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BY HENRY KANE . : . 

.... . 
The soluJi'on to Woodward's mu,-c;-"'!11>""'�,..carefui/y written down - but Woodwar ... 
had hidden it where Peter ChamberS' ,J, ·�=�-.�,.,, ;_: i'J I couldn't.find ,i. 

The office was immense: tiast, 
square, high-ceilinged and sound
proofed. The walls were of dark red, 
du/1-luJJTe wood panels; the jloo, of 
soft grey ankfe--d«p carpeting. The 
fumuhings were simple, bulkJ and 
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.- I��: •. � J'i,41 ·' very expensive. There were few adorn� 
ments. One wall had a subdued Van 
Gogh, dncient and portentous, a large 
oblong canvas, rimmed withi'n a 
ridged ebony frame (willed upon 
death to the M etropol,ian Museum 



Of Art). Upon the opposite wall hung 
a letter framed too in ebony, but in 
narrow strips. It was signed by a 
former President of The United States. 
It was addressed to Adam U1oodward, 
20 Wall Street, New York, New York, 
and it bore the following, all hand
written: "Dear Adam: You have 
been a fiiend, citizen, patriot, and 
solid adviser. Thank you for a long 
and ·continuing assistance. Alen like 
me always have need of men like you, 
and always shall, and you have been 
unstinting and unselfish - and un
lauded - in your service to your Gov
ernment. Thank you again, and best 
wishes." 

Adam Woodward was seventy years 
of age, fabulous, fearless, and world
known. The Woodward family had 
been bankers since 1800, al{ except 
Adam, who had early entered politics, 
had been a Congressman for eight 
years, and t!u: Governor of a Western 
state for eight years, and then had re
tired to become a newspaperman; a 
columnist w/10 wrote them as he saw 
them, a stormy petrel, a man of 
independent wealth and independent 
thought and independent politics; 
twenty years a columnist, twenty years 
a confidant of men in high places, 
twenty years a member ·of nationaT 
and international counals, twenty 
years a world-statesman and speech
maker, and twenty years, day in and 
day out, his column appeared, na
tionally syndicated, and read by mil
lions. 

At nine-thirty of a gusty Monday 
morning in J.\1 arch, A dam Woodward 
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pointed - an excited finger across his 
massive mahogany desk, and the jile
rasp-of his whiskey-and-ci"garette voice 
rose in pitch: 

"l will declare to the world that 
you're a Commie. I will shock and 
stanle the populace. I'm a newspaper
man, and as a newspaperman, l love 
it, though, as an American, l detest 
and am ashamed of 1/. l don't hit be
low the belt. I don't sneak up on peo
ple. This is the third time, privately, 
that I've given you the opportumiy to 
show me that my facts are wrong -
and it's the third time that you've 
failed to do so. So I'm go1i1g to pn"nt, 
column after column, fourteen col
umns, and I'm going to expose you 
for what you are. I've put 111 eight 
months of 1"ntensive investigation, and 
I've got a file this thick. Facts, and 
authenticated documents. And I know 
just who was behind my office being 
broken into, and my home ransacked. 
But you didn't find anytl11i1g there, 
did you? And you're not going to. 
And I k!zow of your efforts to tie up 
my _bank vaults, and that won't help 
eziher, because the stuff isn't there. 
I've got it temporarily secured in a 
place where nobody - nobody
would think to look, not even you. 
And after l' ve run 11, all ·of ti, from 
beginning to end, with, of course, my 
own brilliant comments appended 
thereto, that file. will be turned over to 
the proper authortiies, and from there 
on in, you're on your own. All right. 
That's it. Now get out of here." 

It was a long speech. 
It was, as it turned out, tl1e last 
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long ;ipecd1 Adanz Woodward l'Vl'f 
de!ir.1ered. 

M
ONDAY is not for bachelors. 
Monday, for bachelors, should 

be obliterated .. . but then, of 
course, and unfortunately, there 
would be Tuesday. Monday is a 
trial, and it has been my assiduous 
effort, most of my life, to avoid as 
much of Monday as possible, and, 
sort of, to limp, as it were, pains
takingly but correctly, into the 
thriving world of humdrum Tues
dav. 

The week-end had been verdant, 
suburban, partyful and moist -
gaiety merging with headache and 
blending with fun and hangover -
but now I lay a-bed of a Monday 
at home ,Yith the Cover over all of 
me, shutting out, it was my trust, 
the golden alarm of sunshine and 
the pealing of telephone bells. It 
\vorked with the sunshine. But the 
phone drove me crazy. Finally, I 
emerged from the cocoon of quilt, 
flicked a haphazard glance at the 
clock which returned an amazing 
one-thirty in the afternoon, strode 
to the phone, lifted the receiver, 
and then buried the separate parts 
of the instrument beneath the cush
ion of an easy-chair to avoid thereby 
the thin, plaintiff, irresistible whirr
wail of a sundered phone-piece. 

But that did not work either. 
I returned to bed, re-assumed my 

crouch beneath the all-enveloping 
cover, shut my eyes, and \vas per- · meated with slumber . . and then 
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hell broke loose . .  , doorbells 
buzzing and doors being pounded 
upon. 

I flung off the coyer and, mayhem 
in my heart, I made. for the door, 
opened it and was at once subdued 
by the baleful expression on the face 
of Mis� 1'.1iranda Foxworth, my 
secretary. ''You?" I said. 

"Me. " 
Miranda Foxworth: short, squat, 

thic}c and earnest, and gasping 
slightly from the excitement of her 
excurs10n. 

"You," I said. "Of all people, 
you ought to know better, breaking 
in on me in the middle of the morn
ing, practically. " 

"It's half past three." 
A look at the clock verified that. 

"Time," I said, "flies. Does it not? 
All right. Just don't stand there 
with that accusing look. Come in." 
She did that and I closed the door 
behind her and hitched at my paja· 
mas. I said, "Who's at the office? " 

"Nobody. " 
"Very efficient. A lousy boss 

figures for a good secretary, so now 
you go and upset that. You can be 
replaced, you know. " 

"Can I?" 
That's all I'd need. I simmered 

down fast. 'Tm sorry, Miranda. 
Grouchy. You know how it is. 
Monday morning. " 

"It's half past three. " 
'"Yeah. You know how it is. 

Monday afternoon. .Must be real 
special, you leaving the office alone, 
and coming all the ,vay up here. " 
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"It wouldn't have been necessary, 
if you'd answer your phone." She 
looked about, went to the easy chair, 
disinterred the phone, put it to
gether, and restored it to its right
ful place. "Adam Woodward called." 

"Who?" 
"Adam Woodward."' 
It was a long doublc�rake, but 

when it happened I flopped about 
as though I'd thrown a convulsion. 
"Adam Woodward?" 

''Correct.'' 
"The Adam Woodward?" 
"There is only one Adam \\'ood-

ward of consequence." 
"What he want?" 
"You." 
I found cigarettes, broke open 

the pack, lit up with stiff fingers, 
and pulled smoke in to my lungs. 
"Adam Wood,vard," I said in wow 
derment, "calling Peter Chambers, 
and me sleeping like a bum in the 
middle of the afternoon. 1'-1iranda," 
I said, "I apologize. To you, to Mr. 
Woodward, to the entire ,vorld." 

Her voice grew more kindly. "Do 
you know him?" 

"Never met him in my life. 
Wouldn't believe that he even knew 
I existed. When'd he call'" 

"Twelve o'clock this afternoon." 
"Twe1'..'e o'clock," 1 mourned. 

"A real world-famous client - pos
sibility, that is - and me like a bum 
in bed." 

"He's called twice since then." 
"What he want? Did he say what 

he wanted, }.,firanda?" 
"I stalled him in my best English. 
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I told him you were out on a case, 
and that I'd do my best to locate 
you. I said most pro ba bl y you'd 
call in." 

"And what did he say to that?" 
"Said for you to call him. Said it 

was urgent. Said that he ,vished to 
retain you on a matter. Said that 
he had three other private detec
tives in mind, but that you were on 
top of the list, and that he'd ,vait 
until four o'clock, but that he 
couldn't wait after that, that if you 
weren't in touch by four, he'd have 
to look to someone else.'' 

I jumped to the phone. ""Did he 
give you a number?" 

"He did." 
She said the number, and I dialed

it. A female vq.ice came on and I 
said, "Mr. Woodward" and the 
voice said, "Who's calling?'' and I 
said, "Peter Chambers" and the 
voice said, "Just one moment, 
please" and then there was a pause, 
and then a rasping voice said, ··Mr. 
Chambers?" 

"This is Peter Chambers." 
"Are you calling from your of-

fice, Mr. Chambers?" 
"No, sir." 
''Where are you calling from?" 
"My home." 
"All right. Hang up. l"ll call you 

back."' 
"Don't you want the number?" 
"No." 
"But it's an unlisted number." 
"Hani; up. I'll call you back. 

Keep the ,vire from being busy." 
He hung up, and I hung up, and 
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I said to Miranda, "This guy's wor
ried. He's even worried about me." 

"What do you mean?'' 
I repeated my conversation \Vith 

him. 
Miranda said, "I don't under

stand." 
"He's worried. He doesn't know 

me. When he calls my office, he 
knows he's getting me. \Vhen I call 
him - he doesn't know who, reallv, 
is calling. I tell him I'm home. So 
he checks that. A big shot like him 

there are no unlisted numbers. 
So right now he's making the check. 
Then he calls back . . . and he 
knows he's talking to the right man." 

Admiration from Miranda is as 
reluctant as a rich man's consent 
to a pauper for a son-in-law, but I 
got a nOd and a blink and the suspi
cion of a smile, and from 1'.1iranda, 
that's about it ... Mir�nda had 
small patience with the modern pri
vate richard type of ope.rator; 1\fi
randa was a Sherlock Holmes fan. 
I didn't have much time to preen. 
The phone rang. 

I grabbed it .• "Hello?" 
"Mr. Chambers?" 
"That's right." 
"Mr. \Voodward. The reason I 

called back �" 
"I know the reason." 
"You do?" 
I told him. 
"Very good, " he said. "Excellent. 

I'd like you to come down to my 
office." 

"When?" 
"As soon as possible. It's at 20 
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Wa11. Suite 1901. But don't come in 
there." 

"Where . .then?" 
"My suite has outer rooms and 

anterooms, a good deal of that. But 
when I handle very private business, 
I don't choose even to have my sec
retaries know who my caller is. The 
suite is a corner suit·e. Around the 
bend is a door marked 19rn. That 
door leads directly into my private 
office. If you'll call from downstairs, 
then I'll know it's you when you 
knock, and I'll open for you. Is that 
understood, �1r. Chambers?" 

"Yes, sir." 
''How soon?'' 
"Within an hour." 
"Very good. The sooner the bet

ter. Goodbye, then." 
"Bye. " 

2. 

20 Wall Street looked like 20 
Wall Street: steel and concrete jut
ting into the sky, a huge marble 
entrance facade, busy people whirl
ing in and out of brass-bound re
volving doors, hundreds of windows 
ablaze with the reflection of the sink
ing sun. I called from downstairs, 
was borne upward in · a majestic 
elevator, made the journey around 
the bend to 1910, knocked, and the 
door was opened by Adam Wood· 
ward. No need to describe him, 
you've seen him in the newsreels, 
the tall gangling figure; and the 
head of him at the masthead of his 
column, the long thin nose, the 



pointed chin, the bushy eyebrows; 
but I was surprised at the youthful
ness of his movements, the keen, 
constantly-moving, alive-grey eyes, 
the vibrant tight-to-bone skin of his 
face. He said, "You're Chambers; 
you're_ younger_ t?,an I'd expected; 
come m, come m 

He went behind his desk, inserted 
a cigarette in a holder. I struck the 
match for him, and he said, "Thank 
you, thank you, you were most 
highly recommended to me, " and I 
said, "By whom? " and he said, 
"Fogarty out of \Vashington, " and 
I said, "Great guy, Mr. Fogarty, " 
and he said, "A credit to his Depart· 
ment, a brilliant mind, but that's 
water over the bridge, let's get down 
to cases, . you and I." 

"Yes, sir," I said. 
"Sit down. " 
I sat. 
He said, "l'Ye inquired about fees 

and things, I'm going to pay you 
more than you usually receive. " 

"For what? " 
"I want you as . . .  as a body· 

guard, I suppose. I want you as a 
bodyguard until further notice. I 
want all of your time, twenty·four 
hours a day. ! 'know I'll be taking 
you away from other business, and, 
therefore, I"ll pay you one hundred 
dollars a day, starting now. Is that 
agreeable?'' 

"Well . . .  " 
He reached in to the left pocket of 

his trousers, pulled out a wad, peeled 
off seven one-hundred dollar bills, 
and handed them across the desk. 
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' 'All right, Mr. Chiimbers? One 
week's pay in advance ? " 

You reSist seven hundred dollars 
in cash. Me, I said, "You·ve hired 
yourself a man, Mr. \Voodward. 
May I know what it's all about? " 

"I'll give you a bit of it, sketch· 
ily. I've uncovered a Communist, 
but not an ordinary one. I believe it 
will make interesting copy, frantic· 
ally interesting copy. So I've planned 
a series of articles, all of them dealing 
with the facts, and all of them gradu
ally leading up to the final article, 
in which I shall declare the name of 
the individual. At that time, I shall 
turn over all of my data to the 
authorities, and at that time, I 
think - " his lips pulled up in a 
saturnine grin that gave him the 
mien of a benign wolf - "your 
services will be at an end. " 

"I can assume, then, that the per· 
son whom you're going to expose 
has at least a suspicion that you're 
going to do just that. " 

"More than a suspicion, Mr. 
Chambers. I've declared my inten· 
tiori to this individual. I've given 
the individual every opportunity to 
show me I'm wrong, and I've been 
stalled, three different times, the 
last time this morning. I'm utterly 
convinced the individual has ab· 
solutely no defense. " 

"And you think the parry may 
resort to violence? " 

"In moments of stress, violence 
flares. It may be directed at me, or 
it may be turned inward, as in 
suicide. The latter is not my affair, 
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and I'm retaining you for the pur- · 
pose of circumventing any attempt 
at the former. I don't believe, really, 
any attempt will be made, but - " 
he shrugged - "all of us, psycho
logically, reject the fact of violence 
directed at us, and I want to avoid 
falling into that trap. Hence � 
you. " 

"And the name of this person? " 
"I'd rather not mention it. " 
"Male or female ? " 
"Let's get off that line, Mr. 

Chambers. I 'll tell you this, though. 
Since my original declaration, my 
home in Riverdale has been ran
sacked, my office has been broken 
into, and it may be that my safe 
deposit vault has been tampered 
with. Safe deposit vaults are not 
impregnable, despite the two keys 
and the aura of a bastille - if one's 
connections are strong enough -
and in this case, the connections 
may be strong enough. " 

"And what would they be looking 
for? " 

"The data I mentioned before. 
I've got quite a file on my pigeon, 
documented evidence, that will feed 
into a beautifully juicy story. I have 
that, as they put it, stashed away, 
in a temporary place. I'm going to 
want your advice on that. You're 
the expert. It may be that the tem
porary place shall be changed up, 
dependent upon your views, and 
dependent upon the ingenuity of 
your methods of transportation. \Ve 
shall talk about that. " 

"WhCn, sir ? " 
SKIP A BEAT 

He chuckled, removed the ciga
rette from the holder, tapped it out 
in an ashtray, and stood up. "We'll 
leave now. You'll have dinner with 
me, if you please. At home. I live in 
Riverdale, I believe I mentioned 
that. Coming, Mr. Chambers ? " 

He went to the heavy wooden 
door by which I had entered, and 
turned three different locks on it. 

I rapped a knuckle against the 
wood of the door. I said, "Pretty 
solid. " 

"Sheet-metal in between, and 
specially hinged on the inside. So is 
this one. " He took me to another 
door, ushered me past it to a small 
ante-room, then used three keys 
locking that door. 

I said, "But you told me they 
ransacked this. place. " 

"I didn't sav ransacked, not for 
the office. I s;id, broke in. They 
looked over every other room, Put 
couldn't get into this one. They 
he or she - just weren't prepared 
for sheet-metal. " 

"This where you keep it, then ? " 
"What? " 
"The data you were talking 

about. " 
"No. You can get through shee\

metal too, if you know that's just 
where you want to go. No. The 
office was the first place they tried. 
As I told you, I talked to the in
dividual three times. The second 
time I vouchsafed the information 
that the stuff was not in the office 
and that it \\'Ould be stupid to try 
again, to attempt to blast through 
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sheet-metal on a fool's errand. I 
think that took, because they didn' t  
t ry  the  office again. I 've  alSO tipped 
the building-guard to check the 
office each half hour. It  would cer
tainly take more than a half hour 
to get through either of those doors 
to my inner office." 

"Then why haven't  you kept the 
stuff in there ?" 

"Because others can tip a build
ing-guard too. Or kill him." 

"You've got a point there, Mr. 
Woodward."  

He took me through other rooms, 
where secretaries ·were working, and 
other office help, heads dO\vn and 
busy, and he said goop night as we 
\vent along, and they said good 
night to him, and · tlien he waved to 
the receptionist in the outer office, 
and . then we were riding down in 
the elevator and coming out through 
the revolving door and I was match
ing his long strides as we walked 
east. "My garage," he said, " is just 
off Pearl ." I tried for more conversa
tion as we legged it .  

" The New Yori( Bulletin, that's 
your one outlet in this city, isn't i t?" 

"Yep." 
"I 'm a fan.  Read the column 

every day."  
"Good."  
"Don't know a soul on that 

paper, except one guy." 
"Who?" 
' 'The guy that does the Broadway 

gossip column. Paul Kingsley." 
He stopped suddenly, and I flew 

ahead of him. When he caught up 
8 

with me, he said, "An ambitious 
young man, isn ' t  he ?" 

"Who?" 
"Kingsley." 
"Is he ?" 
' 'Overly ambitious. ' '  

. " I  wouldn't  know." 
At Pearl we made a right turn, 

and then another turn toward the 
river to the dimness of a wide street 
with warehouses and the smell of 
spice from the import houses. ' 'Ga
rage is here; ' '  '\Voodwardsaid. ' 'Right 
there."  And then I saw the car 
rolling toward us, rolling from the 
east, from the river, long and black 
and picking up speed, and i saw the 
thing sticking out the window, and I 
hit him hard and he went down, and 
so did I, two falling bodies in the dim
ness, but me with my head up if I 
had to lose an eye, and I saw the 
thing spurt flame, and I heard the 
shots and the skipping whine of the 
bullets that missed, and I saw them 
both, the one with the sawed-off 
in his hands and the one at the 
\\'heel, the car a souped-up streak of 
murder past us, screeching on two 
wheels around the turn, and I knew 
them both. 

Then there was silence, the weird� 
awful silence after noise, and then 
the running feet, and the screams, 
and the gathering crowd, and I was 
an anonymous one of them, risen to 
my feet, one of the crowd. 

Adam Woodward was dead, three 
slugs through his skull, the benign 
wolf-grin a thing of torment on his 
face, and I shuffled away, the crowd 
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losing one spectator, as the clang of 
the· ambulance came near. 

I knew them both : the wheel· 
guy, Harry Strum, and the trigger
man, a guy with more guts than a 
butcher's trash-casket, a palely-cold 
killer with a girlish giggle known on 
the town only as Faigle. 

I trudged to a cab and went home 
with a problem. 

3 · 
In the apartment, I walked around 

with my problem. I made and 
drained a couple of highballs. I took 
off my clothes, let the water run in 
the tub, made a new ball, grabbed 
up my cigarettes and took the high
ball, the cigarettes and my problem 
into the bath with me. I sipped, I 
smoked and I wrestled with the 
inner man. 

Adam \Voodward had hired a 
bodyguard. That was a laugh. A 
bodyguard that didn't even have a 
gun on him. \Veil, there were ex
tenuating circumstances for that : 
the bodyguard hadn't known he 
was being hired as a bodyguard. It 
had been mv intention to have him 
stop otf so that I could pick up the 
plumbing on the way to Riverdale. 
It had also been my intention to ask 
more questions, one of ,vhich would 
have been the usual: why a private 
detective, \vhy not the cops? I knew 
what the answer would have been. 
He had been worried about the 
"individual's " connections and he 
had been worried about leaks. When• 
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you ask cops for a bodyguard. you've 
got to give an explanation, and you 
never know when an explanation 
will spring a leak, nor do you know 
what calibre of man jg assigned to 
the j ob :  you can't pick your body· 
guard out of the public we-al, he's 
handed to you. 

Which brought me smack up 
against my problem. I had seven 
hundred solid bucks, a quickly-dead 
ex-client, and a crawling conscience. 
The least I could do was to j erk 
justice around to put the clobber 
on the intelligence behind the hoods 
that had put the squash on Adam. 
\Vhich ran me up against my prob
lem again. I had recognized the tor� 
pedoes, and I was sure they had not 
recogniied me : Faigle was a genius 
{vith a tommy, but he had used the 
spray solely on the assigned target; 
certainly, he could have spared a 
few slugs for me, had he known I 
was I, going by the first rule of 
gangsterism :  there's no witness like 
a dead witness. But the bovs were 
in a rolling car, with a defi�ite ob
jective in view, and it ,vas dim, and 
I was just another long-legged guy 
who happened to be _walking near 
Adam \Voodward· who was destined 
for death. So, once again. tlie prob
lem : do I go to cops with it? Cops, 
teletypes, nine-state alarms, descrip
tions on radio and TV. The word is 
out, the boys get holed up, and it 
becomes another long·dra,vn police 
action. 

I didn't want it like that. I wanted 
it sure-fire, no word, no leak, no 



nothing. I ,vanted the boys out 
celebrating a quick and easy kill, I 
wanted them spending the money 
they had earned, I wanted them 
around and junk-happy and loose 
• ' . .  and aYailable . . .  to me. I 
sighed and sipped and traded in a 
soggy cigarette for another soggy 
cigarette. I was going against princi
ple. I'm against the theory of taking 
the law into your · own hands. So I 
rationalized. I'd be an arm of the 
la\\', a private arm, as it were: I'd 
reach for them, and get hold of them 
- get behind them if possible -
and then bring in the whole kit and 
caboodle, and offer myself and my 
testimonv as witness to murder. 

So thal: w3:s it. No cops. Not yet. 
I got out of my bath and dried up. 

I shaved and dressed up to open- • 
collar shirt and no tie. It was eight 
o'clock. I called down and had sup
per sent up. It was far too early to go 
out into the jungle looking for ani
mals. The jungle wasn't a jungle 
yet, it was a city of eight million people, preponderately decent, bent 
on work or pleasure or recreation. 
Later, much later, when most of 
them were safely bedded down: 
that would be my time for hunting. 

But what now? What opening? 
What wedge' Whom do I talk to ' 
How do I learn more about Adall) 
Woodward? I made phone calls and 
came away with nothing. He was an 
old man, long a widower, with no 
children. I made another phone call, 
to the City Desk of The Daily 
News, and I asked for Al Davis, 
I O  

twenty years with the paper, a re
write man and an old friend. I got 
through and I said, "Al? Pete 
Chambers ?" 

"Hi, sleuth." 
"A favor, Al." 
"What else ? ' '  
"You know Paul Kingsley?" 
"�verybody knows Paul· Kings-

ley. 
"What about him ' " 
"A young shmigcggie with a lot 

of drive. A little big shot. Writes a 
pretty lousy column but_ knows 
everybody in town, upstairs and 
downstairs. Always punching, but 
always punching upward. Loves the 
newspaper business, but wants to be 
among the muckie-mucks. Give his 
right arm to be an executive. He 
might make it too. Knows where to 
play it rough, knows where to suck 
around. I hear he's in pretty good 
graces with his boss. " 

"Who dat >" 
"Lincoln Whitney. Owns The 

Bulletin." 
"What's he like ?" 
''Search me, pal. That's way up-

stairs. I'm only a reporter." 
"What about Kingsley?" 
"What about him?" 
"I mean what kind of a guy, you' know what I mean, Al." 
"A shmigeggie, like I said. " 
"Means what, for this particular 

guy?" 
"Means an angle-bird, a pusher, 

a dance-to-whatever-the-music-guy. 
In short, no class, no integrity. " 

"You really love him. " 
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"Don't love him, don't hate him." 
" How do I get to him? " 
"What's today? " 
"Monday." 
"You're in luck." 
"How come?'' 
"Monday nights Prince Charming 

holds court at home. Interviews, 
bribes, pay-offs ; Monday night's 
his night in." 

"Where's home? " 
"Lemme check." He went away 

and came back. "Pete? " 
"I'm still holding." 
"262 Central Park \Vest. " 
"Know the apartment? " 
' _' It 's a private house." 
"Thanks, Al." 
' 'You owe me a dinner." 
"You got it. Bye _now." 
I knew Paul Kingsley from the 

late spots, I'd been an item in his 
colllmn once, and he'd called me 
five or six times during the past 
couple of years for trivial informa
tion and I had obliged. I was going 
to collect on that obligation now. 
Adam Woodward had been ac
quainted with Paul Kingsley. I was 
curious as to how well acquainted. 
So I buttoned the shirt collar, slung 
on a tit\ hooked a rig over my 
shoulder, examined a pistol and 
shoved it into the rig, slid into a 
jacket, topped that with a light 

. coat and went to 262 Central Park 
West, which turned out to be a 
sombre-brown three-story house 
with a large white button on the 
right side of a shiny black door. I 
put_ a thumb on the button and 
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listened to the bell ring inside. I 
listened for a long time but that's 
all that happened, I listened. I took 
my thumb off the bell and backed 
away and looked up. There were 
lights on the top floor so I went 
back to the shiny black door, tried 
it once and found it locked, leaned 
on the white bell and let it work for 
me. It took time but I had no other 
engagement for so early in the even
ing. Finally there was a click and 
the door swung open. The young 
lady said, "You've been ringing a 
long time." 

"That, " I said, "is the under
statement of the year, " 

''Sorry." 
"Honey, if you're the maid, and 

I were the boss, I'd fire you right 
now." 

' ' I 'm not the maid.'' 
I shrugged. "I'm not the boss." 
She was a little package in a 

compactly-filled turtle-neck - white 
sweater, a black velvet skirt, neutral 
nylons and black patent-leather 
spike-heeled pumps. It added up 
small, maybe five feet two, but all of 
it cute. She had silver-blonde short
cut hair, absurdly heavy studious� 
type black goggles on a small nose, 
lively blue eyes, pale smooth cheeks 
without rouge, a small red puckered 
mouth, and a prim expression. She 
said, "What is it, please? " 

"I'm to see Paul Kingsley.'' 
' 'You have an appointment? " 
"Yes." 
"What's your name? " 
"Peter Chambers." 
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"Please come in/' 
I came into a square foyer with 

wall lights and a light-blue rug and 
followed her softly along the light· 
blue rug through an archway into a 
wider anteroom, wall to ,vall with 
the light-blue rug, yellow walls, 
light coming down from a chandelier 
hanging by a gilt·type chain, mod· 
em blond-mahogany furniture taste
fully arranged. There was a door 
on the right and a door on the left 
and a blue-carpeted stairway in the 
middle, going up. She turned away 
from me and .. went to the door on 
the right. She had trim slender 
ankles and the back of the skirt 
billowed engagingly, She knocked 
once, knocked again, and turned 
back. She smiled for the first time, 
and it took some of the primness off 
her face. She said, "When he's really 
busy, he won't even answer a knock. 
In here, please." She crooked a 
finger. ''It's sort of the waiting 
room." She opened the other door. 

We had a maroon carpet this 
time, dark green walls, a room 
lighted only by finely-wrought 
lamps. dark carved furniture, a lot 
of easy chairs, and, in a corner, a 
liquor cabinet with most of the 
bottles on top. My gaze must have 
lingered, because, before it returned 
to �er, she said, "Help yourself." 

"How about you?" 
"A little brandy, if you insist." 
"I don't insist." 
"A little brandy." 
I couldn't find ice, so I made my 

ball without ice, and I brought her 
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brandy in a pony glass. She nodded 
her thanks., said, "I'm Marcia 
Kingsley." 

"Paul's wife?" 
"No." 
"Sister?" 
"No." 
"You're not his mother." 
"I'm a sister, bv law, that is. 

was adopted by Paul's parents. A 
long time ago. They're both dead 
now." 

"I see." I strolled. I said, "how 
long do I stay here '" 

"He'll come asking for you, as 
soon as he's ready. I like the way 

· you walk." 
' 'Pardon?'' 
"It's lithe." 
"That good '" 
"Very. Like a tiger. You want to 

know why you had to wait so long 
at the door?" 

"Sure." 
"It's the maid's day off. We also 

have a part-time butler. It's his 
day off too. On l\1ondays, starting 
at about five o'clock, any of us that 
are at home, ,•,re're upstairs, mostly. 
Paul has all sorts qf company on 
Mondayj and we like to keep o�Jt 
of the way. He answers the door 
himself." 

"Didn't do a good j ob on my 
ring, did he?" 

"He gets tied up sometimes. Then 
he just doesn't give a damn. I came 
all the \\ray down for you." 

"Thanks. Something I can do in 
return? \Valk specia l ly l i the ,  
maybe?" 
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"You can sit down. " 
She sat, and I sat, and I was j ust 

about getting comfortable, when 
she cracked: "What do you think 
about Adam Woodward?" 

That brought me up out of the 
chair, one leap and a balanced glass, 
I tried to tone it down. "Wood
ward?" I gurgled, mildly as I could 
manage. It  came up a croak. 

"He's dead. " 
"Adam Woodward. " 
"Killed on a street downtown. 

Murdered. " 
"How do you know?" 
"It's a nnvs flash all over radio 

and TV.'' 
"Adam Woodward, " I said and 

went back to my seat. 
"Did you know him?" 
"Met him once. Did you?" 
"Oh yes. A fine man. Poor 

Edwina. " 
"Edwina?" 
"Edwina Grayson. " 
"The dancer?" 
"That's right. " 
"Now what the hell did . . .  

pardon. What's the connection be
tween Edwina Grayson and Adam 
Woodward?" 

"I suppose that's going to become 
public gossip now. " 

"What?" 
''Their relationship. ' '  
"What rela�ionship?" 
She sipped her brandy. I'd_ say 

she was about twenty-six, pnvate 
school, finishing school and college. 
Her voice was deep and throaty and 
a tinge of culture clung like a South-
SKIP A BEAT 

ei-n accent clings long after North 
Carolina has become a faint memory. 
She said, "They knew each other a 
long, long time. " Then she shook i t  
off and I knew she wasn't going to 
talk about i t  any more. 

I got up and put more strength 
into the highball. I waved the glass 
and I said, "Paul docs pretty good. 
Nice shack here. " 

' ' It doesn't belong to him. " 
"To whom?" 
"Victor Barry. " 
It sounded familiar but it wouldn't 

stick. "Barry . . .  ?" 
"City Editor of The Bulletin."  
"Oh yes. A lot  of  loot, eh?" 
"Not really. " 
"But a joint like this. " 
' 'That's all he's got, really. Got it 

by inheritance. We're sort of ten
ants here. Paul, Rita, and I - " 

"Who's Rita?" 
"Paul's wife. Then there's .\fark 

D\'orak. We all pay rent. " 
"Dvorak? The scientist?" 
''Fellow-scientist. " 
"You kidding?" 
"You against women?" 
"I'm all for them. " 
"Then what'S wrong with a lady

scientist?" 
"Nothing. If she looks like you. " 
"Child prodigy. I was graduated 

from college at sixteen, and that's a 
fact, sir. Did graduate work, on 
scholarships, in most of the uni
versities of reputation in the world. 
Science. Got the bent, got the in
clination. Studied under all the 
masters. Don't let the little-girl look 
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fool you. I've been hitting the 
brandy ever since I heard about 
Woodward. I'm a big shot in my 
business. I Used to be at Oak Ridge. 
Now I work with Dvorak as part of 
the civilian scientists group of the 
Signal Corps Laboratories out at 
Fort .Monmouth. " 

"Well . . .  " I said and my mouth 
hung open like I'd grown \\'eights on 
my chin. 

'Tm real famous. Check me 
sometime." 

"Well .. , "  ! said. 
"What do you do? " 
"Me?" 
"You. " 
"I'm a private detective. " 
' 'Really?'' Now her mouth opened. 

"First time." 
"Two firsts. First time for me 

with a lady-scientist." 
She laid away the pony glass. 

"Let's go check with Paul." 
I set my empty glass beside hers 

and followed her out the door and 
across the blue-rugged room to 
Paul's door. She knocked and we 
waited. She kno<::ked again and 
we waited again. "Don't, " she said 
as I reached for the knob, but 
I'd had it. If Paul had company, he 
was going to get more company. 

Paul didn't have company. 
Paul ,vas alone. He was sitting in 

a brown-leather armchair. He was 
wearing a blue suit, a white shirt, a 
red tie, and black pointy shoes. He 
had sandy crew-cut hair, a wide 
knobby jaw, and a long thin nose. 
He stared directly at us with a grin 
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that wasn't funny. 1-Iis legs ,vcn_. 
spread apart and the heels of the 
pointy black shoes dug into the nap 
of the maroon carpet like the one 
in the other room. His ears were 
wax-white and his eyes we.re white
rimmed and there was a wide rust 
stain on the white shirt in the vicin
ity of the left breast. A thin golden 
knife-hilt grew out of the middle of 
the stain. You didn't have to touch 
him to know he was dead. 

She screamed, piercingly, again 
and again. 

You wouldn't think a little ladv
scientist had that much lung powdr. 

Then people started piling in. 
4· 

The people were still there, the 
body was gone, and of the police, 
three detectives remained: Abramo
witz, First Grade, burly and silent; 
Cassidy, First Grade, burly and 
silent ; and Detective-lieutenant 
Louis Parker, stump-figured and 
loquacious. The people were Rita 
Kingsley, Victor Barry, and Mark 
Dvorak. Marcia Kingsley and I were 
also people. 

Rita Kingsley was tall and blonde 
and white-faced, with a full figure 
in yellow silk lounging pajamas. 
Victor Barry was tall, thin, brown
haired and brown-eyed, with tight 
lips and twitching jaw muscles. He 
wore moccasins, tan slacks and a 
white sport shirt. Mark Dvorak: 
grey-templed, grey-eyes-in-black · 
lashes, patrician high-boned nose, 

�IANHUNT 



and a slender black mustache. He 
was lanky and broad-shouldered in a 
black velvet smoking jacket, black 
pants and black pumps with tassels. 
Rough guess, Rita was thirty 

I Vic
tor thirty-five, Mark on the sunny 
side of forty. 

Parker was saying: " . . .  you 
were all here, all available, all a 
possibility. It is my duty to inform 
you that you have no immunity; 
anything you say may be used 
against you." 

Mark Dvorak said, "Is there a 
possibility of suicide?" He had a 
faintly foreign voice, marshmallow
soft and musical. He moved about 
nervously, springy in the legs, an 
athletic type. 

Parker said, "We don' t  rule out 
nothing. Yer. Fast figure, it ain' t 
suicide. Quick dusting showed no 
prints on the hilt. A suicide don't 
wipe off his prints. And if he used 
gloves, he'd still be wearing them. 
He ain't." 

Marcia wiped her palms on her 
skirt. "Fingerprints are most diffi
cult to bring out on a surface like a 
knife-hilt, especially a corrugated · hilt like that one was." 

"You got a point there, lady. 
\Vhich is why the knife is down at 
the laboratory right now. Autopsy 
ought to give us some viewpoints 
along that line too." He went near 
her. "How do you know what that 
hilt looked like?" 

"I saw it. In him." 
Parker looked about. "Any of the 

rest of you have a look?" 
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Nobody answered. Rita Kingsley 
shivered. Part of the jacket of her 
pajamas fell away revealing the 
upper portion of a full breast, the 
flesh young and warm-glowing. She 
adjusted the jacket, put a loop 
bunori-hole over a large button. 
Her eyes were round and blue and 
without tears. She was his wife but 
she wasn't crying. She said, "You're 
making a mistake if you limit your 
suspects - to us." She had a high 
voice and a slightly affected intona
tiofl. The words came out round but 
they ran together. She talked like 
she had peas in her mouth ... My 
husband had visitors all evening. 
The bell kept ringing." 

"Anybody know who his visitors 
,vere?" 

Nobody answered. That had been 
the way it had gone since Parker 
arrived. To most of his questions -
nobody answered. 

"All right," Parker said. ' 'Let's 
get the suicide thing out of the way. 
\Ve got his wife here, his sister, and 
two of his friends. You all live here 
in the house. This guy have any 
reason for suicide?" 

Nobody answered. 
The bell rang. Sharply. 
Parker said, 'That ought to be 

Mr. Whitney." He cocked his head 
at Cassidy. "Get it." 

Cassidy went out and came back 
with a powerfully-built, tall man. A 
square man. Square shoulders in a 
charcoal-grey suit, the handstitching 
faint but patent. A thick neck, at 
least size· eighteen, rising out · of a 
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white pleated shirt to a. square red 
thick-jowled face, closely shaven to 
shiny-smooth. A square patch of 
fleshy nose, a square pugnacious 
chin, a square upper lip over a tight 
wide mouth. A black homburg and 
a black knit tie gave him, momen
tarily, a priestly look. His eyebrows 
were angled and had stick-out jumpy 
hair like the antennae of an insect. 
The evebrows rose from one corner 
of each eye, to a point, and dropped 
to the other corner. The eyes were 
small, blue, quick-moving and com
manding. They squinted at each of 
us, picked the man in charge, Parker, 
and stayed on him. 'Tm Lincoln 
Whitney. This is terrible, absolutely 
terrible. What the hell is this city 
coming to? Two in one day. " 

Cassidy grunted: "Two?" 
Whitney wheeled on him. "Adarri 

Woodward. Paul Kingsley. Two." 
He took off the homburg and placed 
it on a desk. He had sparse blondish 
hair, parted in the middle, and a 
high forehead going up to a much
revealed large red shiny skull. He 
went to Parker. He said, "I take it 
you're Detective-lieutenant Parker." 

"That's right, sir. " 
Whitney's tight expression eased 

off as he waved a hand. "] hope 
you're not giving these people too 
much of a difficult time. I doubt 
you'll find a murderer among them.'' 

Parker said, "We were trying to 
clear up any suicide possibility.'' 

''.Suicide. Nonsense. " 
"Why not, Mr. Whitney?" This 

from Mark Dvorak. He nudged a 
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pinky-point a t  his thin mustache. 
"Because he was not the type, 

that's why not. Because he had 
everything in the world to live for, 
that's why not. " Whitney's eyes 
jumped to Victor Barry. "Didn't 
you tell them?" 

Barry was a casual man, lean and 
loose and handsome, the brown eyes 
soft, almost tender: a controlled man 
under a casual pose, only the twitch
ing jaw muscles gave him away. 
Even his voice was casual. "No." 

"Why not?" 
"Because I didn't think it was 

right, coming from m·e. There had 
been no public announcement. Only 
you knew, I knew, and he knew.'' 
He shrugged and left one shoulder 
hunched. "Yo� might have wanted 
to change your mind. I'm an old 
hand in the business. I don't like to 
talk out of turn. " 

"Talk," Parker said, "abou,t 
what?" 

'Whitney said, "Berger, my man
aging editor, retired last week. To
day, this afternoon, I called in Paul 
and told him the job was his. Man
aging editor. I told him to keep it 
under his hat, until I made the an
nouncement.'' 

"Which he didn't," Barry said. 
"He told me. And I went in to Mr. 
Whitney and told him that Paul had 
told me. " 

"Why?" Parker said. 
"It  was a squawk. I thought that 

job should have been mine. I'm a 
guy who likes to say his piece. I said 
it. " 
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"Whatever," Whitney said, ' ·P:ml 
Kingsley had achieved what he 
would have given his  right eye for. 
He didn't go home and kill himself 
- out of pure joy. You can rule out 
suicide, Lieutenant. Your Captain 
gave me the whole story, when he 
talked to me on the phone. No, it 
wasn't suicide, and none of these 
good people here is a murderer. Paul 
wrote a column, and rather a nasty 
one, and he made a good many 
enemies. That's where I'd look, 
Lieutenant. Among his enemies. Not 
his friends. ' '  

Park�r knew when to bunt. "Yes, 
sir," he said. 

And now \Vhitney came to me. 
' 'Who're you, young man ?" 

"Name's Peter Chambers." 
"He's a private detectivei" Parker 

said. 
"Already?" Whitney's forehead 

creased and his eyebrows grew more 
pointed . .  He . moved near and the 
quick little eyes examined all of me. 
"\Vhat are you doing here, young 
man ?" 

"Mr. Kingsley called me. I came 
in response to his call. I'm the feller 
discovered the body." 

" I  see. Were you here alone with 
him?" 

"No soap on that, Mr. \Vhitney. 
Furthermore, when I kill people, 
stabbing is too bloody. I like to 
choke them to death." 

Whitney smiled, _ reached out a 
freckled hand, patted my arm. 

"He's clean," Parker said. 
"I'm sure of that ."  \Vhitney went 
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back to Parker. "]  think you ought 
to let these people go to bed, Lieu
tenant ."  He looked at his \vatch. 
"It 's close to midnight." 

"Yes, sir ," Parker said. 
I said, "Okay if I cut out ?" 
"Cut," Parker said. "But keep in 

touch."  

5 . 
I did the merry-go-round of the 

jazzier late spots and it was two
thirty before I hit the brass ring. 
Two brass rings. I 'd rriissed them in 
a couple of traps but I'd dropped 
money like my faucet was leaking 
and at 'least I knew thcv were to
gether and the word wa; that they 
were headed for Benjie's. Benj ie's 
was two flights of stucco on a dim 
corner of Thompson Street in the 
Village. It  was a privately owned 
home, but nobody knew who owned 
i t :  it was syndic;te property and it 
catered to friends, but you had to 
be a friend with a good - deal of 
money. Because there was nothing 
penny-ante about Benjie's. If  you 
liked to gamble, and you could af
ford it - and you were a friend -
you went to Benjie"s. Benj ie'� was 
Las Vegas telescoped to one private 
house in New York City. Every in
door game of chance ever devised 
was practiced in Benjie's. And it was 
top�bracket stuff. No floating crap 
game, Benj ie's. No two�bit faro, no 
nickel slot machines. This was the 
top, Number One, and the real 
gamblers from all over the world, 
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sooner or later, passed through- the 
portals.of Benjie's, and congregated 
about its tables. All the frivolous 
boys and girls, all the easy-money 
guys, everybody ,vith a loose buck, 
from the top layers of society to the 
deepest dirt of the underworld. Off 
from the big gaming chambers, there 
was food, and there was drink, and 
there were cute little rooms in which 
to enjoy them. Every room was 
sound-proofed,. and every window 
was black-draped. No light ever 
showed through. 

I was in the right place. I'd got 
out of the cab a block away and I 
was walking. T\\'O people came out 
of Benjie'�. One of them ,vas Harry 
Strum. The other was not Faigle. 
The other was a big blond_e swaying 
against Strum, and Strum held her 
up. Strum was tall and slender and 
graceful and never drunk till he 
passed out. He walked her across the 
street to a good-looking, quiet
painted, late model sedan, opened 
the door with one hand, shoved her 
in with the other, shut the door, 
walked around to the other door, 
got in, started the motor, and pulled 
off. 

I went into Benjie's. 
The lobby was clean and conserva

t,ive, the lighting correct, the silence 
impressive. There was a beige carpet, 
and French Provincial furniture, 
and a wide beige-carpeted stairway. 
There was no elevator. There was a 
small room on the right, with an 
open door. The room was immacu
late: hardwood polished floor, an 
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oval Chinese rug, yellow and pink 
and black, delicate teakwood glisten
ing furniture, and a teakwood desk. 
The desk had six push-buttons aDd a 
telephone, nothing else. The tele
phone could produce joy and laugh
ter, the buttons, death and disorder. 
There was a door at the far end of 
the room. I didn't know what lay 
behind it and I didn't care to find 
out. Seated at the desk was a cherub
faced, white-haired, kindly-looking 
man. His name was Danny Madison. 

