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working FIGURE-ADJUSTER feature! Figure-Adjuster is 
LIGHT In weight (Ideal for ANY weather) yet powerfully 
strong! Figure-Adjuster allows A IR  to circulate through It. 
ABSORBS perspiration. Is made by the most skilled crafts
men. and allows you to ADJUST It to just the right amount 
o f BULGE-CONTROL you like and NEED for an IM
PROVED FIGURE!
MAGIC PANEL CONTROL— No laces show when you wear 
a  SLIMMING Figure-Adjuster. The control you get is com- 

nBRMely COMFORTABLE . . .  and GUARANTEES healthful, 
•■ting support. Its satin TUMMY PANEL laces right up to 

-•meet the bra—NO MIDRIFF BULGE! LIFTS and FLAT
TENS the tummy, SLIMS down the waist, TRIMS the hips 
and eliminates the '•SPARE TIRE”  waistline roll I The magio 
ADJUSTABLE, slimming, easily controlled panel Is scientifi
cally designed and Is the result o f  testing different kinds of 
panels on thousands of women! Figure-Adjuster creates the 
•‘BALANCED PRESSURE" that gives each bulge the exact 
amount of RESTRAINT It requires. It gives you the right 
amount of SUPPORT where YOU need It MOSTI Let Figure- 
Adjuster give you MORE figure control . . .  for more of your 
figure . . .  let it give you a more BEAUTIFUL FIGURE 
. .  . the slimmer, trimmer figure that INVITES romancel 
You ACTUALLY APPEAR SLIMMER AT ONCE WITH 
THE MAGIC PANEL control o f Figure-Adjuster. Colors 
nude blue or white. Sites 24 Inch waist to 48. only J4.98.
MAKE THIS TEST W ITH YOUR O W N  HANDSI
Clasp your hands over your ABDOMEN, press upwards and 
In gently but FIRMLY. You feel better, don't you! That's 
Just what the UP-LIFT adjustable FIGURE-ADJUSTER doe» 
for you. only the FIGURE-ADJUSTER does It better. MAIL 
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Industry needs trained men—needs 
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FEATURE NOVEL of MIDNIGHT MURDER

And there's four thousand more, Hood, if you get me the proof I need.”
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KEEP THE 
CORPSE HOT

By T. W. FORD

A S HE drew up at the small 
surburban estate in the dark
ness, Ben Hood pondered on 

Cooper’s strange request at his in
vestigation agency. “Hood,” Cooper, 
the ultrasonics expert, had said, “ I’m 
scared for my life ; I want you to get 
me officially dead—not actually— 
as quickly as possible.”

Raw-boned Ben Hood had almost 
fallen to the Aubusson carpet under 
his desk; it sounded cockeyed with 
a capital “c”. But when the massive, 
gray-haired Cooper explained—it 
didn’t sound so crazy. The head of 
the new plant with a government 
contract in Banson City had had two 
attempts made on his life recently. 
There were three men he suspected; 
he had figured it out if those three 
believed him dead, the one who 
wanted him that way might show 
his hand—if he thought himself in 
danger of being accused.

“ And, incidentally, for the few 
days I’m supposed to be dead, I’ll at 
least be temporarily safe,” he’d 
added, shaking his head. “ This sen
sation of being a sitting duck in a 
shooting gallery is no fun.” He ex
pelled his breath as if in nervous
ness. “ I ’m really scared.”

It was hard to imagine the big, 
powerful Hilton Cooper afraid of

anything. Though in his early fif
ties, he was heavily built, a dominat
ing stamp on his broad-jawed face. 
The face reminded Ben of a picture 
of a gladiator he remembered when 
he was young. Cooper exuded an 
aura of ruthlessness for power.

“Now the way I planned we 
could do this, Hood, is—”

Ben had shaken his head, at first; 
said his agency didn’t touch those 
kinds of cases. “ Besides there are the 
proper authorities of the Law you 
can apply to, Mr. Cooper. I advise 
you—”

“ No good; if the police started to 
probe, innocent people might become 
involved. A smear like that can 
ruin a man for life, you know. Be
sides, there’s a woman in the pic
ture, my daughter.”

Ben had hesitated, in his ornate 
office with two months of unpaid 
back rent; he’d lounged back in his 
two-hundred-and-fifty dollar, cus
tom-made suit. The tailor’s lawyer 
had phoned that very morning, 
threatening a lawsuit over the mat
ter. But still he didn’t like it; this 
didn’t smell right. He might be ac
cused by the police of some kind of 
a conspiracy; it might get him 
fouled up down at City Hall. And 
the commissioner, Dakes, was ready

“There have been two attempts on my life already, 
Hood, and there are three men out to get me. Fm 
sure of that, but I have no proof. You "get the 
proof, while I play dead Then the suspects were 

killed, one by one...
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10 SM ASH ING DETECTIVE STORIES

to grab at any excuse to refuse to 
renew Hoods license. If he had 
simply hired out as a bodyguard to 
protect Hilton Cooper, in case of 
another attack, it would be a differ
ent matter. He started to shake his 
head again.

Then Cooper held out a one-thou
sand dollar bill. “ Or, I’ll write out 
a check, if you prefer. And there’s 
four thousand more when you find 
out who’s been trying to get me— 
with proof the police can proceed 
on, Hood.”

That clinched it for Ben Hood. 
Dakes, down at headquarters, al
ways claimed Hood would murder 
his mother if the price were right. 
He rose with his bland smile and 
they shook on it. Now he was out 
here, in smart Wardton, on a fall 
night to start proceedings. He got 
out of his gray convert and took in 
the California ranch-type home; he 
whistled s o f t l y ,  a sleek-headed, 
blaok-haired man—almost handsome. 
But Hood’s light-blue eyes could 
turn as hard as polished ball-bear
ings when the going got rough; he 
had a hound-like lodk about Him.

“Nice shack,”  he muttered, think
ing how he could use this kind of a 
layout himself. Ben Hood believed 
in the best front possible; the cus
tomers were willing to pay more for 
your services, then. Of course, haff 
the time it had him teetering on the 
thin edge of bankruptcy j but 
Hood never let a little thing ISce 
that wo*ry him long.

T HERE W ERE a couple ef low 
lights on, down near one end, 

6«rt no porch light. He was just step
ping into it when the two brittle 
gurreracks stung the night. There 
'ijfas a ooy from somewhere inside the 
hous^; moments later Ben heard the 
sound ©f a window being thrust up 
arouud the corner of the House to 
his rf&fct. He started around for it, 
remembering he had left fits Police 
Positive in the glove compartment 
o f the big car. Bfot be didift pause 
to go back for it; Cooper might be 
in serious trouble. Hoed sped around 
some blue spruce shrubbery—and got

it across the back of his head out of 
the darkness.

It seemed as if the end of the 
house had caved in on him. Ben 
reeled and twisted to get at his ad
versary; he clawed at cloth, then 
lost it. The lights had gone out in 
his head; he was trying to see 
through a tarry fog. Then there was 
another blow on the side of the 
skull. Hood hit the ground in a 
flower plot. Just before the awful 
clanging in his head turned to a 
detonation that swallowed him, he 
tasted the salt of blood running 
down his jaw ...

When he came out of it, a spot
light poked fiercely into his face. 
Then Ben identified it as a desk 
lamp in the big library of the house. 
He was on a divan, one of Cooper’s 
thick arms around his shoulder.

“ Give me that brandy, Todd.”  A 
butler brought over a carafe and a 
glass. “ Here, Hood; gulp a real 
jolt.”

Ben Hood obeyed and sat up 
straighter as the ancient vintage 
stuff burned into him. He saw that 
Tpdd was a little wisp of an old 
xpan who might have been Tiny 
Tim’s grandfather. It was Cooper’s 
only servant at the house. Hood 
tried to think straight; it did seem 
stmnge that a man whose life was irn 
danger would have only*—

Cooper’s big voice boomed at 
him. “ Feeling any better, Hood?” 

The private eye pushed some 
more of the cobwebs out of his 
brain, then saw the fresh cut wider 
Cooper’s left eye. “ Another attempt 
©n you, Mr. Cooper?”

“Yep. Took two shots at me just 
as I came downstairs to the living 
room ke*e. One of them's ki the 
wali over there. Whan I grappled at 
him, he hit me with something— 
that’s how I g^t the cut. And he 
got away, dammit.”

“ Get any kind of a look at him?” 
Gooper shook his head* said hi« 

assailant had been waiting in the 
shadow by the wall with only one 
^rnall lamp on in the roonj. besides 
he wore a snapbrim hat pulled low; 
he had gone down and looked out



KEEP THE CORPSE HOT 11

the open window by which the man 
had left and seen Hood himself 
sinking to the grass.

“ I thought of helping you right 
away, Hood.”

Ben reached over and helped him
self to more of the brandy. He had 
a growing lump at the back of his 
head, and a small cut that had 
ceased to bleed at one side. He 
swore hoarsely. Cooper added that 
when he had gone outside, a car 
parked somewhere downhill from his 
place had roared away. Hood re

alized there'd be no percentage in 
going out to get the would-be killer 
now. He swore again. "I don't like 
people who treat me like that, 
dammit. The next time we meet, 
I'll give it back to him with inter
est. He—”

The bigger, huskier Cooper cocked 
an eyebrow. “ Would you know him 
when you met him? Too bad you 
weren't a few moments sooner; this 
whole thing might be cleared up 
now.” He helped himself to a drink. 
"W ell, I'm ready to proceed on 
schedule, Hood, if you are?”

Ben cocked an eyebrow as he bent 
to light a cigaret. For a man who'd 
just had a third attempt on his life, 
Hilton Cooper seemed remarkably 
calm. And ready to go off to his 
lonely tucked-away fishing camp as 
had been planned...

^ H F Q ^ p  W ENT out to his car on 
-KB. instinct. When he came back 
he had his Positive in the shoulder 
sling under the specially tailored 
coat to conceal the bulge. Cooper 
looked more perturbed now.

“ If you had only come up the 
drive a little faster, H ood ... You 
were just easing along as if think
ing.”

Hood nodded. “ I was.” He indi
cated the girl's picture on the table. 
"Your daughter?” She was a beauti

ful girl, an ash blonde, with a faint 
elfin touch to her face. Cooper said 
it was, Sandra.

“ She's out of town right now,” he 
added gruffly.

“ You haven't filled in just how 
she fits into the picture, how she’s 
concerned.”

“ I've told you enough, H ood ... 
She must not be involved in any 
way in your investigations.” He 
lighted a thick black cigar and 
checked his wrist watch. “ Stirling 
should be here now.”  Stirling was 
the magnate’s personal physician, 
an old friend, who was in on the 
strange deal.

“Now, after this third attempt, 
Cooper, aren't you worried they 
might try for you up at your fish
ing camp? You'll be alone there 
and—”

Copper cut in curtly. “ Nobody 
knows I'll be there this time; no
body will see me leaving here. And 
remember—I'll supposedly be dead. 
Also I happen to be a damned good 
shot. I'll be armed up there.”

Something made Ben Hood’s nar
row forehead twitch in a frown, but 
he couldn't put his finger on it as 
he stalked about the room. It was 
at the lake, Cooper had told him, 
that the first attempt had been made 
on his life. He had been out fishing 
in a small rowboat, and a hidden 
sniper—using a silencer and teles
copic sights—had drilled it full of 
holes at a deserted point on the lake 
beyond Cooper's own island. For
tunately, Cooper had been working 
in shallow water at the moment; he 
would never have made it in deep 
water.

“ Why didn’t the sniper try to get 
you directly?”  Ben had asked at the 
time.

Cooper had a ready reply. “Be
cause he was smart enough—then, 
anyway—to want it to look like an 
accident, not murder. Hilton Coop
er found floating, drowned... Boat
ing accident. They'd never have 
found the boat at the bottom of the 
lake; no cause to look for it.”

HOOD REVIEW ED the second 
attempt on the ultrasonic ex-
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pert. It had been an apparent hit- 
and-run driver out at the new plant. 
Evening. Cooper had been working 
late alone, been checked out by the 
night watchman. He had stepped into 
a narrow tree-tunnelled crossing. 
Without warning or lights, a cruis
ing car had whipped up speed and 
born down on him, swerving in mur
derously. Cooper had leaped back
ward and just been brushed by a 
fender. Dr. Stirling had confirmed 

- his bruises. Cooper and the murder 
car had been alone on the road at 
the time.

And now, tonight, the third at
tempt. “You've still no idea, after 
this time?" Hood pressed.

Cooper made an impatient ges
ture. “ I told you how I figured it; 
there are three men with motives, 
Hood. It's up to you, dammit, to 
watch them when I'm reported dead 
under suspicious circumstances."

Hood's acquiline face hardened a 
little. He didn't go for that imperi
ous manner of Hilton Cooper's. 
Mentally he checked o ff  the trio. 
There was Roy Furgo, young en
gineer with the company, head
strong and hot-headed—according to 
Cooper. Furgo had two scores: 
First, Cooper refused to let his 
daughter marry him. Second, Furgo 
thought he was being deliberately 
held back at the plant because San
dra was willing. There had been a 
couple of bitter rows over that, one 
ending in blows at the plant.

“ And you didn’t fire the kid after 
that?”  Ben had asked.

C o o p e r  had shrugged as he 
shrugged now at the sound of the 
electric chimes at the front door. 
“ Well, for one thing Furgo has 
promise of being a brilliant engi
neer; for another, I licked the boy 
in the bargain.”

Now, in response to the door, old 
Todd dandled in with Dr. Stirling. 
Hood and the doctor had met earlier, 
as the plans were being worked out. 
The balding, ascetic medico said: 
“ Hilton, I still think you're insane 
to go on with this scheme. I don't 
like it; too many things could go 
amiss and—"

“ And I don't like being popped at. 
Have a drink, John ... My two 
guests should be here in half an 
hour.”

Y OUNG FURGO, Hood knew, 
was to be one of them; the 

other would be Max Darstal, Coop
er's junior partner, also an ultra
sonics expert. Darstal, too, had a 
double-barrelled motive. For one 
thing, he and Cooper had been work
ing on a new development in induct
ed heat production, had practically 
perfected it though a patent had not 
been applied for as yet. Their 
method would control the applica
tion of heat on selected areas more 
perfectly; it could revolutionize the 
industry.

“Actually I worked out the details 
of this new system—had the main 
idea and everything. But Darstal 
did help, and I always admitted it 
frankly,”  Cooper had explained. 
“Now, as things stand, he would 
come in for a small piece of the pro
fits; but with me out of the pic
ture—well, he could simply patent 
it himself; there'd be nobody to prove 
he didn't invent it. He'd clean up.” 

“ And his second motive?”  Ben 
had inquired.

“The government has been check
ing on Darstal's antecedents; he’s 
from Eastern Europe, you see. Was 
there before the last war. Were he 
in full charge of the Cooper-Darstal 
business, head man, he might be able 
to quiet down the investigation of 
his background. He’d have the 
money to use then, you see.”

Now, Cooper lifted his brandy 
glass. “ Well, I ’ll be off. And this 
thing will come o ff all right, too. 
Don’t—”

A phone ran mutedly. Todd came 
into the living room like an ancient 
cat, picked up the instrument. “ Oh, 
Mr. Easter. Yes. No, I can’t tell 
you. It’s important? Have him call 
you any hour he comes in? I un
derstand.”

H o o d  and Cooper exchanged 
glances, the latter trigger-taut about 
anything upsetting the plan now. 
But Cooper shrugged. “ It’s all right;
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I know what the old goat wants.” 
The "old goat” was Evans Easter, 

one of the city's top legal lights, 
who'd been handling all Cooper's 
legal affairs for years and years; he 
was the third suspect.

Though they had done business 
together for some time, Cooper 
claimed Easter held a deep bitter 
personal grudge against him; his late 
wife had been originally married to 
Evans Easter. "Evans never forgave 
me for stealing her, Hood. Never. He 
did business with me for the money 
in it.”

Ben Hood knew of Easter well, 
an outstanding criminal lawyer, not
ed for his heavy gambling and worn- 
eft-chasing. But it was hard to think 
of him as a potential killer; lawyers 
were usually too smart to do things 
that way. He said as much.

Cooper had used that word that 
bobbed up in his conversation so 
frequently. “ M oney?... Men will do 
about anything for that, Hood. And 
Evans Easter is financially against 
the wall; his gambling, for one 
thing. Also, I know because I've ad
vanced him some large sums.”

Hood had picked up the ball 
there. "And if you were dead, Coop
er. . . ”

Cooper had nodded. "He could al
ways claim the money represented 
legal services. We've done business 
on an informal basis for a long, long 
time; I've even advanced him money 
against company stock he owns.” 

That completed the picture. Ben's 
job was to pin down one of them as 
the potential killer.

"W ell, do a good job and hustle 
it up, Hood,” Cooper said, gripping 
his hand hard. “I'm anxious to get 
back into harness at the plant, you 
know.” He swung on a topcoat and 
headed out the back way. His little 
Bugatti waited for him down on a 
small dirt road on the grounds. "Re
member, I won't be taking any calls 
on the island up there.”

Ben nodded; every detail had been 
worked out. Cooper would phone 
Hood’s office or the house here for 
information. The doctor wiped his 
high forehead with a white silk 
handkerchief. "Those two should be

here in twenty minutest he said. 
Cooper always was a great one for 
night conferences at all hours.

But Ben Hood wasn't listening; 
he stood staring after Cooper, 
frowning, like a man who's discov
ered something is missing...

2
D ARSTAL W AS the first to 

arrive, a short little man as 
sharp-eyed as a ferret; he 

spoke with only a slight accent. His 
eyebrows shot up in surprise when 
he was introduced to Hood as a 
private investigator. "A  private de
tective, yes? Hmmm. I did know 
Hilton had been kicking about the 
security at the plant b u t ...”

"There's a little something wrong, 
Max,”  the doctor said with a grave 
face. "But we’ll wait till young 
Furgo gets here.”

Furgo came in a couple of minutes 
later, a big-boned young man with 
shaggy red hair. He wore slacks and 
a sports jacket. Hood appraised the 
sensitive mouth, the large quick 
moving eyes, figured he was the 
type with deep, impulsive emotions. 
Now he wore a guarded look as he 
found himself in the house of the 
girl he loved.

"Mr. Hood is a detective, Roy,”  
Darstal said. "It seems something is 
the matter. I would like to know. 
When will Hilton be here?”

Furgo threw Hood a quick look, 
eyes slitting. The doctor was over 
behind the carved-legged table, lean
ing on it as he faced them. "Gentle
men, Hilton Cooper has had a re
grettable accident. To be blunt, he's 
dead.”

From the shadows, Hood watched 
hawklike, the oversized hands flex
ing. Both members of the company 
were shocked, naturally. It was Dar
stal who found words first. He said 
thickly: "His c o r o n a r y  trouble, 
y e s? ... But he told us to be here 
this evening. We were to confer,”  
he added illogically. "Where is he?” 

Furgo stepped forward. "You said 
an accident, doctor?”

"Maybe it wasn't an accident,
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R oy/’ Stirling built the story. 
“ Maybe he was murdered/*

The younger man sucked air, but 
Darstal jumped forward, blunt hands 
gesturing around his bald-topped 
head. “Then why have you got the 
private detective here? Notify the 
authorities! Call in the police—the 
storm—the state troopers! Do some
thing and—"

“ Which is just what the authori
ties don’t want now/’ Ben Hood 
picked it up. “The Federal authori
ties, I mean. This is too big a thing, 
they say. Hilton Cooper was an im
portant figure in the defense effort; 
he might have been assaulted by an 
enemy of a foreign power. You under
stand ?’’

“ No," said Darstal bluntly.
“The Federal authorities figure if 

the man who struck him down 
doesn’t know he’s dead, he may try 
again and reveal himself."

Roy Furgo hand-combed his rum
pled red hair. He asked the first 
personal question. “Where did this 
happen, doctor?" Ben figured the 
young man looked relieved, as if he 
was glad k  wasn't something else,

“ At the plant," Stirling told him, 
then held up a band as they asked 
for details in chorus. “ VVe have 
orders to say nq more now." He add
ed that Hood had been hired person
ally by Cooper,, because the latter 
feared something like this would 
happen, ttood would stay on to ex
tend his aid and information on sus
pected parties to the government 
men.

Darstal walked around, shafting 
his litt^s head, Furgo lighted a cig- 
arefc make no bones about
it; we hadn't been getting along." 
He made a helpless gesture. But ne, 
along with D&rstal, seemed genuine
ly shacked.

“ Nobody is to see the body—right 
away?" Darstal asked.

“ That’s right. W e want the whole 
matter kept secret," Hopd replied. 
As the junior partner turned away, 
Hood saw him put hi& band quickly 
over his mouth to hide a slight jerk 
—as if of triumph.

“ Well, it seems there’s nothing we 
can do. So I might as well run

alqpg/’ When Hood asked where he 
could be reached if needed, he gave 
the address of the Carteret, a modest 
downtown hotel. Through the win
dow, Hood watched him case his 
second-hand car down the drive. But 
when Furgo hit the main road out
side, he really poured the coal to it 
like a man with a destination to 
reach in a hurry.

BACK IN the room, Max Dar
stal nodded sadly. “ Yes, Hilton 

wouldn’t permit his daughter to 
marry Furgo, even though they’re

in love. Furgo hated him to the 
core ... It would have been better if 
Roy had left the company after 
that. Me, I would not want a man 
under me who hated me so terribly." 
He held out his hands. “ I do not 
want to run down the young man— 
but facts are facts at a time like 
this, I think/'

“ Sure." Hood lounged half over 
the arm of a chair. He was glad he 
had heard it from Darstal; it corro
borated what Cooper had already 
told him. But Cooper could have 
been exaggerating the situation.

“ Now- for Evans Easter," said the 
doctor, going to the phone after 
JJarstal had matched off. “ After 
that, you'll be taking over; I ’ll put 
you right on."

Ben watched Darstal leave in his 
sedan, an ©ver-cautaous d^iyer who 
waited at the estate gate fbr three 
cars to pass hifl?. He bad said he 
was going dkecfcjy to His bowse m 
a modest suburb across £he city. 
Hood heard Dr. Stirling give Evans 
Easter the bare facts, then took over 
the phone. He filled out the picture 
for the organlike-voiced lawyer.

Evans seemed plainly shocked, 
calling it “ terrible, terrible/’ The 
lawyer was plainly upset about 
something; he said he supposed he’d 
hear from the Federal men on it.
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“ They already have picked up 
some stu ff/’ Hood bluffed back; 
“ there are two or three suspects 
right now/’

“ Really?” Evans Easter’s cultured 
voice became guarded. “ Perhaps I 
can be of some help, Mr. Hood. Hil
ton Cooper had enemies, as other 
men have; but he had a faculty for 
really embittering a man.”

“Yes?” said Hood, smiling over 
the mouthpiece.

“Yes. Believe me, I know. And a 
man who should be closely checked 
is Max Darstal. Darstal concealed 
even from Hilton that he had en
tered this country under false pre
tenses. Hilton was really furious at 
him about it; he threatened to ex
pose the whole matter to govern
ment authorities more than once. He 
really made poor Darstal squirm 
more than once.”

Ben thanked him, hung up. He 
wore a smile as if he’d swallowed the 
cat that had swallowed the canary. 
“Two of them have twisted back to 
strike at another; wonder when we 
hear something from Furgo,”  Hood 
mused.

But they didn’t hear from Furgo; 
they heard about him. Hood had 
operatives following both him and 
Darstal when they’d left the house; 
another was covering Evans Eas
ter’s ornate apartment. The time 
inched away, Hood burning down cig- 
aret after cigaret. Maybe it was a 
wild goose chase.

“ Somebody’s got to make a move, 
show their hand,” Ben muttered once.

Then the call came. It was Pea
body, a legman who occasionally did 
work for Ben. He’d been watching 
Furgo’s place. “ Furgo’s lit out, Ben. 
In his car. Went to an apartment 
house at 1890 Leverett Boulevard.” It 
was out near the edge of town. Pea
body was in a candy store across 
from Cooper’s estate. This could be 
it, the big move.

A  TRAFFIC snarl delayed him.
When Ben drew up near the 

address, Peabody, a lank man as 
sad-faced as a bloodhound, was just 
stepping from a barroom.

“ Nice candy store,”  Hood flipped 
at him.

“Look, Ben, she went in there and 
made a phone call.”

“ Who in blazes is she, idiot?”  
Peabody rolled big eyes. “ The 

cutest little number I ever saw. And 
she had blue hair, too. She—” 

“ How many have you had, Pea
body?” Hood meant drinks.

Peabody scowled, unconsciously 
lifting a hand to his head that was 
bald. “ Look, boss, when Furgo ar
rived here, as he walked under a 
street lamp, this blue-haired god
dess, she waved to him from the 
window of that middle apartment on 
the second floor. She seemed sur
prised to see him.”

“ Cut out the ‘seeming’ stuff, Pea
body. What happened then?” Pea
body was dependable, but you had to 
dredge him to get all the pertinent 
facts on the same day.

“ He went up. A little later she 
came out with the suitcase—and the 
blue hair. Then—”

“ She’d have looked damn funny 
without hair. Then?”

“ She got down to the corner, then 
came back as if she’d forgotten some
thing. She went in there and into the 
phone booth. She kept getting a busy 
number because she kept hanging up 
and waiting, then trying again. But 
that was a little while ago, as you 
were some time getting here.”  He 
worked a finger around inside the 
collar of his blue shirt, half turning 
his head as he did so. “ There she is 
now—getting into the cab on the 
corner. See the blue hair, boss?”

It was blue, a thick dark-shim
mering cloud that hung like a mist 
about her head. Hood saw more too, 
a cute little chassis and underpinning 
that would have caused a score of 
wrecks on a high-speed highway. She 
was pure high-velocity stuff. Then 
the cab door slammed behind her 
and it drew away. Hood only hesi
tated a second; he had noted that 
tears stained her pale, chinalike 
cheeks.

Still, she might have been some 
trick Furgo had come out to see. The 
man Ben was to watch was upstairs, 
or should be. And the light was now
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out in the second-floor window Pea
body had indicated. Hood waited a 
few minutes, then slid inside the 
lobby behind a couple emerging so 
he didn’t have to worry about the 
lock. He ignored the self-service 
elevator and took the stairs in long 
houndlike strides. Something told 
him to hurry. Nothing made sense. 
It looked, though, as if Roy Furgo, 
who was supposed to be crazy about 
the boss’ daughter, had himself a 
love-nest.

He tried to figure the proper door 
in the short corridor. A radio yak- 
yaking behind one and a tiny fig
ment of female handkerchief that had 
been dropped before 2-D gave him 
the hunch. He rang twice to no 
avail, then pounded. Next he drew 
a small case of tiny skeleton tools 
from a pocket. In a matter of mo
ments he was inside a dark foyer 
hall with the inky black cave of the 
living room beyond it. The radio 
still blasted. Hood fitted his long 
hand around the Police Positive, 
advanced.

Across.the street a two-story high 
neon sign burst into quivering span
gled glow. In it, Hood saw the thing 
that had been a human being on the 
floor. A plain kitchen carving knife 
seemed to still quiver in its back. 
Even as Ben recognized him as Roy 
Furgo, he knew the poor devil was 
dead...

3
M E MOVED to where a light 

switch should be—and into 
the other who was behind him. 

The other’s weapon was in Ben 
Hood’s back before he realized any
body was there. A voice spoken 
between clenched teeth to disguise it 
said, “ Just stand very still, friend.” 

It was one of the nicest jobs of 
being knocked out Ben ever had done 
on him. A powerful short hand slid 
around, came sharply against his 
throat. It was the right hand, Hood 
had time to notice. Which meant the 
other had the gun in his left. Then 
jthe thumb and forefinger exerted 
[the pressure under each ear where 
the carotoid artery splits to feed the

brain. Hood gathered himself for a 
break; the gun jammed deeper into 
his back to warn him.

It was like being smothered by a 
great dark silken pillow, painless and 
soft. The brain, its blood supply cut 
off, began to dim ou t...

His experience of the thing told 
him it was only a minute or two 
later when he came out of it. He 
sat up to find himself shackled 
hurriedly and crudely by a couple 
of ties from the window drapes. It 
was simple to get free and switch 
on a table lamp. He leaped into the 
outer hall and then realized the 
minute or two was all his assailant 
had needed. There was the stairs. 
And at the end of the hallway was 
the door to the fire stairs. He could 
only hope that Peabody kept his 
eyes peeled outside. As he headed 
back to look at Furgo a siren 
moaned somewhere down the drive.

Ben had only seconds. He knelt 
beside the corpse and noted a bump 
from some heavy instrument on the 
side of the head, Furgo had evidently 
been slammed unconscious, then mur
dered like a slaughter-yard animal. 
It had been brutal, a slaying that 
must have been conceived in terrible 
fury. If robbery had been the only 
motive there had been no need to 
kill him.

Hood checked the living room 
rapidly. It was modest but neat with 
the things that showed a woman, 
no mere man alone, lived there. Two 
sirens bayed now; Ben slipped out 
and down the fire stairs. He stepped 
out from the service entrance as the 
first cops dashed in the front door. 
In his hand he had several paper 
packets of matches from the foyer 
hall table of the murder scene.

“ Damn slick,”  he said viciously. 
For it meant the man who’d jumped 
him must have phoned in the notice 
of a murder before getting out. But 
who would want to hang a murder 
on Hood? Again something that 
didn’t make sense.

He got to Peabody across the 
street by the barroom. “ Did you 
notice anybody come out of that 
building after I went in?”

“ I ’ve had the cop on the beat
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pushing me around for the last 
minute or so. But hell sure must 
have popped in there! Did you 
find—"

“ You won't have to tail him any 
more, Peabody; he isn’t going to 
be walking much." Ben kept trying 
to make something add, even two 
and two, as he moved down toward 
his car. It seemed as if Furgo had 
had a love-nest, and perhaps the blue
haired girl had done the job. But his 
glimpse of her hadn't made her seem 
powerful enough; and there was no 
apparent motive. He plucked the 
packet matches out of his pocket.

On a hunch, he had grabbed up a 
fistful in going out the door. They 
were a striking gold-and-white, quite 
a stack of them on the little tray, 
apparently all alike. That was what 
struck him. Against the background 
of the cover was a girl dancing in

Mexican costume with obviously 
nothing beneath the skimpy bolero 
but a nice lot of flesh. She wore a 
flat-brimmed hat so it was impossible 
to tell much about her face. The 
motto said, Come to The Pacific 
Club and see Murka Dance. One 
visit never enough...

It told him little. He couldn’t 
imagine Furgo as a heavy night-club 
fan. Often when a place or a product 
closed out, bales of such matches 
advertising them were sold to cigar 
store dealers at a cut price.

EN GOT on the public phone 
down near v/here he left his 

car and checked with Cooper’s house. 
Old Todd squeaked out that “ the 
subject", as they had determined to 
refer to Cooper, had called in and 
arrived at the lake all right. There 
was two other messages for Hood. 
One was from Hanners, his operative 
he had tailing Darstal. Hanners' tale 
made Hood moan with pain in the 
phone booth. Darstal had left his

home, driving, and had given Han
ners the slip, cutting into a parking 
lot with two exits. Hanners would 
keep checking with the office to see 
what his instructions were.

On a hunch, pummeling the booth 
side in his impotent anger, Hood got 
the night operator at his office. She 
had some good news. Bricky had 
rung in. Bricky was the man Hood 
had set to watch Easter's moves. 
Bricky was a five-foot six blob of 
muscle, dependable for the rough 
work, as tenacious as a bulldog. No
body knew what his real name was 
except that in his past he had done 
time. He was content to work for 
what he called “hamburger-and- 
beers" money; Ben Hood liked 
people to work cheaply if they were 
working for him.

Bricky reported, indirectly, that 
he had followed Evans Easter to the 
Cooper grounds for a spell, was still 
tailing him now. He also claimed he 
had one of the lawyer's gloves; he 
would keep checking in. A bell rang 
in Hood as he hung up. He didn’t 
know why the lawyer had visited 
the Cooper estate, but it must have 
some significance.

“ Okay, Millie, I'll be calling back 
and—”

“ Just a minute, Mr. Hood. I have 
another call coming through." After 
a few moments, she came back onto 
his wire. “ It was a Mr. Darstal, boss. 
He said if  you’re looking for him, 
he’s out at his office doing work."

Hood didn't crow over that one. It 
simply meant Darstal had slipped his 
man, then carried out his errand; his 
message as to where he could be 
found was a cover-up. But Hood 
raced along the river parkway, 
blithely ignoring speed laws as 
usual, Peabody tailing him. At the 
plant they couldn't get into the en
trance for the office staff. A guard 
at the main doorway told them they 
had nobody on that other door at 
night. He picked up a nearby inter
com phone and said, “Mr. Darstal?... 
Yeah, Jimmy."

Hood wanted to cheer when he 
heard him answer. But he had a be- 
damned and tough attitude when he 
stalked into Darstal's second floor
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office. “ Damn it, Darstal, where have 
you been tonight?”

Darstal’s slow smile froze. He re
moved his glasses, looked at an ink 
stain on his left index finger, licked 
at it. “It’s Mis-ter Darstal to you, if 
you please.. .  And just what business 
is it of yours where I have been?” 

Hood, ired by all the blank walls 
he had drawn, snapped: ‘ ‘You delib
erately gave the slip to a man 
following you when you drove from 
home*”

M AX DARSTAL rose to his full 
height, looking like a dwarf 

next to the tall Hood. “ I called your 
office merely as a matter of courtesy 
in case you chose to phone me. Am 
I under surveillance? Am I a sus
pect?”

Hood sneered. He could see Dar
stal had a film of sweat on his face, 
despite the cool breeze from the 
window. Something was eating on 
him inside no matter how he poker- 
faced it. “ There are people who think 
you should be one...could be, any
way.”

“ You have no right to cross- 
examine me, Mr. Hood.”

“The government boys, they tell 
me, play even rougher than I do 
when I’m examining a man’s back
ground, Mis-ter Darstal—if it is.”

It was a foul blow but it wfcnt 
home. Breathing hard, Darstal swayed 
a little. “ I ’m busy now, Mr. Hood. I 
shall have to ask you to leave now 
and—Jimmy,” he called to the guard 
outside the doo#.

Hood pitched another one from 
the dark. “ Did you know Roy Furgo 
had been killed? Do you want more 
o fU a t? ”

“ Yes, Roy Furgo was stabbed to 
dfcath out on—” He went waxen, 
gesturing toward his desk radio. “ I 
H&drd it on—” He grabbed at his 
side.

Hoed laughed softly, quietly, like 
a big cat. It had been broadcast; he 
had heard it on the way out. But 
there had been no details except that 
Rurgo had been found slain. Dakes, 
the chief copper, played it that 
way sometimes to keep a criminal, on

a tough case, in the dark about how 
much they knew.

“ My—my—” Darstal couldn’t say 
it. He pitched over, half in and half 
out of his chair.

Hood thought it was a piece of 
ham acting at first. But the man 
hung there, ashen with great globules 
of sweat on his face. Jimmy the 
guard hustled in. Quickly he pro
duced a bottle of medicine from the 
desk, mixed it with water from a 
carafe on the desk, and worked it 
between Darstal’s lips.

“ Cardiac condition,” the guard 
said. “ He had an attack last month. 
I ’ll get Miss Meyers the night nurse 
up.”

“ W ill he be all right?” Hood asked 
him sincerely. Darstal had lifted his 
head a little and his breath was more 
even. Jimmy assurred him he would. 
Ben Hood picked up his hat. He 
knew he’d get no more from the man 
that night; it might be dangerous to 
try. But he had a man he eould put 
the finger of pressure on, at last...

4
IN A CHOPHOUSE back in the 

city, Ben Hood dropped into a 
booth, ordered a double brandy 

with a dub sandwich. It was then 
he saw that, in the ruckus at the 
apartment when Furgo had been 
slain, he had sustained a one-ineh rip 
in the right sleeve of his suit. His 
lips euried; he was getting madder 
on this case all the time. Then Pea
body shuffled in.

<sWhat the devil are you doi»g 
hete?”  Hood demanded coldly. “Get 
feack there at the plant to pick up 
Darstal when he comes out.”

Peabody looked hurt as he saw the 
brandy served. “Bjjt you said he had 
a heart attack. Where can he go 
tonight, boss?”

"It  might depend on who comes to 
hin\, meafchead. Oheck him back home 
and make sure he’s in bed before you 
quit.” Ben ignored the legman's 
groan but he was really expressing 
his anger at himself.

What had he to show ? He had been 
black-jacked once, knocked out at a
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murder scene. He had almost been 
caught with the corpse by the police 
which would have been not so 
damned pretty. Darstal had given 
him the slip once and performed 
some errand. Darstal might be broken 
on the morrow; but Hood had a 
hunch that the man knew little more 
than he himself did. It totalled up 
to a big fat zero.

Sitting back over a coffee, he tried 
to get some angle. Furgo’s death may 
have had nothing to do with the 
Cooper case, yet again could have; 
he couldn’t tell that yet. The blue
haired girl might be Furgo’s slayer. 
Yet, then what was that man doing 
in the place—the one who had so 
neatly half garroted Hood? Ben 
snapped his fingers in annoyance, 
forgetting his cigaret. It hit the 
floor. He produced another, sought 
for his monogrammed lighter. It was 
gone, in none of his pockets. He 
sought again; a cold feeling akin to 
panic came over him.

It must have been jostled out when 
he went down at the murder apart
ment, briefly unconscious. Sweat 
studded his upper lip. , Ben could 
guess what Dakes would do with 
this. No wonder he was keeping all 
details—especially about the murder 
instrument which would not fit 
Hood’s way of doing a job— hushed 
up. Dakes, the chief, would be spin
ning the web, pulling strings, trying 
to find motive and why a man with 
a license to carry a pistol should 
stab a man to death.

Hood’s next swallow of coffee 
tasted like teoid scupper juice. He 
sat there with a packet ®f matches 
in his hand, a packet advertising the 
Pacific Club and one Murka. Darstal 
had seemed to know more about Fur
go’s death than the average citizen 
should. But how, h ow ...?

EN LIGHTED the fresh smoke 
and stared at the match pack

et, recalling how he’d scooped them 
up on leaving the place. It was odd, 
anybody having so many packets 
advertising one place around. He re
membered the smartly-designed mod
ernistic cover for the studio couch h> 
the place, the bright cerise window

drapes. Things came back to him 
that he didn’t know had registered at 
the time. There was a potted ele
phant-ears plant on a side table. All 
a woman’s touches. Then he put it 
together; Blue-Hair obviously lived 
there. And even in his snatched 
glimpse at her he had put her down 
for the show-girl type, with that 
smart kind of glamour that goes with 
the entertaining business.

If she were that, perhaps she 
worked at this Pacific Club; that 
would explain the stack of their 
matches around.

He hit the street without finishing 
his coffee, usually a ritual with the 
sleek operator. Hood had an aching 
to get rough, very rough with some
body. He had to close in on this 
thing before it closed viselike on 
him. Then he sighted the burly 
figure, lolling a few feet from the 
Caddy convert, his back turned at 
the time. Ben turned the other way 
and snagged a cab in traffic, giving 
the address of The Pacific.

“ What kind of a joint is that, 
driver?” he asked as they paused on 
a red light. It must be new-; he 
couldn’t place it.

The driver turned half around to 
take him in. His practised eye told 
him the topcoat Hood carried wasn’t 
worth a cent less than two hundred 
dollars. The hackie nodded. “ Nice 
place—for the right kind of people. 
Nothing cheap. Run by Joe the 
Gimp, an ex-racketeer. But he’s 
shooting on the level now; calls 
himself Mr. Mottacell. But anybody 
who really knows him oaHs him Joe 
the G im p... Depends on you 
what hind of a treatment you get, mis
ter/’

It was a couple o f side streets over 
frosn the Main Line. You went down 
a couple of steps, under a discreet 
canopy, to get in. Btft inside, seated 
at a small banquet table in a quifet 
room with a glass ceiling to, represent 
sea water o f various shades, Hood 
was disappointed. A small band 
played dreamy music. A lot of 
couples sat around holding hands. 
He waited for entertainment. A gal 
looking like a sub-deb came out and 
lisped a couple of soft numbers at



20 SM ASHING DETECTIVE STORIES

a mike. There was a guitar player 
who worked hard at imitating Josh 
White. But no sensuous dancers.

RTEEN SUMMONED a captain and 
asked when the real entertain

ment started. The man looked blank, 
said they didn't go in much for en
tertainment. Hood tried again, giving 
Murka’s name. The waiter pursed 
lips, said maybe she danced there 
before his time.

“Joe the Gimp around?” Hood 
finally tried.

“ You know Joe?”
Hood didn't play it dumb. The in

stant this Joe the Gimp laid eyes 
on him, Joe would know whether or 
not he, Hood, knew him. “Not ex
actly. I'm out of town. But a friend 
of mine told me to look up his place 
if I ever came in. Still, maybe I'm in 
the wrong joint.” He had slipped a 
ten-spot half under a napkin.

The waiter's palm absorbed it like 
a seal catching a dead fish. “ I shall 
see, m’sieur, if you are in the wrong 
p la ce ...” He went away and came 
back in ten minutes to lead Hood 
into a corridor that stretched rear
ward. A young man shoved a banjo 
chest out of a side doorway. He 
wasn’t wearing any sleek-as-paint 
dinner jacket. Instead it was a 
gray-double-breasted that slightly 
needed a pressing. If he was carrying 
a rod, it was too small a calibre to 
be noticed. His hair was slightly un
kempt. He asked Hood's name.

“Harry Q. Tench, Bridgeport, 
Conn.,” he said. He produced a card 
from his wallet, one of several false 
ones he kept for that purpose. Gray 
Suit took it and crossed the side 
room to another door. When he stuck 
his head out the door again he told 
“ Mr. Tench” to come in. Hood 
followed. Behind a large gray desk 
sat a plump man already sporting a 
corporation. He had the round, 
pleasant face of a man who'd found 
his niche in life and is quite content 
with it. Over against a side wall 
sat a little graying man who might 
have been a lawyer. Joe the Gimp 
stretched a hand across the desk.

“ Nice of you to drop in, Mr.

Tench. Sit down; who is it you know 
who sent you here?”

“ Man named Emmerich, in shoe*. 
Wholesale.” Hood sat.

Joe the Gimp thought. “ Nope. 
Don't know anybody by that name in 
this town.” The bland eyes en
larged a little.

“ I didn't say he was from here,” 
Hood came back evenly. “ As a matter 
of fact he's in business now in Bing
hamton. But he told me to drop 
around. And that everybody calls you 
Joe the Gimp.”  Hood waited.

Joe laughed after a moment. “Yeah 
—I have some out-of-town customers. 
They don’t usually go by their own 
names when they aren't with their 
wives though.”

“ You know a lawyer from Bridge
port named Henry?” the gray-haired 
man asked in a voice as dry as last 
year's newspaper.

Hood shook his head. The gray
haired one nodded at Joe the Gimp. 
The latter chuckled again. “Good. 
He doesn't either, Mr. Tench. What 
kind of action was it you wanted?” 

Hood said, “ I wasn't looking for 
action tonight. My friend Emmerich 
told me to be sure and see this 
dancer—uh—Murka.”

“ M urka...”  Joe the Gimp played 
with the word with his tongue 
“That girl sure is great box office; 
everybody wants to see her. And she’s 
a nice girl toe, really works at that 
dancing. She's helping send a kid 
brother through college... Okay, 
Ricardo, you can take him upstairs. 
Enjoy yourself, Mr. Tench.”

R ICARDO led Hood out into the 
main hall, then down to a rear 

door marked Men. It didn't open 
till Ricardo touched a hidden button, 
then slid back. Upstairs, Hood found 
himself in the secret gambling quar
ters of the club. There were two 
luxurious rooms with roulette and
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dice tables. O ff in an ell was a third 
room for entertainment. A small 
orchestra had just ceased and a girl 
had turned to leave the back end of 
the floor. Hood strained around 
people to glimpse her when there 
was a tap on the arm.

“ Your heater, please,” said Ricar
do; “ it will be downstairs when you 
leave/1

Hood saw two dinner-jacketed 
men, plainly house men, watching 
him from the small leather bar. 
Plainly it would not be wise to argue 
the point. He turned it over in the 
dim light. Ricardo went away.

A waiter was just seating him in 
the booth of the lavish entertainment 
room when the dancer returned for a 
demand encore. A baby spot caught 
her in wide white velvet Mex-type 
pantaloons. It touched the very brief 
bolero under which her dusky skin 
gleamed. And she really blossomed 
out that bolero as she spun in liquid 
gyrations. Then she moved into the 
Mexican hat number around a big 
Mex sombrero on the floor, still 
dancing with her face in the dark. 
She was a living flame, incredibly 
p r o v o c a t i v e  in every moment, 
charged with sex, and her art still 
beautiful. Hood stood watching, 
holding his breath.

But for him there was the tension 
too. She might be the blue-haired 
woman—or nobody as far as he was 
concerned.

Then, as a second spot flowed 
from the ceiling directly overhead, 
she whipped off the hat. And the 
blue hair whipped out like a living 
navy cloud, so striking against the 
pale petal of her face. It was her.

Hood was still standing as the 
lights came up. She turned once his 
way in backing off, then stood stock 
still. He said it with his lips. Could 
we have a dritik together? And then 
she was coming over to him. A cap
tain was there to introduce him. It 
teemed like the most natural thing 
in the world to Hood to slip into a 
banquet next to the fascinating girl 
frith the long light-blue eyes. Still, 
Mere was something familiar about 
Site mouth,, ♦.

THEY MADE small talk over a 
drink or two, Hood turning on 

all his charm. The dangerous cut- 
open bolero had him dizzy. The hell 
with the Cooper case and every
thing else. Then, for the second time, 
she asked what he did. He came out 
with it honestly this time.

“ Kid, I'm a private investigator. 
Right now I’m on a job for the 
Cooper company, trying to prevent a 
murder/'

“ Mr. Cooper—”  Her mouth twisted 
and she stood up abruptly. “ I must_ _ a

He took one of her arms, knowing 
he had blundered, had been swept 
into it by her wiles. “ Look, what 
happened today in your Apartment 
on Leverett Boulevard—this evening, 
earlier?” His voice was still lazy but 
with a harsh scrape. “Maybe I could 
tell the police a few things.”

She sneered. “ It’s my apartment. 
What happens there is my business. 
I ’m Helen Furgo and I live there. 
Now—”

She almost eeled away from him 
but he caught her. Now it seemed she 
must be lying. “Don’t tell me you’re 
Roy Furgo’s wife? I won’t buy it,” 
he said brutally. “ I ’ve been checking 
on him; he isn’t married. But—was 
he already dead when you breezed 
out of there with a travelling case 
tonight?”

“ Dead?” The word from her was 
like a little coughing sound, a sound 
chilled with terror. “My brother... 
dea.. . ”  She shook like a rag doll.

Only then did Ben Hood realize 
she knew nothing about the slaying. 
No actress could have been that good. 
Then she twisted away from him and 
ran out a rear exit of the room. 
Realizing what he’d done, Hood 
stood rooted with shock. Then he 
took after her. He did get into the 
narrow hallway leading down to 
some dressing rooms. And then like 
a little pool he saw here there on the 
carpeting, collapsed. He stooped to 
pick her up. He had to talk to her 
some more after she was recovered.

A voice said, “ Hey, Mac!”  Hood 
half looked up and the knee of a 
man who had come from the other 
end of the hall chopped up into the
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side of his face. Stunned, he reeled 
against a side wall to get his legs 
under him, wound up for a judo jab 
to the midsection. Something like an 
over-sized boom fell on the back of 
his neck. Hood twisted around, going 
for his shoulder rig, forgetting hav
ing given up the gun, and swinging a 
blind punch. He saw what Ricardo, 
soft-spoken Gray Suit, was using for 
a boom. It was the heel of a hand as 
big as a paddle, a typical wrestler’s 
hand.

Hood saw it coming at his face in 
what seemed slow motion. The slow 
motion exploded against his jaw. He 
went boom-m inside his head...

5
T HE BOOM had become a sort 

of prolonged moaning. It must 
be the girl sobbing, Hood 

figured. Sometimes it speeded up to 
something like a whirring sound, a 
few times went squee-gee. A far
away sounding voice said, “ Geez, did 
you see the way that skirt cut in 
on us 1” Then there was a quick bump 
underneath that set loose the marbles 
in Ben Hood’s head again, and a 
sound he suddenly identified as an 
automobile klaxon. With it, Hood’s 
olfactory senses elicked on again. He 
sniffed n e w  leather upholstery 
around him, gasoline faintly. Then he 
knew he was in a car, trussed up on 
the floor of the back seat, headed 
somewhere.

He unglued one eye and took in 
a canal-boat-sized pair of shoes. He 
also saw the grayness of early day. 
A voice from the front seat said, 
“ Let’s stop here at A l’s place and 
get some coffee.” It was a deep but 
soft voice, reminding him of Gray 
Suit. The voice of the man on the 
seat above him answered:

“ Naw, I don’t want no java. 
Bring me out a cold bottle of beer 
when you come back. I ’ll watch the 
punk here.”

The tires crunched on gravel and 
they drew to a halt. He heard the two 
in front get out. Then it hit Hood. 
It seemed impossible. Joe the Gimp 
couldn’t get away with it—but he, 
Benjamin Scott Hood, was being

taken for a ride. He swallowed the 
hard way twice, smelled smoke from 
the cigaret the man above him had 
lighted. Hood worked his head 
around a little, pried his eyes wider. 
He took in the huge underjaw, like 
the gangplank gate of a tank-type 
landing craft, hung above him. The 
man had the cigaret pursed right in 
the middle of fat lips, never touching 
it save when he wanted to knock off 
the ash. He was humming, I Carit 
Give You Anything But Love, Baby.

Nobody but Bricky, his tough lit
tle part-time operative, a specialist 
in th e  rough-stuff department, 
smoked a cigaret that way. Hood 
started to work himself up, eyes 
bugging. Now he had gone crazy. 
The eyes in Bricky’s oversized baby 
face twisted down.

“ Boss, what the hell are you doing 
here?” Bricky husked out.

“ I might ask you the same damn 
thing! I—”

“My Gawd, I didn’t know you 
were the punk they were throwing 
outa the club. Honest. I never—”

“I thought I told you to stick with 
Evans Easter like glue to wall-pa
per, sap!”

“ Sure I did—that’s how I hap
pened to be in the Pacific Club last 
night. He came there, boss. I—” 

Hood tried to work the gummy 
feeling out of his mouth with his 
tongue. He was shaking with anger 
again. This whole case had turned 
screwy once more. “ Then what the 
blazes are you doing here now?”

“ I just wanted to help Joe the 
Gimp out, boss. Easter was upstairs 
playing the dice table anyway... 
See, I used to work for Joe. He done 
me some big favors. Now, he don’t 
have any of the rough-stuff boys 
no more. I didn’t know it was you 
they was packing out. I—”

“ Naw, he doesn’t have rough-stuff 
boys any more. They just tickle you 
crazy! Get me untied. I got to get 
outa this and down to work again.”  

