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IN SPARI TIMI 
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Shirts-to-Match for warm weather 
wear. Attractively tailored, Natty in 
appearance sanforized pre-shrunk 
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JEFF HOUSTON 

T HE family tree has always been 
the proudest- possession of the 
Englishman. Sure, it's jolly to have 

a Rolls Royce and a pile of gilt-edged 
securities, but these items are small com
fort to the Britisher who can't trace his 
ancestry back to the Norman Conquests 
in 1066. It's a proud Londoner who can 
tell you about his great-great-great-great
grandfather whp served in Parliament and 
of his mother's- great-grand-uncle who 
hunted lions in the Congo. 

The Loomis family of Manchester was 
an exception. They avoided all mention 
of family trees. The Loomises, however, 
if they wished could have boasted that 
their clan had a record that has never 
been equaled by any British family, or 
for that matter by any family in all the 
world. True the Loomises never had a 
doctor, teacher, banker or politician in the 
family, but they did have seventy-two an
cestors who met their death on the scaf
fold. Seventy-two of the Loomises were 
tried, convicted and hanged. 

The founder of this remarkable dynasty 
was red-haired Cyril Loomis. In the year 
1554, the records indicate that the terrible
tempered Cyril, then twenty-nine, and 
already the father of seven children, 
s!rangled a man who had accidentally 
spilled wine on Loomis' new cloak. When 
the authorities tried to capture the im
pulsive Cyril, he made for the forest. For 
the next twenty years he was a success
ful highwayman. 

His children were now of great help to 
(Conlin11ed on (Jage 8) 
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(Continued from page 6) 
him. All seven of them participated in the 
bigger j obs. Lionel, the youngest, was a 
special joy to Cyril. Lionel. when he was 
only nine years old, could swig several 
tankards of whiskey and still be sober 
enough to make an excellent sehtry. 

In 1 575 the elder Loomis and four of 
his boys were finally captured and swung. 
Lionel, now himself the father of five 
boys, was elected head of the gang. He 
robbed several more coaches. then moved 
back into town and found a j ob. He 
cleaned chimneys by day and strong boxes 
by night. Lionel probably would have 
continued to thrive if he hadn't inherited 
his father's temper. One day he bought 
several loaves of bread from the local 
baker. Lionel wasn't pleased with the 
bread. He claimed it was soggy and had 
given him a bellyache. He showed his 
annoyance by setting fire to the bakery. 
The baker complained. Not only did his 
shop go up in flames, but two of his best 
assistants. Lionel made his way to the 
gallows. 

The next Loomis to lose his head was 
Thomas, second son of Lionel. Thomas 
wasn't bright enough to steal so he be
came a professional beggar. When people 
didn't contribute to his support he be
came peeved and killed them. The police 
objected to such behavior and he was 
shortly given the death penalty. 

Three other Loomises whose first 
names are unknown stamped out money 
of their own, but unfortunately their coins 
bore no resemblance to the genuine stuff. 
These Loomises were indignant when 
storekeepers refused to accept their prod
uct as legal tender. Naturally, they would 
slay the skeptics. Theirs was a triple 
execution and a very fine show, all London 
agreed. 

John Hammil Loomis, Lionel's grand
son, took a j ob as a coach driver. John 

(Continued on page 128) 



Build a Fine Business-FULL or SPARE TIME! 

CASH PAY EVERY DAY WITH THIS DIRECT· 
FACTORY LINE! Start your big business backed by tbis 

47-year-old, million-dollar company. Make 
money from the first hour, taking orders for fast-selling, customer
oatlsfying outdoor garments! You just walk in, take your order, 
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You get FREE SELLING OUTFIT----..vorythlng you need to start 
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and 
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Laskin Lamb collar for warm weather. 
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o
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zipper. 

WITH NYLON!* 
Sturdy, handsome 33" long coat almoa:t 
"wear..out proof" tMieauae tt ts 1/3 
NYM>Nt • Wann, snug Jntercel quilted 
lining, knitted wrt•t bandlil, keep you 
wann on coldeat day.11t 

GENUINE HORSEHIDE LEATHER! 
(At left) Sturdy, senelble, long.wearlll8', Genuille Horsehide Leather 
coats and Jacket• a .. natural" for qulek ulea io outdoor workere
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EASY SHOE ORDERS .ADD 

MORE PROFITS FOR YOU! 

V..&vd:-�AIR CUSHION 
SELLS SHOES FAST! 

You Just Say: "Feel tbat cushion I" and 
orders roll in I Everybody buys shoes-everYbody wants the eoothing foot-comfort of 
Exclusive Velvet-eez Air Cushion Insoles-a cra
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By NELSON and GEER 

EVIDENCE IN REVERSE 

Murderers think of the cleverest things. 
Sometimes they work-almost. An Ingenious 
dodge gave Marseilles, France, pollee their 
weirdest mystery in the summer. of 1938. 
One morning a cab driver was found shot to 
death in his red t.axl, his pockets rifled, a 
pistol beside him. Police established that 
the letha� bullet had come from the gun, 
which bore a clear fingerprint. Find Its 
owner and we have the murderer, they 
thought. 

The taxi's last occupant, according to 
witnesses, was a thin, smartly dressed tourIst with an English accent. A canvass of 
hotels turned up one answering that dt· 
scription. His story was that he was en 
route to Australia but had lost his money 
to one Jean Caquor In a poker game on the 
boat and had been forced to lay over and 
await more from England. He'd had an ap
pointment with Caquor the previous evening, 
but when he faDed to show up had taken a 
taxi back to the hotel. 

The doorman recalled seeing him leave the red taxi and go inside, which gave the Eng
lishman an airtight alibi-until police found 
his fingerprint on the murder gun. It looked 
bad for him, especially when loot from a 
recent bank holdup was found In the door· 
man's room. Suspecting the three were lfl 
cahoots, pollee sought Caquor. Finally lo-

new bismuth test showed no perspiration on 
the prints on glove and gun. 

The apartment of Caquor's glt1 friend 
yielded the materials for making this In· 
genius transfer. Caquor confessed he In
tended It for blackmailing purposes. But ht'd 
been forced to shoot while robbing the cab
man and left the gun with its counterfeit 
fingerprint to throw suspicion on an Innocent 
man. Instead, it sent the killer to the guillo· 
tine. 

cated, his apartment yielded a deck of 
well-thumbed cards and a pair of new gloves. 
Examination disclosed the Englishman's fin
gerprints on the cards, and the same print 
that was on the murder weapon on one finger 
of a glove. Only this latter was OBVERSE, 
as though it had been printed FROM some
thing. 

A horrible possibility occurred: could 
Caquor have photographed the fingerprints 
on the cards and in some way made a 
rubber stamp to transfer them to the glove 
for printing on the gun? Obviously, for the 



YOUR CHOICE OF TWO GREAT BOOKS 
CHESAPEAKE CAVALIER, a novel by Don Tracy C Published at $3.00) 

· 

Here ·is a brawling, reckless story of the Maryland 
country, of lusty Dale Morley, product of London's 
slum!, and of .th� women who loved him: demure 
little Susan Willison; beautilul, passionate Genevieve 
Loman; cynical, rapacious Lady Augusta Cartney, and 
Anne Furness, enemy of everything for which be 
fought. 
Here, in a book filled with suspense and action, is the 
story of that magnificent country from which the 
states of Maryland and Ddaware were carved--of the 
long rifles and. long rapiers, of the amazing little army 
of saints and sinners who defied a royal crown for a 
dream of fre<dom-and above all of lov�love of the 
land, love of power, and Jove of life. 

OR 

THUNDER ON THE· RIVER, by Charlton Lob'll 
(Published at $2.75) 

Don't miss this sensational new frontier novel of the 

upper Mississippi and the Indian country beyond. It's 

the pulsing, violent story of the tall Indian fighter, 

Mark Eldridge, who loved high-spirited Jeanne Bre· 

vaut, but whose longing for adventure was more 

urgent. Captured by savages, later married to a de· 

voted and appealing Indian princess, he faced his 

bitter, inevitable choice between love and loyalty to 

his 
'
race. You will never forget the gripping climax to 

this new, exciting novel of the Western Frontier. 

You can have either one of these books for only $1.00-over 60% less than the regular 

published price-by joining the MEN'S DOLLAR BOOK GUILD. 

I}� e4- Only one dollar will bring you either "'J � one of these truly great stories for men. 
Note: You are not obligated, as in the case of many 
book clubs to buy three, four, ot six additional books! 
This is a' special introductory, one·time offer, good 
on1y while our limited supplies las�. At no cost or 
obligation to you, also, your name w11l be added to the 
Jist of the MEN'S DOLLAR BOOK GUILD and you 
will receive special notification sent out on forthcoming 
book bargains. This service is entirely free and will 
not obligate you in any way. Send $1.00 for one book 
or $2.00 for both, NOW, before our supply is ex· 
hausted. FILL IN THE COUPON TODAY! 
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"I heard this scream. And then I 
saw her, both arms waving like she 
wanted to claw her way across the 

open space. . . _., 

The Paw of the Cat 
Suspense-Packed Murder Novel 

CHAPTER ONE 

Prettiest Corpse In Town 

S TENN came down the subterranean 
c<_>rridor of th� e�ergenc� w�rd, his 

- · · - - · ·big hands swmgmg · at h1s s1des, an 
inch of damp cigarette pasted to his lower 
12 

l ip at the left corner of his wide mouth. 
The prowl-car cop was young, with 

nervousness hiding behind his blunt Slavic 
features. He pushed himself away from 



"I figure it this way," Sergeant  
Stenn said. "She was a big, strong 
girl. Not the kind to faint. She's 
a good-looking dish. Show me a 
good-looking woman who messes 
herself up knocking herself off and 
I 'll  give you a big cigar. The only 
way I get her under that train is 

somebody wanting her dead!" 

--- By JOHN D. MacDONALD ---

13 
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the wall at Stenn strode toward him. 
"Are you-" 
"I'm Detective-Sergeant Stenn." 
"Patrolman Matchic. They're working 

on her in there." 
"How did it happen?" Stenn said. 
"Didn't Kevan report it all in?" 
Stenn pinched the cigarette out of the 

corner of his mouth, dropped it and 
scuffed it with his foot. He shoved the 
grey hat with the stained sweatband back 
off his broad forehead and looked at 
Matchic with distant annoyance. 

"I'd like for you to tell me." 
"Sure. ·we were over by the station, 

cruising slow. A guy comes running out 
into the street yelling about an accident. 
I pulled over and Kevan and I ran in. It 
was on Track 7. A big mob was waiting 
to gtab the 5 :28, a commuter train. What 
always happens, they back it down beside 
the platform. Anyway this girl had gone 
over the edge, nobody knew how. It was 
up near the front end of the piatform so 
that the engineer didn't know it and they 
backed seven coaches over her before the 
train stopped in the usual place. It was 
a mess, with women down on the platform 
and guys fanning them and everybody 
running back and forth. As we were run
ning we found a doc in the crowd. You 
couldn't get at her from the side she fell 
off of on account of the platform is high. 
We went around the end of the last coach. 
It's a double track there and we could get 
to her. The little doc, his name is Fenner, 
he got a couple of neckties and he had a 
pipe and one of the other guys gave him 
a pipe and he went under there and put 
a tourniquet on each leg." Matchic swal
}Qwed hard. 

"It got the legs ? " 
"Both of 'em. Just above the knee. The 

ambulance guys got there then and they 
got her out and then, right there, they 
gave her that stuff, the white stuff out of 
a bottle with a tube." 

"Plasma?" 

"That's it. We got a couple witnesses, 
Kevan and me, with the names and where 
they were standing and aU. I think may
be she fainted and-" 

"All I want is what happened. Any 
thinking you do is on your own time." 

"Sure, sure. I just-" 
"Kevan didn't report in no name for 

this woman." 
"He checked her pocketbook but there 

wasn't anything in there to tell what the 
name is. Kevan's got the pocketbook out 
in the car." 

T
HE door opened and a young doctor 
came out, his mask down around his 

neck, peeling his gloves off. There was 
· an impassive, too-old weariness in his face. 

"Too much shock," he said. "I thought 
for a while we'd make it." 

Matchic swallowed again, his throat 
moving convulsively. 

"You people hold her until we get an 
identification," Stenn said. "We don't 
get it by tomorrow noon, we'll move her 
down to the city icebox. Mind r£ I take a 

. look?" 
The young doctor shrugged. "If you 

want to." 
Two nurses were on the other side of 

the small operating room, animatedly dis
cussing the proper care of a nylon dress. 
They gave the three men a casual look. 
Bored attendants had moved the body 
off the table onto a large-wheeled mortu
ary cart. 

"Hold it a minute, boys," the young 
doctor said. 

Stenn looked down at her face. The 
mouth and nostrils had a white, pinched 
look, but he guessed that it was an effect 
of death. He squinted and tried to see the 
face as it would have looked in life. 
Blonde hair grew thick from a rather low 
scalp line. The eyes and cheekbones were 
set wide, the nose was snub, the mouth 
was wide, with a great disparity between 
the· lips, the upper one thin, the lower one 
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so heavy as to give almost the impression 
of being bruised. 

Absently he fingered the blonde hair by 
her ear, rubbing the tiny harshness of the 
hair between thumb and finger. He stood. 
a wide, heavy man, his eyes half closed, 
and years were gone, the clock spinning 
crazily back to a time when he had inves
tigated the accident on the bay road and 
found J eana, her . fragrance stilled by 
death, all her l ies suddenly transparent. 
And over the years the memory had never 
lost the power to cut into his heart like a 
splinter stabbed up under a fingernail. 
Jeana dead beside the man with whom 
she had 

Stenn shoo!} himself like a dog awaken
ing sleepily. He looked up. The doctor 
was staring at him curiously. " A  natural 
blonde," Stenn said. 

"And whistle-bait, I guess," the doctor 
said. " One of those leggy, chin-up dollies 
with an expensive look and a go-to-hell 

expression. Maybe she likes it better this 
way." 

Stenn stepped around the cart and 
picked up the flaccid cool left hand and 
turned it toward the l ight . On the third 
finger was the circular compressed area 
that a ring would cause, the skin faintly 
shiny. 

He turned to Matchic. "Anybody take 
her ring ?" 

"There's one in the bag." Mat chic used 
a hushed, reverent tone in the presence 
of the dead. 

"Help me with her, Doc," Stenn said. 
"I got to see if there's any distinguishing 
marks. " They found a tiny mole at the 
small of her back, nothing else. As the 
moments passed Matchic became paler. 
"Check the legs, Doc, please, and let me 
know about them. And we'll need the 
clothes. " 

"The nurse out at the reception desk 
can fix you up. " 
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A tiny warning bell rang harshly. The 
nurses broke off their conversation and 
began to work briskly. " Better -clear out," 
the yGung doctor said: "Another one on 
the way in." He walked toward the ante
room sink to wash for the next case. 

Outside, in the hall, Stenn paused to 
light a cigarette. Matchic's relief was evi
dent. " It makes you think," he said ex
pansively, "of what a hell of a waste it is. 
A dish like that." 

"Yeah," said Stenn coldly. They got 
the clothes in a neatly tagged bundle. 

" Everything here ? "  Stenn asked the 
nurse. 

"All but the stockings. "  
" We'll phone -you i f  we get a quick 

identification. Otherwise tetl your morgue 
bGy we'll send for her early tomorrow 
afternoon. "  

-

The ambulance was growling to a stop 
as they went up the ramp to the parking 
area. Kevan was half asleep in the prowl 
car off to the right. He came to life as 
they approached. The dusk was begin
ning to blur the outlines of the trees in 
the hospital grounds. 

STENN took the pocketbook and copied 
the names of the Witnesses m hts note

book. M atchic got behind the wheel and 
the car went down the drive to pick up 
the interrupted tour. Stenn stood in the 
dusk for a few moments. The early eve
ning traffic was thinning. The softness 
under his chin blurred the line of the solid 
jaw. His heavy features held the constant 
expression of stubborn weariness. Pale 
eyes, as expressionless as a pair of blue 
dice, were half hooded by the lids. 

Morgan son of the Courier came out of 
the _hospital. He peered at Stenn in the 
dusk and then came over. " What's on the 
station accident, Paul ?" he asked. " In 
there a reporter gets classed with bac
teria." 

" Unidentified blonde of about . twenty
four died of shock after both legs were 

severed when she fell; jumped or was 
pushed in back of the 5 :28." 

" So much I knew. That her stuff ?" 
" It is." 
"Anything with a twenty-four-year-old 

blonde in it is news, Paul. Going down 
now to check the stuff over ? Mind if I 
come along ? " 

" Dirty scavenger," Stenn said mildly. 
" Bone-head cop," Morganson retorted. 

T!-Jey walked together to the department 
car and got in. 

STENN pulled the chain on the shaded 

light over the table. Morganson stood 
back in the shadows. The stenographer 
opened his notebook under the glare. 

Stenn chanted in a low monotone, " Al
ligator purse with shoulder strap, not new, 
apparently hand-sewn, . with brass or 
bronze clip; no label or maker's _d esigna
tion. Contents: One-half pack of Camels, 
two partially used packages of book
matches, both advertising Harold's Oub 
in Reno, one small wide-rib DunhiU light
er, one gold bill clip made of a-a M exi
can fifty-peso gold piece, forty-two dol-: 
dollars in bills, one round leather coin 
purse containing fifty-one cents, one coach 
tiCket from here to DumGnt, one partially 
used lipstick labeled Duchay's Tangent, 
one dime-store compact with cracked mir
ror, one plastic red comb, miscellaneous 
light-colored bobby pins." 

He turned the purse under the light 
and fingered its depth. uNo identifica
tion, keys or anything like that. " He 
looked toward Morganson. " Not much, 
eh?" 

" Enough to know that -somebody will 
claim her, Paul. That money clip is·worth 
the price of admission. Isn't that a ring 
there?" 

" I  was about to cover that. One ring, 
white gold or platinum, containing one 
diamond of an estimated one-carat size 
plus two small green stones, on. either 
side, which could be emeralds. "  
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He placed the enumerated objects back 

in the purse, broke the string on the pack
age. "Okay. Clothes. One brassiere, pale 
yellow and pants, same, both labeled Ox
ford of San Francisco. One grey flannel 
suit, hand-made. No label. No apparent 
cleaner's marking. · Jacket intact. Skirt 
badly ripped and bloodied. One white 
nylon blouse. One imitation-jade lapel 
ornament. Grey snakeskin shoes, size sev
en quad A, labeled Rodriguez of Mexico, 
D.F. Left shoe scraped, right shoe ir:
tact. Nothing in jacket pockets. " 

He looked again over at where Morgan
son stood. " I  don't like it," he said. 

"Why?" 
"Nothing to tie to this city. Smells 

like a transient. If so, identity may be 
tough. She might have been running from 
something. " 

"She'd have to have a place to live, 
wouldn't she?" 

"You mean a hotel. How about if her 
stuff was checked some place ? We can't 
go pouring over all the stuff in all the 
check rooms. It might be thirty days 
before we get a look at unclaimed stuff. 
You notice anything that maybe I didn't, 
At ?" 

Morganson stepped into the light. He 
fingered the purse. "I  bought my wife 
one of those once. It's Mexican or Guate
malan, but you can't tell how old. They 
wear like iron. Catherine still uses hers 
for best." 

"Tell you what,"  Stenn said. "Maybe 
you save me a little time. I'll fix it so one 
of your boys can take a picture. The face 
is okay. Have . one of your staff artists 
fix it so it doesn't look dead. You know 
what I mean. Ask the public who she is. 
But don't put it in the works until morn
ing. We got to give the relatives all night 
before they start checking. And get me 
a half-dozen of the prints fast so I can put 
some boys on the hotels. But on this I 
got a hunch." 

· "Care to tell me?" 

"I figure it like this. She was a big, 
strong girl. Maybe five-eight, around one
thirty or a little over. Not the kind to 
faint. No liquor in her, according to that 
doc. She's a good-looking dish. Show me 
a good-looking woman who messes her
self up knocking herself off and I give 
you a big cigar. The only way I get her 
under that train is somebody shoving her." 

"I can't print that ! "  
"Did I say you should ? It's a hunch, 

that's all. You ask me-l tell you." 

CHAPTER TWO 

The Lady's Out for Blood! 

JT WAS a fifty-minute run to the com-
muter community of Dumont. At nine 

o'clock Stenn folded his newspaper and 
got off. There was a bean wagon down 
the street from the small station. He had 
a cheese sandwich and coffee. 

The first witness lived at 81 Clover 
Road. It was a fifty-cent taxi fare. Stenn 
carefully wrote the amount plus tip in his 
notebook. As he walked up to the door
way of the small Georgian red-brick 
house he saw the man inside glance up 
from the paper. He was a small, puffy 
man with the grey, cautious expression 
that spoke of organic disorder plus a doc
tor's warning. 

"I 'm from the police," Stenn said at 
the door. "About that business at the 
station today." 

"Come on in. I didn't think you'd be 
around so fast. Terrible thing. Terrible. 
I told the policeman that I wasn't a well 
man and I shouldn't be bothered with this 
thing but somebody else pointed me out 
as having been standing close to her when 
she fell and he made me tell my name and 
everything. " 

Stenn sat down in the small living 
room, put his hat on the floor and took out 
his notebook. "Just routine questions," 
he said. 
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" Well, make it fast. My wife took the 
kids to the movies and she gets excited 
about things like this. I didn't tell her and 
I don't want her finding you here, Offi
cer." 

"Your name is Frank J. Kelleher. I 
suppose you were on your way home ?" 

"From Shallon Photo on Broad. I 
bought a paper outside the station like 
I always do. I stood on the platform read
ing and waiting." 

"You saw the deceased ?" 
"She died ? Well, I guess that was best 

all around. Sure, I saw her. You notice 
a dish like that, a blondie like that. I saw 
her from the back and then edged around 
so I could see the front elevation. She was 
out of my class so I went back to the 
paper." 

"How far from you was she ?" 
"Four feet, maybe five. I think a little 

to my left. " 
"Did you look up when the train backed 

down to the platform ?" 
"No. It's something I see every day. 

But I heard this scream. Horrible. I'm a 
man with a terrible heart. They keep 
warning me all the time and-" 

"What did you see ?" 
"Her falling, naturally. Both arms 

waving like she wanted to claw her way 
across the open space. Then all I see is 
the high heels and legs up in the air and 
then tbe train sliding by and I can't see 
anything any more. Look, it gives me 
heart flutters to talk about it." 

"Did you notice anyone else near her ?" 

"At that hour there's a jam on that 
platform. You got to be fast on your feet 
to get a seat. I can't run. Lots of times 
I got to stand up the whole way. There 
were people all around us." 

"Could somebody have pushed her ?" 

" Who'd do a terrible thing like that ? 
But I don't know. Maybe. Right then I 
was on the comics. I guess I was reading 
Dagwood when she screamed. Sure she 
could have been pushed without me see-

ing it. Anything could have happened. I 
wouldn't know." 

"Thanks for your cooperation, Mr. 
Kelleher. We'll call on you again if we 
need anything more. " 

"Next time, please, get me at the office. 
Shallon Photo on Broad." 

"Okay." Stenn walked to the front 
door. He turned. " What'd you do after 
she fell ?"  

" Me ?  Nothing. My heart was going 
fast. The train was open. I got in. It 
was easy to get a seat. So many people 
watching everything." 

"You went back to Dagwood, I sup
pose ?" Stenn asked. 

Kelleher shrugged. "And why not ? It 
takes my mind off things. The doctors 
all say that I'm a man whose got to have 
his mind taken off-" 

"Good-night," Stenn said abruptly. 

JT WAS a three-block walk to the next 
address. The house was a duplex in 

Spanish-style stucco. 518  Catherina 
Street. He looked at the name again un
der the street light. Miss Della Clove. It 
was a quarter· after ten, and the down
stairs lights were still on. 

He pressed his thumb on the bell for a 
long time. Seconds after he removed it 
the door was yanked open and a heavy
set man with a bullfrog face said, "Okay, 
okay. Push a hole in the door, why don't 
you ?" 

Stenn sighed and flashed the gold and 
blue badge. "I want to talk to Della 
Oove. You her father ?" 

" Step-father," the man muttered. 
"Wait here in the hall. "  

Stenn leaned against the wall and whis
tled tonelessly. In the back of the house 
he heard the man bawling for Della. She 
came in a few moments, the man following 
her. "What's she done ?" the man asked, 
his tone eager. 

" She's just a witness to something. I 
want to talk to her alone." 
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"This is my house and I listen to any

thing in it I want to," the man said sul
lenly. 

Stenn looked at the girl. Her heavy 
black hair was worn in an outmoded page
boy, the front bangs falling to the thick 
unplucked eyebrows. It gave her young 
face a pointed, vulpine look. She wore a 
black sweater and slacks. The sweater 
was a turtle-neck, and the slacks were 
closely tailored. Stenn guessed her. at 
about nineteen. 

"Go . on back to that crummy program 
you were listening to, "  she said in a 
hoarse gamin's voice. 

" Watch your mouth ! "  the man bel
lowed. 

The girl shrugged. " Come on, Mr. Po
lice. We'll go on up to my room if he 
wants to act that way. " 

The man gave them an evil grin. " See 
if I care how many guys you take up to 
that room, you tramp. "  

The girl was halfway up the steep stairs, 
looking back over her shoulder. 

" We'll talk right here,"  Stenn said. 
She paused, turned, started back down. 
Stenn turned to the man. "Go on into 
the back of the house and shut any doors 
you come to. Give me an argument and 
I'll have you booked on the first thing I 
can think up and we both know it won't 
be the first time. " 

The man licked his lips. He tried to 
smile confidently. He turned and left the 
hallway. 

"All talk, he is," Della Clove said. She 
sat on the second stair from the bottom, 
her fingers locked around one knee. "I 
suppose this i s  about that girl and the 
train today. Is she dead ?" 

" She is. " 

"I thought she would be, with both 
legs gone that way. I 'm going to have 
nightmares tonight, believe me. " 

"You went around and took a look at 
her ? "  

" Sure. I never saw anything like that 

before. Raoul says we must seek all ex
perience." 

" Who is Raoul ?" 
" My director. VVe're in rehearsal right 

now. The Theater of the Dance.'' 
" Huh ?" 
"Oh, you haven't heard of it yet, but 

you will. It's all volunteer work. We give 
plays in pure pantomine. Vve dance out 
the parts. It's a new art form. "  

"Then you l'l'ere coming back from 
rehearsal ? "  

"VI/e worked a l l  afternoon. I was ex
hausted. " 

" Did you notice that girl before she 
took the dive ? "  

"Yes. I always study everyone around 
me. Raoul says that observation is some
thing a true actress must have. I always 
select the most attractive person nearby 
and study them. But blondes often look 
just a little anemic, don't you think ? She 
was nervous. Very nervous. She kept 
fiddling with the strap on that alligator 
shoulder bag. She kept looking down the 
track and tapping her foot. " 

"THEN you were looking when she 
jumped ? "  

" I  had learned everything I could from 
her. I had turned around to find some
one else to study when she screamed. I 
turned in time to see her fall. I made a 
grab for her . . .  like this. " The girl made 
an exaggerated reaching motion, then 
shrank back as though in an extremity of 
fear. She sank to the step, fingering her 
dark hair back off the pale forehead. "Just 
like that. " 

" Maybe you should have grabbed a lit
tle quicker. · Where was she in relation 
to you, Della ?" 

"Three or four feet in front of me and 
a little to my right. "  

"Was there a little fat man standing 
beside you ? "  

She frowned. "The world i s  full o f  lit
tle fat men. I wouldn't know." 
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"In your opinion, could she have been 
pusned ?" 

"I  really don't know. It's possible, of 
course. The normal thing to do when a 
train backs in like that is to look at it. I 
suppose it would be a perfect time to push 
anyone. "  

"You've got a point there." 
"And there was quite a crowd, you 

know. I often stay in until later to avoid 
that very thing. " 

. "You do this dancing or acting or what
ever it is for free, eh ?" 

"Is that any of your business ?" 
"You mentioned it, Della. I was just 

wondering how you lived."  
She lifted her chin. "If i t  i s  o f  interest 

to you, I have my own money, from my 
father, my real father. I have to live with 
my mother until I am twenty-one. I'll be 
twenty-one in two more months. And 
then, believe me, I'll never look at this 
crummy town again. In the meanwhile I 
have a small income from the lawyers." 

She came up onto her feet with a 
dancer's grace. Her eyes were snapping 
black under the heavy eyebrows. It was 
a ·dancer's oody, long-waisted, flat across 
the belly, with a thigh-muscle swell un
der the tailored slacks. 

"Is that all you have to _know ?" she 
lJ.Sked loftily. 

"For now." 
"Could you make an appointment the 

ne�t time ? " 
"I could, but I doii.'qhink I wilL That 

is, if there is a next time." 
He smiled as he walked away from the 

house. That one was a handful, for any
body. He phoned a cab from a drugstore 
· that was just closing, rode back to the sta
tion and read a magazine until his train 
came through at a quarter after eleven. 

T
HREE days later, at the request of 
white-haired, lean Lieutenant Shara

han, Sergeant Paul Stenn reported to him. 
"How about this Jane Doe ?" Sharahan 

asked in his mild voice. "You got any
thing on her yet ?" 

"Nothing. No tumble to the picture in 
the paper. No answers on the tape. Drew 
a blank in the San Francisco underwear 
shop. No dry-cleaning marks. Nothing 
at the hotels. I coordinated with Missing 
Persons and they've sent about fifteen 
people over to take a look at her. No dice. 
I sent her prints to Central Bureau Files. 
Got the answer this morning. Nothing on 
her. The dental work is pretty average. 
She had good teeth. Three small fillings. 
Not enough to go on. " 

"A big bundle of nothing," Sharahan 
breathed softly. 

" I  checked on the ways she could have 
come into town. I took the picture around. 
The desk guy at Intercity thought maybe. 
He dug out the manifest and the only one 
we couldn't check off was a Miss ;Betty 
Brown of Seattle. She got on the flight 
at Chicago. Could be, and then again 
maybe not. The Seattle report ought to 
be here day after tomorrow. That smell� 
to me as though it would fade out on us. 
They give those Reno matcnes away all 
over the country. All we know is she 
probably was in S� Francisco some time 
within the past year and that she defi
nitely was in Mexico. Her suit was made 
there, the experts say, �nd she had to be 
there for the fittings. It looks to me like 
she was traveling without identification 
for a purpose." 

"How do you mean ? Because she was 
going to knock herself off ?" 

" It doesn't smell that way. .M.ore like 
it wasn't healthy for her to spread the 
right dope around. I've got a hunch she 
might have been wanted. But only a 
hunch." 

Sharahan sighed again.  "Okay. Drop 
it. No sense wasting any more time on 
it. "  

Stenn cleared his throat. " If it's okay 
with you, Wally, I'd just as soon work 
on_ it a little longer." 
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" Why ?" For the first time Sharahan's 
voice was sharp. 

" Call it a hunch. Call it anything. Give 
me a couple more days. I 'll work it in be
tween the regular stuff. " 

" Suit yourself," the lieutenant said. 
" Suit yourself. Paul ."  

That night Stenn went to a movie. The 
images raced across the sur'face of his 
eyes, leaving no impression on the brain. 
He sat utterly still in the seat and, start
ing from the beginning, he went over ev
ery detail of the case, the inventory, the 
way the dead girl had looked, the faint 
crispness of the blonde hair under his 
fingers. There was only one vague area 
in the entire case. 

From the lobby he phoned headquar
ters and asked to have Kevan and Matchic 
pick him up in front. Within two minutes 
they cut out of traffic and pulled up be
side the curb. 

"Jp.st keep cruising, Matchic," Stenn 

said as he cli mbed into the back. "I got a 
couple of questions. About the blonde at 
the station three-four days ago." 

Kevan laughed. "The Clay Matchic was 
grass colored. eh ? "  · 

" Shut up. " Matchic growled. 
"I want to know about those two wit

nesses. The little fat guy give you trou
ble ? "  

" Sure, " Kevan said. " He didn't want 
any part of it. He was groaning about his 
bad heart. Somebody pointed him out 
sitting in the train reading his paper like 
nothing had happened. He tried to say he 
wasn't anywhere near the girl when she 
went over the edge. But two people saw 
him there and told me and I pressured the 
name and address out of him, then checked 
it against his papers. " 

" How about the Clove girl ?" 
"That was something else again. She 

insisted on being a witness. I thought she 
was a phony like a lot of that kind are. 
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But we checked and fotJnd she was really 
right near the blonde. " 

"Notice anything else about her ?" 
"Outside of acting a little goofy, no." 
"Goofy in what way besides wanting 

her name taken down ?" 
"Well, while the doc was under the 

train putting the tourniquets on the 
blonde, the Clove gal was on her hands 
and knees right beside me. I expected her 
to faint because it wasn't very pretty un
der there. I looked over at her and she 
looked like somebody watching the waiter 
bring a steak dinner. When a female is 
bloodthirsty she gets under my skin. I 
had to shove her away." 

"Thanks. You can drop me off on the 
next corner. See you around." 

CHAPTER 11-IREE 

Money Makes Murder 

trash cans. They 'were talking loudly, 
laughing, silhouetted against the lights of 
Proctor Street. 

Stenn silenced them by rising. to his feet 
as they approached. · 

"Sleep it off some place else," a man 
said. They stood, wary, staring at him. 

Stenn flicked on his light, swept it 
across their faces, holding it for a frac
tion of a second on each one. Two girls, 
both blonde, both very young but with 
the threat of future hardness in their 
faces. One vast blonde young man with 
bovine good loo�s and a pink buttonhole 
mouth. One dark man, a bit older, his 
face alert and vital. 

"What do you want ?" the dark one 
said as the light touched his face. 

"I'm looking for Della Clove." 
"Why ?" 
He held the badge briefly in the white 

glare of the light. "That's why. " 
"You won't find her here. She lives IT TOOK Stenn until eleven o'clock to outside the city, " one of the girls �id. . locate the Theater of the Dance. He "Which might be considered a very good had thought that he could locate any thing." She laughed, too loudly. organization in the city in half that time. "Shut your face," the dark man said. It was at the end of a narrow alley that Stenn detected a faint accent. turned off Proctor Street in the oldest "Are you Raoul ? " Stenn asked. part of the city. Stenn vaguely remem- "Yes. I have no business with you." bered that the building, set squarely across "I can decide that, one way or another. the end of the alley, had at one time fig- Open up. We'll go inside. " ured as a warehouse for a certain boot- "You have a warrant, Officer ?" legging combine. Proctor Street near the "No. It's your choice. Talk here or alley mouth was a place of horse rooms, talk in my office." dusty candy stores and several dance "�hat's the charge ?" studies and Turkish bath-outfits. Stenn turned the light again on the The Place was dark. There was a heavy younger of the two girls. "How old are wire grill across the top half of the sturdy you, honey ?" door. Stenn turned his pencil flash 

through the dusty glass, saw a table lit- "Twenty-one," she said, with a know-
tered with papers, the end of a cot. He ing curl to her lip. 
tried the door. It was locked. He took ;I "And I think I could pro_ve sixteen. 
the folded newspaper out of his pocket, That would make it a morals charge, 
spread it on the ground, sat on it and Raoul. Now will you play ?" 
began to wait with all the stubborn, end- • The laughter had gone out of them. 
less, ·frightening patience at his command. Raoul pushed by Stenn and opened the 

It was close to one o'clock when two door with a key. He reached inside and 
couples came down the alley past the clicked on the light. It was an unshaded 
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bulb that hung between cot and table. 
There were two dirty paper plates on the 
floor, a container that had evidently held 
coffee. 