Danny Madison looked like a suc
cessful missionary, about sixty years 
of age, who had devoted his life to 
soul-saving. Danny Madison was a 
three-time loser, con-man and em
bezzler, but that was thirtY years 
back. Since then Danny had found 
his niche. Danny Madison had prob
ably seen everything evil a man can 
see, but his face remained the sweetly� 
smiling face of an angel. As he had 
grown to maturity, .D�mny had 
learned the cardinal rules suited to 
his nature: look but don't talk, live 
but don't talk, see but don't talk. 
Danny Madison didn't know from 
nuthin - he:d been racked by hood
lums, tortured, and, on the other 
side of the fence, quizzed acutely by 
the law - but Danny Madison never 
knew from nuthin - it was said that 
he enjoyed the pain, and he'd linger 
until he fell unconscious - but he 
�ever knew from nuthin: he would 
blink his eyes, .shrug his sholllders, 
and smile sweetly. It was a tribute to 
the intelligence of the upper eche� 
Ions of the syndicate people that 
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Danny Madison was behind the 
teakwood desk at Benj ie's, had been 
for the past fifteen years. 

Danny looked up when I came 
in, and guess what, Danny smiled 
sweetly. There was a thing I knew 
about Danny that others probably 
knew : Danny talked when Danny 
wanted· to talk, only then. And 
Danny, like everything at Benjie's, 
was expensive. I reached in for one 
of Adam Woodward's hundred dol· 
lar bills and laid it on the desk. I 
said, "I've got a message for Faigle."  

"That so ?" 
"I saw Harry Strum leave a few 

minutes ago." 
"That so?" 
"Strum gave me a message to 

deliver. "  
"That so ?" 
I took out two more of Vii ood

ward 's bills and laid them beside the 
other. "I  don't have time, Danny. I 
got a message to deliver." 

"He's a crumb." 
"Who?" 
"Faigle. A miserable insulting 

crumb. I'm glad you got a message 
for him. I don't like his guts, he's 
got bad manners, got no respect for 
old age." 

"What table is he working ?" 
"No table. He's through gambling 

for the evening. He's having a drink. 
With a lady." 

"Where ?" 
" ,G." 
' 'First floor?"  
"Yeah." 
"Must I knock? '  

SKIP A BEAT 

"You don 't have to, if you have a 
key ."  He opened a drawer. There 
was a key. I took it. He said, "Leave 
it in the lock. Any real trouble, you 
hit me with a sof r billv and took it. 
I don't  bruise easv, <l'on't show no 
marks \vhen I get i1it right ." 

"Thanks." 
"Go deliver your message. And 

don' t  worry. They won't find him 
here. They'll find him in the gutter 
where he belongs." 

"It 's not that kind of message. "  
"You never can  tell ."  I started to  

go. He called softly : '·Hey,"  
"Yeah ?" 
"He's heeled ." 
"Thanks again, Danny." 
"The hell with you." 
I didn't have to walk softly : the 

carpets in the corridors were lush. I 
had my gun in my left hand and I 
tried the knob with my right. I 
d idn't need the kev. The door 
opened. Faigle was - being careless. 
One look at his en:s and I knew 
why. 

The room ,vas fitted up like a 
nightmare out of Boccaccio : gold 
tapestries, red walls, four gold 
covered divans with green silk pil
lows, red light going up,\·ard froin 
gold wall-brackets, a plate-glass mir
rored floor, and a plate-glass mir
rored ceiling. Soft music came from 
a wiring-system. There \Yas a bottle 
of whiskey and an ice bucket and 
soda and glasses On a gilt table With 
long graceful legs. There was also a 
Lllger. And Faigle was in a chair a t  
the  table, very near the  Luger. He 



was wearing black shoes, black tight
fitting trousers (you could see the 
muscle of his thigh right through the 
pants), a black sash, and a white, 
tight-cuffed loose-sleeved silk sport 
shirt open at the throat. The lady 
sitting near him at the table went 
with the decor of the room : tight 
green dress over one shoulder and 
under the other, a wide gold belt, 
gold high-heeled shoes, red frizzy 
short-cut hair, heavy make-up, and 
false eyelashes. The gun \Vas in my right hand 
now. 

I stayed near the door and let 
therri look at me. Faigle said, ''How's 
with the peep-show, peeper? Ha." 

Frizzy-hair said, "You know 
him?" 

"Big man with a gun. If he pulls 
the thing, he drops dead of a nervous 
break-dmvn. Ha." 

I said, ''You." 
Frizzy-hair squeaked: "Me?" 
"Out. Hurry up." 
Faigle had a pushed-together nar

row face, and a long· chin. He was 
blond, stra\v hair falling in a cow-lick 
over his forehead. He had pale grey 
e)'es but the grey was pushed to an 
inhuman white rim around the black 
enormously dilated pupils. He had a 
habit of pulling his upper lip to the 
gum, revealing long yellow teeth 
spaced like fangs. Now he giggled 
and ,lapped a hand.on the back of 
Frizzy�hair. "You heard him. Big 
man with a gun wants to talk�. Wants 
to talk private. Wait upstairs. Blow. 
Musn't keep the peeper waiting." 
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Frizzy-hair scrambled out of the 
chair and scampered· past me. I 
closed the door and leaned on it. 
Faigle got up, unsteadily, one hand 
leaning on the table. The hand :..vas 
near the Luger. He said, "\Vhat's the 
pitch, pal? " 

"Who paid for Woodward '." 
The upper lip pulled high. He 

sniffed a couple of times. He said, 
' 'Where'd you buy it?" 

"Why?" 
"Because the law's got nothing. 

The law's got a blank. I got in
formation." 

"\Vho paid for him, Faigle?" 
"\Vhat's it to you?" 
''I'm working." 
"Then work the other side of 

the street, pal. \Vho sold you that 
Faigle's a canary?" 

"You want law? \Vould vou rather 
have law than me?" 

Faigle wasn't waiting for any 
more. Faigle was finished with talk. 
He grabbed at the Luger and let go, 
but Faigle was a genius with a long 
one, with a side-arm he was noplacc, 
but he could get lucky, so I pointed 
it low and went for his legs, but 
Faigle outsmarted himself. l figured 
if I had him lame, I could squeeze it 
out of him, but Faigle had \vatched 
too many Westerns, and after he'd 
let fly with two wild ones, shattering 
a section of the ceiling-mirror, he 
threw himself to the floor where he 
caught one in the eye. Blood gushed 
like a geyser, and he was dead. 

I wiped the key with my handker
chief, put it on the table, smeared 
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the door-knobs, went downstairs, 
walked out of Benjie's, and kept 
walking till I found a cab. 

6. 

The clock was a snarling prong 
that yanked me from my dreams. It 
was eleven o'clock Tuesday morn
ing, but th� boy had work. I went 
to the shower and let the water wake 
me up. I wiped, shaved, had break
fast and went to Police Headquar
ters. Parker looked weary. I said, 
"How goes it?" 

"Stinks." Then he narrowed his 
dark eyes at me. "\Vhat's your in
terest?" 

"I found the guy. I've got a pro
fessional interest." 

"No, sir. That wouldn't get you 
out of bed this early and all the way 
downtown to here." 

I said, "I'm grinding my own little 
axe. I don't wallt to talk about -it 
yet." 

"But you will?" 
"Promise." 
"It's a long time we've known 

each other, Pete." 
"And we haven't crossed each 

othef yet. Stay with me, Louie." 
"Okay," 
''How's it going?" 
''Stinks, like I said. Got pressure 

from the brass too. Lincoln \Vhitney 
is a big man, and he's riled." 

"\Voodward your package too?" 
"No, thank God. Kingsley is 

enough. The suicide is out. Labora
tory sho\ved the knife had been 
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wiped clean. Then, of course, so'me .. 
body wore gloves." 

"Autopsy?" 
"Showed nothing unusual. We 

ain't got him any more. He's up at 
the Manning Chapel, on Seventy
ninth." 

"What kind of a knife >" 
His �yes opened to a gleam. 

"There we got something, but I'm 
holding it close to the vest, and you 
keep clammed on it." 

"Of course, Louie." 
"It's a foreign-make job. Like our 

s\vitch-blades here, but a European 
job. I've got twenty men out on it 
right now. That's a break, that 
knife." 

"Anything else?" 
"Nothing. What have you got for 

me?" 
"Nothing. Y ct. Will you check an 

address for me, Louie, please?" 
"Sure." 
" Edwina Grayson. The ballet 

dancer." 
He pushed a key and talked into 

the inter-com. Then he smiled at 
me, tiredly. ''That mixed with this?'' 

"Nope. With Woodward." 
"Woodward?" He jumped. "There 

a connection? \Voodward aqd King-
sley?" 

"I don't kn'ow. But that's my 
primary interest - Woodward." 

"Don't hold out on me, kid." 
"Don't worry, Louie." 
A uniformed man came in with 

the inforffiation. Edwina Grayson. 
Address and phone number. She 
lived on the other side of the Park, 
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I 5 East 84 th Street. I thanked the 
man, I thanked Parker, and down
stairs I called her; lf it was early for 
a private detective, it was early for 
a ballet dancer. She was entitled to 
a warning. I told her wh6 I was, that 
it was important, that it was about 
Woodward. She asked me to give 
her a half hour. I said fine, a half 
hour was fine. Then I called the 
office. I had one message. Lincoln 
Whitney wanted to see me at three 
o'clock. I said thanks to Miranda 
and went out into the warm sun
shine of March and bought myself a 
Bulletin from an old lady at a corner 
kiosk. Adam \Voodward was a big 
story, Paul Kingsley was a smaller 
one, and on a back page there was a 
nine-inch squib about the death of 
a hoodlum, Warren (Faigle) Clitter
house, obviously a gang killing, 
found in the gutter on. Rivington 
Street with a bullet through his eye. 
I went back to the Adam Woodward 
story. It had nothing, but it had 
this: The Bulletin offered a five thou
sand dollar reward for the apprehen
sion of the murderer or murderers of 
Adam Woodward. The axe I was 
grinding began to make a little more 
sense. I folded up the paper and re
turned it .to the old lady, who looked 
at me as thqugh I wanted my nickel 
back. 

7. 
1 5 East 84th Street was white, 

narrow and tall with a marble lobby 
and pearl-type buttons along a well-
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kept brass oblong with names. I 
touched the one next to Grayson and 
the tick back was quick. I caught the 
door and had to peer back for the 
apartment number: 6B. The eleva
tor was small and sparkling-clean. 
She was waiting for me at the open 
door. A riffle went through me like 
my stomach had begun a card-game 
with my heart. The bes( description 
of Edwina Grayson is wow. 

Starting from the bottom is was 
like this: white, high-heeled, cork
platformed mules ; long, tapered, 
gold-tan, bare legs; long-muscled, 
supple-smooth, gold-tan, bare thighs ; 
fresh, white, short tennis pants tight
ened about a wasp-waist with a 
braided white belt ; bare, supple
smooth, gold-tan midsection; and 
then a white-wool, Bikini-type, pull
over sweater, that started where the 
arms meet the shoulders and ended 
j ust beneath a bosom that pointed 
outward and up. She said, "Mr. 
Chambers ? ' '  

"Yes." 
"Please come in." 
She was dark, black hair done up 

to a bun in back, a pointed nose, the 
tip of which moved when she talj(ed, 
high cheekbones, a cleft chin, a full
curved mouth,.the lower lip slightly 
pouting and wet ..........c and eyes. That 
was the face : the eyes. They were 
huge, black, shining, bold, posses
sive, almond-shaped. They were 
wide-set and curiously tilted at the 
corners, the lids purple-dark, the 
lashes thick and long: restless eyes, 
intense, devouring. 
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" 'You said it was important, .:\fr. 
Chambers." 

'Tm a private detective." 
"You said it was about Mr. \Vood

ward." 
"He retained me yesterday. As a 

bodyguard. " 
''Yesterday? "  
"Before he was . . .  murdered." 
She turned away from me but I 

stayed with her. It was like watching 
a performance, every graceful bal
anced motion the movement of a 
dancer. She said, "Why do you come 
to me, sir ? " 

"Because I heard you two had 
been friends, good friends." 

"That's right." It was a challenge. 
She turned back to me. "I knew 
Adam ,voodward for ten years. He 
was devoted to me." 

I didn't even try to guess at her 
age. Edwina Grayson, all Edwina 
Graysons. are ageless. I had seen her 
perform many times. This was an 
artist, a superb artist, ageless, beau
tiful, inbred, impetuous, tempestu
ous, ,vith no regard to the con".en
tions, honored throughout the wodd, 
and living in· a world of her own 
fashioning. There were no barriers. 
She made her own rules. There was 
always scandal attached to her, never 
brutal, always amusing, and always, 
she was above the scandal, even the 
scandal-mongers knew that. But I'd 
never heard anything about her and 
Adam ,voodward. 

I offered her a _cigarette and she 
_shook it off. I lit up and began to 
walk. It was a large room with a good 
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deal of furniture. It was a woman's 
room: white carpet, blue walls, pink 
and grey drapes, pink and grey for 
the fabric of the furniture, soft, 
loungy and comfortable, pink and 
grey for the accessories. 

She said, "'Vere vou ever a dancer, 
Mr. Chambers ? " 

"No." 
"I like the way you walk." 
"Is this a new line? " 
''Pardon?' '  
"Nothing." 
Now she was near me. "You're 

tall and you're handsome and there's 
a romantic flare about you. I bet 
you're ·a bear with the women." 

"Can it." 
She touched my arm. "And very 

strong� " Her long red fingernails bit 
in. I blew smoke at her. She said, 
"Doesn't it hurt? " 

"Yes." 
"Then why don't you move 

away? " 
"Not from you, sister." 
"Sister." She laughed. Her teeth 

were white, square and even. "Any
thing - but not sister. I've an in
sane impulse. I'd like to kiss you." 

Go fiddle with a ballet dancer. I 
said, "Are you kidding ? " 

''Try me." 
"Some other time." 
The nails went deeper. "Now." 
"Some other time." I knocked off 

the hand and backed away. 
"You know, " she said, "I'm en

joying myself. " 
"Look. Come off it, lady. I 'm 

here for work. " 
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"Why ?" 
She had me for a moment. 
She said, "He was ·an old man. He 

died quickly. That is the way it 
should be, I should like to die like 
that." 

"But . . .  but  . . .  he was  
killed. Somebody killed him. There 
are laws." 

"Are you a policeman?" 
"I'm a private detective." 
"Are you a policeman?" 
"No." 
"Then the enforcement of the 

law is not your concern. Why do 
you intrude yourself on this?" 

"He hired me, remember? As a 
bodyguard." 

"And since he's dead, since he was 
murdered, you failed him. Obvi
ously, you are not too efficient" -
the bold eyes travelled over me and 
the nose tightened -- ''as a b�y
guard. I have an ovcnvhelming 
intu�tion that you are ,!11uch more 
efficient . . .  as a man. 

You deal with an artist, you're in 
another wo,�ld. I said, "Look, lady, 
please .. . .  

"Why do you concern yourself 
with this?" 

I walked. I dumped my cigarette. 
I marshalled reasons which would 
work with her. I was going to have 
to crawl. I tried it. I said, "Failed 
as a bodyguard, maybe. I have an 
excuse, I have lots of excuses. Let's 
skip that. You're an artist. You've 
got professional pride. I can't say 
that I'm an artist bur the thing I do 
is my' work, as the thing you do is 

your work, and I too have a form 
of professional pride. Mr. \Voodward 
paid me seven hundred dollars. 
Maybe it's chicken feed, that 
doesn't matter. He wound -up dead 
and I don't like it. So I want to 
catch up with the people who made 
him dead. Call it professional pride. 
I don't give a damn what you call it. 
I got a joli to finish." 

Her hands were on her hips and 
her chest was heaving and her eyes 
were shining and she was looking at 
me like she was mama and I was 
sonny delivering the Valedictory at 
the high school commencement. 
She said, "I love you." 

"Some other time." 
"What, exactly, do you want to 

know?" 
"Thanks." 
"It was a beautiful speech." 
"Thanks." 
The smile was a girl's grin now. 

''I'm sure you're a wonderful lover." 
"Some other time." 
"Promise?" 
"And how." 
"\i\'hat do you want to know?" 
I rubbed my hands together. 

They were wet. It ran against my 
nature to play hard-to-get. I said, 
"Do you know anybody - anybody 
- who hated Woodward enough to 
,vant to have him killed?" 

"No." 
"That's a quick answer." 
"I've thought about it, Mr. 

Chambers. \Vhat's your first name?" 
"Peter." 
"Peter. I've thought about it, 
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since the moment I heard about 
what had happened. If there. was 
anybody I knew, I would ha.ve gone 
to the police, despite the fact that 
that would have aroused, oh, a 
bit of gossip . . .  it could be lurid, 
Adam and myself. But there was 
nobody, nobody that / knew of. He 
was involved in a good deal of 
politics, he was a brilliant man, he 
must have made enemies, but there 
wasn't one solitary soul that / knew 
about .  That's it . I'm sorry. I can't  
help you." 

I was through here. For now. 
said, "Thank you very much." 

She said, "Have a drink." 
"No, thank you." 
"Look, all kidding aside, I like 

you. I'd like to know you ."  She 
went to a table, pulled open a 
dra,vef', took out pen and paper, 
scribbled a note. She brought it  to 
me. "Herc. It's for the theater. 
Come backstage. Come tonight. 
Give this note to the man at the 
stage door. Let's have late supper. 
,vait for me in my dressing room." 

I took the note; I didn't look at it. 
I .  folded it and shoved it into mv 
_pocket. I said, "Hear about Patil 
Kingsley?" 

"Yes. Terrible." 
"You know him?" 
"Of course. I visited on Central 

Park \Vest quite frequently. So did 
Adam. Quite a household." And 
now her eves narrowed do\vn and 
she smiled' with a corner of her 
mouth. "By the way, which of them 
told you about Adam and myseJf?" 
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"Victor Barry." What did I have 
to lose? 

"So?" Now there was a female 
viciousness about the mouth. "Did 
he tell you about him and Rita ?" 

"Rita ?" 
"Kingdey 's wife. Did he tell you 

Rita hated Paul ? Did he tell you 
that they �·ere carrying on an 
affair right under Paul's nose? Did 
he tell you that for three years 
they've been asking Paul to divorce 
Rita, and Paul wouldn't?" 

"Why not ?" 
"Pure spite, I'd say. Rita had 

nothing for Paul any more, Paul 
flitted around the town with every 
new beauty that came up from 
Texas. But he wouldn't gi"e her a 
divorce, though both of them, Rita 
and Victor, were begging for it, 
franticallv ." , 

I Went-to the door. '.'It's motive. "  
"For - what ?"  
"Murder. Paul's." 
She hadn' t  thought of that. Her 

eyes widened and she looked guilty. 
"I doubt that. They wouldn't have 
the ner:ve, either one of them." 
Maybe she hadn't_ thought of that. 
Anyway, she looked like she hadn't .  
She said, "Should I be sorrv ?" 

I opened the door. "For -,1,·hat ?" 
"Giving in to the temptation for 

vengeful gossip." 
"Talk it over with your con� 

science." My hand was o� the lock. 
There was only one lock on the 
door. 

She smiled now, widelv. "I have. 
Already. I'm not sorry." , 



I looked at the lock. I said, "Gotta 
go 

"Will I see you tonight?"  
"I 'll t ry my best." 
"I 'll be expecting you." 
"Bye, now." I closed the door 

behind me. 
One lock. And an old-fashioned 

one. 
8. 

I was too early for \Vhitne'y. I t  
was a beautiful afternoon. I walked 
through the transverse to the other 
side of the park and skimmed a 
finger at the white bell at 262 Cen
tral Park \Vest. The door was 
opened _ by a round-faced colored 
girl. She said, ' 'Whom would you 
wish to see ? ' '  
· ' '.\1r. Dvorak horpe ?" 

"No, sir. ' '  
"Mr.  Barrv ?" 
' 'No, sir." . 
"Mrs. Kingsley ?" 
''No. sir ." 
' 'Last call. �farcia Kingsley."  
She smiled broadly. "Y.es, sir. 

She's at home, sir. Please come in." 
She ushered me ini:o the room with 
the green walls and t11e liguor cabi
net. "Who shall I say is calling, 
sir ?" 

' 'Peter Chambers." · 
"Thank you, sir." 
The Scotch bottle and the brandy 

bottle were looking at each other 
atop the liquor cabinet and the 
brandv bottle looked like i t  had 
gotte� a lot of use. There was no 
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ice, no water, no soda, so I sampled 
Scotch neat, and then Marcia Kings
ley was beside me smelling of musky 
perfume and smelling, also, of 
brandy. She said, "Hi. Brandy -for 
me. ' '  

The prim expression was the 
same, and the no-rouge cheeks were 
the same, but the blue eyes were 
wide and . glistening behind the 
heavy black specs and there was a 
j auntiness about her . that hadn' t  
been there yesterday. I wondered 
about her without the goggles. She 
was excitingly pretty in black 
corduroy slacks, a red ribbon around 
her blonde hair, red shoes, red belt ,  
and  a red blouse open at the  throat 
and giving off an alarming amount 
of cleavage for so small a girl. 

I JX>Ured brandy into a pony 
glass and she said, " .More," and I 
added more brandy and she took it  
from me and leaned against me.  
"Tell you something," she said. 
"I'm squiffed."  

"Why not '" 
"Oh, I 'm not one to praise the 

dead, I never had much use for 
Paul, but it's happening like that -''. 

" I  know." 
She leaned against me harder. 

Her body was soft and warm. She 
said, ' ' I 'm glad you came. I've been 
thinking about you. I tried calling 
you. The only number listed in the 
book is your office. You weren't in. 
I asked for your home number and 
the lady. wouldn ' t  give i t  to me. I 
d idn' t  leave a message." 

' '�mething special ?" 
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' 'No. I j ust wanted to talk to you. 
Nobody's here." 

I gave her my address and phone 
number. I said, "Write it down." 

"I'll remember." 
' 'Sure. " 
"I'll come wiling on you one of 

these days." 
"Sure. \Vhere's everybody?" 
She leaned a,vay from me and I 

missed her. She sipped the bran(ly. 
"Mark and I took the day off, but 
he's out, and so's Rita, irnd Victor 
plays big shot today." 

"Big shot?" 
"He got what he always wanted. 

Mr. Whitney appointed him man
aging editor." 

"Paul's -death did that guy a lot 
of good." 

"Now that's not nice." 
"Sorry." 
She wen� to an easy chair and 

pulled· her legs up under her. She 
said, "You're cute. \Valk. \Valk like 
a tiger." 

I wasn' t  walking like a tiger. Not 
today. Today I had a mess of affairs 
to straighten out. I nipped more 
Scotch and i t  warmed my stomach. 
I looked at her, cuddled in the chair. 
I 'd like walking like a tiger for her, 
I had a hunch I'd like i t  very much. 
But not today. Some other time. I 
chuckled. She said, "What is i t ?"  

"Some other time. This is my 
day for postponement. I must be  
going soft. In the  head ."  

"Cryptic," she said. "But cute." 
"See you around," I said. 
"Where you going ?" 
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' 'Business ." 
Business got me to the offices of 

Th� Bulletin on East Thirtv-fourth 
Street at  precisely three , o'clock 
where I went through the ·do-you· 
have-an-appointment routine with a 
receptionist and then I got together 
with Lincoln \Vhitney in a many· 
windowed office, Whitney · in blue 
serge today and a blue tie with a 
pearl stickpin. He said, ' ' I 'm glad 
you could make it, young man ."  

S�unshine \vas a spotlight on his 
square red face : he was no mort" than 
fifty, a purnpous, assured, domineer· 
ing fifty : he'd looked older than that 
last night .  

' 'Made i t  special," I said. 
" I  appreciate that. It 's about 

Paul, of course. The police are doing 
all they can ." 

"They always do." 
He rubbed a stubby finger at one 

up-pointed eyebrow. "I  want a little 
extra on it, and I want to keep ap· 
prised of exactly what's going on. 
The police do co-operate, but, of 
course, essentially i t 's a closed cor
poration.' '  

"You offering me a job, �fr. 
Whitney?" 

' 'Yes. I've made inquiries about. 
you. You'll do. How do you ,vork, 
flat fee or daily pay ?"  

"You pick i t . "  
"How's five  hundred dollars ?"  
''Sounds a l l  right ,  unless i t  gets 

drawn out too long." 
"If i t  does, don ' t  hesitate to ask 

for more." He pulled open a desk 
drawer, brought out a sheaf of bills, 
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flipped off five and gave them to me. 
It goes like that sometimes, cash 
payments and hundred dollar bills. 
Other times, it's pork and beans. 

He gave me a white paper and 
motioned to a pen in a marble base. 
· · \Vould · you write out a receipt, 
please ?" 

"Sure." 
\Vhile I was doing that, he said, 

"\Vhat was it Paul wanted vou for, 
in the first place ?" 

''I don't know." I gave him_ the 
receipt. 

' 'Pardon ?" 
"I don't know. He called me and 

asked me to come over. He didn·r 
tell me what it was about." 

He. stood up, big, blllky and 
square in his banker's grey. "I ,vant 
a daily report, Mr. Chambers. And 
- I supJX>se you have your connec
tions - I want to know if the police 
are making any progress. By the 
wav, vou know about the reward 
thd pa'per posted . . .  about Wood
,vard ?" 

"Yes. I read." 
"It's been posted with our attor

neYS. Five thousand dollars. You're 
in 'rhe business, young man. As long 
as you don't neglect what I'm pay
ing you for - go to it ." 

"Thank vou, sir." 
The cor�ers of his mouth turned 

up in a smile and he stuck out a 
beefy fre,�kled paw. "All right, 
then . . .  

We shook, and I blew, and on the 
way out I inquired for the managing 
editor's office, and I was directed to 
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it, and I opened the door without 
knocking, and Victor Barry was 
clinched with Rita Kingsley, and 
they didn't even hear me come in. 

"My, my," I said. "And [he guy 
not even buried vet ." 

They broke, a'nd .. the color came 
up in Barry's face like a mask of 
wrath, and he started for me, his jaw 
muscles lumped, but she got in the 
wa v and held him off. 

''You should have let him," I said. 
She turn.ed her back on me, poked 

at him with open fingers until she 
got him back behind his desk, then 
she sat down in a hard chair. She 
looked good, in a tight-thighed 
brick-red suit and a wisp of a hat 
with a veil, and when she swished 
one knee over the other, there was 
a lot of leg, a little plump in the calf 
but shapely. 

Barry leaned on his knuckles. 
"What do you want here ?" 

"Chatter. About Paul Kingsley." 
"What the hell is that to you?" 
' 'Wipe the lipstick off your 

mouth." 
"Get out of here." 
I cocked my head. "No talk?" 
"Talk. What the hell about ? 

You're an intruder here, fella. Get 
out before I have you thrown out;" 
He was neat and tall and lean in pin� 
stripes and a button-down collar but 
blood still clotted his complexion 
and there was the -glitter of sweat at 
his temples. 

"Intruder ?" I said. "Not exactly. 
Kingsley's part of my job. I've got 
a client." 
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"Client?" 
"Lincoln \Vhitney.'' 
The knuckles on the desk got 

whiter. .., 
I said, "Murder needs oppor· 

tunity and you two are loaded with 
opportunity. Murder also needs mo· 
tive. The lady with the veil here 
hated her husband, and death is as 
good as a divorce. That's motive. 
The guy with the lumps in his jaw 
and the lipstick on his mouth -
same motive. Plus it also gives him a 
job that he \Vas almost done out of. 
That's more motive. " I \Vent to the 
door. "A pleasant good afternoon, 
kiddies. Go kiss each other." 

Downstairs, I whistled for a cab, 
and went to the office, and listened 
to lectures from Miranda. \Vhen she 
stopped for breath, I told her I was 
hungry and the mother in Miranda 
took precedence over the preacher, 
and she went out to get me lunch. 
I dialed Edwina Grayson's number, 
and the phone kept ringing, and 
then a sing-song voice said : "Gray
son residence. " 

"Miss Grayson." 
The voice sang: "Not in, sir. 

Would you leave a message?" 
All answering services chirp the 

same. I said. "This her service?" 
"That's right, sir." 
"'Vhen's she due back?" 
"\Vho's calling, sir?" 
"Peter Chambers. It's business. 

And it's important. " 
"She's not in, sir. Sorrccc.'' 
"Got a number for her?" 
''No, sir. She'll be our all day. 
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Then she can be reached at the 
theater." 

"Thanks. Large." 
"Thank you, sir." 
I opened the safe and tqok out a 

tool-box and looked over a set of 
equipment that would make a bur
glar drool. I selected the pick I 
Wanted, and then Miranda \vas nois
ily sucking her cheek beside me, 
making noises of disapproval. "Sooner 
or later, " she said, "you'll go to 
jail." 

"Miranda, please . . .  " 
Gloomily: "Sooner or later . .  i ." 
"Look, a guy like me, I have no 

authority, I'm not cops, I've got to 
skip a beat here and there." 

" Sooner, " she insis ted,  " o r  
later . . .  " 

"Miranda, I'm a knight without 
a charger, a hero without heralds, a 
gladiator without trumpets. There 
are guys like me in every business. 
I am what is euphemistically called a 
private richard. You mention your 
line of work and it produces a joke, 
a sneer or a giggle. I operate within 
a rigid code of ethics - of my own 
� and a little bit, I think, I do some 
good in this world. Yeah, go ahead, 
sniff . . .  but even )'ou'll admit, 
my • lovely .Miranda : murder iS 
naughty � "  

"Eat your lunch, gladiator. " 
I ate my lunch and I took my pick 

and I hied off to 15 East 84 th Street 
and I rang a few bells and I got a few 
ticks and I waited ten minutes in the 
inner lobby and then I rode up to 
six and I applied pick to lock at 68 
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and then I was inside and I locked 
myself in. The blinds were all drawn 
wf1ich gave me a cool dim atmos
phere in ,•,1hich to work, and work I 
did. In a� hour I did more exploring 
than a couple of teen-agers in the 
back seat of a parked car in the mid
dle of the nigh't. Nothing. Not one 
item of interest and I'll admit to a 
hollow growth of disappointment 
because it had been my hunch that 
this was it. I had it cleaned up and I 
was about to kiss it off when I heard 
a key in the door. I moved to a spot 
where the opening door would shield 
me and l was preparing a speech for 
the lady of the house, but it wasn't 
the lady of the house, it was a man, 
so, naturally, I jumped him. We tus
sled like we were wrestlers for TV, 
and then I had his shoulders pinned 
and I was able to get a look at 
him, and it turned out to be Mark 
Dvorak, and I was more surprised 
to see it was he then he was to see 
it was I. He said, "For Chrissake, 
what's the matter with you ? Get 
off me.'' 

I obliged and he straightened up 
and I said, "What the dickens are 
you doing here?" 

He ruffled his jacket back over his 
shoulders and he did a quick jab 
at his mustache. Then the musical 
voice was back, and the smile, and 
the old-world languor. "I've got a 
key. \Vhat's your excuse ?" 

"Key?" I said. 
He ,aid: "Key." 
Even a new-world blockhead can 

capture a sliver of a hint when the 

hint is exploded all over him, and I 
looked at Mark Dvorak with new 
admiration. I said, "I thought it was 
Woodward?" .... "Woodward was an old man." 

"You young ?" 
"That's debatable." He took out 

a pack of filter-tips, lit up, and 
squeezed the tip between his teeth. 
"Now what about you?" 

"Maybe I'm your successor." 
It didn't throw him an inch. "I 

doubt whether successor is the pre
cise word. With Edwina, lovers lap
ovtr.- Concurrent, I would venture 
to say, rather than consecutive. My 
congratulations." 

"Well, thanks a bunch. And as 
long as you're here, and we're practi
cally brothers-in-law, let's chat." 

"About what?" 
"Oh, small talk. Let's pick a light 

subject. How's murder?" 
The guy was cooler than a big 

toe with bad circulation. "Murder's 
dandy. Whose l" 

"Let's keep it close to home. Say 
somebody like Paul Kingsley." 

''Quite appropriate." He inhaled 
and let smoke dribble from his nos
trils. "Do we take up any particular 
segment of our frothy subject?" 

"Let's talk about the inStrument. 
Seems nobody's talked about the 
instrument so far." 

"You mean the knife?" 
"I mean." 
"Unfortunately, I can't discuss 

that since I had substantially no op
portunity to observe it. Marcia 
screamed, and we all chased in, but 
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you, quite olficiously, had us all 
stand back a distance so as not to 
disturb things. Sorry, I'll have to 
pass on that.'' 

"Check, " I said. "Let's go old
hat. Let's do motive. " 

"Let's put the lights on first. I'm 
beginning to lose you. " 

He was right. It was getting dark. 
I switched on some lights. I said, 
"It's not quite an idle discussion. 
.Mr. Whitney retained me to do 
what I could on Kingsley's death. " 

"\Vhitney ? "  .Magic name. He 
tried not to look impressed but it 
made a dent. 

"Okay, Mr.. Dvorak. In the inter
ests of small talk and large j usticc, 
you go first. " 

"A.II right, sir. I give you Victor 
Barry, an estimable gentleman, but 
one to whom the death of Paul 
Kingsley meant an advancement to a 
position which he has long coveted. " 

I applauded. "Very good. And I 
give you Rita Kingsley. In love with 
Victor, in hate with Paul. With Paul 
out of the way, the decks are clear 
for a marriage to Victor. " 

It set him back. He pulled hard 
at the cigarette and ditched it. He 
said, "You have been working. My 
respects, sir. " 

''Your turn. " 
"Marcia. Paul returned Rita's ha

tred double-fold. His life insurance 
policy, for fifty thousand dollars, I 
believe, was to the benefit of Marcia. 
Would you say the possibility of 
motive can there be spelled out? " 

"I would. And so, three of the oc· 
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cupants of the household receive 
some certain form of benefit as a 
direct result of the demise of Paul 
Kingsley. Now, what would you say 
of the fourth/ " 

He clicked his h�els, smiled, did a 
small bow. "A charming gentleman, 
a scientist preoccupied with tremen
dous affairs, and one totally disinter
ested in the life or death of a fellow
tenant whom he considered a foul
mouthed, ultra-modern, ineffable 
bore. " 

"You didn' t  like him/ " 
"That's putting it mildly. But the 

dislike was not strong enough unto 
death, if you choose to comprehend 
that. " 

"How'd you ever get linked up 
there?" 

"Very simple. Barry, by inherit
ance, had a large furnished house, 
and Barry had little else, except his 
salary from the paper. Paul and Rita 
moved in, a long time ago, at quite 
an enormous rental. Then, when 
Marcia came back from Oak Ridge, 
she moved in, at, may I add, an ex
cellent rental too. I'd been working 
out at Monmouth, Marcia became 
an associate of mine, and she pre
vailed upon me to give up the solem· 
nity of a hotel suite, for more livable 
quarters. " He grinned. "At an ex· 
cellent rental too. " 

I gave him a sffiall salute. "Thanks 
for the chatter, Mr. Dvorak. " 

"Not at all. And now, at least for 
me, a more practical matter. " 

"Yes? " 
"\Vhich one of us stays ?" 
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"That's easy." I went to the door. 
"Protocol. You're still at the head of 
the table. Give her my love." 

"Sorry. I'll give her mine." 
9. 

It had turned warm and the night 
had stars. I needed sleep and I 
needed air, and I didn't know which 
I needed more, so I walked; I \valked 
a long way, kicking at kinks in my 
mind, and pretty soon I stood in 
front of the \Vebster Theater and I 
admired the full-length figure of Ed
\Vina Grayson on a poster against the 
brick ,vall. There was a sold-out slab 
smeared against the bottom of the 
poster:  they were doing twenty 
v.'eeks, they had started three weeks 
ago - ballet - and they were -sold 
out every night. Ed,vina Grayson. 
It had taken a murder, two murders, 
for me to meet her, and I had played 
hard-to -get. I shrugged. When I'm 
working I've got rocks in my head. 
I went to the curb, tapped the win
dow of a parked cab, and told him 
to take me home, where 1 paid, got 
out, tossed a joke at the doorman, 
took the elevator upstairs, opened 
my door, switched on the lights -
and looked at Harry Strum seated 
wide-kneed on my divan. 

He said, "Make with the hands 
on top of the head. The lock stinks. 
A baby could come visit you." 

I made with the hands on top of 
the head. "Locks all stink. I knew a 
guy with sheet-metal doors but he 
wound up dead anyway." 
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Harry Strum.. \ '  ery tall and very 
slender with his knees up on the low 
divan and his elbows on his knees 
and a snub-nosed . 38 in his delicate 
white hands. He had both hands on 
the gun, loose and casual, a loose and 
casual guy with a face like a gargoyle 
and white as a leper's, but handsome 
nevertheless. Hollows where the 
black eyes were set, straight across 
black eyebrows, deep hollows in the 
cheeks, a thin wide mouth like a 
slash across the face, and a jutting 
chin. Harry Strum, in a perfectly
tailored black suit, a roll-collared 
white-on-white shirt, a narrow yel
low tie, high-shined black shoes, and 
tight black ribbed hose. Harry 
Strum, skinny and long, the gun 
loose in his white hands, the gun a 
part of him, the star sapphire glint
ing off the pinky. 

"You're nuthin, " he said. He had 
a hushed confidential way of talking, 
the lips moving, the face remaining 
like stone, the eyes expressionless. 
"You're dead alreadv. You're a 
cipher. You got holes [n you." 

Harry Strum. All gun. No gun, no 
Harry Strum. 

I said, "Easy, Harry-boy. You're 
parked in the wrong lot." 

"Maybe. But I bet against it .  You 
heated?" 

"Yes." 
"Honest. I like an honest guy. I 

appreciate it. I'll do it for you real 
good. I won't hurt you. You know 
Harry, pal. Harry's done it a lot. 
Harry can make it hurt. For you, it 
won't hurt. I like an honest guy." 

MANHUNT 



Chalk one up for me. Harry Strum 
was talkative. That was good for my 
side. A real gun is all piano-v.'ire, as 
temperamental as an Edwina Gray
son. He uncoiled off the divan, tall 
and lean and loose and graceful, and 
he came to me and stuck the muzzle 
of the snub-nose into my ear. He 
reached a hand in to my holster, took 
out my pistol, backed toward the 
divan, tossed my gun to the floor, 
sat dmvn. I took a step forward and 
the snub-nose came up like the head 
of a reptile. ' '\\'here you going, pal ?" 

"Can I take my hands off my 
head, Harrv ?" 

"Sure, £(Ila." 
But I made it. I was one step 

nearer. I said, "\Vhat are you doing 
here, Harry ? ',' 

"You invi ted me." 
"I don't remember, Harrv ."  
"You spit in h i s  eye. \Vhat'd 

you expect ?  I come afound with a 
medal ?" 

"Who ?" 
"Faigle." 
"You're making sounds, Harry. 

You're not making sense ." 
Now he had expression. He looked 

sad. Harry ,vas sensitive. ' 'Don't talk 
like that, fella. Harry makes sense. 
Harry ain 't  no two-bit gunsel. Har
ry's an uptown boy. Harry don ' t  go 
for a kill for laughs. It's business or 
i t ' s  personal .  Harry's got other 
things to do." 

"\Vhat's this?" 
' 'Personal . ' '  
"Somebody gave you a bum steer, 

pal ."  
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"I'm bettin' against i t ." 
I pointed at a side table with a 

box. I took another step forward, 
said, "Cigarette? Can I smoke ?" 

"No." 
But I made it .  · Two steps. That 

was all I needed. He was within 
reach. Now he had to stay talkative. 
If he did, and I could distract him, 
even for a moment . . .  

I said, "If it isn't  business, Harry, 
you ought to go and do your other 
things. Somebody threw you a 
curve. ' '  

"Look,. liar. You were looking for 
us last night, the word's on the town. 
You caught up with Faigle in Ben
j ie's. His red-headed friend's been 
swooning all day, but in between 
sw'oons, she delivers the picture. The 
picture's you. Now go ttll me you 
didn' t  see Faigle in Benj ie's last 
night ." 

"Sure I saw him." 
"Why ?" • .  
"Because he put the word out that 

he wanted to see me." 
"You kiddin' ? "  
"I wouldn't kid you, Harry." 
"\Vhy should he wanna sec you?" 
"Because he wanted to make a 

deal . "  
"With who? With you /" 
"With the law." 
" Your brain is leaking." 
"Listen hard, Harry. Faigle got 

word that the law had you two 
staked on a-killing you guys pulled 
yesterday. Faigle got the word good, 
positive identification by a disin� 
terested witness. Faigle always had 
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brains. He knows I've got conncc� 
tions. So he dropped the word for 
me to see him. Think, Harry. How 
would I know to go to Benjie's? 
Just ask that frizzy-haired girl
friend of his. The swooner. Ask her 
if Faigle didn't tell her to blow out, 
that he wanted to talk to me alone. " 

"You were carrying heat. You 
had it pointed. " 

"Sure. I didn't know what he 
wanted tiil he started talking. \Vhen 
I read today he got bumped, I fig
ured that for you. " 

I was getting to him. 
He said, "What did he want? " 

There was a gleam lurking in his 
eyes now. 

'' He wanted me to go to cops, 
and offer a deal. He'd throw ·them 
you, if they'd let hi11: cop a plea. " 

He tensed. "Rat bastard. " Then 
he eased. "You're a liar. " Then he 
got crafty: "Who got chilled yes
terday? How? " 

"Adam \Voodward. Downto\\'11 
near Pearl Street. You were at the 
wheel. Faigle used a long job. " 

His knees came together and he 
quivered. I jumped him. 

I knocked the gun out of his 
hands, yanked him up, swung from 
the bottom and it caught him on the 
mouth. It ripped the skin off my 
knuckles but it knocked his teeth 
clean through his upper lip, and 
he looked like he was smiling some 
sort of ghastly unearthly smile, the 
blood all over him, before he went 
down. I put a finger in his collar and 
got him up. I grabbed the lip be-
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tween my forefinger and thumb and 
pulled it clear. It was cut bad but 
the teeth didn't show any more. I 
said, "Let's have music, pal. " 

He was shaking like he had a chill. 
Harry was nothing without a gun. 
I said, "Let's have it." I shoved him 
back onto the divan and I picked 
up the guns, my own in my right 
hand. Two-gun Chambers. All I 
needed were my spurs, my chaps, a 
horse, a prairie, and a beautiful girl. 
I didn't need menace. :\1enace was 
crumbled on my divan slobbering 
blood through a gash on his upper 
lip like a c_rimson mustache. I said, 
"Let's have it, Harry. " 

"Look, shamus, a deal, you and 
me, let's work it out, I don't carry 
no grudge. " He lisP,ed when he 
talked, the blood down over his 
chin. He rubbed a hand across his 
mouth, smearing his face. 

I put .his· gun in my pocket, 
switched mine to the other hand, 
pulled him up by black greasy hair, 
and held. him half way up. "Who 
gave you the contract, Harry? Spill, 
or I really work you over. " I threw 
him back on the divan. 

He looked at the gun in my hand. 
He said, "Shoot, for Chrissake. 
Shoot, bastard. " 

I swung, not too hard, and' the 
side of the gun opened more flesh, 
over the cheekbone. I didn't like it 
but I was beginning to breathe hard. 
The guy couldn't take it - Harry 
was nothing without a gun - and 
the tears were leaking from lris eyes. 
"You're a killer, Harry, " I told 
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him. ''You're neat. You're a rod 
man. You're no strong-arm guy, 
give or take. I 'm different. Look at 
me, Harry. I 'm not going to shoot. 
I'm going to chop you, Harry. " I 
pulled him up by his tie. "I go for 
the gut now, Harry. Last call. \Vho 
gave you the contract?" 

