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How to help your child fight 

ffAR OF DARKNESS 
••• a• r-mmemled in the lntere.r of child welfare by Ro1e G. Ander1011, Ph, D., 

Director of the Pqchologlcal Service Center of New York 

1 Pear of the dark is founded on a dread of the un· 
known. Many a grown man feels his courage ebb 

with the daylight. And to a child, whose limited expe. 
rience makes him even more fearful, the dark can be 
filled with terrors • • •  unfounded fears. 

3 'Encourage him to perform small tasks after dark, 
. when he may use his "Eveready" flashlight, such 

as putting his toys away or getting something for 
you from a dark closet. Above all, never frighten him 
with "Bogeyman"; appeal to his pride. Then he will 
IICC�pt darkness. 

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC. 

30 East 42nd Sueet, New York 17, N.Y. 
• · _U<tlt •I u- cw•w....., CarMa c..-- · 

l!m 

2 Bring back the daylight world he knows, with 
your "Eveready" flashlight • • .  show that the yard, 

or the basement, is the same familiar place by night 
as by day • • •  that night-time sounds are made by 
simple things. Let him use your flashlight himself-

FOR ANY flashlight use, rely on "Eveready" bat· 
teries. Their reputation for longer life of brighter 

light bas made them the largest-selling flashlight 
batteries in the world- and iustlyl Ask your dealer 
for "Eveready" batteries by name; their extra light, 
extra life cost you nothing extra! 

· 

Tlu r�gisttretl tratl,. 
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Butler, Harry Linton, broker; born 1887; married; • 
clubs and organizations: president, Pasadena Realty 
Board; personal assets, $100,000; credit standing, un
limited; activities, church and community service; resi· 
dence--we'll come to that. O'Rourke, Robert, detective lieutenant, Pasadena 
police force; planning to retire after 20 yeal's of serv
ICe, effective 1937 proud of never having killed a man 
in gun battle, though having fought several. 

In January, 1937, Detective O'Rourke engaged in 
gun battle a notorious masked bank robber, who dis
obeyed orders to halt, opened fire. Detective O'Rourke 
killed his first man. Under the mask, he turned out to 
be Butler, Harry Linton, etc . • •  

Trouble with plans is-they gang agley. 

Among people who think on their feet, reserve a • 
place for Casimir Zohaski. Casimir had a twin 
brother he hadn't seen for half a lifetime, so finding 
himself in Warsaw shortly before the war, and knowing 
his brother lived there, he arranged a get-together. The 
brothers met, did the town-and Alexander, the twin, 
was so happy he died of heart failure! 

Faced with the unpleasant task of breaking the news 
to the dead man's pretty widow, Casimir simply switched 
clothes and papers with his brother, sold himself to 
the widow as her husband-and collected a $10,000 
insurance policy he'd taken out on himself. A third 
brother detected the fraud, and Casimir wound up in 
the clink, while authorities sought to pin a murder 
rap on him. But nothing ever came of that. 
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6'1 LEE and JAI(OBSSON 
• If you share the popular notion that authorities have 

to prove somebody's been �ill�d in order to. hang 
you for murder banish the na1ve 1dea. On the rnght of 
March 8 1900

' 
Alma Nesbitt and her mother, strangers 

to Hood' 
River

' Oregon, were driven, at their request, 
to the homestead of one Norman Williams. No one 
ever saw the two women again. Five years later, 
Williams was hanged for their murder. 

The Oregon state supreme court said of the case, 
"No universal rule can be laid down in regard to the 
proof of the corpus delicti . . .  " 

Williams mounted the gallows firmly, confided to 
the executioner, "You're hanging an innocent man." 

The case can be and has been, cited as a precedent 
in every state of the Union by prosecutors whose corpus 
delicti is something less than deluxe. 

• A Missouri farmer got up at his customary ungodly 
hour one morning not long ago, and went to feed 

his chickens. Instead of his usual cackling covey he 
found only a single rooster, leering at a lone, self· 
conscious hen. To the perch was pinned a note: 

"We steal from the rich 
And steal trom the poor. 
But we leave this pair So you can raise some more." 
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EvANS 
REENAe.TED THE 

SITUATION.� WERE HUNTING QUAIL: 
HE SAIDJ "1 WAS OVER. TUIS HILL. I 
HEARD .JIM CRY OUT THEN HIS GUH 
WENT OFF. HE MUST HAVE STUMBL�O 
AND SHOT HIMSELF.,.. 
l �AN AND GALLED YOU 

AT ONeE: 
THE. SHERIFF TOOK 
ONE J.OOK AT THE 
SHOT6UN AND 
SAID

L
''MR. EVAN$, 

1 ARREST YOU AS 
THE MURDERER 
OF JAMES WARD:' 

WHY, DID HE 
ARREST EVANS? 

<Ans. on page 6.3l 
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MURDER TIME 
CAL 

"Let's not be calling each 
other nasty names," said a 

voice behind Enright. 

When Vic Mantee chucked his brothet· hoods for that-; 
skeet-shooting chick named Linda, he found that the 
leap ft'Om rackets to riches was tougher than his past, 
farther than his future-and as final as the pat of the 

spade on a grave! 

CHAPTER ONE 

Shivers for the Shavetail 

I DIDN'T know which was more offensive, 
the garlic on the guy's breath, or the gun 
that he jabbed into my spine. But at the 

moment I was in no position to object to 
either. He pre&sed close against me, his voice 
cutting over my shoulder in a \•:hisper just 
out of earshot of the pedestrians pouring out 
of the office buildings of lower Broadway. 

"No tricks, pal. Just step into the alley 
here." 
10 

I was in no mood for tricks. I had an 
urgent appointment; and there wasn't enough 
of a roll on me to be worth risking a slug in 
the spine. But it was one hellova note, I 
thought, to get rolled within the shadow of the 
Building of Justice, with enough cops within 
calling distance to re-equip the Rainbow Di
vision for combat. 

The alley was a blind end, used by delivery 
trucks. Right now it was dark and empty, 
except for a mangy cat that scurried across 
my shoe. I walked ten or twelve feet toward 
the dark end, when the gun bored hard into 
my ribs again. 



Fast-Paced Manhattan-Murder Novel 

"Okay, pal. Up against the wall_:.flat I" 
I pushed my belly against the wall and 

waited to feel the dip's hand sink into my 
pocket. I was mad enough to chew the lead 
right outta his rod. What right did this guy 
have to take my money, I wanted to know. 

But it wasn't money he was after. He 
thrust his mouth close to my left ear and 
hissed: 

"You've come a long way for this, shave
tail. Here it is ! " 

Without another word he shoved his weight 
behind the gun and jerked the trigger. 

He jerked the trigger. I felt the motion 
of his finger as though it were the swing of a 
club. For a moment that seemed endless I 

By 
EARL 

PEIRCE 

had time to say to myself, "The scatter-brain 
is shooting me." I didn't wonder why. I 
didn't even wonder who this guy was. I was 
just incredulously trying to realize I was get
ting one in the spine, when into my stupified 
senses penetrated the dull click of a misfire. 

It was more of a surprise to him than it 
was to me ; he had been keyed up to an ex
plosion ; I hadn't. So I came out of it quick
er than he did. I threw myself sideways and 
ducked, my right fist driving like a bolt to the 
place I thought his garlic was coming from. 
It grazed his chin; but there was enough 
power to rock him backwards off balance. I 
caught a glimpse of a swarthy face that I had 
never seen before in my life, and before I 

11 
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could move in for better acquaintance he had 
ejected the dud cartridge from his foreign
looking revolver and was swinging the sights 
on me again, at close range. 

The shot exploded nervously before he had 
taken time to line me up and the slug ::inged 
low over my head. I was too far away to 
rush him now. My feet realized this before 
my head did, for without thinking, I sprang 
away from the wall and with a hip-wre 1ehing 
twist I was tearing down the alley fer dear 
life. 

Two more shots blasted the alley's silence 
like the beginning of a cannonade. The lead 
began to ricochet around the place like a 
couple of hornets trapped in a box. 

I snapped my body one way then another, 
wondering what in blazes I would do when I 
reached the blind end of the alley. Then I 
saw the stairs leading down. I took off two 
yards away and sailed in like a player into 
home plate. My hands broke the fall as I 
crashed onto the steps, but the momentum 
piled me up in a heap on the cement landing, 
five or six steps below the alley. 

I didn't arrive any too soon. Garlic-Face 
had taken time to steady that yapping pistol, 
and his next shot whipped square across the 
top of the steps in the exact center of the place 
my head had been an instant before, and 
clanged into the wall like a sledge hammer. 

Clanged into the wall. I actually saw the 
flattened mushroom of lead drop at my feet 
before I realized the wall was broken by a 
solid steel fire door that led into the basement 
of the building. 

WITH my heart climbing to my mouth to 
whisper its own sweet prayer, I scram

bled to a hunched position and grabbed at the 
door latch. It answered with a click and the 
door swung open on heavenly hinges. It 
opened a scant ten inches and then closed 
again, with me squirming inside faster than 
a shot-at rabbit goes under a picket fence. 

Outside I heard Garlic-Face scuffing around 
at the top of the stairs and I braced my two 
hundred and two pounds against the door to 
hold him out. But for the next few minutes 
there was silence as he waited outside, won
dering what to do; then I heard him run back 
down the alley to the sidewalk. 

Every natural instinct in me was to follow 
him and sop up the gutter with him, but there 
were a couple of reasons which kept me mo
mentarily on the safer side of the door. First, 
I didn't have my gun. Second, he seemed to 
have an inexhaustible supply of live ammo in 
that heater of his. And third, by the time I 
reached the street he could have dropped into 
a subway, been swallowed up in a bar, or 
simply turned into a harmless passerby whom 
I wouldn't know from Gromyko unless I got 

within distasteful smelling distance of him. 
But who was he? Shat•etail, he had called 

me. So he must have known me when I was 
in the Army, up to last month or so. Yet I 
could swear I'd never set eyes on his ugly pan 
before in my life. 

I groped around in the semi-darkness of the 
cellar and found a flight of stairs leading up 
to the lobby of an apartment building, where 
I promptly mingled with a dozen or more 
tenants milling out to the sidewalk to see 
what was causing all the back-fires. Here 
some cops were pulling up to the curb, and 
since I know most all the cops in town by 
sight I lowered my head and hurried through 
the throng to the sanctuary of the Building of 
Justice, on the other side of the alley where 
all the excitement had taken place. 

"Afternoon, Mr. Barron." greeted the ele
vator starter cheerfully. "What's all the shoot
ing out there?" 

"Dunno," I remarked, squaring my tie and 
brushing the dust off my trousers. "Me, I'm 
strictly a corporation lawyer. The only loud 
noises I investigate are in Washington." 

The elevator creaked and bounced and 
managed, as it always does, miraculously 
enough, to reach the eleventh floor. Here it 
opened to reveal a frosted glass second door 
with faded black-and-gilt letters which read� 

BARRON AND SON 

Counselors at Law 

I didn't often appear down here at the 
Broadway office. This was the firm's old, 
established address at the very hub of Wall 
Street, a convenient walk to any one of a 
dozen investment houses and banks where 
most of the firm's clients are located. For my 
own share of the trade I kept a small office in 
midtown Manhattan, much to my father's 
stern disapproval. But even he admitted it 
was better this way, since we didn't mix re
spectable Wall Street business men with the 
questionable hooligans, as he called them, who 
usually hung around me. 

Even before the door opened I could smell 
the odors of cigar smoke, old leather and 
licorice which characterized this room. 
Grandfather Barron, it had been explained to 
me, was a fiendish licorice eater. 

Mellow afternoon sunlight filtered through 
the yellow curtains behind my father's desk, 
silhouetting the two men sitting there. My 
father was up-right in the hard-backed chair, 
one long pale hand methodically rotating his 
Harvard pig watchfob and the other elo
quently clasped at his lapel in a pose which 
great grandfather Barron had picked up apish
ly from Gladstone. The other man, lean, 



MURDERTIME GAL 13 
white-headed and nervous as a cat, was poised 
on the edge of a stuffed Morris chair, his 
sinewy neck craned to see me enter. 

"This is Mr. Carter Enright," said my 
father. "My son-Randolph." 

I shook hands with Enright, who was about 
sixty and looked like he usually got what he 
wanted out of life. I knew him slightly by 
reputation as one of the industrial and finan
cial bigshots you expected to find in this part 
of town, and the owner of Enright Lines, one 
of the war-baby shipping concerns that is 

· here to stay. 
"Please recapitulate, Carter," requested my 

father, motioning me into a chair. "My son 
was tardy, unfortunately, for this appoint
ment." 

Granting the reproach, I sat down oppo
site Enright, crossed my knees, and assumed 
a pose of devout filial attention. 

Enright regarded me a little skeptically, as 
most of my father's clients do, but told his 
story in a low, level voice, with just a trace 
of nervousness. 

His daughter, Linda, he explained, had dis
appeared from the family home. She was 
twenty-two, attractive, and a "usually damn 
sensible girl," to use his own words. She had 
been a Red Cross worker overseas, and had 
come back from Germany two weeks ago and 
told her father she intended to be married. 

Enright pursed his lips at this point and 
narrowed his eyes at· me. "She was very 
frank with me. She said that I would strenu
ously oppose the marriage, but that she was 
going ahead with it anyway." 

"Who was the man ? " I asked. 
Enright glanced at my father a moment, 

then swung his eyes on me and replied in a 
low voice: 

"His name is Vic Mantee." 

} WHISTLED softly. The Old Gentleman 
shot me a blistering glance and I stopped 

whistling, but the expression of amazement 
still clung to my face like a stubble of beard. 

"Vic Mantee!" I said. 
Enright squirmed in his chair. "I thought 

Linda was either joking or out of her mind. 
I told her that if she ever said anything like 
that again, big as she is, I'd put her across 
my knee." 

"And what did she do?" 
"She said I'd better get used to calling her 

Mrs. Vic Mantee, and hoped I wouldn't judge 
him from what I read in the newspapers." 

"And?" 
"I refused to discuss it further. I thought 

of course she was joking." 
"Where on earth," I began, "did a daugh

ter ·of yours meet anyone like Vic Mantee?" 
"She met him in a hospital in Germany. 

I'll say this: he had a damned impressive war 

record. But then, killing and shooting is his 
profession. As I say, Linda isn't a stupid per
son, so when she went ahead with her mar
riage plans I became terribly worried-to the 
actual point of calling in a psychiatrist." 

''And then she disappeared?" 
"Yes, she disappeared. Three days ago. I 

haven't heard a word from her since." 
I looked at my father. "If she's twenty

two, she can run off with anyone she takes a 
fancy to," I told him. "That's the law." I 
felt very foolish.telling him what the law was, 
but I was merely checking off the preliminar
ies for Enright's benefit. 

My father regarded me with the vast pa
tience he has mastered in the past twenty7 
eight years and replied slowly: 

"Precisely. No legal infringement is in
volved. Mr. Enright came to me because there 
was no one else he can come to, without in
viting an avalanche of notoriety. He can't 
coerce his daughter to divorce or break off 
her engagement to Mantee, as the case may 
be, but he can and should, by paternal pre
rogative, try to rationalize her into following 
a wiser course. He doesn't require a coun
selor as much as he requires a sort of con
fidential agent who understands and is inti
mate with underworld characters of Mantee's 
ilk, and can trespass without causing undue 
suspicion through the disreputable fleshpots 
and honky tonks which these men inhabit. 
For that reason, my son, I sent for you." 

It was one of those oblique compliments he 
occasionally tossed at me, and I acknowledged 
it by turning to confront Enright with the air 
of a specialist called to examine a difficult 
patient. 

"You want me to find your daughter?" I 
asked. 

"Yes, most definitely, yes I There is rKl 
telling what may happen to her with a person 
like Mantee. Even if he has reformed, com
pletely reformed, his underworld committ
ments are so extensive that he could never 
possibly get clear of them. Already some 
suspicious looking men have taken to watch
ing my house, and Linda herself has admitted 
that an attempt was made against Mantee's 
life by some hoodlums in a car, shortly after 
he was discharged from the Army. Do you 
understand why I'm so worried? She may be 
in a very dangerous position ! " 

''Yes, it's possible," I admitted. Vic Man
tee had been one of Tex O'Hara's men, and 
O'Hara was out of Sing Sing now and re
puted to be rounding up some of his old 
cronies. I had brushed with him in the past, 
although my path had never crossed Man
tee's. "Are you sure," I questioned, "that 
your daughter has actually run off with Man· 
tee? Maybe she just wants to be alone for a 
few days, to sort of mull things over." 
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Enright began shaking his head before I 
finished. "She would have told me," he coun
tered emphatically. "That's one reason I'm 
so concerned. Whatever she has done, she 
would have told me, by wire or phone or 
something. She simply isn't the type of per
son to be secretive or underhanded. Besides, 
she would know how worried Mrs. Enright 
and I must be." 

"In that case," I reasoned, "She must have 
been taken against her wilJ and is being held 
a captive." 

" By whom? For what reason ? " shouted 
Enright. He was beginning to show some 
strain now. Perspiration flecked his fore
head and his fingers twisted agonizingly with 
a damp handkerchief. He looked appealingly 
at my father for reassurance but my old man 
is a cold sort of a fish at times, who can call 
out a spade when he sees one. 

"Hitherto," remarked my father, "no ran
som note or communication of any kind has 
been received. However, it is very possibly 
the girl was abducted for blackmail of some 
kind, perhaps against Mantee himself, by some 
rival mobsters. I think the police should be 
consulted. However, if you wish, my son can 
conduct his own discreet investigation for a 
day or two, in the hope police intervention 
will not be necessary." 

"Yes, I prefer that," said Enright eagerly. 
"Try to keep the newspapers out of it. Their 
kind of publicity would only be harmful." 

I said, "You told us your house was being 
watched?" 

"Yes! Mrs. Enright called my attention 
only this morning to a man loitering on the 
sidewalk. She had noticed him there yester
day, too. Also, I am being followed by a 
different man. I am sure he attempted to 
follow me here to this building, although I 
believe I lost him." 

"What did this man look like-the one who 
followed you ? " 

I'M NOT sure. He's quite furtive. This 
morning as I entered my office I attempted 

to trick him by turning suddenly to confront 
him. He was quite flustered. He put his hand 
to his face and hurried past me, as though he 
were on legitimate business in my building. 
He was swarthy and ugly, with a strong garlic 
odor on his breath." 

I felt my ears tune up like a pair of plane 
detectors. "Garlic?" I demanded. 

Both Enright and my father regarded me 
narrowly. My father asked, "Does the smell 
of garlic signify anything to you?" 

"Hmm," I temporized, not wanting to 
throw a scare into Enright. "It may be 
enough to put me on the scent." 

My father made a grimace and leaned back 
in his chair, putting his fingertips together 

with austere magisterial reproach. "I think 
levity is least called for, Randolph. When 
and where can you proceed with this investiga
tion? Your other duties, naturally, may be 
held in abeyance." 

These "other duties", as he called them, 
consisted of proof-reading volume one of his 
projected six volume history of international 
corporative Jaw. I was glad of the chance to 
get away from it for a while. 

I said, "Vic Mantee once worked for Tex 
O'Hara. O'Hara is out of prison, and has 
opened a theater cafe on Fifty-third street, 
off Broadway. Quite a few of his former 
hoods have turned up, and it looks like he's 
starting up in business again. The cafe is 
likely a front-but it's as good a beginning as 
any." I got out of my chair. I was anxious 
to get going, not only to find Linda Enright, 
but to nail down that garlic-eating hophead 
who gave me the bad time in the alley. I 
couldn't figure his angle. and I needed to, 
before I went slumming with him again. 

"Do you have a photograph of your daugh
ter?" I asked Enright. 

He dug through his pockets and produced 
three photos, two of them apparently slashed 
out of their frames. 

"This is most recent," he said, showing me 
a 616 size snapshot of a girl in a Red Cross 
uniform standing next to a jeep against a 
background of shambled buildings. She was 
smiling, the sun was directly overhead, and 
it didn't tell me much except that she was 
good looking and nicely shaped, even in those 
manish clothes. The two other photographs 
were glamorous types that might have been 
made at Conover's. They showed an intelli
gent-looking blonde, with an oval face that 
was pointed at the chin like Enright's. She 
had a distinctive quality of breeding, which 
you sensed mostly in the aloof set of her eye
brows. She was a looker, alright. She 
wouldn't be hard to recognize. 

I put the photographs in my pocket and 
buttoned my coat. I wished that I had brought 
a gun, just in case, but I hadn't, and I knew 
the Old Gentlemen never had one in the 
office. However, Enright had one. He handed 
it to me as I walked to the door, a small pearl
handled .32, fully loaded. 

"I gave this to Linda when she went over
seas," he said bitterly. " But I never thought 
she'd need one in her own back yard. Please, 
please find her ! " 

I promised him I'd find her. I dropped the 
gun into my pocket, shook hands with him, 
and stepped to the door. 

But, of course, I didn't get away without 
my father's usual parting advice. 

" Be careful of that firearm," he said. "And 
remember : in a man as in a car, the brake is 
more reliable than the horn." 
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CHAPTER TWO 

Lay That Pistol Down, Babel 
�E Cafe O'Hara was an expensive, chromy 

after-theater club featuring burlesque 
comedians and a bawdy floor-show. It cost a 
buck to check your hat, a pack of smokes 
went for four bits, and all your drinks after 
the first one were watered. That kind of 
place. 

I stood at the bar and ordered a bourbon 
while I looked around. It was fairly crowded 
for this early in the evening, although I 
couldn't see much because all the lights were 
toned down, except for a blue spotlight shoot
ing on a gorgeous-looking brunette sensuously 
embracing a microphone. Her dress was cut 
so low it looked like she had it on back
wards-until you saw the back. She had a 
convincing French accent, and lots of the right 
gestures. which went over big with this kind 
of an audience. 

I watched her for five or ten minutes, ob
serving meanwhile that a couple of hoods 
posing as waiters had their eyes on me in a 
smirking sort of way that told me I'rl been 
spotted for whom I was. That being the case, 
I would see nothing I wasn't supposed to see 
from this vantage point, so I polished off the 
drink and sauntered to the back of the joint, 
where O'Hara probably had his office. 

The guy who opened O'Hara's door had an 
unpleasantly familiar puss, and so did the 
gazooney that O'Hara was chinning with 
across a big blonde wood desk. The first guy 
was Sad Sammy Giotta, who's done more 
stretches than a girdle; and the other one was 
called Pansy, because that's what usually 
grew over people whom he disliked, or so the 
story goes. O'Hara himself was a big, ex
troverted individual who had to shave three 
times daily so he wouldn't be mistaken for a 
baboon. 

O'Hara and Pansy stopped the chatter when 
I came in and Pansy took a powder through 
a side door, but left me with the feeling that 
he was just outside. The other guy, Sad Sam, 
whispered, "Take it easy, mouthpiece," and 
closed the door behind me, leaving O'Hara 
and me alone. 

O'Hara was friendlier than an insurance 
salesman. He shook hands with me, offered 
me a cigar, and poured me a bourbon I knew 
wasn't watered. 

"I'm glad you dropped in," he said, fussing 
around to make me feel at home. "I've al
ways said you're the smartest lawyer in New 
York. You're not afraid to tangle with the 
Hall if you think you're right. I like that in 
a man. I like a man to walk straight into it, l. if he thinks he has'ta." 

"That's very nice," I said, "but I'm not here 

to do you any favors. I'm here to get one. 
Where is Vic Mantee these days?" 

"What do you want with Vic Mantee?" he 
asked, very conversationally. 

"His grandfather died and left him an ice 
berg," I said. 1' I'm trying to liquidate the 
estate." 

He smiled at that one, which is more than 
I thought he'd do, and said, still conversa
tional, "I haven't seen pal Vic since he got 
out of the Army. I don't want to see him. 
He's a trouble maker from way back, and I'm 
a three-time loser who don't want trouble. 
I've run a legit business since my parole, and 
I'm gonna keep it that way." 

"Perfectly understandable," I remarked. 
"One more conviction and you get put away 
for keeps, eh ? " 

"If you think I'm kidding, you're crazy," 
he insisted. "I'm over fifty. I've spent more 
than twelve years up-state, and I sure as hell 
don't want to spend my old age that way. 
I've learned, see! That's why I said to hell 
with Vic Mantee. I don't want none of him." 

I stood up and put my empty glass down 
on the top of his expensive desk. "Okay, 
O'Hara. You haven't seen him and you don't 
expect to see him. Maybe you are getting 
smart. It's about time you did. If you're 
running a legit business, as you say you are, 
more power to you. I'd be glad to swing some 
customers your way, but I know only three 
millionaires, and none of 'em drinks." 

He laughed hard and followed me to the 
door. "If I ever need a lawyer, I'll ring you," 
he told me, shaking hands. "Come in again, 
Mr. Barron, any time. Bring your father some 
time. It would do my place good to have a 
citizen like him showing up here." 

"He'd order crackers and milk," I said, 
"and sit there reading 'The Decline and Fall 
of the Roman Empire'. So long, O'Hara." 

"So long, Mr. Barron." 
As I opened the door, Sad Sammy showed 

up again to be sure I disappeared through the 
right doorways, and the sight of his simian 
face reminded me of something else. I whirled 
to confront O'Hara, catching him momen
tarilv off guard. 

"By the way," I said. "Does one of your 
hoods eat garlic?" 

Only for an instant did a flicker of annoy
ance show up in O'Hara's heavy-lidded eyes, 
and in another moment he belied it with a 
smile of innocence that would have done 
justice to a bishop. 

"I don't have any hoods, Mr. Barron." 
"That's good," I told him, "Because the 

dog catcher is looking for that one." 

JT WAS my nice way of telling him that if 
he had sicked Garlic Face on me, he better 

not try a repeat, because that was one char-
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acter I intended to nail on sight, whether our 
next meeting was in an alley or in the men's 
room of Toots Shor's. 
I smiled a nice good-bye and turned to buy 

back my hat from the chick at the check 
window; then I stepped outside into the bland 
fall night, wondering just where in hell to 
turn next. Maybe the Army had a civilian 
forwarding address on Mantee. But where, 
at nine o'clock of an autumn night, do you 
find the Army? 
I paused at the curb to light a cigarette 

before stepping across the street to my car. 
It must have been the flare-up of the lighter 
which momentarily blinded me, because by the 
time I did reach the car it was too late to pull 
back-unless I wanted a case of acute lead 
poisoning midpoint in my forehead. 
"That's just dandy, " I said, and pulled the 

cigarette from my mouth as I peered at the 
dame covering me with a palm-sized auto
matic. She was the French singer from 
O'Hara's cafe. 
"Do you chew garlic?" I asked, disgusted 

with myself for walking into this. 
"Get in. Close the door." Her gun wav

ered with the incontestible authority of a 
head usher's white glove. 
I tossed down the cigarette and climbed in 

beside her. Her perfume was unfamiliar but 
interesting, and in the close atmosphere of the 
car I could feel the warmth of her body reach 
out to me. It wasn't unpleasant, at all ; ex
cept I didn't like the proximity of that small 
gun. 
"Who are you?" she asked me, without a 

trace of accent. 
"Funny, but I was going to ask you almost 

the same question." 
"Don't play with me, " she warned, gestur

in� with the automatic. 
'Baby, there's no one else I'd rather play 

with-except cops and robbers is too danger
ous. I-" 
"You were asking questions about Victor 

Mantee, " she cut in angrily. "Why do you 
want him? Are you from the police?" 

I chuckled, and I think she sensed a little 
friendliness in me. She said: "Then who are 
you? You're not one of Victor's friends that 
I know of. " 
"No," I said, lying a little. "I'm his law

yer. I'm trying to find him about a case, that's 
all." 
"Is he in trouble?" 
"Not yet, but he may be if I don't locate 

him pretty quick. What is Vic Mantee to 
you ?" 
"He-he's a very good friend. And if I 

thought you were trying to harm him-" Her 
gun came up and centered between my eyes 
again. She leaned closer to me. "If you're 
his lawyer, then you must want to help him. 

But how do I know for sure I can trust you ?" 
I glanced at the gun. "With that in your 

hand you could trust a casting director. Put 
it away like a good girl, and I'll talk to you." 
She hesitated, studying me with a frank, 

almost naive uncertainty. Then she opened 
her purse and dropped the gun in it, just like 
that. It made me feel flattered, and I started 
to like her. 
"Have you got a name?" I asked. 
"Toni Ia Rue," she said. "I met Victor in 

Paris while he was in the Army. He brought 
me to America. And now he has disappeared. 
I am terribly afraid for him. There is nobody 
who can help me. " 
"You're not French. What's your real 

name?" 
Her shoulders moved perceptibly beneath 

her wrap. " It doesn't matter. I was born in 
St. Louis. I went to Europe with a show 
before the war. I got stranded, married a 
Frenchman, who was killed in the break
through. It was a hellova life, up until the 
Allied occupation. That doesn't matter now. 
';vhat does matter is Victor's disappearance. 
His life is in danger. " 
"Why are you working for Tex O'Hara?" 

I wanted to know. 
She waved a hand impatiently. "Victor 

had mentioned his name to me. I thought by 
working there I might learn something. " She 
grimaced. "They are all such ugly men I" 
"Did you learn anything?" 
"Only this. They do not like Victor. They 

want to find him, too. Perhaps they have 
already found him. That is what I do not 
know, but I am afraid. " 
She was afraid all right. Her voice was 

taut ; and her fingers, touching my arm, were 
tensed. 
I decided to lay down one card. "What 

do you know about Linda Enright?" I asked. 
She reacted as though I'd slapped her 

across the face. "What has happened to 
Linda Enright ?" She caught my arm. "Has 
anything happened to her?" 
"No, not that I know of," I said casually. 

"Do you expect anything to happen to her?" 
"I-I-" She stammered uncertainly for jl 

moment, then decided to play dumb. "Victor 
also mentioned her name once or twice. She 
was an old friend, I understand. That is all I 
know." 
It was a pretty poor lie, but I couldn't 

every well beat the truth out of her and still 
keep this on a friendly basis. I said, "When 
was the last time you saw Victor?" 
"Three days ago. He has an apartment near 

here. " 
"What address?" 
"I do not know. I've been there in a taxi, 

but only at night, and I am unfamiliar with 
the streets." 
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I was wondering if this were a stall, when 

she again cut into my thoughts with candid 
frankness. 

" I  could show you how to get there. I 
myself have gone there every night, but al
ways it is locked. Perhaps you could do 
something I "  

" Perhaps I could," I agreed. I turned on 
my lights and kicked the starter. "Tell me 
where to turn, Toni. I'm in your hands. " 

CHAPTER THREE 

The Yeggs and I 
WE DROVE around Times Square a couple 

of t imes to shake any tails, then I turned 
north at her direction and cruised up Madison 
avenue until she told me to turn ag-a in at 
Sixty-third street. After another couple of 
blocks she told me to pull up in front of a 
respectable looking apartment-hotel. that was 
designed for comfortable rliscretion. This was 
a quiet, family neighborhood. Most of the 
people had their lights out already. 

" Be careful of the telephone girl , "  Toni 
warned me. " I've seen her with the one they 
call Pansy. She may be working for O'Hara 
as a spy." 

I grinned at her use of the word spy, but I 
guessed that was as good a word as any, 
under the circumstances. Telling her to stay 
in the car, I crossed the street, wondering if 
I'd find the telephone operator wearing black 
satin and deciphering a coded message ; and 
as I crossed the lobby to the elevator I casu
aii,Y noticed she was a blonde dressed in a 
sk1rt and blouse, reading a paper-backed novel 
with the word MURDER printed on it in red. 
She glanced up ; but I was already at the door 
of the elevator, and she never really saw my 
face. 

" Fourth, "  I told the operator, in a loud 
voice. 

Mantee's apartment was on the third, 
farthest down, on my left, Toni had told me. 
I got off at the fourth, wanrlered around until 
I found the stairs, then doubled back down 
one flight. It was quiet and dark. I hurried to 
Mantee's door and put my ear up against it. 
Hearing nothing, I tried half a dozen different 
burglar keys until one of them worked with a 
quiet click, then I let myself into the apart
ment and closed the door. 

There was a floor lamp just inside the door. 
I pulled the chain and saw immediately this 
was a two room apartment which had been 
vacated in one hellova hurry. The bed was 
mussed ; clothing was strewn about : there 
wa& some pocket change on the dresser ; and 
an opened, half-unpacked suitcase stood on 
the floor at the foot of the bed. 

I didn't know what I was looking for, so I 

hunted around aimlessly hoping to tum up 
something of interest that m ight put me either 
onto Mantee's trail or his racket, and maybe 
both. 

In the closet I found an Army captain's 
uniform with three rows of ribbons and six 
overseas bars. One of the ribbons was for the 
Purple Heart and another was the hard-to-get 
Soldier's Medal, which Mantee must have 
won before he got his promotion from ser
geant to lieutenant. His lapel insignia were 
crossed pistols, which surprised me since I 
was in the M.P.'s myself and I don't recall 
ever having seen him. Tht're wasn't anything 
in the pockets to interest me, so I turned my 
attention to some papers on the table near the 
bed. 

For the most part these were references to 
his terminal leave status. although one set of 
onionskins seemed to have some significance. 
This was a type written list of hundreds of 
names, Army serial numbers and dates. Many 
of the names had been crossed off in pencil 
and the word 'Dead' written down. Opposite 
each name was the typewritten word 'Dsrted', 
followed by a date, and then by another pencil 
notation signifying a sum of money. Most of 
the sums were three hundred dollars or more, 
which for all these names added up to one 
sweet total. 

It looked like some sort of racket, alright, 
although right then I didn't see the drift. So 
I folc!ed the listing and tucked it into my in
side pocket and began rummaging around 
some more. I spent about fifteen fruitless 
minutes, then I found something real hot : a 
French marriage l icense, dated three months 
ago, made out to Toni Ia Rue and Captain 
Victor M antee. 

This was the sort of thing I was looking 
for. I copied down the serial number of the 
l icense, the date, and the names of two 
French witnesses, then I walked over to the 
telephone. 

"Get me an outside line," I told the opera
tor. I didn't care if she knew a strange voice 
was calling from Mantee's suite or not ; at 
any event, if the word got to O'Hara it 
would convince him of our seriousness in 
tracking down Mantee. 

The exchange operator gave me my father's 
numher and in a moment I had the Old 
Gentleman by the ear. 

" I'm at Mantee's apartment, "  I told him. 
" No developments, except that I've learned 
he's married to a French girl he met over
seas. It's some kind of racket, all right, al
though I don't see where Linda Enright comes 
in, unless it's a shake-down. What's new on 
that end ? "  

" Married ? "  h e  questioned, with some sur
prise in his voice. "That's disappointing, in
as-much as I checked other channels and dis-
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covered that Mantee and Linda were mar
ried by a justice of the peace three days ago." 

" Bigamy, eh ? "  I questioned. "That's cute. 
Now what? " 

" I  also have reason to believe that Linda 
has taken Mantee to a summer place they own 
in Westchester. I deduced this f rom the fact 
that several cans of food and some other 
staples are missing from the Enright larder ; 
hence they must be-ah-holing- up some
place where food is unobtainable. Enright 
called to give me this information a short 
while ago. This place is just beyond Larch
mont, at Fairglen Haven- " 

"Yah ! Yah ! Yah ! "  I cried in a belated 
attempt to drown out the name of the place. 
"Yahdity yah ! Yah ! Yah ! Yah !- " 

" I  beg your pardon? " asked my father, 
when I gave him a chance to speak. " Ran
dolph, are you- " 

"Don't say any more, " I told him. "I got 
the dri ft. Will do. Stand by and-uh-keep 
your ears clean. Rajah ! '' 

I hung up, hoping like hell he wouldn't call 
in an alienist before I had a chance to talk to 
him again. I was heart-sick, lest that gum
smacking blonde Mata Hari downstairs got a 
good earful of that Westchester address. It 
was time to make tracks. 

1 SNAPP ED off the floor lamp and put my 
hand out to grasp the doorknob. But the 

instant before I touched it, the knob rotated, 
grazing my hand. I jerked my hand back, 
f reezing. It was a moment or two before I 
realized that someone had just come up to 
the door from outside. 

\11/hoever it was hadn't heard me talking, 
because he was inserting a key into the lock 
as quietly as he could. That was a break. 
because it gave me a chance to tiptoe away 
from the door and look for a hiding place. 
The closet was the closest possibility. I edged 
inside and pulled the door shut at the exact 
moment I heard the outer door open. 

It was a woman who entered. I could tell 
by the utter lightness of her tread and the 
occasional soft clack of a spike heel on the 
floor. She closed the door again quickly and 
stood for a moment in silence. Then I heard 
the overhead light snap on. 

Toni Ia Rue ? I wondered. At once I can
celed her out, hec ause she ·would know I was 
here. Maybe that telephone operator ?  That 
seemed the likely possibility. I put my ear to 
the door and listened to her cross the floor 
toward the dresser at the foot of the bed. 
She seemed to know exactly what she was 
looking for. When she didn't find it there, 
she turned and headed straight for the closet 
-straight for me. 

I drew myself up, wondering what a Yale 
man would do. I didn't figure out any cute 

answer to this proverbial situation, and in 
another moment she caught the knob and 
gave it a twist. At almost the same instant 
she must have spotted what she was looking 
for someplace else, because her hand left the 
knob and her heels clacked hard across the 
floor toward the bathroom, leaving a silver 
of light c reeping into the closet. 

I put my eye to the crack just in time to 
see a shapely piece of anatomy cross my l ine 
of vision and disappear. She was gone a couple 
of moments, when I heard a peculiar metallic 
sound, and then she reappeared again and by 
some happy circumstance that looks over 
drunks and detectives alike slle stood right 
opposite the opening in the clo set door. 

My eye bulged out so far I felt a draft on it. 
The girl was Linda Enright ! 

Linda all right. She looked grim right now, 
and a little dangerous. Cradled like a baby 
in her arms was a sawed-off, double-barrel 
shotgun. 

A shotgun. She knew how to use it, too. 
She broke open the breech to inspect the 
barrels, then calmly produced two fat car
tridges f rom her bulging pockets and patted 
one into each chamber. 

It was a cute picture : The debutante daugh
ter of a Park Avenue millionaire nursing that 
young cannon as though it were part of her 
make-up kit. 

Well, it was a case of now or never ; and I 
decided that if it was now, I 'd better get 
started before she had that gun cocked. I 
hung my life out before me and pushed open 
the door. 

"Miss Enright ? "  I inquired, as pleasantly 
as I could. 

I had misjudged the lady. That shotgun 
snapped up to fi ring position before I got out 
the second word and for a dizzy instant I 
imagined flame burstirtg f rom both m assive 
barrels not two feet from my face. 

I swallowed and murmured : "Y QU must 
play a lot of skeet, Miss Enright:" Then, 
without her having to say anything, I put 
my hands up over my head. It just seemed 
like a natural thing to do, considering that 
she was ahout one shade short of letting me 
have it without any further to-do. 

"I 'm sorry I startled you , "  I said. "Per· 
haps I should have coughed or something. " 

My Yoice trailed off, anfl I got the decided 
feeling that if I had coughed I'd have gotten 
a dose straight through the door. There was 
no compromising with her. She was looking 
at me with her upper l ip curled slightly and 
her green eyes as hard and cold as chtps of 
glass. 

"Go back in that closet, " she ordered. 
" Miss Enright, you don't-" 
She threw the gun to her shoulder and 

drew an unwavering bead on me. 
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" Get back in that closet ! "  
I stepped back. I knew she was ready to 

pull those triggers. Murder lurked in her 
eyes l ike tangible sparks of fire. I stepped 
back farther, until I was again inside the 
closet. Then she walked deliberately toward 
me and kicked the door shut with her foot. At 
the same moment metal rattled in the key
hole as she locked me in. 

Enright had left me looking like the prize 
chump of the season. 

I rolled up my eyes and gave myself a sound 
mental kick where it would do the most good. 
Of all prize saps ! I should have jumped her, 
should have pulled that gun out of her hands 
with one flying leap out of the closet. Now 
look at me. Lunkhead. Creep ! 

Experimentally I rattled the knob and 
bent my weight against the door. The only 
way to get out of here was to smash my way 
out. And in a hurry, too, to judge from the 
determination in Enright's face as I had seen 
her loading that shotgun. 

" Miss Enright, wait ! "  I cried in despera
t ion. " You don't under-" 

I broke off at the sound of a door slam
ming shut, and held my breath. The long 
minutes of silence were mocking me. Linda 
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BACKING off, I hunched my shoulders and 
drove into the door. The wood gave with 

a groan under my weight, but snapped back 
again and bounced me back against the suits 
hanging in the back of the closet. Cursing, I 
drew myself up and tried it again. I relished 
the snap of cracking wood and felt the door 
give way even more. A couple hard ones 
now . . .  

I checked myself suddenly, hearing a voice 
from outside. In another moment the key 
grated in the lock and the door was pulled 
open to reveal Toni Ia Rue's anxious, fright
ened face. 

"Thank heaven you are not killed ! " she 
exclaimed as I stumbled into the room. " But 
how-What-" 

" Thank heaven you got tired of waiting, " I 
cut in, dragging her toward the door. " Come 
on. We've got to find that chick, but pronto !" 

I practically swept her down the stairs to 
the ground floor because I didn't have time 
to wait for the elevator. On the way down I. 
got the drift of what she was trying to tell 
me between agonized puffs of breathing. Linda 
Enright had come running out of the apart
ment with the shotgun in her hands, and fury 
written in her face like fever. Without giv
ing a look one way or another, she had piled 
into an automobile and sent it crashing down 
the street. 

"I knew it was she," gasped Toni as we 
emerged onto the street. " 1-I didn't know 
what to do. I shot at her car, but I don't 
believe it hit anything. She-she turned right 
at the next corner. " 

I tramped on the starter before I got into 
the seat, and the car took off like a whippet. 
"What kinda car ? "  I asked, pulling my door 
shut with one hand as I spun the wheels with 
the other. 

" Black, very low, with the top down. " 
I gritted my teeth and bent tensely over 

the wheel. There was damn slim chance of 
locating her now, I knew, but it was worth 
every ounce of effort. I spun at the next cor
ner. It was an express highway leading to 
the Ramp. Three blocks ahead a pair of red 
taillights weaved in and out of the sparse 
traffic. 

