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Sensational Scientific 
tests prove LISTERINE 

CURES DANDRUFF
First Science discovered the dandruff 
germ...then, that Listerine kills it. 76%

got quick relief in

If dandruff has you in its 
grip, if you have tried rem­
edy after remedy in vain, 
here is the most welcome 
news you could possibly 
read:

Listerine has been scien­
tifically proved a positive 
cure for dandruff.

Once or twice a day, just 
douse full-strength Lister­
ine on your scalp; massage 
vigorously and persistently 
until every hair is bathed 
in soothing, health-promot­
ing antiseptic. Listerine

New Jersey clinic.

attacks and kills that queer, 
bottle-shaped germ—Pity- 
rosporum  ovale, which 
causes dandruff.

Here is proof
When Science discovered 
the dandru ff germ , an 
astounding series of experi- 
ments immediately fo l­
lowed. Rabbits were in­
fected with dandruff. When 
treated daily with Listerine 
Antiseptic, they were cured 
within two weeks on the 
average.

In a great midwestem 
skin clinic, a group of dan­
druff sufferers applied the 
daily Listerine treatment. 
A substantial number of 
these Listerine users ob­
tained marked relief within 
the first two weeks on the 
average. In many other 
cases scalps were found to 
be free and clear of dandruff 
in from three to eight weeks.

In another recent test, 
76% of the dandruff patients 
of a New Jersey clinic who 
used the Listerine treatment 
twice a day, showed com­
plete disappearance of, or

V ityrosp oru m  
or ill f ,  the y m n  
that cuum* dan*
tlrujr, mayn't tied 
many timrs.

marked improvement in, the 
symptoms within 30 days.

Listerine treats dandruff 
for what it really is

Why use old-fashioned rem­
edies which merely wash 
away the surface symptoms 
of dandruff temporarily? 
Listerine Antiseptic actual­
ly cures dandruff, by killing 
the germ itself.

Start ridding your scalp 
of dandruff today. Stop the 
gnawing, burning dandruff 
itch. Get back the natural 
health and vigor of your 
hair. Remember—only Lis­
terine Antiseptic, so far as 
we know, has a clinical rec­
ord of such positive dan­
druff cure.
Lambert Pharmacal Co.

St. Louis, Mo.

LISTERINE tr e a tm e n t f o r  DANDRUFF



ADVERTISING SECTION

• Overcoming obstacles on the path 
to success is something like "busting" 
bronchos. A  man has to have nerve, 
determination, and courage. Above all, 
he must know how! And this is truer 
today than ever before.

I. C . S. can't supply the first three 
qualities. But it can— and will— provide

the knowledge and training needed to 
get ahead!

You may be one of those fortunate 
few already prepared to step into a 
really big job. If not, I. C . S. is literally 
"at your service." Mail the coupon 
below — it may be your passport to a 
more abundant future!

N T E R NAT I O N A  L C O R R E S P O N D E N C E  S C H O O L S

B O X  2211-F, S C R A N T O N , P E N N A .
Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “ W ho Wins and 
Why,”  and full particulars about the subject before which I have marked X :

□  Architect
□  Architectural Draftsman
□  Building Estimating
D  Contractor and Builder
□  Structural Draftsman
□  Structural Engineer
□  Management of Inventions
□  Electrical Engineer
□  Electric Lighting
3  Welding, Electric and Gas
□  Reading Shop Blueprints 
O Heat Treatment of Metals

□  Business Management
□  Industrial Management
□  Traffic Management
□  Accountancy
□  Cost Accountant
□  C . P . Accountant

□  Hom e Dressmaking
□  Professional Dressmaking and

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES
□  Sheet Metal Worker |
□  Boilermaker
O  Telegraph Engineer
□  Telephone Work □  Radio 
O  Mechanical Engineering
□  Mechanical Draftsman
O  Machinist □  Toolmaker
□  Patternmaker
□  Diesel Engines
□  Aviation Engines
□  Automobile Mechanic
□  Commercial Refrigeration

□  Plumbing □  Steam Fitting
□  Heating □  Ventilation
□  Air Conditioning and Cooling
□  Steam Engineer
□  Steam Electric Engineer
□  Marine Engineer 
O  R . R . Locomotives
□  R . R . Section Foreman
□  Air Brakes □  R . R. Signalmen
□  Highway Engineering
□  Civil Engineering 
O  Surveying and Mapping

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES
□  Bookkeeping □  Service Station Salesmanship
□  Secretarial Work □  First Year College Subjects
□  Spanish □  Business Correspondence
□  French _ □  Stenography and Typing
□  Salesmanship □  Civil Service □  Mail Carrier
□  Advertising □  Railway Mail Clerk

DOMESTIC SCIENCE COURSES
□  Advanced Dressmaking
Designing □  T ea Room and Cafeteria Management, Catering

□  Bridge Engineer
□  Bridge and Building Foreman
□  Chemistry
□  Pharmaoy
□  Coal Mining
□  Mine Foreman □  Fire Bosses
□  Navigation
□  Cotton Manufacturing
□  Woolen Manufacturing
□  Agriculture
□  Fruit Growing
□  Poultry Farming

D  Grade School Subjects
□  High School Subjects
□  College Preparatory
□  Illustrating
□  Cartooning
□  Lettering Show Cards □  Signs

□  Foods and Cookery

Name....... — — ........................................... .......................................... Age......................Address.................................................................... .............................

City..... ............................................................................ State..............................Present Position..................................................
I t  poa reside in Canada, tend this comport to the International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Lim ited, Montreal,

In answering advertisements it is desirable that you mention Double Detective.
i
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Death-house watch—by one who knew a crime worse than murder
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A preview of the season’s best in detective stories

SO N G  O F  
b y  C leve F. A d am s

It began at a  strip-tease show, with an “artist” w ho 
knew her way around a stage but w ho .couldn’t get 
around a murderer. It ended when D etective Bill R ock  
stripped the sheep’s clothing from  a wolf—and he 
wasn’t teasing, either. Gals, gorillas, grafters and goofs 
in  a crim e adventure so full o f  fight that it ’ll have you 

hanging onto the arms of your chair before the end o f the first round. T he second Double 
D etective  novel by the author whose, return engagem ent was dem anded by readers o f  
This Is Murder. —Please Turn to  Page 67

2

A Complete 

Book-Length 

Detective 

Novel

Published monthly by The Frank A . Munsey Company, 2 8 0  Broadway, New York, N . Y . W illiam  T . Dewart, President. 
Copyright, 1 9 3 8 , by The Frank A . Munsey Company. Yearly, $ 1 .5 0  j single copies IS cents* foreign and Canadian postage 
extra. Application for entry as second-class matter pending at the Post Office at New York, N . Y . Printed in U . S. A .
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For Kidney And 
Bladder Trouble

Stop Getting Up Nights
Here’s one good way to flush harmful waste 
from kidneys and stop bladder irritation that 
often causes scanty, burning and smarting 
passage. Ask your druggist for a 35-cent box 
of Gold Medal Haarlem Oil Capsules—a splen­
did safe and harmless diuretic and stimulant for 
weak kidneys and irritated bladder. Besides 
getting up nights, some symptoms of kidney 
trouble are backaches, puffy eyes, leg cramps, 
and moist palms, but be sure to get GOLD 
MEDAL—it’s the genuine medicine for weak 
kidneys—right from Haarlem in Holland. <

WILL YOU WEAR THIS SUIT
and Make up to $12 in a D ay!

L et me send you this fine all-wool Union tailored suit 
F R E E  OF E X T R A  C O ST. Just follow my easy plan
and show the suit to your friends. Make up to $12 in  a  

ally. No ©xperlonee— no canvassing necessary. 
Send for Samples— FR E E OF COST

8 0 0  S. Throop St.

• D e e  
A n ts

I  IF A p h id *
I f  B edb u gs  
f  C rab  L io t  
Potato B ugs  

L eaf H oppers  
Cabbage Worms

2S^&50^LoeallyorFromO.S.C

High School Course
at Home Many Finish in 2 Years

| Go &a rapidly aa your time and abilities permit. Course 
equivalent to resident school work— prepares you Jot 
entrance to college. Standard H. 8. texts su
Diploma. Credit for H. S. enbjects already completed. I 

I jecta if desired. High school education is very import
--------ment in business and Industry and socially. Don t

'1 your life. Be a High School graduate. 1 
nw. Free Bulletin on request. No obligation.
i School, Dept, h b s o ,  Drexel at SStti. Clilcaa*

Used HOME-STUDY 
COUR5E5 ^ a n eL S O L D

S A T IO N A L  B A R G A IN S  F O R  Y O U  II

100 percent satisfaction on  eqery. transaction. ' 
tratedcatalogue and fu ll details. Send no money. 
today! NELSON-HALL COMPANY. 758  Man hat

." . M a il p e n n y  postcard 
Manhattan Bjd9-^H*CAGO

M E M
Get free booklet about Zo-ak Tablets—the formula of well- 
known New York physician created especially for men. 
Zo-ak contains quick-acting vegetable stimulants plus es­
sential vitamin concentrates in adequate amounts to build 
up health and strength. Ask for Zo-ak (blue box) at any. 
:ood druggist, and write for free booklet b y  registered 
ihysician. Sent in sealed envelope by  Zo-ak Company, 56B 
,re it  45,-St., Dept. A , New York.

I v e r  J o h n s o n
f t  The Skeet-er Double Gun is a sports 
w  leader in the complete line o f  Iver 
Johnson line o f  arms. A  product o f  67 years 
o f  expert gunsmithing, it is a masterpiece 
in balanced construction for marksmanship. 
Designed in different gauges in  both  plain 
extractor and automatic ejector at shooter’s 
option; special boring and stock dimensions 
without extra charge. Priced a t $45.00 and 
up, it ’s the Skeet-er for skeetl And there is 
an Iver Johnson Shot Gun, Rifle, or Revolver 
for every sport —  game or target. W rite 
for complete list o f  firearms— Folder 20-A .

IVER JOH N SON ’ S  A R M S  &  C Y C L E  W O R K S
63 BTVER STREET, FITCHBURG, M ASS.

New York. 85 Chambers Street.

OLD BOOKS 
WANTED

W e pay big cash prices for thousands of different titles. 
We bought over 7,500 books in past twenty-one months, 
paying as high as *500 for a single book. For example, 
we will pay you cash for the following books as described 
in our price list:

Pilgrim’s Progress.............................$4,000.00
Adventures of Tom Sawyer............................  200.00
Old Swimmln’  Hole.........................  75.00
Black Beauty.............................  100.00
Treasure Island.................................  50.00
Scarlet Letter.....................................  35.00
Venus and Adonis................................S,000.00
Leaves of Grass............ ............ . - .  250.00
Snow-Bound............................   45.00
Uncle Tom’s Cabin..........................  100.00
Ben Hur...............................................  50.00
Last of the Mohicans....................... 50.00
Moby Dick........................................  100.00
Little Women.....................................  25.00
McGulfey Primer.............................   100.00
Tamerlane &  Other Poem s........... 5,000.00

These are but a few of the many thousands of books 
we want. DON’T SEND BOOKS until you have checked 
our latest list giving full information. Don’t delay—a 
single old school book, story book, bible, poetry, his­
tory, travel, almanacs, newspapers, letters, etc., may 
bring you *25. *50. *100. *500 or even *5,000 cash for 
certain books. Better Investigate NOW. Send 10c to the 
American Book Mart, 140 S. Dearborn S t., Dept. 3 2 5 ,  
Chicago, and we will send you latest list of old books 
we want to buy and cash prices we will pay.

In answering advertisements it is desirable that you mention Double Detective.
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NEW
BENJAMIN AIR PISTOLS
Maximum Velocity—caL 177 or 33 and BB—
For Target and Small Game-fthe only Genuine 
Compressed Air Pistol tor Shooting BB on 
B»e market—Single Shot with Bolt Action—-Hammer fir*— 
Hair Trigger—Safety. Price $7.60- Holster $3.00. Aleo 177 and 
33 Single Shot Air Rifle* $7.50 -Single Shot BB Air Rifle $9.00 
—35 8hot BB Repeater Air Rifle $7.50 at Dealer or Direct. No 
license required. Safe tor indoor uee.

a^!AnD«?7^oT“ il^ iri^ I.rS f JSS%.,

START
$1260 to $2100 Year
S£*™ntM J  nep.RAsN25K|URocS|TilTY.

v a n e  c f  8 ira : Ruah to me without charge (1)
t x o v  t  y e a r *  82-page book with list of U . 8 .  Govern-
M e n ___W om en ment jobs. (2 ) Tell me immediately how

<X to Qualify for one of these jobs.
M a i l  C o u p o n  7
t o d a y  s u r e .  /  » “ » ...................................................................................

_________________ f  Address.

t a a w w
Almost every town needs a good service & 
repair man. Enroll today, men we trained 
at home have secured good Jobs or have 
their own business.
Our 1st 3 lessons will permit you to go out 
and earn money immediately—Send $1 now for 
money making plan and first three lessons.

SCHOOL OF APPLIED MECHANICS 
1085-M W h ite  S t . Far Rockaway, N . Y .

OLD LEG TROUBLE
Easy to use Viscose Home MelHod heala 
many old leg sores caused by leg congest 
tion, varicose veins, swollen legs and in* 
juries or no cost for trial if it fails to show 
results in 10 days. Describe the cause 
of your (rouble and get a FREE BOOK 

M. S. VISCOSE METHOD COMPANY 
_________________140 N. Dearborn Street, Chicago, Illinois

N C L lO K E  t o  b e  d e a f
-Every d ea f person  k n ow s th a t-

Way made himself hear his watch tick after 
r deaf for  twenty-five years, with hie Artt*

____ Ear Drams. He wore them day and night.
They stopped his head 
noises. They are invisible L
andcomfortable.nowires g
or  batteries. Write fo r  1 
T R U E  S T O R Y . A l a o L  
booklet on Deafness. ArtifieialEarDnm

THE W AY COMPANY
_________________ 726 McKerchey Bldg. Detrofo Michigan

Classified Advertisements
The Purpose o f this Department ia to  put the 

reader in touch immedi2 t*ly with the newest need­
fuls for the HOM E, OFFICE, FARM , or PERSON; 
to  offer, or  seek, an unusual BUSINESS OPPOR­
TU N IT Y, or to suggest a service that m ay be per­
formed satisfactorily through correspondence. It 
will pay a housewife o r  business man equally well 
to  read these advertisements carefully.
Classified Forms Close Two Months in Advance.

AGENTS &  SALESMEN
20,000 M iles from weak, discarded tires with Tire Armor— A  
S E L L IN G  S E N S A T IO N  1 W e  deliver. Liberal Commission.
_________ MOTOR PRODUCTS, 1760-K Lunt, Chi cage._________

EDUCATION AND INSTRUCTION 
L E A R N  Machinist Trade, Tool, D ie  Making. Automatic and Hand 
Screw Machines. Modern Shop Methods. Actual Work. Jobs open 
Tor trained men. Employment help. Booklet “ D "  FR E E .
ALLIED 8CREW MACHINE CO., 615-W Lake S t ,  Chletgo.

MAGAZINES
B U L L D O G  D R U M M O N D , that famous, dashing British agent, 
returns in  a glamorous novel, B U L L D O G  D R U M M O N D  ON  
D A R T M O O R , in D E T E C T IV E  F IC T IO N  W E E K L Y , on sale at 
all good newsstands.________________________________________________________

MINIATURE LOCOMOTIVES
Silver-plated miniature reproduction of D e W itt  Clinton Train Of 
1831— Size 1" x  2*4* x  2 % " .  Base in  relief showing progress of 
transportation. Special pried’ $2.75. W rite  today. Guaranteed. 

A. VAN G Y T E N B E E K , 3 51 -15th Ave., Paterson, N. J.
PATENTS OR INVENTIONS

INVENTIONS COMMERCIALIZED. Patented or Unpatented. 
Send sketch and description of model, or write for information. 
In business 30 years. Complete facilities. Adam Fisher Company, 
249 Enright St. Louis, Mo.________________________________________

PHOTO FINISHING—DEVELOPING  
SNAPSHOTS IN COLORS—Roll developed, 8 Natural Color Prints 
—25c. Natural Color reprints— 3c. A M A Z IN G L Y  B E A U T IF U L  

Natural Color Photo, C-127, Janesville, Wisconsin.

SONG POEMS W ANTED
W A N T E D  O R IG IN A L  P O E M S, S O N G S , for immediate considera­
tion. Send poems to Columbian Musle Publishers Ltd.. Dapt 160. 

Canada.

☆
W h e n  y o u  w a n t  g o o d  f i c t i o n  

b u y  a

R ed Star  M agazine ☆
In answering advertisements it is desirable that you mention Double Detective.
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IMPORTANT!

There is only one 
magazine in Amer­
ica which is devoted 
to swift, varied, 
crime-action fiction 

EVERY WEEK.
It is chock-full of fine 
reading—short sto­
ries to book-length 
novels— plus true 
crime features, 
racket exposes, and 
intriguing ciphers 

EVERY WEEK!
It appears on all 
good newsstands 
every Tuesday of 
the year, for ten 

cents.

DETECTIVE
FICTION WEEKLY

YOUR YOUTHFUL SKIN 
A MASS OF PIMPLES?
Take steps now to  help keep your blood 

free of skin-defiling poisons
Stop being an object of shame and scorn among your 
friends. Find out what often causes those repulsive- 
looking pimples . . .  and get rid of them.

Between the ages of 13 and 25 your body is chang­
ing rapidly. Important glands develop. These gland 
changes upset your system. Waste poisons from the 
intestines are often thrown into the blood stream 
and are carried to your skin, where they may 
bubble out in ugly, shameful hickies.

Y ou  must help keep your blood free of these ekin- 
irritating poisons. Thousands have done so, just by eat­
ing Fleischmann's Yeast. The millions of tiny, living 
plants in each cake of this fresh food act to help you 
fight pimple-making poisons at their source'—in the in­
testines, before they can get into the blood. M any get 
amazing results in 30 days or even less! Get Fleischmann’s 
Yeast now. E at-8 cakes a day— one before each meal— 
until your skin is  clear and fresh again.

A RAILWAY
i TRAFFIC INSPECTOR

WRITE
TODAY

A GOOD PAYING POSITION 
WITH OUR TRAINING

ied as Railway and Bus 
earn up to $133  per

. . ________upon completion o f  oure-study course. We place graduates or re­
in. Interesting wort*; 6teady pay; splendid 

(ties fo r  advancement. Get Free Booklet. 
STANDARD BUSINESS TRAINING INSTITUTE 

Division 3007__________________________Buffalo, N. V.

W orld’s  I

,FREE!
ILANTERN

Complete with bat-

T IR E  P R IC E S
Tiro u s e r s  by the 
thousands all over 
the U .S.A. vouch for 
the Lons Hard Serv­
ice o f  our Standard 
Brand tires recondi- 

I tioned with high grade 
^materials end latest 
^ m eth od s  by our tire 

l e x p e r t a .  O u r 2 1  
I  years experience 
Jf makes It possible to  , „ 

g offer tires at lowest prices* with legal 
Wagreement to  replace at Vi price any 
tire that fails to  give 1 2  Mos. Service.

EVERY TIR E  G U ARAN TEED !
BALLOON TIRES! REGULAR CORD TIRES

-  ■ *-,11.  T ir .s  Tubes Size T ire. T u b .. 
--------------------------33.4H S3.45 51.45Sire Run Tires lutes fo '& V s ? I s t so9s 

2SM£S*?’i3 ,}-8S !u4 * i:!s  *lSI
I 3o il '30-31 a l i a  LI 

1x4.76-19
__________________________J - f f  H f  30*5 3 .S 5  LS5—fjj-g  a.*g MJ 3 ;ls  111 re.5 3 .7s L7s

llrfWMS i  s s  H I  3 ‘3S 14W 5«« 3 .9S  L76l : i i  HI h e a v y  d u t y  t r u c k  t ir e s
r u e . .

I 30x6.00-20 __________
| ^ U 5 -1 7  2 .9 0  1.35 
I 28x5.25-18 2 .9 0  1.35 S b» 
1 5.25-19 2 .9 S  1.35 30x5

_5J55-20 2 .9 5  1.35 33x6 
I 31x5.25-21 3 .2 5  1.35 34x5 
1 ^ '0 - 1 7  3 .3 5  L4t 32x0 

-----3 .3 5  1.4C 35x0

r 9 1 0 .9 5  54.65 
‘  1 0 .9 5  4.65

1 1 .45  4.95
|40x8 1 3 .25  4.95 

I TIRES 
1 Tubes 
“ *•8.75 

" 4.95 
5.65

li!i illr̂ SZS** esSsseShii
SEND ONLY $ 1 .0 0  DEPOSIT on  each tire ordered. 
(18.00 on each Truck Tire.) W e ship balance C. O. D. 
Deduct S  per cent i f  cash fa sent in full with order. To 
fill order promptly w e may substitute brands ifn eces - 

ry. ALL TUBES BRAND NEW -  GUARANTEED -  
PERRY-FIELD TIRE &  RUBBER CO.

12328-30 S. Michigan Av., Dept. 3101-A, Chicago, III.mmmmmmmmmmmmm—mmmmmrnmmm—mmmmmm_ _ _ _ _ _  a . IVUCnigan AV., u e p n  SIU1-H, l / f

I n  answ ering a dvertisem ents it  is desirable that you m en tion  D o u b l e  D b t e c t i v b .K



Brady had a gat 
in his fist as he 
plunged into the 

garage

I Am the Alibi
by Dale Clark

i
With Love, for Eve

THIS blonde should have worn 
a sign: Dangerous! Dame at 
W ork! She didn’t, of course, 

and how could Brady know? She 
was dressed quietly in a tailored out­
fit, she kept her sea-green eyes level 
and businesslike.

“ I want a man shadowed.”
Brady told her she’d come to the 

wrong firm.
The blonde did a puzzled act with 

her brows, and said, “ I don’t under­
stand. This is a detective agency, 
isn’t it?”

She seemed reasonable enough, and 
Brady tried to explain it to her in a 
reasonable way.

“ Miss Loring,” he said, “we have a 
very small agency here. There’s just 
Dr. Walter Judson and myself, and 
we don’t regularly employ any other 
operatives. Judson’s field is limited, 
and we don’t try to tackle every case 
that comes along. You’d better con­
tact one of the big general agencies. 
I ’d recommend—”

He didn’t recommend; she cut him 
short with, “ What’s wrong with my 
case?”

“ Not a thing in the world/’ Brady 
said. “ It just isn’t up our alley.”

6



Pethwlck stood 
fram ed in the 
doorway and he 

was shooting

“Then you can come and play in 
my alley. I’m willing to pay your 
fee, whatever it is. Isn’t that the main 
thing?”

She was one of those kind, Brady 
thought. He didn’t like it. He didn’t 
like any woman who argued.

“ Listen, Miss Loring,”  he said. “ It 
ain’t the main thing. Now, you look. 
You wouldn’t go ask an eye spe­
cialist to take and operate on you for 
appendicitis. Well, there’s different 
kinds of detectives the same as there’s 
different kinds of doctors. Your case 
just ain’t the kind of case we spe­
cialize in here.”

The blonde said, “ Don’t be silly. 
You can surely shadow this man for 
me. That doesn’t require such a high 
degree of specialization.”

Brady was a big man, and his chair 
creaked protest as he leaned forward.

“ All right! All right!” he said, and 
the hell with trying to dress it up

nice for her. “ Lady, you hit the nail 
right on the head,” he told the 
blonde. “ Doc Judson is the best crim­
inologist in the city—everybody ad­
mits that. A  lot of people think he’s 
the best in the United States. Me, I 
figure he’s the best in the world. He’s 
a homicide expert—a murder special­
ist. Maybe that’s news to you?”

Her green eyes sparked scornfully. 
“ I know who Judson is. That’s why 
I ’m here. I want the best.”

“ You want the best!” Brady 
mocked. “And what makes you think 
the best criminologist alive is going 
to be interested in tailing this guy 
you want tailed?”

The blonde said, “He only takes 
cases that interest him?”

“Why, sure. He don’t have to take 
the others. Why, he has his pick and 
choice out of dozens of cases a 
month,”  Brady said. “ He’s tops. Look, 
if you got accused for murder—and 
you was innocent—the smartest thing 
your lawyer could do would be to 
hire Judson to clear you. Or if you



8 DOUBLE DETECTIVE

was Chief of Police, and the papers 
were panning you on account of a 
big crime, you’d be smart to call the 
Doc in. And either way, you’d be 
lucky if you could hire him. Be­
cause, like I say, he’s got to be in­
terested in the case. Doc doesn’t pick 
the easy ones, see?”

The girl opened her purse, got out 
a silver case and opened that, tapped 
a cigarette on the edge of Brady’s 
desk, and said:

“ I get it. Judson picks his cases. 
So I’m wasting my breath on you. 
I ’ll wait and see Judson himself.”

The nerve of it took Brady’s 
breath.

He gulped, “You’ll wait—why, the 
Doc would be insulted to even con­
sider such a nickel-and-dime case as 
yours!” -

The ruled red line of the blonde’s 
lips tightened on the cigarette. She 
didn’t say anything. Brady could see 
she meant to sit there.

He said in a friendlier voice, “Any 
common ordinary dick could shadow 
this party for you. Why throw away 
your dough paying the Doc’s fancy 
price?”

She still didn’t say anything.
What could a guy do?
Brady did it. “ Okay,” he said. “ I’ll 

ask him. But I don’t guarantee he’ll 
see you.”

JUDSON had the office back of 
Brady’s. Brady went in there. It 

was a big room, with elegant win­
dows from the floor to the ceiling. 
These windows were never open; 
there was an air-conditioning system. 
He also had a soft cork floor, and 
soundproofed walls. The Doc hated 
noise.

Two years ago, Brady thought the 
Doc was crazy. Then Judson solved 
a murder that had a whole Homicide 
Squad running around in circles. So 
Brady turned in his badge and went 
to work for the Doc. Brady liked to 
throw in with the best, and besides 
he wanted to see what made the Doc’s 
wheels go around.

If you’d asked him then, he’d have 
said Dr. Walter Judson was three-

fourths fakealoo and the rest pure 
genius. If you asked him now, he’d 
have said it was three-fourths genius 
and the rest fakealoo.

He told the Doc:
“ W e got a sit-down striker here. 

It’s a judy and she wants you should 
tail a guy. I showed her all the an­
swers in the back of the book, and 
she don’t believe any of ’em.”

Dr. Walter Judson had his six feet 
two slung crosswise in a leather arm­
chair—and he didn’t weigh hardly 
enough to dent the cushion under 
him. He was the thinnest guy Brady’d 
ever seen. He wasn’t good-looking, 
either. He had a funny sharp face, 
and what little hair he had left was 
gray, the same gray as his tooth­
brush mustache.

“Well, Brady,”  the Doc wanted to 
know, “what is the answer in the back 
of the book?”

“ Peanuts,” grinned Brady. “I told 
her this agency can’t be bothered 
with such small-change cases as she’s 
got.”

“What?” the Doc said in a tone of 
pity. “ You gave her the wrong an­
swer out of the wrong book. No won­
der she wouldn’t believe you. Here is 
the most important case that ever 
came into this or any other office.”

Brady’s eyes widened. “Ah-h, you 
wouldn’t be feeding me.”

‘.‘The most important,” qualified 
Dr. Walter Judson, “ to her,”

“ Oh, sure!” Brady’s voice became 
enthusiastic. “Ain’t it the truth, 
Doc? Ain’t it just like a dame? 
Whatever she wants, that’s the most 
important thing in a world! I never 
yet sa(w a dame that didn’t figure it 
that way.”

The Doc said, “Or a man, dither.”
“ Now I don’t agree with you,” 

Brady came back. “ A man has got 
some sense of proportion. But a judy, 
never.”

The Doc’s sharp features took on 
a slightly nettled expression. He ex­
plained patiently:

“It isn’t a question of sex, Brad]'. 
It is a universal truth of human na­
ture. It applies to men and women 
indiscriminately.”
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They had both forgotten about the 
girl in the outer office.

Brady said, “ Doc, ninety-nine times 
in a hundred, you’re right. But not 
always. And not now. It is a scien­
tific fact that a dame thinks in a dif­
ferent way from a guy; she’s more 
personal; she’s got no sense of pro­
portion.”

Dr. Walter Judson said accusingly, 
“You’ve been reading those $2.95 
books that you get mailed in a plain 
wrapper! But I ’m not going to argue 
the point. Your judy probably read 
the account of the Allworthy case in 
the Ledger this morning. That gave 
her the idea of coming to us. Though 
why this picture of you didn’tffrighten 
her off is a wonder. You look like a 
particularly motheathen mobster.”

His bony index finger tapped the 
newspaper folded across his knees.

Brady said, “ I just glanced at the 
headline. I saw your picture, but not 
—what the hell!”

He’d circled behind the Doc’s 
chair. There wasn’t any picture of 
Brady.

'The doc laughed merrily. ““ There’s 
the male sense of proportion for 
you!” he cried. “ You ‘just glanced’ 
at the headline over the biggest mur­
der solution of the year. I suppose 
you also just glanced at my picture. 
You wouldn’t look at any of it twice, 
except to see your own photo in the 
paper!”

Brady’s large face glowed a dull 
brick-red. He said, “W hy should I 
read what the papers say about it? 
It ain’t news to me. Why, I helped 
you crack that case!”

The Doc grinned. “ Is your face 
news to you? You see it in your shav­
ing glass every morning.”

“ Oh, uts-nay!”
“ I’m serious,”  Judson said. “ It 

makes no difference whether you’re 
dealing with a man or a woman, their 
own personal interests are the most 
important to them. You erred psycho­
logically with that young woman. 
You shouldn’t have told her that her 
problem was too trifling for us to 
bother with. It would have been more 
diplomatic to have pointed out the

reverse. In short, her case is too im­
portant for us.”

Brady waved his hands. “Let’s all 
sing like the cuckoos sing. Cuck-oo! 
Cuck-oo!”

“ It isn’t cuckoo,” the Doc said 
firmly. “ All you had to* do was tell 
the young woman that owing tc the 
pressure of other cases we couldn’t 
give hers the enormous attention it 
deserves. You tell her that, and she’ll 
go away. Happy.”

“Oh, sure. You know just how to 
handle her.”

“ Of course I do.”
Brady suddenly grinned. “ W e’ll 

see about that. I’ll bring her in and 
you give her the spiel.”

Dr. Walter Judson slid his legs off 
the arm of the chair, pushed his 
shoulders up, and said hastily:

“ No, no! You know how I hate 
interviewing clients. That’s your 
jo b !”

The newspaper fell at his feet. 
Brady looked at the newspaper, 
grunted, and said inexorably, “ You 
had your little joke. Now I ’ll have 
mine.”

“That wasn’t a joke at your ex­
pense,” the Doc offered. “ It was a 
practical psychological demonstra­
tion.”

Over his shoulder, Brady retorted: 
“ Okay! This isn’t any joke either. 

I just want to watch you demonstrate 
your psychology on the judy.”

He hauled the door open, and an­
nounced :

“ Come right in, Miss Loring. Dr. 
Judson’s happy to meet you.”

THE D o c  didn’t look happy. His 
narrowed gray eyes darted an 

angry stare at Brady. Blandly ob­
livious, Brady drew up a chair for 
the girl.

“ Sit right here, Miss Loring,”  he 
invited. “You tell old Do<j» Judson 
all about it. Anything so important 
as this, the Doc naturally wants to 
have every single detail of it.”

The blonde was businesslike, as 
She’d been with Brady—at first.

“The man I want shadowed,” she 
announced, “ is Eugene C. Pethwick.
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He’s the head of the chemical de­
partment at the Vitavesta Company, 
on Bank Street. His office hours are 
from nine to five. It won’t be neces­
sary for you to watch him except 
after business hours. This' is his pic­
ture.”

She got the photo out of her purse. 
It showed a plump, square-chinned 
face, and had written across the 
corner: With Love, for Eve.

“ Eve,” the blonde went on, “ is my 
sister. She’s infatuated with this 
man.' She’s fool enough to believe 
he’ll divorce his wife, who’s in the 
East, and marry her. Marry Eve, I 
mean.”

The Doc said, “You don’t believe 
that.”

“ Of course not. Besides my sister, 
Pethwick’s playing around with a 
night club dancer, a Molla Lavine 
at the Blue Devils Inn. He’s one of 
those foul professional Don Juans, 
and he’ll end by breaking Eve’s heart. 
She’s only a kid, only eighteen.”

“ That’s sad to think of,” Doc Jud- 
son sighed sympathetically. “ May I 
ask what a detective can find out that 
you don’t already know?”

She said: “ I ’ve told Eve these 
things. She won’t believe me, thinks 
I ’m prejudiced. Pethwick has been 
clever enough to sell her the idea 
that private detectives are all sneaks, 
snoopers, blackmailers. But Eve has 
read newspaper and magazine articles 
about you, Dr. Judson. You know you 
have a perfectly tremendous reputa­
tion. I ’m gambling on that—gambling 
that she’ll believe your report on this 
man.”

Her green eyes flashed. “ I ’ve five 
hundred dollars saved. I ’ll spend 
every penny of it to prevent my kid 
sister from throwing her happiness 
away on that scoundrel!”

Judson nodded. “ A fine attitude, 
Miss Loring. You have my sympathy. 
It’s one of the most interesting and 
unusual cases that ever came to my 
attention.”

Brady didn’t have a chance to rib 
the Doc often. He wanted to rub it in, 
now. “Yeah?” he sounded off. “ What’s 
so unusual about it, chief?”

“The human element.” The Doc sat 
back in his leather armchair. He 
propped his chin on bony, interlocked 
fingers. He told the blonde: “Most 
of my cases are homicides. A murder 
is committed. It’s all very well to 
punish the killer. I can do that, but 
in a larger sense I cannot really suc­
ceed. I can’t restore the victim to 
life. No power of mine can give the 
mother her child, nor restore the 
husband to the widow. Sometimes I 
feel it’s a dreary, sad business I ’m 
in.”

Brady said, “ Somebody’s got to do 
it.”

The Doc ignored Brady; smiled at 
the blonde. “Your case is different. 
By acting at once, it is possible to 
rescue your sister from a terrible mis­
take. At the same time, Pethwick can 
be taught a lesson he seems to need 
badly. And finally, we can perhaps 
restore to Mrs. Pethwick a chastened 
husband. It will be a happy ending all 
around, and therefore a new experi­
ence for me.”

Brady’s jaw sagged. “ Why, Doc! 
You ain’t taking her case?”

“ Why not?” Judson stroked his 
angular jaw. “Three human lives hang 
in the balance. Who am I to say 
that these lives are unimportant be­
cause they have not yet fallen under 
the shadow of violent death?”

The blonde cried, “ God bless you, 
Dr. Judson!”

“ No, I ’m doing it for my own per­
sonal satisfaction,” the 4)oc said. 
“ Where can we reach you, Miss 
Loring?”

“The Bretonne Apartment Hotel,” 
she said. “But I’m taking Eve out of 
town for a few days. That’ll insure 
Pethwick rushing straight to Molla 
Lavine. You can’t help getting the 
goods on him.”

Brady didn’t say anything. Not un­
til he’d ushered the blonde out.

Then he tflrned to the Doc. “ What 
the hell! That’s a hell of a way you 
got rid of her!”

Doc Judson looked at his assistant 
a long moment. His mouth curled 
sardonically under the gray tooth­
brush mustache. His eyes were nar­
row, metallic.
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“ I ’ll teach you to play tricks on 
me! Your little joke has turned and 
bit your hind leg, Brady. Because 
you’re going to get the goods on 
Eugene C. Pethwick—and like it.”

II
The Phantom Bandit

OF COURSE Brady didn’t like 
it. He was an ex-Homicide cop, 

and that’s tops. A big league ball­
player would feel insulted if you 
put him on a girl’s kittenball team, 
wouldn’t he? That’s how Brady felt 
about this business of tagging a man 
around, checking up on his love life. 
It was the lowest kind of a detective 
job—it was just common keyhole 
peeking. It hurt his dignity.

But he sat in a parked cab near 
the Vitavesta building at five o’clock. 
It was his case now, since the Doc 
had promised Miss Loring. A  case is 
a case, and you can’t lay down on one. 
Because without ethics, where would 
this business be?

Brady had no trouble spotting 
Pethwick—a guy of forty, square- 
chinned and square-shouldered. Peth­
wick had another fellow with him, 
a young fellow. Twenty-two or three, 
Brady cased the lad: nice looking, 
but he needed things like a haircut 
and a crease in his pants.

They made a funny pair, crossing 
the street to the parking lot and get­
ting into a swank cream roadster. 
Pethwick did the driving. He tooled 
the roadster along Sheridan, then 
onto King’s Lane, and braked in 
front of the Blue Devils Inn,

Brady knew the spot. You could 
find a very hot floorshow here later 
on in the evening. But now only the 
grill was open. Pethwick and this 
kid went into the grill, and Brady 
got the table right behind them.

He watched the young fellow fidget 
with the menu, and say he’d take ham 
on rye and a stein of the dark. Peth­
wick laughed, told the waiter:

“Two steaks off the charcoal, 
medium rare.” He grinned at the 
young fellow. “ I ’m buying, Chanler. 
These steaks are damned good, too.”

He ought to know, Brady figured, 
and ordered the same.

It wasn’t hard to size up Pethwick. 
Brady’d been around—he knew the 
type. A big guy with a taste for 
high living, and enough jack to sat­
isfy the yen. A show-off. Brady re­
membered the swank roadster, and he 
noticed the flashy diamond on Peth- 
wick’s hand.

He was the kind of guy would try 
to talk himself out of a traffic ticket 
by claiming he knew the Commis­
sioner personally.

Brady wasn’t impressed. Young 
Chanler was, though. Young Chanler 
had a thin, intellectual kind of face, 
and seemed smart enough, but it was 
all book-smartness. The kid had 
probably never sat down in front of 
a two-dollar steak before.

Their talk didn’t mean much to 
Brady. It was all about chemicals and 
residues and annealing temperatures. 
Chanler got an old brown manila 
envelope from his pocket,-and spread 
some papers on the table, and he’d 
point at figures on the papers while 
he talked.

Pethwick said yeah, yeah, and once 
in a while he asked a question. It was 
so much Greek to Brady, but even 
so he tabbed that the kid’s Greek 
was better than Pethwick’s.

Finally Pethwick said, “Later, son, 
later.”

“I just wanted to explain—”
“ It’ll wait,”  Pethwick grinned. 

“Here’s a little lady, and she won’t.”
The little lady’d just come in. She’d 

looked around and spotted Pethwick 
before he waved his hand at her. The 
big guy didn’t stand up, though, 
when she ankled over to the table. 
He just waved his hand again and 
said:

“Molla, meet Harold Chanler. 
Friend of mine.”

Molla was red-haired, and looked 
to Brady like just the dish a guy like 
Pethwick would go for in a big way. 
A flash dame. Her figure included 
everything in the audit, and her blue 
evening gown—the kind without 
shoulder straps—didn’t try to keep 
many secrets.
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Chanter blushed when he stared at 
her.

The redhead laughed at him. 
“ What’s the matter, Harold?”

The young fellow said, “Nothing. 
Only I never met anybody like you 
before. Except in the movies. And 
that isn’t really meeting people is it?” 

“You never saw anyone like Miss 
Lavine in the movies, either,” Peth- 
wick told him. “The Hays office 
wouldn’t pass her, ha-ha!”

This joke gave the big guy quite a 
laugh. It didn’t hand Brady any mer­
riment, though. He listened to a lot 
of this kind of talk, and he could 
make this much of it: Pethwick evi­
dently got a large kick out of show­
ing off this dame to the kid—Molla 
Lavine took a fancy to the lad, or 
pretended to—and Chanler was goo- 
eyed about her.

The kid tucked his papers back in 
their envelope. They finished the 
steaks, and Pethwick ordered a round 
of drinks. .W ith a couple of drinks 
inside him, the big guy began to take 
a more personal interest in the red- 
haired judy. He pushed his chair 
around, draped an arm around her 
shoulders, and asked her in a loud 
whisper:

“ How’s it about it? Glad to see 
your daddy again?”

This made the young fellow blush. 
He kept his eyes on the tablecloth, 
and it looked to Brady as if the kid 
resented this kind o f familiarity.

Molla put up her hand, disen­
tangled Pethwick’s fingers, pushed 
his hand away, and said:

“ Now, is that nice?”
So Brady decided Miss Loring’s 

sister Eve must be an awful dumb 
dope. Or how else could she fall for 
such a guy?

Finally Pethwick signaled the 
waiter, paid the check, and made a 
large business of laying down fifty 
cents tip.

He said to Chanler, “Well, come on, 
sonnyboy. W e’ll go out to my place, 
and we’ll really take that proposition 
of yours apart and see if we can’t 
make something of it.”

They went out.

PETHW ICK drove along King’s 
Lane to the canyon road, swung 

left, and started climbing into foot­
hill country. This was suburb, with 
big houses pretty widely scattered 
along the hillsides. A lot of ravines 
slashed the hillsides, deep gullies 
overgrown with manzanita and acacia.

Pethwick’s house stood on a tri­
angle of grouncf, with the street in 
front and a fork in the canyon bor­
dering the other two sides. The cream 
roadster headed onto a concrete drive­
way and pulled into a double garage. 
The garage was a hundred feet from 
the house, and had a thick hedge fol­
lowing both sides of the driveway.

The cabbie said, “You want me to 
wait again?”

Brady looked at the meter and 
grinned, “Sure thing.”  He thought 
maybe this joke wouldn’t look so 
good to Doc Judson when the Doc 
saw this meter slip.

Brady decided it wasn’t his busi­
ness to worry about .Pethwick and 
the kid. He’d just sit in the cab, and 
follow if Pethwick went anywhere 
else tonight.

Then he heard the gun-roar. From 
inside the garage, that was.

He dived out of the cab, and pound­
ed up the driveway, fast. Some doves 
out of a cote on the garage roof made 
frightened sounds in the air over 
his head. It couldn’t have been more 
than thirty seconds after the shot 
that he plunged into the garage him­
self. Brady had a gat in his fist, and 
ready.

It wasn’t really dark outside yet; 
just twilight. But Pethwick had 
flashed his headlamps coming into 
the garage. The light bounced back 
off the front wall, and showed young 
Chanler sprawled, half out of the 
roadster’s door.

The kid’s legs trailed from the run- 
ningboard. "By the looks o f it, he’d 
been shot right through the heart. 
He’d been knocked back, it looked, 
and had been dead by the time he 
struck the cushion.

Pethwick had his back turned to 
Brady. There was another, small door 
at the back o f the garage. Pethwick
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was framed in that doorway, holding 
a gun in front of him.

The gun went crash, crash! Two 
shots. Afterward Brady remembered 
distinctly; he couldn’t be wrong. 
Pethwick certainly blazed two shots 
from the back door o f the garage 
across the yard.

But at the time, it didn’t seem im­
portant. Brady said, coming up be­
hind the big man: “What goes on?”

Pethwick swiveled around, stam­
mered when he saw Brady, and let 
the six-shooter clatter on the garage 
floor. He pushed his hands high, said 
in a scared bleat:

“ W ho’re you? Don’t shoot, whoever 
you are!”

The first thing Brady did was pick 
up the gun—a .32 Colt New Police 
Positive. Then he flashed his private 
op’s shield.

Pethwick exclaimed, “Oh, a de­
tective!”  and then, “ He got away, 
officer! He jumped down in the 
canyon!”

“Who jumped?”
“ It was a stick-up!”  Pethwick 

cried. “The guy got away!”
Right then the cabbie came into the 

garage. “ You stay here,” Brady told 
the cabbie. “Don’t touch anything, 
see?” He turned, plunged across the 
yard toward the canyon. Pethwick, 
close at his heels, panted:

“The guy was waiting in the gar­
age, see? I just got out of the car 
when he hollered to throw up our 
hands!”

There’d been an epidemic of hold­
ups like that. Lone wolf stuff. The 
wolf picked victims who flashed 
jewelry, and Brady thought the piece 
of ice on Pethwick’s hand would be 
enough to show why he’d been 
picked. Especially as he’d worn the 
sparkler around places like the Blue 
Devils Inn.

The only thing was, these stick-ups 
were generally pulled later at night.

Brady stopped at the edge of the 
canyon. The manzanita and acacia 
grew farther down. There was a ten- 
yard slope of raw earth, washed 
bone-clean by the rains. Brady looked 
at this; his eyes narrowed.

Pethwick was saying, “ Chanler 
foolishly tried to get my gun out 
of the glove compartment. The stick- 
up guy fired that one shot, and then 
ran out the back door. I got back in 
the car, and got the gun, and fired 
just as the guy jumped out of sight 
here. I guess I must’ve missed, 
though.”

“ I guess,”  Brady said. He broke his 
gaze away from the canyon; studied 
Pethwick. “W ho was he—the kid?”

The big man wet his lips. “ You 
mean Chanler. That’s the funny part 
of it. He’s just a kid, a student, out 
of a job. He thought he had some 
new kind of plastic process worked 
out. His idea really didn’t amount 
to a damn, but I felt sorry for him.”

“Yeah.”
“ So I bought him a square meal 

tonight, and then brought him out 
here. I wanted to give him the bad 
news easy, about his idea being im­
practical. And then I figured I ’d 
offer him at least a bread and butter 
job.”

“ Nice of you.”
“I was only trying to give the kid 

a break,” Pethwick mourned. “ And 
here he gets shot dead as a result. 
Now, isn’t that a hell of a trick for 
Fate to play?”

It was a hell of a trick all right, 
but Brady had a hunch Fate didn’t 
play it.

He said, “W e better call the cops.”
Pethwick nodded. “ I ’ll get my keys 

from the car.”
“ W hy? Ain’t anybody in the house 

now?”
“The housekeeper,”  Pethwick said. 

“ She’s deaf, and she probably 
wouldn’t hear if we rang the bell. 
I ’ll get the keys.”

THEY walked back to the garage.
Pethwick got his key ring from 

the roadster’s dash, and Brady 
stooped over Chanler. He twitched 
back the kid’s lapel. He wanted to 
make sure if the envelope was still 
in the inside pocket. It was.

The cabbie stayed in the garage. 
Brady used the phone to call Homi­
cide; he asked for Sergeant Larnihan.
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After that, he thought about call­
ing Doc Judson, too, and then he 
thought, “ Uts-nay! I got this one 
all wrapped up, anyhow. The Doc can 
read about it in the papers,” and 
this idea made Brady grin.

So he didn’t call the Doc. He 
waited for Sergeant Larnihan to get 
there, and for the deputy coroner to 
go to work. He let Pethwick tell his 
story over again. And then Brady 
said:

“ Baloney, Sarge. He’s lying! His 
story’s a sieve for holes!”

Pethwick said, “ W hy—why— !”
Brady leveld his finger at the big 

man, jabbed the finger against Peth- 
wick’s vest.

“ Look, Sarge! He hadn’t switched 
off his headlights! He still had his 
keys in the dash. A guy doesn’t get 
out of a car without first doing those 
things, and he lies when he says 
he just got out of the car when the 
stick-up started.”

Pethwick cleared his throat. “Why 
of course. The bandit told me to get 
out of the car. I remember that now. 
Naturally I didn’t stop to fool with 
the lights or the keys.”

“You didn’t tell it that way the first 
two times!”

“ I was excited,” Pethwick pro­
tested. “ It’s all kind of fogged in my 
head!”

Brady burned.
He said wrathfully, “ Bandit! There 

wasn’t  any fog when you seen the 
bandit run across the yard and jump 
in the canyon, was there?”

“No,” Pethwick said. “ No.”
“ Come on,” Brady told Larnihan. 

He marched across the yard and 
pointed.

“ There,”  he said. “A bandit would 
have to leave some marks if he 
jumped down there. Do you see any 
marks?”

There weren’t any. Just the ten 
yards of bare earth, washed clean, 
and not a scratch on it. Larnihan 
swept a flashlight up and down the 
canyon to make sure.

“ Uh-h,” the sergeant said.
“ You get it?” Brady urged. “There 

wasn’t any bandit!”

They went back to the garage, and 
Larnihan put this up to Pethwick. 
How could a man get down in the 
canyon and not leave a footprint—or 
did the bandit have wings?

Pethwick said, “ By George, I know 
how it must have happened.” He 
waved his plump hands at Larnihan. 
“The stick-up guy dropped flat down 
when I started shooting. That’s what 
made me think he’d jumped into the 
canyon. What he really did, he 
must’ve crawled across the yard and 
got behind the hedge and sneaked 
back to the street.”

It made Brady laugh.
Pethwick said, “ You don’t think I 

shot him? Only two bullets were fired 
from my gun, and you yourself saw 
me shoot twice.”

Brady hadn’t opened the gun, 
hadn’t wanted to touch it more than 
he had to, not after he became sus­
picious.

Larnihan looked, and said, “Just 
two bullets used up—that’s right.”

The deputy coroner came over. 
“That’s a thirty-two, anyhow,” the 
deputy pointed out. “This man was 
killed with a forty-five.”

Which gave Brady another idea.
“ Sure!” Brady said. “ That’s it. The 

guy used two guns! All we got to 
do is find the .45. It can’t be far 
off, because he didn’t have much time 
to hide it.”

And he hunted for the .45.
He explored the garage, inch by 

inch. He searched the cream road­
ster. He searched Chanler. He 
prowled the yard, and even got down 
into the canyon with a flashlight.

There wasn’t any .45.
Larnihan said, “ No, you’re wrong. 

It’s another of these garage stick-ups. 
Mr. Pethwick was naturally excited. 
Anyone would be, seeing the kid 
killed before his eyes like that.”

Brady’s hands were balled into 
helpless fists. He glared at Pethwick, 
and caught what looked like mockery 
in the big man’s eyes. Brady felt 
baffled—felt that in some way he’d 
been played for a fool. He said bit­
terly :

“ This guy’s lying his head off.
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I ’ll admit he couldn’t have killed 
the kid, but I ’m betting he knows 
who did.”

Brady didn’t see the reporter stand­
ing just outside the door. The re­
porter had just come, and he didn’t 
waste any time going. Without even 
knowing it, Brady’d bought a bushel 
of trouble.

Ill
The Doll

THE house on Sparrow Lane was 
old-fashioned red brick, two 

stories high. A  pasteboard sign in­
side the glass front door advertised 
Furnished Rooms for Quiet Adults, 
Rates by W eek or Month. Ring Land­
lady’s Bell. Brady rang it, and a. 
woman opened the door.

She was sixty, for Brady’s guess. 
She wore black silk, and a black 
shawl around her shoulders, and had 
her white hair piled in a stiff pompa­
dour. The gentlewoman-fallen-on- 
hard-times type.

Brady asked, “There’s a party 
named Chanler lives here?”

“ I ’m Mrs. Chanler. Did you want 
to see a room?”

Brady said, “ The Chanler I mean 
is a young fella.”

“You want my son.”  The way she 
said it, Brady could tell the news 
hadn’t reached her yet. “ Harold isn’t 
home. Come back tomorrow.”

“No. I f  you’re his mother, I ’ve got 
to talk to you now.”

Something in his tone startled the 
woman. She said, “Just one moment, 
please. You can wait in the hall.” 

Brady waited, and Mrs. Chanler 
went past him into her parlor. He 
heard her say:

“ I ’m sorry, Mr. Spanth. I don’t 
care to sign anything without my 
son’s advice. Besides, I have the 
policy in a safe deposit vault.” 

Spanth was big, bigger than Brady 
even. He wore tweeds, and looked as 
hard and burly as an oak knot.

He said, “ That’s all right. The 
company likes to make these adjust­
ments as soon as possible. I ’ll stop 
by tomorrow morning.”

Spanth came out, shouldered past 
Brady after one sharp glance at him, 
went through the front door.

Mrs. Chanler explained, “He’s 
from the insurance company. W e had 
a fire in the basement tonight. It 
burned Harold’s work desk. . . . What 
did you want to see me about?”

Brady said, “ I understand your 
son had some kind of a plastic 
process worked out?”

“ He did, but why—who are you?” 
“ Sit down, Mrs. Chanler.” Brady 

made it a command. The woman 
obeyed. Her eyes had grown large, 
alarmed.

Brady said, slowly and quietly: 
“ Your son is dead. He was with a 

man named Pethwick tonight. They 
were held up. The robber shot Har­
old.”

It didn’t register right away. There 
was that long first moment while the 
woman just sat and stared at him. 
After that she repeated. “ Shot Har­
old !” and seemed to realize it when 
her own voice formed the words. She 
put both hands to her face and wept. 
Her shoulders trembled under the 
shawl.

After a while Brady told her: 
“ That’s Pethwick’s story about it, 

Mrs. Chanler. Me, I doubt it. I ’m a 
detective, I’m investigating it, and 
I want you to help me if you can.” 

The woman looked at Brady, wet­
eyed. She said uncertainly, “ I don’t 
know what you mean? How I could 
help?”

He said, “ I want to know about 
this plastic.”

“ Oh. You mean the doll.”
“ Doll?”
Her voice got stronger. “That’s 

how it began, with a doll. Mrs. 
Weaver—she’s a roomer here in the 
house—gave her little girl a doll for 
Christmas. It was made of composi­
tion—one o f those washable, flesh- 
colored, unbreakable dolls. Only Edie 
(that’s the little girl) forgot and left 
it on the steam radiator overnight. 
So it melted, you see, and that’s how 
it started.”

“ How what started?”
Mrs. Chanler said, “ Harold studied
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chemistry in college. He went 
through college, although it was a 
terrible struggle for us to even pay 
the tuition. And then he couldn’t get 
a job after he graduated. He just 
stayed home and helped me with the 
housework while he kept trying to 
find work. When that happened to 
the doll, when Edie cried so, Harold 
thought perhaps he could change that 
composition so it would be unmelt- 
able as well as unbreakable.”

“ Did he?”
“ Not at first. He worked for a 

long while at it, fixing up a work­
bench in the basement and using old 
dishes and acids and things. Until 
a few weeks ago he succeeded in 
making a different, better plastic. So 
he went straight to those people, 
the Vitavesta Company. They manu­
facture those dolls and other things 
made of the composition material. 
And Harold hoped they’d buy his 
idea. He said it was better and 
cheaper than the plastic they were 
using.”

Brady wanted to know, “He try 
for a patent on it?”

She said, “No, patents cost money. 
W e simply couldn’t afford it.”

“But it was worth money, wasn’t 
it?”

Mrs. Chanler said, “ Harold wanted 
two hundred dollars in cash. And 
he hoped they’d give him a job.” 

“ Only two hundred?”
She said, “ Two hundred would be 

a lot for us, and I ’m sure Harold 
would have taken that, gladly.” 

Brady’s gaze fogged with misgiv­
ing as he considered this. The only 
plausible motive for killing Harold 
Chanler would have been this plastic 
angle. And Brady couldn’t see Peth- 
wick mixed up in a thing like that, 
with only two C’s invplved. Two hun­
dred would have been chicken feed 
for a guy like Pethwick.

