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Trial 
Ani•••al 

of the 
Kingdo1n 

By EARL L WELLERSDICK 

Even insects had thei� day in court, back 

in the era when chivalry reigned. • • • 

A JUDGE in our times would un� 
doubtedly be baffled if called upon 
to pass j udgment on a member of 

the insect world. Yet there was a time in 
history when nearly every common insect 
-and many animals-were defendants in 
court cases. 

As early as the year 886, ants, mosqui� 
toes, locusts, pigs, rats and bulls, to men
tion a few, had their days in court. 

These early cases involving insects were 
heard by ecclesiastical courts because the 
defendants, due to their size and number, 
could not be handled in the usual manner. 
But the primary reason for the use of 
Bishop Courts was the power held by the 
clergy of being able to place the curse of 
the church on the defendants. The com
mon practice of the times was that after 
several insects had been tried, convicted 
and put to death, their associates were 
excommunicated. Ancient records reveal 
this penalty was considered effective. 

The trials were carried on with the 
greatest seriousness, all the finer points 
of the law being strictly adhered to, even 
to the appointing of a lawyer to defend the 
insects. Some of the trials lasted for days, 
with the prosecution and defense attorney 
fighting out the slightest points of the law 
and presenting volumes of evidence. Many 
of the lawyers became famous for the way 
they defended their insect clients. 

Towards the beginning of the e ighteenth 
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century, a group of monks in a province 
of Brazil brought action against the ants 
in their neighborhood. They charged the 
insects with being numerous, large and 
destructive, and with having undermined 
the cellars of the monastery. They also 
claimed the ants had burglarized stores 
and carried off flour kept for the service 
of the community. Because of this, the 
brethren claimed, they were in peril of 
famine. In their indictment the monks 
further added that the ants were not con
tent 'vvith acts of larceny, but proceeded to 
open violence and endeavored to ruin the 
monastery. 

The court ordered the ants to "show 
cause" for their actions, or in default to 
accept the court's sentence of death by 
some pestilence, or drowning by an inun
dation-at all events to be exterminated 
from the district. 

The bishop of the area who was to 
judge the case appointed a counsel for 
the ants. The lawyer claimed h is clients 
had right to the land because of their 
natural instincts, whereas the monks were 
the ones who should be expelled because 
they had taken the land by force. 

Despite the eloquent defense, the ants 
were found guilty, and the court's decision 
was that the monks set aside a field in the 
neighborhood suitable for the ants, and 
that the latter change their abode imme� 

(Continued on page 8) 
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15 MYSTERY STORIES 
(Continued from (loge 6) 

diately under pain of major excommunica
. tion. A friar was oppointed to convey the 
sentence to the ants, which he did by 
reading it aloud at the openings of the 
burrows. It is said that the ants hastily 
left their hills and headed towards the 
oppointed residence. 

This process of setting aside certain 
areas for use of insects was a common 
practice of the courts and was claimed to 
be effective. 

DURING the thirteenth century, in a 

province of France, proceedings were 
instituted against the mosquitoes. They 
were so well defended by counsel that the 
court took pity and, in banishing them, 
transferred certain property in the neigh
borhood " to be for their use and behoof 
forever." 

At one time the leeches in a Swiss lake, 
accused of killing fish, were said to have 
retreated to a part of the lake assigned 
them following trial. In another case 
against the leeches they were brought into 
court and forced to " hear" reading of a 
document which admonished them to 
leave the district within three days. 

Caterpillars were often the defendants 
at trials and as early as the year 886 were 
indicted by a Roman court. In 1584 in 
Italy they were cited to appear before the 
Grand Vicar. This case dragged on for 
such a long time most of the caterpillars 
died of natural causes and the Vicar was 
credited with having miraculously ex
terminated them. 

Other unique cases have been brought 
against a ·rariety of insects, including 
fleas, and against such animals as bears, 
cows, horses and donkeys. In France all 
doves were excommunicated at one time; 
and the last known trial of a locust oc
cured in 1829. 

The belief that animals might either be 
(Continued on page 126) 
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As far as anybody knows to this day, frederick 
Bailey Deeming, original-ly of Birkenhead, En!lland, was 
just a guy who took the grisliest road anybody ever 
thought of to domestic bliss. He married, reard 
children-and left each wife with her particular 
brood neatly murdered and :immured in the stone 
·hearths which characterized the Deeming homesteads 
from Englar.d to Australia. 

No financial motive ·was ever found-to the end, 
.until in Australia they strung him up, Deeming � 
mained just a guy who wanted, apparently, to settle 
down! 

They say dead babies nelll!r cry. But Tokyo p111ice 
heard them, all 16-9 .of them, In .an empl:y post-.war 
boarding home, in cne of the city's grimiest, saddest 
slums. Here, records showed, the proprietor, a mlclwife, 
had accepted for indefinite care the f.atherless children 
of war widows or other little flotsam, charging the 
mothers about $100 apii!ce for the service. The mid
wife then ·had petil'ioned the 9overnment for special 
rations for her charges, killed the .kids and sold the 
rations on the black market. 

10 

No trouble at all-till police beard tbe gbestiJ 
silence where 169 tabies should .have :beeft. 

One of the most successful con men 1n history 
was PhD Rooney, who sold a couple of too-rich 
Eastern tenderfeet on the unfounded jdea that there 
was _gold on ·unimak Island, an uninhabited, barren 
piece of the Aleutians-and thereby uncorked one of 
the prize hO!'ror stories in crime annals. led by 
.Rooney's golden .promises, six men landed on the 
island. But, ·unforeseen by Rooney, news of his 
"find" had leaked out to two sailors Jn the party
who proceeded to murder the rest .of the expedition, 
includiflg Rooney, for the .nonexistent gold. Justice 
was admlnistere.d on the Unalaska gaUows. 

At an early a_ge, the three Halzl inger sisters decided 
they wouldn't be caught dead in last year's styles. Nor 
were they. After their wealthy father disinherited 
them, they merely murdered aU the relatives who stood 
between them .and his mooey, and so financeJ:I themselves 
to the fashions of la51. His money spent, they went 
west, lived on crooked gambling and murder till even 
the Barbary 1:oast was too hot for .them. Their next 
victims were an Arkansas 11ncle, ills ·wife and five cnn
dren. Before they could capitalize on the massacre, they 
wer.e .ar-rested .an.d sentenc-ed to han_g. 

Beautifully dressed, they mounted the gallows, and 
Amy iialzli�er y;we an hour's talk on the styles of 
'55 before tbey died. Everyone said they looked stUfl
ning in their nooses, and had set the fashion for years 
to come. 
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The old rocking chair creaked. Back and forth. 
Back and forth. We smiled at each other . . . .  

12 

Novel of Unforgettable Terror 

It was a miracle to the doctors the way he kept on 
living, with his body smashed and a plate in his skull 
and an eye gone. But they couldn't know that it wasn't 
medical skill that kept life in George Corliss. It was 

hate • • •  And murder • • •  And Miranda. 



CHAPTER ONE 
The Man With the Silver Plate 

T HEY put a plate in the back of my 
head and silver pins in the right 
thigh bone. The arms were in trac

tion longer than the legs. The eye, of 
course, was something they couldn't fix. 

It was a big, busy place they had there. 
The way I had come in, I guess, was a 

sort of challenge to the doctors. A post
graduate course. See, gentlemen, this thing 
is alive-indubitably alive. Watch now. 
We will paste it back together the way 
God made it. Or almost as good. 

My friends came-for a while. For a 
few months. I wasn't too cordial. I didn't 

1 3  
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need them. It was the same thing· every 
time. How terrible to be all strung with 
wires and weights I Aren't you going mad 
from boredom, George? 

I wasn't going mad from boredom. I 
learned how to keep my face from laugh
ing, how to laugh on the inside. As if I 
was sitting back there in my mind, hug
ging myself, shrieking with laughter, 
rocking from side to side, laughing and 
laughing. But nothing but silence on the 
outside. The faraway dignity of the very 
sick. 

They brought me in and I was dead. 
That is, for all practical purposes. The 
heart had no right to keep beating. 

But you see, I knew. When you know 
a thing like that, you can't die. When you 
know a thing like that it is unfinished 
business. 

Poor George. Poor old George. 
And me all the time laughing away. It 

was a joke that I could understand, but 
nobody else would. The joke goes like this. 
I'll tell you and you can laugh with me too. 
We'll rock and giggle together. Once upon 
a time there was a good-natured, broad
shouldered slob named George A. Corliss 
who lived in an eleven-thousand-dollar 
frame house in an orderly little suburban 
community called Joanna Center. He lived 
at 88 April Lane. He made a hundred 
and thirty-two fifty each and every week 
in a New York publishing house, carried 
a little more insurance than he sho.uld 
have, loved his dainty, fragile-boned, grey
eyed, silver-blonde little wife named Con
nie very much indeed. In fact this slob had 
his happiest moments when Connie would 
give him a speculative look and tell him 
that he really did look a little like Van 
Johnson. This George Corliss, he made 
replicas of early American furniture in a 
basement workshop, bought a new Plym
outh every time he had the old one about 
paid for, conscientiously read "good 
books" while commuting, and often 
brooded about the childlessness of the 

Corliss household, a thorn in his side. 

HE DROVE too fast, smoked too much, 
knocked off too many cocktails. In 

all respects a very average guy. But what 
George didn't know was that Connie, the 
little silver-blonde wife, feeling the thirties 
coming on, had acquired an itch. for a 
Latin-type, twenty-two-year-old kid, a gas 
pumper at the local lubritorium, a pinch
waisted kid with melting eyes, muscles and 
a fast line of chatter. Since the kid could 
obviously not support Connie in the style 
to which George had gradually accus
tomed her, nothing seemed simpler than 
to find some nice safe way of knocking 
George off and glomming onto the fifty
six thousand bucks his demise would bring 
in. 

So one day when George had told Con
nie in advance that he had to take a run 
up to a mountain town called Crane, New 
York, to dicker with a recalcitrant author, 
Connie took the Plymouth to the garage 
and the kid, Louie Palmer by name, did a 
judicious job of diddling with the tie rod 
ends with the idea of their parting when 
a turn was taken at high speed. 

So I took a turn at high speed. Rather, 
I tried to take it. The steering wheel went 
loose and gummy in my hands. They killed 
me all right. They killed George, the slob, 
all right. 

Funny, how it was. Take the moment 
the car started rolling. I had maybe one 
second of consciousness left. And in that 
second a lot of little things added up. I 'd 
had the steering checked in town that 
week. Connie always buying gas in one
dollar quantities. The funny way she'd 
said good-bye. At the last minute I wanted 
her to come along. She was emphatic 
about saying no. And there was the time I 
found the initialed cigarette case on the 
car floor. She took it and I forgot it until 
I saw that Louie Palmer using it. Then 
he got all red and bothered and said it had . 
slipped out of his pocket while he was 
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checking the car, maybe when he reached 
in to yank the gimmick that releases the 
hood. 

And before things went out for me, in a 
blinding whiteness that reached across the 
world, I said to myself, almost calmly, 
"George, you're not going to let this kill 
you." 

But it did kill the George I was talk
ing to. The man who came out of the coma 
eight days later wasn't the old furniture 
builder,. huckster and loving husband. 

No, he was the new George. The boy 
who could lie there and laugh inside at 
his joke. They tried to kill him and they 
did. And now he was going to kill them. 
Murder by a corpse. There's something 
you can get your teeth into and laugh at. 
But don't let it move the face muscles. It  
might pull out some of the deep stitches. 

" You're the luckiest man in the world," 
the young doctor said. Young with a nose 
like a bird's beak and no more hair than 
a stone. 

" Sure," I said. 
" I  would have bet ten thousand to one 

against you."  
" Good thing you didn't ."  I wanted him 

to go away. I wanted to think about Con
nie and Louie and just how I would do 
it to them. 

He fingered the wasted arm muscles. 
"Doing those exercises?" 

"Every day, Doc."  I liked to see him 
wince when I called him Doc. 

He clucked and muttered and prodded. 
" I  warned you that you might not ever 
be able to walk again the way those nerves 
were pinched. But the nurse told me you 
took a few steps today. I don't under
stand it. "  

I looked him in the eyes, with the one 
I had left. " You see, Doc," I said, " I've 
got everything to live for." 

The way I said it made him uneasy. 
" Mr. Corliss, you're not going to be 

exactly as good as now. We can improve 
that face for you by hooking a plastic eye 

in those muscles so that the eye will turn 
in its socket, but the two big scars will 
still show. You'll limp for a few years and 
you will have to be very careful for the 
rest .of your life protecting that plate in 
your head from any sudden jars. No 
sports, you understand. Bridge is going 
to be your speed. "  

" You've said this before, Doc . "  
" I  want t o  impress i t  on you. A man 

can't go through what you went through 
and expect-" 

"Doc, I don't expect a thing. I was 
thrown through a shatterproof windshield 
and then the car rolled across me. " 

He didn't like me as a person. He loved 
me as a case. I made his mouth water. 
He had showed me to every doctor within 
a ten-mile radius. He was writing me up 
for some kind of medical journal. The 
before-and-after pictures were going to 
go in his scrapbook. But we always parted 
with him looking as though he wished I 
was healthy enough to hit in the mouth. 

pAIN to the average person is just that. 
Pain. Nothing else. A mashed finger, 

or a bad headache. But when you have it 
a long time something else happens to it. 
It turns into something else. You live with 
it and get to know it. With me, it was a 
color. Green. Green is supposed to be 
restful. I would see it behind my eyes. 
Eye, I should say. I'd wake up in the 
night and look at the color. Dull dark 
green. That was good. That was above 
standard. That was more than you could 
expect. But there were the nights in the 
beginning when it was a hot, bright, harsh 
green, pulsating like a crazy living plant. 
That was when the night nurse was al
ways there. During the first weeks she 
used the needle when it was bad, and later 
it was pills, which never worked as fast 
or as well. 

One time it was that new green that 
they say you can see for two miles on a 
clear day. It stayed that way, they told 
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me later, for four days. Something about 
those pinched nerves. 

And one day I searched and searched 
and could find no green at all, even the 
dark, almost pleasant kind. I missed it. 
Believe me. I missed it. 

I didn't want them coming and they 
sensed it and they didn't come any more. 
But I liked to have Connie come. I liked 
it when there was traction on the two arms 
and the leg and both legs felt dead and 
the bandages on my head covered all but 
my mouth and my right eye. 

She came every day. She wept a little 
every time she came. 

"Don't cry, Connie." 
"I-I can't help it, George. "  
" I'm getting better, they keep telling 

me. So why are you crying?"  
" It's so  awful to  see you there like this ."  
"Just think, Connie. I might be dead. 

Wouldn't that be worse, Connie ? 
Wouldn't it ? Or maybe you'd like that 
better." 

"What do you mean ? \Vhat do you 
mean ?" 

"Then there wouldn't be all this pain 
and suffering." 

"Oh." 
"What did you think I meant, Connie ? 

What on earth could I have meant except 
that, dearest ? I know that you love me 
very_ much. You've told me so often." 

" It's hard to understand you, George, 
not seeing your face and all. Just your 
. . .  eye. What you say just comes out . . .  
and it's hard to know what you mean 
sometimes." She always worked hard on 
that explanation. It meant a lot to her to 
get it right. Her knuckles always had a 
bone-white look while she talked to her 
loving husband. 

Every time it was a lovely game. And 
I had all the time in between to plan the 
next visit. 

"Connie, I hope you're taking good 
care of the car." 

" But, George ! It was a total loss." 

" Sorry, dearest. I keep forgetting. We'll 
have to get a new one. But when we do 
you'll help me see that it's well taken care 
of. " 

"Of course, George. " 

THERE was a continuity about it. If 
I kept after her too hard she'd get 

suspicious. Then the fear would show in 
her eyes. I'd let her carry the fear around 
for a few visits and then I would drive it 
away. 

" I 'm so lucky to have a wife like you, 
Connie." 

"Thank you, George." 
"I know I;ve been acting strangely. But 

I haven't the courage to do what I 
planned. I wanted to estrange you, to 
drive you away, so that you could find a 
new life with a whole man, not some 
smashed item like me." 

" Is that what you were doing ?" 
"Of course ! "  
" Oh George ! Darling, I thought . . " 

A very abrupt stop. 
"What did you think ?" 
"\Veil, that maybe the accident had. 

well, hurt your head in some way so that 
you were beginning to think I was to 
blame for the accident." Then she laughed 
to show how silly that idea was. She 
flushed too and I imagine she was con
sidering her boldness to be the best de
fense, in addition to being rather fun be
cause of the risk. 

" You ? Hey, I was alone in the car, re-
member." 

" You've always driven too fast." 
" Never again." 
At the end of  the visiting period she 

would kiss me and go. Before the bandages 
came off my face she would press her lips 
to mine very sweetly. Loving little silver
blonde Connie with those enormous grey 
eyes and that dainty figure. 

After the bandages came off and there 
was just the patch on the eye she kissed 
hard, but not in passion. As though it was 
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something she had t o  do hard and quick 
in order to do it at all. 

After her fears had gone away and after, 
I guessed, she had told Louie that she had 
been wrong about thinking that I might 
have guessed, I would slowly bring her 
suspicions back to a boil. 

I was giving Connie and Louie some 
exciting dates. Giving them something to 
talk about. 

A good thing about carrying too much 
life insurance is that you sometimes have 
too much accident insurance along with it. 
And I had a lot. Complete coverage of all 
medical expenses plus thirty-five hundred 
consolation prize for the loss of the eye 
plus six hundred a month for complete 
disability until I could get back to my job. 
They said a full year from the time of dis
charge from the hospital. 

To go home would give me more time 
for the game I was playing with them. 
But it was good in the hospital, too. I 
could lie there at night and it was as if I 
had them fastened to a string, two pup
pets. When I yanked the string they 
jumped. 

The books talk about having to live 
with guilt and how it can subtly change 
the relationship of lovers. But I was no 
body, firmly and safely planted away. I 
was between them. I wondered if she could 
taste my lips when she kissed Louie, and 
if he looked deep into her eyes and saw 
a hospital bed . . . .  

CHAPTER TWO 

Murder for Two 

THE nurse was something else. A tall, 
gawky girl, almost grotesquely angu

lar and yet full of a strange grace. Mi
randa. She charged at the bed looking 
capable of tripping and falling over it
yet always her hands were light as moths. 
Her eyes were deep-set, smallish, a bril
liant and technicolor blue. She knew. 

I saw it in the strange, wry amusement 
in her eyes. 

Once she told me she knew. She 
cranked the bed up a little to rest tired 
muscles. She stood and folded her arms. 
I heard the starched rustle of the material. 
Her hair was a soft (lusty black under the 
cap. Her mouth was wide and quite heavy. 

" Delirium, " she said in her abrupt voice, 
" is usually dull. " She had a trick of start
ing a sent�ce boldly, and then letting it 
fall away. 

" I  was delirious, I expect. " 
" But not dull, George." That was the 

tip. Up until that point it had been a most 
discreet and proper Mr. Corliss. 

" Like living out a soap opera, Mi
randa ?" 

She shrugged. It was typical of her to 
shrug tbo hard, hiking her wide, thin 
shoulders almost up to her ears. " But no 
part in it for me, I would think. " 

I watched her. There was nothing 
awkward� in our silence. 

" Delirium isn't much to go on, Mi
randa. Not when there's been a brain in-
jury. " "'1 

" I'll just add it to her. All tinkle and ice 
and teensy little gestures. Oh, she's a one, 
that one. What mothers want their daugh
ters to grow up to be--on the outside." 

" And the inside. Will you hazard a 
guess on the inside, Dr. M iranda?" 

No more banter. She looked hard at me 
and up thro�h the little blue eyes welled 
the fanatic hght. "Rotten," she whispered. 
" Dead, soft rotten. " She turned and 
walked out with her lunging stride, a 
whisper of starch. 

It made the game better. A new piece on 
the board, allowing of more permutations 
and combinations. 

Later that day I had my arm around 
her as I walked. She looked as though her 
back and shoulders would feel hard, slat
ted. She was a softness and a warmth. I 
took five steps away from the bed and 
four back to the wheel chair. Her lip was 
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caught under her teeth and her breath 
came hard as though it were she who was 
making the effort. 

The next day, dozing on the sun porch, 
I felt someone staring at me. I looked 
over and saw M iranda in the doorway. 
We looked at each other for an impossible 
time, the white antiseptic walls and the 
neat floral arrangements tilting and spin
ning away until we looked across a bot
tomless void at each other and there was 
nothing alive in creation except the wild 
blue of her eyes. When she turned and 
left, without speaking, the time-weave was 
ripped across with a sound I could almost 
hear. 

The young doctor and the absent-mind
ed old one came in one morning and told 
me that this was the day I would go home, 
that an ambulance was being provided, 
that Connie had been informed, that ar
rangements had been made for Nurse 
Wysner to live in for a time until Connie 
became accustomed to the necessary work. 

" In a couple of months you'll be ready 
for the eye work," the young doctor said. 

"Yes, of course," I said. "\Ve mustn't 
forget that." 

He turned away, looking as though his 
mouth hurt him. 

They didn't use the siren and it awak
ened in me a childish disappointment. It 
would be fitting to arrive with siren, that 
sound which in our neat world has re
placed the night cough of the unknown 
beast. 

WHEN they rolled me out onto the 
aspMlt of the drive I lifted my head 

and looked at the house. This was where 
the big amiable clown who sometimes 
looked a little like V. Johnson had lived. 
All the details of it were sharp and it 
looked unreal, a house seen in a movie. I 
knew that all things would now look that 
way. Two eyes give depth perception. One 
eye gives everything a two-dimensional 
flatness. 

Miranda Wysner, blinding white in the 
sun, stood tall and straight, with a tiny 
smile at the corners of her mouth. A smite 
no one else could see. 

Connie trotted delicately back and forth 
between the wheeled cart and the side 
door, telling everybody to he careful, 
please, don't bump him on anything, and 
her voice was like the mirrored wind
chimes in a lost lake house of long ago. 

Connie had moved into the guest room 
across the hall from the bedroom we had 
shared-<>r rather the bedroom she had 
shared with George A. Corliss who died in 
such an unfortunate accident. They put 
me in the big double bed and the Holly
wood frame creaked in a well-remembered 
way and I was very tired and went to 
sleep almost immediately. 

I dreamed I was laid out in that room 
with candles at head and feet and the 
smell of flowers and soft chanting. I awoke 
in the purple-grey dusk and there were 
flowers and a distant chanting but no 
candles. The chanting was a muted news
caster, his airdale voice tamed by a half 
twist of the dial. There were the sharp 
yelps of neighborhood children at play 
and for a moment I was a guy who had 
taken a nap. Just a nap. Get up, go down, 
kiss Connie, mix the drinks, check the 
stove to see what dinner might be. 

But Miranda came in with her starchy 
rustle and bent over me and put her hand 
on my forehead. "Cool,"  she said. " Prob
ably a little subnormal. "  

"Vve're liv1ng in a subnormal house
hold. Where are you ?" 

"The next room. Beyond the bath. With 
both doors open I'll hear you if you cry 
out in the night." 

Connie smells sweet and dainty and 
feminine. Miranda had her special scent. 
Long illness makes the senses acute. Mi
randa smelled of medicinal alcohol, anti
septic and, underneath, a deep perfume 
that throbbed. It was probably against 
regulations. It had a musky jungle beat. 
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"Maybe I'll just whimper. " 
" I'll hear that, too." There was just 

enough light so that I could see her teeth 
flash white. " I  told her not to try to talk 
to you until tomorrow. Excitement, you 
know." 

"Just like a county fair. " 
" I'll bring your tray. " 

WHEN I awoke in the morning a fat 
rain, oyster colored, viscid, was com

ing down in straight lines. I could see it 
bouncing off the roof peak across the 
street. The bedside clock said three min
utes of six. Hospital habits. In three min
utes Miranda came striding in with a 
basin of warm water, glass of cold, tooth
brush, comb. 

" I've put the coffee on, " she said. I had 
finished breakfast and I was shaving with 
an electric razor when Connie came in, 
her pink housecoat belted tightly around 
her child's waist, her face all cute and 
vacant with sleep. 

" Goodness, you people get up early ! "  

Miranda turned from the window. 
"Good-morning, Mrs. Corliss. " 

" Good - morning, Nurse. \Velcome 
home, darling ! Oh, welcome home ! "  She 
came over to the bed. Miranda watched 
stonily. Connie bent and gave me that 
quick, hard kiss. I got my hand around the 
back of her frail neck and prolonged it. 
When I released her she took a step back
wards, her eyes wide, bringing her hand 
up as though to scrub her lips, not quite 
daring. 

" Well ! "  she said unevenly. 

* * * 

At the end of the week I made four 
full circuits of the room. At the end . of 
two weeks I went downstairs, dressed for 
the first time. The clothes hung on me. 
The more independent I grew, the more 
coldness appeared in Connie's manner 
toward Miranda. 

At the end of the second week she 

brought it to a head, m Miranda's pres
ence. 

"George, I think we can get along beau
tifully now without Nurse Wysner." 

" I'll leave in the morning, " Miranda 
said. " I'll pack tonight. That is, if you 
really feel you don't need me, Mr. Cor
liss. " 

I gave the words the proper emphasis. 
"I can handle everything myself, " I said. 

" You mustn't get too confident," Mi
randa said. 

" I  know my own limitations," I replied. 
"You two talk as if I weren't here to 

help," Connie said with small-girl plain
tiveness. 

" I'm certain you'll be a great help, Mrs. 
Corliss," Miranda said, starting bluntly, 
sliding into her odd breathlessness at the 
end of the sentence. 

" Then it's settled, " Connie said bright
ly, clapping her hands once, a habit I had 
at one time found almost unbearably sweet. 

JN THE middle of the night Miranda's 
hand against my cheek awakened me. 

The bed stirred as she sat on it. The night 
was as black as a sealed coffin. 

Her whisper had the same quality as 
her speaking voice. "You can't do it alone, 
you know. " 

"Do what ?" 
"'Vhatever it  is  that you've been plan

ning, my darling. " 
" May I take this as a declaration of 

your great and undying passion ? "  
" See ? You can't hurt me that way. 

You can't hurt me by trying to hurt me. 
That's a sort of secret we have. We've 
said more things with a look than we can 
ever say with words." 

" I'm touched, deeply. "  
Her nearness was more vital than any 

caress. "You've got to let me help. You've 
got to let me share."  

" 'Vhy ?" 
" Doing something and never having a 

sharing of it is bad. Then it's all on the 
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inside. We can talk, you know. After
ward. " 

Nurse and patient, probing together a 
deep and desperate wound. 

"But I have a way and you aren't in 
it. " 

"Then there must be a new way. Two 
can think better, You might forget some
thing important. "  

" You're accepting the correctness of 
the decision, then ?" 

"Only because it'!' yours. I don't mat
ter. I've never had any strong feelings 
about right and wrong. " 

"That's a lie, Miranda." 
Hoarse! y,  " So it's a lie ! When you've 

seen the evil I 've seen-" 
" I 'll let you help on one condition, Mi

randa."  
" Anything. " 
" We haven't used the words yet. I 

want you to say the words we've been 
skirting so carefully. I want you to say 
them slowly. All the words. Now what 
are you going to do ? "  

H e r  hand found my wrist and the moth 
touch was gone. Her nails dug in with a 
surprising force. " I  am going to help you 
kill your wife and her lover. " 

" Why ? "  
" Because they hurt you so badly and 

it's something you want to do. " 
" But more than that. The other rea

son." 
" Because after it is done it will be 

something so strong between us that �e'll 
never be apart again. "  

"Love, then ? "  
" No. Something stronger than that. 

Something more exciting. " 
" You want half a man ?" 
" I'm strong enough for two. I knew it 

would be this way . Ever since the night 
I kept you from dying. You gave up that 
night. I sat and whispered in your ear 
why you .had to live. Over and over. And 
Y()U did . "  

" It's settled then. G o  in the morning. 

Be patient. I'll come to you when I can . "  
She left quickly, plunging toward the 

doorway, miraculously finding it in the 
blackness. 

CHAPTER THREE 

Rendezvous 

STRENGTH slowly came back. M y  
clothe · began t o  fi t  again. Tone came 

back to the mended muscles. Connie 
stayed in the guest room . For a long 
time she seemed to be waiting, and when 
she saw that there would be no demands 
on her uxorial capacities, there seemed to 
be a relief in her. Once, when she was out, 
I went over her personal checks against 
the small income from her father. I 
checked back far enough to find out when 
it had started. They had been a little care
less several months before my accident. 
I nstead of cashing two of the checks, she 
had turned them over to her friend. The 
endorsements were a scrawled L. Palmer, 
with a self-conscious flowery squiggle 
under the name. I took those two checks. 
They were both for twenty-five. 

I didn't hate either of them. I was cold 
-cold as any self-respecting corpse should 
be. 

With the proceeds of the collision in
surance I bought a good used car. I wasn't 
cold about that. It frightened me. That 
was unexpected. I sat behind the wheel 
and when I shut my eyes I could feel the 
car rolling, first sideways and then end 
over end. I opened my eyes quickly and 
the world returned to sanity. The first 
time I drove to the city, the sweat ran 
down from my armpits, soaking my shirt. 
I had the checks photostated on that first 
trip, front and back. I returned them to 
her file. 

That night, at dinner, I put the next 
brick in the foundation. I looked across 
the booth at Connie. "You're mine, you 
know," I said. 
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Little puzzled wrinkles appeared above 

the bridge of her nose. "Of course, dear. 
What brought that on ?" 

" I  just was thinking. You know how 
you imagine things. I was imagining how 
I would react if you ever wanted to leave 
me. The answer is very simple. I'd never, 
never let you go."  

She smothered the quick alarm. "VV'hy 
think of such a thing, George ? Such an 
impossible thing !" 

I shrugged. "I  don't know. Say, the 
new car holds sixteen gallons of gas. "  

The fork trembled in  her hand. "\�hat's 
that got to do with-" 

" Nothing, Connie. Don't be so silly. I 
saw that the conversation disturbed you, 
so, in my own feeble way, I was changing 
the subject."  

"Oh !" 
"The steering seems pretty sound. I 

had it checked at the station. That Palmer 
boy seems to know his business." 

Vacant stare. " Palmer ? Oh, Louie, the 
dark one." 

She was getting better at it. That was 
really a good effort. I thought it was too 
bad that I couldn't tell her just how good 
an effort it was. Then she spoiled it by 
being unable to finish the dinner that she 
was eating with such appetite. That's one 
thing about her that always amazed me. 
A tiny girl, yet almost rapacious about her 
food. Red lips eager and white teeth tear
ing and champing. Once upon a time it 
had been cute. Funny how little you can 
learn about a woman in seven years of 
marriage. 

I had to make her see Louie. I had to 
give her a reason. 

Over coffee I said, " I've been asking 
around." 

" About what, darling ?" A shade too 
much casualness and disinterest. 

"V\'e could make a good deal on this 
house right now." 

The petulance showed immediately. 
"But, George ! I love this house and this 

neighborhood. I don't want to move." 
" I  stopped in at the office. I told Mal

lory how the -docs recommend I keep 
out in the air as much as possible. He 
hinted that they might be able to give me 
a traveling job, based in California. I 'd 
cover eleven Western states, part promo
tion work, part digging up new talent for 
the list. I'd also do some coordination 
work with the movie agents. I'm to let 
him know." 

SHE looked as if somebody had hit her 
in the stomach. "But isn't the job you 

had a better one ? I mean we could see 
that you got plenty of fresh air." 

"I  don't know if I'm too anxious to 
pick up this commuting treadmill again. 
I'm going to give it a lot of thought. We'd 
make a profit on the house. In the new 
job my trips would be so long that you 
would travel with me, naturally." 

" I  do get a little carsick," she said, the 
dread showing. 

I laughed. " Say, remember in the hos
pital when I told you I was going to drive 
slow from then on ?" 

"Yes, I do." 
"Found out today I've got my nerve 

back. I kicked it up to seventy-five on 
Route 28. The old reflexes seem pretty 
good." 

I watched and saw the speculative look 
dawn. She covered it by getting up to 
bring more coffee. But when she poured 
it into my cup she spilled some in the 
saucer and didn't seem to notice. 

At a quarter to nine she said she was 
going for a walk. I know that the station 
closed at nine. I yawned and said I might 
go to bed. She left. I waited five minutes 
and backed the car out. The station was 
six blocks away. I was curious to see how 
it was done. I took the parallel road, then 
turned left after six blocks and parked in 
the tree shadows. I could see the station. 
Connie walked by it, very slowly, silhou
etted against the station floodlights. She 



22 15 MYSTERY STORIES 

continued on down the street. I turned 
around in a driveway, went back to the 
parallel road, sped down three blocks and 
parked as before. Soon Connie went by, 
walking quickly now, high heels twinkling. 
I eased out after her. 

Thirteen block from our house on April 
Lane she turned left. It was a cheap 
neighborhood. Midway in the second block 
was a green neon sign against a pale brick 
front "Unicorn-Bar and Grill. " Beyond 
it was another sign. " Ladies Entrance. " 
She darted in there, reluctant to linger 
under the harsh green light. I could re
member the exact stage of pain that green 
light represented. Not the worst, but bad. 

I went down the street, turned around, 
parked on the same side as the Unicorn, 
facing toward it. I was barely in time. A 
'40 Ford . convertible parked across the 
street and Louie Palmer in jacket, open 
sports collar, hatless, walked across the 
street. He stopped in the full glare of 
green and lit a cigarette. He handled it in 
a thoroughly Bogart fashion, hand cupped 
completely around it, lowering it with cal
culated slowness after each drag. He 
looked up and down the street. He flipped 
it away, squared his shoulders and went 
inside. After all, he was a desperate char
acter. A real killer. The murder didn't 
quite pan out, but what the hell. The in
tent was there. Louie was a real sharp 
apple, all wound up in a capital A affair, 
just like out of James M. Cain. 

It would be nice to tell him that he was 
a sniveling little grease monkey preen
ing himself over a tramp wife, a hired 
banty rooster with grease on his hair. But 
that was a pleasure I would have to fore
go. 

I was in bed when she got home an 
hour later. I heard her in the bathroom. 
I wondered how radiant she looked. 

MIRANDA lived alone in an efficiency 
apartment crowded into what had 

apparently been one of the bedrooms of 

a vast old Victorian house. To the left of 
the house was the parking lot for a super
market. The street had been widened until 
the bottom step of the porch was a yard 
from the sidewalk. 

She came down the street from the bus 
stop, lean legs in the white cotton stock
ings scissoring below the hem of the cheap 
coat. 

She watched the sidewalk ahead of her, 
and suddenly looked across the street di
rectly into my eyes and stopped. It did 
not seem strange that she should have that 
utter awareness. 

She waited and I walked across to her. 
The small blue eyes narrow�d just a bit. 
Her heavy lips were laid evenly together. 
She wore no lipstick and the strange thin
ness of the skin on her lips made them 
look peeled, raw. 

We did not speak to each other until 
she had shut the apartment door behind 
us. "You should take stairs more slowly, " 
she said. 

" Showing off, I guess. " 
" You look better, George. Give me your 

coat. " 
The apartment was absolutely charac

terless at first glance. Then the signs of 
her presence intruded. An ashtray 
squared precisely to the edge of a table. 
Three birch logs, so perfect as to look 
artificial, stacked in the shallow, . ash less 
fireplace. Shades all pulled to exactly the 
same level. She plunged back and forth 
through the room, physically threatening 
to derange all its neatness, but her touch 
on each object was light and precise. She 
pulled a glass-topped table closer to the 
armchair where I sat. From the kitchen
ette alcove she brought bottle, glass, small 
bowl of ice cubes, new bottle of soda. She 
set them down with evenly spaced clicks 
against the glass top. She made the drink 
deftly and said, "With you in a moment, " 
and shut herself into the tiny bath. 

She came out with her hair fluffed out of 
its rigid nurse's style and she wore a 
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turtle-necked grey sweater and a harsh 
tweed skirt in a discomfiting orange shade. 
No stockings. Ancient loafers. She fell 
toward a chair, sat lightly in it. The bones 
of her wrists and hips were sharp. She 
looked harsh, brittle, angular. I thought 
irrelevantly that she was a woman made 
for a blind man. To his touch she would 
have the remembered softness and 
wam1th. 

I put the drink down. " How do we 
start ? "  

"Tell m e  how we're going t o  do it." 
The sentence faded away. Each of her 
sentences brought silence after it, so that 
forever we spoke across silence more 
clear I y than with words. Her eyes were 
dedicated blue flame. 

" Not that fast. I want to know if you 
still insist on sharing this thing. Without 
knowing when or how we're to do it. " 

" I  insist. " 
I studied her. " Have you ever won

dered about your own sanity, Miranda. " 
"Of course. Everyone does. They say 

that to wonder means that you are really 
quite all right. " 

"Odd that you're a nurse. "  
" Is it ? People fighting, dying. I'm there. 

I can watch and decide about them. Oh, 
you don't have to do anything crude, like 
the wrong medicines. I like them caught 
between living and dying. Like you were. 
Then you can do it with words. You can 
decide and it always comes out the way 
you say. It makes you strong to think 
about it." 

I smiled and my lips felt stiff. " Have 
you decided against anyone lately ? "  

"Oh, yes. This past week. A n  old man. 
They wanted him alive because, you see, 
he was a great grandfather and in another 
month he'd be a great great grandfather 
and it was all a matter of pride with him 
and with them. To have all those genera
tions living at once. He fought, that one, 
to keep living just for the sake of living, 
which is never any good. I whispered in 

his ear. 'Give up,' I said. 'Let it go. Stop 
fighting. Give up.' They say they can't 
hear you, but they can. They always can. 
He finally gave a great sigh and died. 
They couldn't understand why he died. 
But, of course, I couldn't tell them." 

"You like doing that ? "  
"You kill the rotten ones and keep the 

good ones. Like sorting things. Like being 
neat about yourself." 

" I'm one of the good ones ? "  
She shook her head, a s  though puzzled. 

" No, and yet I kept you. I keep wonder
ing why." 

My GLASS was empty. She sprang 
toward me and had I not learned 

about her I would have flinched away. 
But she stopped in time and the new drink 
was made. 

I caught her wrist and pulled her onto 
my lap. Oddly, she seemed lighter than 
Connie, though she was much heavier I 
knew. The calm lips folded against mine. 
But there was. nothing there. It was hold
ing a senseless pose, like a charade that 
no one can guess. She went back to her 
chair. 

"I expected anything but that, " I said. 
" Wait, " she said. " Wait until after

ward. There isn't enough togetherness yet. 
Afterward the thing shared will make it 
right. "  

" Maybe I died," I said. "Maybe this is 
a fancy-type hell, like the mythological 
one where the sinner is chained for eter
nity just out of reach of food and drink." 

"Am I food and drink ? "  She showed, 
for the first time, a trace of coyness. Like 
a child's rattle placed atop a small white 
coffin. 

" Maybe not that. But necessary. In an 
odd way. Essential. " 

"That's because I know more about 
these things. I'm like a guide. You're just 
learning." 

"Is it a taste you can acquire?" 
"That you can't help acquiring." 
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" But when there's no one left to kill?" 
"Then we'll help each other find some

one else. And do it in a better way than 
words." 

I stood up. " I'll let you know. " 
" I'll be waiting. " 
On the way home I could feel the clear 

imprint of the plate inlaid in my skull, 
the perfect outline of it, as though gentle 
fingers were pressing it against the jelly 
of my brain. 

I went into the cellar and fitted a length 
of soft white pine into the lathe. I let my 
hands work the way they wanted to work, 
without direction. The cutting tool ate 
away the wood, turning angles into curves. 
I took it off the lathe and turned on the 
sander. I held it one way, then another 
way, rounding it the ...;ay my hands said. 
It turned into the crude enlongated torso 
of a woman, a woman as thin as Miranda. 
Then I put it back into the lathe and cut 
it down to a round rod, shaving away the 
wonian-form. 

The pressure against the plate had 
turned into an ache, the beginning of green 
behmd my eyes. I broke the rod over my 
knee. 

I went up to Connie and I said, "Rub 
the back of my neck." 

I stretched out on the couch. She was 
awkward about it, lacking the skill of Mi
randa. I turned and held her close, telling 
myself she was precious

·
. I kissed her. I 

saw surprise in her eyes and then a most 
patient resignation. I sat beside her on the 
couch and took the patch off the empty 
socket. She shut her eyes hard. Her small 
fists were clenched. I tiptoed away from 
her and up the stairs and shut myself in 
my room. I heard her go out. I lay in the 
livid green and the world was green neon 
and the outline of the plate changed slow
ly, forming letters, pressing the word 
" Unicorn" deep into the grey-green brain, 
:Jeep into the softnesses in which forever a 
car rolled and leaped and bounded like a 
child's toy thrown aside in petty rage. 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Angel of Death 

"you won't be needing the car, will 
you ? "  I asked Connie. 

She gave me her prettiest frown. "Gosh, 
I don't think so. How long will you have 
it ? "  

"Overnight. "  
" Where on earth are you going ? "  
" I  went i n  and talked t o  Mallory yes

terday. We decided I'd start to take on 
a few odd jobs, just to get my hand in. 
That splendid creative artist up in Crane 
is yammering at his agent to arrange a 
switch of publishers again. " 

" But that is where you were going 
when-" 

" Correct. Sort of like a movie. This is 
when I came in. " 

" When are you leaving ? "  

" He keeps crazy hours. Starts writing 
after a midnight breakfast. It's a two-and
a-half-hour drive. I'll leave tonight after 
dark and after I see him I'll hole up some
where and c�me back down tom�rrow. No 
point in getting too tired at this stage of 
the game. " 

The upper surfaces of her rounded arms 
had the faint tan that she never seems to 
lose, even in the dead ef winter. I held 
her by the shoulders and looked into lier 
eyes. She was facing the light. I saw then, 
and for the first time, the slight yellow
ness of the whites of her eyes. Once they 
had been that bluey white that only chil
dren seem to have. The pores of her snub 
nose and on her rounded cheeks were 
faintly enlarged, and everywhere, eye cor
ners, around her mouth, across her fore
head, I could see the spreading inevitable 
network of wrinkles, cobwebby against 
the skin. Enlarge those wrinkles to the 
maximum and she would have the face of 
a withered monkey, out of which the grey 
eyes would still stare, acquiring through 
that contrast the knowledge of evil which 
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had always been there but which I had 
never been able to see or understand. 

She moved uncomfortably in my grasp. 
"VVhat are you staring at ?' '  

"My fine true wife, my loyal little Con
nie. Darling, what did I do to deserve 
you ?" 

She had the grace to blush. "Oh, come 
now." 

" It's the truth, isn't it ? Why, any other 
woman would be scheming and planning 
on how to get rid of me. But not you, 
Connie. Not you. Love is bigger than 
expediency, isn't it ?"  

" If you say so, George ."  
"Read any good books lately ?" 
"George, right now you seem . . .  more 

like yourself. You've been so odd, you 
know."  

" I'll be my very own true self very 
soon now." 

"Are we going to move away from 
here ?" 

" I  think so."  
Her voice became wheedling. " Darling, 

before you make up your mind for sure, 
let's go up to the cabin for a long week. 
Just the two of us. There won't be any
body around at this time of year. We can 
walk in the woods. Oh, we'll have a won
derful time. "  

"Just the two o f  us ?" 
Her eyes grew as opaque as grey glass. 

"Call it a second honeymoon," she 
breathed. 

That would be ideal for them. Not dif
ficult to arrange at all. So many ways to 
do it up there. I could almost see Louie 
Palmer pushing me off the high front 
porch onto the lake-front rocks and then 
lighting a cigarette in his Bogart way, 
saying, " I'll run along. You drive out and 
make the phone call. Remember, he com
plained about feeling dizzy and you told 
him not to go near the steps. "  

There would be a deep satisfaction in 
that for them. An end of tension. It had 
failed the first time. Their frozen world 
would begin to revolve again. 

