and
she was all right.”

“Well, she’s dead now, a hit and run driver
broke her neck.” Britt was coldly analytical.
“It may mean trouble, but I think I can have
her evidence admitted.”

Where’d it happen?”
sharply.

Britt twisted around, looking back. “Where
she worked,” he said. “She was drunk, and
must have just walked blindly out into the
street.”

“They catch the driver?” Baggart asked.

Britt shrugged, “I wouldn’t know,” he
answered.

“Of all the stupid luck !” Baggart said, rock-
ing his head. “Damn it, Pettibone, I told you
she should be locked up as a witness.”

“You can’t just lock up anybedy,” Pettibone
argued. “How was I to know—7"

“Shut up!”

Britt watched hate and fear fight each other
in Chief Pettibone’s face, and thea turned
back into a comfortable position agaii, He
derived a wry satisfaction from the scene—
why, he did not know.

“Let me out at the hotel,” he said.
use some sleep.”

“Okay!” Baggart agreed. “I’ll pick you up
early in the morning.”

“Don’t put yourself out,” Britt said shortly.
“I get around pretty well by myself.”

“Yeah, I know,” Baggart said.

He tooled the car into the curb at the side
entrance of the hotel. Britt opened the door
and climbed out, then slammed the door.

“Good night,” he said.

Baggart gunned the car, catching the green
light; and Britt’s last impression was of the
white blur of Giovanni’s face at the rear
window. His features were strangely like
Ruth Giovanni’s had been in the bus. He
shivered, thinking of the further hurt he would
give the girl tomorrow. Then he frowned,
forcing sentimentality from his mind, and
turned to enter the hotel.

CHAPTER THREE
Light on Murder

Pettibone asked

“T can

<6 HE governor took your key, sir,” the
desk clerk said. “He’s waiting in
your room now.”

“The governor !” Britt said.

“Yes, sir. He said not to let anybody but
you know, though.”

“Thanks,” Britt said- shortly, and went
toward the elevators.

Now that he stopped to think eof it, he wasn'’t
particularly surprised. The governor’s plane
was fast, and he had the habit of flying about
the state at will, checking the party lines and
keeping his thumb on the pulse of opinion. It
was just that the thing seemed like everything
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-else, a sort of checkup on every move Britt
made, as though he were a wetnosed kid who
needed herding about.

He entered the elevator, ignoring the other
passengers. “Fourteen,” he told the operator.

His was the sixth stop, and he stepped onto
the thick hall rug, conscious that two passen-
gers had identified him and were whispering
as the door closed. For once, he received no
thrill from recognition.

Fourteen-thirty-five was down the hall, and
he opened the door without knocking. The
governor nodded from the easy chair, carefully
nursing a drink he had mixed from Britt’s
liquor. Small, his face wizened from the

bridled ambition which drove him, he appeared
meek and inoffensive, dwarfed in the huge
chair.

“Hello, Britt,” he said. “I've been waiting.”

Dewayne Britt scaled his hat to the bed and
poured a short drink in a water tumbler. Any
friendship he had ever felt for this man had

long since vanished.

“Took,” he said, “I don’t need a guardian.”

The governor smiled, and his face came
alive, the eyes friendly and magnetic. Britt
had seen the phenomenon before, particularly
before voters, and felt no inclination to return
the smile.

“I’'m not checking, necessarily,” the gover-
nor said. “I just wanted to get the lay of the
land. How big is this thing, anyway? Can it
be built up?”

Dewayne Britt shrugged. “It’s no world
beater,” he admitted. “But it can be built
. up, I guess.”

“You don’t sound particularly hopeful—or
cheerful about it.”

Britt killed his drink. “It’s practically open
and shut,” he admitted, “but I’ve seen Gio-
vanni, He’s a half-witted old man; why
crucify him?”

The governor shrugged, and his chuckle
held no mirth. “Why not?” he said in rebut-
tal. “Wallace was a big man, a party man;
this case is tailor-made for the papers.”

“And voters,” Britt said cynically.

The governor poured another drink, his
small wise eyes flicking to the prosecutor. His
thin lips pursed thoughtfully.

“You sound tired, Britt,” he said. “Tell
you what; handle the thing right, and then
take a month off for some fishing. How does
that - sound?”

“Okay, I guess,” Britt said, not caring.

“Good! The governor rubbed his hands.
“Now, what’s the setup?”

“I ‘haven’t seen it all yet, but it looks air-
tight. ‘Giovanni got drunk and tried to rob
: Wallace. Wallace walked in, and the Italian
© used:a knife. Several witnesses place him at
the scene, and he’s signed a confession.”

“Good !”: The governor sipped at his drink,

“Now, carry the thing for at least two days
before making the official arrest. I've got the
publicity lined up, and I'll make some speeches,
Wallace can stand being made the helpless
victim of a crazed killer, and since this Gio-
vanni will get the chair anyway, it won’t
matter what he thinks.”

“That’s pretty raw.”

“To hell with that, Britt; I've seen you do
worse. It isn’t as though the man wasn’t
guilty.”

“Look,” Britt argued, “he’s got a daughter;
it will hit her pretty hard.”

The governor shrugged. “Somebody always
gets hurt.”

“All right!” Dewayne Britt was past car-
ing about the machinations behind his work.
He was a stooge, and he danced a tune when
the party played. “There may be one difficul-
ty, though. One witness was killed tonight
in an accident; but I think I can get her
testimony through.”

“Who was it?”

“Some woman who worked in a bar where
Giovanni did his drinking.”

“Too bad, but not important, if her testi-
mony holds up.” The governor smiled at
the tall dark man. “I guess you’ll make it
hold up.”

Dewayne Britt shivered involuntarily. “I’ve
been working for you a long time now,” he
said. “Let’s make this the last deal. Turn that
evidence over to me, when this thing is fin-
ished.”

The governor set his glass carefully on the
side table. There was no affability on his face
now, and his voice was consciously hard.

“We'll tatk about that later, Britt,” he said
slowly.

“All right!” Dewayne Britt recovered his
hat, “You're calling the turns now, Governor ;
but I think you’re smart enough to know a
man can take only so much pressure.”

“Britt,” the governor said flatly, “you’re
smart and a damned good prosecutor. I need
you, and a smart man uses the man he needs.
Play ball with me, and you’ll have money and
position. We’re going up, high, plenty high,
maybe the White House. Be smart.”

Britt laughed softly, mockingly, and went
toward the door. “You be smart,” he said
abruptly. )

The ﬂttle man watched Britt’s hand turn the
knob.

“Where are you going now ?” he asked.

“To check those final statements,” - Britt

said.

“T’ll go along.”

“All right.” Britt used the phone at the
side of the door. “This is Dewayne Britt,”
he said. “Tell my chauffeur to get the car
out.” He listened. “No, I’ll come down to
the garage.” : .
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pass into the hall, and then closed the

door, twisting the key and dropping
it into his side pocket. They went down the
hall to the bank of elevators, where Britt
thumbed a button.

“What did you find out about the money
Wallace was supposed to have collected? the
governor asked.

Britt shrugged. “Nothing. Anyway, that’s
Baggart s job.”

Yes, I suppose so,” the little man agreed.

The elevator door swung back in its sheath,
and they entered. “Garage,” Britt said.

Passengers got on at several floors and de-
bouched in the lobby. The governor stayed
behind the big figure of his prosecutor, not
wanting to be recognized. At the garage level,
the operator pulled the door open.

They heard the crash, and the excited yells
brought their gazes rushing to where a heavy
motor strained with intolerable pressure. Men
in coveralls were converging on the car lift,
and the rending sound of crushing metal and
b;leakmg glass was a nerve-shattering caco-

on

“What the hell!” Britt said, and began to

run. -
He felt dismay touch his mind, and then a
burning anger flooded him. He recognized
the car now, pinned as it was between the
huge elevator and the solid ceiling. It was
his limousine, radiator, hood, front fenders
and bumper crushed beyond repair.

“What happened?” he enapped, catching a
mechanic’s arm, and the man answered without
looking around.

“The crate rolled and got pinned, that’s
what.”

“Cut it!” somebody yelled, and the motor
eased its strain. Then it roared again, and
the elevator began to drop slowly. The front
of the limousine looked as though it had run
into a wall at seventy an hour.

I IE STOOD aside to let the governor

So fast had the accident occurred, Bill, the.

chauffeur, was only now opening the door
He stood on the elevator, staring at the ruined
car and his eyes were sullenly frightened. As
the elevator came to a stop he saw Britt.

“It was an accident, sir,” he said. “The
car rolled before I could stop her.”

“Of all the stupid, clumsy—” Dewayne
Britt felt his control slipping.

“Forget it, Britt,” the governor said grim-
ly. “What’s done is done. Bill,” he stared at
the chauffeur, “the state pays good money for
its cars; this may cost you your job.”

The chauffeur flushed, looking about. Me-
chanics watched, and he shifted uncomfortably
from foot to foot.

“Look, like I said—” 5

“We'll take a taxi,” the governor said to
Britt. “See what can be done,” he finished to

“and then repoi't to Baggart.”
Bill said sullenly, and scowled

the chauffeur,

“Yes, sir,”
at the car.

The governor urged Britt along the stained
concrete floor. His stubby legs took two steps
for the prosecutor’s one; almost did he seem
to run. They went up the sloping ramp to
the street floor, into the delivery space of the
hotel. Guests were waiting patiently for the
elevator to be cleared so that their cars could
be brought up from the basement. The man-
ager hurried to Dewayne Britt’s side, making
futile apologies, and he nodded irritably.

“Just get me a taxi,” he said.

“Of course, sir,” the manager said, and
hurried away, blowing frantically on a small
silver whistle.

Five minutes later, the annoyance fading
from his mind, Dewayne Britt relaxed on the
rear seat of a taxi and studied the sheets of
paper in his hand. The tiny side lights glowed
yellowly, and the governor watched silently
from his side.

“Is it good enough?” the governor asked.

Britt nodded, folding the papers and thrust-
ing them back into an inner pocket. “They’ll
do,” he said evenly. “Typical witness reac-
tion. Tl talk to them and set them straight
on a point or two.”

He lit a cigarette, pondering, and then
switched off the reading lights. Darkness
swirled into the cab. Traffic was heavy, but
the clamor of it was dulled and monotonous
through the closed windows. The governor
smoked contentedly at a cigar, satisfied in his
cold impersonal mind that Britt was doing the
job for which he was being paid. At Columbus
and Bleeker Streets, the cabbie swung into
Bleeker, going slower, ehecking house num-
bers, finally stopping before a seedy apartment
bulldmg

“This is it,” he said unnecessarlly

The governor opened the door and climbed
from the car, Britt following. The prosecutor
paid with a single bill, and turned, looking at
the apartment house. Five stories, the brick
facing blurred with sooty dirt, its window
eyes stared blank and weirdly menacing at the
two men.

“Five-K is the apartment,” Britt said.

The taxi pulled away, the stench of its ex-
haust staining the air. The two men mounted
the short flight of steps, and Britt touched the
call button. A second later, the door buzzer
clicked brittlely.

