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you're that man, here’s something that will
F Gt o

Not a magic formula—not a get-rich-quick
scheme—butsomethingmoresubstantial, morepractical.
Of course, you need something more than just the
desire to be an accountant. You've got to pay the price
—be willing to study earnestly, thoroughly.

Still, wouldn't it be worth your while to sacrifice some
of your leisure in fayor of interesting home study—over
a comparatively brief period in your life? Always pro-
vided that the rewards were good—a salary of $3,000
<o $10,000?

An accountant’s duties are interesting, varied and of
geal worth to his employers. He has standing!

Do you feel that such things aren’t for you? Well,
don’t be too sure. Very possibly they can bel

Why not, like so many before ;'ou, investigate
LaSalle’s modern Problem Method of training for an
accountancy position?

Just suppose you were permitted to work in a large
accounting house under the personal supervision of an
expert accountant. Suppose, with his aid, you studied
accounting principles and solved problems day by day
—easy ones at first—then the more difficult ones. If you
could do this—and if you could turn to him for advice
aﬁ the problems b came complex—soon you’d master
them all.

That'’s the training you follow in principle under the
LaSalle Problem Method.

. You cover accountancy from the basic Principles
rightlup through Accountancy Systems and Income Tax
Procedure. Then you add C. P. A. Training and pre-
pare for the C. P. A. examinations.

L As you go along, you absorb the principles of Audit-
ing, Cost Accounting, Business Law, Statistical Con-
trol, Organization, Management and Finance.

Your progress is as speedy as you care to make it—
depending on your own eagerness to learn and the time
you spend in study.

Will recognition come? The only answer, as you know,
is that success does come to the man who is really
trained. It’s possible your employers will notice your
improvement in a very few weeks or months. Indeed,
many LaSalle graduates have paid for their traini
with incre: earnings—before they havecompleted itl
For accountants, who are trained in organization and
management, are the execu iv s of the future,

Werite For This Free Book

For your own good, don’t put off investiiation of alf
the facts, Write for our free 48-page book, “Accoun-
tancy, The Profession That Pays.” It’ll prove that
accountancy offers brilliant futures to those who aren’t
afraid of serious home study. Send us the coupon sow.

Over 2300 Certifled
Public Accountants among
LaSalle aivmn}

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY

A CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTION
417 South Dearborn Street, Dept. 10329-H, Chicago 5, Illinois

I want tobeanaccountant. Send me, withoutcostor obligation, the 48-page book, “Accountancy,
The Profession That Pays,” and full information about your accountancy training program.
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E HAVE a sneaking suspicion that

‘;s/ even though the leading character,

as well as the author of our forth-
coming novel, are fairly new to THRILLING
DETECTIVE Magazine, they will both be
warmly welcomed by our readers. It is only
a couple of issues since we first presented
two-fisted Race Williams in a story by Car-
roll John Daly—and the favorable comments
have been coming in thick and fast.

So if you are one of the many who liked
“This Corpse on Me,” we think you’re going
to be glad we have said encore to author
Daly so soon. Come along in again, Race,
this time with:

I'LL FEEL BETTER WHEN YOU'RE
DEAD

by
CARROLL JOHN DALY

Come on in swinging—come on in shoot-
ing! We have an idea you're going to be
mighty popular around here!

It's Riley who gives Williams the tip, and
Riley has never yet given him a wrong steer.
But “casing” the joint, Race Williams just
can’t see any bunch of hoods bringing Judson
Master’s daughter to such a down-at-the-

heels dump as the Crescent hotel. However, -

Riley’s tip is that there’s a kidnaped girl at
the Crescent. If Williams can bring her back,
alone and unaided, without notifying the
police, it means ten grand lining the inside
of the private detective’s pocket.

It costs Williams a century-note to have
the bartender even rise to the bait, but Race
knows there is a kidnaped girl in the Cres-
cent hotel, only things aren’t going to be easy.

The detective notices those four hoods

Where Readers,

Writers and

moving threateningly toward him. When
one of them knocks the neck off the gin
bottle and actually moves the jagged glass
toward his face, Williams knows exactly what
to do and does it. He takes one shot at the
hood. Then he crashes the nose of his pistol
right across the skull of another thug known
as Granger. Oh yes—they certainly are hold-
ing a snatched girl up in Room 305 and did
you ever see such a change in the attitude
of a couple of hoods!

The Wrong Victim

Race Williams finds her, nicely trussed up.
Only it isn’t Gloria Masters. What is more
to the point—it is Sally Evers, and many a
night Williams has seen her at the Five Star
Club, run by Johnny Rainer. Not only why
—but who has kidnaped Sally?

It seems Sally is “going places.” Ben Tyler
is her agent, and Kent Mason of Superior
Pictures is around. Sally sees no reason why
she should pay so much so-called “commis-
sion” in so many places. To blazes with all
these gunsels. Sally decides to sign up.

She doesn’t expect a snatch and a threat-
ened rub-out. Race Williams comes along
just in time to save her life.