"A second honeymoon," I said. 
In the late afternoon I took the car 

down to the station. Conner, the owner, 
was there as well as Louie Palmer. Louie 
was in his coveralls, his sleeves rolled up 
over muscular forearms, a smear of grease 
on his chin near the corner of his mouth, 
a lank end of black hair curling down 
across his forehead to the black eyebrow. 
He avoided meeting my eye. 

"Taking a little trip," I said heartily 
to Conner. "First one since my accident. 
Have Louie check the tires, steering arms, 
king pin, front wheel bushings, please. "  

" Put it on the rack, kid," Conner said 
in his husky, domineering voice. I won
dered how much Conner's constant scorn 
was a factor in Louie's bold play for big 
money. I watched the coveralls tighten 
across Louie's broad shoulders as he 
ducked under the car. How had it started ? 
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A few sidelong glances ? The realization 
that the Corliss woman was coming 
around oftener than strictly necessary ? 
Then, probably, " I  guess we better road 
test it, Mrs. Corliss. J ust move over and 
I'll take the wheel . "  

How does i t  start ? 
" Change the oil, sir ? "  Louie asked. 
" No thanks, kid," I said. I rasped that 

" kid" across him, sC:tw the color creep up 
the back of his neck. 

I waited and when he was through I 
tipped him a quarter. He looked as if he 
might throw it in my face. " Buy yourself 
a beer," I said. "Try the Unicorn. I hear 
that's a good bar. " 

His mouth sagged a little and the color 
left him. I grinned into his face and 
turned away. Louie was j umpy. 

"Take it easy, Mr. Corliss, " Conner 
advised. 

" I'll do that , "  I said. " Made myself a 
promise that I'll never drive over forty
five again and I'm sticking to it. " 

Beyond Conner I saw a puzzled look 
�n Louie's lean white face. 

J WENT over right after dinner. Mi-
randa was waiting for me. Her eyes 

seemed deeper in her head, their glow 
strong and steady. The wide lips were 
parted a faint fraction of an inch. It added 

� to the breathlessness of her words. The 
spring within her was wound as tightly as 
the key could be turned. A deb waiting 
for the grand march. A horse player wait
ing for the sixth race. An animal watch
ing, from a limb, the trail beneath. 

She shut the door and leaned against it. 
" Tonight ? "  

" Yes, tonight. " 
She shut her eyes for a moment. With 

her eyes shut she had a corpse face. 
" How ? Tell me how. Quickly ! " 
"They think I'll be gone. They think 

I'll be gone overnight. We'll come back. " 
" They'll be together ? "  
"Why not ? They have planning to do. " 

" But how ? "  
· " Electricity . "  

She looked disappointed. " I s-is that a 
good way ?" 

"The best. Clean and quick and final. "  
She nodded slowly. "Yes, I can see a 

Jot of ways how it could be. But I won't 
just watch, will I ?  I 'll be part of it. " 
You there, little girl ! Get into that game 
of musical chairs with the other children. 

"You'll be part of it. I promised. " 
"Do they have a good chance of catch

ing us, blaming us ? "  
" Not a chance i n  the world. "  
"Oh good ! And later . . .  we'll go 

away . "  
" Far away. " 
" How much time is there ?" 
" Three hours. Four. " 
" Long hours to wait, George. " 
" We'll take a ride. That'll kill time. 

Come along. "  
She had not sat beside me in a car be 

fore. She was unexpectedly feline, a part 
of her that I had not noticed. She sat with 
her legs curled up under her, partly facing 
me, and I knew that she watched, not the 
road, but my face, the glow of the dash 
lights against it, the pendulum swing of 
the street lamps. 

" Scared ? "  I asked. 
" No. Something else. Like when you're 

a child. You wake up in the morning. An
other day. Then you see the snow on the 
windowsill and it all comes with a great 
rush. The day after tomorrow is Christ
mas, you say. One more day gone. Yes
terday it was the day after the day after 
tomorrow. Now it's getting so close it 
closes your throat. That's how I feel. Get
ting one at last that isn't a sick one. " 

She inched closer so that the hard ball 
of her knee dug against my thigh. The 
musky perfume was thick in the car. 

Without turning to see, I knew how 
her eyes would look. " We've never had 
to say much, have we ? "  she asked. 

" Not very much. We knew without 
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saying. A look can say everything." 

" Later we can talk. We can say all the 
words that ever were. Good words and 
bad words. I've said bad words when I'm 
alone. I've never said them out loud to 
anybody. And we can say the other words 
too, and it won't be like after reading a 
story." 

"How do you mean ?"  
"Oh, murder. Death. Kill. Blood. 

Bodies. I kill, you kill, we kill. The way 
you had to learn the Latin words in 
school. " 

"Conjugations, you mean." 
"That's what I was trying to think of. 

Miranda Wysner, conjugate the verb to 
kill. I kill, I shall kill, I killed, I had 
killed, I should have killed. "  

She laughed. Her fingers shut on  my 
arm above the elbow. "Think about it, 
George. Like swinging a big shining 
white sword. You swing it at evil and 
you tell yourself that's why you do it, but 
all the time way down inside your heart 
you know that it isn't the reason for it, 
it's the act itself." 

J WAS on the road north out of town. 
She looked out the windows. 
"Where are we going?" 
"\Ve'll just go north out of town up 

into the hills and then swing around and 
come back. "  

She was silent. I drove ever more rap
idly. The road climbed and then began 
to gather unto itself a series of gentle 
curves that later would grow hard, the 
shoulders popping and crackling as the 
car threw itself at them. 

I knew the landmarks. At the crest I 
slowed down, my arms tired from the 
strain. I started down the other side. The 
rising whine of the wind grew louder. The 
needle climbed. Sixty-five, seventy, sev
enty-five. 

"We're killing the two of them, you 
see, " I yelled above the wind. "We can't 
make the curve coming up. You wanted 

a part in it. You've got it, baby. You've 
got it. I left a letter with Mallory to open 
if I should die. It's all in there. They'll 
never worm out of this one. Electricity 
will kill them all right. Courtesy of the 
State of New York, baby." 

I saw the white posts of the curve in 
the furthest reach of the headlights. 

Her scream filled the car, filled my ears, 
drilled into my soul. "Faster, Georgie ! 
Oh, faster ! " Wild ecstasy, beyond the 
peak of human endurance. 

I gave her one quick look. The dash 
lights hit the white-ridged bone structure 
of her face so that the shape of the skull 
was apparent. The mouth was wide
screaming, lip-spread. Her voice told me 
that she had known. 

I came down hard on the brake. The 
car went into a long skid toward those 
posts. I let up on the brake, accelerated 
it straight, came down on the brake again. 
This time the skid was the other way so 
that the car headed toward the brink, still 
skidding sideways. I could hear only the 
scream of tortured rubber, then the jolt
ing metallic scraping as tires were rolled 
right off the rims. I couldn't bring it out 
of the second skid. The front right wheel 
smacked the posts and the car spun so 
that I lost all sense of direction. For a 
moment it looked as though the car were 
spinning in one spot, like a top, complete
ly ringed about with the white posts. Then 
it hit again and I was thrown toward 
Miranda. I tried to find her with my arms 
but I couldn't. 

The crescendo of sound was fading. 
The car jolted, lurched, stood absolutely 
still in a world where there was no sound. 

I got out. Other cars stopped. I looked 
for Miranda. I couldn't find her. The 
tow truck had a spotlight on it and so 
did the trooper car. I made them shine 
the lights down and search down the 
slope. They looked and looked. After I 
told them a little more about her they 
stopped looking and they were most polite 



28 15 MYSTERY STORIES 

and they took me to a doctor who gave 
me white powders. 

J WAS in bed for ten days. I told Con
nie everything. She was very grave 

about it all, and kept her eyes on my fac� 
as I answered every one of her questions. 

By the time I was on my feet the car 
had been repaired. I didn't care what 
happene<l any more. I didn't protest when 
she took' 

me to the gas station. Conner 
acted odd and the questions seemed to 
embarrass him. · He said, "Why, sure a 
few times Mrs. Corliss cashed checks with 
me and I guess I turned some of them 
over to Louie as part of his pay. " Louie 

. came over and shuffled his feet. He 
looked younger than I 'd remembered. He 
was smoking a cigarette and he didn't hold 
it in his Bogart way. 

took care of you myself. They told me I 
should put you in a psychiatric nursing 
home. They thought I was in danger 
from you. You said some pretty wild 
things about me in the hospital. I took 
the risk. For the iirst two weeks you 
were home you called me M iranda as 
often as yo1,1 called me Connie. It was, I 
thought, the name of. some girl you knew 
before we were married-. Then you stopped 
doing that and you seemed better. That's 
why I thought it was safe to Jet you drive 
again. You were almost rational. No, 
you were rational. If it  had been just 
almost rational, if I had thought that you 
were in danger, I wouldn't have permit
ted it. The steering did break when you 
had your accident. That's because the 
garage you took the car to installed a 
defective part. "  

"Louie, "  she said, "have you and I 
ever had a date ?" 

J said haltingly, " But . . .  you. The 
way you acted toward me. I know that 

hell ! . I'm repulsive to you now. This eye and 
� all . . . . " 

He stared at her. "What the 
What the hell, Miz Corliss ! "  

" Have we ? "  
He manufactured a pretty good leer. 

"Well, now you bring the subject up, if 
you want a date, I'd-" 

" Shut up ! " Conner rasped. 
" Get behind the wheel, George, "  Con

nie said, "and take me to the Unicorn."  
I found the street. It  wasn't there. I 

tried two other streets and then went back 
to the first one. I parked and went in a 
cigar store and asked what had happened 
to it. The man told me he'd been there 
twelve years and there'd never been a 
place of that name in the neighborhood. 

We went home. I sat on the living
room couch. She pulled a small footstool 
over and sat directly in front of me. 

" George, listen to me. I 've been check
ing everything. That address you gave 
me. It's a parking lot. There aren't any 

. old Victorian houses on that street made 
over into apartments. There's no local 
record of a nurse named Miranda Wysner. 
I brought you home from the hospital and 

She left the room, came back quickly 
with a mirror. "Take off the patch, 
George."  I did so. My two eyes, whole 
again, looked back at me. I touched the 
one that had been under the patch. 

" I  don't understand ! "  I cried out. 
"You were convinced you had lost an 

eye. They gave up and decided to humor 
you when you demanded the patch. And 
as far as my turning away from you in 
disgust is concerned, that is precisely what 
yott did, George. Not me. " 

,J sat numbly. Her grave eyes watched 
me. 

"I followed you that night, " I said. 
"I went for a walk. I didn't want you 

to see me cry again. I'd cried enough in 
front of you-until I thought that no more 
tears could come. But there are always 
more tears. Funny, isn't it ? No matter 
how many , already shed . "  

."Why have I done this t o  you ? "  I 
demanded. 

"George, darling. You didn't do it. It  



MIRANDA 29 
wasn't you. It was the depressed frac
ture, the bone chips they pulled out of 
your brain, the plate they put in. " 

" Miranda,"  I whispered. "Who is 
Miranda ? Who was Miranda ?" 

Connie tried to smile. Tears glistened 
in the grey eyes. '! Miranda ? Why, dar
ling, she might have been . an angel of 
death. "  

"When I nearly died, she was 
there . . . .  " 

"I was there, " Connie said with an up
ward lift of her chin. "I  was there. And 
I held you and whispered to you how 
much you had to live for, how much I 
needed you." 

" She said she whispered to all of  them 
on that borderline." 

"Maybe she does." 
"Take me in your arms, George,"  Con

nie said. 
I couldn't. I could only look at her. 

She waited a long time and then she went 
alone up the stairs. I heard her footsteps 
on the guest room floor overhead. 

WE WENT to the cabin on the lake. 
I was sunk into the blackest depths 

of apathy. Once you have learned that no 
impression can be trusted, no obvious 
truth forever real, you know an isolation 
from the world too deep to be shattered. 

I remembered the thin pink skin of her 
wide lips, the lurch of her walk, the un
expected competence of her hands. 

I do not know how many days went by. 
I ate and slept and watched the lake. 

And one day I looked up and there was 
Connie. She stood with the sun behind 
her and she looked down at me. 

The smile came then. I felt it on my 
lips. I felt it dissolving all the old re
straints. I reached for her and pulled her 
into my arms. The great shuddering sighs 
of thanksgiving came from her. She was 
my wife again and she was in my arms 
and everything between us was mended, 
as shining and new as in the earliest days 
of our marriage. 

She wept and talked and laughed, all 
at once. 

That night a wind was blowing off the 
lake. 

When she slept I left her side and went 
to the windows. They look out onto the 
porch. 

The old rocking chair creaked. Back 
and forth. Back and forth. 

It was no surprise to me to see her sit
ting there. In the rocker. There was a 
moon-glade across the lake and her wide 
underlip· was moist enough to pick up the 
smallest of highlights from the lake. 

We smiled at each other the way old 
friends smile who have at last learned to 
understand each other. 

You see, Miranda knows about the drop 
from the top steP.S to the lake-shore rocks. 

I turned back to gather up my small 
and dainty wife in my arms. 

THE END 
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CHEAPER BY TH E DOZEN 
The fiendish Head H unter o f  Cleveland never read the book, "Cheaper b y  the 

Dozen," beca\Jse he was busy accomplishing his foul work a full decade before that 
best-seller was written. Yet some similar slogan must have been his, for he toiled 
wel l  in the vineyard of murder, leaving twelve corpses behind him, each with a 
police notation: "Case U nsolved." 

The first corpse was found September 23, 1935, in a gul ly known to Clevelanders 
as Kingsbury Run. What marked the case i mmediately for newspaper headlines 
was the fact that the head had been removed with true surgical ski l l .  Police 
identified the dead man as one Edward Andrassy-and ran promptly into a dead 
end. No ki l ler, no motivation, nothing, 

Clevelanders read the newspaper stories and shuddered. It was a physical ac
tion they were to become used to in the months and years that fol lowed. For 
Andrassy's murder was but the first. 

The second corpse was discovered the same day as Andrassy's. It too had 
been decapitated by a skil led hand. Four months later a third bloody memento 
of the mad Head Hunter was found, and during the next months-nine more 
dismembered bodies succeeded. 

Of the twelve, only three were ever identified-Andrassy and two women, M rs. 
Rose Wallace and M rs. Florence Poli l lo. Of the remaning nine, six were men, 
three were women. The last two bodies were found on August 16, 1938--almost 
three years after the first. 

Weary Cleveland police, needled by newspaper headlines, worked feverishly 
day and night, searching for clues, examining suspects. Acting on the hunch that 
the ki l ler might have come from among local vagrants, police surrounded the 
nearby shanty town, fine-tooth-combed its inhabitants. Result: A jailful of seedy 
bums, not one murderer. 

The first hopeful rift in the clouds came when the local sheriff's office, acting 
on a tip, investigated one Frank Dolezal, reputed knife wielder. Luck, seemingly, 
was with the sheriff. Not only had Dolezal known M rs. Polillo, but dark stains in 
his floorboards were declared, by the police laboratory, to be blood. 

Dolezal, arrested, soon confessed to having murdered M rs. Poli llo. Exultantly 
the sheriff's office announced that it was on the verge of solving the mystery of 
the twelve dismembered corpses. 

And then the balloon of evidence bust. Pinprick N umber 1 was Dolezal's death. 
He hanged himself in his cel l .  Pinprick Number 2:  An autopsy disclosed six 
broken ribs in Dolezal's body, raising suspicion that he had confessed under duress. 
Pinprick N umber 3: A state university pathologist declared that the stains on 
Dolezal's floorboard were definitely not blood. 

And there matters rested. World War II headlines shoved the case of the 
twelve headless torsos out of the papers, but for a l l  anyone knows, the ski l led 
dissectionist who scattered grisly evidence of his skill throughout Cleveland is 
sti l l  at large-and may even now be writing your prescription! 

By ORTN ER and CALLE 



3 1  



The Ghost 
That Lo�ed 

Ansft'ell 

"Go to sleep now, Walter," 
the voice said. "Or perhaps 
if I sang to you, the way 

you used to like . . .  " 

By CHARLES LARSON 

Even dead she pursued him, 

::rooning to him, mothering him, 

watching over him. Good Lord, 

Answell thought, didn't she real· 

ize he had killed her? 

32 

HE could not have said when the 
fear began in him. It came slow
ly, without concious cause, like a 

malignant growth in his mind. There was 
no base to it, no coherence, no reason, 
and that, it seemed to him, was the most 
terrifying part of all. 

They noticed it at the office. His re
ceptionist, a rather silly young woman 
named Patsy something, left a travel fold-
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er on his desk one morning, and popped 
in at least six times during the day to see 

· whether he'd read it. 
He threw it into the wastebasket. 
The doctor who shared his suite spoke 

to him at lunch. "Walter, it's not up to 
me to tell you your business, but don't 
ybu think you've been hitting the ball a 
little too hard lately ? I mean, under the 
circumstances-" 

"There's nothing wrong with me," 
Answell said. 

"Of course there isn't. I simply meant 
that it's been a strain. Bound to be. Loss 
of a loved one. All of that. But you must 
realize, Walter, that Ethel would have 
been the first-" 

"I don't want to talk about Ethel. " 
"No. Certainly not. " 
Even his patients became solicitous. 
'Why is it, Dr. Answell," said a 

freckled woman with a recurrent angina 
condition, "that doctors always take the 
very worst care of themselves ? You look 
perfectly worn out. Surely a month at 
the mountains, a few weeks of sun and 
fresh air and rest. . . . " 

He hoped that she could not see the 
effort it took for him to remain calm. He 
was so tired of hearing about his altered 
appearance. He kept his eyes on a slim 
vase near the edge of his desk and on 
the single red rose it contained. " I'm 
afraid that's out of the question, Mrs. 
Moore. There are so many things to do. 
My wife-" 

"Doctor, I'm going to speak quite 
brutally. And I ·  want you to listen. 
Ethel's gone. You had fifteen wonderful 
years with her. But you've got to con
sider yourself now. What do you think 
Ethel would say if she could see you 
carrying on like this ? I know how she 
used to fret and worry. She'd say, ' Wal-
ter . . .  .' " 

It had become difficult to hear. The 
room throbbed delicately, as though he 
were watching it through opera glasses 

held by a nervous hand. He got to his 
feet. " There are other patients waiting. 
Will you leave, please. " The words were 

. plainly rude, and he had never been a 
rude man. He wondered if he were go
ing to be ill .  " Please, " he repeated. 

THE woman chose to be compassionate 
rather than insulted. After a moment 

she sighed. "A ll right, Doctoi . ' ' Her 
· dress rustled intimately as she leaned over 
to pat his arm. "I understand. Believe 
me, I do. " 

She gave him a tender smile and moved 
with the somnolent slowness of the heart 
patient toward the door. Answell re
mained motionless long after she had gone, 
held and hypnotized by her final words. 

It seemed to him suddenly that he had 
found-in those last idle syllables-the 
crux not only of his present unhappiness, 
but of his entire graceless life. The sen
tences sang shrilly in his mind. " I  un
derstand, Doctor. Believe me, I do. I un
derstand. I understand. I understand . . .  " 

Very slowly he brought his head up. 
No ! He could have shouted. No, you do 
not understand. 

That was the simple, unholy truth of it. 
He had never taken a step, never drawn 
a breath, never uttered a remark that had 
not been-to some extent-mistmderstood. 

Quickly he walked to the mirror oppo
site his desk, stopped in front of it. He 
saw a tall, loose-limbed figure with pre
maturely grey hair and large, sensitive 
hands. He saw a face of kindly absent
mindedness. He saw, in effect, a doctor 
in whom one would have the deepest con
fidence. 

Walter Answell, M. D., specialist in 
cardiology. A good man, a plain, awk
ward, shy person, bereaved and made 
pitiable by the loss of his dearly beloved 
wife. 

He wanted to smash the mirror as he 
would have smashed the face of an ob
noxious liar. 
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He wanted to fling open his office door 
and cry, "Look here ! Every one of you ! 
Stop treating me like a child ! Stop pity
ing me ! I don't want it. I fought it for 
fifteen endless years, and now that it's over 
I don't intend to go through it again ! "  

He could imagine the fluttering such 
cries would cause, the startled glances, the 
awed conj ectures. 

Almost imperceptibly, Answell drew his 
shoulders back. Out of the corner of his 
eye he could see the reflection in the 
mirror straighten, take on a subtle gran
deur. There, he thought, stood the true 
Answell. An Answell strong and un-
afraid and faintly disdainful. 

· 

And that Answell would have a voice 
like the flick of a whip. " Bereaved ?" it  
would say. " For what earthly reason ? Is 
the prisoner bereaved to see the sun again ? 
I'm glad Ethel's dead ! I loathed every 
fat ounce of her. I hated her from the 
d�y we were married. I hated her for 
lo�ing me so much, for smothering me, 
for her constant concern. And listen to 

., 
this, my fatheads. I did something braver 
and stronger than any of you could ever 
have done. Because I murdered her ! "  

THE words were so loud i n  his brain 
that he thought for a moment that he 

had actually shouted them. He cocked his 
head in abrupt panic, half expecting some
one to run into his office. But everything 
continued on its usual way. Steadily his 
receptionist typed in the outer room, 
somewhere a woman laughed, the usual 
traffic noises rose from the street. 

Answell realized that he was very, very 
tired. 

He rubbed his forehead and then re
turned to his desk. Wearily he touched 
the intercommunication box. " Patsy ?" 

" Yes, Doctor ?" 
" Cancel all my appointments. I . • 

don't feel well. I 'm going home. " 
The metallic voice was relieved. "Yes, 

Doctor. " 

She was glad he was going home. He 
tried to fight down the tiny surge of 
anger that spread through him at the 
thought. But, childishly, it grew until he 
was white with baffled rage. If he had 
chosen to stay, if he'd wished to work 
until three o'clock in the morning, it 
should have been no one's business but 
his own. Instead, the girl was as vastly 
interested in his welfare as Ethel had been. 
Everyone was interested . He had escaped 
from Ethel only to meet, apparently, an 
infinity of Ethels all over again. Why 
couldn't they see that he was sick to 
death of their anxiety, that he wanted, at 
last in his life, to do as he pleased, with
out interest or hindrance or help on any
one's part ? 

Trembling, he. shut his eyes. Now that 
wouldn't do at all. There was something 
unseemly about such perturbation over 
the tone of a voice. I n  all likelihood the 
poor girl had meant nothing whatever 
by it. 

Here, Answell thought, was the legacy 
Ethel had left him. This unmanly petu
lance. This eternal vigilance and introspec
tion. 

He breathed deeply, rose and put on his 
hat and coat. He paused once before the 
mirror to compose himself, and left the 
room. 

The outer office, he saw, was empty ex
cept for the receptionist. Without a word 
he crossed to the door. And then it hap
pened. 

" Walter, " a voice said. " It's raining, 
and you've forgotten your umbrella. " 

His first reaction was one of distinct 
shock that Patsy should take it upon her
self to call him by his first name. 

He turned, his eyebrows raised. " I'm 

quite aware of that," he said. " And I 
didn't forget anything. I deliberately left 
it at home." 

Patsy paused, her hands poised over the 
typewriter keyboard. "I beg your pardon, 
Doctor ? "  
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"I said," Answell repeated, "that I had 

left it at home. In my opinion, a man looks 
like a fool when he carries an umbrella. 
And I would prefer, youg lady, that you 
called me something other than 'Walter.' 
It cheapens the office. " 

Patsy 's mouth had fallen open. 
" Please see that it doesn't happen 

again," Answell said. He nodded stiffly, 
and continued into the hall. 

Once outside, he shook his head angrily. 
What colossal cheek ! That was the trouble 
with the very young. They failed to 
realize . . . 

"Then," the voice said, "you must take 
a taxi.  I 'm not going to have you stand
ing about on wet corners. You know how 
easily you catch cold, Walter. " 

Answell stopped dead. 
The corridor, both before and behind 

him, was vacant. It reminded him of a 
tomb ; a dankness had entered the air. 

The voice had been Ethel's. 
For a moment he assumed, quite clearly 

and coldly, that he had lost his mind. He 
had been under an wnusually severe strain 
for several weeks, and a momentary mental 
breakdown would not have been in the 
least far-fetched. One could not hate as 
fervently as he had hated-nor experience 
such blessed relief when the source of his 
hatred was removed-and nor undergo 
certain extensive mental upheavals� Still, 
wasn't his very acceptance of insanity 
tacit proof that he was normal ? The 

madmen never believed in his madness . . . .  
Deep within him the unreasonable fear 

had returned to coil l ike a small chill 
snake around his heart. A small, slippery 
snake, constricting . . . .  

" Going down?" someone said, and 
Answell jerked his head about. An ele
vator stood open beside him. 

" vVhat ?" Answell said. 
" Going do1.un ?" 
" Oh. Oh, yes. Down . "  He stepped into 

the elevator. 
And the dankness entered behind him. 

0 VER the city a leaden sky hung like 
a malevolent blanket. Streams of water 

gushed in the gutters and splattered 
against the bent bodies of hurrying pedes
trians. Answell raised his coat collar and 
began to move blindly toward the bus stop. 
He had never learned to drive his own 
car ; Ethel had been terrified that he 
might one day have an accident. As a 
matter of fact, so had Answell been 
terrified of the same thing. 

In rare moments of spiritual clarity, 
Answell had realized that Ethel was 
partically his own fault. He had created 
her as surely as Frankenstein had created 
his monster. Long before merrying her, 
he'd known that Ethel thrived on weak
ness in others. Ethel loved to protect, to 
advise and guide and strengthen. And 
Answell had been quite content at first 
to submit. Originally she'd been a patient 
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of his, but soon their roles had become 
subtly reversed. Despite her chronically 
bad heart, Ethel had given the impression 
that Answell was the one who needed 
to be looked after. And in his weakness 
Answell had allowed the situation to get 
out of hand. He had conceived a hatred 
for her that had grown in direct ratio to 
the love she bore for him. When he had 
seen his chance-during one of Ethel's 
frequent heart attacks-to kill her without 
suspicion or danger, he had literally 
jumped at it. It had. been so easy to with
hold the medicine Ethel had needed. H e  
had murdered her by proxy, s o  t o  speak. 
There had been no violence, no blood, no 
incriminating instrument. He had simply 
not saved her life when it had lain in 
his  power to do so. Even Ethel had not 
suspected. He'd known by the trustful, 
fatalistic look in her eyes . . .  

But he had killed her. She was dead. 
Therefore, the voice he'd heard had been 
a figment of his own sick imagination. 

Answell lowered his head against the 
pounding rain and stepped off a curb. 
Perhaps a drink . . .  

He felt the blow against his chest at 
the very moment he heard the car honk. 
Wildly he tried to regain his balance, but 
his heel caught on the curb and he fell 
backwards to sprawl awkwardly on the 
wet sidewalk. Above him he could see the 
car, a taxi, swing crazily out and away 
from him, brakes shrieking. The driver's 
white face glared back at him. "Watch 
it, you crazy son of a . . . " The words 
were lost in the rain and the wind. 

Open-mouthed, Answell stared at the 
traffic light over the center of the street. 
It had been red against him, green for 
the car. One more step . . .  

But why hadn't he taken that step ? 
What on earth had saved him ? He re
membered the blow against his chest, as 
though someone, seeing the danger, had 
deliberately pushed him away from it. 

Answell got to his feet. 

" \Valter, " the voice said, "when are you 
going to learn to look both ways at an 
intersection ? Honestly . . .  " 

Answell leaned against a lamp post, his 
head down. 

" Now you call a taxi," the voice said, 
"and get home and out of those wet 
clothes j ust as fast as you can. Why . . .  " 

Another car· passed slowly by the lamp 
post. " Taxi ? "  the driver called. 

Answell glanced up dully, and finally 
nodded. Again the dankness accompanied 
him as he got in. He gave his address and 
rested his head against the back of the 
seat, staring blankly at the meter . . . .  

THE nights, Answell came to believe,._ 
were the hardest. Then the horror 

became immediate and unbearable. In the 
night there was no escape. Often he would 
wake with the sound of humming in his 
ears, tuneless and frightful, and he would 
sit up and scream " Stop it ! My God, are 
you trying-" 

And the humming would cease. The 
voice would take on a surprised, hurt 
tone. " Did I wake you, Walter ? I'm sorry, 
dear. You must get your rest, of course. 
I'll be very, very quiet. Now, go to sleep. 
Perhaps if I sang very softly, the way 
you used to like . . . " 

SometiJlleS, too, in the night he was 
able to see her. 

She loved to stand beside his bed, a 
faint outline that wavered and dissolved 
like a dream. And there would be a bow 
in her hair, and utter adulation in her 
eyes. 

He called the manifestation " her" rather 
than "it" almost from the beginning. Like 
a man with an incurable disease, Answell 
found himself adapting to his new con
dition with desperate hopelessness, and 
even making some attempt to study it. 

He slipped without protest from a po
sition of indifferent skepticism into one of 
necessary belief. Ethel was there. Whether 
or not ghosts could exist, Ethel existed, 
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and that was en<J'ugh. That settled the 
question. 

For a time he labored under the delusion 
that Ethel had returned in order to harm 
him-to avenge, somehow, her own death. 
The truth, when he saw it, was infinitely 
more horrible. 

Because Ethel had not known he'd 
killed her. She had no intention of harm
ing, or even of frightening, him. A love 
greater than the grave had brought her 
back, and nothing else. 

She watched over him like a guardian 
angel, as she'd always done. The hundred 
and one little traits that had once driven 
him to murder were back in frightful 
abundance, and he was utterly helpless 
to cope with them. 

"Walter, " the voice would say, "you're 
not eating well at all. Why should you 
be so childish about vegetables ? Order 
the broccoli . . . " 

And, hating broccoli ,  he would order 
it solely because it would stop the whin
ing in his ear. 

" vValter, you're in a draft, dear. If 
you closed that window " 

"Walter, why must you smoke so 
much ?" 

"Walter, chew your food. "  
"Walter . . . " 
Tiny drops of water, each in itself 

comical and insignificant, but building to
gether toward total madness. 

He could no longer work. He called 
Patsy and told her that he was taking 
a shod vacation-for his nerves. The 
sympathy in her voice revealed her agree
ment with his plan. He grew thinner, a 
tremor lodged in his hands and in his 
head. And always and forever there was 
Ethel. 

It  was almost by accident that he dis
covered the one way out. 

He had found that sleeping pills 
provided momentary but absolute release 
from the thing at his side. He began to 

. look forward to those few hours of precious 

blankness with the longing of an alcoholic 
toward his bottle. 

If only, he thought, the effect were 
eternal. If only he needn't eventually 
awaken . . .  

He was standing at the wash basin, with 
the box of pills in his hand, when the 
idea of suicide entered and fled his mind 
like a pleasure too remote to be con
templated. 

He wet his lips and stared at his face 
in the mirror. An eternal rest. Wasn't 
that going a bit too far ? 

A breath of air came to him from the 
bedroom door. A dankness. He heard the 
empty humming that Ethel began when- -
ever she was happy. 

He turned the box over in his hand, 
cupped the pills in his palm and opened 
his mouth. 

" Walter ! "  
Something brushed violently against his  

arm, sent the white pills spinning and 
clattering over the floor. Answell was 
after them in an instant, crying like a 
baby, shrieking with rage each time they. 
eluded him. 

At last he .fell against the bathtub, 
exhausted, and the voice said, with gra:Jte 
sadness, "vValter, Walter. My poor r!..l.-
ling. I know how hard it is for you. I 
know, dear. You're lonely. You want to 
join me. But that isn't the way, Walter. 
If you were to die, we could never find 

each other again.  Don't you see ? We're 
together now, the way we've always been, 
and we don't want to lose that, do we ? 
Now get into bed, my sweet, and I shall 
sing you to sleep . . . " 

F
ROM that time on, A nswell became 
obsessed. Self-annihilation danced and 

spun in his brain like the sight of a 
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special paradise. He went to the most 
crafty lengths to get around Ethel's vigil
ance. He spent the better part of a week 
in transferring, drop by drop, the contents 
of a bottle marked "Poison" into a used 
bottle of mouthwash, only to find the 
mouthwash bottle shattered on the bath
room floor at the end of the fifth day. 
He recalled that a friend whom he hadn't 
seen for years now occupied an office at 
the top of a fifteen-story building, and he 
tried to fall from the open office window 
during a visit. Ethel held him until the 
friend could come to the rescue. He at
tempted to cut his wrists, to drown him
self in the tub, to step into the path of a 
speeding automobile. And, each time, 
Ethel saved him. 

He couldn't die. 
He was in a trap of his own making, 

held tightly and safely for the rest of his 
horror-ridden life. By murdering Ethel 
he had condemned himself to a hell more 
hideous than any imagined by Dante. No 
judge could ever have devised so inhuman 
a punishment. The law at least was graci
ous and simple. An eye for an eye, said 
the law. A death for a death . . . .  

E>eath. 
Answell thought of it first lying in bed, 

with the hum soft in his ears, and the 
monstrous form close and adoring. And 
the plan was so true, and yet so simple, 
that he could have cried. 

Ethel was not infallible after all. There 
were acts, once set in motion, that even 
she could neither touch nor change. 

He did need help, of course. Oddly 
enough, it was Patsy who provided it. 

On the next afternoon, Patsy came to 
call on him. She sat in the living room, 
furiously ignoring his wasted face, and 
spoke brightly of events at the office. All 
his patients were anxious for him to re
turn, though his colleague, Dr. Smith, 
was taking over his practice as well as 
possible. They had begun to paint the hall, 
which was in a terrible mess. That freckle-

faced Mrs. Moore had had another attack 
"Oh, and yes,"  Patsy added, "the 

darndest thing happened to me. I 'm on 
my way to see about it now." She flushed 
angrily at the memory. " I  got a ticket for 
speeding. Can you imagine that ? Me ! The 
slowest, safest driver . . .  " 

"A ticket ?" Answell said. 
"Yes, and I have to appear at the police 

station, and I suppose they'll fine me." 
Answell's heart had commenced to 

pound. He could smell the dankness in the 
room. Idly he said, " I  wouldn't worry 
too much about it. Perhaps I can go 
along with you. Character witness or 
something." 

"Oh, would you ? I really need the 
moral support. "  

The dankness stirred suspiciously. 
"Be glad to,"  Answell said. He rose. 

"I haven't been out for so long . . . .  " 

THERE was nothing Ethel could do, 
even though she was, Answell knew, 

puzzled. She walked beside him when he 
followed Patsy into the grim, squat sta
tion. He felt the foreboding within her 
at the sight of the police officers, and he 
could barely manage to keep the triumph 
out of his eyes. 

While Patsy stopped at a grilled win
dow, Answell got a cigarette out of his 
pocket, made a pretence of not being able 
to find a match, and strolled casually to
ward two sergeants leaning against the 
wall. 

"Pardon me, '' he murmured. 
"Yeah ?" 
"Listen very carefully, and don't raise 

your voices. I've come to give myself up." 
The taller of the two policemen straight

ened. 
" I  murdered my wife, " Answell said. 

"I did it deliberately. I was in full 
possession of my senses. I hated her . . . .  " 
His own voice had risen, and was trembl
ing on the ragged edge of hysteria. "If 
you knew how I hated her ! She was ill. 
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She needed a drug. I substituted water for 
it. Listen . . .  " 

He was aware of startled - movements 
around him. Voices. The second police
man had grabbed his arm. 

"I confess, " An swell screamed. "I . . . " 
He was being hustled away, out of the 

hall, into a tiny private office nearby. 
" . . .  violent . . .  " someone said. 
And then Patsy's voice. " What is 

this ? "  
Answell could see her talking t o  one 

of the sergeants. Soothingly the policeman 
holding his arm said, " Now take it easy, 
Pop. One thing at a time. What's your 
name ?" 

But Answell was paying no attention. 
He was listening, instead, to Patsy. 

"A murderer ! "  he heard Patsy say. 
" Dr. Answell ? Oh, the poor . . .  No, 
you don't understand. His wife died re
cently. Heart. Ill for fifteen years. And 
it broke him up completely. He loved her 
so much, and tried so hard to save her 
that he blames himself for what happened. 
Nervous breakdown . . .  " 

"We get 'em like that sometimes, " the 
policeman answered. " But maybe an ex
humation of the body-" 

" Exhumation ! "  Answell screamed. 
" Can't you see ? It was a perfect crime ! 
An exhumation wouldn't show anything ! 
You've got to believe me ! It's my last 
chance ! I can't die ! But you can kill me ! 
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She won't let me kill myself, but you-" 
" Can you handle him ? "  the sergeant 

asked Patsy. 
" I 'll try. I have my car. He isn't dan

derous. " 
" Then he's all yours, lady. And see 

that he doesn't come back. "  
Answell put his face i n  h i s  hands and 

sobbed. 

TWO men helped Patsy get him into the 
rear seat of her sedan. They remarked 

about the tomb-like smell, and one of them 
swore that something had touched him just 
before he'd closed the door. 

When the car was finally under way, 
Ethel said, " That hnrt me very much, 
Walter. To think . . .  But you weren't 
yourself. I liked what that young woman 
said. She understands. You've been brood
ing too much. I don't know what might 
have happened to you if I hadn't come 
back. You need me, Walter. And you 
must trust in me, dear. Even when you're 
distraught, I 'll be at your side. Think of 
the years we'll have together. Rest, Wal
ter. And tonight I 'll sing to you. You al
ways liked that. I'll sing every night. Oh, 
they can't d;stroy a love like ours. Never, 
Walter. I'll be here always. Every day. 
Every evening. For years and years and 
years . . .  Shall I sing now ? "  

Answell closed his eyes a s  the humming 
began. 
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A GIIOJT uETJ ITJ REVENGE ����� 
'fHE YOUNG SOH OF THE DUKE OP NORTHUMBERLAND. ROBERT DUDLEY, WA\ 

�EHT TO THE TOWER OF LONDON AND HELD. A POLITICAL PRISONER I N  M I LD 
CONFINEMENT. WHIL.E THERE HI! MET A GIRL HIS OWN AGE. ANOTH ER PRISOHER, 
NAMED ELIZABETH. EVENTUALLY 80TH WER& RELEASED, ROBERT TO MARRY AMY 
ROBSART IN 1550. ELlZABETH 10 BECOME THE QUEEN OF EHGLANO IN 155'8. 

As SOON AS ELIZABETH ASCENDED THE THRON E . ROBERT LEFT HIS wu:e AND 
OFFERED HIS SERVICES TO THE QUEEN. THEY WERE A(CEPTEO AND HE: BECAME 
HER FAVORITE. 

WHAT AMV FELT CAN BE IMAGINED. SHE WAS NEGLECTED AND LIVED A SECLUDED 
LIFE AT CUMNOR HALL NEAR OXFORD. AS TIME WENTO�!. LORD DUDLEY lS SAIO 
TO HAVE SPREAD THE RUM OUR THAT SHE WAS A VICTIM OF CAI't CER. THIS WAS TO 
PP.&PARE PU8LIC OPIN ION FOR HER PEATH - AN D  IT WAS SUDDEN: 

ON SEPt 8TH, I5E.O, SHE GAVE HER SERVANTS 
PERMISSION TO Al;TEND A COUNTRY J=AI R .  WHEN 
THEY RETURNED THEY FO UND HER LIFELESS 
AT THE FOOT OF' TH E STA IRS. 
HER NECK WAS BROKEN ! 

l>uoLEV WAS IMMEDIATELY SUSPECTED 
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OF HAVING SENT ASSAUI N S  TO · 
KILL H ER. IT WAS COMMON 
KNOWLEl=DGE THAT HE 
WANTED HER OUT OF 
THE WAV SO THAT HE 
COULD MARRY QUEEN 
ELIZABETH. WHETHER 
SHE FELL OR WAS 
THROWN WJ LL 
NEVEP. BE 
KNOWN. THE 
VERDICT OF 
THE INQUEST 
WAS
ACCI DENTAL DEATH. 



AFTER THE STOP.M OF PU&LI( 
OPINION AGAI N ST  DUDLEY HAO 
BLOWN OVER HE WAS MORE 
ARDENT THAN EVER. He
URGED THE QUEEN TO MA.RP.V 
HIM BUT SHE WOULDN'T SAV 
VES AND SHE WOUL.DH'T SAV NO. 

THEN CAM E THE P.EPOP.T THAT 
CUMNOP. HALL WA� HAUNT&&> 
BV THE SP!CTRI! OF AMV WHO 
WAS SEEN ON THE! FATAL STAIRS. 
DUDLEY MERELY LAUGH&O. BUT 
AMY'S GHOST WAS TO CAUSE
DUDLEY'S DEATH IN THE END, 

'BeSIDES CUMHOR HALL. AMV HAUNTED CORN6URV PARK ltl 
Ol<FORDSH IRE WHERE DUDLEY 
US&DTO STOP ON HIS WAV 'TO 
KENILWORTH - AND THE QUEEN. 

IN THE SUMMER OF 1588', DUDLEY. HOW THE EARL OF LEICESTER, STOPPED 'TO HUNTJ�T C.OF\HBURV FOR A t:liW I>AVS. HE WAS ALONE WHEN 
SUJ�9EN I.V HE CAME F'AC£ TO FACE WITH THE APPARITION 

OF AMY. HE STOPPED, FROZEN TO THE SPOT, WHILE 
A SPEC.TRAL VOICe WARN ED t UM THAT 

ttE WOULD 8! OliAD WITH I N  T&N DAVS. 

He RETURNED10 THe House A�ID 'TOLD 
FRI ENDS OF' THE WARNING .  HE N EVER 

CONTI N U ED HIS JOURN&Y TO s�g��'fv0�]� ���;� 
I LL AHD DI&D. 

fHe CHO�T OF AMV HAUNTED CUMNOR HALL UNTIL 
IT WAS DEMOLIS'iED IN 1810. BUT IT STILL HAU NTS CORHBURY PAP.K . 
IT IS NOT A Gf:NTLE GWOST BUT A TERRIFYINCi ONit. NOT SATISFIED 8Y WRE4KING 
VENCiEANC& ON OUDLEY,IT IS STILL VIN l>IC.TWE,F'OR WHOEVER M&&TS IT IS 
DOOMED TO DIE WtTHI N TEN DAYS. 
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They were both 
stabbed a half-dozen 
times - the doctor 
in the back, the 
nurse in the throat 

and belly • • • •  

• 
How could Homicide Lieu-

. tenant Greene miss finding 
that double killer? After all, 
he had fifty witnesses who 
had seen his man, and fifty 
descriptions-and fifty blind 

alleys to explore ! 

• 
42 

CHAPTER ONE 

Too Many Witnesses 

''KU S O C I N S K I, "  Greene said. 
" She found them." 

· 
The commissioner asked if · 

Kusocinski was the cleaning woman. 
"Yeah." 
"Any witnesses ?" 
"Too many," Greene said. " A  couple 

hundred people must've noticed him. May
be more. It's a busy street. The boys 
talked to about fifty. Only nobody's sure 
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Hard-Boiled Homicide Novelette 

what he looked like. Because of the way 
he was acting. " 

"Drunk ? "  
"Or sick , "  Greene said. " All doubled 

over, with his face twisted. Two-three 
times he even stopped to throw up. Prob
ably took something beforehand. Mustard 
and warm water, maybe." He frowned, 
squeezing his eyes shut hard, and then 
blinking them. The lids were sticky. " Any-

way, we figure he got the doctor fi rst. 
Then the nurse. Probably she came i n  to 
see what was the matter. Say the doctor 
yelled and she heard it. Anyway the guy 
was nervous or he didn't know what to 
hit. They were both stabbed half a dozen 
times. The doctor in the back. The nurse 
i n- the throat and belly. With an ice pick."  

"He left it ? "  the commissioner asked. 
Greene nodded. " On the floor. For all 
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the good it does us. No prints and not 
a chance in a million of tracing it . "  He 
yawned wearily. His back muscles were 
acid with ache. He said, "His name was 
Gooding. The doctor, I mean. Walter 
Gooding. About five last night. Or a little 
later. Nobody saw him leave. It came in 
this morning, just after we cleaned up 
that Park Terrace thing." 

