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VOOSE FALSE TEETH?
The makers of P0 LIDCI1T offer you 
Double Your Money Back unless this

A m a z in g

POLI’GRIPMany tried powders, 
found they failed! ^

Read what they say 
about this new way:
“ For ten years my teeth wouldn’t stay 
tight for more than two hours a day. I 
tried powders, but nothing worked till 
your new cream ,  Poli-Grip, came along.” 

Mrs. T. W., Medfield, Mass. 
“ I like the cool taste of Poli-Grip and 
the smooth way it holds my teeth. It is 
easy to apply and holds tight for so long.” 

Mrs. L. W. N., Ottumwa, Iowa 
“ I found your new cream, Poli-Grip, very 
pleasant and mild-tasting and it held my 
loose plates very tight, longer than any
thing I ’ve tried.”

Mrs. H. D. M., Beadentown, Florida 
“ I like the wonderful holding strength 
of your new cream  better than anything 
I’ve ever used. I like Poli-Grip’s refresh
ing taste, too.”

H. B. V., East Canaan, Conn. 
“ I definitely prefer Poli-Grip to other 
products I ’ve tried. It holds my plate 
tighter and feels comfortable longer. Poli- 
Grip is cooling, soothing, never gritty.” 

Mrs. K. L., Los Angeles, Calif.

■ V O V Y G W *
AthCSlVl

Double Your Money Back Unless it Gives You

MORE COMFORT, MORE SECURITY
THAN YOU EVER HAD BEFORE

Yes, the people who make Polident, the world’s largest 
selling denture cleanser, are standing right behind their 
new adhesive cream, Poli-Grip, with an ironclad guaran
tee. You get double your money back, if Poli-Grip doesn’t 
hold your plates tighter, longer than anything you’ve ever 
tried.

And that’s not all. See if you don’t find that Poli-Grip 
does all these wonderful things for you, too:
1. . . . form a cushion between your plate and gums to 

eliminate the friction that makes gums sore and raw. 
. . . hold shallow lowers, despite lack of suction.
. . . seal the edges of plates so food particles can’t get 
underneath to cause irritation.
. . . enable you to eat hard-to-chew foods in comfort, 
like steak, apples, celery, even com-on-the-cob.

5. . . . give you full confidence to laugh, talk, sing without 
fear of embarrassment due to slipping plates.

6. hold plates tight even during strenuous 
sessions of coughing or sneezing.

Won’t life be wonderful with all these tor
ments behind you? Be sure to be among the 
first to learn the glorious comfort of holding 
loose false teeth tight and snug with Poli- 
Grip! Buy a tube at your drugstore as soon 
as possible.

Made and
'GUARANTEED
vbjr the makers of

POLIDENT



Take a tip from "M r. Industry1’

E. V. R ICKENBACKER 
President and General Manager of 

Eastern Air Lines

Eddie Rickenbaeker cashed in 
on an I. C. S. course and nat
ural leadership to win the top 
man of industry title for 1951.

Mr. Rickenbaeker took an I. C. S. course in 
automotive engineering when he was a kid work
ing in a bicycle shop. That was the start of the 
famous Rickenbaeker formula for making oppor
tunity, being ready when it came. Last year a 
Forbes Magazine survey— polling business execu
tives, securities analysts and others in the world of 
finance— found him top man of industry for 1951. 
Of total votes received, his name led all others.

Hero of two world wars, top-drawer racing 
driver and automotive engineer, the hard-won 
success of the dynamic head of Eastern Air Lines 
is an inspiration for all who have the determi
nation to get ahead and the intelligence to go 
about it in the right way. Think through, then 
follow through.

To make your opportunity— to be ready when it 
comes— obtain specialized training through I.C .S. 
W ith more than 400 courses to choose from, it’s 
easy to increase your knowledge and aptitudes. 
Fill in and mail the coupon below today!

I N T E R N A T I O N A L  C O R R E S P O N D E N C E  S C H O O L S es
Without cost or obligation, please 

A R T
□  Commercial Art
□  Magazine and Book 

Illustrating
□  Cartooning
□  Snow Card and Sign Lettering
□  Fashion Illustrating 

A U T O M O T IV E
□  Automobile, Mechanic
□  Auto-Elec. Technician 
D  Auto Body Rebuilding

and Refinishing
□  Diesel— Gas Engines 

A V IA T IO N
□  Aeronautical Engineering Jr.
□  Aircraft Engine Mechanic
□  Airplane Drafting 

B U IL D IN G
□  Architecture
□  Arch. Drafting
□  Building Contractor
□  Estimating
□  Carpenter and Mill Work
□  Carpenter Foreman
□  Reading Blueprints
□  House Planning
□  Plumbing

BOX 3969-Y, SCRANTON 9, PENNA.
send me the booklet about the course BEFORE which I have marked X: 

C lV IL , S T R U C T U R A L  □□ □ a
□  Heating
□  Steam Fitting
□  Air Conditioning
□  Electrician 

B U S IN E S S
□  Business Administration
□  Certified Public Accountant
□  Accounting
□  Bookkeeping
□  Stenography and Typing
□  Secretarial
□  Federal Tax
□  Business Correspondence
□  Personnel and Labor Relations
□  Advertising
□  Retail Business Management
□  Managing Small Business
□  Sales Management
□  Salesmanship *
□  Traffic Management 

C H E M IS T R Y
D  Chemical Engineering
□  Chemistry
□  Analytical Chemistry
□  Petroleum— Nat'l Gas
□  Pulp and Paper Making
□  Plastics

v*i v i l .j i  n u v  i i
E N G IN E E R IN G

□  Civil Engineering
□  Structural Engineering
□  Surveying and Mapping
□  Structural Drafting
□  Highway Engineering
□  Reading Blueprints
□  Concrete Construction
□  Sanitary Engineering 

D R A F T IN G
□  Aircraft Drafting
□  Architectural Drafting
□  Electrical Drafting
□  Mechanical Drafting
□  Structural Drafting
□  Sheet Metal Drafting
□  Mine Surveying and Drafting □  

E L E C T R IC A L
□  Electrical Engineering
□  Electrician
□  Electrical Maintenance
□  Electrical Drafting
□  Electric Power and Light
□  Lineman 

H IG H  S C H O O L
□  High School Subjects

□  Please send information about I .C .S . employee 
training for companies.

□  Stationary Steam Engineering
□  Stationary Fireman 

R A D IO ,T E L E V IS IO N , 
C O M M U N IC A TIO N S

□  General Radio
□  Radio Operation
□  Radio Servicing— FM
□  Television
□  Electronics
□  Telephone Work 

R A IL R O A D
□  Locomotive Engineer
□  Diesel Locomotive
□  Air Brakes □  Car Inspector
□  Railroad Administration 

T E X T I L E
P  Textile Engineering
□  Cotton Manufacture 
O  Rayon Manufacture
□  Woolen Manufacture
□  Loom Fixing

College Preparatory 
Mathematics 
Commercial 
Good English 
M E C H A N IC A L  
AND SHOP

□  Mechanical Engineering
□  Industrial Engineering
□  Industrial Supervision
□  Foremanship
□  Mechanical Drafting 
O  Machine Design-Drafting 
O  Machine Shop Practice 
O  Tool Design
□  Industrial Instrumentation 
D  Machine Shop Inspection
□  Reading Blueprints’

Toolmaking
□  Gas— Electric Welding
□  Heat Treatment— Metallurgy
□  Sheet Metal Work _
□  Sheet Metal Pattern Drafting □  Finishing and Dyeing
□  Refrigeration □  Textile Designing

P O W ER  H O M E  A R TS
□  Combustion Engineering □  Dressmaking and Designing
□  Diesel— Electric □  Cookery
□  Electric Light and Power □  Tea Room Management

Name- 

City— —Working H ours-

Occupation. Special tuition rates to members of the Armed Forces. Canadian residents send 
coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Ltd., Montreal, Canada.
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The Talk of the Locker Room s!
JOE (In Lee Shirts and  Pants): I  wear my Lee Chetopa Twill Shirts 
and Pants everywhere. They’re good looking and easy to work in! I 
keep a fresh pair in my locker for street wear.
PETE (in Lee O vera lls): Never wore an overall longer, or made of a f 
tougher fabric, than these Lee Jelt Denim Overalls! I
BO B (In Lee D ungarees): Lee Work Clothes sure have ’em all beat 
for looks and wear and comfort! 1

U N IO N -M A D E  • S A N F O R IZ E D  • G U A R A N T E E D  THE K. D. LEE



How Sharpies Try to Get

CRIME
FIDENTI
Rid of Evidence

A  N UM BERS writer in Philadelphia 
thought he had the problem of engag

ing in his illegal business and at the same 
time being able to dispose of incriminating 
evidence well in hand.

He did, but he was w rong!
In his calculations, he forgot to take into 

account the curiosity of officers. Thus two of 
the latter, who knew the “ sharpie” by reputa
tion, naturally wondered what kind of racket 
he was now pulling off so boldly and openly 
on a street in the city of brotherly love.

The two officers, who had been watching 
him for some time, had seen him take money 
from various persons. What’s more, they 
had seen him make notes right after each 
transaction. Their suspicions aroused, they 
took him into custody.

In the Palm of His Hand
Although there were no incriminating 

slips of paper on the suspect's person, there 
were notes all right. For on the palm of his 
left hand was a whole series of numbers put 
there with a bail-point pen.

The prisoner was on the spot, but he knew 
that a mere down-swipe of his hand on his 
clothing would completely destroy, or at 
least smudge, the evidence inked on it. The 
officers knew it, too. One of them kept a 
firm grip on that hand while they hauled the 
prisoner off to jail. There his hand was 
immediately photographed and the evidence 
secured.

The prisoner,_ charged with maintaining 
an illegal lottery, was subsequently found 
guilty on several counts.

An alleged bookie was recently arrested in 
Los Angeles with a similar crime on his 
hand. Officers there had been watching him 
make phone calls in a public booth, write 
notes on the palm of his hand with a ball
point pen, and then take a trip to the men’s 
room.

There he would wash his hands, then re
turn to the phone booth and go through the 
same act again.

Cryptic Numbers
After several such trips between wash

room and phone booth, the coppers stepped 
forward and took him into custody. On the 
palm of his hand they found these cryptic 
notations: “ Andy Intent 2 " and “ 5 Chall- 
tack 6 .” The hand was photographed, and 
the evidence thus secured was introduced at 
his trial.

The deputy district attorney quite easily 
interpreted the recordings to mean that a man 
named Andy had placed bets on a couple of 
nags running at Santa Anita on the day of 
arrest, February 2. The bets were $2 to 
win on Intent in the seventh race and S6 to 
win on Challtack in the fifth.

The defense maintained that taking the 
evidence from the prisoner’s hand had not 
only constituted an unlawful invasion of his 
bodily privacy but had forced him to testify?' 
against himself in violation of his con
stitutional rights.

The horses?
Well, Intent paid $12 to win, $5.30 to 

place and $4.70 to show. In the fifth, Chall
tack also ran.
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WHAT SECRET POWER 
DID THIS MAN POSSESS?

Benjamin Franklin
(A  Rosicrucian)

W h y  was this man great? How does any
one— man or woman— achieve greatness? Is 
it not by mastery of the powers within our
selves?
Know the mysterious world within you! At
tune yourself to the wisdom of the ages! Grasp 
the inner power of your mind! Learn the 
secrets of a full and peaceful life! Benjamin 
Franklin— like many other learned and great 
men and women—was a Rosicrucian. The 
Rosicrucians (NOT a religious organization) 
first came to America in 1694. Today, head
quarters of the Rosicrucians send over seven 
million pieces of mail annually to all parts of 
the world.

Rosicrucians
S A N  J O S E  • ( A M O B C )  • C A L I F O R N I A

T HI S  B O O K  F R E E !
W r i t e  f o r  Y O U R  FREE 
COPY of "The Mastery of 
Life”—TODAY. No obliga
tion. No salesmen. A non
profit organization. Address: 
Scribe M.A.V.

S E N D  T H I S  C O U P O N

Chr
MASTERY OF LIFE

Scribe M .A .V .
The ROSICRUCIANS (A M O R C )
San Jose, California
Please send me the free book, The Mastery of Life, which 
explains how I may learn to use my faculties and powers 
of mind.

NAME__________________________________________________

ADDRESS-. ___________________________________________

CITY___________________________________________________

ZONE___________ STATE_______________________________





ENOUGH ROPE
A True Story

By HAROLD

THE cn ti and groans of the young 
farmer shattered the stillness of the 

peaceful Swanton, Ohio, community. Neigh
bors found Fred Lehman down the road 
from his home. His clothes were bloody. 
H e’d been shot in the fore part of a leg and 
the fore part of a shoulder. Apparently 
he’d been crawling for help when his 
strength failed.

Some of Lehman’s neighbors ran into his 
house to phone for help. But the phone had 
gone strangely dead. Then they noticed the 
bedroom door was ajar. They looked in to 
behold a sight that caused them to gasp. 
Grace, Fred’s pretty wife, lying in bed in 
her nightgown, was covered with blood. 
She’d been shot also.

When the doctor arrived at the Lehman 
home on that chilly night in September, 
1917, there was nothing he could do for 
Grace. She passed away without regaining 
consciousness. But he was able to patch up 
Fred, and this is what the young farmer 
told Sheriff W . S. Boone:

After attending a church social, he and 
his wife had retired to bed, but Fred had 
awakened during the night. Something had 
disturbed him— some noises from the barn.

He hurriedly dressed and went out. As 
soon as he opened the door he was seized 
by three men, who searched him and re
moved $55. Then they told him that they 
intended to hang him so he could never 
identify them and produced a rope. Fred 
struggled anew, broke loose from his cap- 
tors and started running. They shot him as 
he fled.

Meanwhile, the sheriff’s deputies, after 
searching around the Lehman homestead, 
reported they’d found the rope that Lehman 
had mentioned in the barn and, by the 
chicken house, a gunny sack such as chicken 
thieves used. Also, they’d discovered that 
the phone wires had been severed on the 
outside.

“ W ho do you think could have done this 
terrible thing?”  Fred Lehman anguishedly 
asked the sheriff.

HELFER

“ Y ou ,” replied Sheriff Boone.
Swanton was shocked at the arrest of 

Fred Lehman for his wife’s murder. It was 
so unpopular a thing that some people re
fused to talk to the sheriff any more. They 
simply couldn’t believe that the well-liked 
farmer could have committed such a heinous 
crime. The Lehmans had been such a de
voted couple, too. No one had ever heard 
them exchange a cross word.

The sheriff stuck by his guns, though, 
and little by little bits of information began 
to trickle in to him. For instance, at a re
cent church social someone had noticed 
Fred and a certain neighbor’s wife chasing 
each other around the church and gaily try
ing to put ice cream down each other’s 
back. Somebody else had noticed that Fred 
had stuck by the side of this neighbor’s 
wife during a huckleberry picking affair 
like “ bark on a tree.” Another someone was 
sure he’d seen Fred trying to kiss this 
woman once.

The sheriff had a talk with the woman. 
She admitted that Fred had pursued her, 
had been intimate with her, had told her 
that he didn’t expect his wife to live too 
long.

It was clear now that Fred Lehman 
wasn’t quite the nice young man his neigh
bors had always supposed him to be. Then 
the murder gun that “ the three men”  were 
supposed to have used was found hidden on 
Lehman’s grounds. Finally twelve of his 
peers sentenced the young farmer to the 
penitentiary for life and thus completely 
vindicated the sheriff’s judgment.

Now what had made the sheriff suspi
cious of Lehman all along ? Well, explained 
the sheriff, Lehman had told a pretty good 
story and had rigged it all up pretty ex
pertly, too, what with the rope, the cut 
phone lines, and, of course, his wounds. In 
fact, only one slip led to his downfall.

Did you, like the sheriff, detect it?
Well, Lehman said he’d been shot while 

running away from the men— but he’d been 
shot from the front. •  •  •
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A NOVEL OF A COME-ON GIRL

HOT 'WILLING

THE girl might have been a teen-ager. There 
were no lines about the slightly pout'ug 

mouth, no shadows beneath the dark and brooding 
eyes. There was a certain juvenile angularity in 
the sulkily handsome face. The chartreuse scarf 
bound about her chestnut hair, in high-school 
fashion, set off the delicately arched charcoal of 
the long brows, the raspberry oval of her lip
stick. Only her figure suggested she might be 
more mature than a glance would have indicated. 
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by STEWART STERLING

Big dough was at stake, and the girl who
led Tony Quinn to that shady motel would

do ANYTHING to get her hands on it!

bedroom, then turned to Quinn
11



12 BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE
As she sat gripping the wheel of the Chewy 

the tight high-necked chartreuse jersey out
lined the nipples on her full breasts as if she 
had been naked. Her short heather skirt was 
pulled up over her knees; her legs were long 
and slim and a compliment to the nylons.

She took the sharp S curve just before the 
bridge over the East fork with the noncha
lance of one who knew this lonely part of the 
main highway well. At the top of the long 
grade which dipped down to the river she 
slowed. There was no traffic coming. The 
car made a sharp U turn, heading back up 
the hill a hundred yards from the crest. She 
ran it off onto the right-hand shoulder, cut 
the ignition.

From the glove compartment she took a 
sheet of coarse sandpaper, a red mesh-bag 
containing three oranges, a pair of sport- 
weight binoculars. She slid over to the right- 
hand side of the front seat, opened the door, 
put her right foot down on the brown clay 
of the shoulder. Then she pulled up her skirt, 
tucked it up beneath the waistband so her 
right thigh was bare to the lavender ravon 
scanties. With the sandpaper she began to 
scrape at the pink and tender skin of her 
thigh.

A  truck-trailer combination zoomed over 
the peak of the rise, thundered down past 
her. She pulled dowm her skirt swiftly.

After a dozen puffs on the cigarette, she 
laid the abrasive sheet aside, began to pound 
the redly inflamed area on her leg with the 
oranges, swinging the bag with short and 
punishing blows.

T  IN TE R V A L S she would stop, pick 
up the binoculars, turn to inspect the 

rise of the highway on the opposite side of 
the little valley. The late afternoon sun 
caught each westbound car as it topped the 
distant hill; splinters of reflected light from 
windshield and hood were clearly visible 
among the golds and reds of the September 
foliage. But it was difficult to be sure of the 
make and model at that distance.

After a quarter-hour’s alternate peering 
through the glasses, and pounding with the 
oranges, she sw'ore beneath her breath, thrust 
the sandpaper into the net bag, hurled the 
whole thing into the dense thicket at the right

side of the road. She slid beneath the wheel, 
leaving the right hand door open; When she 
had the motor running, she ran the car up 
the grade a few yards further and off the 
shoulder so its front hubs were hidden in 
the underbrush.

A  pickup truck came bowling up from the 
river. It slowed as the husky overalled driv
er saw her standing forlornly beside the 
ditched Chewy. The youth in overalls 
braked, pulled off the road ahead of her.

“ Need any help?”
“ No. Thanks a lot.” She shook her head. 

“ My husband just got a lift into town. He’s 
going to bring a wrecker back. I ’m all right.”

The youth was disappointed. “ Lucky you 
didn’t take a header through that wind
shield." He jerked a thumb at the Chewy.

She said coldly, “ It didn’t hurt anything 
except that front axle. My husband'll be 
back in ten minutes.”

“ Okaydokus.” He waved, revved up, rolled 
on.

She used the binoculars once more.
On the grade across the valley the sun 

glittered on a swiftly moving car with much 
chronje to reflect the light.

She touched a finger-tip to one of the 
small raw spots on her leg, smeared a thin 
streak of blood across her cheek-bone be
neath her right eye. Quickly she concealed 
the binoculars beneath the cushion of the 
front seat. Slowly she limped to the edge of 
the concrete.

The car crossed the bridge over the river, 
roared up the hill toward her.

She began to cry. Her lips quivered.
The speeding Cadillac swung to the middle 

of the road, but didn’t slow.
She could see the man at the wheel clearly 

— a middle-aged man with no middle-aged 
plumpness but a hard, winter-tanned firm
ness of flesh in the solid, squarish face.

She waved, hesitantly, hunching her shoul
ders as if afraid to ask for help.

The Cadillac cut down to fifteen but rolled 
past. The man squinted at her, suspiciously; 
his eyes flashed to the ditched Chewy.

Thirty yards past her, he stopped. The 
big car rolled back toward her slowly. Its 
right-hand whitewalls glided onto the shoul
der.



HOT, WILLING — AND DEADLY 13
She made no move to approach him, but 

bit her lips as if to keep from bawling.
He got out. -
"Seems to be the trouble, sis?”  ,
"O ne of those big trailers,”  she wailed. 

“ It came right at me, over the top of the 
hill. It was right in the middle of the road. It 
wouldn’t give me an inch. I had to go off 
the r-road.” She turned away, sobbing.

"That’s lousy.”  Sympathy came into his 
voice. “ Bust anything?”

“ I— I don’t think so.”  She blinked away 
tears. "It threw me right out when I hit 
that ditch. For a while I thought I might 
have broken my wrist, but it was only 
numbed, I guess.” She flapped it, worriedly.

“ Meant the car. You bust a wheel or any
thing?”

“ I don’t know.” She shuddered. “ But even 
if it’s all right, I wouldn’t drive it now for 
a million dollars. I'm too shaken up. I just 
want to get back to town. I’ll get someone to 
come out and bring the car.”

“ No difficulty about that. I ’ll take you in 
to town.”

“ Oh, if you would!”
“ Sure.”  He opened the door of the Cadil

lac for her. “ You live in Vulcan City?” 
“ Oh, no.”

livering some hunting dogs. My brother and 
I breed Bassets.”

“ That so?” He glanced at her with inter
est. “ I do a little shooting, now and then. 
Maybe you and I can make a deal for one 
of your hounds.”

She smoothed down the jersey over her 
breasts, aware that he was watching her out 
of the corners of his eyes. “ Do you come 
from around here?”

He smiled. “ I ’m from Buffalo. Name’s 
Deland. Ralph, to you, Lulie. Say, how 
about that place ahead, there ?”

“ O h !” She seemed flustered. “ It’s a motel, 
isn’t it?”

“ Ye-up.”  He read the green neons, 
“  ‘Ravenwood Lodge.’ But they have a bar 
and cafe. What’s the difference?”

She said, “ It’s all right with me.”
The Cadillac swung into the parking cres

cent.
The middle-aged man driving it could not 

guess that he was heading directly into a 
trap, baited by the sex lure of this teen-age 
girl— or that when next seen, he’d be a 
mangled corpse. . . .

Chapter II

SH E winced as she climbed in. Her skirt 
rode up to show the black and blue 

marks, the clotted spots of blood.
He said: “ Say, by God, you did get banged 

up pretty bad!”
She lifted the skirt gingerly to let him 

see the extent of the injury. “ I guess I ’m 
lucky not to have broken my neck. But it 
gave me such a shaking up. I feel all— kind 
of quivery, inside.”

“ Sorry I don’t happen to have any liquor 
in the car.”  He got the big car rolling. “ But 
maybe we can find a place down the road. 
Little drink would drown those butterflies 
for you.”

She murmured demurely, “ All right— if 
you think so.”

“ Say you don’t live in Vulcan City?” 
“ No, I ’m from Niles. My name’s Lulie 

Jessop.”
"Miss Jessop?”
“ That’s right. I’ve been up to Easton, de

B Y  T IL T IN G  back in his swivel chair 
Tony Quinn, newly elected D. A. of 

Vulcan City, could look down across the air- 
shaft from his third floor office to the narrow, 
barred windows of the city jail. Every time 
he did a curious intentness came into his ex
pression. He turned his head a little to one 
side as if he was trying to catch the meaning 
of some indistinct murmurings.

If he was listening to anything in those 
moments, however, it was to his owti con
science. The vague white blur of faces pressed 
against those distant bars— they were there 
because he had put them in durance vile to 
wait trial for their crimes, or because they 
had been picked up by police and were wait
ing disposition of their cases by the Grand 
Jury at which he would make presentments 
against them. Yet, save for the capricious 
spin of the wheel of fortune, there, but for 
the grace of God, would he be prisoner, too 
— instead of public prosecutor.

That curious concentration, an incongruous
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fixity of expression on features changeable 
enough to be described by one reporter for 
the Enterprise as that of a scholar, a profes
sor, perhaps or a doctor— and, on the same 
day, by a cameraman for the Record as the 
rocky-hard face of a commando, the grim
lipped mask of the relentless fighter, came 
from Tony Quinn’s fierce fixity of purpose. 
“ Get tough with the top shots of the under
world, go easy on the minor criminals.” 
Sometimes, for public consumption, he put 
it another way— “ Bear down on the big boys 
and you won’t have so many of the little 
crooks to worry about.”

In effect, he’d been elected on that plat
form, and he meant to carry it out, no matter 
how rugged the going. It was bad enough 
already after three months in office, and there 
were plenty of signs it was going to get 
rougher.

The upper layer of criminal scum— the 
men he’d promised to drive out of town or 
into jail— were still doing business. They 
still had the main wheels in the Police De
partment running their way. And the judges 
of the lower courts. Behind them, looming, 
ominously, the powers who ruled his own po
litical party.

They had wanted him in office, oh yes. 
They’d worked to elect him, certainly. They’d 
had to— or lose control of the town, after the 
mucky disclosures about his predecessor as 
district attorney. Now he was in, and since 
he’d had to help their man land in the may
or’s chair, they hoped he’d be reasonable 
enough to forget the promises he’d made to 
the voters. Tall talk was all right, before 
election. But nobody seriously expected a 
candidate to live up to what he’d said.

The shadowy figures behind the throne 
had intimated as much, gently at first, but 
now pouring on the pressure. Tony had been 
obstinate. He meant to keep his word to the 
letter. They had told him in no uncertain 
terms that he’d better not try it, if he wanted 
to keep Mrs. Quinn’s youngest son above 
ground.

So now it was war, without an official 
declaration, of course. They’d get something 
on him, something sufficient to discredit him 
completely, so he’d be a good boy. That fail
ing, they’d just plain get him. And make it

look as if it was the work of one of those 
upper-bracket racketeers he meant to clean 
opt.

The wise heads in the horse parlors and 
the poolrooms where the numbers runners 
took in the slips were'already giving six, two 
and even he wouldn’t last out the month. 
Excepf for one thing, Tony Quinn would 
have been inclined to agree with them.

QUINN  swung his chair around, glancing 
with sardonic amusement at the ceiling- 

high bookshelves where his regiments of fat 
brown law books were marshaled in such im
pressive dignity. Time had been— and not 
too long ago— when he had been accused of 
breaking half the laws in those pudgy tomes. 
Not all the accusations had been accurate or 
honestly inspired, to be sure. Some had origi
nated in the desire of certain criminals to 
foist off their own misdeeds on a will-o’- 
the-wisp character the sensational press had 
liked to refer to as The Black Bat.

Yet there had been some justification for 
the claim that this night-flitting creature had 
gone well beyond the limits of legality on nu
merous occasions. His infractions of the stat
utes had— so the legend went— always been 
to the disadvantage of the criminal element. 
The thefts, burglaries, assaults, even kid- 
napings, might have been engineered by a 
man who believed that sometimes the Crim
inal-Higher-Up, secure in his own certainty 
he is beyond the reach of the law, can only 
be reached by going outside the law.

He smiled, a hard, wry smile. The legend
ary character was dead now. Dead and bur
ied, except in the memory of a few who sus
pected the creature had been Tony Quinn’s 
alter ego.i No one had ever proved that. 
Three there were who knew it, but those 
three would as soon have their eyes gouged 
out as admit it, now that Tony was in such 
a position of authority.

A  ruby bead glowed on a small mahogany 
panel. He touched a button. “ Y es?”

Silk Kirby’s voice said, “ May I see you 
a moment, Mr. Quinn?”

“ Sure.”
The heavy walnut door swung open quiet

ly. The tall, thin, pale man who padded 
in softly on the thick carpet was egg-bald,



deprecating in manner as a movie butler, opening her bag to look in her mirror. If
sharp-eyed as a fox. He was one of the three she were sixty— or homely— she probably
who knew Tony’s past. A  former suave con- wouldn’t care enough about the impression 
fidence man, with occasional fliers as a pick- she might make, to do that.” 
pocket, he was now Tony's official chauffeur Silk stared in something approaching awe.
and unofficial secretary. He came toward “ I bet you could tell which card a guy drew
the desk holding out a buff-colored memo- out of a deck by the noise the spots made
randum slip. rubbing against the card below it !”

Tony didn’t look at it. “ Young and pretty, “ I've known gamblers who could.”  Tony 
isn’t she?” His voice was low. grinned. “ Who is she?”

Silk wheeled to glance at the open door Silk put the slip on the desk. “ A  Mrs. 
behind him. No one was visible in the outer Mona Prosser. From Buffalo. She’s got
office. He craned his neck to peer at Quinn, plenty of that old pizzazz, since you ask me.”

“ I guess she must’ve been walking around “ What’s her trouble?”
on that linoleum out there. High-heeled “ She wants to speak to you alxnit that
shoes, huh ? I know that spell of doing with- body they fished out of Saylor’s Creek yester-
out your eyes made your ears sensitive as day. At the morgue they told her she’d have
hell. But damned if I heard her.” to see you.”

“ She wasn’t walking around,”  Tony said “ O h ?”  The look of intentness came into 
softly. “ But the catch of a girl's handbag Tony's eyes once more. “ She thinks it might
makes quite a click when it opens. And one be someone she could identify ?”
of those powder compacts has a fairly dis- “ Yes, sir. Her husband. You know.”  
tinctive ‘snap’, too. I just heard both in the “ Coley Prosser? The dog track duke? 
proper sequence to indicate-some female was W ell?”

15
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Silk bent closer. “ She doesn’t seem to be 

, very unhappy about it, sir.”
“ Bring her in,”  Quinn said.
He bowed her to the chair beside his desk.
Pretty wasn’t an adequate description for 

her, he realized. The heart-shaped face; the 
wide, dark eyes beneath slightly slanting 
brows; the glossy chestnut hair; the pertly 

. uptilted nose; the' generous mouth— these 
added up to genuine beauty. Yet he was 
puzzled, as Silk had been. She should have 
been “ Beauty in Distress,”  but clearly she 
wasn’t. She was simply angry.

T T E  W E N T  straight to the point. “ You 
think the remains recovered here yester

day might be those of your husband, Mrs. 
Prosser?”

She surprised him by retorting, “ No, I 
don’t. But I want to make sure. Because 
there are people who’d like to think that was 
Coley’s body.”

“ The inference is that your husband is one 
of those people. You have some reason to 

- believe he might want to— temporarily dis
appear?”

“ Perhaps permanently, so far as his wife 
and child are concerned, yes.”  The resent
ment in her tone was emphatic. “ I ’ll have to 
take you into my confidence a bit, for you to 
understand how I feel, Mr. Quinn.”

“ This office has heard a good many things, 
o ff the record. W e try to keep them that 
way, unless it’s against public interest to do 
so.”

“ It would be against my interest, if you 
let it be known I ’ve come here to talk to you. 
More than likely he’d try to kill me. Or 
some of his ratty friends would, if he really 
is dead. You know the Government’s after 
him for tax fraud?”

“ I know they indicted him in Federal 
Court. He’s waiting trial now, out on bond, 
isn’t he? Evasion of half a million or so?”

“ Seven hundred thousand. You can see 
why it would pay him to vanish— if he could 
skip with most of his money.”

“ Hard thing to do. Particularly for a man 
as well known as Coley Prosser. You must 
have some definite reason for supposing he’s 
tried to pull a disappearing act.”

“ Indeed I have.”  Her eyes narrowed with

bitterness. “ This is Friday. Monday, after
noon he left our home in Buffalo to drive to 
Newport, Kentucky, where he has a bunch 
of friends and associates, too, I expect. Of 
course he never let me in on any details of 
his busines, but I think he owns an interest 
in one of those gambling clubs right across 
the river from Cincinnati.

“ Anyhow, he told me he meant to stay in 
Toledo Monday night, then drive down 
through Vulcan City here on Tuesday, reach
ing Newport Tuesday night. I never heard 
from him, though he always calls me when 
he’s away more than a day or so, to see if 
there have been any phone calls or wires for 
him. The only news of him came yesterday 
from a bank treasurer in Buffalo. His wife 
is one of my closest friends. He told me 
Coley had drawn out all but six hundred 
dollars of his funds— two hundred thousand 
dollars, to be exact.”

“ Quite a mite of expense money for a short 
trip.”

“ He left me with thirty dollars in cash,” 
she said venomously. “ And our boy’s tuition 
is due. He’s in a private school in New 
Jersey and I haven’t even enough money to 
keep him there unless I can get in touch with 
Coley right away— or find out what’s hap
pened to him.”

“ Did he have all that cash with him when 
he left Buffalo?”

“ Oh, no. He cashed a check for it here at 
the Vulcan City National.”

“ A h! W hen?”
“ Wednesday morning.”
“ That would suggest he hadn’t meant to 

drop out of sight when he left home, wouldn’t 
it ? It would’ve been so much easier to draw 
out the money before he left. Not customary 
to walk into a bank and collect a fifth of a 
million in cash just by presenting a piece of 
paper.”

“ The bank here called up my bank treas
urer friend in Buffalo to make sure the check 
was good.”  Mona Prosser tossed her head 
indignantly. “ I get so mad every time I think 
of what a fool I ’ve been— to stick by him 
through all his troubles, to try and be nice 
to his peculiar friends! It wouldn’t have been 
so bad if he cared the least bit about me, 
but he’s never even bothered to hide the fact
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that he doesn’t.

“ Has he ever suggested divorce? Or a 
separation ?”

Men sometimes did run away from their 
wives as a last resort— if it was the only way 
to get free from an unwanted mate.

“ No. I ’ve thought of it. Even mentioned 
it. But he wouldn’t— for Eddie’s sake, he 
said. He thinks the world of Eddie. That’s 
one reason I ’m so upset about not hearing 
from him. I called up the school in New 
Jersey to find out if he’d telephoned Eddie. 
But he hasn’t. So either he’s trying to hide 
out, or something has happened to him.”

“ Isn’t it possible he did get to Newport 
and— maybe on account of the nature of his 
business— is simply staying under cover for 
a few days?”

“ I guess it could be.”  She nodded im
patiently. “ But he’s not registered at the 
hotel there where he usually stays. I ’m going 
on down to Newport, to get in touch with 
one of his friends vvho’d be sure to know 
about him. But before I do that, I want to 
see that body I read about in the paper here, 
this morning.”

Q U IN N  did his best to appear sympa
thetic. “ Afraid that wouldn’t do much 

good, Mrs. Prosser.”
“ O h !”  She seemed suddenly frightened. 

“ He was— it was mangled?”
“ I ’d like to spare your feelings, but the 

truth is the remains were frightfully crushed. 
The limbs had been dismembered from the 
body— ”

“ O h !”  She winced. “ It didn't say any
thing about that in the paper!”

“ It wouldn’t have made nice reading. But 
the fingers, for instance, were mashed so any 
identification from prints would be out of 
the question.”

“ But surely” — she looked sick— “ his face? 
His head?”

“ I ’m terribly sorry, Mrs. Prosser. You’ll 
have to believe me when I say there’s nothing 
distinquishable.”

“ His clothing?!”
“ Had all been removed before the body 

was— mutilated. About all they’ve been able 
to determine so far is that the corpse was 
that of a man about forty-five.”

“ Coley’s forty-two.”
“ What would you say he weighed?”  Tony 

recalled the medical examiner’s guesstimate 
of one hundred and eighty pounds.

“ I don’t know for sure. Around one hun
dred and seventy-five, I think. Was the 
dead man as heavy as that?”

He couldn’t add to her burden of worry 
without something more definite. “ Doubt if 
they can be sure of his height or weight.” 

“ But I have to knots!”  she cried. “ You 
must see I can’t be left like this, not knowing! 
My hands would be simply tied. I couldn’t 
get any money. Or even his insurance, with
out being sure!”

“ I understand. It’s a bad spot. W e’ll do 
everything we can to relieve your anxiety 
as quickly as possible, Mrs. Prosser. But I 
can’t hold out too great hopes. What kind 
of a car was your husband driving?”

“ A Cadillac. Black. This year’s model.” 
He made notes on a pad. It always seemed 

to help people in distress to know that the 
official machinery was taking over. 

“ License?”
“ New York K M  916-221. It had white- 

walls.”
He wrote that down. “ Sometimes it’s 

easier to trace a big car like that, than a 
man.”  He stood up. “ Our Police Depart
ment’s hot car squad will get right on it. 
What is the name of your banker friend in 
Buffalo?”

“ John Siwenoe. H e ’s' with the Drovers 
Trust. You can call him and tell him I ’d 
like him to help you, if he can.”

“ That may be necessary. You’ll let me 
know what you learn in Newport?”  He went 
to the door with her.

After she’d gone, Silk came into the office. 
“ It’s gettin’ to be a epidemic, sir,”  he mur
mured.

“ You got another good-looker waiting to 
see m e?”

“ Uh-huh. I got a call from Doc Gresch. 
He’s got another of them.”

“ A  dead man?”
“ All mushed up like the body had been 

worked over by a steam hammer— jijst like 
the one they dragged out of Saylor’s Creek. 
This one was in Harris Run, that little riffle 
out by the West Fork. Couple of kids play
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ing hookey found it.”

Tony went back to his desk. The press 
photographer who had described him as a 
grim-jawed fighter would have recognized 
the look of concentration on his face. “ I 
wonder,”  he said musingly, “ whether any 
other lords of the underworld have been re
ported missing within the last forty-eight 
hours. Let’s find out.”

Chapter I I I

GLAN CIN G  up from a pile of dossiers 
Tony Quinn smiled at sight of the spun 

honey bob beneath the perky red hat.
“ Hi, ga l! Beginning to think something’d 

happened to you.”
“ They trapped me,”— Carol Baldwin, one 

of his three intimate confidantes grinned—  
“ beneath a hair dryer. Sorry I ’m late.”  

“ Hmmm.”  He let her see he approved of 
the result. Carol— Special Investigator on 
the D .A ’s staff, complete with credentials if 
her hair-trigger mind ever needed any!

“ All members now being present,” Tony 
said, “ the Board of Strategy will come to 
order.”  He rustled a telegram crisply. “ I 
have here a wire from the Chief of Police 
in Norristown, Pennsylvania, concerning the 
mysterious disappearance of one Jules Ver- 
champs. May I inquire of our statistical ex
pert what data he may have on hand con
cerning Monsieur Verchamps. ”

Silk Kirby and Carol looked inquiringly 
at Butch— O ’Leary, the man who completed 
the trio of Tony’s assistants— Butch, a cave 
man with a shave and a houndstooth sports 
jacket. That ponderous-shouldered individual 
stared blankly at Tony. Then he did a double- 
take.

“ Statistician? That’s me! Yeah, sure. I 
got the dope on this Jules. He’s the shifty 
nifty who’s been importing all them pint-size 
foreign cars. Fifty miles to the gallon, run 
all year on two quarts oil, all that hooey. 
Only the last one he brings in, them Customs 
boys get more’n fifty miles out of it. They 
crack open the cylinder block and come up 
with a million '(Kicks’ worth of unset ice. He 
claims it’s all a surprise to him, still I hear 
they figure to pin his ears back for about 
ten years at the October session of the Fed

eral Court.”
Tony nodded. “ That’ll do for Smuggler 

Verchamps. Very concise, Butch.”
“ Was I wrong, Boss?”  Butch tugged un

easily at the knot of his flamboyant four-in- 
hand.

“ You ’re just right,”  Tony said. “ Except 
you failed to add that, since Tuesday, when 
M'sieu Verchamps left to drive his snazzy 
convertible to Chicago for consultation with 
parties unknown, he has not been seen or 
heard from.”

Silk glanced up at the map of the state 
of Ohio on the wall. “ He might have routed 
himself through Vulcan City, going from 
Norristown to Chicago.”

“ He could have,”  Tony agreed. “ W e now 
come to the interesting particulars about 
Myron Attar of Newark, New Jersey, and 
various other points on our Eastern sea
board. Anything on Attar, Butch?”

The big man colored. “ Begging your par
don, Carol— ”

She gestured nonchalantly. “ Go right 
ahead, Butch. I ’m a big girl, now. Besides, 
I ’m Special Investigator. If you can tell me 
anything I haven’t heard about that stinker, 
I ’ll buy you a double demerara next time 
you’re thirsty.”

Silk said, “ This Attar is a new one to me.”
Butch cleared his throat, half closed his 

eyes, recited as if from a police flyer, “ Attar, 
Myron, alias Mike Brecher, Michael Hatta, 
John Myron, so on, so forth. Four convic
tions pandering, procuring. Time in Great 
Meadow Pen, Comstock, New York, Federal 
Correctional Institution, Danbury, Connecti
cut, couple others. Runs string of so-called 
sanitariums from Asburv Park, New Jersey, 
to Miami, Florida. Takes drug addicts, 
promises to cure ’em. Hires nurses who”—  
he ran his finger around under his collar—  
“ who sleep with male patients. Nurses have 
some venereal disease.”

Carol said, “ There is a more ordinary 
term for it, Butch. Don’t spare my girlish 
blushes.”

“ Yeah.”  Butch squirmed. “ Well, so the 
guys get infected. Have to stay in them 
sanitariums for treatment. Treatment con
sists of blackmail. Attar is supposed to be 
plenty well fixed in the bucks department.”



Silk murmured, “ O f all the lousy, low- 
down rackets!”

Tony said, “ This nice, clean-cut citizen 
was last heard of in Newark last Friday when 
he started to drjve his Buick to St. Louis, 
purpose of visit unknown. The district at
torney of Newark reports much consterna
tion in’ criminal circles due to this unex
plained disappearance.’ ’

Silk went to the wall map. “ Newark to 
Philadelphia. Phillv to Pittsburgh over the 
speed pike. Pittsburg to Vulcan City. And 
so to St. Looey. If he got past our fair city, 
that is."

Q U INN  looked stern. “ He might have 
got as far as Saylor's Creek— or Harris 

Run." He briefed Carol on the Prosser mat
ter. “ Here we have three hot shots dropping 
out of sight in a space of five days. In each 
case they either came to this town or were 
heading in its general direction. Also, with
in the last three days, we Rave— or, more 
accurately, the autopsy surgeons over at the 
morgue have— two unidentified and presum-

HOT, WILLING
ably unidentifiable bodies. Whether there 
may be a third lying in some pond out in 
the county is anybody’s guess. But that the 
two sets of circumstances are tied in together 
seems more than a probability. What do 
you make of it?"

Silk said, “ One thing for sure, it’s not 
going to make the prosecutor’s office look 
too good if we have a bunch of unsolved 
torso murders right off the bat.’ ’

Butch smacked a ham-sized fist into the 
palm of his other hand. “ All kidding about 
this statistical business aside, I ’d say the 
percentage was on some kinda kidnap and 
ransom setup. Them three schmoos, they’re 
meat for the grab-and-hold crowd, because 
they’re loaded with pay-off coin and they 
can’t squawk or go to the cops. Only maybe 
in this case the snatchers collect and then 
don’t let the schmoos go, but run ’em through 
the meat-chopper and dump ’em in the 
brook. ”

“ Reasonable,”  Tony admitted, “ as far as 
it goes. But it doesn’t go far enough to give
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us a line on the murderer. Any suggestions, 
Carol?”

She studied her slim ankles. “ If Silk is 
right about all three men coming to Vulcan 
City, and if Butch has hit it anywhere near 
the mark about kidnaping, then it’s only fair 
to assume we have a branch of Murder 
Incorporated right here under our nose.” 

Tony said, “ Close. Maybe even close 
enough to win the great big. gorgeous, woolly 
panda bear. But there’s a difference, Carol. 
That Brooklyn crew of cutthroats disposed 
only of crooks who’d got in wrong with their 
own crime syndicate. As far as we know, 
that isn’t true of Prosser, for instance. He’s 
on the bad books of the Revenue Bureau, 
but not of his own gambler pals— at least, 
not on the surface.”

The phone on the desk purred. Silk took 
it.

“ Hello? Oh, yes, Captain, he’s right here. 
Just a second.”  He held his hand over the 
mouthpiece as he handed the instrument to 
Tony. “ Yabor, sir. Homicide.”

Tony quirked one eybrow. “ Afternoon, 
Captain.”

The head of the Homicide Bureau grunted, 
“ W e just got an identification on that 
chewed-up hunch of bones over at the 
morgue. Thought you might like to know.” 

Tony asked, “ Which one?”
“ Saylor’s Creek victim. Name was Pete 

Cuanzalini. Lived out in Berkeley Exten
sion.”

“ How'd you identify?”
“ Dental work.”
“ Thought none of his teeth bad been 

found.”
The captain snorted. “ W e keep looking, 

here at Headquarters, Quinn. And we don’t 
waste our time running down cockeyed leads 
like some guys sucking the city teat.” 

“ W ho verified the teeth for you?”
“ His wife. And his dentist. Doctor Arthur 

Dryden, Alloy Building. Affidavits covering 
everything.”

Tony frowned. “ The woman have any idea 
why Pete was killed?”

“ Yeah, yeah. He got in a fight with a 
couple fellows about six or seven dollars 
due him for a paint job he helped do on a 
car. She says they threatened to cut him

up into ribbons if he made any trouble. It’s 
■&11 in the affidavit. I ’ll shoot it over.”

“ She know'the names o f the other men?”  
“ Nah. She never even seen ’em. Pete told 

her about it, is all.”
“ Are you holding her?”
“ Hell, no. What for?”
“ Material witness in a murder case, Cap

tain.”
“ Crysake, you can make her spiel to the 

Grand Jury. What’s the difference? Chances 
are you’ll never go to trial with it anyhow. 
Those fellers are probably in Mexico by 
now.”  The captain’s sneer was too flagrant 
to be ignored.