Poor Sally--she doesn'’t realize at first that
the trail leads all the way up to George La-
tham. Yes, that’'s “the” George Latham—
good old “Horse Face.” You see, Latham is a
business man. The law doesn’t even think of
pinning anything on him. A modern Profes-
sor Moriarty, an ugly spider in a veritable
web of crime, if there ever was one!

Race Williams knows that he will need
every ounce of his resourcefulness. He has
always boasted that nothing was too tough

(Continued on page 8)

the Editor Meet
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who never thought they could!

Thrilied by Playing
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Plays After 2 Months

T hesitated before sending for your
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verience I had with a course by
ear from another company. I am
playing pieces now I neverdreamed
I would play after only two months.
*E. T., Prichard, Ala.

®Actual pupils’ namoes on request.
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I think

course. *8. E.

Woudn't Tao $1000 for Course

The Iessons are so simple that anyone can
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By this EASY A-B-C Method

OU think it's difficult to learn

music? That's what thousands
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Learn In Spare Time at Home
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home—without a private teacher—
without tedious study—and in a
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to the U. 8. School of Music for the
facts about this remarkable short-
cut method. And the
facts opened their eyes!
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cents a day. Never mind if you have
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booklet and Print and Picture sam-
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HEADQUARTERS
(Continued from page 6)

for him. And Sally won’t cooperate. She
wants to know when Race Williams is going
to quit “playing with fire and dynamite and
T.N.T.”

Personally, we hope he’ll be around for
some time to come. If we ever presented a
hero who is “hot as a firecracker”—Race
Williams is the fellow. Look forward to I'LL
FEEL BETTER WHEN YOU'RE DEAD.
You’'ll be glad we told you about it!

Also in the next issue, a humdinger of a
novelet:

THE STRANGLER
b
CURTISS T.Y GARDNER

Let us imagine the dank, fetid swampland
and lake country of Florida known as the
Everglades. There are snaky mangrove roots
and decaying vegetation, while the Spanish
moss hangs limp from the cypress trees. It
is late at night and Tom Ward is adrift in an
open boat, at the mercy of the current. The
only light he has is the dull glow from his
pocket flashlight. The battery of this is near-
ly exhausted. Then the darkness will be
complete.

Things were not this bad when he first left
his own cabin. He left in a great hurry when
he received that telephone call from Urquart,
his friend downriver. While wandering
around in the palmetto scrub, little Mort was
bitten by a rattler. Will Ward come at once
and bring the serum? Tom Ward realizes the
quickest way to get there will be by boat.
There is an outboard motor, of course.

But after a few miles, the motor fails. The
gas tank is empty. Ward is not worried. He
always carries an emergency can of gas.
Picking it up, he sees the great gash and
knows that it has been deliberately stove in.
He is adrift with the breeze pushing him
gradually ashore!

The Body in the Boat

In sheer desperation, he looks in the bot-
tom of the boat, under the mullet net, for the
oars. The oars are gone! But that isn’t the
thing that sends the worst chill up and down
Tom Ward’s spine. There, in the bottom of

(Continued on page 109)
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A Mystery
NOVEL

The girt had a Hower in her hand and | didn’t need a stethoscope to know she was dead

Hibiscus and Homicide

By WILLIAM CAMPBELL GAULT

Honolulu private eye Sandy McKane liked to take things
easy — until his girl friend got tangled in the swiftest
murder merry-go-round ever to hit the Pacific Paradise!

with the fan going and the shades down
and a Tom Collins in my hand.

My office is on Hotel Street above a
bookstore and across the hall from Dr.

CHAPTER 1

THEY SAY—*“DoLLY DEAD”

in the shade. That’s not just a
boast because I live there. But
it was hot this day, even in my office

HONOLULU is rarely hot—at least

Ray Nakamura—Dentist (Painless)—
or so the lettering on his door and win-

dow says.
1 was nursing the drink, relishing it

11



12 THRILLING DETECTIVE

in my sodden way and hoping no one
would drop in, when someone did.

He was wearing cocoa-brown trop-
ical-weight trousers that fitted the
ankles very snugly and billowed above
(zoot), some sort of lavender sport
shirt with an open collar and a sport
coat of some colors I'd never met be-
fore. The shoes were white buck and
immaculate. The height was around
five feet.

He was a Filipino and he was very
grave standing there in the doorway in
that ridiculous outfit. He had the face
of a man who had lost too many fights.

I didn’t get up but pointed to the chalr
on the other side of my desk.

“Drink ?”” I asked.

He shook his head. “You Sandy Mc-
Kane?’ He was walking toward the
chair and he sat in it as he finished the
sentence.

“Right.”

“Detective?”

“Hmmm-hmmm. Girl trouble?”

He nodded eagerly. “How you know ?
You know me?”

With Filipinos it was always girl
trouble. “I know you,” I said. “Juan
Mira. I saw you fight Billy Chun, Art
Gutzdorf, Young Silva and . . .” 1
tapped my brow with my free hand,
thinking.