The commissioner sharpened a pencil 
on the bottom of a desk drawer, began 
drawing small, precise squares on his 
blotter pad. He drew twenty before he 
said, "Fill it in, Sam." 

"Burnside," Greene said. It was a waste 
of time to go all through it, but he was 
going to have to. He settled himself again. 
"You know Burnside ?" 

The commissioner said he did. 
"Rooming houses," Greene said. "Cold

water fiats. Papa-mama groceries. Beer 
taverns. The doctor's place is in the 
middle of the block, between Seventeenth 

· and Eighteenth. The first anybody remem
bers noticing this guy was down on 
Twelfth. He walked up from there. It 
took him quite a time, the way he went at 
it. When he got out in front he stopped 
for maybe a minute, looking at the shingle. 
Like he was trying to make up his mind. 
Then he went inside ."  

"At five ?" 
"As close as  we can put it," Greene 

said. "We got this." He fumbled through 
his pockets, brought out a white card, 
propped it on his knees to read from it. 
" 'John Moore. Age : thirty-five. 1717 
South Fourth Avenue. No phone.' That 
part's typed. By the nurse, most likely. 
We checked the address. It's second-hand 
clothing store. They never heard of him. " 

THE commissioner pursed his lips im
patiently. "Damn it, Sam, you could 

have figured that." 
"I  did," Greene said. "That's why he 

didn't take it with him. To throw us 
off. Anyway, here's the rest of it. In ink. 

The lab boys think it's the doctor's writ
ing. They're making blowups. "  He read 
again. " 'Severe pain in the epigastric 
region. Two to three hours after eating. 
Occasional vomiting. Marked aneuria. '  
Whatever that means. "  

"You said this Kusocinski found them ?" 
"Uh-huh. " Greene returned the card 

. to his pocket. "Here's the setup. It's an 
old house like the rest of them, but better 
kept up. Gooding moved in there six years 
ago. Had his office downstairs and lived 
up. Alone. He was a bachelor." 

" No relatives ?" 
"A nephew," Greene said. " He showed 

this afternoon. Heard about it over the 
radio. We had him make the identifi
cation. I haven't talked to him yet. Any
way. The nurse took care of the first 
floor. It isn't much. Waiting room, office 
and an examination room behind that. And 
a closet used for a dispensary. The clean
ing woman just did the living quarters. 
Three days a week. She has her own 
key and when she got there this morning 
she didn't notice anything wrong. She 
did her work and then she went looking. 
Today's Friday and she gets paid on 
Friday. They were on the floor in the 
examination room. " 

The commissioner made more squares, 
filling them in with heavy, deliberate 
strokes. "What about the nurse ?" 

"Cara Horn, " Greene. said. "A widow. 
Lived in a boarding house on the east 
side. Fat and fiftyish. No known kin. 
Worked hard and had few friends, from 
all we've been able to find out. We're 
running a tracer through the registry."  

He yawned, took his hat from under the 
chair, got to his feet. Brushing at the 
crown idly, he said, "There's a little 
morphine missing. Between five and ten 
grains. From Gooding's bag. Nothing else 
we can tell. No syringes or anything. 
The boys found an inventory to check 
against. There was another twenty grains 
in the dispensary. It's got a lock you 



KILLER ON THE LOOSE! 45 
could open with a paper match but it  
wasn't touched. I've got a drag out. It 
may turn up something."  

"You don't think i t  was an addict ?" 
"I  don't think anything. Except it was 

nobody Gooding knew. I guess that's 
about all ."  

"Keep me posted . "  
" Sure. " 
"And Sam." Greene paused, one hand 

on the door knob. " Remember what 
Bertillon used to say. " 'Look for the 
woman.' " 

" This Gooding was past seventy," 
Greene said. "Besides, Bertillon was a 
Frenchman. "  

BACK i n  his own office G reene hung 
his hat on the clothes tree behind 

the door and dropped into his swivel chair, 
arching his back and stretching his legs 
out. Wanting sleep. His feet burned and 
his teeth were furry. 

Down along the river the five o'clock 
whistles set up a shrill, insistent whining. 

He spent ten m inutes going through the 
accumulation of papers in his basket .  
Transcripts of  interviews. A reminder 
he was to appear before the Medical Board 
the first week of February. The prelimi
nary autopsy report on Gooding. Attached 
to it was a note in the autopsy surgeon's 
awkward scrawl. " Sam : This man used 
to be one of the finest surgeons west of 
Rochester. Freethy . "  Which might he im
portant, Greene thought, but probably 
wasn't. 

He ran down the form rapidly. "\:V alter 
Donald Gooding. Age : About 70. Male. 
'White American . "  Further along an item 
caught his eye. " Needle marks on upper 
arms indicate drug addiction." He stared 
at it, tapping a thumb nail absently against 
his front teeth. Bothered. He'd been in
clined to rule out the dope angle and now 
it was back again. 

Knuckles rattled on the door and Joe 
Norton came in, not waiting for an an-

swer, swinging his hat and stomping his 
feet to get the last of the snow off. H e  
said the nephew was outside, whenever 
Greene wanted to see him, and there was 
something else. Unbuttoning his coat as he 
talked. He was a fat, untidy little man 
with a suety face and the sick reek of 
cheap cigars about him. Honest, but not 
too bright. 

A lot of them weren't, Greene thought. 
The honest ones. He waited. 

" About this Gooding, " said Norton. " I  
been checking. It's screwy. U p  t o  six 
years ago he was a big shot. Had a set 
of offices in the Medical Arts Building ; 
half a floor, damn near. Owned a piece of 
a private hospital. Specialized in oper
ating. Brain surgery and that kind of 
stuff. Then all of a sudden he quits cold 
and sets himself up like some cheap lock 
expert. And no more operating. Just aches 
and sprains and most of it charity the 
way his books read. What you think ? "  

Greene said there was n o  telling. H e  
said i t  was something for Norton t o  follow 
up. "Who's handling the drag ? "  

" Narcotics. And the Treasury boys are 
helping out. We're doing the weeding. 
Mostly blanks but there's a few you could 
see. And the nephew. "  

Greene told him to send along the 
nephew. While he was waiting he untied 
his shoes and loosened the laces. To let 
the air in. 

The nephew carried an umbrella. He 
was thirtyish, but he looked older be
cause he was thin, with a stoop, and h e  
"vore a dark suit with a black silk arm
band. H is voice \vas a raspy monotone. 
He said he was Charles Hunt, and the 
deceased's nephew, and he lived in the 
Danmoore Hotel. He insisted that the 
police leave no stone unturned and he, 
personally, thought it was the work of 
some vicious dope fiend. And he was 
terribly wrought up about the whole 
thing. 

But not enough, Greene thought, for 
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it to show very much. He was irritated. 
" You know he used it ?" 
Hunt's eyebrows curled. " I  beg your 

pardon ? "  
"Dope," Greene said. " H e  was an ad

dict. They found needle scars all over his 
arms. Where were you at five o'clock yes
terday ?" 

H
UNT fumbled with the knnh of the 

umbrella. He couldn't be sure. He 
said, after frowning over it for a few mo
ments, "I went to a theater. That news
reel place. The usual things. Sporting 
events and that. I didn't pay much atten
tion. And a travelogue about Italy." He 
told about the travelogue, in detail. "After
wards I had dinner and went for a walk. 
I 'm a great walker." He looked up sud
denly, his eyes wide and distressed. "I 
can't see, really-" 

" Routine, " Greene said. His sense of 
irritation was growing. He picked a pa
per from the desk, staring at it without 
knowing what it was, dropped it again. 
" Born here ?" 

"Oh, no. In Cleveland. I only came west 
a year ago. This month, in fact. . After 
Mother died. To be near Uncle. We're 
the last of the line, you know." 

Greene said he hadn't. 
"Or were, " Hunt said. " Now there's 

only me." He simpered. 
. "You and he get along all right ?" 

"Oh, yes. We were very close. We used 
to play chess together. Sunday nights. 
Sometimes during the week but almost 
always on Sundays. Uncle had a beautiful 
set. An antique. Carved ivory pieces. 
Chinese, I think, or Indian. He was 
enormously proud of it. " 

"You inherit." 
Hunt's face went stiff with disapproval. 

"I couldn't say. We never discussed it. 
You can consult his attorney. McCann, 
or some such name. In the Pacific build
ing." 

Greene wrote it down. Feeling he was 

getting nowhere. Trapped in Hunt's 
treacly unction. He waved a hand in dis
missal. "That's all for now. I'll want you 
back later." 

Hunt gathered his hat and umbrella, 
and moved toward the door. He hesitated, 
"If you could arrange for me to get into 
the house, there are some things-" 

"Not today," Greene said. "Tomorrow, 
maybe. We're not through in there yet. It 
all takes time." He watched the nephew's 
stooped shoulders disappear, waited for 
the door to close, flipped a button on the 
intercom box. "Send two men out to the 
Gooding place and keep them there. No
body's to get in without my say-so." 

Going upstairs to the lineup room, he 
wondered what he was trying to accom
plish. 

CHAP fER TWO 

Lineup 

T
HE amplifier said, "Louie Williams, 
also known as Leo Webster. Known 

user. Federal conviction, San Francisco, 
1935. Trafficking. Two years. Oregon 
State Hospital, 1940. Discharged as cured 
after seven months. Arrested for pos
session." 

He was a small, twitchy man wearing 
an Army surplus overcoat three sizes 
too large. The light bothered him. His 
pupils were dilated and he tried to shield 
them with his hands. 

"Put your arms down." 
He obeyed, jerkily. 
"Where were you at five o'clock yester

day ?" 
"Sleeping it off." 
Greene said, "Too short." He was sit

ting at the back of the auditorium with 
Pete Crosby. "The one we want was bent 
over. This one would look like a midget. 
Besides, he's a snow bird." 

The amplifier droned in the background. 
"Who's Walter Gooding ?" 
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"How the hell do I know ?" 
Greene said, raising his voice, "All 

right. Next man." He settled back, pull
ing his neck down into his coat collar. 
"What time is i t ?" 

" Seven-thirty." 
"How many more ?" 
Crosby wasn't sure. Three. Or maybe 

four. The amplifier broke in before he had 
finished. 

"Jackson Clay. One previous arrest. 
Suspected break-and-enter. No indict
ment. Arrested for possession." 

A six-foot Negro, grinning and anxious. 
The whites of his eyes glistening. "Lord 
in Heaven," Greene said. He rattled coins 
impatiently. " Next man." 

"Bernie J\J.cobs: No known record. Ar
rested for possession ." 

Jacobs shuffled out slowly. Thin. Me
dium height. Sallow cheeks drawn taut 
over angular face bones ; shadowed hol
lows sunk in both cheeks. His eyes were 
lusterless. 

Greene leaned forward to listen. 
"Where were you at five o'clock yes-

terday ? "  
"I don't remember." 
"Ever been arrested before ?" 
"I don't remember." 
"Who's Walter Gooding ? "  
Jacobs hesitated, tongue working a t  dry, 

peeled lips. "I don't remember." 
"All right," Greene called. "Keep him. 

Next man." 

It was an elderly Chinese, moving with 
meticulous, vacant dignity. 

The lights went up and Greene sat for 
a moment, blinking till his eyes adjusted 
themselves, before he followed Crosby out 
into the hall. Crosby's face was ashen and 
he walked doggedly, dragging lead-weary 
feet. Shoulders lax. Greene told him to 
take five. "Get some coffee. I'll handle 
it." 

"I 'm all right." 
"You're dead on your feet. There'll be 

plenty to do later. It looks like a long 
night." 

He strode off, not waiting for an argu
ment, remembering that Crosby had spent 
three days on the Park Terrace thing, 
with six hours sleep at most, and wasn't 
young. Had stomach trouble and was 
getting along toward retirement. 

His own belly rumbled protestingly, to 
remind him that he hadn't eaten since 
breakfast. Maybe, he thought, after he 
was finished with Jacobs. 

He found the door and went in. 

JT WAS a ten-by-ten windowless room, 
uncomfortably warm. Weighted air, 

breathed too often. There was a pair of 
wooden chairs, a flimsy-legged table. Ja
cobs was sitting slumped, chin on chest, 
arms dangling, staring with dull disinter
est at nothing. The guard was leaning 
against the wall, puffing a cigarette. 
Greene recognized him as someone he 
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knew slightly and searched his mind for 
the name. Kress. On assignment from 
Narcotics. Massive, with slab by shoul
ders and thick, undivided eyebrows. A 
thrusting, box-shaped jaw. 

The Narcotics man grinned, nodding 
toward Jacobs. " Still riding the dream 
wagon." 

"He can sleep afterwards," Greene 
said. He sat down opposite the addict, 
resting his elbows on the table. "Wake 
up." 

Faded eyes rolled toward him. The 
pupils were almost invisible. 

"Where you from ?" 
"I don't remember." 
"\Vhere' d you get the stuff?" 
"I don't remember." 
"What'd you do yesterday ?" 
"I don't remember." 
Greene reached across the table and 

slapped twice. Full-handed, putting his 
arm behind it. Jacob's head rolled loosely 
under the impact. He whimpered a little. 

"\Vhere are you now ?" 
"I don't know. Don't remember." 
From where he was leaning Kress said, 

"\hle could try him in the sweat room. 
That helps." 

Greene didn't think it would. Not with 
this one. "Dead enough to wear pins in 
his scalp," he said. "What was he carry
ing ?" 

Kress brought out a manila envelope 
and Greene ripped it open, dumping the 
contents on the table. Small change. A 
quarter, a dime, three pennies. A worn 
leather wallet holding a folded envelope 
and a crumpled dollar bill. No cards or 
identification. He unfolded the envelope. 
It was postmarked San Francisco a week 
back, and addressed to Bernie Jacobs, 
General Delivery, Portland. A woman's 
handwriting. The letter was missing. 

"Your name Bernie Jacobs ?" 
"I don't remember." 
"Who do you know in San Francisco ?'; 
" Nobody. I can't-1 don't remember." 

"Who w rote you the letter ?" 
"I don't remember." 
Greene sighed, pushing himself heavily 

to his feet. To Kress he said, "Twelve 
hours away from it and he'll remember 
what Moses looked like. Put him up , for 
the night and contact the San Francisco 
department. See if you can raise the fam
ily." He'd turned his back and even with 
Kress' yell to warn him he didn't have 
time to move before the chair smashed 
down on his shoulders, driving him almost 
to his knees and forward till he met the 
wall with stunning force, bruising his 
forehead. In a half crouch, still dazed, he 
looked back. Kress was straining to hold 
Jacobs, locked in a silent, twisting dance 
until suddenly the Narcotics man 
screamed with outraged pain and his fist 
rose and fell, pounding savagely, ham
mering the little addict's face in merciless 
fury. Jacobs reeled, still clinging, and 
stumbled, bringing Kress down with him. 
They rolled over twice, upsetting the table, 
before Kress hooked his fingers in Ja
cobs' thin hair and began to jolt . the 
smaller man's head repeatedly against the 
concrete. 

Greene shouted an order, struggling 
to his feet, telling Kress to stop it. He 
managed to get one arm under the big 
man's jaw, pulling up and back until Kress 
gave way with a grunt and rolled free. 

"You damned fool, you might have 
killed him." 

"He bit me. " Kress' mouth twisted in 
a snarl of sullen fury. "The dirty little 
son bit me." His left wrist was torn and 
dripping. He held it stiffiy, away from his 
body, holding the thumb of his other 
hand against the vein to slow the 
bleeding. "I ought to kick his lousy teeth 
out." 

"Shut up." Greene knelt. Jacobs' face 
was puffy and discolored and blood ran 
thinly from his mouth. His breathing was 
noisy and irregular. Greene turned him 
with gentle care, examined the back of 
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his head. The scalp oozed. The bone 
beneath it was pulpy to the touch. Mashed. 
Greene probed gingerly, worry cramping 
into his chest, and stood up. He used a 
handkerchief to dry his fingers. "Get him 
to Emergency. On a stretcher. Don't try 
to handle it by yourself. I want a doctor 
to see him right away." 

"The dirty punk." 
Greene's glance went to Kress' mangled 

wrist. "Get that taken care of and then 
report yourself off duty. You can spend 
the time deciding what you're going to 
tell the Inquiry Board." 

Before going downstairs he stopped at 
the lavatory to wash his hands. Soaping 
them again and again. Wondering vvhat i t  
was that had set Jacobs off. That business 
about the family, he thought, probably. 

His head ached, and his shoulders. 

HE WAS no longer hungry but he went 
out anyway, to a Chinese restaurant 

across the street, and ordered a roast pork 
sand wich. With black coffee. Eating was 
an effort. He was depressed about Jacobs. 
About the way the case was going. There 
was only one certainty. Gooding hadn't 
known the man who killed him. A dis
guise was out. �t might fool the nurse but 
it wouldn't fool a doctor. And no motive 
unless you liked the drug angle. He 
didn't. It looked contrived. His mind 
tugged and hauled wearily. Not a pro
fessional. A professional would have 
known about the syringes. 

He was so occupied he left without 
paying. The fat cashier ran into the st reet 
to stop him, calling excitedly in Can
tonese. 

When he got back to the office he found 
Norton, j iggling impatiently, pleased be
cause he was onto something and eager to 
tell it. "The operation ," Norton said. 
"Why he quit." 

Greene said to hold it  and lowered him
sel f  into the swivel chair. A new stack 
of papers was piled in his basket. He riffled 

them rapidly. A man answering John 
Moore's description had boarded a train 
for San Francisco. Another had held up 
an east side tavern. There was a supple
ment to the autopsy report. Gooding 
was full of cancer. Hopelessly advanced. 
Which probably explained the needle 
marks, Greene thought. To deaden the 
pain. He finished and leaned back. Only 
momentarily. The racking throb of his 
bruised muscles forced him upright, lips 
tight set to keep from wincing. He 
nodded shortly. "Go ahead." 

"vVhat happened to your forehead ?" 
" Nothing." 
"You got a lump coming." 
"In God's name, get to it !" 
Norton reddened unhappily and sat 

down, dragging a notebook from his coat 
pocket. He wet a thumb and flipped pages. 
"A job he did went sour. Gooding. Some 
kind of brain operation. On a woman 
named Celia Barker. Just over six years 
ago. She didn't die but something else 
happened." 

" What ? " 
Norton said he hadn't been able to find 

out, exactly. The two other doctors who'd 
been on the case were both dead. Anyway, 
the woman's husband had been wild. 
Blaming Gooding and threatening to kill 
him. Once he'd even caught the doctor on 
the street and knocked him down. There'd 
been an arrest but Gooding had refused 
to prosecute. "Ed Barker," Norton said. 
"That's the husband. Lives '.vay out on 
the east side." He read laboriously from 
the notebook,  tracing with a forefinger. 
"Eight-nine-ought-five Northeast Jessup." 

Greene wrote it down. He fiddled with 
the pencil. "After that Gooding moved to 
Burnside ?" 

"Yeah. Not right away, though. First 
he left town for a few months. When he 
came back he told it around he was 
through with surgery. Sold out his in
terest in the hospital. Closed his office 
and bought the old house. I talked to 
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some of the medics who worked with 
him. They say his nerve was busted." 

"Because of what happened to the 
woman ?" 

"That's the way they tell me. It's the 
only thing they can figure." Norton shut 
the notebook. "What you think ?" 

Greene said it was worth checking and 
that he'd run out. "On the off chance. Six 
years is a long time." He swung the chair 
half around to where he could see the 
window. Snowflakes fluttered against the 
dark pane like pale moths. "Have some
body check the nephew's alibi. He claims 
he was in that newsreel theater when it 
happened, watching a travelogue. And 
get in touch with Gooding's lawyer. Mc
Cann, in the Pacific Building. Tell him 
I'll be at his office the first thing in the 
morning." 

"Will do." 
"There's more.'' Greene said. He was 

up, slipping into his overcoat. "Wire 
Cleveland for the story on Hunt. Follow 
up that tracer on the nurse. Find out 
who her husband was and what killed 
him. I put a couple of men in Gooding's 
house. Have one of them go through the 
files and make up a list of all the male 
patients. "  He reached for his hat. Nor
ton was scribbling busily. 

"Anything else ?" 
"Sure," Greene said. "Anything. Any 

damned thing at all." 

CHAPTER THREE 

The Locked Room 

JN THE business district the streets 
were gutter high with slush, but across 

the river the snow was packed and slick, 
creaking dryly under the wheels of the 
coupe. Green drove out Fremont slowly, 
a window lowered to let the chill wind 
slap away his almost overpowering de
sire for sleep. 

It oe<:urred to him that he might be 

going at the case the wrong way around. 
That the nurse might have been the pri-. 
mary victim and Gooding's murder only 
incidental. A cover-up. Like the sick act 
and the morphine and the phony name on 
the clinic card. Even so, the basic prob
lem wasn't changed. The Horn woman 
hadn't known the murderer either. Or 
hadn't recognized him. 

He turned at Eighty-second. 
Jessup wasn't cut through and he had 

to go on to Columbia, then s wing back. 
Past truck farms and small dairy ranches, 
because this was bottom land, beyond the 
city limits and too rich to subdivide. The 
house, when he found it, was smali and 
white, a frame bungalow crouching in a 
broad yard that was enclosed by a six
foot woven-wire fence. The shades were 
drawn but smoke filtered thinly from the 
chimney and yellow light poked out at 
the comers of the windows. 

He parked and got out, letting him
self through the tall gate, and followed 
a crooked path tramped through the snow. 
The porch was low and narrow. He rang 
the bell, kicking his shoes dry as he waited. 

He heard movements, creeping and un
certain, and the door opened. Only a few 
inches, caught by a night chain. A voice 
asked what he wanted. A man's voice. 
Querulous, with harsh overtones. Greene 
extended one hand, badge cupped in the 
palm. "Lieutenant Greene, Homicide. I 
want to see Ed Barker." 

"Go to hell." 
"I can do it the hard way," Greene 

said. "I can get a warrant. I can have 
the sheriff pick you up and bring you in. 
It'd take time but I've got plenty." He 
put the badge away. "Or you can talk 
now." 

"About what ?" 
"If you're Ed Barker, you know," 

Greene said. "If you're not, I'll wait. Or 
send somebody." 

The chain rattled. The man swung the 
door open, standing back so that Greene 
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could pass. A tall man with white hair 
and a ravaged face. Thin and stooped. H e  
was wearing a stained undershirt and 
work pants, bony feet thrust into worn 
slippers. "About what ?" His eyes were 
bitter and suspicious. 

"Gooding." 
"I didn't do it." 
"You wouldn't admit it anyway." 

Greene walked further into the room. It  
was grubby and the furniture was cheap. 
A sagging davenport. A floor lamp with 
a torn shade. A rocker. Everything 
smelled of dust. He took off his hat, ran 
fingers through thinning hair. "Where 
were you yesterday ?" 

"Here." 
"All day ?" 
"I said so, didn't I ?" 
"I don't have to believe that," Greene 

said. "Not u nless I want to. Or you can 
prove it. Was anybody with you ?" 

BARKER hesitated, tugging nervously 
at his slack, corded throat. After a 

moment he said, "Celia." 
"Your wife ?" 
"What difference does it make ? I told 

you I didn't do it." 
Greene said, "They all do. You'd be 

surprised." His gaze wandered absently, 
missing nothing. An arch, leading to a 
kitchen. A hall. "Where is she ?" 

"You go to hell." 
"Later," Greene said. "After I talk to 

her." 
"No." 
"You could try to stop me," Greene 

said. "You wouldn't, but you could try. 
If you're fool enough . "  He put his hat back 
on. Expecting something. Because of 
Barker's eyes. Frightened and malignant. 
Hating me, Greene thought. He moved 
toward the hall. "Where is she ?" 

The clatter of slippers warned him and 
he spun, catching a fist in the kidneys and 
another in the chest, and swung his left 
in a wide hook. The knuckles bit into 

bone. Barker reeled, losing a slipper, and 
came again. In a crouch. Spittle was white 
at the corners of his mouth. "Get out.'' 

"You're big enough," Greene said, "but 
not sri1art enough." He feinted with his 
left, twice, j abbed suddenly, rocking 
Barker's head back, drove his right from 
the hip. Low, putting his shoulder behind 
it. The tall man doubled with a grunt, 
stumbled to the davenport, clutching his 
belly. He sat moaning, eyes wet with 
agony. 

"You want more." 
"No." 
"Any time. Just tell me." 
"Go to hell !" 
"Probably," Greene said. "But later. 

Like I told you." He sucked a bruised 
knuckle. Disliking himself. Remembering 
Kress. He moved into the hall. 

There were four doors. He opened them 
as he went. A closet. A bathroom. A 
bedroom. All empty. The fourth door was 
locked, the key on the outside. He unlocked 
it and looked in. The light was on. A 
nursery littered with toys. Dolls and 
woolly animals and picture books. A child 
dressed in a bathrobe was playing in the 
far corner. Squatted on its haunches, back 
toward him. It turned suddenly, smiling, 
an idiot's vacant, drooling smile, and 
he realized that it wasn't a child but a 
woman. A small, delicately formed woman 
with cropped golden hair and beautiful 
features. Beautiful but vacuous. Before 
he could move she scuttled across to 
him ; chuckling delightedly, scrambling 
on hands and knees, and grabbed him 
about the legs. Pressing her body 
against them. He tried to push her 
away but she clung, laughing up into 
his face and j erking her head in obscene 
rhythm. Loathing swept over him and he 
kicked out with frantic effort, his foot 
driving into her ribs. She tipped over 
backwards and lay sprawled there, while 
sobs forced wetly from her flaccid lips. 

He slammed the door and relocked it. 
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His mouth was dry. He was trembling. 
When he returned to the living room, 

Barker was still on the davenport. Greene 
said, "I saw her." Flatly. Knowing it  was 
useless. " Sorry." 

"Get out." 
" It's your own fault," Greene said. 

"You should have told me." 
" It wouldn't have made any difference." 
"Probably not." 
"You wanted to see her. Everybody 

wants to see her." Barker's eyes stared at 
nothing with hypnotic fixity. " It's their 
dirty rotten minds." 

Greene waited. 
"It  was only a headache," Barker said. 

"It w.ouldn't go away. We'd been mar
ried a year. He said it  was a tumor. He 
said i f  he didn't operate, she'd die." His 
face hardened. "I wish she had." 

"Where were you yesterday ?" 
"Get out." 
" For now," Greene said. "I 'll probably 

be back. Not that I want to." He settled 
his  hat, began buttoning his coat. "Because 
you can't prove anything." 

"Get out." 
"Sure ."  He opened the door. He said, 

"I  might want you to come down for a 
while. Better find someone to look after 
her." He saw the stricken fear in Barker's 
eyes and went out quickly, shutting the 
door and hurrying to the car. He drove 
back with the siren open, going too fast. 

It was j ust short of midnight when he 
reached his office. There were notes on 
his desk. One from Norton, confirming 
his appointment with McCann. The 
other was a copy of a death certificate. 
George Howard Horn. The nurse's hus
band. It was dated February, 1941 .  He 
read with drugged eyes. " Cause of death : 
Hypostatic pneumonia and complications 
following gastro-enterostomy." The certi
fying physician was Walter B. Gooding. 

For what it  mattered, Greene thought. 
He loosened his laces, undid his collar, 
raised his feet to the desk. Shifting about, 

favoring his bruised shoulders, until he 
was comfortable. The best bet was Barker. 
No alibi. But there was still the question 
of recognition. Gooding would have 
known Barker. Unless he'd changed. 
There was always a chance . . . .  

He had just drifted off when the phone 
rang. The Emergency Hospital. Jacobs' 
skull was badly fractured. He had one 
chance in five of pulling through. 

McCANN'S office was on the ninth 
floor and when Greene got there, 

shortly after eight, the lawyer was wait
ing. An elderly man w ith a bowed, ar
thritic back and careful eyes. Greene said 
that it  was about Gooding, and McCann 
said of course, leading the way through 
the reception room to his private office. 

•' Please sit down , Lieutenant." 
Greene sat, balancing his hat on his 

knees. "You know him well ?" 
"I  used to. I haven't seen him for s1x 

years." 
"Why not ?" 
:McCann smiled dryly. "I rather imagine 

you know the answer to that. Or think 
you do." 

"The Barker business ?" 
McCann nodded, studying his hands. 

After a moment he said, "Walter Good
ing was a remarkable surgeon. Almost too 
good. And his belief in his own ability 
was enormous. To the point where it af
fected his thinking. He recommended sur
gery for everything." 

' 'When in doubt, cut it  out ?" 
"Something like that," McCann said. 

He leaned back in his chair, thinking. "At 
any rate they brought this young woman 
to him. She had a brain tumor. A large 
one. Unless it was removed she would die 
within a few months. Walter removed it.  
The results were . . .  unfortunate." 

Another pause. Greene waited, remem
bering the woman in _the littered nursery. 
Uneasiness crawled up his spine. 

"It could have happened to anyone," 
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McCann went on. "A brain operation is 
an uncertain thing. If  the woman had died 
Walter would have been unaffected. Mo
mentarily upset, perhaps, but basically un
disturbed. As it was, she didn't die. And 
he blamed himself. For creating a mon
ster. An idiot mind in a healthy, beautiful 
body." The lawyer cleared his throat, 
leaned over his waste basket, sat back 
again. "It broke his nerve." 

"He gave up operating ?" 
"Yes. He took a trip. South. \:Vhen 

he came back he sold his interests in vari
ous enterprises, closed his office, bought 
that house on Burnside. I handled the de
tails for him. I haven't seen or heard from 
him since. He avoided every one he knew, 
even the members of his own profession." 

"He had cancer," Greene said. "Kept 
himself going with drugs. I don't suppose 
he much minded dying." He fiddled with 
the brim of his hat. "Any will ?" 

Mc.CANN said there was, and left the room. A safe door clanged open. 
He returned, carrying a bundle of papers 
held together by a broad rubber band. Sit
ting down, he drew a pair of pince nez 
from his breast pocket, balanced them on 
the thin bridge of his nose. "The one I 
have is dated 1930." 

"There's a later one ?" 
"I doubt it. I have no way of knowing, 

of course." McCann had removed the 
rubber band and was leafing through the 
papers. He chose one and spread it open 
before him. " Short and to the point. Ev
erything is left to his sister, Janet Gooding 
Hunt. In the event she predeceased him, 
the sole heir is her son." 

"Charles." 
"Yes. He called me yesterday." 
"About the will ?" 
"No." The dry smile returned to Mc

Cann's lips. "As a matter of fact, he want
ed two things. The first was that I exert 
whatever pressure possible to insure that 
the police discover his uncle's murderer. 

The second was that I arrange matters so 
that he can secure access to the house." 

"He mentioned that, " Greene said. " I 'l l  
fix it up. Soon." He put on his hat and 
pushed himself erect. "You know him ?" 

"No. I 've heard Walter speak of him, 
of course." 

"Uh-huh." Greene drifted toward the 
door. "How much did Gooding leave ?" 

"Offhand, three hundred thousand. It 
could be a little more or a lot less." 

"Less, probably. He did a lot of charity 
work these last few years." 

· 

"You may be right. If there's anything 
else-" 

"There may be," Greene said. "Later. 
I 'll let you know." He paused, kicking at 
the carpet with the tip of one shoe. "One 
thing. About the house. You can tell Hunt 
he can get in tonight. Around nine. We 
ought to be through by that time." 

Downstairs in the lobby, he entered a 
phone booth and called headquarters. He 
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left word with the central board to con
tact Norton. 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Alibi 

NORTON said it was ten till and 
Greene said Hunt would probably be 

a little early. "Early and anxious," he 
said. They were sitting together on the 
bench in Gooding's reception room. Rest
ing. Legs stretched long. 

"What you think he wants ?" 
"To move in, maybe. Why pay hotel 

rent when you own a house ? He isn't the 
kind to spend two bucks if he - can · save 
one." 

"You going to let him ?" 
Greene said it  all depended. "How 

things turn out. I might." 
"I  checked the theater. That travel

ogue started at four fifty-three. They 
change the bills every Monday and Thurs
day." 

Greene didn't think it was important. 
He asked what had come in on the Horn 
woman. 

"She had a son," Norton said. "In the 
Navy. Went down on a destroyer in the 
South Pacific. Listed as missing and pre
sumed dead. She went to work for Good
ing in '40. Stayed with him when he 
closed his office and moved here." He 
rubbed fretfully at the left side of his 
chest. "Damn." 

"Now what ?" 
"Got a pain." 
" Save it." 
Norton asked how the hell he was sup

posed to save it. Getting worked up and 
feeling sorry for himself. Or pretending 
to. He said it was. his heart and a doc
tor had told him a guy that was fat 
shouldn't do heavy work because of the 
strain on his heart. He was still going 
on when the front bell jangled suddenly, 
startling both of them. He heaved up and 

waddled off obediently to answer it. 
Hunt was still carrying the umbrella. 

Holding it just above the middle, the knob 
level with his chin. When he saw Greene 
he stopped, abruptly and with surprise, 
and gave a j erky bow. "Mr. McCann gave 
me to understand that you would be 
through by this time." 

Greene said they were, almost. Shortly. 
His irritation was returning. He got to 
his feet. "Enough so you can come in," he 
said. "I guess you know your way 
around." 

"Only the second floor." 
Greene cocked an eyebrow. 
"I've never been in this part. I often 

asked Uncle to show me where he worked, 
but he wouldn't. He simply wouldn't. He 
was very sensitive about it." 

Greene said there was probably a rea
son. He looked up. Norton grinned at 
him from the doorway. The fat detective 
held up one arm, wrist loose, and flopped 
his hand limply. "Very probably," Greene 
said. He brought his eyes back to H unt's 
sallow, prissy face. "I  guess you'd like 
to look around. I'll show y�u." 

He led the way. From the reception 
room to the office, then into the examina
tion room. Saying, as he opened the door, 
"This is where they were. Where you 
see those chalk outlines." 

"Horrible." 
"It wasn't very good." 
"I demand that you discover the fiend 

who did it. I absolutely demand." 
"That's a help," Greene said. "It'll 

make us work harder. " He closed the 
door, moved slowly back through the 
rooms to the front hall, paused at the 
foot of the stairs, one hand on the banister. 
" You know the part where he lived pretty 
well ?" 

" Certainly. I've been there many times." 
"If anything is missing you could prob

ably tell us ?" 
Hunt frowned, nibbling thoughtfully at 

his thin lower lip. After a moment he 
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shook his head. " Anything large, per
haps. Of course, there are many smatl 
things . . .  " His voice died away. He 
ended the sentence with a shrug. 

"We can always try," Greene said. 
They climbed the narrow, dark stairway. 
Norton brought up the rear, panting 
audibly. "On the off chance," Greene said. 
At the top he reached a long arm around 
the corner, switched on the light. 

THE hall was rectangular. Carpetless 
and bare of furnishings except for a 

small wicker table holding a fern in a brass 
pot. Five doors led from it. One at each 
end, three opposite. All were closed. 
Greene and Hunt moved forward to
gether. A moan stopped them. A low, 
gasping moan of concentrated agony. They 
looked back to see Norton teetering on 
the top step. Bent over, hands clutching 
at his chest. His tongue showed thick be
tween locked teeth and Ills face was purple. 
He swayed and collapsed before they could 
reach him, lying contorted and groaning as 
Greene bent and yanked open his collar. 
Hunt watched with jittery interest. 
"What-" 

"Heart," Greene snapped. "There's a 
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bottle of whiskey in your uncle's bec!room. 
Get it." 

"I don't think you should-" 
"For God's sake, don't just stand there ! 

Get it. The bedroom. Top shelf of the 
closet." 

The hesitation left Hunt and he darted 
across the hall and flung open the second 
door from the left, fumbled wildly for the 
switch. Light blazed up with blinding bril
liance, showing chairs, a table, lamps, a 
cabinet radio. It was clearly a living room. 
He spun with a snarl, saw Greene grin
ning at him, saw Norton lumbering clum
sily to his feet. A scream ripped from his 
lips and he charged forward, swinging his 
umbrella. 

He fought like a maniac. Norton finally 
had to shoot him in the left leg. Carefully. 
Through the fleshy part above the knee .... 

"I looked up that word," Greene said. 
"Aneuria. The old doc had it right. It 
means failure of nervous energy. That's 
what happened to him. His nerve failed." He sat down in the chair in the commis
sioner's office, put his hat on the floor. 
"We worked on him all night. He split 
like a melon." 

The commissioner had stripped the eel· 
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lophane from a cigar. He lit it ,  leaned 
back to listen. 

"He was only telling one lie," Greene 
said, "but it was a whopper. He was born 
in Cleveland and he lived there all his 
life." 

"Gooding never saw him ?" 
"Once. When Hunt was a kid. Twenty

five or six years ago. Anyway, after his 
mother died he moved out here. Last Jan
uary. But he didn't go near the old man. 
Probably he was already figuring on the 
murder. He won't admit it but my guess 
is he was. So last Thursday morning he 
went and saw that newsreel show. And 
just before five, he went again. Only this 
time he didn't stay. He ducked out a side 
exit and took a bus up to Twelfth and 
Burnside. That's where he began his sick 
act. It was a pretty good trick. Gave us 
too many witnesses. " 

"Not much of an alibi," said the com
missioner. 

"HE DI DN 'T need much. He was de
pending on us believing that he and 

the old guy were pally-pally. That way 
w e  couldn't suspect him." 

"What's the rest of it ?" 
"About the way we figured. He gave 

it easy by coming in to see what was the 
matter." 

"And then he stole the morphine to 
make it look like an addict ?" 

" Yeah. Only he made a mistake. He 
didn't take enough and he didn't bother 
the syringes. An addict who wants it  
badly enough to kill  for it  wants lt right 
now. He doesn 't wait till he gets home." 

The commissioner nodded wisely, suck
ing his cigar. "Then what ?" 

"Then he locked the door and looked 
the place over. So he'd know the lay of 
the land. That was important. He spent 
a couple of hours upstairs, memorizing 
the rooms and everything in them. That's 
how he knew about the chess set. And 
he went through the office files to find 
out what he could. Like the name of 
Gooding's lawyer. He didn't leave until 
he figured he had things taped. After ten 
o'clock. Nobody noticed him. It was close 
to a perfect setup . "  Greene reached for his -
hat, gathered himself to rise. ''He'd have 
got away with it if he hadn't lost his nerve. 
The way Norton threw that phony heart 
attack got him j ittery and when he turned 
on the light and saw he wasn't in the 
bedroom he blew his top." 

The commissioner frowned and laid 
the cigar on the edge of the table. He said 
he supposed it was money. "The motive," 
he said. 

" Yeah. Hunt figured a cinch to inherit. 
Even if he didn't know about the will .  
Probably he did. Probably his mother 
had told him . "  

Greene ·was sidling toward the door. 
The commissioner said, " There's one 

Gooding a lot of phony symptoms. The other thing, Sam. I f  Hunt was so careful 
old man took him into the examination to memorize where the rooms were, how'd 
room to look him over and Hunt fed him he happen to open the wrong door ?" 
the ice pick. Then he killed the woman. ' 'He didn't," Greene said. He kicked 
He was going to, anyway , because she sharply to get the cramp from his right 
might recognize him. Besides, if Gooding's leg. "That's why I 'm so tired. Norton 
nephew had been visiting him the doc and I spent most of the day shifting 
would have mentioned it  to her. She made around all that damned furniture." 

THE END 



"SUSPENSE," says the diction
ary, "is a state of mental un
certainty, as in awaiting a deci

sion or outcome, usually with more or less 
apprehension or anxiety." 

That's a pretty good definition, as far 
as it goes. The more you consider the 
subject, however, the more instances you 
can call to mind where it's not exactly 
true. What we have in mind is this : Is 
it necessary to be uncertain of the outcome 
of some particular situation to be in a 
state of suspense ? Is it possible to be al
ready aware of the solution, and still be 
kept on the edge of your seat ? 

For us it is. Probably for you, too. As 
a kid, how many times did you reread 
your favorite book, sometimes almost 
knowing it word for word, and yet each 
time feeling the same excitement, the same 
fear, the same exultation as the hero came 
through ? 

No, there's more to suspense than j ust 
a " state of mental uncertainty."  What 
it requires is this-a vital interest in the 
people whose destinies you are following. 

And that's what makes a story. People. 
Real people, in si tuations you or we might 
conceivably find ourselves in. People in 
love. People in trouble. People faced with 

troublous decisions. Men at war, faced 
with the choice between death or coward
ice. Men and women who have killed, 
have tasted blood, and are now being 
hunted down by the grim agents of the 
law. 

This then is what makes suspense-the 
presence in a story of people so real that 
for the moment we have changed places 
with them, are ourselves faced with their 
decision, and are experiencing every emo
tion they feel. . . . 

It is the alchemy of good writing, this 
suspense, the creation out of thin air of 
people so real that we can believe in them 
and make their troubles our own. 

That alchemy, we like to feel, is ex
hibited everywhere in 15 MYSTERY 
STORIES. For as you read the opening 
paragraph of each story, you are immedi
ately transported to a new world, where 
the sounds of shots are sounds you hear 
in your very own home ; where the fear 
of the pursued is a fear that clutches at 
your own heart ; where eerie night crea
tures stalk in your back yard ; and where 
the slim, beautiful blondes who throng 
the pages of 1 5 MYSTERY STORIES are 
your very own, to love . . . and, perhaps, 
to kill. . . . -The Editor 
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Gripping 

Crime-Mystery Novel 

CHAPTER ONU 

Moynahan to the Rescue 

PATRICK TIMOTHY MOYNA
HAN, five feet ten of red-headed, 
bulldog Irish, sat outside Mr. Lang

muir's chaste sanctum and unsuccessfully 
tried to rearrange his scrappy features in
to lines of melancholy contrition. Patrick 
Timothy Moynahan was fresh from three 
days in the city's calaboose, a fact that 
Mr. Langmuir was going to deplore in 
accents grave, for the law firm of Lang
muir & Associates was a law firm with a 
Harvard accent, and Patrick Timothy · 
Moynahan was an associate in agate type 
at the very bottom of the list. 

From the office came the sound of M r. 
Langmuir's voice in its practiced tone of 
well-bred regret. Moynahan looked at the 
plain, but eager, receptionist and jerked 
his thumb disrespectfully at the door of 
M r. Langmuir's office. 

OIJT OF THE 
FRYING PAN • • •  

Only a mad Irishman like Patrick Timothy Moynahan would 
throw himself into the frying pan of the grim Dr. lronwood'3 

, high-walled sanatorium-to pull a blonde out of the fire! 

"Who's the old goat giving the brushoff 
to now ? "  he asked. 

The receptionist j umped. She smiled 
uncertainl;r. "A girl ,"  she whispered 
back. " Very lovely . . .  in a tailored sort 
of way, " implying that virile men like 
58 . 

Moynahan would prefer something more 
feminine. " Something about a will she 
wants to break, or . . . something . . . " 

She finished in a fluster, for Moynahan 
was gazing at her with those blazing blue 
eyes of his, as if about to make an un-



"You won't be needing your 
doctor, after all," the voice said, 
and the gun flamed from the 

doorway • • •  , 

By lARRY HOLDEN 

marital proposal. He leaned slightly to• 
ward her, still staring. 

" When she comes out"-his whisper 
was like a reveille bugle-"tell her to 
wait. Langmuir & Associates are about 
to lose an associate, unless I miss a 
hunch."  

The office door opened and Langmuir, 
as dignified as a candidate for senator, 
bowed out the girl with a finality that the 
crack of doom itself could not have 
equalled. She was twice as lovely as the 
receptionist had implied, despite the droop 
of her shoulders and the look of dry-eyed 
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desperation in her lovely cameo face. 

Langmuir glanced at Moynahan and 
said crisply, "Come in, Patrick. "  H e  
turned his back and walked briskly back 
into the office. 

Moynahan rolled his eyes at the recep
tionist. " The tumbrils are rolling, " he 
said, and ambled after Langmuir into the . 
office, closing the door behind him for 
decency's sake. It would not remain 
closed long. This was going to be short 
and sweet. Brushoff. 