“ I don’t know, boss. Joe, he be 
awful damn sore and—”

OOD GLARED, found two 
front teeth were loose. “Are 

you nuts? Is this Joe the Gimp crazy
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enough to thihk he can have me 
sent on a ride and get away with—”  

“This ain’t no ride, boss. Joe, he’s 
just sending you up to a little place 
in the country so you can’t make no 
frouble for a few days for Murka. 
He's crazy about her—like she’s has 
own daughter. They think you want 
to arrest her on a murder charge. I 
hear them talking last night. Joe, 
he don’t want nothing to happen to 
Murka. You ain’t going to be hurt 
at all; just little vacation. Maybe 
we play some poker, hey, boss?’*

“ I wish I had one n o w !... Look, 
Bricky, Til double your take on thij$ 
job. But get me loose—and out of 
here. You can say I overpowered 
you, that I got one hand loose and 
had a hideout gun, that I made you 
drive off.”

Bricky chewed his huge underlie 
with the effort of thinking. He 
peered through the early morning 
haze at the roadside stand. Then he 
produced a tiny penknife a school
girl would have been ashamed of and 
went to work on Ben Hood’s bonds. 
ytoments later he slipped out of the 
doer en the side away from the lunch 
stand. The big motor gunned into 
life, the car rocked away. After he 
got himself completely free, Hood 
took over the wheel Bricky drove 
as if he were handling a team of 
half-broken t r u c k *  horses. They 
whipped onto a sideread and soon 
were headed back to Banson City.

"Joe, he going to be awful sore 
aboht this.”

“ So am I. And I’ ll tell him so in 
person just as soon as I dress t*p 
with a new heater and return to that 
slick sueker-ferap of his.*

Bricky read his mind. “That won’t 
do you no good, boss. I heard ’em 
say—Joe the Girap— how they’re

foing te hide out Murka for a few 
ays till they see what the cops 

got on that Furgo killing"
Hood s w a l l o w e d  spleen ajsd 

fcromped harder on the gas pedal. He 
felt like a mailorder “ detecatiff” 
for fair. He sure had kicked it 
around last night, botched things 
like a fufl-fledgfcd ham. Lost a heath
er and an expensive topcoat at the 
club. Undoubtedly the cops had tak- 
in  in ftfs Caddy now. And now he’d

lost track of the blue-haired girl who 
could be the key in the slaying of 
his brother. Then he remembered the 
glove Bricky had reported in that he 
had found after trailing Easter to 
the Cooper estate last night.

Bricky turned it over, a gray 
suede, size 9. He told how he had 
seen the lawyer drop it by a little 
cabin tucked away in a stand of 
trees down at the back of Cooper’s 
place.

HOOD TRIED to figure what 
Evan Easter would be doing 

down there. At nine-thirty, he 
walked into the attorney’s office for 
his answer. The suave Easter saw 
him at once, a little Napoleonic fig
ure with a mane of silver-gray hair.

“Lost a glove lately, Easter?” the 
battered Hood came out bluntly, 
dropping the glove in front of him.

E a s t e r  examined it carefully, 
“ hmmed.”  “ Odd, it’s exactly like a 
pair I have. Same size, too.” He 
Spoke to a secretary on an office in
tercom box. A couple of moments 
later a prim secretary walked in 
with a pair of gray suedes. Easter 
passed them over to big Hood.

They were exactly like the one 
Bricky had found, and both there, 
a right and a left. Hood snorted.. 
“ Maybe you buy your gloves two 
pair at a time, Easter. What were 
you doing prowling out at the back 
of Cooper’s estate last night?’ ’ 

Easter inspected him as it he were 
a mentally deranged case. “ Suppose 
you tell mo, Hood. I don’t know, be
cause I don’t know I was there—un
less I walked in my sleep.”  Easter 
was as slippery as an eel to tie down. 
“ And what would it mean if I had 
been, anyway? And by what right 
do you walk ki here and try to cross- 
examine me like—”

“ Because you could fee a su£§)e£t 
in this thing, Easter. After all you 
bitterly hatfed Oeoper because he 
$tple your wife away fr-om ypi|j, 
broke up your marriage and marfred 
her himseif."

Easier laughed lov^ shook his 
head. “That^ a funny one, Hood. My 
wife and t had been separated for 
months before she even started di
vorce action. Cooper never stole a
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woman from me. You can check this 
in the newspaper files. I—well, 
frankly, I liked to play around too 
much.”

"W hat?”
“ Certainly. And more. Their mar

riage was a bitter failure; she drove 
Hilton Cooper half insane at times. 
The joke was on him. You hardly 
hate a man in that case.”

Hood walked out of there chewing 
on chagrin in large lumps. But he 
told Bricky to stay on Easter’s tail 
like a hungry summons server. Grim
ly he phoned the office. The only 
news there was that Barstal, after 
last night’s heart attack, was con
fined to his bed under the care of a 
physician. Nobody could see him. 
Hood swallowed a nice chunk of 
frustration, ducked away from a cop
per and took a cab out to Cooper’s 
home, dog-tired, toying again with 
the possibility that Furgo’s death 
had no connection, that Murka had 
cut him down in a moment of wrath, 
perhaps in an argument over a man 
she went out with.

W HEN HOOD walked into 
Cooper’s home, old Todd, 

looking like a friendly spider in the 
daylight, told him his master had 
phoned twice from the lake. Hood 
shrugged as he ordered a big break
fast. After all, all he could tell Coo
per was that he had nothing more 
to fear from one of his potential 
murderers. Hood was just plowing 
into the meal, anticipating how good 
bed after a hot shower would feel, 
when Cooper called a third time.

“ Say, what’re you trying to do 
down there, boy,” he asked jovially, 
“murder everybody?”

Ben didn’t feel jovial about it. 
He started to talk. Cooper told him 
to raise his voice, he couldn’t hear 
him.

“ I don’t think Fur go could have 
been the one who made those three 
tries on your life, Cooper. I don’t 
think he was a potential killer. And 
maybe the other two aren’t either. 
I—”

“Hell, they all are-. I don’t give a 
hang if you get ’em all knocked off. 
You say Darstal had a heart attack 
last night? Well, maybe another one

will take him out of the picture too. 
Then there’ll be only one left to 
worry about... Okay, I ’ll keep in 
touch with you.”

A little later he slid his long body 
between the sheets of a bed in a guest 
room. It seemed as if he’d hardly 
dropped off when Todd was shaking 
his shoulder, holding a bedside 
phone. “ Hood?” a feeble voice said.

Hood came taut as he recognized 
the slightly foreign accent of Max 
Darstal’s voice. It began again, then 
broke o ff as if strangled by pain and 
weakness. Then it got out. “ Hood, 
come, I have something—to tell.” 
That was all. There was no more 
voice. But Hood, feeling fear now, 
realized the connection had not been 
cut.

He jumped into clothes, ignoring 
his usual fastidious feeling about 
his wardrobe, got a small car out of 
Cooper’s garage. On the way across 
the city, he almost had two acci
dents, had another close call as he 
turned for the small road leading to 
Darstal’s modest cottage. That time 
it was with a police prowl car. And 
there were a whole mess of them in 
front of the cottage. Hood got out 
and edged in the door in the con
fusion. A few newspaper men, tipped 
o ff by somebody down at headquar
ters, were already there, flash-bulbs 
going.

“ Seems he just called headquarters 
and said he’d been shot, was dying,”  
somebody said. “ Yeah, gave it to him
self in the middle of the forehead. 
Contact shot with powder burns. So 
he simply did the Dutch.”

Hood worked his way inside the 
door of a little library set up as an 
office. There was a huge battered 
desk, strewn with papers. In xthe 
middle of it in bathrobe and slip
pers, head slumped across it, dwarfed 
in death, was Max Darstal. There 
was a lot of blood which meant it 
hadn’t been instantaneous. One of 
the Homicide men was bent to ex
amine a sheet beside the head, blood- 
deckled. And Hood did a quick look- 
see over his shoulder, took in the 
scrawled unfinished writing.

I was at Furgo’s . . . .  There was a 
dropping line where the pen must 
have slipped from his hand. He—
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was already. . . .  dead. . . .  There it 
ended, except for a single word. 
Hood . . , .

“ Nice of you to drop around," a 
voice like coal riding down a chute 
on a cold morning said at Ben 
Hood’s side. “ How did you happen 
to make this one, Hood?" It was 
Dakes, police commissioner, a man 
a full size-larger than Hood. He 
had a splayed nose that occupied 
half his face; it was typical of his 
disposition. He was a good chief 
but hated like poison for anybody 
else to crowd in on his business.

B EN TOLD him about the phone 
call, knowing he could check 

on it. He looked back down at Dar- 
stal, at the gun still half gripped in 
a clawed finger of the corpse’s 
right hand. He realized, now, Dar- 
stal must have been the one who got 
him by the carotoid veins when he 
had walked in and found Roy Furgo 
dead. But he was wondering what 
had brought Darstal there; it ex
plained how Darstal had known Fur- 
go was stabbed before the facts were 
given out, but still—

Dakes tapped him very lightly on 
the shoulder. Dakes was the kind 
who did that when he was winding 
up a roundhouse belt. “ But how did 

ou happen to be in at the Furgo 
illing, friend?"
“ Wasn’t. Who can prove I was?" 

He still stared down at the corpse, 
remembering now the ink stain on 
the index finger of the left hand 
Darstal had licked off when he’d 
visited him at the plant last night. 

Dakes moved a small glittering

fiece of machined-metal around in 
ront of Ben Hood. It was his mono- 

grammed cigaret lighter. He didn’t 
need to be told it had been found 
in the apartment where Furgo had 
d ied ....

6
H OOD drove away from Dar- 

stal’s house a free man, at 
least temporarily free. It had 

been a tough job though. He had 
pooh-poohed the lighter, then, out 
on the sun porch, given Dakes the

tipoff. The chief could check at the 
plant. Darstal was left-handed, and 
he had given him a piece of advice.

“ Dakes, pick up Murka, the dancer 
at the Pacific Club. She was the 
slain Roy Furgo’s sister; she’s being 
hidden out now."

Going back home, Ben cursed at 
the blank walls he faced on all sides. 
Only one thing was certain: This 
was murder, not suicide. He con
sidered Easter as a possible killer, 
but it didn’t seem logical. And then 
he recalled Easter’s telling him—and 
convincingly—how he had never re
sented Hilton Cooper for marrying a 
wife who’d already left him. It 
didn’t seem possible a man as acute 
as Cooper could have imagined that 
bitter hidden enmity. *

Just for luck he phoned Easter 
when he got back. The lawyer had 
already heard of Darstal’s death. 
Hood asked his opinion.

“ Too bad Cooper had to die first," 
the lawyer said cynically, “ or else 
now he’d be in possession of that 
new ultrasonics method Darstal had 
developed about on his own." He 
hung up.

Helen Furgo, Murka the dancer, 
seemed the only key. Ben caught 
some more shuteye. Twice during 
the late afternoon, Dakes* office 
told him they had not had word on 
the missing dancer. At the Pacific 
Club, they had simply said the girl * 
was away; Joe the Gimp was sup
posed to be out of town, too.

Ben sat up in his chair with a 
jerk. What about the traveling case 
Helen Furgo had been carrying 
when she left the murder apartment? 
It had been no little bandbox like 
that in which a showgirl would be 
carrying her costume. It had been a 
full-sized Pullman case; he had seen 
it. He conned the late afternoon edi
tions with the story of Darstal’s death 
and the one of the disappearance of 
the murdered Furgo’s sister vying 
for feature space. Bricky reported 
in. Evans Easter was having dinner 
at the Bristol.

“ He’ll probably go onta the 
Pacific, boss, like he does so often. 
Want me to stay with him? I’m 
sleepy and my feet hurt bad an’ —"

Hood said cruelly, “ Stay with him*
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meatball, or I'll tip Joe the Oimp 
you let me escape. He hung up on 
the groan. Then the thing began to 
form up in his mind. Maybe, just 
maybe, Evans Easter would not go 
to the Pacific tonight. He had one 
other weakness beside gambling...

BEN W AITED. It was a little 
while later when Bricky 

called again. He wanted to go homej 
his mother would be getting sore* 
Easter had gone to the Marset, 
a residential smart hotel outside of 
the commercial area. He was in 
Suite 419; Bricky had found that 
out from a bellhop there he had 
something on.

“He's probably up to see another 
one of his dolls, boss. And I heard 
him telling a friend at the restaurant 
he’d see him at the Pacific later. 
So—o, please, have a heart an’ —” 

Hood was about to give him the 
okay; Easter was too smart to show 
his hand crudely, as cool as dried 
ice. Besides he was devoid of a mot
ive in either slaying. Something 
changed his mind. He told Bricky to 
wait. The latter met him in front 
of the Marset.

“Easter’s still there,”  he told 
Hood. “ And somebody else has been 
tailing this character, boss, I think. 
A big guy but —”

The latter was reconnoitering on 
the layout with the smart doorman 
and several bellhops and desk men 
inside the severely smart lobby. Get
ting into a joint like that was tough
er than cracking a safe. “You go in 
there and put on a drunken act, 
Bricky. Shove around a few flunks 
and put on a diversion.”

“ Aw, Hood, I ain’t been jugged for 
drunkenness for over two years. 
I —”

“ I could talk to J o e .. .”
It was a good act Bricky staged. 

He took out the doorman with a nice 
lineman’s block, got inside the lobby 
singing. This is a ire^ country and 
I  got a right — he started off as a 
houseman intercepted him. There 
was a sweep of a ponderous arm and 
the houseman was sitting up
side-down on a divan. Bricky bulled 
around with a couple of bellhops as

the night manager and a desk man 
hurried out. In the excitement, Hood 
sauntered through the lobby, told 
an elevator man, “ Same floor as 
this afternoon, fourth.” Upstairs he 
found 419 around a corner, knocked 
staccato-fashion.

There was a rustling inside, then 
Easter’s suave voice. “ W ho’s there?”

“ Detective Captain Flesson of 
Homicide. You can’t get out, we got 
the place covered like a tent.”  He 
eased the Positive out of the should
er rig, made certain of a second 
smaller gun in a side pocket.

Evans Easter opened the door. 
“ Come on in, Mr. Hood.”

B EYOND HIM, seated on a div
an in striking white silk loung

ing pyjamas, was Helen Furgo, the 
dancer. Hood made cluck-cluck 
sounds; his hunch had been solid. 
Easter had not gone to the Pacific 
for the gambling alone. For a man 
with his taste in glamour gals, he 
couldn’t help but be hit hard by 
Murka. Hood put it together fast as 
he saw fear contract the girl’s face. 
Easter had arranged for this hideout 
for her.

Easter’s poise was as polished as 
ice. “ W hy don’t you quit trying to 
drag her into it, Hood? You can’t 
prove a thing.”

Hood eased over to the arm of a 
chair after taking a quick check in 
the adjoining bedroom. He played it 
slick. “ Look, I’m no copper; I ’m not 
interested in throwing Miss Furgo 
into their arms. You have my pro
mise. Throw the ball to me and I ’ll 
throw it back to you.”

Easter said, “ What do you want, 
flatfoot?”

“ An answer to a question, maybe 
two, shyster. Miss Furgo, what were 
you taking away from your apart
ment in the bag last night?”

Easter said, “ The girl has to an
swer none of your questions. She —” 

Hood flipped cigaret ashes in his 
general direction. He spoke to the 
girl. “Look, honey, a gal like you 
could commit murder every day in 
the week and get away with it with 
me—so long as it wasn’t me, of
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course.”  He gave with the big easy 
grin.

Helen Furgo’s face relaxed ® 
little. “W hy not, Evans? My sister- 
in-law's clothes... My brother was 
married to Sandra.”

“ Sandra Cooper?”
“ They were secretly married a few 

weeks ago over the State line. She 
was hiding out — you might say — 
at Miss Furgo’s place. Roy used to 
see her there nights; she’s been away 
the last few days though*”

“ W hy was it so important to gjpjt 
her clothes out right then?” Hood 
said as if only half interested.

“Evans called me and advjsed me 
to, Mr. Hood. He was worried; he 
told me about Mr. Cooper’s death.”

“ I don’t catch.” Hood scowled at 
the lawyer. The latter started to 
shake his head as if to refuse the 
answer. “ Look, you could still be a 
candidate on these jobs, Easter. 
Wake up. You were heavily indebted 
to Cooper and maybe Roy Furgo and 
Darstal.. He let that lay thetfs.

Easter’s heavy gray eyebroygs 
cKmbed toward the steeple of his 
hair. <vkidebted to Cooper? It was 
just the other way around. I can 
show you books and cancelled 
checks in my office files. You 
remember hpw excited I was when 
you phoned me about Cooper's 
death. I was thinking of the heavy 
financial losses I might take. As a 
matter of fact, through takimj 
Cooper’s stock as security, I’m tire 
largest stock-holder of the company 
at present. That was why, today 

Hood came to his feet and draped 
himself over a television console. 
“ Somebody’s been lying like h $u ..» 
But why were you worried —”

EASTER CiJT in pompously.
“Here it is. Then you can get 

out. I never believed Hifton Cooger 
was dead. Fm a lawyer. To me. the 
story had a phony ring. And I spfcp 
he was close to the financial rpdkji.” 

He bit of*£ a c&gar end.- “ I alio 
kn$w Sandra was married, and at 
M*ss Ftp-go's place, i also happen to 
know Helton has a complex afeout 
Ijis daughter and never intended for 
hpr to marry anyone in his lifetime. 
He was even after me to adjtlSt his

will so she’d lost everything but a 
meager sum for support if ever she 
married/*

Hood’s mouth sagged so he almost 
lost his cigaret. “Keep running, 
Easter, please.”

“ I know Cooper’s violent temper, 
his uncontrollable rages. Several 
times in the past I’ve had to make 
out-of-court settlements for acts of 
violence of his.”

Hood took it then. “ And you sus- 
pected his daughter was married and 
at Sandra’s, that he had staged a dis
appearing act to do something*”

Easter nodded, smiling a little. 
“ Exactly. Sandra wasn't there, but 
her things were; I was worried about 
Miss Furgo.”

Ben walked around a little, then 
turned to the girl. “^3ut afterward, 
Why did you fear me? You had no 
motive for murdering your brother. 
By running —”

“ She could not have proven she’d 
left the apartment before he was 
killed,” put in Easter.

“ And I had a motive—at least 
neighbors could claim I had one,”  
the girl added. She explained that 
Sandra and her brother ha<3 a tiff 
last week, that the girl had gone put 
of town to stay with friends. “The 
mght before his—iSs death*—-Roy 
ari$ I had a fierce argument over ft. 
I blamed Hhp. And my teixjpec ft as 
hojt as hrs. Neighbors heard. I know 
because we got complaints.1' She 
bowed her head, thinking of hex 
brgtfier.

Hood praneed around same more. 
“ You v*;ent out to tjfe p fa  c e last 
night, Easter, to see if*-—'”

“ K  he might fee hiding e.tft in that 
little cabin down in bhp b&ok, Hooch 
He closed it up a year or go 4g o r

Hood’s brain was spinning Hfce a 
dervish. “The whole thing*s fteen a 
phony—*Furgp would have np ffirasx- 
tage to gain by the death of 
Qfeober. Neither would Darstal,
it turfis ©ut now. And neither would

_ le? W hy of course—”
“ And I was to be the great alibi

Come on, Easter. Because y d __
next on the list. Next on the killer’* 
list l”

v • *ydu re
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Easter paled. “What do you want
me to do?”

“Be a sitting duck! It's the only 
way we can get him, red-handed at 
least.

7
T HEY W AITED  in Evans 

Easter’s sumptuous, terraced 
apartment further up the hill in 

the residential district, Hood, Evans, 
and Bricky. An hour had passed.

“ I could be wrong, Easter...But 
he’ll come. And tonight, I think. 
I —” He paused, reading a feature 
front-page box in a late edition of 
an evening paper on the coffee table 
at his knees. Its head stated: Princi
pal in One of City's Two Big Mur
ders Turned up. It went on to say 
that Evans Easter had issued a state
ment for his client, Miss Helen 
Furgo, to the effect she could be 
produced whenever police wished to 
question her. Mr. Easter admitted, in 
reply to queries, that she knew Hil
ton Cooper, whose disappearance had 
just been released. “ Helen Furgo saw 
my client as recently as three days 
ago on the street near her apart
ment.” Mr. Easter added.

Hood came up with a sharp cry. 
“You—you gave out this? You re
vealed Cooper’s disappearance?”

“ I had no choice, Hood. The D.A.’s 
office had me as the biggest stock
holder now of the Cooper company, 
an officer in it as well, you know. 
They wanted to know where Cooper 
was. So-o.”

Hood took one deep breath. He 
didn’t even bother to grab his hat 
and cloak this time. “ Come on; the 
killer isn’t here because he’ll go to 
the Merset first! Don’t you see, 
man? Your statement to the papers 
about the girl will show him she 
knows too much. He’ll get her before 
he comes after you. Come on-n!”

In the elevator he spelled out the 
rest of it. “Cooper killed Furgo in 
insane, unnatural jealousy because 
the boy had married his daughter. As 
Helen mentioned, when Roy came in 
yesterday, just as she was leaving, 
Roy said he’d received a telephone 
message telling him his wife would

be back shortly. Cooper’s timing was 
great on that one. He got Roy, lured 
Darstal there; he meant to leave 
Darstal on the scene of the murder 
to be found when police arrived. 
He—”

“ Cooper?” the lawyer cried.
“ Sure. Nobody but. With Darstal 

out of the way, in jail for life per
haps, Cooper would have complete 
control of the new development in 
ultrasonics. But Darstal must have 
been late, and Cooper had already 
phoned for the police, he had to get 
out. Then I walked in, and Darstal 
got away before the police nabbed 
him.”

“ You mean Cooper killed Darstal 
too?”

“ Certainly. He had to after that 
first failure. You were to be next. 
N o w ...” He leaped into the taxi 
Bricky had hooked.

A T THE Marset, he left Bricky 
outside, just in case Cooper 

had not come yet. With Easter 
along, he had no trouble getting up
stairs. It was the ashen shaky- 
mouthed lawyer who knocked first 
on the door before Hood could grab 
his arm. Ben, already at work with 
his fine skeleton tools, didn’t want 
that. It could warn the mentally 
twisted killer. He thrust open the 
door, gun out. Gun out, Hood leaped 
in. One look at the girl’s stricken 
features as she stood indecisively 
over by the partially closed bedroom 
door, told him.

“ Go away,” she said in a pinched 
throaty voice. “ I don’t want to—to 
talk to you. I lied. I lied to Evans.” 
She made a gesture of entreaty. “ I 
never saw Hilton Cooper near my 
place just before he—he d-disap- 
peared. I—was covering up some
thing that—” Her voice fogged up in 
a choking whisper.

Hood sensed Easter on the verge 
of speaking behind him, still par
tially in the foyer hall, silenced him 
with a backward thrust of his free 
hand. “ I know you did, babe,” Hood 
spat out. “That’s why I’m taking you 
in for the murder of your brother. 
It’ll make me the biggest private eye 
in this town.”  He winked quickly,
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saw the girl's eyes widen to try to 
understand.

“ And if you try to escape,”  he 
went on, voice a rough lash now, 
“ I'll gun you, and you'd fall down 
hard. Wouldn't you?” He lifted an 
inquiring eyebrow.

Her eyes twitched sideward as 
if she wanted to see behind her. 
Then her lips formed an unspoken 
“yes.”

“ If you tried to run to the terrace 
and dive o ff— Don't, you murdering 
foo l!”  Hood's gun blasted. The bul
let smashed into the wall just beside 
the girl. With a cry, she threw her
self sideward in a graceful fall.

“ All right, you can come out now, 
Cooper 1”  Hood barked at the bed
room. “ Come out or I'll go in and 
drag you out by your damn en
trails!”

THE DOOR on the inner dark
ened room inched wider. Hood

Sever saw it coming. In toppling, 
!elen had bumped the television

Snsole on its high delicate legs. Tho 
binet swung off, bumping hia 

Ihooting arm just as he fired. It 
caused him to miss. Cooper's bullet 
from inside didn't, catching Hood in 
t}i® flesh over the ribs, twisting him. 
He pumped another slug inside, 
then flopped to his knees to one side 
o f the door, bleeding from a scalp 
wound, too.

But it looked worse than ever. 
Helen was lying there, a few yards 
away, in range of the demented 
man's weapons. Mouth twisting in a 
cockeyed smile, Ben gave a groan 
like a ghoul being torfured in the 
nether regions. He sent his gun 
bouncing out over the rug in line of 
view of the doorway.

Hilton Cooper came out, limping 
on a wounded leg, eyes like a wild 
dog’s. He bent for Hood’s gun. From 
the side, sitting up, holding the 
smaller gun from his side pocket, 
Ben said sharply: “ Get them up, 
Cooper! Release your own weap
ons !”

There was a moment. Then 
Cooper, back half turned to Hood, 
obeyed heavily. He cackled with a 
wild laugh. Easter leaped into the

room as Helen rose, very pale.
“ He was here. He told me he was 

going to kill me by throwing me o ff 
the terrace... Then, when you came, 
he said he’d let me live if I lied— 
and also said I'd never seen him near 
my apartment where Sandra was,” 
she gasped out.

“He'd never have kept that prom
ise,”  Easter roared.

“ You can't prove a thing on me,”  
Cooper said with a sly grin, sitting 
down. “ Nobody can connect me with 
the two murders! Not for a case 
that'll hold—hold water.”

“ If it had gone right, it would 
have been a cutie,”  Hood admitted. 
“ I'd have been your alibi. You were 
up at the fishing camp all the time— 
But, just recently I realized there 
never was a witness to the alleged 
attempts on your life.”

“ You were—at the third 1”
“ There was none. You fired a 

couple of shots inside the house. 
Then you came out a side window 
and slugged me, like an escaping as
sailant, in the dark.”

Cooper's mouth worked around his 
dentures. “ You still can't convict 
me,” he muttered.

“ Sure—with a confession. Cooper, 
I'm going to shoot you dead right 
now—for the a t t e m p t  on Helen 
Furgo's life—unless you start con
fessing. And that won't be murder in 
the eyes of the police! So-o.”  He 
pushed out the smaller gun.

Cooper's big face quivered like a 
mess of ash-gray p u d d i n g .  “ All 
right,”  he finally lipped weakly, all 
the nerve run out of him. “ I did kill 
Furgo. Then—”

Ben sat laughing low, looking 
down at the smaller .32 he held. 
Only he knew the joke. When he 
had tossed the Positive as bait, he 
had made a mistake; it was the small
er gun which he usually used for 
that trick in an emergency. Why, he 
never even bothered loading the lit
tle fellow.

Bricky's head came in the door
way. “ Look, boss, I just called my 
mom, and she Says...”



SO DEAD 
THE ROSE

By SIM ALBERT

t T MUST HAVE been the sound 
that awakened me, but as I sat 
up slowly in bed and looked 

around it was gone—whatever  ̂ it 
was, it was gone. I sat there, with 
sweat pasting my pajamas against 
m»y chest, and tried to remember.

The small room was filled with 
the black reflection of night; some
where nearby I heard a deep, hyp
notic throbbing I didn't recognize 
at all. I shivered. A chill breeze came 
through a round, unfamiliar hole in 
the wall and it plucked at my damp 
pajamas with icy fingers.

Then I became aware of some
thing that galvanized my nerves but 
paralyzed my muscles. The room was 
moving—slowly, gently, almost im
perceptibly; back and forth it 
swayed, back and forth, and I hung 
on with frantic fingers of terror... 
then quite suddenly I remembered 
and let go.

I sank back on the cool pillow in 
relieved exhaustion and let the ship's 
engines remind me of my purpose 
aboard the" Empress of Bermuda. I 
glanced at the radium-painted dial 
of my wrist watch. Two o ’clock; the 
cruise liner had been out of New

York  about three hours and Bermuda 
was only thirty-odd hours away.

I got up, lit a cigarette, and 
watched the smoke float lazily out 
of the open porthole. Perspiration 
was drying on my scalp and I let the 
breeze worry at my thick shock of 
red hair. Then I heard it again—the 
sound that had awakened me; it was 
a soft persistent tapping on wood. 
Someone was outside my room, flick
ing fingernails against the cabin 
door. I heard a voice, the guarded 
whisper of a woman's voice, from 
lips pressed close to the wood panel. 
“ Red? Red Hanley? Let me in!”

Now that I was fully awake I 
knew that voice—but it was impos
sible. How could she be here? He 
had said that she didn’t know.

“ Red? Red?”
I flipped the cigarette through the 

porthole and went over and opened 
the door. Vera English stood framed 
in the small light from the passage
way for just a fleeting second, just 
long enough for the glinting gold of 
her hair to remind me of other days; 
then she slipped through the open 
wedge and I felt her body against 
mine.

For Vera’s sake, I had to protect a rat, but the rat had dead
lier plans than I dreamed—and I found myself up to my neck 
in murder! And only a rose pointed to a way out—a rose 

clutched in a slain hussy’s hand...
30



FEATURE NOVEL of STALKING DEATH

"Many men wanted Angelica.. .so long as their wives didn't find out.. .**
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I let the door close with a sharp 
click, stood there like that with her 
in my arms, not moving. Then I 
pushed her away and went over to 
switch on the light.

“ N o ! No! Don’t, Red, don’t !” she 
cried, “ Please, please don’t,”  So I 
didn’t.

She was in my arms again, trem
bling like a frightened bird; with
out looking I knew she was crying, 
although I didn’t know why. For a 
brief moment I didn’t care. . .  she 
was with me again. The scent of her 
next to me carried the fragrance of 
time past, and I almost forgot she 
was married to Mel English. Then I 
remembered and shoved her away at 
arm’s-length.

“ Red, Red,”  she sobbed, “what will 
I do? Tell me, what will I do?” 

There was hysteria fomenting in
side her and I acted before it rushed 
forth from her tight lips. I grabbed 
her and shook her. “ What are you 
talking about? Do about what?”

She was sobbing wildly then, so I 
shook her some more. “ Vera, Vera! 
What are you trying to say?”

I relaxed my grip and she leaned 
heavily against me. “Help me, Red, 
help me,” she implored, and her fin
ger-nails dug deep marks into my 
forearms. “ Angelica!” Vera moaned. 
“ S he.. .she’s . . .dead!”

IT W A S ONLY yesterday that 
Mel English had walked into my 

office in the International Building 
and asked me if I knew Angelica 
Whitmore.

“ Sit down, Mel,”  I ’d squawked. 
“ You make me nervous stomping 
around like that.”

He sat down but his white, twitch
ing fingers didn’t. “ Okay, okay,” he 
said, “but do you know Angelica? 
She’s a b lon d e ...”

Sure, I knew Angelica; who 
didn’t? She was blonde and desirable, 
in a coarse way. Her curves were 
banked high like a well-built road, 
and she was the featured dancer at 
a little honkey-tonk down in Green
wich Village. Yeah, I knew her all 
right. She was the kind of gal that

men wanted, as long as their wive® 
didn’t find out about it.

I looked at him as if he’d come in 
under the door instead o f through 
it. The mere thought of him married 
to Vera and playing house with that 
blonde brought bubbles o f anger to 
my lips. “ Don’t tell me that you and 
that cheap dancer . . . ”

He interrupted me with a wave of 
his thin hand. “ She’s not cheap, Red; 
believe me she’s not— I can prove it.”

“ Yeah?” What did he want from 
me, an affidavit?

“ Five thousand isn’t cheap, huh, 
Red, huh?”  He grinned at me in a 
way that was meant to be casual, 
only it turned into stone when it 
made contact with my face. “That’s 
what she wants, Red,” he explained 
and he shrugged. “ For Vera’s sake, 
I gotta pay up.”

And if it hadn’t been for Vera I ’d 
have slugged him right then; for 
Vera’s sake I didn’t. “ You’re a louse, 
Mel,”  I told him, “a real louse.”

“ So I’m a louse,”  he retorted hotly. 
“What do you want me to do? Let 
Vera’s name get spread all over the 
tabloids?”

You see the type Mel was? He 
always knew where your soft spots 
were and didn’t hesitate to jab into 
them. No, the papers mustn’t get 
this. It was perfect headlines for the 
yellow sheets: Beautiful heiress
burns while husband fiddles. Vera 
didn’t deserve that.

“ Does she know?” I queried.
“ No,”  came his reply, “and she 

mustn’t know about me and Angeli
ca; that’s why I ’m paying o ff.”

Fool! So there were letters, too. 
How much of a sap can a man be? 
This wouldn’t have happened if 
Vera had married me.

“ W ill you help, Red?” he was say
ing.

I should have clouted him then 
but I couldn’t ; I nodded. His face 
said nothing but his manner plenty. 
Mel English almost smelled of re
lief. He took a large, brown manila 
envelope out of his inside pocket 
and emptied a thick packet of small 
denomination bills on the desk in 
front of me.



SO DEAD THE ROSE 33

"Five thousand, Red, that’s her 
price. W ill you take it to her?”

I got mad then. "What the hell 
do you think I run here,”  I yapped 
angrily, "a messenger service?” He 
was making me feel more like some 
cheap private shamus than a guy 
who ran a well-known insurance in
vestigation office.

"For Vera?” His eyes did things 
to the pit of my stomach that made 
me feel sick,

I got up, reached across the desk, 
and grabbed him by the shirt front, 
dragged him clear across the top of 
the polished walnut on his belly— 
then I let go and sat back down 
again. That wasn’t going to help her 
any.

He slid o ff the desk and stood 
there in front o f me grinning. "It ’s 
like I said, Red boy; this you’ll do, 
huh?”

I nodded; this I would do. "But if 
it happens aga in ...”  I left it hang
ing in mid-air.

He laughed. "For your help, we 
thank you, both of us; Vera espe- 
cially.”

I ignored his sarcasm and I 
picked up the money. "W here does 
this go?”

"Oh, I almost forgot. Here,”  he 
flipped a small envelope at m e; 
"you ’re going on a week-end cruise 
to Bermuda—there’s your ticket.”  
He paused at the door, his knuckles 
white on the brass knob. "Angelica 
will contact you on board.” He 
laughed out loud at the open- 
mouthed expression I was flashing. 
"Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do, 
Red, and oh, yes—bon voyage!”

«
ERA HAD left the door to 
Angelica’s cabin open slightly; 

when I got there the light from in
side was a thin, shiny blade that 
crossed swords with the dim ray 
coming from the mazda in the pass
ageway. I pushed open the door 
and went in.

The dancer was sprawled on the 
floor, her lush body quiet, grotesque
ly  inert, her well-shaped legs still. 
The puddle of blood that had

widened its stain all around her had 
stopped spreading now—there was 
only the handle of a large paper-knife 
protruding from the whiteness of 
her bosom to mark the source of the 
crimson flow.

Looking at her like that I felt 
sorry for her. I looked again—there 
was a trail of blood clear across the 
room. Evidently she hadn’t died im
mediately; she had crawled over 
to. . .my eyes stared at the small 
overturned table, the bowl of roses 
on the floor and her hand, her right 
hand!

That was peculiar; she must have 
known she was dying; why hadn’t 
she crawled to the phone? W hy the 
bowl of roses?

The engine-heart of the Empress 
o f Bermuda.sang a wildly throbbing 
song and the pounding pulse in my 
head answered noisily. Just before 
I left Angelica’s cabin I noticed two 
things.

By the dancer’s side was a large, 
white, linen handkerchief and in her 
lifeless fingers was a rose ... a 
crushed rose, its color darkened with 
blood.

2
V ERA W AS smoking furiously 

when I got back to my cabin. 
The light was on and she was 

pacing up and down, her white fea
tures agonized. She took one look 
at me and covered her face with her 
hands, sobbing quietly.

There were things I didn’t under
stand ; I didn’t speak at first but 
went over and looked out at the 
ocean going by. It was dark out 
there, but where the moon’s light 
danced there was quick-silver on the 
rolling surface of the sea.

"Angelica’s dead!”  I muttered. 
"That I understand, but what I don’t 
get is—what were you doing in her 
cabin? On this ship?”

She stopped crying suddenly and 
sat down in a brown leather chair 
near the open porthole. "It ’s terrible, 
Red,” she murmured and she kept 
her eyes averted. "Oh, Red, I ’m so 
ashamed. That woman and. ..and
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Mel.* She tore it out of herself,
“T h e y ... th e y ...”

I went over and patted her shoul
der. “ Okay, take it easy, Vera,” I 
said; “ I know.”

“You know?” she gasped and she 
looked up at me, her blue eyes fill
ing with tears again and something 
else—a peculiar expression I just 
couldn’t seem to place. “ Oh,”  she 
moaned, “ I am ashamed, I a m ...”  

“ Cut that out, Vera,” I snapped 
harshly. “ You haven’t answered me 
yet, Vera. W hy did you go t o . . .*  

“ She called me,” she blurted out 
“ Yesterday, Red, she phoned me." 
Vera started whimpering again. 
“There are some letters.”

“ Go on,”  I urged.
“ She threatened me; she said she 

wanted five thousand dollars or the 
newspapers would get the letters.” 

“ W ell, I ’ll be damned!” was about 
all my tightly compressed lips could 
shape.

“ I came aboard at about ten,”  she 
was saying, “ I was going to wait 
until morning, Red, but, but I just 
couldn’t. I couldn’t, do you under
stand?”

“ Go on.”
“ I couldn’t sleep, Red. I—I want

ed to get it over with so I went to 
her cabin. I just had to have those 
letters ...I  had to.”  She waited for 
me to say something and when I 
kept silent she went on, “The door 
was open, Red,”  and she looked 
at me as if I didn’t believe her. “ It 
was, I tell you, it was!”

W hy was she so determined to im
press me with the fact that the door 
to the dancer’s cabin was open? “ Go 
on,”  I said quietly.

“ She was lying there, R ed ; she 
was on the floor ; she was. . . ”  Her 
voice trailed o ff into a thin thread 
of a whisper and then there was 
nothing but her muffled weeping.
. Angelica had really played both 

ends against the middle. Five thou
sand from Vera and the same amount 
from Mel.

“ Does Mel know about this?”
Her wagging head was a negative 

answer to my question. “ H e ...h e  
doesn’t even know where I am,” she 
mumbled, and from the way she said

it, she didn’t care either. “He thinks 
I ’ve gone to Connecticut for the 
week-end.” She got up suddenly 
then, her face blanching and her eyes 
rolling in their sockets. “The letters 
...th e  letters! When they find them 
in there they’l l . . .they’l l . . .  Oh, Red, 
what will I do?”

W ell, she was sure right there.
When they discovered Mel’s folly
along with Angelica’s body, Vera
was bound to be linked up with the 
whole sordid mess; money wouldn’t 
buy her out of this.

She came over and stood very
close. She had always been desirable 
to me and I knew that now she had 
nothing but hatred and contempt for 
Mel. I tingled all over .. .maybe some 
day soon Vera and I ...s h e  stood on 
tiptoes.

“Help me, Red, I need you,”  said 
her vibrant pleading voice.

I could feel her warmth, see her 
sparkling eyes, her moist, trembling 
lip s ...  and in the manner o f all 
males, I buckled on my shining 
armor and charged blindly out into 
the passageway, up and down the 
various stairways, until I once again 
found myself inside the dead danc
er’s cabin and also in the middle of 
as damnable a mess as a guy could 
get into.

THE LETTERS were not there;
that I ’d swear to, because I 

went through the place with a fine- 
tooth comb called desperation. I was 
just starting for the closed door 
when I stopped suddenly as if I 
were equipped with four-wheel 
brakes. . .someone was standing out
side the cabin!

I heard the soft sound of knuckles 
laid surreptitiously against the pan
el. Then as a key went into the lock, 
the back of my neck ran cold with 
sweat and I wondered how the hell 
ice cubes had gotten inside my belly. 
Frantically, I searched the cabin 
for a way out. There was none, only 
the porthble. Did you ever wish you 
were a midget?

As the key turned and I heard 
the tumbler fall in the lock I 
•witched o ff the light and did the 
only thing left for me to do. I
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couldn’t afford ?o be found in Angel
ica’s cabin with her looking like that 

He couldn’t see me in the dark 
as he opened the door, but his jaw
line was a beautiful sight against the 
background of light from the pas
sageway. I counted slowly, silently, 
the way I’d trained myself to do be
fore the pigskin used to thud into 
my stomach—a few years back. One 
• • .two, ..th ree , ..

He was big and fat as his full- 
moon face snuck around the slowly 
opening door, his pursed lips softly 
calling her name, I finished my 
counting. . . fo u r .. .fiv e . ..  SIXl It 
was like shooting fish in a barrel. 
My right fist caught him flush on 
his heavy jowl—and that was all, 
brother. He grunted like a prize sow 
that just got done out of first prize 
at the county fair, and he went 
sprawling face first clear across the 
room. By the time his massive head 
battered up against the wall I ’d 
closed the door quickly behind me 
and was sprinting down the passage
way like it was the forty-yard line 
and goal to go. My skinned knuckles 
hurt but there was a pleasant sensa
tion all along the nerve ends of my 
arm ...it  felt good, real good.

I took Vera back to her cabin 
and the cool night air up on deck 
was sensational. W e didn’t go back 
right away; it took a while to con
vince her that the letters she had 
been willing to buy had disappeared.

“ Do you think there really were 
any letters?”  she asked, hopefully, 

“ Yeah,” I said, “ there were let
ters.” She didn’t ask me how I 
knew and I didn’t bother to tell her. 
What the hell for? I ’d swear that 
they weren’t in the cabin with An
gelica’s body, so why worry.

“ You’re a darling, Red,” she toned 
softly from way back in her throat, 
“you really are.”

I put my hands on her shoulders 
and she swayed towards me. Quick
ly I spun her around and marched 
her to her cabin. “ Goodnight, baby,” 
I said thickly. I shoved her inside 
and closed the door.

I  AW AKEN ED with a light in my 
face—someone was holding a 

bright light full on my face. I 
opened my heavy eyes blinking. My 
lids felt like sewer-tops.. .it was 
morning and the sun was coming 
through the porthole as if it had a 
particular rendezvous with my eye
balls.

It’s amazing though what a cold, 
needle shower will do to a guy. A f
terwards I went on up to the ship’s 
barber for a lazy man’s shave. Yon 
know something, it’s a good thing I 
did because that’s where I got a real 
good look at the guy I ’d run into 
down in Angelica’s cabin the night 
before.

He was sitting in the one-chair 
shop getting a haircut. The barber 
touched his jaw to straighten his 
scissor line and the fat boy yelped 
and cringed like he’d been slugged 
by an expert. I rubbed my knuckles 
against the soft part o f my leg.

“What’s the matter, Mr. Russell?” 
the barber asked.

“ Doors,” he grumbled, “ everywhere 
you’ve got doors on this old tub.” 
He fingered his face tenderly. “ I’ve 
never been on a ship before,”  he said 
by way o f explanation; “ I ’m not 
used to ships you know.”

The barber said, “ Uh-huh,”  and 
kept right on cutting hair as if he 
were bored. The guy pinned his 
beady little eyes on me. I looked 
right back at him, without being 
afraid of his recognizing me; it had 
been much too dark for that.

“ Hey, feller,”  said fat boy, “ did 
you hear about the murder?”

I swallowed hard. “What?”  I tried 
to register surprise and evidently I 
showed a face full o f it because 
he unloaded the big news as if he 
were the town crier.

“That’s right, feller, we have a
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killing aboard—exciting, eh?” He 
was bubbling like a kid with his 
first brand-new Louisville slugger.

I joined the thin-faced barber in 
looking disgusted and the latter 
stopped clicking his scissors while 
he surveyed his fat customer with a 
cold, angry glare.

“ Exciting, mister?” he rebuked in 
a high squeaky voice that went 
along with his mousy appearance. 
“ This ain't no ship’s movie, mister. 
That was a real live woman when 
she came aboard last night.”  He 
snipped at the air fiercely by way 
o f punctuation. “ When the steward 
found her this morning, mister, she 
was D-E-A-D, dead!” He paused to 
get his breath and I wanted to shake 
him by the hand. “Exciting?” he fin
ished off. “ There ain’t nothing ex
citing about a thing like that, mis
ter.”  He went back to his hair-cut
ting as if he’d never stopped.

The fat boy deflated visibly, his 
mouth flopping open a couple of 
times as if he had some sort of re
buttal; then he stopped trying and 
just sat there licking his lips with 
a thick, purple-colored tongue, and 
let the barber finish his job.

And that was when the full mean
ing of what the barber had said hit 
me. If the steward had found Angel
ica’s body this morning, then the 
beefy one hadn’t reported it last 
night. W hy not?

“ Next,”  called the barber; the guy 
I ’d skinned my fist on got up and 
I took his place in the chair. After 
the barber had finished I went up to 
the dining room. Vera wasn’t there; 
either she'd had an early breakfast or 
she was still sleeping. I ordered and 
had just gotten two tablespoons of 
orange juice down me when someone 
tapped me on the shoulder.

1 TURNED around. It was a ship’s 
officer.

“ G o o d morning, Mr. Hanley. 
W ould you come with me, please, 
sir?”

“ Huh? Now?”
“ Yes, sir. The Captain’s request 

He said it was important.”
“ What’s it about?”
He shrugged and didn’t answer.

I got up, told the waiter to hold my 
order and trailed o ff after Mr. Gold- 
braids until we came to the Captain’s 
quarters. He came forward, hand ex
tended. “ I ’m Captain Brent.”

He was a tall, red-faced man with 
broad shoulders, thin lips, and black 
hair that had been powdered slightly 
with the white sands of time.

“ I ’m Hanley,” I said as I took his 
big palm in mine.

“ I ’m afraid,”  interjected young 
Goldbraids, “we took Mr. Hanley 
away from his breakfast.”

“ I’m sorry, Mr. Hanley,”  the 
Captain said apologetically, “but 
there’s been a murder.”  He was look
ing at me queerly. “ You probably 
know about it, eh? Things like that 
sweep a ship with the speed of a 
fire.”

I nodded. “ I heard, Captain, but I 
don’t quite understand w h y ...”

“ Sit down, Mr. Hanley, but first 
I want you to meet Mr. Rosewell— 
Mr. Jeremiah Rosewell.”

I hadn’t noticed the chubby little 
guy standing by one of the portholes 
until then; when he came forward 
and shook hands with me I still 
didn’t notice him—he was that kind 
o f a man.

The Captain was saying, “ Mr. 
Rosewell here is a deputy sheriff 
on vacation. He’s kindly consented 
to conduct the preliminary investi
gation; in that way the passengers 
won’t be too much inconvenienced 
when we get to Bermuda.”

“ That’s fine, Captain, but what has 
it got to do with me?”

The chubby little man was playing 
with a set of thick, bushy eyebrows 
out of which peered two of the 
sharpest question-marks I ’d ever 
seen. “ May I, Captain?” he asked in 
a soft, well-modulated voice, and 
then turning to me said, “ Mr. Han
ley, you’re an investigator; you can 
help.”  His words had an edge but 
his tongue had a thick rural coating.

I laughed uneasily. “ Insurance in
vestigation is my business, gentle
men. You’ve made a mistake; I ’m 
afraid I can’t help you.” I got up to 
go.

The Captain looked disappointed 
but the sheriff unconcerned. “ The
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same thing, son,”  he said slowly; 
“whether you’re investigating in
surance or murder, it don’t make no 
difference.” He grinned openly, “ I’ll 
sure need your help, son.”

“ Sorry, Sheriff, this is a little out 
of my line.”

I turned and started to leave but 
he caught me by the arm. “ Wait a 
second, I ’ll go with you.”

H E TURNED and spoke to the 
Captain and while I wasn’t 

sure, I fancied I saw something pass 
between them—something unsaid— 
something in their expressions; but 
when I looked again the Captain was 
saying, “The Company radioed its 
approval of your conducting a pre
liminary investigation, Sheriff, and 
the New York Police are flying a 
man down. He’ll come aboard tomor
row when we dock.”

“ Good, good,” the little guy mut
tered, “ we’ll try not to disturb the 
passengers.”

“ W e i l ”—he’d said. Rosewell still 
wanted me to help him. W hy me?

Even when we paused on deck by 
the open-air swimming pool, and 
stood watching the pink and tan 
bodies cavorting as if  there were 
nothing else that mattered, he kept 
after me. But I refused to get in
volved. How could I? But I couldn’t 
tell him that. After all, there 
was nothing to connect either Vera 
or me with the murder, so why not 
let it lie where it was.

He waved his pudgy hand in the 
air and a slender girl, wearing a 
form-fitting, white satin bathing 
suit, smiled and returned the Com
pliment. My eyes popped like corn 
on a hot stove. “ Hey, Sheriff, do 
you know that gorgeous creature?” 
His only answer was a wicked grin.

Even from where I stood, she was 
wine, exhilarating, heady wine. As 
she came towards us, her wet body 
glistening in the sun, jet-black hair 
hugging the beauty of her well
shaped head, I got drunk with the 
sight of her; damned if  I didn’t.

You would have, too, if you’d seen 
this gal.

“This is my daughter, Gerry,”  the 
sheriff said; “ Mr. Hanley, honey.”

“ Uh, Red’s the name,” I added 
hastily.

She glanced at my red hair and 
laughed. Beautifully, musically, she 
laughed. “ I wander why?”

“ Hi there,”  I said.
She slipped her hand into mine 

and her voice into low. Soft, vibrant 
low. “ Hello! Do you want to join 
u s ...R e d ?”

I started to answer but her old 
man beat me to it. Oh he was a 
shrewd one, that small town sheriff. 
“ Sorry, honey,”  he told her, “but 
Red has kindly offered to help me 
with that murder investigation.”

She clapped her hands together. 
“Oh, how wonderful of him!”

From then on I was a dead duck; 
grudgingly, I left her up on deck 
and went down to Angelica’s cabin 
with Sheriff Rosewell. See what a 
guy can get into?

R o s e w e l l  must have thought 
that the gasp of surprise I 

couldn’t suppress was for the sight 
of Angelica’s b o d y ...it  wasn’t, but 
I didn’t let him know. Twice I ’d 
been in the dancer’s cabin and each 
time when I ’d left it was in perfect 
order—even after my search for the 
letters, it was shipshape. Now as I 
looked around the place was a sham
bles. Every drawer, closet and piece 
of luggage had been turned inside 
out. I couldn’t help wondering who 
else had visited the dead girl’s cabin 
after I left—besides the fat boy, I 
mean. Tub-of-lard was one bird who 
didn’t seem to have the guts for 
this sort of thing.

“What do you think, son?”  the 
sheriff was asking.

“ Oh—er—looks like r o b b e r y ,  
huh?”

He shook his head from side to 
side. “ No, son, 'tain’t robbery.”  He 
had emptied a pocketbook out on the 
bed and I saw greenbacks flutter 
out along with the usual stuff a 
girl carries with her. “ Must be about 
a hundred and fifty dollars here, 
son .. .see what I mean?”