“Val Yaguchi?’ he suggested hope-
fully.

“That’s it,” I said.
out in the third.”

He nodded, sighing. “Him I can beat.
Not many but him.”

“You always try,” I consoled him.
“You always give them their money’s
worth. That’s all a man’s expected to
give, his best.”

“Yeh,” he said. “Sure.” But he didn’t
look consoled.

“And now your girl,” I said.

He nodded dolefully and took a king-
size cigarette out of an enameled case.

“You knocked him

“Missing.” He lighted the cigarette
with a silver lighter. “A week ago.
Left me.”

I coughed in my genteel way. “You—
ah—were—I mean, she lived near you?”

“Next room,” he said. “Door between
and—"

“Hmm-hmmm,” I said quickly. “You
mean you both live in a hotel ?”

He nodded. “Kealia Hotel. I pay her
rent and buy her clothes and feed her
good and give her.jewelry and leave
her drive my car. We get along.”

Until a week ago. “Local girl?” I
asked. '

He nodded.

“Filipino?”

He shook his battle-scarred head.
“Chinese-Portuguese. Little Hawaiian
maybe. You know, mixed.”

How well I knew. “She didn’t work?”

“Sometimes she sing, dance a little,
make a little money. Why she work?
She got Juan.”

But Juan ne got her now. Juan got
heartache. What the boys in the ring
couldn’t do this girl could—hurt him,
put him down.

“She’s got a family ?”’

“In Wahiawa, I think. She no go
there. No talk to them.”

Or they to her, probably. Sing a little,
dance a little, take Juan for a ride a
little. No girl to be proud of surely—no
daughter to show off to the local swains
and their families.

“Juan,” I said, “I don’t think you
want me. Maybe the Police Department,
the Missing Persons Bureau or maybe
Dorothy Dix. But not me. I cost money.”

“Money I got. Don’t worry about
Juan.” ~

“Sure. But you don’t want to spend it
for this. She left you, didn’t she? You
had a little squabble and she ran out on
you?”

“No squabble. She no run out. I keep
her happy. She leave no note, she say
nothing. She not in town. I look all over
town. I got friends. I ask them. They
look. No Dolly, not in town.”

“And the Police?”

“I don’t want no Police in my busi-
ness. You don’t want to work for me?”

“It’s my business,” I said, “but I want
you to understand that I can’t patch up
a quarrel. That’s not my business. And
you’re not at all sure, are you, that she
didn’t just leave you?”

He shrugged, and opened both hands,
palms up and out. “She love me. I treat
her fine. She treat me fine. Why she
leave?”’ He stood up. “If she no love
me, she get some one else. She no dis-
appear.”

“Maybe she went over to the big
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around with surprising speed and slapped me out of my chair
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Meat's big hand came
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island. Maybe her boy friend, her new
one, doesn’t live on Oahu.”

“Okay. So you find out. I pay you.”
He had a billfold out and he was looking
down at me. “How much you want?”’

“Twenty a day and expenses.”

THE bill he handed me was a century
note. “For five days. Expenses I pay
later.”

For a man who lost all his fights the
billfold was thick. He didn’t make it
betting on himself, that’s for sure. May-
be—oh, well.

He reached into an inner pocket and
brought out a studio portrait of the girl.
“Dolly Valdez her name.”

“And some of the places she worked ?”’

He told me and T wrote it all down,
neat and businesslike.

“And her family’s address?”

“Kam Highway, in Wahiawa, but I
don’t know exactly. Block after the
bridge, I think.”

“Okay, Juan,” I said and I stood up.
“I’ll work on it. You still staying at the
Kealia?”’

He nodded.

“I’ll get in touch with you,” I told him
and he left.

I sat down again and finished my
drink slowly. My door was open and I
saw a young Jap come out of the den-
tist’s office, and I heard for a moment
the sound of his drill. T heard the traffic
in the street outside and my own con-
science telling me not to have another
drink, not to be slothful, to get to work.

So I mixed another one. I have a
small, efficient second-hand mechanical
ice chest. Honolulu isn’t usually hot, but
it does get warm, sort of.

Well, I had some business and I re-
tired to my chair, sipping and turning
it over in my keen mind and studying
the picture of the girl, Dolly Valdez.

She had dark hair, dark eyes and
merry, with a slant to them. Faintly
round face, full lips, high cheekbones
not so noticeable. Dolly Valdez who
walked out on Juan Mira, maybe.

Folks in Wahiawa—danced a little
and sang a little at—let’s see. At the
Hula Hut and Jerome’s and the Kealia
Pikaki Room. Drove his car and ate his
food and shared his moods and probably
watched him fight. Maybe that last was

why she left him.,

It was now two-thirty, and Wahiawa
is about twenty-odd miles. And the
other places were in town. Wahiawa
was for now, the others later.

Gulping the rest of my drink and
belching in my high-bred way, the belch
tasting of gin—going out in my
wrinkled Palm Beach suit and no hat
and climbing into my little convertible,
which was an oven right now, an oven
with a canvas top.

