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THE 
WITNESS 

t;HAIR 
THEY say (by the way, you students 

. of detection might try to find out 
who "they" a e) that nobody loves 

a fat man, but if it weren't for a fat man, 
police might be able to hold you in jail 
indefinitely on no charge at all. How 
about that? Our fat friend is here, and 
'you'll meet him, along with a weird and 
varied assortment of wrongdoers and John 
Laws which you readers have turned up 
in excursions into the history of crime 
and criminals. This is your department, 
and you've been doing handsomely by it
for this issue you've made a particularly 
fine killing. Without further ado, then, 

you are: 
(Continued on page 8) 
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8 New Detective Magazine 
(Continued from page 6) 

Dear Editor : 
One of the most important means of se

curing justice for persons accused of crime 
is the Habeas Corpus, designed to prevent 
police from holding anyone without good 
cause. The original English law was passed 
because of a practical joke I Lord Grey, a 
teller in the House of Lords. jokingly count
ed a very fat man as "ten" instead of "one." 
Had he not done so, the bill would have been 
defeated by a very narrow margin I 

Ben Lane 
Topeka, Kansas 

Here's something on "the origin of the 
headquarters of the British detective force: 

Dear Editor: 
Scotland Yard, the famous English law

enforcement center, was so called because 
it was built on the -site of an ancient palace 
reserved by. the English for the use of the 
King of Scotland when in Lc:mdon. Ac
cording to a custom t4at began nearly a 
thousand years ago, the Scottish ruler was 
required; once each year, to visit the British 
capital and pay homage to England's .king. 
Queen Elizabeth tore down the old Scotland 
Yard palace, and the police headquarters was 
built on the same site. 

John Reilly 
Boston, Mass. 

Dear Editot: · • ··' · 
Let's have m·ore from Fleming-Roberts 

like The·C..orpse Said Nq. _ .Me's one of the 
top writers of fiction· tod�or my money. 

Can you use this definition? 
" 

In spite of its present meaning, the term· 
blackguard. pjd not refer originally tq _a 
criminal· or. a potential law-breaker. It was 
harmless enough, designating a camp-follow
er of a military force. The cooks and horse 
boys qrried with them many black pots and 
pans, and it ·was natural that they should 
come to be called "blackguards." · 

Lionel Maybank 
St. Louis, Missouri 

We certa1nly can, and did use it, if you'll 
notice. Thanks a lot. 

And now the story of a woman' who 
beat a f�tal rap just by hanging around : 

Dear Editor: 
As improbable as this may sound, it seems 

to be true: 
Cgnvicted of harboring criminals, an 

English woman of the thirteenth century 
was condemned to hang. According to a 

famous historian, she swung from the gal� 
lows from nine o'clock Monday morning un
til sunrise- the next day, at which time she 
was found to be still living. She was then 
granted a royal pardon. 

Ken Harris 
Torrington, Conn. 

Ever walk under a ladder ?  Well, just 
be glad you aren't in the spot this fellow 
was in: 

Dear Editor: 
Some people never really know when 

their luck has run out-until too late. 
When he was' sentenced to thirteen years 

in prison, a Goldsboro, N. C., offender 
protested that the sentence was unjust be
cause he wa·s · superstitious. The judge 
thought the matter over, revised the sen
tence to read "fourteen years in prison." 

. Bill Russell 
Raleigh, N.C. 

Now meet Mr. Mixup, the famous 
�uthor, Daniel Defoe: 

Dear Editor : . 
One of the most famous of writers was 

a professional detective I Daniel Defoe, cre
ator of Robinson Crusoe, earned his living 
as a secret service agent, and did not turn 

·to writing fiction until he was nearly sixty 
years old. 

· 
Even then, he could not shake off the habit 

of living in stealth. Some of his books he 
published under false names, but wrote flat-

. tering introductions which he signed. He 
plagiarized hi.s own books in works to which 
he signed foreign names. He wrote many 
letters to the newspapers; always -signed 
with fictitious names. Some of these let
ters praised �s books, but others condemned 
them! · 

Bertram Raines 
San Francisco, Cal: 

Wonder what he was driving at ? May
be he was beh;ig bothered by a bill col
lector. But then, authors never were too 
law-abiding in the old· days. Dickens did 
time for debt; and immortalized his stretch 
in "The Pickwick Papers," and Chris
topher Marlowe spel)t much of his short, 
colorful life in the Elizabethan equivalent 
of stir. 

So you won't talk, ehf That classic of 
police procedure isn't new. 

(Continued on page 130) 
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A NOVEL BY 
Bohert 
Martin 



Every corpse 1ws his price, 

and mine wa& fifty bucks a 

day, plus doom and board

just right to drive the love· 

liest woman I'd ever known-

to murder! 

CHAPTER ONE 
Corpse in a Bottle 

T HE note was lying on the pillow of' 
the bed in my room over the gar
age. It was written in lavender ink 

on thick-scented tan paper embosseP, m 
gold with Carol Chevron's initials. 

11' 



i2 New Detective Magaznii-
Andy: Come to the bathhouse on the beach 
as soo11 as you read this. I'll wait for you. 

·Don't let any of the servants see you. Im
portant. C •. C. 

I went back down the steps to the 
garage beloyv, stepped out into the August 
sun, and walked briskJy along ·a garden 
path leading to the steps which ran down 
to the beach below. Eloise, the trim little 
red-headeq fu.aid, was cutting roses by the 
side of the path. 

"Hi, Andy," she said, arid her big_ brown eyes, 'went' over me in cool ap
praisal. "Yqu · sure look handsome in that 
uniform. Like your job?" 

I glanced 9-own ilt my boots, breeches, 
and tight�fitting tunic. "It's a swell job," 
I said and started to move past her. 

She said, ."Look, Andy." 
I paused.r . . 
She plac�4.:the roses and shears on the 

grass, stepped to the path, flung out her 
arms, and whirled on her toes until her 
black skirt circled high. She had a small, 
slender-waisted body, and I had a quick 
glimpse . of 

·
,her pretty legs encased in 

gauze-thin nylon. She whirled to a stop 
before me, ""panting ac!ittle, and gazed up 
at me with,.e�cited eyes . .''Vf as that good, 
Andy ? Did you like it ? '  

·"Very graceful," I said, .smiling. "Just, 
like Pavlova." 

"Really ?" she asked breathlessly. "I 've 
treeh- studying .so hard, and every night I 

practice in my room. Once a week, on my 
day off, I g0;_t0' the classes in town. Soon 
I 'll get a -job ·with a ballet company, and 
then Mr.s . . · c:;hevron must find another
maid. I used to think I wanted to �a 
nurse, andl-spent two years in a hospital
but now all I dream about is the ballet. 
It is the highest form of artistic express
ion. Don't you think so ?" Her eyes were 
shining. 
· I backed away toward the steps, think
ing of Chevron impatiently waiting in the 
little bathhouse. 

"It certainly is, " I said. "Send me a 

free ticket to your sensational premiere. " 
"Don't joke, Andy," she said solemnly. 

"I  mean it. " 
" I'm not joking. I wish you luck." 
She moved up close to me. "Listen," 

she said softly, and shot a quick glance 
across the gt,trden toward the kitchen 
door. "There's something I want to tell 
you, but I can't talk here. Come to see 
me tonight-aroun,d eleven. The last door 
on the left in the upstairs hall. Say you 
will." 

I hesitated fo� maybe one-tenth of a 
second-then I said, "All right." 

Eloise gave me a quick, almost shy 
smile. "Oh, good . . • • •  How do you know 
about Pavlova ?" 

"Never mind," I told her, "I 'll tell 
you tonight." As I started down the steps, 
I glanced back and saw her picking up 
the roses she had, cut. 

-The bathhouse was a small frame af
fair, painted whi_te, with a cement stoop. 
It stood back a little distance from the 
water's edge, and I guessed that it_ was 
for the convenience of guests using the 
Chevron's private . beach. The building 
could not be seen from the house, (\nd 
was surrounded on two sides by a thick 
growth of scrub pine. I knocked �oftly on 
the door. Behind me. the lake, whipped 
by a_ fresh br�eze, pouhded and rolled 
upon the beach. I. knocked again. . 

Nothing 'happened and I turnei:l the 
knob. The catch. let loose, and the door 
S';Vung inward . .  

I said, "Hello/' softly, and stepped in
side. 

The place w:a� in· semi-darkness, with 
thin bars of sqnlight filtering downward 
tP,rough two s�all windows_ close to the 
ceiling, four feet above my head. Along 
one wall there were rows of hooks upon 
which to hang clothing, and the �pposite 
wall was taken . up with four cubicles with 
tk�ee-quarter doors where, I presumed, 
the guests changed their clothes. At the 
far end was a shower with a tiled floor. 
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There was apparently no arrangement for 
the segregation of men and women bathers 
-maybe they took turns dressing and un
dressing. Carol Chevron wasn't there, un
less she was hiding in the shower room. 

The door slammed behind me and I 
jumped. Then I grabbed the knob, twisted 
it. Locked. Above the roar of the surf I 
thought I heard the faint whisper of 
swift footsteps on the cement stoop. I 
rattled the knob violently. "Hey I" I 
yelled loudly. 

Nothing but silence inside, and the wind 
and the waves outside. 

I pounded on the door. Suddenly I 
stopped. The narrow room began to 
vibrate with a buzzing sound. It was like 
a dozen locusts chorusing in unison. I 
turned slowly. 

At first, in the yellow gloom, I didn't 
see it. Then my eyes caught a slow, 
sin.uous movement on the floor, and I 
�d a dry, rasping sound, like a sheet of 
sandpaper pulled over cement. I saw it 
then, gliding out from beneath the raised 
door of the nearest dressing stall. I saw 
its spade-shaped head and narrow neck, 
the mottled brown-and-ran of its thick 
body and the yellow glint of unblinking 
eyes. It coiled slowly into a thick ball, its 
neck in a lateral S-shape. It raised its 
blunt, wicked head, its dark tongue flicked 
in and out, and its horny tail was a 
blurr of angry vibration. It was less than 
three feet away from me, and as I pressed 
against the wall I felt the sweat dripping 
down my ribs beneath the smartly tailored 
tunic of the uniform Carol Chevron had 
given me. 

T watched the rattlesnake, and it stared 
back, unblinking, its ugly head weaving 
almost imperceptibly. I'm no nature boy, 
but I was smart enough to know that if 
I moved, ever so slightly, the snake would 
strike. I had a flat .32 automatic in my 
waistband, beneath the tightly buttoned 
tunic, but I knew that I couldn't get my 
hands on it before the snake would Junge 

out. Still, I couldn't stand there forever 
trying to outstare a snake. . . . 

I took a deep breath, and I jumped 
sideways. Almost before I moved I saw 
the rattler's head dart out, and the thick 
body uncoiled like a steel spring, and I 
felt the thudding impact of its fangs 
on my leg . . • • 

I FIRST met Carol Chevron at the tail 
end of a hot August afternoon. I was 
sitting in Terry's Bar on Summit 

Street in the act of pouring a cold bottle 
of beer into a chilled glass when she 
walked in. She was tall and long-legged, 
with a slender, erect body. Her hair was 
blue-black, and coiled in thick braids 
around her head. Her cheekbones were 
high, with just a suggestion of hollowness 
beneath them, and her eyes were big and 
black and set far apart. Her red mouth 
was rather wide, but full and well-shaped, 
and her nose was thin and straight. Watch
ing her from my booth along the wall I de
cided that she was the most attractive 
woman I had seen all summer. 

She walked straight to the bar and said 
something to Te!'ry. I didn't catch the 
words, but her veice was low, husky and 
musical. Terry cocked a thumb at me, and 
she turned sfowly. 

Terry said, "Lady to see you, Andy." 
I slid hastily across the leather seat and 
stood up. 

She came toward me,· her long legs 
moving smoothly beneath a thin white 
dress. When she was three feet away, 
she stopped and her black eyes appraised 
me carefully. I' suddenly wished that I'd 
taken time to go'to my room and put on 
fresh clothes. I was wearing a tropical 
cord suit which had been due for the 
laundry two days before, and my shirt 
was soggy from my day's exertions iti 
trying to track down a missing beneficiary· 
to a life insurance policy. 

She said crisply," Are you Mr. Andrew 
Abbott?" 
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I nodded. 
A flicker of relief glinted in her black 

eyes. "Your landlady told me I might 
find you here. I'm Carol Chevron. May 
I talk to you for a moment?" 

I smiled politely, and motioned toward 
the booth. 

She shot a quick glance around the bar. 
The pre-dinner crowd hadn't gathered l 
yet. The only other persons in the place 
were two men talking quietly in a booth 
in a corner. 

Her gaze swung back to me. "Don't 
you have an office, or something?" 

"I have a room," I told her. "We can 
go there, if you wish." 

She shook her head impatiently and, 
with a swift, graceful motion, sat down in 
the booth. I sat down opposite her and 
nodded at my beer. "Drink?" 

"No, thank you. I understand you are 
available for confidential work. Is that 
correct?" 

"That is correct," I admitted. 
She opened a white purse, took out a 

checkbook and a gold fountain pen. "How 
much do you 'charge?" 

"For what?" 
"I want you. to be my chauffeur," she 

said, and she began to writ a check. 
"Maybe you'd better try the employment 

office," I suggested. 
"Please," she snapped. "Don't be coy. 

You were recommended to me. I want 
you to pose as my chauffeur, of course. 
That way you can be near me without 
arousing suspiciOn. I require a-a body
guard, arid I don't want the poliee. They 
are 50 obvious." She bent her glossy 
head over the checkbook. "You see," she 
said quietly, "my husband intends to kill 
me.'' 

I poured some beer into my glass and 
took a long swallow. Then I said care
fully. "How do you know your husband 
intends to kill you?" 

"Because he told me," she said im
patiently. <i;he laid down the pen, reached 

once more into her purse, and took a 
small glass vial. It was a little larger than 
a .45 cartridge, with a metal screw cap, 
and it was filled with a thick amber fluid. 
"Poison," she said crisply. "I found it in 
Ashby's coat pocket this morning. Ashby 
is my husband. That is when I decided 
that I needed protection." She picked up 
her pen again. "How· much do you 
charge? I'll pay your regular rate, plus 
your room and board. It may take three 
or four days-maybe a week." 

I took the vial and held it up to the 
light. "How do you know it isn't hair 
oil?" I asked her. 

"Mr. Abbott," she said coldly, "if you 
want the job, say so. I haven't much time 
now. Tomorrow I will give you the de
tails and tell you what I expect of you. 
Will-fifty dollars a· day be satisfactory?" 

The insurance �ompany paid me fifteen 
dollars a day-when they needed me. I 
occasionally did an outside job, and the 
city had issued me a private operato

-
r's 

license. But it had been a slow summer 
foc work. Fifty dollars a day was very 
satisfactory. I .told her so. She nodded 
silently, finished writing the check, and 
handed it to me. It was for three hundred 
a'Od fifty dollars. 

"That is for a week," she said. "I 
hope it doesn't take longer than that." She 
took a card from her purse and laid it on 
the table before me. "There is my address. 
Report at one o'clock tomorrow after
noon. My butler, Littleton, will be ex
pecting you. He will tell you your duties. 
I will contact you when I need you. Do 
you understand?" 

"No," I said, "but I'll be there. What 
about' your present chauffeur?" 

"I am discharging him in the morning," 
she said shortly. 

"To make room for me?"· 
"Partly," she admitted, "and partly be

cause. he drinks on duty: What size sl!it 
do you wear?" 

I looked down at my wrinkled tropical 
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cord. "This shrank," I told her, "but I 
wear a forty-two long, and I like a two
button single-breasted jacket. " 

" I 'm not joking, Mr. Abbott," she 
snapped. "You'll need a uniform. Your 
shirt, hat and shoe' size, please." 

Meekly I told her. She wrote it down 
on a little pad, and slid gracefully out 
of the booth. I stood up, too. Her eyes 
softened. a little. 

"I can-depend upon you?" she asked 
hesitantly. 

" Sure, " I said. 
She smiled. It turned her rather somber 

beauty into a dazzling radiance. "Thank 
you, Mr. Abbott," she said quietly. "I 'll 
tell you all about everything tomorrow." 
She turned quickly, walked swiftly to the 
door, and went out. I walked over to the 
bar. 

Terry winked at lne. " Nice picking, 
Andy," he said. 

"Just business," I said carelessly. 
" Nice business," Terry said. "You want 

another beer?" 
" No," I said. " A  double martini . "  I 

went to the booth and picked up the card 
she had left. It was engraved in gold on 
glossy tan stock. MRS. ASHBY CHEVRON, 
ERIE CLIFFS, ORCHARD BEACH, OHIO. It was 
a horse and country club section along 
the lake, forty miles west of town. Really 
gold-plated. 

Terry said, "With a double, you get two 
olives. Or, if you want, you can have an 

olive and an onion. We're liberal here." 
"Olives and onions,!! I said. Carol 

Chevron's check crinkled in my pocket, 
and I was riding high. Fifty bucks a day 
isn't cole slaw. 
-. In the morning I showered, shaved 
carefully, and put on my best blue suit. 
Then I packed a bag with the clothes· I 
thought I would need for a week, along 
with my old .32 Colt automatic and a box 
of cartridges. I didn't know what I would 
get into at Carol Chevron's house and, 
after all, even an insurance legman some
times carries a gun. I left a note_for my 
landlady telling her where I was going, 
and then drove downtown to the bank, 
deposited all but fifty dollars of the check, 
and walked three blocks to a commercial 
laboratory. I left the vial Carol Chevron 
had given me and asked for an analysis. 
They told me. to come back in an hour, and 
so I had breakfast and read the morning 
papers. It was almost noon when I re
turned to the laboratory to pick up the 
analyst's report. 

The white-coated attendant on the desk 
charged me five dollars, r_eturned the vial, 
and handed me a slip of paper with a 
deadpan look. I said, "Thanks," walked 
outside into th morning sunlight and 
looked at the paper. lt"Was a printed form 
listing the results of variou_s tests and 
chemical reactions, Two words jumped 
up at me. "' 

Rattlesnake venom . 
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CHAPTER TWO a slender, erect · body. with trim, straight 

· Doom and Board 

AN HOUR la'ter I drove into the 
village of Orch�rd Beach and 

_ swung north through the peach 
orchards. Presently I was rolling through 
a park-like . area, with the blue water of 
Lake Erie ·on my left. The road kept 
climbing, and I made a sharp turn and 
found myself on a high rise of ground 
above a green va1ley. The edge of the 
road dropped off sharply to a rocky beach 
below. The road turned again, and I saw 
the stunted-· outlines of wind-beaten trees 
on a high horizon. Then I came to a pair 
of open iron ' gates and a black- nd-gilt 
sign which read : ASHBY R. CHEVltON. 

A curving stone drive between fat firs 
and trimmed hedges brought me to a wide 
expanse of lawn with a big white house 
at the far end. From the clear, empty look 
of the sky beyond the house I knew that 
it overlooked the lake, and as I parked 
in the rear before a big garage I saw the 
blue and white of the water below me. At 
the edge ·of a garden, steps with a hand
rail ran down to the beach,· which was 
completely -enclosed at either end by jut
ting walls of rock. A big new black sedan 

· was parked in. the garage. I crossed the 
drive to a wide· screened porch and pressed 
a bell button,; 

A smalr girl in a neat black dress and 
a white cap and apron came out on the 
porch and gazed at me through the screen. 

· She had · smooth browri hair, combed . 
severely behind her small, fiat ears, big 
wille-set brown eyes, and a short, tilted 
nose. Her •mouth was small and red and 
soft-looking: · 

"Yes ?" she said coolly. 
I took off my panama. "I'm to see Mr. 

Littleton. · Mrs. Chevron sent me." 
"Oh, yes," �he said. "The new chauf

feur. Just a moment, please." She turned 
and moved back into the house. She had 

·tegs, and she seemed to walk lightly- on 
her toes. I waited, but she didn't come 
back. 

Presently a voice behi�d me said, "Ab
bott." 

I tut:ned. · A thin, grey-haired man in 
a dark suit and a stiff white collar was 
standing at the edge of the _drive. He had 
a thin brown hawk's face, a jtitting,blade 
of a nose, and cold grey eyes. 

"Come here," he said shortly. 
I moved over to him. 
His cold eyes· rooked me - over care

fully. Then he said, "I'm Littleton, Mrs. 
Chevron's butler. She told me that she 
had engaged you. I presume you can 
drive a car ?" 

"Yes, sir," I said. 
"Do you drink ?" 
"No, sir," I said, and I gave him what 

I hoped was a frank smile. 
"Good, " he said shortly. "Your duties 

are simple. Mr. Chevron always drives 
himself. Your day off is Tuesday, and 
your salary is a hundred and seventy 
dollars a month. That, of course, is in 
addition to your uniforms and board. I 
will show you your quarters.'' He turned 
stiffly, entered the garage; and went up a 
short flight of steps against the far wall. 
I followed him 'into a. comfortably fur
nish�d bedroom.- A door opened into a 
small bathroom. 

-

Littleton said, "I assume you are ex
perienced. However, I will remind you 
that you are noi: to mingle with guests, 
and you will wear your uniform at all 
times while on duty." He poinfed at a 

• long cardboard' box lying on the bed. 
"There is your uniform. Your boots are 
in the closet. I trust they will 'fit." He 
glanced at a wristwatch. "I suggest that 
you get dressed immediately. Mrs. Chev;
ron wants the sedan at the front terrace at 
two o'clock." He gave me a piercing look. 

"Yes, sir, " I said. 
"We have dinner in the kitchen at six," 
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he said. "You will take your meals �ith 
the staff, of course-myself, the cook, 
Eloise and'- Merton."  

I decided that Eloise was the cute little 
maid. "Who's Merton ?" I asked. 

" He is the gardener." Littleton walked 
to the door. "You are directly under my 
supervision. If you have any questions 
about your work, feel free to contact me." 
He gave me a curt nod, and went out. 

Listening to Littleton's precise, mea
sured steps on the stairs I was reminded 
of my old top sergeant in the army. I 
sighed, moved to the bed, and opened the 
cardboard box. The uniform was of ele
gant black gabardine, and it fit me almost 
perfectly. I placed the visored cap on my 
head and gazed into the mirror. I looked 
like a Nazi officer in the wartime movies. 
I tried on the boots. They were regula
tion riding boots of fine black leather, 
and they were a little large. But I figured 
if I wore heavy socks they would be com
fortable enough. I sat on the bed and 
smoked a cigarette. When it was a 
quarter of two, I went down to the garage 
and got behind the wheel of the black 
sedan. 

It was a twelve cylinder job with a 
dash that looked like the instrument panel 
of a bomber. It took me a couple of 
minutes to figure out the fancy automatic 
transmission. Then I started. the motor, 
backed out, circled the drive to the front 
terrace and stopped. At exactly two 
o'clock Carol Chevron came out. She was 
wearing a bright, flowered dress, a wide
brimmed straw hat, and was carrying a 
big basket-like purse. 

I got out and opened the rear door for 
her. She didn't look at me, and she didn't 
speak. As I got behind the wheel, I had 
a glimpse of the thin, erect form of Little
ton standing inside the French windows. 
Watching my technique, I thought, and 
I grinned to myself as I drove out to the 
road. 

Carol Chevron said, "You look quite 

handsome in your uniform, Mr. Abbott." 
"Thank you, madam," I said gravely. 

"Where did you wish to go ?" Our eyes 
met in the rear-view mirror, and she 
glanced quickly away. 

" Straight ahead," she said. "I'll tell 
you when to turn. . . . How did you get 
along with Littleton ?" 

"Very well, madam," I said. 
"Oh, stop it," she said impatiently. 

"You sound like Hector when he was 
sober. Turn right at the next road." 

I touched the brake pedal, and velvet 
cords seemed to tighten on the wheels. I 
turned into a narrow, sandy road, and al
most immediately we were driving 
through thick woods. The road was rough, 
and the big car wallowed gently in the 
ruts. The woods thinned out, and through 
the trees I saw the blue of lake and sky. 

"Turn off and stop," the girl behind me 
said. 

I obeyed, and shut off the motor. There 
was a swift movement behind me. I 
caught a flash of slim legs, and Carol 
. Chevron was on the seat beside me. She 
had taken off her big hat, and her black 
hair shone blue-black in the yellow after
noon sunlight. Today it was not braided, 
and it hung ><OVer her shoulders in soft 
folds. She looked younger, softer. She 
took a cigarette from a gold case, and I 
held a match for her. Our eyes met over 
the flame, and she looked away. A couple 
of birds were twittering in the trees, and 
the sound of the surf came up to us. 

She exhaled a cloud of blue smoke, and 
leaned her head back against the seat. " I'm 
due in Orchard Beach at three o'clock," 
she said. "For a bridge-tea. I'm staying 
on for dinner. You'll have to pick me up 
at eleven tonight. . . . What was in that 
bottle I gave you ? What kind of poison ?" 

"Rattlesnake venom, "  I said. 
She looked at me with startled eyes. 

"Really ? That-that's strange. I-" She 
glanced away, and drew heavily on her 
cigarette. 
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" Maybe }'Ou'd better g!;ve me a quick 

_piotu£e of what's _gaing on," I said. 
" I'm scared,," she said quietly. " i'm 

scared of Ashby-that',g my husband
and l-I hate him so. I manied him .two 
year:s ago, when I was j ust a dewyJeyed 
acid ;£resh out of finishing .school. He 
seemed romantic, and .attractive, and ma
ture. But he's..,-na good. I can't stand 
to li.v:e with !aim any longer. Last week I 
instructed my attlor.ney ,to draw up legal 
separation papers. I agreed t-<il pay nv.e 
hutui.red dollars a month to Ashby, pro
wided he doesn't molest me or -contact me 
..in any way. He became -suspicious, and 
tw-o -nights ago, when <he was .drunk, he 
thr.eatened to kill me �f I tried tG leave 
him. " She pau·sed ll!nd ra.ised -the cigarette 
·t<ll her lips with a han.d that trembled. 

" SU>rel:r/'· I murmured, "five huadred 
·dollars -a month sh('>Uld keep Askey in 
beans and shoes. Does he love you. ·SO 
much, or ;What ?" 

She glanced. at me :CJ_uickly, and her 
smeeth black bmws came together in a 
f<rown. "Don't be crude," she said crisply. 
"['m not making this up. F:iv.e hu.ndrecl a 

·month will he a cheap price -to get rid 
. (i)f Ashby. • But it W.@D't ckeep him in 
suits tirom B0nd Street, ·shots from SawiUe 
Row, and :chatnpagne frem Bordeaux. A.nd 
why should• he settle -for that, when. ·he 
now has access to ali $'£ the .tnoney -fatber 
lleft me ?''  

�'Why a ·separation ?' I .asked !her. 
"Why .not a d.iverce ?" 

She laughed . bitterly. " I've gGt t@ tive, 
too, Mr. Abb@tt. I'm an ·Gnly .ohil<il, and 
mother 'dt>V@tced father when l was folllr
teen t.o ,marry a �inter .at�..d Hve in Mex
ico. Fatker was 'Verf :bitter aaeut it, and 
>nwer f@rgave 'her. When he died, three 
years ag-o, hi-s will specified that I would 
inherit ali @{ his moo.ey and prGperty
�ri!>'vidle€1. that I · -never diYorced the man I 
ma-rried. Otherw-ise, the .estate, all 0f it, 
;goes dio The .Society for the Pllteser¥atioo 
of the American Heme. It's an Drganiza-

t·km father f.Qunded after n1ottter left him. 
He was a little eccentric, maybe, .but -he 
made a lot of money in the s()da. cracker 
business. " She looked at me, and her 
eyes wer.e big and bright . "s(!) you see 
why I prefer a .legal separation to a 
.divorce ?" 

"It'll .be kind of a lonely life, " I said. 
"As long as Ashby lives you can't ever 
mauy again-unless you give up your 
father's fortune.-'' · 

She _gave me a slow smile. " I  can marry 
a millionaire, " she said, " and then I woa't 
need father's money. "  

"Good hunting, " I said shor!ly. The 
woes of the :very rich alway.s lefit me a 
little cold. Then I ..remembered the check 
l had deposited that morning, and I said 
quickly. " I'm sorry. I see your pro.blem. 
You .Just want -me to kind of. hang aro�tnd 
and -see that your husband .doesn't bother 
f.Gtl-illntil the separation is .final. " 

"Yes," .she said quietly. "My attorney 
wil1 1have .everything �teacly $.Oon�.maybe 
tomor-row. Then an injunction wiU be 
served on Ashby ·for.cing him t� leav-e my 
house." She shi<V-ered a little. '.'That is 
when I'll need you. Ashby has a violent 
temper. He has ·struck me several times . 
And J'll want y.ou t<' stay £or a :whide 
.afterwar.ds-he mtght try to .come back. " 
She flicked her ,cigar�te .out the window. 
" Perhaps w.e'd -better ,go. I dQ.Iil't w.ant t.o 
.be late for the tea.' '  

She was silent as we dreve int0 Orchard 
Beach. At the .edge .of the v.iHag,e, she said, 
"The .tea is at ,the inn/' 

if nodded, .rememberung ihe place. ilt 
was a rambling white-and-:green hui.Iding 
Wiith .a long, scr-eened veran.da f�cing the 
lake. I .stopped in the dri:ve .b ef-ore the 
steps, an.d -Gpened the dGor of the sedan. 
As Ca1'-ol Chevron moved past me, she 
said. " Pick me up bere at elev.en. I 'll he 
waiting." She smiled and added. "You're 
iree until then. Do yau knQw any girls 
around here ? Or pet::haps you're mar
riei ?'; 
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I grinned at her. " I  don't know any 

girls around here, and I'm not married. I 
think I'll go back to Erie Cliffs and take 
a nap . . . .  By the way-where is your hus
band ? "  

" He's supposed t o  be fishing out on 
the reefs. He left early this morning. " 
She paused, and frowned · faintly. " He'll 
probably show up this afternoon. Be care
ful. " She turned, went up the steps, 
crossed the veranda, and disappeared 
through ·a wide arched doorway. 

I WHEELED the sedan slowly around 
the square, parked it on a side street, 
walked back to a bench on the water

front and sat down with my back to the 
inn. People were all around me, and a 
group of old gaffers were playing shuffle
board behind my bench. I took off my 
cap, turned on the bench, and watched the 
inn at the far side· of the square. 

In a couple of minutes Carol Chevron 
came out, looked quickly around her, and 
then walked swiftly along the sidewalk 
away from me. I got up and moved slowly 
after her. She turned into a doorway be
side a drug store. I gazed briefly at a 
display of casting rods in a store window, 
and then I moved swiftly to the doorway. 
Wooden steps led steeply upward into 
semi-darkness. On the wall a painted 
sign with an upward-pointing arrow read : 
A. J. CORDOVA, M: D. I went quickly up the 
steps on my toes. There was a small land
ing at the top, and two doors. One door 
was partly ajar, and opened into a storage 
closet. The other door was of frosted 
glass and bore a duplicate of the sign 
downstairs with added information con
cerning office hours. Three words at the 
bottom stood OUt : CLOSED WEDNESDAY 
AFTERNOONS. I remembered that this was 
Wednesday afternoon. 

I heard muted voices behind the door, 
and the knob turned. I stepped back into 
the storage closet and peeked out through 

the narrow door opening. Carol Chevron 
stepped out to the landing. A tall, dark 
young man followed her. He locked the 
door and turned to face her. He had a 
thin, intelligent face, thick dark hair, and 
was wearing a tweed coat and grey 
flannel slacks. He placed his hands on 
the girl's shoulders, and she moved up 
close to him. He kissed her, and there was 
a long silence. Then I heard her say 
breathlessly, "Oh, darling, we mustn't, 
not like this. . . . " 

"Why not ? "  he said harshly. "You 
don't love Ashby. To hell with Ashby. " 
They kissed again, and then went slowly 
down the steps. 

I waited until their footsteps had died 
away, and then I went swiftly down the 
steps to the sidewalk and stood against 
the wall. They were directly across the 
street getting into an old blue roadster 
with battered fenders. The tall man got 
behind the wheel, and they drove slowly 
away. 

I walked down to the O rchard Inn, 
found the bar entrance, went inside and 
ordered a beer. A heavy man with a 
round, friendly face and wearing a uni
form similar to mine, except that his was 
blue, was standing- , at the bar drinking a 
whisky and soda. He grinned at me. 

- " Hello, pal," he said. "Who you driving 
for ? " 

" Mrs. Chevron," I said. 
He whistled softly. " Nice work. So she 

finally fired that drunken Hector ?" 
"I guess so, " I said, and I poured beer 

into my glass. 
"I work for old man Hennessy, " he 

said. "He's upstairs now-starting his 
weekend binge." He sighed, added, " He 
starts early." 

I said to the bartender. "Who's giving 
the party today ? "  

" No parties booked today," he said. 
"But there's one tomorrow. I got orders 
to make the punch. "  

I finished my beer, nodded a t  the man 
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in the blue uniform, and turned to go. 
" See you around, pal," he said. 

"When's your day off ?" 
"Tuesday," I said. 
"My name's· Jake Moore," he said. 

"Look me up-Hennessy's, on Sand 
Road." He winked at me. "I know a 
couple of babes in a cottage over on the 
beach." 

"Thanks," I said. "I will ." I went out. 
I drove- back to.Erie Cliffs. As I parked 

the sedan in the garage I saw that a big 
tan convertible occupied the far stall. I 
guessed that Ashby Chevlion had returned 
from his fishing trip. I moved across the 
garage to the stairs leading up to my room. 
Then I stopped. Strange sounds were 
coming from . behind the garage. I stood 
still and _listened. 

A man was shouting and laughing glee
fully. I stepped outside, moved over· the 
grass beside the garage, and peeked around 
the corner. I shivered a little at what I 
saw, and heard. 

T HE air 'Was filled with a dry buz
�ing sound. It appeared to be com
mg from a low wooden box faced 

with meshed wire. A� man with sleek 
greying hair, his back • toward me, was 
stooping before the box. He was wearing 
a short-sleeved white shirt, white duck 
pants, and rubber-soled canvas shoes. He 
had a steel fishing rod in his hand, and 
was poking the tip of the rod through the 
wire into the box. From time to time he 

·would utter a wild, gleeful laugh. From 
within the box there came a heavy thud
ding sound, and the dry buzzing grew 
louder. 

The man laughed again. "Bite it, boy !" 
he shouted. "Grab it, boy !" He poked 
viciously with the fishing rod. 
, I moved forward until I could see into 
the box. A prickly sensation crept up my 
spine. Two big rattlesnakes were . inside. 
Their thick, dusty-looking bodies were 
coiled, and their dry, blunt heads were 

raised in anger. The horny buttons on 
each raised tail were vibrating ominously. 
As I watched, one of them struck swiftly. 
There was a thudding sound as his 
blunt head struck the wire. The stooping 
man laughed delightedly, and he poked 
again with the rod. 

I heard running footsteps on the drive 
behind me, and I turned to see a little 
bald-headed man in faded blue overalls 
running toward the box. "You stop that ! "  
h e  shouted as he ran. " Stop it, I say ! " 

The man before the box stood up 
straight and turned. He was tall, and he 
had a lean, handsome face, darkly sun
burned, , thick black brows, and a cruel, 
thin mouth. His greying hair was parted 
on the side and combed neatly back from 
a high narrow forehead. He st_ood with 
his long legs spread apart, and he held 
the fishing rod like a rapier. I saw him 
sway a little, and I knew that he was 
dnmk. 

This, I thought, is Ashby Chevron. 
The little man in the overalls ran to the 

box and peered inside. Then he turned 
furiously on the tall man and shook a 
fist. "I warned you ! Shame on you ! 
Pestering them poor snakes. · They're 
in1ne, and Mrs. Chevron don't care if I 
have 'em. I wori't have you pestering 
'em !"  

He stood quivering with rage. He had 
a little, dried-up face, a skinny neck, a 
long nose, and a small mouth with the 
lips turned inward upon toothless gums. 

The tall man looked down at the little 
man in contempt. "Merton," he said in 
a cold deliberate voice, "some night I'm 
coming out- here v.;ith a shotgun and blast 
both of those damned snakes to hell. How 
would you like that, eh ?" 

The little man jumped up and down in 
his fury. "I'll tell Mrs. Chevron !" he 
screamed. "I'll tell her you stole a bottle 
of my venom. Just to be mean, just to 
aggravate me ! What do you want. with 
snake venom ? -I can sell it, and if you 
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don't give it back to me, I'll tell her. "You're dang right," the little man said. 
You'll see ! "  "Good snakes, both of 'em. Caught 'em 

"Shut up," the tall man said in an in the rocks on the island. Good produc
ugly voice. He turned away, and then he ers, too. Every tirrie I milk 'em, I get a 
saw me. He stared insolently. "Who the dandy amount of venom. Sell it to a 
hell are you ?" laboratory iii Columbus-for snakebite 

"The new chauffeur, sir," I said polite- serum. Snakes is all right, if ·you know 
ly. "My name is Abbott." 

· 
how to handle 'em. But that clanged Ash-

"What happened to Hector ?" he by I Gonna brain him with a brick some 
snapped. 

· time. Always pestering me. Always pest-
"I believe Mrs. Chevron discharged ering my snakes . . . • Who be you ?  The 

hiin, sir." new car-driver ?" · 1 _ 
He moved up close, and coldly looked "That's right," I said. "Andy Ab-

me over. I could smell the booze on his bott's the name."  
breath, and I saw the tiny red veins in his He stood up and held out a hand. "I'm 
eyes. Beneath the tan, his skin held the Mert9n Wittman. Glad she fired Hector. 
unhealthy ruddiness of the heavy drinker, He was no dang good. Drunk all the 
and there were thick, . soft pouches be- time." He shook his head disapprovingly. 
neath his eyes. I guessed him to be at Then his little blue eyes brightened. 
least twice the age of his wife. · " Wanna sec; my aster bed ?" 

" Carol knows how · to pick them," he "Sure," I said. 
sneered. "The rugged type." He tapped I followed him around the house to a 
my arm with the fishing rod. · "Wash my wide sweep of 'lawn and admired the aster 
car," he snapped. "I'll want it at five." bed. 
He pushed me roughly out of his way, 1 I left Merton puttering with a trowel 
and lurched across the grass toward the and walked back toward the garage. Pass
house. I began to understand why Carol ing a section of the garden almost entirely 
Chevron wanted ....to get rid of him. concealed by a trellis of roses, I decided 

The little bald-headed man was squatted to explore a little and stepped around the 
on his heels gazing il!tO the box and talk- trellis. I saw some -stone benches, a sun
ing softly. I went over and knelt down dial, and at the far end of the · enclosure 
beside him. The snakes had quieted down stood a man and a woman. They were 
and now they watched us with unblinking locked together in a tight embrace. The 
eyes. ' woman's head ·

was bent back, · -and the 
"Nice snakes," I said. man was kissing her fiercely. I recognized 
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Eloise, the little brown-eyed maid. The 
man was Ashby Chevron. 

I backed up silently and walked on the 
grass around the house to the garage. Be
hind-the-scenes kissing was a habit with 
members of _the Chevron family. 

It was almost five · o'clock when I 
finished washing the convertible. Little
ton, the butler, came out to the garage. 
In the late 

·
�fternoon sun he looked like a · 

mummy witr clothes on. 
"Mr. Chevron wishes his car at ·the 

fro.nt terrae�,
',-, he said. "N 6W." 

"Yes, sir, " I said. I put on my tunic 
and cap, and �rove the convertible around 
to the front terrace. I got out, leaving the 
motor running, and stood ·by the door. 

In a couple ,of minutes Ashby Che�ron 
came out. He. was wearing a sky-blue 
sport shirt; , a soft grey cashmere jacket, 
and grey flannel slacks. From the careful 
way he walked, I knew that he was feeling 
fine ati'd that life was a song. He was 
bathed and shaved and lotioned, and the 
area around him exuded whiskey fumes. 

"Thank you, my man," he said heartily. 
He leaned fot_:ward and placed a fin'ger 
over his thin lips. "Can you keep a sec-
ret ?" 

· ' 

''Yes, 'sir,>: r '  said, '  and I could almost 
feel my ears pricking up. 

He fished a tooled leat-her wallet from 
his insiae ; coat pocket, thrust his fingers 
into a thick layer of twenty dollar bills, 
and withdrew a wrinkled snapshot. He 
held it up before my nose. 

"Pretty nice, huh ?"  he leered. " Pretty 
baby, don't you think, Abbott ?"  , .  . ' 

Th�napshot was of a buxom girl with 
• hard eyes and a red mouth. She was wear

ing a too-brief bathing suit 'and. was lean
ing against a rock with �he lake behind 
her. She wasn't very pretty, and her 
r4ther hea'\y figure left much to be de-
sired. ... 

"Very attractive," I said. 
" You said it, �y man," he agreed, and 

he placed the photo in his wallet with 

fumbling fingers. Then his red eyes 
squinted at me. " One of my little friends," 
he said, and once more he held a finger 
to his lips. " But mum's the word." 

"Very good, sir, " I said. 
He slapped my shoulder with the back 

of his hand, and started around the car. 
He lurched against the front fender and 
almost fell to the drive. I tepped for
ward and grasped his arm: 

" Shall · r drive for you, sir ?"  I asked 
politely. 

He straightened slowly, and turned to 
face me. His eyes were like red fire, and 
his thin lips were drawn back over yellow 
teeth. Suddenly his arm came up and he 
slapped me sharply across the cheek. I 
started an involuntary jump for him, and 
then stood still. 

"Damn. you/' he said thickly. "When 
I want you to drive, I 'll tell you."  

"Yes, sir," I said. I was ready to duck 
if he swung again. 

He chuckled deep in his throat, the 
way he had done when he had been tor
menting the snakes. Then he turned, 
walked carefully around the car, and got 
behind the wheel. I stepped back. He 
took off with a roar. Stones-· flew from 
the drive, and tne tires screeched as he 
rounded a hedge and careened out onto 
the road. Then he really prodded the con
vertible. It leaped forward' and disap
peared around 'the curve. 

I WENT to · my quarters' over the · 
gara�e. Since only the hired help rio':" 
remamed at the house, I thought 1t 

would be permissible to remove the uni
form. I emptied my pockets on· the dress
er, changed to a white T-s,Diit and slacks, 
and went back down the stairs.� 

Merton came around a corner of the 
garage carrying a small wire cage in 
which were "two live brown rats. " Hi, 
Andy, " he said. " I'm gonna feed my 
snakes . . They each get a rat once a week. 
Wanna watch ?" 
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" No, thanks," I said. "I think I'll 

take a little walk." 
Merton began to chuckle. "I heard that 

dang Ashby pull outta here hell-bent. 
Sometime he's gonna mash his brains out 
on a fence post." He cocked a quizzical 
eye at me. '' Now wouldn't that be sad ?" 

"It sure would," I said. 
He walked away, still chuckling. " See 

you at supper, Andy," he said cheerfully, 
and disappeared behind the garage. I 
heard him . call, "Your eats is coming, 
boys." 

I walked out to the road, sat on a rock 
overlooking the beach and smoked a 
cigarette. When the sun was a red ball 
at the edge of the water I returned to the 
house and entered the kitchen. The house
hold staff was already eating-Merton, 
Littleton, Eloise, and a cheery fat German 
cook named Mrs. Lauterbach. They all 
greeted me in friendly fashion except 
Eloise, the little maid, who kept her eyes 
on her plate and ate silently. 

Afterwards I sat on the back steps with 
Merton in the cool of the evening and he 
told me about racoon hunting in the pine 
woods · south of Erie Cliffs. When the 
mosquitoes got bad I said good night to 
Merton and went up to my room and took 
a nap. At ten-thirty I got up, put on the 
uniform and drove the sedan into the 
village of Orchard Beach. 

Carol Chevron was waiting on the 
steps of the inn. As I got out and opened 
the car door for her, she said, "Right on 
time. You make a very acceptable chauf
feur." She sounded happy, and in the 
light from the inn I saw that her eyes 
were shining. She sat in front beside me, 
and she was silent . until we had left the 
village and were driving towards Erie 
Cliffs. Then she said, "Why so grave, 
Mr. Abbott ?" 

I glanced at her. "Was it a nice party ? " 
"Lovely, " she breathed. "A very nice 

party. "  
I said, "Did the doctor enjoy it, too ?" 

She was silent for a moment, and then 
she said coldly, " I'm not paying you to 
spy upon me, Mr. Abbott. " 

"Sorry, " I said, "but spying is sort 
of an occupational disease with me. Don't 
worry about it. I liked the doctor's looks. 
I just want you to know that you don't 
have to play games with me." 

She was silent for a second, and then 
she laughed. " I  forgive you, " she said. 
"In fact, I think I'm glad you found out 
about Alfred-his name is really Alfredo. 
Now I can talk to someone about him." 

"Doctor Alfredo Cordova, " I said. 
"Spanish-and romantic." 