Tony said, “ I ’ll give you good odds I go 
to trial on that murder, Captain. And better 
than even money I get a conviction. Send 
those papers over right away, will you?” 

Carol asked, “ A  phony ?”

r p O N Y  was solemn. “ Planted bridge-work, 
sure. Most likely the Pleadquarters boys 

have something on the dentist who helped 
’em plant the stuff and check the records. 
The woman who made the identification was 
probably paid.”  He scowled from Silk to 
Butch, back to Carol. “ They must want to 
keep us away from this thing pretty badly, to 
run a risk like that.”

Butch thrust out his heavy underjaw. 
“ You ain’t gonna let ’em get away with 
nothing as raw as that!”

“ N o,”  Tony said evenly, “ we’re not. Since 
somebody wants so badly to have us look the 
other way, we’ll go into the Prosser business 
to the exclusion of everything else, time 
being. Butch?”

“ Statistical Section ready for assignment, 
sir.” The big man showed his teeth in a grin.

“ You go after Prosser’s Cadillac. Here’s 
the data.” Tony gave him the memorandum. 
“ Never mind getting out hot car descriptions 
on it. I have an idea it might still be here 
in town. Maybe that’s one of the reasons 
they want to sidetrack us, temporarily.” 

Butch gave a mock salute. “ How’s for 
hitting the petty cash for a little beer change ? 
Sometimes these grease monkeys around the 
garages squeak better when they’re oiled with 
brew.”

“ Take ten bucks. And stay sober. Silk?”



Tony turned to the map.
“ W ay ahead of you, sir.”  The ex-confi

dence man was delighted to show off his 
ability to anticipate Tony’s next move. “ You 
figure those birds must’ve stopped overnight 
somewheres between Norristown or Newark 
or Buffalo and here. Right?”

“ If you could only read a juror’s mind as 
well as you read mine, you’d be a great help 
in a trial, Silk.”  Tony shook his head in 
amazement. “ You hit it first pop out of the 
box. What I hope to find is that they all 
stayed in the same town, the night before they 
drove on toward Vulcan City. I don’t need 

- to tell you how to go about digging up that 
information. Hop to it.”

Chapter IV

TH E two men left Jim’s private office.
Carol said, “ Everyone’s being so cagey 

and smart, about assignments, let me try to 
be a brain.”

He laughed. “ You couldn’t guess yours if 
I let you ask twenty times twenty questions. 
Look at this.”

From a small wooden box he pulled a 
tissue-wrapped packet. Inside the paper was 
a glass slide, three inches by two. Stuck on 
top of the slide a small, torn fragment of 
greenish-yellow paper with a line of printing 
just visible against the discoloration.

JShe read :

—inks with grace 
come in this place”—

He asked, “ Recognize it?”
“ No. Should I ? ”
“ Not necessarily. If you’d spent as much 

time bar-hopping as I have, you probably 
would. It’s part of a couplet you sometimes 
see on placards hanging up against the back- 
bar m irror:

He who drinks and drinks with grace 
Is always welcome in this place.

“ Oh, yes.”  She remembered. “ But what’s 
the connection between this” — she pointed 
to the slide— “ and a bar sign?”

“ Sometimes they print those cute verses 
on cocktail nankins.”
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“ That’s what it is. Coarse paper. A  bar 

napkin. But where— ”
“ From a dead man’s stomach, Carol.” 
“ U gh !”  She shuddered.
“ Yes. This is absolutely all the medicos 

came up with after the post mortem. They 
didn’t see any significance in it, but they sent 
it over from the morgue anyhow.”

“ You mean the man ate it?”
Tony regarded it stonily. “ Possibly as a 

means of letting the authorities know where 
he was being kept prisoner, where he ex
pected to be tortured and killed. That would 
indicate a victim with a high degree of in
telligence and plenty of imagination. Not 
man)' crooks have both. I’d say it was more 
likely he’d been fed a sandwich because his 
hands had been tied, and the person who did 
the feeding was a bit careless, shoved some 
of the paper napkin in the victim’s mouth 
along with the sandwich.”

“ Nobody can say you haven’t plenty of 
imagination!”

“ Until someone comes along with a better 
suggestion, I ’ll let it ride.”  He slid an arm 
around her shoulders. “ All you have to do is 
find out where they have cocktail napkins 
like that.”

“ But,”  she protested, “ I might have to 
visit every single joint in town.”

“ Under those circumstances,”— he pulled 
her to him, tightly— “ you’d better take 
twenty dollars from petty cash. . . . ”

T ^ H E  imposing white limestone building 
1 that was the Vulcan First National Bank 

dominated the center of town as its influence 
dominated the commercial life of the city. 
It stood like a monument to financial integ
rity in the heart of the downtown business 
district, its freshly sanded exterior an aloof 
rebuke to its grimy red-brick neighbors, its 
partition-free interior an open invitation to 
public scrutiny. '

Tony Quinn sat behind one of the low, 
bronze railings, waiting for the return of the 
assistant cashier. Like the bank building, 
Charles Drummond had impressed the dis
trict attorney as tall, pale and freshly- 
scrubbed. He was coming back now from the 
president’s cubicle with the slow, deliberate 
pace of one accustomed to allow subordinates
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to wait on him. His suit was gray, his shirt 
was white, hs necktie drab. His black shoes 
squeaked when he walked.

“ Now then, Mr. Quinn,”  he said. “ How 
can the bank be of service to you, sir?”

“ A  man by the name of Prosser came in 
here a few days ago to cash an extraordi
narily large check. Do you happen to recall 
the occasion?” «•

“ God bless my soul, I should say so.” 
Drummond took ofif his spectacles, began to 
polish the lenses with a little rectangle of 
pink fabric. “ Two hundred thousand dollars. 
Yes, indeed. I trust you are not suggesting 
there was anything amiss with that trans
action?”

QU IN N  laid his cards on the table. “ Just 
inquiring. Prosser seems to have dis

appeared right after he got that money. His 
wife is worried about him, asked us to look 
into it a bit.”

“ I don’t understand. Do you mean he ran 
away from her?” Light gray eyes regarded 
Tony Quinn uncertainly.

“ That’s one of the possibilities. There are 
others. Did he seem under any strain when 
he came here to cash that check?”

“ Offhand, I shouldn’t have said so. He 
sat right in that chair for fodfy-five minutes 
it took me to get the information I needed 
from his bank in Buffalo. He seemed quite 
at ease, though of course I couldn’t tell how 
his actions might have differed from those 
under any other circumstances. He talked 
business with Mr. Wizlow most of that time 
— something about the purchase of property 
for a drive-in theatre out on the road to 
Akron, I believe.”

“ Would that be John Wizlow, the junk 
dealer?”

A  pained expression came into the assist
ant cashier’s eyes. “ Mr. Wizlow used to be 
in the scrap metal business. Of late he has 
made investments in— ah— a good many 
other enterprises.”

“ So I understand.”
John W izlow was well-known to the pub

lic prosecutor’s office. There were half a 
dozen unsuccessful presentments against him 
on file in Quinn’s own desk. In certain sec
tions of the city he was known as Jack-the-

Wrecker, a nom de crime gained during the 
period in which he had been reputed to have 
knocked to pieces and reassembled for sale 
some ten thousand stolen cars and trucks.

“ I hear about some of those other enter
prises every few days,”  Quinn commented.

Drummond said stiffly, “ The bank has 
nothing to do with any of his ventures. But 
Mr. W izlow carries a large checking balance 
here. If it had not been for his introduction 
of Mr. Prosser, we would not have con
sidered cashing paper for any such amount, 
naturally. It was absolutely necessary to be 
sure of the payee’s identity, you see.”

“ So Wizlow brought him in here?” 
“ Please do not misquote me, Mr. Quinn. 

I said they were here together, that is all. 
I presume they came in together though they 
may have met by chance here in our lobby. 
I didn’t ask. It was none of my business.”  
His manner said it was none of Tony 
Quinn’s, either.

“ They went out together?”
“ I believe they did. I paid no particular 

attention, once I’d verified the fact that funds 
were earmarked to meet that particular 
check.”

“ Have you seen either of them since that 
time ?”

“ My dear fellow,”  Drummond said peev
ishly, “ I really couldn’t say as to that. I may 
have. I see so many hundreds of people here 
every banking day of my life.”

“ But not so many who’ve cashed two hun- 
dred-thousand-dollar checks. ”

“ No, that’s true.” Drummond replaced 
his spectacles firmly on the bridge of his long, 
thin nose. “ As a matter of fact, I suppose I 
should have remembered Mr; Prosser if I 
had seen him again, so I think it’s safe to say 
I haven’t. But Mr. W izlow—-I couldn’t be 
at all sure about him. He’s in and out all 
week.”

Tony Quinn stood up, held out his hand. 
“ I ’d better transfer my quiz program to Mr. 
W izlow’s office. Thanks a lot for your 
assistance.”

“ I hope there’s no disagreeableness in
volved in this business.” The assistant 
cashier looked unhappy. “ In any event, I ’m 
sure you’ll try to keep the bank’s name out of 
it, if any unpleasantness should arise.”



Quinn chuckled. “ I wouldn’t want to im
pair the bank’s standing. I ’ve got a thousand 
or so on deposit here, myself.”

But the chuckle was purely mechanical. 
The fact that Jack-the-Wrecker was mixed 
up in the affair was nothing to laugh about.

T ^ H E  redoubtable and elusive junk dealer 
was one of the principal string-pullers 

down at headquarters, as well as at the pre
cinct houses. Jack-the-Wrecker had never 
bothered to run for political office, but his 
hand was in every polling booth and ballot 
box— though that undeniable fact might have 
been difficult to establish in a court of law.

He was rich;.how  rich very few knew. 
Certainly not the income tax deputies. He 
was largely unknown, since newspapers and 
radio stations were cautious about references 
to free-spending advertisers, but Jack-the- 
Wrecker was “ in” at least one large depart
ment store, a couple of haberdashery shops 
and a number of the city’s late-closing cafes.

On his way back to the prosecutor’s office, 
Tony wondered about those cafes and cock
tail lounges. Were any of them setting Dai
quiris and Manhattans out on squares of 
paper bearing that little jingle? Would 
Carol be in one of them, chatting with the 
bartender, right that minute? He regretted 
having sent her on the search.

His anxiety wasn’t lessened by the recep
tionist by the -telephone switchboard, when 
he opened the corridor door to his own suite 
of offices.

“ Oh, Mr. Quinn! You’re wanted at Mem
orial Hospital right away!”

“ What’s the matter?”
“ I don’t know, sir. They didn’t say. All 

they said was, that you were to come to the 
Emergency Ward as quickly as possible.” 

It took him six minutes. He sweated it out 
every single second. If anything had hap
pened to Carol—

At the Emergency entrance a starchy 
nurse eyed him stonily. “ Mr. Quinn, you 
say? Oh, yes. This way.”

Down a cement staircase reeking of iodo
form. To a bright-lighted antiseptic ward. 
In one of the narrow cots, with another 
nurse and a white-jacketed intern standing 
by— Butch!
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Butch’s eyes were black, green and pur

ple blue. His ear was a clotted mass of gore. 
One side of his face was caked with blood.

“ Jeeze, B oss!" The big man stuck up a 
bloody-knuckled paw. “ I hated like hell to 
get you over here."

The doctor said sharply, “ Lie till. Keep 
quiet. How do you think I can get these 
stitches in your scalp with your head wob
bling like a kid on a pogo stick?”

Tony said, “ Anything serious. D oc?”
The doctor nodded at the four-inch scalp 

gash. “ Concussion. Two ribs, green frac
tures. More contusions than I could count. 
W e’ll have to do something about that lacer
ated ear, too.”

The nurse murmured, “ It's a wonder he’s 
alive.”

Butch grumbled, “ Reason I sent in that 
hurry call, Boss, I was afraid these hospital 
creeps would give me that old whifferoo on 
the op’rating table and I ’ll pass out before I 
could tell you about this Jack-the-Wreck
er— ”

The doctor cursed fervently. “ Damn it, 
you dumb bastard! You just ripped a stitch 
ioose, shooting off your big mouth. You 
want me to hook your scalp back on or not?”

Tony Quinn said, “ Hold it twenty seconds, 
Doc, then I ’ll guarantee to keep him quiet.”

The nurse muttered, “ That'll be the day!”
Tony bent over the cot. “ Did the Wreck

er fix you up like this?
“ H ah !”  Butch snorted. “ That baby won’t 

fix nobody up no more, you ask m e! He's 
breakfast food for the buzzards by now. Just 
lemme tell you— ”,

Quinn put a palm over the wide mouth. 
“ Go ahead, Doc. It he opens his trap again 
before you’re finished, you can put a few 
stitches in his lips.” He scowled down into 
Butch’s eyes. “ I ’ll give you an ether pad 
myself, if you don’t pipe down until they’ve 
finished patching you up.”

Butch winked one purplish, puffy eyelid.

Chapter VL

BU TCH  watched while the doctor plas
tered the last strip of adhesive across 

his hairy chest.
“ Probably you think because you’re big

■AND DEADLY 23



24 BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE
as a moose and strong as a bull,”  the doctor 
said, “ you can get up and start heaving 
pianos or iron safes in the morning. Let me 
tell you. fellow, you better park your fundum 
on a mattress for a few days or you might 
start to come unstuck. You ’ve been hurtV’ 

“ Telling me,”  Butch grunted. “ Thanks 
for the darning needle and everything.”

The doctor made a face. “ Mind what I 
say. Keep quiet or you might be on your 
back a good long time.”

Butch moaned. “ Y ’mean I can't talkV' 
The nurse answered. “ That’s all right, 

talking. The doctor means you’re not to 
get excited or anything.”

The doctor added, “ We're checking you 
out as an ambulatory at Mr. Quinn’s re
quest, but if you don't take it easy you'll come 
back here on a stretcher.”

“ If I do,”  Butch declared, as he stalked 
across the ward stiffly, “ I'll have company 
with me. So long, now.”

In Tony’s car, the big man leaned back 
against the cushions. He began immediately 
to talk.

“ I better go back to the time I left the 
office, Boss. When you say we got to get a 
line on this black Caddy, right away I think • 
of the Melody Club. A lot of them grease 
monkeys for the garages and used car lots 
hang around in there. But the joint is prac
tically empty when I get there. There’s only 
this skinnymarink of a bartender. He’s 
seen me three, four times but he don’t know 
me from Adam.

“ He puts down his racing paper. ‘Kind a 
muggy,’ he says. I tell him it’s good weather 
to be burned in, and that I’m expecting to 
get patted in the puss with a shovel any 
time, so would he so kindly pour me a shille
lagh, double, Irish and a long beer chaser. So 
he does, and just making the time pass, he 
asks what is my trouble. I tell him I ruin 
the big heap I drive for my employer and I 
have to have a car in Dallas by Saturday or 
I ’m a dead duck, but I can't move without a 
whole new transmission. Course the Caddy- 
dealer could get the parts but it’d take a 
week, ten days. By then I'm in wrong up to 
my chops because it’s my fault for not check
in’ the transmission grease job.

“ So he says that’s too bad and one thing

and another. I have another shillelagh and 
give, out a little guff about money being no 
object if I could only get them parts for the 
new Caddy. I ’m on the third shillelagh 
when he finally makes the suggestion why 
don’t I go see Jack-the-Wrecker. Sometimes 
this Jack gets hold of a new bus, been in a 
wreck or something, no good for anything 
except to get parts from. I tell him much 
oblige and maybe I ’ll give it the try. So I 
taxi out to this junk yard— you know- where 
it is, Boss?”

“ Out on North Buckeye.” Tony nodded.
“ Yea. It’s big’s a circus lot. High board 

fence all around it. Door’s shut when I get 
there, but while I ’m scheming how to scale 
that barb-wire on top of the fence, some
body inside opens the doors and this pickup 
rolls out.

“ Before the yuk who’s driving spots me, 
I ’m inside the yard behind a broken-down 
school bus. He stops his pickup, locks the 
doors from the outside and drives off. I take 
a peek around.

“ There must be two, three hundred heaps 
in that boneyard. Jallopies, jeeps, busses, 
trailers, hot rods, tractor combos, rotary 
concrete mixers, even one of them sixteen
wheeler Diesel jobs. New, old, rusty, busted 
glass, some with no tires, no wheels, some 
ain’t even got motors. Across the back of 
the lot is a shed about the size of a freight 
station, and they’s a dazzling white light in 
there, so I figure somebody's using an acety
lene torch. I go over and there’s two Joes 
in there with glass masks and gloves on. 
They’re cutting up a snooty new .Cadillac. 
Torching it to pieces, body, frame, the 
works.

"D U T C H  hesitated for a moment, then went 
”  on, a little apologetically. “ Maybe I 
shoukla beat it then, but the way it looks to 
me, we want some identification of this bus, 
so I walk right up and make my pitch about 
wantin’ to buy transmission parts. They 
want to know how I get in. I tell ’em, but 
they don’t buy it. They put out the torch and 
look me over good.

“ One of ’em says, ‘H ow ’d you happen to 
come way out here in the first place, Bus
ter?”  I mention the Melody and the skinnv



bartender, but still they’re suspicious. They 
got the body of this Caddy all dismantled. 
The hood is off but the motor’s still on the 
chassis and I ’m edgin’ closer to see if I can 
read the numbers stamped on the frame or 
maybe on the motor block, when they really 
catch wise what I’m after.

“ One of ’em breaks out a gun from some
where in his coveralls. I go for mine, too, 
natch— but the other ginzo pulls the trigger 
on his torch and that flame blinds me. Be
sides which I ’m tripping over my own feet 
getting back outa the way of that white-hot
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much, because they finally get together on 
one point. Which is, I'm to be tied up and 
put in cold storage until such time as the 
Wrecker does come back. If he don’t, they 
pop my balloon anyhow.

“ I ’m getting fed up with that muzzle itch 
anyhow, so the next time the one with the 
grip on that gas-jet squirts a flash of light
ning in my direction, I take a chance and 
belly my weight on the spitting end. It rocks 
the reasonable bugger right back on his 
heels. His tail gets a touch of that flame. He 
lets out a screech that would drown out a
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Judge Robert Davis, Bristol, Virginia, saw no reason 
why he shouldn’t be agreeable when a man charged with 
trespassing asked to be let out of jail pending his trial* 
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appearance bond and it will be all right.”  That suited the 
prisoner, but he asked the judge to go see a pal who 
would give him the money, adding, “ Tell him the bond is 
thirty dollars. That way I ’ll have an extra five dollars .ior 
spending money.”

The man was promptly shuttled back to his cell.

by
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jet. When I get so I can see a little better, 
the first thing I make out is the hot end of 
a thirty-eight hooked right into my belt 
buckle.

“ I give out with the old bluff, but it’s no 
sale. They skin my pockets, read the identi
fication in my wallet. One of ’em wants to 
push the button on me right then and there. 
But the other one disagrees, an’ he’s the 
one at th’ controls of th' thirty-eight.

“ They have a son of a bitch of an argu
ment, th’ one with the gun hollering, ‘He 
won’t stand for no rodding and you know i t !’ 
and the other— the one who wants to blast my 
nuts with that jet flame— shouting, ‘Hell 
with what he’ll stand for and won’t stand 
for! You know well’s I do he’s a lost ball 
in high weeds and nobody’s ever gonna see 
him no m ore!’

“ It’s not hard to dope out they’re beller- 
ing about Jack-the-Wrecker, and that they 
think he’s either flew the coop or is hiding 
under' a headstone. But it don’t help me

fire siren. Drops the gun. I get it.
“ The one who got his ass fried is down 

or. the cement doing spasms. I poke the gun 
at the other one. March him out. Into the 
first car he claims’ll run. A  jeep. I prod 
him in, get in after him. I can’t horse around 
with him getting out and unlocking those 
doors, all that waste motion. I want out. I 
tell him so. ‘Get up speed, I tell him. ‘Sock 
into those doors. Bang ’em open. Or I ’ll 
bang you open.”

“ He has trouble getting the motor going, 
and I ’m stupid enough not to guess why. 
Then he has to back up to get headway so 
we’ll have enough oomph to bust through. 
But I feel pretty jake, while I ’m ramming 
that thirty-eight in his navel. Finally we 
get zooming. W e make so much noise I 
never do hear the other sucker get the 
wrecking truck roaring. But he does, while 
my joker’s'covering the noise with the rev
ving up of the jeep. Make it short, both cars 
get to the door simultaneous.
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“ Boss, you never hear anything like that 

crashup! Like in the song, the two loco
motives were a-going to bump. W e hit the 
door in the jeep. The wrecker hits the jeep 
on my side. W e go through— and over. The 
wrecker rolls right onto us. I get glass 
splinters is my hair, my mouth, my eyes.

“ My driver’s screeching like a wounded 
weasel. I must let go with the gun when 
we rolled over. The jeep’s gas tank comes 
apart. W e catch fire.

“ Don’t ask me how I got out. I don’t 
know. I remember crawling out through 
what was left of the windshield. Next thing 
I remember, a couple boys in white coats are 
sliding me onto a stretcher.”

Tony said, “ I wonder what you’d have 
done with a fourth shillelagh underneath 
your belt.”

T ^ H E Y  drove home and, once in the library, 
Tony Quinn left Buteh for a few mo

ments. He returned with a silver tray which 
he placed on the Circassion walnut coffee- 
table.

“ There’s your medicine, Butch. One bot
tle every'twenty-four hours.”

Butch Leary made a guffawing sound 
through his bandages at sight of the quart 
of Irish whisky and the flanking array of. 
beer cans.

“ You’re making a great mistake, Boss. 
You keep on treating me like this, you’re 
liable to have a permanent guest on your 
hands.”

Tony bent down, touched a match to the 
paper crumpled beneath the birch logs in the 
wide brick fireplace. “ At least I can see to 
it you don’t get into any more rough-and- 
tumbles, then.”

Butch sampled the whisky, sighed with 
satisfaction. “ You ain’t kidding me. You 
brought me here because you figure those 
ginzos might come after me again, if I holed 
up in my room.”

“ I want you to be in shape to go before 
the Grand Jury in the morning. You ’d more 
likely be ready for the undertaker; if they 
thought it would be necessary to stop you 
from testifying about Prosser’s Cadillac.”

“ Only1 thing I can say, honestly, is that 
it was a black Caddy with whitewalls.”

“ This year’s model. Right. There aren’t 
too many of those expensive boats in Vulcan 
City, so if we send the hot car squad around 
there to check and there isn’t any black Cad
dy in Jack-the-Wrecker’s, it. would leave it 
up to them to explain what had happened 
to it since your little ‘accident’ .”

“ Aw, by now they probably carted it out 
in the woods somewhere, dumped.it.”  

“ Expect they have, Butch. W ouldn’t sur
prise me if we failed to locate that lad with 
the bullet in his digestion, too. Chances are 
they carted him to Columbus or Ports
mouth, with some hooked-up yarn about a 
gun-cleaning accident. Otherwise one of our 
hospitals would have reported a gunshot pa

tient before this.”
“ Didn’t the guy who picked me up and 

run me in to the hospital see either of them 
boys in the bust-up cars?”

“ No. He was a telephone company line
man. Said he saw you crawling along on 
your hands and knees in the middle of the 
highway, leaking blood as if you were paint
ing a new red center line. He didn’t see any 
smashed-up cars or any other injured men. 
It’s possible the man you shot died, of 
course.”

“ Crysake! I never thought of that!” 
Butch gestured with one bandaged flipper. 
“ I guess I fuggled things up good for you, 
huh?”

Quinn watched the flames curling ”up 
against the soot-blackened brick. “ You did 
all right. Very likely you found the car 
we’re after. You picked up a red-hot lead 
to Jack-the-Wrecker. And you spotted that 
cement mixer.”

“ H uh?”
“ That truck with the rotary mixer on it. 

Be hard to think of a better scheme for 
pounding a corpse to an unrecognizable pulp 
than to cut it up, toss it into one of those 
things with a half-ton of stones and boulders, 
start it churning.”

“ Now ain’t that a lovely idea! Don’t gim
me no credit for thinking of that!”

“ Purely speculation on my part,”  Tony 
Quinn admitted. “ But we’ll have the hot- 
car boys take a squint at that vehicle to see 
if it could have been used as a sort of whirl
ing hearse.”



He was moving toward the phone the in
stant the bell began to ring.

“ Y es?”

Chapter VI

IT W A S  Silk calling. “ Message here at 
the office for you, sir.”

“ From Carol?”  Tony was anxious.
“ No, sir. Telegram from Norristown.” 
“ Let’s have it. Silk.” He smothered his 

worry, momentarily.
“ Starts, ’Regarding previous inquiry Jules 

Verchamps belief is he has left this area, will 
not return. Reason for this, he is reported 
to have closed out checking accounts in three 
local banks, total withdrawals rumored to be 
in neighborhood of one hundred ten thous- 
ant. Do you wish me keep you informed 
further unverified gossip this sort?’ It’s 
signed ‘Jacob Asmussen, Chief, Police De
partment.’ ”

“ Shoot him a straight wire, Silk." Quinn 
thought for a moment. “ Ready?”

“ Go ahead, sir."
“  ‘ Information concerning Verchamps 

much appreciated. Can you determine en
dorser of checks signed by him and place 
where same were cashed?’ Get it off right 
away, Silk." ‘

“ Okay, sir. By the wav, I may have got 
something out of an hour and a half long- 
distancing."

“ Such as?" Ouinn inquired.
“ The desk clerk at the Koppner House in 

Pittsburg remembered that a John Myron 
from Jersev City registered there last Friday 
night."

“ Ah. The evening of the day Myron Attar 
left Newark!"

“ That was one of the aliases Butch said 
Attar used, sir. But there was a funny thing. 
He checked in all right and checked out the 
next morning before breakfast. But he was 
a sleep out."

“ Didn’t use the room at all?”  Quinn’s 
eyebrows went up.

“ Not the bed, anyway. The clerk remem
bered it because the floor maid mentioned it 
when he reported the check-out to her so she 
could make up the room for another guest. 
She told him it wasn't necessary, that it was
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still made up.”

“ Maybe this Attar’s a somnambulist and 
spends the night sleepwalking,”  Quinn said. 
“ Nothing on Verchamps?”

“ Not yet. I’m still at it.”
“ Good boy. You might nose around a lit

tle on the trail of the Unreverend John W iz- 
low.”

“ Jack-the-Wrecker?”  Silk sounded sur
prised.

“ Butch thinks he's the lad who has Pros
ser’s Cadillac. Butch has a nice, new set of 
seventeen stitches and a brace of green frac
tures to back up his opinion. I ’m inclined 
to take it seriously."

Silk said, “ So the party’s getting rough. 
I better dust off my brass knucks.”

Tony said, “ Lead will be of more help than 
brass, I expect. Buzz me the minute you get 
any word from Carol."

“ Yes, sir."
Tony sprawled in the club chair before the 

fireplace, feet' stretched out, head-thrown 
back so he was apparently staring at the 
faint plaster cracks in the ceiling.

Butch knew better than to interrupt the 
Quinn mental processes with comment or in
quiry. He helped himself to whisky, opened 
another can of beer.

The long hand on the mantel clock had 
almost completed a full circuit before there 
was any sound in the library except the 
crackling of the logs and the occasional bur
ble of liquor into Butch's glass. Then the 
phone jangled.

“ Y es?"
“ Don’t bark at me, darling!" Carol pro

tested.
Quinn apologized, “ Natural result of wor

ry. What’s what, my lovely?"
“ I ’m half tight, Tony. I’ve been hitting 

the high spots, and some of the low ones.
■ But I think I'll pause here at Ravenwood 
Lodge for a bite to eat.”

“ Whatsit? A  motel?”
“ With the nicest bar. And the prettiest 

cocktail napkins.”
“ Wherezit?”
“ Just beyond the city limits, on Route 

Forty. Can’t miss it.”
“ I ’m on my way.”
“ Don’t keep me waiting. I've had so many
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quick ones I ’m likely to fall off the bar stool.”

“ Put some salt in your beer and keep your 
pants on. Take me ten minutes.”

T  T O O K  him seven.
But when his Ford swung off the high

way to the' parking crescent, there wasn’t 
any sign of her blue Chewy coupe. The only 
other car there was a beat-up, stripped-down 
Model T.

He was looking for trouble when he 
opened the door to the Bar and Grill.

No one was in the dimly-lighted cafe when 
Tony Quinn strode in and up to the small, 
half-moon bar.

Hooded blue bulbs cast small, deceptive re
flections against back-bar mirror, rows of 
glittering sherry and cocktail glasses, a showy 
array of liquor bottles with chrome-tipped 
pourers. It was the sort of discreet semi
darkness favored by couples wishing, for one 
reason or another, to remain virtually un
seen in the shadowy booths. To Tony it was 
an alert, putting his special keenness of hear
ing instantly on guard.

He would have been on guard anyhow, 
since Carol wasn’t there. It wasn’t like her 
to say she’d wait for him, then run off before 
he got here. Yet if she hadn’t done just that, 
the most likely alternative would be much 
more alarming. Across his mind flashed the 
ominous parallel— no car, no ga l; the dis
mantled Cadillac, the dismembered body in 
Saylor’s Creek. The mutilating murderers 
who’d not been afraid to destroy powerful 
netherworld figures wouldn't even bother to 
think twice about putting Carol Baldwin out 
of their way, if they thought she was wise 
to them. He didn't like it.

Neither did he like what he heard. He 
heard, for a full half-minute, absolutely noth
ing. Yet if there was anyone in the cafe 
kitchen, the sound of the door he'd slammed 
behind him must have been clearly audible. 
The silence gave him the sensation of being 
watched by someone who was keeping ab
normally quiet, as unseen observers were apt 
tc do, according to his experience.

If he was being scrutinized through some 
peep-hole, it could only mean that he was 
under suspicion. That, in turn, suggested 
either that he was known, or at least that he

was presumed to be the man Carol had 
phoned from that booth over there beside 
the twin rest-room doors. It might be im
portant to make sure about that. If Carol 
had been abducted, and was being held pris
oner, his chances of helping her would be nil 
if her capt.or knew his identity.

“ H ey !”  he said loudly. “ Anybody home?”
Immediately the swinging door beside the 

bar banged open. The woman who waddled 
through it, wiping immense red hands on a 
ridiculous little frilly white apron, was a 
freak of fatness. If the gross creature had 
been a little shorter, he thought, she would 
certainly be making her living in a circus 
sideshow as the world’s fattest female. Her 
small head seemed to be emerging from a 
blubbery coil overlapping pink inner tubes. 
Her face was pretty, but the bright merry 
eyes seemed to be perpetually squinting be
tween puffy, swollen lids.

“ What’ll ya have, mista ?” She edged side
ward behind the bar, of necessity. Her 
breasts, beneath a dainty pink-rosebud ging
ham, looked like distended cow udders.

He pretended deliberation. “ Oh— Scotch 
on the rocks.”

She rested a forearm plump as a horse’s 
thigh on the bar. “ Any special brand, 
mista?”

“ I can't tell the difference between one 
kind of Scotch and another, after it’s down.” 
He grinned disarmingly. “ Where is every
body ? ”

“ W e don’t get much suppertime trade.” 
She poured liquor deftly. “ Crowd generally 
begins drifting in along about seven. You 
stick around. Be plenty going on. Chaser?”

“ Just creek water.”  He noticed she didn’t 
put any cocktail napkin beside his glass. Nor 
did he see any pile of them on the back-bar 
anywhere. Could she have overheard Car
ol’s phone call to him? “ How’s about a 
hamburger ?”

“ Sure.”  She made* change. “ How you 
want it?”

“ I don’t want it straight across the board, 
if you know what I mean.”

She showed nice teeth in a small, de
cisive smile. “ W e don’t serve horseburgers 
here. You want onions?”

“ No. I might see my girl later.'"
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“ Lettuce and mayonnaise? Or mustard?”
“ Mustard, please. Could I have it on 

toast?”  That would take her a couple of 
minutes more, give him that much time to 
case the joint.

“ Toast, coming up.”  She crab-stepped 
out, into the kitchen.

T T E  STR O LLE D  toward the door marked 
"K ings.” His eyes searched the nar

row booth tables, the floor beneath. No 
dropped handkerchief or glove. Not even a 
lipstick-reddened butt of the special brand of 
hollow-tipped cigarette Carol favored.

In the lavatory he listened for possible 
sounds from the adjoining cubicle. None.

He tried to think of some contingency 
which might have made her leave without 
waiting for him. If she’d spotted someone 
she’d thought it urgently important to fol
low, she might have gone on, intending to 
phone the house later. But she couldn’t 
have learned anything about Jack-the-Wreck
er’s connection with the case, could she?

Perhaps she'd meant it when she’d told 
him she was getting tight. Tonv’d never seen 
her that way, but if she’d been buying quick
ies in a score of bars, in the line of duty, she 
might be feeling the effects by now. Still, 
under those conditions she wouldn’t have 
been likely to have driven her car away.

He went back to the bar.
A  young couple came in, slid into a booth 

with the familiarity of patrons well acquaint
ed with Ravenwood.

The swinging door opened a foot. Fat 
lady hollered : “ Be right with ya, kids.”

The youth, a greasy-haired sharpie in a 
coat with lapels reaching to his belt, waved 
airily: “ Take your time, Maggie-O. W e 
got all night.”  He laughed boisterously, 
leering at his companion, a timid teen-ager. 
“ Ain’t we, Annie L ou?”

In the back-bar mirror, Tony saw Annie 
Lou glance quickly in his direction, then 
away, as if ashamed. So Ravenwood Lodge 
was one of those hot-pillow motels that didn’t 
inquire too closely into the marital status of 
its overnight guests! It didn’t surprise Tony 
Quinn much, but still, that was small-time 
lawbreaking which didn’t quite seem to be 
in the. same bracket as kidnaping and kill

ing prominent hoodlums.
The blubbery behemoth served his ham

burger. He had another Scotch on ice cubes, 
finished the sandwich. Then he drifted into 
the phone booth, closed the folding glass 
door.

On the shelf beneath the instrument was 
a paper napkin. He unfolded it.

Beneath a pattern of cocktail glasses with 
stems interlaced was the corny old couplet 
he’d quoted to Carol. He wondered how 
welcome he was, in this place!

As he slipped the folded square of paper 
into his coat pocket and dropped a nickel in 
the coin slot, his acutely sensitive ears caught 
a whispered:

“ Sssssh! He’s in there, n ow !”
Instantly he realized that one side panel 

of the booth formed part of the flimsy par
tition separating kitchen from barroom.

He gave the operator the number of one 
of the typists in his deposition department, 
put his left ear against the thin wallboard 
panel.

Chapter V II

SH O R T, clip-clop footsteps came through 
clearly— that would be the waddling 

woman. Then a man’s voice, faint and 
muffled as if the speaker was talking with a 
cigar in his mouth.

“ Are you sure he’s the D. A. ?”
The woman’s irritated whisper again. “ I 

saw his picture on all those window posters 
before election, didn’t I ? ”

The typist said, “ H ello?”
Quinn kept his voice low enough so he’d 

sound like a man conducting an intimate 
conversation. “ Listen, sweets, I ’m sorry I 
was such a heel about— well you know, last 
night— ”

The girl at the other end of the line ex
claimed, “ W ho is this? W ho do you think 
you’re talking to, anyw-ay?”

Quinn gave it the business. “ I guess I 
must of had one too many, sweets, or I 
wouldn’t have done anything like— you know. 
But y ’oughta understand, when a feller really 
thinks the w’orld of you— ”

She stammered, “ Is this Mr. Quinn? 
You sound like Mr. Quinn.”
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H e went on, “ Well, I certainly am re- 

Eeved to hear you say so, sweets. Yeah, 
yeah—-sure. I ’ll be around for you in two 
shakes.— Oh, I'm out at a place called Ravens 
Roost or something. See you in no time. 
By, now.”

He hung up, wondering what in the hell 
that poor kid would- make of his dizzy con
versation. But at least he hadn’t said any
thing to confirm the suspicions of the two 
behind that sounding-board partition.

He wanted to stay in the booth to hear the 
sotto voce comments which would follow his 
ringing off, but that might have been a give
away. It was difficult to make himself stroll 
out, finish his drink and depart, too, when 
every instinct urged him to bust through 
that swinging door and confront the owner of 
that muffled voice.

But there, was Carol to think about first. 
First and last. Even before his sworn duty. 
Because the undeniable truth was that noth
ing, nobody, in Vulcan City or anywhere 
else mattered half so much to him as she did.

H e got in his car, turned, headed back 
toward town. Half a mile in, he swung off 
the highway to another roadside juke joint: 

“ The High Hat.”
There were three or four people in the 

cafe. The purple-red-green-lighted contrap
tion was giving out with The Wheel of 
Fortune, and that suited him fine. No one 
would be likely to overhear what he had to 
say in this phone booth.

H e dialed his office.
“ Silk?”
“ Yes, sir. Where are you, sir? Carol left 

a message at your home— ”
“ I got it, Silk. Now, listen— ”
“ Excuse me, sir. She phoned in a second 

time.”
“ O h! W hen?”
“ About five minutes after her first call, 

Butch said. You ’d barely left to drive to 
Ravenwood Lodge.”

“ What’d she say?”
“ I didn’t like the sound of it, sir. ”
“ G ive!”
“ WeH, sir, as Butch reported it, she said 

she was sorry to have missed you, but she’d 
got off on the wrong foot entirely and was 
going directly to the Thirty-eight Club to

follow up the right lead. She’d be looking 
for you there, as soon as you could get there.” 

“ The Thirty-eight Club.”
“ Yes, sir. I know. There isn’t any such 

place in town.”
“ I ’m not so sure.”  Tony’s face hardened 

into sternness. Thirty-eight was the Vulcan 
City police radio car signal for a homicide 
alarm. “ There may be, at that. You drop 
everything else, Silk, and zoom on out here, 
on the double. And say— ”

“ Yes, sir?”
“ Don’t forget those lead knuckles.”

Q  ILK  made a fast trip to the rendezvous. 
^  His battered De Soto pulled off-> the 
highway. Tony Quinn got out of his own 
car, went over.

“ Signals over, Silk. W e’re going to have 
to be a little cagey about this. W e’ll have to 
risk going slower than I had in mind, at 
first.”

“ You think they may already have taken 
her away from that Ravenwood place, sir?” 

“ I doubt it. They were too careful to 
whisk the car away, even after they knew 
she’d telephoned me about the motel. If 
they’d taken her elsewhere, I expect they’d 
have left her car there as a decoy.”

Silk hesitated. “ You don’t think they may 
have— disposed of Carol?”

“ I don’t know.”  Hard lines were etched 
deeply in Quinn’s face. “ They may have. 
That’s one of the things we have to find out. 
If we don’t get her, alive and unharmed, I ’m 
going on a little gunning trip. There might 
be somebody in this town who’d like to keep 
me in line by keeping Carol alive and under 
his control.

“ Let’s hope so. I mean— ”
“ I know. Now here’s the deal. You go 

hire a Drive-Yourself buggy. Buy two or 
three of those big metal sample cases, fill 
’em with phone books or old newspapers or 
whatever, and lock ’em, and leave ’em in the 
rear seat. Then pile your own suitcase on 
top, after you pack it as if you’d been away 
on a week’s selling trip.”

“ I ’ve just finished a tough week’s trip. 
I ’m ready for a little relaxation at the Raven
wood. That it, sir?”

“ And a lot of liquor. Don’t forget the



hooch, because you’re going to have to stay 
over tomorrow night, and in a riding acad
emy like that, they won’t be used to single 
gitvs staying over the second night. But it’s 
going to take a while for me to get my trap 
baited, Silk.”

‘ ‘ Xo oyster’s ever been as completely 
stewed as I shall be, sir.”

“ Change your suit. Put on a colored 
shirt. And a noisy necktie.”

“ Dress like a successful peddler of cos
metics. in short.”

“ Exactly. And didn’t you used to have a 
pair of binoculars— for keeping cases on some 
good prospects and how they lived and acted, 
before you braced them?"

“ I have kept them— as a memento of the 
unlawful period of my life."

"Pack ’em in vour suitcase. They’ll help 
to keep track of the comings and goings at 
the motel, particularly the goings. If you have 
to get in touch, phone Butch. H e’ll stay at 
the house."

“ And you, sir?”
“ I'm going to make like a piece of cheese,
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Silk.”  He punched his assistant’s shoulder 
lightly. “ In the hope some rat will snap at
me.”

“ I wish I was going with you, sir.”
“ I’d rather go back to the Ravenwood 

with you, far’s that goes. I’d like to tear the 
place apart, find what -they've done to her. 
But that might be the very thing that would 
make them kill her. I'll have to depend on 
you to look out for her. best you can.”

He watched the De Soto speed back to
ward town, got his own car going. Ten 
minutes later he sat, shirt-sleeved and per
spiring, at the telephone in his library, 
growling brusque commands to Butch while 
waiting for the operators to complete the 
long-distance connections.

“ Lay down that shillelagh a second and 
give me some more dope on this Ha-Ha 
customer you've been telling me about.” 

Butch tried to scratch his bandaged skull 
with a bandaged hand, groaned in disgust. 
Real name’s Fuddy Ommlee. Got this here 
Ha-Ha moniker because he always comes up

[Turn page]
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with the great big giggle every time he made 
a pass with the dice for a gee or so. Used 
to be a pro gambler. Turned hijacker of his 
own game one time when some other crook 
slipped in a pair of no-seven dice on him. 
Took a New York bunch of bookies for a 
fancy grab of seventy, eighty thousand a 
month ago. Gut-shot one of ’em. Got away 
clean. Since then everybody’s been after 
him. The boys in the back room want him 
worse’n the cops do, if that’s possible.”

QUINN asked, “ Ever see him, yourself?” 
“ Sure. He use to run one of these three 

truck carney outfits— Ferris wheel, couple 
dizzy rides, six, seven toss game booths. I 
run into him in Norfolk one time when a 
gang of gobs was using him for a punching 
bag because he gypped ’em on a pitch- the- 
penny setup.”

“ What’s he look like?”
“ About your build, Boss. Skinnier, as I 

remember. Used to flash one of them South- 
of-the-Border mustaches.”

“ Hm. Know where we can get hold of 
some crooked dice?”

“ H uh?”
“ Nothing crude, like the stuff they sell in 

these novelty stores. Some of those passers 
that look oke when you test ’em in a glass 
of water, but warm up after you hold em in 
your fist a while, maybe.”

Butch came as close to grinning as his 
bunged-up face would permit. “ Boss, you 
grieve me. Y ’really do. To think you’d 
descend to such treacherous de-vices.— Yeah, 
I guess I can borrow a pair or so. Only I 
warn you, you better let me get you one of 
them bullet-proof vests'to wear.”

“ Soon’s I finish talking to New York, get 
busy on the phone and rustle up those trick 
cubes.”  Quinn began to unlace his shoes. 
“ Yes? Mr. Carrigan, this is Anthony Quinn 
in Vulcan City— that’s right. Like to ask 
a small favor, if you don’t mind. Well, 
thanks. I ’d just like to have you send a wire 
for me.” It was ten minutes before he hung 
up.

He was in the shower when the phone 
rang again. Butch hollered:

“ It’s the airport. They got that charter 
job for you, Boss.”

“ Tell ’em I ’ll be there in twenty minutes. 
And Butch— ”

“ I got it fixed, about them never-sevens. 
They’ll be here in no time.”

“ Fine. But give that long-distance op
erator a goose about that car dealer in Har
risburg, will you?”

Half an hour later, as the checkered pat
tern of lighted towns began to unroll 
smoothly five thousand feet beneath the 
chartered Beechcraft, Tonny Quinn tried to 
check over the points he might have over
looked in his hasty preparations.

He’d dreamed up the scheme, right, off the 
top of his head; it would be crazy to expect 
it to be foolproof. But it was either try to 
sneak in by the back door— as he hoped to— 
or crash in the front door. That would have 
meant dependence on a police force which 
was, to put it charitably, not disposed to 
cooperate with him too willingly. And a 
raid on Ravenwood, or on Jack-the- 
Wrecker’s junkyard, wouldn’t have netted 
much, if there’d been a leak from Head
quarters or a tipoff in advance.

Momentarily he wished most earnestly 
that he might for one final appearance, show 
up as the Black Bat again. That black- 
clothed apparition might have succeeded in 
getting past the guard of Carol’s captors, 
might have acomplished her rescue— assum
ing she was still breathing. The excessively 
dressy pin-stripe he was wearing probably 
would never be as effective.

But it had been largely at her insistence 
that he’d agreed to drop his dual role of 
public prosecutor and private avenger for 
once and forever. He couldn’t break his 
promise to her now. Always she had con
tended, so stubbornly, that it had been his 
nerve and his knowledge of the criminal 
mind which had brought about his most 
amazing coups against the vicious and the 
vile. Now he’d be forced to put her belief 
in him to the utmost test!

Chapter V III

OV E R  his shoulder, the pilot spoke to 
Quinn.

“ Those are the bridges over the Monon- 
gahela, sir. W e’ll be down in five minutes,



unless they give us a standoff at the field.” 
Tony Quinn looked down at the glowing 

rows of chimneys, the flaring flames of the 
coke ovens at the great mills. Somewhere 
below there, in that devil’s cauldron of fire 
and smoke, might be the key to a killer’s 
closet, with its grisly corpses.

The pilot said, “ Are you expecting a car to 
meet you at the airport, sir?”

Quinn laughed. “ Sure am, son. And I ’ll 
be lucky if there isn't a troop of F. B. I. boys 
there to meet me, too.”

The pilot looked around, startled. He 
had no idea who his passenger was.