I leaned on my horn and pushed the accel
erator down to the floor. The car groaned 
and began to eat up the macadem in long, 
shuddering gulps. Thank the Lord the lights 
were green all the way. Cross traffic at 
Broadway or Sixth A venue would have 
:.topped me quicker than a broken axle. 

Halfway between Tenth and Eleventh my 
luck changed as the traffic l ight turned yel
low. I would have kept going, except a con
voy of trucks began to lumber slowly out of 
Eleventh A venue heading toward some ware
houses. Instead I jammed my foot on the 

brake and reached for the hand brake. 1lhe 
car screamed and bucked like a lassoed calf, 
then slowed down to a panting stop at the 
very edge of the intersection. 

I looked at the girl beside me and swore 
softly. She was halfway out of her seat where 
the momentum had flung her. 

" Honk at them, " she pleaded. " Make them 
let us through. " 

I shook my head. Those trucks were 
bumper-to-bumper, and they had waited so 
long for this green light they weren't going 
to give way to anybody. Meanwhile the sleek 
roadster of Linda Enright was up on the 
Ramp, grinding out the straightaway toward 
the Cross County Parkway and Westchester. 

What was that address my old man had 
given me over the phone ? All I could think 
of was Yahdity Yah Yah ! Some kind of 
'glen', I thought he had said. Well, I knew 
Larchmont slightly. When we got there we 
could look around for Glen-whatever-it-was, 
even if we had to use the phone directory. 

The last of the trucks lumbered across the 
cobble-stoned street just as the traffic light 
changed to amber again. We had lost about 
twelve minutes here, and more by the time 
we got up onto the Ramp. Disconsolately I 
shoved my car across the road and swung 
under the el, to the incline. " Sit back and 
enjoy the ride," I said. " The race is over." 

Nevertheless I didn't idle, once I reached 
the smooth elevated highway paralleling the 
Hudson. The speed limit was thirty-five and 
I kept right up to it, although by now Linda 
Enright could be miles and miles ahead. Well, 
we'd get there. I was just hoping we'd get 
there in time to take that shotgun out of her 
hands. 

Nearing the George Washington Bridge, we 
passed a filling station, probably the last be
fore we reached the country. I glanced at my 
gas meter and was reassured ; no trouble from 
that score. 

" Smoke ? "  I asked. I fished out two cig
arettes and gave them to Toni to light. Mine 
tasted sweetly lipsticky when she handed it 
back to me. 

A car went past me at this point, going 
about sixty. I decided that if he could go that 
fast, so could I, since the cops would be more 
interested in a low, sleek black sports job 
than in my battered, dusty coupe-

1 SAT up boltright at just the instant 1loni 
let out a cry. We must have recognized 

that black roadster at the same instant, and 
before either of us could utter an articulate 
word I had jammed down hard on my gas. 

" That's the car ! "  Toni gasped, coming to 
. the edge of her seat again. 

" I  know," I murmured, tense at the wheel. 
" She came out of that filling station. Wonder 
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if  your shot nicked a t ire ? It  would have 
taken just about this long to get a change 
job. " 

I let the conjecture go at that and con
centrated on keeping pace with the Carlillac. 
or was it a Lincoln ? My speedometer climbed 
steadily to seventy ami clung there·, vibrating 
like a reed. Luckily the t raffic was almost non
existent. What few cars there were on the 
road slipped behind me in a blur. 

She was heading for the Cross County 
Parkway, al right. But despite her speed I 
didn't know if she was aware that I was 
trailing her or not. I didn't think she was. 
So much the better, although when she did 
find out, that roadster would probably lose me 
in a burst of carbon monoxide. 

\Ve left Manhattan and burned two or 
three sideroads leading into the Bronx sub
urbs. About thi� time Linda must have no
ticed she was being tailed, because she put on 
a terrific burst of speecl that shook my speed
ometer high above seventy. That was all right 
w ith me. I like a good pace as much as the 
next guy, although from the way my car was 
throbbing I wasn't sure how it was taking this 
exhorbitant demand upon its old age. 

We were in the \Vestchester area already, 
where traffic had thinned to a trickle. Quar
ter of a mile ahead Enright's rear l ights 
burned for a turn-off, and I gratefully let up 
on the gas. A couple of reflector-studded 
roadsigns whizzed past, which I thought said 
Larchmont, and in another moment my t ires 
shrieked around the turn and I thundered 
down a hill into a sideroad, with the roadster's 
lights j ust disappearing around a bend a 
thousand feet ahead. 

This sideroad was narrow and winding as a 
length of spaghetti.  The chick knew it ,  though. 
She whipped along at sixty or better, slow
ing for only those curves she knew were dan
gerous. I began to fall behind until we hit 
a piece of straight-away, then slowly I gained 
on her. About that t ime she decided to toss 
in the sponge. Her ligh t s  glowed up malevo
lently and she pulled over to the side of the 
road. 

That wa� better, I thought. I shoved down 
my brake and swung over behind her. I was 
slowing down about a hundred feet to the 
rear, when suddenly she stepped out of her 
car into the glare of my lights, threw the 
shotgun to her shoulders, and fired both bar
rels at me at once. 

That was it.  Chalk it up on the score of 
Rand Barron IV, for future reference when 
the boobies are awarded. Oh, I ducked the 
blast, alright. So did Toni. AU we got were 
some glass splinters in the face and some 
ripped clothing. But my car felt like a toy 
balloon caught under a steamroller. I dis
inctly heard both front tires burst into rags, 

and felt the steering wheel teflr out of my 
numbed fingers, as I zigzagged drunkenly into 
a gul lcy. The car bounced to a standstill,  and 
then seemed to settle, l ike an old man sinking 
into a wheelchair. 

By the t ime I peered over the wi mbhield, 
the black roadster was grinding down the 
road again at top speed. I could have flipped 
a couple of shots after her-but why ? She 
wa,n't supposed to be a gun-toting, easy
kill ing mama who shot up people in cold 
blood and left them for drad in a d itch. No, 
indeed ! She was the well-educated, cultured 
daughter of a socially prominent family. Yeah ! 

" You okay ? "  I asked, when I could get 
around to thinking prosaic things aga in. 

" She-she is a fiend ! "  gasped Toni Ia Rue. 
" I  won't argue with you there. " I mut

tered. I patted her knee and cl imbed out to 
inspect the damage. Plenty. Both front tires 
were a shambles, my radiator grill was shot 
to bit�, and steam was boiling through a 
crack in the water casing. I gave Enright a 
little credit for charity ; the core of that blast 
had been aimed at my tires, not at me. 

What next ? I took a disheartened look up 
and down the road, then slid back into the 
car and fished up two more cigarettes. We 
were stuck, alright. The chance of another 
car coming this way before morning was 
about nil. \Ve could either sit in the car all 
night, which wouldn't have been a bad idea 
under other circumstances, or we could mosey 
back clown the street and hope to find a 
lighted house where we could use the tele
phone. 

I was mentally tossing a coin. when sud
denly a shimmer of l ight spilled over the 
fragments of my windshield from behind. I 
swung the door open and leaped out. A car 
was coming toward us from the direction of 
New York City. I stepped up onto the crown 
of the road and waved my arms, hoping like 
hell the driver could see my white shirt. 

He did. He slowed down, the car purring 
as quietly as a hearse. It was a big sedan, 
and two other guys were sitt ing in the ton
neau. I held the rear door open for Toni, then 
climbed in beside her onto the l ittle pull-back 
seats you find in I imousines this big, just as 
the car took off again. 

I thought these guys in the back were 
crowding us a little close ; and then I was 
sure of it,  because I could begin to smell the 
faint odor of garlic. 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Sunk in the Sound 

TEX O'HARA, who was driving, tossed me 
a look over his shoulder. 
"You love birds have a little car trouble ? "  
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" No,., I said. " We would rather ride with 
you. " 

"You're doing it," he said, and laughed un-
pleasantly. 

He was driving slowly and seemed to know 
the road. The two other people in the car 
were Sad Sammy and Pansy, sprawled com
fortably on the rear seat behind us. A nice 
friendly little trio out for a clam bake, I sup
posed. 

Was he chasing Linda Enright ? Or had he 
been chasing me ? And if it was a chase, why 
was he idling along at thirty, as though he 
were on a Sunday drive through the park ? 
And if it wasn't a chase, then what was he 
doing on this particular road at this time of 
night, with his favorite torpedoes along for 
company ? 

"Going far ?" I asked, when I couldn't get 
the answers by myself. 

" Not far,"  said O'Hara. 
He wasn't exactly inviting a quiz program. 

So I settled back to mull over another prob
lem. Which one of these hoods was the garlic 
eater ? It wasn't either Sammy or Pansy, 
because the odor was too faint. And it wasn't 
O'Hara, because I had been talking close-up 
to him earlier this evening. And I knew damn 
well is wasn't Toni. So Garlic Face had been 
in the car recently, but wasn't now. Well, add 
that to the other pile. Stack 'em all up. This 
merry-go-round was getting dizzier by the 
minute. 

We drove for about ten more minutes, mak
ing turns here and there, until we came out 
on a beach road next to the Sound. I remem
bered what my father had said about the En
right's summer house, and I kept my eyes 
peeled for signs until we made a turn-off. 
Then I saw the legend : ENRIGHT. 

This road was a downgrade for about two 
hundred yards toward the water, then made a 
fork. One way led to a c ircular gravel drive 
in front of a white-painted, sprawling man
sion that was tightly boarded up, from what 
I could see in the splash of O'Hara's head
lights. 

The other road, the one we took, curved 
down a still steeper, bumpier grade to a boat
house at the water's edge. It was a good sized 
building with two stories and a chimney, and 
it was all l ighted up like Macy's windows on 
Thursday night. 

O'Hara stopped the car and climbed out, 
taking Sad Sammy with him. Toni Ia Rue 
and I were left in the tender care of Pansy, 
who. lounged on the running board with one 
hand in his coat pocket. 

O'Hara and Sam put their hands in their 
pockets too and walked toward the boathouse. 
They were gone about three minutes, when 
Sammy came back and told Pansy to let me 
come. 

" But not the dame, " he said. 
Pansy took the trouble to lift the pistol 

from my pocket, then followed me down the 
path to the boathouse. I found O'Hara stand
ing just inside the door in a cozy, pine
paneled little nest, complete with stone fire
place, bear rugs, a player-phonograph, books, 
bottles, and a bloody-headed corpse. 

The corpse was that of a man sprawled in 
the open doorway to a staircase which led 
down to the boat mooring. He was face-down 
and distinctly un-pretty, because he had taken 
what looked like both barrels of a shotgun 
pointblank in the face. 

"You wanted to find him," said O'Hara 
coldly. " There he is. " 

I felt my insides do a couple of flim-flams 
and I reflexively reached for a cigarette. 

" Hmm, " I remarked. 
" This is the logical way for a rat like 

Mantee to cash in, " said O'Hara uncharitably. 
" I  don't blame the dame a bit. Not a bit. " 

So he knew about Linda Enright ? Maybe 
that phone girl at the apartment had t ipped 
him off about Linda's tearing through the 
lobby with a shotgun in her hands. That 
might be unfortunate, very unfortunate. 

O'Hara looked straight at me. " I t  was sup
posed to be a snatch job. Mantee wanted me 
in on it. Offered me a half cut. But I told 
him to head in. I'm playing a straight game, 
I told him. I even warned him not to go 
through with it. Now look. The girl some
how got a heater and gave him everything it 
would hold. She's probably at the cops now, 
shooting her mouth. There'll be a hellova 
mess. " 

I pulled hard on my cigarette. " How come 
you're here ?" I wanted to know. 

" Mantee called me an hour ago and said 
he had the dame out here, and he wanted me 
to handle the contact with her old man. I 
tried again to talk him out of a shakedown, 
and when he wouldn't l isten I decided to come 
out myself and get the girl away by force, if 
I had to." 

" How come you are so interested in Linda 
Enright ? "  

" I  don't give a damn ahout her. It's my 
reputation I'm worried about. Mantee ts 
known as one of my boys. Whatever he does, 
people will blame on me. This now ! "  He 
jerked his thumb towarci the corpse. " If the 
cops find Mantee like that. and Enright blows 
her top to the D. A., who the hell will they 
think was behind the snatch ? I told you I'm 
a three-time loser. I can't even afford sus
p icion ! "  

WELL," I said, " you're going to have a 
fine time explaining yourself clean. The 

cops'll want to know why you didn't call 
them in when you first heard of Mantee's 
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plans, for one thing. Accessory before the 
fact, they'll call it  in polite legal phraseology. 
Another thing, how come you happened to 
know t h" road so well. You've driven out 
here 1 · ,re." 

O'Hara grinned and picked up a newspaper
wrapped parcel from a table. "You won't have 
a story to blab either, Mr. Barron. " He un
wrapped the parcel and showed me the sawed
off shotgun I had seen earlier in the posses
sion of Linda Enright. 

"This is the gun she did it with, " he went 
on. " I  found it lying on the floor here where 
she dropped it. But d'you think the police 
will ever find it ? "  He shook his head. "The 
cops won't find anything. I'm gonna oeep
six 'em both-the gun and the stiff. Then 
I'm gonna clean up the mess around here, so 
nobody will know from nothing. Get it ? "  

I wasn't sure I did get it. 
" No stiff, no gun-no crime," he explained 

simply. " The girl talks. You talk, maybe. 
But who'll believe such a crazy story with no 
evidence to back it up. They'll figure she's 
making a publicity gag for a movie career or 
something. At least it'll keep my name in the 
clear. "  

" So the corpse goes into the Sound ? "  I 
queried. I didn't think that was a bad idea. 
From what I knew of the case, Mantee de
servecl the bump-off, so why not hush it up 
all the way around ? Carter Enright would 
like it that way. So would Linda, probably. 
So would the League for Decency. 

" Maybe that's a good idea," I told him. 
" So long as you know the chance you're tak
ing, obstructing justice and all that ."  

" I'll take that chance." O'Hara placed the 
shotgun back down on the table. " Sam ! 
Pansy ! Hunt up some chains and weights. 
Pal Vic here is gonna feed the fish." 

Sad Sammy and Pansy scurried around in 
search of the ballast, leaving me alone in the 
room with O'Hara. He had his peepers fixed 
on me in a way I found disturbing. 

" To make this work," he explained, "we'll 
have to keep you out of circulation for a few 
days, t ill the fish have t ime to work on that 
stiff." 

That idea wasn't so good. I didn't have a 
chance to object, however, because the door 
banged open suddenly and Toni Ia Rue 
stepped into the room. She took two strides 
inside the door, spotted the dead man, and 
let out a scream that could be heard a mile. 

We both jumped. And before we could get 
that ring-ing scream out of our ears, Toni had 
stumbled halfway across the room. 

" No, no ! "  she sobbed. "Victor I Victor, 
cheri! "  

O'Hara cursed and started for the girl. A s  
he caught u p  with her, she whirled upon him 
like a fury. 

" She did this ! That Enright woman ! She 
killed my Victor I "  

" Shut up ! '' snarled O'Hara. " Shut your 
face I Shut it, you hear ! "  

H e  raised his hand t o  strike her across the 
mouth, when Sad Sammy came in lugging 
some heavy chains. O'Hara dropped his hand 
and caught the girl's wrist, jerking her vio
lently. 

" Sam, get this twist outta here ! Put her 
in the car. Sap her, if you hafta, but keep 
her outta here. " 

Sammy's chains clattered to the floor and 
he grabbed Toni and threw her across his 
shoulder. She hacl become suddenly limp. I 
wondered if she ha I passed out, but I couldn't 
see her face from where I stood. 

" That damn dame-" cursed O'Hara, and 
then seemed to forget her as he turned his 
attention to the corpse. " Come over here. 
Take his shoulders while I turn him over. " 

" \Vho, me ? "  
" Come over here ! " h e  rapped. 
I didn't much like the idea, but I took a 

good grip on myself and walked over to the 
body. I seemed to smell the odor of blood. 
Steeling myself, I bent over to grasp the 
crimson-stained shoulders. 

O'Hara had the feet lifted off the floor. He 
glowered at me. " Straighten his arms at his 
sides so he won't flop around, " he growled. 
"What are you, a sissy ? "  

I had seen wor�e than this overseas-much 
worse, but violent death is always squeamish, 
and a man doesn't have to apologize for not 
relishing it. Obediently I straightened out 
the dead man's arms and tucked his hands in 
at his sides. He was still warm and flaccid. 

" Now,"  said O'Hara. 
Together we lifted the cadaver and flopped 

it over on its back. I avoided looking at the 
head as I straightened up. 

At this point Sad Sammy came back in, 
wiping lipstick off the back of his hand. 

" She's quiet now, " he announced, grinning 
as though he'd hit a homerun in the big
league. 

O'Hara didn't answer. He laid out some 
chain and gestured to Sammy to help him 
t ie up the body. He was sweating. 

I decided this was as good a time as any 
to take a powder. I made a coughing noise 
and put my hand up to my mouth. 

" I  think I'll step outside for some air," I 
muttered. 

O'Hara looked up ghoulishly. "Not so 
damned tough, are you, mouthpiece ? "  he 
chided. 

I STUMBLED to the doorway, keeping my 
hand across my mouth. Behind me O'Hara 

broke into a nasty laugh ; but when I got 
outside the last laugh was mine as I madt> a 
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bee-line for his sedan parked in the driveway. 
Toni Ia Rue's luscious long legs were 

�prawled over the driver's seat, and I shoved 
them out of my way and tramped on the 
starter all at the same time. The motor 
caught with a rich purr of hi-test gasoline. I 
clenched gears and let out the clutch, and the 
b ig car starl<'d w ildly up the hill with the 
accompaniment of rapid backfiring. 

Then a tinkling- of glass and a burning 
sensation across my shoulder told me it wasn't 
backfire. All three of those guys had run 
out at the same time �tnd were throwing 
enough lead to armor-plate a destroyer. 

I zigzagged crazily, ripping up bushes and 
stones, raising a curta in of dense yellow dust. 
After misaligning a couple of wheels, I reached 
the paved roat! and swung the car back toward 
town. 

Toni Ia Rue stayed out until we had crossed 
the river and were back in upper Manhattan . 
I happened to glance over and see her 
sprawled back on the seat, her body limp, 
her head thrust forward and her eyes fixed 
abstractly on the dash-board. She might have 
beer: conscious for the past fifteen minutes, 
for all the noise she was making. 

"\Vhere can I drop you ?" I asked . 
She shook her head vacantly . Her eyes 

were dry as ash ; I wished she would cry and 
go to pieces, to let all that emotion bubble 
out. I didn't like her holding everything in 
like that. 

"There's nothing you can do," I told her. 
" By now the body is sunk in the Sound. All 
traces of that crime have been removed. For 
your own good, you better forget." 

"She killed him," she muttered dryly, as 
though the words were being eked out of a 
phonograph record. " She killed him . . .  " 

"Forget it ! That's the only thing you can 
do." 

We drove in silence the rest of the way to 
the 46th Street exit, then I swung down off 
the ramp. She gave me the name of a small 
hotel off Broadway. 

" Remember this," I said, letting her out. 
''O'Hara doesn't want the police to know 
about this. As you yourself said, he's an ugly 
man. He will kill you if you talk. Why die ? " 

It was as straight as I could give it to her, 
but I doubted if it sank in very deep. She 
stood on the sidewalk, looking at me with that 
attitude of stunned helplessness. I hated to 
leave her that way, but I had other things to 
do in a hurry. 

Two blocks away I parked by a drugstore 
and went in to use the telephone. It had 
occurred to me during the drive back from 
Westchester that Linda Enright was no dope. 
She would know the consequences of killing 
a man, even a man like Mantee, and being 
smart, what would she do ? I figured she get 

in touch either with her father or her father's 
lawyer. 

Acting on that hunch, I put through a call 
to my residence. The Old Gentleman himself 
an swered the phone, and I immed iately de
tected restrained anxiety in his usually placid 
voice. 

'' Linda Enright called me an hour ago from 
some place in Westchester," he said. "She 
was hysterical and badly frightened. Some
thing about shooting someone. She was too 
hysterical to be coherent, so I instructed her 
to go to a hotel, and then sent Dr. Blandy 
over to take care of her. He called a short 
while ago to say she was resting and couldn't 
be questioned before morning. That's one 
facet of the situation. I p resume you know the 
other s ?" 

" Some of 'em, " I admitted. "\Vhat hotel ?" 
"The St. Andrew, room eleven-oh-seven. 

But �he can't be disturbed. She--" 
"This can't wait until morning, " I inter

rupted, and he knew It was urgent or I 
wouldn't have cut him short. " I'll have to 
ask her some questions now. Are you going 
to wait up a bi t ?  I'll be home shortly." 

" It's past twelve," he told me. " If I should 
doze, you'll find me in my chair in the 
library." 

I said I wasn't surprised. and h ung up. Ten 
minutes later I walked into the small lobby of 
the St. Andrew Hotel and took a rheumatic 
elevator to the eleventh floor. Dr. Blandy 
opened the door for me. He looked tired and 
distraught and a little peeved. 

"I told your father distinctly-" he began, 
and I cut in on him impatiently as I entered 
the room. "How is she ? '' I asked. I looked 
around the suite until my gaze rested on a 
halfway closed bedroom that revealed dark
ness inside. 

"Calmed down, but still frightfully appre
hensive," he said, watching me closely. " I  
gave her a sedative, but her excitement is 
cutting through it. Please don't be long." 

He stepped outside the door and closed it 
behind him softly. However, the sound must 
have been loud enough to penetrate to the 
bedroom, for in a moment the bedroom door 
opened and Linda stood facing me. 

She was dressed in a slip and was bare
footed, and looked like a doll of a child awak
ened in the night by a strange noise. 

" How-how did you get here ?" she 
breathed, her eyes widening suddenly with 
fright. She looked anxiously around the room. 
" What have you done with the doctor ?" 

W.HA T do you mean, 'What have I done 
•with him' ?" I demanded . I took a step 

toward her, but checked myself as she re
coiled away. "Listen," I said angrily, "you 
act as though you think I'm going to hang 
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one on you, or something. I'm only trying to 
help you. What do T get for it, but both 
barrels of a shotgun and a wrecked automobile. 
If you had stopped to listen to me earl ier 
tonight, all this might not have happened. 
Now l isten ! "  

Her hands moved t o  her throat uncertainly. 
She regarded me with the hlank exp1·ession 
of someone l istening to a foreign language. 

"You killed a man, " I told her. "He de
served to die, T aflmit . But it 's nevertheless 
murder, see ? That means a homicide charge, 
a t rial, a lot of publicity. That's bad. But 
here's something worse. A character named 
O'Hara was out there at the boathouse to
night. He's got the �hotgun and the body. 
He's sunk the body in the Sound and tossed 
in the gun, for good measure, where only he 
knows where tlwv are. Onlv he clicln't toss in 
the gun, get it ? He's keeping that-with your 
fingerprints on it. It that clear to you, M iss 
Enright ?" 
I didn't find out if it was clear to her or 

not. She continued to stare at me with that 
expressionless, d istant expression that made 
me feel we were on d ifferent planets. Welt, it 
was her funeral. 

"The only way to beat the blackmail that 
O'Hara is certainly planning for you is to 
turn yourself in-nnw. You've a good excuse 
for this kill ing. You'll probably get cleared 
by a jury. And the little inconvenience of a 
few weeks in jail and some mashy notoriety 
are certainly worth the pressure that O'Hara 
could bring against vour father if you try to 
keep this in the dark. Think of him, if not 
yourself. " 

She didn't respond to that, either. She 
seemed to get my drift alr·ight, but not one 
flicke r of emotion worked through that icy 
veneer she called a face. 

"Think it over, Miss Enright. We'll talk to 
you again tomorrow after you've had some 
sleep. But better make a decision soon. The 
longer you put it off, the better clmnce O'Hara 
will have of blackmailing your father for more 
money than you coulcl earn if there were ten 
of you all married to bankers. "  

I opened the door and called Dr. Blandy 
back. "We'll try to send over a nurse to 
relieve you. Meanwhile, keep her away from 
open windows. She's acting funny as hell . "  

I t  was after one now, and the street in 
front of the hotel was deserted. But I had 
walked only halfway across the street to the 
sedan I had swiped from O'Hara, when a 
voice came at me from close behind. 

"That your car, bud ?" 
I turned swiftly to confront a uniformed 

cop whose face was vaguely familiar. "Uh
which car ? "  T asked, working up a fast l ie. 
"This sedan ?" 

"Yeah, this sedan. " 

"Not m ine, '' [ answered calmly. " My car's 
busted. I'm walking these clays." 

He eyed me suspiciously, and finally peered 
closer into my face with frank curiosity. 
"Ain't you Yfr. Barron. the lawyer ?" 

" I'm one of  'em, yes. You're-lemme see
Macy of the hotel Sf)Uad ? "  

" R ight, "  he said, and g-rinned broadly. 
Then he told me why he was curious about 
the owner of the sedan. 

" I  was about a block down the street. A 
couple of sailors were walking- ahead of me, 
and 'bout the time they passer! t h i s  ear they 
both stopped, as though they'd heard some
thing funny. Then one of 'em walks over to 
the luggage compartment of the car and 
opens i t up. \Vhamo ! A guy comes outta 
there like a j ack-in-thc-hox. slugs the sailor, 
and takes off down the allev. Me, I started 
after him, but by the t ime I got here hot h the 
guy anrl the two gobs had scrammed. \Vhaclya 
make of that, huh ?" 

I looked i n  the luggage compartment for 
myself. There was fresh blood on the metal 
braces on the roof of the compartment, where 
a person's head would have struck during the 
bumpv ride in \Vestchester. 

"What did the guy look l ike ?" I wanted to 
know. 

Macy shrugged. " It wa.s dark, and he was 
moving fast. A big guy, I'd say, with dark 
hair. " 

That coulcl be Pansy, I thought. But what 
was Pansy doing in the luggage compartment 
of O'Hara's car, unless O'Hara had planted 
him there to tail me ? 

I told Macy I didn't know anything about 
it. The car was probably stolen, I pointed 
out, and the guy might have been the owner 
whom the thief had stuffed in there during a. 
joy ririe. It was his worry. 

I left him at the curb scratching his head, 
and caught a cruising taxi to take me home. 

CHAPTER FIVE 

Fall Guy 

J FOUND my father rxactlv where I ex-
pected to find h im-asleep in a chair in 

the lihrary, with an open copy of The Politi
cal Essays of John Fiske spread on his bony 
lap. He waked when he heard the stream of 
soda water rattle into my highball glass. 

" H  rrrumph ! "  he said, clearing his throat 
and trying to make me think he'd been in 
deep thought , "I presume you've seen :Miss 
Enright ? "  

I norlded, offering him the glass. He re
fused it with the same worricf! shake of his 
head that he has refused it with for the past 
forty years, according to my Mother, and so 
I sat down opposite him, taking a healthy 
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pull on it myself and found it very good. 
"Here's the story." I got down a couple of 

more fast swallows, then I launched into my 
recital, from the time Garlic Face had shot 
at me in the alley, to the guy who'd been 
crammed in the luggage compartment of 
O'Hara's car. Telling it objectively like that, 
I began to see a lot of loose ends that didn't 
tie together. Who was Garlic Face ? Why 
had he shot at me, even before I knew of the 
case, or before anyone else knew I was going 
to handle the case ? What was Mantee's 
racket ? And what was Pansy, if it was 
Pansy, doing in the back of the car ? 

My father's brows puckered thoughtfully 
and he leaned back in his chair, touching the 
fingertips of one hand to the fingertips of the 
other. 

"To predicate surmises upon such disso
ciated facts is misleading," he began in his 
best courtroom manner. "The gravest sur
mise, jurisprudentially, is that Victor Mantee 
was shot dead by Linda Enright. She admits 
shooting �omeone. You saw a corpse. How
ever, Linda Enright was in love with Mantee. 
She had obviously been providing him with 
a hideaway from his enemies, some of whom 
allegedly had earler made attempts upon his 
life. Why, then, did she shoot him ? That is 
the first of several inconsistencies in your 
reasoning. " 

"She shot him because she learned about 
his marriage to Toni Ia Rue. Mantee was a 
rat. She found it out too late to undo her 
marriage to him, but not too late to undo his 
hold on life. I told you what she looked l ike 
when she walked out of his apartment with 
that gun in her arms. " 

My father crinkled his nose as though I 
smelled bad to him. "You recognize half a 
fact and repudiate the other half. What was 
Linda doing in .Mantee's apartment in the 
first place, when they were supposed to be 
honeymooning at the boathouse. Obviously 
Mantee had sent her after his shotgun. vVhy ? 
Because he feared further attempts on his life, 
and couldn't himself risk coming into the city 
to fetch the weapon. That would account also 
for Linda's attitude toward you. She obvi
ously nustook you for one of the hoodlums 
after her husband. Did you explain that you 
were my son ? Certainly not. You're lucky 
you weren't shot dead when you opened that 
door on her. Then, to make matters worse, 
you follow her in your car. She shoots at you. 
Why ? Because she thinks you are trying to 
reach Mantee by following her. Now is it 
logical that the same girl would return to the 
boathouse and cold-bloodedly asassinate the 
man she has been trying to protect ? "  

"Okay," I said, draining my glass. "If 
she didn't shoot Mantee, whom did she shoot ? 
And where is Mantee now ?" 

"You remarked that you thought O'Hara 
had been at the boathouse before, from the way 
he knew the road. Very well. Isn't it con
ceivable that while Linda was at the apart
ment holding you at bay, O'Hara, acting on 
information supplied by the telephone girl in 
that apartment house, drove out to the boat
house and surprised Mantee. And later, when 
Linda arrived, she was confronted by one of 
these hoodlums, whom she instantly shot. 
That, too, would account for the hoodlum who 
was missing, the garlic smelling one. " 

The old gentleman's logic was beginning to 
interest me. I found it pleasant to imagine 
Garlic Face as the guy who took both barrels 
of the shotgun point-blank in the face. 

"Then what did O'Hara do with Mantee ? "  
I wanted t o  know. 

My father arched his brows at me. "What 
indeed ? Inasmuch as he was pressed for time, 
he deposited him, probably unconscious, in 
the luggage compartment of the sedan. At 
this point, O'Hara had probably struck upon 
the daring plan of framing Mantee's alleged 
murder on Linda for blackmail purposes by 
using the hoodlum she did shoot as Matltee. 
This would mean disposing of Mantee in a 
very thorough manner later on. By stealing 
the car you undoubtedly threw him into great 
consternat ion-to •vit the shots he took at 
you as you drove awav. He certainlv would 
not have shot, if one of his own men had been 
in the luggage compartment. " 

" Hmm," I said, temporizing to catch up to 
the long strides of his mind. "Then Mantee is 
loose in New York somewhere ? "  

"Yes, " he  concurred. "He's loose, and he's 
a marked man, as far as O'Hara is concerned. 
What's worse, O'Hara may learn from short 
wave that his stolen car has been found in the 
vicinity of the St. Andrew Hotel, and that 
would invite even more dangerous complica
tions . . .  " 

The strident ring of the doorbell cut him 
short. He came halfway out of his chair the 
copy of Fiske toppling to the floor. 

' 
"That will be Enright. I told him you were 

coming over ." 
I went to the door and admitted Enright. 

He was more distraught than an expectant 
father, but he shook my hand gratefully. 

"I 've just talked with Dr. Blandy. He left 
Linda sleeping. Thank Heaven she's alri�ht ! "  

"He left her sleeping ? "  I queried. " Is she 
alone ? "  

"Oh, no-the nurse arrived. She-" 

NURSE? What nurse ? "  I swung to con
front my father as he came into the hall. 

"Did you send a nurse over to relieve Dr. 
Blandy ?" 

"No nurse \'J as  available. I-" 
I scooped up the telephone. In a moment I . 
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had the St. Andrew night manager by the ear. 
He admi tted a nurse had arr ived, and that Dr. 
Blandy had left. He gave a perfect description 
of Toni Ia Rue ! 

" Let's go, " I yelped, with a hollowed-out 
sensation in my stomach. I didn't try to dis
guise the menace from either Enright or my 
father. We piled into Enright's car, and I 
sent  it crashing out of our driveway. 

Five minutes later we ground to a stop op
posite the hotel. Enright started at a run 
across the street ; I stayed a half moment 
longer to talk to my father. 

" Will you wait here ? "  I cl ipped. " Linda's 
room is that top l ighted window. on t he alley 
side. If you sec anyone on the fire-escape or 
en the roof, lean up here and honk this horn 
for all vou're worth. " 

He lloclded his  hear! grimly. He didn't l ike 
to play cops-and-robbers much, at h is  age, but 
he was as gamey a s  an old Cocker Spaniel. 

I caught up with Enright just as he entered 
the elevat01·, and we rode the ten flights in 
agonizing silence. As the door opened at 
eleven, the house dick came forward from 
near Linda's closed door. 

" I knew there was something fishy, the 
way the manager explained about the nurse, " 
he volunteered. " But the lauy is alright. I 
jus t  checked. No nurse ever �howed up in her 
room. The elevator man let her out on this 
floor, but she disappeared before reaching the 
suite. " 

" Disappeared ? "  I questioned. I looked up 
and down the hallway. 

" She could be on the stairs, or up on the 
roof," he said. " But she ain't in the room." 

Enright didn't bother with this theory. He 
started to push past me to Linda's door. I 
caught h is arm. 

"Wait ! No use worrying her more, r ight 
now. Let's find Toni Ia Rue. Check the 
stairs, charwomen's closets, and vacant 
rooms, " T instructed the house dick. " Mr. 
Enright, let's take the fire escape and roof. 
She can't be far . . . " 

Grudgingly Enright followed me to a closed 
window at the end of the hall that opened onto 
the fire escape. The window was unlocked and 
went up soundlessly. Peering out, [ could see 
my father sitt ing stoically in the car on the 
stree t below. I waved, and he waved in reply. 
Then I climbed out onto the tire platform and 
started up the iron ladder. 

In the moonlight, visibil i ty was excellent. 
The elevator housing and ventilators stood in 
sharp contrast against tl](' blue-black n ight. 
It looked deserted enough. I started the rest 
of the way up, when I stopper! so suddenly I 
nearly knocked Enright off the ladder bc·ncath 
me. 

" Here she is, " I said softly. I hurried up 
tke remaining rungs and swung my legs over 
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the low parapet, making room for the older 
man to follow. 
The body of Toni Ia Rue lay sprawled just 

beneath the parapet, face-up, arms and legs 
outfiung in grotesque, helpless gesticulation. 
Moist blood zigzagged crazily from her con
torted mouth. 
"Is-is-" puffed Enright, sucking in his 

breath heavily. 
"Very dead, is the expression ." I knelt be

side the body for a closer look, without touch
ing anything. Black bruises fonned a swollen 
choker around her neck. One heel was broken 
off. Her nylons were tattered shreds. The 
backs of her legs were smeared with soft tar 
that was still tacky on the roof. 
"Strangled to death and then dragged up 

here out of the way," I said. "That means-" 
The blast of an automobile horn cut me 

short. Enright jerked upright. The horn 
blared shrilly again and again. 
"That's my car ! " he cried. 
"Yeah." My lips felt dry as I stood up. 

"Let's get down below. " 
I stepped past him to the parapet and leaned 

over. I was just in time to see a man climb 
through the window of Linda Enright's room, 
which opened onto the fire platform's farther 
end. I wasn't sure, but I thought I heard 
Linda cry out. 
Cursing myself for not having a gun now 

of all times, I swung my legs over the ladder 
and slid down to the platform. The automo
bile horn stopped now ; but I didn't take time 
to acknowledge this to the old gentleman. I 
reached Linda's room in three strides and 
dropped over the sill, counting on sheer sur
prise to give me the drop on the man who had 
preceded me. 
But I needn't have been in such a hurry. 

The man was lying face-down across a couch, 
his chest heaving heavily. Linda was kneeling 
beside him, her arms around his neck, calling 
his name softly. His clothing was tattered 
and grease-stained. Dried blood caked the side 
of his head. I didn't need to hear his name 
to know he was Vic Mantee. 

WE'LL have Dr. Blandy back, pronto," I 
said. I ignored Linda's gasp of recogni

tion ; our little song-and-dance was over. I 
caught Mantee's shoulders and turned him 
over on his back. His face was flaccid, but 
the eyes were normal. It wasn't concussion, 
at least. 
"He probably lost a lot of blood," I told the 

girl. I let him settle hack, then turned my 
attention to his shoes. They were scuffed, but 
devoid of any tar. But still I couldn't be sure. 
He might have strangled Toni Ia Rue and 
dragged her to the roof, without himself step
ping in the tar. 

I got about that far when Linda's father 

came through the window behind me. I' 
turned, expecting Linda to run to his open 
arms. Instead she backed off defiantly. 
"This is my husband, you hear ?" she cried. 

"My husband ! "  
Enright stood by the window, his arms 

hanging with limp helplessness. "Linda, dear
est I Oh, my dear girl ! " 
I felt sorry for Enright, he looked so ab

jectly incapable of doing anything ; but I had 
to cut in on him to get to the bottom of this 
quickly. 
"Then he divorced Toni Ia Rue ?" I asked 

Linda. 
"Their marriage was annulled the day they 

arrived in this country. It was never really 
a marriage. It was arranged only so Toni 
could be brought into the country, as the wife 
of an American citizen." 
"How much of your husband's activities do 

you know about ? " 
"He was doing some work for Army Intel

ligence-something to do with Tex O'Hara. 
The Anny asked him to do it because of his 
former association with O'Hara. O'Hara got 
suspicious and tried several times to kill him." 
" Is that why you hid at the boathouse ?" 
"Yes, Vic was afraid they'd try to get at 

• him through me, when it came out that we 
were married. He had nearly finished his in
vestigation. He had the information almost 
ready to turn over to the Army." 
"Was Toni Ia Rue helping him ?" 
"Yes." 
I turned to Enright, who looked more baf

flecl than ever before. " I think I can supply 
the rest of the facts. This racket Mantee was 
investigating involved thousands of deserted 
and AWOL soldiers, who wanted to get back 
to this country from Europe. O'Hara's racket 
was bringing them back-at several hundred 
dollars per head. The Army suspected O'Hara, 
but needed proof. They asked Mantee to help. 
"Mantee, in turn, enlisted the help of Toni 

la Rue. She was an entertainer in Paris, who 
knew a lot of these GI's by sight. " 
"Then who strangled her ? " Enright asked 

quickly. He glanced dubiously at Mantee. He 
had taken so much these past twenty-four 
hours, he was no longer sure of anything. 
"O'Hara strangled her. He was afraid she 

might have recognized that corpse as not be
ing Mantee's-which would wreck his black
mail plan." 
"B-but why this blackmail ? I don't see- '' 
"You own Enright Lines, don't you ? You 

have half a dozen ships plying between here 
and Europe, haven't you ? That's why O'Hara 
wanted a hold over you, through your daugh
ter. If his plan had worked, he'd be smu� 
gling thousands of wanted GI's back to thrs 
country i.e your ships ! "  
Enright drew his breath sharply. 
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" Let's not be calling each other nasty 
names," said a voice behind Enright. 

Enright and I swung together, like a pair 
of dancers. Linda gasped. I should haYe been 
prepared for this, but I wasn't. I stood my 
ground helplessly as Tex O'Hara swung the 
muzzle of a Tommy gun equally between me 
and Enright from where he �tood on the plat
form, j ust out�ide the window. 

" I  guess I've heard about enough,"  he said 
�oftly. " So the rest won't take very long. 
I'll just chop this place up a bit, then drop 
>tl Vic and the gun o\·cr the railing here. 

Triple murder and suicide. Tt ain't what I 
planned, but you hayen't left me any other 
choice ."  

A t ight, nervous laugh ripped through his 
lips. He swung the gun deliberately toward 
Enright. 

" You first, grandpa." 
" One question, O'Hara ! " I cried in a des

perate stall for t ime. Humor him. Flatter 
him. Do anything for t ime ! " One question. 
That-that hood with the garlic ? Why'd you 
put him on mc:- ? That one's got me stumped. " 

" Has it ? "  he jeered. For an instant his 
gun swung back to me. " I'll tell you, mouth
piece. He was hoppy, sec ? He was one of the 
boys I brought back from France, but he was 
hoppy. He wanted a job, so I put h im on 
grandpa's tail-a harmless job for a hoppy, 
I thought, till he sees you and recognizes you 
as an M.P. he's seen overseas someplace. He 
figured you were on to our racket. so he blows 
his top. A real hoppy, see ? That's why I 
elected him to walk in on the dame here, when 
I knew she was heeled with a loaded sawed
off. " 

THEN you doubled back from the boathouse 
in t ime to pick me up on the road, eh ? "  

I asked, thinking of questions a s  fast as my 
brain would work. Mavbe the house dick 
would come. :1\laybe niy father had seen 
O'Hara on the platform and gone for the po
lice. Maybe-

O'Hara's gun swung back to Enright. 
" Wait, O'Hara ! Tc:-11 me how you con

tacted these GI's in the first place ? You must 
have quite an organization of-" 

"Stow it ! " he rapped. " I  know when I'm 
getting stalled. Okay, grandpa. Here it 
comes." 

O'Hara lifted the gun a scant half inch and 
centered it squarely on Enright's chest. Linda 
screamed. I saw Enright j l'rk convulsively, 
and then the shattering roar of the machine 
gun blasted the silcncc:- out of ten city blocks. 

But something else happenc(l at the same 
moment that scattered those slugs over the 
top of Enright's heart. It  happened too fast 
to know exactly what it was. I saw O'Hara 
throw himself sideways just the instant his 
gun brgan to chatter. and fling one arm up 
over his head. A moment later something 
crashed down on him from above and hurtled 
him backwards awav from the window. I 
caught a glimpse o( flailing arms and legs. 
silk-clad leg-s, smeared with tar, and there 
was a hoarse scream of terror as the impact 
drove O'Hara backward over the railing, and 
then the eerie wail of the scream tearing from 
his lips in a downward plunge to blackness 
and then . . .  silence. 

" That-that was a woman, "  gasped Linda. 
I blinked my eyes and looked around for a 

convenient place to lie down. Enrig-ht harl 
already collapsed on the rug, his face the 
color of talcum powder. 1 did better. I lamled 
in a stuffed chair, and sat there trying to get 
my mouth to close. It felt as though I had a 
bit in my jaw. 