Raoul said, his tone determinedly gay, 
"Sorry the place is in such a mess, Offi
cer. We weren't expecting distinguished 
company. This is the old watchman's 
room. Now it's my bedroom. When we 
open up it will become the ticket office. 
Here, I'll show you the rest of the lay
out ." He walked through the far door · 

and clicked a switch. A dim light dis
closed a large room with a stage at the 
far end. Wooden chairs had been lined 
up to give it the look of a theater. 

" My name," he said, "is Raoul Palma. 
This is a school of the drama. I am li
censed to teach here. I have been in this 
city for a year. My three friends are mem
bers of the cast in a play that is now in 
rehearsal. We have worked this evening. 
We went out to eat. We have returned 
to work again. Are there any more ques
tions ?" 

Stenn turned and looked at the other 
three. The big man's face wore a perma
nent simper. The two girls gave him stony 
looks. "Go on in and work then, while 
I talk with Palma." 

T
HEY filed by him. Palma sat on the 
cot. Stenn pulled the connecting door 

shut. He looked long and hard at Palma. 
The man's face was intelligent, sensitive. 
His fingers were long and delicate, but he 
appeared to be well muscled. 

"Something about this layout smells," 
Stenn said. 

" Is art criticism your strong point, old 
man ?" 

The tone was as cool and insolent as 
any Stenn had ever heard. He tightened 
his right fist a bit. " How many people 
will be in your play ? What will it be 
called ?" 

"The three in tnere, Della Clove and 
myself. A cast of five. It will be called 

'Etude in Three Acts.' It depicts deca
dence. We will be ready to put it on two 
months from now. I call the medium we 
are using interpretive ballet. I have a one
year lease on this building. The Theater 
of the Dance is organized as a charitable 
and educational institution." 

"Do you have a job ?" 
"This, " said Palma, with an inclusive 

sweep of his hand, " is my career." 
"What do you live on ?" 
Palma's eyes were touched with arro

gance. "Miss Clove, out of the goodness 
of her heart, feels that this venture is 
worth supporting. With the help of that 
portion of her small income which she 
donates, we manage to get along. Not 
luxuriously, as you can see, but ade
quately." 

" Put it  another way, Palma. Call it  a 
form of extortion. "  

"Hardly that. Miss Clove and I are to 
be married once the play starts. We plan 
on a long, successful run ."  

"Does she know that ?" 
"Of course. Now is there anything 

else ?" 

"I'll be back to see her. She'll be here 
tomorrow afternoon ?" 

Raoul Palma held the door open. He 
bowed with irony. "So nice you called, 
sir. I'll tell Della she had a visitor." 

Stenn frowned his way down the alley 
and out onto the Proctor Street sidewalk. 
Raoul Palma had handled him neatly, 
competently. Almost too well. It spoke 
of past contact with law. Raoul was a 
man practising a form of dishonesty that 
was neatly within the letter of the law and 
he knew it. Stenn guessed his age at about 
forty, a very compact, capable forty. 

HE FOUND AI Morganson getting 
ready to leave the news room. They 

went together to Al's favorite bar, the 
Rip Tide, which belied its bold name by 
being small, dim, dusty. There were only 
forty-five minutes left until closing. Mor-
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ganson was one of those rare men so col
orless that he seemed to have no specific 
contour of face or body. To a very few 
people in the world AI Morganson be
trayed his capacity for affection. Paul 
Stenn was one of these. To all the rest 
of humanity Morganson was as coldly 
emotionless, as calculatingly exact, as a 
key-punch machine. 

But each man had found within the 
other a streak of vulnerable warmth as 
carefully and successfully concealed as a 
picture of Trotsky in Moscow. 

They stood at the corner of the bar. 
"This, " said Stenn, "is still the Jane Doe 
and now I am going around in more cir
cles than I ever see before."  

"It's a dance that cops do. A mating 
rite, I'm told." 

"When we're stuck we come running 
to the fourth estate. " 

"You touch me. " 
"Because anybody sifting dirt long 

enough has a criminal-type mind." 
"I take it back." 
"What does the name Clove mean to 

you ? With a dollar sign in front of it. " 
"Clove, Clove. Not hard, that ques

tion. Once upon a time that was a big 
name in this town. I guess right after the 
Civil War they owned most of the town. 
The last of the line was somewhat of a 
bum and by then the family fortunes had 
sagged more than somewhat. Roger 
Clove. At the age of forty or thereabouts 
he married a tramp of some kind. That 
was maybe twenty years ago or a little 
more. They had some public battles and 
separated. Rc;>ge.r drove his Pierce Arrow 
into a bridge abutment. There was a kid 
and it was a big story for a time because 
the wife got nothing and the kid got the 
works. Not rigbt then, but when it got 
to be twenty-one. There was some sort 
of a maintenance income for the years in 
between. Say, you might have a yarn 

"-there, Paul ! The kid ought to be taking 
that dough out of the deep freeze pretty 

soon. It's just about time, I'd guess." 
"Very much dough ?" 
"Unless I'm very wrong it was a half

million bucks in the beginning, and it 
maybe has earned a little increment. Now 
tell me how this works into the severed 
blonde. " 

"Because one of the two witnesses 
turns out to be one Della Clove. Maybe 
it is just coincidence. I worry about co
incidences. All but one person out of a 
thousand is a plain ordinary joker like 
you can read his life history across the 
front of his vest. Then when you find 
some kind of an angle fastened loose like 
onto another case, more often than some
what there is a connection. Nine times 
in my mind I am about to put my nose to 
the ground in another direction but there 
is one little fact I can't swallow." 

"Like what ?" 
"Like two coincidences in a row. It 

seems that Miss Clove is playing a sucker
type pattycake with a very smooth citizen 
who could very possibly be from Mexico." 

"Can you turn loose on him ? " 
" Not without maybe looking very silly. 

I think you ought to whip up a feature 
on an enterprise called the Theater of the 
Dance. You could interview the female 
lead, who is the same Miss Clove. The 
establishment can be located at the end 
of Kimball Alley off Proctor." 

"What will you be doing ?" 
" I  shall be bending the ear of the law 

firm which is supposed to be looking out 
for Miss Clove's interests." 

STENN spent an hour over reports and 
picked up two routine assignments 

off the board. They filled the rest of the 
morning, resulting in one arrest, one posi
tive identification from the gallery. He 
had fried fish for lunclY and went back to 
Kimball Alley with the meal a solid lump 
in his middle, adding to his irritability. 

The day cleared off as he reached the 
converted warehouse. The door was un-
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locked. He pushed it open, walked be
tween the cot and the table to the second 
doorway. Shafts of dusty sunlight came 
through the high barred windows and pat
terned the floor. Raoul, in black tights 
and a sweat shirt, sat on his heels at the 
edge of the stage directing Della. 

"Try it again , "  he said. "Right toward 
me. And express, darling. Express ! Ev
ery line of your body must mean some
thing."  

Stenn stuck an unlit cigarette in the 
corner of his mouth and looked moodily 
on as Della Clove, her hands over her 
head, fingertips touching, head back, chest 
arched, came slinking diagonally across 
to Palma in a bent-kneed stride. Stenn 
decided that it could be good or bad. To 
him it merely looked inexpressibly comic. 

As she struck her pose close to Palma, 
Stenn lit a kitchen match on his thumb
nail. The cracking sound in the silence 
swiveled their heads toward him. Palma 
dropped lightly down to the floor and 
came across toward him. 

" Ah, the persistent policeman ! We'll 
take a break, Della, darling. " 

Della remained on the stage, her arms 
folded, her face scowling. "You broke 
the mood, you crummy cop," she said 
loudly. The voice had a harsh urchin 
quality. 

Stenn ignored Palma and strolled over 
and stopped ten feet from the stage look
ing up at Della. " So it was a mood, "  he 
said. ' 'I 'm glad to know that. To me it  

Here's Why • . .  

looked like a lot of no-talent being taught 
how to look funny by a guy who. doesn't 
know anything about it either. " 

She turned red and then white. "What 
would you know about anything ?" 

" I  know you're the corniest looking 
fem;;�le ham I 've seen since they closed 
the Lido Burlesq ue. They had a dame 
there did pratt-falls. At least you were 
supposed to laugh. " 

" That's q u i te enough , "  Palma said 
sharply. 

Stcnn tu rned and looked at him with a 
mild stare. " What's the matter ? Scared 
I 'll wise her up ? Scared she'll find out 
you're a phony ? "  

" He's not a phony ! "  Della yelled. 
" You Junk cop, M r. Palma was a director 
of the i\fexican Ballet. " 

" Shut up ! "  Raoul said, too late. 
The girl ignored him. " Raoul's got 

more talent in his little finger than you've 
ever had in your whole family. " 

Stenn shoved his hands into his hip 
pockets, bunching up his coat. " Sure he's 
got talent. I'll admit that. That teen-age 
blonde he was leading in here last night 
at one o 'clock proves that . "  

Della's mouth sagged open. She 
snapped it shut and turned on Raoul. " Is 
that true ? "  

" I  wasn't happy about the way Tommy, 
Berta and Lorraine handled their parts 
yesterday, darling. I found them and 
brought them back to run through it 
again. Don't let this man distress you . "  

Anacin® is like a doctor's pre
scription. That is, Anacin con· 
tains not one but a combina
tion of medica l ly proved 

active ingredients. Anacin is 
specially compounded to give 
FAST, LONG LASTING relief. 
Don't wait. Buy Anacin today. 
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"I'm sorry, darling. " 
'�He's got a handy way of lying about 

women," Stenn said casually. " Look at 
that fat line he fed you about the blonde." 

Della's folded arms tightened across 
her breasts. Stenn felt the tension in her. 
Palma said smoothly, '' My dear fellow, 
I 've just explained that it ,was a late re
hearsal. "  

Stenn stared at him with hooded eyes. 
"You're smooth, · fella. You're a treat to 
a tired cop. I 'll give you that. But she's 
already showed you she's a weak link. I 
would think you might worry about that. 
l would think it might interfere with your 
sleep. " He gave Palma no chance to an
swer. He walked stolidly across to the 
doorway and left. 

T
HE firm was Kalder, Harness and 
Slade. Stenn worked his way through 

the phalanx of secretaries until he reached 
Mr. Marion Harness. Harness sat behind 
a green-steel desk with an inlaid-linoleum 
top. The backs of his hands and the skin 
under his eyes and chin were over fifty. 
But Mr. Harness wore an expensive wavy 
brown wig, a dentist's carefully uneven 
work of art, the sheen of contact lenses, 
padded shoulders and, Stenn was certain, 
an · adequate girdle. He was fifty-five 
trying desperately to look forty, succeed
ing in looking like a sixty-three trying 
to look fifty. The tip of his tongue ran 
slowly back and forth along the thin red 
underlip. 

" I  do not feel that we can give out that 
information. "  

Stenn shifted his bulk i n  the chair. " I  
d o  not care how you feel or how you don't 
feel. I do not care who your friends are 
or how high up they may be." 

"There's no need to be insolent. " 
" I  am not going to move out of this 

chair, friend, until I get the answers to 
my questions. Six days ago I got my 
teeth in a case. Maybe it's a murder case. 
I don't know yet. While unraveling I 

come· across a deal where· a client of yours 
is heading for a lot of trouble. You help 
me and maybe I can stop it. You sit there 
and sneer at me and I 'll sure as hell let 
it be known that I was blocked out of the 
play right here in your office. It will be 
my pleasure to nail you to your own wall ."  

Harness looked over Stenn's head. at 
the far wall for ten seconds. He flicked 
the switch on the desk box and said, 
" Miss Trent, please bring in the Clove 
file. " 

Within twenty seconds a tall girl loped 
in with the file and placed it on the desk. 
She shut the door soundlessly as she left. 

"In  eight weeks and two days we shall 
turn over to Miss Clove securities which, · 
based on average market values for the 
pa�t quarter, have a value of two hundted 
and twenty-one thousand, four hundred 
and three dollars. In addition there are 
government bonds in the ameJunt of one 
hundred and twenty-five thousand dollars, 
cash in the account totaling eighty-one 
thousand, seven hundred and fourteen 
dollars and seventy cents, and rental prop
erty estimated at a flat two hundred thou
sand dollars. In accordance with the 
terms of the will we paid out two hundred 
dollars a month to Mrs. Clove, now Mrs. 
Ferris, until the child was fifteen and since 
that time we have been paying three 
hundred dollars a month directly to Miss 
Clove. At the end of eight weeks and two 
days we shall turn over the entire estate 
of six hundred and twenty-eight thou
sand, one hundred and seventeen dollars 
and seventy cents, plus any accrued in
terest and income, to Miss Clove. There 
are no ' strings attached'·. as you put it .  
We hope that M iss Clove will continue 
to permit us to protect her interests, but 
that is a decision which she must make. 
We could keep the principal amount in
tact and pay her an income, before taxes, 
of roughly twenty-five thousand a year. " 

" Suppose something happen.s to her be
fore she inherits ? "  
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"Then we are directed t{). turn the entire 

estate over to the Salvation Army. As a 
legal point, should she die the day after 
inheriting, the money would, of course, go 
to her heirs. "  

"Does Miss Clove know the size of the 
estate ?" 

"At her request, for the past six years 
we have sent a quarterly statement. " 

"Has she made any attempt to borrow 
against her expectations ?" 

"If she has, we have not learned of it." 
"Thanks. " 
" Please don't mention it. " 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Dance Macabre 

THE wire was on Steno's desk when 
he returned. He read it carefully. 
Senor Stenn : Photograph resembles one 

Fernando Barredo y Fourzan of good fam
ily. Imprisoned at Monterrey one year 1938-
39 blackmail of Norteamericano tourist. No 
permission to leave Mexico on file. Suggest 
deportation. Unable identify woman. 

Then followed the print classification, 
repeated twice for accuracy's sake. 

He took the candid shot of Palma out 
of his desk drawer. He had been caught 
in bright sunlight as he emerged from the 
alley. Mexico City's reply had been 
prompt. 

He sat and thought for a long time. He 
went to the communications room and 
explained, very carefully, what he wanted 
done. 

Then he went out and picked up Palma. 
The rnan was casual, smiling. He sat at 
his ease in the back seat of the car, as 
placid as someone humoring a whim. 

Stenn said nothing. The immigration 
man was waiting at headquarters. Stenn 
took over one of the small rooms off the 
rear corridor. He sat behind the desk. 

"Your name," said Stenn, "and I prob
ably can't pronounce it, is Fernando Bar
redo y Fourzan. And I think you're up 
for deportation. "  

Palma smiled, unruffled. "You did 
quite well on the name. Quite well. It 
used to be my name, as a matter of fact. 
If you've checked that far you probably 
know that once upon a time I was in a 
Mexican prison. Purely a misunderstand
ing, I assure you." 

"You left Mexico without permission." 
"Did I, now ! Unfortunate, wasn't it ?" 
Stenn sighed. "All right. All right. 

What have you got up your sleeve ?" 
"This," Palma said. He reached into 

his inside jacket pocket, took out a small 
grey folder and flipped it over to the immi
gration official. 

The man leafed through it carefully. 
He handed it back to Palma. "I can 
check, of course, but it looks all right to 
me. Born in Mexico. Acquired Argen
tine citizenship in 1943. The visa is in 
order and he's got another seven months 
here, provided he doesn't get a renewal at 
the end of that time. We could probably 
block a renewal on the basis of undesira
bility if we can prove the Mexican prison 
term, but it would be a little delicate to 
cancel the present permit." 

"All you had to do," Palma said to 
Stenn, "was ask me. I could have told 
you all this. Now, if you're quite 
through . . .  " He stood up. 

" Sit down," Stenn rumbled. 
Palma shrugged and sank back into the 

chair. 
The immigration man said that he 

didn't see what more he could add. Stenn 
agreed and the immigration man left, leav
ing Stenn and Palma alone in the room. 

Stenn !ooked into the man's dark, alert 
eyes, smarting at the half-veiled amuse
ment he saw there. 

"You're stick, like butter, " Stenn said. 
" Thank you. Muchissimas gracias, my 

official friend. "  
" Sit right where you are for a few min

utes," Stenn said. He left the small room, 
went up to the second floor and found 
Lieutenant Sharahan at his desk. 
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In a flat tone Stenn reported what had 
happened, what he wished to do. Shara
han stared at him. " Since when are we 
running this place with crystal balls and 
tea leaves, Paul ?" 

"I got to make it fit ."  
"Like trying to put the kid's bike in 

the Christmas stocking. You got a line 
on this by digging on the other case. It 
isn't connected, you know." 

"The girl in�sted on being a witness, 
Wally. Girls like that are maybe part 
psycho. They want to live fast. They 
want to see, taste, feel everything. That 
Palma, now. She's got the bah, hook, 
line, sinker, pole, reel and his arm up to 
the elbow. " 

"No, " Sharahan said very gently. "No, 
Paul. You got to do better. Let him go. 
·If he's as slick as you say, he's slick 
enough to make trouble. Vve can't hold 
him three minutes if he wants to com
plain to his legation. He's a foreign na
tional ."  

"You know what happens if  she's as 
tough as I think ?" 

"I can guess." 
" She gets that dough and she converts 

it into cash, all of it . They get married 
and they go to Argentina. I've got a 
hunch that down there everything be
longs to the husband . She can have an 
accident down there. It's a big con, plain 
and simple. " 

"That's too bad. You were working 
on a Jane Doe. You're not campaigning 
against matrimony. Not on department 
time." 

"Were working ? Is the Jane Doe case 
closed ?" 

"Closed. "  
"I'm sick, Wally. I think I got to have 

a couple days off. Maybe ifs flu. " 
Sharahan waved a limp hand. "Okay. 

Get out of here. Be a damn fool. It'll 
get you nowhere." 

Stenn told Palma he could leave and 
Palma left with a smirk. 

MORGANSON hitched his belly closer 
to the bar of the Rip Tide. "Don't 

get sore, Paul,"  he said. "Don't get sore. 
Just tell me. How much of it goes with 
the Jane Doe having blonde hair ?" 

"You're making me sore. " 
"Take it easy. Call me a student of 

human nature. Ten years we know each 
other. Every time there's a blonde body, 
a dead blonde body, you knock yourself 
out. Maybe you lose what the smart boys 
call a sense of perspective. Objectivity. 
Sure, I looked over the Theater of the 
Dance. Palma had to play up to me be
cause the Clove girl was there and he had 
to make it look good. He knew who sent 
me. The Clove girl was all dithery about 
it. She gushed. Palma gushed. I took 
notes. The hell with it. They'll never put 
anything on. The whole layout is phony. 
But how can you paste it to the Jane Doe ? 
Don't answer that question. I just want 
you thinking straight." 

"I'll ask you a question," Stenn said. 
"How many people that get better than 
a half-million worth of pie out of the sky 
go around thinking they're God ? Add a 
busted home on top of that. Add a lot of 
play-acting. Add gullibility. I 'll play out 
the hand and what can I lose but a couple 
days' pay ?" 

Morganson sighed. " Okay. What do 
I do ?" 

"You got to get that Palma out of my 
hair. I want the girl alone in that ware
house this afternoon. I got to get there 
first and get in and get his stuff out of 
sight. This has got to look real good ."  

" How do I do that ?" 
"You're a big boy now. How the hell 

do I know how you do it ?"  
Morganson snapped his  fingers. " I'm 

the eager reporter. I went and got hold 
of that will. I found a clause in it where 
she can't marry until she's twenty-five. 
I've got a friend who'll play along. A 
kid lawyer. Maybe I can take Palma to 
his office. How long do you need ?" 
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" She comes in to rehearse at two. It's 

eleven now. You get Palma when he goes 
after food. Say about one. I 'll hang 
around until you get him away from there. 
I can get in all right. I 'll be there when 
the girl arrives ."  

S
TENN sat with one haunch on the 

corner of the table, the big shoe 
s winging slowly, his hat shoved off his 
forehead, the pale eyes hooded. The ciga
rette in the corner of his - mouth sent a 
tenrlril of smoke upwar<l along the heavy 
cheek, curling around the hat brim. He 
had tossed Palma's personal things in a 
sui tcase and shoved it under the cot. The 
grey sheet hung down far enough to con
ceal it. 

Through the dusty glass and wire grill 
he saw Della Clove come down the alley 
with cat-tread, sunglint on the heavy black 
hair, the red slash. of lips. 

She pushed the door open and the smile 
· faded. " What do you want ? Where's 

Raoul ? "  
" You won't see him any more,' honey. 

He outsmarted us. He j umped j ust be
fore we grabbed him."  

She put her hands on her hips, spread
legged in fishwife pose, the pointed chin 
thrust toward him. "Just what the hell 
is  this all about ? "  

H e  kicked the cane-bottomed chair 
toward her. "Sit down. That will keep 
you from falling down. " 

Fear flickered for a moment in her 
eyes. She sat down. He regarded her 
somberly. He said, " Kid, you can get 
tied up with some real rough peopte when 
you don 't watch yourself. " 

" I  don 't need a guardian. "  
" I  could give you an argument on that. 

Look. See this ? A picture of Palma. We 
got it as he was coming out of the alley. 
See this ? A picture of the dead blonde, 
retouched a little. We sent those two pic
tures by airmail to Mexico City. We got 
an answer. " 

" I  don't have to rea'd it. Raoul told me 
about the trouble he had in Mexico."  

" Maybe you ought to  read i t .  Maybe 
there's something in it  you don't know." 

They had fixed up the wire in  accord 
with Stenn's detailed request. If was a 
nice job. Official looking. 

Senor Stenn : Photographs are of Fern
ando Barreda y Fourzan and female ac
complice who practised extortion here. 
Method of operation, girl would locate 
wealthy woman, Barreda would contact, 
marry and later desert after acquiring wife's 
money. Pair fled country in anticipation of 
arrest. Request deportation proceedings 
against Fourzan. Girl believed U.S. citizen 
but known to be Barreda's wife. 

The yellow ' sheet slippep out of the 
girl's fingers. swooped toward Stenn's 
heavy shoe, fluttered to the floor. He 
grunted as he bent over and picked it up. 

Though the girl's voice was barely 
audible, it had the q uality of a scream. 
" No , "  she said. " No !  It's all a lie ! "  

" 5ure," Stenn said. "Talk yourself in
to believing that. the same way you talked 
yourself into the cock-and-bull story 
Palma gave you. " 

She looked through Stenn and beyond 
him. " But I . . .  she came here and said 
horrible things. She was on he way out 
to talk to my mother. He told me how 
for years she had made his fife . . .  " 

She turned suddenly as Palma came 
through the doorway. He looked sharply 
at Della and then at Stenn. He was 
breathing hard. " I  thought so ! "  he said. 
" Your friends were a little clumsy. They 
contradicted each other. They were too 
anxious to have me stay with them. " He 
put his hand on Della's shoulder. " Are 
you all right, my darling ? "  

Stenn saw her shudder and then smile 
up into his face. "Of course. " 

"This pol ice person is a fool, you 
know. " Palma spoke intently, looking in
to her eyes. "A complete fool. " 

"Of course," she whispered, still smil
ing. 
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Stenn put the pictures and the wire in 
his pocket. He looked at the girl with 
sadness. . She continued to look into 

· Palma's eyes. 
Stenn saw that Palma sensed that the 

· girl h�d slipped, that some information 
had been given. There was deep tension 
in Palma. He looked quickly at Stenn, 
apparently reassured by placidity. The 
cord of his throat relaxed. 

He patted DeJla's shoulder lightly. 
"Come on, darling. Time for rehearsal. 
·You'd better change." 

DeJla meekly left the room. 
Palma said, "Possibly I underestimated 

you, my friend. It won't happen again." 
"It could have worked." 
"What could have worked ? I don't 

know what you're talking about." 
"I'm talking about using a half-wild 

impressionable kid like that to do your 
own dirty work, Palma. You didn't have 
the guts to handle the blonde yourself It 
was easier to play on the girl,. wasn't it ?" 

Palma peered at him. "My dear man, 
have you been attending the cinema too 
often ? Or is it those comic books you 
read ?" 

"Sooner or later," Stenn said. " Your 
time wili come. " 

"I'm afraid not," Palma said. "Now 
you may watch us rehearse, if you care 
to. Where did you put my things ? Oh, 
under the bed. Of course." 

STENN sat on the table. Palma took 
off his jacket shirt and undershirt. 

His shoulders and chest were well 
muscled. He pulled on a sweat shirt, 
smiled mockingly at Stenn and said, as 
he walked toward the inner doorway, 
"Art cannot wait, you know. The show 
must go on." 

Stenn said a short incisive word. Palma 
grinned over his shoulder. 

Stenn went to the doorway. The girl, 
in rehearsal clothes, stood on the stage. 
She had changed, apparently, behind the 

makeshift curtain that served as a back
drop. 

Seventeen years of police work had 
sensitized small alarm circuits in the back 
of Stenn's mind. He did not understand 
how they operated, but he knew that 
usually it was the result of something seen 
with the eye but not recorded by the brain. 
His eyes flicked across the room, across 
the litter and the dust. A half bottle of 
milk, caked and curdled, stood by the door. 
He stood up� and felt the tension in his 
shoulders. Mor,ganson pushed the outer 
door open and came in. He was flushed. 

"I didn't do so good, Paul." 
"Neither did I .  Anyway, it was a try." 
Morganson looked around with distaste. 

"The happy little pigpen." 
Stenn followed his glance, saw the 

chipped plate half under the cot. The 
alarm circuits quickened. He stared at 
the plate. A tarnished knife Jay across it. 

Alarm can come from something that is 
visible, or something that was once visible 
and suddenly, for no reason, has disap
peared. 

He grunted, low in · h is throat. He 
turned and strode toward the inner door
way, Morganson at his heels. They went 
through into the big room where the 
folding chairs sat in orderly ranks staring 
mindlessly at the stage. 

Palma said, " Now, you remember this 
one, darling. I am upstage, here. Half 
turned. I am looked across at Berta. She 
represents hidden desire. She wiJJ be 
over there, facing me. You are jealous. 
Now circle me slowly and keep the count 
in your mind. Crouch low and keep look
ing up at my face. Your hands must ex
press tension and anger." 

Morganson said, "Do you really want to 
watch this glop ?" 

"Shut up !"  
"Now look, Paul, just because-" 
"Damn you, watch them ! "  he grated. 
Something in his voice froze M organ· 

son. They stood side by side. The years 
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of · conditioning kept Stenn on the verge 
of running forward, crying out. But some
thing far stronger kept him there. Sun 
dappled the dusty floor. The distant traf
fic was more vibration than sound. Some
where a radio played loudly. 

Palma stood looking across the stage. 
Della circled him, crouched as he had 
directed. She circled him twice as he 
stood motionless. Then she straightened 
up in front of him. There was one flicker
ing glint of metal as she drove the tines 
of the corroded fork with all her strength 
into the base of his throat. Morganson 
made a thin, whimpering sound. As 
Palma tottered she ripped the fork free 
and, with a hard mad cry, drove it home 
again, releasing the handle this time to 
fall to her knees. 

Palma's lips worked with an amazing 
rapidity, flapping together soundlessly 
like a ventriloquist's puppet. Stenn ran 
to him, leaping with an extraordinary 
agility for so heavy a man, up onto the 
stage. Palma's expression was intent. He 
grasped the handle of the fork and, j ust 
as Stenn reached him, he pulled it free. 
After that there was nothing that could be 
done for him. He died quickly but nastily, 
drowning while he fought for air that he 
could not suck into his lungs. 

J
T WAS dusk and Stenn was sitting on 

a bench in the unlighted squad room in 
his undershirt when Morganson came in. 

"What was Wally's reaction ?" Al 
asked. 

"He's still upset because we still got a 
Jane Doe. But now we'll unravel her -
by backtracking on Palma." 

Palma told the girl, the Clove girl, that 
the blonde was insanely possessive and 
now she'd never let him go. The blonde 
bad the name of the Oove girl's mother. 
I guess she was going to get the Clove 
girl off Palma's neck by telling the mother 
how this Palma was already married, or a 
crook, or something like that. The Clove 
girl waited until the little fat guy stopped 
gawping at the blonde and she timed it 
right and shoved the blonde in the small 
of the back as the train came in. A crazy 
thing to do, all right, and she said she 
did it because Palma explained how a 
great artist must experience everything in 
order to be fulfilled. Something like that. 
My guess is that Palma and the blonde 
were in on some deal and they separated 
and he ran out with the stake. Maybe we'll 
find out. Even if we could prove it all, 
we'd never been able to touch him. He 
could always claim it was just a discussion 
he had with the Clove girl and she took it 
wrong. The trouble was he talked too 
good. The Clove girl wasn't satisfied with 
doing the pushing. She had to ring her
self in as a witness too. She's auts, I 
think, and I think the state guys will come 
to the same answer." 

The room darkened some more. Stenn 
clicked on the light, squinting against it, 
yawning. "I'm beat," he said. 

"A bone-headed cop with a soft spot 
for blondes," Morganson said. 

"I'm not too proud to eat with a vulture 
of the press," Stenn said. 

"Get your clothes on." 
Stenn frowned and spoke absently, 

"For sure he would have knocked off that 
Clove girl sooner Or later." 

"How about the girl ?" "Probably," Morganson said gently, 
"The two state psychiatrists have been sensing the concealed bitterness of self

working over her. Already some crack- accusation, feeling glad that their jobs 
pots who read the papers have phoned in were not reversed, knowing that now Paul 
wanting to marry her. She gives the story was seeing the girl as an animal rigged 
that the blonde showed up and she bad around with traps he had set. "Probably," 
been tracking this Palma for a long time. he repeated. 

THE END 



B O R N 
C O P  

"Don't move, Ronan," 
Quade said sofdy. "This 
is end of the road • • • .  " 

By RICHARD BRISTER 

They said Quade was an ideal cop because he understood the criminal 
mind. Quade smiled. Who should understand it better? Wasn't he 

one of them? 

FROM the criminal's standpoint, 
Quade was the most dangerous kind 
of cop. Quade had brains and im

agination ; he could be ruthless in stalk-
32 

ing his quarry, and what really drove 
the denizens of the underworld nuts was 
Quade's uncanny ability to second-guess 
them. It was as if the big, burly plain-
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clothes man somehow managed t o  get 
down in there under their skins, think 
along with them, plan along with them, 
and so it was that too often, as the boys 
who preferred the easy ouck sa . it, 
Quade was right there waiting, Johnny
on-the-spot when a j ob was pulled off. 
�t was aggravating, it was depressing. 
The only operator on the South Side who 
didn't seem to be worrying about .the 
department's ace bloodhound was Jimmy 
" No-Dice " Ronan. 

"Quade ? "  said No-Dice, snapping his 
short, chubby fingers. " Nuts to the guy. 
He don't worry me any. I ain't worried 
about any cop . "  

Nothing worried No-Dice, for that 
matter. A swarthy little man who netted 
better than two thousand a .  week from 
numbers, night c;lubs, brothels and vari
ous other fragrant enterprises, No-Dice 
had enou�h innate shrewdness to realize 
that the man in his position who hugged 
a dollar too closely was courting disaster. 
No-Dice paid out <half what he netted 
weekly, spreading the money _around 
strategically where it could be counted 
on to pay the best dividends in times of 
crisis. 

For instance, the night No-Dice learned 
that Picky Davis, a trusted lieutenant who 
had shared some of his 'closest secrets, 
had been observed entering the Depart
ment of Justice building for a furtive 
rendezvous with the cops, No-Dice had 
summoned the hapless Davis and thrown 
two exceedingly ugly, but appropriate, 
words at him. 

" S tool pigeon, "  said No-Dice. He had 
a .38 automatic in his right hand. He 
pointed it across his huge, glass-topped 
desk at Davis, who stiffened, his face 
turning ash-grey. 

" Boss, I-" 
"Stool pigeon, "  said No-Dice, and in 

one of those sudden bursts of anger that 
were his cardinal weakness, he pulled the 
trigger. 

SOME of the boys took Davis out of 
No-Dice Ronan's carpeted office, to

ward dawn the next morning, and wired 
a stone to him, and chucked him off a 
pier into the river. But the boys bungled 
the job. A month later, what was left 
of Davis reluctantly surfaced, and Mc
Ginty, Chief of City Detectives, took 
Quade down to the morgue for a look. 

" How about it ? "  t.Qe chief said, glanc
ing at Quade. 

"That's Davis. Our stoolie. No-Dice 
has a sensitive pair of nostrils. I guess he 
smelled it on Davis. " 

" You think No-Dice killed him ? Per
sonally shot him ? "  

" The guy has that flash temper, Chief. 
I t's his big weakness. That and the little 
tramps he picks out of the shows in his 
night clubs and uses for personal play-
things. Sure, he killed Davis. " . 

" Let's get him , "  the chief said. His 
big jaw clamped shut tightly: · and his 
eyes glittered. Davis had been a valuable 
asset to the department. 

" On this ? "  - Quade said. "Are you 
kidding ? He's got the fix in so deep we 
couldn't even get an indictment. He'd 
horse-laugh us silly. " 

"Get him, " snapped McGinty. " I 'm 
putting you on it. Your private manhunt, 
Quade. J ust get No-Dice Ronan where 
we can really put the screws to him . "  

Quade frowned. " That's a big order." 
" You're a big boy. I wouldn't throw 

an order like that in the lap of any man 
on the force except you, Quade. You 
know that. " 

" Sure. " He knew that. He knew a lot of 
things, he thought, and indulged in a 
grim little smile at the irony of his po
sition. Quade, the complete cop, Me- . 
Ginty's best boy, the guy who could be 
counted on to bring the bad boys to 
bay, because he was one cop who really 
understood them. 

And why not ? he asked himself bit
terly, all the while carefully planking a 
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deadpan expression on his ruddy, large
featured face. He was one of them, wasn't 
he ? 

He wondered how the chief would re
act to the knowledge that Ed- Quade, one 
of his best in the bureau, twelve years in 
a pull's harness, was wanted under ' an
other name, wanted by the warden of a 
rathole prison down south from which 
he'd escaped after serving two· years of 
a four-year sentence. 

On the cops. Him, on the cops. What 
a laugh that was ! But they'd never 
tumbled. Something should really be done 
to improve the efficiency of this nation's 
manhunting methods. But in all fairness, 
who looked for a con on the tops ? What 
better place to hide, once he'd greased 
his way in here ? 

"Well ?" McGinty said. 
" Well, what, Chief ? "  Quade j erked his 

mino back to the present. 
"Will you get No-Dice Ronan for 

me ? "  
Quade shrugged, said, " Hell, I 'm j ust 

another monkey on your string, Chief. 
I take orders. " But there was no rancor 
in his voice. He liked McGinty. The man 
was honest, hard and honest. Some cops 
were just hard, Quade told himself with 
dry amusement. 

Get No-Dice Ronan. Now here was 
a job to Quade's liking. It had been a 
man cut from the same stamp as No-Dice 
who had framed him up the river years 
ago, and while that man was now dead, 
beyond retribution, Quade still could take 
a measure of satisfaction in cutting the 
props from under a man so like his 
malefactor. 

QUADE went after him l ike a man 
engaged in a card game, playing for 

high stakes, and shrewdly his mind probed 
the weakness and strength of the cards 
held by his opponent, and tried to fill 
his hand with cards that would trump 
those held by No-Dice Ronan. 

