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with a beau !
" I  don’t  want to go to school . . . 
teacher’s too cross.” The children 
all had a hard time in  the fourth 
grade. Then the teacher found a way 
to end her indigestion.

Dr. Beeman made a real discovery in Beeman’s Pepsin 
Gum. A delicious gum containing pepsin to help diges
tion. It is not necessary to let little digestive troubles spoil 
your disposition. Beeman’s often helps. Chew Beeman’s 
several times a day. You’ll enjoy it.

E S P E C I A L L Y  M A D E  T O  
AID D I G E S T I O N  . . .
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GET A STEADY JOB!
Are you making $1800.00 a 
year, $150.00 every month, 
with the assurance you will be 
advanced to $200.00 or $250.00 
per month!'' If you want to be 
dead certain that hard times, 
strikes, politics, etc., will not 
affect you, and that you can 
draw twelve months’ pay every 
year and then, when you be
come old, be retired on a com
fortable pension the balance of 
your life, get on Uncle Sam’s 
payroll N O W . These positions be
long to you just as m uch as to  any
one else; then w hy not get one and 
enjoy life w ithout fear of losing your 
job. T he positions described in this 
announcement are only a few of the 
m any desirable ones available. Fill 
out the coupon below, cut or tear it 
out, and mail today, and full particu
lars will be sent you im m ediately. 
Experience not required.

RAILW AY
M AIL
JO B S

Pay $1900 to  $2700
These positions are 
both traveling and 
stationary. Railway 
Stall Jobs may be 
had in any part of 
the country, .as mail 
routes are numerous 
in every state. When 
traveling you receive 
an extra allowance 
when away from 
home more than ten 
hours. This is fasci
nating work for men 
who like to travel 
and see the country.

AGE RA NG E 18 T O  50
□  R a i lw a y  M a i l  C l e r k .  □  P .  O . C le rk  
C  P r o h ib i t i o n  A g e n t
□  R . F . D . C a r r i e r s
□  S p e c ia l  A g e n ts
□  U . S . B o rd e r  P a t r o l
□  T e l .  O p e r a to r
□  C i ty  M a lt  C a r r i e r  
P  M e a t  I n s p e c t o r
□  B o o k k e e p e r  
D  C u s to m s  I n s p e c t o r
□  U . S. G u a r d s

□  F ile  C le r k  
[ J  G e n e r a l  C le r k
□  M atron s
D  W a tc h m a n  
CJ S k i l le d  L a b o r e r  
Q  P o s t m a s t e r s
□  S ten  o -T ypist
p  E m i g r a n t  I n s p e C t O f
□  S e a m s t r e s s
□  A u d i to r

CHECK
T H  E

INSTRUCTION BUREAU,
Dept. 439, St. Louis, Mo.
Send me im m ediately F R E E , full particu
lars about positions marked "X ". A lso  
your big list of other positions obtainable, 
salaries, locations, how to  qualify, oppor
tunities, etc.

A N D
MAIL

T H I S
N am e ,

J l  : A d d ress.
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CLASHING acceleration o f a 1932 Harley- 
* Davidson is like flight o f arrow from 
twanging bowstring—swift, eager, effortless.
T h e power o f  its wonderful motor is so smooth, 
so easily controlled, that miles slip by end hills 
flatten out before you are really aware o f  them. 
R ide a  new Harley-Davidson and see for yourself.
N o  printed words can do justice to its speed and pow
er, its balance, comfort, ruggedness, and economy.

New Single $195 f.o .b . Factory
H ere’s the biggest value in Harley-Davidson history 
-—a completely equipped, 3-speed motorcycle for only 
S195, at the factory. Seems impossible, but it’s true. 
W hat a  buy! Y o ur nearby Dealer wants to show 
you the 1932  Twins and Single , . .  See him soon.

a
H arley-D avidson

_ _ _ _ _ _  M A I L  T H E  C O U P O N __ _ _
H a r la y -D s r id a o n  M o to r C o . ,  D e p t.  N .S .G . ,  M ilw au k ee , W i» ,

I n te r e s te d  In  y o u r  m o to rc y c le s . S en d  l i t e r a tu r e .

) is  ( ) 16-19 ye a rs , < ) 20-80 ye a rs , ( ) 81 y e a rs  and c 
(  ) under 18 ye a rs . C heck yo ur v e  group.

Money in Your Hand 
Here’* Your Opportunity
Accept this free golden invi
tation to represent Carlton 
Mills — nationally known 
Men’s Wear manufacturers 
—and a leader in the dircct- 
to-wearer field. Schooling or 
training unnecessary. Doesn’t 
cost you a penny. So cash 
in on our series of free mer
chandise offerings. Note 
the panels to the right and 
you’ll understand why they’re 
irresistible.

Lowest Prices in Years 
Unbeatable Values 
Orders Come Easy

First calls give big cash profits. 
Greatest line in America. 
Finest Dress Shirt Selections. 
Stunning Neckwear. Smartest 
Hosiery. Complete Under
wear and Heavy Outerwear 
Department. All handsomely 
sampled.

NEW BIG KIT FREE
Coupon below Starts You
Send for N ew  Fall Outfit. 
Also details of extra $25.00  
Cash Bonus and 4 0 %  Profit 
Sharing plans. All are easy 
for Carlton Representatives. 
Rush coupon to-day!

CARLTON MILLS, Inc. 
79 Fifth Ave., New York

COUPON
------------------------------------------------------—|
M r. M an d e l, P re s id e n t D ep t. 100-J ■
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U n d erw ear a n d  H osie ry . Send sam p le  o u tf i t  F ree. I 'm  re a d y  * 
for b ig  p a y  . . a n d  cash  p ro fits  o n  f irst calls. Iw 1
Address........................................................................................... J
C i t y . . . . . ........................................................ S t a t e ...................... |
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T w o  s o c ia l  f a u l t s  h a n d ic a p  m a n y —n e e d le s s ly l
Can you imagine a man afflicted with either hali
tosis or body odors, succeeding equally as well as 
one n o t saddled with these unforgivable faults? Of 
course you can’t. One goes ahead, the other lags 
behind. One is popular, the other is not. Nine 
times ou t of ten.

The insidious thing about these ailments is th a t 
while others are painfully aware of them , you 
yourself never realize their presence. And both 
m atters are so delicate, th a t even your best friend 
won’t  bring them  to  your attention.

For H alitosis
The one way to  make sure th a t your breath  is 
sweet, wholesome, and beyond power to  offend
others, is to  gargle with Lis- 
te rin e  ev e ry  m orn ing  and 
every night. And if you wish 
to make doubly sure, im
mediately before any social 
engagement.

Listerine instantly  halts ferm entation of tiny  bits 
of food—the cause of 90%  of breath odors. A uto
matically it  gets rid of the odors themselves. T ests  
show  th a t  L is te r in e  im m e d ia te ly  o verco m es  
odors th a t  o rd in a ry  m o u th  w a sh es  cannot 
hide in four days.

A fter  Your Bath
Body odors are no less objectionable than halitosis, 
though by no means as common. M ere washing 
with soap will not remove them. A fter your tub  
bath  or shower, apply Listerine to  the guilty 
areas. I ts  deodorant effect is immediate.

If  you are not using Listerine, begin to  do so 
now. Every day. I t  puts you on the polite, agree

able, and acceptable side. You 
can be su re  of its results. Ask 
for Listerine a t  your drug
gist’s and accept no doubtful 
im itation. Lam bert Pharm a- 
cal Co., St. Louis, Mo., U.S.A.

THE SUREST DEODORANT

LISTERINE
for HALITOSIS and BODY ODORS

Please mention N ewsstand Group when answering advertisements



PLAIN TALK—AND TO HECK WITH MODESTY

BLACK MASK is unique among fiction magazines, appealing to a wide 
group of readers ranging from those who like action fiction for action 
alone, where it is real and convincing, to the most discriminating readers 

in the professional classes—-clergymen, bankers, lawyers, doctors, the heads 
of large businesses, and the like.

W hile it is commonly classed as a detective fiction magazine, it has, with 
the help of its writers, created a new type of detective story which is now 
being recognized and acclaimed by book critics as inaugurating a new era in 
fiction dealing with crime and crime combatting.

BLACK MASK stories republished in book form have been best sellers in 
the open book market and their writers have achieved international fame.

The magazine has developed such authors as Dashiell Hammett, Raoul 
W hitfield, Frederick Nebel, Carroll John Daly, Erie Stanley Gardner, Nels 
Leroy Jorgensen, Horace McCoy, Earl and Marion Scott, Tom Curry, W illiam  
Rollins, Jr.; and a number of others, all of whom have been recognized by 
critics when their stories have appeared in book form or have been included 
among the anthologies of best stories selected by O’Brien and the O. Henry 
Memorial.

It has a flock of new writers, whose first stories are appearing in the maga
zine and who promise to become every bit as famous— such as Paul Cain, 
Ed Lybeck, Stewart Stirling, James Moynahan, J. J. des Ormeaux and the like.

It publishes as well stories of the BLACK MASK peculiar type by other 
authors, already widely known— as H. Bedford-Jones, Thomson Burtis, 
Bertrand W . Sinclair, Eugene Cunningham.

BLACK M ASK’S requirements are simply expressed, but it holds rigidly to 
a high standard of readable, fast-running, convincing fiction. It does not 
accept poor stories.

These are some of the reasons why BLACK MASK differs from all other 
magazines and stands alone, by itself, and why it cannot be imitated suc
cessfully.
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Ma n  K i l l e r
She was a knockout and had come in 
of money; she held the gun when the 
but Don Free wasn’t  sure she had done

ON FREE stood just 
inside the entrance 
door of the Ham
mond Agency and 
blinked gray eyes in 
the direction of Jen 
Carle. The girl used 

a lipstick deftly, slipped it into a drawer 
of the desk behind which she sat, re
laxed in the chair. Don Free continued 
to look at her; finally he swore cheer
fully.

She said: "Well—like it?”
Free grinned; it made him look ten 

years younger, almost boyish. He 
used his whole face when he 
grinned.

“Gave me a shock,” he redied. 
“Platinum, eh?”
6

She nodded and touched her hair 
with long, slender fingers. When he’d 
last seen her, ten days ago, she’d had 
long, brown hair. It had been touched 
with gray, and he’d liked it.

She said again: “Well—like it?” 
Free let his grin become a smile, and 

looked older. He had a strong face, 
slightly browned. He was clean shaven 
and his lips were too thin to make him 
handsome. Otherwise his features were 
good. He looked towards a narrow cor
ridor running from the outside office—



By RAOUL WHITFIELD

for a bunch 
m an f e l l ; 
the k il lin g

the door of it stood half opened.
“Sure, Jen,” he said thoughtfully, but 

not as though he were thinking about 
the color of her hair.

She shrugged. “Which means you 
don’t,” she stated. “And that’s all right, 
too,”

He nodded. “I wouldn’t know, Jen,” 
he said. “It doesn’t matter, anyway. I 
love you for what’s under the mattress 
stuff.”

She said with faint bitterness. “Like 
hell you do.”

He took off a light brown coat and a 
brown felt hat, put them on a chair.

“Tim inside?” he asked.
She nodded, and her eyes grew nar

row. “And loving being there,” she 
said with more bitterness. “The man 
killer’s with him.”

Don Free looked at a picture of Abe

Lincoln, hanging on the office wall.
“The man killer ?” he said.
Jennie Carle nodded, her lips smiling. 

“Go on in and get a load of her,” she 
suggested. "Better knock first.”

Free looked slightly puzzled. “Busi
ness?” he asked.

She closed her eyes and hit the desk 
with a clenched fist.

“If it is—it’s funny business,” she 
said.

Free spoke slowly. “Now, Jen. 
Times are bad—the agency needs busi
ness.”

She breathed something he didn’t 
catch, and then said more clearly:

“I ’m damn’ glad you got back. Tim 
needs someone to tell him a woman’s 
only a woman.”

Free half closed his eyes and whistled 
softly. “You’re not getting that way. 
Jen—after all these years?”

He watched the bitterness in her eyes.
“All these years—that’s the trouble,” 

she said. “Better go in, Free—he’s ex
pecting you.”

She chuckled a little, with bitterness 
in it. Free looked at the face of 
Lincoln again.

“Better buzz in that I ’m here, Jen,” 
he said.

7



8 Black Mask

She lifted a French phone and after a 
few seconds said:

“I didn’t disturb you too much, Mr. 
Hammond? I wouldn’t want to, you 
know. Free’s here.”

She replaced the apparatus and 
shrugged at Free. “Okey,” she 
said. “Be sweet to her—she’s so 
damned young, and in so damn’ much 
trouble.”

Free looked at Hammond’s secretary 
and whistled again. Jen Carle lifted 
papers from her desk and held them so 
her face was hidden. Free went from 
the room and along the corridor. At 
the end door he rapped, but went right 
in. Tim Hammond stood near a win
dow that wasn’t very far above where 
traffic made sound. The girl sat in a 
chair near Hammond’s desk. She was 
very beautiful. Hammond said:

“Hello, Free. That was nice work 
in Philly. Twelve years’ back alimony. 
I t’ll be a good lump for his wife. Did 
he kick much?”

Free grinned. “Offered me five 
grand, just to go away and forget. Said 
he’d dropped a lot recently, at Monte 
Carlo. Got nasty, but he came through. 
The new one is fed up with Paris and 
the Riviera, and he wants to stick in 
the States for a while.”

Hammond was short and thick-set. 
He had gray hair and a handsome, dis
sipated face. His eyes were deep-set 
and gray. He nodded and gestured 
towards the girl.

"Miss Reynolds,” he said. “My as
sistant—Don Free."

Free lowered his head slightly and 
smiled. The girl said:

“Hello, Mr. Free.”
Her voice was soft and very smooth. 

Her enunciation was very lovely. She 
was beautiful in a very feminine way, 
and yet she hadn’t the quality of a doll. 
Her eyes were brown, almost the color 
of her hair. She was tall and slender, 
and very perfectly dressed. Her hat 
was a concession to a new style, yet not 
the style itself.

Hammond said a little grimly: “Un

fortunately, Miss Reynolds is in trouble 
—serious trouble.”

The girl looked at the carpet on the 
office floor. Free said nothing. When 
she raised her eyes there were tears in 
them. She looked at him for several 
seconds, then lowered her eyes. Free 
said:

“That’s too bad.”
Hammond nodded and went over and 

sat down behind his desk. He chewed 
a finger knuckle.

“Anyone outside when you came in?” 
he asked.

Free shook his head. Hammond’s 
gray eyes held little expression.

“Miss Reynolds has killed a man,” he 
said slowly. “About an hour ago."

Free said: “W ell-killed him, eh?”
Plammond nodded. The girl, with 

her head still lowered, shivered a little 
and made a moaning sound. Hammond 
said:

“A lot of others have tried to kill 
this same man, but it never took. He 
rated killing, Free. But there’s the 
law—”

Free said slowly: “Sure, there’s al
ways the law.”

Hammond smiled thinly. “It was 
Bandor, Free. Tony Bandor.”

Free sucked in a slow, long breath. 
He swore very softly. The girl looked 
up and said fiercely:

“I didn’t mean to kdl him, want to 
kill him! I had—to kill him 1”

Hammond said: “That’s the way it 
was, Free.”

Free narrowed his eyes and said: 
“That’s the way what was?”

Hammond looked a t . the girl and 
spoke gently. “That’s all right, Miss 
Reynolds. Don’t worry.” His eyes 
went to Free’s. “It was like this,” he 
said, and then was silent for several 
seconds. When he went on it was as 
though he were reading a newspaper 
item. “Recently Miss Reynolds inherited 
quite a sum of money. She’s always 
lived in New York, but she hasn’t gone 
about so much. Miss Reynolds likes 
horse racing—a fine sport, Free. Now
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and then she used to make a bet With 
the inherited money she increased her 
betting a bit, naturally.”

He paused and Free said: “Natur
ally.”
— Hammond nodded. “About a week 
ago she had a streak of luck and made 
a big winning. The bookie was hit 
pretty hard, and he felt she should meet 
his backer. It happened to be Bandor. 
Miss Reynolds didn’t know anything 
about him, but she thought he was 
pretty nice. Tony could be that way, 
you know. Well, it turned out he wasn’t 
so nice. And about an hour ago he 
got himself killed.”

Free looked at the girl’s bowed head 
and said nothing. Hammond frowned.

“Miss Reynolds was perfectly justi
fied, of course. But we don’t want the 
usual mess. Publicity, jury trial—the 
tabs smearing her name all over every
thing. You know how it is.”

The girl shivered again. Free looked 
at Hammond, smiling just a little.

“I know how it is, Tim,” he said. His 
voice held a peculiar note and Ham
mond continued to frown.

The girl spoke, without lifting her 
head, very softly:

“I told him—I didn’t  care about— 
the bet. I ’d let it go. But he 
wouldn’t—”

Her voice broke. Hammond said: 
“Well, let’s not worry about that. 
Tony’s dead, and the set-up doesn’t look 
bad. But we’ve got to be careful, Free. 
Awful careful. Miss Reynolds went 
to Burkley right away, and he sent her 
here. Burkley, you and I—and Miss 
Reynolds—we’re the only ones who 
know she killed him.”

Free said a little grimly: “That’s fine, 
if it’s right.” There wasn’t much en
thusiasm in his voice.

Hammond said: “It’s right. Tony 
met Miss Reynolds at the Paramount at 
three. They sat through part of a pic
ture, then he told her he had cash for 
her at his place. He said he always 
settled with cash. They took a cab 
down to the Village—got out three or

four blocks from his place. I t’s a nice 
old-fashioned, three-story brick house, 
with window boxes.”

The girl said a little shakily : “Green 
window boxes—it looked so nice—” 

Hammond said: “Yeah, with green 
window boxes, 'fhey went inside— 
Tony using a key. He showed her 
around, and then took her into his radio 
room. He’s a radio fan. He can get 
China. I t’s a sound-proof room. Well, 
things didn’t go so good, Free—and 
Tony got shot. Miss Reynolds came 
out, and she doesn’t think anyone saw 
her. Tony didn’t use the house much 
—he told her he only went there on im
portant business. The room was sound
proof, so the chances are he’s still where 
he fell. Miss Reynolds went right to 
her lawyer, and Burkley sent her to me. 
I happened to be in.”

Free said: “That was lucky.” 
Hammond’s eyes got very small. Free 

looked at the girl.
“Sure Bandor was dead?” he asked 

quietly.
She raised her head and dabbed at 

her eyes with a small handkerchief. He 
didn’t think he had ever seen a more 
beautiful woman. She wasn't a kid, yet 
everything was Iresh, youthful. Her 
lips and eyes were lovely.

She nodded slowly. “His eyes—were 
open, staring terribly,” she said softly. 
“I waited—perhaps a few minutes. It 
seemed hours. I ’m sure—he was dead.” 

Free said: “Whaj did you do with 
your gun?”

Her eyes widened. “It wasn’t—my 
gun,” she said. Her voice rose a little. 
“It was his—”

Hammond said: “It was in the radio 
room, Free. You see? It was just 
in there, on a cabinet or something. 
Miss Reynolds isn’t sure what the gun 
was on. She just grabbed for it. She’s 
been through a lot, Free.”

Free nodded. “Sure,” he agreed. 
“Well, what did you do with the gun 
you killed him with, Miss Reynolds?” 

She shivered a little, then sat erect. 
Her eyes met his squarely.



10 Black Mask

"I brought it away with me,” she said. 
“It’s—in my bag.”

Free looked at Hammond and Ham
mond nodded. “I ’ve had a look at it, 
Free. A ten slug Colt, with two slugs 
used. Miss Reynolds thinks she shot 
twice. Tony was close to her—and she 
thinks she got him in the stomach and 
heart. She was pretty excited, you see 
—and she just grabbed the gun and 
squeezed it. You know how it goes, 
Free.”

Free’s eyes were very small. “Sure, 
Tim,” he said. "It’s happened before. 
She noticed the gun right after she got 
in the radio room, eh?”

The girl said: “About five minutes 
after. Mr. Bandor—he didn’t seem to 
notice it, or if he did he didn’t pay 
any attention to it. When he said he 
wouldn’t let me go—I remembered the 
gun. It was all—very terrible—”

Hammond sighed. "Poor kid,” he 
breathed.

Don Free looked at the carpet. “Well 
—you don’t think you were seen going 
in the Greenwich Village house, or com
ing out. You haven’t been playing 
around with Tony Bandor. The shot 
was fired in a sound-proof room, and 
you’ve got the gun. A lot of guys 
were after Tony, and the police know 
that. Only three of us know that you 
killed him.”

Hammond reached for a pack of 
cigarettes laying on his desk.

“That’s about it, Free,” he said. He 
rapped on the desk surface before he 
lighted the cigarette. When he spoke 
his voice held a thoughtful note. “What 
I ’m afraid of is a slip-up.”

The girl said huskily: “Oh, ----- -”
Hammond said: “They might have 

been seen at the Paramount, or on the 
way downtown, or going in the house. 
She might have been seen coming out. 
And there’s this bookie who had Bandor 
as a backer.”

Free nodded. “What’s his name?” 
he asked.

The girl said: “Kronnen—Eddie 
Kronnen. He has an office in the James

Building, but I’ve never been there.” 
Hammond blew a thin stream of 

smoke towards the ceiling. He spoke 
very quietly.

“Self defense, Free. But we’ve got 
to be careful. If anyone is wise, they 
won’t run to the police. They’ll come 
after Miss Reynolds. She’s just in
herited a lot of money. I think we 
can handle the police, unless things get 
too hot. I ’d like you to buzz around the 
Village and find out if they’ve found 
the body yet. And you might get a line 
on Kronnen, see if he knows anything, 
or suspects anything.”

Free looked towards the girl’s hand
bag. Hammond watched him and said: 

“We’d better keep the gun, Miss 
Reynolds.”

She handed the bag to him, and he 
opened it. He put a handkerchief in 
his palm, covering his fingers, and took 
the Colt from the bag, got it in a drawer 
of his desk. The girl said:

“I will pay you well, Mr. Ham
mond—”

He smiled at her. “Naturally,” he 
agreed. “But just once. We’re not 
blackmailers, Miss Reynolds. That’s 
what I ’m worried about.”

Free looked at the girl. “You wore 
gloves when you grabbed the gun?” he 
said.

She nodded. Hammond said: “That’s 
all right, anyway. I ’ve used cloth on 
the gun, and Miss Reynolds has never 
been finger-printed, of qourse.”

Free smiled a little. “Sure,” he said. 
“But she might be.”

The girl widened her eyes, and her 
lips trembled. Hammond frowned at 
Free.

“See what you can dig up,” he said. 
“Take it very easy, of course. Call me 
back at seven and we’ll eat together.” 

Free nodded. “Okey,” he said. His 
eyes met those of the girl. “It’ll be all 
right, Miss Reynolds,” he told her. 
“Don’t let it hit you too hard. He was 
a louse—and a mark for somebody’s 
bullets pretty quick, anyway. Just stay 
with it.”
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She covered her face with gloved 
hands and her body shook. Free nod
ded to Hammond and went from the 
office. In the outside room he stood 
beside Jen Carle, offered her a cigarette 
shs- refused, and lighted one for himself. 
She said:

“A knockout, eh?”
He shrugged. “One kind of one,” 

he replied. “What was the idea of you 
calling her a man killer, Jen?”

Bitterness was in her voice again. 
“She’s got Tim going,” she said. “I 
went into the office just before you 
arrived. She was crying and he was 
patting her shoulder. He told me to 
get out, -and knock before I came in 
—the next time. A lot of them have 
cried in there, but this is the first time 
I’ve caught Tim patting one on the 
shoulder.”
' Free grinned. “Yeah—this is the 
first time you’ve caught him,” he said 
dryly. “What’s her first name, Jen?” 

She said: “Mary.”
Free nodded. “That good, old- 

fashioned name,” he breathed.
The secretary swore. After a few 

seconds she said:
“What’s her trouble, Free? Any

thing serious ?”
Free grinned again. “Can’t tell yet— 

nothing much, I ’d say. Just one of those 
things.”

Jen Carle frowned. “One of what 
things?” she asked.

Free chuckled. “You women!” he 
muttered. “She’s an agency client, Jen 
—her secret is our secret.”

Jen sniffed nastily. Free said: “I’m 
going to poke around some. But if any
one calls or comes in—you might say I 
haven’t come back from Philly yet.” 

She nodded. He looked at her hair 
and said: “It’s all right, Jen—I like it.” 

She frowned at him. “You think it’s 
business in there, Free?” she asked. 
“Give it to me straight.”

“I’m damned sure it’s business, in 
there, Jen,” he replied. “Don’t be that 
way.”

He put on his coat and hat and went

from the office. There was a side en
trance to the building, and he used it. 
In the cab, on the way downtown, he 
decided that Tim Hammond had acted 
rather strange, and that Jen Carle was 
worried about something besides a pat 
on the shoulder. Mary Reynolds he 
hadn’t been able to figure, but he was 
willing to agree that she was a man 
killer, of one kind or another.

2

FTER an hour he had 
got nothing of impor
tance, and he called 
the agency. When he 
asked Jen if Tim was 
inside alone she said 
that he was but that 

she thought it had broken him up to let 
his pal go. Free said:

“Switch me in.”
Hammond said: “Hello, Parker,” in 

a cheerful voice and Free spoke slowly.
“On that downtown deal everything 

seems quiet. Maybe I'd better pick up 
somebody and go inside for a peek. 
What’s the address ?”

Hammond hesitated and after a few 
seconds gave it to him.

“You want to be pretty careful, 
Parker,” he warned.

Free said: “Sure I want to. You be
lieve the lady, of course?”

Hammond grunted. “Naturally,” he 
said. “I just called Burkley and 
checked up. He isn’t worried about the 
police but he says we’ve got to protect 
our client. He’s afraid of the friends 
of the man in that house—the sleeping 
chap. See ?”

Free said that he saw. “I ’ll be sure 
everything is right outside, and get in 
for a peek. Then we’ll know how to 
move. Our client might have made a 
mistake on what happened.”

Hammond said: “She didn’t, Parker;
but handle it that way, and then call

>>me.
Free was smiling a little as he hung 

up. Hammond was seldom sure about
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women clients’ stories, but he was sure 
about the one this client had told. And 
it had been a pretty wild story.

He picked up Crail, one of the agency 
men, at his flat, and twenty minutes 
later they were on a quiet Village street 
not far from Tenth. Free said:

“If a cop comes along tell him you’re 
off duty, and looking for Joe Cline. 
Cline had a beat around here a few 
weeks ago, but got himself transferred 
nearer his home. Don’t get too far 
away from the place, unless you have 
to. I don’t want anyone coming in
side.”

Crail said: “Right.” He walked 
along the sidewalk near the house 
front. His police uniform fitted him 
pretty well.

Free went up three or four steps and 
into a clean vestibule. It was almost 
dark. He tried the knob of the inside 
door and when nothing happened he got 
a few keys from his pocket and went to 
work. After about two minutes the 
door opened. As he went inside 
he turned and saw Crail strolling in 
front of the house. Inside everything 
was quiet.

It was dark, but not absolutely black. 
Free went through two rooms down
stairs, neither very large. The place 
was furnished nicely and didn’t look as 
though it had been used much. He 
went up one flight of stairs and went 
through another room. There was a 
narrow hall leading towards the rear of 
the house, and there seemed to be a 
door at the end of it. When he got 
close to the door he saw that it was 
tightly fitted. His left hand was gloved; 
he found a knob and opened the door 
slowly. The air in the room was bad 
—and it was very dark. There were no 
windows, or else the windows were 
heavily covered. Free got a small flash
light from a pocket and snapped the 
button.

There was a heavy explosion—Free’s 
body pitched to the right, struck against 
the open door. His right hand jerked 
a Colt free of his pocket; the flashlight

struck the floor and rolled a little. There 
was a second roaring explosion—and 
the bullet made sound as it tore into the 
carpet somewhere near the flashlight. 
Free, on his knees beside the opened 
door, let his body fall. It made thud
ding sound as he struck the carpet, 
which was thick.

He lay motionless, his gun at his side, 
one arm thrown out. Faint light from 
behind, from the narrow hall, came into 
the room. The flashlight beam was 
still streaking light—across the carpet. 
With slitted eyes Free saw a motionless 
hand caught in the yellow-white beam— 
a diamond glittered on a half-stretched 
finger.

There was the sharp odor of gun 
smoke in the room. The beam of the 
flashlight suddenly caught shoes— 
brown shoes. There were the cuffs of 
trousers, narrow and gray striped. Legs 
moved across the beam—Free’s slitted 
eyes could see almost to the knees of the 
moving man. Then the color was gone 
from the beam of light. There was a 
faint swishing sound, a very soft thud 
—as though a heavily padded door had 
closed.

Free lay motionless for almost thirty 
seconds, his Colt gripped tightly in the 
fingers of his right hand. The hand 
was beside the opened door. When he 
pulled himself to his knees he reached 
for the flashlight, moved it slightly. 
The beam struck Tony Bandor’s body. 
Bandor’s head was twisted to ,one side; 
his eyes were staring. His lips were 
drawn back slightly from white, even 
teeth. The diamond on a finger still 
shot color out. He was dead.

Free listened as faint sound seemed 
to come from the hall or the stairs, or 
a room below. He snapped out the 
flashlight, stood up. With his gloved 
hand he found the knob of the door, 
went into the hall and closed the door 
very softly behind him. He stood for 
several seconds, listening—and then 
moved to the head of the stairs. It 
took him almost five minutes to reach 
the floor below. The entrance door was
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heavily curtained, but as he neared it he 
saw the figure of Crail stroll past the 
house. A cab cruised by, and Crail 
looked towards it blankly.

Don Free put his Colt out of sight, 
opened the door and went to the vesti
bule. He closed the door behind him, 
then turned the knob. There was a 
spring lock, and he could not open the 
door. He pulled his brown hat low over 
his eyes, saw the rip in the cloth of 
his coat sleeve that the first bullet 
had made. His lips were pressed tightly 
together as he went from the vestibule, 
down the few steps. Crail’s back was 
to him, and he walked 
along behind the uni
formed man.

At his side he slowed 
down a little. There 
were people on the 
street, but no one was 
near them. Free kept 
his head low and fum
bled with his hat brim 
with both hands.

“Hear any th ing— 
from inside ?” he asked.

Crail said softly:
“ Y eah — two shots — 
not too loud, though.
Two cabs were passing 
and there was ‘L’ 
racket.”

Free said: “All right 
—I’ll be seeing you.”

Crail spoke thickly: “You okey?”
“Okey.” Free was a little ahead of 

the uniformed man. “No one came out 
—ahead of me?”

Crail said: “No.”
Free walked faster, took his hands 

away from his hat brim. He stopped at 
the corner and lighted a cigarette. When 
Crail passed close to him he said:

“Get out of the uniform and stick 
around the flat.”

Crail nodded his head very slightly 
and went on. Free went around the 
corner and after a few seconds hailed a 
cab. He pointed to the street along 
which he had just come.

“Go down there about half way, and 
park on the south side if you can,” he 
said. “Kill your engine, but stay back 
of the wheel. Don’t turn or talk to me, 
even when I tell you what to do next.” 

The cab driver nodded. Don Free 
got inside, hunched down in a corner 
of the seat. The cab moved forward 
and around the corner. The driver took 
it half-way eastward on the block and 
parked on the south side. The house 
in which Tony Bandor was lying dead 
was about fifty yards to the eastward, 
and on the north side.

The street was a quiet one, but ten 
persons passed the 
three-story house with 
the green  window 
boxes, while Don Free 
watched. No one was 
passing when a medium 
sized man came from 
the house. He wore a 
gray overcoat and hat, 
and his trousers were 
gray. From the distance 
Don couldn’t distinguish 
a stripe. The man held 
a handkerchief over his 
mouth, looked up and 
down the street, barely 
noticing the cab. Then 
he moved down the 
few steps, turned east
ward. Jim L a n n e r, 

another agency man, came along from 
behind the cab and stopppd near it. 
Without looking at Free he said softly: 

“I had a damn’ bad stomach ache 
when you called me from Grail’s flat. 
Is that my man ?”

Free said: “Forget the stomach ache, 
and don’t lose him. He counts.” 

Lanner nodded and went along in the 
same direction as the one who had come 
from the house. He had a tabloid in 
both hands and he read it as he went 
along. Don Free straightened and was 
about to tell the driver to keep Lanner’s 
tall figure in sight, when a cab came 
eastward fast and halted two houses 
past the one occupied by Bandor.
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A woman got out and paid up. She 
was young and slender, and looked good 
at seventy yards. The cab went on, 
and the woman stood near the curb, 
fumbling in a bag she held in her right 
hand. A messenger boy passed her. 
She looked at the cab twice, then took 
something from the bag, snapped it 
shut. Instead of going into the house 
before which the cab had halted, she 
walked rapidly westward, made a sharp 
turn and went into Bander’s place. Her 
figure was lost from sight in the vesti
bule.

Free whistled softly and hunched 
back in the cab again. A minute passed, 
then another. A uniformed officer came 
westward slowly and when he was a 
hundred yards or so from Bander’s 
place the street was very quiet. The 
first scream was shrill and terrible, but 
it reached the street faintly. The 
second got outside the house more 
loudly, and the uniformed officer heard 
it. He increased his pace, and was al
most in front of the green window 
boxes when the woman came out. She 
screamed again in the vestibule—and 
the uniformed cop ran towards her.

Free’s cab driver was stiff in the seat, 
but he didn’t turn his head. Free was 
frowning. He leaned forward a little 
and said:

“All right—Seventh and Fortieth 
street, and make it fast.”

The driver twisted his head and 
looked at him with hard, blue eyes. 
Then he shook his head.

“Wait’ll that cop comes out of there,” 
he said.

Free narrowed his gray eyes on the 
driver’s. “What happens in there won’t 
make any difference to me,” he said. 
“Get going.”

The cab driver shook his head. “You 
picked me up at the end of this street 
and had me come back here. I want 
to know what’s wrong in there—before 
I take you anywhere.”

Free swore softly. Then he smiled a 
little. “Know who lives in there?” he 
asked,

The driver shook his head. “And I 
don’t care who—”

Free interrupted. “Tony Bandor lives 
there,” he said very slowly. “And what 
happens in there is his business, and 
maybe mine. It’s not yours—”

He watched the eyes of the cab driver 
get wide, and the hardness go out of 
them. He said thickly:

“Tony—Bandor—-”
Free nodded. “That’s the name,” he 

said. “And I want to get to Seventh 
and Fortieth, very quick.”

The starter made sound and the en
gine made more sound. The driver 
muttered something that had the word 
“sorry” in it, and the cab jerked for
ward. When it passed Bandor’s house 
Free saw that the door of the vestibule 
was half opened. Then the window 
boxes were behind. He settled back in 
the cab. The one with the gray coat 
and trousers was not in sight, ahead— 
nor was Jim Lanner. The cab turned 
northward and moved along at good 
speed.

At Fortieth and Seventh Free got 
out. He tipped the driver a dollar, 
and the man said:

“I wasn’t figuring to be nasty back 
there. Just careful like.”

Free smiled and nodded. “Sure, 
it always pays to be careful,” he said.

The driver grinned. Then his eyes 
got hard again. “It sounded like that 
woman had seen something pretty bad 
in there,” he breathed. He grinned 
again. “But you never can tell about 
a woman.”

Free smiled a little tightly. “Never,” 
he agreed.

3
EN CARLE looked 
up from her machine 
and smiled at him. 
He went over close 
and looked at her 
hair.

“I like it better all 
the time,” he said. 

“Has the man killer gone?”
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She nodded. “About ten minutes 
after you left. She was crying.”

Free nodded. “Tim didn’t go with 
her?”

She shook her head, and her eyes 
grew smaller. Free nodded again.

“I’m expecting a call,” he said. “Get 
it right to me. Tim’s inside?”

“Inside,” she said. Her eyes widened 
as she stared at his coat sleeve. “You’ve 
torn your coat, Free.”

He looked in the wrong place first, 
then found the rip. He whistled in sur
prise.

“Now how the devil did that hap
pen ?” he breathed. “In the cab, I sup
pose.” '

She looked doubtful but didn’t say 
anything. Free went along the corridor 
and'rapped on the door of Hammond’s 
office. Hammond said: “Come in.”

He went in. The ; gency head was 
seated back of his desk, and Free went 
over and sat on a corner of it. Ham
mond looked at him without speaking, 
and nsed his eyes without missing the 
cloth tear. He leaned forward and 
looked at it more closely. Then he 
swore.

“Bullet?” he asked.
Free said: “Bullet—the other one 

didn’t come that close.”
Hammond cleared his throat. “What 

did yours do?” he asked 
Free shook his head. “I didn’t use 

any.” He pressed his lips together 
tightly, then parted them. “What’s the 
game, Tim?” he asked.

Tim Hammond looked puzzled. 
“Game? You know as much as I do— 
more,” he said.

Free shook his head. “Not one way. 
Tony’s dead. I didn’t stick around long 
enough to learn just how he got it. I 
had Cra;l outside in a cop’s uniform, 
and Jim Lanner up the street. When I 
went inside this radio room, or what
ever it was—someone took two shots at 
me. I went down and let try flashlight 
roll. I think whoever fired was satis
fied he got me. He got out of the room 
without using the door I ’d opened. He

wore gray striped trousers with a nar
row cuff. I took things easy getting 
out of the house—but this one left after 
me. Lanner picked him up and I ’m 
waiting for a call. At least, Lanner 
picked up a fellow with gray trousers 
who came out of Bandor’s house. Then 
a woman came along in a cab went in. 
Tall and slender and dressed nice. She 
yelped and ran out screaming, and a 
cop was on the street. They went 
back in together, and I came on up 
here.”

Hammond tapped on desk wood with 
knuckles. “So the police know Ban- 
dor’s out of things,” he said.

Free nodded. “And someone else 
knew it, before I got there,” he replied.

Harnmond frowned. “You didn’t 
see the face of the one who shot at 
you?”

Free shook his head. “He must have 
heard me coming up the stairs—he had 
the lights out. My flash was on the 
floor and he crossed in the low beam. 
I could only see to his knees. But I 
think Lanner’s got him tailed.”

Hammond nodded slowly. “Then the 
Reynolds girl did finish Tony,” he 
breathed softly.

Free said: “Think so?”
Hammond narrowed his eyes and 

sank low in the chair.
“You don’t, eh?” he replied.
Free shrugged. “She isn’t young. 

She is fresh • looking. She doesn’t look 
like the sort of little fool that would 
chase along to Bandor’s place without 
expecting to be kissed, Tim.”

Hammond shrugged. “You’re get
ting old, Free. What she expects 
doesn't count with us. She went down 
there, and naturally she’d pull the in
nocent stuff on us. She’s worth a lot 
of money. Something went wrong, and 
she finished Bandor. Then she got 
scared. She went to Burkley—and that 
was wise. Burkley knows what to do 
in something just like this. He sent her 
over here. They’re both thinking the 
same way. She killed Bandor, and 
someone will guess that she did. Then
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they’ll close in on her. We’ve got to 
stop that.”

Free smiled coldly. “The agency is 
getting up in the world,” he said grimly. 
"We now protect man killers.”

Hammond swore gently, then smiled. 
“How about taking five minutes out— 
and we’ll both weep for dear, old Tony 
Bandor,” he said with sarcasm. “He’ll 
be missed at church on Sunday. I don’t 
imagine he spotted out more than eight 
or ten guys—and he only beat three 
stick-up indictments.”

Free smiled cheerfully. “All right, 
Tim. A girl comes and and says she 
killed Tony and she’s frightened because 
his friends might guess that she did and 
come after her. I go down to check 
up on her story. Tony’s dead, but some
one inside opens up on me. Why ? 
There wasn’t much light on me—I’ve 
been away ten days. I don’t know 
much about Bandor’s mob. Supposing 
the girl who went in and found Tony’s 
body had gone in when I did. What 
would have happened?”

Hammond grunted. “What would?” 
he asked.

Free smiled with his eyes narrowed. 
“She’d have got the same dose—only 
more of it, because she wouldn’t have 
had sense enough to fall and stay 
down,” he said. “That gent in there 
was expecting someone—someone he 
wanted to kill. That’s my hunch. I 
wasn’t the one.”

Hammond looked thoughtful. “Or 
he was in the room, and figured he’d 
better play safe. Maybe he thought you 
were a dick. Or maybe he was nervous, 
or hopped up. We can’t figure what he 
thought. He missed you and he got 
outside, and Lanner is tailing him. 
That’s good enough. The police know 
Bandor’s dead. That’s all right if Miss 
Reynolds wasn’t seen.”

Don Free looked at the knuckles of 
Hammond’s right hand and he spoke 
slowly, softly.

“You wouldn’t  fool me, would you, 
Tim?”

Hammond closed his eyes, and when

he opened them they held a hard ex
pression.

“Jen’s been talking to you,. Free,” he 
said. “She’s been worried lately. I ’ve 
had some conferences, and just my luck 
the ladies have been nice looking. Jsn’s 
been getting nervous—she had her hair 
done over. Notice it?”

Free smiled. “I noticed it,” he re
plied. “You wouldn’t fool me, would 
you, Tim?”

Hammond said sharply: “You don’t 
think Miss Reynolds finished Bandor, 
is that it?”

There was a little silence, and then 
Free spoke in a quiet voice.

"The Bandor mob is a hard one, Tim. 
We both know that. I ’m working for 
you, but I ’m not dying for you-r-not if 
I can help it. I ’m entitled to know all 
the truth kicking around, and I don’t 
think I know ail j f  it.”

Tim Hammond stood up and looked 
squarely at Free. His eyes were expres
sionless. i

“You’re,,my best man, and I ’d hate 
to see you quit the agency, Don. Yoii-’ve 
got this the way I got it.” *

Free said: “You were talking to Miss 
Reynolds before I came in, and after 
I went out. She didn’t say anything of 
importance, anything I don’t know?” 

Hammond said: “She didn’t say any
thing of importance—anything you 
don’t know. It comes down to this. 
She’s been living a pretty quiet life 
around the city, without too much 
money. She inherited a lot of money, 
and her life hasn’t been so quiet. In
stead of doing the usual and losing her 
money, she won some more. Kronnen 
couldn’t pay, and he turned her over 
to Bandor. Bandor went at it too fast 
—and left a gun laying around. He 
got the works, and the girl didn’t throw 
hysterics. She calmed down, got out of 
the house with the gun, went to Burk- 
ley. He sent her here. You know the 
rest.”

Free sighed. “A11 right, Tim,” he 
said. “What next?”

Hammond frowned, “You’d better
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find out who the fellow that shot at you 
is. We can learn how the police are 
thinking. And there’s Kronnen. Miss 
Reynolds has changed her apartment 
hotel, and is going to sit tight under 
another name for a while.”

The phone on Hammond’s desk made 
buzzing sound. He lifted it, then 
handed it to Free. Free said:

“Yes?”
Jim Lanner’s lazy tones came over 

the phone: “The stomach ache is better. 
My man took in a Western picture at a 
small house, for fifteen minutes. I 
think he had a shot—he picked a chair 
near a wall, in a dark spot. He was 
pretty shaky going inside—dropped his 
ticket twice. We’re in a speake now— 
he’s drinking beer in another dark cor
ner, and he’s alone. I ’ve got a hunch 
he’s meeting someone here. He goes 
for his wrist-watch every few minutes. 
After the picture we took a short walk, 
and that helped the stomach ache.” 

Free said: “That’s fine—talk some 
more and work in the speake address. 
If I get down there too late and you’ve 
gone, I ’ll go over to Crail’s flat—and 
you call me there. We’ll stay apart, if 
you’re still in the speake. He might 
have spotted me, inside the house, and 
your stomach ache might get worse, if 
that’s the case.”

He could hear a radio yapping over 
the wire. Lanner talked and worked in 
the address. He went on.

“I've got a wall phone, and I can see 
my man. He’s just met his pal. He’s 
smooth-shaven, with a long nose. He’s 
big and wears clothes like a plain- 
clothesman. His left arm is in a sling 
—black cloth. Neat but not gaudy. 
They’re sticking around—the bad arm 
one is sitting down.”

Free said: “All right—I ’ll be right 
along.”

He hung up. Hammond said: “Lan
ner’s got your man in a comer ?”

Free nodded. “What’s this bookie 
Kronnen look like—did Miss Reynolds 
say ?”

Hammond nodded. He’s a big fellow
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with a long nose. Smooth-shaven and 
middle aged. He broke his arm some
time ago, and wears it in a sling. She 
said he seemed rather nice, and she felt 
sort of sorry for him, after she’d won 
this money.”

Free grinned. “Lovely client, Tim,” 
he said. “Feels sorry for bookies, mur
ders mob leaders—”

Hammond interrupted sharply: “The 
personal habits and feelings of our 
clients are not important, Free.”

The ripped cloth of Free’s coat felt 
jagged under his finger. He took the 
finger away and smiled coldly.

“Kronnen’s with the fellow who shot 
at me,” he said. “I ’ll go down that way 
and see what happens.”

Hammond swore. “That’s bad,” he 
breathed. “Kronnen is liable to have 
known Bandor took the girl to his place. 
And he owes her the money. With 
Bandor dead he hasn’t got the out 
he figured on. If he goes for the 
g i r l - ”

Free pulled the brim of his hat low 
on his forehead. He looked at Ham
mond’s dissipated face.

“He doesn’t know where the girl is 
—New York’s pretty big.”

“And it gets small in a hurry,” Ham
mond breathed.

Free looked at the agency head nar
rowly. “Well—if they get her and she 
won’t pay—they’ll kill her. And that’ll 
make it even up.”

Hammond swore. His eyes were 
very small. “It won’t make it even up 
for us,” he said. “We’re being paid 
for keeping her in the clear.”

Free smiled narrowly. “That’s so,” 
he said. “I almost forgot that. You’d 
better eat without me.”

Hammond nodded. “I’ll have some
thing sent in—and stick around. Give 
me a buzz when you get a chance, 
I ’m glad you got back in time to handle 
this, Free.”

Don Free moved towards the office 
door. He didn’t speak. At the door 
he turned and smiled, closed the door 
behind him. He went down the corri-
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dor and into the office, Jen was taking 
a call; she said:

“Wait a second.”
She motioned to Free. Crail was on 

the wire.
“Just got a tip,” he said. “Tony 

Bandor’s been done for. In a sound
proof room of a Village house he used, 
under cover. Or maybe you knew about 
it, Free.”

Free said. “Yeah, but what do the 
police know?”

Crail said: “Two slugs in the body— 
one dose to the heart. No gun around 
—no one heard the shots. A flame of 
his is being held—she found the body 
and got hysterical. She says she thought 
he was a real estate operator. She’s a 
show girl. Her name’s Gray and the 
police think maybe she did the job, then 
came back and put on an act.”

Free coughed. “That all ?” he asked.
“That’s all so far,” Crail said, “The 

sound-proof room had a couple of 
radios, in it, and Tony was supposed to 
have been a nut on the dial stuff. But 
there was a tight fitting door and stairs 
going down to the first floor. And the 
police think the room was used for the 
kill stuff. It isn’t pretty enough for a 
love nest. That’s all.”

Free said: “I’ll lay five it’ll be a love 
nest in the tabs, just the same. All 
right, Crail—buzz in again if you run 
into something.”

He hung up and Jen said: “Still like 
the hair ?”

Free grinned. “When your hair has 
turned to platinum—I will love you— 
just the same—” he sang, off key. “Has 
Miss Reynolds called since she left?”

Jen Carle frowned. “No,” she said. 
“But I wouldn’t be surprised if she 
did.”

Free looked at the Lincoln picture. 
“Be nice to her, if she does, Jen,” he 
told her. “She’s very young and in
nocent.”

The secretary made a sniffling sound. 
“She’s very young,” she agreed, and 
Free went outside and towards the 
elevators.

ANNER looked at 
Don Free blankly as 
he passed close to the 
tall one’s speakeasy 
table. Free picked a 
chair at a table that 
kept his back to the 

one at which the gray trousered one and 
his companion sat. He faced a mirror 
that wasn’t too good, but it was good 
enough.

The one whose arm was in a sling had 
small eyes, a long nose and thin lips. 
It was the left arm that was in the 
sling. The shorter man with the gray 
trousers kept his head low and after 
five minutes of beer sipping Free 
hadn't been able to get a good look at 
his face. He seemed to be about the 
build of the one who had come from 
the house with the green window boxes.

Free finished the beer, lighted a 
cigarette. The tall man rose and said 
a husky: “So long.” He had to pass 
close to Free’s table, but the agency man 
did not look at him. Someone called 
from near the bar: “How they runnin’, 
Eddie?”

The one with the arm in a sling 
shrugged. “So-so,” he replied, and 
went towards the hall that led to the 
entrance door of the speake. It wasn’t 
an exclusive speake; Free had got in 
easily on the strength of mentioning two 
political names that counted in the Vil
lage. He imagined Lanner had worked 
it the same way.

The one with the gray trousers or
dered another drink. Free called the 
waiter and paid up. He passed close te 
Lanner’s table, dropped a box\ of 
matches and leaned over to pick it up. 
A radio was making sound.

“Stick with your man—I’ll take 
Kronnen,” he said. “I think they’ll get 
together again.”

Lanner looked blankly towards the 
radio loudspeaker. Free picked up the 
matches and went outside. Kronnen 
was hailing a cab. Free almost lost the
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one with the slinged arm before he 
could pick up a cruiser, and the cab 
driver almost lost the other taxi in 
traffic, on the way uptown. At Seventh 
and Fortieth the cab they were trailing 
pulled over against the curb and the 
long nosed one descended. Free leaned 
forward and said:

“This’ll do.”
He paid the fare, got slowly from 

the cab. Kronnen wasn’t hard to keep 
track o f; he moved slowly, almost 
wearily. When he went into the build
ing that held the offices of the Ham
mond Agency Free swore softly. 
Kronnen bought cigarettes at a small 
counter that was still open. Two ele
vators were running—Kronnen headed 
for one that had only the operator in
side. Free didn’t follow. The elevator 
doors closed. The indicator showed that 
it stopped at three. It went on up to 
seven and came down with a messenger 
boy. Free got in and said: “Three.”

When he went into the Hammond 
Agency office Jen was pulling a small 
hat over her platinum colored hair. She 
looked at him and raised eyebrows.

“Back so soon?” she said.
Free grinned. “Did Tim just tell you 

to send a big man with a long nose and 
an arm in a sling—inside?” he asked.

She nodded. “A Mr. Harper,” she 
replied.

Free nodded. “Yeah,” he said. 
“That hat goes nice with the hair, but 
you should use a lighter colored lip
stick.”

She thought it over and said: “I think 
you’re right. Thanks, Free. Shall I 
buzz Tim?”

He shook his head. “Never mind. 
I ’ll wait around a bit.”

She finished fixing her face and said: 
“Don’t mind if I leave you ? I ’ve had a 
rotten day.”

Free looked at the picture of Lincoln. 
“Run along,” he told her. “And don’t 
worry.”

She looked at him with her eyes al
most closed, “Don’t worry?” she re
peated. “About what?”

He smiled and shrugged. “About 
anything,” he said. “Just smile. Be 
happy. Laugh and the world laughs 
with—”

She swore at him and went to the 
outer door. Beside it she stopped for 
a few seconds, turned and looked at 
him.

“A lot of things can happen in ten 
days, Free,” she said very grimly. “Or 
maybe you know that.”

“I’ve suspected it,” he said. “Let’s 
see—I was away about ten days—yes?”

She said very softly: “Yes.” She 
went out and closed the door behind 
her.