Tony smiled. “ Relax, son. I haven’t any 
Fort Knox gold in that suitcase.”

The gaudily uniformed doorman at the 
Koppner House quickened his pace as he saw 
the maroon convertible glide in to the curb. 
He rested one hand on the door, bending 
low.

“ Yes, sir! Reservation, sir?”
Quinn shot him a surly look, stepped out 

of the car, walked around to the rear, jing
ling his keys.

“ Here.” He took a long alligator billfold 
out of his inside coat pocket, extracted a 
fifty, held it out casually. “ I ’ll bet this you 
can find my reservation. Frank Ostennan. 
Hartford, Connecticut. Suite, high up. And 
bring the registration card out here. I have 
some stuff to look after here. Save time. 
Catch ?”

The doorman beamed. “ Yes, sir. Be 
right back for your bags.”  He goggled at the 
bill in his hand. Thank you, Mr. Osterman.” 

Quinn disdained replying. He unlocked 
the rear compartment, took out a pigskin 
attache case. He was busy with a topcoat 
and a hatbox when the doorman hurried 
back.

“ Everything set, Mr. Osterman. Some 
misunderstanding about your reservation, 
and the house is full. But I arranged for you 
to -have the governor’s suite on the eleventh—  
if that’ll be all right, sir?”  He held out a 
pen with the white card.

Tony scrawled “ Frank L. Osterman, 
Hartford,”  without appearing to notice the 
typed rate of $27.50 per diem. “ Get someone 
to run this bus in the garage, hah?”

“ I’ll call them right away, yes, sir.” The
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doorman lifted out the expensive suitcase, 
noting the case of imported brandy stowed 
away in the luggage compartment.

Tony shut the trunk lid, locked it. “ Tell 
’em to make it snappy. I don't want this bus 
standing here all night.”

“ No, sir. I ’ll take care of it. sir.”
In the lobby, a bellman was waiting to 

seize the suitcase. “ Carry the brief-case, 
sir?”

Tony said coldly, “  You handle the suit
case. I ’ll take care of this."

His eyes searched the lobby swiftly, pick
ing out at once a gray-haired man with a 
stolid, dead-pan face. He stood— mouth 
clamped over a thin Pittsburgh stogie— by 
the bank of house phones beside the cashier’s 
desk, and he was watching Tony intently.

Like all house dicks, Tony thought, you 
stand out like a black eye on a preacher.

The bellman hustled the suitcase into an 
elevator. “ Nice evening for driving, sir.”  

“ Humph.” Tony was curt. “ Traffic was 
lousy.”

“ That’s right. Friday night’s a bad time 
for traffic.”  The bellman led the way down 
the eleventh floor corridor. “ Going to be 
with us for a few days. Mr. Osterman?” 

“ What’s there in this town to keep m e!” 
Tony followed the bellman into the luxurious 
living room, set the attache case on the 
mantel.

“ I guess you can find pretty near anything 
you want in this town, sir.”  The bellman 
hustled about, switching on lights, checking 
windows. “ Shows, fights, women, a little 
game if you care for it.”

Tony shrugged, disinterested. “ Here, buy 
yourself a good time.”  He dropped a ten- 
dollar bill on the table.

“ Thank you, s ir! Were you expecting any 
mail or telegrams, Mr. Osterman?”

“ N o . ”  He was short.
“ If there’s any little thing I can do for 

you, sir?”
“ Oke. Night.”
The bellman left.

r 11O N Y opened the suitcases, tossed silver- 
backed military brushes on the bureau, 

toothpaste and shaving gear in the medicine 
cabinet in the bathroom.
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Give ’em time to get the grapevine work

ing, he told himself. By the looks of that 
house dick, he’s so thickheaded it’ll take him 
a while to check on that Wanted bulletin his 
locals must have passed on to him.

It was ten minutes before the phone rang. 
The hotel operator said, “ I have a long-dis
tance call for you, sir. ”

“ Oke.”
Butch came on. “ Lissen, Freddy— ” 
Tony snapped, “ You clunkhead! How 

many times do I have to tell you I ’m not 
Freddy.”

Butch sounded hurt. “ Yeah, yeah, Frank. 
I just forgot.”

“ Well, don’t.”
Quinn prayed that the hotel operator had 

left her key open. He thought it likely she’d 
already have heard about the generous gent 
in 1124-1126 who handed out such lordly 
largesse. Sometimes even phone girls got 
tipped by free-and-easy spenders.

Butch went on, “ About that ring-around- 
a-rosie we set up for Akron, Frank.”

“ What about it?”
“ W e got to be careful about that, Frank. 

I might even need a wad of fix dough— just 
for insurance, you know. Somebody might 
get hep you were operating out in this part 
of the country, and gum the works.”

“ Well damn it to hell, then fix it. Don’t be 
calling up about it. I don’t like to talk 
business over the telephone, catch?”

“ Yeah, yeah, Frank. But— ”
“ Square it! You hear! I ’ll see you to

morrow.”  He banged up the receiver, smil
ing. Butch had made a ' real production 
number out of it. It ought to be good enough 
to fox a house dick anyhow.

He sprinkled a little cigarette ash on the 
mantel, set the attache case on it, blew the 
rest away. Then he pulled the jaunty snap- 
brim down a bit lower over his eyes, went 
out and down the lobby.

He shot one purposely furtive glance in 
the direction of the dead-panned individual, 
stalked briskly to the street. There he re
fused to let the doorman call a cab for him. 
The convertible was no longer at the curb.

By now, theoretically, every policeman in 
the city should be on the lookout for one 
Freddy Ommlee. Description, as much like

Tony Quinn as was possible. Car, a new 
convertible with New York pads. Wanted 
for armed robbery, grand larceny, etcetera.

It wouldn’t do for him to be picked up by 
some alert plainclothesman. That would 
monkeywrench the machinery for fair. He 
drifted into a grind movie,N watched a cops- 
and-robber melodrama in which a desperate 
gunman and killer was suddenly reformed 
by the influence of a sweet young thing. It 
was pure entertainment; he’d never known 
anything like it to happen, off the screen.

At one-thirty a . m . he left the theatre, had 
scrambled eggs and milk, and went back to 
the Koppner House.

The gaudy doorman was off duty. The 
bellman who had been so helpfully suggestive 
had been replaced by another, older em
ployee. The poker-faced house dick wasn’t 
in evidence.

Tony unlocked the door of his suite, 
sniffed. Cigar smoke! He snorted scorn
fully. Think of the guy’s being stupid enough 
to smoke his stinkadora while he came in to 
make a surreptitious search!

Apparently the attache case hadn’t been 
touched. But when he lifted it. the cigarette 
ashes had been smudged all along the lower 
edge of the pigskin!

He unlocked the case, wondering how 
much trouble it had been for the intruder to 
pick the lock.

The decks of cards hadn’t been unsealed. 
The expensive silk muffler was still wrapped 
around the heavy automatic just as he’d left 
it. There was nothing to indicate that the 
little cardboard box with its tissue-wrapped 
contents had been tampered with.

TTE lifted the lid, slit the tissue carefully 
with his penknife. The crystal cubes 

were nestled there, almost as he’d arranged 
them. But instead of three pairs with the 
fours showing— two with the three dots up
permost and one set with a five and one—  
there were now four dots with their “ three”  
sides on top.

He smiled grimly, spoke aloud.
“ The rats have smelled the cheese, all 

right.”
He left a room call for eight, but at six he 

was up, dressed and calling for a bellman.



When the elderly one arrived, Tony was at 
the door with suitcase arid attache case. 
“ Ring up the garage. Tell ’em to zip my bus 
around here fast. Get it? Pronto!”

The bellman did as he was tV-d. On the 
way down in the elevator, Tony fished an
other fifty out of the long alligator billfold.

“ You pay off. chum. Keep the rest for 
bubble-gum. ”

It was crude, but he wanted to remain in 
character right up to the point of departure 
and he had no doubt it would all be reported 
to that dead-pan house officer.

He made his getaway seem as hurried as 
possible, having the bellman merely toss his 
suitcase in on the seat beside him, revving up 
her motor until it sounded ready for a racing 
start.

Once across the river and out of the city, 
he settled the convertible to a steady forty- 
five. He didn’t want to get too far ahead of 
schedule. He had no idea when the “ contact” 
would be made though he was now fairly sure 
it would be.

The overall picture was beginning to 
emerge. Prosser and Verchamps had prob
ably stopped at the Koppner House on their 
way West. Silk hadn’t been able to identify 
that fact because, in all likelihood, both men 

'  had registered under an alias, as certainly 
Myron Attar had. As Tony himself had, he 
added with an inward smile.

It was a natural stopping place, the lush 
old-fashioned luxury hotel which would have 
meant respectability in the eyes of the unre
spectable. The three “ vanished” criminals 
would have attracted the attention of that 
house dick by their manner, their free-tipping 
— again as he had, with malice aforethought. 
Quite possibly Attar had fallen for the not- 
too-subtle suggestions of'that greedy little 
bellman and had been put in touch with some 
call girl who would account for Attar's hav
ing been a sleep out.

After going through the luggage of the 
three criminals— while they were out of the 
rooms, naturally— that house officer would 
have been able to tip off someone in the Vul
can City area as to their probable time of 
arrival.

All fhree of the men thus far officially re
ported missing had been individuals who
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were on the run from legal pursuit. All had 
had large sums of money, either with them 
or obtainable, given sufficient time and tor
ture to make arrangements for transfer of 
funds. None had been the sort to hold out 
under such pressure. Tony Quinn hoped that 
his overnight impersonation of Freddy 
Onunlee had put him in the same class with 
those others. He thought it probably had.

But as to how his capture would be ef
fected. and whether it would lead him to Rav- 
enwood Lodge, the fat woman and the whis
pering man— this he couldn’t conjecture.

He tried to keep from thinking about 
Carol. It made it too difficult to reason logi
cally. It had been more than twelve hours 
since she'd been in the hands of the bastards 
who’d already dumped t w o  macerated 
corpses into the shallow streams within his 
jurisdiction.

Chapter IX

FIFTE E N  miles east of Vulcan City,' 
Quinn had to revise his accounting. The 

twelve o ’clock radio news included a brief 
mention that various disjointed portions of 
a third body had been discovered in an aban
doned quarry four miles south of town. The 
newscaster mentioned such unsavory par
allels as the St. Valentines Day massacre in 
Chicago, the exploits of Murder Incorporated 
in Brooklyn. A  citizens committee had de
manded instant and drastic action to keep 
Vulcan City from being known as Slaugh- 
terville, USA. A  blue ribbon grand jury 
would be impaneled.

Quinn thought he might not be able to 
make the presentment to that group of 
twenty-three specially selected citizens, but 
if he could do something about getting one 
blonde girl out of the hands of the killers, he 
would be satisfied, no matter what the cost.

He slowed the convertible on a long up
grade. There, a hundred yards this side of 
the crest, was a Chewy in the ditch. Beside 
it, holding her right arm tightly and leaning 
weakly against the back of the half-tipped-- 
over car— a teen-ager.

He pulled up behind her, called, “ You all 
right?”

She hobbled toward him, the chartreuse
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scarf about her head slanting rakishly down 
over her right side of her face. She was 
young, all right, but not quite as much of a 
kid as he’d thought at first. Those budding 
breasts beneath the tight vellow-green jer
sey were evidence of sexual maturity, if 
nothing else.

“ He ran me right off the road!”  she 
wailed. “ The big bum.”

Tony noticed the mascaraed tear streaks 
on her cheeks. “ Hurt you.”

“ Pete’s sake. I should say it did! It was 
one of those damn trailer trucks. It held 
smack in the middle coming over the hill 
there.”

She rested her weight on her left leg, 
plucked at her skirt nervously, pulled it up 
to show him her raw and blood-splotched 
thigh. She held the skirt tightly, high enough 
so the lavender panties could be seen clear 
to the crotch.

“ I don’t think I broke anything” — she 
moved her arm painfully, rubbing it— “ ex
cept the car.”

“ Smash a wheel?” He got out to survey 
the Chevvv.

“ The motor won’t start, and there’s gaso
line leaking all over it, so I guess it’s just as 
well. I might have blown up. Gee” — she 
made a face— “ I wish I could get somewhere 
I could lie down for a minute.”

“ You want me to run you in to town?”
“ Oh. would you?”
She’s overdoing it a little, he told himself, 

but he’d certainly never have suspected any 
frameup if he hadn’t been looking for one. 
“ Sure thing. Hop in,”

“ Gee— thanks.”  She climbed in, half- 
hobbling. In the car she leaned against his 
shoulder weakly, for just an instant, before 
getting control of herself once more.

“ You live in Vulan City?” He got the 
convertible rolling.

“ Uh—uh." She pulled the skirt up again 
to dab at the spots of blood with her hand
kerchief. “ I live in Niles. I ’m Lulie 
Jessop.”

“ You ought to have some attention for 
that leg. It’s badly bruised.”  How had she 
managed that, he wondered. It looked like 
the McCoy.

She sniffled. “ Generally my legs get too

much attention.”  She stifled a giggle. “ But 
I know you didn’t mean it that way.”

“ Not at all.”  It was quite a come-on, he 
concluded.

“ You don’t mind my riding with mv skirt 
up this way? Because it hurts when the cloth 
touches my skin. But if it makes you nervous 
or anything to have me do it— ”

“ I ’ve seen bare legs before.”  He saw he 
would have to play up to her. “ Not many as 
good-looking, I may add.”

She threw her head back, put a hand to her 
throat, swayed against him. “ Gee. I feel all 
dizzy. Maybe you better stop and let me lie 
down somewhere a minute.”

“ There’s a motel just ahead a bit.” He 
tried to sound as wolfiike as possible 
“ Wouldn’t it be better if I took you in 
there ?”

“ Oh, gee !” She squeezed his arm gently. 
“ If you wouldn’t mind— getting a place for 
me to lie down for a while, if you don’t think 
it would look wrong for you to be bringing 
me here.”

“ I ’d feel like a heel if I didn’t.” He won
dered if the others who had vanished had 
fallen for the sex lure. “ Suppose I just take 
a cottage, then I can take care of that leg 
properly.”

She closed her eves as if about to faint. 
“ I'm awful lucky to have a nice fellow like 
you come along and pick me up.”

“ I'm kind of lucky, too.”

TTE swung off into the circular drive which 
ran behind Ravenwood Lodge and in 

front of the dozen neat, green and white 
cottages.

It was too early Saturday afternoon for 
more than three pr four of the cottages to 
have autos parked in front of their neat 
railed-in porches, but there were seven cars 
ranged in the parking crescent near the 
Lodge. There’d be more week-end merry
makers dropping in on their way to football 
games, so Maggie-O and company wouldn’t 
want any rumpus raised publicly. But then, 
neither did he, on Carol’s account— if it 
wasn’t too late to take her into account.

He had no intention of underestimating the 
risk he was running. Those mutilated bodies 
were proof enough of the ruthlessne«s of
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the spider into whose parlor he was walking 
so openly.

Up to now he’d had a few breaks. Evi
dently he’d convinced that house dick he 
was Freddy Ommlee, on the lam. But that 
would have been because the wire he’d ar
ranged to have sent to the Pittsburg police 
would have been relayed to the Koppner 
House officer as a matter of routine, and the 
dead-pan dick had been primed to expect 
him.

Whether he’d fooled this girl beside him

“ Okay, okay, your name is Arizona Al . . . 
But what does your mother call you?"

was another question. But it didn’t make too 
much difference, except for the next minute 
or so. Certainly the fat woman would be 
on the alert for the maroon convertible, 
probably had already spotted Tony as the 
Chrysler slurred into the motel driveway.

He slowed, but didn't stop by the door 
marked “'Office,” on the east wing of the 
main Lodge.

Lulie seized his arm. “ Aren’t you going 
to— to register, or whatever it is you do at 
these places?”

“ Take it easy, babe.”  It might help to 
stay in character as long as he could get 
away with it. “ I ’m just going to get you 
where you’ll be comfortable, first. No hurry 
about signing in— joint like this. They al
ways keep the cottages open in the after

noons until they’re rented.”
There, two-thirds the way around the oval 

was a Drive-Yourself car, in front of Cot
tage 9.

“ Well, gee!”  She dropped her pretense 
of being faint, sat up straight and tense. “ I 
thought you had to pay before— ”

“ Don’t worry. I ’ll see they get paid, all 
right.” He pulled up in front of Cottage 10. 
There was no sign of Silk, next door. He 
slipped the car keys in his pocket when he 
cut the ignition.

“ Wait a sec.”  He slid out, closed the car 
door, went around to her side. “ Wait’ll I 
get my suitcase, to make everything look on 
the up and up.”

Lulie was wary now. “ Gee, I didn’t say 
I ’d stay overnight! Maybe we better not— ”

“ Ah, what you scared of, babe? C’mon.”  
He took her arm, urged her onto the porch. 
If by any chance they were holding Carol 
prisoner in this cottage, and if this girl knew 
it, now was the moment for trouble.

But the door was open. Clearly it 
wouldn’t have been if there’d been anyone 
held captive inside.

He half-pushed Lulie in, dropped his suit
case on the floor, toed the door closed.

“ G ee!” she murmured. “ I never did any
thing like this— ”

“ You’ve done it on at least three occasions 
I know about. ”  He brought the .45 out of its 
shoulder holster. “ But it isn’t going to work 
out the same way as before, this time. Get 
on back there into that bathroom.”

She tried to bluff it out. “ You must be 
crazy! Don’t point that pistol at m e!”

He shoved her into the bathroom, which 
had the only window opening onto the rear 
of the cottage.

“ If you touch me,” she cried, “ I ’ll scream 
my head off.”

“ No, you won’t. That might make some
body holler for the state troopers, and Mag
gie might not have the right kind of pull 
with the state cops.”

“ W ho’re you?”
“ Friend of that blonde your crew put the 

snatch on last night. And I haven’t time to 
horse around with you, sister. Tell me where 
she is or— voom!”  He waggled the heavy 
gun.

31
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“ I don’t know what you’re talking about!” 
“ Quick !” He grabbed her arm. “ I ’m not 

eoing to stand here gabbing until vour gang 
goes to work on me. Deliver! Where is 
she'?”

“ I don’t know !”

OUINN spun her around, tapped her be
hind the ear with the flat of the barrel. 

She sagged, would have pitched on her face 
in the shower compartment if he hadn’t 
caught her. But he took the precaution of 
rapping her once more behind the ear.

“ That’s one for you. Carol." he muttered 
as he slid up the window, removed the 
screen. “ I never knocked a girl out before 
But if it were a question of her life or yours, 
I ’d have her put away for keeps!”

He hoisted Lulie’s limp body up onto the 
sill, held her by the armpits, let her drop to 
the patch of weeds and grass behind the cot
tage.

Then he dropped the screen, closed the 
window, holstered the gun, and hurried to the 
front door.

A  swift reconnaissance showed no one ap
proaching the cottage. Undoubtedly they’d 
seen him, were trying to figure out what he 
was up to. Possibly they thought Lulie would 
be able to handle him by herself. But he was 
working on borrowed minutes and he knew 
it.

He trotted briskly out to his car, unlocked 
the trunk compartment.

A slat in the Venetian blind of the front, 
westerly window of Cottage 9 moved almost 
imperceptibly.

To the tune of I ’ve Been Working on the 
Railroad he sang softly, “ Can you understand 
me, Si-illk? Da dadum dee dee— ”

“ Coming over good and clear.” The whis
per from the open window couldn’t have been 
heard by any but the keenest pair of ears in 
Vulcan City. “ Haven’t seen hide nor hair of 
Little Goldilocks.”

“ There’s a dame behind the cot-tage,” 
Tony sang, gathering up a trio of brandy 
bottles. “ She is out, stone cold.”

“ Still with you.”
“ While I’m ba-a-ack-ing the car out, you 

collect the dame. If you keep down low, I’ll 
screen you. Exit by your bathroom window,

heave her in by same.”
Silk whispered, “ Then what?”
“ Hold her incommunicado, da dadee dum

dum.” He shut the trunk lid, got in the car, 
put the brandy bottles on the seat beside him, 
and started the motor. He backed the Chrys
ler until it stood between the Lodge and the 
space between Cottages 9 and 10.

Chapter X

RAYIN G  the motor running. Tony 
Quinn got out to carry his attache case 

and the three fifths of cognac up on the porch 
and inside the cottage. If somebody, as he 
expected, was watching everv movement 
from the Lodge, it ought to seem as if Lulie 
was still inside Number 10 and not anxious 
to be disturbed for the time being.

He left the cottage door open slightly to 
further that impression, and hurried back to 
the car. In the rear-view mirror, as he 
backed around to point the front bumper at 
the Lodge, he caught a stealthy stirring of 
the tall weeds at the rear of the cottages.

He let the motor speed up while he went 
to the hood, lifted it, made an unnecessary 
adjustment of the carburetor. Then he closed 
the hood, cut the motor, and went inside Cot
tage 10.

Lulie no longer lay on the ground beneath 
the bathroom window. But when he came 
back to the bedroom, he saw a tall, rangy 
youth with a jutting jaw and a thin slit of a 
mouth come loping across from the Lodge 
office. He ran with his legs apart, as if he 
were chafed, or had saddle .sores.

Tonv told himself this might be the lad 
who’d had his butt blistered by that acetylene 
torch when Butch shoved him into the flame.

He went to meet the youth.
“ Hey, you !” the rangy lad grovjed irri

tably, and halted. “ What right you got to 
occupy a cabin you ain’t even paid fo r !”

Tony said crossly, “ I know. I know. But 
this was an emergency. I got a sick gal on 
my hands.” He produced a ten. “ Here’s 
your dough. I’ll be over in a few minutes to 
register.”

“ What’s the matter with your wife? If 
she is your w ife!”

“ She passed right out in the car. I was
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afraid she was going to croak or something. 
You know a doctor I can phone?”

The rangy man stalked up on the porch. 
“ Nah. And we can’t have no sick people 
staying here. This ain’t no sanitarium.”  He 
went into the bedroom.

Quinn held out the money. “ What the hell 
can I d o !”

He seized the man’s wrist as the fellow 
reached for the tenspot. He jerked the youth 
toward him, dragging the weight of the rangy 
figure over his shoulder.

The man catapulted over Tony Quinn’s 
head, crashed full length on the floor.

Quinn was on him instantly, clubbing with 
the butt of the .45.

He never did see anything but the sudden 
shadow which appeared on the floor at his 
side.

The rest was bright and blinding light, a 
dazzling eruption with no sound accompany
ing it at all. . . .

Faraway drums. Distant trumpets. A  
wailing voice, somewhere in the darkness, 
becoming steadily louder as the drums and 
trumpets approached:

It’s all over toten, that you thretc me down,
You shouldn’t let such a story go ’round—

He swam up out of the black depths to 
consciousness. The coin-slot radio across the 
room was blasting at top volume:

— but it’s all o-ver 
All— l— l o-ver, now

Someone was dousing water over his head. 
He was flat on his back, his head resting on 
a pillow. He twisted his face away from the 
cascading coldness, blinked dazedly at the 
bright bulb in the ceiling. It must be dark, 
then. He’d been dead to the world for five 
hours or m ore!

They’d moved him while he was uncon
scious. Cottage 10 hadn’t been papered with 
this atrocious purple-rose pattern at his side. 
He blinked again. The fat woman loomed 
monstrously at the side of the bed. She 
splashed beer on his head from the glass 
pitcher in her hamlike fist.

She bent over him, a cigarette drooping 
from one corner of her small, pretty mouth.

She took the cigarette between two pudgy 
fingers, put it so close to his left eye he re
coiled instinctively from the heat.

“ You want to wake up and make like the 
birdies, or do ya need a little more stimu
lant?” The puffy eyes were venomous.

Tony tried to roll over on the bed, but he 
couldn’t move his arms. “ I don’t feel much 
like singing, Maggie, but I always like to 
oblige a lady.”

“ No kidding!” She touched the tip of the 
cigarette lightly against his eyelid so he 
jerked his head away with the painful reflex. 
“ You ’ll oblige me by telling me what ya did 
with Lulie, then.”

C O  SILK  had managed to stay undercover 
^  all this time. Maybe now that it was 
dark, he’d even been able to spirit the sexy 
come-on away in his car.

“ I ’m the one who’s in the dark, about her, 
Maggie.”

“ Don’t gimme that guff.”
“ Truth. Soon’s she found out I was wise 

to her, she went out the bathroom window of 
that cottage. I haven’t seen her since.”

She poked the cigarette at him savagely. 
He rolled his head. The glowing tip ground 
into his cheek-bone. “ Y ’won’t see anything, 
any more. If ya don’t give me the straight—  
and give it fast!”

“ There are worse things than being blind, 
Maggie. Things such as having a couple of 
murders on your conscience.”

She laughed nastily. “ Shows how much 
you legal beagles know. The first two or 
three just sorta whet ya appetite. F ’r in
stance, it ain’t gonna add to my mental bur
den none whatever to, watch you turn into 
cold meat. Only a matter of whether you 
wanta go quick and easy, or the hard way.”

“ I ’m in no hurry about going. Longer I 
wait, more chance there is that some state 
troopers might even pick Lulie up, squeeze 
a confession out of her. She got a first-class 
scare when I told her how much we knew 
about the operations of your butcher busi
ness.”

“ You son of a bitch!”  She struck at him 
viciously with the pitcher.

He rolled his head but the heavy glass half 
stunned him, so her words came through a
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tremendous roaring inside his head.

“ Lulie wouldn’t ever run out on her ma! 
No matter what!” She raised her voice. 
“ H ey !”

Tony heard the bathroom door open, but 
there was no answering voice.

Maggie cried, “ This stubborn bastard 
won’t squeak! He don’t seem to give a damn 
what happens to him ! See if he feels the 
same way about her!"

Still no reply. But the roaring in Tony’s 
ears decreased enough for him to hear famil
iar footsteps on the tiled floor of the bath
room. He couldn’t be mistaken about that 
deliberate pacing, even though now the man 
had taken only three or four steps, probably 
toward the shower compartment.

A  high, keening moan of anguish came 
from the bathroom.

Carol! She was still alive! What unimag
inable things might that devil be doing to 
her? To make Tony talk. Well, he would!

“ Maggie, I ’ll make a deal with you.”  He 
couldn’t give Silk away, even to save Carol, 
but he might convince these cold-blooded 
killers he could make them a fair trade, 
nevertheless.

“ Oke! Where’s Lulie?”
“ She’ll be safe, and so will you'and the 

hush-hush boy in the bathroom, if you let 
Miss Baldwin go. You won’t be, if you don’t. 
Because she’s the only one who can save the 
three of you from the chair!”

“ Bullshoes!”  Maggie sneered.
“ Fact! She’s special investigator in my

office. She prepared the presentment against 
you for the Grand Jury tomorrow.”  Tony 
held his breath to listen for more moaning, 
but there was not the slightest sound from 
the bathroom.

Maggie was shrill. “ Presentment, my 
backside!”

“ Yes. A  bill of particulars. Relating how 
you and Lulie decoyed three wanted crim
inals— maybe more— here to Ravenwood, 
forced them to sign checks, ransom notes, so 
on.”

“ Ho, h o !” she jeered. “ A  lot of partic
ulars there'll be. Nobody’s even identified 
the bodies, and never w ill!”

“ Oh, sure. Not even a phony identifica
tion by false bridgework could prevent the 
truth coming out on that. The bit of cocktail 
napkin tying up your bar to one of the dead 
men, the testimony of that dick at the Kopp- 
ner House— the Pittsburg cops will have him 
in custody’ bv now— even the forged signa
tures on the checks presented to the banks 
and honored so readily by the gent hiding 
there in the bathroom, they’re all in that bill 
of particulars Miss Baldwin made out.”

T ^H E  assistant cashier of the Vulcan First 
National Bank came out of the bathroom, 

still maintaining his deliberate and dignified 
pace. “ I warned you, Maggie. W e have 
been shillyshallying with Mr. Quinn much 
too long already. It’s time to put an end to 
this.”

Tony looked up at Drummond. “ Past



time, if you ask'me. It’s too late to save my 
own life— I realize that. But it’s not too late 
for you to make a bargain— your life and 
Maggie’s for Miss Baldwin’s.”

Drummond smiled skeptically. " I  don’t 
think we need to fear any indictment on the 
basis of such— shall we say, sketchy— evi
dence as you have been able to prepare.”

“ I think you have.” Tony’s sharp ears had 
caught a slight skrceking sound as if some
one were scratching chalk on glass, or using 
a glass cutter. It came from the rear of the 
cottage. It could be Carol, trying to get loose 
from her bonds, of course. But it might also 
be Silk, working on that bathroom window 
from outside. ‘ ‘ Unless Miss Baldwin or I 
countermand the order for that presentment, 
it will go before the blue ribbon panel tomor
row and then Cube, among others, will know 
what happened to her father.”

Maggie slapped him across the mouth with 
her huge hand. "Nothing happened to him !" 

“ Oh, yes. He's dead. You killed him,” 
Quinn swallowed blood from the cut his 

own teeth had made on his lips. He was 
going to have to do some gambling now, and 
if he guessed wrong it might be “ Lights Out” 
for him and for Carol within minutes. But 
there was no alternative: he had to stall.

And he had some grounds for his guess
work. They wouldn’t have trusted a kid like 
Lulie unless she had close ties to someone in 
this murder ring, and Drummond wasn’t the 
kind of man to allow his daughter to take 
such chances.
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“ You wouldn’t have been so free about 

mentioning John W izlow’s name unless you’d 
been sure I couldn’t check up on what you 
said about his accompanying Prosser to the 
bank.”  He saw the assistant cashier’s eyes 
narrow. “ You couldn’t have been sure I 
wouldn’t do that unless you knew Jack-the- 
Wrecker was beyond mv reach. You knew 
he was dead, because you killed him, and 
when Lulie reads that in the newspapers, I 
wouldn't give a beer-cap for your chance of 
living out the week, Drummond.”

Maggie scowled at the cashier. “ You 
warned me! What’d I tell you! W e should’ve 
fixed up something to tell her, long ago, 
Ralphie.”  She slapped Tony again, using a 
stream of lavatory wall expressions. “ You’ll 
write a note to the right party, Mr. Snooper- 
dooper Quinn, and you’ll have them papers 
sent here, on the double. Or I ’ll let you hear 
the kind of screeches your Miss Baldwin 
gives out when she’s really hurt in a sensi
tive place!”

Tony parried, "W ill vou let her go, if I 
d o?” '

Drummond said, “ Yes. But you stay.”
Tony thought, You must have a low opin

ion' of my savvy if you don’t suppose I’d be 
expecting a doublecross ! He said, “ All right. 
Bring her out here so I can see for myself 
she’s all right.”

The heavy rumble of a slow-moving truck 
penetrated the barbershop quartette on the 
radio.
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— looking all over fo r  a four-leaf clover
That I overlooked he-fore.

The concrete mixer, Tony realized! That 
was something he’d overlooked, all right. 
Reinforcements for the enemy! Probably that 
mean-visaged. rangy customer he’d clouted 
on the crown with his gun butt, on the driv
er’s seat. That would offset any possible in
tervention by Silk, certainly! But Quinn 
would have to chance it. There was no other 
way, now.

Chapter XI

R U M M O N D  dragged Carol into the 
bedroom.

She was pale. The blonde tresses hung 
damply over her forehead. A black and blue 
bruise showed at her temple. Her posture 
was strained because her hands were bound 
so tightly behind her back. But she held her 
head high, and her voice was firm.

“ I won’t go unless they free you, too, 
T on y !”

He smiled wryly. “ I made a deal, my 
lovely. I mean to keep my word. That’s the 
way 1 want it. Good-by— and drink to me 
once in a while, for auld long syne.”

The truck motor rumbled, idling, right 
outside the door.

Drummond said, “ Untie him, Maggie.” 
He dangled Tony’s gun casually.

“ Cut those cords on her,”  Tony growled. 
“ Get her out of here, or I don’t write.”

He knew she’d only get a dozen steps be
fore that driver on the concrete mixer would 
recapture her. still it was better than having 
her here in the bedroom for the next sixty 
seconds. That wav she might have a chance.

Maggie used a penknife on the cords bind
ing Carol’s wrists. Drummond opened the 
door for her, bowed with mock politeness.

“ You have Mr. Quinn to thank for your 
rescue, Miss Baldwin.”

Carol cried, “ T on y !”  She swung her arms 
to get the circulation going,

Tony snapped, “ Don't argue, lovely. Get
going!”

She stumbled out onto the porch, ran.
Maggie slashed the ropes holding Tony’s 

wrists.
Tony sat up.

Drummond warned, “ Don’t get up. Stay 
right there. ”  He lifted the gun threateningly.

Tony rolled to one side, slid his feet to the 
floor. “ H ow ’ll you get that note written, if 
you gun m e?”

Maggie struck at him with the knife.
He ducked.
The gun roared.
Something punched hard at his left shoul

der, spun him around. Outside, Carol 
screamed sharply.

He braced himself against the bed. moved 
in on the cashier.

The gun exploded again, almost in his face, 
but he didn’t feel the shock of the I'MW He 
had his fingers on the hot barrel of the weap
on, was wresting it away from Drummond.

Tony felt a jagged streak of pain at his 
right side, and realized without turning that 
Maggie was stabbing at him with that pen
knife. He butted Drummond in the chin with 
his head as the cashier kneed him. They 
crashed together over a chair, went to the 
floor in a flailing tangle. But Tony had the 
gun.

Glass smashed, wood splintered, at the 
bathroom window. Silk's voice came, sharp 
and hard.

“ Drop it, now! Drop that knife!” His 
gun barked, twice.

Ton)’ lashed Drummond between the eyes 
with the muzzle of the .45. The jolt jerked 
the trigger: the muzzle blast blinded him, 
momentarily. Drummond’s body sagged be
neath the D.A. like a sack of beans.

Silk shouted:*"Watch it. T on y !”
Maggie, grabbing at her chest, howled, 

“ Shoot— shoot— shoot! "
Tony wrenched free of the cashier’s dead

weight in time to see the mean-faced, rangy 
lad standing straddle-legged in the doorway, 
leveling a T-gun at him.

Silk fired at the man.
Rangy Boy reeled, staggered off-balance. 

The tommy stuttered up at the ceiling. Sud
den brillanee— the mixing truck’s headlights 
— lit up the bedroom like a flash bulb, made 
the rain of plaster look like a dazzling snow
fall. Through it Tony saw a ghostly figure 
materialize from a crawling position on the 
porch, its head swathed in white so only eyes 
and mouth were visible. The mouth emitted



a n  enraged growl— Butch’s war cry!
“ Want shooting, huh? Try this on your 

juke !”  Butch held a .38 with both bandaged 
hands, shot Rangy Boy carefully in the stom
ach three times, swiveled the gun around 
toward Maggie.'

Quinn shouted, “ Hold it, Butch! W e can’t 
convict any corpses!”

Butch came in, seized the submachine-gun 
from the rangy man who was trying desper
ately to lift the muzzle off the floor. Butch 
bent over Tony solicitously.

“ Boss, you gotta get to a blood bank, 
quick! You got a hole in that shoulder you 
could hide a orange in !”

QUINN felt of the blood streaming down 
his side from the knife slash. “ Look 

after— Carol— first. ”
“ Hell,”  Butch said, and knelt beside Silk, 

“ she’s full of ffzz and vinegar. She’s out 
there ready to run that damn truck right 
through this shack if it looked like they were 
getting to you !”

Silk snapped petulantly, “ I ’m all right, 
Butch. One of those machine-gun slugs rico
cheted and broke two of my front teeth, but 
that’s a ll!”  He spat blood. “ Butch, you get 
the boss out of here in that Chrysler— zoom 
him to the hospital.”

Tony felt of Drummond’s heart. It was 
still beating. “ Get these people in the bus 
first, boys. Take us all to the same blood 
bank.” ’

Outside Carol cried, “ Stay back! Don’t go 
in there, any of you ! Call the police! Get an 
ambulance out here!”

Butch turned. "Looks like they’re going 
to mob us, boss.”

Tony said, “ Don’t fret about it, Butch. 
Just excited bystanders. None of this gang 
left to do any mobbing— except a guy up in 
Pittsburg, maybe. Carry the woman out to 
my car, if you can lift her.”

Silk exclaimed, “ Hell sake, I damn near 
forgot about that other kid, in my cottage. I 
better go check on her.”

Tony shook his head weakly. “ Get the big 
ones. W e won’t have to worry too much 
about the little ones, Silk. W e’ve got the big 
ones right here. W e can look after Lulie 
later.”

HOT, WILLING
To himself he added, After we get the con

fessions of these three and find out whether 
she was directly implicated in the murders. 
If she was, of course he’d have to prosecute 
her, but if she’d been only a stooge—

He found himself too weak to concentrate 
on it further. He had a vague recollection of 
being carried to the car, of Carol’s saying, 
“ Let me drive. You’d hold her down to 
sixty, S ilk !”

The next thing was whiteness— walls, 
sheet, table, uniforms.

There was a blurred interlude. Then a 
starchy intern murmuring, “ Three minutes. 
No more. And don’t excite him.”

Butch chortled, “ Excite him, the man says! 
W e got bedtime stories for him.”

Silk nudged the third member of the trio. 
“ Tell him, Carol.”

Carol came to the cotside with shining 
eyes. “ W e thought you were ready for the 
last rites and ceremonies, darling. But you 
must be made of plastic and piano wire. They 
say now you’ll be up and doing in two 
weeks. ”

“ Two weeks nothing. I ’ll be out for bass 
next weekend.”  Tony smiled up at her. 
“ Can you hold off the blue ribbon boys until 
then?”

She nodded solemnly. “ Maggie didn’t pull 
through. But she made a full confession, and 
we got it on tape. She said she did it to put 
her daughter in the clear, but I think at the 
end she had an attack of remorse for helping 
Drummond murder her husband.”  She 
stroked his hair gently. “ From what she said 
I don’t think there’s much doubt Drummond 
cooked the scheme up pretty much by him
self, and didn’t have any difficulty getting the 
others to help him, because it looked like a 
foolproof way to knock off a lot of money 
without much danger of a comeback.”

“ I ’ll give reasonable odds— ” Quinn 
grinned at the gap in Silk’s front teeth—  
“ that a checkup will show Drummond was 
a defaulter from his bank, probably for a 
sizable sum. He’d been a respectable citizen 
for j'ears, or he’d never have been put in 
such a responsible position. It wouldn’t be 
rational to believe he just went haywire and 
bloodthirsty all of a sudden. But if he’d been 
speculating, say, or playing the horses, he
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might have dipped into the till until he 
couldn’t replace what he’d stolen. Then it 
would have occurred to him that a man in 
his position, with the authority to okay the 
payment of cash for checks, could easily get 
away with a mint of money. All he had to 
do was locate an individual who had plenty 
of money in the bank and who couldn’t con
test a signature on a big check. Only one 
answer to that.”

“ A  big time baddie. ” Silk nodded. “ And 
after he’d tried it once, it was too much of 
a temptation for him to stop. But how’d he 
know when these hot-shots like Verchamps 
and Prosser and Attar were coming to our 
fair city? You must have known how the 
machinery was greased, but we don’t.”

T^O N Y  said, “ At some time or other, on 
A some business trip, Drummond must have 

stopped at the Koppner House in Pittsburgh. 
There he made the acquaintance of a dis
honest house dick who ran a little blackmail 
racket on the side by ransacking the rooms 
of guests and getting the lowdown on some 
of them who didn’t want their presence in 
the city known. Maybe this bird put the bee 
on Drummond himself, first. Anyhow, when 
Drummond found he was in need of a finger- 
man to point out possible suckers for the sexy 
come-on game he’d arranged with Mrs. Mag
gie Wizlow and her daughter who was— well, 
uh— ” He glanced at Carol.

“ Go on” — she smiled— “ say it. ‘A  luscious 
lay.’ She must have been, to cozen all those 
hard-boiled Harrys.”

“ Yep,” he admitted, “ Lulie was all of that. 
Sd when Drummond needed suckers for this 
setup, he turned to the house detective, who 
must have made a nice piece of change for 
himself by telephoning the description of cars 
and prospects to Maggie, who gave them to 
Lulie, so daughter could go into her ‘acci
dent’ act. Now it’s my turn to be quizmaster. 
What happened to you, Carol?”

She shivered. “ They doped my drink, I 
guess. One minute I was at the bar, the next

I was sitting on the cement floor of a shower 
bath with a taste in my mouth like the bot
tom of a bird cage. In the washbowl were a 
cleaver, a couple of hacksaws and a sponge. 
I— I don’t want to talk about it. Tony.” 

Silk cut in, “ You know about me, sir. Ex
cept that I had to wait until it was dark be
fore I dared to make any try to get in Cot
tage Four where I ’d seen them take you, 
carrying you as if you were drunk. But I 
came as soon as I could make it.”

“ You hit it right smack on the nose.”  Tony 
Quinn praised. “ A few minutes earlier 
would have been fatal. Three minutes later, 
I ’d been ready for that cement mixer, my
self.”

Butch said, “ No, you wouldn't, Boss. I ’d 
have seen to it you never got in that con
traption. Because I was riding it. all the way 
in from Jack-the-Wrecker's.”

“ You were?" Quinn was astonished. 
“ Yowzah." Butch beamed proudly. “ I 

figured the bastards would holler for that 
spinning buggy when they were fixing to slit 
somebody’s gizzard. So I got tired waiting 
there at the house. I went out to that junk
yard, shimmied over the fence and climbed 
up into that damn mixer, rode right to the 
motel inside it !”

Tony said, “ Nice timing, all around. A l
most as neat as Drummond’s.”

Carol shuddered. "H e had things working 
to a pretty sharp schedule, didn’t h e !”

“ Guv really had a red thumb,”  Tony said. 
“ Like some people have a green thumb and 
can make anything grow. He was sort of a 
red thumb genius at murder.”

Silk said, “ In a way it’s too bad we had 
to stop him. He was putting a lot of nasty 
characters out of the way, sir.”

Tony sighed. “ There’ll still be a few left 
for us to work on, Silk. Find ’em under any 
damp rock.”

He put his arm around Carol. “ Can’t you 
lunkheads tell when a man wants to say good 
night to his girl? Scram!”
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Those men lounging in the shadows who were watching 
Johnny Evans— what were they going to do, and when?

THE EYES OF MURDER
B j  P H ILIP  KETCHUM

JO H N N Y  E V AN S turned out the light night. He stood across the street in the 
in his room just before nine o ’clock, doorway of the electric shop, a vague and 

crossed to the window, and raised the shade, indistinct figure almost hidden in the shad- 
He stood for a time staring through the cur- ovvs. There was no menace in his attitude, 
tain into the street below. yet Johnny’s muscles tightened as he stared

One of the watchers was there, just as at the man. 
he had expected. It was the short man to- “ I ’m going to bed, Shorty,” he said under
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his breath. “ You won’t see anything out 
there. You might as well go home your
self.”

But the man wouldn’t go home, he knew. 
At midnight the man would still be there. 
And at two o ’clock. And at four. Toward 
morning he sometimes disappeared, but 
Johnny had the feeling he didn’t go far 
away and that from a parked car or from 
the corner he still maintained his watch.

Since it was the short man who was out
side tonight, either the slim man or the old 
man would be on hand at eight o ’clock in 
the morning, when Johnny left for work.' 
Whichever it was would follow him to the 
subway and uptown, keeping a careful dis
tance behind and never looking directly at 
him. Never. At five-thirty, the same man 
who had followed him to work would fol
low him home.

There were three watchers. That is, 
Johnny had identified three. There might be 
more. There might be someone to watch him 
at noon when he had a half hour for lunch, 
but of this die wasn’t sure. There might even 
be someone watching outside the office build
ing all day, although he had never spotted a 
daytime watcher. He was sure only of the 
men he called Shorty, Slim, and Grandpa.

Johnny got into bed and closed his eyes 
and after a time was aware of the radio play
ing in the next room. The walls in this old 
apartment house were thin and sounds 
carried from one room to another. In the 
apartment where the radio was playing, a 
girl lived alone. Johnny had seen her but 
hadn’t met her. She was a slender, frail 
looking girl, probably in her early twenties. 
Not exactly pretty, but not unattractive, 
either. The name in the nameplate on her 
door was E. F. Haymaker. Johnny some
times wondered what the E.F. stood for.

She never played her radio so loud it 
annoyed him. In fact, he often went to sleep, 
listening to it. That is, he had often gone to 
sleep listening to it before he had discovered 
the watchers. Since then, about ten days ago, 
he hadn’t slept very well.

Johnny tried to listen to the music. He 
tried to imagine what the girl in the next 
room was doing. Not because he was in
terested in her. He wasn’t interested at all.

But thinking about her took his mind off the 
the man outside. Her apartment, he knew, 
was much like his. It would be furnished 
much like his but the arrangement would be 
opposite. Her bed would be against the same 
wall his bed was against. He wondered if 
they were both lying on their respective beds 
now with only the wall between them. 
Johnny grinned. He reached out, touched the 
wall, and said, “ Hello, E.F. How goes it? 
Lonesome?”

Such a game was ridiculous. Johnny got 
up and looked through the curtain again. 
The watcher was still in the shadows of the 
doorway across the street, a motionless figure 
lounging in the shadows. Grimly patient, 
waiting. Waiting for something to happen.

“ Millions of people in this city,”  said 
Johnny under his breath. “ Millions. How 
did they ever find me? What are they going 
to do and when ?''