"Two weak cards in his hand, " Quade 
decided: "He lets his temper boil over. 
He's a sucker for dames, usually tramps. 
Talk is he can get crazy jealous. Now 
that should add up worth something. "  

Quade went to work, unobtrusively, 
ploddingly, with the patience of a stalking 
cat, the patience he had learned during 
two years in prison, and at the end of a 
week he had located the apartment where 
No-Dice Ronan's current girl was stashed 
to await the pleasure of the very big 
little man. 

Her name was Ginger Baby. What it 
had been before she'd started calling her
self Ginger Baby, Quade didn't know, 
nor did he care greatly. She was a 
brunette, extremely well-stacked-No
Dice had taken her out of the chorus l ine 
in his Tic-Toe Club only,a couple months 
back, and her new work agreed with her. 
She was sleek and extremely well · fed, 
and the long days of loafing around in 
the apartment had charged her with an · 
excess of energy, so that her basic quality, 
an earthy femininity, had become more 
apparent in her every languorous move
ment. 

The apartq:�ent was across the street 
from an aging, red-brick office building. 
Quade finagled himself office space, had a 
sign painter letter in the words " Ace 
Sales Company " on a frosted-glass door 
panel, brought in some props to make the 
setup look credible, and moved in on what 
became almost a round-the-clock basis. 

He had to glance obliquely down street 
toward Ginger Baby's apartment, but the 
season was mid-summer, she was a girl 
who liked plenty of air stirring about i n  
h e.r  rooms these muggy hot days, and. 
consequently she kept the blinds up most 
of the time. There wasn't much she did 
in there that Quade was not privy to, 
with the aid of a pair of strong glasses. 

No-Dice's nights were usually Tuesdays 
and Fridays. Why, Quade couldn't guess, 
but that seemed to be the pattern. He'd 
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come in around two in the morning and 
wake up Ginger Baby, and usually leave 
about two hours later, although, to be 
sure, there were some times when he 
didn't leave until noon the next day. 

Quade waited for something-some
thing he was banking on heavily. The 
girl, if he was any judge of human na
ture, was just another in No-Dice's long 
string of tramps. Quade, from what he'd 
seen of her, felt she was- more of a tramp 
than had been some of her predecessors. 

He waited a solid month hefore his 
hunch finally paid off. No-Dice checked 
out around four o'clock one Saturday 
morning. Quade, watching from the 
darkened offices of the Ace Sales Company 
across the street, saw the girl pick up the 
phone and engage in a very brief con
versation. 

A half-hour later a sedan parked ·at 
the curb, a full block down the street. 
A man got out, walked up to Ginger 
:Saby's apartment building, buzzed, was 
admitted. Quade's mouth twisted in a 
thinly trit!mphant smile as the lights 
blinked off in Gingtr Baby's apartment. 
Dark as it was, he -could swear he saw 
signs of movement" over there in the 
rooms he had held under such constant 
surveillance for so many weeks. 

"Knew she was a real lowdown tramp," 
he chortled. " And after all, a little guy 
as ugly as No-Dice-a girl like Ginger 
Baby needs some sweetness in her life, 

don't she ? So she's late-dating No
Dice. " 

QUADE felt he had something now, 
but he lacked pertinent information. 

He slipped quietly downstairs, out the 
side door of the old, red-brick office 
building, walked around the block and 
inspected the car that had brought Ginger 
Baby's spare boy friend to his tryst with 
the lady. 

" 

The car told him nothing. He took 
the license number, checked it through 
channels, learned it belonged to Harry 
" Pretty Boy" Ramac, who fronted for 
.No-Dice in one of his gambling casinos. 

Quade talked to Chief McGinty. " I 'm 
holding pretty good cards, and I 'm ready 
to play. But somebody could get hurt, 
Chief. " 

"Who ?" 
"Harry Ramac. " . 
McGinty's mouth twisted. "That punk. 

That smooth-faced, slick-talking little 
slob. So he gets hurt. So he gets killed. 
He'd've been rotting in jail years ago, 
without No-Dice's money greasing things 
for him. What's with you anyway, Quade ? 
Getting squeamish ?" 

"Got me. I wanted to try this on you, 
is all, Chief." 

" It fits. I want No-Dice. What's the 
deal ? What kind of a fire you building 
under him ?" 

"The big rap." 
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" M urder ?" 
" I f  I know my man, yes," Quade 

said. "Murder. Exit Harry Ramac. " 
" How ? "  the Chief said. 
" Under the circumstances, " Quade 

said, "maybe I ought to fly this one 
solo. " 

The chief frowned uneasily at him. 
"You're the damnedest man, ain't yo.u ?  
Sometimes you almost give me the wiliies. 
I 'd hate like hell to have you riding 
my tail, Quade. If I didn't know you 
were a family tnan, with a nice wife and 
three kids you'd give your life for, I 'd 
swear you weren't human . . . .  All right, 
fly it solo ."  

Quade's hand of cards wasn't quite 
full yet. Ginger Baby, he had discovered 
during his weeks of watching the lady at 
various pastimes, was a vain little floozie. 
She spent much time peering at herself in 
her several mirrors, modeling the mink 
No-Dice had coughed up with, the brace
lets, the necklaces, the Fifth Avenue 
gowns. 

Rather a stupid little creature, really, 
thought Quade, and it occurred to him 
that the lady had no pearls, and he per
sonally did something about that. He in
vested some hundreds of dollars in a pearl 
necklace, and made arrangements with 
a cab driver. 

The lady was bored, she often went 
out of an afternoon, but she was, natu
rally, above walking on her pretty stems, 
she who once had earned her living as a 
hoofer. She went on her pointless little 
errands in taxis. She went on one such 
errand- in the taxi whose driver was 
temporarily in Quade's employment, and 
discovered a simply beautiful string of 
pearls on the floor, under her well-shod 
little tootsie. 

She did not, of course, mention her 
discovery to the driver. Quade watched 
qer later, admiring the pearls in one of 
her mirrors. She loved them, obviously 
she was quite daft about them, wanted 

to wear them. The question in Quade's 
mind was, would the girl be stupid enough 
to wear them in the presence of No-Dice 
Ronan ? 

She was. Quade watched her showing 
them to No-Dice on the occasion of the 

. gambler's next visit. The face of No-Dice 
Ronan, even from Quade's great distance, 
was an interesting study in primal emo
tions. Suddenly furious, he grasped the 
girl by her negligeed shoulders, shook her, 
aii the while spouting what must surely be 
venomous epithets at her, and the girl 
reacted as Quade had expected. 

She stood up to No-Dice, gave him 
· back insult for insult, insisted, as Quade 

interpreted the conversation which he 
could see but not hear, that she had found 
those pearls, and th�t No-Dice's suspicions 
were just absolutely without foundation, 
and-and j ust simply too silly. She had 
found those pearls in a taxicab, and she 
meant to keep them and wear them, and 
No-Dice, if he didn't like it, could go 
pound sand in a ucket. 

No-Dice cooled himself out, his sus
picions at least partially allayed by the 
violence of the girl's protests, and Quade 
thought, from his post across the darkened 
street, Women. I love 'em. The little 
hussy. She's cheating on him with Harry 
Ramac all this time, but she found those 
pearls in a taxi, and how dare he have 
the nerve to suspect that there was any
thing-that another man could have . 
Women ! 

W
I LL Harry come tonight ?  Quade 
wondered. When No-Dice departed, 

Ginger Baby picked up the phone and 
engaged in a longer-than-usual conver
sation with a party who could hardly, 
Quade reasoned, be other than Harry 
Ramac. Quade saw the girl shake her 
lovely brunette locks negatively as she 
talked, and he could fill in the words 
which he was unable to overhear. 

Harry wanted to come over. Ginger 
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Baby was saying, "No. This thing about 
the pearls has him all excited. He's so 
terribly jealous, and now this has made 
him suspicious. We'll have to stop seeing 
each other for a while, until this thing 
blows over. " 

It was three more weeks before Ginger 
Baby again late-dated No-Dice with 
Harry Ramac. Quade smiled grimly and 
played a card shrewdly. He typed out 
an anonymous letter to No-Dice. It said, 
"If G. B .  had a boy friend, what would 
be the safest time for her to entertain 
him ?" 

Now Quade knew his man, was banking 
on the vanity in No-Dice to dictate the 
gambler's reaction to this anonymous 
mtsstve. He won't put one of his side 
boys to checking on Ginger Baby, he'll 

Even from this distance you could 
aee that No-Dice was bolling. • • • 

do his spying on her himself. And why 
so ? Because he'd hate to admit to anyone 
else that he could doubt himself with a 
woman. 

The cards were all dealt, the ante was 
up, the betting was on, and the next 
Friday night, the game reached its climax. 
No-Dice paid Ginger Baby his usual 
visit, checked out around three-thirty in 
the A. M. 

Ginger Baby grabbed the phone and 
Quade could tell, watching her head bob 
as she talked, that she was giving Ramac 
the go-ahead to come over. He did, and 
he had been up there no more than ten
fifteen minutes when a small, indistinct 

figure slid down the street, hugging the 
shadowy inner edge of the sidewalk, and 
paused momentarily to study Harry 
Ramac's parked car at the curb. 

Quade watched the man pick the lock 
of the apartment-house door and slide 
quietly in there. It was No-Dice Roman, 
and even in the dim light, from this 
distance, you could see he was boiling. He 
took a key, undoubtedly his private pass 
key to Ginger Baby's apartment, from 
his pocket, just before he slid in out of 
Quade's line of vision. 

Quade stayed on post at the window. 
Shortly thereafter the lights snapped on 
in Ginger Baby's apartment. Quade saw 
Harry Ramac scurry across the room, 
with a hunted-rat look on his pretty, pale 
face, saw him throw his hands up, and 
then heard muffled shots. 

Ramac pitched down headlong. Quade 
saw No-Dice Ronan stand looking down 
at the fallen man, saw the gun in Roman's 
hand, the blind fury in the gambler's face, 
which gave way to self-concern after 
aeveral seconds. 

No-Dice turned, apparently saying 
something to Ginger Baby, then went 
toward the door. 

Quade was already on his way down 
from his self-made cell in the old office 
building. When No-Dice Ronan reached 
his parked automobile, Quade stepped out 
of a shadowed doorway and pointed his 
Police Special at the gambler. 

"Don't move,- Ronan." 
The gambler stood frozen. "Who is 

it ?" 
"Quade." 
"Up kind of late, ain't you, copper ?" 
"This is the most interesting time of 

day, Ronan. I'll take that gun you used 
on him. " 

"On who ?" 
" Ramac." 
The gambler hesitated, then permitted 

Quade to remove the .38 from his shoulder 
holster. Quade packeled the still-warm 
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automatic, took cuffs from his side pocket 
and said, "Wrists up, Ronan." 

The gambler looked at him. "You sure 
you're being smart, Quade ?" 

"Let's have those wrists." 
"Let's get in the car and have a little 

talk first." 
"Why should we ?" Quade said, his 

throat getting sticky. 
The gambler pulled an ace card from 

his sleeve, said, "I  hear you got a nice 
wife and three kids that think you're a 
hero, Quade." 

"What about it ?" 
"Nothing. Provided you don't care if 

they find out you're an ex-con, still wanted 
for busting out of prison down in . . .  Let's 
get in the car and talk a bit, Quade." 

Quade said throatily, "Where'd you
How did you-" 

"I've known it for years, Quade. One 
of my boys ·was in stir with you, rec
ognized you. He ain't around any more. 
He stopped a bullet. You look like a man 
with a problem on your mind, Quade. 
Let's get in the car and talk, shall we ?" 

QUADE let him key the door open; 
got in the front seat beside him, 

keeping him covered, watching him care
fully by · the light from a street lamp. 

"Go ahead. Talk, Ronan." 
"You're working alone on · this, if I 

know you," said the gambler. "Those 
shots don't appear to have aroused any
body up there at her place. I can fix my 
way out on this, with a little cooperation 
froin you, Quade. You didn't see anything, 
I don't know anything about your back
ground. It's an even trade. 1£ you're as 
smart as I think you are, I think you'll 
buy, Quade. " 

· 

"I can plug you," Quade said, "and 
get away with it." 

"Some of my boys know what I know," 
said the gambler. 

"So then you're not selling me any
thing," Quade sighed heavily. 

"I  can keep their mouths zippered." 

"I'm to take that on trust, am I ?" 
"Why not ? You've got me cold on this 

Ramac killing. It ain't a matter of trust, 
from my standpoint. The position you've 
got me in, I have to play your way, 
Quade. And the same goes in reverse." 

"It's a bad bargain," Quade said bit
terly. "I know you pretty well, Ronan. 
One of these days I'd wind up missing. 
I'm too dangerous to you. You'd rather 
risk killing a copper than have one walk
ing around who could pin a murder rap 
on you." 

"So we both take our chances. I'm a 
gambler. I'm used to taking chances." 

''I'm not," Quade· said, and he kept 
the gun trained on Ronan. "Start the 
car. I 'm taking you in." 

For the first time the gambler's 
swarthy face displayed real concern. 
"Don't be a fool, Quade. Listen, I can 
understand how you'd think I'd try rub
bing you out. Suppose I put it in writ
ing. I shot and killed Harry Ramac. You 
hold that signed confession. Put it away 
somewhere, in a safe deposit box, say, 
with orders to be opened if anything 
happens to you. There's your life in
surance. I'm a desperate man, Quade." 

Quade stared almost hopefully at him. 
"You're not that desperate ?" he said. 

"When the stakes are high enough," 
said No-Dice Ronan, "I'll always gamble. 
You got a fountain pen and a piece of 
paper for me to write on ?" 

"Sure." Quade kept him covered with 
one hand, produced writing materials· 
with the other from his inside coat pocket. 
He dictated the confession. No-Dice scrib
bled it off in the dim light cast by the 
ceiling globe. "Make the signature nice 
and legible," Quade ordered. 

"How's that ?" said the gambler, as he 
finished, handing Quade the signed state
ment. 

Quade stuffed the paper into his pocket. 
"Start the car, Ronan. Let's go." 
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"Where ?" said the gambler m a thin 

VOICe. 

" I 'm taking you in." 
"Why, you lousy, double-crossing-" 

No-Dice R onan 's flash temper burst. He 
made a savage swipe at the gun in Quade's 
hand, managed to knock it  sideways.  His  
other hand · drove at  Quade's face, his 
chubby fingers seeking Quade's eyes. 
Quade's head went back against the glass. 
He caught �e smaller man's wrist, l i ft
ing the gun into train and thought, I ought 
to plug him. I really ought to. Then 
maybe they'd never know, down at head
quarters, that I . . .  

Quade was a cop. On the cops, you 
brought them in alive, whenever you 
could safely manage to do so. That was 
orders. Quade dropped the gun on the 
floor of the car and hit his man a short 
clubbing blow on the point of the chin. 

Jimmy No-Dice Ronan slid down l imp
ly behin<:l the wheel. H i s  small body 
teetered over against Quade. Quade put 
the handcuffs on him, then got in back 
of the wheel and drove toward head
quarters, taking his man in on what would 
probably be .. <ttJe windup of a brilliant po
lice career. 

"S 0 THAT wraps him up," Quade 
said. "That little confession he 

wrote out so pretty won't stand up too 
good, seeing how it was gotten out of 

him, but it should help to fry him. We 
got Ramac's body, full  of bullets out of 
his gun. I didn't see him actual)y plug 
the guy, but I nailed him right after he 

• lammed out of there, and the girl wi ll 
play ball, if I know her. I don't see any 
way out for him, Chief, no matter how 
much he spends trying." 

"Yeah," said McGinty. He gr inned 
slowly at Quade. "I knew about you, 
Quade." 

Quade's mouth went · slack. "How ?" 

' ' Picky Davis. O'ur stoolie. The guy 
No-Dice liquidated." 

' ' But then-that means you've known 
for some time. You knew when you 
put 111e on this j ob." 

" This was a test for you , Quade. I 
knew No-Dice Ronan would try to make 
a deal with you, once you got him where 
you could hurt him. I wanted to see if 
you'd buy. You didn't.  I 'm going to bat 
for you on this thing, Quade. I 'm going 
to see to it that you get a full pardon. 
And you'll get it. Don't you doubt that 
for a m inute." He sighed. "There'll be

' 

a l ittle publicity, though. Think that fam• 
ily of yours can stand it ?" 

" Sure," Quade said softly. His throat 
was clogged with relief and gratitude as 
he looked at McGinty, a hard cop and a 
straight cop. "They'll hold their heads 
higher than ever," he said proudly. 
"They're that kind." 
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Out of the mouths of babes
grownup blonde ones, that Is

sometimes come the words that 
will fry a man ! 

THE 
BIG TIME  

By WILLIAM 

CAMPBELL CAULT 

B ERK'S okay when he isn't making 
like a cop. There's nothing really 

• wrong with him, excepting he's 
honest to the point of nausea. He's a realist 
and sharp enough otherwise. He's even 
good looking. 

He sat_ in my office, this June after
noon, giving me helL We don't often see 
eye to eye, me and Lieutenant Berk. 

"The hell of it is," he was saying, "you 
make your lack of ethics pay off, Steve. 
That Taylor divorce deal must have 
brought you some heavy money." 
40 

I kept his head under until his 
e hands feU away from mine, until 

his body was quiet. • • •  

"A few dollars," I agreed. "That makes 
it worse, because I made a few bucks ?" 

"That makes it right, in your book," he 
answered. "And that means you'll follow 
the path until it doesn't pay off." 
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"How's Homicide connected with the 

Taylor mess ?" I asked him. "Why should 
you fret about a lousy divorce case that 
hasn't even been put on the calendar yet ?" 

"I'm not here as a representative of 
Homicide today," he told me. "I'm here 
as a cop, and as the guy who went to 
bat for you when your license was up 
for renewal." 

"And why'd you go to bat for me ?" 
He looked at me coolly. "You tell me." 
"Because I practicaliy solved the At-

water mess for you. Because I handed 
· you the killer on a silver platter, and 

you're figuring the time will come when 
you'll need me again." 

He shook his head and expelled his 
breath. "Just the first part of that is 
right. I did it out of gratitude-but not 
out of expectation. But I wouldn't ex
pect you to believe that." 

"I wouldn't believe it from anybody in 
the world but you," I said. "But with 
you, honesty's a disease. Look, should 
we put all our cards on the table ?" 

HE LOOKED at me curiously. ''Your 
play." 

"The fact that you're a friend of George 
Taylor's wouldn't have anything to do 
with this visit ?" 

He colored. He said, "You don't miss 
much, do you ?" 

"I try not to miss anything. Let's see 
how honest you can get with that one." 

He really looked uncomfortable now. 
Finally he said, "I'm a friend of George 
Taylor's. It's at least a part of the reason 
I'm here." 

"Maybe the whole reason." 
"Maybe. And George Taylor is one 

fine lad, the victim of an unfortunate 
marriage." 

"All marriages are unfortunate-for the 
man," I told him. "That's why the smart 
ones like me and you never got married, 
right ?" I paused. "You didn't come here 
to bawl me out, Dick. You came here to 

make some kind of deal with me." 
"I don't like that word, Steve," he said. 

"I came here, hoping you'd level w1th 
me. I know that tramp you used, that 
Sylvie Jessup. She's been used before." 

"She's not new," I agreed, "but she 
has her points. And George really sailed 
for her." 

"George was drunk." 
"Every · day. Because of his love for 

his beautiful wife. George sulked, in front 
of a bar, pouring out his troubles to the 
rest of the lushes. He's only got about 
three million bucks, but he was so un
happy."  I was getting excited for some 
reason. "Guys like George Taylor I can't 
work up any sympathy for, not at all. 
Slobs like him were meant to be taken." 

Berk was standing now. "What was 
that word ?" 

I was breathing hard. I gave him stare 
for stare. "You know what I called him. 
And it goes for all the others like him." 

He continued to stare at me. Then, 
"You'll never get another license in this 
town. I'll personally see to that, Harper." 

"Thanks," I said. "Maybe I won't need 
it." 

He picked up his hat off my desk and 
stood there a second, studying me. "And 
if George Taylor's attorney proves col
lusion between you and that Sylvie Jessup, 
things could get awful rough for you." 

"I stopped worrying about lawyers 
when I was fourteen," I told him. 

He turned and went out, slamming the 
door. 

LA WYERS I didn't worry about. But 
cops ? And cops like Lieutenant Dick 

Berk-smart, incorruptible cops ? Well, 
I hadn't come this far in life without 
learning a few things. Cops shouldn't 
bother me. 

But I had a drink anyway. A stiff one. 
Then I put the bottle back in the bottom 

drawer and looked at the telephone. I 
started to pick it up, and it rang. 
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"Harper Investigations," I said. "Steve 
Harper speaking." 

"Baby," she said, and I wanted to put 
the phone down. Sylvie. 

But I said, "Baby yourself. What's on 
your mind ?" 

"Money," she said. "You don't con-
sider last night payment, do you ?" 

We'd made the rounds last night. 
"Money ?" I said. "For what ?" 

· 

"Don't be cute." Her voice was differ-
ent now. "For the job I did on your 
drunken friend. You think it was fun ?" 

"I don't know. I wasn't there with you 
two love birds. Why should I pay you ?" 

"Look, Steve . . .  " 
I said nothing. 
"You're not saying it wasn't your idea, 

are you Steve ? You're not saying you 
didn't tell me the bar I could pick up 
Taylor in, and how to handle him and 
how to keep you informed and just what 
was needed for evidence. You're not 
saying this was my idea, are you ?" 

"I'tn not saying anything. I'm listen
ing." 

"Well, start saying something, and 
quick." 

"All right, Lieutenant Berk was just 
here. He told me that if Taylor's attorney 
could prove collusion between me and you, 
he'd see that I lost my license and you got 
a minimum of five years. He said he 
knows what a tramp you are, and he'd 
love to nail you. He's out of Homicide 
and it really isn't his business, but Gutless 
George is a buddy of his, and Berk's mak
ing it ·his business. How does all that 
sound ?" 

"It sounds like I ought to raise the 
ante . . Clean, you told me it would be, 
clean and simple." 

"That was before I knew how . much 
Berk hated you. You never told me that." 

"I don't know the man," she said. "This 
is anothe.r one of your dreams, isn't it ? 
Just to save a few lousy bucks." 

"How few ?" I asked. 

"I figure two hundred would make 
me whole and clean again." 

"Okay," I said. "Piker." 
"\Vhat was that word ?" 
"Lover. A chance to pick up about 

fifty grand, but you're willing to settle 
for two hundred. No wonder you'll never 
wear mink." 

"I'll never wear mink working with 
you." A pause. "What did you mean, 
fifty grand ? Another of your dreams ?" 

" Sure," I said. "You can pick up the 
two bills tomorrow. That soon enough ?" 

"Steve, what did you mean by fifty 
grand ?" 

"Nothing," I said. "Not a damn thing. 
I've got the letters. I forgot about · that. 
It's my fifty grand. That's all we've really 
got is the letters. And my testimony. And 
I can be bought. I can go in the package 
with the letters. A package deal." 

"Steve, he wrote those letters to me." 
"I know. But who else knows ? Who 

else even knows there are letters ?" 
"Your client does." 
"Does she ? You know that, for sure ?" 
Some words that wouldn't bear repeat-: 

ing. 
And I said, "I'm not going to double

cross my client. I'm going into court with 
the letters, probably. And then they're a 
part of record. And when you go into 
court later, everything's clean and ready 
for you. And you want to settle for two 
hundred." 

"Two hundred in the hand," she said, 
"or fifty grand on a breach-of-promise 
suit. Is that what you're telling me ?" 

"I wouldn't tell you anything," I said. 
"You're too bright to listen to me." 

A silence. 
I said, "If I were as bright as you are, 

I'd go to some shyster and ask him what 
he thinks. He might have better advice. 
Now, do you want to wait for your two 
hundred or pick it up ?" 

"Damn you," she said. "Has it occurred 
to you that I might want to see you, too ? 
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You haven't much memory, have you ?"  

"Sure have. I remember Berk saying i f  
he  saw us  together, he'd know there was 
collusion. You think I don't want to see 
you, temptress ? I wouldn't have seen 
you last night if I'd known what I know 
now." 

"I wish I could believe you," she said. 
"Steve; I wish-" 

"Darling," I said, "wishes don't buy any 
mink. We're from the same side of the 
tracks, and I didn't think the day 
would come when I 'd have to ten · you 
your business." 

"Angles," she said. "Always, with you, 
angles." 

"And curves," I added. "Isn't it a nasty 
world ? You're not up to it, I guess. I'll 
send the money over by messenger." 

"Keep your money," she said. " I 'll play 
along. And that means I will see you 
occasionally, doesn't it ?" 

· "After this Taylor deal is finished," I 
told her, "you'll see me so much you'll 
need colored glasses. Together, we'll plot 
the fifty-grand pitch. Together, we'll 
spend it. Have you ever been to Mex
ico ?" 

"No, and neither have you. All right
sweetheart." 

"Bye-bye," I said softly and hung up. 

J W_AITED a minute and dialed. Jean 
answered the phone. 
I said, "Your hubby's friend was here, 

threatening me. He promised I 'd lose my 
license." 

"Who's that ?" 
"Lieutenant Richard Berk, of Homi-

cide." 
"Dick ? bick Berk ? Why, the-" . 
"Friend of yours ?" 
"Well, a friend oi George's. And at a 

party once, be-well, he was drunk, I 

guess. Or anyway, drinking. He's hand
some, isn't he ?" 

"I never noticed. At the party, who 
started it ?" 

"Steve, what a horrible thought ! Steve, 
you don't think that I 'm-well, cheap, 
or-" 

"I 'm sorry," I said. "The way I was 
brought up, girls-" 

"You're jealous," she said, "and I for
give you. See you tonight ?" 

"I sure want to. But Berk . . . I don't 
know." 

"Don't be a sis. I'll go to that recital at 
the Athens Hall, go in the front door and 
out the side. And you could be parked 
at the side. Wouldn't that be simple ?" 

"You should be a detective," I told her. 
" 'What time ?" 

"Oh, eight-thirty-ish. We could go to 
the lodge." 

"Dandy," I said. "How are you going 
to pack a swimming suit ?" 

"I 've a couple up at the lodge. Bring 
yours. And I'm not too sure of the liquor 
situation up there. George was up there 
last week." 

"I'd better bring some, in that case," I 
· said. "Be good." I hung up. 

She wasn't the best-looking doll in the 
.world, but she was a long ways from the 
worst. Her shape I would enter in any 
competition. She was enough for any 
man ; she'd been too much for George 
Taylor. 

But he hadn't had enough of her and 
he'd refused to give her a divorce, with 
or without a settlement. He still carried 
the torch, drunk or sober, and I can't 
say that I blamed him. 

For me, she could have been poor, and 
I 'd still have sailed for her. That's what 
she had, for me. 

I went back to the furnished cave I call 
home and took a bath. My new sharkskin 
was back from the cleaners, but that didn't 
look like proper lodge wear. I wore the 
Harris tweed. 

I bought liquor and mix from Maxie, 
on the corner. He gives me a price. I 
ate at Vernon's. I don't get a price at 
Vernon's, but the food's good. 
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AT A little after eight I was parked at 
the side door of the Athens Hall. It 

was early enough to find a place to park. 
About eight-twenty, they started to come. 

Cads and Lincolns and Packards and 
Bentleys-just to hear some jerk fiddle. 
It  beats me, what these big wheels go 
for. With Benny Gregory fighting Devlin 
at the Coliseum, they pay money to hear 
some guy fiddle. 

Eight-forty, I see the side door open, 
and here she {:omes. I reached over to 
open the car door. 

Her cheekbones are too high, and 
there's a little slant to her big eyes. But 
her mouth is full and rich and her shape-

. I guess I mentioned that. 
-

"For you," she said, "I pass up Laza-
ret." 

"Who's he ?" 
"The violinist, dear." 
"Oh. I thought it was some kind of 

mouth wash. How's the home front ?" I 
swung the B�ick out into the traffic 
stream. 

"George ? I don't know where he is. He 
. left the house around three. He's got 

a new one now. He's threatening to com
mit suicide." 

"Those are the guys who never do, the 
ones who talk about it," I said. A guy in 
a Chev tried to cut in ahead of me, and 
I closed the hole. He gave me a hard 
look and barreled on. 

" Wouldn't it be nice if he did ?" she
. 
said. 

I turned to look at her. "You mean, if 
George conked himself off, you wouldn't 
have to worry about going to court and 
getting alimony ?" 

"That's right," she said. "Just think
three million." She put a hand on my 
knee. "What could we do with three mil
lion, Steve ? Or what couldn't we do ?" 

I didn't say anything for seconds. I 
gripped the wheel and watched the traffic 
ahead and breathed slow and steady. 

Finally, I said, "We ? Are you propos
ing ?" 

"I guess. Oh, what's the use ? He won't 
do it. We know he won't do it. We're 
not lucky." 

I said carefully, "He didn't write any 
letters or notes threatening to commit 
suicide, did he ?" 

She didn't answer. 
I looked over to find her staring at me. 
I looked back at the traffic. 
"Steve . . .  " she said. "Steve, don'.t talk 

like that." 
I said nothing. 
"A tramp I might be," she went on. 

"But I'm no . . . I draw the line at some
thing like that." Her hand left my knee. 

"Tramp ?" I said . 
· "Well, opportunist. I only married 

George for his money, you know." 
"I can't think ·of a better reason," I 

said. "Or any other reason, where George 
is concerned ."  

"Let's not talk about him. You're so 
serious tonight, Steve." 

Three million dollars would make Mil
ton Berle serious. But I said, "We'll 
have fun." 

T
HE lodge . . . .  Rustic living, you know, 
roughing it. Just a log cabin with five 

bedrooms and five baths, with a living 
room you could review the Seventh Divi-· 
sion in, with a fireplace as big as a two-car 
garage. I'll bet he picked it up for a couple 
hundred thousand. 

No servants yet. A couple from the vil
lage kept it spick and span, but they came 
on weekends. The Taylor servants came 
up when they did, but since the honey
moon it wasn't being used much. 

We sat out on the raft and watched 
the moon and looked at the million pines 
along the shore. Not another house in 
sight, not another person. We talked and 
smoked and swam and dived. 

Then we went back to the lodge and 
started a fire in the fireplace and uncorked 
the joy juice. _ She put a lot of records 
on the player, but low and sweet, and 
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there was just the light from the fireplace. 
I said, 'You and George swim a lot to

gether before ?" 
"He can't swim," she said. "Why do 

you insist upon talking alx>ut George ?" 
"I envy him," I said, " married to you." 
Then her lips were coming up to mine 

and we forgot about George. 
Next day, though, I thought alx>ut him 

again, and about her, and about her say
ing, "He can't swim." And I thought of 
the way she'd said, "\Vhat could we do 
with three million !" We, she'd said, as 
though we were set for life. 

And maybe we were. Maybe I had 
something she liked. I can't remember 
any girl giving me the lx>unce, though 
maybe that's because I never stuck to one 
long enough for it to happen . . . .  

I wasn't much good the next day. Al
ways, I'd been making the petty pitch, 
chiseling for nickels, fighting to eat. I 
looked around the office, and it had never 
looked crummier. You'd think I was see
ing it for the first time. 

Around noon, just as I was going to 
lunch, Sylvie showed up. She had a big 
red-faced character with her, man named 
Scofield. 

He sat there and rubbed his jaw and 
told me of all the breach-of-promise cases 
he'd won and accident claims. He was the 
kind of attorney who owns his own am
bulance. 

I told both of them, "We want to get our 
business out of the way first. I can't re
lease these letters until that's settled." 

Scofield rubbed his jaw some more 
and looked at me. "I'd planned to have 
photostatic copies made of them. The 
. . .  letters were written to Miss Jessup, 
you know, Harper. They really belong 
to her." 

He wasn't so cordial now. 
"She shouldn't have released them to 

me then," I said. 
Now he was frowning. Sylvie was 

fidgeting, looking from him to me. 

"We don't want to quarrel, do we ?" t 
said quietly. "Are you afraid I'll make a 
deal and freeze you two out ?" 

He was still frowning. "I'm merely rep
resenting my client's interests, Mr
Harper." 

"And your own, incidentally," I said. 
"I suggested she look up someone like 
you-some attorney, that is. It was my 
idea. She'd have sold out for two hundred 
dollars." 

He smiled. "Before she came to my of
fice. Mr. Harper, I must insist that the 
letters be-" 

I cut into that. "You're not in any po
sition to insist on anything." I gave him 
the name of Jean's attorney. "You could 
argue with him. I'm not bright enough 
to argue with lawyers." 

"You underestimate yourself," he told 
me. He looked at Sylvie then, and she 
nodded slightly. He looked at me. "We'll 
play along, Steve." He stood up and 
tried to smile. "All of us ought to do very 
well." , 

I nodded and smiled, and they left. 
All of us-excepting them. Well, I'd 

saved two hundred bucks. Which wasn't 
bad for a few minutes of fast talking. 

Then, as I was going out the door, 
heading for lunch, the phone rang. It was 
Jean. 

"Where are we going tonight ?" she 
asked me. 

"Look, baby," I warned her, "we've 
got to be careful. I wouldn't be at all sur
prised if Berk puts a tail on me. And if 
he catches us together too often-well, say 
good-bye to your alimony." 

'I'd rather say good-bye to that than 
to you," she said. "You do things to me." 

"I'm thinking of you," I said. "I'm not 
going to get any of your alimony." 

"I'll try to be patient," she said. 
"But . . .  tomorrow night G�orge is going 
up to the lodge. He says he wants a week 
to think things over up there." 

"Alone ?" 
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"Alone. We'll have a week we won't 
have to worry about him." 

"He's still drinking ?" 
"Not so much. He's not going to, up 

·there, he claims." 
"Maybe," I suggested, "if he shapes 

up, you'll want him back." This I had to 
know. 

"I don't want anybody in the world 
but you," she said. Her voice was dead 
senous. 

I could be had. For three million I 
could be had for life. For three million I 
could throw the big pitch-maybe. It's 
something you've got to decide for your
self, whether you'd stick your neck out 
that far for any amount of money. And I 
decided. 

1 PLA YEO poker that night and my 
luck was running. I was a hundred 

and seventy ahead at eleven-thirty. 
I shoved my chips over to Len Ternen, 

who was banking. 
"Quitting ?" he said. 
"I've got a headache," I told him. 
The others laughed. Len said, "Find 

another game, Steve. This isn't the first 
time." 

"All right," I said. "Just give me the 
hundred and seventy, and save the com
ments." 

He handed it over, tens and fives and 
singles . .  "You don't need any friends, do 
you, Steve ?" 

I waved the money at him. "I've got a 
handful of friends right here. Why don't 
you monkeys get wise ?" 

AI Fedler said, "So-long, Steve. You're 
interrupting the game." 

What a bunch. I could drop in twenty 
years from now, and they'd still be play
ing for the same stakes. And the world 
was full of them. 

· 

I went home and tried to sleep. But 
I couldn't. I took a hot bath and a couple 
slugs of whiskey and tried again. No 
deal. 

· 

In the morning, Jean called. She said, 
"George phoned me from the lodge. He's 
willing to let me go, baby." 

"Why not?" I said. "He's licked, any
way." I took a deep breath. "Is he com
ing home ?" 

"No, not for a couple " days. He says 
the place is working a miracle for him." 

"Did he say anything about a settle
ment ?" 

"No, he didn't. But George is generous, 
you know. Where can I meet you to
night ?" 