The governor palmed the door open and
led the way. An ancient self-service elevator
creaked beneath their weight, and then.
strained aloft, cables slatting overhead. Britt
crushed out his cigarette on the dirty flooring,
and then pushed open the door: to the fifth
floor hall.

“Who is it?” a man asked from the left.
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“I’'m Dewayne Britt, special prosecutor for
the state,” Britt said. “I want to talk to you
about the Wallace case.” He gestured. “This
is the governor.”

“Come in, come in. I'm Guy Fredericks.”

He stood aside, and the two men entered.
The stale odor of cooking thrust at them, and
dust gritted beneath their shoes on the un-
carpeted floor. Fredericks followed, nodding
at a side door.

“My wife’s opening some beer—care for a
cold bottle?”

“Not now,” Britt said, and dropped to a
straight chair,

“I’'ll have one,” the governor said, still
standing, looking about the room.

“Just a minute.” Fredericks entered the
second room, and reappeared a moment later,
ca;rying three bottles, and followed by his
wife.

“This is Mame, my wife. Mr. Britt and
the governor.” '

“Hello,” the woman said indifferently, and
sat carelessly on the couch.

HE wore a shapeless housecoat and her
hair was stringy, its yellowness edging
into black at the roots, and her makeup

was smeared and careless. She drank from
the beer bottle, making sucking sounds.

Dewayne Britt slid his eyes past her and
looked at her husband. He was only slightly
better, wearing dark trousers and a dark shirt,
sweat-stained moons at the armpits. He need-
ed a shave. He handed a bottle to the gover-
nor, and set a second on the table before
drinking from the third.

“Mr. Baggart said you'd probably be by,”
he said. “Want to check on what I wrote?”

“That’s right,” the prosecutor said. “I have
your deposition; I just want a double check.”

Fredericks leaned against the wall, the light
from a table lamp spilling into his face. His
eyes stared at Britt, and then swung to the
governor.

“Well, it's like this,” he said. “Me and
Mame work for the Thompkins, right next
door to Wallace. She’s the cook, and I do yard
work mostly. We was just knocking off last
night, and we seen this Giovanni coming up
the walk. I said to Mame, ‘Boy, has he got
a load on? and she—"

“I told you to mind your own business,
that’s what I said,” the woman snapped.

“Shut up!” Fredericks said almost casu-
ally. “Well, like I was saying, this wop comes
along the walk. We pass each other, and I
can hear him muttering to himself about hew
he ain’t gonna stand for it no more. I can
see his face in the moonlight, and his eyes are
glassy. I know he’s a loony from that accident
of his; but I can also see he’s plenty drunk.
He don't even recognize us, when we pass. 1

look back, as we go down the street, and I see
him circling the Wallace house. Of course,
I think it’s all right, seeing as how he works
for Wallace part time. That’s about all I
know.”

“That’s enough,” the governor said, and
set his beer bottle down. “Satisfied, Britt?”

“Maybe,” the prosecutor acknowledged.
“Do you have a record, Fredericks?”

Guy Fredericks flushed. “Yeah,” he ad-
mitted. “It was a bum rap, but it hung a one
to five on me. I got out about six months
ago. Anyway, what does it matter? I’ve been
going straight; even Mr. Thompkins will say
that for me.”

“Is that bad, Britt?” the governor asked
suddenly.

“It could be.” Dewayne Britt nodded. “The
defense will challenge the veracity of this
man.”

“Look,” Fredericks said, “maybe I did a
rap, but that don’t change nothing I say. I
seen this wop there, and so did Mame.” -

“We seen him,” Mame said.

“Are you on parole?” Britt asked.

“Sure, but that don’t change what I saw.”

The governor leaned forward, his hand on
Britt’s shoulder. “Will his testimony stand
up, Britt?” he asked. “I don’t want any slip-
ups.”

“I can make it stand,” the prosecutor said.
“Fredericks,” he finished, “you memorize that
story, and don’t change it in the least. The
defense will work on you; and if you break.
they’ll get you for perjury.”

Perspiration lay in oily drops on the man’s
face. “I won’t forget a thing,” he promised.
“Me and Mame will swear to what we saw.”

“Good!” Britt came lithely to his feet.
“D(,),n’t talk to anybody until you hear from
me,

“No, sir.” .

Britt went toward the door, the governor
following. Fredericks brushed past, opening
the door, and standing in sight until the
elevator door swung shut. The motor wheezed
overhead, and the cables vibrated viciously.

“He’ll make a bad witness, if he gets
rattled,” the governor said thoughtfully. “You
had better plan to work through other testi-
mony, if possible.”

The elevator stopped and Britt opened the
door. Their feet echeed dully in the dim hall,
and then fresh air touched them, and they
stood outside in the night.

“I’'m going back to the hotel,” the governor
said. “I want to see Baggart, and then start
back to the capital as soon as possible.” He
squinted through the darkness. “We showd
have kept that cab.”

A car rolled along the street, but until the
glare of the street light struck it, they could
not recognize it for a private car or a hack.
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It was a private and rolled by, the sound of
its radio muted and distant.

They began walking, going toward Colum-
bus, sayving nothing, each intent on hidden
thoughts. At the corner, Britt flagged a taxi,
and the governor climbed in. Fis face peered
back from the door.

“Coming?” the governor asked. i

Dewayne Britt shook his head. “T’'m going
farther uptown,” he said. “¥Fll see you later.”

He watched the taxi pull away from the
curb, staring blindly for a moment at the tail
light gleaming on a dented fender. Link
clamped to link in his mind, thoughts forming
an unbidden pattern in his brain. He stood
silently on the curb, trying to put his finger
on the original thought which had claimed
his mind for a second.

A faint thrill touched his heart. and he
sensed he had a grasp on something, but what
that something was, he didn't know. He was
thinking of the coming trial and of the testi-
mony which would have to be given. And
that same thought called to mind Billie, the
bar girl, and her death. A car had struck her.
down, and then raced into the night.

And by sheer coincidence, Britt’s car had
sutffered a wrecked front end this same night.

It added up, added te accidental murder by
Bill, his chauffeur.

It made sense, it had honesty ; and Britt felt
his stomach tighten at memory of the girl’s
dead face in the red glow of the neon sign.
Bill had followed Britt, that was obvious,
probably under Baggart’s orders; and then
had wrecked the lmousine under circum-
stances which would destroy any evidence the
car had struck down a woman in the street.

Britt swore, But why? The girl’s testi-
mony would help the case against Giovanni.
And then Britt chuckled heavily; hell, he was
trying to make a murder case out of a tragic
accident.

Then the smile faded, leaving his face white
and strained—for this was murder! The
chauffeur had murdered Billte Sutherland,
slain her brutaly. He had used a ear as a
weapon, and death had been the answer.

It was as simple as that. And suddenly
Dewayne Britt knew where the Ene of reason-
ing had begun. The arc light crackled softly
over his head, and its glaring illumination
turned his hands an unhealthy hue, his coat
another color value.

Biilie Sutherland had lied. She had per-
jured herself, and he had the proof-in his
pocket. She had claimed Giovanni had been
outside the saloon window at a eertain time,
and she had described the clothes he had worn,
giving colors for everything. And that had
been the genesis of his reasoning.

For the neon light had been crimson, and
under its glow, all colors would be changed.

Dewayne Britt flagged a cruising faxi.
Springs creaked beneath his weight, and he
consulted the papers in his pocket before
giving an address.

“Fourteen sixteen Crescent,” he said at last,
and leaned back in the seat.

He had a lead, a good lead, and there was
no course to follow but the one he had chosen.

CHAPTER FOUR
A Frame to Hang In
RUTH GIOVANNI lived in the third of

a series of brownstones, relics of days

when the neighborhood had been fa-
shionable and opulent. Stepping blocks were
still at the curbs, and the stonework, dingy
and worn with time, was still beautiful on the
house fronts. Ordinarily, children must have
played in the streets, for their ball diamonds
and hop-scotch courts were chalked on the
cement; but now it was late, and only a few
youths beneath a far street light were in sight.

Dewayne Britt hesitated at the flight of steps
leading to the third brownstone. Thoughts
churned chaotically in his mind. First, he had
thought only to ask the girl some questions,
but now, he realized, the situation was differ-
ent. Fifteen minutes of riding in the taxi had
given his thoughts time enough to arrive at
several conclusions.

Since Ruth Giovanni had followed him
earlier in the evening, she had undoubtedly
seen the accident outside the saloon when
Billie Sutherland had died. That she had not
spoken of it was understandable, for she had
no way of knowing the girl was a witness
against her father, and, too, she had not knewn
the limousine was Britt’s.

Now, if she had actually seen the murder,
if it was murder, her testimony would pin the
thing squarely on the ehauffeur.

And if the crime had been premeditated,
then Britt would have the opportunity to dis-
cover why.

Bitlie Sutherland could have been honestly
mistaken, or she could have lied deliberately.
If she lied, then Britt wanted to know why,
and who had ecoached her.

That lead, of course, swung right back to
Baggart. And there it struck a dead end.
Zealous and crooked as the man was, it was
hard for Britt to conceive his having set so
phony a murder frame just to.pin it on Gio-
vanni, when in all probability the poliee would
find Wallace’s killer in due course.

And that, of course, brought up the testi-
many of Guy Fredericks and. his slattern wife,
Their story had the ring of truth in it. They
bad seen Giovanni at the Wallace home, and
testified to the fact. They had seen him in the
moonlight, and . , . ,
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Dewayne Britt cursed his stupidity.

There had been no moounlight; at least, not
enough to identify anyone or trace his move-
ments.

He went up the steps. Name cards were in
a row of slots, and he found the girl’s name
near the bottom. The door was unlatched,
and he went through, climbing the steps
eagerly, wanting an answer to the questions
in his mind.

The situation was a little too involved for
quick thinking ; it demanded study, and he had
no time for that now.

He must bull ahead, finding out what he
could as he went along.

His feet drew echoes from the second
flight of steps, and he heard the sound of a
radio from a room on the second floor. Dim
bulbs glowed at the third floor, and he went
along the hall, checking the doors, “GrovaANNTI”
was on the fourth, and he hesitated briefly
before knocking, listening. He heard soft
movement. His knuckles made a brisk tattoo
on the panel.

The door was unlatched and swung un-
cannily open. Britt twisted his head, looking,
and then went forward instinctively, seeing
the girl lying on the floor. A radio played,
and the curtain swayed at the window; but
his attenfion was only on the slim girl lying
so deathly still.

He heard the step and tried to turn. Some-
body grunted from effort, and then the roof
came slampming down on Britt’s head, driving
him te the floor and pinning him there. Black-
ness crowded his senses, and he pushed im-
potently at the rug, trying to come erect.

Something incredibly hard slammed at his
head again, and he fell forward into a cocoon
of blackness without bottom or dimensions.
He had no thoughts then; his mind was a
blank of nothingness. He blacked out, still
trying to see his attacker.