It was short and sweet. 
Langmuir read coldly from a news

paper clipping. 
" Patrick Timothy Moynahan's belliger

ent tactics in the courtroom earned him a 
stern scolding from Judge J. J .  Quinn and 
a sentence of  three days in all for con
tempt of court. The jury, however, 
awarded Moynahan's client the decision, 
which may or may not prove that Moyna
han is crazy like a fox." 

Langmuir crumpled the clipping and 
dropped it into the waste basket as if it 
were contaminated. " M r. Moynahan, " 
he said, " it is unnecessary to tell you that 
your association with this firm is ter
minated . "  

Moynahan was already edging toward 
the door. " Thanks, pal , "  he said. Then 
hastily, "I mean, gosh that's a shame. 
M ind if I take my diploma outa my of
fice ? "  

" Please do ! "  said M r. Langmuir fri
gidly. 

MOYNAHAN raced into the cuuicle 
that passed as an office among the 

Langmuir galley slaves, grabbed his 
black-framed lawyer's  diploma from the 
wall over his darts target (the map of 
Hoboken ), and raced out into the recep
tion room. The girl was standing there, 
listening disconsolately to the reception
ist's index of platitudes. 

Moynahan grabbed her by the hand, 
said, " Svveetheart, you've got yourself a 

qualified attorney-at-law," and pulled her 
out of the suite after him. 

He pulled her over to the bank of eleva
tors, jabbed at the button and said chat
tily, buttering her with the famous Moy
nahan grin, " First we'll go out and grab 
ourselves a cup of j ava and a doughnut, 
then you can spill it in my lap. I just got 
out of pokey, and I ain't seen a j elly 
doughnut for three days. What's your 
name, honeybun ? "  

She stammered, " E-Enid." 
" Oklahoma. Great ! Wonderful state. 

You got nothing to w orry about. Do you 
like jelly doughnuts ? Sure you do. Noth
ing like 'em.· Damn jails around here give 
you oatmeal. Ugh ! Here's the elevator. 
In you go ! "  

Enid Palmer never did quite recover. 
An Automat cup of coffee and jelly dough
nut were thrust upon her, she was herded 
to a street-side table, and she was treated 
to a full fifteen minutes of the famous 
M oynahan diatribes on the dismal state 
of the courts in general. 

" And now, light of my life, " he beamed 
on her, when she was finally and com
pletely bewildered, "what was the corpse 
you brought into Langmuir to embalm ? 
What's your problem ? "  

She said, a s  i f  hypnotized, " My mother 
worked for a millionaire named Buell, 
and while she was working for him she 
was stricken with polio. He was sending 
her to specialists, and promised her fifty 
thousand dollars in his will.  He meant it, 
too. He was leaving half his money for 
polio research. He had a heart condition 
and died suddenly . And now , "  she started 
to cry, " the will can't be found ! "  

" \Vhattaya mean i t  can't be found ? "  
Moynahan shouted a s  i f  h e  were sounding 
a charge. " He had a lawyer, didn't he ? "  

" Y -y-y-yes, but the 1-1-lawyer went 
crazy, and now they can't find ?vir. Buell's 
will. That means he died intestate . . . .  " 

" I  know what it means, " snarled Moy
nahan. " I f  he died intestate, the natural 
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heirs get the works and mama and the 
polio fund get nothing . The dirty crooks. 
Did this shyster really go nuts, or is that 
just a figure of speech. l ike Langmuir ? "  

"Oh, h e  really went crazy," said Enid 
earnestly. " He's in an asylum. And 
there's j ust one heir, his son-Vince. I 
tried talking to Vince, to tell him about 
Mother. but- " 

" I  know, I know , "  1\lfoynahan inter
rupted savagely.  "A stinker, a callous 
son of � rich, a- " 

" He is not a callous son of the . . .  " the 
girl stopped and flushed. " He was drunk, 
that's all. They were plying him with 
liquor, and he was gambling, and-" 

Moynahan gave her a shrewd, clinical 
rlance. " You're in love with the punk ? "  
h e  suggested slily. 

The girl sat up very straight. " That's 
nonsense ! "  she said icily. "When he's 
gambling, he's not himself and-" 

" \\There was he gambling ? "  
" At Lace Malone's Casino. " 
" Ah, Lace Malone," nodded Moyna

han. "A thief if there ever was one. And 
the gambling fever is a vicious one. But 
let's forget the philosophy for the while. 
What's the name of this lawyer that 
popped his buttons, where's he from, 
where is he now, and so forth ? "  

The gi rl looked a t  him and sagged help
lessly. " H is name is Hapgood, and he's 
fron1_ the firm of Brush and H apgood, but 
nobody seems to know where he is, except 
that he's in an asylum, and all his papers 
and files have disappeared with him . "  

"What was that first name agai n ? "  
asked Moynahan, bending toward her 
over a half-gnawed jelly dought_:Jut. 

" B rush . "  
" B rush . . .  Brush . . . A h ,  yes, an

other Harvard accent like Langmuir. No 
wonder the poor fella blew his whistle. 
I 'll tell you what, my pet. I 'l l  take the 
case on the ten percent contingent, and 
bust it wide open, or somebody, inside a 
week, ten days at the outside. Okay ? "  

" It's a deal ! "  She looked surprised, 
then grinned and held out her hand across 
the table. " I t's a deal, Moynahan , "  she 
repeated. 

MR. BRUS H ,  of B rush & Hapgood, 
had the wiry, resi l ient look of a 

banker about to refuse a loan. He sat be
hind a Chippendale desk that came up to 
his chin and peered at Moynahan over his 
skinny, folded hands. 

" As long as you're an attorney,"  he 
said unhappily, " I 'll tell you. Hapgood is 
stark, staring mad, but, thank Heavens, 
he's been committed. " 

" To an asylum ? "  
" \i\/here else ? " 
" Vlhat asylum ? "  
Brush bit his lip. "I  would give my 

right arm , "  he muttered, " to know that. 
The mess-" 

" Who committed him ? "  
" A s  far a s  I can discover, h e  committed 

himself. They do, you know, the smart 
ones, and H apgood was smart'. He must 
have felt himself slipping. The strain . . .  " 
B rush waved a bony hand, indicating the 
strain of a prosperous law practice. 

"I know, "  sighed Moynahan. " Ter
rible. Terrible. What was the name of 
that asylum again ?" 

Brush gave him a hard glance. " I  don't 
!mow the name of the asylum , "  he said 
angrily. " But I said I would give my 
right arm to know it ! "  

Moynahan looked at Brush's lean right 
arm. " No dice, " he said, and left. 

* * * 

His next stop was Lace Malone's 
Casino. Downstairs was a glass-brick bar 
and a plastic dining room, but if you knew 
your way around, the back stairs led to the 
roulette wheels, the dice tables and the 
chuck-a-luck. The back stairs were cur
tained in black velvet and were guarded 
by a gentleman with the jaw of a bulldog 
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and the shoulders of a wrestler. He barred 
Moynahan's progress with a thick, tim
bered arm. 
"Are you a member of the club, sir ?" 

he asked politely. 
"A life member," said Moynahan air

ily. "A member emeritus ." 
"Your card, sir ?" 
"Me card ? Oh, sure, sure, and here 

it is . . . .  " .He brought up his knuckly 
right fist hard on the hinge of that bull
dog jaw and followed through with his 
chunky shoulders and, as the guardian 
slowly collapsed, he murmured, "And the 
blessings of the Lord be with you ," and 
trotted quickly up the stairs. 
The second floor was exactly what he 

had expected, though he had never been 
in a place like it before. It was a white
tie-top-hat layout, everybody speaking in 
· low, cultured tones, even the bouncers, the 
roulette wheels agleam with polish. But 
it was still the same old sucker trap as the 
crummy crap table in the back of Jimmy's 
Bar on Grove Street, in Lower Jersey 
City. 
Moynahan strolled over to.the bar, or

dered a drink and threw a bill on the bar. 
The barman pushed it back with a smile. 
"There is no charge for drinks in this 

room, sir, " he said. 

M
OYNAHAN downed his drink and ' 
immediately ordered another. "Just 

a little drop to pass the time while I wait 
for a young friend of mine," he said to, 
the barkeep with a grin. "Vince Buell's 
his name. You might know him." 
"Indeed I do, sir, and unless I'm mis

taken, there he is at the faro table. " 
Moynahan turned in time to see a tall 

blond man with the build of a fullback 
lurch from the faro layout and lift two 
cocktails from a huge tray a waiter was 
passing among the players. Vince was 
scowling and had the truculent air of a 
consistent loser as he staggered back to 
the card table. 

Moynahan poked his drink with his 
forefinger, said to the barkeep, "Mind this 
for me, me boy ," and ambled across the 
room. 
Vince Buell was the only one at the faro 

table. Moynahan touched him on the 
arm. 
"Now, if I could have a word with you, 

Mr. Buell," he started. 
Buell shook him off and said thickly, 

_ "Go away !" He dribbled a handful of 
blue chips on the table and glowered at 
the dealer. "Start the pia y." 
.Moynahan's eyes blazed dangerously, 
but he held his temper down. "It's just a 
word I want with you," he said persua
sively. " It concerns the word your poor 
departed father gave to an unfortunate 
woman who lays crippled and tormented 
with the agonies of polio, and all that 
stands between her and health and happi
ness is the fifty thousand dollars promised 
her by-" 
Young Buell swung around and glared 

blearily into Moynahan's scrappy face. 
"If you don't stop mumbling at m' elbow, 
damn it," he said thickly, "I 'll throw you 
outa here m'self. Y' bad luck, see ? Y're 
a jinx, see ? Now run along b'fore I 
smack y' one ! " He was swaying so badly 
that he had to hold the table for support, 
but none the less he reached out and 
snatched still anothe� drink from the tray 
of a passing waiter. 
The blue of Moynahan's eyes fairly 

crackled, but again he spoke softly. "I'm 
appealing, " he said lyrically, "to the seed 
of charity I know lies nurtured in your 
heart. . . . " 
Young Buell's big fist seemed to come 

out of nowhere and it exploded on the 
point of Moynahan's bulldog chin. Moy
nahan had never been hit as hard as that 
in his life. His heels flew up and he 
crashed down on his chunky shoulders, 
skidding along a full ten feet before he 
fetched up against a huge tub that held a 
living cocoanut palm tree. He scrambled 
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furiously to his feet, but before he could 
take a step there were a half-dozen men 
between him and young Buell, and with a 
minimum of noise the boy was pushed and 
butted across the room and through a 
waiting doorway. 

At Moynahan's elbow, a quiet voice 
said bitterly, "And if I could afford it, I'd 
kick him out for good, but he's coming 
into a million bucks, and I figure to take a 
chunk of it before he finishes. I hope he 
didn't hurt you badly, Moynahan. "  

CHAPTER TWO 

Fear House 

MOYNAHAN stared at the tall, 
swarthy man in surprise. "You're 

Malone, aren't you ?" he said. " But 
how'd you know I was Moynahan and 
all ?" 

Malone smiled and patted Moynahan 
on the shoulder. "You're famous, Moy
nahan, "  he said. "You've had your pic
ture in all the papers, and all us Irish 
think you're the wonder of the Western 
world. I'd have given my shirt," he 
grinned delightedly, "to have heard you 
give that j udge the back of your tongue 
in court there." 

" And maybe, " Moynahan said drily, 
"you also heard that he gave me three 
days in the caboose. "  

"Ah, what's three days in the pokey to 
an Irishman ? But tell me, what was your 
fracas with the Buell lad ? He's a vicious 
sort, to be sure, never happy unless he's 
got his great lumpy fist in somebody' s 
snoot, but why' d he tee off on you and 
all ?" 

"I was tryi_ng to put the bee on him for 
fifty thousand, " said Moynahan, watching 
Malone closely. 

Malone laughed heartily and slapped 
his knee. " Whisht on you ! "  he gasped. 
"The great Moynahan begging a touch 
from a hulking wet-nose the like of that ! 

Get along wid ye. "  Malone's brogue was 
getting thicker and thicker. 

Moynahan shrugged. " My woes are 
me own, I suppose, "  he said. " And if 
you'll excuse me now-" 

"You're me guest from now on, Moy
nahan me lad. And a joy it is to me to be 
havin' you. "  

Moynahan muttered, " Hurray for 
Erin," and walked out. He couldn't stand 
professional Irishmen like Malone
though, if the truth were told, Moynahan 
himself often let his own brogue run away 
with his tongue if there was a chance of 
making profit with a jury. 

FIFTEEN minutes later, he stepped 
out of a cab in the suburb of Nutley 

and for a few minutes stood on the side
walk, proudly admiring the neat brass 
sign beside the door of the white house. 
The sign said, Michael Terrance Moyna
han, M.D. That was Moynahan's young
er brother by exactly eleven months. 
None of the Moynahan clan were sep
arated in time by more than a year, and 
Michael had been just a bit more impa
tient than the rest. 

When they greeted each other, grinning 
in the doorway, there was no doubt that 
they were brothers. Michael did not have 
Moynahan's furious blue eyes, but they 
were both equally chunky and equally 
homely. After the initial and noisy 
shouts of greeting, Moynahan took his 
brother's arm and led him back to the 
privacy of the doctor's office. 

" Micky, " he said seriously, " how could 
I go about finding which booby hatch a 
nut might have incarcerated himself in ?" 

Micky shook his head. "That won't be · 
easy, Paddy, " he said. "Asylums keep 
such things as confidential as possible." 

"Hmm . . .  " Moynahan rubbed his 
square jaw, then reached out and tapped 
his brother's knee. "Tell me this then
if this nut committed himself personally 
and private, where would he go ?" 
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"W e-11, there are four or five of those." 
"But suppose now there was a bit of 

underhand business about it. Mind you, 
I'm not saying there is, but just suppose. 
Where then ?" 
"The Ironwood · Sanatorium," said 

Micky promptly. "Reputable physicians 
won't send patients there. There've been 
rumors of shady deals. But you'd never 
get in there, Paddy. They've an electrified 
wire fence ten feet high and armed 
guards." 
"Ah, but yes I am, " said Moynahan 

softly. "And it's you, as a qualified physi
cian, who'll be committing me." 
Micky's jaw dropped. "You're nuts !" 

he shouted. 
"Exactly," beamed Moynahan. 

* * 

Dr. Ironwood had a Van Dyke beard 
and wore a pince-nez. His manner was 
dignified and soothing, compared to the 
wild and truculent manner of Dr. Michael 
Terrance Moynahan, who was explaining, 
in a growl, that he was committing his 
brother for the good of the family. 
"He's not violent and we love him very 

much," he snarled. "But he's an embar
rassment. " 
Moynahan leaped up o n  the desk of the 

sharp-faced, fifty-year-old ·nurse and gave 
her a languishing glance. "Say, kid, " he 
whispered, "let's get rid of those two 
kibitzers over there and have a little fun, 
just you and me, what say ?" 
Her thin lips tightened in a grim smile. · 

"Okay," she said ominously. "Later." 
She gave Dr. Ironwood a significant 
glance. 
Ironwood stroked his beard. "We'll 

take good care of your brother, Doctor," 
he murmured. "He'll be happy here, I'm 
sure. " A bulky orderly in a white coat 
entered the office. "Morrison, here, will 
conduct you to your room. I'm certain 
you'll find it satisfactory." 

Moynahan kissed the nurse soundly on 
both cheeks, then meekly permitted him· 
self to be led out of the office. 
"I love her very much, " he said hap

pily. "She has a lout of a husband with 
a beard, but we'll get rid of him." 
Moynahan's room was light and airy 

and overlooked a pleasant stretch of lawn 
that was marred only by the ugly wire 
fence at its terminus . .  
"Now listen, Paddy," Micky warned 

him seriously when the orderly had left 
them, · "Don't go prowling around before 
you know what you're doing. That or
derly wasn't carrying a blackjack to hold 
down his pants. Yon don't even know if 
Hapgood's in this place and-" 
"He is," grinned Moynahap. "I saw 

his name in the registry book when I was 
whispering sweet nothings into the ear of 
Juliet down there. " 
"Please be careful, Paddy. To tell you 

the truth, I 've half a mind to take you out 
of here right now. I don't like the looks 
of this place. " 
Moynahan touched his brother's arm 

affectionately, and his face turned sober. 
"I'll be careful, Mick," he promised. 

LATER, as he stood in the window and 
watched his brother's car roll slowly 

toward the guarded gate, he saw Mick 
turn and give a final, anxious wave of his 
arm. Moynahan waved back, then swung 
away from the window and surveyed his 
room. There were Maxfield Parrish 
prints on the walls (unglassed) , intended 
to induce soothing thoughts, but they gave 
Moynahan the meemees and he went 
around the room, carefully turning each 
one to the wall. His taste in art did not 
lean toward the saccharine. He stood 
back and admired his handiwork. The 
effect, on the whole, was better. Then he 
took out his ballpoint pen and industrious
ly printed something on the back of each. 
On one was lettered, "This is a Rem· 

brandt, 'The Watch.' " And on another, 
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"A Titian, 'Madonna and Child.'  " \"!hen 
he fin ished, he was surrounded by price
less masterpieces-j ust another little 
touch, designed to establish him as a cer
tified nut. Then he rang for the orderly, 
who entered almost immediately, unsmil
ing. 

" I 've gotten rid of all your pictures and 
replaced them with Old Master� of my 
own, " said Moynahan. "I demand a fifty 
percent reduction in my room rent. " 

" Anything you say, Cap," yawned the 
orderly. " That all that's on your mind ? "  

" I ndeed not, my man. I was told that 
I would be surrounded by beautiful girls. 
Where are they ? "  

" Right now they're having their beauty 
naps, Cap. You'll see 'em later. "  

"And may I visit them i n  their-ah"
Moynahan leered-" boudoirs ? "  

" Sure. Any time, Cap. But j ust relax 
for the time being. Okay ? "  

" Go  away," said Moynahan haughtily. 
" You bore me. "  

The orderly reached back, fingered his 
blackjack for a moment, then gave Moy
nahan a wolfish grin and left. His, " See 
you later; Cap," had a forboding ring. 

Moynahan swore softly. Had Micky let 
so�ething slip ? Did they know he wasn't 
really c racked ? Or was the orderly one of 
those sadists, who liked nothing better 
than to beat up a helpless, luckless pa
tient. Moynahan hoped it was the latter, 
but there was cold comfort in the thought. 

As a test, he slipped out of his room 
and wandered down the corridor. Inside 
ten steps he knew he was being watched, 
but no move was made to interrupt his 
stroll. From some of the rooms came the 
whimperings of some poor, devil-ridden 
inmates, and from others came voices 
raised in ecstacy. At the far end of the 
east wing was the solarium, usually re
served for the highest-paying patients. 
Moynahan ambled toward it, happily play
ing with a yo-yo he had brought along for 
propaganda purposes. 

The hatchet-faced nurse stepped out o f  
a room and gave him a hard glance. 

" And just where are you going, little 
boy ? "  she asked harshly. 

" Down there," he pointsd toward the 
direction from which he had j ust come. 

She visibly relaxed. " That's fine, " she 
said. " Run along now . "  

" O r  maybe, " he said slily, '' I ' ll change 
my mind and go down there ."  He 
pointed at the solarium. 

Her mouth tightened again.  She took 
his arm with her left hand and dipped her 
right into a deep pocket. " And maybe, "  
she said flatly, "you'll march straight back 
to your room. " 

Moynahan did not have to be told that 
she had a blackjack i n  her right hand. He 
submissively let her march him back to 
his room. Dr. I ronwood, his hair slightly 
frantic, came bursting out of the door as 
they walked up. At the sight of Moyna
han, he let out a deep sigh of relief. 

" Thank you, Nurse,"  he said, and took 
Moynahan' s  other arm. " I 'll take charge 
of him now . "  

" He's no trouble, Doctor. " 
"I  said, I 'll take charge of him,"  I ron

wood said sharply. 
" Very well. " 
She turned her· back and walked stiffly 

away. The doctor pulled Moynahan into 
the room and carefully closed the door. 
He gave Moynahan a wary, searching 
glance. 

"I'm afraid I have some rather bad 
news for you, Mr. Moynahan, " he said. 
"Your brother has been in an-ah-ac
cident. An automobile accident. " 

Moynahan's heart leaped and he fought 
desperately to keep his face dead and 
blank. 

" Brother ? "  he stammered. " What 
brother ? Somebody had an accident ? "  

" Your brother had a n  automobile ac
cident, " said I ronwood, watching Moyna
han closely. " He's dead, I 'm sorry to say. 
Do you have any other interested rela-
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tives ? I mean ," he added hastily, "some
one who will assume the responsibility 
of keeping you here ?" 

MOYNAHAN didn't say anything. He 
didn't .dare. His voice, he knew, 

would betray him. Mickey dead ! Cold 
fury locked in his throat. 
"Didn't you hear me ?" Ironwood asked 

impatiently. "Who else knows you're in 
here ?" 
Moynahan stared down at his shoe

tips, gritting his teeth for control of his 
fury. When he looked up, his face was 
wooden. 
"Please," he said shakily, "can I play 

with my yo-yo now ?" 
The doctor gav-e him a hard, clinical 

look, then shrugged. "Go right ahead, " 
he snapped. "But you're not permitted 
outside this room. Do you understand ? " 

"I don't like you," said Moynahan 
ominously. ,., I think you'd better get out 
of here." 
The doctor looked at him once again, 

then left, apparently still uncertain in his 
mind about the question of Moynahan's 
sanity. There was, however, a question. 
The moment he was gone, Moynahan 

covered his face with his Qands. He stood 
there, shaking with mingled grief and 
rage. Gradually he calmed, but it was the 
calm of icy anger. 
Something had gone wrong, horribly 

wrong. He stared out the window at the 
coming dark of night. Moynahan heard 
the door open and he whirled. The heavy
shouldered orderly stepped into th!! room 
and closed the door. There was the hard 
snick of a snapping lock, and the orderly 
palmed the key. He dropped it into his 
pants pocket. 
"The Doc don't know if you're nuts or 

not, Cap, " he said. " So that's what we 
gotta find out. " He brought out a short, 
woven-leather blackjack and slapped it 
against the palm of his left hand. "You 
can make it awful easy for yourself," he 

suggested. "Though I'd just as soon you 
didn't. " 
Then, grinning, he advanced slowly 

toward Moynahan, savouring his anticipa
tion. "Well, how's about it, Cap ?" he 
asked. 
Moynahan leaped for the night table 

and snatched up the little bedside lamp. 
The orderJy laughed. The lamp was made 
of papier mache and wasn't heavy enough 
to swat a fly. 
"What a comedian ! " the orderly 

grinned. "You must be a great joker, 
Moynahan, but you shouldn't have tried 
any of your jokes on the Doc. He's been 
in the business too long. He thinks may
be you're a snoop, and we don't like 
snoops. We think the Snake Pit is a bad 
word." 
Laughing again, he prowled closer, 

watching for the fear to mount in Moyna
han's face. Moynahan jerked the cord out 
of the lamp and flung the lamp into that 
grinning face as hard as he c�uld. The 
orderly instinctively threw up his hand to 
ward it off, and Moynahan came in sav
agely, swung the doubled length of lamp 
cord like a whip. It wound itself around 
the orderly's neck and snapped with a 
crack like a pistol shot. Moynahan 
stepped back and jerked hard. The man 
lurched toward him clawing at his throat, 
and his face was congested as if a scream 
of pain had locked on his tongue. 
Moynahan hit him on the side of the 

jaw with a short left and followed with a 
hard right. The orderly rocked back on 
his heels and Moynahan stepped in with 
a jolting right to the heart and brought 
over a chopping left' to the face. The 
man's nose disappeared in a sudden flood 
of blood. He whimpered and dropped the 
blackjack as he covered his face with his 
arms and tried to scramble back to the 
door. He flung himself at the doorknob, 
but it was locked and the key was in his 
pocket. 
Moynahan snatched up the blackjack 
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from the floor. The man fumbled fran
tically in his pocket for the key. Moyna
han sprang in, swung the blackjack with 
a full-arm swing, and it thunked sicken
ingly on the point of the orderly's elbow. 
The man shrieked and grabbed his arm. 
He squirmed away from the door and 
lumbered across the room in blind terror. 
Moynahan jumped in and brought down 
the sap on his left shoulder. 
"That ," he panted, "was for Mick. And 

here's another one. Don't go away. I've 
got more." 
&th arms useless, the orderly fell to 

his knees, screaming, pleading. blubber
ing. Moynahan stood over him and merci
lessly lashed him with all the strength in 
his arm. As the orderly lay prone and 
helpless on the floor, faintly moaning, 
sanity seeped back into Moynahan's brain. 
With a grimace of disgust, both for him
self and the blubbering object on the 
Boor, he bent over and gave the orderly 
the coup de grace with a comparatively 
gentle rap across the back of the neck. 
Breathing heavily, he flung the black

jack across the room. He went down on 
one knee and rapidly went through the 
man's pockets. He found the master key, 
and also a small, flat automatic, which he 
dropped into his own pocket. As he 
started for the door, he was surprised 
to see that night bad fallen and the room 
was quite dark. 

CHAPTER THREE 

Bedlam 

HE SLIPPED cautiously out of the 
room, his mind leaping ahead and 

planning The . corridor was silent and dim, lighted only by the forty-watt bulb 
at the head oi the stairway. As he tip
wed toward lhe stairs, Moynahan un
locked every door on his way. He crept 
silently down the �tairs. In the main hall, 
another orderly was :;eated at a desk, 

reading a newspaper . To Moynahan's 
right was a door. over which burned a 
small red light. This. he assumed. was 
the doorway to the basement. Fortunate
ly, it was in the shadows away from the 
desk. 
Moynahan took two slinking steps, then 

muttered. "The hell with that ! " and 
strode boldly down the hall, half hoping 
the orderly would spot him, but the man 
never even looked up from his news
paper. 
It was the cellar door. As he clattered 

down the stairs, he could hear the rattle 
of dishes and -the voices of the cook and 
his assistant raised in some dim, petulant 
quarrel in the kitchen. 
To the left of the stairs was a huge 

furnace, and beyond that in the half light, 
a work bench. He caught the metallic 
gleam of the meter board on the far wall. 
From the work bench he selected a heavy 
hand axe and a small flashlight. 
He stood in front of the meter board, 

his eyes closed, making .sure he had the 
layout of the halls firmly in his mind. 
Then his hand tightened on the axe and 
he chopped savagely at the electric meter. 
Instantly, every light in the sanatorium 
and on the grounds went out. Moynahan 
chopped twice more, just to be sure no 
one would be able to patch it with a hair
pin, then turned and ran for the cellar 
stairs, spraying the beam of the flashlight 
Lefore him. 
In the main-floor .corridor, voices were 

shouting out of the dark to one another 
111 mingled anger and alarm. Apparently, 
they could not find a flashlight. Moyna
han sprinted lightly down the hall, run
ning his hand along the wall, feeling for 
the open gap of the stairway to the second 
floor. The second floor he knew well from 
his earlier explorations. There was a 
window at the end of the corridor, and 
there he turned left into the e1 that Jed to 
the solarium. The door to the solarium 
was locked, but Moynahan haJ it open in 
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a trice with the master key he had taken 
from the orderly. He snapped on his 
flash. 

A short, scrawny, grey-haired man, 
with terror in his pale eyes, was sitting 
on the edge of the bed. clad only in a 
short, hospital-style nightgown. 

Moynahan said, " Hapgood ?" 
The man's eyes seemed to light with 

hope and he started up eagerly from the 
bed, but then the terror flooded back and 
he sank back and huddled away from 
Moynahan. 

"You have the wrong name, sir, " he 
stammered. "I am an attorney, it is true, 
but Mr. Hapgood's office is at 891 Broad 
Street. This is Market Street. I no long
er practice law actively, though in my day 
I was quite famous and very successful. 
Today I accept only the cases that inter
est me personally and appeal to my sense 
of adventure. My name, sir, is Perry 
Mason. "  

Moynahan felt a little chill. "Sure," he 
said soothingly, "and it's a desperate 
problem I have, Mr. Mason. Later, I'm 
betting, you'll be calling it 'The Case of 
the Unwilling Will'. Come along now, or 
they'll be on us from all sides." 

He grasped the old man's skinny arm 
and hoisted him to his feet. Hapgood 
hung back and said desperately, " No, no, 
please no. Anyway, I can't go like this. 
They've taken my clothes." 

"Come now, Mr. Hapgood, you 
wouldn't be wanting to spend the rest of 
your life on this nut farm, would you 
now." 

A voice behind them said coldly, " Go
ing some place, Mr. Moynahan ?" 

MOYNAHAN whirled. Dr. Iron-
wood stood in the doorway, and the 

Luger in his hand was a pointing, accus
ing finger. He also held a flashlight, but 
he had not turned it on. Moynahan flipped 
off his own flash and dived for the floor. 
There was a brief moment of blackness, 

then Ironwood's beam shot out, jerkily 
probing the darkness. 

Moynahan did not wait to see if the 
Luger were also probing for him, and 
with the gun he had taken from the 
orderly he shot Ironwood twice in the 
legs, snapping the shots by guesswork 
just below the round eye of the flash. 
Ironwood went down with a crash and a 
deep groan. The flash skittered crazily 
across the floor, briefly showing the Luger 
lying a few inches from Ironwood's hand. 
Moynahan turned on his own flash and 
snatched up the long-barreled gun. Ignor
ing Ironwood's groans, he rapidly went 
through the man 's pockets, snatching out 
a ring of keys. He flipped the end of the 
doctor's nose with the front sight of the 
Luger. 

"Where' s your car, bucky ?" he de
manded. 

Ironwood compressed his lips and 
turned his head away. Moynahan raked 
him across the cheekbone, drawing blood. 

"The car," he repeated menacingly. 
"Just . . .  outside . . .  my office. "  Then 

Ironwood's eyes flared and he spat. " But 
you'll never get by the gates, Moynahan ! "  

"Ah now," Moynahan muttered, " I'd 
not have you lying here worrying your
self about the likes of me, "  and rapped the 
doctor across the forehead with the flat of 
the gun. 

The doctor sagged limply, and Moyna
han looked at him without pity. He turned 
to Hapgood. The man was crouched on 
the floor, in the angle of the far corner, 
whimpering. Moynahan jerked him to his 
feet. 

"And don't make me carry you, grand
pa," he said harshly. 

Hapgood scrambled across the room in 
tow, bleating with terror. The room must 
have been soundproof, for the moment 
Moynahan flung open the door a tumult 
of screaming, shouting, roaring voices 
rolled over him like massed thunder. 
There was fear in it, exultation, rage. 
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Moynahan permitted himself a small, grim 
smile, remembering all the doors he had 
unlocked. 
To orient himself, he sent a brief beam 

of light down the hall. In that flickering 
moment, he saw two nightshirt-dad 
patients leap on a single orderly, drag him 
to the floor and dance on him. Another 
orderly was running madly, his arms 
wrapped around his bleeding head, pur
sued by a gleefully shrieking mob of 
lunatics. It was true, awesome bedlam, a 
scene out of Edgar Allan Poe. 
Holding tightly to Hapgood's arm, 

Moynahan ran down the hall, keeping as 
close to the wall as possible. The cries 
and groans and the sound of blows all 
around them brought a web of perspira
tion across Moynahan's forehead. Some
one brushed against him, then clutched 
with a burst of eerie laughter. Moynahan 
clubbed the arms away and dragged Hap
good straight across the hall toward the 
wide entrance doors. They were locked, 
of course, but it took only two shots from 
the Luger to remedy that. 
Ironwood's car, a long-hooded Cadillac, 

was standing just outside. Moynahan felt 
the power in it as he let out the clutch. He 
roared down the driveway and glanced 
back over his shoulder. Flashlights were 
flickering in the w.indows all over the 
sanatorium now, and an orderly burst 
from the front door with a stream of 
madmen after him. Four guards, carry
ing clubs, came running up the driveway 
from the main gate. They scattered and 
yelled angrily as the Cadillac tore past 
them. 
The tall wire gates loomed up in the 

headlights. Moynahan set his jaw and 
stamped the accelerator pedal to the floor. 
There was a rending crash, and the 
Cadillac lurched and bucked wildly as it 
went through. Moynahan desperately 
fought the wheel to keep it on the road. 
The tires screamed, then settled down to 
a high whine as the car straightened out. 

The windshield was a spider web of 
cracks, and Moynahan breathed a fer
vent prayer of thanksgiving for safety 
glass. 
It was an hour and a half's drive back 

to the city, and Moynahan felt increasing
ly depressed and beat-up as the miles un
wound beneath them. Hapgood huddled 
in the seat, squeezed against the door as 
far away as he could get. He didn't open 
his mouth once, but just sat there twisting 
his bony fingers, frustrating Moynahan's 
every attempt to extract information about 
the missing will. 
"Okay, bucky," said Moynahan finally. 

"You may not remember now, but you'll 
be remembering before I finish with you, 
crazy or not crazy. You'll be spouting 
like a fountain. Even the worst of you 
loonies, I've heard, have spells of sanity ." 
Feeling utterly exhausted, he drove the 

car into the parking lot behind his apart
ment. Just for effect, he waved the Luger 
at Hapgood. 
"Just stay put, grandpa, till I let you 

out, " he told the lawyer. 
He plodded around the car to Hap

good's side, but by this time Hapgood had 
scrambled to the opposite side , and sat 
crouched behind the wheel. Moynahan 
growled impatiently, ducked his head into 
the car and reached for him. 
The sky fell in, the earth rocked, and 

a great swirling darkness rolled down and 
Moynahan was engulfed. He fell back
ward and lay still as the big car roared off. 

JT WAS a full half-hour before Moyna-
han stirred, rolled over and raised 

himself dizzily to his hands and knees. He 
fought back a rising tide of nausea. His 
head lolled. Slowly, painfully, he pushed 
himself to his feet and staggered toward 
the apartment house. The elevator did not 
run after ten o'clock, and Moynahan 
practically had to drag himself up the 
three fights of stairs hand over hand. 
When he opened the door of his apart-
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ment and switched on the light, he just 
stood there and stared, uncomprehending. 
A herd of wild bulls could not have 
wreaked more havoc in a china shop. The 
pictures were torn from the walls, ripped 
apart and smashed on the floor, the sofa 
and chairs had been slit open with a 
razor and the down and horsehair scat
tered. Even the rug had been taken up 
and now lay piled in a corner among the 
wreckage of his books and bookcase. His 
clothes, torn and slashed, lay everywhere, 
and the very mattress on his bed had 
been treated as savagely as the sofa. 
Moynahan dully prodded a pile of 

ruined drapes with his toe, then turned 
and walked out of the apartment. He was 
too numb for anger. He got his own car 
from the parking lot and drove out to 
Mick's place in Nutley. The thought of 
the empty house, now that Mick was 
dead, sent a wave of deep sorrow over 
him, for he and Mick had been very close, 
yet he also felt a need to surround him
self with the things that had surrounded 
Mick, and perhaps draw some peace and 
comfort from them. 
He parked the car at the curb and was 

halfway up the walk before the signifi
cance of the lights in the living-room win
dows struck him. He stared, then with a 
wild yell he ran the remaining distance 
and pummeled on the door. When Mick 
opened the door, Moynahan threw his 
arms around him, hugging him tightly, 
dancing him around the small foyer, tears 
streaming down his face. He held Mick 
off at arm's length. 
"Sure now and you're. not dead,' ' he 

babbled happily. "You're alive and not 
dead at all ! " 
Mick looked completely bewildered. 

"Did that place affect your mind ?" he 
asked suspiciously. "Dead ! Why should 
I be dead ?" 
"Ironwood told me you were." 
"He . . . Why should he do a thing 

like that ?" 

"Ah, Mick, it's a low, suspicious mind 
the man has, and a streak of cruelty, too, 
unless I'm mistaken. But," he grinned, 
" I gave him something to think about. I 
turned his own loonies loose on him." 
Moynahan told that story, and they 

were both whooping before he finished. 
Then Mick said, "There's a friend of 

yours here." 
"A friend of mine ?" 
"An Enid Palmer. A very pretty girl . " 
Moynahan's eyes narrowed and he 

turned into the living room. The girl 
jumped up and gave him a tremulous 
smile. 
"Your-your brother was telling me 

where you were. " Her eyes were grate
ful and more than admiring. "I . . .  You're 
hurt ! " Her hand flew to her forehead, 
trembled. 
Moynahan raised his hand to his own 

forehead and gingerly fingered the lump 
over his right eye. It was smooth, there 
was no cut. He fumed as Mick made him 
sit down and went to get a cold compress 
for it. He also brought back a bottle of 
bonded rye. 
"A prescription, mind you," he said to 

Moynahan, pouring half a water tumbler. 
"Sure," grinned Moynahan. "Instead 

of an oxygen tent. " He looked at . the 
girl hovering at Mick's elbow. "How'd 
you know to come here ?" 
"I went to your apartment first," she 

said. "You weren't home, and your super
intendent said you frequently came here, 
so I came." 
"A h. And you were at my apartment. 

You didn't go in, by any chance, did you 
now ?" 
"\¥hy no. You didn't answer your 

bell and-" 
"Are you sure you didn't go in ?" His 

voice was sharp. 
Her face flushed, and she stepped back, 

tilting her chin angrily. "Of course I 
didn't go in. Are you trying to accuse 
me--" 
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"Now, now, the pair of you, " Mick in
terrupted mildly. " What's this all about, 
anyway? What's your grievance, Paddy ?" 

MOYNAHAN gave the girl a last sus-
picious glance, then broke into a 

sunny grin. "Ah, me wits must be scram
bled," he said. " How could a bit of a 
girl like that lift a great, hulking mat
tress from a bed and rip it apart entirely, 
to say nothing of a sofa and a rug. I've 
got a low, skulking kind of mind, being 
a lawyer and all, and you'll have to for
give me, Enid my love. " 

"Ripped apart," she repeated. " But 
who'd do a thing like that ?" 

"Nobody except maybe crazy Hapgood, 
but then you can't tell what kind of fun 
appeals to a crazy's mind, can you ?" 

He stood up and patted the compress 
Nick had put on his head. " Well, thank 
you one and all for your kind hospitality," 
he said. " But I find I must be getting on 
my way." 

" You're not going any place ! "  M ick 
grabbed his arm and tried to force him 
back into the chair. " Man alive, you 
look as if you're on the verge of a col
lapse !"  

Moynahan laughed. "Whoever heard 
of a collapsing Moynahan ?" he scoffed. 
His face turned sober. " I've got to go, 
Mick. There's a crazy man loose out there 
and God help the poor innocents in front 
of his car if he goes amok. It's a job for 
the police, I know," he said quickly, fore
stalling Mick's objection, ' ' but if the police 
get hold of him, Mick , back he'll go in a 
nut house, and I want a chance to talk 
to him, which I'd never get if-" 

The doorbell rang. It was an ordinary 
doorbell and it rang in the usual manner, 
but all three of them stiffened and, as 
one, their faces swiveled toward the front 
door. Mick took a step toward it, but 
Moynahan pushed him aside and strode 
ahead, saying with a wink, " Ah now, 
we've got to keep you safe, Doctor. We 

may be needing your services later." 
He dipped his hand into his pocket and 

wrapped his fingers around the flat little 
. gun he had taken from the orderly in the 

sanatorium. Then he opener! the door 
and stepped quickly to one side. 

It was blond young Vince Buell, di
sheveled, sick looking. He glanced wanly 
at Moynahan and mumbled, " I 'm looking 
for Paddy Moynahan. Is he here ?" 

Moynahan started, "I . . " then bit it 
off short. " I 'll see," he said and walked 
into the living room. 

He closed the door softly. 
"Is· there someone around, expecting 

yourself, " he whispered to M ick, "who 
could stand and look dumb for about 
ten minutes maybe without having to 
open his big trap ? About the size and age 
of meself, say. " 

"There's a young fellow next door, 
Paddy, but he's a good head and a half 
taller than you and as wide as the butt 
end of a boxcar." 

"Fine, great," Moynahan beamed. 
"Even better. Fetch him over as quick as 
you can and we'll have a bit of fun, on 
the grim side. Just tell him before he 
comes in that his name's Moynahan and 
that he's just to stand and grunt, no mat
ter what's said to him. On with you, 
now." 

Mick trotted out through the back of 
the house, and Moynahan went back to 
the foyer. 

" Mr. Moynahan'll be right back," he 
said to young Buell. " Step right in and 
seat yourself. " 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Trail of Blood 

ENID j umped to her feet as Buell 
walked into the livmg room. He 

stopped short in his tracks at the sight of 
her, and they stood there, not five feet 
apart, staring at one another with eyes 
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that seemed to grow larger and larger 
the longer they stared. There was some
thing lost and hopeless in young Buell's 
eyes, and he was the first to shift his 
gaze and look down at his shoe tips. His 
scowl blackened. 
"Who's she on the make for now ?" he 

asked Moynahan with deliberate intent 
to insult. "It was me a while ago, but 
who's it this time-Moynahan ? She's 
very choosy . She won't go out with a guy 
unless he's got a buck in his pocket. " 
Enid gasped, "Oh ! "  then turned and 

waU<ed frigidly out of the room. . Young 
Buell's eyes followed her and even lin
gered on the door long after she had 
slammed it behind her. 
Moynahan said mildly, "You're a great 

conversationalist, boy, but some day some
body's going to punctuate it with a poke in 
the snoot." 
Buell did not appear to hear and kept 

staring at the closed door. His eyes 
lighted as it opened again, then dulled 
when Mick walked in, followed by a 
young red-headed giant with the amiable 
but stupid face of a St. Bernard. 
"This is the young £ella that wants to 

see you, Mr. Moynahan," Mick said. 
Young Buell's jaw dropped. He was 

big, but compared to the redhead, he 
looked puny. In complete bewilderment, 
he stammered, "M-Mr. Moynahan ?" 
The redhead grunted. 
Young Buell licked his lips. " I-I'm 

;orry about what happened tonight, Mr. 
Moynahan. I was a little drunk and
well, I apologize." 
Moynahan said quickly, "You remem

ber what happened tonight ? Mr. Moyna
han told us all about it. " 
"Of course I remember, but you don't 

think I'm proud of it. " 
"You must have been drunk to pick 

on a £ella the size of Mr. Moynahan here. 
He must have looked like a midget to you, 
or maybe you wouldn't have swung on 
him, now." 

"He looked the same as he does now !" 
said Buell proudly. "And I don't pick 
fights with men smaller than myself. " 
"Ah, don't you, now," murmured Moy

nahan. 
Young Buell's face was very pale and 

he went on in a forced, stilted voice, as 
if he had rehearsed this speech over and 
over. "And I'm ashamed of myself about 
something else, too, Mr. Moynahan. It's 
about Mrs. Palmer. I just learned that 
she's in St. Luke's Hospital in an iron 
lung. I didn't know she had been stricken 
with polio, and I knew nothing of the 
fifty thousand dollars my father had 
promised her. When a man comes into 
money, especially a man as young as my
self, he gets a little cynical about appeals 
to his sympathy, especially when he find.l 
most of them are fake. I-I . . .  " His 
voice trailed off and, apparently for no 
reason, his face turned a fiery red. 

HE DUG into his pocket, pulled out a 
slip of paper and thrust it at the red

head. "Here's my check for fifty 
thousand,'' he said woodenly. "My father 
died intestate, and his estate is not settled 
yet, but my attorney, Mr. Brush, will 
endorse the check in the morning. You 
can call him and verify this, if you wish. 
The check is made out to Mrs. Palmer." 
The redhead took the check, read it and 

burst into a guffaw, as if, to him, such 
figures couldn't be anything but a joke. 
Moynahan threw him a furious glance, 
then said reflectively to young Buell, "Mr. 
Brush ? Now, could that be the Mr. Brush 
who was partner to Hapgood, the at
torney who came all unbuttoned a while 
ago ?" 
Buell said shortly, "Yes. But Mr. 

Brush is quite sane, I assure you." 
"No doubt, no doubt. And just when 

does Mr. Brush expect to have the estate 
settled ?" 
"He said it would take time, but that 

won't affect the check ." 



OUT OF THE FRYING PAN . . .  73 
"I have no doubt of that either," said 

Moynahan drily " But if you'll take my 
advice, young £ella, you'll hurry Brush up 
a bit, or you'll find, maybe, that the legal 

fees might strip you right down to the 
nails in your shoes ."  