I didn't say anything at all until the house 
dick and the police arrived a few minutes 
later ; then I explained that the dame had 
jumped or fallen off the roof ami carried 
Mantee down with her to the alley. They be
l ieved me alright, and why shouldn't they ? 
It was a logical enough story, told objectively 
like that. 

I just didn't bothc:-r to explain that Toni 
Ia Rue had been dead for about half an hour. 
that's all. 

I didn't explain that to my father, either, 
when we rejoined him down in the car. In 
fact, after listening for a moment to my fa
ther's heavy breathing and seeing the bearls 
of sweat still moist on the hack of his thin 
neck, I decided to never mention the incident. 

He's a sensitive man about some things, 
my father is ; and there are some experiences 
of his scholarly l ife which he would fain for
get. Tonight's experience on the roof of thl' 
St. Andrew was one of them. 

He even threw away the expensive shoes 
he had been wearing. I guess he figured the 
tar would never completely come off. 

THE END 

For a Present to Your Future
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V"111ibly shrinking from the 
rough looking crew, he quav
ered: "What are you going to 

do?" 

DEATH TAKES A DIVE 
By DANIEL CORDON 

When Councilman Meggs tried to muscle in on the marine salvage 
business, he still had a lot to learn about Davy Jones' locker. He didn't 

kuow that down there-unlike oxygen-murder won't turn off! 

IT ISN'T quiet in the woods. You think it is 
until you count the sounds, the myriad in
sect noises, the whisper of wind in the 

trees. And the city-but you know about the 
city, with the crash and roar of traffic. 
But it is quiet on the ocean floor. 
Doug Stanley, checking the run of his air 

and life lines and pushing deeper into the 
sunken yacht, stepped back with the light, the 
harsh white light, beating against his eyelids. 
Sweeping the covers back, he sat up in his 
rumpled bed. 
The man behind the light said : "Stanley ? • •  , 

Douglas Stanley ?" 
30 

"Who'd you think ? Mamma Bear ? Get that 
light outa my eyes I" 
" I'm Halligan. " 
Doug Stanley looked at him. "Not tough, 

honest, fearless, Lieutenmtt Halligan," he said. 
"Halligan of homicide, " the other said. 
Doug Stanley gulped. "Oh. I see. Ah-Had 

any tonight ?" 
"One," Halligan said. "Where's Lawton?" 
"He's- Look, guy, Lawton's my partner. 

He wouldn't-" 
"We think he's drowned." 
Doug Stanley laughed his relief. "A gag," 

he said, "And at two A. M. What do I do 
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now, dash out and dive for the body ? "  The 

!
copper actually had him worried for a minute, 
until he'd come up with that drowning. For no 
matter how John Lawton tossed in his chips, it 
wouldn't be by drowning. Together the two of 
them had survived rum-runners, poison booze, 
knives and guns in waterfront brawls ; then 
later, the Germans and Japanese. John might 
have drowned when the two of them started 
East Coast Salvage. They'd done their diving 
with risky gear in those days. But not now. 
Not since John married Paula. He was more 
business man than diver these days, with noth
ing more than a wistful look at a diving dress 
when a tough job had them slowed. 

Doug Stanley ripped open a fresh pack of 
cigarettes and selected one. " You phone John's 
home ? " he asked. 

" Yes. He hasn't come home. And you 
guessed it. " 

" What ? "  
" We want you to dive for the body. I'll wait 

while you dress. " 
" Coppers ! "  Doug said fervently as he pulled 

on his trousers. " What started all this ?"  
" The watchman on the pier. He saw the 

light go out in Lawton's office. He turns the 
corner and hears a splash. He figures Lawton 
hasn't had time to get off the pier. " 

"John's been go in' to sea for twenty years, '' 
Doug said irritably. " You think he walked 
overboard ? " 

" Hurry up. " 
"Take it easy. " Doug stuck a spare pack of 

cigarettes into the pocket of his jacket. "What 
did Mrs. Lawton say ? "  

" She'll be on the pier. " 
Doug shOok his head in disgust as he held 

the door open for Halligan. John would turn 
up in the dawn after an all night poker game. 
Paula was easy to get along with, as near to 
perfection as a wife could be, Doug guessed. 
But if she'd spent the night on a windy pier 
watching them dive for John's body, she'd sure 
raise hell when John came home. 

Halligan talked but little on the way to the 
docks. Once he said : "Who inherits East 
Coast Salvage with Lawton dead ? "  

" I  do, " Doug told him. 
" Isn't that a little-unusual ? "  Halligan 

asked. 
" Why ? "  
" Well, there's Mrs. Lawton. " 
" Oh," Doug said easily. " John never wor

ries about that. There's some other property 
and he knows I'd take care of Paula if any
thing happened to that. " 

" A  lovely arrangement, " Halligan said. 
" Very cozy. Only I'll bet he didn't know how 
soon you'd take care of her. " 

Doug Stanley realized that he was beginning 
not to like the guy. In fact he was sure he dis
liked him. He said quietly : " Copper, I think 

your teeth itch. One more crack like that and 
I'll scratch them for you." He heard Halligan 
chuckle as the car 1<lid to a stop on the pier. 

The floodlights were on and through the 
throng of policemen, reporters and casual on
lookers, Doug could see Paula Lawton leaning 
againt the corrugated iron of the shed. He 
raised his hand an saw her answering gesture, 
then Pop Hamilton came up to him. 

"\\'hat's up, boss ? "  Pop said irritably. 
Some of Doug's ill-humor vanished as he 

looked at the gnarled hands, the weathered 
face. "Break out a dress, Pop. The Lieutenant 
here thinks that John has walked overboard. 
I'm to go down and bring up the body. " 

Pop Hamilton looked at Halligan and 
snorted. "Cops," he said, and spat expressively 
into the harbor. He walked away and Doug 
heard the chunk-chunk of the air compressors 
begin aboard the Mary Lou, watched as the 
men ran the lines along the margin of wharf 
to the spot indicated by the night watchman. 

THE tenders dressed Doug Stanley, and min-
utes later he climbed down the ladder and 

slid into the dark water. He felt the soft im
pact through the soles of his lead-lined shoes. 
" On the bottom, " he said mechanicallv into 
the receiver to the left of his faceplate. " Keep a 
strain on my l ines, " he added. 

The wire was lying in loose coils. He 
couldn't see it but he could feel it, pressing 
softly against his legs, clinging to his feet. He 
leaned against the slight current and attempted 
to walk backward on his heels. And touched 
the body. 

He knew when he touched the belt. He 
couldn't see, but he knew that belt, the silver
studded belt that John Lawton wore. How 
many times had he needled John ahout that 
belt ? " Suit like a bank president ; belt like a 
deckhand. " " Holds my pants up," John would 
grin. Well, John wouldn't grin again-unless 
he was grinning now. 

Doug tightened his grip on the body. "Com
ing up, "  he said. 

" Coming up," Pop Hamilton's voice an
swered. 

They took John Lawton's body from him at 
the ladder. 

He clumped up the ladder, swaying his body 
from side to side to overcome the weight of 
the gear. He didn't have to think of that. 
Habit took care of it. But he did have to think. 
Boy, how he needed to think ! 

Thev didn't wait for the tenders to take the 
helmet off. They came at him through the 
faceplate. The dapper man with the light gray 
suit and the handsome pan pushed his face up 
close to the round opening. " Didn't take you 
long to find him, " he sneered. 

" I  don't know who this noisy monkey is, but 
it's a hell of a world, him alive and kicking 
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and John, good old John, lying dead here on 
the dock, " thought Doug. " I  was lucky, " he 
said evenly. 

Lieutenant Halligan drew the tall man away. 
'' It isn't as bad as it looks, Mr. Meggs. " Halli
gan's voice seemed oddly respectful. "Vve told 
him where to dive, you know. The night 
watchman picked the spot. " 

The man called :Megg·s said, " Hmph. " 
They took the helmet off and Doug Stanley 

ran his finger under the rubber cutT of the 
dress to help the circulation of blood to his 
numbed hands. He looked after Meggs. 
" Who's my buddy ? "  he asked Halligan. 

" Dawson Meggs, city councilman." 
" What's he got against me ? "  
"Nothing but a hunch, probably," Halligan 

said grimly. " If he knew about that phone 
call, he'd really be after your scalp. " 

Bracing himself on the shoulders of his 
tenders, Doug kicked his feet and wriggled out 
of the dress. "Go on, " he said. " I'm listen
ing. " 

" Won't do any harm to tell you, " Halligan 
mused grudgingly. " I  came to get you tonight 
because of a phone call. It came in just after 
the watchman phoned from the pier. This one 
came from a public phone. The guy said : 'Ask 
Douglas Stanley what's happened to his part
ner.' The guy wouldn't give his name. " 

" Then you might say someone else was in
terested, " Doug suggested. 

" You might," Halligan answered. " Only 
there's nobody who'd stand to gain as much as 
you. If we decide it was suicide-" 

" It wasn't, "  Doug cut him off. " There's a 
loose coil of wire rope still down there. Some
body had tied a clove-hitch around John's leg. " 

Halligan looked at him oddly. " Funny," he 
said. 

" Yeah. It's a scream. What's funny ?"  
" That you should b e  the guy t o  tell me. V/ e 

still remember you, you know. I checked the 
files before I came to wake you up. " 

Thinking of John, there on the dock, Doug 
Stanley found the conversation almost unbear
able. Five years ago he would have given the 
copper a light shove, stopped his yapping with 
salt water. But now, there was Paula. " I  quit 
it, " he said. "Used to murder 'em with an axe, 
flush 'em down the drain. One a night-except 
Sundays. I took Sundays off. " 

'' Okay, comed ian. Just see you stick 
around. "  

Comedian. Walking over to talk to Paula, he 
didn't feel funny. Ile felt like hell. All his 
early years prevented him from showing how 
he felt. But not to Halligan. Not to a copper. 
He skirted the shape under the blanket. ginger
ly, numbly. John Lawton had changed him 
from a waterfront punk into a partner in a 
reputable salvage firm. And now John was 
dead. N o  tears. Tears didn't help. He didn't 

know how to cry. Now if he could get the guJ' 
who had got John . . .  

Paula said, " Doug-John . . .  " 
'' Easy, lady. " Doug patted her arm, watch

ing the cold glare of the lights on the water 
the gestures of the man called Meggs who was 
arguing with Halligan. Idly, he wondered why 
the politician disl iked him. Not that he gave a 
damn. . . " I'll take you home, " Doug said to 
Paula. 

She nodded without speaking, her knuckles 
showing white as she clenched the ball of tlw 
handkerchief in her hand. 

Halligan came over, saying : " Better come 
with me, Stanley. No charge. Just suspicion. 
Your reputaaa-" 

Halligan's voice trailed off and ended in a 
grunt as he hit the dock. Staggering backward 
over Pop Hamilton's outstretched leg. he 
clawed for his gun, had it in his hand when the 
solicitous brushings and helpings of the old 
man sent it spinning along the planks. 

DOUG STAN LEY heard Halligan's angry 
oath as he dove into the warehouse shed, 

and knew that the gun had fallen between the 
timbers. Clawing his way over crates, slam
ming them aside and running when he found 
an aisle, Doug made the door and hurled him
self into Halligan's car. The roar of the motor 
drowned the sounds of foot�teps drumming 
along the pier. 

D itching the 1>0lice car behind a parking lot, 
he joined the lonely motorman who was run
ning the first trolley to the suburb where John 
had lived. He didn't know what Paula thought. 
He had to talk to her. What Paula thought 
was very important to him. 

He stood in the tall shrubbery in front of 
the house, remembering John's pride in the 
place, remembering how thrilled Paula had 
been. They'd salvaged those sunken barges for 
the railroad company. East Coast Salvage had 
been in the chips and John had used his share 
to buy the house. 

The car, its headlights knifing the dark si
lence, slid along the tree-lined street and came 
to rest at the curb. 

The man got out and opened the door. Daw
son Meggs. 

"-and again, I cannot express the sym
pathy I feel, " Meggs was saying. 

" Thank you, Mr. Meggs. And thanks for 
bringing me home. I'll let you know, " her 
voice trailed off wearily, " after I've had time 
to think. "  

Watching Meggs bow from the waist, Doug 
repressed the impulse to step out and hang one 
on him. The Romeo. The damned gigolo. But 
a fine looking guy, he supposed, by female 
standards . . . 

When the car had gone, he came from be
hind thr shrub and touched the button. The 
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�oft chime sounded within and Doug Stanley 
remembered the day John had bought the 
chime job. " Pretty, " John had said. · " Like a 
church, kinda. " 

Paula didn't seem surprised. She said, " Hel
lo, Doug." 

" Sorry I had to check, " he said. " Halli
gan's hot for me. I can't figure whether it's 
that horsing around I used to do on the docks, 
or something else. " 

" I  know. Dawson Meggs seems to think 
you did it too . "  

" And you ? " 
She looked at him, the gray eyes, the level 

stare. " Of course not, " she said. 
Doug Stanley let his breath out, very softly. 

Not until then did he realize how he had hung 
upon her answer. " Fine, " he said. 

Paula said : " Oh, Doug . . .  " and sank into 
a chair. 

M ixing the drinks, he could see the pain in 
her eyes, the tautness beneath the weariness in 
the lines of her mouth. " What's Meggs want ? 
Just making a routine pass ? "  

She sat u p  suddenly. " What makes you 
think he wanted anything ?" 

" I  dunno. He seemed to hate me pretty bad, 
for a guy he never saw before. " 

" He wanted to buy my share of the com
pany," Paula said slowly. " I  didn't tell him 
that you have both shares now. Thought I'd 
talk to you first. " 

" Makes no difference. Halligan already 
knows. " 

" He seemed quite concerned about it. 
Meggs, I mean. And it's odd, his wanting to 
be in the salvage business. He doesn't seem 
the type, somehow. " 

Doug nodded. " More like a doctor or law
yer, " he said. He kicked it around in his mind. 
The more he thought about it, the screwier it 
seemed. East Coast Salvage had a fair take
but only fair. Surely there wasn't enough 
dough in it to make a guy like Meggs commit 
murder. True, there was no competition in the 
harbor. But neither was there much work, not 
enough, for instance, to make the big firms 
eager to ease in and squeeze East Coast out. 

" When's he com in' back ? "  Doug asked her. 
" Who ? "  
" Meggs. For h i s  answer. " 
"Tomorrow." 
" Good. Give him a welcome. Tell him you 

might sell if the price is right. I'll be close 
by." 

" But what ? . . .  " 
" Just this. The guy knows something we 

don't. Maybe he knows who killed John . "  
" But, Doug, if only I could have a little 

time. " 
" I  know, " Doug told her, extending his 

hand, "but time's something we haven't got. 
Either I get out from under quickly, or else. " 

He Jet it go. He had to work fast. Halligan 
and his men were neither dishonest nor ineffi
cient. His early reputation for brawling around 
the waterfront made him something Jess than 
a lily. And even though hc'rl had not so much 
as a traffic ticket for the last five years, it diun't 
matter. If they had him, they could relax. 
With the apparent motive he'd had for mur
dering John, the cops would be more than 
human if they went around looking for another 
cam! idate. 

" I 'll go out the back way, " he said. " Be 
back tomorrow evening. " 

He could hear her soft sobbing as he passed 
through the kitchen. 

The day was long. Doug Stanley found the 
address in the phone book and went to the 
home of the Mayor. They let him in, and that 
surprised him a little. He had to wait for the 
old boy to finish breakfast, but they let him in. 

THE Mayor l ighted the cigar and waved it 
genially. " Good morning, " he said. " You 

wished to see me ? "  
" You got a councilman named Meggs. " 
" That is correct. Mr. Meggs is on the city 

council. " 
" I'm looking for information. I want to 

know why the guy develops a sudden yen for 
the salvage business. "  

" I  beg your pardon ? "  
The Mayor was polite enough. Too damned 

polite. You wasted a lot of time being that 
polite. " B rother Meggs, " Doug said patiently, 
" is busier than a skin-diver in a nest of Barra
cuda. He's losing sleep nights trying to buy 
a chunk of East Coast Salvage. A guy like 
that always has a reason. "  

The Mayor looked a t  Doug Stanley, looked 
at him for the first time. " Ah-yes. Of course. 
Ah, suppose we step into my den ? "  

Doug Stanley followed the portly figure. The 
Mayor closed the door. 

The cop was entering as he came out. They 
looked at each other and Doug nodded. The 
policeman returned the nod, absently, then 
turned to stare as Doug leaped into the waiting 
cab. 

" Down town, " Doug told the driver. He 
looked back. The cop had changed his mind 
about going into the Mayor's house. He was 
running for the blue car- " Step on it, " Doug 
said. " Ten. if you shake the car behind. " 

" I'll go for it until he makes with the siren. 
If he kicks the siren, deal's off." The driver 
sent the cab screaming around a corner and 
trod heavily upon the gas. 

The Mayor had been interested, helpful. But 
cagey. He never interfered with the work of 
the polj>.e force. No, he couldn't call off the 
cops on the .strength of a story that Doug 
might have dreamt up . . .  

Doug Stanley had the ten in his hand when 



. 34 DETECTIVE TALES 

the siren wailed behind them. " Pleasant ride, 
chum," he said. " Me for that alley ! " 

While the cab was still moving, he dove for 
the opening, reeling from the forward motion. 
Regaming his balance, he ran, then leaped, 
hauling himself to the top of a low garage. The 
cop might not follow the cab. 

He didn't. The police car made the alley and 
cruised through slowly, probing the corners. 

From his perch atop the garage, Doug 
looked down upon it. It had been close. Very 
close. The car came back once, then went away. 
Doug Stanley slid to the concrete and began 
to work his way down town. 

Mingling with the crowds, ducking the cops 
by spending the hours in theatres, he felt that 
evening would never come. At two in the 
afternoon, he called the lunchroom opposite 
the pier. Pop Hamilton would .. be there. He 
was always there at two unless the tug was 
out on a j.ob. Doug Stanley spoke briefly and 
guardedly. Then he left the drugstore, went 
into another movie. 

Jolting along in the trolley, he tried to re
member the pictures he'd seen and found that 
he could not. John Lawton's face kept coming 
between him and the images on the screen. 
Shoulder to shoulder in Panama, in New-

. foundland, in Callao, Peru. That time they'd 
worked over the Callao cops and the old Swiss 
gal who owned the joint had tried to hire them 
as bouncers. . . Doug Stanley got off the trol
ley and headed for the Lawton cottage. 

" I  didn't realize," Meggs was saying, "that 
Stanley would inherit your husband's share of 
the business. "  

" It doesn't matter," Paula told him. " Mr. 
Stanley would give me half if I wanted it. " 

"You do want it, don't you ?" Meggs said. 
"Why should I ? " 
"Yeah. Why should she ? "  Doug Stanley 

said, stepping into the living room. 
"You-" 
" Hold it, Meggs. I got very little to lose by 

planting a slug in you. " Doug turned his hand 
so Meggs could see the fiat gun. 

"You can't-" 
" I'm going to. Want to save time by telling 

me why you want in the salvage racket ? "  
" I  don't want a partnership with you," 

Meggs said. " It seems most unhealthy. " 
" For you it would be. But we're wastin' 

time. Get going. " 
"Where ? "  
" To the dock. We'll g o  in your car. I been 

admiring it. " Doug Stanley turned to Paula. 
"Give us a fifteen minute start, then phone 
Halligan. Tell him I'm issuing invitations for 
a ride on the Mary Lou." 

Paula said worriedly : " Doug, are you 
&ure--" 

" It's my only chance, " he said. Then, as 
Meggs rose on the balls of his feet, " Easy, 

pretty boy. They don't ose any more juice fdr 
two murders than they do for one. " : 

The dock lights weren't on. Doug Stanley, 
his gun pressed gently to Meggs' side, said : 
" Hi, Joe," to the night watchman. 

" Mr. Stanley, " the watchman said. " I  
thought they had you in jail. " 

Doug grinned at him. " They changed their 
minds, " he said. " We'll be casting off pretty 
soon. Will you turn on the lights, Joe ? "  

The tug pulsed with life. Dawson Meggs, 
visibly shrinking from the rough-looking crew 
that surrounded him, quavered : " What are 
you going to do ? "  

"Give you a taste of the salvage business, " 
Doug informed him. "How do you know you 
like it if you've never tried ? "  

" I-" 
" Dress him, " Doug said to Pop Hamilton. 
The old man spat nonchalantly. " Take off 

your shoes," he said. 
Imploringly, Meggs scanned the grim faces. 

''You realize what you're doing ? "  he babbled. 
" You know what this fellow's getting you 
into ? "  

A squat seaman rolled forward eagerly. 
" You want I should knock 'im out, boss?" he 
said to Doug. 

Doug smiled faintly and shook his head. " I  
need him kicking, " then, as a look of hope 
crossed the face of Meggs, he added : "or 
dead. " 

poP HAMILTON was adjusting the belt as 
the police car screamed to a halt. Doug 

Stanley, seeing the figure of Meggs now bulky, 
weighted with breastplate, heavy belt and lead
soled shoes, nodded his satisfaction. 

" Put hi5 hat on, " he ordered. " Hurry. " 
Pop Hamilton slipped the helmet skillfully 

in place and locked it with a quick twist to the 
right. He was spreading the cotter key in the 
s::fety catch as Halligan and a plainclothesman 
came over the side. 

Halligan eyed Doug Stanley. " You must be 
crazy, " he said. " We been combin' the town 
for you ."  

"I  know," Doug told him, " and I'll go  with 
you as soon as we get back. " 

" Get back, hell. I'm not going anywhere." 
" It'll be easier, Halligan. My men and me 

get along pretty well. . .  " 
Halligan, looking hard at the tug crew said : 

''Maybe too well. We got room for them up 
town. " 

" Look. It won't take more than an hoor. 
If I'm wrong I'll go with you. No beef." 

The crew of the tug crowded close, awaiting 
the answer. 

Halligan shrugged. " Okay," he said finally. 
" But it's a screwy deal. Who's that ?"  

Doug Stanley grinned at  the awkward 
thumping of the diving shoes. The helmet ef-
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fectively hid Meggs' face and within the spun
copper helmet he could neither hear nor talk 
while the transmitter switch was off. " One of 
our boys, " Doug said to Halligan. " A  new 
one. This is his first dive. " 

Halligan sat down on a roller chock and 
lighted a cigarette. " I  hope you know what 
you're doing. " 

The tug moved out into the stream. Pop 
Hamilton shouted back from the bridge : 
" Want to anchor ? We got about seventeen 
fathoms. " 

" Let 'er drift, " Doug called. To the tenders 
he said : " Put a safety-line around him and 
lower him over the side. " 

" Ladder ? "  
" He won't need it. Toss h i m  over. " 
Watching the men laboriously rolling the 

ungainly figure over the side, Doug Stanley 
relieved the man on the airbank. Then, turn
ing from the rows of valves, he drew the gun 
and leveled it at Halligan's head. " This won't 
take a minute, " he said apologetically. " I  j ust 
want to make sure we go through with it. " 

Halligan eyed the gun calmly. " Boy," he 
said, " you shouldn't point that thing at me. 
I'll get mad in a minute and whip you to death 
with it." 

" And honest, too, " Doug said admiring-ly. 
" I  know you're not afraid, Halligan. But 
whatever you do, don't try to prove it until I 
finish lzere. " 

Feeling the tension, his eyes on Halligan, 
Doug Stanley flipped the transmitter switch. 
" Below," he said clearly into the mike, " can 
you hear me ?"  

For · the long moment i t  took Meggs to  an
swer, Doug was afraid he'd passed out. Then 
the voice came to him shakily from one hun
dred feet, its tonal quality altered by the pres
sure : " Help !" it said. 

The cluck would have to do better than that. 
Doug wanted the voice loud and clear. " Turn 
your head to the left," he said, spacing his 
words. "Talk into the l ittle round job. You 
can feel it with your chin. " 

The voice was clearer now. It sobbed : "Get 
me out of  here ! " 

" Soon," Doug Stanley said. "As soon as 
you tell me why you murdered John Lawton." 

'' I didn't !" the voice, already high-pitched, 
was almost a scream. 

" Okay. I'm cutting off your air. " Selecting 
a valve, Doug turned it slowly to the right. 
The whistle of air, audible in the transmitter 
as it entered the helmet of the diver below, 
diminished and died. 

It was very quiet on the tug. 
Halligan stirred. "Who's down there ?" 
" Meggs. Dawson Meggs. " 
"You-". Halligan, rising, seemed ready to 

leap. 
The gun whammed sharply over the quiet 

harbor. Doug Stanley fired but once. He fired 
at the slender vent-pipe that projected above 
the deck at Halligan's side. " Next one's yours, 
Halligan," he said in clipped accents. " I  told 
you we're going through with this. " 

Halligan sat down. 
Quietly, like a drawling judge pronouncing 

a death sentence, Doug Stanley spoke into the 
transmitter. "You've got five minutes to live," 
he said. " Enough air down there with you to 
last five minutes. Maybe John Lawton's down 
there with you. Maybe if you look out through 
the faceplate you can see him walking toward 
you over the bottom. The bottom's close to 
you--only five feet away. He could reach your 
feet without stretching, Meggs. You see him ?" 

�Ieggs was panting, gasping, using more air 
than he needed as his panic grew. For a time 
there was only the sound of his panting, then 
a shrill scream that ended in a broken sob. 

"Why did you do it ?" Doug grated. 
" Pull me up ! "  
" Why ?"  
" The Tribly ! "  Meggs screamed. " They're 

going to raise her. " 
"You're driving that guy out of his mind," 

Halligan said warningly. 
" Can't-breathe." (Continued on page 94) 
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"I told you to call bim off," he 
said harshly. "I don't like dogs." 

The killer thortght that Old Eph 
no weapons or friends left in that heit
ridden swamp. But he was as wrong 
as the ground he thought he was 

standing on! 

E 
PH knew a stranger was coming to 

camp half an hour before the man made 
his appearance. Knowing this required 

no great amount of intellectual discernment. 
As a matter of fact there were many times 
when vou could ask Eph what state he lived 
in, ami he would have been at a loss to give the 
correct answer. Some of the local wags have 
replied that Eph Jived in a state of constant 

confusion. Which was not entirely wrong, at 
that. 

In the hazy recesses of Eph's brain there 
was no room for complicated problems. When 
he needed food he prepared it as simply and 
easily as possible. When he needed sleep, he 
slept. 

And when the crows clamored over around 
Turkey r idge, as they just had a few minutes 
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ago, it meant a stranger was at the edge of 
the swamp. It had always been so, and Eph 
never questioned it--or worried about it. It 
had to be a stranger because Professor 
Carthage was too woods-wise to cause such a 
disturbance among the crows. It was as simple 
as that. 

He paused briefly to listen to the crows, and 
then returned stolidly to his work of pulling a 
few of the weeds out of his small garden 
patch. 

His crude shack and scrubby garden were 
on a low knoll that thrust up from the swamp, 
and all round him down below were murky 
waters and treacherous stretches of marsh. 
He worked thoughtlessly at his weeding. He 
had never bothered to do this before, but the 
Professor had said his cabbage and turnips 
and tomatoes would grow better if the weeds 
removed. So Eph unquestioningly pulled 
weeds. 

A chicken hawk rose suddenly out of the 
underbrush near the lightning-scarred beech 
tree, and so Eph knew the stranger was 
coming into the swamp. The trail, as thin and 
uncertain as a shadow, passed near the foot of 
the beech, and no stranger to the swamp could 
have found or followed that crooked path 
without help. Therefore Eph knew Professor 
Carthage was with the stranger, guiding him 
to Eph's camp. 

The two men came out of the marsh and 
approached the knoll on which was Eph's 
shack. Eph wat('hed them indifferently. In 
his vague way he liked the little professor, and 
equally vaguely he resented the intrusion of 
the stranger. 

Professor Carthage was a small thin man 
with thick white hair and a surprisingly deep 
voice. He slipped the bulging pack-sack from 
his narrow shoulders. 

" Forage for the human animal, Eph. Bacon, 
flour, beans-manna from Morganville, and 
enough to last us a week. " But he wasn't a 
man to give more than fragmentary interest 
to food. He waved his ever-present butterfly 
net. 

"Caught this fellow on that hummock east 
of Bear Wallow. A beauty, Eph, an ex
ceptionally fine specimen of the Euproctis 
chrysorrhoea. " 

Eph squinted through the close-meshed 
netting. " Ha ? "  

" Browntail Moth, to you, " Professor Car
lhage said. 

A thought struggled through the placid 
waters of Eph's mind. " You write Miz 
Carthage in town, Professor ? "  

The little man said with amused severity. 
"I told you to remind me to write my wife 
IHfore I left for town, not after I got back." 

Eph shook his big head uncertainly. "I  
guess I must've forgot. 11 · 

pROFESSOR Carthage smiled. ••But I 
didn't. I wrote the letter, and now Mrs. 

Carthage will feel confident I'm in my hotel 
room writing a profound paper on the cater· 
pillars native to the north-central states. She'd 
have a hemorrhage if she knew where I really 
am. She thinks my health can't stand hunting 
specimens in a swamp." 

He seemed to remember for the first time 
the stranger he had brought into the swamp 
with him. 

He said, " Eph, this is Mr. Johnson. I met 
him in town, and he asked me to bring him 
here. He wants to hire you to dig some peat 
moss for him. " 

Johnson was not tall, but there was a sug
gestion of toughness and leashed energy in 
his compact shape. He stood somewhat back 
from Professor Carthage, and he didn't smile 
when he was introduced. He had quick dark 
eyes that were strangely humid in their rest
lessness ; his mouth was thin and long. 

Eph thrust out his hand. " H'lo." 
Johnson didn't seem to see his hand. Epb 

let it sag uncertainly to h is side. 
Johnson said, " Quite a place you've got 

here. I don't imagine you have many visitors. " 
Eph considered this dully. Professor Car

thage said with a chuckle, " Not in this swamp. 
I imagine I'm the first visitor Eph ever had 
out here. With the exception of you, of 
course. " 

A shadowy thought suggested to Eph that 
Johnson seemed oddly pleased with this in
formation. But it was a thought that slid into 
Eph's mind and out again without leaving a 
mark. 

He said, "You want to buy peat moss, 
ha ? "  

" Yeah." But the man's eyes were o n  the 
thin strand of wire stretching across the 
shingle roof of Eph's shack. " You got a radio 
here ? "  

" Ha ? " 
"A radio ? "  
" Uh-huh." Eph thought the man seemed 

displeased by this information. " But the bat· 
teries are dead, and it ain't much good. " 

A faint smile traced the stranger's thin 
mouth. " That's too bad. " But he didn't seem 
to think it was too bad. 

" The batteries went dead last night, " Epb 
said. " You like radios, Mr. Johnson ? "  

" Sure. " 
" I  like radios too. I like to hear music 

on them. " 
Mr. Johnson looked at Professor Carthage, 

and winked. " I  like music, too. " He seemed 
to think something was funny, and Eph 
couldn't understand it. 

Eph said, "Last night the music was 
pretty. Then the music stopped and some fel

ler said something about a bank or postoffic:e 
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being robbed up around-! don't rightly re
member what town it was. " 

" Greenfield," Professor Carthage said. 
Eph was unaccountably disturbed by some 

quality in Johnson's dry question. " You know 
about that holdup ? "  

" Just what I read i n  the papers while I was 
in town this morning. " 

Eph wished the stranger would go away. 
He felt more at ease when he was alone or 
with Professor Carthage. There was some
thing about this stranger that made Eph feel 
as he did when he sensed the danger of 
quicksand ont in the swamp. He didn't know 
what made him feel that way. He j ust wished 
the stranger was gone. 

Johnson's softness asked, " What did you 
read about that holdup ?" 

Professor Carthage was bent, rummaging in 
the sack. "The usual newspaper account. A 
bandit held up the Greenfield bank yesterday 
afternoon. He killed the teller, and got away 
with an undetermined amount of cash. Before 
the teller died, he described the crook as 
medium tall, well dressed, and using a gun 
with a broken butt plate. The killer was 
believed to have fled in this direction. " 

The Professor found what he was looking 
for, a greasy brown-paper sack. He looked 
at Eph. " Where's Skipper ? I brought him 
some bones. " 

Eph grinned broadly. " Skip like bones." 
He waved his  big hand vaguely in the di
rection of the swamp. " Skip's out there some
place. Huntin', I guess." He pursed his lips, 
and sent a whistle echoing through the 
marshes. 

It was just a little terrier with muddy feet 
and burr-tangled hair. The dog came bound
ing up the knoll, saw the stranger, and began 
barking challengingly. Johnson put his hand 
in his coat pocket. 

Eph said, '' Skip's all right. He ain't never 
bit nobody, and he don't see no strangers out 
here. Just let him sniff you, Mr. Johnson, 
and he'll be all right. " 

Johnson swore gratingly. " I  don't like 
dogs. Keep him away." 

Eph said, " He likes to play big, Skip does. 
But he won't bite, mister. " 

The dog walked stiff-legged toward the 
stranger, hackles raised, growling out his 
challenge. Johnson's hand came out of his 
pocket, gripping a blued automatic by its 
barrel. He bent and lunged toward the dog 
with sudden violence. His hand raised, and 
whipped down. The terrier yelped only once. 
The gun butt clubbed down again. 

The stranger straightened and spun, hold
ing his gun level. " I  told you to call him off, " 
he said harshly. " I  don't like dogs. " 

Professor Carthage was looking at the 
broken butt plate on the automatic. He raised 

his eyes. " Why-why, you're that murderer ! "  
The killer's laugh was a raw thing. " That 

makes you know too much, pop. " His dark 
eyes were humid with mockery. " It ain't 
good to know too much about a guy the cops 
are hunting, pop. I suppose you're going to 
turn me in now. " 

pROFESSOR Carthage was a mild little 
man whose world of science had not pre

pared him for the cruel realities of the 
civilization he lived in. To him crime was a 
thing to be read about and deplored but 
which never came into his personal life. 

He should have been afraid, but he wasn't. 
He was a harmless little man who didn't know 
enough about the realities of life to be afraid. 
He should have known the futility of trying to 
get away. But he didn't. 

" Indeed I shall reoort you, sir ! " 
He went down the weedy slope of the knoll, 

a small man hurrying to bring justice to a 
wanted murderer. He didn't once glance back 
over his shoulder. It didn't occur to him that 
such things as violence and murder could 
ever touch him. 

He started along the narrow path. that 
bridged the swamp waters, and it was there 
that the bullet struck him between his shoul
ders. He fell face down in the stagnant water 
and didn't move. 

What had happened was slow sinking into 
the hazy depths of Eph's brain. When real
ization finally came full and strong into him, 
he could show only a simple man's childlike 
resentment. 

"You killed my Skip, and he never hurt 
anybody in his life. " He put his dull eyes 
on the murderer. " You killed Professor Car
thage, and he was good to Eph. You shouldn't 
ought to have done that, mister. " 

He brought up his huge hands. He said 
heavily, "Now Eph will kill you. Eph never 
hurt anybody before, but Eph is going to 
make you dead." 

The killer said with brittle harshness. " You 
big ox, I've got the gun, see ! You try any
thing with me, I'll put a slug in your guts. 
You're big, but you're not bigger than a bullet. 
Get that into your thick head, and don't forget 
it. " 

Slow-dawning realization of danger halted 
Eph's advance. But fear never got to him. 
He looked at his big hands, and he looked at 
the killer, and a crafty light stirred sluggish
ly in his resenting eyes. 

Johnson said corrosively, "We're going 
to stay here in this camp, just you and me. 
You're going to cook meals, if you know 
enough to cook, and if you ever try to slip 
away I'm going to put a bullet in your 
stomach. No one will ever look for me here, 
and I'm staying until the pressure is off." 
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Eph said heavily, " Sometime Eph is going 

to make you dead like Skip and Professor 
Carthage. You just wait and see, mister. "  

Eph made his break the next morning. 
There was no great cunning in what he did. 
He walked out of his shack, the killer follow
ing him warily. He paused at the crest of 
the knoll where he had dug the graves for 
Ski-pper and Professor Carthage. He paused 
to gaze down at the fresh-turned earth, the 
dim recesses of his mind awed by the swift
ness with which death can replace life. He 
wished he could hear Skip's excited barking 
again when he treed a 'possum. He wished 
be could again see Professor Carthage's slight 
shape prowling through the swamp trails after 
an elusive butterfly for his collection. 

Behind him the killer said, "The same 
thing can happen to you, pal-o. Keep that 
tucked away in whatever you use for a 
brain." 

Eph turned heavily. 44You wouldn't kill 
Eph. You say you would, but you wouldn't." 

"Just try me and see, pal-o. " 
" Only big Eph knows the trail out of the 

swamp. You make Eph dead and you can't 
get out alone. " 

Johnson said malevolently, 4' I 'd rather rot 
in here than let you bring the cops in after 
me." He showed his gun, and the tawny glint 
of danger was in his dark eyes. " Get back 
to the shack, dumbo." 

" Eph wants to walk." 
The big man turned his back on the gun. 

He went down the knoll's slope, and moved 
onto the path that bridged dark stagnant 
water. The killer followed, silently watchful. 

The sun rays had been bitter on the shade
less knoll, but here beneath the green roof 
of the swamp trees it was quite cool. The 
air was stale and clogged with the heavy 
wetness of the marshes, and the dank smell 
of decay was everywhere. Turtles, dis
turbed by the passing of the two men, slid 
down muddy banks into the stagnant waters, 
and somewhere not far away a bird ribboned 
the silence with its raucous cry. 

" Any snakes in here ? " 
"Copperheads and moccasins. " 
Johnson's eyes narrowed. " So that's your 

pitch I You're hoping you can walk me around 
in here until I get snake bit. It won't work, 
dumbo. We're going back. " 

Eph kept walking. 
Johnson said harshly, 44! said we're going 

back, damn you ! " 
Eph's walking had carried a low-hanging 

limb with him, and suddenly he released it. 
The branch lashed Johnson's face, and he 
heard the sound of the big man's heavy run
ning. He curse savagely, broke clear of the 
limbs, and jerked up his gun. 

HE FIRED, and saw Eph stumble. Bat 
the big man kept running. Johnson broke 

into a run. Limbs clawed at him, and he 
fought through tangles of brush, goaded on by 
the red lust to kill. 

He tired again, and knew his bullet had 
found its mark in Eph's leg, but he couldn't 
stop the big man. Eph's direction changed 
sharply, turning his flight across a low grassy 
knoll. Johnson fired again, but he hurried his 
shot and missed. He spri.ated on to the knoll. 

" You damn fool, vou can't g-et away !" 
Even the dim working of Eph's mind must 

have told the big man that. But he kept run
ning heavily, limping and weakened by hurt. 
The knoll ended on a cutbank, and there was 
water beyond, broken a short distance out 
by a narrow spit of sand. Another island lay 
past that. 

Ephs' leap overshot the sand spit, and he 
splashed heavily in the muddy water. He 
slogged on toward the island. 

The killer ran to the edge of the cutbank. 
He shouted harshly, " I 've got one more bullet 
left in this gun, but I've got plenty more back 
at camp. Come back here, damn you. You 
ain't got a chance to get away now." 

Eph kept moving on. 
"Then I'll come after you," Johnson swore. 
The sand spit curled like a bent finger jut-

ting out from the island. Johnson leaped for 
the sand, and his judgment of the distance was 
good. It was too good. 

The killer struck the sand, but there was 
nothing dry and solid to it. It seemed to 
melt away as he tot.ched it, and he plunged 
to his hips in loose, heavy wetness. He 
cursed and struggled with swift paDic plung
ing through his brain. 

'4 For God's sake, man, do something ! Pull 
me out of here. " 

" You made my Skip dead, Mister Johnson. 
You shouldn't ought to have done that." 
" I'll give you enough money to buy a dozen 
dogs. Get something and pull me out." 

" You made professor Carthage dead, Mister 
Johnson. " 

The offer of money could not argue against 
big Eph's simple condemnation. The gritty 
wetness was rising across the killer's chest, 
swiftly and inexorably toward his shoulders, 
his neck, his face. 

He leveled his gun on big Eph. " Damn you, 
I'll kill you ! I've got one more bullet in this 
gun. I'll put it through your guts if you don't 
help me ! "  

But Eph did not move. And the killer did 
not shoot. He had only one more bullet in 
his gun, and he could not wait until the 
quicksand locked all air from his lungs. 

Only one more bullet, and the killer could 
not wait. . • •  
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He motioned for u. to sit on 
a divan and took a chair fac· 
ing us, the gun threatening 

in his hand. 

T
HE SLOT machine was rollered and 
was costing me money. I put in another 
fifty cent piece, watched two plums settle 

and the third hesitate and then slip away. I put 
in another fifty cents. It already had cost me 
over ten dollars, but it began to pay off with 
that coin-not from tl1e machine, but from the 
woman at the machine next to me. That was 
what I wanted. 

She hit her quarter machine for five and 
smiled at me. 

By 
DON JAMES 

"A l ittle better luck than you're having, " 
she said. 

I gave her my most friendly smile. 
" Not much luck, " I agreed. I didn't add 

that you couldn't expect luck when the ma
chines were fixed for an 80-20 payoff ; the 20 
per cent to the sucker. The joint clipped you 
at the machines and everywhere else. For 
your money you got soft music, luxurious at· 
mosphere, and lousy drinks. 

But I didn't say a word about any of that. 

It's a tough job to pin a two hundred grand rap on the gal you love
it's a mad race between duty and heart. Well, I finally entered, but 
when I did, I was already one love-and two corpses-behind! 

40 
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I tried my best to look like an ordinary tourist 
who probably sat at a desk somewhere during 
most of the year. I tried to look friendly, naive, 
respectable, and pleasant. 

It had taken over ten bucks to get her to 
start the conversation with a stranger. It took 
almost another ten bucks before we were casu
ally acquainted enough for me to offer her a 
drink at the bar. 

I could see her appraising me as we drank 
cocktails and chatted. She was a nice girl ; 
that is, she had breeding and plenty of looks 
and background. She was intelligent and she 
had charm. She would be very careful about 
striking up acquaintanceships at cocktail bars. 
Only a very respectable, pleasant man-may
be in his thirties as I am-could even hope for 
a smile from her. And from her smile I knew 
that I qualified and it was going to blossom 
into a beautiful friendship. 

She didn't know that she woulrl have been 
safer playing with a coiled rattlesnake. 