A  shiver ran over him. He went back to 
bed and after a long time fell into a restless 
sleep.

li/fO R N IN G  dawned bright and clear. 
-L'-*- Through the curtain Johnny could de
tect no sign of the watchers. He had his 
breakfast and shaved and then stood in front 
of the mirror, staring at his reflection. He 
was tall, thin. Possibly too thin. The hollows 
of his cheeks could stand a little filling, and he 
had lost the tan he had brought from Iowa, 
three months before. Of course, a thing 
like that wasn’t important, but Johnny 
thought he had looked better with a tan.

He heard the sound of footsteps clicking 
past his door as the girl from the next room 
started off to work. She always left about 
ten minutes before he did. In which direction 
she went, he had no idea. The girl’s depar
ture was always a sign to Johnny that it was 
about time for him to go.

“ I wonder who it will be this time?" he 
asked himself. “ Slim or Grandpa?”

It was Grandpa who followed him- as he 
walked toward the subway. Grandpa was an 
old man who sort of dragged his feet as he 
walked, and his shoulders were hunched, 
and his hair was almost white. His face was 
deeply wrinkled. It wasn’t an ugly face, but 
Johnny had a notion it could look ugly.
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Grandpa stayed with him to the office and 

picked him up again when he left at five- 
thirty and was right behind him when they 
crowded into the same subway train and 
when they left it. Sometimes, in the evening, 
Johnny stopped at a corner grocery for sup
plies, but tonight he didn’t. Tonight he went 
straight home, then remembered he should _ 
have stopped and was annoyed with himself. 
He had no sugar and he had used the last of 
his coffee.

“ I ’ll eat out, tonight,” he decided. “ I ’ll go 
to a show. I ’ll give Slim a break.’ ’

Slim would be the watcher tonight. 
Johnny went to the window and looked out. 
He nodded his head, scowling. The slim 
man was leaning against a lamp post in front 
of the electric store, .reading a newspaper in 
the fading light of the day.

The scowl on Johnny’s face deepened. He 
decided, abruptly, that he wouldn’t go out. 
Here in his room he had a margin of safety 
which he couldn’t count on, outside, at night. 
He could eat in. He could go without coffee.

After dinner, Johnny read the newspaper 
he had bought on the way home, then set to 
work on his studies. He was working as 
junior clerk in an attorney’s office since he 
had again picked up his study of law. In a 
year, if things worked out as he had planned, 
he would be ready for his bar examinations.

Two hours later, Johnny pushed his books 
aside. For several minutes, now, his mind 
had been wandering. Something had been 
pulling his attention away from his work. 
What it was, he didn’t know. He sat motion
less at his desk for a moment, listening. But 
listening for what? That was it. That was 
what had distracted him. He had started 
listening for something, though what he was 
listening for he didn’t know.

Johnny came swiftly to his feet. He went to 
the door and stood there but heard no sounds 
which carried any particular meaning. Traffic 
noises came in from the street, they always 
did, and there was nothing unusual in what 
he heard tonight. He clicked off the light, 
crossed to the window, and raised the shade. 
Slim was at his post, a vague, blurry figure. 
Watching. Just watching.

Johnny had pulled down his bed and now 
he sat down on the edge of it, puzzled over

his sudden restlessness, searching his mind 
for a reason.

Suddenly he found the answer. The radio 
in the next room wasn’t playing. Always, 
every evening, its muted music sifted through 
the thin wall into his room. But tonight it 
wasn’t playing. That was what he missed. 
That was what he had been listening for.

T T E  felt an immediate relief. The girl who 
lived iti the next room, and who never 

went out in the evening, had probably gone 
somewhere tonight. Perhaps to a show or to 
visit with a friend. Johnny chuckled at figur
ing it out. After a moment he stopped 
chuckling.

The girl in the next room never went out. 
She could have gone out tonight, of course, 
but for a long time she hadn’t. Night after 
night, without interruption, he had heard 
her radio. He had become so used to it he 
had missed it. It was probably foolish to 
check and see if she were all right, but it 
would only take a minute.

Johnny got up and opened the door and 
looked up and down the hall. There was no 
one in sight. Pulling the door shut, he went 
to the girl’s door. A  light showed through 
the transom. Johnny listened at the door for 
a moment, then knocked.

Footsteps came across the room, the door 
was opened, and the girl whose name was 
E. F. Haymaker looked out at him. She 
seemed a little puzzled but not frightened. 
Her eyes were steady. She was wearing a 
robe, and her sandy hair was tight against 
her head in curlers. She said, “ Y es?”

“ I live in the next room,”  said Johnny. 
“ I didn’t hear your radio playing and I 
thought maybe something was wrong.”

“ The radio’s broken,”  said the girl. “ I ’m 
having it fixed: I hope it hasn’t bothered you. 
I try to play it very low.”

“ It hasn’t bothered me at all,”  said Johnny. 
“ In fact, I go to sleep, listening to it. The 
reason I knocked on your door was that I 
missed it tonight. It’s never been too loud.”

The girl smiled. “ Not even the com
mercials ?”

“ N o,” said Johnny. “ Is that— do I smell 
coffee?”

The girl frowned, but her frown was



48 BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE
quickly gone. She seemed to be hesitating 
over her answer.

“ My name’s Johnny Evans,”  said Johnny, 
quickly. “ I work in an attorney’s office. At 
nights I study law. I— what I said wasn’t 
any— that is— ”

“ Would you like a cup of coffee?” asked 
the girt gravely.

“ I really would,” said Johnny.
“ Then come in, but you can only stay a 

few minutes.”
Johnny stepped inside and closed the door 

and looked around. Her room was exactly 
like his, but opposite in arrangement and 
nicer, much nicer. There were clean curtains 
at the window and pictures on the wall. On 
the table was a vase of flowers. He had never 
had flowers in his room. The smell of the 
coffee which had come to him had been a 
clear smell and not one that reached him 
through the odor of stale smoke.

“ Coffee never keeps me awake,”  said the 
girl. “ I usually have a cup before I go to 
bed.”

She was tall and slender, almost as tall as 
Johnny. Looking at her more closely, he saw 
that she wasn’t so frail as he had thought. 
She had gone over to the kitchenette and 
wa's taking cups and saucers from a cabinet. 
She carried them to the table, saying, “ I 
work in a lawyer’s office, but only as one of 
the secretaries,”  and told him where. She 
added, “ I ’m from Iowa.”

“ So am I ,”  said Johnny.
“ Des Moines.”
“ Midland City.”
“ Two tail-corn people,”  said the girl, 

smiling.
“ What school?”
“ University of Iowa.”
“ Iowa State,”  said Johnny.
He was suddenly feeling * awfully good, 

relaxed. Without any tension for the first 
time in days. He watched the girl pour the 
coffee. He said, “ Sugar, but no cream.”

“ It would have been milk,”  said the girl. 
“ I don’t have cream. Midland City. I ’ve 
never been there. Why did you frown?”

“ Did I frow n?”  asked Johnny. “ I didn’t 
mean to.”

He sat down at the table across from 
the girl. He sampled the coffee and found it

good, much better than any he had ever 
made, and he said so.

“ It’s just coffee,” answered the girl. 
“ Brewed by E. F. Haymaker. What does 

E. F. stand for?”
Elizabeth Francis.”
“ L iz?”
“ I ’m afraid so.”
“ It’s a nice name, Liz.”
“ It’s a very ordinary name. If you want to 

smoke, please do. When you finish the coffee, 
you must go, for I still have some ironing to 
do."

TN  three nights, over three cups of coffee, 
how well can you get to know a girl ? 

Johnny wasn’t sure of the answer but looking 
at Liz he had the sudden feeling that he knew 
her rather well. He knew why she had come 
here and that she was studying law, too. He 
knew of the boy with whom she had been in 
love and who had died in Korea. He knew 
about her people, and what her boss was like, 
and about the man in the office who annoyed 
her.

“ You never speak of Midland City,”  said 
Liz suddenly. “ You never talk of your 
folks.”

Tohnnv scowled. “ Don’t I ? ”
“ N o.”
“ My name is Evans,” said Johnny slowly. 

“ Doesn’t the name Evans mean anything to 
you. Evans and Midland City?”

Liz shook her head.
“ Or the name, Big Bill Evans?”
Again she shook her head.
Johnny took a deep breath. H e’got to his 

feet and started pacing around the room.
“ Don’t tell me if you don’t want to,”  said 

*Liz.
But she was frowning, too, and suddenly 

this was between them. The things he hadn’t 
said were between them. Johnny hadn’t 
wanted to say anything about Bill, or about 
the watchers, or about the man with the thin, 
pale, tight-skinned face, yet it had to be said, 
and it might help to talk about it.

“ Will you come to my room for a min
ute?”  he asked abruptly. “ W e won’t turn 
on the light. W e’ll go to the window and 
look outside. I ’ll show you something, then 
we’ll come back here.”
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Liz got to her feet, still frowning. “ You ’re 

sure you want to?”
Immediately Johnny was sure he did. He 

nodded his head and waited for Liz to join 
him, and a moment later they stood together 
at the window in Johnny’s darkened room.

“ There he is,”  said Johnny. “ In the shad
ows of the doorway across the street. The 
slim man. ”

“ What’s he doing?”  whispered Liz.
“ Watching. Just watching. Watching my 

window and the door to the apartment be
low.”

“ W h y?”
“ To be sure I don’t run away again and 

hide. To be sure thby know where I am 
when Adam gets here.”

“ Adam ?”
“ I don't know his other name. He's a tall 

man, thin, pale, bony. His eyes are like ice. 
He has a soft voice, but there’s nothing else 
about him that’s soft.”

“ You mean that man’s out there every 
night?”

“ That man or another. They follow me to 
work and follow me home. I call them the 
watchers for that’s all they’ve done, so far. 
Just watch. Watch me constantly.”

“ Do you want to tell me why they’re 
watching, Johnny?”

Johnny nodded. “ Let’s go back to your 
room.”

“ Bill was my brother,”  said Johnny when 
they were back in Liz’s room. “ He was con
siderably older than me, but as a kid I always 
tagged along after him. W e had some won
derful tiifies together. When the war came, 
Bill was old enough to enlist and he went to 
war. I tried to follow him, but my age was 
against me. Then the war was over and Bui 
came home, but he was never the same after 
the war. He was nervous, jumpy, bitter. He 
got into trouble at home, had a fight with a 
man in a tavern on the highway near town. 
He almost killed the man and he ran away. 
The next I heard of him he was in jail in 
Chicago. There had been more trouble. A  
knife fight, this time. He was sentenced to 
jail for a year but he escaped when they were 
taking him from the court-room.”

“ He needed a psychiatrist,”  said Liz 
under her breath, “ not a jailor.”

TVTAYBE,”  said Johnny. “ I don’t know. 
■*■*■*■ At any rate, a psychiatrist had no 
chance at him. For a year the police hunted 
for him. A  good many times he made the 
headlines— around Chicago, down in Florida, 
on the West Coast. I didn’t think he would 
ever come back to Midland City, but he did. 
He held up the Midland City Rank and got 
away with over fifty thousand dollars. He 
was caught shortly afterward and this time he 
was sentenced to the penitentary. He didn’t 
escape, although he tried to. Four months 
ago he tried again and was killed.

Liz was biting her lips. She didn’t say 
anything.

“ Within a week of Bill’s death the man I 
know only as Adam came to see me. There 
were three others with him— hard-looking 
men. Adam asked me where Bill had hidden 
the money he took from the Midland City 
Bank. It had never ben found. Bill would 
never tell where it was. I didn’t know, either. 
I told Adam I didn’t know, but he wouldn’t 
believe me. He said Bill had told someone 
in prison that he had told me where he had 
hidden the money.”

“ That wasn’t true?”
Johnny frowned. “ I don’t think it was 

true. I went to see Bill once every month 
while he was in prison. W e never had a 
chance to talk alone. Someone always lis
tened to what we said. If Bill had men- 
tinoed the hiding place of the money, the 
authorities would have heard it.”

“ Could Bill have told you in— in code? 
That is, could he have told you without its 
appearing that he was telling you?”

Johnny shook his head. “ I ’ve thought 
about that. I ’ve gone over and over in my 
mind all we talked about. If Bill told me 
where the money was hidden, he told me so 
cleverly I haven’t found the answer.”

“ And this man Adam ?”
“ Adam and the men with him were— well 

they were pretty rough. They beat me un
conscious one night, and when I came to 
again, they told me I had a day to think over 
my refusal to talk. The warned me against 
going to the police or running away. They 
said the police couldn’t protect me forever 
and that I couldn’t run far enough to escape.
I thought I might be safe in a town this large.
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For a while I was sure I was safe, then I 
noticed them— the watchers.”

“ Adam’s men?”
“ Who else? I haven’t gone to the police. 

The police have no reason to be interested 
in me. But Adam has. He thinks I can lead 
him to a fortune.”

Liz was frowning. She said, “ Johnny, 
what will you d o ?”

“ I don't know," said Johnny. “ I don’t 
want to run away again. I can't spend the 
rest of my life running away.”

It seemed to have brought them close to
gether, if nothing else. Telling the story was 
like sharing a secret which welded their 
friendship. The next evening, Liz asked 
which watcher was outside, and when Johnny 
said it was Grandpa, she laughingly suggested 
taking him a cup of coffee. Then she grew 
quickly serious and touched Johnny on the 
arm and said, “ Don't worry. Johnny. It’ll 
work out.”

“ It would definitely work out,”  said 
Johnny, “ if the money could be found and 
recovered for the bank.”

“ But would it have been like Bill to tell 
you where he had hidden the money ? 
Surely you didn't approve what he had 
done.”

“ Of course I didn’t approve," said Johnny. 
“ But it would have amused Bill to tell me 
something right in the presence of the men 
who listened to what we said. It would have 
seemed like a game to him, a clever game.
I don’t think the money Bill had stolen was 
important to him. His conflict with the law, 
the excitement of the chase— those were the 
important things.”

T  IZ sat down in the chair near her radio,, 
which was playing softly. She was wear

ing a pale yellow print dress tonight and her 
hair curled softly around her face. A  sober, 
thoughtful face. A darned good-looking 
face, Johnny decided. He wondered why he 
had ever thought of her as frail and colorless.

“ What did you and Bill talk about when 
you went to see him ?" she asked slowly.

“ Mostly of the days when we were young, 
before the war,” Johnny answered. “ Bill 
never wanted to talk about current affairs 
or what he might do when he got out. He 
would start out by saying, 'Johnny, dp you

remember the time you climbed to the top 
of the barn and couldn’t get down?’ Or he 
might say, ‘Remember that hunting trip we 
took the morning before Christmas?’ He 
did a lot of talking about hunting trips. He 
seemed to be trying to recapture the feel of 
the past.”

“ Did he ever remind you of anything you 
didn’t remember?"

“ No. Never.”
“ Did there seem to be any point to what 

he was saying?"
“ Not that I can put my finger on. But I 

wasn't looking for anything in what he said. 
When I went to see him. Bill did most of the_ 
talking, and I let him. He seemed to want it 
that way. I did little more than listen.”

“ You had no hint he was planning an at
tempt to escape.”

Johnny frowned. “ Perhaps Bill did hint 
at what he was planning. The last time I 
saw him he said, just before I left, 'Well, 
Johnny, that covers our childhood com
pletely. I haven't left out a thing. It’s been 
fun, remembering.' Then he— ” Johnny 
broke off, his frown deepening.

“ Y ou ’ve thought of something," said Liz.
Perhaps he had. Perhaps He had found 

wrhat Bill had been trying to tell him if it 
were true that Bill had made a game of their 
talks. He felt suddenly excited.

“ Liz," he whispered, "that wasn’t true. 
That last statement of Bill’s wasn’t true. 
He hadn't covered our childhood completely. 
In all our talks, he never once touched on the 
one thing we did more than anything else.”

“ What was that?”
“ W e went fishing. The river was close to 

our farm, and whenever we could get away, 
we went fishing. There was a place where 
we hid our poles and bait so we could sneak 
off and fish and not give ourselves away by 
having to carry our poles with us. W e never 
made much of that hiding place, but 
maybe— ”

“ Maybe.it would be worth a look?"
Johnny nodded his head. He got to his 

feet. Excitement gripped him. The more he 
thought of it, the more he was sure he had 
found the answer. If he could get away, 
check, and make sure. If he were right, the 
watchers would disappear. They would have 
no reason to watch him.
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“ What will you d o? ’’ Liz was asking.
“ Go to Midland City,”  said Johnny, the 

plan already formulating in his mind. “ Go 
out to the farm and through the woods to
ward the river. If I’m right. I ’ll go to the 
police. But I ’ll have to fool Slim.”

“ You mean you’ll leave tonight?”
Liz was standing, too, his excitement re

flected in her face.
“ Why not?” asked Johnny. “ Why not
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tonight? I can get out the back way, Liz. 
The watcher won't see me. When I come 
back— ”

He paused, aware of the sudden warm 
rush of color to his face. But it was all right, 
for Liz was flushing, too. and her eyes had 
widened. Johnny took a step toward her, 
and then another, and then he was holding 
her in his arms. He whispered, “ Liz, when 
I come back— ”

Liz nodded. “ Yes, Johnny,” she prom
ised. "W hen you come back."

HE needed a few things from his room for 
the trip and went there to get them but 

didn't click on the light. A  light in his room, 
which had been dark, might indicate some
thing unusual to the man outside, and he 
didn't want that. Grinning, he stepped to 
the window and looked outside. Immediately, 
his grin was gone. The watcher wasn’t there!

Slim wasn’t in his place in the shadowed 
doorway across the street!

Johnny’s muscles tightened. An icy chill 
raced up and down his spine, and he could 
feel perspiration all over his body.

What did it mean? For the first time in 
days, the watcher across the street was gone.

The door behind Johnny swung shut— the 
door to the hall. He had left it open but he 
heard the click as it shut and another click 
as the lights went on, and he jerked around, 
knowing whom he would see even before he 
turned, knowing he would see the thin, pale- 
faced man who called himself Adam.

It was Adam. He stood against the closed 
door, thin and pale and unsmiling, a gun in 
his hand, a gun leveled straight at Johnny. 
There were two others with him this time. 
Two hard-faced men who were watching 
Johnny closely.

“ Move away from the window, Evans,”  
came the order. “ Rick, pull the shade.”

Johnny stepped away from the window. 
He moved to the edge of the bed and stood 
there. One of the men pulled the shade.

There was a crooked smile on Adam’s face. 
“ So we found you,”  he said slowly. “ I 
warned you we would, Evans. You’re time 
has run out, but maybe you know that. To
night you’re going to talk. Tonight you’re 
going to tell me where the money’s hidden.”

Johnny took a deep breath. He shook his 
head. “ I don’t know where the money’s, 
hidden. I told you that before.”

“ So you’re going to be stubborn.”
“ I can’t help you,”  said Johnny. “ That’s 

all.”
Adam grunted. He said, “ Rick, take care 

of the girl in the next room where Evans 
was visiting when we got here. She might 
hear noises through the wall and get ideas 
about calling the police.”

“ Sure thing. Adam,”  said the man who 
had pulled the shade. He started toward the 
door.

Johnny took a step forward but was 
stopped by Adam’s gun. A sudden fear 
choked him. Liz had no part in this. It 
wasn’t right that she be included.

“ What’s he going to d o?”  he asked 
sharply, as Rick left the room.

“ Nothing much,”  said Adam. “ But maybe 
youb'C given me an idea. Maybe you don’t
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want the girl pushed around. How about 
it? ”

"She’s just another girl,”  said Johnny. 
But that was a lie, a deliberate lie. Liz was 
something special.

Adam shrugged his shoulders. “ You ’ve 
one more chance to do it the easy way, Evans. 
Where’s the money?”

“ I don’t know,”  said Johnny.
The other man in the room stepped up be

side him and slapped a fist into his stomach. 
Johnny tried to block it, but the bed was 
behind him, preventing him from twisting 
away. Pain doubled him over, and some
thing, smashed against his head, drove him 
to the floor. Moments later, he was lying on 
the bed, his arms and legs securely tied, and 
Adam was standing above him.

“ You’re going to talk-ihis time, Evans,” 
the man was saying. “ You’re going to tell 
us where the money’s hidden if we have to 
burn it out of you with cigarettes against 
your face— or against the girl’s face. W e’ll 
bring her in here. Maybe we’ll start on her 
first.”

T T  was hard for Johnny to think. Pain was 
still rocking through his head, but he 

knew what he had to do. He had figured out 
Bill’s message to him, but he had found the 
answer too late. A  day too late. If it hadn’t 
been for Liz—

“ Tell Rick to bring the girl in here, 
Carlos,”  said Adam. “ I ’ve an idea he’ll sing 
pretty fast after we go to w'ork on her. I 
think— ”

“ Don’t bring her in here,”  said Johnny, 
the words rushing from his lips. “ Don’t 
touch her. I ’ll tell you what you want to 
know. I ’ll tell you— ”

He stared toward the door. It had opened, 
and men were coming into the room— men 
in uniform— policemen. In an instant, half 
a dozen guns were covering Adam and 
Carlos; and Adam, his face even more pale, 
was backing away toward the wall, both arms 
raised above his head.

“ There’s a girl in the next room,”  Johnny 
shouted. “ One of Adam’s men— ”

“ Don’t worry,”  said one of the officers. 
“ W e’ve got him. It’s been a good night. ”

Tw o of the policemen remained after the

others had gone with their prisoners. Johnny 
and Liz sat on the edge of the bed in 
Johnny’s room, their hands tightly joined.

“ So that’s where I think the money is 
hidden,” said Johnny at the end of his story. 
“ In the hollow tree where we used to hide 
our fishing poles.”

One of the officers nodded. “ Yes, that’s 
where it was found. I think a chap named 
Sam Rogers used to fish with you. He had 
the idea, one day, that Bill Evans might have 
hidden the money there. He took a look and 
found it and notified the bank. At the request 
of the F. B. I., the recovery of the money 
wasn't announced.”

“ W h y?”
“ W e knew that Adam Rossiter had tried 

to pry information about the money from 
you. An F. B. I. trap, when he went to see 
you in Midland City, almost got him. He 
was high on their list of wanted men. When 
you came to New York and found a room 
here, we were notified. W e’ve been watching 
your place, waiting for Rossiter to show up 
again. Hints as to where you were living 
were dropped at sources which we thought 
he might tap.”

“ Then the watchers were policemen!”  
gasped Johnny.

“ If you mean the men who’ve been tailing 
you, yes.”

“ Slim and Shorty and Grandpa were 
policemen?”

The officer laughed at Johnny’s names for 
the three men who had' watched over him.

Johnny Evans got to his feet. He crossed 
to the window and looked outside. There 
was no one in the doorway of the electric 
store. The man who had been there tonight 
had called in to headquarters when he saw 
Adam Rossiter enter the apartment.

“ They followed you to and from work 
just to be on hand in case Rossiter tried a 
kidnaping,” explained the officer. I hope 
they didn’t bother you too much.”

Johnny grinned. “ I ’ll sort of miss them, 
but I reckon I can stand it.”

He looked around at Liz. She was smil
ing at him. Johnny wondered how long the 
two officers would stay. He hoped it 
wouldn’t be much longer. He and Liz had 
things to talk about, •  •  •
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A Quiz by JOSEPH C. STACEY

Listed below in jumbled fashion are the names or ‘ ‘nicknames’* 
of 12 persons, places, or things pertaining to cops, criminals, 

crime, past and present, together with a thumbnail description 
of each. Match up at least 8 correctly for a passing score; 9-to- 
XI is good; 12 excellent.

1. DAISY MAE

2. BOBBY

3. THE MAIDEN

4. BLACK MARIA

5. ROGUES’ GALLERY

6. MICKEY FINN

7. THE ROCK

8. GENDARME

9. PILLORY

10. CANGUE

11. STOCKS

12. OUSTITI

ANSWERS

•S-Zl ‘q-U ‘p-0l * * - 6  ‘1-8 ‘H

(a ) a framework in which an offender was 
fastened by the neck and wrists and 
exposed to public scorn.

(b ) an obsolete apparatus of punishment; 
i. e., a board pierced to receive the 
wrists and ankles of a prisoner.

(c )  a drink drugged (usually) with chloral 
hydrate.

(d ) a heavy wooden collar or yoke, worn 
around the neck by convicts in China 
as a punishment.

(e ) an English cop.

( f )  a beheading machine used in Scotland 
in the 16th and 17th centuries.

(g )  a thin-nosed, plier-like tool, used by 
criminals in opening locked doors from 
the outside. It’s inserted into the lock 
from the outside, and the tip of the key 
is grasped and turned to unlock the 
door.

(h) nickname of the FBI “dummy” used 
in training new agents.

( i )  a prison van; a patrol wagon.

( j )  Alcatraz Prison.

(k ) a collection of photographs of crim
inals taken to aid police in their future 
identification.

( l )  a French cop.

‘a-9 ‘>t-s ‘i-y ‘j-e ‘3-2 ‘q-i



RIGHT GUY
Chapter I

IT W A S  H O T, the steamy, sticky kind 
of evening that sucked swarms of grubby 

kids and half-naked men and women from 
the ovenlike tenements and sprawled them 
listlessly over the littered sidewalks and 
the rust-grimed fire escapes and the dirty 
brown stoops.

Danny walked along like a man in a night
mare, vaguely conscious of the stench of 
garbage seeping from the uncovered cans 
in the dark alleys, the stifling acrid odor of 
burnt oil and gasoline from the rumbling 
traffic along the avenue behind him, the 
stink of rotting pressed-out grapes care
lessly tossed into the filthy gutter.

This was his home. The way he kept re
peating it to himself it might have been 
the first time he'd ever really noticed. But 
tonight a hard core of anger pressed inside 
him, as if the heat were slowly bringing his 
rage to a boil.

He turned in at the shabby house where 
he lived. The weary old women and worn 
old men, sitting on boxes and old kitchen 
chairs, were like wraiths. A monstrously 
fat woman was sprawled over the stoop, her

loose quivering bulk obscenely visible under 
a thin, washed-out, sweat-streaked house- 
dress. He nodded absently in answer to 
her greeting and walked inside, grateful 
for the dimness that hid the unaccountable 
flush creeping over his fevered face.

He plodded up the stairs, avoiding by 
habit the loose, cracked marble steps he’d 
so often thought would surelv trip someone 
some day and send him tumbling down with 
a broken neck. The house was very quiet, 
and all the doors of the flats were open, as 
if the people had hastilv abandoned their 
homes in a rush to escape the heavy, tor
turing, smothering heat. He could hear 
sizzling in a frying pan as he came up the 
third floor and caught the smell of slightly 
stale fat and meat not quite fresh. It was 
hamburgers tonight again. He suddenly 
Wasn't hungry any more.

At the open door to the kitchen he stopped. 
His sister, Cathy, was at the stove, a small, 
ancient four-burner with the oven under
neath, its enamel chipped away and rust 
showing around the edges. He watched 
the sweat trickling down his sister’s thin
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white neck onto the collar of her clean 
housedress whose flowers had long since 
been washed out.

His eves flicked to the round oilcloth-cov
ered table. His father was sitting there, 
reading the newspaper, an intent look on 
his seamed, bony face, apparently concen
trating on every word. A pint bottle of wine 
stood in the center of the white oilcloth. It 
was unopened. For once, his father seemed 
sober.

The newspaper rattled impatiently, and 
the old man pushed back a strand of sweat- 
dampened gray hair, but he didn’t look at 
his son.. Danny went over to the sink, con
scious of the drip-drip that mingled with 
the sizzling of the fat.

He picked up the brown soap and started 
washing.

“ What’s eating him ?” he growled to 
Cathy.

“ His gun,” she replied in a low voice.

55
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“ That gun he had while he had that watch
man’s job. It’s missing.”

A SLIG H T tingle ran up Danny's bare 
arms. He should have known his father 

would be looking for it one of these days, 
since it could, after all, be turned into mon
ey. He’d meant to get it back from Nicky.

“ It must be around some place,”  he said 
finally. “ Unless he hocked it while—  
while— ”

“ N o,”  Cathy said firmly. ‘ ‘You know he’d 
never do that. He's always hoping to get 
another job and— ” Her voice trailed off.

Dannv shrugged and got the towel and 
dried himself. From the corner of his eye, he 
saw his father was still grimly reading the 
paper. The yellow light from the chandelier 
made his skin seem more sallow, older, and 
his eyes duller and more hopeless.

Danny grunted, looked away impatiently, 
then stared at the frying pan. “ Hamburgers 
again!”

“ W e’ll get a change tomorrow,”  Cathy 
said. She bit her lip, then added. " I f  my 
unemployment check gets here.”  She bright
ened a little, smiled tentatively at her broth
er. “ You’ll get paid tomorrow, too, won't 
you?”

Danny felt himself reddening and he 
avoided his sister’s eyes. “ N o.” He drew a 
long breath. “ I quit tonight.”

The newspaper rattled, and the chair 
scraped harshly as Old Mike jumped to his 
feet. “ You quit!”

Danny swung around. “ Yeah, I quit.”
The old man’s lips drew back, and his 

face turned scarlet. “ You bum. You dirty 
lazy bum. This is the fourth job— ”

“ Shut u p !” Danny barked.
Old Mike stepped back, as if his son had 

slapped him. The two stared at each other. 
Danny’s fists were clenched and he was 
trembling.

“ Yeah, I quit,” he repeated savagely. 
“ You want to know why? Because I was 
going to be fired tomorrow, anyway. Pratt 
— my foreman— he found out. And he kept 
rubbing my nose in it all day.” His voice 
dropped to a hoarse whisper. “ He found 
out my old man is a thief.”

Old Mike’s face went dead white. His

gnarled, blue-veined hands slowly curled, 
and he leaned forward, resting his knuckles 
on the table, his eyes blazing.

“ It’s a lie,”  he said hoarsely. “ It’s a 
dirty, stinking lie. I never stole anything 
— nothing— never. You don’t believe it, do 
you? Well, go ask Landraf down at the 
dock. It was Bull— Bull Nelson, the shape- 
up boss. H e’s the bov behind that ring of 
dock thieves. The cops were closing in -on 
him, and he needed a fall-guy. He picked on 
me because 1 wouldn’t play ball with him. 
Go up to the insurance company and ask 
Landray. Sure, the stealing stopped a while 
after I was fired. But now it’s going on just 
like before. Danny, you got to believe me. 
I didn’t fall while I was drunk, the wav von 
said I did. Nelson beat me up because I 
told him I was going to the cops to tell 
them the truth.”

“ You threatened him,” Danm said fierce
ly. “ What did you expect? Only a rat runs 
to the cops. If you'd played ball with him 
— Okay, so you’re not a thief. You’re just 
plain dumb.”

Cathy whirled from the stove. “ Danny, 
you mustn’t say that. Papa had to do what 
was right. He had to be honest and de
cent.”

“ W hy?”
The word crashed through the room, 

seemed to echo violently, then peter away 
into dull oblivion. There was a long, pain
ful silence. The old man moved first. He 
reached for the unopened wine bottle, his 
hand shaking visibly. He hesitated, grunted 
suddenly, limped over to the sink. He took 
a thick tumbler from the shelf, drew himself 
a glass of water, limped back to the table 
and sat down.

Cathy put the supper on the table. “ W e’d 
better eat before everything gets cold,”  she 
said quietly.

Danny glared at the food-—the hamburg
ers, shrunken almost to nothing after the 
fat had been rendered from the cheap meat; 
the noodles, slimy with fat and sprinkled 
with too little yellow cheese to make any 
difference in the taste. He didn’t feel like 
eating. But he was young and he was hun
gry, and even the heat and the anger and 
the resentment couldn’t take that from him.
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TVTOT a word was spoken while they ate.

'  Danny kept his mind a blank. He didn’t 
want to think— about the food, about his 
father, about his job, about anything. He 
noticed finally that his father was eyeing the 
wine bottle with longing.

“ Go ahead, Pop,” he growled impatiently. 
“ What’s the difference?”

Old Mike reached for the bottle. His hand 
flattened on the.whit'* oilcloth, held there a 
long moment, then drew back. leaving a 
damp palm mark plainly visible.

“ If Mama hadn’t been so sick for so long 
before she died.” Cathy said bitterly, “ and 
right at the time Papa broke his knee— ” 

“ If,” Danny spat. “ Yeah, if. Seventeen 
years with the same construction company 
— coming up from ditch digger to cat driv
er. The cat turns and falls on him, and they 
say it was his own negligence and he doesn’t 
get a penny. So he's out of a job— thrown 
on the scrap heap like a rotten banana peel.” 

Cathy started to say something, flushed, 
got up, and went for the coffee pot. Danny 
watched her and suddenly, remembering 
where this had started, felt that crawling 
sensation along his arms again.

“ That gun.”  he said softly. “ What made 
you bring that up?"

She avoided his eyes-as she poured. “ A 
cop was here. He asked Papa if he still 
had it.”  She bit her lip. “ He was nasty about 
it, too.”

Danny scowled. “ A1 Burke, I ’ll bet.” 
“ Yes, that was his name. He— he said 

Papa had better find it or— or—  Well, he 
didn’t say what.”

Danny was conscious that his father was 
eyeing him. He hadn’t seen Nicky since 
he’d lent him that gun. He wasn’t even sure 
Nicky had gone through with that liquor 
store holdup with Duke Hubner. He had 
looked through the papers today and yes
terday, but he hadn’t found anything about 
any job that would fit the one Nicky had 
outlined. He was almost sorry now that 
he’d backed out at the last minute.

He felt a tightening in his chest. Maybe 
they’d run into trouble. Maybe that gun 
was hot now. He was careful not to show 
the scared feeling that ran through him. He 
finished his coffee and got up from the ta

ble, rubbing his wet palms along the seams 
of his slacks.

“ I’m going out,”  he said brusquely.
“ Danny— ” Cathy began.
He turned at the door. “ Yeah?”
Her eyes shifted quickly. “ Nothing.”
He scanned her face— pale, drawn, little 

blue veins showing at her temples. She was 
growing old long before her time. She was 
thin, almost skinny.

“ Cathy, don’t do any washing tonight,”  he 
said huskily. “ The money they pay is so 
little it’s not worth— ” He stopped, felt him
self redden. “ I'll have another job tomor
row. A good job .”

He turned abruptly and, from the corner 
of his eye, saw his father reaching for the 
wine bottle. A curious scared feeling 
swirled through him. As he plunged down 
the narrow, dark staircase, he felt that the 
walls were slowly closing in on him, closing 
in to squeeze him to death.

Chapter II

THE heat hadn't let up. His shirt clung 
to his back, and his shoes seemed to be 

filled with water and to squish with each 
step he took. He threaded his way through 
the kids who were playing on the filthy 
sidewalk. Little kids, naked except for dirty 
sunsuits, shorts or even sagging diapers, 
moved over like sluggish insects to let him by.

He stopped at the corner and hesitated, 
wondering where Nicky might be hanging 
around. He decided to try Tanner’s candy 
store first. A stocky, square-faced man in a 
rumpled seersucker suit was coming across 
the street toward him. Jim Lohr.

Danny's instinct was to start running, 
but somehow he’d never been scared of 
Jim, not the way he’d always been scared 
of other cops. Jim wasn’t like the rest.

He waited, but he couldn't return the 
smile Jim gave him.

“ How's it going, Danny?” Lohr greeted. 
Danny shrugged. “ So, so.”
“ AYe miss you. Pete Zochek took your 

place at second base. He’s all right, but 
hedl never have your speed and hustle.”  
Lohr’s eyes narrowed slightly. “ H ow ’s the 
jo b ?”
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Danny avoided his eyes. “ I quit today.”  
The stocky man smiled. “ W ho’d you slug 

this time?”  His smile faded when Danny 
didn’t answer. “ Danny, that temper of yours 
gets you in more trouble. You ’ve got to 
learn how to control— ”

Danny broke in, furious. “ I did. All day 
long, I kept my temper. He kept riding 
me and riding me. And he told me straight 
out he was going to get me fired. So, I 
thought it over carefully. I hit him, then 
I quit.”

“ W h y?”  Lohr asked quietly. “ W hy did 
he ricfe you?”

“ He called Pop a thief,”  Danny said fierce
ly. “ Yeah, and that’s what they think of 
me, too. You kept telling me you wanted to 
help us. Pop believed that crap. That’s why 
he told you about Bull Nelson. Bull Nelson’s 
the guy you ought to— ” He broke off, 
shrugged. “ What’s the use?”

Lohr’s eyes were steady. “ Look, Danny, 
I told your father I believed him. I still do. 
I still believe Nelson used your father. I 
told you at the time, and I’m telling you 
now, we’ll get Bull Nelson. And when we 
do, I ’ll see to it that your father is cleared 
and gets a new job— a better one. I prom
ised and I haven’t forgotten, Danny. Only 
it takes time.”

“ Sure, and meanwhile Pop’s got to be 
hounded by ra—  by guys like A1 Burke. 
Yeah, only tonight he came and— ”

Lohr grinned and slapped Danny lightly 
on the arm. “ Come on, Danny. It’s hot, and 
we all feel nasty. How about a swim at the 
Y ?  ■ I was on my way there.”

“ Some other time. I got to see some
body. ”

As he started to turn, Lohr caught his 
arm. “ Drop by my office in the courthouse 
tomorrow morning, Danny. If it happened 
the way you said it did— and I believe you 
— I’ll get you your job back. Wickham, the 
big boss, is a right guy.”

Danny shrugged the hand away. “ I ’ll think 
about it.”

He hurried off, faster than he really 
wanted to, feeling hot and prickly inside. 
That guy. He looked like a good joe and 
talked like a good joe, and he was one hell
uva swell baseball coach. He’d nearly made

the big leagues himself and he’d gotten try
outs for several of the fellows. But he was 
a cop and when the chips were down, he’d 
be no different from the rest.

Q O M E  kids were shooting craps in the 
*0 apron of light that came from Tanner’s 
candy store window. Nicky wasn’t among 
them. Danny crossed the avenue and looked 
into Moran’s Bar and Grill. He was tempted 
to stop in for a beer but decided he’d bet
ter not until after he’d talked to Nicky 
and found out the score.

There was only one other possible place 
to look, the Valhalla Club, which was Duke 
Hubner’s hangout and a kind of headquar
ters for Mort Grundy. Nicky had been talk
ing for a long time about wanting to hook
up with Mort Grundy’s organization, and 
maybe Duke had finally fixed it for him.

He crossed the avenue again and headed 
for the low. dingy brick building that housed 
the club. He stood outside the wide open 
doors, peering in. It was cooler inside, for 
there were big hurricane fans set along the 
wall of the long store. He spotted Nick way- 
in the back by the card tables, hesitated, 
then went in. He was aware that the men 
around the pool table stopped and looked 
at him as he went by, but most of them 
knew him from around the neighborhood, 
so no one challenged him.

Nicky looked sharp in a new silky tan 
gabardine sports shirt, gray peg-topped 
slacks, brown nylon mesh shoes. A  grin 
spread over his wedge-shaped face as he 
caught sight of Danny coming toward him.

“ Been looking for you,” Danny said.
Nicky nodded, eyes on the poker game 

again. “ Yeah, I was going to stop by at your 
house, but I been busy.” His voice dropped. 
“ You shoulda been with us, Danny. A  
cinch.”

Danny frowned at the card table. “ I still 
think you were crazy, Nicky. A  yellow con
vertible. Every cop in the city could spot 
you a mile o ff.”

Nicky shrugged. “ Duke didn’t like it, ei
ther, when I gicked him up. But it worked 
out all right. W e got rid of the heap after 
the job. Nobody’ll ever find it.”

Danny shifted uneasily. “ About that gun,
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Nicky. I told".you I wanted it back.”

Nicky hesitated, shot a sidelong glance 
at his friend. “ I— well, it got lost.”

Danny felt himself tighten inside. “ Is it 
hot?” '

“ Naw,” Nicky replied.
The denial didn't ring quite true to Dan

ny. Still, Nicky’d been his pal since way 
back and would have said so if there’d been 
any trouble. They watched the game in 
silence for a while. Then, Nicky asked: 

“ You still got that job ?"
“ No, I quit." Danny said. He paused, then 

added bitterly, “ The boss made cracks about 
me and my old man. I slugged him.”

Nicky nodded slowly. “ Sure. I know how 
it is. That's the way it was after I came 
from the farm. Always hounding me." He 
chuckled. “ But that's over now. I ’m work
ing for Grundy."

Danny kept his eyes averted. “ What do
ing?"

“ Just— just walking around_■ with Duke. 
He's a salesman for Mr. Grundy. Beer. 
Strictly legit beer. Some of the bartenders 
don’t want to take Mr. Grundv’s beer, so 
Duke and I have to persuade them. Most 
take it right off, though. We only had to 
beat up one guy so far." He smiled at 
Danny. “ It’s seventy-five a week— and more 
later. Want in?"

T Y A N N Y  tingled. Seventy-five a week!
He'd been pulling down thirtv— less 

than twenty-tour after everything had been 
taken out— as helper on that truck. Twenty- 
four bucks a week and abuse. Seventy-five, 
working for guvs who wouldn’t let a man 
be pushed around.

Nicky jerked his head. “ Come on. I'll 
introduce you to Mr. Grundy. Duke’s up
stairs with him now. You’ll like Mr. Grun
dy. He's a right guy."

He started toward the side door. Danny 
found himself trailing along, his heart beat
ing a bit faster. He smiled as he saw the way 
Nicky swaggered a bit. Nicky was already 
thinking of himself as a big shot. But then, 
why not? With seventy-five bucks a week—  

The rickety wooden stairs creaked loudly 
as they went up. Like a burglar alarm, 
Dannv thought. Nickv stopped at the top,

hesitated, then grinned a bit uneasily at his 
pal. After a moment, he went on up the 
hall. There was an office at the far end, 
the door wide open, the drone of the fans 
noisy in the utter hush.

At the doorway, Nicky stopped and 
knocked on the door jamb. Duke Rubner 
was sitting in the armchair by the big oak 
desk, his long, lanky legs stretched out. 
Behind the desk, sitting straight, wearing 
a dark tropical suit and a collar and tie, 
was Mort Grundy. He was a bulky man, 
loose-jowled and running to fat. with bland 
blue eyes behind old-fashioned, si' "T- 
rimmed glasses. This man was no mug, 
Danny was thinking. Mort Grundy was a 
businessman, a big businessman and a smart 
one.

“ Okay, come on in,” Duke drawled. “ Hi, 
Danny.”

Nicky grinned uneasily. ‘H wanted to 
— I mean, I wanted you to— to introduce 
Danny to Mr. Grundy. Dannv wants a job .”

Duke said to Grundy, “ This is the kid 
I was telling you about. He was supposed 
to go along with us. He backed out at the 
last minute."

Mort Grundy’s bland blue eyes fixed 
thoughtfully on Danny. He didn’t say any
thing. Danny squirmed inside.

“ Look, I was willing to go," he blurted. 
“ But I still say a guy who takes a canary- 
colored convertible for a holdup ought to 
have his head examined. If they’d have taken 
that black sedan, like I said— ”

Grundv’s expression didn't change. He 
just kept staring at the young man. After 
a long moment he swiveled slowly toward 
Duke. •

“ Good build on that boy," he said softly. 
“ And he’s got brains. More brains than 
some of the so-called smart guys who’ve 
been in the business for years."

“ Now, look, Mort— " Duke began.
“ Shut up," Grundy said tonelessly. He 

swiveled back again, smiled at Danny. 
“ Brains is good. But too much is no good. 
A  guv in the rackets has got to know how 
to take orders."

Danny grinned. “ If a guy with brains told 
me I should take a yellow convertible on a 
job, so I take a yellow convertible.”
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Grundy smiled faintly. He sighed and 

reached over, picked up a snapshot from the 
desk, and looked at it wistfully.

“ Ever see my place, Danny? Beautiful. 
Hot weather like this makes me wish I could 
stay up there all summer. Look.”

T T E  TO SSE D  the picture across the desk. 
A .I Puzzled, Danny picked it up, looked at 
it. It showed Mort Grundy and a slim, 
pretty woman— his wife, Danny guessed—  
and two small kids in trunks. In the back
ground was a clear, smooth lake with a 
speedboat tied up to the small dock. Danny 
could almost smell the clean, pine-scented 
morning air and feel the cool breeze.

“ Like to go up there?”  Grundy asked 
casually.

“ You bet I would,”  Danny said with more 
enthusiasm than he’d intended to show.

“ It’s right near the Canadian Border,”  
Grundy said. “ Can you drive a truck?”

“ I got a license,”  Danny said, nodding.
Grundy nodded slowly. “ W e like to 

change off drivers so their faces don’t get 
too familiar. Drop in and see me tomorrow 
morning, Danny. Maybe we can get to
gether and work out something.”

“ Yeah— sure.”
Danny was staring at the picture, re

membering his boss at the wholesale grocery 
place where he’d been working. Wickham 
had proudly passed around a picture some
thing like this. Only his place didn’t have 
a lake on it, and his wife wasn’t as pretty. 
There wasn’t much difference between the 
two men. Both were businessmen, sharp, 
smart businessmen. Only Mort Grundy was 
square and he understood fellows like Danny. 
A  right guy.

Danny put the picture back on the desk. 
“ Yeah, I ’ll be in tomorrow’ morning. Thanks, 
Mr. Grundy.”

He struggled to keep his elation from 
showing, tried to keep as casual a look as 
Grundy had. He suppressed his smile when 
he saw that Nicky looked sheepish, even a 
little jealous. He nodded to Duke, half 
turned, paused.

“ Look, Duke, Nicky told me that gun I 
lent him got lost. I have to get it back if 
I can.”

Duke’s brows arched slightly. "W h y ?”
“ It’s my old man’s. He used it while he 

had that watchman’s job down on the docks. 
It’s registered in his name.”

“ Registered?”  Duke asked softly.
“ Yeah. And A1 Burke was around the 

house tonight asking my old man about it.”
Duke shot a glance at Grundy and opened 

his mouth to sav something. The plump man 
waved him to silence, smiled at Dannv.