"Paul Kingsky." 
It took the wind out of me. I 

dropped him. He ripped down his 
tie, tore open his shirt collar. He 
was gasping, touching his hands to 
his face, discovering the holes, min
istering tentatively, looking at his 
bloody fingers. "I need a doctor, 
shamus. lt's backing into my throat. 
I'm choking." 

"Paul Kingsley. Why? " 
"He didn't tell me why. He give 

us a contract. He paid good. " 
"How much?'' 
"Six big ones. Three apiece. :Mc 

and Faigle." 
I threw him a handkerchief. 

''Hold it to your lip." 
"I need a doctor." 
"You'll get a doctor. Keep your 

dra\'v·ers on." 
I backed to a closet, pulled out a 

tape, recorder, and told him to talk. 
He talked. I called Police Head
quarters. 

I O, 

My place was lousy with cops, 
Harry Strum ,vas patched and man
acled. The tape recorder had played 
back four times. New stuff had been 
added:. questions and answers: Par-
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ker and Strum. Then Parker said, 
"Okay. ·we get a positive identifica
tion, and we're throught and then 
the party moved to the Manning 
Chapel on the ghoulish mission of 
pulling out the body and having 
Harry point the finger. Harry 
pointed, and the boys took him 
downtown, and Parker and I re
paired to- a neighborhood delica
tessen where we had tea and lemon 
in a glass· and salami s�ndwiches on 
rye bread, pickle on a side. I gave 
him the story, all of it, from \Vood
ward's original phone call. Parker 
lit a cigar. 

"Quick figure," he said. "Kings
ley was a Commie, \Voodward 
caught up with him, and Kingsley 
had him belted. " 

"Good enough, " I said. "But 
who belted Kingsley?" 

"\Ve're creeping up on that. " 
' ' I--IO\�r ?" 
"\Ve got a line on the guy who 

sold that knife. Foreign guy, now 
lives out in Staten Island, runs an 
antique business here in New York. 
The boys arc out on it right now. " 

"\Vill you let me know?" 
"Soon as it happens. You're do

ing all right. Five thousand bucks 
reward. It's all yours, and good luck 
to you. You got the roscoc that 
cooled Faigle?" 

"At your service, Lieutenant. " I 
took it out of the holster and gave 
it to him. The eyes of the man be
hind the delicatessan counter popped 
like a pastrami had reared up and 
bitten him. Parker noticed. Parker 
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called : "Settle dmvn, bo." He 
flashed his shield . ' ' I 'm a policeman." 

"Yes, sir," the man said, his  eyes 
still popped. "It is an honor." 

"Let's get out of here," Parker 
said. "You pay. You're the rich 
one. " 

"My pleasure, Lieutenant ."  
Outside, he said, "\Vanna come 

downtown with me?" • 
I looked at mv \\'atch. "Can 't .  

Got business." 
"Always business . "  He sighed. 

"It's a racket that's getting better 
and better, private cop. Where'll 
you be when we catch up with the 
knife seller ?" 

' 'Ho1ne. ' '  
"Good. I 'll be in touch. Drop 

you somewhere ?" 
"Webster Theater." 
He gave me a wry look, and we 

went to the car, and it  was a quick 
trip with the siren going, and then 
I said, "Don't forget to let me 
know," and he said, "Don't  worry, 
I will ," and then I was handing the 
stage door man a note that I hadn't 
even looked at, but it must have had 
the right words, because he said : 
"Yes, sir. Go right in. Dressing 
room's one flight up, first door to 
the right." 

\Vhen I came in, Edwina Grayson 
was stretched on a couch in a cos
tume that gave off all of her body, 
the long, full, graceful legs exposed 
alJ the way to the hips. She said to 
,her dresser, a plump grey-haired 
woman : "All right, Anna. You can 
go out to the wings now . . �nd stay 
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there, please. I 'm going to need an 
arm.for support after the next num
ber. 

"Yes, Miss Grayson. You've got 
five minutes." 

"I 'll be out in three."  
The woman went  away. Grayson 

sat up and flashed all her teeth a t  
me .  She stretched, ran her  hands 
down the sides of her breasts. "Rest
ing. I have two more numbers. I 
hope you'll wait . ' '  

"Sure." 
She got off the couch, and I ad

mired every inch of her .  She sat 
down at the dressing table and 
started doing things to her face . ·  I 
looked around. Dressing room : a 
couch, chairs, a table, a phone, a 
dressing table, a tall screen, an open 
door to a toilet and shower, and a 
tremendous trunk. I pointed at it .  
I said, "Nobody's got enough cos
tumes to fill that." 

"You're right ." She talked at 
my three reflections in the three 
mirrors of the table. ' 'That mon
strosity contains things I haven't 
seen for years. A performer's trunk 
is like the attic of an old farmhouse . ' '  
She  stood up .  "Got to  go be  a balle
rina. Please wait ." 

"Sure. ' '  
I closed the door behind her, and 
shot the bolt .  I started in the 

toilet and \vorked my way out. It 
took time, but there was nothing, 
and then I got to the trunk, which 
wasn't locked, and that took more 
time, and then I came up with a fat 
brief-case out of the very bottom 
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of the trunk. It \vas brass-locked and 
expensive and the discreet gold 
initials started the sweat going on 
the back of my neck: A.\V. 

I 'folded the stuff back into the 
trunk, opened the bolt on the door, 
opened the door, and there she was, 
coming at me with her dresser. I 
still had the brief-case in my hand. 
She said, "You weren't going, were 
you? " 

I joined them in the room. Very 
carefully, initials downward, I laid 
the brief-case on the dressing table. 
I said, "Got to go. Made a phone 
call. I gotta go. " 

The black devouring eyes looked 
straight into mine. "But I have j ust 
one more· number." 

"I should be home later. I wish 
you'd take some statistics." 

The grey-haired dresser came at 
me with pencil and paper and I 
recited my address and phone num
ber. I said, "I thought I could stay. " 
I started for the door. 

She called: "You forgot your 
leather case. " 

I came back. I kept looking at 
her. 

A wrinkle formed on her fore
head. ';I didn't even see you bring 
it in. Ah, work. You concentrate 
even while you're resting. You've 
caught me at my worst time, Peter. 
I usually don't allow visitors here, 
not during a performance. I'd hoped 
you'd come after. ' '  

She didn't have another glance 
for the brief-case. I said, "Sister, 
I love you, " and picked it up. 
SKIP A BEAT 

Her teeth gleamed and one lid 
came down in a solemn wink. "Mu
tual, brother. " 

The dresser said : "You must 
change, Miss Grayson. " 

"Bye, " I said. 
She waved at me. "I'll be in 

touch. I don't know when. But I'll 
be in touch. And don't be surprised. 
Ever. It's bruited about that I'm 
unpredictable.'' 

I got out of there, and down the 
flight of iron steps, and out past the 
man at the stage door, and into a 
cab. I kept thinking about Adam 
\Vood,,,ard. Sure, he'd stashed it 
away, and in a place where nobody 
would look, not even the owner of 
the trunk, and she was operating 
there for nvcnty weeks and he'd 
be able to reach in for it whenever 
he wanted. No bunk like a casual 
bunk, who would think to look 
there? But it must have been an 
impulse, probably slipped it in while 
she \Vas on stage, and he worried 
about it : it was a topic he was to 
take up with me, and one on which 
he wanted advice. 

The cab stopped and I paid fast 
and tipped big and flew past the 
doorman and upstairs I went to 
work on the lock of the briefcase 
and I j ust had it opened when' the 
phone rang. It was Parker. 

"If you come quick, you can be 
in on the finish. " 

"Where ? " 
"Where Kingsley lived. I've got 

them all assembled. Move it, guy. " 
"Be right there, Lieutenant. " 
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I scooped up the brief-case, and 
locked the door, and noted in pass
ing that Strum hadn't even left a 
scratch. Downstairs, my doorman 
said, "This is for you. " He handed 
me a white envelope. 

"\Vhere'd you get ir ? "  
' 'A bov delivered it . " 
"Than'ks. " I shoved it into a 

pocket, breezed out, blew for a 
cab, got in. gave him the address, 
and turned on the roof light. It 
worked. I scurried through the con
tents of the brief-case and then the 
driver said, ''Two-sixty-two, mis
ter, " and I was pushing the white 
button again. 

Victor Barry opened the door. 
He looked at me like he'd swallowed 
cold coffee that he'd expected to be 
warm. "Just for the record, " he 
said. "I didn't invite you. " Then 
he ushered me in. 

They were all there, including 
Lincoln Whitney, and they all 
looked the same with the exception 
of Marcia, who was absolutely 
ravishing in an ofrthe-shoulder 
cocktail gown, black and clinging. 
There was also Parker and a lot of 
uniforms. 

Parker said, "Okay, we got a 
quorum. " He thumbed a cop. 
"Bring him in. " 

The cop went out and came back 
with a small, bald man in a dark suit 
with shiny seams and a leathery face 
with more wrinkles than a fat man's 
vest. Parker said, "Okay, we go 
from here. What's your name, sir?" 

"Anton A.msterdam. " The deep 

voice was a surprise from so little a 
man. The accent was peculiar, i t  
could have been French. 

"How long in this country ? " 
"Eigh,t years. And I am now an 

American. And I am proud." 
"What's vour business ? " 
"I deal i� antiques. " 
"\Vherc you from, originally ? " 
"Antwerp. I had a fine business 

in Antwerp. I was - " 
"All right, " Parker said, "] show 

you this· knife, and I ask you if you 
recognize it. " Parker took the ob
j ect from his pocket and handed i t  
to Amsterdam. 

"Oh, yes, " He handled it fondly, 
"I have alreadv informed vou that 
I recognized it:,' 

Parker grinned. "I know. \Ve're 
doing it over. Sort of legal-like. 
You recognize the knife. " 

"Yes. It is a form of push-button 
knife, not like the American switch
blade. It was made in Italy, during 
the Renaissance period, probably 
the sixteenth century. It is gold, 
completely·handworked, with a cun
ningly concealed blade which springs 
straight out from the end upon 
pressure on this shielded button. 
Like so. " A. murderous six inch 
blade appeared as out of nowhere. 
"And it is returned by pressure on· 
a lower button, also shielded. Like 
so. " The blade disappeared into the 
hilt ,  The thing now looked like an 
ornate paper-weight. He returned 
it to Parker. He continued: "This 
item was part of my stock in Ant
werp. It  is there I sold it. " 
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"Bill of sale ? " 
"Of course. And also a record of 

the purchaser. " 
"You have such record? " 
"Yes, sir. I brought all my papers 

with me to America. " 
: : �-fay � s?,e such record? " 
Yes, sir. 

"Please hand it over. " 
"I cannot. " 
Parker looked puzzled. "Now 

look, Mr. Amsterdam - "  
"I have already handed it over. 

You have it, sir." 
Parker laughed. Out loud. "Cop, 

maybe. Lawyer, no. " lie drew a 
sheet from his pocket and gave it 
to Amsterdam. "I give you a sheet 
of paper. Will you please identify i t ? " 

"It is a record. I kept such rec� 
ord in my old establishment in 
Antwerp. It  contains the facts of 
the sale of the Renaissance knife. " 

We had a diversion. :Mark Dvorak 
walked up to Parker, said, "I think 
that) enough of this courtroom 
poppycock. May I see the knife? " 
Parker showed it to him. Dvorak 
examined it and returned it. He 
went to Amsterdam, peered at him, 
smiled, said, "Of course. " Then he 
spoke in French to Amsterdam, who 
smiled, and then they started jab· 
bing French at each other, and 
practically embraced. 

Then Amsterdam went to Parker 
and pointed an apologetic finger at 
Dvorak. "He is Mark Dvorak. A 
famous scientist. He is the one who 
purchased the Renaissance item i'n 
Antwerp. " 
SKIP A BEAT 

"Okay," Parker said. "Take him 
out. " A cop obliged. Then Parker 
spread his feet in front of Dvorak. 
"All right, sweet-boy, your turn. " 

"It is correct that I purchased the 
knife. I think it a beautiful object. 
Useful also. " Rita gasped. Dvorak 
turned to her : "I mean, well, as 
a letter-opener, not as a weapon. " 
He turned back to Parker. "How· 
ever, my dear Lieutenant, I dis· 
associated myself from it, oh, ·more 
than a year ago. " 

"\Ve're going to need more than 
just your word for that. " 

"You're going to have more than 
just my word." 

"Disassociated. How? " 
"I gave it away. As a gift. " 
"Oh, like that ? And now you're 

going to t'ell me that the donee got 
lost on a mission to Greenland. " 

"Quite the contrary. The donee 
is present in this room." He bowed. 
turned, and produced an upturned 
palm. The fingers were pointing at 
Lincoln Whitney. 

Parker sounded like he was gar· 
gling his throat. "Lincoln \Vhit· 
ney? " 

Whitney approached, said, "May 
I see it, please ? " 

Parker showed it to him. \Vhitney 
turned i t  over in his hands a 'few 
times, smiled, gave Parker the knife. 
"It's a fact, sir. Mark presented me 
with this thing about a year ago. I 
used,,it as a paper-weight in my of· 
fice. 

"Didn't you miss i t ? " 
"As a matter of fact, no. I have 
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a confoundedly cluttered desk. Prac
tically everybody in this room can 
attest to that. " 

"\Veil . .  , "  Parker said. "You 
could have informed me, sir, that 
you had some connection with it. " 

\Vhitm:y's voice climbed up in his 
throat. "Inform you ? Inform you, 
sir ? Yes. I might have, had some
body shown me the knife. Nobody 
did, if you remember." Purple be
g�n to blossom in his ruddy cheeks 
and his jowls shook. "If this is some 
kind of veiled accusation. officer, 
you're crazy. Anybody could have 
pic;ked this damned thing off my 
desk. Hundreds of people have ac
cess to my office . . .  " 

"I'm not accusing you, l\1r. ·whit
nev - "  

i said: "But I am. " 
Silence fell like it was a house cav

ing in. Everybody stood stock-still. 
Parker's mouth was open. Then 
Whitney came tearing at me, "Look, 
you crazy little whippersnapper 
. . .  " He reached his thick freckled 
hands for my throat. 

I rapped him. 
I hit him on one of his jowls and 

the other one trembled like jelly and 
he went over like a barrel of beer and 
when he came up there was a small 
.22 in his hand and the flap hung 
open from his jacket pocket. But I 
wasn't having any. I hit him again, 
and the breath came out of him like 
exhaust from a bus, and then I 
clubbed the gun-hand, and the .22 
bounced on the maroon rug. Then 
cops broke it up, and they had me 
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by the arms, and tl�e-y had him by 
the arms, and the brief.case !av on 
the floor near the .22, and [hen 
Parker came at me, his eves a-blaze 
and his face ,vhite. and he.spluttered 
like fizz-medicine for heartburn. 

"Pete . . .  Peter . .. you crazy? 
. . . you going out of your mind? 
. . .  what the hell's the matter with 
you? " 

I eased out of the cops' hands. I 
said, "Take a look at that brief-case. 
It belonged to Adam Woodward. " 
Parker picked it up. "It's crammed 
full of documents and every one of 
them says -" I pointed - "that 
that fat slob is a Communist. Facts, 
figures, dates, and associates. " 

Parker gasped. ' ' \Vhitney?" 
\Vhitney wriggled, but the cops 

held him. 
I said, "Guys get old, they some

times go a little nuts. Guys with a 
lot of dough, sometimes they need 
something else. Power, maybe. 
.Maybe under our kind of govern
ment a bastard like this can't get 
enough. Maybe he wants to be a 
Commissar, or :Mister Number One 
Man himself. Search me what he 
wants, but this guy was actively en
gaged in subversive activities with 
enemy agents of the top-bracket 
echelons. Somehow, Adam Wood-· 
ward found out. " 

Victor Barry said, "It's unbe
lievable. " 

"That's what Woodward thought. 
Figured maybe all the evidence, un
likely as it seemed, was a plant or 
something. So he called him in. And 
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he put it to him direct. And he gave 
him a chance to straighten himself 
out. But he couldn't .  Three times he 
called him in, the last time was yes
terday morning. Yesterday morning 
he told him he was going to do a 
series of articles on it, blast it wide 
open, and then turn the stuff over to 
the authorities ." 

Dvorak said in wondermen t :  
"Lincoln \Vhitney . . .  " 

" Yeah, Lincoln Whiton'. And bv 
the way, what are you doing here ? ;, 

He smiled. "I called from a lady
friend's house."  

Parker said, "\Vhat's this ? \Vhat's 
this ? What's the interruption ?" 

"There was a message, "  Dvorak: 
said, "that the police wanted me 
here. So I came. Please go on." 

"Yeah, go· on," Parker said. 
' ; \Vhitney trit-d to stymie it by 

getting to the stuff. He had Wood
ward's house searched, and his office, 
and he may even have gotten to his 
bank vaults. But the stuff ,vasn't 
thCre." 

"Where was i t ?"  Parker said. 
"That's not for public consump

tion, Lieutenant. That's for my 
statement downtown." 

"()kay." 
"Yesterday morning, he was up 

against it .  He'd get rid of \Vood
ward, and hope against hope, the 
stuff wouldn't turn up, and - if and 
when it did, he'd cope with that 
then. But the major problem was 
Woochvard, and Whitney had to act 
fast. He got to Kingsley, man-about
town, runner-with-hoods, ,vise-guy-
SKIP A BEAT 

with-ambition. This part is a guess, 
but �" 

" Keep guessing, guy ,"  Parker 
said. "Look at him."  

The sweat was pouring out  of 
\Vhitney, ancl he sagged in the arms 
of the cops, and his little eyes were 
bloodshot, fixed on me as though he 
were hypnotized . 

"Okay, he got to Kingsley and he 
propositioned him : _gct rid of VVood
,,-ard and you're my managing edi
tor, plus, maybe, a lot of dough. 
Kingsley got to nvo hoods named 
Faigle and Strum, and they did the 
job. Faigle is dead now, I killed him. 
Strum has confessed to the murder, 
implicating Kingsley." 

Parker said, "Let's get back to 
yesterday. "  

' 'Right. \Voodward was murdered, 
and Kingsley was behind it, but the 
Commissar's no dope. Kingsley was 
an open door, and there was a draft. 
Kingsley alive ,vas a threat - two 
ways - it implicated \Vhitney in 
murder, and Kingsley might go pry
ing to find out why Whitney had 
arranged Woodward's murder. Mon
day nights, anybody could visit 
Kingsley, nobody in the household 
intruded, and Kingsley answered the 
bell himself. So the Commissar came 
visiting, and he brung his tr�sty 
blade with him. That's it ." 

P'arker said, "Good boy."  
"He even hired me today. I was 

supposed to look into the Kingsley 
killing. But roundabout he asked me 
a question : did Kingsley tell me why 
he had called me? The good old 
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Commissar, plugging every hole. 
Matter of fact, Kingsley never called 
me. I came here on the \Voodward 
thing, the old man had hired me as 
bodyguard, but he'd thought of it 
too late, he got killed a:s we left his 
office going to his garage. He ,vas 
even plugging holes in advance, the 
old Commissar; part of my job was 
to keep him informed on how the 
cops, ,were doing on Kingsley's mur
der. 

"Take him out of here," Parker 
said. 

J said, ' ' I 'm going with you."  

I I .  

I was home, and i t  was two o'clock 
in the morning, and I was feeling 
good, and I wasn't sleepy any more, 
I was over-stimulated. I'd promised 
Parker to be down in the morning 
for statements to complete his file. 
I had Scotch and \Vatcr, repeat and 
repeat, and I thought about how 
maybe \Vhitncy's expensive lawyers 
might pull him through the murder 
rap because Kingsley was dead and 
Strurh couldn't finger the guy be
hind Kingsley, but the treason thing 
would stick, and one way or another, 
Whitney was more washed up than 
an infant's diaper, but none of that 
was my business any more, my job 
was finished. There ,vas a net of four 
hundred on Woodward's fee, and I 
had earned five hundred from Whit
ney, and there was a five thousand 
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dollar reward to ·pick up, which 
made a grand total of fifty-nine hun
dred dollars, and here it  was Tuesday 
night, and me over-stimulated, so I 
began to think about company and 
phone numbers and who could be up 
this time of night, when I remem
b�red the envelope my doorman had 
given me. 

I got it  and opened it  and read : 
"Three o'clock is npt the witching 
hour, but I'm coming to call at three 

. o'clock. I hope you'll be home." 
I showered and I shaved and I 

dressed in black slacks and black 
loafers and a white silk sporty shirt 
like the touts -wear at the track, and 
I thought about her full long dancer's 
legs and her wild black eyes and her 
gold-tan skin, and I celebrated in 
advance. I broke out cha'mpagne and 
iced a bucket and prepared snacks 
and cleaned up the apartment, and 
then it was three o'clock and my 
buzzer was making friendly noises 
and I skipped across and opened the 
door to - Marcia Kingsley. 

I stood rooted like a tree. An old 
oak. 

"Well ," she said. "Don't j ust 
stand there. You got my note, I 
hope." 

There's a lot · of them you �an 
figure, and a lot of them you can't ,  
but I defy you to figure the studious
spectacle type, with the no-rouge 
cheeks and the prim expressions. 

·Brother . . .  them you can't. 
Nohow. 
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1T DREW AN ACE, and I needed it. 
Jl With the pair that I already had, 
it established something substantial. 
Luck was going my way. I lifted my 
eyes from the cards to the face of 
Leo Gall, and I thought to myself 
again that it was like a fat olive with 
features. His eyes were screwed back 

Leo was going to kill 
Andy Corkin, and there 
wasn't a tiling Andy 
could do except wait for 
the bullet . . .  

BY 

FLETCHER FLORA 

into little puffs of skin a's he exam� 
ined his hand, and his pimento�red 
lips were pursed into the shape of a 
wet kiss. It was a face I didn't like, 
though I pretended to like it for my 
health's sake, so I slanted my line of 
vision off over his shoulder to the 
face of Hilda Hearn. 
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Hilda was tired. About midnight;, 
she'd gone into the bedroom for a 
nap, but when she'd returned a 
couple of hours later, it was obvious 
that the nap had been too late and 
too short to do her much good. The 
muscles of her face had a tight, 
drawn look, her eyes were smudged, 
and hec mouth was a soft scarlet 
smear. She slept too little and smoked 
too much, ate too little and drank 
too much, did too much of every
thing bad for her and too little of 
anything good, but tousled and 
smeared and worn to the bone, she 
was still a lovely assembly of female 
parts. Sprawled on the sofa with 
a highball in her hand, she combed 
free fingers through copper curls and 
sent me a smoke signal from smol
dering eyes. 

"One grand, " Leo Gall said. 
Beside me, between me and Leo 

as the betting went, Hugh Lawson 
cursed softly and bitterly, slapping 
his hand into the discard. His mouth 
and eyes ,vere pinched at the corners 
by the long strain of losing, and his 
fingers shook as they fumbled a ciga
rette out of a limp pack and carried 
it to his lips. I did some quick calcu
lation and figured he must have 
dropped at least twenty grand. Just 
about what I'd contributed myself 
to the fat ,vdfare of our host. I also 
figured Hugh could afford it about 
as much as I could, _which ,vas not at 
all. He was a slim guy with a lean, 
hungry face and blond hair cut very 
short and square on top the way a 
lot of college boys \\:ear it. He'd 
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got most of his education in pool 
rooms and clip joints, but he looked 
a hell of a lot like a college boy 

"Out," he said. 
I put my faith in three bullets 

and met the thousand. I couldn't 
bump it, because I didn't have a 
good bump left. A couple of hundred 
in chips, that was all. 

"One raise, I'm a dead duck, " I 
said. 

Leo laughed softly and wetly be- 
hind a red, white and blue moun
tain. "Credit's good, boy. \Vith me, 
it's always good." 

Around the circle 90 degrees, Kal 
Magnus sighed and rolled his soaked 
cigar from one corner of his mouth 
to the other. His hand struck the 
discard and flew apart, but his ex
pression was genial, signifying his 
indifference to luck that always ran 
one ,vay or the other and \vould be 
good next time, or the neit or the 
next, if it happened to be bad to
night. Being able to carry your luck 
comfortably from bad to good makes 
a hell of a difference in your atti
tude. Kai's was bad tonight, all 
right, ten grand bad, but you'd have 
thought he was playing for matches. 

He said, "If you're worried about 
me, you're wasting it. I'm out." 

Leo smiled. It was a \'CfY small 
smile, slightly sad. It ,vas ihe one 
he'd been using all night. The one 
he used when he was looking down 
your throat. 

"No raise? That's too bad. Well, 
you paid to see them, Andy, so have 
a good look." 
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He spread them slowly in ascend
ing order, five little cards worth my 
last grand, and whichever end you 
read them from, going up or down, 
they came out straight. Better any 
time than three lousy aces. 

I added my j unk to the discard 
and said, "Take it away." 

He took it. On the ring finger of 
his right hand was a diamond worth 
more than the pot. In the thick nest 
of black hair growing above the 
second joint of the finger, it looked 
like a glittering egg. And it was then, 
watching his fat hands rake in my 
dough, that I got one of those crazy 
ideas a guy sometiines gets when it's 
late, too late, and the World's gone 
sour. It  was then that I began to 
think what fun it  would be to clob
ber him. \Ve began to settle the 
score, and all the time \Ve were set
tling it, I kept seeing those fat white 
fingers with the black hair growing 
out of them. I saw them over and 
over in a dozen repellent engage
ments � dealing cards that brought 
me no luck, dragging in i:he fat pots, 
creeping like slugs over the soft 
flesh of Hilda Hearn. 

I closed my eyes and kept them 
closed for half a minute. but the 
fingers were there behind the lids, 
so I opened them again, and the first 
thing I saw was his red, wet mouth. 
The lips were so soft and thick and 
full of blood. They looked as if 
they'd smash on his big ,vhite teeth 
like a glutted leech. 

I went sort of blind, I guess. Blind 
to everything and everyone but Leo 
POINTS SOUTH 

Gall. And I functioned for a few 
seconds in the terrible urgency of a 
single grim compulsion. 

- I stood up and leaned across the 
table and clobbered him. 

He got a glimpse of knuckles 
coming at him, and his face had, for 
a split second, a ludicrous expre�sion 
of surprise. His chair rocked back 
on its rear legs, hung for a moment in 
balance, and then crashed over. He 
hit the floor on his shoulders and 
skidded like a clown on ice, but there 
wasn't  r�ally anything funny about 
it. His head smacked the sharp edge 
of the frame of the sofa Hilda was 
sprawled on, and there was a dull, 
sodden sound like the bursting of a 
rotten melon, and he lay very still 
on his back ,vith his fat  gut rising 
like a strange and ugly growth frOm 
the floor, and it was not funny at 
all. 

Hilda stood up very slowly, the 
movements of her arms and legs 
possessing the unreal quality of ac
tion in slow-motion. She stood look
\'.1g dov,'n a;, Leo. "Jesus," she said. 

Oh, Jesus. 
Hugh Lawson's breath whistled 

shrilly through his nostrds, and Kal • 
.i\fagnus heaved his ponderous bulk 
erect. He turned his eyes from Le9's 
prone carcass to me, and his broad 
face was flat a_nd still and hard as 
stone. 

He said tonelessly, "You tired of 
living, Andy ?" 

I didn 't  bother to answer. I went 
over and knelt beside Leo. I felt  for 
his pulse and found it. Then I passed 
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my hands swiftly over the obvious 
pfaces for a gun, but there was no 
gun on him. I knew he would come 
out of it soon, and I didn't want him 
coming with death in his hand. My 
death, I mean. Chances were it'd 
come soon enough. Soon and sud
den, if I was lucky. Soon and not so 
sudden, if I wasn't. 

Standing, I looked across the body 
at Hilda. Her lips were slightly 
parted, and the tip of her tongue ap
peared between them to slip slowly 
around the red circumference. Her 
eyes were hot and cloudy behind lids 
descending to veil an in tense inner 
excitement. 

On the floor betv,'een us, Leo 
stirred and shuddered and came up 
jerkily from the hips, leaning back 
for support ;igainst braced arms. He 
shook his head from side to side and 
brought one hand fonvard and up 
across his split lips. He sat there on 
the floor and looked in a stupefied 
way at the smear of blood on his 
hand. At last, moving like an old, 
old man, he got one knee under him 
and rose slowly to his feet. His eyes 
were as dull and lifeless as dirty 

•metal disks. They slid from face to 
face until they reached and remained 
on mine, and his voice was a gassy 
whisper escaping th_rough loose teeth 
and blood and swolle.p. flesh. 

"You dirty bastard! You scummy 
little louse! Get out of here! Get the 
hell out of here fast ! And right now 
you better start living it up . .  Right 
now you better start to live up all 
your God-damn life in the next 
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twenty-four hours, because maybe 
you'll have that long and maybe 

.You won't. " 
Hilda took a step toward him, 

lifting one arm with a jerk, as if she 
were breaking ice in the· joints. 
"Look, Leo. It was just one of those 
crazy things. Andy just went nuts 
for a second, that's all. " 

He turned to face her. His man
gled lip� were working, and a trickle 
of saliva leaked out of one corner of 
his mouth and down across his chin. 
"The hell you say ! So we just forget 
all about it, is that it? So we kiss and 
make up ? \Vell, it's nice to know 
yoll're so damn concerned about the 
lousy punk. If that's the ,vay it is, 
maybe you better get the hell out, 
too. " 

"It's not that way, Leo. You 
know it's not that way. " 

His voice broke controls, skidding 
up to a high, feminine scream. "Get 
out ! Get the hell out, you God
damn tramp !" 

She stood very still for a moment, 
her breasts held high against her 
dress, and then she turned without 
speaking and went into the bed
room. She returned immediately in 
mink and went over to the hall door 
and out, still without speaking and 
without looking at any one of us. 
When she was gone, I helped myself 
to my hat and followed. Behind 
me, Leo's shrill voice said, "Don't 
tr)' to run, punk. \Vherever you go, 
wherever you try to hide. . " 

There was more, but I never 
heard it, because I cut it off with the 
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door and went down the hall .to 
the elevator. Hilda had left the car 
in the lobby, and when I'd brought 
it up, Kal and ' Hugh still hadn't 
come out of the apartment. Taking 
time to clear themselves, I thought. 
Making certain that none of Leo's 
trigger men came looking for them 
in whatever good time was conven· 
ient for killing. On the same trip, 
probably, when he came looking for 
me. God knows I couldn't blame 
them. I could blame them in no way 
for not wanting to share Andy 
Corkin's suicide. Descending alone 
in the elevator, I cursed myself in 
the bleak and passionless futility of 
irreparable idiocy, but it only came 
to the same result that most things 
had come to in the life of Andy 
Corkin. To nothing, that is. 

. . Outside by the curb, the taxi was 
waiting with its engine running. The 
back door opened as I came out, and 
I scooted across the sidewalk and 
inside. The taxi lurchetf forward, 
swerving out in to the traffic lane, 
and Hilda came over against me with 
a kind of restrained violence, her 
oody twisting around to a frontal 
approach, her soft mouth hungry 
and aggressive. I snarled fingers in 
her short copper hair and pulled her 
face down so hard that I could feel 
her lips flatten and spread and her 
teeth click sharply against mine. Her 
breath was hot and labored, and after 
a long time she twisted away and fell 
back in the seat, her breasts rising 
and falling in slow cadence with 
deep, ragged gasps. 
POINTS SOUTH 

"Andy," she said. "Andy . .  " 
"I just thought we'd better be 

making hay, honey." 
"Don't say it that way. Don't 

ever say it that way." 
"You heard Leo. Live it up, he 

said. Twenty�four hours, he said." 
"Why, Andy I For God's sake, 

why'd you do it?" 
"I went blind, honey. I saw his fat 

fingers, and I thought of you, and I 
thought of the fingers and you to� 
gether, and so I smashed his ugly 
mo.uth. Besides, maybe it was just 
getting too late. Maybe J'm just a 
sour loser who should've stuck to 
penny ante. Who really knows what 
makes a guy do something crazy? 
He docs it, that's all. First thing he 
knows, it's done." 

"Now what, Andy? What're you 
going to do now?" 

"Something pleasant, I hope. It's 
up to you." 

"You've got to get away, Andy. 
Just till I've had time to try to fix 
things." 

''Run?" 
"Call it what you like. If I can't 

ge"t it fixed, I'll run after you.'' 
I shook my head. "There's no 

place far enough, honey. And if 
there were, there's nothing fast 
enough to get me there." 

"Jesus, Andy, you can't just sit 
and wait for it. There has to be some� 
thing we can do." 

"There is. I said it was up to you. 
Something pleasarrt, J said." 

She came back then, and my 
hands crept in under mink, and it 
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was as if she was trying desperately 
to give me everything in no time at 
all, but a taxi's no place for it, a 
taxi prescribes limits, and so pretty 
soon I said, "\Ve'd better go to my 
place, honey." 

"That's where we're going. I told 
the cabbie." 

"Sweet baby." 
"I can't stay, though, darling." 
"Why the hell not ? " 
"I've got to get back. " 
"To Leo? " 
"Yes." 
"Don't be a fool. He kicked you 

out. Remember? " 
"Look, Andy. It was just because 

he'd been humiliated, and I'd seen it 
happen. It was just because his 
bloated little ego· couldn't stand my 
seeing it. When I get back, it'll be 
different. By that time, he'll be 
wanting me so bad it 'll be stronger 
than anything else, even stronger 
than the effect of my seeing him 
slapped in the chops like a fat brat. " 
Her voice sank to a thin complaint. 
"I've been earning the rent, Andy. 
Believe me, I earn it in plenty of 
service and a thousand futile damn 
regrets." 

"Don't tell me. I don't ,vant to 
hear it." 

"It's for us, Andy. If I left him, 
it still wouldn't clear things for us. 
He'd have us both killed. Can't  you 
see it's for us? You're the only one I 
really ever want it from, darling. 
Just you." 

"You're forgetting something, 
honey. I'm the guy who clobbered 
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him tonight. He's going to have 
me taken care of, anyhow.' '  

"Maybe not. Maybe I can stop 
him. If I go back tonight, I think I 
can stop him. Not entirely, of course. 
He'll want something out of you. 
Something to salvage his pig's van
ity. But I can make it something less 
than death. Then it 'll be you and 
me, Andy, the same as now, and 
there'll be a -- thousand nights to
gether to make up for this one." 

"Sure. You and me. You and me 
and Leo. " 

"\Ve'll find a way to eliminate 
Leo later on. A safe way. Sometime, 
somehow, we'll find a way." 

I was tired. I was a tired, broke, 
sick damn fool, but I had no particu
lar desire to die, and I wanted Hilda 
wholly or on shares, any way I could 
get her whenever she wanted to 

.come. I leaned back in the seat and 
said, "You save it for us, honey. l'll 
be waiting around." 

The tax!" wheeled into my street 
and stopped, and I got out and 
stood beside it on the curb. Hilda 
leaned out after me, her face lifted 
above her white, arched throat, and 
I leaned down and kissed her with
out touching her with anything but 
my lips. Then the taxi pulled us 
apart, and I went inside and upstairs 
alone. 

What do you do with the twenty� 
four hours that may be your last? 
Get drunk? Get religion? Go crazy? 
I guess it depends on who you are, 
how much that next breath means 
to you. For what it signifies, I had 
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one drink, one cigarette, and went 
to bed. I also slept. I slept long and 
well, and when I woke up I saw by 
the watch on my wrist that it was 
far past noon. I got up and oriented, 
and I didn't feel so good, but I didn't 
feel so bad, eitber. Sort of so-so. Sort 
of like almost any garden variety 
day. I \vent into the bathroom and 
showered and shaved and brushed 
the fur off my teeth. I dressed and 
asked myself if I was hungry, and I 
decided that I wasn't hungry but 
that I could do with a drink. I had 
the stuff available, rye and bourbon, 
but I dido 't want a drink alone in 
the·apartment. I wanted a drink in a 
bar. This seemed a reasonable desire 
for a guy \veil into his last time 
around the clock, so I went out to 
gratify it. 

I got the drink at Stony's. Stony 
himself poured it for me. He asked 
me how I was, and I said I \vas all 
right. After drinking half of what 
he'd poured, - I almost believed it. 
Someone in a booth paid a nickel for 
Many Times, which isn't a bad tune 
in itself, but it started me thinking 
about Hilda trying to make Leo see 
that I wasn't \\1orth killing, and that 
wasn't good. I tried to quit thiriking 
about it, but little details kept fore· 
ing their way into my mind which 
may or may not have been parts of 
the way it actually happened, so I 
lifted my drink to finish it, and in 
the process I saw something that 
made me think for a moment that it 
hadn't happened at all. In the mirror 
behind the bar, I saw a character 
POINTS SOUTH 

named Jack Steap, a thin guy with 
a body like ten-gauge wire and a face 
like the edge of a razor. He was a guy 
for hire who worked for Leo Gall 
when Leo needed a fast. profes
sional j ob, and he was standing pre
cisely behind the empty stool on my 
right. One hand was in the pocket 
of his coat, very casually. I felt, sud
denly, dry and withered inside. all 
dead and done and ready for the fire. 

He said softly in a thin tenor 
voice, "Okay, hero. Let's go." 

I turned on the stool, and it was 
then that I realized that he hadn't 
spoken to me at all. His eyes and 
voice were directed toward the cus· 
tomcr on the other side of the empty 
stool. He'd come in a few minutes 
after me, and \Ve were now the onlv 
ones at the bar. He looked like a cof� 
lege guy. He was wearing a hat, but 
the hair that showed below it was 
blond, and I knew it was cut short 
and square on top. I was a little sur· 
prised to see that he still had the 
price of a drink. Hugh Lawson, I 
mean. 

If he ever recognized me, he didn't -
show it. He looked over his shoulder 
at the gunsel and said, "You talking 
to me?" 

"You, hero. Let's go." 
"What the hell you talking 

about?" 
Jack Steap showed his teeth in a 

smile that was all on the plane. No 
depth, no meaning. "You know, 
hero. Just for kicks, though, I'll brief 
you on it. I'm talking about your 
dropping a bundle to Leo Gall last 
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night. I'm talking about your com
ing back later to .reclaim it. It and 
the other lettuce Leo'd won, plus 
fifty grand or so he had lying around 
for household expenses. It was real 
messy, the way you did it. Smashing 
his skull that way. Leo's head was a 
real mess.'' 

Hugh Lawson spun around slowly 
on his stool. His face had gone white 
and slack, and the first wash of fear 
was coming up into his eyes. His 
voice was a sick croak. "You're 
crazy! Leo was alive when I left. Kai 
Magnus and I went together." 

"I know. Kai went and stayed. 
You didn't. You went back." 

"I didn't ! I swear I didn't ! " 
"Sure you swear you didn't. Rut 

you did. You were seen, hero. You 
were seen leaving the apartment by 
someone else who went back. Some
one on Leo's team. So the word went 
out to Leo's boys. So the boys sent 
me out to find you. So here I am. 
And so let's go." 

A greenish tinge began to creep 
into the dead white of Lawson's face. 
It was the face of a man \vho knew 
that nothing he could say would 
make any difference. His mouth 
labored to create sound, but the 
most it managed was a whimper, 
and his eyes slithered around des
perately for help that wasn't there. 
They crossed my face, his eyes, but 
I don't think I registered in them. 
Then he was off the stool and run
ning parallel to the bar. He must 
have in tended to duck around it 
and out the ba�k way into the alley, 
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but he never made it. Jack Steap's 
hand came out of his pocket, and 
there were two muffled detonations 
so close together that they almost 
blended, and Hugh Lawson stopped 
and turned half around and leaped 
back against the bar like a guy who 
might have stopped in for a short 
beer. After a moment, he slipped 
down to a sitting position and top
pled over sideways. 

There was a long moment of dead 
silence in the bar, and then the five 
or six customers in booths got up 
and out before the cops got in. 

Jack Steap walked down along the 
bar, stepped over Lawson's body, 
and went on out the way Lawson 
had wanted to go. 

I went that way myself. I went 
out into the alley and down the 
alley to the street and back to my 
apartment. 

I went inside and closed the door 
and leaned back against it with my 
eyes closed. Something was hurting 
inside me, and the hurting was re
lated to the death of Hugh Lawson. 
He was a guy I hadn't known well 
and had neither liked nor disliked, 
but I didn't want him dead at the 
hands of a thin weasel like Jack 
Steap for the sake of a fat pig like 
Leo Gall. Not even when his death 
was maybe my salvation. 

Hilda's voice said, "\Vhat's the 
matter, darling?" 

I opened my eyes, and there she 
was. She was there like something 
beautiful and warm and real that I 
needed like hell. I started for her, 



and she started for me, and we met 
and merged somewhere between our 
starting places. 

"It's all right, darling, " she said. 
"Leo's dead. " 

"I know he's dead. So's Hugh 
Lawson. 1 j ust saw him shot down in 
Stony's place." 

"Leo's boys think Hugh's the one 
who killed Leo. " 

."I,,knmv. That's what the gunsel 
said. 

"Don't vou see what it means, 
darling? It 'means you and me in the 
open. You and me without a worry. 
\Ve can go away for awhile. South, I 
think. Somewhere a long way south 
of the border. " 

"Using what for money? " 
She broke out of my arms then 

and went for her purse in a chair. It 
was a big job, almost as big as an 
overnight bag, one of these things on 
a strap that's ,.vorn over the shoulder. 
She picked it up and brought it 
back and turned it upside down, and 
paper began to fall out. Green paper. 
I thought it'd never quit falling. It 
fell and spread and piled up around 
my feet. 

I raised mv eves to her face, and 
it ,vas still th�· l�vdiest face I'd ever 
seen, smooth and creamy under 
copper, with a bright and gifted 
mouth and smoky eyes. 

"You, " I said. "You killed Leo 
and put the finger on Lawson. " 

She shook her head. "No. I put 
the finger on Lawson, all right, but 
I didn't kill Leo. " . , · 

"Lawson really did, then?" 
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"No. Neither me nor Lawson. " 
"Who? " 
She looked at me and smiled-and 

said, "You did, darling. " 
I reached out and took her bv the 

shoulders and dug in. "What the 
hell's this? I never went back there. " 

"I know you didn't. Look. Andy. 
\Vhen I was a kid on southside. I 
used to watch the fellows play ball in 
the street. One day a kid we called 
Fats got hit in the head with a bat. 
He was out for a few minutes, and his 
head hurt for a \vhile, but pretty 
soon he started to play again, and it 
1vas almost half an hour later when 
he dropped dead. Concussion acts 
like that sometimes, and that"s' the 
wav Leo died. You remember how 
his' head smacked the sharp frame 
of the sofa? He got up and chased us 
out, and he got ready for bed, and he 
dropped dead. " 

"\Vait a minute. The gunsd said 
his head was a mess. " 

"That was just for looks, darling. 
He was already dead when I got 
back. If I'd left him the way I found 
him, it would've been easy to figure 
what had really happened. "  

"So you mess him up  and help 
yourself to his money and finger an 
innocent guy for the rap." 

"ror you, darling. For you and 
me 

"You think I'd \ouch the lousy 
money now? Or you?" 

"Yes, darling. The money and 
me. Without us, it's so much paper. 
\Vith us, it's more fun than you ever 
dreamed of in that place we'll find 
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below the border." 
I kept on looking at her, and I 

kept · on wanting her, in spite of 
everything, and I told myself that 
there's a point beyond which you 
can't go. You can skirt the dark 
edge, you can do things that later 
make you sick to your stomach, but 
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there's a point beyond which you 
can't go if your soul is ever to be 
your own again. That's what I told 
myself, and I told myself that I had 
reached the ·point.  

Now I'll tell you something: it's 
hot down here. It's hot as hell below 
the border. 
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Other guys' /athers played with them and liked them. Bruce's 
father hated him - so Bruce decided to do something about it. 