Her name was Cora Bledsloe and mine is 
Dan Moore. It started six months before when 
neither of us had heard of the other, and as 
we sat at the cocktail bar she still didn't know 
much about me, but I knew a great deal about 
her. 

For instance, I knew that she was 28 years 
old, that she had been born in North Dakota, 
had a university degree, had worked for an 
advertising agency two years as a copy writer, 
and then had married Laird Bled�loe who had 
too much money for one man. When he died 
he left most of that money to her. 

I knew other things about . her. I knew 
where she got her hair done, where she lived 
and how many rooms there were in her cottage. 
I knew that she drove a convertible coupe, that 
she occasionally went out with a man named 
David Simpson and that sometimes they 
parked on the ocean highway and did a little 
necking. 

I knew that her hair was naturally cornsilk 
blonde because I knew a lot about her even 
when she was still Cora Knudsen in a North 
Dakota high school. 

I knew how she looked walking down a 
street ; where she bought most of her clothes ; 
who handled her business ; what time she usual
ly arose and the time she usually went to bed. 

You can't check on a woman as thoroughly 
as I had checked on her without learning most 
of those things, and a great many more. 

In fact, I got to know her so well, before 
she knew me, that I began to regret what I 
would have to do to her. No woman so ex
quisitely formed, so vibrant, so desirable should 
be kicked around. I didn't like to think about 
it. 

An hour after our first drink together when 
we left the place and she offered to drive me 
to my hotel we walked down the sidewalk in 

the hot afternoon sun to her car. It was parked 
in front of a shoe repair shop that had a win· 
dow display of rubber heels. 

J THOUGHT, as I glanced at them, that I 
should be in the display with the rest of the 

heels. It wasn't funny to me. It made me a 
little sick because sitting in the car beside her 
I could feel her shoulder against mine and sud
denly I wanted her. 

Bv the time we arrived at the hotel I knew 
I'd made the grade as a nice, respectable guy. 
Things were going according to plan. 

" How about dinner tomorrow night ? "  I 
smiled as I got out. " I  don't want to appear 
. . . well presumptious, but I'm a stranger 
here and I'd like to take you to dinner. " 

"I 'd love it," she smiled. Her teeth were 
· white and even and she had a dimple in her 

right cheek. 
" Where do I call for you, Mrs. Bledsloe ?" 

She'd told me her name and about her widow
hood. 

She gave me her address, that I already 
knew, and we fixed the time. She gave me a 
friendly wave as she drove away and I went 
into the hotel. 

There were no messages in my box. I went 
up to my room. It was just four o'clock. Back 
in New York Tim Savage would be home. I 
put in a long distance call for him. It went 
through in a hurry and Tim's grating voice 
came over the wire. 

" I  met her today," I said. "Just left her. 
I'm taking her to dinner tomorrow night." 

" Good. Be careful, though. Don't t ip your 
hand. " 

"When did I ever tip my hand ?" 
" Never, as  far as  I know," Tim chuckled. 

" Only I hear she's a good-looking gal. Don't 
go soft on us. " 

" I'm tough," I said grimly. "Anything spe
cial for me ? " 

" No. " 
That's all, then. You said to get in touch 

with you every other day. " 
" That's right, Dan. You're doing fine. Call 

me day after tomorrow. " 
" I  will ."  
"And remember-<ion't R"et soft. " 
" Forget it. I'm doing all right. Good-bye. " 
" Be sure to call, Dan." 
We hung up and I got a bottle out and had 

a long drink of Bourbon. I wished I didn't 
look forward to having dinner with her so 
much. I still remembered the touch of her 
shoulder. 

At the end of the third week it was dinner 
together most evenings and David Simpson 
wasn't seeing much of her. The beautiful 
friendship was blossoming. At least, that's 
what I told Tim. 

I was being careful and playing it as shrewd-
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1 v as I could. If I wanted it to work right I 
had to work slowly. She had to trust me and 
confide in me. Then the rest would come 
in time. 

So I did all the right things in the right 
way. Flowers and dinners and theaters and 
occasionally a night spot, but no passes at her 
and I kept on being the nice, respectable guy 
who was a l ittle on the shy side. 

One thing was wrong about the picture. She 
was getting under my skin. I wouldn't admit 
that even to myself. 

The third week she told me about her hus
!Jand's death. 

" He drowned," she said quietly. " We were 
at the summer place on the lake and he went 
out in a sailboat. Later they found the cap
sized boat and we knew that he couldn't have 
made shore. His heart was weak. He couldn't 
swim over a hundred yards. They didn't find 
his body. The lake is terribly deep. " 

" What was he like ? "  I asked gently. 
" He was older than I am, over forty. He 

was good to me, but-" she hesi tated and then 
continued, " sometimes I didn't understand 
him. We were never very close to one an
other. There was always a strange distance 
between us. " 

Her black evening gown made the white
ness of her shoulders soft and lustrous. I 
touched her hand across the table and she 
smiled. I took my hand away. It was just an 
understanding gesture. I was being the very 
nice young man, but inside me the touch of her 
hand kindled fire. 

I looked away from her and saw the small, 
dark man. He was sitting at a corner table 
watching us. His eyes shifted instantly to 
watch the dancers in the hotel Blue Room 
where we were spending the evening. 

I'd discovered him the first week. I knew his 
name--George Blaine. He lived at a medium 
priced hotel and no one I casually questioned 
seemed to know what he did for a living. He 
was registered from New York. He drove a 
rented coupe and he usually followed us. I 
never mentioned him to Cora and obviously 
she had never noticed him. 

On Wednesday of the fourth week Cora was 
nervous and she was thinking a lot about some
thing. We drove around in her car for a while 
that night and at about ten o'clock she drove 
to her place. 

" I  j ust want to talk, " she said. " Let's have 
a drink and sit where we can watch the 
lights. " 

As we left the car I saw Blaine park a block 
away. 

Her cottage was one of those expensive 
dwellings built on the side of a hill. We 
climbed stairs to it and inside she turned on 
lights and opened French doors that led to a 
pateo overlooking the city. 

SH E  MADE drinks and went to a phono-
graph and radio combination and put on a 

piano concerto. I stood at the door and looked 
at the lights below us. She didn't join me and 
I turned to look at her. The whiskey was warm 
through me and the piano of the concerto filled 
the room with suppressed excitement. 

She turned and faced me as if she knew I 
had been watching her. I looked into her eyes 
and it was as if I looked into a book that was 
forbidden to me because I saw secret fear. 

I walked across to a coffee table where she 
had placed the whiskey and poured another 
drink. I glanced a question at her and she nod
ded. I gave her another drink, too. 

We drank silently, standing apart. I went 
to the phonograph and started the record over 
again. When I turned she was watching me 
and fear still was in her eyes. 

When I put my glass down and took hers 
our hands touched for an instant. I placed her 
glass on the table beside mine. She still stood 
watching me and the piano was playing a cres
cendo into my pulse. Tim Savage flashed 
across my mind but I put him far away and 
out of my thoughts. 

I went to her and looked into her fear-wid
ened eyes. My hands were on her shoulders 
and she didn't move ; j ust watched me mutely. 
A small muscle at the corner of her mouth 
twitched. I slid my hands flat against her 
shoulder blades and then down to her waist 
and pulled her to me. 

Her lips parted and her tongue touched them 
for a second. They were wet and glistening 
and she was firm and warm in my arms. 

Her head went back and she shut her eyes. 
I kissed her. 

We swayed with the concerto and I felt her 
arms about my neck as the kiss became deep. 
The music stopped and the record scratched 
throatily. 

When I took my mouth away she dropped 
her arms limply at her sides. There was the 
clean odor of her hair. 

" No, " she said. "We mustn't . . .  we can't. 
There was a letter today and . . .  " 

She clung to me while the excitement of 
holding her fought a snarling fight against the 
thing I had to do. 

" What ? "  I asked softly. 
Then I heard the small movement behind me 

and looked over my shoulder. George Blaine 
stood in the French doorway. He smiled crook
edly and his right hand was bunched in his 
coat pocket. He could be holding a gun, I 
thought. 

" The girl gets around, " he said. 
I felt Cora stiffen and push away from me. 
" What do you want ? "  she whispered. 
"The letter," he smiled. 
" Get out of here," Cora said. 
He shook his head and walked over to snap 
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off the switch on the rasping phonograph. 

" You heard her, " I said. " Get out ! "  
He pulled the gun from his pocket. H e  mo

tioned for us to sit on a divan and took a chair 
facing us, the gun threatening in his hand. 

" I'm in a hurry or I'd have waited until the 
boy-friend left, " he told her. Then he smirked 
again. " I  couldn't wait that long. " 

I glanced at Cora. Her eyes held fear ag-ain 
and a thin white line was etched about her lips. 

" The letter, " Blaine said. 
" No ! You can't-" Instinctively her eyes 

flashed to her pocketbook on a table. 
Blaine caught it. He stood and walked to 

the table and opened the purse. He smiled 
again and brought out a letter. 

I started to get up, but he motioned me back 
with the gun. 

" Don't bother, " he said. 
"No ! "  Cora cried sharply. She stood. 
He shook his head and walked to the door 

and through the entrance. It was dark out on 
the pateo and the light from the room framed 
him for an instant. He slipped the g-un into his 
pocket and glanced over his shoulder at us. 
Then he was gone. We heard his footsteps in 
the night. 

Suddenly a shot ripped through the dark
ness and we heard the footsteps falter and 
stop. 

Instinctively I pulled Cora down beside me 
and watched the door. Nothing happened. 
There was no sound outside. After a while I 
crept to the doors and closed and locked them. 
Keeping to the walls I got to the switches and 
turned out the lights. 

Cora was crouched beside the divan sobbing. 
I knelt beside her and pulled her up to her 
knees so that we faced each other in the dark. 
I found her lips again and they were wet and 
salty with tears. She clung to me frantically 
and her breath sobbed against mv lips. 

After moments she relaxed and was quiet. 
We got up and sat on the davenport and she 
was in the circle of my arm. 

" You'd better tell me what this is all about. " 

I knew that we both watched the doors in 
the darkness. It was quiet. Beyond the living 
room in the small kitchen an electric refriger
ator snapped on automatically and we both 
started with the sound. 

" I  shouldn't have brought you here," she 
said. 

"THAT doesn't matter now. Let's skip 
everything up to right now. I love you. 

I don't know how it happened, but that's the 
way it is. " 

She drew away from me. 
" You can't, " she whispered. " You can't 

love me. " 
I held her again. She fought and then I held 

her tight and forced her head back with one 
hand cupping her chin. It was another of those 
kisses and she wanted it as badly as I wanted 
to take it. She was crying again, her face wet 
against my cheek. Tim Savage could go to 
hell, I thought. 

" Do you understand ?" I asked. "I love 
you. " 

" "{es. " 
" Is it all right ? "  
' 'I  can't d o  anything about it. " 
" All right. Tell me about the letter. " 
" I'm afraid to tell you, " she said. 
" Don't worry about that guy who took 

it . . .  " 
" That isn't why I'm afraid. It's something 

I don't want you to know about. It will make 
a difference in how you feel about me. " 

" Is that important to you ?" 
" Yes. " 
I didn't say anything for a moment. I want

ed to remember how it had sounded from her 
lips. 

" Then you'd better tell me, " I finally said. 
" It's better for me to know than to wonder 
about it. " 

She moved in the darkness. I felt her hand 
on my face and when she spoke her voice was 
almost a whisper. 
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" My husband is still alive," she said. 
. There it was, laid out on a platter for me. 

Something tightened through me and I began 
ro hear my own pulse beats like muffied drums. 

When I didn't speak she said, " I  knew I 
shouldn't tell you. I knew how it would be. " 

Her hand left my face and I reached for it 
in the dark and my fingers closed over hers. 

" Do you love him ?" I asked. 
"No, " she said simply. 
"What about the letter ? "  
" It was from him. I thought h e  was dead 

until I received the letter day before yesterday. 
He told me to wait for a phone call from him 
last night. I did. That's why I didn't see you. 
He's coming here tomorrow . • •  " 

I thought of the shot in the night. " Or he 
did tonight, " I said. 

She stood suddenly and was outlined dimly 
against the French doors. She swayed a little 
and her body was tense. 

"Why don't you go ?" she demanded. " Why 
don't you get out of this before it's too late ? 
Everything else is too late . . .  for us. " 

I got up and stood near her so that I could 
feel her breath on my throat. I stared into the 
darkness above her head. 

" It's no use for me to go," I said. " That 
wouldn't stop the way I feel about you. And 
there was murder here tonight. The cops 
would find out that I've been here, anyhow. 
We're both on the same sleigh ride now. " 

Bitterly I thought of Tim Savage. 
" But you can-" she started to protest. 
"No. It's going to be my way. I'm going 

out and get the letter-if it's still there. " 
Her hands clutched my arms. 
"He won't have it and . . .  and what if some

one is waiting out there ? "  
" I  have t o  find out," I said. " Whoever shot 

him probably is gone. It's only luck that the 
cops aren't here yet. Someone besides us must 
have heard that shot. " 

" Cars going down the hill backfire. " she 
said. "We're used to hearing sounds like 
shots up here." 

" I'm going down there ."  
I walked down the steps and bent over him. 

He was sprawled face down with one leg dou
bled beneath him and his arms outstretched. 

Blaine was dead. The bullet had gone into 
his head. I felt his pockets for the letter. It 
wasn't there. I lifted him and felt beneath his 
body. It wasn't under him. 

Then I heard the starter grinding on a car 
in the street below. 

I scrambled up the stairs. Cora was stand
ing motionless in the doorway. 

"Your car keys-quick ! "  I snapped. I saw 
them beside the pocketbook and snatched them. 

In the doorway I stopped for a second. 
" Call the cops, " I said. �·I'll be back . 

dont' tell about your husband. Stall them. " 

�RA'S house was out a long boulevard 
that dwindled to a stop high in the hills. 

There was only one way out. 
Her convertible was fast. I was doing sev

enty when I saw the rentell car that Blaine 
had used. 

He knew I was after him when I nudged up 
to his rear fender. I saw his face as he glanced 
back. Then a hand came out the driver's win
dow and a gun flashed. 

I edged closer and spurted ahead. I felt my 
fender jolt the smaller car and I fought the 
wheel as I swerved. 

The rented car careened and I flashed past 
it. Behind me there was a crash. When I 
braked to a stop I looked back. The car was 
wrecked against a pole and in the middle of 
the boulevard a man was stretched out on the 
pavement. 

I ran back and looked down at him. 
I had studied enough pictures of him to 

know him anywhere from any angle. He was 
breathing and blood dripped slowly from his 
nostrils. 

The letter was in his inside coat pocket. My 
fingers trembled as I pulled it out. 

Though the night and the miles I could al
most feel Tim Savage's eyes and the smile on 
his lips ; the hard, cold, cynical smile ; and his 
warning, " Don't go soft on us, Dan." 

I took a deep breath and read : 
Dear Cora : 

This will be a great surprise to you to 
learn that I am alive . . .  
It  was all I needed to know. 
Down the boulevard sirens howled and I saw 

the red flashing l ights on police cars. Cora's 
call had gone in. 

The man on the pavement was dying. The 
cops knew it and radioed for an ambulance. 
One of the cars began to speed on to answer 
Cora's call, but I stopped the cops. 

" That's a homicide call you're answering, " 
I said. " A  man named George Blaine was 
killed by this man on the pavement. I was 
there and came after this guy. Forced hill\ off 
the highway. " · 

A gray-haired cop looked at me keenly. 
" You know who he is ? "  he asked. 

I nodded. " Laird Bledsloe. He's the hus
band of the woman who called you. " 

" And where do you come into the picture ? H  
I pulled out m y  identification. " Investigator 

for an insurance company. " 
From the group about the fallen man one of 

the cops called, " He's trying to say some
thing. " 

" Get it, " the grey-haired cop said. He was 
out of the car in an instant and hurrying to 
the group. He knelt beside Bledsloe. " Bled
sloe, can you hear me ?'" 
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Bledsloe murmured something that sounded 

like " Yes. " 
" Listen carefully," the cop said. "You're 

badly hurt and you may die. This may be your 
last chance to talk. Did you kill George 
Blaine ? "  

Bledsloe was silent for a few seconds and 
when his eyes opened they looked g-lazed. 

" Killed a man at my wife's place . . .  " he 
said. " Yes . . .  " 

I was beside the grey-haired cop. " He still 
has the gun, " I said. " Ballistics will prove it 
was his gun that shot Blaine. Let me ask a 
question ? "  

The cop glanced at m e  and nodded. 
" Bledsloe . . .  did your wife know you were 

still alive before you wrote to her ? "  
Again the hesitation and then the single 

word, " No. " 
I stood. There wasn't any use trying to ask 

more. Bledsloe's eyes had closed. 
" We'd better get to the house, " I said. 
Cora was waiting in the living room. Her 

face was pale with emotion, her fists clenched 
at her sides. The grey-haired man, who said 
his name was Lieutenant Carlton, u!lt'd a tele
phone to call for a wagon to take Blaine in. 

He cradled the telephone and went to the 
table and spread out things he had taken from 
Blaine's pockets. 

I went over to Cora. "It's real this time," I 
said quietly. " He's dead. " 

A shudder went through her and she stared 
at me with wide eyes. 

" Dan . . .  what's this all about ? "  
Just then Carlton spoke. " The man's name 

wasn't Blaine. It was Horgan. He was a pri
vate eye in New York. His identification is 
here. " 

After a few seconds I said, " That ties it up." 
Carlton said, "I think you'd better make 

some explanation&." 

"QUR company had Bledsloe insured for 
two hundred thousand," I explained. 

"We paid the claim after his reported drown
ing, although the body wasn't found. At first 
there was no reason to believe that it wasn't 
on the up and up. Other bodies have never 
been found in that lake. He was supposed to 
have had a heart condition. 

" But we made a routine investigation and 
things began to show up. His will was pro
bated and we discovered that he was broke
although he was reported to be wealthy. 

" We checked with his doctor who said he 
didn't know that Bledsloe had a bad heart. 
We remembered then that his wife had told us 
that-" 

Cora interrupted in a dull, flat voice. " He 
came home one afternoon and said that the 
doctor had diagnosed a heart condition." 

I said, " We suspected that Bledsloe and his 
wife cooked up a deal. They'd fake the drown
ing. Bledsloe would get away and hide out. 
She'd collect the two hundred grand and meet 
him later. When she left for this West Coast 
place of theirs it looked suspicious. 

" I  went on the case, investigated her thor
oughly, and tht!n struck up an acquaintance
ship with her. We were sure Bledsloe would 
communicate with her i f  he were alive, and I 
wanted to be on the inside. " 

I told Carlton about the letter she had re
ceived. 

" How about Blaine--Or Horgan ? "  he asked. 
" He must have learned that the company 

was suspicious and worked the case on his 
own. We pay ten per cent of what we recover 
in a deal like this to anyone who gives us 
proof of fraud." 

I glanced at Cora. She was very still as she 
watched me. 

" But Bledsloe got there tonight," I con
tinued. " He must have been in one of the 
rooms, or outside, where he saw and heard 
the whole thing. He saw Blaine get the letter 
and killed him to recover it. It was the only 
proof that he was alive. He found Blaine's 
car keys and used his car to get away. " 

I looked back at Cora. " What did he tell 
you when he called last night ? " 

" That he wanted the money I'd collected. 
That if I told what had happened, he'd claim 
I was in the conspiracy and I'd go to prison 
with him. " 

Carlton nodded and asked me for the letter. 
I gave it to him and said. " You'll see in the 

first sentence that he exonerates his wife. " 
Carlton said, " Obviously she's innocent. "  
One o f  the cops stepped through the door

way and asked for him. He went out and 
Cora and I were alone. 

" So all of it was--was part of your job, " 
she whispered. 

" No. " 
" I  can't believe that you-" 
" Listen to me, Cora. At first it was my job, 

and then something hawened. I fell in love 
with you. You've got to believe me. 17 

She shut her eyes and tears edged beneath 
her eyeli.ds. 

" Dan . . .  " she whispered, " . • .  what if I'd 
been guilty ? what if the letter hadn't read that 
way ? If I had known he was alive and had 
been part of the plan ? I've got to know, Dan 
. . .  what would you have done with me ?" 

I drew a curtain between Tim Savage and 
us, and I closed my mind to the question and 
the fear of what the answer might have been. 

" Don't ask me that, " I whispered. " I  love 
you--that's enough. " 

She lifted her lips to me and she's never 
asked again. 



T H E M E R RY M E N  

O F  MAY H EM 

CHAPTER ONE 

Moa�.s for the Mouthpiece 

E
USTACf: T. CARAWAY had his 
tongue in his chee!: when he read a 
paragraph in his own newspaper column 

on the rooming of March 22 : 
The �-called "Perfect Crime" is a con

tradiction in terms. Perfection is man at his 
best. Crime Li man at his worst. The only 
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Novelette o J a 
Hangman's Hoax 

perfect crime would be one perfonned with
out personal malice, one which brought no 
actual injury to ony living creature ; and that, 
I repeat, would be no crime at ali i  

Eustace chuckled over the irony of his type
writer, because at that very moment he was 
contemplating a perfect crime by his own 
definition. Within twenty-four hours he would 
have committed a murder that was not a mur
der, a homicide without a corpse. 
Only a rare sense of humor could appre-



Eustace T. Caraway, would-be dean of American pranksters, 
plotted a playful kitl-a/1 in fun. But his hoax hatched a corpse 

and gave Caraway the crime of his all-too-short life! 

By THORNE LEE 

All that could be IHD of 
the driver was a bare protrud

ing ann. 

ciate Eustace's deep satisfaction, for the mild 
little man with the bold mustache and the 
twinkling eyes was about to perpetrate the 
greatest practical joke in the history of 
comedy. 

A month from tonight, if all went well, 
Eustace hoped to be installed as the Dean of 
American Jokers and honorary president of 
that highly secret society known as " The 
Buffoons. " 

Eustace was a charter member of The Buf
foons, but he had never been awarded the 
annual prize for the best hoax of the year. 
This year-Eustace's chest surged with con
fidence--the award was in the bag ! 

Eustace had hit on his prize idea only a 
few weeks ago, a sheer inspiration : 

What j oke could possibly be funnier than the 
setting of a pack of trained detectives on the 
investigation of a phantom crime, a murder 
which had happened only in their own imag
inations ? 

Every good practical joke, since it demands 
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a certain disrespect for the dignity of the 
human race, involves an element of risk. 
Eustace realized that. He knew there was a 
,.ertain danger· that the law would violently 
resent being made the object of a joke, but 
Eustace's plan was designed to appear in the 
final revelation as an accident. Onlv the seven 
members of The Buffoons would ev-er hear the 
full story of the fake murder. 

The big hoax was set for the night of 
March 22. An accomplice was required to 
play the victim of the crime, and Eustace's 
choice for the role was the movie star, Larry 
Hale, a fellow member of The Buffom1s. Hale 
had retired from an active career and become 
a sort of bachelor recluse. Except for Eustace 
himself, the actor had no intimate friends or 
relatives who would take his supposed murder 
as a personal grief. He was admirably suited 
to the plot Eustace had in mind. 

That fatal March evening Eustace ·Caraway 
left his Hollywood office as usual and ate a 
lonely bachelor dinner in an uptown cafe. 
Once off the boulevard in the abrupt darkness 
of the California night, he slipped like a thief 
into a dark parking lot, slid into the back seat 
of his own car and exchanged his clothes for 
a nondescript outfit he had collected over the 

-- past few days. A ;ittle dust on his two-day 
beard gave him the look of a grimy old rogue 
inclined to sulk too deeply into his collar. 

Eustace spent the next hour making his way 
by devious channels to the beach home of 
Larry Hale, always giving the impression of a 
man who did not want too much of his face 
to be seen. 

Getting off the bus at a lonely spot along 
the coast, Eustace lingered uncertainly in the 
doorway to give the driver a clear impression 
of his head and shoulders. It would be great 
sport to read the inaccurate descriptions of 
himself in tomorrow's papers. 

Hale lived in a low white cottage high on 
the slope of the beach, about a hundred feet 
below the highway. The actor hi!}Jself an
swered the rap of Eustace's gloved fingers. 

Hale was a tall, lean, healthy specimen w ith 
wavy grey-brown hair, cool grey eyes, and an 
engaging grin. " Enter the murder I "  he 
orated, usherinf in his guest. " The stag-e is 
set, Eustace. die laughing every time I 
think about it. I hope our friend, Mathis, takes 
this case himself ! " 

Hale conducted his visitor through the semi
darkened living room, with the long glass 
facade overlooking the ocean. A slim brown 
finger pointed out tiny strategic blood stains 
planted about the room. 

HALE taped a long strip of adhesive on his 
cheek. " Took a neat little gash out of 

myself while shaving. If the police ever ques
tion me about the blood, I'll claim that this 

cheek wound was reopened when I tripped 
over the telephone in the dark and fell on 
that steel andiron by the fireplace. The iron 
has several stains on it, including some hair 
oil directly from my scalp ! That will be the 
murder weapon, of course . . .  " 

Eustace inhaled, beat his solid chest like a 
conquering ape. " Great ! It should go off like 
clockwork, Larry. Best murder I ever per
formed. " 

They both laughed heartily. 
" Remember one thing, " Eustace warned : 

" You will only stay on the island for five 
days. By that time the law might have me 
clapped in irons. " 

Larry nodded, grinning. He glanced at his 
wrist watch. " By your schedule we've got 
about a half-hour to wait. " 

They k illed the time by discussing the 
humorous merits of their joke. " Don't worry 
about winning the prize, Eustace, " Larry en
couraged. " There won't be a joke that can 
touch you this year ! "  

The actor ran through the list of Buffoons, 
scornfully discounting their chance. There 
were only seven men in the club. It had been 
organized three years ago by a group of noisy 
poker players from that unique social clan 
which wanders back and forth between Broad
way and Hollywood. There were four charter 
members, and each year thereafter a new 
joker had been invited into the circle. 

Hale counted the Buffoons off on his fin
gers . . . .  Silvers, the B roadway playwright, 
was always good for a laugh, but he had won 
first prize two years in a row and was not 
lkely to get any support for a third award . . . • 

Fairchild, the movie producer, always staged 
elaborate stunts ; but, like most of his moving 
pictures, they were strictly Class B . . . .  Pharr, 
the newspaper publisher, had told Larry that 
he was too busy to plan any jokes of his 
own this year . . . .  Mathis, of the district at
torney's office, had been quite a cut-up while 
he was still a private lawyer, but last year he 
had given up his wealthy practice to work for 
the state. His new respect for law and order 
was quite a handicap to a practical joker . . . .  
Russo, the gambling playboy was involved 
with so many women at this point, that his 
sense of humor must be as hard at flint. 

" How about yourself, Larry ? Too bad you 
can't share the prize with me, "' Eustace ex
panded, generously. " After all, you're doing 
a good half of the work." 

The actor shrugged his solid shoulders. 
" No matter, Eustace. I've had one prize al
ready. I'll be glad to bask in your reflected 
glory . "  

Eustace Caraway's round face flushed with 
pride. Like many another man of serious pur
suits he was most happy when behaving like 
a schoolboy. He glanced at his watch. "Nine-
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thirty, Larry. Time to move I Are you ready ?" 

The scene from then on was mechanical as 
a stage play. They had rehearsed the murder 
trick endlessly and Hale had all the props set 
up. Eustace moved over to a small card table 
set with two drinking glasses, a deck of 
cards, and a pad scored for gin rummy. Down 
in a corner of the pad were some calculations 
and the pencilled item $5,000, as if the loser of 
the game was that much in debt. 

Eustice lifted one of the cocktail g·lasses 
and drank it to the bottom, then threw it hard 
against the baseboard of a wall, shattering the 
glass . That should take care of the fingerprint 
question. 

As for fingerprints on the playing cards
it was an old deck and there would be anly 
number of Larry·s card-playing gue5ts in
volved. 

The show was now up to Larry himself. 
Eustace moved out of range and watched. 

Hale had his telephone stand in such a 
position that the long phone cord draped 
across the floor between himself and the card 
table. He took a short little run, hooked the 
cord with h is toes, and tumbled forward. His 
outstretched left arm caught the card table, 
toppled it over with a crash. His right arm, 
striking near the fircplact:, knocked over the 
stained andiron. 

Hale's toe, meanwhile, had j erked the phone 
set off the stand. The recei ver lay about ten 
feet from the sprawled body of the actor. 

Hale waited breathlessly for the faint sound of 
the operator's voice and then cried : Help I 
. . .  Oh, murder ! . .  Oh I . . Oh ! "  

Hale dragged his body across the floor 
toward the phone with a great clatter and 
thump. His final moans were uttered quite 
close to the mouthpiece and he punctuated 
each of them with a blow of fist into palm to 
�ound as if a human body were being sod
denlv beaten : " Oh !  . .  Oh ! . . Oh ! "  

Eustace stepped quietly into the scene at 
that point, picked up the phone, wiped it off 
carefully with his handkerchief. He could 
hardly restrain a laug-h at the shrill words 
of the operator : " Hello . . . Number please ? 
. . . Hello, hello ! " 

Eustace dropped the phone back on its 
cradle. This was not a dial phone ; so the 
operator would be able to trace that call. 
The wild commotion and Larry's dramatic 
words undoubtedly would be reported to the 
police. 

" The Ia w will be out here in a hurry, " the 
actor said, rising carefully to his feet. " Prom 
now on we'll have to move fast. " 

'' One thing, Larry,'· Eustace said hastily. 
" How do you plan to explain that phone 
business to the police, if they ever put the 
pressure on you ? " 

HALE shrugged. "That'll be easy. That 
word, 'Help,' was a natural outcry after 

such a violent tumble. The groans and all 
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that extra racket could be the normal sounds 
of a man who had taken a nasty fall. Frankly, 
I don't expect to have as much trouble with 
the cops as you may have ! "  

Eustace chuckled. " For a joke like this, I'll 
take that chance. I figure the law will be so 
red-faced it won't say a word I You'd better 

· go now. Thanks for a good show, Larry. I'll 
see you in the c1 ink I "  

Hale grinned and stepped gingerly over to a 
glass door opening upon the beach. Outside 
on a cement terrace his tall figure stooped, 
grabbed the collar of a huge duffel bag loaded 
with equipment for a week's camping trip. 
"\Veil, here I go ! "  he called back. " Carry 
on, old boy ! I'll he laughing my head off ! "  

Hale marched off across the beach dragging 
the bag. The heavy bundle would leave a 
swathe exactly like that of a human body be
ing dragged toward the ocean. The soft sand 
would show one man's footprints but not ac
curately enough to be identified. Out on the 
harder sands the print would be washed en
tirely away. 

Eustace waited long enough for Hale to 
reach the narrow wooden pier which served 
the actor as a boat landing. After that 
Eustace moved quickly about the room, test
ing doors, checking the murder scene. It was 
okay. He switched off the lights and slipped 
out the front door, making sure it was locked. 

The doors had to be locked, because the 
final explanation to the police would be that 
Hale had departed suddenly on a hunting and 
fishing trip to one of the channel islands, 
not even bothering to clean up the mess 
created when he tripped over a phone cord 
in the dark. The police might be skeptical, 
but they would never admit they had been 
hoaxed. 

A few hundred yards from the house 
Eustace found a convenient boulder just off 
the highway. He waited there, lurking in the 
shadow, until he heard, far out on the ocean, 
the purr of a motorboat taking off. He 
imagined Hale out there turning loose the 
rowboat with which he had been hauling the 
big motorboat. That rowboat would wash back 
to shore as if it might have been used by a 
murdered to dispose of Hales' body in the 
ocean and then to make a getaway some
where along the beach. As for the motorboat, 
it would never be missed, because Hale had 
secretly transported it on an auto trailer from 
Lake Arrowhead, where it was usually stored 
for the winter at his mountain cabin. 

Larry Hale's part of the plot was now over 
and the man was off for a pleasant vacation on 
a wild island rendezvous known only to him
self. 

Eustace waited until he heard the distant 
wail of a police siren. Then, chuckling glee
fully, he made his way by roundabout methods 

back to Hollywood and his own apartment 

CHAPTER TWO 

Hangman's Hoax 

QN THE morning of March 23 Eustace 
Caraway sat down to the most promising 

breakfa�t of his life. He had bought a paper 
on his way to the little hotel coffee shop and 
it lay spread across the white cloth just be
yond his grapefruit. 

The sensational murder story exceeded 
Eustace's wildest dreams. Death of a famous 
star- like Larry Hale was headline material. 
Almost the entire first page was devoted to it. 
Eust;�ce's solid shoulders quaked violently with 
subdued laughter. . . " Boy, oh Boy I Just 
start counting the red faces when Larry comes 
back, alive and well ! " 

Eustace read greedily through the details. 
In the eyes of the law the plot ran exactly as 
the two jokers had planned, beginning with 
the fake alarm by telephone and following 
through the successive clues-blood stains, the 
overturned card table, the 5,000 gin rummy 
debt, the bloody andiron, the single ·Set of 
footprints on the beach, the deep rut in the 
sand obviously made by a dragging body, the 
empty rowboat drifting with the tide, and-

Eustace had to read that next paragraph 
three times to grasp it : 

Suspicion of murder was realized early 
this morning when the body of the victim 
was found by sheriff's officers washed up on 
the beach a mile from the Hale home. The 
head showed obvious signs of a severe 
bludgeoning. The victim of the violent 
gambling quarrel was quickly identified as 
the movie star himself. 

Eustace sat, head stiffly back, while the 
blur of words seeped into his brain. Numbness 
began in his throat, ran painfully through 
his chest, down the lumps of his arms. 

. . . . .  the body of the victim was found . . . . .  
washed up on the beach . . . . .  

A friendly waitress strolled by. " Why, 
Mr. Caraway, you look- Are you sick, Mr. 
Caraway ? Is there anything-" 

Eustace waved her away with the feeble flap 
of his hand. Somehow he managed to leave 
a tip, pay for his uneaten breakfast, and stag
ger drunkenly out to the street, the newspaper 
wadded under an arm. For a while he seemed 
to stand stupidly on a curb shredding that 
dreadful story to bits with stiff, clawed fingers. 

The first drug of terror gradually drained 
away. His mind cleared a little. The bushy 
black brows crowded t ightly against his 
nose . . • .  "Wait a minute, now, Eustace ! 
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Just get this nonsense out o f  your head ! The 
thing could not by any stretch of imagination 
be true. You saw Larry Hale, alive and smil
ing. Larry could not possibly be dead ! "  

There was some m istake, of course. The 
murder set-up at Hales' home had pointed 
distinctly to the fate of a body, bludgeoned and 
tossed into the ocean ; so some over-zealous 
reporter had taken the body itself for granted. 

Yes, of course ! That's how it was ! Eustace 
recovered a trace of his lost dignity, trundled 
down the boulevard toward his office. The 
mistake would be straightened out in a later 
edition. Just one of those things. A lucky 
break, in fact. It put the joke across with a 
greater shock than was planned. It even 
shocked the joker himself for a minute. Ha, 
ha ! 

Eustace talked himself up to such a point of 
courage that he was able to march straight to 
the office and sit down at his typewriter. 

It was now proper that he should write a 
grief-stricken comment on the death of a 
friend. Eustace never got it written. A sud
dan fear swept through him like . a chilling, 
sickenrng fever. He rushed madly, hatless, 
out to the street, and bought another paper. 
This paper was the final blow. Spreading 
across three columns was a photograph of 
Larry Hale"s body. sprawled face down 
against the sodden sands. 

Eustace staggered back to the mocking 
security of his little office. The creeping knot 
of terror grew tighter and tighter around his 
waist. It made him want to crawl under desks, 
to run squealing like a mouse into a corner, 
any corner. Fortunately his secretary was late 
that morning. She did not see him in this 
parylsis of fright. 

Eustace finally forced the rubbery flsh of 
his hand across the desk, pulled the phone off 
its hook, clawed out a number on the dial. 
He choked words through stiff lips : " Daily 
Tribune ? . . .  Mr. Pharr's office, please . . . .  
'Lo, that you, Pharr ? This is Caraway, 
Eustace Caraway. Say, what is this terrible 
story about Larry Hale ? I mean, it isn't true, 
is it ? Can't be true ! I mean, that body they've 
found. Just a body, isn't it ? No body's proved 
it was Larry Hale ? . . .  Sure, I know every
body knows Larry, but that doesn't prove 
anything when it comes to a corpse ! I don't 
say your star reporter would make a mistake 
like that ! I just say . . . .  What ? You say he 
saw the body ? He took the picture ? He's 
sure it was the body of Larry Hale ? . . • 

Thanks. I-I'm very upset, that's all. Very 
upset about it all. . . . Yuh. Thanks. " 

EUSTACE T. CARAWAY was a man of 
superior logic. He had become one of 

America's outstanding newpaper writers by 
his simple philosophy and intelligent reason-

ing on great issues. His column-AND SO 
FORTH by ETC.-was a national institu
tion. Nevertheless, on the morning of March 
23 Eustace found his logical mind straining 
desperately at the leash of sanity. It was ab
surd that a man could be trapped bv such a 
weird coincidence, and yet, if Larry Hale was 
really dead, coincidence was the only ex
planation. Some freak disturbance of the 
ocean must have struck Larry and his motor
boat last night, must have buffeted man and 
boat so severely that Larry actually floated 
ashore with all the appearance of a man who 
had been beaten to death. 

That was the final answer, as Eustace 
argued it to himself, but memory would not let 
him get away with it. Last night the ocean 
had been calm, the air perfectly clear of 
storm, the wind gentle. Larry Hale would 
never have risked a motorboat trip on a 
stormy sea. 

Then what on heaven or earth, Eustace 
groaned, could possibly have happened to the 
man ? "  

B y  afternoon Eustace refused t o  believe 
even the word of the Hollywood Tribune and 
its publisher. He forced himself to make a 
special trip to the morgue. His offer to iden
tify the body was not necessary. Identification 
had been made. Larry Hale was officially 
dead. 

But Eustace refused to be denied. He would 
believe only his own eyes. It was not too 
difficult, with his newspaper connections, to 
get past the homicide men at the morgue, 
though his heart was lead and his knees were 
water as he bluffed his way in. He needed 
only one look at that ghastly face upon the slab 
to admit the truth. " Larry, Larry I "  the little 
man sobbed in the resounding depths of his 
chest. " What have I done to you, Larry ? 
\tVhat chain of misfortunes has my unworthy 
humor set in motion ? "  

B y  evening Eustace had recovered a certain 
calm. It was arti licial, the false front of the 
pursued criminal, but it was better than a 
case of hysterics. Returning to his little 
bachelor apartment, he forced himself to read 
in the evening paper a full description of "the 
mysterious little man with the dirty beard . "  
last night h e  had looked forward to a big 
laugh at the difference in eyewitness testi
mony ; but now strangely, the bus driver, 
street car conductors, and men on the street 
seemed to have formed a union against him. 
He gathered that every other person between 
Hollywood and the Pacific Ocean had man
aged to see him sometime on that fatal night, 
and they all agreed exactly upon his looks. 
Eustace's prancing little body had emerged 
from the rest of humanity like a sore thumb. 

The question now was, simply, how long 
would it take homicide squad to tab him ? 
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What could he do to prevent it ? H ide the 
evidence ? 

Eustace suddenly found himself performing 
the mechanical motions of a criminal. First 
thing, he had to get rid of that silly disguise 
he had worn down to Larry's house. On the 
point of tying up the bundle of old clothes to 
be dumped in a dark alley somewhere, Eustace 
caught himself up short. . . . " No ! Wait ! 
Don't do that ! \Vhatever you do, don't act 
like a criminal, Eustace ! That's the one 
fatal mistake an innocent man can make. If 
you ever have to explain your practical joke 
to the police, you must have all the properties 
intact ! To destroy them would be to cry out 
your own guilt ! " 

Trembling over hil> hairbreadth withdrawal 
from such a terrible mistake, Eustace tucked 
the outfit back into a drawer. 

There was no dinner for the little man that 
night. Food would never pass the tight con
striction of his throat, but he did manage to 
brew a cup of tea. 

Over a hot tea, he brooded, " A  joke, that's 
all. I can take a joke. Larry Hale could take 
a joke. Can the law of the state of California 
take a- " 

Eustace set down his cup sharply, splashing 
the liquid over the velvet lapels of his smoking 
jacket. By golly, there was still one hope left ! 
Mathis, the assistant district attorney ! Mathis 
could take a joke. Mathis himself was a mem
ber of The Buffoons ! 

With a sudden revival of 'Spirits Eustace 
trotted over to the telephone, put through a 
call to .the Mathis home. 

" Rullo, Mr. Mathis ? Rullo. That you, 
Mathis ?  . . .  Yuh. This's Eustace Caraway . . .  
Yuh. About that Larry Hale business, ter
rible, wasn't it ? Are you on the case your
self ? . . .  You are ? Good I I'd like to have 
you tell me one thing. Off the record, of 
course. I can't believe Hale was really mur
dered. Larry was everybody's friend. That 
part of the story could be a mistake, couldn't 
it ? I mean-well, frankly now, Mathis, you're 
not absolutely sure he was murdered. . . • 

Huh ? You are ? . . .  Skull crushed, hey ? 
Couldn't that have been an accident of some 
sort ? . . . Yes, even on the ocean. I mean, 
a man might get turned over in a rowboat, 
get knocked around by the boat itself, the 
oars- A club, you say ? I know the ocean 
doesn't wield clubs. I guess you would know a 
clubbing when you saw one, Mathis . . . .  A 
steel club ? Larry's andiron, you think ? Then 
there was no doubt Larry was murdered ? "  

Eustace dropped the receiver, sagged back 
in his chair, black eyes burning deep holes into 
his skull, receding, hiding. He found himself 
still mouthing words after the phone was 
dead. Ridiculous words : " Just a joke, Mathis . .  
You see we were hoping to win The Buf-

foons' annual prize, Larry and I. I pretended 
to marry Larry, but I didn't murder him I You 
must believe me, my friend, I didn't actually 
murder him ! "  

The words were not heard, fortunately. 
Not even a confirmed joker like the Assistant 
D. A. could believe in such a ghastly coinci
dence. Not even Eustace Caraway, the logical, 
the supremely sane Eustace Caraway could 
believe in it. 