I drove out King Street to Dillingham
Boulevard and out the Boulevard to Kam
Highway past the Hickam Field gate
and Pearl Ilarbor and out past the cane
fields and a few pineapple patches. Then
the winding uphill elimb to Wahiawa in
the shadows of the Waianae Range—
Aiea, Waimalu, Pearl City, sounding
foreign but looking like California.

Past Wheeler Field, an intersection,
and there was the bridge Juan spoke of.

The right side of the road was lined
with shops—a tavern, a hair dressing
studio, a novelty store, a barber shop.
On the left side there were four very de-
crepit shacks in the first short block
beyond the bridge.

I swung the convertible in a U-turn.
Eeney, I said to myself, and meeny and
miney and moe. I went to miney.

It was no better than the others and
no worse. Up the rickety steps to the
sagging porch and a knocking of the
knuckles on wood.

There was a little window in the door
with one dirty mesh curtain in this win-
dow and presently the curtain moved to
one side and some old and tired Oriental
eyes in an old and unwrinkled Orientai
feminine face looked out and the door
opened.

She wore one of those long-sleeved,
ankle-length sheaths that the older mem-
bers of the race cling to and her voice
was pleasantly soft.

“Good afternoon.”

“Good afternoon. I'm looking for
some people named Valdez.”

She inclined her head. “Next door.”

Which would be moe. “Thank you,” 1
said. “Hot isn’t it?”

She agreed it was.

The moe house had a bedraggled
banana tree in the front yard and a
small patch of periwinkle and pikaki
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near the porch but otherwise it was
miney’s twin—perhaps a little more
slope to the porch.

It had a glass window in the front
door but no curtain. A face there, like
before, but a broad face, dark as oil
rubbed mahogany, the wide, cheerful
face of an Hawaiian matron.

“Aloha, good afternoon.” She showed
white teeth in a generous smile.

“Mrs. Valdez?”’

The smile a laugh now, and the big
body shaking slightly. “No, no, no. Mrs.
Valdez in town, shopping.”

Some joke, to her, that she should
marry Valdez.

R Valdez was sitting there, a small

and overalled Portuguese with some
glasses on the table in front of him and
a bottle and a cheap glass ash tray filled
with cigarette stubs.

“I am Mr. Valdez.”

“And 1,” T told him, “am Sandy Mc-
Kane.” I gave him my card.

He looked from it up to me and asked,
“What is it you want?”

Well, what did I want? His daugh-
ter? “I’'m investigating your daughter’s
whereabouts,” I said. “Her fiance—"

“We do not speak of her in this
house,” he said and the house was the
ancestral home, the castle, with the tone
he put into that. “We have no informa-
;ion about her. We do not talk about

er.”

“You haven’t seen her recently? This
past week ?”’

“We have not seen her for two years.
We do not care to see her.”

The Hawaiian woman said nothing,
watching him, then me, sorrow on her
placid face, concern in those moist
brown eyes. All heart, the Hawaiian.
But Valdez—

He had no more for me. I went to the
door. The Hawaiian woman said, “Wait.
I go with you.”

We went out together and down the
rickety stairs. She was barefoot but the
printed cotton dress she wore was spot-
less. She laid a big brown hand on my
arm. “Dolly is dead.”

I stared at her. She put a hand on her
bosom. “I feel it here. Three nights ago
I dream of her in the coffin, covered with
hibiscus. I know then she is dead.”

“I have to be sure,” I said. “I can't
tell my client that.”

She shrugged. ‘“You will find her
dead.”

“Look,” I said, “Mr. Valdez doesn’t
seem to care but—”’

“Him,” she said, making it sound like
a curse. “Pouf! That little rooster.”

We belonged to the same lodge on
that. “But, Mrs. Valdez,” I continued,
“couldn’t we look her up? The shopping
dis(t];rict isn't very big here in Wahiawa
an —!’

“I go with you,” she said and we
walked to the car.

The springs settled a little as she
climbed in and I went around to get be-
hind the wheel. Business of making an-
other U-turn. and heading toward the
heart of town.

An open market, fruit and an open
market, meat and around the corner and
up California Avenue and my stout
friend said, ‘“There, there, stop the
car—" and I stopped it.

A short, stout and dark woman was
moving along the walk here, carrying a
basket. The dress was white and the
complexion was Hawaiian but the eyes
were Oriental.

“Mis’ Kaipapu,” Mrs. Valdez said,
“Hullo.”

Miss, or Mrs.,, Kaipapu left the car
and whispered for a moment in consul-
tation with Mrs. Valdez. Then they both
came back to the car.

“You look for my daughter?”’

I nodded.

“I no see her. Mis’ Kaipapu say she
dead. I believe.”

“Okay,” I said. “I'm going back your
way if you want a lift.”

They did and they settled in, neat and
cozy and U-turn McKane went through
his act again and we stopped in front
of the first of the four houses. This was
eeney, the abode of the Lady Kaipapu,
and they both wanted to get out there
for some reason of their own. They did.