Buell said stiffiy. " I can take care of 
myself, thank you. Good-night " 

He turned abruptly and walked out of 
the house M oynahan hesitated, then ran 
after him. catching him at the curb, just 
as the boy was about to climb into his car. 

"Just one more word with vou, Mr. 
Buell, " he grinned "This is kind of a 
late hour of the night to come calling, 
especially with a check for fifty thomand, 
so would you mind satisfying my curi
osity about just one point ? What brought 
on this great rush of charity now ?" 

Buell glanced down at the �n that 
seemed to have sprouted in Moynahan's 
hand. " You go to hell , "  he said thickly 
and dived into the car, slamming and 
locking the door with one motion. 

Moynahan raised the gun as the car 
leaped from the curb, then lowered it and 
let the car plummet crc�.zily down the 
street. 

"Well. I'll be damned," he muttered, 
then turned and walked slowly back into 
the house. 

Mick was alone in the living room. "I  
sent him home before h e  started asking 
too many questions," he explained the 
absence of the redhead. He tilted his chin 
toward the front door. " What did you 
make of that. Paddy ?" 

Moynahan shook his head and walked 
to the wmdow. He stood looking out in
to the dark of the empty street. He glanced 

back at M ick over his shoulder. 
" There's one thmg sure," he satd in 

a puzzled voice, "he's in love with the 
Palmer girl so hard his eyeballs pop. " 

" He's got a fine way of showing Jt, " 
Mick growled. " Making her cry like 
that. And he's a rummy. I could smell 
it on htm clear across the room. And there 

were other signs, too. His hands were 
shaking like a leaf in the wind, and he 
had a tic in the corner of his eye, and 
his face looked swollen and sick. I'll bet 
he's heading straight for a drink right 
now." 

"A binge, you mean. That's a bet you'd 
win, Mick. The boy's been on too many 
binges recently, and that's the real puzzler. 
He looks like a boy that's lived clean, not 
a bottle fighter." 

MICK made a scornful noise in his 
throat and growled something about, 

" . . .  too much money for his own good . '' 
" Maybe." conceded Moynahan thought

fully. " But you're forgetting one little 
point, Mick. He can't lay his hands on 
any real money until his father's estate 
is settled. The court gives him an al
lowance, sure, but the bulk of the money 
can't be touched until the debits and 
credits are balanced, which leads me to 
wonder how crazy Lawyer Hapgood was 
after all. " 

Mick said, '' Huh ? Come again ?" 
"I said," Moynahan winked, "that 

Lawyer Hapgood's dementia might be 
the kind that washes off with soap, if 
you follow my meaning. There's some
thing rotten in the woodpile, Mick. For 
instance, Young Buell's crazy in love 
with the Palmer girl, yet he ups and says 
he j ust found out her mother was in an 
iron lung with polio. H ow can you be 
in love with a girl and not know if her 
rna's dead or alive ? Ah no, M ick, the 
boy was lying to hide the real reason for 
giving us that check for Mrs. Palmer and 
her iron lung . "  

'' And just what, "  Mick asked, " was 
the real reason, Paddy ?" 

' 'There you have me, bucky, "  Moyna
han confessed rueiully . ·• But it's me hat 
against a wooden nickel it hinges on the 
real state of Mr. Hapgood 's sanity." 

He paced the room exntedly. He shot 
out a finger at lV1 i�.:k and demanded, 
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" Suppose you were running around the 
countryside dressed only in a bit of a 
nightshirt that came only down to here. 
Where would you head for first ? "  

"\11/hy-to get some clothes, I imagine." 
"And just where would you be getting 

the clothes at this hour of night ?" 
"Right here. Home, of course. " 
Moynahan beamed. "Y'know," he said 

as he trotted toward the phone, "there's 
still another matter I may not have men
tioned. According to the Palmer girl, old 
Buell was leaving half his fortune to the 
Polio Fund, but if there's no will . . .  Do 
you follow me ?" 

He leafed rapidly through the phone 
book, found Hapgood's home address and 
jotted it down on the back of an envelope. 
Mick was standing with his back to the 
front door when he looked up. 

" I've never interfered with you, Pad
dy, " he said urgently, "but stay out of 
this. It's too big. Men have been killed 
for a lot less money than half of Buell's 
fortune. Stay out of it, Paddy ! "  

Moynahan slowly shook his head. " I  
can't, Mick. Mrs. Palmer's got her money, 
and she may be cured. But she's just 
one. There are thousands of others, and 
it burns me to think some lousy crook 
might get the money that could help to 
cure them. I hate crooks, Mick, and that's 
why I got to be a lawyer. But I'll be 
okay, boy. Stand aside, Mick. " 

Mick stood aside. " I'll come with you," 
he said quickly. 

"Ah, no. I may need you later to 
patch up a bruise or two. And save me a 
slug of the bottle, too, while you're at it. " 

He trotted down the walk to his car at 
the curb. He checked his glove compart
ment to be sure he had a flashlight with 
him, then with an airy wave to Mick in 
the doorway, he drove off. 

THE Hapgood house on Wyoming 
A venue, the most conservative and 

respectable section of Millburn, was en-

tirely dark when Moynahan slid his car to 
the curb and cut the motor. The shades 
were drawn and it had a look of desertion. 
Moynahan prowled around the side of the 
house, avoiding the ornate, pillared front 
entrance. He found a small door that en
tered from the porte cochere. He tried it 
and found, as he had expected, that it 
was locked. He glanced quickly around. 
The nearest house was two hundred feet 
away. The grounds, in this neighborhood, 
were extensive. 

He put his shoulder to the door and 
heaved. The wood creaked. He heaved 
again, getting his shoulder under the 
knob. He grunted from the pain of it and 
stepped back from the door, eyeing it 
speculatively. He raised his leg and 
knocked out the g@ss with his heel. The 
falling glass sounded like the clash of 
cymbals in the quiet of the night. Moyna
han reached quickly through the hole and 
unlatched the door. He stood inside and 
listened. There wasn't a sound inside 
the house-not the murmur of a voice, 
not a footfall. 

He went quickly through the rooms. 
The furniture was dust-covered in linen, 
standing in the small light of his flash like 
shrouded specters. Upstairs it was the 
same. 

But standing on the chest of drawers in 
what was obviously Hapgood's room, 
were two silver-framed photographs-one 
of a smiling, grey-haired woman, and the 
other of a solemn-faced cadet in the 
caped, full-dress uniform of West Point. 
Physically, the boy did not resemble 
Hapgood at all, but there was an air about 
him that brought Hapgood to mind. The 
dust was thick on the chest top in front 
of the photograph. The house was ob
viously unlived in. 

Moynahan sprayed the room once more 
with his flash before leaving and caught 
a glimpse of wadded grey fabric in the 
far corner beside the dresser. He swooped 
down on it with an exclamation, know-
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ing what it was even before he picked it 
up. 
Hapgood's grey-flannel hospital -style 

nightshirt. Moynahan held it up, then 
sucked in his breath. The left side, from 
armpit to hem, was sodden with fresh 
blood ! 
Again Moynahan darted the beam of 

his flash around the room, picking up now 
splashes of fresh blood on the rug. They 
clustered heavily before the clothes closet 
where Hapgood had obviously changed in� 
to a suit of clothes-though, from the 
amount of blood he had lost, it was hard 
to see how he had managed to stand up
right. The trail of blood led to the bath
room, and the towels over the sink were 
bright with it. But sitting on the sink 
was Hapgood's comb and silver-mounted 
hair brushes. Wounded as he was, the 
man had stopped long enough to comb and 
brush his hair ! Though he, himself, was 
far from neat, Moynahan could not but 
admire the tough fiber of a man who re
fused to look anything but his best under 
any circumsfances. 
Moynahan grimaced and gave his head 

a sharp shake as the contradiction hit him. 
Hapgood was not insane. That much 

was obvious. He was a neat, orderly man 
-or had been-yet somewhere in his 
character was a place for deception, for 
hiding in an insane asylum, for suppress
ing an important will. It did not make 
sense. Hapgood was apparently a man 
who took pride in his family . . . .  
Moynahan thinned his lips and trotted 

down the stairs to the main entrance hall 
where he had seen the telephone on � 
small Sheraton commode. He riffled 
through the telephone book until he 
found Brush's name. Brush also lived on 
Wyoming A venue in Millburn, three 
hundred numbers down the street. But 
Moynahan could almost have predicted 
that. Brush and Hapgood had been cut 
irom the same pattern. 
He slapped his pocket, as if to make 

sure he still had his gun, then went down 
the hall toward the door. 

CHAPTER FIVE 

Out of the Frying Pan . , , 

BRUSH'S hot�se was Tudor in style-
all dark-stamed beams and ivory

colored stucco-and there was a light 
burning over the front door. As Moyna
han swung into the driveway, his head
lights picked up the rear of Dr. Ironwood's 
sleek black Cadillac parked there. And 
there was a trail of blood spots that led 
from the car straight to Brush's front 
door. 
Moynahan did not ring the bell, but 

tried the door. It swung open before him. 
He stepped into the house and silently 
closed the door behind him. He slipped 
his gun from his pocket and padded down 
the hall. There was a vast, gloomy living 
room-empty-and a dark dining room 
and kitchen. There was nothing else on 
the first floor. 
He was halfway up the stairs to the 

second floor when he heard slow, dragging 
footsteps and as he watched, Brush's wiry 
form came into view at the head of the 
stairway. Moynahan lifted his gun. 
"Good evening, Mr. Brush," he said, 

"and might I inquire after the health of 
Mr. Hapgood ?" 
Brush started and peered down at him. 

"Ah, Mr. Moynahan," he said dully. 
"Mr. Hapgood ? Mr. Hapgood is dead, I 
fear. " He looked back over his shoulder 
and shivered. 
Moynahan advanced slowly, step by 

step. 
"We'll take a look, " he said. "You 

and me, bucky, we'll take a look. " He 
took Brush's arm and turned him. "Where 
is he ?" 
"I tell you, he's dead," Brush said tone

lessly. "I should have called a doctor im
mediately, but I was so stunned, so 
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shocked. He was bleeding. I am not ac
customed to blood. . . . " 

He made no resistance as Moynahan 
marched him along the hall. 

" I blame myself, " he mumbled. "There 
was all that blood, and I should have 
known. I should have called a doctor. 
But I was not really remiss. I was so 
stunned, so shocked. "  He peered anxi
ously into Moynahan's face. "Your name 
is Moynahan, is it not ? Mr.  Hapgood 
was very worried about you. He felt very 
guilty. He struck you with a wrench, 
he said, and left you lying helpless on the 
ground. He was deeply concerned about 
your safety. You see, it was when he was 
driving away from your apartment that 
they shot him. That was during the pur
suit. They pursued him, but Mr. Hapgood 
was an excellent driver and he had a much 
more powerful car. He successfully eluded 
them. "  

"Them.! They ! "  cried Moynahan. 
"Who are they ?" 

"The only name he mentioned, aside 
from yours, Mr. Moynahan, was that of 
a Mr. Ironwood . . . .  " 

"Dr. Ironwood." 
"Yes. Mr.. Hapgood spoke of him with 

deep· feeling. With loathing, I might say. 
He called him a devil incarnate. But that 
was just before he died, and his mind 
seemed to be rambling. I could not as
certain Dr. Ironwood's role in this • . .  
tragedy and . . . " 

He broke off, for they were at the 
open door of a lighted bedroom. Hapgood, 
·looking curiously grey and flattened, was 
lying on Brush's bed. There was blood 
on the sheet, blood on the pillowcase, and 
even a finger smear of it on the wall be
hind the bed. Relaxed in death, his face 
was very peaceful. Brush stood at Moyna
han's side and tears washed down his face. 

MOYNAHAN let him go, and the man 
staggered over to the lounge chair 

beside the window. 

" I  don't understand it. I don't under
stand it at all ," Brush moaned. " Vve're a 
respectable Jaw firm." He looked up at 
Moynahan. " How could such a thing hap
pen to us ?" 

" What did he say before he died ?"  
Moynahan repeated quietly. 

" Say ? Say ? It was so fantastic I . . .  " 
Brush tossed his hands, then took a deep 
breath and appeared to compose himself. 
"He told me this ,"  he said. " Immediate
ly after Mr. Buell died, someone called 
him on the phone and threatened him with 
bodily violence if he filed the Buell will 
for probate. Hapgood laughed at him, of 
course. He was a man of integrity. Then 
he was told that if he filed the will, his 
wife and son-his son is a West Point 
cadet-would be killed. It sounded very 
melodramatic, yet . . .  very real. Hapgood 
did not file the will, but he concealed it 
and sent his wife and son on a South 
American cruise, intending, once they 
were safely out of the country , to file the 
will. But he was kidnaped and put into 
an insane asylum. He was subjected to 
every conceivable form of torment, but, 
he told me, he did not reveal the hiding 
place of the will. He was told he would 
be left in the asylum to die, but . . .  " Brush 
glanced at the bed and shuddered. " He 
did not have to wait very long, did he ?" 
he said in a low voice. 

"The hiding place,"  said Moynahan ur
gently. " Where did he hide the will ?" 

Brush gave him a wan, apologetic smile 
and moved his hands ruefully. No spoken 
answer was necessary. 

Moynahan swore. Then his jaw 
dropped, and he looked quickly at the 
body of Hapgood, as if to confirm a half
formed conclusion. His face lighted grim
ly. 

" I  think , "  he said softly, " I  know where 
Mr. Hapgood concealed the will. Being 
a lawyer myself. The legal mind works 
in certain grooves. But first I 'd like to 
take care of another matter. I want you 
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to do something for me. Do you think 
you can handle yourself for a few minutes, 
bucky ?" 

Brush nodded. "I think so. "  
" And make a phone call ? "  
"Yes . "  
" Right. Call Lace Malone's Casino and 

ask for Vince Buell. Tell Vince you have 
something of imperative importance. Tell 
him to come out here immediately. If he's 
not there, leave the message. Now, d'y'
think you can do that ? "  

Brush took a breath and squared his 
skinny shoulder. "At least that much," 
he said. 

EXCEPT for the porch light and a 
small light in the living room, Brush's 

house was dark. Brush and Moynahan 
stood side by side in the dark dining 
room, watching the quiet street. 

For the third time, Moynahan asked 
nervously, " Are you sure young Buell 
wasn't there ? Did they sound, maybe, 
as if they might be putting you off ? "  

" How can I tell that, M r .  Moynahan ? "  
Brush asked unhappily. "They told m e  
young M r .  Buell wasn't there. I could 
not contradict them, could I ? " 

" Not without television, no. " 
Moynahan laughed shortly, but it was 

without mirth. He put his hand on Brush's 
arm. 

" Does your house creak ordinarily ?" 
he asked. 

" Why no. It's- "  
"Then we've got friends, bucky. Sup

pose you greet them. Remember, now, 
Hapgood's upstairs and alive. " 

Brush nodded, shivering. 
He stepped out into the hall and called, 

" Hello, hello, how did you get in ? "  
A figure loomed up, a darker shadow in 

the shadow of the back hall. 
A muffled voice said, "Brush ? "  
" That's m y  name, sir . "  
The voice chuckled, "I want t o  see 

Hapgood, "  it said. 

" He's upstairs, but you'll have to be 
quiet. He's very low. We're waiting for 
the doctor. "  

The voice chuckled again. " Y  ott were 
wa iting for the doctor, sweetheart . . . .  " 

Moynahan kicked out and sent Brush 
flying across the hall as the shot flamed 
from the door. Moynahan crouched low 
to the floor and peered around the arch
way. Another shot licked out. Moynahan 
steadied his gun and held down the trig
ger of his automatic. The shots poured 
o11t like bees leaving a hive. 

There was a cry and a heavy thump, 
then a floundering, dragging sound, an 
animal-like whimper of fear and pain. 

Moynahan reached around the arch 
and slipped on the light. There was Lace 
Malone, trying to drag himself along the 
hall to the back door. His legs trailed 
uselessly behind, and there was a black 
glistening smear that stained the right side 
of his sport jacket. He squirmed up on 
his left hip as the light went on, and he 
held up his hands as if to shield his eyes 
from the glare of it. His face was slack 
and empty. His fingertips were bloody 
from his frantic scrabbling to escape . . . • 

THERE were three hours of police 
questioning. There were affidavits to 

be signed in triplicate. But there were also 
the Buell millions and Patrick Timothy 
Moynahan's record as a scrappy, bellig
erent attorney-at-law. The police and 
Moynahan parted as one happy family, 
and when the flash bulbs of the news 
photographers exploded, it was the com
missioner of police himself who was pic
tured in the middle, shaking hands with 
what the captions later labeled the "happy, 
scrappy, Patrick Timothy Moynahan. "  

H e  left headquarters with one very 
grateful young millionaire in tow : name
ly : Vince Buell. Their pictures were 
snapped again when they slid into Vince's 
Duesenberg, parked in the No-Parking 
zone in front of headquarters. 
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Vince said humbly, "I can't thank you 

enough. Mr. Moynahan. for keeping my 
part of it out of the newspapers. I-I'm 
damn well ashamed of myself !" 
Moynahan just grunted. 
After a pause, Vince said haltingly, 

"You said you had Mr. Brush call the 
Casino and ask for me. Did you suspect 
me at that time of killing Hapgood ?" 
"I didn't even expect you to be at the 

Casino, bucky, " said Moynahan. "\\'hen 
you left Mick's house, you were headed 
straight for the nearest gin mill, and the 
Casino was an hour's drive away. You 
wouldn't wait that long for a bottle. No, I 
had a pretty fair idea it was Malone I 
was after. It was that little shenanigan of 
the fifty-thousand-dollar check. You see, 
Vince me boy, it was like this. You never 
recognized me at Mick's last night, so if 
you were too drunk to know what I 
looked like at the Casino when you poked 
me in the snoot, you were also too drunk 
to have known my name. Somebody told 
you my name. Brush didn't know about 
that poke in the snoot ; Ironwood didn't 
know about it ; but by some coincidence 
Lace Malone was right on the scene, and 
LaC'e Malone is a boy who knows one end 
of a gun from another, scoundrel that he 
is. You owed him quite a bit of money 
from losing at faro, didn't you, now ?" 
"Ninety thousand dollars ," said Vince 

in a low voice. 
Moynahan winced. Ninety thousand 

dollars ! No wonder Malone had turned 
so reckless. Ninety thousand was just the 
starter. With Vince firmly hooked, Malone 
had the whole of the Buell fortune to work 
on, and Vince was not a lad to give half 
of that to the Polio Fund, or any fund 
except the Malone Fund. 

I didn't. I didn't know what was going 
on !" 

"A h .  and didn't you now?" 
"First it was the gambling, " said Vince 

miserably. "I'd never gambled much be
fore T went into the Casino. Dad never 
let me have too much money, and I was 
more interested in boats and sailing and 
fishing. I'd never really been in a big
time gambling house. In the beginning i t 
was just the excitement. then it was a 
fever. I won for a while, and then I 
started losing. I ran out of cash, and 
Malone gave me credit. I signed notes. I 
couldn't seem to stop playing, and the 
more I lost the more I drank. " 
"Sure," said Moynahan, remembering 

the waiters with their huge trays of free 
drinks in the Casino, "and Malone was 
shrewd enough to keep feeding you 
drinks, pushing them under your nose 
whether you wanted· them or not. " 
"I'm finished with gambling," said 

Vince fervently. "Finished. And even if 
Dad's will has disappeared, I'm going to 
do as he wished. I 'm going to give half 
the money to the Polio Fund . . . " 
"Oh, the will's safe enough, I think," 

Moynahan murmured. "Being a lawyer 
myself, I have a fair idea of how the 
legal mind works. Hapgood was a con
servative, conscientious man. And until 
his family was safely out of the country, 
I'm betting he put that will in a very, 
very safe place. " 
"And that would be . . .  ?"  
"The National City & County Trust in 

a safe-deposit box, with instructions that 
it be opened immediately in case of death. 
However, " he grinned, "I'm thinking 
you have your mind on much more im
portant matters and have no time for such 
trifles, and the name of that important 
matter would be Enid Palmer, I'm think
ing. " 

He looked at young Vince with pity 
and asked curiously, "Tell me, boy, how'd 
you ever let yourself get mixed up in a 
scheme like that ?" "Sure," mimicked Vince, grinning, 

That's the truth. "and it's right you are entirely." " I  didn't, Moynahan. 
THE END 



DE ATH O N  
DAME S 

By 

ROBERT ZACKS 

He was their man, this shambling, deadly maniac. But between 
auspicion and proof, for the cops, there was a long, bloody 

distance • • • •  ' 'u SUALLY," said Detective 
Brody, in exasperation, "all 
we need is to lay our hands 

()n the guy we think committed the mur
der. Once we got him for questioning, 
it's j ust a matter of time. But this 
guy . • •  " 

He lifted his hands in angry helpless
ness. Inspector Porter, sitting across the 
desk, nodded thoughtfully. 

" You're pretty sure he's it, eh ?" asked 
Porter. Porter was a cautious man. They 
had been pulling in suspects for the three 
"lover's lane" murders for weeks, and 

79 ,-_. 
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the remorseless efficiency of the city po
lice department had investigated and freed 
all suspects but one. This one was a Mr. 
Gabriel, a shambling, micidle-aged j anitor, 
half out of his mind. 

" Pretty sure,"  said Brody flatly. "Only 
not sure in a way that would put this guy 
away. " 

"They'd never electrocute him, you 
know," said Inspector Porter. "He's ob
viously a nut. They'd just lock him up 
somewhere in an institution . "  

"Is that bad ? "  asked Brody, grimacir�. 
" Listen, they'd better get him out of cir
culation fast, before he knocks off a few 
more. Look, Inspector, we know he was 
not in his apartment in the basement each 
night a murder was committed. Also, 
he's used to dark cellars, what with taking 
care of furnaces and things. He can get 
around in the dark like a cat. Every mur
der was the same type. A couple smooch
ing in a dark place, on a bench in the park 
or in a parked car. Always somebody 
making love." 

"What's the connection ?" 
" Well, you notice the way this Gabriel 

guy glares at a nice young girl when he 
sees her. When we brought him in he 
stared at Miss Johnson, the typist outside, 
and he started shouting right away. Sort 
of Biblical stuff. Warnings about evil 
and virtue and stuff like that. He kept 
shouting 'vileness, vileness' at her. She 
really got good and scared. "  

"That's hardly evidence that-" 
"Wait a minute, Inspector. And that 

name, Mr. Gabriel. I tried to check on 
him. He hasn't any papers of any kind 
that would prove that's his name. We 
searched his apartment. The only thing 
we found was an old address book with a 
name on the first page ; and, believe it or 
not, that name was Betty Grable. No 
other names or addresses in the book. 
And another thing. There were piles of 
pictures of pinup girls and all of them 
were torn up right across the center. The 
way I see it, this guy has a screw loose 
about pretty women and he punishes them 
by tearing up their pictures. " 

Inspector Porter nodded. "It's a good 
guess, anyway. Did you have the psychi
atrists examine him ? "  

" Yeah, but h e  clammed u p  right away. 
Wouldn't let out a peep. We really got 
nothing to hold him on. No sign of the 
gun in his apartment at all. " 

" Okay. Let him go, " said Inspector 
Porter. " Plant a dictaphone in his apart
ment and take over the listening-in your
self. He might mumble something that 
will help us. " 

Detective Brody groaned. It was a 
good technique that often got results but 
it was dull and wearying beyond meas
ure. 

" Yes, sir, " said Detective Brody, get
ting up. 

T
HE days passed slowly and Mr. Ga-
briel said a number of odd and vague 

things as he puttered about his apartment 
that strengthened Detective Brody's · be
lief that he was the murderer, but which 
had no definite value at all. It was mad
dening. 

Once M r. Gabriel said in a sudden 
shriek, " I  am the arm of the Lord ! " It 
came over the earphones clearly and aw
fully. Then another time he screamed, 
" Pumshment for thy sins ! " 

" By golly, " muttered B rody, his flesh 
crawling, when he heard this. " You're 
it, pal . "  
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There was a step behind Brody. He 

turned and saw Inspector Porter. Por
ter's face was pale. " Pack it up, Brody," 
said Porter grimly. " There's been an
other killing. Same kind. You're on the 
wrong trail. " 

Brody's face was a study of bewilder
ment and stubbornness. He stood up 
slowly, putting the earphones down. 
"Where ? "  he growled. 

" North end of Central Park. Three 
hours ago. Another couple. Girl got it 
through the head, fellow was just 
wounded. It couldn't have been Gabriel. 
You've been hearing him, haven't you ?" 

" ]\To," said Brody. " Last I heard he 
was going to the furnace to shake out the 
ashes. That's a two-hour job. He j ust 
got back."  

They stared at  each other. Then they 
turned and went through the door fast, 
cursing aloud. " He must have gotten 
through Riley and Smith, " snapped 
Brody. "I set them to watch the exits." 

They tore around the corner and came 
panting up to Riley who stared at them 
in astonishment. " I  thought you told me 
Gabriel didn't go out ?" snarled Porter. 

"He didn't," said Riley belligerently. 
" And I haven't left my post for a min
ute. " 

" Where's Smith ?" growled Inspector 
Porter. 

"Up on the roof, " said Brody. "I sta
tioned him up there. He can see if any
body comes out of the alley from up there. 
There's a street lamp right at the alley 
entrance. So he couldn't have gone over 
the roof to the next house." 

Suddenly Inspector Porter looked ill. 
" It's dark up there," he said tightly, " isn't 
it ?" 

W ithout another word they turned and 
made for the roof, climbing the four 
flights with a speed that left their lungs 
laboring and their hearts pounding. 

Patrolman Smith was sprawled in a 
dark heap m the corner of the roof, the 

back of his head bloody. He was still 
alive. 

" Get him to the hospital fast ,"  said 
Brody, his teeth gritted. " I 'm going down 
to lay hands on that character. I'll-" 

" No," said I nspector Porter. " It won't 
do you any good. And I don't want him 
pulled in, either. We'll be a laughing 
stock after this, if the papers find out he 
got away right from under our noses. 
We've got to have a confession that'll 
stick. "  

"He's a nut," protested Brody. " His 

confession is no good, anyway. Not with
out evidence. "  

"That's right, " said Porter. " We've 
got to have the gun. He's hidden it some
where, probably where we'll never find it. 
We've got to get him to give it to us. 
Then we can prove the bullets carne from 
that gun . "  

"And just how," said Detective Brody, 
unhappily, "are we going to do that ?" 

" I 've kind of got an idea," said I nspec
tor Porter. "I was discussing the case 
with the department psychiatrist. . . . " 

DETECTIVE BRODY listened with 
his pulse pounding and interfering 

with what was corning over the earphones. 
Mr. Gabriel had gone to attend the fur
nace. Everything depended on his reac-

(Continued 011 Pil # 127) 



Murder Roundup 
By DAVE SANDS 

Concerning matters murderous, macabre 

and mysterious. • • • 

Crime--1200 B. C. 

WE MAY sometimes feel that crime is a product of the past few centuries, 
but a true detective story of three thousand years ago reveals a striking 
similarity between crooks and courts of 1200 B .C. and the present age. 

The official chronicle of crime and punishment in the days of the pharoahs was 
brought to light several years ago with the finding of the long-lost half of the fam
ous Amherst papyrus. 

Translation of the ancient scroll showed that graft and bribery and the "fix" 
and "double-cross" were not unknown. 

Recorded in detail is the story of three men who stole gold and precious stones 
from the tomb of an ancient king. When the local law got hot on their trail the 
gang leader gave his share of the take t o  the chief of the Theban police in an 
attempt at a fix. However, the chief wasn't having any and double-crossed the 
crooks by turning them in. 

The trio was tried first by a civil cou rt, which decided the crime was one for 
the religious tribunal. There was no record of the tribunal sentence but as the 
rulers of Egypt were considered descend ents o_f the Egyptian gods, and any dese-
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cration of the tomb was considered sacrilege, there is no fear that the crooks es
caped punishment. 

Unhappy Birthday To You 

WHEN Lady Nikola Beresford an d her cousin, the Earl of Tyrone, jestingly 
made a pact that the first to die would return to visit the other, neither real
ized the visitation would reallv  take place and would be the death sentence 

for the living party. Yet, if the family legend of the supernatural can be believed, 
such was the case. 

One morning, October 14, 1693, long after the pact had been forgotten by both 
· parties, Lady Beresford, a widow, was awakened from a sound sleep to find young 

Tyrone at her bedside. The startled woman wanted to know why he was there, and 
received the answer that he had died early that morning and was fulfilling his part 
of the promise. In order to convince he r that it was no dream, he inscribed his 
name in her pocket book and touched her wrist, leaving a mark indelible to her 
dying clay. He also foretold that Lady Beresford would remarry, that the marriage 
would be an unhappy one, and that she would never reach the age of forty-two. 

Later that day Lady Beresford was informed by messenger that her cousin had 
died at about the moment he appeared to her. In the following years the first part 
of the prophecy was filled : Lady Beresford married but it was an unhappy union . 

. Still not fully believing what her cousin had imparted to her, she planned a large 
party to commemorate her forty-second birthday. Among the guests who enjoyed 
the dinner was the family chaplain. While walking with him in the garden in the 
dusk, she confided that this birthday removed a great weight from her mind as she 
had never expected to reach her forty-second year. 

-

The startled clergyman replied, "Nor have you ; I remember your baptism and can 
prove you are only forty-one." 

Lady Beresford was so affected she took to her bed and died a few hours later. 

Long Time Dead 

T HERE is a great deal of truth to the saying that "murder will out," but it 
was over twenty thousand years before the corpus delicti was discovered in 
one American murder case believed to have been a crime of passion. 

The strange discovery of the crime w as made in 1931 in Ottertail County, M inn. 
While constructing a road across a dried -up glacial lake, workers turned up a skele
ton of a girl of about seventeen years o f  age. Scientists, who rushed to the spot, 
estimated her age after a study of the for mation of her bones. Her head features 
were Mongolian, with a special apish shape of the nose bones. The fact that she 
had been found under eleven feet of tigh tly packed clay accounted for the unusually 
fine preservation of the bones. 

A small hole in the lower border of the right shou lder blade seemed to have 
been made by an arrow or spear passin g through the lung and possibly piercing 
the heart. The skeleton lay about a half -mile out from shore and one of the things 
that bothered the scientists was whether she was killed while on a raft or canoe, or 
had been carried out from shore and dro pped overboard. It was also suggested that 
she might have been killed while crossing on the ice during the winter. 

The "evidence" of the case was well a ssembled by the scientists, but one thing 
is certain-the killer will never be brought to trial. 
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Suspense-Packed Mystery Novelette 

What monstrous, shapeless terror 

cast its spell over the huge, fore· 

boding Grant mansion, where 

admission could be gained only 

at the point oj a .45-and exit was 

made feet fint? 

84 

By NORBERT DAVIS 
CHAPTER ONE 

The Face of Fear 

THE HOUSE was a great pile of 
grey-black stone, turreted like a 
medieval castle, with, across its 

front, a mat of green vines that threw 
long curling tendrils up toward the deep 
eaves. It had a dark gloominess all its 
own, despite the wide sweep of bright 



Seaton fired from under the card table and the table 
1ee111ed to jump with the report. • • •  
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FEAR DOUSE 
green lawn and shrubbery surrounding it. 

Duncan stopped his coupe and got out 
on the graveled drive. He was a tall man 
and he moved with a sort of lazy grace. 
He was dressed in a grey tweed suit and 
he wore no hat. He went up the wide steps 
and across the flagged terrace to the high
arched front door. 

A huge iron knocker gleamed against 
the dull black of the wood, but there was 

an electric bell in the panel beside it. 
Duncan pressed his thumb against that. 
Somewhere deep inside the house chimes 
boomed on a low, descending note. 

Duncan waited. Closer to the house now, 
he could feel the cold loneliness of it 
more plainly, and he made a wry face to 
himself, wondering how any one could live 
here and like it. 

The door opened six inches and then 
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36 15  MYSTERY STORIES 
clinked against a chain that held it there. 
A face that was .a white blur in the shad
ows peered out at him. Duncan waited, 
but there was no word of greeting or 
inquiry. 
"Good-afternoon," Duncan finally said. 

" Is Charles Grant home ?" 
The face had a voice that was precise 

and toneless. "You wish to see Mr. 
Grant ?" 
"Yes," said Duncan. 
"Your name, please ?" 
"William Duncan." 
"May I ask your business with Mr. 

Grant ?" 
"No business," Duncan said shortly. 

"I'm a friend of his." 
The chain rattled in its socket and the 

door swung wide. 
"If you'll step inside, please." 
The hall was cool and damply shad

owed after the brightness of the sunlight. 
The walls were paneled in dark wood and 
the ceiling went up into a high arch to 
match the medieval Gothic style of the 
front door . 
The man who had admitted him was 

small and thin and stooped, with dead
white hair and a pale face. He was dressed 
in a black, severe suit, and he bowed with 
stiff courtesy. 
"If you will wait here, please, I will 

ascertain if Mr. Grant can see you '' His 
feet made a slight whisper going away, and 
a door latch clicked dully behind him. 
Duncan stood alone in the hall, frown

ing a little in a puzzled way. He had 
stood there perhaps a half minute before 
he knew someone was watching him. It 
was pure instinct that told him that, but 
1e had learned long ago to trust his in
stinct. He stood casually still, turning 
his head a little at a time, trying to locate 
the eyes that he felt upon him. 
The doors were closed along the hall. 

At the back a stairway went up in a long 
graceful sweep. Duncan raised his head, 
following the stairs up to the top and then 

sideways along the banister, and he found 
the face there, pressed tight against the 
rails. 
It was no more than two feet from the 

floor-a small white oval with blue eyes 
enormously wide in it. The shadows were 
deep behind the banister, and Duncan 
could see nothing but the face, and it was 
as still as death now that it had been dis
covered It was the face of a child. 
Duncan smiled up at it and said, "Hi, 

there." 
There was no answer and no move

ment. It was as though the sound of Dun
can's voice had frozen the child in pure 
terror, a terror so chilling and so plain 
that Duncan could feel its presence. 

A DOOR opened somewhere in the up
per hall, and a woman's voice called, 

"Charles ! Charles, where are you ?" 
High heels made a quick, light tapping 

and then she evidently saw the child, be
cause she said, "Charles, what are you 
doing ?" She appeared above the banister, 
slim and young and quick moving, in a 
white sports dress. 
In the shadows her hair was dull gleam

ing bronze around the smooth oval of her 
face. She saw the direction in which the 
child was staring and looked down over 
the banister at Duncan. 
Her eyes were a deep green and they 

widened suddenly with shocked surprise. 
She caught the child's hand and pulled 
him to his feet with one quick sweep of 
her arm and hurried him along the ban
ister, pausing for a second to look down 
at Duncan. Then she disappeared . 
She was frightened, too, as frightened 

as the child harl been, and Duncan won
dered if his nerves were getting the bet
ter of him, or if his appearance was really 
so awesome as to give the effect that it 
apparently did. 

A door latch clicked and a man came 
slowly out into the hall and stared at him. 
"You're a very clumsy liar, sir," he said. 
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He held his shoulders exaggeratedly 

straight in a sort of aged mockery of a 
military posture. He had a thick sweep of 
white hair flowing back from a broad fore
head and a white crisp mustache, and he 
should have been dignified and imposing, 
but there was something wrong. There 
was weakness more than age in the 
pinched lines of his face, and his eyes 
were small and spiteful and slyly calcu
lating. 
"I beg your pardon ?'' Duncan said 

blankly. 
"I think you heard me correctly, but 

I'll repeat my remark. You are a very 
clumsy liar. You announced yourself as 
a friend of mine. I've never had the mis
fortune of seeing you before this moment." 

"That's quite true," said Duncan. 
"Then may I ask what you hoped to 

gain by this stupid subterfuge ?" 
"I hoped to see Charles Grant," said 

Duncan evenly . 
"I am Charles Grant." 
"There is some mistake," Duncan said. 

"I'm referring to Charles Lehman Grant. 
You certainly aren't he, unless you've aged 
considerably in the last couple of years. "  

Malice and anger seemed t o  seethe be
hind the old man's eyes. "Get out ! Get 
out of this house, sir !" 

Duncan shrugged. "Certainly, if you 
wish. However, would you mind telling 
Charles Lehman Grant that William Dun
can called on him ? I am at the Carlyle 
Hotel if he wishes to get in touch with 
me." 

"Get out ! Get out, or I'll have you 
ej ected !"  

Duncan opened the front door and 
bowed. "Good-day. Thank you for your 
hospitality." He closed the door behind 
him. 

· 

From inside the house he could hear the 
trembling shrill of the old man's voice call
ing angrily, "Macon ! Macon ! Watch him ! 
See that he leaves the grounds !" 

The thin, stooped man who had ad-

mitted Duncan into the house came out 
of the front door, closing it carefully and 
precisely back of him. In the sunlight the 
waxen pallor of his face was more pro
nounced . 

His voice was flat. "You are to leave at 
once. You are not to loiter on the grounds, 
and I warn you, sir. that I shatl call the 
police if you attempt any violence." 

"Right," said Duncan. He turned on 
his heel and went down the steps and 
across the gravel to his car. 

He drove the coupe down the winding 
sweep of graveled drive and out between 
squat grey-stone pillars. The road was 
black asphalt here, lined with oaks that 
joined their branches over it in a thick
leafed arch. He turned to the right, back 
toward the city, and then he saw the car
a grey sedan-parked in the shade of the 
trees. 

JT HAD not been there when Duncan 
had entered the grounds. There was a 

man standing beside the sedan, leaning 
lazily and casually against the front fen
der, and he flipped one arm in an un
mistakable request for Duncan to halt. 

Duncan slowed the coupe, braked it to 
a stop. "Trouble ?" he asked. 

The man pushed himself away from the 
fender, not hurrying at all, and walked 
heavily across the asphalt. He was a fat 
man and he wore a shapeless blue suit 
that looked as dusty as his car. He had a 
reddened sagging face that was streaked 
with sweat, and he was wearing a yellow 
Panama hat tipped back on his head. 

"Maybe," he said. "Just maybe." He 
put his thick forearms on the sill of the 
door opposite Duncan and leaned forward 
through the window. He stared with eyes 
that were wide and blandly empty. 

"Well, what do you want ?" Duncan 
demanded. 

"A little talk with you," said the fat 
man. "Just a couple of words or three. 
What's your name ?" 
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"I'm keeping it a secret," Duncan said. 
The fat man blinked. "So ?  What were 

you doin' in that joint ? Or is that a secret 
too ?" 
"Yes." 
The fat man shook his head regretfully. 

"That's bad, pal. That's sure bild. You're 
gonna be sorry for that, I think maybe." 
Duncan had carried a gun for so long 

that it was as much of a habit with him 
as wearing his shoes. It was a .32 Colt 
automatic, the steel showing in bright 
worn streaks through the bluing on the 
slide, and he took it out of the tipped 
shoulder holster under his left arm now. 
He did it with the quick, casual deftness 
of a man who has handled guns a lot. 
He aimed it at the fat man's face and 

the safety catch made a slight snap under 
.his thumb. 
The fat man didn't move. He very 

pointedly did not move, but his eyes were 
no longer bland. 

· 

"I hear your pal ," said Duncan. "He's 
crawling along beside the car on this side. 
Tell him to back off and walk around 
where I can see him." 
"Whitey," said the fat man, "you heard 

him. Do like he says. He's got a gun 
pushed in my puss." A foot scraped cautiously on the asphalt 
and then a head poked up slowly above 
the front fender and two pink-rimmed 
eyes stared at Duncan. 
Duncan didn't move the gun. It was still 

aimed at the middle of the fat man's face. 
"Get away from the car so he can see 

you," the fat man said. "Hurry up, gravy
brain. You think I like lookin' down this 
gun barrel ?" 

wHITEY reluctantly left the cover of 
the fender. He was scrawny and 

)Qwlegged, a little man with a bristly 
shock of white hair. He was wearing a 
checked suit that was too small for him 
and he was carrying a leather blackjack in 
his right hand. 

He didn't know what to do with the 
blackjack now. He shifted it from one 
hand to the other, started to put it in his 
hip pocket and desisted with a jerk when 
the fat man snarled incoherently at him. 
He finally dropped the blackjack on the 
pavement and kicked it away from him. 
"You would muff it," said the fat man. 
Whitey said in a whining mumble, 

"Now, Rock, I didn't-" 
"You made a noise like a tank goin' 

OYer a bridge. Now what, mister ?" 
Duncan said, ''I'll ask the questions. 

Step back a little bit. What's the idea of 
this ?" 

"A joke," said Rock. "A joke-on us. 
Very funny. Ha-ha." 
Whitey giggled nervously. "Sure. Just 

a joke." 
Duncan said, "The joke is that you talk 

to me while vVhitey sneaks up and cracks 
me from behind. Is that it ?" 
"Sure," said Rock. "We're practical 

jokers. This is just the time we made a 
mistake." 
"You bet," said Whitey, giggling again. 
"Come here, Whitey," said Rock in a 

gentle voice. 
Whitey sidled up beside him. When he 

was close enough, Rock swung one heavy 
arm in a back-handblow. His knuckles hit 
whitey in the mouth with a flat, crack
ing sound. It didn't look like a particularly 
hard blow, but it was. 
Whitey's feet left the ground. His wiz

ened body arched in the air and he came 
down on his shoulders on the edge of the 
road and somersaulted into a shallow ditch 
with a sudden bursting puff of yellow dust. 
"I 'll kill him some time," Rock said to 

Duncan. "You might as well move on, 
mister. You ain't lost nothin' here. We 
made a mistake, that's all. \Ve won't make 
it again." 
"Don't," Duncan advised. 
He put the car in gear and let it roll 

forward. He watched in the rear-view mir
ror, ready to swerve instantly, but Rock 
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stood solid and heavy, motionless, watch
ing the coupe go away from him. Whitey 
was crawling slowly out of the ditch. 

Duncan went around a curve and left 
them. He put the Colt back in his shoul
der holster and shook his head slowly. 
The things that had happened this morn
ing simply made no sense at all. The peo
ple he had met had a queer air of fantasy 
about them, as though they weren't acting 
in a way from motives a normal person 
could understand. 

But the thing that stayed in Duncan's 
mind and spoiled the warm pleasantness 
of the day was the pinched white face of 
the boy who had stared down through the 
stair railing. There was something ugly 
and chilling about the terror in that small 
face. 

CHAPTER TWO 

Suspicion 

JT TOOK Duncan a half-hour to get 
back to the hotel and up to his room, 

and when he opened the door a gaunt, 
long-legged man in black was standing 
in front of the long casement window, 
looking morosely out and holding his big 
nose carefully between his left thumb 
and forefinger. 

Duncan said sharply, "Who are you ? 
What are you doing here ?" 

The gaunt man answered the question 
in reverse order. "Lookin' at the view. 
Nice one. Pay extra for it ?" He took his 
unoccupied hand out of his coat pocket, 
opened it and showed Duncan a small 
gold-plated badge. "Belt is the name. Lieu
tenant of detectives. Want to talk to you. 
Registered here under the name of Wil
liam Duncan. That your real name ?" 

"Yes," said Duncan. 

Belt took a last thoughtful pull at his 
nose and produced a small notebook and 
a stub of pencil from another pocket. 
"You got any occupation ?" 

"Yes. I'm a construction engineer. I 
work for DeWitt and Hardy, New York 
City. They lease heavy mining machinery 
-dredges and things like that. I install 
and supervise their machinery." 

Belt wrote it down. "Why did you want 
to see Charles Grant ?" 

"No particular reason. I'm on my va
cation now-touring around getting ac
quainted with this country again. I 
thought since I was in his town I'd just 
like to see him." 

"Why ?" 
"Because he's a friend of mine," Dun

can said. 
"Friend of yours ?" Belt said with a ris-

ing inflection. "Friend ?" 
"Yes !" Duncan said emphatically. 
"Oh. Know him long ?" 
"I met him three years ago." 
"Where ?" 
" In Peru." 
Belt closed his notebook, stowed it and 

the pencil careful ly away in his pocket. 
"Corne on. You and me got business down 
to the station." 