Eustace was suddenly sitting up, stiff as a 
bent nail, on the edge of his seat. " If it 
was not a coincidence, then what else could 
it be ? "  

The answer was s o  terrifyingly simple that 
it lifted Eustace right out of his chair, set 
him bouncing like a rubber clown, heel to toe, 
toe to heel. . . . It was not a coincidence. 
Larry Hale was definitely murdered. No mur
derer could have fallen into such a lucky cir
cumstance by chance alone. Therefore, the 
murderer must have been someone who knew 
in advance about the practical joke hatched 
up between Hale and Caraway-someone who 
took advantage of that joke to dispose of 
Hale and leave Caraway holding the bag ! 

CHAPTER THREE 

The Laugh Lashes Bade 

THE night of March 23 brought no sleep 
to Eustace Caraway. He lay, stiff and 

naked, in his bed, the sheet drawn tightly to 
his chin. So motionless was his small, lumpy 
body that he might have been, like friend 
Larry, a corpse upon a slab. 

Eustace's mind, however, was far from dead. 
It was desperately alive. In the deep darkness 
it seemed to detach itself from his person and 
go winging off in search of truths beyond the 
limit of the naked eye. 

Eustace was no coward. Now that he knew 
his enemy was not Fate itself, but a real 
fiesh-and-blood murderer he felt a certain 
relief. Where he had been no match for 
coincidence, he would certainly stack his wits 
against any criminal who ever lived I 

His neat mind lined up a row of questions 
and swiftly wrote the answers, as if the dark
ness were a blackboard and his nose the chalk. 
Question : How could anyone else--the mur
derer, to be exact--have known in advance 
that Caraway and Hale were creating a fake 
murder situation with Larry as the victim ? 
Answer : Since Eustace himself had never so 
much as dropped a hint of the trick, it must 
have been Larry Hale who gave the secret 
away. Q. : Why would Larry-a true Buffoon 
-do a thing like that ? A. : You've got me 
there ! Q. : Granted that some third party 
knew the exact time and circumstances of 
the murder trick, how would he go about 
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killing Larry ? A. : Very simple. He would 
approach the Hale home along the deserted 
beach and lie in wait for Larry at the end of 
the pier. He could easily surprise poor Larry, 
bash in his head, and toss the body into the 
rowboat. Q. : How would the murderer make 
his getaway. A. : Equally simple. He would 
row out into the ocean exactly as Larry had 
planned to do, dragging the motorboat far 
enough out for the sound to go unnoticed 
from shore. There he would dump Larry's 
dead body into the water, release the rowboat 
to wash ashore as planned, and take off in 
Larry's motorboat according to some escape 
plan of his own. Probably by this time the 
motorboat would be gutted and sunk some
where along the Pacific Coast. Q. : What 
fact stands out like a wart above all others, 
Eustace ? A. : That's easy I The fact that 
the murderer, in order to work out his own 
plot so expertly, must have known every 
detail of the Caraway-Hale plot. Q. : Who 
could have given him every detail ?. A. : Larry 
Hale, of course ! Who else ? Q. : And you 
don't know why Larry would do a thing like 
that ? A. : But I do ! I do know why ! 

Eustace was sitting bolt upright, naked 
chest streaming with sweat, eyes leaping in 
their sockets. "I do know why ! "  he hissed. 
" Larry, you old goat ! You old double
crosser ! "  

Eustace fell back against the pillow, pant
ing. Except for the fact of Larry's death, 
he would have felt like cheering. " Larry 
Hale was one up on me all the time ! He 
was just pretending to help me out on my 
own joke ! Actually, he was planning to turn 
my joke into a better joke of his own ! He 
was going to make me think that my own 
trick had backfired. He was going to gin me 
the scare of my life ! Larry was actually 
planning to appear as if dead, in the flesh ! At 
least he would arrange it so I would think 
he was dead. To do that Larry invited in a 
third accomplice, and that third person double
crossed both of us by murdering Larry and 
letting me, Eustace Caraway, take the rap ! "  

Another thought yanked Eustace completely 
out of bed, naked, shivering like a dog- out 
of water. " Maybe the joke is still on ! Maybe 
Larry is not really dead ! Maybe I just think 
he is-" 

That agony of hope passed as quickly as it 
had come. Larry was dead, all right. Eustace 
had seen him dead. Granted that a corpse 
could be faked, there would be just too many 
people involved in the matter for a practical 
joke. The murder was in all the papers, on 
all the tongues of Hollywood. The sheriff's 
office and the whole police department were in  
it. Even Larry could not carry a joke that 
far. 

Eustace switched on a light, brewed h imself 

some more tea. He felt better. He was on the 
right track, certainly. Larry must have 
planned to turn the tables on Eustace by seem
ing, somehow, to be really dead. If the actor 
had pulled it off, it would have been the 
classic joke of all time. Instead of pulling it 
off, Larry had managed only to throw temp
tation in the way of a third party, and that 
third party was the true murderer, with the 
true hatred in his heart ! 

Eustace paced around his little apartment, a 
scarecrow in a flapping robe and oversize 
carpet slippers, reviewing his own logic. A 
half-hour of testing it for loopholes convinced 
him he was right. 

Next step was to sift the thing down to 
persoi1alities. That was not as hopeless a task 
as it might seem. For one thing, Eustace felt 
that suspicions must be limited to members 
of The Buffoons ; he was sure that Larry 
Hale would never go outside the sacred circle 
to find an accomplice for a hoax. 

The Buffoons boasted only seven members. 
M inus Hale and Caraway, that gave Eustace 
five names. He sat at his desk and scribbled 
them on separate sheets of paper. Oddly, in 
trying to sketch the characters of the men 
from memory, Eustace found he knew very 
little about them. The only link between him
self and the individual Buffoons was a 
boisterous sense of humor. Even Pharr, the 
newspaper publisher, was only a social ac
quaintance. Eustace's column was not featured 
in any Pharr paper. 

WELL, there's an important point in itself. 
Eustace thought. . . . None of the mem

bers is very close to me personally. Likewise 
none of them would have a personal mo!ive 
against me, conclusion : The murder was 
aimed directly at Larry Hale, not at Eustace 
Caraway. Caraway was simply the Fall Guy 
for a vicious, premeditated crime against 
Hale. 

Then which one of the five Buffoons had 
sufficient motive to kill Larry Hale ? Eustace 
was able to cross off one name immediately. 
Nick Russo, the weatlhy playboy, had no 
connection with Larry outside of The Buf
foons. Granted that the two men shared a 
mntual taste for women, they had always 
stalked their game in separate fields. 

Concerning the four other names Eustace 
found himself scribbling down l ittle bits th<\t 
might add up to murder : 

Silvers, the playwright-associated with 
Hale on several Broadway productions. Larry 
walked out on Silvers' last play, declaring 
to the press that Silvers' technic was "obso
lete, stilted, and academic. Only a fish could 
speak such lines with the proper accent I" 

Mathis, Assistant District Attorney-in-
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vitcd into Buffoons three years ago while 
still sporting a sma�t Holly'Yood leg.al pra�
tice. Why did Mathts drop hts lucrative post
tion for a difficult salaried job ?  Was it 
purely a desire to serve the state, or was 
Mathis involved in some unsavory deals that 
he had to worm out of ? Could Larry Hale 
have known about any such deals ? Was 
Larry a threat to Mathis' career ? 

Pharr, the publisher-old university chum 
of Larry's. Larry swears he once made bet 
that he could get farther by fair means than 
Pharr could by foul. Pharr is p'anning to 
run for congress. Larry intended to write 
a book of his memoirs. Would Larry's life 
story reveal some secrets that might ruin 
Pharr's political ambitions ? 

Fairchild, the movie producer-when Larry 
finally freed himsel f from a lonst-term con
tract with Fairchild studios, he described the 
odor of Fairchild pictures in no uncertain 
terms. Was Larry's disaffection the first step 
in Fairchild financial collapse ? 

Eustace ground his pencil into an emphatic 
period. There you have it ! There's a lot of 
"friendly enemy" stuff, but just where do the 
normal human angers get out of hand ? Where 
do they cross the borderline of sanity into the 
ugly field of murder ? 

Miraculously, the dawn of March 24 came 
around before the night was half over. Or so 
it seemed. Time was running wild. Eustace 
needed time. 

He managed to eat a piece of toast for 
breakfast, liberally sopped with coffee. He 
dressed himself in a normal manner, and the 
coffee gradually , penetrated his sleepy mind. 
He suddenly turned upon his image in the 
dressing mirror. · " Eustace, you poor dope, 
you're fishing the wrong pond ! You're work
ing this out backwards ! You should begin 
not with the murder plot, but with the plot of 
that classical joke which Larry Hale tried to 
pull off. You've decided that Larry roped in 
a third person in order to turn your joke into 
a better joke of his own. Question is-which 
�ember of The Buffoons would Larry have 
needed to make his joke succeed ?" · 

Eustace let out a chirping bird-sound. The 
black mustache danced a rhumba on his lip. 
He darted back to his list of four names. Im
mediately, his pencil scratched one out. That 
left three persons, any one of whom might 
logically have helped Larry to stage his master 
joke. 

Question : What, in fact, was the basic 
point of Larry Hale's joke ? Answer : It 
was simply, to make Eustaj:e Caraway, on 
the morning of March 23, believe that Larry 
Hale was not only pretending to be dead but 
actually was dead beyond the shadow of a 
doubt. Question : What single person was so 
situated that he could make Eustace believe a 
thinr like that ? 

-

He scratched out another name. He now 
had it narrowed down to two. Which one of 
those two men could have made the best pos
sible joke against Eustace Caraway ? An 
absolute foolproof joke it would have to be, 
because Caraway was no fool ! At the same 
time it must work so neatly that the joker 
himself would not get into trouble. 

Eustace shut his eyes tightly, tried to reason 
as Larry Hale would have reasoned. When 
his eyes came open, he had the answer. He 
crossed out another name, stalked stiffiy to the 
telephone, placed a call : 

"Hutto I District Attorney's office, Mr. 
Mathis, please ? . . . That you, Mathis ? 
Eustace Caraway again. I'd like to have a 
little chat with you . . . .  Huh ? You'd like to 
have a chat with me ? About my newspaper 
column ? . . .  Oh, you mean that bit about 'The 
Perfect Crime ?' . . .  Yes, it is a coincidence. 
Startling coincidence. In fact, if you can ar
range to see me, I th ink I can tell you some
thing about Larry Hale's murder which is 
even more startling . . . .  Exactly. You name 
the time and place, Mathis. I'm at your dis
posal. . . Your office ? . . .  Right I" 

CHAPTER FOUR 

An Appalling Coincidence 

THE little bar between Holly.wood and 
Sunset had a gloomy, smoky twilight of 

its own, deeper even than the gathering night 
outside. This place was well chosen for an 
appointment with a murderer. 

Eustace rose with a tight little bow when the 
dark man came it. He hadn't bowed like that 
in twenty years. Right now he wanted to ap
pear small, shy, a l ittle afraid. 

The newcomer nodded glumly in greeting, 
ordered a drink. He was about the size of 
Eustace, but smaller-boned. His features were 
rather flat, the eyes blank. The thick gray
black hair was groomed to give him a dignity 
that his build and face could never command. 
Only the thin, precise lips acknowledged 
Eustace's presence. 

Eustace wondered how this man had ever 
qualified for The Buffoons. 

The man wasted no time. " Well, Caraway ? "  
Eustace shivered noticeably. " Shocking 

about Larry Hale, wasn't it, Henry ? "  
" Death i s  always shocking. " 
" Crreat chap, that Larry. Great I "  Eustace 

breathed. 
" Your choice of words is rather inept, 

Eustace. Amusing, I would say. Amusing 
chap. Greatness is a hard earned compliment, 
not a flair ! " 

Eustace's brows bristled. " You didn't like 
Larry ?" 

"Like him ?" The shrug, reminded Eustace 
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of the cold 9hifting of a glacier. " Everyone 
liked him. That was always Larry's favorite 
boast. " 

" Yes, yes," Eustace mused. " May I develop 
that ? May I say that everyone admired 
Larry. " 

" Oh, indeed you may say it. My wife has 
often said the same. " 

" Your wife ? "  Eustace tried not to breathe 
too tensely. 

A blunt, manicured hand came out to accept 
the small cocktail glass planted deftly by a 
waiter. The eyes frosted with anger. " Wives 
are notoriously discontented creatures. Some 
of them regard amusement more highly than 
they do success. Success, I find, is rarely 
amusing ! "  

"Depends upon the person, I guess, " 
Eustace said. " Larry always got a lot of fun 
out of his own brand of success." 

" Success founded upon pleasure is like a 
house founded upon sand. " 

" You mean the wind can blow it down ? "  
" Exaetly. The wind. " 
Eustace trembled at the chill emphasis, as if 

the wind itself had swept into their tiny booth. 
He stiffened his spine with a deep drink. 
His face came up from the glass, red-cheeked, 
fever-eyed. " Henry, I have a grave confession 
to make. I asked you here to be my witness." 

" Well ? "  The voice was dull, remote. 
Eustace inhaled and plunged into his story. 

Without omitting a detail he described his 
actions on the night of March 22, his supreme 
shock on the morning of the 23rd to find that 
Larry Hale was really dead. 

"A coincidence, of course, " Eustace con
cluded. " An appalling coincidence. Personal
ly, I believe that Larry died by accident, but 
what could I possibly advance as proof ? How 
could I convince a j ury that my murder plot 
was a practical joke and not an invention that 
came to mind in my criminal desperation ? " 

The listener whistled softly. The eyes re
garded Eustace with veiled contempt. " I  must 
say, Caraway, you were wise to approach a 
friend with this yarn, rather then the police. 
If I were not a member of The Buffoons 
myself, I would be inclined to call it poppy
cock ! "  

" Exactly ! " Eustace groaned. " You can 
understand the depth of my worry. " 

" Worry ? "  the man exploded. " If I were in 
your shoes, I would be scared to death ! " 

Eustace bit his mustached lip. " That's j ust 
the point, Henry I "  he said hoarsely. " That's 
why I'm worried, rather than afraid. My 
friend, you are in my shoes ! " 

" What !' "  An emotion at last, splintering 
the icy scorn of the face. 

Eustace leaned forward, whispered. " Or to 
be more exact, I was in your shoes the n ight 
of the murder. " 

" What do you mean ? "  
Eustace dropped a hand to the seat beside 

him, pushed away his own folded topcoat and 
revealed a brown bundle beneath it. He pulled 
back a paper corner of the bundle, inserted a 
hand, drew forth a grey vest. " R�cognize 
that, Henry ? " 

Henry gasped, snatched it. " That's my 
vest ! My old loafiing outfit ! Where did you 
get that ? "  

Eustace spread h i s  hands helplessly. " I  
said I had a confession to make. This is it. 
You see, Henry, I carried that practical joke 
of mine one extra step, a step too far. I 
thought it would be very funny to cast sus
picion of murder on some member of The 
Buffoon other than myself. Not even Larry 
Hale knew about that part of the hoax. I was 
afraid Larry's conscience would not permit 
such a trick ! " 

' 

The head across the table came up, swal
lowing-, sputtering, gulping air as if it had 
been held too long under water. 

Eustace went on shrilly : " I  hired a dis

reputable detective firm to steal these clothes 
from your house. In one of your downstairs 
closets they found a lot of old odds and ends. 
You see, Henry, it was your old grey suit 
I wore that night, not mine. I wore your 
shoes, your topcoat. All the planted evidence 
will be against you, not me. We are the same 
build, same complexion. The witnesses saw a 
dark man in your clothes, not mine. If the 
police found shoe prints around that house, 
they were yours. "  

The man was livid. " You sneak ! "  he 
hissed. " You insufferable, conniving sneak ! "  

EUSTACE reared his shoulders, waved the 
flat of his hand. " Now, now Henry I 

Anger will do us no good. At least, you must 
admit I was fair enough to come to you. I 
had planned originally to have those hired 
detectives secretly return these clothes to the 
closet where they were found. When I dis
covered Larry was really dead, my honor 
would not allow me to take that easy way out. 
I finally nerved myself to come to you. " 

The dark l ittle man pawed helplessly at his 
cheeks. " How could you do this to me, 
Eustace ? What'll I do ? "  

" Well, as I see it, you have two choices, " 
Eustace offered. " You can go to the law with 
the full story, and I must back you up in it ; 
or you can destroy these clothes and take your 
chances along with me. " 

The eyes were shattered. A trembling hand 
crawled out, clutched at Eustace's lapel. " You 
would back me up ? "  

Eustace shrugged. " Of course. That would 
be my duty ; though I must say the story would 
sound to skeptical ears like a friend's fan· 
tastic effort to save the neck of a friend I "  
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The eyes brightened feebly. " Those detec
tives you hired to steal my clothes I We could 
get them to testify.! "  

" No, we couldn't ! "  Eustace said hastily. "I 
made a bargain with them that they would 
have no connection with the joke, whatsoever I "  

Eustace fought down a low chuckle at his 
own ingenuity. His opponent was crouched 
down in a tight little ball of dismay. Eustace 
chose the moment to thrust the bundle of 
clothing across the table. " Here ! The deci
sion is yours ! " 

Eustace stood up, stiff with assured heroism, 
bowed at the waist, and got out of there while 
the getting was good. 

Eustace bounded swiftly up the street, slid 
into the rear seat of a black sedan. 

The big shadowy man at the wheel of the 
sedan spoke. " Okay ?" 

"Okay I"  Eustace muttered. He turned to 
another man in the rear seat, a long, thin 
shadow. " Henry swallowed my story hook, 
line, and sinker I Have you spotted his car ? "  

" It's directly across the street. " 
The man named Henry suddenly emerged 

from the little cocktail bar with the bundle of 
clothes tucked under his arm, glanced furtive
ly up and down the street, and crossed over to 
his car, a long grey convertible coupe. 

The sedan gave it a block headstart, then 
swung in a wide U and took up the chase. 

" If he's not guilty, then he's a wonderful 
actor," Eustace remarked. "An innocent man 
would have been a little more outraged. 

" That's your story, " grunted the man. 
Eustace chuckled. "There's one thing he 

might figure out, Walter, but I doubt it. He's 
not quite that deep. His conceit will never ad
mit that I could possibly have traced the mur
der back to him. I doubt if it will ever occur 
to him that I had those clothes stolen from 
his closet, not a few days ago as I told him, 
hut this very afternoon ! " 

" I  wash my hands of that part of the deal," 
grumbled the man named Walter. "In fact, 
the whole thing from now on is on your head. " 

" It's a big head, I've been told, " Eustace 
boasted. 

" He's going home," Eustace remarked, with 
a note of disappointment. 

"Don't worry. I have men planted out there. " 
The pause at home was very brief. The man 

did not enter his own driveway. Instead he 
parked on a side street behind the big man
sion. His dark figure slipped through a grove 
of fruit trees to a small shed. In a moment he 
was back in the street and a long dark object 
was gripped in his hand. 

Back on the highway the car ahead opened 
up to sixty miles an hour. Its driver, what
ever his purpose, was in a desperate hurry. 

" He's picked ug a highway patrol I" mut
tered the driver. ' Now what happens ?" 

" Dunno I" Eustace said. " The show is his 
from now on I "  

One motorcop, noting the persistent head
lights in the rear, drifted hack alongside of 
them. A light flared up on the dashboard of 
the sedan. The driver raised his hand, flashing 
a badge. The cyclist wobbled, righted himself, 
and stiffly saluted. 

The tall, thin man leaned out of the rear 
window. " Let that chap go, will you, fella ? 
We want to see what he does. " 

THE patrolman nodded, gunned his motor, 
and bounded ahead. The coupe and the 

other motorcycle were already lost to sight. 
The sedan roared up to eighty miles an hour 
to keep pace, but the pace would not be kept. 
Finally the road straightened out and far 
ahead two headlights slanted up a sweeping 
curve. A third, single light splashed across 
the rear of the grey convertible. Suddenly, the 
front machine performed a fantastic exercise. 
It seemed to vault up on the stilt of its head
lights, turn a flip, and vanish from sight. 

The sedan rolled U)J into the curve, parked 
behind the two motorcycles. Eustace, Walter, 
and their driver leaped out together, ran to the 
lip of the curve. The first patrolman held a 
pistol loosely in his hand. He was chattering, 
pointing down the steep slant of the road grade 
to a jumbled pile of metal at the bottom : " He 
wouldn't stop l He tried to run it out with me I 
I thought it might be that bank robber we was 
told to watch for. So I let him have it in the 
rear tire. I'm not sure whether I got the tire 
or the sound scared him off the road I" 

A flashlight came out in somebody's hand, 
found a steep path down the grade. The men 
plunged after it, single file, Eustace last. 

The coupe seemed to have shortened in 
length, butting its steel rage against a giant 
boulder. It was upside down, canvas top crum
pled and strewn along the ground. All to be 
seen of the driver was a bare protruding arm. 
By the strange twist of it, Eustace could sense 
that it was cold-cold as the brain t):lat bad 
directed it. 

The flashlight played on down the· slope. A 
brown paper bundle had been tossed free, 
bursting open to strew its contents wide. Be
yond the scatter of clothing was another ob
j ect, long, black, gleaming at the end. A 
gat'den spade ! 

Eustace explained about the spade on the 
drive back to town : " The man's reactions 
were typical of a true murderer. Having a 
crime ot hide, he set out to hide it. He was 
taking that bundle of clothing out into the 
country, planning to bury it in some spot 
where it would never be found. 

".When that motorcop gave ehase tonight, 
Walter, the man showed his true colors. He 
didn't dare to let a policeman see that bundle 
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of clothing and the spade in his car and report 
same to headquarters. " 
"Yeah, they all break up in time, " agreed 

Walter, stroking the dark wedge of his chin. 
"The prettier the plot, the sooner they crum
ble, but I still don't see how you pinned it 
down to this particular man, Eustace ." 
Eustace eased back in his seat, sighed im

portantly : "Well, there were only five names 
to work with, Walter. I eliminated Nick 
Russo entirely. He was too remote from 
Hale's life. He would have no motive. Then, 
as I told you, I tackled it from a different an
gle. I looked for the man who could have best 
helped Larry work his joke against me, the 
man who might have been able to make me 
think Larry was really dead. That eliminated 
Anthony Silvers, the playwright, who spends 
most of his time in New York. Silvers might 
have written a good script for the stunt, but he 
did not have the means to pull it off. 
"Next, I considered Ben Fairchild, the 

movie producer. Ben could have staged an ex
cellent murder show. With the aid of his 
actors and studio props he could even have 
rigged up a fake corpse of Larry Hale ; but, 
supposing he went that far, how would he get 
me to view the corpse without getting himself 
tangled up in police affairs ? 
"That left me with two names, and either 

one of them made strong possibilities. Off
hand, I might have picked you, Walter. As 
Assistant District Attorney you might have 
had enough authority to plant a fake body in 
the morgue. You could have set your men to 
grilling me unmercifully as a murder suspect. 
That's how it looked on the surface, but I soon 
decided it was no good. 

the tortures of the damned. If I actually went 
so far as to inqui-re at the morgue for the body 
of Larry Hale, the laugh would echo through 
the Buffoon Club for years to come I That 
newspaper trick was the only possible joke 
that would not get the joker into trouble. As 
long as the paper was not sold to the general 
public, Pharr would be safe enough. It was 
clear that Henry Pharr was the only man who 
could have successfully fooled me. When I de
cided that, it only remained to pin him down 
to a motive. " 
"Did you manag-e to do that ? " Mathis de

manded. 
" I  think so, " Eustace muttered. "It was 

tied up with a lifelong endurance contest be
tween Pharr and his school chum, Larry Hale. 
Hale took life with an easy stride. Pharr 
trampled life underfoot. Pharr's formula for 
success was a mixture of arrogance, ruthless
ness, double-dealing, and downright hatred. 
The single burning fact that ate constantly 
into Henry was the obvious fact that Hale was 
equally successful. Larry had proved that good 
succeeds as well as evil and leaves no bitter 
taste in the mouth. But to get down to more 
definite facts-there was the matter of a book 
Larry was planning to write, his personal 
memoirs. 
"Larry was a very frank man. Knowing as 

much as he did of Pharr's unsavory methods, 
he was very apt to reveal them in his book. 
Pharr was looking forward to a big political 
career, beginning with a campaign for con
gress. The publication of Larry's story might 
have ruined his chances. Then to top it all off 
-Pharr told me tonight that his wife greatly 
admired Larry Hale. That would be like rank 
poison to the man's conceit, a bitter climax to 
his long contest with Hale. When a perfect 

''THAT left me only Henry Pharr, the murder set-up fell into his lap, he seized the 
newspaper publisher, and at once the plot chance to eliminate his old rival. You see, 

was so perfectly simple it was like reading a- Walter, there's always one last trump for men 
a newspaper. The perfect joke would have like Pharr. Whom they cannot defeat in fair 
happened exactly as it did happen to me. If I battle, they can always destroy by foul play ! "  
read in a newspaper that Larry Hale's body The big official sedan slid up to a stop sign. 
was found, if I actually saw a photograph of A thin light turned Mathis' face a deep red. 
the body, how could I doubt ? Henry Pharr He turned and tapped Eustace on the chest 
could very easily have ordered his employees with a long, hard finger. " Brother Buffoon, I 
to cook up a special murder edition for Eustace hope you take this as a lesson that it is wrong 
Caraway only. It's a joke that's been worked to make sport of the laws of this land." 
often enough. But the ioke conceived by Larry Eustace shuddered. "I do ! I do I "  
Hale would not stop at that. Larry would " I  am forced at this point, Eustace, to take 
know that I might not take the word of a sin- your logic at its face value ; but if you are 
gle newspaper. Pharr would have to print wrong-if there's any loophole in your reason
more than one paper. There must be special ing, then the murderer of Larry Hale may still 
editions planted at every newsstand in my be at large, and that, Brother Caraway, would 
vicinity. All of Pharr's newsboys must be be 110 joke ! "  
coached with my description. Eustace laughed. The little mustache danced 
"Not until I went straight to the police a jig on his lip. He let all the fear out of his 

would I know that I was the victim of a joke chest in a single gusher. He threw back his 
in reverse. Meanwhile, I would be suffering head and roared. 

THB END 



By 
KEN LEWIS 

That marriage didn't go on the 
rocks-it went on the rockets
sky rockets that burst forth into 
a huge star-spangled frame of 
murder which fit D.A. Sam 

Poster only too well . . •  

IF THE sound of the car rushing through 
the fog outside reached my ears at all, I 
didn't know it. It did not penetrate the fog 

in my brain. Ever since Mary Ellen had 
suggested the divorce, I had been too busy 
with my own thoughts to pay much attention 
to things like street sounds. 

So it wasn't till I heard the shriek of tires 
on watery pavement, the sodden fog-muffled 
grunt of impact, that I realized there was a 
car on the hill at all. Then my only reaction 
was a dull prick of irritation that some fool 
should have missed the jog in the street out
side and smashed a wheel against the curbing. 

58 

COME DIE 

WITH ME! 

Its tail light di•olved into the 
dark like a drop of red ink into 

the sea. 

I got up sluggishly at first, like a man only 
half aroused from stupor and moved through 
the house to the front door. The car had 
stopped now. I could see the twin blobs of its 
headlights glowing thinly down by the gate. 
And that was all I could see. The fog 
wrapped the hilltop like cotton batting. 

I remember calling out, " Need any help ?" 
and starting ro feel my way through the mist. 
Water dripped from the eaves behind me, 
and far in the bay below a foghorn groaned 
mournfully. 

When I was maybe halfway down the long 
drive, the dick of a closing door drifted to me, 
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and the car began to leap forward again, 
gathering invisibility with each rasp of the 
gee.rs, its tail light dissolving in the damp 
like a drop of red ink spilled into the sea. 

I was conscious of a vague lift of relief 
because no one had been hurt. That was all. 
If I had stopped to think about it, I would 
have turned around and gone back to the 
house right then. 

But l didn't think about it. The active 
part of my mind was still so exclusively 
occupied with Mary Ellen, that already it had 
walled off this surface distraction caused by 
the car, and forgotten about it. And because 
I had started the mechanical process of put
ting one foot ahead of the other, it didn't 
occur to turn around until I reached the 
street. 

Otherwise, I might never have found her. 
She might have lain there, crumpled against 
the curb like a broken doll, till some chance 
passerby discovered her after the fog had 
l ifted ten hours later. And I suppose that 
would have been better, all around. 

As it was, my foot caught in the hem of her 
dress, and I looked down and saw her. She 
was lying there so white and quiet, with one 
crushed hand outstretched as though in sleep, 
that the concept of death never entered my 
head. My only thought, I remember, was 
that though tomorrow I would lose her forever, 
there was still one thing left that I could do 
for her tonight. 

I got down and slipped my arms beneath 
her and picked her up, moving back up the 
drive as mechanically as I had come down it. 
I remember having trouble with her head. 
It kept falling back over my arm, like a 
flower twisting on a broken stem. 

I got a knee beneath her and held her up, 
poising on one leg like a gull in the sand, 
while I dabbed at the wisp of blood on her 
lips and adjusted the limp head against my 
shoulder. 

It was then that I realized she was dead. 

JNSIDE the house, the phone was ringing, 
the sound cutting like jeweled saw teeth 

through the dark. I fumbled open the door, 
carried her in and placed her on the bed, 
then turned and lifted the receiver. Andy 
Harrison's voice flowed over the wire, warm 
with the mellow drawl good Scotch always 
gives it. 

He was apologizing for not keeping some 
appointment. "-but that damned Bar As
sociation dinner lasted so long, and now this 
fog . . .  " 

The words brought back some measure of 
reality, and I remembered that the divorce was 
scheduled for Andy's court in the morning, 
and the three of us had planned a conference 
here tonight to complete the details, so that 

the action would take only a minimum of court 
room time and fanfare. 

" Andy, " I said, " I  wish you'd come over 
. . . Something terrible's happened to Mary 
Ellen . . . .  " 

By the time he arrived, I'd already dis
covered that the diamond was missing. The 
stone had been in our family a long time, 
and it was worth a good deal of money. A 
lot more than I'd have been able to afford on 
my salary as district attorney. But when 
Mary Ellen agreed to marry me, my mother 
had relinquished it and I'd had it made into an 
engagement ring. 

Mary Ellen had been wearing it when the 
car struck her down, and one of the car's 
wheels, passing over her outflung hand, had 
twisted the platinum band and sprung the 
setting, so that the stone had undoubtedly 
been loosened. 

I knew now why the driver had been in  
such a hurry to  get away. Why he'd pre
ferred to risk a hit-run homicide rap, rather 
than stay around to face the music. He'd 
gone back to see what he'd struck, and had 
noticed the diamond glittering there in the 
fog. He'd realized its worth and taken it off 
her dead hand and lammed with it. 

Andy followed me into the bedroom when 
I answered his knock. He stood there with his 
hat clasped over his paunch and his white 
brows stiff with emotion, while I told him 
what had happened. When I finished, pain 
was like a sickness behind his eyes. 

He said, to cover it up : " That Scotch I had 
with dinner is beginning to die, son. Could 
I have a drink ? '' 

" Sure. " 
I led him into the kitchen and poured it for 

him. I didn't take one mvself. I don't know 
why. I guess it would have seemed almost 
sacrilegious, with her in there, not able to 
ioin in . . .  

· " Have you--called anybody about this yet, 
Sam ? "  

I shook my head. " I-I guess I wanted these 
few minutes alone with her, first. But I'll 
get the police right away. " 

" The police ? "  His brows arched. " Hadn't 
you better let your own office handle this, 
Sam ? The city boys don't love you too well, 
you know. You've refused to prosecute too 
many patsies for them . "  

" It happened in their jurisdiction," I said. 
" Of course I'll put Barney on it, too. But 
I want no special handling of this case, just 
because I happen to be district attorney. " 

He gave me a long slow look, and I knew 
what he was thinking. It had been a point of 
half-humorous contention between us for 
years. 

" Still the knight in shining armor," he 
mused. " Still the little boy going out to battle 
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Evil and Inequity, armed only with an un
shakeable conviction that Truth and Jastice 
always prevail in the end." 

" No, " I said. " It's not that. It's just that 
I don't want any claims that the case was 
hushed up, afterwards. When they catch the 
killer, I'll even let Earl Ransom prosecute 
him. " 

He sighed. " Barney's all right, " he said, 
" But watch out for Ransom. He's a smart 
boy, Sam. An ambitious boy. And he's not 
above playing politics, even if you are. " 

He poured himself another drink. " I  don't 
suppose it's occurred to you, son, that Sam 
Foster himself may come under suspicion. 
That the bigger headstart you give Barney 
over the rest, the better it may be for you, 
later." 

" It's police business ! "  I said stubbornly. 
"All they have to do is find the car, or the 
diamond ! "  I strode into the living room 
and dialed headquarters. 

Andy put on his hat and found the door. 
" If you insist on letting them crucify you, 
Sam," he said grimly, " I  don't intend to stay 
around and watch it happen. If you need me 
for anything, let me know. " 

�EY didn't crucify me. Not then. The 
city police were most cooperative. I re

leased the body to them and told them my 
story. 

"Cover the pawn shops, " I instructed. 
" Especially all the known fences. And for 
once in my life, I'm going to suggest that 
we hold something back from the papers. 
That's the importance of the diamond in this 
case. I don't believe I'd mention it yet. " 

Barney McCay stayed after the others had 
left. He was a dark rapier-thin dick in his 
early forties, who combined the ' hard in
telligence of a secret service operative with 
the dogged persistence of a Broad Street 
runner. I'd worked with him on one of my 
early cases, when he was still with the F. B. I. 
But later I'd talked him into joining my team, 
as chief investigator. 

" Concentrate on the stone, "  I told him. 
"That's the crux of this whole thing. Forget 
the rest of it. Just find that stone ! " 

I know he followed my line of reasoning. 
The municipal men could handle the search for 
the car, the body, the routine. But that dia
mond meant money. And where too much 
dough was involved-well, the city police 
had been suspected before. . . 

The diamond couldn't be kept out of the 
inquest, of course. But because no · sign of it 
had been found, I touched upon it as lightly 
as possible in my testimony. Keith Barron, 
the pale handsome yacht club boy Mary Ellen 
had fallen for, told with a set face of driving 
her home that night, and how she's made him 

let her out at the foot of the hill because be 
was unfamiliar with the neighborhood and 
might get lost up there in all that fog. 

Lieutenant Corcoran of homicide described 
the latent tire marks found on her dress, 
but said that the tread was a more or less 
common one otherwise there were no distin
guishing features. So the coroner's jury re
turned an open verdict, with the added com
ment by the foreman that since the death 
had occurred in connection with grand larceny 
it would automatically be classed as homicide, 
and as such might be subject to further in
vestigation by the county grand jury. 

Something about the way he said it made 
me wonder if the words hadn't been planted in 
his mouth ; and when Andy Harrison drove 
over to show me the Herald's latest edition 
that night, I was sure of it. The Herald was 
the mouthpiece of the local machine, and its 
front-page story bristled with question marks : 

Why had Mr. Foster failed to notice the 
license number of the alleged death car ? Why 
had the body been moved before police were 
called ? And did the public know that the 
tire treads of the district attorney's car were 
the same type found on his dead wife's cloth
ing ? 

Reading that story, you'd have never guessed 
that there was any fog that night to hinder 
vision. That anyone but me had ever bought 
a set of that particular bmnd of tires. Or 
that any man in his right mind, finding his 
wife unconscious in the street, would have 
picked her up and carried her into the b.6use 
before calling copper. 

" Don't let them crowd you into it, Sam, " 
Andy warned. " They're afraid to come right 
out and arrest you. They know what a stink 
that would raise among voters. But if they 
can get a grand jury indictment-" 

" It looks to me, " I interrupted, "as •f a 
grand jury investigation is my only sure hope 
of clearing myself." 

He snorted. "Just because you've gotten 
away with playing with fire this long, don't 
get the idea you're immune to burns ! "  

I grinned. I knew what he meant. His 
influence had gained me the appointment as 
acting district attorney, when the fonner 
incumbent died five years before. He'd 
just been elevated to the state bench, and 
couldn't take the job, himself. So he'd 
tossed it to me, a clerk in his fanner Jaw 
office. 

And because I was too young to have 
learned the art of compromising, or maybe 
because I had no hope of continuing in office 
beyond the next election anyway, I'd set out 
to run things my own way. My first act had 
been to break openly with the political ma-
chine which controlled the county. When 
its officera brought me patsies to proseCute, 
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in the hope o f  sparing some protected poli
tician, I went to work to exonerate them in
stead. And I consistently refused to soft
pedal issues merely to advance my own 
political fortunes. 

It used to worry Andy. He said I was 
ruining any chance I might have for a future 
public career. Ideals, he said, were the back
bone of American democracy-so long as you 
were in a position to use them. But you had 
to be practical about it, too. In a word, 
he said I couldn't get away with it. 

But the funny thing was that I had gotten 
away with it. The non-machine papers loved 
my foolhardy methods, and so did the voters. 
Twice they'd swept me back into office, and 
they were all set to do it again in next faJI's 
election. 

That was what the machine feared and 
hated. That was the why behind the story in 
tonight's Herald. They'd known I couldn't 
let such a challenge pass. 

"The evidence goes to the grand jury to
morrow, " I said. I'Jl appear only as a witness. 
Earl Ransom will represent the D.A.'s office. " 

For the second time that week, Andy 
Harrison walked out my front door shaking 
his head. 

EARL RANSOM, my chief trial deputy, 
was a taJI curly headed black Irishman, 

with a mind as cold and bright as a rattle
snake's eyes, and a voice which could play 
on the human heartstrings like a gypsy plays 
on a violin. 

He was very considerate of me on the 
stand, very solicitous. No direct accusations ; 
just a carefully-phrased reiteration of the 
questions in the Herald the night before. 
You could see it hurt him something awful 
to have to tear his dear old boss to pieces 
that way. But his duty, he made it quite 
clear to the jurors, was evident. 

They led me out after I'd finished my 
stint-grand jury proceedings are very hush
hush-so I didn't have a chance to hear him 
work on them afterwards. But he must have 
done a beautiful job-in his own behalf. 
Earl Ransom, GQd and the machine willing, 
meant to be the next district attorney. 

The day the grand jury returned a true bill, 
Andy Harrison came to my cell to see me. 
There were pouches under his gray eyes, 
and his usuaJly rosy cheeks were pale and 
flabby. 

He didn't spend any time saying, " I  told 
you so." He just put an arm around my 
shoulder and gave me that old fighting grin. 
The lump in my throat threatened to choke me. 

" Thanks, Andy, " I said. " But you 
shouldn't be here. You're a judge and I'm 
an accused killer." 

"You think I'd stay on the bench while 

this went on ? "  he demanded harshly. I'm 
resigning tonight, to handle your defense I "  

I shook my head. "No, Andy. You 
mustn't. Not just because it would mean your 
job and kiJI you politically. But-well, I've 
already got a mouthpiece. " 

It hurt him. I could see that. And be
cause of that, it hurt me, too. But what else 
could I do ? I couldn't let him throw away his 
whole life, because of me. 

" Who-who is it, son ? "  
" Me. " 
He blew up, then. " Sam-you can't be that 

dumb ! Earl Ransom will rip you to shreds ! 
Look, son : a mere hung jury won't be enough 
in this case. It may save you from the gas 
chamber ; but what good's that if you have 
nothing left to Jive for, anyway ? "  

" I  know what your job means to you. It 
and Mary Ellen have been your whole life. 
You've lost the one, but I'm damned if I'll 
see you lose the other, too. There's only one 
way you can come out of this and be able to 
pick up where you left off : That's with an 
acquittal so convincing that no breath of 
suspicion can ever touch you again. " 

I tried to grin. "And how would you turn 
that little trick ? "  

" By finding the real killer. You can't do it, 
locked up behind bars But maybe, with my 
connections, I can ! " 

My head shook. " No, Andy I've made up 
my mind. I'll represent myself. You could do 
it a thousand times better. I know that. You 
were the best criminal lawyer this state ever 
had . . . But tl:at's the trouble. The public 
knows that sotoe of your clients were guilty, 
even if the juries ruled otherwise. And I 
don't want to be lumped in the same class. 
I've stood against legal trickery all my life, 
and-" 

I think he began to catch on. " You're 
thinking about me, " he said. " What it'll do 
to my career. Well, don't. I can take care 
of myself. I'm no knight in shining armor, 
even if you are. The next time you see me, 
son, It'll be in the capacity of counsel calling 
on client. " 

"Andy, " I said harshly, "don't make me do 
it ! You're a practical man. Don't make me 
disown you in court, and caJI for another 
lawyer ! "  

He stared at me blankly for a moment, as 
though I'd just cracked a joke he didn't under
stand. Then gradually the pain began to 
well up in his eyes again. 

" You-you'd do that ? "  
" Sure," I said coldly. " I  don't want 

them saying afterwards that I went free be
cause of some shyster's tricks. " 

It was the most unfair thing I'd ever said 
in my life. And I knew that when I said· it. 
But how could I break clean, under the cir-
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c:umstances r I couldn't let him sacrifice him
self for me. 

He turned and stumbled out of the cell, his 
big shoulders sagging, his face a middle
aged mask of tragedy. 

THE TRIAL drew a packed house. Be-
cause of his previous friendship with me, 

Andy was automatically disqualified from hear
ing it, so Judge Hugo Larrabee, one of the 
machine's old guard, took over. 

Aside from the circumstantial evidence
Barney still hadn't been able to find any trace 
of the death car or the missing diamond. I 
think it was Keith Barron's testimony which 
hurt me the most. Ransom called him to the 
stand on the third day, elicited his name and 
occupation-investment broker-and the state
ment that he had been planning to marry 
Mary Ellen. Then . . . 

Q. What was delaying the marriage ? 
A. The fact that she was already married 

to the defendant. 
Q. But she had asked for a divorce ? 
A. She had. 
Q. And he refused ? 
Defense : I object to this entire line of 

questioning, Your Honor, as irrelevant and 
immaterial to this case, and as such not a part 
of the res gestae--

Prosecution : I am merely inquiring into a 
possible motive for this crime, Your Honor. 

The Court : Objection over-ruled. The 
witness will please answer the Question. 

A. He had refused, for months. 
Q. Did he give any reason for his refusal ? 
A. She said that he told her he would 

rather see her dead than married to anyone 
else ! 

Defense : I object to that statement as hear
say, and as such improper testimony in a 
court of law I 

The CD1lrt : Objection sustained. I order 
the last question and answer stricken from the 
records, and instruct the jury to disregard it in 
their deliberations. 