Don Free stood near her desk, frown
ing. After a few seconds he went along 
the narrow corridor, knocked on the 
door of Hammond’s office and opened 
it. Hammond was seated back of his 
desk and Kronnen stood near a win
dow. Hammond said:

“Hello, Free.”
Free nodded. “Hello, Tim,” he re

plied. Kronnen smiled just a little. It 
made him looked very good-natured. 
Hammond said:

“You tailed Mr. Kronnen back here, 
eh?”

Free nodded. “Yes.”
Kronnen rubbed a lower lip witK 

knuckles of his right hand.
“One of your boys?” he said a little 

throatily. “Damned efficient.”
Free said; “Thanks, Mr. Kronnen.”
Kronnen chuckled. “Nqt at all,” he 

replied, and made a gesture with his 
right hand. Through the black of the 
sling cloth Free could see the white of 
the plaster cast.

Hammond said: "Is Miss Carle still 
outside, Free?”

Free shook his head. “She just left,” 
he replied. “Said she’d had a rotten 
day.”

Hammond raised his eyebrows 
slightly. Kronnen was looking at Free 
with a slightly puzzled expression.

“I ’ve seen you somewhere, recently,” 
he said. “But I have a bad memory. 
Can’t remember faces.”
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Free nodded. “I’m the same way.” 
Kronnen looked more puzzled. “But 

in your line of business—that’s bad, 
isn’t it?” he asked.

Free smiled. “It’s not good in yours, 
either, is it?” he asked pleasantly.

Kronnen narrowed his eyes. “In 
other words—we were both lying,” he 
suggested. “You were at Mac’s place, 
down in the Village.”

Free nodded. Hammond said: “Mr. 
Kronnen came in about a serious mat
ter. Someone murdered Tony Bandor 
a few hours ago, in a house he some
times used, down in the Village.”

Free said without any expression in 
his voice or eyes:

“That’s too bad, I suppose.” 
Hammond tiited his chair back 

slightly. “Mr. Kronnen knows who 
murdered Tony.”

Free smiled at Kronnen, “That so?” 
he said almost pleasantly.

Kronnen smiled back at him. “It’s 
so as hell,” he said throatily.

Free coughed. “I’ll bet tin; police will 
be interested,” he announced.

Hammond looked at Kronnen, who 
was watching Free with half-closed 
eyes. The bookie took his eyes away 
from Free and spoke to the agericy 
head.

“Does he know why you had him tail
ing me?” he asked.

Hammond shook his head. “No, but 
he can know now. He’s all right, Mr. 
Kronnen.”

Free said nothing and Hammond 
spoke slowly. “I wanted you to pick 
up Mr. Kronnen, Free—because a client 
of ours believes he owes her a large 
sum of money.”

Free said: “Sure.”
Hammond said: “This client is 

wealthy and she nicked Mr. Kronnen 
for forty thousand at a nearby race 
track. On the level, of course. Things 
have been bad for Mr. Kronnen for 
some time, but he’s always kept his books 
on the square. He couldn’t pay the 
forty thousand, but he was acquainted 
with Tony Bandor. In fact Tony had

promised to fix this matter up. I didn’t 
know all this, of course. I simply knew 
that our client was anxious to have me 
talk with Mr. Kronnen. Well, every
thing looked all right—and then Tony 
Bandor was murdered. That would 
have made it bad for Mr. Kronnen.” 

Free said: “Would have made it 
bad?”

Hammond nodded. “Would have,” 
he repeated. “Except for the fact that 
Mr. Kronnen knows who murdered 
Bandor.”

THERE was a  little silence, and 
Free said finally:

“Well, let’s see—it would have been 
bad for Mr. Kronnen’s money man to 
be dead in about every case but one. 
The client who wanted you to find Mr. 
Kronnen must have murdered Tony 
Bandor, Tim.”

Kronnen said very grimly: “That’s 
the way it went.”

Hammond looked at Free, and neither 
of them spoke. Hammond shifted a 
little in his chair. Traffic sound came 
up from the street. Hammond said 
finally:

“May I ask why you have come to 
the agency, Mr. Kronnen?”

Kronnen smiled a little. “I knew 
Tony pretty well, and I know some of 
his boys. One of them was around 
when Tony and Mary Reynolds went 
into his place. When she came out 
alone it seemed a bit funny to him, 
strange. He chased along. She wait 
to a well-known Lawyer’s office, then 
came here. She was pretty nervous. 
When the body was found I put two 
and two together—and figured she’d 
gone to Burkley for advice—and he’d 
sent her here.”

Hammond nodded. “Uh huh—and 
what did you think she’d said here?” he 
asked quietly.

Kronnen shrugged. “I had a hunch 
she’d told the truth, said that Tony had 
got rough and that she’d shot him in self 
defense. I Itad an idea she might have 
thought you could fix up an alibi for
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her, or Burkley might have thought of 
that. Or maybe she just came to tell 
you she was worried.”

Free said with a faint smile. “With 
her looks and a straight story—I don’t 
think she’ll need an alibi.”

Hammond said: “Or maybe she just 
came to tell me she was worried about 
what ?”

Kronnen said: “She isn’t a fool. She 
was lucky at the track, but she used her 
head, too. I think maybe she knew 
more about Tony Bandor than he 
thought. And after she’d finished him 
she kept her head and got scared. Scared 
of his mob.”

Hammond nodded slowly. “It’s a 
thought,” he agreed.

There was another silence, then 
Kronnen smiled a little and spoke softly.

“It should be worth a lot of money to 
her— to have the boys calmed down, or 
tossed a fall guy. In a way, I don’t 
blame her. Tony was tough on women. 
But I ’m a business man, and if she 
comes at me for that forty thousand—” 

He shrugged, and the smile went 
from his lips. Hammond said: 

“Getting at it more directly—you 
think that she murdered Bandor. You 
know the mob pretty well, and you’re 
willing to toss them someone to take 
the slam—and let her out—for that 
forty grand?”

Kronnen lowered his voice and the 
smile came back again. It was in his 
eyes, and hard.

“For that forty grand—and about 
sixty more,” he said. “I told you I was 
a business man.”

Hammond rapped on the desk with 
his knuckles and Free looked at the ceil
ing. Kronnen said:

“She inherited over half a million 
from some relative she hadn’t seen for 
years. It was easy to take—it shouldn’t 
be hard to hand over a small chunk. A 
stretch in a female big house—she 
wouldn’t like that.”

Free smiled. “And then—there are 
Tony's boys,” he said. “They might 
rather strangle her.”

Kronnen looked serious. “They 
might,” he agreed, and half closed his 
eyes.

Hammond stood up. “You’re sure 
you can make the fix, Mr. Kronnen?” 
he said. “And having made it—that’ll 
be the end? No blackmail—just a busi
ness deal.”

Kronnen nodded. “I’m sure I can fix 
things,” he said. “And if it wasn’t just 
a business deal—I wouldn’t come to 
you. You don’t blackmail through a de
tective agency. I just thought your ad
vice to her might count more than any 
suggestion I could make.”

Hammond walked back and forth, 
nodding thoughtfully. Free said: 

“There’s just one thing. She was 
seen going into Bander’s house with 
him—and later she came out alone. She 
was followed to a lawyer’s office, and 
then here. Bandor’s body was dis
covered. That doesn’t exactly make her 
a murderer, Mr. Kronnen.”

Kronnen coughed and shrugged. 
“Still," he said very slowly, “I think 
she might be willing to forget about 
forty and to pass over sixty—to have 
the boys convinced someone else mur
dered Tony.”

Hammond frowned. “I think maybe 
you’re right, Mr. Kronnen, he said. 
“Where can I reach you—after I get in 
touch with her?”

Kronnen coughed again. “Ill ring 
you in an hour,” he suggested. “I move 
around a lot, and it’s difficult to say 
just where I might be at a certain time.” 

Hammond said: “All right—I’ll be 
here, and I hope I’ll have been able to 
get in touch with our client.”

Kronnen looked at Free and said 
grimly: “I hope so.”

He nodded to Free, bowed very 
, slightly to Hammond, and went from 
the office. After a few seconds Free 
went outside, looked around and locked 
the outer door. Then he went to Ham
mond’s office again. The agency head 
was slumped in his chair, frowning.

“It doesn’t look so good now, Free,” 
he said. “That was what I was afraid
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o£—they were seen going in together, 
and she was seen coming out, going to 
Burkley—and coming here. And this 
Kronnen has an inside with the mob— 
and some brains.”

Free said: “You could turn her over 
to the police—let Burkley be her mouth
piece. The police would protect her, 
and it’s good odds she’d get off.” 

Hammond shook his head. “Too 
much muck. Her looks might not help 
enough—the prosecution would yap that 
she was just another of Bandor’s girlies. 
Even if she did get off—it would cost 
her as much, maybe more.”

There was a little silence, then the 
agency head said:

“Tossing the mob a slam guy is bet
ter.”

Free half closed his gray eyes, smiled 
with his thin lips and said:

“I’ve been away ten days, Tim. You 
got over liking Jen Carle in that time.” 

Hammond said nastily: “What’s that 
got to do with this man killer case? 
What if I did?”

Free shrugged. “The agency racket 
is tough—and Mary Reynolds is a swell 
looker. I wouldn’t rush things, Tim.” 

Hammond swore at him. “It’s my 
agency,” he said.

Free nodded. “I’m not too much of 
a church guy, Tim. But this office used 
to have a certain code. Things have 
changed suddenly. First you protect 
a man killer—then you throw in with a 
blackmailer to try and save her,”

Hammond made clicking sounds and 
smiled sarcastically.

“The big point is that I believe the 
girl. Tony Bandor was no good. She 
killed him in self defense. I want to 
get her off in the easiest way.”

Free looked at Hammond narrowly 
for several seconds, then shrugged.

“You’re the boss, Tim,” he said. 
“Lanner was sticking with the fellow 
who came out of Bandor’s house shortly 
after I was shot at. What about that ?” 

Hammond shrugged. “One of Ban
dor’s mob. Got it before that show girl 
arrived. . Naturally, he didn’t run out

yelling for the police. But when you 
popped in he got scared—and let loose. 
Met Kronnen to tell him things.”

Free said coldly: “Why didn’t he 
figure /  might be another of the mob. 
Was he just in there popping at any
thing that opened the door ?”

Hammond said slowly: “Listen, Free 
—Bandor’s dead. Mary Reynolds ad
mits she shot him to death. Kronnen is 
wise that she shot him to death, and 
gives her an out—a money out. Let’s 
worry about that, and not why one of 
Bandor’s boys squeezed lead at you.” 

Free lighted a cigarette and smiled 
coldly. “Okey,” he said finally. “What 
next ?”

Hammond spoke quietly. “I ’ll go to 
the girl and advise her to pay up and 
take a long trip. She can play the 
ponies in India and see something else 
besides the Empire State Building, on 
the side. The police won’t get any
where—or they’ll get the guy Kronnen 
figures should be tossed along. And 
that goes for the mob of Tony’s. It’s 
the best way.”

Free was silent. Hammond said: 
“Let Lanner stick with his man. You 
go out and eat—and come back in about 
an hour. I may have things fixed by 
then.”

Free said: “Calling me off, eh?” 
Hammond shrugged. “Unless Miss 

Reynolds doesn’t agree with me. Then 
you can stick around and try to keep 
the mob from finishing ,her.”

Free grinned. “Fine,” he said. 
“Well, I guess you’re right, Tim.” 

Hammond grunted and reached for 
his hat. “Sure I ’m right. She was 
lucky against Kronnen, but her luck 
didn’t hold out with Tony Bandor. She 
won and she lost—and now she’s got 
to forget about forty grand and dig in 
for another sixty. Maybe she’s learned 
that green window boxes don’t make a 
romance.”

Free went with Hammond\towards 
the outer office. He said:

“It seems to me we’re getting our 
hands pretty dirty on this deal, Tim.”



Man Killer 23

Hammond swore. “We’re protecting 
a client to the best of our ability—and 
we’re going to be paid well for it,” he 
said.

Free shrugged. “If you turned her 
over to the police—she’d have one tough 
fight—a legal one. She’d win, and that 
would stop any blackmailing.”

Hammond swore again. “I can take 
care of Kronnen,” he replied. “He’ll 
get his money just once.”

Free smiled doubtfully. They 
switched out the lights—went outside. 
Hammond closed the door and locked it. 
They went down in the elevator. In 
front of the building Hammond hailed a 
cab. Free said:

“I’ll go around the corner to a chop 
house for my feed.”

Hammond nodded. “See you in an 
hour or so—that was a swell job you 
did in Philly, Free.”

He got inside the cab and slammed 
the door. The cab moved away. Free 
went towards the corner of Forty-first, 
his lips pressed tightly together. Ten 
minutes later, as he was going into the 
agency building again, he was thinking 
the same thought. And he breathed 
softly to himself:

“But it isn’t such a swell job you’re 
trying to do—in New York, Tim!”

5

HEN Jim Lanner came 
into the agency office 
with the gray trousered 
one Don Free was seated 
in a chair that faced the 
vacant one behind Ham

mond’s desE. The chair was tilted 
against a wall of the office. Rod Farley, 
of the Times Square precinct, was 
seated in another chair. Free said: 

“Hello, Jim—he came along without 
crying ?”

Lanner smiled narrowly. “I’ve still 
got a gun on him,” he said. “After I 
phoned you he got suspicious. And I 
can’t say he wanted to come up here.” 

Free smiled cheerfully. “The Village

air is milder,” he stated. “You’ve met 
Farley, Jim? Square plain-clothesman 
—one of the best around this section.” 

Lanner nodded to Farley, who was 
looking at the gray trousered one. 
Farley said cheerfully:

“Poky Lake’s the name. Didn’t  
know he was lined up with Bandor, 
Free, Used to be a tough guy, some 
years ago. Got the ‘Poky’ tag because 
he was always eager to take a crack at 
somebody. I ’d heard he’d quieted 
down.”

Lake had blue, expressionless eyes, 
small features and thick lips. He looked 
at Farley, who was tall and red faced, 
and spoke a little indistinctly.

“I don't know what this is all about. 
This guy jumped me with a rod and said 
come along. I figured he was after my 
twelve bucks, but I guess not.”

They all smiled and Free gestured 
towards some spare chairs.

“Sit down, boys,” he said. “The 
others’ll be along soon. Sorry I can’t 
offer any drinks, but I can send down 
for some ice cream.”

Lake sniffed and said: “Take the rod 
off me and I ’ll go get it.”

Free grinned. “Keep it on him, Jim. 
It makes me feel more comfortable.” 

Lanner smiled and went over and 
sat down. “I searched him sort of 
quickly, in the cab coming up,” he said. 
“No bang-bang tools.”

Free continued to smile. “Keep it on 
him, anyway,” he said. “Just for fun.” 

Lake sat in a chair, scowling. “Even 
a private dick can get in trouble—put
tin’ a gun on a guy and making him go 
places,” he muttered.

Free said: “Were you the fellow that 
did this, Lake?”

He had his overcoat on, and lifted the 
damaged sleeve. Lake looked puzzled. 

“What is it?” he said. “Dirt?”
Free shook his head. “Bullet rip,” 

he replied. “A guy named Bandor— 
Tony Bandor—was shot out, down in 
the Village, In a house down there. 
The house had green window boxes. 
Very pretty. I got a rumor that he was
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dead, and went in to see. Someone let 
go twice at me. I thought maybe it was 
you.”

Lake swore. “If you’re tryin’ to pin 
the Bandor kill on me—”

Free interrupted. “You came out 
of the house a few minutes after this 
guy tried to get me. I thought maybe 
there was some connection.”

Lake widened his eyes. “Me?” he 
breathed. “Like hell I did. I was in 
Jersey until I walked into Mac’s place.” 

Farley grinned and shook his head. 
“Stick to the facts, Poky,” he advised. 
“The New York state line starts down 
along the Hudson water somewhere.” 

Lake closed his eyes and looked 
bored. Free said:

“How about it, Jim?”
Lanner said: “Well—both of us saw 

him come out of that house with the 
green window boxes. That’s where I 
picked him up.”

Lake swore very hoarsely. “It’s a 
frame,” he breathed. “And it won’t 
take.”

Free shrugged. A door made a slam 
sound and there were footfalls. After 
a few seconds a voice said: 

“Hammond?”
Free called: “Come on in, Mr. 

Kronnen.”
Lake’s eyes were expressionless. The 

footfalls grew louder and Kronnen 
came through the half-opened door, into 
the room. He saw Lake almost at 
once; his mouth opened and he yawned. 
After the yawn he looked around. Free 
said:

“This is Eddie Kronnen, boys. Kron
nen—that’s Farley over there. Precinct 
detective. Lanner, there, is out of this 
office, You know Poky Lake, I be
lieve.”

Kronnen said: “yeah—sure. Hello, 
Poky.”

Lake swore again. “It’s a frame, 
Eddie,” he breathed. “They’re trying 
to pin Bandor’s kill on me.”

Kronnen raised his eyebrows a little, 
then looked at Free.

“Where’s Hammond?” he asked, and

there was a peculiar tone in his voice.
Free tilted his head, resting the back 

of it against the wall. He half closed 
his eyes, looking at the ceiling, and 
spoke almost absently.

“He should be along any minute, un
less he found Miss Reynolds difficult,” 
he said.

Poky Lake’s eyes narrowed a little. 
Kronnen stood near the desk, looking at 
Free and breathing quickly but evenly. 
His injured arm moved a little in the 
sling. Farley said:

“Who’s Miss Reynolds?”
Free closed his eyes. “Lovely lady,” 

he said slowly, casually. “She says she 
murdered Tony Bandor. Tim believes 
her.”

Farley blinked at Free. “She says 
she—”

He checked himself. Kronnen was 
facing Free, his right-hand fingers 
clenched at his side. His big body was 
tense, and his lips bared his teeth.

Lanner said: “And you don't believe 
her, Free?”

Free opened his eyes and smiled at 
Lanner. “Hell, no,” he replied. “Her 
story was lousy. It had more holes in 
it than Tony had in him.”

Kronnen was breathing more slowly 
now; his right-hand fingers unclenched. 
The outer door made clicking sound, 
then closed softly. There were foot
falls that grew louder in the corridor. 
Tim Hammond came into his of
fice. '

He halted just past the door, looked 
from one face to another. He had a 
cigarette in his left hand, and after 
seconds he went around behind his desk 
and squashed it in an ash tray. Free 
said:

“Hello, Tim. Did she hand over the 
sixty thousand?”

Hammond pulled back his desk chair 
very carefully, put his hat on the sur
face of the desk and seated himself. 
He looked from one face to another. 
His skin was pale, and the corners of 
his mouth twitched slightly at intervals. 
After a little while he leaned forward
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and placed elbows on the desk, closed 
his hands and held fists at his ears.

“What’s all this, Free?” he asked 
very softly.

Free smiled at him. “Gathering of 
the clan,” he said. He slipped his right 
hand in the right pocket of his gray 
coat and pulled the pocket material up 
so it rested on his right leg just above 
the knee. “Did the Reynolds girl hand 
over the sixty thousand?”

Hammond’s face twisted. “I’m. run
ning this agency, Free,” he said in a 
hard voice. “You’ve been getting your
self too well known around town, even 
if you’ve only been back a short time. 
I don’t like that—what do I owe 
you ?”

Don Free continued to smile. “Let’s 
see—counting my expenses on the 
Philly trip and two weeks pay ahead— 
say about five hundred, Tim.” 

Hammond nodded slowly. He reached 
down at his left and opened a drawer. 
Keys made jangling sound in his 
fingers. He closed the drawer, opened 
another. He tossed bills on the surface 
of the desk, five of them. Free stood 
up, walked over and picked them up. 
Hammond was looking down at the 
keys. He said suddenly:

“G ood----- !”
Free backed away from the desk, 

smiling coldly. When Hammond’s eyes 
lifted and met his, Free nodded.

“Sure—the key to the gun drawer 
isn’t there, Tim,” he said. “I came 
back, used it on the drawer, and took 
the gun out, I looked it over. And 
I didn’t put it back in again.”

Hammond’s eyes got very small. Free 
said: “It was like this, Farley—this 
Reynolds girl brought along the gun she 
said she’d killed Tony Bandor with, 
and Tim had it locked up.”

Farley nodded. “Well?” he said 
questioningly.

Free stopped smiling. “She didn’t 
kill Bandor with it or with any other 
gun,” he said slowly.

Poky Lake said hoarsely: “It’s some 
kind of a frame, Eddie.”

Eddie Kronnen kept his eyes on Free, 
but Free was watching Hammond, tie  
spoke quietly,

“Lanner, you watch Lake. I ’m leav
ing Kronnen to you, Farley. I ’ll take 
care of my ex-boss, Mr. Hammond.”

Hammond said very slowly but in a 
strained voice:

“Get the hell out of my office, Free 
-—you’re fired! Get moving right 
away!”

Free shook his head. “I came back 
here just in time to sit in on the tail 
end of a racket, boys,” he said steadily. 
“I ’ve been getting too virtuous for Tim 
—or he’s been getting too crooked for 
me, one way or the other. Lake's right, 
except for the tense he used. It was a 
frame—a two way frame. I was to be 
made permanently quiet—that chance 
just came along. It looked better than 
sending me out of town all the time. 
The Reynolds girl was to be nicked— 
sixty thousand now and then some more 
every once in a while—”

Hammond spoke very softly and 
huskily. “He’s talking rot—he knew I 
was going to fire him—”

Free chuckled. “Hammond’s too 
dumb to run an agency,” he said. “He’ll 
be a good looking trusty in stir. He’ll 
have some company Farley. Too bad 
Tony Bandor can’t be along. But there 
was a slip-up.”

Tim Hammond was swaying his body 
a little, from side to side, very slowly. 
His hands rested on the desk surface, 
and the fingers moved nervously. The 
others were all very still. Free stood 
with his back near the wall opposite the 
desk.

“It was Hammond’s idea,” he said 
slowly, “He might have got improve
ments on it from Bandor. Or Kron
nen. Or even Poky Lake. Anyway 
—this Reynolds kid had come into some 
money and she liked to play the horses. 
Maybe they fixed it so that she got the 
right tips and won, or maybe she just 
was lucky, and that gave them the idea. 
Kronnen said he couldn’t pay up, but he 
had a backer. He brought in Bandor.
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Bandor was nice, and the Reynolds girl 
was beautiful and dumb.

“She went down to the Village, saw 
the green window boxes, and went in
side. Bandor had a gun planted. He 
put on his act. He’d fixed it so she’d 
seen the gun. And she’d seen movies. 
So she grabbed the gun and let him 
have it. He went down. That was all 
fine and dandy—the way things were 
supposed to go. All the gun did was 
make noise, and Bandor didn’t even get 
a powder bum. The Reynolds girl took 
a quick look and was sure he was dead. 
She got out of the house, calmed down 
a little, remembered what she’d read in 
the tabs about Burkley—and went to 
him. That was a break for the House 
of Hammond. Burkley and Tim, here 
—they get on together. Miss Reynolds 
was sent over here. Not that it would 
have made any difference—Tim would 
lave got after her anyway.”

He paused and Hammond said 
heavily: “It’s the dam’dest line I ’ve ever 
heard!”

Free smiled coldly. “Bandor was in 
a bad spot, before they figured this deal. 
He was worried about his health, the 
police—and money. He was supposed 
to drop out of sight. I suppose Tim, 
here, would have told the Reynolds girl 
things had been fixed quietly. And 
then he would have started the bleeding 
process. A half million is nice to 
shoot at. There was a split with Ban
dor, for playing dead—and there was 
Kronnen to take care of. But plenty for 
all.”

Farley whistled softly. “And after 
Bandor played dead—someone really 
got him,” he breathed.

Free nodded, his eyes on Hammond’s. 
“Sure,” he said. “It was too good a 
chance. The girl was framed—why not 
finish Tony and make it right?”

Farley drew in a deep breath. “It 
was a natural,” he muttered.

Jim Lanner spoke softly. “They had 
their man killer all lined up. Who really 
got Bandor, Free?”

Free shrugged and looked puzzled.

Then he smiled pleasantly and looked 
around at the faces in the room.

“It wasn’t Hammond,” he said. “He 
was too busy here in the office. Too 
busy figuring how he could get me 
bumped out.” Free narrowed his eyes 
on Poky Lake. “Was it you, Poky?”

Lake made a strange, chuckling 
sound. “Now I ’ll tell one,” he said 
hoarsely.

Free looked at Kronnen. “I guess it 
was you, Eddie,” he said. He looked 
at the black sling of the left arm in
tently, and he nodded. “Sure it was,” 
he breathed. “You were in the house— 
you and Poky. But you could get close 
to Bandor without him being suspicious, 
with your gun all set in that left hand 
cast.”

Kronnen’s eyes went to Hammond’s. 
He said shakily:

“This is a hell of a joke—me with 
a broken arm-—”

Free said to Farley. “You know 
most of them, at the tracks. Remember 
this one ?”

Farley nodded. “I’d never forget 
that nose,” he replied. “Yeah—he used 
to pay off left handed. Think they 
called him Lefty Kronnen for a while 
there.”

Free’s eyes were on Hammond’s 
again. “Well—Kronnen finished Ban
dor. He got clear or he stuck inside. 
I walked in and surprised Poky putter
ing around. Poky let go at me, but he 
missed. I caught the gray of his 
trousers in the flash-beam. He came 
out and Lanner picked him up. I think 
maybe Kronnen made a quick duck after 
the kill, and then met Poky to leam 
if it had been right, at Mac’s place. I ’ve 
got a hunch that Poky might have been 
tipped I was coming down—he seemed 
to be ready for me. Hammond tipped. 
He’s been getting careful of the old- 
timers around here, lately. Jen Carle, 
his secretary, she was slated to be fired 
pretty quick. Even a change of hair 
color couldn’t have saved her.”

Free smiled at Hammond. It was 
a hard, bitter smile.
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“When I walked into Mac’s—Kron- 
nen got a jolt. So did Poky. But 
Kronnen came up here and told Ham
mond what he already knew—that I 
was still alive. They decided to bluff 
on through. Well—here they all are.” 

Farley nodded. “How’ll we work 
it?” he said slowly. “Take ’em to the 
precinct and knock hell out of them?” 

Free nodded. “Poky’ll talk first. Have 
the doctor look at Kronnen’s left arm. 
He’ll find it’s never been broken, prob
ably. I ’ve got the gun the dumb beauty 
thought finished Bandor. I t’ll show no 
bullets came out of the muzzle—they 
didn’t cover up on that because Ham
mond didn’t figure the gun would count. 
I can identify those trousers of Poky’s. 
We’ll dig in and find out how Mary 
Reynolds won so much at the track, 
from Kronnen. It may take a little 
time—but we’ve got them, Farley,” 

Farley nodded and Jim Lanner said: 
“That’s what comes from Tim hiring 
good men to work for him.”

Hammond leaned across the desk and 
smiled with his lips. He looked at 
Free.

“How’d you do it, Free?” he asked. 
His voice was dull, almost lifeless.

Free smiled coldly, “I was willing 
to believe Mary Reynolds beautiful 
enough to be dumb enough to go to 
Bandor’s place,” he said. “I couldn’t 
quite see her using the gun—and I cer
tainly couldn’t see Tony leaving one 
loose, in sight. And you were pretty 
tight with that gun she brought in, Tim 
—there was a time when you would 
have let me see it. And those two shots 
were fired at me too quickly, Tim. I 
was expected. When I got a look at 
the gun the girl was supposed to have 
used—I sat here and did some thinking. 
And I figured out how you might have 
framed the girl, and how someone might 
have finished off Bandor. That was 
worth something to someone else—and 
Kronnen knows who. Did you get the 
sixty thousand from the girl, Tim?” 

Hammond didn’t speak and Farley 
said in a hard, low tone:

“We’ll get all that, at the station, 
Free, Let's start moving—”

Hammond took both hands out of 
sight, and shoved the desk forward and 
over. He swore hoarsely. Kronnen 
turned and his plaster cast made move
ment within the sling. The first bullet 
from his gun chipped plaster from the 
wall just to the right of Free’s mov
ing head.

Farley’s gun crashed and Kronnen 
bowed his head, slumped forward. Dark 
metal spilled in a hunk from the plaster 
of the cast. Hammond raised his right 
hand and Free squeezed steel. Both 
guns crashed at once—there was a little 
stinging pain along the side of Free’s 
left hand. Hammond swung his body 
so that his face was to the wall behind 
his desk. He let his gun drop and leaned 
against the wall, arms at his sides. After 
a few seconds his body slipped down
ward.

Poky Lake didn’t move from his 
chair. His eyes held a dead, doped ex
pression. Free looked at a scratch on 
his left hand, went over and looked 
down at Hammond, He heard Farley 
say:

“I guess Kronnen’s—through.”
Hammond looked up at Free as he 

leaned against the wall, a twisted smile 
on his lips.

“You had it right, Free,” he said 
weakly. “Only Kronnen finished Ban
dor—and tried for you, too. He got 
out of the room as you'were falling— 
and Poky crossed in the light of—your 
flash. The Reynolds girl’s check for 
sixty grand—it’s in my—pocket—”

Free said: “The dumb brat—”
Hammond said hoarsely: “First—and 

last payment—”
He shivered and closed his eyes. 

Farley looked at Free and said:
“You hit?”
Free shook his head. “Just a scratch. 

Stick around—I’ll phone from the outer 
office.”

He went from the room and down 
the corridor. He was calling an am
bulance when an elevator operator

V
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stuck his head in through the half- 
opened door space. He looked fright
ened.

“Anything wrong in here ?” he asked. 
“I thought I heard shooting.”

Free said grimly. “You heard shoot
ing, but there’s nothing wrong.”

When he’d finished calling the pre
cinct station the operator’s head was 
still showing. His eyes were wide and 
he said stupidly:

“Is anyone dead—what’s it about?” 
Free sighed heavily and reached for a 

cigarette. His fingers were shaking a

little as he lighted the tip of it.
“Somebody’s dead,” he said tone- 

lessly. “You can read all about it—to
morrow—”

The operator stared at Free. “Some
body’s dead—” he repeated thickly. 
“What’s it—about—”

Free went towards the corridor that 
led to the office. He said half to him
self as he went:

“It’s about a gal with more looks than 
brains—and an agency boss who 
thought he could make her—a man 
killer.”



The Siamese Gat
By RAMON DECOLTA

So Gar, the Kttle Island detective, 
touts a cat and finds a murderer

A PI RATAN looked 
up from his desk and 
smiled at Jo Gar. The 

'police office was hot, 
the streets of Manila 
were hot. Tropic heat 
had been fierce during 

the past few weeks; it would be fierce 
for many more. But the Filipino police 
lieutenant did not seem ,to mind heat. 
His brown face was handsome and his 
dark eyes seemed alert and unwearied. 
He said in an amused tone:

“You were surprised, Senor Gar, at 
my sending for you?”

Jo Gar dabbed at his face with a large 
handkerchief, got it in a pocket of his 
duck suit. His gray-blue eyes smiled a 
little.

“I was surprised at your request for 
me to come here, Lieutenant,” he cor
rected quietly.

The police lieutenant waved his left 
hand a little airily.

“We are very busy,” he said. “That 
escape of the Chinese from Billibid 
Prison — the disappearance of the 
English woman. Several small but an
noying robberies. Yes, we are very 
busy.”

The Island detective got his stubby
fingered hands in the pockets of his 
duck coat and said nothing. Sari Ratan

29
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inspected a fly-specked ceiling and the 
slowly swinging fan. Then he said: 

“Knowing that you had not been re
tained by John Collings in the matter of 
the search for his wife, and knowing 
that you would not be interested in the 
search for the two escaped prisoners or 
these minor store hold-ups—I thought 
of you for another matter.”

He paused and smiled. Jo Gar smiled 
back at him and lighted a brown paper 
cigarette. He said:

“With your fine efficiency you will 
capture the escaped convicts quickly. 
The English woman has a habit of dis
appearing; she will return shortly. I 
am sure you can pick up the store 
thieves, Lieutenant.”

Sadi Ratan frowned slightly, then 
smiled again.

“Of course,” he said. “But I regret 
you have not been retained in any of 
these instances.”

The Island detective inhaled and won
dered what the lieutenant of the Manila 
police was getting at. There was very 
little good feeling between them; it 
was the first time Sadi Ratan had sent 
for him. Jo said:

“Business cannot always be good.” 
The police lieutenant made another 

gesture with his left hand.
“An American named Brail—Walter 

Brail—has been in to see me. He has 
been in Manila only a week or so. He 
is wealthy and wanders about the world. 
An unfortunate thing has occurred. He 
has lost a cat.”

Sadi Ratan looked down at a paper 
before him and tried not to smile. Jo 
Gar’s eyes were expressionless. He said 
nothing. The police lieutenant went on.

“It is a very unusual cat—he is much 
attached to it. A Siamese cat. He is 
very anxious to recover it, and that is 
not exactly a police matter. So I sug
gested you, Senor Gar.”

Jo Gar bowed very slightly. “It was 
kind of you, Lieutenant,” he said.

Sadi Ratan looked him in the eyes, 
smiling peculiarly.

“I told him that perhaps you would

consider such an assignment below your 
dignity—”

Jo Gar shook his head. "On the 
contrary—I am a great lover of cats,” 
he interrupted. “Where shall I find this 
American, Lieutenant ?”

Sadi Ratan’s eyes widened a little, 
then narrowed. He said:

“He is staying on the Bay, at the 
Manila Hotel. The cat escaped from 
his screened porch there. There has 
been much searching, and he is advertis
ing, of course. He will be glad to see 
you, Senor Gar.”

The Island detective nodded, still 
smiling. “It was very good of you to 
think of me,” he said. “I shall
try to return the favor at some 
time.”

Sadi Ratan gestured carelessly again. 
He looked at his wrist-watch.

“You will go to the hotel tonight, 
Senor?” he asked.

Jo Gar nodded. “I shall go there im
mediately,” he said. “The name is 
Walter Brail—and the American has 
lost a Siamese cat.”

The police lieutenant’s eyes were seri
ous. “That is so,” he said. “And the 
best of luck, Senor Gar.”

Jo smiled and bowed again. He 
went from the office and to the Escolta, 
Manila’s main business street. It was 
almost nine o’clock in the evening, and 
not too many people were about. The 
Island detective hailed a carromatta, 
climbed slowly inside. Hfe spoke to the 
Filipino driver in his native tongue, 
settled back in the comfortable seat.

The driver shrilled at his pony. 
The distance was short, and though Jo 
Gar thought a great deal about Sadi 
Ratan’s mocking tone, and the idea of 
sending for him—he reached only a 
half decision. The police lieutenant had 
thought it would be amusingly insult
ing, when he had not been retained by 
those concerned in more important mat
ters, to call Jo over and suggest his 
search for a cat. And yet, he felt there 
was something beyond that. He doubted 
that Ratan, who was not a fool, would
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bother with such a childish sort of 
humor.

He was smiling a little as he left the 
carromatta, and entered the hotel. In 
a not uneventful career as a free lance 
detective he recalled that this was the 
first time he had ever been concerned 
with a Siamese cat.

^  T T T  V H E  suave clerk behind
the desk smiled and 

" ’l l  t^en looked serious.
“Mr. Brail is very 

disturbed,” he said. 
“He has created a great 

f 5F?FW deal of worry in the 
hotel. He will be glad to see you 
Sefior Gar. I will call him,” - 

Jo Gar nodded and waited. The 
clerk spoke to the switchboard girl and 
then motioned towards an enclosed 
phone. Jo went to it and when a heavy 
voice said: “Yes ?” he said: “Sefior Gar 
speaking, Mr, Brail. Lieutenant Ratan 
of the local police has told me you were 
interested in finding a Siamese cat—” 

The heavy voice interrupted: “Ah— 
good, Sefior Gar. I am glad you have 
come. Please come right up.”

The phone clicked. Jo went to the 
desk and the clerk smiled at him.

“It is two flights up, Number Twenty- 
eight—at the extreme north wing. Our 
finest suite. Shall I send a boy—”

Jo Gar shook his head. “I know the 
way—the opera singer who lost her 
bracelet occupied the same suite, about 
a year ago, I think.”

The clerk nodded. Jo smiled and 
said: “Mr. Brail is traveling alone?” 

The clerk said: “He has his valet—an 
English valet. There are just the two 
of them, and there was the cat.”

The Island detective nodded. “A fine 
cat ?” he asked.

The clerk nodded. “Very beautiful,” 
he said. “I saw it in the basket. 
Beautifully marked—very large.”Jo smiled and moved towards the 
broad stairs. The hotel was low and 
spread out, with fine gardens and a 
beach on the Bay. Ceiling fans circled

silently, and stirred iced air. Jo climbed 
the stairs slowly, accustomed to the 
tropics and knowing the results of 
speed. The corridors were wide; on 
the second flight he moved along the 
north wing towards the suite that faced 
the Bay, hung almost over the waters ob 
it.

When he reached the double doors hfe 
knocked. After a few seconds he rang 
a bell that made sound he could hear 
from the corridor. Out on the Bay 
there was the deep-toned whistle of a 
big boat. Jo rang the bell again.

Seconds passed. He rapped sharply 
on one of the wooden doors, with his 
knuckles. The padding footfalls of a 
hotel maid sounded from along the cor
ridor, and the Island detective went 
towards the woman. He said:

“I have just talked with Mr. Brail, 
in Suite Twenty-eight, from downstairs. 
He asked me to come up. He does not 
answer the bell, or my knock.”

He followed the Filipino maid back 
to the double doors. She rang the bell 
several times, tapped on the door. She 
called in a high-pitched voice: “Sefior 
Brail—Sefior Brail—”

There was no sound from within the 
suite. The maid jingled keys on a ring 
and turned one in a lock. She pushed 
open a door and called again: “Sefior 
Brail!”

Jo Gar walked past her through a 
small foyer and into a large, wicker- 
chaired living-room. He was half way 
across the room when the Filipino maid 
screamed. She screamed terribly—and 
ran towards the corridor. Jo Gar went 
over and looked down at the figure of 
the man. The man was lying on his 
back, with his arms and legs spread. 
His eyes were opened. There was blood 
on his lips—and his hands showed long, 
jagged streaks of red, scratches. He 
was dead.

Jo straightened and looked around the 
room. His body stiffened as he glanced 
towards a wicker divan near the 
screened porch that hung over the Bay. 
The Siamese cat crouched motionlessly
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on the divan, its eyes focused on his 
figure. It was a dusty gray, huge for 
a cat. The black marking of its face 
and ears and the blueness of its eyes 
stood out in the reflected light from a 
table lamp. In the corridor the Filipino 
maid was still screaming, and there were 
sharp voices coming from below. Every
thing in the room was very motionless— 
Jo Gar, the body on the floor—and the 
figure of the Siamese cat.

SADI RATAN stood just inside the 
living-room of the suite and 

frowned at Jo. The hotel clerk said: 
“Mr. Brail left the hotel at about five 

o’clock. He returned at about eight- 
thirty—and a half hour before Senor 
Gar called. Perhaps not that long. He 
asked if his cat had been found, and 
said he’d sent his valet along the Bay 
front, to inquire at the houses. Then 
he went upstairs. Nobody called to see 
him, until Senor Gar arrived.”

Jo said: “That is, nobody announced 
that he was calling.”

The clerk shrugged. Sadi Ratan 
looked at the body, then at the medical 
man.

“Two knife wound^-—one in the back 
of the neck—one to the heart. They 
caused the death.”

The doctor nodded. “Apparently,” he 
said. “The scratches on the hands and 
wrists look like cat scratches.”

Sadi Ratan glanced towards the 
Siamese, sleeping on the divan. He 
frowned. Jo Gar said to the clerk: 

“When did you last see Phelps, this 
valet ?”

The clerk thought for several 
seconds. “Around four o’clock. He 
went out without stopping at the desk. 
He’s tall and very thin. He has a sad 
face.”

Sadi Ratan said: “It’s after nine- 
thirty, and he left at about four. That’s 
a long time to be walking around the 
Bay front, looking for the cat.”

The clerk looked at the Siamese. 
“How did it—get back here ?” he asked. 

Jo Gar spoke grimly. “The cat didn’t

knife Brail in the neck and the heart. 
Brail spoke to me, say five minutes be
fore I came into this room. That is, a 
heavy-voiced man spoke to me.”

The clerk said: “Senor Brail had a 
heavy voice.”

Sadi Ratan looked at Jo Gar nar
rowly. “He didn’t tell you over the 
phone that his cat had been returned, or 
had returned. Yet the chances are the 
cat was here then.”

Jo Gar shrugged. “Perhaps,” he said. 
“It’s possible for a person to go down 
from the screen porch. There are vines 
that are strong. The suite below is not 
occupied. There’s another stairway and 
several ways out of the hotel. After I 
spoke to Brail, if it was Brail, I talked 
at the desk a bit. Brail might have been 
dying then.”

Sadi Ratan said: “How about the 
cat ?”

Jo Gar shrugged. “The clerk says 
the cat disappeared this morning at 
about ten o’clock. These Siamese can 
climb. It might have been wandering 
around on the roof. The roof was 
searched, but it might have been missed. 
The porch isn’t completely screened— 
the cat might have come back after Brail 
was murdered.”

Sadi Ratan said: “I want to see 
Phelps—I think Brail talked to you, 
and that the cat was here then. There 
is something very strange about this.” 

Jo Gar smiled narrowly. “There is 
something very strange about most mur
ders,” he said quietly.

The telephone at one end of the liv
ing-room made ringing sound. Jo Gar 
started towards it, but Lieutenant Ratan 
caught him by the arm.

“I will answer, if you do not object,” 
he said. “This is my investigation.” 

The Island detective stood aside, 
shrugging. “I thought you had turned 
the case over to me,” he said slowly.

Sadi Ratan frowned. “A lost cat is 
not a murder case,” he stated. “This 
is a matter for the police.”

Jo Gar smiled a little more broadly. 
“I think you are correct,” he stated as



The Siamese Cat 33

the police lieutenant neared the tele
phone. “A very good matter, Lieu
tenant.”

The police lieutenant lifted the re
ceiver. He listened for several seconds 
after he said: ‘‘Lieutenant Ratan speak
ing.” His body grew tense and he swore 
once, in Spanish. The Siamese cat un
curled itself and stood up. It jumped 
lightly from the divan and crossed the 
room, paying no attention to the body of 
Walter Brail. Jo Gar watched it 
closely, his eyes half closed. The room 
seemed to be growing hotter. Sadi 
Ratan said sharply:

“I will be there immediately—do not 
allow the body to be disturbed.”

He hung up the receiver, faced Jo 
Gar. His handsome face held a grim 
expression.

“Phelps is dead,” he said slowly. “His 
body has been found, along the Bay 
front, by some boys in swimming. He 
committed suicide and left a note. You 
will come with me, please, Doctor?”

The Island detective watched the doc
tor nod. Sadi Ratan looked at him 
thoughtfully.

“Would you care to come, also?” he 
asked.

Jo Gar sighed, shook his head. “I 
think not, Lieutenant,” he said tone- 
lessly. “A murder and a suicide—it is 
most certainly a matter for the police.”

T was almost midnight 
when the Island de
tective went into Sadi 
Ratan’s office. The
police lieutenant was
slumped low in his
chair, re laxed  and

smiling. He moved a palm leaf fan
gracefully, so that wind struck his 
handsome face. Jo Gar closed the door 
behind him and stood near it.

“You appear pleased, Lieutenant,” he 
said.

Sadi Ratan nodded and gestured with 
the fan. “My men have captured the 
two escaped Chinese. The English
woman has been found wandering be-
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yond the city. And we have the mur
derer of Walter Brail. Things become 
quiet again.”

Jo Gar said: “You have Brail’s mur
derer ?”

The police lieutenant nodded and took 
time in speaking. He was enjoying him
self.

“The valet, Phelps, was the mur
derer,” he said in a satisfied tone. “It 
was all very simple.”

Jo Gar looked at his stubby, browned 
fingers. “Most murders are very 
simple,” he agreed.

Sadi Ratan continued to smile. 
"Phelps had been with Brail for almost 
ten years. He wrote in the note he left 
that he has hated Brail for the last three 
of them. He did not show his hatred. 
He hated Brail because he would not 
give him money, back him in a small 
business he wanted to start in London. 
Every year for the past three or four 
years Brail had promised to let him go, 
back him in this business. But he never 
did it. Phelps hated to travel, and Brail 
was traveling most of the time.

“A month or so ago Brail told the 
valet that he was leaving him ten thou
sand dollars, in his will, and that he 
could start his business after Brail’s 
death. He joked about it, showed 
Phelps the clause in the will. And the 
valet knew that Brail would never back 
him in his business while he was alive. 
He hated him all the more—Brail was 
in good health and younger, than Phelps. 
The valet thought about murder—he 
first thought about it in Shanghai. In 
the note he stated he almost went 
through with it ten days ago, in Naga
saki. He wanted that ten thousand dol
lars. Tonight he murdered Brail. And 
when he realized what he had done—-he 
shot himself. He wasn’t the type who 
could kill and live, that was all.”

Jo Gar said very softly: “So?”
Sadi Ratan smiled a little. “He de

liberately let the Siamese cat loose. He 
wanted to get Brail along the Bay front 
in some deserted spot. But he decided 
Brail was suspicious, would not go. He
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followed Brail here, knew that he had 
reported the loss of the cat to the police. 
At first he thought he would wait Then 
he decided the missing cat would make 
things more difficult for the police. He 
returned from the supposed search and 
when Brail stepped away from the 
phone after talking to you, he stabbed 
him twice. He went down the vines, 
below the screened porch and was not 
seen. But he couldn’t  stand being a 
murderer. He wrote this note—and 
shot himself.”

Jo Gar looked at the polished floor of 
the office.

“You’ve compared the handwriting 
with other writing of Phelps ?” he said 
slowly.

Sadi Ratan nodded. “Naturally,” he 
said, still smiling. “We went right back 
to the hotel and got to work. We found 
a copy of Brail’s will, and the clause 
leaving the ten thousand to the valet 
was there. We compared handwriting 
of the last note—it was written hur
riedly, of course, almost scrawled. But 
it is Phelps’ handwriting. Simply a mur
der for money, of greed. And Phelps 
was too weak for such a  thing. He 
used the cat to attempt getting Brail 
from the hotel, in some deserted spot, 
searching. But that didn't work.”

The lieutenant of police smiled and 
shrugged. “So—you won’t have to
worry about the Siamese cat, Sefior Gar, 
after alL"

Jo Gar smiled a little. “On the con
trary,” he said very quietly. “I think 
I shall have to worry very much about 
the Siamese cat.”

Sadi Ratan straightened in his chair. 
He narrowed his dark eyes.

“Why?” he asked.
Jo Gar’s eyes were expressionless. 

“Because the valet did not murder Brail. 
Because the valet did not leave the note 
you found—and because I do nek think 
Phelps committed suicide,” he said tone- 
lessly.

Sadi Ratan stared at him, his mouth 
Might!y opened. He rose from the chair, 
said grimly:

“I am aware that you have been right 
several times in the past, Senor Gar. 
You have also been fortunate. But when 
you say what you have just said, in the 
face of the evidence we have—i”

He broke off, gesturing widely with 
his arms. Jo Gar said quietly:

“You wished to amuse yourself, 
Lieutenant—and you thought you were 
insulting me by suggesting that I should 
search for a lost cat. There have now 
been two deaths. And because one ap
pears to explain another, you eagerly 
accept any evidence that conies along. 
I  do not accept your evidence.”

The police lieutenant said angrily: 
“The case is closed. We have the mo
tive, the manner—and the confession. 
You have not been retained—”

The Island detective grinned. “ I am 
retaining myself,” he interrupted. “My 
reward will be obtained in a way 
familiar to you, Lieutenant. I- shall 
be amused at you.”

Sadi Ratan swore in Spanish. A 
nasty smile twisted his handsome face.

“The press will be amused—Sefior 
Gar does not agree with the police and 
will hunt down the murderers of both 
Walter Brail and his valet,” he mocked.

The Island detective inhaled smoke 
from the Filipino cigarette.

“The press has been amused before,” 
he said quietly. “But not at me."

Sadi Ratan shrugged. “Again—I 
wish you luck,” he said. “A simple case 
has been closed. The cat ĥ is returned. 
You are not satisfied—shall I tell you 
why ?”

Jo Gar said: “Please do.”
The police lieutenant continued to 

smile. “You are disturbed because I 
suggested you hunt for the Siamese. 
When I suggested it you did not show 
it, Senor Gar. And the murder gave 
you the opportunity to be first on the 
scene. When it was cleared up so 
easily, by us—”

He smiled more broadly, bowed 
slightly. Jo Gar. smiled bade at him.

“By a pencil scrawl on paper,” he 
corrected. “That is what bothers roe,
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Lieutenant. I t is cleared up so easily.”
Sadi Ratan sighed. “You prefer the 

mysteries of the Siamese cat, perhaps,” 
he said mockingly.

Jo Gar watched a thin curve of smoke 
from his cigarette, his eyes expression
less.

“Perhaps,” he agreed, and went from 
the office to the quiet of the hot 
Escolta.

N the morning the 
Island detective read 
in papers printed in 
several languages that 
Winton Phelps, En
glish valet of Walter 
Brail, wealthy and ec

centric American, had murdered for 
money to be left him, and had then, 
half mad with regret for what he had 
done, shot himself to death. The police 
had his confession note—the facts 
checked with a will found in Brail’s bag
gage, the handwriting was that of 
Phelps.

A Siamese cat had been lost by 
Phelps in an attempt to lure his master 
to a deserted spot, but Brail had been 
murdered in his hotel suite. Another 
item in all of the papers stated that it 
was believed by the police that Senor 
Gar had been engaged to search for 
the lost cat, which always traveled with 
the eccentric Brail, and that Senor Gar 
had stated he did not accept the police 
theory of murder and suicide.

Jo Gar smiled and breathed softly: 
“Always this Siamese cat—Sadi Ratan 
is much amused. He is not concerned 
with the fact that having murdered and 
escaped, having the ten thousand dollars 
left to him, this Phelps killed himself. 
And so quickly, after writing such a 
note. And Lieutenant Ratan is amused 
with the cat, yet he does not think too 
much about it.”

It was a reeking hot day, but the 
Island detective spent the morning mov
ing about Manila, on the outskirts. He 
talked with two Chinese, and with a 
Malay who had a savage appearing

Siamese cat. He asked many questions. 
After a light lunch he went to his home 
and had a siesta. At four he rode to 
the police station and received permis
sion from a Filipino sergeant to look at 
photographs. It was almost six when 
he had finished, and Sadi Ratan was 
coming in as he went out. The police 
lieutenant grinned at'him.

“You called to see me?” he asked.
The Island detective shook his head. 

“I have been looking at pictures,” he 
stated.

Sadi Ratan widened his dark eyes, 
brushed* dust from his well-fitting khaki 
uniform.

“You found the one you sought?” he 
asked.

Jo Gar nodded. “I think that is so,” 
he said.

Lieutenant Ratan chuckled. “Was it 
of a cat?” he said gently.

The Island detective smiled back at 
Ratan. The lieutenant of police con
tinued to chuckle and went inside of the 
police building. Jo Gar walked slowly 
in the direction of the Manila Hotel. 
At the desk he asked for Cummings, 
the director. Cummings was a short, 
red-faced man; he came to Jo’s side 
with a frown.

“I’ve been away—just got in this 
morning. Up at Baguio, keeping cool. 
Terrible thing—the valet killing Brail. 
Terrible for the hotel.”

Jo Gar nodded. “Unfortunate for 
Brail, also,” he said quietly. “You 
heard that Brail had a Siamese cat he 
was very fond of, perhaps?”

Cummings nodded. “Of course,” he 
replied.

The Island detective nodded. “Who 
is taking care of the cat now ?” he asked.