And if Pethwick wasn’t mixed up 
in it, Brady’s whole theory was cock­
eyed.

He said, “ Harold had some papers 
in an envelope tonight. You know if 
he had any other copies ot his idea 
written out?”

“He kept a notebook on his ex­
periments,” Mrs. Chanler remem­
bered, “but that was burned in the 
fire tonight.”

“ What about this fire?”
She said, “ He had a Bunsen burner 

on the table in the basement. Ap­
parently he left it on, and the table 
caught fire. I smelled the smoke, and 
the firemen put the blaze out with­
out much trouble.”

“But his notebook burned.”
Mrs. Chanler nodded. “ Everything 

he had down there. But it doesn’t 
matter. We have a small deposit box 
at the Third National. I remember 
now, Harold put a copy of his 
formula there for safekeeping.”

“It’s at least worth looking at,” 
Brady decided. “ I ’ll see you tomor­
row, Mrs. Chanler.”  He got up 
slowly, walked to the door, and said 
from there, “Maybe I ’m wrong. But 
I think that idea may have been 
more valuable than your son sus­
pected. W e’ll submit his formula to 
a testing laboratory, and get an ex­
pert opinion on it.”

The woman looked at him help­
lessly. “ But why didn’t they buy it? 
Why kill him?”

Brady couldn’t answer that.
He said, “ I ’d like to look at the 

basement.”

'T 'H E R E  was nothing in the base- 
ment he could make any use of. 

The worktable over in the corner of 
the room was blackened debris, 
watersoaked. The firemen had thrown 
water all over the concrete floors and 
walls, washed away any clue an ar­
sonist might have left.

It’d happened an hour ago, the 
woman said. The roomers left the 
front door unlocked as often as not. 
Anyone could have walked in from 
the street, slipped through the front 
hall, and gone down the basement 
stairs. And got away just as easily.

When he got upstairs again, to 
the front door, Mrs. Chanler began 
to cry again. Something had gone 
out of her—she’d lost the temporary 
strength that had enabled her to an­
swer his questions.
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“Harold!” she mourned. “ He was 
all I had left in the world. All 1 
had to live for.”

Brady was relieved to get out of 
the house of sorrow, and ashamed of 
being relieved. He decided the Doc 
was right. You couldn’t give the 
mother back her child, the Doc had 
said. Judson was a pretty wise guy. 
And Brady thought with relief, may­
be the Doc could make sense of this 
screwy angle.

He strode to the sidewalk. His eyes 
hadn’t grown accustomed to the dark­
ness yet. The woman was only a sil­
houette as she stepped close to him.

Her voice said huskily, “You!”
Brady stopped short. He caught a 

glimpse of her face. It was Molla 
Lavine, the red-haired dancer from 
the Blue Devils Inn.

Brady muttered, “ W ell?”
“ I’ve got something for you, mis­

ter.”
Her hand pushed out of her cloak. 

Brady saw the dull metallic sheen of 
a .25 automatic.

At the same moment, the man 
Spanth came up behind Brady.

He said, “You’re going our way, 
fella!”

Spanth’s weight leaned onto some­
thing bigger than a .25, pushed the 
gat against Brady’s spine.

IV
In a Bathtub

MOLLA LAVINE drove the opera 
coupe. She had the wide front 

seat all to herself. Brady sat pinched 
in the smaller seat back of the driver. 
Spanth occupied the other small seat, 
and kept his gun focused on the de­
tective.

“All you gotta do,” Spanth said, 
“ is be good.”

Brady agreed, “ Suits me.”
He would have been a huge damn 

fool not to agree. Spanth’s gun, he 
observed, was a .45. Young Chanler 
had been killed with a weapon of that 
caliber. Brady pushed this fact 
around in his mind. He made imagi­
nary motion pictures flicker on an 
also imaginary screen.

It was quite a movie. Brady saw 
Pethwick’s garage. The cream road­
ster pulled in. Pethwick and the kid 
got out. Simultaneously, Spanth 
stepped through the small rear door. 
“ Hands up!” Spanth may have said. 
Or maybe he just walked up and shot 
the kid. Pethwick stooped over the 
body, whisked the envelope from the 
inside pocket, removed from it one 
or more papers. He handed these to 
Spanth, and Spanth slipped out the 
rear door. Spanth then ducked along 
the side of the garage, and sneaked 
behind the hedge to the street. Mean­
while Pethwick, by shooting at the 
canyon and by lying, distracted 
Brady’s attention in that direction 
long enough for Spanth to escape.

Brady’s private movie stopped 
short. He asked himself why it took 
the combined forces of Pethwick, 
Spanth, and a red-headed dancer to 
kill one harmless youth. Where did 
the redhead come in, anyway? And 
why, if  they staged a hold-up, didn’t 
they really make it look good? 
Spanth could have at least gotten 
away with Pethwick’s ring; any 
hold-up guy would have frisked his 
victims.

The coupe followed residential 
streets, veered into an alley. The 
alley widened, and a sign on a brick 
wall said Private Parking Only. 
Molla Lavine parked.

Spanth said, “Keep on being good, 
fella.”

“You bet,”  Brady said. “You bet I 
will.”

The dancer unlocked a door in the 
brick wall. Inside, carpeted stairs 
went up. Molla Lavine walked ahead, 
stopping at each landing and watch­
ing Brady. Spanth stayed back of 
Brady all the time. They climbed 
four flights, and moved down a pink- 
plastered corridor.

Molla Lavine unlocked another 
door. Inside, the walls were also 
pink-tinted plaster. She jabbed a 
switch, brought on more lights inside 
of pink shades. The apartment was 
small, slick, and shiny; fifty dollars 
a month trying to look like five hun­
dred.
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Spanth said, “ In there, you.”
The bathroom was pink tile.
“ Get in the tub,” Spanth ordered. 
“ What the hell— !”
“ I said, inna tub!”
Brady retreated as the .45 waved. 

He sat down awkwardly in the tub. 
It wasn’t big enough for him. He 
felt ridiculous.

“ Smoke?” Spanth asked.
“Yeah, thanks.”
They smoked.
Brady could hear the girl knock­

ing around in the kitchenette, stir­
ring up a drink, by the sound of 
things.

He said, finally, “ What’s the idea, 
anyway?”

Spanth looked at him thoughtfully. 
He said, “Listen, Brady. W e’re 

making this easy for you. At the 
same time, we’re not taking any 
chances, either. Now it ain’t easy to 
get out of a tub. You’d have to grab 
the side to do it. And if you grabbed, 
I ’d swat you on the head. I could 
swat your brains out, easy, before 
you could half get out o f there. Ain’t 
it so?”

“ I expect.”
“And it wouldn’t be any trouble 

to clean up the blood,”  Spanth said 
judiciously. “ Suppose you was in a 
chair in the other rooms here, and 
you got tough. It’d be a job to wash 
the blood off the carpet, wouldn’t it?” 

“You’re right there.”
“ Sure I ’m right. When a guy cuts 

up a corpse, he always does it in a 
tub like this. It’s the best and surest 
way not to leave any bloodstains 
around.”

Molla Lavine came in with the 
drinks.

“ Here’s looking at you, boys,” she 
said.

Spanth told her, “ Here’s looking at 
you.”

She said, “ Don’t strain your eyes.” 
She’d pulled off her dress, and was 

in a negligee. She certainly had a 
figure.

Spanth drank with enjoyment, 
keeping one hand wrapped around 
the glass and the other wrapped 
around the .45.

AFTER a while a bell in the next 
room "rang sharply. Spanth im­

mediately became intensely in­
terested. He put down his own glass, 
and took away Brady’s. He said to 
the girl, “ Get busy,”  and to Brady: 

“ Put this in your mouth. Put it all 
in, because I’ll have to swat you 
otherwise. I ’d hate to do that. It’s 
hard to tell how hard a guy should 
be klonked with a gun. I don’t know 
if you got a thick skull or a thin 
one, and if it’s thin, who knows, it 
might be I ’d kill you.”

“This” was a washrag—blue, for a 
wonder. Brady stuffed it in his 
mouth. It’d been used, and it had a 
soapy taste he didn’t like. But it was 
a great deal more to his taste than 
being klonked with the .45.

The redhead had yanked open the 
medicine cabinet, and was working 
fast with an eyedropper. She used 
glycerine, or something Hke that. The 
result, as it looked to Brady, seemed 
a pretty credible crying jag.

The bell rang again. Molla Lavine 
hurried out, and Spanth said to 
Brady:

“Just be quiet! You done fine so 
far. Now don’t spoil it, see?”

He’d moved around to the end of 
the tub, crouching, with his big fin­
gers white at the knuckles where 
they gripped the gun.

Brady stayed quiet. He heard the 
girl unchain the door, and then heard 
a voice:

“ All right! Give it here!”
The voice sounded familiar, he’d 

heard it before.
Molla Lavine made sobbing sounds. 

“ I haven’t got it! It’s gone!”
“ It’s—what?”
She said tearfully, “A detective 

named Brady! He took it away from 
me. He was just here!”

“ Brady!”
“ He saw the whole thing,” the red­

head said, in a tone of mixed misery 
and fear. “ He noticed how you 
slipped that one paper away when 
the kid wasn’t looking. And he saw 
when you folded it up small in your 
hand. And when you put your arm 
around me, and I pushed your hand
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away, he saw you give me that folded 
paper.”

She recited this glibly, and in a 
clear voice: Brady caught every word 
of it.

The other voice said hoarsely, 
“And you gave it to him?”

Molla said, “ What else? He was 
going to put me in jail! What else 
could I do?”

There was a longish silence, punc­
tuated by sniffling sounds from the 
girl.

Then the voice asked, “When was 
all this?”

“Not but about half an hour ago.” 
“Brady was alone? He didn’t have 

any cops with him?”
“Alone.”
Another silence. Then: “ What did 

you give it to him for? He couldn’t 
put you in jail. I thought you had 
so$ne brains. And here you blow all 
to pieces because some private dick 
says boo at you !”

The sounds of crying got louder. 
Molla Lavine said, sobbing, “ I ’m 
afraid! I didn’t know Chanler was 
going to be killed! If I knew that, 
I ’d never have gone in this at all!” 

The voice took an angry turn. 
“ Well, I didn’t know it either. How 
could I tell a thing like that?” 

“Brady says you done it!”
“Brady’s crazy! Listen, Molla! I ’m 

going to get hold of that guy!” 
After that, Brady heard the door 

close. And the redhead came into 
the bathroom. She seized a towel off 
the rack, mopped the fake tears from 
her face.

Spanth said, “ Brady, you know who 
that was?”

“ It sounded like Pethwick.”
“It was,” Spanth told him. “ It was 

Pethwick.”
Brady tried to push this idea into 

his imaginary movie of it. He cut 
out the part about Pethwick taking 
the envelope from young Chanler’s 
body. According to this, Chanler 
hadn’t been killed so the papers could 
be stolen. Pethwick already had the 
papers. So why— ?

He said, “You brought me here 
to be in on this. W hy?”

“ You stick around with us a while,” 
Spanth told him. “You’ll find out a 
lot of things. All you have to do is 
be good and play ball with us.”

“ I don’t get it at all.”
Spanth said, grinning, “You’ll get 

plenty when the time comes. We 
know more about this than you do. 
Just leave everything to us. W ill you 
do that, pal?”

Brady considered the .45. He said, 
“Sure. Sure I ’ll play ball.”

V

The Sisters

“T T A V E  him wait a minute,” Doc 
A A Judson said into the phone. He 

then pulled open a drawer of his 
desk and took from it a cardboard 
easel, of the sort used to display 
photographs. It was empty. Brady 
had torn out this photograph and 
thrust it into his pocket. But there 
was still an inky flourish, where the 
inscription, “ for Eve,”  had run off 
the picture onto the cardboard. Em­
bossed letters in a lower corner said 
Ferndon, Photographer.

The Doc carried this into the small 
laboratory at the rear of his office. 
He inserted it in a metal frame, and 
switched on an ultra-violet light. 
Then he returned to his desk.

He said into the phone, “Pethwick 
can'come in.”

Pethwick came in. The big man 
was excited, and he flung a copy of 
the morning Ledger onto the Doc’s 
desk. He said, “ Where’s Brady? This 
is outrageous!”

The headline announced, “Youth 
Slain in Garage Mystery.” A neatly 
banked sub-head conveyed further 
information: “Private Detective A c­
cuses Chemist as Accomplice.”

Sure, that was the news angle. 
Young Chanler didn’t count—no- 
body’d ever heard of him. Pethwick 
himself didn’t count. But Doc Jud- 
son’s righthand man had plunged up 
to his ears in a fresh murder sensa­
tion—and everyone knew about Doc 
Judson. The reporter had gotten him­
self a scoop story out of those few 
words he’d overheard.

Save several cents a pack! T ty Avalon Cigarettes! Cellophane wrap. Union made.— adv.
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Pethwick glared at the Doc angrily. 
"It ’s libel!” be said. “ It’s criminal 

libel, and Brady’s responsible for it. 
I demand a signed retraction from 
him, or I ’ll sue for fifty thousand 
dollars!”

“ Brady hasn’t got fifty thousand,” 
the Doc said, amused. “ Besides, he 
isn’t here. He isn’t at his hotel apart­
ment, either. I haven’t heard a word 
from him since he went to work on 
this case.”

Pethwick’s jaw sagged. “You mean 
he has disappeared?”

“I mean just that.”
The big man thought a moment. 

Then he said, “You’re lying! You 
know that Brady made a fool of him­
self last night. You know that I ’m 
entitled to a signed retraction. But 
that would be bad publicity for your 
agency. You’re hiding Brady so I 
can’t force him to apologize in pub­
lic !”

“You’re wrong.”
Pethwick bent over the desk, 

breathing loudly. His throat con­
stricted with some peculiar emotion.

“Listen! Brady hasn’t got one 
thing on me. Nothing but a lot of 
bum guesses about lights and keys 
and junk like that!”

The Doc nodded. He said, undis­
turbed, “ Brady is an ex-cop. He uses 
police methods. He likes to jump on 
the weak points in a suspect’s story. 
That was his mistake last night—at­
tacking the weaknesses in your 
story.”

“You admit he was wrong!”
The Doc said, “.His method was 

wrong. I believe in cracking the 
strong points in a case. When I crack 
the strongest point of a murderer’s 
alibi, then I ’ve got something. That’s 
my theory of criminology.”

Pethwick Hushed and growled, “ I 
didn’t come here to listen to your 
theories. Brady has blackened my 
name. He’s got to take it back, all this 
crazy attack on my reputation.” 

“ When I crack this case,” the Doc 
said smoothly, “ I will have some­
thing. And it won’t be a libel suit.” 

“You’re just talking for time,” 
Pethwick challenged. “You know

Brady hasn’t a leg to stand on. He’s 
your man, and legally you’re respon­
sible for what he says. I ’ll sue you, 
too! I ’ll run you out of business!” 

" I ’ll answer that in two more 
words,” said the Doc. “ Beat it.” 

Pethwick strode to the door and 
turned, stared at the Doc.

“ For the last time! Is Brady going 
to retract, or isn’t he?”

“ You’ll have to ask him.”
“ Where is he?”
“In three words,”  said the Doc, 

“ I don’t know.”

PETH W ICK slammed the door.
Doc Judson strolled into his lab­

oratory. He snapped off the ultra­
violet and peered at the result o f bis 
experiment. Unquestionably the ink 
was very fresh.

The Doc’s smile had the whetted 
sharpness of a knife blade. He re­
turned te his desk, picked up his 
phone, and made an appointment with 
the manager of the Bretonne Apart­
ment Hotel. The manager would see 
him right away.

The Bretonne was exactly like any 
o f the hundreds of apartment hotels 
which line the streets of any Ameri­
can city. It had a gray brick front, a 
very small courtyard, and a lobby 
with mirrors. The manager looked 
like the fussy sort of man who would 
spend much of his time in front of 
those mirrors, arranging his cravat.

No one answered when the mana­
ger rang the Loring sisters’ room. 
They went up, unlocked the door.

“ Cleaned out,” said the Doc, after 
a glance about the chamber.

“ But they paid for a month,”  the 
manager said in wonderment. “They 
only came in this week.”

“ What did they look like?” 
“ Blonde, very attractive.”
“ Both blondes, eh?”
“ I’m trying to think. I only re­

member seeing one of them,”  the 
manager pondered. “ I think the 
younger sister wasn’t well. She 
stayed in the room most of the time, 
I believe.”

“ Except,” the Doc surmised, “when 
the maid came in to clean, eh?”
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“ I ’ll find out,” the manager said.
It developed that the maid hadn’t 

seen the younger sister, either. . . .
The Doc journeyed downtown in 

a cab and stopped at Ferndon’s 
Photographic Studio. He showed his 
private operative’s shield, said:

“You have in your files a negative 
of Mr. Eugene C. Pethwick. The pic­
ture was taken several years ago. 
Probably you have recently had a re­
order on the item.”

The clerk would look, and did. 
“That’s right. W e ijiailed half a dozen 
of these to a Miss Ryan last Tues­
day.”

The Doc said, “ You mean just 
anyone can get pictures of anybody?”

“ Oh, no. She explained, she was his 
aunt.”

“I see,” the Doc said. “Does his 
aunt live at the Bretonne Hotel, pos­
sibly?”

The clerk said, no, on Sparrow 
Hill.

Doc Judson copied off this address. 
“By the way, did the aunt also order 
pictures of Mrs. Pethwick?”

“ No, but we do have—”
He brought a proof print from the 

files.
“ Excellent,” said the Doc. “Really 

excellent.”
The clerk thought it was a good 

picture, too.
Doc Judson returned to his cab. 

“Drive me,” he directed, to a play­
ground. Preferably to one patronized 
by numerous boys, aged approxi­
mately twelve.”

“Huh-h?”
The Doc said, “ I am a wealthy 

eccentric. I am about to form an or­
ganization to be known as the Junior 
Private Cops of America. The initia­
tion fee is one dollar, which I will 
pay in advance to each member. I ’ll 
make you vice-president, at ten dol­
lars per day-—if you hurry.”

VI
M rs. Pethwick

PANTH said, “ I ’m a guy that likes 
a he-man phone. Damn these 

skirts!”  He tore the pink flounces

off the French-doll phone in Molla 
Lavine’s apartment. Then he dialed 
and said, “ Missus Chanler? I ’m re­
minding you to go get your fire 
policy from the bank. I ’ll be stop­
ping in about a half an hour to pay 
for your damage last night.”

He put down the phone, waited a 
quarter minute, and dialed again. 
“All right, Brady, my boy!”

Brady picked up the phone. Miss 
Lavine had written out in flowing 
longhand exactly what he was to 
say. With Spanth’s gun behind him, 
Brady said exactly what had been 
Written for him.

“Mrs. Chanler, this is Brady, the 
detective. I wonder if you could get 
those papers we talked about last 
night from the bank. I ’m coming out 
to your place in about three quarters 
of an hour.”

He hung up.
“W ell?” Spanth asked.
“ She said, sure. She was going to 

the bank anyhow.”
Molla Lavine came out of the closet 

which was also her dressing room. 
Her freshly lipsticked mouth gave 
Brady a smile.

“Mr. Spanth’s awful smart,” she 
said. “You won’t make any mistake, 
Brady, by playing ball with us.” 

“You certainly won’t make any 
more mistakes,” Spanth said dourly, 
“ if you don’t play ball with me.” 

The redhead grinned. “ Boys, no 
fighting. Besides, you got to shave. 
My, you look fierce.”

“You sit in the tub, Brady,” Spanth 
said. “ Shaving is a nervous business 
with me. Don’t make any wrong 
moves, because when I ’m nervous I ’m 
very apt to klonk people on the 
head.”

Miss Lavine made cheerful break­
fast sounds in the kitchenette. The 
three ate a leisurely way through 
sweet rolls, scrapple, scrambled eggs, 
and coffee.

“Molla here, she would make some 
man a good wife,” said Spanth. “It’s 
an idea for you, Brady.”

Brady said, “ I wouldn’t want to 
beat your time.”

The redhead laughed at this. “ With
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Mr. Spanth and me, it's just busi­
ness,” she said.

Brady asked, “What kind of busi­
ness, though?”

Abruptly ugly, Spanth told him: 
“Never mind that, Brady! You do 
what I say. And like it, see?”

“ Suppose I don’t?”
“ You had a good breakfast,” 

Spanth said. “You want to digest it? 
Or you want it to be put in a pail 
when they do a post mortem on your 
remains?”

Brady looked serious. “ You 
wouldn’t kill me,”  he said. “You need 
me alive.”

“ Don’t count on it,” Spanth 
growled. He pushed back his chair. 
“ Get this, Brady! The old lady will 
give you her papers, quiet and happy. 
Or I can get tough and knock her 
around, because she’s got the stuff 
right there in the house. I ’m a guy 
that hates to slap an old woman 
around, but if I got to, I will. It’s up 
to you.”

“ And then what happens?”
Spanth said, “Plenty. I fix it so you ' 

get the guy that killed the kid. Ain’t 
that enough?”

“I don’t believe you,”  Brady said. 
“You could go to the pen for kid­
napping me. My guess is, my life 
won’t be worth a damn after you’ve 
got those papers.”

Spanth hunched his huge shoulders.
“You won’t turn me in,”  he said. 

“ W hy should you? Here you got a 
chance to be a hero. You’re going 
to be the guy that cracked this-here 
murder case. What a dumb bunnie 
you would be to admit you sat in 
a bathtub while I done all the de­
tective work.”

Brady laughed and agreed, “ If you 
put it that way, sure.”

Molla Lavine said, “W e’d better 
go now.”

THEY went down the back stairs 
as before, and also as before, the 

girl did the driving. She braked 
the coupe in front of the rooming 
house, but across the street.

Spanth said, “ I ’ll go in first. If 
she’s been to the bank, if the coast

is clear, I ’ll move the window cur­
tain.”

Brady studied the girl. She had a 
hand on her 25.

“ Molla,”  he said, “ I don’t really 
think you’d shoot.”

She laughed softly. “ And Mr. 
Spanth really thinks I would. If I 
didn’t, he’d be sore about it. See?”

“ You’re afraid of him.”
“Uh-huh.”
“ He’s a bad egg, huh?”  Brady said. 

“ He was in the Chanler kill, wasn’t 
he?”

Molla Lavine said, “The curtain 
moved.”

They got out of the coupe. Molla 
now put the gun in her purse. It was 
a very thin cloth purse, and as she 
gripped it, her finger nudged around 
the trigger of the weapon. Its guard 
had been removed on purpose to per* 
mit this.

She told Brady, “ This being awk­
ward, it’s twice as dangerous for 
you. Do everything the way Mr. 
Spanth wants you to.”

Brady rang the bell. When Mrs. 
Chanler opened the door, he said:

“ Good morning. This is Miss 
Smith, my assistant. She’s working 
on the case, too. Did you get the 
papers?”

Stepping into the hall, he could 
see Spanth in the parlor. Some 
money, perhaps a hundred dollars 
in fives and tens, lay on the table be­
fore Spanth. The big man’s hand 
bulged his pocket.

Molla Lavine stayed beside Brady, 
and slightly behind him. Her purse 
pointed steadily at his ribs.

Mrs. Chanler was saying, “Why, 
yes. They’re right here.”

She stepped into the parlor. Brady 
followed, and Miss Lavine came at 
his heels. Mrs. Chanler went to the 
table on which lay the money. Spanth 
stepped away, and thus kept Mrs. 
Chanler out of the line of fire. His 
bulging pocket was directed at 
Brady.

All this Mrs. Chanler missed. She 
opened a drawer of the table, got 
out a brown manila envelope, and 
handed this to Brady.
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A voice in the doorway said: 
“ Hands up, all of you!”

Molla Lavine’s purse clattered 
noisily on the floor. Spanth’s jaw, if 
it could have done so, would also 
have fallen to the floor. It sagged 
inches. With his mouth open, he 
pushed his hands high. Brady raised 
his hands, turned slowly.

Again, Mrs. Chanler missed the 
trick. She simply stood still, and said 
in an amazed voice, “ Why, Miss 
Ryan!”

Brady had turned far enough to 
see the blonde in the doorway. This 
time she wore the Dangerous! Dame 
at W ork! sign. Her hand waved a 
gun, kept it swinging from person 
to person.

Brady said, “ Ryan! Why, her 
name’s Loring!”

Another voice, behind the blonde, 
said: “ You’re all wrong. In two 
words, her right name is—Mrs. Peth- 
wick.”

THINGS then happened very fast.
The blonde spun around. A hand 

appeared, as out of nowhere, and 
seized her wrist. Another hand twist­
ed the gun from her fingers. Brady 
saw that, while his foot skated across 
the floor. He toed Molla Lavine’s 
purse, and sent that into the farthest 
corner of the room. He jumped. 
Spanth’s hand was at his coat pocket 
already. Brady puncjied Spanth’s jaw 
viciously. Spanth stopped going for 
the gun, threw up his arms as Brady 
punched again. They slugged, toe 
to toe.

Molla Lavine sprinted toward the 
corner, and the gun in her purse. 
Brady thrust out his foot, tripped 
the red-haired girl. Spanth pounded 
Brady’s face, started a trickle of 
blood at the corner of Brady’s mouth. 
Brady put four knuckles onto the 
point of Spanth’s chin. Spanth went 
over backward, went over the table, 
and lay still.

Brady scooped up Molla Lavine’s 
purse.

Doc Judson pushed Miss Loring— 
or Ryan, or Mrs. Pethwick—into the 
room.

Brady said, “ W e got a nice haul 
here, Doc! Very nice!”

The blonde wailed, “I didn’t do 
anything! I heard voices, and I came 
downstairs, and when I saw the 
money on the table I thought they 
were robbing poor Mrs. Chanler.” 

The Doc grinned.
“In three words, Mrs. Pethwick,” 

he said, “you’re a liar!”
“I ’m not Mrs. Pethwick!”
The Doc told her, “ You were. You 

divorced him a year ago. You told 
the judge he had a salary of five 
thousand a year and twenty thousand 
more in royalties from the Vitavesta 
Company. All that’s on file in the 
newspaper morgue. You got five hun­
dred a month alimony. You were 
afraid of losing it, and that’s why 
you’re mixed up in this.”

She said, “ You’re insane! I’m not 
mixed up in anything! My name’s 
Jane Ryan. I ’m one of Mrs. Chan- 
ler’s roomers.”

“Never mind lying,” the Doc said. 
“ The police have arrested Pethwick.”

FTERW ARD Doc Judson told 
the reporters, “ It was a simple 

case of cracking the strongest point 
in a suspect’s story. Now, what was 
the strongest point in Pethwick’s 
favor? The point was that he had 
no chance to hide the gun. Less than 
thirty seconds after that shot was 
fired in the garage, Brady rushed 
onto the scene. Brady was the strong 
point! Brady was the alibi!”

Then Brady told the reporters, “ It 
was the dame. She hired me to tail 
Pethwick, see? So he’d have an 
alibi!”

The reporters looked at each other. 
The Doc drew a long breath.
He said, “ Eugene C. Pethwick 

didn’t want the Vitavesta Company 
to get hold of young Chanler’s idea 
at any price. He owned the patent 
on the plastic they were using, and 
if they stopped using it he’d lose 
his twenty thousand a year royalties. 
He had no trouble stealing the idea. 
The problem was to shut the kid 
up, permanently. He decided on mur-, 
der, and he wanted to make it look
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like one o f those Garage Bandit 
jobs. Is that clear?”

The reporters said it was, and the 
Doc went on:

“ He got his ex-wife to help him. 
She had no love for him, but she 
wanted to keep on collecting ali­
mony. So she agreed to sic a private 
dick on his trail. Then Pethwick 
took Chanler to the Blue Devils and 
introduced him to Molla Lavine. The 
kid was too flustered to notice when 
Pethwick palmed the paper with the 
most important part of the formula 
on it. He folded that up, slipped it 
to the Lavine girl. He did that so 
the police couldn’t find a motive 
against him—it destroyed the proof 
that Chanler’s idea was valuable. And 
he was too cowardly to risk keep­
ing the paper on his own person. 
Anyway, he was paying Molla Lavine 
for putting on her act with the kid.”

A  reporter sold, “ W hy couldn’t 
he slip the paper to the same con­
federate that carried his gun out of 
the garage?”

The Doc shook his head. “ There 
never was a .45 in the garage. The 
shot Brady heard was fired by the 
.32. Then Pethwick reloaded, dropped 
the used shell in his pocket, and 
flipped it into the canyon later on. 
He fired two more shots, to account 
for the fact his gun had been used. 
Also, he had an idea of beating the 
paraffin test.”

“But Chanler was killed with a 
.45.”

“ With a Colt .45,”  the Doc said.

“ It had a silencer on it. So it jammed 
instead of throwing its cartridge. 
Pethwick killed Chanler on the can­
yon road and tossed the gun out of 
the car. It took fifty boys half an 
hour to find it for me.”

Brady said, “ While that was going 
on, Mrs. Pethwick set a fire to burn 
up the kid’s laboratory and notebook 
at home. She’d taken a room there 
on purpose so she could do that 
when the time came. But she’d only 
lived there a week, and she didn’t 
know there was a copy of the formula 
in a bank vault box.”

A reporter wanted to know, “What 
about Spanth?”

The Doc said, “ Chiseler. Molla 
Lavine figured that paper might be 
worth real money—so she kept it. 
She and Spanth made their play to 
get a copy of the whole formula. 
W hy not? Pethwick’s formula wasn’t  
as good, and it netted him twenty 
thousand a year besides a nice paying 
job. They expected to sell the idea- 
for a small fortune.” -

The reporters went away. Doc Jud- 
son looked at Brady. The Doc’s eyes 
were sympathetic. He patted Brady’s 
arm.

“ You look tired,” the Doc said. 
“You put up a great fight all the way 
through. You know what you need?” 

Brady grinned. “A  raise in salary.” 
“ Not quite,” the Doc said. “I ’ve 

rented a room for  ̂you. I want you to 
go over there and spend the next 
hour just luxuriously soaking in a 
nice, hot tub.”



Over 
the W all

by
John K. Butler

The kid took the high road, the killer 
the low road—and the killer forgot 
that there might be a ladder between 

the two

I W AS sitting there in the exercise 
yard, with my back against’ the 
wall. The sun felt good. Some of 

the cons had worked up a sweat over 
a baseball game, but I didn’t feel like 
playing. I just sat there and watched 
them. I'had four cigarettes—so I was 
in the money.

Old Puss Face came along and said 
to me: “What’s the matter, Red? 
Don’t you want to get in the game?” 

I told him no, I had a headache. 
“The game might cure it,” he said. 

He grinned, and poked me in the 
chest with that short heavy cane he 
always carried. It was a friendly 
poke, but once I saw him slug a con’s 
skull with that same cane, and it near­
ly took the con’s scalp off.

He said to me: “You sure you don’t 
want to get in the game?”

“ I don’t feel like it.”Ae shoved off, and talked to some 
of tjie other cons who were loafing 
against the wall. He told them they 
ought to get in the game. He kept 
grinning, in that friendly way, pok­
ing them with the cane.

I hated the guy. I ’d hated him for 
seven years. Any time any of the cons 
started anything, he blamed it on me. 
He always had a beef. He’d thrown me 
in solitary a dozen times, and I can’t 
remember how many times he took my 
privileges away.

And that time I tried to pull a 
sneakout, hiding in the back of the

supply truck, he caught me at the 
outer gate. He brought me back and 
gave me the water cure. It was a fire 
hose, with lots of pressure. He had 
them blast it in my face, full force, 
and for three days my puss was so 
swollen I couldn’t open my eyes. 
Then he tossed me into the Black 
Hole, where I did ten days on bread
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and water, in a straitjacket besides.
Cotter, his name was. James J. Cot­

ter—Captain of the Yard. Plenty 
tough as long as he carried that cane. 
Plenty tough as long as he had all his 
screws around him, with canes; and 
more men up on the walls, in the tur­
rets, with rifles and machine guns.

I watched him stroll among the 
cons. He had a big broad grin, kid­
ding them. He also had a big broad 
back. And some day, somebody would 
stick a blade in it.

I flamed a match to light the first of 
my four smokes. I let the match burn 
down almost to my fingers before I 
put it against the cig. Know what I 
mean? When you’re in stir, and when 
you don’t have many cigs, you like to 
tease yourself a long time before you 
suck the first deep drag of tobacco 
into your bellows.

While I smoked, a big yammer 
went up in the yard. It sounded like 
a riot. I ’d been half asleep in the sun, 
and I figured some of the guys had 
started something. My eyes opened 
big.

But nothing had happened. It was 
just the baseball game. Some Mex 
named Morales had socket a three- 
base hit, sending a man home from 
second.

Everybody was yammering. Even a 
screw up on the wall, with a rifle in 
his arms, called down: “ Nice going, 
Morales!”

I closed my eyes again. All I 
wanted was to sit there against the 
wall, in the sun. I wanted to sort of 
day-dream. Know what I mean? You 
pretend you’re on the outside, and 
you’ve got plenty of dough, and 
you’ve got some swell little dame, and 
she’ll go to hell and back for you.

You sit there and figure what she 
looks like. Maybe she’s a blonde. 
Built like Ginger Rogers. Wears 
snappy clothes and big hats. She’s 
got nice eyes, a swell mouth, and the 
way she walks is sort of fast, in 
quick steps, on shoes with high heels. 
She’s willing to do anything you 
say. All you’ve got to do is name it.

Maybe she won’t stick to you for­
ever: so what? As long as you’re in

the dough, everything’s jake. Who 
gives a damn about forever?

So I sat there in the sun, dreaming 
like that, and a guy came over and 
sat against the wall with me. He said, 
“ Hello, Red.”

I opened my eyes.
It was Tommy Monroe.
Now I didn’t like Tommy Monroe 

any more than the rest of the guys 
liked him. He had curly black hair, 
and his skin was soft—like he went 
to beauty parlors. I’d say he was about 
twenty-eight. And this was only the 
second time he’d taken a rap.

He took his first one for short­
changing a bank. That was a few 
years ago. It was a soft jolt, and after 
he got out he went straight for a 
long time. Then he passed some 
sucker a thousand dollar check with 
the wrong signature on it, and he 
wound up in our hotel for twostime 
losers. His second jolt was about as 
easy as the first. One o f those milk.- 
toast raps that you can serve standing 
up. W e figured he was a stoolie for 
the warden.

I said to him: “ Scram, angel!”
He leaned toward me in a con­

fidential way. “ I want to talk to you, 
Red.”

“ Beat it.”
“ Can’t I talk to you?”
“Not while I got my reputation to 

think of.”
He looked at me, kind o f sore. “ I ’m 

not a stoolpigeon,” he said.
I shrugged. “Maybe not. But I still 

got my rep. Beat it, punk.”
He wouldn’t beat it. I felt funny, 

because some of the guys along the 
wall were beginning to look over at 
us.

He says to me, in a whisper: 
“ How’d you like to get out of here, 
Red?”

I gave him the laugh. “ With you 
and who else?”

“Just me.”
That was a laugh, all right. Imagine 

crushing out with a punk like Tommy 
Monroe! What a laugh!

He said: “ I ’ve got it fixed, Red. On 
the first rainy day. Just before the 
noon gong, we’re busy working in
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the machine shop. W e stroll back to 
the toilets. The bars on the first 
booth are sawed loose at the bottom.” 

“ How do you know?”
“ Because I sawed them myself. And 

the screen is loose. All we do is 
knock out the screen, knock out the 
bars.”

“ Nuts,” I told him. “ That only puts 
us in the air-well.”

“ But there’s a gate into the exer­
cise yard.”

“Locked,” I said.
He shook his head slowly. “ No, 

Red. I ’ve got things fixed so the gate 
won’t be locked. W e sneak into the 
yard, see? It’s empty, rainy, and 
there’s only one guard—he’s in the 
turret. We sneak across the yard, 
close to the wall. There’s a rope un­
derneath the box that holds the base­
ball equipment. W e throw a noose up 
to the spikes, climb up, drop down. 
Then-we run the field. If we make 
that, I have it fixed so we can change 
our clothes in town and get some 
money.”

I still laughed at him.
I figured he had stir-fevgr.

//
THAT afternoon, while v?& cdl 

worked in the machiie s llop ,/l 
strolled back to the toilets and ex­
amined the screen and bars. They 
were just like Tommy says. Loose: 
You could knock them out.

The next day I fooled around the 
exercise yard while the baseball game 
went on, and found a coiled rope hid­
den under the big box which held the 
sport equipment.

I began to think that maybe Tommy 
Monroe wasn’t such a punk after all, 
so I angled him into a corner of the 
yard and says to him: “Listen. If you 
got it all fixed like this, why take me 
in on it?”

“Because I ’ve heard about you, Red. 
I know you’ve attempted breaks be­
fore. I waht you to go along with me.” 

“W hy?” I asked.
And he says to me: “Because I 

.haven’t any guts, I guess. I ’m afraid 
to go alone. I want somebody with 
me. Even though it’s all fixed. I ’m 
still scared. Do you know what I

mean, Red? Have you ever felt all 
alone and scared?”

I admitted I knew what he meant. 
While I ’ve never been scared myself, 
lots of guys are like that. They can 
frame a break that’s a perfect push­
over, but when it comes to the actual 
time, they lose their nerve unless 
they’ve got some fellow along who 
won’t be scared.

“ I know what you mean,” I told 
him, “but I still think it’s sappy for a 
guy like you to break. All you got to 
do is sit on your pants for eight more 
months. Then you’re free, with a 
clean bill of goods. So what’s the idea 
of the break?”

“ It’s not sappy,” he said. “ I can’t 
wait—not eve© eight months. I ’ve got 
to get out now.”

“ W hy?” I asked him.
He dug something out of his shirt 

pocket and showed it to me.
It was a photograph of a girl. Just 

the kind of a bim I ’d been pretend­
ing I owned. Young, with a snappy 
shape, nice eyes, and a swell mouth. 
Sort of like Ginger Rogers. And 
blonde.

I studied the picture for a long 
time. It was the kind of a picture a 
lifer might take to his bunk with him 
and put under his blanket.

“ What’s her name?” I asked.
“ Daisy.”
“ Just Daisy?”
“Daisy Davis. She lives in the city. 

I ’ve got to see her, Red. Got to see her 
in a hurry.”

“ W hy?”
“Because she might die if I don’t,” 

he says.
That gave me a punch. In the pic­

ture, this Daisy Davis seemed a hun­
dred per cent healthy and raring to 
go. She wasn’t the lily type. You 
couldn’t imagine her dying.

“ You mean she’ll really die?” I 
asked him.

He nodded, and I could tell he was 
plenty worried. He said Daisy had 
acute appendicitis, and unless she was 
operated on right away, the appendix 
might burst and it might be too late to 
save her.

But Daisy wouldn’t have an opera­
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tion. She’d discovered a new religion 
since Tommy Monroe went to stir, 
and the religion didn’t believe in 
surgery. Her sister and her father 
kept trying to talk her into going to a 
hospital, but she wouldn’t go. She 
wouldn’t even go to bed. She just 
went along in the old way, singing in 
a night club, and pretending there 
was nothing wrong with her.

Tommy says to m e: “ I f I get out of 
here I think I can talk her into the 
operation. She won’t do anything for 
her father and sister, but I think 
she’ll do it for me. Her father thinks 
so, too. I can talk her into it. Do you 
understand, Red? Do you understand 
why I can’t wait eight months? I ’ve 
got to break out, Red!”

I told him I saw what he meant.
He said: “ W ill you break with me? 

On the outside, you go your way and 
I go my way.”

“ How about the gate?”  I asked him. 
“How about the gate from the air- 
well to the exercise yard?”

“Like I said, it’ll be unlocked.” 
“W ho’s gonna unlock it?”
“ I have that fixed, Red.”
“ Fixed with who?”
“ A guard.”
“What guard?”
“ I have it fixed with Captain Cot­

ter,” he says.
I stared at him. “ Old Puss Face?” 
And when he said yes, I gave him 

the laugh.
“ It’d cost about twenty million 

bucks to bribe Old Puss Face to open 
a gate, even a gate into a chicken 
yard. Don’t try to kid me, Tommy.” 

But Tommy looks at me straight 
and steady. “ It’s fixed with him, Red.” 

“With Puss Face?”
“With James J. Cotter—Captain of 

the Yard. I swear I ’ve got it fixed, 
Red.”

“ Does Cotter know I ’m going along 
with you?”

That got him. He sort of bowed his 
head and rubbed a hand across his 
eyes. “No. It’s fixed just for me alone. 
But I ’m afraid I might blow up if I 
tried it alone. I can’t afford to blow 
up. W ill you try it with me, Red?”

I thought it over.

Finally, I thought: sure! W hy not? 
The bars and screen were out, the 
rope ditched. Everything was set. It 
sounded good. Tommy had a push­
over break lined up, and it was nice 
luck, for me, that he was scared to 
run it alone.

I ’d try it with him. The laugh 
would be on Puss Face. Know what 
I mean?

W E TRIED it that Thursday. Just 
before the noon gong, I signaled 

permission from one of the guards in 
the machine shop, and I sauntered 
back to the Johnny. There was lots of 
noise in the shop. The big belts and 
wheels kept turning; you couldn’t 
hear anything but the machines.

I passed a lot o f the cons, working 
at their machines, and when I passed 
Tommy Monroe, I slipped him the 
nod.

Inside of thirty seconds we were 
pushing out the loose screen and the 
sawed ijars.

Then we were out in the air-well. 
It was pouring down rain. 
Tommy Monroe said: “ I ’m scared, 

Red.”
I told him that if the gate wasn’t 

unlocked he’d have plenty reason to 
be scared; I told him I’d wring his 
neck.

But the gate opened when I twisted 
the handle.

I still thought there was something 
funny about it. I still couldn’t figure 
how a punk like Tommy Monroe 
could saw the bars, hide a rope, and 
bribe Old Puss Face to leave the 
gate unlocked.

But why think that stuff? W e were 
getting out. Everything was swell.

W e slipped through the gate, and 
the exercise yard was gray and bare. 
Up in the sky, dark clouds rolled to­
gether, flashing sharp lightning, 
booming thunder. The rain came 
down in a steady rush, making pud­
dles in the yard.

W e sneaked along, close to the wall. 
The rain soaked us, but we kept go­

ing. W e knew there was only one 
guard—sitting in his turret on the 
top of the wall. I could picture him
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up there, keeping warm, reading a 
paper, smoking.

W e got over to the box of sport 
equipment, and I fished the rope out. 
It already had a noose on it. I swung 
the noose like a cowboy’s lariat. After 
four tries I caught it on one of the 
spikes.

I said: “Let’s get out of here, Tom- 
my.

He was shaking like a woman with 
a chill. I had to get him started up 
the rope. I felt kind of nervous my­
self, and I didn’t wait till he got to 
the top. I grabbed the rope, went up 
it, walking my feet against the slip­
pery wall.

At the top, we clung there. I hauled 
the rope up, dropped -it down the 
other side. Tommy went down, slid­
ing. I* glanced along the wall and 
saw the guard come out of his turret 
into the rain. I guess the whole thing 
took him by surprise. He yelled: 
“Hey, there!*

I went down the rope fast, burn­
ing the palms of my hands. I landed 
beside Tommy Monroe in the mud.

“Let’s get outta here, Tommy!”
We ran.
I heard the guard on the wall yell 

something. He shot at us. I don’t 
know how many times he shot, but I 
could hear his rifle going, like ex­
ploding firecrackers, and Tommy and 
I kept running through the rain.

All the whistles on the prison cut 
loose at once. The sirens, the noon 
whistle, the boiler room whistle, the 
riot whistle. It sounded like the end 
of the world.

We ran across the muddy field, in 
the rain. A thick mist was rolling in 
from the river. W e knew we had to 
pass between two towers at the edge 
of the field, but we got past them all 
right. W e didn’t even see them 
through the fog and rain. W e just 
saw the lights, and heard the sirens 
and whistles, and heard the chatter 
of machine guns.

Down on the bank of the river, it 
was easier. W e forced through wet 
brush, waded through soggy weeds. 
I knew we were getting away. I knew 
it was okay. But I knew we’d never

get away from the sound of whistles 
and sirens. I knew we’d hear them 
forever.

W E WORM ED up the bank of the 
river and got into the back of 

town. Tommy kept saying: “ I know 
where we can change our clothes.”

We went down a back street to a 
small cottage. Tommy knocked on 
the rear door. It opened, and we went 
inside, into a kitchen.

Old Puss Face was standing there, 
looking at us. I figured this was his 
house, that he’d come home for 
lunch. It didn’t surprise me to see 
him, because I knew he’d fixed the 
gate for us—the gate into the exer­
cise yard. It didn’t surprise me a 
bit to see him—he was the guy with 
the surprise.

His face went kind of white when 
he saw me. He closed the kitchen 
door behind us, and*said in a soft, 
quiet way: “I didn’t expect you, Red.” 

Tommy Monroe took the front for 
me.

Tommy said: “ I guess I’m a coward, 
Captain. I was afraid to run it alone. 
This is Red Nelson.”

Puss Face shut him up with a wave 
of his hand. He kept looking at me 
narrowly. “ I know Red Nelson. W e’re 
old friends, aren’t we, Red?”

I didn’t like the way he kept look­
ing at me. He was plenty sore.

I tried to kid it off.
“Let’s let bygones be bygones,” I 

told him.
He shook his head. “ I’m afraid we 

can’t, Red.”
“Why not?”
“ Because you’re a habitual crim­

inal, Red. You belong right back 
where you came from—prison.” 

“Listen, Captain,”  I said. “ You 
fixed it up for Tommy to bust stir. 
So what’s the matter with me riding 
out on Tommy’s ticket—as long as 
Tommy invites me?”

Cotter seemed kind of old. I never 
noticed before how old he was. He 
had gray hair, a thin face, and he re­
minded me of Lewis Stone in the 
movies.

He says: “Listen to me, Red Nel­



3U DOUBLE DETECTIVE

son. I admit I did assist Tommy in 
breaking prison. In doing that, I 
broke my oath of office, broke my 
career, broke myself. No reason in 
the world excuses me for assisting a 
convict in my charge toward escape.”

“ What the hell, Captain?” I said. 
“ I’m not asking questions. If Tommy 
reached you, if he slipped you a little 
spinach, what of it? A  guy has to 
make a living—even a Captain of the 
Yard. So what?”

His back went stiff, and he re­
minded me of a general I saw once 
when my Dad put me in the army in 
order to keep me out of the reforma­
tory. That was a long time ago, but I 
remembered it plain. And the way 
Puss Face talked was just like the 
general. I mean the same voice.

He said: “ Red you’re going back. I 
broke my career to help Tommy out 
of prison, but my plaq didn’t include 
you. You’re going back, Red.”

“Listen,” I told him. “ I f I go back, 
I’ll tip the warden about how you 
fixed the gate for us. If I stay out, I 
keep my mouth shut. How’s the 
proposition?”

I thought I had him, but he smiled 
at me in a funny way. It sort of gave 
me the creeps.

He says: “You’re accustomed to 
bargaining with the scum of the 
earth, Red. You don’t understand de­
cent people when you see them. You 
can’t bribe me, Red.”

“Tommy bribed you,”  I said. .
He looked kind of hurt. I guess I’d 

stabbed him in the right place. But 
in another second he had his chin 
out and his shoulders back.

“There are various degrees of brib­
ery,” he says to me. “The kind that 
released Tommy, you wouldn’t under­
stand. So I won’t explain it. In the 
meantime, Tommy gets away, and you 
go back. I dpn’t care how you involve 
me, Red. I realized what chances I 
took when I made the step. So you’re 
going back, Red.”

A  LL THIS time Tommy Monroe 
stood at the end of the kitchen 

looking at us. I figured him for just a 
sap. Other people had to do his

thinking for him, and do his fighting 
for him. Sort of an artist type.

Puss Face glanced toward him 
briefly. “ Change your clothes, Tom­
my,” he said. “ I’ll give you an hour 
start. And after the hour, I go back 
to prison—to return Red Nelson.”

With that, Puss Face hauled a Colt 
automatic from under his coat. I 
knew it was me who’d get on the 
wrong end of the Colt, so I beat him 
to the punch.

I slugged him.
I got him right on the jaw, and his 

head went back. It made a hard 
thump when it struck the wall.

I yanked the gun away, and when 
he dove for my legs, I let him have it. 
I shot him three times through the 
top of the skull.

Tommy Monroe was just standing 
there. He seemed in kind of a daze.. 
He looked at Puss Face, lying on the 
floor, and then he looked at me.

I said: “Let’s get out of here, 
Tommy.”

“No.”
“Let’s go.”
“No.”
“W hy not?”
“ Because you’re a rat,”  he says to 

me.
“Where do you get that rat stuff?” 

I asked him.
He shook and trembled, like a guy 

with too much liquor. His face was 
sick, and gray as ashes. He bunched 
up his fists. “You’re going back to 
prison, Red. The captain is right. 
You’re scum. You’re going back.”

“ W ho’s gonna take me?” I said. 
I laughed. It was a laugh, all right.

“ I am,”  he says.
“You and who else?”
“ Just me.”
I gave another laugh. He took a 

dive at me, and I let him have it. 
I only had to shoot once. I got him 
swell. I got him right between the 
eyes.

When he went down it reminded 
me of slaughtering steers in a stock- 
yard. I saw it. once in Chicago. The 
steers came out of a chute, and a guy 
wearing a rubber apron slugged them 
with an axe. One after another. He
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just slugged them, and they went 
down. The only difference was that I 
had a gun instead of an axe. Every­
thing else was the same. There was 
blood on the kitchen floor, and Puss 
Face twitched, and thrashed his arms, 
and made sounds like a steer that’s 
being axed.

I went into the bedroom of the 
house and took off my stir clothes. A 
tweed suit that belonged to Puss Face 
fit fne fine. I found some shells for 
the automatic, and stowed them in my 
pockets. I found a hat and a raincoat 
that fit me.

I went back into the kitchen.
Neither of them moved. They just 

lay there on the floor, quiet, and Puss 
Face wasn’t groaning any more.

I frisked his pockets and got fifty- 
nine dollars and twenty cents. I 
frisked Tommy Monroe and got the 
picture of the blonde. Daisy Davis. 
Her address was on the back of the 
picture. It was down in the city. I 
si-ill had a hundred miles to go— 
218 Telegraph Lane. In the city. A 
hundred miles. Daisy Davis.

I opened the kitchen door and 
peeked out. The street was dark. It 
was still raining. You’d think it was 
evening, instead of just one o’clock 
in the afternoon.

I went out into the rain, wearing 
Puss Face’s clothes and carrying his 
automatic concealed under the coat.

I wasn’t scared. If you think I was 
scared, you’re crazy. I wasn’t scared 
a bit.

It was just those damn sirens blow­
ing from the prison. But they didn’t 
really scare me. It was just the sound 
of them blowing. Know what I mean?

IT TOOK me two days to get to the 
city. On the first day I hitch-hiked 

with a family touring west from 
Kansas, and with a Japanese vege­
table-gardener, and with a guy on an 
oil truck.

The guy on the oil truck was a 
kick. He kept telling me about the 
prison break. It was in all the papers.

He says to me: “ Didn’t you hear 
about them two fellows? They went 
right over the wall. It’s just graft,”

he says. “ Whenever you read about 
that stuff, it’s graft. It’s a good thing 
we’ve got the G-men. If it wasn’t for 
the Federal government, this coun­
try would go to the dogs.”

“That’s true,” I said.
“ Sure,” he nodded. “Everything 

else is graft.”
I left him, after a jaunt of forty 

miles, and took a bus. I figured I was 
far enough away to take a bus. I 
bought a paper that evening, and it 
said that the bodies of Tommy Mon­
roe, escaped convict, and James J. 
Cotter, prison official, had been found 
in Cotter’s home.

The paper talked about it in a way 
that showed they didn’t know Cotter 
had assisted in the break. The paper 
figured that the two escaped convicts, 
Monroe and Nelson, had gone to Cot­
ter’s home and had surprised him and 
had fought him, because they held a 
prison grudge. Monroe and Captain 
Cotter were killed in the fight. Frank 
Nelson (that’s me) was still at large, 
and the paper offered a thousand 
bucks in reward to anybody who 
stooled on me.

So there I was.
And on that second night I got 

into the city.
I’d bought a suitcase in a pawn­

shop, and I’d filled it full of pieces 
of wood, a gunny-sack and some 
magazines. I always figure that a guy 
well-dressed, carrying a locked suit­
case, doesn’t look like an escaped con.

I registered in a good hotel on 
Powell Street, and I told the clerk 
I was expecting a telegram from New 
York and some phone calls from Oak­
land. I registered under the name of 
Joseph Weinberg. It all sounded 
good. I pretended I was a big-shot 
traveling man from Chicago. I even 
bought a couple of ten-cent cigars. 
I even said to the clerk: “ If my 
mother calls, tell her I’m on my way 
out to see her.”

That was swell. If a guy has a 
mother he’s going to see, he’s not an 
escaped con.

The clerk said: “ Certainly, Mr. 
Weinberg. W e’ll take care of your 
calls, Mr. Weinberg.”
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Everything was swell, so I went 
out, called a cab, and rode over to 
218 Telegraph Lane.

IT W AS an apartment house, not 
very swank. I asked the manager 

about Miss Daisy Davis, and he di­
rected me. I went upstairs.

I knew her right away when she 
opened the door. I took off my hat. 
I had my hair combed down nice. 

“Are you Miss Davis?” I asked her. 
“ Yes.”
“ I ’m a friend of a friend of yours.” 
I could tell by the way she looked 

at me that I had to have a better 
ticket in order to buy myself inside,

It toob me two days to get to the city

so I dug out her picture, the one that 
belonged to Tommy Monroe, and I 
gave her a flash of it.

“ Come in,” she says.
I went in, and it was just a one- 

room apartment. She closed the door, 
and sort of leaned against it. I tossed 
my hat on the floor, sat down on the 
sofa. It was a cheap sofa with broken 
springs, but it seemed swell after 
stir.

I looked her over.
She was swell, all .right. She wore a 

blue dress that fit her like a million 
dollars. Her hair was just like in 
the picture, but the rest of her was 
better. I figured right away that she 
wasn’t dying of appendicitis, nor 
dying of anything else. That gag was 
probably just to get Tommy Monroe

to crush out o f stir. Women are great 
at thinking up gags like that to fool 
suckers.

The only thing I couldn’t figure 
was why she’d picked on a small-timer 
like Tommy Monroe. She was the kind 
of bim any big-shot would go for. 
But I guess women are like that.

I says to her, straight out: “ My 
name’s Red Nelson.”

She nodded and came over and sat 
in a chair across from me. “ I know 
you from the pictures in the papers,” 
she says. “You escaped with Tommy.”

“Yeah,” I said. “ Tommy wanted to 
reach you. He was desperate to reach 
you. I tried to help him. I’m a pal of 
his.”

You never get anywhere with a bim 
if you tell her that her last flame 
was a heel. I knew that, so I put it 
to her soft.