Moming sunlight lay warm and thick
across Dewayne Britt’s face when he awoke.
His hands made little pushing movements, and
he turned a bit, trying to remember a vagrant
thought. Pain pulsed rhythmically at the base
of his skull, and nausea cramped at his belly.
He sat, dimness still in his mand, and looked
around.

The room was cheerful with gay color, and
a sparrow hopped perkily on the window sill.
He put up his hand, and found a clot of stiff
bloody hair at the back of his head. Memory
came back with a rush, and he came to his
feet, staggering blindly against the wall for
support.

“Whew!” he said, and swallowed against
the pull of vertigo.

He blinked against the pain of his bruised
‘head, and then went toward a side door. It
led to a bedroom, and to one side he saw the

open door of a bathroom. He ran water in
the lavatory, using a wash cloth to rinse his
head with cold water. With the clotted blood
washed away, he discovered the cut in the
flesh was small. He dried his head, then
bathed the cut with an antiseptic from the
medicine chest.

Refreshed, a cigarette canted in his mouth,
he prowled the four room apartment, not
knowing what he would find. Ruth Giovanni
was gone.

He sat on the couch, trying to think, His
head throbbed agonizingly, and the cigarette
tasted terrible. He ground out the stub in
the ashtray.

There had to be an answer, an obvious
answer, to what had happened. It was either
kidnaping or a robbery. His hand sought his
billfold and came away empty. He scowled,
seeing the fold lying on a side table,

It was empty of the money it had held.
went through his pockets; and felt surprise.
A small roll of bills were in his side pocket,
along with change. His diamond was still on
his finger.

A thought nagged his mind. He prodded at
it, forcing it into the light. Knowledge came
with it. He reached for the phone, pulling it
close, and found the telephone directory in
the magazine rack.

“Hello, Roberts,” he said, when his con-
nection was made. “This is Dewayne Britt
of the governor’s staff. . . . Fine, thanks. . .
Look, do you keep any record of the bills
you give out in large amounts? Good. Do you
think you could find out who drew out quite
a large sum in the last couple of days, bundled
in thousand dollar packets?” Britt smiled.
“Thanks. I'll call back.”

He cradled the receiver and came to his
feet. The headache was lessening by the mo-
ment, and steadiness had come back to his
rangy body. A light was beginning to shim-
mer through his thoughts and he went pur-
posefully toward the door.

N THE street he looked around, blink~
O ing against the sunlight. A drug store

was on the corner, and there he %)ought
aspirin and coffee, huddling over the cup for
five minutes. Satisfied with his line of reason-
ing, he entered a phone booth and put through
a call to headquarters.

“Harris?” he said. “Glad to catch you.
This is Dewayne Britt. Listen, a woman met
me last night outside the Wallace home. Did
you see her? You did, fine. Now, who did
you tell about that?” Britt listened intently.
“Good. And that was later; you forgot it
when Baggart was there with Chief Pettibone
and the suspect? Okay, thanks.”

Britt pronged the receiver and stegped from
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the booth. He had a pattern now, and it was
ugly.

He left the drug store, walking to the hack
stand, and took a taxi for his hotel. Morning
traffic was light, and the hackie made good
time. Britt huddled in the back seat, corre-
lating facts and guesses and coming up with
surprising answers.

The taxi pulled in at the side entrance of
the hotel, and Britt walked around to the
back. Two chauffeurs leaned against the wall,
smoking and waiting. They gave little heed
to the prosecutor. Britt went through the
double doorway, into the building and along
the wide hall. He stopped before 35, touching
the knob lightly. It refused to turn. He
knocked lightly, imperatively.

“Who is it?” Bill’s voice said cautiously.

“Me, Baggart,” Britt said, and felt the
tension sliding into his sheulders.

The chauffeur opened the door, and Britt
went through, shoving his weight, throwing
Bill far back in the room. The chauffeur’s
face went tight with surprise and then all
emotion stilled—and he was only watchful.

“What’s the idea, Mr. Britt?” he said.

“Where’s Ruth Giovanni ?” Britt said flatly.

The chauffeur scowled. “Who the hell is
Ruth Giovanni?” he asked, and his eyes be-
trayed him. They flicked to a side door; and
Britt went that way.

He had the door open and had seen the
girl lying on the bed, before the chauffeur
could move. The girl's eyes swung to Britt
and she made moaning sounds behind the
tape. Her hands and feet were tied tightly
with strips of sheeting.

“This is kidnaping,” Britt said.

Bill said nothing; he was circling, coming
between the prosecutor and . the hall door.
Perspiration beaded his forehead, and his
mouth worked soundlessly.

“You should have taken everything valuable
on me,” Britt said softly.

He stared at the gun, nerves tightening in
his belly. It had seemed just to appear in the
chauffeur’s hand out of nowhere.

“You're too smart,” Bill said briefly. “Get
in the room with the woman.”

Britt shook his head, feeling no courage, but
knowing the bedroom would be like a box trap
to him. He backed a step, his hand closing
on the back of a straight chair beside the
door.

“T’ll give you an out, Bill,” he said. “Take
it.” £

The chauffeur grinned, and his dark eyes
didn’t change expression.

“One last chance,” he said.

Britt threw the chair, bending and twisting
to one side, and the roar of the automatic
slammed at his senses. The slug slashed at
- his side like a- red-hot knife blade, and he

gasped, thinking the other couldn’t miss a
second time.

He went forward, trying to get below the
line of fire, and knew he could never escape.
Muscles locked in his back against the shock
of the bullet, and he held his breath, hands
outstretched to catch the man.

A gun bellowed, and then hammered again,

Britt caught the chauffeur, grasping with
clawlike fingers and jerking .with titanic
strength. A wonder touched his mind fleet-
ingly that he had not been hit, and then he
was twisting the man from his feet.

The chauffeur came without resistance,
crumpling, and crimson flooded from his
shattered throat over Dewayne Britt’s arm.
Then the two were together on the floor, and
Britt was coming free.

He was on hands and knees before he saw
Baggart at the door. A gun bulked heavily
in Baggart’s hand, and the planes of his face
were heavy and brutal.

“For hell’s sake, Britt, what’s going on?”
Baggart said.

Britt came slowly to his feet and used his
handkerchief to mop away the blood which
stained his sleeve. Breath rasped in his throat,
and the blind terror of the past minute stilled
his voice.

Then men were crowding at the door, talk-
ing, staring; and only the small body of the
governor kept them out.

“T’ll explain in a moment,” Britt said, and
went into the bedroom.

Callously, he ripped away the tape gag, and
untied the knots in the sheeting as swiftly as
he could. The girl sobbed in deep relief,
working life back into her numbed hands and
ankles. With Britt’s support, she walked into
the room where her kidnaper lay in death,

“Ruth Giovanni!” Baggart said in surprise.
“What the hell is she doing here?”

“ILet’s go up to my room,” Britt said, and
there was a great weariness in his voice, “We
can talk better there.”

A uniformed patrolman was at the door
then, and only the governor’s authority per-
mitted the small group to leave the scene.
They went directly to the elevator, saying
nothing now, the girl's eyes watching the
men, and they standing in uncomfortable
silence.

In Britt’s room, the prosecutor guided the
girl to a chair and poured a small glass of
whiskey for her. She drank, thanking him
with her eyes, and color came back into her
face.

“All right, Britt,” the governor said, “let’s
hear the story. Where have you been all
night, and what brought about the fight with
your chauffeur?” His gaze swung to Baggart
f‘%’odu’re too handy with that. gun,”. he fin-
ished. i
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Baggart flushed. “What the hell was I
su?posed to do, let Britt be shot to death?”

‘Let me talk,” Britt said. “Bill was the
hit-and-run driver who killed Miss Suther-
land, the witness, last night. He tried to
cover up by rolling the limousine forward in
the car lift and permitting the front to be
crushed. Miss Giovanni, here, saw the acci-
dent; and when Bill found out she might be
able to describe the car, he kidnaped her and
brought her here. Is that right, Miss Gio-
vanni ?”

The girl nodded, without speaking. Red
marked her skin where the tape had pulled
free, the lines of strain were about her eyes.

“I figured that out last night, and got to
Miss Giovanni’s apartment just in time to
get a crack on the head which laid me out the
rest of the night. When I came to this morn-
ing, my wallet had been cleaned, and Miss
Giovanni was gone. I did a bit more figuring,
and then came back to the hotel. I found the
girl in the chauffeur’s rooms. He pulled a
gun, and T jumped him. Then Baggart saved
my life.”

“Forget it, Britt,” Baggart said.

“No!” Dewayne Britt said. “I don’t think
T’ll forget it. And I’ll tell you why.”

The governor reached for the whiskey
bottle. He was smiling genially, but concern
swirled deep in his eyes. His glance was
puzzled as it touched the two men.

“Something’s going on here,” he said.
“What is it?”

“T’ll tell you in a minute,” Britt said, and
reached for the phone.

He talked for several minutes, his eyes
flickering from Baggart to the governor. He
saw knowledge whip into one man’s eyes, and
a chuckle touched his throat. Then he cradled
the receiver, and fumbled out a cigarette.

“It’s pretty crude,” he said evenly, “so crude
I can’t really give you credit for it, Baggart.”

“What the hell you talking about ?” Baggart
said hoarsely.

“What'’s going on here?” the governor said
puzzledly.

“Murder !” Britt said, and heard Ruth Gio-
vanni’s small -cry.

The governor spread his hands. “We know
it’s murder,” he said. “Why get worked up
about it? Wallace just had a bad break. And
as for Bill, well, he had a bad break, too, both
in the accident, and in trying to solve his
problem with a kidnaping and a gun.”

Dewayne Britt cavght a deep breath, “I
mean the coming murder,” he said.

Are you nuts!” Baggart’s hands were
clenched in his pockets.

“Giovanni’s!” Britt said flatly.

“Damn it!” the governor said. “Stop
playing with words. What do you mean,
Britt?”

“Nothing much, except,” Dewayne Britt
moved toward the girl, “that Giovanni didn’t
kill Wallace.”

“No!” Baggart snorted his disgust. “Then
who did, master mind?”

“You,” Britt said flatly—and knew that
death had entered the room.

¢ OU’RE crazy!” Baggart snarled.
But Britt had no time for him

then, Ruth Giovanni was crying,
deeply now, like a kid who’s seen her puppy
killed. She had heard the truth in Britt’s
voice, and the touch of his hand on her shoul-
der had confirmed it. He soothed her clumsily;
and only when she had quieted, did he glance

p.
“Tt was raw, plenty raw, Baggart,” he said.
“How in hell you expected to get away with
it, I'll never know. Good Lord, any defense
lawyer would have torn those witnesses to
pieces.”
The governor placed his glass precisely in

-the center of the table and turned slowly to

face Britt. He was little and shrewd and
venomous as a snake then.

“Tell your story, Britt,” he said. “Don’t
miss a thing.”

Baggart said sullenly, anger coiled bright
in his eyes, “Britt is off his nut.”

“Get on with it,” the governor said.