“ Don’t worry about it, kid. W e’ll get it 
back for you.”

Danny nodded again and strolled out, 
Nicky going ahead of him.' He wanted to 
whistle, but he held it in. Yet, he was a 
bit disturbed, too. He was sure Grundy 
would take care of it, all right, but he was 
curious. He wanted to know what had gone 
on. After all, this put him into it, too.

Chapter I I I

A N N Y  started to say something, but 
Nicky turned quickly on the stairs and 

put his fingers to his lips. Puzzled, Danny 
followed him down. He didn’t say anything 
until they were outside. Then, Nicky turned 
and said angrily:

“ You dope. You shouldn’t have asked 
Duke about that gun, not in front of Mr. 
Grundy, anvw’av.”

“ W h y?” '
Nicky’s hands fluttered, and he licked his 

lips nervously. “ Mort doesn’t like it— losing 
guns, I mean.”

Danny’s teeth clenched. “ Nickv, you 
didn’t hold up a liquor store like you said 
you were going to, did you ? I looked through 
all the papers yesterday. I didn't see any
thing about it. What happened ?”

“ Nothing.”  Nicky was obviously lying, 
for even though he was sweating, he was 
a bit pale, too. “ Look, Danny, just keep 
your mouth shut about this whole deal 
and— ”

He broke off, his eyes bugging. Danny 
eyed him curiously, then turned to see what 
Nicky was staring at. A small black sedan 
had double parked just across the street. 
Two men were coming'toward them, two big 
bruisers. One of them had a flat face and 
a broken nose like a battered wrestler’s. A



faint rumbling went' through Danny’s stom
ach as he recognized the man as A1 Burke, 
Detective First Classs.

Nicky swore violently and started run
ning. Danny had more sense. He stood fast, 
watched the other detective break into a 
sprint and draw his gun as he went into 
action. Danny wondered at the absence of 
fear in himself. Nicky was being dumb. 
They could shoot him down like a dog and 
get away with it. He waited, feeling strange
ly placid as A1 Burke came striding toward 
him.

“ Okay, Weaver, let’s go.”
“ W here?”  Danny asked. He didn’t feel 

scared, but there was a lump in his throat 
just the same. “ You got nothing on me. You 
can’t take me in. not without a charge. What 
have I done? What’s the charge? I got a 
right to— ”

Burke’s fist caught Danny on the cheek. 
His head snapped hack and hit the brick 
wall, and stars exploded before his eyes. He 
felt a rough hand grab his shoulder, spin 
him around, and send him staggering across 
the sidewalk. He didn’t resist. He didn’t 
want to. He was scared now, all right. He 
had to admit it. But it was different from 
any feeling he’d ever known before. The fear 
and the sullen defiance that went with it had 
been joined by a calm confidence. He was 
sure Mort Grundy had seen this from the 
window overhead. For the first time, he 
felt he had a friend who could protect him 
from being pushed around. For the first 
time, he didn’t feel so helpless and alone.

It wasn’t far to the station house. Danny 
sat in the back with Nicky, staring straight 
ahead. A1 Burke was turned on the front 
seat, elbow over the back, .holding his gun 
down, watching the two warily. The car 
swung into the driveway alongside the grimy 
old Victorian police station and pulled into 
the big back yard.

Then Danny saw it— a yellow convertible 
parked between a wrecked sedan and a 
white-topped patrol car. The windshield was 
a mass of tiny cracks spiderwebbing out from 
a small round hole— a bullet hole, Danny 

-thought. The door was open, and there was 
a splash of something brown near the bot
tom of the yellow panel. Danny felt an eerie

RIGHT
drawing sensation in his cheek muscles when 
he realized it was blood.

THHE car stopped at the back entrance 
and Burke got out, gun in hand. Nicky 

heaved himself up and got out, his eyes fixed 
on that yellow convertible.

“ I don’t know nothing.”  he jittered. “ Dan
ny, you don’t know nothing— ”

“ He don’t know nothing, she don’t know 
nothing,” Burke intoned wearily. He 
punched Nicky’s shoulder with the heel of 
his hand. “ Upstairs, sonny boy, and we’ll 
find out.”

He dropped behind Danny, prodded him 
through the massive, wide open doors. 
Danny headed for the desk, but the big 
detective swung him around and pushed him 
toward the broad marble stairs. Danny 
started to protest, then shrugged and went 
up. Okay, he could take it. But he wasn’t 
going to have to take it for long.

The detective division was empty, except 
for the man at the switchboard and an
other man at one of the desks that clut
tered the huge room. No. not quite empty. 
Danny stopped short when he spotted the old 
man and the pale, slim young woman who 
sat on a wooden bench against the far wall. 
Pop and Cathy ! He gasped, pushed through 
the swinging gate,

“ Why did they bring you— ”
Burke grabbed his arm, shoved him toward 

the bench to the left of the entrance. “ Sit 
down and no talking. One peep out of you 
and— ” He turned to the swart, black-haired 
detective at the desk. “ Keep an eye on this 
kid, Sal. See that he keeps quiet. W e’re 
taking the other, kid first.”

Burke prodded Nicky into the side room 
on the left. Danny stood there, quivering 
inside. He looked over at his father and 
sister. Cathy gave him a small, tentative 
smile. Old Mike just stared, his eyes 
watery, bewildered, his loose mouth drawn 
down hopelessly.

Danny’s fists clenched. “ Why are they 
here? W e got a right to know. W e got a 
right to— ”

“ Sit dow n!”  the swart detective barked. 
He tossed an almanac over to the edge of his 
desk. “ Here’s something to read in the
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meantime. The Constitution’s on page eighty- 
nine.”

“ I ’ve read it,”  Danny said fiercely. “ Rut 
you haven’t, you dirty ignorant b— Danny 
stopped as the detective half rose.

For a long moment, the two stared at 
each other. Slowly Danny -sat down. The 
swart man kept staring, two vivid red spots 
on his bony cheeks. He relaxed bit by bit, 
then seated himself again. He picked up a 
pencil, toyed with it a few seconds, then set 
it down carefully.

“ You’re Danny Weaver, aren't you ?” he 
asked mildly. “ Sure, you are. I’ve seen you 
around. And from what I heard, you're 
not a bad kid.”  He studied Danny a mo
ment. “ W e’re not as bad as you think we 
are, Danny. Okay, we get rough once in 
a while and we make mistakes. But we got 
a rough and dirty job. Our job is to protect 
people like— like— well, maybe like you. If 
you’re clean, we’ll fight for you all the way.” 
He paused, shifted uncomfortably. “ You 
don’t believe that, do you?”

Danny shrugged. The detective sighed, 
picked up his pencil, and went back to the 
report he was writing. Danny watched him 
closely. Queer guy. He remembered him 
now— Sal Largo.

He used to pound a beat in the neigh
borhood, breaking up stickball games, chas
ing kids out of those old abandoned tene
ments, going after them when they stole 
fruit from Tony’s.

There’d been one time— a crazy man had 
killed his wife with a meat cleaver and was 
terrorizing the whole neighborhood. Sal 
Largo had chased him through the panic 
stricken crowds— without a gun. If he’d 
shot and missed, he’d surely have hit some
one in the crowd. So, he’d pitted his night
stick against that cleaver and had taken the 
cleaver on his scalp and shoulder. Risked 
his life— for fifty bucks a week. Maybe sev
enty-five now, after ten years on the force. 
It didn’t make sense.

WH ILE  he sat quietly, Danny tried to 
ignore the confused feelings through 

him. But the sullen fear hadn’t left him, the 
tenseness was still in his muscles. Through 
the hush, he could hear the murmur of voices

— Burke’s gruff and angry, another sharp 
voice, a cry every once in a while. He 
looked over at his father, sitting thin-lipped 
and expressionless. There wasn’t a mark 
on him. Or on Cathy, either. But then, 
these guvs knew how to do it without leav
ing marks. He squirmed, wondering when 
Mort Grundy would come to get him out 
of this.

The big door popped back finally and 
Xicky came out, walking shakily yet with 
a slight swagger, a small, smug smile on 
his sharp face. He gave Danny a broad 
wink. Burke pushed him toward the bench 
where Dannv was sitting.

“ Come on, Danny, you’re next,” Burke 
growled. “ Watch that kid, Sal. H e’s second 
cousin to a snake.”

There was a funny prickling sensation 
in Danny’s legs when he walked into the 
other room. Burke’s broad face was glisten
ing, and the sweat had plastered his close- 
cropped hair together into small, stiff spines, 
making him look like a roused porcupine. 
Danny didn’t look at him as he went by. He 
could feel cold defiance taking hold inside 
again.

There were three other men in that small, 
bare room, the other detective w'ho’d been 
with Burke, a gray-haired man, paunchy 
and plump, his thin nose a reminder of the 
slimness of his youth. The third man, 
perched on the bare walnut table pushed 
against the far wall was Jim Lohr. He didn’t 
look up as Danny came in. He was giving 
elaborate attention to filing his nails.

“ Sit down,”  Burke said gruffly.
Danny went to the straight backed chair 

set in the center of the room and sat down, 
crossing his legs and folding his hands in. 
his lap. The high ceiling of the room made 
it seem immense. There was a shaded drop- 
light over the chair. Burke closed the door, 
switched off the other lights and the men in 
the room suddenly became vague, ominous 
shadows in the darkness beyond.

Burke came over from the door, circled the 
rim of the shadow, stiff-legged, like a bel
ligerent tomcat measuring an opponent. Dan
ny felt himself tightening inside. He clasped 
and unclasped his damp hands, crossed and 
uncrossed his legs, rubbed his palms along



RIGHT GUY 63
his thighs. The silence was thick and op
pressive. Sweat was trickling down his 
cheeks. Over and over, he kept telling him
self : Don’t talk. That was the code. Obey 
the code, and his friends would stick by 
him and get him out of this, no matter how 
serious the rap might be.

“ Danny," Burke began brusquely,* “ two 
nights ago, about eight o ’clock, you and Nick 
were shooting craps in the gutter outside 
Tanner's candy store. Don’t deny it, be
cause I saw you, and mv partner saw you, 
too. W e watched you go broke. Then you 
and Nick talked a while. You walked up 
to A-venue A together. A car was parked 
up there, a yellow convertible. You stole 
that car.’ ’

“ I— ” Danny caught himself and shrugged 
with feigned indifference. “ You’re doing the 
talking.’ ’

Burke’s heavy face grew taut. He turned 
abruptly and went over to the table where 
Jim Lohr was sitting. He came back with 
a gun. A snub-nosed .38 service revolver. 
Danny could feel the blood draining from 
his face. It was— no, maybe it just looked 
like his father’s.

“ Four shots were fired from this gun,” 
Burke said grimly. “ Those four bullets 
killed a man.”

Danny’s hands curled into fists, and he 
quivered inside. Slowly, with an effort, he 
raised his head and looked Burke in the eye.

Chapter IV

I  D O N ’T know nothing about it.”  Danny 
glared defiance at the big man.

“ A great guy, you are,” Burke sneered. 
“ You ’re going to let vour old man take the 
rap, is that it?”

Danny’s eves snapped wide open. “ Pop? 
Pop didn’t have anything to do with this.” 

“ Yeah? Suppose you give him an alibi. 
Where was he that night?”

Danny hesitated, then licked his lips. 
“ Home, in bed. He’d been hitting the bottle. 
He was— drunk.”

“ You sound sure of that. Yeah, you must 
know, all right. While he was lying drunk 
in bed his son comes in and steals the gun 
from his bureau drawer.”

“ I— I—  You can’t prove it !”
Burke’s finger shot out, stabbed at him. 

“ Okay, I won’t. I ’ll believe you— and let 
your old man burn in the chair for this.” 

Danny cried out, half rose. Burke 
stepped forward, shoved him back hard. 
Danny sat down, and the'' chair scraped 
harshly, almost toppled.

He caught his balance, and managed to get 
out: “ Y-you can’t prove anything.”

“ N o?" Burke’s laugh was grating. “ W e 
got your old man dead to rights. W e got a 
case against him— an airtight case. He’s not 
only a thief, lie’s a murderer, too.”

Danny surged up at the detective. Burke’s 
fist whipped up. crashed on Danny’s jaw. 
Danny grabbed frantically at the chair to 
keep himself from falling, but it slithered 
away. He hit the floor on his shoulder and 
lay there, glaring up at Burke.

Jim Lohr stepped into the circle of light, 
helped Danny to his feet, pulled the chair 
over, and set him down again. He shot a 
scowl at Burke.

“ Cut out the rough stuff. Burke. That’s 
not ?oing to get you anywhere."

“ That punk went for me." Burke snapped 
out. “ What do you want me to do, kiss his 
fist? Get out of the way, Jim, and don’t 
interfere. Get back to your kindergarten 
and let me handle these little rats. I know 
how— ”

“ Pipe down,” the gray-haired man broke 
in quietly. “ You use your fists too much.” 

Burke whirled. “ Lieutenant, you can’t 
slap these dirty little punks on the wrist. 
You got to use— ”

“ Pipe down,” the lieutenant repeated 
sharply. He gave Burke a level look, and 
his voice dropped to a more gentle pitch. 
“ Burke* you’re all twisted up inside. Sure, 
I know what happened to your old man. I 
heard the storv. Shot in the back by a coked- 
up young hood just two weeks before he was 
due to retire, and the shock killed your 
mother. Sure, you got a right to hate them 
and to be tough. But this one’s just a kid. 
And he hasn’t got a record.”

“ Yet,”  Burke snapped.
“ If he gets a record,” Lohr put in an

grily, “ you’ll be part to blame, Burke. You 
and— ”
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“ Pipe down,”  the lieutenant cut in again. 

There was a moment of silence, then, “ You 
know the kid, Lohr. Maybe you can do 
something with him.”

Jim Lohr paced up and down a moment, 
his square face set, and now he was stiff
legged, too. He got control of himself in a 
moment, came over, and put his hand on 
Danny’s shoulder.

"Danny, don’t judge us all by Burke. 
H e’s got his memories, and they’ve messed 
him up inside. But he’s a good cop just the 
same. He only wants what’s right— the 
truth. You tell us the truth, and he won’t 
bother you any more— none of us will. Did 
you steal that car. Danny?”

“ N— ”  Danny hit his tongue, flushed. “ I 
don’t know anything,”  not a thing.”

1 3U R K E  snorted somewhere in the gloom.
Lohr scowled at him over his shoulder, 

then turned back to the young man.
"Y ou  gave yourself away, Danny. Now 

I believe you. I believe you didn’t steal 
that car. But a murder was committed that 
night, and there’s evidence enough to pin 
that murder on your father.”

“ He didn’t do i t ! Pop never killed any
body. Sure, he’s sore at some guys, but he 
wouldn’t kill anybody. W ho would he want 
to kill, anyway?”

Lohr shook his head. "W e ’re not telling 
you, not now, anyway. Just tell us what 
happened that night and you’ll clear your
self and your father, too. Tell us the truth, 
Danny. You stole that gun from your father 
and turned it over to Nick, didn’t you?” 

Danny straightened, his jaw hardening. 
“ I don’t know nothing. Not a thing. I ’m 
not saying anything until I see— until I see 
a lawyer. I got a right— ”

He broke off, his head swiveling as he 
heard a shrill, muffled voice outside. Burke 
Stepped over to the door, opened it a crack, 
then swore lividly, snapped on the lights.

“ The kid’s psychic. Talk of the devil, 
ft ’s Walt Sandeman, Mort Grundy’s mouth
piece.”

“ I told you you acted too fast,” the lieu
tenant said flatly. “ Better see what he 
wants.”

Burke opened the door wider, and the

shrill voice carried clearly into the narrow 
little room. “ What’s the charge? Under 
the law— ”

“ Aw, shut up,”  Burke said from the 
doorway. “ Take that little rat and get out of 
here, Sandeman.”

“ I want Danny Weaver, too,”  the lawyer 
called out. “ And Mike and Catherine 
Weaver, too— unless you have a charge 
against them.”

“ Get ou t!”  Burke roared.
Danny stood up, a smile breaking on his 

lips. They hadn’t let him down. He hesi
tated, then started for the door. No one 
made a move to stop him.

His grin widened as Burke stepped aside 
to let him pass, and he had a hard time 
suppressing the-urge to spit in the man’s 
face. But he could see that Burke was 
squirming with rage, and that was some satis
faction. He glanced hack and when he saw 
Jim Lohr was watching him, his grin faded 
and that irritating confused feeling gripped 
him once more. He expected Lohr to say 
something, but he didn’t. With a slight 
shrug, he strolled out, whistling softly.

Nicky and the lawyer were already gone, 
but he found Cathy and his father waiting 
for him at the head of the broad marble 
staircase. He thought they’d start asking 
questions, nag him for explanations. But 
they didn’t. They didn't even look at him 
as they went down the stairs with him. His 
elation was ebbing away and the fear and 
uneasiness were creeping into him once more. 
They had been battered by trouble, these 
three, but this seemed like something he was 
reading in a hook or seeing in a movie. 
He couldn’t quite believe they were walking 
in the chill shadow of murder.

The moment he came out of the station 
house, he caught sight of Duke leaning 
against a lamp post, idly swinging a key 
chain. He glanced to his side and saw that 
Cathy and his father had seen Duke, too.

“ You two go on ,” he said in a low voice. 
“ I'll be home in a little while.”

There was a frightened look on Cathy’s 
pale face. “ Y — you’re coming right home, 
aren’t you?”

Danny hesitated, then said, “ Yeah. I 
guess so.”
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T T E  LE FT them and strode over to the 

Duke. The tall, lean man put away 
his key ring, smiled.

“ They didn’t get a thing out of me,”  Dan
ny said.

“ I didn’t think they would,”  Duke said 
softly. “ I pegged you for a right guy. Mort 
likes men who keep their mouths shut.”

“ They got that gun," Danny said. “ And 
the ear. It’s parked hack behind the station 
house.”

“ Yeah, we know.”  Duke frowned, 
rocked on his heels. “ I wish you'd been 
with us on that job. Danny. That kid, 
Nicky— just plain dumb.” He smiled, show
ing even white teeth, and punched Danny 
lightly on the shoulder. “ Anyway, don’t 
worry. W e’ll take care of everything. Mort 
says to go home and stay there. Under
stand? That date stands for the morning.”

He nodded shortly, gave Danny a broad 
wink, and moved off. Danny had wanted to 
ask Duke what had happened on that job, 
whether there had been a murder. He was 
burning to know how deep he was in trou
ble, if at all. But he knew Duke wouldn’t 
tell him. Nicky would, though. He looked 
around, wondering where Nicky was. Prob
ably sent home, too.

He shrugged and started toward home. 
Then tensions were easing inside him. He 
had nothing to worry about. They’d take 
care of him— and Pop, too— just as long as 
he kept his mouth shut and obeyed orders. 
At long last, he was hooked up with the 
right guys.

When he got home, Old Mike was sit
ting at the kitchen table, reading his news
paper, just as he had been when Danny 
had come home from work. Cathy was 
washing clothes, her faded housedress soak
ing wet almost to the waist, plastered against 
the scrawny angles of her shoulder blades. 
Danny wanted to tell her to stop. But she’d 
only ask, “ How will the work get done if I 
don’t keep at it? ”

Listlessly he went over to the stove, then 
decided he didn’t want hot coffee. The kitch
en was stifling. He turned to the icebox, got 
the pick from the holder alongside, opened 
the top, and chipped off a chunk of ice. He 
washed it, put it in a pitcher and filled it

with water. There was no sound in the room 
but the tinkling of the ice in the pitcher and 
the growl of the clothes rubbing against the 
washboard. His father set the newspaper 
down as Danny sank wearily into the chair 
opposite him. Danny wouldn’t meet his 
father’s eyes. He wanted to go out, but he 
had orders.

“ You took that gun. didn’t you, Dan
ny?" Old Mike asked in a gentle voice. 
“ Tell the truth. Son.”

Danny shrugged, picked up one of the 
heavy tumblers, and poured himself a glass 
of water.

“ I told the police,” the old man said 
heavily, “ that we never lock our door, so 
someone who knew I had that gun must have 
come in and stole it.”

“ That’s a good story.” Danny said slow
ly. “ Yeah, I guess that’s the way it must 
have happened.”

“ Danny, this is murder.- They don’t put 
people in jail for murder. They put them 
in the electric chair.”

Danny looked up impatiently and resent
ment went through him when he saw how 
drawn his father's face was, the plea in his 
dull, lusterless gray eyes.”

“ Look, I ’m not even sure there was a 
murder. They didn’t tell me who was mur
dered. Did they tell you?”

“ N o." The loose flesh of the old man’s 
jowls quivered slightly. “ But I think I can 
guess. And if I ’m right— ”

There was a hot drawing sensation in 
Danny’s stomach. He could guess, too, and 
if he were right, Pop might be—  He 
brushed the thought aside angrily and stared 
sullenly down at his glass of water. It was 
out of his hands now, anyway. He had 
friends who would take care of everything.

He was aware that Cathy had stopped 
working and was standing beside him. “ Dan
ny, you didn’t steal that car, did you ?” Her 
voice was very soft. “ No, you weren’t even 
in on it. I know, because you're not hard 
to read, Danny. Whenever you’ve done any
thing wrong, you show it. You get nervous 
and irritable and you haven’t been these last 
two days.”

She fell silent. Danny didn’t look at her. 
“ But you’re hiding something, Danny,”
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she went on, “ You know you’re doing 
wrong. You ’ve got to tell the police every
thing^—the truth. You ’re not going to pro
tect them, are you? And let Papa— ”

He swung in his chair. “ Look, this is 
none of your business, Cathy. Keep out of 
it or— ”

Chapter V

FO O TSTE PS sounded on the stairs, 
quick, brisk steps. He knew almost by 

instinct who it was. A  moment later, he saw 
he was right. It was Jim Lohr.

The stocky detective nodded pleasantly 
to Mike and Cathv. He eyed the water 
pitcher and grinned.

“ Mind if I help myself? Those stairs— on 
a night like this, every step I take wrings 
me bone dry.”

“ Help yourself,”  Cathy said and got a 
glass for him.

Lohr thanked her, pulled a chair over, 
and poured himself a glass of water. Danny 
watched him resentfully.

“ Look, I got nothing to say,”  he said 
gruffly. “ I said all I was going to say at 
the station house. Can’t you leave us 
alone?”

Jim Lohr frowned a little as he drank his 
water. “ I heard you’d been picked up in 
front of Mort Grundy’s club. That means 
you’ve hooked up with him, doesn’t it, 
Danny?”

Danny scowled but didn’t answer.
“ That’s what I came for, really,” Lohr 

added. “ Danny, you’re making a big mis
take.”

“ My business is my business,”  Danny 
said flatly.

“ Sure, but— ” Lohr bit his lip, turned 
the cold glass around slowly. “ I ’ve talked 
to your boss— the big boss, Wickham. He 
didn’t blame you for taking a poke at that 
guy you worked with— Lew Pratt, isn’t 
that his name? He found out Pratt rode you 
pretty hard today.”

Danny just shrugged. There wasn’t any
thing to say.

“ Wickham thinks you’re a smart boy, 
Danny. You only worked there four days, 
but you gave him an idea that’ll save him

a lot of money.”  He chuckled. “ Wickham 
says that’s the first time he ever got any
thing out of that suggestion box but abuse.”  

Danny snorted. “ Any dope could see you 
can use that baling wire over again on 
smaller packages if it’s cut off right.” 

“ No, not anyone,”  Lohr said firmly. 
“ Only a fellow who keeps his eyes wide 
open. Pie knows you’re that kind, so he’s 
willing to take you back. A  better job, more 
money. But the money isn’t so important. 
He likes you. He’ll, keep an eye on you. 
H e’ll keep pushing you ahead.”

Danny felt impatient and he wanted to 
get up and walk out. He poured another 
glass of water instead.

“ Danny,”  Lohr went on quietly, “ take 
a good look at those two men— Wickham 
and Mort Grundy. Both are around fifty. 
Both started at the bottom and climbed 
pretty near the top. I ’d say both are worth, 
roughly, a half a million. But there’s a big 
difference between them. Wickham doesn’t 
have to hire guns to protect him or his 
business. He sleeps nights without wonder
ing if he’s going to be doublecrossed by a 
pal or shot in the back or picked up and 
thrown into jail by the cops.”

He paused and there was a long, flat 
silence.

“ Think about it, Danny. Think about it 
very carefully. You’ve got a chance tr go 
up, up in safety and security like W ick
ham. You got a chance to get out of this, 
starting right now. He’ll put you in the 
shipping department of his branch uptown. 
You won’t meet any of the old gang there. 
Forty a week.”

Old Mike reached for the water pitcher, 
and his hand was shaking. “ Danny, we—  
we could get an apartment uptown. I'll get 
a job. I swear I will. Porter, handyman, 
anything. The three of us— we’ll make 
enough to live like decent human beings. 
Think of Cathy. If we don’t get out of here 
soon— ”

“ Wait a minute, Papa,” Cathy broke in, 
“ W e’d have to settle what we owe first, 
wouldn’t we, Jim? Not money, but— ” 

Danny shoved himself away 'from the ta
ble and got up. “ Sure, now I get it. Words, 
that’s all, words. Trying to soften us up.
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They won’t ever leave us alone, not even 
uptown. ”

T  O H R  jumped to his feet, his eyes show- 
ing anger. “ You ’re acting like a little 

kid, Danny. You ’re mixed up in a murder. 
Sure, you may get away with it, but if you 
do, your father will take the rap. Do you 
think that would be fair?”

The light had died in Old Mike’s eyes, 
and the bleak look was returning. “ The mur
dered man. Bull Nelson, isn’t it?”

Lohr pivoted, hesitated, glanced at the 
door. After a moment, he sat down again, 
leaned over tensely. Dannv edged closer, 
watching him warily.

“ I ’m not supposed to let it out yet, but 
it's Bull Nelson, all right. W e’ve been work
ing on that dock case for more than a year. 
W e had Nelson cold. He was the leader of 
a ring of dock thieves, but he wasn’t the 
big boss. He was ready to start singing. In 
fact, he’d done a lot of it already. He was 
supposed to come to the D A ’s office and go 

‘ before the grand jury yesterday morning. 
He didn’t show up.”

Lohr rose and faced Danny. “ Don’t you 
see it, Danny? Your father’s gun was used 
to kill Bull Nelson. We know your father 
was fired by Nelson for thieving. So, your 
father hated Nelson. The case against your 
father would be open and shut. I ’m ashamed 
to admit it. but there are men in the de
partment— big, important men— who' will 
want that murder closed out quickly, the easy 
way, to make sure the investigation is killed. 
Danny, you can’t let them railroad your 
father to jail— or the chair.”

“ Nothing’s happening to Pop,” Danny 
said stiffly. “ He's got friends. They'll take 
care of him.”

Lohr grabbed Danny by the shirt front, 
shook him. “ Damn it, wake up. Mort Grun
dy’s planning it that way. planning to pin 
the rap on your father so the case will be 
closed and the investigation dead. Grundy 
has men high up in the department— bought 
and paid for— who’ll make sure that frame 
will stick.”

Danny’s lips curled with contempt. "Cops 
— bought and paid for— framing an innocent 
man.”

Lohr dropped his hands and stepped 
back, a flush creeping over his smooth, 
square face.

“ I don’t blame you for being mixed up,”  
he said in a low voice. “ Sometimes I won
der myself. Sure, we got crooked cops on 
the force, cops who’ll betray their oaths and 
sell their souls for Mort Grundy’s thirty 
pieces of silver. But believe me, Danny, 
there’s only a few of that kind, a very few. 
The rest are like Sal Largo and— yes, and 
A1 Burke. I know what you think of him. 
But you’re wrong. He’s honest and if he 
finds you’re clean, he’ll go through hell for 
you.”

.Danny’s voice was flat. “ I don’t believe 
it. I don’t believe any of it. Not even about 
Bull Nelson. You don’t know he’s dead. 
You haven’t got a corpse to show. You’re 
just saying that to scare me into stooling on 
Mr. Grundv.”

Lohr started to sav something, then a 
bitter, hopeless look came over his features. 
He stared at Danny a moment.

“ Mister Grundy,”  he said at last. “ AH 
right, Danny, play it vour way. Go along 
with Mort Grundy, and you’ll find he‘s 
your pal just as long as he can get some
thing out of you. Just as soon as he has no 
more use for you— ” He broke off, cocked 
his head as he pivoted.

Through the sudden hush, they could 
hear heavy footsteps coming up the stairs. 
Lohr automatically unbuttoned his rumpled 
coat, ran his hand along his waistband. It 
was sheer habit, for he wasn’t wearing a 
gunbelt.

A moment later, a huge man loomed in 
the doorway.

It was A1 Burke.
His heavy, crooked face was set in grim 

lines. He glanced contemptuously at Dan
ny, ga/.ed straight at Lohr. His red tongue 
ran across his thick lips.

“ You almost had me believing in that 
kid and his old man, Jim,”  he said hoarsely. 
“ But you were wrong —  wrong.” He 
scowled, waved at Old Mike. “ Let’s go. You. 
too. kid. W e’ve reached the end of the line.”

Lohr was stiff-faced. “ Where are you 
taking them. A l? ”

“ Down to the dock.” Burke paused and
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smiled, a chill hard smile. “ W e found Bull 
Nelson. Like we expected. Dead.”

SPH E R E  was practically no traffic along 
Front Street. The docks were closed 

during these early evening hours, all except 
Pier Nine. There, the gigantic doors were 
wide open, and the covered wharf blazed 
with lights. Patrol cars were clumped 
around the entrance, and a small crowd 
from the waterfront taverns stood about, 
watching stolidly.

Burke pulled the sedan right onto the 
dock, stopped by the office shack. He got out 
first, motioned to Old Mike to follow him. 
Danny felt numb inside as he watched his 
father and Cathy getting out. For a split 
second, his legs seemed to be paralyzed, and 
he couldn’t move. Then he got hold of him
self and got out. aching as if he were being 
stretched on a rack.

Burke paid no attention to him. He took 
Old Mike by the arm and hustled him toward 
a huge pile of jute bales where a group of 
uniformed policemen and detectives were 
gathered. Danny was only vaguely aware of 
Jim Lohr at his side.

Bull Nelson was lying face up in the thick 
dust behind the pile of bales. The search
light playing over the gross, fat frame showed 
him to be even larger than he had been in 
life, because he had become horribly bloated 
in the water. His skin was blackish and the 
stench of death was around him. Danny felt 
sick to his stomach. He wanted to turn away, 
but he couldn’t move. He could only stare in 
grim fascination.

“ Four holes in him,”  Burke said flatly. 
“ The doc got one of the slugs out of him. A 
.38 slug, Mike. It’ll match your gun. And 
we got a witness who’ll place you down here 
night before last. Be smart and make it easy 
for yourself. Let’s have your statement and 
get it over with.”

“ But I didn’t do it,” Old Mike burst out 
desperately. “ Jim— Danny— Danny tell
him— ”

Danny couldn't meet his father’s eyes.
“ It’s a frame,” Lohr said suddenly. “ I 

still think— ” He caught himself, turned to 
Burke. “ Al, how did you find the body so 
quid y? Who told you it was here?”

Burke shrugged. “ A  little birdie— on the
wire.”

“ An anonymous phone call,”  Lohr said 
tautly. “ That proves it, Danny. M oft Grun
dy himself tipped us off. He’s providing the 
witness who’ll swear your father was here. 
It all fits. Your father has the motive, he 
hasn’t got an alibi, his gun did the killing. 
Dannv, you’ve got to tell us what you know, 
lust give us a lead. It’s open and shut un
less— ”

“ Unless I turn rat,”  Danny finished stoni
ly'

Lohr stepped forward, fists clenched. 
“ Dannv— ”

“ Leave him alone,”  Old Mike broke in, 
his voice infinitely weary. “ What’s the use? 
J— just tell me what you want me to say.”

Horror crept through Danny. Mad panic 
gripped him. After one scared look at his 
father he wheeled and started running. Some
one shouted behind him, but he kept run
ning. He had to get out of here. He had to 
get help. They were railroading his father 
to the chair!

No one tried to stop him. Vaguely he saw 
the bluecoats as he raced from the dock. 
They didn’t get in his way. A weird exultant 
feeling went through him. They had nothing 
on him. They were scared, too, scared be
cause they knew Mort Grundy was his friend.

It wasn’t far— two blocks— three blocks—  
four blocks. His chest was bursting as he 
turned up the avenue. He slowed, shot a 
glance over his shoulder. Nobody had fol
lowed him. He laughed shakily to himself, 
sprinted across the avenue to the club.

He went in the side door, took the steps 
two at a time. The office door was wide open.

___  Chapter VI

E S e  STO PPED  short in the doorway, 
trying desperately to catch his breath so he 
could speak. Mort Grundy was sitting be
hind his desk, just as he had been before. 
Duke was at the left of the desk, his long 
legs stretched out. Over in the corner in a 
wooden armchair was Nicky, sitting very 
straight, his face white and tense. Danny 
gulped and blurted wildly :

“ They found him !”  he blurted. “ They
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found Bull Nelson. Down on Pier Nine. 
Dead. Murdered.”

The eyes of the two men were fixed on 
Danny. Their faces were flat and expression
less.

“ They’re blaming Pop,”  Danny hurried 
on. “ Pop’s not strong. H e’s starting to 
break. You got to get a lawyer for him—  
right away.”

His voice faded into a dead silence. Time 
seemed to have stopped. There was no sound 
in the room but Nicky’s slow, raspy breath
ing.

Finally, Grundy sighed and picked up his 
handkerchief and mopped his plump face. 
He smiled reassuringly, and Danny relaxed 
a little.

"Nothing to get excited about, Danny,” 
Grundy said softly. “ W e’ll take care of 
everything.”

Danny rubbed the back of his hand across 
his mouth and grinned a bit shakily. “ Thanks. 
Only you got to hurry— ”

His voice trailed off as he caught sight of 
Nicky’s face. It was white— taut— scared. 
Danny was puzzled and scared again him
self.

“ Look, Danny,”  Grundy said in a low, 
smooth tone. “ Maybe it’s best if your old 
man confesses.”

Dany’s eyes widened. “ But he didn’t do 
it.”

“ Sure, we know that,”  Grundy said care
lessly. “ But look at it this way. Mike’s an 
old man. He’s not going anywhere. It won’t 
make much difference to him.”

Danny’s mouth dropped open. “ B—-but he 
didn’t do it. Y — you’re not saying he should 
go to the electric chair for something he 
didn’t do.”

“ He won’t go to the electric chair,”  Grun- 
day reassured him. “ W e’ll get him a good 
lawyer, the best in the city. He’ll get off with 
a few years.”

" A  few years,”  Danny repeated tonelessly. 
"H e ’s not strong. He wouldn’t live . . . .  He’s 
my father.’’

“ So what?”  Grundy asked brusquely. 
"Somebody’s got to take the rap and it might 
as well be him. H e’s nothing but a drunken 
bum. Leave him to himself, and he’ll drink 
himself to death in a few years anyway. So,

nothing’s lost.”  He paused, his eyes narrow
ing. “ Or maybe you—-you and Nick— want 
to take the rap. That would be okay with 
me. You serve a few years and when you 
come out, you’re sure of a place with me.”

Duke nodded emphatically. “ A  few years 
would do that kid a lot of good. It would 
straighten him out.”

Danny stood there, stunned. The brutal 
indifference, the ruthlessness— He met 
Nicky’s eyes, tried to say something, but 
words wouldn’t come.

Nicky jumped up, fists clenched. “ Danny, 
you got to do it. You got to let your old 
man take the rap. Or you take the rap with 
me.

“ You’re willing to take the rap?” Danny 
asked incredulously.

"Sure, sure, you and me,”  Nicky said 
eagerly. “ You got to, Danny. I ’m the only 
witness. I saw Duke shoot— ”

“ Shut u p !”  Duke barked.
“ Yeah, yeah,”  Nicky jittered. “ Don’t you 

see, Danny? If we don't play it their way, 
they’ll kill me. I ’m the only witness. They’ll 
kill me— and you, too.”

His words were like heavy battering rams 
smashing at the walls Danny had built 
around himself. All he had believed in was 
crumbling to dust.

T N  T H A T  moment, Danny’s life passed be- 
-*• fore his eyes in small, sharp quick pic
tures. At eight— maybe younger— escaping 
from his mother’s nagging tongue and his 
father’s drunken rages, going out to sit with 
the gang in alleys and plan those exciting 
five-and-ten cent store raids. He had felt big 
then, like a man. Safe, secure, understood by 
his fellows in misery. At ten— listening with 
open-mouthed admiration to Duke, who was 
even then a sharp, snappy dresser, a man 
with money and the right answers. Duke 
told them how to snatch a purse and where 
to sell the junk they could steal from aban
doned tenements, taught them they were 
safe, secure, if they stuck together. Sure, as 
long as he stuck by the gang, the gang would 
stick by him.

Now Danny saw, for the first time, how it 
really was. There was no gang. There never 
had been a gang. There never had been any
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loyalty to bind them together. Each one had 
always been strictly on his own, giving a fa
vor only when a favor was sure to be given 
back, taking a rap with closed mouth only 
because he feared the gang’s vengeance. Like 
all the others, he had lived selfishly, for him
self and by himself. He had been alone, al
ways alone.

He could see that Grundy and Duke and 
Nicky were watching him, waiting for his 
answer. He felt more terribly alone than he 
ever had been. But the sharpened instincts 
that had kept him out of disaster this long 
were with him. He would be safe if he bowed 
to them. He knew he would win no reward, 
only a reprieve. He would not be secure, 
ever.

Caution bells were ringing inside him. He 
didn’t dare let them know what he was think
ing. He glanced at the window. There was 
a fire escape right outside, but he hadn’t a 
chance of making it. They’d shoot him down 
like a dog no matter which wav he tried to 
get out.

At long last, he nodded slowly. “ Okay, I 
know the score. Take care of me and Cathy, 
and the old man takes the rap.”

Nicky sank slowly back into his chair. 
Slowly, as if on the other end of a seesaw, 
Duke rose.

“ H e’s lying, Mort,” he said softly. “ H e’s 
smart. Real smart— he thinks. He’s just 
saying that so he can get out of here alive. 
If we let him go, he’ll head straight for the 
cops and now he knows too much.”

Mort Grundv gazed at Danny for what 
seemed an eternity. Danny was sweating 
freely, more even than the hot. humid night 
was wringing from him, and his knees felt 
weak and watery.

“ The car’s out back, Duke,” Grundy said 
silkily. “ Better get rid of him right away— 
and do it right this time. We'll decide what 
to do with the other kid later.”

Duke nodded, drew a gun from his shoul
der holster, waved it at Danny. “ Get mov
ing, kid.”

Danny stood fast. Suddenly, all his fear 
had dropped away. He wasn’t scared any 
more. He was icy calm inside. An icy calm 
hlid taker, hold of him. He couldn’t be scared 
of rmta, yellow rats, vho trampled over the

innocent to get what they wanted. Duke 
would shoot a man in the back sure, but he’d 
hesitate to shoot him in the light of day.

“ Get moving, kid,”  Duke repeated.
“ Duke,” Dannv said deliberately, “ go to 

hell.”
Duke’s eyes snapped wide open, and he 

glanced at his boss. Grundy's eyelids 
drooped, but he said nothing.

“ Go ahead, kill me,”  Danny said quietly. 
“ But you got to do it right here. I ’m not 
making it easv for you. Y ou shoot, and the 
shot will be heard outside. The cops will find 
my blood on the floor. Go ahead, shoot.”

He spat scornfully at Duke’s feet.
Grundy rose slowly, opened his desk 

drasver and reached down, and Danny knew 
he had a gun in there. Grundy’s face was 
livid with rage. Danny stood stubbornly 
where he was.

“ Slug him, Duke!”

TY U K E  spun the gun in his hand, lunged 
at Danny. Danny twisted aside, and the 

butt grazed his shoulder. He slammed Duke 
in the stomach, sent him reeling back. He 
wheeled as he heard a thump over bv the 
window.

“ Hold it !”  a new voice barked harshly.
He stiffened when he saw that the man 

was A1 Burke!
There was a moment of silence. Danny 

wasn’t surprised. Burke had deliberately let 
him go, knowing he’d head straight for Grun
dy- But the nerve of the man, coming in 
like this with two guns against one.

“ The party’s over, isn’t it?” Burke 
drawled. “ You ready to talk now, Danny—  
at the station house?”

Danny couldn’t help it, but he still felt re
sentful. “ Sure, but not to you— only to Jim 
T.ohr.”

“ That’s good enough for m e," Burke’s 
eyes flicked over to Nicky. “ How about you, 
Nick? You’re going to tell us all about it, 
too, aren’t you ? We're going to have you for 
our star witness, aren’t w e?”

Nicky’s jaw quivered a moment. Then, 
“ Y — yes. They’re gonna kill me, any way.. I 
got nothing to lose.”

A  quick motion to Danny’s right made him 
start. He saw Grundy’s hand come uo from
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the drawer with a gun.

"B urke!”  he said sharply. "Grundy’s got 
a gun!”

Burke never flicked an eyelash. He turned, 
very, very slowly, and faced the plump man. 
Duke flipped his gun around and leveled it at 
the detective, but Burke didn’t even seem to 
notice. His gun was on Grundy. The two 
held steadily level.

"Shoot, Grundy,” Burke said in a quiet 
voice. "G o ahead. W e got you cold now, so 
you’re going away for a long, long time. Nel
son left behind all the testimony we need. 
But I think I’d rather see you burn for mur
der. Shoot, Grundy. When I drop, a thou
sand men will come after you— a thousand 
cops—a thousand friends of mine.”

The two guns thundered. At that distance, 
neither could miss. But Danny wasn’t watch
ing. He yelled, flung himself at the lean man. 
No time now for fair play. And Danny 
played it no-holds-barred. He grabbed 
Duke’s arm, rammed a knee into his groin, 
twisted and got his teeth into Duke’s wrist. 
Duke screamed like a wounded animal and 
dropped the gun. Danny shoved him away, 
snatched up the gun, and leaped back.

Grundy was slumped across the desk, a 
glistening red pool spreading over the shiny 
top. Burke was still standing, straddle
legged, his hands over his stomach. Blood 
was trickling through his fingers. His face 
was grey and his eyes were glazing. He 
forced a smile.

" I — I never did want to go that way— the 
way my old man did. He— he got it— in the 
back. I— I didn’t.” He sucked air painfully. 
"Thanks, kid. thanks.”

He toppled forward on his face. . . .

HPHE station house was very quiet. Danny 
sat tensely between Old Mike and Cathy 

on the hard bench alongside the elevated po
lice desk. He looked up when he heard some
one coming down the broad marble stairs, 
slumped back when he saw it was only the 
swart detective, Sal Largo. The detective

nodded absently as he strode by. Danny 
watched him go out the back door and get 
into his car. Fifty— maybe seventy-five 
bucks a week now— to take a meat cleaver 
or a bullet. It still didn’t make sense.

He felt his father rise, looked around, and 
saw Jim Lohr coming down. Cathy rose, too. 
Somehow, he didn’t want to see Jim Lohr 
again. He wanted to run away. But he 
couldn’t. He stood up as Lo* * came briskly 
over to them.

"N ick ’s going to stay in our custody,”  
Lohr said. “ Not in jail, of course, but in a 
safe place. I don’t think they'll dare touch 
you, so you can go home if you like.”

“ Home.”  Old Mike repeated. “ Yeah, I 
guess we’ll call that place home for a little 
while longer, anyway— until we can get 
something uptown. W e— we’re making
changes, Jim.”

“ I was sure you would,”  Jim said quietly. 
He looked at Danny. “ You broke that case 
for us, Dannv. Thanks.”

Danny felt himself redden. “ I wouldn’t be 
alive if—  Don’t thank me, Jim. Thank A1 
Burke.”

Lohr’s eyes drew off. “ Queer guy, 
Burke.”

Danny’s lips quivered. “ Yeah, queer guy—  
but a right guy.”

Lohr nodded slowly. “ He always did want 
to hear someone say that about him.”  He 
paused, shifted uncomfortably. “  But we who 
worked with him knew. He believed in what 
he was doing and he knew the cruel law of 
life. He knew the right sometimes has to 
come out of the sufferings and the sacrifiices 
of those who swear to serve.” He blinked, 
turned abruptly, and walked away.

Danny felt drained out. Then he heard 
Cathy weeping softly and he mumbled some
thing alxmt wanting some air and he'd see 
them-at the house.

He hurried out into the night, into the 
blessed darkness. He didn’t want anybody 
to see that he. too, was blinking back tears.

•  •  •

71

You’ ll Like These T oo!

★  TRIPLE DETECTIVE ★  POPULAR DETECTIVE
★  5 DETECTIVE NOVELS



Arthur Little took the advice of the man he killed as to . • •

A PLACE TO HIDE
A FTER his nightmarish month of run

ning, the sight of the Conway farm 
was like the vision of salvation to Arthur 
Little.

Just as his murdered partner had des
cribed it, the farm was situated in a beautiful

little valley with mountains towering on all 
four sides. A  white frame one-story cottage 
nestled in the center, and fences enclosed ap
proximately fifty acres, of which only about 
five seemed to be cultivated. The rest were 
pasture where a few cattle and sheep grazed.



Though the outbuildings seemed in need of 
paint, both the house and the land pos
sessed a neat, well-cared-for air.

Best of all, it was isolated. It was rather 
a good joke on Clarence that almost the last 
words he ever spoke had directed his mur
derer to this refuge.