8Y JOHN M. SITAN 

B
RUCE BARLOW took a long puff on 

the cigarette and blew the 
smoke out. He had taken a pack of 
cigarettes from one of the several 
cartons his father kept in a closet off 
the . kitchen. Bruce was taking an· 

other puff when he was struck on the 
side of the head and knocked to the 
basement floor. The open pack of 
cigarettes scattered around him. He 
had been sitting on an apple crate 
behind the furnact. His father stood 
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over him, stern-faced. It was the 
first time Bruce had ever tried smok
ing. He was eleven years old. 

Bruce had two other brothers and 
a sister. The two brothers were a 
year older then he, and twins. His 
sister was three years older. Bruce 
was the only one out of the family 
who had ever stood up to his father. 
He had been punished often and it 
was seldom that his back wasn't 
angry with purple \velts. He had not, 
as his brothers and sister, learned to 
give in completely to his father's 
iron will. 

Bruce looked up at his father for 
a moment and then scrambled to his 
feet and ran into the back yard . His 
father shouted and came out of the 
basement a moment later carrying a 
length of lath he had taken up from 
the kindling pile for the fireplace. 
He didn't see Bruce fat a moment 
and then located him on the other 
side of the garden patch next to 
the tomato vine racks. He started 
purposefully toward his son and 
was hit by the first ripe tomato of 
the four B ruce held lightly in the 
crook of his arm. The second tomato 
missed and the third hit an elbow. 
The fourth was a strike on the fore
head and left a dribble over the en
raged man's face. 

Bruce turned and ran up the alley 
as h.i_s father stumbled in blind anger 
across the garden patch toward him. 
\Vhen he turned at the alley's en
trance to run up the street he glanced 
back to see his father standing in the 
alley opposite th·e back yard gate. 
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He was shouting and one fist was 
raised in an angry gesture. 

Bruce did not stop running until 
he reached the cave he had found 
above the river that wound through 
Leavemvorth, the small to�vn he 
lived in. He waited a long time back 
in the shadO\vS of the cave. Occa
sionally he looked out. 'When he had 
first reached his cave he had been 
short of breath and his body had 
shaken uncontrollably. 

The tears did not come until he 
had been there a \vhile. \Vhen he was 
finally quiet he began to mold some 
of the clay from the \vall of his cave 
into balls. When he had formed four 
balls he made two large ones. It was 
a painstaking process but he finally 
molded the shapes into the recogniz
able form of a family group. Three 
boys, a girl and a mother and father. 
When he had finished this work he 
paused to stare at them. He looked 
down at the river after a while and 
then ran down to its bank. The clay 
figures were left behind. The father 
and one boy figure had been paired 
apart from the rest of the group. A 
small twig serVed as a threatening 
father's hand over the clay lump 
representing the boy. 

A pathway followed the winding 
course of the river. Bruce walked 
along it. Sometimes he marched mili
tarily and other times he kicked and 
shuffled his feet. At one place the 
pathway lifted up over a bluff leav
ing the river below. \Vhen Bruce 
looked down from the edge of the 
bluff he saw a ma-n and boy sitting 
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beside the river fishing. He recog
nized the boy as a friend of his from 
school. The maq was the boy's 
father. As Bruce watched the man 
put his hand on the boy's shoulder 
and they both laughed. 

There was a loose rock on the path 
and Bruce picked it up and threw it 
violently in the water not far from 
the two below. He ducked back so 
they could not look up and see him. 
The laughter. stopped and Bruce 
quickly ran back into the woods 
where he Could not be seen if the 
father and son should come up to 
the bluff to investigate. He was smil
ing as he ducked behind a bush. He 
lay behind the bush for several min
utes and when no one appeared he 
frowned. Suddenly he gritted his 
teeth and kicked violently into the 
.dirt and pounded his fist against the 
earth. He waited longer but no one 
came up the bluff to investigate. He 
began crying, holding his sobs in, 
and again pounded his fist on tile 
earth. For several moments he 
pounded harder and harder. Finally 
his desperate .anger abated and he 
walked to the edge of the bluff again 
and carefully peered over the edge. 

The boy and man were still fishing 
quietly below. It was a contented 
scene. They had paid no particular 
attention to Bruce's thrown rock. 
The boy had just caught a fish and 
his father was watching him take it 
from the hook and drop it in their 
fish creel. For an hour Bruce watched 
the two below until they finally left. 
When they walked away the man 
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put his hand on the boy's shoulder 
and they talked earnestly. Before 
they went out of sight around a bend 
of the river they were laughing to
gether again. 

When Bruce got baCk to his cave 
the little figures he had molded 
earlier were where he had left them. 
He sat down for a whi1e and listlessly 
moved the group of mother and chil
dren with his finger. He did not 
touch the father and boy. He sat 
quietly for a long while and then as 
i t  started getting dark he stood up. 
He took a small piece of chocolate 
from his pocket and ate it hungrily. 
His glance fell on the figures of the 
boy and father. Stooping he care
fully twisted the arms of the father 
doll off. When he had done that he 
smiled triumphantly and picked the 
doll up and jabbed at it with his 
finger. I t  ,vas almost shapeless when 
he clenched his fist and slammed it 
into the blob of clay that had been 
the father doll. He dropped the 
lump of day at the cave entrance 
way and began stampi'Ilg on it. He 
did not stop until he had stamped 
the lump into the ground. 

It was almost totally dark when he 
left the cave. He walked slowly home 
stopping before a drug store on a 
corner two blocks from his home. He 
finally went in. The druggist did not 
bother Bruce when he b_egan thumb
ing through comic magazines. Bruce 
had looked at a half dozen when his 
gaze began wandering from. the 
comic magazine he held and to the 
door. He was chewing on his lower 
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lip when he finally got up and left 
the drug store. 

At his home he found the back 
porch light on. He stood for awhile 
looking at· the house from the alley. 
Suddenly the door opened and one 
of his brothers brought out a paper 
sack of garbage and put it in the 
garbage can. As his brother was go
ing back to the house the back door 
again opened and his father stood 
there looking out into the dark. 
Bruce watched from behind a tele
phone pole in the alley until the 
door closed. \Vhen the door had re
mained closed for several moments 
he walked to the gate and stood 
there with his hand on the latch 
catch. The back door to the house 
remained closed. Finally Bruce went 

' into the vard." He walked to where 
he could 'sec his family. They were 
sitting down to dinner. He saw that 
no plate had been set out on the 
table for him. 

Bruce almost ran when his father 
turned and l(?,<Jked directly at him. 
But it was dark where he stood and 
his father had not in reality been 
looking at him. Bruce watched as 
his father ·handed around a large pot 
roast. It was followed with potatoes 
and gravy and a salad. 

\Vhen Bruce d-id move he went to 
a basement window. He felt with 
the tips of his fingers until he found 
a tiny hole drilled at one edge of the 
window. He took a curved wire 
from his pocket and inserted it in 
the hole. A Catch slipped inside and 
the window opened easily. 
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It was dark in the basement and 
Bruce lowered himself carefully 
through the window. Moving with 
his arms outstretched across· the 
floor he found the first of three 
beams that supported the floor above. 
Stepping up on a crate he reached 
in to a space between the floor 
stringers and took down a small 
flashlight. 

Bruce held his hand over the end 
of the flashlight before turning it on. 
The light showing was controlled by 
the clenching or loosening of his fist. 
\Vhen he was under the dining room 
he stopped to listen to the muffled 
voices above. He stood listening un
til the meal \\;as over. His mother 
was worried about him. His father 
was not. His father expected him 
to come home as he had before when 
he'd run awav. Bruce heard his 
father instruct �ne of his brothers to 
get him his razor strop from upstairs 
as the meal ended. His father also 
orGered his brothers and sister to 
their rooms. His father was not in 
the habit of whipping him before 
an audience. 

Shortly afterward his mother 
went to her sewing room. His father's 
footsteps sounded heavy as they 
went to the kitchen. He heard the 
back door open and a moment later 
his father's legs went by the base
ment window against the shining 
porch light .  Bruce watched as his 
father look around the yard and 
finally came back to the house. The 
footsteps went into the living room. 
There was the slight scraping sound 
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as a chair was moved on the floor 
aboYe. 

Bruce turned on his flashlight ·again and searched in a corner until 
he found a coil of piano wire hidden 
at the back of a shelf holding cans of 
paint. \Vhen he had uncoiled the 
wire he went to the stairway leading 
down into the basement and fas· 
tened one end of the steel wire to a 
hooked nail on the stairwell. He 
stretched the wire across a stair five 
steps up from the basement floor 
and fastened it to another nail. He 
tested the wire to see that it was 
tight and then went to the basement 
door and unlocked it. He had gone 
to the door when he heard his father 
stir upstairs. He stood by the door 
until he \\1as sure thar_his father was 
moving no longer. 

B ruce next uncovered a card
board box hidden under stacked 
newspapers. He took the splintered 
remains of several broken glass gal
lon jugs from it. He placed the 
broken shards of glass at the bottom 
of the stairwell. He then stood on 
the wash tub to unscrew the light 
bulb that lighted the utility room 
and the bottom of the stairwell. He 
replaced it with a burned-out bulb 
that had been in the cardboard box. 
The good bulb he put on the shelf 
with the paint cans. 

Using his flashlight he traced a 
pathway from the stairway to the 
basement door. He removed a basket 
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of dirty clothes from his pathway 
and tested its clearance by retracing 
it silently in the dark several times. 
When he was ready B ruce tipped 
over a crate near the basement door 
and listened. His father's, footsteps 
were quick and the door leading 
down into the basement opened sud
denly. His father stood in the square 
of light at the top of the stairway. 

Bruce heard his father call and 
then an exasperated oath as the light 
switch snapped back and forth. 
\\Then his father finally came down 
the stairs Bruce waited with calm 
inviolabilitv. There was a sudden 
grunt and ; startled cry. 

B ruce ran forward and removed 
the wire that was now slack. He 
heard his father groan and a ques
tioning call from his mother up
stairs. In a moment he was out of the 
basement door and back in the dark 
alley. 

BruCe waited in the alley until 
an ambulance came. After a while 
his father was taken out to the am
bulance. His father's face was cov
ered with a sheet. A man was hold
ing his mother and leading her back 
into the house. 

B ruce waited a moment longer 
until the ambulance was driving 
away before he opened the back 
yard gate. He deliberately let it slam 
loudly. He was humming under his 
breath as he walked boldly up to the 
kitchen door. 
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The Murder Market 
BY H.  H.  HOLMES 

M
't'STER Y fans can, and will, 
argue all night as to the 

proper place of humor in the mur
der novel. .Most will admit that a 
ccrtaii:i ain_ount of wi_t a,�d lively ob
servat10n 1s not anuss m any type 
of writing, and that a j udicious 
proportion of humor in murder has 
a tradition that goes back through 
Hammett and Doyle to Poe, and 
even beyond him, to the murder 
plays of Shakespeare and Euripides. 

For those of you who, like me and 
Euripides, relish a little absurdity 
along with your tragedy and in
tensely regret the absence from re
cent publishers' catalogs of the two 
masters of humorous homicide, Alice 
Tilton and Richard Shattuck, the 
most diverting item in many months 
is Richard Powell's Say It With 
Bullets (Simon & Schuster, $2.50) . 
It 's hard to think of anybody, in 
or out of the mystery field, who 
writes quite such smoothly enter
taining dialog as I\fr. PO\vell, or who 
has quite so much fun pitting hero 
and heroine in an all-out Battle of 
the Sexes while allowing each to be 
a likable human individual rather 
than a slick automaton . He has a 
good, almost \Voolrich-like sus
pense-pursuit plot to frame his hu
mor this time, and incidentally he 
conducts the reader on a guided tour 

of 'Wyoming, Utah, Nevada and 
California, with descriptions at least 
as accurate as those in any guide
book, and much funnier. In all, 
it 's a most neatly blended novel, and 
one only wishes that such charm
ingly unserious specimens turned up 
more often. 

As often happens, the latest Mr. 
and Mrs. North novel is less overtly 
funny than their radio and TV ad
ventures. The Lockridges' Curtain 
for a fester (Lippincott, $2.50) is, 
indeed, a sort of diatribe against the 
crude humor exemplified by the 
practical joker and novelty-shop 
gagstcr, and draws so poisonous a 
pen-sketch of such a character that 
one greets his murder with cheers. 
The stock and workings of a Novelty 
Emporium make for some strikingly 
macabre situations; the detective 
puzzle is a strong and solid one; and 
serious though the general tone 
may be, there are bound to be cap
tivating moments of humor in any 
novel featuring Pam North, who 
this time is trying to prove that cats' 
understand human character - a 
theory which markedly fails to im
press the cats, who have better 
things to do. 

You may remember a fine hu
morous story of swindling and a sort 
of screwball j ustice, The Loaded 



Tourist, in ,vfanhunt, 1farch, 1953 ; 
now that and six similar adventures: 
of Simon Templar are gathered to
gether in Leslie Charteris' -The Saint 
in Europe (Crime ·Club, $2.75),  the 
first new Saint book in five years and 
a \\'holly amusing one. 

End of humor in recent detection ; 
now to more serious matters : 

CHARACTER AND KILLING : \Villiam 
Campbell Gault moves from a fine 
novel of prizefighting (The Canvas 
Coffin) to an equally detailed and 
believable study of Little Theatre 
people in Blood on the Boards (Dut
ton, $2.50). Prose and plot-move
ment are as hard-punching as in the 
boxing story ; and I can't  think of a 
book in a dozen vears that has so 
accurately shown 1:he real, unglam
orous side of hardworking amateur 
acting. I'm beginning to think 
there's no subject this boy Gault 
can't write about sharply and con
vincingly. Val Gielgud essays a 
highly complex job of detcction-by
character-analysis in Ride for a Fall 
(:Morrow, $3) ,  the story of a minor 
British diplomat who jumped off a 
New York windowledge . . .  be
cause he was a traitor, or because he 
was a failure in his private life? The 
answer is something of an anti
climax ; but the buildup is skilled 
and suspeilseful, and deals with 
Communist espio,iage in a far more 
-plausible way than most recent fic
tion. Another complex and tor
mented figure is the hero of Gordon 
Davis' I Came To Kill (Gold Medal, 
25c), an innocent fugitive from a 
THE ML'RDER MARKET 

murder charge so embittered as to 
hire out as a professional assassin in 
a South American revolution. The 
echoes of Hemingway's Bell may 
toll a little too · frequently; but it's 
still an absorbing off�trail suspense 
item. The echoes in Wade Miller's 
South of the Sun (Gold Medal, 25c) 
are those of Vicki Baum 's Grand 
Hotel - same technique of a half
dozen unrelated personal plots grad
ually crossing in a luxury hotel, this 
time in Acapulco, with the plots 
fused by the almost innocent debut 
as sneakthief and murderer of an 
unobtrusive bellhop. It's an adroitly 
told story - and might make as 
good a film as the Baum classic. 

THE SCIENCE OF DEDUCTION : An� 
drew Garve, who has in the past 
shown himself equally skillful at the 
deductive puzzle and the novel of 
character, combines them in The 
Cuckoo Line Affair (Harper, $2.50), 
which starts off as a serious study ·of 
an admirable aging eccentric who is 
unexpectedly charged with assault 
in a railway carriage, and goes on to 
an elaborate "pure " detective story 
of timetables and tide-schedules, at
tractively investigated by a Bright 
Young Couple of mystery writers. 
The focal character of the eccentric 
gets somewhat los t ;  but in exchange 
you'll receive much of the best for
mal detection to cross the Atlantic 
in some time. Shortly after this col� 
umn appears, -America's master of 
strict deduction, Ellery Queen, will 
celebrate his Silver Anniversary as a 
myste.ry writer. I haven't seen the 
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Anniversary book yet, but in prepa
ration you might look into The Scar
let Letters (Little, Brown, $3) ,  one of 
the most experimental Queen jobs, 
in which Ellery spends 1 94 pages as 
onlooker to a curious love affair, and 
then steps in as deductionist to solve 
the resultant murder. Some old 
Queen fans may, like me, find it dis
appointing - and others refreshing. 
Even further off the deductive trail 
is Josephine Tcy's recently revived 
1 929 novel, The 1'1dn in tl1e Queue 
(Macmillan, $2,75), in which the 
most orthodox and intelligent Scot
land Yard methods of Inspector 
Grant lead to a most unorthodox 
(and, for a reviewer, unmentionable) 
conclusion. Prose and characteriza
l on are as suhtly flawless as in more 
recent Tcy books; and whatever you 
think of the ending, you'll have a 
wonderful time reaching it .  

SHERLOCK HOLMES : The character 
of the greatest deducer of them all 
is superlatively analyzed in S. C. 
Roberts' Holmes & lVatson : A ,\1is
ce//any (Oxford, $3) ,  a collection of 
all Dr. Roberts' many writings on 
the subject over a period of twenty
odd years. adding up to probably the 
best book on the immortal detective 
since Vincent Starrett'.s The Private 
Life of 5/,edoci( Holmes, 

THE FACTS OF DEATH : This depart
ment doesn 't  usually list paperback 
reprints ; there are too many to keep 
up with. But an exception must be 
made for Russell Croose's collection 
of twel\'e unsolved New York mur
ders, Afurder TVon't Out (Pennant, 
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25c),  scarce and out of print for 
twenty years, and eminently de
serving revival a t  this attractive 
price;  among American - collections 
of murder essays i t  ranks not far 
after the books of Edmund Pearson. 
The Girl in Poison Cottage by Rich
ard H, Hoffmann, M,D,, and Jim 
Bishop (Gold Medal, 25c) is more 
cruddy written and less objectively 
reported than previous volumes in 
this fine series of condensed trial 
transcripts; but i ts subject - the 
sordid, shocking, and still perplexing 
Creighton-Appelgate case on Long 
Island in 1 935 - is so intensely fas
cinating that one could o\'erlook 
worse flaws in this first full-length 
treatment .  
, , , AND SOME OTHERS 

Cartoon books seem to be gcttrng 
more and more popular of late -
and deservedly so. Several fine ones 
have appeared of late :  for example, 
a devastating book of sketches en
titled Dreams of Glory by William 
Steig (Duell, Sloan and Pearce; 
$3 ,95) ,  For tho,se who've seen the 
omnibus Steig Album, reviewed here 
last month, no further \\'ord is ncccs- · 
sary. For the others : this is the first 
appearance in book form of Steig's 
famous series depicting those gran- · 
diose fantasies you, too, used to have 
when you ,vere y�mnger. There's a 
hilarious ring of truth to the book ; 
if nothing else, these drawings will 
enable you to understand your own 
bewildering offspring a lot better. 

Another highly recommended car-
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toon book is Walt Kelly's latest ad
dition to the saga of the world's most 
surprising possum: The Pogo Papers 
(Simon and Schuster, $ 1.00) . Pogo
philes don't need this recommenda
tion ; they've undoubtedly pur
chased the book already. If you're 
one of the few benighted souls who 
has never heard of Pogo, Albert 
Alligator, Churchy the Owl, Porky
pine and the other inhabitants of 
Okefenokee Swamp Township, this 
book will serve as a formal introduc
tion. There's nobody else quite like 
\Valt Kelly now in print - which is 
a shame. 

The Best Cartoons from France 
(Simon and Schuster, $2.95) is a 
somewhat uneven collection of Gal
lic humor which is, nevertheless, 
\vorth your attention. Though an 
occasional cartoon may not strike 
you as hilarious (and though a few, 
frankly, are bewildering) the general 
level of the book is high, and it con-
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tains several master-strokes, from 
the drawing-�oards of France's fore� 
most cartoomsts. 

Not a cartoon book, but having 
something of the same quality in 
its incisive, colorful prose pictures, 
Monster Midway by William Lind
say Gresham definitely deserves your 
attention. Gresham, of course, is the · 
author of Ni!{htmare Alley, and Man
hunt-readers will recall his fine story, 
Teaser, which appeared some issues 
ago. In A1onster Afidway his subject 
is that completely different way of 
life known as "the carnival," and it 
ranks among the most startling 
books of the last few years. Gresham 
is an exper:t knife-thrower, magician 
and "mind reader " .and has tried 
his hand at fire-eating; he obviously 
knows his subject and loves it. He'll 
make you love it, too. The book is 
published by Rinehart, and priced 
at $3 -75. 
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T
HE TI-UNG 1 wa�t 
to get across 1s 

that I'm an honest 
man. In all my years 
of public service I've 
never accepted a dis
honest cent. 

In most other re
spects too I think I'm 
what society calls a 
"gocxl citizen."  I'm a 
kind father and a good 
husband. I 'm active 
in church and com· 
munity affairs. And 
even beyond that ,  
I've devoted my whole 
life to public service. 
6i 

It isn't a matter of honesty. 
There's nothing else I cqn 
do. I've got to play along 
with the syndicate - or else. 

BY· RICHARD DEMING 

At the moment I 
serve as district at
torney of St.  Michael 
County. 

In case my stressing 
of my respectability 
gives you the idea I 
am building up to 
confessing some crime, 
I 'd better explain that 
I'm not. I don't  want 
to create a false im
pression .  I merely 
have a choice to make. 

No matter how I 
choose I'll remain a 
solid and respected 
citizen. If I choose 



one way, I can look fonvard to 
spending the rest of my life pleas
antly but unexcitingly in private law 
practice, probably at a better in
come than my salary as district 
attorney. If I choose the other way, 
almost certainly I will be my state's 
next governor and possibly, though 
I admit improbably, even end my 
political career in the White House. 

The only way I can explain my 
position is to say I drifted into it. 
Each compromise with my moral_ 
precepts seemed so small at the time, 
and the consequences of not com
promising seemed so drastic, even 
now when I look back I can't hon
estly blame myself. 

I can't really blame the System 
either, for that would merely be 
blaming all humanity. 

My first contact with what I haYe 
come to think of as the "System " 
was over the Max Bloom case, when 
I was a green young assistant district 
attorney. I was twenty-six at the 
time, and the junior of eight as
sistants. 

Max Bloom was a bookie, and 
there was nothing exceptional about 
the case. Two officers had raided his 
bookshop, caught Max in the act of 
accepting bets and placed him under 
arrest. Since there seemed to be no 
possible defense, I contemplated a 
single appearance in court, where 
the defendant undoubtedly would 
plead guilty and accept the usual 
fine. 

Instead, Big Joey Martin dropped 
in to see me. 
TiiE CHOICE 

I knew who Big Joey was, though 
I had never before met him. He was 
political boss of the Sixth and Sev
en th Wards, and also reputed to 
have some sort of connection with 
organized gambling. He was a huge 
man, at least six feet four and weigh· 
ing probably two hundred and sev
enty pounds. Some of this was mus· 
de, but a good deal of it was plain 
fat. 

He came into my cubbyhole -office 
without knocking, carefully lowered 
himself into a chair, squirmed until 
he was comfortable and began fan'
ning himself with his hat. 

"You George Kenneday?" he 
asked when these preliminaries were 
over. 

I nodded. 
"I guess you know who I am." 
I nodded again. "Joey Martin." 
For a moment or two the fat man 

merely fanned himself with his hat. 
Then he said, "They tell me you 
got the prosecution against Maxie 
Bloom." 

I nodded for the third time. 
"Somebody slipped up. It a in't 

!vfaxie's turn for two more months, 
and he's sorer than hell about losing 
two weeks' business. I tried to tcU 
him I'd get his next tumble pos.t� 
poned two months overtime, but I 
can't talk no sense into his head. 
He's kind of a gsycho, you know. 
I'm afraid he'll blow his lid in court 
and start yammering to the judge 
about getting his protection money 
back. So I think we better work out 
a dismissal or something. " 



I looked at the man with my 
mouth open. "Are you asking me to 
drop charges against a la\\·'_breaker? " 

"A lawbreaker ? "  Joey Martin re
peated in a surprised tone. "Maxie's 
a bookie, not no criminal." He eyed 
me narrowly, then said, "I ain't ask
ing you nothing if you're going to 
get horsey about it. I guess I just 
took it for granted you knew the 
setup. Forget I bothered you." 

Heaving himself to his feet, he 
nodded indilferentlv and amhled out 
of my office. And I was so flabber
gasted by the whole performance, I 
just sae there open-mouthed and 
watched him go. 

Fifteen minutes later I was called 
into the office of First Assistant Dis
t rict Attorney Clark Gleason. 

"How are you, George? " Gleason 
said in a friendly voice, \Vaving me 
to a chair. "Beginning to get the feel 
of things I "  

I told him I was getting along fine. 
"Reason I called you in, George, 

I'm taking over the !-.fax Bloom.case 
myself. Mind dropping the folder 
next time you pass my office? " 

Carefully I folded my hands in 
my lap. "Has Joey Martin been to 
see you, Mr. Gleason? " 

"Well, yes. As a matter of fact, 
he just left. " 

"I see. Mr. Gleason, only a few 
minutes ago Joey �artin practically 
ordered me to get Bloom's charge 
dismissed. He said something about 
protection money and that Bloom's 
arrest had been a mistake in timing 
on the part of the police. When I 
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started to jump him, he seemed 
more surprised than alarmed, and 
walked out. Now I learn he's been 
to see you, and you're taking on·r 
Bloom's case. I think I'm entitled to 
an explanation. " 

Gleason examined me thought
fully for a long time before ans\vcr
ing. Eventually he asked, "Why dn 
you think I'm taking over the case ?" 

I said with a mixture of caution 
and belligerence, "I must be mis

. taken, Mr. Gleason, but on the 
surface it looks as though this office 
takes orders from a two-bit racke
teer. " 

Gleason's smile was rueful, but it 
didn't contain any anger. "This 
office doesn't take orders from am·
one, George. But sometimes we ha�·e 
to do political favors. Do you know 
who Joey Martin is ? " 

"Sure. A professional gambler." 
"A little more than that, George. 

Joey is the boy who deliYers the 
votes.down in the Sixth and SeYenth 
Wards. All the votes. Election after 
election he turns out a solid majority 
for the party. In return he occasion
ally asks a small favor. Never much 
of a favor and never very often. It's 
just practical politics to go along 
when he asks. " 

"Evell if you have to violate you·r 
oath of office? " 

"Oh, for cripes sake, George, " 
Gleason said impatiently. " .Max 
Bloom isn't a murderer or bank rob
ber. Everybody knows bookshops 
are tolerated in St. Michael and 
what raids are made are only token 
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raids. "l\vo weeks after his trial Max 
would be back in business in the 
same spot even if we got a convic
tion.'' 

I said, "\Vhat you're saying in 
effect is that this office knows the 
police deliberately protect illegal 
bookshops. EYen that they accept 
protection money for it. Yet we con
done it because it wouldn't be prac
tical politics to crack down. \Vhy 
doesn't the D .. -\. swear out warrants 
for everybody concerned, including 
a few crooked cops?" 

"Because nex t election there 
would be a new district a ttorney. If 
you intend to follow a political ca
reer, George, now is as good a time 
as any to learn the hard facts of po
litical life. \Ve're aware that the po
lice to some extent connive with 
Joey and his kind, and we don't  ap
prove of it. But attempting to stop 
it would be tilting at windmills. No 
one in this office has any direct con
nection with men like Joev and no 
one receives any payoff. But as a 
matter of practical politics we some
times have to rub the backs of such 
men, because it's the votes con
trolled by ward leaders like Joey 
Martin that keep our p,nty in power. 
Call it a violation of public t rust if 
you want, but what's the allerna
tive ? Kicking Joey out of the office 
and having two wards refuse to back 
John Doud for D .. \. in the next 
primary?" 

"Your job and mine a ren't elec
tive," I said. "\Ve're appointed." 

"By the D.A.," Gleason agreed. 
TIIE CHOICE 

"\Vhosc job is elective. And you're 
only kidding yourself if you think 
your appointment was entirely on 
merit. Weren' t  you sponsored by 
someone?'' 

Reluctantly I adl)litted, "�!y l'n
cle Crosby is an alderman." 

\Vhen I left Gleason's office there 
was no question in my mind that the 
whole system was wrong in spite of 
the fi rst assistant D .. \.'s glib argu
ment about practical politics. But I 
couldn't think of anywhere to go 
½·ith a complaint. It would haYe 
been silly to go to the police, who 
seemed to be party . to the arrange
ment. And j ust as silly to expect 
action from the D .. -\. or any other 
elected official who owed aliegiance 
to the Svstem. 

In th; end I did nothing, justify� 
ing myself by d�ciding I would have 
taken some kind of action if I had 
been asked to get .;\fax Bloom a dis
missal myself. But since the case had 
been taken out of mv hands, there 
really wasn't  any acti�n I could take. 

Looking back, I still can't see any
thing I could have done. I have come 
to regard the Max Bloom case as the 
first compromise with my principles, 
but in a way it  wasn' t  a compromise 
at all. At least not in an active sense. 
All I actually did was accept a si tua
tion about which I could do nothing. 
How many sincerely honest men in 
the same position would have done 
anything else? 

Would you have? 
It was nearly four years before I 
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was called upon to make the next big 
compromise, though in the mean
time I found myself making more 
and more small ones. Even now I 
can't put my finger on any one point 
of my career and say, "Here is where 
I should have resisted,"  because it 
\\·as a gradual process. The mere 
mental act of accepting the System 
as a necessary evil of politics opened 
the way for greater and greater de
partures from what I knew to be 
right.  

Y ct if I had the chance to live this 
period over, I know my reactions 
would be the same. There was no 
fighting the System. Either you con
formed, or you retired to private 
life. ,-\nd since the party had begun 
to regard me as a bright young man 
with a political future, I conformed. 

�1y gro,ving influence in local 
party affairs ,ms largely the result of 
the reputation I ,vas gaining as a 
prosecutor. Actually this reputation 
was based almost entirely on a single 
murder case ,d1ich the papers seemed 
to think 1 had handled with some 
brilliance, but the party didn't care 
about that. \Vhat counted ,•,;as that 
I had the public's confidence. As a 
result when Clark Gleason resigned 
to accept a job in the State'_, At
tornq·'s office. I was appointed first 
assistant district attorney in his 
place. 

During this four years I learned a 
lot about hmY the System operated. 
For the most part what Clark Glea
son had told me was quite true. 
Most elected officials were honest 
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men who had no direct connection 
with the underworld-controlled po
litical machine which maintained 
them in office. Yet the influence of 
,vard leaders such as Joey 1'-1artin 
was tremendous. In return for the 
votes necessarv to elect them, offi
cials usually found it expedient to 
,vink at the illegal side activities of 
Joey and his kind. and occasionally 
grant favors which came close to 
criminal conspiracy. 

At the time I was appointed first 
assistant district attorney I hadn't 
held, or even run for, any electiYe 
office, but I was aware of hints 
within the party that I might make 
a good district attorney when old 
John Doud finally decided to retire. 
I kept these hinis alive by actively 
engaging in party affairs, which 
brought me in frequent contact with 
local political bosses. 

\\Tith an eye on my future, I de
liberately cultivated friendly rela
tions with these men, with the result 
that I ,ms asked for a lot of minor 
favors. For example, \\Tillie Tamm, 
president of the Dock Worker's 
Local and also party leader of the 
three wards in the dock area, rou
tine-Iv mailed me his traffic tickets to 
have" fixed. 

Manv similar minor favors were 
asked o·f me, but the one big favor I 
performed was done tacitly \Yithout 
being mentioned by anyone. This 
was a passive favor. It was simply 
closing my eyes to the rackets going 
on in the districts run by the men 
who controlled the votes. 
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That is, this was rny one big fa
vor prior to the cn·ning Timothy 
Grange called at my house. 

Tim Grange ranh-d higher both 
politically and in the underv .. ·orld 
than Big Joey \ lartin. He owned the 
wire sen·ice which brought horse 
race results into town from all over 
the coun trv, and his business was 
leasing th[s sen-ice to individual 
bookies. He aho controlled the party 
organization for the entire East Side, 
including the t,,·o wards run by Joey 
Martin. 

Grange was one of the men whose 
friendship 1 had been deliberately 
cultivating. but aside from passing 
time with him at a number of po
litical rallies, "·e hadn't  had much 
contact prior to the friday evening 
he unexpectedly showed up at my 
house. 

He was a tall. slim man in his late 
forties with iron gray hair. He ar
rived about nine o'clock, after both 
the children were in bed. \Vhen he 
rather ncrvouslv refused \ farv's of
fer of a drink ·with the stat�ment 
that he had urgent business with 
me, she went into another room and 
left us alone in the front room. 
Grange stated his business at once. 

' ' ;\Iy kid"s in a jam, George. Tim 
Jr. He's killed a man."  

The abruptness of it startled me. 
"My God 1" I said. · '\lurder?" 

He shook his head in nervous im
patience. · 'A traffic accident. He ran 
over a pedestrian at Fourth and 
Locust about an hour ago . .  --\n old 
man named Abraham Swartz. I j ust 
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checkc:<l with City Hospital, ·and the 
man's dead . ' '  

"Oh," I said, partially relieved 
that it wasn't  as serious as I first 
thought. "\Vas i t  Tim's fault?" 

Grange paced up and down a mo
ment before answering. Then he 
said, "He says he \\.:asn 't speeding. 
At least not much. He claims he was 
going about thirty-five in a thirty 
mile zone when this Swartz suddenlv 
stepped from the curb right in fro1;t 
of him." 

" I  see. Then what are you upset 
about?  It's unfortunate, but those 
things . . .  " 

"He didn ' t  stop," George inter
rupted. "He raced home and hid the 
car in the garage. Fortunately I hap
pened to be going out j ust as he 
came in. and when I saw how upset 
he was, I forced the story out of 
him." He paused, then added in, a 
flat voice, "He was drunk." 

For a moment I j ust looked at  
h im.  Then I walked over to stare 
angrily out the window. \\.'hen I 
turned again, I said, "At the risk of 
hurting your feelings, Grange, young 
Tim is a damned fool." 

" I  knew that before I came, 
George. The kid panicked . \\That's 
he up against ?"  

' 'i\fanslaughter, probably," I said 
bluntly. "The combination of hit
and-run and drunken driving almost 
autematically means a manslaughter 
charge, no matter whose fault the 
accident was." 

"He's not drunk now. I threw him 
in a cold shower, and when 1 left I 



had my wife pouring black coffee in 
him." 

I said, "The police make a blood 
test for alcohol content .  It 's routine 
in hit-and-run cases. Even if vou 
have him \valking straight and t;lk
ing coherently, they'll be able to 
j udge how drunk he was at the time 
of the accident ." 

"Suppose they didn · 1  find him till 
tomorrow?" 

I looked at h im.  "He can 't  ,vait 
till tomorrow. He'll have to turn 
himself in at once. If  he turns in 
voluntarily, he may j ust possibly 
scrape out of the manslaughter 
charge. But it's already too late for 
him to get out of the hit-and-run. 
The law reguires any clrin·r involved 
in an accident to stop immediately 
and identify himself either to the 
other party. involved or to the po
lice. The la\v allows the alternate 
procedure of reporting directly to 
the nearest police station. but young 
Tim didn't do that either. The kid 
is in a jam, and the longer he ,vaits 
before turning in, the worse the jam 
is going to get." 

"Suppose he reported to the sta
tion closest to Fourth and Locust 
now, George? It was only a little 
over an hour ago." 

"It  might as well be a year.  The 
law savs immcdiatcl" . ' '  

"c;uldn 't the rq�rt be . . .  set 
back a little ?" 

I said , "Are you asking me to get 
the police to falsify a report ? This 
isn 't like fixing a parking ticket .  
Manslaughter is a felony." 
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"But i t "s onlv technicallv man
slaughter," Grat;ge said in a ·reason
able tone . . . I f  he·d stopped, he 
wouldn't  be in any par.ticular trou
ble. Manslaughter's kind of a tough 
rap j ust for getting panicky. ' '  

"Death i s  kind of a tough rap j ust  
for stepping off a curb.' '  

'Tm not excusing the kid, George. 
But he is 111\' kid. I know vou're 
hounded for ·fa,·ors b\' e\'ery' ward 
heeler in town. hut r,:e neve·r asked 
you for one before. I ' ll put it right 
on the line. Get tn\' kid out of this 
and I 'm your friend for life." 

He didn't put it into words. but 
his tone meant I would have the 
solid backing of the entire East Side 
anv time I wanted to run for anv 
office at all. It also meant I could 
count on its solid opposition if I 
failed to help his son. 

I thi1�k I would ha,·c thrown him 
out of the house if he had offered me 
money. En·n if he had come right 
out in the open and used his political 
influence as a weapon. I think I 
might ha,·c turned him down. But 
he offered me nothing but his  friend
ship, and let the rest dangle there by 
inference. 

There wasn't a11\" middle course I 
could take. I couldn't .  like Pilate, 
wash mv hands of the \Yhole affair. 
For if ( refused to help young Tim 
out of his j am. I was going to have 
to prosecute him. 

I thought about the talk \\'ithin 
the party about my replacing old 
John Doud ,Yhen he finally got 
around to retiring. and realized that 



with Tim Grange behind me, I 
wouldn't h.ive to wait for his retire
ment. I could have the j ob at the 
next election. 

But not if I refused Timothy 
Grange. If I insisted on trying his 
son for manslaughter, from the mo
ment of that decision I could forget 
all political ambition. 

Going to the phone, I dialled the 
Fourth Street Precinct House, got 
hold of the night captain, who hap· 
pened to o,ve me a favor, and ar
ranged for the log book to show that 
Timothy Grange Jr. had reported 
there five minutes after the accident 
at Founh and Locust and that he'd 
been checked and found cold sober. 

Conspiracy to compound a fel
ony ?  Of course i t  was. But you tell 
me what else I could have done. 

In the nearly eight years that I 
have been district attorney of St. 
Michael County I've thought back 
on this incident often. From the 
standpoint of abstract justice I admit 
there is no defense for my action. I 
was pledged to uphold the law im
partially, and in my own mind I 
know that if Tim Grange Jr. hadn't 
been the son of an inAuential politi
cian, I would have prosecuted him 
for manslaughter. 

Yet I can' t  blame myself for de
ciding as I did. Kicking the elder 
Grange out of my house would have 
accomplished nothing but ending 
my political career. It  wouldn't have 
brought the dead man back to life. 

I can't even blame Timothy 
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Grange Sr. for bringing pressure to 
save his son. \Vhat normal father 
wouldn't ?  I've decided that if any
thing is to blame, it's the bad luck 
�hich created an impossible situa
tton. 

Nevertheless I recognize my ac
tion as the first great compromise 
with my principles. I also recognize 
that once haYing made this major 
step, future compromises became 
easier and easier. 

This was just as well for my peace 
of mind, for from the moment I was 
elected district attorney I found it  
necessary to make more and more 
compromises. But I was no longer 
under constant pressure to perform 
minor favors. This nuisance now fell 
to my new first assistant, a young 
man named Edmund Rowe, who as 
chief prosecutor for the county was 
in closer contact with both the police 
and those on the other side of the 
law than I was. 

This was because the district at
torney of a county including as large 
a metropolitan area as St. Michael is 
a policy maker rather than a court
room lawyer. He has too many ad
ministrative duties to handle prose
cutions personally. His concern is 
crime in a general sense. Specific 
crimes arc the business of his assist
ants, and I had eight to relieve me of 
this responsibility. Even important 
cases were tried bv Edmund Rowe. 

The compromis�s I was now forced 
to make came from my policy-mak
ing power. And this power was 
considerable. 



At any time after l assumed office 
I could ·have eliminated any racket 
I chose from St. Michael simply by 
issuing an order to the fX>lice. The 
police wouldn't have liked it, but 
eYen though they were to some ex
tent in partnership with the racke
teers, thev wouldn' t  have dared to 
refuse co�peration. The constant 
dread of any crooked cop is a shake
up in the police department, and the 
moment a crusading district attor
ney turns on the heat, every cop, 
even on a crooked force, becomes a 
crusader too. 

I was aware of my power before 
I ever assumed office, and I gave a 
lot of thought to just how I was go
ing to use it. If ] wanted to conduct 
a crusade, I had four years to do it 
and nothing but the next election 
could put me out of office. Cndoubt
edly I could clean up the city and 
keep it clean during that four years. 

But just as undoubtedly I would 
never again be my party's candidate 
for anv office whatever. 

Th; alternative to fighting crime 
as I \vas sworn to do was no longer 
as simple as it had been when I was 
merelv first assistant district attor
ney. Then I had been forced to close 
my eyes to many of the things going 
on around me, but my cooperation 
with the underworld had been 
merely passive . .\Iy role had been 
that of chief public prosecutor. and I 
lacked the policy-making power of 
the district attorney. 

But now my cooperation had to 
become active if J was going to co-

operate at all. As D.A. it was not 
enough merely to ignore the rackets 
controlled by local political bosses. I 
was now in a spot where I either had 
to fight racketeering or help cover it 
up. 

For example I often met with 
volunteer citizens' groups formed to 
combat organized crime. Sporadi
cally such groups rise in every met
ropolitan community, and since they 
usually represent segments of the 
independent group, they can't just 
be brushed aside. I t's only practical 
politics to avoid arousing unneces
sary resentment in representatives of 
the Chamber of Commerce, Rotary 
International and other business 
groups out of which citizens' com
mittees arise. 

Consequently it was necessary to 
go through the motions of running 
cleanup drives against gambling, 
vice and other rackets whenever 
such a group offered its services. I 
had a standard procedure for han
dling such groups. 

First I would make a public dec
laration of war against racketeers. 
Next my office and the police jointly 
would release to the papers that city
wide raids had taken place and large 
numbers of arrests had been made. 
Actually probably a half dozen 
bookies and an equal number of 
house madams, all thoughtfully 
tipped off in advance of the raids, 
would be dragged in and booked. 
But since about six cases in addition 
to the routine parade of drunks and 
traffic violators was all police court 
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could handle in one dav, this was 
enough to keep a steady, stream go
ing before the j udge for at least tvvo 
days. Any of the citizens' groups in· 
tcrcstcd enough to follO\v up as far 
as  the courtroom usually tired after 
one day of watching and went a\vay 
satisfied that j ustice was being done. 

The newspapers, too, occasionally 
ran editorial campaigns against or· 
ganized crime in St. .L\1ichael, and 
again it would be necessary to simu
late ruthless war against racketeers. 
In  either event, I became so adept, 
I actually began to gain something 
o� a reputation as a crusading dis
tnct attorney. 

Never on�e did Timothy Grange 
or any other racketeer openly ask for 
this sort of protection. And never 
once during my entire political ca
reer was I ever on the payroll of any 
racketeer. I cooperated solely to 
weld a solid voting force behind me. 

I succeeded too. \Vhen I was 
elected for my second term as dis
trict attorney, I got the most over
whelming majority in the history of 
St. !v1ichael politics. And that thump
ing majority put me in line for at 
least consideration as the party's 

. gubernatorial candidate in the fol
lowing election. 

l\1y hope \Vas only for considera
tion up to the time Tony Manetti 
and Arnold Price got interested in 
me. It is one thing to have the solid 
political support of a single county, 
and a different proposition to get an 
entire state behind you.  But  after 
Tim Grange �rought �fanetti and 
THE CHOICE 

Price to see me, I began to think of 
my nomination for governor as al
most a certainty. Which, in our one
party state, is the same as election . 

This meeting, like my previous 
one with Grange, took, place at  my 
home instead of at my office. Both 
men were from out of state, Tonv 
Manetti from New York and Arnold 
Price from Chicago, but they both 
represented the same organization. 

Their organization ,vas the na
tional crime syndicate. 

Tony �fane'i:ti ,vas a squat, swarthy 
man with heavy features and kinky, 
close-cropped hair which fi tted his 
head like a skullcap. Arnold Price 
was tall and lean and slow moving, 
with gaunt features and the home
spun manner of a bachvoods farmer. 

After the four of us were settled 
with drinks in the front room and 
Mary had gone off to another part 
of the h?use, Grange opened the 
conversat10n. 

" I  guess you know who Mr. Ma
netti and ;\1r. Price are, George," 
he said. "I been telling them about 
you, and they thought maybe we 
ought to have a little political con
ference." He laughed genially. "You 
know. Smoke-filled rooms and all 
that stuff." 

Neither man smiled at the joke. 
Noncommittally I said, "I see."  