"And wonderful," she added. "I love 
him. I am proud that I love him. When 
I've been with him, and then return to 
a man like Ashby-" 

I looked at her. She was staring at the 
dark road ahead, and I saw the glitter 
of tears in her eyes, and the bitter twist 
of her lips. I had a queer, uneasy sensa
tion, and I shifted my position behind the 
wheel. 

She said softly, "Alfred just works here 
to make money to carry on his research 
in heart disease. He maintains a little 
laboratory in the city, and he almost 
starves. · He needs so many things, and I 
can help him. That is why I want to keep 
father's money-to help Alfred. Now 
you know why I can't divorce Ashby. If 
it just weren't for Ashby-" Her voice 
broke, and she looked at me. "Did he 
come back ?" 

"Yes," I said, "but he went away 
again. " 

She said bitterly, "Ashby must have 
his fun. Did you meet him ? What did 
you think of him ?" 

"If you'll pardon my saying so," I said, 
"he's a heel of the very first degree." 

"I haven't any illusions about Ashby," 
she said. " Not after living with him for 
two years." 

"You can stop worrying about the 
snake venom," I told her. '"Merton claims 
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that Ashby stole it from him, just to be 
mean. Does that sound like Ashby ?" 

She hesitated a moment, and then she 
said thoughtfully. "Yes-yes, it does. 
Ashby is capable of a thing like that. He's 
a bully, and he-he's nasty. He has al
ways tormented poor Merton. I-I 
thought of Merton this afternoon, when 
you mentioned the snake venom. But 
Merton has been with our family for years 
-since · I was a little girl. "  

"Let's talk about Alfredo," I said. 
She laughed softly. "Don't get me 

started. . . . Is--is it wrong for me to 
love him ?" 

" Hell, no," I said. " Not with a hus
band like Ashby. But what good is it 
going to do you ? You can't marry him." 

"I know. But if I can be near Alfred
and help him. That will be enough. " 

"At least," I said, "for as long as Ash
by lives. " I don't know why I said it, but 
I liad had an uneasy feeling since sun
down. 

She gave me a queer, startled look. 
"Ashby's kind live forever, " she said in 
a strained voice. · She paused and then 
added,- " I  called my attorney this after
noon.· He's all ready. The injunction 
papers will be sened' tomorrow." 

"Fi�. " I said. 
Her fingers plucked at my sleeve. " I"

I 'm scared-at how Ashby will take it. 
You'll stay close to the house tomorrow, 
won't you ?" 

"Sure," I said. " If he gets rough, can 
I forget that I'm a humble servant ?" 

"Yes, of course. But I hope Ashby 
won't make a scene. "  

Privately I hoped that Ashby would 
make a scene. I hadn't forgotten the slap 
on my face. 

The house at Erie Oiffs loomed big 
and pale in the moonlight as I stopped 
the sedan by the front terrace. I started to 
get out to open the door, but Carol Chev
ron placed a hand on my arm. 

"Don't bother, " she said softly. " No 

one is watching now." She got to the 
drive and peered in at me. The moon
light made blue shadows of her eyes. " See 
you in the morning. Good night. " She 
ran lightly across the terrace and entered 
the house. I waited a minute until i saw 
a light come on in an upstairs rooru, and 
then I drove around to the garage. 

As I went up the stairs to my room I 
saw that Ashby Chevron's convertible was 
still out. . I thought grimly : Have a good 
time tonight, Ashby my boy, for toHwr
rMV you lose your happy honw. 

I went to sleep quickly. Sometime dur
ing the night a queer sound wakened me. 
I lay still and stared at the moonlight on 
the wall. It was a thick, chuckling sound 
-idiotic, almost inhuman. It seemed to 
be coming from directly beneath my win
dow . I  got out a£ bed, unhooked the screen, 
and leaned out. In the bright moonlight 
I saw Ashby Chevron. His coat lay on 
the grass beside him, and he was squatting 
before Merton's improvised snake cage. 
From time to time he would beat on the 
wire · with his fist, and then he would 
chuckle insanely. I knew that he was as 
drunk as a man could get. 

The scene below me filled me with a 
kind of a horror and a loathing. I shivered 
a little, and loOked at my wrist watch in 
the moonlight. Almost four o'clock in the 
morning. I closed the . screen softly, 
hooked it, and returned to my bed. To 
hell with Ashby Chevron, I thought. If 
he wanted to flirt with a couple of deadly 
rattlesnakes, I wasn't going to stop him. 
Maybe he got some kind of perverse plea
sure out of it. As I . went back to sleep 
I could stili bear his drunken giggling. 

CHAPTER TIIREE 
Deathward Eyes 

T HE lake was a deep, serene blue, 
and the morning was fresh and 
sunny. Apparently I was the �rst 

one out of bed in the Chevron household. 
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As I stepped out to the drive, I saw that 
Ashby's convertible was parked sideways 
in the drive, with the front wheels on the 
grass. I drove the car into the garage. 
There was an empty whiskey bottle on the 
front seat, a sprinkling of hairpins, and 
a woman's red plastic comb . . I · went out 
and sat in the sun and smoked and waited 
for signs of life from the kitchen so that 
I could go in and get some coffee. 

A car came up the drive and stopped. 
White letters -On the door read, SHERIFF'S 
PATROL. A tall young man in a khaki shirt 
and a brown felt hat got out. A silver 
shield was pinned to the flap of his left 
shirt pocket, and a black revolver holster 
dangled from his belt. I stood up. He 
came over to me; 

'"Morning, " he smiled. · "Where'll I 
find Mr. Ashby Chevron ?'' 

"In ·bed," I said. 
''Can I see him ? " 
"You can view him," I said, "but he 

won't be able to talk until about three 
o'clock this afternoon." • 

The young- man grinned. • "Big night, 
huh ? You work here ?" 

"I  drive for Mrs. Chevrotl."' 
"Is she around ?" 
"In bed too, " I told him. -

. ' He hesitated, and then he took a folded 
paper from his hip pocket ''I'm a deputy 
from the sheriff's office. It's pretty im
portant." 

"Come on, "  I said, and I led him to the 

back door. I press�d the bell button. It 
took Littleton about three minutes to get 
to the door. He was wearing a maroon 
silk dressing gowri, and there was shav
ing cream on his lean face. He stared a£ 
me coldly. "What is it, Abbott ?" 

"Sheriff's deputy to see Mrs. Chevron," 
I said. "It's important." 

Littleton hesitated a second. Then he 
said, "Very well-step inside.'� 

The deputy and I waited in the big liv
ing room while Littleton marched up the 
stair with brisk, measured steps., The 
deputy took off his hat and gazed about. -
" Some joint, " he murmured. 

In a couple of minutes Carol Chevron 
came down the stairs. She was wearing 
a long, clinging robe of a soft blue material, 
and her black hair had been . hastily 
brushed back from her face. H'er lips 
were colorless in the morning light;, but 
her eyes were bright and alert. 

She gazed at the deputy and said crisp
ly, "Good morning. I didn't expect you 
this early. Is everything in order ?" 

The deputy unfolded th� paper; and 
cleared bis throat. " I  believe so, . ma'am. 
This is an injunction restraining your 
husband from molesting or contacting you. 
I am here to serve it,..Qn him, an� to see 
that he leaves peaceably, and �hat he 
does not take anything with him that you 
do not wish him to take."  

"Very well," she said steadily, and she 
looked at me. " Mr. Abbott, wil( you ac-

Doubting Thomas . ' 

Now Convinced 
Thomas W. Mutch, Boston, 

has now switched to Calvert 
because it tastes beHer. · 

CALVERT RESERVE BLENDED WHISKEY-86.8 PROOF-65% GRAIN 
NEUTRAL SPIRITS. CALVERT DISTILLERS CO RP., NEW YORK CITY 



26 New Detective Mag&Ziile" 
company this gentleman to Mr. Chevron's 
room ? It is the first door on the left in 
the main hall. I will remain in my room 
until after he has lett." She was nervous 
as hell, but fighting to control it. She 
turned and went back up the stairs. I 
heard a door. slam, followed by the click 
of a lock. 

I jerked'my head at the deputy, and the 
two of us v:ent �p �he stairs. I rattled my · 

knuckles oil the first door on our left. I 
didn't eX:peet to get an answer, because 1 
knew in' what condition Ashby Chevron 
had gone . to bed. I waited maybe three 
seconds, and then I twis�ed the knob. The 
door opened, and I poked my head in
side. 

Ashby · Chevron wasn't in his bed. He· 
lay �n the floor almost at my feet. I took 
one look at him, and that was enough. He 
was as� dead as' he would ever be, and he 
hadn't died easily. He lay twisted, fiis 
legs drawn up, his arms flung out: His 
mouth was open, and his eyes were bulg
ing. He had obviously been very sick, 
and his shirt was still damp with perspira-
tion. • 

" What the hell !"  the deputy exclaimed. 
He pushed' past me ·and knelt down beside 
the body� 'I got dowrl on my knees be
side him. The deputy reached a hand -for 
Ashby's wrist, and then paused. I looked ' 
at the dead man's arm, and I knew why 
the deputy hadn't touched it .to feel for 
a pulse. The wrist .was so· swollen that 
the skin was shiny and tight-looking. The 
fingers of. the hand were puffy and a faint 
bluish color: On the inside of the wrist 
I saw two tiny blue punctures. 

The deputy raised awed eyes to mine. 
"What happened to him ?." he muttered. 

I took a deep breath, remembering a 
. squatting figure in the moonlight before 
a snake cage. Then I said slowly, "A 
snake bit him. A rattlesnake-in the vein 
of his wrist. " 

The deputy stood up. " I  don't get it," 
he said. · "' · 

"You will," I said. " Better call the 
sheriff." 

He looked around the room. "Where's 
the telephone ?" 

"Downstairs," I told him. " Go ah�ad. 
I'll stay here." 

He left, and I placed. a hand on Ashby 
Chevron's bare throat. There wasn't a 
trace of pulse, and his flesh was already 
cooling. He was still wearing the flannel 
slacks and the blue shirt, but he had taken 
off his shoes. I looked around the room. 
His coat lay on the floor by the bed. I 
went- over and took his wallet from the 
inside pocket. The photo of tlie girl in 
the _bathing suit was still inside, but the 
thick layer of twenty dollar bills was gone. 
I replaced the wallet, stepped out to the 
hall, and closed the door. 

I gu�ssed at the location of Carol Chev
ron's room and rapped gently on a door. 
She opened it immediately, as if she had 
been waiting. Her hair WC!-S combed, and 
it now lay over her . shoulders in soft 

_gleaming folds .. She had applied lipstick, 
but the bright redness made her face seem 
paler. 

_She stared at me silently, and then said 
quietly, " He-he's left the house ? "  

"He's dead,"· I said. 
Her slender ' body swayed a little, and 

· I saw her fingers tighten on the door 
knob. 

I told her everything, as quickly as 
possible, and when I had finished, she 
took a deep breath. 

" I-" she · said. "I-" She leaned 
against the door, and I stepped forward 
quickly and placed an arm around her. I 
led her to a chair by• a sunny window. She 
leaned her head. back and closed her eyes. 
" I  am sorry for Ashby," she whispered, 
"but I-I don't feel anything else . . . .  
Don't leave me. " 

I moved to · the d�r. "I 'll be back, " I 
told her, and went out softly. 

The young deputy was coming up the 
stairs. There was sweat on his face. 
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"Sheriff's coming, " he panted. " So is 
Dr. Cordova." 

"Cordova ? "  I said. 
"Yes. He's the coroner during the 

summer. Did you tell Mrs. Chevron ?" 
"Yes, I told her, " I said. 
He passed a hand over his forehead 

in relief. "Golly, " he breathed. .. I've 
only been deputy since last e1ection. This 
is a hell of a thing. " We returned to 
Ashby Chevron's room. He was still 
there, and he was still dead. 

AN HOUR and half later I sat on 
the beach and tossed stones into 
the water. The sheriff and his 

deputy had gone, and an ambulance from 
Orchard Beach had taken away the body 
of Ashby Chevron. Dr. Cordova had ar
rivro with the sheriff, and the two of them 
had questioned all of us-Littleton, Mrs. 
Lauterbach, Merton, Eloise, and myself. 
Each of us, except Littleton, had testified 
that Ashby had been in the habit of teasing 
Merton's snakes. It seemed that I wasn't 
the only one who had heard him at the 
cage the night before. Eloise said she had 
heard him, and so bad Mrs. Lauterbach, 
the cook. 

K Yah,» she said, shaking her head. 
"'Ach d. Himmel! Often I hear Herr 
Chevron. U nd last night again I hear 
him.'' 

Littleton, the butler, had denied any 
knowledge of Ashby's pleasant little habit, 
and Merton had snickered . . "You front
of-the house fellers," he cackled, "never 
know what's a-going on in the back yard." 

I could still hear Dr. Cordova's quiet 
voice as he spoke to the ass�mbled staff : 
" . . . an unfortunate occurrence. As 
coroner of this county I am required by 
law to determine the cause of death under 
unusual circumstances. After due con
sideration, it is my professional opinion 
that Ashby Chevron died from the effects 
of rattlesnake venom. All the indications 
are present-swelling of the member bit-

te"'- the twin fang punctures, excessive 
perspiration, vomiting, contorted features 
. . . . Ordinarily a poisonous snake bite 
can be successfully treated by injection 
of serum, ligation, and drainage incisions. 
However, when a, vein is punctured, as 
in the case of Mr. Chevron, treatment 
must be prompt and positive, or the pa
tient dies very quickly. It has been estab
lished that Mr. Chevron was in the habit 
of annoying poisonous snakes kept on 
these premises, and that he was so engaged 
at an early hour this morning . . . .  I have 
inspected the cage, and it is entirely pos
sible for one of the reptiles to strike a 
person's wrist if it were pressed against 
the wire. At the request of Mrs. Chevron 
I will perform an autopsy, and will sub
mit my final report in the morning." 

I was the last to leave the room follow
ing Dr. Cordova's little speech. As I did, 
I glanced back, and saw him moving slow
ly up the stairs, carrying his bag, pre
sumably on his way to Carol Chevron's . 
room to offer his professional services, if 
needed. I didn't care, and I don't think 
anyone was very sorry about Ashby Chev- , 
ron's death. 

The sun was almost directly overhead. ! 
I stood up and walk� J>ack to the house. 
Itt the garden I <arne upon Eloise, the ' 
little maid, sitting on a bench staring out 
over the lake with sombre eyes. She 
looked at me dully, and I said, "You kind 
of liked him, didn't you ?'' 

"Why-why do ask that ?" 
I smiled at her. "No offense-but I 

happened tQ see you with him by the rose ' 
trellis yeste£day afternoon. '' 

She glanced away from me. "He was 
all right," she said quietly, "if you under
stood him. And he was lonely-" She 
lowered her head and stared at her clasped 
hands. 

"I'm sorry," I said gently, and I held 
ont a package of cigarettes. "Smoke ?" 

She shook her head, and stood up. "No, 
thank you. I must cut some roses for the 



28 New Detective Magazine , 
table. " She started to move away, and I 
touched her arm. Shi paused, and gazed 
at me with puzzled eyes. 

I said, "This has been on my mind, and 
I 've to tell someone. But keep it quiet. 
Dr. Cordova says. that Ashby was bitten 
by a snake in the vein of his wrist. 'With 
both fangs-and through wire mesh. Those 
snakes couldn't have been very lively 
or vicious. Merton had fed them a few 
hours befot:e. A rattlesnake doesn't eat 
very often, and when he does he is sleepy 
and dopey for quite a while afterward. "  
I grinned a t  her. " I  learned that when I 
was a Boy Scout. Your room isn't far 
from Ashby's. Did you hear anything un
usual last night-after he entered his 
room, I mean ?" 

She moved her head slowly from side 
to side. "1'f o. I woke up som� time dur
ing the night, and I heard him_ out by the 
cage. But I'm used to that. He-he liked 
to torment Merton's snakes. "  She shiv
ered slightly. " I  went back to sleep, and 
I didn't _hear anything more. Why do 
you ask ?" 

I shrugged. "Just a crazy idea, maybe. 
Forget it. I think I'll take a walk before · 
I clean up for lunch. " 

She watched me. silently as I moved 
away. 

I walked along the road, away fr.om 
Erie Cliffs. The sun was hot, bttt when 
I unbuttoned the tight black tunic the butt 
of the .32 automatic protruding from my 
waistband was revealed. I buttoned up 
again . . 

A half hour later I returned to my 
room over the garage, and that is when I 
found the note from Carol Chevron asking 
me to meet her in the- bath house on the 
beac�. 

I D�DN'T feel any pain when the rat
tler's fangs struck-just a thudding 
blow. I unbuttoned the tunic with 

frenzied fingers, and jerked the .32 from 
my waistband. The snake was retreating, 

slithering with .a dry rasping sound over 
the cement. It coiled in a corner, and 
raised its ugly head. Once more the dry 
buzzing sound filled the air. My hand 
wasn't very steady, but I fired three shots. 

. The blast of the reports seemed to shake 
the walls. The snake began to writhe and 
twist, and I saw bright blood on the floor. 
I ran to· the door, fired -two shots into 
the lock, and lunged against the door. 

with my shoulder. The lock let loose with 
a splintering sound, and � stumbled out 
over the sand in the hot sunshine. 

I sat down, jerked off my boot, and 
looked at my leg. I didn't see any fang 
marks, and I inspected the boot. Two tiny 
punctures had not quite penetrated the 
stiff leather. There was a sticky liquid 
around the holes, and I had a cold feeling 
along my spine. I put the boot back on, 
walked swiftly across the beach and up 
the stairs to the garden. 

The first person I saw was Merton. He 
was weeding a flower -bed, and he gave 
me a toothless grin. " Hi, Andy," he said. 
"Just about time to put on the feed bag. " 

"Yeah," I said, and hurried into the 
house. Mrs. Lauterbach called cheerily 
from the kitchen. "Soon we eat. Chicken 
und noodles today." 

I ruoved ,through the big paneled dining 
room and entered the long room at the 
front of the house. Littleton was arrang
in'g flowers on the mantel. "Abbott," he 
said sternly, "you know you are not per
mitted in this part of the house." 

I ignored him, and started up the stairs. 
I met Dr. Cordova coming down. He 
stopped and said pleasantly, " Hello, there. 
Mrs. Chevron has just told me that 
you-" 

"Yeah, yeah, "  I · muttered, and I 
brushed past him. As I gained the upper 
hall, I glanced back. Dr. Cordova was 
staring upward at me with a startled ex
pression. I walked swiftly down the big 
hall. � 

Carol Chevron was standing in the door 
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of. her room. She regarded me gravely. I 
stared at her for maybe three seconds, and 
her black brows came together in a faint 
frown. " What is it ? "  she asked quietly. 

I said, " I  was just going to ask you if 
you' left a note in my room asking me to 
meet ·you in the bathhouse, but I know 
that you didn't . ... 

" No, of course not," sre said in a 
puzzled voice. " But-" 

' 

" Never mind, " I said, arid I moved 
swiftly down the hall to the last door on 
my left and rattled my knuckles. 

The door opened slowly, and Eloise 
sfood facing me. She let out a little gasp, 
and her face turned the color of dirty 
snow. She backed away from me in 
horror, like a person seeing a corpse sit 
up in a coffin. I stepped inside,_ and closed 
the door �hind me. On the bed was an 
open bag filled with clothing, and the 
empty drawers of a dresser were pulled 
out. I leaned against · the door. " Sur
prise," I said. " The snake didn't get 
me." 

She stood trembling. Her mouth 
worked, but no sound came out. Both of 
her hands 'were thrust deep into the 
pockets of the jacket of a s111ooth tan 
gabardine suit. I felt mean, and I moved 
slowly · toward her. " Twenty minutes 
ago," I told her, "you performed some 
fancy dance steps for me on the garden 
path. What for ? _ To give me a little en
tertainment before I kept a date with a 

rattlesnake ?" I waited for her to speak. 
She stood frozen. 
'4 You told me you used to be a nurse," 

I said, "and therefore you know how to 
use a hypodermic needle. Why did you 
inject snake venom into Ashby last night ? 
Because you're nuts about him, and he 
was chasing another woman ? " 

She · moved backward two slow steps. 
" No, no-" she whispered. 

" Listen , "  I said harshly, "a little while 
ago, in the garden, I hinted to you th�t 
a snake didn't bite Ashby. That worried 
you, and so you faked a note on Mrs. 
Chevron's stationery. I know it was a 
fake, because Mrs. Chevron has always 
called me ' M r. Ab?ott'-not 'Andy.' Then 
you moved one of Merton's snakes to the 
bathhouse, took the key, and waited in 
the garden to make sure that I took the 
bait. After I entered the bathhouse, you 
ran down, locked the door, knowing that 
I couldn't get out, and that I couldn't 
make anybody hear me down there. Right 
now I 'm supposed to be dying of snake . 
bite, but my boots were thick,· and I had 
a gun. You didn't figure a dumb chauf
feur would be packing a- gun, did you ? "  

She took a deep breath, and I could see 
her pulling her nerves-into line. "Y au
you're crazy, "  she said. She turned to 
the bed, closed the bag, picked it up, and 
moved toward me. " I 'm -leaving," she 
said coldly. " Get out of the way." 

I sho?k my head slowly. " Where is the 
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hypo y�u used ? There'll be fingerprints 
on it, and on the doorknob of Ashby's 
room, a.nd on his wallet. I know that you 
framed my rendezvous with the SQ.ake, 
because of all the people around here you 
were the only one to show surprise at 
seeing me just now. Even if the snake 
didn't get me, you figured I would still 
be locked in the bathhouse, to giv� you 
getaway time. Start talking !"  

Her eyes wavered, and she lowered her 
h�;d, li�e a ·  little girl caught with her 
finger in the -cake frosting. But she didn't 
say anything� 1 moved close to her. 

"Look," I said gently, "I'm not a cop, 
and nobody's mourning for Ashby. As far 
as the world is concerned, Ashby died ac
cidentally. Nobody knows what we know. 
Maybe we can make a deal. . . . How 
much money was in Ashby's wallet ?" 

I hit pay dirt. Her face tilted upward . 
slowly, and I saw a sudden bright gleam 
in her eyes. Then she laughed deep in 
her throat. 

· 

"How much ?" I murmured. 
"Eleven hundred dollars," she whis-

pered. 
"Half for me ?" I asked softly. 
"Yes, yes. . . . " 
I kissed her then, and her lips were 

cool and soft. I would have enjoyed it-
"if I could have forgotten about the rattler 
in the bathhouse. Presently she pushed 
herself gently away from me. " I-I must 
go,"  she said breathlessly. "I 'm catching 
a train for New York tonight. I 'll get a 
job, dancing, and I 'll study, and I 'll work, 
and maybe some day-" Her eyes were 
shining . .  

"And leave· me here alone ?" I said re
proachfully. 

"Come along, "  she said softly. 
I shook my head. "It would look funny 

-both of · us leaving. Maybe, later, I 
can join you ."  

With her left hand she reached into a 
pocket of her jacket and took out a thick 
roll of bii!s. "There it is," she said. "All 

of it. It's mine. He promised it to me-" 
her lips twisted bitterly-"To continue my 
studies of dancing. But he never gave 
it to me. Yesterday afternoon, in the gar
den, I asked him again. He told me to 
wait for him until he came home · last 
night. I waited, for hours, and then I 
heard him drive in, and I heard him at the 
snake cage. When he came up to the 
house, I met him, and I asked him for 
the money. He kissed me- I told him 
if  he didn't pay me the thousand dollars 
he had promised me for ballet lessons; I 'd 
tell Mrs. Chevron. He-he flew into a 
rage then, and he said he had never in
tended to give me · a penny, and he 
slapped me, hard. · He grabbed my arm 
and slapped me\again. I got scared then, 
and I twisted away from him, and I ran. 
He chased me, but I hid in the shrubbery, 
and I heard him swearing as he looked for_ 
me. After a while he went into the house ." 
She paused, and said mockingly, "Do you 
want to hear the rest ? "  

"Just a minute," I said, and counted 
out five hundred and fifty dollars from the 
money she had given me. I . handed. her 
the rest. 

As she_ thrust it into her jacket pocket, 
she said. "Now we're squar�. I can trust 
you, Andy ?" 

As' I pocketed my share, I said, "We'll 
have to trust each other now." 

She stared at me with brooding eyes. 
"I killed him," she said s.Qitly. "There is 
no point in trying to kid you. I hated him. 
I've hated him for a long time-for the 
kind of a man he was. When he touched 
me it was like-l.ike being near a snake. 
But he kept promising me the money, 
and I wanted to get ahead: I guess I 
went a little crazy last night. I sneaked 
a bottle of venom from Merton's room in 
the basement . . I knew where he kept it, 
because I clean his room. I have my kit 
from nurse's training, and I put the venom 
in the hypo and went up to Ashby's room. 
He was too drunk to know what I was 
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doing. He never m�wed when I made the 
injections-two of them, like a snake's 
fangs, in his wrist-" She shrugged, and 
added. "Then I took all the money in 
his wallet It was mine." 

I had heard enough, but I wanted her 
to finish it. I moved to the door, and with 
my hand on the knob, I said, "Well, good 
luck-and thanks for cutting me in. " I 
grinned at her. "And no hard feeling 
about the snake in the bathhouse." 

She gave me a slow, mischievous smile. 
"I 'm sorry about that, Andy-now. But 
you shouldn't have scared me by hinting 
that a snake hadn't killed Ashby. • 
Mean of me, wasn't it ?" 

I sighed deeply, and I said, "Yeah. Be 
sure and tell it to the jury the way you 
told me." 

Her small body jerked as if  I had 
struck her. And then her small mouth 
hardened, and her �yes narrowed. She 
moved slowly toward me. "Damn you," 
she whispered hoarsely. "First Ashby, 
now you-" 

I watched her uneasily. She looked like 
a madwoman. Suddenly she sprang for 
me. Her right hand darted from her 
jacket pocket, and I caught the bright 
wicked wink of steel and glass. Her hand 
shot downward, straight for my chest. I 
leaped sideways, grabbed her wrist, and 
twisted violently. She moaned, and a 
bright object fell to the rug. I pushed 
her roughly away from me, and she fell 
across the bed. I leaned down and picked 
up a hypodermic needle. It was about a 
quarter full of a thick amber fluid. I held 
it gingerly, and gazed at the girl. She 
turned slowly on the bed to stare at me 
with wild eyes. 

I went out quickly and locked the 
door. 

Dr. Cordova and Carol Chevron stood. 
side by side in the hall. They stared at me 
dumbly. 

"Call the sheriff," I said wearily. "We 
need him again. "  

I 'LL skip what happened during the 
next hour and a half. I didn't enjoy it. 
After things had quieted down, I changed 
my clothes, packed my bag and put it in 
my car. Then I went in to say good-by to 
Carol Chevron. She was sitting alone in 
the library staring pensively out of a win
dow. 

I said, "You've got a refund coming. I 
only worked since noon yesterday. I'll 
send you my check."  

She shook her head. " No-our ac
count is settled." She hesitated, and then 
said with a half smile, "Unless you'd like 
to be my permanent chauffeur." 

"No, thanks," I said. "Good luck." 
"Thank you, Mr. Abbott," she said 

quietly. 
I went out. 
I stopped at the Orchard Inn for a 

drink. I figured I had earned it. Jake 
Moore, the chauffeur in the blue uniform, 
was again standing at the bar. He glanced 
at my street clothes. ' 'I thought your 
day off was Tuesday," he said. 

" It's been changed," I said, and I 
ordered a scotch and soda. 

He said, "Old man Hennessy is still 
upstairs. How about you and me going 
over to the beach and seeing them two 
babes I told you about ?" 

" Sure, " I said, and I drank my sc<>tch 
in three swallows. "Let's g<>. "  

U NTIL after the Civil War, the laws of South Carolin!l 
were sa constructed that a person was likely to be given 
a small fine for killing a slave-but might be hanged for 

stealing one. 
-Webb B. Garrison 



MURDE R-
DO NOT DIS-TURB 

By Day Keene 
A bad cop, Gandy made his final 
stand on the rim of eternity
betting a last blood-red chip on 
•udden death, giving murder the 

odds-two lives to one! 

0 NE of the sweepers discovered the 
body. It was lying in the sump of 
the freight elevator shaft when he 

came on duty at midnight. There was some 
32 

Gandy had a red chip in 
hi• hand • • • •  

question of possible negligence on the part 
of the day elevator man, but none what
soever concerning the identity of the man 
or the manner of his death. 



. iiiJf'der-Do Not Disturb 
The dead man- was a rummy by the 

name of Allan V. Enklebee, who had 
formerly owned a half interest in a hear
aid company on the fifth floor. And he had 
obviously walked into the open shaft in a 
drunken stupor. You could smell the stuff 
ten feet away. 

I phoned in what I had from a booth 
in the all night drug store next door, and 
Mike told me to go back an4 see if I could 
get enough to blow it up into a human in
terest yarn, as a quick check with the 
morgue showed that the 1941 runner-up in 
the Miss America strip-down had married 
a man by the name of Enklebee. 

When I got back, the M.E. had m'ade 
his examination and the body was lying 
on the tile in the lobby. Rick Ferris was 
there and sore because the young cop on 
the beat had called H.Q. instead of his sta
tion. 

"If you're. going to call H.Q. instead of 
your sergeant every time you find a stiff," 
Rick told him, "you're going to find your
self in serious trouble, son. we've more 
important things to_ do than check on 
drunks who fall down elevator shafts or 
walk into the sides of street cars." 

Rick being a lieutenant, the young cop 
said he was sorry and it wouldn't ever 
happen again, but when the sweeper told 
him he'd found a dead man in the sump 
the first thing he'd thought of was murder. 

Rick said, "Ha," and fingered through 
the stuff one of his boys. had taken from 
Enklebee's pockets. 

There wasn't much. A picture of a good 
looking girl and two kids, an outdated 
gasoline credit card, a. paid up Legion 
card, sixty-four cents, and the red chip. 
It was a common red plastic poker chip. 

Rick picked up the chip, then dropped 
it back on the little pile of personal pos
sessions. "He should have cashed it in," · 
Rick said. 

He was still making a routine investiga
tion when a prowl car rolled up in front 
and Sergeant Bill Gandy of the Fairfield 

Avenue Station, whom the beat cop 
should have called in the first place, came 
in and wanted to know what gave. 

"A D.O.A., accidental," Rick told him. 
"You can take it from here, Bill. " He 
looked at the Legion card. "His name is 
Allan V. Enklebee of twenty-one forty
two Archer. They tell me he used to be 
a partner in the firm of Enklebee and Gor
man on the fifth floor. I've· been up there, 
but the office is locked. What Enklebee 
was doing in the building, I wouldn't 
know. But it seems fairly obvious he 
tried to walk down an open elevator shaft 
and the first step was a bit too big for 
him." 

"Oh, " Gandy said. He picked up the 
red chip and looked at it. "I know him. 
'That is, I know the girl he married." He 
tied that in with what the city desk had 
given me. " She was a local beauty con
test winner and got as high as the semi
finals in Atlantic City eight or nine years 
ago." 

Rick got ready to leave. "Well, it's 
up to you to break the� news to her. The 
guy was a rummy ?"  

. 

Gandy noddeg. " Bad. The last I heard, 
she'd left him, Gor01an had kkked him 
out and he was pret�ch on th� rocks." 

Nothing showed or the surface, but it 
was a fairly delicate situation. No man 
likes to be reminded of his own weakness. 
And Bill Gandy was a handy� man with a 
jug himself. When he'd first come back 
from the Army, with a captain's rating in 

. the C.I.D., he'd fairly burned up the 
Force. It had been even money for a 
while that when Rick Ferris was kicked . 
up the ladder into the inspectorship long 
due him, Bill Gandy would get his job. 
But too much elbow. bending had taken 
care of that. To my personal knowledge, 
none of the �ig brass were members of 
the W.C.T.U. All of them , liked their 
schnapps. But they could take it or leave 
it alone. Seemingly Bill couldn't. And 
while they couldn't help but like and ad-
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mire the guy, no matter how hot a ball of 
fire he was, they couldn't see their way 
clear to entrusting the H.Q. Squad to a 
man who, when he was most needed, might 
be found in the nearest gutter. After six 
trips to the carpet, Bill was lucky he still 
had a job. 

" Well," Rick said. " He's yours. " 
He- left, followed by his squad, and the 

wagon men wanted to know if it was okay 
to remove the body. Bill said it was. Then 
he saw me and wanted to know what I was 
doing there. I told him that because Mrs. 
Enklebee had been a tormer beauty con-· 
test winner, Mike had told me to stick 
around and see if I could get enough to, 
blow1 the thing up into a hutnan interest 
yarn. 

A big, good looking devil in his early 
thirties, Bill's smile was wry as he lighted 
a cigarette. "Then stick around, Sammy," 
he said. " It could just be you can." He 
looked at the red chip again. " It could 
jusf be this wasn't an accident. " 

IT WAS an obvious suck to get his 
. ·name in the paper by injecting a note 

of mystery into a run-of-the-mill acci
dent. I didn't fall for it, but I stuck . 
around. The buiidlng was run as most 
small office buildings are, with the night 
maintenance man handling the elevators. 
Bill talked to Kelly the maintenance man 
first. He said he knew Enklebee by sight 
and, shortly after eight o'clock, he had 
taken him up to the fifth floor in one of 
the passenger elevators. If he'd thought 
of. him after that, he imagined he'd thought 
that Enklebee had walked down the fire 
stairs. "You know how it is with drunks, 
officer, " he explained. "You get so you 
ain't surprised at nothing they do. " . 

"Yes," Gandy said. " I  know. He was 
drunk when you took him up ?" 

· " I  · didn't pay much attention, Ser
geant," Kelly admitted. "He must have 
been. Either that or he had a bottle i_n his 
pocket. He sure didn't get it from. Mr. 

Gorman. That's what lrim and Mr. Gor
man used to fight about all the time. I 
mean, him drinking." 

" Gorman was in the building then ?" 
Kelly repeated, "He must have been. "  

H e  indicated his portable radio. " Ka�e 
Smith Calls was .on when I took Mr. Gor
man down. And she doesn't come on until 
nine." 

" How about the freight elevator ? I 
thought it was a rule in all buildings that 
elevators have to be grounded for the 
night. How come it was above the fifth 
floor ?" 

" Oh, that," Kelly said. "The insurance 
company on eight is moving up to nine, 
and the movers ast me could they use it 
and I said they could. "  He shook his 
head. " How come the doors on five were 
open though is more than I can tell you. "  

Gandy had him run u s  up to five and 
open the door of 504 . . There wasn't any- ' 

thing to see. It was j ust another office, 
with two desks, four filing cases, a half 
dozen display hearing aids on a glass 
shelf, and a big cut-away picture of a hu
man ear. The sweepers hadn't gotten to 
the fifth floor yet, but there was no sign of 
disorder. 

Bill tackled the movers on the eighth 
floor next. But along with- moving, the 
insurance company had a crew of carpen
ters ripping out partitions and putt,ing up 

'new ones, and with the sawing and ham
mering going on, the crew on eight and 
nine couldn't have heard ten drunks 
screaming as they tumbled down the shaft 
The freight elevator was in the back of the 
building in a semi-dark passageway, and . 
you had to pass through a service door to 
get af it. Only a man who knew where it 
was could have found it. 

"The way I see it," Kelly said, " Enkle
bee probably rang the front bell, and when 
I didn't hear it right away, he got impa
tient like drur;ks will and decided to run 
himself down in the freight elevator. 
Whefi he saw the doors open he thought it 
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was on the floor, stepped in-and blooey. "  

Bill Gandy nodded. "That could b e  just 
the way it happened." 

He examined the doors on five next. 
They were still open, and seemingly the 
automatic catch had jammed. He told 
Kelly he'd better fix them or put a barri
cade across the door. Then he had Kelly 
get him the home address of both the day 
freight elevator operator and Gorman from 
the records in the office of the building 
superintendent .  I tagged along in the 
prowl car. 

The day man's name was Moses. \Vhen 
he got the sleep out of his eyes he ad
mitted he'd known the doors on five were 
stuck and had intended leaving a note for 
Kelly, but hadn't worried about it too 
much when he had forgotten to do so, as 
few of the firms on five ever had any 
freight, and then never at night. "When 
I did think of it," he told Gandy, " I  
thought I 'd tell the day man ."  

Gandy's only comment was something 
to the effect that telling the day man about 
it was going to do Enklebee a hell of a lot 
of good. 

Gorman \Vas next on the list. I had 
more respect for the hearing aid business 
when I saw the type of a place he lived 
m .  

A balding man in h is  middle forties, he  
didn't pretend to  be shocked when Gandy 
informed him Enklebee was dead. He 
said, as a matter of fact, "With Allan 

drinking as he was, it had to happen. sooner 
or later. I'm only sorry for his widow .. 
But maybe it's better this way. You say 
he fell down the freight shaft, eh ?" 

"That's right," Gandy said. 
Gorman tied the belt of his dressing 

gown. "And you want to question me. 
Well, that's only natural. "  He got a bottle 
and three glasses. "You gentlemen will 
join me?" 

I said I would be glad to. Gandy light
ed a cigarette. "Thanks a million, fellow. 
But it so happens I 'm on duty." 

He smoked while we had our drink. 
Then he got down to business. Gorman 
told a clean-cut story that checked with 
what Kelly had told us. He had been in 
his office, he said, checking some invoices 
and taking his monthly inventory, when 
Enkle'bee had staggered in shortly after 
eight o'clock and had begun to abuse him. 

" Irt what way ?" Gndy asked. 
"Verbally," Gorman said. " If it hadn't 

been so tra�c. it would have been funny. 
He called me a dirty crook, said I had 
stolen the business and kicked him out 
into the street, and at the same time tried 
to wheedle me into giving him a few dol
lars so he could buy another bottle. " 

"You gave him some money ?" 
Gorman shook his head. " No. \Vhat 

good would it have done? He already had 
a bottle and about all he could carry; After 
all, there's a limit to what a man can put 
up with." He lighted a cigarette. "Besides, 
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although there is no legal obligation on my Gandy considered the information. 
part, ever since I threw Enklebee out of "Well, thanks," he said. " Now just one 
the office about ten months ago, I have more question. You didn't by any chance 
been diViding the net receipts with Mrs. happen to know that the freight doors on 
Enklebee under a· verbal agreement I made five were stuck, did you, Mr. Gorman?" 
with her to give Enklebee a year in which If I 'd been Gorman, I 'd have taken a 
to straighten up. "  poke at . him. I thought for a moment he 

Gandy asked if Enklebee's death dis- was going to. Then he took it in his 
solved the agreement. stride. " No. I didn't, Officer. Believe 

" I  prt'sume so, " Gorman said. " It was me. " He ran his palm over his bald spot. 
both verbal and voluntary. Mrs. Enkle- "I had only pity for Allan. And if I had 
bee is a young; good-looking- woman. She realized he was so drunk he couldn't find 
will undoubtedly marry again. " He poured his way back to the elevators, I'd have 
himself another drink and moved the bot- carried him down in my arms. ' �  
tie over in front of  me. "And I 'll be Gandy repeated, "Well, thanks," and 
damned if I 'm going- to support both her we left. 
and a new husband. "  Down in the·prowl car again Bill sucked 

" No," Gandy said. "That wouldn't be at his cigarette. Then he said, "Well, 
fair. But getting back to tonight. How there's your human interest story, Sammy. · 

long did Enklebee stay?" A? sure as a Higher Power is my judge, 
Gorman killed Enklebee. "  

GORMAN thought ·a moment. "I 'd 
say twenty or thirty mmutes, 
growing constantly more abusive. 

I finally had to tell him to get out or I'd 
throw him out. He called me a few more 
names and left, and I went on with my 
work. Naturally I thought he'd left the 
building. How the hell did he ever fall 
down· the elevator shaft?" 

"That," Gandy said, "is what I 'm try
ing to fi·nd out. He was pretty bad off?" 

" Pretty bad." 
Gandy was a bugger for persistence. 

" Now tell me this, if you will, Mr. Gor
man. Do you kno\\' if in these past nine or 
ten months Enklebee made any attempt 
to straighten up ? " . 

Gorn1an shook his head. · "That I 
wouldn't know. I doubt it. The few times 
I saw hi\� , he'd been drinking. I do know 
he wasn't living at home. Mrs. Enklebee, 
too, had put up with all she could ar1d 
Allan, I believe, was living in some Skid
Row hotel and following the usual pattern 
of washing dishes and selling a pint of 
blood now and then for money enough to 
get by. "  

I hooted at him. " Still gunning for 
Rick's job, eh ?" 

" No. Just stating a fact, "  he said. 
"Give me a motive," I needled. 
He meshed the prowl car into gear. 

" I 'll do better than that. I 'll take you 
over to see her. " 

The Widow Enklebee, I 'd say, was 
twenty-eight or twenty-nine and looked a 
young eighteen. Having two kids hadn't 
hurt her figure. Tears and night cream 
and curlers and all, she was even better 
looking than her picture. 

She took the bad ne\\·s with her chin 
up. "Poor Allan," was all she said. " He 
tried so hard. A1fd now to die like this. " 
She laid a hand on Gandy's a.nn. "But if 
it had to be; I 'm glad it was you who came 
to tell me� Bill . "  

One of her kids woke up  and asked for 
a drink of water. She left the room to get 
it for him, and I said, "You seem to know 
the widow. " 

"Yes, " Bill admitted, " I  do. That is, 
I used to. In fact I used to know Rita very 
well ." His smile was wryer than I'd ever 
seen it. "But that was way back in the 
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days when she was going to be Miss 
America and I was going to be commis
sioner of police. "  

"What came between you ?" I asked. 
He told me. "A bottle. " 
When she came back, he asked her 

about the verbal agreement with Gorman 
and she said, " Mr. Gorman has been very 
kind and understanding. I don't know 
what the children and I would have done if 
it hadn't been for him. I don't know what 
we'll do now." 

He said, "You said 'he tried so hard.' 
Enklebee tried to straighten up ?" 

She lighted a cigarette, took two puffs 
and put it out. "Time after time. I don't 
know how much money we spent on sani
tariums and cures. But none of them did 
any good. Although I was hopeful for a 
time after Allan got into A.A." 

I asked, "A.A. ?" 
Gandy told me, " Alcoholics Anony

mous. " 
Mrs. Enklebee continued. "But even 

they couldn't seem to help him. Allan 
didn't drink like a normal person. With 
him a bottle was a curse he just couldn't 
seem to overcome. " 

Gandy picked his hat from the sofa and 
wanted to know how she . was fixed for 
cash. She said she had a little from the 
last check Mr. Gorman had sent, and that 
a small insurance policy of Enklebee's 
which she had managed to keep up against 
just such an eventuality would take care 
of her immediate needs. 

I'd brought my camera from the prowl 
car. I asked if she minded if I took a few 
pictures. She wasn't enthusiastic about it, 
but she was too stunned to put up much 
of a kick. She let me snap her as she was 
without even bothering to fix her hair or 
wipe off the night cream. It made a bell 
of a good picture. 

At the door, Gandy asked one more 
question, prefacing it by saying the answer 
could be important. "What kind of a man 
was Allan, Rita ?" 

She said, "Kind and generous, when' 
he was sober. " 

Bill shook his head. " No. I mean was. 
he honest with himself ? Was he really' 
trying to whip this thing ?" 

She thought a.moment. Then she nodd
ed. " I  think so. In fact I'm certain he
was. " 

"And how was he the last time you saw. 
him ? Was he sober or had he been drink-' 
ing ?" 

She was wary. " Sober, I think. At: 
least I didn't smell anything. " 

Gandy patted her arm. "I'll be back 
sometime tomorrow, kid. Meanwhile. 
keep that chin up." 

Back in the car I whistled. "You 
weren't woofing, were you ? She can be 
my blonde motive anytime she chooses. 
No guy with all of his hormones could 
help but be crazy about her. And yoU: 
think Gorman is ?" 

"What do you think ?" he asked me. 

I THOUGHT enough of it to isk him / 
to stop at the next all-night bar we 
came to so I could call Mike. Mike 

listened to what I had to say, but refused; 
to put the paper on record without some- · 
thing tangible to swing on. "Send in your 
picures," he said, "and stick with Gandy. 
But all you really have now is the hunch of 
one rummy that the partner of another 
rummy scragged him so he could get to
his wife. Get me a pinch," Mike con
cluded, "and I'll spread it all over the 
front page. But until then, as far as I'm 
concerned, it's just a stick on page four." 

I said I'd see what I could do. The bar 
was on the fringe of the downtown district, 
not far from the office building. When 
I came out of the booth, Gandy was de
scribing Enklebee to the barman. The 
barman placed him after a minute. "Yeah. 
I know the guy you mean. A nice guy 
when he's sober, but a lush if there ever 
was one. I finally had to ask him, as a, 
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favor, to take his trade somewhere else." 
He mopped the wood. "Guys like him 
just queer it for guys who can handle the 
stuff. " 

Gandy asked if Enklebee had been in 
lately. 