I saw what he meant all right. 
The chubby sheriff from the grass 
roots was definitely scratching out
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robbery as the motive for the danc
er’s murder.

“ See any clues, son?”
He was talking to me like a vet 

cop breaking in a rookie detective 
and I didn’t like it. But I was in 
it now; so I decided to play along 
and humor the old guy. Then as 
soon as it wasn’t too obvious, I ’d 
get the hell out from under.

He went over and picked up a 
l a r g e  white linen handkerchief 
from next to her body and held it 
up for me to see. It was the same 
one I remembered seeing there the 
night before. “ Now, that’s what I 
call a clue, son.”  He pointed to the 
initial embroidered on the corner 
and as I looked at it, I felt my 
tongue go dry, my legs go numb, 
and deep down inside of me there 
was a red hot core of fear burning 
slowly through my quivering in
testines.

The initial H was m ine.. .and so 
was the handkerchief.

3
T HE SHERIFF looked at me 

strangely. “ H for Hanley, may
be?”

I almost jumped him then, but 
luckily I noticed the amused way 
his tongue hugged his cheek and I 
let myself relax.

“ I ’m kidding, Red,” he smiled. 
“ You’d better be,”  I barked. I was 

unnerved enough to make him think 
I was sore, so I took his fumbled 
apology with bad grace. “ Pm getting 
out of here, bud,”  I squawked; “ go 
get yourself another boy.”

“ Hold it, Red!” he yelped unex
pectedly. “ Look at this!”

I stopped and followed his point
ing finger. “ What do you think that 
crushed rose in her hand means, 
son?” he chattered. “Any ideas?’”

He was so smooth that he m aA 
it impossible for me to leave wira- 
out making an issue of it, so I 
stayed there with him. He went over 
for a closer look at the rose Angel
ica grasped firmly in her still, white 
fingers. His eyes explored the red 
trail across the room.

“ W hy didn’t she make for the 
phone, or the door?” he remarked 
to himself. “ W hy?” He looked at 
me only I wasn’t playing Twenty 
Questions any more; I was just lis
tening. So he went on, sounding 
more like an excited kid than a mid
dle-aged cop from some two-bit po
lice force up in the mountains. “ It’s 
a message, son,” he muttered; “ that’s 
what it is, a message from the dead!”

“ W ell, I ’ll be damned!” was about 
all I could say— for the second time 
in just a few hours.

“ You see?” He was tracing her 
labored movements with his finger. 
“ There’s the phone, there’s the door. 
But she came over here, knocked 
this bowl down o ff the table and 
with her last breath, grasped a rose 
. .  .as if she was trying to name her 
killer.”

“ You’re kidding!”  I shot at him. 
This was unbelievable. Outside of 
fiction, a dying person’s first in
terest is for himself, not to go 
through some improbable gymnastics 
of identifying an attacker. . .or is it? 
You sfre, Rosewell even had me 
thinking his way.

He ‘went over and pulled a sheet 
from the bed; I helped him cover 
Angelica’s body. “ She must have 
meant something,” he muttered half 
to himself,^phe question i s . . . ”

“ If you’f̂ i through with me,” I 
cut in, “ I ’m going up on deck and 
get some fresh air, okay?”

“Uh huh, son,” he said quietly, 
“ I don’t blame you.”

As I lefw he was standing over 
the sheet-c^erejf body, his hands 
clasped firmly behind his back. He 
was thinking out loud. “ A rose ...a  
red r o s e ...”  As I went out into the 
passageway I heard him mumbling, 
“ ‘A rose by any other n a m e,..9”  I 
closed the door and went up on deck.

r froUND Vera. She looked badly, 
there was a hollowness in her
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blue eyes, if she hadn’t slept a-U
night.

She shook her head at my ques
tion. “ I didn’t, Red, I . . .  I just 
couldn’t sleep.”  She touched my arm 
and her fingers felt like steel. “ The 
whole ship is talking about it, Red. 
I ’m scared, scared—what if they find 
those letters?”

I was beginning to get a little 
irritated over the whole damned mess 
and I let it show. “ I told you, Vera,” 
I barked rather sharply, “ they’re not 
there, I ’m positive.” Then, when I 
saw the hurt expression spread 
across her face like a dark cloud, 
“ I’m sorry, baby,” I said evenly; “ I 
guess I’m getting a little jittery my
self.”

Her smile was my reward, and it 
seemed quite an effort on her part. 
“ I’m glad I saw you come aboard 
last night, Red,”  she whispered; “ I’m 
afraid I ’d be lost without you.”

I got to thinking. What if  they 
did find those letters down there? 
Vera would be in it up to her gor
geous white neck. Then I dismissed 
the thought; the letters weren’t 
there. I ’d bet on it. Then I got to 
thinking, but if  they weren't in 
that cabin, where are they? W ho 
took them?

Suddenly I was aware that Vera 
was clinging too close to me fte we 
stood by the rail, and for somlprea- 
son I wanted to get away. Somehow 
or other she annoyed me just th|n; 
all at once it seemed that sfii’d 
changed a lot since she’d married*— 
or, on second thought, B g b e  it was 
I who had changed sincWnie’d mar
ried.

I left her at the bar and went for
ward ; once again stood watching the 
pink and tan bodies cavorting in the 
open air swimming pool, ̂ particularly 
one in a form-fitting w hite^atin  
bathing suit. She wwed and B r ig -  
wagged back at her.* Right at t!($at 
moment I ’d almost forgotten the still 
form of the blonde dancer in the 
cabin below deck. And then the 
sheriff spoiled it.

“ Go away, will you,”  I growled, 
but I took the piece of paper he 
handed me. It was a list of names 
written in a pencilled scrawl. 
“ What’s this?” I asked.

“ Son, I ’m convinced that that 
dead girl was trying to tell us the 
name o f her killer when she reached 
for that rose.” His eyes were two 
bright buttons that kept worrying at 
me—like a dog with a bone. “ I made 
up that list from the Passenger 
Sheet,” he continued. “Those are the 
only people aboard whose names con
nect in any way with what I be
lieve the murdered girl was trying 
to say.”

I wanted to laugh in the old 
buzzard’s face, but how can you do 
a thing like that when your own 
name is standing out in bold relief 
among a list of eight?

MATHIAS X. FLOWER 
LEIF JENSEN 
MILTON ROSENBERG 
DOTTY THORN TON 
C. J. ROSE 
JACK RED HANLEY 
GERRY ROSE WELL 
JEREMIAH ROSE WELL

I was so completely flabbergasted 
by the old boy’s amazing list that 
all I could say was a weak, “ You 
don’t feel well, do you, pop?”

“ W hy?” he replied briskly.
^This is the craziest idea I ’ve ever 

heard of.”  And I handed the paper 
back to him as if it was alive with 
radio-active particles. “ And cm sec
ond thought,” I grumbled with my 
feathers mussed considerably, “ even 
if  you did want to play this list 
out to the end, don’t you think you 
can easily eliminate the last three 
names?”

“ You know something, son,”  he 
muttered in a low voice, “you may 
have something there.”  H e was smil
ing in a crooked way I should have 
understood, but I didn’t. I was just 
beginning to feel better when he 
picked up where he'd left off. “ I 
kmqr where Gerry was last n igh t... 
I know where I was last night.”  He 
cocked his head to one side, “Where 
were you, son?”

“ I had an idea I’d find you^ jp  I suppose if I ’d had any sense at 
here, son,” he said softly. “L o o l ^ t  all, I ’d have opened up wide to the 
this,”  -------  ""little sheriff from the mountains;
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but from the way he was always 
smiling, I never knew whether 
Rosewell was ribbing me, or if I 
was actually one of his suspects. 
Anyhow, I decided to keep my 
mouth shut for the time being just 
in case it was the former.

ATER that afternoon we all 
gathered in the sheriff’s cabin, 

and I couldn’t help having the feel
ing that the old boy was making a 
supreme fool of himself. But it was 
his show; he was the sheriff.

Nobody seemed to know what they 
were there for, but as it was common 
knowledge that Sheriff Rosewell had 
been placed in charge of the murder, 
there was a current of suspense 
humming through them.

Mathias X. Flower was the first 
to speak. “ I say, old man, what’s 
this all about?”

He was a tall, thin man with a 
long, gaunt face and popping eyes; 
when he told us he was from the 
Bronx Botanical Gardens in New 
York City, the sheriff sm iled...he 
just smiled.

“Thank you, sir,” he said, "you 
may go now.”

Mathias X. Flower looked sur
prised but he left and appeared glad 
to do so.

Sheriff Rosewell didn’t tell the 
rest of them much but he went 
around the room from one to the 
other asking simple questions that 
seemed to have no bearing on the 
death of the blonde dancer at all. 
As they left the room one by one 
I wondered how much longer the 
farce was to continue.

Leif Jensen was next. He was a 
huge muscular man of about thirty; 
by his flattened nose and cauliflower 
ears he was obviously either a fight
er or a wrestler.

“ They used to call me the Blonde 
Butcher,” he grunted hoarsely, “when 
I was rassling, that is. Ain’t been 
at it for a year now, though,”  he 
added; “ I ’m kinda tired.”

After the sheriff was finished 
with Jensen, I watched his broad 
bulk go through the door. He was 
a giant of a man, and I remember

thinking he’d be a real tough guy 
to meet in a dark alley.

As the door closed behind him 
someone said, “ He’s a bum; he was 
always a bum. I used to see him 
wrestle at the Armory.”

“ And you, sir?” asked the sher
iff, turning to the man who had 
spoken.

“ I ’m Milton Rosenberg. Dresses 
for Misses, that’s me.” He was a 
good-looking man with a heavy tan 
and a thin hairline. He took a card 
out of his wallet and handed it to 
the sheriff like it was a hundred 
dollar bill. “ Stop in on your way 
back.”  He smiled politely at Gerry, 
standing quietly near her father. 
“ I got some real nice outfits for 
you, dear—and for wholesale, too,” 
he added.

“ Thank you,”  she said and her 
smile matched his own.

He turned his attention back to 
Jeremiah. “ I knew her, Sheriff,”  he 
said in a loud tone. “ Angelica used 
to model for me.”

“ Shut up, Milt,” said a female 
voice.

He pulled away from the blood- 
red fingernails clutching his sleeve. 
“ So why shouldn’t I tell him? I got 
something to hide, maybe?”

The sheriff was looking past him 
at Dotty Thornton standing behind 
the dress manufacturer, but he spoke 
to the^man. “ Have you, Mr. Rosen
berg?”

“ Huh?”
“ Something to hide, I mean?”
“ No, no, of course not,” he said 

quickly. “ She used to model for me, 
that’s all. She was a college grad, 
and she wanted to dance, she always 
wanted to dance.”  He shrugged, “ So 
she danced, that’s all I know.”

“ How about you, Miss Thornton?” 
Her dyed hair was the color of 

sparkling champagne but her eyes 
had the flat look of stale beer. She 
hunched her well-rounded shoulders.

“ Yeah, I knew Angelica, who 
didn’t? Everybody knew dear Angel
ica,” she said bitterly, and I no
ticed the accent on the word “ dear”. 
She paused and squinted narrowly in 
my direction. “ Even him,” she said 
nodding her head at me. “Angelica
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and me used to work at the same 
Club in the Village; I saw him 
around a couple of times—ask him.” 

She was looking at me. The sher
if f  was looking at me, and Gerry 
was looking at me—particularly, 
Gerry was looking at me.

“ Sure,”  I said; “ I saw Angelica 
Whitmore a couple of times. Any
thing wrong in that?”

“ No, son, no,”  the country copper 
murmured, “but you should have 
told me. You really should have.”

I  GRUNTED at them and got up 
and walked out, leaving them sit

ting there. I was sore. W hy the 
hell did Mel have to pick me out 
to pay Angelica o ff and why did 
Vera—I opened the door to my cabin 
and went inside, I needed time to 
think.

Do you think I got it? Not with 
Leif Jensen standing there waiting 
for me, his huge fists hanging loose
ly at his sides and an angry look 
on his broad unhandsome features. 
“ Where's the five thousand, Han
ley?”

“ What?”
“The five G’s boy; I want the 

dough you were going to pay o ff 
to Angie.”  I stared at him and he 
kept right on gabbing. “ S u r e, 
Blondie told me you were paying 
o ff for the sucker. It ain’t in the 
gal’s cabin and she’s dead, so?”  He 
leaned over and kicked me in the 
stomach; as I doubled up, his fist hit 
me across the back of my neck. As I 
went down on my face I heard him 
yell, “ I want that five thousand, boy 
. . .  and now !”

I rolled over and looked up at 
him. Was this the killer? I must 
have said it out loud, and if it was 
trouble I was soliciting, I got it.

His big hand grabbed a fistful of 
shirt and yanked me roughly to my 
feet. “ If you noise a thing like that 
around I ’ll break your back [ so help

me, Hanley, I'll break your back.” 
Now believe me, I ’m a pretty good 

athlete. I ’ve played football, base
ball, and done my share of boxing, 
but I was no match for the Blonde 
Butcher. I tried hitting him with 
my right but it never even landed. 
He threw up his hands and I went 
over his shoulder, flying across the 
room like I was a sack of wheat; 
when I landed against the wall I 
felt the same way. Then he went 
to work on me. He was going easy, 
for him, but by the time he’d fin
ished he could have counted up to 
five thousand and I wouldn’t have 
heard him—not with that tea-kettle 
whistling in my head and a white 
puffy cloud carrying my dead 
weight around high in the clear 
blue skies.

The pounding in my head and the 
hammering on the door were one 
and the same noise. I got up o ff 
the floor and opened up.

“ Good Heavens!”  breathed Vera. 
“What happened?”

“ Come in, baby,”  I said and pulled 
her inside, closing and locking the 
door behind her. I pointed to my 
torn up cabin. “Look at this place.”  
But I knew she was looking at me.

“ Are you all right, Red, are you 
sure?”

I was sure, just the same as I was 
sure that I was going to blast the 
whole business open to the sheriff. 
Enough’s enough, and I ’d had it, 
chum. Vera begged me not to say 
anything for her sake, for her. But 
something had happened inside me; 
I didn’t seem to hear her any more. 
It wasn’t Vera’s fault, I guess, and 
it wasn't mine; it was just that— 
well, maybe I was getting in too 
deep for comfort. And, after all, this 
murderer aboard might not ob
ject to a repeat performance.

A FTER SHE left I straightened 
up the cabin, then I showered 

and got cleaned up. Aside from a 
persistent buzzing in my ears and a 
soreness around the middle I felt 
at least half all right; Jensen must 
have been taking it easy on me. I
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went over, picked up an open maga
zine from the arm-chair, and the en
velope with Mel English’s five thou
sand dollars fell out into my hand. 
Isn’t it amazing how the obvious 
is overlooked? That was what I ’d 
counted on; it usually works.

I stuck the money in my pocket 
and went aft to the Purser’s O f
fice, where I should have gone in 
the first place. He looked up as I 
came in but he didn’t move. He was 
on the telephone.

“ Is it out now, Fred?” he said 
anxiously into the mouth-piece, and 
he wore a disgusted look that fitted 
him well. "Okay,” he went on, "make 
your report to the Captain, Fred, 
but are you sure it’s out? Okay, see 
you later.”

He banged the receiver down on 
the hook. "That’s the way some trips 
go huh? First a murder, now a 
fire. . . ”

"A  fire !”
"It ’s okay; it’s out,” he hastened 

to say and he looked a little guilty. 
"Just some jerk probably fell asleep 
smoking. Wouldn’t you think they’d 
know better, mister?”  I nodded and 
let him get it o ff his chest because 
he was going to anyway. "And this 
guy, mind you, just came out o f a 
fire, a big one, too. The steward 
tells me he’s a plastic surgery case. 
Oh well, what the h e ll.. . What can I 
do for you?”

His eyes popped when he counted 
the money but he gave me a receipt 
without comment and I went up to 
the bar and had three straight bour
bons. After that I walked around 
the ship until I found Sheriff Rose- 
well. "I was looking for you, Pop,” 
I greeted him. " I ’ve got things to 
tell you.”

"Yeah, son, I wouldn’t be sur
prised,”  he told me as he took my 
arm, and I noticed that the usual 
smile had vanished from its com
fortable berth on his lips.

"W hat do you mean, Sheriff?”  I 
didn’t like the way his eyes were 
fixed on mine and I had an uneasy 
sense that I wasn’t going to like 
what he was about to say. I didn’t!

"That handkerchief, son, the one 
with your initial on it down in the

dead girl’s cabin—it’s yours, isn’t 
it? It must be,”  he said into my gap
ing mouth. "I found mates to it in 
your luggage.”

"You had no right,”  I started to 
protest angrily, then pulled up short 
. . .  he wasn’t even listening.

"And how about the five thousand 
dollars you just gave the Purser?” 
he went on. "W hat’s that all about?”

"You know everything, don’t you?”
"That’s near right, son, and it 

ain’t all,” he answered. " I ’ve got me 
a witness who saw you coming out 
of the deceased’s cabin late last 
night.”

"W hat?” I cried. "That’s impossi
ble. W ho?”

He spoke softly, casually. "Joseph 
T. Bellows is the name,” came the 
country cop’s voice. "He’s waiting 
for us in his cabin. Shall we go 
down?”

Things were piling up fast and I 
knew that if  I didn’t start spilling 
what I knew, I was going to get 
caught right smack in the middle 
of it with no comebacks.

"Look, Sheriff,”  I blurted out, 
"there’s something I ’ve got to tell 
you.”

"Hold it, son, not now. Let’s get 
this identification over with first.”

"But I . . . ”
"Later, Red, later,” and he meant 

it.

4

T HERE W A S no response to 
the Sheriff’s knock on the door 
of the cabin occupied by Jo

seph T. Bellows. He tried several 
times without success. "He said he’d 
wait,” he muttered and then he went 
o ff and got the steward.

The fellow opened it with his key 
and we went in together. The room 
was em pty.. .furniture was over
turned and the cabin bore mute ev
idence o f a terrific struggle. The 
porthole was wide open and I could 
plainly see two things along the 
fresh paint of the cabin’s round win
dow: a series of long, jagged scratch
es and the bright red drops of blood! 

I turned slowly as the steward went
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out closing the door behind him. The 
sheriff was standing there watching 
me closely. There was a queer, 
strained expression on his open face 
and a big Army 45-calibre automatic 
in his closed fist!

“ W hy did you do it, Red?”  he 
queried softly. “ W hy did you kill 
him?”

“ Kill him! You’re crazy!”  I 
yelled. “ I didn’t kill anybody, how 
could I? ”

“ M a y b e yes—maybe no.”  He 
tugged maddeningly at the lobe of 
his ear. “ You know something, son, 
I ’m mighty curious. Could be you 
were afraid of his identification, 
huh?” He looked questioningly at 
the open porthole.

Either he got too interested in the 
specks o f red blood on the paint or 
he underestimated my temper; any
how he let me get too close to him. 
I lashed out with my right fist and 
he went down heavily on his side. 
He rolled over and got up slowly 
but this time I  had his gun.

“ You shouldn’t a done that, son,”  
he mumbled. “ You shouldn’t a . . . ”

“ Sit down, Sheriff,”  I said coldly 
and I waved the gun at a chair. 
“ Over there. I ’ve killed nobody,”  I 
said, “ but it sure is getting to look 
like I have—or else somebody wants 
it to look like I have.”

Then after he was squatting I 
spilled out the whole story to him, 
the way I should have right from 
the beginning up there in the cap
tain’s quarters. I told him everything 
anlt skipped nothing, but watching 
his face I felt like a commuter who 
had missed the last train home; it 
was obvious by the bland expression 
he showed me that Sheriff Rosewell 
wasn’t inclined to believe a word I 
told him.

“ Damn it, man, it’s true!”  I shout
ed. “ Every word of it. Check with 
Mel English; check with his wife— 
she’ll tell you the truth.”

“ You know something, son,” he 
droned, “ that’s an idea you got there, 
I sure will—that’s if it’s okay to 
leave here, now.”

“ I ’m sorry about that, Sheriff,”  I 
told him, “ but I was afraid you

weren’t going to give me a chance to
explain. No hard feelings?”

There was a faint semblance of a 
grin on his face. “ You’ve explained 
and I ’ve listened. Now, do I get my 
weapon back?”

I gave the gun to him and watched 
him tuck it back in a black leather 
shoulder holster under his coat. He 
got up and strode briskly towards 
the door.

“Let’s go, son.”  His voice was too 
soft but as he caught the expression 
I flashed at him he added, “ Let’s go 
see just what this here Mrs. English 
has to say, okay?”

W E FOUND Vera in her cabin.
She’d just come out of a show

er and the loosely cut wrapper she 
wore tightly around her firm body 
didn’t harm her appearance one bit. 
Her gold-blonde hair was tied back 
with a black velvet ribbon and even 
without rouge her lips were very full 
and very red.

“ I ’m not very presentable, gentle
men,” she said coyly.

“ Pardon me, m’am,” Rosewell said, 
“but this ain’t exactly a social visit, 
ma’am. I’m Sheriff Rosewell; I want 
to ask you a couple of questions.” 

“ W hy certainly, Sheriff, I ’ll try 
to answer,”  she said coolly.

I’d expected her to act flustered; 
instead she sat there with all the 
assurance and composure of a recent 
graduate of Mrs. Plimy’s School for 
Girls. I stared at her in amazement. 
Where had the jitters of last night 
and this morning gone?

“ You know Mr. H a n l e y ,  of 
course?” the sheriff said.

She smiled benignly. “ O f course; 
we’re old friends.”

“ Did you know he was going to be 
on board, Mrs. English?”

A  dark shaft of annoyance darted 
across her otherwise serene counte
nance. “ No, I didn’t.”  And her man
ner clearly asked—why?

The sheriff ignored the unspoken 
question and then dropped a bomb. 
“ What would your husband say, Mrs. 
English, if he knew you’d visited Mr. 
Hanley’s cabin last night?”

That wasn’t clever; it was stupid. 
Vera started indignantly to her feet,
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her serenity fast becoming a thing 
o f the past. “ I beg your pardon?"

I placed my hot hand on his shoul
der and whirled him around. “ Now 
look here, Sheriff," I spat at him— 
tmt he turned his back on me as if I 
wasn't even there.

“ I understand, Mrs. English," he 
went on unruffled, “ that first you 
went to the dead dancer's cabin last 
night and then from there t o . . . "

“ W hat?" She was standing now, 
her small white hand clutching at the 
thin folds of her gown. “ You must 
be mistaken, Sheriff, I . . .  I don't 
understand."

I could feel the angry blood rush
ing up into my burning cheeks. 
Rosewell had fumbled very badly; 
he'd made her visit to my cabin 
sound cheap and coarse. Somehow I 
got the feeling that it wasn’t an 
accident that the sheriff had delib
erately worded his question in such 
a way that Vera was forced to deny 
she had come to my cabin for help.

“ Vera," I spoke up and I tried 
not to let the strain I felt wearing 
at me show in my voice, “ the sheriff 
knows about last night. I told him 
everything."

She was looking at me as if  she 
was seeing me for the first time and 
her voice twanged like a taut wire. 
“ What do you mean?"

“ Listen to me, Vera, the sheriff 
has reason to suspect me of murder; 
you must tell him the truth—you 
must!

Her tightening mouth was fast 
becoming a hard, thin line of defense 
against the words I wanted to hear. 
She turned to the sheriff. “ Really, 
Sheriff, I just can't imagine what 
this is all about." The beautiful eyes 
had become cold blue glass. The 
warm, deep glow from within was 
gone and in its place was only the 
shallow, impersonal stare o f a woman 
who cared for nothing but herself.

“ Mr. Hanley must be mistaken, 
Sheriff," she pronounced evenly. “ I 
didn't know he was on board until 
late this morning."

I F IT  HAD been anybody but the 
middle-aged little sheriff from 

the mountains, I'd have been in the

brig—at least until we got to Ber
muda and the New York cop took 
over, I'd be in the brig. But chubby 
Sheriff Rosewell didn't see it that 
way. “ You ain’t going no place, son," 
he'd said, “not unless you’re a damn 
sight better swimmer than ever got 
born before."

So we went down to my cabin. I 
suppose the general idea was for me 
to stay in it until we docked the 
next morning, only I couldn’t see 
it that way. So I slugged him again 
—a couple of times, good and hard— 
and he went to sleep like a baby.

He didn’t act much like a cop; 
he was too easy to hit. I took his 
gun, trussed him up like a chicken 
back on the farm, shoved him into 
the closet, and went on out.

He’d said once that there was no 
difference b e t w e e n  investigating 
crime and investigating insurance. 
Okay, then I was out to prove it, 
one way or the other, and the way 
I figured it I ’d only have about two 
hours—that was all. After that, well 
. ..w h y  think about that?

I went about it in the same method
ical way I'd have tried to run down 
an insurance fraud, one thing at a 
time—and Joseph T. Bellows was 
Number One on my list. W hy had 
he told the sheriff he’d seen me last 
night? The fat man was the only 
one there and he wasn’t Bellows. 
W hy wasn’t Bellows in his cabin 
when we got there? What did the

scratches and blood mean on the 
porthole? Another murder?

In order to save time, I told 
Captain BrentfThat Sheriff Rosewell 
had reported Bellows as missing and 
asked to have the ship searched for 
him. Then I went up to the radio 
room and sent a message to Mel Eng
lish. I sent another one, too, one 
to the Mayor o f Newton, New York. 
It read: SHERIFF RO SEW ELL  
REQUESTS T W O -W E E K  E X 
TENSION OF. LE A V E , and I
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signed it with my name. Now don’t 
ask me why I did that, I just did— 
that’s all.

Then while they were searching 
the ship for the missing man I round
ed up the chubby sheriff’s list of 
suspects one by one, beginning with 
Leif Jensen. The ex-wrestler wasn’t 
tough to handle this time, not with 
Sheriff Rosewell’s big 45 in my mit. 
I should have added a few gun- 
sight scars to the other marks on his 
face; but what the hell, it wouldn’t 
have done any good.

Oh, he blabbed all right. With 
that cannon sticking in his puss, he 
squeaked like a beaten pup, but what 
he said would do me no good. He’d 
been Angelica’s partner in the racket 
she had with the sucker boys, only 
he wasn’t going to tell the authori
ties that. Me, he’d tell—the sheriff, 
no soap. The way he put it, “Jail I 
ain’t looking for, bub, and unless I 
tell ’em about pie an* Angie, they 
don’t know fi£>m nothin’. There 
ain’t no evidence to connect me with 
her, see what I mean?”

The big behemoth readily admitted 
that he was the boy who had torn 
the dancer’s cabin apart. That made 
two of us who hadn’t been able to 
find the blackmail letters. “ But she 
was dead when I got there, bub, see 
what I mean?”

He was telling the truth, I was 
sure; it wasn’t until after she was 
killed that the cabin had been ripped 
apart. I saw what he meant all right 
and I left him and went down to 
see another one of the boys on the 
sheriff’s list of roses.

C. J. ROSE turned out to be a 
harmless looking guy who ran 

a big dry goods store in Jackson, 
Kentucky. He said he was travelling 
for his health—but I noticed that his 
grey eyes were clear and I couldn’t 
help thinking that perhaps his con
science was the same. Could he help 
it if his name just happened to be 
Rose?

By the time I got through talking 
with Mathias X. Flower, the botan
ist from Bronx Park, I was disgusted 
with myself for even imagining that 
the sheriff’s fantastic theory about

the rose in Angelica’s hand might 
be the answer to my dilemma. All 
he could tell me was that it was an 
American Beauty rose—a common 
type—and that the sheriff had 
shown it to him and asked the very 
same question I had.

The fat boy with the sore jaw 
was not on Rosewell’s list but he was 
on mine. He was just a very scared 
hardware dealer from the Mid-West 
who’d had a rendezvous with the 
dancer the night before, only to find 
out that it had turned into a date 
with death.

“The killer was there, mister,” he 
jabbered excitedly. “ He hit me 
here,”  he touched his jaw, and 1 
nodded more appreciatively than he 
could know. “And that’s all I know,” 
he finished emphatically.

“ Did you see him? Could you iden
tify him?”  I asked.

“ No, mister, it was too dark and 
it happened too fast.”

“ How come you didn’t report the 
murder last night?”

He wrung his hands. “ I didn’t 
want to get mixed up in it, mister; 
I ’ve got a wife and two kids.”

My stomach was suddenly crawl
ing with contempt; this kind of 
character I loathe. I left him snivel
ling with fear, his fat lips slob
bering about his family, and when 
I looked back he was still sitting 
there.

I found Vera at the bar, but she 
saw me come in and, downing her 
drink with a quick gesture, tried to 
slip away before I could stop her.

I caught up with her and held her 
firmly by the arm. “ Vera, why did 
you do it? W hy didn’t you tell him 
the truth?”

She looked at me like I was cold 
spaghetti. “ Please, you’re hurting 
me.”

I let go. I hadn’t meant to hurt 
her, but I was desperate. She had to 
tell the truth, she just had to. But 
when I looked into her eyes I knew 
she wouldn’t, not even for me—and I 
wondered how I ’d ever loved her.

She moved away, her slim figure 
haughty, her manner detached, and 
I knew then that I ’d never even
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known her—not really. I cursed my
self. If it hadn’t been for V era ...

“ Don't let it get you, brother,” 
said a loud voice behind me, “ this 
little old boat is lousy with women.” 

It was Rosenberg, the dress man
ufacturer from New York. He was 
yanking at my arm and I tried to 
pull away but he held on with deter
mined fingers. It was almost as if 
he didn't want me to follow  Vera.

“ Come on over,”  he said, “ have one 
with us, huh? Dotty looks like she's 
interested, see?”

THERE was nothing I could do 
about Vera, not right then, so I 

allowed him to pull me over toward 
the ex-model. Dotty Thornton was 
perched atop a red leather seat at 
the bar, her fingers wiggling at me 
like so much bait on a hook, her 
nylon-covered legs twisted boyish
ly around the chromium stool. There 
was nothing boyish about the rest 
o f her.

“ H ’lo,”  she mumbled. Her tongue 
was thick. “ Girl give you the brush? 
Never mind—lotsa girls, lots.”  She 
banged her hand on the bar and 
looked for Rosenberg. “ Want another 
drinkee, Miltee,”  she said.

“ You’ve had enough,” he told her. 
“ Never had 'nuff,”  she answered, 

“never had 'n u ff. .  .except o f An- 
geli. . .  An-gel-i-ca,”  she f i n i s h e d  
carefully and started laughing softly 
to herself as if she had a joke all 
o f her own.

“ Bourbon,”  I said to the bartender 
and sat down next to her.

“ H ’lo,”  she said again as she 
leaned towards me. She’d have lost 
her balance and fallen if I hadn’t 
put my arm around her waist.

“ Oohh!” she breathed, “ I like you, 
I like you very much.”

Rosenberg was straddling the 
Stool on the other side of the blonde 
model; he looked unhappy but didn’t 
speak.

Dotty took another long swallow 
from the glass in front of her. “ You 
know somethin’ . . .  she shoulda died 
. .  .she shoulda died a long time ago.” 

“ Shut up, Dotty!”  yelped the dress 
manufacturer.

“ W on’t shut up. It's a free coun
try, isn’t it? Isn’t it?”

“ Sure, Dotty, it sure is.” Was this 
the break I was waiting for? My job 
was to keep her talking. I kept my 
arm around her waist. “ What about 
Angelica?”  I prodded.

Rosenberg got up and touched me 
on the arm. “ Leave her alone, feller,” 
he said, “ she doesn’t know what she’s 
saying.”

“ That’s the idea, bud,” I told him 
and shook o ff his heavy hand.

“ I mean it, feller,”  he said again, 
“ I don’t want you should get this 
gal mixed up in that stinking mess.”

“ She was no good,”  the blonde 
model mumbled sleepily,—“wanted to 
be an actress. Shakespeare. But she 
was no good, even at that.”  Her head 
fell forward limply on my shoulder.

Evidently the buxom stewardess 
was used to such things; she took 
Dotty o ff our hands in a way that 
bespoke ample experience.

“ She’s right about Angelica,” 
Rosenberg told me when we got up 
on deck. “ I don’t know what you’ll 
think about me for speaking bad of 
the dead,”  he waved his hands in a 
hopeless fashion and went on, “ but 
she wasn’t any good and that's why 
Dotty didn’t like her.”

“ What’s Dotty doing on board?” 
I asked.

“ She’s on her way to a hotel book
ing in Bermuda. It’s a seven-weeks 
engagement, I think.”

“ What’s your interest in her, Ro
senberg?”

It must have been the way I said 
it because his handsome face flushed 
and he grabbed at my shirt front— 
then he let his hands drop to his 
sides. “ I'm sorry, Hanley, but it 
just didn’t sound right. Look, Han
ley, I didn’t know Dotty was aboard 
until I ran into her this morning; I 
hope you believe that.”

I nodded and told him I did. The 
way his eyes looked I ’d have been 
a fool not to have. And that’s where 
it stood. I was about as close to find
ing Angelica’s killer as I was to the 
bottom of the sea—and that was 
three and a half miles straight down!

TW O HOURS later it was getting 
dark and I got word from the 

captain. The passenger known as
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Joseph T. Bellows had disappeared; 
there wasn’t a trace of him anywhere 
aboard. It was just as if he had never
existed!

Soon after I got a message from 
the radio operator. When I got there 
he told me that he didn’t have an 
answer to my radiogram to Mel Eng
lish but he had one from the Mayor 
of Newton. That one was an eye- 
opener, too. It read: MUST BE  
SOME M ISTAKE. NO SUCH PER
SON AS SHERIFF RO SEW ELL  
K N O W N  H ERE .

The operator took one look at my 
face. "W hat does that mean, mister, 
a joke or something? Maybe I'd 
better call the captain, huh?”

"Yeah, yeah, do that, huh,”  and I 
rushed out of there and right smack 
into Gerry RosewelL

She was standing there leaning 
against the rail, her back arching 
slightly and her dark, brown eye
brows doing likewise. "What have 
you done with my father?”  she said 
through her teeth. UI want to know, 
now !”

"You’re kidding, baby.”
"No, Mr. Hanley, I ’m not—see?” 
She lifted the edge o f a bright- 

colored hankie she carried in her 
hand and what I saw was the small 
round muzzle of a 38-caliber. Her 
lovely little hand was cuddling it 
close to her but the wicked-looking 
barrel pointed straight at my belly.

5
OW , W H A T  would you have 
me do, pull out the sheriff’s 
gun and blast a hole right 

clean through her? Uh uh, not me— 
not with that radiogram in my pocket 
and me on the trail of the killer. 
Besides, you know something—this 
was a beautiful gal, and double be
sides, she might also lead me where 
I wanted to go.

"Okay, baby,” I drawled, easily, 
‘T i l  take you to him; but easy with 
the cannon, huh?”

I could almost see the sneer play
ing with her red lips. She looked 
real determined; and me, I was like
wise. I was willing to see her play 
it out to the end, and with the heavy 
"45” in my pocket I felt something 
like a man with an ace in the hole.

The sheriff got up o ff the closet 
floor massaging his legs and arms; 
the wet towels I ’d used as ropes were 
hanging limply in my hands. He 
walked towards me, his dry tongue 
gradually getting used to the feel 
of his mouth without a gag in it. 
In a second he’d be close enough to 
frisk me. I glanced quickly at 
Gerry. Her hand was as steady as 
a pawnbroker’s but her eyes were be
ginning to waver.

I jerked the gun out of my pocket 
and backed up, the girl and I facing 
each other; she with a thirty-eight 
and me with the big forty-five.

"Don’t !”  yelled the sheriff. "For 
God’s sake, don’t shoot! Drop the 
gun, honey,”  he coaxed softly, "for 
me, honey, drop it.”

She stood white-faced and unde
cided for just a second but I ’d fig 
ured it right, she was no tough guy, 
she hadn’t even looked the part.

"Daddy!”  she cried, "Daddy!”  As 
the gun thudded to the carpet she 
became all little girl, and throwing 
herself on my bed sobbed like the 
completely feminine creature she 
really was.

I picked up the "38”  and handed 
the sheriff the radiogram. He read it 
and I waited quietly for him to 
speak. Only he didn’t; instead he 
started to laugh, dryly and through 
tight lips, but he was laughing none
theless.

Gerry heard him, too, and looked 
up, her tear-wet eyes two saucers of 
surprise. “ It’s okay, honey,”  he told 
her, "he ain’t no killer.”

"Huh?” I grunted.
"And neither am I, son,” he said 

evenly.
I shoved the gun at him. "That 

radiogram to th e ...”
to the wrong town, son,” he
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finished. “This is to Newton, we’re 
from Newtown/*

Do you see now what a complete 
idiot a man can make of himself? 
I f  Gerry had had the nerve to use 
her gun, I*d probably be cold in my 
grave right about now. But anyhow, 
one thing came out of my mistake...

“ You thought I was the murderer, 
didn’t you son?’* I nodded foolishly. 
“ Which only goes to prove,”  he mut
tered, “ that you ain’t !”

“ Yeah,” I said, “ that’s right, isn’t 
it?”

CERRY got up o ff the bed drying 
her eyes and said, “ I could kill 

you, Hanley, I could just kill you.” 
“ You know something, baby,”  I 

told her grinning, “you almost did.” 
I  shoved her in the bathroom and 
told her to wash her face; I liked 
her better the other way.

“The question is,” remarked the 
sheriff, “who is trying to make you 
out the murderer and why?”

“ Yeah, and how about Bellows?” I 
asked. “ Who the hell is he, and why 
did he try to put me at the scene 
o f the murder last night?”

“ Did they find him?”
“ No,”  I said, “ not a trace. Maybe 

he committed suicide.”
The sheriff grunted at me, “ With 

blood on the porthole?”
“ Okay,” I admitted, “ so somebody 

killed him and jammed his body 
through the opening.”  The cop from 
Newtown looked doubtful and I got 
real thoughtful. “ Wait a minute, 
Sheriff, nobody could get through 
the porthole unless he was a midget 
. . .o r  unless the body was butchered 
. .  .and there wasn’t enough blood for 
that.”

He tugged at his ear again. “ You 
know something, son, I think I got 
it. Those scratches were put on the 
porthole deliberately and so were 
those drops of blood.”

“ W hy?”
“To make it look like murder.”
I did a repeat broadcast for the 

coast and asked it again, “ W hy?” 
“ So Joseph T. Bellows could dis

appear !”
“ Disappear! On a ship! In the 

middle of the ocean! Hey, pop,”  I

twitted, “you don’t feel well again, 
huh?”

Gerry came out then. She still 
looked a little shaky so I went over 
and put my arm around her waist. 
Just to give her support, you under
stand—like I said before, she looked 
a little shaky. Well, she did!

I gave the sheriff back his two 
guns and we left him outside the 
Captain’s quarters. Up on deck the 
cool breeze felt good blowing in our 
faces and my arm was still around 
her. For a while we didn’t talk, just 
stood there at the rail watching a 
big moon cut bright swaths of light 
through the dark ocean with a huge 
silver scythe.

“ You know something, Gerry,”  I 
said softly.

“ No, what?”
She turned her head towards me 

and she was very close. I ’d wanted 
it like that from the first moment 
I ’d seen her standing by the pool 
in her white bathing suit, her wet 
body glistening in the sun. I pulled 
her towards me, her lips were s o ft .. .  
cool.

SH ARP footsteps sounded behind 
me and I turned quickly. Vera 

was standing there under the small 
electric light, her face dark and 
twisted like a threatening sky before 
a storm. Then she turned and went 
inside.

“ Gee,” breathed Gerry, “ I guess the 
fat’s in the fire.”

“ Look, baby,” I said gruffly, “ you 
don’t have t o . . . ”  My tongue stopped 
on a dime but my mind was racing 
like a four-alarm fire. Angelica 
wanted to be an actress. Shakespeare! 
“ What did you say, baby? Say that 
again, say it!”

She pulled away from me and I 
couldn’t see the expression on her 
face, I could only guess. “T h e ...  
the fat’s in the fire,”  she echoed, 
“ that’s all I said. I don’t see what 
there is about that to g e t ..

“ That’s what I thought you said, 
baby; c’mon!”

I grabbed her hand tightly and 
took o ff forward, with her stream
ing behind me, her chartreuse eve



SO DEAD THE ROSE 49

ning gown ballooning slightly as she
ran.

The Purser was in his office when 
we got there and he gave me a face 
full of surprise at my question. “ The 
guy who started the fire, Russell 
Wheatley ?”

“ Yeah, yeah,”  I prodded anxiously, 
“ the plastic surgery case; the one 
who smokes in bed.”

“ Oh, the guy in A-10.” He grinned. 
“ Only I was wrong, mister; he 
doesn’t smoke in bed.”  He was get
ting that disgusted look again. “ No, 
sir, this bird just burns things— 
like letters in a waste-paper basket, 
that’s all he does. Did you e v e r ...”  

But I didn’t hear. I didn’t wait to. 
I pulled Gerry out of the cabin and 
closed the door. “ Go get your pop, 
baby, and hurry. It’s a ‘Rose by any 
other name.’ Tell him I ’m down in 
Cabin A-10. Tell him I ’ve found 
Joseph T. Bellows.”

W HEN I knocked on the door 
of A-10 Russell Wheatley’s 

muffled voice called out. “ W ho’s 
there?”

“ Steward,” I answered in my best 
Limey accent, and while I waited 
for him to open up I kept telling 
myself that there was something I 
ought to remember. As the door 
opened and I stepped into the cabin, 
I suddenly knew what it was, and 
it was all in the two muffled words 
Russell Wheatley had uttered.

The door closed behind me and I 
was alone with him, the missing 
Joseph T. Bellows—only his face 
was swathed in white bandages and 
he wasn’t Joesph T. Bellows at all; 
he wasn’t even Russell Wheatley. 
And as I looked at the little pig 
eyes I knew that I was face to face 
with Angelica’s murderer!

“ Mel,”  I said, “ Mel English!” 
Theres something about a knife 

that makes my stomach creep. Even 
a gun with its spray of red hot lead 
doesn’t do it—but a knife!

'He stood there with it in his fist 
and I knew he was going to use it. 
I started talking, at the same time 
trying to figure how long it would 
take Gerry to find the sheriff, and 
just how lon g ....

“ You must hate me, Mel, hate me 
a lot ”

“ I hate your guts,” he spat out and 
his voice was crawling with venom. 
“ It’s always been you and Vera, 
hasn’t it? Hasn’t it?” he shouted.

So that was it, the poor fool. But 
why bother to explain, he wouldn’t 
believe me. Any man who could 
contrive such a mad scheme of mur
der and revenge wouldn’t believe 
the truth anyway.

I heard footsteps in the passage
way and he must have read my eyes 
because he came at me, the knife 
flashing low. I grabbed at him, hold
ing on to his arm like a leech but 
he was a wild thing, possessed, de
mented.

I felt the steel bite into my flesh; 
it was cold, it was hot. It went in 
again and the warm blood ran down 
my body. I lost my legs then, quite 
suddenly I lost them and went down 
on my back with him standing over 
me. I saw the door come open and 
the sheriff, gun in hand, danced be
fore my eyes. Mel was dancing, too, 
he was bending low, and dancing. 
The shiny thing in his hand came 
at me again and I couldn’t move.

Something made a terrible noise 
in the room; there was a flash of 
lightning, then everybody started 
dancing again, everybody except Mel. 
There was only Gerry, she was close, 
right next to me. Her face was wet; 
she was crying. W hy was she crying?

I  CAME to on a white bed; there 
were three other white beds 

there, but I was all alone. Then the 
door to the ship’s hospital opened 
and Gerry came in. She moved 
gracefully as only a beautiful woman 
can and her lovely smile was un
bottled tonic.

“ Gerry,” I whispered.
“ Sshh, darling, look what I ’ve 

brought for you—aren’t they lovely?” 
Yeah, you guessed it—just what I 

needed—roses; a huge bouquet of 
red roses!

As she bent over me I reached up 
and swept her lips down to meet 
m ine...

I need roses?



by D. A. Kyle

It was just the house for Corey, 
Real Estate Broker, to sell—com
plete with skulls in the cellar and 
the lurking ghosts of old crim es...

THE RAM SHACKLE house, 
battered by years of inatten
tion, was hidden in high brush 

and tangled young trees. The porch 
had sagged and the window glass 
had disappeared and the roof, luxu
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riant with moss, was rotted in spots.
“This?”  Micheline Moore said in

credulously, sweeping her arm in the 
direction of the house; “ this is what 
you expect to sell?”

Paul Corey pinched his lower lip 
with thumb and forefinger and stud
ied the building. His grey eyes held 
a trace of disappointment.

“ It’s certainly a wreck, Mich,” he 
admitted; “ it’s an acre o f jungle with 
a ruin in the middle.”  His fingers 
moved upward and pitched the 
bridge of his long nose. “ But not 
hopeless; it’s a good piece of land. 
The house can be fixed and the lake 
is convenient. It’ll cost money for 
improvements, but that’s why the 
price is so cheap.”

They pushed their way through the 
bushes and climbed on the porch.

“ The lumber’s good, Mich,”  Corey 
said and kicked the planking heavily.

Micheline stepped through the 
doorway and Corey followed her, his 
hair, not quite six feet from the 
soles of his feet, brushing the top of 
the frame. Inside the bare rooms 
were scattered with refuse from past 
picnickers and tramps.

“ It’s not too bad,” Micheline said, 
encouraged by their examination; “a 
woman’s imagination could accom
plish wonders.”

Corey twisted his lean frame 
through a maze of broken furniture. 
“Let’s look at the foundation.” He 
tried to open the cellar door but it 
was wedged fast by a sprung board. 
He pulled and pounded and labored 
until he had managed to open it 
several inches. Using a stout piece 
of lumber he inserted it in the crack 
and pried the door free.

They went down the rickety 
stairs.

The cellar was completely dark; 
no windows nor holes let in the day
light. He turned on the flashlight he 
had taken from his pocket and shone 
it over the dusty concrete floor and 
walls. Micheline said, “ It’s creepy 
here,”  uneasily.

The remnants of a packing case 
leaned against the corner o f the 
cellar. Corey pulled the warped wood 
away from the wall. The sides, 
cracked and curling into thin strips,

collapsed at his feet. A cloud of dust 
billowed around them, then slowly 
cleared.

Micheline screamed, weakly but 
earnestly.

The dust-dimmed rays of the flash
light were reflected by a white skull.

The unexpected discovery com
bined with Micheline’s cry made 
Corey juggle the light nervously in 
his hand. It took him several min
utes of shakey conversation with her 
before he recovered his poise enough 
to step closer, spraying the. beam 
around the floor. Micheline glued 
herself up against him, twining her 
fingers in his suit.

“ Don’t be frightened, Mich,” Corey 
said dully, preoccupied with his ex
amination. The skull had its custom
ary grin weirdly altered by the lack 
of its two front teeth. Ribs of the 
skeleton stuck up sharply in the air, 
but the rest of the bones were hidden 
by the dirt and debris.

“ I—I’m—n—not,” Micheline stam
mered. “ Paul! Let’s— get out of 
here!”

“ Hmm,” he replied, paying no 
attention to her. A glint of metal 
appeared under his delicate probing 
and he extracted a tarnished ciga
rette case. Just underneath an elabor
ate “ Kid” engraved on the lid was 
a hole, the thickness of a finger, 
punched through the metal. He 
shifted the flashlight from the case 
back to the skeleton. One of *he 
lower ribs had been splintered half
way down its curved length.

Micheline had silently watched 
his flashlight focus on the cigarette 
case and the bones. “ Bullet hole?”  
she quavered.

“ I think so,” Corey answered. He 
turned around with difficulty, ham
pered by her tight embrace. “ W e’ll 
go back to town now. The police have 
to be notified; we can come back 
with them again after we have 
lunch.”

“ Lunch, ugh!”  Micheline said and 
shivered.

*

PAUL COREY had the evening 
newspaper spread out on his
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desk and was cutting a strip from 
the front page with a pair of shears 
when George Jackson entered the 
room.

“ More stuff for the scrapbook, 
Paul?” Jackson asked cheerfully as 
he dropped into the leather armchair 
and stretched his legs. “ I just tossed 
my paper in my office on the way 
by.” He was tall and thin with jet 
black hair and about Corey’s age. “ I 
see they call you ‘real estate broker 
and noted private detective’.”

“ Ah, fame!”  Corey said sarcas
tically.

“ You gave the newspapers some
thing to smack their lips over. Did 
you mean it? Do you really think it 
was a murder?”

“ Well, George,”  Corey said in an 
ominous whisper, “ you’re my closest 
friend. I ’ll tell you the truth. That 
newspaper story quoted me—one 
hundred percent accurately.”

“ You think the hole in the cigar
ette case was a bullet hole? You 
think the rib was smashed by a 
bullet? W hy?”

“ Because that’s what it looked 
like.” Corey laid the story he had 
clipped on a dictionary and pushed 
the rest of the paper into the basket.

“ With women it’s intuition,” Jack- 
son snorted, “but with detectives it’s 
deduction.”

“ Not only do I believe what I 
said,”  Corey added, filling a pipe 
from a humidor on his desk, “but 
I ’m going to try to solve it.”

“ W hat!”
“ You heard m e ... Where’s that 

pretty little joint receptionist of 
ours?”

“ Mich,” Jackson replied with a 
boyish grin, “ is spending the rest 
o f the afternoon in a beauty parlor. 
She says she’s getting rid of the 
smell of death... Now what’s this 
about solving your so-called mur
der?”

“That corpse has been there for 
about four or five years. The police 
are going to check all missing 
persons in the area along about that 
time. While they’re doing the obvi
ous thing, I ’m going to be reading.”

“ Reading?”
“All the old newspapers of that

period; if  there’s anything which I 
might consider a lead, I ’ll follow it 
up.”

Jackson leaned forward, spread his 
arms on the edge of the desk with 
fingers interlocked and put his chin 
on his hands.

“ May I point out,”  he said pa
tiently, “your financial status? A 
mild word for it would be: critical. 
Money, of which you haven’t, goes 
out for business and personal ex
penses, which you have. Real estate 
and insurance puts food in your 
mouth, not the detecting profession. 
This property—this property with 
the corpse—it was supposed to be a 
quick deal with fifty percent com
mission. It was supposed to be the 
windfall which would keep the wolf 
away for a couple of weeks.”

“ I know, I know. I ’ll sell it. I ’m 
not worried.”

“That’s right,”  Jackson agreed 
ironically, “ you let me do all the 
worrying for you. Now if I were a 
great big successful lawyer, like I 
hope to be, I ’d give you twenty 
cents a day so you wouldn’t starve 
and let you detect all you wanted.”

“ Now, George,”  Corey laughed. 
“ When that bungalow development 
starts clicking—”

“ Sure, Paul, sure,”  Jackson inter
rupted mockingly.

The telephone rang. Corey picked 
it up and spoke into the mouthpiece: 
“ Paul Corey speaking... Yes, Mr. 
Thom pson... It’s for sale, of course, 
but the police are conducting an in
vestigation at the moment and it may 
not be available for several days... 
No, I ’m afraid I ’m going out to 
supper n o w ... Suppose I call you 
in a day or so?. .. F in e ... Goodbye.” 
Corey wrote the man’s name and 
address on his memorandum pad.