His luck all along had been amazing, he 
thought. With his picture on every front 
page in the country, it was little short of mir
aculous that he had got all the way from 
Manhattan to 'Colorado without being cap
tured. It did not occur to him that after, a 
month of riding freight trains, of eating at 
odd intervals, usually in hobo jungles, of 
not shaving and rarely washing, no one 
could possibly have recognized him.

When he left New York he was an im
maculate little man who wore a thin mus
tache and clear nail polish and affected a 
silver cigarette holder. As a one-word 
description, “ trim” would have fitted him. 
Now the only visible characteristic remain
ing was his littleness. His two-hundred 
dollar suit looked like something third-hand 
from the Salvation Army, and his custom- 
built shoes were scratched and cracked 
beyond repair.

Had he deliberately striven for effect, he 
could not have adopted a more perfect dis
guise, but fear kept him from realizing it, 
and he blanched under his dirt at every 
casual eye.

As he entered the valley, his fear began to 
depart for the first time since he had 
crunched the heavy brass ash tray into his 
partner's skull, then turned to find his hor
rified secretary watching him from the door
way. In place of fear, resentment at the un
reasonable circumstances which had brought 
him to this state began to well within him.

Nothing had gone right, from the unac
countable downward spiral of Clyde Cop
per, which gobbled up four hundred thou
sand dollars of "borrowed” money, to the 
impromptu murder of Clarence Stone in an 
attempt to cover his embezzlement. In a 
way, the latter was Clarence’s own fault, for 
the thought of murder would never have oc
curred to Arthur had Clarence not sug
gested a bargain.

" I ’m willing to make a deal, Arthur,”

A PLACE
Clarence had said. "There is no chance to 
save the investment business, and in view 
of your clever bookkeeping, there is no 
chance for either of us to escape prison. I 
know I ’m over a barrel. No jury will ever 
believe you looted our clients’ accounts for 
eight months before I discovered it, and I 
know you too well to believe you will shoul
der the blame alone. You’ll try to scoot out 
from under by assuming the part of the 
easily-led junior partner and placing the 
major blame on me. With luck on your 
side. I ’ll get the ten years you deserve, and 
you’ll get about five.”

Then came Clarence's strange confession 
that he was not a widower, as he had led 
Arthur to believe when they had joined 
forces five years before.

“ My real name is Charles Conway,”  he 
said. “ I deserted my wife and child in 
Colorado eight years ago. I won’t go into 
my reasons, for you wouldn’t understand 
them. My wife is a wonderful woman ia 
many ways, and I loved my son. Let’s say 
I simply grew tired of farm life.”

Arthur’s pale eyes had flicked at his part
ner puzzledly as he tried to imagine how this 
confession pertained to the present situation. 
Clarence Stone had a reputation for practical 
joking, but this hardly seemed a time to 
indulge a sense of humor.

“ About four months ago I hired a private 
detective to investigate my family’s situa
tion,”  Clarence said. “ They live on the 
farm, and a year ago my wife had me 
declared legally dead.

“ The farm is seventy miles from Fort 
Collins, in the heart of the Rockies. It's in a 
beautiful but isolated valley seven miles from 
Three Corners, which is little more than a 
trading post for hunters and trappers. The 
house has all modern conveniences, includ
ing running water and electricity. I in
stalled the gasoline power plant myself. But 
there is no telephone, no radio because the 
mountains kill reception, no mail delivery, 
and hardly ever a visitor. A  fugitive could 
hide there for years without detection.”

/^ L A R E N C E  crossed to his desk, drew a 
rough fnap in pencil on a piece of scratch 

paper and handed it to Arthur. "Follow
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that, and von should find it easily. The farm 
badly needs a hired hand, and all you have to 
do is walk in and ask for the job. I'll 
guarantee mv wife will welcome you, both 
as a worker and because she must be lonely. 
I also guarantee she will not turn you in, 
even if she suspects you are hiding from 
the law, providing you are able to con
vince her you aren’t dangerous to have 
around. She’s an usuaually sympathetic 
woman.”

“ Is this one of your jokes ?” Arthur asked 
suspiciously.

“ Would I joke only an hour after dis
covering I ’m bankrupt and facing prison?” 
Clarence asked in a harsh tone.

Arthur shook his head in timid agreement.
"That’s the perfect hideout I offer you,” 

Clarence said. “ After a year people will 
have forgotten you in favor of more cur
rent criminals, you can change your name 
and start over a free man. The alternative 
is at least five years in prison. I’ll allow 
you four days to get there before I break 
the news of our bankruptcy. In return for 
all this, I want a written statement from 
you.”

“ What kind of statement?”
Drawing another sheet of scratch paper 

to him, Clarence picked up the pencil again. 
“ I’ll draft exactly what I want you to say, 
and you will copy and sign it in ink.”

Arthur rose from his chair to peer over 
his partner’s shoulder. Clarence was writ
ing. “ I assume the entire blame for the 
irregularities in the accounts of the Stone- 
Little Investment Company, My partner had 
no knowledge of my illegal procedures or 
of my false Ijook entries.”

Clarence paused, wet the tip of his pencil, 
and stared at the paper thoughtfully.

It was then the idea struck Arthur, an idea 
so monstrous it made his knees turn weak. 
The note his partner was writing, even un
signed, could release Arthur from the whole 
nightmarish mess, for handwriting experts 
would be able to identify the writing as that 
of Clarence Stone.

He glanced at the office window, open to 
the prematurely warm weather of early 
Juoe, and visualized the body of his part
ner crashing to the sidewalk ten stories be

low with such force that all marks of violence 
preceding the fall would be obliterated. If 
Clarence committed suicide—

There would never be another chance like 
this. In fact, this chance might slip by 
while he hesitated, for at any moment 
Clarence might begin to slip into the text 
names that would disclose for which part
ner’s signature the confession was drawn.

Clarence's thoughtful frown smoothed, and 
his pencil descertded to the paper again. In 
an almost hysterical reflex action Arthur 
picked up the brass ash receiver that stood 
beside the desk, swung it high in the air, and 
brought it crashing down on top of his part
ner’s head. . . .

As he neared the farmhouse, Arthur shook 
himself. What was done was done, and no 
amount of brooding could mend the past. 
Before him was sanctuary until his crimes 
were forgotten and he could begin to build 
a new life. From here on he -would look 
forward only.

He was on the front porch before he 
realized how exhausted he was from lack of 
food and sleeping in box cars. After rapping 
on the door, he had to steady himself against 
the jamb with one hand.

The woman who came to the .door was 
in her middle thirties, a strong, pleasant
faced woman with a plump figure and a 
freshly scrubbed appearance. She examined 
Arthur’s disheveled clothing and unkempt 
beard with neither disapproval nor approval.

“ Y es?” she inquired crisply.
Now that he was here, Arthur’s tongue 

deserted him, for he had planned no farther 
than his arrival. He stood licking his caked 
lips and gazing at his scuffed toes a full 
minute before the woman spoke again.

“ Come in,” she said tartly, stepping aside.
Almost staggering, he followed her through 

a parlor into a kitchen as modern as any 
you could find in Manhattan. It included a 
white porcelain sink, indirect lighting, an 
electric stove, and a refrigerator. But its 
most interesting furnishing, to Arthur, was 
a table loaded with steaming food.

A boy of about twelve rose from the table 
as they entered and stood beside his chair.

“ You may meet the gentleman later, 
Charles,” the woman said in her crisp voice
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Then to Arthur, “ This way, please.”

T  TNCOM PREH ENDING, he followed her 
past the wonderfully loaded table, 

through a bedroom, and into a modern bath. 
She pointed to a wicker hamper in one 
corner.

“ Throw your clothes in that,” she said. 
"All of them. I’ll lay some of my deceased 
husband's things on the bed for you. They’ll 
fit, for he was small too. You ’ll find his 
shaving equipment in the medicine cabinet. 
The razor will need honing, because it hasn’t 
been used in eight years. You may use that 
towel." She indicated the center of three 
towel racks.

“ Couldn't I have something to eat first?” 
Arthur asked faintly.

She looked at him in surprise. “ I wouldn’t 
allow such filth at my table,” she said in 
such a matter-of-fact tone there was no 
sting to the statement. ‘ ‘W e’ve nearly fin
ished eating, but I’ll keep something warm 
for you.”

Closing the bathroom door, she left him 
alone.

Such was Arthur Little’s (or Arthur 
Long, as he now rather unimaginatively 
called him) somewhat unconventional in
troduction to his late partner's former home. 
He found Laura Conway, as his partner had 
said, a rather unusual woman. Briskly 
businesslike, she matter-of-factlv accepted his 
offer to work for board and room without a 
sign of curiosity, though she must have 
suspected at once from his appearance, after 
the dirt and whiskers were removed, that he 
was not a farm laborer.

Had his appearance and speech not given 
him away, his lack of experience would 
have, for he knew nothing of farming. He 
was willing to work-, in moderation, however, 
and Mrs. Conway seemed patiently under
standing about his lack of knowledge and 
went out of her way to explain the various 
duties required of him. But he did note a 
mild impatience on her part if he failed to 
grasp an explanation the first time or was 
slow in picking up such farm skills as milk
ing.

To Arthur’s surprise, the work was not 
n e a r ly  a s  back-breaking as h e  h a d  a lw a y s

supposed farm work to  be. The h o u r s  w e re  

long— seven a .m . to five p .m ., with a half- 
hour for lunch— but the work was r e la t iv e ly  

easy, and he was allowed by Mrs. Conway 
to pursue it as leisurely as he wished.

Part of the reason for this, Arthur 
realized, was that both Mrs. Conway and her 
son, Charles, continued to work in the 
manner to which they had been accustomed 
before he had arrived. They continued to 
do all the work in the fields, while Arthur’s 
duties consisted largely of feeding the live
stock, milking, running the cream separator, 
and churning butter.

The cottage contained five rooms, of which 
two were bedrooms. Mrs. Conway assigned 
him to a single bed in Charles's room which 
was connected by the bath to her room. It 
was a quiet but not unpleasant existence. 
Eor the first two weeks Arthur rather en
joyed it, but then he began to grow a trifle 
bored.

Once a week Mrs. Conway loaded butter, 
cheese, eggs, and whatever other farm prod
uce there happened to be, into the station 
wagon, the only means of transportation 
on the farm, and drove to Three Corners. 
She returned with supplies and mail, the 
latter consisting largely of advertisements, 
and a weekly rural paper in which Arthur 
was gratified to discover no mention of him
self.

Charles was a puzzle to Arthur. With
drawn to the point of timidness, the boy 
rarely said a word, except in answer to a 
direct question. He was well-behaved and 
not unintelligent. He did not attend school, 
for the nearest one was twenty miles away, 
but his mother, who had spent two years in 
a teachers' college, tutored him evenings, and 
his present educational level seemed to be 
at about seventh grade, which was normal 
for his age.

What puzzled Arthur about the boy was 
that he seemed to have no interest in play. 
Like Arthur he worked from seven a .m . t o  

five p.m ., incidentally accomplishing consider
ably more than the new hired hand. With his 
evenings consumed by lessons and study, 
this left little time for play, but still Arthur 
could not understand the boy’s seeming pre
ference f o r  w o r k .
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Both hunting and fishing, traditionally 

favorite pastimes of boys, were available 
within walking distance of the cottage. 
Arthur himself found time occasionally for 
both and met no objections from his em
ployer, but the boy seemed not even mild
ly interested.

T ^H E  woman puzzled him, too. She was an 
A excellent housekeeper and a wonderful 

cook as well as a tireless worker. She was 
not large, outweighing Arthur’s one-hundred 
and thirty by not more than ten pounds, but 
she had the strength and endurance of a 
man. Yet it did not distract from her fem
ininity, for her figure was soft and full, and 
her movements held a sort of earthy grace.

Her temper was even, though she was in
clined to a slight briskness, and the alacrity 
with which Charles obeyed her every order 
indicated her firm belief in parental discip
line. All together she impressed Arthur as 
the type of woman his mother used to des
cribe as “ an excellent catch for some lucky 
man,”  and he could not quite understand 
why his late partner had deserted her.

Arthur had been a hired hand three weeks 
when the subject of romance came up. He 
was rather surprised when it did, for al
though he admired Mrs. Conway as a house
keeper and a mother, thoughts of love had 
never entered his head. However, he did 
not sidestep it, for he was beginning to grow 
bored.

It came up quite casually one evening as 
they sat together on the porch steps after 
Charles had gone to bed. It was a fine moon
lit evening in late July, and Arthur was 
smoking the second of the two cigars he al
lotted himself each night. He had grown ac
customed to smoking on the porch, having 
noticed a slight frown on Mrs. Conway's face 
on the single occasion when he had smoked 
in the house. She had made no comment, 
but Arthur felt that as a hired hand he had 
no right to insist on what might be only a 
husband's prerogative.

“ This reminds me of the first night I spent 
here with Charles," she said suddenly. “ My 
husband, I mean, not the boy.”  She laid a 
hand on his arm. “ Look at that moon, 
Arthur."

He felt a mild shock, for she had always 
previously addressed him as Mr. Long.

“ Beautiful, isn’t it— ” he said, then finished 
deliberately— “ Laura.”

She gave his arm a slight squeeze, and he 
smiled at her. She smiled back, her strong 
teeth gleaming in the moonlight, and quite 
casually he leaned over and kissed her on the 
lips.

It was a brief kiss. Her lips were cool and 
pleasant on his, but there was no passion in 
them. After a moment she turned away, 
laughed softly, and tucked her arm under 
his. They sat like that, holding hands and 
talking unromantically of farm matters, un
til bedtime. As they separated in front of 
her bedroom, she matter-of-factly raised her 
lips fo r 'a  goodnight kiss which was as 
brief as the first.

An indefinable change took place in their 
relationship after that. Laura went out of her 
way to perform little feminine services for 
him, such as fixing a pillow  ̂ to his back and 
bringing him slippers once worn by her hus
band. He began to smoke in the house, and 
not only did she make no comment but no 
frowm appeared on her face.

There was nothing coy about Laura. Some
times' her color momentarily heightened 
w'hen he smiled at her, and her manner be
came one of familiar affection, but she con
tinued to manage the house and the farm as 
briskly as ever, and their love-making did 
not progress beyond a regular goodnight 
kiss.

It was, therefore, rather a violent jolt to 
Arthur when, after dinner one evening, she 
calmly asked Charles. "H ow  would you like 
to have a new father?”

The boy’s eyes opened in surprise, and 
he simply stared at her.

She said sharply, “ T asked a question, 
Charles!:"

" I  heard. Mother." he said quickly, “ I 
was ju.-t surprised, kind of. Mr. Long, 
Mother ?”

Her color heightened, and she said with a 
note of affected gaiety, “ Have you noticed 
any other suitors around lately?”

“ No, ma’am,”  Charles said. “ I think it 
would be fine, Mother, if that’s what yo« 
want. ”



When Charles had retired,, Arthur said 
awkwardly, “ Laura, I ’m afraid maybe you 
misunderstood me a little. I didn’t mean to 
give you the impression— I mean— ” He 
floundered to a stop when he saw her re
garding him with a tolerant and amused 
smile.

“ Perhaps I was a little sudden, Arthur. 
But it is obviously sensible for us to get 
married. I know we’re not in love as people 
are in the movies, but that kind of love is 
for younger people. W e ’re both bound here

A PLACE
Gradually the panic in him subsided. 

Thoughtfuly he puffed his cigar and ex
amined his slippered feet. There was sense 
in her reasoning. She would make a pleasant, 
if not an exciting wife, and marriage might 
at least relieve the tedium of simply waiting. 
A year, perhaps two, he must remain here in 
order to be reasonably safe, and it would 
certainly be pleasanter to remain as head of 
the house than as a mere hired hand.

“ Do you know why I ’m wanted ?” he asked 
finally.
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NOT AGAIN!

IN ROME, Luigi Assandro was standing at the 
church altar with his bride when a little boy ran up to 
him and said, “ Daddy, are you getting married again?”  
Assandro’s face turned a deadly white and naturally 
there was quite a bit of confusion. In fact, what hap
pened was something in the nature of a riot and police 
had to come and rescue him. They also learned that 
an old girlfriend of Luigi’s had sicked the boy on him 
— in a jealous plot to forestall the matrimonial pro
ceedings!— Carter Critz

to the farm. I forever, because I like it 
here, and you at least for a long time.” 

“ What do you mean by that?”

C H E  laughed softly. “ I ’ve known who you 
^  were since the first week, Arthur Little. 
Your picture is on a reward notice in the 
Three Corners post office.’'

He felt the hair rise along the back of his 
neck, and the sense of security into which he 
had been lulled evaporated all at once. When 
she saw how pale he had turned, she crossed 
the room and laid a commiserating hand on 
his arm.

“ Don’t misunderstand me, Arthur,” she 
said gently. “ I ’m not blackmailing you into 
marriage. You’re free to leave at any time, 
and no one will ever learn from me you were 
here. But where would you g o ' Those pic
tures must be everywhere if they have one 
in a small place like Three Corners.”

He shook his head hopelessly.
“ You ’re also free to remain on just as a 

hired hand if you wish. But both of us are 
lonely, and we need each other’s love.”

“ For murder and embezzlement.” 
Fleetingly he wondered what she would 

say if he told her the man he had murdered 
was her husband. Then he pushed the 
thought aside as immaterial.

“ Aren't you afraid I might murder you in 
your sleep?”

She laughed aloud. “ I know you very 
well. Arthur. If you really killed anyone, it 
was an accident. Too often I ’ve watched 
you try to kill a chicken to believe you cap
able of killing a human.”

In this she was probably right, Arthur 
thought ruefully. Fie had killed a human in 
a moment of hysteria and under circum
stances which at the time seemed to in
volve no risk, but he knew within himself 
that no combination of circumstances could 
ever again bring him to such an act, regard
less of provocation.

“ How are we going to get married, any
way?” he asked. “ Whoever married us 
might recognize me.”

“ You don’t realize how much farm work 
has altered your appearance,”  she assured
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him. "Y ou  are brown as a nut and ten 
pounds heavier than when you arrived. And 
with that long hair, bleached by the sun 
as it is, you look like a typical farmer. You 
might be recognized if you walked around 
the streets of a city for a time, but I think 
we can risk the justice of the peace I have in 
mind. Both he and his wife are nearly blind.” 
She added casually, “ I got the license in 
Fort Collins last week when I was gone so 
long on my shopping trip.”

He laughed then, and the matter was set
tled.

They were married the following Friday 
by the half-blind justice of the peace on the 
outskirts of Fort Collins. With her usual 
efficiency Laura combined the event with her 
weekly shopping tour and drove to the Fort 
Collins shopping district immediately after 
the wedding.

She stopped first at a grocery and meat 
market. Arthur stayed in the car, not wish
ing to chance recognition, but through the 
glass show window he could see Laura in
side the store. .Idly he followed her pro
gress from counter to counter as she filled 
a self-service pushcart. When she reached 
the cash register,, she was facing directly 
toward him since the girl cashier was situated 
with her back toward the window.

What brought about the disagreement. 
Arthur was unable to tell, but apparently 
something the cashier did or said offended 
Laura. One moment her face contained its 
usual firm but pleasant expression, but the 
next it was a mask of furv. Her lips twisted 
as she uttered short, staccato phrases Arthur 
could not hear, and the girl cashier recoiled 
against the show window as though she had 
been slapped. Then Laura swept up her 
package and strode from the store.

WH K N  she opened the door on the 
driver’s side of the station wagon, her 

face was brick red. and her lips formed a 
thin white line. Dumping her carton of 
groceries in the rear, she slammed shut the 
door and backed from the parking place with 
a vicious jerk. Immediately she swung back 
in the direction of the mountains, abandon
ing further shopping.

Too startled even to comment, Arthur

simply sat with his feet braced and his eyes 
glued to the road as the station wagon hit 
seventy and stayed there. Ten miles from 
town Laura relaxed and let the speed drop 
to fifty. Arthur risked a glance at his bride.

“ What, my dear wife, is eating you?”  he 
asked quizzically.

She glanced at him sidewise with a half 
shame-faced expression. " I ’m sorry, dear. 
I don’t often lose my temper. But I can’t 
stand anyone to condescend to me.”

He waited for further explanation, but 
another mile went by. and then all she said 
was, “ That’s why I love the farm so, 
Arthur. In town, you are just one of thou
sands of nonentities, constantly ordered 
around by arrogant, self-appointed superiors. 
But on the farm I am queen. If any orders 
are given, /  give them.”

"Yes, your Majesty,”  he said \?ith mock 
subservience.

She lifted her eyes from the road long 
enough to grin at him. “ I didn’t mean to 
show my temper until the honeymoon was 
over, dear. I ’ll make it up. W e’re going to 
have a three-day honeymoon.”

“ Where ?”
“ At the farm, of course. W e’ll do only 

necessary chores and the rest of the time just 
relax and hold hands.”

“ Why three days, particularly?” he asked. 
“ Isn't that enough?”
“ Oh, yes. I ’m not objecting. But the 

way you expressed it sounded so— well, 
precise. Couldn’t you have said, ‘A  few 
days,’ pr ‘A  day or two,’ so that it wouldn’t 
sound so much like an army leave?”

She laughed a trifle uncertainly. “ I can’t 
help being precise. Arthur. Tt’s a quality 
you'll have to learn to tolerate.”

She kept her word about the honeymoon. 
Aside from milking, feeding the chickens, 
and a few other necessary daily chores, all 
work which could not be done by the already 
busy Charles was simply allowed to slide for 
three days. During this period, Laura pam
pered the bridegroom like a fowl being fat
tened for Thanksgiving. In fact, she was 
such a model of attentiveness and affection 
that Arthur almost began to believe he was 
mildly in love with her.

On the third evening the honeymoon ab



ruptly ended. Unmistakably.
The first intimation came as Charles and 

Arthur were bedding down the cows for the 
night. A  yellow jacket suddenly droned 
through the open barn door and stung Char
les on the shoulder.

“ O w !"  yelled Charles, as much in sur
prise as in pain.

His face dead white, the boy rapidly un-

* A PLACE
pered. “ Please, Uncle Arthur. You won’t 
tell her you saw !”

Arthur shook his head dumbly. “ Get up, 
Charles,” he finally managed to sav. “ I won’t 
tell.”

He stayed out in the barn another fifteen 
minutes after Charles had gone in, until he 
judged Laura had had time to treat the 
boy’s sting. Even then he did not re-enter
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buttoned his shirt, slipped it off one shoulder, 
and vainly tried to peer at the hurt, jumping 
up and down and whimpering with pain all 
the time.

“ Here, let me see it," Arthur said, step
ping behind him and jerking the sleeve the 
rest of the way down.

But Arthur's eyes never touched the swell
ing mark left by the yellow jacket. Instead 
they fixed with shock fascination on the boy’s 
back. From shoulders to waist it was criss
crossed with the permanently ridged scars of 
countless floggings.

Jerking from Arthur’s grip, the boy swung 
about and began buttoning his shirt, his pain 
forgotten in a new terror which suddenly 
showed in his eyes. When he saw Arthur’s 
fixed, unbelieving expression, he sank to his 
knees.

“ You won’t tell her you saw !”  he whis-

the house but sat on the porch, smoking a 
cigar and listening to Laura finish the dinner 
dishes she had started when he and Charles 
went after the cows. Finally she came out 
and sat beside him.

“ Tomorrow we start back to work, dear.” 
she said abruptly.

He continued to puff his cigar without 
replying.

“ W e’ll start on the outhouses,” she said. 
“ Thev need paint terribly. You should be 
able to complete them in a week.”

His mind still on Charles’s scarred back, 
he said detachedly. "Shouldn’t take more 
than three days.”

“ Oh no. Not at three hours a day.”

T T E  TU RN ED  to examine her curiously 
and forced lightness into his voice. 

“ Three hours? Is that a new union ruler
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I’ve been a c c u s to m e d  to s e v e n  a . m . t o  fiv e  
P .M .”

“ I mean evenings, silly. There’s too much 
regular work to cut in on your daytimes. 
With daylight saving it stays light till near
ly nine.”

His expression became astonished. “ You 
mean after working ten hours, with only a 
half hour for lunch, you expect me to work 
three more hours?”

“ Of course,” she said briskly, as though 
the question were of no consequence. "W e've 
so many things to accomplish, dear. And our 
honeymoon is over, you know. The fences 
all need repair, and the machinery needs a 
good going over. But the biggest problem 
is all that land lying idle.

“ I guess I never mentioned it, but that 
two-hundred acre "wooded section beyond 
the south fence belongs to the farm, too. It 
should be in crops, but the land has to be 
cleared first and all the rocks dug up. It 
will take two years of hard work to get it 
in shape for planting.”

“ Hard work by who?”
“ You and I, dear. I wouldn’t ask you to 

work any harder than I intend to myself.” 
She rose and entered the house while his 

mouth was still hanging open.
It took nearly five minutes for his sur

prise to evolve into indignation. Then he 
rose and strode into the house, slamming the 
screen door behind him. He found her in- 
the kitchen, facing the door and awaiting him 
with an expectant light in her eyes.

Before he could speak, she said, “ I've sent 
Charles down to the barn.”

The statement disconcerted him. “ W h y?” 
he asked.

"Because I didn’t want him to hear, dear.” 
“ Hear what ?”
“ Our conversation. Didn't you have 

something to say, dear?”
“ You're damned right!” Arthur said hot

ly. " I f  you think I ’m working my head off 
the way you’ve got it figured— ”

Abruptly she broke in. “ This time I ’m ex
cusing: you, Arthur. But don’t ever use that 
tone to me again. You may as well under
stand once and for all that this is my farm 
My farm, not our farm. I ’ve wrested this 
p i ce from soil and rocks with my bare

hands, and it’s mine. I am queen here, and 
this farm is my private domain. There is no 
room in a domain for two rulers. And be
fore I forget it, you are no longer to smoke
in the house.”

Before his astonished eyes her face took on 
the same expression of fury he had witnessed 
through the store window. But instead of 
the blistering invective he instinctively braced 
himself for, her voice came as cool and pre
cise as an army colonel’s, and its effect was 
as overpowering.

“ You've had your honeymoon, Arthur. 
And in the event you don’t like future ar
rangements, please reflect on the alternative 
before deciding to move on. I believe in 
permanent marriage, and the assurance I 
gave you that you were free to leave no long
er holds. If you ever leave here, it will only 
be to be hanged, for within the short time it 
takes me to get to Three Corners after you 
leave, the police will know who you are. 
There is only one key to the station wagon, 
and it will remain in my possession at all 
times.”

She took a step toward him, and he re
treated just as the girl cashier had. “ I am a 
fair woman, Arthur, but I will not tolerate 
disobedience. I will have it completely and 
immediately. Now go down to the barn and 
get Charles!”

He drew himself erect, trying to muster 
some small part of his shattered dignity.

“ I mean n ow !”  she snapped.
His body jerked as though she had cracked 

a whip, and he sidled from the kitchen door.
A  few feet from the house he stopped to 

stare about him with a brand new sense of 
perception. The valley seemed smaller, 
somehow, than when he had entered it, and 
even as he swung his gaze to the four moun
tains hemming it in, they seemed to be 
closing in on him like the sides of a shrink
ing box. With horror and belated under
standing he realized that he was the victim 
of his dead partner’s last practical joke.

At a slight noise behind him he turned 
and saw Laura standing in the kitchen door
way. Her face was expressionless, but her 
eyes bored into his with almost physical 
force.

He began to run toward the barn. • • •



He bad the medicine 
dropper in bis band

HOLDUP AT T W I N  P A L MS
By ROGER DEE

The putty-eared guy who came into our service station 

was on the lam— and we were supposed to help him

I CO U LD  tell from  the clatter o f its 
m otor w hat was w rong w ith the big 

B uick that pulled up under the pump 
lights of m y Tw in Palm s station. The 
driver had pushed it too hard and too 
fa r  w ithout oil, and somewhere out of 
Tam pa it had thrown a rod. It didn’t 
w ant servicing now. It needed a 
garage.

I put down the hydrom eter bulb I 
w as using to m easure acid into a run
down battery and wiped m y hands on 
a piece o f w aste from  the ch argin g rack. 
I started outside then, but I didn’t make

it. . The B uick’s driver cam e in fast, 
blocking the doorway.

“ You got a m echanic h ere?” he asked.
I shook my head and backed up, not 

liking his looks. He could have been 
a w restler once, ju d gin g  from  his put
ty-lump ears and the th ick shoulders 
that put a strain  on his sweat-soiled 
tropical suit. Also, som ewhere along 
the route, he had lost an eye. I could 
tell that because his le ft eye w as set and 
glassy, w hile his righ t w as red-rimmed 
and inflamed from  long driving. H is 
nose had been broken at least once, and 
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the sparse red h air th at jutted around 
the edges o f his too-small Panam a was 
as stiff and coarse as a boar’s bristles.

“ Nobody here but m e,” I told him. 
“ Y o u ’ll need a garage fo r that burnt-out 
rod, an yw ay.”

He came inside, blinking his good eye 
against the light from  the overhead 
fluorescents. “ H ow about a phone?”

I jerked a thumb at the handset on my 
desk. “ Help yourself, so long as it ’s 
not long distance.”

He showed me a m outhful o f bad 
bridgew ork. “ I don’t w ant long distance, 
brother,” he said. “ Long distance wants 
m e .”

He w ent over and sat on a corner 
o f m y desk but before touching the 
phone, he took a little bottle capped 
w ith a rubber bulb out of his pocket and 
squirted a few  drops o f liquid into his 
eye. He blinked a couple of times and 
shook his head, letting a trickle o f the 
yellow stuff run down the side o f his 
nose and across his stubbled cheek.

Then he put the bottle down on the 
desk and took up the phone. He didn’t 
dial fo r operator but gave the handset 
a yank that snapped the cord like a 
broken shoelace.

I didn’t  even have tim e to yell. B efore 
the phone hit the floor he had a .45 A rm y 
autom atic out of a jacket pocket and 
aimed at m y navel.

“ Shut up and keep your hands down.” 
he said, his voice rum bling out of his 
chest. “ Y o u ’ve got a car, or you wouldn’t 
be operating in these Godforsaken pal
metto flats. W here is it? ”

I thought of Page fo r the first time 
then and started to sweat. She was 
shqpping in Plant C ity  with our car, an 
old ’41 C h e w y , and she w as due back 
any minute. I didn’t care about the car, 
but it was different w ith Page. I couldn’t 
have her caught here with me. This 
guy w as a killer— or worse.

“ I dont keep a car,” I said, tryin g  to 
swallow the thick lump that kept craw l
ing into m y throat. “ I use the bus when 
I — ”

H e didn’t bother to let me finish. His

le ft shoulder tw itched, and a fist like a 
corrugated sledge caught me on the side 
of the head.

'C 'V E R Y T H IN G  w as hazy a fte r  that. 
-*-J I tried once to get up, and he 
knocked me down again. A fte r  he let 
me have his toe in m y ribs a couple 
of times, I blacked out. I was ju st be
ginning to come around again when 
my C h e w y  pulled up out front, and 
P age came in.

The sound of her scream  sliced the 
a ir like a knife. I fought my w ay to m y 
knees somehow, but before I could get 
up she w as kneeling beside me, cry in g  
questions and holding me tight.

I looked over her shoulder and saw  
the b ig  guy sitting on the desk. He had 
put his gun down by the cash register 
— he didn’t need it in the first place, 
since he could have broken both o f us 
in tw o with his hands— and he was busy 
squirting drops in his eye again. He 
had us cold, as helpless as two trussed 
chickens in a carnival snake pen.

“ It ’s all r ig h t,” I told Page. “ W e’re 
losing the C h e w y , th at’s a ll.”

She helped me up and we stood w ait
ing fo r the next move. Page had calmed 
down quick. She w as alw ays a cool 
girl, as level-headed as they come, and 
she was under better control now than 
I was.

“ I ’ll take the car,” the big guy said. 
He put the bottle on the desk and stood 
up, teetering on his heels like a circus 
bear. “ And you got som ething else I 
need. Open the register.”

I patted P age ’s shoulder and w ent 
past the guy to open the cash register, 
cleaning out everyth ing but the loose 
change. I was p raying he’d take the 
car and go then, but he w asn’t ready fo r 
that. He had to cover his tracks first.

He w iggled the .45 at me. “ Get out 
there and start that heap o f mine. D rive 
it into your w ashing shed and roll the 
doors shut on it. A nd don’t  get any ideas 
about hailin g a car on the highw ay, 
unless you w an t your w ife  to foot the 
bill.”
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I knew  then how he would handle it. 

I f  he had m eant to run fo r it, he 
w ouldn’t  have bothered to hide his car. 
H iding it showed that he w as going to 
duck pursuit instead of outrunning it, 
and th at m eant he w asn ’t going to leave 
us alive to put the state patrol on his 
trail.

But he had us cold, and there w as 
nothing else I could do. I w ent outside 
and jockeyed his c lattering m achine into 
the w ashing shed and rolled the trolley

that he w as a state trooper.
F o r a m inute I thought the holdup 

w as going to -shoot anyw ay, then he 
ducked into the m en’s toilet behind the 
battery rack and pulled the door nearly 
shut. The light w ent out in the john, 
but I knew his gun w as still covering 
us.

“ Stall him ,” he ordered in a hard* 
whisper. “ One w rong move and I ’ll come 
out blasting— and I w on’t m iss!”

The trooper took a quick look around

H E R O -o i  J E R K ?
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doors shut. Then I w ent back into the 
station and put an arm  around P age ’s 
shoulders.

“ A ll right, you’re clear,” I said, t r y 
ing to sound as if I believed it. “ Now 
h it the road, w ill yo u ?”

He blinked his good eye thoughtfully, 
but he w asn ’t  m aking up his mind. It 
w as made up already.

“ Too much traffic,” he said. “ Y o u ’d 
flag down the next car and have the 
troopers on my tail in tw enty minutes. 
I t ’s a chance I don’t have to take.” 

H is finger "was crooking on the tr ig 
g er when a car pulled off the h ighw ay 
out fro n t and stopped at the pumps. A  
man jum ped out before the wheels 
stopped rolling, and I could see from  
th e  uniform  and the flat-brim m ed hat

before he came in, and stopped at the 
doorw ay to size us up.

“ W e’re tracin g  a blue B uick sedan 
w ith F lorida p lates,” he said. “ D river 
is a big  bruiser w ith lumpy ears and a 
broken nose, a roadhouse bandit wanted 
fo r m urder. Seen anything like th a t? ”

D Y  T H A T  tim e I had pulled m yself 
together enough to shake my head. 

The feel of that gun pointed at my spine 
raised goose pimples on my skin and 
put a fro g  in m y throat.

“ N othing but the usual,” I said. I 
caught him starin g  at the sw elling 
bruise on m y tem ple and added, think
ing fast, “ E veryth in g  quiet, except w ith  
the madam. W e ju st had an argum ent, 
and she let me have it w ith a  tire  tool.”
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He turned his stare on Page, who 

w as standing against the ch argin g rack, 
fingering the bottle o f eyewash the hold
up had le ft on my desk.

“ You never know till you m arry one, 
do yo u ?” the trooper said and w ent out.

I watched him go with the same feel
ing you get in one o f those feet-in-the- 
quicksand nightm ares. It can’t happen 
like this, I was thinking. H e’ll guess 
w h at’s up and turn around fa s t and put 
a couple o f slugs through the door of the 
john and—

B ut he didn’t. He climbed back into 
the patrol car, and his partner tooled 
it aw ay from  the pumps. A  m inute 
later safety  was ju st a pair of tail lights, 
vanishing on the dark highw ay.

The b ig  guy came out of the john, 
sw eating from  the heat and blinking his 
red eye against the light.

“ N eat enough,” he said and made a 
gru n tin g  sound that could have been a 
laugh. “ Too bad you won’t take any cur
tain calls.”

The light still bothered him, and he 
picked up the eyewash bottle off the 
desk. A  habit like that grow s on a man, 
especially when he has lost one eye and 
lives in deadly fear o f losing the other. 
It w as strong enough in this killer to 
m ake him stop now and flush out that 
precious, irritated  eye.

Or maybe, know ing he had us cold,

he w as purposely stretching out the sus
pense and enjoying it. He took his time, 
sw itching the gun to his le ft hand and 
draw ing the little rubber bulb fu ll of 
eyewash. He put the dropper to his eye 
and squeezed—

He gave a scream  like a wom an’s, 
a raw , high sound that tore the nerves 
like a rasp. The gun clattered on the 
floor and exploded deafeningly, shatter
ing the fron t window into a thousand 
pieces. The b ig  man clapped both hands 
to his face, still scream ing, and lunged 
headlong into the w all like a blinded 
bull.

He staggered back and lurched 
straigh t fo r me, one hand over his eyes, 
the other claw in g the a ir  before him. 
I came out o f m y funk ju st in tim e to 
scoop up the gun and squeeze off a shot 
at arm ’s length.

The slug took him in the middle and 
slammed him back and down. He didn’t 
get up, and I knew from  the slack look 
on his face th at he wouldn’t— not ever.

I knew, too, then, w hat it w as Page 
had done w hile I stalled the trooper. I 
w asn ’t lyin g  about her being a level
headed kid. She realized the instant she 
saw  the hydrom eter bulb I had left on 
the ch argin g rack that it was the only 
chance left to us, and she’d used it to 
squirt the big killer’s eyewash bottle 
h alf full of battery acid. •  •  •

ROUGH
ON CATS

At Pueblo, Colorado, police dashed to a citi
zen’s home when blood was found on the floor 
after he had threatened suicide. When they 
found the man he was very much alive— but 
wearing a bloodstained coat.

He explained he had killed the family cat, 
dousing himself with the blood to make it look 
as if he’d stabbed himself.

“ I only wanted to frighten my wife,” he told 
the law officers.

"They frightened him with a stern reprimand.

— Bill Clegg



One of the murdered women 
had been found in the cellar

What would you do if a strangler had his fingers 
^  locked about your throat?

Y  "1FT was only lunch-time, but Johnny came in mag-
-18- nificently, only he didn’t come in all the way. He 

I paused splendidly with the door held open by his
E folded newspaper which he pointed like a rapier.

R  The sun shone brightly behind him. He was slim
85
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and brisk and young and good to look at 
and he knew it. But the pose was because 
the two years before he married Dee had 
been long ones, and spent far away, and 
Johnny meant to extract every bit of fun out 
of being alive and at long last married to 
Dee. He grinned in the doorway, with the 
sunshine strikng over his shodlders.

“ The mister," he announced, “ is home for 
lunch. How's for a greeting?”

There wasn't any answer. His voice rang 
queerly through the bungalow. If Dee had 
been around, it wouldn't have echoed like 
that.

He looked startled. He came all the way 
in, blinking a little as the outside sunshine 
was cut off. Then his shoulders slumped. 
Make a picture and a grand entrance and 
then find out there's nobody around to see, 
and you feel deflated, sort of. Dee wasn’t 
home. It felt queer.

He went into the dining-room with an ab
surd lost feeling when he tossed the news
paper on the table, it unrolled itself, and big 
black printed words seemed to blink at the 
ceiling: n o  c l u e s  t o  s t r a n g l e r  k i l l e r , 

said the headline.
Johnny took off his coat and put it care

fully on a hanger, and settled it just right. 
He moved to hang it up in the closet, and 
the headline caught his eye again, n o  c l u e s  

t o  s t r a n g l e r  k i l l e r .. He went on, he 
opened the closet door.

Then it hit. His hands shook suddenly. 
It was crazy, of course. Just because there 
was a loony guy around who'd managed to 
get three women, separately, to let him in 
their houses and then he had strangled them 
just for the hell of it and left them— !

He hung up the coat. He called ou t:
“ D ee!" He called again. "D ee !"
That was crazier still. If she'd been home, 

she’d have heard him and answered when he 
came in. He stood still an instant, his hands 
shaking. He picked up the newspaper and 
went out to the kitchen.

Empty. All neat and clean as a new pan. 
He put down the paper and tried the door. 
Locked. Nothing messed up anywhere. He 
turned fast and went to into the bedroom. 
Empty. Everything • in place. Everything 
tidy. Everything was all right. Of course.

But there was that crazy guy who some
how or other persuaded women to let him 
into their houses and then strangled them 
with monstrous, powerful hands that left 
ghastly marks upon their flesh.

The living room was all right, too. Dusted 
and swept and straightened up. Just— Dee 
wasn’t around. Johnny told himself that 
she’d be back presently, and that she 
wouldn't have gone out if she'd known he'd 
be home at lunch time. But his throat hurt. 
It seemed to be swelling inside. He swal
lowed. and it stopped his breath. His hands 
weren't a bit steadier.

He didn't want to, but he couldn’t help 
thinking of the cellar. There was a basement 
under the bungalow, and one of the women 
who'd been killed had been found down in 
her cellar, and what the cellar looked like 
had been too bad to put in the newspaper. 
But Dee was all right. Sure she was all 
right! It was crazy to be worried about Dee. 
Nothing could happen to her.

T T E  found himself at the head of the cellar 
stairs and he was shaking all over. His 

breath made a tunny, rasping noise as it went 
in and out. All because of a newspaper head
line that couldn’t possibly have anything to 
do with Dee’s not answering when he came in 
the door. Still, he was scared to death when 
he turned on the cellar light and went down.

But evervthing was wholly normal down 
there. Concrete floor. Unshaded electric 
bulb. Bulky, ungainly furnace. Johnny even 
looked in the coal-bin. There was nothing 
wrong anywhere. He’d been in every room 
in the house and now all through the cellar, 
and Dee simply wasn't home. She'd gone 
out somewhere. That was all. Johnny went 
sick with relief.

Funny how a fellow can get all worked 
up over nothing at all. No reason in the 
world why Dee had to stay home ail day on 
the off chance her husband might have an 
errand in the neighborhood and drop by for 
lunch. No reason at .all. But just because 
she’d been out when he came in, he’d got all 
worked up. That and a newspaper headline. 
Crazy!

He grinned shakily. He wouldn’t ever 
tell her, or she’d laugh at him. Just dumb
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and scary. H e’d go upstairs and scrabble 
up some lunch and leave an insulting note 
for her to find when she came back. Some
thing like woman’s place in the home and 
she didn’t stay there? His grin was less 
shaky as he started toward the steps.

Crash! That was glass breaking. Some
thing had smashed upstairs.

He went up the steps two at a time. The 
glass panel of the outer door was shattered, 
and a baseball was still rolling foolishly 
across the kitchen floor.

The tension Johnny’d felt boiled up into 
a furious anger. Blit the couple of years 
before he and Dee were married had taught 
him to think twice when he was mad. He 
started for the door, and then stopped. The 
kids who’d smashed the window would have 
beat it by now. But if there was no sign of 
life inside the house, if they thought nobody 
was home, they'd gather again and speculate 
about whether they could get their ball back.

He grinned wryly and put the baseball on 
the table, on top of the newspaper with the 
headline that had scared him so badly. 
NO CLUES TO STRAN GLER K IL L E R . Somehow 
that headline still gave him the shakes. But 
he started to fix up some lunch for himself, 
after putting on one of Dee’s aprons to pro
tect his newly-creased pants.

There were footsteps on the back porch. 
Johnny waited scowling. There was a ring of 
the back-door bell. It wasn’t a kid, though. 
Johnny unlocked the shattered door and con
fronted a mild-seeming, bulky man in an 
overcoat. The mild-seeming man said apol
ogetically, very softly and humbly for so big 
a man:

"M y  little boy broke the door glass with 
his ball. I would like to pay for the damage, 
please, and get back his ball.”

“ E h?” said Johnny. He blinked. There 
could be no quarrel with this. “ Oh! There’s 
the ball. I was laying low to see if I could 
find out which kid did it. Come in.”

He opened the door wide. The bulky man 
came in, stepping cautiously over the pieces 
of glass still on the floor. He was very meek, 
extremely abashed. He looked ashamed, 
like someone who was not accustomed to 
being in the wrong. He did not once raise his 
eyes above Johnny’s collar. But Johnny felt

queer, wearing Dee’s frilly apron over rather 
sharp and definitely masculine clothes.

“ My wife's out,” explained Johnny. “ I ’m 
cooking my own lunch. She’ll be back any 
minute, though. I don’t know' what a new 
pane for the door will cost. A  couple of bucks, 
I guess. It’s pretty big.”

fP H e  big man said softly, “ I will be glad to 
pay whatever you think is right. I am 

glad you are at home, sir. Since these terrible 
strangling murders, I would feel very strange 
if I had to speak to a lady. I would be afraid 
she would be in terror of me.”

Johnny frowned, thinking.
“ Sure,”  he said absently. “ I ’ll call up a 

glazier and see what a new glass will cost. 
Wait here a minute.”

He went into the living room. He dis
carded Dee’s apron and felt better. After he 
had called the glazier, he went back to the 
kitchen. The bulky, meek man had picked up 
the newspaper with its headline: n o  c l u e s  
t o  s t r a n g l e r  k i l l e r . He looked up— but 
not all the way to Johnny’s eyes— when 
Johnny came back.

“ It’ll be two and a quarter,”  said Johnny. 
“ Installed.”

“ Y es,” said the big man softly. “ Thank 
you, sir. There is no clue at all to the man 
who committed these horrible crimes, I see. 
He must be insane. It is terrible to think of 
someone going about wfith such a lust for 
murder in his heart.”

“ It’s bad,” said Johnny.
“ They say,” said the big man in the same 

soft tone, “ that he is a sex maniac. But 
somehow' I do not believe that. I think that 
his victims have been w’omen simply because 
it is easier to find a woman alone and off 
guard than a man. A  woman is so easily 
lulled to confidence by an air of deference! 
But I think the strangler would as readily 
strangle a man. Especially a young man.”  

The newspaper quivered a little as he held 
it. Still he did not raise his eves to Johnny’s. 
He looked at Johnny, to be sure, but his 
glance never quite lifted to Johnny’s face.