"As you probably know," Grange 
went on, "the bovs here have been 
quietly building a'po!itical organiza
tion throughout the state. Now 
they're looking around for a candi
date to back for governor." 
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I felt my heart skip a beat. Here, 
possibly, was the one big break of 
my career. The backing of a new, 
but rapidly growing, state-wide po
litical machine. 

I wasn't for a moment under the 
impressio.1 that syndicate interfer
ence in state politics would be a good 
thing for our state. But neither was 
I starry-eyed enough to believe any
thing I did could stop the syndi
cate's growth. I knev .. · all about what 
was going on in the state politically, 
and had accepted it as an undesira
ble but inevitable development. 

Before the arrival of Tony Ma
netti and Arnold Price in our 'midst, 
state politics had been far from 
clean, but there was little centraliza
tion. The two big-city machines, 
St. Michael's and Tailor City's 
across the state, were powerful but 
a u tonomous  u n i t s .  N u merous  
smaller bu t  equally autonomous ma
chines ran things in the lesser com
munities and in the rural areas. 
Though they were all of the same 
party, no one unit was strong enough 
to dictate statewide policy. State 
conventions were matters of give 
and take, with the small rural ma· 
ch ines often forming combines 
strong enough to force through plat
forms and slates of candidates op
posed by both big-city machines. 

The syndicate was at tempting to 
weld these divergent groups into a 
solid, statewide organization whose 
policy could be controlled from the 
top. It was common knowledge to 
the politically informed that Ma-
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netti and Price had been spreading 
huge sums in the form of campaign 
contributions in the rural areas. I t  
was n o t  s o  well known that Tailor 
City had joined forces with the 
rising new machine, but I happened 
to be one of those who knew it. And 
now the appearance at my home of 
the two men with one of St. Mi
chael's strongest political bosses 
could onlv mean that the local ma
chine wa� falling in line with the 
rest. 

It also. meant the syndicate un
doubtedly would be powerful enough 
by the time of the next state con
vention to put into the governor's 
mansion the candidate of its choice. 

All these thoughts skipped through 
my mind while Grange was talking. 
And while they were passing through 
my mind, 1 dispassionately consid
ered j ust what the syndicate was. 

I t  is, as anyone who followed the 
tdeviscd congressional investigation 
of crime knows, a nationwide federa
tion of professional gamblers, pro
curers, dope peddlers and racketeers. 
No decent citizen could feel any
thing but abhorrence for all that 
Manetti and Price stocx:I for. 

On the other hand mv refusal to 
deal with the svndic�te would 
merely transfer its 'interest to some 
other candidate who was willing to 
accept its backing. And if it was 
inevitable that a syndicate-backed 
governor was going to administer 
our state, I might as well be it. 

I asked, "What does this backing 
involve?" 

MAx1n·xT 



Tony Manetti spoke in a slurred 
voice which still contained a trace of 
Sicilian accent. "\Ve're willing to 
drop two hundred grand into the 
campaign kitty ."  

The amount startled me ,  for the 
dark man mouthed it as casually as 
l would mention a dime. 

I said, "How did you happen to 
pick me?" 

"I  sold them," Grange said. 
"You're a natural. \Vho else in the 
state can pull in the independent 
vote and at the same time draw 
machine backing? \Vith the rubes 
you have a reputation as a crusader. 
'With the smart bovs vou have 
a reputation for . : co�peration. 
How could we lose ? ' '  

I asked, "\\'hat sort of coopera
tion would be expected of me?" 

Arnold Price drawled . "Nothing 
much, Kenneday. \Ve might ask for 
a few appointments. The police 
commissioners of St. Michael and 
Tailor Citv, for instance. "  

" I  see, '' I  said drvlv. 
I toyed with th� thought of re

fusing point blank. as my ability 
to compromise didn't  extend to 
turning the state over to a gang of 
murderers. Rut I only toyed with it. 
The next instant I thought of a 
number of justifications for accept
ing syndicate backing. 

The first was the argument that 
if I refused, some other candidate 
was bound to accept and the state 
would be no better off than if I ac
cepted. The second was that any 
promises I made to a gang of killers 
THE CHOICE 

I ,vas not morally bound to keep. 
I told myself I could never get into 
the governor's mansion withour syn� 
dicate backing, but once there I 
could stop being a politician and 
start being a statesman: I decided I 
would administer the state govern
ment to the best of mv abilirv if I 
managed to get elected, even· if it 
meant being kicked out of office 
after four years. 

I said, "I would appreciate your 
backing for the governorship Yery 
much, gentlemen. And you won ' t  
find me  ungrateful." 

After the three men left I felt 
rather proud of myself. I t  pleased 
me to think Manetti and Price 
would go to great . trouble and ex
pense to put me in office, only to 
discover after election that they 
had made the mistake of backing an 
honest man. Somehow the situation 
seemed to counterbalance all the 
moral compromises I had made in 
the past in order to gain votes. 

But I might have known syndi
cate representatives wouldn't be 
naive enough to be satisfied with 
mere verbal assurance that I 'd co
operate after election. I should have 
been prepared for the next move. 
My only excuse for being caught by 
surprise is that I underestimated 
Manetti and Price. 

In  the month since my meeting 
with Tim Grange and the nvo syn
dicate men, political forces have 
been whipped into line, and it's 
now a practical certainty my nomi-
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nation for governor ,vill pass on the 
first ballot at the state convention. 
1'..fcantime I still have my job as 
district attorney to perform. 

I \,-ish I could resign tomorrow, 
for finalh' I am confronted with a 
decision for which I can find no self
j ustification by calling it practical 
politics. 

I\T kn0\\'11 all along, of course. 
that the syndicate's political ma
neuvering is merely a means to an 
end, and the end is opening wide the 
whole state to gambling, vice, nar
cotics and every other illegal racket 
into which i t  can get its fingers. I 
should also have known that a group 
so ruthless would not confine its bid 
for power to mere dabbling in pol
it ics. Some local opposition by rack
eteers who preferred to remain inde
pendent was inevitable, and the syn
dicate's solution to such opposition 
is murder. 

There's already been one gang 
killing in St. J\fichad County. My 
old friend, Big Joey Martin, ,vho 
was my first contact with the Sys
tem. The underworld rumor is that 
Big Joey refused to throw in with 
the svndicate, and his death ,vas a 
warning to others who might be 
slow about falling in line. 

It's only a rumor though. There 
is no e,·idence pointing at anyone, 
which might be expected in  a mur
der arranged by so efficient an or
ganization. \:Ve have a body, three 
. 45 caliber slugs from a gun which is 
probably at the bottom of the river, 
and nothing else but the rumor. 
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But evcn though I haven 't enough 
evidence to j ustify an arrest, I know 
\\'hy Big Joey died. It's been bad 
enough to carry that knowledge in 
my mind, but my present situation 
is impossible. 

An hour ago I got a phone call 
from Tonv J\fanetti, who asked a 
small fayo�. The publicity over Big 
Joey Martin's killing was a bad 
thing only six months before elec
tion, he said, and i t  would be smart 
to avoid any such future publicity. 
He wanted to know how well I knew 
the coroner. 

\Vhen I told hlm Howard Jordan 
was a personal friend of mine, he 
said arrangements had been made 
with Jordan to find accident the 
cause of death in the case of Willie 
Tamm. president of the Dock 
\Yorker's Local. There was the mat
ter of paying the coroner a small fee 
for his trouble, however, Manetti 
went on, and he wondered i f I  would 
be willing to relay this fee on if  he 
had it  dropped by my office. 

The meaning behind his words 
\-Vas unmistakeable. The syndicate 
is not satisfied with my verbal prom
ise to cooperate. I t  wants me in
voh·cd beyond backing out in the 
compounding of a murder. 

For vou see, \Villie Tamm is not · 
yet de;d. 

i\fanctti gave me one hour to 
think things over and call him back. 
Bue,  in the face of the horror of the 
situation, I can hardly think . 

The insidiousness of the thing is 
appalling. If I refuse, I'm certain 
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\Villie Tamm will not die, for Ma
netti could hardly afford to go ahead 
with a murder he'd discussed with 
an uncooperative district attorney. 
At the same time, he hasn't run any 
risk, since I can hardly charge him 
with a crime ,vhich remains uncom
mitted. 

But if I refuse to cooperate, I 
know my hope for the governorship 
is gone forever. \Vithout putting it  
into actual ,vords, Manetti has 
served notice that I'll become gov
ernor on the svndicate's terms, or 
not at all. Almo;t certainly, arrange
ments have been made with Coroner 
Jordan for some kind of deposition 
confessing I paid him to cover up a 
murder. A deposition which they'll 
keep as a secret weapon to force my 
future cooperation. 

THE CHOICE 

I ,rnnder how huge a sum the 
syndicate had to pay Jordan to get 
him to risk his own neck. 

The thing which makes it impos
sible is that I'm an honest man. l'vfy 
moral precepts are prObably as high 
as those of any other member who 
attends my church. Never in my life 
have I accepted a penny of dishonest 
money. My worst sin has been ac
cepting the compromises any prac
tical politician must make if he ex
pects to stay in public life. 

How could I possibly have drifted 
into such an untenable position? 
Obviously I can't  be party to a 
deliberate murder. 

On the other hand, until an hour 
ago the governorship was right 
within my grasp. 

How can I turn it loose now? 
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Homicide, Suicide, or Accident ? 

BY FRED L. ANDERSON 

T
HREE MEX were in a car speed
ing along a road parallel to a 

railroad track.  It was a dark night, 
the headlights of the car were in 
poor condition, but the driver of 
the car kept pushing it along at top 
speed. Suddenly, a man appeared in 
the dim light of headlights. He was 
crossing the road directly in front 
of the car, but bv the time the 
driver of the car had seen him it  was 
too late to do anything. The car 
struck the man, killing him in
stantly. 

The three men were panic
stricken for a moment .  They all 
realized that, even though the kill
ing was accidental in nature, they 
were all liable to serious penalties 
because of the speed at which they 
were travelling and the poor condi
tion of the headlights. 

After a hasty conference. one of 
the men remembered that a fast 
express train was due to pass along 
the railroad track in a few minutes. 
In order to cover up their crime, 
the three men picked up the body 
of the dead man, carried it to the 
tracks, placed it across the rails, and 
then got into the car and drove 
away. The train came along on 
schedule, hit the body, and decapi� 
tated it. Police investigators were 

thus left \\'ith a headless and badlv 
mutilated body.  

The first  move, of course, was to 
determine if the man had been hit 
by the train accidentally while 
crossing the tracks, or if he had 
deliberately placed himself on the 
tracks in order to commit suicide, 
or if he had been killed in another 
spot and then left on the tracks. The 
answer was found very quickly. An 
examination of the body showed tire 
tracks on the legs, and after this it 
was merely a matter of pain.staking 
and routine investigation to find the 
car and the guilty men. 

\Vhile this case was one of the 
more simple ones, the police do not 
often have it  so easy. In any death 
not due to natural causes, the police 
always have to determine ,vhether 
i t  was homicide, suicide, or accident .  
Sometimes the facts are quite clear 
- for example, a man stabbed in 
the back. But what happens when a 
death occurs because of a fall from a 
high building ? Did the victim j ump ? · 
Was he pushed ' Did he fall? 

In such a case. the police may be 
able to prove suicide if the victim 
called members of his family before 
he j umped, or if there is a history of 
suicide in the v ic tim's family. Also, 
a clue to possible suicide may be 
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pro\·idcd if the victim had prc\"i
ousk threatened to kill himself. 
HO\�T\Tr. this cannot ahvays be 
taken a t  its face value. False suicide 
threats may be mentioned by the 
murderer 111<.:relv in order to cover 
up  the killing. ,Also, relatives may 
not mention previous suicide threats 
because of family pride. 

If  there are marks on the v ictim 
which wouldn't  be there ordinarilv 
from a fall - marks such as finge;
nail scratches. blows from a "blunt 
instrument ," etc. - the police can 
then assume it wasn ' t  a suicide. 
Also. if the victim has a previous 
medical record of d izzy spells, 
epileptic fits, and so forth, then, in 
the absence of any evidence to the 
contrary. the police can assume the 
fall was an acciden t. 

In any e,·ent, it 's a tricky decision 
to make. and the police have to take 
all factors into consideration. 

Dea th by hanging is another com
mon form of suicide, but here, too, 
the police can run into difficulties. 
For example. hanging an already 
murdered person will leave the same 
marks on the skin as \\'ould be if the 
victim \\'ere hung while still alive. 
Thus. the police have to look to 
other means to prove suicide or 
homicide in cases of hanging. T t's 
pretty d it1icult to hang a living 
person without leaving some evi
dence of the crime. If the victim is 
an adult. then signs of violence are 
bound to be present, and this will, 
of course, point to a murder by 
hanging. 
I-10:\IICIDE,  .s l·rcrnE, OR ACCIDENT? 

If a murdered person has been 
hanged by the killer in order to 
make it look like suicide, then an 
examination of the rope usually 
helps the police find this out. The 
usual procedure in such a case ·is for 
the murderer to throw the rope 
over some support. fasten it around 
the dead ,·ic tim 's neck, and then 
haul the body up  to simulate sui
cide. Ho"·ever, in pulling the body 
up, the fibers on the rope will all 
point up"·ard on that section of the 
rope pulle<l by the killer. This is 
because the rope, in passing over the 
support, will be pressc<l down on it, 
with the result that the rope fibers 
will all point in one direction on 
that part of the rope. However, the 
police also have to take into con
sideration the fact that the mur
derer may ha ,·c fastened the rope 
first and then lifted the ,·ictim and 
placed his head in the noose. In 
such a case. there will. of course, be 
no indication of pulling on the rope 
fibers. 

If the victim has been hanged 
with the knot in the rope placed 
against the side of the neck, then 
there are clues possible here which 
can help the 1x1licc. \Vith the knot 
at  the side of the neck, the blood is 
cut off in arteries and veins on that 
side, ,vith the result that the face 
,vill become red - if the victim is 
still alive at the time of hanging. 
Thus, if the victim is found \Vith 
the rope knotted at  the side of the 
neck and the face is pale, the police 
can assume that the person was al-
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ready dead when the hanging took 
place. 

Suicide by hanging needn't neces
sarily invoh·e having the body fall 
free at the end of the rope. Death 
by strangulation can occur without 
much strong pressure on the neck. 
The pressure has to be strong 
enough only to cut off the blood 
supply to the head . This causes 
unconsciousness. and then death fol
lows soon after that. Therefore, 
suicides have been found in sitting, 
kneeling, squatting. and lying posi
tions. There is a case on record 
where a man committed suicide bv 
kneeling on a chair ,vith the roi 
already tied around his neck. He 
then took the free end of the rope, 
passed it through an open transom 
over his head. pulled it taut, and 
then tied the free end to his ankles. 
Still kneeling on the chair. he rocked 
back and forth until the chair fell 
out from under him and the rope, 
tied to his ankks and his neck, 
tightened enough to strangle him. 
At first glance. a man hanging from 
a transom by a rope tied to his neck 
and ankles might look like homicide, 
but the position of the chair and the 
fact that it was there helped the 
police prove it was suicide. 

The presence of an ordinary chair 
or other article of furniture can 
often be the deciding factor in such 
cases. If the victim is found hanging, 
with the body swinging free, then 
there has to have been something 
on which he could support himself 
while fastening the rope around his 
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neck. lf  no such means of support can 
be found, then suspicion of homi
cide is a good bet. 

\.Vhile rope marks made during 
hanging are easy to spot and can 
mean either homicide or suicide, 
choke marks are definitely signs of a 
homicide. A rope mark will usually 
be interrupted by the mark of the 
knot in the rope, but a choke mark 
will have no such interruption . .  \!so, 
impressions of the fingers used in the 
choking (bruises in the general 
shape of the fingers) can be found . 
Since it's impossible for a person to 
choke himself to death with his own 
hands (the hands gradually lose their 
strength as unconsciousness comes 
on), anv choke mark on a ,·ic tim's 
throat 'is indicati,·e of homicide. 
�1oreover, anyone being choked to 
death will usually put up a st ruggle, 
and signs of violence can then be 
found on the bod\' of the victim. 

The most comrf1on form of suicide 
is by drowning. However. since a 
murderer will often thrmv his victim 
into a body of water in order to hide 
it, the police are again faced with 
the question of homicide, suicide, or 
accident. l n  the case of drowning, 
it isn' t  too difficult to determine 
this. As is true with hanging a living 
person, it's hard ro drown a live 
adult without leaving traces of 
violence on the boch-. Of course, the 
police have to tak� into considera
tion the fact that the bodv mav 
have bumped into different Objects 
in the water, and this, too, could 
leave marks. 
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Of particular importance to the 
police investigating death by drown
ing is the water in the lungs and the 
examination of the blood in the left 
side of the heart. If the water in the 
lungs is the same as that in which the 
person was found, it can be assumed 
that the victim drowned in that 
particular body of water. 

A.s far as the blood is concerned, 
it 's been proven that when a person 
drowns, water tends to pass from the 
lungs Into the bloodstream. There
fore, by checking the chloride con
tent of the blood in the left side of 
the heart, the police can determine 
whether the drowning occurred in 
fresh or salt water. Also. if the per
son is dead before being placed in 
the water, then no water at all can 
enter the bloodstream on the left 
side of the heart. 

In  the case of death by shooting, 
there arc manv clues which can 
point to suicide", homicide, or acci
dent. A. person cannot shoot himself 
from a distance of more than twentv 
inches, as a rule, so anv shot fired 
from a d istance greate� than this 
can be assumed to constitute a 
homicide. Also, as is well known, a 
shot fired close to the body will al
most always leave powder burns on 
the wound. If powder burns are 
found, if the position of the gun and 
the .wound are such as would be 
found in a suicide, and if there is 
other evidence supporting this, 
then a case of suicide can sagely be 
assumed. Ho\vever, the police have 
to bear in mind that many freak 
HOMICIDE, SUICIDE, OR ACCIDE-ST ? 

accidents can occur when cleaning 
guns, and this can easily lead to a 
false conclusion of suicide or even 
homicide. 

Suicides by shooting usually in
volve only the temple, the he.art, the 
forehead, or the mouth. A wound on 
any other part of the body can be 
viewed with suspicion in most cases. 
Detectives trv to reconstruct the 
scene by noti�g the position of the 
wound, the d irection the bullet 
took, the position in which the 
weapon had to be held , the position 
in which the body fell, the place in 
which the shooting occurred, and 
any other factors which will help 
them determine the nature of the 
death. 

Of course, a suicide generally has 
to shoot himself only once, and a 
series of bullet wounds in a bodv 
usually means a homicide. Howeve�, 
a suiclde has been known to shoot 
himself in the head several times 
before finally killing himself; and 
there's a case on record where a 
potential suicide lived with a bullet 
in  his head. 

One clue especially valuable to 
detectives is the fact that most 
suicides will not shoot or stab them
selves without first uncovering that · 
part of the body. In other words, a 
suicide who wants to shoot or stab 
himself in the heart will first bare 
that part of the body. Even though 
some suicides have been known to 
shoot themselves t hrough their  
clothing, a fatal  wound on a part of 
the body covered by clothing should 
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not be classified as suicide without 
thorough investigation of all possi
bilities. For example, a detective 
can be pretty certain that a man 
will not trv to slit his throat without 
first loose1�ing his collar and tie; nor 
will a person at tempt to slash his 
wrists without first rolling up his 
sleeves or removing his coat and 
shirt. 

Slashing, of course, is another 
means of committing suicide - but 
it can also be used as a method of 
homicide. In cases involving death 
by throat-cutting, detectives will 
look to see which wav the cut runs. 
If  the victim was righ.t-handrd , then 
the cut should run from left to right, 
from under the left ear and over the 
front of the neck in a line which 
would be made by drawing the knife 
or razor across the throat with the 
right hand. I f  this isn 't so, then the 
detectives can start looking for 
other evidence of homicide. 

Bloodstains also play an important 
part here. I f  a suicide cuts his own 
throat, then all the bloodstains are 
generally on the front part of the 
body. I f  not, then it's a good chance 
that a homicide has been committed. 
Same thing holds true for the depth 
of the cut. I f  it goes clear through 
to the spine, then it's likely to be a 
homicide. 

Suicides often make what is 
known as "hesitation marks." These 
are tentative cuts and slashes made 
while the suicide works up enough 
nerve to finish the act ;  or else the 
marks are made because the suicide 
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is uncertain as to j ust how to go 
about the slashing and doesn 't  cut 

. deep enough the first few times. 
Also, a person who has committed 

suicide by slashing his throat will 
5?1Tietimes show cuts on the finger
tips and fingernails. This comes 
about because the suicide has usuallv 
tried to stretch the skin over th� 
place to be cut with his free hand, 
and has then inadvertantlv cut his 
fingertips while drawing th� weapon 
across his throat. In addition, he 
may have grasped the knife or razor 
with both hands in order to put 
more pressure on the blade. If  the 
palms of the victim show knife cuts, 
though, these may easily be · ·de
fense wounds" received while the 
victim tried to ward off an at tacker 
and grabbed the knife wielded by 
the killer. 

Explosives are sometimes used for 
both suicide and homicide. .\tien 
\\'ho have access to dynamite (min
ers, for example) can make use of 
this method . In the case of a suicide 
by explosives, the dynamite or other 
explosive is either placed in the 
mouth or on the top of the head. 
The wounds and mutilations which 
occur because of a suicide of this 
type are typical and can be recog
nized by detectives. 

There's a case on record where a 
man committed suicide by using 
both a firearm and the principle of 
explosive power. He filled thC barrel 
of a shotgun with water, used a 
blank cartridge, and then placed rhe 
end of the barrel in his mouth. \Vhen 
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he pulled the trigger, the explosive 
force of the column of water ·pro
pelled by the blank cartridge almost 
tore his head off. 

Death by burning is not too com
mon a method of suicide or of homi
cide - but it has happened. By 
considering all evidence at hand, 
detectives can usually determine the 
nature of the death. However, in 
cases involving burned bodies, the 
police have to be on their guard for 
one thing. When a body is burned, 
it generally assumes a position with 
the arms and feet drawn up - as 
though the person had been crouch
ing and punching. This can lead to a 
false assumption that the victim 
died while fighting off an attacker. 

Poison is often found in cases in
volving all three types of death -
homicide, suicide, and accidental 
death. In such instances, detectives 
have to check on who bought the 
poison, how it was administered, and 
the type of poison used. As a general 
rule, a murderer will nOt use a 
poi�on which wm cause suspicion in 
the victim because of a strong and 
disagreeable cx:lor or taste. A suicide, 
though, may take a poison even 

HOMICIDE, SUICIDE, OR ACCIDENT? 

though the smell and taste arc far 
from pleasant. 

Detectives have learned to be 
particularly careful not to assume 
homicide in ''locked room'' cases. 
Professional criminals can pick a 
lock from the outside, leave the pick 
in the lock, and then relock the door 
when leaving. or course, such a 
method will leave traces of the pick
ing on the inside of the lock. Thus, 
a criminal could murder a man by 
shooting him in the temple, place 
the revolver in the victim's hand, 
where it \vill later be held there by 
rigor mortis, then leave the room 
and lock the door. 

This is far from being a common 
occurrence, of course, but detectives 
do have to be on their guard for 
all sorts of tricks calculated to make 
a homicide look like suicide or acci
dental death. 

In the long run, routine investiga
tion, careful checking, the work of 
the police lab, and the body of ex
perience built up by years of police 
work, will enable detectives to give a 
satisfactory answer to the eyer
present question - homicide, sui
cide, or accident? 
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T
HE GIRL woke up 
gradually. I didn't 

shake her or say her name. 
I just stocx:l at the side of 
the bed looking down at 
her. 

Holly Laird, a small· 
time actress, but she could 
have been Martha seven 
years ago. That stubborn 
linle chin and that trick 
of a nose, but mostly the 
hair. , Hair that lay spread 
like gold on the pillow. 

Actresses slept late. It 
was close to ten in the 
morning and the slln was 
high, streaming in through 
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He knew Holly Laird was guilty. 
She had to be. She was beautiful, 
wasn't she? 



the east window and touching her 
face.· She brought up an arm as if 
trying to brush the sunlight away; 
her other hand pushed down the 
blanket to her waist. Her breasts 
were beautiful, and the rose-colored 
nightgown did hardly anything to 
cover them. 

Martha used to go in for night
gowns like that, fragile and trans
parent. I remembered how I used to 
watch Martha asleep beside me -
how mornings I would prop myself 
up on one elbow and never take my 
eyes off her. 

Three years of marriage and being 
crazy in love with her, and then 
Martha had run off with another 
man - a public accountant, of all 
things, a skinny guy I could have 
broken in two with one hand but 
never got a chance to. And now it 
was as if  I'd gone back through all 
the years and I was looking at her in 
bed, and the bitterness seized me, 
welling up in illy throat so I almost 
choked. 

Holly Laird's eyelids fluttered. 
I'd made no sound ; in sleep she must 
have · sensed me standing there. I 
took a step back from the bed, and 
suddenly she was staring at me. 
Her eyes went wider and wider. 

I didn't tell her there was no rea
son to be scared. I wanted her to be 
scared, to start her off with a taste of 
shock that would make her plenty 
j ittery. 

Then she came all the way awake 
and her breasts stirred as she let out 
her breath. "You're the detective," 
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she said. "The one whO asked me 
most of the questions at the police 
station yesterday." 

"That's right, miss. Gus Taylor. 
I'm in charge of the case."  

I sa t  down. I t  waS . a small apart� 
ment - one cramped room and 
bath and kitchenette. She rented it 
furnished. I had found out a lot 
about her. 

"But how did you get in ?" she 
said. "I'm sure I locked the door." 

"I got in."  
She sat  up .  "Picked the lock or  

used a passkcy, I supposc. You . . .  ! 
Even though you're a policeman, 
you have no right . . .  " 

In the dresser mirror I could see 
myself sitting with mv hands curved 
over illy knees. They �verc big hands, 
strong hands. I was proud of their 
strength. I was a big, hard guy who 
didn't take anything from anybody, 
and I \Vas proud of that, too. 

"I don't stand on ceremony with 
murderers," I said. 

"But I told you .and told you I 
didn't kill him:" 

"Yeah, you told me." 
I smiled at her. ·She glanced down 

at herself sitting up in bed and she 
saw how little of her the bodice cov� 
ercd and how the rest of her from the 
waist up shimmered rosy through 
the rose�colored nylon. She snatched 
up the blanket to hCr throat. 

"What do you want ?" she de
manded. 

"You know damn well, miss. The 
truth. Night before last you pushed 
a knife into John Ambler's heart ." 



"No !" 
I took out a cigarette and slowly 

turned it in my fingers. She watched 
me with blue eyes - the same shade 
as Martha's. Or �1artha's had been 
a bit lighter. It \Vas hard to remem� 
ber exactly after so long. 

After a silence Hollv Laird said 
ta,tly, "I'd like to get dressed. " 

I put a light to my cigarette and 
didn't move from the chair facing 
the bed and didn't say anything. 

"So it's a form of third degree? " 
she said. "You're going to sit there 
and sit there." 

"Only till you tell me you killed 
him. " 

"You're so sure, aren't you? " 
I said, "It figures, miss. Let me 

tell you how close it figures so you'll 
know you can't hold out. You're a 
smalltown girl ,vho got the acting 
bug. Like thousands of others. You 
went to New York to set Broadway 
on its ear. The nearest you got to a 
stage was when you bought a ticket 
to a show. But in New York you 
met John Ambler, Who spent a lot of 
time there because he was backing 
a play. What they call an angel. You 
got chummy with him. " 

"Acquainted, that was all." 
"I know how girls who want to 

get on the stage get acquainted with 
rich angels. And I know a thing or 
two about the late John Ambler. 
He has a good-looking wife, but I 
hear he likes to play outside the 
homestead, especially with young 
actresses. That was why he went in 
for backing plays on Broadway, and 
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here in his home town he's the big 
money behind the repertory theater. 
So he brought you here to Coast 
City and told the director to give 
you big parts in the different plays 
they put on every few weeks. " 

"I earned every role. I can act. " 
"Maybe. But there are lots of 

others can act and don't get leading 
parts right off, not even in a small
city theater like ours. George Hoge, 
the director, says Ambler ordered 
him to use you no matter ,.vhat. 
Ambler's the angel, so Hoge had to 
do it. And if I knew Ambler he kept 
wanting payment from you. He was 
that kind of a guy. " 

"But I'm not that kind of girl. " 
I laughed harshly in my throat. 

Nobody could tell me anything 
about women. I'd been through it; 
I knew. They were every last one of 
them like Martha. 

"Besides, " Holly said, "every
body in the theater can tell you I'm 
in love with Bill Burnett. Doesn't 
that prove I wasn't carrying on an 
affair with Mr. Ambler? " 

"All it proves is you're like the 
rest of 'em. " 

"The rest of who? " 
"Two-timing bitches, " I said, 

and took a drag at the cigarette. 
"All right, let's see about Burnett. 
Mostly he took you home after the 
show. But not the night before laSt. 
He's on the stage till the final cur
tain, but you're through before the 
last scene. You left with Ambler. 
Witnesses saw you go. " 

"I never denied I went with him. 



· I told you yesterday I had a head
ache. It was killing me; I could 
hardly remember my lines,_ I asked 
George Hoge if I could lea vc before 
the curtain call. Mr. Ambler hap
pened to be backstage and heard me 
and offered to drive me home." 

"Neat. Ambler happened to be 
backstage. Happened to drive. you 
home. Happened to get himself 
murdered while you were in the car 
with him. How dumb do you think 
cops are?" 

She cowered against the head
board of the bed, but she wasn't 
anywhere near breaking. Those blue 
eyes of hers were defiant. She said, 
"He dropped me off at the house 
and drove away." 

' 'Drove away?" I caught her up on 
that. "Then how come in the morn
ing his car was still down there in 
the street in front of the building 
and he was slumped over the wheel 
with a knife wound in his heart? 
Answer me : how come?'' 

"I don't know." 
"You said he drove away." 
"Well, I didn't actually see his 

car move off. I assumed he left after 
I got out." 

"You assumed !" I pointed the 
cigarette at her. "He never drove 
away because he couldn' t .  The medi
cal examiner says he was stabbed by 
somebody sitting on his right, be
side him in the front "seat of his car. 
No sign of a struggle. It had to be 
somebody he knew, somebody he 
was talking to or necking with. 
Maybe somebody he was kissing 
DOUBLE 

when the knife was slipped into his 
heart. In other words, you." 

Her head jerked as if I'd hit her. 
"But what reason \Vould I have had? 
You can' t  find any," 

"That's another thing you'll tell 
me before I'm through with ?OU. 

Let's try i t  like this. You really love 
this pretty-boy actor, Bill Burnett, 
and you tried to call it quits with 
Ambler. But Ambler wouldn't play. 
You're something special in looks; I 
can say that much for you. He said 
he'd tell Burnett you'd been sleeping 
with him. You had to stop him. 
You stopped him with a knife." I 
flicked ashes on the floor. "Yeah, 
the more I think of that motive, 
the better I like it." 

She stared at me. "You sound as 
if you're anxious for me to be 
guilty." 

I stopped looking at her, I mut
tered, ' ' I 'm doing my job, that's 
all," and rubbed my sweaty hands 
on my thighs. 

2. 

This was one of these cases where 
you had nothing to go on but what 
you figured out in your head. No 
clues vou could take to the labora
tory. Fingerprints in the car' were 
mostly smudges or belonged to peo
ple who'd had an excuse for having 
been in the car - Ambler's, of 
course, and r..1rs. Ambler's and Holly 
Laird's. As for the knife, the killer 
had pulled it out and disposed of it 
where probably we'd never find it. 
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There had been no blood spattered 
because heart wounds that kill in
stantlv don't bleed to amount to 
anytl{ing. 

Nothing but circumstantial evi
dence, and how did you make it 
stick without a confession? 

"At least," she said, "let me put 
on mv robe,,.., 

Da�10 her, sitting there so calmly 
with her golden hair like Martha's 
rippling dov,m to her shoulders ! 
Calmer than I was. 

I stood up. My hands were sweat
ing more and more and I felt them 
shake. 

"You killed him !" I yelled at her. 
"Adinit it, you killed him !"  

Holly looked me in  the eye. She 
said quietly, "You've been wrong 
about everything." 

I could make her talk. I'd done it 
with others. I'd taken tough guys 
down to the basement room in 
headquarters and after a while they 
talked their hearts out. I couldn' t  
do it with her because she was a 
dame. The Skipper didn't approve 
much of rough stuff anyway - and 
she was a dame. 

This was my case. I was the de
tective of record. I'd be goddamned 
if I'd let a dame get away with mur
der just because she was a dame. 

"You killed him !" 
"No." 
My hands went to her. I didn't 

reach out for her; my hands just 
went to her. She tried to j erk a\vay 
and the blanket slipped down a 
little way and my hand was on a 
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bare shoulder. I felt the smooth,· 
warm skin, and my fingers con
tracted. 

"Say it, bitch ! You killed him !"  
Sounds trickled past her lips, but 

she wasn't trying to utter the words 
I wanted to hear, or any words at 
all. A scream of pain was building 
up in her throat. I clamped my other 
hand over her mouth and kept 
grinding her shoulder. I ·have very 
strong hands; it must have hurt like 
hell. She clawed at my arms and 
\vrithed on the bed and her eyes 
rolled in their sockets. 

"You sat in the car with him and 
put the knife in him. By God, you'll 
say it ! "  

Her  heaving torso and her wildly 
kicking legs pushed the blanket 
down about her knees. A blur of 
white skin and rose-colored night
gown thrashed on the bed and I 
could feel her screaming sound
lessly against my hand. 

Suddenly I let go of her. I stepped 
back from the side of the bed, and I 
,,:as very tired. It didn't make sense. 
}.fr, strong as an ox, and this little 
effort had pooped me. 

She was crying. The blanket was 
over her again and I could see the 
outlines of her body curled up in a 
ball and her hand massaging her 
shoulder. 

Tears never bothered me. "Talk," 
I said, "if you don't want more of 
the same." 

She gasped, "You've no right. I'll 
report you." 

"I don't think you will, and I'll 
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tell you why." I took my time re
lighting my cigarette while she lay 
sniffling. "You try making a com
plaint and I'll haul you in for prosti
tution." 

Holly Laird gawked at me as if 
she couldn't believe I waS real. 

"Soliciting," I said. "I came up 
here to question you and you wanted 
to do some business. Your price was 
twenty bucks.'' 

"You - you wouldn't !"  
"I f  you make me, sure I would. I 

don't have to make the charge stick. 
All I have to do is take you in and 
charge you, that's enough. \Vord 
would get to your home town, to 
your folks. People are ready to be
lieve anything about an actress. 
How'll your folks feel ? How'll they 
be able to face their friends and 
neighbors? You want that to hap
pen?" 

She pushed her face into the pil
low. She cried some more. I stood 
looking down at her. 

After a minute she wiped her eyes 
on the corner of the blanket. ' 'Please, 
please let me alone." 

"Sure, miss," I said. "Glad to. 
All you have to do is tell me the 
truth." 

She jumped out of the bed. The 
blanket trailed after her and then 
dropped away from her, and she 
was a white-and-rose; form dashing 
toward the bathroom where she 
could lock herself in. 

I lunged and caught her by her 
loose golden hair that ,vas like 
Martha's. 
DOUBLE 

Her head jerked back and she ut· 
tered a shrill cry, and she stood 
there with her head way back, held 
back by her hair bunched in my 
hand. "Talk ! "  I said. She started to 
whimper like something small and 
hurt and helpless, and with her head 
back like that I 't:ould see her eyes 
bulging not so much with pain as 
with terror. 

I don't know why I let her go. 
Maybe she was at the breaking point 
and just a little more and she would 
have broken. Like a slap across the 
face. I'd learned that a slap, almost 
moie than anything else, makes even 
the tough ones go to pieces. But my 
hand fell away from that golden 
hair. 

Outside in the street there were 
traffic noises, but it was very quiet 
in the room. That tiredness was in 
me, going deeper than bone and 
muscle. 

Holly was across the room .at the 
closet. The nightgown clung to her 
back. She reached in and pulled 
out a robe. As she was putting it on, 
the doorbell rang. 

She turned then, tying the cord 
of the robe. Her eyes were dead. 

"Remember," I said, "you don't 
want me to pull you in for solicit-
ing." 

She just looked at me. 
3. 

The bell rang again. She went to 
the door and opened it. 

In the hall a cheerful voice said, 



"!vforning, s,veetheart, Hope \\'c 
didn't drag you out of bed." 

"No.  Come in ."  
Bi l l  Burnett stepped into the 

apartment. He was what they call 
the juvenile lead, the love interest 
in the plays. He had wavy hair and 
good shoulders and a pretty 'face. 

He wasn't alone . Behind him 
came George Hoge, the director. 
He ,vas one of those slim, intense, 
nervous guys who always had a 
cigarette on his lip. 

They stopped when they sa,v me. 
I 'd had both of them on the .grill 
yesterday ; everybody connected 
with the theater had been ques
tioned. I nodded to them and they 

· nodded to me. 
"Anything -up?" Burnett asked. 
"A man was murdered the other 

night," 1 said. "Remember ?" 
"Very funny," Hoge said sourly .  
I rolled the cigarette in  my mouth. 
They were looking at Holly. She 

stood barefooted, holding her robe 
together. She wet her lips and said, 
' 'Detective Taylor has been asking 
me questions. " '  She turned her face 
to me without looking at me. "Is 
there anything else you want of 
me?" 

' 'Yeah. One thing. You know 
what it is." 

"I  told you all I know." 
I grinned at her and she cringed. 

Then I said to the two men, "What's 
this, a conference or something?" 

Hoge answered, the cigarette bob
bing in the corner of his mouth. " I  
brought the script of our  next play." 
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He tapped the briefcase under his 
arm. "I  want to go over it with Holly 
and Bill, who will have the leads. A 
repertory company like ours must 
always be preparing one play ahead ."  

"That all you folks have on your 
mind ?" I sneered. 

"Of course, it's been. rough, los
ing J\fr. Ambler, who has done so 
much for us, and on top of that you 
policemen disrupting everything. 
But the show must go on, you know." 

"That so ?" I started toward the 
door and stopped. Burnett had his 
arm around ·Holly's waist and she 
was leaning against him. I said, " I  
didn't annoy you too much, did I ,  
miss ?" 

She hesitated, but not long enough 
for anvbodv but me to notice it .  
"No," .she s;id. 

I struck a match. Thev ,vatched 
me silenth· ,  all three of them. I 
rolled the · flame around the tip of 
the cigarette and blew out the 
match and left the apartment .  

4· 

Five minutes after I was at my 
desk the Skipper called me on the 
phone from his office down the hall. 

' '. ,Vhy didn't you report in this 
morning, Gus ?" 

"I 've been out trying to catch 
me a killer," J.said. 

"None of your lip, Gus. I'm hav
ing a tough enough time with the 
Mayor and the Commissioner. Seems 
they think it's _against the law for 
big-shots like John Ambler to be 
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murdered and want me to do some
thing about it. As if I haven't got 
the whole department looking for 
knives and witnesses. Who'd you 
see?" 

"The killer, " I said. "The girl." 
"How'd you make out?" 
"Not so good. But I will." 
"Look, Gus. You may be a bit 

too - uh - single-minded. \Ve 
don't know enough at this time to 
be able to concentrate on one sus
pect 

"You call her the suspect. I'll call 
her the killer." 

There was a silence on the line. 
Then the Skipper said, "All right, 
Gus, keep at it, " and hung up. 

I went through the reports of the 
half a dozen other detectives work
ing along with me on the case. 
Nothing. 

I sat back in the chair and lit a 
cigarette. When I'd had her by the 
hair in her apartment, I should 
have kept the pressure up. A little 
more pain, a couple of slaps across 
her damned pretty face, and she 
might have broken before Burnett 
and· Hoge had arrived. But I'd let 
her go. I'd let her walk to the closet 
with that clinging rose nightgown 
molding every curve of the back of 
her. 

I closed my eyes, remembering 
how sometimes I would come home 
from lunch and find Martha not yet 
dressed, puttering around the house 
in nothing but a sheer nightgown, 
with her golden hair unpinned and 
loose down her back. I would pull 
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h.er down on my lap and stroke that 
hair and bury my face in it, and I 
would push down her nightgown 
and spread her hair over the fullness 
of her breasts, making a golden, 
transparent net over the white, 
richly curving flesh. But then she 
would smile and she would say, 
"Not in the daytime, " and I would 
say, "What's wrong with the day
time?'1 and she would say, "I've got 
to get your lunch, " and Wriggle Qff 
me, tugging up the straps, and head 
for the bedroom, her nightgown 
clinging, her hair flowing, and come 
out wearing a housecoat. Not in the 
daytime, and toward the end seldom 
at night either. Because by then 
there must have been the account
ant, the skinny guy I never sus
pected, and one evening there had 
been that note from her saying she 
would never be back. She never was. 

Something snapped. It was a pen
c;il I had been holding between my 
fingers. I stared at the two pieces 
and then dropped them into the 
wastebasket. After a while I went 
out to lunch. 

When I returned, Bill Burnett 
was waiting for me outside the 
headquarters building. 

He stood against the wall, and 
when he saw me he came out on die 
sidewalk to meet me. Both his hands 
were sunk deep in the pockets of 
his jacket and there was a fever in 
his eyes. I could guess what had 
happened. 

"If you ever go near her again," 
he said, 'Tl! kill you." -



Burnett's right pocket bulged 
more than his left, which meant 
that was where he had it. "What 
are you talking about?" I said, 
watching his right hand. 

"You beat Holly up, you bastard !"  
"She told you I did?" 
"I made her. After George Hoge 

left. I knew something had hap
pened. She'd been crying. She didn't 
want to tell me. You'd threatened 
her, frightened her, I don't know 
how. - But I made her tell me." He 
took his left hand out of his pocket 
and put it on my arm. ''I'm warning 
you, I'll kill you ! "  

Imagine a pretty�faced actor punk 
trying to throw his weight around 
,vith me ! I drove my left up to his 
jaw. It slammed him back against 
the wall where he'd been waiting for 
me. 

That was a busy street and a 
couple of women seeing me hit him 
screamed. They didn't bother me. I 
leaped after him and rammed m)' 
fist into his belly. 

I'll say this for the actor - he 
wasn't soft. Most other men would 
have gone down after having been 
socked twice by me. He stayed on 
his feet, swaying, and his right hand 
came out of his pocket. I could have 
beaten him to it with my own gun, 
but I couldn't be bothered with a 
punk like that. I swung at his pretty 
face, and that did it. He slid down 
along the wall. 

His right hand was in sight and 
empty. But there was a gun in his 
pocket, as I:d guessed. Hardly more 
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than a toy, a .22 automatic, but at 
close range it could have done dam
age. 

Burnett wasn't out. Sobbing bro
kenly, he was trying to get up to his 
feet. I raked. his face with his own 
gun, slashing a bloody s_,,;.th down 
his cheek. 

He wasn't so pretty any more. 
By then people were all around us. 

A woman was shrieking, "Stop that 
man ! Stop him ! "  I tried to explain 
that I was a cop, but I couldn't be 
heard. Then three harness bulls 
p�ured out of t.he building. They 
knew me, of course. I told them the 
punk had tried to assault me with a 
gun and let them take charge of 
him. 

Burnett was sitting up, holding 
his bleeding face. He was able to 
walk hanging onto two of the harness 
bulls. I followed them in and had the 
desk sergeant book hµTI for armed 
assault. After he was patc�ed up, he 
was thrown into the can. 

If I had any regrets, it was the one 
I usually felt at a time like this -
that the guy I had beaten up hadn't 
been · the accountant who had run 
off with Martha. 

5. 