“ Tommy was a great little guy,” 
I said. “ He was game to the finish. 
We had a fight with Cotter. Cotter 
is Captain of the Yard up there. 
Tommy and Cotter both got killed, 
fighting each other. I held Tommy 
in my arms while he died. He says 
to me: ‘Red, I want you to go find 
Daisy. It’s up to you to take care 
of her. I ’m counting on you, Red.’ ”

She looked at me, and I could see 
she was about to cry. I could see the 
tears coming.

I went on: “ I held Tommy in my 
arms when he died. He gave me your 
picture and told me to come look you 
up. So I ’m risking my neck to come 
here, Miss Davis. Tommy was a great 
little guy. You should’ve seen the way 
he fought with Puss Face.”

“Puss Face?”
“Yeah. That’s Cotter. James Cotter. 

He’s Captain of the Yard.”
“ Oh,” she says.
“ Tommy was game,”  I told her. “ I 

tried to save him. But him and Cotter 
had a fight to the finish. I tried my 
best, Miss Davis.”

She sort of cried into her hands. 
“ I ’m sure you did, Mr. Nelson. I ’m 
not blaming you. I know any friend 
of Tommy’s—”

“That’s it,” I cut in. “Any pal of 
Tommy’s would go the whole way for
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him. He’s a great little guy. And 
that’s what I tried to do. I tried to 
go the whole way for him. I got him 
over the wall, all right. But we didn’t 
figure on Cotter. I guess Cotter set 
a trap for us. He double-crossed us.”

She stuck her chin out. “ I ’m not 
going to cry, Mr. Nelson. I did my 
crying yesterday. Today, I’m not 
afraid.”

“ That’s the old fight,” I told her.
“ Shall we have something to drink, 

Mr. Nelson?”
I went over and patted her on the 

shoulder. I didn’t do any more. Just 
patted her shoulder. You’ve got to 
use your bean with these dames. Don’t 
try to rush it. They like you all the 
better if you don’t rush it.

SHE didn’t have a bottle in the 
place, so we walked down the 

block to a liquor store and picked up 
a few pints. I bought nice stuff. Why 
not? You never get anywhere if 
you’re a piker.

We went back up to her place and 
cracked a bottle.

“You don’t have to worry about a 
thing,” I told her. " I ’ll take care of 
you like Tommy would want it. I’m 
not a bad guy when you get to know 
me. I’ve got a little dough now, and 
I’ll have more dough right along. 
I’ve got good connections in the city. 
Some pals of mine know the ropes. 
They’ve got a few banks all cased. 
All we have to do is push them over. 
So you don’t have to worry about 
a thing, baby.”

“ I won’t worry,” she said.
W e’d hoisted a few quick drinks. 

They hit me hard, after stir. I felt 
fine. Everything was going jake. I ’d 
crushed stir, and I still had about 
forty dollars, and I had Cotter’s 
clothes, and I had Tommy’s blonde.

“Let’s have a big drink and start 
a new life,” she says to me.

I picked the bottle off the kitchen 
sink.

“ How big?” I asked.
“You set the pace, Mr. Nelson.” 
“ Me set it?”
“Yes.”
So I set it.

I tipped up the bottle and took a 
deep drag. The booze hit my stomach 
like boiling water, but I felt fine. 
I’d tricked this blonde into letting 
me set the pace. I intended to set 
a pace for her, all right! She was a 
nice little bim, and my story about 
being a pal of Tommy Monroe was 
going over great.

I waited until she took a little 
drink from the pint; then I slipped 
my arm around her. I kissed her, and 
she didn’t seem to mind it.

We went back to the living room 
and sat on the sofa.

“ It’s warm in here,” I said, in a 
nice way. “ Mind if I take my coat 
o f f ? ”

She said she didn’t mind. Her eyes 
kind of melted. I took my coat off 
and put* it on the floor. The Colt 
automatic slipped from the pocket.

“ Is that a pistol?” she asked me.
I told her that it was a pistol, all 

right.
“ Is it loaded, Mr. Nelson?”
I gave a laugh. “ It wouldn’t be 

much good if it wasn’t.”
“ I’ve never seen one like that be­

fore,” she says to me. “The kind I’ve 
seen have a little thing in the middle 
that holds the cartridges. The little 
thing—”

“ You’re thinking of a revolver,” I 
told her. “This here thing is an auto­
matic.”

I showed her how it worked. I 
handed it to her with the safety on. 
Then I felt warm from the booze, 
and I felt amorous, and I put my 
arms around her and tried to kiss her 
again.

She shoved the gun at me. The 
nose of it poked into my ribs. I 
noticed she’d thumbed off the safety. 
It all happened in a split Second.

Heel? Sure, I was a heel, all right. 
She had the gun on me, ready to trig­
ger it. She meant business. It wasn’t 
the first time she’d seen an automatic. 
I knew right away she’d played me 
for a sucker.

“Look, babe,” I said.
“ Get away from me!”
“Listen, babe—”
The glint in her eyes meant busi­
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ness. I backed away and sat down on 
a chair across from the sofa. The 
nose of the gun followed me. I don’t 
mind saying she had me scared.

She says to m e: “ So you’re a friend 
of Tommy Monroe, are you, Mr. Nel­
son?”

“ Sure,” I lied. “Tommy and me—” 
“ And you came here to see me for 

Tommy’s sake? You had no personal 
interest in me, did you, Mr. Nelson?” 

I tried to grin. “Put that rod down, 
babe. Like I told you, it’s loaded.” 

She said: “Tommy Monroe and 
Captain Cotter killed each other in 
a fight, did they, Mr. Nelson?” 

“Yeah.”
“You’re a liar, Mr. Nelson!”
“ What makes you think so?”
She looked cool and calm, pointing 

that rod at me. She said: “My name’s 
not Daisy Davis.”

I thought: so what? I’d known all 
along it wasn’t her real name. Daisy 
Davis sounded too much like poetry. 
Most of the dames I knew figured out 
names like that. Ruth del Ruth. Mar- 
gorie LeMar. Judy Jewell. And now 
Daisy Davis.

I said: “ I don’t care what your 
right name is, baby. Keep it secret. 
I’m the kind of guy that never asks 
personal questions.”

I thought that line would take 
her. But it didn’t. She says to me, 
over the gun: “ Did you hear the story 
that I’m supposed to need an opera­
tion, and that my religion doesn’t 
permit it, and that Tommy Monroe 
broke prison in order to talk me into 
a surgery?”

“ I heard the story,” I nodded.
“ Did you believe it?”
“ No.”
She sort of smiled. But it was a 

hard smile. I ’d never seen a dame get 
so hard. She seemed different from 
any bim I’d ever seen before.

She says to me: “You didn’t trick 
me for a minute, Mr. Nelson. I loved 
Tommy Monroe, and I’ve always 
loved him. You don’t understand that, 
because you’ve never heard about 
love.”

“Listen, babe—”
She shook her head. “That’s all you

know about it. You call a girl babe, 
and you think it’s love. In a way I ’m 
sorry for you, Mr. Nelson. I’m sorry 
for you because you think you know 
what life is all about, and you’re 
going to die without ever learning 
the truth.”

“ Let’s have another drink,” I said, 
and laughed.

She didn’t laugh. Her face still had 
that setness. “Life isn’t just another 
drink, Mr. Nelson. Tommy and I 
loved each other. Tommy went to 
prison twice, trying to make a way 
in the world. He was wrong, of 
course. But he took his punishment 
like a man.”

“That punk was never a man,”  I 
said to her.

“ Tommy was more of a man than 
you’ll ever be, Mr. Nelson. He made 
his mistakes and took his punishment. 
He accepted prison as justice.”

I said: “ He broke out, didn’t he?”
“Yes. That was wrong. But even 

though it was wrong, he had a rea­
son. He wanted to see me. He thought 
he could save my life. What was your 
reason for breaking prison, Mr. Nel­
son?”

I didn’t say anything.
She went on: “Your reason was 

selfish. You broke out because you 
hate everybody in the world. You 
killed Tommy and you killed the Cap­
tain. You tried to trick me. You kill 
everything you touch. You don’t un­
derstand anything.”

“ I’m doing all right,” I said.
She sort of smiled at me. “Think 

so? I don’t. Listen, Mr. Nelson—you 
thought Tommy was a weakling, and 
you hated Captain Cotter, and you 
thought I was just another woman. 
And that’s what brings your finish. 
You think everybody in the world 
is tough and hard. That’s your mis­
take. And you’re going to the gallows 
for it.”

“ W ho? Me?”
“Yes.” She kept the rod pointed at 

me. “ I ’ve called the police, Mr. Nel­
son. I called them when we were out 
to the liquor store. That’s why I went 
out with you. I didn’t believe your 
story about Tommy Monroe and Cap-
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tain Cotter fighting to their deaths.” 
“ It’s a fact,”  I said.
"No, it’s a lie.”
“ W hy?”
“Because—because, Mr. Nelson, 

Captain James J. Cotter happens to 
be my father.”

SO THEY got me. I tried to fight 
when they came in the door. I 

jumped at the first cop, and I damn 
near knocked his block off. I picked 
up a chair and socked the second 
cop with it. It was the third cop, 
busting into the apartment, who got 
me.

They took me off in the Black 
Maria, but I wasn’t scared. I wasn’t 
scared a bit.

At the trial, I pleaded Not Guilty to 
the murder of Tommy Monroe and 
Captain Cotter. None of my pals 
owned enough dough to get me a 
good criminal lawyer; I had to take 
the Public Defender. He was a louse.

W e were in court for only two 
days.

They proved that Daisy Davis’ real 
name was Ruth Cotter, and that she’d 
only changed it when she fell in love 
with Tommy Monroe. She changed it 
because Tommy had gone to the pen, 
and she didn’t want to hurt her 
father, who was James J. Cotter, 
holding down the job of Captain of 
the Yard.

They proved that Daisy Davis 
needed an appendix operation, and 
that her religion wouldn’t permit it.

Tommy wanted to bust prison in 
order to save her life. And old Cotter, 
her dad, helped him do it.

They proved Tommy had no motive 
to kill Cotter.

They proved I did it. I killed both 
of them, they said.

I’d have gotten out of it—with a 
decent lawyer. But I didn’t have 
enough dough.

So they gave me the rope.

IT ’S the tenth day now. I just have 
to wait here. There’s five of us in 

the death house. W e call it the Dance 
Hall.

There’s a black boy in the cell 
across from me. He goes at six a.m. I 
go at six-fifteen.

I’m not scared. I can sit here and 
write this, and my hands don’t even 
shake. I’m not scared a 'bit. Do you 
think I’m scared? I’m not scared.

I don’t care about the rope.
I’m not scared of it. All you got 

to do is walk in there and take it. 
It’s over quick.

I ’m not scared of it. I’m not going 
to break, either. I ’ll walk right in 
there.

At six-fifteen.
I still got seven hours and twenty- 

one minutes.
I’m not scared.
I can take it.
I ’m not scared a bit. It’s just this 

waiting for it.
Waiting for it.
Know what I mean?
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The Woman’s Touch
Warning: Never embroider 

on murder

MRS. RHODES’ new French 
maid got out of bed at seven 
in the morning with a couple 

of very un-French remarks, which 
needn’t be repeated here. First of all 
she’d been out until four that morn­
ing with a certain gentleman of her 
acquaintance, and three hours’ sleep 
wasn’t enough, even on a pushover 
of a job like this. Secondly, he was 
coming around for her answer in a 
few minutes, and seven a. m. is no 
time to decide whether to go wrong 
or give up a right guy.

Mrs. Rhodes’ maid put on her work­
ing clothes, which included a hand­
kerchief for an apron and another for 
an eyeshade. She went into the 
kitchen and crumbled a chocolate bar

into a pan of hot water. Then she 
went to the front door and put it on 
the latch, so that it could be opened 
from the outside just by turning the 
knob.

She went back and gave the muddy 
water a shaking up—and she had hot 
chocolate. She put it on a tray and 
started toward the stairs with it. Just 
as she got to the foot of the stairway, 
the front door opened and closed 
again, and the gentleman of her ac­
quaintance had come for his answer. 
Or rather, the door had given it to 
him already by being spiked like that, 
but she gave it to him over again.

“ I ’m in,” she breathed with Gallic 
pungency. “ Fifty-fifty split. Gimme 
about twenty minutes time up there. 
Sometimes she takes ’em out and 
paws over ’em in bed—you know, like 
a kid playing with toys. When you 
hear this spoon clink on the floor,

36
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that’ll be for you. Be sure you keep 
your phiz covered. And don’t forget 
to tie me up too, so it’ll look kosher.”

A handbell started to go ting-a- 
ling-a-ling upstairs. “That’s her now,” 
said the treacherous handmaiden. “ I 
gotta cheese it before she comes down 
to find out what’s holding me up.” 
She gave him a fond look. “And Spike 
—you do like me better than that red­
headed dame, don’t you?”

“ Baby,” protested her cavalier de­
votedly, “ I’m gonna hold out one of 
them rings upstairs from the fence 
and marry you with it! Now go to 
it, toots.”

He slunk out of sight behind a por­
tiere. Mrs. Rhodes’ petite breakfast- 
bringer went on up the stairs, a dainty 
dish if there ever was one. The hand­
bell kept tinkling, getting sorer all 
the time. “All right, don’t be in such 
a hurry,”  she murmured. “ You’re go­
ing to get what’s coming to you, don’t 
worry.”

She knurled  a door, turned the 
knob with one hand, and went in. A 
lady of mellow age, with strips of 
courtplaster at strategic locations all 
over her face, was sitting up in bed 
giving the bell a workout. She hadn’t 
been cut or slashed. The courtplaster 
was to banish wrinkles. But the 
wrinkles just went other places on 
her and showed up anyway.

“ Bum jour, madame,” said the maid.
“ What took you so long, Celeste?” 

said Mrs. Rhodes. “ I was sure I heard 
you talking to someone on the stairs.”

Celeste dropped her eyes demurely. 
“ I talk to myself honly. Oo is zere 
to talk to?”

“ I get nervous,”  admitted her em­
ployer. “Just the two of us alone in 
this big house.”

Celeste parked the tray beside her 
employer. Then she rolled up the 
shades and fiddled around. From time 
to time her eyes strayed to a circular 
metallic insert in the wall, with a dial 
in it. “ Madame weesh somezing else?” 
she hinted.

Mrs. Rhodes evidently wasn’t in a 
jewel-pawing mood this morning. 
“No, you can get my bath ready. That 
will be all,” she said.

“ Oui, madame,”  said Celeste, and 
gave her a surreptitious dirty look. 
Spike would have to put a little heat 
on her, it seemed.

The maid picked up the tray again 
and dipped her knees in a curtsy—a 
quaint habit she had picked up in the 
old country (Cook County, Illinois). 
The gesture knocked the spoon off 
and it fell with a ringing clash.

The door swept open and a man 
came in, with a handkerchief tied 
around the lower part of his face and 
his hand held threateningly in his 
coat pocket.

Celeste gave a very low-pitched 
scream, that couldn’t possibly have 
been heard on the other side of the 
door. She carefully put the tray down 
out of the way first, and then she held 
her hands up over her head, beating 
the intruder to the punch. Just as she 
got through doing it he snarled: 
“Stick up your hands, both of you!”

Mrs. Rhodes wasn’t equally com­
plaisant. She let out a noon-factory- 
whistle of a screech that rattled the 
windowpanes. The man jumped over 
to her, gripped her throat by one 
hand.

“ Come on,” he ordered, shaking 
her. “Where’s your jewels?”

“ Celeste,” was the strangled an­
swer, “run for help!”

Celeste was all the way across the 
room. She could have made the door a 
million times over. But all power of 
action seemed to have deserted her. 
She started shuffling her feet around, 
picking them up and putting them 
down again—but somehow she stayed 
in one place. Mrs. Rhodes had no time 
to sit back and watch her.

“ In the safe, eh?” her assailant 
growled, although she hadn’t said a 
word to that effect. He swung a short 
jab from his right arm. “ Come on, 
gimme the combination! Hurry up!” 
He swung another short jab. Whether 
he was pulling them or not, Celeste 
couldn’t tell. His back was to her, and 
Mrs. Rhodes was hidden.

“ Oh,” Celeste bleated helpfully, “do 
not urt madame, she weel geeve zem 
to you.” And then in a slightly lower 
voice, she added in purest Norman
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French: “ Ixnay the uffray uffstay! 
She’s got an eakway ickertay!” 

“ Seven—four—nine—three,” gasped 
Mrs. Rhodes expiringly.

HE LET go of her and she fell back 
in a faint. This seemed to give 

Celeste a much more fluent command 
of English. “ Hurry it up and scram 
while she’s bye-bye!” she urged while 
he twirled the dial. The little disk 
popped open. He reached in, pawed, 
and pulled out a series of satin 
and velvet jewelry-boxes o f assorted 
shapes. He emptied them out onto the 
dresser and a gleaming pile o f rings, 
bracelets, necklaces and pins resulted.

He thrust out his arm to sweep 
them into his coat pocket, and then 
he stopped dead, staring at the 
baubles. He bent down closer to look. 
He picked one up, turned it this way 
and that. Then he flung it viciously 
down on the floor.

“ What’s the matter?” asked Celeste. 
“ What’s the matter! They’re paste, 

they’re imitations, every last one of 
them! Can’t you tell the difference 
between the real ones and fakes? 
Why, you—I oughta— !” He drew 
back his fist threateningly, as if he 
were going to give her a little of the 
treatment he’d just given her em­
ployer.

Celeste cringed. “ Sure I can!” she 
protested. “ She had ’em all on her 
only last Monday night, and I could 
eat my hat they were the McCoy 
then!”

“ Then she put one over on you 
since then. Got leery maybe, had imi­
tations made to wear, and put Jthe 
real ones away in a vault.” He gave 
her a disgusted look. “ I buy you beers 
every night for a week, wear out my 
shoes dancin’ with ya—for this junk!” 

“ Well, you’ve got to go through 
with it now, Spike,” the ex-French 
maid whimpered pleadingly. “Don’t 
leave me holding the bag. She’s al­
ready seen you and she’ll smell a rat. 
Leave ’em behind here if they ain’t 
worth taking, but tie the two of us 
up at least, so it’ll look right. I’ll tell 
her I screamed and frightened you 
away.”

He went back to the bed with a 
curse, started to strip off a pillowcase 
to tear it into strips.

“ She’ll bring the real ones out 
sooner or later and put ’em on. She’s 
bound to,” his accomplice went on 
encouragingly. “That’ll be our chance. 
Hurry up! What’s taking you so 
long? Somebody’s liable to butt in.” 

He’d stopped dead again, like when 
he’d first examined the jewels. “ Some­
thing’s the matter with her! I think 
she’s hauled her freight!”

Celeste ran up behind him, craned 
her neck over his shoulder. “ What’d 
you hit her so hard for, you dope! I 
told you she had a weak heart. Look 
at that lump you raised on her fore­
head!”

He pried open one of Mrs. Rhodes’ 
eyelids. “She’s gone!”  he said, and 
dropped the inert form as though it 
had bitten him. “ Then it’s—murder.” 

He turned and bolted for the door, 
but she got there ahead of him, 
blocked the way, pushed him back. 
“ Don’t run out and leave a set-up like 
this or we’re cooked! Pull yourself 
together, Spike. W e can cover it, as 
long as no knife or gun was used. If 
it’s just her heart, we can make it 
look natural. W e’ve got to.”  She 
seemed to have more presence of mind 
than he did at the moment.

“Yeah, but I gave her a couple of 
nasty bruises on the dome when I 
clipped her. They show.”

“That’s all right. W e can take care 
of that too. This needs a woman’s 
touch. You put all that glass back in 
the safe like you found it. She can’t 
tell about the hold-up now, see? I’ll 
attend to her. She was going to take 
a bath in a few minutes anyway. Well 
she’s gonna take one now. A good 
long one. She’s got a tiled shower- 
compartment in there. The water 
comes too hot or cold, get it? Her 
heart goes back on her, she keels over, 
and conks herself against the tiles. 
Get it? How they going to make any­
thing of that?”

He took time off to contemplate the 
idea, poking his tongue against the 
inside of his cheek so that it stuck 
out. Then his pasty face brightened.
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"You’ve got something there, toots,” 
he admitted, Hashing her an admiring 
look. He began stowing the jewel- 
cases back into the wall-safe. “ If the 
tub was full, they could tell if it was 
phony by whether she had water in 
her lungs or not. But with her taking 
a shower they can’t even tell that!” 

“ Keep your head turned now,” said 
the modest Celeste. “ I gotta get her 
things off first before I drag her in 
there. Otherwise the marks might 
show on her clothes. You didn’t tear 
them when you roughed her, did 
you?”

“Naw,” her accomplice said, with 
unintentional comic effect. “ I went 
for her easy—just slugged her a 
couple times. Anyone that was in 
halfway decent shape at all, they’da 
come right out o f it fresh as a daisy.”

CELESTE disappeared backward 
into, the bathroom, dragging the 

body. “ Upsydaisy,” he heard her re­
mark under her breath. She came out 
again a minute later to announce, 
“Okay, I’ve got her all set, just as if 
she tumbled natural in there.”

He clicked the safe shut. “ You sure 
you’ve got her lying right, so she 
would hit where those bruises are?” 

“ Yeah. Your luck is you gave ’em 
to her where the edge could reach ’em, 
and not on top of the head. All right, 
get ready to scram. I’m going to turn 
the water on.”

“You haven’t left out anything now, 
have you? Remember, you’re going to 
be up against dicks, and it’ll be too 
late by then if you have.” He took a 
step forward to go in and see for him­
self, but she quickly pulled him away.

“ Here, here! Don’t forget I expect 
to marry you after we’ve made our 
first heist. Don’t worry about it. It’s 
A -l. It’s more natural than if it really 
was an accident.” And she added with 
professional pride, “ It takes a woman 
to give a thing like this the right 
touch.”

“ What’re you going to do—stay 
here and buck them?”

“ I’ve got to, don’t you see? If I lam, 
that gives it away. It’s just an acci­
dent, and I report it. I can make it,

easy. It’s a pushover. All right, shuffle 
off to Buffalo, Spike. Watch yourself 
going out the front door.”

“ Meet me at Dinty’s tonight as soon 
as you’re in the clear,” he told her. “ I 
gotta couple other irons in the fire, 
and I could use a smart frill-partner 
like you. That French maid act of 
yours is a honey. Stick to me, toots, 
and you’ll go places.”

He went slithering hurriedly down 
the stairs, there was a brief pause 
while he reconnoitered, then she 
heard the front door open and close 
again. She went back into the bath­
room again, gave her handiwork a 
final onceover, and nodded approving­
ly. Then she arched herself above the 
prostrate form, wrapped her postage- 
stamp apron around her hand, and 
gave the two valves a swift turn. A 
geyser came slashing downward and 
Mrs. Rhodes disappeared behind a 
curtain of mist.

Celeste backed out into the bed­
room, looked around to make sure 
that Spike’s brief onslaught on the 
lady hadn’t left any telltale signs. It 
hadn’t. All she had to do was replace 
the pillow he had started to strip. 
Then she closed the door after her 
and went downstairs. She could still 
hear the hiss and tumble of the water. 
She’d give it about twenty minutes, 
she decided. That, in the ordinary 
course of events, was about how long 
it would take her to grow suspicious 
of her employer’s continued ablutions.

She sat down where she could keep 
her eye on a clock, and smoked a 
cigarette to pass the time. “ See, I’m 
waiting for her to finish her break­
fast and call me to take the tray 
away,” she rehearsed herself. “ It’s a 
cinch. The only thing I gotta watch 
myself on is the phony frog accent. 
But hell, how many dicks do you run 
into that can talk French? And if 
they catch on, it’s still no crime. They 
can’t arrest me for that. She wanted 
a French maid and I needed a job bad, 
that’s all. Bring on your dicks!”

But it worked out even better than 
she had hoped for. She got a ready­
made witness for her “ discovery” act. 
The bell rang and when she went to
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the door there was a telegram for 
Mrs. Rhodes. It had to be signed for 
personally. “ I take it up, you come 
wiz,” she remarked to the messenger. 
She knocked delicately outside the 
bedroom door. “ Madame?” she cooed. 
“Tele-gramme.”

“ She must be taking a bath,” the 
youth pointed out when there was no 
answer. “ I can hear the shower run­
ning.”

“ Ah, oui, you are right,” said 
Celeste, cocking one shell-pink ear. 
“ Wait here. I go inside.” She opened 
the door and eased in, but carefully 
left the door partly open so that he 
could get at least a bird’s-eye view of 
the proceedings. “ Madame?” she 
trilled at the bathroom entrance. Rib­
bons of steam were drifting out. Then 
she looked down. She let out a scream 
that actually dislodged the messenger 
boy’s cap from his head.

“Look! She is faint’ ! Queek, run 
for ’elp! I cannot go near! Ze water 
it is too ’ot”

SECONDS later he was back with 
a burly cop at his heels. Celeste 

was twittering out on the staircase 
landing. The cop barged through to 
the bathroom. The sound of water 
broke off short, there was an ominous 
pause, and finally he came out again 
with spray glistening all over his uni­
form. “ She’s dead” he said. “ Where’s 
your phone?”

Celeste wedged her hands to her 
face. “ Oh no! ’Ow it ’appen? Wh?t 
’ave ’appen to her? Oh poor madame!” 
But then, she decided, why waste all 
this on a mere cop, when there’d be 
real detectives along any minute to 
get the benefit of it? He was too busy 
phoning in by then to pay any atten­
tion to her anyway, so she just rested 
up behind her apron and rehearsed 
some more.

Two dicks came. Celeste appraised 
them as they came trundling up the 
stairs one behind the other. She 
wasn’t the worst judge of character in 
the world. At the reformatory she’d 
always been able to tell just which 
matrons—

One man, she could tell at a glance,

was more or less of a chump. She had 
nothing to wo'rry about from him, all 
else being equal. But the other one 
she didn’t like the looks of so much. 
She decided she’d have to watch out 
for him. She heard them call him 
Innis, and he had a pair of eyes that 
went through you. He didn’t say very 
much, but the little he did say— 
socko! The reason she didn’t like him 
was you couldn’t tell by his face what 
was going on behind it. He must have 
been wicked in a poker game.

The man carrying the black bag, 
who got there a little after they did, 
was some kind of doctor or medical 
examiner. He didn’t count much.

They didn’t pay any attention to 
her for a few minutes. They wrapped 
Mrs. Rhodes in a couple of towels 
and brought her into the bedroom and 
the doctor went to work inspecting 
her and they just stood watching him. 
Celeste hung around out in the hall, 
like an actress waiting, in the wings 
for her cue. Finally this Innis got 
around to noticing her. He, strolled 
out to her, real slow like he had all 
the time in the world, and parked his 
elbow casually on the bannister rail 
alongside her and said, “You the only 
other person in the house with her?”

“ Oui, m’sew.” She dipped him a 
curtsy.

It didn’t go over so good. “ What’s 
the matter? You got water on the 
knees?” he said. “You ought to have 
that fixed.” And he did the drilling 
act with his eyes. “ What happened?”

She took a deep breath and went 
into her spiel. “ I bring up madame’s 
chocolate at ze regulaire hour. She is 
sitting in bed just like always. She 
say she take ’er shower first. So I 
feex. Zen I go downstairs. I wait for 
to be call’ to take ze tray away. She 
’ave ze little bell, you know. She don’t 
call. So I wait. She don’t call some 
more. I wait long time. Zen ze tele­
gramme she come. I go up wiz it and 
oo-la-la!—ze shower is still running 
and madame is flat on ze floor.”

The stupe had joined them mean­
while, attracted by her piquant ac­
cent. “ French, eh?” he said to the first 
one.
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“Yeah,” was all Innis said. But the 
way he said it, she couldn’t tell 
whether it should have a question 
mark after it or not.

“What part of France?” he asked 
her.

“ Par-r-ree,” she gargled. That was 
always a safe bet.

“ Is Nutter Dame still hanging 
around?”

“ Oh zere is lots of zem left zere. 
You think I was ze only one?”

He turned away as though he’d lost 
interest. The doctor cam? out again 
closing his bag. “How about it, D oc?” 
Innis asked him.

“ Weak heart,” the doctor answered. 
“ Water came either too hot or too 
cold—I should say hot judging by the 
looks of her shoulders—shocked her, 
she keeled over, knocked herself out 
on the tiled floor, and never came to.” 
, “Accidental, eh?”
“Nothing to show it wasn’t. I ’ll run 

over her more thoroughly down at the 
ice-box.”

Celeste delicately turned her head 
away as Mrs. Rhodes was taken down­
stairs. This part of it really wasn’t 
acting. It wasn’t any fun watching a 
thing like that.

“ Well,”  the chump said, “ suits me, 
if he says so.”

Innis didn’t say if it suited him or 
not. But at least he didn’t say it didn’t 
suit him. He went back into the bath­
room again. The chump followed him, 
and Celeste in turn followed the 
chump at a little distance. She didn’t 
really want to, but something seemed 
to pull her against her will.

“Let’s see,” Innis said. He pulled up 
his coat sleeve, stuck his arm out, and 
gave both spigots a spin. “ Ouch!” he 
hissed, and jerked his arm back. Faint 
patches of pink showed on it. “Too 
hot is right,” he said.

“ Suit you now?” the chump asked.
He still didn’t answer. He looked 

all around the shower stall with those 
eyes of his, drilling holes in it until 
it should have been like Swiss cheese. 
Then he turned away. “ Suits me 
now,” he said.

Celeste took a deep breath of relief, 
without letting it be heard. The worst

was over. “ Now if Spike had handled 
that his way,” she thought, “where 
would we be right now?”

The rest was just a routine matter 
of examining Mrs. Rhodes’, papers, 
and winding up things. They found 
the combination of the safp, opened it, 
took out the jewelry, saw that it was 
paste, put it back again without a 
word.

“ She have any relatives you know 
of?” Innis asked.

“Only a nephew in Souse America.” 
“ Okay, we’ll have to notify him.” 
They opened the telegram and it 

turned out to be from him. He was 
coming back.

CELESTE hung around waiting, 
just to make it look right, but 

they both seemed to have forgotten 
her existence. Finally she said, “ You 
wish to ask me any more questions, 
m’sew?”

“ No,” said Innis without even look­
ing at her. “ I know all I need to now.” 
He had such a peculiar way of putting 
things, you never could tell exactly 
what he meant—whether you were in 
the clear or not.

“ Zen I can go down and change 
my clothes?”

“Yeah, you may as well. W e’re clos­
ing up the house until her nephew 
gets here.”

She went downstairs, packed her 
bag, and virtuously resisted the temp­
tation of swiping any'of the silver­
ware. This had panned out so beau­
tifully, why take a chance on spoiling 
it? She and Spike would have plenty 
of chances to pull other jobs together.

She’d hoped both dicks would be 
gone by the time she was ready to 
leave, so the coast would be clear and 
she could get over to Dinty’s and meet 
Spike without any risk of being 
tailed. Well, Innis had gone—much to 
her relief—but the chump was still 
hanging around waiting for her to go 
so he could put a police seal on the 
door and station a cop outside. That 
was all right. She wasn’t afraid of 
him.

“ I go now, m’sew,” she announced 
demurely. “ I see I can find a room
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until I get a new job, oui?”  She 
pitched him another curtsy.

“ Gee, that’s cute,” the sap beamed. 
“ I wish my girl’d do that to me! Oh, 
by the way, don’t forget to report 
your new address to us. That’s just in 
case you’re wanted again.”

Spike was waiting for her there at 
Dinty’s, at their usual table, when 
she showed up.

“ How’d it go?” he asked anxiously.
She sliced her hand at him reassur­

ingly. “ Like velvet. Why, they never 
tumbled from first to last!”

He mopped his forehead relievedly. 
“ Boy, I’m glad! I been sweating all 
day. I didn’t know whether to lam or 
to wait and see if you showed up. 
You sure you’re in the clear? No one 
tailed you over here?" he added 
anxiously.

“ Sure I’m sure. Don’t be so noivous, 
will you, Spike? You’re turning into 
a regular old woman. First thing you 
know you’ll be no good for business. 
Make it my usual suds,” she said, as 
the waiter’s shadow darkened the 
table from across her shoulder.

A chair scraped up instead, and 
Innis was sitting there at the table 
with them!

“ ’Ave ze drink,” he suggested 
amiably.

She couid tell that the French gag 
was washed up, if nothing else, so she 
dropped it. She wasn’t in very good 
shape for fancy accents just then, 
anyway.

“ I—I’m not thirsty,” she mumbled.
Spike started to get up and go

someplace else at this point, but Innis 
flattened him down again with a shove 
on the shoulder, without even looking 
at him. He kept addressing her in­
stead.

“ Bettaire ’ave ze drink, no? You get 
good and thirsty where you going.” 

“ You haven’t got anything on us,” 
Celeste scowled. “ What’s this for?” 

“ For croaking Mrs. Rhodes. Him 
for doing it and you for being an 
accessory. I could have made the 
pinch five minutes after I was in the 
place. I got it right away, but I knew 
some guy was in on it with you and 
I figured the easiest way of getting 
him was just to let you lead us to him. 
Come on, you two.”

“ But how did you figure— ?”  Spike 
couldn’t resist asking as Innis jerked 
him to his feet. They could both see 
the game was up by now, anyway.

“ Easy, you saps. You thought of 
everything but the main things that 
go with a bath. There was no soap 
and no towel. Did you ever know any­
one to take a shower without having 
a cake of soap and a towel handy? It 
shows somebody around here isn’t so 
clean themselves or they’d know more 
about things like that.”

Spike just looked at his latri accom­
plice with deadly intentness. “The 
woman’s touch,” he said. Then he 
suddenly poked her one in the eye.

“What was the idea of that?” Innis 
snarled, smacking him one in turn.

“That,” he announced, “ is what this 
job needed from the beginning—the 
man’s touch.”
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"Mr. Harmon, have you gone 
crazy? Don't point that gun at me"

Shoal Waters
by Richard Sale

I W AS cleaning the spark plugs of 
my Crown Chryslers because the 
twin engines had been missing 

now and then when I was offshore, 
and I was kneeling there in the deck­
house when I heard a thud on the 
deck and I knew somebody had 
jumped aboard. The Ambeijack II  
was wallowing in her slip, feeling 
some of the chaff of the sea that was 
rolling in with the fresh southwester- 
lies. I wasn’t outside fishing that day 
for two reasons: my boat hadn’t been 
chartered, and it was pretty rough 
going with a poor chance of spotting 
a fin in that kind of water.

I got up when I heard the thud 
and looked astern and saw this man 
standing in the cockpit back there. 
I didn’t notice anything queer about 
him then, mind you, because after all 
Key West is the place they come to 
get the fish and you get all kinds of 
screwy guys here.

It was windy but the sun was hot. 
This guy was built big and his face 
was heavy and sort of hard. He had 
a lot of air in his cheeks and they 
were long and hung so low in his 
face that they made an inverted U 
go up and under his nose and then 
down on the other side of his mouth. 
It was like he was perpetually 
gloomy; you know the look. His hair 
was jet black. It was too black, now 
that I think of it, and I figured for 
a minute it was false hair, like a 
toupee. It was too black and shiny, 
as if he’d washed it in shoe polish. 
He didn’t look half as young as his 
hair did. He had a black mustache, 
too, but it wasn’t trimmed very neat 
and it was kind of scraggly. His face 
was very long. His eyes jumped all 
over the place. I had the feeling I ’d 
seen him before some place, but I 
couldn’t remember where.

“ Hello,” I said.
43
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He nodded first and looked me over. 
Then he said, “ I’m looking for Cap­
tain Tom Hannigan. Are you him?” 

"My name’s Hannigan,” I said, 
watching him.

“I want to fish out of Key West for 
a couple of days,” he said. “ I don’t 
know much about it but I’d like to 
take a fling at it. They told me at 
the bank that you were a good man. 
They said you had a good boat and 
you knew the ropes.”

I said drily, “ I been fishing out 
this Stream for fifteen years. I used 
to be a guide back, when Long Key 
was the spot, before the hurricane 
blew it to hell and gone.”

“ You’ve got a nice boat,” he said 
evasively. “ She sure is a nice boat. 
She’s big, isn’t she?”

“ She’s the Amber jack II,”  I said. 
“Thirty-eight feet, twin engines, and 
she’ll make twenty-four miles an 
hour. I ’ve got a Bludworth radio 
direction finder aboard her. I car’ry 
a Jefferson ship-to-shore phone set, 
and I don’t take chances. She’s safe 
enough, mister. She could take you 
clean to Cuba and back again.”

“ To Cuba, eh?” he said, his eyes 
narrowing. He looked around vaguely 
and then caught my eyes again. “ You 
mean Havana?”

“ I mean Havana.”
“ That’s a long trip, isn’t it?” he 

said.
“Ninety miles from Key West,” I 

said. “ I f the weather is right, the 
crossing is easy.”

“W ell!” he said. “Think of that. 
She could go to Havana, a boat like 
this. That certainly surprises me.” 

But I didn’t think it did.
“ My name is Harmon,” he said. 

“James Harmon. I ’m from New York. 
I’m staying at the Seaside Hotel for 
a few days and I thought I’d get in 
some fishing. Some of these marlin 
they talk about. What do you charge, 
Captain Hannigan?”

“Thirty-five a day,” I said. “ Bo you 
have your own tackle?”

“ No.”
“ Then it’s forty a day,” I said. 

“And you pay for any damage you 
do the tackle. That is, if it’s your

own carelessness. It’s cash with me 
before the trip. You understand how 
it is.”

“ That’s all right,”  he said politely. 
You could feel him holding himself 
in. I had a notion he could be nasty. 
He sure was a big guy and he looked 
like he knew how to handle himself. 
“ I think you’re the man for me, Cap­
tain. Suppose I charter your boat 
for three days, eh? That makes a 
hundred and twenty dollars, doesn’t 
it? And I’ll give you a hundred now 
and settle up the rest on the last day. 
Is that fair enough?”

“ That’s fair enough,”  I said.
He handed me a one-hundred- 

dollar bill, but he didn’t ask for a 
receipt either. I said, “W e’ll need a 
boy to cut bait.” I shrugged. “ Only 
another buck a day.”

He narrowed his eyes. “No. Can’t 
you do that?”

“ I can, but—”
“ Nobody else, Captain. I want to 

be alone. Just you and me. I don’t 
want anybody else around.”  “Then he 
relaxed and smiled. “ I ’m sure that’s 
all right, isn’t it? I want a complete 
rest, you see?”

“ That’ll be all right,”  I said, and 
he left. I decided I didn’t like him. 
I kept wondering what sort of guy 
he was to carry around one-hundred- 
dollar bills like that.

NEXT day the wind died and the 
sea broke out into a fiat calm and 

Mr. Harmon showed up bright and 
early. He’d brought beer and sand­
wiches and I put them in the galley, 
and in a little while we were heading 
southeast for the Stream with the 
engines nearly wide open. , Harmon 
didn’t say much to me. He sat in 
the stern in the open sun, smoking 
a cigar. I remember wondering if he 
was the sort who’d get seasick in a 
swell.

It was a fine day, sunny and some­
times a little cloudy, and I cut the 
stomach off a mullet and baited up 
my heavy tackle because he was an 
amateur and I wasn’t taking any 
chances.

W ell, I won’t tell you the fishing
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details because this isn’t a fishing 
story. He lost two sailfish in the 
morning and it didn’t worry him a 
bit. In the afternoon, he hooked into 
an Allison tuna, which is something 
you don’t hit every day in the week. 
He got his first taste of how a heavy 
fish runs and sounds and it scared 
him. He made me cut his line.

I was pretty disgusted with Mr. 
Harmon when we got back to the slip 
in Key West that night, but I was 
more puzzled than I was sore. It 
was pretty plain that he wasn’t a 
fisherman and didn’t want to learn 
how to be one. You get all kinds when 
you own a charter boat, but you don’t 
often get a guy who’ll spend good 
money on fishing when he don’t want 
to fish.

“ It was a nice day,” Harmon said. 
“ I ’m sorry about that tuna but he 
just scared me a little. I ’ll make a 
better try tomorrow.”

“All right,” I said. He saw how I 
felt about it.

“ I ’m sorry,”  he said again. “ But 
she’s an awfully fine boat. She’s fast 
and she’s big and she doesn’t roll 
at all. I swear, I think she would go 
to Havana safely at that.”

“ She’s been,”  I said laconically. 
“ She has?” He seemed more 

interested than surprised.
“ Mr. Harmon,”  I said, “ if you’re 

worrying about this boat being sea­
worthy, you can forget it. I don’t say 
she’ll weather a hurricane but I ’ve 
been caught in gale force and come 
through. I ’ve got a jury rig for her 
and a sea drag and she heaves to as 
pretty as a sailing ship and rocks as 
comfortably as a cradle. She never 
pooped a sea yet and she never will.” 

“ I’ll see you tomorrow,” , he said, 
his eyes sparkling.

“ You talk about Havana a lot,”  I 
said. “ I ’ll take you across if you want 
to go. I can get the papers and clear 
us for Cuba if you want to go.” 

“ Oh, no,” he said quickly. “Don’t 
do that. I don’t want to go to Havana. 
Forget it, just forget it.”

He was there at the slip later the 
next day and we went right out. He 
tried harder to be interested in the

fishing and we hooked a sailfish one 
hour out and he hardly tried to play 
it. He didn’t lose the fish only because 
it was foul-hooked in the dorsal fin 
and you can’t throw a hook out of 
your fin no matter how good a fish 
you are. It’s got to rip out, and this 
one didn’t. But the fish wasn’t hurt 
and it took a long time to bring him 
to gaff. While he was on the way, 
a shark showed up.

“ What’s wrong?” Harmon grunted 
as I started for the cabin.

“ Shark,” I said. “ I ’ll get a gun. 
He’ll cut your fish in half if he gets 
to him.”

“I ’ve got a gun,” Harmon said. 
“Right here. Go ahead and take a 
shot. It’s loaded but the safety is on.”

He gave me a .45 Colt automatic 
and I hit the shark on the third try 
and drove him off and we landed the 
sailfish. Harmon called it a day then. 
All the way in, I kept thinking about 
him, wondering who he was and what 
sort of man carried century notes and 
a .45 automatic. He carried it on his 
left side in a shoulder holster. Like 
a gangster. I didn’t like it. I was be­
ginning to get uneasy about Mr. Har­
mon now. That shoe-black hair. Like 
a disguise almost. The way his face 
looked, the phony spectacles he wore 
now and then, the dark glasses, the 
black mustache that didn’t look real.

What the hell, I thought. I could 
go to see Frank Swinney, chief of 
police at Key West, and I could tell 
him my suspicions, but I didn’t have 
anything to go on and there might 
be trouble. I had the feeling that Mr. 
Harmon was on the lam and was 
somebody big, somebody they might 
be after. But I didn’t want any 
trouble. One more day, I thought, 
and he’ll be finished. He’ll leave me 
alone and I’ll forget about it. It 
seemed the smartest thing to do, to 
just go along and play ball and then 
forget about him. I didn’t want any 
trouble.

“ Well, Captain,” Harmon said when 
we got back to Key West, “ I don’t 
think I ’ll come out tomorrow. I don’t 
care for fishing much. I can’t keep my 
mind on it and it takes too mubh pa­
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tience. So I think I’ll cancel tomor­
row’s trip.”

“ You can’t do that,” I said. “You 
chartered the boat. I ’ve already 
downed offers for charter for tomor­
row because you were going to be 
using the boat.”

“ I know, I know,” he said. “ I ’ll 
pay for it all right. Don’t worry 
about that. But I figured maybe I ’d 
take a moonlight sail in her tonight 
after dinner. Just a little sail out 
and around and back again. Would 
that be all right?”

Well, I thought, I can finish him up 
that way and maybe get another 
party for tomorrow, and I’ll be doub­
ling up. I’ll be making twice as much 
money] technically, for one day’s 
actual fishing.

“ That’ll be fine,” I said. “That’ll be 
okay.”

“Just a little cruise,” he said. “ Out 
and around in the moonlight. No fish­
ing. I know you can fish at night, but 
no fishing.”

“ All right.”
“ I ’ll bring some beer and sand­

wiches again.”
“ Eight o’clock?”
“ Nine,” he said. “ I wane moonlight. 

It’s my last night in Florida. I ’m 
leaving tomorrow for New York.”

So he left, and I had the tanks 
filled with gasoline again, although 
they didn’t take much, and I took it 
easy. I felt pretty good. I didn’t like 
Mr. Harmon and I didn’t like his 
pistol. But his-money was good and I 
needed it. I felt fine because I was 
glad to get rid of him at a profit. 
It was no fun for me to fish him if 
he didn’t want to fish.

I hung around the wharf a while 
talking with Joe Perry, who also 
operates a fishing boat, the Nita, and 
Joe told me about some Yankee up 
at No Name Key that lost a leg to a 
barracuda. These barracuda we have 
down here, you know, aren’t nearly 
as big as sharks but they’re ten times 
as vicious. They’ll strike you out of 
pure meanness, when a shark won’t 
touch you unless he smells blood or 
something.

Well, I went by Sloppy Joe’s for

a couple of quick ones and talked a 
few minutes with Skinner, the bar­
tender. A crowd came in with Ernest, 
and they were celebrating because 
he’d just got back from another one 
of his trips to Spain, and I wanted to 
hang around, but it was supper time. 
I went on home to supper.

Sarah—that’s my wife—didn’t like 
it at all when I told her about this 
customer.

“You be careful, Tom,” she said.
But I laughe'd and put in half an 

hour helping Johnny with some 
tackle he was rigging up. Johnny’s 
my kid. He’s eight years old.

IT W AS a perfect night. There was 
no wind at all and the moon came 

up, and I waited for him. Somewhere 
southeast, there had been a storm, 
because the storm swells rode in with 
wallowing gentleness and rocked the 
Amber jack in her slip. But they were 
slow soft hills . and would be no 
trouble and I rather looked forward 
to the cruise because I had not been' 
out at night in a long time.

He came at a quarter after nine. 
He looked a little different because 
he was all dressed and he wore a hat 
and carried a bag. I got uneasy; he 
seemed a little excited and I didn’t 
like that bag. But he stalled me first 
and said, “ Sandwiches and beer and 
a few bottles of wine. W e’ll have a 
nice cruise. I ’ve looked forward to 
this. Cast off, Captain, and let’s get 
under weigh, eh?”

I felt uneasy, but I didn’t want any 
trouble. I eased the Amberjack out of 
her slip and headed due south from 
Key West.

After a while, when the town was 
a cluster of lights far astern, he said: 
“ Which way are you heading?”

I figured I’d play safe, just in case 
I ’d suspicioned right, and I said: 
“ Due east. Thought we might run up 
to the old Long Key camp.”

He got up from the fishing chair 
in the stern and came into tht cabin. 
He took a seat across the ship from 
me at the chart table and he watched 
me for a few seconds at the helm. 
Finally he took out his gun. He held
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it carefully in his hand and pointed 
it at my stomach and he said, “ Cap­
tain.”

I’d seen him do it and I got all 
cold. I said, “Mr. Harmon, have you
gone crazy? Don’t point that gun at_ »> me.

“I’m pointing it at you,” he said. 
“ I ’ll use it on you, Captain. You do 
as I say or I’ll plug you.”

“I haven’t done anything,” I said. 
“What do you want to hold a gun 
on me for?”

“ You do as I say,” he snapped, “and 
you’ll live to make the trip back! I ’m 
bound for Havana, mister.”

“We can’t do that,” I said. “W e’ve 
got to have clearance papers. We 
can’t just go to Havana like that.”

“You’re taking me,” he said. “ My 
name isn’t Harmon. It’s Gennico. 
Paul Gennico. I guess you’ve heard 
the name.”  .

“ Paul Gennico!” I said. “ I thought 
I’d seen you before and I did. In the 
newspapers. Only your hair was 
blond and you didn’t have a mustache. 
You disguised yourself. You’re”—I 
swallowed—“you’re wanted in New 
York for kidnaping and murder.”

“ They can’t burn me twice,”  Har­
mon, alias Gennico, said. He smiled, 
and he seemed to feel better—like he 
did in New Rochelle when he slit that 
ten-year-old boy’s throat, I supposed. 
“ I ’ll kill you, Hannigan, if you try 
anything,” he said. “ I ’m bound for 
Havana and you’re taking me there. 
Get to it!” He waved the gun.

“Listen, Mr. Gennico,” I said. “ We 
can’t do it. This compass of mine is 
all haywire. It’s not accurate. It don’t 
work right.”

“You’ve got a radio direction 
finder,” he said. “ You can check your 
position with that, and don’t tell me 
you can’t.”

“All right,” I said. “ You win.”
“ You’re telling me.”
I swung the Amber jack over. So he 

thought we were going due south, but 
we really were heading west toward 
Dry Tortugas, the island they made 
a movie about once and called it The 
Prisoner of Shark Island; remember? 
I turned on the juice and took a radio

bearing but it didn’t mean anything. 
I knew where I was, but I did it as 
an excuse to turn on the Jefferson 
ship-to-shore phone. I left it on the 
Coast Guard frequency and hoped 
that they might pick up some of our 
talk and try and get us. But they 
didn’t.

I waited half an hour but there was 
no sign of them. I talked with 
Gennico and even gave directions to 
the Coast Guard in conversation with 
Gennico, but I guess they never 
picked it up. And all the time I was 
thinking about my wife and kid back 
home and what it would do to us if 
some hoodlum took Johnny away and 
killed him.

It was a spot, a nasty kind of spot, 
and I didn’t feel good at all. If I 
went to Havana, that would be all 
right except that he’d probably shoot 
me offshore so that no one could tell 
that Paul Gennico had escaped from 
the United States to Cuba. I wasn’t 
ready to die so I was damned if I ’d 
head for Havana. The storm swell was 
too gentle. I wished it were really 
rough out, so that he might get really 
sick, so damned seasick that he’d go 
green and have to vomit. I ’d have a 
chance to get my own revolver then. 
But he was probably one of those 
guys who never got sick, not even 
chumming in a fresh wind.

Well, I said to myself, there’s one 
thing to do. I had to take a long 
chance. I got the chart and plotted 
a course for Mud Turtle Reef, which 
lies about half a mile southwest of 
the lighthouse on the Marquesas Key. 
It would hurt the bottom of the 
Amber jack but with luck the screws 
would stay on and maybe the ma­
hogany would stand the shock with­
out splitting.

“ How’s it going, Captain?”
“All right.”
“ No mistakes, Captain. I ’ll shoot 

you. I ’ll shoot you low where it 
hurts.” v

“No mistakes, Mr. Gennico.”
“Good.”
Twenty minutes later, we picked 

up the pencil light of the Marquesas 
lighthouse and Gennico stood up and
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stared at It. "There’s land,”  he said. 
"You’re pulling a fast one, Captain. 
That’s not Havana.”

“ Course it ain’t,” I said. “ That’s 
the Marquesas Key. You got to reach 
that light before we turn full toward 
Havana. It’s the channel.”

“ You’re lying!” he snapped. “ Give 
me that chart.”

“Look for yourself,” I said. “You’ll 
see.” I gave him the chart and prayed 
that he wouldn’t locate the lighthouse 
on the chart right away because I 
had to have a few minutes yet. I 
turned up the engines a little more 
and held on. Mud Turtle Reef wasn’t 
far off now.

“ Where is it?” Gennico snarled. 
“ Can’t you find it yourself?” I said. 
“ You’re stalling. I’ll kill you for 

this, Captain. Show me where it is.” 
I started to show him but that was 

when we reached Mud Turtle Reef.

THE Amber jack rode up the rock 
like a surfboard and I instantly 

killed the engines. W e teetered pre­
cariously a second and then she set­
tled on the rock and held there. 
“ Aground!” Gennico said, and his 
face was terrible. "W e’re aground. 
Captain, you double-crossed me! This 
lighthouse is ’way off our course!” 

“ Now wait a second,” 1 said. “ Don’t 
shoot. Just listen to me for a second.” 

“ Talk fast.”
The Amber jack sat on the reef 

nicely. Her bow and beam were out 
of water. I wondered how she’d stood 
it. I wondered if I’d ripped the bot­
tom off her. It hurt me to do that. 
She was a fine boat.

“ Talk fast,” he said.
“Now listen,” I said. “ I’ve double- 

crossed you right enough, but if you 
give me a chance for my life. I’ll 
give you a chance for yours.”

“ I hold the ace,” he said. “ Talk 
fast. I ought to kill you now.”

“ If you kill me,” I said, “you’re 
finished.”

“ Keep talking, Captain.”
“ W e’re on Mud Turtle Reef off the 

Marquesas Key,” I said. “ This reef is 
only quarter of a mile from shore. 
Look.” I switched on the searchlight

and penciled it through the night 
until I picked up a palm tree. The 
shore looked very close.

“ W ell?”
“ Well this,” I said. I pointed: "The 

ship-to-shore phone has been on the 
whole time. W e’ve been tipping off 
the Coast Guard to the whole thing. 
They’re probably on the way now, 
from Key West.”

“ I’m going to kill you,” Gennico 
said with cold fury.

“Then you’ll kill yourself,” I said. 
“ I’ve got an out for you. I can get 
you ashore.”

“You think I’d try and swim that 
in the dark?”

“ You listen,” I said. “ They’ll be 
here soon. You’ve got a chance to get 
away. I don’t want any trouble. You 
lay off me and I’ll give you an out. 
You throw that gun away over the 
side and I ’ll tell you how to get 
ashore and get away.”

“ I’ve got to get away,” he whis­
pered suddenly. “ I’ve g o ftc^ e t  aw?y 
from here. All right, Captain. But if 
you double-cross me I ’ll strangle you 
with my bare hands.” He towered 
over me savagely. “And I can do it. 
understand me— I can do it I”

He tossed the gun over into the sea 
and it splashed and sank from sight.

“ All right,” I said. “Look at the 
chart. Here’s where we are on Mud 
Turtle Reef. A quarter of a mile to 
shore. If you walk directly north 
northeast, you can walk to shore from 
here! Look at the chart. The reading 
is in feet. It isn’t over three feet any­
where except right in the middle. It 
goes to five there and then drops 
back to two. All you have to do is 
hold to north-northeast by your com­
pass.”

“You rat,” he said, “ I haven’t got 
a compass.”

“ I’ve got a flashlight and a pocket 
compass,” I said. “ Here they are. *lrhe 
chart don’t lie. mister. You’ll put 
ashore at the island in ten minutes, 
walking all the way. Was that a 
motor I heard?”

“ I didn’t hear anything,” he said.
“ I thought I heard a motor,” I 

lied. “ Maybe I ’m wrong.”
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“ Give me that,” he said. He 
snatched the light and compass. 
“ Keep the spotlight on—give me a 
break. I ’ve given you one.”