Cummings frowned. “The floor 
maid,” he said. “She said she wasn’t 
afraid of it—I think she said she’d had 
one before at some time. So we turned 
it over to her until we get word from 
Brail’s relatives in New York. Terrible 
thing.”

The Island detective nodded his head 
thoughtfully. They moved towards
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some palms and Jo said very softly: 
“Sadi Ratan is easily convinced, Mr. 

Cummings. I do not believe that the 
valet murdered Brail, nor that he com
mitted suicide.”

The director blinked at Jo. “You 
don’t think—that the police are cor
rect-—”

Jo Gar shook his head. “The theory 
of the valet losing the cat to get Brail 
away from the hotel is weak. He must 
have had many chances to murder Brail, 
in more or less deserted spots. And if 
Phelps had stabbed Brail to death— 
then he committed suicide too soon after 
the crime. Also, I cannot quite see a 
man with the courage to murder not go
ing through with what he started. And 
then, there is the Siamese cat.” 

Cummings said: “What about it?”
Jo spoke tondessly. “I have asked 

questions about the breed. They are 
savage, part monkey. At times they 
are very affectionate. Blood excites 
them—they are extremely nervous. Ap
parently I talked with Brail from down
stairs here, within five minutes of the 
time he was stabbed. When we en
tered the suite he was dead. The 
Siamese cat was on the divan, and not 
the least bit disturbed. There were 
scratches on Brail’s hands and wrists.” 

Cummings said: “Well?”
Jo Gar sighed. “I do not think Brail 

spoke to me on the telephone. I think 
he had been dead some little time—long 
enough for the cat to have gotten over 
its nervousness. If the cat had been in 
the room when Brail had been struck 
down it would have still been excited 
when I entered the room. If it had 
come in after the murder, the body and 
the blood would still have been having 
an effect.”

Cummings sucked in a deep breath. 
Jo Gar said very quietly.

“But the Siamese was almost sleep
ing—it was not at all excited.”

The hotel director half closed his 
eyes. “Well?” he said again.

Jo Gar shrugged. “Hie one who 
spoke to me as Brail was Brail’s mur

derer. Brail was dead at that time. He 
had been dead for some little time. As 
I went upstairs—the murderer escaped.”

Cummings said: “How about the 
scratches on Brail’s hands and 
wrists ?”

The Island detective frowned. “Ac
cording to the statements Lieutenant 
Ratan has been giving to the press, they 
were caused in the struggle. Fingernail 
scratches—of Phelps. He states that 
Phelps’ nails were quite long, and 
several were broken. I disagree with 
him, but I do not think they were cat 
scratches.”

Cummings said again: “Well?”
Jo smiled faintly. “Phelps was shot 

through the mouth. The gun muzzle 
was very close—but that does not mean 
it was suicide. I think he was mur
dered by the same ones who murdered 
Walter Brail."

The hotel director said: “By the same 
ones?”

Jo nodded slowly, “Ones,” he re
peated, “I do not know the motive. 
But I could make a guess. In my own 
way.”

The hotel director looked at Jo Gar 
narrowly. They had known each other 
over a period of years, and there were 
things that Cummings remembered.

“If I can help, Sefior Gar—”
Jo’s eyes were slitted on the broad 

stairs beyond the palms. They were 
more almond shaped than usual.

“I would like to look over the suite 
again, more carefully,” he said. “The 
Siamese cat is now in the hotel?”

Cummings nodded. “The maid has 
quarters here—the cat is in her place, 
at the rear of the hotel.”

Jo took his eyes away from the broad 
stairs. T would like the maid to bring 
the Siamese to the suite,” he said. “But 
first I should like to call Lieutenant 
Ratan. He might be interested.”

Cummings grunted. “He told me that 
you were a fool, and that the case was 
finished.”

The Island detective smiled tightly. 
“It is very likely that what he meant
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was that if I had been a fool the case 
would now be finished,” he said softly.

WHEN Sadi Ratan came into the 
living-room of Suite Twenty- 

eight he stopped and stared at Jo Gar, 
then at Hernandez. Jo 
smiled and gestured 
towards Hernandez.

“I asked the seiior to 
come here so that the 
Spanish papers could 
have the story,” he 
said. “You do not ob

ject?” His tone was expressionless.
Sadi Ratan grinned at the newspaper

man. “Not if it is an amusing story,” 
he replied.

The Island detective spoke a little 
grimly. “I think you will like it,” he 
said. “There is a cat in it.”

He nodded to the hotel director who 
went to the telephone. Jo Gar said:

“I have just one request—I  should 
like to do the talking, and I shouldn’t 
like anyone to show surprise at what I 
say. I think we’d better be sitting down 
and taking things easy, as the Ameri
cans say.”

They seated themselves. Cummings 
came away from the phone and said: 

“She will be right along.”
Less than a minute later there was 

a  rap on the half-closed door that led 
to the corridor. Jo said:

“Please come in.”
He was smiling as the maid entered, 

holding the Siamese cat in her arms. 
The cat regarded them stolidly; the light 
was fading and its eyes were very blue. 
Jo Gar looked at the maid and said: 

“Just set the cat down and let it 
wander around, please.”

She said: “Si seiior,” and did as in
structed. The Siamese did not move 
around much; it stayed close to her and 
watched the others in the room. Jo rose 
slowly, still smiling.

“You are not frightened of the cat?” 
he asked the maid.

She shook her head, a very faint 
smile on her lips. She was dark haired,

medium in size. She was good looking 
for a Filipino girl, slenderer than most 
of them. Her English was very good.

The Island detective said: “You are 
not frightened—of this one?”

Her dark eyes widened. The smile 
had gone from Jo Gar’s face.

“Of this one?” she repeated slowly. 
The Island detective nodded. “This 

one has seen a man murdered,” he said 
very steadily and softly. “It has seen 
blood on the man’s—”

He stopped as the Filipino maid 
raised a hand towards her throat. She 
said in a choked voice:

“No—please—”
Jo Gar turned his head back to her 

and pointed towards the door. He spoke 
loudly, huskily.

“Walter Brail’s body was lying about 
there-—'when I came in. The cat was 
on the divan. Brail was dead—there 
was blood on his lips. A knife wound 
in the heart and in the neck—”

He let his words die, went towards 
the spot on the floor where Brail’s body 
had lain. The room was very quiet; he 
could hear the swift breathing of the 
maid, behind him. Cummings was 
breathing heavily, too.

Jo Gar turned slowly. He walked a 
few feet towards the maid, then 
stopped.

“You screamed last evening—when 
you saw the body. You did not go near 
the body. All you saw was a figure 
lying on the floor. Yet you screamed, 
again and again. You ran down the 
corridor screaming—”

The maid spoke in a broken voice. 
“I was—frightened. I felt—that he 
was dead—-lying there—”

Jo Gar moved nearer her. “You are 
not afraid of a cat. A cat that belonged 
to a dead man. A cat that was in this 
room when the man was murdered, 
knifed—”

She said in a strangled voice: “I’ve 
had—Siamese cats—before—”

Sadi Ratan spoke in a protesting 
voice. “What is it that you want to 
know, Seiior Gar?” x



The Island detective paid no atten
tion to Ratan. He moved closer to the 
maid, his gray-blue eyes very small and 
his lips pressed together in a straight 
line. When he parted them he said 
very grimly:

“You are the sort of woman who 
screams again and again when she sees 
a body lying on the floor—and yet you 
are not at all afraid of a dead 
man’s cat. A strange breed of 
cat—”

There was fear in the girl’s eyes. She 
raised her browned hands, pressed 
palms against her face. Jo stepped for
ward quickly, caught her wrists in his 
hands. He said sharply:

“Your fingernails are very short—I 
think a doctor would say they had been 
cut very recently.”

The maid pulled herself away from 
him. She swore fiercely, in a half 
Spanish, half Filipino dialect. When 
she had finished Jo Gar slipped right- 
hand fingers in the right pocket of his 
duck suit.

"And I do not think—that your nails 
were clipped short, last evening,” he 
said slowly.

The maid’s eyes were staring into his. 
Sadi Ratan muttered something that 
was not distinguishable to Jo. The maid 
said brokenly:

“I didn’t—do it—I didn’t! I know 
you think—I killed him. I didn’t! I 
knew when you sent for me—”

Her words trailed off. She turned 
and started towards the door that led to 
the corridor. Jo Gar said sharply:

“Wait!”
She stopped, faced him slowly. The 

Island detective took the Colt from his 
pocket, held it low at his side. He 
smiled coldly at her.

“I saw you ten days ago—a Sunday, 
at a cock fight. You were not alone. 
The face of the one you were with in
terested me. I thought I had seen it 
before. I remembered that face—and a 
half hour ago I saw it again. Photo
graphs of it have been seiit around the 
world. You were with Pedro Savon—
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a very clever forger, thief and mur
derer—”

The maid screamed shrilly, loudly— 
the one word: “Pedro!”

There was the crash of a gun from 
the corridor door, and as Jo’s body 
swung to one side something crackled 
on a far wall. A figure came into the 
room, swaying from side to side. Jo 
Gar dropped to his knees, saw the 
Siamese cat streak across the floor. 
Savon’s gun crashed again. The cat 
screamed and seemed to leap from the 
floor. Jo Gar squeezed the trigger 
slowly—iris Colt crashed.

Pedro Savon fell forward, struck the 
floor heavily. His gun spun from nerve
less fingers. The maid cried out and 
ran towards the motionless body, but 
Sadi Ratan blocked her way, gun in his 
right hand.

Jo Gar stood up, went over to Savon. 
The man was unconscious—the .bullet 
had clipped him over the right ear. It 
was not a deep wound. The maid was 
fighting to get to his sick. Cummings 
said grimly:

“Is he dead, Gar?”
Jo shook his head. “A doctor can 

save him, but what is the use ? He won’t 
talk—we might just as well let him die 
here—”

The maid pulled herself free from 
Ratan’s grip. She said bitterly:

“No—don’t let him die—this way! 
I ’ll—talk!”

The Island detective s^id: “Good— 
fast, please.”

She spoke hoarsely, in a strained 
voice. Her eyes were on the man on 
the floor.

“Pedro went to Phelps, the valet. 
They drank together. Phelps hated 
Brail because he would not give him 
money to back him in the business. The 
business he wanted to start, in London. 
Pedro knew Brail carried a large sum 
of money and jewels. He offered to 
share with the valet. I met Pedro here 
in the Islands—I love him. We wanted 
to get away from here, and Pedro swore 
no one would be hurt

Mask
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"And then—Phelps lost his nerve. 
He said he would not rob Brail. He 
threatened to go to the police. Pedro 
said we must work fast—I let the 
Siamese cat out, hid it in my quarters. 
Pedro wanted Phelps out of the way, 
and knew that Brail would make him 
hunt for the cat. We were searching 
Brail’s luggage when he surprised us. 
He tried to fight, and I held his hands 
—while Pedro struck him—with the 
knife. The scratches—he got them— 
then—”

Her voice sank to a whisper. Jo Gar 
said quietly:

"And then—”
She said: “Pedro answered your tele

phone call. We got away—I had to 
work very quickly, washing my hands. 
I had brought the cat in when we came 
to search the rooms. We were going to 
leave quickly, on one of the big boats. 
The cat was excited, at first. But it 
grew calm before I let you in. Then I 
ran out, screaming. I couldn’t stand the 
sight of the body. And I didn’t know 
until hours later—that Pedro had mur
dered the valet. He was afraid he 
would go to the police. We had not 
taken anything, but Pedro knew Phelps 
would tell of the plans—”

She paused, and Jo Gar said: “Pedro 
forged the note?”

She nodded. "He knew about the 
will—and the clause in it. He said the

police would find the will, and believe. 
Phelps had told Pedro many things, but 
he lost his nerve—”

Jo said: “Let her go, Lieutenant—” 
Sadi Ratan stepped to one side, and 

the maid dropped on her knees beside 
Savon. Cummings said:

“The cat’s dead—one of this Pedro’s 
bullets got it.”

Jo Gar looked at Sadi Ratan with 
narrowed eyes. He smiled a little. 
Hernandez muttered:

“This is—a piece for the paper!” 
The police lieutenant frowned. Jo 

Gar said slowly:
“It does not matter—but I was sure 

the Siamese would not have been so 
calm, if the murder had been committed 
as I was on my way up. Or unless it 
had been in the room—even longer than 
she says it was. But I was not far 
wrong.”

Cummings grunted. “I’ll call a 
doctor,” he said. “I  would say 
you were just about right, Senor 
Gar.”

Sadi Ratan breathed softly: “The 
note—the gun beside Phelps’ body—the 
clause in the will—”

Jo Gar sighed. “You were so will
ing to be convinced, Lieutenant,” he said 
very quietly. “So willing that you 
could not, naturally, become interested 
in such an amusing creature as—a 
Siamese cat.”



A  c l i e n t  a s k s  
RACE W IL L IA M S  
fo r p r o t e c t i o n — 
of the two-gun kind

PART I

H E R E  w ere two 
things that sent me to 
Baltimore. Curiosity 
and money. I knew 
nothing about the 
case. A lad giving 
the name of Hulbert 

Clovelly had paid for a long-distance 
call, asked me to leave immediately for 
Baltimore and go straight to the Carle- 
ton Hotel and wait for his ring. When 
he backed up that request with a wire 
for five hundred dollars I believed that 
he meant it—and went.

The Carleton Hotel proved a good 
shack. I scribbled the name Race Wil
liams smack across the register, picked 
me a good room and bath, did a wash 
and ate a dinner which would set my 
client back $4.85 when he got the ex
pense account. I’m not on a diet, you 
understand. Then I went to my room 
and waited.

Almost on the minute of twelve my 
phone rang. It was not the same voice 
that called me on the long distance. At 
least, I didn’t think it was. The calm
ness had gone out of it; a fear had 
crept in. It was a wavering, shaky 
voice, with a gulp to it.

“Mr. Williams—Race Williams—the 
private detective?” The voice had a 
squeak at the end of it which nearly 
took my ear off.

“That’s right,” I cheered him up. 
“You are— ?” and I waited.
40

“Hulbert Clovelly. Things have taken 
a bad turn. I need you.” And he went 
on to tell me of the money he had 
sent me. <

“Yes, yes—I know all that,” I cut in 
on him. “What do you want? If it is 
imperative—important—you better lay 
a finger on it right off the bat.” And 
when he started to argue: “No, you 
don’t have to explain. If it isn’t legiti
mate, you’ll be the sorry one.” And I 
put a bit of a threat in that, for con
trary to the general opinion of so-called 
private detectives, I never work a 
crooked racket. There were lads who’d 
gladly pay five hundred berries, or even 
more to trap me to my death. And fair 
is fair. Any time a lad puts up that 
much money to trap me, he is entitled to



A m a t e u r M u rd erer

CARROLL JOHN DALY

a bit of a run for his money. And I’m 
the boy to give him that run.

"Now,” I finished, “tell me what’s on 
your chest; if you need me right away, 
or—”

“Need you! Right away!” He damn’ 
near split my ear drum. “The-—he has 
taken refuge in a warehouse. They are 
hunting him out now, to—to—to—

“Who is he—and where is he?” I 
snapped into business.

“I don’t know if it’s too late. He’s 
my friend. I—”

“Come! Where are you? Out with 
it, man,” I demanded. He seemed like 
a loose thinker.

And he told me. He was in a cheap 
restaurant on the other side of town. 
Close to the warehouse, he said. Then 
he wanted to give me directions. But 
once I got the name of the street I knew 
I ’d find it. While he wanted to chew 
the fat I gave him orders to stay put, 
and I ’d be down.

“You can— ? Can you— ? Are you
armed?”

“Don’t worry about me,” I told him 
sarcastically. “I ’ll threaten these birds 
with the police if they can’t be reasoned 
with.”

“Oh, no—you can’t  do that. You

Don’t you understand ? They are going 
to do him to death—kill him—murder 
him.”

Do him to death. Kill him. Mur
der him. You’ve got to admit that any 
one of the three was a bad way to begin 
a  week. But it wasn’t  the time for 
making bum jokes. This lad had paid 
for service and was entitled to it.
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really can’t. That’s why—why you’re 
in it. Because the police can't—must 
not be called.”

“All right then. I ’ll shoot them to 
death for you.” And with that bit of 
pleasantry I hung up the receiver, 
grabbed my hat, shoved a gun into a 
hip pocket, shoved the other rod a bit 
tighter in its shoulder-holster and sought 
the elevator. This case looked like it 
was going to start with action. And I 
like action.

I didn’t take a taxi directly from the 
hotel door, nor did I drive smack to the 
little restaurant. I let the driver help 
me out on my street directions, spotted 
the restaurant as we drove by it, climbed 
out a block and a half away and around 
the comer, and ietting the taxi go I 
hoofed it back.

The lad was watching for-me in the 
doorway of a beanery. Anyway, a man 
stepped out; walked uncertainly towards 
me; hesitated when I didn’t give him a 
tumble, and when he started by me I 
grabbed his arm—and spoke.

“You sent me some money. How 
much? When and where—and what 
name did you use?”

After gulping a moment he gave the 
answers like the back of an arithmetic 
book, and we got down to business. He 
was a lean man, without age. His eyes 
set far back in his head. His cheeks 
were sunken and pallid. His lips, a dry 
colorless thickness. And he had a way 
of doing tricks with his fingers when he 
spoke. But he got his line over clear 
enough.

"My friend—McNab, He telephoned 
you, to New York. My health is not 
good. He’s handling things, and—”

“Yes, yes—all that can come later. 
Where is he?”

“The warehouse—down the block— 
around the corner. They followed us. 
I got away. They wanted me, I think. 
McNab ran into the warehouse.” He 
walked me to the corner and pointed. 
“That building down there. No, don’t 
go any farther now. One man is by 
the entrance; by the little side door. I

saw him from the alley I hid in. There’s 
something black in his hand—short, 
snub-nosed. Something—”

“From your description one might 
suspect it was a gun.” But such light 
humor was lost on him. “All right.” 
I steadied him as he started to lean 
against me. “I ’ll get this McNab out 
of there.”

“And me—you don’t want me?”
“No,” I said, and meant it. “I don’t 

want you.” And since he needed a bit 
of stirring up, I added: “You can stay
alive and tell the authorities where to 
ship the body.”

Not a pleasant thought? Maybe not. 
If there was a lad on the door, with a 
gun, these boys meant business. That 
didn’t bother me any. If lads didn’t 
occasionally wait around for others, 
with guns, I couldn’t make such a good 
living using mine.

Just before I left him CloveHy 
clutched me by the sleeve.

“No—no violence, please. Just stamp 
around—make a noise. Frighten them 
off.”

I looked at this pale, bent bird. Cer
tainly he needed someone to take care 
of him.

“I ’ll just—”
I stopped. We both raised our heads 

and drew back in the little alley at the 
end of the warehouse. Somewhere 
above us—distant, indistinct, and dying 
almost before I was sure I had heard 
it, had come a shriek—a piercing shriek 
of terror. Someone had cried out. 
Quick, sharp notes of fear had come 
from that musty warehouse.

“I ’ll be in the restaurant over—” Clo
velly started. But I was gone, slipping 
close to the warehouse; hurrying down 
to that little door just by the corner, 
where the man who watched was sup
posed to be.

And I saw him. Dimly, his figure 
there in the darkness as I passed. Just 
a shadow that moved irresolutely 
towards the street, stopped uncertainly. 
And I turned quickly, pushed my shoul
der close against the building, edged
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back to the doorway and waited beside 
it. My jacket collar was turned up 
high, my slouch hat pulled well down 
over my forehead.

He did the expected. Out came his 
head—cautiously, furtively, around the 
corner of that entrance. It was so easy, 
it was to laugh. I didn’t have to do a 
thing; didn’t have to move. I didn’t 
even stick my gun in his face. He 
saved me the trouble. He just popped 
his head out of that doorway and 
smacked his face flat against my rod 
that was waiting.

“Easy does it, Buddy.” I shot the 
words through the side of my mouth as 
I saw his right hand half struggling in 
his jacket pocket. “You pull out that 
rod, and—plop—right like that comes 
a shovelful of dirt.”

Silly talk, that? Sure. But then, 
this was silly business. As a gunman, 
this lad was a flop. I pushed his head 
back in the doorway with my gun, and 
where his head went his body had to 
follow—and that was well back in the 
darkness.

He had more guts than I gave him 
credit for. He made a quick, sudden 
movement of that right hand in his 
pocket. But that was a stall. I knew 
it the moment he ducked his head and 
his left hand flashed up with the knife. 
Maybe he saved his life by that lower
ing of his head. Maybe I saved it for 
him, for as a rule I don’t like shooting 
lads unless I ’m more or less acquainted 
with them. Not from the book of eti
quette, that. Let’s call it native caution.

Since his head was just below my gun 
and since my left hand held the wrist 
that was half out of his jacket pocket 
while my right arm had warded off the 
downward thrust of the knife, I just 
did the easiest thing. My right hand 
went up and down quickly, forcibly. 
There was a dull thud as steel hit bone 
—real bone at that, and the would-be 
knife sticker folded up and lay down in 
the little hallway.

I took the gun, of course. Partly 
because be might come to before I was

finished with my business, and partly 
because I thought firearms were dan
gerous for him to play with. Then I  
hopped his crumpled form, found the 
door open in the back of that hallway 
and was right in the center of ten thou
sand evil smells. Damp ones mostly, 
I won’t say there were fish in that 
warehouse, but I will say that there had 
been fish in it in its time. And the 
memory of the fish still lingered,

2

T was while I was 
drawing my pocket 
fla sh lig h t t h a t  I 
bumped in to  the 
s ta irs . And those 
stairs were of the 
:o mmo n household 

cellar variety. Plenty of space to slip 
your feet in between them and, so, 
smack your face on the rough, splintery 
wood before sliding back down. No' 
guard rail on either side—but no creaks 
to them either, which I rather liked.

Cautiously, yet rapidly enough, my 
hand now feeling the steps above, I 
went up. And I reached the top. There 
was no doubt about that. My bead 
struck solid wood, my hand shot up and 
felt the braces of iron—and I knew it 
was a trap door.

Rather tricky work starting that door 
open. But once it gave enough to as
sure me there was darkness above, it 
was easy going. After a few prelimi
nary squeaks I knew I had nothing to 
worry about. There were answering 
groans of old planks; creaks and cracks 
that offset my own and made the hinges 
of that trap door sound like the whining 
of a baby.

Yep—creaks of old beams, that came 
from back in that warehouse. Groans 
of the boards, too, that sounded almost 
human—and they were human. Plainly, 
now, I made out the moan of a man; 
a muffled, distant, drawn out sort of 
sigh, as if lips were tightly compressed.

The trap was up and I spotted the
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light. There—perhaps fifty feet to the 
back—a wavering, jumping light. And 
I saw the shadow of a partly open door. 
The light was shining from behind that 
open door.

I braced myself, crawled up the little 
ladder effect at the top of the stairs and 
stood on the floor above.

Voices from that room where the 
light had ceased to waver and had be
come steady. Mumbled, incoherent, yet 
threatening words, I thought. And 
again, clearly, the muffled groan.

One quick pencil of light from my 
flash across the floor almost to that door 
—then darkness, and I was on my way. 
I ’m a good judge of distance. Ten 
steps forward, a little move to the right, 
and I passed the huge packing box that 
had stood for a moment in the light of 
my flash. Then straight forward, a 
slight trip over some sacking—which 
helped deaden the fall of my feet rather 
than accentuate them, and I was dose to 
the little door and the tiny streamer of 
light.

I bent my head slightly and looked 
into that room. The glare of the light 
threw into bold relief a rusty iron sup
port that stretched from the floor to the 
ceiling. Standing with his back against 
that pillar of iron was a man. He was 
a weazened little, weather-beaten fellow 
with broad shoulders, thick lips, bulgy 
eyes and a matted shock of sandy hair. 
His face! There were deep gashes 
across it—fresh gashes. For as I 
watched, the blood ran down and 
trickled over his hanging lower lip. 
And then I noticed why the man stood 
so stiff and straight. His hands were 
behind his back, his wrists bound to that 
iron upright.

Then he spoke, addressing his words 
to a figure hidden by the door frame 
from where I stood.

“If you go to murder, the bloke 
downstairs will tell. He’ll know. You 
can’t  tell—he might be listening now.”

“He didn’t get a look at me.” A 
metallic voice came out of the darkness. 
“He was picked to do this job, but hell

never know my voice, for he’ll never 
hear it again. You asked me when we 
came up why I talk like I do. Now 
you know why. No one—”

The man in the light cut in.
“A’fore Gawd, Governor, I wouldn’t 

blow on ya. And I didn’t. I come, like 
you said, to have a little talk and tell 
ya you was safe in my hands.”

“You came,” this from the lad who 
sounded as if he were talking through 
the wrong end of a fish horn, “to black
mail me to the tune of twenty-five thou
sand dollars. You came because you 
thought there would be more from me 
than from the girl. Now—what did you 
tell her?”

I saw a white hand stretch out of the 
darkness and caught the sharp glitter 
of the knife it held as it pierced the 
circle of light.

Raising my gun, I waited. I could 
have shot that hand off, but the knife 
paused a safe distance from the bound 
man’s throat.

"Wacco,” said the voice behind the 
knife, again, “how much did you tell 
Rita? Oh, I know you told her about 
Carl Fisher, and Hulbert Qovelly—but 
what else?”

“Nothing else. I swear it. I never 
knew till she told me. I never had any 
idea you were Farron Bronson. She 
told me that. Don’t! Not the knife 
again. I wouldn’t squeak on a’ old lag. 
Not Wacco, Governor. I— Not the
knife again!” An<j the terrified little 
figure tried to draw back.

“Wacco,” said the voice again, “I be
lieve you. You need have no fear. 
You shan’t feel the knife again. My 
secret, which I would not trust to any 
man, is safe with you. I know that.” 

“That’s right, Governor.” The little 
twisted, cut face raised now, the pop 
eyes flashed a bit and a tongue licked 
shrewdly at dry lips. “I ’ll go back to 
England, like I promised.”

“You won’t have to do that, Wacco. 
It isn’t necessary. I can be assured of 
your silence without—”

The voice stopped. No white hand
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stretched out of the darkness now. Just 
a moment of silence—then the sudden 
roar of a gun; an orange blue streak of 
flame, and the face that had been 
Wacco’s was— But we won’t go into 
the horrible. Wacco simply gave at the 
knees, hung limp from his bound wrists 
and slid to the floor.

The thing was so sudden—so unex
pected and so brutal that it stunned 
even me. And I want to tell you, that’s 
something. Not that it unnerved me. 
For I acted at once. Kicked the door 
further open and looked for the hidden 
figure. And I didn’t see him. A door 
closed softly; just the swish of wind 
and the creak of hinges, and my own 
flash was out—sweeping the room that 
was empty. Empty of life, I mean.

Then I spotted the door and dashed 
to it. The man called Bronson was 
gone, and the door was locked behind 
him. That was my mistake—running 
to that door. I should have gone around 
the open space from the doorway I 
came in. But I could not have known 
that, and there’s no use crying over 
spilt gin.

I didn’t know who Wacco was, nor 
what part he played in the game. But 
I did know that Wacco was dead and 
I didn’t want to he mixed up in the 
thing.

3

WHEN I started to leave I went 
down those old steps in a hurry, 

pausing at the door only long enough to 
observe that the lad I had knocked out 
had walked, or was carted away. Any
how, he wasn’t there.

I reached the dirty little restaurant 
and went in. It was deserted but for 
two men at a table in the rear. One of 
them was Hulbert Clovelly. Now, I 
can’t be sure—and it may have been 
on my mind that he looked like a sleigh- 
rider—but it did seem to me that he 
jabbed something in his arm and pulled 
down his sleeve quickly as I entered. 
The other man at the table was not

looking at him, but watching the door 
and me.

He was somewhere in his thirties; 
blond, clear blue eyes and a pleasant, 
honest face—if an honest face means 
anything today. He was drinking coffee 
and eating a piece of cake.

“Sit down,” he said. “You’re Mr. 
Williams and I ’m Lu McNab, Mr. 
Clovelly’s assistant and friend.”

“Oh—” I said. “The lad who was 
chased into the warehouse.”

“No.” He smiled, but it was a 
rather serious smile. “Mr. Clovelly 
thought that, but I went down the side 
street. We saw someone Mr, Clovelly 
had cause to fear, and I believe he went 
into the warehouse. I hope nothing 
happened there.”

“No—” I lit a butt easily, paused a 
moment and looked at Clovelly. Then 
I said: “Only—a man called Wacco 
was shot to death. Do you gentlemen 
want to know who—”

And Clovelly cut in.
“Wacco. Killed! I knew it. I—I 

should have prevented it, and—”
McNab leaned over and took him by 

the arm.
“We were here to prevent it, Hul- 

bert,” he said. “I think if you had told 
Mr. Williams the truth he might have 
gotten there in time. But you were 
late in telephoning him. You did noth
ing until you missed me. You—” And 
as Hulbert Clovelly suddenly buried his 
head in his hands: “There—it isn’t 
necessary to question him, Mr. Wil
liams. It was through my advice that 
he wired you,” and looking up as the 
greasy proprietor came in: “Will you 
get a taxi, Mr. Williams? We can’t  
talk here—and I don’t like to leave Mr. 
Clovelly.”

I don’t like to be ordered about, but 
the request was a natural one. I got up 
and left them.

It was a punk section of town and I 
had trouble getting a cab. But I did 
get one finally.

My hysterical cheat had cabined 
down a b it His face was a  whitish yel-
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low in the darkness, but his lips were 
set tightly and he was fairly steady as 
he climbed into the taxi. The husky 
assistant and friend, McNab, held his 
arm to steady him.

“The Park View,” McNab told the 
driver, and we were off—Clovelly and I 
in the rear seat and McNab facing me, 
his back to the driver.

“Gin you tell me,” he said, “who 
killed this Wacco?”

“A man,” I said, “called Farron 
Bronson.”

McNab knitted his eyes. Hulbert 
Clovelly clutched at my arm and his 
whole body shuddered, but he said 
nothing.

“So—” said McNab, “it’s that bad 
then.” And suddenly; “How much 
would you want, Mr. Williams, to 
spend the night at the Park View Hotel 
under the name of another man?”

I had had that line before, and the 
answer was not as easy as the simple 
“yes” I had given then. Now I was 
cautious.

“It would depend,” I said, “on the 
name of that man.”

“Of course,” McNab nodded, “it 
would not be entirely without danger. 
What do you mean ‘it would depend on 
the name of the man’ ?”

“Simply if I were to pose as A1 
Capone I would want a heap of jack, a 
machine-gun or two, a steel vest—and 
even then, I don’t know.”

“I see.” I think that he smiled. “The 
name, then, is Hulbert Clovelly. The 
price we offer is one thousand dollars 
over and above your expenses and the 
five hundred retainer we sent you. 
There may be something bigger in it 
for you later. Mr. Clovelly doesn’t 
think that there will be an attempt on 
your life.”

“Then why the offer?”
“To find out if there will be. To find 

out if certain people have tracked down 
Mr. Clovelly. We understand you ac
cept money to face danger—real or 
imaginary. Does the price suit you?” 

“Oh—the price is all right,” I told

him. “It seems tricky. Won’t these 
people know Mr. Clovelly—am I to sit 
in the dark and wait ?”

“On the contrary, you are to act as 
you would in any hotel room. These 
people, as you put it, have never seen 
Hulbert Clovelly. We have been at the 
Park View Hotel for a few days. I did 
the registering. Mr. Clovelly has spent 
his time in his room. When I tele
phoned you we had learned that a cer
tain party was in town.. But if it were 
to track Mr. Clovelly or the unfortu
nate Wacco we do not know. We have 
brought you here to find out. Mr. 
Clovelly’s clothes are still in his room. 
I left word he would return to the 
hotel. You will simply ask for the key 
to room No. 746.”

“And the police?” I was thinking 
the thing out.

“The police must be out of it. En
tirely out of it. If Mr. Clovelly were 
in a position to use the police we would 
have sought that protection. Shall we 
say a thousand dollars, then, to spend 
a single night in a hotel room under the 
name of Hulbert Clovelly?” And 
quickly, as I rubbed my chin: “If there 
were anything criminal in the procedure 
we would hardly suggest that you take 
Mr. Clovelly’s name. It wouldn’t make 
sense.”

“Crime never does make sense,” I 
told him. I was thinking up some ques
tions. Yet—perhaps the less I knew, 
the better. Certainly jthe thing was in 
my line. Unlawful to pose as another 
man? Hardly—and easy to work out 
of with the police. It wouldn’t be the 
first time I took an assumed name.

“You’ll do it?”
“And if my life is attempted, what 

do you gain ?”
“Knowledge—as well as fear,” he 

said. “Will you do it?”
‘Yes—” ^finally told him. It was 

late now—not much of a vigil to keep 
in a large hotel room. “Is there any
thing else you wish to tell me?”

“Not at the moment,” he said. “Here 
are five hundred dollars.” He shoved
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a roll of bills into my hands without 
counting them. “And here is the Park 
View Hotel. I think we will leave you 
outside. You will find us in the morn
ing at the Jefferson Hotel. Simply ask 
for Mr. McNab. I ’ll have the other 
five hundred ready for you.”

“Scotch.” I smiled. Somehow. 
Well, it’s funny how a bank roll will 
make you coddle more or less to a lad.

I hesitated there, flat against the wall 
of the Park View Hotel, as the taxi 
pulled away. Then I looked at the en
trance to the hotel again. A girl was 
coming down the steps. She was carry
ing a light bag and looking back up into 
the now dimly lighted lobby. For a 
minute, perhaps, she stood under the 
single lamp. What I could see of her 
face was good—and there was a tilt to 
her head. If she was making a de
cision, she didn’t motion picture it. But 
finally she decided against going back 
into the hotel. At least, she came down 
the remaining steps with a determined 
air.

There were two taxis just to the left 
of the hotel; on the side away from me 
and nearer the corner. They were 
regulation hotel mbs. Either one would 
have suited the girl. She raised her 
hand towards the nearer cab. The 
chauffeur saw her, came to life, stepped 
on the starter—and the motor whirred. 
Then, as the girl crossed the sidewalk 
to the curb, two men suddenly came into 
the picture from the darkness. They 
came from either close to the hotel or 
around the corner, though I favored the 
idea that they came from the shadows 
against the building. Why did 1 favor 
that ? I don’t know, but at the moment 
that was my thought.

They weren’t together. That is, ap
parently they weren’t. For one sought 
the first cab and the other sought the 
second cab. The driver qrf that first 
cab must have fancied a man pas
senger rather than a woman, or maybe 
a bill went into his hand. Anyway, he 
gave up his idea of drawing up for the 
girl.

A car which had been further down 
the block broke into life. It was not a 
hotel cab. It was not a taxi-—at least, 
not a regulation metered taxi. It was a 
big blue limousine.

The two taxis went speeding down 
the street. -The thing was a cinch, from 
my point of view. The two men were 
simply there to take those cabs out of 
the way: nice and quiet-like, without 
fuss or trouble—or anything suspicious, 
to be looked back on later.

In a way, I think the girl was on— 
but she didn’t  have time to figure it out 
exactly. The big car had swung to the 
curb; the chauffeur had hopped quickly 
from behind the wheel instead of lean
ing back, and now stood with the door 
open, his right hand sort of helping the 
girl into the car.

Maybe she drew back and maybe she 
didn’t. I couldn’t be sure of that. But 
she did take one hasty look at the hotel 
lobby, and I caught her voice when she 
spoke to the chauffeur. Half in the car 
she was then.

“The railroad station,” she said.
That was all. She was in the* car, the 

door slammed closed, the chauffeur 
hopped quickly in behind the wheel and 
threw the car into gear.

Where was I? Why, I simply dog- 
trotted from the shadows to the curb, 
swung aboard the car, jerked open the 
door and was inside, closing the door 
behind me just as the car started.

i

4

THE chauffeur didn’t see me burst 
into his car. Not that I  cared 

much, except perhaps for a bit of pride

f
that I do things well. As for 
hearing me! Well—maybe he 
heard the door close, or the 
noise of it closing. Maybe he 
didn’t, for he kept the car in 
low gear, the engine making 
the devil of a racket. Later I 

knew the reason for that low gear and 
the racing engine. Yes—later. Thrae 
seconds later, to be exact.

47
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“Don’t  be frightened,” I started in 
before I was fairly into that car. Just 
started, mind you. Then I stopped dead 
—for two reasons. One was to curse 
as a foot kicked me in the shin. The 
other was the bit of a row going on in 
the far corner of the car. I saw it 
plainly in the quick flash of a street 
light, for although the front curtain 
between the driver and the rear was 
drawn, the side curtains were up.

Yep—four of my senses went into 
action at once. See—hear—feel—and
smell. I heard the girl’s stifled scream. 
I saw the hard cruel face of the man 
who held her tightly, and I smelt the 
soft odor of chloroform. The “feel” 
was entirely on my shin.

The man had seen me, too—for all 
the good it did him. At least, I think 
he saw me—for he had thrown the girl 
on the seat and half risen, crouched in 
the car, a hand in a jacket pocket, 
clutching something that he tugged 
from that jacket pocket—or almost 
from it. Then I let him have it. 
I crashed him a right, smack on 
the chin, that nearly put his head 
through the side of that car. I 
could hear his skull crash against the 
steel, and wondered if he’d be so proud 
of the fact that his car was one that 
wouldn’t be damaged because of an all 
steel frame.

Then, since he wasn’t in condition to 
help himself, I slipped the gun from his 
pocket, quickly broke it open, tossed it 
on the floor and put the cartridges in 
my pocket. Not that I thought he 
would be likely to use it again, but I 
carry two rods that I know—and I don’t 
want to be cluttered up with any extra 
hardware; and being of a nervous type 
I don’t like loaded revolvers hanging 
around—if they belong to others, I 
mean.

The driver was still raising hell with 
that engine, though not so bad. I eased 
the would-be kidnaper on to the floor, 
got a foot on his neck so I ’d be tipped 
off if he wanted to get frisky again, and 
tossing the bottle of chloroform that

was wrapped up in a heavy bit of cloth 
out of the window I gave my attention 
to the girl. The car had dropped into 
high now and had a gentle purr. I liked 
that. It showed the confidence the 
driver had in the lad in the back.

The girl was not “out”—far from it. 
I had to pull her back on the seat as she 
grabbed frantically at the handle of the 
door, as if to jump out.

“Easy does it, lady,” I told her. “I 
don’t know how much of the fracas you 
saw, but I ’m—”

“I know—I know,” she said, falling 
back in the seat. “But I did not know, 
till you spoke, if it were you or the 
other man. You are my friend?” And 
there was a puzzled sort of question 
in her voice.

“If not exactly a friend, not an 
enemy.” I tried the jocular. “Any
way, a rescuer.”

“But, the chauffeur?”
“We can turn him over to the first 

cop we see, and—”
“No—no.” She clutched at my arm. 

“I don’t want to do that. Must I? 
You’re not an officer?”

She was trying to get a slant at me, 
but I pushed back in the darkness. Oh 
—I would have pushed forward and 
handed her a business card if things 
had been different. But, now, I was em
ployed for the time being. I was sup
posed to be back in that hotel, posing 
as another man. This was simply an 
amateur job. i

“No.” I eased her mind. I don’t 
like the cops mixed in with my affairs, 
either. “I was just passing and saw 
the play. I don’t know where this fel
low is taking us, but it certainly is not 
to the railroad station.”

“You’re very—”
And my hand went over her mouth. 

I knew then that I should have stuck a 
gun in that driver’s back right after I 
laid out his pal. But I had expected 
the car to hit for the country. I didn’t 
expect things to happen so quickly.

It was the sudden appearance of an
other car alongside of ours and the
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squeak of brakes—the jerk forward in 
the seat as we came to a stop. The 
other car, heavily curtained, had 
stopped just a bit ahead of us and 
across the street. Only its curb lights 
were burning.

I half leaned forward to jerk up the 
curtain on the window behind the 
driver, and didn’t. A single man had 
climbed from that other car. He 
looked up and down the street, jerked 
something black and snub-nosed into his 
right hand, and walked slowly and with 
great assurance to
wards us.

He nodded once 
to the driver, and I 
think the driver said 
"Okey.” Then he 
reached the car, 
stood so a moment, 
as though he would 
peer over the win
dow, thought better 
of it—and twisting 
the handle jerked 
the door open. And 
I saw his face.

Boy! All he need
ed to be the old-time 
v illa in  that fore
closes the mortgages 
was a mustache to 
twirl with his fin
gers. In every other 
way he was cast for 
heavy melodrama.
But he was one of those boys who have 
a weakness. His was to talk before he 
looked, and his voice was deep and 
sinister.

“Come on out, girlie. You are going 
to keep your date. You know who you 
got a date with ?” And with the heavy 
dirt that might have done justice to a 
great tragedian, he threw the big line 
of his act. “You have a date—a date, 
perhaps, with death. Or worse—a date 
with—Bronson.”

This lad had an expressive face. 
Things registered on it even in the dim 
light. He wasn’t  sure, of course, just
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what had happened, but he suddenly 
knew something had gone wrong. At 
heart he was a timid soul. And some
times timid souls are more dangerous 
than stout-hearted ones. To this extent 
anyway. They get panicky quickly. He 
was close to that stage now. But his 
shaking hand that suddenly raised the 
gun was dangerous, in spite of the 
tremor in his voice.

“joe—Joe—it’s all right? She—’’ 
“Oh—yeah?” was all I said as I 

tapped him. Maybe I should have gone 
in for light banter. 
I ’m not bad at it. 
Something told me 
it wasn’t the time 
for it. The man 
under my foot had 
started to twist.

So we’ll let it go 
that I tapped him. 
Rather viciously, 
perhaps, as I chewed 
over the name Bron~ 
son, and thought of 
the dead man in the 
warehouse, with his 
head blown in. But 
I just brought the 
nose of my gun 
down across his 
forehead.

His eyes rolled 
up, his lips sort of 
propped, and after 
resting his chin on 

the edge of the open tonneau door he 
flopped back into the street.

It was as I leaned forward to close 
that door that the shots came. Two 
quick ones, from across the street. Close 
to the parked car, but the blaze of the 
gun was not within my range of vision.

I acted quickly after that, put a 
couple of .44’s into the parked car for 
general effect, then leaned downward, 
dragged that twisting, stuttering, dazed 
form at my feet more erect and hurled 
it into the street.

There were two more shots, as with 
a final lurch he joined his friend on the
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pavement. Then the shots stopped. I 
thought I heard a little curse of satis
faction, as if the boy with the gun 
thought he had dumped me over. I 
jerked up the curtain, pulled down the 
front window and stuck my rod in the 
driver’s back as he was rising to climb 
from behind that wheel.

“On your way, Bozo—and make it 
snappy,” I told him.

He knew the feel of a gun all right, 
and knew the purpose of it—and was 
up on his underworld etiquette—that the 
man with the gun talks and the one 
without listens.

He was the well-trained chauffeur, 
too, and knew the impression to make 
on his new boss. He did sort of start 
with a jerk that nearly tore the open 
door from the car, but it swung back, 
and it was easy to grab the handle and 
slam it shut.

No more shots. Nothing but the roar 
of our engine, which performed better 
now—and I gave my instructions to the 
driver.

“Hit the main street—and hit it 
quick. And don’t run down any police
men.” And in way of encouragement: 
“If you’re a good boy you’ll get home 
for breakfast. If not,” another jab of 
the gun, "you may get home for it but 
you won’t eat it.”

I shoved my coat collar up a bit now 
—jerked my hat down, too. The name 
Bronson had, in the words of the 
literati, interested me.

5

1TOOK a squint at the girl. She 
was tightened up in the corner, try

ing to hold in her sobs. I t’s the way of 
women, I guess. I stretched out a hand 
and patted her arm there {in the black
ness. r

“That’s all right, kid. I t’s over now, 
and the time to bawl is over, too. You 
were a regular guy when a regular guy 
was needed.” No bull or flattery about 
that either. It was the truth. She 
might have raised particular hell and

gone into hysterics at an important mo
ment and so put a bullet into one of us.

“Come—come!” I squeezed her arm 
slightly as the car turned into the main 
thoroughfare. “I t’s time we were leav
ing our agreeable chauffeur. The cry’s 
over—take a laugh.”

She suddenly grabbed at my hand and 
clutched it tightly, placing it against her 
cheek. Her face was soft and wet. It 
was funny, too. I ’ve met all kinds of 
women—good, bad—real good and 
damn’ bad, and thoroughbreds, too. But 
I couldn’t remember that little trick. I 
liked it and didn’t like it. It’s hard to 
explain. One thing was certain. She 
didn’t belong in this sort of thing. She 
was young; she was class; she was— 
But—Hell! she was talking.

“Just a few minutes to get my train." 
She was looking out of the window, so 
she must have seen a clock somewhere. 
“You don’t mind. The station!”

Somehow, I didn’t like to lose the 
girl altogether. Besides, there was 
Bronson; and there was—well, there 
was my client.

“The station,” I told the driver, and 
that was all. It was surprising how he 
had improved since working for me. 
He just nodded and turned in the right 
direction. I looked back at the girl.

“I haven’t even really seen you,” she 
said. “And I don’t know who you are. 
You act as if it meant nothing to you. 
How did you happen to do it?”

“Impulse,” I told her. “Forget it.” 
And then: “You’ll be seeing me again, 
I think.”

“You believe that? Believe in fate?”
“Fate!” I laughed, “No—it’s sim

ply in the cards. We’ll be brought to
gether.”

“Yes—” she said, “we will. I believe 
that, too. At least, I hope that.” Then 
suddenly: “No, I don’t. I don’t. I’ve 
been born to be unhappy.” And the 
car pulled up at the deserted railroad 
station.

The chauffeur sat straight and stiff. 
Both his hands were on the wheel. I 
could sit up straight in the seat and see
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the whiteness of them. No, I wasn’t 
holding my gun against his back any 
more. But I was covering him. And 
he knew it or guessed it—or he was 
just a cautious man.

“You think,” the girl said, as she 
opened the car door and lifted her little 
bag from the floor, “that something will 
bring us together again. If not Fate, if 
that is not the name for it, then what 
name—”

“The name of Bronson,” I told her 
simply, and watched her face.

She turned now in the open door
way and looked at me—or tried to look 
at me there in the darkness. Then she 
stepped to the street, sort of backing 
from me.

“Bronson—” she said. “Something 
tells me that you won’t believe me, but 
I never heard that name before 
tonight.”

“Easy does it, kid,” I warned her, as 
I came to my feet. And for the first 
time I got a good slant at her. At first 
you might think there was that sharp
ness that you find in the faces of too 
many girls. Her features were sharp 
—yes, but a lad with a flair for beauty 
would picture it as a finely chiseled face, 
while you and I would simply say she 
was nice to look at. There was a di
rectness to those brown eyes of hers 
too.

“You’re not going to tell me—about 
yourself ?” I said. “Who you are—why 
this happened?”

She seemed to think a minute.
“No—” she said, “I’m not. I ’d like 

to but I won’t.” And very slowly and 
thoughtfully—and maybe, too, just a bit 
hopelessly: “I’d like to know who you 
are because-—I like to dream. It won’t 
ever come true, of course—but it might 
help, tc think it would. That some day 
I could see you and thank you.”

“Yeah?” She was talking like a book, 
and I didn’t like it. I don’t know why. 
The kid was getting under my skin, I 
guess. She talked romance, but it 
sounded as if she meant it.

Then, as I didn’t say anything more,

she gave me one long, searching look 
and beat it.

I swung quickly as the girl flashed 
through the doors of the station. And 
I wasn’t any too soon either. All this 
had taken place in jig time—that is, the 
time I had my back to that driver— 
or rather, just my side to him.

He had the gun in his hand, a sneer 
on his face—and murder, I guess, in his 
heart.

But the gun was only in his hand, 
not yet raised above the door of the car, 
when I swung and crashed mine against 
his chest. I hadn’t seen his gun until 
then, but I knew it was there just the 
same. And it stayed there—stayed 
beneath that door. He had only to raise 
it a bit, just a few inches, to fire into 
my arm, at least—for my elbow was on 
the flat surface of the open window and 
prevented his hand coming up.

It was a bad moment for him. There 
wasn’t time to argue him out of firing. 
This guy was bad. He hadn’t given me 
a lot of lip. He was one of those big, 
strong, silent men—and now he would 
be silent forever. My finger half dosed 
upon the trigger. He dropped his gun 
and spoke.

“A flattie. A bull.” His lips just 
formed the words, and my gun hammer 
slipped back again with a tiny click that 
made his face turn from a sickly white 
to a pasty yellow.

I heard the steps. ,The measured 
tread of heavy feet—easy feet. The 
next moment I was in the car and had 
slammed the door.

“Park View Hotel,” I said simply.
He didn’t speak as he threw the car 

into gear—and I gave him credit for 
being nervous when the car jumped for
ward, rather .than think he was trying 
to give me a jolt. Anyway, he made it 
directly to my hotel; jerked to a stop 
before the door.

I climbed out on to the sidewalk.
“Get out!” I told him. “Make it 

snappy!”
I half looked at the hotel—at the 

street, deserted except for a few people
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crossing down by the corner. Then I 
jerked the door open, and grabbing him 
by the collar dragged him into the street.

He stood there now, fully my size, a 
good ten pounds over my weight.

I just stood and faced him a moment, 
my face close to his. Then I lifted 
my gun and tucked it into its shoulder- 
holster. Mean eyes glinted; a coarse 
forehead drew into dirty ridges; his 
hands, at his sides, twitched spasmodi
cally. He was looking me over.

He didn’t have the guts to do it. We 
stood there man to man. He had just 
as much chance of drawing a gun as I 
had. At least, from his point of view 
he had. And he did it suddenly. Just 
what I might have expected from the 
kidnaper of a girl. He drew back his 
foot and kicked at my shins.

Just kicked at them, mind you—noth
ing more. I stepped back and let him 
have it as he swung his right arm wildly. 
A guy in my business has to know 
where to hit and when to hit. Anyway, 
I landed square on his beak. Did I 
break it ? I’m not a doctor and I didn’t 
stop to examine it. He just crashed back 
against the fender, clutched at it, slipped 
on the curb and buried his face in the 
gutter. The bust in the beak was my 
idea. Sticking his face in the gutter 
was entirely his. But I was satisfied.

Why did I do it? I don’t know—-or 
maybe I do knovr. It’s psychology, I 
guess. I couldn't just shoot him to 
death before the hotel. I ’m only hu
man. The urge to sock him was there. 
It made me feel a whole lot better. And, 
stupid or not, I did it. I don’t like kid
napers. And I’m a guy who shows my 
dislikes.

6
«s

A CLOCK hammered out the hour 
of two as I entered the hotel and 

hit straight to the desk. Head bent 
slightly, I said to the night clerk:

“I’ve come back. Key, please. 746.” 
The clerk eyed me a moment, then 

reached back in the boxes, got himself a

key and gave it to me. I turned, entered 
the elevator at the end of the hall and 
stirred up the sleeping boy.

The seventh floor hall was deserted. 
I slipped a gun from a hip to a jacket 
pocket and went to room 746. I shoved 
the key in the lock, spun the knob, 
pushed the door open slightly and held 
it so. There was a light in room 746. 
Hospitable? Certainly—if you looked 
on it from that point of view. But I 
didn’t. I had been warned that my life 
might be sought.

I raised my right foot and sent the 
door crashing back. If there were a lad 
lurking behind the heavy wood, he 
would be surprised at the result. That 
is, be surprised a half hour or so later, 
when he came to.

The door crashed against the solid 
wall—with a bang that must have sat a 
few of the patrons bolt upright in bed. 
It also sent someone else bolt upright. 
That was the man who sat to the left of 
the window, in the easy rocker beneath 
the reading lamp. He sort of jolted 
erect, and let the paper he had been 
reading fall across his knees. But the 
lighted cigar still reposed between his 
lips, though the ashes dropped from*the 
end and sported playfully across his 
vest.