“ Am I developing moronic qual
ities,” Jackson asked caustically, “ or 
did you really give a prospective 
buyer for the cemetery in the wil
derness the brusheroo?”

“ I did,” Corey replied, coldly 
serious. “ I ’m going to poke around 
that spot tomorrow and the customer 
can cool his heels until I ’m good 
and ready.”
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A u t o m o b i l e s  o f various sizes
and shapes, including state 

and city police cars, were scattered 
around the entrance to the property 
late the following morning when 
Corey arrived. He left his own car 
parked on the shoulder of the maca
dam road and started up the path 
which was becoming well trampled.

Close to the house he was stopped 
by a state trooper who demanded, 
“ What d’ya want?”

He told the trooper who he was 
and was waved on.

In front of the house, milling 
around in the bushes, was a small 
mob of people. Blue-uniformed po
licemen were mingled with gray- 
uniformed troopers.

Two men in white came up the 
path behind Corey and entered the 
house. Corey followed them.

Inside were more people. A loud
mouthed newspaper reporter was dis
cussing the murder with his photo
grapher. Corey squeezed behind them 
and reached Police Detective Fleer.

Corey tapped Fleer on the shoul
der and started to say, “ What’s— ?” 
when he saw the body lying on the 
floor. There was blood all over the 
man’s shirt front. The two men in 
white, who had placed a stretcher on 
the floor, rolled the body on the 
canvas and threw a blanket over it.

“ W ell?” Fleer said, staring at 
Corey.

Corey said, “ Another murder?” 
“ Looks that way, don’t it?” he 

answered impatiently.
“ What’s it all about?”
Fleer pointed a warped finger at 

Police Chief Wittenberg, “ Go ask 
him; I ’m busy.”

Wittenberg was wiping his fore
head with a damp handkerchief when 
he noticed Corey and nodded a 
greeting. His reply to the question 
was polite but bored: “ A detail
working on yesterday’s discovery 
came out here this morning to search 
the grounds and discovered this 
second body. The corpse was fresh; 
the killing must have taken place 
about four o ’clock this morning. 
Three slugs from a small caliber

pistol hit him in the chest and two 
more have been found in the walls. 
The weapon is missing.”  He put the 
limp handkerchief back in his hip 
pocket. “ According to the identifi
cation, the man was Elio Smith, 41, 
and lived at Maple Corners, about 
eight miles out on the Blakeston City 
road.”

Corey was jotting down words in 
a leather notebook.

Wittenberg frowned. “ Keep your 
nose out of this, Paul,” he warned. 
“ Your license doesn’t entitle you to 
mix yourself into strictly police 
work. These murders are no business 
of yours.”

“ I know, Chief,”  Corey agreed 
soothingly. He kept his pencil 
poised above the pad. “ I ’m not plan
ning to interfere. My files might 
produce something of help to you. 
What about these murders?—Do you 
have any leads?”

“ No,”  Wittenberg replied and add
ed, as Corey thanked him and 
moved away, “Remember, don’t louse 
up our investigations!”

•

M ICHELINE MOORE came 
into the office and said, “ Give 

me a cigarette please, Paul.” He 
looked up from the desk piled high 
with manila folders, handed her a 
cigarette, and studied her as he held 
the flickering lighter. Her reddish 
hair was immaculately arranged and 
her dress was gayer than usual.

“ My first cigarette since lunch,”  
she said and blew out a thin stream 
of smoke. “ Find anything yet in 
those newspaper clippings?” 

“ Nothing defin ite...  My, you look 
attractive today.”

“ Thank you, sir. •. What do you 
hope to find?”

“ I ’m picking out anything unusual 
which happened within the year of 
that first death. For a city of our 
size that’s not difficult. There may 
be a clue to the unravelling of that 
crime.”

“ What about the second murder? 
Are they connected?”

“ They must be.”
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“ So if  you solve one—you solve
the other?”

“ Something like that/*
“ Find any possibilities?”  Micheline 

leaned over the desk and read the 
headlines of five clippings laid 
side by side on the desk blotter. She 
listed them aloud: “ Unsolved slaying, 
dragnet for bank robbers, another un
solved slaying, a mysterious suicide, 
and a missing man believed kid
napped. Which one do you like the 
best?”

“The dragnet and the missing man. 
The missing man can be easily 
checked but the dragnet for the bank 
robbers is almost too difficult to 
follow up.”

He picked up the story he had 
rested his forefinger on and alter
nating his glance from it to her face 
recited: “ Five and a half years ago 
a bank across the state line was 
robbed by three masked men. They 
engaged in a gun battle with the 
guard, but they jumped into a car 
which was driven by a fourth bandit 
and escaped with $19,000. One of 
the bandits was reported wounded 
and' the guard was killed. Their car 
was found deserted a mile from the 
bank, indicating they had switched 
to one or more other cars. The state 
and local police here were alerted, 
but no trace of them has ever been 
found”

Micheline was excited. “ Do you 
think the skeleton might belong to 
one of the gang?”

“ It’s very possible; if the wounded 
bandit died, the others would have 
had to dump his body in an isolated 
place, where its discovery wouldn’t 
point the direction of their flight.”  

“ How can you identify the skele
ton as one of them?” Micheline 
asked. Her forgotten cigarette burned 
her fingers and she jumped, dropping 
it. She picked it up and snuffed it 
out.

“ I don’t think I can,”  Corey re
plied and put the clipping back on 
the blotter. “Fve already checked 
with Chief Wittenberg and he in
forms me that no description was 
ever given of the men which could 
be checked with the skeleton. Nor

can the half dozen bullet slugs and 
cigarette case be traced.”

“ So that means you’re licked?” 
“ No, not at all,” Corey smiled at 

her. “ W e’ve got a good lead, Mich. 
Wittenberg is going to check on 
Elio Smith, the second victim. If he 
has a criminal record, he might very 
well be another member of that hold
up gang.”

Micheline was puzzled. She bit a 
fingertip, noticed the lipstick she 
had smeared on it and rubbed it with 
a piece of tissue she produced from 
nowhere. She said, “ But why would 
he come back after all those years? 
And who shot him—and why?” 

Corey stood up and yawned. “ If 
I could answer all those questions, 
Mich,” he said gently, “ I could solve 
the case.”  He folded some blank 
paper and stuck the sheets in his 
pocket. “ I ’m going down to the pub
lic library now, Mich, and do some 
reading. I ’ll call every half hour for 
any messages.” He put on his hat. 
“ Could be I ’ll find some very in
teresting information,”  he said mys
teriously and winked at her.

»
EORGE JACKSON pulled a 
wooden chair up next to Corey 

and whispered, “ Mich said you were 
here. Don’t you know what time it 
is? Aren’t you going to eat supper?” 

Corey said, “ Hello, George.”  He 
looked at his watch and began re
arranging the bound volumes of 
newspapers. “Let’s eat together. I ’ve 
got a couple of theories I’d like you 
to hear.”

The librarian coughed and gave 
them a pleasantly remonstrant look. 
They put the huge books away and 
walked out in the silence of exag
gerated caution.

On the street Corey said rhetori
cally, “ You know about my bank 
robbers? I’ve been reading the per
sonal news columns all afternoon and 
I ’ve a list of hundreds o f people who 
moved into town or the suburbs 
within six months after that rob
bery. I believe that one or more of 
those people might be part of that 
gang.”
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“ You do?”  Jackson was incredu
lous.

“ Yes. My reasoning is simple: The 
two homicides are connected; at 
least three people are involved. The 
rapidity with which today’s murder 
followed yesterday’s discovery in
dicates that the murderer and his 
victim live in this vicinity. The skel
eton must not be a local man or he 
would have been identified before 
this time. The second corpse was 
that of a man who moved here from 
an unknown place just three months 
after the bank holdup. Assuming the 
three persons involved are related, 
then the murderer now at large was 
originally not a local resident. It’s 
logical to believe that he settled 
down sometime within six months 
after the robbery.”

“ But why should they all pick 
this town to live in?”

“ Because there’s something which 
ties them here.”

*Do you know what?”
“ The bank loot. I think it’s been 

lost or hidden and the man with the 
front teeth missing—the fellow who 
was killed five years ago— is the key 
to the location of $19,000.”

“ I think I see.”  Jackson hesitated 
a moment, gathering his thoughts. 
“ The bandits escape and on their 
way, in this town, one of them is 
killed. His death coincides with the 
disappearance of the money and they 
come back here to live, hoping that 
some day they may find it. Is that 
right?”

“ More or le ss ... A more detailed 
explanation, and therefore more 
liable to be erroneous, would picture 
the toothless man as the wounded 
bandit. The gang stops outside town 
and tries to patch him up. Something 
happens during the night by which 
they become separated. The wounded 
man hides the money and crawls off 
and dies alone. The rest of the gang 
know he couldn’t have left them, so 
they figure out what has happened to 
him and drift back later to settle 
down here and search for his body 
and the money. I find the body, 
whicfti they easily recognize by the 
missing teeth or cigarette case, and 
last night they converge on the spot.

An argument develops and one of 
them is killed. Thus—the second 
body.”

Jackson shook his head in admi
ration. “ Beautiful deduction, Paul 
—if true. Now if you were to apply 
some of that brain power to my law 
work or your real estate business—”

Corey’s snort interrupted him. 
“ All right, let’s not go into that.”  
He squeezed Jackson’s arm with firm 
fingers. “ You know, if I could break 
this case there might be some reward 
money stuffed away in some cubby
hole.”

“ A lovely thought. What do you 
intend to do about this theory of 
yours?”

“The murderer, as I said, is con
ceivably one of those who moved 
into town shortly after the robbery. 
My list of residents for that time is 
my list of suspects.”

“ How accurate can it be?”
“ Very accurate. The newspaper 

checks all real estate transactions for 
its personal columns. This is no shot 
in the dark; this is a mathematical 
probability.”

“ So now you start investigating 
several hundred people?”

“ No,”  Corey drawled, pulling his 
eyebrows into a tight vee over the 
bridge of his nose. “ I investigate 
only one man.”

“ One man!”  Jackson exploded in 
excitement. “W ho?”

Corey curled his lips with self- 
satisfied humor. “ You were present 
when I received that phone call 
offering to buy the property. The 
name of the man who called is on 
my list. It’s easy to see why he was 
anxious to get the property for him
self.”

Corey became grimly serious. 
“ Mr. Walter Thompson is going to 
have a visitor—tonight.”

•

W ALTER THOMPSON’S home 
was on a respectable residen

tial street. Corey walked up the con
crete sidewalk which ran to the 
front porch between neatly trimmed 
grass and punched the bell button. 

An exceedingly attractive woman
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opened the door and admitted him 
after he had introduced himself. 
She was smartly dressed in inexpen
sive clothes with a large spray of 
gold leaves with red stones fastened 
near one shoulder.

“ Sit down, Mr. Corey,”  she said, 
leading him into the small living 
room. “ I'll call my husband.” She 
went out and he heard her foot
steps going up the stairs.

Several minutes later he heard 
heavier footsteps coming down. A 
middle-aged man with the build of 
a wrestler entered the room. His 
eyes were closely set and darkly 
piercing, imbedded in a fat face, 
and his thick hair was black. “ Yes,” 
he said hoarsely.

“ My name is Corey; you called 
me concerning a piece of land 
which you’re interested in.”

“ Yes.”
“ W e ll . ..  Are you interested?”
“ Yes,”  said the hoarse voice.
Corey pulled out his notebook 

and thumbed to a place.
“ Would you like to see me at 

my office?”  Corey asked. “ Or 
shall we talk business here?” He 
paused and added cautiously, “ I 
hope all this publicity about mur
ders hasn’t bothered you?”

“ No,”  the man said and remained 
immovable in the middle of the 
room. “ I’ ll talk business with you 
tomorrow afternoon.”

Corey suddenly showed agitation 
by slamming shut his notebook.

“The police,”  Corey said with 
careful politeness, “were interested 
in your phone call to me. I don’t 
want them to bother a client of 
mine; can you give me an alibi 
for yourself as to where you were 
at the time of the most recent mur
der—between three and five this 
morning?”

Thompson’s rough face was im
passive. “ Yes,”  he answered in his 
rasping tone. “ I was at my business 
as manager of the Midnight Club. 
Every minute can be accounted for 
until five in the morning.” He 
moved no muscles; his face re
mained stoic and his eyes piercing.

“ Thank you, Mr. Thompson,” 
Corey said, squirming slightly un

der the cold gaze. “ I’ll expect to 
see you tomorrow afternoon at my 
office.”  He rocked himself to his 
feet. “W ell,”  he said l a m e l y ,  
“ thank you for your time. It’s a 
fine piece of property, you know.” 
Without a word Thompson shut 
the door at his back,

THE AUTOM OBILE turned o ff 
the highway and entered the 

side road, headlight beams slashing 
their way across the trunks of trees. 
Corey drove slower, weaving gently 
with the curves.

“ It doesn’t seem reasonable,” 
Jackson repeated. His long thin 
body was jacknifed on the leather 
seat beside Corey, head tipped back 
on the top of the cushion. “ It’s too 
dark. W e’ll never discover anything 
tonight; let’s search the property 
tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow may be too late,”  
Corey said. One hand held the 
wheel, the other an unlit pipe.

“ Expecting another corpse?”  Jack- 
son cracked.

“ Don’t joke, George. It’s impos
sible. W ith $19,000 loose and two of 
the original bandits still at large 
anything is apt to happen.”

“ Still believe your bank holdup 
theory? You haven’t produced one 
fact to prove it yet.”

“ Two murders and that Thompson 
character are enough for me.”

“ And he’s also got a perfect 
alibi”

Corey made no reply. He watched 
the road unfolding in front of 
them and changed from driving to 
parking lights.

“ You might say,”  Jackson pointed 
out, “ that you’ve made absolutely no 
progress. And I don’t see how wan
dering around out here in the 
darkness is going to help any.”

The automobile swerved into a 
clearing and stopped. Corey turned 
o ff the parking lights. “ I think 
someone else may be out here. 
Catch him and we’ve got a key to 
the solution,”

They climbed from the car and 
started cautiously up the path
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toward the house. Every few steps 
they would pause to listen and 
without light their advance was 
slow and tedious.

Nearly twenty minutes had passed 
before they had worked their way 
through the brush and around the 
house. Mist was damp against their 
cheeks.

“Listen!”  Jackson warned.
After several minutes of fruitless 

listening they inched ahead. They 
almost stumbled over another man. 
He jumped at them and all three 
fell to the ground. Before they 
could grasp him firmly he had 
dodged away and disappeared into 
the bushes.

They floundered after him, fo l
lowing the noise he was making. 
The noise suddenly ceased and 
though they waited patiently there 
was complete silence. They became 
aware of a faint whispering; the 
mist was turning into a light rain.

“ W e’ve had our one chance,”  
Corey said bitterly. “ Let’s go back 
and see Micheline.”  J a c k s o n  
cracked his knuckles in irritation.

•
SMALL SIGN next to the 

highway said simply in green 
neon script: Club Midnight. Corey 
slammed the car into a space in the 
parking lot and stalked to the en
trance with Jackson behind him.

Inside, there were about thirty 
people seated, talking and drinking 
while the orchestra had an inter
mission. They found Micheline at a 
small table in the corner. Jackson 
pulled up a third chair and they 
both sat down.

She looked at their glum faces 
and asked, “ You found nothing?”

“ Worse than that,”  Jackson re
plied. “ We stumbled over another 
man and then let him get away.”  
He examined his hands. “ Paul and 
I are dirty. W ill you order some
thing for us, Mich? W e’ll be right 
back.”

Two scotch and sodas were await
ing them when they returned. They 
sipped in silence while Micheline 
reported the results of her assign
ment:

Thompson had been visiting with 
the customers, moving his big body 
from table to table, for the past 
hour. He hadn’t been out of her 
sight more than ten minutes at a 
time. Ten minutes before they had 
arrived he had disappeared into his 
office with a mustached man. No 
suspicious characters had been ob
served; nothing had happened.

“ W ell,”  said Jackson, “ this has 
been a singularly profitless eve
n ing”

At that moment a man appeared 
around the corner of the cloak 
room, crossed the dance floor and, 
wiping dirt from his cheek with a 
handkerchief, entered the men’s 
rest room.

Corey and Jackson looked know
ingly at each other. “ Let’s take a 
closer look at him,” Corey said. 
They both arose from the table.

The man was brushing his trou
sers with his hands when they 
entered. He was nearly forty, tall, 
thin-faced and not very husky. 
He started to wash his hands.

Corey said, “ How did you make 
out?”

The man jerked his head up, 
startled.

“ Did you find anything?” Corey 
persisted, keeping his tone caifual.

The man said, “  W  h a d d a y a 
mean?” He held his hands motion
less over the wash basin.

“ W e’ve been waiting for you,” 
Corey said. “ We want to know how 
you made out with the search.”

“What’s it to you ?” The man 
hesitated. “ I don’t tell nobody but 
my boss.” He started drying his half- 
washed hands.

“ Its all right—”  Corey began, 
but the man pushed his way be
tween them and scurried out the 
door. They didn’t try to stop him.

ON TH EIR way back to the 
table they noticed him talk

ing to a waiter. They sat down and 
watched the waiter lead him to an
other table against the far wall. 
The members of the orchestra filed 
across their line of vision to re
assemble on the bandstand.
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"D id you see that man earlier to
night?” Corey asked Micheline and 
masked his pointing finger with a 
menu.

" N o . . . ”  she answered. "I  might 
mention that he’s sitting at another 
man’s table/’ She checked a pen
ciled diagram on a paper napkin. 
"I t ’s the table of the man with the 
mustache who went in the office 
of Thompson.”

Corey shut his eyes and rubbed 
his long nose between his forefin
gers. Jackson asked. "Is t h a t  
Thompson ?”

C o r e y  opened his eyes and 
watched Thompson standing in 
front of his office door surveying 
the room. "Yes,”  Corey and Miche
line said simultaneously. Thompson 
saw the man who had just come in 
and walked over to sit down at his 
table. They talked with friendly 
gestures.

C o r e y  stood up. "Come on, 
George,”  he said and sauntered 
toward Thompson and his compan
ion. The orchestra began a fast 
foxtrot.

Thompson saw them coming and 
got to his feet. He smiled, stuck 
out his hand and said, "Good eve
ning, Mr. Corey. I ’m pleased to 
have you here this evening.”  The 
hoarseness in his voice emphasized 
the warm, befriending tone. Corey 
introduced Jackson.

"Sit down, gentlemen,”  Thomp
son urged, capturing two more 
chairs with huge hands. "This is 
Mr. Baxter,” he said, indicating his 
companion. "Mr. Baker owns a 
private taxi company and is quite 
well-known with o u r  patrons.” 
Thompson was effusively benev
olent.

Corey got directly to the point. 
"W e are interested in learning the 
reason for certain activities by Mr. 
Baker this evening.”

Thompson showed white teeth in 
an apparently sincere smile. "I 
know just what you mean, gentle
men. Mr. Baker has told me about 
his adventure at your piece of prop
erty, Mr. Corey.”  He included 
Jackson in the conversation by a

nod. "Evidently it w as you two men 
who he bumped into.”

Corey and Jackson were unsuc
cessfully trying to conceal their 
surprise.

"A  Mr. Webster, a stranger in 
town, hired him to search the prop
erty for a heavy metal box. He 
looked for several hours until you 
tripped over him. He was fright
ened—the murders, of course— and 
he came back here to report his 
failure to Mr. Webster.”

Corey s a id ,  "W here is Mr, 
Webster?”

Thompson held his smile. "He’s 
left.”

Baker got up abruptly and said, 
" I ’m in the phone book if  you want 
me; I gotta go.”  He walked hurried
ly from the room.

Thompson said, "Mr. Baker is an 
honest man; you can believe him. 
Is there anything else I might help 
you with?”

"Perhaps,”  Corey said. He got 
to his feet, with his hands on the 
table. "D o you know Mr. Webster?”  

"Slightly.”  Thompson s c r a p e d  
back his chair and got up. "He 
introduced himself and asked me to 
recommend a man to do an unusual 
errand for him. I suggested Mr. 
Baker.”

"Does he have a mustache?”
"Yes.”
"W e ’d like you to step over to 

our table, Mr. Thompson,”  Corey 
said. "I think you can be of some 
help.” Jackson now was also stand
ing. "George, will you lead the 
way?”

Corey introduced Micheline and 
then asked, "Did the mustached 
man come out of Mr. Thompson’s 
office, Mich?”

Micheline was disturbed. "N—
9fno.

"Can you be mistaken?”
"No. O f course not.”
Corey looked directly into 

Thompson’s face which was close 
to his. "Shall we discuss this in 
your office, Mr. Thompson?” 

Thompson smiled again, a trifle 
ironically. "Certainly, Mr. Corey.”  
He turned and the three of them 
followed him.
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The door shutting behind them 
stifled the orchestra into a faraway 
murmur. Their feet sunk into the 
oriental rug. Thompson indicated 
the lushly upholstered furniture 
with an invitation to sit down, but 
they all remained standing.

“ Mr. Webster,”  Thompson stated, 
jerking his head toward another 
door, “ left by the back way not 
more than five minutes ago/'

Corey probed the modernistic 
office with his eyes. A faint odor 
of perfume was noticeable in the 
air. From an ash tray on the mas
sive desk a thin plume of smoke 
wavered upward. Corey moved to 
the ash tray; a cigarette had burned 
down to the lipstick mark at its 
tip, leaving an inch-long uncrum
bled ash.

Corey snapped his fingers and 
shot a rapid question at Thompson: 
“ Did your wife leave with him?”

All the pleasantness evaporated 
from the stocky man. His eyes 
narrowed in his hardened fat face. 
“ No,”  he said. The sinister, eerie 
quality had returned to his hoarse 
voice.

“ Did they go to your home?” 
Corey was matching stare for stare.

“ No,”  was the rasping reply.
“ One of them,”  Corey said cold

ly, “ is going to be murdered to
night; either way will be unfortun
ate for your wife.”

“ I can handle my own affairs,” 
Thompson growled, his eyes glit
tering.

Corey shook his head. “ It’s too 
late, Thompson; either you lead us 
to her now, or you may never see 
her again.”

For a moment Thompson leaned 
forward with his hands clenched 
ifito white-knuckled fists, then he 
shrugged, walked to a closet and 
took out an overcoat.

THERE W A S light in the front 
r o o m  of Thompson’s house 

when Corey parked the car. The 
four of them approached the front 
door quietly, passing a new black 
•edan in the driveway. Jackson

took the key Thompson gave him 
as Corey pulled the gun from his 
shoulder holster.

They all stood on the steps wait
ing for Jackson to open the door 
noiselessly. As the door swung 
back they heard the sharp report 
of a pistol fired inside. Corey 
sprang through the door, his own 
gun ready in front of him.

A woman backed into him and 
he said, “ Drop i t !”  when he saw 
the gun in her hand. She sucked in 
a brief cry, startled, and tried to 
twist her gun at him. He hit her 
wrist with the barrel of his own 
automatic, knocking the weapon 
from her hands. Thompson pinned 
her arms to her sides as Jackson 
picked up the gun.

“ Be good, darling,”  Thompson 
said huskily. The woman was his 
wife.

On the other side of the room, 
draped over an armchair next to 
the fireplace, was a man’s body. 
Corey examined him with rapid 
sureness and twisted him into a 
sitting position in the chair.

“ Wounded,” he said. “ Nothing 
very serious.”

Thompson, crushing his wife 
helplessly to him with one hand, 
picked up a telephone with the 
other. Jackson, holding the gun by 
the barrel with nervous fingers, 
watched him cautiously. The big 
man, with his wife sulking at his 
side, first ordered an ambulance, 
then the police. Micheline leaned 
against the wall and looked ill.

Corey was trying to bring the 
injured man to consciousness. The 
pock-marked face was extremely 
pale underneath the thin graying 
hair.

“That’s Webster,”  T h o m p s o n  
said, having finished with his calls. 
“ All right, Corey; what’s my wife 
been up to?”

Corey waited until Thompson 
and his wife were seated on the 
divan before he replied. He folded 
his arms, still holding his automa
tic. “ I don’t know it a ll; she or 
Webster can fill it in later.”  He 
stared at her and related the story
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of the bank robbery, with his 
theories of the missing $19,000.

“When you called, Thompson,”  
Corey added, “ I figured you as one 
of the gang.”

“ She asked me to call,”  he ex
plained and looked at her. “ She 
said she had an idea for buying the 
property and building a lowdown 
night club to be called Bucket of 
Blood or something like that and 
cashing in on the publicity. And I 
took the damn witch serious—me 
playing a chump for five years.” 
He gave his wife a rough, unloving 
hug. “Tell me, Corey, where does 
she fit in?”

“ She was one of the gang.” 
Corey looked at the woman. “ You 
were the driver, weren’t you? 
Everyone assumed, I suppose, that 
the driver of the getaway car was 
a man; I was fooled too.”

THOMPSON slapped her across 
the cheek so hard that her head 

was snapped back. “Talkl”  he 
commanded. She uttered a string 
of bitter, vulgar words. He grabbed 
her wrist in one of his hands and 
began twisting. “Talk!”  he insisted.

“ Yes!” she hissed, glaring at him 
with hatred. “Yes, I was the driver. 
That’s why I married you on con
dition we would live m this jerk 
town. I wanted to look for the miss
ing money and have security too. 
If I ’d found it, I would have de
serted you fast.”  She spat out some 
more invective.

He gave her wrist a painful jerk 
and she began talking more rapidly; 
“ We were to meet that evening on 
the other side of town at Maple 
Corners. I was in one car with the 
Kid, and Webster and Smith were 
in another car. The Kid had some 
bullets in him and was dying so I 
drove into town to get some ban
dages. I left him in the underbrush 
and when I came back he and the 
money were gone.

“ I met the other two and told 
them what happened. We searched 
the area that night and never 
found any trace of the Kid or the 
money* We split up thenf because

we were afraid of capture, and 
decided to come back later and 
search.

“ We met several times after that 
and never found a thing. Finally I 
figured I’d settle down near the 
place and keep looking. So did 
Smith, but I never knew it until 
today. I thought I ’d find it after 
a few months.

“ So you and Smith were camped 
around the scene hoping to find the 
pot of gold,”  Corey said, “but where 
was Webster?”

“He was drafted and I never saw 
him again until tonight. He read 
the newspaper stories in the city 
papers and came back to try again. 
He must have met Smith that night 
and killed him in an argument. And 
then tonight we met accidentally 
at the club and came here to talk. 
He threatened to kill me, too, but 
I was faster.”

“But not fast enough,” Corey said 
dryly. He looked at Webster. 
“Lies!”  the man said weakly,

“ When did you get into town?” 
Corey asked.

“This morning.”
“ What part of the body was the 

Kid shot?”
“ Shot bad. Clean through his 

right shoulder—out his chest”
Corey shifted his glance back to 

hers. “ So you killed Smith and 
tried to kill Webster?” he mused. 
“ I can guess why. Want to tell us?”

She lost her sullen look, grew 
frightened.

“You weren’t hanging around 
here for five years because you 
wanted to find the money,”  Corey 
said. “ You had the money all the 
time—probably still have all of it— 
just waiting for a chance to leave. 
But you couldn’t leave, could you? 
You knew Smith was here still 
searching; when the body was 
reported found, you and he went 
out to hunt for the money that 
night. But you knew the money 
wasn’t there—you were only faking. 
You were really planning to kill 
him should he accuse you of mur
dering the Kid. He accused you, so 
you killed him.”
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Her face had become colorless.
“ When Webster showed up to-* 

night you decided to kill him also 
and finish o ff the last threat to 
your peace of mind. Then no one 
could suspect you had made $19,000 
as an accomplice in a bank robbery 
—or that you murdered the rest.”

THE SIREN of a police car was 
approaching in the distance.

“ You even killed the Kid.”
She tried to deny it, but her 

mouth could form no words.
“ You had to stay around and find 

the Kid’s body because you shot 
him several times and he crawled 
away with a body full of slugs. He’d 
dropped the money and you hid it, 
but when you went to find him and 
run the car, with his body, into 
the lake he had vanished in the 
night. So for years you’ve tried to

dispose of the evidence which 
would have sent the rest of the 
gang gunning for you—constantly 
afraid from day to day that some
one else would find the body. When 
I found the skeleton and called it 
murder you decided you had to kill 
o ff your friends before they killed 
you.’1

The loud wailing of the siren be
an to die as a car screeched to a 
alt in front of the house.
“The police will knock the truth 

out of you,” Corey said, listening 
to the footsteps coming up the 
walk. “ I hope they find your loot, 
too; a little reward money can keep 
the bill collectors o ff my neck for a 
few pleasant weeks while I try to 
sell that private graveyard of 
yours.”
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'It'll be e«*y to pais her death off
at suicide..

GINNING FOR DEATH
by James L  Harte

COMPLETE NOVELET  
•

Branded as a yellow dog who let 
his best friend die, Dan Wilkins 
strikes back at the unknown traitor 
in the d e p a r t m e n t ,  who was 
profiteering in blood and murder.

B ARS IN THE Nation’s Capi
tal are mostly garish, red-

leather-and-chrome a f f a i r s  
that do no more than add to the rest
less, tense loneliness that forever
grips most of the populace. There 
are no neighborhood ealoons, and
there is no neighborliness. You have 
to be seated to served a drink 
even of plebian beer. You can’t move 
about, but only stay at your tiny ta
ble, or cramped booth, while a who-
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the-hell-cares type of waitress infre
quently appears discourteously to 
serve you another of whatever it is 
you’re drinking. A guy looking for 
camaraderie, th e  good-fellowship 
that goes with imbibing, is better off 
taking a train to Baltimore.

I. used to go to the Maryland me
tropolis to do my friendly drinking, 
but now I didn’t want any of that. 
I just wanted to be alone, to crawl 
into my dismal shell and get stinko. 
A Washington bar is just suited for 
that—that is, if you get one where 
the barkeep or the proprietor will 
continue to serve you. The law says 
you get no service if the server con
siders you’ve already had enough, or 
when he so considers. But it’s hard 
to tell if a man’s drunk when he’s 
sitting down; anyway, most places 
are too money-conscious to refuse 
you a drink no matter what your 
condition. I didn’t ever want to stop, 
unless I fell over.

But then this vision, this girl, slid 
into the booth, facing me, where I 
was proceeding to drown my woes. 
“ It is Dan Wilkins, isn’t it?”  she 
asked.

I nodded, trying to focus my eyes 
in the afternoon dimness of the 
place, trying to get into line the 
cherry-brown hair, the pert face be
neath it, the firmness where her 
tight-fitting jacket only suggested a 
plunge. Light brown eyes looked 
into mine and helped me get the 
picture.

“ Have a drink?” I queried. I held 
up a hand and the waitress appeared. 
“ The same for me,” I said, which 
meant a double rye with water to 
wash it down.

“ Planter’s punch,”  the vision said.
“ So?” I said, my head feeling 

light. “ So what do you see?”  Her 
eyes had raked me over and over and 
tho rye in me rebelled at the inspec
tion.

“ A sniveling quitter,” she replied.
“What,”  I growled, “business is it 

of yours? A great guy, my best pal, 
murdered, and me fired from my job 
because of it! Kicked out on my can! 
So I got a right to get plastered.”

The words rolled 'thickly off my 
tongue.

“ A man would fight back.”
The way the dame accented the 

word, the disgust in her voice, roiled 
me and took the edge from my inso
briety. Bitterness and a touch of 
honest shame—the girl was right— 
had a slightly sobering effect. A 
maddening one, too, so I grunted, 
“ Who the hell are you, sister, and 
how did you find me? And what 
do you want?”

“ I found, you,” her brown eyes 
flashed, “by calling at your apart
ment-house and being told you were 
probably at the nearest cafe. I looked 
in on two others before I got to 
this one. The name is Dee Morgan 
and I w ant...”

“ What?” I jumped at the name, 
quite sober now.

“ Johnny’s sister,” she said, softly 
gravely.

“Johnny’s sister,” I gulped. “ I 
knew he had one, in school some
where, but I didn’t . . . ”

“ Cedar Crest College for Women,”  
she said. “ I left the school yester
day to come here; I won’t go back 
until I find Johnny’s murderer. I 
thought you would want to help.” 
Her lovely face twisted into lines of 
pain, determination, vengeance.

THE W AITRESS served the 
drinks and I gulped mine 

needing it to cushion the shock. 
“ Sure,”  I said, my voice low, serious, 
“ I’d like to find him too. I ’d also 
like to fly like a bird, or maybe 
break the bank at Jim’s place over 
in St. George’s County. But I can’t 
even get in the joint. Or sprout 
wings,”  I added.

Dee Morgan seemed not to hear 
me. “ I need help.”

“ I know,”  I said. “ But, honey, 
Johnny’s murder was just one more 
in a long list of murders. You could 
even add to the list the thousands 
of our boys killed by the Chinese 
Reds in Korea, killed with weapons 
made in U.S.A. The best brains in 
the law enforcement agencies of 
every country in the free world can’t 
put a finger on the man, or men
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responsible. What can you—or the 
two of us—do?”

‘‘Johnny was my brother,” she said, 
simply, as though that was the only 
answer.

“And my best friend,”  I said. “ I 
worked with him, drank with him. I 
was at his side the night he got it, 
and,” my voice took on a bitter tone, 
“ I got kicked out of the Department 
because my pig-headed supervisor 
held me responsible for Johnny’s 
death. How do you think I feel, Dee 
Morgan?”

Her brown eyes looked into my 
bleary, bloodshot blue ones. I felt 
something new, something strange, 
twist at my heart. “ Like my brother,”  
she spoke softly, “you were 
an investigator, an undercover agent, 
for the Munitions Division of the 
State Department. Your job was to 
collect information on arms smug
glers, the kind of rottenness that 
makes millions in profit while the 
enemy kills our men with guns and 
ammunition of our own manufac
ture.”  Dee’s eyes hardened; she 
sipped her drink.

“No lecture, please,” I said, 
“ You’re not telling me anything new. 
And the profit is in billions, not 
just millions.”

“ I’m sorry,” she tossed her head 
and the cherry-brown hair whipped 
enchantingly back from her shoul
ders. “ I can’t help myself some
times.”

“ Johnny felt the same way, 
honey,”  I said. I reached out a hand 
and covered hers. It felt soft and 
warm beneath my touch and I knew 
then that here was a hand that I 
would always want to hold.

“ Profit from guns, and blood,” her 
words had a harsh ring. “ Did Johnny 
tell you anything before h e...h e  
died?” she asked suddenly.

“Tell me anything? He didn’t take 
me into his confidence, if that’s what 
you mean. He didn’t have time to; I 
knew from his actions, his hints, the 
excitement in his manner, that he 
felt he had something on his return 
from Manila. B u t...”

Dee Morgan interrupted. “He did 
have something, Dan. He found 
something in Manila that proved to

him there was a traitor, a leak of 
some kind, in your own Division— 
right here in Washington.”

“ What?” I gasped, then, “ How do 
you know?”

“He wrote me, Dan,” the girl said, 
and I liked the way she had begun 
to use my name, liked the way it 
came from her full, luscious lips. 
“ He always wrote me, in a special 
code we had between us. I think he 
did it mostly as a big brother trying 
to satisfy a kid sister’s appetite for 
adventure. I knew about you because 
he wrote me often about you, de
scribed you, and once he sent me a 
picture of the two of you together.” 

“But about this—this leak in our 
own offices?”

“He didn’t have a name,” Dee said. 
“He only was certain the person ex
isted. He was going to tell you his 
suspicions, and take them up with 
Paul P leven ...”

“Paul,”  I said, slowly; “ Johnny re
ported to him immediately he got 
m from Manila, was with him for 
several hours. Then Paul ordered us 
both to take the next plane to New 
York. Johnny hadn’t had time to un
pack. That very night, down on the 
lower East Side—where we were 
supposed to rendezvous with a cou
ple of stool pigeons—Johnny got it.

“ All Johnny said to me up to then 
was that he had latched onto some
thing big; he’d tell me about it when 
we got back here.”

“ But he didn’t get back.”
“ No,”  I said. “And I got back to 

have Paul Pleven boot me out. O ffi
cially, so he said, I turned yellow; I 
let Johnny die. He twisted the re
port from the New York cops to 
make it look that way.”

EE’S W ONDERFUL e y e s  
bored into mine, “The way I 

see it, you should be dead, too. But 
you escaped; so the next best thing 
was to have you discredited. Then, 
even if you knew what Johnny had 
known you’d be laughed at ; you’d be 
a discredited sorehead tryiiig to even 
up for the loss of his job.”

“You mean, that whoever this trai
tor is, he was on to Johnny—that
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the deal that sent us rushing o ff to 
New York was a trap?”

” 1 mean just that,”  Dee’s brown 
eyes snapped. “He must have told 
your supervisor..

“ Pleven? But I don’t think h e . , . ” 
She interrupted my interruption. 

“ It doesn’t have to be Pleven; he 
could have passed Johnny’s report 
on up the line and whoever is guilty 
was in a position immediately to 
contact some of his racketeer pals, 
arrange this New York deal, and 
pass the assignment back through 
Pleven.”

“ Yes,” I admitted.
“Whoever it is,” Dee Morgan 

showed the steel that was in her, 
“That’s the man who murdered John
ny.”  She turned her flaring gaze 
on me again. “ W ill you help me get 
him?”

“ If this is true,”  I said, “ it’s big. 
Bigger than both of us. Bigger than 
just Johnny’s murder. Too big for 
just you and me. But I ’m with you; 
where do we start?”

“With Pleven,” she said.
I nodded.
“ You go back to your apartment,”  

she advised me, “ and get yourself 
completely sober. Shower, eat, do 
whatever it is that offsets the whis
key. I ’ll see you later this evening; 
I'm staying at the Smith-Plaza 
Hotel; I ’ll call you from there.”

W e left the bar together after I 
paid my check. I put her in a cab, 
then walked slowly, thoughtfully, 
to the building that housed my one- 
room-bath-and-kichenette efficiency 
apartment.

2
f  SHOWERED, letting the hot 

needle-point spray steam out the 
alcohol, then found myself pac

ing the floor of my one room, frown
ing out its windows on the darkness 
that was beginning to shadow the 
Washington sky. I watched the dusk 
as it lowered over the top of the 
Veterans Administration building, 
across the park from my apartment- 
house abode. “ Damn,” I muttered, 
and, “ Double damn!”

Then I made up my mind. I lifted 
my phone from its cradle and dialed 
a number. A moment later, I asked 
for a certain extension. “ Joe,”  I 
said finally,

Joe Amantia, sleek black-haired 
Joe who looks more like a ballroom 
dancer than an FBI agent, admitted 
he was at the other end of the wire. 
A long-time friend, Joe had worked 
on a number of the cases of muni
tions smugglers Johnny or I had 
turned up. We of the Munitions 
Division of the State Department, 
after all, had no arresting power; we 
were spies only, digging up the dirt 
for the enforcement agencies. “ Dan 
Wilkins, Joe,” I said.

He began to tell me what a dirty 
deal I got from the Division, but I 
cut him short. I told him about Dee 
Morgan and what she had told me. 
“ I think there’s plenty to it, Joe,”  I 
said. “ It adds up. Johnny’s excite
ment ; the funny way he was ordered 
out on that New York caper practi
cally before he could get his breath. 
Usually, when an investigator came 
in from a trip like Johnny’d just 
made to Manila, he gets a rest, some 
time off. Routine. It’s only struck 
me now how queer it was to shoot 
him back out; and me along with 
him. And there were plenty others 
who could have handled the assign
ment of collecting whatever the 
stoolies had to offer.”

Amantia got it. “Yes,” he said, “ if 
such it was to have been.”

“ Sure,”  I returned, “Hell, Joey, 
the Division’s got a couple under
cover men regularly stationed in 
New York. The more I think about 
it the more I’m convinced it was a 
murder trap for Johnny, and for 
yours truly.”

At last the Federal man advised, 
“ I know I can’t tell you to stay out 
of it, Dan. Johnny was your best 
friend, and now you’ve got your feet, 
wet. You’ve got this sister on you, 
too. But play it easy-like; you’re 
gunning for death, kid.”

“ There was always the chance of 
that, Joe,”  I said “ All the time I was 
with the Division.”

“ But this is different, Dan. You 
were one of Uncle Whiskers’ boys
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before, and not such an easy mark. 
You haven’t got Uncle officially on 
your side now, you know. And if 
this Mr. X, whoever it may be, sus
pects.. .you’re less a threat to him 
dead than alive, even with a cloud 
over you. The girl, too, Dan.”

I  HUNG up, in a moment, with 
some of the tension in me eased, 

knowing that the FBI would start 
digging, start getting some wheels 
in motion, even if Joe had to begin 
unofficially. Dee and I were no 
longer alone.

Then the telephone bell jangled, 
and it was Dee Morgan. “ Feeling 
better?”  she asked, and I affirmed 
that I was. Much better; but I did 
not tell her why. Let Joe Amantia 
remain in the background, at least 
for a while; he would be around 
when we needed him. And I had a 
feeling that we would need him.

“ Would you like to take me to 
dinner?” she asked.

Truthfully, I replied that I’d en
joy taking her to dinner under any 
circumstances.

Her voice over the wire rasped 
like rosin rubbed on glass. “ This is 
business, Mr. Wilkins.”

“ Business it is, then,”  I said, ir
ritated; “but you did call me Dan, 
this afternoon.

She laughed, then, throatily, and 
I thought how much lovelier her 
face must be with a smile upon it. 
“ All right, Dan,”  she said, “ It’s just 
that...oh, I don’t know! I’m on 
edge. It’s my brother’s murderer I 
want, not someone t o . . . ”

“ To tell you how wonderful you 
are?” I asked, brashly.

“Mr. Wilkins I”  The rasp was back 
again.

“ Sorry,”  I said, although I wasn’t. 
“ I ’ll call for you at the hotel in 
half an hour.”

•

When I hailed a cab to transport 
me to the Smith-Plaza, I suddenly 
remembered the glimpse I’d had of 
Dee’s gorgeous gams as I’d ushered 
her into a hack after we’d quitted 
the bar. It was like seeing them

again and this time noticing them; 
while the lovely Bight had registered 
before my mind had been too con
fused to let her legs excite me.

She was waiting for me in the 
hotel lobby, trim, neat, her tailored 
green suit setting off a figure that 
whistled at itself. I looked at her 
legs now, stared. And Dee, catching 
my gaze, had the grace to blush and 
say, as she placed a hand on my 
arm, “ Please, Dan.”

W e went to a capital city restau
rant, famous for its barbecued spare- 
ribs. Over the succulent morsels and 
between sips of beer, she said, “ Our 
best plan is to work on Pleven. If 
he’s the guilty one, we’ll force him 
to crack, somehow. If he’s not; well, 
we’ll have cleared him and we’ll 
know we’ve got to go on.”

“ Wouldn’t Paul be too obvious a 
suspect?” I asked.

The light brown eyes probed mine. 
“ You’re not wearing your thinking- 
cap tonight, are you?” There was a 
hint of a grin tugging at the corners 
of her lips.

I wasn’t. I was only thinking of 
her—and a guy can dream, can’t he? 
I shrugged. “ He was our immediate 
superior; he issued the orders send
ing us in to ... I f  he’s the rat, the 
Mr. X, the unknown quantity.. .well, 
it seems too easy, too certain.”

She spelled it out for me. “ Only 
to us, Dan. Except for what Johnny 
discovered, there’s no trail to Paul 
Pleven, and even Johnny didn’t have 
his name. And whatever Johnny did 
k n ow ...”  The misery, and the hate, 
darkened her eyes. “ And Pleven, if 
he’s Mister X, is sure Johnny passed 
no information on to you. I f  he had, 
you’d have acted by this time. If 
you had suspicions of your own; 
well, you know where you stand.” 

“Uh-huh”
“ As for me, Johnny’s personnel 

file in the Department would in
form Mister X of my existence, but 
I doubt if he’d ever dream that 
Johnny would pass on any suspi
cions to his college-girl sister.” 

“You are so right,”  I chided.
Her fingers, greasy with the han

dling of the ribs without benefit of 
knife and fork, clenched into fists.



GUNNING FOR DEATH 67

She could be no more than in her 
early twenties, yet her face seemed 
old beyond its years as her emotions 
betrayed her. ‘ ‘Maybe I should go 
right to Pleven and accuse h im .,. ’

I  REACHED across the booth we 
shared and patted her arm. Some 

of the frantic, tense feeling within 
her communicated itself to me but 
I held it in check. “You’ll do nothing 
so rash, honey, unless you want to 
wind up in the family plot with 
Johnny. I ’ve seen these racketeers at 
work; it isn’t pleasant. And it would 
be oh, so easy to arrange a conve
nient ‘suicide’ of the grieving sister.” 

“ But we’ve got to do something.”
I could have told her that I ’d con

tacted Federal Agent Amantia, but 
all I said was, “ It’s your party,”

Dee wiped her fingers on her nap
kin, wiped the corners of her mouth, 
then busied herself with the applica
tion of a fresh coat of lipstick to the 
ripe lips that, I thought, needed no 
adornment. The lines of her face 
softened and she looked like a sweet 
kid out on a happy date. My heart 
trip-hammered as my eyes feasted 
upon her. At last, she spoke. “ Could 
we go to the Diplomats’ Club?”

I almost jumped from my seat. 
“ The Diplomats’ Club! Do you know 
what it is?”

She smiled. “Not exactly. Johnny 
sometimes mentioned in his letters 
that he went there, with you, with 
this Mr. Pleven, for a few drinks— 
especially after a long day’s work In 
the office, or when one of you came 
back to Washington from being out 
on a case.”

“ He didn’t explain?”
“ No, but, Dan,” her smile was love

ly, “ I ’ve been to night clubs.”
“ This is different, Dee,”  I ex

plained. “Washington hasn’t many 
of the garden variety of night club 
which, by local law, close weekday 
mornings by two o’clock, and by 
midnight on weekends. This has 
brought about the opening of so- 
called after-hours clubs. They oper
ate under high-sounding names, but 
none of them are genuine club9—just 
hangouts for nocturnal drinking. A 
member buys a bottle of liquor,

takes it to the club and pays a terri
fic service charge to drink his own 
stuff. Some of the places offer enter
tainment, a jive band, a singer of 
risque songs.”

“ So,”  Dee mouthed.
“ Most of them are run by hood

lums, and most of them are patron
ized by the night-owl gamblers and 
racketeers who get away with mur
der in this city.”

“ But you go to such places,”  the 
girl interjected.

“ Well, yes,” I agreed. “ These 
places thrive on we suckers who 
work, or worked, late hours, burning 
the midnight oil until long after the 
legitimate places legally closed their 
bars. Tension-driven, a few drinks 
seems the answer. The excitement; 
the work; the worry; the confusion 
—all the things attendant upon this 
mixed-up time we live in, like the 
Far East situation today, makes more 
customers. As fast as the authorities 
crack down on one club, three others 
spring into existence.”

“ Are you lecturing now?” Dee 
asked, slyly. “ Or excusing your
self?”

“Neither,”  I grinned. “But the 
Diplomats is that kind, a hangout of 
the criminal element, a breeder of 
crime. Actually, it’s run by an o ff
shoot of a New York mob. It’s lo
cated in Foggy B ottom ...”

“ Foggy Bottom?” Dee interrupted. 
“ An old neighborhood term for 

the area in which the new State De
partment building is located. So the 
place was close by when we needed a 
drink, a spot of relaxation.”

“ And Paul Pleven still goes there?”  
“ I suppose so,” I answered, “but 

It’s not the place for you. I 
wouldn’t . . . ”

B EE FROW NED and under the 
creases of her forehead her 

eyes flashed. “ Dan Wilkins, are you 
the man my brother wrote me about? 
The guy who’d risk his life on an 
assignment; the one who carried a 
torch for the good in the world; the 
fellow who would destroy these prof
iteers?” Her voice rose shrilly.

I shushed her, but she continued, 
voice lower but still intense, “Don’t
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you see? If this club is what you 
say it is, it must be where Pleven, 
or any other, has his contacts? It’s 
the place for us to start; I want to 
go there, now, more than ever.” Dee 
was quivering with the force of her 
emotion.

I sighed, resignedly. “ All right. 
This is Friday, and if Paul works 
late, he’s sure to drop in for a few 
nips at his bottle. A lot of the De
partment people will be there, listen
ing to the tinny band, drinking hard, 
because they won’t have to get up 
tomorrow. I’m not sure I ’ll be wel
comed, b u t.. . ”

“ Still got that self-pity,”  Dee mut
tered.

That did it. “ W e’ll go,”  I said, 
hiding my anger.

Her face turned radiant. “ I knew I 
could count on you, Dan,”  she said, 
“ even though it takes a needle once 
in a while to get you moving.”

My anger melted. “W e’ve time to 
waste,”  I said, “ How about a movie?”

In the theatre, I held her hand and 
forgot all else.

3

THE GUY inside the door to 
the Diplomats’ Club, a dingy, 
red-brick building hardly in 

keeping with its name, looked like 
the cinema version of a tough guy. 
He recognized me and nodded, 
reaching for the bottle I carried, 
one I ’d purchased at a liquor store 
before the movie. He passed it over 
to another character from the same 
mold who sat at a desk behind a par
tition that also served as a check
room. The guy at the desk grunted, 
“ Wilkins, ain’t it?”

I nodded, and the character print
ed the name of a piece of gummed 
paper which he pasted to the bottle. 
He handed the fifth back to me, by 
way of the doorman, and said, “ Give 
it to the bartender,” as if I didn’t 
know. W e had no coats to leave, so 
I ushered Dee along the hall and up 
the stairs that led to the club parlor.

W e stood for a moment in the 
doorway that led from the upper hall

into the long, high-ceilinged room, 
a long bar running the length of one 
side, with the rest of the room ex
cept for a small bare portion just in 
front of the dais at the end opposite 
the doorway crammed with small 
tables, each with several chairs. The 
orchestra on the dais was blaring 
forth with the Tennessee W altz.

There were a few customers at 
the bar, and a few couples at 
scattered tables, but none of the 
State Department crowd. I recog
nized a couple of numbers writers 
and the usual hangers-on. It was yet 
early. The waiters, sleek, olive
skinned, furtive-eyed, all eyed me 
as I marched Dee to a table. Their 
opinion of me did not matter; I 
had a lower one of them. When we 
were seated, one approached. “ Didn’t 
expect you, Mr. Wilkins,”  he said, 
his oily stare taking in Dee Mor
gan, mentally undressing her.

I handed him the rye. “ With 
water on the side for me,”  I said, 
“ And yours?”  I turned to my com
panion.

“ Likewise,”  the girl smiled.
The fellow left us. “ I see what 

you meant,”  Dee said.
My eyebrow went up, and she add

ed, “ The kind of characters here. He 
looks like he just came out from 
under a rock.”

“ A little punk,” I said, “ the slimy 
kind, a short-change artist.”