"Naw," the barman said. "In the first 
place I told him to stay out. In the sec
ond place it's progressive with those guys. 
He probably can't afford to drink in a 
good bar anymore, and he's lapping up 
smoke down on Skid Row." He bright
ened. " But why talk about something un
pleasant ? What'll you gents have, Ser
geant ? I'm buying. " 

"Thanks, " Gandy beamed. "I'll have 
a coke. "  

I took a rye and short beer. 
We made eight bars in a row after that, 

all of them on Skid Row near the hotel in 
which Enklebee had holed up after his 
wife had taken all she could. The story 
was the same in every bar. Enklebee had 
been drunk in all of them. All of the bar
men knew him for a lush. But the bar
man in the last bar we went to best 
summed up the street's opinion. � 

"Don't never expect a lush to be grate
ful," he warned Gandy. " Six months off 
and on I cuffed that guy Enklebee for 
drinks. I nursed him through fifty hang
overs. I let him cry on my shoulder." 
The barman was indignant. "But now he's 
got a pretty good job as a shipping clerk 
somewhere, does he drink in my bar any
more ? No. He's too ritzy. He goes to 
some tony bar to spend his dough. I mean 
it. I ain't seea the lush in ten months. "  

Gandy asked him if Enklebee had any
thing on the books. 

" No, " the barman · admitted. "I will 
say that for him. He stopped in and 
squared up his tab. But it's the principle 
of the thing. Now what will you gents 
have ?" 

"I'd reached my Plimsoll four bars back. 
I had a coke with Gandy. It was his tum 
to whistle as he pointed the prowl car 

towards the morgue. The guy was happy. 
"But I still don't see," I said, "how you 

knew the guy was on the wagon. "  
"You will, Sammy," he told me. "You 

will." 
Rick was in the morgue, trying to hurry 

the post report on a gunshot case that had 
just come in. He looked at his watch when 
he saw Gandy. The hour hand was push
ing four. " My lord, sergeant," he needled. 
"Don't tell me you're still working on that 
drunk who fell down that elevator shaft ? 
You'd better lay off the stuff yourself be
fore your brain goes completely wet. " 

Even the lobes of Gandy's ears turned 
red, but he fought his temper to a draw. 
"Yes. I'm still working on Enklebee," he 
said finally. "But I'm certainly not try
ing to override your accidental D.O.A., 
Lieutenant. It just so happens some in
formation was available to me you didn't 
have access to. "  

With Rick it was strain. He'd earned 
the soft inspector's foam cushion that had 
been promised him as soon as the brass 
could find someone to fill his shoes. "I'm 
sorry," he apologized. " Forget I popped 
off, Bill. What's this stuff you have ?" 

Gandy told him. "Enklebee was dry 
and had been for at least ten months up 
until eight o'clock tonight." 

Rick shook his head. "No. That I ,won't 
buy. The night maintenance man, the 
officer on the beat, two sweepers, three 
cab drivers, the guys in the drug store and 
even you yourself said he was rummy. 

"He was, " Gandy admitted. "But I 
know now that be was dry when he walked 
into that building last night. And if he 
had any booze in him it was poured down 
his throat before he was thrown down the 
shaft. "  

"Killed ?" Rick asked. "Who'd want \ . to k1ll the guy ?" 
" His former partner, Gorman." 
"Why ? "  
"Gorman wants his wife, for one thing. 

For another, he made a verbal agreement, 
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thinking · he'd never be called on it, to 
restore Enklebee to full partnership if he 
straightened up within a year. And while 
we haven't been to every bar in town, 
Sammy and I have been to nine of them. 
And we can't find a bar that's sold him � 
drink in ten months. " 

Rick sent the morgue attendant for the 
post on Enklebee. "His wife is worth 
killing a guy for ?" 

I gave him the 'Oh, you babe' whistle 
and Rick grinned at me. 

. say, Sergeant. Well, we'll just have the 
lab make one. And if this turns out to be 
just another bourbon dream of yours, I 
know a certain sergeant who's going to be 
back in uniform and walking a beat by 
tomorrow night. You 

. 
still want a degree ' 

of saturation test made ?" 
His face white and lined with strain, 

Bill fingered the change in his pocket for a 
long moment. "Yeah. Sure," he said 
finally. "And I'll stand or fall on it." 

The attendant came back with a copy T HE hall was filled with the hush of 
of the post. early morning. Gorman wasn't so 

Looking at it, Rick said, " I 'm afraid you pleasant this time. His face" was 
lose, �ill. You can explain away the flushed. A lank of hair hid one eye. 
broken glass and booze on his clothes as " Now what ?" he demanded. 
a plant, but according to the lab's analysis "This is a pinch," Gandy said. " I'm . 

· of his stomach there wasn't anything in taking you in for the murder of Enklebee. "  
it but whiskey." Gorman tried to clear his head by shak-

" In his stomach," B ill agree�. " But ing it. "The hell you say." He .backed a 
how about the blood stream absorption ?" few feet into the room. "Are you drunk 

Rick admitted, " It isn't on the sheet. or am I, Sergeant ?" 
But  look, Bill. It stands to  reason-" I followed Bill Gandy in and ·leaned 

Gandy got a little hot. "The hell it " against the door jamb. 
does ! . I say if there was booze in his 1 "Well," Gorman said, " let's have it." 
stomach he was forced to drink at the His laugh was as sour as his breath. 
point of a gun or it was poured down him "What makes you think I killed the 
in gulps. If that's the case and he was rummy ?" · 
killed a few minutes later, there wouldn't "Rita for one thing," Gandy said. 
have been time for his blood to absorb it." " She's very grateful to you. And grati
He pounded on the counter. "And I want tude is a powerful weapon in the hands 
a blood saturation test made or whatever of a smart man. 'Mrs, Enklebee is a 
the lab boys call it." young, good-looking, woman. She will un-

Rick got as hot as he did. "The hell you doubtedly marry again.� Remember ?" 

Few fast help from ordinary headache al· 
ways take Bromo-Seltzer. It lights head• 
ache three ways: 1. Relieves Pain of Headache. 2. Relieves Discomfort of Upset Stomadt. 3. Quiets lUIIIIIY Nerves. 
Caution; Use onJy as directed. Get Bromo
Seltzer at your drug store fountain or 
counter today. A product of Emerson 
Drug Company since 1887. 
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Gorman wet his lips and dug his hands 

even deeper into the pockets of his dress
ing gown. ,'� ou amuse me. " 

" For an�her," Bill continued, "you 
hooked yo'Urself when you promi;;ed to 
take Etnklebee back if he straightened up 
within a year. That's what he came to see 
you about last night. · To tell you he had 
ten month,s; .qf good time in and was sure 
he was g6in_g" to make it. And so were 
you. That's why you killed him: How did 
you do it, Gorman ?" Force him to drink 
at the point of a gun ? "  

I n  the half light o f  dawn, Gorman's 
face became indistinguishable from the 
grey of his pajamas. " You're crazy ! "  he 
gasped. 

· Gandy shook his head. " No. The lab 
boys are never wrong. You drowned 
him in it, Gorman. His stomach and lungs 
were full of whiskey, but there wasn't 
enough alcohol in · either his blood or his 
brain to make a canary tipsy." 

I hardly. had time to point the camera. 
"Dainn you ! "  Gorman screamed. 
I heard ·the report of the gun and saw 

Gandy wince. Then he'd twisted the gun 
out of Gorman's hands and was beating 
him to his krlees. · 

Rick ruined a peach of a second shot 
by pushing by me and asking Bill if he 
was okay. 

"Yeah," Bill grinned. " I'm fine. : '  
So saying he fell flat on his face, and 

didn't come tD again until the H.Q. police 
surgeon was sewing up the hole in his 
shoulder in the 'Central Bu;eau squad 
room. Half of the brass in the city were 
standing around watching. 

M r. Big himself patted Bin's good arm. 
"You're okay, boy," he complimented. 
"Rick's told us all about it. And you did 
one smart piece of work . "  

Bill was modest. "Oh, not so smart." 
" Still feeling kind of queasy, eh ?"  
"Yes, " Bill admitted. " I  am. "  
The Commissioner sent a n  inspector to 

get a bottle of his private stock. When it 

came, he uncorked it and handed the bottle 
_ to Bill. "Take a big slug and you'll feel 

better, boy, " he said. 
"For you," B-ill said. " Not for me. " 

He handed him the bottle. "Thanks. 
Thanks a lot, Commissioner. But I don't 
use it anymore. "  

A n  embarrassed silence followed. The 
. commissioner broke it by asking, "But 
how did you know in the first place that 
Enklebee was on the wagon, Gandy ?" 

"By that red chip in his pocket, " Bill 
told him. "Some groups, in fact quite

· 
a 

few groups, of Alcoholics Anonymous use 
what they call a chip system. When a lush 
comes in and wants to try to get on the 
program, they give him a white poker 
chip to keep with his change. It doesn't 
mean a thing except as a reminder. If he 
feels he has to take a drink, he's perfectly 
free to do· so. All the group asks is that 
he break or throw away his chip. When 
he's been dry six months, he can turn his 
white chip in on a red one that's good for 
up to a year. And when Rita," color 
flooded his face, " I  mean Enklebee's 
widow, told me he was trying and was 
capable of being honest with himself, I 
knew he wasn't fragrant with whiskey of 
his own free will when he took the dive 
down that shaft. "  

Rick's eyes narrowed slightly. " How 
did you know about that red chip _busi
ness, Bill ?" ' 

Gandy dug in his pocket and held out 
a fist full of change. Among the quarters 
and nickles and dimes a red plastic poker 
chip gleamed almost as brightly as the 
Medal of Honor he'd brought back {{"om 
the war. "Because I have one, tbo, " he 
told Rick. " Why ? Any objections ? "  

You'd have thought from the tone of 
Rick's voice that he'd just given birth to 
the guy. "Why, rio. Nq, boy," he said. 
"I'm glad. "  

· 

Then both him and the big brass made 
a grab for Bill's good hand. It made a 
hell of a picture. 



THE THIRD DEGREE 
By Hallaek Me(;ord 

(Answers on page 53) 

I F SUDDENLY faced with the need for solving a murder, arson case or other crime, 
how do you think you'd stack up ? Pretty well ? Here's your chance to test yourself 
and see what kind of detective you'd make. Below are listed twenty questions dealing 

with crime and investigation methods. If you can answer eighteen or more correctly, 
chances are you'd make a top-notch homicide sleuth. Answer sixteen or seventeen and 
you're good. But answer fourteen or fewer, and you land smack in the recruit-cop class. 
Good luck ! 

1. According to the underworld's way of 
talking, what kind of thief is a "heel ?" 

2. In crook slang, a "guy" is which of the 
following items : A dark lantern ? A large 
safe ? An insane murderer ? 

3. If an acquaintance of yours told you he 
was a "mob marker," which of the follow
ing jobs would you say he performed ? 
Marked out places for the gang to rob ? In
formed on his gang ? Specialized in running 
down criminal gangs ? · 4. True or false ? ''Maude C" is a mixture 
of morphine and cocaine. 

5. If a crook acquaintance of yours said 
that he had just stolen a "prop,' what item 
would you think he made off with ? 

6. In the terminology of the border agent, 
what is a "puller ?" 

7. True or false ? In underworldese the 
term "stag" means detective. 

8. If a crook acquaintance of yours told 
you he was looking for a 'stir hound," which 
of the following would you think he was 
seeking : A prison bloodhound ? A person 
who had spent much time in prison ? A 
lawyer who hangs around jails ? 

9. How soon is a person likely to die after 
receiving a fatal dose of caustic ammonia ? 

10. Which of the following represents the 
best estimate as to the fatal dose of poison-

ous mushrooms : One mushroom ? One-half 
pound of mushrooms ? 

1 1 . True or false ? A dose of adrenafin 
can kill a person with a weak heart. 

12. True or false ? Opium addicts some
times develop neuralgia-like pains. 

1 3. True or false ? The person under the 
influence of marijuana is sometimes unable 
to j udge the passage of time properly. 

14. Can the scientific detective determine 
the difference between animal hair and hu
man hair found at the scene of a crime ? 

IS .  Would it be possible for a six-foot man 
to commit suicide by hanging himself from 
a ring only three feet from the floor ? 

1 6. True or false ? It virtually never oc
curs that persons who commit suicide by 
poisoning take poisons which are evil-smell
ing and evil tasting. 

17. If it happens that a person who has 
already be.en buried becomes suspected of 
having been poisoned by arsenic, why should 
the soil under the coffin be examined ? 

1 8. What is meant when a burglar is said 
to be "going on the blind ?" 

19. What type of auto thief generally 
abandons the stolen car after taking it ? 

20. True or false ? Firebug� after setting 
a blaze, not infrequently divert suspicion 
from themselves by turning in the alarm. 
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FALL GIJY 
----�.- ...... By John D. MaeDonald 

It didn't •eem nice, after the party, for Carey 
to throw-' hi. lw•t · out the win,dow, and lea11e 

i lotc7n witm;ut �ymg good-by. So, he planned a 
i return •oeitil, 111ith hirmelf m the eorp.e of 
: hono�nd·a hot •eat for whom it would fit! 

THEN, out of nowhere, he was in a 
room and everybody was hollering 
and .laughing, His hand hurt. He 

flexed it, that hand way out there on the 
end of his arm, an impossibly long arm, 
witq the hand far away, hurting. 

A heavy man was there against wall 
and Boor, his fat legs spread, the way a 
kid will sleep with his back braced against 
the inside nf a ·p�y pen. 

"You chilled him, champ," somebody 
yelled out of the laughter, and he frowned 
har4, telling himself that you don't go · 
around hitting old - guys l�e that-old 
guys with grey hair. 0ltd it'was danger
ous hitting guys witf1.otit tapes or gloves. 
You might bust the bones in your hand. 
Somebody yanked on his arm to turn him 
around and he went down onto one knee 
while somebody else was yelling a count 
on him. "Three-four-five-" 

Carey came up off his knee into the 
fast shuffie he'd learned in the gym, trying 
to be quick and graceful, but his feet were 
lead and the funny thing was they kept 
coming too high np off the Boor while 
they laughed some more. He wished they'd 
stop laughing. But the person who had 
yanked on his arm was a girl and the 
radio was blaring some sort of a Cuban 
thing. 

Okay, so maybe they thought he 
couldn't dance to that kind of music. He 
held her right hand high, with his own 
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right hand lightly on her waist, feeling the 
moving warmth of her, doing it just right, 
stepping with the toe, then bringing the 
heel down. 

He squinted at her. Her face moved 
around too much in the smoke. Finally 
he saw that she was big, almost fat you 
could say, and the blonde hai� was all little 
curly things, like it had been carefully 
carved out of butter. 

"Hey ! "  she yelled, "Fly right." And 
just then he <:arne up against a wall with 
his shoulder, right near a window. He 
looked down at a funny pattern of moving 
lights and then he saw they were high, a 
window high over the city. The lights 
were car · lights down there, and near the 
window it was cooler and he wanted to 
open it and stick his head out because 
maybe he was going to be sick. 

The music stopped. " Fifty bucks they 
gave me," he said to the girl. It was im
portant that she should know that they 
had given him fifty dollars. It took quite a 
man to make fifty do11ars with his fists. 

"You're a champ, chump, "  she said. 
"Fifty dollars. "  
"Little man, you've told everybody that 

nineteen times. Give it a rest, huh ?" 
She was gone and he didn't see her go. 

And there was a glass in his hand. He 
wondered whether he had gone somewhere 
to get the glass or whether somebody had 
put it in his hand. He drank of it, not 



llfidwa:r on the · terrace 
llaere -. • blindin• /lat�h • • • •  

able to taste it, feeling it go down his 
throat like oil. He looked down and saw 
the triangular tear in his knee. It was 
the grey suit, the good one. When he bent 
over to inspect the damage, something hap
pened to his balance and he was almost 
running before he could get· his feet under 
him. H,is shoulder hit a thin man and 
nearly knocked him down. 

The thin man's voice wM' acid clear. 
" I'd appreciate it if Linda would stop 
collecting clowns. " 

Some men were carrying the heavy man 
into what looked like a bathroom. His 

head lolled- limply on his big shoulders.; 
Carey was mad about the hole in his \ 

knee. The thin man had called him a :  
clown. H e  went into his fighting stance, 
but he forgot the glass in his hand. The 
rest of the drink left the glass and hit him 
in the face. There was all that laughter• 
again. 

" Go sleep it off, champ, " somebody· 
said. 

" Hey," a man said, "we put Charlie in 
the bathtub and Sally took the flowers out 
of the bedroom and put 'em ori his chest. 
He looks peaceful." 

43 t 
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Carey shut his eyes for a moment. That 

wasn't good. The room and the voices 
picked up speed and went around and 
around, · as though he was in the middle 

-of a big phonograph record. The voices 
were near and far, going zum, zum in his 
ears, and he opened his eyes as he started 
to fall, catching himself, wondering when 
he'd be sick. 

The music was slow and languid. Carey 
squinted across the room and saw the big 
chair with ,nobody in it. He moved care
fully and slowly, knowing that if he got 
turned ar<mnd or took his eyes off the 
chair, he'd never be able to find it again. 
A couple dancing bumped into him, but 
he kept watching the chair. He fell into 
it and closed his eyes. But things started 
going around again. He had to open his 
eyes just a little, and to do that he had to 
pull his mouth down to keep his eyes 
stretched open. 

Then he opened his eyes, not remember
ing when he had shut them, and the room 
was quiet. His face and his hair were wet 
and so was the front of the grey suit. The 
room was quiet. He saw the pitcher in the 
thin man's hand, the man with the acid 
voice. 

"Hey," Carey said weakly. 
There were three others and they were 

looking at him, the four of them stand
ing in a half circle around the chair. The 

· thin one, the fat blonde girl, a stocky, 
muscular man and a small girl. He hadn't 
seen the small girl before. Her hair was 
piled high in dark soft ringlets and her 
dress wa's a strapless silver sheath empha
sizing the slimness of her waist. Her 
mouth looked soft. Carey smiled at her. 

"He's hopeless, " the thin man said with 
disgust. 

"Shut up, George, " the fat blonde said. 
"He's okay. .You're okay, aren't you, 
Carey. " 

"Sure. I got fifty bucks tonight for-" 
"He says that one more time and I bust 

--him with this pitcher," thin George said. 

The small girl had a worried look. The 
stocky man leaned forward. Carey felt 
himself lifted and set on his feet. He 
wanted to hit the stocky man. But Carey's 
left leg had gone to sleep. It bent under 
him and he caught his balance, slapping 
the sole of his shoe against the floor. His 
foot was full of needles. He felt better, 
more solid on his feet than before he went 
to sleep. 
· "Where's everybody ?" Carey asked. 

"We got 'em out of here, champ," the 
stocky one said. Carey didn't like his face. 
It was square and his mouth had a nasty 
twist. 

The small girl said, " Please try to wake 
up. " 

"I'm awake," Carey mumbled. "I  didn't 
see you before. Who �re you ?" 

· " Never mind," thin George said. 
"I 'm Jean," the girl said. "I'm your 

friend, Carey."  
Carey looked at  her gratefully. She was 

a nice friend to have. He liked that type. 
Little and sweet, but you could see there 
wasn't anything dumb about her. 

" £lap him a little, Andy," thin George 
said to the stocky man. 

C AREY'S ears rung with the pistol 
slaps on his cheeks. These dopes 
didn't know who he was, probably. 

He jabbed with the good old left and 
crossed with the right. Andy wasn't there. 
He was inside the right and his fist thump
ing Carey's stomach sickened him. He 
coughed. 

" Listen, champ," the fat blonde said. 
" Shut up, Sally," George said. "I'll tell 

him. Champ, is your head working right ?"  
"Sure." 
" It has �o be, because you got thinking 

to do. You hit Charlie Vannis. Do you 
remember that ?" 

Carey frowned. "There was a fat man, 
an old guy . . .  · . " . 

"That's right. Charlie Vannis. Listen, 
champ. You killed him. He's dead."  
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" Dead ?" Carey Thomas repeated 

stupidly. 
"Right. Some jokers put him in the 

bathtub. He was breathing then. Theil 
somehody tried to wake him up and found 
he wasn't breathing any more. Maybe you 
busted his skull. You hit him hard." 

Carey pressed his fists against his 
cheekbones and shut his eyes hard. " I  
got t o  think. "  

"We talked i t  over, kid," Andy said. 
"I was for calling the cops. But it was 
sort of our fault. We added you to our 
party after the fight and got you loaded 
on our liquor and brought you up here 
to Charlie's apartment. It wouldn't be a 
fair shake to toss you to the cops now, 
would it ? Any guy ought to have a 
chance to get out of a rap like this. " 

"I got to think," Carey said. 
"We'll help you in that department," 

Saily said. "We've got it figured. He 
hasn't been dead long. Those French doors 
there open onto the terrace. We'll all 
leave. Then all you have to do is lug him 
out onto the terrace and toss him over. 
It's thirty stories right down to the street. 
They'll call it an accident. That will get 
you in the clear. See, we're your friends.'' 

"I didn't mean to kill him, " Carey said. 
George shrugged. " Go to the cops if 

you want to, kid. Here you are, a strong 
young kid. How old are you ?" 

"Twenty-four. "  
"And you go one-eighty. How's i t  go

ing to look ? Charlie was fifty-three and 
soaking wet he'd weigh maybe one-sixty. 
How is that going to sound in court and 
in the newspapers ? My guess is that 
they'll label it murder and fry you, kid. 
It's happened, you know. And there was 
a lot of witnesses. "  

"Why did I hit him ?" 
"How the hell do we know ?" Sally 

snapped. "What do you want to do ? 
Plead self-clcfense ?" 

George's tone was wheedling. " Come 
on, kid. Be smart. We're leaving now, 

the three of us. You'll be alone here with 
the body. Will you do it ?" 

Carey looked at  the small girl. Her eyes 
held a shadowed look. " I  guess I got to," 
he said. The dark girl turned away be
fore he could read her expression. 

He stood and \Yatched them go out. 
First the two girls, then Andy, the stocky 
one. George was last. He wore a hom
burg and he was putting on lemon-yellow 
gloves. He turned at the door and said, 
"Give us ten minutes to get away from 
here, kid, and then do it fast. The longer 
he'd dead, the more chance of their show
ing the fall didn't do it. " 

Carey Thomas was alone in the apart
ment. He was dried out. He went over 
to the bar and found a bowl of water with . 
the last few small pieces of ice floating in 
it. He lifted it with unsteady hands and 
put it to his lips. He drank, feeling the 
chillness flood into his stomach. He 
paused, sobbing for air, then finished the 
bowl. 

He moved cautiously to one side to 
where he could see into the bathroom. He 
could not see the body. His breathing was 
shallow, his hands tight clenched. He 
walked closer. A full-length mirror was 
set into the bathro<;�m door. He saw him
self move into view, tall, with wide slop
ing shoulders, lean-flanked. There was a 
purple bruise under his eye. His brown 
hair and the front of his grey suit were 
damp, and through the triangular tear in 
his trouser leg he could see the skinned 
knee. 

The apartment was very still. Standing 
there, he could hear the muted hum of the 
refrigerator, distant traffic sounds, a far 
away radio program. 

Charlie Vannis was in the tub. He had 
the look of death-waxed skin, clothes 
looking as though they were stuffed heav
ily with sand. His mouth was bruised 
and badly discolored. Carey Thomas 
rubbed his hands on his pants. He didn't 
want to touch the body. As yet he couldn't 
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thing clearly . . Ten minutes had gone by. 
He went into the long living room again, 
opened the French doors. The night was 
still and cold. He walked over to the edge 
of the low concrete railing and looked over. 
One car ·was cruising by, far below. Carey 
shivered. He did not see how he could 
throw a body over into the night, to go 
down, turning slowly, to smash against 
the pavement. The only way to see was 
to get the body out here on the terrace. 

Charlie Vannis, in death, weighed a 
thousand pounds. Cringing from the 
touch of him, Carey managed, heaving and 
sweating, to get him out of the tub onto 
the floor. And he could find no way to 
pick him up. He felt helpless and alone. 
He got the body by the armpits and sat it, 
like a fat rag doll, on the edge of the 
tub. He held it there, bent and . got his 
shoulder into the middle of it and let it 
fall forward. He hitched. it back a little, 
his right arm around the legs, then stood 
up. A dead hand swung against him. It 
swung with each slow, labored step he 
took, tapping him lightly. He went 
through the Frencli doors and across the 
terrace. . 

Midway on the errace there was a 
Olinding flash that stung his eyes. He 
waited instinctively for thunder, then 
looked up and saw the star-filled sky. The 
flash had seemed to come from his left. 
He looked over and saw, thirty feet away, 
a neighboring terrace. It was dark and 
empty. He stood with the body on his 
shoulder, his thighs pressing against the 
wall. One quick heave. He could not do 
it. He backed away from the wall, tried 
to lower the body gently. It got out of 
control and dropped hard onto the cement. 

Carey Thomas fle.d. He found: the self
service elevator "with· the door open while 
he was looking for the stairs. He pulled 
the door shut and pushed the button la
beled GF. Halfway down he started think,. 
ing about who might be on the ground 
floor. A desk clerk ? A doorman? He -. 

could not remember coming into the apart
ment. He could remember coming out of 
the dressing room with the five tens crisp 
in his wallet after knocking out Baker in 
the fourth round, and remember the crowd 
of people who had asked him to join 
them. Then there had been a restaurant 
and a bar. A second bar. Then the . fog 
over his mind and the nothingness until 
he remembered standing there with his 
hand hurting, Vannis on the floor in front 
of him, propped against the wall. 

He came cautiously out of the elevator. 
A night light glowed behind a low coun
ter, but no one was in sight. He moved 
across to the glass doors opening onto the 
street. When he was certain that the side
walk was deserted, he pushed the door 
open arid slid out. The street was too 
brightly lighted for comfort. He kept close 
to the blonde stone apartment buildirig, 
moving rapidly. He guessed that he was 
somewhere on the west side, near the 
boulevards. 

A couple was walking toward him, a 
half block away. He decided that it would 
be best to cross the street. It happened 
then, a sound as though a wet mop, with a 
full arm swing, had been slapped against 
a boulder. The sound filled the world. 
The dark shape struck the sidewalk mid
way between him and the oncoming 
couple, bounced a full six inches into the 
air and lay still, nauseatingly flattened 
and distorted. 

The approaching woman screamed, and 
continued to scream after every harsh in
take of breath. Carey Thomas found him
self running diagonally across the wide 
street, his feet stinging as his shoe soles 
sl(/.pped the pavement. He turned at the 
next corner and kept running. Behind him 
the screams grew more faint. When he 
saw oncoming headlights, he skidded to a 
stop and flattened himself against a shal
low store front. When the car had passed, 
he went on at a fast walk. Far down the 
next side street he saw yellow neon that 
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announced, flashing on and off : BAR 
AND GRILL. Carey Thomas wanted 
people around him. Normal, unexcited 
people. He was glad the place was dimly 
lighted. inside. The bar stools were 
crowded. The brightest lights were over 
the shuffleboard, where two sailors and 
their girls were playing with grim intensi
ty. The weights clicked metallically, 
thumped off the end of the board. 

"Beer," said Carey in as calm a tone as 
he could manage. 

He had taken his first sip when every
one in the place lifted their heads and 

· listened to the growing wail and whine 
of sirens, the hunter·s cry in the city 
jungle. The sound becam� crescendo, 
then diminished and came to an audible 
.stop not far away. A few of the younger 
customers finished their drinks with a gulp 
and left to find out what was happening. 
The group who left vacated some of the 
stools. Carey slid onto one. He did not 
have the faintest idea of what to do next. 

After a time he became -conscious of 
the girl on the neighboring stool. She 
seemed to be alone, and she kept turning 
and giving him an inquisitive stare,- half 
smiling. 

'' Hello,"  she said. 
," Hello to you." 
She looked· at his suit. "Don't tell me 

it's raining out ."  
" I  spilled a drink ."  
"Oh." She was a thin-faced blonde with 

a transparent skin and colorless eyebrows 
and lashes. She looked anemic. · 

He moved his stool closer to her, low
ered his voice. "I got to get niyself a 
place to stay tonight," he said. "Know 
where I can get a room ? And I don't want 
to register. " 

" Maybe I know and maybe I don't 
know." 

Under the edge of  the bar he opened 
his wallet. He showed her one 'ten and 
she shook her head. He added another to 
it and she hesii'ated, shook her head again. 

" Skip it then, " he said. 
"Okay, I do know a place," she whis

pered · -to him. In a few minutes she left, 
alone. She was waiting when he got down 
to the corner. 

HE WOKE up, opened his eyes and 
looked at an unfamiliar ceiling. 
It startled him. He sat up, saw 

his cloth�s neatly folded on a nearby 
chair. The room was small, and outside 
the window w·as the iron outline of a fire 
escape. He smelled coffee. Suddenly the 
events of the previous night came back to 
him in a vast, confused rush. And the fear 
came with it, fear as tangible as a sound
less presence behind him, as real as a gun 
aimed at his head. 

He stood up beside the bed and saw that 
his trousers were gone. He padded to the 
doorway, saw the anemic blonde girl sit
ting by a coffeepot on an electric plate 
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mending the rip in the knee of his trousers. 

She looked up. "A weaver can take out 
these stitches and do it right. It won't 
show much. I'll be done in a minute. " 

He went back in and sat on the edge of 
the bed. ,;Where did � sleep ?" he 
asked. 

"Out here on the couch. Brother, you 
were bushed ! I never thought you'd make 
it to the J>ed. Are you hot ?" 

"How's that ?" 
"Who's looking for you ? Wife, police ?" 
"Skip it." 
"I was just asking, Carey. " 
"Did I tell you my name ? "  
"Your driver's license did. "  
"Look, honey. When you finish, how 

about getting a morning paper ? "  
" M y  name's Doris. I got it already." 
She came to the doorway, threw the 

trotisers to him. . "Did you read it ?" he 
asked. · 

"I read it. Why ?" 
"Bring it in here." 
"Dress yourself and come get it, Carey. 

You can walk." 
· 

He werit out and picked up the paper. 
His eyes slipped by the big scare head
lines down to the body oi the front page 
story. 

Olarles Francis Vannis, 53, ex-real estate 
broker aDd rumored silent partner of 
George Lyne, local racketeer, was killed in
stantly at 1 A. M. this .morning when he 
fell or jumped from the terrace of his west 
side apartment, thirty stories above Mailen 
Boulevard. The bod_y was taken. at the 
direction of Police Captain Paul Jones, to 
the city morgue for examination. It is re
ported that earlier in the evening there was 
a party in progress at the Vannis apart
ment, but , it is believed that at the time of 
death the deceased was alone. Police are 
seeking all those who were guests at the 
party. The deceased is survived by his 
estranged wife, Mildred French Vannis, 
now living on the West Coast with ber 
daughter, Frances, age fifteen. 

Adjoining the story was a cut showing 
a picture of that section of Mailen Boule
vard, evidently taken· when the apartment 
building was first opened. A dotted line 

bad been drawn from the terrace down to 
an X on the sidewalk. 

"Some party, hey ?" Doris said. 
He glared at her. "What the helt do 

you mean ?" 
"Brother, if you're on the run, you got 

a lot to learn. You ought to get the name 
V annis tatooed across your forehead. 
Those sirens came pretty soon after you 
walked into Indio's last night." 

She poured ·him a cup of coffee. The1-e 
were tired lines in her foc.e that hadn't 
shown up in the dim light of the bar and 
grill. 

She looked at him. "You ought to shave 
and comb your hair. I've got some stuff 
here." 

Carey took the shaving kit into the tiny 
bathroom. As he was shaving, she came 
and leaned against the door frame, her 
arms crossed: "What are you going to 
do ?" she asked. 

"About what ?" 
"Don't be such a dope, Carey. You look 

bright enough." 
A buzzer sounded. The girl gave him a 

startled look, pulled the bathroom door 
shut. Carey finished the last two strokes, 
splashed water on his face, toweled him
self dry and put his ear against the door. 
Doris was talking to another woman. 
Their voices went shrill in anger, and then 
there was a hard slap and a soft moan. 
The bathroom door was pushed open sud
denly and the fat blonde named Sally stood 
there, her face mottled with anger, her 
hands on her hips. "Good morning, 
.Glory, " she . said. 

Carey pushed woodenly by her. Doris 
sat on a stra,ight chair, bright red finger
marks on her cheek. Sally followed into 
the room. "That little floozy tried to 
brush me off, " she said. 

"How did you find me ?" Carey asked 
wearily. 

"That wasn't hard. The streets were 
empty. Andy iuessed you'd duck into a 
joint. There are three in the area. We 
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did a little research. This girl is well 
known at Indio's, and you matched the 
description we gave the bartender. He 
just happened to have her address. "  

" What <kl you want ?" 
Sally turned to Doris. "Go on in the 

bedroom, dearie, and close the door. " 
Doris did as she was told. Sally snapped 

open her shoulderbag, reached in and 
pulled out a large glossy picture. She 
smiled at Carey and handed it to him. 

It was like being hit low. The breath 
whuffed out of him. There was no mis
taking him, or the body he carried. He 
held it so tightly the corner crumpled. 

"What's this for ?" he asked. 
She shrugged. " Insurance. George 

Lyne is an amateur photographer. He 
wanted evidence in case you tried to cross 
us up. He has the next apartment, and 
he took the picture from his terrace. " 

"Then he-! didn't throw the body 
over !" 

"Wasn't it  nice that we did, Carey ?" 
she asked. He decided that her upturned 
nose gave her somewhat the look of a pink 
pig. 

"Okay, so you got the picture. Why did 
you come here ?" 

"Because George couldn't get to some 
of the witnesses and shut them up about 
the way you slugged Vannis. And he de
cided that you better run for it." 

"Oh, he decided ?" 
"That's right. Here. ". She handed him 

a slim packet of bills, folded once. The 
visible bill was a fifty. He took it. 

"That's five hundred, Carey. And you're 
to stay clear of the bus stations and the 
railroad stations and the airports. You 
can be picked up too easily there. Don't 
go back to your own room. That will be 
covered. We think hitchhiking might be 
best. " 

"And suppose I don't run ?" 
"Then a copy of this picture will be 

mailed to the police. You can guess what 
will happen then. You can't prove that he 

was dead when you carried him out there." 
" I  . . . tell George I'll make a run for 

it." 
She patted his cheek lightly. "Now 

you're being smart, darling. Good luck. " 
She shut the outside "door quietly. 
He let Doris out of the bedroom. Later, 

while she was in the bathroom, he slipped 
one of the fifties into her cracked leather 
purse. He put his coat on and. left. 

On the sidewalk, he felt naked and 
alone. The thing was too big and too con
fusing to be thought out. And a running 
man can't think. Everything seemed to 
be prodding him, keeping him on the move. 

A half block from Doris' cheap apart
ment, heels tapped up beside him. It was a 
down-at-the-heels section of small fruit 
stands, cigar stores, candy stores. He 
looked down into the small dark-haired 
girl's face. She was weariRg a tailored 
dark suit, a saucy black hat and very high 
heels. Her lips were tightly compressed. 

"All right, " he said. "Why don't you 
leave me alone ?" 

" Please. Be still and listen. There's a 
big chance they may be watching you. 
Don't run, Carey." 

" It's the only thing I can do. You know 
that." 

"You mustn't run. I can't prove to you 
right now how important that is. "  

"Oh, fine. I go turn myself i n  and then 
try to explain that photograph to the 
cops. "  

"Photograph ? " 
"Don't play dumb. The one George 

Lyne took of me carrying Vannis' body 
across the terrace. "  

She gave him a puzzled look. "But you 
didn't do it. You didn't throw him over 
the edge. " 

"How would you know that ?" 
"You came down and went out before 

he went over the edge. " 
"Even if I could prove that, it wouldn't 

do me any good. I killed the guy, didn't 
I ?" 
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"Please, Carey. Give me a chance. I 
can't stay with you any longer. Meet me 
at one o'clock" 

"Sure. Stay around town and be picked 
up. " 

"There are morning movies. Go to one 
of them. Look, go to the Empire on Cen
ter Street. Sit in the first row in the bal
cony, as near the middle as you can get. 
111 join you there. Please, Carey." 

The idea of the darkness of a movie was 
comforting. "Okay," be said. 

She toticlied his arm lightly and was 
gone. He did not look around. 

HE SAT in the darkness, not hear
ing the words of the sound trade. 
looking at the screen but not see

ing the actiot}.. 
At noon · ·he had an idea. He left the 

theater quickly, found a restaurant up the 
street where · he could sit and watch the 
front of the' Empire through the window. 

At twelve-forty, the two prowl cars 
came up and parked directly in front. The 
uniformed policemen piled Out and hurried 
into the theat�r. Carey Thomas paid his 
check, took: a toot4pick as he waited for 
his change; stepped· out onto the street and 
walked away from the Empire, his stride 
casual and: · relaxed. 

When he reached the precinct station, he 
did not falter. He went up the steps, 
pushed the door open, and walked to the 
high desk. · ' 

"Yes, mister ?" 
"I'm Carey Thomas."  
"What can I do for you Mister- Oh ! 

Hey, Joe I Hold this guy while I give 'em a 
buzz downtown. They want him on the 
Vannis thing. " 

"You don't have to hold me," Carey 
said. 

Captain Paul Jones, a stocky man with 
a sulky face, paced back and forth while 
Carey Thomas gave his story. The steno
type machine clicked busily, putting his 

words in zigzag pattern on the white tape. 
" . . .  and, I guess that's all," Carey said. 
Jones stopped in front of him and 

crossed his beefy arms. "Some questions, 
Thomas. Why did you hit Vannis ?" 

"I  don't know. I was out on my feet at 
the time I did. " 

Jones looked grim. "And here is the 
sixty-four dollar question, Thomas. Why 
did you turn yourself in like this ? You 
must know that y<>u haven't got a leg to 
stand on." 

"I think I have. They were pushing me 
around, arguing me into things. I'm not 
very bright, Captain, but it looked like 
they were taking too much trouble with 
me. And they went too far, showing me 
that picture." 

"How do you mean ?" 
"A picture like that is going to show 

where it was taken from. And if that 
blonde named Sally didn't lie to me, it was 
taken from the terrace of Lyne's apart
ment, and that can be proved. I can't 
prove Vannis was dead when I carried him 
out there: .Neither can the person that 
took that picture. · I don't know anything 
about the law, but it would seem to me 
that anybody standing around. taking a 
picture like that would be guilty of some
thing." 

"Guilty of what ?" 
"I don't lroow. But why be so anxious 

to toss the guy off a building unless you 
want to cover up something ? I don't 
know. Maybe I did wrong, but they 
seemed to be trying to get me to run for 
it or to get me in wrong somehow. And 
the only way I could think to cross them 
up was to come in here. H 

Jones went ou't and came back. "Okay, 
Thomas. We're picking up George Lyne, 
Sally Karizeck: and Andrew Krarne. We'll 
see how it checks out. "· 

"How about that girl named Jean ? Why 
not her too ? " 

"We don't need her yet, Thomas." 
Carey Thomas sat and watched George 
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Lyne in Captain Paul Jones' office. Jones 
gave a brief outline of Carey's story. 
George Lyme's eyebrows. climbed higher 
and higher. Then he gave an incredulous 
laugh. He tapped a cigarette on his thumb
nail and lit it. 

"Who's writing your scripts, Captain?" 
"You have a version of what hap

pened ?" Jones asked politely. 
"I know what happened. It was a pretty 

rough party. The slugger here unwound 
on Vannis and knocked him out. Some 
jokers put Vannis in the bathtub. Later 
on, the party. broke up. Slugger here, was 
asleep on a chair. I left �ith my friends 
just as Vannis came staggering out of the 
bathroom. He looked sore. I didn't want 
to be mixed up in any trouble, so I left. 
The last thing I saw was Vannis yanking 
the slugger awake." He shrugged. "May
be they had another brawl. I don't know. 
The next thing I knew was that I heard 
sirens." 

"Who was with you at that time?" 
"Andy and SaHy. Jean had gone 

h001e." 
"Then Vannis was alive when you left 

the apartment." 
"He was walking around, whatever that 

means!' 
Jones turned to the notes 'on his desk. 

"Y OUt" story matches perfectly with the 
stories I got from Karizeck and Krame. 
Do you have any theories, Mr. Lyne?" 

Lyne shrugged again, leaned over and 
rubbed out his cigarette on the office floor. 
"Vannis got rough with the kid ·here and 
the kid hit him too hard. Probably killed 
him. So he dumped him over the edge of 
the terrace and ran for it. This crazy story 
of his is supposed to confuse everybody." 

Jones pushed the switch on his desk 
box. "Crandall ? Get the Karizeck woman 
and Krarne in here. And send somebody 
in with a gun on 'em. Then have Storey 
and Lewisohn report to me." 

Sally came in, smiling and confident, 
followed by Andy. She gave Carey a 

small, bitter smile. Jones told them where 
to sit. A uniformed patrolman carne in. 
Jones directed him to stand near the door. 

Jean came in. She gave �rey a quick 
smile. He glared at her, remembering the 
trap that she had set. A small, tired-look
ing man in a dark blue suit came in with 
her. 

"Chin up, kid," Lyne said to Jean, 
smiling. 

Jean stood in front of Jones' desk. Cap
tain Jones said, "Detective Storey, on 
what day were you sworn in and assigned 
to cover George Lyne ?" 

"November eleventh, 1948, over a year 
ago," Jean said in a low voice. 

"\Vhat goes on here ?" Lyne snarled. 
"Shut up, Lyne. Were you able to gain 

Lyne's confidence ?" . 
"Yes, sir. For the past three months, 

ever since I showed him that 'wanted' 
poster that you prepared for me. he ha� 
taken me into his confidence. He obvi
ously has felt that the false wanted notice 
gives him some hold over me." 

"What has been the relationship be
tween Lyne and Vannis ?" 

"There has been trouble between them 
lately. Lyne has complained that Vannis 
has been drawing too big a .share of the 
take without contributing to it. " 

"What did you report to .� ten days 
ago ?" 

"That, if Lyne found a good oppor
tunity, he would undoubtedly try to kill 
Vannis, as Vannis was no longer of use to 
him." 

"\Vas Vannis alive when you left the 
apartment ?" 

Jean glanced at Lyne. "Yes sir, he 
was. " 

Lyne had an incredulous · look on his 
face. "Eh ?" 

"What happened next, Storey ?" 
"I went down in the elevator. In ac

cordance with the phone call I had placed, 
Detective Lewisohn was in front, driving 
the taxi. I got in. We went a hundred 
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feet down the street and parked with the the building. Only the punk didn't do it, 
lights off. Twelve minutes after I left, and you had to do it yourself because I 
Carey Thomas came out. Thirty seconds wouldn't." 
after he came out of the apartment build
ing1 Vannis' body hit the sidewalk twenty
five or thirty feet in front of him. " 

"Let me get" this straight," Jones said 
mildly. "If Thomas was on the sidewalk, 
he couldn't very well have thrown Vannis 

- off the terrace, could he ?" 
"No, sir." 
"And all the witnesses have testified 

that Vannis was alive when you all left 
· the apartment. " 

"She's lying," Lyne said bitterly. "Van
nis was as dead as a mackerel. The back 
of his head was like jelly when-" 

He stopped abruptly. His mouth opened 
and closed twice, without sound. 

Then he began to speak quickly. "The 
champ hit him and Vannis hit the wall. It 
killed him." 

"Carey Thomas hit him," Jean said. "I 
saw that. And I found a chance to look 
at Vannis closely after he was hit. His 
head hit the wall without much force. In 
fact, ·he seemed on the verge of regaining 
consciousness. Then he was carried into 
the bathroom. Thomas did not go into the 
bathroom. You did. You told us that 
Vannis was dead. I didn't see him. So 
I have to testify that he was alive, as far 
as I know, when I left the apartment."  

Jones sighed. "It's still confusing, but 
I'm satisfied that we have enough to go on 
to place a murder charge against Lyne, 
Karizeck and Krame." 

"I did what they told me,
,
. Sally said 

quickly. " Leave me out of this." 
"Shut up, you fool !" Lyne screamed. 
"Shut up yourself, George," Andy said. 

"I ran the water loud to drown the noise 
and you were the one banged his head on 
the edge of the tub. Trouble was, you had 
to bang it four times before you did the 
job. You know that would show in a med
ical examination, so then you dreamed up 
the deal of making the punk throw him off 

JEAN came out into the waiting room. 
"The Captain wants to see you again, Mr. 
Thomas." Her voice was completely cold. 

He followed her straight back into the 
office. 

Paul Jones yawned. "I  suppose you 
know you were a damn fool ?" 