Heavy rimmed glasses found plenty 
of room on his nose, and the thick black 
ribbon lost itself some place beneath his 
jacket.

“Really, you gave me quite! a start.” 
He spoke in a low, soft voice that was 
almost a whisper, as the wrinkles in his 
forehead stretched themselves up on to 
the baldness of his head beneath the 
light.

I looked at him coldly enough as I 
took in the room, but I stayed put not 
far from the bathroom door, which was 
open.

“I guess,” I said slowly, “I’ll give you 
another start. On your way! Or per
haps this isn’t my room—the right 
room.” The last was supposed to be 
heavy sarcasm. But it didn’t register.

“You are in your room.” He folded
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up his paper, dropped it on the floor be
side him, carefully brushed the ashes 
from his vest, and then he leaned 
forward and peered at me over the 
glasses. “That is, of course, if you are, 
as I presume, Mr. Clovelly—Mr. Hul- 
bert Clovelly.”

I stepped into the bathroom and out 
again. Then I walked about the room; 
jerked open the closet door, found it 
empty; half bent to look under the bed 
—then stepping to the open window, 
held the curtains aside and peered out.

The room was on a court. My visitor 
smoked serenely on as I tried to make 
sure there wasn’t a fire-escape, or if 
there was, to make sure that no one was 
occupying it. He cut in on my stage 
business.

“Don’t be so fussy. There’s a red 
light at the end of the corridor; another 
down the hall, if you turn left. I assure 
you the hotel is amply protected against 
fire hazards. There is no fire-escape 
outside your window, and no man—”

And as I took my eyes off him for a 
moment and pushed back the curtain, 
peering into the darkness—I saw it, or 
at least I thought I saw it. A distant 
shadow across the court; a figure, per
haps, in a window; a long pointed cylin
der. I jumped back and ducked low.

There was a distinct humming sound. 
I recognized it even as I ducked. The 
whir of a high powered air rifle.

I did feel the tiny jar to my hat, and 
I did- hear the dull thud as the leaden 
pellet struck into the wall across the 
room. Then I stepped aside and pulled 
down the shade, and was facing my 
visitor in the chair.

He looked up at me and smiled, 
pointed a finger at my hat and said:

“There’s a hole in it. Very close to 
the brim.” Then he got to his feet and 
walked across the room, felt in his vest 
pocket, produced a pen knife, opened it 
with a quick jerk and proceeded to dig 
into the tiny hole in the wall.

“Rather powerful for an air gun,” he 
said, as he lifted the bit of lead from 
the hole with two fingers. “But very

effective, my dear Mr. Clovelly,” And 
he kept looking at me over his glasses, 
his head cocked, his chin down on his 
chest. “It flattened quite a bit, you see. 
It had a soft nose, that would spread 
out and tear a !rather ghastly hole in 
one’s anatomy—and cause considerable 
damage, even later death. Death, while 
one had a chance to consider his past 
mistakes and—”

“Give me that bullet.” I stepped 
forward and held out my left hand. My 
right was still stuck in my jacket pocket.

“Why—certainly.” He held the little 
flat disk of metal up, so that the rough
ened, sharp edges showed—then dropped 
it daintily into my hand. “It is yours. 
It was meant for you.”

I put it into my pocket and still looked 
at him. He certainly was very sure of 
himself.

“You wanted to have me killed. 
Why?”

“11” And his eyebrows went up. “I 
thought you understood my attitude dis
tinctly on that subject. Didn’t Wacco 
give you my message? To avoid all 
misunderstanding, I am Sam Went
worth—Whispering Sam Wentworth.” 
And after a pause: “You know why I’m 
here, of course.”

“I can guess,” I said, in a tone of deep 
meaning.

“Of course you cam We’ve never 
met, but it’s not too late for us to be
come friends.” He paused, turned in the 
center of the room. “I want to see you 
live for a long time. Indeed, so much so 
that I ’m here to offer you one hundred 
thousand dollars for the diamond, Mr. 
Hulbert Clovelly—alias Carl Fisher.”

“Yeah!” I showed an interest. It 
was real.

“Don’t be foolish. Bronson is back 
with us now. He didn’t think we’d find 
out who you were. Sometimes I think 
he always knew. He’ll get the ‘ice’ and 
kill you. I tell you, he’s changed from 
the old days. He’s a killer. He’d double- 
cross me. He’d double-cross you. He 
offered me an extra split to put out 
Rita.” And suddenly leaning forward;
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“I know you sent it to the little girl 
down South. She won’t have it on her, 
of course—but she’ll talk, if properly 
persuaded. Come on, now. I’m in a 
position to swing the deal and take the 
short end of the purse.’'

“I’ll think it over.” The thing was all 
Greek to me. “Now—Get out!”

“Get out!’’ he cried—and the polished 
man of the world disappeared. “You’ll 
think it over, eh ? Well, you can’t. The 
girl came up to see you tonight. And 
they got her. I arranged that. Bronson 
don’t know about that racket yet. I hire 
everyone who works for him. ' Look 
here! You know Bronson. You know 
how far he’ll go for information. I ’ve 
kept the girl from him until I could see 
you. Now—he’ll have her in half an 
hour.”

“So you think you have the girl,” I 
tried that one out.

“You don’t believe it? It was I who 
sent for her, under your name. Oh, I 
figured it out that you’d sent the rock 
to her. And I have her now. You 
don’t believe me? Listen!”

And he recounted to me the kidnaping 
of the girl I had saved. He told me of 
the two men he had planted, to take off 
the regular taxis. And he gloated over 
the girl’s suffering, painting a picture 
of what Bronson would do to her if 
I didn't come through with the 
“diamond.”

“So you got her, did you?” I said. 
“How do you know the deal went 
through?” And the thing in my face 
began to register in his mind.

“You wouldn’t dare,” he cried out. But 
just the same, he drew back from me. 
“You’re a coward. You’re only an 
amateur in this racket. You’re yellow-— 
you’re a stool-pigeon. Ypu’re— Don’t
do that. By ------  I ’m armed.”

And I raised my right hand and 
smacked it across his mouth, like to 
knock his teeth out. His hand half stole 
to his hip, and my other hand came up 
and swiped him another back handed 
stroke. Why ? Don’t ask me. I said I 
don’t like kidnapers. And I liked that

kid. And, damn it! I didn’t like this 
lad.

His hand was close to his hip now. 
There was blood on his mouth. Tiny 
bubbles of saliva, too, smeared with 
red. I liked that. He fought to control 
his impulse to draw a gun.

“Don’t! Don’t!” He backed away. 
“You know, or have heard, of my 
reputation with a gun. Must I—”

“Why not—if you have the guts for 
it?”

“You’re mad—mad,” he cried. And I 
had him by the throat, forcing him to 
his knees.

“Listen.” I guess I hissed the word 
like any ten, twenty and thirty stock 
company villain myself. “If anything 
happens to that girl—anything—through 
you dr Bronson or anyone—you’ll die. 
I ’ll kill you.”

“You’re mad.” He choked out the 
words again as I tightened my fingers 
upon his neck. His bulging eyes looked 
into mine. What he read there didn’t
help him any. “M y ------you’re going
to strangle me.” And his fingers tore 
frantically at mine, upon his thick 
throat.

Was I? I guess not. I never lose 
my head that much. His tongue was 
out. His lips were a bluish black. His 
fingers were only twitching, helpless ef
forts. I didn’t let him go altogether. 
There was abject terror in his face— 
his blackening face. I loosened my 
fingers a bit.

“If anything happens to me, the girl 
dies,” he gasped.

“The girl left the city long ago, you 
goat,” I told him. “She’s safe now.”

He didn’t believe me at first. Then 
he did, and he tried a different line.

“Safe maybe. But for how long? I 
don’t have to tell you. You know that 
Bronson never forgets—never forgives 
—never lets up on a double-crosser. It’s 
you—and it’s the girl now. We know 
she has the stuff. You didn’t think your 
real name was known. Well—you know 
now. You’ll have to go for the diamond. 
And the girl! Bronson will get her—
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make her talk. One hundred thousand 
dollars—you’ll be safe in London. I ’ll 
arrange everything. You can’t get rid 
of it yourself.”

He was getting back his confidence 
now. I didn’t like that. Here was a 
chance to learn something—maybe, who 
the feared Bronson was. And I tight
ened my fingers suddenly into his throat 
—and loosened them at once.

Distinctly on the door came a knock— 
a rather loud knock, the first one. But 
the second was louder still. Imperative 
—commanding.

7
Y  hands no sooner 
dropped from  Sam 
W entw orth’s throat 
than he was on his 
feet, staggered once, 
caught his balance, 
lu rched  across the 

room and sort of fell sidewise, gripping 
at the bathroom door. Then he closed 
that door softly ahd I was alone in the 
room as the knock came again. This 
time a voice also. Then the knob turned, 
a key grated in the lock and the knob 
turned again.

The door swung open and I took a 
smile. I might have known. This time 
there was to be a little light comedy, that 
helps out in every melodrama. The night 
clerk was there. He pranced right in— 
that is, for three quick steps. But he 
motioned to the man behind him to stay 
planted squarely in the doorway, where 
he could keep an eye on me. I looked 
the second lad over. Big, broad, and 
dumb. I labeled him for the night 
porter.

The clerk was trying to peer over my 
shoulder and into the room, then under 
my arm or around my side.

“Well—” I said. “Lost anything?”
“No, no—indeed not.” He had 

dropped his mask for a moment and 
was almost human. Then he was the 
night clerk again. “Someone telephoned 
the office. Heard a noise here; angry 
voices too. I just thought—”

And the clerk was saved the bad taste 
of asking a guest a too personal question. 
The bathroom door opened suddenly. 
Collar straightened, coat pulled down, 
what hair there was—brushed back, and 
a sleek smooth smile to his lips, Whis
pering Sam Wentworth stepped out of 
that bathroom. He moved quickly and 
easily for a heavy man. Just glided out 
that door, lifted a hand almost over the 
night clerk’s shoulders, plucked his hat, 
top coat and cane from the costumer 
with a single movement, and with a nod 
and a smile—in which there was no 
trace of excitement, said:

“Good evening, Mr. Hulbert Clovelly. 
Later, perhaps, we can discuss the mat
ter. Your pardon, my man.” His cane 
shot up, touched the night porter lightly 
but authoritatively on the side, and he 
was gone.

I turned to the clerk. “Do you want 
the room? Do you want a written 
apology for something or other, or do 
you just want someone to talk to the 
rest of the night?”

Apparently he wanted neither. With
out a word he turned and left me.

That was all. I closed the door, 
slipped off some clothes, and snapping 
out the light climbed into bed. I thought 
of Clovelly and decided to collect my 
extra five hundred bucks and chuck the 
thing.

I thought of the girl and decided— 
But I don’t know what, the hell I did 
decide. I guess I just decided to sleep.

It must have been an hour later that 
I woke up. Something was scratching 
against my door. Then it stopped—and 
came again. It sounded like a lad work
ing on the lock—carefully, cautiously. 
Maybe I was going to have a look at 
Bronson. Somehow, I was getting curi
ous about this |>ird. He sure seemed 
to command a lot of respect in 
certain circles. But that he had killed 
a man was certain. Brutally, and 
without—

As I reached the door the scratch 
turned into a knock. Not loud, perhaps, 
but recognizable as a bid for me to an
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swer. I did. I ’m a carious guy, and 
want to know all that’s going on.

I braced a foot against the door, 
opened it a fraction of an inch and held 
it against the pressure from without.

“I t’s me—the girl.” I hardly caught 
the voice. “You know. Let me in.”

The girl. She had followed me then 
-—grabbed another cab and— But she 
couldn’t have. She must have thought 
she was visiting Clovelly. The station 
had been a fake. She— But I said:

“Wait a minute and I ’ll let you in.”
“No— I can’t stand here in the hall.” 

And I think she added, “you fool.” But 
her voice was too low to be sure—and 
besides, I didn’t think she’d exactly 
pull that line on me. Anyway I 
heard her add distinctly: “Someone’s 
coming.”

I stepped back into the darkness. 
Partly felt my way and was partly 
guided by the light from the window.

I found my trousers and slipped into 
them as she closed the door tightly— 
locked it—and breathed heavily with 
relief.

I crossed to the window as I slipped 
on my jacket, found the shade and 
jerked it down just as the girl spoke.

“Where the hell is the light?” she 
said. Then she laughed.

Her voice was louder now; her tones 
harsher, harder. The light snapped on. 
I shouldn’t have been surprised. I 
know, but it was a shock when I saw 
her. She was not the girl of the 
kidnaping.

She was not bad to look at. That is, 
in one way. Cold, hard beauty. Even 
keen shrewdness, if not exactly what 
you’d call intelligence, in her face. Her 
mouth, that had rosebud lips when she 
first looked at me, was too damn big 
for beauty when she opened it and 
laughed. And she did laugh—easy and 
naturally too. And then, suddenly: 
“Who the hell did you expect to come 
here ?”

“Who are you ?” I asked.
“Me?” She sort of puffed out her 

front and jerked up her head. “Didn’t

you guess? I ’m Bronson’s girl. Rita 
Haskins."

“Yeah?” And with a grin: "Bron
son has a lot of friends.”

“Somehow,” she put hard green glims 
on me, “I didn’t expect to find you this 
kind of a guy. Oh, I didn’t care if you 
were a sniveling coward or not. You’ve 
got brains, kid—lots of them. And you 
had the guts to step out for yourself 
when the big chance came. Just one 
mistake. You didn’t think Bronson 
would ever connect you up with the 
name of Hulbert Clovelly.”

“Just what do you want now?” I 
asked.

“I don’t know.” She watched me. 
“You’re different than I expected. But 
I don’t know. Would you go as far as 
—as a killing?”

“You mean murder?” I put it to her 
straight.

“If you want to call it that.” There 
was no horror in her face—in her voice.

“Who’s to take the ride?” L asked 
her.

“Bronson. He’s got to go. It’s him 
or me,” she said. “He’d never chuck 
me out and let me live. And he’s 
through with me. Wacco will talk to
night. It was Wacco, of course, wh© 
told me you were Hulbert Clovelly.” 

“Bronson tried to kill me tonight,” I 
said.

She looked puzzled at that.
“He must be prefty sure of getting 

the stone from her then. But that’s all 
the more reason for putting him out. 
Will you do it? He’ll kill you sure, if 
you don’t strike first. Me too.”

“And why your interest in me?” 
“Because you can’t get rid of the dia

mond—I can. I know a collector who’ll 
take it with blood all over it. I want to 
handle the deal. And I want half the 
price, and I want Bronson dead. Look 
here! I ’m going to set him up for you. 
You’ll only have to stick a gun in his 
back and give him the works.”

“I see,” I told her. “I’ll think it over. 
How much can you get for the rock?” 

She chewed over her answer. In a
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way, when I saw that shrewd, beautiful, 
evil face, I didn’t exactly wonder that 
Bronson might have a natural desire to 
knock her over before dropping her out 
of his life. But I think she told the 
truth when she said:

“Two hundred grand. Two hundred 
thousand dollars, spot cash. Half yours 
and half mine. With Bronson dead, 
there’s me. I think I could like you. 
And when I like a guy—I like him.”

Her arms went around my neck, her 
body sort of slid to and fitted against 
mine. She knew her stuff, and I dare
say she would have her moments.

One hand half held me to her. The 
other— I felt the leather of her hand
bag cold against my neck, just above 
the collar. Then the empty hand ca
ressing me—my hair—my cheeks, her 
lips turning up towards mine—slightly 
parting; alluring, clear white teeth; 
overpowering perfume, if you can be
lieve the advertisements.

' Her face moved quickly; her cheek 
pressed against mine so that I didn’t see 
her eyes. But I had seen them—seen 
them when her body clung close; when 
her full red mouth held a promise. And 
those eyes were not soft. They were 
green and cold—and, perhaps, held a 
sort of determination in them. And I 
did it.

My head snapped up, with force 
enough to knock her teeth out. My 
hand gripped her right wrist and 
twisted violently. There was a dull 
thud, and a tiny ,25-caliber automatic 
lay on the floor.

The girl stood there, looking at me a 
minute. Those hard, cruel eyes were 
surprised now—slightly stunned too. 
She felt her mouth; pulled awkwardly at 
a loose tooth.

“Jeeze!” she said. “Jeeze! You 
might have knocked my teeth out.”

“I ought to wring your neck,” I told 
her, as I shook her—and got a few more 
teeth loose, maybe. “You tried to kill 
me.” I let her go.

“No.” She shook her head. “Only 
tried to scare some sense into you.”

“Do you expect me to believe that?” 
“No—” she flashed suddenly, “I 

don’t. Yes, I ’ll kill you if you won’t 
kill Bronson. It’s my life or Bronson’s 
life—or your life.”

“So it’s me or Bronson.” I stroked 
my chin as I slipped her gun into my 
pocket. “Maybe I ’ll kill him for you.” 

“You’re a real man.” She shook me 
by the shoulder now. “I never expected 
to find you like this. You’ll do it?” 

“I’ll give you my answer later,” I 
told her. “Where can I meet you ?” It 
wouldn’t be bad to have a line on this 
dame.

“Don’t bother about that. I ’ll meet 
you. I know where you’ll be going; 
where you’ll have to go. It will draw 
you like a magnet.”

The door closed; the woman was 
gone. She had given me an earful, and 
no mistake. Of course, I tried to think 
it out. Jumbled thoughts that wouldn’t 
be worth the trouble of putting them on 
paper.

This time I didn’t even get to sleep. 
Feet came softly down the hall, a key 
grated in the lock, the knob turned and 
a body pushed against the door.

The door knob rattled and shook 
again as I started to put on some things. 
Then a loud, booming voice that seemed 
familiar—although I couldn’t place it.

“Come on—open up! There’s no use 
to try to hide it. I know she’s in 
there.” ,

“All right, brother,” I called out, in 
a sleepy voice as I again got into some 
clothes. “Is there a fire, or—” And I 
was across to the door, but not opening 
it at once. This game was rather a 
rough one.

Now the night clerk was talking. 
There was elation in his voice and a 
sort of “I told you so.”

“Women are not allowed in the 
rooms, Mr. Clovelly, You know that. 
We’ll have to ask you for your room. 
If this gentleman will—”

Again my gun shot into my jacket 
pocket. Then I plugged on the light, 
stepped forward and flung open the
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door. A giant of a man almost fell on 
me. Behind him was the night clerk. 
A little cockier this time.

The big man lurched half across the 
room, had a look-see in the bathroom, 
half turned towards me—and bel
lowed :

“Come on, young fellow—me lad. 
Where’s the dame ? We know—” And 
he faced me. His mouth hung open and 
the unlighted half of a cigar toppled 
over his lower lip and just hung there. 
But his amazement was no greater than 
mine. The world’s master detective 
was on the job. Gregory Ford. Head 
of one of New York’s biggest detective 
agencies. I knew him of course—had 
been on cases with him—and against 
him.

8

OMETHING about 
him made me laugh; 
then I closed up my 
face, jerked a thumb 
towards the clerk and 
winked. Gregory Ford 
took the cue.

He turned to the clerk. “Outside! 
You must have been sleeping. There’s 
no one in here—no woman. You want 
to be careful.” Gregory Ford’s stomach 
came out, masquerading as his chest, 
and his cigar shot straight up in his 
mouth. “This man might sue you, you 
know.”

The clerk left, and Gregory and I 
were alone.

“Now—” said Gregory Ford, “what’s 
the racket? For Rita must have come 
in here.”

“No girl here,” I told him. “What 
put that idea into your head?”

“I saw her,” he told me. “But I 
couldn’t go prancing down the hall after 
her. I lost her in the corridor. All 
right. I could make it unpleasant for 
you. You’ve got a strange moniker 
down on the register. Hulbert Clovelly. 
Why that?”

“It’s as good as another,” I told him.

“You’re a detective, or so listed and li
censed. You don’t go around advertis
ing it—that is, all the time.” But I did 
see that the name Hulbert Clovelly 
seemed to mean nothing to him.

“All right, all right.” He threw him
self into a chair. “Want to swap a few 
yarns ?”

“I don't know.” I sat on the end of 
the bed. “Talk if you want. If it’s 
interesting I may talk back.”

“Interested in hearing anything about 
the Mayfair diamond?” And he shoved 
his slouch hat back and regarded me a 
moment. “That got you, eh?”

“Of course,” I said easily, “the May- 
fair diamond would interest anybody, 
even if it hasn’t brought the hard hiek 
and the deaths that follow the Hope dia
mond over the years.”

“No.” Gregory Ford stroked his 
chins. “Not over the years, it don’t. 
But it’s brought enough deaths. Smack 
—like that.” He snapped his fingers. 
“Didn’t read about it, did you?”

“No, I didn’t: But I ’m very much 
interested.” Which was the truth.

“Yeah—I believe that.” Gregory 
Ford’s eyes got narrow. “Want to hear 
more?”

“Sure.”
Gregory Ford made a race track out 

of his mouth with the unlighted cigar, 
crossed his legs, looked at me out of the 
corner of his eyes, and got a load off his 
chest which was far more, interesting 
to me than he thought it was. For I 
believe he felt that he was just showing 
me his knowledge, and that I knew what 
he knew all along.

“Well,” said Gregory, “as everyone 
knows, the Mayfair was owned by Char
lie Remington, the English bachelor mil
lionaire. Charlie went broke in the 
crash, but kept his head up so that his 
many creditors wouldn’t hear about it 
and jump him. But he had to get money 
to patch things up and get it quick.” 

Gregory scratched a match, held it a 
moment without bringing it to his damp 
cigar, and threw it away. That was a 
trick of his.
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“The Mayfair,” he went on, “had 
been a hobby with him, although he kept 
it in the vault of a bank; but it was the 
least conspicuous of his properties he 
could sell.

“He made—or thought he had made—- 
a secret deal. Four hundred thousand 
dollars was the price; and four men 
were in the deal—the purchaser, a big 
jeweler, the head of the insurance com
pany, and Remington’s lawyer, and all 
sworn to secrecy.

“But there was one unknown man 
who got on to the transaction, and the 
last man in the world who should have 
been in on it. You tell me his name and 
I’ll go on with the story.”

““His name,” I told Gregory Ford, 
with great assurance, “was Farron 
Bronson.”

And Gregory Ford was startled.
“Bronson!” He sort of straight

ened, and the ragged end of the cigar 
clapped against his huge nose, which ex
plained, perhaps, why he kept it un
lighted. “Bronson, eh? I don’t like to 
think it but it may be so.

“Three years ago—yes. He was the 
greatest jewel thief in Europe; but, you 
see, no one knew fironson more than as 
a name except one man, an old-timer 
called Colonel Stallings.

“Stallings built up an organization of 
high-class crooks for Bronson. They 
caught Stallings, but he wouldn’t talk 
and he died in prison not long ago.

“They say Bronson tried one more 
robbery without Stallings that went 
blooey. He left his own fingerprints on 
a safe and committed his first murder—- 
a girl. He went to pieces. Last heard 
of him was in the slums of Paris, 
broken, down and out. It don’t seem 
reasonable that he could come back. 
Perhaps he has. Anyway, I have his 
fingerprints with me now.” And Greg
ory tapped his breast pocket.

“But, to get back to the Mayfair—the 
messenger with the diamond left the 
bank, guarded by two picked men from 
Scotland Yard. Right in front of Hud
son’s Jewelry Shop, he was stopped by

two men. He was shot to death without 
warning and one of the two men 
grabbed the bag. In the exchange of 
shots that followed, a Scotland Yard 
man was killed, as was one of the hold
up men. The other one, who grabbed 
the bag, was wounded so badly that he 
had to be helped to the scaffold when 
he was hanged—and there you are.”

“But if the men were caught, 
what became of the Mayfair dia
mond ?”

“There was a third man, who lay hid
den outside that jewelry store—by the 
next building—beneath an iron grating 
in the sidewalk; an iron grating which 
was opened far enough for a man to re
ceive the bag containing the diamond, 
and leave with it by the cellar below. 
The position of the rusty grating after 
the shooting; the broken lock on the 
rear door of the cellar in that adjoining 
building, are all we—or rather, the En
glish police, have. But, at that, it was 
not much of a price to pay for such a 
prize. Two dead men, who won’t have 
to share in the profits, and a famous 
diamond worth, as it stands in the open, 
market, at least four hundred thousand 
dollars."

“Why tell me all this ?”
“It’s history. You can read it in any 

of the papers of a few months back. 
You’re a detective—or people think you 
are—which serves the same purpose, 
though others may simply call you a 
gunman. You’re in Baltimore under an 
assumed name. I ’m in Baltimore under 
my own. And Rita Haskins, a known 
diamond smuggler, is in Baltimore— 
was, or is, in this hotel—and not so long 
ago was in this room with you.”

“And if she was, where does she fit 
in ? The robbery took place in London. 
Rita, as you say, may be a jewel thief— 
but there are hundreds of other jewel 
thieves in America, you know.”

“Sure,” he admitted. “Thousands, I 
daresay. But only one who stood on the 
end of the gangplank when the Maure
tania sailed for America, within ten 
hours after the robbery.”
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“And she was searched when the ship 
docked in New York.”

“No, she wasn’t. Because, you see, 
she did not sail. Now, that’s expensive 
—and don’t often happen, you know. 
Yet it happened twice on the sailing of 
the Mauretania that day six months ago. 
One other passenger who booked his 
passage did not sail. Maybe that had 
something to do with Rita changing her 
mind also.”

“And you found out the name of the 
other passenger who did not sail?” 

“Certainly,” said Gregory Ford. “He 
was the secretary to Charlie Remington. 
He was, I am fairly certain, the man 
who lay hidden beneath that grating and 
escaped through the cellar door with the 
broken lock. He was the man who de
cided to take it all for himself. Four 
hundred thousand dollars. Not bad 
work for an amateur.”

“So you think Rita is in on this?” I 
asked.

Gregory Ford stroked one of his chins 
and tried to look clever. “And Rita is 
ready to make a deal with me. It’s a 
question of price.”

“And you tell me all this!”
“Sure. If Rita came to see you, she 

came for the same reason she came to 
see me. Just a question of the highest 
bidder. We might knock down on the 
price, Race. We might even work to
gether. It ain’t a one-man job. It 
takes brains as well as a gun.”

“How about Charlie Remington pull
ing this deal himself ?”

“He was home at the time, but he dis
appeared from London that night when 
the Scotland Yard men went to question 
him. He didn’t have a hand in it. Once 
the proposed sale and the robbery be
came known he was ruined. Big shots 
in the city were on his notes for close 
to one million dollars. He got hold of 
fifty thousand dollars cash and disap
peared. They haven’t heard of him 
since.”

Gregory stretched himself to his full 
height, yawned and grinned.

“How did the diamond get into Amer

ica ?” I asked. “Every well-known crook 
must have been watched.”

“It is at a point like that where a real 
detective shows his stuff. Here’s the 
way I dope it. This secretary who got 
the diamond through the grating, who 
double-crossed Bronson, Rita Haskins, 
or whoever was in on the deal, must 
have worked for Remington under an 
assumed name. When he got the dia
mond, he simply resumed his real name 
and sailed home under his own passport.

“Now, Rita Haskins knew this man’s 
real name and she wants $25,000 to spill 
it to me. I don’t know if it’s worth it— 
if I could trust her. But, mark my 
words, Remington’s secretary had that 
Mayfair diamond and Bronson was 
after it and after him.”

“And what was this secretary’s 
name ?”

“Oh, hell—everybody knows that. He 
called himself Carl Fisher. What’s the 
matter, Race?”

9

AYBE there was 
something the matter. 
Maybe I did suspect 
it all along—maybe 
I didn’t. My client, 
Hulbert Clovelly alias 
Carl Fisher, was the 
the Mayfair diamond. 

He was wanted in England for a bit of 
a necktie party, for the murder of the 
Scotland Yard man. He might even 
have shot him down from the grating. 
My client was-— Oh, hell! that was 
what got me. Any way you looked at 
it, the girl I had saved was involved. 
But Gregory was talking.

“Well—I’ve unloaded a chestful to 
you. Now it’s your turn. Who’reyou 
working for in this—the man who 
wanted to buy the rock ? He’d do any
thing to get it.”

“No. I ’m working alone, I think.” 
“You think!” Gregory Ford sneered. 

“And a twenty-five thousand dollar re
ward offered by the insurance company
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for the return of the Mayfair diamond. 
You think!”

"It’s not a bad bit of change.” I pre
tended indifference, but I certainly was 
interested.

“You're hot stuff in a back alley— 
with spitting lead, Race. A fool for 
courage and a remarkable aptitude for 
placing bullets between lads’ eyes. But 
you’re over your head now, Race. Rita 
Haskins will make a monkey out of you. 
This takes brains. You better come in 
with me. I ’ll take care of you on the 
reward, and I’ll pay you well. You 
know more than you’ve told me. But 
don’t forget I know more than I ’ve told 
you too. Here’s your chance for sure 
money. I want Carl Fisher.”

“I ’il let you know later.” I yawned, 
and my eyes blinked. “I’m dead tired 
now.”

And, strange as it may seem, Gregory 
got the idea and left.

The next morning I checked out fairly 
early. I didn’t want to see Gregory 
Ford. Gregory would have an interest 
in me. Rita would have an interest in 
me. And as I thought that out I went 
down the steps—and saw Gregory Ford.

He was standing a bit down the street 
from the hotel and his back was to me. 
But I knew him. And I was sure of 
him because of the girl he held by 
either arm, shaking her—apparently 
pleasantly to the casual passerby—but, 
somehow, I thought differently.

The girl was Rita Haskins. She saw 
me. And as she saw me I spotted the 
roll of bills that she shoved into her 
handbag.

It gave her a shock all right as her 
face slipped around Gregory’s left arm, 
and her eyes narrowed—grew suddenly 
wide—and her large mouth opened, the 
hole in her face distracting from her 
beauty. But her surprise was genuine. 
Maybe not surprise—maybe just amaze
ment—and maybe a touch of fear. Any
way, she cried out.

“Look out!” She fairly shot the 
words at Gregory Ford. There was no 
doubt. I heard it and Gregory heard

it, and anyone else passing, who had a 
mind to—or rather, an ear to—heard it. 
And then she said something else. I ’m 
not sure what it was, but will give it as 
a guess on my part. She said, I think: 
“That’s him now.”

Anyway, Gregory Ford ducked a hand 
quickly under his armpit and swung 
around, still holding the girl with his 
left hand. His eyes met mine almost at 
once, shot to the left and right and be
hind me—then he half turned back to 
the girl, and did himself a bit of a curse.

The girl twisted suddenly, brought a 
hand sharply down on Gregory’s funny 
bone—and was gone, moving quickly to 
the corner and around it.

Gregory hesitated about following 
her, I think. Saw the eyes of a curious 
few, who loitered and looked back over 
their shoulders, and decided to let her 
go. Which was just as well, considering 
her slender but muscular young body 
and Gregory’s huge bulk. Gregory Ford 
was built for comfort, not speed. But 
he came up to me now, passed me, 
looked into the lobby, and as I started 
down the steps swung and caught me by 
the arm.

“Anyone pass you—anyone a t ' all, 
Race?”

“Sure.” The street was pretty well 
crowded. People were passing in and 
out of the hotel. I shrugged my shoul
ders. “She got some money out of you 
—didn’t she, Gregory ?” I asked him.

“Yeah.” He tilted ’his hat on the side 
of his head as he looked the crowd over. 
“But I won’t worry about that. She’ll 
give me the real name of this Fisher or 
return the money—or I’ll drag her in. 
It wouldn’t be hard to hunt up some
thing on a dame like that if a guy was 
of a curious turn of mind.”

His hand fell upon my shoulder,
“There’s a job open for you, Race, 

with me.” He snapped out his watch. 
“Open until say—dinner time. You’ll 
get me here at the hotel. After that—”

“Thanks,” I said. “I’ll think it 
over.” And then to myself I thought, 
Why not ? I ’d be through with Hulbert
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Clovelly within the next hour. I might 
make a better deal with Gregory. Busi
ness is business. So, as he left me, I 
said:

“I’ll look you up by dinner time, or—”
“You’ll work alone, eh?” His eyes 

got beady and studied me. “Where you 
going, now?” he added shrewdly.

“To see a man about a dog,” I told 
him, and left him flat.

But over my shoulder and through 
the corners of my eyes I saw Gregory 
run a hand through his hair and nod 
his head slightly towards me. A man 
loitering in front of the hotel pulled 
down his hat, jerked his jacket by both 
lapels, screwed his face into that 
“honest citizen” look and moved his 
dogs in my direction. No. Gregory 
may not have looked the detective of 
fiction, but he acted like one. Operator 
666 was on the job. "Follow that 
man,” was his watchword—and the man 
was yours truly, Race Williams.

My shadow was a second edition of 
Gregory Ford. A bit smaller, not quite 
so heavy, more chunky, perhaps, than 
stocky, but the same extra assortment of 
chins. “Be nonchalant” was his motto 
as he slowed down with me and gazed 
into shop windows. I grinned to my
self. It’s easy to take private dicks off 
your tracks.

I just walked along until I spotted two 
taxis, one behind the other. The two 
drivers were talking. I gave them the 
hearty smile and the heavy hand—full 
of money. But the conversation first.

“You have the second cab,” I said, 
when I found out which was which. 
“Well—I’ll hop this first one, and a 
squatty gay will come up to you and ask 
you to follow me. There’ll be a ten 
spot for driving him around the first 
corner and letting me go my way in the 
first cab. He’s a private dick, hunting 
divorce evidence,” and with a wink that 
I knew that sensuous mouth would un
derstand— “He might get it. I ’ll give 
your buddy, here, the ten for you if you 
work it right.”

“Okey, Boss.” And we became part

ners in the little affair of the grand run
around for the imaginary wife.

So I hopped the first cab, drove off, 
and had the satisfaction of seeing the 
astute operator, 666, jump into that sec
ond cab, talk hurriedly to the driver and 
slam the door.

I knew my ten was good. I know 
how these operators work and just what 
they can run in on an expense account. 
Operator 666 might be good for a bunch 
of promises and a ten-cent cigar. Any
way, the cab behind turned the first 
corner and kept right on going. The 
ten had worked. Money well spent, and 
not so much of it—besides which, I got 
results before I parted with that saw- 
buck. It was good pay for the driver 
of that second cab—-good money for a 
half-block ride.

I leaned over and slipped the ten into 
my own driver’s hand.

“For your buddy,” I said. “Now— 
the railroad station—and there’ll be an
other ten in it for you to forget where 
you took me.”

I smiled in satisfaction—.then T 
frowned. I leaned forward and told 
my driver to take a right turn. The 
next block I ordered a left turn—and 
later another right. After that I was 
as sure as I could be, without a written 
affidavit, that another little shadow was 
on the job. The car that followed me 
this time was not a taxi. Maybe T’d get 
arrested for holding a parade without a 
license. This boy in the flishy gray 
sedan that tailed me must be one of the 
Bronson outfit, or maybe another Ford 
operator—which second thought I liked 
because it flattered my vanity.

But the station it was, and I let it go 
at that. It would be as good a place as 
another to lose a lad—better, no doubt.

The lad in the sedan had a good 
driver. I could see the figure in the 
rear lean forward and talk to him as 
we approached the station. And the 
driver did his stuff in and out of the 
traffic which closed up the gap between 
us considerably. It was nice driving. 
Disarming, under ordinary conditions
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too. Just a man in a hurry to make a 
train. So it was that the car behind 
was smack on our heels, or on our rear 
wheels, as I left the taxi, paid the driver 
without glancing towards the car behind. 
I had a good slant at my shadow in the 
mirror of the taxi as he stepped from 
the car and slipped quickly to the pro
tecting shadows of the wall.

Yep—I knew him. He was the boy 
who had tried to take a bit of a chunk 
out of my shoulder with the knife, there 
by the warehouse. But he didn’t recog
nize me as the lad who had slapped him 
down with a gun muzzle. At least, I 
don’t think he did. For there was noth
ing in his face that showed it. Anyway, 
that was my conclusion. Maybe I was 
wrong. I have been wrong before, you 
know. And what’s more, I expect to be 
wrong again.

This lad was not an expert shadow, 
or he knew I was on—and didn’t care. 
He stuck pretty close to me as I entered 
the station and went straight to the 
men’s wash-room. It was a good hour. 
Not many were hunting up trains. I 
wanted to get rid of him, and I didn’t 
intend to do it by jumping in and out of 
taxis at ten dollars a jump. Besides, I 
didn’t like this bird. He came from 
the enemy's camp. He had tried to take 
a shot at me, had nearly dug a piece out

of my shoulder—-and he couldn’t very 
well appeal to the police—and neither 
could I.

There was a bit of a thrill in walking 
down that station to the men’s wash
room. My right hand was sunk in my 
coat pocket. Of course it would be fool
ish for the lad behind me to open fire 
there in the public station. But such 
things have been done, you know. Any
way, at the first shot I ’d swing, draw 
and knock him over—that is, of course, 
if that first shot missed. That was 
where the thrill came in. And the 
longer the thrill, the more I began to 
dislike this second rate gunman who was 
following me. I have pride in my work. 
This lad should be disposed of quickly, 
cheaply. The finesse necessary for Greg
ory Ford’s little shadowing act would 
be wasted on this bird. What he needed 
was a pop in the mouth. And life is 
funny that way. You generally get 
what's coming to you.

I made the wash-room, just a few 
feet ahead of my heel. The door swung 
closed behind me. I looked down the 
length of that room. One man had his 
head buried in a wash basin; the attend
ant was cleaning out another bowl down 
the line—and there was no one else 
about. I turned quickly as the door 
swung open and the boy friend came in.
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One for the Book
B y  S T E W A R T  S T IR L IN G

Johnny H i Gear is an unbidden guest 
at a private pineapple party

HE Big man tilted 
the dull silk hat off a 
wind - tanned f o r e 
head, rested a foot on 
the brass rail and an 
elbow on the mahog
any:

“How long you been running a car
nival gyp, joey?”

The white mustaches of the old Ital
ian on the other side of the bar bristled, 
the musty skin flushed darkly and he 
turned frosty blue eyes in the direction 
indicated by the ebony cane which the 
other pointed at the far end of the 
speakeasy.

“Ha. Datta t ’ing, you mean? It is 
nota mine. . . .  I no lika you see it in 
my place.” He glared at the aluminum- 
painted machine, with its slots and dial 
and hand-crank, as if it were a danger
ous animal.

The man in evening dfess fished a 
slice of orange from the bottom of his 
glass.

“They’re rigged to clip seventy, eighty 
per cent for the house, aren’t they ? The 
suckers don’t ask for a break, do they? 
What the hell?”

The speakeasy proprietor shrugged.
“I don’t needa jack so bad. I t’s.a stick- 

up racket, mister, around men who been 
drinking. You know what?”

The other chewed the orange, shook 
his head.

“Lasta week, two deesa bums muscle 
in here and dump datta junk on my bar. 
‘Run it and like it,’ dey tella me. ‘Cut

-
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us for feefty a week and you taka de 
rest yourself.’ ”

The big man smiled.
“Baloney 1”
“I tol’ ’em where dey could stuffa de 

slot machine . . . and I kicked da col
lector out on his pants w’en he try gyp 
me for first week’s rent,” said the Italian.

“Watch your step, Joe.” The big man 
climbed into his overcoat. “You don’t 
want to be taking slugs, instead of the 
machine. Lot of these jack-pot babies 
are sniffers, you know.”

Little Joe Massetti nodded.
“Yellow-bellies w’en dey’re off a de 

stuff and mad dogs w’en dey have a 
card. . . .  I know, Johnny.”

“Well . . .  be seeing you.”
“Be good boy, Johnny.”
The big man closed the inside door 

after him and let himself out through 
the iron-grilled door which led to the 
areaway. Before he could swing the 
gate behind him, two figures stepped 
close beside him from the shadowy 
gloom under the steps.

“Back up . . . back up,” said one 
pleasantly.

Johnny hesitated. He could not see 
either of them clearly . . . could not 
be sure whether they carried guns.

“Whassa matt’r. Whass wrong?” he 
said thickly.

“Go on back, you mug.” The other 
man’s voice was a high, piping falsetto, 
“Reverse it.” He put a hand against 
Johnny’s chest, shoved hard.

Several things happened so fast as to 
be practically simultaneous: Johnny
slipped, he swung a short uppercut, his 
hat skidded off into the slush, something 
hard jabbed painfully in his stomach 
and he recognized it for an automatic 
while he was saying “Hah,” quite invol
untarily.

He had dropped his cane: now he 
lifted his arms from his sides and 
showed gloved palms.

“No need of the broderick,” he said, 
quietly. “And you won’t find any heavy 
dough on me, either . . . but go ahead.”

The pleasant voiced one swore sav-
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agely and swung a hard flat hand at his
face.

“----- S This ain’t Massetti. This
kluck’s twice as big as Little Joe—”

He poked the gun lower and Johnny 
grunted at the hurt.

“Jeeze,” squeaked the falsetto. “That’s 
a honey, boss. Nearly give the works to 
the wrong beezark.” He laughed, shrilly. 
“What we gonna do with him?”

The one with the gun kicked the silk 
hat to one side, picked up the cane and 
broke it over his knee.

“Ah, go on, you mug,” he snarled at 
Johnny. “Beat it before I change my 
mind and plug you.”

Johnny started up 'the three steps to 
the sidewalk when they pushed him. He 
sprawled flat in wet snow. Something 
hit him in the back of the head. . . .  It 
was the broken cane.

He got to his feet, fighting mad, saw 
the two figures watching, caught the re
flected gleam from the automatic; 
thought better of it.

He brushed his trousers and limped 
slowly down the street.

2

H IS face was scratched and bleeding, 
his shins ached, his groin pained 

fiercely. He was hatless, soaking wet and 
cold with rage.

But he walked far enough down the 
block to spot the black sedan with the 
open windows and 6oftly purring motor. 
The driver he deduced from a glowing 
cigarette tip; he could not see his face. 
The license was sure to be a fake, but 
he noted the cracked head-lamp, the 
dented fender and new hub-cap.

That watchful driver meant that 
whatever was due to happen at Little 
Joe’s would be over in a rush: if Johnny 
was going to  step into that picture he 
had to do it in a hurry. He turned and 
limped back towards the speakeasy.

Behind him, gears meshed softly; 
tires slithered in the snow. The getaway 
man was going into action.

All Johnny needed was a minute; he
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counted on uncertainty in the lookout’s 
mind for sixty seconds. As he dived into 
the areaway, he picked up the broken 
cane. He shoved the piece yfcith the crook 
on it, through the scrolled opening in the 
grille about a foot under the metal plate 
guarding the latch, held it hard against 
the knob inside, pressed and pushed up
wards slightly and leaned on the gate. 
There was a click; the door swung open.

He got inside, closed the door as the 
sedan slid to a stop before Little Joe’s 
place. The driver was on the running- 
board, as it pulled up.

Johnny paused at the inner door to 
work his gun free from his shoulder- 
holster; he put his ear to the wooden 
panel.

“Dio Mio! Notta dat. . . . ” Little 
Joe’s voice was hoarse with terror. “I’ll 
pay . . .  for da machine . . . don’t 
tnaka me—” The words ended with an 
unpleasant gurgling sound.

Johnny went in, quietly.
The white-haired old Italian was bent 

grotesquely backwards over his own bar, 
his head resting on the brass plate used 
to drain beer sloppings. A waxy-skinned, 
pinch-featured thin man behind the 
mahogany held the white hair in one 
hand while with the other he attempted 
to force something that shone of copper 
between the speakeasy proprietor’s 
clenched teeth.

A blocky, beefy-faced man with lus
treless gray eyes and a cruel slit of a 
mouth stood before Little Joe and 
twisted his wrists savagely.

“Swallow ’em, punk,” sneered the red
faced man, as Johnny got the door open. 
“Get ’em down. They’re only .32’s. Good 
f’r what ails you . . . cure guaranteed 
to last. Easier t’ chew ’em than have ’em 
pumped into you. This way you last 
three, four days. Maybe that’ll straighten 
up sorriea you gees that been high-hattin’ 
us lately.” He laughed as Waxy-Face 
stuck his thumbs into Massetti’s jaws 
and forced them open.

“Up,” snapped Johnny. “Way up. 
> . . quick!”

The man behind the bar let go Little

Joe’s hair, the Italian slumped to the 
floor in a faint and the beefy man 
whirled on his toes like a boxer.

“You?” He spat out a short, aston
ished sibilant and reached for his pocket.

Johnny put his right arm out low and 
straight.

“I’ll let you have it,” he warned.
A blunt-nosed automatic emerged 

from the stocky man’s coat. . . .
Johnny fired at his belt buckle; the 

man raised his gun slowly.
“Well!” Johnny let go twice more, 

point blank. He could not miss that 
chunky chest at eight feet. The man 
spun half-way round, his mouth opened 
noiselessly but he got his automatic on 
a line with Johnny’s heart,

Johnny swung to one side, there was 
a stab of light and something hit him 
in the shoulder like a sledgehammer 
blow. He tried to work the trigger again, 
heard his gun crash to the floor and 
realized that his right arm was useless.

The red-faced man took two steps for
ward and snarled:

“You hadda stick your -..dam nose
in. You asked for it, you-------------
so . . . ’’ he took deliberate aim, “here 
it is.”

Johnny ducked, let his knees buckle 
and rolled as he fell; powder grains 
stung the side of his face and the sound 
of the shot was deafening, but he felt 
no pain. His head crashed into the brass 
foot-rail, his shoulder lunged into the 
face of the bar and he wdndered what 
delayed the finishing shot.

. . . .  Then he heard the four quick 
notes of the Klaxon.

“Kippy,” shrilled a voice from the 
other side of the bar, “That’s Pete’6 
signal . . . c’mon . . . let’s scram.”

Johnny lay very still: perhaps they 
would think he was dead.

“We can’t leave no trail like this.” 
The thick-set man swore obscenely. 
“Frisk that wise guy. . . . I ’ll go 
through Massetti.”

The waxy-faced one kicked Johnny 
in the knee, flopped him over and took 
his wallet, cigarette case and a watch



One for the Book 67

that Johnny valued above price.
“Hop it up, Kippy,” begged the thin 

man. “C’mon.”
Little Joe had recovered, was on his 

knees, mumbling a prayer in Italian.
“Here you!” Johnny saw the man 

called Kippy take something like a big 
black egg from his overcoat and told it 
in front of the Italian’s eyes. “Here’s 
where you have one on th’ house . . . 
pineapple flavor.”

He pulled the pin and ran to the door; 
Waxy-Face was already outside.

“You won’t crash no more parties, 
wise guy,” snarled Kippy, looking at 
Johnny from the door. “You c’n go f ’r 
that . . . that’s one for the book.”

He tossed the bomb at Johnny and 
vanished.

3
LL Johnny c o u l d  
think of, during that 
split second, was that 
it was a hell of a 
way to cash in . . . 
with his head in a 
spittoon.

But his muscles flashed into action, 
even before the black egg which hatched 
death was out of Kippy’s hand; twisting 
and rolling his body towards the pro
tection of the battered iron safe at the 
end of the bar. He drew his legs under 
him, like a falling cat, covered his eyes 
with his good arm and ducked. . . .

. . .  he was lifted and slammed 
against the big iron box; the air was a 
paralyzing burst of searing flame and he 
lost consciousness.

How long he was out, he never knew; 
when he first heard the ringing of the 
concussion in his ears and opened his 
eyes, he could see nothing and thought, 
momentarily, that he was blind. Then he 
smelt the acrid fumes of powder and 
alcohol — realized that the lights must 
have been shattered—got a match from 
his pocket shakily.

Oouds of plaster dust and a rain of 
splinters and shattered glass obscured 
the wreckage, but he saw something

gruesome on the floor ten feet away— 
and winced as from a blow. He felt sick 
and weak, his, eyes were blurry and his 
hands unsteady at lighting the matches 
. . . but there was no need of worrying 
about Little Joe Massetti any more.

He leaned limply against the crazily 
uprooted bar and rescued a bottle which 
had not been smashed . . .  it had a 
Hennessey Three Star label . . .  he 
cracked off the neck, and let hot fluid 
pour into his bruised mouth. He wiped 
his face, wet with perspiration—and 
shivered. Why he had not been blown 
to bits like the red, raw thing on the 
floor there . . .  he did not know.

Presently his ears made out another 
sound than the high-pitched ringing 
which echoed and reechoed through his 
numbed brain — a confused noise of 
whistles blowing, people shouting, feet 
pounding on pavements.

Someone was hammering at the front 
door. In a minute or so the place would 
be seething with cops and plain-clothes- 
men . . but he couldn’t wait to see 
them. He had an appointment with a 
red-faced man and a coke, and he had 
to be in shape to keep that date. He 
couldn’t do it in Bellevue, or in the 
Tombs as a material witness. Even the 
fact that he was on the confidential list 
of the Commissioner as an under-cover 
man wouldn’t help him in this jam.

He got some more of the Three Star 
down and shook his head to clear it. His 
right hand was w et; he looked down, it 
was covered with blood. Gritting his 
teeth he got the hand in his overcoat 
pocket, with the aid of his left. Then 
he picked up the gun . . . there were 
still three shots left . . .  he remem
bered.

The noise at the front door had re
doubled. i ,

He picked his way over debris, across 
the horrible thing that had been Little 
Joe Massetti but five minutes ago, and 
found what he was looking fo r: the trap 
door to the barrel cellar. Every speake 
has one.

He lifted the iron ring, tugged and
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got the trap open. He backed down the 
beer-soaked stairs just as the iron-grille 
crashed open and feet hurried along the 
corridor to the inner door. He dropped 
the trap above him.

The cellar was pitch-dark, slimy with 
grease and seepage, close and fetid. He 
got out a match, lit it and worked his 
way towards the front of the cellar. 
There would be a street-level opening 
somewhere . . . twice a week the furni
ture van would pull up and drop fifteen 
or twenty half barrels of Jersey beer 
down that opening, after paying the cop- 
tax of a dollar a barrel.

He located it by the time the emer
gency patrol and the ambulance pulled 
up in front of the speakeasy. They 
would search the cellar in a few min
utes, of that he was sure. So he pushed 
the metal hatch open and looked out; 
there were a dozen people in the street 
and two internes getting a stretcher 
ready. He bit his lips as he thought of 
getting what was left of Little Joe on 
a stretcher.

There would be a bluecoat in the area 
and more Qn the way. He had to bluff it 
out now, if he was to make it good.

“Jeeze!” He shouted to one of the by
standers, a negro musician bound Har- 
lemwards after his night-club duties. 
“What happened . . • hey ?”

“Still blew up, boss.” The black man 
hurried on, anxious to be the first to 
give information. “Wop runs a still— 
that’s what they say, boss.”

“Crying out loud,” said Johnny. 
“Scared me so I fell off a pile of bar
rels. Here . . . gimme a hand; I ’ve got 
a game wrist.”

The negro reached down to the load
ing platform, heaved him flat on the 
sidewalk. Johnny got to his feet, dizzily.

“Lordy, boss . . . you look like you 
was inside that still. The kvop’s croaked 
. . . they gone in for him.”

“I’m kayo. Just scratched up a little. 
I gotta report this . . . I ’m supposed to 
be watchman . . . ”

Johnny thought the explanation was 
pretty cockeyed, but he couldn’t  dope out

anything better . . . and he started 
down the street. Curious eyes followed 
him—suspicious whispers followed him 
. . . but none of them belonged to uni
forms, so Johnny sauntered on casually.

He turned up his coat collar to hide 
the dirt and blood on his collar and shirt.