“Qkay, here it is,” Britt said. “Baggart
killed Wallace, knifed him for the money he
had collected to be sent to the capitol. It
happened fast, and Baggart had no time to
make preparations. But he’s a cold devil, and
he worked fast from then on. He set the
stage. Giovanni was working late that night,
and Baggart decided to make him the fall guy.

“T'll have to guess for a minute here. Bag-
gart got Giovanni’s knife and used it on Wal-
lace’s body, first punching a hole in the screen
to make it appear Giovanni had forced his
way in. Then, somehow, he got Giovanni to
climb in the window and jump back out, thus
making prints in the earth. Giovanni was so
drunk he remembered nothing, and his mind
is so hazy, he believed the story Baggart gave
him of his actions.”

Baggart moved slightly, shifting, and Britt
went cold, knowing the gun in Baggart’s
pocket was pointed his way. But he couldn’t
stop now; he had to go ahead.

“Baggart fixed the murder pattern through
bribery and blackmail. Billie Sutherland was
probably both bribed and blackmailed. Guy
Predericks and his wife were only blackmailed,
on the threat of throwing the man back into
prison on a fake parole violation. They figured
out stories to tell, but failed to take into
account several things.

“First, Billie Sutherland described the
clothes she said Giovanni wore when standing
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outside the saloon window. The story might
have held, except for the fact that the neon
light was red, and so she could not have iden-
tified colors. Baggart must have realized that
and sent my chauffeur to stop her mouth. He
did it with the limousine.

“Baggart had already made another mis-
take. He had permitted me to gain one of the
bills used in the party payoff. A check would
show that it was part of money given a party
member and paid to Wallace. I just got
confirmation of serial numbers on the bills
given out at the bank; and a check of the
money Baggart has should show it to be part
of the money Wallace had.”

The governor turned hot eyes on Baggart.
“T don’t like double-crossers,” he said thinly.

“Fredericks’ story slipped up when he
claimed to have seen Giovanni in the moon-
light,” Britt broke in. “There wasn’t enough
moonlight to recognize anybody. There’s
your setup. Wallace was killed because of the
money. Baggart framed Giovanni. I caught
the frame eventually, as Baggart must have
expected, for Billie Sutherland was killed.

“Officer Harris, at the Wallace home, re-
ported to Baggart that I had met a woman
outside the house. Baggart figured it for Ruth
Giovanni. And figuring further that she might
have seen the murder of Billie Sutherland, he
sent my chauffeur out to bring her in. I
walked in just in time to get knocked cold.
While unconscious, I was robbed of the twenty

dollar bill Baggart had realized was evidence -

against him.

“I came back to the hotel, got i a fight
with Bill, and Baggart killed him, net to save
my life, but to shut his mouth.”

Dewayne Britt studied Baggart, not liking
him, wondering if he would have a chance.
Baggart could go only so far, unless he want-
;d to kill the three peeple in the room with
1im.

“For a smart guy, you played it dumb as
hell,” he said. “First, the cops have evidence
about the murder car which will match up
with the front of the limousine, even if the
elevator did almost wreck it. The evidenece
you concocted won’t hold up in court against
Giovanni. You cut the screen to manufacture
evidence, and cut from the inside, pushing
the bent ends of wire outward, which would
be impossible to do if Giovanni worked from
outside. And lastly, the money can be traced
back from you to Wallace to the party mem-
bers and to the bank. Hell, it fits you like a
glove.”

Ruth Giovanni caught Dewayne Britt’s
hand. “You mean my father will go free?”
she asked. ‘

“How about it, Governor?” Britt asked.

The governor peured a fresh drink. “It
:adds up, Baggart,” he said. “Like Britt says,

it fits you like a glove. Where’s the money ?”

“I haven’t got it,” Baggart said defiantly.

“Baggart,” the governor said gently. “I'm
through playing. Where is that money?”

Baggart glared, then wilted before the little
man’s cold stare. “I got it hidden,” he said,
and then defiance came again. “But I’m keep-
ing it! T've sweated enough for you, while
you get the gravy. I’'m keeping it, this time,
and there isn’t a damned thing you can do
about it.”

“What about Giovanni?” Dewayne Britt
said, feeling the pressure of the girl’s hand.

“Shut up, Britt,” the governor said. “Look,
Baggart,” he finished, “don’t get tough; I
swing a bigger stick than you.” He shrugged.
“All right,” he finished, “Keep a fair share
and turn the rest over to me.”

Baggart moved nervously from foot to foot.
“What about Britt?”

The governor smiled. “He’ll roll over when
I tell him,” he said.

“Okay, it’s a deal. But try anything funny
and there’ll be trouble.”

“For the last time,” Britt said, “what
about Giovanni?”

HE governor looked around, heeding
the question for the first time. Sur-
prise was in his tone. |

“He goes up for trial for murdering Wal-
lace, of course,” he said. “We’ll just make
certain the evidence can’t be tripped this
time.”?

“No!” The girl plunged to her feet, in-
credulous unbelief in his face. “No, you can’s
do that!”

“Look,” Dewayne Britt said, and felt the
skin crawl on his back, as though he faced
some crawling snake, “what kind of a deal
is this? You can’t expect to frame Giovanni.”

He held the girl, held her close, while she
cried against his chest. For the first time in
years he felt the stirring of his pride.

“T’'ve done your dirty work for years,” he
said, “but always there was some justification.
But if you think I'm going to railroad a poor
feeble-minded man into death row, you’re
crazy.” ’ .

“Tell him, Baggart,” the governor said.

“You'll dance to our tune, Britt,” Baggart
said savagely. “You open your mouth, and
T’ll see that bribery evidence is planted in the
best place for bad publicity.”

Dewayne Britt hesitated. Cold fear settled
on him then, and he fully realized how deeply
he was entangled. They could break him,
break him completely. The" statute of limita-
tions took care of the bribery case; but he
could be disbarred. And, too, when it came to
a showdown, if the governor and Baggart
toppled, he would fall, along with them.,

. “Now look,” he began, i
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“You look,” the governor said. “You're
going right ahead as planned. Pettibone will
find a hole for the girl; and we can not only
deny anything she’s overheard, but we can
prove our stories, after she is released when
Giovanni is taken care of.” His tone softened.
“There’s dough in it, Britt, big money in the
future. Be smart, play it smart.”

“Well,” Britt sald and felt the sheen of
perspiration on his face.

And then the girl stirred in his arms and
came free, and he could see the loathing in
her eyes. He saw himseif then, clearly, for—
the first time in years. Always had there been
some excuse for what he did; but now he felt
dirty and rotten before her eyes.

“Please?” Ruth said.

Britt hit Baggart then, swung and struck
with coiled strength, before the other could
reach his gun. He bulled him back to the wall,
held him there through sheer weight, and
drove his blows with crushing force.

He felt hot breath gush against his face,
felt pain rip at. his groin from a merciless
knee, and was going back. Then he stopped,
throwing his entire weight into a right hand
blow. His knuckles slammed against Baggart’s
face, tilting his head sideways, and Britt's
left crossed beautifully. Baggart broke at the
middle, bendéng and falling on his face.

Britt stepped back, breathing hard. The
governor watched, shrmkmg back in his chair.
Britt took two steps, facing him.

“I warned you about putting too much
gressure on a man,” he said, and his open
fam:ls slashed twice across the governor’s
ace.

The little man pressed farther away, finger

marks clouding redly on his white face, He
said nothing, only watched.

“Come on, kid,” Dewayne Britt said, and
reached for the girl’s hand.

“Britt!” The governor’s voice came harsh-
ly. “Don’t be a fool, man! You're blowing
your career to pieces; if you talk, you may
get a prison sentence. Listen to reason!”

The little man was standing now; and Britt
almost laughed, so much w s the other like
a trapped Kkiller rodent.

“T’ll double your pay, Britt; I'll turn over

~the evidence I hold. Only don’t be a fool.”

Dewayne Britt laughed aloud then, laughed
in the full recklessness of his freedom. For
the first time in years he felt no fear,

He said, “To hell with you!”

Ruth Giovanni caught his hand, and some-
how in that moment she was beautiful. Her
eyes touched his, and tears sparkled brightly.

“You're sure?” she asked.

“Sure?” Britt smiled, and his face was
young again. “I’ve never been so sure of
anything in my life.”

He thought then of what he could have in
the future, of the life which could be his, and
laughter touched his heart. This other way
wouldn’t be pleasant; it would probably be
ugl?' and yet the prospect held no fe rs.

Come on,” he said, “we’ve got stories to
tell the papers and your dad to release.”

One glimpse he had of the wizened governor
standing over Bagg rt’s body, and then the
door was closed, and he was walking down
the hall at Ruth Giovanni’s side.

“Hurry—oh, please let’s hurry,” she said.

And Dewayne Britt laughed freely and
matched her pace.

—nobody,
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THE QUICK AND

OGAN’S ALLEY was a rats’ nest. It was a

narrow, stinking dead-end trap between tot-

tering, termite-ridden rooming houses. Fog
swirled up from the Puget City waterfront. The
night was darker than the inside of a bishop’s hat.

I was getting fifty bucks for meeting Larceny Lou
Ralls in this pesthole. Beyond that I didn’t care. If
Farmer Jones was willing to pay out good hard
American cash for having me meet a rat like Larceny
Lou, it was all right with me.

“It's like this, Maxon,” Farmer Jones told me.
“Lou copped a pearl necklace I own. He admits it,
and he knows he has me over a barrel. He wants five

Howie-Behind-The-Seven. was.  kneeling
on the floor. Something was ' leaking
out of his chest, . « «
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Hogan’s alley was a rat’s nest, and that was
okay with me—for twenty-five grand’s worth

of cheese and a chance to tell the guy who had
bumped Howie-Behind-The-Seven, °

fry, remember me!”’

grand for it and I've got to play ball with him.”

“Why not see Johnny Ralls?”

.For a long time Johnny Ralls had been try-
ing to keep his kid brother out of jail. Johnny
Ralls was respectable now. He owned a swank
night club and gambling casino just north
of the city limits. He was in the chips and
that gave him respectability.

Farmer Jones shook his head. “Johnny and
I don't get along. He knows I won't call cop-
per. So he'd tell me to laugh up a stump.”

“Why not go to the cops?”

“You ought to know why.” He looked
pained. “I like jewelry, but I don’t care
about the background of the stuff I buy. This
necklace was a part of the Carmichael heist
three years ago. You think I want to take
that to the cops?”

Farmer Jones was a gambler. He was tall
and thin, about fifty, with pale naive eyes and
sandy hair. His suits were always unpressed
—one-hundred-and-fifty dollar suits. He looked
like a rube, a farmer in town for the week-
end. A sucker ripe for the plucking.

Only he wasn’t. His appearance was a care-
fully cultivated stock in trade.

“Why don’t you meet Larceny Lou your-
self?” 1 asked.

“Howie-Behind-The-Seven is running a
floating crap game tonight up at the Rainier
Hotel. It’ll be a good game—with Wooden
Joe, Johnny Ralls, Harry The Horse, and
Smith Frane sitting in. I've had a long streak
of bad luck, but I’m hot now. I don’t want to
miss it.”