I didn’t say anything. He was 
scared now, scared stiff. He listened 
again, his imagination making sounds 
for him. “ I think that was a motor,” 
he said. “ I got to lam.” He slid 
overside into three feet of water. 
It came to his thigh. He held hfs 
light on the compass and found the 
NNE point and started walking. I 
held the spotlight across the water 
for him. I didn’t have anything to 
lose, I ’d told him the truth. It was 
shoal water all the way to shore. 
But I hadn’t told him everything. 
I hadn’t told him that if he made 
shore, there was no place to go.

WHEN he was halfway across, I 
saw him stumble, and he let out 
a terrible scream and for a moment 

I thought he’d stepped into a quick­
sand pit, but that wasn’t it. The 
bottom was hard enough there so 
it wasn’t quicksand. He stumbled 
again, screamed worse and then he 
fell forward on his face. I saw his 
light vanish. I turned the spot on 
him but he was gone. He went down 
in four feet of water. Then he came 
up and he struggled toward shore 
again on his knees, but he finally 
fell on- his face and floated east, and 
I knew he’d drowned himself.

I went below and looked at the 
damage to the Amber jack. She had 
a hole in the bow but her bottom

was all right. I went back and turned 
the Jefferson set knob to Ships and 
I said into the phone, “Calling Joe 
Perry’s Nita at Key West. This is 
the Amberjack calling the Nita in 
Key West.”

I turned to Stand B y  and Joe 
Perry cut in : “Hello, Hannigan.
What do you want?”

“I ’m on Mud Turtle,” I said, “with 
a hole in the bow. Come and get me, 
Joe, and bring a couple of men and 
a skiff.”

“ You poor old fool,” he said, “can’t 
you navigate any more?”

“Never mind that,” I said. “You 
come and get me before the sea 
kicks up.”

“ Coming.”
And I turned the set off.
It was only a matter then of wait­

ing for the Nita to arrive and take 
me off the reef. I held the spotlight 
on Gennico’s body until I saw that 
it had drifted to the beach and clung 
there. I knew the tide would hold 
it there until the Nita arrived, so 
I turned off the toplight.

I felt sorry for Gennico, in a way. 
He was such a landlubber. I’d told 
him the truth about shoal waters, all 
right, but I hadn’t told him every­
thing.

Like the fact that the island was 
a virtual prison if he’d made it, and 
that he’d have to wait there for the 
police to take him off.

Or like the fact that this quarter- 
mile stretch of shoal water was 
always alive with barracuda.
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Melrose ducked, clawing 
for his gun, as the masked 

man hurled the chair

by John H. Knox

The Riddle 
of the Gilded Girl

The Wooden Indian of El Paso 
meets his toughest problem in the 
weird death of the Aztec dancer

THE morgue was chill and dank, 
a room o£ gray concrete full of 
that indescribable chemical 

smell which is not wholly chemical 
and not wholly a smell, but a slimy 
and almost tangible something that 
seems to crawl into a man’s throat. 
It was dim save for one bright light 
above a cooling board, and as they 
moved nearer and the thing upon the 
cooling board leaped into view, even 
Hawk Melrose paused, and across 
those chiseled granite features which 
had earned him the nickname, the 
Wooden Indian, there flashed a brief 
look of incredulity.

“ Well,” Sergeant O’Hara said, in 
that voice that was always like two 
sheets of sandpaper rubbed together, 
“ I told you I’d make yer black eyes 
pop out.”

Hawk said nothing, but Cabeza de 
Vaca Perez, his constant shadow, let 
a little weak whistle trickle between 
his lips.

They went nearer.
The girl was beau.tiful, and she was 

more than that. About the shapely 
and unmistakably Mexican contours 
of her face, as about the whole small 
and superbly moulded body, there 
was a statuesque, breathtaking per­
fection usually associated only with 
an inanimate work of art. But it was 
neither her beauty of form nor the 
tragic quiet of the death that froze 
it, whic^ had caused their breath to
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lock in their lungs. It was the fact 
that the girl, from her forehead 
matted with wet dark hair to the 
soles of her small feet, was a glimmer­
ing thing of gold. And in that dim 
place of pallid corpses, she glowed 
and ■shone like something miraculous 
out of folklore.

“ Wouldn’t believe it, would you?” 
O’Hara cackled. “ But there she is, 
just as we fished her from the Rio 
Grande. She was weighted with a 
rock tied with copper wire, but the 
current must have swished her about 
until the wire broke. Tile Mexicans 
who found her are probably still 
crossing themselves. They thought 
it was sorcery.”

" VaJgame Dios!”  Cabeza de Vaqa 
Perez exploded huskily. “And who 
wouldn’t?”

But Hawk Melrose had recovered 
his Sphinx-like composure and was 
bending over the body to read some­
thing that had been printed with a 
small l»ush and black paint on the 
girl’s golden forehead:

She who io i gold betrays,
Golden forever stays.

Hawk straightened, his black eyes 
on the red-headed Irishman’s face. 
“ What’s your idea, O’Hara?”

“ Well,” O’Hara said, “at first 
glance, I thought: love-mad maniac 
kills faithless flame. But on second 
thought it seemed too elaborate for 
a hot-headed killing. Looks more like 
a gang or cult of some sort. Anything 
can happen in Jaurez, you know. I 
figure she betrayed the cult and they 
made an example of her.”

Hawk pondered. “ I think you’re 
right about the love killing being 
out,” he said. “ But so is the cult 
business, I think. One thinks of a cult, 
O’Hara, as having sinister uses for 
dead bodies and secret ways of dis­
posal. No, I should say a gang.”

“But a gang!” O’Hara exclaimed, 
making a spitting sound. “ I can’t fea­
ture any ape-browed border mobster 
having enough imagination to do a 
crime up in a way so—” he faltered.

“Poetic?” Hawk asked. “Yes, hor­
rible, but poetic. And you’re right,

O’Hara. These men are not poets but 
vermin. And when they gild a lily 
they do it to hide something.” 

“ Hide something? What the— ?” 
“ Find that out,” Hawk advised. He 

reached out a long finger and touched 
the gilded flesh. “ Real gold leaf,” he 
mused. “ Thoroughly resistant to 
water. Put on with fat-oil size, I’d 
guess. That holds like hell. I can’t 
tell you exactly what reagent will 
remove it, but any chemist can. And 
remove it you must.”

O’Hara clapped a palm to his fore­
head. “You’re serious? But the doc’s 
already established that she died from 
a blow on the back of the skull and 
there’s no call for any further post­
mortem, so—■”

“ Get it off, O’Hara, get it off,” 
Hawk said, and he walked away.

Back in the early afternoon sun­
light, the gaunt half-Indian private 
detective sauntered with a slow, con­
templative stride. His short, burly, 
excitable assistant, tried to urge him 
on. “Bentham will be waiting, mi 
jefq ; he said two o’clock sharp. And 
he is a man of short temper.”

Hawk did not appear to hear. He 
had stopped before the foyer of a 
theater and was staring at the photo­
graphs displayed under the caption:

B L A S  C O R R ID O  A N D  H IS  M O N ­
T E Z U M A  D A N C E R S  

P R E S E N T IN G  T H E  A N C IE N T  
C E R E M O N IA L  D A N C E S  O F  
M E X IC O

T O N I G H T — X A L A Q U I , O R  T H E  
S A C R I F IC E  O F  T H E  D A N C E R  

A N C IE N T  A Z T E C  R A I N -R I T E , 
S T A R R IN G  M I T Z L I ,  D A N C E  
S E N S A T IO N  O F  M E X IC O

Cabeza de Vaca Perez groaned. 
"Mi jefe,”  he pleaded, “you will not 
go again? Already for three nights—” 

Hawk smiled. “ I am half Indian, 
and you, being a Mexican, are almost 
all Indian. I marvel at the lack of 
response to the art of your ancestors.” 

“Ancestors, bah!” Cabeza de Vaca 
said. “You cannot fool this one, mi 
jefecito. It is the dancers that have 
caught y o u r  e y e s ,  worthless 
strumpets that they are.” He choked 
with rage. Being a family man, he 
was full of righteous utterance on
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such subjects. And his pet terror— 
never yet realized—was that his chief 
would some day tumble for the sort 
of adventuress who was always mak­
ing passes at him.

Hawk clicked his tongue. “ Here, 
here!” He grinned at his dumpy 
assistant. “ Head of a Cow, it is not 
the women as women, but as dancers.”
. “ Caracoles! But they do not even 
dance.”

“ That is the marvel of it,” Hawk 
said. “ Simply by moving in those 
slow processions, even with masked 
faces, they convey a weird emotion 
that is uncanny. They seem not liv­
ing things but the actual ghosts of 
the dead race of Montezuma stalk­
ing across the stage.”

THEY went up to Hawk’s small 
and elegantly plain office in a tall 

building overlooking El Paso’s Plaza. 
Stark Bentham, Director of the El' 
Paso district of the Border Patrol, 
was leaning across the desk, chewing 
a cigar while he toyed nervously with 
the small crystal globe which Hawk 
kept there as an aid to concentration. 
Bentham was a big man, slope-shoul­
dered, with thin sandy hair and a 
hard-jawed red face that could speak 
eloquently with or without words.

“ I wish you’d throw this damned a 
thing out of here,” he growled, giv­
ing the crystal a shove. “ It makes me 
feel like I was coming to a damned 
soothsayer every time I drop in for 
a little help or advice.”

Cabeza de Vaca had gone on into 
the laboratory and Hawk sat down. 
He smiled at Bentham and picked up 
the crystal. “You no believe?”

Then, striking a dramatic pose and 
gazing into the crystal, he began to 
intone: “ I see un hombracho, great, 
sandy-haired, who is angry and an­
noyed. He is an important official, and 
important officials of another nation 
are threatening complaints to his 
chiefs in Washington, because the 
daughter of a great man in the south­
ern government has been stolen and 
perhaps taken across the border 
which the hombracho guards.”

He looked up. Bentham’s jaw had

dropped; the cigar butt was hanging 
loose in his fingers. “How did you 
know?”

Hawk shrugged. “You know, Ben­
tham, that my grapevine straggles 
into many dark places. But I don’t 
reveal sources. Any luck?”

“None!” Bentham groaned. “ You 
know, I suppose, that the girl is the 
daughter of the old war-horse, Gen­
eral Adan Oliveros. He is still a pow­
erful figure, though temporarily out 
of power, and now he is accusing the 
opposing faction in the coming elec­
tions, of being behind the kidnap­
ping. They’ve managed to keep it 
quiet so far—on both sides of the 
border. But it’s ready to erupt. 
There’s reason to believe she’s really 
been brought into this country, and if 
the Border Patrol has let them get by 
with that, well,” he sighed, “it may 
mean my official neck.”

“What have you done?” Hawk 
asked.

“ Everything!” B e n t h a m  said. 
“ Combed the underworld, set a watch 
on all planes, trains, busses, high­
ways. Contacted every known stool- 
pigeon and scattered bribes like water. 
The wise ones say no known gang 
or smuggling ring would touch any­
thing with so much political dyna­
mite in it. Now I’ve come to you, 
Hawk, precisely because that grape­
vine of yours does straggle into so 
many dark places. And I see you 
know something about the business 
already.”

Hawk nodded, “ But I,” he said, 
“have had the same reports. No regu­
lar mob would dare try that. I ’ve 
been wondering if it might not be— 
well, something worked from the in­
side.”

Bentham’s brows knotted. “ I can’t 
believe it!” he said, as if arguing 
with himself. “ I ’ve talked to the old 
general, who’s in town. Or rather, 
he’s talked to me—threatens to blow 
the lid off if I don’t get some re­
sults in the next twelve hours. I think 
he’s honest, damn his hide, and earnest 
too. And if it gets to the papers, the 
Border Patrol will be a joke, and 
I—”
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"All the same,” Hawk cut him 
short, “you’ve had the same idea?” 

“ About the inside job angle?” Ben- 
tham paused. “ Well, to tell the truth, 
I ’ve had it dinned into me. This 
young aviator—Arch Walling, you’ve 
heard of him—was engaged to marry 
the girl, against the old general’s 
wishes, and they were all set to elope, 
when the girl vanishes. But wait, I’ll 
let you talk to him.”

HE TOOK the phone and called a 
hotel. They sat smoking in si­

lence and in a very short time Arch 
Walling appeared. He was a tall 
young man, with black hair and 
clipped mustache, and a graceful 
greyhound-leanness that made him a 
very picturesque figure about the 
local hotel lobbies. He was a well- 
known stunt flyer and adventurer of 
sorts. Now, however, he appeared to 
have the jitters. Introductions over, 
he spoke fast and nervously.

“ It’s like this, Mr. Melrose. The 
old -general hates my guts, if you’ll 
pardon my bluntness, and wants 
Lucia—Miss Oliveros—to marry some 
fat bean-merchant back home. But 
she agreed to elope with me anyhow 
in my plane. Then when I go to meet 
her, she’s not there, and the next 
thing I hear is this kidnap rumor.” 

“ And you think the old general 
himself—” Hawk began.

“Well,” Walling said, “two and two 
makes four. The old man’s fighting 
to get back into power with the next 
elections, and Lucia is the idol of her 
state. Now in addition to squelching 
me, if he can lay it onto his political 
opponents that they’ve kidnapped 
Lucia, the populace will be so fight­
ing mad they’ll sweep him in with 
a landslide and—”

“ Have there been any ransom de­
mands yet?” Hawk asked.

“ I understand,” Walling said, “ that 
they left a note telling him to get two 
hundred thousand pesos together and 
wait for further instructions, which 
sounds like a stall too.” He lit a 
cigarette with shaky fingers. “ But 
if I just knew she was safe, if I just 
knew! Mr. Melrose, can’t you do

something, give me something to do?”
“ Brace up, Walling,” Hawk told 

him, “ I ’ll do what I can. Go back 
to your hotel now and stay sober 
and as calm as you can, and if I work 
out some approach to the problem, 
I’ll call you in. What’s your hotel 
and room?”

Walling told him and Hawk jotted 
it down. When the flyer had gone 
out, Bentham said, “Plenty upset, that 
kid.” He grinned wryly. “ But no 
more than I am. Well, Hawk, you’re 
going to help me. I’ll have a group 
of picked officers at my office at six, 
and I want you to think the matter 
over in the meantime, and then join 
us and we’ll make plans together.”

“ Can’t, tonight,” Hawk said. 
“ Sorry. Tomorrow maybe.”

Bentham jumped. “ But you told 
that kid—”

“ Couldn’t discourage him,” Hawk 
said. “ But. after all, if the old gen­
eral’s at the bottom of it, what can 
we do?”

“ Unmask him;” Bentham said hotly, 
“and save my face anyhow!”

The phone rang. Hawk answered.
“ Hunt? Yeah. Sure, I ’m going there 

again tonight—the fourth night now. 
A new angle? Well, come on up.”  He 
hung up.

Bentham scowled. “Hunt? What 
Hunt was that?”

“Narcotics undercover man,” Hawk 
said.

Bentham snorted. “ So that’s it! 
Turn me off to help that young 
shrimp with some petty dope­
smuggling case, and my career, my 
very job—”

“ He’s got one too,” Hawk said smil­
ing. “Young fellow trying to get 
ahead. W ife and kids. Besides, his 
case interests me, which your politi­
cal kidnapping doesn’t. Hunt’s on the 
trail of some new kind of dope never 
heard of before in this country— 
weird stuff. Unbelievable, almost. No, 
wait, Bentham.”

The Border Patrol Director had 
got up, was .reaching for his hat. 
Hawk took his arm. “ Wait, amigo. 
I’m not turning you down. I simply 
don’t see a clear angle to your case
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now, and I promised Hunt. But I’ll 
put Perez on that Oliveros business 
and maybe he can dig up something 
we can get our teeth into.”

“All right,” Bentham muttered 
coldly, and turned and went out.

Cabeza de Vaca Perez, who as 
usual had been eavesdropping behind 
the laboratory door, now burst into 
the room. “Mi jefe, you should not! 
Senor Bentham is a man of power.” 
Then he paused, knowing the useless­
ness of such appeals to Hawk, who 
had now lapsed into his chair. An­
other thought struck the assistant 
and his face brightened. “ But some- 
theeng else I hear too, mi jefe. When 
you talk to Hunt over the phone, you 
say, ‘Sure, I go again tonight—the 
fourth time.’ To the theater, you mean, 
eh? So it is not the women that 
interest you then, but a case?”

Hawk nodded. “ A weird business,” 
he said. “Hunt’s been trying to get 
at certain marijuana sources, and he’s 
picked up a specimen who doesn’t 
fit into any of the usual dope-addict 
categories. He shadows the fellow to 
a room, and sees him sitting at a 
table staring at a gun. Hunt walks 
in on him, and makes some friendly 
remark, but the man neither answers, 
nor covers him with the gun either, 
as Hunt half expects. Hunt goes to­
ward him but the man doesn’t move, 
and then it occurs to Hunt that the 
staring maniac is just waiting for him 
to get close to shoot him, so he slams 
a right to the man’s jaw. The man 
falls back to the floor and a cigarette 
tray jars off the table and a burning 
snipe falls in the open collar at the 
man’s throat. Still the man lies there 
staring, though Hunt swears he could 
smell his flesh burning.

“ Hunt says it gave him the creeps. 
He' knocked the cigarette off, and 
still the man just stared. Hunt then 
yelled, ‘Get up!’ and the man got up. 
He yelled, ‘Get your hat!’ and the 
man did. Hunt had the creeps sure 
enough now. He said it was like fheet- 
ing with a real zombie, a soulless, 
walking dead man. He swears he took 
that man to headquarters without 
ever laying a hand on him.”

Cabeza de Vaca whistled. “ I hear 
of such things among the Nagual 
men,” he said, “when I am a child. 
It is a bad thought. “ But, mi jefe, 
what has this to do with the Monte­
zuma Dancers of Bias Corrido?” 

Hawk lit a cigarette and leaned 
back in his chair. “ Maybe nothing,” 
he said. “ Just a hunch of mine. But 
from the first time I watched those 
dancers, their weird movements in 
the processionals, the way they were 
able to hold the most difficult poses 
for long periods, without a muscle 
twitching, an eyelid batting, the im­
pression they gave of being not liv­
ing things, but dead things—ghosts— 
I wondered how it was done. It wasn’t 
normal, it wasn’t human. Hypnotism? 
I discarded that. A drug of some 
sort ? It didn’t seem- to quite fit any 
drug I knew, but it puzzled me and 
I kept going back. Then, when Hunt 
told me—”

A  KNOCK at the door Interrupted 
him. Hawk called,. “ Come in,” 

and a slight, shabby, unshaven young 
man, his hat low over his eyes, 
shuffled in. But once the droor was 
closed, he straightened, his furtive 
eyes came level, his facial muscles 
tense.

“ Can’t risk it for long,” he said. 
“ I may have been followed. But I 
wanted to tell you our zombie came 
out of his trance, and after being 
sullen and silent a while, cracked 
and talked. Said he was down and 
out and wanted to shoot himself and 
heard of some weird powders that 
made a man insepsible to pain. He 
bought some from a big negroid 
Mexican who stays in the dive he’s in. 
He took the stuff, but then he didn’t 
want to kill himself, or do anything 
but just sit and stare.”

“You got some of the drug?” Hawk 
asked.

The undercover agent nodded, pro­
duced a folded white paper to which 
still clung a small amount o f an 
orange-yellow powder. “He had only 
a little of it left. Our chemists can’t 
make anything of it.”

Hawk looked at the stuff. “ Now
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about this negroid Mexican who 
peddled it. There’s an ugly looking 
giant of that description who plays 
the part of the Aztec priest in Bias 
Corrido’s pageant.”

“He’s the man,” Hunt said. “ I re­
membered your remarks about those 
dancers, showed our zombie the 
giant’s picture, and he identified him. 
But before arresting him, I want to 
get his cache. So I ’m going to wait 
until he goes off for the performance 
tonight and then raid his room. I 
thought maybe you’d want to go 
along.”  '4

“You thought right,” Hawk said. 
They arranged to meet at seven.

Hunt went out, and Hawk leaned 
back in his chair. “I wonder,” he 
mused, " if we have found a modern 
Svengali, one who drives his puppets 
to superhuman performances, not by 
hypnotism, but by some weird, un­
godly drug? Arabian Nights stuff 
again, eh. Head of a Cow?”

. “T oo ranch Arabian Nights,”  
Cabeza de Vaca said. “ But look, mi 
jefe, something occurs to my simple 
mind while Senor Bentham is talk­
ing to you. Beautiful Mexican girl 
is kidnapped; beautiful Mexican girl 
is found dead in river. No possible 
connection, you think?”

Hawk said: “You can be sure Ben- 
tham’s kept up with anything the 
police have found. He was probably 
at police headquarters as soon as they 
brought that girl in, and he’d have 
made sure it wasn’t Lucia Oliveros, 
you can bet. He probably forgot to 
mention it because he was so wrapped 
up in his personal problem.”

He picked up the paper with the 
orange powder which Hunt had left 
and started into his laboratory.

“ Go and get our tickets for the per­
formance at the theater tonight,” he 
told Cabeza. “ If Hunt and I don’t 
get through in time for the show, you 
just go and get that distracted young 
airman and take him with you. May­
be it will calm him, keep him from 
doing anything rash. And while 
you’re out, contact Torriente and 
Rojo and see if they’ve heard any 
more about this Oliveros business.

For an hour Hawk puttered at the 
long laboratory table which bristled 
with microscopes and test tubes and 
all the latest paraphernalia for scien­
tific crime-detection. From time to 
time he went to a bookcase at the 
back of the room, selected a book 
and carried it back. He consulted 
pharmacopoeias and chemical tomes. 
He made a call to a professor at the 
College of Mines. He came from the 
phone shaking his head. The orange- 
yellow powder completely baffled 
him.

He selected other books and chose 
an easy chair under a bridge lamp. 
Secret Cults of India and Tibet he 
discarded after a brief perusal' of 
the chapter headed Drugs. Practices 
of the African Witch-Men he found 
more interesting.

He began to read.
He was still reading when a knock 

at the office door interrupted him. 
He laid his book aside and went to 
answer it. It was Sergeant O’Hara. 
The Irishman wore a sheepish grin. 
“ Well, we found it,”  he began. “W e 
found it on her—whatever it is. But 
damn your black eyes, how you can 
see through a layer of gold leaf is 
more than I—”

“What?” Hawk snapped. “ What 
did you find?”

O’Hara was carrying a big brown 
envelope. “Marks on the girl’s back,” 
he said. “Tattoo marks. Away down 
at the waist they were, where they 
wouldn’t show even with the scantiest 
gown on her. But what a girl would 
want to tattoo herself like that for—”

He had been pulling a big photo­
graph from the envelope and now 
he laid it on the desk. Hawk bent over 
it, tense with interest. It was an en­
largement. You could see the pore- 
pitted skin and against it four queer 
little hieroglyphics. Hawk’s black 
eyes blinked, then squinted as flashes 
of yellow fire lanced under the dark 
lids.

O’Hara was grinning. “ Now you 
got it,”  he said, “what you going to 
do with it? Know what they are?”

“Yes,” Hawk answered.
O’Hara’s jaw fell. “You’re bluffin’ !”
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“ Oh, no,” Hawk answered. “They’re 
characters from the ancient Aztec 
pictograph writing. I happen to have 
made a study of it.”

“The devil!” O’Hara exclaimed. 
Then: “Well, will you kindly tell 
me— ?”

“ I ’ll tell you what each of those 
little figures represents,” Hawk said. 
“The first is a mousetrap, the second 
is an eagle, the third is a lancet, the 
fourth is a hand.”

“ W ell?” O’Hara was scratching his 
red hair. “And what the hell does 
that indicate?” Then, when Hawk 
didn’t answer, “That ain’t all you’re 
going to tell me?”

“That’s all,” Hawk said. “ I ’ll prob­
ably call you later.”

After O’Hara had gone out mut­
tering, Hawk sat down. Outwardly 
he was still composed, but inwardly 
he was quivering like a leashed hunt­
ing dog. And this inward thrill was 
the breath of life to Hawk Melrose. 
The son of a Cherokee oil heiress and 
an Oklahoma sheriff (the sheriff had 
died four years ago at the hands of 
a border mob), Hawk lived only to 
stalk the shadowy wolves of crime, 
hoping always that some lucky break 
would lead him eventually to his 
father’s murderers.

Now he sat holding the crystal 
globe and forcing himself to con­
centrate. The problem now was 
largely one of procedure. He sat for 
three quarters of an hour. Then he 
got up, spoke briefly with O’Hara 
over the1 telephone, and then went 
back into a dressing room beyond the 
laboratory where he busied himself 
before a mirror with greasepaint.

AT SEVEN o’clock, two stooped, 
shabby looking men, one tall, one 

short, walked up the stairway to the 
Alameda rooms on South El Paso 
Street. Hunt, the undercover man, 
already had a room there. They went 
to this room on the third floor, waited 
a few minutes, then crept softly down 
the dim, dank hall to Room 347. They 
entered with a skeleton key.

It was dim and malodorous; cloth­
ing and shoes lay on the rumpled

bed and on the littfered floor. Scraps 
of theatrical costume hung from nails 
on the wall. Hawk drew the blind, 
snapped on the fly-specked light-bulb, 
and after a survey of the room, went 
straight to the small, old-fashioned 
iron-bound trunk in one corner.

Keys from a compact black-leather 
kit tinkled, and presently the trunk 
lid came up. The two men stared. In­
side was a tin coffee can, a stack of 
folded white papers—and something 
else. It looked at first almost like a 
living thing, like a monstrous reddish 
spider crouched in its web. But as 
Hawk lifted it out, Hunt saw that it 
was a root of some sort, hard as rock, 
of an orange-reddish color, with a 
mass of slim tendrils spreading in 
tangled cables from the main stem.

Hunt frowned. “ Got any idea what 
it is?”

Hawk nodded. “Kingo,”  he said, 
“ the most horrible drug of the East 
African Snake Men. I don’t know 
if the Federal law mentions it,, but 
whoever peddles this, damnable stuff 
should be hanged.”

Hunt said: “ I can grab the fellow 
now, at the theater.”

Hawk shook his head. “ Show’s 
about to start; he can’t get back here 
now. I ’d just wait until it’s over. 
Have the place surrounded. By then 
I may have developed some business 
with Bias Corrido too. I ’d just take 
this stuff on to headquarters, and 
begin posting your men about the 
theater.”

After Hunt had gone out carrying 
a bundle containing the queer root 
and the can of orange powder, Hawk 
still crouched by the trunk, think­
ing. He was thinking of a dead girl, 
golden from head to foot. He knew 
a number of things now, but there 
was still the question: why?

Suddenly he stiffened. There was 
an inner door connecting this room 
to the next one and Hawk’s roving 
eye had caught a peculiar glitter in

A U T H O R ’S  N O T E :  T h e  kingo  in  th is  s t o r y  is  n o t  a 
p r o d u c t  o f  m y  im a g in a t io n , h u t a  re a l d»-ug, u n k n o w n  in 
c iv il iz e d  la b o r a to r ie s  u n t il  a  f e w  y e a r s  a g o . In  d e s c r ib in g  
its  e f fe c ts  I  h a v e  n o t  e x a g g e r a te d ,  b u t  s tu ck  t o  th e  fa c ts  
g iv e n  b y  F . G . C a rn o ch a n , o f  th e  S m ith s o n ia n  In s t itu ­
t io n ,  in  h is  tr e a t is e . Secret Empire o f  the Snake Men.



JOHN H. KNOX 57

the wide crack3 beneath it. He was 
across the room in a flash, and his 
fingers came away from the crack 
with thin flakes of gold clinging to 
them.

In an instant he had inserted a 
skeleton key and softly opened the 
door. He waited, then he stepped in. 
The shade was drawn and the room 
was almost dark, but Hawk could 
see the long table in the center, 
could see the flat, long-haired brushes, 
the buffer, the flakes of gold leaf that 
still littered the floor. His nerves 
tingled. He had four^d, if not the 
actual murder-room, at least the room 
where the dead body of a girl had 
been transformed into a golden image.

He closed the door behind him 
quietly, took one step toward the table 
and halted. In that vivid flash of 
awareness there was only time to 
curse his own carelessness. Then he 
was ducking, was clawing for his gun 
as the tall shape, masked, swathed in 
a. dark slicker, surged from the op­
posite closet. But there was no shot. 
There was just a chair hurtling 
through the air, crashing against his 
skull. Then blackness.

Hawk opened his eyes with a chok­
ing sensation in his throat, a bitter 
taste in his mouth. Whether he had 
been out for seconds or hours, he 
couldn’t be sure, and there was a 
dim memory of having choked and 
strangled over something and there 
was the fact that his body seemed un­
injured.

Odd. He flicked on his flash. The 
room was empty now, the closet door 
open; he was lying on the floor. Then 
he saw it—the spilled orange powder, 
the half-filled glass of water—and 
sudden panic jelled his blood and he 
began to spit. The man hadn’t wanted 
to kill him, and he hadn’t bothered 
to tie or gag him, and the reason was 
obvious: he had forced some of the 
kingo down his throat!

“ Well,” Hawk thought, %  don’t 
suppose I swallowed enough to—”

Then he tried to get up and 
couldn’t. He didn’t have the will to 
move. The truth came to his fading 
faculties then and he managed to

take a pen from his pocket, to scrawl 
laboriously on a used envelope: Call 
immediately—

Then the pen fell from his fingers; 
he couldn’t even write the phone 
number. His head fell back. The dim 
ceding, its pattern of shadows, ab­
sorbed him completely. He was fully 
alive, fully aware of every sound— 
the blood pulse in his ears, the tick 
of his watch, occasional steps in the 
hall. There was nothing wrong with 
his limbs; they could move; he simply 
lacked the will to move them. The 
last thing he felt was a stab of pain 
at the knowledge of his certain fail­
ure. Then he lacked the will to think, 
even—will, energy, initiative, were 
dead. Then nothing mattered, noth­
ing mattered at all. There was only 
the shadowy ceiling.

The effects of the drug left him as 
quickly as they had come. He jerked 
up, thoughts and emotions tumbling 
back to him with the sharpness of 
acid or fire. “ He didn’t get enough 
down me,” was his first thought and 
then he looked at his watch. It was 
nine-thirty; he had lain there for two 
solid hours. Too late now!

He got up. Aside from a faint grog­
giness, he felt all right. He swept 
the room with his flash. The man had 
been wearing a raincoat—probably 
the same one he had used when they 
gilded the girl, to keep the gold leaf 
from clinging to his clothing. Frag­
ments of the stuff covered the floor. 
His eye fell on an overturned can 
marked Fat-Oil Gold Size. Near the 
edge of the spreading oil stain was 
the mark of a sharp-toed shoe.

Hawk went out, walked swiftly up 
El Paso Street. Too late, too late, 
too late. A fool! They’d made a fool 
of the wooden Indian.

HE REACHED the theater. In­
credibly, there was no excite­

ment. He passed the front and came 
into the alley on which the stage 
entrance debouched. Amazedly he 
saw loitering shapes whom he recog­
nized as Hunt’s Narcotics men. Then 
a hand was on his arm. It was Ser­
geant O’Hara.
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“ It’s about time for the curtain to 
go down on the intermission,” he 
whispered. “ If you’ve got something 
here, why wait?”

Hawk nodded. “ Come on.”
O’Hara spoke softly to the wide- 

eyed doorman at the stage entrance. 
The man opened his mouth to protest. 
A plainclothes man came out of the 
shadows and stood guard on the door­
man while Hawk and O’Hara went 
in.

“ He’ll pass the word on to Hunt,” 
O’Hara muttered. “You’d better really 
have something here, Hawk.”

They passed into backstage con­
fusion. From a group of startled 
stagehands, fat, oily-haired Bias Cor- 
rido fluttered toward them.

“ Stop! You cannot—” he squealed. 
O’Hara gripped his arm, growled in 

his ear as he propelled him toward 
the wings. Slow music was reaching 
a finale. The scene on the stage had 
frozen. Xalaqui, the dancer, symbol 
of the maize, lay on the altar, and the 
huge negroid Mexican in Aztec 
priest’s garb, stood over her, a glitter­
ing obsidian knife poised. The curtain 
was coming down amidst a thunder of 
applause.

The curtain was down. Hawk 
stepped out; there was an automatic 
in his right hand. “Just hold the 
pose,” Hawk said, in tones that rang 
above the din of the milling crowd 
beyond the curtain. He turned 
slightly. “Hunt?” Hunt moved up be­
side him. “ All right, let’s start herd­
ing them out. Somebody go and an­
nounce that the show’s over.”

THEY occupied a large back room.
Hunt’s Narcotics men and de­

tectives from the Homicide Squad 
guarded the doors. The costumed 
members of the troupe sat on divans 
and chairs, silent, indifferent, queerly 
apathetic—all except the huge, neg­
roid Mexican, who stood in an at­
titude of attention.

Bias Corrido was declaiming: “ It 
is an outrage! What if I do give 
my dancers a certain harmless drug 
which makes them enter into the 
spirit of the thing? Could I know it

was being sold?” He paused to glare 
at the burly Aztec priest. “ Fool, 
burro, lechon! I f I know you sell the 
stuff, I would beat you black and 
blue.” He appealed to the three men 
facing him. “ I fire heem, I promise 
you. He have thees drug which he 
get from Voodoo men. I use it, but 
I do not sell.”

“Never mind that!” Hawk cut him 
short. “You’re being arrested, Corrido, 
for murder.”

“ M u rd er !”  the fa t M exican 
shrieked. “You are not serious, 
senor?” But his face had gone livid 
with terror.

“ Oh, yes,” Hawk said. “For the 
murder of that dancer of yours whom 
you covered with gold leaf and in­
scribed with a misleading rhyme. You 
did that to keep her from being iden­
tified as a member of your troupe of 
drugged slaves.” He turned to one of 
the masked dancing girls, seated like 
an image on a divan. He snapped his 
fingers. “Come here—you!”

Mechanically the girl rose, stepped 
toward them. Hawk spun her about. 
She stood utterly still while he pulled 
the waist of her scant costume lower 
and exposed the cream-colored skin 
on the small of her back. There, in 
small, black tattoo marks, were the 
curious little figures which O’Hara 
had photographed on the back of the 
dead girl.

“ Great Guns!” O’Hara said. “Brands 
them like slaves so they can’t escape 
him. But how did you guess, Hawk— 
that mousetrap and eagle stuff, and 
all?”

Hawk smiled, indicating each of 
the tiny figures in turn. “ Mousetrap, 
eagle, lancet, hand,” he said. “ Makes 
no sense? But in the Aztec language, 
mousetrap is montli, eagle is quanhtli, 
lancet is zo, hand is maitl. Put it to­
gether, and you have approximately, 
Motequanhzoma, or Montezuma, as 
we spell it now. It is the Aztec pic- 
tograph for the ancient king’s name. 
These are the Montezuma Dancers. 
Do you see now why Bias had to 
cover up those tattoo marks on the 
dead girl’s back?”

Bias Corrido was quaking. “But I
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do not understand. What is all this 
about a dead girl? W hy should I keel 
one of my dancers?”

Hawk didn’t answer, for just then 
there was a commotion at the door. 
An excited voice was protesting, 
“But I can come in! I am Cabeza de 
Vaca Perez, of the Hawk Melrose 
agency.”

Hawk turned, grinning. But the 
first figure to come through the door 
was the lean, haggard shape of the 
young airman, Arch Walling. He took 
two steps into the room, stopped and 
snarled a curse at Cabeza &e Vaca, 
who followed him gripping a gun.

“ I want to know,”  Walling de­
manded, “why this idiot has been 
holding me with a gun!”

Cabeza de Vaca broke in, “Mi jefe, 
I am sorry if I do wrong. I go for 
thees young man as you tell me, take 
heem to the show to distract his mind. 
He come, but when the show starts 
he get up and leave. I am worried 
when he does not come back. Maybe 
he keel heemself because of the girl. 
I hunt about theater, wait outside. 
Half hour later I catch heem coming 
up alley. He looks loco, wild. I am 
much afraid for heem now. I poke gun 
to heem; sure enough he has a gun; 
I take it. What can I do? Let heem 
go? No, I take heem into restaurant, 
into curtained booth, and I hold heem 
with gun while he beg and threaten. 
He must see hees friend, Bias Cor- 
rido. But I say, ‘Wait till intermis­
sion.’ Then I think I find you, mi jefe, 
and see what to do.”  He stared un­
certainly at Hawk.

“You did perfectly right, Head of 
a Cow,” Hawk said. Then to the gap­
ing, twitching airman: “Go over there 
and sit down, Walling.”

Walling went to a divan and sat. 
His hands shook so that when he 
tried to light a cigarette, he couldn’t. 
Hawk stared at him keenly. The air­
man slumped with his feet straight 
out ahead of him, and suddenly 
Hawk’s eyes slitted and his jaw went 
tight. He turned on Bias Corrido, his 
bronze face becoming abruptly hard 
and craggy to the point of cruelty.

“ Bias,” he said, “you asked me a

question which.a moment ago I should 
have had to guess at. Now I know. 
And it means the electric chair for 
you—and some others. Heretofore I 
had only suspicion, but now—” He 
turned to one o f the plainclothes 
men. “ One of those dancing girls,”  he 
said, “ lacks, I believe, the Corrido 
brand. I imagine it’s the one who 
played the part of the Sacrificial 
Dancer. Go and see.”

In utter silence the man stepped to 
the girl, told her to rise, examined her 
back. Where the other girls had been 
branded, her creamy flesh was bare.

“ Turn her around,” Hawk ordered, 
“and remove that mask.”

THE papier mache mask came away.
Revealed was the pale olive, del­

icate-featured face of a dark-haired 
girl—a face of culture and refinement, 
and breeding. But it was masklike 
now, dead and dull as a sleepwalker’s. 
Hawk took one look at her, then faced 
the startled detectives, smiling. “ Gen­
tlemen,” he said, “ I present the Sen- 
orita Lucia Oliveros!”

T̂ he words fell like a bombshell. 
But before any of them could speak, 
Arch Walling sprang to his feet, 
lurched toward a window. The big 
fist of a plainclothes man slammed 
him back to the floor. Bias Corrido 
suddenly wilted into a chair and be­
gan to shake.

Then Hawk was standing over the 
airman, an almost Satanic grin on his 
gaunt face as he said, “ You should 
have killed me, Walling, instead of 
feeding me that dope. No, I didn’t 
know it was you then, but I ’ve had 
my eye on you from the start. Your 
act was overdone, your accusations 
of General Oliveros too pat. That’s 
why I sent Cabeza de Vaca, my favor­
ite bloodhound, to stay with you, just 
in case. But you grew suspicious, you 
had to go back to that murder room 
and see if anything had been dis­
covered. And you caught me there 
and took me like a greenhorn, W al­
ling. But you should have killed me. 
Also, after stepping in that fat-oil, 
and with the floor littered with gold 
leaf, you should have changed your
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shoes. Up in the arch of your shoe, 
near the heel, some of it is still cling­
ing.”

He paused. Walling was trying to 
get his facial muscles under control. 
“ But you’re wrong,” he stammered. “ I 
don’t understand.”

“ Oh, yes, you do,” Hawk said. “ Miss 
Oliveros cannot speak now, because 
that drug has numbed her brain, made 
her a robot who can only dumbly 
qbey orders or follow a routine. But 
when she is all right, she will talk. 
She will tell us, doubtless, of how, 
after agreeing to elope with you, she 
changed her mind, decided to obey 
her father, and of how you, enraged 
a. losing the slice of her father’s 
wealth you were after, decided to get 
it anyhow, to kidnap her and hold 
her for ransom.

“You probably brought her across 
the border in your plane. But you 
knew that your danger only began 
then. If you flew on into the interior 
with her, you’d certainly be missed. 
But where to hide her? You thought 
of your friend Bias Corrido and his 
troupe of drugged dancers. It was a 
brilliant stroke. The safest place to 
hide her would be right before the 
eyes of the public. You must have 
read Poe’s story, The Purloined Let­
ter once.

“ W e’re guessing a little now. Bias 
may have used the scheme to smuggle 
aliens before. That doesn’t matter. 
What matters is that the girl, Mitzli,

whose place in the act you decided 
Lucia Oliveros was to take, must have 
balked at the plan. My guess is that 
her murder wasn’t deliberated, but 
resulted in a row in which you or 
Bias struck her and killed her. And 
now you were in a mess, with a dead 
girl on your hands, a girl tattooed 
with Corrido’s mark, and a dead 
body’s not easy to dispose of. I f  you 
threw her in the river, even weighted 
down, the body might be found. If 
you cut the tattoo marks out of the 
flesh, or mutilated her there, it would 
still leave an important clue—the 
fact that some identifying mark in 
that spot had been eradicated. Then 
you hit on the gold leaf, and that was 
brilliant. You probably had a supply 
for use on scenery and costumes. And 
it was better than paint, or anything 
else. Then, with the rhyme you wrote 
on her forehead, you could make the 
whole thing look like the work of a 
jealous maniac. Yes, it was brilliant. 
O’Hara can testify, Fm sure, that the 
stuff was hell to remove.”

O’Hara nodded.
Arch Walling openeu his lips to 

protest, but no words came, so he 
closed them again. Hawk turned to 
the others. “ Well, gentlemen,” he 
said, “ there they are. Fight over 
them. . . . Head of a Cow, let us 
go. I am tired, and I ’ve got to find 
Stark Bentham and assure him that 
international amity has been re­
stored.”
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The Forgotten Man-Killer
by Hugh B. Cave

How does a man feel when he 
goes to the death house—or when 
he kills everything that he values?

THE other night I was reading a 
story in a magazine, and while 
it didn’t do much to me at the 

time, later on I got to thinking about 
it and felt uncomfortable. I mean it 
would never go down in history as a 
real good story, but still it got under 
your skin, long after you turned to 
something else.

And I thought, Angelo Pucci’s 
story is like that. Maybe I ought to 
tell it.

If you saw the newspapers last 
January, you already know a little bit 
about Angelo. When his brother 
Nicky was arrested, they put a lot 
about Angelo in the papers, how he 
played in a symphony orchestra and 
had four kids, and was positive Nicky 
was innocent.

They had his picture in a couple of

times, too, but the pictures didn’t do 
him justice. They didn’t show you 
Angelo’s round dark eyes that always 
looked as if they were ready to cry. 
They didn’t show you how he would 
always lean forward and talk in a 
whisper when he had anything im­
portant to tell you.

I knew him eight or nine years, and 
Nicky too. They were both born in 
this country, though you wouldn’t 
think so to look at them. Sometimes 
we’d ask them questions about Italy, 
about Mussolini and Ethiopia and all 
the1 rest of it. Nicky would always 
argue and get hot under the collar, 
sometimes for Mussolini, sometimes 
against him. But you never could get 
a rise out of Angelo.

“ All you think about,” he’d say, “ is 
politics. You think of Italy, you think 
of guns and uniforms and foolish men 
yelling in big loud voices. Me, I think 
of—”

I couldn’t give it to you the way he 
said it, so I ’d better leave it alone.
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But there was music in it. You could 
hear birds singing and smell grapes, 
and see how blue the water is in the 
Mediterranean.

The night they arrested Nicky for 
the murder of that nurse, Angelo was 
playing in the orchestra. He didn’t 
hear about it until he got home and 
found a couple of cops at the house 
firing questions at Mama. Then he 
rushed down to the police station to 
talk to his brother, but they wouldn’t 
let him.

For the next three or four weeks 
Angelo didn’t play in any orchestras. 
He pretty near went crazy trying to 
find someone to help him. The papers 
were full of the murder, and the con­
sensus of opinion around town was 
that Nicky was guilty.

Maybe you remember some of the 
details. This girl, Anna DiMasi, had 
gone out steady with Nicky for three 
or four months, and they were plan­
ning on getting married. She was a 
nurse at the city hospital, and Nicky 
drove a truck for a laundry.

The night they found her dead, she 
was in her own car, way out on a 
country road, and she was strangled. 
Nicky swore he wasn’t out with her 
that night. He said he was drinking 
around town, feeling miserable be­
cause Anna was starting to go out 
with another guy, a fellow named 
Anthony Stasio. He said he hadn’t 
seen her since the night before, but 
he couldn’t prove it. He couldn’t even 
prove he’d be'en around drinking in 
various barrooms. Plenty of people 
must have seen him, but no one would 
come forward and say so.

On the othet hand, this Anthony 
Stasio had a flock of friends to swear 
that he’d been over to the New Social 
Club that night. At least half a dozen 
men had seen him in there, off and on 
during the evening, and by piecing 
their testimony together he estab­
lished an alibi that was airtight.

At least, it sounded airtight to the 
police, and with Anthony Stasio 
eliminated, Nicky didn’t have a 
chance. They said he killed the girl 
in a fit of anger because she was going 
out with someone else.

Angelo hired the best lawyer in the 
city, but the lawyer didn’t have much 
hope. “This isn’t a case of who mur­
dered Nicky’s sweetheart,” he said. 
“ It’s a case of who is going to be 
Governor when the people go up to 
vote at the next election.”

I had heard the same story from 
several politicians around town, and 
it seemed a terrible thing that Nicky 
would be sent to the electric chair 
just to put the District Attorney, Mr. 
Philip Andrei, in the Governor’s 
chair. W e told Mr. Andrei it was a 
terrible thing right to his face, when 
we went to his office to talk to him 
just before the trial. He didn’t like it. 
He got mad and ordered us out. But 
it was the truth, just the same. He 
wanted to be Governor, and he knew 
it would help him if he could prove 
Nicky guilty, because as I said before 
the majority of the people thought 
Nicky was guilty.

The jury said he was, too, and the 
date for the execution was set at 
March ninth.

1 DIDN’T see much of Angelo after 
that. He should have been in the 

care of a doctor, because he was on 
the verge of a nervous breakdown, but 
instead of that he worked like a 
Trojan to uncover some kind of new 
evidence which would enable Nicky’s 
lawyer to demand a new trial. The 
first of March came around and 
Angelo looked ghastly. He had lost 
around twenty pounds and was get­
ting absolutely no sleep. Whenever 
he’d see me he’d say, with tears in 
his eyes:

“Luigi, do you think there is any ’ 
hope? Do you?”

And I would say, “Yes, Angelo, I 
do.” But I didn’t.

So the ninth of March drew nearer, 
and Nicky’s lawyer begged the Gov­
ernor to grant a stay of execution, 
and the Governor said he would think 
it over. The Governor said if we could 
only find some new shred of evidence, 
some new angle to wofk on, he would 
grant a stay of execution in a minute, 
but as things stood now, he wasn’t 
sure.
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If you’ve read the papers, you know 
a lot about Governor Nason, and you 
know a lot about his wife. His wife is 
beautiful. I ’ve seen her myself, and I 
honestly think she is the most beau­
tiful woman I’ve ever laid eyes on. 
She’s younger than he is, of course. 
She can’t be over twenty-six, whereas 
he is around forty-five. His sun rises 
and sets in her. Or rather, it used to.

According to the newspapers, he 
met her when he was traveling in 
England. Traveling in England was 
one of his favorite pastimes.

I can’t tell you much about Gover­
nor Nason himself, except that he was 
always in the Blue Book and always 
had a lot of money and never had to 
work for a living. They said when 
he first went into politics that he did 
it for the sake of the people, not be­
cause he had political ambitions or 
wanted to make money; and maybe 
that’s right, but he was a terrible Gov­
ernor. Every time any important 
thing came up, he would be off on 
somebody’s yacht, fishing, or else he 
would be visiting with somebody in 
Miami. And after he got married to 
Myrtle—the girl he met in England 
—he was impossible.

After he married her, he said he 
wouldn’t want to be Governor next 
term, because it took up too much of 
his time.

So anyway, on March eighth some­
thing happened. Angelo found a man 
who had seen Nicky the night of the 
murder. This man said Nicky was 
drunk in the back room of a barroom 
on Haynes Avenue from nine o’clock 
that night until the place closed up 
at two in the morning. He wrote it 
down on paper and signed it, and 
Angelo was a changed man. Angelo 
rushed to the lawyer with it, and the 
lawyer said: “This will save him! 
When the Governor sees this, we’ll 
get a stay!”

The lawyer sent Angelo home, be­
cause he looked awful. “You go home 
and stay there and take things easy,” 
he said, “and leave this to me. And 
don’t worry.” And he promised to get 
in touch with Angelo as soon as he 
saw the Governor.

Well, I went over to see Angelo 
about eight o’clock the next evening, 
because at that time I didn’t know 
about the paper this man signed and 
I thought Angelo would be needing 
a friend. They were going to burn 
Nicky at ten o’clock.

I found him walking up and down, 
up and down like a crazy man, all 
through the house. He should have 
been in the hospital, he was so sick 
and pale-looking, and so nervous. He 
kept pushing his fingers up into his 
hair—those same long fingers that 
could make a violin sing so beauti­
fully—and he would stand still and 
close his eyes as if something were 
hurting him inside, and then he would 
begin walking again. Mrs. Pucci was 
there, but she just stared at him with­
out saying anything.

So Angelo told me about the paper 
the man signed, and I said: “ Well, 
what are you worried about, then?” 

And he said: “ All day long I don’t 
hear from the lawyer, Luigi! He said 
he would let me know, but there is no 
word from him! I try to get him at 
his office. I call him again and again 
at his home! Where is he? Why does 
he not call me?”

“You let me try,” I said, and I went 
to the telephone and called the law­
yer’s office, and got no answer, and 
called his home. His wife answered.

“ I don’t know where he is,”  she 
said. “ All night long he has not come 
home or even telephoned.”

I went back to Angelo and put my 
hands on his arms. “ There is nothing 
to be upset about,” I said, to soothe 
him. “You have the best lawyer there 
is, and he will not make any mis­
takes.” But I looked at the clock and 
the clock said half past eight, and at 
ten they would take Nicky into that 
awful room and kill him.

PRETTY soon the clock said nine, 
and the three of us were just sit­

ting there, waiting. Angelo was too 
sick to pace the floor any more. He 
was too sick even to talk, and when I 
tried to cheer him up the words 
sounded queer, and I could see he 
was not listening, so I too was silent.
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The clock said nine-thirty, and I 
called the lawyer’s home again, but 
he was not there yet. From the law­
yer’s wife I tried to find out if the 
execution would be stayed. She did 
not know.

W e sat and watched the clock. At 
ten minutes to ten Mrs. Pucci made a 
little sobbing sound and threw herself 
down flat on the sofa, with her face 
pressed into a pillow. I knew what 
was wrong. The face of the clock was 
hurting her, and the ticking of it was 
like a hammer beating against her 
brain. I felt sorry for her, but what 
could I do?

Angelo went to her and said, 
“ Mama,” very softly, and put his arm 
around her. And after a while it was 
ten o’clock, and then half past ten, 
and the telephone was ringing.

I answered the telephone myself, 
‘ and it was the lawyer, and by the 

sound of his voice I knew Nicky was 
dead. I beckoned to Angelo to come 
and talk to him, but Angelo shook 
his head. He was holding Mama in his 
arms and he was crying. Not crying 
much, but just crying. So the lawyer 
talked to me instead of Angelo, and 
he said:

“ I did all I could. Ever since An­
gelo handed me the paper I ’ve been 
running around like a madman, try­
ing to locate the Governor. You’d 
think he would stay around town at 
a time like this—but no, I could not 
find him. And no one else would listen 
to me or even look at the paper.”

I put the phone down and told 
Angelo what the lawyer had said, and 
Angelo just stared at me. Those hands 
of his, which can make a violin sing 
so wonderfully, opened and closed a 
few times, and a queer look came into 
his eyes, but he said nothing. After a 
while his mother went upstairs.

Angelo and I sat there, not saying 
anything, until around one o’clock in 
the morning, and then Angelo stood 
up. I saw his hands opening and clos­
ing again, and I saw that queer look 
still in his eyes, only more so.

“ Where are you going?”  I said 
quickly.

“To see the Governor.”

I argued with him, but it made no 
difference. I put my hands on his 
arms and tried to hold him, but even 
that made no difference. He would 
not struggle with me. He just waited 
until I released him and then he 
walked to the door. So I went with 
him, because I was afraid to let him 
go alone.

IT W AS about two o’clock when we 
arrived at the Governor’s house, 

but there was a light shining in the 
front room, downstairs, and when we 
went up the steps and rang the bell, 
we heard footsteps coming along the 
hall. The footsteps were very slow 
and shuffly, as if the person making 
them had just been awakened.

The door opened and the Governor 
was standing there, looking at us. He 
just looked at us for a little while and 
then he said: “Oh. It’s you.”

There was something wrong with 
him. He was fully dressed but he 
looked as if he had been sleeping in 
his clothes. His hair was all this way 
and that, and his face was sick-look- 
ing, and he had been crying. He 
looked very old.

“ What do you want?” he said. 
Angelo said, “ I will show you what 

I want,”  and pushed him back from 
the threshold and walked inside. I 
followed, saying to Angelo: “ Be care­
ful now. Please!”  But the Governor 
did not seem to mind being pushed 
around. He did not seem to mind any­
thing.

W e went into the living room, 
where the light was, and Angelo said 
to the Governor: “ Sit down, please.” 

The Governor sat, but Angelo re­
mained standing, with his legs wide 
apart and his hands clenched.

“ I think you know why I come 
here,”  Angelo said.

The Governor stared at him. “Yes. 
Because of your brother.”

“ Tonight—they killed him.”
"Yes,”  the Governor said in a voice 

you could hardly hear.
“ And where were you tonight, 

please?”  Angelo said.
“ I—I was—” The Governor stopped 

staring at Angelo, and stared instead
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at a piece of paper which was lying 
on the table. I picked the paper up 
and it smelled of perfume, and there 
was writing on it. The writing was 
very small and neat.

It said: “ Dear Arthur . . . When 
you read this, I shall be gone. I am 
writing it at a quarter to ten, and in 
fifteen minutes an innocent man will 
be put to death. You alone could have 
saved him. But where are you? Your 
position as Governor means nothing 
to you. You joke about it. But you 
will never again joke about it to me, 
for I cannot continue to live with 
a murderer. Nicky Pucci’s lawyer 
showed me positive proof this after­
noon that Nicky is innocent—yet be­
cause of you, the poor boy will die in 
a few minutes. This is goodbye. 
Myrtle.”

That was what the letter said, and 
after I read it to myself I passed it 
to Angelo, and Angelo read it. The 
Governor sat there like a dead man, 
staring at us. Looking at him, I could 
see how terribly miserable he was. 
How alone. The thing he loved most 
in the world had gone away from him.

Angelo finished reading the letter, 
and a queer look came into his face. 
To the Governor he said: “ Where 
were you tonight?”

“Away,” the Governor said heavily. 
“ Buying a house—for her. A house 
she has always loved and wanted. And 
now . . . ” There were tears in his eyes 
and in a way, a very small way, I felt 
sorry for him.

“ She will come back,” I said.
He shook his head. “You don’t know 

her. She is gone. I do not even know 
where to find her.”

Angelo said: “You do not even 
know where to find her. That is too 
bad. I know where to find Nicky.” 
His voice was bitter, but he was not 
looking at the Governor. He had 
opened the perfumed note and was 
reading something inside it. I stepped 
closer and read it over his arm.