"Oh, no !" Duncan said. "First I'm 
. going to have a little explanation be

fore I-" 
The door in back of Duncan opened so 

violently that it thrust him forward into 
the room, and a pudgy little man with 
bright popping eyes pushed his way 
through. 

"Hello, hello !"  he said in a wheezy 
high-pitched voice. "Hello, Duncan ! '' 

"Hello, '' Duncan said blankly. He had 
never seen the man before in his life. 

The pop-eyed man took off his hat and 
fanned himself with it vigorously, pant
ing. He had a round, merry red face and 
a grin that stretched from ear to ear and 
showed an impossible expanse of glisten
ing white teeth. He went right on talking 
busily. 

"Sorry, Duncan. Sorry, old man. Got 
here as quick as I could. Drove through 
traffic like a fire engine, I swear. Why ! 
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Why, look who we have with us ! It's my 
dear old friend, Belt. How are you, Belt, 
old boy ? What are you doing-running 
around and making a fool of yourself as 
usual ? "  
Belt pulled his nose and glowered at 

him. " I'm arresting this guy." 
The pudgy man popped his  eyes wider. 

"Arresting him ? Arresting Duncan, my 
client ? My goodness, Belt, I can hardly 
believe you're serious. It's incredible, Belt, 
old boy. I assure you it is. Just as a 
gesture-a mere formality, Belt-I'd like 
to look at your warrant." 

"You know damned well I haven 't got 
one, " Belt said sourly. 

THE pudgy man threw his hands up in 
the air. " No warrant ! Belt, my dear 

friend, you surpass yourself in your own 
stupidity ! Can you imagine, Duncan ? He 
thinks he's going to arrest you without a 
warrant ! What a j oke ! I 'll die laughing !  
I must remember this and tell it to my 
grandchildren. " 

" I'm arresting him on reasonable sus
picion of attempted kidnaping," said Belt 
stubbornly. 

"Fantastic ! Utterly fantastic, Belt ! 
You haven't the faintest comprehension 
of what the word reasonable means. But 
I'll be patient with you, Belt. I'll lead 
you by the hand like a little child. What 
suspicion ? "  

Belt said, " H e  went to the Grant house 
and asked to see Charles Grant, pretend
ing he was an old friend of Charles 
Grant's. " 

The pudgy man shook his head slowly 
and despairingly. " :My dear, dear Belt. 
My dear friend. Have you had a mental 
examination lately ? Do you seriously ex
pect to support a charge of attempted 
kidnaping on those grounds ?" 
"When I questioned him-" 
"Illegally, of course, " said the pudgy 

man. " Each and every question was il
legal. " 

Belt plowed on stubbornly, "-he gave 
me a phony story about being a friend of 
Charles Grant's and said that he had met 
him three years ago in Peru. And you 
know damned well that kid's never been 
out of this state ! "  

The pudgy man held his head. " Belt, 
this is too much. I can't stand it, Belt. 
The thought of such uninformed stupidity 
positively appalls me. Belt, you oaf, my 
client was referring to the boy's father, 
not to the boy. The boy 's father was in 
Peru three years ago and Mr. Duncan 
met him there. " 

With that the pudgy man turned and 
pushed Duncan gently away from in front 
of the door, opened it wider and bowed 
ceremoniously to Belt. "Belt, the pleasure 
of your company is a fleeting and transi
tory thing at best, and now you have most 
thoroughly worn out your welcome. Good
cia y, Belt. " 

Belt gave his long nose a particularly 
vicious jerk and walked to the door. He 
turned to look back at Duncan. "All right. 
But if I was you I'd stay right around here 
until I get a chance to check up. " 

The pudgy man closed the door gently 
in his face, turned around and plumped 
himself into a chair with a long sigh of 
relief and tegan to fan himself with his 
hat again, smiling engagingly at Duncan. 

Duncan stood still, looking down at 
him. " Well ? "  he said. 

Yes, indeed ! "  said the pudgy man. "My 
dear Mr. Duncan. This must have been a 
day of many surprises and much mystery 
to you, and I will endeavor to relieve your 
mind as quickly and efficiently as pos
sible. First, as to me. I am G. Henry 
Measure, attorney-at-la\v , very much at 
your service. I am, like yourself, a friend 
of Charley Grant's. \Ve were roommates 
in college. I think the roiled waters wit!_ 
become clearer if I tell you-I assume 
from your actions you do not know-that 
Charley Grant passed away from this vale 
of tears over two years ago. "  
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The thing struck Duncan with the force 

of a blow. " Dead ?" he repeated incre
dulously. "Charley Grant-dead ?" 

Measure nodded gravely. " Dead. I 
was right, then. You didn't know it. You 
weren't in close contact with him ?" 

Duncan shook his head slowly. " No. 
No, we never wrote. That is, I never did. 
I 'm not much of a hand at correspondence. 
He wrote me twice, a long time ago. I 
never answered. Just too busy-or too 
lazy . I always meant to look him up when 
I got a chance. This is the first one I 've 
had. " 

"Of course, "  said Measure. " Of course. 
Understandable. " 

DUNCAN went on, hesitating over the 
words : " It's hard for me to believe 

he's dead. I liked him as much as any man 
I 've ever known. Three years ago I was 
in Peru installing some mining machinery 
in the back country-I've been in that 
neck of the woods most of the time since
when Charley came along with some little 
scientific expedition. "  

"Entomology," Measure said. "His 
hobby. "  

"Yes. He stayed at the camp with me for 
four or five months and we got to know 
each other well. There was several other 
engineers on the job, but they were 
Peruvians-didn't speak English. Charley 
and I had to amuse each other. You get 
to know a man quickly in those circum
stances and you find out damned soon 
whether you like him or not. Charley was 
swell company. Always chipper and cheer
ful, no matter what. " 

Measure squirmed in his chair. "Yes. 
Yes, yes. Charley was a man you took to. "  

Duncan shrugged and drew a deep 
breath. "That's that. Now, what's all 
this funny business about ?" 

"Charley's son, " said Measure. " He's 
a boy about five. " 

" I  think I saw him today at the house," 
Duncan said. 

Measure jerked forward. "You did ? 
How did he look to you ? "  

" Damned puny and damned scared. " 
"Ah ! " said Measure, nodding. " I  know 

it. Look. I'll try to make sense out of 
this mess for you. There are three Charles 
Grants. "  

"Three ! "  Duncan exclaimed. 
"Three. First there is Charley Darn

ley Grant. He was Charley's uncle. He's 
a pompous, tricky old fool who thinks he 
resembles an English nobleman. " 

" I  saw his today, too, "  said Duncan. 
"Yes. To go on-there is, or was, the 

late Charley Grant, your friend and mine. 
And there is Charley Grant's son, the boy 
you saw. His name is Charles Lehman 
Grant, same as his father's. This is what 
happened, as I see it. 

"You came to the Grant house. You 
asked for Charles Grant. Macon, the 
butler, assumed you wanted the old man. 
He asked you why and you said you were 
an old friend. Then the old man took a 
look at you and discovered he'd never 
seen you before, which gave him the jit
ters. On top of that you asked for Charles 
Lehman Grant, and naturally the old man 
thought you wanted to see the boy, so he 
had you thrown out." 

" Well, why ?" Duncan demanded. 
"Even when I arrived at the Grant house 
they treated me as if I had the plague. 
Then they have me thrown out and send 
the police after me. Suppose, just for 
instance, I had wanted to see Charley's 
boy. What's wrong with that ?" 

" Money," said Measure, " is, as they 
say, the root of all evil. " 

"What money ? "  Duncan asked. 

"CHARLEY was rich. He left a trust 
fund for his boy. The income from 

it amounts to about fifty thousand a year. 
Old Dornley Grant doesn't have a dime 
of his own, but as long as he is the boy's 
guardian he gets the fifty tlwmand. Char; 
ley divorced his wife a � t d  >-, , , the custody 
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of the boy, but now the wife wants the 
boy-and the income. Dornley Grant is 
scared green she'll get both. He probably 
thought she had sent you to pull some trick 
or other. Did she, by the way ?" 

" No," said Duncan. "I never saw her 
in my life. As far as that goes, I didn't 
know she even existed. " 

" Sh ' t " M "d  e s a  ramp, easure sa1 frankly . 
" Dornley Grant is no better, and the poor 
kid is in the middle. Neither one of them 
cares anything for him. They want that 
money from the trust. " 

" Not a very nice break for the kid, " 
Duncan said slowly. 

"It is not ! I 've been trying to get 
enough evidence to have Dornll'v Grant 
declared unfit as the boy's guard

.
ian. but 

he's a smooth olcl rascal and be can assume 
a very pious air when be wants to. So 

far I 've done nothing but get him mad at 
me, but I 'm still trying . " 

Duncan nodded. " 1  see. H ow did you 
happen to drop in here so opportunely ?" 

M easure squirmed in emba rrassment. 
" Well, M r. Duncan . At times T engage 
in the practice of criminal law. and as a 
matter of expediency l find it a good thing 
to have a-ah-friend at court, you might 
say . This particular gentleman is stationed 
at headquarters. He knows I 'm interested 
in the Grant case and he telephoned me as 
soon as Dornley Grant called in and ac
cused you of attempting to k irlnap the boy. 
I realized that you had proba blv involved 
your�elf inadvertently, so I carne right 

over. " 
" Well, thanks, "  sa 1 d  Duncan. '' If I can 

pay you- " 
M easure bounced out of his chair. ' 'No, 

no ! Think nothing of it. Friend of Char

ley 's-friend of mine. I f  I can be of any 
further service just give me a ring. I must 
dash along now. I have a client who is 
going to be very angry indeed if 1 don't 
get him out of jail pretty soon Good-day, 
M r. Duncan. Pleasure to have met you."  

"Yes, " sa1d Duncan absently. He stood 

staring at the door for a long time after 
Measure had closed it. His grey eyes were 
narrowed thoughfully. 

CHAPTER TiiREE 

Warning 

{T WAS an hour later, and Duncan had 
shaved and showered and dressed. He 

was adjusting his tie with a sort of absent
minded care when the telephone rang. 

It was the desk clerk. " Ah-Mr. Dun
can ? There's a lady in the lobby to see 
you. " 

"Lady ?" Duncan repeated, surprised. 
"Who is it ?" 

"A M iss Myra Case. "  

The name didn't mean a thing to Dun
can. " Weli , "  he said hesitantly , " tell her 
to wait j ust a moment and I 'II be down. " 

H e  finished adj usting his tie, put on the 
shoulder holster with the .32 m it and 
slipped on his coat. He left the room and 
rode the elevator down to the lobby. He 
looked toward the desk inquiringly as he 
got out ol the elevator, and the clerk 
nodded toward the opposite corner of the 
lobby. 

The girl had already seen him coming 
and she stood up and took two hesitant 
steps toward him. She was wearmg a 
coat and hat, but Duncan knew her at 
once. She was the one he had seen that 
morning at the Grant house-the one who 
had hurried the frightened child a way so 
quickly. 

" H ow do you do ? "  Duncan said. 

Closer to her now, Duncan saw that her 
lips were full and soft and that her nose 
was short and straight with a sprinkling 
of freckles across its bridge . Her eyes 
wert> tilted just enough at the cor
ners to give her face an oddly appealing 
piquancy. 

" M r. Duncan," she said, " 1  listened 
this morning at the Grant house. May I 
speak to you for a moment ?" 
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Duncan said, " Certainly. Will you sit 
down ? "  

She sat down i n  the low chair again. 
She had a pair of gloves in her hand and 
she molded the smooth leather across the 
curve of her leg, obviously hunting for 
words. 

" Mr. Duncan, I hardiy know how to 
start. I realized this morning that you 
had come expecting to see the little boy's 
father, not the boy. His uncle should have 
realized that, too. but he's so queer. I 'm 
the boy's governess. Were you a very 
good friend of his father's ? "  

" Yes, " said Duncan. 
She looked up at him. " Then you should 

do something to help that little boy." 
" Well," Duncan said uncertainly, "why 

does he need help ? I mean, what's the 
matter with him ?" 

" He's being horribly and callously mis
treated. "  

Duncan watched her thoughtfully. 
"You're his governess, aren't you, Miss 
Case ?" 

Her soft lips straightened. " I  do every
thing I possibly can to make things easier 
for him. " 

" I'm sure you do," Duncan said quickly . 
" But how is he being mistreated, and by 
whom ?" 

She hesitated again. " His uncle is a . . . 

very unpleasant person. Frankly, I 
wouldn't stay there for a second if I 
didn't think the boy needed me so badly. 
You saw how he looked this morning. His 
uncle won't let him out of the house at all. 
He frightens him continually with terrible 
stories about his mother and how she's 
going to kidnap him and mistreat him. The 
boy is in a perpetual state of terror. The 
whole atmosphere of the house builds that 
up. There's no one there except M r. 
Grant and Macon, the butler. It even 
makes me afraid sometimes." 

"I see," said Duncan, and he remem
bered the coldly hostile air he had felt 
when he had entered the house. 

" I  try to do what I can to counteract 
the way Charles feels, but that's not 
enough. He should be taken away from 
there. He's a sensitive and intelligent 
child and that's no atmosphere for him to 
be brought up in. " 

" It certainly isn't, " Duncan agreed. 
" But it's really none of my business. I 
talked to a man named Measure. Perhaps 
he can arrange things. . . . " 

S
HE made a disgusted gesture. " Meas-

ure ! He's just a pop-eyed, blustering 
little coward. Oh, he probably means well 
enough. He's been to the house several 
times. The last time Mr. Grant threatened 
to shoot him, and he ran-ran all the way 
to the gate. He was terrified ! " 

" Maybe I would be, too. " 
She stared at him soberly. " No, you 

wouldn't be. Will you help the boy and
me, Mr. Duncan ?" 

Duncan was silent for a long moment 
and then he said, "What can I do " 

"Go out and see Mr. Grant and tell him 
that you are going to see to it that the 
boy has a better home and a healthier at
mosphere to live in and other children 
to play with." 

Duncan smiled wryly. "You think that 
would do any good ?" 

"Yes. Mr. Grant's afraid of you." 
"Of me ?" Duncan asked, startled. 
"Yes. You have a-a look about you. 

As though you couldn't be bluffed or in
timidated by threats. As though, if you 
really wanted something, you'd keep right 
after it until you got it. You're not the 
same sort as Measure or those two men 
the boy's mother has hired. " 

" Two men ?" Duncan said quickly. 
"Yes. They're private detectives, I 

guess. They hang around the grounds all 
the time, spying." 

"Oh, " said Duncan. "I want to help 
the boy and you, Miss Case, and I'll go out 
and talk to Dornley Grant if you think it 
would do any good. Tell me, though, do 
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you know how Charley-the boy's fa
ther-happened to die so suddenly ?" 

"He was killed i n  an automobile ac
cident." 

Duncan nodded slowly. " I  see. " He 
hesitated, considering, and in that second 
they heard the desk clerk saying : 

" That is Mr. Duncan over there, 
madam . "  

Duncan started t o  turn around, and 
then Myra Case said, " Oh I" in a sharp, 
frightened gasp and got quickly to her 
feet. 

Duncan rose, too. " W hat-" 
" It's M rs. Grant ! I don't want her to 

see- " She stopped short and her eyes 
were wide and frightened and suddenly 
sick. "Are-are you-and she . . .  ?" 

Duncan shook his head blankly . Be
fore he could say anything Myra Case 
turned and ran. She ducked around the 
end of a settee and out through a side door 
of the lobhy and disappeared, and then a 
softly possessive hand took hold of Dun
can's arm just above the elbow and a 
throatily professional voice spoke in his 
ear. 

" It's M r. William Duncan, isn't ? I'm 
so glad to meet you at last. May I call 
you Bill ? Poor, dear Charley used to 
speak of you so cordially." 

Her eyes were widt: and blue and as 
empty as a cloudless summer sky . She 
had a round . soft face that would be pudgy 
before long and hair that was a brassy 
artificial yellow . She had small, soft lips 
painted very expertly a deep shade of red, 
and her teeth looked small and sharp. She 
tilted her head to one side and stared up 
at Duncan. 

" You don 't know me at all, do you, 
really ? I'm poor, dead Charley's widow. " 

" Oh, yes, " said Duncan vague! y. "Yes." 
"You were talking to my little boy's 

governess, weren't you, Bi ll ? I think she's 
rather nice looking, but so shy and queer, 
and so-so serious. I don't think men like 
serious women very well, do they, Bill ?" 

"Probably not," said Duncan. 
"Bill, dear, I'll just have to talk to you 

for a moment. It's really quite important 
and I 've been dying to meet you anyway. 
Charley always said you were the nicest 
person, but he never did say you were so 
handsome. Charley used to have such 
grubby friends ! It was really a task for 
m e  But not you. Won't you stop in here 
and huy me a drink, Bill ? I've got a friend 
waiting, and he's just dying to meet you, 
too. He really is. " 

}) UN CAN let her lead him across the 
lobby and along the hall that slanted 

down to the cocktail lounge. It was j ust 
before the dinner hour now, and the place 
was crowded with couples sitting at the 
circular bar and at small chrome-legged 
tables. Mrs. Grant piloted Duncan across 
the room to a table backed in against the · 

deep black-leather divans that filled a 
corner. 

" Waldo, dear, " she said. "Waldo, this 
ts M r .  William Duncan, the one I was 
telling you about. Bill, this is my very 
dear friend, Waldo Seaton. You must like 
each other ! "  

Seaton was sunk back deep in the 
cushions and he made no attempt to rise. 
He was incred ibly thin, and his skin was 
yellowish and tight and dry over the an 
gular contours of his face. There were 
shadows under his eyes His voice was 
like a dry , rustling whisper. 

" H ello, Duncan. Sit down. Have a 
drink . "  

The waiter was hovering a t  their elbows 
and Duncan ordered a Scotch and soda. 
Mrs. Grant hesitated prettily. 

"Well, l really shouldn't have one. 
R eally. But I would like just one small 
Manhattan. They 're so refreshing. " 

Seaton sat motionless, as though he 
were too tired to move. His eyes were 
bright and hotly feverish and they studied 
Duncan unwinkingly. Mrs. Grant prattled 
on about something, but Seaton didn't say 
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a word until the waiter brought back the 
two drinks. 

In front of Seaton on the table there 
was a quart bottle of bonded rye, a big 
highball glass and a bowl of ice cubes. He 
took one of the cubes out of the bowl now, 
put it carefully in the glass and then filled 
the glass with whiskey. He picked it up 
in one claw-like yellow hand and sipped 
at it, eyes on Duncan. After a while he 
turned his head toward Mrs. Grant. 

" Shut up for a while, " he said casually. 
Mrs. Grant sighed and subsided. 
Seaton nodded at Duncan. " You were 

a friend of her husband's ? "  
- "Yes, " said Duncan. 

" Now, Waldo, you know I told you 
dear Bill was-" 

" Shut up,"  said Seaton. " You know 
Charley and she had a kid-a boy ?" 

"Yes," Duncan said. 
"That poor, poor dear little angel-" 
"Quiet," said Seaton. "Duncan, you 

in on this with anyone ? You got any per
sonal irons in the fire ? "  

Duncan shook h i s  head. " None. " 
Seaton jerked his head toward Mrs. 

Grant. " She signed the kid away when 
Charley divorced her. " 

M rs. Grant sat up. " I  was tricked-" 
"Can it, " Seaton advised. " Duncan's 

got a brain or two. She signed the kid 
away for dough, Duncan, That's all right. 
She's no lily. He'd have been a nuisance 
to her. " 

" \Vhy, Waldo ! "  

SEATON went on as if she wasn't there. 
" As long as Charley was alive the kid 

was okay. A lot better off without her 
around. But the old man-the uncle
that's another proposition. Anybody 
would be better than him. That old boy 
is a rat ."  

" I  see, " said Duncan vaguely. 
"Look, " said Seaton in his monotonous 

whisper. "We're not trying to fool any
bodv. That kid has an income like the 

federal government and that has a lot to 
do with it, of course, but she wants him 
back. And if she gets him back, I'll see 
that he has decent care in a decent home." 

"The little angel ! "  said Mrs. Grant. 
"I'll just love him and love him-" 

"You'll lose a few teeth if you don't 
keep that trap shut. That's it, Duncan. 
She wants the kid back and I think we've 
got a good chance to get him back, and if 
we do he'll get a hell of a lot better treat
ment that he's getting now. So what do 
you say ?" 

"What do you want me to say ?" 
" Nothing. I want you to keep still and 

keep out of this. It's enough of a mess 
now. " 

Duncan shrugged. "It's none of my 
business after all. " He got up. "Thanks 
for the drink. " 

"I know, "  said Mrs. Grant brightly. 
" Oh, I know. You're going to hurry back 
to meet my boy's cute little governess, 
that Miss Case ."  

" Say i t  again, dummy," Seaton re
quested. 

"But he was talking to her, Waldo. 
Right in the lobby when I went to get him 
just now, and she ran away when she saw 
me, like the silly shy little thing she is." 

Seaton sat still, looking at Duncan, and 
when he spoke it was like the soft slow 
rustle of silk. "Just remember what you 
said, Duncan. It's none of your business. 
Don't be smart, pal. Not with me. " 

Duncan nod9.ed politely. "Good-bye," 
he said. 

He went across the room and out 
through the door into the hall. 

Belt vyas standing there, leaning against 
the wall, with one long leg twisted awk
wardly around the other. He had his 
arms folded across his hollow chest and he 
was slowly stroking his nose with a long, 
bony forefinger. 

" Hello," Duncan said. 
Belt nodded once. " That company you 

work for--does it own a11y ht avy trucks ?" 



96 15 MYSTERY STORIES 

" Why, yes," Duncan answered blankly. 
"Lots of them." 

" Can you drive 'em ? "  
" Certainly . "  
" Can you prove you were in Peru two 

years ago April fifth ? "  
" I  could, " said Duncan, "but I 'd prob-

ably have to go to a lot of trouble. " 
" Better start. "  
"Why ? "  
"Your dear old pal, Charley Grant, was 

killed two years ago on April fifth. He 
was run off of Canyon Road by a truck 
that didn't stop. A heavy truck that we 
haven't identified-yet. "  

Duncan stared at him. "You get lots of 
ideas, don't you ?" 

Belt nodded. " Oh, yeah. I'm about to 
get some more-after seein' you talkin' 
to your pals inside the bar. Watch your 
step, Duncan, or I'll be watchin' it for 
you. " 

' 'I 'l l  try to remember, " said Duncan. 

CHAPTER FOUR 

House of Death 

T
HE shrill jangle of the telephone j olted 
Duncan abruptly out of a troubled 

sleep. He sat up in bed with a jerk, un
accountably startled for a second. The 
room was in darkness except for the faint 
flicker of a sign somewhere below his 
hotel window. The phone rang again, im
periously, and Duncan lifted it off the 
night stand. 

" Yes ?." he said. 
"Duncan, this is Measure. G. Henry 

Measure. Now, Duncan, I did you a favor 
this afternoon when I got rid of that half
witted Belt for you, didn't I ?  In all fair
ness, you'll admit I did you that favor, 
won't you, Duncan ? "  

' ' Certainly," said Duncan. 
"Good. Now I want you to do a favor 

for me, Duncan. It's an imposition, Dun
can, I know it. But I haven't got anyone 

else I can ask. It's of vital importance. 
I'm excited . "  

" I  gathered that. What's the favor you 
want ?" 

" Duncan, I was out here-near the 
Grant place-j ust looking over the lay of 
the land in a casual fashion. Not snoop
ing or spying, you understand, Duncan. 
1 wouldn't stoop to that. But I saw things 
I don't like at all, Duncan. Not at all. " 

"What ? "  
"There's some excitement a t  the house. 

There was shouting and a scream and 
something that sounded like a shot, and 
a car came out going at a terrific speed 
and nearly ran me down in the road. I'm 
afraid there's been some tragedy, Dun
can. " 

"vVhy don't you call the police ? "  
" Duncan, now be reasonable. I can't 

do that. It would prejudice my interests 
if  it was known I was snooping around 
here, and it might not be anything at all 
but old Dornley Grant having a fit of tem
per or something similar." 

" \Vhy don't you go find out ? "  
" Duncan, I'm ashamed to admit i t ,  but 

I 'm afraid. Old Dornley Grant has prom
ised to shoot me on sight and I'm not a 
man of action, Duncan. You know that. 
I 'm a man of words and not deeds, un
fortunately. "  

" All right, " Duncan said. " What do 
you want me to do ? "  

"As a friend of Charley's, Duncan, come 
out here and investigate. You're not in
volved in this, Duncan. You can safely 
put yourself forward without inviting re
percussions or retaliations, Duncan. I'm 
asking this as a return of the favor I did 
you. "  

"I 'll come,"  Duncan said. 
"Good. Good, Duncan ! You're a man 

after my own heart. I won't forget this. 
I'll be waiting for you at the highway at 
the edge of the estate. Come quickly, 
Duncan. I have a feeling that this is  of 
the most vital import. "  
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THE trees that lined the road were like 
squat dark sentinels and the asphalt 

was slick and black and shiny under the 
headlights. Duncan drove fast, following 
the white center line around a banked 
curve, and then he saw the startled image 
of Measure, squatting frightened and toad
like in the dusty grass of the roadside. his 
pop eyes staring glassily under the arm 
he was holding up to shield them. 

Duncan put the brakes on hard and let 
the coupe skid sideways to a shuddering 
halt. Measure jerked the door open and 
scrambled in. He was puffing and wheez
ing prodigiously. 

"Duncan, I can never thank you 
enough. I'm glad you're here. Indeed I 
am ! It's dark and infernally lonely out 
here, Duncan. and I'm a man of imagina
tion. There're dark and bloody things go
ing on tonight, Duncan. I swear I can 
feel them like footsteps on a grave. I 
don't like this, Duncan." 

Duncan had thrust the coupe into gear, 
rolling it forward. "Tell me again what 
you saw." 

"I was at the gate. Investigating, Dun
can. Nothing more, I can assure you. 
Wondering if there were any guards or 
if that old crook was wandering about with 
murder in his heart. I heard the shouts 
and screams and what I'm sure was a shot, 
Duncan. A shot, no less. And while I was 
standing and looking and wondering, this 
car came down the drive--without lights, 
Duncan-and missed me by no more than 
a hair's breadth. It was terrifying. I ad
mit I was 

-
in a funk, Duncan. I don't at

tempt to deny it. " 
"We'll see what happened," Duncan 

said. 
The outlines of the gate posts loomed 

up, and Dun,can swung the car between 
them and up the slanting curve of the 
graveled drive. 

The house was dark and shadowy with 
lights upstairs and down, like the empty 
grotesque eyes of a jack-o-Jantern. Dun-

can slid the coupe to a stop in front and 
got out. 

"Duncan ! "  Measure hissed. "Duncan, 
the front door is open ! Do you see that. 
Duncan ?" 

Duncan didn't answer. He took the .32 
out of his shoulder holster and it was 
comforting in his hand. He walked quietly 
and quickly across the flagstone terrace. 

The big front door was ajar, with light 
behind it shining through the opening. 
Duncan thought for a moment that it was. 
fastened on its latch chain and that Meas
ure was nothing but a hysterical fool and 
that he was another for paying any at
tention to him. And then he reached out 
and touched the door with his fingers and 
the door swung back ponderously and 
silently, like a heavy curtain rolling slowly 
away. 

The big hall was lighted and empty. 
There was no movement and no sound in 
it, but the dark thick rug that had covered 
its polished flooring was crumpled up into 
a ragged ball at the foot of the long sweep
ing stairs. 

That was all-the rug crumpled there. 
But it was enough to send a little prickling 
chill along Duncan's back, and his thumb 
moved a little and slid the·safety catch on 
the automatic down. 

"Duncan," Measure said in a stage 
whisper. " Duncan, what is it ?" 

One of the doors that opened off the hall 
was swung wide on its hinges, and Dun
can moved forward softly until he could 
see through it and down two polished 
steps into a den with a huge carved desk 
in the corner. 

There was a green-shaded lamp on the 
desk and its light made jagged shadows 
on the floor and touched the gold lettering 
in the bindings of the books that were 
stacked in shelves along the walls. 

CHARLES DORNLEY GRANT was 
lying flat on his face in front of the 

desk. His hands-the fingers gnarled and 
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knobby with age-were flung out ahead 
of him as though he had dived head first 
at the floor and stayed there without 
moving again. His white hair was pushed 
down over his face in a bushy tangle and 
blood was clotted dark in the back of his 
head. 

" Oh !" said Measure. 
" See if you can help him, " Duncan said. 

Measure went inching into the study, his 
pop eyes bulging. Duncan walked back 
along the wall toward the stairs, listening. 
When he reached the crumpled rug he 
stopped and called, " H ello ! "  and then 
again, louder, " Hello !" 

H i s  voice traveled av;ay and came back 
in an empty ring of echoes. There was no 
answer. There was no sound. " Myra 
Case ! "  Duncan called. " Charles ! "  There 
was only silence. 

Duncan went up the stairs three at a 
time and around the l ength of the banister 
where he had seen the boy peering at him 
that afternoon. There was a broad hall 
on beyond and Duncan went the length 
of it , opening each door and looking into 
empty bedrooms. 

The last door was the boy's berlroom, 
and when Duncan opened the door he 
found that the light was on in it. H e  
stopped i n  the doorway, staring around. 
The small boy's bed in the corner had been 
heaved up bodily and then tipped over on 
its side. The bed clothing trailed out 
across the floor. The closet door was open 
and the clothes inside were a jumbled 
mess, as though someone had reached in 
and grabbed an armful of them and pulled 
them out helter-skelter. 

Duncan didn't hesitate any longer. He 
turned and ran down the hall and down 
the stairs. Measure was at the foot of 
the stairs, shaking his hands in a sort of 
helpless panic. 

"He's-he's dead, " said Measure, shak
ing his hands as though he were trying 
to get something off them. "I touched 
him. I turned him over to--to see. He's 

dead. His eyes are open and he-he 
looks at you. I think his head is smashed 
in. Duncan, I don't like this. This is ter
rible, Duncan. I'm sure to be involved. 
My reputation will suffer, Duncan." 

Duncan said shortly, " No, it won't. 
You came out here on business and this 
is the way you found things. The boy and 
Myra Case are gone. " 

"Gone ?" Measure echoed. " Gone ? 
They've heen kidnaped ! They've been 
murdered ! It'� that woman-Charley's 
ex-wife ! I 'll see she's punished for this I 
I 'll have her prosecuted to the fullest ex
tent-" 

" Stay here ,"  Duncan said shortly. 
"Macon is gone, too. I want to see if he's 
out in back. " 

He wc>nt through an open door opposite 
the study. This was the dining room, and 
a long narrow table gleamed dully in the 
dim light. The carpet was soft and lux
urious under Duncan 's feet, and when he 
had gone three steps into the room he 
stopped, staring down . 

The nap of the carpet was bent down in 
two parallel dragging grooves that led 
waveringly from the hall door to the 
swinging door ahead of Duncan. He 
stared at the grooves for a second, puzzled, 
and then realized what had made them 
and went rapidly to the swinging door 
and pusherl it open. 

The kitchen was long and narrow and 
low ceilinged, and Macon was in a queerly 
flattened small hump in the middle of the 
bright linoleum. Duncan reached him in 
two steps, bent down, and then a voice 
spoke in a soft murmur : 

" Drop that gun . "  
Duncan froze. 
" I 'm not foulin',  pal. Drop it. " 
Duncan let his fingers relax slowly and 

his automatic thudded on the floor at his 
feet. He turnerl his head slowly. 

Rock was standing in the doorway to 
the back porch. His yellow hat was tipped 
on his forehead, and sweat made bright 
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twin streaks down one fat cheek. His eyes 
were colorless and deadly. He was hold
ing a stubby-barreled revolver casually in 
his  right hand. 

" You're quite the guy for gettin' 
around, ain't you, pal ?" he asked. "Just 
come along quiet. You're goin' visitin'. 
Whitey's waiting' for us outside." 

CHAPTER FIVE 

The Man Behind the Gun 

THE house was low and rambling and 
masked by the trees that grew close 

around it. It was like a cardboard sil
houette against the dark background, with 
a steeply tilted roof and lighted squares 
that were windows. 
· The dusty grey sedan rumbled over a 
small wooden bridge, and a willow flicked 
its drooping branches across the · wind
shield as Whitey made a sharp turn to the 
right and brought the car to a jerking 
stop. 

" You'd think you could at least learn 
to stop a car, even if you can't drive one , "  
Rock said. He was sitting �vith h i s  stubby 
revolver poked hard into Duncan's ribs 
and he kept it there as he maneuvered 
the door catch and slid out of the car. 

"Get out and come with me, Duncan. 
Take it slow and easy. ·wait here, 
Whitey." 

Duncan walked ahead of Rock up a 
narrow graveled path, past a bedraggled 
hedge and up on a small front porch. 

" Open the door and go in," Rock said. 

Duncan pushed th!! door back and 
stepped into a long low living room with 
heavy rafters making criss-crossed shad
ows under its ceiling. A natural-stone fire
place filled the whole far end of the room 
and the furniture was artistically rustic. 

Waldo Seaton was sitting in front of a 
card table beside the fireplace. There was 
a bottle of rye, nearly empty, and a 
solitaire layout on the table. Mrs. Grant 

was leaning cozily over his shoulder when 
Doocan opened the door. 

Rock came in and kicked the door shut 
behind him, still holding his gun against 
Duncan. 

The cards made a sudden sharp flutter 
in Seaton's skeleton-like fingers and he 
put them carefully clown on the table. The 
parched yellow skin of his face was a dry 
and tight as a mask. 

"What's the idea, Rock ?" he asked in 
his  rustling whisper. 

Rock said, " This guy gets around too 
fast. He was at Grant's when I got back. 
I thought I better bring him over for a 
conference. "  

"That was right, " said Seaton. "Well, 
Duncan, I told you to mind your own 
business. I warned you . "  

" Rock and Whitey kidnaped the Grant 
boy, " Duncan stated. 

Seaton shook his head. " Not kidnaped. 
Oh, no. They merely took him to return 
him to his mother. Did you ever hear of 
a mother being convicted of kidnaping her 
own kid-especially when he was being 
mistreated ? We'll put that over, all right, 
and when we get through the court will 
award her the boy's custody. "  

" How about the boy's governess-Myra 
Case ? "  

Seaton said, " No kidnaping there. She 
came of her own free will-didn't want to 
leave the boy. vVe didn't want her, but 
we didn't want a beef. She's in the other 
room with the boy now. Nobody has laid 
a finger on her." 

"That's very neat, "  Duncan said. "You 
could put it  over-if it wasn't for the 
murder. " 

" Murder ? Seaton repeated softly. 
" Yes. Either Rock or Whitey hit old 

Dornley Grant too hard. He's dead."  
Rock's gun jerked against Duncan's 

side. " He's lyin' ! "  
" No, " said Duncan easily. "The cops 

are probably there by this time. Call up 
and see. " 
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" He's not lying, Rock," Seaton whis
pered. " He's not lying. I can tell ."  · 

"Get over there, "  Rock said. He pushed 
Duncan against the wall and opened the 
front door. "Whitey ! Whitey, come 
here ! "  

WH ITEY'S shoes crunched o n  the 
gravel of the walk. " Huh ? What 

you want, Rock ? "  He came into the room, 
swaggering j auntily, and then he saw 
Rock's face and seemed to shrink inside 
his loud suit, and his pink-rimmed eyes 
grew suddenly round and terrified. "Rock ! 
W-what-" 

Rock's voice had a thin, steely edge. 
"Whitey, what'd I tell you to do at the 
Grant place ?" 

"You-you said go in and paste the old 
man one while you grabbed the kid, Rock. 
That's-what you said. " 

" What else, Whitey ? "  Rock urged 
gently. 

"You-you said don't paste him hard 
on-on account he's an old boy and
and delicate. " 

"Damn you ! You hit him too hard. 
You killed him. " 

" No ! "  VVhitey shrieked. " I  never ! I 
j ust tapped-" 

Rock hit him with the stubby revolver, 
raking it across Whitey's face. Whitey 
screamed and tried to hide his head in 
his arms, and Rock hit him again and then 
a third time, and Whitey's legs suddenly 
crumpled up under him and he slammed 
down on the floor and lay there limp and 
twisted. 

Rock turned to look at Seaton. He was 
breathing hard and noisily through his 
open mouth, and there were bright little 
bubbles of sweat on his upper lip. 

"You'll have to cover me for this, 
Seaton. You'll have to figure a way. I 'm 
in this j ust as  deep as  that damned 
Whitey. I was there at the Grant place at 
the time. " 

"Cover you ?" Seaton said silkily. "Oh, 

no. Paddle your own canoe, Rock. Start 
now. Get out of here . "  

" Oh, " said Rock. "Oh, I see." 
He took a step back, casually, as though 

he were going to turn and go through 
the door, and then his stubby revolver 
came around in a glinting arc. 

Seaton fired from under the card table 
and the table seemed to j ump with the 
report. The bullet hit Rock low in the 
abdomen and flipped his legs out from 
under him. He came down on top of 
Whitey and rolled over him and across 
the floor, doubled up. 

That was when Duncan sprang. 
Mrs. Grant screamed shrilly and sense

.lessly. Seaton started to get up, jerking 
at the gun he had hidden under the table, 
and they both crashed against Mrs. Grant 
and knocked her headlong across the 
hearth. 

Seaton was all bone and wiry, twisting 
muscle. He writhed under Duncan's 
weight and got the gun loose and fired 
once. The powder blast made a fiery 
streak across Duncan's cheek and the 
bullet howled weirdly as it  ricocheted off 
the stone fireplace. Then . Duncan caught 
Seaton'.s wrist and twisted just as Seaton 
pulled the trigger again. 

The report was not a roar this time, but 
a hollow, deadened thump, and Seaton 
arched his body up and threw Duncan 
clear. Duncan rolled over and came up 
to a crouch, ready to duck in under the 
gun again, but Seaton hadn't moved, and 
his body was still in that impossible, con
torted position. 

As Duncan stared, uncomprehending, 
Seaton made a wet, bubbling sound with 
his lips and suddenly turned over and 
flattened out on his face. The bullet from 
his revolver had struck him at the base of 
his skinny neck and the whole side of his 
face was blackened with powder. 

Mrs. Grant was on her hands and knees 
on the hearth. Her brassy hair had come 
loose and she was· staring through it at 
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Duncan with glassy eyes. She screamed 
at him. She got up, stumbling, with her 
soot-smeared hands held out in front of 
her and ran crazily, staggering, to the 
door. She ran out through it, and it 
slammed hollowly behind her. 

Duncan blew out his breath in a sudden 
gasping sigh. He got up unsteadily and 
looked down at Rock. Rock wasn't mov
ing and his eyes were closed, but he 
moaned steadily with every breath. Dun
can went across to the door at the side of 
the room and tapped on it. 

" Myra Case," he called softly. "Are 
you in there ? "  

Her voice came, low and trembling a 
little. "Y -yes." 

" It's all over now, " Duncan said. "It's 
all over and everything's all right. Come 
out . "  

WHEN Duncan and Myra Case and 
the boy drove up to the Grant house 

in Rock's dusty grey sedan there were 
three police cars parked in front of the 
flagstone terrace. Duncan got out of the 
sedan and helped Myra Case out. He 
picked up the boy in his arms. 

" Chin up now, soldier, " he said. 
" Sure, " said the boy. " 1-1 wasn't 

scared-not so very." 
His eyes were enormous and glistening 

in the pale thinness of his face and his 
small body was pitifully light in Duncan's 
arms as he carried him across the terrace 
and into the huge front hall. 

The door to the study was closed now 
and there was a red-faced policeman lean
ing against the wall beside it, holding a 
riot gun in the crook of one am1. 

" Hey ! "  he said, straightening up. 
"What goes on-" 

Duncan put the boy down in front of 
him. "This is the missing child. Will 
you keep him here for a moment ?" 

" Well, sure, " said the policeman in an 
amazed voice. 

Duncan opened the door into the study 

and let Myra Case precede him into the 
room. Belt was there and three other 
plainclothesmen, and there was a fussy 
little man in horn-rimmed glasses packing 
a stethescope in a medical bag. 

Dornley Grant's body was lying in 
front of the desk, covered with a sheet 
now. Measure was sitting in a chair in 
the corner with his hands folded across 
his paunch, grinning blandly at Lieu
tenant Belt. 

"Well, well, " said Belt. He didn't look 
or sound surprised. 

"Duncan ! "  Measure said in a trium
phant chortle . . " Ha, Duncan, old boy I 
You found her, eh ? Did you find the 
boy, Duncan ? . Did you ?" 

" Yes," said Duncan. " I  left him out 
in the hall with a policeman. He's had 
enough excitement for one evening. "  

Belt felt thoughfully o f  his nose. " Mind 
tellin' me where you found 'em ?" 

Duncan said, " Seaton had his two 
hired hands take the boy. They were 
going to return the boy to his mother-at 
least that was going to be their story. Of 
course, all they wanted was his income. " 

" Ha !" said Measure. " See, Belt, you 
imbecile ? I told you that if you had any 
brains you'd find the answer at once. 
You're a dope." 

Duncan looked at him. "I'm afraid 
you're in for a disappointment, Measure. 
A pretty big one." 

" Ah ? "  said Measure blankly. 
"Yes. You're not going to profit by the 

murder of Charley Grant as you thought 
you would. You killed Charley, Meas
ure. " 

Measure blinked his pop eyes. " I ? Are 
you mad, Duncan ? Is your mind unbal
anced ?" 

" No. You were his  lawyer. You knew 
he hadn't provided for a guardian for his 
boy. You probably saw that he didn't. 
You knew that the court would have to 
appoint a guardian if Charley died sud
denly. So you arranged that, too. You 
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expected to be appointed guardian, but 
Dornley Grant got in ahead of you, and 
you couldn't protest too much for fear of 
someone connecting you with Charley's 
death. "  

"Why, Duncan, " said Measure. " My 
dear Duncan. You really shouldn't make 
an accusation like that when you know 
that it can't possibly be proven. "  

" I 'm not so sure o f  that," said Belt, 
staring at Measure. 

Duncan made a weary gesture. "It 
doesn't matter. Measure also murdered 
Dornley Grant. " 

"What ! "  Measure shouted furiously. 
"That's absurd ! That's fantastic, nothing 
less. Those miscreants that kidnaped the 
boy killed him ! " 

" No," said Duncan. "Whitey struck 
Dornley Grant and knocked him out, but 
he didn't kill him. You did that while 
I was upstairs looking for the boy and 
Myra. You saw he was only unconscious 
and you killed him . "  

fiantly, but the smile wouldn't stay in 
place, and then he began to giggle hys
terically. 

Duncan turned away, sickened, and 
walked out into the hall with Myra Case 
close beside him. The boy was sitting on 
the lowest step of the stairway. 

"Listen, soldier, " he said. "I'm on my 
vacation now. Do you suppose, if we could 
arrange it, you'd like to go along with 
m� ? "  

The boy's eyes opened very widely. 
"Yes I Oh, yes ! You mean-I wouldn't 
have to hide and I could play-just any
where--out in the open ? "  

"Yes. Anywhere. " 
"But-but if I should be kidnaped or

or caught by bad people-" 
" I  don't think any one will bother you 

while I'm along with you, "  said Duncan 
soberly. "Do you think so ? "  

"Oh, no I No ! Not with you along. " 
Then his thin face lengthened. "But
but I can't . . . .  " 

" Why not ? "  " It's absurd," said Measure. "Oh, it's 
perfectly absurd. But just supposing it 
wasn't absolutely false. How would you 

The boy swallowed painfully. " Please, 
couldn't Myra come with us ? Please. " 
He swallowed again and pleaded breath

"How is lessly. " I  couldn't leave her. They-they 
prove it ? "  

Duncan looked a t  Belt. 
Macon ? "  

"Just knocked out, " said Belt. 
might take her away again. And she's 
awfully nice, really she is . . . .  " 

Duncan looked at Myra Case. Her face 

DUNCAN nodded. "Macon saw Meas- was painfully red with embarrassment. 
ure kill Dornley Grant. He'll tell "Charles ! No ! I couldn't go. It-it 

you that as soon as he regains conscious- wouldn't be . . .  \Veil, it j ust isn't the 
ness. Macon was in the kitchen when thing. " 
Rock and Whitey walked in on him. One The policeman had been watching and 
of them hit him and knocked him out. listening with a sort of delighted interest, 
He regained consciousness about the time and now he cleared his throat casually. 
Measure and I arrived. " I  got a cousin by the name of Hinkle. 