Yesterday John Ambler's wife had 
been questioned along with a lot of 
other people, but since then a ques
tion or two had come up that hadn't 
been asked her. Especially about 
Holly Laird. I drove up to that big 
fieldstone house on the hill and 

MANHUNT 



found her on a side terrace ,vith 
George Hoge. 

She was stretched out on a chaise 
longue. getting the sun on her body. 
Since all she had on were a pair of 
shorts and a skimpy halter, plenty 
of her body got it .  Hoge sat on the 
grass, a cigarette bobbing in the 
corner of .his mouth as he talked to 
her. They both looked up when they 
saw me appear around the corner of 
the house. 

" Hello, Gus ,"  Celia Ambler 
greeted me.  She sounded very cheer
ful considering she'd become a 
widow so recently. 

"You seem to. know each other 
well," Hoge said, surprised. 

"Oh, but we do. Gus and I went 
to high school together here in 
Coast City." She stretched like a 
kitten, he� tanned skin rippling. _"I 
imagine, Gus, you're here strictly 
in your professional capacity." 

"Whv else ? What's the chance 
of seeio'g you alone for a few min
utes?" 

' 'George was just about to go." 
She threw him a smile. "\Veren 't 
you, George ?" 

His pinched, intense face scowled. 
"Everywhc_re today I keep running 
into this cop. But all right, I'm dis
missed ." He got to his feet. "Then 
it's agreed, Celia. You'll continue 
to support the theater as generously 
as John did ."  

"I said only for the remainder of  
the season. After that, we'll see." 
She turned her head to me. "Poor 
George is worried about his job." 
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' 'That's not so," he said indig
nantly. "I can make ten times as 
much in Hollywood. Any time. But 
I prefer working in a l itt le theater. 
It gives one a chance to fully ex
press oneself." He took the ciga
rette out of his ni.outh for the first 
time since I 'd arrived ; i t  ,.,..·as less 
than an inch long. "How is the 
case going, officer?" 

' '\Vc're getting there." 
"I hope you do. Thanks for giving 

me your time, Celia ." He ,valkcd 
off across the terrace. 

\Vhen he was gone, Celia Ambler 
sat up. She pulled her halter up a 
bit, but it didn't do any good. She 
continued to bulge lushly over it. 
She \Vas a full-bodied fine-looking 
\\'Oman who, you'd think, would 
make a man want to stay home 
more than her husband had . 

" �fore questions,  Gus ? "  she 
asked. 

"i\ few. \:Vhen your husband 
didn' t  come home night before last, 
why didn't you report it  to the 
p::ilice ? \Veren't you worried ?" 

"I didn't know he wasn't home 
until a policeman came and told me 
he had been found dead in his car." 

"That was around nine in the 
mornmg. 

"I assumed he was in his roorri 
asleep. You see, we had separate 
bedrooms." 

"Uh-huh. There's the penalty of 
being rich." 

"Not necessarily, but in our case 
that was the way we preferred it." 

' 'You didn't  get along, eh?" 



"Gus, you're not suspecting me?" 
She seemed to be amused at the 
notion. 

I didn't tell her I knew who'd 
killed him. There was no point until 
I could prove it. I said, "I'm merely 
trying to get things straight, that's 
all. What do you know about 
Holly Laird?" 

"She'� a competent actress. " 
"I mean Holly Laird and your 

husband. " 
"Oh. " Her fingers trailed along 

a bare, sun-baked thigh. "I really 
have no idea. As a matter of fact, 
I understand that she and Bill 
Burnett are very much in love 
with each other. " 

"That doesn't answer _my ques
tion,'' 

"I suppose it doesn't, if you want 
to be cynical. I t's no secret that 
John had a penchant for S\!leet 
young girls. Holly would have filled 
the bill. " 

"And you didn't care?" 
Her tan shoulders shrugged . 

"John and I had an understanding. 
,ve each lived our own life. I didn't 
question him and he didn't ques
tion me. " She gave me a sidelong 
glan:�· "Does that shock you, 
Gus : 

"\Vhat's the difference if it shocks 
me or doesn't? I j ust want the 
truth. " 

"Well, I didn't kill him. In a 
detached sort of way, I was rather 
fond of him. " 

"Yeah. Fond of being the wife of 
a rich man. " 
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"Why, Gus, I didn't think you 
cared, " she said brightly. "We 
haven't seen each other in so many 
years, and even in high school we 
never went out together. Don't 
tell me you've been carrying Jhe 
torch for me?" 

So that was what she was, a 
teaser, even with a cop she had 
never known well. Me, I'd never 
had a thought for her. 

I growled, "Don't flatter your
self. " 

"Shouldn't I?" She got off the 
chaise longue and ran her hands 
sensuously over her half-naked body. 
"Look at me, Gus. Don't you think 
I have a right to flatter myself?" 

"All right, you've got a body. " 
She was standing close to me; she 
made me uneasy. "Now about your 
husband's other girl friends?" 

' ' I  can't answer. I told you I 
hadn't been interested. But you, 
Gus - do you know I had a crush 
on you in high school? You didn't 
give me a tumble. You were the 
big football hero, so strong, so 
virile-looking. You still are, you 
know, only more manly.'-' 

And she kissed me. 
There under · the hot sun, wear

ing next to nothing, and more likely 
than not ,..,,ith the servants watching 
from the house, she pressed herself 
against me and kissed me. 

It was _ a  long time since I'd been 
kissed like that by any woman. I t  
felt good, to  my mouth, to my 
body, to my hands, but  at the same 
time it made me sick to my stom-
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ach. Her husband ,vasn't dead two 
days, and here she was. And if he 
had been alive, she wouldn't have 
acted any differently. They'd had 
an understanding, she'd said. And 
I didn't think she went for me in 
particular. Almost any man would 
have done who appealed to her at 
all. 

The bitch! Like Martha. Like 
Holly Laird. Like every goddamn 
woman. 

I tore her arms from around me 
and shoved her so hard she fell back 
ag.tinst the chaise longue and sat 
down on it. I said, ' 'I'd like to 
wring the necks of every one of 
you,'' and strode off without a 
backward glance at her. 

I hadn't any more questions, and 
those I'd asked hadn't gotten me 
anywhere. I was shaking all over 
as I climbed into my car. 

6. 

Back at headquarters, I learned 
that Detective Lou Fox had found 
a witness. He had been assigned to 
question everybody in Holly Laird's 
building, in front of which the 
murder had taken place, and he had 
come up with a teen-aged girl 
named Ann Danderman. He left 
off typing up his report to tell me 
about it. 

"This kid lives a couple of floors 
below Holly Laird. Seventeen. Real 
pretty. She was out on a date and 
the guy brought her home around 
eleven. Her folks had told her to be 
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home by eleven-thirty, so of course 
they hung around necking in the 
doorway for half an hour. There's 
a street lamp close by and she ct>uld 
see a car parked at the curb and 
Holly.Laird sitting in it with a man. 
She knew Holly well by sight, being 
a fan of hers. She didn't know 
Ambler and didn't see him clearly, 
but it must have been him." 

"\Vere they making love? " 
"You mean Holly and Ambler in 

the car? The girl says no. Just talk
ing. At eleven-thirty sharp Ann 
went upstairs. The two in the car 
were still talking." 

''Is that all she saw?" 
"It's something. We got them 

spotted out there from eleven to 
at least eleven-thirty. " 

.. Does the Skipper know about 
this? " 

"I told him first thing I got 
back, " Lou Fox said. "By the way, 
he said send yo_u in as soon as you 
showed up. He's sore at you." 

I went down the hall to the Skip
per's office. A captain has an easy 
life. He was tilted back in his 
swivel-chair, cleaning his finger
nails. 

"This time you've gone ·too far, " 
he said as soon as I had , the" door 
closed behind me. "A dozen wit
nesses saw you beat up Burnett in 
the street." 

"He had a gun in his pocket. Did 
you want me to give him a chance 
to plug me first? " 

"They say you slashed him with 
his gun after you'd taken it away." 
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"So I got a little excited. \Vouldn't 
you be if somebody was out to 
shoot you do�n?" 

'.fhe Skipper leaned forward and 
put his elbows on the desk. He had 
a beak like an eagle's and small, 
dark eyes that could bore right 
through you. He said, "If some
body slapped around the girl I 
loved, I think maybe I'd lose my 
head too and grab a gun and go 
after the guy. " 

"\Vhat're you talking about?" 
"He told me that's ,vhat you did 

this morning to Holly Laird. " 
"He's nuts. " I drew on my cigar. 

"Did you ask her?" 
The Skipper lost some of his fire 

and I knew it was all right. "I spoke 
to her on the phone. " 

"And?" 
"She says you didn't touch her. 

But I don't know. Something 
screwy about this. The ,vay you 
sometimes act I wouldn't put it 
past you to . . .  " He sighed. "What 
gets into you every now and then, 
Gus?" 

"She says I didn't touch her, " I 
reminded him gently. 

"Lucky for you she docs. You're 
a good. man, Gus, the best I've got, 
but I'm getting fed up with some 
of your stunts. " He picked up his 
nail.file. "Did you hear about Lou's 
witness?" 

"Yeah. Holly Laird said Ambler 
dropped her off at her house and 
drove away. Now we find out they 
were sitting outside in his car at 
least half an hour. I've been telling 
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you .she lied, and this proves it. 
They talked and talked and then 
she stabbed him. " 

"There's something else. This 
knocks hell out of the alibis of the 
others in the cast. " 

"I see what you mean. " 
"Like this, " the Skipper said. 

"Holly and Ambler left the theater 
twenty minutes before the play 
ended. The curtain came down at 
eleven-twelve. It's no more than 
five minutes from the theater to 
where they were sitting in the car. 
Burnett went there and saw them 
together. He was crazy jealous. He 
had a knife. " 

I nodded. "And she lied about 
how long she was in the car with 
Ambler because she was covering 
up for Burnett. So it was either one 
of them. " 

The Skipper was- a cautious guy. 
''Not necessarily, but it's worth 
thinking about. " 

"Either one, " I said, drawing 
smoke into my lungs. 

7· 

In spite of my badge, they re
fused to give me a free ticket at the 

. box office of the Empire Theater, 
so I had to buy one, charging it to 
expenses. I wasn't stingy with the 
city's money ; I got me a seat in the 
third row orchestra. 

Before the curtain rose, some
body came out and announced that 
Bill Burnett's part would be played 
by an understudy. He didn't men-
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tion that Burnett couldn't show up 
because he was in jail. 

The play was one of these grim 
dramas about people suffering from 
the weather and each other in New 
England. Holly Laird had her golden 
hair piled up on top of her head 
and wore a gingham dress that was 
cut so as not to hide her figure -
the figure I'd seen a lot of this morn
i1-1g. And she could act. I wasn't 
much for the theater, but I could 
tell an actress when I saw one. She 
was sb good and, along with her 
talent, so easy to look at, that she 
wouldn't need an angel to persuade 
a director to give her leading roles. 

I began to have a doubt. but only 
a small one. 

I knew she wasn't going to be
tn the last scene, which was the 
third scene of the second act. Just 
before the second scene ended, I 
Went backstage. My badge was 
good for something after all ; it got 
me past the doorman. 

I caught Holly Laird as she was 
on the way to the iron stairs run
ning up to the dressing rooms. 
"Just a minute, miss, " I said. 

If ever a girl looked hate at a 
man, she did. So what? Why should 
I care what a golden-haired bitch 
felt about me? 

"We know you were sitting in 
the car with Ambler for half an 
hour or more, " I told her. 

She took time to think it over, 
trying to make up her mind if she 
could get away with denying it. 
"We were talking, " she said. 
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"That's not what you said yes
terday and this morning." 

"I didn't think it was important. 
We were discussing plays to do 
later in the season. He was inter
ested in Bernard Shaw's Pygmalion, 
and I became quite excited at the 
prospect of playing Eliza Doolittle." 

"You sure that's what excited 
you, miss?" I drawled, striking a 
match. 

She took a step backward and 
gripped the banister of the iron 
stairs. "Why are you persecuting 
us?" she said. 

"I've got a job to· do, miss. I 
do it." 

Behind me a voice said, "My 
God, t�e demon detective again!'' 
George Hoge came up to us, intense 
eyes and dangling cigaret and all. 
"Haven't you done enough dam
age, depriving me of my male 
lead' " 

"Get used to it, " I said. "Maybe 
you'll be losing your female lead 
too. 

Holly uttered a cry and dashed 
up the stairs. 

"Cops ! " Hoge said) spitting the 
word. 

There was nothing to be gained 
by answering him. I went putside. 

The parking lot back of the 
theater was empty of people. The 
play wasn't over yet; they were 
still inside. I moved between two 
rows of cars toward mine at the 
far end, and I didn't see him or 
hear him. My first warning was a 
terrific weight slamming down on 

95 



the back of my neck, and then it 
was too late to do anything about it. 

My legs buckled. I clawed air and 
fell forward and my hands came to 
rest on the cindered ground. On 
hands and knees I started to twist 
around. The light was dim there at 
the fringe of the parking field flood
lights; I glimpsed a shape, a pair of 
pants, a foot leaving the ground. I 
tried to pull away from that ow 
coming foot, but the blmv on the 
head had made me sluggish. The 
toc of the shoe caught me in the 
temple and knocked me over on 
my side. 

Before I could get my gun out 
from under my shoulder, he kicked 
me again, this time flush in the face. 
Then he faded into the night. 

i\fter a while I heard people 
coming out of the theater and 
heading tmvard their cars. I roused 
myself. I climbed up off the cinders 
and staggered to my car and threw 
myself in. 

Nothing was broken in my face, 
though 1 could fed the swelling 
over my left cheek, Rlood trickled 
down the back of my neck. 1 sopped 
it up with my handkerchief. The 
punk hadn't done a very good j ob 
on me. 

But he was in jail, so how could 
he have done it? 

The cats rolled out of the parking 
Jot. By the time most of them were 
gone, I felt strong enough to drive. 
I drove to the city jail. 

Ernie Crull was the turnkey on 
duty. He grinned at my swollen 
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check and discolored temple. "I'd 
like to see the other guy, " he said. 
"Where is he - in the hospital?" 

"Not yet, " I said. "How's Bill 
Burnett ke'eping?" 

"Left our bed and board an hour 
ago when his bail was paid. " 

"Bail this late at night? " 
"You got influence, you can get 

a judge to work all hours. He had 
influence. None other than Mrs. 
john Ambler. She also put up the 
bail money. " 

I fingered my swollen cheek. 
8, 

Home was a couple of furnished 
rooms at a second-rate hotel. I'd 
lived there for seven years, and it 
had never stopped being a lone� 
some place. 

The alarm clock on the dresser 
said one-thirty when I let myself in. 
I looked at myself in the mirror. In 
addition to the marks from the two 
kicks, there were now scratches on 
my face, The knuckles of both my 
hands were split open. 

I couldn't remember it clearly, 
that last hour. I couldn't even re
member driving from the city j ail to 
that street, but there I'd been, 
standing in the shadow of the build-' 
ing in front of which John Ambler 
had been murdered, and after a 
,vhile Martha had come up the 
street, light from a lamppost catch
ing the gold of her hair, and she was 
hanging onto the arm of her lover, 
the skinny accountant. 

:\IANHUNT 



\Vas I going nuts? That hadn't 
been :Martha, of course. I'd never 
see her again. It had been Holly 
Laird being taken home by Bill 
Burnett. 

And I'd taught the punk that he 
couldn't slug and kick me, Gus Tay� 
lor, the hard cop, and get away with 
it. 

Nobodv else had been on the 
street at that late hour. But pretty 
soon lights \vent on in windows and 
people were sticking their heads out 
because Holly Laird was screaming. 
She clawed at mv face and screamed 
while Burnett �as trying to get up 
from the sidewalk where I'd knocked 
him. I brushed her aside and helped 
him get up and pounded him with 
both fists till he went down again. 

Then a harness bull had been 
there, a young squirt I knew but 
\vhose name I couldn't think of, 
and who knew me, and he was say� 
ing over and over, "What the hell, 
Taylor ! What the hell l " 

"Get your paws off me, " I said 
and squirmed away from the harness 
bul�. But I didn't go after Burnett 
agam. 

It had become quiet on the street, 
though some people had come out 
of the houses and others had their 
heads .poked out of windows. Holly 
Laird sat sobbing _on the sidewalk 
with her boy friend's head on he[ 
lap. 

I heard myself say to the harness 
bull, "Look at my face. The punk. 
slugged me and kicked me in the 
Empire Theater parking lot. " 
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Burnett's battered head stirred 
on the girl's lap. "He's crazy ! " he 
said thickly. "I haven't seen him 
since " - he swallowed blood -
"since early this afternoon. " 

"He hates us, officer/' Holly said 
to the harness bull. "I don't know 
why. " 

I had walked away from them 
then, my feet shuffling, my-shoulders 
heavier than I could carnr. I had 
gone a block past my car before I had 
remembered it and turned back for 
it, and now here I was in the loneliest 
home a man had ever had. 

I slumped in my armchair, sucking 
my cracked knuckles. 

Burnett said he hadn't slugged 
me in the parking field. I believed 
him. Because if he had slugged me, 
wouldn't he have admitted it? Lying 
battered by my fists on the side� 
walk and hating my guts, wouldn't 
he have boasted of it? Would he 
have denied it after what I'd done 
to him, and more than that, to the 
girl he loved? 

All right, but if he hadn't, who 
had and why? 

After a while I got up from the 
chair. There was no use going to bed. 
Tired as I was, I knew I wouldn't 
be able to sleep. I washed my l;iands 
and face and left the hotel. 

9. 
He lived in a couple of small 

rooms on the second floor of a small 
frame house on a street of small 
houses. The light showing in two of 
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his windows was the only light in 
the block, so I knew he was still up. 
Even if he had been sleeping, that 
wouldn't have stopped me any 
more than it had this morning when 
I had visited Holly Laird. 

There were two doors and two 
vestibules off the open porch. The 
one on the right had his name over 
the bell. I was about to press it \Vhen 
the door at the top of the stairs 
opened. He closed the door and 
started down, and then by the light 
of the dim night-bulb he saw me in 
the vestibule. 

His jaw hung· slack. I sai_d, "I 
want - " That was all I could get 
out. He turned and scurried back 
up the stairs. 

I dashed after him. I reached the 
door as it slammed in my face. He 
had no time to lock it. I plunged 
into the apartment and found that 
he'd turned the lights off. 

It wasn't totally dark. The night
light from the stairs showed shadowy 
masses of furniture. But showed no 
movement. I stood inside the door, 
peering, listening, hearing only my 
own breath, while my hand groped 
for the switch \\rhich would be be
side the door. 

I felt it and snapped it and there 
was light. 1 stood at one end of a 
living room. He wasn't in it, but 
Celia Ambler was. 

That first look at her told me she 
was dead and how she had died. She 
lay sprawled f?n the floor, and her 
eyes were open and staring and her 
tongue showed. 

Ahead of me there were two 
closed doors. He would be behind 
one of them, cowering, scared s�iff. 
The only thing I had to worry about 
was that he would try to escape 
through the window. I started across 
the room. When I reached the dead 
woman, I paused to bend over her, 
to touch her. The marks of the 
fingers that had strangled her showed 
on her tan throat. She was still a 
little warm, which meant that it 
had happened a short time ago. 

I straightened up and one of the 
two doors opened, and he stepped 
into the room. George Hoge. His 
pinched face looked like a skeleton's 
in which two glowing coals had been 
put in for eye sockets. He had a rifle. 

"Don't m�ke a move for your 
gun," he said. 

I should have had my gun in my 
hand. I should have remembered 
that it was always a mistake to un
der-estimate anybody, especially a 
killer. 

'I glanced at the dead woman. ''A 
knife for her husband and your 
hands for her," I said. "A rifle for 
me. You like variety." 

"I should have killed vou in the 
parking field." 

"Sure," I said. "Kill and �eep 
killing. But where did it get you ? 
It didn't get you Celia. " 

"No. " Hoge shivered. "How did 
you guess?" 

"Don't know if I- did. Not all of 
it, anyway. I got the idea you were 
the one slugged me tonight. If not 
Burnett, who then? Well, this after-
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noon Celia Ambler had kissed me on 
her terrace. Out in the open where 
anybody could see. You'd left, but 
maybe you were still hanging around. 
Spying from around the side of the 
hotise. 1\faybc spying on her, or 
maybe wanting to hear what a cop 
would have to say about her hus� 
band's murder." 

"In other words, you knew noth� 
ing," he said. 

"Not too mucht I said. "I'd got� 
ten myself on the wrong track all 
day. Then a little while ago I 
thought there had to be another 
track. I'd learned the kind of dame 
Celia Ambler was. I'd noticed the 
way you looked at her this afternoon. 
I'd been slugged right after you'd 
seen me in the theater. I came here 
to talk to you about it." I looked at 
the dead woman. "And now I know." 

'Tm going to kill you," Hoge 
said. 

I shrugged. "Your other killings 
didn't do you any good. You figured 
if you knocked off John Ambler 
you'd have his wife to yourself. 
She would come up here now and 
then to this place of yours and have 
a time with you, but didn't suspect 
you ,vere l}lerely one more guy on 
her string. Right?" 

His rifle wavered. "Tonight she 
told me. We had a fight because I 
saw her kissing you. Then she told 
me there had been others. She was 
laughing at me." 

"Did she know you'd killed her 
husband?" 

"No. I told her. I said I'd killed 
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for her, and now she -'' He choked 
on his own voice. "She looked at me 
with - with utter horror. She started 
to run out. She was going to the 
police. I had to stop her. 1 took her 
by the throat. I - I -" 

He passed his hand over his face. 
l'_d been waiting for something like 
that. I lunged at him. 

It was easy. I had the rifle barrel 
knocked aside before he knew what 
was happening. I tore it from his 
hand and scaled it across the room 
and had my arm back to drive my 
fist into his face. 

I didn't hit him. I'd done enough 
hitting for one day. 

I O ,  

When I entered the hospital 
room next morning, Holly Laird 
was sitting beside his bed. Most of 
Burnett's face was bandaged. 

"I want to tell you how sorry I 
am," I said. 

They didn't say anything. 
''I've been suspended from the 

force," I went on. "There will be a 
departmental trial. Maybe because 
I brought the killer in last night 
they'll go easy on me. Maybe not. 
I guess I don't care much either 
way." 

She put her hand on his arm. They 
remained silent. 

"I had to come here and explain," 
I said. "You kids are in love. I was in 
love too - once. And you look like 
Martha. Your hair especially. I had 
to hurt Martha, hurt �1artha when 
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I was hurting you, and hurt the guy 
who loved you because -" I stopped. 
"It sounds mixed up, but it isn't. 
Not that I'm trying to make any 
excuses for myself, but if you two 
could understand , , . "  I stopped, 
because I could see that I wasn't go� 
ing to get an answer. Things had 
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gone too far for a few words to fix 
things. Neither Holly Laird nor 
Burnett said anything. I could see 
their hate and feel it. I had to do 
something to make things right, but 
there was nothing to do. 

' 'I'm sorry, " I said again. I went 
out. Suddenly, I was sick. 
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It look_ed Ii� an ordinary bundle lying forgotten in the 
road. But when Shell Scott opened it, it turned out to 
be a leg . . .  

A Shell Scott Story 

BY RICHARD S. PRATHER 

1fF vou'vE been around 
JL Los Angeles much, 
you know that desolate, 
unlighted strip of high· 
way, Chavez Ravine 
Road, that stretChesfrom 
Adobe Street to Elysian 
Park. It's solitary and 
lonely enough in the 
daytime. 

Wedne sday  n i g h t  
about eight P.M. I swung 
off Adobe Street, headed 
for Hollywood and home. 
Things had been slow 
for over a week at the 
office of Sheldon Scott, 
Investigations, so I'd 
closed up early and spent 
the afternoon j awing 
with the guys at City 
Hall, then stopped off on 
Adobe for a beer. I was 
about half a mile down 
Chavez Ravine Road 
when I saw the dog. 

lt was a big, . mangy
looking mongrel sniffing 
a dirty white blob at the 
road's edge. In my head
lights the blob looked 
like something wrapped 
in newspaper, part of the 
paper darkly stained. 

I kept on, angling to· 
ward Sunset, bur that 
brown-stained pape r 
stuck in my mind. It was 
a sort of creepy night to 
begin with; thick clouds 
were m:3ssed overhead 
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blotting out the moon and stars, 
though it hadn't yet started to rain. 
Thunder rumbled softly far away 
and the air was heavy, damp. 

\Vhen I hit Sunset, the sight and 
sound of all the cars, instead of mak
ing me forget that thing I'd seen, 
brought it even more clearly into 
my mind. I turned around and drove 
back. The dog ran a few steps away 
and squatted close to the ground 
when I parked. Leaving the Cad's 
headlights on I ,valked to the news
paper-wrapped bundle, looked at 
the mud smears on it - and at an
other brown stain. Then I gripped 
a corner of the paper and unwrapped 
it from the thing inside. 

I didn't know what it was at first. 
But two minutes later, using the 
phone in a nearby house, I was talk
ing to my good friend, Phil Samson, 
Captain of Central Homicide. "Sam. 
this is Shell. Get somebody out hette 
on Chavez Ravine Road. I thiuk 
I've found a - a leg ." 

"Oh, my Christ," he said. ' 'An
other one." 

"Yeah." This was number three. 
Three- murders, parts of th_ree clis
membered bodies - three that we 
kne\\' about. Sam was swearing. 1I 
told him where I ,vas and hung up. 

There were two others with me 
in room 42 at City Hall. SamS@l'l., a 
big pink-faced guy with a j aw like a 
boulder and a black unlighted cigar 
clamped in his strong teeth; and 
bald, brush-browed Louis from the 
Vice Squad. This was in Homicide's 
lap, but the \'ice Squad is interested 
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in murders that show the \York of a 
twisted mind. 

We'd been kicking the case around 
and anyone eavesdropping would 
have thought there was a little re
spect for the dead here. They'd have 
been wrong. In any large police 
headquarters death becomes, finally, 
so common that it's treated more 
casually, more flippantly, than by 
most people, and here in L.A. Homi
cide the boys had got to calling this 
pa�ticular killer The Butcher. 

Louis., rihe Vice Squad Lieutenant, 
pol.llled more coffee into my p,wcr 
cup and I said ·to ,him, "Lou, you're 
the ps,yeh0loi.i5t. What the hell kind 
of � wcmlci ·Gut them up?" 

Hf raised a shaggy eyebrow and 
patted his bah'! skull . "Two kinds. 
The ;practi.cal -guy., because it's easier 
to _-get rid o-f an arm or leg than a 
body; and the nut. The nut likes it, 
_geB a charge. This one's a nut ." 

''Wh;y uot practical ? ' ' .  
' 'B"ecausc the  same guy  d id  it. 

Thr:ce times is getting goddamncd 
unpractical. At least it looks like the 
same gu;y., right, Sam?" 

Samson bit into his black cigar. 
' 'So fur. They're still working on it ." 
He grabbed his phone and growled 
intm irt .fur a minute, then · hung up. 
He loo&otl .au: me. "Young ginl again, 
about ·eighteen, five:..tw0, !}mndwed
ten pounds, blonde. Jes\.ls." He 
banged a big horny fist against his 
desk top and said, "All that they 
give me from a leg. \Vhy in hell 
can't they look in a te-st tube and 
come up with her name · and who 



killed her? " He swore. "Same guy. 
This one had been frozen, too. Cut 
up while she was frozen stiff.'' 

Louis perched on Sam's desk and 
leaned toward me. "Add that in, 
Shell, if you want to know what kind 
of gicy. We get the dregs, chum. And 
the hell of it is you can't tell it by 
looking at them. Take a number 
from one. to tWo million, and that's 
our boy. Could be you, me, even 
Harrington Harrington the Fourth. 
And it always gets worse, like a bug 
multiplying in the blood. First 
maybe a pin to stick a woinan with, 
then a rape, then you find a leg." He 
shrugged. "They run· amuck, but 
they look O.K.; they run amuck in 
their minds." 

The conversation drifted to the 
Black Dahlia; to Albert Fish, who 
killed a little girl, cut her up, and 
ate her flesh - cooked with carrots 
and onions and bacon; to some of the 
things that never hit print and that 
are difficult to believe even though 
you know they've happened. When 
the morning watch came on at mid
night I left, and drove home on 
brightly-lit Sunset. 

In the morning, I couldn't get the 
murder out of my thoughts. I'd 
dreamed a crawly cold-sweat dream, 
and awakened with the picture of 
that severed limb in my mind. Ex
Marine, long-time detective, I'd 
seen worse things, especially in the 
war ; but even the mass insanity of 
war didn't seem quite so personal or 
frightening as a guy who would kill 
a kid, freeze �her, and cut her up. 
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Just before nine A.M., when I was 
getting ready to leave for my office, 
Samson phoned. Some more of the 
girl had been found. "Thought 
you'd want to know, Shell," he said. 
"Rolled prints off the hand and 
made identification. Judith Geer." 

"Oh, no, Sam. Not one of those 
sweet little gals." 

"Yeah. Sister listed this Judith 
with Missing Persons two days ago. 
Thought maybe she'd been hurt, 
hit by a car or something." 

I told him to hang on a minute 
while I lit a cigarette. The iden tifica
tion had rocked me. I know both of 
the gals he was talking about. Judith 
Geer - the dead one - and Norma 
Geer, her sister, worked at a Car
penter's Drive-In where I'd had in
numerable hamburgers and beers, 
and kidded with both girls a lot ;  
they had shared a n  apartment on 
Melrose. 

I thought about Judy, little and 
cute and blonde as sunshine, trotting 
out to my car and laughing with me 
over nonsense, and I thought of that 
ugly unreal thing I'd found last 
night. I said, "Sam, are you sure? I t  
doesn't seem possible -" 

"Hell, yes, we're sure. Look, you 
knew them pretty well, didn't you ?." 

"Just to yak with. I know their 
names, and they know 'mine, and we 
had a lot of laughs. '{hat's about all. 
Jesus, Sam, what kind of a sonofa
bitch would . . .  " I '1et it die. 

He said, "If you know the sister 
well enough to drop in later you 
might pick up something we haven't 
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got. You know, you're unofficial, no 
uniform." 

"Yeah. I'm hamburger with on
ions and two beers. Sure, Sam." 

"We want this one, Shell, the 
worst way. The guy must be clear 
off now, gone, nuts; Christ knows 
what he'll do next, " 

"Uh-huh, You get anything, give 
me a buzz. I'll see you later.' 

Nothing happened at the office 
except the phone rang once. It was a 
gal with a thready voice asking that 
I please hurry to her address because 
tiny saucer-shaped men were on her 
roof, screeching down the chimney 
at her, I told-her to call 2680 at City 
Hall: the police psycho detail; they 
got calls like that every day. 

It wasn't funny. \\.,hen I hung up 
a shiver ran over my spin� again, and 
I swore, phoned Norma's place on 
Melrose. Norma said she was glad 
I'd called and, sure, come on over; 
she could use some company. She 
could use a few laughs, she said. She 
was trying to sound adult, brittle, 
not frightened. But she was seven 
teen, and she couldn't quite pull it 
off 

There weren't any laughs. Norma 
was scared, shocked: all through with 
crying for now, and white-faced 
scared. Tall and slim and blue-eyed, 
she sat with her legs curled under her 
in an easy chai,. I could tdl she was 
thinking that it might have been her 
instead of her sister, that maybe it 
might still be, 

I ·tried to convince Norina that 
whoever had killed Judy would cer-
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tainly stay clear of her, and I really 
opened my mouth and put my foot 
in it. I'd bc�n thinking about the 
talk at Homicide last night, and for 
a moment I must have forgotten 
who I was talking to. 

I said, "Hell, doll, we were talking 
about The Butcher last night, and 
it's not . . .  " 

Norma straightened up in her 
chair, rigid. I could have yanked out 
my tongue; she might not even 
know how Judy had been mutilated. 

I start(,'d to apologize for my 
choice of words, but Norma inter
rupted, "It's all right, Shell, It just 
shocked me when you said butcher, 
because it made me think of �1r. 
Hecker." 

"Who?" 
"Mr. Hecker. He's our . . •  

butcher, where we get our meat." 
"This Hecker, " I said slowlv, 

"you know him Very well?" 
"Just from the market, Oh, he 

tried to date . .. both of us, but 
naturally we wouldn't have any
thing to do with him." 

"Why 'naturally,' honey?" 
"He's an old guy � and he's mar

ried. Oh, he's sort of an ugly geek, 
and kind of funny, but we still 
wouldn't have had anything to do 
with a chaser like him. He's tried to 
date other girls around here, too." 

"He go out with any that you 
know about?" 

Norma shook her head, frowning. 
She described Hecker for me and 
told me his wife worked in the mar
ket with him, Finally I told Norma 
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I'd keen in touch and left. Heckcr's 
was 01:1y a block and a half down 
Melrose, so I walked. On the way I 
picked up a newspaper, j ust out, at a 
small store_; the Judith Geer murde[ 
,vas on the front page. 

Hecker's Market was kind of run 
dmvn and needed a coat of paint. In
side, the meat case \\'as on my left ; 
shelves along the right wall held 
hams and canned goods; a couple 
frozen-food lockers stood before 
them. There weren't any other cus-
tomcrs, and Hecker was behind the 
glass-fronted meat case. He turned 
to look at me as I came in. 

Hecker was built like an ape. An 
inch or two shorter than my six-two, 
he must have weighed 300 JX>Unds, 
almost I oo pounds more than I, and 
his enormous wrists were nearly as 
big as my forearms. He was heavy
featured, with eyes that looked too 
round, too bigi in a pasty-white and 
red-veined face. \Vhen l stopped be
fore the meat display he said, "What 
you want?"  in a deep voice that 
rumbled in his thick chest. 

"Top sirloin," I said. 
He slid open the rear glass of the 

case and grabbed a steak, flopped 1t 
onto a paper on the scales. Behind 
him was an oversized meat block, 
pitted and stained ; a lot of sawdust 
was on the floor, and dark stains 
were around the chopping block. 
Above the block a green-shaded 
light hung on a cord from the 
ceiling. 

He · slid the wrapped meat to me 
and I tossed the newspaper on the 
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counter while I got out my wallet. 
Paying him I said, nodding at the 
paper, "Hell of a note, huh? That 
kid '" 

I thought he wasn't going to an
swer. Then he said, "What kid ?" I 
pointed to the story. He picked up 
the paper and glanced at it. " Yeah." 
His fin�ers left blood-marks on the 
newsprmt. 

I heard a noise behind me and 
looked over my shoulder as a woman 
walked toward us from the rear of 
the store. From Norma's descrip
tion, I recognized her as Hecker's 
wife. She walked behind the meat 
counter and stood beside her hus
band. 

Mrs. Hecker was a frail, plain
looking woman, bony and angular, 
wearing no makeup and with short · 
dark hair matted on her head. She 
looked almost like a small wizened 
boy, standing there flext to her huge, 
thicklv-musclcd husband. 

I said to Hecker, "This Judy and 
her sister shopped here ?" 

He turned his head slmvly to stare 
at me from the large too-white eyes. 
' ' \Vho'd you say you were ?" 

" 'Shell Scott." I hadn't said. 
"\Vhat you so gabby for, mister?" 
I could feel a warm flush · on my 

face and neck, but I pulled my wallet 
out again and flipped it open so he 
could see the photostat of my 
license. 

"Cops," he rumbled. 1 'Geezus, all 
the crudding cops." 

"Since the girls lived so close, I 
wondered if you ever noticed any-



body hanging around them, follow
ing or watching them." 

He grinned, showing square, too
short teeth, a film of yellow coloring 
them. ''You didn't want no steak, 
did you ?" 

Before I could answer he walked 
from behind the meat counter and 
across the floor to the · door of a 
walk-in refrigerator. Keys jangled as 
he unlocked a big padlock, then slid 
a heavy bolt back, flipped on a light 
and went inside; in a moment he . 
came out with what looked like a 
whole half cow balanced on one of 
his heavy shoulders. Holding it with 
one upstretched hand he bolted and 
locked the door, then carried the 
beef back to the meat block, carried 
it effortlessly, big muscles swelling. 

He dropped the beef with a sod
den thud onto the block, picked up a 
long wide-bladed knife and conical 
stone, began sharpening the knife 
with a whispering grate, grate,- grate 
of steel on stone, ignoring me. 

I said, "You didn't answer my 
question. Might be you could help." 

\Vithout looking at me he said, 
"I don't know nothing about them. 
They bought meat here is all. Beat 
it.'' The knife moved faster as he 
sharpened it, then he slid the stone 
into a metal bracket clamped on the 
block, ran the keen blade over the 
meat, sliced easily down to the bone. 

I rephrased my question, asked it 
of Mrs, Hecker. She shook her head 
wordlessly, looking . tired and nerv
ous. In silence Hecker deftly sliced 
around the bone, put down the knife 
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and picked up a massive cleaver, 
raised it over his head. He swung 
it in a swift arc and I heard it crack 
completely through the bone, bury 
its edge in the wood beneath. Then 
he turned and stared fixedly, soberly 
at me, still in silence. Finally he 
turned back to the block. I left. 

Driving downtown in the Cad 
there was a tightness between my 
shoulder blades; all I had was a funny 
feeling about Hecker, a hunch, no 
real proof against him. But he had 
acted damned strange. And I kept 
seeing that knife rub on stone, hear
ing the grating sound, hearing the 
crack of a cleaver slicing bone. I 
went to Homicide. 

Samson had his inevitable cigar 
going, so naturally there was a 
horrible smell in his office. I gave 
him the story of the last hour. "This 
guy's a bug," I said to him. "He's 
non compos whatever, not at all 
pleasant. He could sure as hell stand 
a check." 

Samson sighed, fumbled in his 
desk, found some papers and flipped 
through them. "Robert Hecker, 
fifty-two years old, married, no 
kids - he's been checked. Along 
with a hundred and forty others."  

"You mean he's clean?" 
"Not clean. Just nothing that 

looks wrong." 
"You got a man on him?" 
A slight trace of annoyance flick

ered over his pink face. "How many 
men you think we got, Shell? I put 
men on some . other guys that look 
better and .got records that fit this 
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better. I'd like to haYe a man on all 
hundred and forty. And it still could 
be the hundred and fortv-first. "  

"Answer m e  this, pal : );Ou told me 
yourself the guy that did the others, 
and this one, knew what and where 
and hO\•: to do it; that he could be 
anything from a meat cutter to a 
brain surgeon." He nodded. "And 
they were all three frozen stiff; this 
guy's got a cold room, a freezing 
room with beef hanging in it ; easy 
enough to drop the temperature 
lower than usual if he ,vanted ; he's 
got frozen-food lockers." 

"Yeah. So has every other butcher 
in town," Samson growled. "You 
want to watch the guy, watch him. 
Get mt some more cops. Take the 
butcher to dinner and show him ink 
blots ." 

"Yeah, sure. I ' l l  get you a good 
cigar." 

He blew foul smoke in the air. 
"O.K. ,  Shell. This guy's got me 
j umpy, but we'll put him through 
the \\'finger, give him a closer look." 

I spent a long afternoon at the 
office. Samson phoned me before he 
went home for dinner. "No soap on 
Hecker," he said. "Nothing yet, 
anyway. No past record, not even 
any complaints; far as we can tell he 
never even went out with any of the 
girls that live around Melrose there. 
He tried to date some - but ac
cording to the boys that s�� his wife, 
you could hardly .blame him for 
trying." 

"I know what they mean. I f  she 
were married to anybody but 
THE BUTCHER 

Hecker, she'd look more like a man 
than her husband."  

"\Ve'll go  over h im some more, 
but he looks clear." 

"Thanks, Sam." We hung up. 
1'.faybe I was a little ·off balance 

about it, but thinking of Hecker 
still gave me the creeps. \\,Then I 
headed the Cad out Sunset I re
membered how carefully locked and 
bolted that walk-in refrigerator had 
been. Seemed funny that it would be 
locked during the daytime, when 
Hecker was in the market himself. 
He must be damned careful about 
his meat. Or something. 

I swung over to Melrose and when 
I got close to Hecker's it looked 
dark. I doused the Cad's lights, 
parked at the eurb and poked the 
glove compartment open, fumbled 
for a ring of keys I keep there. I 
wanted a look in that big refrigera
tor. 

\Vhen I got out of the car I could 
sec that the front door of the market 
was closed, but a thin strip of light 
slanted out the window from behind 
drawn blinds - and I could hear the 
soft, measured thud of that cleaver. 
I hesitated, and my right hand went 
to my shoulder where my gun should 
have been - only the gun was in 
my office desk. Then I made up my 
mind. The scxlden chop, chop, per
sisted inside as I tried the door, 
found it  locked, and selected keys 
on my ring until one worked. I 
unlocked the door, eased it open, 
slipped inside and pulled the door 
closed behind me. 



Light from the green-shaded bulb 
behind the meat counter spilled 
down over the bulky shape of 
Hecker, reached out to touch me 
here by the door, glanced from the 
cleaver as Hecker raised it  above his 
head and slammed it down onto the 
block. He wore only an undershirt 
covering his huge chest, and perspi
ration glistened on his hairy shoul
ders and arms. I moved forward, 
bent so I'd be out of his line of 
vision, then straightened until I 
could see a quarter of beef on the 
chopping block. Cold sweat beaded 
my forehead. There was something 
odd alx>ut Becker's actions, the way 
he chopped at the meat, and I could 
hear grunting sounds in his throat. 
His arm rose and fell rhythmically. 

Suddenly he stopped and turned. 
I thought he'd heard me but he 
wasn't looking at me, was staring 
across the room, yards beyond where 
I stood in partial shadow. I glanced 
to my right ;  the door to the walk-in 
refrigerator was closed, but a red 
bulb burned above it. He stared 
fixedly at the refrigerator, see111:ed 
strangely agitated. 

He turned back to the block, 
picked up the long knife, the conical 
stone, and again I heard the grating 
scraping noise of steel rubbing stone 
as he sharpened the knife. He slid 
the stone into its bracket with a 
crash, sliced at the meat before him 
on the block. 

His back was to me and I bent 
over, moved toward the refrigerator 
door. It \Vas closed but unbolted, the 
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padlock hanging open. As quietly as  
I could I cracked the heavy door. 
Cold air seeped from it  and its inside 
surface chilled my fingers as I 
touched it, pulled it out far enough 
to let my body through. The chop· 
ping didn't falter. 

I pulled the door shut, turned and 
looked inside the freezing room, cold 
swimming over my flesh. In the dim 
light I could see naked carcasses of 
beeves hanging from iron hooks. I 
walked forward, the light throwing 
eerie shadows on the waU ahead of 
me. And finally, far in ba�k against 
the wall, hidden among the sus
pended meats, I found something 
that was different. 

It was a white and bloodless thing 
like �omething made of wax, an 
artfully fashioned image of a woman 
- of part of a woman. It was a 
human slug suspended from a fX)inted 
iron hook. Then I saw the matted, 
clinging hair, and part of it  was 
blonde, blonde as sunshine. This was 
what was left of Judy. 

I became aware of quietness with
out at first realizing what it meant;  
and then dimly I heard a door slam 
out in the market, heard the mur
mur of voices. Footsteps thudded 
over the floor toward the refrigerator 
as my momentary paralysis ended 
and I whirled around. 

The door swung wide and Hecker 
loomed before me. He yelled aloud 
as he saw me, then leaped backward 
so quickly that I almost didn't follow 
after him in time. He started to 
swing the door shut before I under-
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stood what he meant to do, but I 
leaped forward, jarred into it a 
moment before it closed. 

I strained against it with all my 
strength, then suddenly the . weight 
was gone from its other. side. The 
door swung open and I saw Hecker 
running across the floor toward the 
meat block, saw him grab the mas
sive cleaver in his right hand, whirl 
and run back toward me raising the 
cleaver above his head. 