It said: “ I am going to New York, 
and will stay there a few days before 
taking the boat to England. If you 
have anything to say to me, Arthur—

if you can convince me that I am 
wrong in my judgment of you—you 
can reach me at our usual hotel. If I 
do not hear from you in a few hours, 
you will never see me again.”

The Governor saw that we were 
reading something. He stood up, and 
there was a wild, feverish kind of 
eagerness in his face. “ What is it?” 
he said. “ Is there something I haven’t 
read? Is there?”

He saw that there was. He tried to 
snatch the note from Angelo’s fingers, 
but Angelo was too quick for him and 
pushed him away. Angelo pushed him 
so hard he staggered against the chair 
and fell into it.

“Yes,” Angelo said, “ there is some­
thing more.”

“Let me have it!” the Governor 
gasped.

“Tonight,” Angelo said, “they killed 
my brother for something he did not 
do. He is gone—and so is your wife. 
When you give me back my brother, 
I will give you back your wife. That 
is fair enough, isn’t it?”

With that, he held a match to a 
corner of the note.

The Governor made a choking, sob­
bing sound and rushed at him, and 
Angelo again pushed him away, this 
time so violently that the Governor 
fell and lay in a sprawled, sobbing 
heap on the floor. He lay there, reach­
ing up with one hand for the note, and 
Angelo held the note and let it burn 
—let it burn to a crisp and then 
dropped it and ground it with his 
heel into the carpet.

And that is all. I wish there were 
more, but perhaps you will think 
about it later, the way I did with that 
story in the magazine. Only that was 
just a story, I suppose, and this—well, 
if you saw the papers about a week 
after they killed Nicky Pucci, you 
remember reading how Nicky’s law­
yer proved too late that Nicky was 
innocent, and how the Governor com­
mitted suicide when people began 
calling him a murderer. They said he 
could not bear the shame of it. But I 
do not think so. I think he could not 
bear losing his wife.



TH INGS TO COME

THIS magazine was- launched last 
fall with the idea that there was 
room, in an already overcrowded 

field, for a monthly which would pub­
lish only crime fiction of a  better class. 
W e believed that there were many de­
tective story fans who were tired of cut- 
and-dried formulas, who wanted fresh, 
original tales of mys­
tery of varied types; 
and we believed that 
these fans were nu­
merous enough to 
support a magazine 
which would never 
"pad out" its issues 
with ch e a p  and 
s h o d d ily  written 
stories.

Even the writers, 
a notoriously cynical 
group, were doubt­
ful at first. Too ideal­
istic to be true, they 
said. Nevertheless 
the more courageous 
of them fell to with 
a will, and now that 
a first anniversary 
is approaching, they 
are rubbing their 
eyes in wonder and 
planning better sto­
ries with new en­
thusiasm.

Their revitalized 
attitude will be ap­
parent in early is­
sues. Hugh B. Cave 
is busy on an insur­
ance murder novel, 
which, judging from 
the first half which arrived in the of­
fice today, will double the following 
he created with Rifles at Dawn. Nor- 
bert Davis, author of String Him Up! 
is shaping a book-length mystery 
with a vivid and dramatic setting, 
the Mississippi River. John K. Butler 
(who wrote The Black Widow) is con­
cocting another long one featuring a 
character even more interesting than 
Flag Rafferty. Dale Clark is giving the

NEXT MONTH
PATTERN OF MURDER 

by Paul Ernst
A book-length novel of the exciting career 
of a criminologist whose only experience 
was in theory, and who suddenly found 
himself caught in a real-life mystery. An 
eerie case in which a skeleton is an im­
portant member of the cast.

THE EDUCATION OF A KILLER 
by Hugh B. Cave

A startlingly different novelette of a 
youngster who was born to a life of 
mayhem.

THE RIDDLE OF THE HAND 
OF GLORY 

by John H. Knox
Hawk Melrose returns to expose a spirit­
ualistic medium racket.

The SECRET of PRISONER J-45109 
by Lawrence A. Keating

FOURTEEN ODD 
by Edwin Truett

And Others

DOUBLE DETECTIVE

finishing touches to a novel about The 
Perfect Cop. And w e are still negotiat­
ing with Cleve F. Adams for his next 
book-length, but it'll probably feature 
Lieutenant Shannon and his sassy girl­
friend, Frances McGowan.

The regulars are all in there fighting 
—and we've some husky recruits com­

ing up, too. There 
will be novelettes by 
D. L. Champion and 
Edwin Truett, whose 
first stories appeared 
in Double Detective. 
R em em ber C ham ­
pion's The Chained 
D og a n d  Truett's 
Murder Yet to Come?

John H. Knox will 
have more adven­
tures of Hawk Mel­
rose along the Mexi­
can border,: and H. 
Randolph Peacock 
brings back Bibber 
Bascomb the cartoon­
ist in as bright and 
intriguing a  novelette 
as you're likely to 
read in years. Dwight 
V. Babcock, who col­
laborated with Nor- 
bert Davis in a short 
story recently, joins 
the r a n k s  w ith  a 
novelette of his own. 
There'll be another 
by Roger Torrey in 
which the leading 
character is a  gam­
bler— and Torrey, be­
lieve you us, knows 

his subject when he writes about gam­
blers. Cornell Woolrich will tell one of 
the most absorbing stories of his career, 
in his own inimitable style— a novelette 
of a youngster who literally signed his 
life away.

All in all, there'll be plenty to tickle 
everyone's story palate in the fall issues 
of Double Detective. You can't afford 
to miss 'em.

—THE EDITORS
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Pigeons of the night, with feet of 
clay— and the hawks of the un­
derworld only sharpened their 
claws when a hunter from the 

D.A.'s office went gunning

CLEVI F. ADAMS
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Song of Hate
CHAPTER I 

Burlesque Backfire

ROCK had a nice eye for a 
well-turned leg, but he had 
an objective mind, preferring 

just one pair of legs at a time in­
stead of a whole forest of them. 
The chorus of the Frolics left him 
cold. He was in a third row aisle 
seat and he hadn’t even bothered to 
take off his overcoat because he didn’t 
expect to stay very long. Snooping 
around cheap burlesque houses wasn’t 
his idea of the way to tackle a vice 
probe. He sulked, watching the * 
mechanical gyrations of the morons 
who made up the chorus. A  couple 
of tons of beef, faces either vacuous, 
or painfully concentrated on the 
necessity of keeping step, or wear­
ing simpering smiles which were even 
worse. Like the legs, the faces were 
all cut from the same general pat­
tern. This, Rock thought, must be 
where all the little girls go, whose

mamas train them to be child stars 
instead of normal human beings.

There was a girl in the second line, 
fourth from the end, who looked as 
though she might be different. Her 
eyes met Rock’s for an instant over 
the footlights. They were dark eyes, 
intelligent, and she didn’t smile at 
him like the others. I f  anything her 
mouth was faintly sneering. He felt 
vaguely uncomfortable, wondering if 
she thought he was there from choice.

The orchestra blared the finale to 
the number and the gals traipsed off 
like marionettes on strings. Rock 
tried not to listen to the male singer 
who followed, but it was pretty 
difficult because the guy was using 
a portable mike and they must have 
put amplifiers under every seat. H# 
looked around the house, was sur­
prised to find a lot o f fairly? decent- 
looking people. Not all baldheads, 
either. There were young couples, 
boys and gals around eighteen or 
twenty, and most of the boys had 
a feverish look in their eyes, eager, 
intent on the stage.

The male singer finally convinced 
himself and everybody else that he 
couldn’t hit high C any more and 
gave it up and retired to the sanc­
tuary of the wings. Rock suspected 
that it was this same guy’s voice, 
using another microphone, which an­
nounced, “ And now, ladies and 
gentlemen, now we give you that 
delicious, that de-lovely, .enchanting 
personality, Miss Maisie Reeves.”

Maisie came out and sang a
Song which no one listened to
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Everybody clapped. Everybody but 
Rock. Maisie came out and sang a 
song which nobody listened to, and 
went through some suggestive bits 
of pantomime, and finally used her 
zippers, and Rock might have gotten 
a thrill if she’d just had stockings 
on. None of the chorus wore stock­
ings either, and to an aesthete a leg 
without a stocking is no more good 
than a last season’s goal post.

Maisie folded herself coyly into 
a velvet back-drop, and this was re­
placed by a street-drop and a couple 
of alleged comedians came out. They 
were plenty raw. Rock, a lover of 
good clean dirt, felt slightly sick. 
He looked around, to see how the 
other customers were taking it, and 
found that with everybody else it 
seemed to be going over big. He 
waited till the act was over before 
he moved, though. Then, to a fan­
fare of music from the orchestra 
pit, he; got out of his seat and went 
up the aisle.

An usher with a face the color of 
old leather and the eyes of a hop- 
head spoke to him from a mouth 
corner. “What’s the matter, pal, donya 
like the show?”

“ Sure, it’s okay.”
“You oughta drop in for the mid­

night some Saturday. They really 
go to town on Saturdays.”

“ I ’ll remember that,”  Rock said. 
He went out to the lobby and around 
through a smelly passageway to the 
stage door. A  guy that looked like 
a stir-bug if Rock had ever seen one 
was acting as doorman. He looked 
at Rock’s clothes. “ W ho’d you wanna 
see, pal?”

“There’s a girl in the second row,” 
Rock said. “ Fourth from the end.”

The old guy made up his mind that 
Rock’s clothes were too good for 
Main street. “ Visitors ain’t allowed, 
mister. You could maybe wait around 
outside.”

“Unh-unh,” Rock said. “ I come of 
a very impatient family. W e never 
were any good at waiting.”  He took 
out his identification card.

“ Oh, a dick, hunh? What’s the 
beef?”

“No beef. I just want to see a gal. 
Do I see her?”

The old guy opened the door. “Ask 
for Laura. She’s the fourth from the 
end.”

Rock went in, buttoning his coat 
because he had the impression that 
if he brushed against anything no 
cleaner on earth could do anything 
about it. Another stripper was just 
coming off stage. She looked at Rock 
as if he were a step-ladder. He said, 
“ I still think you ought to wear stock­
ings. Black ones.”

The door of the chorus dressing 
room was open and a few stragglers 
were being fitted. Rock saw the girl 
he was looking for, crooked a finger. 
She came over, the faint sneer on her 
lips more pronounced than ever.

He said, keeping his voice low, “ I ’d 
like to talk to you. Some place else.” 

“ So what am I supposed to d o -  
clap hands?” She was older than he’d 
thought, close up. The paint stood 
out on her face in layers, but the eyes 
were the same.

He said, patiently for him, “ I ’m a 
dick, sister. There’d be some dough in 
it for you.” He watched her eyes get 
big and round and scared and then 
he realized that she wasn’t looking 
at him any more. She was staring 
over his shoulder. He turned.

The guy was a big gorilla. He was 
in his shirt sleeves, his vest un­
buttoned over a fat paunch, and he 
wore a derby far back on his head. 
He didn’t bother to take the cigar out 
of his mouth, just talked around it. 

“ So who let you in?”
“ I just walked in,” Rock said. 
“ Well, you can just walk out again. 

On your way, mug.”
“ Go away,” Rock said. “ Crawl back 

under your stone with the rest of 
your kind. I ’m talking to a lady.” 

He turned to find the lady and she 
wasn’t there any more, and then the 
guy with the derby hit him behind 
the ear. Rock took a dive into the 
dressing room, right among all the 
legs in the world, and all the gals 
screamed mechanically. He got to his 
feet and brushed himself off. Then he 
looked at the guy with the derby and 
made a fist of his right hand. The guy 
looked at the right hand, which was 
his mistake, because Rock was left- 
handed, and so Rock hit him with
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the left, right on the button. The 
derby galloped out across the stage, 
embarrassing another stripper no end, 
but the guy didn’t go after it. He 
couldn’t.

Rock looked around at the ring of 
faces, the comedians and strippers 
and chorines, the grips and elec­
tricians. He said in a discouraged 
voice, “ Well, I guess he hasn’t got 
any friends.”

Nobody said anything to this. He 
didn’t see the girl Laura around and 
he thought probably he hadn’t been 
getting anywhere with her anyway, 
so he picked up his hat and put it on 
and started back along the passage. 
A hand came out of nowhere and 
pushed a slip of paper at him. He 
took it, not looking around.

Presently he was out on Main 
Street again, among all the garish 
lights and noise. The smell of stale 
liquor and steaming hot dogs made 
the air heavy, hard to breathe. He 
caught a cab, feeling that the most 
important thing in the world was a 
bath.

THE clock in City Hall tower said 
it was just nine. Rock paid off his 

hacker and climbed the steps of the 
Hall of Justice. There was quite a 
crowd still around. He went through 
the lobby, nodding at an acquaintance 
here and there, and rode the night 
elevator up to the third. Lights were 
still burning in the district attorney’s 
private office. Rock went in without 
knocking.

Morgan McLeod, the D.A., was pac­
ing the floor, dictating, and Karen 
Lacey, his confidential secretary, was 
taking it direct on the typewriter. 
Karen was something pretty special 
in the way of confidential secretaries. 
She was also something pretty special 
to Bill Rock, though to date this 
hadn’t seemed to mean a great deal 
to her.

McLeod stopped pacing and looked 
at Rock. The district attorney was 
a tall man, tall and slender and 
straight as a ramrod. He made a fine 
figure in a courtroom. He had crisp 
white hair and clean-looking gray

eyes, a little hard, perhaps, but then 
you can’t be a softie and a prosecutor 
at the same time. Rock wished he 
looked as well in his clothes as Mc­
Leod did.

The D.A. said, “All right, Miss 
Lacey, that will be enough for to­
night. Sorry to have kept you so late.”

Karen ripped the copy from the 
machine, put it with some other loose 
sheets and locked them in the small 
private safe. Rock watched her with 
his warm-looking eyes. She had 
everything, this gal. Breeding and 
looks and a competent, straight­
thinking mind. She was addicted to 
man-tailored suits and crisp white 
turnover collars and cuffs, but even 
in these you’d never forget she was 
a woman.

McLeod’s voice sounded harsh 
without the clatter of the typewriter. 
“ Well, Rock?”

Rock took his eyes off Karen’s dark 
hair. “ I didn’t find out any more than 
you or anybody else could have.”

“ Is it as bad as your brother-in-law 
says?”

Rock’s brother-in-law ran a column 
in the Journal, and the Journal was 
given to exposes. The district at­
torney seemed to think that this was 
all Rock’s fault.

“ I can’t help what Corrigan does,” 
Rock said. “ Or the Journal. In this 
case, though, they’re right. The 
burlesque houses are rotten.”

McLeod’s mouth made a thin hard 
line. “ All right, we’ll clean them up.” 
' “W ill we?” Rock’s eyes were 
cynical. “They’ve been cleaned up 
before but it don’t seem to last. Same 
with all the rest of the lousy racket. 
Every time the Journal or some other 
sheet;, lifts the edge a little, what 
happens?'Why, we have a few raids 
Here and there, and the town is closed 
up tighter than a drum for a week 
or two, and then blah, it begins all 
over again. Clean it up? Not by trim­
ming the outer edges, you won’t.”

“ We prosecute every case the vice 
squad brings us.”

“ Sure you do.” Rock watched Karen 
moving around, straightening things 
on McLeod’s big desk.
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The D.A. took to pacing again. 
Finally he went over and stood by 
the windows, looking out at the lights 
of the city. “ It’s a bad time to start 
trouble,”  he said presently. “ A  bad 
time.”

Rock shrugged. “Any time’s a bad 
time.”

“The vice squad—•”
“ I read somewhere that if there was 

vice and a vice squad in the same 
town you only had one guess as to 
what was going on. And i f  you think 
there isn’t vice, just ask any cab 
driver. He’ll be glad to show you 
around.”

McLeod turned. His lean face 
looked older, a little haggard, but he’d 
made up his mind. “All right, do you 
want the assignment?”

Rock grinned. “It would be inter- - 
esting, at least.”

“ And dangerous,” Karen said. 
McLeod smiled for the first time. 

“Rock won’t be the only one in 
danger.” His gray eyes got a faraway 
look. “1  ̂remember once, on a deer 
hunt,. I started a little slide, coming 
down the side of a mountain. It 
turned out to be quite an affair. They 
were days digging me out.”  He 
sighed, probably thinking, as Rock 
was, that there were some slides you 
never did get dug out of.

Rock said, “ Well, I ’ll try to shut 
up that brother-in-law of mine for a 
day or two. Give you a sort of breath­
ing spell.” He looked at Karen, who 
was shrugging into her topcoat. “You 
going my way?”

“ Which way are you going?”
“ I’m headed for a steak. One ©f 

Felipe’s. With mushrooms and just 
the faintest touch of garlic.”

She wrinkled her nose, debating. 
“The garlic does it,” she decided 
finally. He held the door for her, 
looked back. “ Good-nighty chief.”  

“ Good-night,” McLeod said.

CHAPTER II
Hot Spot

FELIPE’S, from the street, was just 
a hole in the wall. You went 

through a sort of passage with a

newsstand on one side and a cigar 
stand on the other in order to get 
to the big, barnlike room behind. 
Felipe made no pretense of dogging 
it for the tourist trade. He catered to 
people who liked to eat and didn’t 
care whether the silverware was 
sterling or pewter. There was saw­
dust on the floor, so you never felt 
embarrassed if you spilled something. 
There was a long bar running down 
one side of the room. The rest was 
just tables. There was no music.

Day or night you’d find a crowd in 
Felipe’s. Newspaper men made it 
their hangout. Cops, lawyers, bail 
bond brokers and politicians all met 
on common ground. Any time you 
wanted anybody and he wasn’t in 
his office you went to Felipe’s. The 
waiters were noted for their cauli­
flower ears.

Rock piloted Karen through the 
crush at the entrance and they had 
Martinis standing. Somebody touched 
Rock’s elbow as he was finishing his 
drink. It was Lieutenant Nick Bau- 
dino, skipper of the vice squad. 
Baudino was big, very fat, yet he 
didn’t give you the impression of 
being flabby. He had greasy-looking 
olive skin and tight-curling black 
hair parted in the exact middle. His 
eyes looked as though he might have 
chronic malaria. The pupils were jet 
and the whites had a yellowish cast. 
He was invariably chewing on a tooth­
pick.
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“I hear you had a little trouble over 
at the Frolics tonight.”

“ You certainly get around,” Rock 
said.

Baudino didn’t remove the tooth­
pick, didn’t take off his hat when he 
looked at Karen. “You’d better keep 
an eye on your boy friend. He’s hit­
ting the burlesque houses. No telling 
what he’ll be doing next.”

Karen deliberately mispronounced 
his name. “Thank you for the tip, 
Mr. Bawdy-no.”

“Hah-hah,” he said. “That’s very 
funny.” He looked at Rock. “This is 
just a friendly warning, William. Lay 
off the Frolics and the other houses. 
They’re as clean as anybody wants 
them. W e’re even making the gals 
wear brassieres.”

“Unh-hunh,” Rock said. “ I noticed 
that. Cellophane, aren’t they?”

Baudino grinned his tight, small­
mouthed grin. “The ordinance don’t 
specify what the brassieres should be 
made of.”

“ Make a note of that,” Rock told 
Karen. “Maybe McLeod could have 
that ordinance changed.” He looked 
over Baudino’s shoulder at a table in 
the far corner. His sister Gerry and 
Pat Corrigan, her husband, were just 
ordering. “ I think the air would be 
better somewhere else, hon.”

Baudino’s toothpick bobbed. “Any 
kind of air is better than none, W il­
liam. Especially if you want to keep 
on breathing. Think it over.” He 
turned away, scuffing sawdust with 
his big feet as he crossed the room.

Karen’s gray eyes were dark with 
apprehension. “What did he mean by 
that, Bill? What happened over at the 
Frolics?”

Rock took her arm. “ Nothing to 
worry about, hon. I just bopped a 
guy, is all.”

“ Bill, you didn’t !”
“ Well,” he said, grinning reminis­

cently, “ he bopped me first.” They 
were at the Corrigans’ table now. 
“ Hello, mugs.”

H IS sister said, “Hooray, the 
oracle speaks. And says noth­

ing.” She was a pert little thing,

redheaded, smartly dressed. Rock’s 
mother had let herself go after being 
licked in an argument over Bill with 
Bill’s old man. She’d named the 
daughter Geraldine. Gerry pushed 
out a chair for Karen. “ It’s Miss 
Lacey, isn’t it? I have such a hard 
time keeping track of Bill’s women.”

“You little hellcat,” Rock said. He 
looked at Karen. “Don’t mind her 
manners, hon. She hasn’t any. She 
thinks it’s smart to have a nasty mind 
and nobody’s ever had time to tell 
her different. Now if I were Pat, 
here—”

Pat Corrigan said, “You had her 
before I did.” He grinned amiably at 
Karen, not rising. “ Bill’s right, 
though, Miss Lacey. Gerry’s a hell­
cat and no mistake.” He was tall, 
gangling, loose-jointed, a couple of 
years younger than Rock. He had a, 
horse face and nondescript, dun-col­
ored hair, and he was sloppy about 
his clothes, always broke, always 
mildly lushed. A grand guy, though, 
and crazy about his wife. Understand­
ing brown eyes, soft and wistful as 
a setter’s, regarded Rock’s frown. 
“What did Baudino say to you, Bill?”

Rock sat down. “ Never mind Bau­
dino. What I want to talk about is 
you and that mud-slinging column 
of yours.”

His sister bridled. “You leave my 
hero alone, you big brute. He writes 
what O’Melveny pays him to write.” 
She wrinkled her pert little nose at 
Karen. “The only thing is, he isn’t 
paid enough. By the time I collect 
his check and pay back what he’s 
borrowed during the week there’s 
hardly enough left to feed the chil­
dren. It’s lucky we haven’t any.”

Rock scowled at her. She winked 
at Karen. “Isn’t he handsome when he 
scowls like that? Don’t you love those 
little touches of gray at his temples? 
They make him look so—so dis­
tinguished. Or is it extinguished?”

Rock shrugged resignedly as their 
waiter came up. Ordering, he looked 
around at the nearby tables. There 
were a lot of people he knew, very 
few he could call friends. A district 
attorney’s dick is not exactly in an
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enviable spot, being, you might 
say, in that category which is neither 
fish, flesh nor fowl. The city cops 
resent him; the sheriff’s office con­
siders him a trouble-maker. The only 
reason for his being is that the D.A. 
needs evidence to convict; the kind 
of evidence that can’t be shot full 
of holes; the kind that isn’t always 
forthcoming when the arresting of­
ficers are careless—or worse. It’s not 
a pleasant job, and for that reason 
the pay is higher than most and the 
expense account is unlimited. Rock 
sometimes wished he’d chosen coal- 
heaving as a profession.

The waiter went away. Karen and 
Gerry seemed to be getting on rather 
well together. Corrigan grinned at 
Rock over the rim of his highball 
glass. “So Fve been annoying your 
boss?”

“And me,” Rock said. His eyes 
glowed darkly, not warm-looking any 
more, but resentful. “Maybe it’s true 
what Gerry says, that O’Melveny tells 
you what to write and you write it. 
I dcin’t think so. You write as though 
you meant it, mug, and I ’ve always 
given you credit for being honest.”

Corrigan spilled liquor down the 
front of his shirt, taking a bow. 
“Thank you too much, my fraan.” His 
brown eyes were friendly, alert. The 
rest of him looked drunk as a boiled 
owl, horsily waggish.

“W ell, then,”  Rock continued, “ you 
ought to know better than to pick on 
McLeod. He’s not responsible for 
conditions. All he can do is prosecute 
on the evidence submitted.”

“What’s he got you for? And the 
rest of the staff?”

“To get holeproof evidence after 
an arrest is made. Can we help it if 
the arrests are the dime-a-dozen 
kind?”

“O’Melveny thinks you can. He 
thinks that if you went far enough 
you might really turn up something 
that wasn’t a dime a dozen. I admit 
that O’Melveny doesn’t like McLeod; 
that he opposed his election; but just 
the same I’ve got to agree with him 
on that.”

“I don’t trust O’Melveny.”

“Neither do I,” Corrigan said sur­
prisingly. “ So far, though, he hasn’t 
asked me to tell anything but the 
truth. And that’s bad enough. There 
used to be a time when you didn’t 
see anything in night court but a lot 
of tramps. Now there are young kids 
coming in, girls from good families.” 
He lifted a finger in salute at some­
one behind Rock. “ That old gal could 
tell plenty if she would.”

ROCK turned. The woman just com­
ing in was a Mae West character 

come to life, but a little taller and 
more slender. Diamond Annie, they 
called her up and down the Rialto. 
You saw her in a box at the races; 
in the best hotels; getting in or 
out of her eighteen-thousand-dollar 
limousine to shop in the most exclu­
sive shops along the Boulevard. 
Rumor credited her with millions. 
Rumor didn’t say how she had got 
them.

She was always beautifully gowned; 
always she wore diamonds in pro­
fusion. Her silver-white hair, done 
high on her head, like a crown, said 
she was sixty. Her skin and her eyes 
and her figure said she couldn’t be 
a day over forty. Men liked to be 
seen with her, though they rarely 
asked her out to the house for dinner. 
She had given Rock the wrist watch 
he was wearing.

Corrigan’s eyes rested on the wrist 
watch. Rock flushed. Corrigan said, 
“ W hy don’t you ask her some time, 
B ill?”

Rock said, keeping his voice low 
as a hint for Corrigan to do the same, 
“ Maybe I will. McLeod has given me 
the sign to go ahead.”

“ Glory be!”
Rock nodded, not happily. “So lay 

off the chief for a while, will you? 
He’s got a fight on his hands.”

Corrigan drank thirstily. “ You 
watch your step, Bill.”

“ And you watch yours,” Rock said. 
“ It’s a wonder to me you haven’t been 
killed already.”

They pretended to be very gay 
after that, joining the girls in a toast 
to crime, and after that in a toast
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to Felipe’s twenty-four ounce steaks. 
Rock only turned once to look at Dia­
mond Annie. She had two men with 
her now. One was Giles O’Melveny, 
publisher and managing editor of 
the Journal, Pat Corrigan’s boss. 
O ’Melveny was a small man, square­
shouldered, compact. His red face and 
close-cropped mustache gave him a 
faintly military air. His eyes had all 
the warmth of chilled steel. He pre­
tended not to notice that Corrigan 
was in the same room with him.

The other man was a stranger to 
Rock. He thought he remembered see­
ing him around, but he wasn’t an 
habitue of Felipe’s. He was tall, very 
good-looking in a blond robust way. 
You had an idea he’d know all about 
polo ponies. Rock asked Corrigan if 
he knew who the guy was and Pat 
said he didn’t.

They finished eating and had a 
brandy with their coffee. Pat and 
Gerry said they were going on later 
to some kind of a bust in Hollywood. 
Rock, looking at his watch, saw that 
it was after eleven and he wanted to 
get back downtown around midnight 
to meet the intelligent looking 
chorine from the Frolics.

He stood up. “ Time to. go home, 
Karen.”  She rose and he held her 
coat for her. The irrepressible Gerry 
said, “Don’t let him show you his 
etchings, darling. He hasn’t any.”

Karen smiled. “ I don’t think I ’m in 
any immediate danger. W e just 
happen to work in the same office.” 
They said good-night all around and 
Rock and Karen went out to the 
street. It had begun to rain.

In the cab, going across town, Rock 
stayed carefully in his own corner. 
Not that Karen held herself aloof;' it 
was just some intangible something 
about her that made him know she 
wasn’t susceptible to the usual line. 
Her fine, clear-cut profile was pre­
occupied, a little strained.

Presently he said, keeping his voice 
matter-of-fact, “ You know that I love 
you, Karen?”

“ I know that you think you do.” 
She didn’t look at him. “ Perhaps it’s 
just a sense o f frustration.”

He touched her ungloved hand. It 
was cold. He said roughly, “ See here, 
if you’ve heard things about me—I 
mean things like that nit-wit sister 
of mine intimated—well, this is dif­
ferent. The others were just women. 
You’re Karen.”

“ Yes,” she said, “ I ’m Karen. The 
point is, Karen who?”

He sat up straight. Her face was 
definitely strained now, cold as 
marble. “ I ’ve never told you, Bill. I’ve 
never told anyone. The fact remains, 
however, that I don’t know who I 
am. I don’t know who my people 
were. There are no records to show 
that I was even born.”

He cursed. “So that’s why you’ve 
always held me at arm’s length! What 
difference does it make?”

“ None, to you, perhaps. It makes a 
difference to me.”

Neither said anything for a little 
while. The tires of the cab made suck- 
ing, greedy sounds on the wet pave­
ment. Needling rain, coming down 
faster now, fogged the windows aqd 
made the passing neons of Wilshire’s 
Miracle Mile faintly mysterious. He 
put an arm around her and she made 
no move to withdraw it. “Tell me,” 
he said quietly.

“ There isn’t a great deal to tell. I ’m 
one of those people who apparently 
had a trust company for parents. 
There was a fund established and 
from as far back as I can remember 
I just went from one school to an­
other. The fund footed the bills.” 

“But surely some officer of the com­
pany—”

“ He didn’t know anything. At least 
he claimed he didn’t.”

“ W e’d better have a talk with this 
guy,” Rock said grimly.

Her laugh was mocking, bitter. “ I 
don’t think it would do much good, 
Bill. The man, you see, shot himself. 
That was back in ’29. His company 
went into receivership and there were 
no records.”

“You’ve tried the license bureau? 
Vital statistics?”

“ Of course.” '
The cab drew up before her apart­

ment. He got out, went to the door
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with her. “ Look, Karen honey, what 
difference does all this make?”

“ I ’ve got to know, Bill, before— 
well, before I do anything about you.” 
She put out her hand. “ Good-night, 
my dear ”̂

He stood there, head bared to the 
rain, a long time after she had gone 
in. There was a funny kind of lump 
in his throat and he was very in­
dignant about this because it had 
never happened to him before. Pres­
ently he got back into the waiting 
cab and gave the driver the address 
on the little slip of paper. It was a 
quarter of twelve.

CHAPTER III 
The Fugitive

IT was a ramshackle old house like 
dozens of others up and down 

Towne Avenue; a two-storied frame 
with gew-gaws strung along the ridge 
and the eaves, and decorating the rail 
of the porch roof like the curlycues 
on a wedding cake. Back in the ’90’s 
it had really been something. There 
was a sign beside the fan-lighted door 
that said Rooms, but nobody tried to 
rent Rock one when he went in. A 
marble-topped walnut table had a bell 
on it that you were supposed to ring 
if you wanted the landlady. Rock 
didn’t. From behind the series of 
closed doors on either hand came the 
sound of voices, female mostly, and 
somewhere a radio was playing.

Rock looked at the numbers on a 
couple of the doors, looked at the slip 
of paper in his hand and decided the 
room he wanted must be on the sec­
ond floor. He climbed worn carpeted 
stairs. He didn’t know why he should 
be doing this so quietly. Perhaps it 
was the furtiveness with which that 
slip of paper had been thrust into his 
fist in the first place.

He found Number 12 and knuckled 
the panel gently. Inside the room a 
gun blasted. It was so loud it rattled 
the flimsy door. Not thinking that the 
door might be unlocked, not even try­
ing the knob, he backed up and hurled 
himself forward. He never hit the 
door, for the simple reason that it

was opened by somebody else, and 
he plunged into the yawning black 
chasm of the room. Right after that 
something as hard and as heavy as 
an anchor clunked at the base of his 
skull and the blackness of the room 
became an even greater blackness. 
Rock didn’t feel the hardness of the 
floor when it came up and hit him 
in the face.

He must have been out for quite 
a while because when he finally did 
open his eyes the cops were already 
there. You couldn’t miss knowing 
they were cops. They had nice whip­
cord uniforms and Sam Browne belts 
and everything. Looking up at them 
from the floor they seemed very tall, 
almost the super-men the commis­
sioner called them. Rock tried to lift 
his head and went suddenly sick and 
giddy, so that the room started doing 
cartwheels.

One of the .cops, also doing cart­
wheels, or at least following the room 
around, came over and tromped on 
Rock’s wrist. Pain shot up clear to 
his shoulder; swift, agonizing pain, 
but strangely enough this seemed to 
act like an antidote for the one at the 
back of his skull. His eyes focussed 
on the cop’s red face. “You heel!”

“Oh, yeah?” the cop said. He lifted 
his foot again, but only to motion 
with this time. Rock sav the gun. He 
knew then why the cop had stepped 
on his wrist. He, Bill Rock, had been 
holding the gun. Ergo, there must be 
a body around somewhere. He sat up, 
saying thickly, “My mistake, copper. 
You aren’t a heel. You just believe 
your eyes.”

“You said it.”
Well, Rock thought, this guy don’t 

make long speeches, anyway. That’s 
something. The other cop was yelling 
at the huddle o f tenants in the hall. 
“G’wan, now, there ain’t nothin’ to 
see!”

Rock finally managed to stand on 
his feet. The girl Laura was lying on 
the bed, and what few clothes she’d 
been wearing had ben ripped almost 
to shreds. She’d been shot. Her wide 
open eyes stared rather accusingly at 
Rock, making him almost feel that
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he was responsible. His sensitive, 
slightly cynical mouth moved sound­
lessly.

The loud-mouthed cop said, “Pray­
ing, hunh? Well, you better.”

Rock looked at him. “ Listen, flattie, 
I wouldn’t expect you to recognize 
this for what it is, but at least you 
can keep your remarks to yourself. 
I’m Rock, out of the D.A.’s office.” 

“Hah-hah, I ’m glad to know you, 
Rock. Me, I ’m George Washington.” 

“ You’ll be almost as dead if you 
don’t button your lip,”  Rock said. He 
looked up at a new sound from the 
doorway.

TACK SANTANYA and another 
homicide dick came in. Santanya 

was a lieutenant and pretty good. He 
had jet-black hair and a small jet 
mustache over a mouthful of very 
white teeth. Heavy black brows met 
in- a straight, uncompromising line. 
His eyes had reddish glints in them. 
They called him the mad Russian, 
not because he spoke with a burlesque 
accent, but because he had a hair- 
trigger, uncertain temper that was 
liable to go off half-cocked. They 
could have sent almost anyone else 
and it would have been all right with 
Rock. He was feeling a little tem­
peramental himself.

Santanya said in a faintly sneering 
voice, “Hello, Rock. Looks like you’ve 
got yourself in a jam.” He took out 
a freshly laundered handkerchief, 
picked up the gun and sniffed at it.

The loud-mouthed harness bull said 
with profound amazement, “W ell, 
strike me dead if the guy wasn’t 
telling the truth! His name is Rock. 
Well, whadda you know!”

His partner said, “Shut up,” and San­
tanya said that was a very good idea.

The other dick just stood in the 
doorway, blocking off the view for 
the gallery, hands in his pockets, face 
blank as a brick wall.

Santanya moved unhurriedly about 
the room, like a prowling cat. Finally 
he came and stood in front of Rock, 
almost stepping on his toes.

“W ell?”
Rock put up a hand and felt o f the

swelling behind his ear. “ Somebody 
slugged me.”

Santanya looked at the two bulls. 
The quiet one said, “ Maybe,” and 
shrugged his shoulders.

Loud-mouth said, “Oh, yeah? Well, 
he was awake enough to know when 
I stepped on his wrist.”  It appeared 
that they were cruising around the 
corner when the shot was fired and 
some woman began screaming right 
after that so it was no trouble to 
locate the house. “ He had the gun in 
his hand.”

Rock lifted a lip at Santanya. 
“ Smell anything?”

“Meaning a frame?”
“ I don’t mean anything else but!” 
Santanya said, “You know the 

girl?”
“I met her.”
Santanya toyed with his mustache, 

looked at Rock from the corners of 
his eyes. “ So what were you working 
on?”

“ I ’d prefer not to say.”
“ Oh, you’d prefer not to say!” San­

tanya mimicked. And then, like a 
striking snake, his fist came up and 
smacked Rock in the mouth. “Listen, 
you lousy fink, the department’s been 
waiting a long time to get you in a 
spot like this!”

Rock took out a handkerchief and 
blotted the blood from his cut lip. 
“You can’t make it stick, copper.” 

“The hell I can’t !”  Santanya yelled. 
“You crashed the Frolics’ backstage 
tonight, trying to date this dame. She 
turned you down and so you came 
here and laid for her, and when she 
put up a fight you let her have it.” 
He looked at Loud-mouth. “The gun 
was actually in his hand? You didn’t 
touch it?”

“Not me, boss.”
“Then that makes it very nice in­

deed,” Santanya said. “ W e’ve got 
prints and everything.”

Rock’s eyes smoldered, but he tried 
to keep his voice down, reasoning. 
“Now look, Santanya. I ’ve always 
heard you were a square copper. Give 
me a break on this.”

“ Yah, when did the department 
ever get a break from your office?
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Their voices kept ham­
mering at him, and 
the? kept pummeling 

him with the hose

W e’ll take you downtown and if your 
boss has the nerve to spring you— 
well, I  just hope he does, is all.”

ROCK; from past experience, knew 
this to be a fact. The public loves 

a scandal, no matter who it hits, and 
the papers, especially the Journal, 
would spread this all over the front 
pages. You could hurl charges o f a 
frame until you were black in the 
face and what would it get you? In 
a way he didn’t blame Santanya. It 
was the system that was responsible. 
A  district attorney can’t convict with­
out evidence, sometimes not even 
with it. His natural alibi is the in­
efficiency of the police department, 
and any investigating he does on his 
own account is just an added slap in 
the face. Honest cops resent this just 
as much as crooked ones.

Rock didn’t think they could pin 
this kill on him in spite of the evi- 
dance. Still, it was possible. Espe­
cially if there was nobody interested 
in finding another fall guy. So what? 
In the can, waiting for trial, his own 
hands were tied. If the district at­
torney admitted him to bail, then 
what? Then the cops and the papers 
would yell their heads off about 
favoritism and politics and McLeod 
would be lucky if he didn’t have to 
resign. McLeod himself had men­
tioned a landslide from which there

was no digging out. The papers would 
probably make Rock out a profligate, 
a rake of the first water.

He looked at Santanya. “ Okay, cop­
per—let’s go.”

Santanya showed his teeth in the 
semblance of a smile.

“ Got it all figured out?”
“ I know which ball comes after 

the seven,” Rock said. “Even looking 
at it from behind.” He stooped and 
picked up his hat. “ Come on, let’s 
get it over with.”

The harness bull at the room’s one 
window turned and said, “ Here’s the 
bunch from headquarters, Lieuten­
ant.”

Everybody seemed to be arriving 
with a remarkable lack of noise. The 
thing was working out with the pre­
cision of a long-planned and hole- 
proof maneuver, yet Rock knew this 
could only be true up to a certain 
point. He had met this Laura girl 
scarcely three hours before. Nobody 
could have known that he was going 
to pick her out of fifty other chorines. 
But after he had picked her, then 
someone had gotten very busy indeed. 
Offhand it looked as though she were 
merely a pawn in the game. The real 
object was to put the district at­
torney’s office in the worst light pos­
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sible. He looked at the £irl with 
brooding eyes. My fault, he thought. 
I ’m going to have to take somebody 
apart with my bare hands to sort of 
make up for her.

He was in a bad way to do anything 
about it now, though. The room was 
swarming with cops. Everybody 
looked at Rock as though he were a 
degenerate axe murderer. No one 
spoke to him. He wondered if Pat 
Corrigan and his sister had heard the 
news yet—or McLeod.

Finally Santanya and the broad- 
shouldered, phlegmatic dick who had 
arrived with him came over and 
ranged themselves on either side.

“ All right, Rock, I guess we’re 
cleaned up here.”

The three of them went through 
the mob in the hall and down the 
stairs to a big department sedan. The 
legend describing the circle around 
the city insignia on the door said 
Justice for All. Rock made a derisive 
sound with his lips.

Santanya opened the tonneau door, 
stood back. The other dick climbed in 
under the Wheel. Rock got in and sat 
down. Santanya had to duck his head 
a little, following, and so he didn’t 
see Rock’s fist in time to do anything 
about it. The fist got him square on 
the button and he made a little sigh­
ing sound, like “ Ahhh!”

The dick at the wheel yelped, “Hey, 
what goes on?” and started to turn. 
By this time Rock had Santanya’s 
gun and he poked this in the back 
of the guy’s neck.

“ It’s your move, baby. All you have 
to do is drive.”

His left hand, holding Santanya, 
let go, and he stuck out his foot and 
pushed the unconscious dick onto the 
sidewalk. The door slammed. The 
dick up front took a chance and 
yelled.

Rock said, “ Okay, it’s your head, 
not mine,” and clouted the guy with 
the gun. This man didn’t even say, 
“Ahhh.” He just toppled over on the 
wheel. The horn started blaring, and 
Rock climbed over the back of the 
seat and pushed the second man out 
on top of Santanya.

Half a dozen cops tried to get out 
of the house at once and got stuck 
in the door. Up above, somebody 
leaned out of the dead girl’s window 
and started shooting. Rock didn’t 
wait to find out who it was. He 
turned the first corner on two wheels.

CHAPTER IV
Check-in

IT was a nice apartment. It was, in 
fact, a swell apartment. Rock hated 

to think that he might never see it 
again. He finished packing a suitcase, 
leisurely, quite as though every cop 
in the city Wasn’t looking for him, 
and then he took off his coat and 
adjusted his own special shoulder- 
harness. Guns, like monkey wrenches, 
work equally well for either right- 
or left-handed people. Shoulder clips 
are a little different. You don’t buy 
the left-handed kind at the bargain 
counters. Sometimes you even- have 
to have them made. Rock, finding this 
out after a lot of inquiry, had in­
corporated a few innovation of his 
own and was thus able to wear a 
fairly heavy gun without destroying 
the set of his coats. He was particular 
about his courts*

Presently he sat down on the edge 
of the bed and picked up the phone 
and called McLeod’s home.

The district attorney’s voice sounded 
harried. “ Rock, where are you?” 

“ Home,”  Rock said. “ I gather from 
the tone of anguish that you’ve heard 
the news.”

“ Who hasn’t?”
“ Well, I wouldn’t know about that.” 

Rock sipped a drink while McLeod 
told him what a fool he was. “Okay, 
am I arguing? I ’m a fool because I 
happened to think about you. You 
know you wouldn’t let me stay in 
the can, and that’s just what some­
body was figuring on. Nope, it’s better 
this way. You can come out in the 
papers and say I ’m probably guilty, 
and that you wash your hands of me. 
That way, the frame will miss on one 
count, anyway.”

“ Does Santanya think you’re 
guilty?”
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“I f  he didn’t before, he does now. 
And even if he didn’t he’d still like 
to shoot my ears off for bopping him.” 

McLeod sighed. “ What are you 
going to do? Shall I put another man 
on the case?”

“Not unless you hear I ’ve been 
picked up dead.” Rock replaced the 
phone and made a wry face at his 
reflection in the mirror. Gerry’s right, 
he thought. I look extinguished. His 
dark eyes brooded over the graying 
hair at his temples. It wasn’t fair for 
a guy’s past to creep up on him like 
that. At fifty, maybe. Not at thirty- 
two. He dialed the number of the 
Frolics and after arguing with a guy 
who claimed to be a janitor he got the 
home address of the theater manager. 
Yes, the janitor said, the manager 
wore a derby. Rock thanked the man 
very politely.

Cradling the instrument and pick­
ing UP tit® suitcase and an extra top­
coat, he was halted at the door by the 
phone bell. He debated answering it, 
finally decided he’d better. It might 
be McLeod calling back. It wasn’t, 
though. It was a woman’s voice.

“ Is this Mr. William Rock?” 
“ Maybe,” he said cautiously.
“ Well, this is a friendly warning, 

William. You’ve been seen around 
town with-Karen Lacey. Lay off.” 

“W ho is this, please?”
“ Just a friend,” the voice said. 

“ Someone who would hate to send 
you flowers if you forgot about the 
girl. She doesn’t want any part of 
you.”

“ I like your voice,”  Rock said, “but 
what you say don’t seem to make 
sense. Maybe I ’m not very bright.” 

“ I hope you are,” the voice said. 
“ For your sake.” There was a click 
at the other end. Rock finally hung 
up, too. He didn’t think there was 
much use in trying to trace the call. 
Anonymous threatening messages 
usually came from pay stations.

Down in the street someone acci­
dentally stepped on a siren button. 
Apparently the cops had reached the 
conclusion that Rock might do the 
unexpected and actually go home. He 
was descending the back stairs when

he heard the automatic elevator 
climbing. Nobody tried to stop him 
in the alley. He walked over to the 
avenue and caught a cab and was 
driven out to the Cromwell. He had 
to have some place tp park his suit­
case, and there certainly wasn’t any 
nicer place in town than the Crom­
well.

IT W AS one of those hotels you 
see in the pictures advertising 

Southern California as a swell place 
to come if you aren’t looking for a 
job. There were acres and acres of 
lawn, and tennis courts and swim­
ming pools and cabanas and one thing 
and another.

Inside, there were three dining 
rooms besides the ultra-famous Palm 
Grove. That kind o f a place. Rotary 
conventions met there, and visiting 
firemen from all over the world wrote 
home on the Cromwell stationery. 
The cocktail lounge was a good place 
for meeting any kind o f people. If 
all the purses dropped more or less 
coyly were laid end to end it would 
explain how Perkins, chief of the 
house dicks, was able to lose a hun­
dred grand in one season at Santa 
Anita and still keep the wolf from 
the door.

Rock, followed by a hop carrying 
the suitcase, walked up to the desk 
and registered as William Smith.

The clerk looked pained, no doubt 
having at least fifteen other William 
Smiths on the books at the time. Rock 
felt pleasantly anonymous. He and 
the bellhop went up in an elevator, 
and the kid, after raising the windows 
and seeing that nobody had moved 
out with the radiator, paused in the 
doorway and gave Rock a knowing 
smirk.

“Anything else, sir?”
“No, thanks,”  Rock said. “ I like to 

pick my Own.”  He tossed the kid a 
dollar and sat on the edge of the bed 
till the elevator had gone down.

He was worried about Karen and 
that screwy phone message. Why 
should anybody bother to tell him to 
stay away from her? Karen herself 
had said she didn’t know who she
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was. Yet here was someone who appar­
ently thought Rock a bad influence 
for little girls who didn’t know who 
they were. He resented this, feeling 
that while perhaps he hadn’t spent 
his youth in a Tibetan monastery, he 
still wasn’t a social leper. Not that 
he intended complicating things by 
dashing right over to Karen’s apart­
ment. That would be silly even with­
out the warning, on account of the 
cops were probably hoping to tr,ace 
him through her.

He picked up the phone, put it 
down again, deciding he’d better use 
a pay station down in the lobby. He 
opened the suitcase and got out a 
quart of rye. He looked at this long­
ingly, shook it a little, watching the 
bead form, sighed, set it down on the 
dresser unopened. Presently he went 
down to the cocktail lounge and used 
one of the pay stations there. A 
blonde with a nicely modeled figure 
came and watched him through the 
glass, pretending she too wanted to 
use the phone, though there were 
three empty booths on either side. A 
guy who couldn’t be anything but a 
house dick watched the blonde.

The operator’s voice rattled in the 
receiver. “There is no answer, sir.” 

“Keep ringing,” Rock said. Karen’s 
apartment had a direct wire because 
McLeod sometimes wanted her in the 
middle of the night. The bell kept 
on ringing, but there was still no 
answer. Presently he depressed the 
hook and called his sister’s number.

Geraldine, recognizing his voice, 
wailed, “ Oh, Bill, you ought to be 
ashamed, killing that poor girl like 
that! I mean, was it necessary?”

“ Of course,” Rock said. “ I always 
kill ’em afterward.”

“Oh!”
He cursed her. “Listen, you dim­

wit, I haven’t killed anybody, but 
I will just as soon as I get my hands 
on you. Is Pat there?”

“ Pat’s drunk again.”
“What do you mean, again? Isn’t he 

always drunk?”
“ Bill Rock, don’t you dare be like 

that! I ’ll have you understand— 
Well, what if he is a lush? There’re

worse things. At least he don’t go 
around murdering defenseless girls.”

“All right, all right!” Rock yelled. 
“ I didn’t call you up at one in the 
morning to discuss morals. Look, I 
want him to do me a favor. How 
drunk is he?”

She seemed to be thinkirig this 
one over. “ Well, he’s pretty bad. They 
ganged up on him at this party we 
went to and somebody kept putting 
double shots in his drinks. At least 
that’s what he says. He says he never 
had a little absinthe do this to him 
before. He says absinthe is a very 
mild drink. He says—”

“W ill you shut up? If he can say 
all that he’s able to come to the 
phone.”

“ But he isn’t !”  she wailed. “ That’s 
what I ’m trying to tell you!”

“Then take the phone to him,” Rock 
said disgustedly.

He wondered what he had done to 
deserve a sister like this. Presently 
there was a croaking. sound at the 
other end.

“ Listen, you tramp,” Rock said, 
“you can’t be so pie-eyed you don’t 
know what a spot I ’m in. Drink some 
ammonia or something and I ’ll call 
you back in five minutes.” He hung 
up and dialed McLeod’s number 
again.

McLeod said he hadn’t seen Karen 
since she’d left the office.

Rock went out to the bar and or­
dered a double rye. The blonde came 
along and dropped her purse right 
at his feet and he just let it lie there. 
She finally picked it up herself, say­
ing wasn’t it terrible there wasn’t 
any more chivalry in the world? He 
said he thought so too, and then, 
because he was slightly superstitious 
and she might bring him luck, he 
bought her a drink. §he said she never 
touched the stuff.

He really looked at her then. She 
was younger than he had thought and 
the blonde was natural. .There were 
twenty respectable women in the bar 
who couldn’t touch her for looks or 
for clothes, and an idea occurred to 
him.

“Look, I ’m going to be busy for an



CLEVE F. ADAM S

hour or so, but if you happened to 
be around after that—”

She nodded and Rock watched her 
disappear toward the main lobby 
stairway. She was wearing black 
stockings, his favorite color. He car­
ried his drink back to the phone 
booth.

Pat Corrigan said he hadn’t been 
able to find any ammonia. He said that 
what Gerry had thought was ammonia 
had turned out to be spirits o f cam­
phor and that he no longer had any 
tonsils.

“ You don’t need tonsils,”  Rock said 
callously. “All I want you to do is 
try to locate Karen Lacey. She don’t 
answer her phone and McLeod hasn’t 
seen her. I can’t go over there myself 
right now because the cops may have 
the place staked out.”

“ Where can I get in touch with 
you?”

“ You can’t,” Rock said. “ I’ll get in 
t o u c l r 'W it h  you.” He hesitated a mo­
ment. “Look, Pat, this is pretty im­
portant to me. I mean—-w e ll, from 
one thing and another I ’ve got a 
hunch Karen may be mixed up in 
something. For the first time in my 
life—hell’s hinges, do I have to draw 
you a picture?”

“A ll right,” Corrigan said wearily, 
“ I’ll se£ what I can do. It’s the Brit­
ish in me, I suspect. W e carry on. Nor 
flood nor torrent shall us stay; ex­
celsior’s just a form of hay. Or some­
thing.”  He hung up.

ROCK went out and caught a cab 
and rode it downtown to the ad­

dress he’d gotten from the Frolics 
janitor. This turned out to be one 
of the second-rate hotels along Spring 
Street, just a couple of blocks from 
the theater. Judging from the gang 
in the lobby and the adjoining bar 
it catered to bookies and track touts 
and the lower order of theater folk. 
Rock didn’t see the guy he was look­
ing for so he went up to the desk and 
asked.

The clerk didn’t even bother to 
take his eyes off the racing form he 
was studying.

“Mullins? He’s in 612.”

Rock went up to 612. I f anything, 
it was noisier up here than downstairs 
in the lobby. Every room, apparently 
was radio equipped, and the bellhops 
were doing a nice business in bottled 
goods. Rock stood in front of 612, be­
ing very casual about lighting a cig­
arette until the corridor had tempo­
rarily cleared. He couldn’t hear any­
one moving inside. The transom over 
the door was a solid panel, so he 
couldn’t even tell if there was a light 
in the room. He twisted the knob, 
found the door unlocked and slid 
quietly in, closing the door after him.

The guy with the derby said, 
“ Hello, pal.”

He was sitting in a Morris chair, 
shoes off, but still wearing the derby. 
He had a highball in one hand and 
a gun in the other. The gun was 
pointed at Rock’s belly.

“ I kind of thought you might be 
around. What took you so long, pal?”

“ I had a couple of things to do,” 
Rock said. He leaned his shoulders 
against the door and, being, very 
careful about this, pushed his hat 
up off his forehead. The palms of 
his hands were sweaty.

He said, “ So you were expecting 
me. W hy?”

“ Well, it was just an idea. We 
heard you got away from the cops, 
and we thought maybe you’d be sore 
about something. You aren’t sore, are 
you?”  He had uneven yellow teeth 
and the mangled cigar between them 
bobbed up and down as he talked.

Rock said he wasn’t sore. He said, 
“What is there to be sore about? It’s 
just a friendly little game. The only 
thing is, poor Laura didn’t know 
that. She sort of took it to heart.”

Mullins thought this was very 
funny. “ Hah-hah, took it to heart! 
The slug, you mean. You’re a card, 
Rock. Took it to heart. Hah-hah- 
hah!” *

Rock’s eyes smoldered. “Did you 
kill her?”

“ Me? I should say not!”
“Then who did?”
“ I wouldn’t know, pal. I just heard 

about it.”
Rock moved his feet a little, eas­

. 81
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ing his shoulders away from the door.
Mullins lifted his gun. “ Easy does 

it, pal.”  He got up, moved forward. 
“Just turn around and put your hands 
up high and flat against the door.”

Rock did this. Mullins came so 
close Rock could feel his breath on 
the back o f his neck. “Let’s see, now, 
if I remember right you’re a south­
paw.”

His free hand came around Rock’s 
chest, searching for a weapon. Rock 
moved his head a little and his loos­
ened hat slid down into Mullins’ face. 
The guy’s rod was buried in Rock’s 
kidney but for some reason Mullins 
didn’t seem to think he could shoot 
with his eyes covered so he stepped 
back and took a swipe at the hat.

This was the second mistake he’d 
made with Bill Rock. It was also the 
last. Rock swung around and clouted 
him so hard he smacked into the 
Morris chair, and he and"the chair 
skidded clear across the room and al­
most knocked the wall out.

The only trouble was that the chair 
had sort of cushioned the guy’s fall, 
and Rock’s fist had missed the but­
ton by half an inch or so. Mullins 
was groggy but not out. His gun 
started spraying lead so unevenly that 
it was almost impossible to dodge the 
slugs. Trying it, Rock fell down 
and a slug dug a hole in the rug 
right in front of his nose. This made 
him so mad that he yanked his own 
gun and shot without looking.

The racket ceased as suddenly as 
it had begun. Rock rolled over. Mul­
lins wasn’t wearing either the cigar 
or the derby any more. Part of his 
teeth were gone, too, though Mul­
lins was in no condition to miss them, 
now or later.