"He was pretty weak and he crawled He's a clerk in the marriage licence 
out of the kitchen and across the dining bureau. He works real late at night some
room. You can see the marks he made in times-like tonight, I bet . "  
the carpet. From across the hall he saw Duncan was still looking a t  Myra Case, 
Measure murder Dornley Grant. " and now he turned and nodded slowly at 

The color was gone from Measure's the eager boy. "Yes. I think we'll j ust 
round face. He kept trying to smile de- take Myra along with us," he said. 

THE END 



CREATURE 
OF 

HABIT 
Fred stood up as the men started talking to 
Mr. Pritchard. One was obviously a detective. 

The other was a patrolman. , , , 

By WilliAM CAMPBEll CAUL T 

W I THOUT the Friday nights he 
might have gone on and on. He 
had his own world, after office 

hours, his printed world, and adversity 
troubled him very l ittle. 

But �ways on Friday nights Bertha 
would be waiting in front of Bloom's, her 
two hundred and seventeen pounds out
lined by the white store behind her. She'd 
be smiling. She was always smiling. 

What the hell was so funny ? 
Two hundred and seventeen pounds, 

an even hundred more than Fred weighed, 
and her hand would be out and he'd put 
the week's wages in  that, and she'd shove 
it into her tiny purse. 

When they were first married Bertha 

It takes more than murder to 
change the habits of a man 

like Fred • • • •  

had been young, shapely and romantic. 
Now she was still romantic and the Fri
day evenings were a must. In the inter
ests of peace. Not that she'd scream, but 
she'd pout. A two-hundred-and-seven
teen-pound pout is a horrible sight, and 
Fred avoided it  by meeting her in front 
of B1oom's at 5 :08 each Friday evening. 

At the "long counter in Bloom's Bertha 
would have a Double Banana Royale. 
Fred would have a sandwich and coffee. 

Then the movie. Very few movies in-
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terested Fred ; none failed to enchant 
Bertha. She held his hand all through 
the double feature. He loathed its damp 
capaciousness ; he loathed Bertha. 

One hundred and seventeen pounds and 
two hundred and seventeen pounds. 
People would turn as they walked by, 

would smile at them. Fred was sensitive, 
being the lighter one. Bertha ? Who 
knows ? 

The str�et is so busy i n  front of 
B loom's. There are so many people. 
Some are men, tall and superior. Some 
are women, beautiful and young. Smiling 
at Fred and Bertha. 

Funny ? 
One of Fred's favorite writers was the 

minor-league philosopher, Ramsay Elle
son. In one of the thin books Ramsay 
published-infrequently and at his own 
expense-Ramsay got going on Hell. 

Eternity, itself, Ramsay claimed, was 
Hell, though it would be a personal mat
ter. For the author, · Hell would be an 
eternal box seat at an eternal football 
game, Ramsay being an i ntellectual ( self
proclaimed ) .  For football fans Hell would 
be an eternity in the l ibrary of Ramsay 
Elleson. And so on. 

Fred gave the matter some thought and 
his personal view of Hell would be an 
eternity with Bertha. Eternity is only a 
word ; he'd actually gone through most 
of it  already. Twenty-two years of Fri
day nights. Twenty-two years of the Hol
lywood product for a man who could en-

joy the profundity of Ramsay Elleson. 
Only a little less than twenty-two years 

of-avoirdupois. 
Eternity can end. It can be brought 

violently to a stop. With determination 
and fortitude and something heavy to 
swing, a man can establish a better destiny 
than an eternity with Bertha. 

Fred had this thought on a Vl/ednesday 
night, while working out a cryptogram. 
He looked over at Bertha, monumental 
and placid under a reading lamp, and 
waited for the thought to go away. 

The thought didn't go away. 
He slept with it. He carried it, along 

with his lunch, to work the next day. The 
figures in his ledgers seemed to dance and 
form strange shapes, Jeering at him. He 
left early, his head aching. 

At home, Bertha said, " Honey, you're 
sick . . . .  " 

" \Vhat makes you think I'm sick ? "  
" You're home early. A n d  you look 

sick, Honey . "  
" I 'm not sick. I ' m  j ust a little t ired. 

I didn't sleep very well last night ." He 
rubbed the back of his neck with a trem
bling hand. " I 'm going down to look at 
the furnace. " 

It \\'as July. 
She stared at him. 
He said irritably, " Well, I can look at 

it, can't I ?  Damn it ! "  
She sa id soothingly, " O f  course you 

can. I 'l l  make some tea. I ' l l  have it ready 
for You. " 

The floor in the cellar was dirt .  It was 
a cheap house. He paid more rent for it 
than i t  was worth. But the floor was di rt, 
which suited his present purpose. 

A fter a little while, she called, " Honey, 
the tea is ready. "  

H e  didn't answer. 
" F red ? "  
He didn't answer. 
" Fred-answer me ! "  
H e  didn't answer, and she started down 

the stairs . . . .  
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JT W A S  a restless, fretful night. Well, 
it was done ; nothing could change 

that. He'd grown weary, digging, and 
had covered her very skimpily. But he 
could finish that tonight. He could use the 
time they usually wasted in the movie. 

He ate his breakfast at a coffee shop 
near the office. He spent the day reread
ing meaningless figures. Ahead of him 
6tretched a Bertha-less Elysium ; to hell 
with figures, today. 

Then, around five, one figure jumped 
to the front of his consciousness and 
burned a hole in his brain. It was the 
figure on his desk calender. 

Today was the 21st of July. 
Today was the day the gas man read 

the meter in the cellar, using the duplicate 
key Bertha thoughtfully left for him un
der the rear-door mat. 

Fred stood up, his stomach filled with 
flying birds. He stood up and saw the 
men talking to Mr. Pritchard at the front 
of the office. One was obviously a de
tective. The other was a blue-uniformed 
patrolman. 

Mr. Pritchard was indicating Fred 
now, and both officers started his way. 

Their faces were grave, watchful and omi
nous. 

Fred didn't wait for his hat. There was 
a door at the rear, and old wooden steps 
going down to the alley. Fred bolted. 

He saw the startled faces of the other 
employees and heard the shouted, " Stop, 
in the name of the law ! Stop that man ! "  

Now Fred was through the door and 
going down the steps. From the head of 
the steps, as he was halfway down, he 
heard the " Stop ! "  again. He heard the 
single, deafening shot. 

One shot-that missed. He was in the 
alley, and running. He came out of the 
alley on Eighth and turned north. He 
was still running, and no more commands 
reached his ears. 

Eight to Grand and down Grand. 
And then, suddenly, he stopped without 

the command. Stopped to stare, stopped 
to realize that single shot hadn't missed. 

For there, outlined against the front 
of Bloom's, Bertha was waiting. Smiling, 
holding her purse, but her hand wasn't 
out for his wages. 

What need was there for money
where they were ? 

On the Newsstand 

The Woman Who Couldn't Die 
By Arthur Stringer 

Embalmed in a strange sarcophagus of ice, he found her, the 
Viking woman of his dead past. Centuries agone had she leaped 
to the battle cry, his fighting mate by his side. • • . Had Fate 
called him only to mourn at her tomb-or had it kept her, a 
priceless, lovely jewel, frozen in perfection until he should be 
born again? 

The Weigher of Souls 
By Andre Maurois 

Alone, he had dared to imprison the vital 
essence which is the soul-and alone must 
face the weird unbearable penalty of his 
qeed . . • •  

Two fascinating gems of greatest fantasy 
In the October issue ! On all newsstands now. 
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E Y E S  T H AT 
D I D N!}T D I E  

By 
GRAHAM DOAR 



-
------ Spine-Tingling M urder Novel 

• • 

"Don't worry about a thing, Joe," 

said the voice of the Whispering 

Man. "Nobody knows you killed 

her. Nobody but me . • • •  " 

• • 

CHAPTER ONE 

The Blue-Eyed Snake 

I

T WAS a cold, cruel sound, the sound 
o£ a dark tide clawing at a pebbly 
beach, a withdrawing rattle, a cold, 

rushing thrust of dark water. 
I wouldn't look at the black water, at 

the thing lying half in, half out of it. I 

This time it wasn't a hallucination. Mirabel's 
body lay sprawled before the fireplace • • • •  

wanted the tide to take it, way out to sea, 
bury it in the safe and secret blackness 
of icy depths. Hide it forever. 
But 'shining, ice-blue eyes kept staring 

up at me. Blind eyes. Stone eyes
snake's eyes without lids, set in a beautiful 
golden face. A dead face. Even there in 
the thin moonlight, her face was pale gold. 
"She's dead, Joe. You've killed her. 

You hated her and you killed her, Joe." 
Whose voice was that ? My own ? 

I ran endlessly up the narrow zig-zag 
trail on the face of the cliff back of the 
beach. The cliff had no top. The switch
backs of the trail went up and up end
lessly. 
There was a rattling sound. It was a 

1 07 
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snake, coiled in the path ahead of me, a 
golden snake with blue stone eyes and yel
low fangs that gleamed. An evil thing 
that hissed and move.d with a rattling 
sound. 

I turned and ran back down the zig
zag path, down toward the black and 
cruel water . . . .  

I SAT up in bed shaking, dripping with 
sweat. A tide was clawing at the in

side of my skull and my stomach heaved 
with the bed's billowing motion. Sunlight 
was bright in the room, but my eyes would 
not focus. I lay back on the pillow with 
a groan. 

When I shut my eyes, the nightmare 
swept back, the cold shine of dead blue 
eyes, the rush of water, the rattling sound. 
. . . There u:as a rattling sound. 

Right there in the room. 
I sat up unsteadily and squinted about. 

Without my glasses, the whole room swam 
and blurred. My hand automatically 
reached to the bedside table where I al
ways left them. They were not there. 

I swung my legs over the edge of the 
bed and perched unsteadily on its side. 

Something swished past my bare ankle. 
I jerked away, shuddering, from the 
slight, furry contact even as I gave a 
shaky laugh. Damn that Faustine ! 

I didn't share my brother's enthusiasm 
for cats, but ordinarily I got along all 
right with Faustine, a pale yellow non
descript. After all, it was Bob's house
his and Helen's-and the cat was their 
pet. 

She was playing with something in the 
middle of the bedroom now, batting it 
back and forth between her paws. Sud
denly she sent it rattling across the floor 
toward the bed. It came to rest near my 
foot .  

I brushed a trembling hand across my 
eyes and squinted. It was a snake. A 
tiny golden snake with glittering ice-blue 
eyes. 

The trip-hammer m my skull stepped 
up its tempo. 

I forced myself to lean closer, gripping 
the frame of the bed with nerveless hands. 
It was a snake ring. Only a ring-with 
blue stones for eyes-but I felt as un
willing to touch it as if it were a living 
serpent. 

I wondered where such a bizarre bit of 
jewelry could have come from. It cer
tainly was not my sister-in-law's sort of 
thing and neither Bob nor I would be 
caught dead wearing such a ring. I felt 
sick. I had seen that snake ring before. 
Where ? I picked it up. 

The cat rubbed against my legs, mew
ing. 

She was hungry, I guessed, but why 
hadn't she been fed ? It was late ; I could 
tell that. Bob and Helen wouldn't be 
sleeping this late, even on Sunday. If they 
had both gone out, Helen would have fed 
the cat before they left. 

Why was the cat in my room, for that 
matter ? My door was standing open. 
Surely I had shut it when I went to bed. 
The house seemed curiously quiet. 

I tried to remember shutting my door 
the night before. I couldn't. I couldn't 
even remember coming home. I was 
drunk. Blackout drunk. And after I had 
promised Bob. 

Somebody must have helped me to bed. 
That was why my glasses were not in 
their usual place. That was why the 
balloon that was my head was tugging 
at its moorings. I stumbled across to the 
bureau and dropped the snake ring there. 
However it had come to be on by bed
room floor, it looked valuable. Beautiful 
workmanship in soft gold, and the eyes 
were jewels of some kind, not just glass. 
Somebody would be around asking about 
it. 

My glasses were not on the bureau, 
either. I found them finally in my coat 
pocket, hung up neatly in the closet. 

The cat followed me across the hall 
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toward the bathroom, mewing until I 
shut the door between us. Cold water 
cleared my head some. I changed the 
shower to hot, then cold again. This 
was building up to be the king of hang
overs. I always had pretty good ones, 
but if I nursed this one along it looked 
as if I might set a record. The taste in 
my mouth was new, too. Peanut oil and 
bay rum would be my guess. 

The headache was partially explained 
when I started to comb my hair. There 
was a considerable swelling high above 
the left ear, sore, the skin slightly broken. 
I supposed I had fallen and hit my head. 

Faustine yowled again when I enter
tered the kitchen. She stood up and 
stuck her head into the refrigerator when 
I opened the door. There was not much 
on the shelves inside, a half-full milk 
bottle, no fruit juice. I was afraid to try 
to eat, but I knew my stomach was as 
empty as Bikini lagoon. Maybe some 
milk. 

I hadn't eaten since noon yesterday, 
Saturday, not since I had those first 
couple of drinks with a customer at the 
garage. Bob was angry. Bob was a swell 
guy-all the time-but his temper had a 
hair trigger. And I had promised. 

My mind shied away from the quarrel 
with Bob. It was my fault to begin with, 
starting again after I had promised, and 
then I had had to drag in Mirabel. 

I glanced at the clock on the kitchen 
wall. It said seventy-thirty but-it must 
have stopped. Outside, the July sun was 
shining straight down into the back yard. 
I found my watch on the bedside table. It 
said a quarter to one. 

THE door buzzer, not a loud one, 
blasted through my head like an ar

tillery bombardment. I sat quietly at 
the kitchen table. It kept on buzzing. 

The man on the doorstep was thirty
five, maybe forty, with a square face 
with a straight line across it that was his 

mouth. Grey suit with a brown hat. I 
had never seen him before. 

" Robert Martin's residence ?" 
· I told him yes, but Bob was not home. 
" You're Joseph Martin, Robert' s  

brother, " he told me. " I'd like t o  come 
in. " He pulled back the grey suit coat. 

I'd seen police badges before but not 
like this, not having it flashed on me. I 
started to shake again, leaning against 
the door. He came toward me and I 
stepped back to let him in. He raised an 
eyebrow at my hand, jumping like a 
rodeo pony against the door jamb. 

What was it ? What had happened 
that the police were interesetd in ? 
Where were Bob and Helen ? Had I been 
driving my car yesterday ? A crash, may
be-that lump on iny head. 

"Was Bob-is Bob hurt ?" 
Both eyebrows went up now. "What 

makes you think so ?" 
" Nothing, I . . .  What did you want ? "  
" You and your brother own a garage 

at Seventeenth and Nichols." 
I nodded. 
"You're acquainted with a girl "-he 

glanced at a slip of paper in his square 
hand-" Mirabel Bourne ? "  

I hesitated. What t o  say ? Sure, I 
knew her-too well. Bob knew her, too
also too well. That was part of the argu
ment we'd had at the garage yesterday
Bob's wild infatuation with Mirabel 
Bourne, his silly yammering about split
ting up with Helen so he'd be free to 
marry Mirabel. Bob hadn't liked it when 
I'd pointed out that he didn't need to 
marry her, that nobody needed to marry 
Mirabel. Maybe it was going too far 
when I told him that, told him how I 
knew. But . . .  

I'd hesitated too long. It was too late 
to deny it now. " Sure, I know her. She's 
a regular customer at the garage. We 
both know her ."  

"You wouldn't know where M iss 
Bourne might" be at the moment ?" 
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" I  wouldn't know." I was trying to 
read, upside down, the slip he held. It 
was headed "Missing Persons Report 
Form" and was pale blue. "I don't re
member seeing her for quite a while. 
Weeks, anyway. " 
He made a notation on the slip and 

said nothing. 
"What's it about Mirabei-Miss 

Bourne ?" 
He looked up at me sharply. "You call 

all your customers by their first names ?" 
It had slipped out. I wasn't proud of 

how well I had known Mirabel. Me and 
plenty of others. I hadn 't found out till 
Saturday that my own brother was one 
of the others. 
"Some," I said. "I know Miss Bourne 

pretty well . " 
He nodded. "I heard that. There's 

also talk you made some threats against 
her." 
"Threats ?" That really puzzled me. 

"Not me. At least, I don't remember. 
I haven't seen her for some time. As I 
said ." 
"You hear all kinds of talk." He 

shrugged it off. 
"What's it all about ? Has something 

'happened ?" 
He tapped against his square. chin with 

the end of his pencil. "You don't mind 
if I take a look around the house here ?" 
I did mind. I didn't know any reason 

why I should mind-but I did. I shoved 
my hands into the pockets of my robe so 
he couldn't watch them shake. 
"Look," I said, "just tell me the score. 

I'm entitled to that much. Then you can 
look around-you can spend the day at it 
if you like. It isn't my house-it's my 
brother's. But he and my sister-in-law 
are both out-and, anyway, I don't know 
any reason they'd mind. But if it's some
thing that's police business and concerns 
this house, I'm entitled to know the 
score-first ." 
He referred to the slip again. "Miss 

Bourne seems to have turned up miss
ing. Around ten o'clock this morning 
her family called us and insisted on an 
investigation. They seemed to think-to 
have reason to think-that something 
might have happened to her. " 

J GRINNED, partly in relief, partly with genuine amusement. "I don't 
know what their reasons are, but I could 
make a good guess what's happened to 
Mirabel. It happens to lots of girls
every night in the year. She'll be home 
when she gets tired." 
The thin line that was his mouth 

quirked upward on one side for a second, 
He probably thought he'd smiled. It 
could be that he knew a little more about 
Mirabel and Mirabel's little ways than 
her family. And, of course, there was her 
divorce. Most of the unsavory details 
had got around town, even though her 
family's money and pOsition had kept 
them out of the local papers. 
"Miss Bourne left home in her own 

car on Friday," he said. "She was ex
pected back Sunday morning at the latest. 
She didn't show-and her family called 
the friends she was going to visit, some 
people name of Vaughn who have a sum
mer home in Surfside. She hadn't been 
there. Well, her people waited all Sun
day and Sunday night-then this morn
ing they called us. " 
"This morning ? Then this is . . . 

Monday ?" 
"What's wrong with Monday ?" His 

little quirky smile said he knew the an
swer. 

I held out one hand and let him watch · 
it jump. "I guess I lost a day in there. 
I had a couple on Saturday afternoon. I 
thought this was Sunday. " 
He nodded judicially. "Quite a bender. 

You show the signs. You sure Miss 
Bourne wasn't on the party ?" 
I wasn't sure-and I didn't like his 

asking. I didn't remember seeing Mira-
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bel. Bob and I had argued, almost fought 
about her, on Saturday. After I'd taken 
a couple of drinks and Bob started riding 
me. But if this was Monday, where was 
Bob ? 

I brushed my hand across my face, 
rubbing out the whispering voice of fear. 

" I  haven't seen Mirabel Bourne for 
weeks, " I told the detective flatly. I 
hoped it was true. 
I went with him as he looked through 

the house, even the attic and the cellar, 
where he openep and closed the doors of 
Helen's jelly cupboard. 
"For a guy known to have a free

wheeling elbow, you don't have much of 
the stuff in the house," he said as we 
mounted the stairs. 
"I don't keep it around," I said. 
I used to take a drink like anybody 

else. It was after an enthusiastic Nazi 
mortar crew had bounced a shell frag
ment off my thick skull that I began to 
black out along about the third or fourth 
drink. The thing was that I didn't lie 
down quietly and pass out like a decent 
lush. I was strictly a zombie-the walk
ing dead. It was that same crack on the 
head that had ruined my sight permanent
ly so that I had to wear these nice thick 
spectacles. 
The doctor had told me I'd do better 

to lay off the stuff completely. Mostly I 
did. 
We were back in the Jiving room final

ly. "You say you don't know where your 
brother and his wife were going ?" 
It was Monday. "Why, Bob would be 

at the garage, I guess. " 
"He isn't. I was there. The boy there 

says he hasn't seen or heard from either 
of you since he left at noon on Satur
day. He opene� up this morning and 
tried to call the house here. He got no 
answer. " 
I remembered about Saturday. Bob 

and I had locked up and left the garage 
together. In Bob's car ? I was already 

half tight. We had closed early-about 
two. But Bob should have been back at 
the garage on Monday morning. Eddie 
couldn't handle it alone. He was all 
right on the pumps, but he was no 
mechanic. 

I tried to think. Had Bob told me ? 
Had he and Helen planned a trip of some 
kind ? My head ached worse than ever. 
" I don't know. I can't think of any place. 
His wife's family lives in Dayville, and 
sometimes they drive down there on 
Sundays. But he'd have left me a note or 
some word. Anyway, Bob'd be back by 
now." It was only a hundred miles to 
Dayville. 
He nodded and moved toward the 

front door. I stood and watched him go 
down the steps and walk toward the cor
ner of the block. There was no police 
car in sight. 
There were four bottles of milk on the 

porch and two newspapers. I picked 
them up and took them into the kitchen. 
The cat was at my heels again, crying 
for food. I poured a dish of luke-warm 
milk from Monday's bottle-one of the 
two that still smelled all right. She lapped 
it as ii she hadn't been fed for a week. 
Helen loved Faustine, as she did all 

small animals. She wouldn't neglect to 
feed the cat. 
Helen would bring in the milk and 

wind the kitchen clock. Bob would 
have scattered the Sunday paper all over 
the living room. 
Neither my brother nor his wife had 

been in the house since Saturday. 
I went toward the telephone in the 

hall to call Eddie at the garage. He might, 
just might, know more than he'd spill to 
any nosy cop. Eddie was from the back 
part of town. He didn't have any liking 
for cops. 
The phone was dead. As I lifted it, 

the cord came snaking toward me. It was 
loose from the connection on the wall, 
torn loose. 
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CHAPTER TWO 

The Fat Man 

I WAS still jittery and weak, but my 
head was a little better with the aspirin 

I'd taken. Food suddenly was a welcon1e 
thought. 

I scrambled eggs, too dry, and 
Scorched a piece of bread. The - coffee 
was all right, though. I opened the Sun
day paper in front of me and pushed the 
eggs around on my plate with the fork. 

The picture on the page in front of · 
me, the society page, j umped into focus 
and the toast stuck in my throat. I knew 
that face in the picture-the face of a 
delinquent Madonna, the classic, pure 
lines of the features spoiled by the over
lush, pouting mouth. The " missing" Mi
rabel Bourne. 

" Bethrothal Announed " the caption 
read. 

In the sickeningly cute, hothouse 
phrasing of society writers the world 
over, the item stated that Miss Mirabel 
Bourne's uncle and former guardian, 
Judge Clayton Bourne, had announced 
her engagement to Mr. Walden Harte, 
of this city and San Francisco, to a 
" select gathering of intimate friends on 
Wednesday last ."  Mirabel had taken back 
her maiden name after her divorce and 
her first husband wasn't mentioned. 
Which would have suited him fine. 

It wasn't really funny. You could 
laugh, but it wasn't funny. 

On Saturday Bob and I had come near 
to blows because he had this fat-headed 
idea of divorcing Helen to Marry M ira
bel . And for some time by then, days 
at least, his lady fair had been engaged 
to " Mr. \Vaiden Harte, of this city and 
San Francisco. "  I wished the paper had 
included Mr. Harte in the picture ; it 
would have been interesting to see what 
Mirabel had finally trapped. He sounded 
pretty impressive. 

I got up to get the coffee maker from 
its burner on the back - of the stove. The 
cat, relaxed now and full of food, was 
sleeping in the middle of the floor. My 
foot struck her soft, yielding side and I 
stumbled. 

I hardly heard her anguished yowl or 
noticed the pale streak of fur flashing 
through the door. My hands were danc
ing again so that I nearly dropped the 
coffee maker. It was suddenly hard to 
breathe and I felt the cold sweat start 
again on my face. 

It had been dark there. Where! I 
was moving across the room in the dark, 
the pitch dark. But where! I couldn't 
remember. 

What I did remember was the black
ness and my foot striking, in the black
ness, against soft, yielding flesh, and 
I stumbled. And then-then I had 
turned on the lights and there was a 
woman there. On the floor. Dead. Cold 
and pale and dead with her blue eyes 
wide open. Mirabel's blue eyes. 

I made it back to the kitchen chair 
before my legs folded under me. 

THERE was too much I couldn't re
. member. A lot of it, maybe, that I 
didn't want to remember. Saturday noon 
to Monday noon. Forty-eight hours in 
which God knew what might have hap
pened. God knew-and I had to find out. 

I had to find out. Mirabel was dead. 
I had seen her-dead. Where ? Start from 
there. Where was Mirabel 'dead ? 

It was a blank wall. A tall, blank, 
grey wall, and shadowy images darted 
and rustled and flickered and changed 
across it. Nothing came into focus. 

Wasn't there a little flower called 
heartsease, a little pink or purple flower 
like a pansy ? But what would that have 
to do with Mirabel ? M irabel was strictly 
an orchid type. 

I guess what was gripping me was 
fear. It felt exactly like the hangover 
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except that my head no longer hurt. 
And one thing certain-! was sober now. 
Oh, how sober I was. 

Where ? 

* * * 

Bob's was a small house, but the 
garage in back was double, to hold my 
car as well as his. I unlocked the door 
and swung it up. My grey Chevvy was 
in its usual place. 

But there was another car occupying 
Bob's side of the garage. A cream-colored 
Buick convertible that bore no resem
blance at all to Bob's four-year-old black 
Packard. 

The detective had missed a bet. It was 
Mirabel Bourne's car. 

I wanted to slam down the garage 
door, go back in the house and get back 
into bed. And pull the covers over my 
head. 

I went through the convertible with a 
fine-tooth comb. There was nothing in 
the body of the car, nothing but a gold
colored bobby pin. But the luggage com
partment held a white-horsehide overnight 
bag with the gold initials M.B. It was 
full of clothing and lingerie mostly, not 
folded but stuffed in any which way. 
The faint but heavy scent brought 
memories-memories I 'd firmly tucked 
away months ago. Not the sort of mem
ory I was on the trail of now. 

Heartsease, hell ! Mirabel's musky, 
heady perfume smelled mo�e like a civet 
cat on the prowl. 

I backed my Chevvy into the drive and 
got out to lock the garage door. That 
cop-he hadn't asked for a look at the 
garage. Had he already glimpsed the 
convertible through the window m the 
door ? It seemed queer now. 

J DROVE across town to Nichols, then 
straight down to Seventeenth. I had 

started out from there Saturday with 

B ob. If there was any beginning to the 
trail I was hunting it was there. At least 
I could talk to Eddie. 

Twenty minutes later I piled back into 
the car and drove away. I had played in 
luck. I had only a direction, but it was 
a start. 

Eddie had left at noon on Saturday, 
all right, but he'd come back about one
thirty to pick up a carton of cigarettes 
he'd forgotten. Be'd heard Bob and me 
arguing in the back of the shop. He'd 
}leard one of us speak of driving to the 
beach. He'd gone away. 

I told him to close up at the usual 
hour and just to turn away any tire or 
repair jobs. He had his hands full with 
j ust gas and oil. He looked at me in puz
zlement but it was against all his training 
to ask any questions. 

There were two main highways from 
the city to the coast. Mirabel had been 
going to Surfside-maybe. Anyway, it  
was a pointer, and the best I had. I drove 
out Seventeenth, swu�g around the big 
traffic circle there and pointed the coupe's 
nose north and west-toward the Pacific. 

I drove, and my mind was a squirrel 
on a treadmill. My hands danced on the 
wheel so that I was forced to drive slowly 
when all the time something in me cried 
for speed and more speed. 

The engine coughed, caught, coughed 
again. 

I had forgotten to get gas at the 
garage. Luckily I was on a downhill 
grade and there was a filling station dead 
ahead. I coasted up to the pump there. 

I dug into my pocket for money as 
the attendant approached. Not a dime, 
not even a thin dime. I cursed myself 
for a fool. 

That one wasn't hard to figure. I re
membered drawing twenty at the garage 
on Saturday morning, but twenty 
wouldn't last me long. Not when I'd got 
started. But why the hell didn't I think 
to get some money from Eddie ? 
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" What'll it be, mister ? Fill her up ?" 
Fill her up. In my mind a strange, 

half-remembered chord echoed the words. 
" What'll it be, Joe, what's yours! Here, 
Joe, fill her up."  A dim whisper with no 
voice behind it, a blurred figure with no 
face, a steel wire tightening around my 
mind . . . .  

"Hey, mister ! You want gas ?" 
I looked blankly at the attendant, then 

nodded. I had a couple of ·credit cards · in 
my wallet. I hoped one of them was the 
right kind. 

Neither of them was-but in the bill 
compartment was a neat, crisp twenty
dollar bill. Untouched. 

AT THE highway j unction, my hands 
pulled the car onto the left fork and I 

had driven a couple more miles before 
my mind woke up with a_ start. Surfside 
was the other way. I eased my foot from 
the accelerator and felt for the brake 
pedal. Then I goosed the Chevvy ahead 
again. 

Maybe this was the way. My head 
wasn't getting me anywhere ; maybe I 
should let my hands do the driving. 

Maybe Surfside wasn't the place we'd 
gone to on Saturday. There were other 
beaches on the Pacific Coast, all the way 
from Canada to Mexico, and quite a few 
not much farther than was Surfside from 
the city. 

Maybe my hands knew the way. As I 
always turned left when I pulled out of 
the garage at home because that was the 
way to the shop-even if I was heading 
for the other side of town. 

Stop thinking. Let my hands do the 
driving. 

* * * 

There was a shiny red roof on the new 
eating joint at the next junction, where 
the highway from town ran into 101. I 
was staring at it while my hands pulled 

the car into 101 and headed it left again. 
South. 

South was as good a direction as any 
-and it could be the right one. It had to 
be the right one. 

Red. Not a good, earthy tile red but a 
flashy paint red. Christmas-tree red. 
Blood red. 

What was red ? I couldn't drag up any 
memory of blood red-or blood. But a 
picture flashed into my mind of Mirabel 
lying dead on the floor near a fireplace. 
But why had the color red brought that 
to mind ? The fireplace wasn't red ; it was 
grey fieldstone. The furniture ? No, it 
was brown, the brown of old, rubbed 
wood and saddle leather. But red ? 

Something was red. Something signifi
cant was red. Mirabel, smiling over a 
bare shoulder into a camera, managing 
to look naked even when you knew she 
was fully clothed. Like the engagement 
picture in the paper. But in a red
leather frame ! 

A portrait of M irabel in a red-leather 
frame. A hand that reached to take it 
from me, a hand that offered a glass in
stead. It was fuzzy, unfocused, but it 
was a memory. 

((Forget her, Joe. Nobody knows you 
killed her. Nobody but me. And she's 
gone, Joe; they'll never prove anything 
without her body. You've fixed things. 
Now drink up-and forget her. She was 
no good. " 

A whisper that was not quite a v:oice. 
A voice that was not quite a face. A 
memory that was a ghost of a memory. 
A voice of conscience, a drunken, tear
ful ghost talking to itself in the grave
yard of consciences. . . . 

J SHIVERED and the wheel shook in 
my hands. I forced my mind back 

to the photograph, to the red-leather 
frame. 

There was more red around, lots of it. 
Lampshades, bookbindings, 

, 
lacquered 
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boxes. I had been in a room, a large 
room done in red and black and silver. 
I was drinking whiskey, lots of whiskey, 
and feeling sick. A bar ? The lights were 
dim, like a bar. And I must have had my 
glasses off for some reason. Everything 
was blurred. 

My thoughts jerked back to the present. 
I was driving south on Highway 101. 
By now the road looked unfamiliar. 
There'd been no towns of any size for 
miles. 

I was shaking with weariness and the 
tag end of a king-size hangover and 
black, bitter fear. Some food, maybe, 
would help. I still hadn't eaten anything 
since when. I began watching for the 
inevitable blue and red neon, screaming 
"Good Eats" to trap the passing motor
ist . . . .  

It turned out to be an old railroad car 
painted a blinding yellow. Inside were 
the red plastic counter, the red imitation
leather stools, the chrome trim that edged, 
seemingly, everything but the tired, yes
terday's pies. But no red-leather frame 
holding a portrait of Mirabel ; only the 
usual coy calendar girl leering steamily on 
the wall over the gurgling coffee urn. 

The man wearing a cook's apron am
bled toward me heavily. From a moun
tainous body topped by a full-moon face, 
his voice issued curiously light and high. 

"What'll it be, friend ?" 
"Black coffee, " I told him. "And have 

you got anything to eat besides the pie 
-and those ?" I jerked my thumb toward 
the three greasy doughnuts under a 
smeared glass cover. 

" Well, sure, friend. "  He spoke over 
his fat shoulder as he drew coffee from 
the urn. "We don't cook much this hot 
weather but I can fix you almost any 
kind of sandwich you want--cold." 

" Fix me a cold ham sandwich, " I said. 
"No mayonnaise. " 

I took off my glasses and wiped them 
on a paper napkin. As I slipped them on 

again, he was putting the coffee down in 
front of me and there was a funny ex
pression on the fat face. The coffee was 
strong and hot, if not good. 

He brought my sandwich and he car
ried the huge, gleaming bread knife in 
one fat hand as he put the plate down on 
the counter. He stood waiting. 

I fumbled in my pocket. "How much ?" 
"That'll be ten." 
"Ten ?" I looked at him. "Ten cents 

for coffee and a sandwich ? You're kid
ding." 

He wouldn't meet my eyes. " No kid
ding, Joe. Ten bucks. "  

I stared at him and felt the coffee I'd 
drunk roil in my stomach. Here was 
something. Here was a piece of the trail. 
It had to be. I'd never seen this white 
grub before in my life-not when I was 
sober. 

"Just what would the ten · be buying, 
Fatso ?"  

Surpr! :ingly, he  was insulted. "Okay, 
Four-eyes, I'm fat. Anyway, I got good 
eyes-and a brain. I'm a guy notices 
things, Joe. Like what people look like, 
what they say. And them cheaters don't 
make that much difference. " 

"Okay. You notice things."  
"Especially I notice customers who 

leave ten-buck tips in a greasy dump like 
this here." 

"When you get it all built up, Fatso, 
maybe you'll break it down and tell me 
why you expect to tag me for ten." 

HE LEANED forward over the count-
er. His weight was on the hand that 

held the knife. "A guy comes in stinko, 
see, early on Sunday morning-one, 
one-thirty maybe. He don't like the joint, 
don't like anything about it. His friend 
is practically carrying him. He has one 
cup of coffee, see, and his friend has to 
jolly him into drinking that. 'Drink it up, 
Joe. Come on, drink it up and let's get 
going, Joe':" His voice, dropped to a 
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falsetto whisper, brought the short hair up 
on my neck. 
"This friend, Fatso-did 'Joe' men

tion his name ?" 
"Nah." He looked disgusted. "I didn't 

even get a good look at him. He kept his 
hat on, pulled down. But I got a good 
look at you, Joe. And at that cream
colored Buick you was driving. Ten's 
cheap, Joe. " 
I was beginning to get a chill. "Lots 

of people have Buicks ." 
"Yeah. But not with that license num

ber, Joe. And not many of them get put 
on the radio on the Missing Persons 
broadcast." His grin indicated that he 
had finally made his point and, I suppose, 
his ponderous wink was to inspire my 
confidence in his purchasable discretion. 
One thing I knew. Ten bucks wouldn't 

seal that fat, greedy mouth and I needed 
information from this guy a lot more 
than I needed his silence. I picked up 
my coffee cup, the usual heavy res
taurant mug. 
"So it's on the air already," I said. I 

whipped the edge of my left hand hard 
across the joint of his right elbow and, 
as the thick arm began to fold under his 
weight, I smashed the heavy cup down 
on the fat knuckles. 
He screamed like a woman and tears 

came to his eyes. I picked up the aban
doned knife from the counter. 
"Take it easy. You're not hurt much

yet." I sorted the ten-doll.n. bill from the 
wad in my pocket. "You might still earn 
the ten, Fatso." 
"You didn't have to do that. I wouldn't 

of-" His high voice was thick, muffled. 
"Okay. But I don't like knives. Listen, 

Fatso, you must have got the license 
number wrong, because that cream-col
ored Buick belonged•to my friend. Hell, 
you can see my Chevvy coupe right out 
the window there." 
"Sure, if you say so. " 
" I  do say so. Now look, I lost a-a 

suitcase out of the Buick the other night 
and I'm trying to find it. Like you say, I 
was pretty blind drunk. Did either of us 
say, or do you happen to know where we 
were coming from ?" 
He looked thoughtful, sucking at his 

bruised hand. 
"An answer to that might be worth the 

ten, Fatso ." 
He shook his head and my heart nose

dived. Then he said, "You drove up 
from the south and you went away to
ward the city. Come to think of it, there 
was one thing. Your friend, he said 
you'd better be getting back to town, it 
must be late because it was nearly one 
when you'd left the cabin. So you must 
of come from not too far. " 
Bless his big ears ! "What cabin would 

that be ?" 
He wasn't giving any more. Maybe 

he didn't have it. "Mister, there's a 
hundred cabins near here-and half a 
dozen ways to get to most of them." 
I dropped the ten on the counter and 

laid the knife beside it. "Here, Fatso. 
They're both yours. " 
His a1oon face ·was framed in the win

dow as I started my motor and drove 
off. 

CHAPTER THREE 

The Lady Is a Corpse 

J SHUT off the engine and sat there. I 

felt sick, drained of the little wave of 
encouragement I'd t!tad when I left the 
diner. This was the second road I'd tried, 
branching off to the right of 1 0 1 ,  toward 
the beach and the Pacific Ocean. The first 
had led down over the hills into a little 
seaside community that I'd never seen 
before in my life. 
This one, the second, was a dead end. 

Curving through towering walls of spruce 
and underbrush, it swept around the 
shoulder of the cliff and came into the 
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open. A graveled parking area looked 
out over the Pacific, re<J.dened now in the 
setting sun that overhung, in either direc
tion, miles and miles of coastline. 

The sign I was staring at said "View 
Point" and, in slightly smaller letters, 
" No Overnight Camping. "  

Well, I hadn't planned to stay. 
After a while I lifted my head from the 

steering wheel, switched on the ignition 
and tramped the motor to life. There 
were other roads to the beach. There 
had to be. 

I swung the car into the graveled park
ing area to turn it around. 

And I saw it. 
Off to the north, less than a mile 

away, the tiny crescent of pebbly beach 
and the zig-zag switchback trail that led 
to the top of the cliff above it. It was my 
nightmare come to life, glowing red in 
the sunset, and I knew it like the palm of 
my hand. 

There are maybe a hundred beaches 
exactly like it along this strip of coast 
and there wasn't any doubt in my mind. 
This was the one. 

Now I really· had it. Even now I don't 
know why I didn't drop it there, didn't 
tear back to the city as fast as the Chev 
would make it. Because I had it good. I 
was scared stiff and limp at one and the 
same time. 

I didn't want it-but I'd found it I 

J STARTED the Chev and drove back 
along the wooded road. I had missed 

it before, when I drove in, but now I 
was looking for it. It was a side road 
running north, a wooden gate barring 
the entrance, with a " Private Property" 
sign. It ran through the thick woods for 
a while, then out into the open along the 
spine of a small cape j ust north of the 
view point. 

l opened the gate, drove through, got 
out and closed it again. The grey, ram
bling cottage out at the end of the cape 

came into view just before I drove out 
of the woods. 

I had td stop the car. My hands 
wouldn't hold on to the wheel any longer. 
After a while I managed to work the 
Chev into the underbrush along the side 
of the road, more or less out of sight. I 
didn't know what I was going to find 
but it seemed important to me that I 
find it first. 

THERE was no cover, walking to the 
house. It stood in the windy open, 

facing the wide Pacific to the north, a 
beautiful, solitary place. Screened from 
the highway and passing motorists by 
half a mile of thick woods, it had only 
the water and the wild sky for neighbors. 
Limned against the lowering sun, it 
stood taller than it actually was, a story 
and a half, and red reflections from the 
sky struck through the huge plate-glass 
windows on the ocean side. 

Close to it, I stopped dead, almost 
holding my breath, feeling the prickly 
gooseflesh break out over my skin. For 
a fraction of a second, no more, I had 
thought I saw a figure move in silhouette 
against one of the windows. But why not ? 
It was a house. People live in houses. 
Why shouldn't there be someone here ? 

The house suddenly was like a somno· 
lent beast that crouched, waiting. 

I moved slowly along the drive past the 
house. The setting sun, shining through 
the windows, lighted the interior bright
ly. Nothing moved there . .  Nothing that 
I could see. I went on along the drive 
to the top of the cliff and looked down at 
the crescent of pebbly beach. It was de
serted. I shivered. 

This was it. 
My mind shied and struggled like a 

roped horse to escape the memories I 
was calling up. I forced it to stand. 

Staggering down that zig-zag trail on 
the face of the cliff, deceptive moonglow 
making the footing doubly treacherous, 
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staggering under the weight of a soft, 
sweet-smelling burden in a blue wool 
· dress. I could remember, now, dumping 
Mirabel's body into the water for the tide 
t() take, the body turning, the golden face 
with the blue, sightless eyes staring up 
into the moonlight. 
Now I could remember panting up the 

switchb.acks of the trail as though all 
hell were on my heels. I remembered 
checking suddenly at something shining 
in the path. It was a snake ring, a gold 
snake ring with blue, blue eyes glinting 
in the moonlight. I knew it must have 
dropped from Mirabel's dead hand. I 
picked it up, thrust it in a pocket and 
fled on upward, away from the beach and 
the dark rush of cold and evil water. 
Oh, I was clever then. I didn't miss a 

trick. I went back to the house and 
straightened things up. I threw out empty 
bottles, washed glasses, and wiped away 
fingerprints. I gathered up Mirabel's 
belongings and threw them in her bag. I 
shoved the bag into the luggage compart
ment of the �uick. With drunken, con
centrated cunning, I cleaned up the works. 

" You killed her, Joe, but they'll never 
pin it on you. You've done a good job, 
Joe. Have another drink. " 
That whispering voice again. My 

"friend" at the little diner. The man 
with the limitless supplies of hooch. 
Who ? 
I turned back toward the house my 

mind whirling. Then it hit me now with 
a rush-murder. Murderer ! 
My brother Bob. 
I sat down on a rustic bench beside the 

door. 

JT WAS hazy. Bob driving, talking. 
Me nursing a bottle, talking. Coming 

in over the private road, Bob was cold 
and angry. I was drunk and angry. Bob 
was coming to meet Mirabel. I had 
forced him to bring me along. 
Mirabel was here when we arrived, 

her cream convertible parked in the drive. 
Bob had faced Mirabel with some of·the 
facts of life I'd preached to him on the 
ride down. Mirabel , standing before the 
fireplace, all gold and blue in a snug, 
blue-wool dress, had laughed. 
Things got rapidly foggier then. It 

must have been some time later and I'd 
got drunker-steadily. 
There as Bob, still angry, still talking, 

and Mirabel laughing, always laughing. 
I laughed too. It was funny. 
I think my laughing made him more 

angry than her laughing had done. Be
cause he hit her then. Hard. 

• All right. There it was. There was the 
thing my mind had shied away from and 
now it was there, out in the open, and I 
could look at it. Bob had hit her with his 
fist and she had fallen and the wrought
iron tools by the fireplace had gone down 
with a clatter. There was Mirabel, out 
cold on the floor by the fireplace. Hardly 
waiting to see her fall, Bob had stamped 
from the house and there'd been the roar 
of his motor in the drive. 
He couldn't have known she was dead. 