On the far side of the room stood 
his wife; it was she I had heard come 
in and speak moments ago. I glanced 
around for something, anything I 
could use as a weapon, knowing 
Hecker could send that cleaver slash
ing through my skull and brain and 
neck in one blow of his thickly 
muscled arm. Hanging from iron 
rods behind and above me, stretch
in� from wall to wall were several 
unused hooks, S-curved and double
pointed like those from which the 
beeves hung. I grabbed one of them, 
leaped out of the refrigerator room 
as Hecker slowed his rush, stopped 
and stared at me, the cleaver held 
on a level with his head. 

For a second he didn't move, then 
he walked to\vard me, not hurrying, 
just steadily coming closer, holding 
the cleaver tightly. I let him get 
six feet from me, then backed away 
toward the market's rear wall. I took 
my eyes" off Hecker's face for one 
quick look at his wife, but she stood 
motionless near the meat case, eyes 
fixed on us. 

The wall, I kneW, was close behind 
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me. I stopped. Hecker didn't falter 
in his slow stride but he raised the 
cleaver higher, his face almost ex
pressionless. 

I moved back and turned sideways 
until my left elbow brushed against 
the wall. Holding the hook in my 
right hand I crossed my arm in front 
of my body just as he jumped toward 
me swinging the cleaver down in a 
blurred arc at my head. 

With the wall for leverage I 
shoved hard, let my body drop 
toward the floor, slashing my right 
arm toward his face with all my 
strength. The cleaver hissed past my 
head and struck the wood behind 
me as I felt my hand jar against 
him, pain ripping through my palm 
as the second point of the hook dug 
into it. It ripped across my skin and 
the hook was jerked from my hand, 
but as my knees hit the floor I saw 
where that other point had gone. It 
had entered Hecker's throat, the 
curving metal hanging down upon 
his chest. But it hadn't killed him. 

He jerked the cleaver from the 
wood as I rolled a few feet across the 
floor and scrambled to my feet, then 
he jumped towardi me, swinging the 
cleaver dmvnward. I threw my left 
hand up, clamped my fingers arouq.d 
his huge wrist, but couldn't stop the 
blow. I slowed it, changed its direc
tion, but felt the cleaver's edge bite 
into my chest muscles as I slammed 
my right hand up to grab_ that dan
gling hook, to jerk and twist it. His 
weight hurled me to the floor and 
the cleaver thudded against the 
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boards as I rolled away, pain burning 
in my chest. When I got to my feet I 
swung around, but Hecker was on 
his hands and knees, coughing hor� 
ribly, his life draining from his 
throat. 

Then he rolled over and lay on his 
back, eyes staring upwards, and I 
saw that he was trying to talk: I 
went over and listened, and I was 
damn glad I did, because the thing 
he told me was the craziest fact in 
the whole crazy case. He managed 
only a single sentence before he died, 
but it was enough to make me realize 
that he wasn't The Butcher at 
all, , , ,  

I t  took quite a few hours for the 
medics to patch and bandage me up, 
and it was late afternoon before 
Sainson, Louis, and I sat in Room 42 
again. Sam had i ust been talking on 
the phone, and he turned and said, 
"They've got Heckcr's \vife in a 
padded cell ," 

' ' I 'm not surprised ," I said. 
"Mc, neither," Sam said. "She's 

been raving for hours - drooling 
about the killings. Well, there's no 
doubt about your story any more, 
anyway . . .  " 

I shook my head, "I 'm getting 
old," I said. "I should have been 
tipped the minute Norma told me 

1 1 0 

Hecker'd been trying to date every 
dame in that neighborhood - I 
should have realized that a sex killer 
has got to have violence and attack, 
and wouldn't  be trying to date 
women." Sam pushed a bottle into 
my hand, and I took a deep slug of 
it .  I coughed, and went on, "It j ust 
never occurred to me that Hecker's 
wife was the way she was, and Hecker 
was just looking for some normal, 
natural outlets. VVho the hell would 
ever figure that Hecker's wife was 
The Butcher, that she \Vas so domi� 
nant that Hecker was under her 
thumb and cutting up the bodies for 
her after she did the killings ?" 

Sam took the bottle out of my 
hand, and took a deep dip before he 
answered. 

"Nobody'd figure it," he said. 
"Nobody'd figure it  because it's the 
kind of fact that j ust never occurs 
to people - even people in jobs like 
ours. A cop's bound to go looking 

· for a man when he's got some sex 
murders to solve. But it makes just 
as much sense the other way now 
that we know the whole story." 

He paused, and I guess we all 
looked a little sick. "Because natu� 
rally," he went on, "it would 
also be women who were murdered 
if the sex killer was a femclle 
queer . . .  " 
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CRIME CAVALCADE 
BY VINCENT H. GADDIS 

Repentanl Robbers 
' A burgler in .South Bend, Ind . ,  

took $So  from the  home of Jack 
Lovitt and left a note praying for
giveness and promising to repay the 
money twofold. Ignoring $ 1 40, the 
thief also left a woman's night gown 
and two men's shirts, and observed 
in the note : "Keep the clothes. If 
they don't fit, sell them. They're 
new." 

In Chicago, a young thief who 
needed a couple of dollars and found 
nearly $ 1 0,000 in a purse he snatched 
became so frightened he returned 
most of the money to his victim. 
Mrs. \Vilma Gardner, a 58-year-old 
widmv, told police her life savings 
were in her purse when it was taken. 
Several days later she received four 
envelopes in the mail containing 
$9,870. 

In one of the envelopes was a 
penciled note. It read : "I was j ust as 
scared as you were. I never ex· 
pected to find that much money. I 
needed a couple of bucks fast and I 
knmv I learned my lesson ." 
Poelic Judge 

Memories of his childhood came 
to Judge fake Smith, of Chesapeake, 
0., in city court when a woman 
charged with a traffic violation ap
peared before him. · He recognized 

her as one of his former school
teachers. On her plea of guilty, 
Judge Smith said : "I  sentence you 
to either pay $5 or write on a piece 
of paper 'I shall not cross the yellow 
line' 200 times." The teacher re
plied : "I'll pay the five dollars ." 
Fulilily 

A burglar in Portland, Ore. ,  de
cided to enter a dry-cleaning estab
lishment. He climbed a 30-foot 
power pole, jumped onto the roof, 
pried open a skylight, squeezed be
tween bars nine inches apart, low
ered himself inside on a 1 3 -foot 
length of rope. climbed through the 
window panel of an office door, then 
pulled himself over a seven-foot 
partition to an inner office. The loot 
was 39 cents. 
Radio Robbery 

In Van Nuys, Calif., Mrs. Barbara 
Farrell received a telephone call 
from a man who identified himself as 
a radio quizmaster. He told her she 
,vas the lucky winner of twice -what
ever amount of money she had in 
her house. Mrs. Farrell replied that 
she had $64 on hand. An hour later 
the man called at her home, took her 
$64 cash, and gave her a check of 
$ 1 28.  The check bounced. 
Optimistic 

A man arrested in Bellingham, 
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Wash.,  for being AWOL from the 
army for 20 years, told officers : "I 
must have a lot of back pay coming. ' '  

Rockhead Dick 

A private detective in Amarillo, 
Tex., \valked around for ten hours 
with a pistol slug · and two bullet 
holes in his head to the amazement 
of doctors. In fact H. S. Arnold, 45 ,  
wasn't co'nvinccd that he had been 
shot in a tussle with a burglar until 
he returned to the scene and found 
the slug that had flattened against 
his skull. 

Arnold said he had no suspicion 
that he had been shot until a friend 
told him : "I t looks like vou have a 
bullet hole in your head.'" Surgeons 
found that one bullet had split on 
Arno!d's sinus bone, and the t\vo 
fragments had lodged in the sinus 
area in front of his brain. The other 
slug, which was found at the scene, 
had hit his right forehead, followed 
the skull under the skin, and come 
out the top of his head. 

Service Charge 

In Hartford, Conn .,  police were 
sent in pursuit  of Robert M. Shute 
after he refused to pay a restaurant 
check. 

After the chase was over, he was 
charged with running through a red 
light, operating a motor vehicle 
while his license \Vas suspended, and 
disorderly conduct. He was fined a 
total of $ 1 40. The check, it turned 
out, was for 80 cents. 
I f 2  

Home&rew Hero 

Expecting a jailbreak, Deputy 
R. B .  Jones rushed into the sheriff's 
office in Tulsa, Okla . ,  with drawn 
gun after he thought he heard shots. 
Instead, he found that six - j ugs of 
homebrew being held for court· 
room evidence had -blown their tops. 
Patron Saint 

According to the late Bob Ripley, 
St.  Nicholas, whom we know as 
Santa Claus, is the patron saint of 
thieves, and the "Knights of St .  
Nicholas" is another name for -the 
light�fingered gentry. Perhaps the 
burglars w�m broke into a costume 
factory in Sunset Beach, Calif., last 
November were only honoring St. 
Nick. Sheriff's deputies said they 
stole 60 Santa Claus suits. 
No Sale 

Louis Rosansky, operator of a 
pawn shop in Steubenville. 0. ,  told 
officers that a stranger entered his 
establishment and asked if he could 
inspect a pair of handcuffs. The man 
examined them, suddenly snapped 
them on Rosanskv's wrists, and fled 
with $900. 
Double. Check 

In London, Eng., Jame:s James 
(correct) thought he had found the 
perfect crime. His neighbor, \Villiam 
Hood, couldn' t  write, and always 
signed checks with an "X." James 
forged the symbolic signature of 
Hood on $354 worth of checks over 

MANHUNT 



a period of 12 weeks. But James 
made a mistake that sent him to 
prison for two years. He failed to 
notice that Hood made his "X" like 
a plus sign. 
Reply Received 

The Rev. William H. Kepler, 
pastor of a \Vashington, D. C. ,  
church, ·  advertised that the subject 
of his sermon one recent Sunday 
was "Will a Man Rob God '" At the 
C<;;lnclusion of the service, choir 
members found that a thief had 
taken $75 from their coats and 
purses. 
Stainless Stea/ 

Police in Mobridge, S. D. , are 
looking for a man who stole a $65 
set of stainless steel cooking utensils 
from a restaurant, sold the set to a 
tavern operator for $30, and then 
broke into the tavern and re-stole it. 

CRJ).fF, CAVALCADE 

Napper Nabbed 

In Detroit a napping bandit was 
nabbed by police after he was driven 
to a police station by his prospective 
victim. ,-\rthur Stevens, a cab 
driver, told officers the man entered 
hi; taxi, drew a pisto"i, and said : 
' 'This is a stickup. Keep on going, 
and don't try to call the law." 

After driving for several miles, 
Stevens said he noticed the man 
\\'as sprawled across the seat sound 
asleep, his pistol dangling from his 
hand. The cabbic drove to the near
est police station, jumped out and 
ran into the building, calling for 
help. Officers surrounded the taxi, 
then seized the slumbering bandit. 

The man, identified as I\farvin 
Carmony, ,vas booked for investiga
tion of armed robbery, but guestion
ing was delayed. He went to sleep as 
soon as he was locked in a cell. 
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7TT IIAD been a par
Ji t i cu l a r ly  b ru ta l  
and  senseless crime, 
and ordinarily John J. 
Malone would have 
given it only a brief 
glance before turning 
the pages of his Her
ald-Examiner to the 
west coast race re
sults. But something 
had caught his atten
tion and held it for 
the f)3st two or three 
days. Perhaps it was 
that the suspected 
murderer was still at 
largc, and that Malone 
fe l t  an in s t inc t ive  
s y m p a t h y  fo r the  
hunted man. 

This hot July morn
ing had brought no 
new developments .  
The l i t t l e  l a w y e r  
sighed, tossed the pa
per inaccurately at 
the wastebasket and 
leaned back in his 
chair.:_ The suspected 
murderer WM1ld prob
ably and_ cYentually 
give himself up to 
some incredulous but 
grateful city editor. 
M:ilone yawned and 
thought idly about 
the case. 

The victim, Inez 
M c G ! i n t c h y ,  h a d  
apparently been as 
, q  

For a while, it looked like a run-of-t!te-mill 
case. Tkn Malone was !tired to evict a ghost. 

A John ]. M,plone Novelette 

BY CRAIG RICE 



brutal and senseless as the crime 
which had ended her more-or-less 
pointless existence. Tholigh the news
papers described her as an attractive 
young society matron, actually she 
had been in her mid-thirties, with 
the kind of red hair that is often 
accompanied by a pale, freckled and 
generally poor complexion, slightly 
myopic light blue eyes and an 
inclination to plumpness. Moder
ately wealthy and very spoiled. 

Bob McGlintchy, the hunted 
man, had been her fourth husband. 
According to a rather fuzzy snap
shot reproduced in the newspapers, 
he was tall and broad-shouldered, 
with an amiable, not too bright face 
and a lot of fluffy-looking hair. He 
\Vas described as twcnty · four ,  an 
ex-football hero, and neurotic. A 
neurotic football player, Malone 
decided, was something he had to 
see. 

The McGlintchys, still in their 
first year of marriage, had travelled 
with what se:-emed tO be a fa i rly un
s�vory crowd of second-rate artists, 
musicians, poets and hangers-on. A 
few of the more lurid newspapers 
had ventured enthusiastically, if  oc
casionally � inaccurately, into the 
darker depths of abnormal psychol
ogy . But the facts of the murder, as. 
divulged so far, were simple. 

Bob and lqez McGlintchy had 
quarrelled, loudly and drunkenly, at 
a loud and drunken party. That was 
nothing new. Inez, after a particu
larly nasty thrust, had gone home 
to the apartment they had recently 
I\"O VACA�CIES 

rented. That also was nothing new. 
Malone winced uncomfortably at 

the address of the apartmc:nt .  I t  had 
been the starting point for what had 
been one of his rare but, in this case, 
conspicuous failures. 

The violently angry young hus
band had followed a few minutes 
later, it apparently having taken a 
little time for him to think of a 
suitable retort. Not long after, oc
cupants of the apartment building 
had been roused bv a scream, a 
scuffle, and the sound of a crashing 
blow. The superintendent had been 
called and had rushed to the half
open door to see the foot ball hero 
standing over the body of his wife, 
whose skull had been crushed by a 
heavy statuette that had heen one 
of a pair on the mantelpiece. By the 
time the thoroughly frightened su
perintendent had called the police, 
and by the time they had arrived, 
Bob McGlintchy had prudently 
vanished. And there the matter 
rested. 

It was still resting there a few 
hours later, as far as Malone was 
concerned, when the phone rang 
and Maggie came in from the outer 
office to annoi.Jnce that the man on 
the phone refused to give his name. 
The expression on her face indicated 
that the caller was probably an 
indignant creditor. 

"Malone," a hoarse voice said, 
"can you come here right a,vay ?" 

"I can," Malone said amiably, 
"but why ?" 

"It's a murder," came the voice. 
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"I don't know j ust what to do." I t  
added_, 'Tm in Connelly's bar on 
upper State Street." 

Malone knew ,,,here it was. "Buy 
a drink," he said, "and don't do 
anything else until I get there. By 
the way," he said as an afterthought, 
"who arc vou?" 

"Why, ·rm Bob i\lcG!intchy." 
The voice sounded as though 1'.-fa
lone should have known. 
' The little lawyer swore softly. 
"Buy two drinks. And stay right 
there." 

\Vcll, he'd wanted a look at a 
neurotic football hero. Possiblv, he 
thought a lit tle uneasily, thi; one 
,vas also a homicidal maniac. 

2. 

He looked a little like one at the 
moment, �falone decided as he slid 
into the booth and ordered rvc. Bob 
lvfcGlintchy was a big m�n and 
probably a handsome one, far more 
so than the newspaper snapshot had 
indicated. But at this moment his 
light brown hair was mussed and 
matted, his almost bovish face was 
haggard and showed a- good three
day growth of beard. His eyes ,vere 
red-rimmed, his tielcss shirt was 
dirty and his expensive suit had been 
slept in. 

"This is the damnedest mess," he 
understated without preface. "I 
thought and thought what I'd bet
ter do, and finally I remembered 
reading your name. So I telephoned 
you. I don' t  know why I was so sure 
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you wouldn't call the cops, but I 
was." He dn;w a long, shaky breath. 

"\Vhere have you been hiding? " 
Malone asked very gently. 

"In a �  a kind of a hotel on \Vest 
Madison Street. I didn't dare go out 
to cat .  Then my money was running 
out. I j ust started walking. Nobody 
seemed to recognize me. Somehow 
I got up here. I had j ust enough 
money left to buy a couple of beers 
and to telephone you." He paused. 
"I don't know how I'm going to pay 
you." 

i\1alone almost said that he didn't 
either. "\Ve'll worrv about that 
later." I-le went on� ' · Right now 
you're all wound up. Drink your 
drink. And unwind. Run down." 

The young man tried to grin. I t  
wasn't an outstanding success .. Ma� 
lone lit a cigar, taking his time 
about it. He didn't like to think 
about those three days in a \Vest 
Madison Street hotel room. 

" _Malone," Bob McGlintchv said 
shakily, "I didn't." 

"] didn't think you did," Malone 
said, nodding; " it's my business to 
believe you. But what did happen?" 

"I don't know. It's all mixed up." 
He blinked and gave his head a 

, quick shake as though to bring his 
thoughts into focus. 

This, Malone realized, was going 
to take a little time. ''Start from 
page one. How did you happen to 
marry her in the first place?" 

"I - she sort of suggested it, I 
guess. \Ve met last year. I'd had a 
couple of offers to turn pro. You see, 
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[ haven't any money. But what [ 
wanted to do was get a j ob as a high 
school coach. Only I met Inez. We 
sort of got to going around together. 
It wasn't the kind of life I'd been 
used to, and I guess I sort of got to 
like it. But she didn't want me to 
he a coach in a high school." 

"\Vhat did she want you to do? ' '  
Malone asked. 

"Well, I guess, nothing much, 
except be around her. It was all 
right for a while, but we got to 
fighting about stuff and things. We 
fought a lot, all the time. I guess I 
get mad awful easy, and she could 
say real mean things. Like my not 
having any money. You know. I 
hauled off and hit her a couple of 
times. But nobody knmvs about that 
except she and - I mean - except 
me." He stopped suddenly . 
. "And now, me, " Malone said 

helpfully. He signalled to the bar· 
tender. ''About this last quarrel. 
now ·-' '  

Bob McGlmtchy felt in !us pocket 
and started to shake his head. 11a
lone hastily laid a dollar bill on the 
bar and held up two fingers. 

"Thanks, Malone." He gulped his 
drink. A little color began to come 
back in his face. He pushed back his 
hair with both hands. "\Ve went 
to this party. We'd been fighting 
all that day and we just kept it up. 
Then she blew up and went home. 
I stuck around a few minutes and 
then I decided to go home myself 
and go on with the fight. When I got 
there -" He fumbled for a cigarette 
NO VACANCIES 

and managed to light it on the third 
rrv. 

'"Slow down, " Malone said. "This 
is the important part." 

''I - she was dead.'' His breath 
caught for a moment. "I mean she 
looked dead." He stopped again. 
' · J  unlocked the door and went in." 

' 'The door was locked?" Malone 
asked. 

Bob McGlintchy nodded. "I went 
in, " he repeated. "She was on the 
floor. Dead. She looked j ust like she 
did in the newspaper picture. And 
then someone pushed past me and 
went out the door fast." 

"Hold on," Malone said. "Some� 
one. I\1an or ,voman ? " 

"A woman, I think. I didn't get 
much of a look at her. I was looking 
at - Inez. But I think she had on 
something gray. And something 
over her head. A scarf, mavbe. She 
was gone so quick. Like a ;hadow." 

There ,vas a silence. "\Vhat did 
vou do? " I\falone said at last. 
- "I j ust stood there. Then some� 
one came to the door.'' 

"The superintendent ?" Malone 
said. 

Bob McGlmtchy nodded agarn. 
' ·So the newspapers said. I didn't 
really see him. I j ust knew wmeone 
was there. So I ran." He drew a long, 
sighing breath. "I knew right away 
they'd think I killed her. Sn I ran. 
And here I am." 

"Exactly what they do thmk, " 
.Malone said, scowling. He looked 
gloomily at the end of his cigar. "I'm 
your. lawyer, and I believe you. But 
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you've got to admit it's a damned 
flimsy story. " He began moving his 
glass on the polished surface of the 
bar in a series of little circles. "You'd 
been quarrelling. Violently. It had 
happened before and you'd struck 
her. Though thank goodness no one 
ever needs to know that. But even 
so -'' He picked up the glass and 
stared at it moodily. "A gray 
shadow. A jury will love that. " 

He looked up at his new client. 
The unshaven face was the color of 
old ne\\·sprint; the big hands were 
behaving like leaves in a high wind. 

"But it's all the truth, Malone. 
VVhat am I going to do?" His voice 
almost cracked. 

The newspaper descnption of a 
neurotic football player was fairly 
accurate, Malone decided. "First, 
we go to the cops. " He added 
hastily, "Now wait a minute, and 
don't jump like that; it makes me 
nervous. " He paused and che\ved 
savagely on his cigar. "One of two 
things are true. First, that you're 
telling me the truth. That's the 
theory we're going on. In that case, 
whoever murdered your wife un
doubtedly doesn't know that you 
didn't get a good look. Or there may 
be some reason for getting rid of 
both of you. Who inherits her 
dough?" 

"] don't know. Is it important?" 
"It could be. " Malone made a 

·-mental note to find out, for more 
than one reason. "\Vhat I'm trying 
to get across is that whoever mur
dered your wife may need to murder 
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you, too, and you'd b e  safe i n  jail." 
The neurotic foothall p layer 

frowned. "I can defend myself. " he 
said stiffly. 

"Against a gray shadow?" the 
lawyer said mildly. "Anyway, I"ll 
feel better with you safe in jail. And 
you can't go on hiding in flophouses 
forever.'' 

"I suppose you're right, " Bob 
McGlintchy said. "But .Malone, 
suppose - "  

"Suppose nothing, " 1'.1alone said. 
His voice was almost cross. ' 'I'm 
your lawyer and you do as I tell you. 
Since we're going on the assumption 
that you're telling the truth, I can 
do a better job of gray-shadow
shadowing if I have you tucked away 
out of harm's reach. And once I can 
turn that shadow into reality, your 
troubles will all be over. " 

There was another unsuccessful at
tempt at a grin. "And suppose you 
can't?' '  

"Then, " Malone said, "you just 
don't remember what happened and 
leave the rest to me. Don't worrY," 
he added heartily, "I've never lo;t a 
client yet. " 

Except, he thought, Big Joe 
\Villiams. He found himself wishing 
that it weren't the same apartment. 
Not, of course, that he was s'uper
stitious. But it gave him an un
comfortable feeling just the same. 
He crushed out his cigar almost 
angrily. 

"Something?" Bob McGlintchy 
asked anxiously. 

The little lawyer said, "Yes. A 
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shave, a new shirt, a necktie, a quick 
pressing job, a bath, and a lot of 
food. Immediately. For you. Before 
we go to the cops. The next stop is 
my hotel. " He finished his drink and 
stood up. 

"But, " his client said, giving him 
a worried look. "But the people at 
vour hotel. " 
· "I've lived there· nvcnty years. "  
Malone reassured him, "and they're 
used to anything. _ Besides, " he 
added, "there's a freight elevator 
in the rear. " 

3. 
The Bob McGlintchy who sat in 

the office of lnspector von Flanagan, 
of Homicide, several hours later, 
was distinctly. different in appear
ance if not in state of mind. The 
freshly shaven face was definitely 
boyish, but wore a serious look. The 
Sulka tie, one of Malone's own, 
added an almost courageous touch. 

"Damn you, Malone, " von Flana
gan said, "you always make things 
hard for me. I never wanted to be a 
cop. Never would have been, if the 
alderman hadn't owed my old man 
dough. Then I never wanted to be 
promoted to this job. " He scowled 
at Malone, who had heard the story 
before, and many times. "Here's a 
nice simple murder like I can under
stand, guy gets drunk, gets mad at 
his wife, and bashes her head in. 
Excuse me. " This last to the pale 
Bob McGlintchy. "Then you come 
to the party, Malone, and right 
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away I don't feel good. " He glared 
impartially at them both. 

"For the record, " Malone said, 
reaching for a fresh cigar , _"my client 
did quarrel with his wife, but he did 
not bash her head in, as you so 
crudely put it. " 

The big red-faced police officer 
looked at Malone with suspicion. 
"Who did? " 

"A gray shadow, " �1alone said in 
his most innocent voice. 

Von Flanagan swore enthusiasti
cally and fervently for several min
utes. At last he added, "Nothing 
personal, y'understand, " to Bob 
�!cGlintchy. 

"But I did see it - "  Bob Mc· 
Glintchy began in protest. 

"Shut up, " Malone told him 
amiably. "And stay shut up. Any 
talking to be done, I 'll do it. " He 
turned to von Flanagan and briefly 
outlined what his client had done 
and seen, omitting the matter of the 
previous quarrels. 

''No more story than that, " von 
Flanagan said in an almost awed 
tone, "and you bring him in. 
You must have been expecting a 
botmty.'' 

"I saw it as my duty to my 
client, " Malone said smugly. , 

Von Flanagan remarked some· 
thing almost unnecessarily profane 
about Malone's sense of duty. Ma
lone ignored him and turned to the 
anxious young man. "That's your 
statement and stick to it. Don't 
talk to anybody even if I'm present. 
I'll see to it you have cigarettes, 
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candy, magazines and all the com
forts of home. Arid don't w6rry. " 
He wished he felt as confident as he 
sounded. 

Later, alone with von Flanagan, 
he said "You haven't such an air
tight case as you think. A quarrel. 
One witness who says he saw Mc
Glintchy standing over his wife's 
body. It's not enough. " 

"It is for me, " von Flanagan said, 
trying to act as though he meant it. 

Malone finally got his cigar lighted. 
"I suppose you have his fingerprints 
on the statuette, " he said idly, 
shooting in the dark. 

Von Flanagan started to say, "Of 
course, " thought better of it, and 
growled. "The only fingerprints on 
the statuette belonged to the maid. 
Doesn't mean a thing. " 

The little lawyer strolled to the 
window and gazed out at the traffic. 
"One of th� hottest Julys in the 
history of the weather bureau, " he 
remarked, apparently to himself, 
"and I'm asked to believe that the 
guy wore gloves. Or that, being in a 
violent and drunken rage, he care
fully donned gloves before picking, 
up the lethal weapon. Or 'that, being 
in said violent and drunken rage, 
he later wiped off the lethal weapon 
so carefullv that he did not disturb 
the finge(prints left there by the 
maid. " 

"Stop rehearsing for a jury in my 
office, damn you, " von Flanagan 
said angrily. "I said, the fingerprints 
don't mean a thing. " 

"A violent, murderous, drunken 
1 20 

rage, " Malone mused, " the kind of 
rage that would drive a man to 
batter his victim with cruel, almos-t 
maniacal blows. How many blows 
were actually struck, von Fla�1agan ?'' 

"Only one, " von Flanagan said 
before he had time to think. He 
caught himself. His red face turned 
almost purple. "And I suppose that 
if you can't think of anything else. 
you'll have him tell the jury that 
everything went black. " 

"Black as the bottom of a coal 
mine on a rainy Friday, " 1\falone 
said cheerfully and went out. 

4 · 
Out in the street Ire began think· 

ing about the apartment on Goethe 
Street and on a sudden impulse 
decided to visit it. He hailed a pass· 
ing cab and rode up lvlichigan 
Avenue through the steaming heat 
that had already turned his Finchley 
suit into something resembling a 
damp accordion. He mopped his 
brow, ran his fingers through his 
damp black hair and made an in
effectual attempt to straighten his 
tie, which was already slowly creep
ing toward his left ear. 

The apartment building was small 
and chastely expensive in appear
ance, boasting a small square of lawn 
whose cash value as real estate was 
probably approximately that of its 
equivalent per square foot of plati
num. He paused for a moment, 
looking at it. Here Big Joe Williams 
had Jived comfortably and lavishly, 
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going forth to restaurants, night
clubs, theaters and race tracks, while 
the police of forty-eight states and 
the FBI searched for him diligently. 
Here he, :Malone, had sat over many 
a long cool drink while his client 
cheerfully refused to say anything 
one way or another about the fifty 
thousand dollar robbery of the 
Hamilton Trust and Savings Bank. 
And here Big Joe Williams had sur
rendered, politely and still cheer
fully, to the p:>lice after someone 
had turned him in. �1alonc sighed. 

If Big Joe Williams had only con
fided the hiding place of the loot, he 
might be living here today, and 
Malone might be coming on a more 
pleasant errand. But that had been 
long ago, _and Big Joe \Villiams was 
still serving his stretch. 

The little lan'ver shook his head 
sadly and pusheil the bell marked 
Superintendent. 

The superintendent, a skinny, 
pallid little man, came to the door 
scratching his long, thin neck. "I 
guess it'll be all right, Mr. Malone, " 
he said in answer to 1'--falone's ques
ticm, "if the new tenants don't 
mind." 

.Malone lifted a surprised eye
brow. "Rented so soon?" 

The small men nodded. "Apart� 
ments are a\vful hard to get these 
days, and this one's real nice. Ele
gant furniture. Oh sure, of course 
you remember. Haven't changed 
one thing. Rents on a month to 
month basis. Real nice young couple 
took it, day after the killing. Seems 
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they read about it in the newspaper.' '  
He accepted a cigar and said, 
"Thanks, Malone. Oh, they kept a 
coupla cops hanging around, just in 
case the killer came back, but thev 
too�, 'em· away just a little whil� 
ago. 

Malone thanked him and knocked 
on the door of 1-8. It was opened a 
few seconds later, and the superin
tendent said "Mrs. Atwater. this is 
Mr. Malone. Lawyer. Real nice friend 
of mine. Just wants to look around 
the place where the killing hap
pened." 

"Come on in, " the woman said 
agreeably to Malone. The superin
tendent gave a last curious, half wist
ful look into the apartment and went 
away, closing the door behind him. 

Malone looked around reminis
cently. Yes, not a thing had been 
changed. The pleasant creamy yellow 
walls had undoubtedly been re
painted, but in exactly the same 
shade ; the comfortable chairs might 
have been recovered, but in the same 
pale green brocade. Even the little 
ornaments were the same, the 
pleasant-faced red-and-gold painted 
Hindu god sitting in an uncom
fortable position on the desk, the 
odd-shaped vases on the book�ase. 
Nothing had even been moved, 
from the appearance of things, since 
Malone had last seen it more than 
three years before. 

But suddenly he realized that 
there was one difference. There was 
only one bronze statuette on the 
mantelpiece. There had been two. 
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1frs. Atwater's eyes followed his. 
She laughed. "That super - he kills 
me --:- apologized all over the place 
about that damn statue. Seems the 
cops took it for evidence. He says he 
expects to get it back sometime." 

TF1e little lawyer looked at her 
curiously. She was a smallish woman, 
thin and very pale. Thin, but not 
bony, Malone observed admiringly. 
Her lacy off-the-shoulder blouse 
shO\ved a lot of creamy skin that 
looked as if it would be smooth to 
the touch. Her fluffy hair was a 
glistening black, her mascaraed eyes 
were a kind of blue and green and 
gray all at one time, her full mouth 
,v·as lipsticked a brilliant scarlet. She 
seemed restless, quick-moving, and 
nervous as a rabbit near a dog 
track. 

"Sit down, won't you? Ted, let's 
make a drink." 

Ted Atwater shoved the morning 
paper from his lap and stood up 
lazily. He \Vas a tall limp man, with 
a pleasant, homely face, brown hair, 
and friendly brown eyes. He yawned, 
stretched and grinned apologetically. 
"Day off," he explained. "Supposed 
to still be getting moved. Though 
all we moved were a bunch of suit
cases. I'd been living in a club, and 
Edna here didn't even own a pair of 
guest towels." He moved slowly off 
to the pantry. 

"Newlyweds?" Malone asked po
litely, making himself comfortable 
and reaching for a fresh cigar. 

She nodded. "Three weeks. Been 
living in a hotel. Don't know what 
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we'd have done if this McGlintchy 
guy hadn't bumped ·off his wife." 

"Minute Edna read about it in 
the paper she said we'd better come 
right up, there'd be an apartment 
vacant," Ted Atwater called through 
the open door. He came back carry
ing a pleasantly tinkling tray. Ma
lone recognized it and the decorated 
glasses. "Anything in particular you 
wanted to look at?" 

Malone shook his head, accepted 
a drink, and said, "No, just wanted 
to get a quick look at the scene." 

"Well, it's just the same," Edna 
Atwater said brightly. "The body 
was right down there. Rut I guess 
you saw the newspaper pictures. 
The McGlintchys had a little per· 
sonal junk scattered around, but the 
super took it out. And the old lady 
who lived here before they did had 
a lot of stuff and had it arranged 
different, but it was all changed 
back." 

"What do you think'll happen to 
the guy?" Ted Atwater asked, turn
ing his glass around between his 
palms. 

Malone shrugged his shoulders 
noncommittally. "The police have 
him. l'm his lawyer. But that's 
about all I can tell you." 

The woman lifted her eyebrows 
interestedlv. "\.Vell, I wish him luck. 
And you t�. She must have been a 
bitch." 

The little lawyer nodded. The 
apartment didn't tell him a thing. 
There was the mantelpiece where 
the statuette had been, there was 
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the place on the raisin-colored carpet 
where the body had lain, still show· 
ing a very faint trace of police 
chalk-marks. and there was the door 
through ,vhich a gray shadow had 
flitted to disappear, perhaps forever. 
If i t  had ever been there at  all. 
Malone felt a little unhappy, and 
for the first time that week stopped 
noticing the July heat ,vavc. 

"You're a la,v)'er," At\\'ater said 
suddenly ; "perhaps you can help us 
out. I want to move out of this 
place, and we've paid t,vo months' 
rent in advance. Do you think we 
can get it back ?"  

"Ted ! "shcsaid reprovingly. "We'll 
never find another place as nice as 
this." 

Malone looked from one to the 
other and decided to stay neutral. 
He looked at Atwater and said 
"Why l" 

"Just something about it ." He 
laughed nervously. "It seemed a little 
ghoulish to me anyway, running up 
here the minute Edna read about 
the killing, and taking the place 
while it  was still warm, if  vou know 
what I mean. And so�ehow i t  

. - doesn't feel right. \Ve come in and 
there's a feeling like somebody's been 
here, and the super swears there 
hasn't ." He drank deeply and went 
on : " I  keep thinking there's a j inx. 
First there was a bank robber here, 
and he went to j ail. Then there was 
a bed-ridden old lady, and she died 
here. And then this guy murders his 
wife. I j ust don' t  like it  here." 

"You're silly,"  his wife said. 
NO VACANCIES 

"For instance, "· he said, ignoring 
her, " I  came in and found the furni
ture had all been moved around 
differently. Oh, it looked all right, 
so we left it that way. But the super 
swore he - or anybody else - hadn't  
been in here ." 

Malone twirled his  glass thought
fully. "I  don't know. Maybe you 
could get your rent back, and maybe 
you couldn 't .  itnd as far as the other 
is concerned -" he managed to " 
speak lightly in spite of the ice-cube 
that seemed to be sliding up and
down his spine, and forced a smile -
"as a lawyer, I 've been called on for 
a lot of things, but I 've ne,Tr been 
retained to evict a ghost . ' '  

Edna Atwater laughed. I t  ,ms a 
thin, half-irritated laugh. "You see, 
Ted ? You'll make yourself sound 
half gone, talking like you do. " 

But Ted Atwater didn ' t  smile. He 
said stubbornly, "Well, I j ust don " t  
like it .  that's all. I 'm not  a lawyer, 
I'm j ust a bank cashier - Hamifton 
Trust - but I bet I could get that 
rent paid back if I tried ." 

"You'd better not," his  wife said 
almost grimly. 

I\-1alone decided it was time to go . 
He finished his drink, rose. and said , 
"Thanks for the drink and .for letting 
me in. And I hope you get rid of the 
haunts." 

He hoped he could get rid of some 
of his own, he thought on the way 
back to the office. The cold chill was 
Still with him, not a haunting of past 
robbery, death and murder, but a 
premonition of something very defi-
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nitely unpleasant .that was going to 
happen in the future. All the more 
unpleasant because he didn't know 
what it was. 

5· 

Back at the office his dark mood 
persisted. It didn"t help that Ted 
/\twatef was a cashier at the Hamil
ton Trust and Savings Bank. Pure 
coincidence, of course. It had to be. 
Coincidt'nce and nothing else that 
. he had moved into the apartment 
that had been lived in by Big Joe 
\Villiams. He sighed and tried to 
concentrate on gray shadows and 
their probable whereabouts. 

It didn't make him feel any better 
when Maggie came in from the 
outer office and said, "Well, what?" 

''Is it the rent again?" Malone 
asked unhappily. 

· 'Due on the first, " .Maggie said, 
"and so is my salary. And there's a 
bill from Saks for twelve pairs of 
nylons · and some French perfume. 
And the guy who runs the newsstand 
called to say he'd sent a carton of 
cigarettes, a dozen candy bars and 
all the new magazines to Robert 
1frGlintchy in the jail, and would 
you be sure to stop by and pay him 
this afternoon. " 

Malone went through his pockets, 
dug out an accumulation of wrinkled 
bills, all ones, and a handful of 
change. "I can make it. " 

"Malone. " She seemed to soften 
a little. "Did he do it? Are you going 
to get him off?" 
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"I hope not, " Malone said, · 'and 
I hope I do. " 

Maggie said, "Well, you'd better. 
Because he hasn't any money of his 
own, and he won't inherit his wife's 
if he's convicted of her murder. " 

"I know it, " Malone said. "I wish 
you'd go away. " 

"And one more thing, Malone-" 
The telephone interrupted her. 

She lifted it, said, "Yes, " and handed 
it to Malone. "A Mrs. Atwater. " 

A lilting voice said "Mr. Malone, 
I'm around the corner in Hcnrici's . 
\Viii you come down and have a 
drink with me?'' 

"I'm as good as there, " Malone 
said. He scooped the money into his 
pocket and said, "I'll take care of 
the newsstand later. Now don't 
worry about a thing. " 

6. 
In the soft light of I-lenric1's, 

Edna Atwater seemed a shade less 
restless. She had changed into some
thing very cool and simple, of a dull 
rose color, and redone her lips to 
match. She smiled warmlv at Ma-
lone as he sat down. 

One daiquiri and a little light 
conversation later, she said, "I hope 
Ted can be talked out of that notion 
of moving. I do like the place, in 
spite of how we got it. But he'll 
come around." 

Malone had a quiet idea that she 
could talk any reasonably susceptible 
male into anything. "He probably 
will. " 



"After you left I had a sudden 
wild idea. Maybe that bank robber 
hid his money in the apartment. Do 
you suppose I could find it? Is there 
still a re\vard out for i t ? " 

"There Still is, " Malone said, "but 
the police really took that apartment 
to pieces searcl:iing. " He didn't add 
that he'd done the same. "And no 
doubt the other tenants h::id the 
same idea." 

"Even the bed-ridden old lady ? " 
"She had a nurse and a maid, " 

Malone said. He remembered the 
nurse. A slightly gorgeous blonde 
named Irene. It suddenly occurred 
to him that he ought to look her up, 
strictly in the interest of his client. 

Edna Atwater smiled, and her 
eyes said that she liked him very 
much. "YOu were his lawyer, weren't 
you ? Haven't even you any idea 
where he hid i t ? " 

Malone smiled back at her and 
felt a sudden pang of envy for Ted 
Atwater. "Not the least idea." He 
suddenly decided the hell with Ted 
Atwater, signalled the waiter, and 
said, "Enough of all that. Let's talk 
about you. " 

He felt just a little happier when 
he got back to the office. But, he 
reminded himself, he was no nearer 
to a solution of Bob McGlintchy's 
pressing problem. He i:nade a note 
to call the blonde Irene, firmly put 
Edna Atwater's gray-blue-green eyes 
out of his mind, and settled down to 
work. 

It was mid-afternoon when he sat 
back and realized that he still was 
NO VACANCIES 

getting no nearer. The murdered 
woman had had a host of mostly 
chiselling acquaintances, no close 
friends, no lovers nor ex-lovers, and 
three ex-husbands scattered in dif
ferent parts of the c�untry. No one 
in her life could even remotely be 
described as a gray shadow. There 
simply ,vas no motive at all except 
for the now famous violent and 
drunken rage. The little lawyer 
sighed, and sent a message to his 
client that everything was fine and 
he was not to worry. 

He prowled about the office rest
lessly and gloomily. He opened the 
file marked "Confidential, " took 
out the half-empty bottle of gin, 
looked at it and put it back again. 
He straightened the ,vindow blind. 
He picked up the cigar box from the 
bookcase where Maggie had inad
vertently left it while dusting and 
put it back on the desk where it 
belonged. He stood still, thinking. 

Suddenly he called l\faggie and 
said, "Get me a round trip airline 
ticket to Joliet. " 

"But nfalone - "  
" I ' m  g o i n g  t o  s e e  B r g  J o e  

Williams. " 
"But Malone, what money - "  
"There's an emergency fund,'' he 

told her. "This may be one. " 
While he waited he called up 

Irene and made a date for dinner. 
"I may be late, " he warned her. 
Also, he reflected, he might be 
broke. He made a few other calls, 
and hoped that he'd find Big Joe 
\Villiams in a receptive mood. 
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The bank robber was receptive 
and amiable. Three years had changed 
him very litt le. He ,vas still a big, 
paunchy man with thinning gray 
hair and a friendly smile. He was 
delighted to see Malone. 

" I'm up for parole," he greeted 
the lawyer. 

"You may be out sooner than 
you think, " Malone told him. 

"Same deal?'' 
"Same deal." 
"Maybe I 'll buy. tlm time . · ·  He 

frowned thoughtfully. "First, I fig
ured I was earning the fifty grand. 
Earning the hard way, but even 
looking at it as so much a year, it 
wasn't too bad. But I'm getting 
bored. " 

Malone nodded. 
"Besides, there's my girl. Bonnie. 

Remember her, Malone? " 
He remembered her vaguely from 

one or two occasions. A rather loud, 
brassy blonde. "You mean to say 
you're still thinking about her, after 
all this time ? " 

"I sure as hell am," Big Joe said. 
"She turned me in. " 

Malone looked his surprise and 
said nothing. 

"Should have seen it  coming, " 
the big man said. "Never did trust 
her, but we got along. Then she got 
sore about something and turned 
me in. ·well, how do ,-vc work it, 
Malone ? " 

"Same setup," Malone said. "Just 
tell me where the money is and I'll 
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do the rest. And I 'll do it fast. " 
Big Joe Williams sighed, shook his 

head sadlv and said, "For a character 
,vho's j u;t about to kiss fifty grand 
goodbye, I feel pretty good." He 
grinned. "I bet that apartment 
really got a going over. " 

"That, and every other place 
you'd ever been since the hold-up," 
�falone told him. 

The grin became a laugh. ''As 
if I'd let that much dough kick 
around loose. With evervbodV and 
his second cousin looking -for il. And 
a reward for its return in case any 
honest citizens got into the act." 

"\Vhere is it? " Malone demanded. 
"In a safety deposit box, " Big Joe 

\Villiams said, ag3in with that deep, 
rumbling laugh. "Naturally. A safety 
deposit box in the Hamilton Trust 
and Savings Bank on Milwaukee 
Avenue. " 

The little lawyer counted to ten 
slowly. Then he started to say, 
"You're a liar," decided to change 
to, "You're kidding," and finally was 
about to settle for, "You're out of 
your mind." 

"I thought it was pure and .simple 
justice to put it in the same bank I 
took it away from," Big Joe Wil
liams said cheerfully. "And .besides, 
it's the last place anybody would 
ever look for it. \Vork quick, will 
you, Malone? Now that · I've gone 
this far, I'm getting impatient." 

' ' It's pra�tically a matter of hours," 
Malone promised. 

"First thing, I'm going to find 
Bonnie and take three years of my 
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life out of her hide." the big man 
said. 

"Offer a re,vard, ' '  Malone said, 
"and I'll help you look." 

8. 