The waiter returned with our 
drinks and then moved his slippery 
way back to the bar to join his coun
terparts there.

Dee sipped at the rye, then poured 
it into her water glass. She let her 
eyes rove about the huge room, tak
ing in the framed photographs of 
dignitaries of state which adorned 
the walls on all sides. “ Blasphemy,”  
I grunted.

Her eyes flicked from the photos 
to me. She tossed her pretty head in 
affirmation. “ I’m sure,”  she said, 
“you’d never find a Jimmy Byrnes 
or an Acheson in this place, in the 
flesh.”

“ But the Plevens,”  I said.
“ I hope,” Dee grimaced.
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THE PLACE began to fill up. A 
motley crowd. A number of 

musicians a n d  entertainers who 
worked the legitimate night spots 
and could not partake of alcoholic 
beverages while on the job. Army, 
Air Force, Navy men in uniform, 
drinking with a ‘ let's live for to
day’ attitude, not knowing but what 
the next hour might find them head
ed for Korea, Germany, or some 
other abscess festering on the face 
o f the good earth. Heavily rouged 
and painted ladies of the night. Inno
cent young Government-girls, hys
terically making the best of a 
night out with a man, an all too rare 
thing in a city overly populated with 
women. There were a few of the 
late workers from the Department; 
those that noticed me looked on me 
darkly, then pointedly ignored me. 
The freeze hurt. At last Paul 
Pleven came in, alone.

“ Our quarry has arrived,” I said 
to my companion.

“ W here?”
I nodded toward the bar where 

stood, a little apart from the rest, 
a tall man, very tall. With strong, 
bony face beneath a balding pate.

Dee’s eyes, blackened and nar
rowed almost to slits. “Now what?” 
I asked.

“ I want to meet him. W e’ve got 
to get him on the hook, even if I 
have to resort to sex.” She had the 
grace to blush.

“ He may chose to ignore me, as 
some others here have,” I said, the 
taste of it bitter in my mouth.

My former supervisor did just 
that. But only until the bourbon he’d 
been punishing took hold. Then he 
made his way to our table and stood 
over us; we’d pretended not to no
tice his approach. “You got your 
nerve, coming here,” he said to me.

I looked up then and for the first 
time noticed the glitter of his pale 
eyes. His mouth was kind of sneery 
and I felt that he wanted trouble.

“ What’s a good-looking dame like 
you want with a yellow snake like 
this?”  He turned to Dee.

I wanted to smash him on the 
spot. A  knot hardened in my stom
ach. Dee recognized my feelings and

only an almost imperceptible shake 
o f her head kept me from boiling 
over. “ Maybe you should lower your 
voice, Paul,”  I said, evenly.

Dee smiled up at his sneering face. 
“ Mr. Wilkins and I are friends, Mr. 
Whoever-you-are.”

Paul’s voice got louder, for the 
benefit of the other Department em
ployees iiuthe club, “ Nice girls don’t 
make friends of a worm like W il
kins. He contaminates people; he 
lets his friends die.”

Only a superhuman effort kept me 
from rising from my ohair and sock
ing him. “Paul,” I said, spacing my 
words, “ May I introduce you to Miss 
Dee Morgan, Johnny’s sister.”

An qdd look crossed the man’s 
face. His thin lips tightened; he 
pulled up a chair and jacknifed into 
it. He seemed less drunk as he 
stared across the tiny table at Dee. 
A strange tension spread over us 
and chilled me. I glanced covertly 
at Pleven and saw a stranger, not a 
man I ’d known and worked under 
for several years. There was some
thing deadly, cobra-like, to this man, 
his pose, his eyes. Something evil 
seemed present, grim and foreboding. 
Then Paul laughed, loudly, and his 
long frame slumped back in his 
chair. The spell was broken.

“ Johnny Morgan’s sister,”  he said.

PAUL LED the conversation into 
channels of bright, meaningless 

chatter, mostly ignoring me, deftly 
but politely showing his distaste 
for me, but playing up to Dee. 
Smooth, I thought, smooth and very 
smart.

How smooth and clever was ap
parent as, feigning friendly interest 
in Dee Morgan’s school life, her 
plans for the future that would— 
sadly—be one without a loved but 
lamented brother, he drew from her 
the admission that Johnny had 
passed on to her a suspicion o f in
trigue within the Department’s Mu
nitions Division.

Dee realized her mistake and tried 
to gloss over it. Pleven’s attitude 
did not change, outwardly, but I 
sensed him stiffen, felt the chill of 
evil again hover over us. I quickly
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downed a shot o f rye. The drinks 
had been coming with fair regularity 
since Paul had joined us, the waiter 
always at elbow, very solicitous.

I glanced about the crowded, 
smoke-filled room, trying to allay 
my fear. I knew that if I looked at 
Dee my feelings would show; that 
my fear which was chiefly for her 
could not be hidden. My eye caught 
the gaze of a man at a table behind 
ours; he looked away, but not before 
I was aware o f his interest in the 
action at our table. He was a small, 
inconspicuous sort o f guy, alone, 
toying with a drink from a half-pint 
bottle he kept on the table before 
him. I wondered for a moment, then 
dismissed him as some lonely clerk 
eagerly hoping for company in this 
city where crowds and companions 
seldom are the kind to dispel lone
liness. I turned my attention back 
just as Pleven, his mouth sneering 
again on me, excluding me, got up 
to leave. He was telling Dee to be 
sure to call him on the morrow.

I v/atched, silent, as Paul made his 
way, less unsteady for all the liquor 
he had consumed, back to the bar. I 
thought he mouthed a word to a pair 
of plug-uglies, minor hoodlums, on 
stools at the near end o f the bar; I 
thought the mugs looked at me, then. 
But I shrugged it o ff as a figment 
of apprehension as Dee spoke. “ Take 
me back to the hotel, Dan.’*

I paid my oversized check and we 
quitted the after-hours joint. Dee 
Morgan sat close to me in the taxi 
on the way to her hotel and I felt 
again a swift sensation o f pleasure. 
“ I'm afraid o f that man, Dan," she 
whispered.

“ Huh?” I came out o f my revery.
“ He's f o u l ;  there's something 

about him. . . ”
“ So,” I commanded, “You stay 

away from him, whatever it was 
about his seeing you tomorrow. I f 
he’s our man, and if he thinks you 
know the score .. .well, honey, I ’ve 
seen enough murders to know that 
no corpse is ever pretty.” I found 
her hand and squeezed it. “ I don't 
want you to become a corpse.”

“ But we haven't accomplished 
anything yet; it must come from

him. W e need a little more connect
ing him with this.”

The hand was nestled pleasantly 
in mine. I pressured it again and 
thrilled to feel an answering pres
sure. “ Honey,” I murmured, “ I 
think the, time has come to look for 
help. W e can go to the F B I . . . ”

“ And have them laugh at us?”  she 
interrupted.

I clammed up. I bade her good
night after asking her to promise 
not to do anything silly the next 
day, this day, in fact, for it was 
e a r l y  Saturday morning—almost 
time for dawn to creep grayly up 
and over the Washington Monument, 
the Lincoln Memorial, the Jeffer
son Memorial, the kind of things 
that stood for the way of life we 
must yet fight to protect.

O

I walked home from the Smith- 
Plaza, feeling the cool air might 
help me think, find a way to move 
in what was yet, to me, a maze. I 
reached the grey-brown, uninspiring 
Veterans Administration building 
and crossed to the park opposite, 
toward my abode. Out of the dark
ness behind me I suddenly felt an 
arm encircle my neck. I tried to 
turn, to fight back, but the arm 
tightened and a second form came 
out of the dimness of the park to 
smash a fist into the side of my face. 
I must have been slugged a good 
many times until I lost conscious
ness, and after that, for it was a 
long time until I came to.

When I did, I found myself tied 
to a cot. I could feel caked blood on 
my face and there wasn’t a part of 
me that didn’t ache. My right eye 
was but a pinpoint in a puffed face; 
my left but little better. My lips 
were thick, sore, encrusted, too, with 
dried blood. I could taste the blood 
in my throat. My head pounded with 
pain and it hurt the more to try to 
discover where I was.

Faint light entered the room, bare 
except for where I lay tied and a 
chair opposite. I heard a train 
whistle and felt that I was being 
held in a room of one o f the old, di-
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lapidated buildings in the slum area 
o f Southwest Washington, some
where near where the trains moved 
along into Virginia and to the South. 
And I really was held; I tugged at 
the ropes that bound me and only 
succeeded in sending new waves of 
pain and nausea over my battered 
self. Whoever had tied me had 
meant me to stay tied. I strained 
and passed out again.

4
OMEBODY began to shake 
me. Rudely, for a bruised guy 
like me. Lights suddenly hurt 

my slits o f eyes. I pushed against 
the ropes and felt them loosen. I 
looked up into the dark, handsome 
face of Joe Amantia.

“ Joey,”  I grunted, feebly.
He helped me to sit up and then 

I noticed the little fellow. It was the 
same unobtrusive guy I'd noted at 
the Diplomats’ Club, the one I ’d 
passed o ff in my mind as a lonely 
clerk. My throbbing head began to 
put two and two together.

“ Yeah,”  said the FBI agent, “ I 
put a tail on you within a few min
utes after you telephoned me. I 
wanted to have someone on hand 
when you went barging in like a 
knight on a white horse. I didn’t 
want you to join Johnny Morgan, 
six feet under the sod.”

“ I didn’t,”  I tried to talk and the 
resulting mumble sounded silly, even 
to me.

My friend shook his head. “ I 
know. But if I hadn’t taken the pre
caution, you’d be a dead duck now.”

“ What happened?” The way I 
said it must have been the way the 
corny expression originated: Wha* 
hoppen?

“ A couple o f hoods followed you 
from the Diplomats’ Club. Nichols 
here,”  he indicated the little man 
who smiled at me, “was behind you, 
too. Too late to be o f help in the 
beating you took, but not too late to 
get the license number of the car 
they used to haul you away. He 
rooted me but o f bed and* well, here

we are. It did take us a couple o f 
hours to find the car, a stolen one, 
where it had been abandoned, and 
to make a thorough search of - this 
area.”

“ The thugs,”  I managed to whis
per.

“ Took them without much troub
le,”  Amantia answered, airily. “ And 
they’ll sing; we already know who 
put them onto you.”

My lips formed the word: Pleven.
The Fed continued, “You were to 

be held until it was convenient to 
get rid of you. Probably in a con
tainer of cement to be dumped into 
the Potomac.”

I shuddered.
“ Dee?” I asked, “ Miss Morgan?”
“There’s a man at the hotel,”  Joe 

said. “ W ell, let’s get you out of here 
and get you some medical attention.”

It even ached to sit in the soft 
rear seat o f the FBI man’s car, but 
wonder and worry exceeded the 
ache. “ You hop into this, Joe.”  I 
asked, “ just on the strength o f my 
phone call?”

“ No, Dan,” he answered, honestly, 
“ not quite. Actually, we’ve been 
wary of Pleven for some time. Oh, 
his loyalty check passed muster; no 
taint of any Commie ties. But there 
were a number of little things in the 
reports that came in. Some o f his 
associations with odd characters, 
mostly the five-and-ten-cent brand 
o f hoodlum, the hopheads. And re
ports of his spending far more 
money than his position paid him; 
they added up to something.”

I grunted, my bruised lips churn
ing on an oath.

“ W e want him now,”  added Joe, 
“ and we want the man, or men, above 
him.”  Joe’s words were cold, nasty, 
“ W e want any lead to that top
guy.”

“ Some day,”  I said, “we’ll turn 
him up. The brains o f the whole 
stinking international gang.”  The 
rest of my words were unprintable. 
W e drove on in silence, neither of 
us needing to express the grim 
hatred we felt. Nichols, still re
sembling an inoffensive clerk, sat 
quietly beside Joe in the front at
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the car. W e drove to my home and 
the boys assisted me to my room. 
“ I ’ll call a doctor,”  Amantia said.

I looked at my electric alarm 
clook. Its hands showed three 
o ’clock in the afternoon. “ Let me 
call Dee first,”  I said.

I  DIALED the Smith-Plaza num
ber, then asked the hotel oper- 

for Dee’s room. I listened to the 
ring, a queasiness growing in my 
guts. At last the operator advised 
that that room did not answer. 
Angrily I barked to be connected 
with the desk clerk. I told him who 
I was and asked if Miss Morgan 
had gone out.

“ Yes,” the clerk answered, “and 
she left a message for you, Mr. W il
kins. Said if you called, to tell you 
she went to see the supervisor; that 
she would call you later.”

I groaned and not with the pain 
o f my hurts. “ Joe,”  I cried, “ Paul’s 
got her! He’ll kill her! He’s wise! 
That’s why he put those thugs on 
me. Dee let it slip last night that 
Johnny’d got some word to her.”  

Amantia’s dark face wore a deep 
frown. “ She slipped by our man, 
somehow.” To me, he added, “ Take 
it easy, Dan; we’ll get to him. He 
thinks he’s safe, with you out of 
the way. He doesn’t know we’ve got 
his hired stooges and have turned 
you loose. He’s got only the girl to 
worry about and I doubt if he does 
away with her...yet. Smart killers 
don’t operate in daylight, Dan; they 
like the cover of -night.”

Joe’s words had some o f the de
sired effect. I knew Pleven would 
never suspect that I’d gone to the 
FBI with the suspicions Dee had 
brought. He’d seen to it that I was 
a discredited, yellow bum; how 
would I dare to go to the author
ities? And, as* far as he knew, his 
torpedoes had me tied up, to be dis
posed of later. But I still burned 
for action, burned with a bitter de
sire that blotted out my bodily pain. 
I f  Pleven harmed a hair o f Dee 
Morgan’s head, I'd rend him limb 
from limb. “ Let’s get going 1” I 
shouted.

Joe shrugged. “ You should be in 
bed, under a physician’s care, but 
I ’ve worked enough with you to 
know better. Come on; we’ve got 
Pleven’s address.”

Siren screaming, Joe pushed the 
car swiftly through Washington 
traffic and out Massachusetts Ave
nue to grind to a halt before an im
posing apartment-house building. 
“ Elite son,” I grunted through my 
puffed lips as Joe, Nichols and self 
piled from the car and moved into 
the foyer of the building. A slender 
lily-like desk clerk rose languidly 
at our approach. “ Yes, gentleman,” 
his girlish voice sounded.

“ Mr. Pleven in?” asked Amantia, 
“Paul Pleven?”

“ But no,”  the dainty fellow an
swered, “ He’s gone out, perhaps half 
an hour ago. Left in his car.”

“ Alone?”  I butted in.
The pretty boy turned up his nose 

at me, at my battered face and 
ripped, dirty suit. Or perhaps he 
turned up his nose in disdain be
cause, as he intoned, “ With a wom
an.”

“ A woman?” This was the Fed’s 
question.

“ She called for him. He came 
down and joined her and they went 
o f f ”

I groaned. “ He’s got her, Joe!”
Nichols spoke for the first time. 

“ He’s undoubtedly got a place to 
take her; he has to have a place to 
hold her without anyone knowing; 
where he can dispose of a body.”

Joe Amantia snapped his fingers. 
“He’s got a place.” I could see the 
shine in Joe’s dark eyes. “ I remem
ber a part of a report in his loyalty 
file, on the amount of big dough he 
was spending. He’d bought a sum
mer home of some sort, along the 
river some ten or so miles above 
Glen Echo.”

The pretty-boy desk clerk had re
tired to his droopy position behind 
the desk, ignoring us.

W e got back into the car, “ It’s a 
chance,” said Nichols.

“The only one,”  said Amantia.
I just sat tight in the rear seat, 

my heart thundering my throat.
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OE DROVE like the devil. W e 
roared out of the city and over 

the highway that led beyond the 
Glen Echo amusement park. On the 
highway he hit each curve and 
gunned the sedan all the way around, 
snapping it out on the other side. 
His face was set, saturnine, glued 
to the road. A Metropolitan Police 
cruiser gave chase just as we cleared 
the city line.

W e sped on. About ten miles be
yond the park, in Maryland terri
tory, we slewed o ff the pike and 
onto a narrow black-top road. To 
our left the land sloped down to the 
edge of the river. It was overgrown 
with brush, trees, but here and there 
a clearing showed, and an occa
sional cottage where the Capital 
City’s wealthier citizens came to es
cape the summer’s humidity.

Suddenly, N i c h o l s  g r o w l e d ,  
“ There!”

Joe slammed on the brakes and 
sliced the car into a narrow gravel 
road that angled o ff from the black
top and down the slope toward the 
water. Tire marks on the gravel, 
and broken branches of the trees 
that screened and overhung the road, 
had caught the sharp eye of Nichols. 
A car had recently come through. 
W e gunned down the lane and 
braked into a grassy clearing before 
another of the summer homes.

Just as we came to a halt, the car 
that had been standing before the 
cottage began to move, toward the 
river below. I caught a glimpse of

cherry-brown hair in it, and I 
shouted and ran. It rolled on into 
the water. It was sinking rapidly as 
I burst crazily into the river, leap
ing toward the sinking car, forget
ting all my hurts. As the heavy 
thing sank with a great gurgle, the 
suction pulled me after it. My head 
rose once above the water, then I 
thrashed wildly down, trying mighti
ly to find the car. Somehow, by ac
cident, I caught a door handle, as 
the sedan settled on its side. My 
lungs felt about ready to burst, but 
I pulled on the handle and the door 
opened, against the weight of the 
water. The water rushed in, but not 
before I found my searching fingers 
grasp hold of a soft form. I backed 
water, kicking furiously, pulling on 
the object, and then I got her free. 
Up we went.

Nichols was kneedeep at the 
water’s edge and dragged us in. Like 
a boy scout, he began giving the 
limp form of the girl artificial respi
ration. I felt I needed it, too, but I 
stayed on my feet, spitting out 
oodles of river. Then I heard the 
voices.

P AUL PLEVEN was standing at 
the door to the summer home, 

his tall, bony body tense, his strange 
eyes glittering. “ So,”  he said to 
Amantia, “ the FBI. Has this crackpot 
Wilkins got you into his game, 
whatever it is?”

I dragged myself to where Joe
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confronted the man. “ What’s your 
version?” I asked.

The sneery mouth again. “ The 
way I see it,” he said, “ In order to 
smear me, blaming me for your own 
misfortune, you, Wilkins, sold Miss 
Morgan a bill of goods, that I was a 
spy in my own organization, that I 
was responsible for the murder of 
her brother, that I tried to make a 
scapegoat of y o u .. . ”

“ But,”  interjected the Federal 
agent, “ What about that?” He indi
cated Nichols working on Dee Mor
gan.

“ I admit, sir,”  said Pleven, “ Miss 
Morgan and I had an argument. I 
tried to show her the error of her 
ways, believing whatever guff this 
Wilkins had handed her. But mad 
with grief over the death of her 
brother, she was willing to believe 
him. She was irrational. Just before 
you people drove down the road, she 
ran out and got into my car. I 
guess she couldn’t drive very well, 
and in her irate condition, she ap
parently lost control and headed for 
the river. I, er, unfortunately, am not 
a good swimmer; I couldn’t have 
helped.”

“ It won’t work, Paul,”  I said, the 
pain biting at my lips.

He sneered.
“ The girl isn’t dead/*' said Joe, 

“ And I think she’ll tell a different 
story.”

“ An irrational one, I ’m sure,”  
Pleven still held his poise, but his 
pale eyes grew more wary.

“ W e know too much, Pleven,” 
Amantia said. “ W e know Miss Mor
gan’s suspicions came from her 
brother, not from Wilkins. She still 
has her brother’s letters, you know.”

Paul Pleven stiffened.
Nichols called, then. “ She’s coming 

'round.”
Both Joe and I turned. Paul Plev

en saw his chance. He made a des
perate dash for the Federal agent’s 
car. But somehow I got in his way. 
Some effort, from wherever I could 
drag it out o f my weary, aching 
body, put me in his path. He tried 
to hit me.

I socked him in his skinny gut 
with my right fiat I balled m y left

and splintered it against his bony 
chin. He dropped to the grass and I 
fell on top of him, my eyes blood- 
red, rage tearing at me. W ildly, un
controllably, I pummeled. Then Joe 
was pulling me from him.

Paul Pleven lay, sobbing, his face 
a mess of blood. Joe listened with 
me to the blood-smeared confession 
as it came from the thin, cruel lips. 
As I looked down on the vermin, I 
thought how much he was like many 
of the others I had seen. A touch of 
violence administered to them, and 
they babble like babies.

And then I had Dee Morgan in 
my arms and nothing else seemed to 
matter.

LEVEN ’S confession led to the 
cleaning up of another of the 

putrid sores that infest the fair face 
o f democracy, but it did not lead us 
any closer to the shadowy figure 
whose slimy fingers reach, octopus
like, into all the foul corners of the 
world. Uncle Sam still fights, still 
seeks the bloody racketeers, knowing 
that, even now, American boys are 
dying on foreign fields, killed by 
American-made ammunition. And I 
am back on the job, in the midst of 
the fight.

Dee, happiness tempered by con
cern in her eyes, helped me cele
brate the night I was reinstated with 
the Munitions Division. “ I used to 
worry about Johnny so much,” she 
said, “ and wait to hear from him, to 
see him. He was all I had then.”

“ I’m afraid,”  I whispered, kissing 
her cheek, for this time I sat beside 
her, not opposite her, “ you’ll have 
some more worrying and waiting, 
darling.”

“ Must you do it, Dan?”
“ Yes,”  I said, “ I must. Now more 

than ever,”  I squeezed her hand, “be
cause I have something more to work 
for.”

Dee Morgan squeezed my hand 
in return. “Let’s forget it for now, 
Dan. Until you go gunning for death 
again, let’s steal a moment for peace 
—and love.”
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Gillen was scared, and sick; he didn't claim complete innocence, either.
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IF AN Y ONE around Headquar
ters was making a book on a Mur
der Handicap, I ’d lay 100-to-l 

that Joe Gillen was guilty. A vicious 
and premeditated homicide, at that. 
But Howard—that is, Det. Chief 
Gwynn Howard—never said a word 
until the morning of the second day. 
Meanwhile, Gillen was sobering up 
in the county jail across the street.

Now, I ’m no wizard at detectival 
deduction. I also know that circum
stantial evidence can likewise be 
screwy. But the records will show 
that most murder cases are cracked 
via circumstantial evidence; and if 
it wasn’t for such evidence a flock 
o f homicidal hams would be acting 
in more murders.

But no matter from which angle 
you viewed Joe Gillen, he looked 
like the Murder of the Month Club 
selection for the sizzle seat. And 
the evidence was more than circum
stantial: it was also self-confessional, 
or practically so. If Gillen wasn’t 
guity, then Adolf Hitler had nothing 
to do with W orld War 2, as I saw 
it.

I  found Howard alone in his 
office, adjacent to the temporary de
tention cell. It was 8 A.M. Howard 
never said much, and gave strangers 
the impression that the most impor
tant thing in his life was filing his 
fingernails. His left foot was usually 
draped over a corner of the battered 
desk, while a cigarette dangled from

“ Look, Bub, when you’ve been in the crime-chipping business 
as long as I have, you’ll learn that a criminal investigator 
has two duties. One is to prove guilt, and the other is to prove

innocence.”
75
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the light corner o f his mouth. He 
smoked from mere habit, not because 
he liked it.

"Gillen talk yet?”  I asked.
"Made a sort of confession. Even 

thinks he may be guilty of killing 
his wife.”

" T h in ksr  I snorted. "W hy, the 
guy was caught by two squad-car 
men as he tossed the carved torso 
Into the river. Thinks! W hy, the 
man must be nuts.”

Howard smiled lightly and exam
ined his nail file like he had just 
discovered a convicting fingerprint. 
" I  admit it looks like a wrap-up 
case,”  he said, "but, Bub, you never 
can tell.”  He called everyone "Bub” , 
from the chief of police to the news
boy on the corner. "Don’t forget 
that Gillen was drunk when caught.” 

"Is booze an excuse for killing 
your wife, or anybody else? It’s 
getting so that every man, or even 
woman, who gets in a jam with the 
law, tells the judge he has been 
drinking. And it’s never more than 
two bottles of beer. It’s time to 
change the record; that booze one 
is cracked.”

"Liquor is no excuse,” said 
Howard. "But men and women will 
do things under its influence that 
they wouldn’t have the nerve to do 
while sober. Gillen has not admitted 
that he killed his wife. He does 
admit that he carved up her torso 
and threw it into the river.”

"Now that ”  I said, "is very nice 
o f  him to admit. He’s just telling us 
what we already know. Did he have 
any more fairy tales?”

Howard took three sheets of 
typed paper from his desk. "Here’s 
the official statement from the 
gentleman,” he said. "He was able 
to talk about 4 A.M.”

1 READ the confesson. Briefly, 
Gillen stated that he and his 

wife, Mary, had been drinking in 
their small frame cottage. It was 
one of the rare cool days when the 
Miami temperature went down to 
40 degrees. They began to quarrel. 
Over what they .argued he could not 
recall; probably over nothing, as 
usual. In the small kitchen was a

little potbelly iron stove. He put in 
some paper and charcoal and lit 
a fire. Then he went to a divan in 
the front room and fell asleep, his 
wife sitting in the rocker near the 
fire. This was about 4 P.M., as near 
as Gillen could remember.

He awoke about 11 P.M. His head 
was splitting and he was altogether 
groggy. He went to the kitchen, lit 
the light, and found his wife still 
sitting in the rocking chair. He 
called her a vile name; she did not 
answer. He shook her by the shoul
ders and she fell to the floor, mo
tionless. He leaned over her and 
listened to her heart. There was no 
beat; he then knew she was dead.

"I  became scared,”  he stated. "I 
knew the neighbors had heard us 
fighting and they would all accuse 
me o f killing her. I don’t think I 
touched her, but I can’t remember 
very much. I knew the police would 
accuse me of murder. I just lost my 
head, and—well, you know the rest.”

I passed the confession back to 
Howard. "A  very touching tale,” I 
said. "He could write some of that 
detective goo I hear on the radio. I 
still say he killed her, whether he 
knew it or not.”

"The examination showed no signs 
o f a blunt instrument on any part of 
her body,”  said Howard. "No gun 
wounds or even knife stabs.”

"W hat do you mean, no knife 
stabs? He carved her up, didn’t he?”

"True, Bub, but there was no signs 
o f one-shot knife stabs. It was all 
good, clean carving. A t one time, the 
guy must have been a butcher, he 
was handy with a knife.”

“ If he didn’t kill her, it was two 
other fellows with the same name. 
He had to admit he carved her up 
because he was caught with part of 
the torso in the bag. Right now he’s 
just playing the old game of Chair- 
Ducking, hoping to win life instead 
o f the Big Jolt.”

Howard examined the file very 
carefully. "Look, Bub,” he said, 
"when you’ve been in this crime
chipping game as long as I have 
you’ll learn that a criminal investiga
tor has two duties. One is to prove
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guilt and the o t h e r  is to prove 
innocence. Personally, I'm n o t  
wholly positive that Gillen killed 
his wife before dismembering her 
body. Years ago, before the creation 
of modern criminal laboratories, 
Gillen would have been railroaded 
to his death. No one really knows 
how many innocent persons, men 
and women, have paid the extreme, 
official penalty for crimes they 
never committed. But times have 
changed, Bub; when a person wins 
a rope around his neck or seat in the 
One-Way Chair, you can make book 
that he is guilty."

I scratched my head and said, 
"W ell, what are you waiting for 
now?"

"Doc Vollmer’s report. He’s been 
checking the remains and also the 
Gillen house.”

"I  bet Doc says he’s guilty," 
I said.

"Maybe so, but you may recall the 
Joel Hammond case. You had just 
come on the force, about ten years 
ago, and you were working in the 
uniform division. W ell, Hammond 
appeared innocent, and even the 
first editions of the papers made him 
a burglar shooting hero. But the 
morgue subject wasn’t a burglar. At 
the time Mrs. Hammond was vaca
tioning in North Carolina with 
her parents."

Howard put the nail-file on the 
desk and went on. "The dead guy 
was named Raymond Nolle. Anyway, 
around midnight Hammond phoned 
Headquarters from his house and 
said he had just shot a burglar. We 
found a young man of about 30— 
who was Nolle—lying on the floor, 
with a .45 slug through his heart. 
It was a lucky shot. Hammond was 
still in his pajamas and his bed was 
disarranged, indicating he had been
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sleeping. He explained to us that he 
had been sound asleep when a draft 
from the open window awakened 
him. Then he saw a male form in 
front of his bureau. He reached un
der his pillow, got his gun, and 
fired. Since he claimed he fired in 
the dark, it was a good shot. In fact, 
too damned good.0

Howard picked up the file and 
went to work on his right thumb
nail. “ W ell, Bub, Hammond's story 
sounded reasonable until I flashed 
a light into the eyes o f the dead 
Nolle. I found that his pupils were 
very small; you know what that 
means?"

“ W hat?"
“ It proved Hammond was lying. 

The lights were on when Nolle was 
shot. Moreover, he had been shot 
with planning and deliberation on 
the part o f Hammond."

“ You mean the eyes o f the dead 
Nolle showed you that?"

“Exactly," replied Howard. "In 
death, the size of the eye-pupils do 
not change. Nolle's were very small, 
proving they had been contracted 
when he was killed. Light contracts, 
darkness expands. So I arrested 
Hammond for murder. Two days 
later he confessed that he had asked 
Nolle to call on him, believing Nolle 
was having an affair with his wife. 
Subsequent facts proved his jealousy 
was both unfounded and silly. 
Dumb? Double dumb."

I started for the door, stopped 
halfway and asked, “ Do you mind 
if I call on Brother Gillen for a 
little chitchat?”

“ Help yourself. You'll find him in 
the county jail, with his head in his 
hands, no doubt.”

ILLEN sat on the edge of his 
cot, with his head in his hands. 

He wa? a stupid looking guy, with 
a half-moon head o f hair—half hair, 
half bald. He told me he was 42 and 
worked, when he worked, as a car
penter’s helper.

“ Ever work in a butcher shop?" 
I asked. His green-gray eyes looked 
at me like that of a scared fawn.

“Nope; never worked in a butcher

shop. W hy ask that?"
“ Polite conversation. Skip it."
He covered his f a c e  with his 

hands and began to cry. Have you 
ever seen a full-grown man cry? It 
makes you feel kind o f silly and you 
begin to wonder if we're not all 
babies in a pinch, no matter how old 
we get.

“ Maybe I killed her and maybe I 
didn't," he said, “ so help me God, I 
don't know!"

Next morning Howard called me 
into his office.

“ Y o u r  odds on murder have 
flopped," he said. “Horses and mur
ders are usually bad bets." He tossed 
the nail-file in the air and caught it 
with his left hand. He was in ex
cellent humor. The forehead wrin
kles, which always crease his brow 
when he was working on a case, had 
vanished. “Doc Vollmer says Gillen 
never killed his wife, whether he 
thinks he did or not. And D o c  
knows his stuff."

“ You mean Doc proved something 
that Gillen couldn't prove himself?"

“ That is correct, Bub. Vollmer has 
proved that Gillen never killed his 
wife."

“ Did Vollmer prove that it wasn't 
Gillen who carved her up and tried 
to throw her into the river?"

“ He didn't try, Bub. That's another 
angle and Gillen is  guilty of the 
carving business. But— she was dead 
when he started to slice her. So he 
is not guilty o f murder. You can't 
kill a person twice."

“Just how did the Doc prove it?"
“ By a spectroscopic examination 

of what was left of Mrs. Gillen. She 
died from carbon monoxide gas from 
the potbelly iron stove; it nearly 
got Gillen but he didn’t know it."

“ What reward will he get for his 
carving ability?" I asked.

“ I ’d say ten years in the state 
pen."

“ Which is better than the Chair."
“Much better," said Howard.

•



You'll Kill
The People

Eight after he first appeared on 
TV, Buddy Burton began to re
ceive warnings: get out while 
you're still alive! It didn't seem 
to make any sense, but Buddy 
found that the party sending 

them meant business, and . . .

By RICHARD BRISTER
X

T HE ORCHESTRA gave him a 
couple o f bars, for an intro
duction, and he stood there, 

still a little uncomfortable under the 
staring eyes of the T V  cameras and 
a dozen assorted studio technicians, 
and gave out with his rich baritone

79
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on an oldie, something called Care
less.

He sang with feeling. Profession
ally, he now called himself Burton, 
Buddy Burton, but he had been born 
plain Joe Caterisano, in a brick row 
house on the outskirts of Newark, 
N. J. His Latin blood showed in his 
raven black hair, in his slightly over
ripe but wholly natural gestures, as 
he punched emphasis into the worn- 
out words of the old song lyric. He 
was swarthily, masculinely hand
some, and he sang, people said, like 
a bird.

“ You kill m e/1 a girl had told him 
at a party, a few evenings ago. “ I 
don’t know what you’ve got, but 
every time I hear you sing something 
inside of me starts to flutter and 
then I just go all to pieces.”

“ I ’ll settle for that inside flutter,” 
he had gagged. “ I don’t want to kill 
anybody, Miss Barney.”

He wished everyone well. The 
world, of late, had been a wonderful 
place to be in, from his personal 
standpoint. After he’d knocked them 
dead in the three nightclub bookings, 
his agent, Max Gittman, had got him 
this spot on TV , a fifteen-minute, 
three-nights-a-week summer sustain
ed and now things were coming his 
way so fast he was dizzy.

“ Kid, you’re a shoo-in,” Max had 
told him. “ Ever since you chucked 
that library of Como, Clark, Crosby 
and Sinatra in the ashcan, and 
started being plain Joe Caterisano—  
er, excuse me, Buddy Burton, that is 
— I could smell success on you. I 
mean strong, kid. Like garlic. I ’ll 
make a prediction.”

“ What, Max?”
“ Two years from now,”  Max said, 

“ you’ll be so fat you won’t know 
what to do with your money. You’re 
on the way, kid, and all roads lead 
up, in a hurry.”

He wrapped up his smooth rendi
tion of Careless, giving it that char
acteristic Buddy Burton punch at the 
end, and a few seconds later the big 
red hand moved past the hour, and 
ke could relax once more. The 
hungry eyes of the TV  cameras no 
longer gobbled up each small detail

o f bis face and figure for projection 
into millions of homes throughout 
the eastern half of the nation served 
by this T V  network.

He rode the elevator down to the 
studio garage, and drove his car 
downtown and through the Tunnel, 
and an hour later he was relaxing 
in the living room of his modest 
house in the Jersey suburbs, listening 
to Marie tell him how she had re
acted to his broadcast.

“ I couldn’t pick out anything to 
criticize, Joe,” she said seriously, a 
little loving frown on her pretty 
face, for she knew how he hungered 
for any small criticism which might 
help him improve on his perform
ance. “ You put those three songs 
over perfect.”

“ Come on, baby,”  he pleaded. 
“ There must’ve been something.”

“ I don’t know what,”  she said. 
“ Even when you were talking with 
the announcer, you seemed—just 
natural. Like it wasn’t something 
somebody had written down for you 
to say.”

“ I was perfect then?” Joe kidded. 
“ Better watch out, baby. I ’ll be 
getting swell-headed.”

“ No you won’t,”  Marie said, and 
she smiled, a small and warm move
ment of her pretty lips. “ You’re too 
sensible for that, Joe. You worked 
eight years for this and you’re thirty 
years old, a man with a wife and 
three children, and a sense of humor 
about things. I guess I know my 
husband by now, Joe.” And she 
kissed him fondly.

THEY W E N T up to bed and at 
eleven-thirty, the phone rang. 

Joe threw a robe over pajamas and 
padded downstairs in bare feet to 
see what it was.

“ Burton?” the voice said.
“This is Buddy Burton.”
“ You stink, Burton. I caught you 

on the T V  tonight, and you stink.” 
He had only just begun to be some

body, but he had always known that 
once he got there he would have 
cranks to contend with. He couldn’t 
help grinning, remembering what 
he’d said to Marie about getting 
stuck on himself. Not much danger
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o f that, with characters around like 
this one on the other end of the wire.

“You may have something there, 
pal. Anything else on your mind? If 
not, I ’ll go back to bed.”

“ Put that voice or whatever you 
call it in mothballs, Burton. Go back 
to driving a truck for a living.”  

“ Not till I have to,”  he laughed, 
trying to keep this exchange on a 
good-natured level. “ There’s more 
dough in the singing than in truck 
driving.”

“ Get o ff the TV, Burton,”  the 
voice gritted. “ That’s a warning.” 

The phone clicked dead and he 
stood there frowning at it for a 
moment before he replaced it in its 
cradle. Upstairs, Marie said sleepily, 
“ Who was it, honey?”

“ Just some squawk,”  Joe said. 
“ Wanted to tell me I can’t sing 
worth a damn.” Marie’s eyes opened, 
showing fright for a moment, and 
he said comfortingly, “ Guess we’re 
really on our way now, baby. Max 
Gittman says you can tell you’re be
ginning to get there when people 
start pestering you this way.”

Marie was up earlier than he, be
cause of the kids. She went down 
and brought the milk in, and prompt
ly ran upstairs to show him a note 
that had been thrust under the kitch
en door. It had been fashioned out 
of words and letters snipped from 
the New York newspapers. It said;

GET OUT OF TV, KID. BIG MON
EY AIN’T WORTH IT. HOW 
MUCH DOUGH CAN YOU SPEND 
SIX FEET UNDER.

“ I ’m scared,”  Marie said. Her eyes 
were wide, under the dark lashes, and 
her mouth trembled. “ What are we 
going to do, Joe?”

“ Just some n u t ,”  Joe s a i d .  
“ Some—”

“ You can’t dismiss it like that, 
Joe. This is a threat on your life. 
Take it to the police. Please?” she 
said.

He frowned at the prospect, but 
looking at Marie, sensing her fear 
for his safety, he knew he had no 
real choice in the m atter...

NDER the kitchen door, 
hey?” the Chief of Police 

said. He bit the end o ff a stogie and 
stared hard at Joe across the tip of 
it, before striking his match. “ I 
been seeing you on my television, 
kid. You sing pretty. On your way, 
I ’d say. Maybe another Sinatra.”  

“Thank you,” Joe said, and his 
cheeks reddened.

“ Now,”  said the chief, “ lemme 
get this thing straight. A guy 
phones you last night, tells you you 
stink as a crooner, and tells you to 
go back driving a truck, right?”  

“ That’s right,”  Joe nodded.
“ You laugh him off, so this a. m. 

the wife finds the note. All right, 
now whaddaya want me to do, Bur
ton?”

“ You know your business, Chief. 
What’s your usual—”

“ Usually, in a case like this, we’d 
turn the story over to the newspa
per and the publicity, plus the infor
mation we’re holding ourselves re
sponsible for your personal safety, 
would be enough to scare whoever 
put that note under your door back 
in his rathole.”  The chief blew cigar 
smoke at him, and frowned thought
fully through it. “ But somehow I 
ain’t worried about your safety, Bur
ton.”

“ What does that mean?”
“ Judging from the way you’re 

coming along as a crooner, I ’d say 
you got a smart business manager. 
Right?”

“ Right. Max Gittman ”
“ Give Max Gittman a message for 

me, will you, kid?”
“ What message?”
“Tell him my police department 

is gettin’ tired of bein’ the Patsy for 
every young Tom, Dick and Harry 
in show business that wants to stir 
up a fuss and get his name splashed 
around in the papers, complete with 
a picture showing his best profile 
to his public.”

“ You think this is just a publicity 
stunt,”  Joe said woodenly. “ But it—” 

“ Get outta here, Burton. I ’m gonna 
tell you something. I got three girls 
home that are coming the dangerous 
age, and I don’t like crooners,” 

“ But—”
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"I give you enough time already. 
Get out. Tell that Gittman what I 
said. You want publicity, you go out 
and earn it. Go overseas and enter
tain some of the boys that are fight
ing to keep this country safe for you 
crooners/'

“ I did my share of that,”  J o e  
protested hotly. “ I spent three years 
as a dogface, back in—”

“ Don't cry on me, Burton. I lost 
two boys over there in the last one. 
Now get outta here, before I lose my 
temper.”

H E DROVE in Tuesday after
noon to rehearse for that eve

ning's slow, and Alec Thornbush, 
the program director, remarked that 
he seemed nervous.

“ It's nothing,” Joe told him. 
“ Been o ff my feed the last day or 
two, Alec.”

He got through the show better 
than he had hoped to, rising to the 
occasion like any seasoned campaign
er, but he hurried down to get his 
car, when it was over. In the back of 
his mind was a nameless worry; 
somehow he was eager to be home 
again, to know that Marie and the 
kids were okay.

As he nosed the car out to the 
street, he had to wait for the light 
to change at the corner. A man in a 
light tan topcoat, wearing a felt hat 
pulled low over his eyes, stepped 
casually up to the car, on the passen
ger side, opened the door, and slid in 
beside Joe.

Joe felt a tightness in his throat 
as he peered toward the intruder.

“ Sorry,”  he said, underplaying his 
role. “ No riders.”

“ I guess you said that a lot back 
when you were wheeling a truck for 
a living, didn't you, Caterisano? 
This is a gun in my pocket.”  He 
jabbed it through the tan cloth of 
the coat, stretching the cloth out to 
a little cone against the gun's muzzle, 
so Joe could get the idea. “ Drive,”  
he suggested.

Joe saw that the street was mo
mentarily clear and he swung out 
from the garage, heading toward the 
Avenue of the Americas. “This is 
a stick-up,”  he suggested hopefully.

“ You recognized me. You want my 
money.”

“ Drive,”  the man said. He kept his 
face averted. He had on thick-lensed 
glasses. His coat lapels were turned 
up, hiding his chin and partly con
cealing his mouth. “ And don’t do 
anything I might not like, pal. You 
just did another T V  show, Cateri
sano. After I asked you not to. You 
get me kind of mad, pal. I don’t 
know what I ’m goin’ to do with you.”

“ What's this all about?” Joe said 
angrily. “ I never saw you before, 
friend. W hy should you have it in 
for me?”

“ Another thing,”  the man said. 
“ You went to the cops, after I left 
that note under the kitchen door.”<»j *>

“ I happen to know you did. Be
cause I tailed you. You make me 
plenty mad, pal. What did the cops 
say?”

The man not only talked mad, he 
looked mad. The gun again made a 
cone-shaped bulge against the pocket 
of the tan topcoat, and, like a dog, 
the man seemed to be bristling with 
anger.

“ They laughed at me,” Joe tried 
to mollify him. “ They seemed to 
think I was gunning for some free 
publicity at their expense, if you 
must know.”

“ You know something?”  the man 
laughed. “ I can believe that. I don’t 
think you’re lying.”

“ What’s your angle?” Joe said. 
“ What do you want of me? I 
don’t—”

“ Pull up to the curb down there 
in the next block, Caterisano, and 
turn o ff that ignition. W e'll talk a 
little.”

JOE PARKED at the curb and 
turned for a better look at his 

rider. The man said, “ Uh-unh. You 
keep staring straight ahead, through 
the windshield. Now, you asked what 
I want, and I've already told you, 
but I'm ready to give you one more 
chance, pal. I want you to quit sing
ing. Get out of show business, see? 
Find some other way to earn a liv
ing, pal ”

“ I worked hard for the break I'm
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finally getting/* Joe said. "W hat 
are you, some kind o f a nut? You 
don't know what you’re asking.” 

“ I ’m telling, not asking. Get out 
of show business, Caterisano, or—” 

“ Or what?”
“ I ’ll kill you,”  the man said in a 

matter-of-fact tone o f voice that 
sent a sharp chill uy Joe’s backbone.

“ W hy?” Joe said. “ Be reasonable. 
I ’m entitled to at least some expla
nation.”

“ I ’ll give you some explanation,” 
the man said. “ I’m a guy who never 
took to working for a living, pal. 
The way I get mine is my own busi
ness, see? And let’s say the cops 
would like to make it their business, 
but I ’m just a little too smart for 
them. Get the idea?”

“ More or less.”
“ I ’ve never been mugged. I ’ve 

never been printed,” the man said. 
“ I don’t pull o ff many jobs, and 
when I do pull one off, I make it a 
big one. I operate solo. I trust no
body. I never go after anything but 
the hard cash. Jewelry has a way of 
fingering a guy, sooner or later. I 
won’t have anything to do with it.” 

Joe said, “ I guess I ’m not very 
bright. What does all this have to 
do with my getting out o f show bus
iness?”

“ So far I ’m an anonymous,”  the 
man said. “ I ’m Mr, X. Oh, I been 
seen by a few people. But you know, 
it’s kind of funny how little help 
that is to the cops, pal. A guy walks 
into a place and holds it up, let’s 
say, for a couple of thousand, and 
gets away clean. So the guy on the 
unhappy end of the stickup goes to 
the cops and gives his description 
o f the man, and what’s it add up to? 
Tall, dark, maybe handsome, dressed 
in this or that color suit. So what 
o f it? What are the bulls going to 
do with it? Nothing.”

“ I f  there’s a gimmick here some
where,” Joe said wearily, “ I still 
don’t get it.”

“ Don’t worry about it,”  the man 
said. “ Start the car. Get it rolling. 
When we get down to that next 
stoplight, I ’ ll be getting out, paL 
And you’ll keep on rolling.”

“ I see,”  Joe said, and it did not

occur to him to disobey the man’s 
curt instructions.

“ One thought I ’m goin’ to leave 
with you, pal. Get out o f show busi
ness. Break clean, see? One more T V  
show, like tonight, and I’m goin’ to 
have to do for you. You can make 
your own choice, pal.”

Joe had come by now to the stop
light. It was red. He pulled up, 
waiting. The man opened the door 
and stepped onto the paving. “ Just 
drive on when the light changes,” 
he said. “ Don’t look back.”

The light changed, Joe started the 
car, started across the intersection, 
and pivoted on the seat for a quick 
look at his man. Bright headlights 
from the oncoming traffic flickered 
momentarily across the man’s face, 
spotlighting him, half-blinding him 
for one instant.

Joe Caterisano got a very good 
look at the man, despite the lowered 
hatbrim, the turned-up lapels o f the 
coat, the eye glasses. A sharp pulse 
o f  surprise slid through his tense 
body as he drove the big car down 
the street, and he said softly, “ Well, 
I ’ll be damned. So that’s his angle.”

THE CHIEF o f Police stared at 
Joe across the glowing tip of a 

mangled cigar and said, " I  checked 
that claim of yours, that you put in 
a couple years as a dogface in the 
war, kid.”

“Three years,”  Joe said. “ Not a 
couple. I was at the Normandy 
beachhead, and in the Bulge, and—” 

“And in a psycho ward for a 
couple months, after, accordin’ to my 
information,”  the chief said. He 
scowled at Joe, obviously still not 
liking what he saw, still disapprov
ing the way Joe earned his living. 
“ Maybe you’re havin' a relapse,” he 
suggested.

“ I tell you, the guy means to kill 
me,” Joe said.

“  Yeah. Sure ”
“ I saw his face. He’s a dead ringer 

for me, Chief. I ’m sure of it, even 
if he did have on those cheaters. Are 
you such a knucklehead that you 
can’t see why he’s scared?”

“ Kid,”  growled the chief, big 
shoulders bunching up within the
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confining blue uniform coat, “you 
better go easy. You ain’t that big a 
shot yet, you can talk to me that 
way.”

“ Look,” Joe said wearily, “ suppose 
I was a big shot. Like say, Sinatra. 
A big enough shot so that everybody, 
well, practically everybody, knew 
what I look like. And this guy hap
pens to be a dead ringer for me. So 
what happens, the next time he tries 
to pull o ff a job, Chief?”

“ What?”
“ Somebody gets a good look at 

him. Ordinarily they couldn’t de
scribe him, except in a general way. 
But this time—”

“They’d say,”  cut in the chief, “he 
looks just like Buddy Burton, the 
famous crooner on T V  and in the 
movie.s. Is that what you’re selling 
me, kid?”

“That’s what I’m selling. A couple 
more months on T V  and I’ll be fin
gering this guy. And he knows it.”

The chief stared ruminatively at 
him through a cloud of cigar smoke. 
“This is like something out of a 
crummy paper-back, cops-and-robbers 
story. Go back and tell your friend 
Gittman, or whoever dreamed up 
this one, that I ain’t buying. I still 
ain’t handing you any free publicity, 
kid.”

“This is on the level,”  Joe protest
ed.

“ Yeah, sure,”  the chief scoffed. 
“ Go on. Get outta here, kid. You 
told your story. I listened, but only 
because I’m paid to listen to stories. 
But I ain’t paid to believe ’em. And 
I still don’t like crooners.”

“ I want a police guard when I 
put my next TV  show on,”  Joe said 
insistently.

“ You want publicity, kid. Go buy 
yourself some. You’re m a k i n’ 
money.”

The chief sat there, grinning im
pudently at him, still mangling the 
fat stogie between his wide lips. 
Joe threw up his shoulders in a tired 
gesture, and walked out.

ME HADN’T  told Marie any
thing, but she noticed. That 

tension was in him, working away 
all the time, making its presence

felt in small signs that reached the 
surface.

“ Joe what’s wrong?” she said. 
“ What’s the matter?”

“ Nothing”
“ Joe, were you threatened again? 

Did that man—”
“ Honey, everything’s all right. 

Honest. Now, don’t you worry your 
pretty little head over nothing.”

He got his gun out of mothballs, 
the one he’d picked up on the other 
side, during his Army service, and he 
took it down to the studio, had it in 
his coat pocket as he rehearsed the 
new show for that evening.

He ate his light dinner in the 
luncheonette down on the street lev
el, with Alec Thornbush. He kept 
looking around, as he nibbled at the 
food, and Alec said shrewdly, 
“ What’s eating you, pal? What’s 
with this hunted man act?”

“ I dunno. W orking too hard, I 
guess. Just nerves, Alec.”

That satisfied Alec. They got 
up and Alec picked up the check 
for both of them, and walked toward 
the cashier’s cage with it. Joe tarried 
to leave a tip, got up, and almost 
bumped into a man with a hat pulled 
down over his forehead, wearing 
glasses, a man who bore a striking 
resemblance to Buddy Burton, of T V  
fame.

“ Hello,”  Joe said.
“ Get sick,” the man suggested. 

“Throw up or something. Don’t go 
on tonight, pal.”

“ I ’m show folks. There’s a tradi
tion. The show must go on,”  Joe 
said slowly.

“ I’ ll stick around,”  the man said. 
“ I ’ll be right here, in the building. I 
guess you know how things stand, 
pal.”

“ W ho was that?” Alec asked, as 
Joe joined him.

“ Just a guy, Alec.”  Joe glanced 
at his watch. “ Getting toward show 
time. Let’s get up there.”

The clock in the studio said a 
quarter of the hour. Joe Caterisano, 
or Buddy Burton, faced the T V  cam
eras and exchanged a few lines of 
banter with the announcer, Ben 
Barlow, and with Kitty Anderson, 
his feminine guest star. He sang a
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song and the studio audience, the 
far greater audience watching his 
image on T V  sets throughout the 
city, noticed a strangeness in his 
manner as he sang this evening.