“Goodby,” Kaipapu said and “Good-
by,” Mrs. Valdez said and Sandy Mec-
Kane said, “You're sure there’s nothing
you want to tell me?”

Two heads shaking in the sunlight,
two pairs of brown eyes candidly on my
face but looking bevond me a little as
though thinking of that lovely coffin
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with the hibiscus.

I moved off, saying, “Goodby,” and
thinking that sixty cents should cover
the gas on this trip, which meant sixty
cents on the expense account for Juan
Mira, the often defeated.

And, I thought, there’s a lot of hibis-
cus in Hawaii, all colors—excepting one,
which I’ve forgotten.

CHAPTER 11
‘“MEAT”’ FOR DINNER

OWNHILL, most of the way,
going back—and I needled
the little convertible. But it
was nearly five when 1
reached town and I was
hungry. I thought it might
be smart to eat, considering.

The Pikaki Room should
have something edible. The Kealia

Hotel was out in Waikiki but about a

block inland from the beach. I drove

out Kalakaua Avenue, past all the
bathers’ parked cars, past the proud ar-
rogance of the Royal Hawaiian, all the
exclusive little shops (for women), past
the Moana and turned there on Kaiulani.

This Kealia was small compared to
the Royal Hawaiian or the Moana but
no less snooty, despite its lack of a beach

—entirely too snooty to think of serving

dinner at the ungodly hour of five.

Was the manager in? It wouldn’t mat-
ter—I couldn’t get dinner at five o’clock.

'I;lhe tanned blond hostess was sure of

that.

Business of flashing a badge and look-
ing official. Was he in?

Well she’d see, but she didn’t think
s0. She was royalty, in white gabardine.
She came back, nodded coolly and ges-
tured with one proud hand toward a
doorway.

This doorway opened into a little
room, sort of a storeroom and office
combined and a thin gray man in a seer-
sucker suit was in there going over some
bills at the desk. Gray eyebrows and
gray hair, slim and tall, and the look he
gave me was weary. Business must be
bad.

No, he didn’t know where Dolly Val-
dez was now. Yes, he had employed her
at one time for a short engagement be-

cause of the—well, the insistence, al-
most, of one of the guests.

The guest would be Juan, the zoot boy,
and how did he rate this elegant estab-
lishment on the loser’s end of every
purse?

There was nothing here. Going out
again, I said thank you to the Princess
Gabardine but her eyes were on the
middle distance. Maybe, if they had a
beach, things would be better. Or if they
started dinner a little earlier for the pro-
letariat.

Jerome’s was out here, too—on Kala-
kaua but closer to town. Red front door
with a big brass knocker in the middle
of it for effect only. I went in.

Neat and pleasant inside—maroon
and ivory the motif. Maroon bar, and
maroon carpeting in the dining room but
rubber-tile floor in the bar.

A man in flawless white stood behind
the bar, a man with a flat nose and not
too much height and one of those per-
petually tied bow ties. Charley—let’s
see—Charley Wright and a fair welter
in his day.

“Sandy,” he said. “Your thirst bring
you in? Or your nose.”

“A little of both,” I said, “though I’'m
on the snoop.”

“What'll it be?”

“Surprise me,” I said. “I can drink
anything. Boss around ?”

He shook his head and reached for
various bottles. “Fishing. And there'll
be poker after that.”

I asked him about Dolly Valdez.

He wrinkled his brow. “Chubby?
Bouncy ?”’

“Could be.” I showed him the photo-
graph.

He nodded. “Sure, sure. Used to work
here. Went over, too, but Mira put his
foot down. Mira’s girl, huh?”

“Guess so. He likes to think so.”

He was still pulling out bottles for my
surprise. I bring out the artist in him.

“She missing ?”’ he said.

“She’s missing from Mira. Of course,
she probably isn’t anti-social. A friendly
type, probably, and—"

“Sure, sure,” he said. “I haven’t
heard a word about her since she left
here and the boss don’t hear nothing I
don’t hear.”

He set the drink in front of me and I



took a good healthy gulp.

The maroon merged with the ivory
and Charley’s questioning face started
to revolve. It became a pinwheel and
burst and order was restored. *Good,
huh ?” Charley said.

“Good,” I murmured hoarsely. “Very
effective.” Charley had finally split the
atom. He’d been working on it a long
time. Sensitive, he is, so I finished it
slowly and paid him and chatted of this
and that and left. 3

Which left me only the Hula Hut,
which was not in exclusive Waikiki, but
in non-exclusive Honolulu, on Hotel
Street, not far from my office. And I
knew they had steaks.

It was a basement place and it was
run by Vie Malis, who also ran other
things in his efficient way.

Vic had his own ideas about decora-
tion and none of them were good. There
were fish nets on the walls and some
cheap Hawaiian color prints. There was
a mural behind the bar of a girl, not
Hawaiian, coming out of the ocean
dressed in a reflective look.