Fifty feet from the Avenue he looked 
back at the gathering crowd—and saw a 
black sedan creeping slowly along be
hind him, close to the curb. It had a 
cracked head-lamp and a dented fender.

He broke into a run, pulling out his 
gun. At the corner is a church; the car 
caught up to him as he dodged into the 
blackness of the chapel door. Orange 
blades of light knifed through the 
sedan’s windows. . . . Stone chipped 
from the portals and lead rang against 
bronze doors.

Johnny steadied himself, fired three 
times from a crouch as the car passed. 
The black car swerved suddenly, hur
dled the opposite curb and smashed head 
on into an iron railing; finally flopping 
on its side.

4

TWO men got out of the rear of the 
car and ran around the corner; one 

was a short stocky figure, the other thin 
and taller. The driver of the car did not 
move; looked as if he were asleep at the 
wheel. Traffic whistles shrilled; down 
the block behind him a motorcycle stut
tered into rapid-fire. '

Johnny tried the church door. It was 
unlocked. He wandered through the 
high-vaulted chapel, sat in one of the 
pews for a minute to pull his shaken 
nerves together.

Voices came to him from the dim, 
quiet vault above him . . . then he 
realized, with a start, that those voices 
were real. Here, in the church, close to 
him. He dropped on his knees and 
crouched low.

“. . . all covered . . .  if we can smoke 
this high-hat baby . . .  what’s his name ?” 

It was Kippy. Johnny began crawl
ing on one hand and a knee, but he kept
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his gun in the hand on which he rested 
his weight and went softly.

“John Hiram Gear . . . Hotel Metro- 
pole . . . what a break . . said the 
other, shrill voice. Johnny cursed 
through his teeth; they had taken his 
wallet—he had forgotten that. In his 
wallet were cards, papers and . . .  a 
sweet roll of the ready. Well, he had 
to get them before they got him . . . and 
he had been planning to do just that, 
for Little Joe’s sake, as well as his 
own. . . .

He reached the door of the anteroom, 
through which one might have access 
to the great hall of the church . . . and 
the Avenue. The voices had ceased. 
He got his head around the corner of 
the door, his gun lifted.

The place was but faintly lighted, but 
he could see that it was empty. He got 
to his feet in time to hear the sound of 
a gently closing door. He walked un
steadily through the minister’s room, 
down the long, carpeted aisle past the 
high pulpit, to the high, paneled doors.

By the time he reached the Avenue, 
there was only a cruising yellow to be 
seen . . . and a knot of curious men be
ing shoved back from the ruin of the 
black sedan.

Johnny hailed the taxi.
“Metropole . . .  in a rush, buddy,” he 

said.
“My —— ! fella!” The driver turned 

around in his seat. “You been hurt. 
Better let me take you to a hospital.”

“I said . . . the Metropole. And snap 
it up. If I wanted to go to a hospital 
I ’d—”

There was a backfire noise and the 
side window of the cab made a queer 
tinkling sound: a thousand little cracks 
radiated from the round hole a foot 
from Johnny’s head.

“Now . . . will you step on it?” Johnny 
swore harshly . . . the driver galvanized 
into activity, jerked his clutch in and 
the car leaped forward.

"Listen . . . you,” he said in a scared 
voice, as he wheeled the machine around 
a corner by inches. I gotta damn’ good

mind to take you around to Forty-sev
enth Street. By jeeze . . .  I think that’s 
where you belong . . . you look as if 
you’d mixed pp in something . . .”

Johnny worked his gun free once 
more, kept it fwhere the jockey wouldn’t  
see it and chuckled:

“Don’t be a sap. If there was any
thing wrong with me, would I be asking 
you to take me to the Metropole ? I live 
there . . . you can check me up with 
the doorman. And if you get me there 
fast, so’s the house doc can fix these 
scratches of mine . . .” he gritted his 
teeth as his arm jolted against the rock
ing side of the taxi . . . “there’s a ten- 
spot in it, for you.” There was some
thing less negotiable in it, if he refused, 
Johnny thought, grimly.

“Say, get me right . . . I ’m no yel
low-belly,” said the driver. “But I 
don’t hire out to be shot at . . . and 
somebody’s got to pay for that glass.”

Johnny grunted. They were pulling 
up before the hotel now.

“Coupla stick-up gees, that was. They 
tried to put the stopper on me once be
fore, tonight. . .  that’s all there is to it.” 
Johnny tried to make his voice convinc
ing.

“Oh, yeah?” The driver was skepti
cal. “And don’t forgetsis. . . .  I gotta 
make a report on this . . . you better be 
on the up-an’-up, or they’ll be puttin’ 
the finger on you.” He stopped the car 
with a jerk.

The doorman was there. Johnny got 
out of the car, painfully.

“What’s my name, Timmy?” He 
grinned at the big, jovial, uniformed 
Irishman.

“Ye don’t even know th’ name of 
yourself, is it? “The doorman came 
closer. “And have ye been hittin’ th’ 
high spots, th’,night, Mister Gear?”

“Hell,” said the driver. “I thought 
I'd seen your- pan before . . . you’re 
Johnny Hi Gear, the big dice an’ card 
boy, uh?”

Johnny said: “Lend me a ten-spot, 
Timmy.”

Timmy looked wonderingly at the.
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bruised face, the shattered window and 
the coat-sleeve stuck in the right-hand 
pocket.

“Sure . . . sure,” he hastened. “You 
better git inside, Mister Qear. . . . I ’ll 
take care of the taxi,” ,,

“Give him a tenner,” said Johnny 
from the revolving doors. “And much 
obliged.”

He got up to his room, with no more 
attention than the surprised glances of 
early morning scrub-women cleaning the 
lobby, the proffered assistance of a bell
hop and the unexpressed curiosity of the 
elevator-boy.

When he got to his room, he locked 
the door, got out a cigarette and sat on 
the bed beside the phone.

“Let me talk to Doc Benter,” he said 
to the sleepy phone operator. “Hello, 
Doe . . . this is Johnny Gear. C’mon 
over. And bring your kit of tools. . . . 
Oh, I had an argument with a telephone 
pole,” he finished with a chuckle. He 
eased himself down to wait.

Three minutes later there was a knock 
on the door.

He opened it.
“Positively my last appearance,” said 

Kippy. “Get back,. . . go on.”

5

HE cigarette was be- 
SV’tfiL tween Johnny’s lips.

t0°k a drag on it,
w M u lg fflM . blew the smoke in 

wMK $ \ Kippy’s f a c e  and
■ walked slowly back-

ward. The other fol
lowed closely; shut the 

door and locked it.
“We was expectin’ you to buzz th’ 

house-doc,” he said in a flat, brittle tone. 
“So little Egghead is sittip’ on Benter's 
belly, right now.” He backed Johnny 
into the armchair before the little writ
ing table, put a hand against his chest 
and shoved him to a sitting position. 
“Anyhow, you ain’t gonna need no doc.”

Johnny said: “Hell you say.”
Kippy reached over his shoulder, got

the desk drawer open and pulled out 
paper and pen.

“You’re gonna go bye-bye, sucker. 
But I ’ll deal you a break . . . you can 
pick y’r exit.”

“That’s nice.” Johnny thought he 
knew what the letter-paper meant.

“Yeah. If you act wise, you can take 
a punch on the chin and let the bulls 
pick you up f’r the Massetti kill. Just 
write a little note right now telling ’em 
how you happened to bump him off with 
one ’f these Dago footballs . . . make 
it plenty strong, too. Then . . . ”

Johnny grinned.
“—Then you put a rod in my chest 

and let go—that it?”
Kippy lifted gross eyebrows in mock 

amazement.
“Don’t be like that. Why should I 

trig you when you’re a swell out f’r 
me an’ Egghead? Huh? Be your age.”

Johnny tapped the pen with his left 
hand.

“No sale. I can’t use my right mitt, 
at all.”

Kippy kicked viciously; his heavy 
boot caught Johnny in the ankle and he 
cried out, involuntarily.

“Use your left,” snarled the beefy- 
faced man. “Or I don’t give a damn 
what you use. But write that note, 
now . . .  or take a drag on this . . .” he 
snatched the cigarette out of Johnny’s 
mouth and jammed his automatic sav
agely against Johnny’s teeth.

Johnny rolled with the blow, closed his 
eyes, said “nnnh-h-h” dully and fell over 
on the floor. Kippy gave him the boot 
in the ribs, but Johnny didn’t stir.

Kippy swore in disgust.
“Out like a light . . . well, baby, I’ll 

bring you back to life.” He went into 
the bathroom and ran the water. Then 
he came back, got an arm under John
ny’s head and poured ice-water down 
his neck.

Johnny sat up, dizzily.
Kippy was squatting near him, a glass 

in his left hand, the gun in his right. 
The little, pale eyes were sneering.

“Come out of it, delicate. You gotta
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letter t ’ write. Don’t forget it.”
Johnny saw something on the carpet, 

it glittered faintly in the darkness of 
the rich maroon velvet.

“Yeah.” He spoke thickly, “Sure.” 
He leaned forward, got his left hand 
over the object and added: “You’ll have 
to lift me.”

Kippy said: “Get up yourself, you 
----- ! And get up now,”

Johnny lurched to his feet, swung a 
little and tossed something out of the 
open window'.

Kippy lifted the automatic menac
ingly.

“What the hell . . . what’d you chuck 
outa that window? What was it?” He 
took a step forward, his head lowered, 
his eyes glittering.

Johnny sat down, reached for the 
pack of cigarettes on the desk.

“Mind if I smoke?” He spoke very 
politely.

Kippy showed uneven, gold-capped 
teeth.

“What — was — that—you—threw ?” 
he said, spacing his words carefully.

Johnny flipped open his lighter.
“My life insurance,” he said, easily. 

“The key to this room.” Kippy’s finger 
tightened on the trigger and Johnny 
tried to keep his voice calm and steady. 
“You won’t want to be found in here 
with a hundred and eighty pounds of 
first-degree evidence, will you, Kippy?”

The stubby finger relaxed its pres
sure on the trigger, the gun dropped 
muzzle-down and the stocky man backed 
towards the other side of the room. 
Then he whirled quickly and tried the 
door; he had locked it himself . . . and 
now there was no way to get out.

“All right . . .  all right,” he said. 
“Don’t think that’ll keep you from 
takin’ the full dose, Mister Johnny Hi 
Gear. . . .  I been in tighter spots than 
this, an’ I ’m still pickin’ ’em up an’ layin’ 
’em down.”

He reversed the gun, walked deliber
ately to Johnny’s chair and clubbed him 
twice, where the bullet had hit his right 
shoulder.

Johnny thought he was going to pass 
out of the picture for good, but he man
aged to keep a grip on his reeling senses. 
Kippy smashed the Colt against the side 
of Johnny’s fate as a final caress, went 
to the phone and called: “Doc Benter, 
please.”

“Hello . . . Egghead? Listen close, 
kid. Johnny’s done a fadeaway . . . and 
I want doc to come right up . . . but 
Johnny locked th’ door before he 
fainted. Get th’ extra key from the desk 
and jump right up. . . . Right?”

He hung up.
“You got just as long as it takes Egg

head to beat it up here, to get ready 
for the big dive, mug. I had just 
enough of y’r ------dam’ . .

He looked in astonishment at the bed, 
across the room—a lazy coil of thick, 
white smoke was curling from the floor 
like mist.

Johnny spoke from the floor, where 
he had dived when his lighter had ig
nited the edge of the woolly blankets, 
the sheet and mattress:

“Think it over, hard-boiled. You’re 
in bad enough, as it is.”

He threw one of his shoes through 
the window.

6

IPPY  stared.
The cloth smoked furiously; oily 

waves of thick gray fumes oozed to the 
window level, eddied around the ceiling.

Then the man across the room ran to 
the bathroom. Johnny got to his knees, 
used his left hand to yank the curtains 
from their wooden cornice and throw 
them on the blazing blankets.

Kippy dashed out of the bathroom, 
panic in his fish-like eyes; his voice 
throaty with fear:

“Jeeze . . . You wanta burn us t’ 
death? You wanta . . . ” he spilled half 
a tumbler of water three feet from the 
blaze. The smoke was quite dense now.

Johnny got to his feet; grabbed the 
phone and hollered: “Fire . . . fire!” 
loudly. Then he left the receiver off
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the hook and said: “The John Laws will 
be here before your pal, Egghead, makes 
the grade. What about it, Kippy?”

“----- 1” The other screamed in rage
and fright. “I’ll fix your works, you 
crazy . . .”

There was a knocking at the door.
"Who’s inside? Who’s in there?’’ 

said a voice. It was not Egghead.
“Get the police!” yelled Johnny. “And 

bring an extinguisher.’’
“Open the door . . . what’s burning ?” 

The voice was getting excited.
Kippy gulped in the fog-like coils of 

thick, acrid smoke. He slipped the safety 
on his automatic and stuck it under the 
bed, fired once, twice. Then he put .a 
bullet through the pillows . . . another 
through the foot of the bed.

Johnny crawled past him through 
the smoke to the bathroom, got inside 
and closed the door, turned the lock. 
There was a ventilator which kept the 
air a little clearer; outside the curtains 
had blazed up . , . one of the chair seats 
was beginning to burn.

Feet were padding up and down the 
corridor; voices came over the tran
som in fragmentary clarity:

" . . .  Sent in the alarm . . . break it 
down . . . something about police . . . 
that’s Johnny Hi Gear’s room. . . .”

Johnny ran water in the bowl; drank 
a glass of ice-water. His arm and 
shoulder were one throbbing ache. His 
face was swollen and bleeding . . . his 
lips cut and bruised. One ankle was 
knifing him with pain.

Ping! The medicine-cabinet mirror 
tinkled to the wash-bowl in silvery, 
shattered bits of glass. Kippy was try
ing to write him off the books.

He stepped into the bathtub, turned 
on the cold shower and watched a row 
of little holes appear in the panels of the 
door. Concrete chipped from the walls 
and metal rang loudly, but he was un
touched.

Crash! Someone was trying to break 
down the door. Why didn’t the fools get 

, the duplicate key, Johnny wondered. 
Then he realized that it was Kippy who

was trying to smash his way through 
to freedom.

The falling rain of cool water cleared 
the air a bit—he could breathe more 
easily now. He sniffed; there was a 
pungent odor in the smoke . . .  he recog
nized it for extinguisher-fluid . . . they 
must be putting it in through the tran
som.

Then someone was hammering on the 
bathroom door:

“Open up . . . come out of there, you 
fool . . .  do you hear ? Come o u t. . . the 
fire’s over.”

It was a new voice and Johnny turned 
the lock and stepped out. Water dripped 
off him in pools; his clothing was plas
tered to his skin and he could only stand 
erect with an effort.

A smallish, black-haired man in a 
derby hat and a dark suit stood outside 
the bathroom door; the room was full of 
men seen vaguely through the wreaths 
of smoke which drifted out through the 
wide-flung windows.

“Well . . . maybe you’ll tell us what 
it’s all about?”

“Get him?” Johnny started stripping 
off wet clothing, grunted with the re
action from his shoulder. The corridor 
was crowded with curious guests, bell
hops, maids, policemen.

The houseman gave him a hand with 
his soaking coat.

“Boy! You’re plugged, for fair. 
What happened?”

“Did you nail him?’’ Johnny wanted 
to know, wringing water from his trous
ers, kicking off his remaining shoe. The 
walls of the room were smoke-stained, 
discolored; the carpet was a mess. Cur
tains and draperies had been torn down, 
pictures smashed . . . and the bed 
smelled like burning goat-hair.

One of the harness bulls stepped in:
“That bird . . . the one with the 

burned face . . . was he the one who
was shooting off that rod? M y ----- !
man! You’re hurt!”

Johnny swore softly as he got into a 
dry dressing gown; he had to lift his 
right arm into the sleeve.
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"Some,” he admitted. “That’s a 
present from the . . . gee you let walk 
away . . . suppose he’s halfway . . . 
to Albany by now.” Talking was pain
ful.

"Oh, yeah?” The bluecoat was 
scowling. “Listen, fella. That play
mate of yours is with Sergeant Con
nolly, right now. At the doctor’s. He 
got burned, half the skin is off his face. 
But he’s where we can put the bracelets 
on him; if he’s the rod that worked on 
you . . . we’ll be havin’ fun.”

Johnny said: “Oh! At the doctor’s? 
With a sergeant ? We better snap down 
there, pronto. Maybe . . . your officer 
will need the doc . . . unless . . . ”

. . .  It was a curious procession, that 
pell-mell rush down the two flights of 
stairs: half-dressed women, timorous 
bell-hops, plain-clothesmen . . . and 
Johnny.

The door to Doc Renter’s room was -
open.

Sergeant Connolly lay on his face, his 
arms outstretched. The house physi
cian was in the closet, trussed up with 
belts and cords. Connolly had been hit
from behind, with a blackjack. The 
doctor was unconscious, but unhurt.

On the desk, under a green-shaded 
lamp, lay a silver hypodermic.

7
HEY untied the doc- 

■fSf tor, gave him whiskey
, *  and let him talk. The

M  BMggjv sergeant didn’t re-
J |i  spond so easily.

the thin one,” mum
bled the physician. 

"He’s full of cocaine.. . .  Hello, Johnny. 
You look bad . . . who’s the policeman?” 
They got the story from him, in bits. 
Egghead and Kippy had jumped him, 
after gaining entrance to his room in 
the guise of patients. Kippy had de
parted: Egghead had tried one means 
of crude torture after another until the 
doctor had consented to reveal the small

stock of drugs he had. Then the thin 
man had stoked up . . .  he was as dan
gerous as a mad dog, thought Benter.

The officer came to, after a minute or 
so, but it was another five before he 
could explain.

"Had this heavy-set one in front of 
me” . . .  he put a hand to his aching head 
and rested his elbows on knees, dis- 
spiritedly. “Didn’t know which one was 
the doc . . .  he got back of me, for a 
second, and gave me the tap . . . where’d 
they go?”

Nobody knew.
Cops ran around in circles; bandages 

and plaster were put in action; Johnny’s 
arm got attention; telephones went hot
wire with overwork—but Kippy and the 
Egghead had vanished into thin air.

“You better get a good, long sleep, 
Johnny.” Benter was finishing the 
dressing on his arm. “I suppose the 
precinct will want to nurse you in Belle
vue, as a material witness . . . but I can 
stall ’em off for a day, maybe. Urgent 
danger . . . infection . . . you know.”

“Thanks a lot,” said Johnny. “I don’t 
want to be cooped up, right now. I got 
things to do.”

“You better not do ’em,” growled 
Benter. “You mean hunting for that 
couple of thugs? Lay off—leave it to 
the cops.”

“They’ll never lam outa here.” The 
bluecoat who had been left by the ser
geant’s orders, as a guard over Johnny, 
was heavily confident. '

Johnny said: “Yeah?” and got a 
hooker of rye inside his belt. The cop 
took one, with him.

“They know these babies,” nodded the 
patrolman. “Kippy Minzer . . . he’s got 
a record like Legs Di-mond . . . out on 
parole now, he is . . . Thanks.” The 
second glass followed the first in close 
formation . . . then a third.

"Slot machine was his racket?” 
Johnny inquired as he filled the cop’s 
glass for the fifth time.

“You know it.” The officer unbut
toned the top button of his coat. “Them 
slot machines, now. They’re lousy. . . .
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Jeeze, this’s good stuff.” He held his 
glass to the light admiringly.

‘‘Have another.” Johnny got amber 
liquid right up to the brim, nodded af
fably, though his arm hurt like hell. 

“Mind ’f I do,” said the policeman. 
“Warms you up,” Johnny filled up 

more glasses and Benter, refusing one, 
watched him curiously. Two more but
tons came free on the blue coat. Then 
the officer stepped out of the room for 
a minute.

“Got a gun, doc?”
“Sure, Johnny . . . but I wouldn’t let 

you have it, shape you’re in.”
“Hell. Self-protection, doc. This 

dumb bunny in uniform would be about 
as much use in a jam as nothing at all. 
He’s cocked, now.”

“Mm, huh.” The doctor went over 
to a closet, took something off the shelf. 
He laid it on the desk beside Johnny.

“Don’t say I gave it to you. It’s a 
.32 . . . and all ready to work. But you 
pinched it, if anything happens. I never 
gave it to you. . . .”

Johnny got the gun in his left dress- 
ing gown pocket and grinned.

“That’s my story, too.”
“What you goin’ to do, now you’ve 

got it ?”
“Listen, doc.” Johnny got over near 

the door, stood with his back to the wall. 
“I’m the only witness to a pineapple
throwing that these two worked early 
this morning. The man that went out 
was a good friend of mine. They tried 
to get me, too . . . but I got a break. 
I ’m going to turn ’em up, before they 
turn me up. They came into the Metro- 
pole to put the tag on me . . . and again 
I had some luck. So . . .”

“Maybe you won’t be so fortunate 
the third time.”

Johnny said: “I’d thought about that.” 
The patrolman came in the room, 

bleary-eyed. Johnny edged through 
the door without waiting to hear what 
explanation the doctor might give. He 
was at the turn of the corridor when the 
door opened and the bluecoat bellowed: 

“Hey, you. Hey, Mister Gear. Hey!

You can’t  run away like that . . .”
It was an effort to climb the two 

flights of stairs. He was short of breath 
when he reached the end of the corridor 
leading to his room.

There was a big closet five feet away 
and Johnny paid it no attention, but the 
minute of waiting to get his breath was 
the margin between death and life, 
for . . .

. . . The door opened, an inch at a 
time, the aperture away from him. 
Noiselessly he got to the stair-door and 
stepped into the well. Through a half
inch crack he could see Kippy, sidling 
along the wall towards the door of the 
room he had left only an hour before. 
He tried the door, called softly, found 
no one on guard and went in.

Johnny’s first impulse was to fol
low—then he remembered Egghead. 
That coke-eater would be nearby . . . 
but where. Johnny thought he knew. 
He stepped to the closet, got his gun 
out and said:

“Come out, Egghead . . . and come 
out backward, too. When you’ve got 
the door open, chuck your rod on the 
floor.”

The closet door opened slowly.

8

JOHNNY saw a thin back, jabbed 
his .32 at it and heard something 

drop on the floor. He picked it up by 
the trigger guard, stuffdd it in a side 
pocket, with his left hand.

“Ever hear how a man dies with a 
hole in his kidneys ?” Johnny was walk
ing Egghead down the hall, keeping 
close behind him, prodding him with the 
revolver. “Takes a week or ten days 
. . . they say its the most terrible way 
to kick in, that there is.”

“You got me wrong, mister. I never 
hurt no one. Not me. You got me 
wrong.”

“I’ve got you right, Egghead. You’re 
going to stay that way. And—unless 
you want me to drill two holes in your 
kidneys, you’ll tell Kippy to come out,
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when we get to my room. Ask him nice 
and quiet. Say I’ve gone to the hospital. 
Make it sound natural . . .  or else . . .”

Egghead started to turn around. 
Johnny drew the gun back six inches 
and lunged at the small of the thin man’s 
back. It straightened him up like a gal
vanic shock.

They halted in front of Johnny’s 
room.

“Do your stuff,” whispered Johnny.
Egghead started to swing his right 

arm, backward and forward, just a little, 
but he said nothing.

“Stick your arms up. Clasp those 
mitts behind your neck. Go on . . .  or 
I ’ll give it to you right now. That’s 
better. Now talk!”

Egghead muttered something unintel
ligible.

“When I count three . . . I ’ll pull the 
trigger,” Johnny said softly. “One, 
two, thr—”

“Kippy!” Egghead’s voice was shrill.
"You lousy fink . . . what you doing 

out in that hall?” The man inside was 
sore.

“Boss! We • better scram. That 
mug’s not cornin’ back today. They took 
him to the hospital.”

“Shut up. Do what I told you, or I ’ll 
come out there and blow you apart— 
hear me ?”

Johnny put his mouth close to Egg
head’s ear:

“Tell him to go to hell . . . you’re go
ing to beat it,” he whispered.

Kippy said: “You going?”
“You go to hell. . . I ’m gonna scram.”
Egghead’s tone was not defiant, but 

the words carried sufficient surprise, for 
the door opened.

Kippy looked into the muzzle of John
ny’s gun and lowered his head, as a bull 
does when it makes its charge.

“I’ll be a -------------,” he said. “You
double-crossing dope, you . . .”

“That’ll be all,” said Johnny. “Get up 
those mitts.”

“He made me, boss,” whimpered Egg
head.

“Yeah?” Kippy’s hand went to his 
left shoulder and Johnny fired. Not at 
the chest, not at the stomach. Right be
tween the eyes.

There was a simultaneous spurt of 
hot flame from Kippy’s gun.

Egghead murmured: “Ah 1” in aston
ishment and buckled at the knees,

“You’ve got a bullet-proof vest, Kip
py,” said Johnny. “And I had this snow
bird, for my bullet-proof. That’s an 
even break.”

Kippy could not hear him. He lay, 
face down, over the threshold of the 
wrecked room. A thin stream of dark 
red ran away from his forehead like a 
piece of cord.

The policeman he had slipped came 
pounding down the hall.

“Say, you,” he bellowed, belligerently.
“Pipe down. Get a little sense, cop

per. This is a break for you, if you 
use your head. You’ve been in on a 
cleanup—if I say so.”

“Well. . . .” The officer was dubious.
“Get a load of this,” said Johnny in 

an undertone. “You came up to my 
room with me . . .  an errand, see . . . 
and they shot it out with us. You get a 
rating, account of this, if you’re smart.”

“Sure,” breathed the cop. “I make 
you, mister. You sure are a busy little 
powder-burner, ain’t you?”

Johnny felt very tired.
“I ’m gping back to doc’s room. I 

need a good double-order of sleep. But 
don’t forget, what I told you. How it 
happened,”

“I’ll play ball,” said the man in uni
form. “What'll I do with this . . .” he 
turned Egghead over. The coke’s face 
was pasty-gray and his lips were blue.

Johnny looked at the wet spot on the 
thin man’s vest,

“He might be patched up for the 
chair,” he said, finally. “Anyway . . . 
he’s got a chance.”

“I’ll take him in,” said the cop.
“Hell, yes.” Johnny walked towards 

the stairs, through the curious crowd. 
“He’s one for the book, all right.”



Gerry Kells from  the East, who 
pulled a “ fast one”  in  West Coast 
gambling, skirts the edges of the 
politica l racket and sits in  when the 

blow-off comes

Lead

T one-thirty, Kells 
got out of a cab and 
went into the Sixth 
Street entrance of the 
Howard Hotel. In 
the elevator he said: 
“Four.” Around two 

turns, down a short corridor, he 
knocked at a heavy old-fashioned door. 

A voice yelled: “Come in.”
There were three men in the small 

room. One sat at a typewriter near the 
window. He had a leathery good- 
natured face, and he spoke evenly into 
the telephone beside him: “Sure. . . . 
Sure. . . .”

The other two were playing cooncan 
on a suit-box balanced on their laps. 
One of them put down his hand, put the 
suit-box on the floor, stood up,

Kells said: “Fenner.”
The man at the telephone put one 

hand over the mouthpiece, turned his 
head to call through an open door be
hind him: “A gent to see you, L.D,” 

The man who had stood up, walked 
to the door and nodded at someone in 
the next room and turned to Kells. “In 
here.”

Kells went past him into the room and 
closed the door behind him. That room 
was larger. Fenner, a slight, silver- 
haired man of about fifty, was lying on 
a bed in his trousers and undershirt. 
There was an electric-light on the wall 
behind the bed. Fenner put down the 
paper he had been reading and swung 
up to sit facing Kells. He said: “Sit 
down,” and picked up his shoes and put 
them on. Then he'went over and raised 
the blind on one of the windows that 
looked out on Spring Street. He said: 
“Well, Mister Kells, is it hot enough 
for you?”

Kells nodded, said sarcastically:
76
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“You’re harder to see than De Mille. I 
called your hotel and they made me get 
a Congressional O. K. and make out a 
couple dozen affidavits before they gave 
me this number.” He jerked his head 
towards the little room through which 
he had entered. “What’s it all about 
L.D. ?”

Fenner sat down in a big chair and 
smiled sleepily. He took a crumpled 
package of Home Runs out of his 
pocket, extracted a cigarette and lighted 
it. “About a year ago,” he said, “a 
man named Dickinson—a newspaper
man—came out here with a bright idea 
and a little capital, and started a scandal- 
sheet called The Coaster 

Fenner inhaled his cigarette deeply, 
blew a soft gray cone of smoke towards 
the ceiling. “He ran it into the ground 
on the blackmail side and got into a 
couple libel jams. . . .”

Kells said: “I remember. . . .”
Fenner went on: “I got postpone

ments on the libel cases and I got the 
injunction raised. Now it’s the Coast 
Guardian; A Political Weekly for 
Thinking People. Dickinson is still the 
editor and publisher, and”—he smiled 
thinly—“I ’m the silent partner. The 
first number comes out next week, no 
sale, we give it away.”

Kells said: “The city campaign ought 
to start rolling along about next 
week. . . . ” \

Fenner slapped his knee in mock sur
prise. “By George! That’S a coinci
dence.” He sat grinning, contentedly at 
Kells. Then his face hardened a little 
and a faint fanatical twinkle came into 
his eyes. He spoke, and it was as if 
he had said the same thing many times 
before. “I’m a working boss, Mister 
Kells. I gave this city the squarest deal 
it ever had. They beat my men at the

polls last time, but b y ----- ! they
didn’t beat me—and next election 
day I ’m going to take the city 
back”—he paused, and then very 
pointedly made the pun—“like 
Bow took Richman.”

Kells said: “I doubt it.” He 
smiled a little to take the edge
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off his words, went on: “What did you 
get from Perry?”

“Nothing.” Fenner yawned. “I got 
to his wife right after you called and 
gave her your message and arranged 
for her bail. She’s witness number one 
for the State. It took me a little longer 
to beat the incommunicado on Perry, 
and when I saw him and told him she 
had confessed that he killed Haardt, he 
closed up like a clam.”

Kells took off his hat and rubbed his 
scalp violently with his fingers. “It 
must have taken a lot of pressure to
make a yellow -----  like him pipe
down.”

Fenner said: " Who killed Haardt?” 
“Perry’ll do for a while, won’t he?” 

Kells put his hat on.
“Are you sure you’re in the clear?” 
“Yes.” Kells stood up. “You’ve got 

enough to work on. Lieutenant Reilly, 
who was your best in on the force, is 
in a play with Jack Rose to take over 
the town and open it up over your head. 
Dave Perry was in on it. They want it 
all, and they figure that you and I and a 
few more of the boys are in their way.” 

He walked over to the window and 
looked down at the swarming traffic on 
Spring Street. “Doc Haardt was in 
their way—figure it out for yourself.” 

Fenner said: “You act like you know 
what you’re talking about.”

“I do.”
Fenner went on musingly: “One of 

the advantages of a reform administra
tion is that you can blame it for every
thing. Maybe opening up the town for 
a few weeks isn’t such a bad idea.” 

“But it’s nice to know about it when 
you’re supposed to be the boss. . . 
Kells smiled. “And it won’t be so hot 
when it gets so wide open that a few 
of Reilly and Rose’s imports from the 
East come up here and shove a machine- 
gun down your throat.”

Fenner said: “No.”
“Me, I ’m going to scram,” Kells went 

on. “I came out here to play, and by
the----- if I can’t play here I’ll go back
to Broadway. My fighting days are over,”

Fenner stared quizzically at Kell’s 
battered face, smiled. “You’d better 
stick around,” he said—"I like you.” 

“That’s fine." Kells went to a table 
and poured himself a glass of water 
from a big decanter. “No, I ’m going 
down to the station and see if they want 
to ask any questions, and then I ’m go
ing home and pack. I ’ve got reserva
tions on the Chief: six o’clock.”

Fenner stood up. “That’s too bad,” 
he said. “I have a hunch that you and 
I would be a big help to one an
other.”

He held out his hand, Kells shook it, 
turned and went to the door. Then he 
turned again, slowly. “One other thing,” 
he said. “There’s a gal out here—■ 
name’s Granquist—came out with a 
couple of Rose’s boys—claims to have 
a million dollars’ worth of lowdown on 
the administration. I can’t use it. 
Maybe you can get together.”

Fenner said: “Fine. How much does 
she want ?”

Kells hesitated a bare moment. 
“Fifteen grand.”

Fenner whistled. “It must be good,” 
he said. “Send her out to my hotel. 
Send her out tonight—I’ll throw a party 
for her.”

“She’ll go for that. She’s Scotch- 
screwy.” Kells grinned and went out 
the door and closed it behind him.

He went into the Police Station, into 
the reporters’ room to the right of the 
entrance. Shep Beery Iboked up over
his paper and said: “M y ------! What
happened to your face?”

They were alone in the room. Kells 
looked with interest at the smudged 
pencil drawings on the walls. He sat 
down. “I got it caught in a revolving- 
door,” he said. “Does anyone around 
here want to talk to me?”

“I do, for one.” Beery put the paper 
down and leaned across his desk. 
“What’s the inside on all this, Gerry?” 

“All what?”
Beery spread the paper, pointed to 

headlines: Perry Indicted for Haardt 
Murder; W ife Confesses. Beery’s
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finger moved across the page: Gam
bling Barge Bums; 200 Narrowly Es
cape Death When Joanna D. Sinks.

Kells laughed. “Probably just news
paper stories,” he said.

“No fooling, Gerry, give me a lead.” 
Beery was intensely serious.

Kells said: “You or your sheet?”
“That’s up to you.”
Kells trailed a long white finger over 

his discolored right eye. “If you read 
your paper a little more carefully,” he 
said, “you’ll find where an unidentified 
man was found dead near a wharf at 
San Pedro.” He put his elbows on the 
desk, leaned dose to Beery. “That’s 
Nemo Kastner of Kansas City. He 
shot Doc Haardt on Jack Rose’s or
der and helped frame it for me. He 
was shot by O’Donnell, his running- 
mate, when they had an argument over 
the cut for Haardt’s kill. He set fire to 
the ship. . . .”

“. . . And swam four miles with
a lungful of lead.” Beery had been 
thumbing through the paper; pointed to 
the item.

“Uh huh.”
“Who shot O’Donnell?”
Kells said: “----- ! you’re curious.

Maybe it was Rose. . . .  Is he going 
to live?”

“Sure.”
“That’s swell.” Kells took a deep 

breath.
“Now that’s for you” he said. “Perry 

will have to take the fall for Doc’s 
murder for the time being. Pie was 
in on it plenty, anyway. Kastner’s 
dead and I couldn’t prove any of it with
out getting myself jammed up again. If 
anything happens to me you can use 
your own judgment, but until some
thing happens this is all under your hat. 
Right?”

Beery nodded.
Kells stood up, said: “Now let’s go 

upstairs and see if the captain can think 
of any hard ones.”

They went out of the room into the 
corridor, upstairs.

The captain was a huge watery-eyed

Swede with a bulbous, thread-veined 
nose.

Beery said: “This is Kells. . . .
He thought you might want to talk to 
him.”

The captain shook his head slowly. 
He looked out the window and took a 
great square of linen out of his pocket 
and blew his nose. “No—I don’t think 
so,” he said slowly. “Cullen and the 
cab-driver say you was at Cullen’s house 
yesterday afternoon when Haardt was 
shot.”

He looked up at Kells and his big 
mouth slit across his face to show yellow 
uneven teeth. “Was you?”

Kells smiled faintly, nodded.
“That’s good enough for me.” He 

blew his nose again, noisily, folded the 
handkerchief carefully and put it in his 
pocket. “Perry’s the only one to say you 
killed Doc. Lieutenant Reilly thinks you 
did, but we can’t run this department on 
thinks. . . .  I think Perry’s guilty as 
hell.”

They all nodded sagely.
Kells said: “So long, Captain.” He 

and Beery started out of the room.
The captain spoke again as Kells 

went through the door.
“Where was you last night ?”
Kells turned. “I was drunk,” he said, 

“I don’t remember.” His eyes glit
tered with amusement.

The big man looked at him and his 
face wrinkled slowly to a grin. “Me 
too,” he said. He slapped' his thigh, 
and laughed—a terrific crashing guffaw.

His laughter followed Kells and 
Beery down the stairs, through the cor
ridor, echoing and reechoing.

Beery said: “See you in church, 
Gerry.”

Kells went out into the sunlight. He 
walked down First to Broadway, up 
Broadway to his bank.

The teller told him he had a balance 
of five thousand, one hundred and 
thirty dollars. He asked that the ac
count be transferred to a New York 
bank, then changed his mind.

“I’ll take it in cash.”
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The teller gave him five thousand- 
dollar notes, a hundred, a twenty and 
a ten-dollar bill. Kells took a sheaf of 
twenty-four new hundred-dollar bills 
out of his pocket and exchanged twenty 
of them for two more thousand-dollar 
notes. He folded the seven thousand- 
dollar notes and put them in a black 
pin-seal cardcase, put the case in his in
side breast pocket. He put the five hun
dreds and the smaller bills in his trouser 
pocket and went out and got into a cab.

He said, “Lancaster Hotel,” and 
looked at his watch. It was two-forty : 
he had three hours and twenty-minutes 
to get home and pack and make the 
Chief.

E R R Y .” Granquist 
called to him as he 
crossed the lobby.

He waited until she 
had crossed to him, 
sm iled ingenuously. 
“Gerry in the hay, 

baby,” he said very gently. "Mister 
Kells in public.”

She laughed softly—a metallic soft
ness.

Kells said: “Did you get my note?”
“Uh huh.” She spoke rapidly, 

huskily. “I woke up right after you 
left, I guess. Your phone’s been rais
ing bloody hell. I ’m going home and 
get some sleep. . . .”

She held out a closed black-gloved 
hand, and Kells took his key.

He said: “Come on back upstairs— 
I ’ve found a swell spot for your stuff.”

“Oh—yeah?” Her face brightened.
They went to the elevator and up to 

Kells’ room. Granquist sat in a low 
steel-gray leather chair with her back 
to the windows, and Kells walked up 
and down.

“L. D. Fenner has been the boss of 
this town for about six years,” he said. 
“The reform element moved in last 
election, but Fenner’s kept things pretty 
well under control—he has beautiful

connections all the way to Washing
ton. . . .”

Kells paused while Granquist took 
out tobacco and papers, started to roll 
a cigarette.

“You wanted to sell your stuff to 
Rainey for five grand,” he went on. 
“If it’s as good as you think it is, we 
can get fifteen from Fenner. . . . 
That’s ten for you and five for 
me”—he smiled a little— “as your 
agent. . . .”

Granquist said: “I was drunk when 
I talked to Rainey. Fifteen’s chicken- 
feed. If you want to help me handle 
this the way it should be handled, we 
can get fifty.”

“You have big ideas, baby. Let’s 
keep this practical.”

Granquist lighted her cigarette. She 
said: “How would you like to buy me 
a drink?”

Kells went into the dressing-room 
and took two bottles of whiskey out of 
a drawer. He tore off the tissue-paper 
wrappings and went back into the room 
and put them on a table.

“One for you and one for me,” he 
said. He took a corkscrew out of his 
pocket.

The phone buzzed.
Kells went to the phone, §hd Gran

quist got up and took off her; gloves and 
began opening the bottles.

Kells said: “Hello. . . , Yes—fine, 
Stella. . . . Who? . . . Not Kuhn, 
Stella—maybe it’s Cullen. . . . Yeah.
. . . Put him on. . . .” He waited 
a moment, said: “Hello, Willie. . . . 
Sure. . . .” He laughed quietly.
“No, your car’s all right. . . . I ’ll
send one of the boys in the garage out 
with it, or bring it out myself if I have 
time. . . . I ’m taking a powder. . . . 
The Chief: six o’clock. . . . Uh huh, 
they’re too tough out here for me. I ’m 
going back to Times Square where it’s 
quiet. . . . Okey Willie. Thanks, 
luck—all that sort of thing.
G’bye.”

He hung up, went to the table and 
picked up one of the opened bottles.
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He said: “Do you want a glass or a 
funnel ?”

Granquist took the other bottle and 
sat down. She jerked her head towards 
the phone. “Was that on the square— 
you’re going?”

“Certainly.”
“You’re a sap.” She tilted the bottle 

to her mouth, gurgled.
Kells went to a little table against one 

wall, took two glasses from a tray and 
went back and put them on the center 
table. He poured one of them half 
full. “No, darling—I’m a very bright 
fellah.” He drank. “I ’m going to get 
myself a lot of air while I can. The 
combination’s too strong. I ’m not am
bitious. . . .”

“You’re a sap.”
Kells went to a closet and took out 

two traveling bags, a large suit-case. 
He took the drawers out of a small 
wardrobe-trunk, put them on chairs.

"You’d run out on a chance to split 
fifty grand?” Granquist was elaborately 
incredulous.

Kells started taking things out of 
closets, putting them in the trunk. 
“Your information is worth more to . 
Fenner than anyone else,” he said. “If 
it’s worth that much, he’ll probably pay 
it. You can send me mine. . . .”

“No, ------ damn it! You stay here
and help me swing this or you don’t get 
a nickel.”

Kells stopped packing, turned wide 
eyes towards Granquist. “Listen, baby,” 
he said slowly, “I ’ve got a nickel. I ’m 
getting along swell legitimately. You 
take your bottle and your extortion 
racket and scram. . .

Granquist laughed. She got up and 
went to Kells and put her arms around 
his body. She didn’t say anything, just 
looked at him and laughed.

The wide wild look went out of his 
eyes slowly. He smiled. He said: 
“What makes you think it’s worth that 
much ?”

Then he put her arms away gently 
and went to the table and poured two 
drinks.

Black Mask—April—6

AT six o’clock the Chief pulled out 
of the Santa Fe Station for 

Chicago. At about six-forty Kells 
dropped Granquist at her apartment 
house on the comer of Wilcox and 
Yucca.

“Meet you in an hour at the Derby.” 
She said: “Oke—-adios.”
Kells drove up Wilcox to Cahuenga, 

up Cahuenga to Iris, turned up the 
short curving slope to Cullen’s house. 
The garage doors were open, he drove 
the car in and then went up and rang 
the bell. No one answered. He went 
back down and closed the garage doors 
and walked down to Cahuenga, down 
Cahuenga to Franklin.

He stood on the corner for a little 
while and then went into a delicatessen 
and called a Hempstead number. The 
line was busy, he waited a few minutes, 
called again.

He said: “Hello—the Mrs. Perry? 
Swell. . . . Listen—I ’m going to be 
very busy tonight—I’ve got about a 
half-hour. . . . You come out and 
walk up to Las Palmas, and if you’re 
sure you’re not tailed come up Las 
Palmas to Franklin. . . .  If you’re 
not absolutely sure take a walk or some
thing. . . . I ’ll give you a ring late. 
. . . Yeah. . .

He went out and walked over Frank
lin to Las Palmas, He walked back 
and forth between Las Palmas and 
Highland for ten minutes and then 
walked down the west side of Las 
Palmas to Hollywood Boulevard. He 
didn’t see anything of Ruth Perry.

He went on down Las Palmas to Sun
set, east to Vine and up Vine to the 
Brown Derby.

Granquist was in a booth, far back, 
on the left.

She said: “I ordered oysters.”
Kells sat down. “That’s fine.” He 

nodded to an acquaintance at a nearby 
table.

“A couple minutes after you left 
me,” she said, “a guy came into my 
place and asked the girl at the desk who 
I was. She said: ‘Who wants to know V
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and he said be had seen me come in and 
thought I was an old friend of his. . .  .” 

“And. . . .”
“And I haven’t got any old friends.” 
“Wha’d he look ,like?” Kells was 

reading the menu. ,
“The girl isn’t  very bright. All she 

could remember was that he had on a 
gray suit and a gray cap.”

Kells said: “That’s a pipe—it was one 
of the Barrymores.”

“No.” Granquist shook her head 
very seriously. “It might have been a 
copper who tailed us from your hotel, 
or it might have been one of. . . .” 

Kells interrupted her suddenly. “Did 
you leave the stuff in your apart
ment?”

“Certainly no t”
Kells said: “Anyway—we’ve got to 

do whatever’s to be done with it to
night. I ’m getting the noon train to
morrow.”

“We’re getting the noon train.”
Kells smiled, looked at her for a little 

while. He said: “When you can watch 
a lady eat oysters, and still think she’s 
swell—that’s love.”

He ordered the rest of the dinner. 
Granquist carried a smart black bag. 

She opened it and took out a big silver 
flask, poured drinks under the table. 
“Just to keep our wheels turning,” she 
said.

The dinner was very good. After a 
while, Granquist asked with exaggera
ted seriousness: “Have I told you the 
story of my life?”

“No—but I ’ve heard one.” Kells was 
drinking his coffee, watching the door. 

“All right. You tell me.”
Kells said: “I was born of rich but 

honest parents. . . .”
“You can skip that.”
He grinned at her. “I came back 

from France,” he saijd, “with a lot of 
sharp-shooting medals, a beautiful case 
of shell-shock and a morphine habit you 
could hang your hat on.”

He gestured with his hands, said: 
“Ail gone.”

“Even the medals?”

He nodded. “The State kept them 
as souvenirs of my first trial.”

Granquist poured two drinks.
“I happened to be too close to a 

couple front-page kills,” Kells went on. 
“There was a lot of dumb sleuthing and 
a lot of dumb talk. It got so, finally, 
when the New York police couldn’t 
figure a shooting any other way, I was 
i t ”

Granquist was silent, smiling.
“They got tired trying to hang them 

on me after the first three, but the 
whisper went on. I t got to be known 
as the Kells Inside. . . .”

“And at heart you’re just a big 
sympathetic boy who wouldn’t hurt a 
f ly .”

“Uh huh.” He nodded his head 
slowly, emphatically. His face was ex
pressionless.

Granquist said: “Me—I ’m Napo
leon.”

Kells beckoned a  waiter, paid the 
check. “And beyond the Alps Hes 
Italy,” he said. “Let’s go.”

It was raining a little.
Kells held Granquist dose to him. 

“The Manhattan is just around the cor
ner on Ivar,” he said, “but I ’m going to 
put you in a cab and I want you to go 
down to Western Avenue and get out 
and walk until you’re sure you’re not 
being followed. Then get another cab 
and come to the Manhattan. I ’ll be in 
ten-sixteen.”

The doorman held a big umbrella for 
them and they walked across the wet 
sidewalk and Granquist got into a cab. 
Kells stood in the thin rain until the cab 
had turned the corner down Hollywood 
Boulevard, then he went back into the 
restaurant.

Ruth Perry was sitting in the corner 
booth behind the cashier’s desk. She 
didn’t say anything.

Kells sat down. There was a news
paper on the table and he turned it 
around, glanced at the headlines.

He said: “What do you think about 
the Chinese situation?”

“Who was that?” Ruth Perry is-



Lead Party 83

dined her head slightly towards the 
door.

Kells put his elbows on the table and 
rubbed his eyes with his fingers. “None 
of your business, darling,” he said. He 
looked up at her and smiled. “Now 
keep your pants on. I stand to make a 
ten or fifteen thousand dollar lick to
night, and that one—” he gestured with 
his head towards the door—“is a very 
important part of the play.”

Ruth Perry didn’t say anything. She 
leaned back and looked at the ceiling and 
laughed a little bit.

Presently she said: “What are you 
going to do about Dave ?”

“What do you want me to do?”
“I ’m not going to go on that stand 

and lay myself open to a perjury rap.” 
Kells shook his head. “You won’t 

have to, baby. The trial won’t come up 
for a month or so and we can spring 
Dave before that”—he smiled with his 
mouth—“if you want to.”

They were silent a little while.
Then Kells said: “I’ve got to go now 

—call you around twelve.”

3

a E got up and went out

walked up to the cor
ner of Vine and Holly
wood Boulevard and

Store and bought some 
aspirin. He took two five-grain tablets 
and then went out and crossed the Boule
vard and walked up Vine Street about 
a hundred yards. Then he crossed the 
street and walked: back down to the 
parking-station next to the Post Office. 
He stood on the sidewalk watching 
people across the street for a little 
while, then he went swiftly back through 
the parking-station and down the ramp 
into the garage under the Manhattan 
Hotel.

He got out of the elevator on the 
tenth floor and knocked at the door of 
ten-sixteen. Fenner opened the door.

Fenner said; “Well, Mister Kells— 
you didn’t catch your train.” He smiled 
and bowed Kells in.

They sat in the big living-room and 
Fenner poured drinks. He poured three 
drinks and leaned back and said: 
“Where’s the littTe lady?”

“She’ll be up in a few minutes.” 
Someone came out of the bathroom 

and through the bedroom. Fenner got 
up and introduced a dark medium-sized 
man that came in. “This is Mister Jef
fers—God’s gift to Womanhood. . . . 
Mister Kells.”

Kells stood up and shook hands with 
Jeffers. He was a motion-picture star 
who had had a brief and spectacular ca
reer ; had been on the way out for nearly 
a year. He was drunk. He said: “It is 
a great pleasure to meet a real gunman, 
Mister Kells.”

Kells glanced at Fenner and Fenner 
shook his head slightly, .smiled apolo
getically. Kells sat down and sipped 
his whiskey.

Jeffers said: “I’m going up and get 
Lola.” He took up his glass and went 
unsteadily out of the room, through the 
small hallway, out the outer door. 

“You mustn’t mind Jeffers.”
Kells said: “Sure.” Then he leaned 

back in his chair and stared vacantly at 
Fenner. “Have you got twenty-five 
grand in cash?”

Fenner looked at him very intently. 
Then he smiled slowly and shook his 
head. “No,” he said. ' “Why?”

“Can you get it—tonight?”
“Well—possibly. I. . . .”
Kells interrupted him, spoke rapidly. 

“I’ve talked to the lady. She’s got 
enough on Bellmann to run him out of
politics—out of the state, by ----- !
You’re getting first crack at it because 
I have a hunch he: isn’t sitting so pretty 
financially. It’s tfhe keys to the city 
for you—it’s in black and white—and 
it’s a bargain.”

“You seem to have a more than casual 
interest in this. . . .”

Kells nodded. “Uh huh,” he said, 
smiled. “I’m the fiscal agent.”
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Fenner stood up and walked up and 
down the room, his hands clasped be
hind him, a lecture platform expression 
on his face.

“You forget, Mister Kells, that the 
Common People—the voters—are not 
fully informed of Bellmann’s connec
tions, his power in the present adminis
tration, . .

“That’s what your Coast Guardian's 
for.”

Fenner stopped in front of Kells. 
“Just what form does this, uh—incrimi
nating information take?”

Kells shook his head slowly. “You’ll 
have to take my word for that,” he said. 
He leaned forward and put his empty 
glass on the table.

The door-bell rang. Fenner went out 
into the hall, followed Granquist back 
into the room. Kells got up and intro
duced her to Fenner, and Fenner took 
her coat into the bedroom and then 
came back and poured drinks for all of 
them.

“Mister Kells has raised the ante to 
twenty-five thousand,” he said. He 
smiled boyishly at Granquist.

She took her drink and sat down. She 
raised the glass to her mouth. “Hey 
hey.”

They all drank.
Granquist took a sack of Durham, 

papers out of her bag, rolled a cigarette.
Fenner said: “Of course I can’t en

ter into a proposition involving so much 
money without knowing definitely what 
I ’m getting.”

“You put twenty-five thousand dol
lars in cash on the line and you get 
enough to put the election on ice.” Kells 
got up and went over to one of the win
dows. He turned and went on very 
earnestly: “And it’s a hell of a long 
ways from that now!:*

Fenner pursed his lips, smiled a little. 
“Well—now. . . .;’

“And it’s got to be done tonight."
Granquist got up and put her empty 

glass on the table.
Fenner said: “Help yourself, help 

yourself.”