"I'll phone you later," I said. "I'll be 
down on the west side most of the day." 

George was generous, all right. But 
alimony doesn't continue if a divorcee 
marries again, not without kids. And 
George wasn't so generous he'd overlook 
that angle. His lawyer wouldn't let him. 
There'd be no lump settlement. 

What the hell was I stalling for ? I 
knew what I was going to do, and I 
wasn't going to do it in town. I was going 
to set myself up for life. 

I was nervous and my stomach seemed 
full of cement, but I was determined. I 
took the Buick out toward the Drive and 
headed her for the lodge. 

The how I wasn't completely sure of. 
I'd get him into the water ; that much I 
knew. One way or another, I'd get him 
into the water, and without a mark on 
him if I could help it. Even if he screamed, 
up there who'd hear him ? 

It didn't make me any less nervous. 
The thought of Berk kept riding with me ; 
the careful, sharp way he operated, the 
way he was probably laying for me. 

1 CAM E  up the gravel drive, between 
the pines and into the sunlight of the 

back yard. His car was parked on the 
apron back here, and he must have seen 
me drive up. 

Because he was standing on the back 
porch, his hands on his hips, and he didn't 
look happy. He looked like a spoiled kid. 
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I grinned and waved, and stepped out 

of the car. 
_ 

"All alone ?" I asked him. He'd come 
down to the steps. 

"Until now," he said. "What's on your 
mind, Harper ?" 

"Justice," I said. "I think I gave you a 
raw deal, Mr. Taylor." 

His dark hair was too long, and his 
dark eyes too soft. "Really ?" he said. 
"Conscience-from you ?" 

"Seems strange', doesn't it ? Why don't 
we go in and have a drink and talk this 
over ?" 

"It's too much of a trip for the fumi
gators," he said. "Say what you have to 
say and go, Harper." 

" It's about-about Mrs. Taylor," I said. 
"I 've an idea she would like to . . . kiss 
and mak:e up." 

"Really ?" His voice was scornful. 
"You're getting into a rut," I said. "All 

right, if you're not interested."  I started 
back for the car. 

"Wait," he said, and I turned. 
He studied me a second. "Come on up 

on the porch and sit down." 
"Let's go down to the pier," I said. 

"This is my kind of country. I sure love 
a lake." 

It didn't sound any phonier than the 
ring of a lead dollar. But he smiled and 
came down the steps. 

"What did you mean about Jean
about Mrs. Taylor ?" 

I kept walking toward the pier. "Well, 
in my office the other day she broke down 
and cried. She said she didn't feel she 
was doing right, a,nd I-well, after al l ,  my 
fee is based on how valuable my informa-
tion is, and-" . 

We were on the pier now and walking 
toward the end. I kept spieling the palaver 
and walking toward the deep end. There 
I stopped walking, and stopped talking. 

I looked all around, at the timbered 
shoreline, and said, "Some men have all 
the luck." 

His eyes were quiet, on me. Then he 
looked out over the lake. 

And I really threw a block into him. 
He went backward into the water, 

and he was hollering before he hit. I stood 
on the edge and saw him come up, right 
next to the pier, splashing and sputtering 
and keeping afloat, somehow, with all his 
thrashing. He started to drift underneath. 

I jumped in, feet first, and landed be
hind him. I got a good grip on his hair and 
kept treading water. I pushed his head 
under, and kept away from him. 

His hands clawed at my hand, but I 
kept my fist knotted in his hair. I kept 
his head under until his hands fell away 
from mine, until his body was quiet. 

My hand was bleeding when I came up 
onto the pier. I wrapped my handker
chief around it and trotted back to the 
Buick. 

My WET clothes were in the bathroom 
and still dripping. I had some coffee 

heating on the stove and I 'd taken a hot 
shower. The scratch on my right hand 
was covered with an adhesive bandage. I 
was still nervous, but not as much. 

That was when my doorbell rang. 
I don't know why I thought of Berk. 

There wasn't a damned reason in the 
world why it should be Berk. 

But it was. 
"Let's go," he said. 
"Go ? Where ?" 
"Down to the station. George Tay

lor's been killed. "  
"Am I supposed t o  mourn ?" 
"You're supposed to burn. Where were 

you this morning ?" 
"Around the west side. Why ?" 
"I just don't trust you. Come on down 

to the station and make out a sworn state
ment. Then we can get you for perjury, 
if nothing else." 

I went down with him. I figured he 
was bluffing. I made out a statement, be

(Cot&tinued on page 129) 
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GU Candon started to get up-too late. Maude's big fist was poised 
right behind his neck for a rabbit punch. • • • 

Murder's Red-Hot Mama 
Fat a nd ferocious Maude Mahoney 
shook her head with worry. I t  was 
too bad her last bottle of Professor 
Prosser's N erve Nectar ( 1 60  proof ) 
was gone. For now she could barely 
keep a steady finger on the trig-

ge� . . . .  
48 

NORA, the upstairs maid, came into 
the kitchen shaking with excite
ment. She went to the table where · 

Maude Mahoney sat fashioning her home
made sausage into waferlike pats. 

" They're fightin' again, " Nora whis
pered. " The new madam says that if you 
ain't fired, she'll leave him. " 
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Maude Mahoney's blue eyes misted. 

She was a brawny woman with iron-grey 
hair and chubby cheeks the color of wine
sap apples. "What've I ever done to 
her ?"  she moaned, her lower lip trem
bling. " I  only seen her once ."  

"She wants a French chef. "  Nora ex
plained. 

Maude snorted. " Snails an' horse 
meat ! Pancakes set fire with likker !"  

Nora bristled. " Sam Halverson went 
crazy two weeks age, if you was to ask 
me. Marrying a woman not much older 
than his daughter. A naked dancer at 
that ! "  

Maude Mahoney· frowned. "Don't 
make sense," she · confessed. "Of course, 
I'm a maiden l�dy an' I ain't up on such 
things. "  

"I'd think a grand cook like you would 
get lots of chances to get married, " Nora 
said. 

"The man I loved got kilt," said Maude 
woefuily . " He was a rookie cop when I 
was on the force. Got kilt in a gunfight 
with a couple holdup men." 

Nora hastened to get back on the sub
ject. " The blonde woman's got Sam 
Halverson hexed. Miss Dolly, too. Look 
at them ! Not eatin'. Not talkin'. She's 
a witch, I tell you. Her and her airs ! Her 
and that social secretary, that snooty Miss 
Page. What'll you do if you get fired, 
Maude ?" 

"I 'm only forty-six. Maybe the force'd 
take me back as a policewoman. Like I 
told you lots of times, I was a policewom
an fifteen years ago. " 

The kitchen clock struck eight. 1\'laude 
dusted the sausage from her hands and 
reached for the bottle of Professor Pros
ser's Nerve Nectar on the back of the 
table. Came catastrophe ! The bottle 
slipped from · her greasy fingers, roiled 
off the back of the table and broke on the 
tile floor with a glassy crash. 

" Me last bottle ! "  Maude cried, horror 
in her voice. 

JORGENS, the butler, stepped into the 
kitchen, saw the shattered bottle and 

took a deep, deep breath. The mishap, he 
gloomily surmised, would have dire con
sequences. At thirty-minute intervals 
during every waking hour for the past 
fifteen years, Maude Mahoney had found 
comfort and solace in a generous dose of 
the medicine. 

" Sure it's the last bottle ?" he asked 
anxiously as Nora began to clean up the 
mess. 

Maude nodded and thrust out her lower 
lip. When asked to partake of alcoholic 
beverages, she'd throw her· big hands 
overhead and cry, " I  never touch the 
filthy stuff ! "  The professor's product, 
however, prudently failed to state that the 
alcoholic contents were eighty percent by 
volume. Professor Prosser was -a certain 
Lew Monkwitz who manufactured his so
called medicine in violation of an impos
ing number of state and federal laws. 
Little wonder it soothed nerves and sun
lighted dispositions ! For fifteen years 
Maude had been pleasantly aglow-beam
ing, affable, mellow. 

J orgens suggested, " After Gus drives 
the master to work-" 

" He's gettin' me a case," Maude said. 
" I  have Gus fetch me a case when I 'm 
down to me last bottle."  She went on 
fashioning her sausage pats, but with an 
uncharacteristic air of preoccupation ; the 
corners of her small mouth drooped and 
her forehead knit in a fierce frown. 

"I could make me fortune with them 
sausages, " she remarked. "Oh, why'd 
I ever leave the force ?" 

Nora was arranging trays against the 
time when the women of the house would 
phone down for breakfast. Not being very 
bright, she asked, "Why did you ?" 

Jorgens held nis breath as Maude glow
ered. "I was brandied with sweet words," 
she avowed darkly. "The commissioner 
asked me to whip up a tasty meal for a 
committee. Sam Halverson was on it. 
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He talked me into bein' his cook. Now 
he don't even eat me sausages." Tears 
welled in her eyes and she began to sniffle. 

"I 'm exceedingly fond of your sau
sages, "  J orgens hastened to say. "I'll 

• be most happy to eat them." 
Somewhat mollified, Maude sat down 

and looked at the clock. 9 :20 ! Three 
doses missed. She could have wept. Her 
stomach was gurgling and there was a 
hot constriction in her beefy throat. "Fif
teen years," she moaned. " I  took it fifteen 
years." 

" What made your nerves bad in the 
first place ?" asked J orgens, who'd often 
wondered. 

"A gun battle in a roomin' house. Next 
day me nerves was so bad that I asked me 
neighbor for some medicine, though a 
drinkin' man he was. He gimme the nec
tar. An' nicely it's toned me system up 
ever since." 

Jorgens could affirm that Maude's sys
tem was well toned up. He'd seen her 
manhandle a hundred-pound bag of flour 
as if it had been a sack of salt. And he 
remembered, with considerable embar
rassment, how he and Gus had huffed 
and puffed lifting one end of the grand 
piano while Maude held the other end off 
the floor with one hand. 

Nora warned suddenly, " Shh !" 

WILMA PAGE strode haughtily into 
the kitchen. Tall and thin, mannish 

in a tweed suit, she was the homely, in
tellectual type a stunning blonde would 
have around for contrast. Her mousy 
hair was done in French braids and she 
wore no makeup. Eyes big and brown 
behind the thick lens of her spectacles, 
she looked at them as if they were freaks 
in a sideshow. 

"The dinner dance for the governor is 
tonight," she told Maude in her thin, 
precise voice. 

Maude Mahoney had always treated the 
social secretary with considerable awe and 

respect, and had tried to get into her good 
graces by hearty cooperation and puppy
dog friendliness. Now the situation had 
changed. Lacking her quota of nerve 
nectar, the buxom cook was no longer 
affable. Instead, she recalled half a hun
dred thinly veiled insults Miss Page had 
shot her way. 

" I  ain't forgot," Maude growled. 
"Twenty-eight places. Eight !>harp." 

Smirking, Wilma Page laid a typewrit
ten sheet of paper on the table in front of 
Maude. "The menu," she said icily. "To 
be followed implicitly."  

It was the last straw. The menu was 
in French. Maude slapped her hand down 
atop it. "Look, dearie !" she said. " I'm 
buildin' a tasty meal around boiled beef 
and horseradish sauce." 

Wilma Page paled and her body trem
bled with supressed rage. "You stupid, 
fat fool !"  she cried. " You're a servant 
here. Do as you're told ! Your food isn't 
fit for the dogs." 

Maude pushed the work table away. 
Rosebud mouth a grim, thin line, her big 
right hand flashed out with amazing speed 
and caught Wilma Page's left wrist. A 
savage yank, and the social secretary was 
sprawled face down across Maude's big 
lap. A beefy forearm across the small of 
Wilma Page's back held her immobile 
despite her furious struggles. 

"Mr. Jorgens," said Maude primly, 
"you best leave." 

The butler was glad to. He retreated 
to the wine cellar where he had a stiff 
jolt of brandy, his first daylight drink in 
thirty years. When the sound and fury 
in the kitchen had abated, he tiptoed up
stairs. Maude sat at the table examining 
her right palm with vast satisfaction. It 
was red and looked hot. 

"Used to paddle wayward girts," she 
said. "Done them good."  

J orgens cleared his throat, suggested 
timidly, "Since you broke your last bottle 
of medicine, I thought a spot of 
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branrl v .  perhaps. might soothe your . . .  " 

Maude's bi� hands went overhead. "I 
never touch the filthy stuff ! "  she cried. 
"The spawn of the Devil. it is, an' I'll 
have none of it. " 

Nora came down the back stairs to the 
second floor. Her eyes were hug-e and her 
mouth foolishly agape. "Welts ! "  she said. 
" Oh, my g-oodness, you should see the 
welts ." 

"Bet she sits on a pillow for a few 
days, "  saicl Maude with modest pride. "I 
paddle good. "  

The house phone in the kitchen whirred 
like an angry hornet. J orgens answered 
it, said, "Yes, madam, right away . "  He 
hung up and looked at Maude sorrowful
ly. "The madam wishes to see you. She's 
furious." 

The cook lurched to her feet and mas
saged her hands. Dark shadows rippled 
across the blue of her eyes. " If she yells 
for help, stay put ! "  she warned. " I  got 
me I rish up. "  

AS A gesture o f  defiance, she ignored 
the back staircase and marched out 

into the spacious hallway. She climbed 
the carpeted spiral stairs that did a white
banistered semicircle up to the second 
floor. Fire in her eye, she marched down 
to Mrs. Halverson's bedroom. The door 
was closed. Maude twisted the knob and 
bar.ged in, kicked the door closed behind 
her. 

The new decorations stopped her. A 
hand-waving interior decorator had re
done the room to suit Mrs. Halverson's 
glittering blondeness. The severely mod
ern furniture was a deep hue of ivory. 
The rest of the decorations were in vary
ing shades of blue, ranging from the in
digo of the carpet to the pale robin's egg 
of the drapes. The oversized Hollywood 
bed sported midnight-blue silk sheets and . 
pillow slips. 

Mrs. Halverson was sitting up in bed 
with two pillows wedged behind her back. 

She was a slim honey-blonde with a heart
�haoed face and dimples. The strapless 
nig"htgown harf'd white shoulders. Her 
pale grey eyes lookeo l ike spheres of dry 
ice. 

Maude sneered. " Like one of them 
corny B pictures. "  she said. "Bet if I 
was to whistle an' stomp my feet, you'd 
climb outa bed an' start peelin' down." 

Mrs. Halvrrson's face went as white 
as her shoulders. She spoke between 
clenched teeth. "Get out ! Pack your 
things and get out ! Now ! "  

"Don't go hysterical, dea·rie," �1aude 
warned comfortably. " Sam Halverson 
hired me. Sam Halverson fires me. " 

" Get out before I have you thrown 
out ! "  Tears of rage and frustration 
welled in the blonde's eyes. 

Maude laughed. Some of the wildness 
within her was in her voice and rolled 
from wall to wall. "A naked dancer," 
she scoffed. " Did you do a full strip, 
dearie ? Or did you wear a patch. "  

Mrs. Halverson closed her eyes and 
little muscles bunched the length of her 
jaw. 

Maude said, "Wish I had a buck for 
every drunk you rolled." 

Greyness spread out from the corners 
of the blonde's mouth. 

" Get the score, don't you ? "  said Maude 
Mahoney, voice low and soft. "You know 
I 'm tryin' to get you to say somethin'· 
that'll give me an excuse to take you 
apart. Go ahead ! Call me a fat fool. Call 
me a tub of lard. Tell me I couldn't get a 
man if I was the last woman on earth." 

Mrs. Halverson's throat worked franti
cally. 

Maude struck her left palm with her 
right fist. It made a harsh, slapping 
sound. The blonde winced. "Look, 
dearie ! The governor an' the guests eat 
what I cook. I don't want no trouble. 
Not a word to Sam, see ! Don't do nothin' 
to get me riled up. We might meet on the 
street some day. Or in a beauty parlor. 
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All I need is one punch. Your face'd 
never be the same again." 

Maude went to the door and opened it. 
The blonde had her eyes open and they 
were glazed with fear. Little beads of 
cold sweat clustered on her forehead and 
formed a dewy mustache above her upper 
lip. 

The cook said, "You got the score, 
dearie ? Tell me you got the score !" 

Too terrified to speak, Mrs. Halverson 
oodded with such vigor that honey-yellow 
hair exploded around her face and shoul
ders. Against the pallor of her face, her 
bright red mouth seemed to be suspended 
in midair. 

Maude Mahoney went out and slammed 
the door. 

DESCENDING the spiral staircase, 
Maude felt like a fighter who'd 

.scored a knockout in the first round. And, 
like such a boxer, she felt as if she'd taken 
physical punishment. Her head throbbed 
and her stomach fluttered. She reached 
the hall and headed toward the kitchen. 

Abreast the library, she jerked to a 
stop. The door was ajar and she heard a 
woman cryit:J,g. Dolly Halverson ! Maude's 
eyes went huge. Dolly was the outdoors 
type, keen on sports and not too interested 
in men. Or was Maude wrong ? 

There was desperation in Dolly's voice. 
"I haven't got five thousand, Gil Cantlon. 
I've given you forty thousand already." 
No one replied, so Dolly was using the 
phone with no extensions. " I  told you 
about tonight. Well, all right. The stone 
bench in the garden by the summer house. 
At ten. But I can't stay long and I can't 
get five thousand more. "  

The handset clicked into its cradle and 
Maude scurried down to the kitchen. 
Nora and Jorgens were at work on the 
company silver. Both looked up appre
hensively. 

Maude said to Nora, "What'd you tell 
me about the young- crowd goin' to that 

new roadhouse where there's gamblin' 
upstairs ?" 

It took a moment for Nora to collect 
her wits. "That's all I heard," she 
whined. "Dolly, Tony Drake, and that 
gang. " 

"Who runs the place ?" 
"Nobody knows," Nora said. 
Jorgens cleared his throat. "Everything 

-a h-all right ?" 
" She's as yellow as her hair," Maude 

replied testily. 
The porch door opened and Gus came 

into the room. A tall, lean man with a 
sad face, the chauffeur had started at the 
Halversons with a team of bays. 

Maude practically danced a joyous jig. 
" Me nerve nectar ! "  she chortled. 
"Where's me nerve . nectar at ?" 

" I  couldn't get it ,  Maude." 
"Couldn't get it ?" she almost screamed. 

"Bet you put me money with your 
bookie. " She balled up her fists and bore 
down on Gus, who hastened to get the 
table between them. 

"The joint's closed," he cried. "There's 
a cop outside. Professor Prosser took a 
powder. " · 

The Jaw, at long last, had grabbed Lew 
Monkwitz by the scruff of the neck. 
1 Maude staggered to her chair at the 
table and sat down. "Why ?" she 
screeched. "Professor Prosser's a big 
scientist. I talked to him lots. It's a secret 
formula his grandfather got from a Hindu 
prince. "  

"Well," said- Gus unhappily, "seems 
like a character drunk a bottle of nerve 
nectar and croaked." 

" It ain't true ! "  she cfied. "There ain't 
no poison in a carload of nerve nectar." 

" Croaked of acute alcoholism," said 
Gus. 

Maude brushed back a wisp of grey 
hair that was sticking to her forehead. 
" Dirty pool ! "  she avowed. " Some stew
bum probably used an empty bottle to 
mix canned heat an' licorice drops." 
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Jorgens, fearful of Maude's health, 

suggested, �'Why don't you call a friend 
at the police laboratory ?" 

The cook's faith was sorely shaken. 
She licked her lips, stared morosely at the 
table top. Finally she got up. "That I 
will ," she said. "I'll use the private line 
in the library.'" She marched out, un
happily, it seemed. The three in the 
kitchen maintained a cautious silence. 
Maude came back looking cheerful. 

Gus said, "The nerve nectar's okay, 
huh ?" 

She chuckled so heartily her big bosom 
quivered. "He's a sly one, that Professor 
Prosser. He got away with ·aU his nerve 
nectar." 

T
HE women of the house lunched in 
town to be prompt for their appoint

ments at beauty salons in preparation for 
the evening. The staff took their sand
wiches on the run. As always before a 
dinner dance, the afternoon slipped away 
in frenzied activity that left them all hot 
and sulky. Maude went about her chores 
in a fretful, slapdash sort of relish, bang
ing pots and pans, slamming doors, chas
ing the cat . with .a broom. 

She took a breather on the back porch 
in midafternoon. She saw that the stone 
bench in the garden by the summer house 
had a profusion of head-high shrubs 
growing behind it. The fact pleased her. · 

Collaring Gil Cantlon would be a cinch. 
Gamblers she classified in the same cata
gory as murderers, arsonists, and persons 
who beat crippled children. She only 
hoped that Cantlon would have Dol ly's 
LO.U. along. Afterward, she'd give the 
young lady a tongue lashing. 

Back in the house she was chagrined 
and outraged to find out that Gus had 
taken off for Mr. Halverson a full two 
hours early. She raved and ranted about 
that, out neither Nora or J orgens shared 
her righteous indignation. Luckily, two 
of the extra waiters hired for the evening 

arrived early and she put them to work. 
At 8 :45 that evening, Maude sat at the 

kitchen table suffering the usual hell of 
suspense she experienced until she got a 
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report on the guest of honor's reaction to 
her cooking. 

Nora came into the kitchen. " Six 
servings, "  she said wonderingly. "The 
governor's taken six servings of the 
boiled beef and horseradish sauce. How 
do you do it ?"  

Maude, her brain choked with dismal 
thoughts of the future, Gil Cantlon, and 
positive that she'd get fired. decided to 
satisfy a mystery of long standing. 
"Why," she said, " I  called the governor's 
mansion an' talked to his housekeeper. 
She said he's nuts about boiled beef and 
horseradish sauce, only his wife don't 
think it's swanky enough for his job an' 
he don't get it often. "  

"So that's why all our guests o f  honor 
eat like pigs," Nora said. "If master 
dines out, do other cooks call you ?" 
· "Turn about's fair play," said Maude, 
getting up and heading for the sink and 
the piles of soiled dishes. 

"You should have seen the new 
madam,"  Nora cried. " She got pale 
every time. the governor took another 
serving." 

Maude waded into the dishes with a 
light heart and a heavy hand. 

AT FIVE minutes to ten the cook ap-
proached the stone bench with all the 

silence and stealth of an Indian scout. 
The black cloth coat blended with the 
shadows, and she'd kicked off her shoes 
to insure silence and because the gras: 
was cool and soothing against the soles 
of her stockinged feet. She reached the 
line of bushes behind· the bench without 
mishap, parted them gingerly. 

Gil Cantlon stood facing the house. The 
moonglow and the distant radiance of the 
drawing-room lights illuminated his fea
tures. He had a swarthy, ferretlike face, 
black hair and eyes, and his tall body was 
arrayed in a gaudily patterned tweed suit 
of extreme cut. Maude nodded. He 
looked the gambler, every inch of him. 

She began to shake. Her teet.h were 
on edge. She'd have given five dollars 
for a dose of Professor Prosser's Nerve 
Nectar. 

Gravel crunched and Dolly Halverson 
rushed up breathlessly. Gil Cantlon made 
Maude feel good by sitting down on the 
bench and lighting a cigarette. 

"I haven't got it ," Dolly said tonelessly. 
"Get it ! "  Cantlon's voice was harsh. 
"Forty thousand already. When will it 

end ?" 
His voice went smooth and reassuring. 

"This is the last . "  
"That's what you've said right along ."  
"Creepy Yeager, " he said savagely. 

" Dead. Murdered. How about the pic
tures I gave you ? Yeager on the floor 
dead. You standing beside him with the 
kill gun. I got the gun. Your fingerprints 
are on it. Just yours. You saw the pic
ture of the butt." 

"I didn't do it ! "  Dolly said, voice 
choked and terrified. "I never even knew 
him." 

"Yeager threw reefer parties at  h is  
dump," Cantlon said. "Reefers'd make 
you kill your own mother. Tte cops ' 
know that. They're not looking for any
body with a motive." 

" I  never smoked a reefer in my life ."  
"Can you prove it ?"  
There was a brief silence and from the 

ballroom came the torrid rhythm of a 
rhumba. Said Dolly shakily, "I 've told 
you. Tony Drake and I went slumming. 
I don't remember a thing after the third 
dive. When I came to, it was dawn and 
I was in Tony's convertible parked on 
River Drive. I was in back. Tony was 
in front, sleeping." 

" Skip it ! Skip it ! "  ordered Gil Cantlon 
wearily. "I know it by heart. I gave you 
the answer. You and Tony went to 
Creepy Yeager's for a thrill. The boy 
friend left first. That left you alone with 
Yeager. You killed him with his own 
rod. Just for the hell of it. Five grand, 
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sis, is what I charge for silence." 

"I'll have to sell some horses." 
"Sell them ! Five grand. By tomorrow 

noon." 
Maude Mahoney had listened with a 

stupefied sort of awe. Expecting nothing 
more serious than a gambling debt, it took 
her a while to adjust her mind to the new 
situation. She suddenly waxed hot with 
a fury so violent that she trembled from 
head to foot. Dolly Halverson was as 
close as she'd come to a child of her own, 
and if she 'd neglected her in womanhood, 
it was because Dolly had developed into 
a self-sufficient person. 

MAUDE obeyed 
. 

her animal-like in-
stinct. A twig snapped as she 

stepped into the bushes. Alarmed, Gil 
Cantlon started to get up. Too late ! 
Maude's big right fist smacked the nape 
of his neck in a vicious rabbit punch. 
Cantlon did a dive off the bench and hit 
the gravel path on his face, skidded a foot 
and became very stilt. 

Dolly Halverson began to scream. 
" Shut up I" Maude growled, stepping 

over the bench and wincing as the gravel 
bit into the soles of her feet. 

Dolly watched the cook worm a foot 
under Gil Cantlon's hip bone, then roll 
him over. "Maude, have you--" 

"Shut up ! No, he ain't dead, though I 
don't much care." 

Dolly began to cry. "I didn't kiil-" 
" Shut up ! How can I think with you 

blubberin' ?  I heard what was said. Any
thing else ?" 

"No," said Dolly tonelessly. "I'm 
frightened. "  She was shaking and crying 
softly. 

" Listen," Maude said. "This ain't no 
time to go to pieces. Listen to what I 
say ! "  

''Yes, Maude," said Dolly humbly, m 
a little girl voice. 

"Go in the house and take a drink." 
"Yes, Maude." 

"And don't say a word to anyone. Does 
Sam know ?" 

"No, Maude." 
"Get going ! Don't think about it. 

Don't talk about it." 
Dolly turned and walked woodenly 

away, her high heels crunching the gravel, 
a tall, stately woman with wavy brown 
hair and browner eyes. 

Maude heaved Gil Cantlon over her 
right shoulder, looped her right arm 
around his forward leg and grabbed his 
right wrist in the fireman's hold. The ex
tra: weight made the gravel bite into her 
stockinged feet. She hastened through the 
bushes and on to the grassy lawn. 

The coupe and station wagon were dark 
hulks at the rear of the garage. Maude 
opened a cabinet and fished out a new 
clothes line. She went upstairs, passed 
through her tidy living room, and went 
into the guest bedroom. She dumped Gil 
Cantlon on the four-poster bed. He struck 
on his back, bounced twice, then became 
very still. She didn't like his looks. Or 
his suit. Or the way he greased and parted 
his black hair. 

Maude went into her bedroom and got 
out her sewing basket. She took the six
inch scissors into the guest room and cut 
four lengths off the clothes line. With 
them, she tied his ankles and wrists to the 
bed posts, using dependable square knots. 
In the bathroom she tore off a short 
length of two-inch adhesive tape. Gil 
Cantlon had a big mouth, but the tape 
sealed it. 

"Shucks ! "  she said. "I left me shoes 
out on the lawn. " 

There were slippers in the guest room. 
She put them on. Then, scissors in hand� 
she went to the head of the bed and 
grabbed Cantlon's right thumb. Shears 
open, she placed the point of the short 
blade between thumbnail and flesh-and 
jabbed. 

He came out of it rolling and tossing 
and

· 
muttering curses through the adhe-
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sive. Finally he quieted, breathed gustily 
through his nose. Black eyes hot with 
hate, he glared at her. 

"Ready to talk ?" 
He shook his head in violent nej:!ation. 

She said, "Why are men bullheaded ?" 
He proved stubborn. By the time he 
nodded, his face was putty-grey and 
sheeted with sweat. She tore off the ad
hesive. Cantlon talked. When he was 
finished, Maude Mahoney was as grey as 
he was. 

He made the mistake of trying to butt 
her in the face with his forehead as she 
went to replace the adhesive. Her right 
hook knocked him cold. She applied the 
adhesive and searched his pockets. He 
had a fat wallet bulging with banknotes, 
identification cards and papers. He hadn't 
lied. His name was Roy Fisher. The Gil 
Cantlon had been for Dolly exclusively. 

MAUDE went into the living room. 
She felt sick, and not because of the 

lack of nerve nectar. She went to the 
phone on the wall and dialed the main 
hallway of the mansion. An extra waiter 
answered. She said, "Get Mrs. Halver
son ! Tell her it's an emergency." 

It took a long time. The blonde's voice 
was fretful. "Yes ?" 

"Roy Fisher," said Maude succinctly. 
There was a brief silence. Then Mrs. 

Halverson laughed. " How obvious, my 
dear Miss Mahoney."  

It was not the reaction Maude had ex
pected, and all she could say was, "What's 
obvious ?" 

"The trap. You know you're washed 
up here. You had a snap. You want a 
chance to muss me up. So you nosed 
arounft and found out I once knew a Roy 
Fisher. And a rat he was." 

Maude tried · to keep the desperation 
from her voice. " I  got him up in my 
apartment," she avowed. "He's hurt." 

"Nuts !" was the unladylike ·reply. 
"I got his wallet," Maude cried. "Want 

I should read his address off his driver's 
license ?" 

"Yes." 
Maude did so. She could hear Mrs. 

Halverson's quick, sharp breathing. 
"Mahoney ?" There was a trace of 

panic in the voice. 
" What ?" 
"It can still be a trap." 
"He's up in me guest room. He's hurt. 

I found him outside, unconscious." 
The blonde said, "Meet me outside the 

kitchen porch in five minutes. I' ll  be 
armed. Understand, I'll be armed . "  

" I  understand," said Maude, hung up. 
She chose a Spanish .25 automatic 

from her collection of weapons. It fitted 
into her coat pocket with ample room for 
her hand to reach in and seize it. She 
looked into the bedroom. Roy Fisher was 
apparently unconscious. She turned off 
the light and went outside to wait. 

Mrs. Halverson finally came out on the 
porch. She'd thrown a dark cloth coat 
around her shoulders and fastened the 
collar button to wear it like a cape. Her 
lacquered hair glittered with a hot yellow 
brilliance. The right front of the coat 
tented over a concealed weapon. "A .45,"  she said, voice jerky. "It's 
itching to talk. How'd you connect Fisher 
with me ?" 

"He had your name an' address writ 
down on a card in his wallet," said 
Maude, marveling that she could lie so 
easily. 

"If he was hurt, why didn't you phone 
a doctor ?" 

Maude erupted sweat at every pore. 
"He'd call the cops."  

"Why ?" 
"Because Fisher is shot." 
The blonde digested that soberly. 

"Why didn't you call a doctor and let him 
call the cops ? If Fisher's my friend, that'd 
put me on the spot. That'd suit you to a 
T, wouldn't it ?" 

Maude had an inspiration. "I figured 
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that if I played it this way, I'd get in good 
with you an' maybe keep me job." 

To Mrs. Halverson's way of  thinking, 
it was high logic. She Rodded. " Lead the 
way ! I ' ll be right behind you. "  

T
HE cook led the way up t o  h e r  apart-
ment. She stopped in the center of the 

flowered rug in the living room with chills 
walking up and down her spine on spidery 
feet. She hoped that the sight of Fisher 
gagged and spreadeagled by ropes would 
surprise the blonde long enough to be dis
armed. 

Mrs. Halverson stepped into the living 
room warily. Her restive eyes took it in 
with quick, darting glances. She sneered. 
The furniture was strictly mail order, 
overstuffed and colorless. The arms and 
backs of · chairs and sofa were protected 
by crocheted antimacassars, and the one 
draped over the back of the easy chair 
proclaimed : " God B less Our Home . "  

" Where is he ? "  
Maude stepped into the guest room and 

flipped the toggle switch. Shocked and 
dismayed, her throat worked and there 
was a roaring in her ears. Ropes and gag 
were gone. Fisher's legs were straight
ened with heels together and his hands 
were on the bed beside his hip bones. 

Roy Fisher had been murdered ! The 
scissors had been driven through his heart 
with considerable force and only the han
dles projected. 

The blonde ordered, " Come back in 
here ! "  

Maude turned around. Thoughts were 
·a confused j umble that brought mental 
chaos. M rs.  Halverson had shed her 
coat. The wine-colored evening gown 
sheathed her supple body and bared her 
white shoulders. The .45 automatic 
covered the cook's midriff. The blonde's 
eyes were glassy bright. 

Thinking of murdered Roy Fisher, 
Maude said, " You knew. You made me 
wait outside the porch while it was done . "  

Mrs. Halverson didn't reply. The grey 
of her eyes was interspersed with pin
points of blackness. She said, " Take off 
your coat and drop it on the floor. Then 
go sit in a chair ! The God Bless Our 
Home number. "  

Maude hesitated. Then she saw that 
the hammer of the .45 was cocked and the 
index finger encircling the trigger had 
begun to whiten. She took off her coat, 
dropped it to the floor, and sat in the easy 
chair. The seat . was low and her weight 
further compressed it. To get out of it 
fast would be an impossibility. 

Mrs. Halverson moved to the end of 
the sofa away from the door to the stair 
well. The position gave her command of 
all entries and of Maude Mahoney. 
. The cook said, " I  see. You rode me 
because I was a policewoman once. You 
wanted me fi red because I was apt to get 
nosy an' upset the apple cart ."  
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The blonde could have been a deaf
mute. She stood waiting. listening, her 
cold grey eyes centered on the doorway 
to the stairs. Shuffling footsteps started 
up. The .45 swung that way. Maude 
leaned forward. The autQmatic tnrnecl to 
her instantly. The -cook settled back and 
sat immobile. 

Sam Halverson shuffled into the room. 
He was a robust little man with thin grey 
hair and a florid face. His brown eyes 
were dull and lusterless. Smiling foolish- · 

ly, he moved like a man in a dream. Dolly 
followed him. She too seemed stupefied 
and amused. They knew where they were, 
what was going on. But it didn't matter. 

Maude's throat worked. Drugged ! It 
was in their eyes, in their silly expres
sions. An opium derivative, she decided. 
Heroin, more than likely. It kept the 
victim conscious but acquiescent, and 
without a will of their own. They'd used 
it before. On Dolly and Tony Drake. 

Wilma Page stepped into the room, 
kicked the door closed and leaned back 
against it. She wore a tan suede jacket 
over her white evening dress and both 
hands were rammed into the pockets. The 
right gun covered Maude, the one in the 
left pocket aimed down at the floor. 

MAUDE looked at the thin Wilma . 
Page. "You done a good job on Roy 

Fisher. 
The eyes behind the lens of the spec

tacles went yellowish. " Recognize that 
.45 ?" 