“I thought Howie-Behind-The-Seven left
town,” I said.

Farmer Jones nodded. “He did. When
Betsy Clair threw him over and began bank-
ing roulette for Johnny Ralls, he pulled out.
But you get over those things. A blonde is a
blonde, whether it’s here or Memphis. He’s
back now. We'll have some tough games
again.”

“I don't like it,” I said.

“Isn’t my money as good as the next?”

“How do you know you’ll be hot tonight?”

“If you were a gambler you wouldn’t have
w ask.fl

‘when you

By
Wallaece
Umphrey

“Okay,” I said.

He handed me a thick bundle of bills,
mostly tens and twenties. I counted the bills,
and there was an-even five grand. I tucked
the bills away in a manila envelope. He
handed me the fifty-buck fee we had agreed
upon, and then went out.

Sara Plummer—she’s my office secretary—
poked her dark head through the doorway and
said, “Johnny-boy, the next thing you'll be
handling divorce cases.”

All this was about the middle of the after-
noen.

Now it was eleven at night and Hogan’s
Alley was like a black cave in which bears
had been hibernating for the winter. It smelled
that bad. I turned in from the street, stumbled
over some garbage, took a few steps and
paused. The alley was as quiet as a cave in
which bears were hibernating.

“Larceny?” I called out.

There was a sudden sound, like the squash-
ing of ripe fruit, a choked-off cry. It wasn’{
far away. I went for my .380 Beretta. A
shadowy figure leaped toward me. Before I
had my little gun cleared from its holster
something smashed down at me.

I was maced properly.

OT so badly as Larceny Lou Ralls,
though. Maybe my head was harder.

I awoke in a couple of minutes prob-
ably, with the taste of dirty alley garbage in
my mouth. Staggering forward, I stumbled
over a body. It was Larceny Lou. He was as
dead as you can get.

His pockets were clean.

There was also a lot of blood on the front
of his suit.

It took me four matches to find my gun
where it had been dropped. It had been fired
once.

A siren got louder and louder. Somebody
had heard the shot and called the cops,

I didn’t have the five grand Farmer Jones
had given me.

They let me go in an hour. Lieutenant
Nick Tucci got a bit rough, but he couldn’t
hold me. An M.E. established the fact that

29



30

New Detective Magazine

Larceny Lou Ralls had died from the macing
and not from the slug. Using my gun looked
like an afterthought. To back up my own
story I carried a nice dent in my skull.

On the street outside headquarters I dis-
covered that the fifty bucks Farmer Jones
had paid me was also gone. That meant I'd
taken both a macing and an inquisition, all
for free.

I started to climb into my car. From the
seat a voice said, “Keep coming, Maxon. This
is a gun I got.”

It was a big balding guy named Tom Smart.
He worked for Johnny Ralls. He relieved
me of my Beretta.

“Where to?” I asked.

“Your office is as good as any place.”

I drove without argument. In the rear-
view mirror I could see another car following.
I figured it was Johnny Ralls, and that turned
out to be right.

All the offices on the floor were dark. We
went into my office and I switched on the
lights. That is, we were in the front re-
ception office. My own private office has new
furniture and I wanted to keep it looking
that way.

Tom Smart kept me covered while Johnny
Ralls shut the door.

Johnny Ralls was a small, hefty redhead
with a pleasant face and grey eyes. He was
unarmed. He didn’t carry a gun now—it
wasn’t respectable.

Tom Smart backed up against the wall and
began picking his teeth with a broken match,
but he held the gun right, his thumb hori-
zontal along the frame.

I said to Johnny Ralls, “I thought you were
in a crap game Howie-Behind-The-Seven is
floating.”

He cursed, examining his thumbnail. “They
cleaned me.”

“Before eleven?”

“I quit in time to hear about Lou.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Tough.”

He tooked up quickly. “I hear you been
trying to bust him with a rap, Maxon.”

“You've been hearing wrong.”

“I heard it.” He began shaking his head.
“You could have maced him, shot him, then
maced yourself.”

“The cops don’t think so.”

“I don’t care what the cops think. I got
a friend down there and I heard about it.”
He looked down, then quickly up. “You know
how it is, Maxon. Lou was a rat. He was
born with larceny in his soul. But he was
my kid brother.” His face twisted. “If you
had a beef with him, I would have squared it,
I’d square him with the devil himself. You
understand that, Maxon?”

The back of my neck was wet. “Yeah,” I
said.

One of his nimble hands dipped into his
coat pocket. It came out with brass knuckles.
Quietly he slipped them over his right fist.

“If I was sure, Maxon, I'd gut-shoot you
right here,” he said. “I’m not sure, but I'mh
taking no chances.”

He glanced at Tom Smart. He nodded to
himself. Then he hit me three times very
fast over my left kidney.

A rosy, ecstatic haze seared up my body to
my brain. He hit me on the mouth, on the
nose. I staggered back and hit the wall, started
to slide along it toward the door. The pain
wasn’t ecstatic any longer. He hit me on the
cheek, and I fell down on my hands and knees.
I shook my head like a puppy. I made puppy
sounds. I began crawling toward the door.

Tom Smart came up behind me, grabbed my
left arm and yanked it up behind my back.
Something sort of creaked. He jerked me to
my feet. Johnny Ralls hit me three more
times. After that I lost track.

HE Rainier Hotel was built of dull brick
worn smooth by the weather. It was a
nice quiet genteel place to live. A house
dick named Tom Hennessey kept it that way.
He was an ex-patrolman off the Puget City
force, a grizzled, middle-aged man with flat
feet, a heavy jaw and heavy black eyebrows.

“What happened to you, Jlmmy-boy?”

“A truck,” I said.

It was about three in the morning. My left
arm was in a sling and my face was held to-
gether with adhesive tape. One eye was al-
ready swollen shut. It had taken a doctor the
better part of an hour to get me patched up.
Without the tape my face would have fallen
off on the floor. Tom Smart had left my gun
lying on Sara Plummer’s typing desk.

We went around the desk, where the night
clerk and a bellhop were dozing, and into
Hennessey’s small airless office. He left the
door open so that he could wateh-dog the
lobby.

“You ought to have an easy life like me,”
he said. “I should walk into bullets for the
city at twenty-four hundred a year.” His
voice was bitter—he had been a good man and
city politics had kept him down. He yanked
open a drawer of his desk. “Drink?”

I nodded. In the drawer were a bottle, two
glasses, maybe four dozen new decks of play-
ing cards, a couple of dozen new dice.. The
hotel saw a lot of floating crap and poker
games.

“This is good,” Hennessey said, pouring,
“It was a little present from Howie-Behind-
The-Seven.”

We drank to crime.
name?” I asked.

“Once he made thirteen straight passes.”

“How’s his floating crap game going ?”

“How’d he get his
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Hennessey looked pained. “Is this more
than a social call, Jimmy-boy ?”

I shook my head. “I have to see Farmer
Jones.”

“Want me to ring him?”

“I'll wait. The game ought to bust up
soon.”

He nodded his grizzted head and put his
flat feet on the desk. “This is a respectable
joint, Jimmy-boy. No noise or rough stuff.
f the beys want a little innocent amusement
once in a while, far be it from me to stop
them.”

The bellhop on duty strolled past for a drink
of water. He was a little guy with a young-
old face.

“Where’s Sleeper Morris?” I asked.

“Sick tonight. This new guy is taking his
place. A guy named Tedro.”

The bellhop walked back.

“Ts Sleeper here?” I asked.

Hennessey shook his head. “He’s over at
his sister’s on Eastview drive.”

We had another drink. I reached into the
drawer and pulled out a couple of dice. “Roll
you for five,” I said.

“You know I don’t gamble, Jimmy-boy.”

“I den’t either.”

He picked up the dice from the top of the
desk and put them back in the drawer. He
picked up the glasses, wiped them out with
a paper towel, then put them and the whiskey
back into the drawer and slammed it shut.

“¥Yoau know the boys sometimes want a new
deck or something,” he said. “All the drug-
stores will be closed. I keep this stuff on hand
as a convenience.”

“At about ten times the normal price.”

He grinned. “A guy has to live.”

The elevator came down, and there was the
sound of feet in the lobby. Smith Frane,
Wooden Joe and a guy I didn’t know walked
past. The elevator went back up.

“Game’s over,” Hennessey said. He offered
me a cigar, which I refused. He lit up. “Good
cigars, Jimmy-boy. Farmer passed ’em out.”

Hennessey did all right for himself. I was
glad of that.

The elevator returned. Harry The Horse
and Farmer Jones got out. Farmer Jones
saw me, said something to Harry The Horse,
who went on. Farmer Jones waited in the
lobby for me. He still looked like a farmer.
His face was expressionless.

“Did you get it?” he asked.

I told him I'd got it all right, but not what
he meant. He showed faint curiosity as he
glanced at my face. He didn't ask, but I told
him what had happened.

His face didn’t change.
grand, Maxon.” -

I watched him. “Yeah.”

“Five grand is a lot of dough.”

“It would be to me.”

He looked at a place on the wall a foot
above my head. “Who did it?”

“Would I be here if I knew?” I asked.

His eyes came down to look at me. “You
could have rigged it yourself, Maxon.”

I’ve never been a good poker player. My
eyes give me away. He back-pedaled as my
right shot toward him. It hit him on the
shoulder, spun him around, but he didn’t fall.

“Forget it,” he said.

The telephone in Hennessey’s offiece rang. A
moment later Hennessey steamed out, looking
neither right nor left, his cigar stuck at an
angle in his mouth, his black brows knotted
and his flat feet hitting the rug with little
positive puffs of sound.

He steamed toward the elevator, then back-
tracked.

“Is Howie-Behind-The-Seven alone?” he
asked.

Farmer Jowes nodded.

“He's got a beef.” Hennessey’s face was
red. “What kind of a beef could he have
now?” He headed for the elevator again and
disappeared.

Farmer Jones swore suddenly. “Five grand
and the necklace.”

“It might play like this,” I told him. “I

“That was five

rors ror QUALITY
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don’t know, but whoever copped the necklace
from Larceny Lou might approach you later.
This guy will ‘have both the necklace and the
five grand. Let me know if you hear anything.
We’ll shake him down. I want my fifty bucks
back.”

“What time was Larceny Lou killed ?”

“FEleven.”

Farmer Jones said, “Johnny Ralls pulled-

out at ten-thirty.”

“How’d you make out tonight?” I asked.

His face didn’t change. “About twenty-
six grand.” He meant that was what he'd
won, but his voice sounded as if he had just
stumbled over a dime in the gutter.

“I’ll tell you what I’ll do,” he said. “You
come down to Johnny Ralls’ place with me
now, and I’ll give you another fifty for your
trouble.”

“TI thought he was sore at you.”

“He is. That’s why I want you along. I
hocked a pearl necklace with him a month
ago and I haven’t been able to pick it up.
Now I’ve got the dough.”