She filled the two glasses on the table 
with whiskey and ice and White Rock. 
She said: “Do you let strangers use 
your bathroom?”

Fenner took her through the hallway 
to the bedroom and turned on the light 
in the bath. He came back and sat down 
and picked up the telephone, asked for 
Mister Dillon. When the connection 
was made, he said: “I w ant' you to 
bring up the yellow, sealed envelope 
that’s in the safe. . . . Yes, please
—and bring it yourself.” He hung up 
and turned to Kells. “All right,” he 
said: “I ’ll play with you.”

Kells sat down and crossed his legs. 
He studied the glistening toe of his left 
shoe, said: “I t’s going to sound like a 
fairy tale.” He looked up at Fenner. 
“Bellmann’s a very smart guy. If he 
wasn’t, he wouldn’t be where he is.”

Fenner nodded impatiently.
Kells said: “The smarter they are, 

the sappier the frame they’ll go for. 
Bellmann spent week-end before last at 
Jack Rose’s cabin at Big Bear.” He 
leaned forward and took his glass from 
the table. “Rose has been trying to get 
a feeler to him for a long time, has tried 
to reach him-through his own friends. 
A few weeks ago Rose took a big place 
on the lake, not far from Bellmann’s. 
invited Hugg and MacAlmon—Mac is 
very close to Bellmann—up for the fish
ing, or what have you ? They all dropped 
in on Bellmann in a spirit of neighbor
liness, and he decided that he’d been 
wrong about Rose all these years. Next 
day he returned the call. When Hugg 
and Mac came back to the city, they 
left Rose and Bellmann like that”—he 
held up two slim fingers pressed close 
together.

Granquist came in, sat down.
Kells turned his head in her direction. 

Without letting his eyes focus directly 
on her, he said: “That’s where the baby 
comes in.”

Fenner lighted a cigarette, coughed 
out smoke.

“She came out with friends of Rose 
from K. C.” Kells went on. “Bellmann
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met her at Rose’s and took her big. 
That was Rose’s cue. He threw a party 
—one of those intimate, quiet little af
fairs—Rose and a show-girl, Bellmann 
and—” he smiled faintly at Granquist— 
“this one. They all got stiff—I don’t 
mean drunk, I mean stiff. And what 
do you suppose happened ?”

Kells paused, grinned happily at Fen
ner. “Miss Granquist had her little 
camera along, took a lot of snapshots.” 
He turned his grin towards Granquist. 
“Miss Dipsomania Granquist stayed 
sober enough to snap her little camera.”

Fenner got up and took Granquist’s 
empty glass, filled it. He looked very 
serious.

Kells went on: “Of course it all came 
back to Rose in the morning. He asked 
about the pictures and she gave him a 
couple rolls of film that she’d stuck into 
the camera during the night, clicked with 
the lens shut, blanks. She discovered 
that the lens wasn’t open when she gave 
them to him, they had one of those 
morning after laughs about it. Bellmann 
had a dark green hang-over; he didn’t 
even remember about the pictures until 
a day or so later, and then he wrote 
Miss Granquist a couple of hot letters, 
with casual postscripts: ‘How did the 
snapshots turn out, darling?’ cracks 
like that.”

Kells got up, stretched. “You see, it 
gets better as it goes along,” he said.

“What are the pictures like?” Fen
ner was standing near Granquist, his 
little pointed chin thrust towards Kells.

“Don’t be silly. They’re right out of 
the pocket of one of those frogs that 
work along the Rue de Rivoli.” Kells 
ran his fingers through his hair. “That’s 
not the point though. I t’s not what 
they are, it’s who they’re o f : Mister 
John R. Bellmann, the big boss of the 
reform administration, the Woman’s 
Club politician-—at the house and in the 
intimate company of Jack Rose, gam
bler, Crown Prince of the Western Un
derworld—and a couple of, well—ques
tionable ladies.”

“And exactly what am I buying?"

“The negatives and one set of prints. 
My word that you’re getting all the 
negatives and that there are no other 
prints. The letters. And certain infor
mation as to what Mister Bellmann and 
Mister Rose talked about before they 
went under. . . .”

The door-bell rang.
Fenner said: “That’ll be Dillon.” He 

went out into the hallway and came back 
with a sandy-haired, spectacled man. 
Both of them were holding their hands 
above their shoulders in the conven
tional gesture of surprise. Two men 
whom Kells had never seen before came 
in behind them. One, the most strik
ing, was rather fat and his small head 
stuck out of a stiff collar. His tie was 
knotted to stick straight out stiffly from 
the opening in his collar. He held a 
short blunt revolver in his hand.

The fat man said: "Go see if the 
tall one has got anything in his pockets.” 

The other man went to Kells. He 
was a gray-faced nondescript young 
man in a tightly belted rain-coat. He 
went through Kells’ pockets very care
fully and when he had finished, said: 
“Sit down.”

Dillon shifted his weight from one 
foot to the other, and the fat man, who 
was almost directly behind him, raised 
the revolver and brought the barrel 
down hard on the back of his head. 
Dillon grunted and his knees gave way 
and he slumped down softly to the floor.

The fat man giggled quietly, nerv
ously. He said: “That’s one down. 
Every little bit helps.”

Kells sat down on the divan and 
leaned back and crossed his legs.

The fat man said: “Put your hands 
up, Skinny.”

Kells shook his head.
The young man in the rain-coat 

leaned forward and slapped Kells across 
the mouth. Kells looked up at him, and 
his face was very sad, his eyes were 
sleepy. He said: “That’s too bad.” 

Fenner turned his head, spoke over 
his shoulder to the fat man. “.What do 
you want?”
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“I  don’t  want you. Go sit down in 
that chair by the window.”

Fenner crossed the room, sat down. 
The fat man said: “Reach back of 

you and pull the shades shut.”
Granquist said sarcastically: "Now 

pull up a chair for yourself, Fat.” She 
leaned forward towards the table. “Ain’t  
you going to have a drink?”

Kells said: “Don’t say ain’t, sweet.” 
The fat man sat down in the chair 

nearest the door. His elbows were on 
the arms of the chair and he held the 
revolver loosely on his lap.

He said: “I want a bunch of pictures 
that you tried to peddle to Bellmann, 
girlie.”

“Don’t call me girlie, you — -------- !”
Kells looked at Granquist, shook his 

head sadly. “That’s something you for
got to tell me about,” he said.

“I want all the pictures,” the fat man 
repeated, “an’ I want two letters— 
quick.”

Granquist was staring at the fat man. 
She turned slowly to Kells. “That’s a  
lie, Gerry. I didn’t crack to Bellmann.” 

Fenner stood up. “I won’t stand for 
this,” he said. He thrust his hands in 
his pockets and took a step forward.

“Sit down.” The fat man moved the 
revolver slightly until it focused on Fen
ner’s stomach.

Fenner stood still.
Kells said: “Does the fellah who sent 

you know that if anything happens to 
me, the whole inside gets a swell spread 
in the morning papers? . . .”

The. fat man smiled.
“. . . The inside of Haardt and 

the barge and Perry, and the Sunday- 
school picnic at Big Bear?” Kells went 
on.

Granquist was watching him intently. 
“I made that arrangement this after

noon.” Kells leaned sidewise slowly and 
put his empty glass on an end-table.

The fat man looked at Fenner, and 
Kells, and then he looked at Granquist 
and at the bag tucked into the chair be
side her. He said: “That’s a dandy. 
Let’s have a look at it, girlie.”

Granquist stood up m one swift and 
precise movement. She moved to the 
window so swiftly that the fat man had 
only time to stand up and take one step 
towards her before she had moved the 
drape aside with her shoulder, crashed 
the bag through the window.

Glass tinkled on the sill.
Kells stood up in the same instant and 

brought his right fist up from the divan 
in a long arc to the side of the gray
faced young man’s jaw.

The young man spun half around and 
Kells swung his right fist again to the 
same place. The young man fell half 
on the divan, half on the floor.

The fat man moved towards Kells, 
stopped in the center of the floor.

Granquist yelled: “Smack him, Gerry, 
he won’t shoot.”

Kells stood with his feet wide apart. 
He grinned at the fat man.

Fenner was standing near Granquist 
at the window. His eyes were wide and 
he tried to say something but the words 
stuck in his throat.

The fat man backed towards the door. 
He said: “I ain’t got orders to shoot, 
but I sure will if you press me.” He 
backed out into the semi-darkness of the 
hallway and then the outer door 
slammed.

Granquist ran across the room, stop
ped a moment in the doorway, turned 
her head towards Kells. She said: “111 
get the bag,” and she spoke so rapidly, 
so breathlessly, that the words were all 
run together into one word. She went 
into the darkness.

Kells turned to Fenner. “Give her a 
hand,” he said.

He bent over the young man, took a 
small automatic out of the rain-coat 
pocket and handed it to Fenner. “Hurry 
up—I’ve got to telephone—I’ll be right 
down.”

Fenner took the automatic dazedly. 
He looked at the man on the floor and at 
Kells, and then he came suddenly to 
life. “It’s in the court,” he said ex
citedly. “I can get out there from the 
third floor.”
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“Maybe the bag was a stall. Don’t 
let her get out of your sight.” Kells 
sat down at the telephone.

Fenner hurried out of the room.
Kells waited until he heard the outer 

door slam, then got up and went to 
Dillon. He knelt and drew a long yel
low envelope from Dillon’s inside breast 
pocket. It was heavily sealed. He tore 
off the end and spread the envelope by 
pressing the edges, looked inside. Then, 
smiling blankly, he tucked it into his 
pocket.

He went to the broken window, raised 
it carefully and leaned out over the wet 
darkness of the court for a moment. He 
went into the kitchen and stood on the 
stove, looked through the high ventilat
ing window across the narrow air-shaft 
to the window of an adjoining apart
ment. Then he went into the bedroom 
and got his hat and Granquist’s coat and 
went out of the apartment, across the 
corridor to the elevator.

On the way down, he spoke to the 
elevator-boy: “Is it still raining?”

“Yes sir. It looks like it was going to 
rain all night.”

Kells said: “I wouldn’t be surprised.”

4

HE night clerk came 
out of the telephone 
operator’s compart
ment.

Kells leaned on the 
desk. He said: “Your 

Mister Dillon is in ten- 
sixteen. He had an accident. There’s 
another man in there whom Fenner will 
file charges against. Have the house- 
dick hold him till Fenner gets back.”

He started to go, paused, said over 
his shoulder: “Maybe you’ll find another 
one trying to get in or out of the court. 
Probably not.”

He went out and walked up Ivar to 
Yucca, west on Yucca the short block 
to Cahuenga. The rain had become a 
gentle mist for the moment; it was 
warm, and occasional thunder drummed

over the hills to the north. He went 
into an apartment house on the corner 
and asked the night man if Mr. Beery 
was in.

“He went out about ten minutes ago.” 
The night-man thought he might be in 
the drug-store across the street.

Beery was crouched over a cup of 
coffee at the soda-fountain.

Kells sat down beside him and or
dered a glass of water, washed down 
two aspirin tablets. He said: “If you 
want to come along with me, you might 
get some more material for your mem
oirs.”

Beery put a dime on the counter and 
they went out, over to Wilcox. They 
went into the Wilcox entrance of the 
Venice, upstairs to the fourth floor and 
around through a long corridor to num
ber four thirty-two.

Granquist opened the door. Her face 
was so drained of color that her mouth 
looked bloody in contrast to her skin. 
Her mouth was slightly open and her 
eyes were wide, burning. She held her 
arms stiffly at her sides.

There was a man lying on his face 
half in, half out of the bathroom. His 
arms were doubled up under his body.

Beery walked past Granquist, slowly 
across the room to a table. He turned 
his head slowly as he walked, kept his 
eyes on the man on the floor. He 
took off his hat and put it on the 
table.

Kells closed the door quietly and 
stood with his back against it.

Granquist stared at him without 
change of expression.

Beery glanced at them.
Kells smiled a little. He said: “This 

isn’t what I meant, Shep—maybe it’s 
better.”

Beery went to the man on the floor, 
squatted and turned the head sidewise.

Granquist swallowed. She said: 
“Gerry, I didn’t do it. I didn’t do it.”

Beery spoke softly, without looking 
up: “Bellmann.”

Kells locked the door. He looked at 
the floor, then he went to the table and
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reached under it with his foot, kicked 
an automatic out into the light.

Granquist walked unsteadily to a 
chair. She sat down and stared vacantly 
at Beery bending over the body. She 
said in a hollow, monotonous voice: 
“He was like that when I came in. I 
stopped downstairs and then I came up 
in the elevator and he was like that when 
I came in—just a minute ago.”

Kells didn’t look at her. He took out 
a handkerchief and picked up the auto
matic and held it to his nose. He held 
it carefully by the handker
chief and snapped the maga
zine out of the grip, said:
“Two.”

Beery stood up.
Kells laughed suddenly.

He threw back his head and 
roared with laughter. He 
sat down and put the auto
matic on the table, wiped his 
eyes with the handkerchief.

“--------------- !” he said
brokenly, 
beautiful!

Granquist stared at Kells 
and then she leaned back in 
the chair and her eyes were 
very frightened. She safd:
“I didn’t do it.” She leaned 
back hard in the chair and 
closed her eyes tightly. She 
said: “I didn’t do it,” over 
and over again.

Kells’ laughter finally 
wore itself out. He wiped his eyes with 
the handkerchief and then he looked up 
at Beery. “Well,” he said, “why the 
hell don’t you get on the phone? You’ve 
got the scoop of the season.”

He leaned back and smiled at the ceil
ing, improvised headlines: “Boss Bell- 
mann Bumped Off by Beauty. Politi
cian-—let’s see—Politician Plugged as 
Prowler by Light Lady.”

He stood up and crossed quickly to 
Beery, emphasized his words with a 
long white finger against Beery’s chest.

“Here’s a pip! Reformer Foiled. 
Killer says: T shot to save my honor,

the priceless inheritance of American 
Womanhood.’ ”

Beery went to the telephone. He said: 
“We’ve been a Bellmann paper—I’ll 
have to talk to the Old Man.”

“Y o u----- damned idiot! No paper
can afford to soft-pedal a thing like this. 
Can’t you see that without an editorial 
O.K.?”

Beery nodded in a far-away way, 
dialed a number. He asked for a Mis
ter Crane, and when Crane had an
swered, said: “This is Beery. Bell

mann has just been shot by 
a jane, in her apartment, in 
Hollywood. . . . Uh-huh 
very dead.”

He grinned up at Kells, 
listened to an evident ex
plosion at the other end of 
the line. “We’ll have to give 
it everything, Mister Crane,” 
he went on. “It’s open and 
shut—there isn’t any out. 
. . . .O. K. Switch me to 
Thompson—I’ll give it to 
him.”

Granquist got up and went 
unsteadily to the door. She 
put her hand on the knob and 
then seemed to remember 
that the door was locked. 
She looked at the key but 
didn’t touch it. She turned 
and went into the dinette, 
took a nearly empty bottle 
out of the cupboard and 

came back and sat down.
Beery said: “What’s your name, 

sister ?”
Granquist was trying to get the cork 

out of the bottle. She didn’t say any
thing or look up.

Kells said: “Granquist.” He looked 
at her for a moment, then went over to 
the window, turned his head slightly 
towards Beery: “Miss Granquist.”

Beery said: “Hello, Tom,” spoke 
into the telephone in a low, even mono
tone.

Kells turned from the window and 
crossed slowly to Granquist. He sat
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down on the arm of her chair and took 
the bottle out of her hands and took out 
the cork. He got up and went into the 
dinette and poured the whiskey into a 
glass and brought it back to her.

He sat down again on the arm of the 
chair. “Don’t take it so big, baby,” he 
said very softly and quietly. “You’ve 
got a perfect case. The jury’ll give you 
roses and a vote of thanks on the ‘for 
honor’ angle—and it’s the swellest thing 
that could happen for Fenner’s machine 
—it’s the difference between Bellmann’s 
administration and a brand new one.”

“I didn’t do it, Gerry.” She looked 
up at him and her eyes were dull, hurt. 
“I didn’t do it! I left the snaps and 
stuff in the office downstairs when I 
went out—the bag was a gag. ■ .

Kells said: “I knew they weren’t in
the bag—you left it in the chair when 
you went into the bathroom.”

She nodded. She wasn't listening to 
him. She had things to say. “I ran 
back here when I left Fenner’s. I 
picked up the stuff at the office—had to 
wait till the manager got the combina
tion to the safe out of his apartment. 
Then I came up here to wait for you.” 

She drank, put the glass on the floor. 
She turned, inclined her head towards 
Bellmann. “He was like that—he must 
have come here for the pictures—he’d 
been through my things. . . . ”

Kells said: “Never mind, baby—it’s 
a set-up. . . . ”

“I didn’t do i t !” She beat her fist on 
the arm of the chair. Her eyes were 
suddenly wild.

Kells stood up.
Beery finished his report, hung up the 

receiver. He said: “Now I better call 
the station.”

“Wait a minute.” Kells looked down 
at Granquist and his face was white, 
hard. “Listen!” he emphasized the 
word with one violent finger. “You be 
nice. You play this the way I say and 
you'll be out in a month, with the man
agers throwing vaudeville contracts at 
you. Maybe I can even get you out on 
bail. . . .”

He turned abruptly and went to the 
door, turned the key. “Or”—he jerked 
his head towards the door, looked at the 
little watch on the inside of his wrist— 
“there’s a Frisco bus out Cahuenga in 
about six minutes. You can make it— 
and ruin your case.”

Outside, sultry thunder rumbled and 
rain whipped against the windows.

Kells slid a note off the sheaf in his 
breast pocket, went over and handed it 
to her. It was a thousand-dollar note.

She looked at it dully, slowly stood 
up. Then she stuffed the note into the 
pocket of her suit and went quickly to 
the chair where Kells had thrown her 
coat.

Kells said: “Give me the Bellmann 
stuff.”

Beery was staring open-mouthed at
Kells. “------! Gerry, you can’t do
this,” he said. “I told Tommy we had 
the girl. . . . ”

“She escaped.”
Granquist put on her coat. She looked 

at Kells and her eyes were soft, wet. 
She went to him and took a heavy ma- 
nila envelope out of her pocket, handed 
it to him. She stood a moment looking 
up at him and then she turned and went 
to the door. She put her hand on the 
knob and turned it, and then took her 
hand away from the knob and held it 
up to her face. She stood like that for 
a little while and then she said: “All
right,” very low.

She said: “All right,’’ again, very
low and distinctly, and turned from the 
door and went back to the big chair and 
sat down.

Kells said: “Okey, Shep.”

BOUT ten minutes 
later Beery got up and 
let Captain Hayes of 

►the Hollywood Divi
sion in. There were 
two plain-clothesmen 
and an assistant coro

ner following close behind him.
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The assistant coroner examined Bell- 
rnann’s body and looked up in a little 
while and said: “Instantaneous—two
wounds, probably .32 caliber —- one 
touched the heart.” He stood up. “Dead 
about twenty minutes.”

Hayes picked up the gun from where 
Kells had replaced it under the table, 
examined it, wrapped it carefully.

Kells smiled at him. “Old school,” 
he said, “along with silencers and dicta
phones. Nowadays they wear gloves.” 

Hayes said: “What’s your name?”
Beery said: "Oh, I ’m sorry—I

thought you knew each other. This is 
Gerry Kells . . . Captain. Hayes.” 

“What were you doing here ?” Hayes 
was a heavily built man with bright 
brown eyes. He spoke very rapidly.

“Shep and I came up to call on my 
girl friend here—” Kells indicated 
Granquist, who was still sitting with her 
coat on, staring at them all in turn, ex
pressionlessly. “We found it just the 
way you see it.”

Hayes glanced at Beery, who nodded. 
Hayes spoke to Granquist: “Is that
right, Miss?”

She looked up at him blankly for a 
moment, then nodded slowly.

“That’ll be about all, I guess.” Hayes 
looked at Kells: “You still at the Lan
caster ?”

Kells nodded. “You can always reach 
me through Shep,” he said.

Hayes said: “Come on, Miss.” 
Granquist got up and went into the 

dressing-room and packed a few things 
in a small traveling-bag.

One of the plain-clothesmen opened 
the door, let two ambulance men in. 
They put Bellmann’s body on a 
stretcher, carried it out.

Kells leaned against the door-frame 
of the dressing-room, watched Gran
quist. He said: “I ’ll be down in the 
morning with an attorney. In the 
meantime, keep quiet.”

She nodded vaguely and closed the 
bag, came out of the dressing-room. 
She said: “Let’s go.”

The manager of the apartment-house

was in the corridor with one of the Fili
pino bell-boys, a reporter from the Jour
nal, and a guest.

The manager said: “I can’t under
stand it—no one heard the shots.” 

Hayes said: “Uh huh.”
One of the plain-clothesmen looked 

superiorly at the manager. He said: 
“The thunder covered the shots.” 

They all went down the corridor ex
cept Beery and Kells. Beery said: “So 
long,” to the captain.

The manager stayed behind a mo
ment. He said: “I ’ll close up Miss 
Granquist’s apartment.”

Kells said: “Never mind—I’ll bring
the key down.”

The manager was doubtful.
Kells looked very stern. He whis

pered : “Special investigator.” He and 
Beery went back into the apartment.

Beery called his paper again with ad
ditional information: “ . . . Captain
Hayes made the arrest. . . . And don’t 
forget—the Chronicle is always first 
with the latest. . . . ” He hung up, 
lighted a new cigarette from the butt of 
another. “From now on,” he said, “I’m 
going to follow you around and phone 
in the story of my life, from day to 
day.”

Kells asked: “Are you giving it an 
extra ?”

“Sure. It’s on the presses now—be 
on the streets in a little while.” 

“That’s dandy.”
Kells went into the kitchen, switched 

on the light. He looked out the 
kitchen-window and then he went to a 
tall cupboard—the kind of cupboard 
where brooms are kept in a modern 
apartment—opened the door.

Fenner came out, blinking in the 
bright light. He said: “I would have 
had”—he swallowed—“would have had 
to come out in another minute. I nearly 
smothered.”

“That’s too bad.”
Beery stood in the doorway. He said:

“For the love of the ------!”
Fenner went into the living-room, sat 

down. He was breathing hard.
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Kells strolled in behind him and sat 
down across the room, facing him.

Fenner took out a handkerchief and 
dabbed at his mouth and forehead. He 
said: “I followed her, as you sug
gested, and when she went in through 
the lobby, I came up to the side-stair 
intending to meet her up here.”

Kells smiled gently, nodded.
“I didn’t want to be seen following 

her through the lobby, you know.” 
“No.”
Beery was still standing in the kitchen 

doorway, staring bewilderedly at Fen
ner.

“I knocked but she hadn’t come up 
yet,” Fenner went on, “so I opened the 
door—it was unlocked—and came in.” 

Kells said: “The door was un
locked?”

Fenner nodded. “In a few minutes I 
heard her coming up the hall and she 
was talking to a man. I went into the 
kitchen, of course, and she and Bell- 
mann came in. They were arguing 
about something. Bellmann went into 
the bathroom, I think, and then I heard 
the two shots during one of the peals 
of thunder. I didn’t know what to do 
—and then when I was about to come 
out and see what had happened, you 
knocked at the door.”

Fenner paused, took a long breath. 
“I didn’t know it was you, of course, so 
I hid in the cupboard.”

Kells said: “Oh.”
“I thought it would be better if I 

didn’t get mixed up in a thing of this 
kind, anyway.”

Kells said, “Oh,” again. Then he 
looked up at Beery. “Sit down, Shep,” 
he said. “I want to tell you a story.” 

Beery sat down near the door.
Kells stretched one long leg over the 

arm of his chair, made himself as com
fortable as possible.

He said: “This afternoon I told
Mister Fenner”—he inclined his head 
towards Fenner in one slow, emphatic 
movement—“that I knew a gal who had 
some very hot political info that she 
wanted to sell.”

Beery nodded almost imperceptibly. 
“He was interested and asked me to 

send her to his hotel tonight. I had a 
talk with her, and the stuff sounded so 
good that I got interested too—took her 
to Fenner’s myself.”

Fenner was extremely uncomfortable. 
He looked at Kells and dabbed at his 
forehead; his lips were bent into a faint 
forced smile.

“We offered the information—infor
mation of great political value—to Mis
ter Fenner at a very fair price,” Kells 
went on. “He agreed to it and called 
the manager of his hotel and asked him 
to bring up an envelope containing a 
large amount in cash.”

Kells turned his eyes slowly from 
Beery to Fenner. “When the manager 
came in—a couple of benders came in 
with him. They’d been waiting in the 
next apartment, listening across the air- 
shaft to find out what they had to heist 
—it was supposed to look like Rose’s 
stick-up—or Belmann’s.”

Fenner stood up.
Kells said: “But it was Mister Fen

ner’s. Mister Fenner wanted to eat his 
cake and have it too.”

Fenner took two steps forward. His 
eyes were flashing. He said: “That is 
a lie, sir—a tissue of falsehood!”

Kells spoke very softly, enunciating 
each word carefully, distinctly: “Sit
down, you d irty -------------!”

Fenner straightened, glared at Kells. 
He half turned towards the door.

Kells got up and took three slow 
steps, then two swiftly, crashed his fist 
into Fenner’s face. There was a sick
ening crackly noise and Fenner fell 
down very hard.

Kells jerked him up and pushed him 
back into the chair. Kells’ face was 
worried, solicitous. He said very low— 
almost whispered: “Sit still.”

Then he went back to his chair and 
sat down.

“He’s been over-acting all evening,” 
Kells inclined his head towards Fenner. 
“One of the boys sapped the manager. 
They fanned me and made a pass for
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Granquist’s handbag. She tossed it out 
the window; I smacked one of them and 
the other one went after the bag. Gran- 
quist faked going after the bag too, and 
I sent Fenner after her, figuring that 
the stuff wasn’t in the bag and that 
she’d come back here and that the three 
of us would get together here for an
other little talk.”

Fenner was pressing himself back 
into the corner of the chair. He was 
holding his hands to his bloody face and 
moaning a little.

“When I sent Fenner after Gran- 
quist,” Kells went on, “I gave him a 
gun—one of the boy’s. He was so ex
cited about getting to the bag, or keep
ing G. in sight, that he forgot to 
frisk the manager for his big dough.

Kells took the yellow envelope out of 
his pocket. “So I got it.” He leaned, 
forward, pressed the edges of the en
velope and a little packet of cigar cou
pons fell out on the floor.

“Almost enough to get a package of 
razor blades.”

Beery grinned.
Kells said: “Granquist headed over 

here, so Fenner knew that the bag had 
been a stall, followed her. When she 
came in past the office, he ducked up the 
side way and, figuring that she had 
come right up, knocked at her door.” 

Beery said: “How did he know
which apartment was hers?”

“He had us tailed from my hotel 
early this evening. His man got her 
number from the mail-boxes in the 
lobby, gave it to him before we got to 
his place tonight.”

Beery nodded.
Kells said: “Am I boring you?” 
“Yes. Bore me some more.” 
“Bellmann had come up here after 

some things he wanted—some very per
sonal things that he couldn’t trust any
one else to get. He probably paid his 
way into the apartment—I’ll have to 
check up on that—and didn’t find what 
he was looking for, and when Fenner 
knocked, he thought it was either Gran

quist, who he wanted to talk to anyway, 
or whoever let him in.”

Kells took a deep breath. “He opened 
the door, and . . .” Kells paused, got up 
and went to Fenner. He looked down 
at the little twisted man, smiled. “Mister 
Fenner knows a good thing when he 
sees it—he jockeyed Bellmann into a 
good spot and shot him through the 
heart. . . .”

Fenner mumbled something through 
his hands.

“He waited for a nice roll of off-stage 
thunder and murdered him.”

Beery said: “That’s certainly swell. 
And I haven’t got any more job than a 
rabbit.” He stood up and stared discon
solately at Kells. “My------! Bellmann
killed by the boss of the opposition— 
the most perfect political break that 
could happen, for my paper—and I 
turn in an innocent girl, swing it exactly
the other way, politically. M y------!”

Beery sat down and reached for the 
telephone.

Kells said: “Wait a minute.”
Beery held up his right hand, the 

forefinger pointed, brought it down em
phatically towards Kells. “----- !”

Kells said: “Wait a minute, Shep.” 
His voice was very gentle. His mouth 
was curved in a smile and his eyes were 
very hot and intent.

Beery sat still.
Fenner got up. He was holding a 

darkening handkerchief to his face. He 
tottered towards the doof.

Kells went past him to the door,
locked it. He said: “Both of y o u ------
pipe down and sit still till I finish.”

He shoved Fenner back into the chair. 
“As I was about to say—you were a 

little late, you heard Granquist outside 
the door, wiped off the rod—if you 
didn’t, I did when I put it back—put it 
under the table and ducked into the cup
board.”

Beery said slowly: “What do you 
mean, you wiped it off?”

Kells didn’t answer. Instead, he 
squatted in front of Fenner. “Listen, 
you,” he said. “What do you think I
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put on that act for—ribbed Granquist 
into taking the fall? Because she can 
beat it.” His elbows were on his knees. 
He pointed his finger forcibly at Fenner, 
sighted across it. “You couldn’t. You 
couldn’t get to first base.”

Fenner’s face was a bruised, fearful 
mask. He stared blankly at Kells.

“A few days ago—yesterday—” Kells 
went on, “all I wanted was to be let 
alone. I wasn’t. I was getting along 
fine—quietly—legitimately—and Rose
and you and the rest of these----- gave
me action,”

He stood up. “All right—I’m begin
ning to like it.” He walked once to the 
window, back, bent over Fenner. “I ’m 
taking over your organization, Fenner. 
Do you hear me? I ’m  going to run this 
town for a while—ride hell out it.”

He glanced at Beery, smiled. Then 
he turned again to Fenner, spoke 
quietly: “I was going East tomorrow. 
Now you’re going. You’re going to turn 
everything over to me and take a nice 
long trip—or they’re going to break 
your-------damned neck with a rope.”

Kells went to the small desk, sat 
down. He found a pen, scribbled on a 
piece of Venice stationery. “And just to 
make it ‘legal, and in black and white,’ as 
the big business men say—you’re going 
to sign this-—and Mister Beery is going 
to witness it.”

Beery said: “You can’t get away with 
a . . .”

“No?” Kells paused, glanced over his 
shoulder at Beery. “I’ll get away with 
it big, young fellah. And stop worrying 
about your job—you’ve got a swell job 
with me. How would you like to be 
Chief of Police?”

He went on writing, then stopped sud
denly, turned to Fenner. “I’ve got a 
better idea,” he said. “You’ll stay here, 
where I can hold a book on you. You 
stay here, and in your same spot—only 
you can’t go to the toilet without my 
O.K.” He got up and stood in the cen
ter of the room and jerked his head 
towards the desk. “There it is. Get 
down on it—quick.”

Fenner said: “Certainly not,” thickly. 
Kells looked at the floor. He said: 

“Call Hayes, Shep.”
Beery reached for the telephone very 

slowly and deliberately.
Fenner didn’t look at him. He held 

his hands tightly over his face for a
moment, and mumbled! “My ------!”
and then he got up and went unsteadily 
to the desk, sat down. He stooped over 
the piece of paper, read it care
fully.

Kells said: “If Granquist beats the 
case—and she will—and you don’t talk 
out of turn, I ’ll tear it up in a month 
or so.”

Fenner picked up the pen, shakily 
signed.

Kells looked at Beery, and Beery got 
up and went over and read the paper. 
He said: “This is a confession. Does 
it make me an accessory?”

Kells said: “It isn’t dated.”
Beery signed and folded the paper 

and handed it to Kells.
Kells glanced at it, looked at Fenner. 

“Now I want you to call your Coast 
Guardian man, Dickinson, and any other 
key-men you can get in touch with, and 
tell them to be at your joint in the 
Manhattan in a half-hour.”

Fenner went into the bathroom, 
washed his face. He came back and sat 
down at the telephone.

Kells held the folded paper out to 
Beery. “You’re going downtown, any
way, Shep,” he said. “Stick this in the 
safe at your office—I’ll be down in the 
morning and take it to the bank.”

Beery said: “Do I look that simple? 
I ’ve got a wife and family.”

Kells grinned. He didn’t say any
thing. He put the folded paper in his 
pocket.

“Anyway, I ’m not going downtown. 
I ’m coming along.”

Kells nodded abstractedly, glanced at 
his watch. It was twenty-two minutes 
past ten.

Outside, there was a long ragged buzz 
of far-away thunder. The telephone 
clicked as Fenner dialed a number.
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y j w " '" S  HEY sat in Fenner’s
jM feK  apartment at the Man- 

hattan, and Beery, at 
I F e n n e r ’ s instance, 

poured many drinks, 
Fenner sat at one

^ U M lwSWKtend of the divan, still 
holding a handkerchief to his face. 
That had been explained as a result 
of the hold-up earlier in the eve
ning.

Hanline, Fenner’s secretary, was there 
—and Abe Gowdy, Fenner’s principal 
contact man with the liberal element. 
They hadn’t been able to reach Dickin
son. ,

Gowdy swung the vote of every gam
bler, grafter, thief, bootlegger and so 
on, in the county, excepting the few 
independents who tried to get along 
without protection. He was a bald, 
paunchy man with big white bulbs of 
flesh under his eyes, a loose pale mouth. 
He wore dark, quiet clothes and didn’t 
drink.

Hanline was a curly-haired, thin-nosed 
Jew. He drank a great deal.

He and Beery and Kells all drank a 
great deal.

Kells walked up and down. He said: 
“Try him again,”

Fenner wearily reached for the phone, 
asked for a Fitzroy number. He listened 
a little while, hung up.

Kells stopped near Fenner, looked 
first at Gowdy, then Hanline.

“Gentlemen,” he said. “Lee”—he in
dicated Fenner with a fond pat on the 
shoulder—“Lee and I have entered into 
a partnership.” He paused, picked up a 
small glass full of whiskey and cracked 
ice, drained it.

“We all know,” he went on, “that 
things haven’t been so good the last three 
or four years—and we know that unless 
some very radical changes are made in 
the city government, things won’t get 
any better.”

Hanline nodded.
“Lee and I have talked things over

6 and decided to join forces.” Kells put 
down the glass.

Gow'dy said: “What do you mean, join 
forces, Mister Kells?”

Kells cleared his throat, glanced at 
Beery. “You boys have the organiza
tion,” he said. “You, Gowdy—-and 
Frank Jensen, and O’Malley—and Lee, 
here. My contribution is very important 
political information, which I’ll handle 
in my own way and at my own time— 
and a lot of friends in the East who are 
going to be on their way out here to
morrow.”

Hanline looked puzzled. Gowdy 
glanced expressionlessly at Fenner.

“Bellmann’s dead,” Kells went on, 
“and the circumstances of his murder 
can be of great advantage to us if 
they’re handled in exactly the right way. 
But that, alone, isn’t going to swing an 
election. We’ve got the personal follow
ing of all this administration to beat— 
and we’ve got Rose’s outfit to beat.

f t

Hanline said: “Rose?”
Kells poured himself another drink. 

“Rose has built up a muscle organization 
of his own in the last few months—and 
a week or so ago he threw in with Bell- 
mann.”

Hanline and Gowdy glanced at one 
another, at Fenner.

Kells said: “There it is.” He sat 
down.

Fenner got up and went into the bed
room. He came back directly, said: 
“It’s a good proposition, Abe. Mister 
Kells wants to put the heat on 
Rose____”

Kells interrupted: “I want to reach 
Dickinson tonight and see if we can’t 
get the first number of the Guardian 
on the streets by morning. There are 
certain angles on the Bellmann thing 
that the other papers won’t touch.”

Hanline said: “Maybe he's at Ansel’s 
—but they don’t answer the phone there 
after ten.”

“Who’s Ansel?”
Hanline started to answer but Gowdy 

interrupted him. “Did you know that
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Rose was backing Ansel?” Gowdy was 
looking at Fenner.

Fenner shook his head, then spoke to 
Kells: “Ansel runs a couple crap- 
games down on Santa Monica Boule
vard—Dickinson plays there quite a 
bit.”

Kells said: “So Dickie is a gambler ?” 
Hanline laughed. “I’ll bet he’s made 

a hundred thousand dollars with the dirt 
racket in the last year,” he said. “And 
I’ll bet he hasn’t got a dollar and a 
quarter.”

Kells smiled at Fenner. “You ought 
to take better care of your hired men,” 
he said. Then he got up and finished 
his drink and put on his hat. “I ’ll go 
over and see if I can find him.”

Beery said: “I’ll come along.”
Kells shook his head slightly.
Hanline stood up, stretched. He 

said: “It’s the first building on the south 
side of the street, west of Gardner—• 
used to be a scene-painter’s warehouse 
or something like that—upstairs.” 

“Thanks.” Kells asked Fenner: 
“Dickinson’s the guy that was typewrit
ing at the place downtown ?”

Fenner nodded.
Hanline said: “If you don’t mind, I'm 

going back downstairs and get some 
sleep. I was out pretty late last night.” 

“Sure.” Kells glanced at Gowdy. 
Gowdy said: “I ’ll stick around.”
Kells and Hanline went out, down in 

the elevator. Hanline got off at the fifth 
floor.

Kells stopped at the desk, asked for 
the house detective. The clerk pointed 
out a heavy, sad-eyed man who sat 
reading-a paper near the door. Kells 
went over to him and said: “You 
needn’t hold the man Fenner was going 
to file charges against.”

The man put down his paper. He 
said: “Hell, he was gone when I got up
stairs. There wasn’t nobody there but 
Mister Dillon.”

Kells said: “Oh.” He scratched the 
back of his head, “How’s Dillon ?” 

“He’ll be all right.”
Kells went out and got into a  cab.

NSEL’S turned out 
to be a dark, three- 
story business block 
set flush with the 
sidewalk. There were 
 ̂big For Rent signs in 
the plate-glass win- 

dowsTand there was a dark stairway at 
one side.

Kells told the cab-driver to wait, went 
upstairs.

Someone opened a small window in a 
big heavily timbered door, surveyed 
Kells dispassionately.

Kells said: “I want to see Ansel.”
“He ain’t here.”
“I ’m a friend of Dickinson’s—I want 

to see him.”
The window closed and the door 

swung slowly open. Kells went into a 
very small room littered with newspa
pers and cigarette butts. The man who 
had looked at him through the window, 
patted his pockets methodically, silently.

Another man, a very dark-skinned 
Italian or Greek, sat in a worn wicker 
chair tilted back against one wall.

He said: “Your friend Dickinson— 
he is very drunk.”

Kells said: “So am I,” and then the 
other man finished feeling his pockets, 
went to another heavy door, opened it.

Kells went into a very big room. It 
was dark except for two clots of bright 
light at the far end. He walked1 slowly 
back through the darkness, and the hum 
of voices grew louder, broke up into 
words:

“Eight. . . . Point is eight, a three 
way. . . . Get your bets down, men. 
. . . Throws five—point is eight. . . . 
Throws eleven, a field point, men. . . . 
Throws four—another fielder. Get ’em 
in the field, boys. . . . Five. . . . Seven 
out. Next man. Who likes this lucky 
shooter? . . .”

Each of the two tables was lined two- 
deep with men. One powerful green- 
shaded light hung above each. The dice- 
man’s voice droned ont:
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“Get down on him, boys. . . . Ten— 
the hard way. . . . Five. . . . Ten—the 
winner. . . . All right, boys, he’s coming 
out. Chunk it in. . .

Kells saw Dickinson. He was stand
ing at one end of one of the tables. He 
was swaying back and forth a little and 
his eyes were half closed, and he held 
a thick sheaf of bills in his left hand. 

“Seven—the winner. . . .”
Dickinson leaned forward and put his 

forefinger unsteadily down beside a 
stack of bills on the line. The change- 
man reached over, counted it and put a 
like amount beside it.

“Drag fifty, Dick,” he said. “Hun
dred dollar limit.”

Dickinson said thickly: “Bet it all.” 
The change-man smiled patiently, 

picked up a fifty-dollar bill and tossed 
it on the table nearer Dickinson.

A small, pimpled old man at the other 
end of the table, caught the dice as they 
were thrown to him, put them into the 
black leather box, breathed into it de
voutly, rolled.

Kells elbowed closer to the table. 
“Eleven—the winner. . . . ” 
Dickinson stared disgustedly at the 

change-man as a hundred dollars in tens 
and twenties was counted out, lain down 
beside his line bet. The change-man 
said: “Drag a C, Dick.”

“Bet i t !” Dickinson said angrily. 
Kells looked at the change-man. He 

said: “Can you raise the limit if I cover 
it behind the line ?”

The man glanced at a tall well-dressed 
youth behind him for confirmation, nod
ded.

Kells took a wad of bills out of his 
trouser pocket and put two hundred- 
doilars down behind the line. Dickin
son looked up and his bleary, heavy- 
lidded eyes came gradually to focus on 
Kells.

He said: “Hello there,” very heartily. 
Then he looked as if he was trying hard 
to remember, and said: “Kells! How 
are ya, boy?”

At mention of Kells’ name it became 
very quiet for a moment.

Kells said: “I ’m fine.”
The little, pimpled man rolled.
The dice-man said: “Six—the easy 

one. . . .  He will or he won’t. . . . 
Nine—pays the field. . . . Six—
right. . . .”

The change-man picked up Kells’ two 
hundred-dollar bills, tossed them down 
beside Dickinson’s bet.”

Dickinson grinned. He said: “Bet 
it.”

Kells took a thousand-dollar note 
from his breast pocket, put it down be
hind the line.

Dickinson said: “Better lay off—I’m 
right. . . .”

“Get down on the bill.” Kells smiled 
faintly, narrowly.

“-----  damned if I won’t.” Dickin
son counted his money on the table and 
the money in his hand: “Four hundred, 
six, eight, nine, a thousand, thousand 
one hundred and thirty. Tap me.” 

The tall young man said: “Hurry up, 
gentlemen — you’re holding up the 
game.”

Several men wandered over from the 
other table. The little man holding the
dice-box said: “----- ! I don't want. . . .”

Kells was counting out the additional 
hundred and thirty dollars.

Dickinson said: “Roll.”
“Eleven—the winner.”
The change man picked up Kells’ 

money, cut off a twenty for the house, 
threw the rest down in front of Dickin
son. '

The little man raked in the few dol
lars he had won for himself, walked 
away.

The dice-man picked up the box. 
Kells said: “Got enough?”
“Hell, no! I ’ll bet it all on my own 

roll,” Dickinson held out his hand for 
the box.

“Make it snappy, boys.” The tall 
young man frowned, nodded briefly at 
Kells.

Dickinson was checking up on the 
amount. He said. “Two thousand, two 
hundred and forty. . . .”

Kells put three thousand-dollar notes
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behind the line. The dice-man threw a 
dozen or more glittering red dice on the 
table—Dickinson carefully picked out 
two.

“Get down your bets, men. . . .  A 
new shooter. . . . We take big ones 
and little ones. . . . Come, don’t-
come, hard way, and in the field. . . . 
Bet ’em either way. . . . ”

Dickinson was shaking the box gently, 
tenderly, near his ear. He rolled. 

“Three—that’s a bad one. . . .”
Kells picked up his three notes, and 

the change-man raked up the bills in 
front of Dickinson, counted them into a 
stack, cut off one and handed the rest 
to Kells.

“Next man. . . . Get down on the 
next lucky shooter, boys. . .

Kells folded the bills, stuck them into 
his pocket.

Dickinson looked at the tall young 
man. He said: “Let me take five hun
dred, Less.”

The young man didn’t look at him; 
turned and walked over to the other 
table.

Kells gestured with his head and went 
over to a round green-covered table out 
of the circle of light. Dickinson fol
lowed him. They sat down.

Kells said: “Can you get the paper 
out by tomorrow morning?”

Dickinson was fumbling through his 
pockets, brought out a dark-brown pint 
bottle. He took out the cork, held the 
bottle towards Kells. He said: “Wha’ 
for?”

Kells shook his head, but Dickinson 
shoved the bottle into his hands. Kells 
took a drink, handed it back.”

“Bellmann was fogged tonight and 
I want to give it a big spread.”

“The hell you say.” Dickinson stared 
blankly at Kells. “Well wha’ d’ y’ know 
about that!” Then he seemed to re
member Kells’ question. “Sure,”

Kells said: “Let’s go.”
“Wait a minute. Let’s have another 

drink.”
They drank.
Dickinson said: “Listen. Wha’ d’ y*
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think happened tonight ? Somebody 
called me up and offered me ten grand, 
cold turkey, to ditch Lee.”

“Ditch him, how?”
“I don’t know. They said all I had 

to do was gum up the works some way 
so that the paper wouldn’t come out. 
They said I’d get five in cash in the 
mail tomorrow, and the rest after the 
primaries.”

“What did you say?”
“I said; ‘Listen, sister, Lee Fenner’s

been a ------damned good friend to me.
I said. . . .”

Kells said: “Sister?”
“Yeah. It was a broad.”
They got up and went through the 

semi-darkness to the little room, out and 
downstairs to the street. It was rain
ing very hard. Dickinson said he had a 
car, and Kells paid off the cab, and they 
went into the vacant lot alongside the 
building.

Dickinson’s car was a Ford coupe; he 
finally found his keys and opened the 
door.

Then a bright spot-light was switched 
on in a car at the curb. There was a 
sharp choked roar and something bit 
into Kells’ leg, into his side.

Dickinson stumbled, fell down on his 
knees on the running-board; his face 
and the upper part of his body sagged 
forward to the floor of the car. He lay 
still.

8

ELLS lay down in the 
mud beside the car and 
drew up his knees, and he 
could taste blood in his 
mouth. His teeth were 
sunk savagely, deeply into 

■his lower lip and there 
were jagged wires of pain in his brain, 
jagged wires in his side.

He knew it had been a shotgun, and 
he lay in the mud, with rain whipping 
his face, and wondered if Dickinson was 
dead; waited for the gun to cough again.

Then the spot-light went out and
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Kells could hear the car being shifted 
into gear; he twisted his head a little 
and saw it pass through the light near 
the corner—a black touring-car with the 
side-curtains drawn—a Cadillac.

He crawled up on to the running- 
board of the Ford and shook Dickinson 
a little, and then he steadily, painfully, 
pushed Dickinson up into the car— 
slowly.

He pressed the knob that unlocked the 
opposite door, and limped around the car 
and crawled into the driver’s seat. He 
could feel blood on his side; blood 
pounded through his head, his eyes. He 
pried the keys out of Dickinson’s hand 
and started the motor.

Dickinson was an inert heap beside 
him. He groaned, coughed in a curi
ous dry way.

Kells said: “All right, boy. We’ll 
fix it up in a minute.”

Dickinson coughed again in the curi
ous way that was like a laugh. He tried 
to sit up, fell forward, his head banged 
against the windshield. Kells pulled 
him back into the seat and drove out 
of the lot, turned east on Santa 
Monica.

Dickinson tried to say something, 
groped with one hand in the side-pocket. 
He finally gave it up, managed to gasp: 
“Gun—here.”

Kells said: “Sit still.”
They went down Santa Monica 

Boulevard very fast, turned north on 
La Brea. Kells stopped halfway up the 
block and felt in Dickinson’s pocket for 
the bottle; but it had been broken, the 
pocket was full of wet glass.

They went up La Brea to Franklin, 
over Franklin to Cahuenga, up 
Cahuenga and Iris to Cullen’s house.

Kell’s side and leg had become numb. 
He got out of the car as quickly as he 
could, limped up the steps. Cullen an
swered the first ring. He stood in the 
doorway, looking elaborately disgusted, 

' said: “Again ?”
Kells said: “Give me a hand, Willie. 

Hurry up.” He started back down the 
steps.

“No! ------ damn you and your
jams!”

Kells turned and stared at Cullen ex
pressionlessly, and then he went on down 
the steps. Cullen followed him, mutter
ing, and they got Dickinson out of the 
car, carried him up into the house.

Cullen was breathing heavily. He 
said: “Why the hell don’t you take him 
to the Receiving Hospital?”

“I ’ve been mixed up in five shootings 
in the last thirty-two hours.” Kells 
went to the telephone, grinned over his 
shoulder at Cullen. “It’s like old times 
—one' more, and they'll hang me on 
principle.”

“Haven’t you got any other friends? 
This place was lousy with coppers
yesterday.”

“Wha’s the matter, darling?”
Kells and Cullen turned, looked at 

the stairway. Eileen, Cullen’s girl, was 
standing half way down. She swayed 
back and forth, put her hand unsteadily 
on the banister. She was very drunk.

She drawled: “Hello, Gerry.”
Cullen said: “Go back up stairs and 

put on your clothes, you!” He said it 
very loudly.

Kells laughed. He said: “Oh ----- !
I can’t telephone. Cal Doc Janis—will 
you, Willie?” He limped to the door, 
looked down at his torn, muddy, 
blood-stained clothes.

“Loan me a coat, Willie,” he said. 
“TO get wet.”

/

A  BLACK touring-car wifh the side- 
curtains. drawn was parked in the 

reserved space in front of the Manhat
tan. Kells had been about to park 
across the street; he slowed down and 
blinked at it. The engine was running 
and there was a man at the wheel. It 
was a Cadillac.

He stepped on the throttle, careened 
around the corner, parked in front of 
the library. He jumped out and took 
the revolver out of the side-pocket, 
slipped it into the pocket of Cullen’s big 
coat; he turned up the deep collar and 
hurried painfully back across the street,
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down an alley to a service entrance of 
the hotel.

The boy in the elevator said: “Well, 
I guess I was right. I guess it’s going 
to rain all night.”

Kells said: “Uh huh.”
“Tch, tch, tch.” The boy shook his 

head sadly.
“Has Mister Fenner had any visitors 

since I left?”
“No, sir—I don’t think so. Not many 

people in and out tonight. There was 
three gentlemen went up to nine a 
little while ago. They was drunk, I 
guess.”

He slid the door open. “Ten, sir.”
Kells said: “Thank you.”
He listened at the door of ten-sixteen, 

heard no sound. He rang the bell and 
stood close to the wall with the revolver 
in his hand. The inner hallway was 
narrow—the door would have to be 
opened at least halfway before he could 
be seen.

It opened almost at once, slowly. A 
yellow-white face took form in the 
darkness, and Kells stepped into the 
doorway. He held the revolver belly- 
high in front of him. The yellow- 
white face faded backwards as Kells 
went in, until it was the black outline 
of a man’s head against orange light 
of the living-room, until it was the fig
ure of a short Latin standing with his 
back against the wall at one side of the 
door, his arms stretched out.

Beyond him, Fenner and Beery 
kneeled on the floor, their faces to the 
wall. On the other side of the room, 
O’Donnell stood with a great blue auto
matic levelled at Kell’s chest.

O’Donnell was bare-headed and a 
white bulge of gauze and cotton was 
plastered across his scalp. His mouth 
was open and he breathed through it 
slowly, audibly.

Except for the sharp sound of O’Don
nell’s breathing, it was entirely still.

Kells said: “I ’ll bet I can shoot 
faster than you, Adenoids.”

O’Donnell didn’t say anything. His 
pale eyes glittered in a sick face, and

the big automatic was dull and steady 
in his fat pink hand.

Fenner leaned forward, put his head 
against the wall. Beery turned slowly 
and looked at Kells. The Mexican was 
motionless, bright-eyed.

Then Beery said: “Look out!” and 
something dull and terrible crashed 
against the back of Kells’ head, there 
was dull and terrible blackness. It was 
filled with thunder and smothering blue, 
and something hot and alive pulsed in 
Kells’ hand. He fell.