"No:" 
Wilma Page grinned mirthlessly. " It's 

yours, fat stuff." 
"It ain't. Mine's in me drawer. I seen 

it ji.tst . . .  " Maude broke off suddenly. 
They'd switched automatics ! The one 
Mrs. Halverson held was registered in the 
name of Maude Mahoney. ·It would be 
the kill gun, naturally. She could see the 
headlines. " Banker and Daughter Mur
dered by Cook." She, of course, would 

by then have perished by her own hand. 
\Vilma Page laughed. "What sweet 

luck ,"  she said. "You breaking that bottle 
of medicine ! Gus, Nora and Jergens only 
have to tell the truth about today and it'll 
look like you went off your nut ." 

Maude looked at  father and daughter. 
They were listening: It registered. But 
they just plain didn't care. 

The blonde said, "Let's get it over 
with ."  

Maude stared at  her. "You killed 
Creepy Yeager," she said. "That's the 
hold Wilma Page has over you. And then 
you blackmailed Sam into marrying you 
by telling him Dolly had done it. " 

Mrs. Halverson nodded. "Natch ! And 
pretty soon I 'll be a widow."  She looked 
at her so-called social secretary. "Let's 
wrap it up before J orgens or-" 

"No ! I put each of them to work on 
projects that'll keep them busy a half an 
hour. Damn ! If only that rat Fisher 
hadn't started a gravy train of his own ! 
He knew the daughter might have spilled 
to the old man. He had to blackmail her 
on his own anyway, the louse ! "  

"We had to get somebody with a solid 
in with Creepy Yeager," said the blonde. 
"Is  Fisher holding us up ?"  

Wilma Page nodded. " How's this ? 
We wrap it up. Even the report of a .45 
wouldn't be heard in the house. We hide 
Fisher in the bushes. The car he cam� 
in will be the only one left after the guests 
leave. We'll take the body and car away 
after the servants go to bed. "  

"What about the car ?" 
" I'll say it's mine." Wilma Page 

nodded at father and daughter. "Well, 
m<ty as well get it over with ."  

Maude came out of  her shocked stupor. 
" You fools ! "  she snapped. "There'll be 
an autopsy . It'll show dope." 

Wilma Page sneered. "We're not 
dopes. This isn't the big town. The 
county coroner's a jerk. The cause of 
death will be obvious. If the rich widow 
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doesn't want her husband carved up, the 
coroner will play along. I . . .  " 

They all heard the throaty rumble of a 
laboring motor coming up the drive, the 
crunch of gravel. Mrs. Halverson stiff
ened and greyness spread down to the 
bodice of her gown. Wilma Page's throat 
worked and her eyes darkened with fear. 
Faced with the unplanned, the unex
pected, she stood paralyzed. 

The blonde's voice cracked. "It's com
ing into the garage." 

Maude leaned forward and rested her 
forearms on her knees. There was no 
protest. Every muscle in her body tense, 
she said, "Cops. I had Nora call the 
cops. " 

Yanking her hands out of the pockets 
of the suede jacket, Wilma Page spun 
around and reached for the door knob. 
Maude came out of the chair with the 
nerve and dash of a pro footballer. 

"I'll shoot ! " screeched Mrs. Halver
son. 

Maude was halfway to the door before 
Wilma Page turned. The social secretary 
pawed for her pockets and the weapons 
there. Then the cook was upon her. The 
murderous right hook on the left side of 
her face knocked Wilma Page the six 
feet to the comer of the room. She struck 
the wall, sagged to the floor. 

Maude spun around. The blonde stood 
staring down at the big .45 in her hand. 
The hammer had fallen. Bat nothing hap
pened, nothing. Sam and Dolly Halver
son were registering mild surprise. 

Maude said, "The firing pin is filed 
down, dearie. Quite a story about that 
gun. You should have test-fired it." 

J
T WAS easy. Mrs. Halverson couldn't 

move, couldn't speak. Maude walked 
right up to her before she rallied enough 
to raise the automatic as a club. Maude 
Mahoney was a kindly woman. She didn't 
hit her too hard. She even caught her and 

steered her into the God Bless Our Home 
chair. Then she went to Wilma Page and 
took possession of the two .25 automatics 
in the suede jacket. 

" It'll all come out in the wash, Sam," 
said Maude. "It always does. They'll 
talk. They ain't superwomen. "  

Sam Halverson nodded stupefied agree
ment. 

There was a knock at the door. Maude 
went over and jerked it open. The dapper 
little man in the gayly checked suit came 
into the room with his derby tucked un
der his left arm. 

"A good evening to you, Maude Ma
honey, "  he said, bowing. 

The cook beamed. "Professor Pros
ser ! " she cried. 

Lew Monkwitz had been around plenty. 
He had convenient eyesight. He pretended 
that the two unconscious women were 
items of furniture. 

"Gus took off early this afternoon to 
hunt me up," he said. "I-ah-am going 
out of the medicine business. Going . to 
retire, so to speak, and go south for my
er-health. My entire stock of nerve nec
tar's on the truck downstairs. Sixty cases. 
I'll give you a good price on a quick cash 
deal. " 

Maude massaged her hands with relish. 
"Fetch up a bottle an' we'll talk turkey;'' 
she said, then looked at the Halversons. 
"You two look as if you could do with a 
dose. Right ?" 

Father and daughter nodded solemn 
agreement. 

Lew Monkwitz shuddered. Then he 
saw the family resemblance between the 
two on the sofa. It added. Maude must 
have been using the nectar to knock off 
her husbands. Only this time Maude was 
polishing off the step-daughter too. He 
was glad he was getting out of the racket. 
Lew Monkwitz, alias Professctr Prosser, 
gave Maude a knowing wink, turned 
around and went downstairs. 



H E ' L L K I L L  Y O U ! 
By 

RICHARD DEMINC 

"You've n e v e r  shown me 
where you buried the body," 
Margot said to him. I t  was a l ittle 

joke they had. But this time he 
didn't laugh . . . • 

60 

I SAID, "I think I'd better report Ellen 
missing tomorrow. If we wait any 
longer, the police may think it 

strange." 
Margot's freckled face spread in the 

grin I had grown to love. She always 
laughed when I mentioned Ellen, and 
while I loved the sound of her deep, good
humored laughter, her jollity on this sub
ject upset me. I suppose humor was the 

Holding my flash on 
the floor of the foro 
nace, I indicated the 
fre8hly laid cement. 
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sanest attitude toward Ellen's departure, 
and I for one certainly felt no regrets, but 
somehow �argot's laughter indicated a 
lack of delicacy I would not" have expected 
from her. ·; 

It was the laughter and the wide, un
affected grin that fi rst drew me to Margot. 
When we moved to Bradford, the faculty 
house assigned us was next door to hers, 
and my study window looked directly into 
the broad windows of Margot's sun room, 
where she kept her phone. She was fond 
of phone gossip, and often I would see 
her there, her sun-freckled face animated 
with laughter, and one lean, strong hand 
making wide gestures as she talked. When 
she phoned Ellen l particularly enjoyed 
watching her, for in the hall I could hear 
Ellen's part of the conversation, and 
from Ellen's words and Margot's ges
tures, sometimes piece together what Mar
got was saying. 

Almost from the first we were attracted 
to each other-as early as the faculty tea 
given in my honor as the new head of the 
English Department. M iss Rottell, the 
dean of women, introduced us, saying in 
her precise, inhibited drawl, "Professor 
Brandt, M iss M argot Spring. She's Mu
sic," and moving away to leave us to
gether. 

I remember bowing formally and say
ing, "An appropriate name, my dear. You 
have the look about you of nature's fairest 
season." 

She laughed. "Why,  Professor ! I do 
believe you're a romantic. " 

. It started as simply as that, and grew . 
as the months passed into a deep but quiet 
love. Oh, on the surface we were merely 
good-natured friends, for in a college town 
gossip can be fatal to careers, and Margot 
chose to accept my compliments as laugh
provoking j okes, even when no one was 
nearby to hear. I too was meticulouly 
carefu� to arouse no comment. Not once 
did I even so much as kiss her on the 
cheek, restraining my physical love-mak-

ing to an occasional accidental touch-my 
fingers brushing against her hair when I 
held her coat as she prepared to leave 
after a visit with Ellen, or lightly manag
ing to touch her hand as I passed her a 
cup at a faculty tea. 

But the depth of understanding that 
springs from mature love made my inno
cent words and gestures as meaningful to 
Margot as though I held her in my arms, 
just as her apparently joking replies had 
a meaning for me that a less perceptive 
nature might have missed entirely. As a 
matter ..of fact, it was best that no one 
aside from me understood her sublety, 
for she had a breathtaking flair for danger 
and seemed to· love making me shudder at 
the risks she took. She had a trick of bra
zenly stating her true thoughts as though 
they were rather clumsy j okes, such as the 
time she lightly remarked to Ellen, when 
Ellen first began to plan her visit home, 
"You better hurry back again, or you may 
find I 've stolen - your romantic husband." 
But Ellen only laughed, and I pretended 
Margot's remark was a great j oke. 

J 
WAITED until two days prior to El-
len's scheduled departure before even 

mentioning what opportunities her ab
sence would leave us, and even then I 
brought it up to Margot casually. But 
she surprised me with the blunt frankness 
of her reply. 

" I t's too bad Ellen means to stay only 
two . weeks," I remarked. 

" Ask her to stay a month," Margot 
said. ' ' I 'm sure if you explained you want
ed to elope with your next-door neighbor, 
Ellen would be glad to cooperate.' 

Margot 's habit of affixing a completely 
fantastic suggestion to a sensible statement 
was another twist her odd sense of humor 
sometimes took, and I knew of course 
she had no expectation of my explaining 
any such thing to Ellen. . 

I asked, "Would you like it if she stayed 
away permanently ?" 
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"You mean bury her body in the cel
lar ?" She dropped .her voice to a con
spiratorial whisper. " Is  there enough in
·surance to finance our honeymoon ?" 

I said patiently, " I  meant ask her to 
get a divorce." 

· "And have a campus scandal ?" Some
how she managed to grin and look horri
fied at the same time. "No, Theodore. 
The. safest way is the cellar." She closed 
one eye and made a cutting motion across 
her throat. 

I said, " I 've never even killed a chick-
en." 

"There's nothing to it," Margot said. 
"Read the papers. Husbands do it all the 
time. I'll phone Ellen tonight and ask her 
to stand still." 

"Now please don't make clever com
ments to Ellen," I told her. "I know Ellen 
misses the double meaning of your jokes, 
but it's an unnecessary risk ."  

But Margot disobeyed my request when 
she phoned Ellen that evening. From my 
study I could see Margot's wide smile and 
loosely gesturing hand, and in the hall 
behind me I could hear Ellen's restrained 
laughter. 

"It amazes me that you find Theodore 
so excruciating," Ellen said. " I 've never 
been able to detect the slightest sense of 
humor in him." 

I knew then that Margot was brazenly 
describing our conversation to Ellen, and 
even though Ellen was obviously enjoy
ing it as a joke, I was irritated at Margot 
for indulging her bizarre sense of humor 
against my specific request. 

It was a week after Ellen's trip was sup
posed to have started that I suggested · 

to Margot I inform the police I had not 
heard from her. We sat in my study sip
ping a Sunday afternoon cup of tea. 

"You've never shown me where you 
buried the body," Margot said, grinning 
across her cup like a good-natured Spaniel. 

I said, "I thought you'd rather not 

know. However, come along. I 'll show 
you." 

I rose and led the way through the 
house with Margot chattering behind me. 
Getting · my flashlight from the kitchen, 
I preceded her down the cellar steps. 

Holding my flash on the floor behind 
the furnace, I indicated the freshly laid 
cement. "There," I said simply. 

She turned toward me, a peculiar ex
pression beginning to form on her fa_ce, 
and all at once she was so desirable my 
restraint fell away and I took her in my 
arms. She stood stiff but unresisting when 
I kissed her, and her lips were cool. 

Immediately I realized it was a mistake 
to let down the barriers so soon, and the 
wisest course was to retain our surface 
amiability until the police lost interest in 
the case. I moved back a step, bowed and 
apologized. 

Margot's stiffened face gradually 
drained to the color of paper. It was an 
interesting example of delayed psychologi
cal reaction. Obviously the sight of fresh 
cement for the first time fully impressed 
on her what we had done, and that it was 
not a matter for laughter. 

She climbed the stairs ahead of me 
slowly, swaying slightly from shock. 
When we reached the parlor, she turned 
to face me and her expression was a study 
in terror. Without a word, she .took her 
coat and stumbled toward the door. 

fROM my study window I can see her 
talking on the phone now. But her boy

ish face is not laughing as usual and that 
eloquent hand is strangely still. Her ex
pression is one of dull horror, and I am 
worried that she may transmit some of her 
feeling to whichever of her innumerabte 
friends she is phoning. But she loves the 
phone, and perhaps a little womanly gos
sip will help cure the delayed shock re
action. 

I wish she would grin. 
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1. Proponents of government economy might do well 
to examine the record of Justinian, most famous and 
last emperor of Byzantium, in the eleventh century. 
This thrifty ruler paid no salary whatever to his magis
trates-in fact, they were expected to pay a heavy 
fee into the public treasury upon appointment to office. 
However, fines upon private citizens were left to the 
magistrate's discretion thereafter-he could levy them 
where and when he pleased, and keep the money h 1m
self. 

Pretty soon everyone wanted to bt a judge. And 
nobody wanted to bt a crook-or a Byzantine. 

3. Probably the youngest mobster of the cen
tury was four-month-old Martin Wiencek of Ham
tramck Michigan. Arrested on suspicion of possess
ing pohcy tickets while taking his wife and child 
for a spin in the famiy car, the elder Wiencek suc
cessfully protfited his innocence-until his wife 
began to Insist on taking the baby home to change 
its diapers. Policemen are notably helpful to young 
mothers, and one of them decided to lend a helping 
hand and change the diapers on the spot. In them. he found 63 policy tickets. 

2. When your local coroner goes broke, the village 
of Waterville, Maine, disco� a century ago, It's 
best to give him a raise, or fire him outright. When 
the richest man In town was found wltb his pockets 
emptied and his skull bashed In, Dr. Valorous Coolidge 
declared the cause of death to be a blunt Instrument. 
Waterville might have lost more rich ctuzens, had not 
curious medical men borrowed the first corpse for fur
ther autopsy. They discovered that Ed Matthews had 
died of polson-and that their colleague had removed 
the vital organs likeliest to prove lt. 

Coolidge died on the gallows. 

4. Despite their best efforts, neither pollee nor the 
utilities company could catch the mysterious saboteur 
who kept cutting the power lines of rural Montiily sur 
Noireau, France. One day the saboteur went further, 
and shot repairman M arcel Payen while he worked on 
the lines, helpless as a sitting duck. Arrested was the 
richest man in town, Eugene Bonnesoeur. Bonnesoeur 
readily confessed that he had cut the wires and killed 
the repairman in revenge for his son's acclllental elec
trocution some years earlier. 

Now Bonnesoeur is happy and calm. French justice Is considerate. By special dispensation, Bonnesoeur's 
cell is illuminated by candlelight. 
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CHAPTER ONE 

Medals for Corpses 

T H E  FIRE MARSHAL groped his 
way through the labyrinth of round 
tables on which were stacked a 

forest of upturned chairs. His electric 

Fire Marshal Ben Pedley's job was 

easy : All he had to do was find the 

madman who'd set fire to the four

story " l ce-Taurant" to conceal a 

murder-and then put the corpse 

where it couldn't be burned ! 

There was a short-bladed knife in his hand, 
and he struck viciously at Biddonay • • • .• 
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torch penetrated only a few feet into the 
swirling fog of thick, cream-colored 
smoke. His feet slipped from under him ; 
with an effort he managed to catch his 
balance. 

The beam of his flashlight, turned 
down, disclosed a sheet of ice rutted with 
the marks of many skates. The marshal 
knew they had put on a skating show here, 
but he hadn't been sure whether it was 
real ice or the imitation stuff that didn't 
require freezing. He mumbled a curse 
through his smoke mask ; this discovery 
didn't make him feel any easier. 

From the floor above him came the 
hoarse thunder of lancing streams from 
high-pressure nozzles ; from the wintrv 
street outside came a fury of noise-throb
bing pumpers, motors, shrieking sirens 
and the excited clamor of people being 
hustled out of their beds in the tene
ments. But here, in the tremendous din
ing room of this  Broadway night club, 
was neither flame nor the crackling of 
fire-'()nly a soundless menace lurking in 
those oily wreaths of smoke. 

HIS foot bumped a pulsing serpent of 
canvas. Marshal Pedley stooped, fol

lowed the hose with his h�nd until it 
snaked suddenly down a fl ight_ of stairs in
to darkness. A blast of icy air swept up 
the staircase and the smoke suddenly 
cleared. In its place a fine mist of cottony 
white floated lazily upward. Ben Pedley 
shifted his gas mask, listened. The hiss 
of rushing water from the nozzle some
where below was deep and steady, not the 
fierce, rushing roar of a stream played 
on wall or ceiling. He turned, ran back to 
the street. 

A rubber-coated man in a black helmet 
was kneeling in a . pool of water and 
broken glass, wrenching at a hose coup
ling. 

Pedley called sharply, "Hey, 86 ! 
Where's Wilmot ?" 

The man lifted smoke-reddened eyes. 

"Down cellar, Marshal . . .  refrigerating 
plant . . . boys having . . . little trouble." 

'Til say they're having trouble. Got 
any extra waders on your wagon ?" 

"Nope." The fireman moved away 
through the coiling clouds of smoke. 
"Only had two pair. Boys thought they 
might get a taste of that damned ammonia, 
so they took 'em." 

Pedley scowled at the apparatus down 
the block. The police emergency truck 
would be parked there, but the men on 
that squad would be busy getting the 
women and kids out of the tenements. 

There might be an extra pair of hip
length rubber boots on one of the other 
hose-company trucks-but tti'ere might not 
be-and now, when seconds might mean 
life or death for those men down in that 
ominously quiet basement, Pedley didn't 
dare risk it. Still, he had seen the effects 
of ammonia fumes too often to think he 
could descend into that white inferno with 
nothing but wool and cotton on the lower 
part of his own body. 

Across the street was a garage ; Pedley 
sprinted for it. A shirt-sleeved man out
side the office gaped up at the mushroom 
of sooty black blossoming from the top 
of the four-story restaurant building. Ped
ley yelled at the top of his lungs. 

"Grease ! Quick ! Heavy grease ! Snap 
it up !" 

The man pointed to a pyramid of red 
and green cans. "Help y'self." 

"Open 'em up ! Fast !" Pedley slid out 
of his coat, then slipped off his pants and 
shirt. He d'ug his fingers into the can 
the goggling garageman held out. Rapidly 
he smeared the buttery substance over his 
entire body. Grease might do the trick, i f  
it was thick enough ; if the heat of his body 
or the fire itself didn't melt it too quickly. 
He got back into his clothes and dived 
back across the street, yelling to the en
gmeer on the big sixteen-cylinder pump
er : 

"Hey, 91 ! Round up a couple fro'm the 
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Emergency Squad ; hustle 'ern inside here, 
first floor !" ' 

"Okay, Marshal." 
"And get an ambulance here by the 

door !" Pedley plunged into the night 
club. Instantly the blanket of smoke cut 
off the sounds of the street, giving him 
an uncanny sensation of being all alone 
in the burning building. He cursed be
neath his mask ; maybe he was alone at 
that ! 

T
HE cottony vapor was a little higher 
up the stairs now. The marshal jabbed 

his big electric torch at it, but the light 
was reflected as from a whitewashed wall. 
There wouldn't be much seeing through 
that. But he could still follow the hose 
downstairs. Wilmot and his men would be 
near the nozzle. 

Half-blinded by the luminous mist, Ped
ley tripped over a pile of debris-brick, 
timbers, broken planking. He knew then 

· how the firemen had been trapped. Those 
high-pressure lines, throwing better than 
a ton of water a minute, had poured 
enough dead weight into the upper floors 
to weaken the structure ; a retaining wall · 

had given way and four good men and 
one of the best deputy battalion chiefs 
in the department were probably pinned 
here under a four-foot layer of corrosive 
fumes ! 

He struggled desperately with the turn
bled wreckage, found the first fireman face 
down with his hands around his groin. 
Pedley used his axe like a man gone 
berserk, tugged the unconscious victim 
loose, staggered back to· the staircase. 

A huge mountain of a man in one of 
the emergency squad all-purpose. hel
mets came down toward him ponderously, 
poking the beam of a powerful battery 
lamp ahead of him. Pedley got close to 
him, lifted his mask an inch, shouted, 

. ,;Wall down on the right. Four more men 
�there." The big cop nodded his helmeted 
head, and his waders vanished in the 

steaming vapor. The marshal lugged his 
burden as far as the door, turned the fire
man over to a white-coated interne, 
slogged back to the fume-filled cellar. 

Three back-straining, heart-breaking 
trips he made, while the giant from the 
emergency squad was making two. In the 
end they had all five firemen up on the 
pavement. There were more doctors there 
now ; one of them gave Pedley first aid 
for ammonia burns. 

"Take a good slug of vinegar water 
every five minutes for a while, Marshal." 
The surgeon doused him with a neutraliz
ing liquid. "Thing like this is damn dan
gerous. You ought to get over to the hos
pital for a going-over." 

"Yeah. Sure, Doc. I'll take care of it." 
The marshal looked over at Deputy Bat
talion Chief Wilmot, who was trying to 
hoist himself up on his elbows, gasping 
and waving feebly at Pedley. He said, 
"Got a job here to look after first." He 
reached Wilmot. 

"Ben," coughed the battalion chief weak
ly, "There's a body . . .  down there." 

"Another one of your boys ?" 
"No . . .  no. A dead body. It was dead 

. . .  when· we . . .  found it." 
"Hell, you can't be sure," Pedley 

growled "That's up to the doctors. I'll . . .  " 
He started for the smoke-clouded door. 

"Wait, Ben. This one's dead, all right." 
"Where is it ?" 
"In that big ice box. Reason I know 

it's dead, Ben-the damned thing didn't 
have any head !" Wilmot coughed up a 
thin trickle of smoke. "Or any legs or 
arms !" 

T
HE recall sounded. Reserve apparatus 
clanged brassily away to their stations 

and the hose companies began taking up. 
A faint smudge, drifting up out of the 
gutted building through the cold night 
air, was reddened by light spilled over 
street and sidewalks from hook-and-lad
der headlights. Pedley slumped on the 
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curb while an interne finished swabbing 
uut his eyes. The moisture streaming 
down the big man's weathered cheeks was 
hot tears, but might have been. He kept 
his head averted from the three figures 
lying motionless under rubber blankets 
beside the smouldering structure. 

Wilmot and one other member of Com
pany 86 had been rushed to the hospital ; 
with breaks, they'd live. But those three 
were ready for the undertaker and a pos
thumus citation for bravery in line of 
duty. Three good men gone to their 
graves, Pedley thought bitterly, because 
some nameless maniac had used arson to 
hide a murder. For murder it must be, 
if Deputy Chief Wilmot was in his right 
mind. 

An enormously stout man with a round 
face that was white with misery shuffled 
past the police lines. He wore shabby 
slippers, striped pajamas and florid bath
robe. He pointed at the blanketed figures. 

"They . . . dead ?" 
Pedley nodded. 
"Dreadful !" The fat man stared miser

ably up at the smashed windows, the 
smoke-stained brick. His eyes came to 
rest on the neon sign which the hose
streams had miraculously left intact. The 
tubing, under the bloodshot eyes of the 
fire engines; glowed faintly : 

ICE-TAURANT 
Skate as you Dine 

He turned sadly to the marshal. "Wipes 
me out. Yeah. I'm Bill Biddonay." 

"Own this joint?" 
"Most of it. With this," he gestured 

wearily, "I'm washed up." He pulled his 
bathrobe tighter. "But I can start again. 
Those other guys" -his voice was harsh 
-"they don't get another chance." 

Pedley got to his feet painfully. "D'you 
live over the cafe ?" 

"Sure. Third floor. Fixed up a couple 
rooms there. I don't guess there's much 

of my stuff left. I was asleep when I heard 
the engines roll up." 

The marshal eyed him coldly. "Covered 
by insurance, weren't you ?" 

Biddonay shrugged. "We weren't. 
Banks were. Ought to get nearly enough 
to pay off our notes. Herb Krass and I 
don't get a lousy dime. Besides, it'd take 
us a month to get going again, some
wheres else. Then the season'd be shot. 
Hell with it. I'm okay ; plenty of people 
be glad to back me again if I want to 
start. It's these men losing their lives 
that matters."  

"That's the way to look at  it," Pedley 
agreed. "Bad enough to lose men as the 
result of carelessness. But when the fire 
was set-" 

"Huh !" 
"Yeah. " Pedley went toward the build

ing. "C'mere. Want to show you some
thing. " 

Biddonay followed, snuffling and puff
ing, through the dining room. They 
crossed the ice-covered dance floor, went 
past the orchestra dais, on down the stairs 
to the basement. 

CHAPTER TWO 

Snowball in Hell 

THE portable suction fan that the 
emergency squad had hooked up in the 

adjoining building by now had cleared the 
basement of the dea<1ly white fumes. But 
the acrid bite of ammonia still gnawed 
at their nostrils. 

"For God's sake, what happened ?" 
Biddonay wheezed. "Pipes bust ?" 

" No. Somebody used a hammer on 
one of the compression valves. Opened it 
up so it couldn't be shut. Nice idea. Like 
to have that slug stripped naked in a 
roomful of ammonia for about ten min
utes. " 

"Lord ! Who'd do a thing like that ?" 
"That's what I got to find out. " Ped-
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ley stalked to the huge cold room, occupy
ing the far end of the basement. The 
heavy glassed-in door was closed tightly, 
but one of the glass sides had been shat
tered by the force of the hose. The floor 
of the refrigerator was piled with tubs of 
butter, cloth-wrapped hams, buckets of 
lard. A few racks of lamb, some loins of 
pork and one quarter · of beef hung on 
meat hooks. The marshal stepped through 
the aperture in the smashed glass. 

" Boys broke in here to find that am
monia leak, Biddonay. They found soml'
thing else. " Pedley pointed to a piece of 
meat that was almost concealed by the 
beef carcass. There were raw, red stumps 
where the legs and arms had been hacked 
off. The torso was impaled on a steel hook 
just above the breastbone. Blood had 
·
congealed in a purple-black clot across 
the open wound that had been a neck. 

"Almighty !" breathed the cafe owner. 
"That . . . was . . .  a man ! "  He made a 
strangling noise, looked away. 

"Nothing to put on the front page of 
the papers. No." Pedley looked closer 
at the grisly object. A chunk of flesh had 
been cut from the back of the corpse, 
about three inches above the waist ; the 
white cartilage of the ribs had been bared. 
"What you make of this ?" 

Biddonay groaned ; his face puckered 
up as if he were suffering from toothache. 
" Somebody . . .  cut a piece of meat right 
out of that thing ! "  He leaned against 
the wall and covered his face with his 
hands. 

"Looks like a butcher had gone after a 
piece of sirloin." Pedley's mouth tasted 
as if he'd been chewing old pennies. 
�'Come on, let's get out of here. Air's 
bad." He led the cafe man out. Biddonay 
sagged heavily against him, stumbled 
drunkenly. 

"Why on God's earth," the restaurant 
owner mumbled thickly, "would anyone 
do a thing like that ? Even a crazy man 
wouldn't-" 

"Not likely."  The marshal swept his 
flashlight around the cellar. "In ·all the 
years I've been doing the detecting for 
the Fire Department, I've never run 
across a blaze set by a lunatic. Children, 
yes. Dimwits, sure. And pyromaniacs 
might be cracked, according to these 
psychiatrists, but in court they're just 
plain criminals. Anyhow, no pyro ever 
set a fire to hide a corpse. " 

Biddonay mopped sweat off his moon 
face with the inside of his sleeve. 
"That . . .  thing . . .  wasn't in the cold 
box at nine o'clock tonight. I was down 
here with my wholesaler ; he dropped in 
for dinner." 

"What time'd you leave the cafe ?" 
" 'Bout one. We close one-thirty."  
Pedley grunted. He stalked back up-

. 
stairs, the fat man moaning along be
hind. 

In the kitchen Pedley paused in front 
of the wide brick grill. " Cook over char
coal, eh ?" 

"For steaks an' chops yeah. The range 
is for roasts and bakework." Biddonay 
wet his lips and swallowed hard. 

The marshal put his flash on the water
soaked and blackened mess in the fire pit. 
Charcoal gave a blazing heat, Pedley 
realized ; it would crisp any flesh to a 
black and brittle ash in a few minutes. 
Even bone would be consumed to a 
warped and twisted bit of char. But those 
things on top of the drenched coals still 
held the shape and semblance of human 
bones. The marshal picked them out, laid 
them on the stainless steel · surface beside 
the grill. 

" Somebody," he said grimly, "has been 
having himself a cannibal barbecue. " 

BI DDONAY shivered, bent over the 
blackened objects on the dresser. 

"Legs an' arms, huh ?" 
" I'd say so. " Pedley fumbled in the 

wet, gritty mess of the fire pit. "But no 
skull. " 
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The restaurant man clutched his 
stomach. 

"Well, the guy must have had a head. 
Where is it ?" Pedley climbed up on the 
iron grating, peered behind the bricked
up grill. There was nothing there that 
could have been a human head. But the 
boarding of the wall directly behind the 
firebox was an ebony cinder. This was 
where the fire had started, then ; some
one had left too hot a fire in the grill
probably left the electric bellows turned 
on to give an extra intense heat in order 
to reduce the bones to ash. The brick 
wall at the rear of the grill had become 
red-hot ; the sheathing had ignited and the 
flames had gone up inside the walls to the 
higher stories. The marshal clambered 
down. 

"Who'd have access to this joint after 
closing, Biddonay ?" 

"We don't permit anybody back here 
in the kitchen except the chefs and the 
waiters." 

"Well, you had a key to the front door, 
didn't you ? And this partner you men
tioned a minute ago ?" 

"Herb Krass ? Sure. We both got 
. keys. But I was in bed and Herb went 
home around midnight." 

"Which one of your employees is sup
posed to lock up after the rest've gone ?" 
Pedley snapped, irritably. 

"When me or Herb ain't here, Pete 
Donnelly closes up. He's cashier. He's 
got a key, too." 

"Where's a phone ? Give this Donnelly 
a bell. Tell him I want to see him down 
here right away." 

"Sure." Biddonay looked away. "But 
Pete ain't the kind of a lad to harm a 
flea, much less chop up a guy." 

The marshal followed to the office, a 
little water-soaked, soot-stained cubby
hole off the corridor leading to the enter
tainer's dressing room. There were a 
couple of ash-smeared desks, swivel chairs, 
a black iron sate pi led ltigh with old and 

soggy Racing Forms, a glass-front book
case filled with a row of Moody's Manu
als, some small silver cups, a few paper
covered Spalding pamphlets on bowling, 
a.nd two round, black-leather cases for 
carrying bowling balls. Biddonay sagged 
into one of the padded chairs, dragged a 
phone across the desk toward him, dialed. 

"Pete ? Hello, Pete ? This is Bill. 
Yeah . all hell's bust loose. We had a 
fire, Pete. The whole shebang's 
burned down. Just now. They only put 
it out a few minutes ago. And that ain't 
all. There's a-" The cafe owner glanced 
up at Pedley's outstretched palms. 

Pedley said, " Shush on the killing, 
Biddonay. " 

The fat man nodded unhappily. "Listen, 
Pete. There's a guy from the Fire De
partment down here with me now. He 
wants you should get down here right 
away . . . .  I don't know what for ; I sup
pose he wants to ask you some questions. 
Hurry it up, Pete. " He hung up, as a 
blue-uniformed man in the regulation cap 
of the Fire Department came into the 
office and saluted Pedley. 

"E. T. Jewett, fireman first class. 
Company 86. Inspection duty, sir." The 
man's narrow, tight-lipped face was tense 
with worry. 

"These premises on your beat, Jewett ?" 
"Yes, sir. " The fireman rubbed his 

chin uneasily. "I checked the floor show 
here tonight. About eleven-thirty, wasn't 
it, Mr. Biddonay ? "  

The cafe man sighed. "Guess i t was. 
Seems a year ago." 

Pedley took out a notebook. "What 
time did your tour end, Jewett, Twelve ?" 

"Yes, sir. Everything was okay here, 
then. How'd she start, do you know, 
sir ?" 

"Overheated wall behind the charcoal 
grill. Hike out and tell that cop to ring 
his station. We'll need the medical ex
aminer, homicide boys, and nne of the 
lads from the Bureau of l dent ification. 
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Then come back down to the cellar. 
There's plenty to do here." 

Jewett_'s eyes opened wide. He saluted 
again and hurried away. 

The marshal said curtly, "Let's go 
down to your private morgue, Biddonay. 
See if we can put the finger on that 
corpse. " 

THE fat man labored to his feet, mum-
bling something about not wanting to 

set eyes on the damned thing, much less 
a finger. They went downstairs, into the 
nose-tingling ammonia vapor. They 
searched the rest of the refrigerator first, 
for the missing head. They had found 
nothing when Jewett rejoined them. The 
fireman expelled his breath in a long 
whistle of repugnance. 

"Somebody had a screwy sense of 
humor, huh ?" he said. "To hang that 
thing in here like a chunk of mutton ? 
He was a big guy, wasn't he I" 

" Big,u Pedley answered, "and power
ful as a bull. Look at those shoulders. 
Don't see chest muscles like that very 
often. " 

Biddonay pointed to a number of red 
scars on the back of the torso, about the 
level of the shoulder blades. "What were 
those marks ?" 

Pedley's mind went back through the 
years to a body that had been fished out 
of the ashes of a great conflagration ; the 
cadaver had been marked in the same 
peculiar way. And that body had been 
identified. 

" Mat scars," he suggested. "They 
might be scars from a canvas-covered mat. 
Sort a wrestler gets from having his 
shoulders scraped by some two hundred 
and fifty pounder on top of him. " 

"A wrestler ! "  Jewett frowned. " Say, 
Mr. Biddonay-" 

"I don't know any wrestlers," the cafe 
man muttered hastily. 

"That big black-haired guy who comes 
in two-three times a week and tries to 

date Snowball Sue," Jewett said. "Looks 
like an ape who needs a shave, you re
member ?" 

Biddonay shut his eyes, shook his head. 
" I  don't notice every customer in the Ice
taurant. Hell. I couldn't remember 'em 
all . . . .  " 

Pedley went close to him, grabbed the 
fat man by the back of the neck, pushed 
his face within an inch of the gruesome 
thing on the steel ho�<. " Don't hold out 
on me, mister ! Not/when there's murder 
and arson involved and three of my de
partment buddies are sleeping on a slab ! 
You talk ! You talk straight and quick
or I 'll put you where you'll be glad to 
have even this bloody hunk for com
pany ! "  

Biddonay stammered. " It's only I don't 
want to give you a wrong steer. I'm not 
certain-" 

"Who's this wrestler Jewett described?" 
Biddonay shuddered. "An ugly lum

mox they calJ Gorilla Greg. I don't know 
who he is. I don't know anything about 
him except that Sue kids him and calls 
him Gorilla. " 

"W-ho's this Sue ?" 
" Our snowball dancer," Biddonay 

moaned. 
"You know," Jewett put in. " She 

comes out after them chorines do their 
strip tease on skates ; she ain't wearing 
a stitch except she's holding this big 
snowbalJ, and of course while she skates 
around the snowball begins to melt . . . " 

" Shut up," barked Pedley. "What's 
her name ?" 