The waiters wore leis, artificial and
slightly worn, and the music, though
Island, had a faintly commercial twang.

At the door end of the bar, Vic’s right-
hand man was lounging and he should
be worth a paragraph. His name was
“Meat” Kozak, the Meat referring, no
doubt, to the size of him, which was im-
pressive. He was about six feet four
inches and fifty pounds past the two
hundred mark. Cauliflowered ears and
a flat nose were souvenirs of the days
Vic had thought this boy of his might
bring him riches with his gloves. This
boy hadn’t. There hadn’t been the proper
coordination between his big body and
his small brain.

MEAT was wearing sport shirt and
slacks and sandals and a smile he
thought genial which managed to stop
just this side of grotesque.

“Evening, copper,” he said.

I’'m only six feet high, so I had to
look up at him and, looking up, I couldn’t
put the proper contempt in my voice.

The occupant of the chair had

curly blond hair and there

was a knife protruding from
throat

HIBISCUS AND HOMICID
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“Hello, Meat,” I said, looking around
the place. “Vic in?”

“Not yet.” Meat was cleaning his
teeth with his tongue. “You got some
trouble for him?”

I'd had some trouble for Vic Malis
once before. “No,” I said, “I don’t think
80. Just a little information if he’s got
it.”

“I could answer any questions,” Meat
said.

“What’s the plural of alumnus?’ I
said, obliging him.

“Fresh,” he said, “ain’t you?”

“Fresh and clean,” T admitted. “It’s
so difficult, in this climate.”

Meat worried that one, in his slow
mind and chewed his lower lip in his
thoughtful way and tugged at one bat-
tered ear.

Before he came out of it T said, “What
I really wanted was a steak and this is
the place to come for it.”

The air of genialitv struggled to get
back to that broad face.

“Sure,” he said. “We got some good
ones, too.”

Which they had. I took a table in the
dining room near the barroom and ate
one large porterhouse, rare. I had some
coffee and a quarter of a head of lettuce
with French dressing and some french
fries and rye rolls and more coffee.

1 was enjoying the second cup in com-
pany with a cigarette when the orches-
tra came in and began to play in their
dispirited way. About five minutes after
that there was a man in tan silk gabar-
dine coming from an office behind the
bandstand and walking toward my table.

Vic Malis had black hair and broad
shoulders and very dark, very sharp
eyes. He was about an inch under six
feet. The suit, T saw on closer inspec-
tion, was beautifully tailored.

“Trouble again, Sandy?’ he asked,
sitting down in the chair across from
me. -

I shook my head. “Just routine.
Checking on a girl that used to work
here. a girl named Dolly Valdez.”

I thought mavbe there was a flicker’
in the dark, sharp eyes. “Private case?”

Meat was standing near, in the arch-
way, and Meat wasn’t missing a word.
“Private,” I admitted. Occasionally, I
worked with the Police.

He was thoughtful as though consid-
ering his next question. Then, “Juan
Mira looking for her?”

“Maybe. What makes you think so?”

“His girl, isn’t she? He sure squealed
plenty when she did work here. Always
in here, every night, making trouble.
She’s got a lot to sell, that girl, but Juan
thinks he’s got a lease on it.”
l“Love," I said. “It does things to peo-
p e.n
“It didn’t get him down to the License
Bureau.”

Who am T to judge? T am not Snow
White. I asked, “Last time you saw her
was when?”

“About four—five days ago. Came in
for a job. I told her when she ditched
the pocket-size Dempsey we’d do busi-
ness. I can use her, all right. She’s—
okay.”

“Good voice?”

He gestured noncommittally with a
well-manicured hand. ‘“Just ordinary.
Personalitv—I don’t know what you call
it. Some of them have it and some wish
they had it.”

“She had it?”

“Yup. And she could deliver it.”

Well, T thought, you dark-haired,
dark-eyed gent of infinite smoothness,
you will tell me nothing you don’t want
me to know—if you know it. 1T kept re-
membering the flicker when Dolly’s
name was first broached.

“Nothing more?” T asked.

“That’s all, Sandy.” There was only a
shadow of hesitation before he said that.
Maybe he was remembering the last
time I'd gone up against him. And may-
be he was honestly searching his mind.
But it was the first glimmer I’d had that
day.

“What’s good to drink?” I asked.
“What’s new?”

He relaxed into his urbane host char-
acterization then and smiled pleasantly.
“The Ladies’ Aid is quite a number.” He
rose, and left me to my thoughts, such
as they were.

The Ladies’ Aid came in a tall frosted
glass, very thin and dainty. There was
a sprig of mint in it and the color was
somewhere between pink and amber but
the hues changed from time to time, so
I couldn’t be sure.

I sipped it tentatively and it was all



HIBISCUS AND HOMICIDE 19

right—it was fine. It brought out the
poet in me. The place was beginning to
fill up—and not with the wrong people
completely. Vic had good food.

I was on my second edition of Ladies’
Aid, when the girl came over to my
table. She was in white linen with jet
black hair and eyes as blue as the Wai-
kiki sky and slim and with breeding. To
my table.