Well, that was the crux of it. You can 
strike a statement from the records, but you 
can't strike it out of a jury's minds. Ransom 
called me next : 

Q. Did you, at any time, threaten to kiD 
your wife if she insisted on a divorce ? 

A. I did not ! 
Q. Did you ever tell her you would rather 

see her dead than divorced from you ? 
A. A man may say a lot of things he 

doesn't mean, in the heat of a quarrel. 
Q. We are not here to listen to your views 

on human nature, Mr. Foster. Did you say 
those words, or didn't you-yes or no ? 

Q. Did you refuse her a divorce ? 
A. I did at first, but-
Q. Why� 

A. Because I thought that any two people 
who had been as happy together as we had, 
shouldn't break off the marriage relationship 
hastily. Because I loved her so much that I 
didn't want to see her hurt ! But when 
I realized that was really what she wanted, I 
agreed. That's why she was coming to see me 
that night : to complete the arrangements-

Q. The fact that you would be up for re
election as district attorney within a few 
months, and that a divorce at such a time 
might hurt you at the polls, had nothing to do 
with your refusal ? 

A. Certainly not ! 
After that, he asked me to give my version 

of what had happened that night. When I 
had finished . . .  

Q. You found your wife lying dead in the 
street, allegedly the victim of negligent homi
cide by a hit-run driver, and yet you picked 
up her body and carried it into the house 
before notifying anyone ? Surely, after five 
years as district attorney, you knew the im
portance of leaving the corpse undisturbed 
until police arrived ! 

A. I didn't know she was dead when I 
picked her up. J didn't realize that till we 
were almost to the house. 

Q. You knew she was dead when you 
reached the house ? And as district attorney, 
you knew how seconds count in a case like 
this ? That to delay a single minute might 
mean the difference between catching the 
killer and letting him get away ? And yet you 
admittedly waited, not one, but almost thirty 
minutes before notifying the police ? Why, 
Mr. Foster ? Why! 

A. Be--because I was stunned and shocked. 
Because I didn't know what I was doing, I 
guess. I just wanted to be alone with her for 
a little while first-

Q. You wanted to be alone with her, Mr. 
Foster. Just for a little while. Just long 
enough to remove the set from her engage
ment ring, so it would look like robbery by an 
outsider had been the murder motive? 

A. I object, Your Honor-

IT WASN'T until that night that I fully 
appreciated Andy Harrison's respect for 

Ransom's court room prowess. His closing 
plea to the jury was a masterpiece : 

" Ladies and gentlemen, the hardest task I 
have ever faced now devolves upon me. I 
have known the defendant for almost five years. 
I have worked with him in his office, day by 
day. And I must tell you that I have only the 
greatest respect and admiration for the manner 
in which he has discharged his duties as 
district attorney. 

" But ladies and gentlemen, a murder baa 
been committed. A lovely girl hal been 
brutally slain. And my task is dear :  1 must 
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ask you to mete out to her murderer the same 
unrelenting measure of justice he has so 
often demanded for others. 

" I  think the state has proved beyond the 
least shadow of reasonable doubt, exactly 
what happened on the night Mrs. Foster was 
killed. She had been insisting on a divorce 
from her husband-a divorce which, in his 
own words, 'he would rather see her dead' 
than obtain. Nevertheless, she was about to 
obtain it The law was on her side ; and she 
was going to visit him on that very night to 
complete arrangements. In his mind, there 
was only one way to stop her. 

" I  think we can all visualize what happened 
next : can see him slumped behind the wheel 
of the car parked on the fog-shrouded street 
outside his house. Within him at that moment 
burned two of the most overpowering motives 
that have led to homicide : a savage, implacable 
jealousy, coupled with a driving desire to pre
vent a divorce which would have done great 
damage to his public career . . .  

"The fog was dense, but not so dense that 
he could fail to see her as she stepped from 
the opposite curb to cross the street. Perhaps 
she saw him, too, and hurried toward him, 
never guessing the thing that was in his 
heart . . .  That doesn't matter. What does 
matter is the sudden rasp of gears, the roar 
of the motor-and a few seconds later, the 
blood of a murdered woman staining the 
pavement . . .  

"Then, after a delay of many minutes, while 
he takes the steps he thinks necessary to hide 
his own part in the crime, he finally calls the 
police . . . . In view of all this, in view of the 
overwhelming evidence which makes these 
facts irrefutable, the state can do no less than 
ask you to find this man guilty of murder in the 
first degree . . . . " 

The j ury was out for three days. While 
it was still deliberating, Barney McCay came 
to the jail to see me. I hardly recognized him 
at first. His ga\Ult face was stubbled and his 
eyes were hollow and his clothes didn't look 
like he'd had them off for a week. 

" Barney, let up a little, " I told him. " You're 
killing yourself ! "  

" I'd rather do that than let them kill you, 
Sam," he said. " I've pressured so many fences 
and looked at so many sparklers these past 
few weeks, that I'd swear diamonds were as 
common as sand in this town. But none of 
them fit, Sam-none of them fit ! "  

When the jurors finally f1led back to the 
box, some of them looked almost as tired as 
me. LarraLce rapped his gavel and we all 
stood up, while the bailiff unfolded the verdict : 

" We, the duly constituted j urors . . .  find 
the defendant guilty of murder in the first 
degree . . . .  " 

After that, the death sentence was just a 
formality. But Larrabee had to drag it out 
by postponing it till the next day. That night 
in my cell, I took out the straight-edge razor 
my dad had given me when I was sixteen. I'd 
never grown accustomed to any other kind, so 
the bailiff, being a friend of mine, had let me 
keep it with me here. For the first time I 
began to realize fully just how much that 
kindness of his could mean to me. 

I stood with my back to the bars a long 
time, studying it. And then, at last. I shook 
my head. I'd been stubborn so long, I was 
damned if I was going to give up, now ! That 
would be the easy way out. That would only 
be a confession of defeat, nullifying all I'd 
stood for so far. I put it back in its case and 
dropped it in my pocket. 

The court room was jammed for the sen
tencing. Just as Larrabee opened his mouth 
to begin, a girl screamed. Two deputies tried 
to hustle her out, but she kept shouting that 
she had to see the judge. 

Ordinarily, that kind of hysterical play 
wouldn't have got to first base. But while 
they were trying to drag her through the door, 
she held out her hand, palm up, and opened her 
fingers. The deputies paused a moment, un
certainly ; then turned her around and made 
way for her toward the bench. 

The thing she held in her hand was a dia
mond. And I could tell by the look on Barney 

(Continued from page 8) 

ANSWER TO 
THE FIN(JER POINTS TO 

MURDER.' 
.AS THE EJE<!TOR ON WA!lD� GUN WAS NOT 

AUTOMATIG, BUT HAND OPERATED, THE SHERIFF 
KNEW TI-IAT WARD HAD NOT AeeiOENTALL 'I SHOT 

HIMSELF AS EVANS MAINTAINED. EVANS OON�ES
SID.HE KILLED WARD TO GET r!ONTROL OF THE 1il,.,..,AI,.,..,c.o 
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McCay's face as she passed him, that it was 
the diamond ! The judge had to clear the court 
room before we could hear her story above the 
racket. 

She was a plain little thing with scared 
tragic eyes and not enough makeup. Her 
name, she said, was Carrie Wilkins, and she 
was a part-time maid at one of the big houses 
up the hill from my place. She was driving 
home late from work the night of the fog, and 
hadn't seen Mary Ellen until too late . . . .  

Afterward�, she'd jammed on the brakes and 
run back to see if the person she'd hit was 
badly hurt. She'd found her dead. _ 

After that, she got panicky. Her employer 
had been having a party that night, and she'd 
drunk a little of the wine before leaving the 
house. Not much ; but she didn't know how 
much it took to classify you as a "drunk 
driver." She was afraid of the sobriety test. 

SHE didn't have any money to pay a fine, 
and she couldn't afford a jail sentence 

because of her two kids, whose old man had 
been killed in the war. So she'd lost her head, 
and beat it. 

She didn't find out about the diamond till 
later. After she'd put her car in her garage, 
and was looking it over to see if the accident 
had left any telltale marks, she noticed the 
stone glittering up at her from one of the 
rear wheels. When the front wheel crushed 
the ring it must have rolled free, and been 
picked up in the tread as the rear tire rolled 
over it. You know-like those little pieces of 
gravel you find in your treads, after you've 
been for a ride in the country. 

Well, there it was. A thing that might not 
happen again in a million tries. But it had 
happened this time, and she had the stone to 
prove it. 

She'd thought it was just an imitation at 
first, and fearful that it might somehow be 
traced to her, she'd tossed it into her backyard 
incinerator. But last night, when she'd gone 
out to empty the incinerator, the diamond had 
rolled free with the ashes and lay there star
ing up at her like an evil eye or something, and 
all at once she couldn't stand it any longer. 
She'd known then that she couldn't let an 
innocent man die for something she'd done, 
however unintentionally. So she'd come to 
court today to make it rig-ht. 

It was a typical Holly wood ending. It 
sounded so phony I couldn't believe it at 
first. But Larrabee postponed sentence till 
her story could be checked ; and the wonderful 
thing was that it did check. Her name, where 
she worked, the party at her employer's house 
that night, the fact that she had to drive by 
my place to get home, her two kids, with their 
father killed in the war • • , , 

And best of all, the diamond, the real 
clincher, checked ! I identified it, and so did 
the insurance appraiser who'd okayed the 
policy Mary Ellen had taken on it. 

The day they turned me loose, it seemed as 
if everyone I'd ever known was there to join 
in the cheering. Andy Harrison left his own 
court room to congratulate me, and there were 
tears in his eyes when he did it. · 

That night, after I'd combed the last re
porter out of my hair, I drove back to the jail 
to see this girl. I wanted to thank her, and 
offer to sign her application for probation, if 
she'd Jet me. 

The matron said she already had a caller, 
but I could wait in the hall outside the visitor's 
cage till he left. The door to the visitor's 
room was ajar when I got there, and I couldn't 
help hearing what went on inside, or identi-
fying the male voice as Andy's. . 

" Don't worry about a thing," he was say
ing. " I'll take care of the children while you're 
gone. The worst you can get is a year or so 
for man;;laughter ; but the board'll rush your 
parole right through, I'll see to that. You'll 
be out in six months, and the rest of the 
money'll be waiting for you, then . . . .  " 

Money ? What money ? . . . Then it hit 
me, like a sledgehammer blow below the belt : 
The tnctWy he was paying her, of course, to 
take the rap for somebody else ! 

But the diamond . . . The real killer must 
have furnished that ! Who was my pal Andy 
covering for ? 

I guess I went a little crazy. All the strain 
and excitement of the past few weeks had been 
too much, to be climaxed by a mockery like 
this. I still had the razor with me, and when 
he stepped through the door a moment later, 
the light highlighted its blade in my band. 

He saw it there, and even in a moment like 
that, that hair-trigger brain of his came to 
his rescue. 

" Relax, Sam. I had arranged to handle this 
a simpler way. But I guess I could scarcely 
expect my way to satisfy a knight in shining 
armor. "  

" Who did it, Andy ?" 
"I did, Sam. I was drunk-you must realize 

that. I was hurrying to keep my appointment 
with you ; d idn't see Mary Ellen until too 
late . . . . It happened just the way the girl 
described it, only it was I who found the dia
mond caught in my tire tread later ; not her. 

" But you phoned right afterwards--" 
He nodded. " I  stopped at the first drug store 

down the hill to do that. I was at least sober 
enough to want an alibi. " 

I was stunned. I didn't know what to say 
next. 

He said it for me : " Shall we go upstairs, 
now, aru1 tell it to the judge ?" 



Only I aet a funny pain in my leg and when 
Kerney and Pops come running up and Kemey 
alug• Joaph until he relaxes, I find I have been 

twiating my own toe. 

Toe-Hold on a Torpedo 
By PARKER BONNER 

If Hymie the Hackie hadn't been a 

city slicker, he'd have known that 

crooks are often like bass: if your 

lure is right and your cast is straight 

-you can hook 'em every time! 

Y
OU gotta understand, Mamie, that it is 
merely your suspicious nature which 
makes you think I would sneak off for a 

vacation without you. Did I ever go on a va
cation without you ? Me, I am a guy who does 
not hold much with vacations since the only 
one which I ever have is the time we go call
ing on your brother in Jersey and he puts me 
to making beds for cows, and squeezing them 
to make them give out with the milk. 

6S 
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As for fishing, you can buy better fish in 
Fulton Market than I ever see come out from 
any lake. 

Besides, there just isn't room for you what 
with all the gear this fly artist loads in my 
hack, and besides I don't know I am going 
north of Grant's Tomb until we are under way, 
and then I don't have the opportunity to even 
call you. 

I'm cruising Lex when the doorman whis
tles me down and I see this lug standing in a 
big pile of baggage. He looks like moola and 
I figure he is headed for Grand Central or 
maybe PeM Station and he should be good for 
a four-bit tip, so I haul over and we load up. 

When we're in the cab he takes a look at 
my picture and kind of grins. " Hit the Bronx 
Parkway, " he says, " and keep driving until I 
tell you to stop, Hymie. " 

Well, I figure he is headed for Westchester 
or Connecticut or some of them commuter 
stops, but he don't tell me to turn, and we just 
keep rolling north. 

At Scarsdale I begin to wonder so I pull 
over and turn around. This guy is a big, good 
looking joe with health written all over him 
like those ads for that body building course 
which you get me to take through the mail. 
He is too big for me to handle, even with my 
padded wrench, so I suggest mild like that I 
wish to have a understanding because the me
ter is ticking like crazy and Juanita, our fe
male checker, is very particular that I turn in 
each and every dime which shows on the clock. 

" Ah , "  he says. " So you doubt my integrity, 
Hymie. " 

" It ain't nothing like that," I tell him. " It's 
just that driving a hack you see the worst sides 
of human nature, and I been around Times 
Square and the Rialto so long I don't even 
trust my wife . . . a figger of speech, like, 
and not meaning personal present company. 
You understand, Mamie. " 

Well he laughs, and he gets out a wallet 
which is loaded and gives me a hundred and 
I'm to tell him when that is used up and he 
will shell out some more. 

So then I ask where we are headed and he 
says it is a lake well up in the bushes toward 
a place called Canada. So I like his looks and 
although he is sugar heavy, I don't see why he 
should spend it all on a hack, so I ask isn't 
there some other way he can get to this lake. 

He just grins, and it's a nice Krin, and says 
it would mean changing trains and riding 
busses and such, and mavbe take him a lot of 
time and he is in a hurry. Besides he's got a 
bum gam, having lost his real one to the ] aps, 
so he feels more comfortable riding although 
he moves around about as good as me or may
he better. 

Well, we get pretty friendly then and it 
winds up by his not only wanting me to drive 

him to the woods but I'm hired for a week to 
h4ng around and listen to his chatter. For this 
I get twenty bucks a day, which listens like a 
right deal since I am always having to listen 
to fares yak-i-ty-yak for free. 

" I'm the happiest guy in the world, " he says. 
" I'm young. I'm getting used to this piece of 
structural steel which they give me to walk 
on and I've got ten thousand pieces of eight 
which I earn with honest dice, and most of it 
comes from a top kick so dough heavy he 
doesn't even miss it. 

" Besides which, " he adds, " I  meet this 
nurse in the hospital and she is a very sweet 
and loving gal, and we are now engaged on a 
pilgrimage to see her and her folks. 

" And this is the rub, " he sounds a little 
doubtful for the first time. " They are nice and 
quiet and respectable hicks, and I do not know 
how they will cotton to · me because I hav( 
been raised around Broadway and I have somt: 
of the dirt on my shoes. "  

Well, personally, I can't see what i s  wronb' 
with a character being � - around Broad
way, but then, he is in love and peop1e in love 
are not normal like the rest of us, so I don't 
argue. 

WE just talk back and forth and all the time 
we are driving north as fast as the old 

kettle will perk. So he asks me what has been 
happening around the Garden and Jacobs' 
beach, and we talk of this and that and the 
wise boys and the phoneys. He knows a lot 
about them. 

I don't make his racket, b.ut-1 am a guy __ . 

which strictly figures .that: " ·man's nick�t is ·his 
own. 'vVe get talki'ng- about the liquor days, 
and the big shots which once handled the stuff 
and what they are doing now, and finally he 
goes to sleep and I follow a marked map which 
he gives me and about five hours later we pull 
up at this lake. 

It is not so bad if you go for lakes and pine 
trees and such, but it is kind of lonesome even 
if there are cottages about. There is a store 
with its feet in this lake, and my fare gets his 
leg set and bounces up the steps and slams the 
door open. Through the window I see a chick 
that does not belong in a rural community. She 
comes around the counter fast and they meet 
and I think what a nice world the place is after 
all. 

Then a car pulls up beside the hack and two 
guys give me the eye and then look in the 
store. \Vhen they see I am watching, they haul 
freight, and I notice their jallopy is a Packard 
and I think I recall having- seen them on the 
road, and I begin to wonder. 

But just then my fare brings out the chick 
and I forget because close up she is even bet
ter. He says this is M iss Betty Foster but . 
that if we are lucky we will take her back to 
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town with us as Mrs. Ralph Kerney and may
be I can be best man. 

Well, she is a sweet dish and we haul the 
stuff into the store and I get a room upst:tirs 
which outlooks on the lake, and she explains 
that her folks are at the square dance. Until 
then, I do not realize how uncivilized the 
whole joint is. 

But I like it, all but the quiet which even 
ain't too bad since the chick brings out bottles 
of cold beer and I begin to think that maybe 
there is some thing to this vacation business 
after all. 

I guess it's the funny air they have up there 
which makes me sleepy, because I hit the sack 
and I don't know nothing 'til it is morning and 
they are serving ham and eggs. 

Her folks turn out to be nice quiet types and 
they are very polite and do not seem to take it 
strange that Ralph brings a hackie on his va
cation, and they ask me a lot of fool questions 
about New York and this and that. 

The old man is kind of good looking only 
the clothes he wears, and the mama is j ust as 
sweet and all as you can wish. After breakfast 
we are down on the dock waiting for Betty to 
get into her swim suit and show up so I think 
of something which has slipped my mind. 

" Look , "  I say to Ralph. " I  do not wish to 
spoil your fun, but I see a Packard last night 
which has tailed us up the road. I see them 
maybe a dozen times but I don't pay attention 
because tourists are always coming and going. 
But it could not be an accident that they fol
low us all the way from Central Park and 
wind up here. " . 

He turns and looks at me startled for a min
ute, then he gets the nice grin on his puss. 
" Hymie," he says. " You have lived in New 
York too long. I'm not hot. I've got a nice 
clean discharge from the army and I was in 
there four years. There's not a soul along the 
stem that cares if I'm alive or dead. " 

" It's your business, " I say, but I figure he 
is  not coming clean because those two in the 
Packard have certainly been interested in us 
and that interest is  not directed at me. 

Anyhow, the tomato comes out in a bathing 
suit and I forget all about the Packard and a 
lot of other things, just looking at her. We 
swim, and then we lie around in the shade and 
in the afternoon I sleep. In the evening Ker
ney wants to go fishing and he says I can go 
along and run the kicker. 

Well, we run way down to the end of the 
lake where Betty says we won't find no one but 
fish. But she's wrong, because we have been 
there only maybe ten m inutes, and Kerney is 
happily heaving a big bass plug at a bunch of 
lily pads when up putts another boat. The guys 
from the Packard are in it, and I see right 
away they are from Broadway and know their 
way around good. 

One is a big blond with a mean grin, and the 
other is not so big, but is tall and thin and bis 
eyes are narrow from trying 'to think fast. 

" Hello, Junior," he says to Kerney. " Long 
time no see, " 

Kerney gives them a little surprised look 
and says, " What brings you boys so far from 
the stem ? Business getting too warm ? "  

The tall one turns h i s  mouth and shakes his 
head. " vVe're here t o  see you, Junior. Your 
old man give you something for us." 

Kerney looks real surprised then. " I  haven't 
see my old man in four years." he says. 

The tall punk nods. " We know, but he gets 
word out of the can every now and then. Be 
nice, Junior and give it to us peaceful. " 

Kerney shrugs at me and then says to the 
guy, '"Perhaps, Joseph, if you would give me 
some idea of the nature of this stuff . . .  " 

Joseph nods again and smiles. "The na
ture is fifty grand in cash, of which you have 
ten grand in a New York bank, minus the 
grand you dragged out to lam up here on." 

KERNEY starts to laugh, then changes his 
mind. " I  know from experience that you 

have not got a sense of humor," he says, " so 
you must believe what you're saying. But in 
the first place you may remember that my old 
man never gave me more than four bits at a 
time in his life. Second, if he had his hands 
on fifty gees I cannot stretch my imagination 
so far as to see him passing- it on to you when 
he is getting out in six months. And thirdly, I 
haven't got fifty gees from anybody. Go away 
now. You're scaring the fish. " 

" No, " says Joseph. " Listen, Junior. Your 
old man works a pigeon with us and he gets 
the fifty gees and we are going to split three 
ways. Only he is picked off by the cops and 
gets time. I go to see him and he laughs at me. 
He says the dough is hid good and there won't 
be no split until he is out, and anyway he 
wants half for the extra trouble he is going to. 
' " This is six months ago, Junior, and pretty 

soon we hear you are home on ice in a hospital 
with a bum leg. We check up and find you got 
a bank account and all of a sudden you bounce 
ten grand into it. Boom. Like that. You do 
not make ten grand like that in the army. We 
put it together and we get it that your old 
man turns our dough over to you. That is the 
way it is, and now we want our fifty grand 
from you. Period. " 

The period is this, he has got a gun out and 
i s  pointing it at Kerney. 

Well, �Iamie, I feel like a sitting duck, as 
the punks' boat is too far away to reach or 
even jump at, but it is not too far for us to 
get shot from very nicely. So I look at Ker
ney and am surprised he is �miling. Like a 
dope, just standing here j iggling his fish pole 
out the far side of our boat, and l have a funny 
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picture of how it will slide overboard when 
the slug hits him. 

But he is not so dumb after all. He doesn't 
move anything except his wrist a little bit, 
but all of a sudden that bass plug is going 
through the air fast, and it goes straight at 
Joseph. 

I do not yell, but he does, and ducks and his 
gun goes off, knocking a hole in our ship. He 
does not duck in time though, and the plug 
catches him right in the puss, and all three 
hooks glom into his cheek and he is a caught 
fish. 

Kerney jerks on the pole and Joseph screams 
and jumps. It happens so fast that the boat 
turns over before the big blond can use the gun 
he is trying to wrestle out of a shoulder hoh 
ster, and both of them are in the drink. 

It is very funny, Mamie, especially when 
they come up splashing around and have 
dropped the guns somewhere below. Kerney 
sees this fact and grins and motions me to start 
our kicker. 

When it is going I tell him it is too bad to 
mess up a nice lake with bodies like that, but 
he shakes his head. 

" It is only about four feet deep there, Hy
mie,"  he says. "They'll find it out pretty soon 
and wade ashore. " He sounds very depressed. 

"This fixes things, but good, " he mutters as 
we putt away. " The Fosters aren't going to 
love having their daughter all tied up with 
Slick Kerney's son. " 

I look-ed at him then for I've heard tales 
about this Slick Kerney. He and a character 
named Broadway Sam are confidence men who 
moved into the liquor business and operated it 
with brains. They'd specialized in good stuff, 
running it in from Europe and Canada and 
way points, catering to the high class trade 
while the muggs handled the bulk goods. 

" Look," I say. " You should worry about 
what your old man is. You're a right guy in 
my league and that should be good enough 
for these hay-seeds and dumb clucks up here:" 

" You don't get it, " he says. " They think I 
am a Broadway business man when all I know 
is how to gamble. The old man taught me that 
and it's about all I ever got from him. " 

" So what's wrong with gambling. Louie 
the horse player makes himself twenty gees a 
year and a nicer guy you will never find from 
Forty-eighth Street to the Battery. " 

" You're right, " he says, " and you're wrong, 
Hymie. You and I know one world. These 
people up here know another. The two worlds 
just never get together. You and I are head
ing back to town tomorrow morning, and we're 
going alone. " 

" Well, .!  know he is not a quitter because he 
didn't lose that leg running away, but he is 
surely quitting now and I figure I should may
be do something about it. I have got that 

course which you have me take by mail on how 
to influence friends and make people be nice to 
you, and I try and remember what it says in 
lesson fi ve on how you should build up a 
guy's morals so he will be proud and certain 
of himself, only I can't remember all of it be
cause I think that is the part which the baby 
spilled milk on and I never got to read. 

But by the time we get back to the store 
I have not thought of an angle, and I don't 
have much time to think because the chick is 
getting ready to feed us and after same we 
are all slated to turn up for the dance. 

Ralph tries to beg off because of hi� tin 
gam, but Betty won't go for the routine be
cause she says she is a nurse and she knows 
what he can and can't do and he should be as 
good with one leg as most are with two be
cause he has the natural abil ity. 

So afterwards we all start for the dance and 
Ralph seems to have forgotten the boys who 
did not drown in the lake, but I have not for
gotten because Joseph and his pal seemed to 
me to be very serious minded citizens, and not 
the type to forget fifty gees because they got 
fish hooks in the face and a bath in a lake. 

BUT I don't see nothing of the Packard and 
I think perhaps they have decided that 

this Ralph plays too rough and they will turn 
their attentions to easier chumps. 

The dance is in a big red barn-like building 
right on the lake about a mile from this st.ore 
and there is a hick band with a fiddle and a 
squeeze box and a piano. The stuff is corn like 
you get on the radio from them hill-billy pro
grams and every one is doing a screwy jitter 
like I never see before. I figure these timber 
wolves never see a real dance so they thought 
this one up themselves. 

Kerney still tries to beg off, saying he's 
bushed, but the tomato won't have any so they 
do a couple of numben and then she waltzes 
me around the squares while Kerney wanders 
out to inhale some moon glow. 

These local gates have a funny rhythm and 
you go bobbing about swinging hands with a 
bunch of strangers. But you remember me 
:Mamie and the old chowder club picnics when 
we was courting, so on the second whirl I get 
the idea and it's no harder than passing a 
traffic cop on Forty-second. 

After the second heat I'm pretty bushed so 
I tell the chick, she can now stop being kind 
to me and go find Ralph and show him the 
moon. I duck back into the corner where they 
sell beer and I'm j ust working on my second 
can when Ralph shows and wants to know 
where Betty is. 

I'm not concerned, thinking that some local 
yokel has snared her and is cutting a rug, but 
we take a gander and she is nowhere on the 
floor. We go outside then and look around. 
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It is nice and quiet in the woods with only 

some bugs making traffic noise around the 
swamp, and a couple here and there chit-chat
ting in the shadows. 

We patrol around, like a prowl car looking 
at neckers, but Betty ain't among them present 
and I suddenly remember Joseph and his blond 
pal and say as much to Ralph. 

We're standing in the lighted doorway when 
his face tightens up and he is a different guy 
and one that t wouldn't like to meet under the 
El after midnight. 

" If they so much as put a finger on her, " he 
says, " I'll beat them to death with my tin leg. " 

He's not kidding because he is not a char
acter who goes around talking in a loud voice. 
"·We've got to find her father. " 

"Look," I say. "He is a nice old farmer and 
he feeds me well, but this Joseph and his boy 
friend are rough citizens and we need someone 
beside farmers to handle them. " 

Ralph shakes his head. " You're wrong, Hy
mie. You aren't in Manhattan now. This coun
try is different and we need someone who 
knows it. " He turns and goes into the dance 
hall with me tailing along at his heels. 

We find the old guy swinging a wide hoof 
with an elderly dame and they act like they 
are not more than two year olds. Ralph signals 
Pops and we lead him out onto the moonlit 
porch. Kerney don't spare himself none. He 
spills the works, all about his Dad and what 
he done before he gets into the service and 
such. 

"Of course," he says, " I  don't know they 
have her but I can't afford to wait and find 
out. " 

· 

Pops gets a funny look on his pan, then with-
' out a word he goes in to where there's an old 

fashioned telephone hung on the wall. He 
twists the crank and does some talking, then 
twists it again and talks some more. Finally 
he hangs up and his face is kind of stretched 
and drawn. 

" Come on," he says, leading the way toward 
his old jallopy. " I  think I know where she is. " 

My hack is parked down the line and I point 
out that maybe it will move faster. He doesn't 
argue but follows across the parking lot. 

On the seat is a paper, on the paper printing. 
We read it under the dome light. It says : 

"Junior. We've got your tomato, you've got 
fifty gees that belongs to us. Let's trade. Don't 
yell copper. If you do, the chick gets it and 
you'll never find her. If you're ready to deal, 
row out into the lake at seven tomorrow morn
ing and wave a white shirt. We'll see you. " 

Ralph swears. He has quite a list of words. 
I think I knew them all but maybe the army 
taught him a couple I never hear. " I've only 
got ten grand," he said. " They can have every 
dime of that. " 

Pops shakes his head. " If they think you 

have fifty gees, they'll never deal for ten. Never 
mind. Come on. " 

We all crawl into the hack and he tells me 
to take the first dirt road to the right, then 
settles back and lights his pipe. 

" This road," he says, " used to be called the 
hi-jack trail in prohibition days. The boys 
hauled liquor from Canada over it, and they 
had stash points that they laid over for a day 
now and then. One of these spots was run by 
Frenchie Voorhees, and after repeal, Frenchie 
and some of the other boys stayed in the coun
try since the big town was a little hot for them. 

I made a few calls, and Frenchie has had a 
couple of strangers staying with ftim since last 
night. They drive a Packard. " 

NONE of us say a thing. The road ain't so 
good. It winds around through the trees 

and it's dark and there is a lot of chuck holes. 
Finally he tells me to make a new tum and we 
are in a jungle trail like you see in them west
ern pictures, only believe it, we are still in New 
York state, and my axel is dragging and I ex
pect maybe a rock will split the pan, only some
how I keep thinking about that nice tomato 
and don't seem to care. 

We cruise through this forest for maybe 
twenty minutes, and then Pops tells me to cut 
the lights and ·we move along on foot, me stum
bling in the ruts and wondering how Ralph 
makes it with his trick leg. 

The woods is very dark and I hear animals 
running around and I can't help woooering if 
they are fierce like the ones you make me take 
the·kids to at the zoo. The only thing I have 
is my wrench, but I pull the padding off this 
because these citizens are not customers and I 
do not care whether their skin gets broken. 

It is so dark that it looks like Holland Tun
nel with no lights and we must have walked 
half way to Canada before we reach the edge 
of the trees and see a cabin sitting in a park 
which is almost a block wide. 

The old man gives a little grunt of satisfac
tion because there is light in the window and 
we stand there, watching. Finally Ralph Ker
ney leans over and whispers. " You stay here, 

Hymie. It isn't your fight. " 
" Are you charging admission ? "  I want to 

know, but Pop shushes me. 
"We don't want trouble. If I can talk to 

Frenchie, maybe there won't be any. He 
knows me. " 

I don't say nothing. Pops is a nice joe, but 
be has a hole in his head if he thinks charac� 
ters like Joseph and the blond will give up the 
tomato without a rough house. 

" There is a back door," he tells us. " I'm 
going around there. Count two hundred and 
then move in from the front. If F renchie won't 
listen to reason, close in. " (Continued on page 95) 



"It was luck. I saw her put· 
ting it into the cup with an . 
eye-dropper, and she didn't know I was standing 

at the door." 

By 
DOROTHY DUNN 

WHILE THE CAT'S AWAY-
B

ILL VOGEL was slumped over his 
kitchen table asleep. He looked j ust the 
way he'd looked last night when I left 

him-only messier, more bleary-eyed. 
I waded across empty bottles and shook 

him. He flung out an arm, knocking a glass 
over. The last flat highball that he'd passed 
out on spilled out, soaking into the the doth. 

" Corne out of it, Bill ! This is the third day. 
You're beginning to look like a good corner 
for spiders." 

" Go away, Julien," he muttered. "You're 
always bothering me. Stop bothering people. 
Quit shaking me I "  

" Look at this mess, Bill. Nine o'clock in 
the morning. The sun coming in on all this. 
It stinks." 

" Damn the sun I "  
" And you, B ill. Don't know which i s  worse, 

this smelly kitchen or you. Come on. At least 
take a shower and get into some clean clothes, 
Martha's coming home today. " 

That clever gal Martha served cyanide sandwiches to her husbands, 
and alibis to the cops. It paid off plenty-and so did she-when a 
blackmailer's key to an empty box turned the lock of the death· 

house door! 
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" Have a drink, Julien. And if  you don't like 
the odor around here, just scram. " 

"I will. But if you think I'm going to let 
Martha find you this way, you're nuts." 

Bill gave me a sly look out of his puffv eyes. 
" Whaddya care how Martha finds me ?" 
" She's my sister, Bill . "  
• •  And my wife. I got the most say." 
••Granted. Look, Bill, don't get the idea I'm 

interfering. I just know you wouldn't want 
her to find you this way. You'll thank me 
later." 

" I'll thank you to mind your own business." 
" I'm doing that. Marth-> is my . . .  ., 
••cut it out, Julien. You're a little ridicu

lous, you know. " He fumbled towad the half
emptied bottle of bourbon and got it to his 

. mouth with a trembling hand. " Brrr l "  he 
shuddered, as it went down. " Hair of the 
dog . . .  " 

" What got you off on this bat ? "  I asked, 
now that he seemed fully awake. "Just be
cause Martha took a little trip to see the folks 
is no reason for you to get blind. " 

" I'm not blind. " 
"Okay-so you're not blind. But you've 

certainly been on a bat." 
" Not funny, Julien." 
" Not meant to be, " I said. "Look fella, this 

isn't at all like you. What started it, anyway ? "  
" Own business. Remember ?" 
He waved an imperious arm toward the 

door. I agreed with him. It was his own 
business if he wanted to stay drunk forever. 
But this was different. Martha was coming 
home today and she'd be sore as a new blister 
if she found Bill in this condition. She hated 
drinking so much that she might even be sore 
enough to leave him, and I didn't want that 
to happen. 

She was arriving on the early afternoon 
train. I had just four hours to get Bill cleaned 
up and out of the mood. Four hours to do that 
and clean up the kitchen. I'd need a shovel for 
that, I thought. 

After much protest, Bill gave in with a 
nasty smile. At two o'clock I was plenty tired, 
but we were ready for Martha. He looked 
quite decent in a blue flannel sport shirt and 
gabardine slacks fresh from the cleaners. The 
smelt of shaving lotion didn't kill the alcohol 
odor, but what's a couple of beers among 
friends ? I had a bottle beside me to back 
him up. 

We were ready. I had scrubbed the linoleum, 
washed a mountain of dishes, and walked 
blocks to throw the empties in somebody 
else's ash pit. 

" You think of everything, Julien, " said Bill, 
as we sat there waiting. " One would think 
you were setting a stage. What a mind for 
details I "  

" Ordinary," 1 told him. 

MAYBE ," he said, lighting a cigarette and 
holding it over the stainc.>d places on his 

hand. " But I'd say that it's more than ordi
nary. Tell me, why all the pain s ?  What's it 
to you that you spend four hours of your 
pleasure-loving life to keep me out of the dog 
house ? What's your angle ? "  

" Charity, " I said, "regins a t  home. " 
" In a pig's eye." 
" Martha's my sister. She hates drunks and 

she's not good at concealing her hates. " 
" No, " said Bill, running a shaking hand 

across his face. " She's not good at concealing 
things, is she ?" 

Something about the way he said that fright· 
ened me. He looked bitter and harassed, as 
though the bottom had dropped out of his 
dream house. 

"What's wrong, Bill ? What's eating you 
that you break one of Martha's command
ments ? You've been a good boy for the two 
years you've been married to her. Why the 
sudden urge for a binge ?" 

He shook himself back to attention. God 
knows what he'd been thinking about. I doubt 
if he'd heard much of what I'd said until the 
last part. 

" Good boy, Julien. Yes, indeed ! I've been 
a model husband, wouldn't you say ?" 

" Martha thinks so, no doubt about that. 
That's why I . . .  " 

" Stuck your nose in this morning ?" 
" Skip it, " I said, getting sore. " I  should 

have let you wallow . . .  " 
"Yes," he said pointedly. "You should have. 

I feel like the devil now." 
I tried to be sympathetic. 
" Want something to eat ? "  He looked like 

he hadn't taken anything solid for days. His 
cheek bones seemed higher and his face was 
drawn. " I  could fix you a sandwich." 

He winced. " Have a heart, Julien. And 
stop banging your fingers on that table I "  

" Sorry. But isn't that train late ? She was 
due in at two. It's almost three now." 

Bill just sat there, looking miserable. At 
last he said : " All right, Julien, you asked for 
it. You had to hang around and wait. You 
had to clean house and play nurse and now 
you've had your fun. The joke's on you. 
Martha isn't coming back ! "  

" You're kidding ! "  I said, getting to my feet 
angrily. " Martha called . :1e the day she left 
and told me she'd be back on the fifteenth at 
two o'clock. " 

Bill grinned unpleasantly. " Why should I 
kid, Julien ? She's not coming back.-ever." 

I didn't get it. I looked around at the 
house. All the stuff she'd accumulated through 
the two years of her marriage. The silver 
coffee service, the rosewood desk that she'd 
talked out of Grandma, the sewing basket with 
ber erochet needle stuck through a ball of 
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thread. If she'd been leaving Bill for good, 
she'd not have left any of the possessions she 
liked so much. Not Martha. She was as 
acquisitive as a squirrel and you could never 
pry her loose from so much as an empty candy 
box. 

" Where is she ? "  I asked. 
Bill j ust shrugged and that made me 

furious. 
" Don't you even know whether or not she 

arrived safely in Peoria ? "  I asked. " Did you 
bear from her, or from the folks ? "  

" Not a thing, Julien. But they're your folks. 
Did you get any word ? "  

" No, but I'm on the black list with m y  fam
ily. You know that. Do you mean to say that 
your wife has been missing for a week and all 
you've done about it is soak your head in 
bourbon ? "  

" Something like that, " said Bill. 
" You don't care ? "  
" Why should I ? " 
He had me there. Martha is my sister, but 

1 don't like her much. She's overbearing. 
However, I was anxious for her to get home 
and be on good terms with Bill. I wanted 
that desperately because I needed money 
again. Bill wouldn't let me have it, but Martha 
would draw it out of her personal account the 
m inute I spoke the word. She'd have to do it. 
I'm probably the only person in the world 
who knows that she killed her first husband 
to collect his insurance. 

* * * 
I sat around for another hour, stewing. 
" Aren't you worried, Bill ? "  
" Worried ? Why should I b e  ? Martha can 

take care of herself. She's quite a self-suffi
cient woman." 

" Yes-she is. " 
Bill didn't know the half of that. Martha 

had plenty of money he didn't know anything 
about, and she'd got it all for herself. But I 
wanted to know where she was. I'd been 
banking on getting the five thousand I owed 
in gambling debts from her. 

" Why don't you phone Peoria, Bill ? Find 
out from the folks if she's there. " 

He gave me a silly, disinterested smile. 
" Call them yourself, Julien. They're your 

folks and you're the one that's worried. I'm 
not. " 

1 THOUGHT about the folks and decided 
against it. They were stiff-necked and 

grim. I didn't like them any better than I did 
Martha. But I needed money. 

" How do you know she's not coming back, 
Bill ? "  

" Because I told her not to," h e  said, taking 
a shot of whiskey to chase down with his beer. 

" You put up with Martha tor two years and 
then decide that your marriage is a flop ? Just 

like that ? Why did you wait so long if you 
wanted a divorce ? "  

" She never tried to kill m e  before, " said 
Bill calmly. 

I gasped. If I hadn't known about Martha's 
first husband, I'd have thought Bill was pull
ing another one of his bum jokes. Like let
ting me clean up the house. But I could see 
my sister in the role too plainly. I knew her 
hunger for possessions, her passion for mon
ey. Nothing else counted with Martha. But I 
tried to act shocked. 

" Are you sure, Bill ? "  
" Sure I'm sure ! I hadn't intended to tell 

you, but if you're going to sit around here 
asking stupid questions, you might as well 
know. Cyanide, Julien. Lovely stuff, cyanide. 
Especially if you drop it into your husband's 
tea. " 

" Good Lord, Bill ! Why, just a drop of 
that stuff . . . " 

He took another drink. 
" How right you are. Just a drop or two. I 

was j ust lucky. I saw her putting it into the 
cup with an eye dropper, and she didn't know 
I was standing at the door. " 

" Maybe you were mistaken, " I said. " May
be it wasn't cyanide at all. " 

" Oh, no, Julien, my boy. I was too smart 
for her. I told her if she'd get my check book 
rd leave her a blank one for any shopping she 
wanted to do. As soon as she left the table, 
I poured the tea into an empty mayonnaise 
jar and slipped it into my coat pocket. When 
she came back, she thought I'd drunk it. That 
was very amusing, Julien ! You should have 
seen her face-the expectant gleam in her eyes 
as she waited for me to die. I believe she'd 
have told people I committed suicide. It was a 
lot of fun fooling her, J ulien. You've no 
idea. " 

" You're getting drunk again, " I cautioned. 
" Sure. Sure I am ! And why not ? I had that 

little mayonnaise jar, remember ? And I own 
a drug store. Also a diploma for pharmacy. It 
wasn't much of a trick for me to analyze a cup 
of tea ! It was loaded with cyanide. So I told 
her to get out and stay out. Would you care 
for a drink, Julien ? "  

I poured some of his whiskey into a shot 
glass and drained it. 

Then at his insistence, I took another. 
There was a strange kind of excitement com
ing over me then. I decided to forget about 
Peoria and trying to find Martha to get my 
five thousand. Maybe I had a bird in the 
hand. Right here. Maybe I was going to get 
something on Bill that would be worth a little 
change. 

" Terrible thing to have happened to you, 
Bill. . I can't understand it. She must have 
gone out of her head to try a thing like that. 
I j ust can't imagine Martha attempting . • •  " 
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" c;.an't you, lulien ? Even if she was doing 

· it for money ? ' 
" Money ? You don't have that kind of mon

ey," I said. " Not the kine people murder to 
get. Or do you ? " 

I wanted to know about Bill's money right 
then. How much he had, how deep I might be 
able to cut into him later on. I needed a 
permanent source. 