“ There would be,” he went on, very softly 
indeed, “ there would be an esthetic pleasure 
in crushing a woman’s soft throat between 
one’s fiingers, but there would be pleasure
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in strangling a man, too. After all, this
criminal must kill for the pleasure of feeling 
himself irresistibly powerful, omnipotent to 
destroy. He must know a terrible pleasure 
when he feels life fluttering away in his 
grasp while feeble hands clutch helplessly 
at him. But the greatest pleasure would be 
in watching his victim's eyes, watching terror 
grow to horror, the madness before the eyes 
glazed. Yes, it would be a great pleasure to 
a madman to watch others go mad as his 
fingers squeezed their lives away. And of 
course, a young man would yield that 
pleasure.— ”

“ It’s two and a quarter,”  said Johnny 
sharply, "for  the glass panel.”

He didn’t like this talk after the scare he’d 
had when he came in. But the meek man 
said he wanted to pay for the damage his 
small boy had done.

“ Ah, yes!” said the big man.
He laughed softly. The sound was quite 

remote from anything human. Johnny 
stared, a sudden harsh suspicion leaping into 
his mind. Then hands darted for his throat, 
like twin snakes striking. They moved too 
fast for his eyes to follow and they closed 
with superhuman, maniacal force.

There was silence for perhaps two seconds. 
The big man laughed softly and very happily. 
Johnny’s own hands jerked to his throat to 
tear the strangling hands away. His first im
pulse was panic. But the two years before 
he’d married Dee had taught him how fatal 
it is to get panicky. And in those two years, 
too, he had learned that nobody can strangle 
you if you keep your head. N obody! A 
strong man’s hands can be torn away, per
haps, but. he can’t strangle you if you put all 
your strength against one of his fingers at 
a time.

“ And you said,” said the bulky man hap
pily, “ that your wife will be back at any 
moment.”

JO H N N Y ’s throat was utterly closed, but 
instead of panic his eyes were filled with 

fury. He did not tear at the madman's wrists. 
He wrenched loose individual fingers. His 
right hand gripped the forefinger of the 
strangler’s left hand. His left hand separated 
and seized a single finger of the strangler’s

right hand. The whole strength of each of 
Johnny’s hand was available for use against 
a single finger of the madman’s. He used it. 
With a violent, ruthless wrench, he bent the 
two fingers back.

Suddenly the big man screamed. Johnny 
did not struggle in his grip. He wrenched at 
two other fingers. He bent them back with 
terrible abruptness. The man shrieked again. 
Johnny needed breath, by then, but he 
wrenched at a third finger on each hand.

The big man in the overcoat loosed Johnny 
and fled, uttering unhuman cries. He held 
his hands stiffly, absurdly a*way from his 
body. He blundered through the door, ut
tering animal sounds. Johnny gasped nee 
for breath and then leaped after him.

He struck with his full weight at just the 
right moment. The big man toppled the three 
steps from the back porch, and Johnny was 
on top. And he struck sharply with the 
heel of his hand, and the madman’s head 
rocked into cracking contact with the con
crete walk. He lay still.

Faces appeared at the \ i. .lows all about. 
Women’s faces, scared and pale. Johnny got 
up and went back into the house, automati
cally brushing himself off as he moved. He 
was deathly white. He made an urgent phone 
call.

When the police had taken the man away, 
Johnny changed his shirt. The collar was 
soiled by the hands that had tried to strangle 
him. He began to brush his clothes more 
carefuly. But he shook all over.

When he heard Dee's steps on the front 
porch, he reached the door in nothing flat. He 
opened it and dragged her in, and, still 
trembling, held her close.

"Johnny!”  said Dee delightedly, “ How is 
it you're home?" Then she realized that he 
was scared. “ You’re pale! What’s the 
matter ?”

“ Oh, my G od !" he said shakily. “ You 
weren't home, and— and I got to thinking 
about things that might happen to you. Not 
— not only here, but downtown. Anywhere! 
You could even be run over by a truck ! I— I 
get scared when I don’t know you’re all 
right, D ee!”

Dee kissed him. she said fondly, 
“ Crazy!”  •  •  •



If Helen committed the murder, she would have looked 
something like this as she held the gun. But Helen 
claimed this was a scene that had never taken place!

girl in 
TROUBLE

By ROBERT SIDNEY BOWEN

. ALLO N  had the smirk he invariably 
wore when he gave me a stinko assignment. 
“ That’s right,” he said. “ Get a story of her new 
T V  program. Lots of career gal background. 
A  couple of columns will do fine. W e got plen
ty of pics in the morgue.”

I wanted to kill him, and it wasn’t the thought 
of the penalty that stopped me. For one thing, 
A1 Mallon was a whiz in the newspaper busi
ness, and if I could stomach him for maybe a 
year I ’d learn enough to give me a better than 
even-money chance of landing a job with some 
metropolitan sheet, perhaps in New York or 
Chicago. For another, I honestly and truly
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wanted to see Helen James again.

All right, so I must adore getting kicked 
in the teeth, but you try to explain love. And 
it was love between Helen and me. That is, 
it was before Uncle Whiskers selected me for 
the Korean trip with pay. W e were both in 
the circulation department and had our hopes 
and dreams. Mallon was on the city desk 
then, not the big M.E. yet. Then I got my 
“ greetings.” and it was the same day Helen 
won a radio audition singing contest. So the 
three of us were happy that day. Helen, me, 
and Uncle Whiskers.

You can probably guess the rest— and 
you're right. By the time I made PFC, Hel
en was climbing fast, and her letters got few
er and shorter. By the time they decided my 
leg wasn’t good enough to chase gooks on 
any more, Helen was right at the top. I came 
home to her but not to the girl I ’d known in 
the circulation department. This girl gleamed 
like gold, and was as hard and sparkling as 
diamonds.

I did my best to knock it all down, but it 
was no go. The star her wagon was hitched 
to was jet propelled, and I still had a bit of 
Korean Red shell in my leg. It was nice dear 
friends, or else. I blew up and took the else.

“ Well, you want it?” Mallon’s voice cut 
through my reverie.

Just a sweet, understanding guy. A  real 
cupid with a knife. I nodded.

“ I want it,” I said and walked out of his 
office.

I finished the rewrite I ’d left when he’d 
yelled and looked at the clock. It was two- 
thirty.

It was three on the dot when I stepped out 
of the elevator on the fourteenth floor of the 
swank place where Queen Helen, as they 
were calling her, held court. I hadn’t phoned 
from the office nor from downstairs. I ’d been 
there before a couple of times and knew the 
way. Besides I was secretly afraid she might 
give me the brush and I wanted to see her, a 
kick in the teeth or not.

Her apartment was toward the rear on the 
court side of the two-wing building. The door 
was open an inch, and I was about to jab the 
chimes button when I heard a man’s voice 
inside.

“ Somebody would have to kill her first!”

he said in a flat, toneless voice.
Helen laughed harshly. “ So you’ve got 

yourself a thought,” she said. “ Now get out 
of here, you damned w orm !”

I could retreat quick or be the nonhearing 
bystander. I latched the door silently and’ 
jabbed the chimes button. It was opened by 
a man I knew by sight. His name was Tras- 
ker, and he was one of the half dozen so- 
called directors of Helen's T V  program. He 
looked through me, grunted, and went down 
the hall to the elevator bank. The next thing 
I knew I was being yanked into the foyer by 
Helen’s arms around my neck.

“ Johnny, darling! You darling to com e!"
I didn’t fight, or stiffen, or even give her 

just my cheek. I went swimming in the Gar
den of Eden until she let go and stepped back.

“ Still mad at baby. Johnny honey?"
Sweet corn and it cleared my head. I wiped 

my mouth and put my handkerchief back in 
my pocket. When I looked at her the tem
perature went up again.

“ M e? I'm your dear friend. Remember?”

C H E  LO O K E D  mad for a moment, then 
^  thoughtful. Then the golden gleam was 
there and the polished hard diamond.

“ Okay, chum," she said in a voice that 
made me want to hang five on her. “ So we 
skip it. Why the call?"

“ Mallon loves his little jokes.” I told her. 
“ I ’m here to interview Queen Helen. Our 
six hundred thousand readers— ”

“ You? What a stinking louse that Mal
lon !"

“ Yes, Queen,” I said. “ He is also my 
boss. He gives the assignments. He signs 
the pay vouchers. I need the job. Period.”

She looked at me like six strangers study
ing a bug. She finally shook her head and 
sighed.

“ You softy." she said and shook her head 
again. “ You don’t get any place being soft, 
Johnny. I know ! I wouldn't be doing what 
I’m doing if I hadn't got hard and tough.”

“ I know,” I said. “ You’d be minding the 
kids while I was out interviewing somebody 
else.”

For a second I thought it hit home. A  vel
vet sadness filled her eyes. Impulsively I
reached out, but she saw the movement and %



GIRL IN TROUBLE 91
shook her head.

"Okay, let’s not stand here,”  she said, 
back on the Queen Helen record.

I followed her into a living room that was 
fixed up exactly the way a queen would fix 
up a living room. Use your own imagination. 
She waved me regally to a king size chair 
and sat down on a sofa. I mean, I thought I 
saw her wave and I thought I saw her sit 
down on a sofa, but I wasn’t sure. At that in
stant, I was looking into a glaring white light 
of about sixteen trillion candlepower intens
ity. I ducked and stepped from one side to 
the other but the white glare held me pinned.

“ That damned sun!” I heard Helen ex
plode.

A  moment later Venetian blinds came down 
over the open french windows, and I could 
see again.

“ That bitch’s windows across the court,” 
Helen said, coming back to the sofa. “ This 
time of day they reflect the sun straight in 
here like a million headlights. I keep forget
ting. Sit down, Johnny. A  drink?”

I could have stood one, but one would lead 
to three, maybe to five. And five, I knew, 
would probably make me try again. My 
teeth couldn’t take it. I shook mv head.

“ Some newspaperman, turning down a 
drink!”  she scoffed. “ All right, the inter
view. So what can I tell you you don’t al
ready know?”

It came out as though I'd had it in my head 
waiting. “ You can start with that character 
who just left,”  I said.

Ever see ice burn ? That was Helen for 
about five fast seconds.

“ W e’ll skip him,” she said. “ Pick an
other topic.”

I picked one I could write about and then 
.a few more. I picked topics for half an hour 
or so, then closed mv notebook and stood up. 
I thanked her and wished her well, and she 
walked with me to the door with a funny lit
tle smile on her face. At the door she sud
denly clinched me but good. My own arms 
were coming up when she pushed me out into 
the hall.

“ A  softy but clean!”  I heard her say as the 
doorlatch clicked.

I walked slow circles to the elevator and 
rode down with my sinking heart. That eve

ning I drank a good part of my dinner in a 
tavern near my rooming house. Of course, it 
had to be the night Helen’s show was on, 
and of course, a middle-aged party of four 
had to ask the barkeep to switch it on. I 
looked at her, and listened to her, and got 
quietly plastered. That was the last time I, 
or anybody else, saw Queen Helen on tele
vision.

tT^HE next afternoon, around four, I 
dropped in on Lieutenant Jack Coffer 

down at homicide. Our paths had crossed a 
few times in Korea, and every once in a while 
when I dropped in, he’d let go a hint as to 
where I might pick up a story. No hints this 
time, but while I was there his phone rang. 
When he hung up, he gave me a crooked
g r i n ' T

“ You want one that’s hot, come along,”  
he said and was out of there like a shot.

Not until we were in his car, screaming 
through the streets, did I get the chance to 
ask where.

“ Madison Apartments,”  Coffer told me. 
“ Guy found his wife with a hole in her head. 
From a bullet.”

“ Anybody we know?”  I yelled as he 
touched the siren button.

“ Us and a million others,”  he said, two- 
wheeling a corner. “ Diana Trasker, the T V  
cutie.”

A  mule kicked me in the stomach, but I 
couldn’t understand why. Helen lived at the 
Madison, and Diana Trasker’s husband was 
the lad I ’d heard talking to her yesterday, 
but so what ? Why should my insides quiver 
and sink? I couldn’t think of a reason, and 
then we were in front of the place.

The beat cop in the lobby saluted Coffer 
and gave him the apartment number. It was 
on the fourteenth floor. Three men were 
waiting by the door. One was another cop, 
one I recognized as the house manager, and 
the other was Trasker. The T V  director 
gave me a startled look and seemed about to 
speak but he didn’t. The cop touched his cap 
and opened the door, and we all went in, no
body saying a word.

Coffer started and then I did, too. I guess 
it was because both of us probably expected 
to see the dead woman stretched out on the
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floor, or a bed, or a sofa, or something, in
stead of bent over on a desk not two feet 
from you as you came in the door. She was 
sitting on a chair, but what you saw first and 
couldn’t take your eyes from was the sticky 
red hole in the back of her head at the hair 
line. That and the half-dried trickle of blood 
that had run down her neck and under the 
collar of her blouse.

I had time for one good long look over 
Coffer’s shoulder, before the homicide detail 
arrived. Coffer snapped a few orders that 
put everybody to work and turned to Tras- 
ker.

“ Tell me about it,” he said.
Trasker told him in the deadest voice I had 

ever heard. He’d stopped by the apartment 
for a quick shower and change before return
ing to the studio for a soap opera rehearsal 
and discovered he'd lost his key. His wife 
didn’t answer his ring so he sent the elevator 
boy down for the master key. The manager, 
name of Farms, brought it up personally, and 
the three of them found the dead Diana. 
Farms sent the elevator kid for a cop, and 
the cop phoned it in to Homicide.

Just as Trasker finished, the medic signi
fied that he had completed his examination.

“ She got it quick,” he said to Coffer with
out being asked. “ A  twenty-two or a twenty- 
five, dead center. I ’ll dig it out.”

“ What tim e?" Coffer asked.
“ Three o ’clock, give or take five,” was the 

answer. “ I can cut it fine later. All vours. 
Jack.” -

Coffer nodded and looked around the 
room. I took a casual look myself and got 
brought up short. Directly opposite dead 
Diana were opened french windows that 
looked across the court and through the 
opened french windows of Helen’s apart
ment. I could see her sofa and part of the 
king size chair I'd sat in yesterday. I don't 
know why but I instantly realized how simple 
it would have been for somebody in Helen’s 
apartment to pop somebody in Trasker’s 
apartment with a small caliber automatic and 
a radio to muffle the sound.

Too obviously simple, however, and I be
gan to feel better until I saw Coffer squint
ing his eyes to line things up. Unquestion
ably he was thinking the same thing.

“ It’s a good fifty feet,”  I heard myself say. 
“ It would take an expert marksman!”

/^ O F F E R  looked at me, cocked a surprised 
brow, and turned back to Trasker. Ever 

have the certain feeling a catastrophe is head
ing straight for your lap, and there isn’t a 
thing you can do about it ? I had it as Coffer 
started asking more questions. Trasker an
swered each one as though it weren’t the one 
he was waiting for. When Coffer asked if 
he had any idea who had shot his wife, I 
knew at once that was it.

“ Certainly," Trasker answered in a flash 
and pointed. “ That’s her apartment across 
the court. Helen James.”

“ Now, wait a minute!" I began hotly, but 
Coffer’s look shut me up.

“ W h y?" he asked.
Trasker looked at his dead wife, but as 

far as emotions went the guy was all ice. 
Then he glanced at me, and I could almost 
see the ice.

“ He’s a newspaperman," he said to Tras
ker. “ And this is personal.”

“ Not now," Coffer said, shaking his head. 
“ You ’ve just made a public accusation. Why 
Helen James?"

Trasker scowled. He didn’t like that. But 
he talked. He went back to the time when 
Helen’s show was first cast. He built it up 
step by step— how his wife should have had 
the leading role but that, by pulling every 
dirtv trick in the book, Helen had done her 
out of it. How Helen drove everybody crazy 
being the prima donna type, being late or 
missing rehearsals, drinking and helling 
around. How the sponsors had decided not 
to renew her contract for next season. How 
Helen had threatened Diana before the en
tire cast— and Coffer could check that if he 
wanted to.

"Only today. Lieutenant," Trasker said 
after stopping for a breath, “ she threatened 
Diana’s life again. I stopped in this noon at 
her apartment to check the script for next 
week’s show. It's the last of the series. She 
was half drunk, and we couldn’t get any
where. She swore again that Diana would 
never get her job. She’d kill her first. She 
told me that, Lieutenant. She killed Diana. 
She’s nothing but a trollop with a voice. And
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not a very good voice any more !”

I did a stupid thing. I reached for Tras- 
ker, jerked him close, and hit him in the 
face. He slammed hack against Farms, and 
they both fell to the floor.

“ What the hell?’ ’ Coffer roared at me.
“ He’s a liar,” I said.
He looked as though he were going to slug 

me. Instead he nodded at the door.
“ Out and keep going!” he snapped.
I thought of the storv and my job. “ I'm 

sorry, Jack," I said.
“ O u t!" he said. “ Be thankful you're not 

in the tank!”
I went out and down to the street. One of 

my knuckles had been cut on Trasker's teeth. 
While I licked it. 1 stared at the traffic and 
called myself a dopy torch bearer. So I'd 
slugged a guy for tainting Oueen Helen’s 
fair name? How the hell did I know her 
name was fair? I'd seen her only three times 
since I'd been back, and she certainly hadn’t 
been the sweet, cute thing I'd once known. 
So how did I know? I didn't. I only felt it 
the way you feel things like that about the 
girl you'll love, come what may, until the 
man pats the dirt down over your pine box.

I walked to the other entrance of the Madi
son and went up to her apartment. I gave 
the chimes button a three-minute workout 
before she opened the door. She looked like 
hell. She was dressed okay, you understand, 
but she was higher than six kites. I don’t 
think she even recognized me at first. I 
didn’t bother waiting lor her to. I pushed in
side, closed the door, and walked into the 
living room and across to the french win
dows. I pulled them shut and dropped the 
Venetian blind.

4V711 F.N I turned, she was standing in the 
' '  middle of the room with a silly smile on 

her face and a hand pressed to her forehead.
“ Hello, Johnny honey,” she mumbled. A 

spasm of pain twisted her face, and she 
groaned. ' ‘Oh damn,'my head!”

I stepped over and took her by the-shoul
ders and shook hard.

“ It’s your neck !” I barked. “ Come out of 
it! Did you do it?”

“ Cut it ou t!”  she mumbled.
I shook her again. “ Did-you-do-it?”

She tried to pull free and smack me, but 
I caught her hand. Suddenly she gave a little 
cry and slumped against me.

“ I ’m tired of it, Johnny, so damned tired,” 
she whimpered against my shoulder. “ It’s all 
fight and just rotten. I don’t want it any 
more.”

I held her close, kissed her hair, and didn’t 
care if she’d shot everybody in television. 
Then I got mv good sense back.

“ Tell me about it, baby,”  I said gently.
“ Nothing to tell.” she said in a weary 

voice. “ Just fights, and bickering, and back 
stabbing. I ’m sick of it. Queen H elen! h a ! 
A dumb dilly in the circulation department, 
that’s all. Oh Johnny!”

W e were back again in the circulation de
partment. Not the new smooch and hot lips 
but the old real thrill and the genuine tingle 
right down to your toes. W e clung to each 
other like a couple of excited freshmen, and 
there was nobody else in all the world. E x
cept that there was a guy named Coffer.

I hadn’t shut the door tight and he was in 
the room with a couple of his boys before I 
knew it. He grabbed me from behind and 
yanked me out of the clinch and spun me 
around.

“ I should have figured!”  he blazed in my 
face.

I knocked his hand off.
“ Easy. Jack,”  I said. “ She’s my girl.”
“ The hell!” he exploded. “ Since— ”
“ A long story for later,” I stopped him. 

“ Right now she’s sick. She needs a doctor. 
Look, Jack, this smells. She— ”

“ You tell me?” he snarled. “ Billy! Take 
this guv out of this building and keep him 
ou t!”

“ No you don’t ! ”  I protested.
Well, I went out with one of his boys on 

each arm. On the sidewalk they let go, and 
one went back in. The other lit a cigarette 
and just looked at me. I didn't know him, 
and it wouldn’t have done me any good if I 
had.

I wondered,if I should call up a good law
yer, or Helen’s sponsor, or somebody. I was 
still wondering when the ambulance rolled 
up. A  doc and a couple of lads went inside 
with a stretcher. Ten minutes later they 
came out with Helen. Her eyes were closed,
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and I started over, but my watchdog gave 
me the elbow where it hurt.

They put Helen in the ambulance, closed 
the doors, and rolled away. Coffer came out 
with his other boy, but the guy with the el
bow was doing his job right down the line. 
I wasn’t able to get close to Coffer until he 
was in his car. I ran over to him.

“ Jack, for crissakes!” I gasped.
He didn't turn his head. Just rolled the 

window up, letting me get my fingers pinched 
if I wanted, and nodded at his driver. They 
rolled away leaving me standing there with 
maybe twenty or thirty people gaping at me 
and wondering what it was all about. I start
ed walking and didn’t stop until I was too 
tired to take another step.

I ran out of energy in front of a restaurant- 
bar so I went in and found an empty booth. 
It was close to seven then, and I knew I 
should have gone to the office with my scoop 
long ago, but I didn’t care. It wasn’t any 
scoop for me. It was a mess, and when Mal- 
lon found out— which he would as sure as 
hell— I probably wouldn’t have any more job. 
But I didn’t care about that, either. I 
couldn’t think about anything but Helen, and 
how I loved her, and how it made no differ
ence what she’d done. And she hadn’t done 
anything like shooting somebody else.

That was the crazy twist. I knew as sure 
as I knew I was drinking beer that Helen 
hadn’t shot Diana Trasker. H ow ? I didn’t 
even have a good reason for myself. I just 
knew it, that’s all. I knew, too— or felt— that 
unless I did something and did it fast, it was 
going to be too late. But what could I do ?

TT W AS around nine when I gave up beat-
ing my brains and paid my check. I could 

think of only one place to go, so I went there 
— Homicide. I had a hell of a time getting 
into Coffer’s office, but eventually he relent
ed. He was as friendly as an ice pick in your 
neck when he did let me in.

“ Only because I want an answer,”  he said 
when we were alone. “ What about this Hel
en lames and you? Give me the picture and 
then beat it.”

He listened as if I was reciting nothing 
more interesting than the alphabet.

“ Where is she, Jack?”  I pleaded when I

was through. “ How is she? What’s the 
story up to now ? Give an old soldier a break. 
I'm sorry about the other thing.”

He looked as though he was going to give 
me the nod to blow, but evidently changed 
his mind, for he said:

“ She's in sick ward and okay. Must have 
doped herself with the stuff and then went 
crazy with the gun. Swears she can’t remem
ber a thing. Doesn’t even remember Trasker 
walking out on her. She’s in one hell of a 
jam.”

“ She didn't do it,” I said. “ Couldn’t 
have!”

Coffer looked at me without sympathy.
“ You say!" he grunted. He held up his 

left hand and started ticking off the fingers 
with his right. “ W e found the gun in the 
field behind the Madison, A woman’s toss 
from her bathroom window that faces rear. 
It’s her gun, she admits it. No prints, but 
one shot’s been fired. A  German Walther 
Twenty-five. The slug in the Trasker woman 
checks. Part of Trasker’s story checks, too. 
They hated each other’s guts. Matter of fact, 
though, that whole crowd hates each other’s 
guts. W e’ve dug up a dozen motives for 
killing her and we’ll probably dig up more. 
Diana Trasker was a Grade A bitch. A  rich, 
rich bitch, too. Know who she was?”

I shook my head.
“ Gloria Adams. The Fruity Bar Adam

ses. She’s worth about half of Fort Knox. 
And a first class bitch. Everybody agrees. 
But she was shot, and we’ve got a law about 
shooting people. The D.A.'s in it now. He 
thinks he has your old flame about cooked, 
Johnny.”

That he spoke my name gave me hope. He 
wasn’t really as sore as I ’d thought. So how 
would that help ? I didn’t know.

“ She didn’t kill her, Jack,” I said. “ It was 
somebody else. I ’ll say Trasker.”

“ Why?**
I shrugged. “ I don’t know,” I said, then 

quickly shook my head. “ Yes, I do,”  I cor
rected myself and told him what I ’d heard 
when I went to interview Helen.

“ Could have meant nothing,”  Coffer 
grunted. “ That crowd’s all mouth. Say any 
damned thing they think and not mean it. 
You know, call somebody darling when
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they’d love to cut his or her throat. If it 
wasn’t for the gun, Johnny— but there it is. 
That part all matches.”

I shook my head. “ It can’t! Too tough a 
shot. I doubt if I could do it and I got me 
the expert’s bar. Where’d she get the gun?” 

“ Said a friend gave it to her. A Nazi sou
venir. She registered it a couple of years ago 
when the new firearms law went through. 
Kept it in a desk drawer. Okay. Somebody 
else could have known that and swiped it. 
An expert shot. Wipe it clean and ditch it 
out back. W h o?”

“ Trasker,” I said.
Coffer smiled faintly. “ He’s on my list, 

but so what?” he grunted. “ His story checks. 
He left her apartment around two and went 
to his office studio. His secretary says he 
left there at a quarter of three. That would 
get him to his own apartment when he said 
he got there. Fifteen minutes after she was 
shot. Three o ’clock she got it."

I thought I had something. “ A half hour!” 
I cried. “ A taxi could do it in ten. He 
walked ?”

Coffer nodded. “ Said he did. Even ad
mits he didn't meet anybody he knew. So 
it’s a half hour? Say he took a cab and got 
the extra twenty minutes. What did he d o?"

I was really excited bv then. “ Simple!” 
I pushed the word out in a hurry. “ When 
Helen passed out. he swiped the gun. Later, 
during those twenty minutes he had, he 
sneaked up the service elevator on his side 
and let himself into his place. He turned on 
the radio, and—  Yes, he must have lowered 
the Venetian blind. His wife was sitting at 
that desk, so he moves hack to the window 
and goes bang. A Walther doesn’t make too 
loud a bang, either. Then he slips out, tosses 
the gun where he wants it to go, and walks 
slowly down and around and comes in his 
entrance door fifteen minutes later. Simple, 
see ?”

/'''O F F E R  was looking at me hard, as 
^  though he had a thought, too. ‘But when 
he spoke my heart dropped way down.

“ Too simple.”  he said, shaking his head. 
“ Too risky. He didn’t know your girl 
would stay out cold that long. She could 
have come to and gone out, or been talking

on the phone, any one of a half dozen things 
that would put her right in the clear.”  

“ He doped her drink,”  I said almost be
fore I realized I was saying it. “ That’s why 
she looked so terrible. She’d been doped!” 

Coffer thought it over, but the expression 
on his face didn’t give me any encourage
ment. He glanced at the wall clock and pulled 
a stack of papers to him.

“ She didn’t do it, Jack !” I said desperately 
again.

“ Okay, okay,” he said and waved a tired 
hand. “ She didn’t do it, but she’s in a jam 
that says sure as hell she did. And don’t ask 
me if you can see her. You can’t. Go home. 
You look like hell, too. Ring me in the morn
ing. If there’s anything new, I ’ll tell you. 
Good night, Johnny.”

“ Good night, Jack,” I said and left be
cause staying would only rile him again.

I went home and even went to bed, but I 
couldn’t sleep. I tossed and iurned and 
worked the hrain until it seemed to shrivel 
up on me. I took a couple of stiff hookers, 
but they didn't help. I sat up in the darkness 
and smoked until my throat was raw. After a 
million years, I switched on the light and 
looked at the clock. I had to blink a couple 
of times before I, could read it. The clock 
said 3 a . m . exactly. I decided to get dressed 
and find an all-night place for a bite if only 
to ease my sore throat.

I was half out of bed when it hit me. It 
was so nebulous at first that it took me all 
of a minute to pin it down. When I did, I 
wanted to yell loud. I grabbed my phone and 
called Homicide. Of course, Coffer wasn’t 
there, but I worked the emergency routine, 
and the lad gave me his home number. It 
rang twenty times before he finally answered.

“ Jack, she didn't do it !” was all I could 
say, I was that wound up. He started to 
swear but I cut in on him. “ No, no, I mean 
it. Jack. I can prove i t !”

“ In the morning!” he snarled. “ Go back 
to bed.”

So I swore at him and made him listen. I 
didn’t tell him anything definite, only got 
him to promise to meet me in the manager’s 
office at the Madison Apartments at a quarter 
of three the next afternoon. He promised by 
way of shutting me up, but any promise Jack
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Coffer made was okay.

From then until I met Coffer in Farms’ 
office is a time I don’t want to even thinR 
of even now. He was there— a couple of min
utes ahead, as a matter of fact— but his face 
didn’t show he was happy about it.

“ If this flops, keep away from me for 
good !” he warned. -

“ It can’t.” Then I said to Farms. “ I want 
you to let us into Miss James’s apartment.”

He looked at Coffer and Jack nodded.
“ It’s okay,”  he said. “ He’s going to prove 

she didn’t do it.”
Farms looked back at me and smiled.
“ I hope so,” he said quietly. “ She is a 

lovely girl. Never given us a bit of trouble 
like some. Very well, come along,”

When we got to her door, I looked at my 
watch. It was still only twelve minutes of 
three.

Then I had the crazy urge to make Coffer 
let me go in first— alone. I wanted to make 
sure of something, but I decided it wouldn’t 
matter.

Farms opened the door and we went in. 
I ducked through the foyer quickly to the 
living room and found out what I wanted to 
know in a single look. The living room win
dow was open, and the Venetian blind was up. 
It was like that in the Trasker apartment 
window, too. You could see straight through 
to the wall desk where Diana had died. I 
went quickly to the window and dropped the 
Venetian blind.

“ Now what?”  Coffer demanded as I 
turned back.

“ W e wait,” I said. “ Wait right there, 
Tack. You're going to see something— may
be.”

TTF, STA R TE D  to speak, but maybe the 
pleading in my eyes shut him up. I 

looked at my watch. Only four minutes of 
three.

I was pretty sure it had jumped eight 
minutes. Then when there were but seconds 
to three. Coffee gave it up.

“ Look! What the— ”
" You look!”  I cried and ran up the Vene

tian blind.
The sun’s reflection off the Trasker’s 

french windows hit him and Farms just as

it had hit me two afternoons before. They 
ducked and moved away from it.

“ She was shot at three o ’clock, Jack!”  I 
shouted. “ Make like you were trying it. 
Can you see over there ? See the desk across 
the room? See anything? The sun was 
shining yesterday, to o !”

“ Put that damned blind dow n!”  Coffer 
roared.

I dropped it and grinned at him. “ Proof 
enough,Jack?”

He didn’t say anything. Farms said, as 
though he was losing every one of his tenants, 
“ They all complain on this side of the court. 
But what can I do? Make the others paint 
their windows black? W ho wants a window 
painted black? So I say, lower your blinds. 
It's only for about twenty minutes at the 
most.”

Coffer looked at me, and his smile was 
lovely to see. “ So she didn't do it, Johnny,”  
he said. “ Somebody else did."

“ Trasker,”  I said. “ It fits.”
“ W e’ll see how good." he said and turned 

toward the foyer.
It fitted real good when Coffer was 

through, and that was at eight o ’clock that 
night. He broke down Trasker’s story in a 
half dozen places. Finally he broke down 
Trasker. I was right. He'd doped Helen’s 
drink to keep her out and swiped the gun. 
Diana was getting to be too much for him, 
and he wanted out. Also her money. Also 
he had a babe of his own he wanted to star 
in that T V  show.

The way T’d figured he’d done it checked 
too.

Jack Coffer gave it all to me first, so I 
got mv scoop after all. 1 got something else 
when I went to the office to bang it out— a 
letter from a New York paper that offered 
me once and a half what Mallot: was paying 
if I came fast.

But the best part was when I took Helen 
back to the Madison Apartments. W e 
laughed and cried all night long and polished 
up those hopes and dream's we had had back 
in the circulation department. First thing 
next morning we went down and bought a 
marriage license.

It’s been like it was in the-circulation de
partment ever since. •  •  •



HE
KILLED-
xxxxxxxxxx
xxxxxxxxxx
xxxxxxxxxxx

31
A True Story by

FREEMAN H. HUBBARD

A a dark hillside outside the Hungarian 
town of Biatorbagy, a powerfully built man 
in knickerbockers watched the Orient Ex
press, en route from Constantinople to Paris, 
as it roared through the town and onto a 
stone and steel viaduct two hundred feet 
above the slumbering valley. It was 11 p . m . 
When the train was midway across, there 
was a deafening blast, and the locomotive 
plunged down with all eight cars.

Then, slashing his cheeks slightly with a 
pen-knife and smearing dirt on them, the 
lone spectator ran down the slope to help in 
the rescue work. Shortly before dawn he 
disappeared.

While casualties were being counted— 
twenty-eight dead, scores gravely injured— 
police talked with survivors. Count Paulffy- 
Daun related :

. “ I was flung from my berth and stunned 
and when I regained my senses, I met a 
Stranger in knickerbockers who said he’d 
been in the crash. He didn’t look it. There 
was I, with an arm broken, black and blue, 
my coat ripped and trousers bagged, while 
this fellow had nothing to show but two small 
cuts on the face. He said his name was Ma- 
tushka and he’d fallen from the third-class 
sleeper. But everyone else in that car died! ”

The train-wrecking career of Sylvester 
Matushka, wealthy Vienna real estate dealer, 
was started by an odd circumstance. He had 
invented a new type of semaphore signal de
signed to make travel safer but had been un
able to sell it to any railway company. Be
cause of this rejection Matushka decided 
that a great railway disaster, or a series of 
them, would force the brass hats to recon
sider his invention.

In 1930 he began his “ mission.” He went 
to Ansbach, Austria, and picking a culvert 
as the ideal spot for a wreck, loosened a few 
tie plates. But a train came by, and he had 
to retire. Again he visited Ansbach, checked 
on night trains, and learned that none passed 
over the culvert between 11 and 11 :45.

Being well-to-do, he had funds for travel 
and equipment. As a realtor with property 
in various places, his trips did not arouse 
suspicion. In two different cities he bought 
clothing and black glasses for a disguise, two 
vises, and an iron bar about two inches 
thick. Then he pencil-printed a leaflet de
signed to blame radicals for his wreck.

On his third trip to Ansbach. also at night, 
he attached the iron bar to the rail with his 
vises, hid near by, and waited.

The Vienna-Passan Express jumped the
97
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rails and turned over in a ditch. Three per
sons were killed and many injured. When 
the wrecker returned to Vienna he left behind 
a number of clues: the vises, the bar, ciga
rette butts and packets, an empty cardboard 
lunchbox, torn bits of his radical proclama
tion, and his dark glasses.

Detectives studied these items. They traced 
the" lunchbox to a Vienna delicatessen store, 
whose keeper gave them a fair description of 
the customer.

Back in Vienna, the inventor secretly 
burned his disguise. He could hardly wait 
to read about Ansbach. But his face fell 
when he saw how little space this news occu
pied. He needed much more publicity.

Dynamite, he decided, was the logical 
weapon. In a friend’s stone quarry he 
learned how to handle explosives. He bought 
ten pounds of dynamite at one shop and per
cussion caps in another.

In August, 1931, he went to Juterbog, 
Germany, and as a promising sight selected 
a forty-foot hill on which the track curved. 
He carried a small satchel full of dynamite 
sticks, some tape, bell wire, and two sections 
of lead pipe. Methodically he packed dyna
mite into the lead pipe, then set up his in
fernal machine in such a w'av that the thin 
bell wire would cause a detonation. After 
fastening one end of the wire to the pipe and 
the other to a tree, he hid and waited.

At 9:45 p . m . the Berlin-Frankfort E x
press toppled over and . slid downhill. 
Screams mingled w'ith the hiss of escaping 
steam. Matushka tacked a page from a rad
ical newspaper to a tree and returned home. 
The wreck had injured more than one hun
dred persons but no one was killed. The re
sult was not horrible enough to suit him.

It was a month later, on September 13, 
1931, that he derailed the Orient Express by 
attaching a deadly apparatus to the rails. This 
wreck brought his death toll up to thirty-one.

Two days later, Matushka walked into the 
office of the Royal Hungarian State Raihvays 
and filed a claim for 200 pengoes (about 
$40), which he said he’d lost in a wallet in 
the wreck. The claim agent demanded proof 
that he’d been on board the train. Matushka 
argued in vain.

Next he asked a doctor for a certificate,

stating that he’d been hurt in the wreck. The 
physician also requested proof. Matushka, 
was enraged.

“ Ask anyone who was there.” he stormed. 
“ For three hours I helped the survivors.”

The doctor reported this occurrence to the 
police. Authorities in Vienna. Budapest, and 
Berlin compared notes and circulated a de
scription of the suspect in their respective 
countries. One reply led them to the hand
some residence of Matushka in Vienna.

Preliminary inquiries were made among 
the neighbors who described him as a hard
working man with a flair for mechanics and 
chemistry and some remembered that he had 
once put sulphur on a railway track and 
danced with glee when a locomotive had ig
nited it.

Matushka was spending a quiet evening at 
home with his shapely blond wife, Helen, and 
their teen-age daughter, Gabv. when officers 
called and began questioning him.

In support of his alibi Matushka produced 
a newspaper clipping about his alleged escape.

“ W e know you bought dynamite several 
months ago,” a detective persisted. “ What 
did you do with it?”

“ Oh^ that?” came the answer. “ I used 
some to blow up an old chimney on my fac
tory at Tattendorf and threw the rest into a 
near-by creek."

Dredging the stream yielded no dynamite, 
however, and Tattendorf folks said Matush
ka had razed the chimney long before he was 
knowm to have bought his latest dynamite 
supply. Police searched his house. They 
found the tell-tale knickerbockers which, un
like previous disguises, he had failed to de
stroy. Grains of dynamite were in the coat 
pocket. Furthermore, it was known that Ma
tushka smoked only Khedive cigarettes.

Finally he confessed : “ I decided to wreck 
a luxury train in every European country so 
the world would accept my semaphore."

Convicted after a sensational trial, he es
caped the death penalty through a technicality 
but was given life imprisonment at hard labor. 
Just before his trial ended, the train wrecker 
noticed that courtroom attendance was small
er than usual.

“ How com e?” he complained. “ Don’t I 
attract people like I used to?”  • • •
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KEEP IT QUIET

The blonde was dead—in her bedroom!

B IL L  D O O L E Y  was at the N ew bury 
School when the m urder occurred. 

He w as doing a feature story fo r  the 
B lade  on how the offspring o f the idle 
rich enjoyed the neo-Gothic splendor of 
the select prep school, and m urder w as 
not w hat Bill had looked fo r am ong the 
hallowed, ivied walls. B ein g the only 
reporter on the prem ises, he found him 
se lf shunned like a leper. B eing curious, 
too, Dooley moved fast when he heard 
the shots and found him self am ong the

first to a rrive  on the scene.
The dead man w as a Dr. G regory 

Flynn, according to the small brass 
nam eplate on the staff cottage door. He 
had been a stocky, gray-haired man in 
his late forties, with a florid face that 
now looked like nothing at all, especially 
the le ft side, where the bullet made its 
exit. His w ife, A lice, w as having hys
terics next door, w here she had been 
rushed by Samuel T ag gart, the D irector 
o f N ew bury School.
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T a g g a rt saw  Dooley and quickly 

stepped outside w ith  him into the chill 
N ovem ber air. It w as late afternoon. 
It  looked like snow. T aggart, a small 
and pompous man w ith all the m akings 
o f a little Caesar, shivered in the biting 
cold.

“ Mr. D ooley,” he said. “ Please. We 
m ust keep this quiet.”

“ Not possible,” Dooley said. “ M urder 
is news. I ’m a newspaperm an. It will 
get out, anyhow, when the police a r
r iv e .”

“ I know, but— ”
“ I ’ll w ait fo r the cops,” Dooley said 

m agnanim ously. “ Then I’ll take to the 
telephone. Who did it, Mr. T a g g a rt?  
A nd w hy? W ho is this Tom my Long 
th at the widow is scream ing about?” 

“ Tom my L on g?” T a g g a rt’s eyes 
jerked  about anxiously. “ Tom my is a 
student. Som ething of a problem — al
w ays running aw ay. H e’s m issing now. 
He and Dr. F lynn had some trouble re
cently, but it is unthinkable that one of 
our boys— ” T a g ga rt paused. “ It must 
have been a tram p, a sneak-thief.” 

Dooley shook his head. “ No, I won’t 
buy th at chestnut. And I know all 
about your problem boys, Mr. T aggart. 
N ew bury School caters to spoiled brats 
th at no other self-respecting school 
would accept. I know th at N ew bury is 
m ore o f a psychiatric hospital than any
th in g  else. A  rose by any other name 
still has thorns, M r. T aggart. Did Tom 
m y Long put the slug in Dr. F ly n n ? ”

“ I— I don’t know ,” T a g g a rt said help
lessly.

“ B u t the boy is still m issing?”
“ Y e s .”
“ Since w hen?”
“ L ast night, when he quarreled w ith 

D r. F lynn over certain liberties th at had 
been rescinded.”

“ W as Dr. F lynn his p rocto r?”
“ No. Dr. Ericson had charge of him. 

Y ou  can get all the inform ation you 
w an t on Tom my from  Dr. E ricson.” 

“ Thanks. I w ill,” Dooley said.
“ And— uh— ”
“ I know. Keep it quiet,” Dooley said.

“ U ntil the cops come.”

T T E  W E N T  looking fo r  Dr. Ericson.
No expense had been spared in the 

lavish layout- o f N ew bury School. It 
nestled on a hillside overlooking the va l
ley and the small N ew  England town 
that had donated its name. In the g ra y  
afternoon, the place had the barren 
look o f a plucked hen. There w as a main 
building, a big  clinic, an adm inistration 
building, and a num ber o f cottages fo r 
both staff and students, all o f red brick 
and Gothic arches. It didn’t fit too well 
w ith the dun-colored woods of N ew  
England.

Dooley sw ung along the adm inistra
tion corridors w ith  a long stride. He 
m ight have passed fo r a college student 
him self— tall and lanky, w ith unruly red 
h air and horn-rimmed glasses that he 
hoped made him look older and more 
professional. He had been w ith the 
B lade  fo r exactly one year, doing fe a 
ture stories. This w as his first chance 
at some real news.

Dr. Ericson turned out to have soft 
brown hair, wide g ra y  eyes, a pert and 
attractive  figure, and a m ost kissable 
mouth. Dooley swallow ed his surprise 
when she identified herself. She w as 
pulling on w arm  knitted gloves, and w as 
already dressed in a heavy coat fo r the 
outdoors. She looked like a  college girl 
herself. B u t the sign on her office door 
indicated th at she had her degree in 
psychiatry, and Dooley stifled the odd 
stunned feelin g  he had and got down to 
business.

“ Yes, of course I ’ve heard about Dr. 
F lyn n ,” L iz Ericson said. “ N ew s like 
that travels like wildfire. B ut I can’t 
tell you anything, Mr. Dooley, particu
larly  i f  you are a reporter.”

“ Call me B ill,” Dooley said.
“ Please. Mr. T a g g a rt has already 

given strict orders to the staff concern
ing new spaperm en.”

“ Consider me as a friend— a very  
dear frien d ,” Dooley urged.

“ This is nonsense,” L iz  E ricson said.
“Excuse me, please.”
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“ A re  you going to look fo r  Tom m y 

L on g?”
The g irl halted abruptly in her office 

doorway. H er face w as pale. “ W hy 
should you assume th a t? ”

“ Did he kill Dr. F lyn n ?”  Dooley 
asked.

“ N o !” she flared. “ I ’m sure he 
didn’t .”

“ Then I’m w ith you, Doctor. Let me 
help you find him .”

“ Good day, M r. D ooley.”
She w ent out. Dooley w aited a mo

ment, then went out a fte r  her. It was 
his honest face, he decided, that kept 
her from  turn in g to see i f  he followed 
her.

She knew where she w as going. Doo
ley kept a discreet distance to the rear 
w hile she skirted the adm inistration 
building and struck off up the hill be
hind the rows of cottages. F a r  in the 
distance, a siren  wailed, echoing 
through the valley. Dooley crossed his 
fingers and hoped his hunch w as right. 
M orrisey, on the B la ck ’ s city desk, 
would skin him alive i f  he muffed the 
story.

He felt better when L iz Ericson 
plunged directly into the woods. It was 
easier to follow  and stay  out of sigh t 
a fte r  that. Obviously, her destination 
was not a public place. H er tense reac
tion to his questions about Tom m y Long 
had given her aw ay on that.

It had started to snow before Dooley 
spotted their destination. They were 
deep in the woods then, in a prim itive 
woi'ld only fifteen m inutes from  the 
m anicured, civilized grounds of the 
school. The path skirted a high gray  
ledge am ong the bare trees, and then 
there was the cabin, just beyond.

It was just a log shack, long-forgot
ten and abandoned, Dooley decided. 
Nobody ever came this w ay except an 
occasional hunter in the autumn. He 
paused to w atch the girl. The door 
w asn ’t locked. It creaked inw ard a t her 
touch and she vanished.

Dooley moved sw iftly  fo rw ard  in time 
to feel the w ave o f w arm , stale a ir  that

had flowed outward fo r  a  moment. He 
waited, listening, and heard L iz E ric- 
son’s voice.

“ Tom m y?”
There w as no answ er. Dooley moved 

to one of the tin y  windows. A  dim 
blue flame in a kerosene space heater 
w avered in the gloom w ithin. He 
couldn’t see the girl, but som ething 
stirred  on a bunk against the fa r  w all.

“ I t ’s Dr. E ricson ,” Dooley heard the 
g irl say. “ Don’t be a fra id  o f me, Tom 
m y.”