Biddonay looked at the floor. " Name is 
Sue Rivers. She's a swell kid. She 
wouldn't harm a flea. " 

"Where's she live ?" 
"Over on the East Side somewheres. 

The address'd be up in the cashier's 
ledger." 

The marshal got his arm, shoved him 
toward the stairs. " Let's go, feiia. I 
might want to work with this mouse." 
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CHAPTER ·1HREE 

Gorilla Grea 

T
HEY went up to the office. Biddonay 
opened the safe with fingers that rat

tled the combination dial. He pulled out 
a black and red ledger. "Here y'are." 

Pedley read : "Suzanne Rivers, 12 
Griswold Place. "  He checked down the 
list of employees until he came to : "Peter 
Donnelly, 966 West S l it Street. " 

"This cashier of yours lives just around 
the corner, eh ?" 

"That's right. " 
"Funny he hasn't showed up." 
" It's queer." The cafe man snuffled 

dismally. 
"Give him another buzz," Pedley sug

gested. 
Biddonay stuck a pudgy forefinger in 

the phone �ial, spun it seven times. There 
was an odd puzzled look in his round eyes ; 
after a bit he held the receiver away from 
his ear so Pedley could hear the operator 
ringing. "Nobody home." 

The marshall growled, "Give him an
other couple minutes. If he . doesn't show 
up, we'll have to go after him." 

"It would be a dumb trick to lam out, 
Marshal. An' Pete ain't dumb, at all. " 

A black sedan slid to the curb in front 
of the restaurant. Four men got out, 
carrying valises, camera cases, tripods, 
flash guns. 

Pedley said, "Homicide boys'll take 
over here, but you better come with me, 
Biddonay. I'll put you under technical 
arrest as a material witness. " 

"For the Lord's sake-" 
"Hold on, £ella. Material witness ar

rest means the cops won't be able to drag 
you downtown for a day of question-and
answer stuff while T need you to run 
down this arson business. " 

The stout man seemed relieved. " It's 
just I don't like the idea of being arrested, 
is all. Besides, I won't be much use as· a 

witness, will I ?  I don't know anything 
about the fire. And I've only seen this 
Gorilla lug a couple times here in the 
restaurant. I never talked to him." 

"Don't worry about your testimony." 
The marshal opened a closet door, peered 
inside. "This is your joint ; you hire the 
help ; you were first on the scene after the 
crime was discovered. That'll be all I'll 
need. Except I'll want you to shag over to 
Donnelly's with me, if he doesn't get here 
directly." 

"I can't go like this ." Biddonay wrig
gled his toes in the slippers. "My clothes're 
upstairs." 

Pedley tilted his head toward the closet. 
"Who belongs to those duds ?" 

"The tux ? That's Herb's. I couldn't 
get into that." 

"Try it. Better than going around like 
you are. " The marshal went out to meet 
the headquarters men. He explained the 
setup briefly and wound up, "All that's 
left of it in the refrigerator is the torso. 
Arms and legs went on the grill. Might 
look around for the skull. I'm going over 
to the cashier's ; he's supposed to be the 
last man here, the guy who closes up." He 
didn't go into detail about the wrestler 
or the snowball dancer ; Jewett would 
do that, anyhow, and the homicide squad 
liked to do things its own way. And they 
made a fetish of identifying corpses before 
rounding up suspects. . . . 

T
HE murder experts trooped down to 
the basement while Pedley went back 

to the office. Biddonay was dressed. The 
pants were skin-tight and an inch too 
long. The coat wouldn't button, but the�e 
were shiny patent-leather shoes on hts 
feet and a soft dress shirt under the coat. 

" I  buzzed Herb," the fat man said. "He 
wasn't home. Mrs. Krass was there. She 
don 't know where he is. I told her to have 
him come right over soon's he shows up." 

"That's right. Thought you said your 
partner went home early." 
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Biddonay pursed his cupid-bow lips. 
"Herb likes to buck the tiger once in a 
while. Prob'ly where he is now. " 

Pedley was noncommital. " He's lost 
his shirt, anyway." 

They walked a block and a half, found 
· 

966, a shabby, red-brick rooming house. 
An angry woman in a bedraggled dressing 
gown answered the bell after a while, 
subsided after a glance at the gold badge 
in Pedley's palm. 

" Second floor front is M r. Donnelly. 
I hope there ain't anything wrong ?" 

The marshal didn't satisfy her curiosity. 
He borrowed her keys and went upstairs. 

Biddonay panted, " Hell of a place to 
live. Pete can afford better'n this. " 

Pedley knocked, without result. Then 
he used a key. 

By the light of a cheap lamp on a center 
table, they saw the cashier lying face 
down on top of the bedclothes. He might 
have been asleep, save for the wedge
shaped wound on the back of his head. 
A thin red ribbon trailed down the back 
of his neck, across his pajama coat. 

The marshal barked, "Stay outside, 
Biddonay. Don't want you smearing up 
any prints in here. " He gave the room 
a rapid once-over. Nothing seemed to be 

·disturbed ; there were no signs of a 
struggle, and no indications that the 
bureau or the wardrobe in the corner had 
been ransacked. The man's clothes were 
neatly piled on the back of a chair by his 
bedside ; the suit had been hung on 
hangers in the wardrobe. He put a hand 
on the dead man's wrist. It was cold, 
but not yet stiffened in rigor mortis. 

He lifted the head. Donnelly's eyes 
were open ; the man hadn't been killed in 
his sleep. By the placid expression on the 
corpse's features, Pedley guessed that the 
cashier hadn't even known he was going 
to die. 

Pedley knelt, looked under the bed and 
behind the wardrobe. No sign of a weapon. 
He went to the bureau, opened the draw-

ers with his hand covered by a hand
kerchief. He found shirts, socks, under
clothes ; a bank book with eleven hundred 
dollars as the last balance ; some old base
ball scoreboards and theater programs. 
There were gloves, handkerchiefs, cuff 
links-stuff you'd find in half a million 
rooms like this. 

Under a folded sweater in the bottom 
drawer, Pedley found a photograph. It 
was a glossy print of a nearly nude girl, 
with a figure that could stand that kind 
of photography. She wore only a white 
fur cap, white mittens and skating boots 
with woolly socks. She was poised on the 
toes of her skates, holding in her mitten 
hands a white ball about the size of a 
basketball. The marshal took it over to 
the door and asked, " This the mouse who 
does the snowball dance ?" 

Biddonay exclaimed, "Why-why sure ! 
That's Suzie. But I never saw this. What 
would Pete be doing with her picture ?" 
· "Maybe he went for this mouse. " 

Biddonay gaped. "I'd never dreamed. " 
Pedley picked up a newspaper from the 

table, slid the picture in between the folds. 
"The guys who go for Suzie seem to get 
treated pretty rough, mister. Suppose we 
ask her why." 

DOWNSTAIRS in the hal1, Pedley 
used a slot phone to call Biddonay's 

office. To the plainclothes man who an
swered, he said, "When you've finished 
at the Ice-taurant, there's a job at 966 
West Fifty-first. Second floor front, name 
of Peter Donnelly. Cashier at Biddonay's 
place. Back of his head split open with 
a cleaver, or something like that. Hurry 
it, will yott ?" 

He hung up. He questioned the land
lady as to possible visitors to Donnelly's 
room, got nowhere. She couldn't keep 
track of everyone who came in her house 
at that hour of the morning, could she ? 

Biddonay said, "I think Pete's mother 
lives somewhere upstate. We better send 
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her a wire or • something about Pete." 
"Up to the Bureau of Identification," 

Pedley replied. "They'll find her address 
in his things, probably. Here comes the 
death watch ; let's grab a cab." -

They went out as the homicide squad 
came in. Ten minutes later a taxi dropped 
them in front of 12 Griswold Place. A new 
apartment with a river view, it boasted 
too much plate glass and stainless steel 
for the marshal's taste. Miss Suzanne 
Rivers occupied Apartment 7-B. They 
used an automatic elevator. There was 
no night man visible in the lobby. 

Pedley listened at the door of 7-B for 
a minute, and heard voices. They ceased 
abruptly when he buzzed, but it was a full 
minute before a girl's voice called, "Who 
is it ?" 

"Fire Department. " 
The door opened, revealing a flaxen

haired, pleasant-faced girl with wide-set 
mint-green eyes and sensuous lips. The 
negligee she wore hadn't been designed 
to conceal her curves. 

"Mr. Biddonay ! Is something wrong?" 
"Yeah, Suzie ." The fat man sighed. 

"A lot is wrong. The spot burned down 
tonight ; three fireman lost their lives. 
And-" 

"I want to ask a couple of questions, 
Miss Rivers," Pedley cut in. 

"That's perfectly dreadful. Come right 
in. "  She seemed shocked at Biddonay's 
news. Still, she was in show business, the 
marshal realized-she might be putting 
Jn an act. The care proprietor introduced 
:hem. 

-"Better give out with the answers, 
Suzie," Biddonay counseled. "The truth, 
the whole truth; you know." 

She said she understood. She watched 
Pedley warily as he gazed around at the 
ultra-modern furnishings of the apart
ment. 

"Someone here with you ? Thought I 
heard voices, " he inquired. 

"I had the rarlio on. I turned it off." 

"Oh, that was it." The marshal thought 
she was lying. "You know a big guy they 
call Gorilla Greg ? A wrestler ?" 

"Gregory Scanopolous ? I ought to." 
She nodded calmly. "He's my husband." 

Biddonay cried, "You said you weren't 
married. That's what you told me and 
Herb !" 

"Sure I did. A wedding ring wouldn't 
go so good in the snowball-dance business, 
Mr. Biddonay. " 

Pedley interrupted : "You're not living 
with this Gorilla gent now ?" 

"No. We called it a day. Been separ
ated for two years now. He used to beat 
me up. " She said it quite without venom. 

"Why's he keep going to the Ice
taurant to see you ?" Pedley asked. 

She rubbed thumb and forefinger to
gether. "He's broke. Greg used to make 
fair· dough out of circusing with one of 
those cross-country wrestling troupes. 
But he strained his back ; he couldn't 
wrestle one of the Quints now. So I give 
him a few pieces of change now and then. 
I hate his guts, but I wouldn't want to see 
anything happen to him." 

"No ?" The marshal heard a scraping 
noise from somewhere outside the living 
room ; it sounded like a dog scratching at 
a door. "Somebody did. And gave your 
husband a workout on a butcher's block. 
With a cleaver. " 

CHAPTER FOUR 

The Skull Container 

S
HE didn't scream. She put the back of 
one hand to her mouth _ and sqninted 

as if the light hurt her eyes. "Killed him ?" 
"Dismembered him," Pedley said. 

"Burned his arms and legs in the char
coal fire at the restaurant. You wouldn't 
know anything about that ?" 

"No. " She turned her back so they 
couldn't see her face, but the marshal 
didn't miss her glance toward the bed-
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room. " I  wouldn't know a thing." 
Pedley palmed his automatic and ap

proached the bedroom cautiously. Five 
feet away he paused ; a roomful of men 
were stepping toward him in the darkness. 
They were all alike ; they were all like 
Pedley himself. Suzie's bedroom was 
walled with mirrors. He switched on the 
light ; saw his own reflection from a dozen 
angles. But there was no place to hide in 
that room. He 

·
stepped into the bath· 

room, shoved back the shower curtain. 
Nothing. There were two closets, both 
empty. He swiveled quickly to find Suzie 
watching him with fascinated intentness. 

"I give you my word there's no one 
hiding in my apartment," she said un
steadily. "And unless you want to ask 
me some questions about Greg . . .  " 

Pedley tried the kitchenette. No dice. 
But there was another door opening out 
of the kitchenette. There was no keyhole 
under the knob. A fire door. Opening 
onto a flame-proof stairwell, a door knob
less on the outside, so no intruder could 
get into the apartment from the internal 
fire escape. He yanked it open. 

There was a movement in the gloom 
outside. The marshal reached out, grabbed 
a coat lapel and jerked into the room a 
thin, bony man with pinched and harassed 
features set in a hairless skull. 

" Ye:ih ?" growled Pedley. "And who 
in the hell are you ? What are you doing 
out there ?" 

Suzie spoke up sharply. " He's my 
brother." 

The bald-headed man snarled, "I 'm 
Jimmy Yalb. This is my sister's home ; 
I got a right to step out on the fire stairs 
if I wanna. " 

Pedley slammed the fire door, pushed 
Yalb roughly into the living room. · As 
he shoved the eavesdropper past Biddo
nay, the cafe man yelled : 

" Suzie's brother I He's a lying so-and
so, Mr. Pedley. He's the baker at my 
restaurant, that's who he is." 

Yalb tugged away from Pedley's grasp, 
rushed belligerently at Biddonay. " Yes, 
and no thanks to you, either, you big tub 
of lard ! "  

" Jimmy ! " Suzie screamed. 
"If it hadn't been for M r. Krass," 

Yalb spat out, " I'd have been bounced a 
dozen times. 

The marshal watched Biddonay redden 
with rage. " You bet you would, Yalb ; 
I 've never trusted you. And now I know 
you're Suzie's brother, I'll trust you even 
less." 

Yalb rumbled hoarsely, deep in his 
throat. He twisted swiftly out of his coat, 
eluded the marshal's grip, lunged fiercely 
at Biddonay. There was a short-bladed 
knife in his hand. He struck once at the 
cafe owner before Pedley could stop the 
blow. Biddonay screamed fearfully, reeled 
back. He struggled desperately to defend 
himself with his bare fists. The blade of 
the knife licked out like a snake's forked 
tongue. Biddonay clutched at his side, 
stumbled, pitched sideways against a heavy 
center table, went down to his knees and 
stayed there, squealing like a stuck porker. 
Pedley closed in on Yalb. · 

The girl kept shrieking at the top of her 
lungs, "Don't, Jimmy, don't I You can't 
fight the law ! "  

But Yalb tried. H e  butted the marshal's 
chin with his hard bald pate ; he kicked, 
gouged, used his knee. He dropped the 
knife and clawed at the marshal's eyes 
with vicious talons. Pedley clipped him 
across the side of his face with the barrel 
of his automatic. He had to hit the baker 
five times before Yalb let go his teeth
grip on the marshal's wrist. He sagged 
to his knees, clutching at Pedley's coat 
to keep from falling to the floor. 

The marshal gave him one extra belt 
with the gun-barrel, to make sure the man 
wasn't possuming. Mr. Yalb wasn't. 

" Now then, " Pedley said. " Get up on 
your feet and let's level on this." 
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BIDDONAY rolled over on his stomach 
. and got his knees under him. but re
mained with his head down, his chin 
touching the carpet. 

" He cut me, " the fat man moaned. "He 
stahbed me. Look ! "  

Pedley got his arms under Biddonay's 
shoulders, hoisted him onto one of the 
underslung chairs. He ripped open Bid
donay's vest, pulled up his shirt. There 
was a crimson line about an inch long, 
but the blood was merely oozing from it. 

"That's a belly wound," the plump man 
blubbered. '' I'll get blood poisoning . . . .  " 

"Stop squawking. That's a flesh wound. 
Couple of stitches and you'll be good as 
new." He motioned to the girl. "Ring 
the Ice-taurant." 

She nodded silently. 
The marshal turned to Yalb, who was 

leaning against the wall. "You didn't 
hack your sister's husband to pieces with 
this thing." The · marshal picked up the 
knife at the spot where the blade entered 
the handle. "What'd you use ?" 

Yalb snarled, "I never touched the lousy 
ape. I had plenty of reason to, but I never 
touched him. " 

Suzie held out the phone receiver. 
"Here," she said dully, and when Pedley 
took the phone, she knelt down on the 
floor beside her brother, caressed his face 
with her hands. 

The man on the phone was Jewett. He 
said the homicide boys had taken all their 
pictures and powdered everything for 
prints and removed the remains. They 
had left a patrolman on guard, and the 
fireman was awaiting Pedley's instruc
tions. 

"You run my car over here. " The 
marshal gave him the address. '' And then 
you can take a guy to the hospital. " 

Biddonay snuffled, "I 'll bleed to death 
before then. "  

Pedley racked the receiver, went over 
to the girl and pushed her away from Yalb. 
" Nothing wrong with your brother ; he'll 

have a jaw ache for a while and his face'll 
be black and blue, but-" 

" Sure. " The baker bared his teeth. 
" Beatings don't bother me. I'm used to 
'em. That big Gorilla used to beat me, 
the way he beat Sis. " 

She said, " Hush, Jimmy. Don't ! "  
The marshal got hold of Yalb's collar, 

yanked him to his feet " Stand against the 
wall ; fold your arms on your chest. . . . 
That's the idea. Now, what time did you 
leave the Ice-taurant ?" 

"Twelve o'clock. I ain't s'posed to work 
after twelve. Ask him." Yalb pointed at 
the restaurant owner. 

" Where'd you go after twelve ?" Ped
ley wanted to know. 

"I come over here. " 
"Jimmie has a key," Suzie corrobo

rated. 
"You been here ever since ?" 
"Yeah. Maybe you think you can prove 

different ?" 
Biddonay twisted his face up in ·a lop

sided grimace. " Ask him where he hid 
in the cellar. " 

Pedley turned on the stout man. "I'll 
figure out my own questions, Biddonay. 
While I'm at it, how come you got such 
a heavy grudge against your star's 
brother?" 

Biddonay told him, sitting there 
hunched over with his hands pressed 
tightly to his midriff like a Buddha with 
a bellyache. He didn't like Yalb because 
he made lousy pastry ; also, he was dirty 
looking and insolent. Sure, Biddanay'd 
tried to fire him, but he didn't hold any 
grudge against him, or hadn't until he'd 
learned Yalb was Suzie's brother. He 
didn't mind Suzie ; she was a swell kid 
and a good draw. The snowball gag was 
a good moneymaker. He didn't even mind 
Suzie's playing around with anybody she 
wanted to, including Herb Krass. Sure, 
his partner was probably footing the bills 
for this fancy apartment they were in 
right now. 
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T
HE girl didn't try to interrupt. She 
merely watched Biddonay with fear 

and disgust in her eyes. But Yalb un
folded his arms and, with his hands 
hooked in that curious, talon-like attitude, 
started for the restaurant man. Pedley 
lifted the muzzle of his gun. 

"Do I have to put you out of commis
sion, fella, or will you be nice ?" 

Yalb retreated to the wall again. Bid
donay went on, eyeing Jimmy Yalb. 

"What Herb does is his business ; what 
Suzie does is strictly up to her. But when 
I find out that Herb has hired one of 
Suzie's relatives to work in my kitchen, 
to spy on me behind my back, I don't like 
it. So I wouldn't trust Yalb and I aim 
to have a showdown with Krass, believe 
you me. " 

There wasn't any need for Pedley to 
check the story with the girl. She didn't at
tempt to deny it, but she didn't seem 
ashamed or embarrassed, eiher. 

There was a buzz at the front door. 
Pedley answered it. Jewett stood there, 
gawking in at the tableau-Biddonay 
hunched over, the girl slouching on the 
-arm of a divan, and Yalb rigid against the 
wall. Pedley pointed with his gun. 

· "Take this gent down to City Hospital. 
Tell 'em to post a cop over his room. 
I'm holding him as a material witness." 

· "Yes, sir. " 
"And then run this lug down to my of

fice in the Municipal Building. Tell Bar
ney to keep him in the cooler till I g�t 
there." 

"Right. " 
Pedley said, "Take a cab. I'm going 

to need my car to hunt Krass. " 
" Sure, Mr. Pedley. Say . . .  " · Jewett 

. spoke in an undertone, held the door open 
while Biddonay walked with short, toed
in steps to the elevator. "They didn't 
find that skull, but they found the thing 
it was carried out in." 

" Yeah ?" 
"Remember those leather cases for car-

rying bowling balls ? It was one of them. 
They opened it up, found a lot of blood 
inside. " 

"But no head ?" 
" No. The butcher must've delivered 

that somewhere else." 
The door closed behind Yalb and 

Jewett, and the elevator hummed down. 
Pedley turned to the girl. He said, " Bid
donay doesn't look like he'd be much good 
on a bowling alley. How about your 
friend, Krass ?" 

- "Herb is a kegler, " she admitted. " He's 
nuts about it. But that doesn't make him 
a murderer, does it ? "  

"It might," Pedley said. "You get 
some duds on ; we'll go find out." 

CHAPTER · FIVE 

Pedley Looks at Death 

sHE didn't move. "Listen, Mister Wise. 
You don't want to make me go to 

Herb's. What have I got to do with it ?" 
"You're in it already, babe. Climb into 

your clothes and make it fast ! "  
She stared wildly a t  him, ran into the 

bedroom, slammed the door. 
She came out in five minutes, pert and 

trim in black skirt and scarlet sport 
jacket. She didn't seem to want to talk. 
They went downstairs, climbing into his 
car. 

On the way over to Krass, she said 
dully, "You can horse me around all 
you want to, but I wish you'd leave Jimmy 
alone� He hasn't done anything ! "  

The marshal grunted. " He wouldn't 
be the guy who sliced a steak off your 
husband's body and cooked it on that 
charcoal grilJ then. " 

She whimpered as if Pedley had struck 
her ; he'd wanted to jolt the truth out of 
her, at that. "I wouldn't believe it," she 
cried, "if I hadn't told Herb about Greg
ory threatening to expose us-Herb and 
me-unless he got a wad of money/' 
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"What'd Krass say_?" 
" Herb said that if my husband tried 

blackmail," she shuddered, "after abusing 
me for years, he'd carve Greg up and 
serve him to me . . . on toast. " 

They pulled up in front of a half
timbered double house. Herbert R. Krass 
occupied one wing. He was home ; he let 
them in. He was a tall, gaunt-framed 
man with iron-grey hair and grey eyes. 
There was apprehension in t�ose eyes 
now. 

He wasn't surprised to see the marshall, 
but Suzie's presence startled Krass. 

"I heard about it, Suz . "  
"You did ?" 
"Yeah. Guy phoned here about five 

minutes ago. For you, " he scowled at 
Pedley. "From a hospital. Said his name 
was Jewett. " He handed the marshall a 
slip with a ward number on it. The 
detective got on the phone, while Suzie 
and Krass whispered together in the living 
room. 

JEWETT answered in a voice thick with 
pain and rage. There'd been an ac

cident on the way to the hospital. That 
rat, Yalb, had started a fight in the cab ; 
a window had been smashed back of the 
driver's head and the glass had cut the 
cabby, making him run into a parked 
truck. In the confusion, Yalb had got 
clean away. The fireman had notified the 
police. He, himself, had a broken collar
bone. Biddonay had gone to the hospital 
with him ; Jewett was ready to go up to 
the operating room to have the setting . . . .  

Pedley frowned ; this whole case stank 
to Heaven. Things kept slipping out of 
his fingers : Donnelly dead ; Jewett hurt ; 
Yalb taking a powder. One thing sure
the next lead Pedley got his hands on, 
he wouldn't let go of ! 

He had hold of Krass, now. He put 
the fat man 's partt1er over the jumps. 
Krass had no alihi : he'd been in New 
York from the t inw h� left the Ice-taurant 

until an hour ago. Where ? In the lobby 
of one of the off-Broadway hotels. No, 
he hadn't talked to anyone ; he'd gone 
there to meet this Gorilla Greg. Why ? 
Because the wrestler had phoned to him 
and said that unless he came through 
with some important dough, Mrs. Krass 
would know all about Suzie's little apart
ment. Well, Mrs. Krass knew the whole 
thing now, anyway. He'd made a clean 
breast of it ; his wife was a good trouper 
who understood that a man can step over 
the line once in a lifetime without having 
it break up his home. 

Mrs. Krass was there to back him up. 
She was a good-looking woman with 
henna-dyed hair and a figure that might 
once have done for the front line of the 
chorus, but was now too buxom. 

She appealed to the marshal : "You've 
got to believe Herb. If he'd wanted to 
put anything over on the law, he could 
have said he'd been home, here with me, 
ever since leaving the restaurant, don't 
you see ?" 

Pedley said, " He might not have dared 
to, Mrs. Krass. If he'd established a 
phony alibi like that and then someone 
showed up on the witness stand who'd 
happened to spot him on Broadway, or 
say over at West Fifty-first, it would be 
a one-way ticket to Sing Sing sure." 

"\Vhat,"  asked Krass, "is · all this ma
larkey about Fifty-first Street ?" 

"Your cashier got himself murrlered 
tonight, too. Sometime after the fire 
broke out. So you see." the marshal 
reached for his handcuffs, " I'll have to 
take you along. " 

Mrs. Krass buried her face in her 
hands, rushed sobbing from the room. 

Suzie got between them, held onto 
Pedley's arms. "You're making a mistake, 
mister. Don't arrest Herb. You'll only 
get all this in the papers . . . .  " 

The Fire Department's chief mvesti
gator shoved her aside gently . " That'll 
be the least of it, " he agreed. "And the 
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less fuss you make about it right now-" 
There was a whish of motion behind the 

marshal. He ducked, but not in time to 
avoid a crashing blow from a heavy and
iron swung by a frantic woman. Pain 
rocketed through his brain ; he made a 
lunge for Krass, got hold of him. 

The part owner of the Ice-taurant 
struck at Pedley savagely. Mrs. Krass 
smashed him again on the back of the 
neck with that lethal instrument. Some-
. body tripped him. He fell heavily, keep
ing his grip on Krass and sending home 
· one bone-crushing blow to his prisoner's 
jaw. There wasn't time to get out his 
gun. The marshal felt another heavy 
paralyzing blow on top of his head-and 
that was all he felt. 

J
T WAS dark and damp and cold. Ped-
ley's whole body ached so that it was 

torture to move . . When he did attempt it, 
he found his movements were tightly 
restricted. His right arm was strapped 
to his side with surgeon's tape ; his mouth 
had been -plastered up with the same ad
hesive and his feet bound together. His 
left wrist was locked in one half of his 
own handcuffs ; the other half of the 
bracelets had been snapped around a two
inch waterpipe running from floor to 
ceiling. 

There was a cement floor under his feet 
and rock wall at his back ; he knew he 
was in the basement garage of the Krass 
house, even before he distinguished the 
low purr of the motor. 

So that was the idea : the locked, un
ventilated garage, the running motor . . . .  
Easy, painless death ! And there wasn't 
anything to do about it, except take it. 
Krass's wife had begun that attack on 
him because she must have suspected that 
her husband was guilty. Once they'd 
started it, Pedley supposed they could 
think of no alternative course than to put 
him out of the way. And yet . . .  

He strained at his bonds. It was hope-

less. There was no way of telling how 
long it would take for the carbon monox
ide to take effect. He had heard that the 
only warning you got was a splitting 
headache ; but he had that already. And 
he couldn't guess how long he'd been 
down here. 

A drop splashed down on his face. It 
felt cool, refreshing. He looked up. Dim
ly he could make out a faucet in a T
joint on the riser above his head. Water ! 
If he could get thai: faucet open, there 
might still be the slimmest chance. 

He slid his handcuffed hand up the 
pipe, stood on tiptoe. He could just touch 
the lower rim of the faucet wheel. It was 
badly rusted. It took him an eternity to 
force it open enough to permit a slow 
trickle down on him. 

Pedley shifted so the water would drip 
on the tape at the right side. He squirmed . 
and wriggled with every ounce of strength 
he could command. At first he thought 
it would be useless, but the adhesive be
gan to give. 

CHAPTER SIX 

The Man with the Key 

THE purr of the motor was louder now, 
or it seemed so to the marshal. By the 

time he had managed to wrench his wrist 
free from the gummy tape, the pounding 
in his ears was thunderous, either from 
the motor or the thumping of his heart. 

He tore at the bindings around his 
ankles, ripped the sticky bandage loose. 
He let the water splash on his upturned 
face a second, then shinned up the pipe, 
using his feet and left hand to grip the 
metal, until he could turn the faucet on full 
force. 

He got it -wide open. Then he gripped 
the T -pipe with the fingers of his right 
hand, got the ball of his thumb across 
the jet of the stream. Would it reach? 

I t would. 
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The spurt of water hissed out in a thin 
�an toward the hood of the sedan. Pedley 
JOckeyed it so the jet hit the side louvres. 
The sound of the stream hitting the metal 
of the hood was music to his ears. 

But there was no certainty it would 
reach a vital connection, dampen the 
wires, get to the distributor. It might . . .  
and that was all the chance he had. 

He felt himself getting noticeably 
weaker It took strength to maintain his 
grip on that pipe ; he couldn't last much 
longer The motor droned away, uncon
cernedly. 

He altered the angle of the jet. There 
was a sputter, a miss. He clung to the 
pipe with the grim determination of a 
drowning man clutching a branch. Finally, 
when his hold was loosening and he was 
beginning to slip down the pipe, there 
was complete silence. 

He'd done it ! The invisible, deadly 
fumes wouldn't come pouring out of that 
_exhaust any longer. If there wasn't al
ready too much poison in the air . . .  

He climbed up with a final effort and 
shut off the water. Puddles on the floor 
gurgled as they ran to the drain. 

The marshal left the tape on his mouth, 
rearranged the bindings around his feet 
so they wouldn't seem to have been dis
arranged, at first glance. He turned over 
on his side so that his right arm would 
be against the wall. 

Then he waited. Hours it seemed. 

THE footsteps came slowly down, grit-
ting on the cement floor of the garage. 

Pedley could just make out a vague 
shadow moving in silhouette against the 
deeper blackness. 

Pedley kept his muscles limp, relaxed. 
simulating as nearly as possible the life
less corpse he should have been. The fire 
detective could hear the murderer's 
stertorous breathing, could feel fingers 
probing his throat for his pulse. Then the 
marshal snapped into convulsive action. 

His right hand shot out, clutched the 
shadowy figure fiercely by the neck. At 
the same instant, using his steel-locked 
left hand as leverage, Pedley threw his 
legs around the man's body in a scissors 
grip. 

Blows rained on the marshal's face and 
neck, fingernails clawed viciously at his 
eyes. But he held on to the windpipe in 
his grasp, squeezed the murderer's · mid
riff punishingly with his leg hold. It was 
over in less than sixty seconds. The man 
w-ent limp. Pedley let the dead weight 
sag to the floor, crouched down beside it. 
He fished through the man's pockets, 
found the key to the handcuffs, let him
self loose. Then he ripped the tape from 
his mouth, jumped for the faucet, turned 
it on and drank from the icy cascade that 
poured down on him. 

First he locked the killer's wrist to 
the pipe from which he, himself, had just 
won release. Then he dragged the un
conscious figure under the shower. There 
was a deep groan ; the man opened his 
eyes and stared up with a mixture of cold 
malignity and shocked astonishment 

"This is where we came in," Pedley 
growled, "with me damn near out on my 
feet and you wandering around like you'd 
lost your best friend." 

"\Vhat's the matter with you ?" snarled 
the man on the floor. " I  come down here, 
find you kayoed and wonder whether I 
ought to call a doctor. And you tear at 
me like a wildcat. What's the idea ? "  

" Idea is, it's all over, Biddonay. All 
except the little room where they sit you 
with your back to a switchboard. "  

" Because I tried to save your life ? "  
"Because you tried to kill me, you pot

bellied buzzard. And tried to make it look 
as if your partner had fixed my wagon, 
instead of you. How the hell did you get 
out of the hospital ?" 

"What difference does it make whether 
I stayed in the hospital ?" The fat man 
walked on his knees around the water 



CORPSE ON TIIE GRILL 81 
pipe the way a dog roves on a chain. "I  
been takin' i t  all night, now. From the 
fire, from that louse, Yalb. And now you. 
I'm the big loser in this thing-" 

" I  thought you were, until I got my 
grey matter going. You said you were all 
washed up. Remember ?" 

"Welt . . .  ?" 
"You were. Only before the fire. Not 

after. You're practically broke, way I 
figure it. You mentioned the take was 
okay at the restaurant. But you didn't 
seem to be spending much dough on wine, 
women or such. And when I saw that 
row of Moody's Manuals in the bookcase 
in your office, I should have known right 
away." 

"I've had 'em for years," Biddonay 
protested. 

"You got the new edition damned ear
ly, then. The guys who use Moody's much 
are generatly stock-market brokers or 
suckers who think they're wise boys." 

"Is it a felony to own sh.ares on the 
market now ?" 

"Your trouble was you didn't own 'em. 
Maybe you had 'em, but you lost 'em." 

"Okay, crystal gazer. Suppose I am 
strapped. What of it ?"  Biddonay nursed 
his wrist, where Pedley's bracelets had 
chafed it. 

"WHY, you might have tried to get 

. more dough. The logical place for 
you to try and get it would be to gyp 
your partner. And if you figured you'd 
gone as far as you could, along that line, 
without being found out, you might try 
to get out of your fix by putting Krass 
out of the way." 

" I  never even saw Herb," Biddonay 
jeered, "after he left the place at mid
night." 

"You wouldn't have to. You could get 
Krass in a jam by killing that wrestler in 
such a way that everyone would pin the ·
blame on your partner. That would send 
Krass to the burner and leave you to take 

over the Ice-taurant. Including any funds 
of Krass' which you may have stolen, to 
date." 

"You fat-headed fink I" the restaurant 
man yelled. " I  never knew anything 
about this Greek wrestler I "  

" Oh, sure. Sure you did. Jewett knew 
you did. " 

"You couldn't get even Herb to believe 
a frameup like that." 

"Maybe I could, fat boy: I could point 
out to Krass that you'd heard him talking 
on the phone to that wrestler. That would 
have told you where your partner was sup
posed to meet the Gorilla and cross his 
palm with silver." 

Biddonay laughed and waved his hand 
contemptuously. 

" You like it ? Here's more. You beat 
it over to this hotel where they had the 
date. You got there before Krass did, 
maybe a quarter of twelve or so. The 
Greek was there ; you gave him some 
song-and-dance about Krass meeting him 
in your rooms above the restaurant. 
Right ?" 

_ 

Biddonay stared at him, slack-jawed. 
"I-" 

"Wett, it's close enough. Anyhow, you 
got Gorilla Greg to come back to your 
rooms. After the joint closed you got 
him to come down to the cafe, prob'ly on 
a pretext of meeting Krass then. When 
you got him there, you killed him, chopped 
him up into soup meat, put the legs and 
anns on the fire so it would look as if 
the murderer was trying to conceal his 
crime-though you weren't-and then 
hung the torso up in the coldbox:. That's 
the story, isn't it ?"  

The light in the garage was stronger 
now, but Biddonay's face seemed to be 
still grey, like the sky at false dawn. His 
voice had a quaver now. 

" I  suppose I cut that steak out of the 
wrestler's back, too ?" 

"Who else, Biddonay ? You heard 
about the threat Krass made, about serv-
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ing Suzie's husband to her on toast if he 
caused too much trouble. "  

" Hell ! I f  you ain't j ust been hitting 
the pipe and dreaming this up, whyn't 
you slap me in a cell ?" 

" I  want to get a couple of things 
straight first, fatso." 

" No kidding ! Just ask me. Anything 
at all, " the prisoner sneered. " Be glad to 
oblige . "  

· 

"Okay. About that phone call to Pete 
Donnelly. I know you killed your cashier. 
I suppose it was because he was wise, 
or getting wise, to your financial finagling. 
You must have killed him before the ap
paratus got to the blaze, because you'd 
have to have time enough to get back 
to your rooms from Fifty-first Street and 
change out of street clothes into pajamas. 
Th,en you came down into the street, 
looking all worried and upset-and I 
don't wonder, with that evening's work 
behind you." 