He was obviously tense. His ges
tures were jerky.

When the big red hand moved past 
the hour and the fifteen-minute show 
was over, Joe suddenly turned to 
Ben Barlow, and snapped, “ You 
think you’re pretty smart, don’t you 
Ben?”

The portly announcer stared at 
him. “What’s the matter with you, 
kid? Are you nuts?”

“ You loused me up on my lines,” 
Joe gritted at the startled announcer. 
I ’m wise to you, Ben. Try in’ to 
make me look bad. I ’m onto your 
game. You never did like me, did 
you?”

“ Kid,” Ben Barlow said smoothly, 
trying to put a pudgy hand across 
Joe’s shoulders and steer him o ff 
stage, away from the startled eyes 
o f the studio audience, “you’re kind 
o f mixed up. You—”

“ Take your hands o ff m e!” Joe 
said. He had the gun out of his 
pocket. “ I don’t like you either, Ben. 
You know why?” he said, pointing 
the gun right at the popeyed an
nouncer. “ You look like a Kraut. 
That’s what you look like to me, a 
Kraut.”

“ Kid, kid,”  Barlow said weakly. 
“Take it easy. You’re upset. You—”

“ Shut up,”  Joe said. He heard 
stealthy footsteps behind him and 
wheeled to see Alec Thornbush 
sneaking up on him. “ Back o ff,”  Joe 
grated, “before I have to plug some
body with this thing. It's been a 
long time, but I guess I still have 
the knack o f it.”

Alec Thornbush stood still, not 
breathing. He appeared to have lost 
all desire to play the hero.

JOE H ALF-RAN from the tele
vision stage, brandishing the 

gun with the air of a man who itched 
to kill somebody with it. He raced 
toward the hallway. The receptionist 
stared at him. She wore glasses. 

“ W hy, Mr. Burton—”
“ Baby, give me those glasses.”

“ Whatever—*
“The glasses, baby. The glasses.*
He let her see the gun. She seemed 

to freeze for a moment. Slowly, like 
a person confronting a deadly 
snake, she slipped the glasses o ff and 
handed them to him.

On the way out of the reception 
room he paused beside a coat-and-hat 
rack long enough to appropriate a 
tan coat and a tan hat to match it- 
He ran out into the hallway just as 
Jimmy stopped at that floor with 
the number five elevator.

A man started to step out, but 
backed up quickly, staring at the 
gun Joe brandished. Joe followed 
him into the elevator, pointed the 
gun at Jimmy, and said, “ Take her 
down a floor or two, kid.”

“ Hey,”  the kid gulped. “ What 
kind of a gag is this, Mr. Burton? 
That thing looks real. Quit pointing 
it—”

“ Let’s go down a floor or two 
Jimmy. Nice and easy.”

“ But—”
“ You heard me all right, didn’t 

you, Jimmy?” Joe asked.
Jimmy looked at the gun. Jimmy 

said, “ Yes, sir. Okay, Mr. Burton, 
Down, nice and easy.”

“Look here,”  snapped the man Joe 
had backed into the elevator, “you 
can’t—”

He was a portly, red-faced man 
with an officious manner. Joe 
pointed the gun at him and said, 
“ Shut up, please.”

The man gulped. His mouth closed 
and he was sullenly silent.

“ Stop here, between floors,”  Joe 
suggested. “ W e’ll sit awhile, Jimmy.”

“ Okay, Mr. Burton,” the kid said 
placatingly. He stopped and they 
stood quietly in the motionless eleva
tor for perhaps three minutes. The 
portly man’s face grew increasingly 
sullen, but he didn’t say anything.

“ All right,”  Joe said. “ Street level, 
Jimmy.”

The kid took him down. He 
walked out into the tiled corridor, 
with the glasses in place over his 
eyes, the hatbrim turned down over 
his brow, the gun in his hand hidden 
under the topcoat he had borrowed.
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THE MAN came over from the 
other side of the newsstand and 

s t o o d  nonchalantly beside him. 
Jimmy had hurriedly closed the door 
o f the elevator behind Joe, taking 
his important passenger up where 
he’d intended to go in the first place.

The man said, close to Joe’s ear, 
"Pal, you should’ve known better/' 
His voice was almost plaintive.

“ It’s in my blood,”  Joe said. “ I 
Just had to do it.”

“ What’s the gag with the glasses? 
And that hat you’re wearing. It don’t 
even fit you, p a l... Walk, friend. 
I ’m focused on you.”

“ You’re taking a chance, aren’t 
you?” Joe stalled, and he was 
wondering how long it would take 
them to get here. A phone call from 
up above there shouldn’t take more 
than a matter of seconds, and the 
cops had radios in all their prowl 
cars, didn’t they? A guy gone ber
serk, with a gun in his hand, should 
rate faster action than he seemed 
to be getting. “ You can’t get away 
with this,”  he said.

“ Walk, pal.”
“ Maybe I called in the cops. Maybe 

they’ve got the building staked out.” 
“ Walk.”
“ Maybe I don’t even walk. Then 

what ?”
“ You’re makin’ me nervous, Cateri- 

sano. Walk.”
Behind them, an elevator’s doors 

opened, and passengers disgorged 
from it. “There he is,”  somebody 
said, and some of the hardier souls 
edged carefully across the tiles 
toward Joe and his nameless com
panion.

“ W  h i c h one?” somebody was 
gasping. “ Which one is Burton?” 

“ Pal,” the man hissed at Joe’s ear, 
“ you been up to something. I—”  

The first cop came in then. He 
must have been ah excitable rookie. 
He came barging in with his gun 
out, just asking for trouble from an 
armed man gone berserk.

The man at Joe’s side swore gut- 
terally and shot through his coat 
pocket The cop groaned and went 
down, Joe knew he was almost cer
tainly next in line for it, and he 
a c t e d  upon instincts developed 
during his hitch in the Army. He

shot the man, his gtm still hidden 
under the topcoat draped over his 
right arm.

He hit his man in the chest, mind
ful of the crowd in the corridor, of 
the very real danger to all those 
present. The man went down like a 
stone, coughing and gasping, Joe 
kicked the gun out of his fingers, 
dropped his own gun, and the tan 
coat he had used to conceal its pres
ence, and lifted his hands high as 
more of the cops spilled into the 
building.

LL RIGHT,”  the chief said, 
disgruntled. “ I guess I owe 

you an apology, kid. That dumb 
rookie, O’Hara, will live, and it could 
be he owes his life to you. The 
corpse could be your twin brother, so 
that proves you were telling me a 
straight story.”

“ Who was he?” Joe asked.
“ John Davis,”  the chief sighed. 

“Accordin’ to the identification card 
in his wallet. We got nothing in our 
records to tab him, and that checks 
with the story you said he told you. 
One of those smarties. A top oper
ator, but working alone. I guess you 
did the public a service when you 
plugged him,” the chief admitted, 
somewhat grudgingly, it seemed to 
Joe. “ But did you have to be so 
melodramatic about it? Where was 
the need of staging that nut act, up 
in the studio?”

“You wouldn’t listen to me,” Joe 
grinned. “ I had to do something, 
drastic. You put the bug in my 
bonnet, Chief, I really ought to 
thank you for that.”

“ Don’t thank me for nothing,”  the 
chief snapped. “ I still don’t like 
crooners.”

“ Well, thanks for the publicity, 
anyway,”  Joe grinned. “ I ’ ll get a big 
play from the papers, on this. And 
a sponsor, if I know the radio busi
ness. Be seeing you on your T V  set, 
Chief.”

He turned his back on the chief, 
who was muttering into the mangled 
stogie, and went out to his car. He 
drove pretty fast, on the way out to 
Jersey. Marie would be waiting up, 
to hear all about it, and they always 
garbled things on those newscasts.



THIS SIDE
By JOHN LADD

T HE LONG, sleek limousine 
rolled slowly to a halt in
front of the First Farmers

Bank of New Albany, Indiana. The 
liveried Negro chauffeur started to 
turn o ff  the ignition when a sharp, 
thin voice from the rear seat froze
his hand. “ Leave her running,
George.”

“ Y-yes, suh!”
“ Get out and go into the bank—

slowly! I ’ll be right in back of you. 
Understand?”

“ Yes, suh. I—I understand."
George’s face was a little pale as 

he got out of the car and walked 
slowly, as directed, through the 
door o f the bank. Though there was 
a cool breeze, sweat beaded his fore
head.

Behind him the expensive car 
disgorged incongruously a stocky

There’s no glamour in crime, particularly when a six
teen-year old kid turns bank-bandit and killer. A true 

story o f a boy whom no one ever loved. . .
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kid, not over sixteen, his cheap 
checked suit tightly buttoned and 
his cap peaked down to shade his 
face. Both his hands dug deep in 
the pockets of his coat.

There were few passersby on 
Main Street that afternoon in 1948, 
and they paid no attention to the 
chauffeur or the youth who fol
lowed him. Within the bank, the 
tellers were beginning to lounge. It 
was near closing time. The bank 
guard leaned his elbow contempla
tively on the grilled window behind 
which Henry Green was counting 
his money. Mr. Smythe, gray-haired 
president of the bank, placed a 
paper weight carefully on the report 
he had been reading, and got up 
from behind his desk., He had an 
appointment to play golf.

Horton, the guard, turned as he 
heard the bank door open. George, 
the chauffeur, entered.

“ Hello, George,”  grinned Horton. 
“ You almost didn’t make it; bank’s 
getting ready to close.”  Everyone 
knew George. He chauffeured for 
Mr. Jones, owner of the big steel 
mill over in Louisville, just across 
the river.

But George didn’t answer with 
his usual ready smile. His face was 
rigid, imploring; he moved forward 
stiffly as though propelled irresist
ibly from behind.

“ What’s wrong?” demanded the 
guard in surprise. Then: “ H ey!”

The stocky kid had swung sud
denly into view. The cap' was low 
over his eyes. A gun thrust for
ward in his hand. “ Up with your 
hands, you blankety-blank soandso!” 
he said in a high, bleak voice. “ If 
you make a move, I ’ll drill you, so 
help me.”

Horton’s fingers dropped away 
from his holster; his arms lifted 
slowly.

“ And the rest of you,”  snarled 
the kid. “ Stand still and shut up. 
Where’s Smythe, the president of 
this bank?”

Mr. Smythe stood at his desk. He 
held himself carefully. “ I ’m Mr. 
Smythe,”  he said; “ if you think you 
can hold up this bank you’re—”

“ Shut up! Turn around and open 
that safe in back of you.”

“ Look here, you can’t—”
“ Open that safe.”
Smythe braced himself. “ I won’t,”  

he said.
The kid fired. Sharp sound filled 

the bank. Smythe jerked forward, 
staggered and fell headlong.

Horton gasped, dropped his right 
arm swiftly in a desperate attempt 
for his gun. The kid swerved; sound 
again blasted the walls. The guard’s 
fingers uncurled, and the half- 
drawn gun dropped with a clatter 
to the floor. He followed it, shud
dered and lay still.

But even as the reverberation of 
gunfire echoed from the marble, a 
new sound blasted with insistent 
clamor. The urgent shout of the 
alarm bell.

The kid shoved his . gun at the 
frightened teller. “ You lousy son,” 
he screamed. “You asked for it.”  A 
single shot pierced the stridency of 
the alarm. Henry Green, his foot 
still on the buzzer, crumpled out of 
sight.

The kid backed toward the door, 
the smoking pistol covering his re
treat. “ You!”  he stabbed at George. 
“ Get the hell out there into the car. 
And no funny work. Understand?” 

“ I— I understand.” Ashen-faced, 
the breath sobbing in his lungs, the 
chauffeur stumbled out into the 
light.

The gunman waited until he 
heard him open the car door. Then 
he spun around, raced for the li
mousine, flung himself into the 
back seat. “ Drive like hell! I’ll tell 
you where to go.”

Behind him was a shambles; 
three dead men, panic and the 
senseless clangor of the alarm.

A L ARONSON, ace reporter of 
the Louisville Courier Jour

nal, bent over the dying man. It 
was hard to hear his words. His 
chest, swathed in bandages to hide 
the gaping wound and keep the 
ebbing life within a little longer, 
rose and fell in labored spasms.
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The hospital nurse said: •‘You two 
will have to be brief; talking isn’t 
good for him.”

Lt. Dave Hunt o f the New Albany 
police said gru ffly : “ W e gotta get 
the facts, sister. Go ahead, Al. See 
if  you can make out what he’s 
saying.”

Al bent even closer. His voice 
was gentle, sympathetic. “This is 
tough on you, George, but it’s im
portant. Do you think you’ll be able 
to tell me the story?”

The wounded man opened his 
eyes, tried to gather his strength. 
“ I ’ve got to, Mr. Aronson,” he whis
pered. “The killer—he's only a 
kid—but he’s killed four men and—”

“ Three, George.”
A sad smile flitted over the 

Negro’s drawn face. “ Four, Mr. 
Aronson,” he corrected. “ I know I’m 
through. But— I was waiting over in 
Louisville to pick up my boss when 
this kid puts a gun to me, an’ makes 
me drive him over the bridge to New 
Albany. When we came to the 
bank—”

A shudder coursed through the 
dying man. He shut his eyes.

“ Save your strength,” said Aron
son. “ W e know that part; what hap
pened after?”

“ That kid was mad—mean mad 
when we got back in the car. I ’ve 
heard cursing before, but never like 
that. He was filthy-mouthed. Cursed 
the men he’d killed, cursed the alarm 
system, cursed me. And in between 
curses he kept directing me—turn 
down First Street, then into Cran
berry, left on Lake.”

Aronson nodded. “Knew the town, 
eh, George?”

“ Yes, suh. He sure did. I was 
scared silly, but I tried ta fool him. 
Kept making mistakes, twisted wrong, 
tried to get him in front o f the police 
station. I ’xpected to smash the car 
and yell for help, but—”

“ He knew better,” Aronson inter
jected softly.

George stared up at the reporter, 
his face sweating with the memory. 
“ Knew every twist an’ turn like he’d 
lived here all his life. Pushed his 
gun in my back, swore he’d blow me 
ta hell. Landed me in an alley on

the river front where no one was. 
Got out, turned, pointed that gun at 
me, said with a nasty grin: ‘Only 
one way ta keep your mouth shut,’ 
and pulled the trigger. Next thing I 
know, I’m here and—”

He was going to die. George knew 
it as well as Al Aronson, Lt. Hunt, 
the nurse, the doctors, and every
body.

Poor fellow, thought Aronson. No 
use trying to tell him he's going to 
be better. Aloud he said: “What did 
he look like, George?”

“ A heavy, tough kid— ’bout seven
teen, I ’d say—and ’bout five eight or 
nine. Wore a checked, tight suit o ’ 
that loud green, and a cap. Couldn’t 
see much o f his face; had his cap 
down too far; but he was full o’ 
pimples. Had a tough kid’s voice; the 
filthiest I ever did hear.”

Aronson straightened w e a r i l y .  
“ That’s fine, George. Now, unless Lt. 
Hunt wants to ask you some more, 
just relax.”

Hunt set his jaw. “ Just a couple 
o’ questions, George. In the first 
place—”

The chauffeur seemed to slump 
underneath the bedclothes. His eyes 
were fixed on Hunt, but they were 
blank.

“ Save your question, Hunt,”  said 
Aronson. “ George will never answer 
it.”

LT. HUNT chewed angrily on his 
cigar. “ Stop trying to ride me, 

Aronson,” he exploded. “ I’m telling 
you for the last time that killer was 
no local kid. I know every last hood
lum in town, and this punk doesn’t 
fit in. He’s an outsider.”

Aronson leaned forward earnestly. 
“ But,”  he protested, “ you heard 
George say that kid knew the back 
alleys here better than he did.”

“ So what? He could of come here 
a day before and studied the place. 
Why, for instance, would a local 
boy have to go over to Louisville to 
grab a car and bring it all the way 
here? Does that make sense?”

“ It does sound screwy,” Aronson 
admitted*
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"Okay, then. And don’t you go 
writing articles in your paper to the 
contrary, if you want the run o f this 
place, either.”

•

A1 Aronson was riding his hunch
es, and the hunch o f George, the 
dead chauffeur.

George had been sure the killer was 
a local boy. Yet Hunt was a damned 
good cop, and if he said that there 
wasn’t a hoodlum in New Albany 
who fit the description he was prob
ably right.

A1 Aronson disconsolately got into 
his car. He’d have to get back to 
the paper and write a story. Except 
it won't be a story, he thought dis
gustedly. It'll be a rehash. KILLER  
STILL ON THE LOOSE . NO 
CLUES. The newspaperman in him 
revolted at the thought of dishing 
out yesterday’s warmed-over news.

Then an idea hit him! He heeled 
the car around in a screaming U-turn 
and went racing back to New Albany. 
He had an angle—not a very con
vincing one yet—but at least it ex
plained how Lt. Hunt and the chauf
feur could both be right. Maybe the 
kid had once lived in town, but had 
moved.

Pulling up at the first gas sta
tion, Aronson went into a huddle 
with a telephone book, and came out 
with the names and addresses o f the 
six moving companies in town.

He started making the rounds, 
interviewing the driver of every 
moving van. They listened to his 
description; then shook their heads. 
"Sorry, Buddy. I f  I ever saw him, I 
don’t remember.”

Aronson began to feel his job was 
futile. There was so little to go on. 
But he wouldn’t give up. Then—he 
struck pay dirt!

A mover named Davis said, "A  
mean kid, dark haired, pimples? A 
real low-down mean kid? Yeah, I 
remember him, all right; I ’ll never 
forget the dirty little rat.”

"W hen did you move him?” A1 
asked.

"Must have been about a year ago. 
But I remember him good. Frankie

Benson was his moniker. I moved 
him and his old man. The kid said 
he’d help me with a crate—a big 
crate—kind of a piano crate, but no 
piano in it. When we had it up, he 
let go his end. Near busted my back. 
He started cussing me. Filthiest 
mouth I ever heard. I grabbed the 
punk and almost slugged him. Then 
I remembered he was just a kid, so 
I let him go. And when I turned 
around, he threw a hammer at me. 
Lucky his aim wasn’t too good. It 
missed my head, but near tore o ff my 
ear; here, I ’ll show you the scar. 
They had to put three stitches in it. 
I woulda torn him apart if I got 
my hands on him, but he ran away, 
and I never saw him again.”

*

THREE HOURS later A1 Aron
son made his way down a dirty, 

ramshackle street in Louisville,  ̂to 
the address Davis had given him. 
He surveyed the pait-peeled, two 
room structure in the small, littered 
yard.

I  should have gotten Hunt to come 
along, he thought. W ish I  at least 
had a gun with me. W ell, here goes.

He crossed the street, now growing 
dark, and peered into the unlit front 
room. No one there. He made his 
way to the back o f the house. 
Through a rear window he saw a 
stoop-shouldered, gray-haired man 
puttering around a stove. Apparently 
Frankie wasn’t at home.

Aronson knocked on the door and 
introduced himself to Mr. Benson. 
He started telling the story, just the 
way it happened, carefully watching 
the old man’s face. Before the re
porter was halfway through, the man 
suddenly burst out, "Don’t tell me 
no more; I don’t want to hear it. 
It’s him, all right. I knew something 
like this would happen. Four men 
killed! Oh, my God! It’s my fault, I 
guess. He was bad all the way 
through, but what could I do?” The 
man’s voice was taking on a hyster
ical note.

The newspaperman helped the 
shaking old man to a chair; tried 
to quiet him. "A ll right* Mr. Ben
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son, why don't you tell me the whole 
thing?”

And then the flood gates opened. 
Benson poured out his story in a 
rush of words, as though something 
stored within him for years had now 
reached the bursting point.

It wasn’t a particularly n e w  
story—not much different from 
dozens Aronson had written about— 
except its fateful climax. It was the 
story of a kid reared in the slums— 
a mother who died when the child 
was very young, and who hadn’t 
cared what happened to him before 
that. A father who worked out of 
town, and saw him only a couple of 
hours on weekends. Frankie Ben
son had lived in the streets, almost 
like a wild animal, prowling back 
alleys for food, hanging around pool 
halls, bullying the smaller animals 
o f the jungle he lived in and 
running from the larger ones; re
jected and scorned by the decent 
elements of society, and nursing an 
ever-growing hatred. He had stolen, 
gone to reform school, and come 
out all the worse.

“ At first I thought he was just 
wild, like kids get sometimes,”  the 
old man said hoarsely. “ But then, 
when he was only thirteen, he started 
stealing. That’s when I knew he was 
bad. And I knew then that he’d end 
up rotten, that something like this 
would happen.”

Condemned at t h i r t e e n !  A1 
thought bitterly. The kid never had 
a chance! His mind flashed back on 
his own boyhood. Thirteen—that was 
the year he was confirmed. He re
called that day in the synagogue— 
the joy  and the warmth o f it, sur
rounded by loving parents, relatives, 
friends, teachers. A kid needs peo
ple to love him, he said to himself. 
People rooting for him. Frankie nev
er had anybody on his side.

“ He used to hit me,”  Benson went 
on in a voice that was now half 
sobbing. “ His own father. I was 
afraid even to talk to him. I ’d ask 
him to do something, he’d knock me 
down. Once when he was out in the 
box I yelled for him to come in to 
eat. He nearly choked me to death— 
said he’d kill me if I ever bothered

him when he was busy with the 
box.”

Aronson leaned over and said 
softly, “ What box, Mr. Benson?”  

“ It was a piano crate, I don’t 
know where he got it; he brought it 
home one day, years ago. He fixed it 
up and would stay in it. Sometimes 
almost a whole day. Like he was 
hiding from the world. It used to be 
sort of a game, I think—like most 
kids would use a tent. But then he’d 
shut himself in and hide. I don’t 
know from what.”

“ Where’s the box now?”
“ I shipped it out, like he told me.”  
Aronson leaned forward. “ When 

did he tell you? When did you ship 
it? Where did you ship it?”

The old man thought for a 
moment. “ Day before yesterday, That 
musta been the day those men were 
killed. He gave me some money, and 
said I should ship the crate to Knox
ville. No address, just Railway Ex
press, in Knoxville. He said I ’d 
better do it the next day, or he’d 
take care of me. So that’s what I 
did. I sent it to Knoxville.”

“ Have you seen Frankie since?”  
“ No.”
“ Do you have a receipt for the 

box?”
“ Yes. I ’ll get it.”
Benson reached into a drawer in 

the kitchen table, brought out a 
couple of scraps' o f paper. He gave 
the receipt to Aronson, and then 
stood studying a dirty piece of note 
paper in his hand. “ I found this on 
the table that night, after he told 
me about sending the box. I— I didn’t 
know what he meant then.”

Aronson took the note from his 
fingers, and read the child-like 
scrawl. Stop me, please, before I  do 
it again.

The old man looked entreatingly at 
the reporter. “ Before he does it 
again! Oh, stop him! Stop him!” 

Aronson’s lips tightened. He took 
the receipt and headed for the door. 
“ I ’ll try.”

I N TH E quiet of the darkened 
wareuouse, Lt. Hunt flashed his
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light along the rows of high-piled 
crates, trunks and boxes.

“ I must be crazy,”  he said to A1 
Aronson, “ letting you drag me out 
of bed to chase an old piano crate 
down to Knoxville. It would be d if
ferent if he had gotten away with 
the bank robbery—maybe he’d have 
the dough in the crate. But he didn’t 
get a dime. We could have had the 
Knoxville police pick him up when
ever he calls for the box. I don’t 
know what you expect to find inside 
of it, or what the big hurry is?”  .

“ Not so loud,”  whispered Aronson. 
“The warehouseman said it would 
be somewhere in this corner.”

“ What are you whispering for?”  
the Lieutenant demanded.

“ W e don’t want to warn the kid 
we’re coming.”

“What makes you think the kid 
is here in the warehouse? How 
could he get in? It’s locked and 
guarded.”

“ He’s in the piano crate; he was 
shipped in it from Louisville.”

“You’re crazy!”
“ You’ll see. Flash your light 

around.”
The circle of yellow light moved 

slowly down the row until it came 
to one larger than the rest.

“The piano crate!” A1 said. He 
checked the markings on the box. 
“This is it, all right.” Then he 
pointed to a series of round holes 
bored in the side of the box.

“ Just as I thought,” he whispered. 
“Air holes.”

Hunt swore under his breath; drew 
his gun.

A1 called out, “ Okay, Frankie, 
we’ve got you covered. Come on out 
of the box.”

No answer.
Aronson motioned for Hunt to 

take cover. He himself stepped be
hind a large trunk, said loudly, 
“ Okay, Hunt, let’s roll this lousy 
crate over on its side.”

Two shots splintered holes in the 
box. A hysterical voice called, “ Stay 
away from me, you lousy bums. I ’ll 
kill you! I ’ll kill you!”

“ Be sensible, Kid,” the reporter 
called. “ You can’t hit us because 
you can’t see us. But we can fill that 
box of yours full of lead; we can

put more holes in it than a sieve. 
Come on out and give yourself up.”  

An obscene curse was the only 
answer, and a third shot crashed 
wood and spanged into a metal drum. 
“ Show him we mean business, Lieu
tenant,” A1 said.

The detective fired a shot through 
the upper corner of the box.

“ Next one goes right through the 
middle,”  Aronson called out. “ What 
do you say, Frankie?”

There was a moment of silence, 
then a muffled sob, and the side of 
the case swung slowly back on its 
hinges.

Frankie Benson came out with 
his hands raised, crying. “ W hy did 
I do it?” he sobbed over and over 
again. “Tell me why I did it. W hy?” 

Lieutenant Hunt examined the 
piano crate; said, “ Hey, Al, he really 
had this thing rigged up—a pullman 
bunk, three pistols, water bottles, 
cans of food—and straps to hold 
everything in place. You ought to 
get a photographer down here. It 
will make a swell picture. You’ve got 
a great story—the story of the year.” 

But Al Aronson was staring at the 
snivelling kid in front of him, still 
sobbing, “ W hy did I do it? W hy? 
W hy? W hy?” The sneering, ruth
less killer who had coldly murdered 
four men without the slightest com
punction was now just a scared, 
pimply-faced 16-year-old boy, all 
mixed up.

And Al knew that the story he 
would write, the story that would 
command banner headlines on the 
front page, would not really be the 
main story. The important story was 
the one that would answer Frankie 
Benson’s plantive entreaty—“ W hy?” 

And that, Al thought sadly, was 
an answer he didn’t know—a story 
that would never be written.

For the Inside Fact Story
don’t miss: COPS ARE ALSO
PEOPLE, by Tom Thursday. You’ll 
find the latest of this series in the 
August
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Double-Crosser

It Denny Stare coaid get oat 
fast, he’d have a small fortune 
In jewelry. And one of Ace A f- 
new’s boys would take the rap 
tar the murder Benn/’d gnhtm- 
tionatly commit ted; he’d covered 
himself that far, when he planted 
the evidence at the scene of what 
he’d meant only to be a robbery..

OBODY aaw Danny Blure 
enter the apartment bouse; he 
had darted into the alley and 

gone to the service entrance. By 
lucky chance, he found the service 
hall empty. He entered the elevator, 
closed the door, and punched the but
ton for a stop at the fourth floor. 
Danny’s bachelor suite was cm the 
fifth.

He would have had a story ready, if 
seen, but it was better that be did 
not have to use it. When he got his 
bag packed now, he could go down 
in the service elevator; if be met the
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janitor Danny would toss o ff a re
mark about wanting to cut through 
the allq^ because he was in a hurry.

The janitor would not think the 
move unusual. Danny Blure had been 
a tenant for more than three years, 
had always paid rent on time, and 
tipped generously. The janitor would 
not think he was skipping with a few 
clothes and leaving an unpaid bill.

But that was what he would be 
doing—skipping. Not from an unpaid 
rent bill. He would be skipping from 
the menace o f violent death which 
now hovered over him and seemed to 
press him down with an overpower
ing weight.

The elevator stopped at the 
floor. Danny tried to compose him
self before opening the door. He 
might encounter someone here, 
though this was an hour when the 
maids would have their regular tasks 
done and be gone. He took a deep 
breath in an effort to control his 
trembling, tried to wipe the set look 
of a man in terror out of his face.

Nobody was in the little service 
hall. Danny went quickly and almost 
silently up the rear stairs to the 
fifth floor. Nobody was there. He 
peered along the hallway at the door 
of his own apartment; he gave a 
sigh of relief when he saw the hall
way was empty.

So far, he was safe. Now he would 
hurry into his apartment and lock the 
door. He would pack swiftly, get 
down in the service elevator, walk 
out of the apartment house—and dis
appear. It would be dusk when he 
emerged, the best hour for safety.

Danny got his door key out of his 
pocket to have it ready, for he did 
not want to linger in the . hallway a 
second more than necessary; one of 
Fox Agnew’s killers might spot him. 
One o f those hopped-up, cold-blooded, 
inhuman trigger-men might sneer at 
him and begin emptying an automatic 
into his body.

His hands were clammy as he 
hurried along the corridor. He was 
licking at lips dried by the heat of 
terror. Like .a wild animal, Danny 
flinched at the slightest sound that 
might warn of danger.

TO §7H Y  HAD he done it? Why had
w v  he tried to go it alone? He 

might have known that Fox and the 
gang would suspect him some day, 
prove his guilt to their satisfaction, 
give him a facetious warning, then 
blast life out of his body.

He didn’t believe Fox Agnew knew 
of the little apartment he had here; 
Danny had two homes. One was in an 
apartment house in another section 
of the city, a place where men and 
women came and went much as they 
pleased. This one was an ultra-re
spectable place; it was the address on 
the books of the firm for which 
Danny worked.

In both places, he was known as a 
salesman of women’s expensive lin
gerie, which he was, really. Danny 
worked under his own name. His 
commissions gave him a splendid 
living, for the goods he sold were 
fashionable, exclusive fine merchan
dise at high prices. His clientele was 
composed of young women of fashion 
and social position and wealth, and 
older women with wealth enough to 
ape the younger women’s ways. And 
the firm for which he worked was an 
importing company of high integrity.

Danny called on these women by 
request, after their interest had been 
solicited by the firm itself. He was 
tall, and women called him handsome. 
He had a low, well-modulated voice 
that aroused thoughts of romance in 
women; they bought double when 
Danny Blure showed them his 
samples.

They did not know, nor did his 
firm, that Blure had a side-line 
which netted him far more than his 
honest commissions, and which, for 
obvious reasons, was not revealed on 
his income tax report.

Two years before, he had made the 
acquaintance of Fox Agnew, believ
ing it accidental and not knowing 
it had been contrived cleverly by Fox. 
Agnew and his boys were well known 
to the police; occasionally one of his 
boys was caught wrong, and even 
Fox’s expensive mouthpiece could not 
save him. But Fox himself always 
escaped; the police knew, but could 
not prove.

Danny Blure’s acquaintance with 
Fox had resulted in a deal. Danny
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w anted  m on ey , and p len ty  o f  it. H e  
w o rk e d  in an atm osphere o f  wealth , 
and the o d o r  o f  it was in his n os 
trils. T h ese  w ea lth y  w om en  to  w h om  
he so ld  l in ger ie  . . .  w om en  w ith  f o r 
tunes in jew e ls ,  p er fu m e at a do llar 
a drop , w ith  g o w n s  and hats bearing 
Paris  labels, s i l ly  w om en  toss ing  
m on ey  a rou n d ! T h e ir  m en w ith  club 
m em bersh ips and yachts  and seats on 
the E x c h a n g e !  W h y  should  they  have 
so m u ch  and B lu re  so l i t t le ?

F o x  A g n e w  had w h isp ered  to him  
h ow  he co u ld  get an abundance o f  
m on ey  easily , and w ith ou t  danger to  
h im self.  H e  had o n ly  to  keep his eyes 
open  in the houses and apartm ents he 
v is ited  on business. H e  had o n ly  to 
rep ort  certa in  th ings  to F o x — w h ere  
je w e ls  w ere  k e p t ;  h ow  room s w ere  
a rra n ged ; the num ber and habits o f  
servants— things  l ik e  that.

F o x  had his w o r k in g  gang, both  
men and w om en , and th ey  w o u ld  do 
the rest. T h e y  w o u ld  f o l l o w  up D a n 
n y ’ s re layed  in fo rm ation  b y  m aking 
a raid. Som etim es  it w o u ld  be o n ly  a 
passkey  jo b ,  and at o ther  tim es a 
party  s tickup . A n d  D an ny  w ou ld  get 
his percentage  in a w a y  that w o u ld  
not  incrim inate him.

So D a n n y  B lure  becam e associated  
w ith  the F o x  A g n e w  gang.

I T  H A D  paid  h im  w e l l  fro m  the 
start. H e  k ept his cr im inal s id e 

l ine independen t o f  h is  regu lar  bus
iness. H e  con t in u ed  to  turn in m ore  
orders  and bu ild  up his leg it im ate  
com m issions . T h e  m ore  p laces o f  
w ealth  to w h ich  he ga ined  an entree, 
the m ere  valuable  in fo rm ation  he had 
to  send to A g n e w .

B u t  D a n n y  B lu re  was o f  the never- 
satis fied  type. W h y  take a small per
centage  w hen  he cou ld  get  it a ll?  H e  
had d ec id ed  that in som e cases the 
danger w o u ld  be sm all ;  he w o u ld n ’t 
t r y  to  sever relations w ith  F o x  A g 
new , f o r  that w o u ld  inv ite  su sp ic ion  
and p oss ib ly  disaster. B u t  he cou ld  
g o  it a lone occas ion a l ly ,  take on  an
other side-line.

In a clever hiding place in this 
bachelor suite of his in a respectable 
building, he had all the money Agnew 
had given him. Danny had not spent 
or flashed itj he had sense enough to

l ive  w e l l  w ith in  his leg it im ate  in 
com e, so any invest igation— if  it ever 
came to  that— w o u ld  reveal n oth in g  
susp ic ious .

H e  w anted  to amass a b ig  stake, so 
he co u ld  g o  away to som e place 
w h ere  he was not  k n ow n  and live like 
a y o u n g  prince  fo r  a time. H e  had a 
v is ion  o f  m arry in g  som e r ich  w om an 
and hav ing it easy the rem ainder o f  
his l ife .

F c x  A g n e w , B lure  fe lt  sure, was 
a man w h o  cou ld  not  be f o o le d  l o n g ;  
F o x  w ou ld  con s ider  any  outs ide  
m oves to be rank treason, and w o u ld  
send his b oys  to  exact a terrible  pun
ishment. So there rem ained fo r  D an
n y  the necess ity  fo r  m akin g  one  b ig  
haul. H e  decided  he w o u ld  w o r k  
tow ard  that end, w o u ld  put the lo o t  
into his h id in g  p lace  w ith  the m on ey  
A g n e w  had g iven  him  fro m  time to 
time, and w h ich  he had not  banked—  
rem em berin g  the incom e tax report.

T h en , he w o u ld  g o  on as usual 
f o r  a time, and f in a l ly  disappear, 
m arket his loot, and travel. H e  w o u ld  
be smart.

W it h o u t  doubt, the p o l ice  w ere  
con t in u a lly  w a tch in g  F o x  and his 
associates. T h e y  m ig h t  p oss ib ly  have 
the idea that the A g n e w  g a n g  was 
resp on sib le  fo r  a wave o f  je w e l  
th e fts  and party  ho ldups . A s  .a fa re 
w e l l  gesture, then, D a n n y  w o u ld  pin  
his cr im e on one o f  the A g n e w  gang, 
and keep h im se lf  in the clear.

H e  had con tacted  F o x  A g n e w  o n ly  
b y  te lephone  s ince  their deal, and his  
percentages  had been de livered  to 
him  in cash, small bills, b y  a c lever  
m ethod . T h e re  was n o th in g  to l ink  
him  to  the gang.

TH E  G O - B E T W E E N  F o x  had 
con ta ct  him  at times m et D a n n y  

in a cafe . T h e  g o -be tw een  was ner
vous, and as they talked and the m o n 
e y  was s lipped  to  D anny , the n ervous  
g o -b e tw e e n  pared his nails w ith  a  
l it t le  g o ld  knife.

When they parted, the go-betweea 
was careless enough to leave the 
knife on the table. Danny had been 
watching for such a chance; he 
picked the knife up carefully witk
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his handkerchief and put it into his 
pocket.

Now he was all set for the big 
knock-off. He had spotted his pros
pective victim. She was a Mrs. Ma
tilda Doring, a silly old woman who 
lived with a gadding niece, who left 
jewels scattered around, who ogled 
him and sent for him repeatedly.
, Danny had been in the apartment 
so much that he knew it as well as 
the servants, who were two maids. 
He knew the servants* day o ff duty. 
And he knew that Mrs. Doring was 
half wrecked by arthritis and had 
cancelled all social engagements 
while under medical treatment.

The right moment came. The niece 
was away for the weekend; Mrs. Dor
ing would be alone on her servant’s 
night off. Danny knew how to get 
into the apartment with small risk o f 
being seen.

He had clothing he had purchased 
at a second-hand store, the sort he 
never wore. He had a close-fitting 
reddish wig which would show be
neath the brim of his hat. He had a 
thick handkerchief made into a mask, 
with small holes for the eyes.

It had not been difficult to get to 
the door of her apartment and ring 
without being seen. As Mrs. Doring 
came slowly to the door, shuffling 
like a half-crippled person, Blure 
slipped the mask up over his face. 
When she pulled the door open, she 
saw the masked man holding a gun 
that menaced her.

Danny was inside and had a hand 
clapped over her mouth before she 
could scream. He kicked the door 
shut behind him and heard the latch- 
lock snap into place. He thrust Mrs. 
Doring into her chair and stood be
fore her, his eyes blazing, using a 
voice not his natural own when he 
spoke: “ Get me your jewels and mon
ey—quick! Hand ’em over to me, 
lady! You want to go on livin’, don’t 
you?”

Trembling and on the verge of 
collapse, Mrs. Doring opened a wall 
safe in her bedchamber and let Dan
ny help himself to jewels and money. 
He thrust the loot into a coat pocket 
and ordered Mrs. Doring back into 
the living room o f the apartment.

It had been easy, he was thinking; 
now he had only to get out o f the 
place and away without being seen. 
The apartment was on the second 
floor on the side of the building. 
Danny had come up a fire escape 
that extended entirely to the ground, 
and from the fire escape had walked 
into the hall and to the apartment’s 
front door. He would leave by the 
same route.

He compelled Mrs. Doring to sit 
in the chair again. “ I’ll have to tie 
and gag you, ma’am,” Danny told 
her, in the false voice he was using.

That frightened her more than 
what had happened already. Her voice 
was raised in alarmed protest: “ No— 
not that— !”

The sound o f her shrill voice 
brought terror to Danny. In a frenzy 
o f fear at’ discovery, he struck once 
with the gun to silence her, struck 
her on the side o f the head. Mrs. 
Doring toppled o ff  the chair to the 
floor and sprawled.

Danny whirled toward the door, 
listened there a moment, heard no 
sound in the hall. He stepped back 
and took the gold knife from his 
pocket and shook it out of the pro
tecting handkerchief. The finger
prints on it would give the police' a 
lead in the wrong direction, he 
thought.

He opened the door cautiously and 
saw the hallway empty. Removing 
his mask, he closed the door and 
hurried to the fire escape and went 
down it rapidly. In a few minutes he 
was in the clear, a distance down the 
street.

Fear began leaving him. His pock
ets were stuffed with loot, but he 
felt sure that Mrs. Doring had not 
recognized him. The unusual clothes, 
the false voice and wig, had protect
ed him; now, all Blure had to do was 
get home and store his loot in the 
secret hiding place.

THE FOLLOW ING morning, he 
went to work as usual, his nerves 

quiet again. He got his samples and 
a list of prospects the firm furnished 
him, and started out. At a corner 
news stand, he bought a late edition 
o f a morning paper and scanned it
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rapidly as a taxi carried him toward 
his first customer o f the day.

Terror struck him again. He read 
how Mrs. Matilda Doring had 
been found dead by one of the maids. 
She had been killed by a blow on her 
head, the report said; the wall safe in 
her bedchamber was open and emp
ty of jewels and money.

Danny Blure had a sudden attack 
o f nausea. He made a fight to con
trol himself. He feared the taxi 
driver might glance in the rear-vis
ion mirror and see the guilt in his 
face. He tossed the newspaper aside 
as if it had been something impreg
nated with poison.

“ Changed my mind—stop at the 
next corner,”  he told the driver.

The taxi turned in to the curb. 
Danny’s hand was shaking as he paid 
his fare and mumbled something 
about forgetting to attend to an im
portant telephone call. He picked up 
his sample case and walked swiftly 
along a side street.

In a small secluded cafe, he sat at 
a table and ordered a drink, and got 
out his prospect list and pretended to 
be studying it. He wanted time to 
think, to control his attack of ner
vousness. He was a killer! He had 
struck the old lady too hard; theft 
was bad enough, but now he was a 
killer!

He remembered the knife he had 
dropped. The owner o f that knife 
had a police record, and his finger
prints were on file. It wouldn’t take 
the police long to pick him up. He 
would be blamed for robbery and 
not Danny Blure. If the man had 
even a legitimate alibi, the police 
would scoff and say it had been 
arranged in advance.

He, Danny Blure, had nothing to 
fear. The loot was well hidden. He 
would wait for a time, and then quit 
his job and disappear as he had 
planned.

Danny knew he was in no condi
tion to visit prospective customers 
and take orders. He couldn’t keep 
his mind on his work; he wouldn’t 
be able to exert upon women custo
mers the charm that brought him 
success. So he would simply kill the 
day somewhere, he decided, and re

turn to the office with no sales to 
report, as happened occasionally,

W HEN HE did return to the 
office in the evening, he found 

on his desk an office note to call a 
number he did not know. Danny 
called it. But it was not the voice 
of some woman eager to buy lingerie 
that came to him over the wire.

It was the stern voice of Fox Ag- 
new saying, “Listen, D anny!...you  
had to do a double-cross on me, did 
y o u ? ...n o t  satisfied with your per
centage. . .had to try it a lo n e ...” 

“ W h—what— ?” Danny stammered. 
“ Listen to me carefully, Danny. 

The cops picked up one of my boys. 
My mouthpiece has talked to him. 
He’s facing a murder rap, Danny— 
facing the hot seat. You did that; 
he’s a good boy—”

“ I don’t know what you’re talking 
about,”  Danny broke in.

“ Cut that kind of chatter, you punk! 
That knife you planted.. .my boy 
remembered he had left it on the 
cafe table when he parted from you. 
And we’ve been watching you, Dan
ny. W e’ve been a little suspicious of 
you.”

“ But I—I don’t know—”
“ Keep your ears open and your 

your mouth shut, Danny. My boys 
are after you now; you’re going to 
get it, punk! You don’t know when or 
where, but you’ll get it. Maybe you’ll 
see a gun muzzle, and angry eyes 
above it, and that’s the last you’ll 
ever see.”

W ith a trembling hand, Danny re
placed the phone on its cradle as the 
connection was broken. He was 
thankful nobody was near to see 
him, for he knew his face revealed 
his terror. He got out of the office 
and the building, glancing behind 
often, like a fugitive.

There was but one thing for him 
to do n ow ...get home, get the loot, 
get out of town and keep going. He 
could market the jewels sometime in 
the future; he had plenty of cash to 
pay traveling expenses...

•
So here he was safely at homeg
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without having been seen entering. 
He listened at the door of his suite 
as he fumbled with his key. Not the 
least sound came from inside. Per
haps Agnew did not know of Blure’s 
apartment in this respectable house; 
perhaps Fox’s gunmen were watch
ing the other place.

Danny unlocked the door and 
pulled it open, glanced through the 
entry hall quickly, closed the door 
again and stepped into his living 
room.

“ Freeze!”  a low stern voice or
dered.

Danny’s eyes focused on the muz
zle of a gun which seemed to ap
proach him and grow larger in size. 
A touch of light glinted from it. 
Danny’s body seemed suddenly ossi
fied by shock, his mind to stand still 
in its thinking.

He couldn’t take his eyes from 
the gun muzzle. He expected to see 
a spurt of flame and gas through 
which a slug of metal would be 
hurled to tear the life from his body. 
He drew in his breath in a sharp sob.

He raised his eyes slowly, taking 
his sight away from the gun muzzle. 
He looked into another pair of eyes 
that glittered blackly from beneath 
lids almost closed—the eyes of a 
killer. One of Agnew’s boys, he 
thought. Then, Fox must have known 
of his apartment here.

“ Y o u .. .y o u .. , ”  Danny mouthed.
“Take it easy, and be quiet!” the 

man who hel£ the gun cautioned. 
“ You walked in on me, chum; this 
is a stickup.”

“ Stickup— ?” Danny acted like a 
man who did not quite understand.

“That’s right. I came in with my 
little passkey and went through 
your place, and I didn’t find much. 
Years ago, gents had jewelry, but 
now they don’t use it so much. It’s 
tough for a man in my line. So I ’ll 
have to go through you and see if I 
can find a wallet. Face the wall, 
chum, and get your hands up.”  -■

Danny was shocked by bewilder
ment, scarcely capable of thought and 
action. Only a passkey thief, and he 
had believed this visitor to be one 
o f Fox Agnew’s boys. Then he had 
a quick suspicion that the man real

ly  was one of Fox’s gang, and that 
he would shoot as soon as Danny 
turned his back.

“ N o. . .  n o . . .  ”  Danny muttered.
“ Flatten against that wall, chum!”

ANNY REELED back against 
the wall, suddenly weak. He 

put up his hands, clammy palms 
trembling as he pressed them against 
the wall’s surface. He felt the other 
man’s hands exploring his body. His 
wallet was taken, also the gun he 
wore in a shoulder holster.

“ So you’re packin’ a rod,”  the 
man said.

“ I— I’m a salesman— got a permit.”
“ That’s all right with me, chum. 

Wish I had a permit.”  He tossed 
Danny’s gun into a corner of the 
room and made Danny turn and 
walk to a chair and sit. Standing a 
few feet away, he leafed through 
Danny’s wallet and extracted some 
currency.

“ This haul isn’t paying me for my 
trouble,”  he complained. ‘Let’s go 
into your bedroom now. I ’ll have to 
tie you up so I can make a getaway; 
you’ve seen my face, and could 
identify me. But I ’m no killer.”

Danny was compelled to go into 
the bedroom. He was forced to 
stretch out on his face while the 
passkey thief took o ff Danny’s belt 
and fastened his wrists behind his 
back with it. Then he turned Danny 
over and gagged him with a hand
kerchief. And finally he lashed 
Danny’s legs from feet to knees with 
strips from a sheet taken from the 
bed, and tied his ankles to the bed 
posts.

“That’ll keep you quiet and busy 
long enough for me to get away,” 
the passkey thief said. “ Sorry, chum, 
but it’s your fault for walking in on 
me as you did.”

He left the bedroom, and Danny 
heard the hall door opened and 
closed. Stretched there, he realized 
that his body was bathed in cold 
sweat. A surge of relief came to him, 
and his terror left him.

Danny was still safe. Now he 
could get his loot from the hiding 
place, pack a bag quickly, get away. 
Agnew might have his boys watch
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ing the airport, so he wouldn’ t try 
to take a plane; Blure decided to go 
to the edge of the city and catch a 
bus going in any direction, and 
travel until he could make a long 
hop by train or plane.

The passkey thief had been care
less fastening his victim’s wrists 
with the belt, for Danny found he 
could reach the buckle with his fin
gers. It was difficult to get the 
buckle unfastened, but he accom
plished it. He tossed the belt aside, 
sat up on the bed and got his legs 
and feet free, reeled out upon the 
floor.

He put on his belt, went to a small 
table in a corner of the bedroom and 
poured himself a stiff drink and 
downed it. Then he hurried into the 
living room and went to the door to 
make sure the latch had snapped and 
the door was locked.

Back in the bedroom, it took him 
only a moment to go get a traveling 
bag from a shelf in a closet. Hg 
opened dresser drawers and grabbed 
a few articles o f clothing, hur
ried into the bathroom for shaving 
and toilet articles, and tossed them 
into the bag.

Now it was time to get the loot 
from its hiding place. He would have 
to work swiftly, he was thinking. 
Dusk would be coming in an hour,

The September issue 
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and he wanted to leave during the 
gathering night.

He returned to the bathroom. 
W ith a razor blade, he chipped 
around two of the tiles high in the 
wall, where the cement had been re
moved and soft putty substituted. 
He took out the tiles carefully and 
disclosed an aperture behind water 
pipes, and from this he took several 
packages of currency and the jewels 
he had removed from Mrs. Matilda 
Boring’s wall safe.

W orking swiftly, he carried 
money and jewels into the bedroom 
and put the loot in the bottom of his 
bag beneath the clothing. He had no 
time to hide it better. To get away 
quickly was the thing now, before 
one of Fox Agnew’s boys faced him 
with automatic in hand.

He snapped the bag shut and start
ed to turn toward the door of the 
living room.

“ Freeze!” a voice said, for the sec
ond time since he had entered the 
apartment.

JJj|ANNY W H IRLED, terror 
M W  clutching at him again. It had 
been a woman’s voice. She was 
standing in the doorway, a well- 
dressed blonde whose age he guessed 
at about thirty. And the gun she
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held looked as formidable to Danny 
Blure as the one he had seen in the 
hand of the passkey thief.

“ Step right into the living room,” 
she ordered. “ And remember I can 
shoot.”

Danny gulped as he looked at her, 
obeyed as if the legs which carried 
him were not his own. He went into 
the living room and backed against 
the wall at her gestured order, “ I ’m 
glad to get out of that closet in your 
entry hall,”  she told Danny. “ It’s 
hot and stuffy in there.”

“ Who are you? What do you want 
here?” he asked.

Fear came to him again. This was 
it! Agnew had plenty of women in 
his mob, hard-hearted molls who 
knew how to shoot. Perhaps Fox had 
sent this woman; maybe she was the 
sweetheart of the man who owned 
the knife, and had asked to be 
sent so she could have her revenge.

“Thanks for digging out all those 
jewels and that money for me,” she 
told Danny. “ I was here when that 
passkey worker came, and had to 
hide in the closet. I saw him ransack 
the place and get nothing. I was 
only waiting for him to leave so I 
could get busy myself. Women are 
generally better searchers than men.” 

“ You’re a passkey worker, too?” 
“ Oh, no,”  she replied. “ The stuff 

you got from behind the tiles in the 
bathroom is what I hoped to find. 
I ’m Magda Renton, a policewoman.” 

“ A policewoman—you? You don’t 
look like a female cop to me,” Danny 
told her. “Let’s get right down to 
business talk, Gorgeous. Maybe we 
can make a deal of some sort. You 
interest me.”

“ You don’t interest me, except as 
a crook, and your well-known charm 
isn’t working today as far as I ’m 
concerned,” she informed hi m.  
“ Don’t make a move to get your gun 
where the passkey man tossed it into 
the corner! I didn’t have time to 
pick it up myself. Make a move to
ward it, and I ’ll blast you down!” 
Her eyes were glittering now. “ I 
was in the W AC during the war, and 
learned tovshoot. If further informa
tion is needed, let me relate that I 
hold the women’s championship for 
the police pistol range.”