The heap o f blankets stirred  again, 
and a face peered down fe a rfu lly  over 
the edge o f the bunk. A  boy o f about 
seventeen, but w ith the m ental age of 
twelve, w as Dooley’s guess.

“ Come down, Tom m y,” L iz Ericson 
said.

HIS  E Y E S  spinning w ith terror, the 
boy climbed down out o f the bunk. 

He w as tall and hulking, outw eighing 
Dooley by tw enty pounds. A  child’s 
mind in a brute’s body.

“ Tom my, th ey 're  looking fo r  you," 
the girl said. “ Did you know  th a t? ”

“ I h id,” the boy mumbled.
“ W hy did you run a w a y ?”
“ They— they think I hurt Dr. F lyn n .” 
“ W ere you there in his cottage this 

afternoon?”
“ Y es. B ut I didn’t do it! I didn’t ! ”  

Tom m y L ong’s face worked with new 
terror.

Dooley wished he could see better 
through the d irty  little window. He 
wondered how L iz Ericson could keep 
her professional calm in the face of the 
boy’s hysteria.

“ W hat do you know about it, Tom 
m y ?”

“ I— I saw  him. He w as dead, dead 
all over. I got scared, D r. Ericson. So 
I ran aw ay again. I came here, where 
you took me before, on those hikes. Re
m em ber?”

“ Did anyone else see you before you 
ran a w a y ?”

“ I— I don’t th ink so.”
From  som ewhere on the hill across



102 BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE
the valley cam e the sudden sharp, ex
plosive report of a shotgun. A lm ost at 
the sam e moment, there followed a cry 
and a scuffling sound from  inside the 
cabin. L iz Ericson screamed.

Dooley ju st had tim e to wonder what 
they w ere shooting at near the school, 
and then the cabin door burst open. The 
g irl scream ed again. The hulking fig
ure o f Tom m y Long came through the 
doorway w ith a rush.

Dooley dived fo r him, sw inging a stiff 
right. I t  missed, and the boy slapped 
him  aside w ith  his le ft arm. It fe lt  to 
Dooley as i f  he had been hit by a tele
phone pole.

He w ent down and made another 
w ild grab, and missed again. The boy 
stum bled over him, kicking him in the 
ribs. Dooley never knew if it w as ac
cidental or not.

He w7as next aw are o f his head rest
in g  in L iz E ricson ’s lap. There w'as a 
distant thrashing in the brush, then si
lence. Tom m y Long w as gone. Dooley 
looked up at the g ir l ’s w orried face.

“ Some child,” he grunted.
“ A re  you all r ig h t?” she asked.
“ W hat are a few' broken ribs between 

friend s? W e w'ere ju s t romping, th at’s 
a ll.”

L iz Ericson stood up. Dooley climbed 
slowdy to his feet a fte r  her. H er sw'eet 
young face wras severe.

“ You followed me h ere!”  she accused. 
“ And now Tom m y’s gotten away. 
W here will he go now? It ’s all your 
fau lt— ”

“ I thought it w as the gunshot that 
scared him ,” Dooley said. He fe lt his 
ribs gingerly. “ I w as only try in g  to 
protect you. D octor.”

“ I don’t know' w’hat startled h im ,” she 
answered, “ but I could have stopped him 
i f  you hadn’t  added to his fears, Mr. 
D ooley.”

“ Call me B ill,” Dooley said. "S u p 
pose you tell me about little Tom m y on 
our wray back to the school.”

“ Y o u ’re not going to inform  the po
lice— ”

“That depends on what you tell me,”

Dooley grinned.
Tom my Long, L iz Ericson explained, 

had been under her personal care fo r 
six  months, ever since he’d been enrolled 
at N ew bury School by his only liv in g  
relatives, a Mr. and M rs. Amos Long 
who lived righ t in N ew bury. There was 
nothing w rong w ith him th at thorough 
psychiatric treatm ent would not cure. 
It w'as true she had made little progress 
to date, but th at could be blamed p ri
m arily  on D irector Sam T aggart, who 
had little patience fo r w hat he called 
“ medical folderol.” Dooley got the im
pression that Mr. T a g g a rt w'as univer
sally loathed by the entire N ew bury 
staff, being inclined tow ard a pompous, 
dictatorial attitude.

“ Tom m y wouldn’t kill anybody,” Liz 
Ericson said anxiously. “ I know  him, 
don’t you see? It’s true he had trouble 
with Dr. F lynn over a m atter o f dis
cipline, but Tom m y’s really ju st a child, 
m entally retarded by some psychic 
shock in his childhood. He w ouldn’t 
harm a fly, actually.”

Dooley fe lt his battered ribs and 
m aintained silence.

“ W here w ill he go now ?” he asked.
“ I don’t known I hate to think of him 

w andering in these hills, frightened out 
of his poor w its. T h ey’ve already started 
a hunt fo r him, I ’ll bet. It’s the first 
thing T a g g a rt suggested.”

“ I still think he w'as frightened by 
the sound of that gun ,” Dooley said. 
“ He w'as tractable enough up until 
then.”

“ I just don’t know',” the girl said. 
She looked up at Dooley’s lean height 
w'ith lovely, w orried eyes that aroused 
curious impulses in him. “ A re you go
ing to tell the police about th is?”

“ You w ant me to keep it quiet, too?” 
Dooley asked.

“ I— would you, Mr. D ooley?”
“ Call me B ill,” he said. “ And you’re 

the doctor.”

A P A IR  of state police cars and a local 
constable’s sedan w ere parked in 

fro n t o f Dr. F lyn n ’s cottage when
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Dooley and L iz Ericson returned to the 
school.

The snow came down harder now, 
covering the bare lawns w ith d riftin g  
white.

L iz  Ericson had been rig h t about the 
m anhunt. It was already under w ay. 
Dooley parted reluctantly w ith her and 
sought a telephone to call the B lade. 
B ut D irector T a g g a rt interrupted be-

about this dreadful event for, say, tw o 
more hours?”

“ W h y?” Dooley asked.
“ You understand, the reputation of 

N ew bury School m ay be destroyed by 
this— this m urder. B ut there is more at 
stake than the school. The villagers of 
N ew bury have resisted us from  the very  
beginning. T h eir comments on the type 
of unfortunate boys we enroll have been

In Springfield, Mass., a “ stuffed flats”  racket 
was being worked. An empty apartment is 
rented, a woman installed as “ tenant,”  and the 
room filled with furniture. Then an adver
tisement is placed in the papers that the fam
ily has to leave town and must sell their 
possessions at a sacrifice. Actually, the same 
pieces, brand new, could be purchased at most 
stores for less than in the “ stuffed flat.”

The racket is particularly used to dispose 
of pianos. Fifteen pianos were sold from one 
apartment in less than a month.

— Fred M. Maul

CLEVER,

THESE RACKETEERS

fore he got the operator.
“ M ay I see you a moment, M r. 

D ooley?”
Dooley followed the stocky man into 

a sumptuous office in the adm inistration 
building. There w as a huge desk, ori
ental rugs, and plush drapes over the 
Gothic windows. There w as com fortable 
leather furn itu re  and a long couch, and 
a woman sat there, tall and equally 
plush, a young blonde who kept knead
ing her fingers together and starin g  at 
Sam  T aggart.

“ M ay I introduce A lice F lynn— Dr. 
F lyn n ’s bereaved w ife ,” T a g g a rt said. 
“ This is M r. W illiam  Dooley, of the 
B lade, m y dear.”

“ Sam, I— ”
“ Mr. Dooley has promised to be dis

creet, A lice .”
“ B u t Sam, darling, I— ”
T a g g a rt’s voice rode over her anxiety. 

“ Be calm, A lice. . . . Mr. Dooley, the 
police are still busy in D r. F lyn n ’s cot
tage, and I’m takin g  this opportunity 
to appeal fo r  your cooperation. W ill 
you postpone n o tify in g  your new spaper

— well, rather drastic. There have been 
rum ors and fears about the danger to 
the com m unity in having these boys 
here. I f  it should get out that Tom my 
Long m urdered D r. F lynn and is on the 
loose in the hills, there w ill be panic 
and a scandal that could ruin us com
pletely.”

“ I see.” Dooley pushed up his horn
rimmed glasses and frowned. “ W hat 
makes you so sure that Tom m y is the 
k iller?”

“ A  number of things. Tom my once 
attem pted to steal a gun I keep here in 
m y desk.”  T a g ga rt opened a desk 
draw er and started into it fo r a mo
ment. “ I caught him red-handed then. 
Now it is gone once more. I can only 
assume Tom my took it.”

“ W hen did you miss the gun ?”
“ N ot until a fte r  the m urder. Dr. 

F lynn had restricted the boy to his cot
tage dorm itory last night, but Tom my 
disappeared. Dr. F lynn is usually at 
the clinic at the hour he was killed, but 
he returned home fo r  some unknown 
reason, and it is obvious the boy was



w aitin g  fo r  him th ere.”
Dooley turned to the blonde widow. 

“ W ere you home at the time, Mrs. 
F lynn ?”

“ I— ”  She looked at T aggart. “ Sam, 
I can’t— ”

“ A n sw er him, A lice .”
“ I w as asleep in the bedroom .” The 

woman shivered. “ I heard the shot, 
th a t’s all. And I saw  someone running 
aw ay over the cam pus.”  She looked at 
T a g g a rt again. " I t  w as Tom m y L ong.” 

“ That clinches it,”  Dooley said.
“ O f course.” T a g g a rt patted Alice 

F lyn n ’s shoulder. The woman shivered 
again. Dooley saw  no trace of tears on 
her spoiled, petulant face. T aggart 
said, “ I appeal to you, Mr. Dooley, to 
w ithhold the news o f Tom m y’s escape 
until he is captured. It w on’t  take long. 
The police are scouring the hills at this 
very  moment. He can’t have gone far, 
and although Tom my is obviously a 
dangerous m aniac, they w ill snare him 
w ithout difficulty, I am sure.”

'!*A11 r ig h t,” Dooley said. “ I’ll w ait 
two more hours.”

T IZ E R IC S O N  w as not in her office 
when Dooley looked in. One of the 

state cop cars drove aw ay into the 
snowy dusk, and Dooley followed a few  
m inutes later, heading down into the 
valley to N ew bury village. A t a diner 
on the highw ay he bought coffee and 
inform ation from  the w aitress. The 
w aitress liked to talk. Dooley drank 
more coffee and then went out into the 
snow again, armed w ith a number of 
interesting facts about the Longs whose 
nephew. Tommy, w as being hunted in 
the woods.

It took h alf an hour to find P otter’s 
Road, where the w aitress had said the 
Longs lived, and another tw enty m in
utes to make the slippery ascent. It was 
totally dark when he reached the big, 
ram bling house. A  police car had al
ready come and gone, and Dooley ex
pected little resistance to his queries.

Am os Long w as a tall, dour m an who 
looked as i f  he had ju st swallow ed a

m outhful o f vinegar. H is w ife, E velyn, 
could have passed as his sister, w ith  her 
stark, bony fram e and face. They re
ceived Dooley with cool politeness, lead
ing him to a wide, pine-paneled study 
w here a cannel coal fire hissed and 
crackled on the hearth. Am os Long 
warm ed his back at the fireplace and 
clasped his hands behind him. His an
gular w ife  stood near the window, stiff 
and hostile.

“ We have nothing to say to the press,” 
Amos Long began. “ Our nephew, Tom 
my, has been an unfortunate child ever 
since the tragic  death of his parents. 
M entally retarded, you know. We 
thought N ew burv School was the best 
place fo r  him. But perhaps som ething 
like this would have happened w herever 
we sent him .”

“ Then you accept the police theory 
that Tom my killed Dr. F lyn n ?” Dooley 
asked.

“ We have no choice.” Am os Long 
said stiffly.

“ Do you realize this w ill mean a life
tim e in an asylum for Tommy, as a 
homicidal m aniac?” Dooley insisted.

“ It is unfortunate,” Long murmured.
Dooley tried a long shot, based on the 

inform ation gleaned from  the w aitress 
in the diner.

“ Who w ill m anage Tom m y’s inherit
ance, th en ?”

I-Iis question hit a hidden m ark in the 
man and his w ife. Mrs. L ong’s mouth 
thinned and she turned her back to stare 
out at the dark night and the fa llin g  
snow. Am os Long cleared his throat.

“ My w ife  and I are the executors of 
the estate left to Tom m y by his parents. 
W e shall continue in that cap acity.”

“ How much money w as le ft to Tom 
m y?” Dooley asked.

“ I don’t see— ” The man paused, then 
shrugged. “ F ive m illion dollars.”

Dooley took off his glasses, examined 
them fo r  a moment, and put them  on 
again. He rumpled his red h air a little.

“ You understand,” L ong w ent on, 
“ th at Tom m y w as never able to m anage 
his own finances. He w as ju s t a child



w hen his parents died, and has re
m ained a t that m ental age ever since, 
w ith  little  hope fo r  recovery.”

“ Dr. Ericson thinks otherw ise,” 
Dooley said.

“ Dr. Ericson is a meddling, optim istic 
young w om an!” Long snapped. “ I’ve 
had Tom m y to competent specialists, I 
assure you. T here’s never been any hope 
fo r  him .”

“ B ut he w as norm al before his p ar
ents died?”

“ He seemed to be. It was a shocking 
th ing fo r a child to w itness.” Long 
glanced at his w ife, who had turned ab
ruptly to stare at him. “ I’m sure your 
new spaper has files on the story. P eter 
Long, m y brother, accidentally shot his 
w ife  w hile cleaning a hunting rifle. 
L ittle  Tom my w as in the room at the 
time. I w as in the house, too, and ju st 
missed w itnessing the accident m yself. 
P eter told me w hat had happened be
fore he turned the gun on him self, in 
remorse. A  shocking thing fo r a child 
to w itness.”

Dooley fe lt a little shocked, himself. 
It w asn ’t until he w as shown to the 
door by a disapproving butler that he 
realized M rs. L ong had never once 
opened her mouth to say a word.

T T  TO O K  an hour to return to New-
bury School. Dooley, never a good 

driver at best, found the deepening 
snow and tw istin g  rural roads too much 
fo r him. He w ent into a skid and landed 
as softly  as if  in a pillow in a drifted 
ditch. It was w hile he w as w orking to 
clear the snow from  the rear wheels that 
he saw  Am os Long flash by in a big, 
heavy car. H is own headlights, shining 
on the passing sedan, clearly showed 
the m an’s gaunt, dour face behind the 
wheel.

He dug w ith renewed energy a fter  
that, certain th at L ong was headed for 
the school, too. It took five more m in
utes to clear the rear wheels. Shortly 
a fterw ard , he pulled into the snow-
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covered p ark in g  lot behind the adm inis
tration  building.

There w ere voices com ing from  D i
rector T a g g a rt’s office— Long and T a g 
gart, engaged in a low, bitter argum ent. 
Dooley couldn’t  m ake out the words. In 
the hallw ay nearby w as a public tele
phone booth. The sigh t o f it stun g his 
conscience. He w as sittin g  on the big
gest crim e story o f the year, but he 
hadn’t called city  desk yet. He turned 
tow ard the telephone, and at th at mo
ment someone called his name w ith soft 
urgency.

It  w as L iz Ericson. This w as the first 
tim e he had seen her w ithout her cum
bersome fu r  coat. She was slim  and 
dainty in a g ra y  woolen dress th at clung 
to her in all the rig h t places— all of 
which, Dooley decided, w ere absolutely 
perfect.

“ Mr. Dooley— quickly, please.”
He forgot the telephone and followed 

her into her office. The g ir l’s face was 
pale, her eyes wide w ith  excitement.

“ Y ou  haven’t  told anyone about Tom 
m y yet, have you ?” ^

“ Not yet, D octor,” Dooley said to her. 
“ B ut w e’re likely to be charged as ac
cessories a fte r  the fact, did you know 
th a t? ”

“ I don’t  care. A t  least, I— I’m staking 
m y whole m edical reputation on Tommy. 
I ’m sure he’s innocent.”

“ T h at m ay be, but— ”
“ He came back to the cabin,” the girl 

said quickly. “ I’ve ju st returned from  
there, too. It was natural fo r him to 
come back to the only place he could 
hide. He trusts m e,'you see. H e’ll stay 
there now, too. I ’ve given him a seda
tive, and he’ll sleep fo r  hours. I couldn’t 
bear the thought of their shooting him 
down as i f  he w ere a mad dog.”

H er lips trembled. Her eyes w ere 
brigh t w ith tears. She w as lovely.

Dooley said, “ Then w hat’s troubling 
you, D octor?”

“ I ought to tell T a g ga rt to call off the 
searching p arties,” she answered. “ It 
w ill be safest fo r Tom m y.”

“ Don’t  do it,” Dooley said. “ W ait a

little  longer. I t  seems to me the only 
w ay  to m ake Tom m y perm anently safe 
is to find out who really  did kill Dr. 
F lynn— and why. E verybody has 
jum ped to the conclusion th at Tom m y 
is the killer. The cops aren ’t looking fo r 
anybody else. So it ’s up to us to do so.”

T 'lR . E R IC S O N  looked beautiful and 
^  confused. “ B ut I can’t im agine who 
else would kill Dr. F lynn— ”

“ I can,” Dooley said grim ly. “ I can 
think o f several candidates.”

He left her office a moment la^er, 
pausing once more outside T a g g a rt’s 
door. B u t there w as no sound from  in
side. A lice Flynn, the blond widow, 
w asn ’t around, either. Dooley scowled 
and turned up his coat collar against the 
chill bite o f snow outside.

The cops had gone, too. I f  any had 
been left on the school prem ises, they 
w ere not in sight. Dooley slogged 
through the snow tow ard the staff cot
tages. He passed tw o that w ere dark 
and then halted at A lice F lyn n ’s. L igh t 
shone across the snow from  the tall 
w indow s of the cam pus auditorium . 
Some sort of com m unity activ ity  w as 
going on in there, and the dim hubbub 
o f the boys’ voices only accented the 
silence of the fa llin g  snow.

There w as no answ er when Dooley 
ran g the Flynn bell. Through the dia
mond pane o f glass in the door he could 
see beyond the foyer to a corner o f the 
carpeted liv in g  room, the end of a tomato 
red couch, and the edge of an aquam a
rine carpet. He tried the bell again, 
then knocked, then tried the door han
dle. It was not locked. He pushed it 
w ith his fingertip and w ent inside.

“ Mrs. F lyn n ?” he called.
The cottage was silent. He closed the 

door softly  behind him, shutting out the 
sw irl of snow. There w ere tw o puddles 
of w ater on the fo yer rug. The only 
ligh t came from  a green vase th at had 
been made into a lamp w ith a tall, con
ical shade. Dooley paused w ith  uneasi
ness craw lin g  inside him. A nother pud-

(Continued on page 108)
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die o f  w ater shone on the liv in g  room 
carpet. He didn’t  like it, not any p art 
o f it. The silence w as too deep, too 
empty.

He found A lice Flynn in the bedroom. 
She lay on the floor, on the opposite side 
o f the tw in  Hollywood beds, her head 
cocked at an odd angle again st a closet 
door. A  small lamp on the bedside 
table made the pool of blood from  the 
back o f her head glisten and shine on 
the w axed floor. Dooley didn’t  have to 
look tw ice to see that she w as dead.

A  baseball bat, throw n carelessly 
aside, gave ample evidence of having 
been the m urder weapon. Dooley 
stepped w ith  caution over the wom an’s 
spraw led legs and hunkered down be
side the bat, but didn’t touch it. His 
eyes darkened an grily  as he read the 
ow ner’s nam e stenciled on the handle. 
T om m y L on g .

“ Real p at,” he said, straightening.
He wondered if  there w as anything 

w orth searching fo r  in the Flynn cot
tage. The police m ust have gone through 
the place w ith a sieve a fte r  the first 
slaying. I f  anything had been added 
since then, it would have had to come in 
w ith  M rs. F lyn n ’s return from  the ad
m inistration building. Perhaps some
th in g  on her person-—

Tw o m inutes later he carefu lly  un
clenched the dead wom an’s fist and ex
tracted  a crumpled check from  her tigh t 
grip. H er hands w ere still warm . She 
hadn’t  been dead fo r very  long. Dooley 
smoothed the scrap of green paper and 
studied it. It w as a check draw n upon 
the account of Amos Long, payable to 
Dr. G regory Flynn, fo r five thousand 
dollars. It was dated two days ago.

Dooley got aw ay from  there fast.

A P A IR  of small logs burned in the 
fireplace in the liv in g  room o f L iz 

E ricson ’s cottage. The place was w arm  
and friendly. Dooley added another log 
and straightened, tu rn in g  to face  the 
g ir l ’s tau t figure.

“ W ell?” he asked.

It w as h a lf an hour since he had 
found A lice Flynn. H e had told no one 
but the g irl about the second m urder. 
She stared at him now w ith wide, 
frightened eyes.

“ Tom my couldn’t have killed her,” 
she said. “ I told you, he came back to 
the cabin, w here I found him again. 
H e’s sleeping there now .”

“ The tim e checks,” Dooley said harsh
ly. “ He could have killed Alice Flynn 
before return in g to the cabin.”

He paced the floor angrily, then 
paused to ligh t a cigarette and stare 
moodily at the fire. The flames touched 
off h ighlights in his rumpled red hair. 
L iz  Ericson sat still and watched him.

“ It’s a cinch Tom my is elected the 
fa ll guy,”  Dooley began again. “ And it ’s 
equally certain  that Flynn w as being 
paid off by Am os Long to obstruct your 
treatm ents of Tommy. Am os Long 
never wanted Tom my to recover. It 
would have m eant the loss o f five m il
lion bucks to him and his w ife .”

“ B ut I can ’t believe Dr. F lynn— ” 
“ The check I found speaks fo r itse lf,” 

Dooley interrupted. “ N othing would 
please the Longs better than to have 
Tom my labeled a hopeless maniac. 
T h at’s w hy you’ve had so much difficulty 
w ith  your psychiatric treatm ents of 
Tommy. Dr. F lynn w as secretly sabo
tagin g  all your efforts to locate the root 
of Tom m y’s trouble.”

“ It ’s true that Tom m y was frequently 
disturbed, but— ”

“ Do you have your files on Tom m y’s 
case at hand?”

The girl hesitated, then nodded and 
w ent into another room. H er voice 
drifted back to him. “ I usually keep 
them at the clinic, but I’ve been so 
puzzled lately, I brought them home 
w ith me here fo r fu rth er study.”

F or the next ten m inutes, Dooley 
pored over the typed sheets and form s, 
shooting questions at L iz Ericson that 
finally struck pay dirt. He snapped the 
folder shut w ith  a sigh.

“ I ’ve got it, I think. B u t I ’m not sure.
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I t ’s flim sy evidence.”  He turned, look
in g  down at the g irl from  his lean 
height. “ Y o u ’ll have to tell T a g ga rt 
w here Tom my is hidden. He m ust be 
told at once. Tom m y is the crux of the 
whole m atter. I f  the killer succeeds in 
pinning the guilt irrevocably on the kid, 
then the case w ill be closed. The killer 
w ill be safe. So w e’ll turn Tom my in. 
B ut— ” Dooley paused fo r em phasis—  
“ but you m ust make sure th at you tell 
T a g g a rt about Tom m y on ly  in Am os 
L ong’s presence. M ake sure Long hears 
it  at the same time. U nderstand?”

Liz Ericson said tightly, “ Y o u ’re bait
ing a trap. W ith Tom my as the b a it.” 

“ T h at’s right. B ut I ’ll get there 
first.”

“ Isn’t there any other w ay we can do 
th is? ”

“ N o,” Dooley said. “ And the sooner 
we do it, the better.”

n p H E  C A B IN  was chilly. The kerosene 
space heater made the a ir  smell dry 

and exhausted, and currents of cold a ir 
sw ept across the rough board floor from  
under the door. Dooley w aited in the 
darkness. The heater em itted a w aver
ing blue light, and a fte r  a tim e he could 
m ake out the dim shape of the bunk and 
the heap of blankets on the bunk, 
shaped to look like Tom my. The boy 
him self, sleeping soundly under the in
fluence of L iz E ricson ’s sedative, lay in 
an opposite corner, wrapped in more 
blankets and darkness.

Snow, piixed with sleet, rattled 
against the small windows. Dooley 
shifted uneasily in the battered chair 
tilted in a corner of the cabin. He had 
been w aiting tw enty m inutes already. 
Nobody had followed him through the 
dark woods from  the school. There was 
no sound o f alarm , anywhere. He 
breathed on his hands to w arm  them, 
and wished he had a gun.

A  branch outside cracked under the 
w eigh t of snow. Dooley jum ped, let the 
ch air come level w ith a thump. Sw eat

[ T u rn  p a g e ]
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started out on his face. He w aited, lis
tening. N othing happened.

M aybe he w as w rong, he thought. 
M aybe ju st the cops would come up 
here, to take the kid into custody.

Tom my Long groaned in his sleep. 
Dooley stood up, w aitin g  in the dark
ness, feeling the w alls of the cabin 
around him, and the greater darkness 
outside, in the woods and the hills 
where the snow w as falling. He was no 
longer alone. He knew it, as surely as 
he knew  w here he -was, him self. Some
one w as nearby, not in the cabin w ith 
him  yet, but out there somewhere, in 
the w hite-dark tangle of brush and rock.

A nd then he heard L iz E ricson ’s 
scream .

It w as a short, sharp sound, filled 
w ith  a  sudden spasm  of pain and ter
ror. Dooley w as m oving even before it 
ended, abruptly, savagely, flinging open 
the cabin door to plunge out into the 
dark night. He could see nothing but 
the w hite curtains o f snow and the 
dark, lacy tree branches. The scream 
w as not repeated. He ran downhill, 
along the path, slipping and sliding. It 
w as hopeless to tr y  . to find her. And 
then he halted, fe a r  ty in g  his stomach 
into' a painful knot.

He had been tricked.
Behind him, the cabin door stood 

open. F o r ju st an instant, a m an’s fig
ure flickered across the w hite snow in 
fro n t of the door. And then the man 
w as gone, entering the cabin.

Dooley scram bled desperately back 
up the hill, losing his glasses, plunging 
through the cabin doorway. Som ething 
slashed at him from  out of the darkness, 
grazin g  the side o f his head. He stag
gered sidewise, fell over the chair, and 
landed on hands and knees, his ears 
ringing. The sound of the shot was 
thunderous in the little room. Dooley 
saw  the orange flame lancing tow ard the 
bundle of em pty blankets on the bunk, 
and then he gathered him self, diving 
forw ard . His shoulders h it hard into 
the m an’s stomach.

There came a grunt, a curse. Dooley.

sw ung his left, his knuckles crunching 
into the other’s face. L ig h t gleamed 
on the gun in the other’s hand. Dooley 
grabbed fo r  it. The m an gasped and 
tried to pull free, brin gin g  his knee up. 
Dooley slid sidewise, still c linging to 
his precarious grip, and then tw isted 
hard. The man scream ed and dropped 
his gun.

Dooley shoved him back, slam m ing 
him  against the cabin wall. B u t when 
he dived fo r  the weapon, it  w asn ’t 
there. It had slid under the bunk.

“ You missed, T a g g a rt,” he gasped. 
“ Tom m y is still alive. He w asn ’t in the 
bunk.”

T T E  C O U LD  see the school director’s 
face now, in the dim, w averin g 

glow  o f the heater. The stocky man 
stood flat again st the opposite w all, his 
th ick chest heaving, an expression of 
stunned disbelief on his battered face.

“ You— you w ere w aitin g  fo r m e?” he 
whispered.

“ You came to kill Tom my, didn’t 
you?” Dooley rapped. “ You knew  you 
made a m istake a fte r  you killed Dr. 
Flynn. Y ou  shouldn’t have tried to pin 
it on the kid. You w ent too fa r  w ith  it, 
telling me about the gun he supposedly 
swiped— and you made A lice F lynn back 
up your story. B u t yo u  k n ew  T om m y  
L on g  cou ld n ’ t p oss ib ily  kill a n yb od y  
ivith a g u n !  Tom m y’s whole trouble 
stems from  the fa c t th at he saw  his 
fath er accidentally shoot his m other and 
then commit suicide. Tom m y w as in
sanely terrified of guns. H e’d never 
shoot anybody. He couldn’t.

“ You tried to correct that when you 
killed A lice Flynn with the bat. That 
was more in Tom m y’s line. A nd to con
fuse the police, you planted the five 
thousand dollar check that Am os Long 
had paid Dr. F lynn to sabotage D r. L iz 
E ricson’s efforts to help Tom m y. B ut 
you fell into the trap  here. Y ou  hoped, 
by killing Tom m y and telling the cops 
th at he’d crazily  tried to attack you 
here, th at you could close the case. B ut 
Tom m y didn’t  do a th in g  to you, Tag-



gart. H e’s asleep in th at corner, under 
drugs Dr. Ericson gave him. She didn’t 
tell you about that, did sh e?”

“ B ut— I didn’t  mean to kill— ”
“ No, you didn’t go to F lyn n ’s cottage 

this afternoon to kill him. You didn’t 
even expect him, because you said your
self he was usually at the clinic. You 
and A lice Flynn took advantage of that 
hour to get together, didn’t you? It  w as 
obvious from  the w ay she addressed 
y.ou, that you two were carry in g  on an 
affair behind F lyn n ’s back. B ut he sur
prised you this afternoon, and in the 
scuffle, you* killed him. You had to, to 
prevent a scandal that would drop you 
out of your soft job at N ew bury School. 
And then, because A lice F lynn showed 
every sign of breaking down and spill
ing the whole sordid story to the cops, 
you killed her, too.”

Dooley paused. “ Dr. Ericson and I 
w eren ’t sure w hether you or Amos Long 
w as the killer. T h a t’s w hy she told you 
both about Tom my being up here. W ho
ever the m urderer was, he had to beat 
the cops up here and silence Tommy, 
too. Y o u ’re the one who showed up and 
tried to kill him. I t ’s your gun under 
th e  bunk, isn’t it? The one you said 
Tom m y stole. It w ill m atch the slug in 
Flynn. Y o u ’re through, T aggart. Y o u ’ve 
convicted yourself— ”

A  queer w ailin g sound came from  
T a g g a rt’s open mouth. The next mo
ment he lunged fo r  the doorw ay in a 
desperate effort to escape. Dooley was 
ju st an instant too late to block him. 
T a g ga rt darted out into the snow, with 
Dooley a step behind him.

A fterw ard , it took a moment to 
straighten out w hat happened. He w as 
aw are of Liz E ricson ’s slim figure, and 
the sudden group of state troopers con
verg in g  out of the woods. Som ething 
slammed against Dooley’s back, thrust
ing him forw ard.

There was a crashing pain over his 
le ft eye, and he w ent down, burying his 
face  in the snow, w hile the earth re
volved in slow, sickening revolutions 
under him. . . • [Turn page]
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i^vNCE again, he w as aw are of his 
head resting on L iz E ricson ’s lap. 

There w as a confusion of voices all 
around him  as the troopers subdued the 
struggling, fran tic  figure of Sam T a g 
gart. Dooley felt tired and com fortable. 
L iz ’s gentle fingers soothed the pain in 
his head.

He opened one eye and stared up into 
her concerned face.

“ Doctor, w hat hit m e?” he breathed. 
“ I— I’m afra id  I did. I sw ung at T a g 

g a rt w ith a stick— and hit you in
stead.”

“ W hy did you scream  before?”
“ He forced me— to lure you out of the 

cabin. He— he made me tell him about 
the trap you’d set fo r him. B ut he had 
no choice except to come here, anyw ay. 
He took me along w ith him, and a fter  I 
screamed, he knocked me down, and I 
guess he thought I w as safely  uncon
scious. B ut the police w ere follow ing 
us, too, and it all came out all right, any- 
wray, M r. Dooley.”

She smiled down at him. Dooley made 
no effort to change his position. He fe lt 
wonderful.

“ I ’ve got to call m y new spaper,” he 
said.

“ I ’ve already done th at for you,” she 
said. “ And as for Tom my, now th at we 
know the whole reason for his trouble, 
I ’m sure he’ll be normal in a very short 
tim e.”

It occurred to Dooley that he’d better 
get on the phone and contact the B lade. 
M orrisey would be having kittens at the 
city  desk. But, somehow, he fe lt no 
greater urgency. Looking at Dr. L iz 
Ericson, he knew he w as going to be 
a frequent visitor to N ew bury School 
fo r  some tim e to come in the future.

“ D octor,” he said. “ I have curious 
sym ptom s. I feel dizzy and fa in t.”

“ I know, M r. D ooley.”
“ My heart is going pit-a-pat, Doctor. 

Call me B ill.”
“ Mine, too, B ill.” H er eyes laughed 

into his, and gave him the answ er he 
sought. “ A nd you’d better s ta rt calling 
me L iz ” •  •  •
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by JACK BENTON

In the latter part of the 18th century the 
gallows of New York was in a gaily painted 
Chinese pagoda.

The skulls of murder victims in the Dunda 
tribe of Africa are kept on display until their 
killers are apprehended.

*
The State of Delaware has no state prison.

In Colombia, prisoners get intoxicated by 
smoking cigarettes made out of spider webs.

When someone breaks the laws o f the 
Kodunis tribe of South America, he is placed 
in a “ portable prison.”  More exactly, he is 
bound up in straw and feathers and walks 
around breathing through a periscope-like 
reed.

When a liquor underworld character ac
quired an estate, someone suggested that 
he name it Alco Hall.

Organized in 1873, the Royal Canadian 
Mounted Police was first known as the North 
W est Mounted Police.

Twenty times as many murders are com
mitted annually in the United States as in 
Great Britain.

In early Hawaiian history, it was an offense 
punishable by death for men and women to 
eat together.

Bloodhounds are capable of following a 
trail thirty hours after it has been made.
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Cit y...................- ...................... ...................................State......................................................... ..........................................A ge ............................ _

| When You Visit Your Favorite 
Newsstand, Look for the Slogan

J. Edgar Hoover, director of the FBI, sang 
in a church choir as a boy and had intended 
to enter the ministry.

The first individual electrocuted in Sing 
Sing was a horse. It was done in an experi
ment to show that the electric chair was 
practical!

A  THRILLING  
PUBLICATION

O N  THE C O V E R S  O F  THE 
M A G A Z IN E S  Y O U  BUY!



Reducing Specialist Says: where

LOSE WEIGHT tar
M O S T  A N Y  

P A R T  O F  
T H E

B O D Y  W IT H

S p t f i & d u c v t
Relaxing • Soothing 
Penetrating Massage

TAKE OFF EXCESS WEIGHT!
Don't Stay FAT —You Can Lose 
POUNDS and INCHES SAFELY

W ith ou t R isk ing  
H E A L T H

Take pounds off —  keep 
slim and trim with Spot 
Reducer! Remarkable new 
invention which uses one 
of the most effective re
ducing methods employed 
by masseurs and turkish 
baths— MASSAGE!

4)  IKE a magic wand, the 
^ / ^ “Spot Reducer” obeys 
a ' ~ "  your every wish. Most 
any part of your body where 
it is loose and flabby, wher
ever you have extra weight 
and inches, the ‘‘Spot Reduc
er” can aid you in acquiring 
a youthful, slender and grace
ful figure. The beauty of this 
scientifically designed Reduc
er is that the method is so 
simple and easy, the results 
quick, sure and harmless. No 
exercise or strict diets. No 
steambaths, drugs or laxa
tives.

W ith  the  SPOT  R E D U C E R  yo u  can now  enjoy the 
benefits o f R E L A X I N G ,  S O O T H IN G  m assage  in  the 
p rivacy  of yo u r  ow n hom e I S im p le  to  use— just p lug 
in , gra sp  h a n d le  an d  a p p ly  over m ost a n y  part of the 
body— stom ach , h ip s, chest, neck, th ig h s,  a rm s, b u t 
tocks, etc. The  re la x in g ,  so o th in g  m assage  breaks 
dow n F A T T Y  T I S S U E S ,  tone s the m usc le s an d  flesh, 
an d  the increa sed  aw akened  b lood c irc u la t io n  c a rr ie s  
a w a y  w aste  fa t— helps you rega in  a n d  keep a  firm e r and  
m ore G R A C E F U L  F I G U R E !

Your Own Private Masseur at Home
W h e n  you  use the Sp o t  R ed uce r, i t 's  a lm ost  lik e  h a v 
in g  yo u r  own private  m asseu r at hom e. I t 's  fu n  re d u c 
ing  t h is  w a y ! I t  not o n ly  h e lp s  yo u  reduce an d  keep 
s l im — but a lso  a id s  in the re lie f o f tho se  types of aches 
an d  p a in s— and  tired  nerves th a t  c a n  be helped by 
m assage ! T h e  Sp o t  R e d u ce r is  h a n d so m e ly  m ade of 
l igh t  w e igh t  a lu m in u m  and  rubbe r an d  t ru ly  a  be a u 
t if u l  in ve n t io n  you w ill  be th a n k fu l  you ow n. A C  110 
vo lts. U n d e rw rite rs  la b o ra to ry  approved.

TRY THE SPOT REDUCER 10 DAYS FREE IN YOUR OWN HOME! |
I B p

M a i l  t h is  coupon  w ith  o n ly  $1 fo r  yo u r Sp o t  R ed uce r on app rova l. P a y  
postm an $8.95 p lu s de live ry— or send $9.95 ( fu l l  p rice ) a n d  we sh ip  
postage p repa id . Use it fo r ten d a y s  in  y o u r  own home. T h e n  if  not 
de ligh te d  re tu rn  Sp o t  R ed uce r fo r  fu ll pu rchase  price re fund. D o n ’t 
d e la y !  Y o u  have n o th in g  to lose— except ug ly , e m b arra s sin g , u n d e 
sira b le  pou nd s of F A T .  M A I L  C O U P O N  now !

A L S O  U SE  IT  FO R  A C H E S  A N D  P A IN S

C A N ' T  SLEEP

Relax with electric 
Spot Reducer, See how 
sooth ing  its gentle 
massage can be. Helps 
you sleep when mas
sage can be of benefit.

M U S C U L A R  A C H E S :

A  handy helper for 
transient relief of 
discomforts that can 
be aided by gentle, 
relaxing massage.

L o s t  W E IG H T  
O R  N O  CH ARG E

U S E D  B Y  E X P E R T S
T h o u sa n d s  have lost 
w e  i g h t  t h is  w ay— in  
h ip s, a b d o m e n ,  legs, 
a rm s, necks, buttocks, 
etc. T h e  sa m e  m ethod 
used by stage, screen 
and  ra d io  p e rso n a lit ie s 
and  l e a d i n g  re d u c in g  
sa lo n s.  T h e  Sp o t  R e 
duce r can be used in 
y o u r  spare  tim e, in the 
p r i v a c y  o f  y o u r  own 
room.

O R D E R  IT  T O D A Y

SPOT REDUCER CO., Dept. B -129 

1025 Broad St., Newark, New Jersey
Please send m e th e  Spot Reducer fo r  10  days 
trial period . I en c lose  S I .  Upon arrival I 
w ill pay postm an on ly  S 8 .9 5  plus postage 
and handling. If not de ligh ted  1 m ay return 
SPOT REDUCER w ith in  10  days fo r  p rom pt 
refund o f  fu ll purchase price.
-  I e n c lo se  $ 12.98. S en d  D oLuxe Model.

Xante
Address .............................
City.................................... State
2  SAVE POSTAGE — ch eck  here i f  you enclose 
5 9 .9 5  w ith  coupon . W e pay all postage and 
h andling charges. Sam e m on ey back guarantee 
applies. D I en c lose  5 1 2 .9 8 . Send DeLuxe M odel.

i— -a i i a m — ^

•mail THIS 10 DAY FREE TRIAL



mm A WEEK * CASH
PAID D IR E C T  TO YOU

J U S T  L O O K
The Large Benefit This Low 

Cost Policy Provides!
The Service Life Family Hospital Plan 
covers you and your family for about 
everything—for every accident, and for all 
common and rare diseases after the policy 
has been in force 30 days or more. Very 
serious disease such as cancer, tuberculo
sis. heart disease, diseases involving female 
organs, sickness resulting in a surgical 
operation, hernia, lumbago and sacroiliac 
conditions originating after the policy is 
m force six months arc all covered . . . 
Hospitalization caused by attempted sui- 
c;de. use of intoxicants or narcotics, in
sanity. and venereal disease is naturally 
excluded.

The money is all yours—for any pur
pose you want to use it. There are no 
hidden meanings or big words m the 
policy. We urge you and every family and 
also individuals to send for this policy 
on our 10 day free trial offer—and be con
vinced that no other hospital plan offers 
you so much for your SI.00 a month?

TWO SPEC IAL FEATURES  
MATERNITY
Benefits At Small Extra Cost
Women who will some day 
have babies will want to 
take ad vantage of a special 
low cost maternity rider. 
Pay; $50.00 for childbirth 

either in the 
hcental or at home, after 

:y has been in force 
ID months Double the

POLIO
Benefits At No Extra Cost
In lieu of other regular 
benefits policy pays these 
benefits if polio strikes— 
For Hospital Bills.
up t o .......  $500.00
For Doctor's Bills while in 
the hospital, up to S500.00 
For Orthopedic Appli
ances. up to . . $500.00
TOTAL OF $1,500.00

Policy Pays for a Day, a Week, 
a Month, a Year—/Mf as

necessary for you to be hospitalized!

3° A DAY IS ALL YOU PAY
for this outstanding new Family Protection
Wonderful news! This new policy covers everyone from infancy to age 70! When sickness 
or accident sends you or a member of your family to the hospital—this policy PAYS 
$100.00 PER WEEK for a day. a month, even a year . . .  or just as long as you stay in the 
hospital. What a wonderful feeling to know your savings are protected and you won’t have 
to go into debt. The money is paid DIRECT TO YOU to spend as you wish. This remark
able new Family Hospital Protection costs only 3c a day for each adult 18 to 59 years of 
age, and for age 60 to 70 only 4 He a day. This policy even covers children up to 18 years 
of age with cash benefits of $50.00 a week while in the hospital—yet the cost is only 1 He 
a day for each child! Benefits paid while confined to any>recognized hospital, except 
government hospitals, rest homes and clinics, spas or sanitariums. Pick your own doctor. 
Naturally this wonderful policy is issued only to individuals and families now in good 
health; otherwise the cost would be sky high. But once protected, you are covered for 
about every sickness or accident. Persons covered may return as often as necessary to the 
hospital within the year.

This is What $100.00 a Week 
Can Mean to You When in the 

Hospital for Sickness or Accident
Money melts away fast when you or a 
member of your family has to go to the 
hospital. You have to pay costly hospital 
board and room . . . doctor's bills and 
maybe the surgeon’s bill too . . . necessary 
medicines, operating room fees—a thou
sand and one things you don’t count on. 
What a Godsend this READY CASH 
BENEFIT WILL BE TO YOU. Here's 
cash to go a long way toward paying heavy 
hospital expenses—and the money left over 
can help pay you for time lost from your 
job or business. Remember—all cash bene
fits are paid directly to you.

Examine This Policy Without 
Cost or Obligation — Read It —  

Talk It Over — Then Decide 
10 DAYS FREE EXAMINATION
You are invited to inspect this new kind of 
Family Hospital Plan. We will send the 
actual policy to you for ten days at no cost 
or obligation. Talk it over with your bank
er, doctor, lawyer or spiritual adviser. Then 
make up your mind. This policy backed by 
the full resources of the nationally known 
Service Life Insurance Company of Omaha. 
Nebraska—organized under the laws o f 
Nebraska and with policyholders in every 
state. SEND NO M O N E Y—just your 
name and address! No obligation, of course!

REMEMBER-$100.00 A WEEK CASH BENEFIT IS ACTUALLY S14.2S PER DAY!

The Service Life Insurance Company |
H o s p i t a l  D e p a r t m e n t  K - 1 7 ,  O m a h a  2 ,  N e b r a s k a  J
Please rush the new Family Hospital Protection } 
Plan Policy to me on 10 days Free Inspection. | 
I understand that I am under no obligation. I

C  e E  in s p e c t io n .. .  EKEE MAIL COUPON
T he  A c tu a l P o l ic y  W ill C o m e  to Y o u  
at O n c e  W ith o u t  C o s t  o r O b l ig a t io n

{
i Name..

SERVICE LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY
Assets of $12,700 ,000 as of Janu ary  1, 1952 

H o sp ita l D e p a rtm e n t K-17, O m a h a  2, N e b ra s k a

Address.

I '»
!
i f *  or Town.....................State.



No other 
anti-freeze 
gives your
carthe same 
complete 
protection!

-  PRESUME
ANTIFREEZE

\6uteSET
Just put "Prestone”  anti
freeze in and forget it till 
spring! No "boil-away” 
worries . . .  no repair bills 
— its special inhibitors 
give the world’s bt&t pro
tection against rust, clog
ging and foaming.

MSVE
High compression engines 
and car-heaters makehon- 
evaporating anti - freeze 
more important now than 
ever. There’s not one drop 
of boil-away alcohol or 
methanol in "Prestone” 
anti-freeze.

tale SURE
With "Prestone” brand 
anti-freeze in your car, 
you’re sure you’ve bought 
the best. It’s America’s 
No. 1 brand. No other 
anti-freeze gives your car 
the same complete pro
tection. It’s guaranteed!

4

NATIONAL C A R BO N  C O M P A N Y
A Division of Union Carbide and Carbon Corporation

3 0  E ast 4 2 n d  S tre e t, N e w  Y o rk  1 7 , N . Y .

The terms "Prestone" end "Eveready " ore registered trade-marks 
o f Union Carbide and Carbon Corporation