" You'd have to go on the witness stand 
and testify that I talked, in your presence, 
to Pete after the fire was over. And that 
I was with you all the time from that 
moment till we found poor Donnelly's 
body. "  

Pedley shook his head. " All I could 
swear to is that you called a number and 
talked to somebody. It might have been 
a Chinan1an at a chop suey joint for all 
I heard. It wasn't the cashier ."  

weren't talking this way. You put the 
pinch on that rat-faced monkey, Yalb. 
And now-" 

" Now I think j ust the same about Yalb 
as I thought then. Suzie's brother is 
scared, dumb and rattled. He got sore 
at you for putting suspicion on his sister, 
and cut you for it. We'll get him for 
that ; he'll probably still be serving time 
when you're waiting for the reprieve that 
won't come. But Yalb isn't a wholesale 
butcher, like you. " 

" Why me ? Why not Krass ? Why 
not ?" the fat man shrieked. He was 
pouring cold sweat. 

"Krass wouldn't have used that bowl
ing-ball case to carry the Greek's head 
out of the care, for one thing. It would 
have been too much of a giveaway. By 
the way, what'd you do to scare Herb 
off ? "  

Biddonay shook his head, without an
swering. 

" He must have got good and scared 
after he knocked me out. And that's when 
you came along. You told him that the 
finger was on him for sure. You per
suaded him to disappear. You'd want 
him to take it on the lam because you'd 
need somebody to act as fall guy, and 
Krass had to get the chair if you were to 
come out ahead on the money end." 

The fat man broke down and blubbered 
piteously, pawing the air with his free 
hand as if he was trying to beat off a 

BIDDONAY beat his head against the wasp. 
iron riser. " Listen to the lunatic ! The marshal started for the stairs. "Say, 

He don't even believe his own ears. " there's always a · tittle silver in the lin-
" I  do when I hear something. I didn't ing . . . .  " 

hear the guy on the other end of your The proprietor of the Ice-taurant looked 
wire then. And I can't prove that you up, soddenly. He was drenched with tears 
dialed a different number the second time and perspiration. 
you called Donnelly. But I know you "You won't have to worry about re-
did. " placing your burned wardrobe, Biddonay. 

The restaurant man began to sob great You woudn't want to spend a lot of dough 
gusty sobs that shook his tubby figure on a suit they're going to rip up the leg• 
like jelly. " Couple of hours ago, you and arms in a few weeks. " 

THE END 
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N KANSAS CITY a federal grand ' j ury said that bookmaking was not a 

dead issue there-although a bookmak
ing establishment was being operated 
from a mortuary. 

Muncie, Ind., police W{'re annoyed by 
\{'tters in the local paper complaining 
about the " inefficiency " of the law until 
they caught up with a local safe cracker 
who admitted to being the critic. 

A thirty-seven-year-old tailor confe�sed 
to German police that he strangled a 
young girl so that he could wear her 
scalp while. prowling the streets at night 
disguised as a woman. 

A police captain in Inglewood. Cal ., 
called the department when he found the 
insides of his television set were missing, 

then called off the search next day when 
he realized he had sent the innards out for 
repair. 

A rookie policeman in North River 
Rock, Ark., downed a belligerent city 
jail prisoner with a flying tackle, and was 
horrified when he came up with a leg
wooden . 

An auto-theft suspect in Los Angeles 
with the name of Innocent pleaded guilty 
to a charge of driving a stolen car. 

In W 1st Los 'Angeles a man by the 
name of Safety First forgot to follow the 
ftrst rule for preventing a burglary-lock
Ing the doors and windows of his home
and was burglarized of $40. 

A prestidigitator whose specialty is a 
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disappearing act found thieves in New 
Haven were pretty good magicians, mak
ing his equipment disappear from his car. 

The will of a British noblewoman set 
aside $25.40 to be paid a doctor to cut 
her throat j ust to make certain she would 
not be buried al ive. 

A judge at Point Pleasant, W. Va., 
. called a recess while one of the jurors 

went home to milk his cows, accompanied 
by the rest of the panel. 

Five months after a camera was stolen 
from a New York home the police found 
it, developed the films, recognized the 
pictures · of two . lads who admitted the 
theft and taking the pictures. 

While in a theater watching the movie 
"Bicycle Thief" a fourteen-year-old Hart
ford, Conn., boy had his own bicycle stolen 
from outside the theater. 

A Clinton, Mass., man who was seen 
weaving and generally cavorting on horse
back was arrested and fined $5 for drunk
en driving. 
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By PHILIP 
WECK 

It waa too long a time to 
nm, with Maxie'a face 
alwaya before you. • • • 

Here Comes Maxie ! 
They tracked him down wherever he fled, and there would 
be Max, standing there, gun in hand, waiting . . . .  How 

long can a man ru·n from his fate? 

F ROM the alley, the rooming house 
looked big and grim and grey in the 
late-afternoon sun. And quiet. You 

wouldn't think anybody was in there wait
ing for you, waiting at the end of a five-
84 . 

year-long trail, with a gun in his hand, 
and a bullet he'd written your name on in 
the cylinder of that gun. 

From the alley, you couldn't tell at all. 
Maybe he wasn't in there yet. Maybe you 
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still had a chance-five minutes more, or 
ten. 

So I tried it. 
I sneaked in through the kitchen and 

up the back stairs, and when I reached 
the door of my room I kicked it open and 
jumped back against the wall. 

Nothing happened. 
Maxie wasn't there yet. He hadn't 

tracked me quite this far. I pulled the 
shade down and grabbed the suitcase from 
the closet shelf. A cold perspiration 
covered my forehead and I had to fumble 
with the catch on the suitcase half a dozen 
times before I could open it. 

Shirts, socks, underwear, a couple of 
ties. And then my Army .45, from the 
back of the bureau drawer. A .45 isn't 
much of a gun-you can't carry it without 
advertising the fact that it's there. But it 
was the only gun I had and it went in on 
top of the clothes. 

That was when I heard footsteps. 
I grabb,ed the .45 and held it down, be

hind my suitca5e, · out_ of sight. 
"Who's there ?" I yelled out. 
But it was only Mrs. Bruno, the land

lady. Mrs. Bruno with the long, dreary, 
tired face and the bags under her eyes. 

I dropped the gun into the suitcase 
again and snapped it shut. 

"Hey, you, Potter, " Mrs. Bruno said. 
"Your girl, she' s-a call you. "  

I said, "Tell her I'm not in. Tell her 
I've gone for the evening. I can't talk 
to her now." 

" No, no. "  Mrs. Potter shook her head. 
" She's-a no call now. She's-a call two, 
three time, not now." 

" Okay, okay."  I picked up the suit
case, ready to shove off. " I'fl go over and 
see her. " 

Right past Mrs. Bruno I barged, down 
the hall to the rear steps. 

"Hey, you, Potter ! "  she called after 
me. "You be back ?" 

J said, " Sure, sure, I'll be back. Wait 
up for me, kid." 

She'd be waiting a long, cold night. 
So would Joan. Sitting and waiting 

and wondering where I'd gone and why. 

BUT I couldn't stop to think about that 
now. I had to get out of town, fast. 

And on the sly. Hop a bus to the next 
little burg and grab a rattler there just as 
it was pulling out, and pay the conductor 
on the train. That was the best bet. 

I cut through the alley and across the 
gas-station driveway. 

Bill, the boy who ran the station, was 
greasing a car in the back. 

"Hey, Potter !" he called out. 
I stopped. "What do you- want ?" 
"It's that girl friend of yours," he said. 

" She's been calling here for you, You'd 
better give her a ring right back!' 

"Thanks, Bill," I said. 
"You can use the phone in here if you 

want. " 
I said, "No, thanks, Bill. I'tn on my 

way over there now. " 
It's funny how many people you get to 

know in six months. rhe beer tavern 
was next. Walt. the bartender, banged 
on the window when I passed. Then he 
came running out on the sidewalk and 
grabbed my arm. 

· 

" Potter," he said, �· some dame's been 
calling here all afternoon for you." 

"Thanks, Walt," I told him. " I'm go
ing over to see her now ; I know who it 
is. " 

That made the third time I'd denied 
her. Three times inside an hour. 

A bus pulled up to the corner and I 
hopped on. Half an hour now and I'd be 
on a train, free of Maxie, speeding away 
from him again. Alive and loose and 
able to go on living. 

Half an hour and maybe I'd have said 
good-bye to Maxie forever. To Maxie
and to Joan. 

That was when it finally penetrated my 
thick skull. 

Joan was worried. Worried, and may-
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be frightened. She'd been trying to 
reach me everywhere. 

And Maxie was in town. 
Maxie-and Joan ? 
It couldn't be ! He didn't know about 

Joan ! He couldn't have known ! 
He couldn't have known where I was, 

either, what town I was in, what plant I 
was working for. But I'd seen him that 
afternoon as I left the factory, standing 
beside the entrance to the parking lot 
with his eye on my car, calm and patient, 
waiting to see me so he could give me that 
bullet with my name on it, through the 
barrel of his gun. 

Maxie-and Joan ? 
The big slob ! He couldn't do that ! 

I 'd-I'd kill him ! 
I j umped off the bus at the next corner; 

No other bus was in sight going back. No 
cab was driving past. 

I ran for a block, lugging my suitcase, 
ran until my lungs were bursting and my 
heart thumped against my ribs hard 
enough to break through. I ran and ran 
as the sun went down in my face and the 
gloom thickened and people stared at me, 
ran until finally I saw a cab and hailed it. 

T
HE house where Joan lived with her 
kid brother was small and quiet. No

body was stirring on that whole street. It 
was too quiet. Was Maxie there already ? 
Was I too late ? 

Tossing the driver a bill, I ran up that 
walk and hit the front door with my 
shoulder. It shook and I heard wood 
splinter and then it burst open, and I tum
bled in headlong, dropping my grip on 
the porch. 

Joan was there in the living room, her 
face white and tear stteaked, her hands 
pale and clutching at her soft white 
throat 

Alone. 
"Joan ! " I cried , out. "Are you all 

right ? Where is he ?" 
She rushed into my arms and put her 

head on my shoulder and held me tight. 
She was trembling with fright, shaking, 
scared to death. 

I lifted her head off my shoulder and 
kissed her on her moist lips and I could 
feel her tender, curving body against mine. 

"Where is he, Joan ?" I asked. 
"I don't know ! I don't know ! "  
"Has he been here ? "  
She said, "He hasn't been home all 

week, Jimmy !  Something terrible's hap
pened to him ! I know it has ! "  

That was when I realized she wasn't 
talking about Max. 

I led her to the sofa and made her sit 
down. She wouldn't look me in the eyes. 
She took my handkerchief and pulled at 
it and twisted it and finally she said, "I
I couldn't stop him, Jimmy ! I tried but 
I couldn't ! He went to Chicago. " 

Chicago I 
She was talking about George, her 

brother, of course. He'd gone to Chicago 
a week ago and he hadn't come back. 

"Why ?" I asked. 
But I was afraid that maybe I knew 

why. Maybe I knew what had happened. 
Maybe I knew how Max had traced me. 

Still not looking at me, she said, "Well, 
we really don't know very much about 
you, Jimmy. You've never told us a 
thing. Not a thing. And with-with you 
coming around so often, well, George 
just thought we ought to know. I tried 
to stop him, Jimmy. Honestly, I did. "  
She turned her head toward m e  but in the 
darkness I couldn't see her face or her 
eyes. 

I said, "But why Chicago ?" 
Her voice very low, almost apologizing, 

she said, " There's a label in your over
coat, Jimmy. I've seen it myself lots of 
times. And you were always talking to 
George about that baseball team, the Sox. 
And oh-a number of things. He just 
thought you must be from Chicago. "  

"Chicago's a pretty big city. Where 
was he going to go ?" 
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"To the tailor shop where you bought 
the overcoat. He'd never heard of it and 
he thought it must be a small one where 
they might know you." 

So that was it. That was the whole 
deal. George in Chicago. And Max in 
Indianapolis, on my trail again, sworn to 
kill me, all because this blundering young 
fool . . .  

You see, I'd bought all my clothes from 
Jake before the big bustup. Jake, Maxie's 
brother. 

Beside me, Joan was crying again. 
"And now something terrible's happened 
to George ! I know it has ! Jimmy, you've 
got to find him ! " 

I said, "Maybe George is all right. 
Maybe he just decided to stay a while." 

Blubbering, she shook her head. " No ! 
I called his hotel-and he's checked out, 
Jimmy. He checked out right after he 
got the�e. He'd promised to phone me, 
but he didn't. Not once ! Jimmy, you've 
got to go up there and find him ! You've 
got to !"  

Go back to Chicago ? Back to Jake's ? 
Back into Maxie's waiting shiv ? 

"I can't," I said� " I  have to get out 
of town tonight, on business. " 

"Oh, Jimmy," she said, "what am I 
going to do ?" 

S0mehow her face was even closer to 
mine. I could smell the powder she wore 
and the moist, wet odor of her tears, and 
her hair, and even her lipstick. 

After a minute or so, I said, " Okay, 
I 'll see if I can find him. " Even as I said 
it, I knew I was lying. 

"There's a train at half-past nine," 
Joan cried. " If you hurry . . . " 

Just like that. The little witch. 

FIVE mmutes later 1 was out on the 
dark sidewalk. I 'd put off the cab ; I 

had plenty of time to take a bus, I told 
Joan. And l was walking down the 
street, carrying my grip again, watching 
each shadow , feeling the fear creep over 

me once more, expecting to see that bulky, 
sinister form in front of me, to see the 
smirk on his fat, ugly face and the glint 
of the street light on the gun in his hand. 

I reached the corner and stood there 
in the shadows, watching two buses go by, 
one in each direction. Westbound, away 
from the city and the railroad station and 
the train to Chicago. And eastbound, 
right back toward Max and the death he 
had promised me five years before. I 
crossed my fingers and I uncrossed them. 

I took the next bus. West. 
I rode it to the end of the line. Then I 

gave the driver another fare and rode it 
back to the railroad station. 

"Chicago," I said to the ticket seller. 
The rider to Chicago was long. I 

sat by the window and watched the flat 
prairie roll by and had a lot of time to 
think. A lot of time. 

Most of that time I thought about Max 
and what had happened. 

It went like this : 
I grew up in the Canaryville section of 

Chicago. Back of the yards-the stock
yards. You play in the streets in Ca
naryville when you're a kid, until you're 
old enough to move into the poolrooms. 
You learn �:)ow to handle brass knuckles, 
until you're old enough to use a shiv. 
you get picked up by the cops for every 
petty charge they can think of, until you�re 
old enough to step into one of the gangs 
that have political protection. 

There isn't much sweetness and light in 
Canaryville and the one man who doesn't 
l ive long there is the fellow who whistles 
for the cops. 

That was what I'd done. I'd whistled. 
On Max. 

One night they'd picked Max up for 
am1ed robbery. He needed an alibi and 
he decided it was up to me to furnish it ; 
I 'd always been in Max's gang when we 
were boys. 

But the political situation changed on 
Max. The cops put the pressure on me, 
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too. They said, bust lhe alibi, or go up 
yourself. Consorting with criminals, 
conspiracy, accessory, carrying a con
cealed weapon-they'd planted a revolver 
in my topcoat. They could rig up plenty 
of charges against me if they wanted to, 
and this time they wanted to. 

So I busted it. What else could I do ? 
And Max went up. He swore he'd kill 
me when he got out-if his boys didn't get 
me first. And he meant it. I moved from 
Canaryville to the far South Side and 
stayed home after dark They tailed me. 
I moved from the South Side to the North 
and "I kept the doors and windows locked. 
Still they found me. The night of the 
next election I moved out of town. Max's 
boy went back into office and he was a 
cinch to be sprung on parole. 

Jacksonville, Florida, first, until one 
night in the hotel lobby I spotted Max 
asking questions at the desk. Kansas City, 
where I went out the window of a room
ing house as Max came in the door. Oak
land, California ; New Orleans ; Spring
field, Mass., and Indianapolis. Every 
time he found me. And every time, I ran. 

And now I was running back, right to 
·him. 

SHORTLY after midnight the train 
dumped me at Englewood Station. 

In a creaky hotel bed I spent a few rest
less hours, and the next morning, with my 
.45 in my hip pocket, I hopped a trolley 
car for Canaryville. 

They had me spotted as soon as I got 
off the trolley. 

I could tell by the way the street grew 
quiet, deathly still, as I walked down it in 
�he hot morning sun. Nobody moved on 
the sidewalk ; even the kids had scrammed. 
The Ajax Diner was empty and only a 
couple of lonely clerks were in the chain 
drugstore. The sun became hotter and 
the street was long. 

I'd almost reached the end when I 
heard somtone whisper my name. 

I whirled around. · 

It wasn't Max. It was Maisie, stand
ing in the doorway of her apartment. 

For five years I hadn't see her, and 
for five years I hadn't forgotten her. She 
was still the same Maisie-red lips, a 
sweater that curled and curved and 
swelled, a tight, short skirt split up the 
side. 

And she could still send the blood 
singing through my veins and ringing in 
my temples. 

"Jimmy ! "  she said. " Y ou fool ! What 
are you doing here ?" 

I said, " I  had to come back, Maisie. " 
" Max will kill you ! Jimmy, you've got 

to get out of here !" · 

I took her by the arm and turned her 
toward the stairs. "Look, kid," I said, " I 
want to talk to you. "  

I n  her cheap, squalid little room, her 
clothes tossed about everywhere, her 
dishes still in the sink, she poured me a 
shot of whiskey and she had one herself. 

" Now what's the score ?" she asked. 
"A kid came up here looking for me 

about a week ago, " I said. 
"What about him ?" 
" He goes with me when

/ 
I leave. In 

a wooden box, maybe, but he goes with 
me. "  

"Who i s  this kid ? Did some dame 
send you after him ?" 

I shrugged. 
" Okay," she said. "I'm a sap, Jimmy . 

I'll see what I can find out." 
She walked over and kissed me, quick 

and light. 
"Don't budge out of here until I come 

back, "  she said. " Remember. " 
Before I could answer, she was gone. 
I tossed some of her lingerie from the 

couch, took my coat off and went to sleep. 

wHEN I woke up, darkness had come 
outside. A dim light was on in the 

apartment and Maisie was perched on a 
chair watching me. 



HERE COMES MAXIE! 89 

She grinned. "I got a sandwich and 
some · coffee ready in the kitchen, "  she 
said. "You're probably hungry." 

I was starved and while I wolfed down 
the strong black coffee and the food, she 
told me about George. Sure enough, he'd 
shown up at Jake's asking about me. He 
didn't get very far. Right now the boys 
were holding him in an abandoned ware
house, a place where we used to play when 
we were kids. 

Maisie said, " I  couldn't find out why." 
" It's me. They've already found out 

from him where I was, and they're keep
ing him around so he can't tip me off. " 

Maisie poured herself some coffee. " So 
there's nothing you can do about it now. 
You can't get him out. Let's scram, 
Jimmy. Let's get out of town. You and 
me. " 

" Sure," I said. "You and me. And 
the kid." 

She slammed the cup down, coffee 
slopping all over. "Okay, you lug I" she 
blazed. "Go ahead ! Get your fool head 
shot off ! See if I care I"  

I said, " Sure. I probably will." And, 
with the .45 clunking around. in my hip 
pocket, I went to the door. 

I went out, closing the door gently. 
The warehouse was big and black and 

ramshackle. It had a dozen entrances, a 
dozen sagging doors and broken windows, 
and I knew every one of them. So did 
Max and his boys. But I had the advan
tage of surprise. Through a grimy, dusty 
back window into the basement, and up a 
creaky flight of stairs I went. Only one 
room was in good enough shape for any 
sort of use. With my gun in my hand, I 
shoved the door open. 

There, stretched out and tied on a dirty 
cot, was George. I went in. 

A roar filled my ears. Something 
whooshed down on my skull with a 
hollow thud. My legs were knocked out 
from under me and I fell, tumbling into 
a black, deep, bottomless pit. 

When I opened my eyes they were 
standing there, staring down at me. Max. 
And Morris, yellow-livered, butter-fin
gered Morris, who'd been Max's boy as 
long as I could remember and who'd just 
clouted me from behind. 

And Maisie. 
Maisie, with her face as white as the 

white of her legs, and with her hands tied 
behind her back. 

"Get up, Jimmy," Max said. 
I climbed unsteadily to my feet, wa

vering, shaking, my head throbbing. 
"This is it, Jimmy," he said. "The end 

of the line. It's all wrapped up, neat as a 
pin. " 

He was holding my gun in his hand 
and he grinned when he saw my glance 
fall on it. "Yeah, your gun, Jimmy. 
That's part of the package. Want to hear 
about it ?" 

J DIDN'T answer but he went on any-
way. " Like this, Jimmy. You're all 

set to marry this babe in I ndianapolis, 
see ? But her brother smells a rat about 
you and he comes up here to find out. 
Right ?" 

Sure, he was right so far. But what 
was coming ? 

" You tail him, Jimmy. And you catch 
him talking to your old girl friend, Maisie. 
To keep them from spoiling your new 
marriage, you plug them both. With your 
own gun, see ? And before he goes out, 
the kid brother gets you with his. This 
.38 I got in my pocket, which I will plant 
on him. 

" Neat, isn't it ?" 
It was neat, all right. Neat, and ready 

to spring. 
"You can't do it, Max, " I told him. 

" It won't work. Let Maisie go. She 
never did anything to you." 

He stepped back slowly and raised the 
gun. "Listen, stoolie, the hell she didn't I 
The boys phoned me this morning in 
Indianapolis, as soon as they spotted you, 
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and I hopped a plane and got here just in 
time to find her nosing around, asking 
questions, trying to find out about the kid 
there. So we watched her apartment and 
grabbed her as soon as you left. She's a 
rat, the same as you, stoolie. She goes, 
too, see ? "  

I went for him. 
The side of my palm caught his gun 

wrist and my shoulder sent him skidding 
back ten feet. I leaped after him. 

But as I went by Morris clouted me on 
the head again, and I missed. 

All my life I'll wonder what might have 
happened if I hadn't missed. 

Because Max scrambled to his feet and 
side-stepped me and fired. Not at me. It 
wasn;t in his plan to plug me with that 
.45. 

At Maisie. 
The big, soft .45 slug hit her square in 

the chest. She sighed, a soft, tired sigh, 
and slumped to the floor. 

By the time I reached her, it was too 
late. I tried to stop the bleeding but it 
was· oo use. 

"Maisie," I said, "there's no babe in 
Indianapolis. Believe me, Maisie." 

She smiled. "You're a lug, Jimmy. 
And you're a liar, too." 

Then she kissed me. Hard. With all 
the strength left in her, strength that 
ebbed out of her and waned and" left her 
lying limp and dead in my arms. 

"How touching," Max said. 
I got to my feet and faced him. He had 

the .45 turned on George. 
" Go on outside, Morris," he said. 

" Somebody might have heard that shot. 
Keep 'em away. " Morris went outside. 

The .45 was aimed at George's belly, 
only a few feet away from it. 

I put my hand over the muzzle. 
In the Army, they'd told us that you can 

keep a .45 from firing by shoving against 
the slide. It's sort of a safety. 

I wrapped my fist around that gun, 

the palm tight across the muzzle, and I 
held onto the trigger guard, hard. 

Twice Maxie tried to jerk it away 
from me. But he couldn't. Instearl. my 
skin caught in the sight and he tore a 
long, jagged gash in it. But I wouldn't 
let go. 

I brought my knee up and I slugged 
him with my left, across the temple. Then 
I twisted that gun as hard as I could, 
put my foot behind Maxie's legs and 
yanked. 

He went flying, letting go of the gun, 
and as he hit the ground I kicked him in 
the face. He was out like a light by the 
time he landed. 

J WAS free, except for Morris, still 
outside the door. 

"Morris !"  I called out. " Morris ! Lis
ten, you spineless, yellow punk ! You're 
yellow, Morris ! All your life you've been 
yellow. You ran to your mother when 
you were a boy. You wouldn't get in a 
fight. You were afraid of your own 
shadow, Morris. 

"And you're still yellow, Morris. I 've 
got the gun now and I'm coming out of 
that door and I'm going to plug you, 
Morris. You better run. Do you hear 
me, Morris ? I'm coming out I" · 

I jerked the door open. Through a 
window I could see Morris' heels, dis
appearing fast. 

Then I went back and cut George loose. 
"You saved my life," he said. 

' I said, "Yeah, I guess I did." 
"You're coming back to Indianapolis, 

aren't you ?" 
"No, George," I said, " I  don't think 

so. " 

George was a stand-up boy, though. He 
testified against Max and, with my story, 
that was enough to send Max to the chair. 

Then George went back. Alone. Yeah, 
I stayed in Canaryville. I had a grave to 
take care of. 
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There was only one way 
to beat him-the win-

dow • • • •  

I LOOKED down seventeen stories at 
the traffic snarl on the far corner, 
with everything in miniature, like 

looking through the wrong end of a spy
glass-and I closed my eyes and had a 
sense of helpless swaying toward destruc
tion. 

I turned around and listened to her, and 
that too meant facing destruction. But not 

By 

JOHANAS L. BOUMA 

They paid logan twenty-five grand 

a year for little chores l ike framing 

pretty Jo Fletcher into a larceny rap. 

Which wasn't nearly enough money 

-for the rap that was coming to 

logan ! 
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permanently, brother, not permanently. 
It had taken her long enough to fig

ure things out. And if this was punish
ment, I could take it and plenty more be
fore I cried Uncle. What she w�s trying 
to do, of course, was to make me see my
self through her eyes, but I was still look
ing through the wrong end of that spy
glass. And that's what I meant to keep 
on doing. 

"Frances," I said, "take it easy, \\ill 
you-" 

"That's all I've been doing since I met 
you. We had such wonderful plans-" 
She broke off and shook her golden head. 
"We had youth and our dreams were 
·sweet-" 

"Five years ago," I said. "You don't 
look a day older. " 

"When you age inside it doesn't show. 
And from the day you · handled a case for 
that man-" 

"For cripes' sakes ! The sweet dreams 
you mentioned were concerned ninety per
cent of the time with cash money, and 
I'm making more now-" 

"His . money ! Once upon a time you 
wouldn't have touched it. But now your 
pride is gone and your confidence with 
it. " 

"Honey," I pleaded, "Nick Udell is a 
big man in this town. He throws a lot of 
cases my way." 

She stood suddenly and laughed on a 
high note. "You mean he uses you to 
find loopholes in the law. You mean he 
uses you to help convict people who stand 
in his way. I've had all I can take, Wal
ter." 

SHE twisted the ring from her finger 
and threw it on my desk. It rolled, 

the diamond throwing out tiny sparks, 
and fell to the floor. She gave a half sob. 
"Five years ! "  

I walked slowly toward her and took 
her in my arms. For a m_oment she 
stiffened in my embrace, and then her 

head dropped against my chest and her 
shoulders began to shake. 

"When you want the ring again you'll 
know where to find it, " I said. 

She raised wet eyes. "I don't know. 
I just don't know. " 

I watched her leave the room, a slen
der golden-blond girl with shapely legs. 
Then I turned back to my desk and called 
Edna. She came in from the outer office. 
"Yes, Mr. Logan ? "  

"Anything new ?" 
She grimaced. "That little man, Mel

ody, just came in." 
"Okay. I'll see him." 
Melody was Nick Udell's watchdog, 

atJd I didn't blame Edna for making a 
fa�e. He came through the door, walking 
in that crab-like way of his, a hump
backed gnome of a man with .a pinched 
face and hard eyes that flashed at me 
briefly before darting around the office. 
As al"'�ys, he hummed softly, the rea
son he was called "Melody. "  If he 
owned auother name, I never knew it. He 
had the disposition of a rattler, but was 
more deadly than the snake. And God 
help the man, woman or child who got 
in his boss' way. 

I always bent over backwards in order 
to keep on Melody's good side. 

He came right to the point. "Nick 
wants you." 

" I'll call him. " I reached for the 
phone. 

"If he wanted you on the phone, he'd've 
called you. Grab your hat, shyster." 

I sighed, grabbed the hat, and we took 
the elevator downstairs. Melody was 
driving the boss' Cadillac, and he handled 
it the way a teenager handles a hot rod. 

I tried to relax and wonder what Nick's 
beef was. The syndicate had been run
ning smoothly for the past six months, 
so that wasn't it. And then I thought of 
Nick's son, Tony, and since the boy was 
home from college, I had a pretty fair 
idea it concerned him. 
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NICK had climbed to the top of the 

_ hilt the hard way. From prohibition 
on through to the fat, black-marketing 
war years he had managed to make a 
name for himself. A man of no scruples 
and keen intelligence, he had switched 
from one racket to another when a switch 
was called for without catching sight of a 
cell. But it was his son he worried about. 

"The boy is my life," Nick had said to 
me, when it was first understood that I 
was to work for him. " I'm telling you 
now in cast" we f'Ver have a misunrler· 
standing about him. I want him to havt" 
the breaks I had to fight for with my 
bare hands. " He had held his big, ca
pable hands out in front of him for me 
to see, and his slate-colored eyes had 
drilled deep inside me. "The best schools, 
everything the best. And if you mean to 
make me happy, you will always !W<> eye 
to eye with me where he is concerned."  

Surprisingly enough, considering that 
the odds were against it, the boy had 
turned out all right. 

"Wake up, shyster. " We had stopped 
in front of Nick's home, a rambling white 
stucco set on an expansive stretch of 
lawn, and Melody was jabbing a hard el
bow in my ribs. 

We followed a winding walk to the 
front door and Melody rang the chimes. 
You always rang at the boss' house. 

A Chinese boy wearing a white jacket 
opened the door. We went in and re
moved our hats and followed the boy in 
the ' white coat across a thickly carpeted 
sunken living room, t�rough a library and 
into what Nick referred to as his study. 

Nick was on the phone, and he gave 
me a quick, anxious glance as we walked 
m .  

" All right, son, ' ' he was saying, his 
voice soothing. "Of course, I 'll be hap

PY to meet her. If she's everything you 
say she is. . ., Fine. How's the golf ? 
A seventy-six ?" 

He cupped the telephone and grinned 

at us. "The kid shot a seventy-six this 
morning. " Then to his son, " Fine, fine. 
Then you'll be home for dinner tonight. 

. All right, son. Take care of your
self. " 

He pushed the phone away and 
breathed out hard. " Sit down, Walter. 
A cigar. a drink ?" 

" No, thanks, Nick. " 
He was wearing a velvet smoking 

jacket, a thick man, not tall, with a strong, 
smooth face and bushy hair greying at 
the temples. He took a silk handker
chief from his jacket pocket and wiped 
his brow. 

" A  dame again, " he said suddenly and 
slapped his desk hard with his open 
hand. " A  lousy dame. All of 'em out 
to rook my kid-" 

"\Ve can fix it, Nick. " 
He grunted, took a big black cigar out 

of a leather box, bit the end off with a 
snap of his teeth and glared at me. "This 
time is different. The kid is talking mar
riage." 

" He'll be going back to school next 
week. " 

He lit up and squinted against the 
smoke. "That's just it. He wants to get 
hitched and take the dame with him. 
And to think she's working for me I" 

" Maybe it'll cost you a little-" I 
stopped. "Working for you ? Where ? 
What doing ?" 

"At the club," he said impatiently. 
" Hell, I don't know her. You know I 
never go there. She's the hat-check girl ." 

"Hell !"  I said. "Jo Fletcher. " 
"Yeah, that's it." His eyes narrowed 

a little. "What about her ?" 
"Well, nothing, really. She's-hell, 

Nick, she's one of the few that're on the 
level ."  

" Bah ! They're all out for what they 
can get." He let himself go back in the 
chair. "Okay, let's have it." 

Something inside of me turned over, 
and for the better part of a second I hated 
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what faced me. Then, quickly, my mind 
grabbed at twenty-five thousand a year, 
and I said, " She's a really a nice girl, 
Nick. Goes to a secretarial school dur
ing the day and works at the club at night. 
She's trying to get ahead-" 

"At my kid's expense ! "  he shouted. 
He flung his cigar across the room. From 
the corner of my eye I saw Melody pick 
it up. He brought it back to the desk 
as Nick said, "Listen, Walter: You 
know that I have big plans for my boy. 
I don't want my kind of life for him. And 
that's just how he'll end up if that hus
tler grabs him." 

J SWALLOWED and looked away. Jo 
Fletcher was as far from being a 

hustler as Nick was from being an honest 
man. But I couldn't tell him. He had 
made up his mind about the girl, and 
nothing could change it. And if I tried, 
I was out, out, out. 

He said casually, "Tony wants me to 
meet her tomorrow. "  

I was o n  the edge of the knife, and it 
was cutting me. 

"How did he meet her in the first 
place ? "  I asked. 

He gave an impatient shrug. " He took 
in the club his first night home. Got to 
talking to her, I suppose. You know how 
those things go. Anyway, that doesn't 
matter. "  He leaned forward a little. "I 
have been very satisfied with your serv
ices, Walter. I hope I can say the same 
thing tomorrow. "  

I couldn't get the words out, s o  I just 
nodded. The knife was no longer cut
ting me, but I needed a drink. Badly. 

Melody was at a little side table clean
ing his automatic as I went out. He shot 
me his hard grin and said, "You walk 
back, shyster." 

"The hell with you," I said thickly, but 
it didn't make me feel any better. I knew 
on which side of that knife blade I'd fall
en. 

When I got back to the office, Edna 
looked up and said, "Miss Stevens was 
in a half-hour ago. She asked if she 
could wait in your office, so- "  

" She left ?" 
Edna nodded. " She only stayed a few 

minutes." 
"All right," I said. 
I went into my office and saw that the 

ring was gone. Even that didn't make 
me feel any better. I hung my hat and 
sat down, thinking about names. Final
ly I looked in the directory for a guy by 
the name of Ben Morton. He wasn't 
listed, so I knew he was down and out 
again. But after a few calls I found where 
he was living. I went downstairs, had a 
couple of drinks and grabbed a cab. I 
wished I'd taken a third drink. I need
ed it for what I had to tell him to do. 

When I got back to the office I called 
Frances. " Hi, baby. How does it look ?" 

"What ? "  she asked stiffly, as if she 
didn't know. 

"The ring, baby. Feel warm all over 
again ?" 

Her breath caught. Then, "Yes, 
damn you. Can you say the same ?" 

"I'll say it  with orchids and a night on 
the town." 

"Oh, Walter-" 
"Around ten, huh ? Be ready ?" 
"You know r will ."  

A MAN named Bricker managed the 
club for Nick. I went there and 

talked to him for a few minutes before he 
opened the place, but not about what was 
going to happen that night. I needed an
other drink, and I wanted there to be no 
mistake in what I had to do. 

On the way out I tried to slip past the 
hat-check room, but her voice caught me 
and turned me. " Hello, Mr. Logan. A lit
tle early for you, isn't it ?" 

I managed a grin. " Hi, Jo. How's it 
going ?" 

"Fine, " she smiled, and there was a 
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freshness about her I had never noticed 
before. A glow, so to speak, that had 
nothing to do with complexion. She was 
of average height, with firm bones and 
she moved with the fluid ease of a dan
cer. Smiling at me with her black e.ves, 
her dark hair brushing the tan polo coat 
flung carelesslv across her shoulders, " An

other night, another dollar ." she said. and 
removed the coat and hung it in a small 
closet at the rear of the hat-check mom. 
She had a white silk hlouse and dark 
slacks, and she came back with her hand
bag and placed it beneath the counter. 