HERE was a light 
that hurt his eyes 
very  much, even 
when t h e y  w e r e  
closed. Someone was 
throwing water in

__his face. He said:
“Stop that, ------ damn it—you’re get
ting me w et!”

Beery said: “Sh—easy.”
Kells opened his eyes a little. “The 

place is backwards.”
“This is the one next-door, the one 

across the air-shaft, where Fenner’s 
stick-up men were stashed. Fenner 
had the key.” Beery spoke very quietly.

— ! my head. How did I get in 
here?”

Beery said: “Papa carried you.” 
He stood up and went to the door for a 
minute, came back and sat down. “And 
what a piece of business! You were 
out on your feet-—absolutely cold— 
squeezed that iron, one, two, three, four, 
five, six—like that. One in the wall 
about six inches above my head, five in 
baby-face.”

“That was O’Donnell.” Kells closed 
his eyes and moved his head a little. 
“Then I faw down.” He opened his 
eyes.

Beery nodded,
“Who hit me?”
“Rose.”
Kells looked interested. “What with 

—a piano?”
“A vase. . . . ”
“Vahze.”
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Beery said: “A vase—a big one out 
of the bedroom, I don't think he had a 
gun."

“Would you mind beginning at the 
beginning?” Kells closed his eyes.

“After you left, Fenner and Gowdy 
sat there like a couple bumps on a log, 
afraid to crack in front of me.”

Kells nodded carefully, held his head 
in his hands.

“After a while, Gowdy got bored and 
went home—he lives around the corner. 
I was sucking up a lot of red-eye, hav
ing a swell time. Then about five min
utes before you got here, the bell rang 
and Fenner went to the door, backed in 
with Rose and O’Donnell and the spig- 
goty. O’Donnell and the spick were 
snowed to the eyes. Rose said: ‘What 
did Kells get from the gal that bumped 
Bellmann, and where is it?’ Fenner 
went into a nose-dive—he was scared 
wet, anyway. They made us get down 
on the floor. . . . ”

Kells laughed. He said: “You
looked like a couple communicants.”

“ . . . and Rose frisked both of us 
and started fearing up the furniture. 
Some way or other, I got the idea that 
whether he found what he was looking 
for or not, we weren’t going to tell 
about it afterwards.”

Beery paused, lighted a cigarette, 
went on quietly: “Rose was sore as 
hell, and O’Donnell and the greaser 
were licking their chops for blood. The 
greaser kept fingering a chiv in his belt 
—you know: the old noiseless ear to ear 
gag”

Kells said: “Maybe. They popped
Dickinson and me outside Ansel’s. If 
they're that far in the open, they’d want 
to get Fenner too.”

“And Beery — the innocent by
stander. . . . ”

“I doubt it though, Shep. I don’t 
think Rose would have come along if it 
was a kill.”

“Well, anyway—he’d gotten around 
to the bedroom when you rang. He 
switched out the light and waited in 
there in the dark. You came in and

went into your wild-west act with baby- 
face, and Rose came out behind you and 
took a bead on your skull with the vase 
—vahze. Then he and the greaser 
screwed—quick.”

Kells reached suddenly into his in
side pocket, then took his hand out, 
sighed. “Didn’t he fan me?”

"No. I grabbed O ’Donnell’s gun 
when he fell—-anyway, I think Rose was 
too scared to think about that.”

Kells said: “Go on.”
Beery looked immensely superior. 

“Well, the old rapid-fire Beery brain 
got to work,” he said. “I figured that 
you had to be gotten out of there quick, 
and I remembered what you’d said about 
this place next-door. Fenner was about 
to go into his fit. I got the key from 
him and talked about thirty seconds’ 
worth of sense, and carried you in here 
—and the gun.” He nodded at the re
volver on the couch beside Kells. 

“Where’s Fenner now?”
“Over at the station, filing murder 

charges against Rose and the greaser.” 
Kells said: “That’s swell.”
“The house-dick and a bunch of cop

pers and a lot of neighbors who had 
heard the barrage got here at about the 
same time. It was the fastest police 
action I’ve ever seen; must have been 
one of the radio cars. I listened through 
the air-shaft. Fenner had pulled him
self together, and told a beautiful story 
about Rose and O’Donnell and the Mex 
crashing in, and O’Donnell getting 
rubbed in a fight with Rose.”

Beery mashed out his cigarette. 
“He's telling it over at headquarters 
now—or maybe he’s on his way back. 
You’ve been out about a half-hour.” 

Kells sat up unsteadily. He said: 
“Give me a drink of water.”

A  LITTLE later there was a tap at 
the door, and Beery opened it, 

let Fenner in.
Fenner looked very tired. He said: 

“How are you, Gerry?”
“I’m fine, Lee—how are you?” Kells 

grinned.
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"Terrible—terrible! I can’t  stand this 
kind of thing.” Fenner sat down.

“Maybe you’d better take a trip, after 
all.” Kells smiled faintly, picked up 
the revolver. “Things are going to be 
more in the open. I ’ll have to carry a 
gun.” He looked down at the re
volver.

“By ----- ! I ’ll get a permit for a
change,” he said. “Can you fix that 
up?”

Fenner nodded wearily. “I guess 
so.”

“And Lee, we made a deal tonight—I 
mean early—the twenty-five grand, you 
know. I ’m going to handle the stuff, 
of course; but in the interests of my 
client, Miss Granquist, I ’ll have to con
summate the sale.”

Fenner looked at the floor.
"A check’ll be all right.”
Fenner nodded. “I ’ll go in and make 

it out,” he said. “Then I’ll have to say 
good night—I’m all in.”

Kells said; “That’ll be all right.” 
Fenner went out and closed the door. 
Kells sat looking at the door for a 

moment, and then he said:
“Shep—you’re the* new editor of the

Coast Guardian. How do you like 
that?”

“Lousy. I don’t  carry enough insur
ance.”

“You’ll be all right. A hundred a 
week and all the advertising you can 
sell, on the side.”

“When do I start?”
“Right now. I parked Dickinson up 

at Bill Cullen’s. I ’ll drop you there, 
and you can get the details from him— 
if he’s conscious. I ’ll turn the, uh— 
data over to you.”

Beery rubbed his eyes, yawned. He 
smiled a little and said: “Oh, well, what 
the hell. I guess I ’m beginning to like 
it, too.”

Kells looked at his wrist. “T h e ------
smashed my watch—what time is it ?”

“Twelve-two.”
“----- ! I ’m late.” Kells picked up

the telephone and called a Hempstead 
number.

He said: “Hello, baby. . . . Sure.
. . . Have you got any ham and eggs?
. . . Have you got some absorbent cot
ton and bandages and iodine? . . . 
That’s fine, I ’ll be up in about ten min
utes. . . .  I ’ve been on a party.”



Straight Crooks
By ERLE STANLEY GARDNER

Ed Jenkins, dodging a murder rap, 
finds time to help another crook who 

is try ing to go straight

^HE CRACKER paused 
before the door of the 
apartment and listened. 
It was a fool move. 
We’d already deter
mined, as nearly as we 
could, that the apartment 

Standing before the door, 
was simply suicidal. We 

couldn’t tell when someone was going 
to pop out of one of the other apart
ments, even if it was fitter midnight.

I pushed him to one side and fitted 
a skeleton key.

The Cracker started to whisper. I 
kicked viciously at his shin. He shut

was empty, 
bent over,

up.
102

A skeleton key Is a difficult thing to 
handle. It nearly always makes more 
or less of a noise, and 'sometimes has 
to be held at just a right angle. It isn’t 
like a regular key that fits the guides 
perfectly.

The Cracker was peering nervously 
up and down the hallway, looking like a 
bum actor trying to register guilt. I 
could have killed him with pleasure.

The bolt clicked in the door. I pulled 
in on the knob so the latch wouldn’t 
make a racket, turned, and pushed the 
door noiselessly open.

The apartment was dark as pitch.
The Cracker started to whisper some

thing again.



Straight Crooks 103

I grabbed him right by the knot of 
the necktie and dragged him in the 
apartment with me, turned, dosed the 
door and talked to him there in the dark.

“No wonder you’re a cheap crook 
with a list of petty convictions as long 
as your arm,” I snarled at him. “For 
•----- sake don’t stand out in the hall
way and whisper. Talk out like a man. 
A whisper always attracts attention, low
voiced conversation sounds on the up 
and up. People strain their ears to 
listen to whispers.”

He was yammering.
“Don’t make so much racket. Maybe 

this apartment ain’t empty.”
“Listen,” I told him. “You shadowed 

the broad out. You telephoned the 
apartment, you sent a telegram. The 
telephone didn’t answer, and there’s the 
telegram notice on the knob of the door 
right now. What more do you want?

“I admit we’re taking a chance, but 
when we’ve done all we can to smooth 
out the way ahead of us, we’ve got to 
quit worrying and barge right ahead.

“If the apartment was occupied do 
you think we’d stand any more chance 
of a getaway by hissing out a lot of 
whispers than by talking right out?”

And I clicked on the light switch.
The Cracker jumped back, shielded 

his face with his arm.
"No, no, not the lights! Use a flash!”
I laughed at the cheap crook. Use a 

flash! Signal to anyone who saw it 
through the windows or against the 
shades that a burglar was in the place! 
No wonder The Cracker was a cheap 
hanger-on of the underworld! Turn 
on the lights and no one would think 
anything of it. Use a flash . . .  oh 
hell, what was the use of trying to 
educate the bum?

The curtains were drawn, the shades 
down. The apartment might have been 
left to order for our visit.

The Cracker got his nerve back after 
a second or two.

“I guess you’re right,” he said, speak
ing out of one side of his mouth.

He was a tall, skinny cuss, and he

carried his head thrust forward, his 
stomach pulled in in a sort of a crouch, 
as though he’d been trying to make him
self look inconspicuous. I t’s the sort of 
a humped up appearance one sees some
times on a tall girl who’s tried to make 
herself look short by humping herself 
down—and not kidding anybody except 
herself, and ruining what might have 
been a good figure.

The Cracker was the sort of a bird 
who looked like a crook. He gave the 
impression of trying to hide behind 
something, even when there wasn’t any
thing to hide behind.

The apartment had four rooms. It 
was furnished with a pretty good grade' 
of furniture, and there were a few in
dividual touches to it.

The sitting-room was spick and span. 
The bedroom was a mess of clothes. 
There was a dress on the floor, lying 
in a crumpled circle, just as though a 
girl had walked out of it and left it 
right where it had dropped. Some 
stockings had been washed out and 
hung over the foot of the bed to dry. 
The bathroom had some filmy under- 
things hanging over the edge of the 
bathtub, on faucets, over the towel 
hangers.

There were trays filled with cigarette 
ashes, a flask of whiskey, some tubes of 
cosmetics, a piece of soft paper smeared 
with wiped-off facial cream.

The Cracker stood in the doorway 
and rubbered about him.

“Well,” I snapped, “let’s get busy!”
He started at that, walked over to the 

davenport, moved the sofa cushions, 
and began exploring around in the 
cracks between the upholstery.

“It won’t be there,” I said.
“Why not?” he wanted to know, 

twisting his head pn his long neck and 
leering at me. “I guess I got as much 
right to think as you have!”

I sighed, then started to explain, be
cause I really didn’t want to have 
trouble with him.

"It’s because the bedroom’s so 
mussy,” I said. “That shows the kind
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of a girl she is, careless, sloppy. But 
this room is cleaned up all spick and 
span. That means she doesn’t  live in it 
much of the time, or else that she has a 
maid. In either event she’d have the 
stuff in the bedroom.”

The Cracker got sore.
“Say,” he said, “I don’t know what 

gives you the right to be so damned 
superior! I ’m in on this job, the same 
as you are, and I guess I gotta right to 
look where I want to.”

“Okey,” I said; and moved into the 
bedroom.

The mattress didn’t show any signs of 
having been tampered with. I ran my 
hand around the inside of the pillow 
cases and found nothing. Back of the 
pictures showed dust, nothing else. I 
went through the bureau drawers as a 
matter of habit, not that I expected to 
find anything there.

I’d about finished with the conven
tional places when The Cracker came 
to the door.

“I ’m sorry,” he said. “I was nervous. 
I had no business flyin’ off the handle.”

“Forget it,” I told him, “and look 
around the edges of the carpet.”

He got down on his hands and knees 
and started searching.

I covered every place I could think 
of, and drew a blank. I even dipped 
down inside a big jar of cold cream 
and smeared my fingers all up, on the 
off chance that this might be the hiding 
place.

The Cracker got up from the floor 
and shook his head lugubriously.

I eyed him speculatively.
“Not here,” he said.
I moved over towards him.
“How sure were you that they were 

here?”
/ ‘Awful sure.”
“And you don’t think she’s got them 

with her?”
“I know she ain’t. She’s afraid the 

bulls may search her.”
I frowned.
The Cracker started questioning me 

again.

“Why are you so anxious for them? 
Why not just go ahead and call in 
the cops and let them shake her 
down ?”

I shook my head.
“If we find ’em it won’t prove any

thing,” he said.
“It’ll prove all I want to prove.”
“Well, just what is that?”
And I saw the eyes of the man slit a 

little, as though he was laying a trap 
for me.

I repeated the story I ’d given him 
before.

“You know the case. Two people 
hold up a cabaret party, Mr. and Mrs. 
C. Carton Wright; Mr. and Mrs. 
Stanley Simpson. They get jewels 
from Mrs. Wright, and then Simpson 
makes a charge. There’s a shot and 
Simpson dies. Now I want to solve that 
murder. My client is paying me to turn 
up the killer. If this broad has got the 
bracelet and ring, we’ve got something 
to base a third degree on. You claim 
you know she has the stuff. I ’m check
ing that knowledge, that’s all.”

The Cracker kept his eyes slitted.
“They had Ed Jenkins, The Phantom 

Crook, tagged with that crime for a 
while,” he said.

“Sure they did. They pin everything 
on him that they can’t pin on anybody 
else. But he got himself in the clear by 
showing the thing couldn’t  have been 
pulled by him. One of the chorus girls 
gave him an alibi.”

The Cracker continued to study me.
“You’re a funny detective,” he 

drawled. “You act more like a high- 
class crook.”

I didn’t know what he had in mind, 
but if he had thought that statement 
would have got a rise out of me, he had 
another guess coming. I yawned and 
reached for a cigarette.

“Maybe,” I said. “My methods are 
my own.”

He continued to watch me. I won
dered then if the man had more brains 
than I ’d give him credit for, Did he 
suspect that I was The Phantom Crook ?
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• That I wasn’t  a detective at all, but Ed 
Jenkins, himself?

I lit the cigarette and held the match 
for a second or two, so that he could 
see my hand was steady.

“And there was a mysterious girl 
mixed up in it,” he said.

“Yeah,” I told him. “But you know 
who pulled the job, and so do I.”

As a matter of fact, it was on account 
of that mysterious girl that I was mixed 
up in my present surroundings. Norma 
Gay had been the queen of the diamond 
thieves. She’d reformed and started to 
go straight. But a couple of men had 
framed her, had her present when what 
was intended to be a gem robbery was 
pulled. But Simpson had become im
pulsive, his wits muddled perhaps by a 
few too many highballs, and the robbery 
rap had become a murder case, a frying 
job.

I ’d been accused for a while, then 
Norma Gay had helped me clear my 
name. But, until the men who had 
actually pulled the job had been un
covered, Norma Gay could be brought 
into it at any time.

I don’t think Norma had figured the 
play out. But I had seen it from the 
minute I won into the clear. The two 
crooks knew who Norma was. They 
had only to spill the information to 
the police, and Norma would be in bad 
on account of her record. And the 
chorus girl hadn’t given Norma any 
alibi.

So I ’d started out to solve the case, 
on the quiet, and here I was, in com
pany with The Cracker, in the apart
ment of a girl who was supposed to be 
the moll of the bird that had done the 
killing, and the moll was supposed to 
have the ring and bracelet that had been 
taken from Mrs. Wright.

The Cracker had turned stool pigeon. 
He figured me for a private dick, or I 
thought he had. Now he was talking 
funny. I moved over towards him, 
carelessly, but I kept the balls of my 
feet on the floor and my weight balanced 
over them. If I had to, I could slam

home a right that would put The 
Cracker out of the way for a while and 
I didn’t like the way things were going.

The Cracker had put his finger on 
the weak spot. If I ’d been a detective 
I ’d have gone after the evidence in an
other way. As it was, it was a case of a 
crook chasing a crook. The police had 
pinned everything on me they couldn’t 
explain any other way. I was a con
venient goat—and I was too damned 
weary of the perpetual fight to try and 
keep my name clear.

Let ’em go ahead and pin things on 
me, and then let them try to catch me. 
What the hell did I care ? I ’d earned the 
nickname of “The Phantom Crook” be
cause I ’d always been able to slip 
through the fingers of the police, and I 
was willing to keep right on slip
ping.

It gave life a zest anyway, my wits 
against those of the police. And, if 
they caught me, they were welcome to 
me.

/  l ^ j ^ H E  C R A C K E R  
l  y #  sucked in his under 

r BA if * lip and gnawed on it
/ / / B m V *n an ecstasy of 

/  B nervousness. He
(MWbU B t  seemed to be waiting

for something to hap
pen.

“Well,” I said, “if it’s not here, it 
may be somewhere else. Let’s take a 
look in the kitchen.”

He snorted. '
“That baby never used the kitchen!” 

he said. “This apartment was a gift 
to her. I t’s just so much velvet. She 
sleeps here and that’s about all.”

“Yeah,” I told him, not really pay
ing too much attention to what he had 
to say, “it’s pretty soft for Mabel Mor
gan.”

“I ’ll say,” said The Cracker.
He moved out towards the living-room 

again, stared at the davenport.
I followed his eyes and shrugged my 

shoulder. The bedroom had been a 
blank. Maybe I wasn’t as shrewd at



106 Black Mask

doping out hiding places as I thought 
I ’d been,

I went to the kitchen.
The Cracker was right. I t hadn’t 

been used. Not by the same baby who 
had littered up the bedroom, at any 
rate. Here again everything was slick 
and clean, spick and span.

“Sugar sacks and flour sacks are al
ways nice hiding places,” I told The 
Cracker.

There was a little uncurtained win
dow up over the sink.

I didn’t want to switch on the light 
with no cover over that window—not 
until I saw whether or not somebody’s 
bedroom was where I could be seen 
prowling about the kitchen.

So I walked towards the back door, 
found the key in the lock, twisted it, 
and looked out on a little balcony that 
ran down to a court.

It was a sort of a service entrance 
for the rambling apartment building. 
The place was a network of wooden 
stairs and landings. There was a moon, 
and that, coupled with the reflections of 
light from a globe that burned in the 
alleyway, showed the deserted court 
with its twisting staircases.

There wasn’t any bedroom that had 
a view of the kitchen window. There 
was the window of another kitchen op
posite, but it was after one o’clock. 
People wouldn’t ordinarily be in 
kitchens at that time, and I wanted light, 
so I decided to take a chance.

I went back into the kitchen, switched 
on the light and then looked into the 
living-room.

The Cracker was standing over by the 
davenport, running his fingers around 
the cracks in the upholstery.

I grinned at him.
“Thought you covered it the first 

time.”
“No,” he said. “I only got half way 

around, and you was so sure it wasn’t 
here, that I gave in to you. I still figure 
it’s a good place.”

I watched him while he ran his hand 
around, saw the crestfallen expression

on his face as he drew a blank, and 
laughed at him.

“Come on,” I said, “we’ll try the 
kitchen.”

I looked up at the window over the 
sink.

It was a square affair, and, on either 
side of the frame were the little brass 
fasteners for a roller shade. But the 
shade wasn’t there. There wasn’t even 
any lace curtain there. That window 
was just as bare and blank as though 
the kitchen was part of a vacant, un
furnished apartment.

I didn’t like it, but life is always a 
question of taking chances. The man 
that doesn’t take chances simply doesn’t 
live, that’s all. If he acts so blamed 
cautiously that he doesn’t take the risk, 
he just doesn’t act at all—and life will 
get him in the end, anyway, so what’s 
the difference?”

I found the flour bin, and rolled up 
my sleeves and started groping around.

The Cracker was over in the cup
board on the other side, moving cans 
around.

The bin was deep. I had to lean way 
over and grope. I made a good job of 
it and drew a blank,

“Any luck?” I asked The Cracker.
“No luck,” he said. His surliness had 

left him. Perhaps I’d convinced him, 
after all, that my methods weren’t so ir
regular.

I found the next bin loaded with 
potatoes. It wasn’t much of a lead, 
but I worked through therri. I could 
hear The Cracker, behind my back, 
working through the cans of baking 
powder and spices. I finished with the 
potatoes, took a few steps, and stopped 
in my tracks.

The kitchen was covered with 
linoleum, and my feet made a peculiar, 
rasping sound against the linoleum.

The Cracker looked up at me, his 
face stamped with alarm.

“What is it?” he whispered.
“Have you found the sugar?” I 

asked.
“No,” he said.
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I grinned.
“Then that’s our lead. Somebody’s 

been into the sugar recently—after the 
kitchen was swept out, and the place is 
so neat that that means after the last 
meal was cooked here. I just stepped 
on a crystal of sugar.’’

“Gee!” he said, and there was awe 
in his voice. “You sure called the 
turn.”

I walked towards a cabinet, and 
found I was walking on sugar all the 
way. I walked back towards the back 
door, and my feet crunched again.

I grinned at The Cracker.
“The cabinet,” I said.
I opened it up. There was a big tin 

of sugar. I pushed my hand down in 
it. My fingers felt something solid. I 
pulled it out. It was a platinum brace
let set with diamonds and emeralds. I 
fished down into the sugar and pulled 
out the platinum diamond ring. It was 
engraved.

There wasn’t any doubt about it. The 
two pieces that had been taken from 
Mrs. Wright by the man, or by one of 
the men, who had killed Stanley Simp
son.

The Cracker hissed a jubilant chuckle.
“I gave you the straight dope! I told 

you she had ’em! You didn’t think so, 
for a while. You thought I was string
ing you. I could tell it when you didn't 
find anything in the bedroom!”

I nodded. He’d called the turn there.
All of a sudden the expression of 

joy died from his face. His mouth 
sagged. He cocked his head on one 
side as though he was listening.

“Good ----- !” he said, and jumped
for the light switch.

“Did you hear that?” he asked, his 
voice quivering.

“Hear what?” I asked.
The switch clicked. The lights went

off.
“A woman screamed,” he said.
I waited. There was nothing save 

darkness and silence, a silence that was 
broken only by the heavy breathing of 
The Cracker.

After a minute or two that breath
ing became more quiet.

“Shucks,” he said, “I ’m getting 
jumpy,” and switched on the light. His
grin was sheepish.

“Well,” he said, “we did what we 
started to do, so let’s get outa here. 
We don’t need to stick around any 
longer than we have to.”

I nodded at that. It was good logic. 
“Whatcha goin’ to do with the stuff?” 

he asked.
“Put it back in the sugar, tip off the 

police,” I told him.
The Cracker extended a long arm. 
“Sure it’s the stuff?” he asked.
I dropped them into his palm. 
“Sure,” I said.
“Well,” he observed, “we gotta be 

careful about leaving anything to show

And he made one great leap for the 
light switch.

“The bulls!” he hissed.
The switch clicked off, and I knew he 

was right. There came the shrilling 
noise of a police whistle, and it sounded 
from the corridor, out in front of the 
apartment we had burgled.

The Cracker went for the back door. 
I could hear his feet crunch on the sugar 
as he ran across the linoleum. He jerked 
the door open.

“Come on,” he whispered. “It’s 
suicide to be trapped here.”

I knew he was right, but I waited. -
I wasn’t at all certain there weren’t 

police at the back of the house, and if 
The Cracker wanted to do the explor
ing and find out, I was willing to let 
him.

I ’ll say one thing for him, he made 
a quiet getaway. He may have been 
alarmed, but he didn’t make the mis
take of rushing down those wooden 
stairs, making enough noise to alarm the 
entire place. He went down smooth 
and easy.

After about five seconds,. I followed. 
If there was any fire to draw, The 
Cracker would draw it. But everything 
was quiet and peaceful save for a light
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flashing on in an apartment across the 
way, and the muffled sound of the police 
whistle from the hallway.

The Cracker was first out into the 
alley.

I let him take the chance. Then, as 
there was no sound of a hail, no shots, 
no sirens, I went after him. It was a 
boob play, running out exactly the way 
the police would have expected a crook 
would go, and I had my heart in my 
mouth, waiting for a hail.

But everything was going nicely. The 
Cracker was getting the breaks. Left 
to myself, and I’d have done something 
the police wouldn’t have expected a 
crook to do, gone into another apart
ment, or slipped off my clothes, and 
padded around in my underwear, as 
though I’d been an alarmed sleeper who 
hadn’t acquired the pajama habit, for it 
was a cinch there’d be a crowd gather
ing around the corridors. That whistle 
was making an awful racket.

But I wasn’t  at all certain about The 
Cracker. I figured he hadn’t had 
presence of mind enough to slip those 
tell-tale articles of jewelry back into 
the sugar. He probably had them in his 
pocket.

And I needed to get those little bits 
of jewelry; so The Cracker was like 
a magnet for me. I had to follow.

He burst out of the alleyway and had 
sense enough to slow to a sauntering 
walk. He strolled to the corner. I 
kept about fifty feet behind him. The 
sound of the whistle didn’t carry out 
this far, and there weren’t any sirens.

It began to look as though some hys
terical dame had started tooting on the 
police whistle to call the police. If the 
officers had been in the hallway, they’d 
have busted in the door instead of mak
ing all that commotion.

But one thing’s sure in the crook 
racket, and that is that a crook has no 
business hesitating in a strange apart
ment when somebody’s bearing down 
hard on a police whistle in front of the 
door of that same apartment.

A cruising cab came along and The

Cracker signaled. It came to the curb.
I came up, walking a  little more 

rapidly.
“I beg your pardon,” I said, formally, 

for the benefit of a passing pedestrian 
who happened along, “but I had tele
phoned for a cab, and I think this is 
mine.”

The Cracker was quick enough to 
take the hint.

He bowed and grinned.
“No use getting sore about it, or 

starting an argument,” he said, “we 
can both take the cab—if we’re going 
the same way. I ’m going out on 
Virginia Avenue.”

I bowed and let my smile match his 
own.

“Right on my way,” I said.
We both climbed in the cab.
The Cracker gave an address, out on 

Virginia Avenue.
“What did you do with the trink

ets?” I asked.
“Gosh, I stuck ’em in my pocket! 

I guess I pulled a boner, I should have 
left ’em there!”

I nodded.
He fished a hand in a side pocket, 

pulled them out.
“Here,” he said, “you take ’em. It’s 

all right for a detective to have those 
things, but it’s sure dynamite for a 
crook to have ’em!”

I put the things in my pocket.
“Step on it!” called The Cracker to 

the driver. He was nervous.
The cab made time through the de

serted streets, pulled up at a little flat 
building, a four-family affair that looked 
respectable but gloomy.

“C’mon in,” said The Cracker. “I 
got some more dope I can spill.”

“Fine,” I said.
I paid the cab. The Cracker fitted a 

key to the door. The cab ground into 
gear and breezed out into the quiet 
street. I could see it swing at the cor
ner, then the close air of The Cracker’s 
staircase assailed my nostrils. The 
Cracker slammed the door behind us.

I went up the stairs first
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“I’ll set out the milk bottle,” said The 
Cracker, and took a milk bottle towards 
the stoop. “Make yourself at home. 
There’s a bottle o’ hooch in the cabinet 
over the radio.”

I switched on the lights, walked 
towards the cabinet.

There sounded a succession of back
fires from a couple of blocks down the 
street. At first I thought they were 
shots, but there was a certain lack of 
crack about them that labeled them as 
exhaust backfires.

I walked through the living-room into 
a corridor and opened a door. It was a 
bedroom. There was a little stand by 
the bed and an ugly six-shooter in a 
holster on the stand.

Evidently The Cracker always played 
it safe.

I grabbed the gun, taking care to 
touch only the leather holster, and 
stuffed it in my inside pocket. Then 
I ran through the corridor to the 
kitchen, found some back stairs and 
went down them on the run.

There was a board fence at the alley 
and a gate that was locked. I jumped, 
grabbed the top of the fence and shin
nied over. As I dropped on the other 
side, I heard running footsteps coming 
around the side of the flat.

I sprinted down the alley, paused at 
the street, turned left and picked up a 
cruising cab at the next corner. I gave 
him an address on Virginia Avenue that 
would make him swing around and run 
past the entrance to The Cracker’s Flat.

There was a low touring car parked in 
front, a car that had a blue light over 
the license in back. A man was stand
ing near the car, and the motor was 
running.

HE cabbie ran along 
to  th e  Vi r g i n i a  

f  ''fImm Avenue address, then
I saw, to my audible 
consternation that the 
building there was all 
dark, and gave him 

an address that would take me uptown.

I left him there, stowed the gun un
der an armpit where it wouldn’t show, 
and bought a newspaper from one of 
the early truck drivers that was taking 
a shipment out to the suburbs.

The paper had headlines smeared all 
over it. The headlines accused Norma 
Gay* of the murder of Stanley Simpson.

I’d known that was coming.
I went directly to Norma Gay’s apart

ment. It was in a cheap house where 
whatever anyone did was nobody’s busi
ness. Norma had done things to her 
face which made her pretty well immune 
from casual recognition, but she hadn’t 
been able to do things to her finger
prints, and it looked as though some
body pretty close to the inside was gun
ning on her trail.

Norma answered the door at the 
fourth ring. Her voice over the tele
phone was far from being patient.

“What the hell!” she wanted to know.
That was Norma. Hardboiled and 

not letting anyone call her at two 
o’clock in the morning.

“A friend,” I said, “with a news
paper.”

I heard the electric buzzer showing 
that the catch was off the door, and 
went up. Some people were having a 
party in one of the apartments on the 
second floor. Outside of that, the place 
was quiet.

I padded down the hallway. It was 
cold, dank with the peculiar atmosphere 
which emanates from crowded sleepers.

Norma Gay opened the door. She 
had a kimono wrapped around her 
shoulders, and her eyes were wide and 
dark with emotion.

“I knew it was you,” she said, and 
that was all the greeting.

I walked in and she closed the door. 
She put down the window, lit a cigarette 
and reached for the paper. Her face 
turned a shade paler as she read the 
article. Then she looked up at me.

“Well, Ed, that’s the end.”
“How so, Norma? We can beat the 

rap, if we work fast.”
She shook her head.
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"It can’t be done. There’s something 
back three years that hasn’t been cleared 
up with me, and there’s my record. 
What’s more, /  haven’t got any alibi. 
You know that the couple who sat at my 
table did the job. I know it. Beyond 
the fact that we know it, we haven’t 
got a shred of proof. The chorus girl 
let you out, but rto one’s going to let me 
out. I was wandering around there in 
the dark, and I can’t prove I didn’t pull 
the job. With my record, the D. A. 
wouldn’t have to prove I did it. I ’d 
have to prove I didn’t.”

I tried to argue with her.
“We can find those two,” I said. “If 

we use our heads.”
Her shake of negation was flatly final. 
"You’re game enough to help me try, 

and then we’d both get into hot water. 
Nope, Ed, I ’m going to dust out of the 
city and hit the trail. I ’m on the lam, 
and I’m lamming right now.”

“Where?” I asked.
She shrugged her shoulders.
"Got any money, Norma?”
For a second or two I thought she 

winced. Then she made a laugh out of 
the grimace, whether it had been a wince 
or the beginnings of mirth.

“You talk like a fish, Ed. I ’m lousy 
with the coin.”

“I could let you have some.”
She made a gesture with her hand. 
“Be your age, Ed. Think I ’d be 

broke in a time like this? Get out of 
here and let me put some clothes on.” 

“Can I see you off?” I asked.
She snorted.
“And me wanted for murder! You 

cannot! You can’t see me any place. I 
trust you, Ed Jenkins, trust you a lot, 
but not enough to let you know where 
I’m going. I ’m that sort of a woman. 
I can’t bring myself to trust anyone. 
I ’d feel uneasy if my own mother had 
any idea where I was going.”

“You got a place picked—a hideout?” 
I asked.

“Of course!” she said.
I got up and gave her my hand. She 

took it.

“I’m sorry, Ed. I  got you in a mess, 
trying to help me. I should have 
lammed long ago. Good-bye.”

“Good-bye,” I told her, and walked
to the door.

I felt the pressure of her hand on my 
shoulder, then I was pushed out into the 
dank corridor and the door slammed.

I went down the stairs, past the apart
ment where the party was in full 
swing, and some girl was shrilling with 
alcoholic laughter, out into the crisp
ness of the before-dawn air.

I had to walk a couple of blocks be
fore I got a cab.

“Swing around the block, slide down 
the avenue, turn out your lights and 
park when I tell you,” I told the driver, 
“but keep the motor running—and the 
lights out. I pay the fines.”

“Okev,” he said, and made the swing.
I ordered him into the curb when we 

were half a block from Norma’s apart
ment, and then slumped down in the 
cab so that I could just see over the 
top of the windshield.

Ten minutes slipped by and then a cab 
came grinding down the avenue, stopped 
at the curb in front of Norma’s apart
ment entrance. She came out, trimly 
tailored for the street, carrying a couple 
of suitcases.

The cabbie jumped out and put the 
suitcases in the cab.

“Follow that car,” I instructed my 
driver. “Don’t crowd. When it stops, 
swing into the curb well behind it, and 
then wait.”

“Okey, buddy,” he said. “You pay 
the fines?”

“I pay the fines.”
“Okey.”
The cab ahead swung into motion. 

We lurched away from the curb and 
tailed it.

We ran for about a mile, well down 
into the district of exclusive shops. 
The cab ahead turned a comer, slowed 
in speed, stopped.

My driver turned.
"Close enough?” he asked.
“Yeah,” I said, and got out, standing
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right close to the cab, keeping in the 
shadows.

There was a hotel on the comer up 
where Norma’s cab had stopped, and 
Norma walked in the front entrance, 
I figured I knew the answer, and 
doubled back around the side street 
where I could watch the side entrance,

Norma had left the suitcases in the 
cab.

She came out of the side door, walk
ing like a young lady who knew ex
actly where she was going. I managed 
to tag along, although she was ner
vous and stopped once or twice to size 
up the back trail.

She took to an alley at last, and I 
didn’t dare to go in after her until she’d 
had a few seconds start. Then I eased 
into the shadows and waited where I 
could watch the lighted exit of the alley 
on to the other street.

Norma didn’t come out. The alley 
had swallowed her.

I slipped along the shadows, looking 
and listening and came clean to the end 
of the alley without having anything 
give me a clue as to where she was.

I worked on back.
There was a fence along the alley and 

some gates. Then there was an iron 
grille and a gate in the grille that had a 
formidable lock. I paused, ran my hand 
over the lock and had my answer.

The lock had been wired for a burglar 
alarm, and there was a concealed switch 
along the bottom of the lock. The 
switch had been kicked out, and the 
lock was open.

I paused to put on gloves.
Then I opened the gate and eased my 

way inside.

T HERE was a protected runway and 
a door. The door was ajar. I 

caught a glimpse of big bars which had 
been pushed back. It had been a clean 
cut job of lock work. There wasn’t a 
trace of violence.

I went through the door, taking my 
time and listening every few steps. I 
caught the stale smell of a room where

there’s little ventilation. Coming in out 
of the fresh air of the night, the 
place stunk, a reek of stagnant 
smells.

There was a light burning in the front 
of the store, and I could see one corner 
of a massive safe. I though; I heard 
the rustle of motion, and paused.

Then, listening, there was the sound 
of swift motion right beside me. I 
ducked back and something “whooshed” 
through the air where my head had 
been.

Someone had taken a swing at my 
head with a club that must have been 
the size of a baseball bat. The impetus 
of the swing carried past, and there was 
a terrific racket as the assailant floun
dered over some obstruction.

Instantly, I heard the quick rasp of 
an exclamation, and saw the stabbing 
beam of a flashlight. Then someone 
fired a shot. A moving body came 
running from the lighted interior of the 
store, and I could see it silhouetted 
against the gleam, crouched, running 
swiftly.

There was another shot.
This time the spurt of streaming fire 

came from the darkness near my side, 
and the fire was directed at that running 
figure.

I thought I knew the answer, but it 
was a case of act first and do the think
ing afterwards.

I flung myself forward in a football 
tackle, crashed down op the figure that 
was pulling the trigger. A flashlight 
beam stabbed the darkness again, set
tled on my face, and I felt the pres
sure of something cold against my 
neck.

“Stick ’em up—high!” hissed a voice 
in my ear.

Then there was a gasp of surprise. I 
recognized the gasp. It came from 
Norma’s lips.

“What are you doing here?”
“I think,” I said, “that I ’m holding 

the watchman.”
“They don’t have one,” said Norma.
“Let’s look,” I said.
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She swung the flashlight down to 
the huddled figure that was under my 
arm.

It was in uniform, one of those “mer
chant patrols” that are hired by groups 
of stores to prowl around, switch off 
lights and report suspicious circum
stances. There was a gun on the floor 
near his hand, and his eyes were glassy 
with fright.

He’d evidently seen Norma go in, or 
else had stumbled on the open door and 
had walked in, not certain of what was 
happening. Then he’d heard me follow
ing along and had crouched in the dark
ness, figuring on taking a full swing at 
my head with his nightstick. That 
would have been a sweet mess.

I reached down, jerked the coat up 
and over his head. It made a pretty 
effective blindfold.

“Yell and you’ll be shot,” I told him.
I looked up at Norma.
“Ready?”
"Ready.”
We went out on the run. The figure 

behind us got to its feet and let out 
a husky bellow, heedless of the admoni
tion I ’d given him.

I pushed Norma through the gate, 
pulled it shut and shot the bolt. The 
Merchant Patrol was locked in. He 
bellowed and screamed.

“Follow me,” I told Norma.
We got to my cab before the chase 

got too hot. There was a police whistle 
blowing somewhere, and a bull was 
banging a nightstick on the pavement, 
but no one knew exactly where the com
motion was centered.

Norma was almost all in as I got her 
to my cab.

“Can they trace you from your suit
cases?” I asked her.

“I don’t know,” she gasped.
I ordered the cabbie to pull up along

side of the other car.
“We’ll have to crawl in a hole,” whis

pered Norma in my ear. “It’s a mess. 
The cabbies will testify.”

“Sure they will,” I said, and 
chuckled.

“Well,” snapped Norma, “I don’t see
the joke.”

“You will,” I told her.
We slowed alongside her cab. I had 

the driver fling in the suitcases. I was 
careful to keep my hat pulled way down 
over my eyes, and I paid him off by 
flinging a five dollar bill at him, and tell
ing him to drive to a certain apartment, 
wait five minutes, and, if no one was 
there, to call it a day.

The apartment I gave him was the 
one The Cracker and I had burgled.

The police whistles were sounding, 
and there was a siren.

My cab driver glanced around him, 
curiously.

“Sounds like a raid,” he said.
“Yeah,” I grunted at him. “Make it 

snappy. Out Virginia Avenue. I ’ll tell 
you when to stop.”

He shifted into gear.
“Okey,” he said.
I figured from the noise, that the bull 

on the beat had located the trouble in 
the jewelry store. He and the Mer
chant’s Patrol were good for a few 
minutes rag chewing before they found 
out what it was all about, but the siren 
indicated that the Patrol had managed 
to hook in the burglar alarm.

I don’t know whether my driver was 
suspicious or not. I think he was. But 
he couldn’t figure the play.

When we came to the place where 
The Cracker had his flat, I stopped the 
cab.

“This’ll do,” I said. 1
We got out.
I dragged out the suitcases. Norma 

looked at me doubtingly, started to say 
something, then thought better of it.

I paid off the cab driver. There was 
a calculating look in his eyes.

“I got a short memory for an extra 
five spot,” he said.

I gave him the five. He drove away 
—in a hurry.

“He’s going to double-cross us,” said 
Norma. “Oh, Ed, why did you cut in 
on it?”

I  stared at her.
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“You said you had plenty of money. 
What you meant was that you were 
broke, but you figured on pulling a job 
and making getaway money. You had 
that jewelry store all planted!’’ I 
charged.

She didn’t say anything for a minute, 
then she straightened her shoulders, 
looked me in the eye.

“You’re damned tootin’ I did,” she 
said. “Know why? Well, the bird that 
runs that place was the one that gave 
me my last rap, ten years ago. I ranked 
a job for him and got nothing. He 
caught me, claimed that I ’d got away 
with five thousand dollars worth of 
sparklers. I claimed I hadn’t. But I 
had to admit I ’d sprung the joint and 
they all laughed at me. I got an extra 
jolt because I wouldn’t tell where the 
sparklers were.

“The place was covered by the in
surance company. It paid the loss. The 
guy that runs the place had the insur
ance, also the sparklers, that he’d salted 
away.

“When I said I had getaway money 
I meant it. That bird just owed me five 
grand with interest, and I figured on 
collecting. I had the lay all figured 
out. If anything happened and I had 
to make a fast getaway, I planned on 
copping from him.

“You followed me—and then—hell!”
“Did you get anything?” I asked.
“Don’t be a simp,” she said, and stuck 

her hand down the front of her dress. 
She pulled out a chamois bag, thrust in 
her hooked forefinger, pulled the bag 
open. The light glittered on an assort
ment of sparklers that represented a 
wad of money.

“Give ’em here, Norma,” I said.
She thrust out her jaw.
“Ed, you’re going to give ’em back!”
“Sure I am, but not just the way you 

think.”
She hesitated.
“Don’t argue. Time’s precious. 

You’re going straight.”
“Ed, it ain’t worth while.”
There were tears in her eyes now, and
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she was fighting to keep them back, 
blinking her lids, but keeping her gaze 
on mine, straight and unfaltering.

“I ’ve done the best I know how. I 
worked and saved a little money, and 
a damned ex-cop blackmailed me out of 
it, bled me white. They're done nothing 
but hound me from pifiar to post, and 
now I ’m—” She passed over the
stones.

“Now you’re going straight,” I said, 
picking up one of the suitcases. “Grab 
that other bag.”

She was a crook who knew her onions 
and didn’t lose her head in an em
ergency, and she’d been in tight places 
before. She knew it was no time for 
argument:

HE followed me up 
to the door of the flat. 
I rang the bell.

There was a mo
ment of silence.

“Do you know what 
you are doing Ed?” 

she said. “The bulls will come here.”
“Sure they will,” I told her.
“The taxicab driver will spill what he 

knows.”
I laughed.
“There’s a better reason than that,” 
said.
“What is it?” she asked.
But there were steps on the stairs, 

and I pushed her to one side, stood 
where only my face was visible through 
the diamond shaped pane of glass in the 
doorway.

The Cracker switched on the porch 
light, looked into my face, and switched 
it off again. He hesitated with his hand 
on the door knob, then suddenly turned 
the bolt and opened the door.

“You!” he said. “What happened to

I

you ?”
“I heard a car backfire, and it 

sounded like a shotgun squad answer
ing a hurry-up call, so I played safe and 
ducked out. Did anyone come?”

He grinned at me,
“Boy, but you’re a wise baby. It’s a
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good thing you’re weren’t here. I ’ll say 
there was a squad out. I was registered 
here, and could prove it. They were 
looking for some prowler someone had 
seen earlier in the evening, half an hour 
or so before we got here. They might 
have asked yMi Embarrassing questions. 
. . . WhtnPme broad?” he asked.

“She’s okey. \ ^ j ’re spending the night, 
or what’s left o t o . Y o u  got a spare?” 

“Yeah, sure. C’mon in.”
We trooped in. It^was significant of 

the character of ThqjjRYacker and the 
way he fitted into things that he didn’t 
offer to take’̂ jie suitcase Norma was 
carrying, but letTier lug it up the stairs.

We all filed into the"^|og-room . 
Norma dropped the suitckSr with a 
bang. The Cracker was still Pressed. 
He looked from ori| to the other of us. 

I sank into a chair.
“So you figured out who I was?”, I 

asked. I k
His eyes flickered atvay from> nfine 

for a split fraction of a ’second.
“Why, you’re a detective, just like 

you said.”
I grinned at him.
“You know better than that, Cracker. 

I ’m Ed Jenkins, The Phantom Crook, 
and you tried to two-time me.''’

His knees buckled and he dropped 
into a chair.

“No, no, no. Honest to Gawd, I—” 
I got up and walked over to him.
“Get up,” I said.
“No, no! Honest I didn’t know. I 

thought. . .
“Get up!”
He grasped the arms of the chair, 

pulled himself slowly up. He couldn’t 
face me.

“You’re crazy,” he mumbled,
I laughed, and the laugh didn't have 

much pleasantry in it.
“Listen,” I told him. “You wanted 

to frame me with possession of the 
jewelry from Mrs. Wright. Then you 
knew that’d throw me into the mess 
with Norma Gay. So you thought up a 
slick scheme, you and the man that’s 
backing you.

“You picked an apartment, had a deal 
all planned. That apartment didn’t be
long to any Mabel Morgan any more 
than it did to me. There was some 
woman in there who was a fair house
keeper, but you had her called out of 
town by some fake message, and then 
planted the scene so I’d bite.

“The woman was called away in a 
hurry, probably had some confederate 
of yours visiting her, that would ac
count for the mess in the bedroom. 
That would account, also, for the cur
tain being pulled out of the square win
dow over the sink. When the kitchen 
light went on and off, and on and off 
again that would be the signal that you’d 
‘planted’ the stones with me.

“You had them with you all the time. 
They never were in the apartment. You 
planted them in the cushions of the 
davenport when we first went in there. 
Then, when I told you how absurd it 
would be for the stones to be hidden 
there*you figured you’d let me ‘discover’ 
them some place else.

“You didn’t have them when you 
were in the bedroom, or you’d have 
‘found’ ’em under the carpet. You 
wished you’d had ’em then, because I 
indicated I thought that was a likely 
place.? But you wanted me to be the 
one who actually made the find.

“So when I said the flour or the sugar 
might be nice places, you figured on 
planting ’emrthere. You had to go back 
to the davenport to get them, and you 
did it on the ̂ theory that you hadn’t 
made 'a complete search. Then, when 
you got .the chance, when my back was 
turned in the kitchenyou stuck ’em in 
the sugar, knowing I was going to 
search theffe.

“The thing proves itself because I 
walked all over, the kitchen floor when 
I went in the first time, and there wten’t 
any trace 'of gmty sugar underlet. 
But there was sugar that stuck to your 
hand and in your fingernails- when you 
plunged your hand down into the sugar 
pail, and then when you slipped back to 
the cupboard and the spices, you
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dropped this sugar on the floor, scat
tered it all around so that we could hear 
it when we walked.

"So I ran along and played your little 
game, just to see what it was. And 
you played the signal nicely on the light. 
That brought the police whistle into 
play, which was blown by a confederate 
of yours who had been watching the 
kitchen window for the signal.

“Then you made your ‘escape,’ keep
ing me with you. You planned that so 
I wouldn’t leave the. ring and the brace
let in the sugar. And you had your 
confederate all primed to call the bulls 
for a rush raid just as soon as I reached 
your flat.

“Think of how nice and pretty you’d 
have been sitting with Ed Jenkins, The 
Phantom Crook, caught, and, in his 
pocket at the exact moment of his cap
ture, the jewelry' that had been taken in 
the robbery that led to the murder!

"And you might have done it, if it 
hadn’t been for the grit of that sugar 
underfoot. But that tipped me. So I 
walked into your little trap, only to 
walk right on through and out 
again.

“Now, by ----- ! you’ll tell me who
that confederate is, or I ’ll have you 
frying on the electric chair like an egg 
in a hot skillet! You’re mixed in this 
tiling deep enough so you can’t explain 
unless you cave in.

“Now cave. You’ve got until I 
count three.”

I could see Norma Gay’s face. The 
eyes were wide with astonishment. And 
The Cracker’s face was a study. Hatred, 
bewilderment, chagrin and fear, all 
struggling at once.

“Listen, you’ve got me wrong. I 
swear that I was. . .

"One!" I started.
His voice took on a sharper, almost 

hysterical note.
“No, no! Now listen. I don’t know 

a thing about that police whistle. If 
there was any—” 

h w o ! ”
He braced himself.

“Well, if you feel that way about 
it—”

"ThreeI" I said.
He clamped his jaw, started his fist.
I had been waiting for that. My 

right took him square in the stomach, a 
short arm jab that had the weight of 
my body behind it. My left slammed 
him on the jaw as he started to wilt.

He dropped into the chair—out.
“Okey, Norma. The bureau drawers,” 

I said.
“What about ’em?”
“Your things,” I told her. “Let’s 

make it a homelike party.”
I ran to the bedroom, ripped out the 

bureau drawers, jammed the things 
from two drawers into one, un
packed Norma’s suitcases and put the 
things in the bureau drawer I’d 
emptied.

“The taxi driver will squeal,” she 
said.

“He won’t have to,” I told her, jam
ming things from suitcase to drawers. 
“I played a little joke on The Cracker. 
When I went through here the first 
time, he’d left his gun on the dresser. 
I knew it’d be lousy with his finger
prints, so I took it along to plant on a 
job.

“It happened that you furnished me 
with just the opportunity I wanted, and 
I dropped the gun and holster there by 
the Merchant Patrol. He’ll find it when 
he goes to look for clues. They’ll de
velop latents on it, and check over the 
men that might be in on it. They’ve 
got The Cracker’s fingerprints in the 
identification bureau, and they’ll have 
the job tied on him inside of ten minutes 
after the prints come in for classifica
tion, particularly in view of the lead 
they’ll have on the place from the cab 
drivers.

“Come on, we’re going out the back 
way 1”

She was a baby who had been trained 
in a hard school, which was a good 
thing for me. There were none of the 
gasps or hysterics. She blinked her 
eyes once or twice to keep her mind
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concentrated, nodded once, gulped and 
grinned.

ET’S go,” she said. 
We went.
‘‘What’s next?” 

she asked as we slid 
down the fence into 
the alley.

“Make certain the 
bulls come,” I told her. “W ell wait. 
After that we’ve got to act quickly.”

We slid around to the Avenue, and 
waited.

The bulls were slow. It was ten full 
minutes before they came. They came 
in numbers.

I grinned at Norma.
“Okey. Now we start.”
“For what?”
‘‘For the girl that’s about the only 

witness that% worth a hang, the chorus 
girl who gave me the out, the one who 
said she’d know the two men who were 
with you if she saw them again.”

“You mean Gertrude Brown?”
“That’s the one.”
“What’ll she do?”
“She may have a chance to do some 

good identifying.”
Norma shrugged her shoulders.
“You’re running the party,” she said.
We walked a ways before we called a 

cab, and then we went out to the place 
where Gertrude Brown had her apart
ment. Day had broken, a drab day that 
had wisps of fog drifting over the tops 
of the buildings. The morning was 
chill. It was a bad time to wake up a 
chorus girl.

We had to lean on the doorbell for a 
while. Finally the latch clicked. We 
went up.

Gertrude Brown blinked at me. She’d 
known me as a private detective when 
I ’d called on her before and secured a 
written statement.

“My Gawd,” she said, “I lose more 
sleep over you than I do over my 
debts.”

She was big and blonde, hardboiled 
as a picnic egg, and a square shooter.

She sucked in a prodigious lungful of 
air in a great yawn.

“Baby,” I told her, “you’re going to 
lose a lot more sleep.”

“Yeah?” she asked, and her tone was 
one of extreme cynicism.

“Yeah,” I told her. “You're going to 
clear up the rest of that murder case 
this morning.”

She snorted.
“I ’m goin’ right back to poundin' the 

pillow,” she said. “If I hadn’t thought 
you was a telegram from a sweetie, I ’d 
have let you lean on that doorbell until 
you were black in the face.”