“ B u t .. .I  d o n ’ t understand., 
Danny gulped.

SHE SPOKE as if discussing an 
ordinary event of minor interest. 

“ Oh, it’s quite simple. The Doring 
affair, you know. The police have 
had eyes on you for some tim e; 
they learned that jewel robberies 
followed in your wake. They wit
nessed some of your contacts. W e 
had everything we need except 
the loot from the Doring job, to pin 
this murder on you. Now we have 
that—thanks to you for digging it 
out for me.”

“ It ’s a lie!”  Danny stormed. 
“ What’s your game? You’re no lady 
cop. If so, why’d they send you 
here?”

“ A lady cop is a little more gentle 
when it comes to searching than a 
rough /copper,”  she explained. “ I 
was to search your p l a c e ,  and if 
I found nothing, leave everything 
shipshape so you’d not suspect we’d 
been prying. In that case, we’d have 
kept on watching you. Sergeant 
Doyle is downstairs; he was to 
phone up and warn me if you came 
in. So you must have slipped in the 
back way—more evidence of guilt, 
though we’d not need it now. And 
that cheap passkey thief—I got a 
good look at him, and he’ll be picked 
up. I ’ll get a pat on the back for this 
day’s work.”

Terror had seized Danny Blure 
with a terrible grip this time. He 
could not reach his gun in the cor
ner; and he sensed she would surely 
shoot him if he made a hostile move. 
Terror of death was upon him—not 
from the muzzle of a gun held by 
one of Fox Agnew’s boys, but death 
in the electric chair.

Watching him carefully, holding 
the gun ready for quick use if he 
made a move, she stepped to the 
phone and spoke to the switchboard 
below : “ Please tell Sergeant Doyle 
to hurry up here. I ’ve got Danny 
Blure and the loot from the Doring 
jo b ”

Sagging against the wall, a l l  
strength drained from him, watching 
her as she watched him with keen 
eyes, Danny waited.
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The fat man was 
th e re ,  in the 

room.

ETE C TIV E  Sergeant Forbes 
made a gesture of exasper
ated frustration with his big 

hands. “ I tell you, Mr. Carter, Don
ovan or Greene or I have had 
Louie under our eye every minute 
of the day since you first put us 
on the case,”  he protested to the 
district attorney; “and at night one 
or the other of us has camped out
side the door of his hotel room and 
peeked through the keyhole. I f  he’d 
contacted Landis, we’d have seen 
them.”

“That’s right, Mr. Carter,” Detec
tive Donovan affirmed earnestly. 
“That guy hasn’t even been to the 
men’s room without one of us tag- 
gin’ along; he just couldn’t have 
met Landis without us knowin’.” 

“ He just couldn't have, but he 
just has,” District Attorney Jeff

By
AMELIA H  LONG
The police couldn’t 
seem to c r a c k  this 
counterfeiting set-up, 
until Stephen Carter 
thought of a possible 
switcheroo—simple to 
the point of sheer 
genius. But, if Carter 
were r i g h t ,  it ex
plained why they nev
er saw the fat man.

Carter amended with deadly calm- 
“ Or maybe you two think he pulls 
those phony tens and twenties out 
o f his hat, the way a magician does 
rabbits. Louie and Landis are meet
ing somewhere, and meeting regu
larly.”

His voke rose to a sudden roar. 
“ What’s more, they’re doing it 
right under your stupid noses. Now 
get back on the job, and this time 
try tailing Louie with your eyes 
open; you can tell Greene the same 
goes for him.”

The two detectives muttered has
ty “ Yes, sirs,”  and departed from 
the district attorney’s office with 
an air of injured dignity which im
plied that they considered them
selves unjustly impugned.

When the office door had closed 
behind them, Jeff spoke to his 
younger brother Stephen, who had 
befn slouched sideways with his 
feet dangling over the arm of the 
visitor’s chair while he waited 
for the district attorney to be
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ready to go out to lunch. “ I've 
never known Greene or Donovan 
— let alone Forbes—to fall down on 
a simple assignment of this kind 
before,” he remarked; “ yet the 
facts prove they’ve slipped some
where. But I ’m hanged if I can fig 
ure out where.”

Stephen pivoted about on the 
end of his spine until his feet came 
to rest upon the floor in front of 
him. “Just who are these chaps, 
Louie and Landis, Jeff?” he asked.

“ Counterfeiters,” the district 
a t t o r n e y  answered. “ Lonesome 
Louie Madden pushes the stuff— 
gets it into circulation—and isn’t 
especially important. But Big Ben 
Landis is the brains of the gang; 
that’s why I want to use Louie 
to lead us to him. Naturally, the 
Federal men are working on the 
case, too ; but they’re leaving this 
particular angle of it for my office 
to handle, and I ’d like to show 
them we can make good. Only for 
some reason that’s a complete 
mystery to me, the best men on my 
staff seem unable to follow a trail 
that must be as broad as the back 
end of a Mack truck.”

“ Maybe Landis is passing the 
money along to Louie through some 
other member of the gang,”  Ste
phen suggested.

Jeff shook his head. “Landis 
doesn’t operate that way,”  he re
plied. “ He claims that the middle 
man is the weakest point in a 
counterfeiting r i n g—w h i c h is 
pretty much the truth—so he doesn’t 
use one. He manufactures the stuff 
himself, from engraving the plates 
down to the actual printing, and 
doles it out to two or three leg
men, who pass it on small pur
chases, and turn what they get in 
change back to him—less their com
missions, of course. He never gives 
any of them more than a few hun
dred dollars at a time, for fear they 
may get ideas about skipping out 
and going into temporary business 
for themselves. That’s how I know 
he must be contacting Louie prac
tically every other day or so. The 
thing that’s got me beat is, how 
does he do it?”

“ Could be he’s leaving the stuff 
somewhere for Louie to pick up,” 
Stephen offered. “ Say a box in the 
railroad station, for instance.”

“ I ’m afraid that’s out, too,”  the 
district attorney said. “ I’ve got the 
daily reports here from Forbes, 
Donovan, and Greene ever since 
they’ve been on the case,” he ges
tured toward a manila folder of 
papers on the desk in front of him, 
“and not one of them so much as 
mentions Louie’s having gene any
where near a railroad station or any 
other place where he could pick up a 
package that might contain two or 
three hundred dollars in phony tens 
and twenties. All he does when he 
goes out is stroll about the center of 
town for an hour or so and make a 
few small purchases with his phony 
money. I can’t let it go on much 
longer; yet if I pick him up now, 
I ’ll lose the only chance I may get 
to catch Landis.”

“ Maybe Landis is wearing a dis
guise when they meet.”

Jeff smiled briefly, also iron
ically. “ It would be easier to dis
guise a hippopotamus than Big 
Ben Landis,” he observed. “The 
man must weigh over three hun
dred pounds. But let’s forget about 
him while we have lunch.”  He 
reached for his own hat on the 
clothes tree in the corner, then 
tossed Stephen his. “ I don’t want 
my appetite spoiled.”

Stephen caught the hat with one 
hand and placed it at a rakish angle 
upon his dark head. With the other 
hand, he picked up the folder of 
reports from his brother’s desk, and 
took it with him.

ATE IN the afternoon, having 
a free hour or so, Stephen 

went over the reports carefully in 
the privacy of his own law office. 
He learned from them two things 
which he considered significant. 
The first was that every morning 
at exactly ten-thirty, Lonesome 
Louie left the cheap hotel where he 
was staying to go for a walk, dur
ing which he merely strolled aim
lessly about for an hour or so, then 
returned to the hotel; the second
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was that he repeated this procedure 
every afternoon at exactly one- 
thirty. Stephen smiled with satis
faction at the reports. They had 
told him precisely what he wanted 
to know.

That evening during dinner, he 
brought up the subject of Lonesome 
Louie and Big Ben Landis. “ What 
would you say, Jeff,”  he began, 
“ to my going along with Sergeant 
Forbes tomorrow morning when he 
goes on duty?”

The district attorney looked up 
suspiciously from his plate. “ What 
for?”  he demanded.

“ I think I know how we can 
make Lonesome Louie lead us to 
Big Ben Landis.”

Jeff snorted skeptically. “This 
isn't a problem in deduction, Steve,” 
he pointed out. “ It's a matter of 
routine tailing that doesn't call for 
any fancy mental gymnastics, but 
just for ordinary police training and 
practice; which Forbes has had, and 
you haven’t. If he hasn’t been able 
to spot the way Louie makes con
tact with Landis, how can you ex
pect to do it?”

“ Still, I don’t guess it’d do any 
harm if I tried,” Stephen persisted.

Jeff was forced to concede the 
point.

The following morning Lonesome 
Louie was temporarily disconcerted, 
upon descending from the unclean 
flea-bag that was his room, to find 
two tailers instead of the usual one 
waiting for him in the lobby of the 
hotel—especially when he recog
nized in the smaller of the two the 
younger brother of the district 
attorney. But his generally lugu
brious countenance relaxed in a 
confident grin when, as he sallied 
forth, both Stephen and the big 
sergeant fell into step behind him 
in the usual way.

“ You see, Mr. Stephen,”  Forbes 
said, discouraged, after they had 
played a kind of shadow tag with 
Louie for the better part of an 
hour, “ he doesn’t meet anybody or 
do anything worth battin’ an eye 
a t He acts more like a man who’s 
just out to kill time.”

Stephen smiled in agreement

“ Forbes, how right you are!”  he 
murmured, but he didn’t sound in 
the least discouraged.

Louie continued to lead them a 
merry if somewhat leisurely chase 
for another half hour, then he 
headed back to the hotel.

This time, instead of taking up 
their former position on the scuffed 
leather bench in the lobby facing 
the staircase and the perpetually 
out-of-order elevator, Stephen 
waited until the man they were 
tailing had disappeared from sight 
up the stairs; then he began to 
follow.

“ W e’ll just pay a little, friendly 
call on Louie,” he remarked to the 
sergeant. “ I ’ve a notion this is his 
time to be receiving company, al
though I don’t guess he’ll be ex
pecting us.”

W h e n  t h e y  unceremoniously 
flung open the door to Louie’s 
room, the enormous fat man who 
was there with Louie sprang up 
with a violence that sent his chair 
crashing over backwards. His hand 
made a quick jab toward his hip 
pocket, but stopped midway when 
he saw the muzzle of Sergeant 
Forbe’s police automatic trained 
upon him.

“ Okay, Landis,” the sergeant 
said with grim satisfaction, “ you 
can reach, but it’s not gonna be 
for anything you can touch.”

ACK IN the district attorney’s 
office an hour or so later, 

Stephen lolled in the visitor’s chair 
and cocked one leg indolently over 
its arm. “ It was all perfectly simple, 
Jeff,”  he drawled. “ I spotted it as 
soon as I read those reports, and 
noticed that Louie went for a walk 
every day at exactly the same time 
in the morning, and again in the 
afternoon. After he’d left the hotel 
—with Forbes or Donovan or 
Greene, as the case might be, fo l
lowing—Landis simply walked in 
and waited in his room for him to 
come back, when he gave Louie a 
fresh supply of the counterfeit 
money and collected his share of 
the real money Louie had got in 
change when he passed the phony 
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DEATH BY GAS A Braiit'Teascr 
by A A Mathews

Can you figure, out the answer before you turn the page upside 
down, and read it for yourself?

THE BOYS down at Homicide have a 
special interpretation of what the 

middle initial in the name of Captain 
Howard T. Pearsons really means. They 
like that tall lanky ex-football player with 
his penetrating mind. “The ‘T’ means 
‘Thorough’,” says Detective Peter Reilly. 
“When my boss gets on a case his mind 
looks for every point and never overlooks 
the smallest detail.” For in solving crime 
you face a paradox. The thing that is 
often very obvious is exactly what is over
looked by everyone—from the cop to the 
killer.

The girl on the sofa could hardly have 
been over twenty-two at the most. She was 
extremely thin and the lines on her face 
showed great suffering. “No doubt death 
was due to gas poisoning,” said the coro
ner. “After we get the body down to the 
morgue I’ll check up on the internal or
gans.”

Captain Pearsons turned to the milkman 
who supplied all tenants in the house. 
“Now don’t leave out a single detail. Tell 
me exactly what happened.” The middle- 
aged man was a bit nervous as he began to 
speak. “I generally get here between 6 and 
6:15 every morning. As I placed a bottle 
of milk on the side of the door I thought 
I smelled gas. I pushed on the door knock
er but could get no answer. So I ran down
stairs and saw a cop on the beat. He came 
up with me and we smashed the door 
down.”

The police official then turned to a 
young rookie. “Now you tell me, Patrolman 
Patterson, exactly what you did as soon as 
you smashed the door down and entered 
this apartment. And don’t leave out a sin
gle detail.

The young rookie spoke slowly. “First 
thing I saw was that young girl on the 
sofa. She had a long rubber tube in her 
mouth. The other end was connected to 
an outlet on the floor, and the gas heater 
had been pushed aside. I removed the 
tube from her mouth; then I shotted to 
the milkman and told him to open the 
windows. I tried first aid on her and

failed, so I told the milkman to call for an 
ambulance. He went out. Then I looked 
into the bedroom and found this fellow, 
who says he is the girl’s husband, cough
ing; he must have been overcome with gas, 
too.”

Herman Matthews didn’t wait for an in
vitation to tell his story. “What the cop 
says is so,” he began. “Lucy, my wife, 
must have been going nuts the last month. 
She even yelled in the grocery store she 
wanted to die. Life wasn’t worth while 
living. She must have gotten out of bed,, 
disconnected the gas heater, and put that 

'“tube in her mouth. The gas sort of got me, 
too. Good thing the milkman came around 
and smelled the gas, or I would have been 
a goner too.”

Something was bothering Captain Pear
sons and he stroked his chin twice. There 
was something wrong in the picture and 
he just couldn’t put his finger on the de
tail. “You could have killed your wife,” he 
suggested quietly. “Forced the tube into 
her mouth and turned on the gas. Figured 
out just about when the milkman would 
come, then back into your room after 
getting a whiff of the gas.”

Herman Matthews was indignant. “You 
can’t prove that. I got a witness who will 
swear my wife wanted to die. Be careful 
what you say, Officer.”

A smile began to play oYer the lips of 
Captain Pearsons as he snapped back, “Of 
course you killed your wife. The evidence 
is right there staring you in the face.”

QUESTION: How did Captain Pearsons 
know Herman Matthews must have killed 
his wife?
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jnqj : i j o  paum} iiaaq puq j x  iraos OABq 
qsnm oq ‘jjo ujtvf tqupip aq jj •qjnooi 
s(pxj3 oqj uioJj aqnj oqj qooj uBuqojfnd 
®qj, s'eS aqj Jto aqnp aqj poqontq
jOAOii ®q poAioqs uBiuqiiui aqi jo Xuouiipsa; 
9ifX »qj jjo pou-inj oq^. ’.X3M SN V

m



Butterfly of Death
By HAROLD GLUCK

It sounded like a bad 
joke, at first, but then 
the murder attempts 
started. And Joe De
laney found that he was 
likely to end up as the 
victim in a true detec
tive mystery—a lot like 
the stories he edited. 
And the cops thought it 
was just ' a publicity 

gag!

O N TH A T particular Friday 
evening I was exceedingly 
tired. Working for Frank 

Parker, of Parker Publications, wasn’t 
exactly the type of work in which 
you could take it easy. My job was 
to edit three of his magazines, 
Detective Adventures, Science and 
Crime and Private Eye. It ' meant 
spending hours reading all kinds of 
manuscripts, good, bad, and indif
ferent. Which all accounted for the 
fact that at about 7 :30 I tried to re
lax in the easy chair that faced the 
street, in the living room of my 
apartment on East 53rd Street.

I closed my eyes to get some kind 
of relief. The meal I had eaten at 
Luigi’s was light; there were thou
sands of little round red dots danc
ing around my two eyeballs. I 
opened both eyes as though to 
chase them away; it was futile.

The phone rang twice. “ Odd” was 
the only comment I made to my
self; I had a private, unlisted, num
ber—known only to my editor, the 
printer, and my personal physician. 
Not once had my phone rung during

I knew I was marked ...

the past year. I arose, went over to 
my desk, and lifted the receiver from 
the hook.

A muffled voice asked, “ Joe De
laney ?”

Mechanically I replied, “ Yes, who 
is this and what do you wish?”

A  queer kind of a chuckle hit my 
eardrum. “ You’re Joe Delaney,” re
peated the voice, and then it added, 
“ So you think you can take my little 
Butterfly away from me and nothing 
will happen to you?”

Remember, I was tired and that 
accounted for the fact my brain cells 
failed to react quickly. Something 
had to be said and I went searching 
for words. Then I found them. 
“ What kind of a trick is this?” was 
what finally came from my lips.

“ This isn’t a gag,” was the reply. 
" I ’m going to make your life a liv
ing hell, just like you made qiine. 
And don’t think Fm kidding; you’re

105
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going to be tortured and when you 
have suffered enough, then I ’ll kill 
you.”

Nice words to hear over a phone. 
I was getting back to myself and 
trying to think a mile a second* 
“ There are lots of Joe Delaneys in 
the phone book,”  I protested; “ You 
got the wrong one.”

“No,” was the reply, “ I got the 
right one. The one who works as an 
editor at Parker Publications and 
thinks in his spare time he can play 
around with my wife. You damaged 
my butterfly; I ’m going to damage 
you.”

This was getting on what was 
left of my nerves. “ I ’m going to hang 
up now,” I shouted through the 
mouthpiece of the phone.

“ Still think I ’m kidding,” the 
voice continued. “ I ’ll show you I ’m 
not bluffing. Wait fifteen minutes, 
then walk down on the east side of 
47th Street, between Ninth and 
Tenth Avenues, and see what hap
pens. Then you’ll know whether this 
is a joke or the beginning of the end 
for you, Joe Delaney.”

That was all; I heard a little 
laugh, and then I, too, hung up.

Back I went to my easy chair to 
try a bit of thinking. This is all a 
joke on me. Some fools are having 
a little celebration and someone who 
knows me is having fun at my ex 
pense. My inner brain snapped back, 
But if  you don't take that dare and 
walk out, you will never know 
whether it is a joke.

I arose from my easy chair and 
looked at my wrist watch. If I 
walked quickly, I could just make 
it. When I got downstairs, my heart 
was beating so rapidly, I realized it 
would be silly to walk; I hailed a 
cab and got out at 47th Street and 
Ninth Avenue. I walked slowly to
wards Tenth Avenue. As I passed 
an alley, I turned instinctively, just 
pressing my head to one side. From 
somewhere out of the alley, came a 
baseball, thrown with tremendous 
force, just missing my skull. It hit 
against the side of the wall and fell 
to the ground. I gasped for breath, 
then came a little unconscious hys
terical laughter from my lips.

“ Some kids playing baseball,” I 
said to reasure myself.

I picked it up and walked down 
the alley, looking for the kids, so 
I could return that ball. Yet I knew 
deep down in my heart, I wouldn’t 
find any youngsters.

Slowly I walked home, trying to 
make some sense out of this situa
tion. It wasn’t a joke; there actually 
existed a person who was determined 
to torture and eventually kill me. 
W hy? He must be some kind of a 
nut, who had a mistaken idea that 
I had played around with his w ife; 
somehow, I had to get hold of that 
fellow. When I reached my apart
ment, I sank into that easy chair, 
completely exhausted. Maybe I 
slept for an hour or two. But I had 
a nightmare; I saw an executioner 
trying to throw stones at me. He 
missed the first five. Then the 
sixth hit my head, bounced o ff and 
landed on a large bell. I could hear 
it ring. It rang, rang, and rang.

When my eyes opened, I realized 
the phone was ringing. Wearily I 
lifted the receiver. “ Missed you,”  
said the voice, “ but don’t worry; I ’ll 
get you before the week is over. And 
don’t think you can trace this phone; 
I ’m too smart for you.”

That was all. I knew the phone 
call couldn’t be traced; the devil 
take the new dial phone. And my 
caller was probably using different 
pay stations.

SATU RD AY morning, instead of 
playing tennis, I went over to 

the Fifth Avenue apartment of 
Frank Parker. His wife, Eleanor, 
was there at the door to greet me. 
“ Come in, Joe,”  she said, “ What 
brings you over at this time of the 
day?”  And then, as though she were 
answering her own question, she 
added, “ Must be very important for 
you to give up your tennis match. 
Frank is in the studio, poring over 
circulation figures, when he should 
be with me at Atlantic City.”

I walked through the living room, 
into the room on the left, without 
the formality of knocking. There, 
seated before a long mahogony desk, 
was a tremendously tall man, but one
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who was not a bit ungainly or awk
ward. He had a narrow, high fore
head, and a long thin nose, rather 
fleshy at the tip. There wasn't much 
left of his chestnut hair. I don’t 
know what any woman could see in 
him, except the simple arithmetical 
fact that his bankroll was in the 
millions.

“What’s up, Joe?”  he asked, as he 
pointed to a chair at the side of the 
table. I actually slumped into it.

“ Some nut has been making phone 
calls threatening my life. And last 
night I was almost beaned on the 
skull with a baseball when I an
swered a challenge over the phone to 
go down and see whether my caller 
was joking or not. I am going over

to the police station to make a for
mal complaint The 63rd Precinct 
station is near my home.”

When I finished, Frank looked at 
me, arose and took hold of both o f  
my shoulders with his hands. “Joe, 
this is the most wonderful publicity 
stunt I have ever heard o f; it cer
tainly is worthy of you. Go ahead 
and make a bee-line for the police 
station. I will run a full page ad in 
Monday’s papers offering ten thou
sand dollars for information leading 
to the arrest and conviction of your 
unknown enemy. W hy, that ought to 
run circulation figures of the de
tective magazines into the hundreds 
of thousands.”

I stroked my chin twice, trying to
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figure out what to reply.
“Look, Frank, this isn’t a joke. I 

actually got those calls over the 
phone. My life is in danger.”

A peculiar smile played over the 
lips of my boss. “After aU, you have 
read enough manuscripts to know 
what to do with almost any crime 
situation. I won’t quarrel with you; 
let’s say it really did happen. It still 
will be the best publicity stunt of 
the year.”

I arose, shrugged my shoulders, 
and left the room, without waiting to 
hear a formal good-by. Eleanor was 
still in the living room, reading a 
magazine. I looked at her intensely. 
She was a beautiful creature, with 
corn-colored hair, blue eyes, a nose 
with just a wee bit of an upturn, 
and a smile that could dazzle the 
hardest of males.

She realized I was studying her 
carefully, but before she could say 
anything I asked, “ Did anyone ever 
call you Butterfly?”

“ How perfectly charming a ques
tion to ask,” she replied. “ I have 
been called lots of names by various 
people, from those who loved me to 
those who hated me. But not one 
of them ever compared me to the 
Butterfly.”

I  LEFT the apartment, took the 
elevator down, then started to 

walk along Fifth Avenue. Suppose 
Parker was the man who had called 
me? From the thousands of detective 
manuscripts I had read, I knew the 
proper procedure was to consider 
anyone and everyone as my potential 
enemy in this situation. The police 
would probably laugh at me, once 
they thought it was a publicity stunt. 
I would be powerless to convince 
them it was the real McCoy, until 
I was dead.

An hour later I was in the 63rd 
Precinct. The sergeant at the desk 
sent me upstairs and there in a large 
room were two men. I spoke to the 
older one, Detective Ralph Pierson. 
He was a man in his late forties, 
with a head of bushy black hair and 
deep-set brown eyes. Maybe he had 
been an athlete in his youth, but 
mother nature now had retaliated and

presented him with a large stomach. 
He asked me my name.

“ Francis Geronimo Delaney”  was 
the answer. Then I told him the 
entire story, omitting nothing. At the 
other end of the room was a much 
younger man, with horn-rimmed 
glasses, bothering himself only to the 
extent of removing dirt from his 
fingernails with his pocket knife. 
But he was taking in every word I 
said.

When I was finished, Detective 
Pierson looked at me very carefully. 
“This is the worst kind of a pub
licity stunt I ever heard a supposedly 
sane man crea e. You got your nerve, 
even to tell me your boss thought it 
was tops; get out before I throw 
you out.”

I didn’t budge an inch. “The law 
says that when a person makes a 
complaint in regard to a threat to 
his l i f e ,  he is entitled to police 
protection.”

Detective Pierson snapped right 
back at me. “ And the law also 
provides that any person who tries 
to use the machinery o f the law for 
publicity purposes has committed a 
misdemeanor.”

The younger man arose from his 
seat and came over to where I was. 
“ May I ask him a question, Ralph?”

“ Go ahead, suit yourself, Herman. 
I’m through with this fellow. If he 
has any complaint to make, he can 
go down to Center Street. This 
smells to high heaven.”

“ I am Detective Herman Butler,”  
said the younger man. “You said 
your name was Francis Geronimo De
laney ; yet the person you claimed 
who spoke to you over the phone 
addressed you as ‘Joe’ Delaney. W hy 
the difference in first names?”

Then it dawned upon me. “ Say, 
you just gave me something o f a 
clue. Only the people down at the 
office, and a few of my close friends, 
call me Joe. To the rest of the 
people who know me, my name is 
exactly as you have it.”

“ Any objection if I give up some 
of my time and see nothing happens 
to this poor editor?”  asked Butler 
in a rather sarcastic voice.

Pierson laughed* “ If you want to
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play nursemaid to a publicity stunt 
on your own time, why that’s your 
funeral. If you catch the ghost who 
has been calling him up it would 
make departmental history.”

In utter disgust I left the room. 
There was an inward feeling that 
urged me to tell both of them to go 
to a warmer region in the portion of 
this world below the surface.

It was rather delightful outside, 
and I walked slowly towards my 
apartment. Perhaps I was absent- 
minded as I crossed Park Avenue 
on 52nd Street. A woman shouted, 
“Look out!”  and I jumped back to 
the curb. A black sedan was headed 
straight for me; then it swerved. I 
didn't need much intelligence to 
realize someone behind that wheel 
was deliberately trying to run me 
down. The driver got the car back 
into the center of the street and 
stepped on the gas—but not before 
I had observed that the man behind 
the wheel had his hat pulled down 
so he couldn't be recognized. And 
I knew it was a 1948 black Cadillac 
sedan with the license number C768- 
452.

I rushed home and called up the 
police station asking for Detective 
Butler. He came to the phone and I 
told him what had happened, giving 
him the number of the car. He told 
me to remain home until he came 
over to see me.

M AYBE IT  was three centuries 
l a t e  r—that's how long it

seemed to me—before he arrived at 
my apartment, carrying a small 
leather case which he placed on my 
table. **It didn’t take long to find 
the owner o f that car,”  he announced 
with a certain measure of pride.

My eagerness asserted i t s e l f ,  
'"Who’s the guilty party?”

Butler laughed. “ The car belongs 
to your boss; he said he left it in 
front o f his house. W e found it 
around the corner with a damaged 
fender.”

I know exactly what was in But
ler's mind. “ Guess that means you 
still think the entire set-up is a 
publicity stunt.”

“ Could be, could be,” was his re
tort. “ However your boss did agree 
to drop any idea of capitalizing upon 
what you have, so far, claimed to be 
attempts on your life. He isn’t going 
to run any full page ad in the news
papers; I read him the riot act about 
that. Meanwhile, I am going to keep 
you company until another tele
phone call comes across. I have a 
tape recorder outfit with me; there 
is a tiny microphone that can be 
attached to the receiver of your 
phone and it will record every word 
coming in. So let's just sit tight till 
the phone jingles.”

•
It was most annoying to watch 

that officer of the law sit so com
fortably in one of my chairs. Ac
cording to all the rules of fiction 
he should either have been upset
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or finding relief in a couple o f high
balls. Instead he merely placed the 
fingertips of his right hand against 
those of his left hand and looked up 
at the ceiling.

I just couldn’t sit still. Once he 
remarked, “ If you keep that up, 
you’ll land in the nut-house within 
a week.”

I was going to snap back that, 
after all, it was my life at stake, but 
on second thought I said nothing. 
The bell rang and he signaled me 
to answer. I lifted the receiver to 
my ear, and he adjusted the tape 
recorder.

It was the same voice at the other 
end, “ Hello, Joe; sorry I missed you 
with the car. That fool woman ruined 
everything; almost made me crash. 
But don’t worry; I ’ll get you before 
the next week end comes around. 
Hope you are suffering and going 
to pieces.”

That was all. I hung up the re
ceiver and Butler started the re
corder. I could hear every word over, 
and when finished he looked like a 
man possesed with a single idea. 
“ Get your hat,” he ordered. “ My car 
is outside. W e are going up to see 
a friend of mine—Professor Hubert 
Musterman, who lives at 116th Street 
and the Drive. He’s one of the best 
analysis men in the country.”

OW N W E  went and he opened 
the door of his rather old 

coupe. He entered and I followed. 
For five minutes nothing was said, 
then I began, “Mind if I ask some 
questions?”

“ Go right ahead,”  he replied, “ Get 
them out o f your system if it will 
make you feel any better.”

“ Number one,”  I began, “ Did you 
dust the car for fingerprints?”

He took his eyes o ff  traffic mo
mentarily to give me a “ drop-dead” 
look. “ That’s what you get for living 
in a world of detective fiction. The 
man who drove that car, if he did 
exist, wore gloves. There were 
several messes of what once had 
been finger contacts with the door, 
but utterly useless.”

He had made it quite evident he 
still doubted me. Might as well come

right to the point. “ If you don't 
believe that all this is on the level, 
why are you bothering with the 
case ?”

He didn’t bother to look at me 
as he replied, “ My father was the 
late Nelson Butler. Died some five 
years ago. Guess the name doesn’t 
mean much to you. My father was 
arrested and convicted for forging 
four checks on the Third National 
bank. He spent three years in Sing 
Sing; not a soul would believe he 
was innocent. I was a kid then, but 
my mother worked herself to the 
bone to get funds to fight for my 
father’s freedom.

“ Finally a plain flatfoot believed 
she might be right; somewhere in 
this country there was a man who 
was my father’s double. The man 
was finally arrested in Los Angeles, 
confessed everything, and my father 
was freed. The state at least had 
enough decency to compensate him 
financially for the wrong it had done 
to him. It was his wish that I dedi
cate my life to preventing injury to 
the innocent. That’s how I became a 
detective; and for your information, 
the flatfoot is now Detective Pierson, 
my best friend.”

I wanted to ask also whether he 
was on the case officially, but I just 
let that go. When we came to 116th 
Street, he parked the car around the 
corner, and we went up to see the 
Professor. He lived in a penthouse 
all by himself.

He must have been expecting both 
of us for he looked at me and said, 
“Ah, that must be the editor in 
search of a crime.”

I couldn’t help laughing. The pro
fessor looked more like a retired 
businessman, weighing about 230 
pounds, with a full head of light 
grey hair, and a pair of real friendly 
brown eyes.

“ I have the voice on the tape re
corder,”  explained Butler, “ you give 
me your verdict.”

He played it once and the pro
fessor motioned for a re-play. This 
went on for six consecutive times.

“Your voice is speaking through a 
handkerchief,”  declared the Profess
or, “and he is also doing his best to
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disguise the voice. That means it is 
someone close to Mr. Delaney—some
one whom Mr. Delaney hears fre
quently, and would recognize at once. 
The man probably once lived in 
New England and also spent some 
time in the Middle West. The voice 
also has a nasal quality to it which 
means either the speaker has trouble 
with his adenoids or can handle 
French with ease.”

I had to put my two cents in. 
‘'Professor,”  I asked, “ I notice you 
refer to the owner of the voice as 
a man. W hy couldn’t it be a female?”

All I got in response was another 
of those “ drop-dead” looks that 
probably are very destructive in a 
classroom. Then realizing that he 
had before him, not a student, but a 
potential murder victim, he hastened 
to explain, “ While the range of tone 
is within the frequency used by a 
woman, its quality is definitely mas
culine.”

ETECTIVE Butler now asked 
for advice, “ What’s my next 

step?” The Professor opened a box 
on his table. From it he took a small 
purple flower which he inserted in 
Butler’s coat lapel. Then he con
nected a small wire which he then 
hooked up to an outfit that resembled 
a hearing device. “ You can use this 
Mitone recorder,”  he suggested in 
no uncertain terms. “ It will run for 
twenty minutes, then you can insert 
another reel. Listen to all your sus
pects. All I need is about five or six 
sentences from each; then I can 
compare with the voice on your re
corder. Maybe it will help, though 
I can’t guarantee results. The micro
phone in the flower will pick up 
any voice within fifteen feet from 
yourself.”

We both thanked him for his 
interest in the case.

I must admit I was sort of glad 
when v/e landed back in Butler’s 
car, “ You know,”  I said, “ In all my 
excitement, I forgot about the simple 
necessary fact that a human being 
must have food. On our way home 
we will pass Luigi’s and there you 
can eat the best plate of spaghetti in 
town.”

When we entered the restaurant, 
the red-haired cashier signaled to 
me. “ Good evening, Mr. Delaney, 
there is a little package here for 
you. Haven’t any idea how it got 
here, but I found it on the side of 
my cash register when I took over 
at 6 this evening,”

I thanked her and she handed me 
a small box, about 4 inches by 2, 
wrapped in brown paper, sealed with 
two rubber bands; it had my name 
on it, very carefully printed. Butler 
followed me to a booth in the back 
of the restaurants W e sat down and 
I opened the box. Then I turned a 
sickly pale white. He looked at its 
contents—there was a butterfly in it 
with a broken wing.

“ Now comes the play on your 
nerves,”  was all he said. “ Put it away 
and let’s eat.”

I would have had to be made of 
iron to have digested my meal. Luigi 
came over midway between my 
coffee and cigar. “ Meet Herman 
Butler, Luigi,” I said. The two men 
shook hands, and Luigi sat down.

Butler said something merely to 
make conversation. “Learn how to 
cook in Italy?”  Luigi laughed. “ I 
was born in Sweden,”  he explained. 
“My grandfather went there in the 
early 187Q’s. When I came to this 
country, all I could speak was Swed
ish and French. I have learned 
Italian since by the simple trick of 
listening to a set of language re
cords.”

Butler looked at his wrist watch. 
“The hour’s getting late. W e better 
start back now.”

Befere we left Luigi handed me 
an envelope. When we were outside 
the restaurant, Butler turned to me. 
“ How stupid, we forgot to pay our 
b ill”

“Not at all,” I disclosed; “ you see 
I have a half interest in the restau
rant. Inside the envelope is a check 
for this month’s profit.”

When we got into the car Butler 
asked, “ If it’s, not too personal, how 
does an editor become a partner m 
an Italian restaurant run by a 
Swede?”

“ Nothing mysterious,9’ I began,
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“you see, it all started in the days of 
the depression back in the ’30’s. 
Luigi was broke; I gave him three 
thousand dollars to open a small 
place. It prospered until he opened 
this restaurant and my return was 
the half interest.”

Then my tongue froze in my 
mouth. My eyes almost popped out 
as I remembered something.

“ Hey, what’s wrong—poisoned? 
Or did you swallow your tongue.”

“ I just remembered something 
terrible,”  I confessed. “ You see the 
partnership agreement contains a 
clause that in case of death of either 
partner, the survivor gets the entire 
business and also the sum of $25,000 
—which would result from a partner
ship policy we took out.”

“ That makes Luigi on par with 
your boss as a possible suspect,”  was 
the only comment I got from Butler. 
“ Don’t worry, I got a recording of 
his voice on the Mitone recorder. I 
am going to take you directly to 
your apartment, then go home for 
some sleep.”

He rode up silently with me on the 
elevator. I took my key case from 
my pocket and inserted the key in 
the lock. As I opened in the door, 
I heard something snap. Detective 
Butler threw his body against mine, 
and we both went down in a heap, 
as a sawed-off shot gun missed me 
with a scattering hail of buckshot.

W HEN I recovered conscious
ness, Butler was standing over 

me and a doctor was bandaging my 
hand. “ It’s not serious,”  said the doc
tor, “your hand was just grazed by 
some of those buckshot. Don’t use 
it for a few days and it will be o. k.” 

My eyes spoke that I wanted the 
puzzle cleared up.

“ Your voice almost got you this 
time; he rigged up a sawed-off shot 
gun connected to a mouse trap. 
When you opened the door you 
pulled the string that set o ff the 
mouse trap. That in turn pulled 
another string which pulled the 
trigger of the shot gun. He rigged 
that gun up with a clamp on your 
table. I just got a glimpse of the

barrel and we made it by a split
second.”

I was shaky and Butler could spot 
the trembling in my voice. “ Can’t 
take very much more of this kind 
of a game. If this keeps up, the 
fellow who wants to bump me o ff 
can’t have a straight run of errors. 
All he has to do is connect once and 
that finishes me.”

And there wasn’t any doubt that 
my bodyguard had the same idea 
going through his brain cells. “ Get 
some sleep if that’s possible. Tomor
row morning you go to the office 
and I ’ll be at your side. As soon as 
I get a recording of everyone there 
we go straight to the Professor’s 
place. I ’m not kidding myself either; 
Time is of the essence when you 
got Death staking the cards against 
you.”

Sleep was impossible and I wasn’t 
conscious of the pain in the hand; I 
just wanted to go on living and that 
didn’t seem to be an unreasonable 
desire on my part. If the someone 
we were looking for happened to be 
part of the office staff, that nar
rowed the search down. But cold 
sweat gathered on my forehead when 
I thought of the possiblity it might 
be a person outside the office. Then 
we could never spot him.

Roger Hartly was in charge of the 
art department. He was one of those 
fellows who could have been in his 
late twenties or early forties. You 
couldn’t win a bet guessing his age. 
He had a busy head of hair that told 
you, “ either musician or artist.” 
Roger placed some drawings on my 
desk.

“ Here’s some nice stuff by the 
fellow who wrote us last week. 
Harold Gibson is his name. He’s been 
free lancing for some of the pulps 
out in Chicago and I think he’s 
going places.”

I looked at the drawings and just 
n o d d e d  my head automatically. 
“ Guess that accident last night un
nerved you,”  said Roger. “ But as 
long as you got that nursemaid from 
the police department around, I
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guess your killer wouldn’t have an 
easy job making a victim out of 
you.”

I felt like telling Roger to jump 
into the lake when I caught 
Herman’s eyes. It was first names 
now, especially when Death has 
almost given you a fatal kiss and you 
sort of feel a closeness to the man 
who is doing his best to keep you 
alive. I arose from my desk and 
went over to the corner of the room 
where my detective pal was going 
through some back issues of our 
magazines.

“ We better l e a v e  now,”  he 
suggested in a low voice. “ I got all 
the recordings we need. The sooner 
we get over to the Professor’s apart
ment, the better.”  The suggestion 
seemed sound to me and we were on 
our way uptown in five minutes.

S W ATCH ED  with eager eyes, 
like a kid of ten, as Professor 

Musterman played those recordings. 
He did it a second time, and then a 
third time. On a sheet of paper he 
had the names of the people.

“ Your man is Roger Hartly,”  was 
his verdict. “ New England in it, a 
bit of the Middle West, and that 
nasal touch. I can place a handker
chief over this speaker and show you 
a recording of the voice as it would 
be when it is disguised.” Five 
minutes later we listened to a second 
recording and there wasn’t the 
slightest bit of doubt as to the iden
tity of the man.

“ Where does he live?” asked 
Herman.

"Uptown, ©ff Central Park West. 
Fve never been there. He’s not a very 
sociable fellow and likes to keep 
to himself; I guess he has his own 
crowd and goes out with them.”

•

The apartment house was relatively 
new and we went up to the sixteenth 
floor. My bodyguard rang the bell 
and an eye appeared at the peep hole. 
I told her who I was and she let us 
both in. Then we got the shock of 
our lives. She must have been about 
five feet six, thin, and in perfect 
proportion. Jet black hair drawn 
back and narrow eyes. She was 
dressed in a kimono! I got what was 
o ff  my mind first.

“Tell me—why they call you But
terfly,”  I tried to remark in an o ff
hand manner. It was a shot in the 
dark and it worked. My ego went 
up one hundred per cent as she 
replied in a musical tone of voice.

“ I was born in the Orient. My 
parents were missionaries and Roger 
met me in Japan while he was 
painting some pictures for a million
aire. He gave me that pet name. 
Maybe I reminded him of the tragic 
heroine o f a certain opera.”

W e waited and waited for Roger 
to come. If his wife knew anything 
was wrong, she never for once be
trayed it.

“ Can I get you some drinks?” she 
offered as we heard the key turn in 
the lock.

Roger looked at the three of us, 
and you could see a wild cast to his 
face.
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He pointed his index finger at me 
and demanded, “ What kind of a cat- 
and-mouse game are you playing 
with me? You knew all along I 
wanted to kill you. And I had every 
right to do so; you took my wife's 
love away from me. Are you trying 
to drive me mad?”

How do you reason with a mad
man? One who has let jealousy de
prive him of the power of clear 
reasoning. Then Roger raised his 
other hand and it held a snub-nosed 
.32 which he pointed directly at me.

Herman got into action with 
words. “ Look here—before you do 
any shooting with that gun; you can 
make a mistake and kill the wrong 
man. W hy not ask your wife if there 
happens to be another man? And if 
so, let her name him.”

“ If you go for your gun, Mr. 
Detective,”  warned Roger, “ I'll let 
you have it too.”  Then he turned 
towards his wife and kept his eyes 
focused on us at the same time. “ Is 
Joe the man?” was all he asked.

Mrs. Hartly nervously bit her 
lower lips as she tried to avoid her 
husband's piercing gaze. I guess I 
was about ready to sink to the floor; 
all she had to do was to mention my 
name and that was my finish. W ho
ever the other fellow happened to 
be, if she loved him, she probably 
wouldn’t betray him; I could be the 
sacrificial goat.

THEN, ALL of a sudden, the ex
pression on Roger’s face changed 

as though he had suddenly become 
conscious of some fact he had long 
overlooked.

“ You don’t have to answer,”  he 
recommended with sarcasm in his 
voice. “ I think I know who has been 
responsible for all of this. I've been 
blind a long time but now I see 
things clearly.”

His eyes shifted to me. “ Sorry, 
Joe, for the mess I have made of 
things. The man who likes my wife 
must be the same one who suggested 
you were playing raround with her. 
That rat i s . b u t  he never finished 
the words. Four shots in rapid suc
cession poured into his back as he 
slumped to the floor—dead*

There was the glint of a gun-barrel 
in the door behind and Herman got 
out his gun and emptied its contents 
at the narrow opening. Then the 
door slammed tight. W e smashed 
through that wooden door into a hall 
and then spotted the service door to 
the apartment.

Butler opened it and commented as 
we looked into an empty hall. “ The 
killer must have had a key to the 
apartment. All the time he was be
hind that door taking in every word 
being spoken. Well, Mrs. Hartly 
knows who he is; I ’m going to take 
her to Police Headquarters and she’ll 
talk.”

As we turned to retrace our steps 
we heard one shot. We raced back 
to the room to see Mrs. Hartly on 
the floor with her husband’s gun in 
her outstretched hand. She had put 
one bullet into her brain—which was 
all that was needed for the job.

Detective Pierson came over with 
the boys from Homicide and they 
took charge of things; Butler saw I 
was ready to collapse, “ I'm going to 
Kansas, where I have an aunt, for a 
rest or I'll have a mental break
down,” I said. “ But first I'm going 
over to my boss' place and tell him 
to get a new editor.”

“ I might as well go with you,” 
suggested Herman Butler. “ After all 
there is a killer still on the loose. 
Whether or not he wants you, the 
law wants him. Its going to be my 
job to get him, even though we 
haven’t the slightest clue as to his 
identity. If one o f my bullets nicked 
him, he’s got to go to a doctor and 
the law requires a physician to make 
a report within twenty-four hours 
of such a case. Let’s go over to Mr. 
Parker’s house.”

MSAW  Eleanor first and told her 
what had happened. “You cer

tainly need a rest, Joe,”  she said 
sympathetically. “ My husband is in 
his library. Go on in and settle 
things with him.”

I entered the library room followed 
by Detective Butler. I came right 
to the point and to my surprise 
found my boss very nice about it. 
“ You take off as long as you want,
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Joe. A month, two, three, four or 
five. And remember, it's with pay; 
I never forget the loyalty of a good 
man.”

I extended my hand and we shook 
with my nervous fingers holding his 
in a tight grasp. Then I saw the 
red trickle o f blood coming down his 
sleeve and staining my fingers.

“ So you never forget the loyalty 
of a good man,” 1 echoed. “You 
killed Roger; his wife is dead be
cause of you; and you nearly sent 
me to a grave.”

“ Don’t reach for your gun,” ad
vised Butler, “because there is 
nothing I would like better than to 
say in my report that you were 
killed resisting arrest.”

•
Three months later, after the jury 

had returned a verdict o f guilty in 
the first degree, without a recom
mendation for mercy, Herman and 
I sat in Luigi’s. I had taken a two

month’s rest and looked much better.
“ I ’m going to continue with the 

magazines,” I told him; “ Eleanor 
wants me to carry on. Somehow when 
you go through an experience like 
mine, you get a different attitude 
when you read fiction manuscripts. 
T o think that Parker even told Roger 
to take the car and run me down. 
Parker was just as jealous as Roger; 
even though he had been cheating, 
making love to Mrs. Hartly, he 
thought I was making love to his 
wife. He wanted me out of the way 
as well as Roger. Poor Butterfly. I 
guess I ’ll always think of this as 
The Butterfly of Death. Parker had 
a gold key to her apartment and he 
always knew when her husband was 
out. Women are a funny lot.”

There was a peculiar s m i l e  
creeping over Detective Butler’s face. 
“Women are a funny lot? Which 
reminds me. I get married next 
month and you are going to be my 
best man.”

«
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When the movie company came in, it looked as if a 
bad-man gambler had returned from Boothill to get 

in a few more killings!

F AN EVENING, when des
ert w i n d s  moan weirdly 
through deserted buildings in 

Yucca City, “ Ghost-Town Jim” 
Boggs sits on the rotting-plank plat
form of the Tonapah & Hassayampa 
branch-line depot muttering greet

ings to oldtime friends who have 
been dead for years.

“Howdy, B i g  W att! . . .  Howdy, 
Poker-Chip.. .Nice evenin’, Caliente 
R o se !... Buenas noches, Mexican 
M olly!”

Sometimes Jim imagines he hears
116
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a train rolling down rusty rails of 
the long-abandoned railroad track, 
and hops up from his rickety cane- 
bottom chair to meet it as spryly as 
in days when Yucca City was a roar
ing, lawless, gold-rush “ boom-town.” 
Not that Jim Boggs is looney; far 
from it! He only lives over again in 
memory the days when he was Chief 
o f Police o f the Nevada mining- 
town.

In its prime, Yucca City boasted 
a population of ten-thousand inhabi
tants, and Main Street was cluttered 
with gambling-parlors, s a l o o n s ,  
dance-halls. Then the mining-boom 
petered out, and the town was de
serted. A Police Chief was no longer 
needed, but Jim refused to leave, 
believing the town would “ come 
alive”  in a new gold-rush, and he 
would get his old job back.

For years now, Jim's sole com
panions have been snakes, lizards, 
horned-toads, bats, and other crawl
ing, hopping, flying denizens of the 
desert that make their habitat in 
the crumbling, dilapidated buildings 
on Main Street. These, and a flea- 
bitten old bear-dog and an aged 
burro keep Jim company. Sometimes 
“Mexican Joe” Mendez, a grizzled, 
swarthy-skinned resident of the 
Nevada Desert, visits Jim, following 
him about like a faithful old dog. 
Jim saved Mexican Joe's life once, 
when a drunken prospector had tried 
to cut Joe's throat.

One afternoon, not long ago, Jim's 
eyes bulged at sight of a lafge aggre
gation of people coming toward 
Ghost-Town over the shimmering 
sands. The shock brought him out 
of his chair, with a gasp, dropping 
his pipe.

“ By golly Moses! The old town's 
cornin' alive again in a new gold- 
rush!” he blurted.

Nerves jumping with excitement, 
he rushed forth to greet the new
comers, only to meet with bitter 
disappointment. The cavalcade of 
men, women, horses, trucks, trailers, 
had come into the Nevada desert to 
“ shoot” scenes for a historical-Wes- 
tern motion-picture.

At first Jim refused to be wel
coming host to the visitors, resent

ing their intrusion on his privacy. 
But after considerable persuasion, 
movie-director Dave Parsons pre
vailed on him to act as guide about 
Ghost-Town and play a “bit” role 
in the picture.

“ All right! Go ahead with your 
danged tom foolery!” growled Jim. 
“An' git it over quick! I .ain't han
kerin' for company 1”

TH AT EVENING, when the mov
ie-actors gathered on the old 

Tonapah & Hassayampa depot plat
form, Jim Boggs told hair-raising 
yarns about boom-town days that 
gave his listeners the creeps. Mexi
can Joe Mendez had drifted in from 
the desert and joined the group.

“ The spirits o f the dead—dance- 
hall gals, gamblers, outlaws, come 
flittin' down Main Street 'round 
the old buildings 'most every even
in',”  concluded Jim somberly. “ Along 
'bout midnight, they starts in wail
in', moanin’ an' lamentin' over their 
past sins.”

Dexter Marlow, the movie villain; 
a handsome, swarthy, sinister-look
ing thespian, sat beside Mazie 
O ’Hern, the company's pretty, dark
eyed leading lady. “ Ghosts—Jbosh!”  
he r a s p e d  sneeringly. “ Damned 
tommyrot and nonsense! The only 
ghosts around here are in the brains 
of some foolish, superstitious hu
mans !”

“ I'm—I'm not so sure of that!” 
said Mazie O’Hern, peering awe
somely at the moonlit desolation of 
Main Street. “ After hearing Mr. 
Boggs' gruesome experiences as Po
lice Chief of Yucca City, I—I feel 
sort of jittery and squeamish.” 

“ Nonsense!” scoffed Marlow, “Liv
ing alone in this damnable desert 
has made Mr. Boggs neurotic! His 
‘ghosts' are nothing more than the 
wind whistling through empty build
ings.”

Mazie's uncle, Stephen O'Hern, 
tall, gaunt, elderly character-actor, 
coughed harshly. “ Fools are skepti
cal of everything!”  he rasped. “ Wise 
men withhold judgment until a thing 
has been proved or disproved!”  

Marlow shot him a cold, contemp
tuous glance^ that the two men dis
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liked each other heartily was ob
vious.

With the exception of Mazie 
O ’Hern, no member of the movie 
company liked Marlow, because of 
his insolent tongue and swaggering 
pose of superiority. “Tefc”  Lan- 
ning, leading man, detested him, as 
did Dave Parsons, the director.

Jim Boggs had noted these facts 
as his shrewd, deep-socketed gray 
eyes had studied his guests, gathered 
on the depot platform. “You don’t 
have to believe what I’ve told you 
about the spirits of Ghost-Town 
flittin’ around the old camp o’ 
nights,” he growled. “ Some folks 
’ low it’s the wind whistlin’ through 
buildings. Maybe it is, and again 
maybe it ain’t. You can decide that 
for yourselves!”