Rock got up, breathing heavily 
through his nose, just as somebody 
banged the door open. Rock banged 
it closed again, twisted the key.

“ I ’ll shoot the first guy in!” he 
yelled.

There was a hasty consultation be­
yond the door. Rock pawed through 
the litter of stuff on top of the dress­
er, grabbed the only thing that looked 
as though it might be interesting and

ran to the window. He threw the 
sash up noisily but didn’t climb out 
on the fire escape. He just raked his 
gun along the iron rungs, sending 
out bell-like sounds, and then he 
crossed the room and stood beside 
the door.

It burst in. So did the house dick 
and a harness bull and three or four 
other guys. They all ran to the open 
window. Rock slid into the hall, nod­
ding politely to a huddle of scared 
guests.

“ I think they got him,”  he said.
He descended the stairs in a most 

dignified way till his hat was below 
floor level. Then he ran like hell.

CHAPTER V 
Calling All Cars

RAIN drummed on the cab roof like 
shot. It rattled against the win­

dows in a futile attempt to  get in 
and wash Rock free of his sins. This 
was just an idle thought. He didn’t 
see how the rain could know whether 
he was sinful or not. He must have 
been, though. Otherwise how could 
you account for the way things were 
piling up?

He turned on the dome light and 
looked at the back of the driver’s 
neck for a while. Then he got out 
the wallet he’d taken from Mullins’ 
room.

There was a couple hundred dol­
lars in the currency section. The 
driver’s license and an obsolete pass 
to an obsolete, dog track identified 
the two hundred dollars as probably 
belonging to Isaac Mullins, who 
wouldn’t be needing them any more. 
The little leather-bound notebook 
was really something, though. Rock’s 
eyes glowed as he saw all the girls’ 
names. Even his own notebook had 
never boasted anything like this. Nor 
had his entries been as replete with 
detail. Ike Mullins, perhaps in his 
capacity as a burlesque manager, had 
certainly gone in for the more im­
portant things of life, such as color 
of hair and eyes, height, weight, 
probable age, where born and the like. 
All this in addition to the routine
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name, address and telephone number 
of the gal described.

There were cryptic marks against 
some of the names. Others had lines 
drawn through them, indicating they 
had served their purpose. Rock won­
dered what that purpose might have 
been. Where were those girls now?

Eyes speculative, he put the little 
notebook in the fob pocket of his 
pants and attacked the last remaining 
item, a card case. Ike Mullins, it 
seemed, hadn’t had any cards of his 
own; he just used the case for other 
people’s. From the cards you could 
have bought anything from a case 
of liquor, wholesale, to a used battle­
ship. One of the cards bore the name 
and imprint of the Daily Journal, 
and down in the lower left-hand cor­
ner it said Pat Corrigan, Editorial. 
Rock looked at the card a long time 
before he finally turned it over. On 
the reverse was scribbled a brief but 
pertinent message: I.O.U. one grand, 
and in parentheses, One thousand 
dollars. Pat Corrigan had signed it.

The hacker said over his shoulder, 
“ Something the matter, boss? You 
lose something?”

Rock said, “Yes, I ’ve lost some­
thing, but it wouldn’t be anything you 
could find by looking. Some people 
call it faith. You either have it or 
you don’t.”

The guy thought he was wacky. 
He didn’t say this, but you could tell 
by the way his bullet head wagged. 
Rock thought he might be slightly 
screwy at that.

Here was a guy who, from the 
recent course of events, was almost 
certainly connected with the vice 
racket. This guy was holding Pat 
Corrigan’s I.O.U. for a grand. Yet 
Pat Corrigan had been panning hell 
out of vice conditions and the 
burlesque houses in particular. It 
didn’t seem to make sense. All it did 
was prove that Rock’s brother-in-law 
was under obligation to a guy who, if 
he hadn’t killed that girl himself, 
was most certainly a party to the 
frame against Rock.

The hacker had a bright idea. “Like 
to hear the radio, boss? Me, I always

Karen came in and iound him with the 
gun in his hand then she crumpled to 

the floor

listen to cop calls this time o’ night.”
“ Sure,” Rock said absently.
He wasn’t interested in cop calls 

or anything else except this business 
between Corrigan and the guy Mul­
lins. He’d always figured Pat for a 
square shooter, yet this set-up cer­
tainly smelled. Presently, though, he 
became conscious that the police 
broadcast related to him, Bill Rock in 
person.

It said, “ All cars. All cars, atten­
tion, please. William Rock, former 
investigator on the district attorney’s 
staff, wanted for the murder of Laura 
Stengel, has just been identified as 
the man who shot and killed Isaac 
Mullins in the Grand Hotel. This man 
is armed and dangerous. He must be 
stopped.”  The voice droned on with 
an excellent word picture of William 
Rock and finally signed off with a 
curt, “That is all. Johnson.”

The hacker chuckled. “ Hah-hah, 
don’t you love that ‘That is all?’ Be- 
live me, mister, I wouldn’t wanna 
be in that guy’s shoes. They’ll blast 
him down on sight and ask questions 
afterward.”

Rock said he wouldn’t be surprised. 
He said this fellow William Rock 
certainly seemed to be a menace to 
society.
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Rock said, “Would it be too much 
trouble to find me a telephone?” 

“ The Cromwell’s full of tele­
phones.”

“ I know,” Rock said patiently, “ I 
just thought it’d be fun to use one 
before we got there.”

“You tell ’em, bo!”
The hacker pulled into a closed 

service station. There was a ready- 
fabricated booth stuck on the outside 
of the main building, and Rock 
dodged into this and dialed his sis­
ter’s home.

GERALDINE’S voice was indig­
nant. “Now see here, Bill Rock— 

you’re going too far. Mother always 
said Pop was making a mistake let­
ting you have a B.B. gun before you 
were twelve.”

“ What do you mean, too far?” 
“ W hy that man you just shot in 

the Grand Hotel. That makes three 
tonight.”

Rock ground his teeth. It wasn’t 
any good telling this sister of his 
that it was only two, or even one. 
He said, very deliberately, “Listen, 
Gerry, has that no-good husband of 
yours come back yet?”

“No. No, he hasn’t, Bill. And let 
me tell you one thing, when he does 
come back I’m certainly going to 
tell him— Oh, Bill, there’s a man 
coming in the door!” She screamed 
then, and there was the sound of 
a scuffle.

Rock jiggled the hook. “Hello, 
hello?”

“ Hello, Rock,”  said a fat, oily voice. 
There was only one guy in town that 
had that kind of a voice. “Baudino 
talking.”

Rock’s voice was so thick it almost 
choked him. “Listen, you heel, what 
have you done to my sister?”

“ Oh, her? Why, no', a thing—yet. 
I just wanted to talk to you before 
you hung up.”

“All right, talk.”
Baudino’s voice got very confiden­

tial. Rock could almost smell the 
guy’s breath over the wire. “ I think 
maybe I could square most of the 
beef against you, boy. If you were

willing to play my way, I mean.”
“How?”
“ Well, suppose Mullins killed the 

dame, see, and you found it out. Or 
maybe—well, we could say that, any­
way. So then you went after him 
and he pulled his rod and you had to 
let him have it.”

Rock made a bitter mouth. “ Just 
saying it wouldn’t do any good. I ’d 
have to have proof, and the only kind 
of proof I could possibly have would 
be a witness.”

“ Maybe I could even produce a wit­
ness,”  Baudino said.

Rock pretended to be thinking this 
over. He wasn’t fooled a bit by Bau­
dino’s kind offer. Rock had something 
the head of the vice squad wanted, or 
Baudino thought he had, and he 
was holding out a trade as bait. The 
minute the trade was made, the min­
ute Baudino got what he was after, 
then Rock’s life wouldn’t be worth 
a plugged nickel. The only point in 
his favor was that his life was in 
jeopardy anyway.

He said, “ I must have something 
you want, huh?”

“ Maybe.”
“ W ell?”
“ Where could I meet you to talk 

it over?”
Before Rock could answer there 

was a tremendous bang at the other 
end, almost bursting his eardrum, and 
then there were a whole lot of dimin­
ishing bangs. Later it turned out that 
these were caused by a dangling re­
ceiver.

Geraldine’s voice, hysterical but 
with a. distinct note of triumph, 
shrieked, “ Bill, I hit him! Oh, Bill, 
do you suppose he’s dead?”

“What did you hit him with?”
“My Chinese vase. The one Aunt 

Emma left me in her will. It’s—it’s 
all broken, Bill.”

“ That’s tough. That certainly is 
tough. Now would you mind seeing 
if the guy’s head is all broken, too? 
Is he still breathing?”

Geraldine said she would see. The 
receiver did some more banging. Pres­
ently Gerry’s voice quavered, “Oh, 
Bill, he’s alive. He’s waking up!”
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“Then you’d better get the hell out 
of there,” Rock advised. “ Something 
tells me Baudino is going to be in­
dignant. Not that in this case I blame 
him. You’re certainly a big help.”

“ But where’ll I go? I haven’t any 
money!”

Rock sighed. “All right, flag a cab 
and go out to the Cromwelh Just 
sit there and wait for me. Don’t do 
anything else, you hear? Just sit 
in the cab.” He hung up dispiritedly. 
This was what you got for having a 
family, he thought. No wonder they 
preached birth control. The guys who 
started that movement must have had 
sisters, too.

He went out into the rain and 
looked at the cabby. “You got any 
brothers or sisters?”

“ Five.”
“ M y God,”  Rock said. He got in 

and slammed the door.

CHAPTER VI 
Compromised

THE carriage starter at the main 
entrance of the Cromwell was a 

big guy. He was caparisoned in top 
hat and very tight breeches and an 
olive green coat with big brass but­
tons, Standing there like a stallion 
at bay, he kept flicking at his boots 
with his riding crop and looking at 
Rock. No doubt he was wishing Rock 
would go away so he could sneak a 
furtive cigarette.

It was getting colder. The rain 
drummed on the long striped awning 
leading from the doors clear out to 
the street. There were cars parked 
along both sides of Wilshire, the kind 
of cars that sported chauffeurs, but 
there was no sign of the chauffeurs 
themselves. Rock, just making con­
versation, asked the guy about this. 
It seemed that chauffeurs didn’t like 
to sit out in the rain any better 

'  than anybody else and so the Crom­
well management had provided them 
with a shelter room while their em­
ployers supped and danced to the 
famous Palm Grove orchestra. Rock 
said this was very thoughtful o f the 
management.

“Yeah. You waiting for someone?”
Rock said he was. He’d been wait­

ing for nearly twenty minutes and 
there was still no sign of Geraldine. 
He’d been around to the other en­
trances (the hotel covered several 
blocks) and found them all closed. 
Any cab driver in the city should 
know about there being only one 
entrance at this time in the morn­
ing, anyway. There was no place for 
Gerry to come but here, yet she was 
long overdue.

He lit his last cigarette and puffed 
at it with growing irritation. Finally, 
after another ten minutes had elapsed, 
he got out his billfold and gave the 
starter a sawbuck.

“ I’m expecting a young lady in a 
cab. The name is Mrs. Corrigan and 
she is my sister and that don’t rate 
any cracks, either. She really is my 
sister. When she comes, use this to 
pay off the hacker and keep the 
change. I ’m in Room 1105.”

“Yes, sir!”  The guy put exactly ten 
dollars worth of respect in his tone.

Rock went up the walk and into 
the main lobby, stopping only long 
enough to buy a pack of cigarettes 
at the news and cigar stand. He was 
surprised the True Crime mags didn’t 
have his picture all over the covers 
with a reward offered. It seemed like 
a long time since he’d stumbled into 
this murder rap they were trying to 
hand him. Lucky he’d registered here 
under an assumed name.

Getting his key at the desk he 
happened to look in a mirror. Perkins, 
chief of the house dicks, was just 
coming up from the cocktail lounge. 
Rock had had no idea Perkins would 
be working nights. He was high 
enough on the payroll so he shouldn’t 
have to be, and his presence was dis­
concerting, to say the least, on ac­
count of he knew Rock very well in­
deed. Rock tugged his hat down over 
his eyes and walked to the elevators. 
He didn’t think Perkins recognized 
him.

It was very quiet upstairs, restful. 
Rock thought about the full bottle of 
rye he’d left on the dresser. And 
then, opening the door, he saw that
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the bottle was no longer full. It was 
nearly half empty.

The gal waiting for him was the 
blonde he’d met downstairs in the bar. 
She made quite an eyeful.

“ I thought you didn’t drink,”  Rock 
said.

“ I don’t,”  she said. “ Not on duty.” 
“ Well, what are you doing now— 

having a vacation?”
“Unh-hunh.” She yawned delicately. 

“ I get through at two. A gal’s got to 
have a little relaxation.”

He took off his hat and topcoat and 
went over and poured himself a 
drink. Sipping this he began to be 
more appreciative of the blonde.

She said, “That’s all right, don’t 
bother to offer me any. I drank my 
half before you got here.”

He sat on the edge of the bed. 
“ How’d you get up here?”

“ I described you to the bellhops. 
It wasn’t such a chore. You’ve got 
what it takes, handsome.”

“You’re not so bad yourself,” he 
admitted. He remembered that he’d 
dated this gal for a purpose. He said, 
“Loo}c, sister, I hate to spoil your 
fun but all I ’m out for tonight is 
information.”

She looked startled. “ What kind of 
information?”

He tried to keep his eyes on her 
face but it was pretty difficult. The 
stockings were especially distracting. 
Finally he had to get up and go 
over and stand at the windows and 
pretend to be interested in how hard 
it was raining.

“W ell,” he said, “ it’s no secret that 
you can’t work a swell drop like the 
Cromwell without paying off. I hap­
pen to know Perkins, the house dick, 
gets a cut, but who pays him? You? 
The guy you’re working for?”

“ So you’re a dick.”
“In a way. I ’ve nothing against you, 

sister, don’t get that idea. In fact, 
if I didn’t have so much on my 
mind—” He broke off, sighing. 
“There’s a grand in it for the name 
of the guy that’s above you; above 
Perkins.”

There were strangled sounds and he 
turned and looked at her. She was

laughing at him. In fact she was in 
stitches. She finally had to sit up to 
keep from choking to death. “ Take 
a look!” she gasped. “Take a look in 
my bag!”

He made his way a little unsteadily 
to the dresser. There was a badge in 
her purse. Besides the Police Depart­
ment and the number on it, there was 
the well-known city insignia and the 
legend: Justice for All.

ROCK did some very fancy cursing 
then. Justice for A ll! It was to 

laugh. There was no justice. He put 
his back against the dresser and 
glared at her. “You’re working un­
dercover for the vice squad. For Bau- 
dino.”

“ W ell?”
He mopped sweat from his fore­

head. “ What do you mean, well? 
What’s he hope to find out that he 
don’t already know? What’s your 
angle?”

She giggled. “ I think Baudino’s 
looking for the same thing you are. 
I don’t know this. He just gave me 
this beat and told me to keep my 
eyes open. So far I haven’t seen a 
lot.”

“ But what about me?”  Rock yelled. 
She gave him a lazy-lidded look. 

“ I told you I got through work at 
two. This was supposed to be fun.” 

“And what fun,” Rock’s sister said. 
She was standing in the doorway. 

Behind her were Corrigan and Karen 
Lacey. Karen’s face was dead white. 
She didn’t look at Rock, didn’t look 
at the blonde. Finally she turned and 
started unseeingly down the hall. 
Rock ran after her.

She fell just before she got to the 
elevators. He picked her up and car­
ried her back to the room. His face 
was white, too, and his eyes were 
sick, and he laughed a little, remem­
bering he’d thought the blonde might 
bring him luck. The blonde had gone 
into the bathroom. Corrigan and 
Gerry were looking out the windows, 
not saying anything.

Rock laid Karen on the bed and 
began chafing her wrists, and all the 
while he was doing it he kept praying
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that she wouldn’t wake up and re­
member. Maybe if he got the blonde 
out Karen would think it was all a 
bad dream. He went into the bath.

The blonde wasn’t laughing any 
more. She said, “ I ’m sorry, my friend. 
I had no idea you were receiving to­
night.”

He nodded gloomily. “ Not your 
fault, keed. It’s just my kind of luck, 
is all.” He helped her on with her coat 
and they went out to the hall to­
gether.

When he came back Corrigan was 
trying to pour a little liquor between 
Karen’s lips. Geraldine was crying. It 
was certainly turning out to be a 
swell night.

Karen choked on the liquor and her 
eyes fluttered open. Corrigan lifted 
her to a sitting position.

“ It’s all okay now, Karen. Every­
thing’s going to be okay.” There was 
something about him that was in­
finitely kind. Karen gave him a grate- 
fubfcfh'ile. “ I ’m such a fool. You’ll all 
have to forgive me for acting up like 
this.” She even smiled at Rock.

He said, “ Believe it or not, Karen, 
that woman was working for Baudino. 
She’S a cop.”

Gferaldine quit sniffling. “ I liked her 
uniform. It was so—so informal.”

Rock flushed. “ All right, be funny. 
I’m not denying I ’m a heel. I guess 
I ’ve always been one, but just the 
same it gets me down to have you 
think that—well, whatever it is you’re 
thinking.”

Corrigan looked like a mildly in­
ebriated horse. “What was she doing 
—arresting you? If she was I ’m go­
ing out and commit a couple of 
crimes myself.” He made luscious 
sounds with his lips.

Karen said, “This is all very silly, 
isn’t it? I mean it’s rather beside 
the point. What we came here for 
is to see if there wasn’t something 
we could do to—to help Bill.” She 
faltered over that last because it’s 
one thing to preach being sensible 
and another to be that way. * “The 
police are raising the very devil about 
you, • Bill. Did you really kill that 
theater manager?”

He nodded. “ I didn’t intend to. I 
just went there hoping to beat a 
little truth out of him. It turned 
out that he was expecing me.”

He told them about his first en­
counter in the theater.

“I don’t even know if the dead girl 
had any real information for me. It’s 
possible that she did and was killed 
to keep her mouth shut. On the other 
hand she may have been killed just 
to frame me. Either way it was a 
pretty safe bet that this Mullins, the 
manager, saw her pass me her address 
and knew I ’d contact her. I had to 
talk to him, you see.”

Corrigan poured himself a stiffish 
drink. “You were a fool to clout 
Santanya and that other dick. Why 
didn’t you let them take you in? 
McLeod would surely have sprung 
you.”

“That’s just it,” Rock said, “ You 
wouldn’t understand how I feel about 
the chief. He’s—well, he’s always 
treated me pretty swell. If he’d got 
me released you know what the pa­
pers would have done to him, and if 
he didn’t get me released the rest of 
the staff would have thought he was 
a heel. They wouldn’t take chances 
for him, believing he’d let them down, 
too.”

He spread his hands.
“ No, it’s better this way. I ’ve al­

ready had one overture and if I can 
just keep messing around for a while 
maybe I ’ll come up with enough dirt 
to make my predicament look like a 
nice quiet parlor game.” He glared 
at Geraldine. “ I would, that is, if my 
own sister would only quit making 
it tougher.”

She said, “ Oh, yeah? Well, I don’t 
know why we’re all worrying about 
you. You seemed to be doing all right 
for yourself when we came in. Boy, 
oh, boy, if they have any more cops 
like that Pat’s going to have to quit 
going to night court. He can write 
recipes or something.”

Rock looked at Karen. “ You’ve got 
to believe me, hon. My evil-minded 
sister to the contrary, it was strictly 
business.”

“ Such a business!” Gerry yawned.
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ROCK went over and took her by 
the shoulders and shook her. 

“ W ill you shut up? There have been 
times when you showed a little sense. 
Let’s make this one of them.”

He faced Corrigan and Karen. “ I 
met the girl down in the bar and made 
a date to see her later, thinking I 
could buy some information. I had 
no idea she’d come to my room. In 
fact, what with one thing and an­
other, I ’d forgotten all about her 
when I came up. I found her just 
like you saw her.”

“ Such is fame,” the irrepressible 
Geraldine said. “ She must have heard 
about you.”

Corrigan scowled at her. “ That’s 
enough of that, kitten. This thing is 
serious.”

He took Rock by the elbow, spoke 
in a tone so low the others couldn’t 
hear. “There’s something I think you 
ought to know, Bill. Karen may be on 
the level. On the other hand she may 
not. When I went over to her place 
she wasn’t home. Not wanting to hang 
around outside and be spotted by the 
cops I found a way to get in.” He 
shrugged. “ Well, you know how you 
get to be in the newspaper racket. 
You can’t just sit still and do noth­
ing. Snooping around, I uncovered 
something.”

Rock’s voice sounded tight. 
“ What?”

“ A savings deposit book. The gal 
has got over half a million dollars. 
Now I ask you, where would a D.A.’s 
secretary get a half million bucks?” 

It could just as well have been 
a kick in the stomach. Rock swayed 
on his feet like a punch-drunk fighter. 
There had been leaks from the office; 
sometimes pretty important leaks. 
Then there was that phone call, warn­
ing him to stay away from Karen. 
Were the two things connected?

He passed a hand over his eyes, as 
though that would clear his mental 
vision. “ So why did you bring her 
up here? How did the three of you 
get together in the first place?”

“ She came back finally and I 
thought—well, I had an idea maybe 
we could break her down. I brought

her back to our house and we met 
Gerry, and Gerry seemed to know 
where you were, so—” He broke off, 
remembering something else. “ I don’t 
know what in hell I ’m going to do 
about that screwy w iL  of mine. She’s 
got the cops looking for her, too.” 
He sighed.

Rock came out of his funk like a 
diver breaking water. “ She didn’t do 
it, you hear? Karen’s as straight as 
a string. I ’d trust her with my life.” 

“ Maybe that’s what you’re doing,” 
Corrigan said.

Rock cursed him. “Listen, you lug, 
I happened to stumble on something 
about you that don’t look so hot either. 
What was this Mullins doing with 
your I.O.U.?”

“ What are you trying to do—rib 
me?”

“ Not a damned bit! He had it, and 
now I ’ve got it, and it’s for a grand. 
I want to know how come!”

Corrigan sat down suddenly. “ I 
don’t remember—” He raised haggard 
eyes to Rock’s face. “ I couldn’t have, 
Bill. It don’t make sense. Why, I 
hardly knew the guy.”

Geraldine came over and put a hand 
on his shoulder. She wasn’t pretend­
ing to be Gracie Allen any more. 
“ What goes on, Pat?”

“ Nothing,” he said. “ Nothing to 
bother your head about, kitten.”

She looked at Rock. “ What have 
you been accusing him o f?”

“He told you. It’s nothing to bother 
your red head over. It’s—well, it’s just 
hell, that’s all.”

There was a sound at the door and 
he whirled, reaching for his gun.

Lieutenant Jack Santanya said, “ I 
wouldn’t, Rock.”

He pushed the door open a little 
wider with his foot. There was an­
other dick with him and they both 
had their guns out. Santanya’s jet 
black mustache lifted.

“ I guess this is it, mister.”
Rock said he guessed so, too. Even 

if he could have gotten his gun out 
he probably wouldn’t have used it. 
Corrigan and the two girls were be­
hind him, fair targets for stray slugs. 
Besides, it was one thing to clout
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a cop, quite another to shoot one. 
He raised his hands shoulder high. 

“My rod’s on the left side, Jack.” 
Santanya took it. The other dick 

waved his gun at Pat and Gerry and 
Karen.

“Just stay put for a while, folks.” 
He took the key out of the door 

and locked it from the outside. Then 
he and Santanya walked Rock down 
to the elevators.

CHAPTER VII 
Third Degree

THE cone of light was white hot.
It seared the eyeballs and scorched 

the flesh and it pulled the sweat out 
through the blistering skin and then 
dried it before it had a chance to 
run. By and by, after an hour or so 
under the light, there wouldn’t be 
any more sweat and Rock knew that 
then you just cooked. Rock was the 
guy under the light.

It was so hot in the room, even 
beyond the direct rays o f the light, 
that Santanya and the other dick had 
their coats off, and their collars and 
ties, and still they were wringing 
wet. Of course, Santanya and the 
other dick were exercising. All Rock 
had to do was sit there and take it.

Their voices kept hammering at 
him, first one, then the other, and 
to sort of emphasize the importance 
of what they said, like punctuation, 
they kept belting him with the hose. 
This hose was just garden hose. It 
didn’t even have any* shot in it. It 
didn’t leave any marks, just sort 
of molding a new face out of the old 
one, using the same features but alter­
ing the meaning.

“W hy’d you kill her?”
“I didn’t.”
“W hy’d you kill Mullins?” 
“ Because he was trying to kill me.” 
“W hy?”
“I don’t know.”
Wham! would go the hose. Maybe 

it would only take off an ear this 
time. Rock knew what they were try­
ing to do. They had to have an air­
tight, unbeatable case before they 
took him into court because it was

known that he was McLeod’s friend. 
The D.A. would give him all the 
breaks possible, but he couldn’t stall 
if they had a good clear motive for 
both kills.

Mullins’ death could be accounted 
for as the result of the brawl on the 
Frolics stage. But the girl’s was 
something else again. Rock could 
prove he hadn’t known her before; he 
could prove she’d actually given him 
her address. Santanya wanted either 
proof of a frame or a motive for 
Rock’s doing the job himself. Rock 
couldn’t supply either of these.

He wasn’t being stubborn. He just 
didn’t have the right answers. Being 
perfectly fair, he didn’t even think 
Jack Santanya was exacting revenge 
for being knocked cold earlier in the 
night. This was strictly business with 
Santanya. He had a couple of kill­
ings on his hands and he thought he 
probably had the killer. He had to be 
sure, though. I f Rock didn’t do it 
he certainly ought to know who did. 
Thus Santanya.

“ I f  you didn’t kill her who did?”
“ I don’t know. Mullins, maybe.”
“ W hy?”
“ To frame me.” Rock’s voice was 

beginning to sound mushy. He’d been 
trying to keep his mouth shut as 
much as possible, to save his teeth, 
and the teeth had gouged the insides 
of his lips. He tried to spit but there 
was no moisture left in him. The 
light had absorbed the last drop.

Santanya mopped his forehead with 
a wet sleeve. His voice was almost 
pleading. “ For God’s sake, Rock, 
don’t make me go on with this. Do 
you think I like it?”

“No.”
“ Then come clean, damn it ! Did 

you kill her?”
“No.”
“Then who did?”
“ I don’t know.” Wham went the 

hose.
This went on for quite a while. 

After fifteen or twenty minutes more 
of it Rock stopped answering. He 
stopped answering because he could 
no longer hear their questions. He 
was out.
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WHEN he woke up he was in a 
bunk in one of the four-cell 
tanks up above headquarters. In the 

next cell a guy was snoring and there 
was another guy pacing up and down 
the length of the tank. A  fifteen-watt 
bulb high up in the ceiling cast 
blurred, indistinct shadows on the 
concrete floor and walls. Rock 
smelled strongly of witch-hazel. He 
just lay there for a while, faintly 
surprised that he didn’t feel worse 
than he did. His wrist watch said it 
was four o’clock. Four in the morn­
ing that would be. It was still dark 
outside. Otherwise they’d have turned 
out the light.

Rock didn’t get the full signifi­
cance of the watch for a minute. 
When he did he rolled groggily to 
his feet and searched his pockets. 
Santanya had beat him to it. Every­
thing was gone, including the Mul­
lins guy’s wallet. That alone ought 
to be enough to hang him. They 
could prove robbery. Quite sud­
denly, thinking of the wallet, Rock 
remembered what he had done with 
the little notebook.

It was still in the fob pocket of 
his pants, under his belt. That made 
two things Santanya had missed: the 
watch and the notebook. Rock 
couldn’t see what good either was 
going to do him. He went out of the 
cell and drank thirstily at the tank 
fountain.

The nervous guy stopped his pac­
ing and said, “ Whatta you in for?” 
He looked like a bindle stiff just in 
from the jungles.

Rock said he was a murderer. 
“ Huh?” the guy said, impressed. “You 
mean really?”

Rock examined his face in the 
cracked mirror above the latrine. It 
was hardly swelled at all. They must 
have got a barber to steam him back 
into shape and the witch-hazel had 
reduced the swelling. The cops were 
getting pretty cagy about things like 
that. He drank some more water.

There was a rattle o f keys down 
the corridor and some of the prison­
ers in the other tanks began yelling. 
The nervous guy wasn’t expecting

visitors. He went into a cell and laid 
down. Rock looked at the barred 
grill expectantly. The guy with the 
turnkey was Giles O’Melveny, pub­
lisher of the Journal. The turnkey 
went away.

O’Melveny looked like the pre­
siding officer at a court martial. He 
said, “ So they finally caught up with 
you.”

“ Isn’t that what you wanted?” 
Rock said. “ Short of framing McLeod 
himself, your lousy sheet has just 
about proved that the D.A.’s office 
is full of grafters.”

“ Are you intimating that I ’m re­
sponsible for your arrest?”

“ I don’t intimate. If I ’ve got any­
thing to say I say it. You’ve always 
hated McLeod. You jockeyed him 
into a spot where he had to do some­
thing about vice conditions. I don’t 
think you give one little damn about 
vice; you were just hoping he’d trip 
himself.”

O’Melveny squared his shoulders. 
His red face and bristly mustache 
looked just the same. Only the chilled 
steel eyes looked tired, as though he 
hadn’t slept.

“ Pat Corrigan’s in jail,” he said.
Rock gripped the bars with his two 

hands. “Because my sister clipped - 
Baudino?”

“ Because Santanya found his I.O.U. 
in Mullins’ wallet. Santanya thinks 
Pat knows something about the kill­
ings. Does he?”

Rock remembered something Mul­
lins had said before the slugs started 
flying. He’d said, “ W e’d heard you’d 
got away from the cops. We kind of 
thought you’d be around.” W e  could 
have included Pat Corrigan. The 
I.O.U. proved there was a tie-up 
somewhere. Was it possible Corrigan 
would help frame his own brother- 
in-law? Hell, Rock thought cynically, 
anything is possible in this town!

Aloud he said, “ What does Corri­
gan say?”

“ Corrigan’s drunk. He don’t remem­
ber the I.O.U. at all.”

“Then I don’t either.”
O’Melveny looked at his watch. “ I ’d 

like to get Corrigan out.”
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“ I ’d kind of like to get out myself.” 
“ I think even that could be ar­

ranged.”
Rock stared. “ You’re the second 

guy that’s offered to help me out 
of this jam. W hy? What have I got 
that you want?”

“ Nothing.”
“You’re a liar.”
O’Melveny let this pass. He had 

actually turned away, was starting 
back along the aisle when he paused, 
looking over his shoulder. His voice 
was casual. “ W ho was the other man 
who offered to help you, Rock?” 

“ Wouldn’t you like to know?” 
O’Melveny nodded as though he’d 

expected this and disappeared in the 
direction of the main gate. Rock 
went over and stared gloomily out 
of the tank’s one window. The sky 
in the east was beginning to turn 
a dirty gray, and silhouetted against 
this the buildings of Civic Center 
looked iike black cardboard cut-outs. 
The nervous bindle stiff had gone to 
sleep. His snores mingled with the 
other guy’s. Rock thought he’d go 
screwy if he had to listen to the 
duet much longer. Then he forgot 
all about it because he heard Karen’s 
voice down at the end of the corri­
dor. Karen’s and McLeod’s.

PRESENTLY they were in front of 
the grill, looking at him. Rock felt 

like an animal in the zoo. Karen said 
in a tight voice, “ Oh, Bill! Bill, I ’m 
so sorry.”

“ I can imagine,”  he sneered. “ It was 
you that tipped Santanya, wasn’t it? 
You should be sorry.”

She flinched as though he’d struck 
her. “ Why do you say that?”

“ It’s just an idea I ’ve been nursing. 
Somebody had to tell him, didn’t 
they? Nobody knew where I was but 
Gerry and Pat and you.”

McLeod spoke. “ See here, Rock, 
don’t let this thing get you down. 
Why should Karen do a thing like 
that? She’s the one that came and 
got me out of bed after they’d picked 
you up. She’s on our side.”

“ That’s what you think,” Rock said. 
“ How much salary is she drawing?

Two hundred a month?” His mouth 
made a thin hard line. “ Figure out 
how long it would take to save a half 
million bucks out of that.”

Karen gasped and her gray eyes 
went wide with horror. “But Bill, that 
—that money isn’t mine? It belongs 
to someone else!”

“ Such as?”
She put her hands on the bars to 

steady herself. Her voice had a flat, 
hopeless sound. “ I don’t know.” Then, 
not looking at him, not looking at 
McLeod, she turned and ran out the 
way she had come.

McLeod’s voice was harsh. “ No 
wonder we’ve had leaks in the office. 
A half million, eh?”

“Yeah.”
“ How did you find out?”
“ It was Corrigan. He was snooping 

around out at her place and stumbled 
on the pass book.”

“ That reminds me—Corrigan’s in 
jail.”

“ Who isn’t, these days?” Rock said. 
McLeod nodded. His eyes were 

haggard and there were deep lines 
etched at the corners of his mouth. 
He shoved a hand through the bars 
and touched Rock’s shoulder. “You’ve 
done a lot of things for me, boy. 
Things you didn’t have to do. I just 
want you to know that I appreciate 
it.”

“Think nothing of it,” Rock said. 
McLeod’s hand fell away and his 

harsh voice became brisk, incisive. 
“ Well, we’ve got to get you out of 
here. I ’ll arrange to have counsel 
represent you. Bail won’t be con­
tested.”

Rock scowled. “ That’ll leave us 
right where we started. I might just 
as well have let Santanya pick me up 
the first time. What do you think 
I ’ve been chasing around in circles 
for—to let the papers crucify you 
for springing me?”

“ Well, what would you suggest?” 
“ I can get out of this can any time 

I want to,” Rock said. He wasn’t 
as sure of this as he sounded; he’d 
just had a bright idea which he 
thought might work. “ If I can crush 
out you’ll still be in the clear.”
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“You’ll be a murderer at large. You 
know what that means. Any flatfoot 
on the force can shoot you down and 
get a citation for it.”  McLeod bent 
closer to the bars, studying Rock’s 
face. “ Bill, you haven’t played exactly 
fair with me. You didn’t tell me you’d 
had trouble at the Frolics. What 
have you got up your sleeve? What 
do you hope to accomplish that one 
of the other men can’t?”

“How do we know that the next 
guy wouldn’t be spotted the same as 
I was? Besides, I’ve sort of got a 
personal motive now. If I can bust 
the vice racket wide open in the 
process, well and good. But the main 
idea is my neck. I ’m very, very in­
terested in my neck, chief. If I can 
find the guys behind the frame I can 
more than likely find the murderer 
and substitute his neck for mine.” 

McLeod looked doubtful.
“ You still haven’t told me any­

thing.”
“ I don’t think I will, either,”  Rock 

said. “The less you know, the less 
apt you’ll be to stick your neck out.”  

McLeod shook his head. “ I think 
you’re making a mistake.”

“Probably.” Rock thought of Karen 
and his eyes were bitter. “ It wouldn’t 
be the first one I ’ve made.”

McLeod read his mind. “You’ve 
been hit pretty hard, boy. Aside from 
these killings, I mean. Do you really 
think—hell, a half million dollars 
seems to be a lot of money for in­
formation.”

“ This thing is big. I haven’t even 
touched all the fringes yet and I ’ve 
seen enough evidence to convince me 
that a half million is only a drop 
in the bucket.” He heard one of the 
sleeping prisoners stirring in his 
cell. “ Wait a minute, chief.” The rest­
less guy turned out to be the bindle 
stiff. Rock said, “ What’s your name, 
bo?”

“ Dinwiddie. Reginald Dinwiddie.” 
“ N o!”
“ It’s a fact.”  Reginald Dinwiddie 

himself saw the incongruity and 
waved a disparaging hand. “ Not my 
fault. Parents.”

“ Yeah, I can understand that,”

Rock said. “ What’s the rap against 
you?”

“Vag.”
Rock went out and whispered to 

McLeod. “Leave me a little dough. 
Fifty bucks or so. Then go out and 
call up some bail bond broker and 
arrange bail for a guy named Regi­
nald Dinwiddie. Better use a mes­
senger or some second rate shyster so 
they can’t trace this back to you. 
But look, wait till after six o’clock, 
get it?”

McLeod said, “You can’t do that, 
B ill!”

“ Well, it’s worth a try. What have 
I got to lose?”

McLeod pushed a roll o f money at 
him. “Let me know how you make 
out, will you, boy?”

“You’ll probably hear,” Rock said. 
He watched McLeod’s tall form dis­
appear in the direction of the main 
gate. After that he went into the cell 
where the third guy was still asleep. 
It looked like this mug never would 
wake up. Rock hoped he wouldn’t. 
Not for an hour or so, at least. He 
went back and engaged Reginald Din­
widdie in desultory conversation.

IT W AS getting lighter outdoors 
now. Through the grimy window 

you could see the sky turning from 
gray to pearl and then to pink. The 
sun tipped the horizon and as though 
this were a signal all the vags and 
dips and scum of a night’s combing 
woke up and began yelling for break­
fast. Rock held his breath. The guy 
in the other cell didn’t wake up.

Dinwiddie yawned. “ Time for slum, 
hunh?”

Rock looked at his watch. “Five- 
thirty.”

The turnkey and a couple of 
trusties came along the aisle with 
coffee and stale rolls. Rock gave his 
rolls to Dinwiddie. He drank the 
coffee, though.

He kept looking at the point of 
Dinwiddie’s chin, wondering how 
hard he’d have to hit him. Then he 
wondered if he’d get the chance; if 
Santanya or some of the other dicks 
wouldn’t come for him first. Or if the
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champion snorer of the world, the 
guy in the next cell, wouldn’t wake 
up and complicate things.

Six o ’clock came. Down the corri­
dor he could hear the night guard 
going off shift and the new one com­
ing on. He hoped the new one 
wouldn’t be someone who knew him 
by sight. He chewed his nails.

After what seemed like hours of 
this there was the rattle of keys and 
a guy started yelling, “ Dinwiddie! 
Hey, you Dinwiddie, where are you?” 
Feet clumped along tile aisle.

Rock yelled, “ Here!” at the top of 
his lungs, and clipped Dinwiddie on 
the button. The guy didn’t let out a 
peep.

Rock put him in the bunk, stuffed 
the roll of bills into a ragged pocket 
and went out and was standing at 
the grill when the jailer came stump­
ing along.

“ I ’m Dinwiddie.”
The turnkey was a total stranger. 

He unlocked the gate, remarking that 
Dinwiddie was certainly a funny 
name. “ Somebody’s posted bond for, 
you, punk. Scram.”

Rock scrammed. He didn’t even 
pause at the property clerk’s desk 
to get poor Dinwiddie’s belongings. 
There was a little guy with crossed 
eyes leaning on the sergeant’s desk. 
He identified himself as a bail bond 
runner for Schwartz & Schwartz. He 
suggested that Rock better drop into 
the office around nine. He didn’t 
think that Rock would do this, and 
neither did the desk sergeant. It 
was just routine.

Rock said he would drop in. He 
then went down three flights of stairs, 
trying very hard to keep from run­
ning, hoping he wouldn’t meet anyone 
he knew. He had probably five min­
utes before Dinwiddie woke up and 
began yelling and the trick was ex­
posed. It took a lot of will power to 
saunter. Rock used up all he had and 
then took a chance and ran. Luckily 
there was a cab stand at the corner. 
Civic Center was practically deserted. 
Rock fell into the nearest hack and 
gave the driver his own address. The 
hacker thought he was drunk.

CHAPTER VII!
The Handkerchief

THE shower felt good. The needle- 
fine spray put a glow in Rock’s 

skin, cleared some of the cobwebs 
from his mind. He knew he was tak­
ing a chance coming back here, but 
there was no other place where, at six- 
thirty in the morning, he could have 
gotten all the things he needed at 
one swoop. In the first place he didn’t 
have even enough money to pay off 
the cab. He wished he hadn’t been 
so generous with Reginald Dinwid­
die. Fifty bucks seemed like a lot to 
pay a bindle stiff for taking one little 
bop on the chin. He wondered if 
Reggie would understand. Not that it 
made much difference.

Dressing, Rock considered hi§, re­
flection in the mirror. There were 
dark circles under his eyes and one 
ear was still swollen a little. On the 
whole, though, he wasn’t much differ­
ent from the Bill Rock of yesterday. 
Not on the surface. Underneath, down 
deep, there was a fierce resentment 
that he, William Rock, should have 
been subjected to the things he had 
gone through the last few hours. 
Somebody thought he was very cute 
indeed. Rock’s eyes smoldered.

He didn’t know what it was that 
caused him to remember something 
he’d completely forgotten. Maybe it 
was just looking in the mirror. There 
had been a mirror connected with 
the incident; a mirror in the lobby of 
the Hotel Cromwell. In it he had seen 
Perkins, the house dick, coming up 
from the lounge. He had thought 
Perkins hadn’t recognized him. But 
maybe the guy had. Maybe it was 
Perkins, not Karen, who had tipped 
off Santanya.

Rock strode to the phone. His sis­
ter answered, yawning. Rock said, 
“You and Nero. Only you don’t play 
the j^ddle. You sleep. It don’t make 
any difference to you that your hus­
band and your brother are in jail.” 

Geraldine said, “ Can I help it if I 
ran out of coffee? And, anyway, Mr. 
O’Melveny is going to get Pat out. 
He called me up and told me so.”
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“ But what about me?” Rock yelled. 
Just as if he was still in the can. 
“ Don’t I rate any consideration?” 

“ After last night? You ought to 
be ashamed of yourself, Bill Rock. 
Saying that woman was a cop. What 
do you think I am?”

He gulped to keep from choking to 
death. “ Skip it, you imbecile. Look, 
I want you to think back. It’ll be a 
strain on you but try it, anyway. 
Did Karen leave you and Pat at any 
time after they met you last night? 
I mean, could she have phoned any­
one after you told her where I was?” 

“ Of course not!”
“ I forgive you everything,” Rock 

said. There was a new light in his 
eyes, a funny little lump in his throat 
as he hung up.

Karen hadn’t crossed him. She 
hadn’t called copper on him. It must 
have been that Perkins. Of course 
there was the little matter of an un­
explained half million dollars but 
what was that to worry about? He’d 
accused Karen of turning him up and 
she hadn’t done it. Maybe she was 
telling the truth about the dough. 
At any rate he had to see her; had to 
tell her he’d been wrong. The menace 
of Santanya and Baudino and all the 
rest of the department seemed of 
minor importance.

He stuffed what loose change he 
could find in his pockets, and an 
extra checkbook and a spare gun. He 
no longer had a holster; his harness 
and his other gun were down at head­
quarters. The spare gun made his 
right hand pocket sag. He took the 
gun out and shoved it in the waist­
band of his trousers, under his vest. 
Then, with a last fond look around, 
because he thought probably he’d 
never see the dump again, he went 
out of the apartment.

He was at the top o f the last flight 
of stairs when he saw the cops come 
in the front door. That meant they’d 
discovered the substitution. They’d 
very likely found the cab he’d used. 
He stepped into a window embrasure 
and wrapped himself in one o f the 
drapes. The two bulls clumped by. 

“ You’d think the guy would have

more sense,” one of them said. Rock 
went quietly down the last flight of 
stairs.

IT W AS just seven when he swung 
off the bus in front of Karen’s 

apartment. The early morning sun 
sparkled on trees and grass, drenched 
by the rain of the night before, and 
the air was clean and fresh. Rock felt 
a sense of exhilaration, as though he 
too were rejuvenated. It was a new 
day and the sun was shining and he 
had recovered his faith in Karen. He 
even whistled a little as he went into 
the foyer.

There was no desk. You gathered 
the impression that the management 
was very careful in the selection of 
tenants, but that once in you weren’t 
spied upon. The mere fact that you 
lived there was proof positive that 
your life and habits were above re­
proach. There was a great bowl of 
newly-picked roses on the cotisdle 
against the wall. The scent of them 
was heavy in the air.

A  girl came down in the automatic 
elevator, a girl reminding Rock 
faintly of Karen herself, probably 
because she wore the same sort of 
clothes.

She gave Rock a cool, self-assured 
glance and paused in the door, draw­
ing on her gloves.

“ It’s lovely, isn’t it?”
There was no coquetry in this, 

merely an acceptance o f Rock as an­
other decent human being.

“ Very lovely,” he agreed quietly. 
He felt as a man does who comes into 
the sanctuary of a church after a pro­
longed debauch. The girl gave him 
a brief little nod and went out.

Rock went up in the elevator. The 
upper hall was empty. Here and there 
a morning paper lay propped against 
a closed door. Presently people would 
be reading all about a guy named 
William Rock who was not only a 
killer but who had defied precedent 
by walking unmolested out of the 
city bastille. Rock pressed the buzzer 
beside Karen’s door.

After a little wait he rang again. 
There was still no answer. He got
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panicky at that. It wasn’t time for 
her to go to the office. And then he 
remembered. She wouldn’t be going 
to the office anyway. Not after the 
scene at the ja il; the one in which 
he’d accused her of not only ratting 
on him, but of selling out the office. 
McLeod had been there, too. Maybe 
McLeod had had her picked up. On 
the other hand, maybe she was there 
behind the closed door, afraid to 
open it.

He twisted the knob, not expecting 
that the door would be unlocked, just 
sort of absent-mindedly. The door 
opened under his touch and he went 
in. The first thing he saw was the 
dead man.

There could be no doubt that the 
man was dead, not even to one who 
only read about such things. The 
handle of a knife protruded from 
the man’s breast and there was quite 
a lot of blood. The man was sitting 
stiffly upright in a deep upholstered 
chair. The man was the one Rock 
had seen last night in Felipe’s; the 
blondly, robust young fellow with 
Giles O’Melveny and Diamond 
Annie; the one who looked as though 
he might know all about polo ponies. 
He was no longer blondly robust. 
All the color was gone from his face, 
leaving the outdoors tan like a thin 
yellow pantina on old china. His eyes 
had a blankly fixed stare, neither sur­
prised nor resentful.

Rock went over and lifted one of 
the man’s wrists. Not a doctor, Rock 
had yet seen enough of death to 
recognize some of its signs.

The man had been dead at least a 
couple of hours.

Rock took a deep breath. All the 
exhilaration was gone now, all the 
sunshine. All his doubts of Karen 
were back, gnawing at his insides, 
clamoring in his ears like the pound­
ing of surf. Like a man in a daze he 
went over and locked the hall door 
before going through the rest of the 
apartment. He didn’t know why he 
did this; didn’t know what he ex­
pected to find. It was just something 
to do, a temporary expedient to kill 
time until he had accustomed himself

to the shock of what he had found 
already. Gradually, as he went from 
living room to bedroom and from 
there into the tiny kitchenette, it 
dawned on him that the apartment 
had been pretty thoroughly searched. 
Who had done his? Not Karen, 
surely. The dead man, then? If so, 
what had he been looking for? Why 
had Karen found it necessary to kill 
him?

There was no rear entrance to the 
apartment. A dumb waiter took care 
of service deliveries and the removal 
of waste, but the thing wasn’t big 
enough to accommodate even a child. 
Rock closed the hatch knowing that 
his one chance of getting out was 
by way of the front door. A very 
tough spot indeed, no matter who 
came calling.

HE W ENT into the living room 
and telephoned Morgan McLeod’s 

home. The district attorney himself 
answered. “ Oh, it’s you, Rock. Well, 
I see you pulled it off.”

“ Unh-hunh. Listen, chief, have you 
had Karen picked up?”

“No.” He misunderstood Rock’s 
exclamation. “ See here, Bill, I don’t 
doubt your word, or Corrigan’s 
either, but this thing requires a cer­
tain amount of investigation. I did 
call Karen’s apartment, thinking I ’d 
have a quiet talk with her before tak­
ing action. She didn’t answer. Some­
how I don’t think she’ll go far, 
though. As a matter of fact she has 
no reason to even start.”

Rock growled something that 
sounded like “That’s what you 
think!”

“ Well, she hasn’t. Knowing she has 
a half million dollars and proving 
she got it crookedly are two different 
things. Any lawyer in town could 
keep us from even holding her.” 

“Yeah. Well, I just asked.” He 
started to hang up.

McLeod’s voice sounded frantic. 
“ Wait a minute, Bill! You haven’t 
told me what you intended to do.” 

Rock’s eyes rested speculatively on 
the dead man in the chair. He won­
dered what McLeod would say if he
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knew about the dead man. “ I don’t 
know what I intend to do, chief. 
Something has come up that—that 
sort of changes my plans.”

McLeod snorted. “ I can tell you 
one thing you’d better do. You’d bet­
ter find some place to hole up till it 
gets dark again. Running around in 
broad daylight is tempting provi­
dence a little too far.”

“ It’s an idea,” Rock admitted. “ In 
fact, it’s a pretty darned good idea.” 

“ Well, have you any place in mind? 
Where can I get in touch with you?” 

“ I ’ll let you know when I find out,”  
Rock said. He cut McLeod’s protest 
short by the simple expedient of 
hanging up.

The little black and gold clock on 
Karen’s desk ticked off minute after 
minute while he stood there, somber, 
uncertain of himself and of all the 
world. Presently he snapped out of it. 
There was no use waiting here on the 
chance that Karen would come back. 
She wouldn’t. So then what? Well, 
for one thing, the dead man was 
known to both Giles O’Melveny and 
Diamond Annie Cowan. There was a 
lead there, if it was handled right.

Rock went over and gingerly 
searched the dead man’s pockets. He 
turned up nothing more interesting 
than the man’s name. This, according 
to the engraved cards in an expensive 
card case, was Brian DeLys. Rock had 
never heard it before.

Sharply, very loud in the quiet of 
the apartment, there came the sound 
of a key being inserted in the lock of 
the hall door. There was no use run­
ning. There was no place to run to. 
Rock could hide and wait for the in­
evitable discovery or he could take 
the bull by the horns and stand his 
ground. The element of surprise 
would be in his favor. He flipped out 
his gun, waiting.

The newcomer was having a hard 
time getting the door open. When it 
finally did swing in it was Rock him­
self who was surprised. Karen looked 
too exhausted to be surprised at any­
thing. She just stood there, one hand 
clutching the doorknob as though for 
needed support, the other groping for

her bedraggled hat. Mud caked her 
high-heeled pumps.

“Hello, Bill.”
She saw the dead man then. Rock 

couldn’t make up his mind whether 
the shock was real or feigned. If it 
was an act it was good, though. She 
crumpled to the floor.

Quite suddenly it came to him that 
he didn’t care whether it was an act 
or not; he didn’t care how many guys 
she had killed, nor what else she had 
done. She was his. He went over and 
picked her up and carried her into the 
bedroom. She had been soaked to the 
skin. He made savage little sounds as 
he stripped off her stockings. Her 
feet were like ice. Then, remember­
ing that the hall door was still open, 
he ran out and locked it. Karen’s eyes 
were open when he came back.

“ So it’s real, then! It is you, and 
there is a dead man out—out there!”

He nodded. “That’s right, hon.”

SHE colored faintly as. he picked 
up her shoes and stockings and 

tossed them in a corner. “ Bill, what 
are you—I mean, I thought you were 
still in jail.”

“ I just got tired of it,” he said. He 
went into the bath and turned on the 
hot water. When the tub was half full 
he poked his head out. “ Come on, 
toots, we haven’t got all day.”

She sat up. “But Bill, I don’t un­
derstand !”

“That makes two of us,” he said 
roughly. And then, seeing her flinch 
as though he had struck her, he came 
over and took her chin in his hand 
and looked deep into her gray eyes. 
“ Look, Karen, let’s get this straight. 
I don’t care who you are, what you’ve 
done, why you had to kill this guy or 
any o f the rest of it. I love you, get 
it?”

She pushed him away. “You—you 
think I did it?”

“Well, didn’t you?”
“N o!”
He shrugged. “ Okay, you didn’t 

even know the guy. Now will you 
hurry up and get thawed out and get 
into some clothes? Pardon me if I 
seem to be rushing you, but I ’ve been
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seen with so many dead people lately 
that it’s getting to be almost second 
nature to expect an escort of cops 
along with each body.”

She touched him. “ I didn’t say I 
didn’t know him, Bill.”

“ All right, you did know him!” 
“And there are still no questions?” 
“N o!”
“ Thank you,” she said. “ I shall re­

member that as long as I live, Bill 
Rock.”

She went into the bathroom and 
closed the door. He went out and 
stared resentfully at the dead man. 
This didn’t seem to be getting him 
anywhere so he got out the little note­
book, the one he’d lifted from the 
theater manager’s wallet. As his eye 
skimmed over the pages he began to 
notice that the crossed-out entries 
seemed to have at least one thing in 
common. The discarded girls were 
all over thirty. Apparently Mullins 
had liked them young, and when they 
attained the ripe old age of thirty or 
so he scratched them out. So what 
happened to them? If they were no 
longer good enough for the Mullins 
kind of burlesque, what would they 
be good for? Rock thought of a pos­
sible way to find out. He looked in 
the phone book for theatrical agen­
cies. It was still too early in the 
morning for any of these to be open, 
but he found one ad that had the 
manager’s name down in a corner.

He discovered that the manager had 
a residence phone. After a long time 
he got an answer. The guy sounded 
irritable. Rock said, “Okay, just save 
the beef, my good man. This is the 
district attorney’s office. You recog­
nize any of these names?” He red off 
five or six.

The guy said he didn’t. Then he 
said, “Hey, wait a minute! I remem­
ber one of those dames on account of 
she gypped me out of my commis­
sion.”

“How was that?”
“ Well, I sent her down to the 

Ftolics, see? Mullins was starting a 
troupe down to South America and 
she went out with this bunch and I 
never did see her again.”

“Thank you,” Rock said. He won­
dered if anyone had ever seen her 
again. Anyone except the South 
Americans. There was a sort of ter­
rible finality about the lines drawn 
through those names now. As if even 
the girls themselves wouldn’t be 
needing names any more. He felt 
just a little sick. Everywhere he 
turned he seemed to stumble into 
something that reeked of murder, or 
worse. He went over and flung one of 
the windows high, breathing deep of 
the cool clean air. The street below 
was coming alive now. People on 
their way to work. Decent people. 
Rock had almost forgotten this last 
few hours that such people existed.

He wondered how it would feel to 
be a bookkeeper, or a shoe salesman, 
and come home at night to the little 
woman and maybe go out to a movie 
afterward. He’d always laughed at 
that sort of thing before. He wasn’t 
laughing now. Not with a dead man 
in the same room, and a couple thou­
sand coppers looking for him in the 
matter of two other deaths.

HE HEARD Karen moving about 
in the bedroom. Swinging to 

meet her, he brushed one of the win­
dow drapes aside. There was a little 
ball of white on the rug and he 
stooped and picked it up and unrolled 
it a trifle absently. Probably one of 
Karen’s handkerchiefs. Then he saw 
that it wasn’t Karen’s. The initials in 
one corner were G.C. He stood quite 
still for a moment, remembering other 
handkerchiefs like this, others with 
the same distinctive monogram. A l­
most against his will he lifted the 
tiny square of linen to his nostrils. 
The perfume was Gerry’s. G.C.— 
Geraldine Corrigan.