"You don't have to tell me that." 
"You got sodden drunk and got in a 

jam. How much education have you 
had ?" 

"High school. "  
"Have any military ?" 
"Two years Navy. Why ?" 
"Detective Storey has brought up the 

matter of how you handled yourself aiter 
you got into the jam. It indicates that 
basically you're an honest person."  

"Thank you," he said bitterly. 
"And you used your head. They under

rated you ."  
"Is  that all ?" 

"You can go on trying to be a boxer. 
You've got a punch, and that's all. In four 
years you'll look like a relief map of the 
panhandle. Detective Storey has pointed 
out that there are four vacancies in rookie 
training. " 

"Listen, I don't want-" 
"Think it over. Let me know in the 

morning." 
As he stood out on the sidewalk, the 

anger slowly drained out of Carey. He 
flipped his cigarette into the gutter. Two 
cops came out of headquarters. Carey 
looked at them speculatively. 

Jean said, at his elbow, "All right. I'm 
sorry. It was just an idea." 

He looked at her. His grin was slow in 
coming. "You do eat, don't you ? Come 
on. You can tell me how rough it will be, 
while I get my strength back." 

She took his arm as though it was some
thing she had been doing all her life. 



ANSWERS TO THE 1;DIRD DEGREE 
(Que.rti01t1 tm floge 41) 

1. Ac<:ording to the underworld's way of erally try to alleviate these p;tins with in
talking, ·any petty thief is known as a "heel." creasingly larger doses of opium (that is, 

the specific derivative used). · 2. In crook slang, a "guy" is a dark ' tan-
tern. 13. True. Persons under the influence of_ 

marijuana often have difficUlty ' judging the 3. A "mob marker'' marks out places for passage of time correctly. 
· 

his gang to rob. · _ · . 14. Yes, the SCientific detective can fre-4. True. uMaude C.� ,,J. an underworld qaently determine the difference between term used in reference to a mixture of co- human and animal hair. 
caine and morphine. 

15. Yes, it would be possible for a six-foot 5. If your crook acquaintance said he had man to hang himself from a ring in the wall 
just_ made off with a "prop" you should know only three feet above the floor .. The feet do 
he had j ust- stolen a stickpin. not have to leave the flwr for a person to · • be killed by hangin_g. · · -·�· ' '-> 

-
6. In the terminology of the border agent, 

a "puller" is one who attempts to smuggle 16. False. Persons who kill themselves by liquor across the border. · ' 
poison not infrequently take poisons which 

7. True. In underworld slang, "stag" are evil-smelling and evil-tasting. For ob-
means detective. vious reasons, however, this is not true of 

·persons who are murder viet��· . 
8. If a crook acquaintance of yours told 

you he was looking for a "stir hound," he 17. Arsenic has been known to 1eave the 
would mean he was seeking a lawyer of the body in the process of decomposition, infil
type who hangs around jails and prisons to trating into the coffin and the ground below 
pick up business. it 

9. A person generally di�s. four minutes or 
more after receiving a fatal dose of caustic 
ammonia. , .  · · 

10. It is generally quite · uncertain as to 
exactly what constitutes a fatal dose of poi-
sonous .U)ushrooms. 

· 

1 1 .  True. An administration of adrenalin 
can kill a person with a weak hea.rt. 

12. True. Opium addicts sometimes devel
op neuralgia-J!ke muscular ·pains. They gen-

18. When a burglar "goes on the blind," 
he goes out to rob without having a specific 
place in mind. '' · 

19. The youthful joyrider generally aban
dons his stolen auto a s-hort time after taking 
it. 

20. True. Firebugs, after setting a blaze, 
not too infrequently divert suspicion from 
themselves 'by turning in the alarm, aiding 
firemen, and so forth. 
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DEATH IS 
A nameless corpse in a forgotten 
alley, hard by the street of shat• 
tered hopef!-a corpse with 75 
grand mad money and a final 
message to. his heirs-"¥ ou're as 
bad as the living-and as good as 

dead!" 

-

A No"Vel by William Ca1Dphell Gault 
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MY -sHADOW 

CHAPTER ONE 
Whose Body? 

T HE door to the street was open at 
Heeney's that night, and Heeney 
himself was behind the bar. Joe 

took his usual stool and ordered his usual 
drink, which was rye. 

A hand like a mallei caugl&l him flu•h in the mouth. • • •  

Heeney said, " It's spring, Joe. That 
should be worth a smile."  

"I've been smiling all winter," Joe said. 
"You should have stayed with the De

partment, " Heeney said. 
" No, I shouldn't have stayed with the 

department," Joe said. "And I shouldn't 
have opened the office. I should have got-
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ten a nice, clean job in a warm factory. " 

"You wouldn't make much money 
there," Heeney offered. 

-From the shadows at the far end of the 
bar a voice said, "Money, money . . . .  " 

Joe looked that way, and then back at 
Heeney. "Who's that ? Is that Ped ?" 

"It's Ped," Heeney agreed. "And 
drunker even than usual." 

"Dazed," Ped said, "and perhaps even 
stupefied, but not drunk. Is that Joe Keller 
up there ?" 

"Right, " Joe said. "Come on out of the 
shadows, Ped, and let me buy you a 
drink. " 

The man who answered this irresistible 
sumrnpns was a thin and fairly tall man 
witb- a shock of dirty-white, stiff hair and 
eyes of a blue so brilliant that years of 
incessant drinking had failed to dull them. 
His clothes were glazed with dirt ; his 
walk was an alcoholic's shuffie. 

·"Something good, " he said, "just for 
tonight, Joe. Something in a bond." 

Joe nodded, and held a ten dollar bill 
aloft. "My last in the world. We'll kill 
it together, Ped." 

At the word "kill," Ped seemed to 
shudder. 

Heeney said, "You're kidding, Joe. 
Things can't be that bad." 

"When I left the department, nine 
months ago," Joe said, "I had four thou
sand fish salted, Heeney. This is the last 
of it, right here in my hand." 

The phone rang at the back of the room, 
and Heeney went to answer it. 

Ped's hand was on Joe's arm. "Before 
we get drunk, Joe, I want you to go with 
me. I want to· show you something." 

Joe could sense the man's urgency, 
could feel Ped's hand trembling. 
- "One drink first, Ped," he said. " I  
need it. " 

"And I ," Ped said. 
Heeney came back and they had the 

drink, and then Joe. said, " I'm going out 
with Ped for a while, but we'll be back. " 

They went out together, and at the 
curb, Ped said, "We'd better take your 
car. It's quite a way from here. " 

Joe indicated his battered Chev, and 
Ped climbed in, while Joe went around 
to climb behind the wheel. 

"You were talking about money," Ped 
said, "in there. I'll show you some money. 
Lots of it." His voice was tight. He 
nodded. "I live over on 13th, near Broad." 

Joe swung the coupe in a U turn and 
headed back toward Broad. Maybe Ped 
was drunker than he seemed, but that 
wouldn't explain the man's tension. 

On Ninth, they waited for a light to 
change, and Joe looked over to see Ped's 
lips moving soundlessly. Joe looked away, 
again. Ped's background was obscure, 
but Joe knew it must have included a fair 
education, and a wife whom he'd men
tioned rarely. Joe stopped the Chev in 
front of an ancient frame building, 
weather-worn but still solid. 

"We'll go around in back, first," Ped 
said. 

A narrow walk skirted the building at 
its southern edge, and Joe- followed the 
other man along this until they came to 
a back yard, fenced on two sides, its rear 
open to the alley. 

"This way, " Ped said, and headed to
ward the northwest corner of the house. 
Joe followed. 

There were steps leading down to the 
basement, but no door at the lower end. 
The wall was solid brick and had obvious
ly taken the place of the former wide 
cellar entrance. 

Ped beckoned for him to go down, and 
Joe had a moment's uneasiness before 
moving- down the steps. Then, in the 
dimness, he make out the figure of a man, 
stretched almost full length along the 
lower step, up against the brick wall. 

Ped was next to him, and he flicked a 
match to life on the wall. 

The man's eyes were open and staring, 
his face had the marble pallor of death. 
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The entire front of his shirt was dark 
with blood. 

Ped asked, "You know him, Joe ? "  
"No. What cooks ? Who killed him ?" 
Ped shrugged, and stood erect. "Let's 

go to my room."  
"Not yet, " Joe said. "What's this all 

about, Ped ?"  
"In  my room, " Ped repeated. "Come 

on-I want to show you something. " 
J 6e followed him back up the steps and 

along the rear of the house to the side 
door, which opened right off the corner 
of the house. Again they went down a 
flight of steps, but inside the house this 
time, past a furnace, a laundry room to 
a walled-off corner in this dry, dusty base
ment. It was Ped's room. 

There was an iron bed, its white enamel 
chipped and �discolored. There were two 
army blankets on the bed and no pillow. 
A gas plate stood on a rickety table. 

It was a reasonably clean room, con
sidering Ped. It was too hot now ; the 
heat was ca and the pipes that led to this 
corner of the house went through the 
room's ceiling. 

Ped reached under the bed and brought 
out a package, newspaper wrapped. He 
opened it on the bed. 

CURRENCY, bundles of it, neatly 
stacked and banded. Tens, twen
ties, hundreds, mostly hundreds. 

Joe looked at it for seconds. 

"A little over seventy-three thousand 
dollars," Ped said. "You were talking 

- about money, Joe ? "  
"Where'd it come from ?"' 
He nodded toward the outside. "That 

dead man had it. It was lying right next 
to his head. I found him this morning, 
Joe, when I was picking up paper in the 
yard. " 

"You work here ? "  
"That's right. " Ped's eyes were study

ing Joe and his manner was wary, as 
though he hadn't expected this response. 
"I fill the stoker and take care of the 
trash, and for that they give me this room. 
And not a dime besides. And now I've 
got over seventy-three thousand dollars-" 

"You think It's yours, Ped ? "  
"I  think it's mine. Sit down. "  
There was no place to sit besides the 

bed. Joe sat on that as Ped rake� the 
money closer to himself in a proprietary 
gesture. 

This wasn't the alcoholic Ped who'd 
been a landmark at Heeney's. The man 
sitting on the bed across from Joe was res
olute, and his speech was �harp and brisk. 

"Twelve years ago," he began, "I was 
sent up the river, Joe. I was an account
ant then, working for the Alamo Press. 
I handled a lot of the firm's money. " He 
stopped, to light a cigarette with trembling 
hands. "We weren't audited as often as 
we should have been. When we were
! was sev�nty-three thousand and some 
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dollars short. I hadn't taken a dime of it. "  

Joe shook his head and said nothing. 
" It's all there," Ped said. 
" It's not yours," Joe said. 
" Isn't it ?" 
" The law · doesn't think so. " 
"You're not the law, Joe." 
" I work with them. When I don't, I 

lose my lic�nse ."  
"How long are you going to be a private 

operative after tonight ? With ten dollars 
and a beat-up Chev, what kind of a busi
ness are you going to run ? "  

' "There's _a dead man outside, Ped."  
"There's a dead man in  this room, too. 

Me. I 've got a wife, Joe, though she 
probably doesn't admit it now. " 

"Why di4 you tell me about this, Ped ?" 
"Because out of that whole gang at 

Heeney's, you're the only one who treats 
me lik� a hurmin being." 

Joe said.,J;lothing. 
" The cops will find- that-man outside. 

If they find the money, . too, how would 
it look ? I'm short seventy-three thou
sand, and they find a dead guy outside my 
room with the scupe an1ount on him. You 
think I couldn't burn, because of that ? 
How woul<f "it. look to you ?" 

"Just a little worse than it looks to me 
- now. I've seen coincidences from time to 

· time, but 11ever a seventy-three thousand 
dollar one, Ped. _ Where do you think that
money car11e. from ? Don't you think it's 
the money ;t�t's missing ? "  

The other man nodded. " I  think i t  is. 
It's oonscience money. But who is he ? 
And who kl1Ied him ?" 

"You don't know him ?" 
"I never saw him before in 'my life." 
"You've haq experience with murder 

before, Ped ? "  
"What .kind o f  a remark is that ?" 
"You're nervous, but not as nervous as 

I'd expect for a gent who finds a corpse, 
to say nothing of seventy-three thousand 
dollars. " 

" I beli�ve in justice, Joe. That's all that 

kept . me from going plain stir-crazy. "  
Ped was stacking the money now,· and 

his finger!t moved deftly, his hands show
ing no sign of their former trembling. He 
wrapped the package, tied it. 

" You still think I should go to the 
police with this ?" 

"I'm not your conscience, Ped."  
" No, and you're not the man I thought 

you were, either. I made a mistake in 
you, Joe. " He stood up. "Okay, let's go. 
One less drunk in the world isn't going 
to mean much. " 

Joe didn't rise. He said, " I  never knew 
you to pity yourself like this before, Ped. 
You can't be burned on circumstantial 
evidence. "  

· " Don't tell m e  about the law. I spent 
eight years in the clink for less than they'd 
coo� up out of this mess. " 

"What do you want from me, Ped ? "  
"Keep the money safe. I've got a couple 

hundred of it, imd it's all I'll need now. 
I'm going to get cleaned up. _ I'm going 
to burn these clothes and buy a suit. I 
wa)lt you to go out and see my wife. " 

"You want me to take a message ?" 
Ped shook his head. " I  want to be sure, 

first. You're a detective ; you're sup
posed to know how to fibd out things. 
Before I see her, I want to know if she 

ants me. "  �e handed Joe the package. 
-Joe reached into an inner pocket for a 

notebook and from it he tore a page. He 
worded the receipt carefully, but no mat
ter how carefully he worded it, he couldn't 
eliminate the seventy-three grand. That 
put his neck out there, alongside Ped's. 

He went up the stairs and out. 

CHAPTER TWO 
Dead Man's Play 

IT WAS a lower middle class neighbor
hood and innocent enough, but Joe 
was nervous as he stowed the package 

in the deck of the coupe. He locked the 
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lid, tried the handle twice, and decided 
to stay out in front until the law arrived. 
It didn't take long. 

A prowl car came sliding up behind the 
coupe. The uniformed man who got out 
from the right side was an officer Joe 
knew, a man named Burke. 

"It would be you," Burke said, "and 
right in the middle of a cup of coffee, too. 
What's the story, Joe ? " 

"Unidentified corpse found by the jani-· 
tor here," Joe said, "C'mon, I'll show 
you. Better bring a flashlight!' He started 
down the alley. 

Burke and his partner followed Joe 
along the narrow walk that skirted the 
house, into the � yard and over to the 
cellar entrance. 

Burke went down the steps with the 
flashlight as the wail of a siren sounded 
a few blocks off. 

" I  hope it's not Norman, '!> Joe said. 
AI Norman was the workhorse of 

Homicide and a man Joe bad never gotten 
along with. 

" So do I," Burke said. "We'll be here 
all night if it is. "  

Ped came along the rear of the house 
now, and Joe said, "Here's the man who 
found him. " 

Burke came back up the steps. "How'd 
you get into it, Joe ?" 

"He didn't have any money, and he 
came down to Heeney's to look for me, 
figuring I'd phone the law. He didn't 
have a nickel. " 

The other officer said, "I'll go and meet 
the Homicide men. " 

Burke watched him until he'd turned 
the comer, and then looked back at Joe. 
"That's a hell of a story. That's the kind 
Norman will raise hob with. " 

" If you've got a better one, I 'll buy 
it, " Joe said. "This one happens to be 
true. " 

Burke had a notebook out, the flash
light pressed between his upper arm and 
his side. 

"Name ?" he asked Ped. 
" Pedway Jorgenson. I'm the janitor 

here." 
"When and how did you find the 

body ?" 
"About six-thirty, " Ped said, "and I 

found it dead." 
Burke frowned, and said, " I  mean, 

how did you happen to find the body ?" 
" I  went out to pick up the paper in the 

yard, and I went over to that entrance, 
there. The trash always seems to blow 
down there if there's any wind. I saw 
him as soon as I took the first step down, 
and I got kind of sick. I could see the 
blood. " 

"You didn't get close, then ? You don't 
know if he's a tenant in the. building ?" 

Joe said, "When I came back with him, 
we looked at the face. He doesn't know 
him. " 

Burke looked at Joe and then at Ped. 
"That right ?" He was frowning again. 

"That's right," Ped said. 
There were lights in the alley, and then 

the police ambulance was driving into the 
yard. From the front, a heavy, tall man 
came along the walk. 

It was AI Norman. Burke went to meet 
him. 

Ped said to Joe, "It  looks bad, huh ? 
I can tell. "  

"Relax," Joe said. But his own palms 
were wet. 

Norman talked to Burke a minute and 
then came over. He nodded at Joe, then 
turned to Ped. 

"What gave you the cute idea of going 
to a private dick before calling in ?" he 
asked. 

"He's a special friend of mine," Joe 
explained. "He was scared. " 

Al Norman's glance covered Ped's 
dirty, worn clothing and his smile was 
cynical as he looked at Joe. "Friend of 
yours ? Things that tough ?" 

"That wasn't very funny, AI, " Joe said 
quietly. "That's right, he's a friend of 
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mtne. A drinking buddy. You should 
know a hout drinking, AI. " 

AI Norman's one hlack mark in de
partment records had resulted from a 
brawl with a uniformed rookie who'd tried 
to pick him up for drunkeness. It was an 
obsession with him, and nothing to men
tion. 

He stared at Joe for seconds. Then, 
"Both of you had better come down to 
the station with me. " 

Ped looked down at the ground. Joe 
said, "Okay." 

Three hours later, Joe was released. · 
He -stopped on the way out to ask the 
desk sergeant, "That Pedway Jorgenson 
been released yet ?" 

The desk sergeant shook his head. 
" Norman says hold him all night at least, 
Joe. " 

"The Chief here ?"  
The sergeant shook his head. 
" Norman still here ?" 
The sergeant nodded back toward the 

squad room. "Unless he went out the back 
way.' '  

He hadn't. It was eleven o'clock, and 
Joe knew Norman had been on duty since 
morning. � -..He kept his ·voice ' polite, 
"You're holding Jorgenson ?" 

"That's exactly it. " 
".On what charge ?" 

· "Vagrancy. You got any squawks, 
write a letter to the Journal. Don't bother 
me. " 

" I  can see him ?" 
Norman sighed, compressed his lips, 

and sighed again. "Yup. See the ser
geant. " -

The sergeant sent a turnkey with him 
to Ped's cell. Ped looked weary and 
beaten. 

Joe glanced at the turnkey and asked 
Ped, "Did I give you a receipt for your 
retainer ?" 

Ped's blue eyes didn't waver. " If you 
did, I lost it. It isn't anywhere around 
here." 

"They took your money ?" 
"They're holding it." 
"You'll be out in the morning," Joe 

said. "A vagrancy charge looks silly, with 
the money you had on you. If you're not 
out by ten o'clock, I'll have a lawyer down 
here." 

Ped's smile was weary. "A ten dollar 
lawyer, Joe ?" 

"An eight dollar lawyer, " Joe said. 
"I 've got two meals to buy before then." 

He went to an all-night restaurant for 
supper. Three egg sandwiches later, he 
went home. He took the bundle of cur
rency out of the rear deck, and took it 
up to his bed-in-the-wall apartment. · He 
put it under the covers at his feet and 
slept the sleep of the innocent. 

In the morning he went to his bank. 
Three dollars and a quarter went for a 
safe deposit box, and he had a little over 
five dollars left. 

A portion of that went for a couple 
shots of rye at Heeney's. 

Heeney said, "They got Ped in the 
clink, I hear." 

" Not for long," Joe said. Heeney 
looked' at him and left it at that. 

HE LEFT Heeney's with four dol
lars and eighty-five cents. He 
spent a dollar for gas for the Chev. 

Then he headed out Marvin Drive, to
warcf the far north side. 

Elinor Jorgenson was shaking out a 
small rug on the front porch when Joe 
came up the walk. After he'd introduced 
himself and established her identity, she 
seemed paler, and her brown eyes were 
frightened. 

She said, "Is it about my husband ?  
Is it about Ped ?" 

"Haven't you read the morning 
papers ?" 

She shook her head. "What's hap
pened ? You're not from the police, are 
you ? You're a private detective ?" 

"Private," Joe agreed. "I 'm working 
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for the bonding house that had your hus
band covered, befor'e-before he was sent 
to jail . "  

"Oh. There's new evidence ? Some
thing has-" 

Joe shook his head. "Td like to talk to 
you, Mrs. Jorgenson. " 

"Of course, " she said. "Come in. I 'm 
sorry, Mr .  Keller. I haven't heard from 
Ped since he was released. Is he all 
right ?'� 
- The living room was cheerfully fur

nished; a small room with a picture win
dow overlooking the porch. There were 
two portraits on . the table near Joe. One 

\ 
was a boy of twelve or so, the other was 
a younger, cleaner, happier Pedway Jor
genson. 

" Perl's all right, " Joe said. " He never 
came home, after his release ?" 

She shook her head, her gaze intent on 
Joe's face. "He was proud, I guess, and 
ashamed. " 

" You're working ?" 
She nodded. " Nights-at a bakery over 

near Wells. Why did you come to see me, 
Mr. Keller ?"  

"The bonding house isn't satisfied. 
They're concerned with j ustice too, you 
know, even if-" 

"You can quit lying, Mr. Keller," she 
interrupt�d quietly. " My husband wasn't 
bonded. "  

" I'm sorry," Joe said. " I  came here to 
tell you Ped wants to come home. He 
wanted me to find out if he was welcome." 

Joe .didn't _need an answer. It was in 
her eyes, ·in her suddenly trembling hands. 
"Of course he's welcome. Mr. Keller, 
this isn't another trick ? If you knew· how 
I 've missed him-" 

" It's no trick," Joe said, "but there 
are sonie other things you'd better know. " 

He told her about the dead man, and 
about Ped's being held. Then, after some 
deliberation! he told her about the money, 
and what they'd done about it. 

She was pale when he'd finished, but 

she sat erect in her chair and her small 
chin was thrust forward determinedly. 
"Wouldn't it be better for everybody con
cerned if you told the police about the 
money, too ?" 

"For everybody but Ped-and you and 
Johnny. " 

"But he can't keep it. It isn't right. 
You tell him he can't keep it, Mr. Keller. " 

" I'll try," Joe promised. "A couple 
hundred of it he wants to use for clothes, 
and geUing cleaned up. He's been living 
in a basement over on 1 3th. "  

"Tell him not to spend a nickel of that 
money. He can get ch�aned up here. All 
his clothes are here, waiting for him. " 

" I'll tell him, " Joe said. "He'll -be
awfully pleased. "  

He left and drove out Marvin the three 
blocks to the Alamo Press. It was a fairly 
old building of red brick, and the pound
ing of its presses could be hear-d- from 
the curb. 
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Joe went up a short flight of steps to 

the employment office, and showed the 
girl there his badge. 

"The big boss in ?" , 
" Mr. Grootemorn·? I 'm sure he is. 

You'll have to go around the other way 
.:o see him, though. The entrance on 
Vine." 

]SJe went around to the entrance on 
Vine, to a plushier outer office. The 
badge worked as well here as at the work
ing end of the plant. He was in Groote

·morn's office almost immediately. 
' 

" I  suppose you've read the morning 
papers," Joe: said. 

Grootemorn nodded. He was a short, 
squat man, and all his actions were delib
erate. He had a full mouth and gentle 
brown eyes. 

" I 've been checking back on Jorgen
son, and I wondered about that money 
he was short. I never did get the exact 
figures. " 

" Seventy-three thousand, tw9 hundred 
and ten· 'dollars," Grooteman said. " It 
was quite a blow to me at the time, though 
I 've recovered since." His

. 
smile was 

tight. "You're from headquarters, Mr. 
Keller ?"  ' ,  ' 

Joe shook his head. " I 'm working for a 
client who's concerned with justice. He's 
a wealthy man who has become interested 
in Ped's case. " 

"You've checked the newspaper files ? 
It was a ' rather well publicized case at 
the time. I 'm sure you'll find everything 
you need there. "  

Joe rose. " I  take i t  you don't like Jor-
genson much .?" 

· 

Grootemorn was looking at his desk 
top. " I  was like a brother to him. I had 
so much affection for him, and then to 
have him-" He shook his head and 
looked up. " I 'd rather. not talk any more 
about it, Mr. Keller. G'ood day." Groote
rllorn turned back to his desk. Joe left 
the office. 

Everybody loved Ped ; his wife and 

Joe and Heeney and even Grootemorn. 
But Ped had gone to jail, gotten out, and 
was back in. There was a joker in the 
deck somewhere 

Joe went down to the station, and learn
ed that Pedway had been released. He 
went down to a local newspaper and ·had 
the story dug out of the morgue. 

There were pictures of Pedway and his 
wife. There was a picture of the year
old Johnny. He follO\ved the twelve year 
old story from the front pages of the first 
part of the case until it had dwindled to a 
small item on page twenty. 

There had been cash paid to non-exist
ent creditors, goods bought from non
existent suppliers, and other intricacies of 
the erring accountant. There was the two 
thousand and some dollars Ped had de
posited in his account, which he claimed 
to have won at poker. The men he claim
ed to have played with did not support 
his story. 

Joe put the names down. There were 
four men, and two of them he knew as 
local gamblers. 

Something flickered in the back of his 
brain, but it wouldn't come forward where 
he could examine it. It bothered him all 
the way to Rocky's Regal Rendezvous. 

Roc�'s was a meeting place for all the 
horse, poker, bridge and sucker players 
!n town� At least one of the poker play
ers should be there. 

One was. A bald, fat m�m with a 
wrinkle-free face and grey eyes, wearir{g 
a very shiny brown gabardine suit. He 
was sitting at the far end of Rocky's mam
moth bar, drinking a· small beer. He was 
Carl Vetter. 

Joe identified himself and said, " I'm· 
checking back on the Jorgenson case. Re
member it ?" 

"Jorgenson ? Oh, you mean Ped. " 
"That's right. Haven't you read the 

papers today ?" 
"Just reading the Racing Form. Some

thing about Ped in the papers ?"  



Death Is My Shadow I 63 
" He found a dead man, " Joe said, stool at the end of the bar and was head-

watching for a reaction. ing rapidly for a phone booth. 
There was none on the smooth, round From there, Joe went back to 13th, and 

face. "That could happen to anybody. the basement abode of Pedway Jorgen-
What's Ped doing now ?" son. 

"He's a part-time janitor. He's busted. Ped sat on the chipped, enameled hed 
It doesn't sound like a man who's sup- smoking a hand-made cigarette and look
posed to have · chiseled seventy-three ing glum. 
grand does it ?" He brightened when Joe told him, 

Vetter shrugged. "Six years, accord- "Elinor is waiting. She's been waiting all 
ing to the papers, Ped was milking this the time, Ped. You were pretty rough Gn 
Grootemorn. In --six years, you can lose her. " 
a lot of money at poker." "You've seen her ? Joe, you're not-

"You think that's where the seventy- no, you wouldn't. "  He crushed the cigar-
three thousand went ?" ette on the floor. "Let's .go and get some 

"Where else ?" clothes," he said. 
"I don't know-yet. You played poker Joe shoek his head. "Give me the man-

with Ped quite af,ten ?" ey, Ped. There's soap there, and all your 
The smooth face was too composed. -<>ld suits. You won't need it. " 

"You could look up the testimony on "But J.oe-" 
that. " Vetter said. "Give me the money, Ped." 

"I just thought I'cl ask. " Joe said. Ped handed it over, ten twenty d�lar 
"And if you'd have made a bet with that bills and one ten. 
face you just showed me, I 'd have .called Joe took -the change fmm his pocket, 
it." the eighty-five cents, and said, "V ou ean 

"Talk is cheap," Vetter said. "Shoot get there as quick by bus as I can- take 
or drop the -cue." you. I'll stay here." 

Joe said, "I've only g@t three dollars "Hel'e ? Why, Joe ? "  
and eighty-five 'ttnts. You can't buy a "A hunch. Get going, Ped. Your wife's 
new suit for that." waiting." J0rgenson nodded and went. 

The face wasn't so bland now. There , Joe sat on the bed and read the Gnl.y 
was oolor in it, and the grey eyes were reading material in the room, a w-eek
mean . . "You're a smart .guy, shamus. old paper. He'd finished that ·in the first 
You could .get a bloody nose, talking like half hour. He sat there £or another hour 
·that. " and a half, and it was one 0'clock, and 

" Not from a punk like you, "-Joe said. nothing had happened. 
"When I think of a good guy like Ped He left and went to the bank. He was 
being sent up because jerks like you can going to put the remainder Ped had given 
be bought in wholesale lots, it brings out him with the rest of the money,· when the 
the werst in me. Just be thankful I only thought that had been in the back af his 
insulted you instead of slugging you." head came to the front. 

HE ROSE and left. He got to the 
street, walked two paces to the 
south, stood there a few seconds, 

and came back to the doorway. 
Through the glass front of the doorway, 

he could see that Carl Vetter had 1eft his 

He stopped at one of the telle-rs he 
knew, and slid the money in under the 
grill. "Does that look all right to you?'' 

The teller looked at him queerly. 
· 

"There's a chance it might be counter
{ �it, and I wondered about it/' Joe ex-
plained. 
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The teller picked up the bills, examined 

them, and said, " Mr. Allencort is the 
man who could tell. I 'll show them to 
him. " 

He left the cage, and Joe waited. When 
he came back, he was smiling. 

" Mr. Allencort says if they're counter
feit, they're the first ones that ever fooled 
him." 

"Allencort' s the authority on funny 
money, huh ?" 

"At this bank. He's not infallible, of 
course. The Federal men could tell. " 

" I  won't crowd my luck, " Joe said. 
He put two hundred and ten in the box 

with the rest of it, which brought his 
working capital down to three dollars 
again. Lunch would cost him a third of 
that. Then he remembered there was still 
some food at home, and he got his car and 
went there. 

He saw the car in front, and thought 
nothing of it. The men sitting in the front 

. seat seemed to be watching him as he 
came along the walk, and he looked in 
their direction. They didn't look away. 

He went in and up te his apartment. 
He was just fishing two eggs out of the 
carton in his refrigerator when the bell 
rang. He had a gun in the desk, in his 
living-sleeping room, and he considered 
picking it up on the way to the door. He 
decided against it. 

Both of the men who stood in front of 
his door were tall. One was thin, and had 
a face like a fox. The other was heavy. 

They, both walked in, past Joe, without 
any invitation. Heavy closed the door be
hind him. 

·· What cooks ? "  Loe asked. 
Fox-face permitted himself a small 

smile. "Just slumming. We talked to 
Jorgenson, and he says you've got some
thing for us." 

Joe's hands were moist again. " You 
_ talked to Ped ? When ?" 

" Right after he left his rat trap. We 
picked him up in front." 

"Nothing's happened to him ? You 
didn't-" 

Fox-face shook his head. " Nothing's 
happened to him-yet. You got the money 
handy ? "  

Joe shook his head. 
" You wouldn't think of going to the po

lice with it, would you ?" 
" You'd like that, wouldn't you ?" Joe 

said. 
A flicker of something moved across 

the sharp one's face, and Joe was sure 
he'd scored. 

Heavy said to Fox-face, "He's smart, 
Ray. He's no dummy. Let me work some 
of the brain out of him." 

" Shut up, " Ray said. His eyes still 
hadn't left Joe. "No, we don't want you 
to take it to the police. Just give it back 
to Ped. It's his money." 

"He doesn't want it," Joe lied. "May
be the Feds would. "  

There was a silence, and Heavy said, 
" I  told you, Ray. This slob's got ideas. " 

"He's not that smart, H Ray said. " Give 
him one for a start, Alfred. " 

Joe turned to meet Heavy, but he had 
underestimated the big man's speed. A 
hand like a mallet caught him flush in the 
mouth as he tur�ed. 

There was blood in his mouth, and the 
bile of his anger, and lJ& started a right 
for the center of that bovine face. 

Ray's stiff palm caught him across the 
windpipe, from the side and Joe sagged, 
nausea welling in him. 

Then the mallet came home to his jaw, 
and he went down. 

When he came to, Alfred was standing 
over him. Ray was on the davenport, a 
gun in his hand. The place had been ran
sacked. Ray's left hand held the key to 
the safety deposit box. 

He threw it to Joe. "Get the money. 
Take it to Jorgenson. Keep your mouth 
shut. Next time, things will be rougher. "  

Ray sighted the gun at Joe's head, and 
the smile on his face was bleak. Then he 
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put the gun away and rose. "You've 
got twenty-four hours. You could live a 
long time." 

Joe saw Alfred's open hand come sweep
ing down, but he couldn't duck in time. 
It caught him flush on the ear, and his 
head rang. He didn't hear them leave. 

It was another minute before he got 
to his feet. He felt his jaw and it was 
tender. He felt his lip, and it was puffed 
like a baseball. He examined his wallet ; 
-the three dollars were still there. 

CHAPTER THREE 
Frame for a Corpse 

H E WALKED very carefully to the 
telephone so as not to disturb 
his heaving stomach. He called 

the Jorgenson home, and Ped answered. 
"Those men get to you, Ped ?" 
" Sure. I 'm all right. How about you. 

Joe ?"  
"They got to  ine. But you're all right, 

Ped ?"  
''I'm scared. You think we'd better get 

the cops - on it ? I 'm 'not scared for me, 
but there's Elinor and Johnny." 

"Maybe you'd better, for your own pro
tection. Tell them about the men. Don't 
tell them about me, yet. You got a clean 
suit on, Ped ? You feeling all right." 

"I 'm clean, "  Ped said. " But I 'm 
scared, Joe. " 

"I 'm a little scared, myself," Joe said. 
He hung up. 

He wasn't quite as scared as he was 
angry, and he was almost as hungry as 
he was angry. He scrambled some eggs 
and ate them slowly. 

_ His face was sore, and he went into the 
bathroom to bathe it with a warm, wet 
towel. He felt almost human after that. 

He went back to 13th Street, but not to 
the basement of the rooming house. He 
parked across the street, about a quarte1· 
block a\\•ay, and sat. He had bought a 
paper on the way over, and read about 
the man v,·ho'd been found in the back 
yard. 

His name was Eli Jeffrey, and he was 
nothing, literally. A small time grifter, 
gambler and vagrant. A man who could 
be bought or sold for peanuts, and fre
quently was. Eli Jeffrey was a small man 
in a big game. 

Heavy Alfred and Fox-face Ray were 
a little higher in the scale, but not much. 

There was a coincidence in thii game, 
but not the seventy-three thousand, two 
hundred- and ten dollars. It was a geo
graphical coincidence, and time had rob
bed it even -of that. 

Joe left his car and went over to the 
fairly - new apartment house next to the 
rooming house. Most of the names were 
Mr. and Mrs. The�e was one that wasn't, 
and it was a name Joe recognized from 
his time spent af the newspaper morgue. 

HOW SLOAN'S LIN IMENT AIDS 
MU SC U LA R  PAI N S  

Here's vital news for sufferers from muscular aches and rheu• 
matic pains. Using infra-red rays, scientists have now succeeded 
in photographing blood-vessels below the skin-surface. These 
photos (see pictures at left) prove that, after an application 
of Sloan.'s Liniment, the veins expand . • .  evidence "that the 
treated area gets extra supplies of blood, to revitalize tissues 
and wash away waste matter and poisons faster. 

When you use Sloan's Liniment, you know that it is increas• 
ing the all-important flow of blood to the treated area, and that 
this effect extends below the skin-surface. No wonder Sloan's 
helps to bring blessed relief from rheumatic aches, arthritis 
pains, _ lumbago, sore muscles. Sloan's bas been called "the 
greatest name in pain-relieving liniments." Get a bottle today. 
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He went back to the car, and picked up 

the paper again. The shot that killed Eli 
Jeffrey had been fired from a height, and 
the new apartment house had been Joe's 
first guess. 

The ballistics boys had deduced that Eli 
had been shot standing up and had not 
died immediately, but had headed for the 
first sanctuary he saw, the basement steps. 

Joe sat in the Chev, occasionally rub
bing his sore jaw and hating Alfred. He 
was sitting there when the department 
car pulled up across the street, and AI 
Norman slid out from behind the wheel. 

AI came right over to the Chev. He 
looked at Joe's battered face, and asked,· 
" What happened to you ?" 

" I  forgot to duck. Looking for me, 
AI ?"  

" A  little. Jorgenson phoned, and told 
me about your wanting to wait here. " 

" I've been to the bank . and home, since 
I left here, " Joe told him. "You know 
a racketeer with a face like a cow, AI ? "  

"A lot of 'them. H e  i n  this business ?" 
"I guess. Just another stooge. " 
AI frowned, and coughed. "I  was a lit

. tie rough last night, Joe, " he said apolo
getically. 

"I 'll admit it. And you shouldn't have. 
Pedway Jorgenson's an all right guy who 
was framed. I 'm proud to be his friend ."  

"We'll forget it, Joe, " AI said. "Fram-
ed you say ?"  

· 
"Like a picture. Not �nee, but "-fwice." 
AI nodded thoughtfully. " Maybe. I've 

been thinking, Joe. I kind of-" 
"I knew you'd get around to it, " Joe 

said. "You've been reading some old 
newspapers. " 

" Sure. How'd you know ?" 
"Because you're the kind of careful, 

hard working gent who would, AI. But 
you wouldn't have, if I'd lfdve left things 
the way they were. Everything would 
have been staged, and the money would 
have been returned. "  

"The money," he said. "How did you 

know that I knew about the money ?" 
"Somebody . would have told you by 

now. Either Jorgenson or the killer. That 
was the original plan, that the money be 
found by th� police, and the story set up. 
The killer didn't figure Eli would disap
pear. He didn't figure those steps. "  

"How do you figure the money ? "  
"The same way you do. " 
"Where is it now ? ' '  
" In a bank, a safety deposit box. Here's 

the key, AI." 
AI Norman took the key, and stared at 

it without speaking. 
"That woman, " he said, "who figured 

in the alienation of affections suit. She 
lives in the apartment house ?" 

"That's right. I see you've been read
ing a lot, AI. That item was the last one 
I ran across. " 

"But they were never divorced. If he 
sailed for this other dame-': 

" It was his wife's money, originally, 
and his wife's relatives are all stockhold
ers. You see-" Then Joe stopped and 
pointed. "There he is. Turn your face 
away. " 

The man who got out of the Caddy in 
front of the apartment house had not look
ed their way, though. He walked directly 
to the door and went inside . ..: 

AI said, "I'll go up and shake it out 
of him, if it's in him." 

"No, " Joe said. "He'll tighten up 
around the law. There's a chanc� he'll 
figure he can buy me. Those stooges of his 
might have told him I had only three 
bucks in my pockets. " 

"It's -not-" AI started to say. 
"If it works, it's · Jegal, " Joe said. "I 

want this guy, AI. Even if he only tells 
rpe where that Alfred lives, I want this 
guy ."  

Al's smile was dim. "This Alfred is  
responsible for the lumps ? "  

"Right. " 
AI nodded. "Go get him, Joe. I'll be 

listening at the door. " 
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Joe went ahead. In the lobby he press

ed the button next to the name of Anna
belle Stervisc, and the door buzzed after. 

· a few seconds. He walked up to the sec• 
ond floor and down the hall to a doorway 
that was open. 

The woman standing in the doorway 
was attractive in a heavy, dark way, but 
no youngster by any standards. Her dark 
eyes surveyed Joe wonderingly. 

"You rang my bell ? "  
Joe nodded. " I  want t o  talk t o  Groote

morn. He's here, isn't he ? "  
She shook her head. " I  don't know 

what you're talking about." 
" I  saw him come in here," Joe said. 
" I  said he wasn 't here. " The woman's 

heavy face was sullen. "Do I have to call 
the police to get rid of you ?" 

"I'm afraid you will. You go call them. 
I 'll wait here. " 

Her eyes were snapping, now. Then, 
from behind her, a voice said, " Let him in, 
Ann. It's the private detective. " 

Joe went into a small, narrow hall and 
through that to an ornately, expensively 
furnished living room. 

Grootemom was standing near the win
dow, and he turned to face Joe. 

Joe said, " I'm here in the interests of 
the man you considered a brother. I'm 
here to clear Ped. " 

GR O OT E M O R N ' S  round face 
showed no emotion. He licked his 
full lips, and his brown eyes were 

blank. ''You've been a considerable an
noyance to me, Mr. Keller. " 

" I've tried to be, " Joe said. " Who's 
that Alfred guy you've got working for 
you ? " 

Grootemom ignored the question. He 
indicated a davenport. " Sit down, Mr. · 
Keller, and state your business. " 

Joe sat down, and said, " Ped's my busi
ness. You'll have trouble with the police, 
probably, but that's your headache. " 

Grootemorn sat in a dark, mohair-up-

holstered chair. He studied Joe thought
fully. " Why should I have trouble with 
the police ?" 

" Murder, " Joe said, "and grand lar
ceny, I suppose it would be. Forgery and 
more trouble than a man can handle, 
Grootemom. But as I said, that doesn't 
concern me. I 'm here for Ped." 

Grootemorn said nothing. 
Joe said, "Did you teach him to play 

poker ? A man who loves money as much 
as you do must play poker. You married 
money. You probably didn't marry as 
much as you'd hoped for, but it got you 
the Alamo Press, didn't it ? You were an 
engraver before that, one of the best in 
the business. " 

"Let's talk about Ped," Grootemorn 
said. 

"Okay, but I'll have to mention you, 
from time to time. You keep getting into 
the picture. The fact you didn't have Ped 
bonded was the first break in the case. 
Why not ? Maybe you didn't want any 
bonding-house clicks in the case. You 
changed his books ; you've the skill for 
that. You covered up the money you'd 
stolen by framing Ped for it, and Ped was 
sent up. " 

The dark woman said, "Fritz, you 
don't have to sit theu and listen to 
such- " 

Grootemorn raised a hand and she was 
silent. 

" Ped was sent up, and forgotten, " Joe 
went on, "but you still needed money, 
because you were spending more than the 
Alamo Press could bring in. This counter
feiting was the next idea. I'll admit you're 
an artist there. Most of the funny money 
boys settle for one denomination. You 
could make any of them, and good enough 
to fool bank clerks. But the tough part 
about the racket is the distribution. 
Gambling's one way ; gambling with cheap 
money must be a gambler's dream. You 
used it, and some of the other card sharps 
used it, and still you weren't happy. May-
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1 be you couldn't win, even with cheap mon
. ey, huh ? Or maybe you couldn't put it 
� in the bank if you did win. There's a.l-: 
: ways the income tax people. "  

"What has an this nonsense got to do 
• with Jorgenson ?'' Grootemom asked. 

" I 'm getting to that," Joe said quietly. 
' "One day, while you're here, with your
your friend, you see Pedway in the back

. yard next door. Probably picking up pa
pers. It's like fate, isn't it, having a stooge 
so handy, a lamb you've roasted before ? 
Here's a way to get seventy-three thou
sand, two hundred and ten dollars of fun
ny money in one lump, money you can put 
in the bank and no questions asked. I like 

· the way you aged that money ; that's an
other mistake of most counterfeiters, their 
bills are too crisp and new. You set the 
stage, get Eli to take th� package over, 
kill Eli from the window here. Then 
you have your friends swear up and down 
that you were somewhere else." 

Grootemom inhaled deeply and blew it 
out through his full lips. He ran a band 
over his forehead. 

"Remarkable, " he said. 
"I'm kind of proud of myself," Joe ad

mitted. 
The dark woman said, "Fritz, you're 

admitting-" 
Again, he raised his hand. Again she 

fell silent. 
"Remarkable," Grootemorn repeated, 

"and for what ? You won't get rich on 
clients like Pedway Jorgenson. " 

" I  guess not," Joe agreed. "What's 
your proposition ?" 

"You'll bring the money back. It will 
not be found. Your friend Ped will be 
clear. You can work for me." 

"And the police ?" Joe asked • 
"What about t!,em ?" 
"They're getting closer. They'll need 

a patsy of one kind or another. I was 
thinking of Alfred. " 

Grootemom chuckled. "He is a stupid 
man, but indispensible in my business. " 

"You won't even tell me his name ?" 
" Not yet." 
"I 'm wasting my time," Joe said. "All 

I really wanted was Alfred's name and 
address. "  He stood up. 

"Just a moment, "  Grootemorn said. 
But Joe was at the door, now, and it 

was open, and AI Norman stood there. 
The gun in At's hand was steady, point
ing right at Grootemorn. 

HEENEY said, "What'll it be 
gents ?" 

"Rye for me," Joe said, and 
Al Norman said, " Beer." 

It was the next day, and AI looked tired. 
"They all talked, "  he S(l.id, "that woman, 
aod Carl Vetter, and Grootemorn's start
ing to. Can't find those two lugs, though, 
Joe. That big one's a gun out of St. Louis. " 

"I'll get to him, some day," Joe said. 
"Business is picking up. Had two ca.Us 
already this morning, before ten o'clock." 