Jim proudly showed his guests 
faded old photographs of Caliente 
Rose, Mexican Molly, Poker-Chip 
O’Fallon and Big Watt Halperin, 
ex-residents of Ghost-Town. The 
movie-actors were much interested 
in the pictures from a “ character”  
angle, particularly Tex Lanning, 
Dave Parsons and Stephen O’Hern, 
all expert “make-up” artists.

Mazie O’Hern had moved over be
side Jim, on the platform. “ I ’m terri
bly interested to know something” 
she whispered. “ Which of those 
dance-hall girls did you like best, 
Mr. Boggs; Caliente Rose or Mexi
can M olly?”

Jim smiled in the moonlit dark
ness—a tender smile. His gaze 
shifted te Boothill Cemetery, rising 
somberly in the silvery gloom, north 
of Ghost-Town. “ I—I always put 
flowers on the graves of both of 
’em,” he said gently.

W HEN THE gathering on the 
depot platform had broken 

up, Boggs heard angry, lowered 
voices in the shadowy darkness of 
the Casino dance-hall. From behind 
a corner of the old building, he 
caught only a brief snatch o f the 
quarrel, “ ...an d  if you don’t keep 
away from her, Marlow, you damn 
philandering phony, I ’ll wring your 
neck!”

The speaker wag Tex Lanning.

Dave Parsons came hurrying up as 
the two actors began pummeling 
each other with fists. “ You fellows 
get to your sleeping quarters!” he 
rasped. “ I ’m damned tired of your 
bickering! And I ’m telling both of 
you again to keep away from Mazie 
O’Hern after working hours!”

“ That doesn’t seem to apply to 
y o u , Parsons,”  sneered Marlow.’ 
“Mazie is the only friend I ’ve got 
in this damned outfit! I intend to 
see her whenever it’s agreeable to 
her!” He strode away abruptly into 
the night.

“ The heel!”  gritted Dave Parsons. 
“ I f  he wasn’t a good actor, I ’d give 
him the gate! Sometimes I ’d like to 
wring his onery neck!”

“ You and me both, Boss,”  growled 
Tex Lanning. “ And one of these days 
I might do that little thing!”

The members of the movie com
pany didn’t sleep much that night 
in the quarters Jim Boggs had al- 
loted to them in the dust-filled, 
gloomy old Palace Hotel. From all 
directions came screechy, whistling, 
sobby noises. Bats darted squeakily 
about the ancient, crumbling build
ings. Sand-owls hooted dismally 
along Main Street. Coyotes yelped 
hideously at the moon from lonely 
tragedy-haunted Boothill Cemetery.

Along toward midnight, Jim Boggs 
was jerked out of sound slumber 
by a piercing scream, followed by 
running footfalls along the hall. 
Somebody knocked frantically on his 
door. “ Quick! Let me in !”  cried a 
hysterical voice.

Jim flung open the door, and 
Mazie Q’Hern almost fell into, his 
arms. “That—that man, whose pho
tograph you showed us, this eve
ning, Big Walt Halperin, the oldtime 
dance-hall owner! I— I looked out 
my window and saw him sneaking 
along near the hotel, in the moon
light! His—his face was exactly like 
the face on the old photograph— lo n g  
black hair, black moustache, and—”

“ Bosh an’ nonsense!” growled 
Jim. “ Big Watt Halperin has been 
in his grave on Boothill for years. 
Maybe his spirit wanders ’round 
town, but I ain’t ever seen Big Watt
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personal! Now get bade to yonr bed,
an' quit imaginin' things F*

But Mazie O’Hern was in no mood
for slumber.

J IM W AS trying to calm her 
nerves, when Lanning came 

striding into the room. Halting, he 
stared in surprise to find Mazie 
O'Hern t h e r e .  ‘ ‘What's wrong, 
honey? What are you doing here?* 
he questioned sharply.

“ I ’m here, perhaps, for the same 
reason you are,” answered Mazie. “ I 
don’t believe in spooks ordinarily, 
but—”

“ Nor do I,”  snapped Tex. “Maybe 
you’ll think I ’m crazy, but I ’ll swear 
I saw a face peering into my room 
window, a few minutes ago, that 
looked like—”

“Like the fellow whose photograph 
Boggs showed us this evening. Big 
Watt Halperin!”  a voice interrupt
ed from the doorway, and Dave Par
sons came into the room. “ I saw 
the fellow’s face distinctly, peering 
into my window, and—”

“ Funny,”  growled Jim. “ I f  three 
of you seen Big Watt Halperin, he 
must have been there, unless you’ve 
got the dangdest imaginations—” 

“ I see face, too, senor Jim,”  broke 
in a husky, guttral voice, and Mexi
can Joe Mendez joined the party. 
“ I see Big W att’s face plenty plain! 
Him look in at window, glare fierce! 
El Diablo send Big Watt back from 
Boothill to—”

Dexter Marlow came swaggering 
into the room, but his stride was 
less cocky than usual. Not far be
hind him was Mazie’s uncle, Stephen 
O ’Hern. Both men had seen a face 
resembling the pictured likeness of 
Big Watt Halperin peering in at 
their windows.

“ Funny Big Watt didn’t drop 
'round an’ pay me a call, too,”  
scoffed Jim Boggs. “ Danged if  I 
don’t feel plumb neglected, bein’ 
passed up by my old friend, Watt, 
if he’s come back from the dead! 
Now you folks get back to your 
quarters an’ quit imaginin’ things! 
A walkin' corpse! Bosh!”

Marlow laughed raspily. “ You're 
not as neurotic as I imagined you

were, Mr. Boggs,” he flung back, 
as he swaggered from the room.

E X T  MORNING the corpse of 
the much-disliked Marlow was 

found sprawled on the floor of the 
dusty, cobwebbed Palace Hotel room 
where he had bedded himself, his 
eyes staring glassily up at the crum
bling plaster ceiling. Apparently he 
had come to his death by strangula
tion.

The windows of the room were 
securely latched, and there were no 
footprints visible on the ground out
side. Dust lay thick on the floor of 
the death room, and the footprints 
there were evidently Marlow’s.

“ Looks like the devil hisself has 
paid a visit to Ghost-Town,” mut
tered Jim Boggs, as he inspected 
the murder chamber. Bending over 
the actor’s body, his eyes widened 
with sudden surprise. In one rigid, 
clenched hand Marlow clutched sev
eral long, black hairs.

Returning to his own room, Jim 
got the tarnished old badge he had 
once worn as Police Chief of Yucca 
City out of a dusty bureau drawer, 
polished it on his shirt sleeve and 
attached the badge to a suspender 
gallus.

Then he walked slowly, thought
fully up to Boothill Cemetery, and 
stood looking down at Big Watt 
Halperin’s weed-grown grave. “ How 
in hell you could get flesh back on 
your skeleton bones, a suit of clothes 
on your back, an’ get out of that 
six-foot-deep hole, without disturbin' 
the dirt is more than I can figger,”  
he muttered. “ But you was such a 
danged schemin’ rascal, when you 
was runnin’ the Casino dance-hall an' 
gamblin’-parlor; maybe you made a 
dicker with the devil to let you come 
back to Ghost-Town for a vaca
tion !”

On his return trip from Boothill 
to Main Street, Jim was passing 
the Casino dance-hall when Mexican 
Joe Mendez hailed him from the 
dance-hall entrance. “ You come 
quick, senor Jim! I got somethin' 
to show you inside much queer/*

Jim followed Joe into the big 
barnlike structure that had oncq
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been the center of hilarious gaiety 
in Yucca City gold-rush days..., 
hilarity and ghastly murder. Here 
and there under the floor-dust were 
ancient blood stains; dark-splotched 
reminders of violent knife and gun 
killings.

“ Look!” grunted Mexican Joe, 
pointing a gnarled forefinger. “ Big 
Watt Halperin visit dance-hall last 
night!”

At one end of the room was a long 
mahogany bar, flanked by a big, 
ornately-framed mirror. The mirror 
was cracked in places, and heavily 
filmed with dust grime of passing 
years. Scrawled in the dust in the 
center of the mirror was a crudely 
drawn skull and cross-bones.

“Umph!” exclaimed Jim. “ I didn’t 
know Big Watt was an artist!”  He 
strode behind the mahogany bar, 
followed noiselessly by Mexican 
Joe.

Jim noted that enough dust had 
been wiped from the left side of 
the mirror to permit a man to see 
his reflection clearly in the glass. 
He ran a forefinger nail through a 
gob of white, greasy substance on 
the mirror frame, and grunted. On 
the back bar, directly beneath the 
greasy, white substance on the mir
ror frame, was another gob of the 
same greasy substance.

“ Big Watt Halperin always was 
a vain damned cuss,” muttered Jim, 
“ The walkin’ corpse evidently was 
here last night lookin’ at himself in 
the bar glass by candle light. He 
stuck the candle on the mirror 
frame, an’ it dripped that "gob of 
grease on the back bar.”

M EXICAN JOE had been do
ing some exploring on his 

own account. In one gnarled hand 
he clutched a large, black, hairy 
object, which he had found under 
the mahogany bar.

“ Well, shoot me for a rattler!” 
exclaimed Jim. “ It looks like the 
wig Big Walt Halperin bought years 
ago in Reno, to cover his shiny 
bald head!”

Examining the toupee, Jim found 
small particles of candle-grease im
bedded in the long, black hairs. “ The

lit candle stuck on the mirror frame 
must’ve dripped on the toupee while 
Big Watt was admirin’ himself in 
the glass,” he muttered. “ Further
more, the hair on this wig looks like 
the hairs I found in the hand of the 
dead actor, Marlow. Big W att’s 
walkin’ corpse evident paid Marlow 
a visit.”

Mexican Joe took the toupee from 
Jim, grinning. “ Me got bald head, 
too,” he said, and placed the wig on 
his nearly hairless pate. “ Not so 
good fit—but I wear heem.”

“You’re welcome to the dang wig,” 
chuckled Jim, “ Gosh knows, I ’ve got 
no use for a dead man’s old head- 
piece! W e l l . . . I ’ve got to be movin’, 
Joe. I’ve got a movie actor’s corpse 
to look after over at the hotel.”

As Jim stomped out of the dance- 
hall into Main Street, a muffled cry 
of agony reached his ears, followed 
by loud groans. Running back into 
the Casino, he found Mexican Joe 
sprawled on the floor, blood trick
ling from a nasty scalp wound on 
the back of his head. The wig was 
gone from his bald skull. In his right 
hand, he clutched a sizable bunch o f 
long, black hairs. When able to 
talk, he told Jim of being attacked 
and struck down from behind. He 
had grabbed at the wig, as it was 
snatched from his head.

“ Looks like Big Watt’s walkin’ 
corpse has come back from the grave 
to raise some sure-’nough hell!” 
gritted Jim.

Helping Mexican Joe over to the 
Palace Hotel, Jim left his friend’s 
head-wound to the tender ministra
tions of Mazie O’Hern, while he 
paid a visit to Marlow’s death room. 
To his surprise, he found the actor’s 
body had been removed during his 
absence.

“ Maybe Big Watt H a l p e r i n  
showed up here an’ packed the dead 
man up to Boothill graveyard to 
keep him company,” muttered Jim.

STEPPING into the hotel hall
way, Boggs nearly collided with 

Director Dave Parsons. “ What hap
pened to Mister Marlow’s corpse?” 
he questioned the movie man sharp
ly. “ You ain’t met up with it roamin’
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'round the hotel somewheres, have 
you?”

“ I— I took Marlow’s remains to 
the undertaker in Hassayampa,” in
formed Parsons. “ After a brief ex
amination, the coroner thought Mar
low may have died of natural causes; 
a heart-attack.”

“Then the coronor is damn dumb, 
or for reasons of his own he’s figur
in’ to make a false report at the 
inquest!”  snapped Jim. “The actor 
feller, Marlow, was murdered.”  

Parsons seemed nervous and dis
traught. “ W e—we’ve got to go easy 
on this matter, Boggs,”  he stam
mered. “ It—it would be nasty pub
licity for my picture, if it got out 
that Marlow was—er—murdered. I 
have no reason to doubt the coro- 
nor’s assumption that—”

“ Bosh!” gritted Jim. “ Marlow was 
choked to death by a murderin’ kill
er! I ’m still the law in Yucca City— 
all the law there is. An’ by thun- 
deration, as long as I ’ve got my old 
badge of office, I ’m goin’ to see that 
justice is done!” r

Parsons knew that Jim meant what

he said, but he was persistent. “Now 
see here, Boggs, can’t we get to
gether on this unfortunate business? 
I don’t want any adverse publicity 
that will hurt the sale of my picture. 
I f—if it’s a matter of money—”

“ It ain’t! It’s a matter o f mur
der!”  snapped Jim. “ All I ’m inter
ested in is findin’ the rattler who 
killed Marlow.”

Dave let the matter drop for the 
moment. “ By the way, Boggs. That 
old photograph o f Big Watt Halper- 
in you showed us last night—I’d 
like to borrow it. W e’re taking some 
camera-shots of the Casino dance- 
hall, this afternoon, and I thought 
it would be a keen idea to have the 
dance-hall owner in the movie-play 
look like B i g  Watt Halperin— a 
typical honky-tonk type of boom- 
town days.”

“ Sure thing, I ’ll loan you the 
photygraft,”  agreed Jim. “ Big Watt 
was so dang vain, I wouldn’t be 
surprised if his walkin’ corpse would 
show up at the dance-hall an’ want 
to act in your picture!”

Parsons emitted a raspy chuckle.
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“You have a bizzarre sense of humor, 
Mr. Boggs,” he commented acidly.

That afternoon, lighting and 
sound apparatus was set up in the 
big main room o f the Casino dance- 
hall. The bar mirror had been 
cleaned of accumulated grime of 
years, and the actors were using the 
glass in applying make-up to their 
faces.

Stanley Ryerson, understudy to 
Dexter Marlow, had taken the dead 
man’s place in the movie play. Ryer
son had disliked Marlow intensely 
because the deceased player had re
garded the understudy’s acting with 
intolerant contempt. Now Ryerson 
was assuming Marlow’s role in the 
picture with intense satisfaction; 
Marlow’s passing seemed to exalt 
Ryerson rather than depress him.

Three actors were preparing to 
“ test out” for the role o f Big Watt 
Halperin, dance-hall king, whose 
faded photograph stood on the back 
bar, to guide the thespians in apply
ing their make-up. Those testing for 
the “bit” role were Tex Lanning, 
Stanley Ryerson and Stephen 
O’Hern.

THE ACTORS were absorbed in 
transferring the photograph like

ness of Big W att Halperin to their 
faces. When Jim Boggs entered the 
C a s i n o  dance-hall with Mazie 
O’Hern. Mexican Joe Mendez shuf
fled along behind them, fingering 
the patch of court-plaster Mazie 
had applied to his scalp-wound.

“ Danged if Big Watt Halperin 
ain’t cornin’ alive three times!” 
blurted Jim, staring at the actors’ 
faces reflected in the bar mirror.

“ It’s—it’s really uncanny!” ex
claimed Mazie O’Hern. “ I f  I v/as a 
man, I ’d like to play the part of 
Big Watt Halperin, myself. He was 
such a thrilling person!”

“ Yeah. He was a thrillin’ person, 
all right,” drawled Jim “ An’ also 
a killin' one; he murdered six men, 
when he was runnin’ the old dance- 
hall in boom-town days.”

“ All right, boys,” snapped director 
Dave Parsons. “ Don your wigs now, 
and we’ll make a still-camera test 
to decide which of you gets the role 

l Turn to Page 124]



NEW AMAZING WONDERFUL 
G E M  D I A M O T H  Y S T  F A R  
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with Diamothyst gem
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with Diamothyst gem
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a gem with a refractory index higher than, and a dispersion factor 
greater than a diamond. Its refractory index is about 10% higher than 
diamonds. It may seem fantastic to you as it did to us, but now you can 
have a gem that looks like a diamond and is actually far more brilliant 
than a diamond, and even many PAW N BROKERS have mistaken it for a 
real diamond. Yet you can have it at about 1/30 the cost of a genuina 
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Control. YO U  can enioy the beauty and prestige and the envy of your 
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LOVE L E T T E R S
No longer need roar letters be dry, awkward 

or uninteresting. HOW TO WHITE LOVE LBT- 
TEBS la a oomptet® book that shows you how 
everyday things can sound thrilling. It helps you 
to express your personality in every letter you 
write. This new book contains dosens of actual 
•ample letters that .show you lust how to write 
lore letters from beginning to end.

PARTIAL CONTENTS
How to "Break the Ice"
How to Make Everyday Events 

Sound Interesting 
How to Make Your Sweetheart 

Write More Often 
How to Express Your Love 
How to Make (or Break) a Date 
How to Acknowledge a Gift 
How to "Make Up"
How to Sell Him "Those Little Things** 
How to Assure Him (or Her) 

of Your Faithfulness 
How to Make Him (or Her) Miss You 
How to Propose by Letter 
F " m m m m m n m m a a m m m r n m m w m m m m *
| PLAZA COOK COMPANY |
| 109 Broad St., New York 4, N. Y. DEPT L-7S9 ft
9 Send book “ How to Y7rlte L ore  L etters,”  Jn 9 
a plain w rapper on  you r Money-Back Offer. I f E 
5  not de ligh ted  with results, I may return this «  
■ purchase in 10  days and pxico w il l  be refunded. ■ 
1 □  Send C.O.D. 1 will pay postman 98c plus ■ | postage. H
I □ 1 enclose  98o—send postpaid. R
I  ' Ig Name .....................................................................  |

Canada and F oreign—f  1 .3 5  w ith  order

o f Big Watt Halperin in the dance- 
hall scenes we’re shooting this after
noon.”

The three actors finished applying 
their make-up, and donned black
haired wigs like the one Big Watt 
Halperin had worn when Yucca City 
was at its zenith.

Mazie O’Hern shuddered. “They 
—they look exactly like the creature 
I saw outside my hotel window last 
night!”  she exclaimed

“Yeah. I reckon so,”  agreed Jim 
Boggs gruffly. “ Big Watt was so 
dang vain, he would be mighty proud 
an’ puffed up to see himself three 
times in a row. I wouldn’t be sur
prised if his walkin’ corpse has come 
down from Boothill an’ is takin’ a 
peek at his actor duplicates through 
a dance-hall window!”

Heads of the assembled movie act
ors pivoted around jerkily on necks, 
but the Casino windows stared back 
at them blankly.

“ Okay, men—now for the test,** 
ordered Dave Parsons, and the ac
tors lined up before the waiting cam
era.

“ Shoot the p i c t u r e ,  Tony,”  
snapped Parsons.

“ Jest a minute!” interrupted a 
gruff voice. “ If there’s any shootiif 
to be done, I ’ll do it !”

Jim Boggs stepped swiftly in 
front of the camera; jerked a wig 
from the head of one of the actors; 
shoved his old Colt .45 against the 
thespian’s stomach. “ I arrest you for 
the murder of the Marlow feller you 
choked to death last night in his ho
tel room,” he rasped.

T H E Y  R E
H RARE CARTOONS <md 0000 CLEAR 

ILLUSTRATIONS AS YOU LIKE IT. RICH IN
FUN amd HUMOR. 20 BOOKLETSJ
ALL D IFF ER E N T , SE N T  P R E P A ID  F O R  *1 
IN  PLAIN S E A L E D  WRAPPER. N O  C.CUXa* .

NATIONAL, Dept. 533, Box 5-STA. E, Toledo 9, Ohio

RAPID FIRE CALCULATOR
Now In Kandy POCKET SIZE—  This easy to us© 
Multiplier and Book O f Tables was designed for 
use in H O M E-O FF IC E-SCH O O L-or SH O P —  So 
simple even a child can use it—  And the answer 
is always right. .

SEND ONLY 50c FOR YOUR CALCULATOR. 
WEHMAN BROS. 712 Broadway New York 3, N. Y,

COMMOTION swept the Casino 
dance-hall like a conflagration. 

“He—he must be crazy!” cried out 
Mazie O’Hern, horrified. “ It’s ridic
ulous to accuse—”

“ The old coot has gone nuts!” 
blurted Tex Lanning; “he imagines 
he’s back in his police-chief days!” 

“ What’s the meaning of this damn 
foolishness?” s h o u t e d  Parsons. 
“ You’re insane, Boggs!”

“ On the contrary,”  said Stephen 
O’Hern, the character actor, grimly, 
“Mr. Boggs isn’t indulging in fooj-



GHOST-TOW N SLAYS
ishness nor is he the victim o f an 
addled imagination; as a matter of 
fact, he has delivered the goods.”

From a pocket of his faded, 
patched old coat, ex-Police-Chief 
Jim Boggs drew a pair o f handcuffs 
and clipped them on the wrists of 
the actor who had played the role 
o f murderer in many a stage and 
movie play.

“ O.K., Sheriff Hopperson! Come 
an’ get your prisoner!”  he shouted.

From a rear room of the dance- 
hall strode the sheriff of Hassayam- 
pa County. Jim had sent Mexican 
Joe to fetch the law-officer earlier 
that afternoon.

“ Good work, Boggs/’ commended 
the lawman. “ And now, maybe you’ll 
do us the honor to explain how you 
caught this killer.”

“ Glad to accommodate,”  said Jim. 
“ Fact is, I didn’t know who the 
killer was till a few minutes ago. 
When the actor gents put on them 
wigs, I figgered I had my man. For 
one thing, there was a patch of hair 
missin’ from the killer’s headpiece; 
the hair Mexican Joe yanked out 
o f the wig, when the killer sneaked 
up behind him, grabbed the wig an’ 
busted him on the head. Joe didn’t 
get a look at the murderin’ varmint. 
Last night, standin’ before the bar- 
mirror, the killer made himself up to 
look like Big Watt Halperin. He 
stuck a candle on the mirror frame 
an’ some of the grease drippings 
from the candle dropped on his wig, 
as you can see by them particles im
bedded in the hair. When he had 
fixed himself up to look like Big 
Watt, he come snoopin’ ’round the 
Palace Hotel, scarin’ hell out of 
folks.

“ As for the murder,”  concluded 
Jim, “ Marlow, the actor, was clutch- 
in’ some black hairs in a dead 
hand; had evident yanked the wig 
o ff  the killer’s head before—”

“Precisely, Mr. Boggs,” interrupt
ed a somber voice. “ Marlow jerked 
the wig from my head before he 
died—but I didn’t strangle the rat, 
as you believe. I intended to kill 
him, but he died of a shock; heart- 
failure. Last night, when you showed 
us Big Watt Halperin’s photograph, 

[Turn Page]

BELIEVE IN LUCK7-S
Carry a  pair of G EN U IN E  BR A H M A  
RED  L IV E  H IG H LY  M AG NET IC  LO DE- 
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Lodestones as MOST PO W ERFU L M AG
N ET IC  “L U C K Y " CHARM S, one to “at
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Love, Business, Work, etc., the other 

t« "prevent** Bad Luck, Losses, Evil, Trouble. Harm, etc. 
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ILLUSTRATED BOOKLETS AND NOVELTIES
Our YEST POCKET series of ILLUSTRATED C O M IC  
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fo r Quick StSef 
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B O O K L E T S
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is POCKET SIZE, also contains 8 ILLUSTRATIONS, and 
is full of fun and entertainment. 12 of these booki. 
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TREASURE NOVELTY CO.f DEPT. 27-J 
2 Alien Street. New York 3, N. T.

Hisft School Course,
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I Go u  rapidly as your time and abilities permit, Course 
equivalent to resident school work—prepares for college entrance 
exams. Standard H. S. texts supplied. Diploma. Credit f<* H. 
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W RITING SERVICE
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50 basis. W e  send  you  records, cop ies  and copy3i 
r ig h t  you r son g  fo r  you  in. W ash in gton , XK C.T

GUARANTEED PUBLICATION **
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p u b lish er . T ile  w riters receive a d v a n ce  roy a lty  
a n d  a  sta n d a rd  roy a lty  con tract. T h e  p u b lish er 
p a ys  all p u b lica tion  expenses.

W HAT ARE YOUR C H A N C ES?
I f  you  h a v e  a b ility  you r ch an ces  are  g ood . N ow  
eongrw ritera  b ecom e fam ou s every  year. M a yb e  
th is  is Y O U R  year. P ublishers are  con sta n tly  on 
the look out fo r  go o d  songa. T urn you r m ateria l' 
ov er  to a f irm  w h ose business is S O N G W R IT IN G .
WRITE TODAY
S E N D  Y O U R  P O E M  o r  ly r ic  to d a y  tor free  
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cep tion a l o f fe r .

HOLLYWOOD TUHESMITHS
©•P*. K-f. I S M  No. m m  ST., Heltyweod 29, Certtf.

I decided to put my talent for make* 
up to a test. After frightening folks 
a bit, peering into the hotel windows, 
I removed my make-up and appeared 
among you, pretending that I, too, 
had seen the ghostly visitor. Mar* 
low had lost some of his swagger; 
he half believed Big Watt Halperin 
had returned from the dead. Later, 
again assuming the role o f Big Watt, 
I burst into Marlow's room; he at
tacked me, tearing the wig from my 
head, then sagged limply. My hands 
were at his throat, but he was dead 
before—”

“ W hy did you want to kill Mar
low?" broke in Boggs sharply.

“ Because I despised the low-life 
cheat and philanderer!” rasped 
Stephen O’Hern. “ I wanted to pro
tect my niece, Mazie; tongues were 
wagging, when we left Hollywood 
for the Nevada Desert. My niece is 
slated for stardom in pictures, 
and—"

W ITH  AN agonized cry, Mazie 
O’Hern flung her arms about 

her uncle.
“ There, there now, child," he 

soothed gently. “ Try to forgive a 
miserable old fool for—” His voice 
broke in a low moan.

Tex Lanning drew Mazie away 
from her uncle, comforting her. Her 
arms went about the young actor, as 
she had embraced him in many 
movie love-scenes. This time it 
wasn't play-acting.

Stephen © ’Hern’s head was bowed; 
his face s o r r o w f u l l y  tragic. 
“ I—I don’t allow the Law will be 
too hard on you, Mister O ’Hern," 
Jim Boggs said gently. “ I figger 
maybe you’ll get o ff  light, as we’re 
fair an’ square in dealin’ out justice 
in Hassayampa County,"

Jim removed the tarnished old 
police-chief badge from his sus- 
pender-gallus and looked at it affec
tionately. Sighing heavily he thrust 
it into a pocket of his faded, shabby 
old coat.
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THE BATHROOM BE&DER
A  choice and private collection of stories and artt* 
cies for the man who appreciates a laugh as wall 
as his love— hilariously funny draw ings by a master 
cartoonist. Limited number of copies avaBabie. 
Send $1.98 in cash or money order.

M L SALES CO.— DEPT. D-8 
241 Church SK, New York 13. N.Y.

THE M OUNTAIN COMES TO 
MOHAMMED

{Continued From Page 103) 
bills. Then, when Louie went out 
for his afternoon walk, Landis 
left again. It was all perfectly 
safe and, as I said before, perfect
ly simple; so simple that I'd have 
spotted it even without reading the 
reports."

“That," Jeff stated flatly, “ I 
don't believe."

Stephen smiled with the bland 
ingenuousness that always set his 
older brother’s teeth on edge. “ But 
it’s true, Jeff," he protested. “ If 
Louie wasn't meeting Landis—and 
it was plain that he wasn’t, or 
Forbes or one of the other men you 
had tailing him would have spotted 
them—then the only other way for 
them to make contact was for Lan
dis to meet him. You all made the 
quite natural mistake of expecting 
Mohammed to go to the mountain, 
whereas," his smile became even 
more ingenuous, “ this was one of 
the rare instances in which the 
mountain came to Mohammed."

Portable
P O T

L U C K
Machine
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Co.f 2 Allen Street, Dept 88PJ New York 2, N.Y.

ILLUSTRATED COMIC BOOKLETS
Sell our ILLUSTRATED C O M IC  BOOKLETS and other 
NOYELTIES. Each booklet size 4'h x 2 %  and Is FULLY 
ILLUSTRATED. W e will send 24 assorted booklets prepaid 
upon receipt of $1.00 or 60 assorted booklets sent 
prepaid upon receipt of $2.00. N O  CH ECKS. Wholesale 
noveltv price list sent with order only. No orders 
sent C. O. D.

REPSAC SALES CO.
1 Orchard St., Dept. 150-J New York 2, N. Y.

Q U iT  TO B A C CO !
Remove all tobacco craving safe In every form and join 
the thousands wha have completely obtained satis- 
factory freedom from tobacco with the old genuine 
TO BACCO  BANISHER. Send for FREE BOOKLET 
describing the ill effects of tobacco, and a safe, re
liable home treatment. A  proven success for 39 years.

GUSTAF H. GUSTAFSON CO.
2325 E. Vickery Blvd. Dept. »  Ft. Worth 3, 7mm

A  Hard-Hitting, 

Book-Length Novel 

of the Old West

THE MAVERICK 
MAKERS

by Allan K. Echols
appears in the 

August issue of

W E S T E R N
A C T I O N

Now on sale everywhere
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REASON

JOHN THOMAS URWIN

Mrs. Frack thought she was 
justified in shooting her 

husband...

T IL L  TRYING to be Mrs.
^ ^ ^ F rack ’s lawyer ?”  the Sheriff 

asked me, "W hy don’t you 
just let her alone like she wants?"

"Not my idea." I said; "her rela
tives want me to see what I can 
d o "

"W ell, I ’ll check." He picked up 
the phone. A moment later he said, 
"She’ll see you." He looked at some 
letters in his hand. "It ’s been a week, 
now; maybe she’s getting lonesome." 
He waved me on toward the distant 
cell-block.

"W ait a minute," he called after 
me. "Here, take these to her. Prob
ably some cranks praising her for 
shooting her husband." He looked at 
the faces of the envelopes quizzi
cally, "Some bills here, too," he said. 
"They’re certainly sure as death and 
taxes, aren’t they?"

I took the bundle. "They’re ad
dressed to her home," I said, "how 
did the mailman come to leave them 
here?”

"It ’s a small town, son; everybody 
knows she’s here, and w h y"

"Oh," I said, "yeah. Well, 111 take 
them in."

HAD NEVER WRITTEN A LINE . . .  SELLS 
ARTICLE BEFORE COMPLETING COURSE

"Before completing the N. I. A. course, 
I sold a feature to Screenland Magazine 
for $59. That resulted in an Immediate 
assignment to do another. After gaining 
confidence w i t h  successive feature 
stories, I am now working Into the 
fiction field, previous to enrolling in 
N. I. A. I  had never written ft line for 
publication, nor seriously expected to 
do so."—Gene E. Levant 118 Weel 
Av®., Lo» Angelej 28, California.

How Do you KNOW 
you can’t W RITE?

H a v e  you  e v e ry  tried?
H a v e  you  ever attem pted  even the lea st b it o f  tra in 

ing , un der com petent gu ida n ce?
O r h a v e  you  been s ittin g  b a ck , as  It is so easy  to

ii' / o r  th e  d a y  t o  com e w h en  y o u  w ill aw ak en ,
611 a  sudden, to  the d isco v e ry  MI  a m  a  w r ite r” ?

course is  th e  one o f  you r ch oosin g , you  
p ro b a b ly  n ev er w ill  w rite . L a w y ers  m u st be la w  c le rk s . 
D o cto rs  m ust be  internes. E n g in eers  m ust be d ra fts 
m en . W e  a ll k n o w  th a t, in  our tim e, th e  e g g  does 
com e b efore  the  ch ick en .

I t  is se ld om  th a t  a n yon e  b ecom es  a  w r ite r  until he 
(o r  sh e ) has been w ritin g  fo r  s om e  tim e. T h a t  is  w h y  
so  m a n y  a uthors a n d  w riters  spr in g  up out o f  the new s
p a p er business. T h e  d a y -to -d a y  necess ity  o f  w r it in g—  
o f  ga th erin g  m ateria l a bou t w h ic h  to  w rite— d evelop s  
th e ir  ta len t, th e ir  insight, th e ir  back grou n d  and their 
co n fid e n ce  a s  n oth ing  e lse cou ld .

T h a t is  w h y  the N ew sp ap er Institu te  o f  A m erica  
buses its  w r it in g  instruction  on jo u rn a lism — con tinu ous 
w ritin g— th e  tra in in g  th a t haa produced  so  m an y s u c 
cessfu l author*.

Learn to Write by Writing
.N e w s p a p e r  in stitu te  tra in in g  Is based, on  th e  N ew  

Y o rk  C op y  D esk  M ethod . I t  s ta rts  and keeps you  
w rit in g  in  you r o w n  hom e, on  you r ow n tim e. W eek  
b y  w e e k  you  rece iv e  a ctu a l a ssign m en ts, ju s t  a s  i f  y o u  
w ere  r ig h t  a t w o rk  on  a  grea t m etropolitan  da ily . 
Y o u r  w r it in g  Is in d iv id u a lly  corrected  and construe* 
t iv e ly  c r it ic ize d . T h o ro u g h ly  experienced , 'practica l, a c 
t iv e  w riters  are responsib le  f o r  th is ' instruction . U nder 
su ch  sym p ath etic  gu idance, y o u  w ill fin d  th at (in stea d  
o f  va in ly  try in g  to cop y  som e one elses w rit in g  tr ick s ) 
you  are ra p id ly  d eve lop in g  y o u r  ow n  d istin ctive , e e lf-  
f la v o re d  sty le— un dergoing  an experience th a t haa a 
th r il l  t o  it, a n d , w h ich  a t  th e  sam e tim e, deve lop s  In 
you  th e  p o w e r  to  m ak e  you r fee lin gs  articu la te .

M a n y  p e o p le  w h o  sh ou ld  be  w rit in g  b ecom e a w e
stru ck  b y  fa bu lou s  stories abou t m illion a ire  authors 
a n d  th e re fo re  g iv e  little thought to  th e  $25, 150 and 
$100 or m ore , th a t ca n  often  b e  earned  fo r  m ateria l 
th a t  tak es  little* t im e  to  w rite— stor ies , a rt ic les  on  busi
ness, sh op  cra fts , hobbies, sports, cu rren t events, v e t
erans ’ a ffa irs , tra ve l, loca l and c lu b  a ctiv ities , e tc .—  
th in g s  th a t  ca n  easily  be turned out in  leisure hou rs, 
and o ften  on  th e  Im pulse o f  th e  m o m e n t

A Chance to Test 
Yourself

Our unique Writing Aptitude Te«t 
tells whether you possess the funda
mental Q ualities necessary to su c
cessful writing—acute observation, 
dramatic instinct, creative im agina 
tion, etc. You'll enjoy taking this 
test. It's FREE. Just m all the 
coupon today and see what our 
editors »ay. Newspaper Institute of 
America, One Park Avenue, New 
York 10, N, Y. (Founded 1925.)

&

VETERANS:  
Course 

Approved 
for

Veterans*
Training

A T  N ew spaper In stitu te  O f A m erica
V A  *  O ne P a rk  A v e ., N ew  Y o r k  16. N . Y .

W *  Bend m e w ith ou t cost or ob ligation , your ■
fre e  W ritin g  A ptitude T est and fu rth er  in form ation  .  
a bou t w r it in g  fo r  p ro fit . Z
M r.
M rs.

A d dress
□ Check here if you *re eligible under the G. L Bill of Rights. § 
CAR oocrespoade&M oonfldential. No salesman will o»U on you.) ■

81-P-361 1

l T u r n  Pa ffp i ftw ri«K  ldtt Mvwmvm Jasttfcut* af Amato*
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“ C leary  w ill  sh ow  y o u  w h ere ,”  the 
S h e r if f  said. “ I lik e  to  stay aw ay 
from  those fe rre t-fa ce d  w om en  m u ch  
as I can .”

T h e  S h e r if f  w as righ t. C leary  
sh ow ed  m e w h ere, u n lo ck in g  the ce ll  
fo r  m e ; and M rs. F rack  w as fe rr e t 
fa ced . She w as a ttractive  en ou gh  in 
a s lim  w ay, but her fa c ia l exp ress ion  
g a v e  m e the fe e lin g  she th ou gh t that 
I  and the w h o le  w o r ld  w ere  h o ld in g  
som eth in g  ou t on  her. She d id n ’t  say 
an y th in g  abou t s itt in g  dow n , so I 
handed  her the m ail.

She lo o k e d  at it im person a lly , said 
abru p tly , “ I  d o n ’t  see any p o in t in  
ou r ta lk in g .”  She paused. “ I  th ou gh t 
i f  I  to ld  y o u  that y o u ’d leave m e 
a lon e.”

“ Y o u r  b ro th e r ’s fo lk s  w an ted  m e 
to — ”  I  d id n ’ t rea lly  get started .

“ I  sh ot m y husband,”  she said. “ I 
sh ot R ich ard  w hen  he w as p h o n in g  
that w om an  a g a in ; I c o u ld n ’t stand 
it  any m ore and I  k illed  h im .”

I w anted  to  get her ta lk in g . “ P e r 
haps,”  I  said, “ M r. F ra ck  w asn ’t 
ca llin g  a w om an. M aybe it  w as a 
business ca ll.”

“ A t  on e  o ’ c lo c k  in the m o rn in g ? ”  
T h e re  w as s co rn fu l b ittern ess in  her 
v o ice . “ I t  w as a w om an. I  ju s t  know 
it  was. H e  had taken to  s ta y in g  u p  
lo n g  a fter  I w en t to  bed  ju s t  to  ta lk  
to  her.”

She w as so intense that she co n 
v in ce d  m e that R ich ard  F ra ck  had 
ce r ta in ly  been  an in d iffe re n t ly  fa ith 
fu l  husband. “ I f  it  w as a w om an ,”  I 
s till  reserved  a fin a l ju d gm en t, “ d o  
y o u  have any idea  w h o it w a s?”

“ N o, but I  w atch ed  h im  fo r  a

lo n g  tim e. H e w as a ct in g  v e ry  d i f 
fe re n t ly  tow ard  m e.”  H er eyes 
f lick e re d  over m y  fa ce  as th ou gh  to  
search  ou t som e d e fe c t io n  on  m y ow n  
part. “ I  ca u gh t him , th o u g h .”

T h e re  w as a w o r ld  o f  sa tis fied  
su sp ic ion  in  her v o ice . “ I w en t to  
bed  and fe ll  asleep f in a lly ;  w h en  I 
w ok e  he w as stan d in g  at the hall 
te leph on e  w ith  the n i g h t l i g h t  
sh ew in g  his fa ce  p la in .”

She op en ed  a le tter  w ith  a q u ick  
p robe  o f  her n a il-file . “ R ich a rd ,”  she 
said, “ had a v e ry  p leased  exp ress ion  
on his fa ce , very p leased . O h, he w as 
ta lk in g  to  her a ll r ig h t.”

“ P erh aps,”  I su ggested , “ w e  m igh t 
m ake som eth in g  o f  a p lea  o f  tem p or
ary  in sa n ity— ”  I g o t  n o  fu rth er.

“ N o ! I w en t to  the dresser and g o t  
his gun. I  shot h im  ju s t  a fte r  he put 
the phon e dow n . H e  s till  had a 
sa tis fied  sm irk  on  h is  f a c e ; that’s 
the w a y  it w as.”

M rs. F ra ck  had been  ta lk in g  to 
m e as i f  fro m  m em ory . She k ept 
f l ic k in g  at the en ve lop es  w ith  her 
q u ick  n a il-file , b r ie f ly  scan n in g  each 
le tte r  and p u ttin g  it aside.

F in a lly  she w as lo o k in g  at a paper 
that had the cr isp  im p erson a lity  o f  
a b ill. She was v e ry  q u ie t ; w h en  she 
con tin u ed  to  say n oth in g  I  g e n tly  
eased the paper fro m  her fin gers . She 
n ever even  n oticed .

I t  w as a te leph on e  b ill  statin g  the 
m on th ly  charges, no to ll ca lls  listed . 
T h e  last en try  w as fo r  the 31st, the 
m orn in g  R ich ard  F rack  had been 
k illed . I t  read w ith  s im ple stark n ess : 

Time-Signal ------------------------------  0.10.

C O M I N G  N E X T  I S S U E

★  DEATH OF T H E  PARTY
By Robert Turner

*  I MURDERED MYSELF!
By T. W. Ford



How to Build 
A MIGHTY 
BACK

|JOE WAUOPPEO A N 6TH gBloiUNGTHAT
BULLY WON T  
PICK ON  YOU 

\  AGAIN

YOU can WIN
th is b ig  15 "  Silver Trophy 
os John Sill just did!

5 .  WAY PROGRESSIVE POWER will 
make YOU an ALL-AROUND WINNER

• A Winner of Medals, fro

A M A Z I N G
N A T IO N A L  E M E R G E N C Y  O FFE R
A l l  t h e s e  5  P i c t u r e  4  A  
P a c k e d  C O U R S E S  o n  H e -  I l l y  

M a n  B u i l d i n g  f o r  o n l y  I  W  

w h i l e  s u p p l y  l a s t s  !

John Sill
like millions, mailed me 10c and 
a coupon like the one below YOU 
MAIL NOW 1

• A Leader in Civilian Life or 
Armed Services

• A Winner of Success in Bust 
ness, on JOB

• A Winner of NEW FRIENOS.
GIRLS.

• A Winner at ALL SPORTS.
CONTESTS.

This ‘‘Easy as Pie" NATURAL Method gives you All-Around 
V C H A M P  STREM6TH-All Over MR. AMERICA 8UIL0!

phies, Money.
• A Hero on the DANCE FLOOR.
• A Hero at the BEACH. IN 

GYM.
• A Hero to your Sweetheart
• An Idol and LEADER to any 

crowd.

Let me Prove in 1 0  M IN U TE S  A  D A Y  I can make

YOU l̂lS=an HE-MAN
FA ST- OR IT W ON'T COST YOU A CENT 

SAYS GEORGE F. JO W ET T -W O R LD 'S  GREATEST BUILDER OF H E - M E N
Let me make YO U  A W IN N ER  IN EVERY W A LK  OF L IFE

Y E S

»a%WEjH
p a i d  o n ly  a  Few Cents

to  b e c o m e  a n

A//-Around H E - M A N ?
Which One Paid H u n d r e d s  O f  O o l l a r s  ?

Rex Ferrus was a weakling, paid a few cents 
to start building at home into a Champion 
All Around He Man!

Larry Campbell paid me hundreds of dollars 
to train at my side years ago. Start to be
come an All-Around He Man at home with 
these same secrets for only a few cents like 
Rex Ferrus did! Now Rex is tops in Sports, 
Job, Popularity, as you can be.

MAIL COUPON
how lor quick r i ) r r  
action and get I I i L L

JOHN S IL L 'S  SU CC ESS STORY can soon be your own success story. HOW A THIN WEAKLING W INS A  TROPHY 
AS A MAGNIFICENT AMERICAN HE-MAN. A lew weeks ago, John was a skinny weakling. Everybody picked on 

him. He had no punch, no guts to fight tor his rights. TOOAY everyone admires John's movie-star champion build — his 
mighty ARMS, his heroic CHEST, his rock-like TORSO, h is broad BACK, his military SHOULDERS.
H is newly-born POPULARITY with fellows. The way G IRLS flock around him. His prowess on 
the ATHLETIC field. His double energy at work.
k l / ’-k  I  I don't care how skinny or flabby you are; if you 're 14 or 40; i( you're short or tall, 

or what work you do. All I want is JUST 10 EXCITING M INUTES in your own home 
to MAKE YOU OVER by the SAM E METHOD I 
turned myself from a wreck to a Champion of 
Champions.
YFCI Y o u 'l l  se e  IN C H  u p on  IN C H  o f 

'  • MIGHTY MUSCLE added to YOUR
ARM S Your CHEST deepened. Your BACK AND 
SHOULDERS broadened. From head to heels, 
you'll gain SOLIDITY, SIZE, POWER, SPEED!
You'll become an All-Around, All-American HE- 
MAN, a WINNER in everything you tackle— or 
my Training won't cost you one 
single solitary cent!

Develop YOUR 520 MUSCLES 
Gain Pounds, INCHES. FAST!

Friend, I've travelled the world. Made 
a LIFETIME STUDY ot every way known I 
to develop your body. Then I devised | 
the BEST by TEST, my "5  WAV PRO- .
GRESSIVE POWER” the only method 
that builds you 5-ways last. You save I 
YEARS, DOLLARS like movie star Tom j 
Tyler did Like Champ tohn Sill did.
Like MANY THOUSANDS like you did.
So MAIL COUPON NOW I

How lo Build
MIGHTY

ARMS

How lo Build
A MIGHTY

CHEST

How to Build 
MIGHTY
LEGS-

How to Build 
A MIGHTY
GRIP

George F. low’d

JO W E TT  IN S TITU TE
Dept. D O -19 

2 3 0  F ifth  A v e . ,  N . Y .  1 , N . Y .

JOWETT INSTITUTE O f PHYSICAL TRAINING 
23 0  FIFTH AVENUE. NEW YORK t, N.Y.
Dear George: Please mail to me FREE Jowetfs Photo 
Book of Strong Men, plus all 5 HE MAN Building Cours
es: 1 How to Build a Mighty Chest. 2. How to Build a 
Mighty Arm 3. How to Build a Mighty Grip. 4 How to 
Build a Mighty 8ack. 5 How to Build Mighty Legs—  
Now all in One Volume "How to become a Muscular 
He Man.” ENCLOSED HND 10c FOR POSTAGE AND 
HANDLING (No C.OO.'s),

I  MAMS . .

• aooxsa 
t cut .... jour at ATC



The Scandal That Ripped the Mask
From an American Town

PRO U D  N EW  FLAG S 
by F. Van Wyclt M  ason

B la z in g  ad v en tu re  tale 
o f  the d a r in g  C o n fe d e r 
ate naval  com m an der ,  
Sam S ey m ou r— his des 
pera te  sea ba tt les— his 
reck less  r o m a n c in g  in 
tho v e ry  sh ad ow  of 
d a n g er !  F rom  the A t 
lantic  to  the M iss iss ip 
pi, f r o m  N ew  Orleans to 
Cuba. P ro u d  N e w  F la g s  
sw eep s  a lon g  w ith  even 
g rea te r  act ion  and e x 
c i tem en t  than G o n e  
W it h  th e  W in d !

Handsome, Wealthy Gordon Sfockwell W as a 
of Virtue— but Not to Obedience W ebb H i' 
willing Bride, Who Fled from Their Nuptial 
to trie Arms of Another Man!

Pilar 
Un- 

Cham ber

G u rdon  
ch u rch -  

c iv ic

' P  R O Y  soc ie ty  in 1830 k n o w  
S tock w e l l  as a  respectable  

m em ber ,  a  trustee  o f  charit ies ,  
leader. But inside the w a l ls  o f  his great  
mill, the g ir ls  at  the loom s av er ted  their 
ey es  when G u rdon  passed  them by.

These girls knew the truth about Gurdon. There was 
too-good to be-true Priscilla Stamm, who would dis

appear mysteriously for days and weeks at a ttme 
...an d  bold eyed Gypsy Vilas, who would rope 

her self out of the window after curlew, on a 
date she never talked about. And there was 

ravishingly beautiful Obedience Webb, who 
was suddenly hustled by the preaeher into 

an unwanted marriage with Gunion 
only to eseape him tn a secret love 

atfalrl
Not until^ a strange murder 

slroikod the town did the truth 
about Gurdon explode, shat

tering the sham respe*la
bility of Troy's leading 
citizens 1
Drama, excitement, ro
mance fill the pages of 
Sunrise to Sunset. This 

hit novel—a $3.00 value— 
Is only one o f  the honks you 

get FREE, when you join the 
Dollar Rook Club1 You also re

ceive, absolutely FREE, this big 
new novel. . .

THE ONLY CLUB THAT fRINGS YOU 
f t  BEST SELLERS FOR JUST $1 EACH!

YES, the v e ry  . me titles sold in the p u b l ish 
ers ’ retail  ed itions f or  $2.75 to  $3.50 com e  

to D o llar  B ook  C lub r:-- era fo r  on ly  $1 each 
— an Incredib ly  b i#  saving' a v e r a g in g  t w o -  
th irds  on each se lect ion !  Such values are  poss i 
ble because o f  the g r e a t  econom ies  e f fe c te d  in 
prin t in g  ed itions fo r  a la rg e  members,hip.

T #U  A t Few A i %u •; *. ?

M em berah to  !n the D o lla r  B o o k  t'W >  req u ires  no 
tfues o f  any kind. You d o  n o t  even h a v e  to  ta k e  a b ook  
e -ery m on th ; the pui ch a se  o f  as few as six b o o k s  a 
year fu lfills  you r m em b ersh ip  requ irem en t.

U pon rece ip t o f  th e  co u p o n , you  w ill be sent F R E E  
both  Sunrise to Sunset and  P rou d  N ew  Flags. You w ill 
also re ce iv e  the current *.o'b»rtion fo r  on ly  J i .  p lus a 
fe w  cents sh ip p in g  cos t . 'I H ereafter you  w ill rece ive  
reg u la r ly  the C lu b ’ s B u l> ‘ : o. w h ich  d escr ib es  the 
fo r th co m in g  Club se le c t io n s  a r .o  o th e r  p o p u la r  b ook s  
o ffe re d  to  m em b ers  fo r  on ly  $1.

Se«J N b  Itf* C  •*#©«

W h en  you see th e  w on d erfu l p a ck a g e  o . r e a d in g  you 
will get im m e d ia te ly , and rea lize  th ese  b o o k s  are 
ty p ica l o f  th e  values o ffe red  by  th e  ClvU fo r  only $1 
each, you w ill be d e lig h te d  to  have b ecom e a m em ber! 
M ail the cou pon  uT’v, Doubleday One Dollar B ook  
Club, Garden City, New York.

MAIL THIS COUPON
DOUBLEDAY ONE DOLLAR BOOK CLUB 

Dept. 9DAG, Garden City, New York
a I

Please enroll me as a Dollar Book Club member and send 
me at, once FREE both Sunrise to Sunset and Proud New 
Flags. Also send me the current Club selection and bill 
me for only $1, plus few cents shipping cost.

With these books will come my first issue of the free 
descriptive folder called The Bulletin, telling about the 
forthcoming one-dollar bargain book selections and other 
$1 * bargains offered to members only.

I have the privilege of notifying you in advance if I do 
not wish either of the following months' selections. The 
purchase of books is entirely voluntary on my part. I do 
not have to accept a book every month— only ;ix each 
year; I may cancel membership any tune after purchasing 
six selections. I pay nothing except $1 for each selection 
received, plus a few cents shipping cost.

Mr.
Mrs. . 1 ......................................................................................
Miss Please Print

.ZoneCity ....................... ...........

If under 21,
State .......................... ............. age, please ...........

*  Slightly higher in Canada: address 105 Bond St., 
Toronto M  Offer good In U. S. and Canada only.