He just laughed. "Insurance is money, 
Julien. Just like money to the beneficiary. I'm 
worth twenty thousand dollars on a slab. Im
agine that ? Martha placed a high value on her 
husband, didn't she ? "  

" Martha ? " 
"Yes. She said she believed in insurance 

and she talked me into taking the policy. 
Lovely girl, Martha. So practical about the fu
ture. Incidentally, Julien-" 

" Yes ? "  
" Why don't you resent these accusations 

I'm making against your sister ? You were 
certainly beinf solicitous about her feelings 
this morning. ' 

I gulped down another shot before I an
swered, trying to get my angles figured out. 
I wondered vaguely if Bill had done away with 
Martha-if they'd had a violent quarrel and 
he'd killed her. It j ust didn't seem logical to 
me that she'd have left the house without tak
ing her own belongings with her. Not sister 
Martha. 

u Resent what you're saying, Bill ? Why 
should I, if you're telling the truth ? "  

He gave me a steady stare. 
"Why should I lie ? "  
I didn't know why he should lie, but there 

was a look about him that didn't quite ring 
true. I got up and paced the room nervously, 
wondering how far I could go with him. There 
was a huge oak chest in front of the windows, 
beautifully carved and as mellow as a museum 
piece. Martha counted it as her prize posses
sion and would never sell it, although it was 
worth a lot of money. Something else she'd 
wormecl out of Grandma. 1£ she'd gone away 
of her own volition, she'd have taken that chest 
with her, I knew that. 

I walked toward it, wondering what was 
kept inside. But Bill's voice made me freeze, 
my hand outstretched. 

" Stay away from that window, Julien I "  he 
yelled. 

I had that funny feeling that stays in your 
system for a few minutes after you've been 
startled. But I had another feeling, too, as I 
went back to my chair and looked at Bill's 
face. His breathing was ragged and he looked 
white. He wasn't acting now. He'd been very 
much afraid that I'd open the chest. 

"The window, Bill ? "  I teased. " You meant 
the chest, didn't you ? You meant don't touch 

. the chest. Right. ?" 

HE DIDN'T answer. He just stared mood-
ily into his glass. But I was sure I was 

right. The chest was about six feet long, I no
ticed. About three feet deep. I felt pretty 
confident all at once. pretty sure of myself. 

" Interesting piece of furniture," I drawled. 
" Grandma used to tell wild tales about the way 
it came into her !X)ssession. It's out of a royal 
house in Spain, according to her. All hooked 
up with pirates and bloodshed. Martha was 
crazy about it. " 

" The bloodshed--or the chest ? "  he asked. 
T smiled. 
"The chest, Bill. She'd never have gone off 

for good without that chest. " 
He gave me a strange look. 
" Something on your mind, Julien ?" 
I nodded, glad that the showdown was here. 
" There's five thousand dollars on my mind," 

I told him. " I  was very fond of Martha. " 
" And you'd be satisfied with money instead 

of justice ? " 
" Sometimes a man takes justice into his 

own hands, " I said with a shrug. " If she tried 
to poison you-well, I can see your point. I'm 
the only person in town who would ever think 
of looking for Martha, or reporting her disap
pearance to the police. You know how the 
folks arc. They're glad when they don't hear 
from their ungrateful cHildren. And if you'd 
like to pay me five thousand dollars- for-wen, 
for cleaning your house this morning . . . " 

" Why five thousand, Julien. That's little 
enough for that type of work. Would you 
want more later ? " 

" No . . .  no, indeed. But if I have five thou
sand, I can clear up a certain debt that's press
ing. " 

I wished I'd made it ten thousand right off 
the bat. They always yelp when you ask for 
the second payment. 

Bill filled two glasses and we raised them in 
a mock toast. 

" You're a bright boy, Julien. You keep 
your eyes open. " 

"Or closed, according to the price." I was 
feeling pretty good. I'd j ust got another idea. 
" Incidentally, Bill, I believe I have another 
little item you'd be interested in buying for 
another five thousand. It would be very cheap 
at that price because it might insure your 
safety later. " 

" Safety insurance ?" asked Bill. 
" Yes. I have a little gadget that's real 

evidence against Martha-positive proof of 
her guilt in another matter. " 

Bill's eyes half-closed and he tensed in hi1 
chair. 

" I  see you're interested," I said. 
" Depending on what the evidence is and 

what it proves. " 
" It's an eye-dropper with some cyanide left 

in it, with Martha's fingerprints on the go 
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part. It proves that Martha killed her first 
husband-Avery Chandler. "  

"That's very interesting, " he said. " I'd 
heard that Chandler committed suicide. I sup
pose he had a lot of insurance ? "  

" Yes, he did have. But the insurance com
pany couldn't prove Martha's guilt. They paid 
off. Now suppose you were ever arrested for 
killing your wife-j ust a supposition, of 
course-this evidence wouldn't exonerate you. 
But it would help sway the j ury, lighten the 
sentence." 

"I can see that it would, " said Bill. " You 
know, my insurance policy has a suicide 
clause, too. I've forgotten what arguments 
Martha advanced to have it included, but I 
didn't suspect her at the time and let it go 
through. Later, I began to wonder about it. " 

" Lucky for you that you wondered, Bill. 
Do you think ten thousand is too much for my 
complete-uh-co-operation ? "  

" Not at all, Julien. I consider my life is 
worth that much. You see, I was in a very 
strange position. I couldn't have Martha 
locked up because I couldn't prove that she'd 
put the cyanide in my tea. My story would 
have sounded foolish if she had denied it. And 
I couldn't just let her go free, either, because 
I'm sure she'd have tried it again. At the mo
ment, I couldn't accuse her of murder. No 
murder without a body, you know. " 

I looked at the carved chest pointedly, sure 
:hat Martha was there. 

" But where you have a body, " I said, " you 
have a very dangerous set-up. Will you write 
a check, Bill, or would you rather draw out 
the cash to-morrow ? " 

" Cash, I think. Unless you'd be able to get 
that evidence over here tonight ? "  

"Afraid I couldn't do that, " I told him. " It's 
in my safe-deposit box and the bank's closed . "  
I needed time to go out and buy a n  eye-drop
per and there wasn't any point in looking too 
anxious. 

"Tomorrow, then, " said Bill, reaching out 
to shake hands. 

I wasn't expecting it. He jerked me off my 
feet in a quick judo twist over his knee. Then 
he tied me to a straight chair and walked over 
to the chest behind my back. I could feel my 
scalp crawling as I heard the lid of the oak 
chest creaking. Surely, he wasn't going to kill 
me and dump me in there beside Martha to 
await a fool-proof method of disposal I But 
maybe he was. I'd been an idiot to tell him 
so much. He knew that the folks wouldn't 
bother to look for me, either. And he'd only 
been pretending to be drunk. I felt sure of 
that now. 

My back was toward the chest and I couldn't 
jog my chair around. I could j ust hear the 
noise of the lid and the scraping footsteps 
around it. 

Then Bill came over to the desk and took a 
gun from the side drawer. He flipped the 
chamber open, making sure it was loaded. 

" Don't shoot me, B ill ! I'll give you the evi
dence for nothing . • .  I'll . • •  " 

STOP whining, Julien. Of course you'll pro-
duce that evidence for nothing. You've 

probably bled Martha for yeat;s. I've always 
wondered how you managed to live without 
working. " 

" I'll give it to you, Bill ! Only don't kill me 
the way you did Martha ! "  

He worked his jaw back and forth and then 
swung my chair around so that I could see the 
chest. 

• It took a little while for me to understand, 
for the panic to strike. The small man sitting 
on the lid had yellow-co1ored hair and looked 
a lot like Avery Chandler, Martha's first hus
band. But it wasn't Avery. I knew that. It 
was Tom Chandler, Avery's brother. 

" I  see that you recognize me, Julien," he 
said. 

" Yes. But I don't understand . . •  " 
Tom Chandler's laugh was bitter. 
" You don't ? Then I'll tell you, Julien. When 

my brother died three years ago, I was sure 
he hadn't committed suicide, that Martha had 
murdered him. But I couldn't prove it. I de
cided to play a waiting game and spent a good 
bit of money having you watched. Finally, I 
realized that Martha was paying you black
mail and decided that you must be the one 
who had evidence. " 

I felt trapped and cheated. I turned to Bill. 
" You were lying, weren't you ? About 

Martha trying to kill you. " 
" No, Julien, I wasn't lying. I did see her 

load the tea with poison. The only difference 
in the story is this. I didn't say anything to 
her about it. I j ust encuraged her to take the 
trip to see her ailing grandmother. Then I 
did some checking with the insurance com
pany. Through them, I got in touch with Tom 
Chandler and we decided to concentrate on 
you for what we wanted. I believe we have 
that now. The police can get an order to open 
your lock box at the bank. " 

" You had Chandler hidden in the chest to 
listen ? Was that it ? "  

" To listen and record. There's a dictaphone 
in there, too. That's why I wanted you to keep 
away from the window. I was afraid you'd 
trip on the wires. But your type of mind has 
to j ump at its own sneaking conclusions. " 

Then my senses returned and I realized 
they didn't have anything that would hurt me. 
It had been Martha that killed Avery Chan
dler-not me. 

" Suppose you untie me, Bill, and stop being 
dramatic. I haven't killed anybody. " 

"Just sit still, Julien. Martha's due home 
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any minute. She wired that she'd be here on 
the late train instead of two o'clock and asked 
especially that I have you wait for her ."  

Tom Chandler went to the phone and called 
the police. " We're ready now," he said. The 
two plain-clothes men got there j ust before 
Martha's cab drew up. 

She came in with a big smile, telling the 
taxi driver to be careful with her bag. 

" Greetings ! "  she called gaily. " I'm home 
at last. " 

I believe she was talking to the house and all 
the things she owned. 

" We have company," said Bill in a grim 
voice. 

She saw Tom Chandler then and turned as 
white as a funeral lily. 

" What's the meaning of this ? "  she demand
ed. " Bill, you know I can't stand drinking 
parties, all those bottles, and what is Julien 
tied up for ?" 

"Julien has a key that we'd like to have," 
said Bill quietly. 

Tom walked over to the chest and turned on 
the record for the detectives. He spoke to 
Martha for the first time. " I  believe this will 
interest you, too. " 

When it was over, she gave me a look of 
hatred. 

" Your lock-box key . . . ? " said one of the 
detectives. 

"In my wallet, " I told him. 
He got it out of my pocket and Martha 

watched him tossing it in his palm. 
" Shall we go ? "  he asked her. 
" Never mind," she said. " I  know what 

you'll find because I've paid a lot of money to 

keep it hidden. Sure, I killed A very Chandler I 
But my brother helped me plan it. I believe you 
ought to take him along, too. " 

She flashed me a look of contempt and I felt 
a new crawling fear inside of me. I hadn't 
helped her ! I'd found that eye-dropper by ac
cident and guessed the rest. And now she was 
going to name me as an accessory I 

" That's a lie, officer I "  I had just been un
tied. 

" Come along, " he said in that same bored, 
quiet voice. , 

J got panicky then and tried to bolt, but Bill 
tripped me. The detective 3andcuffed my wrist 
to Martha's. 

In the car, on the way to headquarters, I 
hissed in her ear : " You fool ! You didn't need 
tO confess. There isn't any evidence in my box 
at the bank I Look at the mess you've got us 
into. " 

" No evidence, Julien ? "  Her voice was 
shaking. " You told me you had the eye
dropper . . .  " 

" \Nell, J don't have it, " I told her. " I  found 
the thing that day and threw it into a sewer. I 
was j ust protecting you at first. It didn't oc
cur to me until later that it was worth money." 

" So all this time I've been paying you, 
there was no evidence ? " 

" No evidence, " I said. " But you couldn't 
wait to confess ! You were j ust too anxious to 
get even with me !" 

Her laughter was high-pitched and eerie. I 
wondered if she was going to put on an act and 
plead insanity, or if she really was crazy. 

Personally, I didn't care much. At the mo
ment, I wasn't feeling any too bright myself. 

The Long and Short of Murder 
I knew something was up when Joe Frazoni's Number One muscle

man wanted me for hiJ bodyguard, but the fee wali so fat I took it. 
Right off, Frazoni showed up with a blood-etched cravat, and from 
then on in, a mad midget named Claude, his giant bird-and 1-were 
certainly meant for mayhem's meat! Don't miss . D. L. Champion's 
thrilling new novel. . . .  In the next issue . . . .  

"Dear Butch, 
"My 9th wife is driving me nuts already, and it's only been a month. 

Is that about my record? 
"Please change your mind and handle the divorce for me, will you? 

I think this babe is trying to poison me-" You'll want to finish this 
thrill-packed novel of mystery and murder, 

America's Most Unusual Detective Magazine CTazy to Kill, by Earl Peirce. · · · 

DETECTIVE 
• TAL.S 1 sc 

You'll find other red-hot crime novelettes 
and short stories by your favorite detective
fiction authors in the big January issue-on 
sale at your newsstand November 27th! 



Thrilling Novelette of Menace and Murder 

M O D E L  
CHAPTER ONE 

You've Made Your Bed • • •  

EVEN with the housing shortage making 
for screwy deals, Sam Drake had not 
expected to receive a body with his 

purchase. 
No one had expected Sam to buy a house. 

He was not the type you associate with care
fully tended yards, neat flower beds, and low, 
white picket fences. 

He had spent most of his thirty years in 
hotel rooms and apartments. He'd eaten in 
restaurants, and home meant only a place 
where he went to sleep. But as Mary Carmen, 
his office girl pointed out, a place to sleep was 
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He seized the yellow spread 
and jerked it back, then 

stopped, paralyzed. • • • 

I N  T H E 
By 

W. T. BALLARD 



" 

She was a periectly 
formed d e p a r tmeat 

st ore  dummy • 

That pastiche model in a bachelor's bed 
looked funny as hell, till the mannequin 

foiled over-and the corpse rolkd out! 

• 

• 

·a place to sleep now days, so, he bought the 
house. 

" \Veil squire," said Mary Carmen. " You 
are now settled down. You can raise rabbits 
and chickens, and pick bugs off your tomato 
plants and lie to the neighbors about the size 
and color of your roses. You are on the path 
to becoming a duJI and substantial citizen. " 

Sam Drake grinned. He was almost six 
feet, solid without being chunky. H is hair 
was black, so were his eyes. 

"Yakitty, yakitty, yak. Your mouth runs, 
darling. Use the dust mop and not the tongue 
and you'IJ get the floor cleaner. The guests 
will be arriving and they'll have to have a 
place to sit ."  

She sighed, and finished cleaning the Jiving 
room. " My mother told me I'd meet men like · 
you, but I didn't believe it. Of all the screwy 

ideas you've cocked up, this deal of giving a 
house warming party for all the shady charac
ters you know, and giving it without a stick 
of furniture. . . .  " 

" Didn't I tell you," he said. " That's the 
deal. They come to the party and they bring 
some furniture. What with the price of ta
bles and chairs nowdays, the party should 
pay off but big. " 

The guests started to arrive almost at once. 
First was a Greek restaurant man who pre
sented Sam with a slightly used steam table. 
A Chinaman brought a flat iron, a dentist a 
used studio couch. A billiard table with 
chipped slates was carted in by sections. After 
that it rained household goods. 

' 

" \Ve shouldn't be detectives, " Mary Car
men thought bitterly. " We should be in the 
used furniture business. Everyone in town is 
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getting rid of his worthless j unk on Sam." 
But she had seen nothing yet. At seven, 

Lowell Young appeared. Young was a lawyer 
who served as business manager for a number 
of Hollywood stars. Behind him marched two 
dray men, carrying a box spring. They went 
back to the truck for the rest of the bed which 
they set up and made. Young barred everyone 
from the bedroom until everything was set, 
then summoned them. 

When the guests trooped in, the room was 
complete with a night stand, a chest of 
drawers, a chair and the bed. The bed was 
made. A yellow spread covered it and be
neath the spread, her face turned away from 
the door, lay a blonde, snuggled down in ap
parent comfort, only her yellow curls showing. 

The l ight was not good and Mary Carmen 
gasped angrily. Young laughed in delight. 
He jerked back the spread and exposed the 
blonde. She was perfectly bare, perfectly 
formed-a department store dummy. 

The guests left her there and moved to the 
kitchen, but every new arrival was ushered 
to the bedroom and introduced to the blonde. 
Over a hundred people came, rangiog up and 
down the social scale from a police j udge to 
Shorty Emmerson. 

Emmerson was no friend of Drake's. He 
was no friend of anyone. It was rumored that 
he did not even like himself. He ran hand
books all over town and sold racing informa
tion to lessor bookies. They bought from him 
or else, a little guy with a big head and an 
ugly face. If there was a racket he hadn't 
r�d  his finger in, Drake didn't know what it 
was. 

J.l-lary Carmen was certain she hadn't in
vited him. Sam couldn't remem1>er. He was 
always vague about such things, but Shorty 
arrived, bringing his bodyguard and a slot 
machine. " It's nice to have around," he told 
Sam. " It only pays five nickles for every 
hundred it takes in. You can make expenses 
any time you have guests. " 

Sam nodded. The party was getting a little 
out of hand. He and Mary shooed the guests 
to the big cellar. "At least," she pointed out. 
"They can't tear down the concrete walls. " 

Sam wasn't certain. He'd grown discour
aged. Already he'd caught a couple of pick
pockets making traveling money in the crowd. 

"We'll amuse them," said Mary. " We'll 
play games." She organized a sack race, ap
pointing herself starter. " Shorty can make 
book on the result. Come on you cellar ath
letes, get into your sacks. "  

A dozen volunteered. Mary lined them up. 
"One for the money, two for the show. Three 
to get ready, and four to go. 

"One • • •  " 
The race was on. Lowell Young came in 

ahead. His legs were so long the sack barely 

reached his knees. Shorty Emmerson claime<l 
a foul, but there were no stewards to rule on 
the claim. 

· 

After that, the party got entirely out of 
hand and Mary gave up and went home, leav
ing Sam to run things the best way he could. 
He never knew how the fight started. One 
minute everything was merely noisy, the next 
guests were flying through windows and bust
ing against walls. 

They were in the living room by now and he 
sat on the hall stairs and let them fight. He 
was a very peaceful guy when he wasn't get
t ing paid for trouble. After a while sirens 
made noise and the fight ended abruptly. Most 
of Sam's guests were not fond of the police. 

THE radio prowl car men were young. Aft-
er they served a few years they would be

hardened to such scenes, but at the moment 
the total wreck of the house stu nned them. 

Sam had not moved from his !'lace on the 
staits. Sadly he eyed the slot machine. Some
one had knocked it from the table and one of 
its corners had gone through the floor. 

He rose, muttering. " My mother always 
warned me never to own anything." Then he 
turned to greet the police. 

They weren't helpful. They wandered about, 
viewing the wreckage, and finally reached the 
bedroom. The younger officer jumped when 
he saw the blonde in the bed. " Hey, I'm 
sorry, I didn't realize . . .  " 

" It's all right," said Sam. He was discour
aged and sleepy. He chuckled hollowly. " She's 
a phoney too, just a dummy, look. " He seized 
the yellow spread and jerked it back, then 
stopped, paralyzed. 

The dummy had disappeared. In her place 
lay Shorty Emmerson, his face turned away 
from them, the dummy's yellow wig pasted 
on his bald head. He was dead. Someone had 
poked a knife in his ribs. 

Sam Drake didn't bother to answer ques
tions until Conelston got there. He knew that 
the radio men weren't important. Conelston 
was. He was the head of the homicide squad. 

He came in, tall and thin, dressed in fu
nereal black, his suit hanging loosely from 
his bony shoulders, his hands looking big and 
claw-like at the end of his bony wrists. 

" So, this is the way you entertain, Sam ? 
I'm glad I was too busy to make your party. " 

Sam Drake grunted. He was sober now, 
and very low. He stood watching the cor
oner's man examine the body, wishing he had 
never bought the house, never given the 
party. "You know I didn't kill him, Bert. " 

" How do I know that ? "  said Conelston. 
"You've gotten away with everything but 
murder for years, and some people believe 
that you've gotten away with that. " 

Drake looked injured. " Crack wise, go 
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ahead, get a laugh for yourself. " His active 
mind was considering the possibilities. He 
cared nothing about Shorty Emmerson or the 
man's death. He doubted that anyone cared. 
But he wished the bookmaker had chosen a 
d ifferent bed to get knifed in. 

A private detective lived by publicity. Pub
licity brought business into the office, but 
there were different kinds of publicity and 
this was the wrong kind. Sam had a good, 
solid business. He had two big banks as cli
ents, and half a dozen insurance companies. 
He didn't touch divorces, or the crummy two
bit stuff which rode along the edge of the 
law. He was strictly on the level. 

Conelston was looking around the wrecked 
house. " I'm surprised you invited the heel to 
your blowout. I've been hearing along the 
Boulevard that you and Emmerson were at 
each other's throats. " . 

" Not quite that bad. " Sarn Drake passed 
a tired hand across his eyes. He felt he was 
living in a nightmare and he didn't like it. 

" I  heard different. " Conelston didn't · raise 
his voice but his level tone carried impact. " I  
heard he welshed on a bet and you were out 
to make him pay." 

Drake considered, trying to decide how 
much to tell. He'd known Conelston for years 
and he wasn't deceived by the ease of the 
homicide man's manner. He respected Conel
ston's brain, but you couldn't like the man. He 
inspired all the emotion of a cold fish. 

" It was this way, " said Drake, deciding to 
come clean. "A big shot at one of the studios 
made a sizable bet with Emmerson. After the 
horse won, this big shot looked for his ticket 
and couldn't find it. The ticket had heen lifted 
from his home. He tried to collect, and Em
merson laughed at him, saying he knew noth
ing about the bet. So, this big shot went to 
Lowell Young, the lawyer, and Lowell came 
to me. 

"Legally they couldn't do a damn thing, but 
Lowell offered me five bills if I'd go to Em
merson and talk to him. I did. I pointed out 
to Shorty that most of his heavy play came 
from the studios and that if it got noised 
around town that he'd welshed on a bet, his 
play would fall off. I told him he'd better pay 
up and charge it to advertising. 

" We were in Shorty's office, out at the 
Corn Club. You know, the joint he runs on 
the Strip. Shorty got nasty. He said it was 
a holdup, that there had never been such a 
bet, and that he didn't know I went in for 
blackmail. 

"I got sore. No punk l ike Shorty was go
ing to call me a blackmailer and get away 
with it. I went across the desk after him. 
I'd have heaved him through the wall if his · 
bodyguard Pedro Gomez hadn't put the iron 
on me and flushed me out of the joint." 

" That isn't the way I heard it," Conel
ston wasn't impressed. " I  heard you were 
both around town, calling each other names." 

NOT me, " said Sam Drake. "I don't know 
who peeped. I never mentioned it to a 

soul, and Shorty shouldn't have. I don't get 
the angle. " 

It was obvious that Conelston didn't get it 
either. " So who was this movie big shot who 
made the bet ?" 

" I  don't know." 
Conelston stared at him. The bony man 

s.eemed to swell a little with rage. " What 
kind of a deal are you trying to hand me ? "  

" No deal, " said Drake. " I  don't know. 
Lowell Young didn't tell me. He said he 
didn't want his client's name kicked around. 
He said there was no need to use the name, 
that Shorty would know who I was talking 
about. " 

Conelston considered him. He said, slowly, 
"You're either a sucker, or the damnedest 
lia:r I've met. I never heard you were a sucker. 
Come on, let's ride downtown. " 

Sam Drake's office had once belonged to a 
movie agent. It had white panelling and a 
beige rug. Sam always felt that he should 
clean hi.s shoes before stepping on it. At the 
moment he felt as if he should have had a 
bath. He'd spent the latter hatf of the night 
in jail. 

Mary Carmen was at her desk, separated 
from the reception room by a little glass panel. ?be raised her eyebrows as her employer came 
m. 

" I  thought you were already in the electric 
chair. " 

" I  was, '' said Sam. " The current failed. 
Conelston decided I was too tough to burn." 
He started for his own office but M.ary stopped 
him. 

"You'ye got a visitor." 
" Reporter ? " 
" This is something special. It looks like 

a Powers model, with curves. " She gaYe a 
wolf whistle. "You get around. I put her in 
the private office. " 

Sam said something unkind and moved to 
his own door. The girl beside his desk was 
very blonde. Her skin was very light and 
very clear. The eyes were dark pools. They 
made the effect stunning without help from 
the clothes, which were extra in themselves, 
a powder blue outfit that Adrian might have 
dreamed up. 

" \Veil . "  he said, " Well ,"  and ran the heel 
of his hand across the unshaven chin. " I'm 
dreaming. " 

The girl beside the desk turned and gave 
him a slow, steady look. It was like turning 
on a cyclotron. It dissolved his atoms one by 
one. 
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"Turn it off, " he said. " You're wasting 
your dynamite on an old guy like me. " 

Her smile was slow and sultry. " You car
ry )"'Ur age well, Mr. Drake. " 

" I  take vitamins," he said. " What can I 
do for you ? "  

" I'm Sally Emmerson," she said. " Shorty's 
daughter. " 

He'd been about to sit down. He paused, 
halfway, then dropped heavily into the cush
ioned seat. " Say that again. " 

She repeated the words. " What's so sur
prising about that ? "  

H e  didn't tell her. He couldn't say that 
he was surprised that a human louse like 
Shorty could have a daughter like her. You 
didn't say such things, not when her father 
had been dead less than twelve hours. 

" I  didn't know Shorty had a daughter. " 
"You know it now." 
He looked at her. Certainly she didn't 

sound friendly. He wondered what she had 
come for. He didn't wait long to find out. 

" I'm not wasting tears on Shorty," she 
said. " He pushed my mother around, and he 
wasn't exactly the model father as far as I'm 
concerned, but I don't see any reason to let 
you get away with it either. " 

" With what ? "  
" With the ten grand. " 
He leaned forward slowly. "Look, sweet

heart. I don't get this. I never saw you be
fore and until a couple of moments ago I had 
no idea that friend Shorty had a daughter. 
Now you come in here and give me the busi
ness about ten grand. Let's start all over. 
Let's take it slow and easy and not get ex-
cited. " _ 

" I  never get excited, " she said, flatly, and 
he believed her. She looked cool, and calm, 
and a little dangerous. But mostly she was 
beautiful, so beaut iful that it hurt to look 
at her. 

" All right, "  he said. " You aren't excited. 
Neither of us is excited, but I still don't 

· get the angle. In fact I don't get any of it. " 
She considered him with her dark eyes. " I  

understood you were shrewd and hard. Well, 
I can be hard too. I'll give you the full story. 
My Dad was about broke when he died. Oh, 
I don't mean he was out on the corner col
lecting pennies, but he'd been in the big dough 
and he wasn't in the big dough any longer. 
The Corn Club cost him plenty and it never 
paid out. He backed a place in Vegas, and his 
partners crossed him. Then you came around 
last week to put the finger on him for ten 
grand . "  

" Which h e  owed, " said Sam Drake. 
The girl shrugged. " I  don't know anything 

about that. He claimed he didn't owe it, but 
last night after the call from you he decided 
to pay off." 

"The call from me ?" Sam was puzzled. "I 
didn't call him." 

Her eyes which had been merely warm 
blazed suddenly. " I  can stand anything but 
a liar, " she said between her teeth. " Don't 
try to lie to me, Mr. Drake. I was in my 
father's office yesterday afternoon at four
fifty when you called. I was j ust looking at 
my watch to see if I had time to keep an ap
pointment when the phone rang. 

CHAPTER TWO 

The Time Has Come 

I HEARD him say, 'Yes, Sam. Yeah . • •  

the hell I will.' Then he listened for a 
while and finally hung up. His face was very 
white, his eyes strained as if he'd seen a 
ghost. I thought he was sick, in fact he was 
sick. I got him a glass of water but he waved 
me away, then he rang for Gomez and told 
Pedro to get all the money from the safe. 

" 'We're going to have to pay off that 
blackmailer Drake,' he said. 'He j ust called. 
We're to come to his housewarming party and 
we'd better bring ten grand or else.' " · 

Sam Drake stared at her. · If she was mak
ing this up she was doing a good job. 

" So ? "  
" So they came t o  your party. " Her voice 

was very low now but it vibrated with anger. 
" You took the ten thousand and you killed 
my father. " 

" Now wait . . .  " 
She held up a hand. " I've been talking to 

the D.A. all morning. He told me that they 
couldn't hold you, that there were a thousand 
people in Hollywood who had better reason to 
wish Shorty dead than you had. I didn't give 
him the motive, but I will . "  

" So, now I have a motive ? " 
She nodded. " The best in the world. You 

collected ten thousand doltars . from my father. 
You were supposed to be collecting for a man 
who won it on a horse race. But only my 
father knew that you had collected, so, if he 
were dead, you could pocket the money your
self and no one would ever be the wiser." 

" I'm a smart boy, " said Sam Drake. "I  
didn't realize how smart I am. " 

Her anger flashed up. " I  should kill you. 
I should turn you over to the police, but I 
need that ten thousand. I've got to have it." 
Her voice broke a little. " I 'll give you one 
last chance. Hand it over and I won't tell the 
police ."  

"No," said Sam Drake. He saw no need of 
arguing with her. She wouldn't believe him 
anyhow. 

" All right, " she said. " I  gave you your 
chance. " There was a gun in her hand, squat 
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and wicked looking. " We'll try it this way. 
I count five, then I shoot. "  

Sam Drake got a funny cold feeling along 
his spine. Something about this girl told him 
that she wasn't kidding, that she never kidded. 

He looked at the gun, at her, " one," she 
said, steady and confident. " Two . . .  " 

"All right, " said Sam. He felt very t ired, 
as if he were replaying the second act of a 
show he had played before. "You win. The 
money's in the safe." He rose and crossed to 
the small wall safe. As he turned he caught 
a glimpse of Sally Emmerson's face. He saw 
contempt in her dark eyes. He paused before 
the safe and twirled the dial, pulling the door 
open. There was a thick envelope at the right. 
He · picked it up, twisted. The girl still sat 
beside his desk, the gun held rigid. 

" Here, catch. "  He flipped the envelope di
rectly at her. 

She put up her free hand. It kept the en
velope from striking her face, but she failed 
to catch it. It fell, striking her wrist, knock
ing the gun down. 

Sam Drake jumped. For a big man he could 
move fast when he chose and he chose now. 
He was on top of her, wrenching the gun free 
before she knew what had happened. He 
tossed it across the desk so that it landed in 
the leather cushion of the desk chair, then he 
caught up the blonde, reversed her in the air, 
spread her across his knees and spanked her 
thoroughly. 

Not until the stinging of his palm told him 
that she was really spanked did he stop. Then 
be set her on her feet and grinned sourly. 

" Tell that to the cops, sweetness, along 
with the pipe dream about that ten grand." 
He stooped and caught up the envelope from 
the floor. She watched with angry eyes. 

" What's in that ?" 
· " My insurance policies. I 'm worth ten 

grand dead, it says here. " 
Her voice was biting. •• I hope the com

panies have to pay off on them, soon. Will 
they have to pay when the state burns you 
in the electric chair ? "  

" A  nice point," h e  conceded, "but don't 
let that worry you. Here's Conelston's phone 
number. You want to call him from here or 
wait until you get outside ? "  

She didn't answer. She slammed the door 
on the way out. 

pEDRO GOMEZ came into Sam Drake's 
office as if he were walking on eggs. Even 

Drake, who did not like him had to admit 
Gomez was handsome. The Spaniard had ap
peared in Hollywood some eight years before 
with pretensions as an actor. His acting had 
not been good and he finally went to work for 
Shorty Emmerson as a collector, then a body
guard. He was reputed to be dangerous and 

the whispers said that he'd killed at least two 
men who had refused to pay their gambling 
losses. 

He'd been arrested, but nothing had ever 
been proved. Somewhere, a long time ago he 
had been marked by a knife. It had left a 
long, thin white scar across the bulging curve 
of his left cheek. This scar showed up now 
against the dark olive of his handsome skin. 

" Mr. Drake," he said, softly with his slight 
hissing accent. " I have come to warn you." 

Sam Drake was beginning to feel the need 
of sleep and his temper was short. " Save the 
warning, " he said. " Everyone has spent the 
whole day warning me or asking questions, or 
both. I'm t ired of it. My office is on the sec
ond floor as you know and it would give me 
great pleasure to throw you into the street." 

Angry red stained Gomez' cheeks and he 
controlled himself with obvious effort. " No 
one talks that way to Gomez,"  he snarled. 

" I  do, "  said Drake. " I  don't like you. Your 
hair oil is stinking up the office. " 

The Spaniard's hand moved instinctively 
toward the back of his neck and Drake's eyes 
narrowed. He'd come up against knife men 
before. It was something to remember. 
Gomez stopped the motion half way and let 
his anger clrop born him as if it were a cloak. 

" Why should we quarrel, Senor ? "  
"You're making the quarrel, "  Sam Drake 

said. " The easiest way to keep from fighting 
with me is to stay out of my way. " 

" But yes," said Gomez. " I  will be delight
ed. Merely give to me the ten thousand, and 
I can promise you that Gomez will make you 
no more trouble. "  

" So, you're going t o  sing that song too. 
I told Miss Emmerson I didn't have it." 

"Ah, that girl." Gomez made motions with 
his hands. " Women are all alike. They go 
off without considering. Me, I think of each 
angle. I put myself in your place. I say. 
'Gomez, how can he give up the ten thousand 
without admitting that he is the slayer of my 
patron, Emmerson ?' So I say, 'I will go to 
Mr. Drake. I will explain that there are no 
bad feelings, that Emmerson was not a nice 
man and that even his daughter is not too sad 
because he has died.' I explain all this, and 
then I say, 'We will not go to the police if 
we find ten thousand, say beside the steps of 
the library. " 

" Get out. " 
The Spaniard shrugged. "You will be sor

ry. "  He promised, "oh, so sorry. " He went 
out, but he didn't slam the door. He shut it 
v�ry quietly indeed. 

Mary Carmen came into Drake's office and 
looked her employer over thoughtfully. She : 

· was a small girl with nice, fair hair and sol
emn gray eyes. She looked mousy, but Drake 
knew this was only a kind of front that she 
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put on around the office to avoid trouble. 
" Your clients have active hands, " she had 

once said, "and they all have ideas. The more 
I look like a mud fence, the easier it is to fend 
them off." 

Outside the office it was different. Drake 
had taken her dancing a couple of times. Then 
she looked l ike a million dollars with a dipper 
of ice cream on top. 

" Sucker, " she said. 
"You've been listening on the interphone 

again," he accused. 
" What did you expect to do, with that 

blonde in the office ? I was afraid she'd set 
the furniture afire. " 

" It smoked a little," he admitted. 
" So now they've gone to the cops," she 

said. "That's all the police wanted, a n ice 
motive. First you have a battle with Shorty, 
then he gets knifed at your party, and then 
there is the missing ten grand. " 

" N ice, huh ? Start ducking, Junior. Here 
comes a frame. " 

"You think so, " she mocked. 
"Why should anyone want to frame me. 

Everyone in town loves me like a brother. "  
" Don't ask me, " she said, "but you'd better 

start covering your tracks. Call up that law
yer and find out who the mysterious big shot 
was that made the bet with Emmerson. " 

He looked at her, sharply. " You know, 
Cuddles, sometimes you have a germ of an 
idea. " 

" I 've got the only brains in this office," she 
assured him, " and don't call me Cuddles. I 
hate it. " 

" Okay, beautiful. "  He reached for the 
phone and called Lowell Young. While he 
waited for the lawyer to answer the girl said, 

" What I don't understand is Conelston. If 
he had anything on you, he'd arrest you. " 

SAM DRAKE shook his head. " There's 
where you're wrong. Conelston is smart 

for all he looks like an undertaker. He knows 
I've got a good business here and that I'm 
not going to run out. He's letting me play 
around and watching every move I make." 

" How can he watch you ? "  
Drake shrugged. " Don't ask me, just take 

my word that Conelston can repeat everything 
that's been said in this office. That shamus 
has second sight. " 

He got his connection and spoke to Lowell 
Young into the phone. " Hi, shyster. The 
time has come for you and me to have a talk. " 

" Look," said Young. " This is my busy 
day. I've got two briefs to get ready and an 
old dame with twelve million coming in to 
have a will drawn and . . .  " 

" And I've got a murder rap riding a couple 
of inches away from my shoulder. " Drake's 
voice held no humor. " You'd better get oyer 

here, and but quick. " He replaced the phone 
and looked at Mary Carmen. 

" You know, sweetheart, there's some
thing strange and very stinking here." 

She said, " What ? "  dutifully. 
" That guy Yow1g. He's a big shot. He's 

the kind of monkey that should tell me to dash 
over there if I want to see him. But does he ? 
He does not. He's coming over here like an 
office boy. " 

She gave him a long look. " What's it 
mean ? "  

" I  don't know. " H e  rose from his chair 
and took a turn of the office, then went back 
and sat down. " Send him in as soon as he 
arrives. " 

Lowell Young arrived in ten minutes. He 
was about forty, a big, bluff, hearty man with 
a quick handshake and a ready pat on the back. 
Sam Drake always felt that he should be 
running for some kind of office. 

" What's this," he said. " What's all the 
excitement ? "  

Drake told him. " I  should cut your throat. 
If it hadn't been for you I'd never have gotten 
in this mess in the first place, and if you 
hadn't brought that bed and the dummy to 
the party, they wouldn't have had a place to 
park Shorty's body. " 

" Now wait, you can't blame all that on me. " 
Drake leaned forward, his face hardening. 

" I 'm not blaming you, Lowell. I know you 
serve as business manager for a lot of stars, 
and as such you can't talk about their affairs. 
But I'm going to find out which one made the 
bet with Shorty if I have to take a list of your 
clients and talk to them one by one. " 

The lawyer wet his lips. "That would ruin 
me. " 

" I'm damned near ruined myself, " said 
Drake, " and between the two of us, I'd rather 
it was you that caught it in · the neck. Who 
was it you made the bet for ? "  

Young still hesitated, then seemed t o  come 
to a decision. " I  made the bet for Shorty's 
daughter . . .  " 

" You what ? "  
The lawyer nodded. "You see, Shorty and 

his wife are divorced. The woman is in seri
ous trouble. She needs an operation badly, 
and Sally has been trying to get the money 
from her father. I offered to give it to her, 
or lend it to her, but she didn't want it that 
way. 

" She suggested the bet. She said that her 
father often got good information on the 
races and that she'd get Pedro Gomez to give 
her a tip on a hot horse, that then I should 
call up and make the bet as if it were for one 
of my clients . . .  " 

" Of all the screwy deals. " Drake swore. 
" What if the horse had lost ? " 

Young said, "It was screwy, but it never 
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dawned on Sally that the horse could lose. 
She doesn't know much about races, she thinks 
that they're all fixed. " 

" Go on," said Drake. 
The lawyer shrugged. " That's all. We 

made the bet. The horse won and Shorty 
failed to pay off. I called Emmerson and he 
laughed at me. The way I get -it, he was 
nearly broke. So, I called you in. You're tough. 
I'm not. I figured you could scare him into 
paying off. " 

" I  didn't," said Drake, " But someone did. 
Shorty got a phone call from someone yester
day afternoon. It was supposed to have been 
from me, someone using my name. Whoever 
it was threatened Shorty. They apparently 
knew something about him. They told Shorty 
to come to my party with the ten grand or 
else. Did you make that call ? "  

Young was surprised. " Of course not. 
It's the first I've heard of it. " 

" Someone made it ,"  said Drake. " That 
someone is the murderer. He spotted Shorty 
at my house. He got the money from his 
pocket and killed the man. " 

" Not me, " said Young, and rose. " I've 
told you everything I know. " 

Mary Carmen spoke from her little nitch. 
"Nice going. He told you nothing at all. " 

" He told me a Jot, " Drake chuckled. " That's 
the screwiest thing I ever heard. " 

" You believe everything you hear. " 
He growled at her. " Go home. It's al

most fiive. Tomorrow you can look for an
other job. " 

" I  like it here. " 
" Get out. You're fired. You annoy me. " 

CHAPTER THREE 

If the Frame Fits 

WHY does she ? "  Conelston had opened 
the hall doorway and slipped into the 

office so quietly that neither of them had 
noticed him. He stood against the cream 
wall, looking l ike a black exclamation point. 

Drake turned slowly. His face showed no 
pleasure. " What are you doing here ? "  

" Looking for ten thousand dollars. " 
" Oh, " said Drake. " So now our cops are 

turning honest, they come right out and re
quest bribes. You heard him, sweet. You can 
,be a witness. We'll have him up on charges. " 

" You're not very funny," said Mary. " If 
you weren't so busy making wise cracks, 
Conelston might help you."  

" Sure , "  said Drake. " Mama's little helper. 
Look at him. Did you ever see a vulture 
walking around in pants before ? " 

Conelston didn't seem to hear. " Let's take 
a look in your office. " 

"You mean you expect to find Shorty's · 

ten grand in there ? " 

" Let's take a look. " 
Sam Drake stopped arguing. There was 

something here which he did not like. He 
led the way into the private office, moved 
around the desk and sat down. As he did 
so he noticed Sally Emmerson's gun. It lay 
on the corner of his desk, partly shielded by 
a stack of papers. He waited for Connels
ton to notice it. He meant to have a little 
fun. The man could take the gun and trace 
it. 

But Conelston never approached the desk. 
He stopped just inside the door, looking 
around, his eyes centering finally on the wall 
safe. 

" M ind if I take a look ? "  
Drake said, " You've forgotten to show your 

warrant. " 
" I  can phone down and get one. Only thing, 

it will make us both late for dinner. " 
"Go ahead and look, look under the carpet 

too, look in my hollow tooth. I usually keep 
ten grand there, just for lam money. " 

Conelston moved to the safe. He started 
to remove things, laying them carefully on 
a chair. He pulled out one envelope, looked 
inside, then at Drake. 

Sam had been watching. He couldn't see 
the envelope, but he could see Conelston's 
face and l1is stomach muscles tightened. 

Conelston opened the envelope, then said 
in a quiet voice, " Do you always keep ten 
grand in your safe, Sam ? "  

Drake never moved. " I  keep m y  dough 
in my pants pocket." 

" There's ten grand here. I wonder if some 
of it will check with the numbers of Shorty's 
bills. You see, the ten grand he took to your 
party last night came from the Corn Club. 
They've got a careful bookeeper there. He 
noticed the bills numbers before he gave 
them to Shorty. This looks like quite the 
business." 