" How about after ten ?" 
"Owed the phone people, and they took 

the phone out," Joe said. " I'll take care 
of that as soon as I get a retainer. " 

"Why don't you come back, Joe ?" Al 
said. "The Chief wants you, and I want 
you. It's not big money, but it's steady. " 

Joe shook his head. "I 've got a start 
now. I want to make enough to take a 
month off, to take a trip. After I come 
back from St. Louis, ask me again. "  

AYARMOUTH, England, judge recently released four young 
thieves for lack of evidence, though their guilt was certain. 

The culprits had eaten the evidence--sixty-four quarts of stolen 
ice cream. 

-Henrv Les 



He lloistecl 1111 CU'III aRd 
knoekerl me doloa • • • •  

By 
Bie Basse 

TWO MUST DIE ! 
APPARENTLY Sergeant Jaeger 

was handling this case. Jaeger is 
Lieutenant Beauchamp's right 

hand, especially on burglary cases. You 
see, I know all about the cops in this 
town. I make it my business to know. 

Beauchamp has charge of all the burg
lary and armed robbery cases, but he's 

usually too lazy to get out of that nice 
padded leather chair he has down at head
quarters. He gets the homicide cases, too, 
but there aren't many killings in this town. 
A nice, clean town, this. I like it. A nice 
clean town with dumb cops. 

Each case is just like every other one 
to these cops, and they handle them all 
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with exactly the same worthless routine. I knew what Sergeant Jaeger would say 

Take these four I was riding with. Ser- before he opened his mouth. uHow'd you 
geant Jaeger was a big man, fat and un- .know we wanted you for the Elite Loan 
tidy, and right now he was giving me the job ?" he would ask. 
silent treatment. He came up to my room Jaeger turned his head toward me and 
with his crew and got me out of bed. He looked as though he were surprised that 

. told me they wanted me down at head- I was still there. He took the cigar stub 
· quarters, and said nothing more. I'd out of his mouth and said, "What makes 

washed, brushed my teeth, and put on my you think we want you for the Elite Loan 
dark brown suit that I wear to work. I job ?.. I was fairly close, anyway. 
didn't want to get my new sharkskin The rookie saved the day. He twisted 
mussed up, in case Jaeger got rough on his alert head around and snapped, quick
the way downtown. ly, "How did you know the Elite Loan 

They took me down to a squad car, and safe was cracked ?" Ah, he had me trap
still none of them made a sound. I didn't ped I 
say anything either, but inside I was I chuckled. "I saw it in the morning 
laughing. These guys I Thinking they paper." 
could get anywhere with these corny tac- "How, Sanford ?" the rookie demanded. 
tics. "My landlady always puts the paper on 

I glanced at Jaeger's sagging, weather- the chair inside my · door." I chuckled 
beaten face. He was looking disinterested- again. "I saw it on my way to the bath
ly out of tl)e squad car window, and his room." 
only motion was. when his fat lips shifted The rookie opened his mouth to say 
the position of the sodden cigar stub be something else, but Sergeant Jaeger said, 
held between his teeth. "There was a morning paper in his room, 

I turned my head to the detective on the Holt. You should learn to keep your eyes 
other side of me �n the back seat. His open. " The rookie's shoulders drooped. · 

· name was Niblack, and he w,as slouched The squad car pulled into the curb, and 
. down, with his head thrown baclc and his Jaeger leaned forward. I looked out. We 
eyes closed. He looked asleep, but I knew we� in front of a third-rate hotel. 
he wasn't. "Look, Jaeger," I demanded. "What is 

The driver was just a driver, in a police this ? What are you trying to pull here ? 
uniform, but the young man beside me You've no right to take me anywhere but 
was a new one on me. He was wearing a police headquarters. " 
neat blue suit, and from the alert way he "Tell it to your lawyer, " Jaeger said. 
carried his head and the way he stared He pushed me out, and the detective, 
around him, his eyes bright with interest, Niblack, took my elbow. and guided me in
I figured him for one of the new rookies to · the hotel lobby, with Jaeger and the 
recently added to the force. rookie following behind. 

Bright, ambitious youngsters, these The clerk at the desk looked like he was 
rookies. The police Department gives ready to duck as we paraded across the 
them six weeks of schooling, as if these murky little lobby, past the red cigarette 
cops could teach anyone then circulates machine and up the dimly lighted stair
them around through the different squads. way. We went up two flights and three 

I decided to have a little fun. so I asked, doors down a dirty, disinfectant-smelling 
"Why don't you guys find someone else hallway. A wizened little charactet car
to play games with ? I wasn't near the rying a black leather case was coming out 
Elite Loan Company last night." of the room. 
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Lieutenant Beauchamp was standing 

with his back to the room, his hands 
clasped behind him. 

Jaeger said, " Here he is, Lieutenant," 
and walked over to a chair and sat down. 
The rookie closed the door and stood stiff
ly in front of it. Detective Niblack walked 
into the bathroom, and I could hear him 
running himself a drink of water from the 
faucet. Beauchamp just stood there. 

"You can't get away with this kind of 
stuff, Beauchamp," I said finally. "If 
anyone in town so much as opens a can 
of beans that don't belong to him, you 
guys blame it on me." 

L IEUTENANT Beauchamp turned 
around slowly. He was thin and 
hard, a granite slab of a man with 

deep-set eyes that told you nothing. 
"That's what you get, Sanford, for being 
the best cracksman in this part of the 
country," he said. 

"Who, me ?" I tried to sound confident, 
but I was beginning to get nervous. "Why 
I can't open a jammed window by my
self. " 

Beauchamp made no comment. He 
walked over to the bed, and I noticed for 
the first time the long, sheet-covered 
lump lying on it. Beauchamp said, " Come 
over here, Sandford. " 

I wiped a shaking hand across my 
mouth and went over. I stood on the <lther 
side of the bed, and I couldn't take my 

eyes off that sheet. Beauchamp grabbed 
a corner of the white cloth and threw it 
back. 

The man was big and young, with coal
black hair. His head was thrown back un
naturally, his mouth hung open, and his 
bulging eyes stared unseeingly at the ceil
ing. His shirtfront was a bloody mess. 

Beauchamp flipped the sheet back over 
the body, and said, "Know him, San
ford ?" 

I shook my head, and Beauchamp 
nodded a signal to Niblack. The detective 
went to the door, opened it, and motioned 
to someone in the hall outside. 

A fat little guy in a white shirt, with 
a black tie, came in. He looked scared. 

Beauchamp said, "This the man ?" and 
the little guy in the bow tie looked at me 
and said, "Yes, sir. That's him. " 

I recognized him. He was the bar
tender in a joint a couple of blocks down 
the street. I had been in the place last 
night. 

"Well, Sanford ?" Beauchamp said. 
" What were you fighting with Hammond 
about ?" 

"Who is Hammond ?" I asked. I was 
trying desperately to figure this thing out. 

" The guy on the bed, that you don't 
know," Beauchamp said sarcastically. 
"This bartender says you were in his 
joint with Hammond last night. " 

"Yeah," I said. "Yeah, that's right. 
I met the guy in there, but I didn't know 
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what his name was. I just called him 
Nick . "  

Beauchamp turned t o  the bartender 
and asked, "Did he meet Hammond in 
your bar ?" 

The fat little man put a hand up to his 
bow tie and tugged at it nervously. "I 
wouldn't want to swear to it, sir, " he 
said. "But I think they came in together. 
At least, the first time I noticed them, 
they were together ."  

Beauchamp tt,trned his  deep, piercing 
eyes back to me. "What was the fight 
about ?" 

"I don't know what you mean, "  I 
struggled. " I  didn't fight with the guy."  

"Tell it again," Beauchamp told the 
bartender. 

"These two guys were back in the cor
ner booth, "  the bartender said. "It was 
maybe a half hour before closing. I heard 
them scuffiing back there, and looked back. 
They went out of the booth and this guy 
here was swinging at the Hammond guy. 
Hammond swung back, and this guy went 
down on the floor. I. grabbed my club 
from back of the bar and went back there 
and told them it was closing time and 
they'd have to leave. They didn't argue 
with me. They just went on out together. 
That's all I know, sir ." 

Beauchamp looked at me with the ques
tion written plainly on his face. 

I remembered last night all right. I'd 
been in the back booth and this young 
fellow sat down across from me and start
ed talking. We were drinking the . same 
brand of beer ; I think that's how he 
picked me to jaw to. 

I had a half hour to kill before I went 
out on this job, so I didn't mind a little 
company. I discussed the qualities of the 
different brands of beer with this big 
black-haired joker, then we switched to 
baseball, and from that to boxing. 

Then this guy, who said his name was 
Nick, laughed 'and said, " Boxing ! Broth
er, a man who uses his fists don't stand 

a chance against anyone who really knows 
how to fight. Here, look at this." 

He pulled a scabbarded knife from un
der his coat and handed it across the table 
to me. It was a pretty fancy weapon, fair
ly short, with a shiny black handle. 

"I took this away from a Storm Troop 
officer, " Nick boasted. "I broke his arm 
when he tried to knife me. Here, let me 
show you how I did it. " 

He insisted that I get out of the booth 
so he could demonstrate, so I did. I made 
a half-hearted pass at him with the knife, 
its blade still in the scabbard, and-bam I 
Nick hit my wrist with the back of one 
hand, caught my elbow with the other, 
hooked a heel behind my ankles, and I 
was sprawling on the floor. 

By the time I'd regained my feet, this 
little fat bartender had puffed his way 
back, and told us we'd have to get out. 

I told it to Beauchamp like that ; j ust 
the way it happened. One side of Beau
champ's thin lips lifted into a half smile. 

. From Beauchamp, that's the same as 
having someone else laugh in your face. 
He walked over to the dresser and fum
bled through some papers and cards, then 
walked back and held a little bit of worn 
pasteboard up in front of my eyes. 

There was a date on it, 3/5/42, and 
there was a name, Nicholas Hammond, 

and the notation, 4-F. 
"If you'd j ust met Hammond, " he re

turned to me, in a tired, matter-of-fact 
voice, " Why did you come up here with 
him last night ?" 

" I  didn't come up here," I protested. 
"I couldn't get rid of the guy, so I walked 
to the hotel with him. I told him good
night in the lobby, and that's as far as I 
came. " 

Beauchamp nodded to Nilback again, 
and this time the detective brought back a 
bald-headed man with sleepy eyes. 

"Tell it again, " Beauchamp told him, 
and the bald-headed man said, " I've al
ready told it to you twice ."  
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"Just one more time," Lieutenant 

Beauchamp said patiently." ''0 KAY," the bald-headed man 
said. "I'm on the desk down-
stairs last night. Hammond 

comes in with this guy here, " he nodded 
in my direction. "They walk across to 
the stairway, and Hammond starts up 
first. Then this guy here says, 'What the 
hell you got to be sore about ?" 

Beauchamp prompted, "Then what ?" 
"Then the switchboard buzzes, and I 

turn around to answer it. Behind me I 
hear a noise that sounds to me like some
body gettin' smacked on the kisser. When 
I look around again, they've both gone 
on upstairs." 

" I  didn't go upstairs," I said in a voice 
that sounded too loud, even to me. "I 
walked across to the stairway with him, 
because the cigarette machine is there, 
and I needed some butts. "  

Beauchamp just looked at me. 
"I said good night to Nick, and he said, 

'Nuts to you,' so I said that about getting 
sore-just kidding him. The noise the 
desk clerk heard was me pulling the lever 
on the cigarette machine. Here, look." 

I don't know what I expected it to 
prove, but I dug into my coat pocket and 
came out with a pack of the mentholated 
cigarettes I always smoke. Then, too late, 
I remembered that this wasn't the pack 
I'd gotten from the machine. I'd taken 

these from the glove compartment of my 
car. 

The sleepy night clerk looked at the 
cigarettes in my hand, then raised his 
eyes to my face. "Mister, " he said, "that 
cigarette machine in the lobby don't carry 
that brand, and never did." 

"Thanks, " Beauchamp said softly. 
"You can go on to bed now." 

The night clerk went out, and Beau
champ turned to study my face. "That the 
same suit you were wearing last night, " 
he asked, and I nodded dumbly. He was 
staring at my cuffs, and- I looked down at 
them. There were three brown buttons 
on the left sleeve, but only two on the 
right. 

Lieutenant Beauchamp shook some
thing from a little manila envelope into 
the palm of his hand. It was a button. 

"Where did you get that," I choked, 
desperately. 

Beauchamp didn't answer me, but from 
behind me, Sergeant Jaeger's voice said, 
" It was clenched in Hammond's fist." 

" He-he must have pulled it  off when 
he was playing around in the bar." 

" Yeah," Jaeger said in a monotone. 
"And then carried it around in his fist 
for two hours. He was probably a button 
collector." 

Beauchamp picked up a knife from the 
dresser, dangling it from a tag tied around 
the haft. It was a fancy knife, with a 
round disk at the hilt and a swastika 

:;;;wous;,;;AfAMJLjNfAit:l 
Fidgetlng,noae-p!cking and a tor- Th.en-l11111e'• modern, medically-approved in- l menting rectal itch are often tell- gredient goes right to work - kills Pin-Worms 
tale signs of Pin-Worms • • .  ugly quickly and easily. 
parasites that medical experts Don't take chances with this- dangerous, high- � 
say infest on� out of �114irll t'!-':ee ly contagious condition. At the first sign of Pin-

. persona exammed. Enttre famthes Worma ask your druggist for genuine 111111e'• 

, may be victims and not know it. P-W v..:mtDJe . . •  the small, easy-to-take tablets j To get rid of Pin-Worms, these pests must not perfected by famous Dr. D. Jayne & Son, ape-
only be k!lled, but killed in the large intestine eialists In worm remedies for over 100 years. , where they Jive and multiply. That's exactly •• for l what l11111e's P-W tableta do • . .  and here's how 

_ they do it : Firat-a scientific coating carries the JAYI E /j!l.� PIN-WORMS t tablets Into the bowels before they dissolve. .,...,...,., 
................. ......... ........... � .......... --..... -.....--.,.;.,..._,......,_.........,...._.--.,...�.,J 



74 New Detecti"Ye Magazine 
carved op it. Its blade was stained now, 
and the black, shiny handle was dusty 
with a fine white powder that made the 
fingerprints on it stand out clear, even 
across the room. 

"This the knife you were talking 
about ?" Beauchamp asked. "The one you 
saw outside of this room, but no one else 
did ?" 

I didn't say anything. I wanted to 
scream, but my voice was glued in my 
throat, strangling me. 

"The fingerprints aren't Hammond's, " 
Beauchamp said. "We haven't checked it 
with yours yet. You want to make any 
bets ?" 

I couldn't say anything, so Beauchan1p 
kept talking. 

"You fought with him in the bar at 
eleven-thirty, "  he said. "And you fought 
with him ·on: the stairway at midnight. 
Now, all we want to know, Sanford, is 
what you did up here between twelve aiid 
two-thirty. The coroner says he was · 
alive at twelve-thirty, and probably 
knocked off somewhere between then and 
tw�thirty. Why don't you be a good boy 
and tell us all about it. " 

"At one o'clock I was th irty blocks · 
from here, " I blurted desperately. " I  was 
just cutting through the floor to the Elite 
Loan office. It took me until three-thirty 
to bypass the alarm system and crack the 
box there. " 

Beauchamp smiled his laugh-in-the-face . 
smile again. "You, Sanford ? You couldn't 
open a jammed window without help. 
Remember ? No, Sanford, after all those 
safe jobs you've been getting away with, 
we're glad to pin you, all right. But it's 
not going to be any little five or ten year 
trip for you. You're going all the way ; all 
the way to the end of the line ! "  

" I  tell you, I pulled the Elite Loan 
job, " I screamed it at hirn. 

Behind me, Sergeant Jaeger said, 
" We've got the guy who pulled that job, 
Sanford. A pete man from Chicago. We 

picked him up a couple of blocks from 
the Elite Loan. His tools on him and 
everything. He hasn't admitted it yet, but 
the boys have him down in the basement 
at headquarters. He'll confess to it all 
right. " 

" I 'm the one that pulled that job," I 
insisted. The blood was pounding in my 
ears, and I had to make them believe me. 
" I  mailed the stuff I got from the safe. I 
mailed the gloves I wore, and all my tools. 
I always have packages all addressed and 
stamped and ready to mail, before I go on 
a j ob. That's why you never get anything 
on me. I dropped the packages in the 
mail collection box at I llinois and Thirty
fourth Streets, j ust four blocks from the 
Elite Loan. 

"They're addressed to J. Fordham at 
General Delivery, Chicago. I was going 
to drive to Chicago, pick up the money 
and mail my tools back to General De
livery here. The packages will prove that 
I'm the one that pulled that job ! I 
couldn't have killed Hammond ! " 

I stopped babbling, and stared at them. 
They were all grouped in front of me now, 
and they were all grinning. Sergeant 
Jaeger, Niblack, the rookie, even Lieu
tenant Beauchamp-all of them grinning 
at me. 

"That'll prove it, all right, Sanford," 
Beauchamp said. · 

From behind me, a familiar voice said, 
"Hey, Lieutenant. I gotta sneeze. Is it 
all right if I come up for air now ?" 

J. t\lrned around slowly. The body had 
moved. It was sitting up in the middle of 
the bed, and there was e,t big grin under 
the black hair. 

"Hi, Sanford," he said. "You and I 
will have to have another beer together 
sometime. Say, about ten years from 
now. I should be at least a detective ser
geant by then, shouldn't I, Lieutenant ?" 

Lieutenant Beauchamp looked at him 
and said, " Maybe, rookie, maybe. If you 
use your head." 
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M U R D E R !  
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Dream• alone come true in Chip Far

rand's Jrightening trorld---o twrld 

•here death tc�tU mtJke..believe--yee 

l&il Dt41n corpse wcq all wo real! 

CHIP FARRAND said, " I  can't live 
under it, Dolan. I 've heard these 
Hollywood stories. About Mop 

Morris and who killed her. About Tom 
Minnich-and that director-Raymond. 
Open secrets. Everything hushed up. 

'l'he bfl py tlrqged fur 
inlo the car • • • •  

Crimes covered by money and influence 
and the odor lingering on. It's fantastic. 
Everybody giving me that one-eyed look 
and saying, 'Why, you hardly knew the 
girl, Farrand. It's ridiculous, Farrand.' 
And all the time they're thinking I killed 
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her. But I did not kill Jean Laverne. " 

Joe Dolan sat behind the battered desk 
in his dingy office and. stared admiringly 
at his visitor. "You don't talk like a cow
boy," he complained gently. " In Cactus . 
Jack you had a real Western drawl. My 
kids started me seein' your pitchers. Now 
I never miss one. I sure liked that 
Wagons Westward. Y ott . from Texas, 
Mr. Farrand ?" 

"I am from Massachusetts. " 
" Where'd you learn to ride so good ?" 
" I  didn't. They have doubles. I mean 

-I learned to ride in Hollywood. " 
" That was a swell horse you rode in 

Guns For Sale."  
Chip Farrand exhaled gently. "Look, 

Mr. Dolan-may I call you Joe ? Look, 
Joe. I don't like horses. I don't like cows. 
I was an engineer, Joe. I was sent out 
here and somehow I got mixed up with 
Helene Holland and then suddenly I was 
a cowboy iri pictures. " 

"I seen you with.. Helene in that big 
color epic, The Idaho Story. Boy, you're 
sure lucky, playin' with her. She's beau
tiful ! "  

"Beautiful ? You mean Helene ? Lucky ! 
Me, lucky ?" He sighed. He took two 
one hundred dollar bills from his wallet 
and placed them on the desk. "Is this 
enough to hire you ? Are you now work
ing for me ?" 

Dolan looked at the money, then at the 
ceiling. " I  dunno what you want. Super 
World Pitchers is-well, I did hear cer
tain rumors." 

"All I want is  certain infQrmation. I 
hear you were once a cop and have friends 
on the Force. They won't listen to me-
but maybe you can get what I want. And 
I 'll want corroborative testimony when 
I solve this crime. I'm going to learn who 
killed Jean Laverne. I'll pay you a thou
sand dollars when it's finished. " 

"A thousand ? Plus this two hundred ? 
Gee, Mr. Farrand- " 

"Call me Chip. We're pals. Pick up 

the money. Here are two pictures of Jean 
-one a good snapshot. Dig into her past. 
Find out something about her. Can you 
do that ?" 

" I  got 0\. pal or two on the Force, all 
right-" 

"I'm desperate. I can't live with this 
cloud over me. I can't sleep. I'm losing 
my mind. They all think I thr� a knife 
at the girl on the reclining board thinking 
she was Helene Holland. "  

"You don't like horses ?" Dolan shook 
his head. "I can never tell that to my 
kids. They're crazy about horses. And 
cowboys. I'll never let 'em know, Chip." 
He shifted position, elevating his large 
feet. He was a middle-aged man, quite 
stout, with a sympathetic round face. 
"Okay. Maybe you better tell me your 
side of this thing." 

Helene Holland had almost been 
finished when she latched onto Chip Far
rand, but of course he did not learn that 
until later. In the beginning he was 
dazzled by the notoriety, the craning of 
necks wherever they went, the glittering, 
shifting scene of Beverly Hills, Bel Air, 
Brentwood and Palm Springs, the neon 
brillance of the motion picture world. Chip 
was athletic and tall and not unhan<fsome. 
He photographed well and his income as 
a struggling engineer was inadequate, so 
when Helene forced Super World to give 
him a test, he was ripe for anything which 
would make him a part of this fine, rich, 
sunny life. His success was instantane
ous and amazing, unless you knew Holly
wood. · 

One more dramatic flop would have 
ruined Helene, so she moved .. right in 
with Chip, into big W estems. H� soon 
found out about her, but she had started 
him aud there he was, stuck with her. It 
was pure, unadulterated hell from then 
on. 

She hogged the . screen. She upstaged 
the hired help from grips to extras. She 
chased Lydia Gray clear out of Super 
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World because Chip began taking out the 
starlet, and when she did that Chip re
belled and there was a terrific scene. 

Then they were enemies and she told 
everyone that she had made Chip and he 
had turned on her like a snake. She re
mained in Westerns because she could not 
get back into anything else, and by stay
ing she made everyone about her miser
able. She had a term contract and enough 
name power at the box office to hang on, 
and Chip Farrand nearly lost his mind
and Lydia. 

Helene had a stand-in named Jean La
verne, a blonde girl who seemed able to 
lap up Helene's abuse and even, upon oc
casion, rip back at her employer. Nobody 
knew much about Jean--she was j ust a 
stand-in. 

They were shooting on Pioneers of 
Fate, with Nason directing, and as usual 
there were daily rows. Farrand had tried 
to keep out of brawls, but Nason needed 
help, and for the good of the picture and 
everyone in it he had to stand up to 
Helene. They had some wild arguments, 
and one particularly bad affair the day of 
the murder. 

The reclining board looked like a 
padded ironing board with arms, and was 
used by people in costume who could rest 
against it without di sarranging costume 
or makeup. Between takes Helene used 
it. When Helene was working, her stand
in preserved her identical decor by lean
ing back upon it. They were using Stage 
One, indoors, that day and there were a 
hundred people in the dancehall scene. 
They thought J ean was asleep on the re
clining board and wheeled her out under 
the lights to set a scene. 

Nobody knew Jean was dead until the 
Kleigs picked out the throwing knife pro
truding from her ample bosom. 

The worst part was that anyone could 
have thrown the knife. In a Western 
company there would be maybe a dozen 
adept knife-throwers around. It was 

something they all fooled with to pass the 
time, throwing at targets, and Chip Far
rand was more expert than most. It was 
fun. 

F

ARRAND paused to explain to the 
stout detective that moviemaking, 
especially with Helene Holland 

around, was not fun. It was the most 
miserable of all dull professions. Engi
neering was far more exciting and inter
esting, and if the pay was anywhere near 
decent. . . .  

Dolan grunted his disbelief and Far
rand desisted, knowing no one would be
lieve him. He went back to his recital. 

J ean, it seemed, had no family, no ties 
of any kind. Nobody cared who killed 
Jean--or even if she was killed. Super 
World could and did spend a lot of money 
here and there. Pioneers was finished 
without interruption. The whole thing 
blew over. · 

" But they think I did it, "  Farrand said 
tautly. "I know what they're saying. And 
that fool Helene Holland is going around 
with a bodyguard and telling people she's 
afraid of me. " 

" So you didn't do it. So no one is 
bothering you , "  muttered Dolan. He 
shook his head, but the two green bills lay 
before him. He touched them and said, 
"You had this big blowup with Helene 
Holland ? People h�ard ·it ?" 

" She called my girl-Lydia Gray-a 
name. I lost my head. I threatened her, 
all right. Then I went to J ean's funeral
and Flick Farbstein might have seen me 
there. That jerk sees everything. Any
way, Farbstein's in my hair-follows me 
around. I went down to where J ean used 
to live and he followed me there." 

" Farbstein ? B. G.'s boy ? He's a 
shmoe, " said Dolan. "I dunno how I can 
help you, though. I jest can't under
stand you not Jikin' horses and cows . . . •  
A thousand bucks, huh ?" 

"Just check on the girl first," urged j 
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Farrand. "Call me at th� number. Just 
do what I ask-that's all." 

He escaped before Dolan could return 
to the livestock question. He went down 
to the parking lot on Second Avenue and 
drove back up to Beverly Boulevard and 
cut across Fairfax and up Laurel Canyon 
and wound around uatil he came to the 
little house atop the hill where Lydia 
Gray lived with her mother. 

Lydia came out with her coat over her 
arm. She got in the car and said, "You 
look beat., Let's go out to Malibu. Nason 
wants to see me."  

"He always wants to see you," said 
Farrand, "and he thinks I killed Jean." 

"You've got to get over that," said 
Lydia quietly. She was a small, slim, 
dark girl She photographed better than 
she really looked, but she looked good 
enough. "It won't do you any good, 
Chip.H 

"There's only one way I can get over 
it," he said. 

"Just let it die. I know it's not fair. 
But Super World is determined that it 
stay dead and buried." 

"Like Jean's dead and buried. Only 
I'm walking around and being suspected 
of murder and I can't stand it. I won't 
stay in the business, Lydia. I won't-" 

" Maybe you shouldn't stay in it, H she 
said quietly. "Maybe neither of us should. 
How did we get in it, Chip, you and I ?" 

"Like most of them. By accident. And 
it's a darn good living. I 'm not knocking 
the picture business. There are plenty of 
good people in it. Super World thinks it 
is doing right by covering this up. Nason 
does too. Nason hinted that Helene should 
have been knocked off. In their own pec
uliar way, they mean well. It's screwy, 
that's all." 

They were silent, driving up the wind
ing way of Sunset. The Pacific came into 
view, burnished by the late sun. It was 
lovely and there could be peace, he 
thought longingly. There must be a way 

to peace and some sort of normal living 
with a girl like Lydia. 

With Lydia, if he could clear np the 
mess, he amended. Right now it was 
spoiled by Helene and her rottenness and 
this appalling thing which hung over him. 
But Lydia was good, and if he could only 
resolve it all. . . .  

He was watching the wrestling on his 
television screen when Dolan called. The 
detective said, "Chip ? Damn if you ain't 
pretty lucky, after all They got a ticker 
on that dame. Her right name is Gert
rude Maione-Gertie. Up in San Fran
cisco they had her on suspicion of traf
fickin' in heroin and she jumped her pro
bation and they lost her. They can tell 
you somethin' up there." 

"I'll fly up tonight," he said. His pulse 
was pounding as he reached for his hat 
and coat. Action was what he needed
and this looked like decisive action. 

At the airport he had time for coffee. 
As he finished his cup, a man slid onto the 
stool alongside him, scowling, a small, 
ferrety man with a sharp manner and a 
whining voice. It was Flick Farbstein, 
who knew everything before it happened 
-but didn't always know the basic truth 
behind mere facts. He said, "Now what 
good y_ou gonna do Super World in ' 
Frisco ?" 

"I've asked you pretty to keep your 
nose out of my business," said Farrand. 
"Now I'm telling you, once and for all-" 

"Your business is Super World busi-. 
ness, " shrugged Farbstein. "You're just 
a piece of property to me. B .G. is sore 
you were at Laverne's funeral and snoop
in' around her joint. Why can't you stick 
to playin' around with Gray and behave ? 
Gray's all right. Nason okayed her and 
we're takin' her back to make you and 
Nason happy. Now go home and call her 
and stop all this-" 

. "Go chase a duck," Farrand suggested. 
"If you go to Frisco, I'm going to 

Frisco," said Farbstein calmly. "I  got 
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orders from B.G." He sat there, resolute. 

Farrand said, "They won't like you in 
Frisco. They don't like anyone who calls 
Frisco Frisco. "  He walked out into the 
night. It was chilly and he shivered, 
fighting for control, trying to think. 

A hangar loomed. He walked behind 
it. Farbstein followed. 

There were deep shadows. He had 
learned the technique in Western pic
tures, but he had never really used it be
fore. He held Farbstein with one hand 
and hit him below the ear with the other. 

JOE DOLAN said, "We seen you in 
The Duke Rides Again. Me and the 
kids. Is it true your horse got 

killed ?" 
"They shot him," said Farrand. 

" Here's what I learned in San Francisco. 
Gertie Malone sang in a cheap club. She 
was running around with some characters 
the police suspected of being mixed up 
with a dope ring working out of Mexico. 
They staked out the club where she was 
working, and one night when she went to 
get into a car where there was a man 
waiting, they jumped her. But something 
went wrong and the man got away. They 
heard her yell after him, something that 
sounded like 'Mickey', but that wa!! all. 
They found no dope on her, the car 
proved to be stolen, they couldn't deter
mine that she used drugs. So she got 
probation. She came down here, evident
ly, adopted that Laverne name-and got 
herself killed. " 

Dolan said, "I hear they're gettin' you 
a new horse to ride." 

" I  don't want a horse," complained 
Farrand. "I want a murderer. "  

" Mickey, huh ?" mused Dolan. "We'll 
ask around. And, well, mebbe I got some
thing. I had 'em check the routine neigh
borhood calls the night before Jean was 
killed. Sure enough, she'd had a rhubarb 
with some guy. Put in the call herself. 
When the boys got there, she said he had 

scrammed, but they said she looked scared 
all right. They watched the place all 
night, but nothin; else happened." He 
hesitated, then looked straight at  Farrand. 
"Y' know, if Super World hadn't inter
fered, this stuff woulda come out before. 
The cops were told to lay off. They had 
Jean's pitcher and all, only nobody wanted 
to look at it. You gotta have cooperation 
from the D.A. to make a case . . . .  Now 
if I was a cop, workin' this case, I'd wanta 
know how come a killer got on-and off 
-the Super World lot, where an act of 
Congress can't get me an' my kids to meb
be see a Western bein' shot ?" 

Farrand said, " Central Casting ! There 
were a hundred people working that day ! "  

" Mebbe you could narrow that down," 
said Dolan. "The cops got a gimmick
they always scan the funeral of a mur
dered person. " 

"Farbstein was there, " said Farrand 
grimly. "Farbstein knows all. I'll check 
that end right away, Joe. Are we getting 
any place ?" 

" We ain't fallin' behind. Gee, I wish I 
could see that new horse, nie and my kids. 
When you goin' to ride him, Chip ?" 

" Never, I hope ! "  He went down to 
the street and wondered why the city of 
Los Angeles seemed like an entirely dif
ferent world from the rest of Southern 
California. He drove out to Sunset Hills, 
but Lydia, her mother said, had gone to 
the studio. He decided he might as well 
face Farbstein-and B.G.-right now. 

E.G.'s office was as big as a railway 
station and furnished like a palace. Farb
stein had a lump under his ear. B.G. 
looked more like a toad than ever. They 
harangued for what seemed hours, and 
Farrand managed to hear them out. After 
a while, B.G. lowered his voice and ended, 
"You shouldn't have hit Flick. He could 
sue ! "  

"You'd fire him i f  he did, " Farrand 
said. "All I want from Farbstein is a list 
of those present at the Laverne funeral. "  
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"Y ott mean Super World people ?" 
B.G. started to swell up again. Farrand 

spoke sharply, quickly. as few dared speak 
to B.G. "No list-no pictures. Flick 
either gives me a list of names of those 
people and a picture of each-or I take 
that job in South Africa. •• 

"South Africa ? Are you nuts ? Who 
makes pictures in South Africa ? And if 
they do, I'll blacklist you from here to 
China anyhow. You got a contract. " 

"The hell with the contract, and even 
you can't blacklist engineers," said Far
rand. "I get the list or I quit." 

"Quit ? You'd quit pictures ?" He 
stared at Farrand, a min shaken to the 
core. He said, " Farbstein-give him 
what he wants. The man is mad ! "  

" See you i n  the snakepit, men," said 
Farrand: He got the names--six of them 
and the accompanying photographs. He 
went over to Nason's office and collected 
Lydia. They hurried to his car and sat 
in the parking lot white he filled her in 
and read off the list. "Bart Lansing . . . 
Miguel Gonzales . . . Fortunato Garcia 
. . . Cal Tunney . . . Jim Durango . 
Ted Hunter. W'hy should any one of 
them want to kill Jean Laverne ?" 

Lydia Sa.id, "Everyone takes it for 
granted the killer was trying to get 
Helene. Nobody ever thought to wonder 
why Laverne was killed. "  

Farrand said, " I  may be a lousy actor, 
but I saw that at once. •• 

She said wonderingly, "And Nason was 
just telling me that they made Moriarty, 
the Assistant D.A., a vice president of 
Super World. " 

"To cover me up for a murder I didn't 
commit, H said Farrand bitterly. 

A shrill, pear-toned voice shrieked, 
"There he is ! Look out for him, Carl I 
Don't let him get me ! He'll kill me ! "  

He saw Helene Holland's car then, 
parked not far a way. She · was cowering 
beside a large man with a lumpy face and 
lone:. simian arms. Her finger pointed 

waveringly but dramatically at Farrand. 
Her face looked swollen in the bright sun, 
and there was something wrong with her 
eyes. 

Farrand stared fascinatedly as tpe big 
bodyguard lifted her into the car, got be
hind the wheel and drove the palpitating 
actress from the lot. Lydia said, "Why, 
that was-insane, Chip. " 

"Insane,'' nodded Farrand. "Or some
thing like it." His head was buzzing with 
ideas now. He patted Lydia's ann. He 
was beginning to feel confident at last. He 
said, " I'll take you for a ride, then to din
ner. Okay ?" 

She said, " Maybe we're all crazy, but 
it seems to me you feel better just because 
Helene screamed at you. "  

"Could be," said Farrand. "It depends 
on what Dolan can dig from these pictures 
and names. That Dolan can do more work 
without taking his sore feet from his of
fice ! "  

JOE DOLAN put his feet i n  an open 
drawer of his desk and said, "You 
get that stallion yet ? My kids drive 

me crazy askin'." 
" I  have so far evadell the staltion," said 

Farrand. "Did you get anything from the 
names and pictures I gave yoo ?"  

"Uh-huh. Miguel Gonzales. The half
Mexican £ella. He's been suspected of 
peddlin'." 

Farrand cried, " Miguel Gonzales ? 
'Mickey' is short for Michael and Miguel 
is Michael in Spanish ! It ties in. Gertie 
Malone yells after a guy named Mickey 
in San Francisco--we've got him !" 

"Like how ?" 
" He must be the man. Who else ? rn 

bet he's a knife-thrower, too. And I 'll bet 
he's peddled heroin to some of our famed 
stars-" 

Dolan shook his head. " In pitchers, 
mebbe. But not in real life. Not anyplace 
where there are cops. Not here, where 
Super World don't want trouble. They'd 
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just say you were trying to get off the 
hook by throwin' a curve at a poor extra. 
Suppose Gonzales did know Gertie in San 
Francisco, and suppose there was a tieup, 
why should he murder her ?" 

"They wouldn't even follow it up ? He 
must've done it. " 

"Look, it's planted that Laverne was 
killed because she was where Holland was 
supposed to be. Nobody but you and me 
is interested in Laverne. Wh:x should 
anybody look for trouble ? You Yietter go 
see about that horse. I read in Variety 
they call him 'White Dynamite.' I sure 
wish my kids could see you top that horse 
the first time ! "  

01ip Farrand sat very still for a long 
moment, staring out at the unimpressive 
buildings of downtown Los Angeles. The 
smog was heavy and every prospect was 
dismal. Yet an idea persisted. 

He said slowly, "All right, Joe. Come 
out to the studio tomorrow about ten. 
Bring the kids." 

"You mean we can see White Dyna· 
mite ? All three kids ? You mean it ?" 

"Uh-huh. Be there promptly at ten." 
He left Dolan frantically dialing the 

telephone in an attempt to relay the won· 
derful news to his home. He went down 
and got his car and drove out to Lydia's 
house. 

They rode up onto the Santa Monica 
Palisades and looked at the ocean. After 
a while he asked, " How friendly is 
Nason ?" 

She said straightforwardly, "He likes 
me. A lot. He dislikes Helene. A lot." 

"How about me ?" 
"He'd like you a lot better if it weren't 

for me. " 
"I figured that. Would he go for a 

scheme that could run me clean out of 
Hollywood or help me if he thought that's 
what would happen ?" 

Lydia said slowly, "I think he'd gam· 
ble. He's a pretty nice fellow. I think 

· he'd sort of hope you won out." 

"I want a man named Miguel Gonzales 
on the call sheet for tomorrow. And I 
want a knife-throwing scene inserted into 
the script, with Holland on the set. I 
want Gonzales to be chosen to throw the 
knife. I 'll try to stir up the rest of it." 

Lydia said, "You'll get in trouble if it 
goes wrong. " 

" Trouble ? Maybe. There is always 
South Africa. They say the climate is fine. " 

J OE DOLAN proudly shepherded the 
three children, all in their 'teens, all 
freckled, homely, suspicious. They 

did not like Farrand's Eastern accent. 
They were determined not to show their 
awe and delight. 

Farrand located Gonzales, fighting to 
control his nerves. The extra was a tall 
man in his thirties, quite handsome. His 
grey eyes indicated his mixed ancestry. 
He had well-shaped, strong hands, Far
rand noticed. 

Nason said, "I want someone who can 
throw a knife. Y oo, there. Gonzales. "  

Gonzales shook his head. " Not me. I 
couldn't hit a barn door with a shiv-a 
knife, I mean. " 

Helene Holland was walking from her 
portable dressing room. Nason raised his 
voice, "Oh, come, Gonzales, I know you 
can throw a knife. I want Helene in this. 
Let's try a scene, with blunt knives. You 
throw them at Helene and miss, see ?'' 

Helene H<�lland stopped dead. Her eyes 
were wrong again, Farrand saw with ex· 
citernent. Under the paint, her face went 
cold and rigid with emotion. She wheeled, 
choking, " Carl ! Carl !"  she screamed. 

Farrand began working his way nearer 
to Gonzales. Nason was fine. Nason was 
saying, " Come, come, Helene, your new 
stand-in hasn't shown up. I just want to 
see what we can do with a scene in the 
woods, where the villain throws a knife." 

She screamed, "I won't do it l You 
can't make me ! I won't have knives. I 

· won't have him-Carl !" 
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The lumpish bodyguard moved along
side her. Farrand was watching her weird 
eyes. They were fastened on Gonzales, 
wide with terror. 

He had the feeling of progression, then, 
of moving through a well-directed part. 
He came close to Gonzales. He tried to 
get Dolan's eye, but the detective was 
pacifying the children. 

Farrand said in a low voice, "Watch 
out, Mickey ! " 

Gonzales wheeled, his shoulders 
hunched. "Huh ? "  

" She's murder. She's worse than 
Gertie. "  

Gonzales moistened his lips. "Gertie ? 
You nuts, Mr. Farrand ?" 

"Holland knows," Farrand said, talk
ing out of the comer of his mouth. " She 
knows the score and she knows you've 
been tapped. She's been buying the stuff 
frqm you, hasn't she ? "  

Gonzales swallowed, " Now wait a min
ute, Mr. Farrand. I didn't know you were 
hep to the snow . . . !' 

"Look out for Holland, that's all," said 
Farrand. " She's no little stand-in. She's 
a star. · She'll louse you up, but good. " 
He thought he could remember lines from 
hard-boiled mysteries, which he lo�ed. 
" She'll fix your wagon, Mickey." 

He walked rapidly away and went to 
his dressing room. He got into his cow
boy costume as quickly as possibl�boots, 
wide hat, embroidered shirt, tight pants, 
gunbelt with revolver-unloa.ded�and 
neckerchief. He ran back, and Farbstein 
was waiting for him impatiently. 

"What's with this knife business ?" he 
asked. "I got that horse outside and the 
publicity department is waiting for stills. 
I got everything set and Nason makes 
like crazy with knife scenes. "  

Farrand said hastily, " Holland's just 
raising hell again. Come on. I'll pose 
with the damned horse. "  

The assembled Dolans were staring 
with reverent delight at the animaL 

Everyone had come outside to see if Far
rand would get thrown, Chip thought, re
garding the large animal. 

He looked about for Gonzales. He 
dared not lose track of the bit player too 
long. He did not see him. He did not 
see Helene Holland, either. 

He began to sweat in the hot costume, 
and then it occurred to him that from a 
higher vantage point he might locate the 
missing- actors in his private drama. He 
put his foot into the stirrup and went into 
the saddle. 

He had no sooner touched leather than 
he heard Lydia scream. 

The horse bucked, but Farrand was not 
aware of it. People scattered in every di
rection. Camera bulbs flashed. Farrand 
drove heavy rowels into the white stal
lion's side. The indignant horse tried to 
bolt, but Farrand choked him down by 
sheer strength and desperation, checking 
him around and kicking him toward the 
frantic sound of Lydia's voice. 

She was stumbling from behind the 
permanent Western street set, pointing 
with a trembling finger. As Farrand came 
thundering on the white horse she tried, 
"Helene ! Hurry ! "  

Farrand hurried. H e  saw Helene o n  the 
ground. He saw some blood. He saw the 
man in the blue shirt maldn'g for the high 
fence. 

Gonzales couldn't get ·away. Farrand 
needed only to .dismount and call the 
police. But the white stallion wanted to 
run, and there was another stunt Farrand 
had seen practiced by western doubles. 

He rode down alongside Gonzales. Too 
late he saw the man had not thrown the 
knife at Helene, but hc�ld it in his hand. 
Already Farrand was diving out of the 
saddle, atop the blue-shir.ted fugitive. 

His last conscious thought was that this 
scene should have been rehearsed. . . . 

The room was white and antiseptic and 
the bandages did not interfere with hold
ing hands. Lydia sat beside him and 
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looked tender and admiring. There were 
too many flowers, but he had a wonderful 
feeling of relief. He said, " I'm glad 
Helene wasn't hurt much. " 

"I knew you was kiddin'," Dolan 
beamed. "I knew you could ride. My 
kids'll never forget the way you j umped 
Gonzales. "  

Farbstein and B.G. were there, too. 
Farbstein said, "We got pictures like 
mad, Farrand." 

"I never believed you done it, " said 
B.G. "Remember, I made Flick give you 
Gonzales' picture ? And Chip, we got to 
replace Holland in The D"ke · Ri<ies 
Again: And what do you think ?" 

"Lydia Gray is going to do the part. "  
"You guessed ! "  B.G. looked hurt. 

Then he said, "You're forgetting about 
South Africa now, Chip ?" 

Farrand said, "Well, if a new contract 
could be arranged-with Lydia in it as 
my leading lady . . . .  " 

"Just what I said. Just what I sug
gested, " said B. G. "Right, Flick ?" 

"Yes, · B.G.," said Farbstein. 
"How about going easy on Helene ?" 

Chip asked. · 

"She talked to the police and really 

nailed Gonzales," Lydia added. " I  feel 
sorry for her. " 

':Just what I said myself," nodded B.G. 
" Right, Flick ?" 

" Right, B.G." They both went to the 
door. B .G.'s voice rumbled back to those 
left in the room. 

"And you got to get rid of this Mor
iarty, Flick. He is doing us positively no 
good. You can't fire him-but get rid of 
him. " 

Dolan was beaming at a pink check. 
He said, " Gee, Chip. A thousand bucks ! 
And L feet kinda guilty. I shoulda been in 
closer at the finish, only my kids-and my 
feet hurt." 

Farrand said, " You're a great cop so 
long as you stay in your office. You are 
probably the greatest stationary detective 
in the world. Take the thousand dollars 
and buy your kids a horse." 

Lydia said fondly, " You solved it, dar
ling. You saw that Helene was hopped 
to the eyes when she screamed at you in 
the parking lot. You thought of going 
after the killer of Laverne instead of 
someone who was trying to kill Helene." 

" Let  Dolan be the detectj�e," said Far
rand. "I like it that way." 

The bland Buddha of the bangtails tackles 
a ra<:etrack demon • • •  in-
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BLOOD 
ON MY DOORSTEP 

..4 killer walked the night--and I had to find 

him, Uais tide of heU--or join him Uaere! 