I managed to get up without knocking
it over.

“You've forgotten me, Saunders Mc-
Kane,” she said.

Saunders had been my name back in
the days before I had to earn my daily
bread, before Dad . . . but that’s another
story.

“How could 1?”’ I lied gallantly, ran-
sacking my mind and trying to look
suave.

“You have. Don’t you remember?
You were fourteen and it was my first
pagty and you didn’t like girls much then
an _’Y

Linda Ramsay—her family wasn't
one of the Big Five but if it had been
the Big Six they would be included.

“Linda Ramsay,” I said, “and you
weren’'t as beautiful then or my judg-
ment wasn’t as good.”

“I had braces on my teeth,” she said,
“and some freckles.”

I looked around the room.
with someone, of course?”’

“N-no. I was waiting for someone.
But I don’t want to—"

I never did find out what she didn’t
want to do. I went around and pulled
out a chair.

“We must talk,” I said, “about the
braces and Miss Devanty’s School Of
The Dance and Tommy Rice and the Kel-
ton twins.”

“You're

HE sat down without further protest
and I ordered her a rum and coke,
which she said she liked. I ate her up
with my eyes and said, “Start right after
that first party and tell me all about it
up to now.”
She was pulling a cigarette out of a
case and I snapped my lighter for her.
“What's there to tell?”” she asked.
“Ward-Belmont and then Columbia. I've
been in the States most of the time since
I left eighth grade. I just came back

here last summer.”

“And Tommy Rice?”’

“He’s in California, working in a law
office in Los Angeles, and doing very
well, I hear.”

So that was ended, I thought. Even
back when she was fourteen it had been
Tommy Rice. But there wasn’t any re-
gret in the voice, none I could notice.
Just a simple stating of the facts, that
last sentence, with perhaps too much
monotone in the voice.

“The Keltons?”

“Dick was killed in France. Sue mar-
ried some man from New York, a man
named Manchester.”

Which brought us to Miss Devanty’s
School Of The Dance, which would al-
ways be painful to me, and the braces.
which wouldn’t be tactful.

So I just sighed and looked at her. The
orchestra seemed to be in tune, on this
one.

“Dance?”’ 1 suggested.

She crushed her cigarette out in the
ashtray in the center oI the table and
we rose and danced—slowly, and with
grace, of course, and with excellent
rhythm. Close, and not talking, natural-
ly, and it was a pleasure to both of us
especially me. Hadn’t we both been
trained by Miss Devanty?

Some more dancing followed and some
more talk and some more of the things
out of bottles and wasn’t this friend of
hers ever going to show up? I hoped
not. He did, though.

He was a tall slim lad with a shadow
of a mustache, blond—both the mustache
and his curly hair—and he was tanned
and in Palm Beach, not wrinkled like
mine. His name, I heard dimly, was Jef-
ferson Raleigh but I could call him Jeff
—any time.

The reason I heard it dimly was be-
cause my mind was beginning to cloud
over a little and I couldn’t understani
that. Liquor does things to me but I
hadn’t had enough.

Jeff and Linda danced. I tried to
watch them and decided from what I
could see that Sandy and Linda danced
together with more skill. ,

Somebody brought another drink I
hadn’t remembered ordering. Perhaps
Jefferson, called Jeff, had. I drank it at
any rate.
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They came back to the table, and their
outlines weren’t at all clear. “I think I
need some air,” I said.

Concern showed in Linda’s face, may-
be even in Jefferson’s. Linda said, “We'll
go with you. If you're ill—”

“I can’t be drunk,” I said. “It must be
something else.”

They went out with me. That much I
remember. And I think I remember the
voice of the man they later claimed took
me home. He was supposed to have said,
“Sandy’s a friend of mine. I always take
him home when he gets like this.” The
lying so-and-so.

That’s all I remember about that.

Dreams, sure—I was with Linda in a
cloud castle high above Diamond Head
and she was trying to take the braces oft
my teeth. And Jefferson Raleigh was
dancing all by himself while kids threw
pennies at him.

There were some other dreams, mixed
and ugly, and the smell of something
like ether and I fought to open my eyes
because it seemed important at the time.
The ceiling I saw above me was papered
in blue, blue with silver stars. I could
make that out in the dim light. My head
was full of fog and the stars above be-
gan to move.

I wanted to close my eyes. Perhaps,
if I did, the whirling in my head would
go away and the sickness in my stomach.
I was about one eighth of an inch away
from active nausea. I wanted to close
my eyes.

I kept them open. I was on a bed, soft
with silken coverings, a double bed. My
eyes moved down from the ceiling and I
saw that the wall paper on the walls was
blue and silver too but these were
stripes, not silver stars in the blue back-
ground.

This wasn’t my bedroom, I realized.
There was a night lamp on the table to
my right but it wasn’t on. The light
came from some wall brackets—cream
colored.