“Why should he be sore about that?”

Farmer Jones shrugged.
Johnny is.”

The desk phone rang, and the night clerk
reached sleepily for it. A high-pitched voice
tumbled over the wire. The clerk looked
shocked. He ran toward us.

“Shots,” he said blankly.
oh-nine.”

“That’s Howie-Behind-The-Seven’s room,”
Farmer Jones said.

T WASN’T pretty. Howie-Behind-The-
Seven, a pale little guy, was kneeling on
the floor in an Islamic attitude of prayer.

Something was leaking out of his chest. It
wasn’t red ink.

Tom Hennessey lay flat on his back, his
eyes wide open. He had been shot twice in
the head.

The window was open, the blind flapping.
Outside was a fire escape. It looked as if
Howie-Behind-The-Seven was just cleaning
up the mess left from his crap game when
he’d got it. He was unarmed. Hennessey had
managed to drag out his gun but he hadn’t
had a chance to use it. I went over and
closed his eyes for him.

“Call the police,” I told the night clerk.

- He darted away like a scared rabbit.

Farmer Jones said quietly, “I can’t take
this.” He went into the bathroom.

I looked at the body of Howie-Behind-The-
Seven. It was supported on knees and fore-
head. Slowly it tilted over so that it lay
doubled-up on its side. My hair raised slightly.

One of the hands was clenched in a small
tight fist. I pried open the fingers. One of a
pair of dice rolled to the rug. I rolled it a

“Shots in five-

“You know how

couple of times and slipped it into my pocket.

Farmer Jones came back. His face was
paler than normal.

“You still want to see Johnny Ralls?” I
asked.

He nodded, his face wet.

I said, “Let’s blow before the cops get
here.”

We went down. It was after four now and
the bellhops had changed shifts. We walked
around the “corner to the Rainier Garage,
where we’d both left our cars. It was a low
one-story annex attached to the hotel. The
fire escape at Howie-Behind-The-Seven’s
room led downward to the roof.

Only one attendant was on duty, a young
colored guy with a smooth, black, shiny, in-
telligent face. He was dressed in spotless
white coveralls. He brought up my car.

“Thanks,” I said. “I don’t suppose you
saw a guy come down the fire escape a while
ago?”

He nodded. “As a matter of fact, sir, I did.”

“Did you see him plainly ?”

Again he nodded.

“What did he look like?”

“Well, sir, that’s hard to say. I've seen
him before. You show him to me and Tl
tell you if he’s the right gentleman.” There
was a brief pause. “Trouble, sir?”

“Are you on the same shift all the time?”
I asked.

He nodded. “I go to school, days.” He
looked at me and then added, “Law school.”
He went away to get Farmer Jones’ car.

“I’ll meet you at Johnny Ralls’ place,”
Farmer Jones said to me.

“The killer went up the fire escape,” I said.
“He held a gun on Howie-Behind-The-Seven
and made him call Hennessey. When Tom
Hennessey showed, the killer cooled them
both.” ;

Farmer Jones was silent.

“Aren’t you interested in the reason?” I
asked.

He shook his head. “The cops will find out;
then I'll know.”

“I kind of liked Hennessey, Farmer.” My
mouth was dry. “I liked Hennessey a hell
of a lot.”

I drove toward Johnny Ralls’ place. East-
view Drive, where Sleeper Morris’ sister
lived, was on the way. It was a small white
bungalow with a nice yard. There was a light
at the back. It was the only house on the
block that had a light on.

I walked around to the back porch climbed
the steps and knocked on, the  kitchen door.
There was a shuffling of feet msxde, a few
whispered words. The back door was pulled
open a crack. I got my, knee and -my good

shoulder against it and heaved it ‘open,

Sleeper Morris stumble:' across the lin-
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oleum, looking white and scared. But he
didn’t look sick.

Tedro, the bellhop who had just come off
duty, was a tough little monkey whose young
eyes looked older than sin.

I gave them both a free look down the
barrel of my Beretta.

“What’s the idea, Maxon?” Sleeper Morris
asked.

“It’s the payoff.” I got them both lined up
in front of me. Both looked scared now. My
‘mouth was still dry, and I felt preity tired. “A
guy I liked got cooled tonight. You both
know him. Tom Hennessey.”

Sleeper Morris gulped. Tedro watched me
narrowly. “Not so loud, Maxon,” said Sleeper
Morris. “My sister and her kid are asleep
in there.” He gestured vaguely.

I lowered my voice. “You guys cooled
Hennessey just the same as if you pulled the
trigger.” I felt as if I were trying to talk
myself out of something. “You rang in
crooked dice for Howie-Behind-The-Seven.
How much were you paid, Sleeper?”

“F-fifty bucks to be sick.”

I turned to Tedro. “You were carrying
some crooked dice,” I told him. “Somebody
called for a fresh pair. Instead of getting ’em
from Hennessey, you palmed off the crooked
dice in your pocket. Hennessey was blamed,
and both he and Howie-Behind-The-Seven got
cooled for the caper. How much did you
get out of it?”

He snarled at me.
talking about?”

I got my right hand around his throat. I
hoisted him off his feet, so that his back was
pushed flat against the wall. I held him there
by his throat.

He flailed at me with his arms, but I had
the reach en him. His eyes began to bug out.

“Search his pockets, Sleeper,” I said.

Sleeper Morris pulled out a pair of dice with
shaking hands. I loosened my grip and Tedro
stumped to the floor. The pair of dice matched
the one I had pried out of Howie-Behind-The-
Seven’s death grip.

“Who paid you?” I asked Tedro.

The fight was gone out of him. He was
through being tough. He scrambled to his
feet. He whimpered: “Howie-Behind-The-
Seven gimme two hundred bucks. I gave
Sleeper fifty.”

I put my gun away. “I ought to toss both
of you to the wolves.” T felt tlred as hell, and
kind of useless. “I'm too soft-hearted for a
guy in my racket. Both of you better get out
of town. Tom Hennessey was liked. Both of
you better hop the first train out and buy a
ticket as long as your dough. Both of you
better hop before T change my mind.”

Sleeper Morris said, “But I d-didn’t
know—="

“What the hell are you

“I don’t care,” I said. “Tom Hennessey is
dead. Both of you better hop.”

They both began nodding their heads, I
went out and climbed into my car again,

OHNNY RALLS’ Royce Club was just

north of town. It was a big, low, wooden

building set in the middle of about two
acres of graveled parking lot. It was about
a hundred feet down a steep road from the
highway., The parking lot was enipty and
forlorn. I drove down to it and stopped.

Farmer Jones had been parked on the high-
way a few hundred feet away. He picked up
my car and trailed me down.

“It took you long enough,” he said.

“It’s the fog,” I said. “When I'm in the
fog I take it easy.”

There were some lights at the back. Most
of the fog had lifted, and it was beginning to
shower. I banged on the front door. I waited
a while and banged louder. Farmer Jones just
waited, standing patiently beside me. My face
was hurting.

From behind us a voice said, “You guys
want something 7"

“Johnny,” Farmer said.

“It can wait.”

“To hell with you, Tom,” Farmer Jones
said. “Now.”

Tom Smart scratched his chin thoughtfully
with the muzzle of his gun. He thought about
it for a time. He finally said to me, “No hard
feelings, Maxon? Johnny hadda do it.”

“T never hold a grudge,” I said.

He shrugged. “Okay.”

We went around to the back, through a dark
kitchen, up some stairs to Johnny Ralls’ apart-
ment. Tom Smart walked close behind us.

The apartment was very modern. Firelight
gleamed on blond maple furniture, on the
chrome and crystal. The rug felt like clipped
grass underfoot.

Johnny Ralls and Smith Frane were stand-
ing in the middle of the room when we went
in. Betsy Clair, who banked roulette for John-
ny Ralls, was sitting ir a deep chair. She was
tall, blonde and willowy. I couldn’t blame
Howie-Behind-The-Seven for feekng badly
when she left him.

She had nice legs. She had a pearl necklace
around her throat.

Nobody said anything for a minute,

Farmer Jones spoke suddenly. He spoke to
Betsy Clair. He looked angry and he said,
“Kindly get my necklace from around your
neck.”

Johnny Ralls began to scowl. Tom Smart
decided he might need his gun, and he held it
level. Smith Frane moved with long legs to
one corner of the room. Betsy Clair looked
surprised.

“Don’t get tough,” said Johnny Ralls tight-
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ly. He stood tense, his nimble hands loose at
his side. “She wanted to try it on.”

“I'm particular who wears my jewelry,”

Farmer Jones said. His face was without ex-
pression, but his voice was harsh. “I’'m buy-
ing it back now.”

He reached into his pocket, slowly counted
out twenty-five grand and placed it on a low
glass-topped coffee table. Johnny Ralls looked
at it, then away. He didn’t pick up the money.

Betsy Clair stood up slowly, her slender fig-
ure stiff with anger. Her face was flushed.
She tore the necklace from her throat, break-
ing the clasp, and threw it on the rug at her
feet. The pearls were iridescent in the light.

She slipped away, to stand beside Smith

" Frane in one corner of the room. There was a

~ red welt on the back of her neck where she had

torn the necklace loose.

- Johnay Ralls touched the necklace with the
toe of his shoe. He had small feet. He stepped

back two paces. -

“Maybe they look better on you than they
do on her,” he said thinly.

Calmly Farmer Jones picked up the neck-
lace and slid it into his coat pocket. He didn’t
examine it. .

“Let’s go, Maxon.”

I nodded. “I guess we're not among
friends.”

“Not now,” said Johnny Ralls. He shook
his head. “I don’t get it. Why does Farmer
come in here throwing his weight around?”
His grey eyes were puzziled.

Farmer Jones turned at the door. “Coming,
Maxen ?”

“Wait a minute,” I said. “Larceny Lau
Ralls was killed tonight. I took a beating be-
cause of it. Let’s talk about that a while.”

Tom Smart flicked his gun at me. “On your
way. ”You know how it was. Johnny hadda
do it.

“To hell with it,” T said, and walked toward
the door. I walked close to Tem Smart. He
wasn't expecting it. I got a foot hooked
areund his ankle and stammed my fist into his
jaw..
His eyes crossed and he stumbled backward
over my foot. His gun flew out of his hand,
landing on the rug close to the door. Farmer
Jones stooped to pick it up. While he was still
bent over, I got out my .380 Beretta.

“Careful with that gun, Farmer,” I said.

He straightened slowly. He was holding the
gun loosely at his side. I wateched him, but I
spoke to Johnny Ralls.

“Maybe you’d like to know why Lou was
killed, Johnny.”

I could hear him take a breath. “I'm listen-
ing.”

“Have Tom search Farmer,” I said.

Farmer Jones’ face was still expressionless
—all except his eyes. Little worms of fear be-

gan crawling in them. He swallowed careful-
ly. The knuckles of his hand were white on
the gun batt. But he kept the gun pointed at.
the floor.