A Novel h7 .Joseph Shallit 

CHAPTER ONii 
Man With a Gua 

I W NLKED out to the doorway of the 
gym with Peggy Oark, saying but
tery words to her, soothing her, even 

though I knew the fuss she was making 
was silly. The point was, I couldn't afford 
to have Peggy quit the gym. Keeping her 
as a member meant cash to me. Peggy 

l foHrul her - un.der eiglat feet of IPCiler • • •  • 

was one of the best-known sportswomen 
around town. She owned a racehorse. 
She was half-owner of a prize fighter. 
She operated two night clubs. 

"I'll see that it doesn't happen again, " 
I said. " I 'll have it all taken care of in 
a couple of days. "  

" Couple o f  days ?" She whipped 
around, turning all the wattage of her 
blue-green eyes on me. " I  want it taken 
care of tomorrow. I simply won't have 
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people looking in at me when I'm swim
ming. " 

I wanted to smack her across her wide, 
juicy mouth. I wanted to kick her in her 
shapely shins. What I actually did was 
to say, very mildly, "I 'll have it fixed up 
tomorrow." 

"Okay." Her eyes tanned me a while 
longer. With her two-inch platform shoes, 
her eyes were practically at my level. " I  

don't think it's asking t oo  much," she 
said. "This is supposed to be a gym, not 
a peepshow. Whoever the screwball is 
who's peeping in at the swimming pool
your janitor or whoever it is-you ought 
to have him examined."  

She whisked her gleaming ermine collar 
straight and went up the three steps to 
the door, then she turned back. " I  sup
pose you think I'm crazy," she said, a bit 
softer than before. 

" Not at all," I said generously. 
" Well-" 
The door opened behind her. A sliver 

of the cold February night knifed in at us. 
A man stuck his head inside. 

" Philip ! "  Peggy yelped. 
He jerked his head back as if she had 

bitten him. He was a meaty guy, about 
forty, slightly taller than Peggy, with -big 
shoulders. Me had a heavy, loose-skinned 
face and dark splotches under his eyes. 

"What are you doing here ?" Peggy's 
voice was hard and gritty. 

His eyes narrowed. " I  wanted to see 
who's molesting you." 

"Go home, will you please ?" Peggy 
said. 

"I'm going to put a stop to it," he said.  
" It's all right. Now go away." She 

looked at me, heaving up her eyebrows. 
"Lord l - A protective husband. " 

He glanced in my direction. " Who's 
he ? "  

"This i s  Dan Morrison, the managtr 
of the gym." 

"How do you do," I said, nice as you'd 
want. 

"Why is he hanging around you ?" 
" Good Lord, are you starting that stuff 

again ?" She stepped close to him and 
gripped his arm. "Listen, you-this jeal
ous act is getting on my nerves. It's got 
t� stop-- understand ?" Her voice shrilled 
up a rung. "You damn fool !" Her hand 
suddenly slid to his overcoat pocket. 
"What's this ?" 

The man j erked back, .shoving at her 
arm, but her hand was deep in his pocket. 

Peggy's hand came out of his pocket 
with a revolver. A gleaming blue steel 
.38, fresh from the store. 

"What did you think you were going 
to do with this ?" she asked. 

" It so happens you're my wife. Does 
it seem so strange that I don't want any
body molesting you ?" He sounded like 
a bad melodrama. 

"The only one who's molesting me 
right now is you," Peggy said. "Now, go 
away, will you please ?" She put the gun 
in her bag. 

"All right-make a joke of it. "  He 
flipped a vicious glance at me, then turned, 
yanked the door open and went out. 

Peggy stood in the doorway a while, 
looking after him. 

" Imagine living 'With that for the last 
five years," she said. "Now do you see 
why women poison their husbands ?" 

" Nope, " I said. " Never could figure 
out why they poillon them. So messy. 
Why don't you just get a divorce ?" 

"How do you know I'm not doing just 
that ?" 

" I  don't." 
"The dope's jealous," she said. " Pic

ture that. You know what I've got a mind 
to do ?" She looked me over carefully. 
" I 've got a mind to take you out-really 
give him something to be jealous about." 

" No, thank you. " 
" Oh, you're spurning me ?" 
" I  never go out with married women 

whose husbands carry firearms. "  
"You wouldn't have t o  worry. He 
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doesn't have enough brains to pull the 
trigger. " 

· " Doesn't take much brains. "  
She smiled with half her mouth. "Okay, 

softy," she said. She pulled the door open 
and swung herself out. 

I GOT on the phone first thing the next 
morning and arranged a council of 
state on the matter of Peggy Clark 

and the phantom peeper. I called Stan 
Harvester, who ran the gym's finances, 
and Artie Semple, who owned the real 
estate-the gym was the basement of his 
hotel. 

Stan Harvester arrived first, about 9 :30 
A. M. He brought some new supplies 
with him. I went out to his car and helped 
him lug them in. 

Stan Harvester was a quick moving, 
tight-knitted longlegs, with a free-swing
ing smile and a liking for gymnastics you 
don't often see ia a man pushing fifty. 
He had taut, tanned features-good-look
ing, if you liked the looks of leather. 

He settled down on the cot I kept in 
my office for first-aid emergencies. "A 
peeper is a very unhappy case, " he said. 
" You feel more sorry than sore at the 
guy." 

" I wish Peggy Clark could be that 
philosophical, " I said. 

"Look here-the woman doesn't swim 
in the nude, does she ?" · 

" No, she wears a suit all right. She's 
just touchy about being seen, for some 
reason. "  

Hard heels clacked outside bright 
clothes flashed along the glass partition 
separating my office from the hall_.:and 
into the doorway stepped Artie Semple. 
Artie was five foot two with elevator 
shoes ; he had a small, acorn-shaped head 
with a slight afterthought of chin. 

He slid into the chair on the opposite 
side of the desk and took out his ostrich
skin cigarette case. "Okay, Morrison," 
he said, " what's all the grief about ?" 

"As I was trying to tell you on the 
phone, " I said, " Peggy Clark came into 
my office and complained-" 

" Peggy Clark ?" Ar.tie Semple's head 
jerked up. " You didn't say Peggy Clark 
when you talked to me. "  
· "You didn't give m e  a chance. Well, 
Peggy Clark came in and said somebody's 
been peeking at her while she's in the 
pool. Somebody from the men's locker 
room. You see, it's possible to stick your 
head out the window of the locker and 
look into the first window of the pool." 

Artie shook his head . ..  That's the crazi
est thing I ever heard-a hard guy like 
Peggy Qark screaming because a man 
peeks at her. This can't be the same Peggy 
Oark I got in mind.'' 

" It's the same one," I said. "I think 
she's going through a siege of the jitters. 
I've seen her taking pills. My guess is 
she goes swimming to loosen up her 
nerves, and she feels more relaxed if no
body's around. And she's paying plenty 
to have the pool to herself. " 

"So what do you want us to do ?" Artie 
said. 

" I'd like to put ventilators on all the 
windows in the pool. That11 prevent any
body from looking in. Besides, it'll keep 
drafts out-I've had complaints about 
that, too. " 

Artie shook the ash of his cigarette 
neatly in the center of my desk. "Who's 
doing the peeking ? "  

"I'm told b y  Brownie, the janitor, that 
one of the members has been hanging 
suspiciously around the windows in the 
man's locker-a guy who teaches out at 
the University. " 

"What's that ?" Stan Harvester looked 
as if he had just been jolted off a speeding 
car. 

"I said Brownie said he saw this pro
fessor-" 

" What's his name ?" Stan said quick
ly. " Pierce ? "  

"That's right. How'd y ou  know ?" 
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Stan leaned back on the cot. He ran 

his spread fingers slowly up and down 
his thighs. " I  knew something was queer 
about that fellow the first minute I saw 
him," he said. 

"You're going around with professors, 
Stan ?" Artie asked. 

" My daughter. She took an anthro
pology course with him," Stan said, weari
ness soaking through his voice. " Next 
thing I knew, she was dating him. The 
kid's just past twenty-he's at least twice 
her age. I got a sour feeling about him 
from the first minute. That radio actor's 
voice. Even my wife didn't like him, and 
she likes everybody. So that's why the 
kid's been hanging around here so much 
lately !" 

"Hey, look, " Artie said, "let's give him 
his money back and get rid of him. " He 
was chewing a cigar. 

" I'd rather wait till I know more about 
it, " I said. 

"I know one thing," Stan said, stand
ing up. " Wilma's going to have to stay 
out of here. " He picked up his hat. " This 
palling around with strange men is a lot 
of excitement to a girl, a lot of fun-until 
it winds up on the police blotter. "  

Stan started toward the corridor. Artie 
stood up and stretched and turned to fol
low him. 

"Hey �  what about those ventilators ?" 
I called. 

Artie heaved his little round shoulders 
in a miniature shrug. "Oh, put them in 
and send me the bill: Always glad to do 
something for Peggy Clark. " He walked 
out. 

Things were going good that afternoon. 
There was a crowd in the boxing room 
watching Tommy Oegg, Peggy's fighter, 
work out. Lots of activity in the pool and 
on the handball courts. I took a breather 
and stretched out in my office for a min
ute. I closed my eyes. 

"Wake up, little boy blue, " somebody 
said. 

I OPENED my eyes. I looked at a rich 
green landscape, very close to me. It 
was made of taffeta. I followed it up

ward, valley and hill, until I came to a 
pink-skinned face-plump, man-eating 
lips-big blue-green eyes. 

"You're even cuter when you're 
asleep," Peggy Clark said. 

I got up on my feet. 
"Keep your seat,'' she said. "Don't 

act as if I'm a lady. " 
She sat down on the chair beside my 

desk, showing more of her calves than 
I thought was possible with those long 
dresses. "Thanks for arranging some
thing about the windows, " she said. 

"How did you know ?" 
"Artie Semple phoned me. "  
" Oh. Thoughtful of him. " 
"Yes. Of course, he took the credit 

for thinking it up-said I ought to re
ward him by dating him. " 

" Sounds fair enough." 
"Wouldn't I look cute with little Artie 

under my arm ? Now, you-you're more 
my size." She bounced me a plump smile. 
I took it without a quiver. "Look, Danny 
boy," she said, her voice abruptly climb
ing up to business, "I've got a little propo
sition for you."  

" Please-I'm only a young fellow." 
" Seriously, I've got a job for you. It's 

about my fighter, Tommy Clegg. He's 
coming along too slow to suit me. With 
all the stuff he has, he ought to be up in 
the big time, instead of fighting for pea
nuts in semi-windups. The whole trouble 
is that partner of mine. " She made a face 
like heartburn. "Mike Kopper's ruining 
the kid. Building up his weight, trying to 
make a slugger out of him, making him 
heavy-footed, when anybody can see the 
kid's a natural boxer and ought to con
centrate on speed. Am I right ?" 

"From what I've seen, I think you've 
got sr·-.�thing." 

"Of course. Now, what I want to do 
is get rid of Mike Kopper and have you 
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take over. I've watched you handle some 
of your boxing classes. I think you can 
make something out of the kid. " 

"Thanks, but I've already got & job." 
"This won't take any extra time. Don't 

you see ? Tommy trains right under your 
nose anyway. I'll pay you fifty dollars a 
week plus ten percent of the net. "  

The beast in me began to stir. · Money. 
Money to pile up for the big day when 
I 'd buy my own gym. 

"Well . . . . H I said weakly. 
She stood up. " Come on--let's have 

a look. " 
I followed her across the hall into the 

boxing room. She pushed through the 
crowd and got close to the ring. Tommy 
Clegg and his sparring partner, an old, 
minced-up veteran, were resting in oppo
site corners. Tommy was a broad-beamed 
boy with a beautiful selection of back mus
cles. It was a shame you coufdn't always 
see him from the back. From the front 
you saw little rat eyes, a nose that spread 
sadly into both cheeks, and a mouth al
ways open in dull surprise. 

Mike Kopper was on the apron of the 
ring, whispering into Tommy's ear. Then 
he leaned down and rang the bell. The 
two fighters moved out slowly, half�heart
edly, like chorus girls at a burlesque show. 
Tommy got in a few good socks, but he 
missed as many as he landed. I could see 
what Peggy meant. 

"They don't need a bell," Peggy said. 
"They need an alarm clock." 

Mike Kopper yelled at Tommy, and the 
boy put on some speed and roughed up 
the other guy, and then Mike flicked the 
bell and the fighters parted cordially. 

Mike walked toward us, both hands 
stowed deep in his pants pockets, as if he 
didn't trust his fingers out in that crowd. 
He was a pudgy, middlesized man with 
a flushed face and thin, frantic lips. He 
always looked as if his vest were too tight. 

"Well ?" he said. "What do you think 
now ?" 

" Wonderful," Peggy said. "Just won
derful, the way he beat up that old man. 
That's his father, isn't it ?" 

Mike's shoulders hunched up slowly. 
"All right, I 'll wait till you get the wise
cracks out of the way." 

"Listen-you're making a punk out of 
a good boxer, " Peggy said sharply. "I'm 
sick of watching it. I might as well tell 
you now I'm dropping you. " 

Mike's mouth curled up at one corner, 
like a leaf in a fire. "Oh, you're dropping 
me, are you ?" 

" That's right. You'll get the details to
morrow. Come on, Dan. " She walked 
out. I trailed along, feeling vaguely mean. 

"Now, wait a minute," Mike said, hur
rying into the hall. "You know you can't 
break that contract. "  

She went into my office and put on her 
coat. "We'll talk about it tomorrow. I'll 
be in tonight for a swim," she said, and 
paraded past Mike to the front door of 
the gym. 

Mike watched her go. Then he turned 
and leaned crookedly against the doorpost 
of my office. " Boy, was I a sucker," he 
said. "Signing those papers. " 

He waited for me to register horror. 
"When she first came along and offered 

to set up a sununer training camp, " he 
said, "you know what I thought ? I 
thought she was just one of those rich 
clucks who do things like that for a thrill. 
But when she pops up with papers. She's 
got to 'be co-owner, she says. No papers, 
I tell her. So she starts crying about how 
is she going to prove to everybody she's 
in the fight racket ? Giving me those big, 
innocent eyes." 

I took my gabardine coat off the clothes 
tree. 

" Say, " Mike said. " She ain't trying 
to ring you into this, is she ? "  

I put o n  m y  grey felt and snapped the 
brim down. I went out into the hall and 
yelted for Brownie. He came out of the 
equipment room, straightening his fuzzy 
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white hair, holding a basketball he was 
repairing. "Take over-I'm going out to 
dinner," I told him. 

Mike Kopper pushed a thumb against 
my chest. "Listen, Joe Jerk-if you're 
thinking of getting mixed up in this, for
get it. First of all, she can't shove me 
out. Second of all, for your own good, 
you don't want to get tied up with that 
woman. She's poison. " 

" Thanks," I said, heading for the door. 
"That's a very inspirational talk . "  

But what I was thinking was, The 
man's right. 

CHAPTER TWO 
Breathless Lady 

IT WAS close to 1 0  P. M. when I got 
back. Brownie was waiting in my 
office. " That professor's in now, "  he 

said. "I want you to go out there and 
see for yourself. I don't like that woman 
claiming I was peeking at her."  His 
white eyebrows huddled angrily. 

" Forget it, Brownie. Tomorrow we're 
· going to fix the windows and then no

body's going to be sore at anybody. "  

" Okay, then. "  His eyebrows grudgingly 
relaxed. " Say-you know who else is 
here ? Mr. H arvester's daughter. Out 
there by the bulletin board. You know 
what he said about her coming here. " 

I walked out into the hall. Wilma Har
vester had been hanging around the gym 
ever since I came there, two years ago. 
A cute little black-haired eighteen-year
old, she had immediately decided she was 
m love with me. When I explained that 
a twenty -seven old man was too close to 
senility for a youngster to play with, she 
took revenge by sneering at me and show
ing off her boyfriends around the gym. 
Most of the time I liked her. Sometimes I 
want�d to �pank her. Thi:; was one of the 
times. 

She was standing near the front door, 

half hidden by the big bulletin board. 
" Come out of there, " I said. 
"Go away," she said in a low voice. 
I grabbed both her shoulders and 

yanked her out. It wasn't any feat of 
strength ; she didn't weigh more than 
1 10. She swung at me, but I pinned her 
arms to her sides. 

" Look, kid, " I said, "your father 
doesn't want you around here any more. 
Why don't you go home and curl up 
with a good book and a glass of milk ?" 

She tried to struggle out of my grasp, 
swirling her long, lank, black hair. " Why 
don't you mind your own business, you 
big gorilla ?" she asked. 

" This is my business, kid. I know the 
men who come here. Some of them aren't 
nice. " 

" But won't you protect poor little me ?" 
she mewed, wrinkling her little upturned 
nose at me. 

The front door gasped open behind 
me-traffic sounds blared in. " Well ! "  said 
a woman. 

The door closed. I let go of Wilma 
and turned. Peggy Oark looked down 

from the landing three steps above me. 
"Am I intruding ?" she asked. 
"Come right in-ifs not a private 

party, " I said. 
Peggy's eyes slid over to Wilma and 

cooked her. The girl handed it back, with 
all jets turned on. I was a non-combatant ; 
l stepped out of the line of fire. 

" I 'm going in for a sw1m, " Peggy said, 
shifting to me. " I'll be wanting to see 
you afterwards. " 

"Well, I had something-" 
" At ten forty-five, " she said. She de

scended the three steps like Cleopatra step
ping into her barge, and went down the 
hall, all sails flying. Wilma laughed. 

I escaped into my office. I knew when I 
was outclassed. 

I spent the next half heur going over 
the gym's financial books. About 10 :30,· 
the long, loose figure of Dr . George 
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Pierce, associate professor of  anthropol
ogy at the University, drifted past my 
door. A moment later, I heard his voice 
raised in wan surprise. 

" I  was just driving by in Dad's car," 
I heard Wilma say. "I thought you might 
want a lift home." 

"Awfully kind," Pierce said. 
""Pnless you'd rather go with that 

woman, "  Wilma said. 
"What do you mean ?" 
" You certainly seem interested." 
I heard the silence tingle. Then it 

erupted with baritone laughter. " Come, 
young lady," the professor boomed, and 
the rest of their conversation was lost in 
the noise of the opening door. 

When the quiet came back, I began to 
notice how tired I was. I had given five 
calisthenics and judo classes that day. 
It was time to close shop. 

I got up and walked down the hall to 
the ladies' locker room and knocked on 
the door. Nothing happened. I knocked 
again. I pushed the door open slightly 
and coughed-

A clatter of feet-a bang against a 
metal locker door-a body scrambling out 
of sight behind the row of lockers-

A man. 
I rushed inside. I ran up the aisle, 

between the benches. There was no way 
he could escape. "You might as well 
come out ! " I yelled. 

" I  might as well, " said Mike Kopper, 
stepping into the aisle. His thumb dangled 
nonchalantly from his vest pocket. 

"What are you doing in here ?" 
"Nothing. J ust waiting to talk to 

Peggy . You scared me, walking in like 
that. Dumb of me to run . "  

" Cut out the cute stuff, damnit. What 
were you fiddling around with that locker 
for ?" 

" Fiddling around ? What do you 
mean ?" 

"Get out of here. " I grabbed his shoul
ders. "Get out of here and don't come 

back. If anything's nussmg out of any 
of these lockers, I 'll have you slapped in 
the jug so fast-" 

"Don't be a jerk. If you think I took 
something, search me. " 

"Go on, get out ! "  I said. I was getting 
mad. 

He gave me a wormy look and walked 
away down the corridor, going slow to 
preserve his dignity. "Joe Jerk," he said. 

I walked in the opposite direction, to 
the swimming pool, and pounded on the 
door. "Closing time ! "  I shouted. I drew 
a blank. I pushed the door open and 
waited for Peggy to scream. Nothing 
happened. The place was empty. The lady 
had sneaked out on me. 

I stamped back to my office and grabbed 
my coat. I slapped my hat on, went into 
the hallway and called Brownie. 

Then it hit me. How could the lady 
possibly have gone out without my see
ing her ? 

And then I was running back to the 
swimming pool, yelling something mean
ingless. I rushed through the door, 
skidded to the side of the pool. 

Pink and wavering in her tight black 
bathing suit, her hair floating like sea
weed, Peggy Clark was on her back under 
eight feet of water. 

' ' I' .M SORRY this had to happen 
to you, Morrison, ' '  said Sergeant 
Harry Redmond of the homicide 

squad-but he didn't mean it. He loved 
his work. 

Redmond was a big, ruddy slab of 
beef, loud and happy. This wasn't his 
first visit to the gym. He had come in 
half a dozen times before to take a work
out or a tour through the steam room. 
Once I helped him brush up on his judo. 

"You should of known better than to 
let her swim without a guard on duty," 
he said, propping his chair back against 
my filing cabinet. "That's against the 
rules, isn't i t?"  
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"It was a private arrangement, " I said Peggy an<J Mike Kopper. I told him 

hopelessly. "It wasn't actually a public about finding Mike in the ladies' locker 
pool when �e was using it. "  room. I told him the silly story about the 

"That's not going to look so good in peeping professor. 
the papers. What'd she want to swim by Redmond burbled happily as he wrote 
herself for, anyway ?" it down in his red book. " Good stuff-

" She never told me. I thought it was all good stuff, " he said, as if I were pour
simply because she was nervous. But ing drinks. 
now I think it was something else. The " I'd like to go home, " I said. It was 
first thing I noticed when I pulled her past 3 A. M. 
out of the water was that big scar on "Sure--couple of minutes more." He 
her thigh. Looked like a burn mark. She worked up a flame in his cigarette. "Who 
was a pretty self-conscious woman--<:ared was the lady holding hands with lately ?" 
a lot about how she looked to men. I " I  don't know. She never confided in 
think that's the reason she didn't want 
anybody to see her in her bathing suit ."  

" Maybe." Redmond made some notes 
in a small red-covered book. "Let's see 
now. We got Mike Kopper, this Professor 

· Pierce, and the girl, Wilma Harvester, 
the only ones here during the hour be
fore you found her. Right ?" 

" Except Brownie, the janitor. " 
"Brownie ? "  
"William Browne. "  
"Where does he live ?" 
" Right here. Sleeps in the equipment 

room." 
"Okay. Now-who do you think might 

have a reason to hold the lady's head 
under water ? "  

"You still insist somebody killed her ?" 
"Look, Morrison-" he leaned forw,ard 

and patted my knee consolingly-"you 
think it's bad publicity if it's murder, but 
you don't know people. They're peculiar. 
Soon as this hits the papers, you'll be 
swamped with new members who like pub
licity ."  

"You're a great comfort, Redmond." 
"Well, keep talking. Who do you think 

might want to push her head under 
water ?" 

"Nobody. There've been some funny 
things going on around here, but nothing 
that'd make you think of murder. " 

"Tell me about the funny things. " 
I told him about the ruckus between 

me. " 
" No boyfriend ever call for her ?" 
"Nobody I ever saw." 
"Unusual. The lady had quite a rep

utation around town for always having 
somebody on the leash. "  -

"I don't know a thing about it. Except 
that her husband was jealous. " I told him 
about Philip Clark visiting with a gun 
in his pocket. 

"Good-good stuff-" 
Crrang-the damned, jangling, wran

gling telephone-lord, I was j ittery. 
"For me," Redmond said. 
He picked up the receiver. "Red-

mond . . .  Yeah, doc. How's every-
thing . . .  It is ? Well, I didn't expect 
exactly that. Thanks for staying up. See 
you around noon. "  He hung up. "Okay, 
Morrison, you can go get your sleep now." 

I shook the knots out of my back. 
" Poisoned," Redmond said. " I  should 

of thought of that. " 
When I came down to the gym at 

8 :30 the next morning, there were a couple 
of cops at the front door, and a couple 
of homicide squad men fishing around 
in the ladies' locker room for fingerprints. 
Brownie came out of his room, holding 
up the story he had clipped out of one 
of the pap�rs. 

I read the thing. It was hard on my 
stomach. It said the detectives guessed 
suicide. Redmond was playing it cozy, but 
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the story still made the gym look bad. "What was the point of spoiling your 
We had let her swim without a lifeguard. night's sleep ?" 
Prospective members mightn't like to join "So kind-hearted. " His mouth twisted 
a gym that let people drown. painfully. " My sleep was spoiled any-

A little before 9 o'clock, my phone way. My daughter brought home a banged
rang. The voice talked up a fog of words up car at one A. M .-the dragging fender 
before I recognized Mike Kopper. woke us all up. Go ahead, Morrison-tell 

" I'd appreciate it if you didn't say me the story." 
nothing to the cops about my being in I told him about finding Peggy and 
the locker room, " he said demurely. " You pulling her out and trying artificial respi
know how it is-they'd think maybe I ration till the medics came. 
had something to do with this . . . this " Stupidest thing, letting her swim by 
business. " herself, " Stan said. " I'm not blaming 

"Didn't you ? "  you. Artie and I should have said some-
" Now look, Morrison, let's be serious. thing yesterday. What are they going to 

I don't want to get mixed up in this do-make us close for a while ?" 
investigation for nothing. First thing you " No. As soon as they get fingerprints 
know, I 'd lose my license. You know we can open." 
how this State is. " We sat there, wafting gloom at each 

"What were you doing in the locker other. After a while, Artie Semple came 
room ?" puffing in. "I j ust got up-just saw the 

Nothing came over the wire for a while. paper-whoo ! Almost swallowed my 
Then he said slowly, "Okay-1'11 tell grapefruit spoon. What's the story for 
you. This is strictly between me and gossake ?" 
you. I was trying to get into her locker. I told it  over again, with all the de-
l admit it. I wanted to get her keys and tails. I was getting good at it. 
get into her house and find the papers Artie took it with blinking eyes. " I  
I signed. The woman was trying to finagle only got myself to blame," he said. 
me-you know that. I was just trying "Opening a gym I Craziest thing I ever 
to get what's mine. " done. I have to go into the gym business. 

"Good-by," I said. Now look at me. I'm in the corpse busi-
"You ain't going to say nothing ?" ness." 

I hung up. He wandered to the doorway. " If you 

The phone rang again a minute later. need me for anything, I'll be upstairs," 
-"All right, wise guy," Mike Kopper he said. "Lying down. " 
yammered. "I asked you like a gentle
man. Now I 'm telling you. Don't say 
nothing to the cops-understand ? If you 
so much as let out, a peep, you'll be a 
very sick guy. Understand ?" 

"Wonderful how tough a man can get 
with a telephone, " I said, and hung up 
again. 

Stan Harvester came in a half hour 
later. He had a rolled-up paper under 
his arm. He dropped down on the emer
gency cot and gave me a scowl. "Why 
didn't you phone me ? "  he asked. 

ABOUT mid-afternoon, Sergeant 
Redmond came in. He scattered his 
big hellos over Harvester and me. 

Then he asked me to take a ride with 
him. " Some papers to sign, " he explained. 

I followed him out to the black sedan 
he'd parked in the alley behind the gym. 
Redmond plugged the car into a hole in 
the traffic and headed down Broad Street. 
" How did Harvester come to get into 
the gym business ? "  he asked. 

"This bottom floor of the hotel used 
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to be a restaurant," I a:plained. "It lost 
money. Artie Semple, who owns the hotel, 
hit on the idea of converting it to a gym. 
He paid for all the alterations, then hunted 
for somebody who would equip the place 
and run it on a fifty-fifty basis. He ran 
into Harvester, who had just got out of 
politics and was looking for a quiet way 
to make a living, and sold him on the 
idea. " 

"Did Harvester have anything to do 
with Peggy becoming a member ?" 

" Not that I know of. She just came 
in one afternoon and I signed her up. 
What are you getting at ?" 

" I'm trying to figure out why this 
guy Harvester came to City Hall at eight
thirty this morning to tell us he used 
to know Peggy Clark. "  

" That's interesting. I s  that all he had 
to say ?" 

"He said she asked him for political 
favors· a couple of times two or three 
years back, when he was in politics, and 
once he did something for her-helped 
her get a liquor license. " 

"Not hard to guess. If he'd had any
thing to do with the woman, the chances 
are you'd find out sooner or later, so 
he let you know ahead of time. " 

"I don't know. The guy's too relaxed. 
I'd of liked it better if he'd of been 
nervous about it. " 

"Can't please you guys. " 
Redmond grinned as far as his gums. 

"Ain't it the truth ?" He let the grin 
fade away naturally before he went on. 
"Atropine sulphate. Ever hear of it ?" 

" New kind of  drink ? "  
"High-powered poison. One o f  two 

things happened. Either Peggy took it 
on her own hook, or somebody else 
planted a capsule of the stuff in with 
the nerve medicine she was taking. Now 
you know and I know she didn't commit 
suicide. She'd of picked a more com
fortable place than the bottom of a swim
ming pool to die in. So we're left with 

Number Two : Somebody planted a phony 
capsule in her pillbox. Somebody who 
borrowed a key out of your desk or else 
picked the lock on her locker. Check ?" 

"Or planted it in the pillbox outside 
the gym," I said. 

"You're still trying to move the crime 
out of your place ?" 

" Sure." 
"Well, okay. Peggy could of been given 

the business in the gym or someplace 
else. We'll try them all out. Let's start 
with the gym. Who knew where you 
kept the keys ?" 

"Brownie, the ·janitor, Stan Harvester 
and Artie Semple. " 

"We'll dust your desk fQf prints. You 
don't mind if we print you ? We got to 
eliminate your prints. " 

"Thanks for dropping me off the 
suspect list. " 

"You're not off pal-you're just not 
near the top. " 

He turned the auto into Pine Street. 
"Where are you taking me ?" I asked. 

" I  thought you said you wanted me to 
sign some papers. " 

"I didn't want to do any talking in 
front of Harvester. What I'd like you 
to do is give me a hand. We're going 
to this professor's house. " 

He stopped the car before a trim little 
three-story house with a green plaster 
front. I followed him to the steps. He 
pushed the bell. "I like to quiz profes
sors," he said. "I always learn new 
words. Use them to amaze my wife's 
friends. "  

The door opened. Dr. George Pierce 
stood in front of us, modeling a luscious 
maroon jacquard robe with satin lapels, 
glossy enough to see your face in. He 
was a tall, dark, gaunt guy ; he looked 
like a backwoodsman trying to pass as 
a Park A venue wolf. 

"I'm Sergeant Redmond from detec
tive headquarters, " my playmate said. 
"This is-" 
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"Won't you come in ?" Pierce said. 

His voice was deep and operatic. We 
walked through a brief hallway into a 
square living room. It had a shallow 
brown rug, three stuffed chairs, a couple 
of small "tables. There was a fireplace, 
with a heap of cold ashes. 

"Excuse me, gentlemen-I'm in the 
midst of my bath," Pierce said. He walked 
to the L-shaped stairway. 

"Hey.::_hold on," Redmon� said. 
Pierce went up the stairs. "Couldn't 

talk sensibly unless I cleaned up. That 
hot elassroom. . • .  " He was at the top 
of the stairway. A moment later we heard 
a door dose. 

Redmond stared at me. Then his face 
relaxed. "A nut," he said happily. 

He started prowling around the room, 
looking under the chair cushions, kicking 
up the sides of the rug, flipping through 
magazines. I took a walk myself. I went 
through a open doorway into the kitchen. 
There was a small refrigerator with a 
streaky door, an open dish closet, a sink 
with two small glasses. I bent close. A 
smell like port wine. One glass had a 
lipstick mark. 

I went back to the living room. Red
mond was poking into a black wooden 
cabinet, filled with fancy wine and liqueur 
bottles. " Not an ounce of honest <kink
able stuff in the lot, H he said, hefting a 
bottle of Cheanti. 

I took to the stairs. At the second 
floor landing I heard the moist roar of a 
shower behind a door to my left. I tiptoed 
to the front of the house. The master's 
bedroom. A plain walnut dresser. A 
double .bed with one pillow. A closet. I 
opened the closet door. Two coats, a 
row of suits-heavy on tweeds. 

I went back into the hall. I passed the 
bathroom and opened the door of the 
rear room. I looked into murk. The 
window shades were down. I reached 
along the wall, found the switch. A pink 
bulb glowed in the ceiling. 

I was looking_ at a museum. 
Lining the wall at my left was a solid 

phalanx of pictures-all female. After a 
while, it struck me that everything in the 
room was female. 

"What's all this ?" Redmond said from 
the doorway. 

I was looking at a photo showing half 
a dozen dark ladies standing by the 
seashore. A typewritten caption said, 
Congo women. 

"Look at that, " Redmond said over my 
shoulder. 

I WALKED along the wall. There 
were Dahomey girls, Samoan girls, 
�aori girls, Eskimo girls. Girls who 

pierced their noses, girls who tattooed 
their backs, girls who tattooed their 
fronts-

"Gentlemen ! "  The professor stood in 
the doorway. Water dripped from his 
coarse, brown, sofa-stuffing hair. He held 
his fabulous robe close around him. "You 
surprise me." 

"Just admiring your collection," I said. 
"You happen to be looking at America's 

finest private collection _dealing with 
female anthropology." 

"Female anthropology is iny favorite 
subject/' I said. 

"If you're seriously-" 
"Now, look, " said Redmoad, "you 

know why we're here." 
Pieree turned to· him. "Yes, I lqtow. 

A very great shock. I� there is anything 
I can do." 

"Now we're talking, " Redmond said. 
"Let's go downstairs where we can do 
it without competition." 

We followed Pierce to the living room 
and sat down. 

"Okay, professor, you can start, " Red
mond said cheerily. 

Pierce aimed his sights at an anon
ymous point on the wall. "I have no 
conclusions, really-I didn't actually know 
the lady." 
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"You talked to her ?" 
"Once. " 
''Just tell me-" Redmond said gently

" what you found out when · you watched 
her swim." 

Pierce didn't jump. He didn't even 
twitch. " She had a scar on her thigh. 
Evidently that was why she was so re
luctant to have anyone watch her swim." 

"And why were you so interested in 
that ?" 

"I was trying to find out why a d<nn
inant, strong-willed woman should be 
so abnormally shy. It didn't fit in with 
the rest of the picture I was building up. " 

"Look, professor," Redmond said, 
" let's start at the beginning. Just what 
were you trying to get at ?" 

Pierce took in a heady swig oi air. 
"Very well-if you wish, I'll explain. As 
you probably know, I have been studying 
the anthropology of the female for many 
years. Before the war, I spent some time 
in New Guinea, studying the Tchambuli 
tribe. A very strange people, by our stand
ards. The women there oontrol almost 
everything. 

"Now, the question is : What is the 
origin of this strange condition of female 
dominance, so different from the arrange
ment of other groups ? Can we find the 
explanation in the childhood or environ
ment ?" 

"We'll be getting around to Peggy 
Oark pretty soon ?" Redmond asked. 

"Certainly. Now, as you know, in 
America we have a male-dominated soci
ety.But along comes a woman like Mrs. 
Clark-a woman who operates businesses 
and dominates the men around her. What 
is the cause for such a phenomenon ? Y oo 
see the importance of discovering the 
answer. It would give us an idea of how 
the temperament of the adult is formed. " 

"Wonderful," Redmond said. " Now, 
about you and Peggy Oark. . . . " 

"I tried to arrange an interview with 
Mrs. Clark to question her about her 

childhood. She misunderstood my purpose ; 
she refused to see me. Then I tried to learn 
what I could by observing her about the 
gym. Her abnormal shyness in the matter 
of swimming confused me, bvt I learned 
the reason for that : mere vanity. 

"Now, of course, this unfortunate ac
cident has ruined my entire investigation. "  
H e  sounded hurt, cheated. 

Redmond tossed a questioning glance 
at me. I batted it back. I couldn't help 
him. 

"Well, thanks, professor, "  Redmond 
.said. "A pleasure to talk to you. Just don't 
leave town without telling me. I 'll want 
to talk to you again. "  

"Any time," Pierce said. 
I followed Redmond outside. He got 

the car in motion before he tried to 
monkey around with words again. "A 
nut," he said. The word seemed to make 
him feel better. 

After a while, he added, " I  don't think 
he had anything to do with it, but I 'll 
put a tail on him, just in case he tries any
thing else funny. "  

"I thought you'd take his fingerprints, 
just i11 case. " 

" I  did. " 
"When ?" 
Redmond's smile was big and rosy. 

"Fooled you, eh, kid ? I'll tell you a 
secret. You don't always make a man's 
prints by sticking his fingers in ink and 
letting him know you're doing it. Some
times you just steal the glasses out of 
his sink. " 

He Jet me out at the gym. 
Cops cluttered the doorway. There 

were still detectives in the locker room. 
They waylaid me and took my finge!'· 
prints. 

I went into my office and sat down. 
There was no noise from the basketball 
court, none from the boxing room. none 

. from the swimming pool. The no-noise 
Wa!l enormous, crushing. I wanted some
thing to happen, fast 
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CHAPTER THREE 

Deadly Girl 

ALONG about 6 :30 P. M., Wilma 
Harvester swept into the office, 
her hefty green earrings swaying · 

like pendulums. "I 'd like to ask you a 
question," she said, swinging into the 
chair beside my desk. 

"Shoot," I said. 
"You've seen Mr. Qark. What does 

he look like ?" 
I looked at her carefully. Her pale, 

delicate face was as innocent as a shop
lifter's. " Now, why do you· want to know 
that ?" 

"Well . . . .  " She locked her lips and 
held a silent debate. "Okay. Some man 
grabbed me a little while ago, and I want 
to know if it was Clark. "  

"Hey--what do you mean, grabbed 
you ?" 

"You talk first. " 
"Well, Clark's about five nine or ten

. pretty thick in the chest-a little stoop-
shouldered-" 

"Does he have a big pose ?" 
"Not especially." 
"Well, I think the nose was a fake 

anyway, just to disguise him." 
"What in the world happened ? 

Where ?" 
"Down near Rittenhouse Square

near Clark's house. I was walking away 
from there, and this car comes along
side, and the man jumps out and grabs 
me. One hand around my stomach and 
one around my mouth. Trying to pull 
me to the car. I bit his hand till he let 
go, and then I let out a yell, a�d

, 
he 

jumped back in the car and beat tt. 
The way she told it, it sounded like a 

picnic, but my insides were woozy. 
"Listen, kid, this is the last time you 

go walking at night. You hear ? What 
were you doing around the Clark house 
anyway ?" 

" Investigating." 
"Investigating what ?" 
"Investigating how that woman died." 
I held on to my head with both hands. 

"Look, little sister-there are detectives 
to do that. They get paid for it. They 
make a career out of it. You-you're 
supposed to stay home at night, or go to 
the library or the ice cream parlor or the 
neighborhood movie." 

" Oh, you're inviting me to the movies ?" 
she said brightly. 

"All right, I'm inviting you," I growled. 
"I'll even pay for your ticket. But stop . 
investigating deaths. What in the world 
did you think you'd find around that Clark 
house ?" 

"Well, I was talking to George-" 
"Who's George ?" 
"Professor Pierce, silly. I was talking . 

to him, and you know what ? The crazy · 
detectives suspect him-George. They 
were over at his house, quizzing him. Isn't ! 
that crazy ? That's because they don't ! 
understand the true nature of the case, i 
George says. You see, it's like this : It's ! 
all a case of rivalry. Peggy Oark was i 
acting like a man, running those businesses ; 
and all-<:ompeting with men. Well, what 1 
man would that gripe most of all ? Her 
husband ! "  

"So your friend George sent you out to ; 
gumshoe. " 

"He did not. It was my own idea. " 
"And what did you find out ?" 
"Nothing yet. I spent about an hour 

poking around the house, but I couldn't ; 
get in. Then I decided to call it a day, ; 
and I was walking down the street when · 
I got grabbed. I guess Clark saw me 
nosing around and wanted to find out 
why I was there. Funny thing-I �uld�'t 
hear his steps. I think he was 10 hts 
stocking feet. " 

"What did you say he looked like ?"  
"Well, he was pretty husky-about five 

ten, like you said. Thick face-" 
"Did you get the car's license ?" 
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" No, dam it. I thought he'd torn my 

coat, and I was looking to see if it really 
was, and by that time the car was too far 
away."  

"Did you tell the cops ?" 
"What ? And have my father find out, 

and keep me in at night ?" 
"Well, you're going to stay in anyway, 

from now on." 
" I'm going back there tomorrow. "  
I grabbled her shoulder and squeezed 

all my exasperation into my grasp, until 
she yelled. 

"Look, " I said, "a woman ·has been 
murdered around here. Do you think it's 
just a coincidence that somebody grabbed 
you ? Doesn't it enter your fuzzy little 
mind that somebody might be trying to 
murder you, too ?" 

" Me ?" Her laugh spiraled up, almost 
hit the ceiling. "Why would anybody want 
to murder me ?" 

"I don't know, kid,'' I said soberly. 
" I  wish I did. " I stood up and took my 
coat off the hanger. " Come on, I'm driv-
ing you home." 

' 

On the ride to her house, she badgered 
me until I promised not to tell her father 
about her sidewalk battle. But later that 
night, when I was lying in bed, I got 
to thinking about the girl roaming around 
in the long-fingered night, and I saw some 
nasty pictures of things happening to her, 
and I decided this was one time when 
it was all right to break a promise. 

I dialed the Harvester nwnber and, 
luckily, Stan himself answered the phone. 
I told him the story. He was very grate
ful. His voice shook. " I 'll keep her in," 
he said. " It'll be a hard job. " 

"I know. I know exactly how hard. I'd 
suggest chains, a straitjacket and knock
out drops." 

I PHONED Redmond the next morn
ing. " Ever thought of taking a little 
tour through the Clark house ?" I 

asked. I heard a lot of silence. 

" What's the point, Morrison ?" 
" I  don't know-I just thought we'd 

look." 
" No point in it .  I'm busy with some 

other angles, anyway."  
"\Vhat other angles ?" 
"Just some other angles. " 
This could have gone on all day. I 

hung up and leaned back in my chair and 
batted some plans around. But I always 
came back to the same one, the same as 
Wilma's. 

I waited until mid-afternoon to try it. 
I piloted my jeep to Rittenhouse Square 
and drove past the house without seeing 
any activity. I parked, went up and rang 
the bell a few times. Nobody home. 

I left my jeep where it was and picked 
up a cab and rode down to a locksmith's 
on Fifteenth Street-a whimsical gent 
whose sign claimed that his name was 
Lok Smith. 

"My good man, "  I said, putting on a 
plushy manner, " I've had a most un
fortunate accident. I've walked out of the 
house without my keys. Will you be good 
enough to come help me effect an en
trance ?" 

Lok's little eyes swiveled up over his 
near-sighted glasses and analyzed me. 
"I leave the building, costs you ten dollars 
a half hour. " 

" My good man," I said, "don't talk to 
me about money. " 

He grunted, stood up, put on a worn
out grey coat, picked up a tool kit and 
followed me out. 

Lok went to work as soon as we 
reached the house. He had a tricky 
little gadget that looked something like 
a revolver. A little prong on the end 
fitted into the lock. Then he began pull
ing the trigger, turning the gadget to 
the right and left. "Just got to keep 
doing it till you catch it right," he said. 

The door of a parked car opened. I 
jerked around. A girl stepped out. 

"Oh, no," I said. 
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"Oh, yes," said Wilma •Harvester. 

"Are you having some difficulty with 
your lock ?"  

"Yes, but we'll have i t  fixed right 
away. Now, if you'll just excuse me-" 

" Surely you're going to invite me in," 
Wilma said, smiling. Her eyes were 
narrow and pitiless. "Surely you wouldn't 
want me to bother this workman with all 
sorts of questions." 

"You're in," I said quickly. "The 
maid's preparing tea anyway-you might 
as well join us.'' , 

Lok glanced up at me. " If there's a 
maid in there, how come you don't ring 
the bell ?"  

" She's deaf," Wilma said quickly. 
"Oh," said Lok. 

· "Now aren't you glad I happened 
along ?" Wilma threw at me. 

"Charmed," I said. 
Lok rattled the doorknob. "There you 

are," he said, pushing the door open. 
Wilma was up the stmrs and inside 

the foyer before I finished paying him. 
I closed the door and walked in after 
her. " Now be quiet or I'll throw you 
out," I whispered. 

"No need to whisper," she said. "He's 
not here.'' 

"How do you know ? "  
"I was ringing the bell before you got 

here." 
We were in a long hallway, paved with 

lush rose carpeting. At the end, a broad
beamed stairway led to the second floor. 

"We've got to look for her bedroom," 
Wilma said. "That's where a woman al
ways keeps things that mean anything." 

-We passed a big, white-columned door
way leading into a crystal-and-plush draw
ing room, and went up to the second floor. 
We walked from front to rear and passed, 
in succession, the lady's bedroom, a dress
ing room, a bathroom, the man's bedroom 
and a kind of office. "I'll start here," I 
said. 