I hadn't known. Not then. 
After a while I had stopped laughing. 

It wasn't funny any more. I had got tip 
and gone toward the kitchen for some 
water and-blank. That was where the 
curtain closed down. That must have been 
when the liquor had hit me. 
But there was another piece. A piece 

beyond the curtain. A time when I'd felt 
my way across the dark room, after 
awakening, and tripped over Mirabel's 
body. When I'd turned on the lights at 
the wall switch and stood and looked 
down at her soft, dead body. I'd known 
then she was dead. 
I felt again now, remembering, the 

frenzied panic that had driven me then, 
and I leaned forward on the bench, hold
ing my clenched hands tightly between 
my rigid knees. Bob, my brother-a mur
derer ! 



THE EYES THAT DIDN'T DIE 1 19 

But who had turned out the lights! 
With Mirabel lying unconscious, may

be dead-with me passed out in the 
kitchen-who had turned out the lights ? 

AFTER a while, moving like a sleep
walker, I got up from the bench and 

went slowly around the house toward the 
front. 

The front door wasn't locked. I pushed 
it open and walked in. It was dim inside, 
now that the sun had set, shadows long 
across the floor, windows outlined starkly 
against the darkening sky of dusk. 

Mirabel's body, sprawled stiffly in a 
snug, blue-wool dress, was lying in front 
of the grey fieldstone fireplace in the liv
ing room. 

For seconds I was rigid, frozen with 
shock. Then tremors began to run over 
me and the steel wire tightened around 
my brain until I wanted to scream. I 
managed two shaking steps and got hold 
of the carved redwood slab over the fire
place, holding myself up. Gradually my 
teeth, clenched hard, stopped their chat
tering. 

My mind slowly loosened itself from 
the web and began ticking again. 

I went from room to room of the 
empty house, seeing the mussed and 
tumbled bedroom, the three smeared 
glasses on the cocktail table, two whiskey 
bottles in the kitchen, rugs rumpled, 
chairs overturned. 

The house was a shambles, the obvious 
aftermath of a drunken brawl-and I 
hadn't left it that way ! 

I sat down suddenly in one of the 
brown-leather chairs in the living ::oom 
and stared at the body by the fireplace. 
Had I dreamed that nightmare journey 
down the face of the cliff ? Then where 
was reality ? 

My eyes fixed on the face that had 
glimmered golden in my dream. Mirabel's 
face wasn't beautiful. It wasn't golden, 
either. It was bloated, with a livid pur-

plish hue, and the sultry mouth was 
twisted horribly. There was a black
ened, bleared look to the staring eyes, no 
longer blue. And there were black and 
ugly bruises on her livid throat. 

Bruises like finger marks. 
Mirabel hadn't died from a blow of 

Bob's fist. Not from anybody's fist. She 
hadn't died from striking her head in a 
fall, either. 

Mirabel had been strangled. Choked to 
death. 

THERE was a noise, a creaking thump 
outside the house, toward the rear. 

I j erked my head around, swallowing 
hard against the sudden constriction in 
my throat. The corner of my eye caught 
flitting, shadowy movement, framed dark
ly against a window. It vanished. 

Three swift strides brought me to the 
window. My eyes, adjusted to the greater 
darkness inside the house, saw clearly 
through the gathering dusk outside. 

There was nothing. 
I went through the kitchen to the rear 

door and out into the drive. There was 
a rush of air over my head, an angry 
scream. Relief flooded warmly over me. 

Low over the house, sailing easily, 
turning in slow, lazy swoops, were three 
seagulls. Another perched like a stone 
bird at the edge of the cliff. I walked 
toward the ·cliff, slowly at first, then 
faster. 

My faith in my carefully reconstructed 
memories of that Saturday night had 
been badly shaken. There might be some
thing, some trace on the beach or on the 
trail down that would pin down some 
small bit of fact among the fantasy. 

The trail, wider than it had looked, 
easier, walled with stones at the turns, 
was unmarked. The beach itself, washed 
to the foot of the cliff with each high tide, 
told nothing. There was no clue to be 
found here. I stared dumbly and with 
a return of that nightmare horror at the 
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empty, ebbing water, black now in the 
fast-fading light. 
This was it then. The end of the trail. 

Murderer or not, I was sober now and 
more or less in my right mind. I knew 
that the longer I delayed, the more I 
fooled around with this thing, the deeper 
in I'd get. It was time to call the law. 

I turned back and started up the first 
incline of the path. A pebble rattled above 
me, startlingly loud. 
I saw, dimly, the black figure against 

the sky at the top, heard the rattling 
grow to a scrabbling rush as more stones 
followed the first. In the same glance I 
saw the boulder, basketball sized, that 
bounded and plunged down toward me. 
I think I shouted as I twisted aside, 

plastered myself tight against the rock 
face. There was an answering shout from 
the top of the cliff, and a glancing blow, 
as though from a giant fist, struck my 
left shoulder. Dislodged shards rained 
on me. I staggered, went to one knee. 
The agonizing pain paralyzed me for a 

moment-that and just plain fright. I 
didn't know who it was at the cliff top 
but, for my money, throwing rocks that 
size was an unfriendly act. I waited, 
silent. 
I heard footsteps on the trail above me 

and a man came around the last bend 
into sight. He stopped when he saw me, 
his right hand bulging the pocket of a 
green tweed jacket. "I say, old man, are 
you hurt ?" His voice was concerned. " I  
saw you down here and I called out 
when the rock began to fall but-" 
He hadn't called out till pretty late and 

I didn't like the looks of that bulge . . From 
the weight and shape it was a gun-or he 
wanted me to think so. "Just bruised, I 
think ." I got to my feet and tested the 
left arm. 
"I 'm sorry, old man. I should have 

known better than to lean against that 
stone. " His hand stayed in the pocket and 
hi� pale eyes were flat, without warmth. 

"Come on up to the cabin and let's have 
a look. Won't hurt to make sure." 
"Are you a doctor ?" 
"Oh, no. No, but I do know a bit of 

.first aid. My name, by the way, is Harte. 
Walden Harte. This is my place h�re. " 
Mr. Walden Harte of this city and 

San Francisco. He looked it. Dark, slight, 
with blank grey eyes, he smelled of 
money. I said, "Mine's Martin. Did you 
just arrive, Mr. Harte ? Been inside the 
house yet ?" 
"Why, no. I saw a car-yours, I sup

pose ?-parked off the road up there and 
I thought I'd take a look around first. 
This is-the property's posted, you know, 
Martin." 
I rubbed my left shoulder. "Yes, I 

saw the signs. I'm a trespasser. Let's 
go up to the house, Mr. Harte. And you'd 
better brace yourself. " 
I told him. I had to. I couldn't let him 

walk into that living room cold. 

CHAPTER FOUR 

The Whispering Man 

HE TOOK it pretty well. He would. 
It was a shock, but he'd known 

Mirabel was missing. He must have been 
half prepared for something like this. 
"I've been in San Francisco on business 
since Thursday," he told me. "Just got 
back at noon today. When Mirabel's 
family told me, I came right out here. 
She was fond of this place. We-we had 
planned-" His voice choked up. 
I looked away and gave him a minute. 

Then I said, "Look, Mr. Harte, we're 
going to have to call the police. Is there 
a phone here ?" 
"No. I never had a phone at Harte's 

Ease. We'll have to drive out to the high
way. That little diner, I think ." 
Harte's Ease. Heartsease. So there 

was my little flower. "Shouldn't one of us 
stay with the-with Mirabel ?" 
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He shook his  head. " I  don't think so, 

Martin. We'll stay together. " His hand 
was back in that pocket. He might as 
well have said that I was his bet for the 
murderer. " I 'll lock up the cabin after 
us, " he said. 

Funny to hear an eight-room house 
with two baths called a cabin. Only a 
guy with money enough to keep such a 
place would think of it so. Though, come 
to think of it, the cook at the diner had . . .  

Harte locked the doors and we walked 
rapidly down the drive, he at my right. 
He said, " You drive, Martin. " 

I didn't argue. If there wasn't a gun 
in that hand-tailored jacket, he was run
ning a good biuff. His car, a grey sedan, 
was parked near mine j ust at the edge 
of the woods. Vve took mine. 

The fat cook hadh't called it a cabin. 
He had said that "my friend" had spoken 
of " the cabin. " I drove slowly, my mind 
ticking like a Geiger counter. 

Harte sat beside me and adjusted the 
knife-sharp creases of his slacks with his 
left hand. He fished out and lit a ciga
rette-with his left hand. The right re
mained out of sight. 

That didn't prove anything, of course, 
but I wondered if Mr. Walden Harte 
owned a photograph of Mirabel in a 
red-leather frame. Who would be more 
likely ? And about his being in San 
Francisco since Thursday "on business. " 

Why would he stay there over Sunday ? 
You don't do business on Sunday. Or 
maybe you do, if  you're Walden Harte. 
Just the same, I'd have liked to hear him 
whisper once, " You killed her, Joe . "  

" S top here, Joe ! " 
In my preoccupation I'd almost passed 

up the little diner. I swung the Chev in 
a U-turn and braked to a stop at the door. 
Joe. So he knew my first name. 

He read my mind. " Mirabel pointed 
you out to me once. At the garage. She 
always spoke of you as Joe. " 

All right. That could be. 
But I wish I'd trusted my instinct in

stead of being so damned j udicial about 
it. The diner's neon lights were not 
burning and inside there was only a dim 
glow coming from the rear. I should 
have known it wouldn't be closed so 
early in the evening. He gestured, and 
I went through ·the door ahead of him. 

The tableau imprinted itself on my 
mind in the first split second : The coffee 
urn hissing, blowing off clouds of steam 
that swirled and eddied around the moun
tainous, still form that slumped across 
the low counter ; the sluggish liquid, black 
and shiny in the dim light, that dropped 
in hideous threads from the slashed throat 
into the black and shiny pool on the 
floor. 

There was motion behind me and a 
sudden hard pressure against my spine. 
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"Go on in, Joe. Don't let a little blood 
frighten you." 

"YOU'RE nuts," I said. " If you'd 
left it alone, you might have got 

away with it. You've got it so compli
cated, they'll never stop digging. They'll 
turn you up. " 
He gave me a sardonic smile and 

switched the Luger to his left hand while 
he fumbled out a cigarette. " I  don't think 
so, Joe. Not as long as they've got you. 
I wasn't even here, remember ?" 

I didn't think so, either. "There must 
be people who know you weren't in San 
Francisco on Saturday. " 
"One, Joe. Just one ." He jerked a 

thumb at the fat cook's body. "Your 
fingerprints are on the knife ." 
They probably were, at that. But how 

did he know ? "How did you know ?" 
"He told me, Joe. He. was saving it . In 

case he wanted to try a little blackmail 
on you-too." 

I said, and my voice was getting hard 
to control, "They'll know from Mirabel's 
clothes and hair that she's been in the 
water. Why did you pull her out ?" 
"She was my wife. We'd been married 

a month, a little over. Secretly. Even 
after I knew she was-what she was-I 
couldn't let her body go that way." 
So they'd been married. Sentimental 

cuss, wasn't he ? "Not wanting to wait 
seven years to get your hands on her 
money wouldn't have anything to do with 
it ?" 
I· hurt his feelings. He got up from the 

stool at the far end of the counter from 
me and stood stiffly. " I don't like that, 
Joe. That's not true. A chap gets forced 
into these things and he has to go through 
with them. She laughed at me. I was in 
the kitchen and knocked you out when 
you came through the door. When I 
brought her to, naturally I demanded an 
explanation of what my wife was do
ing in my house drinking with two men. 

She laughed at me. The rest of it was 
your fault, Joe. I was going to call the 
police and let them find the two of you 
there-but you recovered consciousness. 

"I thought I'd have to kill you, too, until 
I saw how drunk you were, how nearly 
blind when you dropped your glasses and 
couldn't find them." 
It was hot in the little diner and the 

smell was nauseating. He didn't seem to 
notice. I said, "So then you started your 
magician's act. What was that supposed 
to get you ?" 
"You seemed a not-too-bright, suggest

ible type. I thought I might get you to 
believe you'd done it. The whole thing. 
And maybe confess or run away. In fact, 
I thought I'd been successful when I put 
you to bed-but you turned out to be 
stubborn, Joe ." 
"Thanks. I 'll swallow anything when 

I'm drunk. I woke up sober ." He had 
come pretty close, at that. 
He hardly heard me. "This slob here 

that tried to blackmail me. That's your 
fault. If you hadn't been so stubborn, in
sisting on coming in here for coffee on 
Saturday night, I 'd never have had to 
kill him. And now, because of your stub
bornness, I 'm going to have to kill you, 
Joe." 
My hands were gripping the edge of the 

stool under me so tightly that they ached 
but I couldn't let go. I wasn't going to let 
this guy see their fluttering. You couldn't 
say he was crazy. It was a sort of mad
ness, a megalomania, yes, but he had a 
good chance of getting away with it. I 
wasn't kidding myself that the cops were 
going to do any real deep digging into 
Walden Harte. Not when they had me, 
Joseph Martin, served up on a sizzling 
platter with my mouth permanently shut 
so that I could ask no questions. Not 
even Bob would . . .  Bob ! 
"What have you done to Bob ?" My 

tongue was thick in my throat. 
"Your brother ? Nothing. " He chuckled. 
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" It will be some time before he does any 
more playing around, though. His wife 
heard about his little affair. Here." He 
dug a piece of paper from his pocket and 
skidded it along the counter toward me. 
It was a note from Bob, written hastily 
on the back of an old envelope. 

Joe : Helen knows about M. She's gone 
to Dayville and I'm going after her. You 
were right all along, kid. Wish me luck
and take care of yourself. Call me if you 
need me. Bob. 

BOB had written this note to me on 
Saturday night when he got back to 

the house and found Helen gone. And 
this so-and-so had taken it away with him 
when he took me home and dumped me 
in the hay. Somehow, this gratuitous bit 
of nastiness made me more angry than 
frightened-for a second. I stood up and 
shoved my · hands in my pockets. "All 
right, wise guy. You've got it all your way. 
Maybe you'd like this as a keepsake. 
Something to remember her by. " I rolled 
the snake ring along the counter toward 
him. 

He glanced down at it but the Luger 
didn't waver. " My ring ! My snake ring ! "  
I t  was the nearest thing t o  excitement he'd 
exhibited. 

"Yours ? I thought it was Mirabel's. " 

" No. It's mine. My lucky ring. It's al
ways been too large-it must have caught 
on her dress when-when-" 

I said it for him. " When you strangled 
her. " 

"Yes. When I strangled her." He 
walked toward me. "Thanks, Joe. I wish 
I could do something for you. " 

The guy was crazy, after all. I didn't 
even try to hold my voice steady any 
longer. " Oh, for God's sake, get it over 
with ! But remember, you're going to have 
to explain how I happened to shoot myself 
with your gun. " 

He smiled sadly, coming nearer. " I'm 
not that careless, Joe. This is your gun. I 
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took it from your dresser drawer. A gun 
is a handy thing to have. "  

I t  was my Luger, all right. A s  h e  came 
closer I could see the long scratch on the 
barrel that my trench knife had made 
that day when I got it. Warmth flooded 
my chilled, fear-cramped muscles like step
ping into a hot shower. I took a step to
ward him, and another. He stopped and 
slowly brought the muzzle up, level with 
my head. 

He said, and now, finally, I heard the 
whispering voice again, "All right, Joe. 
That's about the right range. Hold it ! " 
And he pulled the trigger. 

There was a dull click. 
I had both hands on his wrist and the 

arm pinned between his shoulder blades 
before, I think, he realized that the gun 
hadn't fired. I drove him hard against the 
edge of the counter, folded him, face down, 
over it. 

Deliberately, I wrenched the pistol from 
his helpless hand and swung it hard just 
behind his ear. He went limp and I let 
him slip to the floor. 

All the time I was tying his hands be
hind him with his expensive pure-silk 
Ascot, all the time I was spinning the 
phone dial to raise the state police, I was 
eating my remarks to and about the over
officious officer who had checked my bag
gage at the British port of embarkation, 
who had raised an eyebrow at the beauti
ful German Luger I was bringing home 
for a souvenir. That particular shavetail 
was taking his job seriously, praise his 
name. 

" Sorry, Sergeant, " he had said as he 
handed me back my lovely pistol with the 
point of the firing pin broken off clean. 

HARTE broke. A guy like that, a guy 
used to having things all his own 

way, is likely to go soft when his plans 
turn sour on him. He spilled the works. 

Bob was there with the car on W ednes-



THE EYES THAT DIDN'T DIE 

day night when they finally let me go. We 
didn't talk much on the way home. It had 
been a close thing and, of course, I felt 
pretty good about being on the right side 
of those bars again, but it  wasn't an oc
casion that called for a celebration. It
well, I guess it was too close. 

Once I said, "If  he'd been tough, I'd 
have had a bad time. Poor devil." I meant 
it, too. That last. 

" Yeah, I guess so. "  Bob pulled the 
Packard up into the drive and cut the 
motor. " B ut let's skip it, Joe. Forget it, 
huh ? At least, for tonight. " 

He didn't want any talk about Mirabel, 
dead or alive, around Helen. I could see 
his point. "Okay, Bob."  

Things were all right, though. Helen 
was bright-eyed and rosy-cheeked like a 
three-day's bride and Bob followed her 
from dining room to kitchen and back 
again, all elbows and thumbs, trying to be 
helpful. While the dishes were being 
wiped, I took a book up to my room, leav
ing the lovebirds alone. Later, Bob came 
up w ith a couple of beers. We talked for a 
while, then he got around to it.  

" Look, Joe. Helen and I . . .  \Veil, what 
would you think of looking around for an 
apartment for yourself ? Or a room, may
be, here in the neighborhood ? "  

I studied m y  empty glass. You couldn't 
really blame them, could you ? I said, 
" Why, sure, Bob. If you and Helen feel 
you'd rather . . .  Why, sure. " 

He shoved a fist under my chin and 
nudged my head up. His  face looked like a 
dentifrice ad, all teeth and twinkling eyes. 
" Now, don't get any wrong ideas, kid. 
It's just that-well, i t  won't be right 
away, but it looks like we'll be needing 
your room for a nursery . "  

My glasses were kind o f  misty and I 
took them off and wiped them. \Vhat do 
you know ? 

Uncle Joe ! Me ! 
THE END 

• 
• 
• 
• 
• 

• Perfed Size for Poclcet or 
Pvrse (3Y•" x 2Y•") • Looh Exactly Lilce Ileal Gun • Worlct Perfe<lly Ivery Time • Hlgloly-po/lslted Chrome Flniolt • 100% Satlofa<lion Guaranteed 
Amazing new automatic cigaretta 

lighter . . . looks exactly l ike real 
gun. When your friends see it, they wil l  gasp . . .  pull the trigger and you 
have a sure l ight every time. Precision 
made with black composition handle. 
Handsomely boxed for gift-giving. Or
der yours today! Send $2.98 and we wil l  pay postage. If C.O.D., 4 l c  extra 
for C.O.D. charges. Either way, if not 
completely satisfied, return within 10  
days for complete refund. 

DRESDEN ART WORKS 412 S. Market St., Dept. 705, Chicago 7, 111 .. 

PEEL PAINT TO BARE WOOD 
WITH ONE EASY STROKE 

NEW ELECTRICAL TOOL removes 1 t o  l 0 o r  more coats ot  paint 
from any wood surface as easy as cutting butter wtth a hot knlfe, 
No scraping, cutting, burning-, sanding, or ehemienls. The new 
Leetro Paint Peeler Instantly softens paint electrically and peels 
It off the surface clean to the hare wood with ont' easy stroke. 
It's raster than a blow torch-there ' s  no danger of Hre-wtll not 
scorch or bum delicate wood surfaces. Makes no mess-no smell
it's even fun to use. Removes any paint, cnam'l'l quickly and 
easl1y. Sturd ily constructed to last for years. Sent complete with 
extra long. quality eleclrical cord. Simply plug into any A.C. or 
D.C. outlet-Jet heat for several minutes and remove paint to the 
bare wood on exte1·Jor or Interior painted surfaces, floors, wood8 
work, cupboards, furniture, antiques, boats, wlndow8sl1ls, &ereens, 
doors-a hundred other uses. Price $4.95 postpaid-nothing eiJM t.o buy. Full money back guarantee. For immediate shipment
send check, cash or money order to: 

LECTRO WELD, I NC. 
Dept. PC-10 5700 Detroit Ave. Cleveland 2, Ohio 
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BLAIR, Dept. 42FT, Lynchburg, Va. 

I N VEN TORS 
Loam bow to protect your Invention. Specially prepared 
"Patent Guide" contalnlnc detailed Information concernlnc 
patent protection and procedure with "Record of Invention'' 
form will be forwarded to you upon reQuest-wltbout obligation. 

aARfNCf A. O'BRIEN & HARVEY JACOB$0N 
Registered Patent AHomeys 

026-K Dlslrld National Bldg, Washington IJ, D. C. 

1:.!6 

LOSE UP TO 7 POUNDS 
IN 7 DAYS • •  or money back ! 
Eat plenty yet lose ugly, extra pound$. Tiny MYLO 
tablet guaranteed harmless, millions sold. Medically 
approved food supplement keeps you healthy. Send 
no money, Pay postman $2, plus postage or send S2. 
we pay postage. Money back auarantee. Send for 
MYLO today. MYLO LABO RATO R I ES, Dept. 
95-L, 505 N. LaSalle St .. Chicago 10, Ill. 

15 MYSTERY STORIES 

(Continued from page 8) 
possessed of the Devil or be the Devil 
himself in disguise has caused many a 
farmyard inhabitant to be dragged before 
a court for trial and sentence. 

The defendant m a trial in Basel, 
Switzerland, in 1474 was a rooster ac
cused of laying an egg. The prosecution 
showed that most sorcerers would rather 
possess a rooster's egg than a philosopher's 
stone, and that Satan employed witches to 
hatch such eggs, from which proceeded 
"winged serpents most dangerous to man
kind. " The rooster was convicted of 
sorcery and, with the egg, burned at the 
stake. 

A trial of a pig, accused of murdering 
a child at Falaise, France, in 1 386, ended 
with the accused animal sentenced by the 
court to be dressed in men's clothing 
and hung. 

The solemnity of these grotesuqe trials 
can be seen in the wording of the sen
tence in a case where a piglet was found 
guilty of killing a baby. The sentence was 
as follows : 

"We, in detestation and horror of the 
said case, and by way of exemplary jus
tice, have said, judged, sentenced and ap
pointed that the said piglet shall, by the 
public executioner, he hanged and stran
gled upon a wooden potence. "  

A t  another time i n  France a court 
ordered the death sentence for a bull that 
had gored a man, and it was hang�d on 
the gallows of Noisy-le-Temple. 

Here in the United States there are no 
known cases of insects ever being tried, 
but there have been instances of dogs be
ing broug:ht to court for trial and sentence. 

Perhaps the oddest of American animal 
trials occurred some time ago in South 
Bend, Indiana, when smoking was pro
hibited in public. A rrested for this crime 
-and convicted and fined by the court 
was-a monkey. 



DEATH ON DAMES 

(Contintted from page 81) 
tion when he came back. If the psychia
trists were right . . .  
There was the sound of a door opening. 

Brody stiffened. Steps went across the 
room. The steps stopped suddenly. 
Through the earphones came a thin, 

high wail. 
"Yes, " screamed Gabriel's querulous 

voice. "Yes, I will. I will. " 
Steps running wildly, the door slam

ming. Brody, tearing the earphones from 
his head, dashed out the door and waved 
wildly at Porter and Riley, who were 
waiting tensely. They dived into the 
doorway to the apartment house and 
down into the basement. Brody went aft
er them. 
He found them holding on to Mr. Ga

briel, who was weeping piteously, and 
Inspector Porter was holding a gun care
fully in a clean handkerchief. 
"Punish me, punish me," babbled Mr. 

Gabriel, his eyes vacant. 
"He had the gun hidden behind the 

furnace," said Inspector Porter, carefully 
wrapping it in the handkerchief. "Had a 
hole knocked right into the wall, out of 
sight. Hey, Brody, where you going ?" 
"I want a look at the job you did," 

said Brody respectfully. 
He went through the dank cellar into 

the dark apartment in which the janitor 
lived. When he closed the door behind 
him and walked through the darkness 
toward the kitchen he saw it. 
On the wall, glowing eerily in an un

earthly light a supernatural hand had 
written : 

THOU SHALT NOT KILL 
REPENT AND THOU SHALT BE SAVED 

"I wonder," said Brody, "how long 
that luminous paint lasts. I just got to 
show this to some of the boys. " 
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You notcl ono for ovooy rooftll Order ot oncol 

BARONS, DI!PT. "L" 
P. 0. lOX 87t • INDIANAPOLIS 6, INO. 

CASH OR 
M.O. ONLY 

PL!ASI! SI!NIL ...•••.... •ur Moo" at Sl.OO ooch plus 25 cenlo for 
pollogo and handling ITotol -. $1.25 eadl)$ .... ----··encfostd. 
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a li..all fOOT BATH 
Oraw the nagging ache from tired, burning feet; relax 
them In a comforting, refreshing MU·COL foot bath. 
So cooling, so soothing. Just a little white, clean 
MU·COL powder In hot water. Try it today! All Drug 
Stores, or FREE SAMPLE, just write MU·COL Co., 
Oept. PF, Buffalo 3, N. V. 

111 Ht�ve E•rnerl fill Aver•g! of 

$15!9ANH0U 
with Science's New Midget Miracle, 

the PRESTO Fire Extinguisher 

Says William F. Wydallis, Ohio 
Many Others "Cleaning Up"-so Can YOU! 

AMAZING new kind of 
fire extinguisher. Tiny 

"Presto" ( about size of a w. P'. Wydalll• 
flashlightl )  does job of bulky extinguishera 
that cost 4 times as much, are 8 times aa 
heavy. Ends fires fast as 2 seconds. Fits in 
palm of hand. Never corrodes. Guaranteed 
for lO years/ Sells for only $3.981 

Selenee•a New Midget Miracle-11PRE5TO'' 

Show it to owners of homes, can, boata, 
farms, etc.-make good Income. H. J. Kerr re
ports $ 2 0  a day. C. Kama, $ 1 ,000 a month. 
Write for FREE Sales Kit. No obligation. 
MERLITE INDUSTRI ES, Inc., Dept. 267, 201 
fast 1 6th St., New York 3, N. Y. (11 you 
want demonstration sample too, send $1.50. 
Money back lf you wish.) 
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Quick relief with Dent's. Use Dent's Tooth Gum or Dent's Tooth Drops for cavity tooth
aches. Use Dent's Dental Poultice for pain or "Shtt• lUI" , soreness in gums or teeth. At all drug stores. 

.· . D E  N T'S �gg�� g��PS-" '  DENTAl POUlTICE •• 

11 You need a blah school diploma to assure a Iuter 'roMotlona or to IUld a better Job! a Eam yours at home In spare ttm&-wlthln 
onontha-not years. Tuts supplied. Guided 
study. College prep. Credit for work else· 

where. Easy te111l& Write fot valualllo lroo booklet 
belay. 

HAQ A . PAY R A ISE RECENTLY.? 
Finish H IG H  SCHOOL at Home 

COMMERCIAl TRADES INSTITUTE 
14410 Greettlnf Dept. H67-10 <hlcago 26 

BLUES GUNS INSTANTLY 
ONE APPLICATION MINUTE MAN 
GUN BLUE INSTANTLY BLUES GUN INSTANT "BLUE STEEL" GUN FINISH 

NOT A PAI NT--NOT A LACQUER 
MAGIC COLD CHEMICAL 

Restores .finlah on G Guns - No beatingS Can•t injure steel. Simple proceae. Takee :t�u'fre.n0�e�tt�!���ur money Sl HEW METHOD MFG. CO. 
BOX PF'G·46, New MethOcl .ldg., Bradford, Pa. 

are YOUl'8 
McMORROW, BERMAN & DAVIDSON 

"egiatered Patent Attorneye �-M VIctor Building Wuhlneton 1, D. C. 
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Clean and Mothproof rugs and upholstery '"ill 
the home or olllce building'', Patented equip• 
ment. No shop needed. Duraclean Dealer-a 
gross profits up to $1G and $20 a day on 
EACH serrtce man. These N atlonal)y Adler
Used services create repeat customers the year 
'round. Easy to loam. Quickly establ!sbed. 
Easy terms. Send today for FREE Booklet
exvlalnlng ft1ll details. No obl!gatlon. 

Dur•ele&n Co., O-e70 D"ra�leM Bldg., Deerfield, Ill. 

By 

JOHN LANE 

MeDtos on 
Mayhe01 

P

RIOR to World War II, courts in 
Ethiopia resembled legalized gam
bling establishments and the man 

who had to make use of the law found a 
knowledge of poker a handy thing. 
When a citizen brought his neighbor to 

court-say for cheating in a trade of ani
mals-the two were allowed to argue un
til one finally reached a point where he 
called the other's bluff by betting that the 
judge would decide in his favor. Under 
the law he could "open the pot" by bet
ting a farm animal or some other posses
sion, and the other man either had to call 
the bet or lose the case-and the presid
ing judge would not have to make a de
cision. 
If the bet was "called" the judge had 

to decide which of the two men held the 
better "hand." However, if the bet was 
raised the man who opened had an oppor
tunity to keep the game going by betting 
something else of his possession. The con
testants could put everything they owned 
into the pot, including their wives, and 
bluffing was as much a part of the game 
as in poker. Sooner or later one of the 
men would be "bluffed," and the judge 
took the pot-and "decided" the case. 



MEMOS ON MAYHEM 

POLICE near Oakland, Cal., were 
puzzled about a series of missing cattle 
until they met up with a twenty-three
year-old nurse who admitted rustling five 
calves and three cows. 

THE only way to get things done is to 
work on them yourself, believes a con

vict serving a fifty-year sentence for armed 
robbery in the Mississippi State Prison. 

In this case what was wanted was an 
indefinite suspension of sentence, and the 
convict's method of carrying on his fight 
to gain these ends can be considered quite 
unique in penal history-he sent neces
sary information to his wife, to help her 
i n  his plea for pardon, by radio transmit
ters he had hidden inside the prison walls. 

One of the three transmitters he used 
was hidden in the guard house, where he 
was a trustee, and two others were located 
beneath his bunk. The man had been 
making secret broadcasts from 5 until 
7 :30 A.M. each day for four years. 

A S IX-FOOT woman storekeeper got 
mad when a half-pint robber took twenty
nine dollars and threw a flying tackle at 
him, tore off a shoe, chased the getaway 
car and rode the running board until gun
fire forced her to drop to the street. 

The original auto stgn kit-now 
better than ever�ea lers buy on 
sight-big comm I ss Ions-bonus 
and repeat orders credlied-wrlte today. 

fTe• SoleJ Kif - bofws 
RU£8Y PROCESS P4 -214 Courl 51. Rochesler 4, N Y 

Sell Ceii·U-Mop . . .  best cellulose 
sponge (not rubber) mop on mar· 
ket. It's the new, modern way to 
wash, dust, or wax floors, ete . . .  

time. work; keeps hands 
clean, dry; Is lightweight, sanitary. 
Aluminum drain bracket fits on 
pail. Money-making full or spare
time earning plans. Write today. 

ATHLETE'S FOOT 
Dr. Scholl's Fast Relief and Healing Aid l 
Don't wait! Get Dr. Scholl's 
SOL VEX Wday/ This famous prescription of _Dr .. Schc;>ll's 
quickly rebeves 1tchmg, kills 
fungi of Athlete's Foot on 
contact, aids rapid healing 
of red, raw, cracked or 
peeling skin. Insist on 
Dr. Scholl's SOLVEX. In Liquid, Ointment 
or Powder form. 
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HAIR LOSS . 

. ITCHY SCALP, DANDRUFF, HEAD SCALES,, 

=
.,..,s.,"EBORRHEA. EXCESSIVE FALLING HAIR 

I The following facts are brought to the attention of the 
public because of a widespread belief that nothing can be 
done about hair Joss. This belief has no basis in medical 
fact. Worse, it has condemned many men and women to 
needless baldness by their neglect to treat certain accepted 
causes of hair Joss. 

There are six prinCipal types of hair loss, or alopuia, as it is known in medical 
terms: 

1. Alopecia frpm diseases of the scalp 
2� Alopecia from other diseases or from an improper functioning of the body 3. Alopecia of the aged (senile baldness) 
4, Alopecia areata (loss of hair in patches) 
5. Alopecia of the young (premature baldness) 6. Alopecia at birth (congenital baldness) 

Senile, premature and congenital alopecia cannot be helped by anything now i 
known .�· .modern science. Alopecia from improper functioning of the body J 
requires the. advice and treatment of your family physician. 

BUT MANY MEDICAL A UTHORITIES NOW BEUEVE A SPECIFIC 

SCALP DISEASE IS THE MOST COMMON CAUSE OP HAIR LOSS. 

This disease is called Seborrhea and can be broadly classified into two clinical 1 
forms with the following symptoms: 
1.  DRY SI!BORRHEA: Th< h•ir is dJJ, lit .. 

leu, and withfJut gloss. A dry flaky daodruB 
;, usually present with accompanying itchi· nns. Hair loss is considerable and increaSfS 
•ith· the prosrns or this disea�. 

2. OILY SEBORRHEA: The hair and �calp ut 
oily and BJtasy. Tht hair js slightly !lticky 
to th«- tauch and hu a ttndtncy to mat to· &rthtr. Dandruff takts th� form of head 
Kale-s. Snip is wually itchy. Hair Joss jt: 
�tvtrt with baldntss as tht tnd rtsult. 

Many doctorS agree that to NEGLECT 
these symptoms of DRY and . OILY 
'SEBORRHEA is to INVITE BALDNESS. 

Seborrhea is believed to be caused by three DESTRUCTION OF HAIR FOLLICLIS 
B«tn organisms - staphylococcus albus. Cou•ed ly Seborrheo 
pjtyrosporum ovalr, and acnes bacillus. A - D•c:�d hairs; a - Hair-destroying 

bc:�cterio; C - Hypertrophied sebc:�c:eous 
These germs attack the sebaceous gland glands; D - Atrophic follides. 

causing an abnorm.al working of this fat 
gland. The hair follicle, completely surrounded by the enlarged diseased sebaceous 
gland, then begins to atrophy. The hair produced becomes smaller and smaller 
until the hair follicle dies. Baldness is  the ine>itable result. ( See illustration.) 
But seborrhea can be controlled, particularly in its early stages. The three germ 
organisms believed to cause seborrhea, can and should be eliminated before they 
destroy your norm•l hair growth. 
.A post-war development, Comate Medicinal Formula kills these three germ 
organisms on contact. Proof of Comate's germ-killingfroperties has been demon
strated in laboratory tests recently conducted by one o the leading testing labora
tories in America. (Complete report on Jile and copies arc available on request. )  
When used a s  directed, Comate Medicinal Formul� controls seborrhea-stimu
lates the llow of blood to the scalp-helps stop scalp itch and burn-improves 
the appearance of your hair and scalp-help� STOP HAIR LOSS due to sebor
rhea. Your hair looks more attractive and aliye. 

You may safely follow the example of thousands who first were skeptical, then· 
curious, and finally decided to avail themselves of Comate Medicinal Form.ula.' 

A Few of the Many Grateful Expressions 
By Users of Comate Medicinal Formula 

��h;�;lrst:;��o�i��t;)"� ��i�JtC�m��� �!��:dm;v�7:;1�!� 
stopptd com1ng out. h looks so niuch thicker. My friends lu.vc 
���!�R�l.l.aiSt:v��s���Y Ai�l say it looks so much b�:uer." 

;;�
o
��;

a
�o���u:hi��t i�i1s 0th�bc�:n���i �y t��'for:� .. �o; 

have ustd.' "-E.E., Hamilton, Ohio. 
'"Your formula is .tverything you claim it to be aod tht fi.NI ��-��lL"i�n!'O�,h� c:tif. v�:ry bad case of d, Kborrhu:· 

'".J do want to say that ju�t within fivl! <!:ays J have obtaint>d a 
f��a��r�t,����!�:�0f:;Y p���cfn:0s:h! �o�Jc�tlo,

u
nd �Jru��� 

ina formula."-M.M . •  johnstown, Pa. 
''I have found almost instant rtlitf. My itching bas stopped "With one application."-J.N., Stockton. Calif. 
���� h!]i�h':�C!���:':n"t't:t fh��';: . . ��k�zt�. i����al:: ::il� 
��r:;:;',�':';�£.�.W..tG�tJ:!I;;;�,h1:X�drutJ sinct J starttd usin& 

""This formula is tvtrything if not mort than you uy it i,, 
I am vtry happy with what it"s doing for my hair: -T.J., Las Cruces, New Muico 
' " I  lir.d it stops tht itc� and r�:U.rds tht hair lall. I ·� tha�kf�l 
for the help it ha!l g1ven mt 10 regard to tht trruble JtchJ· ness."-R.B.L., Philadelpbia, Pa. 
""Tht bottlt of Comatt I got from you has done my hair so 
much aood. My hair has bc-tn coming out and breakins oft lor about 21 yurs. It has improv�:d so much. " '  
-Mrs. J.E., Lisbon. Ga. 

Today these benefits are available to you just as they were 
to these sincere men and women when they first read about 
Comate. If your hair is thinning, over-dry or over-oily
if you are trou'bled with dandruff with increasing hair 
Joss-you may well be guided by the laboratory tests and 
the e>perience of thousands of grateful men and women. 

Remember, if your hair loss is due to Seborrhea, Comate 
CAN and MUST help you. If it is due to causes beyond th� reach of Comate Medicinal Formula, you have nothing 
to lose because our GUARANTY POLICY assures th� 
return of your money unless delighted. So why delay when 
that delay may cause irreparable damage to your hair and 
scalp. Just mail the coupon below. · 

(!!l l9)0 Cooutc la'6oratoric� Inc., J'4l2 "'Broad,.ay, N. Y. C. 
... --- --- - - - - - - - - - ---.-.- - .... 

COMATE LABORATORIES INC., DEPT . . 53-C 1 1432 Broadway, New York 18, N. Y. · 
Please rush my bottle ( 30-days supply) of Comate 
Hair and Scalp Formula in plain wrapper. I must be 
completely satisfied or you guarantee refund of my 
money upon return of bottle and unused portion. O Enclosed find $5.00, Fed. tax incl. (Check, 

cash, money order.) Send postpaid. 0 Send C.O.D. I will pay postman S,.OO plus 
postal charges. 

Name ...... ..... .. 
Address.· ..... . . .  . 
City..  . .  . . . . . .  _ .Zone . . . . . . . . . . State . .  

APO, PPO, Canad.a and Foreign-No C.O.D .• , L - - · · · - - - - - · - • - • • • • •  
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The world's ONLY complete, nationally advertised nylon· hosiery line actually guar· 
anteed against runs, snags or excessive wear, REGARDLESS OF CAUSE! It's 
amazing, but true! No matter what the cause--hard use or deliberate abu.e-Kendex 
nylons are replaced FREE 1f they run, snag or become unfit for wear within entire 
guarantee period! Every weight from sheerest 15 denier to heavy 70 denier-all gauges 
up to luxury 60 gauge-all sizes, lengths, popular shades, fancy heels, black seams-
full fashioned and seamless. Nothing is missing to make sure every woman is pleased. 
In spite of the amazing guarantee, retail postage prepaid prices start at $1.08 the 
pair for sheerest 15 denier 51 gauge. Should free replacement be necessary, actual 
cost becomes 54¢ a pair ! How could any woman possibly resist saving money and 
solving her hosiery problems? NOT SOLD IN STORES. Men and women wanted 
NOW, spare or full time, to . write orders and earn big money. You can get orders 
even if you never sold a thing in your life! 

MEN'S HOSE 
GUARANTEED t YEAR 

LINGERIE 
HOUSECOA TS - ROBES 

WRITING 
ORDERS 

NA TIONALLY 
A DVERTISED 

Kendex gives you FOUR complete 
lines, including �nsational men's 
hosiery line actually guaranteed for 
ONE YEAR! Any pair not giving 
satisfactory wear within 12 months is 
replaced FREE without question. All 
styles, patterns, colors, yarns ( includ
ing nylon) at lowest prices that mean 
steady income for you 52 weeks a 
year. 

Full line of lingerie, housecoats and 
robes. Woven and knitted fabrics-
rayon, cotton and NYLON. Nothing 
is lacking. Unbelievable prices that 
defy competition and make women 
eager to order. lmagine a beautiful 
all NYLON slip,' with NYLON lace, 
at $2.95 or 1... face trimmed rayon 
satin slip at 'Sl.58! Kendex values 
sell themselves. 

Kendox has advertised. in Life, Look, Col· 
lier's, McCall's, Saturday Evening Pos� 
Ladies' Home Journal, Good Housekeeping, 
elc. Carries the Good Housekeeping Guar· an!ee Seal. ThoU51lDda of orders shipped 
daily. Yearly volume in millions. A d .. 
pendable responsible national organization. 

FREE NYLON STOCKING AND MONEY-MAKING OUTFITS 
Man or woman - young or old. YOU can easily earn StUdy iDcoiDe. ep8re' or full time. No 'nioOei or .. eXPUie�·Ce 'nffi:led. ·we supply 
EVERYTHING free and aet you up in buoin ... at OUR expense. Nothing to buy or deliver. Write orders. we deliver and coU..:t. 
Big advance pay plus huae cash. bonus that increases your earnings up to 40fo !  Your name and address on postcard will bring you 
IWilple nylon atockin11; oamplea of lingerie, h .. e, robe materials; self.seJiing &ales hooks with FULL COLOR iUuslnltions ; 36-page 
sales manual ehowin& you easy atepa to eucceu; color cards, free ''door openers+J worth $1 each but which you give away free; special plan to have othen: seU for you, etc., etc. You can start making money the minute you receive the complete FREE outfits! 

YOUR COST ONE CENT! 
SEND NO MONEY. Pay nothing now or  later No obligation. Not 
even a promise to return outfits. Simply write your name and address 
on a penny postcard and mail to u.. We'll immediately rUJh you 
everything you need FREE and posta&e prepaid. WRITE TODAY! 

KENDEX CORPORATION • BABYLON 69, N. Y . 



WE SOLVED OUR 
HOUSING IJROBLEM • • 

QU ICKLY, IN EXPENS IVELY �ev LIBERTY TRAILE R ! !  

Every Model Features 
Modern Home Comforts 

r · -H. L. SPENCER, President, Dept. PF-G-1  0 . LIB ERTY COACH COMPANY, Inc  • 
• BREMEN, IND rANA 

IL is easy to solve your housing 
problem with a completely furnished 
Liberty trailer. These comfort-packed mobile homes, 
which offer you the choice o f  many floor plans, are 
smartly designed throughout. A full-sized bathroom 
with tub and shower combination and flush toilet, a 
modern kitchen equipped with an electric refrigerator, 
Rre but a few of the mRny unusual features. 

All Liberty trailers are Comfort- Conditioned which 
k�P.ps t hem WARMER- in-WINTER - COOLER-in-SUMMER. 

Go to your Liberty dealer today or fill in coupon 
hE>• ,1w now for full information. Get all the facts con
<·er in g  L i be r t y 's s m a r t  A i r - Q ue e n ,  C a r a va n  a n d  
C o a  models. �- � 

l1censed Under 
Spenc•r Patents, U. S . 
Pat. N o. 2,225.244 · 
Other Patents Pend1ng. � 14 'Y 

• A m e r i ca's 
Foremost T r a i l e r  

I Please send me FREE without obligation lul l  information 

on al l  pBERTY TRAILeRS a n d  the 5 year easy payment LIBERTY I HOME PLAN. I 
Nom• - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - · 111 
Address ·- - - - - - - - --•- - -- - - - - - - - -- - - - - - - - - - - - - -- - - - - - - - - - - - ·  I 
City - - - - - - - - - - _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _  .Zone _ _ _ _ _ .State . _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ I 