Karen came out of the bedroom. 
“ Bill, are you sick?”

“Plenty sick,” he said. He sat down, 
suddenly, as though all the strength 
had gone out of his legs. Karen came 
over and touched his head gently. 
“ What is it, Bill? What’s happened?” 

He shook himself. “ Look, Karen, 
did my sister come here at any time last 
night? Maybe I misunderstood. May­
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be she met you and Pat Corrigan 
here. Did she?”

“ Why, no. No, Corrigan and I met 
her just outside their own house. 
Does it make any difference, B ill?” 

“Does it make any difference!” He 
made a bitter mouth. “No, it doesn’t 
make any difference. I just found her 
handkerchief, is all. In the same room 
with a murdered man. You say you 
didn’t kill him. That makes it look 
swell for her, don’t it?”

“ I don’t believe it! Why—why, it 
doesn’t make—”

“ I know what you’re thinking,” he 
said. “ What was she doing here in 
your apartment in the first place? 
W hy was a guy named Mullins car­
rying Pat’s I.O.U. for a thousand 
dollars? They’re both mixed up in 
this, I tell you!” He stood up. “Well, 
I ’m going to find a spot for you. I ’ll 
take care of the rest later.”

“ But Bill, I don’t see why it’s nec­
essary to—”

“To get you away from here?” He 
laughed shortly. “ Look, Karen, I 
don’t usually go off half-cocked. As a 
matter of fact I don’t often get jit­
tery. I ’m that way now. Regardless of 
whether you did or didn’t kill the 
guy, he’s here, isn’t he? I can’t very 
well lug him out in broad daylight. 
So he’s got to stay here. I f we call 
the cops, that means you’ll be on 
your own, on account of I can’t stick 
around to help you. You could say 
my sister did the job. Maybe it could 
even be proved. I don’t know.”

“As if I would!”
He gave her a smile for that. “All 

right, there’s another angle beside 
the cops to consider. Somebody has 
searched your place pretty thorough­
ly. Maybe it was the dead guy, or 
Gerry, or Pat Corrigan. Maybe it was 
somebody I’ve never heard of. The 
point is, did they get what they were 
after?”

Karen looked startled. “ I haven’t 
the slightest idea what anyone could 
want here. I haven’t anything.” 

“ Somebody thinks different,” Rock 
said.

“ But really I haven’t !”
“ All right, let it pass. Regardless,

there’s somebody, or a whole lot of 
somebodies who think you have. 
They’re going to keep looking. I’ve 
an idea you’ll be healthier if they 
don’t find you.-Are you ready to go?” 

“All ready, Bill.” She looked a 
great deal better, though there were 
still dark shadows under her eyes. He 
kissed her gravely. “That’s the first, 
Karen. Maybe it’ll be the last.”

She shivered. “ Bill, there’s some­
thing I’ve got to tell you. I—well, I 
didn’t feel like talking about it yes­
terday.”

“You’d better save it till we get out 
of here,” he said. He took her arm and 
they went through the door together.

Going down in the elevator, walk­
ing the two blocks to the nearest cab 
stand, he was surprised that they 
should look exactly like anyone else. 
Their hacker even tipped his cap.

Rolling along Wilshire at a sedate 
pace, they were almost out to Beverly 
Hills before Karen spoke. Then, keep- ' 
ing her voice quite matter-of-fact, she 
said, “ I told you I didn’t know who 
I was; Remember?”

“Yes, hon?”
“ Well, that doesn’t mean I haven’t 

tried to find out. The man you saw 
in my apartment—the man who is now 
dead—came to me and offered to sell 
me some information. I didn’t know 
him, but it was a chance. I agreed to 
get him the money.”

“ When was that?”
“Last night. After you left me. I 

couldn’t get the money till the banks 
opened and he wouldn’t tell me any­
thing until I paid. There was nothing 
to do but wait. Then, when you ac­
cused me of—” She broke off, stared 
out the window.

Rock touched her hand. “You don’t 
have to tell me all this, hon.”

She nodded. “ I know. You think 
I’m silly. You don’t see why a girl 
who has seen life from a district at­
torney’s office should let a little thing 
like a misplaced family tree bother 
her. Perhaps I wouldn’t have if it 
hadn’t been for the money. Someone 
has been sending me that money for 
years, Bill; someone who is ashamed 
of me, but who apparently feels some



CLEVE F. ADAM S 99

sort of an obligation. It’s—it’s been 
pretty bad.”

Rock cursed. “ I’d like to meet the 
guy.”

“ So would I, Bill. Maybe if I did, 
if I only knew the worst, then per­
haps I’d get over some of my old- 
fashioned ideas. Marriage and babies 
aren’t very alluring to a gal who 
might be a—a leper for all she 
knows.”

“ And you couldn’t trace this 
money?”

“Not even that. Sometimes it would 
come by mail, sometimes it was just 
left at my door. Always it was in 
cash, bills I couldn’t trace. For a 
while, after the crash and until I’d 
learned to be self supporting, I used 
some of it. But I’ve paid back every 
cent. It’s all there, waiting to be 
thrown in somebody’s face.”

“ If I ever find the guy,” Rock prom­
ised savagely, “ he won’t have any 
face to throw it in.”

CHAPTER IX 
House of Refuge

IT W AS a big house. Bel-Air is a 
district of big houses. Winding 

streets curve in and out of wooded 
canyons and climb steeply to the 
mountains beyond. It is a discourag­
ing place for door-to-door salesmen 
because the houses are so far apart. 
You rarely see anyone around at nine 
in the morning except Jap gardeners 
and colored chauffeurs. The owners 
of the houses probably live in them 
but you don’t get that impression. All 
you’re sure of is that whoever does 
live here has got the money to live 
anywhere in the world. Diamond An­
nie Cowan lived here.

The cab went up the curving sweep 
of the drive and halted before the 
front door. Karen said, “ I don’t feel 
right about this, Bill. Who lives 
here?”

“ A friend of mine.” Rock smiled at 
her. “Just stay put for a minute. I ’ll 
be right out.”

He lifted the knocker. Inside, there 
was the sound of chimes, mellow, dis­
tant, very sweet. A colored maid

opened the door. Rock said, “ Hello, 
Flo. Is Annie awake?”

“ She’s having breakfast.”
“Tell her I want to see her,” Rock 

said.
He went in, scaling his hat toward 

a glass and chromium table. The foyer 
was circular, done all in white. Even 
the carpet was white. He went though 
an arch and through three other 
rooms, crossing acres and acres of 
carpeted floor to get to the only in­
formal room in the house. You felt as 
though someone had given a free 
hand and a checkbook to one of the 
major studios’ art directors. The only 
thing that was missing was the click 
of the cameras. The fireplace had 
never had a fire in it. Rock poured 
himself a drink at the bar.

After a while the colored maid 
came back. “ All right, Mr. Rock. 
She’ll see you in her room.”

He followed her back across the 
acres and acres of white carpet and 
up the broad stairs. She left him be­
fore a closed door and he went in 
alone.

Diamond Annie was still in bed. 
It was a gorgeous bed and a gorgeous 
room, though again you were con­
scious of a sense of unreality. The 
woman in the bed might have been 
a queen. Her silver-white hair was 
piled high as though she had had it 
done before ordering her tray.

“You are very beautiful, Anne,” 
Rock said. He meant this. She was so 
beautiful that you forgot she was no 
longer young.

“ Come here,” she said. Her voice 
was a rich contralto. It had the same 
magnetism as the rest of her. Hearing 
it in a pitch-dark room you’d have 
known it could not belong to an ugly 
woman.

Rock crossed the room.
“Kiss me,” she said.
He kissed her lightly on the cheek. 

She pushed him away. “All right, 
what have you been doing with your­
self?”

“ I’m in a jam.”
“ I heard about it.”
“ Who hasn’t?” He took a turn about 

the room. This was going to be harder
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than he had expected. Presently he 
came back and stood at the foot of 
the bed, using it as a sort o f barricade. 
“Anne, there’s someone downstairs I 
want you to take care of for a while. 
She won’t be any trouble. She’s got 
to get some sleep, is all, and a place 
where no one can get to her.”

“ She?”
He didn’t look at her. “Yeah, a girl. 

She works in the office.” He tried to 
make it casual.

“ W hy pick on me?”
Rock flushed. “ I did you a favor 

once, Anne.”
She stifled a yawn with a hand 

covered with rings. “ I paid you for 
it, didn’t IP”

He just stood there for a moment. 
He was afraid to move, afraid that 
if he even lifted a hand his anger 
would get the better o f him.

He said, “Well,. I asked for that 
one, didn’t I?” Then, very deliberate­
ly, he released the gold strap on his 
wrist and tossed the watch in her 
lap. “Give it to some other guy. I 
don’t want any part of you.” He 
swung on his heel and started for the 
door.

Her voice halted him. “ B ill!”
“ W ell?”
“ I ’m sorry I said that. The only 

thing was, you were lying to me and 
it made me sore. You’re crazy about 
the dame, aren’t you?”

He turned, scowling. “ Well, what if 
I am?”

“Nothing. Not a thing, Bill.”  She 
swung her pajamaed legs out of bed. 
“Just don’t lie to me any more. You 
can bring her in. Flo will give her 
a room and see she gets what she 
needs.**

“No, thanks,”  he said. “ W e’ll be 
shoving off.”

She moved with the lithe grace of a 
panther, barring the door.

“ I ’m offering to help you, Bill. Do 
you know why?”

“ I can guess,” he said.
“And you’d be wrong,” she said. 

“ It’s a funny thing, Bill, but you’re 
the first guy that ever called me Anne. 
Somehow there’s a difference between 
Anne and Annie. Maybe if they’d left

that damned i out of my name—” She 
gave a brief, disillusioned little laugh. 
“Well, I guess it’s a little late to 
be thinking about that now. W ill you 
bring the girl in?”

He hesitated. There was no use 
kidding himself, he had plenty things 
to do and he could certainly do them 
better without Karen on his mind. 
There was no place she’d be safer, or 
more comfortable than here.

“ All right,” he said finally. And 
then, “You’re a swell egg, Anne, I’m 
sorry I’m such a heel.” He went out 
and down the broad stairs to the 
foyer.

KAREN was still sitting in the cab.
Rock opened the door for her. 

“ Come on in, hon. It looks like a 
movie set but they tell me the beds 
are good.”

She got out and they went inside. 
Diamond Annie had slipped into a 
hostess gown of some shimmering 
green stuff and there were diamond 
buckles on her high-heeled slippers. 
She stood at the foot of the stairs.

■ Rock performed the introductions. 
“ Karen, I want you to meet Anne 
Cowan, a very good friend of mine. 
Anne, this is Karen Lacey.”

“ I’m afraid this is rather an im­
position, Miss Cowan,” Karen said. 
She put out a hand. “ Or is it Mrs. 
Cowan?”

“ I ’m Diamond Annie,” Anne said. 
“Didn’t Bill tell you?”

“ Bill didn’t have to tell me. There 
probably isn’t a man, woman or child 
in California who doesn’t know you 
by sight.”

.“ If not by touch,” Anne said. She 
laughed suddenly, throatily, and took 
the hand Karen had let fall to her 
side. “ I think I’m going to like you, 
Karen. I was afraid I wouldn’t for a 
while, because—well, because Bill 
Rock is something pretty special in 
the way of men and I hate to see him 
taken out of circulation.”

Karen flushed faintly. For just an 
instant Rock fancied there was a 
resemblance between the two women. 
The straight slimness of Karen in her 
tailored suit, her blue-black hair and
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calm gray eyes, all these were totally 
unlike the striking voluptuous older 
woman, but there was something in 
the carriage of their heads, the way 
they stood measuring each other— 
He shrugged away the illusion.

“ Well, if you two have decided you 
can get along—”

“ W e’ll get along,” Diamond Annie 
assured him.

Karen smiled. “ Of course.”
Rock took up his hat and started 

for the door. On the threshold he 
paused, said carelessly over his shoul­
der, “ Oh, Anne, the guy who was 
with you and O’Melveny last night. 
Brian DeLys, I think the name is.”

“Yes?”
“ What do you know about him? 

What’s his racket?”
“ By me, Bill. He’s just one o f the 

guys you see around. I think I met 
him first out at Santa Anita. W hy?”

“ Maybe Karen will tell you,”  Rock 
said. “ If she feels like it.”  He grinned 
suddenly. “ I left a dirty glass in the 
bar. You’d better have it taken care 
of. Somebody might get the idea this 
wasn’t a museum.” He went out and 
got in the waiting cab.

The hacker had been reading a 
morning paper. “This guy Rock seems 
to be quite a lad,” he observed.

“ Is that so?”
“Yep, quite a lad.”  He half turned 

in his seat, held up the front page for 
Rock to see. There was a nice three- 
column cut of William Rock. “You 
know, you look a lot like him.”

“ Maybe I ’m him,”  Rock said.
“ I see some of the better citizens 

are talking of offering a reward.” 
The driver’s eyes glistened.

“ Well, I hope you meet the guy,” 
Rock said. He pulled out the jump 
seat and put his feet on it and leaned 
back in the corner. “ In the meantime 
how’s about taking me back down­
town?”

“ Sure, pal, sure.”
The cab rolled down the drive. 

Rock dozed in his corner. He hadn’t 
had a wink of sleep for around 
twenty-four hours, except for the 
time he was out after the session with 
Santanya and the other dick, and you

could hardly call that sleep. He was 
grateful for a brief respite from phys­
ical movement at least.

After a while he awoke with a start. 
The cabby was saying, “ Here’s your 
street, mister. What number you 
want?”

Rock looked out. They were just 
passing the Corrigan bungalow. Down 
the street a little way, on the other 
side, there was a parked car, and there 
was a guy in it pretending to read a 
magazine. You didn’t need three 
guesses to figure he was a dick.

Rock yawned. “Drop me off at the 
next corner. My wife’ll give me hell 
if she sees me coming home in a cab.”

The hacker looked righteous. “ And 
you couldn’t blame her for that. 
Especially if she knew where you’d 
been.”

Rock sat up straight. “ Say that 
again.”

“ Well, now, look, you don’t hafta 
get tough about it. I just figured if I 
called something to your attention 
you might be a little more generous 
with your tip.”

“ So you’re on the make, hunh?”
“ Who isn’t?”
Rock got a calculating look in his 

eye. “Maybe I could use you, fella. 
How’s about chartering you and the 
hack for the rest of the day? Say a 
hundred bucks.”

“ Not the hack. I got a car of my 
own, though.”

Rock opened the door and got out. 
“ Okay, go get it and meet me here in 
half an hour.”

The driver said, “ You sure do look 
like this guy William Rock. And 
wasn’t that a copper I saw sitting in 
that car we just passed?”  He had rosy 
cheeks and innocent blue eyes. The 
eyes met Rock’s suddenly. “ I could 
be mistaken, of course.”

“ For a hundred bucks?”
“ For a hundred bucks.”
Rock sighed. “You’ll have to take 

a check, you blackmailer.”
“ Gimme.”
Rock juggled his checkbook on one 

knee and wrote. When he got to the 
signature he paused and looked at the 
hacker.
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“Just sign your own name, Mr. 
Rock,” the guy said. “ I can get it 
cashed.”

“Then we’d better make it for five 
hundred,” Rock said. “ I may need a 
couple of dimes myself.” He tore up 
the check and wrote a new one. He 
was wondering if the hacker would 
come back.

The guy read his mind. “Sure I will, 
Mr. Rock. I ’m practically a William 
Rock fan.”

“ You’re a heel,” Rock said. “ What’s 
your name?”

“Just call me Smitty.”

ROCK went down the alley toward 
the rear of his sister’s home. Ap­

parently the cops hadn’t considered 
it necessary to stake out the back. 
This could mean that they already 
had Geraldine and were just watch­
ing the house as a matter of routine. 
Or it could mean that they didn’t 
as yet know about the murder of 
Brian DeLys and were merely tail­
ing Gerry on the off chance that she 
would lead them to Rock.

He dodged in beside the garage and 
went swiftly across the small patch 
of lawn and into the service porch. 
The morning’s milk and cream were 
still sitting there though it was al­
most ten.

Geraldine opened the door. “ B ill!” 
She had been crying and the makeup 
on her cheeks was smeared. Her red 
hair was touseled, like a child’s, and 
all the anger went out of Rock, leav­
ing him just weak and sick.

“W hy’d you have to do it, kitten?” 
She quit sniffling. “ W hy’d I have 

to do what?”
He slapped her. “ Come on, quit 

stalling.” And then, sorry in spite 
of himself, he grabbed her and pulled 
her close. She made muffled sounds 
against his chest.

“All right, you killed the guy, and 
you and Pat are in the racket up to 
your necks, but you’re still my sister. 
Where’s Pat?”

“ I d-don’t know.”
“ Didn’t O’Melveny spring him?” 
“ Sure he did, but he hasn’t come 

home. Oh Bill, I ’m worried sick!”

“ You ought to be,” Rock said sav­
agely. He held her at arm’s length. 
“ Look, Gerry, there are things I ’ve 
just got to know. What was this guy 
Brian DeLys to you? W hy’d you have 
to kill him in that particular spot?” 

She kicked him in the shins and he 
yelped. “You little ftell-cat!”

“ Well, I don’t care, Bill Rock. You 
can’t come around here accusing me 
of killing somebody. Haven’t I got 
enough to worry about?”

“You’ve got plenty. So now that 
we’re agreed on that will you please 
pull yourself together and talk sense? 
I don’t know why you went to Karen’s 
apartment, I don’t know what you and 
this DeLys guy had in common, but 
I do know that he’s dead and that 
you were there with him.”

She stared. “ You’re drunk!”
He pulled out her crumpled hand­

kerchief. “All right. I suppose this 
handkerchief isn’t yours, either.”  ̂

She snatched it. “Of course, 
mine! Where’d you find it?”

“ Haven’t I been telling you?” he 
yelled. “ In Karen’s apartment! In the 
same room with a dead guy!”

She backed away from him, staring 
at him as though he were a total 
stranger. “ I ’ve never been in Karen 
Lacey’s apartment in my life.”

Rock whirled as the kitchen door 
squeaked. Lieutenant Nick Baudino 
slid in behind a gun that looked as 
big as a cannon. He was chewing the 
inevitable toothpick.

“Hello, Rock.” The gun covered 
Rock and Gerry impartially. “ I 
thought we had a date.”

“ I ’ve been busy,” Rock said.
“And how.” Baudino’s swarthy skin 

glistened. The yellowish whites of 
his eyes were bloodshot. “ So the little 
lady has gone in for murders too, 
hunh?”

Gerry stamped a foot. “ I have not!” 
Baudino shrugged fat shoulders. 

“ Okay, okay, I wouldn’t argue with 
you. Murders are a little out of my 
line, anyway.” He bobbed the tooth­
pick at Rock. “ What did Ike Mullins 
tell you?”

“Nothing.”
“ All right, we’ll forget that for a
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minute. What did you take out of his 
room?”

“You’ve probably seen it all,” Rock 
said. “ I got his wallet. They took it 
away from me down at headquar­
ters.”

Baudino was unimpressed. “ There 
was something else.”

Rock looked at Gerry. She wasn’t 
scared. She was mad. “ Maybe I can 
make a deal with this guy, kitten. 
I seem to have something he wants.”

“Then if you want to stay alive 
you’d better keep it.”

Baudino looked pained. “Now is 
that nice?”

Rock thought swiftly. There was 
nothing stopping Baudino from blast­
ing him down except that he didn’t 
know where the notebook was. Once 
he had his hands on the thing it was 
goodbye William Rock. Probably 
Gerry too. The screwiest part of the 
whole business was that the notebook 
didn’t incriminate Baudino or any­
one else as far as he could see. He 
said, stalling for time, “ Okay, i 
haven’t got it with me, but there was 
a notebook in the wallet. Nothing in 
it but a lot of girls’ names and phone 
numbers. Give Gerry and me a break 
and Fll see you get the thing inside 
of an hour.”

Baudino cursed. “You mean that’s 
all you got?”

Rock was genuinely surprised. 
“ What else was there?” His tone must 
have carried conviction because Bau­
dino nodded unhappily.

“ All right, we might as well go 
down town.”

“You mean it’s a straight pinch?”
“ Sure.” Baudino waggled his tooth­

pick and his gun in the direction of 
the front door. “ Let’s get going, you 
two.”

Rock went over and took Gerry’s 
arm and they started out ahead of 
Baudino. His left hand, screened by 
his body, tugged at the gun under his 
vest.

Baudino said, “Take it easy, Rock,” 
and then he gave a terrific grunt and 
fell against Rock’s back. Rock looked 
cautiously over his shoulder. There 
was Smitty, the taxi driver, examin­

ing the knuckles of his right hand. 
“ How’m I doing, Mr. Rock?”
Gerry stifled a scream. “ Who is this 

man?”
“Just a heel I picked up,” Rock 

said. He looked down at the uncon­
scious Baudino, looked at Smitty. 
“ Who gave you your cue?”

“ Well, I come back like you said 
and I spot a cop car in the alley in 
back of this place so I just walked 
in kind of quiet and there you are.” 

“You might have got killed, you 
ape!”

“ Is that a fact!”  Smitty was mildly 
annoyed at the lack of appreciation. 
“ Well, we could revive him and I 
could go out the way I came in.” 

“Never mind,” Rock said. “ I ’m not 
one to look a gift horse in the mouth.” 

“You never even seen a horse,” 
Smitty said.

Geraldine kicked Baudino in the 
ribs. “ Here’s part of one. I don’t mean 
the mouth part, either.”

Smitty looked shocked. “ Why, 
lady!”

CHAPTER X
Missing Persons

Ge r a l d i n e  kept wailing, “ i
want Pat! What do you suppose 

has happened to Pat?”
Rock said, “ If you don’t shut up 

I’m going to throw you out on your 
ear and let you look for him by your­
self.”

They were rolling out Sunset Bou­
levard and Smitty, at the wheel of the 
sedan, was pretending to mind his 
own business. Rock was trying to 
think. That screwy business back 
there with Nick Baudino was really 
something to think about. All this 
time Baudino had been laboring under 
the impression that Rock had some­
thing important. Something he was 
supposed to have taken away from 
Ike Mullins, the manager of the Frol­
ics. It wasn’t the notebook. Baudino 
hadn’t seemed to give a damn about 
that. So what was it? Rock dodged the 
blank wall at the end of this train 
of thought and tackled something 
else.
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Apparently satisfied that Rock was 
telling the truth, Lieutenant Nick 
Baudino had been willing to turn 
Rock and his sister over to Santanya 
and the homicide squad. He’d even 
said he wasn’t particularly interested 
in the murder angle. And before that 
he’d offered to square the original rap 
against Rock. This, obviously, was be­
cause he thought Rock was holding 
something. Maybe he still thought it. 
Maybe the threat of Santanya and the 
wrecking crew had just been a stall. 

Geraldine said, “ I want to find Pat.” 
“Shut up !”  Rock looked at her out 

of the corner of his eye. She was cry­
ing again. He said, ‘“Look, I ’ve told 
you I ’m for you. W hy can’t you shoot 
straight with me? Did you or didn’t 
you kill the guy?”  '

“ I told you, didn’t I? If he was 
killed in Karen’s apartment and I’ve 
never even seen the place, how could 
I have killed him?”

“ Then how did your handkerchief 
get there?”

“ Maybe Pat—” She broke off, 
looked wildly at him. “ No, I didn’t 
mean that. Pat couldn’t have done it. 
He was in jail.”

Rock thought back. It was true. Pat 
Corrigan had still been in jail at the 
time Brian DeLys was stabbed. The 
man had been dead for at least two 
hours at seven p’clock, the time Rock 
had found him. That certainly cleared 
Corrigan of the kill. It didn’t ex­
plain— “ Hell’s fire!” Rock snarled. “ I 
forgot all about something. Pat could 
have picked up one of your handker­
chiefs somewhere and accidentally 
dropped it while he was snooping.” 

Geraldine gave him a nasty look. 
“A  fine brother you are! You even 
have me suspecting my own hus­
band !”

“ Yeah,” he said. And then, after a 
long moment, “ Well, that’s just fine. 
That makes everything just perfectly 
swell.”  He was thinking that he was 
now right back where he’d started in 
the matter of the Brian DeLys kill. 
If Gerry hadn’t done it, and Pqf 
hadn’t, that tossed the job right back 
in Karen’s lap. He wondered if any­
one had discovered the body yet.

Geraldine said, “ W hy don’t you try 
suspecting somebody different for a 
change?”

“ W ho would you suggest?”
“ Oh, I don’t know. How about the 

king of Siam? At least he isn’t in 
your immediate family.” After a mo­
ment she added irrelevantly, “ How’s 
your cop friend? The one with the 
informal uniform?”

Rock cursed her. “Look, despite my 
filial affection you do get on a guy’s 
nerves. You aren’t as dumb as you 
act. You couldn’t be. So I will now 
outline this case as I know it and you 
play like you’re omnipotent and tell 
me what part, if any, makes sense.”

“ I want to find Pat.”
“He’s in it too,” Rock assured her. 

“You wait and see.”
“All right,” she sighed, “shoot.”

STARTING with his visit to the 
Frolics and the subsequent .en­

counter with the girl Laura and the 
stage manager Mullins,, he recounted 
the murder frame and his reason for 
escaping Santanya. “ It was all clear 
up till then. I mean, the idea of the 
frame was to throw discredit on the 
district attorney’s office.”

“ Giles O ’Melveny and his Daily 
Journal.”

“ And your sweet husband, don’t 
forget. He’s the guy that actually 
wrote the stuff that raised all the 
odor in the first place.”

“Pat didn’t write anything but the 
truth.”

“ Granted. I’m not arguing vice con­
ditions. In fact I ’m going to expose 
them now I ’ve got started and if they 
let me live long enough. The thing 
that Pat did—I presume under orders 
from O’Melveny—was to throw all 
the onus on McLeod’s office instead 
of on the metropolitan vice squad.” 

“ O’Melveny hates McLeod. Every­
body knows that.”

“ Exactly. So was all this vice furore 
meant to trip McLeod, or did O’Mel­
veny really want the situation in­
vestigated?”

“ What are you getting at?”
“ I’m trying to locate the guy be­

hind the works. I think it’s too big for
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Baudino, though he’s probably in it. 
I think it was far too big for Ike 
Mullins, though I know damn well he 
was in it. And speaking of Ike Mul­
lins, did you know your darling hus­
band owed him a thousand dollars?” 

“ It’s a lie!”
“ I saw the signed I.O.U.”
“ The tramp. You just wait till I 

get hold of that guy!”
“ Who—Mullins? He’s dead.”
“You fool! I mean Pat.”
“ Oh.” Rock looked out the window, 

trying to concentrate again. “Now 
let’s see, where was I?”

“ You were just putting the noose 
around Pat’s neck.”

“Unh-hunh.” He snapped his fingers. 
“ Here’s Pat shooting barbed arrows 
at a guy he owes a thousand bucks 
to.”

“ Maybe O’Melveny made him do 
it.”

“ Then it’s a cinch O’Melveny can’t 
be head of the vice ring. He wouldn’t 
put one of his own men on an expose 
that would incriminate himself, would 
he?”

“ Not unless he was slightly wacky.” 
“ Then how do you account for this: 

Baudino thought I ’d gotten some­
thing of value from Ike Mullins 
before I shot him. So did Giles 
O’Melveny, the eminent publisher. 
O’Melveny even went so far as to 
come to me in jail this morning and 
offer to help me if—well, come to 
think of it, he didn’t actually say what 
I was supposed to do in exchange, 
but I ’m pretty sure he meant the same 
thing as Baudino. I wish I knew what 
it was.”

“ W hy don’t you ask O’Melveny?” 
“ It’s an idea,” Rock admitted. “The 

only thing is, I ’m slightly handi­
capped. In daylight, especially. I’ll 
have to let that wait till after dark.” 

Smitty turned around. “ We just 
keep drivin’ ?”

“ For the present.” Rock looked out 
the window again. They were rolling 
toward the Santa Monica Palisades. 
“ Hey, you remember where we were 
this morning?”

“ W ho could forget it?”
“ Turn around and go back there.”

Smitty wheeled the car around and 
they started back. Geraldine said, 
“ Where are we going?”

Rock ignored that. “ I want to talk 
to you about Karen, Gerry.” He told 
her about Karen’s half million and 
all the rest of it. “ Sometimes I be­
lieve her, sometimes I don’t.”

“ If you really loved her you’d be­
lieve her.”

“That isn’t the way it reads in my 
book. If you can believe a gal is a 
liar and a crook and a murderess and 
still love her, then you’ve got some­
thing.”

Geraldine reverted to her original 
plaint. “ I want to go find Pat.”

“ If you’re smart you’ll stay where 
I eventually put you and let me do 
the finding. Lieutenant Nick Baudino 
overheard me accusing you of mur­
dering a certain Brian DeLys. He 
knows I found your handkerchief. 
Remember ?”

“ You mean they’d actually arrest 
me for that?”

“ Arresting is only the first step,” 
Rock said. “ You should see what they 
did to me afterward.”  He shivered. 
“ It would probably be tougher on 
you.” He looked at her. “ I’m not fool­
ing. You’ve got to do as you’re told 
till I clean this up. I’ll try to find 
Pat for you.”

“ Cross your heart?”
“ Cross my heart.” He lit a cigarette 

for her, another for himself and a 
third for Smitty, all from the same 
match. Smitty shuddered. “You’re cer­
tainly askin’ for it, pal.”

ROCK leaned back, closing his eyes.
“That reminds me, Smitty. You 

were about to divulge some very in­
teresting information about one Dia­
mond Annie. Something to do with 
girls.”

“ Well*” Smitty said, “maybe I went 
off half-cocked on that one. I knew 
where Annie lived, of course, and 
seeing you take this dame there— 
well, it just sort of added up to some­
thing I heard.” He coughed em- 
barrassedly. “ Maybe on account of 
the lady I hadn’t better—”

“ Go right ahead, Smitty,” Geraldine
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encouraged. “ If it’ll help you any I’ll 
vary the old gag. I ain’t no lady—I’m 
Rock’s sister.”

“ Have it your own way,” Smitty 
said resignedly. You could see he 
thought redheads were hell on wheels.

His eyes met Rock’s by way of the 
rear vision mirror. “This is just gos­
sip, pal. I got no way of provin’ it. 
Seems as though there is a class of 
visiting firemen, mostly big shots 
from the East, that just can’t be satis­
fied with anything less than a movie 
star. Now on account of movie stars 
is very busy acting for a livin’ and 
no doubt wouldn’t be interested in 
visiting firemen anyway, the studios 
aren’t lending ’em out to all and 
sundry.

“ But they gotta maintain the illu­
sion, get it? On account of maybe 
some o f these visiting firemen might 
be stockholders, or even bankers. 
They gotta entertain these moguls in 
the style to which they ain’t been ac­
customed.”

“ Keep it up, Smitty. You’re doing a 
nice job.”

Smitty’s neck reddened. “ Well, I ’m 
just tellin’ you what I heard. And 
this ain’t no crack at the studios, 
neither. It could work just as well for 
oil companies.”

“ Am I arguing?”
“ So a guy comes to town and his 

host asks him what would he like to 
do. He hints that maybe if his host 
could show him the inside of Holly­
wood, like he’s read about in the 
papers, and maybe put him next to a 
actress or two, why, who knows, may­
be it would even affect the old purse 
strings. So the host then calls Dia­
mond Annie and she arranges to fur­
nish gals who if they ain’t stars they 
at least look and act the part. Strictly 
high class—get it?”

Geraldine looked sidewise at her 
brother. “And you playing around 
with so-called lady cops!”

“ I wasn’t playing, I tell you! It was 
part of my job.”

Gerry yawned. “Well, it’s nice work 
if you can get it.”

Smitty said, “Well, here we are 
again.” He tooled the sedan up the

semi-circular drive before Diamond 
Annie’s. The landscape artist had 
done a better job than the interior 
decorator. While the general effect 
was formal there was a lot of atmos­
phere in the choice of shrubs and 
flowers. Tulips in a thousand shades 
bordered the drive and the scent of 
roses hung heavy in the warm air. It 
was almost noon.

Rock got out and lifted the knocker. 
Presently Flo, the good-looking col­
ored gal, opened the door. Her eyes 
went past Rock to Geraldine, leaning 
out of the cab. “ Miss Annie isn’t 
home. She’s gone shopping.”

“That’s all right,” Rock said. “ I ’ll 
talk to Miss Lacey.”

“She isn’t here either, Mr. Rock.” 
Rock swore. “ What do you mean 

she isn’t here? Did Anne take her 
out?”

“No, a gentleman called for her.” 
She might just as well have kicked 

Rock in the stomach. His mouth got 
tight and bitter and there was a 
haunted, desperate look in his eyes. 
“ What was this gentleman’s name?” 

“Corrigan.”
Geraldine fainted.

CHAPTER XI 
A  World Crashing

SM ITTY said doubtfully, “ Well, I 
could take her to my place.” He 

looked at Geraldine lying on the 
white couch. “ Moms ain’t never got 
used to my bringin’ goils home with 
me, but still and all—”

Geraldine sat up. “ Oh, so you make 
a habit of it!”

He flushed. “W ell—”
Rock said, “Look, Gerry, this is no 

time for cracks.”
“You’re telling me!” Her eyes were 

tragic and tears had smeared mascara 
all down her cheeks. Flo, Diamond 
Annie’s colored maid, hovered in the 
background, a trifle antagonistic to­
ward the whole thing.

Rock tried to think. Corrigan had 
called for Karen and she had gone 
away with him. How had Corrigan 
known where to find her?

Well, that part at least was ex­
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plainable. Corrigan had known that 
Rock was a friend of Diamond 
Annie’s. He even knew about the 
wrist watch. He could have guessed 
that Rock, being red hot and having 
exhausted the hotel situation, might 
have holed up at Annie’s. By the 
same token Rock might have taken 
Karen there. So Corrigan had just 
breezed up and asked for her, and 
Karen, of course, had known him for 
Rock’s brother-in-law and trusted 
him. As to the reason, however, the 
motive behind the affair, Rock simply 
couldn’t figure it out. It was obvious, 
though, that Corrigan was knee deep 
in the racket. First the thousand dol­
lar I.O.U., then what amounted to 
abduction.

Geraldine said, “ Bill, you remem­
ber what you said about love? Well, 
that’s the way I feel about Pat. I 
don’t care what he’s done, or how 
bad it looks—”

He nodded. “ I know. In a way you 
and I seem to be on opposite sides 
in this, but maybe we can work it 
out. W ill you trust me?”

“ Up to a certain point. I f  it’s a 
question of helping to hang some­
thing on Pat—well, you’re my 
brother, but I ’d stick a knife in you 
the same as I would anyone else 
that tried it. I ’m nuts about the guy.” 

Smitty looked longingly at the bar. 
“Could I try some of that, boss?” 

“You can take a bottle with you,” 
Rock said. The colored maid showed 
her teeth in a snarl. Rock scowled at 
her. “ One crack out of you and I ’ll 
ruin that pretty mouth of yours. This 
is all your fault.” She didn’t say any­
thing.

Rock considered Geraldine. “Well, 
it’s nice to know where we stand on 
one thing, anyway. But look, if you 
won’t be a help, you can at least get 
out from under my feet. I ’ve got a 
hell of a lot to do and I don’t want 
to worry about you. W ill you go 
home with Smitty?”

“ W hy should I?”
He went over and turned on the 

radio and found a news broadcast. 
The air was full of his name, and 
Karen’s and Geraldine’s. The cops

had found the body of Brian DeLys. 
Baudino was responsible for that; 
also for the story of Geraldine’s 
handkerchief. Rock switched the 
thing off, shrugging. “ You see?”

She stood up. “ All right, I ’m not 
promising anything but I’ll go with 
the guy. It’s a cinch I couldn’t do 
anything in jail.” She and Smitty 
went out. Smitty had a quart of 
Scotch under one arm.

ROCK spent the next half hour 
alternating between the bar and 

the telephone. Flo, the colored maid, 
kept looking in on him as though 
afraid he might steal some o f the 
spoons. After a while she brought 
the cook in and gave her a look too. 
Rock pretended he was all alone.

He called every place he could 
think of where he might get a line on 
Corrigan. He even called Giles 
O ’Melveny. O ’Melveny said he hadn’t 
seen Corrigan since he’d bailed him 
out early that morning. He said,. 
“ Where are you, Rock?”

“ In a pay station,” Rock lied.
“ I ’d like to get in touch with you.” 
“ W hy?”
“ I run a newspaper. You’re news.” 
Rock considered this. “ Maybe I 

could arrange a meeting later. After 
it gets dark. Stay somewhere close to 
a phone and maybe I ’ll ring you.” 

O’Melveny said he would do this. 
Rock called the D.A.’s office. McLeod 
wasn’t in. Outside, there was the 
sound of a car arriving. Rock went 
to the windows and looked out.

It was Diamond Annie. The 
colored chauffeur had plum and gold 
livery and aside from his deep choco­
late skin he might have been a cour­
tier bowing before his queen. Anne, 
as usual, looked like a million.

Rock went back to the bar and sat 
on one' of the white leather stools, 
waiting for her. He drank straight 
rye, thirstily, because he needed 
something to keep him from falling 
off the stool and going to sleep.

Anne came in shedding six thou­
sand dollars’ worth of silver fox. 
Behind her the colored girl Flo stood 
in the arch looking worried.
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Anne said, “ Hello, William.” She 
seemed in good spirits. This annoyed 
Rock no end. He felt that nobody 
had a right to be in good spirits. He 
got off the stool, swaying slightly.

“A  fine pal, you are,” he sneered. 
She said, “ You’re drunk. What’s 

happened to you? Where’s the gal?” 
She came over and led him to a 
divan and pushed him down on it and 
kissed him lightly on the forehead. 
She smelled of violets.

He leaned back against the cush­
ions. “Taking your several questions 
in order, I am so tired I wouldn’t 
know if I was drunk and what has 
happened to me is a long sad tale and 
the gal is gone. Cleopatra over there 
let a guy named Corrigan in.”

Anne got up slowly. “ Come here, 
Flo.”

Flo turned the color of weathered 
parchment. “Please, Miss Annie, she 
went away with him willing.”

“ Come here, I said.”
The girl came on lagging feet. 

When she was within arm’s reach 
Anne brought up a fistful of rings 
and smacked her in the mouth. Flo 
went down. “You tramp!”  The white- 
haired woman lifted her skirt daint­
ily and kicked the maid in the 
stomach. Flo whimpered but made no 
effort to defend herself.

Rock sat up. “ All right, Anne, 
that’s enough of that.”

She whirled on him, green eyes 
blazing like a cat’s. “ You keep out 
of this! I promised you I ’d take 
care of the girl and if you think I ’m 
going to let this servant make a heel 
out of me you’re crazy.”

Rock pulled her down beside him. 
“ I felt that way too, at first, but this 
guy Corrigan could talk an angel 
out of Heaven. It wasn’t all Flo’s 
fault.” Still with an arm around 
Anne’s waist he looked at the pros­
trate maid. “ Come on, Flo, get up off 
the nice white carpet before you soil 
it. I won’t let her hit you any more.” 

Flo got up, not looking especially 
grateful. Diamond Annie said, “ A 
fine business. I can’t even manhandle 
my own servants.” She dismissed the 
girl with a wave of a hand and looked

at Rock. “Well, what’s to be done 
about it?”

“I ’ve done all I could for the time 
being. After a while, after it gets 
dark, I ’ll start circulating around 
again. My Number One boy Smitty 
may stumble onto something.” He 
yawned. “Meantime I ’d give a dollar 
and a half for a little shut-eye. As 
a stimulant that liquor of yours is 
a washout.”

Anne’s white fingers brushed his 
eyelids. It seemed incredible that the 
hand that had just knocked Flo down 
could be so gentle. “ I feel terrible 
about this, Bill.”

He muttered something drowsily. 
Presently he slept.

IT  W AS dusk when he awoke. Shad­
ows lay heavily on the white car­

pet, and through the slats o f the 
Venetian blinds he could see a pale 
sliver of moon sliding up over the 
mountains. There was one o f those 
sunsets you see on lithographed post­
cards and don’t believe. Against the 
reflection o f it the moon looked trans­
parent, unreal. It was very quiet in 
the house. It was so quiet that the 
front door chimes sounded as loud 
as Big Ben.

Rock didn’t move. He was three 
rooms removed from the foyer and 
not in line with the arches. Presently 
he heard the front door open and 
close. There was a suggestion of 
stealth about the way it was done, 
and this was confirmed as his eye 
caught the barest flicker o f move­
ment in a wall mirror. He sat up 
very cautiously, because if he could 
see the reflection of the foyer it was 
quite possible for whoever was out 
there to see him.

Diamond Annie herself had opened 
the door out there. She must have 
been dressing, or asleep, for she wore 
a loose satin robe and her hair was 
disarranged. Her rings flashed as she 
lifted a finger to her lips, enjoining 
silence. Rock really looked at the 
reflection o f the man then.

It was Morgan McLeod, the district 
attorney. Rock’s world crashed about 
his ears.
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It seemed a long time that he sat 
there, an age in which he lived over 
again the last few years. It wasn’t 
enough that he should have lost faith 
in Karen, in Pat Corrigan, in even 
his own sister. They had to take Mc­
Leod away from him too. McLeod, 
whom he had thought a tower of 
integrity, almost a god. McLeod, 
meeting Diamond Annie in this clan­
destine manner. It was incredible, but 
it was true. Not only that, it was 
evident that he had been here be­
fore, that he and Diamond Annie 
shared some secret in common. Their 
whispering proved that.

Watching the mirror, Rock saw 
McLeod disappear up the stairs. 
Anne turned, coming through the 
first arch. Reflected light made a halo 
of her beautiful white hair and .Rock 
almost laughed aloud. He didn’t, 
though. He lay back against the piled 
cushions and closed his eyes, breath­
ing carefully, evenly.

It seemed like an hour before she 
reached his side. Her feet hadn’t 
made a sound, but he could tell she 
was there, studying him. The scent 
of violets was overpowering.

After a while she went away as 
silently as she had come.

He let four or five minutes go by 
before he sat up and took the gun 
out of his waistband. He didn’t know 
what he intended to do with the gun. 
It was just something tangible to 
hold onto after everything else was 
gone. The quiet was ear-splitting.

He made quite a business o f cross­
ing the acres and acres of white 
carpet. Not that he could have been 
heard, even if he had run. The stuff 
was like sponge. Coming into the 
circular foyer, he looked into the 
shadowy rooms on the other side, 
saw no one, waited till he heard the 
faint rattle o f dishes somewhere in 
the rear of the house, then went up 
the broad stairs two at a time.

Prowling along the upper corri­
dor, he heard voices. There were 
lights up here, flame-shaped lamps in 
wall sconces. At other times he had 
had the feeling of being in a convent. 
This time the cool austerity of the

hall was vaguely menacing, like the 
orderly air o f a madhouse. He paused 
beside a closed door.

McLeod was saying, “ I ’m still fond 
of you, Anne.”

Rock’s sensitive mouth drew down 
at the corners. Here, apparently, was 
another guy who called her Anne 
instead of Annie. She’d even lied 
about that.

Her laugh was brittle, but somehow 
musical in spite of its hardness. “ I 
remember how fond you were of 
me.

“ I ’m trying to be friendly, Anne. 
I can’t wait any longer. The papers 
are demanding immediate action and 
I ’ve got to tear the lid off or get out 
of office. You’re part of what’s under 
the lid.”

Again she laughed. Mockingly, this 
time. “Go right ahead, Mr. Prosecu­
tor. Don’t mind me. Diamond Annie 
has taken care of herself for—well, 
you know for. how many years. I ’ll 
get by.”

“Very well, Anne.”  Rock could al­
most see the thin lips compress in a 
hard straight line and the double 
vertical furrows between the eyes as 
McLeod frowned. “ Very well, I ’ve 
warned you.”

“All right, you’ve warned me. Now 
get out.”

There was the whisper o f footsteps 
beyond the door. Rock, turning to 
run, found himself face to face with 
the chocolate colored chauffeur. Two 
arms in plum and gold pinned his 
own arms to his sides. Then, quite 
as though he were accustomed to 
using his head for a mallet, the chauf­
feur banged it against Rock’s. Rock’s 
head was the softer. He went byebye.

THE first thing he sensed after 
that was the smell o f violets. It 

was a nice clean smell, and after the 
things he’d been dreaming it was as 
welcome as water to a dying desert 
rat. He was terribly thirsty and he 
remembered finding violets one time 
in the Sylvan Dell over at Griffith 
Park where there was a stream. May­
be there would be a stream near these 
violets too.
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He opened his eyes and was very 
disgusted to find that the whole thing 
was like all the rest of his illusions. 
There wasn’t any stream and there 
weren’t any violets, except the bottled 
kind. He was in Diamond Annie’s 
bed, and Diamond Annie herself was 
sitting on the edge of it, pointing his 
own gun at him. She certainly was 
beautiful.

He grinned, “Hello, pal.” He slit 
his throat with the edge of a flattened 
hand.

“ What did you expect?” she asked. 
“ Keyholers always get an eyeful. If 
they don’t get it in the neck first.” 
She lifted the gun slightly. “How 
much did you hear before Shang got 
to you?”

“Not a thing,” he lied. “ I ’d just 
come up.”

She slapped him lightly across the 
mouth. He made a grab for her hand, 
but she was up and away before he 
could touch her. Her beautiful green 
eyes weren’t the only cat-like things 
about her.

He said lazily, “ If you ever slap 
me again I ’m going to break you in 
two.”

She smiled down into his eyes. 
Then, very deliberately, she lifted 
the gun and squeezed the trigger. 
The slug buried itself in the pillow 
under his head. He knew this wasn’t 
an accident. She could have hit his 
head if she’d wanted to.

Gunsound still rocketed around the 
room. Burned cordite drowned out 
the smell of violets. Nobody came to 
see what it was all about. Obviously 
Flo and Shang and the cook had 
every confidence in their mistress’ 
ability to handle any situation. Rock 
felt the same way.

He said, “My mistake. I ’ve decided 
not to break you after all.”

“ That’s nice,” she smiled. “ That’s 
really very nice of you, Bill.”

She tossed him his gun and turned 
away with complete indifference as 
to what he did with it. He didn’t 
touch it. Presently he saw that she 
was watching him in the vanity mir­
ror. She had another gun in the 
pocket o f her robe.

Their eyes met in a sort of mutual 
admiration. She came over. “ We cer­
tainly understand each other don’t 
we, William?”

“You gorgeous hell-cat.”
“You handsome lecher.”
After a while he said, “ So you’ve 

been paying off to McLeod. What a 
prize sap that makes me.”

She shook her head. “ Wrong num­
ber, Bill. Diamond Annie never pays 
off to anybody. I run my racket, and 
it’s a nice clean business—of its kind 
—and everybody gets their money’s 
worth. But chiselers? Unh-unh.” 

“ McLeod was warning you to cover 
up.”

For a moment he thought she was 
going to strike him. Then the green 
fire went out of her eyes and they 
got sort of misty, as if they were see­
ing something a long way off and 
against the sun.

“ That wasn’t for money, Bill.” 
“ Then what was it for?”
She gave him a brittle laugh. “ May­

be to ease what some people call a 
conscience. Who knows?”

“ All right, skip it.”
“ That’s the best way,” she agreed. 

She moved over to an Empire table 
beside the windows and lit a ciga­
rette. “ It’s dark, Bill. I want you to 
get out and find that girl. I ’ve had 
a couple of punks out looking but 
so far they haven’t turned anything 
up.” Something in the lift of her 
head, the movement of her shoul­
ders, again reminded him of Karen.

He said, “You’re her mother, aren’t 
you?”

She whirled, was at his side so fast 
his eyes crossed in the attempt to 
focus. “ What makes you think that?” 

He shrugged. “ Oh, I don’t know. 
Just a little of this and that.”

“ Well, it isn’t true, do you under­
stand? It isn’t true!”

“ Then why do yoU care what hap­
pens to her?”

For the first time since he’d known 
her she refused to meet his eyes. 
Instead she went over to the vanity 
and pretended to be looking for some­
thing. “ I kind of liked her, is all. And 
you like her, and I like you. I want
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you to have what you want.” She 
laughed harshly. “ Mother! A  hell 
of a mother I ’d make!”

Rock got up and straightened his 
tie. He had the feeling of being 
choked by it. “ Well, I ’ll be shoving 
off then.”

“Don’t forget your gun,” she said. 
“And if you get time knock off a 
couple coppers for me.”  She slipped 
the white robe off her shoulders and 
began powdering them as if she were 
quite alone. Rock had an idea she 
was, at that. He went out and down 
the stairs to the foyer, where he ran 
into the colored maid Flo and Shang, 
the chocolate chauffeur.

Shang offered him his hat. “No 
hard feelings, suh?”

“Only in my head,” Rock grinned. 
“How’s yours?”

“Jus’ fine, suh.”
Rock looked at Flo. “ Did a guy 

named Smitty telephone? You know, 
that taxi driver?”

She shook her head.
“Well, if he does, tell him I ’ll see 

him at his place.”
Shang said, “Drive you down to the 

Boulevard, suh?”
“No, thanks, I ’ll walk.”
He went out and strode down the 

tulip-bordered drive. The night air 
was sharp, stimulating. He felt pretty 
good, considering. He felt this way 
for about two minutes. Then a couple 
of guys stepped out of the shadows 
and ranged themselves on either side 
of him and he didn’t feel so good any 
more.

“ Going our way?”
“Not if I can help it,”  Rock said. 
He started to run, fumbling for his 

gun at the same time, but they were 
pretty good runners too. One o f them 
tripped him and he went to his knees. 
Just as he got his gun out the other 
guy kicked him on the chin.

CHAPTER XII 
Thicker Than Water

W ELL, his teeth were still in, any­
way. Rock was very glad of this 

because he was so mad he could have 
bitten twenty-penny nails in two and

you can’t bite nails without teeth. 
Also he was more or less grateful to 
the guy for kicking him on the chin. 
He didn’t think the top of his head 
could have stood any more.

It was very dark in the room. He 
couldn’t even tell if there were any 
windows. He knew it was a room, 
though, because he was on a bed and 
there was the feel of other furniture 
about him. He was spread-eagled on 
the bed, arms and legs tethered to 
the corner posts. They hadn’t both­
ered to gag him so he supposed there 
was no use yelling. He yelled any­
way.

This brought immediate results. 
Somebody opened a door and yellow 
light came in, and then two shadows 
blotted out the path of yellow light 
and there was the click of a wall 
switch. The two shadows became sub­
stance. Rock thought they were the 
same guys who had picked him up. 
One of them he recognized. He was 
a district attorney’s investigator, the 
same as Rock, and his name was 
Trask. Well, that added up. McLeod 
had seen Rock at Diamond Annie’s, 
had known that Rock must have been 
listening, and had planted these guys 
to pick him off when he showed.

Trask was a tall rangy guy with 
close-set, mean-looking eyes and a 
receding chin. Rock had never liked 
him very well. He was to like him a 
lot less presently. The other guy was 
tough. He’d been born tough and 
you could see the years hadn’t 
softened him any. His round head 
was as naked as a cue-ball. The rest 
of his face was an assortment of 
twisted features and pock-marks, and 
there were a couple of knife scars 
thrown in, just to make it harder. 
He had kind eyes. The kind the 
Chinese put in their dragons.

Trask came over and looked down 
at Rock with the calculating gaze of 
a student surgeon in the dissecting 
room. Rock’s stomach crawled. The 
tough guy came over and had a look 
too. Then they looked at each other.

“Do you suppose he’ll talk?”
“ Of course he’ll talk.”
“ Go right ahead,” Rock said. “Just
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pretend I ’m not here. My feelings 
aren’t easily hurt.”

“ That’s what you think,” the bald- 
headed guy said. He licked his lips. 
Then he got out a pack of cigarettes 
and selected one with exaggerated 
care. When he found one that suited 
him he stuck it in his mouth and 
found a match and leaned over and 
scratched the match on the front of 
Rock’s pants. It made a swell mark. 

Rock spat in the man’s face.
The tough guy stuck a thumb in his 

eye. Rock heaved up with the agony 
o f it, but he couldn’t heave very far 
because the four ropes were pretty 
taut. He did have a little slack, 
though. And when he could start 
thinking again he turned his head on 
one side and looked at his left wrist. 
The cord was not so heavy as that on 
his right. It went around the wrist 
a couple o f times, crossed in a hard 
knot and then led off across his palm 
to a bedpost. He found he could 
double his fist by letting the cord 
pass between spread fingers, but a 
fist isn’t any more good than a flat­
tened hand if you can’t use it. Rock 
couldn’t.

Trask said, “Where’s the stuff, 
Rock?”

“ What stuff?”
“You know what we’re after. The 

dope you took off of Ike Mullins.”  
“ All I got from Mullins was his 

wallet. The cops took that away from 
me. I held out a notebook. You 
probably found it.”

“Yes, we found the notebook.” 
Trask looked at the baldheaded guy. 
“This is going to be difficult.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” the tough guy 
said. He leaned over Rock and un­
buttoned his vest and then his shirt 
and pulled the' undershirt up so that 
Rock’s belly was exposed. He then 
stuck the lighted end of his cigarette 
against the bare skin. Rock had never 
known before how tender his stomach 
was.

“ What’s your initials, punk?” the 
tough guy asked. “ Maybe I can make 
you a monogram.”

Rock exhausted his vocabulary in 
a steady stream of profanity. This

guy really scared him. It wasn’t the 
burning, though that was bad enough. 
It was the way the guy seemed to 
enjoy doing it.

Trask said in a choked voice. “The 
stuff, Rock.”

“ What the hell for? You’re never 
going to let me walk out of here 
anyway.”  -

“No,” Trask admitted. “No, we 
couldn’t very well let you do that, 
Rock. You could make it easier on 
yourself, though.”

“ All right, pull this sadist off of 
me.”

One o f his fingernails was work­
ing very hard on the cord stretched 
across his left palm. He was afraid 
they’d hear the scratching sound it 
made. He started talking loudly and 
a little hysterically to cover it, going 
into a great deal o f detail about an 
imaginary address and the exact hid­
ing spot o f  the “stuff.” It was good. 
The bald-headed guy’s lips moved, 
memorizing. Rock’s fingernail broke. 
He tried another. The rope was fray­
ing but he was afraid he couldn’t 
string the story out long enough.

Just then the telephone rang; Trask 
went out to the hall, closing the door 
after him. Rock took a chance and 
called the tough guy a dirty name.

Baldy said, “ Oh, you wanna play, 
hunh?”

He put his eyes down close to 
Rock’s. They were the crudest eyes 
in the world. Rock snapped the cord 
on his left wrist and brought his arm 
up and over the guy’s neck.

He’d been thinking about how he 
was going to do this for a long time 
and he didn’t miss. He broke the 
guy’s neck. It sounded like a dried 
stick.