"I'm going back to her room," said 

Wilma. " It's scrumptious. ' '  She took off. 
I wa.S standing in the pleasantest office 

I'd ever seen. Pale green figured rugs ; 
beige window drapes ; bleached mahog
any furniture. A desk gleamed in the 
corner, showing off a blonde telehone. 
Above it hung two drawings of buildings. 

I went to the desk and started throtfgh 
it. It was all business. I couldn't find so 
much as a hint on Peggy's death. 

Wilma came in. "Did that woman have 
the clothes !" she sighed. "Bro�ther ! What 
are they going to do with it all ?'' 

"Did you find anything?" 
"There was a Chinese silk negligee that 

wouldn't be hard to alter-" 
"Did you find what we're looking for?'' 

I said with in<:redible patience. 
" Not a thing. How about you ?" 
"If the woman had any private papers, 

she kept them someplace else." 
Wilma looked over my shoulder. "Say I 

I know this place. I've been there on 
dates." She pointed at one of the two 
drawings on the wall. They were archi
tect's sketches. 

"It's the Forty-nine Club," Wilma said. 
" Sailor's hangout. Pretty rough. They've 
got a swell piano player,: 1f you can hear 

· him over the noise." 
I was looking at the other drawing. 

There was something about it that both
ered me. "Do you know this place too ?" 

Wilma looked at the drawing. The 
building seemed to be an ornate, old
fashioned, residential type, with the first 
floor remodeled into a night-club facade. 
Across the street was a row of treee. 

"Say-you know what this is ?" Wilma 
exclaimed. "This is the place we're in." 

That hit me. It whacked the breatt1 out 
of me. 

"Are you sure ?" I asked dizzily. 
"Come on downstairs and take a look, 

if you don't believe me." 
I unhooked the picture. It had a heavy 

walnut frame. "Let's go." 
I went into the hall and hurried down 
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the stairs. Wilma trailed after me. 
"What's .all the excitement about ?" 

I !walked out the front door, down to 
the. cu.rb and held up the 'picture. The 
girl !was right. This was a sketch of the 
Clark mansion with a garish riew face. The 
trees in the drawing were the trees of 
Rittenhouse Square. 

"All I can see," said Wilma, "is that 
she was going to turn her house into a 
night club." 

!'You said it; kid. Listen-I'm taking 
this picture with me. If you want a lift 
anywhere, · I 'll take you.'' 

"You mean you're finished in there ?" 
"Right."  I set the picture on the back 

seat of the jeep, ran up the steps, closed 
the door and came down again. 

Wilma climbed into the jeep beside me. 
"Would you mind telling me what you 
think! you've discovered ?" 

"I don't know. I 'm still trying to figure 
it out." 

'That's right, act myste-rious-just to 
hide the fact you don't know anything. 
You men are all alike. All except George. 
He tells me everything." 

"Good for him." 
"You bet. In case you're interested, I'm 

going to see him tonight. We'll work this 
thing out ourselves." 

"Look-I told you not to go traipsing 
around at night." 

"Why not ? Jealous ?'' 
I dammed up. I wasn't going to get 

sucked in on any discussion like that. I 
dropped her off at Thirteenth Street, 
where she could catch a trolley for home, 
-and then I drove to City Hall. I lugged 
the picture up to Redmond's office. 

"Don't care to buy it," he said. "Got 
any pictures of women ?" 

"This," I said, "is an architect's draw-
. ing showing how Peggy Clark's house 

would look remodeled into a night club. 
Now, her�'s my idea : This fellow Clark 
comes from an old Philadelphia family, 

' as you know. This woman suddenly de-

cides she'g going to commercialize the 
ancestral home. Clark says nothing do
ing. He's got traditions to think about. 
Ancestors. Relatives. High society 
friends. She says she's sorry, but business 
is business; · So he gets to thinking how 
this female has been doing him dirt time 
after time-soiling the family name, cheat
ing on him-but this is too much. He 
blows up and goes out and buys some 
poison."  

"That's · an interesting story," Redmond 
said. "Where did you read it ?�� 

"What's wrong with it ?" 
"Everything. You yourself told me 

Clark came around with a gun, looking for 
the guy he' thought was trying to wolf 
his wife. · He wasn't gunning · for her, 
was he ? So does it make sense that the 

· very next day lte should slip some poison 
in her pillbox ? And remember : It would 
of taken some time to get this poison. you 
j ust don't walk in a drugstore and or.der 
it ; you got td' bootleg it some place. It 
could take days.- So you want me to 
think this guy was dickering for poison to 
kill his wife and at the same time he comes 
running to the gym to protect her. Now, 
does that make sense ?" 

"Don't you think the guy's attitude 
could change from day to day ?" 

"That's weak, Morrison-very weak. 
By the way'--how did you get this pic
ture ?" 

"I just squeezed into the house and 
took it." 

Redmond shook his head. "That's 
burglary, kid. You ought to know bet
ter than that. You better take it back 
quick.'' 

He picked some papers off his desk and 
started reading. "By the way;" he said, 
"the only clear prints we got off the lock
er were Peggy's and the janitor's, and 
the only one we got off your key drawer 
was yours. Looks like you or the janitor 

,did it." 
"Thanks," I said. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 

The Wrong Boy 

I CARRIED the picture out of the of
fice. I drove it down to my Ninth 
and Spruce bachelor's quarters. I 

set it up on my maple bureau . and stared 
at it. It refused to tell me anything 
new. 

When I went to bed that night, I gave 
it another long stare, thinking maybe 
I might stir up some interesting dreams. 
I fell asleep, hopefully. The phone. woke 
me up. I breathed a couple of ti�es, 
slowly. Then I picked up the recetver. 
"Hello damn you," I said. 

' " "Sorry I've got to bother you, Dan. 
It was Stan Harvester. His voice wavered. 
"Wilma's missing." 

"She is ?" I said foggily. My luminous 
watch dial said 6 : 10. " Maybe she's on 
a date." 

" She's never stayed out this late be
fore. Somethin;;s wrong, Dan." 

"Dammit, Stan, I told you to keep her 
in." 

"Don't you think I tried ? She took �y 
car without my knowledge. Tell me-dtd 
you see her yesterday 1 Was she at the 
gym ?" 

"I saw her during the afternoon. She 
told me she was going to see that profes
sor at night." 

He made a low, painful sound. Then, 
for a while, nothing came over the wire. 

"Hello ?" I said. 
"She told you she was going to see 

him ?" Stan said dully. 

" That's right. "  

"Good-by. I've got to do some phon-
. 

" mg. 
I couldn't get back to sleep, so I got 

dressed and hunted up some breakfast 
in a sleepy lunchroom. After that, I killed 
time until eight o'clock, and then went 
to City Hall. 

I found Stan Harvester outside the 

Missing Persons Bureau, his eyes shiny 
and hectic. The cops were questioning 
Pierce, he told me, but all the professor 
would say was that Wilma came tg his 
house at eight and drove away a half hour 
later. 

"If they let him go,'' Stan whispered, 
"I'm going to trail him." 

"Take it easy,'' I said. "There are too 
many amateur detectives in this thing al
ready." 

"They have a man following me, so I 
guess it's all right for me to do the same." 

I went around to Redmond's office. 
"Listen-we've got to find this girl,'' I 

said. 
Redmond looked at me sourly. "We'll 

find her-don't worry about that. A girl 
can disappear, but not a girl and a car." 

"The point is, we want to find her be
fore she's hurt." I told him about Wil
ma's battle with the masher. 

"Why didn't you tell me this yester
day ?" Redmond growled. 

"She didn't want to report it." 
"What the hell's the matter with you ? 

Are you so stuck on that girl you can't 
use your head ?" 

Heel clacks echoed in the hallway. They 
sounded like the loudest heel clacks in 
town. They couldn't possibly be any 
body's but Artie Semple's. 

I turned. Artie flowered in the door
way. He was wearing his spectacular 
blue cashmere topcoat. "Been looking 
for you, Sarge," he said. " Harvester's 
kid's missing. I can give you an idea 
where she is. " 

"What's that-where--is she all right ?" 
The noise came from me. 

"All I know is where she is." Artie 
parked a hip on Redmond's desk. "Dri�e 
down Chester Pike. Go past the Baldwm 
Locomotive Works. I don't know how far 
-anywhere from one to three miles. Just 
keep an eye out for a broken-down garage. 
She's in there." 

"How do, you know ?" Redmond said .
. 
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"A certain jerk I know comes in to see 

me just about a half hour ago, and tells 
me he's got something to tell me for fifty 
bucks. I work him down to twenty, and 
he tells me about the girl. "  

Redmond grunted. "How did this guy 
get in on it ?" 

Artie indignantly slid his hip off the 
desk. "How should I know ? He said he 
heard it from somebody else in a gin mill. 
You · don't ask a lot of questions in a deal 
like this-you know that." 

Redmond stood up. "I'll check on this 
myself." 

"I'm coming," I said. "I want to check 
on this, too." 

Redmond stopped to pick up two of his 
boys, and we all went out and got into 
his black sedan. Redmond whipped it 
out Walnut Street to Woodland Ave
nue, then. out Woodland through South
west Philadelphia onto Chester Pike. 

We passed a lot of garages beyond the 
Baldwin plant, all in good condition, 
then about a mile or two past the plant 
we came to a shack sitting about a hun
dred feet off the road, like a tramp hitch
hiker. We got out. The windows were 
too grimy to see . through. We walked 
around the •ther side. 

"Look !" Redmond said. 
There, half hidden by a privet hedge, 

was a dark Buick sedan. Redmond hur
ried over, whipping out a sheet of paper. 
"Same license," he said. 

The car was empty. We ran back to 
the shack. The big door wouldn't budge. 
Redmond slammed his revolver through a 
window, reached in, u!ldid the latch, then 
slid his penknife under the frame and 
lifted it. He climbed inside, his revolver 
out. I clattered in after him. 

I almost stepped on Wilma Harvester. 

T HE girl was sitting up, her back 
against the tarpaulins. Her arms 
were tied behind her ; her ankles 

were trussed up like a calf ready for brand-

ing ; a dirty handkerchief was wound 
around · her mouth and neck. Her eyes 
were turned up at me, big and furious. 

My yell brought Redmond running. I 
took his penknife, got down on my knees 
and sliced through the ropes and the gag. 

"Darn it," she said. 
It sounded good. It sounde<i natural. 

Nothing had happened to the girl. I felt 
warmth, a loosening in my chest. I 
reached for her shoulders to help her up 
from the ground. 

She pushed my hands away. "Darn it, 
why did you have to come ?" she groaned. 
"Another half hour and I'd have worked 
the rope off myself. Now you'll start think
ing you're a hero." 

Redmond prodded the story out of her. 
She had been visiting Professor Pierce, 
the previous night. About ten minutes 
after she drove away from his house, a 
man crawled out from under the auto robe 
lying on the back floor and stuck what felt 
like a pistol against her neck. He made 
her drive out to the shack, forced her in
side and tied her up. As much as she 
could see of him, he seemed to be the 
same man who had grappled with her 
two nights before-even to the noiseless 
stocking feet. 

Redmond made notes of the descrip
tion. "We'll leave your car right where 
it is for a while," he said. "Maybe the 
guy'll come back. Morrison, you'd better 
catch a cab and take this young lady 
home." 

I went out for another look at the in
side of the car. The back door was open ; 
I didn't have to mess up any possible 
fingerprints. I poked through the auto 
robe, but there wasn't anything there. 
Except . . .  several chalky streaks on the 
floor. A pale amber color. I got the glim
mer of an idea. I bent down and sniffed. 

"All right, Morrison," Redmond said 
behind me, "let's not mess things up." 

"Okay," I said. But I already had 
some of the chalky stuff on my finger. 
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we fiigged a cab. We settled down for the 
long ride. Wilma flexed h�r stiff arms 
painfully. I sniffed at my finger. 

"What've you got there ?" sh� said. 
"Cocaine ?" . , , . , ... · 

"Smell it. Tell me what if ' smelis like." 
_She wai'ily took a whiff. " Smel!s like 

glue. What's the gag ?" 
"You know what resin is ? It's stuff 

they use in fight rings to keep the fighters 
from slipping. It smells like ;this. " 

"What · does that mean ?'! 
''I'll tell you. You startdl tne think

ing when you mentioned again that this 
punk was in his stocking feet.' It struck 
me that maybe it wasn't stocKing feet. 
Maybe it was sneakers. Now that I've 
found this resin, I'm pretty convinced 
that's what i� was. A prizeflghter's sneak-
�rs." · ' 

Wilma's eyes were big and p�zzled. 
"Here's something else funny," I said. 

"Your description happens to fit a prize
tighter I know. Tommy Clegg. You've 
seen him around the gym,. haven't you?" 

"Yes, a couple of times." · 
' ' Now think. · Could ' he have' been the 

guy ?" 
"Well . . .  he could have. This man 

had thick shoulders, sort of thick face
but there was that phoney nose, of course." 

"We'll get hold of  him." 
"But why would he do anything like 

this?" 
"That's what we have to find out." 
We didn't do much more talking for · 

the rest of the ride. I was busy figuring, 
and she apparently was doing the same. I 
dropped her off at her hon1e, then taxied 
down to my rooming house at Ninth and 
-Spruce. 

The architect's drawing lorded it over 
my bureau. I glowered at it. What was 
it about the damn thing that annoyed me 
so much ? The colors ? Those pale blue 
tiles and glass bricks with concealed pink 
lights ? 

IO} 
Then I got it: It was right there·, blaz'

ing at me. Blue tiles and pink ifght5' on 
Rittenhouse Square. A brawlin:g : night 
club on staid old Rittenhouse Squa:re! The 
City Zoning Board would never · have 
permitted it. A little puli could.go ·a · long 
way in Philadelphia, buf this was • much · 
too raw. Yet Peggy must have thought 
she could put it over. 

I grabbed the phone and diaJ:ed; Stan 
Harvester's number. He'd kn6w the· po
litical setup weli enough to teli me who 
to talk to. ' • 

Stan's voice bounced into the phone. 
"Drop everything and come on · over. 
We're having a little party-my family 
has a lot to celebrate," he yelled. • 

"There's something I 've got to check 
up on first," I said. 1'Tell me-suppose 
I wanted to open a night club on Ritten
house Square. How could I get a perinit ?"· 

"What are you talking about ?" 
"Peggy Clark was planning t'o turn her 

house into a night dub. I just fdund that 
out. She must have been looki'Jig for 
help in getting the thing okayed. • Maybe 
she asked somebody to fix it up' for her 

· and he t<:>Id her it couldn't be : done. So 
maybe she tried pressure-mayb� even a 
little blackmail. " 

"Good lord, where did all this come 
from ?" 

. "Just out of my head." 
"I don't think anything like that hap

pened. "  
"What do you mean ?" 
" I  just don't think it happened. Dan, 

if I were you, I'd drop the whole business. 
Let the detectives handle it. That's their 
responsibility." 

" Stan, what do you know about this ?" 
His voice was a whisper now. "Listen. 

There was a man who was helping her 
on zoning matters. A hotel owner." He 
paused. "You see what I mea11 ? There's 
no point in stirring things up-getting 
ugly sounding things in the papers. "  

"Thanks, Stan." • I hung up. I looked 
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once more at the pink-arid-blue drawing. 
Then l put on my hat and coat and went 
out ah'd grabbed a trolley to the gym
and Artie Semple's hotel. 

Arlie came to the door in a pair of 
dark green silk pajamas. "Come . on in, 
kltink'/' he said, and walked back to his 
bedroom and �flopped into bed. "Come on 
-don't be bashful," he called. "Just my 
afternoon snooze." 

I went in and took a chair near his 
bed: "Fve got something interesting to 
tell _ you," I said. "I've found out who 
kidnapped the girl." 

"Who ?" 
"Tommy Clegg." 
I was looking for something to pop in 

Artie. All that happened was that his 
eyebr-ows went up slightly. "You seem 
to've found out that Tommy gave me the 
t; _, , "  he said. "I won't ask you how 
you found out-that's your business. But 
Tommy got the story from somebody else. 
He didn't do the kidnapping." 

"I'm !Uraid he did. This is too much of 
a coincidence." I told him about the resin 
in the car. -

"But it don't make sense. ·If 'he did it, 
why would he- c.ome and tell me about it ?" 

"Because he wanted the girl to be found. 
Because_ this wasn't a real kidnapping.'' I 
still ·couldn't get a rise out of him. I 
talked _ faster. "No serious kidnapper 
wouid have tried to hide the girl right on 
the main highway. # The whole stunt was 
pulled off to cross up the cops." 

Artie shook his head. "You really think 
a dope like Tommy Clegg thought all that 
up ?" -. 

"N'o." He was just hired to. kidnap the 
girl. l{ired by the man who killed Peggy." 

"So what are you going to do ?" 
"I don't know," I said carelessly. "May

be I might mention it to the cops-let them 
work on Tommy and find out who hired 
him." . 

Artie showed as much interest as a cat 
at a dog show. " S9 okay." 

. 1' Just thought you might want to know." 
"I got llJY own worries," Artie said, 

and he turned over in bed and gave me 
his green silk back. -

I walked out of there a very befuddled . 
man. t 

ABOUT fifteen minutes later, a slim, 
drooping figure glided past the 
glass wall of my office. It moved 

into the doorway. It came across the room. 
"Why ·aren't you home helping your 

parents celebrate ?" !-demanded. 
"Don't fight with me, Dan," said Wilma 

in a tiny voice. "I can't take it." 
· The girl didn't look so good. She 

seemed to have gotten two shades paler. 
"What's the trouble ?"  I asked. 
"I'm scared, Dan," she said. 
I stood up and walked around to her. 

'-'Scared df what ?" 
She looked up at me-a little kid caught 

in the bottom of a well. "My father and 
I had a terrible argument. He' got sore. 
He ordered me not to see you again." 

"How in the world did all this come 
up ?" 
· "J u'st after y'ou plioned: I fnentioned 

about the two of us going together into 
the Clark house. He -got so · sor� . . . .  " 
· "Your old man's right. If he doesn't 
want you to talk to me any more, it's 
because h_e knows a wolf when he sees •. -..-
one." . _ .,,_ 

"No, Dan, that's not it . . . I'm afraid." 
"Afraid of what ?" "" 

Her ,eyes flickered down, then climbed 
back upJ ,.to me. "I've been thinking 
the last . Jew hours about the kidnap
ping. A��t how queer- it was. Especially 
about how I got the 10:ar. My father al
ways hated for me to drive at·night. Any 
time I wanted the car, I had to beg and 
beg. But last night, he said, �You want 
the car ? Take it.' " 
· I had a slight dizzy feeling. "You told 
me you sneaked away with the car," I 
said. 
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The girl's face wavered. "No, Dan. He 

told me to take it. You see . . .  he wanted 
me out in the car . . .  " 

You hired a dope like Tommy. You 
sneaked him in the family gara,ge and hid 
him in the back of the car. Then you gave 
the girl the keys. A perfect setup. But the 
man who hired Tommy was almost cer
tainly the same man who killed-

Wilma scrambled up. She must have 
seen something leap in my face. "Oh, 
Dan, that doesn't mean he did it !" She 
wrapped her arms around me and drove 
her face into my chest. 

"Of course not, kid." I broke away and 
picked up my hat and coat. She was after 
me, grabbing my arm. "Where are you 
going ?" 

"I'm going to take care of a few things." 
"I'm going with you." 
"No, kid. You're going to stay right 

here and rest up." I walked her across the 
room to the cot. "Lie down here. Lie down 
and close your eyes and relax. " 

"You're coming back soon ?" she asked. 
" Soon. You just close your eyes. Take 

a nap." 
"You promise you'll be back soon ?" 
"I promise." 

I walked quietly into the corridor. I 
felt as if I had just been in a hospital 
ward. I walked outside and got into my 
jeep. I drove into Broad Street, thinking 
about a guy named Stan Harvester. A guy 
with a sense of humor and a warm way 
with people. And a good family man. 
That was probably the key. Once, in a 
reckless moment, he must have got tangled 
with Peggy Clark, and he'd been paying 
for it ever since. 

I parked outside my Spruce Street 
haven and walked up the murky stairs to 
do the sorry thing I had to do-turn the 
architect's drawing over to the detectives. 

I unlocked my door and went to �he bu
reau. I picked up the drawing. 

"Don't move." 
There was scarcely any change in Stan 

Harvester's voice. A slight tautness, a 
slight shrillness-but still the familiar, 
slow-moving voice I liked. 

" Who else knows about this ?" he asked. 
"Knows about what, Stan ?" I asked. 
"About this picture-about her plan." 
"Nobody, Stan. Now, let's talk this 

over-'' 
"Don't turn I" he gritted. 

(Continued on page 129) 
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IF I SDOIJLD LIVE 
By Dorothy Dunn 

! IT HADN'T happened. It couldn't · 
have happened. It was just another 
one of those nerve-shattering night

mares that had been robbing him of the 
six hours' sleep he needed so badly each 
night. 

Pretty soon he'd wake up as usual, 
sweat soaked into his crisp black hair and 
beading his face. He'd wake up ex
hausted, with the flat taste in his mouth, 
the sour prospect of another day to be 
got through on the strength of a stiff back 
and the lingering memory of the bad 
dreams-dreams in which he killed and 
ran. 

There was always the running at the 
end of the dream, sometimes in his paja
mas down · Randolph, sometimes with a 
towel draping his middle, sometimes in 
the blue-striped shorts with the webbing 
at the back. 

Never in his clothes. He had never 
dreamed that he was running in his grey 
suit, in the heavy brown brogans that he 
usually wore in rainy weather. That is, 
never before had he dreamed it that way. 

But that's the way it was in this dream. 
Grey suit, white shirt, the one with the 
tab collar, the green knitted tie, green 
plaid socks, and the heavy brogans. 

The shoes held him back, slowed him 
down. He must have run barefoot through 
his other dreams, because he couldn't re� 
member the sensation of his feet touching 
the ground. The shoes made a big differ
ence. His feet felt like lead, and it seemed 
to take all his strength to lift them off the 
slick, rain-filled sidewalk. There were 
occasional puddles that he must have 
ploughed through, for there was a damp
ness to his ankles, as though the plaid 
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socks were soaked and were being slapped 
by wet trouser cuffs. 

He was having trouble breathing, too. 
His lungs ached and there was that pres
sure over his chest that usually woke him 
up when the chase had gone far enough, 
when he had taken all of the dream he 
could stand. 

He'd wake up soon. He'd groan and 
reach out for the lamp switch to flood his 
room with reality. He'd prop the pillows 
against the headboard of the bed and lean 
back, lighting a cigarette with numb fin
gers, orienting himself to a new day as he 
smoked it. He'd lie there, the dream still 
fresh in his mind, trying to figure out 
what might have brought it on, trying to 
recapture some of the details that were 
already slipping away from his conscious 
mind to bury themselves again in the mys
terious subconscious state. By the time 
the cigarette was finished; his power of · 
recall would be fiaished too. Another day. 
What things had to be done today ? He 
was tired. Nobody ought to wake up this 
tired. What was wrong ? Poor circula
tion ? Eating dinner too late ? Food too 
rich ? Worried about Joan still ? Wanting 
her still, wanting her so deep down inside 
of him that he didn't even know it when 
he was a wake ? 

He'd tried to be his own doctor and 
had come up without a diagnosis every 
time. Worry about Joan ? That was silly ! 
You don't worry about a dame that has 
grabbed herself off a twenty room house 
and a million dollar marriage ! 

And want her still ? Want her after all 
the cracks she made about the little apart
ment that had taken all of his sa vlngs to 
furnish ? Want her after all the nagging 
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she had done about his sixty-a-week job ? 
She'd kept him awake complaining, and 
had often left him so raw and ragged the 
next morning that he lived in c'onstant 
fear of making costly mistakes at the tell
er's window. Maybe it wasn't much of a 
job, but a guy had to be awake, had to be 
accurate, had to ba·lance out at the end 
of the day. 

Want her after listening to a year of her 
yapping, after seeing the set lines of her 
unhappy face day after day ? 

That was the silliest diagnosis of all. 
He wanted her about as much as a guy 
wants a record player that does nothing 

Every night he U>a& hit U>ith 
tho8e nerve-shattering night• 
mare1-until he could atand 

them no longer. , • , 

He was dreaming again of 

a man who killed and ran in 

a night that was made for 

murder-but this time, he 

knew, he would wake ;up a
_
nd 

find himself dead! 
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except en�te his faults and his in- hope for the comhtg years. . Keep an � 
cocnpete� ,every time it's turned on. on that Bill Edwards, feltomt. He's a 

· The happiest day of his life was the day smarl young man who's bound fo fiJOrk 
she�d . wld ' �him she was divorcing him. #fJ aM go places. Great persoMlitJ, too; 
�GootL luck,. joan. Rodney. · Tait has Stt11 want }oan,' when his hope .was be
enough money to keep you happy. Evi- ginning to c:Ome bade? Unthinkable. He · 
dently that's all you want oc need. No wondered how he'd ever fallen for her in 
contest, baby. · It's all yours. I'll even the first place. What a sap he'd been t 
dance at :your new wedding." And what a S:!.p Rodney Tait had been to 

H� had . danced, all right. But not at take over where he'd left off ! Of course 
· the swank ;reception. He had gone out for Joan was Prt:tt:r and before you lived with 
a private .celebration, smtling like a kid in her you tho!-'ght she was the sweetest 
his first.pair of long pants, like a girl on little bundle that was ever wrapped. But 
her first • date, ftke a country boy on his it was all · gift paper and fancy n'bbons. 
first walk through ·the big city. He stood Inside was that biting tongue that could 
there on the threshold of a new life, smil- tear apart a man's self-respect. In spite 
ing because of a freedom that was sweet. of the soft blonde hair, the skin as creamy 
He could . find himself now�his real self, as ivory enamel being stirred in the can, 
not the: dw:arfed image that his wife had there were the things she said. to a man. 
constantly showed him. Not his wife any 
longer; , !dis ex-wife. _ It was all ·over. It 
was a special moment for him. 

He had: started in a bar near the bank, 
had worked his way through the loop, and 
and had finished up at a night club with a 
cute girhnamed Irene who had kept tell
iQg hit; I Lwhat a swell guy he ,....�. He. 
couldn't remember the end of the evening, 
and Irene· had faded into t� obscurity of 
the last . drink and had gone off in a taxi 
back to wherever she had come from, 
which ' could have been anyplace. He'd 
never see ·her again, but he'd never forget 

· h�r. · 
There were lots of girls like Irene, but 

she would always be a part of the happiest 
night he'd spent since the year he'd lived 
with Joan. What a night ! What a good 
night it had been, freedom singing in his 
heart like Kate Smith, his own ego seep
ing slowly back into focus. And they had 
laughed a Jot. He'd almost forgotten that 
people laughed. 
, He hadn't been just a . bank teller that 

night, just a no-good sixty-a-week man 
with no future. He'd been his real self
Bill Edwards, twenty-seven, working at 

. the bank for peanuts, but with plenty of 

HE W:ISHED he'd wake up. This 
nuining through the rain in all 
of pis �lothes, in his heavy. brown 

shoes, wa.S going to wear him ·out, leave 
him limp as a rag in the morning. 
- He'd been running for hours, it seemed. 
Throus-h .the. night1 through the rain. His 
ch� . v;a.'s -sh�t' ' through . '�itK stit>bing 
pains and his mind was whirling with 
neon signs, traffic lights, places that he'd 
passed. Th� Biackhawk, the red crooked
letter flash of the House of Eng, the dia
mond brillian�e of Michigan Boulevard, 
the wet green of Grant Park, and always 
the half-faces of people jerking around to 
watch him run. A jumble of faces flicker
ing before his eyes, jumping into focus, 
fading out too quickly to be really seen. 

· His ears. 'o/ere ringing, too, and he knew 
he'd wake up with a headache. He could 
still hear the horns blasting at him, the 
laughter of people behind him, the shouts, 
the meaningful shouts that kept him run
ning faster and faster. And underneath 
all the sounds was the faint wail of a siren 
that had climbed up his spine with an 
echO of fear. that exploded against his 
brain. 
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He'd heard the bells then, the clang of 
trains, the whoosh of engines, and the clat
ter of the I.C. Station in Grant Park. 
. He writhed inside, knowing the sweat 
was breaking out on him now, seeping 
from his face into his chair� He struggled 
to bring himself awake, and it was like a 
game. The dreams always seemed so real, 
and yet, even in his sleep, he had possessed 
one contact with reality that knew it was 
a dream. This time it was different, just . 
as being in his clothes was different. His 
one thought-thread up to the conscious 
st.ate was nagging at him, teliing him it 
hadn't been a dream at an, that no dream 
could be this real. 

He didn't seem .to be running any more. 
But he couldn't move. It had turned into 
that kind of a nightmare. He fought to 
change his position, to reach out for the 
lamp pull, for a cigarette. 

The cigarette of recollection, of orienta
tion. What had to be done today ? Make 
more than sixty a week to hold Joan ? 
No, Joan was Mrs. Million Bucks now, 
rolling in the long green. He'd seen her 
coming out of the Palmer House at noon 
one deY, soft fur coat that shimmered so 
expensively, diamond-studded ears and 
all. He'd watched the sedan drive up, the 
chaffeur standing by so the queen could 
enter. She must have had cocktails with 
lunch. Bill knew the stiffness of her walk 
after a few. He'd looked down at his best 
suit in disgust. He'd thought of the quick 
hamburger he'd grabbed at Pete's Steak 
House, of the dull hours in his little cage 
at the bank. 

That had been payday. He'd left work 
with a fat wallet in his pocket and he'd 
passed up the movie he'd intended to see. 
He made the rounds, wishing he'd find 
Irene. He didn't, but at the Glass Hat he 
found Kathy, and he took her to the Pal
mer House and spent at least half his 
salary. 

The next night, he drank alone at a 
place called Simon's, and he met a nice 

bunch of fellows and discovered that he 
was lucky at cards. He discovered that 
money made life more exciting. · He spent 
his poker winnings on a new suit and then 
he took �athy out again. He took her to 
Don's, got high, and spent the rest of his 
salary. 

But he wasn't worried. He could take a 
small stake and get into another game and 
come out with .enough to run him for 
awhile. Unlucky at love, lucky at cards I 

Then he'd started having the night
mares, the crazy dreams of running. Like 
this one tonight. Running like a crazy 
man through the streets of this town that 
he intended to own some day. Small time, 
huh ? Joan thought he was small time, 
without the guts to make real money. 
He'd show her I And he'd have it before 
his hair got grey, before his middle bulged 
like Rodney Tait's ! 

He thrashed about with the urgency of 
getting up and being about it. He'd get 
sleeping pills after this. Then he could 
keep his head on during the day, keep his 
eyes on the cards at night. He wouldn't 
be going around with that sore feeling in 
his back, worrying over trifles, jumpy and 
inefficient. 

He was awake now and he wasn't run
ning any more, but he couldn't get his 
eyes open. He wanted the lamp on and he 
couldn't move his arm I Panic hit him all 
at once. He opened his mouth and began 
to scream. He knew it was too loud, but 
he couldn't help it. He screamed for some
body to turn the lamp on. "The lamp I 
The lamp !" The shrill sound echoed in 
his head over and over. Then it faded 
out. 

T
HE lieutenant took Joan Tait's 
arm and led her out of the emer
gency ward.' She was crying a little. 

"I'm sorry, Mrs. Tait. We had to stop 
him before he got on that train. Higgins 
aimed for a knee, but he stumbled and it 
got him in the spine. We dropped him. 
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just outside of the I.C. Station. What a 
chase he gave us !" 

"I know. I heard the radio flashes. Poor. 
Bill t I thought he might regain consciQus
ness, and · I knew there wasn't anybody 
else to come down. -I felt that I just ought 
to do it. " 

"Poor 
'

Bill ! You11 pardon me, Mrs. 
Tait, bttt poor Bill tried to Walk off with 
half the bank, and he shot the watchman 
on the way out. And he'd been stealing 
small amounts for weeks. Not only that, 
he was trigger-happy. He threw a shot 
at us before Higgins fired, you know." 

"I know, but that's what I mean. Bill 
wasn't the criminal type, Lieutenant. He 
was too weak, too scared of his own shad
ow. And he had absolutely no ambition. 
I tried to snap him ont of it, to put some 
starch into him. I tried for a solid year, 
but he didn't even have the nerve to ask 
for a raise. " 

"Well, I guess he was lucky he didn't 
live to face the chair, then.

,
; 

They were walking down the front 
steps of the hospital now, toward the 
chauffeur who was waiting beside the 
shiny sedan. 

"Lieutenant, just before--just before 
he died, didn't he try to say something ? 
You were closer than I was. What was 
he trying to say ?" 

" I  couldn't quite make it out, Mrs. 
Tait. It was just sort of a whisper. 
Sounded like "lam " to me, and I guess it 
was. That's a crook's word for escape. 
Anyway, thanks a lot for coming down to 
identify him. It'll save us some time.'' 

"You're welcome, "  she said. "Good 
night." 

It had stopped raining but she stepped 
carefully, hoping that her evening sandals 
wouldn't spot. 

Rodney told the driver to take them on 
to the Yacht Club and to hurry. They 
were already an hour late for the party. 

"Well, darling ?" he asked, holding her 
hand tenderly. 

"He died, Rod. Right while I was 
there I "  She was still shivering and cry
ing a little. 

'"I'm sorry he turned out that way, 
Joan. But try to forget it. After all, it 
isn't your fault." 

"I know it isn't," she said. "I can't 
help it if I stopped loving him after we 
were married. And even then, I tried to 
be a good wife. I used to tell him. . . • " 

Rodney closed her lips with a kiss. 
"You can't make people over, Sweet

heart. They're always just what they are. 
The frantic way he went about his first 
crime, proves that he was just weak, sel
fish, and more than a little bit stupid. It 
was the act of a nervous wreck who was 
cornered and didn't know how to get out. 
Now look, Joan, you helped the police 
get their books closed on him. Don't you 
think it would be wise for you to close 
your own books too ?" 

She leaned against this man who was 
strong and understanding, who was every
thing that Bill Edwards had never been 
and never could be. 

"Yes, Rod. But Bill was never mean. · 
He had his faults, but I can't imagine him 
shooting at people, killing a man !" 

"He may not have known what he was 
doing, Joan. That happens to people now 
and then. They move around in a frenzied 
blank. But about that book . . . .  " 

"It's closed, Rod." 
·�All the way ? Have you got your fin

ger out from between the pages now ?" 
"Yes," she said. " No more conversa

tion about it. Are the Langstons coming 
tonight ?" 

"I believe so. And Jim and Dinah. 
And Gordon and his girl, and the Eve
retts. Good party ? " 

"Very good. Rod, did I ever teH you 
that you're a wonderful husband ?" 

He nudged into her shoulder and 
turned his cheek to hers . with a puckish 
grin. 

"No. Tell me, Baby !" 



Founded in 1924 Article No. 848 
M. E. Ohaver 

A CIPHER is a secret �rlting. The way to solve eiphers is to experimenl with · soh- · 

stitute letters until real words begin to appear. In solving, notice the frequency 
of certain letters. For instance, the letters e, t, a, o, n, i, are the most nse«t in our 
language. So if the puzzle maker has used X to repres-ent e, X will probably appear 
Vf!llry frequently. Combimitions of letters will also give yon clues. Thus, the affixes · 
·ing, �ion, -ally are frequent. Helpful hints appear in this department each mo.Jtt.h. 
Study them carefully. 

CRYPTOGRAMS 
No. 5295-To the Last Drop. By *Sara. Beginners, try U, used alone, as one-letter-wo�d "a:" 
Substituting in RBUR (-a-) ,· and noting r.epeated R, pattern word "that" is suggested. Next, 
RBF ( th-) and RE ( t·) as "the" and "to" ; etc. 

· 

DROPFAR RE ZUSUGBORF YADRSOGRES : "NBUR BUZZFAD 

NBFA RBF SYZ .GESP PEFDA'R NEST ?" NYRRK UADNFS : 

"RBUR, DEA, YD TAENA UD XOLZYAH RE U GEAGVODYEi\ !" 

No. 5296-Psychic Ciphers. By Blackbird. Singleton L will unlock phrase LVLTR LRF 
L VL TR. Continue with phrase HTNU NUB, with due attention to repeated digraph NU. 

FABLED BGOABDD NUB DKZYPRDYTPKDSC DKOOABDDBF 

HTDUBD PA RBBFD PX NUB FABLEBA, TR NUB XPAE PX 

XLZSBD PA XLRNLDTBD, KDTRV L J LATBNC PX DCEZPSD 

ABOBLNBF LVLTR LRF LVLTR HTNU NUB DLEB EBLRTRVD. 

No. 5297-Mechanical CuriositY. By E. D. H. Compare short words CRNH, NH,' and RHN. 
Substitute in NGDHOAG, SHRA, and HDCACRZS, etc., an'd fill in. 

' 

FZFTD · NZFT, ACMTR GZSP-NECUN, NGTR LHCRTV . ZN 

TRVU CRNH XTSN, PHDKU KBUN TDCHOU *KHXCOU UGTTN. . . 
YON STRANGECUT NGDHOAG YTRNTD . NH KZJT, RHN NEH 

DCRAU, XON LOUN HRT, NECYT ZU SHRA ZU HDCACRZS ! 

No. 5298-Personal Property. By Vedette. Tentatively identify EVS and FNEV, with di· 
graph EV in common. Next, FNEVPHE and VPOSKE, checking with NO and NOESOE. 

NY TPOS NO XPPT YDNEV DOT FNEV VPOSKE NOESOE, 

DOBPOS NO EV S *HONEST *KEDESK RDB ZVDOXS VNK 

ODRS, FVPUUB PG NO LDGE, FNEVPHE USXDU LGPZSKK. 
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No. 5299-Hard to Hear. By William Thomas. Arrive at pattern FHUUHAR through short 
'WQI'ds-Ul3H. UL. and UBHRH. Follow up with 2nd, 3rd, and 4th words ; etc. 

UBJf";.:UEAR EAH FHERU RHKRDUDXH _ UL FEUUHAR "R" 
. .. . ... . 

EKO "P," EKO UBHRH NEAAZ SLLAHRU EKO EAH UBH 
. : ' . : -\ )  

GLRU . ODPPDNVFU UL YKOHARUEKO LXHA UHFHSBLKR 

No. 5300-Temperamental Temperatures. By *Betty Kelly. Note three-letter NRG following 
comma. Then complete RU and OR. PYNPURP, with thrice-used P, will. follow. 

XADDYRV ' XNTYRGND RU TURBYD ORGOXNVYP PYNPURP US 

KYND; TNPV KYND, PALLYD ZYNV .. X;NI,.Y OR *LNK, NRG 

HORVYD - SDUPV HNP SUDYXNPV SUD YNDTK *PYEVYLEYD. 

SYlf' KYNDP ZYRXY, *XZDOPVLNP OR PEDORB ? , !  ( ... . 

No. SJOJ:�h, Shucks ! By •A. W. Your choice of entry, through HOUR, HROPA, and 
URIT>A, checking with TRAPPT. or through affixes OE-, -OEZ, and -UOIE. 

KAMFPOXY POEZFOTUOM LOTUIYUOIE OESIPSAT FTOEZ 
' ·!,f.: :. 

"TR{\�,J.>AL" WIY EFUT HOUR TRAPPT YACISAL, HROPA 

"FETRAPPAL" LATOZEXUAT URITA YAUXOEOEZ TRAPPT I 

No. 5302-World's Longest? By Waggoner. Every symbol in the long first word is keyed 
elsewhere in the message. Note -'Z, *ZD., and the 3-word compound. Asterisks indicate capitals. 

*Rl\YHVYULQKRRCKAHCAR-RCECOLAGFKALH TLEPKRRRRYH-
l�'l 1.'1 ) J;-._. «·: .. 11 �·.1 · :"· '� · .{. : , •, 1 , :' , , · 

DAZURUECECECEGF, VU.VDA-OUCFD-RODDOL KELT, VXRR 

HYNO EV *RRYHVYUL, ZNYRR DEKH UH *KYROZ, NOYHZ : 
"*ZDl- *NYLA'Z *GFXLGF PA DFO KFUDO FYSOR QEER." 

_ , 
No. 5303-Track Event. By tRebbina. As a suggested entry, try for endings -'C, -CHC, and -FHF, duiT noting frequencies. Thus to OSCFH and OSCHGNH. 
HONK MACHINE - BACHC SMFRIZFRGB �-CMIH NGXF 

PMFR OSCHGNH XIBH EXBFSH *OSCFH t>.:>c::FH MAHMFNHI 
ORYFGHFR *ZGR-IK-*PGN'C XIZSBFHF NFXINU. 

No. 5304-Nice Neck Tie. By Dr. G. Kiln. Final -'T, and high-frequency Z (15 times) ,  will 
unlock KTZ, for an opener. XFFTZ will then drop into place l -

GOFYX VYFTGNS LGDDFBT 1 EKNDO RYFU YGYZ BFFOT, 

TCNDDRKDDH RGTANFXZO, BNPA ZMFPNS PYGVVN-XLT. 
KTZ - TNDCZX AGXLUGX'T XFFTZ, ZUEYFNOZYZO OZGPA 

,YFEZ, EZPGTTZDZO EDGSC-AFFO. LDFYNRH UKYOZY ! 
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WHAT may be the world's longest geographi- _tZiryab, gone since July, 1 947, returns after time 
cal term is featured, with full English transla- out for 3 years I Welcome back, ye crypto-;en-
tion, in current cipher No. 5302, by Waggoner. thusiasts I And keep your answers and contnbu-
And this recalls three cryptograms previously tions coming, fans, one and aU. Each and every 
published here, which employed another jaw- answer sent in counts in your solving total. An-
breaker, namely, "Chargoggagoggmanchauga- swers to current puzzles will appear in the next 
goggchaubunagungamaug," 43-letter . name of a issue of NDM I · · · 
lake not far from Webster, Mass., m southern No. 5305-Cryptic Division. By tian. N ?C �. 
Worcester County, near the Connecticut s�te with 4-digits in both divisor and product, hm1ts 
line, and believed to be the longest geographical N to 2 or 3. D minus 0 equals U eliminates one 
name in the U. S. of these. The 10-letter keyword runs from 0 to 9. 

The cryptograms naming the lake here re- N p D p ) R W E U S G ( P D N ferred to, were by tArthur Bellamy, in our ?ept. E G R S 29 1928 issue · by Wm. Chapman, pubhshed 
D�. 12,' 1931 ; �nd by Keewee, in our issue of U 0 R N S 
Feb. 1, 1941. As you probably know, the name U 0 U E R of this lake, which is usually conveniently D W U G shortened in the atlases, is an Indian word mean- 0 E N D ing, "Yon fish on your side, me fish on my side, U E R O nobody fish in middle." Try your hand at No. 
5302, and the other current crypts I And inci
dentally, for an interesting experiment with what 
mathematicians would call a "unilateral rect
angle," or one-sided surface, solve No. 5297 by 
E. D. H., and follow the instructi�s I 
No. X-5306. Flagpole Puzzle. By Volund. 

A monkey and a bird are atop a vertical 
thirty-foot flagpole. Both are thirsty. To quench 
their thirst, both drink from a well whose dis
tance from the foot of the pole, on level ground, 
equals the height of the pole. 

In reaching the well, the monkey climbs 
down to the bottom of the pole and walks di
rectly to the well. While the bird flies straight 
up a certain distance, then from that point 
straight along a diagonal down to the well 
But the monkey and the bird both travel exact
ly the same distance I 

Qweslion: How h(qh did the bird flyf 
Fans with a mathematical tum will enjoy the 

iiltricacies of oy olund' s "Flagpole Puzzle," No. 
X-5306. All measurements are in whole num
bers, no fractions being used. Hence the puz
zle may be solved by mathematics or by geo
metrical construction with pencil and paper. A 
carefully made drawing, showing so many feet 
per inch, would quickly aid in approximating 
the answer. 

John DeVore's "Multiplication Message," No. 
X-5294 in last issue, conveyed the secret text 
through three keys : (a) TRICKY LADS, (b) 
SHOPLIFTED, {c) ANTIQUE BOX. Each 
key was numbered from 0 to 9. The multiplica
tion was 9304 times 7 equals 65128. There are 
numerous multiplications of this pattern using 
all ten digits. Curiously enough, the numbers in 
some of these are formed by transpositions of 
the ·same figures, thus : 3094 times 7 equals 
21658 ; and 4093 times 7 equals 28651 ; etc. 

Newcomers to "SCS," and old-timers again 
taking up their ciphers, continue to swell the 
ranks of our Solvers' Club I And letters and 

ANSWERS FOR LAST ISSUE 

5283-E:xecutions were formerly held in day
time. But busy pickpockets, pilfering the crowds, 
forced the practice of holding them at dawn, be
fore large numbers of people were up and about. 

5284-Inquisitive patrons bored circus em
ployee with questions. Owner reminded worker 
that if public were not curious, show would have 
no business. 