Drake's mouth had a dry metalic taste that 
wasn't put there by the drinking of the night 
before. " A  beautiful frame. " He said, and 
he was speaking more to himself than he was 
to Conelston. 

" Every crook in the business yells frame, " 
said Conelston. " I  thought you had more 
sense." 

"You don't even know me, " said Sam Drake, 
and he p icked up Sally Emmerson's gun from 
beneath the pile of papers. 

Conelston looked at the gun. He watched 
Drake come to his feet. " Now, you are being 
a fool ."  

" Sure," said Drake. " I'm a sucker. 
Everyone I know has called me that in the last 
twenty-four hours. " 

" Put it down , "  said Conelston. " Come 
along with me. Get yourself a smart lawyer 
and • • •  " 
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"And sit around a cell, sweating it out 
while you boys wire up the chair ·to bum me. 
Look, Conelston, you cops are human. You 
don't solve crimes for the fun of the thing. 
You solve them because it's your job. Well. 
you get a guy that the D.A. will bring to 
trial, and then you sit back on your rear and 
wait for some other poor jerk to get mur
derer. With me in a cell, you'll stop looking, 
but this isn't going to work that way be
cause I'm not going to be in a cell. I'm tired 
of playing nice and civilized. I'm going to 
get out and have some fun. Keep your bands 
up, fasten them to the back of your neck and 
turn around. " 

He advanced carefully and got Conelston's 
gun. " I'm going to lock you in that closet. you can batter your fists or your head, beat
mg down the door, or you can wait fifteen 
minutes. I'll take my office girl with me. She 
islf't in this and I'll send her back from the 
corner. By the time she releases you, I'll have 
the start I need." 

you'RE not a sucker, you're a damn fool," 
said Mary Carmen. She was very angry 

and a little disgusted. "You've put yourself 
right in the middle. " 

" Someone put me in the tniddle," Sam 
Drake said. They were walking down the 

street toward the parking lot. " Someone 
who was in my office today slipped that money 
into my safe. " 

" Who was it ? Gomez, the girl • •  , ? 
" Or Lowell Young. He was in there too, 

remember. " 
" So was I," she reminded him. 
" Did you, darling ? "  
" Certainly. I always wanted to work for 

a murderer. I couldn't find any other way." 
They reached his car and he slid under the 

wheel. "Go on back and let Conelston out 

of that closet. I'd hate for the poor guy to 
miss his dinner. He's too thin as it is." 

" To hell with him. I'm going with you." 
" Oh no, you've been seeing movies. I'm 

not the kind of a private eye that lets my 
secretary pull me out of jackpots. " He 
pushed her away from the car and trod on 
the starter. 

" But Sam," she wailed. " How can I 
get in touch with you when I solve the mur-
der ?" , 

" Put it on the radio, " he said and let the 
clutch in. He drove across La Brea, not 
going anywhere in particular, trying to think. 
Someone had put the money in his safe. 
Who ? 

There had been three people connected with 
the case in his office that day. Sally Emmer
son, Pedro Gomez, and Lowell Young. He 
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tried to recall which of them had been close 
to the safe door. He'd unlocked it on the 
girl's orders. That seemed to implicate her, 
but it had stayed unlocked for the rest of the 
day. 

And the bet. He couldn't get the bet out 
of his mind, and the fact that Emmerson had 
welshed on the payment. 

Not that Shorty wouldn't welsh on a bet 
if he could do so without hurting himself, 
but a gambler as smart as Emmerson would 
have had to realize that if he failed to pay off, 
he'd lose his reputation and therefore 
customers. 

Drake pulled his car to the curb before a 
drug store, went in and to the phone booth. 
He looked up the number of the Corn Club 
in the directory, dropped his nickel and spun 
the dial. A girl's voice answered and he 
said, " This is Mr. Steward of San Francisco. 
I just got into town and heard of Shorty's 
death. I'm trying to reach his. daughter, 
Sally. I'm an old friend." 

The girl never questioned him. She gave 
the phone number. He called a friend who 
owned an automobile agency and a criss
cross. 

" Look, Steve. Ive got a 
·
name and a phone 

number. I want the street address. Can 
do ? "  

The friend said " Can do, " and Drake gave 
him Sallr's name and number. 

" It's in Boy�e Canyon, "  said the friend 
after checking. " 1 810. Know where Boyce 
is ? It runs off Sunset. " 

" I  know," said Drake and thanked him. 
After placing two other phone calls, he went 
back and climbed into his car. 

He started the motor and drove carefully. 
The last thing he wanted was to be involved 
in a traffic accident. They must have him on 
the radio already. He couldn't tune in be
cause his car set wasn't working, but he 
could almost word the call. 

"Attention all cars, all cars. Watch out 
for Sam Drake, thirty, private detective, six 
feet one inch, dark hair, dark blue eyes, 
tanned, about one-ninety. This man is 
wanted in connection with the murder of 
Shorty Emmerson. He is  probably driving 
a Ford coupe, license . . .  " 

Sam passed a prowl car. It seemed to him 
that the two cops turned to look at him. He 
couldn't be certain. Unconsciously his foot 
pressed a l ittle harder on the accelerator and 
the small car gathered speed. He turned into 
the first side street and watched the rear view 
mirror. Nothing turned in behind him and 
he breathed deeply. 

"I'm getting the willies," he thought. " Me, 
old case-hardened Sam. I'm sweating this 
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out like an eighteen year old on his first case. 
I'm nuts. " He laughed, but the sound was 
hollow, even in his own ears. 

He drove faster now, keeping to the back 
streets all through Beverly and coming into 
Sunset at- the curve west of the hotel. 

Boyce canyon was paved but narrow. It 
ran through a cut in the hills with banks 
rising steeply on either side. It was damp 
at the bottom, water oozing from little 
springs and making wet patches on the worn 
macadam. 

He thought, this is the way this eountry 
was before the war, quiet and restful. 

The houses were set far up the banks on 
either side. Most of them were so obscured by 
live oaks that you wouldn't have guessed 
their presence had it not been for the garages 
cut into the bank at road level. 

He found 1810 without difficulty, parked the 
car in the little turnOUt before the garage 
and climbed the stairs. 

The house sat on a level shelf, cut out of the 
sloping, brush-covered rock. It was long 
and white, a single-storied affair with a wide 
concrete gallery. The gallery was roofed 
and the porch posts gave the effect of a colon
nade. 

A small, woolly dog came rushing out as if 
to drive him from the property and flood 
lights came on as someone inside punched 
the switch. 

DRAKE expected to see the blonde in the 
_ doorway. Instead he found himself facing 

a white-haired old lady with a kindly face. 
" Yes ? "  
" I  . . .  I'm looking for Sally, "  he fumbled. 

The woman's presence bothering him. " I'm a 
friend of her father's. " 

" Of my husband. " The woman looked at 
him closely as if surprised that any of 
Shorty's friends would come to the house. 
" Come in, Mr . . .  " 

" Stewart. " He said, and followed her, 
swaring softly under his breath. It had not 
occurred to him that he would find Shorty's 
mysterious wife at the house. 

His surprise must have been mirrored in 
his face for the woman said, " Mr. Emmerson 
and I didn't live together. That's probably 
why we've never met . "  

" Probably, "  said Drake. H e  was trying to 
picture the woman as Emmerson's wife. She 
looked as if she didn't know anything about 
the kind of world in which Shorty had lived. 

" Sony about his death, " said Drake. 
She nodded, but there was no sorrow in her 

- face. " There's no use my pretending, Mr. 
Stewart. Mr. Emmerson and I did not see 
things the same way. I never approved of the 
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methods by which he made his money, and 
since I did not approve of him, I stopped 
living with him. " 
Drake could find nothing to say. 
The woman had almost forgotten him. She 

was looking back down the years and her 
expression softened. " But I guess Shorty 
tried to make amends. Just before he died, 
he offered ten thousand for an operation I 
have to have." 
"Oh," said Drake. "He off cred ten thou

sand. That was nice of him." 
"I didn't expect it , " said the woman. " In 

fact I told Sally not to even think of asking. " 
"Yes," said Drake. , " I didn't like her to go to that awful club 

her father ran. I don't like the Spanish 
gentleman who is always calling on her. I 
like Lowell Young much better. He's a 
lawyer, and he manages the business for a lot 
of picture people. Do you know him ?" 
Drake nodded. " I  know him. 
"Don't you think he's nice ? " 
Drake was relieved of the necessity of 

answering by the l ittle dog which suddenly 
began ttl bark. 
"That must be Sally," the woman said. 

" I can always tell when she's coming by the 
way he barks. He's so glad to see her. " 
Drake heard her heels click on the concrete 

gallery, he heard the door open. He was 
standing when she stepped into the door. 
"You," he said. 
"Me. You didn't expect me to be here ! "  

Her eyes had darkened unt il they were almost 
purple. "You have a great deal of nerve, 
Mr. Drake, coming here, to this house, 
bothering my mother. " 
"Drake," the white haired woman was look

ing at him. "Drake . . .  you mean he's the 
man who killed your father . . . and I sat 
here . . . talking to h im. " She swayed a 
little. "Oh . . . " 
Drake caught her heforc her frail body hit 

the floor. He carried her into the bedroom. 
"Do something, quick. " 
The girl was doing something. She hurried 

into the bath room. She came back with a 
little glass ampule which she crushed in a 
handkerchief and then held the ampule be
neath her mother's nose. 
" She has a bad heart," her votce was 

bitter. "You shocked her ." 
"Want me to phone a doctor ? " 
" I can manage. " Her tone was scathing. 

" I can even handle a murderer, Mr. Drake. 
I'm not afraid of you. " 
"Look," said Drake. " I  don't know why 

I waste my time, saying this, because I don't 
expect you to believe me, but I didn't kill 
your father." 
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DETECTIVE TALES 

" The police think you did. I heard it on the 
radio.'·' 

"You helped give them that idea,'' he told 
her, "and they found ten thousand in my safe 
which came from your father. I suppose that 
money now belongs to you. " He glanced 
toward the elderly woman who was stirring 
faintly. " I  guess you need it. " 

"The money, " her eyes lighted for a mo
ment, then, " Why did you kill my father ?" 

He ignored her. Instead he said. " It. 
was a nice little trick of yours, yours and 
Lowell Young's, trying to blackmail your 
father into paying off that phoney bet. Who 
thought of it ? That was one thing your Dad 
couldn't stand, publicity that he had failed 
to meet a bet. " 

" Lowell thought of it," she said in a low 
voice. " But don't tell my mother. She's 
had enough to stand." 

He nodded. "And it was a clever deal, 
roping me in on the proposition. I suppose 
Lowell thought that one up too. He knew 
that Shorty would be more apt to listen when 
I talked because I know a lot of characters 
who did business with Shorty. " 

Again she nodded mutely. 
" And when it didn't work, your friend 

Lowell spread the news all over town that 
Shorty had welshed. Naturally Shorty 
thought I was the one doing the talking. " 

She didn't say anything. 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Model Murder 

AND your father was killed in my house. 
It couldn't have been that Young planned 

to kill him, and brought the bed and dummy 
for the purpose ? "  

" Of course not. Why should Lowell want to 
kill my father ? Why, I'm engaged to mar� 
him. That's why he helped me with the bet. 

" I  thought you were going to marry the 
Spaniard, Gomez. Your mother mentioned 
him. " 

"Pedro, " she looked startled. "Me marry 
Pedro ? "  

" That," said Drake, " was the general idea. " 
She was still impatient, pushing the idea 

away from her with words. " I  don't care 
what Pedro Gomez is planning . Certainly 
I have no intention of marrying him." 

"You don't know Gomez," he said. "If he 
had the· idea of wanting you, he wouldn't stop 
at anything, not even murder. " 

Her eyes widened at that and she caught 
her breath. " You mean . • . ? " 

She shook her head. "I don't believe it." 
" We'll soon know/' Drake told her. "I 
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phoned him. I said you were in trouble. He's 
on his way by now. " 

Sudden fear came into her eyes. " No."  
" Yes, "  he said. " But don't worry. You 

won't be alone with him. I called for Lowell 
Young too. " 

She stared at him,  sharply. " What do 
you plan to do ? "  

" Accuse you o f  murder,"  he said. " I 'll 
even prove it. How do you like that, sweet
heart ? "  

The strain o f  waiting was telling on the 
girl. She walked up and down the living room 
like a caged lioness. Finally they heard a 
car pull up at the garage below. 

" The party grows, " Drake said, and tried 
to put more assurance into his voice than he 
really felt. He faced the door, waiting, and 
saw it swing inward and Gomez slide into the 
room. 

" What's the game, Senor ? "  
Drake grinned. It took a n  effort. Gomez 

always affected him this way. " You'll know 
in a minute, " he said. 

Gomez nodded and his voice was dry. 
"That car which pulled up behind me, was it 
the police ? "  

" Merely a lawyer," said Drake. " We want 
to keep our talk all nice and legal, every
thing orderly. " 

Gomez smiled, but there was no humor in 
the smile. " I  smell tricks," he said. " And 
Gomez does not care for tricks. I warn you, 
Senor, I will cut your heart out. " 

" Consider yourself warned, " Drake told 
himself aloud. 

" I'm warned," he answered. " You think 
M r. Gomez means what he says ? "  

" I  know it, " said Drake. 
The Spaniard swore. " Cut out the foolish

ness, talking to your�elf like you are a crazy 
one. " 

" Sometimes I think I'm crazy," Drake 
agreed and broke off as Lowell Young burst in 
at the door. He was puffing from having run 
up the steps, and he did not see Gomez as 
he dashed in. 

SALLY, are you all right ? What's hap-
pened, what . . .  ? "  He looked around then, 

saw Drake and Gomez and his face froze. 
" \Vhat is this ? What are these men doing 
here ? "  

Drake said, " I  thought she might need a 
lawyer, Lowell, so I sent for you. " 

" Need a lawyer ? "  Young stared at him. 
" It's very simple," said Drake. " You 

see, after Sally failed to collect the bet from 
her father, she got desperate. She needed 
the money, so, she dug up a sweet little item 
from his past, had a man phone Shorty in 
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my name and threaten exposure unless 
Shorty paid the bet. She sent her stooge to 
my party. Her father saw him, suspected 
and refused to pay, so, they knifed him." 

Gomez, who had glared at Young when 
the lawyer appeared, came forward slowly. 
" She did that, my little one ? She killed 
Shorty ? "  His black eyes snapped. " It is 
wonderful. She is a great woman. Long 
ago when I first see her I say to myself, 
'Pedro, there is the woman for you. No 
morals, no inhibitions. She has beauty, 
and nerve. She and I will own the world'. "  

" So," said Drake. " And did Shorty know 
that you pictured yoursdf as his son-in-law ?" 

Gomez twirled his mustache. " But of 
course. He think it a great idea. He need 
me in his business. With Pedro around, his 
clients pay their bets, quick. Without me, 
he have trouble to colJect. "  

Young said, " What foolishness is this ? 
Shorty never considered you as a son-in-taw. 
He thought you a necessary nuisance. " 

" You should talk. " The Spaniard bubbled 
with anger. "You, you chisler, you collect a 
cut from Shorty for every bet your clients 
make with him. " 1 

" Shut up," said Young. 
" I  won't shut up, " screamed Gomez. " I  

know what you hope. You hope to marry the 
girl. You try last year and Shorty warns 
you he kill you if you don't let his daughter 
alone. The only reason he let you stay around 
is because you know he is an escaped convict." 

Drake stepped bctwe�:n them. " Shut up. 
both of you I "  He looked at Gomez. "Do 
you mean you'd marry her, even if  she had 
killed her father ? "  

" Poof. " The Spaniard snapped his long 
fingers. " Do I care about a small murder. 
Murder does not hurt as long as no one 
knows. " 

" I  know," said Drake. " So does Lowell 
Young. " 

" Ha ! " A gun had appeared · in Gomez' 
hand. " You know, but you do not tell. You 
die. I take your body to Young's office, I 

. kill him too. Sally, she calls the police. She 
tells them she is in the office and you come to 
Young for help. It is clever, no ? He re
fuses, he shoots you, you shoot him. The 
police are stupid. They are satisfied." 

Young had been paying little attention to 
Gomez. His eyes were on the girl. " What 
kind of foolishness is this ? You didn't kill 
your father, yet you make no protest when 
Drake accuses you. Who are you trying to 
protect ? What are you trying to do ?" 

Drake gave the girl no chance to answet, 
" Just how are you so certain that she didn' 
kill her father, Lowell ? "  
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"It's obvious, " said Young, " very obvious. 
Why, look at her. You could tell by looking, 
even if you didn't know her. " 

"Could it be," Drake asked, "because you 
killed Shorty yourself ? "  

Gomez was too surprised to do or say any
thing. He let his gun arm sag and stared at 
Drake open mouthed. Young laughed. " Now 
we are being silly. You're scared, Drake. 
You're afraid they'll fry you. You're reach
ing for anything, any way out of the j am. 
You haven't a thing against me. " 

Drake shrugged. " Maybe, maybe not. For 
one thing, I've narrowed it down. It's very 
plain that Pedro didn't kill Shorty. Emmer
son's · murder doesn't worry him at all. 
When he thought the girl did it, he still loved 
her and was ready to kill both you and me 
to keep her from falling under suspicion. 

" You yourself said the girl wasn't guilty. 
If you're right, that leaves you, my friend, 
for one of you three killed Shorty Emmer
son. " 

" How do you make that out ? A thousand 
people hated him badly enough to want him 
dead. " 

" But there weren't a thousand people in 
my office today, " said Sam Drake. " I  only 
had three visitors. The girl, Gomez, and 
you. One of you put ten thousand dollars 
in my safe, money which had come from · 
Shorty's pocket. One of you tried to frame 
me for the murder. I think it was you. " 

Lowell Young laughed. He said, " This 
is very crazy. Your whole premise falls down 
if you are the murderer. You could have 
placed the money in the safe. " 

Drake shook his head. " I'm not the smart
est guy in the world but Shorty was murdered 
at roy house, I'd had trouble with him and I'd 
be a bigger jerk than I am if I didn't realize 
that I'd be the first one the cops would finger. 
I certainly would never have hidden the 
money in my safe. " 

Young said, " But that still doesn't tie me 
to it. " 

Y
ES," said Drake, " it does. Gomez gave 
me the missing pieces. I couldn't figure 

your motive, I couldn't figure the threat you 
used to Shorty on the phone \vhen you called 
him, posing as me, for you made that call. 
Sally couldn't have, she was in he£ father's 
office at the time. Pedro couldn't either. He 
too was at the club. So let me guess what 
happened. You wanted to marry the girl. 
Shorty wouldn't hear of it, knowing what a 
chiseling louse you are. You pulled the bet 
gag to get some dough for Sally and sent me 
to collect. When Shorty didn't come through, 
you called him on the phone, pretending to be 

BE A C LERK 
all my life? 
N OT ME!!  

Of course you say you won't. 
But you may be unless you do something 

about it. 
Hoping and wishing won't get you a bet

ter job and more money. 
You must prepare for that step ahead

be ready to make promotion come. 
We have helped thousands of ambitious 

men and women get ahead in the business 
world-perhaps we can help you. 

At least you should investigate. It may be 
the turning point in your life to a better job 
and more money. So send the coupon with
out delay. Check the field of your choice and 
we'll send you without obligation the re
quirements and opportunities in that field. 

G. I. APPROVED. LASALLE Extension University 
A Correspondence Institution 
417 S. Dearbona St.. Dept. 1 2334-R Chlcaco S. IU. 
I want to know whether you can help me get ahead 
in the field I have cbeck�d below. Send me your free 
48-page booklet and full information about your 
home-study training in that lield. 

OAceountlng 
B �?:.��"(\���f.log 
O La w :  LL.B dell•ee 
O Saleemenshlp 
O Steootypy (Machine 

0 Buolneas En�lloll 
0 Elfectlve Spealdnll 
0 lodustrlal 

Maoa�ement 
CJ Executlvo 

Msnatement 
O Tradlc Manatemeo• 

C Forem.aoablp 
Sborthand) 

Namt • • • • • • • • •••••••••••••••••••• ..At•······••• 

Po•ilioft ...................................................... ·····-

AUru• .... •••••••-••••••••••••••••••••······-

t;ily •••••••• ••••• _ ••••• ZMe.. ..... Stlll• ....... _ 

91 



DoJ>ODd&ble, ...... han
w a tab. Acourak tlmekeeper,l 
Mod�hr •"'loci. FiDer 
qualitJ'. Proololoa bWI& bF 
8wioo onf;omoa. BeautiluiiJ' 
d•iped. obrome cue. witb. 
eaar•••d baok.. Wrh\eD •--+�m a-... wl&h oveey -&<�w 

SEND NO MONEY WwAtO• Iillll 
���k��'::-'::fm!: C.O.D. on1=plno �:.w �.JYJ&odt tas. ou 

lllonolioeeJ o;..-c:..,zos...._ A ... , D.,�. mt Gicoat tt,ll1. 
'ROUND THE WORLD WITHOUT A PASSPORT • • •  

When you feel the lure of far places-an urge to voyage 
ecross ttormy seas to share the deeds of reckless men, from the African JUngles to Arctic wastes, down � 
the Amazon and back to our own great 
American West-if it's action you want. 
In the finest outdoor fiction, read . . • 

Opportunity of Lifet ime 
SUpptytna DDT aDd other prolltable .,..,.Suet. tAl f&rlller& No espert....,o or capital required. M\lftt baM &l&lo Ul4 aood nler<JIIlel. ....,.anent. Write or wire. 

McNESS COMPANY 
Dept. 716 Freeport, Illinois 

I N V E N T O R S  
a-m --without obllptlcm - llew  to pro� all4 ... JOIII' lllWiltloD. 8ee\ue "Patent Guide" Free. W� 

92 

QAIINCI A. 0'81194 & HARVEY JACOBSON 
legiatered rat ... Altomeya 

121·1. AIIIIUI BIIDdiRt WulllnttH, D. 0. 

:::=o .:Oct!:· ��-��an eveu 
more per w.k. Larcer full time Incomes trom 
4odon, boepl&ale, An&tarlums, elub8 « prt. w.te pract.tce. Othere mall:e 8ood mouev lD ..-re tlma. You cao wtn indo�nd

eoc:e aDd prepure far n&ture MCUrit.7 by tntn1ag at honHt and quallfytac ror DlpJoma. A.nat.o1Q7 Chart. and 32· 
��· ���of SO:!.ef.� --�w! eot . .... ,., 100 K. Ohio St., C- fa 

Scratchinq 
It M•y Cllus• lnfedltJn 
Relieve itching caueed by eczema, athlete's foot,_pimplea-otber itcl»iD&troubles. Ueecooling,medicated 
D.D.D."'-ffltteei.GreUeless.atain
lesi.Calmlltdiingfilet.35ctrial bottle 
JIP.We&lt--«money back. Ask your clruagist for D. D. D. Prwa iptloa. 

DETECTIVE TALES 

me, and threatened to write to the eastern 
penitentiary he'd escaped from. 

" He agreed to pay then. He got the 
money and came to my party, but he knew the 
information about his being an ex-convict 
could have only come from you. So when he 
saw you he got into the bedroom and quarreled 
with you, maybe threatening to expose your 
chiseling to your clients, perhaps threatening 
to turn Gomez loose on you. At any rate 
you knifed him and stuck the body in bed in 
place of the dummy. You had plenty of 
chance while the fight was going on. 

"You can't prove it, " Lowell Young's voice 
was tight and dry. 

" I'm not trying to prove it at the moment 
in a court of law," said Sam Drake. " I'm 
proving it to Sally. She was in love with you. 
If I'd told her you were guilty, she wouldn't 
have believed me. I tricked her into helping 
by letting her think I suspected Gomez. " 

Lowell Young turned to the girl. "He's 
crazy. You don't believe . •  !' 

One look at her face told him how wrong 
he was. She did believe. 

"That tears it," said Young and reached 
for the gun in his pocket. He shouldn't 
have done that. Gomez was quicker than 
he was, and Gomez had his gun out. He only 
had to raise his arm. He shot, and the heavy 
bullet knocked the lawyer to the floor. He 
stood, watching then until a voice from be.
hind him said a little shakily. 

" Drop that gun. " 
Mary Carmen was standing behind Gome%. 

Mary Carmen held a tiny twenty-five auto• 
matic:. 

Gomez did not obey. His instinct was to 
swing and shoot. He spun and Drake, seeing 
the danger to the office girl jumped for him. 
His heavy body crashed into Gomez as Mary 
Carmen's small gun spat. The bullets sailed 
over his head and one popped a bulb in the 
ceiling. 

Drake climbed shakily to his feet after 
wrestling Gomez' weapon free from the man's 
hand. The Spaniard got up slowly. Mary. 
Carmen ·said, "You fool, why did you jump 
at him ? I might have shot you. " 

He said, "And he'd have killed you if l 
hadn't. Where'd you come from anyway ?" 

She said, "After you ran out I thought 
I'd help. I suspected Gomez from the start, 
so, I got my car and drove over to the 
Corn Oub. I waited until he came hurry
ing out, then I followed him." • 

Drake looked at her helplessly. " I  told you, 
I don't like an office girl chasing me around. 
I guess I'll have to marry you. A man always 
man-:tges to keep his wife out of his business." ·  

THE END 



Murder By Proxy 
By Lauri Wirta 

By average standards, Jack-leg Andrews was 
a successful murderer. He'd killed a woman 

in Colorado and a mar, in Connecticut-which left 
him with only forty-six states in which to get 
away with murder. He dogged his next intended 
victim, a man named Ellis, to Honolulu and back, 
and then hammered him over the head almost 
hard enough to break the hammer. But instead 
of lying down as any decent corpse would, Ellis 
simply turned, annoyed, and punched Andrews on 
the jaw. Andrews fled, demoralized. 

Ellis turned out to be one of these gents who 
like the personal touch in redressing injuries. 
Even after reporting the matter to the police, he 
kept pursuing Andrews. He became more of a 
nemesis than Andrews, who'd blithely defied the 
police of three states, could cope with. Andrews 
finally took the "easy" way out-by shooting to 
death both himsel f and a most unfortunate woman 
companion ! 

He never found out the simple explanation for 
his superstitious terror--or the reason he hadn't 
killed Ellis. Ellis was a scientific freak. His 
skull was abnonnally thick-almost a11 iuch! 
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�ur money back If not aatiofled. 

au��nEn�n QUICOOL 

I N V E N T O R S  
HAVE PATENT PROTECTION ftnt. Remember. tbe detolla of 
Jour ln•�ntion do not bave to be 100% perfet:t bt:fore you can ob
talD pa.tfnt. Pattnt laws faYor the l!ueotor who acts promptly. 
First st�p 1B to b&'fe Ull oouduct sea�b for the ttrlor U. S. l,_a.tenfs 
ud render • revort u to your lDvenuon·a patentabutty. Send at 
once tor further particulars on bow to protect your ioventiOIL .Be
QUHt does not obligato you. McMOocROW, BERMAN a DAVIDSON 

Rer!olered Potent Attorneys Waahl•vton I 

iioWTORe 1eve 
Bronch i t is  • Creomulslon relieves promptly be

cause lt goes ht to the seat of the 
trouble to hel:Joosen and expel germ 
laden phlegm, and aid nature to soothe 

L 
and heal raw, tender inflamed bronchial 
mucous membranes. Tell you:- druggist 
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to sell you a bottle of Creomulslon with 
the understanding you must like the 
way lt quickly allays the cough or you 
are to have your money back. C R E O M U L S I O N  
for Cou1hs, Chest Colds, Bronchitis 

DETECTIVE TALES 

. (Continued from page 35) "YOU hid on the p1er and slugged him when 
he left the office, " Doug insisted, his 

hand hovering over the valve. "You had it 
planned, had the wire there for days. So you 
took a turn on his leg and shoved him over. 
And you jumped at the same time. That's w� 
the watchman heard only one splash. Right ? ' 

" Can't-" 
" It's over, Meggs. You got your pretty suit 

wet. The cops'll find it at the cleaners. Did 
you kill him ? "  

" Yes. Yes ! "  
Doug Stanley cracked the valve and sent 

the life-sustaining flood of air whistling below. 
Suddenly, he was very tired. He put the gun 
in his pocket and smiled wanly at Halligan. 
" Your boy will be up soon, "  he said. 

" What's that line about the Tribly!» 
" She was a liner-torpedoed during the wat; 

She's lying just outside, partially blocking the 
harbor entrance. " Doug watched his crew as 
they hoisted Meggs. " Decompress him," he 
warned. " I  don't know what a shot of juice 
would do to a case of bends. " 

The guy must've slipped a cog, Stanley. A 
city councilman and everything . . .  " 

" Not so balmy,"  Doug corrected. "There's 
a fortune for the c.ompany that does the job. 
And the city fathers will probably show prefer
ence for the local boys-which, in this case, is 
East Coast Salvage. !'1egg-s figured all that 
when he heard o1 the jOb. He was in on the 
voting. So he knocks John on the head, know
ing John won't sell. He'll buy it for peanuts 
from John's widow. " 

" But I thought she didn't own half ?" 
"Right. But if he kills John and frames me, 

that's two of us gone. Paula would be sole 
owner. Until she sold to Meggs. " 

Pop Hamilton skillfully swung the tug in 
beside the dock. The men ran out the lines. 
Halligan looked at the figure of Meggs hud
dled forward near the rail. " You know, " Hal
l igan said, " I  almost jumped you when you 
were playing cowboy . "  

Doug smiled a t  him wearily. " I  know you 
did. And I'm sorry about that, Halligan." 

·" Think nothing of it, " Halligan said with 
a wicked grin. " With the dough you'll make 
on the Tribly job, you'll be at least a city COWl· 
cilman. I might as well start getting along 

· with you now. " 
On the dock, Paula was walking toward the 

tug. Doug Stanley, having known her for 
years as a pal, as the wife of his best friend, 
was suddenly conscious of her grace. The 
thought took away some of his weariness, 
somehow. But he put it from his mind. 

The future would take care of itself. 



TOE-HOLD ON A TORPEDO 

( C ontintted from page 69) 
" Well, Mamie, I never met no Indian, slip

ping silent through the bushes, but this old 
gent sure knew his way around. Kerney is 
counting and I figure he is maybe better at it 
than me so I just stand there and wait. 

Then we hear Pop's voice around in back. 
He is calling Frenchie's name and then he 
starts jabbering in Frog lingo. I don't know 
what is being said but I hear someone inside 
the cabin answer. Then I see Joseph move 
past the open door fast and that is a kind of 
signal for Ralph and I to close in. 

We get to the door and I see this Betty to
mato sitting by a kitchen table, her arms and 
legs tied. I also see Joseph swing his gun 
against a character's head and guess this must 
De Frenchie. 

I don't have much time to figure, but I 
make it that this Frenchie has been talking 
to Pops and is about to deal, and that Joseph 
is cold-cocking him. 

ANYHOW, what with this and that I am 
extremely not happy about the whole situ

ation, and I make a grab for his leg, but he 
steps away and I don't know where he has 
gone in the darkness. 

I am climbing to my feet when I see a 
shadow move into the moonlight which shows 
the open door and then I see it is a man carry
ing something white and I recall that this to
mato is wearing a white dress. 

Maybe my eyes are getting used to the dark, 
or maybe that carrot I ate last April did help, 
but anyhow I manage to get across that cabin 
without falling down and I dive out into the 
lll<lonlight like a Brooklyn fan after an um
pire. 

He is doing pretty fair considering he is lug
ging the tomato and that the ground is rough 
and no asphalt pavement I can assure you. He 
almost gets to the trees before I get to him and 
the last five yards I make a clive, like a Notre 
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VIIS ! 

DISCHARGE RING€�!!-
HERE'S .A. V.A.LUE I  Hanclsom�hetty Genuine 

Sterllnc Silver HONORABLE DISCHARGE RING 
�Uow eold tlnlab, I« only $1.98 plua tax. Beaudtai 
Dlllcharp Emblem on handsome IICJ"OIIed -� 
.A. maanlftcent rinlr :rou'll weu for life. 
SEND NO MONEY :,dn=.�: 
Genuine Sterling Gold Flnlalt Dillcbarp RiDa" wlll be 
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Train Your Own HORSES ! 

~ Colh - Stock "-s - Circus Hones 
Cait Show Horses - Write for FREE BOOte ANIMAL LOVERS' ASSOCIATION Box C-1 1 1 ,  Tarzana, Calif. . 

MAN OR WOMAN WANTED-Full, or part tkne Rawleip 

Route. No experience or eapital neeetnary. Sales easy to 

make and profits ltlrge. Start Immediately. Write R:awleicla 

. C.., Dept. L-110-PBL, Freeport, 01. 

P AT E N T S Write for full informatloa 
on what otepa an Invent« 
lhould talce to anre a 
Patent. 
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Nobody today need �:o through ure handicapped by a badly ahaped noee, 
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YOUR NEW FACE IS YOUR FOR· 
TUNE, a famous Plastic Surgeon 
ahows how simple correcUona • •re
model" the unbeautiful noae_. take years otf the prematurely ageu 
race. Youra, postpaid, In plain 25c 
wrapper - only • • • • , • 
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DN .. I llole., Pllll•·· h. Dept.4·T 

DETECTIVE TALES 

Dame back, sliding hard and fast for the goal 
post. 

I cinch myself around his legs and the three 
of us go down in a pile with the chick on top. 

This Joseph is rough, and I do not have my 
wrench which puts me at a disadvantage since 
I have been trained that a sensible ctizen hard
ly ever engages in physical conflict without a 
wrench or something. But I recall how I read 
about toe holds and things in that wrestling 
course which I take and we are all wrapped 
up together and I reach down and get a hold of 
a shot and start twisting. 

Only I get a funny pain in my leg and whm 
Kerney and Pops come running up and Ker
ney slugs Joseph until he relaxes, I find I have 
been twisting my own toe. I tell you, Mamie, 
them toe holds are positively dangerous. It is 
at least half an hour before I can walk . 

Well, we gather them all up and the old man 
finds some rope in the cabin and throws one of 
them half-hitches on the prisoners, and every
thing is quiet and orderly and peaceful except 
that Kerney is worried about this chick and 
keeps asking her if she is all right and if they 
hurt her or anything. And when finally she 
convinces him that she is all in one piece and 
not even damaged at all, he then goes into the 
routine about all this being his fault 

" I  should never have come up here.'' he 
says. " I  am not good enough to walk the same 
ground with you. " Honest, Mamie, he lays 
it on beautiful, like that French actor Boyer. 
It almost makes me want to cry. 

" My old man's in Sing Sing, " he adds, "for 
grabbing other people's dough, and before I 
get into the army, I am nothing but a tout and 
a gambler. I don't know how to .make a living 
and with this tin leg . . .  " 

"Anyone who can handle a boat and throw 
a bass plug the way you do can make a living 
guidiug up here,"  says Pops. " Betty knows 
the ropes, and I need someone to handle the 
boat rentals and such. " 

Kerney flushes up like a kid. "That's very· 
swell of you, sir, " he says. " But it would be a 
rugged deal for Betty to tie up with me." 

" \Vhy, " says the chick. " You're oot re
sponsj.ble for what your father did. You're not · 
like him at all. " 

Kerney shakes his head. "It wouldn't be fair, 
Your folks are decent and honest and respect
able. " 

Pops chuckled. "You kids can have this 
camp to start out with. There's a pond behiml 
it and a l ittle stream which leads down to the 
north shore of the lake. " 

"This camp ?" Kerney looked puzzled " You 
mean we can buy it. " 

" I'll give it to you, " said Pops. " It's mine. !" 
built it back in the twenties and Frenchie ran· 
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it for me while I was Aandl ing liquor from 
Canada. In those days they called me Broad
way Sam. " 

Kerney looks dazed. " You mean you were 
my father's old partner ? "  

Pops nodded. " I  dropped out o f  it a t  repeal. 
I kind of I iked the country. "  

" But that I should meet ·Mary, run into you. 
It surely is a coincidence ? "  Kerney sounds as 
if he was dizzy. 

" It was no coincidence, " Pops says. " Mary 
wrote us from the hospital that there was a 
patient there named Kerney. She'd heard me 
mention the name. So, she checked up and 
found out who you were. I told her to be extra 
nice to you." 

Kerney looked at the girl. " You never told 
-me. !!  

Pops chuckled. " She isn't like her Pa either. 
She isn't very proud of the things I used to do. 
She kind of keeps them to herself. Come on, 
Hymie, you'll have to run out for the sheriff. " 

" Let them go, " said Kerney. " Tonight, I 
couldn't turn a louse in. "  

I looked at him, and at Pops. For my dough 
it is a mistake to leave citizens like that loose, 
but I know how Kearney feels. He doesn't 
want to do nothing which would stir up Pop's 
past and spread it around among the inquisi
tive natives. 

We untie them and tell them to scram. And 
for me, it worked out fine. It seems Joseph 
had wrecked the Packard against a tree, so I 
haul them back to New York and make a 
aouble fare. 

So now, if you think I was having fun while 
you was sitting home in your nice cool flat, 
you know different and if you don't believe me 
you can go down to the drug store where all 
those characters hang out and ask Joseph if 
everything I said wasn't the truth, only I 
wouldn't advise that you do same because the 
last I saw of him, Joseph wasn't pleaserl with 
his vacation and did not want to discuss it. 

CAN YOU FIX IT? 
TheAe wonder book8 tell 
�':ee bydt���t u��a��� 
and adjulltment.s, how to 
keep a car at. maximum 
efficiency, lncludtnu lat· �Rt Improvements In car 
design and operAt.IOn. 
Engine troubles and how 
to correct • Ulem well covered. 

8 aiG VOI.UMaS 2800 pngelii, :1000 tllu•· 
trattons, w 1 r I n st dla• 
grama, etc. , Including 
DieHl l:ngine1. IJeautt· 
tul modcntl&tle, wash• 
able cloth lolndlng. 

BOOKS ON APPROVAL 
SEND NO MON EY. Ju.•t mall the <'OIIl>OD 
tor a t·mnplcte set of Six lUg Auto Hooks,. 
20th Edition. Whether you are a. medumio 
or helper, tu.vert Ol' & iJIJI'OO.th.:e, auto owner 
or driver, Ut.ktJ fmmedltt.to ttdnnta.ge of 
tbls l'IIKE .t;XAM INIATION Oil'I"Jm, 

M A K E  GOOD MONEY NOW 

\ Amerlc�0wl!t.oA �������!>��� k!��ln J<OOd 

repair. Men with "know how'' are ln de
mand, at big pay. The..o;e books wtll help 
you get and hold an im1>0rtant job. or 

glve you & chance to go into lnuctm· �s for 
yourself now or later. Any man who hall 
tries to Improve himself can learn a.uto 
servlclnJC and r�palrlng by thhJ QUh:k ret· 
erence method. Use the nt'F'Y INDEX 
to find enFiUY understood a.nswer to •D2 
auto prohlem. Tbese wonder books prepared 
by clt•vt·n ot America's Kro&t automohlle 
engint•erf'. Many hundreds or va1ua.b1e 
illustrations. Send the coupon TODA 1'. r A year'• consulting prlvlloveo with l 

our en1lneen now alven with 
thole book• without extra charge. 
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MECHANICAL units everywhere need 
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Installation service. You can be ready 
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big Income field. Unique home atudy-plua 
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serviclntrorlnstalling field or get Into bual
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UTILITIES ENGINEERING INSTITUTE 
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Kidneys Must Remove 
Excess Acids 

Help 1 5  Miles of Kidney Tubes Flush Out Poisonous W ute 
tf you have an excess of acids in your blood, 

JOUr 15 miles of kidney tubes may be over
worked. These tiny filters and tubes are work
ing day and night to help Nature rid your 
system of excess acids and poisonous waste. 

When disorder of kidney function permits 
poisonous matter to remain in your blood, it 
may cause nagging backache, rheumatic pain., 
leg pains, loss of pep and energy, getting up · pighta, swellinc, puffiueaa UDder the eyca, h�<l-

aches and dizziness. Frequent or aeanty pu
sages with smarting and burning sometimes 
shows there is something wrong with your kid
neys or bladder. 

Kidneys may need help the same aa bowels, 
so ask your druggist for Doan's Pills, a etimu
lant diuretic, used successfully by millions for 
over 40 years. Doan's give happy relief and will 
help the 15 miles of kidney tubes ftush out poi
aonoua w� from your blood Get Doan'e Pilla. 
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Train for 

TO DAY'S I. C. S. STU DENT 
IS TOMORROW'S LEADER ! 
- •IHI never truer than today 

• The FNiure belongs 
to the Trllined Men! 

ACT NOW TO 
J O I N  T H E M  
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It's Lee 6 to 1 
In a nationwide survey* among thousands of men doing 
all types of work, the question was asked . . .  " What 
brand of overalls do you prefer? " Lee Jelt Denim Overalls 
led the next brand by a margin of 6 to 1.  
Why is Lee the choice o f  common-sense, money-wise 
workingmen? Because they know bedrock work clothes 
value! They know Lee's exclusive fabrics wear longer 
and wash better. They know Lee "Tailored Sizes " mean 
perfect :fit, lasting comfort and better appearance. 
Buy Lee Work Clothes . . .  at leading stores coast-to-coast. 

Th , LEE f J b J mT DEIIIM OYUAU.S • IMION·AU.S ere S a Or every 0 MATCHED SHIRTS AND PANTS • DUNUIEES • CDIIGJ PANTS 

•Survey made by a prominent publishing company. 

W O R L D ' S  LAR G E ST M A N U FACTU R E R  O F  U N I O N-MADE WORK C L O T H E S  



"Guess that's what he means by a wonderful arrangement I "  

Looking for all-around whiskey agreeableness ? 

Light body . . .  plus magnificent, perfected flavor ? 

Remember . . .  Calvert has blended more fine whiskey in its time 
than any other distiller in America. 

Hence the tradition 

. . .  Clear Heads Choose Calvert 

Ca{v,ert 
BLEN DID W H I SKIIS 

�en't/ OR '!;eaa£ 
Calvert Distillers Corp., N.Y. C. BLENDED WHISKEY 86.8 Proof. 

Calvert "Reserve"-65% Grain Neutral Spirits . • .  Calvert "Speciai"- 72 Ji %  Grain Neutral Spirits 