It was harder getting the guy’s 
gun, because he only had one arm to 
work with and he couldn’t twist very 
far. I f he let go o f the bald head 
the guy would slide down to the floor 
and he couldn’t reach him. He finally 
solved the problem by hauling the 
body up and across his own chest 
and after that it was no trick at all 
to take the gun out of the shoulder 
clip. He had it all ready and waiting,
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butt snuggled into the palm of his 
left hand, jwhen Trask opened the 
door.

TRASK yelled, “You bald-headed 
moron! What do you think you’re 

doing?” And then he saw that Baldy 
wasn’t doing anything and never 
would do anything again. He grabbed 
for his gun.

Rock shot him dead. It was a 
pleasure. He just lay there for a little 
while, savoring it, and then he pushed 
the tough guy off his chest and felt 
in his pants pocket for his knife. 
When he had gotten all the cords 
off, and his shirt buttoned, he got 
up and moved around the room, lim­
bering his cramped muscles. He 
didn’t feel the slightest need for 
hurry any more. There was _ all the 
time in the world. His eyes looked 
just a little bit like the tough guy’s 
had.

Presently, when he was quite sure 
that he had everything under control, 
he picked up Trask’s gun and shoved 
that and Baldy’s in his pants pockets. 
He couldn’t find his own, but 
prqbably two would be enough any­
way. He searched both bodies thor­
oughly without discovering any more 
than he knew already. It turned out 
that the house belonged to Trask. 
Bills and stuff in the living room 
desk told him that.

He went out to the hall and tried to 
get the number o f the party who had 
just phoned. He didn’t have any luck 
on this. Outside in the drive he found 
Trask’s car. There were no near 
neighbors to argue the point so Rock 
got in the car and drove away. The 
clock on the dash said it was eight- 
fifteen.

He was utterly reckless now, and 
anger surged and churned in him, 
demanding release; anger against 
Karen and Corrigan and all the rest 
of them, but mostly against Morgan 
McLeod. The meeting between the 
district attorney and Diamond Annie 
was almost proof positive that Mc­
Leod was crooked. Added to that you 
had Trask, one of McLeod’s own 
staff, resorting to gangster methods

to get whatever it was they were all 
after. Even McLeod’s conniving in 
the matter of the jailbreak was no 
longer explainable as an act of friend­
ship. He’d wanted to get Rock on 
the streets where he’d have a chance 
at him. No wonder O’Melveny had 
been pounding the prosecutor’s office 
to pieces. The publisher must have 
known.

Rock slowed down to a circumspect 
twenty-five miles an hour going up 
Broadway toward Civic Center. Mad 
as he was, fully intending to burn 
at least a couple of guys down, he 
had sense enough to know he couldn’t 
afford to be stopped for a traffic vio­
lation. Passing the Daily Journal 
building he saw that the presses were 
rolling. And then he saw his brother- 
in-law. Corrigan was just issuing 
from the ornate bronze and glass 
doors.

There was a line of cars all along 
the curb. Rock double-parked, got out 
and reached the sidewalk just as Cor­
rigan started walking north. Rock 
had a gun in his hand and the hand 
was shaking. There were dozens of 
people around him. All he could see 
was Pat Corrigan’s back.

“ Corrigan!”
The reporter turned. Rock shoved 

the gun in his belly. “ You double­
crossing rat! Do you go with me 
quietly or do I give it to you right 
here?”

Corrigan sucked in his breath. 
“Rock!”

“Nobody else, heel.”
Corrigan’s eyes searched the crowd 

desperately. The few passers-by who 
were looking thought it was a gag. 
“ Are you crazy, B ill?”

“Off my nut,” Rock admitted. He 
jammed the gun so hard that Corri­
gan gasped. “ I’ve got a car here. 
How’s about it?”

“ All right,” Corrigan said. His 
horse face was resigned. Rock hooked 
his right arm through the reporter’s 
left, crossed his own left over his 
middle so the rod was in Corrigan’s 
ribs. They walked back to the parked 
car. A woman in the crowd screamed 
shrilly.
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Rock said, “You drive,”  and shoved 
Corrigan in the right-hand door of 
the car and slid in after him. Corri­
gan let in the clutch.

“ You don’t need the gun, Bill. I
want to see you as badly as you do _ »> me.

“That makes it just swell,” Rock 
said. “ I ’ll keep the gun, though.” 
They rolled out through the North 
Broadway tunnel.

AFTER a while they came to a 
section of weed-grown vacant 

lots. Most o f these were screened 
from the street by towering sign­
boards and offered all the privacy nec­
essary for what Rock intended to 
do. He said in a tight voice, “ All 
right, turn in here anywhere.” 

Corrigan swung in, set the brake 
and switched off the motor.

They got out, Rock first, Corrigan 
more slowly. Corrigan had a lot of 
length to unfold. He was half a head 
taller than Rock, not so heavy. Faint 
light seeping in from the street made 
deep hollows of his cheeks and his 
eyes looked feverish.

Rock hit him in the stomach. The 
air went out of him with an agonized 
sound and he doubled over and Rock 
hit him in the mouth. Corrigan went 
over backward, shoulders smacking 
the hard ground, and Rock thought, 
“ I can’t go through with this. The 
guy’s just a shell.” He discovered 
that he was sobbing.

Corrigan propped himself on his 
elbows. He hadn’t lifted a hand to de­
fend himself—apparently didn’t in­
tend doing it now. “ Go ahead, Bill, 
finish me off. I guess I ’ve got it 
coming.”

Rock tried to curse and couldn’t. 
His throat was all choked up and 
something that wasn’t sweat ran 
down his cheeks. He wiped a sleeve 
across his face and leaned against 
one of the signboard supports. He had 
to lean against something. He was as 
limp as a rag. Corrigan got up and 
came over and put a hand on his 
shoulder. “ Go ahead, Bill. What are 
you waiting for?”

“You know damn well I can’t do

it,”  Rock said. “You can lick me 
every time by just doing nothing.” 
He lifted a fist, looked at it as though 
it belonged to somebody else, let it 
drop again. “ It’s—well, you’ve been 
like a brother to me. I ought to hate 
you, and I guess I do, but—” He 
shook himself. “ Where’s Karen?” 

Corrigan wiped blood from his cut 
lips. “ I don’t know.”

“ What do you mean you don’t 
know? You took her away from 
Anne’s place!”

“ I know I did, Bill.” Corrigan was 
having trouble with his words. 
“ There was a reason for that—even 
before I found out Geraldine was 
suspected of killing the guy in 
Karen’s apartment. That half million 
bucks had me worried; that and the 
fact that there have been leaks out 
of your office. And then, last night, 
seeing Karen and Diamond Annie 
there in the same room, at Felipe’s— 
well, I fancied there was a re­
semblance.”

“ I saw it too,” Rock said. “Not 
then, but later.”

Corrigan took a breath. “ That just 
proves my point, Bill. You still don’t 
care. You’re nuts about the girl and 
you’d let them hang you rather than 
admit you’re a fool. I figured maybe 
if I could make her talk, if I could 
come to you with actual proof, it’d 
sort of snap you out of it. Believe 
it or not—well, what you just said 
about being brothers goes for me too. 
You’re Gerry’s brother and even if 
I didn’t like you for yourself I ’d—” 
He shrugged thin shoulders. “ What’s 
the use talking about it?”

“ Deliver me from my friends!” 
Rock said. “You can take care of 
your enemies, but friends—especially 
brothers-in-law—are hell on wheels.” 

Corrigan’s voice had an edge to it. 
“You’re telling me! I hear it was 
you cracking smart about Geraldine’s 
handkerchief that gave Baudino ideas 
in the first place.”

“ Well, the thing was there, wasn’t 
it?”

“ Of course it was there! Gerry’s 
always going around dropping the 
damned things and I keep picking
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them up. I told you I ’d been snoop­
ing around the girl’s apartment. 
That’s how I found out about the 
half million bucks. So probably I 
pulled out one of my own handker­
chiefs and hers came with it. But 
no, you wouldn’t think of anything 
as simple as that!”

“You’re forgetting something, 
aren’t you? It wasn’t only the hand­
kerchief. There’s the little matter of 
a thousand-buck I.O.U. It don’t make 
sense, Mullins holding that when you 
were panning him and his kind in 
your column, but just the same—” 

Corrigan nodded glumly. “ It looks 
bad, all right. The only way I can 
figure it—” He broke off, wrinkling 
his long nose. “ Say, I ’ve got a faint 
recollection of being in a game some­
where. I was tanked to the eyes, and 
in that condition-^-well, you know 
me. A thousand bucks would be pin 
money.”

“What happened after you took 
Karen away from Diamond Annie’s?” 

“Well, in the first place I want 
you to see why I had to do what 
I did. When I got out of the can 
I went out to the girl’s apartment 
and ran smack into a load of cops 
investigating a corpse. It seemed to 
be a toss-up whether Karen had done 
the job, or my wife. Naturally I knew 
it wasn’t Gerry but I couldn’t make 
anyone else believe it. Putting two 
and two together I figured you’d 
probably be mixed up in it somehow 
and might be hiding the girl out 
at Annie’s.

“As it turned out, you were. I gave 
her a yarn about how you’d sent me 
for her and she came along as nice 
as you please.”

“That ought to have proved some­
thing or other,”  Rock said bitterly. 
“You wouldn’t see that, though.” 

“ Well, would you? My wife—your 
sister, incidentally—was accused of 
murder. If I could get the only other 
suspect to confess, why Gerry would 
be cleared.”

“And did she confess?”
“ She didn’t. She didn’t even admit 

that Diamond Annie was her mother.” 
“You told her that?”

“ Bill, dbn’t it stand to reason she 
knew? Are you still so slug-nutty 
that you can’t see what’s right before 
your eyes?”

“ All right,” Rock said wearily, “go 
on from there.”

“ There isn’t any more. She fooled 
me, that’s all. She pretended to go 
all to pieces when she found out I 
knew who she really was, and then 
when I wasn’t looking she conked 
me with a bottle.” He licked his lips. 
“ It was a full one, too.”

“ So you spent the rest of the day 
looking for her?”

“No, I was looking for Geraldine.” 
Rock told him where Geraldine 

was. “ I ’ll drive you back downtown 
and you can hop a cab. Tell Smitty 
to meet me at”—he thought for a 
moment—“at Mopey’s joint.”

“And what are you going to do?” 
“ I ’m going to see a guy,” Rock 

said. “A guy I used to almost love.”

CHAPTER XIII
Close Call

CITY HALL was ablaze with light.
So was the Hall of Justice and 

the Court House and the Records 
Building. There were a lot of people 
still coming and going and Rock 
guessed it was because of all the 
recent murders. Newsies hawked 
their wares in a raucous attempt to 
sell second-hand information back to 
the very guys that made it. “ All about 
the scandal in the City Hall!” in the 
shadow of the Hall itself. Rock 
bought a paper.

It seemed that one William Rock 
was still wanted very badly by the 
police. Likewise one Geraldine Cor­
rigan, identified as William Rock’s 
sister and wife of a prominent 
columnist. Also Karen Lacey, in 
whose apartment the body of one 
Brian DeLys had been found. Brian 
DeLys, it appeared, had been an as­
sistant cashier in the Third National 
Bank, and his father, a vice-president 
of the same bank, was very incensed 
over his son’s murder. It had been 
established that the alleged mur­
deress had on deposit in this bank
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an even half million dollars, which 
sum seemed rather a lot for a dis­
trict attorney’s secretary. It was not 
known whether the half million had 
anything to do with the mysterious 
slaying of the assistant cashier.

However—this paper was not 
O ’Melveny’s Journal; it referred to 
the Journal as an estimable contem­
porary publication—it was clearly ap­
parent that where there was so much 
smoke there must be a lot o f smudg­
ing, and they didn’t mean out in the 
orange groves, either. The estimable 
contemporary publication had been 
pointing out for some time a certain 
laxity in the prosecutor’s office. Link­
ing the events of the last twenty-four 
hours, you came to the conclusion 
that the E.C.P. was on the right track. 
William Rock; of the district attor­
ney’s staff, a killer and a fugitive 
from justice; Karen Lacey, also of 
the D.A.’s staff, a killer and a fugi­
tive from justice. Could the Honor­
able Morgan McLeod explain these 
things?

Rock almost felt sorry for McLeod. 
He did get one bit of news from 
the account, though. Brian DeLys 
worked in a bank. He worked in the 
same bank Karen had used to store 
the money she wouldn’t use. There­
fore he was in a position to know 
about it, and perhaps to wonder about 
it. Through the clearing house or 
other channels it would have been 
quite possible to ascertain who had 
drawn cash or bearer checks in like 
amounts at approximately the same 
times as the deposits were made. And 
his vice-president father notwith­
standing, the guy might have needed 
money.

So far, Karen’s story stood up. So 
far, there was no motive for Karen 
to kill the guy. She wanted the in­
formation he had to sell; wanted it 
desperately. That seemed to indicate 
that there was someone who didn’t 
want her to have it. W ho? Diamond 
Annie?

It was obvious Annie hadn’t wanted 
Karen to know. She’d gone to great 
pains to keep her from knowing. And 
she’d had the girl educated and taken

care o f and kept sending her money 
and—Rock scratched his jaw. All this 
indicated a certain love on Annie’s 
part. Love mixed with shame per­
haps, but nonetheless a very real love. 
It didn’t stand to reason Annie would 
kill the guy and leave the body in 
Karen’s apartment. You didn’t do that 
sort of thing to people you cared 
much about.

DECIDING that this wasn’t lead­
ing anywhere, Rock crossed the 

street. With his hat tugged down 
over his eyes and the open paper 
screening the lower part of his face 
he didn’t look much different than 
half a dozen other guys waiting for 
an elevator. He rode up to the third. 
It was not so noisy up here. A couple 
of reporters lounged in the anteroom 
of the D.A.’s suite, and somewhere 
beyond was the clack o f typewriters. 
Rock went around an ell in the hall 
to a door that had nothing on it but 
a number. This door was always kept 
locked and he knew it, so he didn’t 
bother to try the knob. He knocked.

The door opened a cautious crack 
and McLeod himself looked out. 
“ R ock!”

“You bet,” Rock said. He shoul­
dered his way in, kicked the door 
shut behind him. “ Good old Bill 
Rock, the people’s sap!” He took out 
one o f the guns and twirled the cylin­
der. “This is what’s known as the 
showdown, McLeod. You’re going on 
record cleaning the slate, or I ’m 
going to blast you right here and 
now.”

McLeod just stood there for a 
moment. Fine shoulders slumped a 
little, face no longer lean and alert, 
but drawn and haggard, he’d aged ten 
years since last night.

“You must be drunk, I think,” he 
said evenly. “ Put the gun away and 
let’s talk this thing over reasonably.” 

Rock chuckled harshly. “Oh, 
yeah?”

McLeod passed a hand over his 
eyes. “ I’d—I’d like to sit down, Bill. 
I ’m very tired.”

Rock couldn’t help himself. He’d 
known this man too long, respected
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him too much, to toss it all overboard 
in a minute. It was even worse than 
the session with Corrigan.

“All right,” he said, “go ahead and 
sit down. But keep your hands away 
from that row of buttons.” He backed 
to the communicating door that led 
to the outer offices and locked it.

McLeod sank into his desk chair. 
“ So you’re like all the rest of the 
p<ick«”

“Not quite,”  Rock said. “ They’re 
only guessing. I  know.”

“You know what?”
“ That you’re in the racket up to 

your neck. You didn’t want to start 
an investigation; you stalled as long 
as you could. But when you finally 
had your back to the wall you let me 
grab the dirty end of the stick be­
cause you knew I couldn’t be cor­
rupted. You framed me, and I think 
you framed Karen, so that you could 
hide behind a murder smoke screen 
till some of the filth was covered up. 
I ’ve a good notion to let you have 
it!” He lifted the gun.

McLeod’s thin lips curled. “You’re 
a fool, Rock. I ’d never thought of 
you as one but you are.” He lifted a 
hand to study his well-kept nails. 
“ Go ahead and shoot. Nobody’s stop­
ping you.”

Rock let his gun sag. “That’s the 
trouble, damn it. Nobody but me 
wants to fight. You’re as bad as Cor­
rigan.”

“ Sit down, Bill,”  McLeod said 
quietly. “ Somehow I hadn’t expected 
you to be like the others. You ought 
to know—you must know—that the 
things they’re saying aren’t true. I 
haven’t the slightest idea where 
Karen got that money. The dead man 
in her apartment is as much an 
enigma to me as it is to anyone. 
As for your own predicament, you 
yourself recognized it for a frame. 
Isn’t it possible that I too am being 
framed?”

“You talk well,” Rock said. “ The 
only thing is, you’re not addressing 
a jury of morons now. You’re talking 
to a guy that’s been around. I sup­
pose you’ll be telling me next that 
you don’t know Diamond Annie.”

McLeod looked at him. “ I know 
her,” he said. “I ’ve known her for 
nearly thirty years.”

Rock was mildly annoyed at this 
calm confession. “ Oh, so you admit 
it! Well, after that it’s just a step 
to admitting you saw her this after­
noon, warned her to get out from 
under while the getting was good.” 

“ I ’ll even admit that,” McLeod 
nodded. “I don’t know how you knew 
of it, but it’s true.”

Rock scowled. “And now you’re 
starting to lie. You do know how 
I found out, because you were there 
when Shang the chauffeur caught me. 
You sent one o f your own men and 
another guy out to knock me off and 
get the dope you thought I had.” 

McLeod straightened. “Who was 
the man, Rock?”

“ Trask.”
McLeod reached for the row of 

buttons. “W e’ll settle this thing right 
now.”

Rock slammed the gun against his 
wrist. “ I told you to leave those 
buttons alone. It wouldn’t do any 
good anyway. Trask and the other 
guy are dead.”

“ Oh?”
“ Quite.”
“ Then I guess I ’ll have to take 

your word for it, eh?”
“You can prove it by sending out 

to his house. I don’t think you will, 
though, because I don’t think I ’m 
going to let you. I told you this was 
the showdown. I meant it.”

McLeod nursed his wrist. “ Did 
Trask say I sent him?”

“ Would he have to?”
“W ell,” McLeod said drily, “as far 

as that goes, you’re one of my men 
too. How do I know you aren’t as 
crooked as he was? As for my know­
ing Diamond Annie, you knew her, 
didn’t you? Rather well, I under­
stand. Pot calls kettle black. You 
speak of proof, of having some sort 
o f  evidence I wanted. Have you got 
it?”

“No, but I thin’ I know where to 
find it.”

“ Then go get it, you fool!”
Rock looked nonplussed for a
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minute, then he saw the joker. “Oh, 
yeah? You want me out in the open 
so you can take another crack at me. 
Not this baby. Unh-unh!”

McLeod said disgustedly, “Look, 
Rock, I ’m being very patient with 
you because I can see your side of 
it. W ill you try to see mine? I can’t 
prove that Trask wasn’t working 
under my orders. You killed him. 
But I can do this: I can prove I was 
utterly unaware of your presence at 
Diamond Annie’s.” He pushed a 
phone across the desk. “ W hy don’t 
you call her?”

Rock said, “ It’s an idea.” He picked 
up the phone. Anne answered almost 
at once. “ Bill, where are you?”

“ W hy?”
“You’d better get out here. They’ve 

got Karen. Picked her up right out­
side my door.”

Rock cursed. “You see who it was?”
“ I think one of them was Nick 

Baudino.”
“All right,” he said heavily, “ I’ll 

take care of it.” He started to hang 
up, remembered why he had called 
in the first place. “ Hey, Anne! Did 
McLeod know I was there this after­
noon?”

“No. No, he couldn’t have. Shang 
put you in another room till after 
McLeod had gone. W hy?”

“ I was just having an argument 
with a guy,” Rock said. “As usual, 
I lose.” He hung up.

McLeod said bitingly, “Well, now 
that that’s over—”

W HATEVER else he was going to 
say was lost in the crash of the 

glass door. It was Lieutenant Jack 
Santanya who kicked the hole in it. 
The gun in his hand barked twice, 
missing Rock both times on account 
of the angle, and then Rock shot the 
gun out of his hand. Santanya yelled 
to somebody behind him and stuck 
his other hand through the opening, 
feeling for the key.

McLeod tore a phone out by the 
roots and hurled it. Rock went out 
the hall door. He met a second dick 
in the corridor and swung a terrific 
round-house with the gun at the end

of it. The guy folded. Rock straddled 
the marble stair bannister and slid 
down to the second.

He was reading the newspaper 
again when he crossed the lobby.

CHAPTER XIV 
Date With Baudino

MOPEY’S joint was a disreputable 
little cellar dive just outside of 

Chinatown. You could meet a stoolie 
there, or a politician. Mopey’s was 
sort of neutral territory, Mopey him­
self being strictly non-partisan and 
notably hard of hearing. As |n un­
dercover rendezvous it was ideal; it 
had five exits. The only other recom­
mended feature was the pork tender­
loin sandwiches. Rock had three 
while he was waiting for Smitty to. 
show. He wished Smitty had a tele­
phone.

Thinking of telephones reminded 
him he’d promised to call Giles 
O ’Melveny. The guy had a lot of 
influence. Besides, there was some­
thing bothering Rock. Nobody had 
ever mentioned just why O’Melveny 
hated Morgan McLeod. The two were 
on opposite sides of the political 
fence. Was that enough to account 
for the Journal’s latest attack on the 
district attorney?

Rock went into the smelly little 
phone booth and dropped a nickel. 
O’Melveny had gone home, they said. 
He called the publisher’s home. Pres­
ently O’Melveny answered. “ Hello?” 

“ This is Rock.”
“ Oh, how are you, Rock?”
“ I think I ’m about ready to make 

a deal,” Rock said. “There’s a couple 
of angles I want to check first. You 
know Diamond Annie, don’t you? I 
mean I saw you with her last night 
and somehow I didn’t think you’d 
just met her.”

“ W ell?”
“ That’s very noncommittal,” Rock 

said. “ I could check back if you don’t 
want to tell me.”

O’Melveny’s voice rasped. “ I don’t 
want Annie touched, understand?” 

“That’s funny,” Rock said. “ Mc­
Leod don’t either.”
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There was quite a wait before 
O’Melveny said, under his breath and 
as though he’d forgotten Rock was 
listening, “No, he wouldn’t.”

“ W hy do you say that?”
“ It’s something you wouldn’t un­

derstand, Rock. At least it isn’t nec­
essary for you to understand. Where 
can I see you?”

Rock thought a moment. He had 
two very important jobs to do. He 
had to locate the thing everyone 
seemed to be looking for and he had 
to find Baudino, who had Karen. “ Say 
Diamond Annie’s in an hour?” 

“ Right.”
Rock went out of the booth and 

found Smitty munching a pork ten­
derloin sandwich. “ Where did you 
leave the Corrigans?”

“ Out to my place. Moms feels bet­
ter about it now she’s found th e  gal 
is respectable.”

“ I wish you had a telephone,” Rock 
growled. “ I need that lousy brother- 
in-law of mine.”

“ Well,” Smitty said, “ they got a 
phone next door. If it ain’t nothing 
secret you could call him there.” 

“ Well, why didn’t you say so?”
“ I just did.”
“ Okay,” Rock said, “ let it pass. 

You remember the number?” Smitty 
gave him the number. Rock went in 
and called it and after talking to 
three separate voices he was able to 
make himself understood. Corrigan 
came to the phone with a cautious, 
“Yeah?”

“Rock, you tramp!”
“Oh.”
“ Unh-hunh. So listen: as far as 

I know the cops aren’t after you, and 
there’s something I want you to do. 
You might dig something out of 
your own morgue, or you might have 
to locate a few of the old-timers. This 
thing goes back around thirty years.” 

“ My, my,” Corrigan said. “ What 
am I supposed to be looking for?” 

“ The tie-up between O’Melveny 
and McLeod and Diamond Annie 
Cowan. There’s something there that 
will explain at least part of what’s 
going on today.”

“ And which one do I concentrate

on? Who is the guilty party, if any?”
“You guess,” Rock said. “ I f you 

find anything I ’ll meet you at Dia­
mond Annie’s in an hour. If you don’t 
you and Gerry had better take a trip 
to Honolulu.” He hung up.

Smitty was guzzling beer. He said 
it was very bad beer, and Mopey, who 
could hear perfectly when he wanted 
to, took exception to this remark. 
Rock tossed a five-dollar bill on the 
bar. “Forget he ever said it, Mopey.” 
And to Smitty, “ Come on, dog-puss.”

“ I resent that,”  Smitty said. “ Even 
Moms never called me that.” He fol­
lowed Rock up the dingy cement 
stairs and they got in his car. “Your 
pants is baggy,”  he remarked after 
a while.

T^OCK took one o f the guns out 
^  and put it in his hat. It was an 
old trick but he hoped it would work 
just once more. He hoped his other 
hunch would work out too. They 
came to the slattern rooming house 
on Towne Avenue, the one where 
the girl Laura had been killed. As 
nearly as he could tell there was no 
stake-out. There was no reason for 
the police to be still watching the 
house. The girl’s death, at least as far 
as the police were concerned, was 
solved and done with. All they were 
interested in was the apprehension of 
her killer, and, tradition to the con­
trary, killers very seldom go back 
to the scene of the crime.

Rock climbed the steps presently, 
standing on the porch and peering 
in through the fan-lighted door be­
fore attempting to negotiate the hall 
and the inner flight of stairs. A 
couple came out of one room and 
went into another. A woman with 
flat-heeled slippers slap-slapped down 
the hall and vanished beyond a door 
labeled Bath. No Loitering.

Rock opened the door and went 
swiftly up the stairs. He didn’t know 
what he expected to find, had no idea 
where to look for it. It was just a 
hunch born of circumstances. Some­
thing existed; something a lot of 
people seemed to want very badly. 
All these people believed that Rock
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had it. Therefore he must have been 
in a position to get it. The theater 
manager, Mullins, had had it origi­
nally. Rock hadn’t gotten it, Neither, 
apparently, had anyone else. There 
was a chance—a very long one—that 
the girl Laura had really had some­
thing for Rock but that the party 
or parties arranging the murder 
frame hadn’t been aware of this. It 
was possible that Rock had killed 
Mullins before he’d discovered his 
loss.

Rock opened the door of the dead 
girl’s room. It had been cleaned. 
There was a fresh counterpane on the 
sagging bed where the girl had lain, 
a clean towel on the dresser. All 
signs that there had been a murder 
committed there, or even of recent 
occupancy, had been removed. It was 
just a three-dollar-a-week room wait­
ing for a new tenant. Rock wondered 
what they had done with the dead 
girl’s personal effects. He couldn’t 
very well ask.

He closed the door behind him, 
stood with his back against it, think­
ing. Say that Laura knew what she 
had—if she had anything at all. Say 
she knew it was valuable. There was 
no safe place she could put it at 
twelve o’clock at night. Besides, she 
might have intended to sell it to 
Rock. He’d mentioned money. But 
being a chorine and therefore smart 
she wouldn’t show her hand until 
she’d made a deal. She wouldn’t just 
leave the thing lying around. He 
studied the room’s meager possibili­
ties. The mattress? No, too obvious. 
It had probably been changed any­
way. He pulled out the dresser 
drawers, turned them upside down. 
Nothing pasted to the bottoms. There 
was no bath, but there was a lavatory 
bowl in a corner. He got down on his 
knees and looked under this. No dice. 
He stood on a chair and ran his fin­
gers along the picture mold. All he 
got was a pair of dirty hands.

There was a small windowless 
clothes closet and he looked in this, 
was just about to close the door 
again when he noticed a draft. With­
out windows there shouldn’t be any

draft. He looked up at the ceiling. 
There was a small screened ventila­
tor, not over a foot in diameter. He 
had to get the chair again in order 
to reach it. The screen gave readily 
under his hand. He slid it aside and 
poked blindly among accumulated 
debris, broken lath and plaster, and 
cobwebs and dust, until he finally 
felt' something that rustled.

It turned out to be a fat manila 
envelope. There was a lot of stuff in 
it. There was a detailed map of the 
city with inked-in markings and num­
bers according to districts. There 
were names and addresses running 
into the hundreds, and jotted nota­
tions of sums of money ranging from 
a hundred to a hundred thousand dol­
lars. A carefully drawn graph il­
lustrated the importance of some of 
the names in relation to others.. Thet£ 
was little doubt that what Rock now 
held was the life chart o f the biggest 
vice ring in all history. There were 
only two names he recognized. Ike 
Mullins was one. The other was 
Perkins, the Cromwell house dick.

Rock just stood there for a while. 
He had something, but it wasn’t what 
he had hoped for. With time, and a 
small army of men, this data could 
wreck the vice racket. It couldn’t 
touch the guys at the top because 
there wasn’t any top. Not in this 
batch of stuff, at least. The house 
dick Perkins was even lower in the 
.scale than Mullins had been. Mullins 
was dead, yet the thing went on 
functioning. So why was this en­
velope’s contents so valuable? The 
guy who had laid it out, who had 
made all those notations, could cer­
tainly duplicate it, couldn’t he? So 
where were you? You could knock 
off one or two of these dives, or 
a dozen, and by that time a dozen 
more would have sprung up some­
where else. For that matter, the big 
shot, whoever he was, could have 
set the wheels in motion already. 
What good would it do to beat the 
head off Perkins, the Cromwell’s 
house dick? If he was in a position 
to talk, to disclose anything of real 

(Continued on Page 122)
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(Continued From Page 120) 
importance, they wouldn’t let him 
go on living, would they?

Rock stuffed the mess back in the 
manila envelope with the feeling that 
it was no more good than Ike 
Mullins’ notebook. Except for one 
thing. Apparently Baudino wanted 
it. I f  you believed your eyes and the 
fact that Trask had been one of 
Morgan McLeod’s men, then Mc­
Leod wanted it too. However, Bau­
dino was the guy that had Karen. 
Rock decided to trade with Baudino.

HE TURNED out the lights and 
went down the stairs. The slat­

tern with the flat heels came out of 
the bath and slap-slapped toward him. 
She’d washed her stringy hair and 
it kept falling down over her eyes, 
and she told Rock, who wasn’t inter­
ested, that she’d just washed it and 
couldn’t do a thing with it.

He said, “Why don’t you try shav­
ing your head?” and went out and 
got in the car with Smitty. “ I want 
a telephone, Smitty,” he said. “ Would 
you know where we could find one 
beside the one at your next door 
neighbor’s?”

Smitty said, “Lookit, for a hun­
dred bucks I don’t have to put up 
with your disposition.” He reached 
in a side pocket and uncorked a flask. 
“ Why don’t you take something for 
it?”

Rock took something. Smitty took 
something too. They found a tele­
phone in a drug store. It took quite 
a while to locate Baudino, but finally 
Rock, calling headquarters for the 
second time, got the vice squad com­
mander on the wire.

“ This is Rock.”
“ I ’ve been expecting to hear from 

you,” Baudino said.
“You have the girl?”
“Well, I wouldn’t say that, but if 

you have what I want I might be 
able to find her for you.”

“ I ’ve got it,” Rock said. “ I ’ll meet 
you at—”

“ At my place. You know where?” 
Rock said he did. He was figuring 

the distance Baudino would have

to travel compared to his own course. 
They were about equal. He hoped 
he could get there first. He hung up, 
cautioning Baudino not to try any 
capers, and went out and told Smitty 
to drive like hell.

“This guy is tricky, Smitty, but 
I ’ve got to trust him part way. I ’ve 
got to prove to him that I really have 
the dope and then keep him from 
killing me afterward. I think I can 
do this if we aren’t interrupted. 
Catch on?”

“ I catch.”
“ Then let me out here,” Rock said. 
They had turned into a dead-end, 

tree-shadowed street with only three 
houses in the block. There were no 
lights in any of them, no parked cars. 
Rock sighed with relief.

“ Okay, here’s what you do: Park 
in front of the last fiouse there and 
turn off your lights and get down in 
the back seat. Watch the middle 
house. If more than one man starts in, 
blow your horn. Okay?”

“ Check.”
Rock swung out and went down the 

cross street to the alley and up the 
alley to the rear of the middle house. 
The screen door wasn’t locked. The 
kitchen door was. It was just an 
ordinary mortise lock, though, and 
Rock used a nickel passkey and 
opened the door.

The lights went on. Baudino had 
got there first after all. He stood 
just far enough away so that Rock 
couldn’t reach him with his hands. 
There was no use going for the gun 
in his pants pocket because Baudino 
already had his out. His black eyes 
with the yellowish whites were intent 
on the top button of Rock’s vest. 

“ Come on in, sucker.”
It was the kind of invitation you 

don’t refuse. Rock went in. “You’re 
faster than you look, Grease-ball.” 

“ I get around,” the fat man ad­
mitted comfortably. His inevitable 
toothpick waggled. “ That a gun in 
your pants pocket?”

“ What do you think?”
“ I think it is. Turn around and take 

it out, but don’t try to use it. Just 
drop it on the floor.”
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Rock protested. “Listen, is this a 
trade or what? I ’ve got something 
you want; you’ve got something I 
want. What’s all this business of 
who’s got a gun and who hasn’t?”

“ Suit yourself,” Baudino shrugged. 
“You can do it my way, or I can 
take a chance you’re carrying the 
right stuff and burn you down right 
now. They’d give me a medal for it.”

“ How do I know you won’t any­
way?”

“You don’t.”
“Tell me where the girl is?”
“ Afterward.”
Rock pretended resignation. Most 

of his hesitation had been built-up. 
He knew he was going to need every 
break he could get and the idea was 
to concentrate Baudino’s attention on 
the gun in his pants pocket. He 
turned his back and dropped the gun.

Baudino said, “ All right, now let’s 
see what you’ve got.” He backed 
behind the kitchen table as Rock 
turned. “Just toss it on the table and 
then sit down.”

He waited till Rock had done this. 
The ceiling light shone on his tight- 
curling black hair. It looked greasy, 
like his olive skin. Rock loosened his 
hat a trifle.

BAUDINO, eyes on Rock, gun hand 
braced on the table, shook the 

stuff out of the manila envelope. It 
was an impossible feat but he did it. 
He managed to check the stuff with­
out once removing his eyes from 
Rock’s face. His small mouth con­
trived a smile without disturbing the 
toothpick. “Thank you too much, my 
fraan. You’re an honest man.”

“ Are you?” Rock said.
“ Sure. What do you want to 

know?”
“ Where’s the girl?”
Baudino shook his head. “You 

wouldn’t have any use for the girl 
where you’re going.”

Rock' pretended to mop sweat from 
his forehead. It wasn’t all pretense, 
at that. This was going to be very 
close.

“ All right. I knew I was a fool 
to trust you. Maybe I ’ll rest easier

in my grave if I know a few things, 
though. Who killed the guy in the 
girl’s apartment?”

“ I did,” Baudino said.
Rock nodded and his hat slid down 

over his eyes. “ That’s nice. Mind tell­
ing me why?”

“ In case you’re stalling till your 
driver remembers to come in, don’t 
bother. He’s being taken care of.” 

Rock drew up his legs till they 
were touching the front legs of the 
chair. “No, I ’m really interested. It’s 
one of the pieces that don’t fit.”

The toothpick waggled reflectively. 
“ It had me fooled, too,” Baudino said. 
“ I went out to the girl’s place ex­
pecting to camp there until either 
you or she showed. This monkey 
conked me with an andiron and by 
the time I woke up he had my rod. 
What with one thing and another, 
me being a dick, he figured I was 
after him for breaking and entering. 
At any rate, he was very intent on 
killing me. So I killed him first.” His 
eyes narrowed as he put pressure on 
the trigger. “ Well, it’s been nice 
knowing you, pal.”

The gun slid off Rock’s head into 
his waiting hand. With all the luck 
in the world, with the butt falling 
just right, he was still a fraction of 
a second behind Baudino’s first shot. 
The slug caught him high up in the 
shoulder, knocked him and the chair 
over backward.

He didn’t let go of the gun, though. 
He was firing all the way from lap 
level, where he’d started, till he was 
flat on his back, shooting at the ceil­
ing. Baudino didn’t seem to be shoot­
ing at anything any more. Rock 
turned his head cautiously, expecting 
it to be blown off instantly, and saw 
Baudino lying under the table. There 
was a hole in his throat, another 
under his right eye, but he was still 
living.

Rock crawled over to him. “ Okay, 
fella, you’re done. Nothing can make 
any difference to you now. Where’s 
the girl?”

“ Wouldn’t you—like—to know?” 
Rock lifted a fist to slap the leer­

ing mouth, but it was no use. Bau-
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dino wouldn’t have felt it. He was 
dead.

Smitty came in pushing a sullen­
faced dick ahead of him. Smitty had 
the dick’s gun. He looked at the 
blood seeping through Rock’s coat. 
“You hit bad, pal?’’

“ I ’ll probably live,” Rock said. “Not 
that I care much about it.”  He stared, 
sultry-eyed, at the dick. “You’re one 
of Baudino’s squad. Have you any 
idea where he hid the girl?”

The guy spat out a curse. “ Cop- 
killer !”

“ I could just as well make it two,” 
Rock said. “ He had it coming, but 
even if he didn’t it wouldn’t make 
any difference to me. I ’m in a swell 
mood for murder.”

He went through the messy busi­
ness of searching Baudino’s pockets. 
There was nothing, no hint of where 
the girl might be, nothing to tie 
Baudino up with the stuff in the 
manila envelope. Rock was right back 
where he had started. A little worse, 
if anything.

Smitty said, “ I think maybe some 
of the neighbors are waking up, 
boss.” The dick got a hopeful look 
on his face.

“ It won’t do you any good,” Rock 
told him. He lifted his gun. The guy 
got panicky. “ I don’t know anything, 
Rock, so help me! Maybe Baudino 
was crooked. I wouldn’t know. I ’ve 
always done what I was told to do 
and no more.”

“ I think maybe you’re telling the 
truth,” Rock said. “You’re too dumb 
to lie.” He thought of something. 
“ There’s a dame on your squad, a 
hot-looking blonde.” He described 
her minutely. “ She was working the 
Cromwell Hotel last night. Know 
her?”

The guy gulped. “ Sure, Rock, sure. 
She’s Delle Fift.”

Rock nodded at Smitty. Smitty 
lifted the gun and slugged the guy 
behind the ear. They went out the 
front door. There were two women 
and a man on the lawn of the end 
house. One o f the women screamed 
when she saw Rock and Smitty with 
guns in their hands. The man slapped

her. “ Shut up, you want ’em to kill 
us too?” He pretended to be very 
interested in the moon.

Rock said, “You don’t have to call 
the cops. There’s two of them inside.” 
He and Smitty got in the car and 
drove away. After a while he stuffed 
his gun in a pocket and made a com­
press for the hole in his shoulder 
out of a couple of handkerchiefs. He 
said, “ I thought I told you to blow 
your horn.”

“ There just ain’t no pleasing you,” 
Smitty complained. “ In the first place 
you told me to blow the horn if there 
was more than one guy went in. 
There wasn’t no guys went in. How 
that other guy—that Baudino—ever 
got in is beyond me.”

“ He had a good driver,” Rock said.

CHAPTER XV
The Biow-off

SM ITTY came out o f the side en­
trance of the Cromwell leading 

the blonde. She said, “ What is this, 
a snatch?” Then she saw Rock sit­
ting in the car. “Oh, it’s you. I must 
have made an impression on you last 
night.”

“You did, babe, you certainly did.” 
Smitty said, “ What a guy! He even 

makes lady cops!”
The blonde ignored him. Rock said, 

“ Baudino is dead, babe. If you owed 
him any loyalty, if you’ve got any­
thing to cover up. I ’m giving you the 
chance to do it before the town falls 
apart. Maybe you can do me a favor 
in return.”

“Don’t worry about me,”  she said. 
“ I ’m clean. What is this favor I ’m 
supposed to do you?”

“ Baudino has made a hell of a lot 
of money these last few years. Some­
thing tells me that the place we just 
left him is only a front, the poor-but- 
honest cop build-up. He should have 
another drop, a nice place where he 
shows gals his etchings. A  smart gal 
like you ought to know where it is.” 

She thought this over for a minute. 
“What do I get out of it?”

“ Maybe they’ll make you a ser­
geant.”
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She shrugged. “ What have I got to 
lose?” She gave him the address. 
“ You won’t forget I go off duty 
at two?”

“ I won’t forget,”  Rock said gravely. 
He didn’t add that he might be cold 
meat long before two o ’clock, that 
even if he wasn’t he probably 
wouldn’t be seeing her.

“ What a guy!” Smitty said. They 
left her standing there at the curb. 
“ Moms would know I had something 
if I ever brought that doll home.”

“ Moms must be quite a gal herself,” 
Rock said. They rode out to the ad­
dress on Crenshaw. It was a two- 
storj Spanish stucco with lots of 
trees and shrubs around it, and 
enough lawn so that the neighbors 
wouldn’t be bothered in case you 
wanted to play the radio all night. 
There were no lights.

Reck went up to the front door. 
SraiUy went around back. Rock rang 
the bell. Nobody came. He was in a 
hurry now, so he didn’t use much 
finesse about getting in. He just 
kicked out the first window he came 
to, reached in and snapped the lock 
and raised the sash. Still nobody 
came. He decided he must be playing 
the wrong hunch.

Smitty, hearing the crash of glass 
up front, thought it sounded like a 
nice game, so he kicked in a window 
too. He and Rock met in the main 
hall.

“ Take the upstairs,” Rock said. 
“ I’ll catch this floor and the base­
ment. I don’t think she’s here but 
we might as well'try.”

He found Karen in the furnace 
room. She was all taped up, ankles 
and wrists and mouth, and she was 
stiapped securely to one of the 
furnace pipes.

Rock said, “Hello, hon,” and ripped 
the adhesive off her mouth. She cried 
out with the pain of it and he said, 
still in that matter-of-fact voice, 
“ Sorry, Karen.”

She said, “ Oh, B ill!” Just that, and 
then she fainted. Smitty came down 
and found Rock holding her in his 
arms. He was annoyed. “This is no 
time for capers, pal. Have you got

a date with somebody or haven’t 
you?”

Rock looked at him. “I ’m just try­
ing to figure it out, Smitty. I ’ve got 
Karen and I ’ve got a slew of papers 
that don’t seem to mean a lot. Some­
thing tells me that with both of 
these I ought to be able to pry the 
rest loose, but I ’m damned if I can 
see how.”

Karen opened her eyes. There were 
tears in them. “ She’s my mother, Bill.
Did you know?”

He stood her on her feet, gripped 
her shoulders. “ I told you before— 
what difference does it make?”

“ I don’t know.”  She sounded 
puzzled. “ Somehow it makes a differ­
ence, but not the way I thought it 
would. I’m just sorry for her.”

He nodded gloomily. “You’re liable 
to be sorrier, too.”  He bent his head 
and kissed her. “Look, hon, no mat­
ter what happens you’re not to for­
get that I love you. W e may come 
out of this and be able to live like 
decent human beings. W e may have 
to hide in rat holes the rest of our 
lives. But we’ll stick together. Is it a 
deal?”

She put out her hand, man-fashion. 
“ It’s a deal, Bill.”

“Then I guess we better be goin’,” 
Smitty observed. “ I ’m getting mushy 
too.” He blew his nose.

THEY stopped only once on the 
way. Rock telephoned Morgan 

McLeod and then called Lieutenant 
Santanya. He was depending a lot 
on the hope that Baudino’s body 
hadn’t been discovered yet. Karen, 
too, was an ace in the hole if he could 
keep her under cover till just the 
right time.

Arriving in Bel-Air, he went to, 
a great deal of pains to explain to 
Karen and Smitty just what they 
must do. Then he dropped out of 
the car and went up the sweep of the 
beautiful drive alone. There was one 
car before the door.

He lifted the knocker and the 
sound of chimes came to him faintly 
sweet in the stillness. They reminded 
him somehow of Karen, not of Dia­
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mond Annie. The colored girl Flo 
opened the door.

“Miss Annie got company, Mistah 
Rock.”

“ I know,”  he said. “She’s going to 
have a lot more.” Even as he said 
this there was the sound of a car 
behind him and he turned to see Pat 
Corrigan getting out of a cab. He 
had Gerry with him.

Rock said, “ Haven’t I got enough 
trouble?”

“Well, I like that!” Geraldine 
snapped. “Am I your own sister or 
am I just another one of your women, 
to be bandied about from pillar to 
post?”

Diamond Annie came into the hall. 
“ What goes on here? Oh, hello, Bill. 
What is this, a shower or some­
thing?”

Rock nodded. “And not a shower 
of blessing, either. I ’ve arranged for 
you to have a few guests this evening. 
O’Melveny is here already, I take it. 
You know Pat Corrigan. This is my 
sister, Mrs. Pat Corrigan. Gerry, 
Anne Cowan.” He smiled at Anne. 
“ I hope you’re going to like us.”

She shrugged. She was in an eve­
ning gown that molded her beautiful 
figure as if she’d been poured into 
it. Diamonds glittered at her throat, 
on her fingers, even on her slippers. 
“ Don’t mind me, Bill. I just own the 
place.”

They went into one of the great 
white-carpeted rooms. Giles O’Mel­
veny turned from examining a limp 
leather volume of Boccacio. It was 
the only book in the room. His 
chilled-steel eyes examined Rock in­
stead of the book. His red face and 
mustache gave him the look of an 
army major in mufti. Presently he 
said, “ Hello, Rock. Hello, Corrigan. 
What brings you here?”

Rock said, “ You wanted the dirt. 
W e’re here to dish it out.” He went 
over to the windows, turning his 
back on the room. Corrigan joined 
him. “ I couldn’t find a hell of a lot, 
Bill. Nothing at all in the morgue 
except an old account of the kid­
napping of McLeod’s baby.”

Rock looked at him sharply.

Corrigan shook his head.
“ I thought of that too. Even the 

names were similar. Carol—Karen. 
But it can’t be, because they found 
the body a few months later. Who­
ever did the job collected the ran­
som and then didn’t come through. 
For a while they thought it was Giles 
O’Melveny, but it turned out he 
couldn’t have done it.”

Rock shook his head, trying to 
rattle his brains around into a better 
thinking position. “There’s a swell 
motive for O ’Melveny to hate Mc­
Leod.”

“ He hated him before that,” Corri­
gan said. “ I didn’t get this from the 
files but some of the old-timers re­
membered. Seems Diamond Annie— 
she was just plain Annie Cowan then 
—chose McLeod instead of O’Mel­
veny. McLeod later threw her ovef 
and married a gal on the other side 
of the tracks. She still wouldn’t have 
O’Melveny, though, and he was sore 
because McLeod threw something 
away that he himself couldn’t have. 
Everybody knew he was sore and 
that’s why they thought he might 
have copped McLeod’s kid. McLeod’s 
wife died from the shock. The baby 
was a year old.”

“And I never even knew McLeod 
was married,” Rock said. He took a 
breath. “ What happened to Diamond 
Annie?”

“ She went up to the gold camps. 
I guess she must have cleaned up 
because when she came back a few 
years later they say she sure had it 
to throw around. She was rated worth 
a million even then.”

The front door chimes bong-bonged 
musically. Flo ushered Morgan Mc­
Leod in. He was very tall, very 
straight and distinguished in tails 
and white tie. Only his face showed 
the strain he was under. He smiled a 
little when he saw who was there, 
but there was no pleasure in it, noth­
ing more than a polite, rather cynical 
wonder that he should be included. 
Rock wondered if he hated O’Mel­
veny as much as O’Melveny hated 
him. He looked at Diamond Annie. 
Her eyes rested steadily on McLeod’s
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handsome face and there was a 
strange glow in them that wasn’t 
love. No, nor even admiration. It was 
hate again, a living burning flame 
of it that showed in spite of her. 
Hate suddenly seemed to fill the 
room, throbbing, like a song. A song 
of hatred, Rock thought. That’s what 
has motivated this whole thing. A 
thirty-year-old song of hate.

TO COVER his emotion he cleared 
his throat noisily. “Corrigan, do 

you remember when I met you com­
ing out of the Journal building?’’ 

“ Could I ever forget it?”
“Had you told O’Melveny about 

your encounter with Karen? About 
who she really was?”

“W hy yes, I did.”
“Theh, Mr. O’Melveny,” Rock said, 

“ I think we’ve got you. In fact I ’m 
sure we’ve got you.”

Q’Mslyeny poked at his mustache 
with a blunt forefinger. His eyes 
didn’t twinkle exactly; they sort of 
glittered. “ So I ’m being got. May 
I ask what for?”

Rock said, “ W hy not? There’s 
nothing like a nice quiet discussion 
to sort of clarify the atmosphere. 
What I meant to say was that you’re 
the vice czar of this city; that you 
framed me for killing the little 
Frolics girl; that Baudino, after he’d 
killed the banker’s son in Karen 
Lacey’s apartment, thought it would 
please you if he framed Karen too. 

.We both worked for the district at­
torney. You wanted to break Mc­
Leod more than anything else.” 

O’Melveny carefully clipped the 
end from a cigar. His hands were 
perfectly steady when he lit it and 
a little smile hovered about his 
mouth. “ Would you like to see the 
girl again, Rock?”

Diamond Annie pulled a drawer out 
of a little table. When she turned she 
had a gun in her hand. She looked 
at O’Melveny. “ I could kill you!”

He smiled at her. “ But you won’t. 
No one is going to kill me. No one is 
going to do anything to me—because 
none o f you has one iota of proof. 
That’s why I don’t mind talking it

over like this. I ’m holding all the
aces.”

McLeod spoke for the first time. 
“ Where do we go from here, B ill?” 

“ W ell,” Rock admitted, “ I ’ve been 
chasing around in circles for a long 
time now. It just occurred to me a 
little while ago that O ’Melveny could 
have known where to have me picked 
up. I telephoned him from here. He 
asked me where I was phoning from 
and I lied. There was nothing to stop 
him from tracing the call, though.” 

“ But why were you so important 
to him?”

“He thought I had something that 
would cinch the case against him. 
As a matter of fact I didn’t have it, 
didn’t even know what it was, till 
a couple of hours ago. And after I 
got it I didn’t know what I really 
had.” He took out the manila en­
velope, slapped it on the table. “ There 
is the business chart of the racket. 
It includes all the angles, from new 
recruits to shipping the leftovers to 
South America. But it didn’t men­
tion O ’Melveny or his hired man 
Nick Baudino. I was stuck. I couldn’t 
see why Baudino or anybody else 
should be so hot to find the thing. 
Then all of a sudden I did see, and 
I remembered that O’Melveny could 
have found out where I was, and now 
Corrigan tells me that he tipped off 
O’Melveny about the girl.

“ They wanted the girl to use as 
a club over me. Baudino even let 
himself be seen grabbing her so that 
I ’d know. He was safe enough in this 
because he always had the out that 
she was wanted for murder.”

O ’Melveny turned his back on them 
all. Cigar smoke hung heavy about 
his head and he waved a hand, dis­
pelling it.

McLeod opened the manila en­
velope, ran through its contents. 
“There’s a lot of stuff here, Rock, 
but I don’t see anything to implicate 
O’Melveny.”

“Let Corrigan look,” Rock said. 
“He works for the guy.”

Corrigan took one look. “ My G od!” 
“Unh-hunh,” Rock said. “ I thought 

you’d recognize it.”
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McLeod said, “ Recognize what?” 
“O ’Melveny’s handwriting,” Rock 

said. “That was the joker. With all 
that stuff written in his own fist he 
can’t very well deny it, can he?” 

O’Melveny turned then and looked 
at Diamond Annie. “You’ve got a 
gun in your hand,”  he said quietly. 
“ You’d better see that I walk out 
of here. Otherwise I ’m afraid your 
daughter—”

Rock said, “ I ’ve got Karen, O’Mel­
veny.”

O’MELVENY’S face turned livid.
Anne raised her gun to shoot and 

he saw that she was going to do it 
and jumped the gun. Anne went 
down under him and together they 
rolled, over and over, and the gun 
kept making little popping sounds, 
muffled by their bodies. Rock kicked 
O’Melveny in the back o f the head.

Corrigan and McLeod pulled 
O’Melveny off. Rock needn’t have 
kicked him after all. His eyes were 
wide open, glazing. Diamond Annie 
just lay there. Two o f her own bul­
lets had found her chest and her 
blood was staining her beautiful 
gown and mingling with O’Melveny’s, 
there on the thick white carpet.

Rock dropped to his knees, sob­
bing hoarsely. “ Anne!”

Her fine eyes opened slowly. 
“You’re a good sport, Bill. For your 
sake, not for anyone else’s, I ’m going 
to tell you something.” She smiled 
at McLeod. It wasn’t a pleasant smile. 
“ I still hate you,” she said. “ I swore 
I ’d hate you to my dying day and 
I guess this is it.”

McLeod made choking sounds. 
Rock lifted Anne’s head. “Take it 
easy, Anne. You’ll be okay.” He 
looked around. “ W hy in hell doesn’t 
somebody get a doctor?”

And then he saw Jack Santanya 
and a lot of other cops bringing 
Karen and Smitty in.

Anne motioned for Karen to come 
and kneel at her side. “They lied to 
you, babe. I ’m not your mother. I 
guess I liked to pretend I was—after 
a while. At first I hated you, same as

I did your father and the woman who 
took him away from me. But then I 
kind o f got to watching you grow, 
and it was almost like something I ’d 
created myself. When you went to 
work for—for him, I used to laugh, 
thinking about you both being 
together and not knowing. I used to 
laugh like hell—but I didn’t mean 
it, I guess. Just kidding myself.” 

Rock gulped. “ It was you that 
phoned me, Anne? Warning me to 
stay away from Karen?”

“ I thought you were just trying to 
make her. I didn’t—didn’t know you 
—well, you know what.!’ She let her 
eyes close for a moment. Santanya 
came up with a first-aid kit and got 
down on his knees. After a while he 
said, looking at Rock, “Nothing much 
we can do, fella. She’ll go the min­
ute she’s moved.”

Rock said, “You guys heard all 
there was to hear?”

“ I think we’ve got all but a couple 
of points that don’t matter much.” 

Karen bent and kissed Anne on the 
mouth. “Thank you,”  she said. 
“Thank you for everything.”

Anne opened her eyes. They were 
as bright as her diamonds.

“ Thank me?” she asked wondering- 
ly. And then she laughed. “ For what, 
babe? For snatching you? For keep­
ing you away from your father all 
these years? For letting him think it 
was you they found instead of some 
kid nobody ever heard o f?”

“ No,” Karen said. Her eyes were 
wet too. “Not for any of those things, 
Anne. For what you are doing now. 
For giving me a name and the man 
I love. I ’m grateful, Anne.”

“ He used to call me that,” Anne 
said drowsily. Her eyes were closing 
but she opened them for one last look 
at McLeod. “He didn’t like Annie.” 

Presently Rock lifted Karen and 
took her to her father. They stared at 
each other, not saying anything.

“ Well,” Rock said, “why don’t you 
kiss her, you fool? A  lot of guys kiss 
their secretaries.”

McLeod seemed to think this was 
a good idea.
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