On the ,vay back he reflected that 
he hadn't accomplished a great deal. 
He'd only confirmed what he had 
believed all along, that Big Joe 
\Villiams' loot ,vas tucked away in a 
good, safe, undetectable place. A 
sudden and disagreeable thought 
struck him. It was Big Joe \Villiams 
who would turn the money in : he, 
Malone, hadn't ·located it .  There 
wasn't going to be any reward. 

Oh well, he'd done his good deed 
for the day. And Big Joe Williams, 
out of jail, would probably be a 
profitable client for the future. 

],..faggie was ,vaiting for him, still 
looking worried. "I  paid the news
stand. And the newspapers have 
been calling about the McGlintchy 
thing." 

"Tell them mv client is innocent 
and I intend to ' prove it," :r-.1alone 
growled. "And find out what lawyer 
handled Inez McGlintchv's will ." 
He went on into his office: 

There was something in the very 
back of his mind that refused to 
come forward. Something m.iddew 
ingly j ust beyond his mental finger
tips. He knew that it was important, 
and he couldn't think ,vhat it  was. 

"It's Envin Smallgrass, of Ballard, 
Ballard, Ballard and Smallgrass," 
Maggie called. 'Tm getting him." 
NO VACANCIES 

Mr. Smallgrass was delighted to 
give his colleague the information, . 
and did. 1-falone put down the 
phone, feeling that that was all he 
needed to finish ruining the day. 
Inez McGlintchy's small fortune 
had been a life trtist, ending with 
her death - in this case, her mur
der. Bob McGlintchy wasn't going 
to inherit anv monev at ill. 

I t  looked: Malo�e reflected, as 
though he were going to be broke 
for a long time to come. And it  also 
looked as though he had taken on a 
long and difficult job of defending 
the football hero in court. Oh well. 
He'd use the gray shadow. Violent 
and drunken rage. A gray shadow. 
Everything went black. A neurotic 
football player. 

"It wasn 't really a neurosis , ' '  
Malone said aloud . "It  was Four 
Roses." That should have made him 
feel a little better, but it didn't. 

He sat for a long time staring at 
the embossed cigar box on his desk. 
At last he reached for a cigar, slid 
off the cellophane, started to light it ,  
and stopped halfway, not moving 
until the match began to burn his 
fingers. Then he put down the cigar, 
reached for the telephone and called 
Ted Atwater. 

" I  thought you'd be interested, ' '  
he said casually. "Big  Joe  \Villiams 
gets out tomorrow. You may get 
the rent back after all, if he decides 
he wants his home back." 

Then he called von Flanagan. 
"Meet me at the apartment where 
the McGlintchy woman \Vas killed . 
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Yes, of course I know what I 'm 
doing." 

Then he \Vas on his way. 
A white-faced Ted Atwater was 

in the hall . "Mr. \1alone ! She asked 
me to go on an errand. Now she's 

.. locked me ,out. I left my keys in 
here. She \�'on't let me in . Malone, 
what is i t ?"  

The superintendent came run
ning, passkeys in hand . .Malone 
reached for them, Ted Atwater beat 
him to i t .  

"Wait  -" Malone said desper
ately, pushing fonvard. Ted At
water, in a burst of fear and rage, 
shoved him aside. Something that 
felt the size of an elephant's foot 
landed in his eve, hard . 

' ' \Vait, dam� you," :\falone half 
screamed. "Can;t you sec, she'll 
have to kill you too -" 

The door was flung open, he was 
momentarilv conscious of ·a room 
that had be�n torn up in a last, wild 
frenzy of searching, of a small, white
faced, black-haired fury who turned 
on them. Something hurtled past 
his head ; he had a feeling that i t  was 
the survivor of the pair of bronze 
statuettes. Then van Flanagan ar
rived, and it  ,vas all over. 

9· 
" If  you must know," Malone said 

crossly, explaining his black eye 
to Big Joe Williams, "I came in 
contact with a guided muscle." 

He sat down heavily behind his 
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desk. Then he bounded up, opened 
the file drawer and brought out the 
gm and two glasses. 

' 'She'd dyed her hair, of course," 
!\falone said, sitting down again. 
"But that shouldn't  have thrown 
me off: Just one thing start Cd me 
thinking, and the rest fell into 
place. "  

B i g  Joe \Villiams lifted his glass i n  
silent appreciation . 

. "She was sure the moncv was in 
the apartment in spite of th� search
ing that pad been done," !\.falone 
said . "I was half sure myself. After 
all, you \Vould be pretty damned 
smar.t about a hiding place for that 
kind of cash. But after you went to 
jail, the apartment was taken over 
by a bed-ridden old lady and her 
nurse, and she didn't have a chance 
to get in and search." 

He paused, sipped his gin, and 
remembered that something would 
have to be done towclrd financing 
his date with the blonde nurse. 

"But she waited. The McGlint
chys moved in, and she watched for 
a chance to do a really good job of 
searching: I should have realized 
that she'd still have the key you'd 
given her." 

" I  thought of that too," Big Joe 
\Villiams said, "but 'it didn't matter, 
to me." 

"\Vell anyway," the little lawyer 
said wearily, "She'd changed her 
name and dyed her hair. Somehow 
she met the cashier of the Hamilton 
Bank and married him. She evi
dently thought he could uninten-
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tionally give her ;S<Jme kind of a 
hint, Heaven knO\VS why. Or maybe 
she thought it had been an inside 
job and he could get her next to the 
other party without knowing it ." 

. .  But it wasn't ," the big man said. 
"I  did it all myself." There was a 
craftsman's pride in his voice. 

"She sa\v her chance ,vhcn the 
i\1cGlintchys went out t0 a party," 
Malone went on. "But Inez \Vent 
home unexpectedly soon and walked 
in on the search. Maybe the blow 
wasn't meant to be quite that hard ; 
we'll never know. But now Edna -
Bonnie - sa,v a Heaven-sent op
portunity and talked her husband, 
poor devil, into t8:king the apart
ment. Last night, when she was told 
that vou were on the loose, she knew 
she h�d one last chance, and that she 
had to take it fast and get out of 
tmvn."  He sighed. 

··i should have guessed before," 
he said at last. "It was the cigar box 
that tipped me off." He opened it, 
passed it, and took one out. ' ·Yester
day it had been left on the bookcase. 
Instinctively, without thinking, I 
put it back where it had always 
been. People do that when they've 
been around a place a long time. 
Just as she had done in the apart
ment. Her husband told me that 
he'd come home to find all the 
furniture moved around from the 
way it had been when they moved 
in. But I remembered it as exactly 
the way it had been when I'd seen 
it when you lived there. She'd re
membered it that way too, fro·m the 
XO VACAXCIES 

time she spent there with you and -
almost unconsciously, perhaps, had 
moved it  back. That should have 
made me know \vhat had happened 
right aw�y. Once I knew that, the 
rest followed."  

He didn't  add that he'd had a few 
minutes of horrible fear after he'd 
called von Flanagan that his hunch 
wasn't  correct .  

For a little \Vhile he sat playing 
,vith his cigar. Things had worked 
out for everyone else. Bob Mc
Glintchy was , a free man, and the 
chances were unless he met another 
heiress, that he'd end up as athletic 
coach in some small-town high school 
and, in time, happily married. But 
he. Malone, wasn't going to get any 
fee. The bank had its monev back, 
and everyone was very happ)· about 
it. But he, :Malone, wasn't going to 
get any reward. Edna, or Bonnie, 
was in jail, and von Flanagan was 
very happy about everything. For a 
moment Malone wondered if Big 
Joe VVilliams would care to finance 
her defense, and decided that he 
wouldn't .  

I t  was at that moment that Big 
Joe Williams put down his cigar, 
took out his wallet, and began 
counting out hundred dollar bills 
until he'd piled up an even ten of 
them. "You've been talking for a 
long time about a trip to Bermuda,"  
he said. 

Malone . looked at the money. 
"For what?"  

' 'For handling everything so fast."  
Big Joe Williams said. "And for 



finding Bonnie." He shoved the bills 
across the desk. 

Malone looked at the biHs. He 
wanted to count them. but he was 
afraid to· touch the�. They might 
disappear. The whole thing, he told 
himself fuzzily, was a dream. 

It was some time before Malone 
moved or spoke. At lasl he picked up 
the bills. "I thought you'd be broke, " 
he said, almost incredulously. "After 
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all, you had to . give up the fifty 
grand." 

He riffled the bills. They crinkled. 
They didn't disappear. "Where did 
you get all this money ?" he asked 
suspiciously. 

Big Joe VVilliams' smile widened 
into a broad and happy grin. "Hells' 
bells, Malone, " he said. "The Hamil
ton Trust and Savings wasn't the 
only bank I ever robbed I"  
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Portrait of a Killer 
No. 10 - Rose Palmer 

BY DAN SONTUP 

cv-m has been called "the most re
� markable of all Caribbean wom
en, " but on the island where she 
lived, Rose Palmer was bcttc·r known 
as "The White Witch of Rose Hall. " 

It ,vas in the days when slavery 
still flourished in the ,:vest Indies, 
and Rose lived on the huge planta
tion known as Rose Hall. She ,vas a 
strikingly beautiful girl, who had 
only one failing - she had a pench
ant for killing off husbands while 
they were looking out the window. 

Her first husband was named 
Percy, and. he came to Ro·se Hall 
from his home in England. They 
lived together in the big mansion on 
Rose's plantation, and life was quite 
simple and easy for them. The slaves 
did all the work, and Rose, through 
her overseer, saw to it that the slaves 
were kept busy in the cane fields 
and never stepped out of line. 

At first, Percy and Rose got along 
very well. They were happy to
gether, they lived quietly on the 
plantation, and the only bit of uw 
pleasantness in their lives was an 
occasional whipping of a slave, which 
Rose or Percy had to supervise. 

So life went on for them like that 
until, without any apparent reason, 
Rose suddenly tired of Percy. She 

snapped at him, they began to quar
rel, their marriage was no longer a 
happy one - and that's when Rose 
decided to get rid of Percy. 

Her plan was a simple one. She 
St()(Xi by one of the big windows in 
the house, and after making sure 
that no one was watching, she opened 
the window halfwav. Then she 
called Percy. 

He came over to her and stood bv the window with her and asked 
h�r what she wanted. Rose didn't 
answer him at first, j ust pointed out 
the window. Percy glanced out the 
window, but couldn't see anything 
out of the ordinary. Rose stepped 
closer to the window and, pointing 
downward, said "It's down there, 
on the ground." 

Percy was puzzled, and he stuck 
his head through the window and 
leaned out and looked down to the 
ground. Rose stepped closer to him, 
reached for the window, and then 
brought it down with ·all he'r force 
on the back of Percy's neck. 

Her timing was perfect. Percy's 
neck was broken. and he died look
ing down at the ground. 

Rose was properly grief-stricken 
,vhen the doctor and the local police 
arrived. She told them it was an 

1 3 1  



accident, and, of course, there was 
no one to contradict her. Percy was 
buried on the grounds of Rose Hall, 
and Rose went back to being mis
tress of the plantation all by he-rself. 

There \Vas some talk in the slave 
quarters about the death of Percy. 
Someone must have seen what hap
pened, because the story of Percy 
and the \Vindow was whispered 
about. Perhaps one of the household 
slaves \Vas a witness to the crime, 
Rose never found out, but a few 
more \vhippings by the overseer, at 
Rose's command, hushed the rumors 
and stopped most of the talk. Rose 
had nothing to fear from the slaves, 
and she knew it. 

Then Rose began to get a bit 
lonely, and it wasn't long before she 
brought another young husband 
home with her to the plantation. 
This one was named Kent, and he, 
too, was an Englishman. 

He lasted just about as long as 
Percy did. 

When Rose had had enough of 
Kent, she summoned him to the 
window, had him look out, and, 
once again, her timing was just right. 

This time, of course, the ·police 
were a bit suspicious, hut they could
n't prove a thing. The slaves would
n't talk, and, even if they had, it's 
doubtful if their word lvould have 
been accepted. So, once more, a 
grave was dug and another husband 
wa"s laid to rest in the soil of Rose 
Hall. 

The third husband wasn't an 
Englishman. 
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Ramon was a Spaniard, another 
master for the slaves, and another 
husband for Rose to love and then 
grow weary of. 

The records aren't too clear about 
Ramon's death. Local legen.d has it 
that he, too, kept his head out the 
window a split second too long ; but 
all that's known about him is that 
he "sickened and died." 

So, Rose was a widO\v for the third 
time, and for the third time the po· 
lice couldn't do a thing about it. 
Ramon was buried on the grounds 
the same as his two predecessors. 

By this time Rose had earned her 
title of \Vitch, but i t  didn't seem to 
bother her at all. If she felt anything 
she didn't show it. HoweYcr. thl' 
slaves knew that Rose had changed ; 
she was even more harsh and brutal 
with them now - and that 's what 
proved Rose's undoing . .  

Late one night, one o f  the slaves 
got loose and somehow managed to 
get hold of a machete. He cornered 
Rose in her bedroom, raised the 
machete over his head, and the last 
thing Rose saw was the blade of the 
knife coming at her. 

After her death, the whole storv 
came out, but Rose, of course, w;s 
beyond punishment then. 

Since that time, all sorts of legends 
have grown up around her - leg
ends of even more graves at Rose 
Hall, stories of voodoo, poisoning, 
Zombies, and witchcraft. But, when 
we come right down to it, Rose 
Palmer was just a woman who found 
a different way of killing husbands. 
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The old guy had money. So when he 
asked Jack to watch somebody die. 
Jack was glad to accept 

BY DAVID ALEXANDER 

I 
WANT to get this 

written down on pa� 
per fast, while there's 
still some Sneaky Pete 
in the bottle, just in case 
my hand gets shaky and 
I need it. Not that I'm 
s tooling, unders tand. 
,vhen you're a wino on 
Skid Row you don't 
holler copper. But this 
is different from stealing 
the shoes off a mission 
stiff or jack-rolling a 
lush. This is murder. 

I want to have this all 
written down on paper 
with a date on it and 
somebcxly to witness it, 
then I'm going to seal it 
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up in an envelope and leave it ,vith 
a charaCter l can tmst. 1\1aybe a 
Holy Joe at the Sally Ann - the 
Salvation Army - or the bartender 
at Grogan's gin mill on the Bowery. 
Just in case the cops get to smelling 
around with their big noses, under
stand. Because this is the first time 
that I ,vas ever mixed up in a mur
der and I got to protect myself. I'm 
not really mixed up in it, I guess, 
but just kind of a witness. And I'm 
not even sure it's murder. 

Don't start laughing and thinking 
I'm going off into the rams or count
ing the lavender leopards· on the 
ceiling just because I'm a wino. This 
happened. It happened just today. 
And by now maybe they got the old 
doll that was chilled in the top 
drmver of the ice box at the morgue 
on East T\venty-ninth Street. 

I'll take another snort of the S\vcet 
wine I got right here beside me in 
the cubbvhole at the Castle Rooms 
I just paid the man six bits to occupy 
until tomorrow morning, Then 'I'll 
begin at the beginning. There, 
that's better. Stuff warms up your 
insides, know what I mean? 

l"woke up in this same flophouse 
this morning. Only I didn't wake 
up in a six-bit private room. I woke 
up in ,vhat they call the dormitory 
where a bed costs thirty-five cents. 
I didn't wake up until nine o'clock 
when they come aroun� to fumigate 
the place. They run you out of here 
every day at nine so they can fumi
gate and you can't get back in until 
four in the afternoon. 
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I felt awful, worse than I ever did 
feel before, but when the man 
started hollering to hit the deck I 
did all the usual things mechanically 
before I tried to get up. I felt for 
the Army shoes with the \v·aterproof 
soles and they were . tied around 
my neck like usual. I reached down 
inside the old gray sweatshirt and 
the little tobacco pouch where I 
keep what's left from the stakes I 
make by bracing guys was there, 
pinned to me, but it was empty. 
That didn't surprise me because I 
knew I'd spent my last: cent on a 
pint of Sneaky to get up on. I felt 
my leg. I always tied the morning 
pint to my leg, inside my trousers. 
in a special way I had invented. I 
hadn't even opened the bottle the 
night before, but it wasn't there. 
Some mother-lover had split my 
trousers leg with a razor blade and 
got the pint while I was sleeping off 
my binge. 

I damn near blew my top right 
there. I had the green-paint horrors 
and I didn't have a cent and the 
brand new full pint that would have 
saved my life was poured down 
some mother-lover's gullet. I tried 
to get out of bed and I could hardly 
stand on my own two . feet, I was 
shaking so, I didn't know what the 
hell to do. I'd be lucky to make the 
street without a shot the way I 
felt, and in order to brace enough 
of a stake for a drink I'd have to 
get off the · Bowery. You can't bum 
from bums. Maybe I'd have to 
walk up Fourth Street all the way 



to Washington Square and-I couldn't 
ever make it without a drink. 

I staggered into the lavatory and 
splashed some water on myself and 
looked around at the empties on the 
floor, hoping maybe some guy might 
have left even a few drops in a bot
tle. I 'd been on Skid Row long 
enough to know better. Somehow or 
other I managed to get dO\vn the 
steps and out into the street. I kind 
of leaned against buildings until I 
was outside Grogan's Palace Bar 
about a block away. I 'd been drink
ing there the night before. It's 
funny how they give Skid Row pads 
and wino traps such high-faluting 
names. The . Castle and the Palace, 
for instarice. And j ust a little further 
on there's a flea flop called the 
Berkshire Arms. The Bowery busi
nessmen have got a funny kind of 
humor. 

All around me were little groups 
of guys pooling the change they'd 
saved from their bracing operations 
of the day before so they could make 
a crock. There's two kinds of winos 
on the Bowery. One kind tries to 
hold on to enough change overnight 

' so they can get in a morning pool 
that's trying to make a crock to pass 
around. The other kind buys their 
pint or fifth the night before and 
tries to hang on to it till morning. 
I'm the second kind. I got something 
wrong with my throat and I can't 
take big swallows. Usually you only 
get one swallow at a crock when 
you're in a pool, so I always get 
gypped. Also, some of these pools 
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buy Sweet Lucy, which is port, and 
I go for Sneaky Pete, which is sherry 
or muscatel. Not that it makes 
much difference. When I feel like I 
felt that morning, I'll drink any
thing. including kerosene. 

I shuffled into the Palace and I 
walked right into murder, although 
I didn 't know it  then and I was too 
fogged to think about murder or 
anything else, anyway. I said to the 
bartender, ; <Suds, some mother
loving bastard ripped my j eans and 
stole my life insurance, a whole 
pint  of it, Suds, I got the heaves and 
j erks and I'm going off into the 
rams if I don ' t  get one quick. You 
give me j ust one big-boy on the 
cuff, Suds, and I'll be in shape to 
brace a stake and pay you inside 
half an hour. I ·spent a lot in here 
last night. Almost three bucks, 
Suds." 

Suds j ust laughed like that was 
funny. He said, "You been aroqnd 
long enough to know better than 
ask for a cuff in Grogan's trap. Gro
gan wouldn't cuff his S\veet old 
drunken grandmother. Fall down in 
the gutter and drool a little and 
maybe Kerrigan, the cop, will take 
you up to Bellevue; They got some 
stuff there called paraldehyde makes 
your eyeballs pop like the buttons 
on a fat man's vest." 

I was really shaking now and the 
sweat was rolling off me so hard it 
bounced on the bar. A guy at the 
bar was looking at me. He was j ust 
another Skid Row grifter, dirty as 
I \Vas, needing a shave. But  he had a 
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kind of air about him like he'd seen 
better days. He had a big, fat purple 
goblet of vino in front of him that 
made my tongue hang out a foot, 
and he had a dog. It was the damned 
ugliest dog I ever saw in all my life. 
A kind of mongrel bull, I guess. It  
was so old it could hardly walk. It 
had nasty-looking sores and a swell
ing in its belly like a tumor. Its eyes 
were two big milky moonstones. 
Cataracts. The old dog was blind. 

The dog's owner had evidently 
been belting himself with the Pete 
for quite a spell because he was 
beginning to glow like a wino does 
when the stuff gets in his blood
stream. His cheeks were pink in his 
dirty-gray face. He kind of smiled at 
me and showed a set of jagged teeth 
stained purple-broWn by wine. He 
waved a fan of dirty fingers at me 
and said to Suds, "This man is sick. 
I was a doctor once and I know. 
Alcohol is a strange element. It's the 
only poison that serves as its own 
antidote. " 

Suds said, "So \vhat you want 
that I should do? Give ever)' sick 
creep that crawls through the door a 
shot of bonded bourbon on the 
house? ' '  

The man put  money on the bar. 
He gulped the whole goblet of 
wine, then he said, "Refill my glass. 
Give our friend a blockbuster on 
me. He requires strong medicine. " 

I almost started to laugh and cry 
at the same time. If you'd given me 
a choice between a million cash or 
the most beautiful broad in the 

world with all her clothes except her 
srockings off or a blockbuster, right 
then, I'd have taken the block
buster. A blockbuster is a beer 
goblet full of sherry with a shot of 
cheap rye poured right into . it. If 
that don' t  fix you up, it's time for 
the embalming needle. 

The guy who saved my life was a 
wino himself and he was smart 
enough not to talk any more until I 
got the blockbuster dmvn. It took a 
little while because like I say I got 
something wrong with my throat 
and I got to kind of sip, but I held 
that goblet in nvo hands and I kept 
on sipping and didn't put it dmvn 
till it was empty. I could feel the 
stuff flowing through me nice and 
warm every inch of the way. Dmvn 
the hatch, into the lungs, out into 
the arms and hands, into the belly 
and right_ down to the groin and the 
legs and the numb feet. In thirty 
seconds by the clock my hands that 
had been fluttering like the tassels 
on a strip-dancer's brassiere were 
steadv. 

Th� man tugged at his old dog 
and dragged him up the bar toward 
me. The blind dog walked stiff like a 
zombie in one of those horror films 
they show at the all-night picture 
houses. 

' 'Fed better?" the man asked. 
I nodded. "Mister, " I said, "you 

ought to get the medal they hand 
out for lifesaving. " 

He chuckled, or kind of cackled 
rather. He waved his dirty paw at 
the bartender, put money on the 
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bar, said, ' ' ,\ bird can't fly on one 
wing. \Vhat's your name, son? " 

"Jack, " I told him. Nobody ever 
gives their right name on Skid Row 
and that was what they called me 
when they called me anything. As 
Suds filled up the glasses, I said, 
"You must have just come into an 
inheritance.'' 

"Not vet. " he said, "but I'm 
about to ·do so. Today, I think. A 
friend of mine is very ill. High 
blood-pressure. Heart disease. Par
tial paralysis. And it's all compli
cated by old age and chronic alco
holism. I've been watching her 
closely. I'm a doctor, you know, 
even though they took my license. 
The slightest shock will carry her 
off. I don't expect her to last the 
day." He gulped at his wine and 
looked happy. 

A thousand guys· you meet on 
Skid Row expect to inherit a for� 
tune any given minute. I didn't 
take this character seriously. But I 
was hurting and he was bu);ing, so I 
was willing to let him talk. 

"She leaving you her money?" I 
asked. 

He thought it over. "\Vell, not 
exactly," he said. "She hasn't any 
money. I've kept her alive for a long 
while now. I'm a doctor, even if  
they took my license. I let people 
impose on me, you see. So now llive 
on city charity and an ·occasional 
handout from my brother. I never 
could refuse poor, suffering people 
who wanted prescriptions for seda� 
ti v.cs - goof balls, you know. One 
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girl killed herself with an overdose. 
And another girl talked me into 
perforniing an illegal operation. I 
almost went to jail. I was too soft
hearted to practice medicine. \Ve 
may as well have another ohe. I just 
cashed my relief check. And if the 
old lady dies today I'll have plenty." 

Suds filled them up. The man 
said, "You can call me Doc, Jack. 
Doc Trevor, that's my rnime. This 
old woman's name is Marge. I\1arge 
Lorraine. It was a famous name 
once, but you wouldn't remember, 
you're too young. She was an ac
tress. Booze and age and sickness 
got her. \Vhen she was still young 
·enough she became a street-walker 
to get her booze. Then she hit Skid 
Row and the lousy bums would 
make her dance and kick her heels 
up so they could laugh at her. That's 
the only way she could get booze. 
And she was old then, Jack. Old 
enough to be a grandmother. To 
think that she'd been a fine actress 
once, with her name up there in 
lights." 

He couldn't stand the thought of 
i t  and drank down the wine in his 
goblet. 

"I used to see her in the joints, 
kicking her heels up for the stinkiDg 
bums so she could get a drink to 
stop the hurting. I couldn't stand it. 
She was old enough to be my 
mother. I remembered how I used to 
worship her up there behind the 
footlights when I \Vas a kid. One 
night I took her home with me to 
the .coldwater flat I've got in a 
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tenement on Hester Street. She's 
been there ever since, a couple of 
years now. I was interested in her 
complication of diseases. I t's a mira
cle she's alive at all. I don't have 
money for the drugs she needs, but a 
little booze, a little food, what 
medicines I can buy, they've kept 
her alive. The main thing that's 
kept her alive, though, is this old 
dog here: His name is Pasteur. I 
found him when he was a pup. He 
was homeless, like the old woman 
was, so I took him to my flat. That 
was seventeen years ago. Most dogs 
don't live seventeen years. Pas
teur's like the old woman. Old and 
sick and useless. Everything the 
matter with him but he keeps on 
living somehow. He gives the old 
woman courage. She figures so long 
as the dog can live, the shape he's 
in, she can live, too. " 

He said, "It's what they call 
'Identification' in psychology. She 
identifies herself with the dog, you 
see. You interested in psychology, 
Jack; " 

"I used to be, " I told him. "I 
used to be interested in lots of 
things. Right now I'm only in
terested in another drink. " 

He waved his dirty hand and got 
the beakers refilled again. "Psy
chology, " he said. "If the booze or 
life or something hadn't got me a 
long time ago, I'd do a paper about 
the old woman and the dog for the 
medical society magazine. When 
Pasteur feels gocxl !ind gets the idea 
he's a pup again and frisks a little, 
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the old woman feels good, too. 
When he's sick and moping and 
whining, .she's that ,vay. High 
blood-pressure affects a person's 
eyesight. She isn't blind yet, but she 
can't see too well. Her eves started 
going about the time the dog devel
oped cataracts." 

"It's too bad he's blind like that, 
poor old dog, " I said. 

"He doesn't mind too much, " 
the doc replied. "Dogs don't go 
much by their eyes any\vay. It's the 
nose with them. The nose and ears. 
Pasteur can still do tricks, even. 
Watch him. " He snapped his fingers. 
"Sit ! " he said. "Sit up, Pasteur ! " 

The old dog scrambled to his feet 
and tried to . balance himself on his 
rump and you could tell it hurt him 
like hell. It  was like an old man with 
rhcumatis1:1 trying to do a hand
spring. The doc kept barking, "Sit l  
Sit  up ! " and he seemed to be enjoy
ing himself because this old dog was 
the only thing on earth would take 
orders from him. The dog finally 
managed to sit up on his rump, kind 
of swaying. "Good boy, " said the 
doc. "Pasteur knows lots of tricks. 
The old woman claps her hands 
when she sees him do them. He's 
just learned a brand new trick. 
We're going to show the old woman 
when we get back, aren't we, 
Pasteur?" 

"Please ·don't make him do any 
more tricks for me, " I said. "He's 
too old for tricks. It hurts him, sit
ting up like that. " 

"You don't understand the psy-
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chology of the old," the doc an
swered. "Pasteur loves doing tricks. 
It makes him foel iinP<Jrtant. When 
the old cease to feel important, they 
know they're useless, and that's 
when they start to die." 

I didn't want him to make the 
old dog do any more tricks, so I 
tried to change the subject. I said, 
"If this old lady hasn't got any 
money, how you going to · inherit 
any money when she dies ?" 

"Insurance. "  sa id the doc. "\Vhcn 
I got her things from the place 
they'd put her out of before she 
moved in with me, I found an old 
insurance policy. It \�'as made out 
to her daughter, the only policy she 
had that hadn't lapsed, The daugh
ter walked out when �farge got to 
be a lush and :\farge has never heard 
from her. Doesn't even know if 
she's alive. But one ,vay or another, 
she'd kept the payments up right 
to the year before. It ,vas an annual 
premium and it was due again. I got 
her to sign some papers from the 
insurance company making me the 
beneficiary and I've been paying the 
premium ever since." 

"Is it for a lot of money?" I 
asked him. 

He shook his head. "Not much, 
or I couldn't pay the premium on it. 
But it's a lot for guys like you and 
me. Two grand." 

"\Vhat makes you think she's 
going to die today?" I asked. 

He was pretty drunk. He winked 
at me. 'Tm a doctor," he said. "I 
know. I know the signs." Then he 
DIE LIKE A DOG 

kind of bit his lips with his wine
stained teeth and said, "There's a 
friend of mine with the city relief 
agency. He always tips me off ,vhen 
investigators are coming around. 
They'd cut me off the relief rolls if 
they kne,v I had Marge up there 
with me. You're not allowed to keep 
another person in the place they 
rent for you. Up to now I've always 
got her out in time when the iw -vestigator was paying me a call. 
Parked her in a gin mill and hid 
what rags she's got and got rid of all 
the empties. But now she's going 
blind and almost paralyzed, I can't 
get her down the steps. And I 've 
been tipped off the investigator is 
coming around tomorrow. I can't 
lose that relief." He drew himself up 
straight, said, ''I'm too much of a 
gentleman to brace men on the 
street for my flqp and booze money." 

The blockbusters he'd bought had 
really busted inside me now and 
made me kind of cocky. Besides, i t  
made me sore, him throwing off 
like that on guys who brace marks 
on the street. After all, he was just 
another wino himself. I should have 
strung him along, of course, since he 
was buying and I was needing. But 
I said, "Look here, Doc, you trying 
to tell ·me you're going to bump 
this old doll today so you can collect 
her insurance money and this in
vestigator won't find her in your 
pad?" 

"That's fantastic," he replied. "I 
couldn't harm a hair of her poor old 
head, Why, I'm the one who's kept 
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her alive as long as this. But I'm a 
doctor and I know she's dying, and 
since she's dying I might as well see 
the undertaker gets her out before 
the relief investigator arrives." 

He looked me full in the face. 
' 'That's only common sense," he 
said. "And I'll give her a nice funeral 
on the insurance money, too." 

I was still talking against my own 
best interests, my best interests 
being for him to keep hanging 
around and buying me blockbusters. 
But I was getting tight and I said, 
"If you think she's dying why 
aren't you up there with her?" 

He said, very serious, "You've 
got a point. A telling point. Fact is, 
I don ' t  want to be alone with her 
,vhen she dies, Jack. I'm a drunk. I 
might get the horrors. You could do 
me a favor, Jack." 

Uh-uh, I thought, here it comes. 
I'm old enough to know guys don ' t  
buy you three blockbusters in a 
row without expecting something. 
L'sually with guys like me who are 
big and young and kind of rough, 
it's the fags slumming on Skid Row 
who make the propositions. Some
times they only want you to come 
up to their fancy Park Avenue 
apartments and beat the holy hell 
out of them. That's a funny kind of 
kick, you ask me. But this guy 
wasn 't gay and he wasn't any slum
mer. He was a wino who belonged 
right where he was � on the Bow
ery. 

He was saying, "I 'd appreciate it 
a lot if you'd come up with me, Jack. 
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\Ve can pick up some bottles of 
wine on the way. Enough to last all 
day. I'd like yoll to be there when 
she dies, j ust so I could have a little 
company. A man needs a friend at a 
time like that. " 

It's funny the things an alky will 
do to get the stu ff. I knew damned 
well he was framing me somehow 
and I thought he might be planning 
murder, but all I was thinking 
about was those bottles of wine he 
was going to buy. 

I said, "Well, mavbe if I could 
have another blockb�ster first. It's 
quite a walk." 

"Sure/' said the doc. "Put two 
ryes in my friend's sherry this time, 
bartender." 

The Bowery is used to sights, but 
the procession we made on our way 
to Hester Street was one · that at
tracted attention. The blind old dog 
could hardly walk at all and he 
moved along in his zombie fashion 
putting one stiff leg out in front of 
the other, his nose scraping the side
walk like a bloodhound on the scent. 
The hangover and four blockbusters, 
including a double, had made my 
own legs wobbly. And the doc was 
glaze-eyed drunk and stared straight 
ahead like he \Vas hypnotized . \Ve 
stopped at a liquor store and bought. 
half a gallon j ug of wine plus an 
extra fifth, j ust in case the old lady 
didn't  die right away and we might 
need it .  There were several flights 
of steps to climb in doc's tenement, 
but we didn't  mind 'em too much 
because we stopped on each landing 
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and had ourselves a snort. I carried 
the jugs and the doc carried the 
blind and crippled old dog upstairs. 

The doc's flat ,vas a railro,ld, three 
tiny rooms in a row. The first one 
was the kitchen with an oil stove 
and a sink and an old fashioned ice 
box and a table and some chairs in it. 
The second was the doc's bedroom. 
The door to the third was closed. 
The place was pretty bare and ,vas 
furnished with stuff from junk 
shops, but the doc had kept it neat 
and clean. I guess it was his hospital 
training . .  Most drunks like doc are 
pretty messy. 

The doc told me to sit down in 
the kitchen. He left the jug and the 
dog with me. Then he tiptoed to the 
old lady's room, the closed one, and 
opened the door. He came back in a 
minute or two. He put a finger to his 
mouth and said, "She's asleep now. " 
But he didn't close her door. 

\Ve sat in the kitchen dri�king 
wine and talking about this and 
that and once or twice I nodded off 
and put my arms on the kitchen 
table and slept maybe an hour or 
more. Every time I woke up the doc 
was there. He was one of those 
winos that seems to drink himself 
sober. Each time he'd tell me the 
old doll was still sleeping. The old 
dog would be sleeping, too, snoring 
loud. 

Once I ,voke up and saw there 
was hardlv a drink left in the half
gallon jug and that we'd have to 
start on the fifth if the old lady 
didn't die pretty soon. I figured the 
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vino wasn't lasting as long as the 
doc had thought it would till I 
looked out the window and saw it 
was dark. We'd got to the flat before 
noon. Now it was night already. A 
drunk sure loses track nf time, sleep
ing and waking up like I'd been 
doing. 

The doc looked worried. He said, 
''It's getting late and the investiga
tor comes tomorrow. I've got to get 
old Marge out of here." 

I was rumdumb and stary-eyed 
and the nasty part of sitting there 
and drin.king and ,vaiting for a sick 
old woman to die didn't mean a 
thing to me. I ,vas only worried if 
the wine ,vould last. I said, "You 
mean she's already dead and the 
undertaker hasn't come to get her ? " 

Ile shook his head. "No," he said. 
"Sh'; �asn't died. Not yet, she 
hasn t. 

Then he went over and shook the 
old blind dog named Pasteur and 
woke him up. He said sharply, 
''Come on, Pasteur. \Ve're going to .. 
show old lvfarge the new trick that 
you've learned. " 

Like I say, I was rumd um b and 
stary-eyed and my brain was numb 
from the blockbusters and the Pete 
and I just sat there grinning like a 
halfwit, not realizing what th'e hell 
he was up to. 

"Play dead, Pasteur! Play dead ! " 
he said. 

The poor old dog got down on his 
side and after a few painful tries he 
rolled over on his back and Jay 
there with his stiff legs stuck up in 

q1 



the air and the milkv cataracts over 
his eyes glowing in the ceiling light. 
The doc had told me all about the 
old doll identifying herself with the 
dog, but I was so drunk, I'd forgot
ten. 

The doc had an old-fashioned bat· 
tery radio in the kitchen in one of 
those dome-shaped stained-wood 
cabinets. He turned a dial. For a 
minute nothing happened. Then 
there was the most God-awful blast 
of shrieking sound I ever heard in all 
my life. I jumped half-way to the 
ceiling. He grinned at me, turned 
off the radio, said, "You're nervous, 
Jack. You need a drink. The radio 
always docs that when you first 
turn it on. I wanted to show you 
how well-trained the dog is. He 
hasn't even twitched. You can't 
even see him breathing. An atom 
bomb could go off and he wouldn't 
move until I snap my fingers. " 

The old dog hadn't moved. He 
still looked about as dead as any 

.,.dead thing I ever saw. But the 
sudden blast of noise had awakened 
the old ,voman. She \vas calling to 
him in a croaking voice. The doc 
said, "Come out here, Marge, and 
take a look at poor old Pasteur. " 

To my drunken eyes, Marge was 
a shapeless bundle in an old gray 
wrapper with a pale face and tooth
less mouth and clouded eves and 
wild white hair. She looked ,like she 
must be about a hundred. She hob
bled slowly toward the kitchen. She 
walked as stiff as the old dog. Finally she salv the dog lying 
1 4 2  

there and she let out a blood
curdling scream1 the most awful 
sound I ever heard . •  "He's dead I" 
she shrieked. "He's dead! " 

The doc said nothing. He just 
sat there looking kind of interested, 
like one of those scientists who do 
things to white mice. 

I couldn't say anything, either. I 
was too stupefied. 

I\farge's scream changed to a kind 
of gurgling in her throat. Her face 
started turning black, right therein 
front of my eves, like she ,vaschok
ing to death. Then sh{'. cruni.pled to 
the floor, real slow, like one of those 
trick motion pictures you've seen. 

I've lived rough and I've seen 
some things but that was the most 
horrible thing I ever saw. Between 
the booze and the shock I couldn't 
move. Not for several minutes. I 
just sat there ,vith my mouth open, 
kind of gasping. 

The doc kneeled down beside the 
old woman and felt her pulse. Then 
he went into his room and got a 
stethoscope and listened to her 
chest. Finally he got up, cool as you 
please, and said, "Shes dead. The 
shock was too much, seeing the dog 
like that. I'll have to call a doctor to 
issue a death certificate. And then 
the undertaker." 

He noticed the old dog, still stiff 
there on his hack, and grinned. He 
snapped his fingers, said, ''It's all 
right now, Pasteur. You <lid the 
trick just fine." 

He said to me, "You're sober 
enough to knmv what you just saw. 
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A perfectly natural death. An old 
woman with a heart ailment. She 
came out here and keeled over ,vith 
a stroke, a heart attack." 

The old dog finally scrambled to 
his feet. And I came to life, too. I 
swung one at the doc. I was so drunk 
and weak I couldn't have hurt a 
healthy fly, but it 'was a fluke punch 
and it landed right on the point of 
doc's chin, the button. He went 
down and his head banged hard. He 
lay there ,vith his eyes staring up at 
me and they looked as sightless as 
the old dog's eyes. 

It's hard to say ,vhy I swung at 
him. It wasn't feeling sorry for the 
old woman made me do it. In a ,vay, 
her dying was ,vhat they call eu
thanasia, mercy killing. But ,vhen I 
was a kid back in Ohio I had a dog. 
It was a little fox terrier named 
Spot. I guess Spot was the only 
living thing I ever cared much 
about. I cried my eyes out when he 
died. I remember that, all right. 

\Vhat I did next was pure instirn;t. 
I stuck the fifth of wine in my 
pocket. I figured I was going to need 
it. I'd seen the doc had bills left 
from his relief check when he paid 
for the liquor. He'd had them in all 
old wallet in the inside pocket of his 
coat. I bent dmvn and got the wallet. 

I guess the doc had a weak heart, 
too. Anyway, when I leaned down 
to get the wallet my hand was up 
against his chest. And his heart 
wasn't beating. I wonder who's 
going to get the old doll's insurance 
money. You can buy all the Sneaky 
DIE LIKE A DOG 

?ete on _the Bowery With two grand 
m your Jeans. 

I picked the old dog up in my 
arms. He was heavy, but I ran 
down four flights of steps with him. 
I brought the old dog here. He's 
right alongside me flow. The dog 
and the ·bottle. I had to give the 
clerk downstairs $5.75 of the doc's 
money for this cubbyhole I'm in. 
Six bits for the room rent and five 
bucks bribe for letting me bring the 
dog up. I guess you could get a big 
room in the \Valdorf-Astoria for 
that kind of money, but maybe 
they don't take dogs and winos. 

I don't know what I'm going to 
do about the dog. Maybe I can give 
him to some home for dogs like the 
·SPCA runs. I don't understand at 
all why r' took the dog in the first 
place, any more than I understand 
why I hit the doc. Maybe it was 
because I remembered my own dog, 
Spot. Maybe it was because I was 
afraid the blind and helpless dog 
would starve to death if I left him 
up there in the room with two peo
ple who couldn't feed him. 

Mostly, though, I think it's j ust  
that I want to try to make it up to 
the poor old dog for what the doc 
did to him. People like the doc and 
the old doll, Marge, and me don't 
count. \Ve stumbled over something 
a long time ago and we took the 
wrong turn and landed on a street 
called Skid Row. The doc and the 
old doll are dead anyway. I'm still 
young and if it was only the booze 
with me, maybe I could join Al -
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coholics Anonymous or something 
and start all over again. But a city 
croaker told me some time back 
that this thing I got in my throat 
that keeps me from taking big swal
lows is going to kill me pretty soon, 
booze or no booze. 

But the dog, he's different. All. he 
ever wanted to do was please the 
doc and this old doll. He's old and 

crippled and blind and he's got 
sores on him and he hurts all over, 
but he kept right on trying to 
please the doc and the old doll 6y 
sitting up on his rump and doing 
tricks for them. 

So I say it's not right what the 
doc did to the old dog. 

He made the dog a murderer, 
that's what he did. 

VouR GIFTS to the American Cancer Society hd� guard those 
you love. 

Your dollars support research in a hundred laboratories and 
universities . . .  spread life-saving information . . .  ease pain 
and sufferi_ng . . .  provide facilities for treatment and care of 
cancer patients. 

It is a sobering fact that cancer may $trike anyone tomorrow: 
strike back tOOay with a gift to the American C-ancer Society. 
You may mail it, simply addressed CANCER, c/o your local 
past office. 

American Cancer Society 
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packed top-author 
mystery books are 
yours FREE on this 
amazing offer! Each 

is a full-11ize, full-lenAth book, absolutely complete. 
A $ 15.00 value-but yours FREE on this sensa
tional offer! 

We make this liberal offer to introduce you to 
the many advantages of membenhip in the fa. 

mous Detective Book Club. 

The Best NEW Mysteries 

300 or more new detective books come out every 
year. The Club selects the very "cream of the 
crop"- by top-notch authors like Erle Stanley 
Gardner, Agatha Christie, Mary Roberts Rinehart, 
Mignon Eberhart, and Leslie Ford. ALL THESE, 
and many other famous authors have had their 
books selected by the Club. Many are members 
of the Club themselves! 

Club selections are ALL newly published books. 
As a member, you get THREE of them complete 

in one handsome volume (a $6.00 to $ 7.50 value) 
for only $ 1.89. So you get THREE new mysteries 
FOR LESS THAN THE PRICE OF ONE! 

You do NOT have to take a volume every month. 
You receive a free copy of the Club's "Preview", 
which will fully describe all coming selections and 
you may reject any volume in advance. You need 
NOT take any specific number of books-only the 
ones you want. NO money in advance; NO mem
bership fees. Cancel membership any time you 
please. 

Enjoy These Five Advanta9es 

( 1 )  You get the cream of the finest BRAND
NEW detective books-by the best authors. ( 2 )  
You save TWO-THIRDS t h e  usual cost. ( 3 )  You 
take ONLY the books you want. (4) The volumes 
are fresh and clean-delivered right to your door • . 
(5) They are so well printed and bound that they 
grow into a library you'll be proud to own. 

SEND NO MONEY 

Simply mail postcard promptly, and we will 
send you at once-FREE-the six complete new 
mystery thrillers described above, together with 
the current triple-volume containing three other 
complete new detective books. 

DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB 
Roslyn, L. I,, N, Y.  
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Walter J. Black, President 
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Roslyn, L, I,, N. Y. 
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