“You heard Maxon, Tom,” Johnny Ralls
said tonelessly. _

The bald-headed man stepped toward
Farmer Jones. He patted the pockets of
Farmer Jones’ coat. His hand disappeared in
a pocket, came out. He was holding two pearl
necklaces.

Johnny Ralls stepped quickly forward, took
them, stepped back. He looked down at the
twin necklaces. Then he looked up at me. He
said, “They look the same.”

“One is real—one is phoney.” I was guess-
ing carefully. “Valuable necklaces always
come that way. The phoney is made of Bo-
hemian glass. It’s worth a couple of hundred
bucks.”

Johnny Ralis still watched me. “Which is
which ?” he asked softly.

This was the way it had to be. “The phoney
has a broken clasp,” I told him.

He let both necklaces slide to the rug at his
feet. His eyes were hot. “You—" he said to
Farmer Jones. “You hocked a phoney neck-
lace with me for twenty-five grand!”

face was wet and getting wetter all the
time. He swallowed again.

“What do you care now?” he asked Johnny
Ralls. “You got your money back.”

Johnny Ralls licked his lips. “That still
makes you a louse.” He nodded uncertainly,
his nimble fingers toying with a button on his
coat. He looked down at the floor, then turned
his grey eyes on me.

“That’s why Lou was killed,” T said. “ After
Farmer had hocked the phoney with you, Lou
swiped the real necklace. That put Farmer on
a spot. He couldn’t eome to you to square the
beef, and he couldn’t go to the cops. So he
came to me.” .

“Are you saying he killed Lou?” asked
Johnny Ralls.

I said, “Yeah.”

Johnny Ralls slowly shook his head. His
fingers still t yed with the button on his coat.
“I don’t know.” His voice was low. “I was
out of the game at ten-thirty.”

Smith Frane spoke from the corner of the
room. His white hair looked damp.

“Johnny, he went out of the game just after
you did. He lost a thousand—remember? He
went out to borrow money from Hymie Capp.
A little later he came back with a bit over five
grand. He got hot and took away the twenty
grand Howie-Behind-The-Seven took away
from you.”

“What time was that?” asked Johnny Ralls.

I :VERYONE watched Farmer Jones. His
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“I’d say he left about quarter to eleven and
got back half an hour later.”

“Plenty of time to go down to Hogan’s Al-
ley and back,” I said.

Farmer Jones said, “No!”

“Search his car,” I said. “Maybe yot'll find
the tire iron he used. Get Hymie Capp on the
phone.”

The two guns sounded almost together.
Johnny Ralls had twitched his coat open and
got his gun out and shot an instant after
Farmer Jones. :

Farmer Jones gargled something and fell
forward on his face in front of the door. John-
ny Ralls sat down suddenly, his knee-cap shat-
tered. Pain made his face look pinched and
old.

Tom Smart snaked forward for the gun, but
I stopped him. He licked his lips and retreat-
ed. I picked up the gun and put it into my
pocket.

I rolled Farmer Jones over. Blood pumped
out of his chest. “Howie-Behind-The-Seven
rigged—the other,” he said. “I—" His body
went stiff. There was a faint smile on his
Aace.

Johnny Ralls said through his teeth, “It was
self-defense, Maxon.. Frane saw it too.”

I looked at Betsy Clair. “You used to kind
of like Howie, I hear, before you teok up with
Johnny.”

She said, “You—"

“Howie-Behind-The-Seven wanted to get
even with Johnny,” I said. “So he took
Johnny for twenty grand with loaded dice.”

I took the dice out of my pocket and rolled
them on the rug. I turned to Johnny Ralls.

“You shot him, Johnny. I den’t care about

that. But you shot Tom Hennessey too. And
I do care about that, because Hennessey
wasn’t in on the caper. Just Howie-Behind-
The-Seven and a couple of smart kids.”

Johnny Ralls’ face was white. “You can’t
prove it.”

“You just shot Farmer Jones.”

“The slugs won’t match.” He even grinned
a little through his pain. “I don’t mind telling
you now.”

“A garage attendant saw you coming down
the fire escape.”

He shook his red head. “I've got a lawyer
who can tangle that guy up until he won't
know his own name.”

“Not this boy,” I said. “He’ll hang you.
He wants to be a lawyer himself.”

Johnny Ralls said thoughtfully, “You know,
I think maybe you’re right.”

He moved fast, bringing up his gun. I
drilled him twice in the shoulder before he
could fire. He dropped the gun and I scooped
it up. I didn’t think there were any more guns
in the place.

I called the cops. Nobody moved all the time
I was at the telephone.

“When you fry, think of my face,” I told
Johnny Ralls. “Oh, to hell with it. ’m not
vindictive—much. You’d better think about
Tom Hennessey.”

I picked up the two necklaces from the floor
and put them in my pocket. Stolen goods can
be the property of nobody except the rightful
owner. Legally they had never belonged to
Farmer Jones.

The insurance company would pay me a fat
ten per cent for the return of the Carmichael
necklace.
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THIS SIDE

I didn’t mind Elaine’s killing the
guy—I just didn’t want her caught

this side of the hell he went to!
36

I couldn’t stand this. I said, aloud,
] want it over with, , , .

OF HADES

TOOK one look at the corner of my liv-
ing room, then shifted my eyes, fast.

ficd “Never saw him before in my life,” 1

ied.

The one who was holding my arm, Lieu-
tenant Shadrack, dug his fingers into the flesh.
“Take another look, Mr. Nelson. A good one.
We want to be sure.”

I turned back slowly. He was sprawled out
on the rug, one thin hand touching a leg of
the butterfly table. He was about thirty-two,
but he looked ten years older. The two holes
in his chest, half an inch apart, were like the
fang marks of a snake. I went over and
looked down at his pinched white face, keep-
ing my right hand pressed hard against my
stomach muscles. I studied him for a full min-
ute before I looked up at Shadrack.
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“No,” I said, steadily.
before.”

Shadrack said, “All right, Mr. Nelson.” He
motioned me to sit down and I took the big
chair by the window. Elaine’s picture smiled
at me from the table, and I shifted the chair
a little. I kept my eyes on Shadrack.

He was nice about it. He may have had a

“I never saw him

" wife himself and was trying to make it easy

for me. They knew I'd been at Allied Phar-
maceutical all day and couldn’t have had a
part in the killing.

:“Here’s how it was, Mr. Nelson. We got -

a call from a neighbor who heard the shots.
The officer who answered it found this fellow
stretched out like that—and this.” He picked
a package off the side table and unwrapped it.
“Recognize it?”

It was Elaine’s, all right. I'd bought it for
her myself. An imitation pearl-handled twenty-
two. She’d said it made her feel safer when I
worked late. Safer—that was a hot one.

I said carefully, “My wife was at the hair-
dresser’s all afternoon. She had an appoint-
ment for a permanent.” I looked at my watch.
“She may still be there. Those things take
time.” I gave them the name. “You can check

“that.”

Shadrack nodded to his assistant and the
man lumbered to his feet and went into the
ball. I heard him dialing the phone.

“We checked the prints, Mr. Nelson, with
the old civilian defense files. They’re Mrs,
Nelson’s.”

“Sure,” I said. “She handled the gun. It
was hers. But she didn’t use it to shoot any-
body. She wasn’t here.”

“The man’s name,” Shadrack was saying,
“was Targani. Joseph Targani. That mean
anything?”

i,shook my head. “Never heard it,” I said.
My glance hit the table with Elaine’s picture.
I’d taken it myself, right after the wedding,
five years ago. She’d been smiling the way she
always smiled, as if she gota kick out of just
being alive. I shifted in my chair. “Look,
Lieutenant,” I said, “Elaine couldn’t have
been here.”

‘The cop who’d been phoning spoke from the
doorway.

& Mrs Nelson broke her appointment. The
beauty parlor put somebody efse in her place.”

I came halfwa; out of my chair. “You're
crazy,” I said. “I phoned and left a- message.
They said she was having a permanent.”

The cop nodded. “That’s right,” he admit-
ted. “Only the girl hadn’t bothered changing
the book. The girl who talked to you thought
it was Mrs. Nelson having her hair done.
When she went to- deliver the message, she
found out different.”

I couldn’t believe it, at first. I'd been so
sure, so dead sure, she was out of it

Shadrack said, “We’ll check on that girl.
Could be Mrs. Nelson had tipped her to tell
you she was there, knowing you’d call.”

“No,” I said. “You’re on the wrong track,
Lieutenant. My wife didn’t play around. She
didn’t know any other men. She must have
caught this fellow robbing the apartment, shot
him, and then lost her head.” He didn’t be-
lieve me. I'd known he wouldn’t believe me
when I said it, but I had to say it. He'd fig-
ure it was just dumb loyalty. “You'd better
find her,” I finished.

“We're trying to,” he said, patiently, and
then the door to the bedroom opened and Cliff
Hunter stood in the entrance.

I said, “Cliff !” but he just stood there, his
dark eyes studying me broodingly. His mouth
was a thin, tight line, and he held himself
stiffly, as if he were afraid of falling apart.,
So he hadn’t gotten over her, even in five
years. He’d been also-ran at the wedding, and
then dropped out of our lives. But he was with
the F.B.I.—he didn’t fit in a murder case, I
said that.

Lieutenant. Shadrack - answered for him.
“Mr. Hunter was at headquarters when the
call came for us. He recognized the name.”

Cliff said from the doorway, “We found
some money, Sam. Two thousand dollars, hid-
den in the light fixture in the bedroom. The
cone had been taken off, the money stuck in-
side and the fixture replaced. Is it yours?”

I didn’t know what to say. Two thousand
is a lot of money. “No,” I said cautiously.
“Unless Elaine had saved it. She might have
done that.”

Cliff’s eyes widened. “Saved it?” he re-
peated. He shook his head.

Shadrack said, “This man Targani had a
key to your apartment, Mr. Nelson. Fairly
new. Your wife must have known him pretty
well for that.”

He had that on the brain. That Elaine had
been playing around with this guy. He’d learn
different when they found her. “You'd better
find her,” I said suddenly. My voice was a
little wild, a shade too high. I tried to keep
it down. “She’s probably hiding someplace,
scared stiff. She’s lost her head. You'd bet-
ter find her and let her explain this.”

“We'd better find her,” Cliff agreed. He
crossed the room and picked up Elaine’s pic-.
ture. “Fast,” he added. He put the picture
back on the table, looking at me. His eyes
were haggard. “This fellow Targani prob-
ably had friends,” he said, slowly. “They’ll
be looking, too. We have to find her first.”
He looked at the picture again. “Yo# could
find her, Sam,” he said, flatly.

“Me?” ;

“You,” he repeated. “You know her. You
know what she’d do. You can figure where
she’d go, how she’d react. Anyone who knew
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her as well as you did could find her.” He
stood there a minute, staring at me, and then
he tugged the brim of his grey hat down over
his eyes and went out.

I kept hearing his words after the others
had left. . . . We'd beiter find her, fast. . . .
This fellow Targani had friends. . .. 1 sat
still for a while, feeling the words needling
my brain. Then I shook my head and pushed
to my feet. I knew what I had to do, all right.
I had to find her myself.