I grinned at her.
“Come on, Gertrude, be a sport!”
She sneered.
“How often I’ve heard that line!"
I tried another angle.
“This will clear the thing up and 

release an innocent man of suspicion.”
“Uh huh,” she said. “I was willing 

to tell all I knew and all I saw. And I 
told it just that way, and about got laid 
out on a marble slab for tellin’. But 
that was what a square shooter should 
do, and that’s what I did.

“But when it comes to runnin’ out in 
the chill of the morning for some Phan
tom Crook that’s nothing in my young 
life, and playing detective . . . yeah, 
a fat chance!”

I jerked my head towards N orm a#  
Gay.

“She’s asking you to do it to right a 
wrong for a working girl.”

The blonde turned ‘her ponderous 
head, let her eyes slither over Norma 
in cold appraisal.

“How do you cut in on this?” she 
asked.

And Norma told her, told her in clear, 
crisp, clean-cut sentences.

“Because I ’m Norma Gay, the girl 
that’s ‘wanted,’ that’s how I cut in on 
it. I ’m a crook. I ’ve been a crook. I 
tried to go straight. Two men fastened 
down on me like leeches and bled me 
white. Then when there wasn’t  any 
more for them, they tried to pull a rob
bery and frame me for the rap. The

/



Straight Crooks 117

robbery turned out to be a murder, and 
I ’m left holding the sack, unless I can 
get the two men who sat at that 
table. . . .”

That was as far as she got.
“Sit down,” said the blonde chorus 

girl, “both of you. The gent can close 
his eyes if he’s easy shocked, ‘cause I ’m 
dressin.’

“Why the hell didn’t you come clean 
in the first place? Afraid I’d turn you 
in—and you a girl that’s had to support 
a flock of blackmailers! Hell! Wait 
until I get my clothes on !”

She probably was trained in the 
lightning change stuff on the stage. But 
it seemed to me she just walked as far 
as the bathroom, turned on the water, 
made a splash and came out, clothed 
for the street.

“Let’s go,” she said.
Norma turned to me.
“Where do we go?”
“We don’t,” I said, “because it’s too 

dangerous.” I explained recent happen
ings to her. “We’ve got to lay low. 
But either one of two things will hap
pen. Either The Cracker’s accomplices 
or masters, whichever way you want to 
figure ’em, will leave The Cracker in the 
lurch, or else they won’t.

“If they leave him alone he’ll squeal 
and spill the whole play. If they come 
to his support, they’ll naturally bail him 
out. And they won’t let any grass grow 
under their feet in getting bail.”

The girl squinted her eyes.
“You think they’ll question him in 

connection with the Simpson murder?” 
I grinned.
“If they don’t they’re dumb. I planted 

those diamonds in his apartment where 
the police will be sure to find ’em, and 
I put the bracelet and ring that tie up 
the murder case with the diamonds. 
When the police get those—well—” 

The blonde blinked her pop eyes at 
me.

“What do I do?”
“Go plant yourself in front of the 

jail,” I told her. “Keep a watch for 
the men you saw at the table in the

cabaret on the night of the murder. 
One or both of ’em will probably come 
up, perhaps with a lawyer, trying to get 
cash bail for The Cracker. When you 
see them make a commotion.”

“How much of a commotion?” she
a cVpH

“Plenty,” I told her.
I loaded her in the cab, sent her on 

her way. Norma and I picked up an
other cab.

“Where?” I asked Norma.
Tears came to her eyes.
“I’m on the dodge, Ed. They’ve got 

me hooked in with that murder case. 
You’ve brought pressure to bear on The 
Cracker by tying him up with me, my 
clothes in his apartment and all that.

“It puts The Cracker on the spot, but 
it puts me on the spot, too. If The 
Cracker weakens and spills what he 
knows, it’ll be okey. But if he sits tight 
—well, it’s a frying job, and I ’m on the 
dodge.”

She looked pathetic in the morning 
light, with her face showing what she’d 
been through.

“Two of us together,” I said, “two 
crooks on the dodge.”

“------! Ed,” she said, after a minute,
“how glad I am you took those 
diamonds away from me . . .  I guess 
I can make it now, but it seemed like 
that bird owed me the stones he’d sent 
me up for stealing—anyway. Let’s stick 
together until this thing breaks.”

\ / “Let’s go,” I told her.
X We went. It was touch and go 
whether the newspapers and the cops 
would start playing back trail and yell
ing for a mysterious man and a girl. We 
got a suite in a downtown hotel and 
waited.

The extras hit the streets around nine 
o’clock. They gave us the answer.

The blonde had waited in front of 
the jail. She’d collared a flatfoot cop 
on the way up and sold him on her idea. 
About seven, there had been two men 
and a lawyer drive up in a closed car. 
The men had bail for The Cracker, and 
they’d have made it stick, too.
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The blonde barged out of the car and 
made a vociferous identification. The 
flatfoot cop had been dubious. The 
lawyer had gone into action with a bar
rage of gab, and it looked as though the 
party was off, until one of the men, 
figuring it was getting pretty close to a 
showdown, tried to make a sneak. The 
copper got into action. He couldn’t 
handle the situation. The blonde did a 
football tackle, got one of the men down 
on the sidewalk and sat on him.

The Cracker saw what he was up 
against, and saved his own hide by 
squealing, and he squealed plenty. That 
had started the show. The lawyer tried 
to get his men to keep quiet, but they 
were each one trying to pin the fatal 
shot on the other.

It was a complete blow-up. I looked 
across at Norma.

The hardboiled little cuss was sitting 
there, reading the newspaper.

“It gives me a chance, Ed! It gives 
me a chance to begin over,” she kept 
saying. She repeated the words me
chanically, over and over.

After a while she got up. Then she 
tiptoed to the door, looked out.

“You ain’t sorry, Ed?” she asked.
I laughed at her. “Sorry for what?”
“Getting tied up with a crook again ?”
“A straight crook!” I told her.
She slipped into the corridor, closed

the door. I waited for her to come 
back. After a while I began to wonder. 
There was a knock on the door. I 
opened it. A bellboy handed me a plain 
envelope. I knew what it was, even 
before I ripped open the seal,

“Dear E d : You are a lone wolf. 
You tied up with me to give me a 
break, and now I ’ve got it. I  won’t 
come back, so don’t wait. I  don’t 
think you’ll see me again. You’re 
too damned straight, Ed, to be teamed 
with a crook—and I  went bad on that 
gem job. I f  it hadn’t been for 
you. . . .

"Bye bye,
Norma.”

That was the note. I knew she’d 
faded from the picture.

Perhaps, some day, in the teeming 
millions of the big city, our paths were 
destined to cross again. In the mean
time she’d walked out of my life—to 
give me a break.

I got up and closed the window, 
shivered a little bit.

It seemed hard to be always on the 
dodge, always ducking for cover, always 
avoiding my fellow man . . . she may 
have been a crook, but she was a 
straight crook. That was the game we’d 
played with the law—and won.

Straight crooks!



SHORT SKITS ON 
BLACK MASK WRITERS

CARROLL JOHN DALY.— A  mild-mannered, affable gentleman, in such con
tradistinction to the rip-roaring, two-gun, two-fisted, blustering Race W il
liams, the wonder is such a vigorous character could emanate from so tem
perate a mind. Called often the master of action-fiction writing, Mr. Daly, 
by inclination, intent and frequent habit is the world’s greatest humorist; and 
if the laugh is on him, the joke does not suffer in his telling. Not long since, 
a fellow-townsman said to a friend; "You know this Carroll Jahn Daly—  
him that writes books? Sure an’ I’d loike to meet th’ gintleman.” They 
were introduced.

"Kin I buy wan av your books, Mr. Daly?”

"W hy, certainly. I’ll sell you a copy for $2.00, or, you can get it at 
Macy’s for a dollar thirty-four.”

“Thin I’ll go to Macy’s.”

And a few days later—

“ I’ve bought me wan av yer books, Mr. Daly.”

‘Fine”— rubbing hands together— “ If you will bring it over to the 
house, I’ll write my name in it for you.”

"Didn’t I pay me dollar thoirty-four fer it? Phwy th’ divil should I let 
you spile me perfectly good book by writin’ your name in it?”

Mr. Daly says the joke in this story is that the man hadn’t seen his 
sample of handwriting.

I
Like all geniuses, Mr. Daly places little importance upon such a slight 

matter as authentic spelling, but he says that after wasting a half hour 
seaching for chaos under "K ,”  he gave up the matter and has since put 
the responsibility on the editor.

His hobbies— aside from writing— are poker for moderate stakes, and 
prize-fights with plenty of action— and from experience we will say Mr. Daly 
has remarkable facility in picking the winners in either case.

Mr. Daly’s Race W illiam s stories, after their appearance in BLACK 
MASK, go immediately into books and their fame has spread throughout this 
country as well as abroad.

In fact, one of our most frequent requests from readers is to the effect 
— “Give us more Race W illiam s.”
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BEHIND THE
M A S K

H A U L  C A IN  said “Howdy” to us in the February issue— with “FAST O NE.” 
* And we were very glad to say “Howdy” to him.

Personally, we hadn’t for some time seen anything quite so fast and smooth 
as “Fast One” with the exception of “Lead Party” which is in this month’s 
number.

W e don’t go in for predictions that this or that writer will hit the high 
spots with our own readers. W e leave that for you to say, if you like ’em.

But we can chortle about this: When a number of our stories have gone 
out in book form we have observed critics and other people sit up and take 
considerable notice.

You know how they are raving about Dashiell Hammett, Raoul W hitfield, 
Carroll John Daly. Putting them on the screen, and heading some for the 
stage. Even one or two enterprising critics went out and “discovered” them—  
just like the Pilgrims discovered America.

So— we’ll get right up now and say that if and when “Fast One,” “Lead 
Party” and their subsequent stories around the same characters are moulded 
into shape for book publication and brought out as one book, Mrs. Cain’s 
young son Paul is going to wake up some morning to find himself famous—  
right along with Dash and Raoul— and maybe then some.

Yeah— we’ll go on record for that.

A N D  while we are on this Howdy subject we might point out that during 
'  '  the past year eleven new names have been added to the Black Mask 
Howdy Club.
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Are they good?

Say— they have to be.

You see, you readers are so doggone particular, you want your reading 
stuff just so, you don’t want to be hoodwinked, bunkoed or joshed, so just 
naturally we have to make the restrictions pretty hard.

When you come to figure that we have about 400 applications a month, 
you’ll see that the fellow who gets in has something on the ball besides polish.

And these eleven are in addition to the regulars who have made Black 
Mask what it is today; and now the whole outfit are conspiring together 
to whoop her up and make Black Mask an even better magazine with each 
succeeding month— just watch ’em.

Referring to the past year, a Black Mask fan— and a very thoughtful 
friend— from over in South Wales, sends us an analysis of his impressions 
of the year’s issues. According to his preference, he picks them in this order:

“Taking it month by month, I thought October was the best, with Feb
ruary, May, August, September and November next.’’

How does this jibe with your ideas?

He also names his best liked stories and favorite writers. He likes them 

this way, and he likes them that, and he comes right out and says just so.

Gosh, if plenty of you other fellows would only take that trouble, what 
a cinch this editorial job would be.

finagling
W ill someone please tell j  finaygling 

the correct spelling of phenagling
. fenagling

and if you fjappen to be an 
etymologist —  where did she 
come from— and why?

Speaking of the fellow who imitates, Rudyard Kipling takes time off to say:

" They copied all they could follow,
But they couldn’t copy my mind;
And /  left ’em sweating and stewing 
A year and a half behind.”

Thank you, Mr. Kipling.
J. T. S. 
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May—A  Banner Card
C A P T .  S T E V E  M a c B R I D E  •  W Y A T T  E A R P

E D  J E N K I N S  •  D O N  F R E E  •  R A C E  W I L L I A M S

B A C K W A S H  . . . .  b y  F r e d e r i c k  N e b e l
Featuring hard-boiled, rapid-fire Steve MacBride and his 

crony, Kennedy, the ubiquitous newshound, in a baffling tangle 
of mysterious disappearance and swift pursuit.

W A L K I N G  D Y N A M I T E  -  b y  R a o u l  W h i t f i e l d
Don Free, who turned up his crooked boss in “ Man Killer”—  

this issue— gets the job of guarding a man from a “walking 
dynamite” of a killer.

B L A C K ....................................................................... b y  P a u l  C a i n
A  powerful story where vengeance is confounded with justice 

and the effect is much the same.

U N D E R  T H E  G U N S  -  -  b y  E r i e  S t a n l e y  G a r d n e r
Tells a thrilling adventure of Ed jenkins, The Phantom Crook, 

who dodges the closing jaws of a police trap and finds himself 
placed “under the guns” of his enemies of the underworld.

T H E  A M A T E U R  M U R D E R E R  -  b y  C a r r o l l  J o h n  D a l y
Race W illiams, Private Investigator, wearer of two ,44’s and 

expert in their use, learns they’re not enough for the serjous 
business he has taken in hand.

W Y A T T  E A R P ......................................... b y  S t u a r t  N .  L a k e
A  stirring episode in the life of the gamest Frontier marshal 

of the West.

D E A T H  O F  A  D E A L  . . .  b y  T h o m s o n  B u r t i s
It was a sweet deal in the making and had its moments until 

it ran crosswise to the wishes of a wild crowd of hunyacks.

T h e  M A Y  B L A C K  M A S K  Is  a n o t h e r  b a n n e r  n u m b e r  

O n  t h e  n e w s s t a n d s  A p r i l  1 2 t h
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Come To Tu n n y# 1
CALIFORNIA

Come to  C alifornia where the  American Television 
Laboratories a re  located—w here hundreds of tra ined  
sound Engineers and Mechanics are employed in  th e  
Studios of Hollywood. Scores of good jobs opening up
end you oan prepare fo r them  in 4 months of practical 
shop work in  th e  g re a t n a tio n a l Television. Talking 
E io tu re  and E adio Shops.

RAILROAD FARE ALLOWED 
Don’t  w orry about th e  expense of the  tr ip ! For a  lim ited  
tim e we are  m aking a  special Free R ailroad F are  Offer 
to  C alifornia. Spare  tim e jobs w hile going to  school. 
F ree Em ploym ent Service fo r life . G et all th e  fac ts  
about th is  26-year-old In s titu tion . H a il ooupon fo r Bis 
F ree  Book.

national Television, Talking Picture and Radio School,
Dept. 423 E, 4000 So. Figueroa St.. Lot Angeles, California.
FleaM lend me your Mg Free Book on Television, Talking Pictures and Radio.

r , ■ , _____________________________ _____
Street No______ „ ______________________________________________________________

Oily------ -----------------  Stale ------ ---------

$1260 to $3400 YEAR
S T E A D Y CW O R R t 0 F f A n k H n l n s t U i i t O

P a i d  V a c a t i o n s  /  ROCHESTER. N. Y.

c z S r  S  - g s 'a r s i m f s s
" • “ Coupon a 32-page book describing salaries, xoaey— o hours, work, vacation and giving 

SURE full particulars on how to get a position.

/  Name.............................................................
/

'  Address................ .

MAKE REAL 
CIGARETTES

FROM REAL CIGARETTE TOBACCO

ON THIS
MACHINE

V \ ^ T H  Target 
Tobacco and this remark
able Target Cigarette Roller you 
can roll a day’s supply of perfect cigarettes 
in 12 minutes. And they’ll be cigarettes that 
taste and look like ready-mades.

Target tastes exactly like ready-mades 
because it’s the same blend of foreign and 
domestic tobaccos that ready-mades use. 
I t ’s made especially for rolling cigarettes.

Now you can enjoy the taste of ready
mades at less than half the cost.

M O N E Y -B A C K  G U A R A N TEE
T h e  governm ent ta x  yo u  p a y  on  20 ready-m ade  cig
a re t te s  is 6  c en ts. T h e  ta x  on  20 c iga re ttes  you  ro ll 
from  T a rg e t is  o n ly  a b o u t 1 c en t. T h a t ’s  one reason  
y ou  can  m ak e  a  b ig  sav ing . A nd y ou  a re  p ro te c te d  
b y  o u r  m oney-back  gu aran tee . I f  yo u ’re  n o t fu lly  
satisfied , re tu rn  th e  h a lf  used  p ackage  to  y o u r s to re , 
a n d  g e t y o u r d im e b ack .

Wrapped In moisture- 
proof Cellophane

Please mention N ewsstand Group when answering advertisements

S
A

V
E

 
5

0
 

C
E

N
T

S
 

A
 W

E
E

K
 • S

A
V

E
 

5
0

 
C

E
N

T
S

 
A

 W
E

E
K



N EW  LOW  P R IC E S
GOODRICH-GOOD/YEAR 

Tirestotie -  U .S .
A ND O TH E R  T I R E S

Don't Delay-rOrder Today

D E A L E R S

Tire, f.flinc to rfv. 12 n^n*^airrT” wi!VbVrcpl»̂ i
YO R K  T IR E  &  RUBBER  COMPANY* Dept. 1543 

3866 C o ttag e  G rove Ave. Chicago, Illinois

MONEY FAR Y^U
L AT H A M  E _

tim e a tYOU can earn good m o n e y  in • « »  tim e  
m a k in g  d isp lay  ca rd s . N o  selling  
s i n g .  W e  in s tru c t y o u , fu rn is h  corn- 
o u tfit a n d  s u p p ly  y o u  w ith  w ork . 

■ to -d a y  fo r  f re e  b o o k le t.
T h e  M B N H E N I T T  C O M P A N Y ,  L im i t e d  

2 4 5  D o m in i o n  B ld g . ,  T o r o n t o ,  O n t .

n M a s te r  unkind  O p p o rtu n ity /M n n e y M a k iu a  r o r Y o u /

I
M A K E  E X T R A  M O N E Y  E A S Y
fo experience needed to act as our represent

ative In your locality for Master coveralls, shopcoats, panes and nbirta and white and whip cord uni-
J r j s s f i j r f c J f c a f r948.00 weekly to roar regular income, everything needed entirely FREE. Write

GEO. MASTER GARMENT C O . 315,  Lifonier.lndnn

ou receive pay daily \ 
" y  add up to We soppiy

“ Rids Self of

A S T H M A ”
Says O. W. DEAN

I f  A sthm a is g e tting  th e  best of you  an d  is slow ly tearing  
dow n your health , I  w an t you to  t ry  a  tre a tm e n t th a t  saved 
m e from  a  life o f to r tu re  and  agony, a fte r ev ery th in g  else, 
even D octors, failed to  help me- I  could n o t ge t life insurance 
because I was considered hopeless. B u t th is  tre a tm e n t per
form ed a  m iracle  in m y  case. W ith in  24 hours I  could  lie 
dow n an d  sleep in com fort a ll n ig h t long. All choking an d  
wheezing s topped  a lm ost in s tan tly . I t  is really  astonish ing  
how quickly  I  go t well and  I  have  n o t h ad  an  a tta ck  since. M y  
recovery  was so com plete  I  h ad  no  troub le  in ge tting  m y  life 
insured  for T en  T housand  D ollars. T h e  D octor could n o t 
even find a  tra ce  of A sthm a. I  will p rove  th is  by  a  sworn 
afiidav it from  th e  D octor who exam ined m e. Now  I  w an t 
to  help every  one suffering th e  to r tu re  and  agony o f A sthm a 
a ttacks . I  will gladly  send a  generous free  tr ia l tre a tm e n t 
to  every  sufferer who will w rite  for it. I f  an y th in g  you have 
tried  has given only tem p o ra ry  relief, w rite  m e to d a y  for a  
free  tr ia l o f m y  tre a tm e n t and  p roo f th a t  I  g o t rid  o f A sthm a 
a fte r suffering six years. R em em ber th e  tr ia l tre a tm e n t is 
free. W rite  to d ay . O. W . D ean , 477-B D ean  B ldg., B en ton  
H arbo r, M ich.

FOREST JOBS
easily available. $125-$200 per month. 
Permanent. Cabin. Hunt, trap, patrol. 

G e t d e ta ils  im m e d ia te ly
RAYSON SERVICE BUREAU 

Dept. K-52 Denver, Colo.

"' .""T1. _______ rn-n nun to itt untuiFREE smarin* booklet that l« caesioo a xpectations. ThU booklet will ke wot to 3

p o y v f

ONG WRITERS
*Jonpi  fa i l  to  re a d  ' 'Song Requirem ents 
o f  Talking P ic tu res, R adio  an d  R ecords” 
an explanatory, in structive book SE N T  
FREE on request. New w riters  m ay m ail 
song-poem s fo r free exam ination. We re
vise, compose a n d  arrange m usic, an d  se
cure copyrigh ts, guaran teeing approva l.
N . S . N ew com er A sso c ia tes , 1674 Broadway. New York

M A K E  $ 1 0 , 0 0 0
A year raising REX rabbits for us. We pay up to 
$12 .0 0  each for ail you raise. Send 25c for full infor
mation and contract, everything explained. Send at 
once and find out about this big proposition we have 
to offer you.

T H E  E A S T E R N  R A B B 1 T R Y  
R o u te  1, B o x  1 8 4  N e w  F re e d o m , P a .

F R E E !
AMAZING
BOOKLET

Though! 
Transference  

Unusual Power

^ A l O i n l O W e e k s
H U  F V K m ia lI m e v is iO N '

■  TALKING P IC T U R E S  I■  Prepare for jobs in Service Work. Broadcasting, Talking

^ O O  S ou th  Paulina 1

But and Railway—Rapid Pay Advance,
rrnVK MEN—19 to 55—needed now. S. B. T. L

__ ___________ _ „-----  --i eompletioa
of a few weeks' home study, we place yon with salary of |120 to 1160 per month, ploa expenses, to start, or r e fu n d  tu itio n . Learn of thei Mg opportunities ifi this big field ofTransportetioD. 
Write for Free Booklet. „  M vBUSINESS TRAINING INSTITUTE, DSv. 1*04, Buffalo, N. ■«

Please mention N ewsstand Group when answering advertisements



, FOR T HOUS ANDS  OF MEN

[TOBACCO HABIT
B A N I S H E D

0$ Help You

Stop craving tobacco in any form.
T o b a c c o  R ed e e m e r in  m o s t  c a s e s  re l ie v e s  
a l l  c ra v in g  f o r  i t  in  a  f e w  d a y s ’ t im e . D o n ’t  t r y  
t o  q u i t  t h e  to b a c c o  h a b i t  u n a id e d . I t ’s  o f te n  a  
losing fig h t a g a in s t heavy  odds, and m ay meaD a  dis
tre s s in g  shock to  th e  nervous system . L e t T obacco 
Redeemer h e lp  th e  h a b it to  q u it you. I t  is  p le a sa n t to  ! 
use. a c ts  quickly, a n d  i s  thoroughly  reliab le.

N o t  a S u b s t i t u t e
T o b a c c o  R e d e e m e r  con ta in s no  hab it-fo rm in g  

1 d ra g s  o f  a n y  k in d . I t  is  in  no  sen se  a  s u b s titu te  fo r  
tobacco. A f te r  fin ish ing  th e  tre a tm en t, th e re  should 
be  n o  desire  to  u se  tobacco a g a in  o r  t o  con tinue  th e  
u se  o f  th e  rem edy. I n  c ase  th e  t re a tm e n t is  n o t p e r- 

l fe c tly  sa tis fa c to ry , w e  w ill g lad ly  re fu n d  an y  money

I paid . I tm a k e s n o ta p a r t i c l e o f  d ifference how  long 
tobacco h a s  been  u sed , how  m u ch  i t  i s  used , o r  in  
w h a t  fo r m —w h e th e r  i t  i s  c igars, c ig a re ttes , pipe,

I p lug , fine c u t  o r  ennff. I n  m ost cases. Tobacco Re
deem er rem oves a ll  c rav in g  fo r  tobacco in  an y  fo rm  
in  a  very  few  days. A n d  rem em ber, i t  is  offered w ith  
a  positive  m oney-back gu a ran tee . W rite  today fo r

1 o u r  fre e  book le t show ing  th e  in ju rio u s  effec t o f to 
bacco upon  th e  h u m a n  sy ste m  a n d  convincing  evi
dence  t h a t  Tobacco Redeemer has re lieved  th e  c rav - 

, tag fo r  tobacco in  thousands o f cases.
|  i NEWELL PHARMACAL COMPANY 
I Dept. 793 Clayton Station St. Lotto, No.

-. S t /  C d J u t t n i n i L t n  C c c n  / • £  d a € p ^ t x c ( j

ALUMAWELD allmetal SOLDER 
will repair any known metal!

Revolutionary all metal solder. Repairs any metal. Easy 
to apply . . .  without -flux. Needed by every home, shop 
and factory. Unconditionally guar- 
anteed to give perfect results.

A lum aw eld is positively 
guaranteed to repair aluminum, pot metal, 
die castings, iron and steel QUICKLY and 
permanently. Send 50c for complete kit.
Money back if not sa tisfied .^  A G EN TSI

ALUMAWELD CO.
Dept. —710 E. Broadway 

Glendale, Calif.

r con

1 DEALERS! |
Send 50c for complete I  
kit of Alumaweld and! 
our sales pro positio n.!

HOME-STUDY
BRINGS BIGGER PAY

I D on’t  be  caugh t napp ing  w hen O pportun ity  knocks* I
Prepare for advancem ent and  m ore m oney b y  tra in 
ing  now for th e  jo b  ahead. Free 64-Page Books Tell 
How. W rite  fo r th e  book o n  th e  business field you like

r mail u s th is  a d  w ith  your nam e and  address ia  
th e  m argin. N ow , please.

□ H ig h e r  A c c o u n ta n c y  
□  M od . S a le s m a n s h ip

B T ra ff ic  M a n a g e m e n t 
L a w : D eg ree  o f  LL .B . 
□  C o m m e rc ia l  L aw  

□  I n d u s t r ia l  M g m ’t  
□  B a n k in g a n d  F in a n c e  
□  T e le g ra p h y  
□  R a il. S ta t io n  M g m ’t

S R a ilw ay  A c c o u n tin g  
P a p e r  S a le s m a n s h ip

□  B u s in e ss  M g m ’t
□  B u s in e s s  C o rre s . 
□ C re d i t  a n d  C o lle c t io n

C o r re s p o n d e n c e
□  M o d e rn  F o re m a n s h i f
□  P e rs o n n e l  M g m ’t
□  E x p e r t  B o o k k e e p in g
□  C . P . A . C o a c h in g
□  B u s in e ss  E n g lis h
□  C o m m e rc ia l  S p a n is h
□  E ffec tive  S p e a k in g

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
Dept. 4 7 S -R  Chicago

DIRECT,
041 c r e d i t s

Prices
Oar 1932 Cat Price Offers 
a  Remarkable Opportunity 

to  Oum a 21 JEWEL—

M  Santa Fe Special
Ht>U11 other Watches costina 
O O  Vo to - 5 0 ° 7 o W o r e — ’

Qnmrl Mrs f o o l i  In addition *> °ur NEWo e n a  i n o  t a s n  l o w  p r i c e , i w m  send
fo r your approval on© of these S tandard  W atches, 
guaran teed  fo ra  life tim e of sa tisfac to ry  service, not 
only  by  the  S an ta  Fe W atch Company, b u t by the  
G reat Illino is  W atch  Factory. So accurate . Gov
ernm en t officials c a rry  them ; so perfec t and beauti
fu l, jew elers say  th e y  are  w orth  1-3 to  1-S m ore than  
we ask  for them . I w ill send you one to  see WITH
OUT ONE PENNY DOWN—allow  you to  w ear It 
30 days FREE—then  se ll I t  to  you on easy paym ents.

Diamond Rings—Wrist Watches
W rite fo r our New Diamond Ring of Romance 
and Buiova W ris t W atch Catalog:, showing: 
m arvelous new  designs. Never have we been 
ab le to  offer such beau tifu l diam ond ring's and 
a r t is t ic  de|>endable w atches a t  such low prices. 
The catalog: is  sen t FREE.

1st lor our Spot Cost ORor. Good (or 30 dan only.
S a n ta  Fe W atch  Co.

455 T h o m a s  B ld g .,
T O P E K A  ____:___  :_____ K A N S A S
T o  S A N T A  F E  W A T C H  CO.,
455 T h o m a s  B id * ., T o p e k a ,  K a n s .
P lease  send m e catalog: I have checked.
Railroad and dress Pocket Watches..........( )
Ladies’ and  M en's W rist W atches...............( )
Ladies* a n d  M en's Diamond Rings.............( )

N a m e . . ............................

A d d re ss .............. ................. .............................
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FREE The BOOK
That has helped Thousands get
Government Jobs
J u s t send you r nam e and address for m y 32 
page book, “H OW  T O  S E C U R E  A GOV
E R N M E N T  P O S IT IO N .” Tells all abou t 
C IV IL  S E R V IC E : If  you are  a  citizen, 18 to  
60, you can g et a  s tead y  governm ent Job a t  
$1860 to  $3300 a  year. I  w as official exam
iner for 8 years. Y ou pick th e  Job you w ant;
I 'l l  help you get It. G et ready NOW  for the  
next Railw ay Postal C lerk Exam ination! W rite 
today  for a  copy of m y FREE book. A ddress 
A. R. PATTERSON, Civil Service Expert,

1084 W isner B u ild ing , R ochester, N. Y.

$■ ALWAYS HAVE LUCK!-$
Unlucky in Money Garnet,

Business? You should carry a  pair of 
genuine M YSTIC  BRAHM A RED L IV E  
H IG H L Y  M AG NETIC LODE STONES. 
Rare, Amazing, Compelling, Attractive 
these L IV E  LODESTONES are carried 
by Occult Oriental people a t  a  POW
E R F U L  LUCKY CHARM, one to pro- 
vent Bad Luck, Evil and Misfortune, 
and the other to  aUract much Good
Luck, Love, Happiness and . ,
Special only $1.97 for the two. With 
valuable instructions FREE. Pay postman

$1.97 and f ie . postage on delivery. Satisfaction or money refunded. 
You oan bo LU C K YI Order yours TO DA Y!
D tft.257 , P. S. BUREAU, General P. 0 .  Bok 72. Brooklyn. N . Y . 

NOTICE I W* absolutely GUARANTEE those genuine Mystic Brahma Lode.
tSS&Xl

g i g  MONEY SELLING SHIRTS
Bis Money every dayl ■act to wi• to, Neck____ery. Pajamas,

SALES KIT FREEi' Write qokA.'  
492Z.Z8NLr„RcS,DnS!i:DW,C7nfc.g..„i.

Your NO Se / /
A nita Nose A djuster shapes desh and  carti
lage—quickly, safely, painlessly, while you 
sleep or work. Lasting  results. Gold M edal 
W inner. D octors praise i t .  87,000 users. 
W rite  for F R E E  B O O K LET.

ANITA INSTITUTE, Dept. 4 4 2
617 C en tra l Ave., E ast O range, N, J i

QUIT TOBACCO®SNUFF
Try this easy, guaranteed safe way.
Over 500,000 have sent for Superba ;
the craving for Cigarettes, Cigars, _____ .

T k : . |  Your request for Free 
■ S C v  I  r i d  I supply by return mail and

No habit forming druga 
to help overcome 
T, Pipe or Snuff. 
Trial brings trial

_______ 1 and full $2.00
use under a 30 day refund guarantee, 

CO, F54 BALTIMORE, MO.

PATENTS
Tim e counts In applying for paten ts . D o n 't risk delay In 
protecting your ideas. Send sketch or model for instruc
tions or w rite for F R E E  book, “ H ow  to  O btain a  P a te n t” 
and “ Record of Inv en tio n "  form. N o charge for Informa
tion  on how to  proceed. C om m unications s tric tly  confiden
tial. P rom pt, careful, efficient service.
Clarence A. O’Brien, Registered P a te n t A ttorney, I87-Z 
A dam s Building, W ashington, D . C.

A  S L A D A N G
DO YOU KNOW W HAT IT  IS?
I t  is regarded by  m ost experienced big game hunters 
as th e  m ost dangerous and  vicious o f all big game. 
I t  grows to  enorm ous size, y e t is as qu ick  on its  feet 
as any  ca t and as fast as a polo pony; i t  has the  m ost 
vicious tem per o f any  known anim al; and i t  is cunning 
and  highly intelligent. You will find the  first in s ta ll
m ent o f a  wonderful s tory  o f e, big game h u n t for 
sladang (and also tigers and leopards) th a t  will give 
you as big a th rill as any  reading has ever given you,— 
in th e  April issue of:

Field
Stream

America’s Magazine for the Outdoorsman
Scores o f pages o f articles abou t hunting, fishing, 
cam ping, arm s and am m unition , fishing tackle, wood
craft, n a tu ra l h istory , e tc . One o f the  finest m agazines 
th a t  any  he-m an could ever hope to  read: hours o f 
keen enjoym ent in  i t  for you.

D o n 't  m is s  th i s  A p ril is su e . G e t  a  copy  to d a y  
f ro m  a n y  n ew sd ea ler .

R U P T U R E S
N e e d  firm  b u t com fortab le  support
The patented Brooks Appliance re
tains securely without annoying 
springs or hard pads. Allows full body 
freedom. Worn and praised by 
active men and women in every 
walk of life. Over 3 million sold.
Sent on 10 days’ trial. Not obtainable 
through any store or agent in U. S., 
but made to individual measure
ments and sent direct from Marshall.
Full information and free 32-page Rupture booklet sent 
in plain sealed envelope. Send for trial offer.
BROOKS APPLIANCE CO. 173-K State St, Marshall, Mich.

EARN MONEY
AT HOME

Y O U  can  m ake $15 to  $50 weekly in  apare  
o r  full tim e a t  hom e coloring photographs. 
N o  experience needed. N o  canvassing. W e 
in s tru c t y ou  b y  o u r new  sim ple Photo-Color 
process and  supp ly  you  w ith  w ork. W rite  
fo r  particu lars  and  F ree  B ook to-day.

The IR V IN G -V A N C E  C O M PA N Y  Ltd.
152 H a r t  B uilding, T o ron to , C an.
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CORNS-s°RE,TOi 5
— relieved in  O N E  m i n u t e  
by  theee t h i n ,  hea lin g , safe 
pads! T h ey  re m o v e t h e c a u s e  
p—shoe fr ict ion a n d  p r e s s u r e .

D t Scholl's
Z i n o - p a d s Sizes also for 

Caltouses and Bunions

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED
S iz e  8x10 Inches o r  s m a l l e r  If de
s ir e d .  S am e p r ic e  for fu ll  len g th  o r 
b u s t fo rm , g ro u p s, lan d scap es, pe t 
an im als, e tc ., o r  en la rg e m e n ts  of any  
p a r t  of g ro u p  p ic tu re . S afe  r e tu ro  of 
orig inal p h o to  g u a ra n te e d .

SEND NO M O N E Y ^ o 1® ^
an ti w ith in  a  w eek yo u  w ill receive y o u r b e a u tifu l
life -lik e  e n la r g e m e n t ,  r u a r a n t a e d  fa d e le s s .  P a y  p o s tm a n  47o 
p lu s  D oataee— o r Bond 4»o w ith  o rd e r  a n d  w e p j y  p o s ta g e . B l*
1 6 x 2 0 ~ ln o h  e n l a r g e m e n t  e e n t C .  O . D . 78c p lun p o s ta g e  o r  s e n d  
80o a n d  we p a y  p o s ta g e . T a k a  a d v a n ta g e  of th i s  a m ailO Z  Offer 
n o w . S e n d  y o u r  p h o to a  t o d a y .  S p e c ify  s ite  w a n te d .

S T A N D A R D  A R T  S T U D I O S ,  9 0 8  W . Laka S t .. D ept. 5 9 2 D .  C h lca g o ,

DEAFNESS IS MISERY
Many people w i th  defective hearing 
and Head Noises enjoy conversation,  
go to Theatre and Ch urch  because they 
use Leonard Invisible Ear Drums  which 
resemble T iny  Megaphones fi t t ing 
in the Ear en tirely out of  sight.
N o  wires, batteries or head piece.
They are inexpensive.  W ri te  for 
booklet  and sworn statement  of Q f U j S l  
the inven to rw ho  wa» himself  deaf.

A. 0 .  LEONARD, In*.. Suits 683. 70 5th »v*., New York

OUTDOOR JOBS
W A N T E D : N am es of men desiring steady outdoor 
government jobs; $i,7oo-$2,40o year; vacation. 
Patrol parks; protect game. W rite immediately.

Delmar Institute, Dept. A-64, Denver, Colorado

G ETTIN G  UP
N i g h t s  L o w e r s  Vi t a l i t y

I! yo u  feel old a n d  ru n-dow n from  G e ttin g  U p . N igh ts. B ack
ache, Leg P a ins. N ervousness. .Stiffness, 0r  B u rn in g , caused  by 
K idney  A cid ity , u se  q u ick -a c tin g  Cyst-ex (S lss-tex). O ften  shows 
big im p ro v em en t in 24 hours. G u a ra n te e d  to  sa tisfy  com pletely  
o r re tu rn  e m p ty  box a n d  ge t m oney back . O nly  75c a t  drugg ists.

$$  SONG WRITING $$
Big R oyalties

paid by M usic  P u b lish ers  an d  T a lk in g  P ic tu re  P roducers. Free 
b o o k le t describes m ost co m p le te  song serv ice  ever offered. H it 
w rite rs will revise, arran g e , com pose m usic  to  y o u r  lyrics or lyrics
t o  y o u r  m u s i c ,  s e c u r e  U . S . c o p y r i g h t ,  b r o a d c a s t  y o u r  s o n *  o v e r  t h e  r a d io .  O u r  
S a le s  D e p a r t m e n t  s u b m i t s  to  M u s ic  P u b l i s h e r s  a n d  H o lly w o o d  P i c t u r e  S t u d io s .  
W R I T E  T O D A Y  f o r  F R E E  B O O K L E T .

UNIVERSAL SONG SERVICE, 641 Meyer Bldg., Western Avenue and 
Sierra Vista, Hollywood, California

By
A ctual 

W o rk  a t  COYNE
Practical Shop Work. Average

w  t im e  to  co m p le te  co u rse  12 w e e k s .  F ree  
r  EL EC TR IC A L R E FR IG E R A T IO N  C ourse  

I if  y o u  en ro ll now. F re e  E m p lo y m e n t Serv ice . W rite  to
day for B IG  F R E E  E L E C T R IC A L  B O O K .

'C O Y N E  EL EC TR IC A L SC H O O L , Dept. 42-««  
"1 South Paulina Straat . . . .  Chicago. Illinois

DIG TACTORY 
U A J  SALE

N E W  M O D E L
Extra Strong

Copper Boiler
T he b e s t,  s tro n g e s t, h e a v ie s t a n d  
s a fe s t  U tili ty  C opper Boiler m ade. 
N ew  Im proved ad ju stab le  cap  and 
spo u t m akes boiler s te a m -tig h t by 
tw is t  o f  th u m b  screw . Ideal homo 
cooker, bo iler and p asteu rizer.

B3G C U T B u y e r s '
O rd er N ow — Save Money a t  these 

N ew  Low F ac to ry  P rices . No a rtic le  o f  such high q oa lity  and 
u t il ity  ever sold a t  such  am azingly  low prices. G uaranteed .

G u a r a n t e e d  P U R E  C O P P E R
P rices  qu o ted  a re  n e t,  ca sh  w ith  o rd er, o r  send one-fourth , 
m oney o rd e r  o r  check . P a y  balance C. 0 .  D . A sk fo r  F ree  
C atalog . Shipped In p lain  s tro n g  box.

H o m e  M a n u f a c t u r i n g  C o . 1 6 c H f c A G o .s iL U N o ° i*  8460

STUDY AT HOME
W e guide you step by step—furnish all text 
material, including fourteen-volum e Law Li
brary .Training prepared by leading law profes
sors and given by members o f  the bar. Degree 
of LL.B. conferred. Low cost, easy terms. G et 
our valuable 64-page ‘‘Law G uide” and “Evi
dence”  books free. Send for them  NOW . 
L a S a l l e  E x t e n s i o n  U n i v e r s i t y ,  D e p t . 4 7 5 - 1 ,  C h i c a g o

LAJ
Big Money (or Hustlers

Von c a n  se ll  ta l lo re d - to - f l l  t ro u s e rs  a t  *3.08 a  
p a ir  a n d  m a k e  b ig  q u ick  ca sh  p ro fits . N ew  
s ty le s  In c lu d e  p o p u la r  V ars ity  m odel w ith  3 "  
w a is tb a n d  a n d  2 2 "  b o tto m s. T h is  new  p o ck e t-  
eeiler b rin g s  y o u  u p  to  510.00  ft d a y . M en  w a n t  
e x tra  tro u se rs  a t  th is  se n sa tio n a lly  low  prlc&  
M a k e  s p a re  m o m e n ts  b r in g  y o u  g o ld en  
d o lla rs . B ig  re p e a t  b u sin ess , p p r p  

N E W  O U T F I T  r K t t  
Bend fo r  f in e  new  F R E E  o u tf i t  to d a y — also  
F R E E  P A N T S  offer. L e t  m e show  y o u  t h a t  th is  
n ew est a n d  m o st p ow erfu l of p a n ts  lines m ean a  
b ig  m oney to  y o u .1' R u sh  n am e a n d  a d d re s s  CD 
p o s ta l for F R E E  o u tf i t— N O W  1

T H E  D U N L A P  P A N T S  C O M P A R T  
O t p t ,  219 C i n c in n a t i ,  O h io

Create*! 
Pant* Value*

High School Course 
in 2  Years You can complete this

simplified High School 
Course a t home inside of

tw o  yaara . M aata a ll raqoira m an ta fo r  antranea to co llaga  and tha la ad io*  
p ro fa a a loa t . TbU  and th ir ty -s ix  o th o r  p ra ctica l eooraaa ara  daaaribad to aor  
h a *  B o lla tio . Sand fo r  it  T O D A Y .

A M E R IC A N  S C H O O L
M * .  « • « * *  D r » l . l  * y » .  >  S S L  * 1 .  Q  i l i » H  C M I C X .O
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their (Confidence
was Justified

W H E N  169 R A I L R O A D S  F A IL E D  IN  
1893, J O H N  H. P A T T E R S O N  SA ID :

"The year has been unparalleled in the 
history of the United States. Great ques
tions were to be solved, every industry 
was stagnant. Some closed down, some 
lost courage, while a few pushed ahead 
and worked harder than ever with con
fidence in the future. We did not let the 
hard times interfere with our work. 
When times got duller, we advertised 
the more and worked the harder."

W H E N  P I G  IR O N  D R O P P E D  50<> IN  
1907, A N D R E W  C A R N E G IE  

D E C L A R E D :
•‘This panic will soon nin its. course 

and pass away leaving no impediment to 
the return, in due season, of another 
period of wholesome, because needed, 
expansion of our resources. . . -

"We have had the greatest expansion 
of modern times. Reaction had to come— 
will prove healthful. Nothing can stay the 
rapid progress of the Republic. She Is all 
right."

W H E N  DE EP,  D A R K  G L O O M  R U LE D  
I N  1921, T H O M A S  O R T U N E  R Y A N  

S A ID :
"Our merchants have been buying only 

what they can sell qulckiy for cash. The 
consumer has had to listen to so much 
pessimistic talk that be buys only what 
is absolutely necessary. People every
where have been scare 1. They are get
ting over that.

'Our people are the neatest <onsumere 
of food and manufactured articles in the 
world in normal times—and norina* times 
are coming back. . . . ”

A m e r ic a  C a m e  T h r o u g h !
In 1893 stark ruin stalked through the land. 467 

banks failed in a few m onths. M ills, furnaces and 
factories shut down everywhere. Bankruptcy was 
on every hand. America had twice as m any unem
ployed per thousand population as she has today. 
But she put them all back to work.

In 1907 panic broke loose. T he production of pig 
iron dropped 30% in less than a year. All but the 
strongest men lost heart— “ W e are ruined,” they  
declared, “ recovery cannot come in our time, Vet 
in two years prosperity had returned.

In 1921, when many honest and thoughtful people 
were predicting worse conditions, th. country was 
already beginning to climb to the greatest era of pros
perity it had ever experienced.

H istory tells how America has fought and won 19 
major depressions. Good tim es alwa; follow hard 
times, as surely as day follows night. i 'n  snerity al
w ays comes back. I t  is coming back this time, too.

Above all things, let us have faith.

America Has Beaten 19 Major Depressions 
She will Beat this one

T H E  N A T I O N A L  P U B L I S H E R S  A S S O C I A T I O N
“ As  th e  m o s t  n e a r l y  s e l f - c o n ta i n e d  n a t i o n ,  zee h a v e  w i t h i n  
o u r  o w n  b o u n d a r i e s  th e  e l e m e n ta l  f a c t o r s  f o r  r e c o v e r y ."

d  rum the Recommendations of the Committee on Unemployment Plans and Suggestions of the President's Organisation tu
Unemployment Relief.)

Please mention N ewsstand Group when answering advertisements



This Little Gland Robbed 
Me of Sleep and Health

IDiscovered a  New Hygiene
IT  had been coming 

on fo r years— tills 
devilish th ing  called 
“  P ro sta te  T rouble! ”
I gave i t  little  th o u g h t 
a t  first, because 1 fig- 
ui cd th a t  all men 
certa in  c hange ab o u t 
life. T h a t  was m y 
T th o u g h t i t  was 
dow n of oncominj

forM enPast 4 0
experience a 
m y tim e  in 
big m istake. 

just th e  b reak
age a n d  th a t

1 '  x»uld have  to  p u t u p  w ith  it. 
I did for a  while, b u t a  year la te r 
m y c o r U tion  w ent from  b ad  to  
worse r  an  alarm ing  rate.

T K ese  C o m m o n  S y m p to m s
M y sleep was broken a  dozen 

tim  )s every n ight. In  fact, one 
' $ itfu l sleep was a  luxury, 

iiad  developed in m y back 
igs, an d  I w as chronically 

v. pated . I  was run  dow n in 
bo» and  alm ost broken in mind 
— t cyclically an  invalid  a t  58. I 
ta  ed to  scores o f m en. In  fac t, 
T dked to  practically  every m an  
I m e t o r  could get to  listen. As I 
look back now I th in k  I was p rac
tica lly  insane on th e  subject.

F a c e s  S u rg e r y
It has boon my oxperionoe that a majority 

of ir( n past 60 and a surprising numbor 
even it 40—had one of these distressing 
symptoms, but few men had it as bad as I 
did. I bad seen my doctor, of course. But 
he ould offer me but little relief. I spent 
hui. "redo of dollars in an effort to avoid an 
opei tlon, for I bad learned that gland

surgery was usually. dangerous. This In
sidious little gland that robbed me of sleep 
and health now threatened my very life.

T h e  T u r n in g  P o in t
Then I read one of your advertisements. 

I admit I mailed the coupon without the 
slightest hope. There probably never was a 
more skeptical mind than mine. But this 
simple little act turned out to be the biggest 
thing in my life.

I can never thank you enough. I am 
now sixty. I can go to bed at ten o’clock 
and sleep straight through. My doctor has 
pronounced me in normal health. My entire 
body is toned up, and I feel almost like a 
youngster. I have had no return of the 
trouble, and now use your pleasant, treat
ment just fifteen minutes a day, over one 
or two months, just to make sure that 
I keep my perfect health.
M illio n s  M a k e  T h is  M is ta k e

When I was at my lowest ebb, T encoun
tered so many prostate sufferers that I 
know there must be millions of men doctor
ing for sciatica, pains in the back and legs, 
bladder and kidney weakness, chronic con
stipation, loss of physical and mental capac
ity and a host of supposed old age symptoms, 
who should  probably be treating the prostate 
gland! In fact, I learned not long ago that 
certain medical authorities claim that 65% 
of men at or past middle age suffer from dis
orders of this vital gland.

My advice to these men is, not to make the 
mistake that I made. Send the coupon for 
that little book, “ The Destroyer of Male 
Health.” Find out the facts about this

little gland, which the book 
contains. It explains a prom
inent scientist’s discovery of 
a new home hygiene—explains 
how, without drugs or surgery, 
without massage, diet, or ex
ercise, this method acts to 

reduce the congestion and combat the 
dangerous symptoms.

S c ie n t is t ’ s B o o k  S e n t  F ree
See if these facts apply to you. Learn 

the true meaning of these common com
plaints and see why these ailments in men 
past 40 are so often directly traceable to a 
swollen prostate. The book. “The Destroyer 
of Male Health.” is sent without cost and 
without obligation.

Simply mail the coupon to W. J. Kirk, 
President, 4852 Morris Ave., Steubenville, 
Ohio.

If you live West of the Rockies, address 
The Electro Thermal Co., 303 Van Nuys 
Building, Dept. 48-F, Los Angeles, Calif. 
In Canada, address The Electro Thermal 
Co., Desk 48-F, 53 Yonge St., Toronto, 

Can.

W , J .  K ir k ,  P re s id e n t,
4852 M o rris  Ave., S te u b e n v ille , O h io .
Please mail me at once your Free book
let. “ The Destroyer of Male Health,” 
and full details about the new home treat
ment. I am not obligated in any way.

Name.......................................................



| ‘vi> switched to C A M E L S  
because they’re  F R E S H ”

t ^ N C E  a w om an sm oker has been in
troduced to  Camels it ’s a case o f  love at 
first light. T h e  first coo l, m ild fragrant 
puff o f  sm oke from  this fresh cigarette 
is  sufficient to  w in  her to  Camels’ ever
grow in g  ranks o f  friends.

M aybe it ’s because her throat is more 
sensitive than a m an’s that she's so  quick  
to  grasp the difference betw een  the m ild
ness o f  this a ir-sealed  cigarette and the 
s t in g in g  b ite  o f  p a rch ed  or  to a ste d  
tobaccos.

Blended from ch o ice  Turh ish and m ild, 
sun-ripened  D om estic  tobaccos, Camels 
are m ade w ith  just the right am ount o f  
natural m oisture and kept that way until 
delivered to  the sm oker by the Camel 
H um idor Pack.

T hese cigarettes are never parched or 
toasted. T he R eynolds m ethod o f  scien
tifically applying heat guarantees against 
that.

I f  you  haven’t sm oked Camels lately, 
perhaps y o u ’ve been  m issing som ething. 
W h y n ot sw itch over for just on e day ? 
After you've k now n their rare, throat- 
easy m ildness, then leave th e m -if  you can.

R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY 
Winston-Salem, N. C

D on 7 rem ove th e  m o istu re-  
p r o o f  w r a p p in g  f r o m  y o u r  
p a c k a g e  o f  C a m e ls  a f t e r  
y o u  open i t .  T h e  C a m e l  
H u m id o r  P a c k  is  p ro tec tio n  
a g a in s t  p e r fu m e  a n d  p o w 
d e r  odors, d u s t  a r d  germ s, 
i n  offices a n d  hom es, even  
i n  th e  d r y  a tm o sp h ere  o f  
a r t i f i c i a l  h e a t , th e  C a m e l  
H u m i d o r  P a c k  c a n  be d e 
p e n d e d  u p o n  to  d e l i v e r fn s h  
C a m e ls  every  t im e R. J.

©1932 
Reynolds Tobacco Company

"A re  you L iste n in ’ ? ’*
R. J. R E Y N O L D S T O B A C C O  C O M PA N Y ’S 
C O A ST -T O -C O A ST  R A D IO  P R O G R A M S 

CAMEL QUARTER h o u r , Morton Downey, Tony Wons. and 
Camel Orchestra, direction Jacques Renard, every night 
except Sunday, Columbia Broadcasting System 
PRINCE ALBERT q u a r t e r  h o u r , Alice Joy, “Old Hunch, "and 
Prince Albert Orchestra, every night except Sunday, National 
Broadcasting Company Red Network

See r a d io  p a g e  o f  lo c a l  n e w s p a p e r  f o r  t im e

CAM ELS
M a d e  F R E S H  -  F R E S H