5285-African runners pursue elands until 
they drop from exhaustion, even if chase lasts 
twenty or thirty miles. Antelope can't elope from 
hunter I 

528<r-Police arrest tramp whose pockets and 
pack yield : shoe horn, pliers, cup cake, over
shoes, pair of glasses, meat-ration coupons, eras
er, two fuses, sack of peanuts, handle of papers. 

5287-Most of the twenty-three billion annual 
transit passengers in our cities are carried by 
subways, trackless trollies, buses, and street cars. 

5288-Hard-riding contestants, all under eight 
years of age, provide cute sight at annual Shet
land rodeo. Lariat-spinning cowboys, pistol
packing cowgirls ride wildest ponies available. 

5289-"New look" brings back nineteenth cen
tury era. Leg-o' -mutton sleeves, pinched wasp
like waists, padded hips, bonnets, shawls, and 
what-nots I 

5290-"Tabun," Nazi-developed liquid death 
spray, deadly nerve poison, almost odorless, ef
fect like snake venom, penetrates clothing, some 
gas masks. Skin contact kills within minutes I 

5291-Pole vaulter, attempting record, runs 
with great leaps toward crossbar, plants pole, 
rises gracefully, sails over bar. Crowd applauds. 

5292-Storm smote ship. Sole survivor swam 
shoreward. Safe, slept soundly. Saw sunrise, 
smooth seas. Searched shipwreck, salvaged sup
plies. Scaled summit, scanned seagirt shore 
Started shelter. 

comments from these cryptofans will be fea- 9293-Key : 0 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 
tured, as space permits, from issue to issue. L 0 F T Y S P I R E Muchacho, Canadian cryptofan. returns after be
ing gone 16 years, since Sept., 1934 ; Aralc, last 
heard from in Dec., 1941, comes back after an 
absence of a mere 9 years I 0Marcia and 0 Jaybee, veteran °lnner Circle team, are now with 
us again, away 6 years, since July, 1944 I And 

All answers to current ciphers will be duly 
credited in our Cipher Solvers' Club. Address : 
M. E. Ohaver, New Detective Magazint, Fic
tioneers, Inc., 205 E. 42nd St., New York 17, 
N. Y. 



It� BE'ITEB to ,BtJBN 
A• uruly� •• the dicfmoru& he loved 
wtU old man Guzik---'Who doorJt.ed hi• 
babbliRg killer to tJBk for 11 rrttve- ----

and no one to hear! 

IT· WASN'T the football season. The 
. first of .the big games �as still three 

months away. But dodgmg through a 
brokert, field cme of E. Osmond Peabody's · 
sins caught up with him one hot morning 
in July and threw him for a twenty-four 
month. loss . .  The penalty would have been 
more except for the fact he had a very 
clever ·iawyer and the insurance company 
for whi�h he worked was loath to adver
tise to the business world that one of their 
supposed crack investigators was nothing 
but a .ct'Q.Ok who had been working hand 
in ha.nr{)�ith the underworld for years. 

The �t sia that tackled him doesn't 
matter:. There were many on the team, 
and anY. 6ne of them could have done as 
good a job. ·What does matter was the 
fact that when the gates of San Quentin 
clanged behind him, aU that remained of 
that which E. Osmond Peabody had ac
cumulated in twenty years of snide dealing 
was his belly. Washed into his lawyer's 
la.p were his stocks and bonds and £eal 
estate. Gone were the held-back jewels 
he bad put aside as an umbrella against 
the day that it might rain. Gorie were the 
luscious blondes and the redheads. Gone 
was his Cadillac car. All that remained 
were sixty-six dollars and twenty cents 
and the belly that even two years in a cell 
had failed to diminish. He promptly 
steered it to the nearest bar and spent a 
dollar and eighty cents of his capital to 
fill it with beer. 

It had been two years since he had had 
a drink. Mellowed by the beer, he con-

sidered his prospects. They weren't very 
bright. His Jkense had been revoked even 
before his trml. No other insurance com
pany would hire. him. He bad been a.n in
vestigator sa )qug he doubted if he could 
hold down any other sort of a job. He was 
fat and fifty and finished. 

Another man would have been !Htter. 
He accepted the fact without rancor. He'd 
had a good time while it lasted. And it 
had lasted a long time. Then too, there 
was old man Guzik and the Shannon 
string of fire. The necklace to the best of 
his knowledge, and he had checked with 
the underwriters, had never been re
covered. He knew. The insurance com
pany knew. The police knew. Everyone 
concerned with the case had known that 
old man Guzik had the necklace. But 
knowing it and proving it had been twQ 
different matters. Old man Guzik was 
crazy, but smart. He hadn't stolen the 
necklace for profit. He had filched it 
from his own shop because he was in 
love with perfection and the Shannon 
diamond necklace was the nearest thing 
to perfection of its kind. 

Comfortably awash with beer, Peabody 
almost felt sorry for the old man. The 
resulting scandal and stigma hadn't been 
any kinder to Guzik than the law had been 
to him. His wife and family had left him. 
He had lost his smart shop on Wilshire 
Boulevard. No wholesale jeweler or dia
mond merchant in his right mind would 
consider consigning merchandise to a 
jeweler all but convicted of stealing a 

By Joho (;orhett 
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four hundred grand necklace entrusted to 
him by a nitwit Hollywood star who 
hadn't had brains enough to ask for a 
receipt. 

P-eabody reviewed the necklace in his 
mind. He knew it well. Consisting of 
forty matched stones and one huge tear
shaped pendant, it was reputed at one 
time to have been part of the Russian 
Crown Jewels. He could well believe it. 
There wasn't a stone in the necklace that, 

He Mrrled Cuslh ro ,,.. •h•ft . • • •  

even hot as they were, wouldn't bring 
five thousand dollars in the hot ice market. 

Five times forty was two hundred thou
sand dollars. Peabody sweat beer at the 
thought. Any man, even a fat one, could 
have one hell of a fine time on that much 
money. And since his disgrace and sub
sequent bankruptcy proceedings, old man 
Guzik was reputed to be living alone in a 
tiny shack somewhere in a place called 
Box Canyon. He lifted a finger for the 
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barman and asked him if he knew of a 
place , called Box Canyon. 

"I kriow of a lot of Box Canyons," the 
bam1an said. " Hell, man. California's as 
full o( piaces named Box Canyon as you 
are of l:!eer." He set a fresh beer on the 
bar. "Go ahead. Have one on the house. 
I want to see you run over. " 

Peabody accepted the beer but refused 
tq be diverted. Searching his memory, he 
added, "I think this one is near an old 
mining town called Elfers." 

"Oh, that one, " the barman said. 
"That's over in the mountains back of 
Yosemite, I believe. Yeah. I know it is. 
I went deer hunting up there once. Elfers 
is a sort of ghost town, and there's noth
ing in Box Canyon but snow and old min
ing holes and rattlesnakes in the summer. 

"Thanks. Thanks a lot," the fat man 
&aid. He drank the beer and waddled out 
of the bar. 

his decision. He didn't dare mention Gu
zik by name lest he later be connected 
with him in someone's mind. What little 
money he had was going fast. To date 
his ramblings through the canyon back of 
town had been unproductive. Guzik might 
have a shack in the canyon, but up to now 
he had been unable to locate it. The bar
man had been right about the snakes. 
They, 'with birds and wild life of all kinds, 
abounded in the canyon. It was as wild 
and untouched by the hand of civilization 
as it had been in the days when the 
Forty-niners had made history. 

Now, on Saturday afternoon, nursing 
a five cent cigar that smelled rather dead, 
he sat on the porch of the hotel, watching 
the few shoppers pass and listening idly 
to the gabbling old men grouped around 
Sheriff Winson. Of all the characters in 
town, the aged sheriff was the most de.
crepit. He was a gaunt old man with a 
tobacco-stained white mustache, who could 

T !ME was when Elfers had pros- have posed for a picture of Father Time, 
pered. Time was when Saturday Peabody doubted if he could find his 
night had found five thousand men badge if it wasn't pinned to his sus

in town and there had been an opera house penders. The old man seldom if ever 
and two hotels, and bars and gambling stirred froni the hotel porch. The time 
joints had stood shoulder to shoulder on and place were ripe for the perfect crime. 
both sides of the main street. 'If only he could locate his victim. 

Now there were only a few stores, two He was considering throwing caution 
churches, one dirty beer parlor and the • to the wind and asking openly if a man 
rickety old hotel in which E. Osmond named Guzik was known to live in Box 
Peabody was stopping, ironically, next Canyon, when fate, in the person of the 
door to the local sheriff. erring jeweler himself, intervened. 

The town's only revenue wa.S derived 
from the few sheep and cattle ranches 
scattered through the foothills, a few 
grapestake cutters who worked the higher 
Sierras, an ·occasional lost touring family, 
and the local characters. The town was 
filled with them. shabby old men leading 
burros who, after a lifettime of searching, 
still hoped some day to find gold in suf
ficient quantity to justify the faith they 
had kept alive for so long. 

Peabody had never been so bored. He 
was beginning to wonder the wisdom of 

When last Peabody had seen Guzik, the 
jeweler had been wearing grey striped 
trousers and a form-fitting black morning 
coat that accentuated the smartness of his 
shop. He had been shaved two days under 
the skin. His ascot tie had been perfec
tion. His wisp of a mustache had been as 
black as his dyed hair. 

Now he looked like a mountain rat. 
He was wearing patched blue jeans and 
his · dirty grey flannel shirt gaped open to 
reveal a scrawny throat. His mustache 
was full and white and both his beard and 
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his hair -were grizzled. He walked as if 
punchdrunk, carrying an empty sack and 
babbling to himself. But there was no 
doubt he was Guzik. 

PeabOdy eased the fr�>nt:. r ungs of his 
chair to the porch and st;ut�q to get up, 
only to remain 5eated as the old man 
turned into a store and one of them on 
the porch asked Sheriff WinsOn, "Who's 
that hombre, sheriff ? Dop�t. call to mind 
seein' him 'round het:e beforc:." 

"Fellow by the name of,Bt:"own," Win
son told him. "Come in . about two-three 
years ago. •; He paused and: !>Pat. "Bought 
the old Tildy claim. You know. The one 
up back Of Lone Pine on the branch. 
Fixed up the shack, they say, and got him 
a garden and some chickep.�. Kinda self
sufficient like. Don't come . into town but 
about three times a year to: pick up a few 
staples."  

One of the men said �mething Pea-
body couldn't hear. , 

"No, I don't, Bill," the 'aged sheriff an
swered. "Two or three city lawmen 
from down below the Teh;;Lchapis did 
.come up and hold quite some long palaver 

· ; with him -right. a.fter, he bought -the claim. 
Bul: oeing they, didn't see fit to tell me 
what · it was about, I didn't figure it was 
my place to ask. Couldn't have been nothin' 
serious. Brown seems like a nice enough 
old coot. " He drew · a circle around his 
temple with a finger. "But..he's crazy as 
all git out; Ain't interested. none in min
ing or cattle or sheep. All be wants to talk 

. about is diamonds." 
The man who had asked about Guzik 

laughed. "He must be crazy if he figures 
on digging diamonds out of the old Tildy 
claim. Hell. That bole ain't showed no 
color since Hector was a pup. Aside, if 
he hopes to git diamonds out of it he'll 
have to drill clean thro.ugh to t'other side 
of the world. An' then the chances are, 
he'll come up with a John Chinaman in
stead of a diamond. Couldn't ever see 

. what anyone saw in 'em .no way. All 

they're good fur iS tO look at." He spat. 
· Peabody got to ?is feet <w1 .��ked 

, slowly down the rottmg boar� y.:� of the 
old gh. .ost town in the directio� �£�9� which 
Guzik had come. The old man was here in 
Elfers. And he stiU had th/ Shannon 
necklace. 'All he wants to b.ik �bout is 
diamonds.' The psychiatrists had a name 
for it. And so did he. That was . Guzik's 
guilty conscience speaking. . 

Peabody meant to relieve it .if he: �uld. 
Forty times five thousand dollars� That 
was more money than he'd ever h.a4. even 
in the days when he had been stealing it 
band over fist. . . . , .·. . 

The walk ended in a pile of termite
riddled boards i� front of what �r;ce had 
been a courthouse. The fat man .��ll(ed on 
out of town and up the narr�� .'r.�d lead
ing into the green of the motin

.tains. 
.He knew where the brarich :was. He 

also .knew Lone Pine. -He'd ,pM_!>e!i both 
the river and the lightning-shattered tree 
a half dozen times on his rambles- through 
the hills in search of Guzik. The shack 
must be cleverly hidden. But it he waited 
for the other man to return, Gi.izik would 
lead him to it. · · ._, '' 

The setup was a .natural. He wouldn't 
be missed at the hotel. He'd told the 
clerk that morning that he w11-s moving 
on, although he hadn't told · him when. 

. Guzik had a garden and chic�f;nS. He 
would return from Elfers with a sack of 
staples. The old man only we�t to town 
three times a year. It would be four 
months before he was missed, and prob
ably spring before anyone in Elfers would 
think to go look for him. I£ Peabody's 
business could be transacted swiftly, he 
could be on his way by nightfall. If not, 
well, Guzik liked to talk about diamonds, 
and Peabody had four months in which 
to persuade Guzik to tell him where he 
had hidden the Shannon necklace. 

The road pinched out into a trail. The 
trail grew steeper and finally branched, 
one fork leading still higher up toward 
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the timber line, the other fork into Box 
Cari'yort' ' ' THere were more · rocks he�e, 
rockk' a�'�big as a house. The three high 
rirris" 'o('tH� canyon that had given it its 
nariif W'�re plainly visible. They were 
stark I and ·bare. But through the right 
cetiter' of 'the canyon, foJiowing the gush
ing mountain stream, was a meandering 
oasis of green. And it was somewhere 
along ''t'fle '  · branch that Guzik had his 
shaCk. , :  

THE' sun rose higher. Heat beat 
'r,elentlessly down from the sky and 
up from the bare stone, but Pea

body scarcely felt it. He was too pleased 
with' himself. The L.A. police were fools. 
So 'were the underwriters. They had writ
ten off the half million dollars as a loss 
and subscribed to the fact that the former 
society jeweler was crazy. Only he was 
smart. 1 0nly he had been shrewd enough 
to realize that Guzik hadn't stolen the 

' necklace for its intrinsic _ value. Guzik 
loved diamonds the way men love women. 

Now 'and then a rabbit scurried across 
the path. Once he saw a deer drinking in 
the branch. Twice he heard snakes rattle. 
Between him and the sun, the great black 
shapes of vultures wheeled in never-end
ing cirCles. 

" You and me, brother, " the fat man 
told one' of them. "When the rest give up, 
we ea{ "' 

He had been walking for two hoq,rs 
when he reached the once-huge pine that 
served . now only as a landmark and a 
limited source of shade. He moved closer 
to the tree and stopped as a coiled snake 
in what shade there was lifted its flat 
head and stared at him with unblinking 
eyes. 

Another man might have killed the 
snake. There were plenty of rocks !'!andy. 
Not so Peabody. He had never kiJled any
thing or anyone in his life. He didn't be� 
lieve in killing. Only fools killed to get 
what they want. 

''Okay. You can have it," he told the 
snake. 

Mopping his face with a sodden hand
kerchief, he looked at the deep patch of 
green behirid the tree. It was easy to see 
how he ha'<'l · missed the shack before. 
Even now that he knew it was there, he 
stiJI couldn't see it. He could see a faintly 
defined trail leading back through the 
trees towara ' the water. He debated a 
moment, then ''walked around the tree and 
down the trail. Outside of the shelter of 
the trees, there · was no place in which to 
hide. Besides, it didn't matter if he fol
lowed Guzik to the shack or waited for 
him there. There would be no one to see 

·them. 
After the heat of the rock, it was like 

entering another world. It was cool un
der the trees, almost cold. Ferns and 
lichen replaced the greasewood · and the 
sage. Squirrels and birds replaced the 
lizzards and the snakes. The fat man had 
never seen so many birds. There were 
blue birds and red birds and jays and 
crested titmice and chickadees and mag
pies and larks and industrious red-headed 
woodpeckers drumming their accompani
ment to the symphony of runs and tril15 
and warbling. 

Peabody walked on stolidly. He didn't 
know one bird from another. He didn't 
care to. His favorite bird was the chicken. 
And he liked that plucked and fried. 

The shack stood in a small clearing a 
few dozen · feet from the foaming moun
tain stream. Even the fat man was im
press_ed. He was also even more confi
dent of getting that which he had come 
to get. The former jeweler's love of beauty · 
showed in the work of his hands. An 
emerald gree&- vegetable patch marched 
in precise rows down to the stream. It in 
turn was bordered by carefully trans
planted colorful wild flowers and flower
ing bushes. The shack itself wasn't much. 
In his hunt for Guzik, Peabody had seen 
a dozen like it. But this one had been 
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transformed. A thick mat of climbing 
rosea covered it on the two sides he could 
see. A flowering vine crept up the poles 
that supported the porch, to lie green and 
yeUow on the shingled roof. The whole 
thing looked like a set for some movie. 

Peabody sat on the porch and smoked a 
cigarette. The necklace could be hidden 
in the cabin. or Guzik could have it on 
him. His gaze crossed a crude log bridge 
to a black hole in the rock cliff which rose 
from the other side of the stream. Or it 
could be in the old mine. It didn't matter. 
Guzik would tell him in time. ·_ 

. The birds, seeing him on the porch, sur
rounded him in droves, cheeping and 
twittering. Rising, he drove them off. · · 

"Scat ! Shoo ! Get out ! H  he yelled. 
Guzik probably fed the damn things. 

Nasty, noisy things, birds. The un
screened windows of the shack were open. 
The door was cracked. Pushing it open, 
he walked in and sat in a rocker facing 
the door. It would be nice to have money 
again. When he got back to L.A., he de
cided, the first thing he would 4o would 
be to push a stone and then throw a big 
party A five thousand ·dollar 1Jarty. That 
would bring them running again. It would 
also burn the law, who wouldn't be able 
to figure where he had gotten the money. 

A long-tailed green and white bir� 
with an iridescent sheen and a yellow bill 
perched on the siU of the window and 
cocked its head at him. Peabody threw 
the fi�st thing handy to his hand, a sugar 
bowl, at it. 

"Get out of here." 
It flew off with a startled squawk, and 

he resumed his dreaming. Then he would 
buy some clothes and another car. A con
vertible this time. And mountains of food. 
He'd start his way at one end of the Strip 
and eat and drink his way to the other. 

· He rocked on, lost in pleasant contem
plation, half asleep in the heat only to 
start to his feet as someone said : 

"�ello there." 

He expected to see Guzik in the door, 
but it was empty. Nor was the �� in 
the clearing. He had, the fat man 'de� 
cided. dreamed he had heard some 'one. 
Bttt from then on he stayed awake and 
alert. This was a serious business.. In aU 
of his checkered . career he had never 
pulled so important a caper. 

· It was after five o'clock when the man 
he was waiting for came slowly dOwn. the 
trail through the trees, carrying a heavy 
sack on his back. He looked the same as 
he had in Elfers, with a subtle difference. 
The former jeweler was no longer walk
ing on his heels or talking to himself . 

For a moment it worried the fat Jitan. 
Then an understanding smile creased his 
face. He was up against another sharper. 
The former jeweler was crazy like a fox. 
He had a jewel mania, true. But money 
also entered the picture. 
. Guzik had put on an act. A go� one. 

His pretended insanity was a sham. He 
- wasn't crazy enough to lock up, but he. pad 
sidetracked the law and alienat� his 
family. For three years he had lived ilS he 
pleased in a mountain paradise with noth
ing to do but eat and sleep and create the 
beauty he so enjoyed.�. A�d when he de'" 
cided the heat had cooled off, all he .had 
to do was disappear and take the Spannon 
necklace wit,h him. 

Peabody was shocked by the thought. 
Why, the crook ! The dirty crook, .he 
thought. 

The jeweler was not only sane but 
slightly high. As he entered the clearing, 
the birds that Peabody had repulsed 
swarmed to his head and shoulders and 
tried to pick in his pockets. Roaring with 
laughter, he opened the pack and threw 
them great handfuls of grain from a sack 
in the top of it. Then, taking a pint bot
tle from his pocket, he shouted, "Here's 
to crime, my fine-feathered friends," tilted 
the bottle and qrank deeply. 

Here's to crime. The words echoed 
faintly from the thin screen of trees fac-
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ing the looming cliff across the river. 
Guzik was even more amused. "Nuts 

to you ! "he shouted at the cliff. 
Nut.t to you/ The words came back dis� 

tinctly. 
"You dirty erook. " 
YOU dirty Ct'OOk. 
Still roaring with drunken laughter, 

Guzik pkked up his sack again and 
mounted the rickety steps of the shack. 
Both the laughter and the whiskey 
strength drained from him when he saw 
the fat man. There was a flash of recog
nition in his �yes. Then they went dull. 
His face went slack. When he spoke, he 
sounded like the moron he had pretended 
to be in Elfers. 

"Diamonds. That's what I'm digging 
for. Diamonds. Nke, bright, blue-white 
diamonds. " 

His fat face impassive, Peabody said, 
" You and me both, brother. But cut out 
the loony act. You don't need to put it on 
for me. "  

The other man hesitated briefly. Then 
the light came back in his eyes. "What 
the hell are you doing here, Peabody ?" 

Rocking placidly, Peabody said, "That's 
better. Kinda pulled. a fast one, didn't 
you, Jake ?" -

Guzik shook his head. "I don't know 
what you're talking about. " 

The fat man told him. "The Shannon 
necklace. " He held out a pudgy hand. 
"Give. " 

Stacking the canned goods in the safe 
on the table, the former jeweler repeated, 
" I  don't know what you're talking about, 
jailbird. When did you get out of San 
Quentin ?" 

Peabody wasn't insulted. "Four days 
ago. " 

"And you came to see me right away. 
You came to see poor old crazy Guzik." 
Picking a five pound sack of flour from 
_the pack, Guzik carried it over to the food 
safe and dumped it into a ten pound lard 
can. Peabody's eyes, as flat and unblink
ing as a snake's, watching his every move. 
"How thoughtful of you. But you men
tioned the Shannon necklace. " 

"That's what I 'm here for. " 
Guzik · shook his head. "Then I'm 

afraid you're going to be disappointed. 
Even the L.A. police have decided I didn't 
take it. It just 'disappeared,' and poor 
old Guzik went out of his mind completely 
over the shame and disgrace . ., 

"I'll bet . .. 
"You can, " Guzik said. He stooped to 

put the can back in the safe, and when 
he straightened he was holding a .38 in 
his hand. "In fact, you can be damn 
certain of it. Now get out of here, you 
slimy rat, before I plug you !" , T HE fat man got to his feet slow

ly. He was -a heel; but he wasn't a 
coward. And he wasn't afraid of 

a gun. He had faced a lot of them. " Don't 
be- a fool," he said. " Shooting me isn't 
going to do you a bit of good. " He walked 
toward the other man slowly as he talked. 
"All it will do is blow your insanity alibi 
wide open." 

"I'll chance it. "  
"Why ? You may get away with theft. 

Both you and I have. But you can't get 
away with murder. Look. Why not play 
it smart ? Turn the necklace over to me. 
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· Mt fence it and split the take with you.,. ing the body where it was, he methodically 
Guzik said, "Ha," and the knuckle of tore the shack to pieces, a squaE�Jnch at · • , ) • 11 ' his trigg�r finger whitened. a time. He found what he was. )��ng 
The fat man- stopped where he :was. He for under the newly purchased ilq_l;lk.J� the 

had no intention of being: shot oat of bottom of the ten pound lard � '-- ;E:ven 
sheer nervousness on the ; . part of the covered with flour it gleamed m��; liquid 
other man. Give them time . . Always give fire. · · 

them time, was his motto. Rinsing it in a pail of water, he ad-
The former jeweler's voice, took on a mired it for a moment before qrop,ping it 

dreamy quality. "In fact, I, thipk I'd en- into his pocket. Crime didn't· ,pV.y ... )�ot 
joy shooting you,. Peabody. 1'� done as much. · At least it didn't pay . ;ran� ama-
1 pleased for three years. . I've gardened teurs like Guzik. The man had �'!Wea�ed • 
and slept and drank, occasionally, with 1lP for three years for nothing. Thin¥ing of 
wife to nag me and no busine.ss to worry the dead man reminded him that ikwould 
about. But it's been monotbnous. Yes. be a smart move on his part to. :dispose 
I thinkl 'd like to hear the boom before I of the body. He considerel • �v.eral 
take off for far places with strange methods, then decided on the mine, shaft. 
names." He laughed. "A thief come to_ · Carrying the body across toe' · rustic 
rob a thief. That's a hot on� !" bridge in 'the last of the waning tight, the 

Peabody noticed . that the, long-tailed - fat man edged Carefully irito , the, shaft bird was perched on the ,, window sill and struck a match, Twenty feet ,in, the ; 
again. "You don't intend tQ sqQOt in front shaft dropped at a forty-five degree, angle. 1 
of a witness, I hope. " He nodded at the He carried it . to_ the lip and pushed the · bird back of Gu:l(ik. "That would be silly."  body from him. h lunged forwa11d h'ke a 

Guzik turned, as the fat man had known · thing alive, hurtling down the shaft until ! 
. he would, and, moving with deceptive it landed with a thud and an ;�minous 
speed, Peabody closed the distance be- rising of rattles. " :  , ' ·��n"them and�broughH t p  his right fist And that, Peabody thought; is thdt. 
m a blow that knocked the other man off 
his feet. The revolver hit the floor, and 
went off. The slug whistled out the win- " 
dow, and the bird on the. · Sill flew off, 
squawking. 

· 

"You amateurs; '' the fat man said with
out heat. "You're all alike." . 

With an effort, he squatted beside the 
unconscious man and, grasping him by 
the front of-his shirt, . pulled him into a 
sitting position and attempted to slap him 
consci())us. Guz�'s head rolled limply with 
the blows. He wouldn't do any talking. 
He was dead. Peabody noticed the blood 
for the firat time. The revolver striking 
the Boor had discharged its slug through 
Guzi�' s lower abdomen before continuing 
out the window. 

Now he had a body to dispose of. And 
he still didn't have the · necklace. Leav-

He returned to tfi'� shack in the clear
ing. The birds and the squirrels were 
gone. The silence was so thick · �t bad 
weight. The fat man considered ' fu�ving 
on immediately, thought of the dark trail , 
through the woods and the snake�ridden 
rocks beyond it, and decided to pdstpone 
his departure until morning. 

Openibg a 'can of beans, he afe . them 
cold, then lay down on the dead man's cot 
and tried to sleep. Sleep had•ne�er been 
further away. He was a city Q;'3:n, and : 
the night noises of the woods . and the ' 
gurgling of the stream bothered him. 1 

At midnight h� gave up trying to sleep. , 
Getting up, he lighted the lamp and spent : 
the rest of the night in the rocking .chair, i 
watching the swift-scudding clouds cross . 
the moon. He had. tortured and beaten . 
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many men, but Guzik was the first man 
he had killed. He didn't like the reaction. 
For the first time in his life, the fat man 
realized that he, too, had nerves. 

He tried to put the thought from his 
mind. So he had killed a man. So what ? 
No one could ever prove it. He would 
never be brought to trial. No one would 
even know jt. Guzik wouldn't even be 
missed for four months, maybe more. And 
by that tii11e, this high in the mountains, 
the snow would be six feet deep, and all 
trace of · what had happened would be 
blotted out until the following spring. 

Toward morning it turned cold. He 
· tried to light a fire in the stove, and 
couldn't. There were no shavings in the 
woodbox and he didn't dare step out of 
the door into the dark. .He consoled him
self with the thought that, cold as he 
was, old man Guzik was colder. From 
time to time he took the diamond necklace 
from his pocket, but even the fire from 
the necklace failed to warm him. 

He was glad when morning came. He 
gathered wood with the first of the light, 
built a roaring fire in the stove, and put 
a pot of coffee on to boil. With a cup of 
coffee under his belt, he would be on his 
way. In two hours he would be in Elfers. 
In eight more he would be in Frisco. 
And eight hours after that he would be 
back in L.A. and the past two years would 
be blotted out in the bright prospects for 
the future. 

The squirrels and the birds awakened. 
A great scolding and cheeping began. To 
silence them, Peabody found the grain and 
threw out a great double handful. It was 
then he saw the second pint. In the early 
hours of morning he had cursed because 
Guzik had emptied the first one. He was 
not a whiskey drinker, but there were 
times when even a beer drinker could ap
preciate a shot. 

Opening the bottle while he waited for 
(Continued on page 124) 
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the coffee to boil he raised it to his lips 
and Guzik's husky voice came through 
the window-

"Here's to crime ! "  

T H E  dropped bottle shattered in a 
thousand pieces. Snatching the gun 
from the table, Peabody whirled 

toward the window, but there was noth
ing at which to shoot. The dead man had 
gone around to the other side of the 
shack. He must have, for his voice came 
from the window on that side. 

"Hello there ! "  
Cursing, Peabody spun on his heel and 

emptied the gun-at nothing. There was 
nothing there. He fumbled frantically 
in the safe for more shells and found ex
actly two. Hastily he thumbed them into 
the gun and raced out of the shack before 
he realized he was acting like a fool. 

Guzik couldn't talk. He was dead. 
Or was he ? 
"Nuts to you," his voice taunted from 

just beyond the first screen of trees. "You 
dirty crook l "  

His fat face flaming now, Peabody fired 
the two shots in the gun at the sound and 
a burst of raucous laughter answered him. 

The fat man raced for the screen of 
trees, then stopped so suddenly he kicked 
up twin showers of dust. If Guzik was 
alive, if he had somehow escaped from the 
mine shaft, the old man was probably 
well armed. 

A woodpecker chose that moment to 
drum on the metal water-spout leading 
from the roof of the shack, and Peabody's 
heart almost stopped. 

"It's my nerves, nothing else," he tried 
to tell himself. ' 'I'm letting the fact that 
I killed a man get me. I just imagine 
that I hear his voice. "  

H e  retreated to the steps of the shack 
and looked around him. Nothing had 
changed. The vegetable garden still 
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marched in orderly rows to the branch. 
Roses still covered three sides of 'the 
shack. The yellow flowering vine still 
supported the porch. Red and black and 
blue and yellow birds still feasted on the 
dead man's bounty. There wa� no sound 
but the twittering of the birds, the scold
ing of the squirrels. 

Inside the shack, the coffee boiled over, 
and the fat man ran up the stairs to lift 
it from the stove. Once he had · a cup of 
hot coffee-in rounding the table to get 
at the stove, he caught the capacious 
pocket of his coat · on the sharp corner of 
the table-and screamed. It · felt for a 
moment exactly as if a ghostly hand had 
reached out to stop him. 

Tumbling from the torn pocket, the 
necklace fell to the dirty floor, where it 
lay, a small blue and white snake, reflect
ing the rising sun. Snatching it up, Pea
body slammed it on the table and returned 
his attention to the coffee. It was hot and 
black and strong as lye. He reached for 
the pail to water a cup enough to enable 
himself to gag it down, and discovered the 
W<J.ter in which he had washed the neck
lace' 'Was scummed · with a filih. �f flour. · 

The pump, as he remembered it, was on 
the far side of the building. Emptying the 
pail, he pumped it a quarter· full, then 
could have sworn he heard movement in
side the shack and raced around the build
ing and in to find the necklace he had laid 
on the table-gone. 

The blood draining from his face, he 
forced himself to be calm. He might 
imagine hearing a vo1ce. But the neck
lace was another matter. He didn't 
imagine it was gone. It was. Incredible 
as it might be, Guzik was still alive, and 
when he had gone out to get water the old 
man had crawled in through a window 
and snatched back the necklace again. 

A moment later a mocking laugh 
proved it. 

"Here's to crime !"  the votce cackled. 
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Holding the empty gun by the barrel, 

the fat man walked out to the porch. · The 
voice ·was coming now from the far side 
of the stream, not far from the �outh of 
the ffiir{e :shaft. 

· 

Go'9Ci.! 'j{e had the old man t�apped. 
And Guzik. · obviously didn't have a gun. 

· If he had a gun he would have fired by 
now. The voice continued to taunt him. 

"Hell�. there, you dirty crook ! 
Peabody crossed the rustic bridge 

warily, ignoring the gale of raucous laugh
ter pelting at his ears. 

"Ha, ha, hah ! Hello there, my fine
feathered friend ! " 

The fat man thought he understood. 
"The ���. man is crazy. Be's completely 
out of his. mind." 

But that still didn't explain how Guzik, 
badly wounded as he was, had crawled 
up the forty-five degree angle mine shaft. 

Maybe I'tJL cra::y, the fat man thought. 
He suddenly had to know. He had to 

know if Guzik was still at the bottom of 
the shaft and he just imagined he heard 
the voice-if it was his own guilty con
science speaking. 

The
. ·voice was n� l�nger , la�ghing. 

Warily entering the mouth of the shaft, 
the fat man struck a match. It was longe·r 
and d�rker anq smaller than he remem
bered it. The match burned down and 
burned his finger. He ' lit a secon<l and 
then a 'third. He was on the lip of the 
incline now, but he could only see a scant 
three feet ahead of him and he was 
damned if he would descend the · shaft. 
He picked up a stone and threw it. From 
the boftom of the shaft an angry rattle 
answered. 

Alive or dead when he h:fd thrown him 
in, Guzik couldn't have left the shaft 
alive. Slightly relieved, the fat man 
turned only to hear a second rattle, this 
one much closer at hand, too close for 
comfort. 

The faint light at the mouth · of the 



It's Better to Burn 

shaft seemed suddenly miles away. He 
took a step forward and stepped on a rot
ting pick handle. It was round. It was 
soft. It gave. As he moved sideways, a 
dislodged piece of quartz dropped from 
the side of the shaft and struck his thigh. 

Screaming, he ran for the light and 
across the rustic bridge and past the flow
er-covered spack without stopping, froth 
flecking his lips, the light of madness 
in his eyes, the dead man's voice keep
ing pace with him. 

"Hello there ! You dirty crook ! Nuts 
to you I Ha, ha, hah I "  

H e  was old. It was hot. H e  was tired. 
Sheriff Winson had tried for an hour 
to make sense out of what the fat man was 
saying. He had even assembled and 
mounted a posse and allowed himself to 
be led back to the old Tildy claim, but it 
still didn't make sense. The fat man had 
walked off that morning, in his right 
mind as far as any one could tell, and had 
returned stark, raving crazy. 

Peabody tried to pierce the mental fog 
closing in ever tighter. "Voice--dead
diamonds-hello there. . . . " It was an 
effort for him to speak. When he fin
ished he stood panting, brushing the 
crawling graveworms off his tortured 
body. Then his twisting fingers clutch�d 
his thigh as though to form a torniquet 
and he panted one last work. "Snake ! "  

Winson spat a stream o f  amber tobacco 
juice, then pushed his battered hat back 
on his head as he looked at his elderly 
posse. "One of you fellows may make 
sense of that. I can't. From the looks of 
the cabin, I'd say this fellow and Brown 
had a falling out and maybe Brown tried 
to kill him. But why is way over my 
head." 

" Mine, too," agreed the man who had 
asked who Guzik was. " Not that it makes 
much difference. It looks like Brown has 
skipped. And this fellow here has a date 
with a padded cell down at Camarillo." 
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A long-tailed green and white bird with 

a yellow bill perched saucily on the ridge 
pole of the flower-covered shack, cocking 
its head, and said, "Hello there. Nuts to 
you. Ha, bah ! " 

"Bird," Peabody said thickly. "Bird." 
None of the posse men were impressed. 

"Yeah. A magpie," Sheriff Winson told 
him. " Must have been a pet of Brown's. 
If a man's got the patience and the time, 
he can teach a magpie to talk as well if not 
better than any parrot. But we ain't here 
to discuss birds. What's eatin' you, man ?" 

The fat man tried to tell him, but the 
black fog closed in, thick and irrevocable. 
"Diamonds," he babbled. "That's what 
I'm digging for. Diamonds. " 

Sheriff Winson turned his horse in 
disgust. "Oh, hell ! I've had enough of 
that. There must be something about 
.this old claim that sends everyone nuts on 
diamonds. One of you fellows swing the 
poor devil up behind you and we'll take 
him on into town and turn him over to 
the state patrol." . 

One of the posse men did as he was 
ordered, and from the ridge pole of the 
shack the magpie laughed raucously. 

"Guzik," Peabody said thickly. 
"No," the posse man on whose horse he 

was riding corrected. "That's just a mag
pie, fellow. Darndest pests and thieves 
you ever saw. Come right in the house 
and carry off things if you don't watch 
'em. Specially anything bright or shiny. 
Yes, sir. I bet we might be surprised if 
we knew all that was in his nest." 

He turned his horse and rode off with 
the others, the fat man clinging to him. 

Behind them, the clearing was silent a 
moment. Then it came to life again with a 
great cheeping and twittering and scolding 
as the long-tailed yellow-beaked bird on 
the ridge pole streaked through the sky 
to its nest thirty feet up in a tall pine, 
screaming raucously, "Hello there ! Well, 
here's to crime ! Ha, hah, ha, ha, ha ! "  



Die on My DooJ;'st�p 
. (Conti11ued f,.om page 105) 

I held stiff. 
"I'm sorry you got into this," he said, 

his voice suddenly failing. "I've always 
liked you. But I have a family. I had to 
kill her to spare them, and now I have 
to-" 

I didn't hear his step-1 guessed it. I 
sWung around, gripping the picture frame 
in both hands. 

Stan's face was huge in front of me
his right hand was high-holding· a pistol 
by the barrel-bringing it down at my 
head-the picture frame gashed into his 
temple. 

He took a queer, hopping step side
ways-his legs tangled and he sat down 
with a bump. 

I dropped the picture, rushed · at him, 
ripped the pistol from his hand. A heavy 
.45. I stepped back. 

Stan 's head wavered-his glance mean
dered groggily across his sprawling legs. 
A red grime oozed from his temple. 

"So now you've got me," he mumbled. 
"I'm sorry," I said. I. sounded crazy to 

myself. The man had just tried to slug me 
an<_! then, probably slit my throat-and 1 
was sorry. 

' 'I 'm sorry," I said again. 
"That's what I thought," he said, his 

voice once more infected with weariness. 
His face turned down. I saw his hand 

slowly move up his leg-then dive into 
his coat pocket. My heart thumped. I 
slapped down the safety lock on the pistol. 

His hand came out of his pocket with 
nothing-nothing I could see. 

of'lis hand moved to his mouth. 
Maybe I could have stopped him. May

be if I had dived at him, I could have 
caught his hand. Probably not. -

He closed his eyes and swallowed. 
I picked up the phone and called the de

tective division. Then I sat down and 
waited for Stan Harvestet, my friend, to 
die. 
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New Detective Magazine 
(Continued from page 8) 

Dear Editor : 
· I think that contributions by the readers 
to Tile Witness Chair is a good idea. It 
makes New Detective, which I think is fine, 
even better for me. Here's my contribu
tion : 

· As late as the time of the American Revo
lution, English law phscribed that a per
son accused of crime who refused to testi
fy on the witness stand should be pressed 
to death. The usual method was to place 
the culprit under a wide door, and then pile 
on stones until the life was crushed out of 
him. 

John Leeds 
Atlanta, Georgia 

And if you think that's bad, then get 
a load of this : 

Dear Editor : 
In sixteenth-century Germany, the crime 

of killing a tree was considered to be even 
more serious than the murder of a human 
being. Anyone who injured a standing tree 
had his intestines tied to the tree, and was 
then forced to encircle it until the wound 
was covered. For the crime of setting fire 
to a woods, the offender was tied in a steer
hide and thrown three paces in front of the 
raging fire ; this was repeated three times, 
whether the culprit was alive or dead. 

Richard Bauer 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 

Compared to · that, doing a five-to-ten 
stretch in a good old U.S. jail would be a 
picnic, and never mind the ants. 

Dear Editor : 
Several of the American Colonies assessed 

fines in commodities rather than in cash. 
For four successive absences from church, 
a Virginian was fined fifty pounds of tobac
co, and various other quantities for different 
infractions of the law. Maryland also as
sessed fines in tobacco, and South Carolina 
in rice. 

Louis Bates 
Orange, Va. 

You probably couldn't see the judge for 
smoke. We'll have to leave the world of.. 
crime in its artificial fog, fans. We've just 
about finished the last mile. But we'll meet 
again to take up murder and mayhem irr 
the next issue. Until then, Happy Crime
hunting ! 

· -THE EDITORS 



Build a Fine Business - FULL or SPARE TIME!  

Money We Show You How To 
From Very F I RST Hou r !  Start your big business, 

backed by this 45-year
old, million-dollar company ! We furnish FREE SELLING OUT
FIT-How-To-Do-It Instructions that help you take orders QUICK I 
You 1-!'et nractical Sales Hints-monthly newspaper with plans 
that WORK-Customer Gifts that bring "Automatic Sales" I CASH 
IN QUICK-build highly profitable Repeat Business ! 

SILVER GRAY TACKLE 
TWILL JACKET � Men everywhere waltln� tor you to show and ��i,L �����u!
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makln� football pants. Included In FREE selling 
out6t. Write TODAY. 

MILITARY GABARDINE 
� TRENCH COAT 

Smart, masculine military style 
coat SELJ.S FAST to men wbo 
want raln-prote<!tlon with smart 
�<tyllng, lonJ{ wear. Also leather 
Jackets, raincoats. eolorlul Jac
Shi.N. Get Free Outflt SOW! 

FOLLOW THESE TOP MEN TO EXCEPTIONAL PROFITS 

MAKE EXTRA CASH 
SELL I N G  SHOES 

"I have had many ex-periences 
aelltnsr as many •• 5, 6, And 'T 
pain In one sltttnz:. I rccelved 
a phone eall from Ot'le party. 
who wanted 2 pairs or shoes. I 
went to his store and. made 7 sales. My advance eommlsslons 
my best d.ay were &�1 .50.'' Barr)' R. Williamson 

Everybody buys shoes ! Nation's Leading line offers 
over 150 styles, finest comfort-shoes for work, dress, 
aport. Fit Men and Women 1 

GOOD HOUSEKEEPING 
SEAL OPENS D O O R S ,  
C L I N C H E S S A L E S !  

When you mention "Good Housekeeping", women every
where KXOW YOU OFFER FL�E SJJOES-hesltation 
ends-sales come easler than evert 

EXCLUSIVE f Y�us-
AIR CUSHION SELLS 

SHOES FAST 
Thousands of tttt)' air bubbles 
z:lve buoyant arch 1upport. 
provide all-day·lonz: comfort 
. . . and EVERYBODY wanu 
root comfort! 

.. For four years, my averaz:e :'���� -��mf"
s 
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w"�� 
couldn't have done It except for 
the liberal eommlssions paid by 
the Company on this wonderful 
Une of shoes and J:llrments 
above and beyond competition." 

Charles Tuttle 

POWERFUL N A T I O N A L  
ADVERTISI NG 

You get the benefit of big, powerful ada 
In Saturday Evening Post. Good Rouq. 
keeping. scores or other national maJta· 
zlnes! Millions KNOW MASON-we pt.y 
the hills to help you hecome known as 
lhe Factory-trained Mason Shoe Fitter In 
your townl 

GET FREE SELLING OUTFIT! 
Get Into the BIG MON"EY rl�rht awayt 
Send for your outfit tooay, be In bust. 
ness next week! as the direct factory 
Salesman of the l.eader In the industry! 
DON'T DELAY-WRITE TODAYZ 

RUSH COUPON NOW! 
MASON SHO. MF'Q. CO. 
Dept. M·358, Chippewa F'•lls, Wie. 
I'm wtllinc to be shown how I can Build a 
Fine Bualneu selling Jackets. Ratnooata, and 
EXCLUSIVE Feature Shoes. RUSH me your 
FREE Sellin& Outfit. lncludtn�r Tack.le·Twlll 
Jacket, Velvet•HZ Air Cushion shoes, unique 
Zipper shoes. other raat-ulltng Items. Send 
everythlnl' FREE and POSTPAID. My own shoe 
size Ia ( ,  • • •  , . ,  , ) 
Name . . . . • . . • • • . • •  • • • · · · • ·  · • • • • • •  • • •  • • 
Addresa . . . • • • • • • • • • • • • • . • . . • . . . . . . . . . .  
City A State . . . . . • .  , • , . . . . . .  • . . . • . . . . . .  
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are bought by men 

who like that 

clear 
etean 
taste 

All the thousands of words we 
might use to tell you about PM's 
"clear, clean taste" couldn't begin 
to mak� the idea as clear as this 
charming sketoh of the cub on his 
honey holiday ! This p.m. try the 
"clear, clean taste" that attracts 
so many millions to PM. 

PM 

National Distillers Products Corporation, New York, N. Y. Blended Whiskey. 86 Proof. 67!1% Grain �eutral St:>it. 