LIFF had been right about how well I
‘ : knew her. I'd always, even before we

were married, understood Elaine. It
wasn’t sixth semse, or anything like that. It
just happened that she was one person I knew
thoroughly. I could always be sure what she’d
do in a given situation. I'd never pictured her
in a situation like this, but I started to now.

She’d try to drop out of sight. She’d think
she could lose herself by becoming a room
number. That meant she’d go to a cheap hotel.
That could have been wrong, of course, but it
fitted Elaine. It was the way her mind would
work.

It wasn’t wrong. The fourth desk I hit, I
placed her writing. A shaky, nervous Joan
Black. The kid was trying to be smart.

I drew out my wallet, flipped it open and
snapped it shut, fast. “Room Seven Thirty-
Two,” I said to the room clerk. “I'm going
through it.” He hadn’t even looked at the
wallet. He was a half-witted young kid, who
would never get to know the score. But he
was a little doubtful. He couldn’t make up
what mind he had. I made it up for him. “You
can send a bellhop along,” I told him. “We
think Miss Black is someone we’re looking for.
I'll just check the room.”

“We?” He made a question of the word.

“Missing persons,” I told him.

He said, “We don’t have .. boy, officer.” He
took a key from below the register and came
out from behind the desk. He stayed with me,
all the way, right on my heels. But it didn’t
matter. The minute we stepped inside, I knew
Elaine had gone. The room key lay in the
middle of the bed. That was a habit of hers,
even when she checked out.

So she was gone. But she’d been these. It
was in the air, filling the room. The scent of
gardenias—her perfume.

I found the ribbon string in the wastebasket
in the first five minutes. That’s all I found,
at first. I almost missed the big thing. The
ribbon said Swap Shop, with an address print-
ed in gilt. She’d bought something at the
Swap Shop, unwrapped it, and then maybe
wrapped it again. Or used it, maybe, and
wrapped something else. She never could be
bothered tying packages. I dropped the string
in my pocket and started for the door,

That’s when I noticed the rest of it. A
white slip of paper, crumpled up, near the
door, with a piece of Kraft paper near it. A
receipt, the kind some storekeepers still give.

One knife—forty cents.

I could see her doing it." I could see her in
some dingy shop, picking it out, while cold
shivers ran down her back. I could see her
throwing the money on the counter and scur-
rying like a scared rabbit back to her room,
I could see her ripping the paper from the
knife and staring at the blade in horror, be-
fore she jammed it deep in her handbag. I
could see that, and figure that, but I couldn’t
figure the rest of it. I could only stand there
and sweat.

I couldn’t figure at all whether she’d use
ith

The Swap Shop was a dive—a crummy lit-
tle joint that sold second hand clothing, run
by a man with a worn-out face and nervous,
quick-moving hands. “A young lady,” he re-
peated. “A blonde girl, with a grey coat and
green hat.” He nodded slowly. “So maybe
she did buy some clothes.”

I laid a dollar bill on the counter and wait-
ed. The bill stuck to my damp fingers and I
shook it off nervously. I wanted to be mov-
ing, to follow this thing through. The knife
had me worried.

The clerk’s eyes flickered and he pointed his
face toward the flyspecked ceiling, thinking.
“A navy blue coat. A dark red dress. A red
hat. That’s all she bought.” His hand was
still rubbing the dollar like velvet when I left.

It took someone who knew her. She'd
changed in the hotel. That meant she’d slip
out the back way in her new outfit. I cut
through the hotel lobby, out the rear entrance.
The alley flowed into a broad, well-lighted
street, with a hack stand on the corner. Elaine
was accustomed to cabs, If she felt safe
enough, she’d hired one.

I tackled the cabbies.

The third one made her. “A blonde kid in
a red and blue outfit. Sure, I remember. A
nifty number.”

I climbed in his taxi. “Double fare,” I told
him. “Drop me at the same place.”

It was too slow. The whole thing was too
slow, like a methodical balancing of books.
Books for the dead. I sat back in the cab,
pressing my hands to my head. That hot,
pricking pain was crawling under my scalp
again. When I thought of someone else find-
ing her first, it burned like hot needles. I sat
there, pressing my hand to my head, trying to
cool it, until the cabbie said, “This is it, mac.”
I jerked myself out to the sidewalk.

The place was too swanky. She’d never
have gone in, the way she was dressed. She
was outfitted for a dive. I looked down the
block and found what I wanted—a fourth rate
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hotel. Rooms a dollar a night. A hole for a
rabbit.

Even if I hadn’t known the shaky, scrawled
handwriting, I'd have placed her by the name
—Clara White. That would be Elaine, still
trying to be smart. She’d used Black the last
time. She was trying so hard. But she’d never
known how.

This room clerk was no hatf-witted kid. He
had a sharp, thin face, like a tired weasel. I
drew a bill out of my wallet. “Miss White
asked me to wait in her room.” I tried to say
it casually, but the words clawed at my throat.

His eyes stirred. “That’s out of order,” he
said. “A thing like that is against the rules.”

That was a laugh. In a hotel like his it was
probably a habit. I laid the five dollar bill on
the desk and stood there, waiting for the key.

I got it. And I was too late.

The room was still sweet with the needling
scent of gardenias. But the key was in the
middle of the bed. Elaine had cleared out. I'd
missed her.

My hands were cold. My hands were cold
and these hot needles pricked at my brain.
The key laughed at me from the middle of the
bed. She was gone.

She still had the knife. She still had the
knife, and she was scared, teo scared. She
was worse than a rabbit. She couldn’t even
stay in the hole. She had to keep moving.
She was bound to run into a trap.

I looked out the window into the street,
resting one hand on the side. My wet palm
hit something cold. A sashweight. A lead
sashweight they used in old windows. I un-
hooked it, fondling it in my hands. I hefted
it once, and then dropped it in my pocket.
It stuck out at the edge. I shifted my wallet
to my hip and put the weight ia my inside
pocket. I could feel my heart pounding my
ribs against it.

A sashweight and a knife.. Twa scared rab-
bits. But I'd find her—I had to find her. And
then it would be all right.

When I left I opened the window, to let the
fresh air wash out the gardenias.

The room clerk stopped me on the way past
the desk. “You gave it up, too?” he asked.

Too. He said too. That meant there’d been
someone else. My heart pounded the sash-
weight. “Somebody else,” I said. “Somebody
else was waiting ?”

‘His weasel mouth grinned. He didn’t say
anything; just twisted his mouth to a grin.

I brought out a bill. “What did he look
like?”” T asked. I tried to keep my voice quiet.
It was hard, but I tried. I couldn’t let myself
go.
His eyes went blank. “I wouldn’t know,”
he said. “Maybe like yon; maybe like me. I
got a bad memory for faces.” He meant it.
He wasn’t going to talk.

It was close. He never even knew it, but it
was close. I had my hand on the sashweight
before the needles stopped pricking my brain,
and I remembered.

I couldn’t get jammed now. If they were
close to her trail, I couldn’t jam myself. I had
to find Elaine. I left the bill on the desk and
spoke slowly, so I wouldn’t choke on the
words. “Did you notice her? Did you notice
anything she did before she went out?”

His eyes hit the bill, then came back to
mine. He jerked his head toward the rear.
“Telephone,” he said, shortly. “ She went back
to telephone.”

That didn’t make sense. There wasn’t any-
one she’d call. As scared as she was, she
wouldn’t dare call. I said, “Telephone?” and
then it hit me. She was hunting a new hole.
With the pack in full cry behind her.

Habit. That’s how you catch people. That’s
what Cliff Hunter had meant.

She always broke bindingss Whenever
Elaine opened a book, she bent it back, snap-
ping the binding. When I picked up the Red-
book, it fell open right where I wanted it.

Furnished rooms.

She’d marked it. Habit, again. She’d run
her nail under the address, like she always
did, leaving a crease, so she could copy it.
Mrs. Murphy’s—Rooms by The Week.

I could see her mind working. Miss Jones,
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in a furnished room. A little girl from the
country, job hunting in the big city. She’d
think that was a perfect disguise. I snapped
the book shut and left the hotel.

The sashweight was like a live bomb in my
pocket.

Mrs. Murphy’s looked like the ad had
sounded. A dirty brownstone building, with
dirty stone steps leading to the door. The
card I wanted said, Miss Smith, 3rd Floor
Front. I could picture her arguing with the
landlady, saying she didn’t want her name on
the door. Mrs. Murphy must have eyed her
mistrustfully, and she weakened, letting the
landlady write the card for her. She'd have
been praying that, in a strange handwriting,
it couldn’t make any difference. But Miss
Smith! She’d pick one like that. And it was
the only new, clean card in the doorway.

I didn’t ring for the landlady. I went up
the stairs slowly and carefully, bracing my-
self on the bannister. I had to be quiet. If
this thing went wrong, I had to be quiet. If
she was out, I could sit down and wait. But
I didn’t want to wait. I wanted it over. The
needles were burning my brain.

I didn’t have to wait.

her blond hair spilling out over her shoul-
ders. Her purse was near her left hand,
under the cheap red hat.

“Sam,” she said. “Sam.”
a whisper.

It was all right. I'd found her. The uncer-
tainty and fear that had been hounding me
were gone. I'd found her. Everything was all
right. The hot, searing pain still crawled un-
der my scalp, but I was calm now and sure of
myself.

I smiled at her. “You shouldn’t have run,”
I said, softly. “Running was foolish. There’s
no sense, running, ever.”

She crouched further back on the bed.
“Sam,” she said. “Sam.” Her hand moved
toward the purse.

That’s when I remembered the knife.

I took a step forward, kicking the door
closed behind me. I raised my left hand, slid-
ing it under my coat. The sashweight was
like a hot coal.

“It’s all right, Elaine,” I said, softly.

Her hand clawed at the bag, tearing it open.
I had to be careful.

“Where are they, Elaine?” I asked her.
“He didn’t have them on him. The police
would have known. So you must have them.
Give them to me, Elaine. I want them.”

She threw the purse, with a helpless, jerky
motion. It struck the iron bedstead, then thud-
ded to the floor. The little white packages
spilled out over the rug. One of them burst,
and some of the powder was lost. She shouldn’t

SHE was crouched at the head of the bed,

Her voice was

have done that. I told her she shouldn’t have
done that. “You should have stayed out of it,
anyhow,” I told her. “You were supposed to
be at the hairdresser’s.”

Her voice was funny. I guess she was close
to the edge and having trouble with her
thoughts.

She said, “He thought I was in with you.
He thought I knew all about it. He just
walked in and unscrewed the light fixture and
took those things out and stuck something in-
side. He did that, while I stood there watch-
ing him, trying to stop him. He acted sort of
strange, as though we were old friends, as
though this was something we’d planned to-
gether. And he was half-crazy. It was awful.
When I got the gun and told him he’d have
to put everything back, he screamed at me.”

“You should have left him alone,” I told
her. “He’d have been all right, if you'd left
him alone.” I moved forward a little, keep-
ing my eyes on the fl