I swung my feet off the bed and saw
I was in pajamas. I swung them to the
floor and started to get up, and I was a
sixteenth of an inch away from active
nausea and knew I'd never find the bath-
room in a strange house.

But there was the window, open, and
I stumbled toward that and hung my

head out of it and most of my upper
body and let nature take its course.

My knees were rubber and my head
was full of gravel and my tongue was
just an old bar rag. I got up from the
window and swayed a moment, holding
the wall. Then I turned slowly.

I hadn’t been sleeping alone though I
had been the only one just sleeping.
There was a girl in the bed, not covered,
wearing a robe of silk, white silk, which
afforded no coverage at the moment. I
didn’t need the photograph to see it was
Dolly Valdez despite her mottled, pur-
plish face.

I didn’t need a stethoscope to know
she was dead. She had a flower in her
hand, a five petaled flower which is bred
in all the colors excepting one, a hibis-
cus.

CHAPTER III
CorPSE WITH HIBISCUS

RAMED like an Old Master—
framed like a drying curtain.
Only. I was Saunders Mec-
Kane of an old Honolulu fam-
ily now extinct, and the Po-
lice knew me from way back
and we were friends and we
would laugh over this ridicu-

lous situation.

Only with murder you don’t laugh.
And old friendships dissolve like the
morning dew and lots of men go to bed
with lots of girls and drink too much
and quarrel.

I could leave this place and look up an
alibi. I could get the heck out of here,
and quickly. Or I could call the Police.

Sick, seemingly drunk, in pajamas—
what kind of a story would that be? Only
a fool would call the Police.

I went to look for the phone. I found
it in the hall off the bedroom and I
called the Police Station number, which
I knew, and somebody put a hand on my
arm,

I probably jumped a couple of feet
but I don’t remember now. I turned,
and looked into the face of Dan Arliss.
Faded blue eyes under that upstanding
white thatch of hair, the thin face and
the high forehead of this medium high
slim man. Head of all the detectives in
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town. Dan Arliss of the Force.

“We’re here, Sandy. You don’t need
to phone.”

“You were here all the—"

“We came a half hour ago but we wait-
ed. You were about ready to wake up
and we wanted your reaction. That was
important, you understand ?”’

That’s why the lights had been on in
the bedroom. I was glad now I’d been so
noble and full of character and had gone
to the phone.

Another figure came out of the dark-
ness of what must have been the living
room—Gus Lemke, foil for Dan, errand
runner and muscle man and looking like
what he was, all detective. Broad and
pugnacious.

Dan said, “You know her, Sandy ?”’

“From her picture. Dolly Valdez,
sings and dances at times. Her folks live
in Wahiawa.”

“You know quite a lot about her.”

“I was looking for her for a client.”

“Who’s the client?”

I shook my head. ‘‘Oh, no. Not just
yet. I’'m a private detective.”

Gus Lemke growled, and seemed to
move toward me but Dan lifted a re-
straining hand. “This is murder,
Sandy.”

“I’ve seen it before. I’ve cleaned some
cases up before.” I felt dizzy again and
I put a hand on the wall. “I’ve worked
with you, Dan, before.”

He considered this, the pale eyes
thoughtful, and then he smiled a little.
“All right. I won’t throw any law at you
right now. You look sick.”

“I am sick.”

“Maybe he doesn’t remember what
happened,” Lemke said.

I told them all I did remember and 1
gave them Jefferson Raleigh’s name, but
not Linda’s. Gallantry, you know.

“Where do her folks live?’ Dan want-
ed to know.

“On Kam Highway,” I said, “in Wa-
hiawa. There’s a bridge right after that
road that goes up to Schofield Barracks
and they live in the first house across
the bridge.”

He took it all down.

“And while you’re there,” I suggested,
“you might go to the last house and ask
for a lady named Kaipapu. She told me
this afternoon that she dreamed Dolly
was dead. And that she was in a coffin,
covered with hibiscus.”

There were men in the bedroom now,
including Doc McGuire and his internes
and a couple of reporters and a photog-
rapher.

Had they all waited until I opened my
sleepy eyes? Evidently.

My stomach was uneasy. I told Dan,
“If T don’t hit the hay pretty soon you
can bury me with her.”

“Okay,” he said. “Your car’s outside
and you’re on Seaside, right next to the
Canal.”

I looked at him strangely. Seaside,
right near the Canal, is where I lived.

I dressed and went out and saw that I
was about four houses from home. The
car was in front of this house, so who-
ever had brought me here had probably
used that.

It was four o’clock and there was no
moon and maybe my unknown and un-
seen enemies would strike again tonight.
But I didn’t care. I was very, very tired.

I fell asleep as soon as I hit the bed.
[Turn page]
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22 THRILLING DETBCTIVE

AUNDERS McKane, eminent crim-

inologist, student of human nature,
lover of women and mixed drinks, sat in
his tastefully furnished office feeling
like a freighter’s keel.

I'd had a good full breakfast and a
good small drink. I had walked three
times around the block like a fighter in
training and I had the window 