" Well-" I said. 
"How is Frances ? I haven't seen her 

lately. " 
Her face was eager, as if we shared a 

secret that needed only to be hinted at. 
I knew what it was. She was in love and 
thought I was in the same boat-but I'd 
gone ashore a long time ago. With Fran
ces now, it was partly habit and the rest 
convenience. 1 had never told myself this, 
but suddenly I knew it. 

"She's fine," I said. "We'll be in to
night ." 

I went out of there fast. I couldn't look 
her straight in the eye, and the sickness 
was inside me. I went home and changed 
into another suit, put the extra wallet in 
my outside coat pocket and took a c,{b to 
Frances' apartment. 

I knew from her expression when I 
told her that she'd have gone anywhere 
rather than Nick's club. But when I 
held her in my arms and kissed her, then 
pinned the orchids in place, her eyes 
misted. 

"You're good to me, \Valter." 
"Sometimes I slip. " 
"A girl can't have everything. " 
I loaded the act. Loaded it in the cab. 

she holding my hand in both of hers. The 
lights in the club were soft, the band was 
smooth, and as couples floated around 
the dance floor. I'd had a ringside table 
reserved, and the minute we were set-

tied there I glanced around for Morton. 
Ben Morton was a red-faced little man, 

going to fat, and he was sitting about 
four tables from us. A blowsy blonde of 
about forty sat with him, and a couple 
of waiters hovered around their table. I 
hated to think what the tab would be at 
the end of the evening, but it really didn't 
matter. Let them shovel the food in, I 
thought. Let them guzzle the cham
pag-ne And suddenly I was seeing myself 
again. the real me, like looking into a 
mirror when you don't expect it and 
thinking for a split, uncertain second 
that you are looking at a stranger. 

Frances didn't want the full meal, so 
I ordered chicken sandwiches. We ate. 
drank. danced, but noth ing helped get rid 
of the sickness. Once Fr�nces took mr 
hand across the table and said, "She's 
nice, isn't she ?" 

"Who ?" 
"Jo. The hat-check girl. Didn't you 

notice ?" 
It was something J o had said when 

we came in, but I hadn't wanted to lis
ten. This had to be cold as ice and hard 
as steel. In this I had to forget person
alities and remember only one thing
that if it didn't work, I was out of busi
ness. 

"Yeah," I said. " She's a nice kid." 
"You're . . Mr. Udell's son and she 

are in love, you know. You can tell just 
by looking at her that it's the real thing. 
He's a nice boy, from what I've seen of 
him." She looked away from me. "I just 
wish . . .  " Then she gave me her best 
smile. " Let's dance, darling. I love danc
ing with you." 

J
T WAS an hour before closing time. 
the place packed, and I knew that soon 

now the customers would begin to leave. 
This was the dull period for the hat-check 
girl, and I got up and excused myself and 
drifted toward the office. P""sing the bar, 
I saw Bricker talking to h1"  head waiter, 
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and I slipped into the office without being 
noticed. 

What I had to do didn't take long. A 
door inside the office opened next to the 
closet in the hat-check room. It was not 
a large room, but four rows of hangers 
ran its full length, so that when I looked 
inside I could just make out the top of 
Jo's head across the barricade of gar
ments. I ducked down, opened the closet 
door about six inches and dropped the 
wallet into one of the deep pockets of 
Jo's polo coat. When I returned to my 
table I had the feeling that a gun was 
pointing at my back. 

The minutes crawled by, and if Fran-
. ces noticed my impatience she didn't men
tion it. We danced and had some more 
drinks, and then it was two A.M. The 
orchestra folded up for the night. I 
glanced at Morton and met his eyes, and 
on catching my slight nod he called the 
waiter for his check. Frances said she 
was going to powder her nose and I told 
her to hurry. I didnrt want to see the en
tire play, but I had to catch the curtain 
raiser, and I gripped the edge of the table 
hard, and the feeling of falling came over 
me again. 

Morton was fumbling through his pock
ets. He glanced with open mouth at 
the patient waiter. Then he got up and 
slapped his pockets again, and in a 
strangled voice he said, "My wallet-it's 
gone. " 

The waiter stiffened a little. 
Suddenly Morton gave a relieved 

laugh. "I remember now ; I left it in my 
topcoat. "  He handed the waiter his coat 
check. "Have the girl get it, will you ? 
Tell her it's in the inside pocket." 

The waiter took the check and went 
away. In a moment he was back, and 
Bricker was with him. Frances came to 
the table. 

"Ready, darling ?" 
"Let's go, ' '  I said. 
As we passed Morton's table, I heard 

him say to Bricker, "Of course I'm sure. 
There must be some mistake. Perhaps the 
girl . . .  " 

J o had our wraps waiting as we 
reached the cloak room. She smiled and 
said, "Have a good time ?" 

"A wonderful time," Frances said. 
I couldn't look at Jo. I tossed a dol

lar bill on the tray she kept there and 
took Frances' elbow. As we passed 
through the entrance, I heard Morton's 
loud voice again. "Then it's been stolen !"  

WHEN I got home, I couldn't sleep, 
and I pulled memories out of the 

dusty volumes of my mind. They weren't 
good memories. Working nights, at
tending law school during the days. Al
ways on the edge of poverty, always on 
the edge of making something, and never 
quite making it. 

I remembered my first dingy . office, 
waiting for clients that never came, scrap
ing bottom to pay the rent, reflecting bit
terly that the gun shining shoes on the 
corner at least made a living, while I, 
framed diploma and all, had holes in my 
shoes and hunger in my belly. But all 
that had changed when I met Nick Udell, 
and I knew that nothing in the world 
would stop me from keeping what I 
had . . . .  

But still the uncompromising fear and 
the sickness were inside me, and the next 
day I locked myself in my office, afraid 
to look at a newspaper, afraid of what 
it would do to me to see it in print. I told 
Edna no when she asked if I wanted 
lunch sent in,' and sat staring out of the 
window, smoking one cigarette after an
other, trying to kill my thoughts. 

Around four in the afternoon, Edna 
poked her head around the door. " Mr. 
Udell is here to see you." 

" Send him in. " 
I thought it was Nick, come to give me 

his personal thanks and po�sibly a little 
something for the kitty, and when Tony 



I GOT MY PRICE 97 

walked in a lump clogged my throat. There 
was a tense, drawn look to his lean face, 
and I had the impression that he was try
ing to hold himself together. 

I came around the desk. "Tony ! This 
is a real surprise." 

He dropped into the chair next to my 
desk, his elbows on his thighs, his face 
cupped in his hands. 

"Hey !" I said. "What's wrong ?" 
He raised his head. He was a hand

some kid, with straight black hair and 
deep dark eyes. His mouth twisted. 
"Don't you know ?" 

I opened a drawer and put a bottle on 
the desk. "What you need is a drink ." 

"No," he said. "\Vhat I-we need is 
help. " He said it in a desperate tone, but 
there was an edge of hardness to it. His 
mouth stiffened. It had worked, all 
right. 

I sat down, leaned back in the chair, 
smiled. "It can't be that bad." 

" It's Jo," he said. "They've got her 
in jail. They say she stole a customer's 
wallet ·at the club." 

I sat straight. "For cripes' sake-" 
"A guy named Morton. Said he left 

his wallet in his topcoat. It wasn't there. 
He raised hell, wanted to call the police. 
"It was a mess." For a second his mouth 
broke again. "They found the wallet in 
Jo's coat." 

I got up and walked to the window. 
I needed a cigarette, and I didn't want 
the kid to see my hands shaking. "I can't 
believe it-not J o. " 

"Nobody can believe it," he blurted 
out. "It's a horrible mistake. "  

I turned back. There was a sickness 
in him, too. He said, with the pleading 
in him, "You've got to help us." 

"Take it easy," I said, "and tell me 
about it. You say they found his wallet 
in Jo's coat ?" 

He spread his hands. "This Morton 
insisted that Bricker go through her 
stuff. Jo didn't know what it was all 

about. Bricker told me he thought the guy 
was pulling a fast one. But to satisfy 
him, they did what he asked, with Jo's 
permission. And when Bricker went 
through her coat-" 

"Then what happened ?" 
He looked away. In a dull voice he 

said, "Morton yelled cops. Bricker tried 
to talk him out of it, but he said he was 
going to file charges. He did, this morn
ing. And Jo is-" He broke off. ".It 
doesn't make sense. Jo wouldn't do a 
thing like that. We were to be married 
at the end of the week. It's almost-" A 
change came over him, and the awful 
thought hit me that I had never stopped 
to think how Tony would take this. I 
had made my moves and I had won my 
game, but this was one opponent I had 
never thought of. 

"Look," I said hurriedly, "I'll find out 
what I can, and then we'll see what's to 
be done. " 

He didn't even hear me. He was look
ing inside of himself and finding an
swers. In a hoarse voice he said1 "She 
was framed." 

"That's ridiculous," I said. "Who'd do 
a thing like that ?" 

He looked at me, and hatred and ·dis
gust fought in his face. "Who do you 
suppose ? Do you think Nick was happy 
when he found out I was going with Jo ? 
Do you know that he tri�d to get me to 
leave ? I didn't think anything about it, 
then. But when I told him we were plan
ning to marry, he raised the roof. And 
when he knew there wasn't any use, he 
quieted down." He got up and looked 
at me wildly. "Always the best for Tony. 
Why the best schools back east, when I 
could just as well have gone to the local 
university ? Why didn't he like for me to 
come home ? He didn't want me to this 
year, did you know that ? Wanted me 
to go to Europe. But I came unan
nounced because I wanted to see him
I really wanted to see him." 
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"You've got him all wrong-" 
- "I don't think so," he said in a low 
hard voice. He turned suddenly to the 
door. 

"Tony ! Where're you going ?" 
He looked at me. His eyes held the 

same coldness I have seen in Nick's, 
when Nick would settle down to fight a 
rival mobster. 

"I'm going to hunt up this guy Mor
ton, and learn the truth."  

"TC?ny-" 

HE WAS gone. There was no use go-
ing after him. Trying to stop him 

would confirm his suspicions. I waited two 
minutes and beat it downstairs, grabbed 
a cab and directed the driver to where 
Morton lived. It was a cheap hotel in the 
dumpy section of town. I worked on the 
theory that Tony had to find out first 
where Morton lived, and by that time 
I would have Morton out of town. Run
ning up the stairs, I tried to calm myself. 
I knocked on the door. No answer. I 
tried the door. It was locked. I pound
ed again, called Morton's name. He 
wasn't in. 

I returned to the office. It was getting 
dark outside, and my mind fumbled for a 
way out of this mess. If Tony ever got to 
Morton, it could be rough. It would be 
rough in any case. I thought of calling 
Nick, of telling him what had hap
pened, but I was afraid. I told myself 
that everything would work out all 
right. 

I couldn't sit there. I kept thinking I 
should have left a message for Morton, 
that I should or shouldn't have done a 
lot of things. I grabbed my hat and was 
out the door wh�n the phone rang. I 
had to take it in Edna's office. All the 
calls to my office go through her switch
board, and she'd gone home long ago. 

"Walt ? Joe Ramsey." 
Ramsey was one of Nick's ·bookies. 
"This is Walt. What is it ?" 

"Trouble. I was down to the Trail 
Inn a few minutes ago. You know where 
that is?"  

"Yeah."  Sweat broke out all over me. 
The Trail Inn was a small bar a block or 
so from where Morton lived. 

"Nick's kid came in and tangled with 
a guy named Morton. Something about 
a dame-" 

"God ? Where is he ?" 
"Right now, he's in  the pokey. The 

other guy is dead." 
"No !"  I shouted. 
"The kid started to slug this guy. Be

fore anybody could stop him, he'd flat
tened Morton. The guy hit head first on 
the bar rail. Split his skull. I figured 
you being Nick's lawyer-" 

I hung up and slumped down with the 
cold shakes. How long I sat there, I don't 
know. The phone hit me again. It was 
Nick. 

" I  figured you'd be up there. "  His 
voice shook with suppressed rage, and 
I could picture his big hands gripping the 
phone. "You fixed it, didn't you ?" 

"Nick, wait, listen to me I I didn't 
know the kid would go off his nut ! We 
can still fix it, Nick ! An accident. At 
most it'll be a manslaughter charge. A 
few years-" 

"You framed that girl ! Admit you 
framed her ! " 

" Sure, Nick, but-" 
"And because of that, and because my 

poor kid is in love with her, this hap
pened." 

• "Nick-" 
"Isn't that right ?" He was shouting 

now. "Isn't that why my kid got in a 
scrap with that guy ?" 

"Yes, but listen to me-" 
He hung up. 
As I mopped my face, it suddenly came 

to me that the call hadn't made sense. 
Instead of threatening me, Nick had got 
me to confess that I had framed J o, and 
that Morton's death evolved from that 
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frame. That meant only one thing. Others 
-had been listening in on that call. Nick 
had been protecting not only himself, but 
he was already building a case for his 
kid. 

FOR me, there was only one answer, 
and that was to get as far away as 

I could in the shortest possible time. I 

went out and I didn't bother to lock the 
door. Any minute now the cops would 
be rounding me up. The corridor was 
dark except for the single light above the 
floor indicator by the elevator· door. I 
stopped short. The arrow was moving 
up. I watched it, fascinated, moving past 
the twelfth, the thirteenth, the four
teenth, and the panic took me back, a 
step at a time, while the arrow continued 
to move to the sixteenth. 

Suddenly I broke into a run, back to 
the office. I locked the door behind me, 
ran to Edna's office and made certain her 
door was locked. 

There had to be a way out. I groped 
for the switchboard and called Frances. 
She answered. 

"Baby, "  I whispered, " it's Walt ." 

"Well-" she said. 
" Baby, you've got to help me. Get in 

your car and come down to my office 
right away." 

" I  read the papers today," she said in 
a dead voice. "I did more than that. I 
talked to Jo-" 

"Frances, listen to me," I said. " Let 
me explain-" 

"You dirty, stinking louse ! "  she said, 
and slammed the phone down. 

As I turned away, the door rattled . I 
jumped into my office and slammed the 
door shut, but not soon enough to miss 
hearing the sound of breaking glass that 
was the outside door. I locked my door 
and I waited. 

* * * 

I haven't much time, and I 've written 
this as fast as I can type. It's been about 
an hour since Melody broke into Edna's 
office. He tried the inside door, and then 
I heard nothing more. I know he's out, 
there, somewhere, and I'm afraid, even 
though I haven't heard him. 

I know he's waiting for me. But 
there's one way to beat him. 

The window . . . .  

� - - - - - - - - -- - - - -- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -

Nobody but Manny Moon could crack a safe and 
kiu a blonde and thereby topple a gambling · czar's 
throne. And nobody but Manny Moon was going to 
cash iD on the payoff-of a • • •  
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"Got a cigarette, Mister?" she called 
in an inviting voice. • • • 

D ARK  AD V E N TU RE 
By ROBERT ZACKS 

. -

She stood there, slim and appealing in the dim light, as 
Mr. Edwards came along. Could she make him forget the 
deep shadows beyond the light . . . the danger that lurked 

there1 · 

THE MOMENT he saw her, stand
ing in the dim, yellow circle cast by 
the corner street lamp, lounging 

carefully against the iron base, Mr. Ed
wards' heart began beating faster. Al
though he knew it was a reaction not 
proper to a middle-aged man, married 
fQr fifteen years and with a thirteen-year-
1 00  

old son, he slowed his steps imperceptibly. 
What am I doing ? he thought, in sud

den panic and self-irritation, and briskly 
increased his pace again, resolutely staring 
ahead of him down the dark street in the 
general direction of his home. 

Nevertheless as he approached closer to 
her and saw from the corner of his eye 
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that i t  was indeed the same girl he  had 
seen a number of times on coming home 
this late, the tide of long-suppressed in
terest swept over the barriers of self
discipline and made him give her a direct 

: and frankly hungry look. . 
She had straightened up and turned her 

head toward him, staring boldly, as she 
always did. She was about nineteen and 

. she wore a tight sweater that outlined her 

. figure in a way that Mr. Edwards knew 
could not be other than deliberately pro
vocative. By Gog, thought Mr. Edwards, 
receiving the full impact of her insolent 
grin and dull, black eyes, she's looking 
for trouble, that kid. 

She wore a pair of blue slacks, tight 
around the hips. Her hips were slim. 
Clashing feelings of desire and virtuous 
refusal to recognize that desire for what it 
really was, created an odd block in Mr. 
Edwards' thinking. He knew he should 
just continue on to �})ere Sarah had a 
nice hot meal waiting for him and Jimmy 
would ask him questions in arithmetic and 
he could read his paper and listen to the 
radio. Suddenly, thinking of all this as 
he had a thousand times before, tasting 
the routine, getting a sense of bars around 
him and time swiftly ebbing, wasting 
preciously, Mr. Edwards winced. 

"Got a cigarette, Mister ?" said the girl 
in a harsh and intriguingly inviting voice. 
She 

·
had her hands in her pockets and 

stepped very close to Mr. Edwards. 
" I  . . . " faltered Mr. Edwards, his 

round face flushing and poise leaving him 
completely. It was utterly idiotic, but he 
wanted to run suddenly, from himself of 
course, from what he knew he'd been 
wanting to do in the two weeks he'd been 
occasionally seeing her standing there. 
" Sure," said Mr. Edwards his voice just 
a little shaky. 

THE girl grinned at him, her eyes 
scrutinizing him with a sly under

standing that made Mr. Edwards sudden-

ly glad it was so late and few people were 
on the street. 

He fumbled with a pack of cigarettes 
and she took the pack from him carelessly, 
.her hands touching his fingers, startling 
him. Mr. Edwards cast a quick look 
around. Nobody around, just an old : 

woman in a dirty coat absorbed in carry- t 
ing a huge parcel across the intersection • 

The girl waited, smiling . 
"Want a light ?"  said Mr. Edwards, 

unconsciously stalling for time, then think
ing swiftly that it was conscious and he 
was trying to hide that fact from himself 
by telling himself it was an unconscious 
stall. 

He stood there, stupid, indecisive, not 
knowing what to say, not wanting to walk 
away, clumsy. The girl waved her hand 
toward the red neon glow of a saloon half
way down the block, then slipped her hand 
under his arm �nd clutched his muscle 
tightly, squeezing it. 

" How about a drink, Mister ?" she said 
in a confidential tone. She laughed and 
threw her head back. " I  could use a 
drink ; my throat's dry as the sidewalk."  

" Sure," said Mr.  Edwards, astonished 
that he had agreed so easily, after two 
weeks of secret condemnation of the girl's 
brazen waiting. 

In the few steps that it took to reach 
the saloon Mr. Edwards' mind whirled 
with chaotic thoughts and a strange new 
clarity that stripped the petty self-deceit 
that had masked one part of his mind 
from another. In those steps he knew he 
had been hoping this would happen and 
that he was wildly excited with this sort 
of adventure that he'd often read and 
heard about, but never gone through. 

Then, at the door of the saloon, he 
saw the glowing face of the clock and he 
thought of Sarah. He needed time to 
marshal some rationalizations, to still the 
feeling of guilt. He was not adept at 
avoiding self-honesty and . . . 

"What's the matter ?" asked the girl, 
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sharply tugging at his arm. Mr. Edwards 
became aware he had stopped walking. He 
stared at her, feeling like. a fool for not 
being able to go ahead and seize adven
ture as he knew so many other men did, 
as a matter of course. 

After all, he thought desperately, what 
Sarah didn't know wouldn't hurt her. 

The girl felt she was losing him. She 
quickly moved up close to Mr. Edwards, 
her voice dropping to a low tone. "Listen," 
she said, "we won't stay in the bar long. 
Just for a drink, that's all." 

With a sudden, remote mourning, Mr. 
Edwards became aware of the warmth of 
her body as she pressed against him, the 
softness and promise of her. It was strange 
that it reminded him of the first exciting 
times of his courtship with Sarah, the 
thrilling youngness of his pleasure and the 
odd sadness of its decline through the 
years to dull but good-humored accep
tance. 

Suddenly Mr. Edwards felt foolish. 
I'll go with this girl, he thought, and 

then it'll be over, as if it had never been. 
And after a while I'd start searching 
again . . . .  

"I guess," he said, turning suddenly 

away, "I haven't time for that drink after 
all . . I'm late. Sorry." 

"Hey," said the girl furiously, graf>.. 
bing at his arm. "What the hell . . .  " 

Mr. Edwards pulled away. Turning his 
back on her he walked steadily down the 
street into the darkness and, because he 
did . not look back, because he resolutely 
stared ahead of him, he did not see, he 
never knew the little scene that took place 
between the angry girl and a man with 
burly shoulders who had stepped from the 
saloon. 

"MAYBE," said the burly man, star
ing after Mr. Edwards, "you ought 

to take them straight to your place. Be
fore they change their minds." 

The girl stopped him and pointed. 
Another man was coming down the street, 
walking heavily, as tired working men do. 
"He's a little big," said the girl thought
fully. 

The man with her patted his chest 
where he kept a sharpened knife, the type 
used by hunters. 

"Don't worry," he said softly, as he 
slipped away. "I'll be waiting in your 
hallway. I can handle him. " 

MURDER ON TH E RECORD 

T HE oldest known record of  a successful prosecution of  a murder case, involv

ing three men and a woman, was discovered recently by archeologists in Iraq. 

The scientists, on a joint University of Pennsylvania-University of Chicago 

expedition, uncovered a clay tablet which graphically described, in the cuneiform 

script and in the ancient Sumerian language, a four-thousand-year-old trial. 

The facts of the case as reconstructed showed that a temple official, Luinanna, was 

murdered by three men. Later the conscience-stricken men told the widow, Nin

dada, of what they had done. For some unknown reason she never told the authori

ties. Eventually the killers were caught and, along with the widow, the case was 

tried before the citizens' assembly at Nippur. Nine membt:rs of this group demanded 

the death penalty for the three men and the victim's wife, while two others spoke in 

defense of Nindada, pleading she had no hand in· the murder. She was exonerated 

on the grounds that fear silenced her, while the murderers were sentenced to be killed 

in front of the temple chair of their victim. -John Lane 



0 N E  of the unsung heroes of man
kind's war against crime is that 
gent wh<J toils in smoke-filled cel

lars to find out whether somebody helped 
the fi re demons al<Jng with a little kero
sene-the fi re marshal. Strangely, very 
few people think of the fire department in 
C<Jnnection with crime, and yet crime de
tection is a major functi<Jn of the fire 
fighters. 

Probably the most celebrated fire de
tective is Marshal Thomas P. B rophy of 
the New York Fire Department .  B rophy 
ranks with the world's greatest detectives 
when it  comes to putting that most dan
gerous

' 
of all criminals-:' the firebug, be

hind bars. Where another killer will set
tle for one victim at a time, the firebug 
commits wholesale slaughter, sending 
hotels, railroad stations, homes, up in 
flame for the excitement of watching 
people die. 

Among B rophy 's arrests was one fire
bug who phoned in a tip t<J a newspaper 
before the fire department had gotten wind 
of the conflagration. Another arsonist 
B rophy picked up was a hotel detective 
who loved to set hotels on fire. But his 
weirdest incendiarist was a w oman who 
set fires-because she was just crazy 
about firemen ! 

What some people won't do ! 

Take the case of Tripp Horan, the lika
ble killer who will make his bow in next 
month's DETECTIVE TA LES. A round that 
gent centers enough red death and de
struction to keep the town of Cedar Falls 
j umping like a kernel of corn in a popper. 
It's an education on murder, this gripping 
novel by Georges Carousso. Also, if 
you're interested in learning some of the 
more lethal secrets of the opposite sex, 
hang around, fellows. Take a postgrad
uate course from Carousso and us on 
black-eyed senoritas. 

And in case you're the type who goes 
for incendiary blondes, we think we can 
arrange that, too. Because that's what 
Mason Noble specializes in, in "l' Want 
to Die In Bed ! "  

Yes, sir, there's more instruction on 
murder and murderous blondes in one 
issue of good old DT than you 'll find in 
the collected works of Edgar Allan Poe, 
Havelock Ellis and the New York Police 
Manual. 

Ready for your instruction, students ? 
Class begins on October 27th, w ith the 
December issue. 

-The Editor 
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I t  was j ust what Tim Dant had a l
ways wanted for a going-away pres
ent-a murder frame. Tim would 
sure like to thank 'em-from the 
dea th house--with a "Wish 

were here !"  

-

"This'll hurt pal," Sam
mon said, grinning, and 
started throwing punches 

at Timmy • • • •  

--- By- DONN MULLALLY ---
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Dramatic 
Crime-Adventure 

Novelette · 

RAG E TO K I L L  
CHAPTER ONE 

An Old Flame Never Dies , , , • 

T IMOTHY DANT had a theory 
about vacations. He thought a guy 
ought to take a couple of weeks 

to turn his life around-completely. New 
faces, new scenes, new hours, new every
thing. 

For Dant, this meant two weeks of the 
wholesome life-no bars, no dames, no 
breaking into hotel rooms with his trusty 
Graflex. No Jumps. It meant closing 

his office, going AWOL from the Holly
wood divorce wars. It meant Arroyo 
Real Rancho, in the hills north of Bars
tow . . . .  

Tim Dant arrived at Arroyo Real late 
Saturday afternoon. On the flatland be
low the adobe ranch buildings with their 
red-tile roofs, he could see the dairy herd 
being worked toward the milking barn
about two hundred head, fat, sleek and 
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sedate. Beyond a strip of green bordering 
the Mojave River, low foothills jutted 
rocky and scorched, stood on each other's 
shoulders until they made up into a 
pretty fair mountain. 

But the scenery would wait. Timothy 
stepped out of his coupe, sniffed the desert 
air. Baked Virginia ham I It was sud
denly important that he'd settled for a 
mangy hot dog in the drugstore downstairs 
from his office before leaving Hollywood. 
He

· 
rushed into the main hacienda and 

completed his business with the old girl 
who rode herd on the dudes. 

Tim undressed for dinner, put on some 
comfortable grey-flannel slacks and a 
sport shirt. While he was changing, he 
heard the dinner bell and a rush of feet 
over the patio below his window. He 
was the last one into the dining room. 

Tim felt strange, uneasy, foreign. True, 
he had a smog-burn he maintained by 
exposing the Dant flesh daily on the roof 
of his athletic club. Bue he looked posi
tively consumptive compared to this sun
reddened mob. Everyone was talking at 
once, laughing, loading their plates. Dant 
spotted an empty place at a table across 
the room, started toward it. He was 
almost there, when someone shouted his 
name. An excited, contralto someone. 

"Why, Timothy Dant ! What are you 
doing here ?" 

HE SAW a girl with black hair and a 
scorched nose smiling at him. She 

was wearing one of those drop-shoulder 
peasant blouses and doing all right by it, 
her shoulders soft and brown, unfreckled. 
Dant nodded to her, "Hello, Ginger." 

She laughed. "Well, come on over, 
Tim." She made room for him beside 
her at the table, giggling, "We don't 
mind being a little snug, do we ?" 

He grinned that he didn't at all mind. 
Timothy could feel the warmth of her 
thigh through her soft cotton dress and his 
slacks. 

A waitress brought him a plate and 
silverware. 

Ginger nodded to a scowling, thin
haired man across the table from them 
and said, "I don't believe you've met my 
husband have you, Tim ? Cy," she 
twinkled at him, "I want you to know 
Timothy Dant. Cy Kane. 

"Timothy used to be a beau of mine," 
she informed everyone within hearing. 

Timothy wanted to crawl under the 
table. He was suddenly hot all over. 
Where her leg touched him, he was on 
fire. His smile stiffened and dried on his 
face. 

Kane had stopped eating, looked around 
the table. "Are you certain everyone 
heard you, my dear ?" he asked his wife. 
"I'm sure they must be extremely in
terested." 

"Don't be a jerk, sweetheart." Ginger 
smiled sweetly. 

Dant started to squirm. "I'm sorry, 
Kane," he stammered, "I-I didn't real
ize . . .  " 

Kane waved at him to sit down. "Don't 
apologize, old man. Ginger's been here a 
week, and you're the first ex-boy friend 
to show. Believe me, that's below par-for 
her." 

Virginia's hand was on Tim's arm. 
"Ignore him," she sighed. "He adores at
tention." 

"Because I get so little of it, sweet," 
Kane jeered. 

Dant put some food on his plate, picked 
at it, his appetite gone. "How long are 
you planning to be here ?" he asked 
Ginger. 

She shrugged a brown shoulder. "A 
week, two weeks. Maybe even a month," 
she said cheerfully. 

"Don't look so glum, Dant," smirked 
Kane. "I'm leaving in the morning." 

"Cy writes, you know," Ginger re
marked. "He has a story conference with 
his producer tomorrow afternoon. Isn't 
that terrible ?" 
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Dant nodded dumbly. 
Cy Kane's teeth flashed. "I only get 

to come up weekends," he said. " I'm 
afraid its been awfully dull for Ginger
until now." 

"I brought my father out from the 
East," Virginia explained hastily, her 
lips tightening. "He's been' a very sick 
man. His doctor said he should have 
a complete rest." 

Dant glanced down the table. Every
one seemed too healthy. He said, "Where 
is your father, Ginger ?" 

"We've taken one of the guest houses," 
she told him. ' 'Father has his meals 
brought to him." Her voice dropped. 
"He can't leave his wheel chair-but he's 
so sweet, Tim. He insists I mustn't tie 
myself down to him, that I should try to 
have a good time while we're here. He 
has a male nurse who looks after him." 

Cy Kane had finished his dinner, was 
sitting back with' a cup of coffee in front 
of him. He said, " I 've finally placed you, 
Dant. You're the private eye. The peeper. 
The boy with the busy Brownie." 

Dant, ' tired of mauling the food on his 
plate, nodded. "Yeah. I 'm a private in
vestigator." 

"Private investigator," echoed Kane, 
sipping his coffee. " I 've always wondered 
what you people called yourselves." 

Tim Dant stood up. "Now you know, 
Mr. Kane, " he rapped. " Private in
vestigator-and I agree with you . It 's like 
calling a garbag_e collector a sanitary en
gineer-or a studio hack, an author !" 
He left Cy Kane gagging on hot coffee. 

T
IM got out of his .car and drove into 
Barstow. The air was cool, dry, the 

way it gets on the desert when the sun 
starts down for the count. It had no 
effect on Timothy. He felt raw and hot. 
He squandered a couple of dollars on 
drinks in a joint on Main Street. 

As he looked at the characters wrestling 
the pinball machines ; the juke-box, florid, 

ugly, loud ("R-A-G-G, M-0-P-P, RAG 
MOP !") ; the stacks of glistening glass
ware, the liquor bottles behind the bar
he wondered why the hell he'd bothered 
to leave Sunset and Vine. 

Maybe, he thought, he brought this 
sort of thing on himself-attracted trouble. 
He had a natural affinity for marriages 
that were on the rocks, or almost on 
them, and he was sick of it. 

He'd known Virginia shortly after 
she arrived in Hollywood. If he was cor
rect in his memory, she'd won a sudio 
contest and been brought out under con
tract. The producers had paid her 2 
hundred clams a week for six months ; 
she'd posed for some cheesecake art, but 
never saw herself in a picture. When 
Tim met her, she was hustling chow at a 
drugstore lunch counter. A big, fat 
movie career ! 

Ginger had been a good-natured kid, 
Dant remembered-not bitter over the 
shake Holly�ood had given her. She'd 
been fun, dressed well. About all she 
had to show for her six months under 
contract were her clothes. 

The fourth or fifth time he'd taken her 
to dinner he'd asked her why she didn't 
go back to Kenosha, Wisconsin, or wher
ever it was she'd come from; forget this 
Hollywood thing. Ginger had bridled. She 
was going to be a success ! 

Dant had kept his face straight. He'd 
told her she'd better forget it, she'd 
never make the grade, she was a lousy 
waitress. Some crack like that had busted 
their romance. Anyway, Tim had lost 
track of her. Now she had turned up to 
hang a beautiful mouse on his v-acation ! 
Timothy swore, ordered another drink. 

Before he left the bar, Timothy made 
up his mind. Tomorrow morning he'd 
do a little exploring, see if he could set 
himself at some other guest ranch. There 
couldn't be a Ginger Kane on every one 
of them-his life simply hadn't been that 
interesting. 
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Tim paid for his drinks, drove back to 
the ranch. He put his car up, started to 
his room to do as much for Dant. He 
heard his name being whispered before 
he was three strides from the car-port. 

He knew the voice. Ginger. 
She ran to him out of the dark. "I've 

been waiting. I have to talk to you !" 
· He nodded toward the main house. 

The living room was lighted ; he could 
hear voices, music from the phonograph. 

• He said, "All right. Let's go in there
I'lt feel safer." 

"Safer ?" she laughed. "Tim, you're 
-not afraid of me, surely ?" 

"Yes, if you don't mind," he told her. 
"I'm afraid of you. I came up here to 
inhibit my ulcer, Virginia. Get sunburned, 
saddle-sore. I hate to hurt your feelings, 
honey ; you don't fit into the picture I've 
got figured out." 

. "But · I need your help, Tim !" she 
wailed; her hands busy wit,P the front of 
his sport jacket. 

HE HELD her wrists. 
-
"That's exactly 

. what I mean," he told her. "Dant 
has declared a moratorium on helping 
people. Two weeks from Monday, you 
can line up at. my office door with the 
other sufferers." · 

He tried to brush past her, but she 
caught his arm. "Tim, you've got to 
listen to me. Please." 

"Okay," he sighed. "Let's go inside 
and you can tell me the whole sad story. 
I may even weep a little." 

"No, Tim !" she cried. "Not with all 
those people. I want to talk to you pri
vately. Your room . . .  ?" 

"Positively no !" Dant shook his head. 
"I don't know what kind of a shot your 
husband is, and I'm not about to find 
out-the hard way !" 

''Cy's gone. Right after dinner, we 
had a terrible row and he left." 

Tim groa��· "Great ! I come to the 
ranch to get away from it all, and end up 

a candidate for co-respondent in a divorce 
action !"  

"Not you, Timmy," she cried. "Our 
fight didn't have anything to do with 
you." 

"That's a comfort," he said. "But the 
room is still out. Come on, we'll find a 
bench." 

They did. Out by the pool, a glider. 
He offered her a cigarette, said, "All 
right, honey. Let's have your story. But 
remember, I'm here to rest. Don't make 
it too exciting." 

She let him light the cigarette, sat there 
smoking it for a moment, her face lighted 
by the glow. It was a handsome face
sunburned nose and all. 

She said, "Tim, I hate myself for this
ruining your vacation:_but there's no one 
else I can turn to. I'm in trouble. Big 
trouble. I'm afraid . . .  for Cy !" 

Dant nodded. "We're off to a nice, con
fusing beginning, Virginia," he said. 
"You're in trouble, and Cy's about to get 
hurt. Count me as a captive audience 
now and tell me how it happened." 

"I told you I'd brought my father on 
from the East, Tim. That isn't true." 

"Oh ?" 
"No. The man I've been representing 

as my father is really . . .  Lorenz Bello." 
She dropped her voice on the name and, 
for a minute, Tim Dant looked as though 
he were going to bend over to pick it 
up. The name packed a wallop. 

"Baby, you did say . . .  ?" 
"I did," she said. "Bello. Now maybe 

you'll believe I'm not just imagining 
when I say I'm in trouble." 

"Sweetheart, I know you are ! Every 
cop in the state is looking for Bello. 
There's a small murder they want to ask 
him about-a stool pigeon his boys are 
supposed to have brought down on the 
wing. And you're covering for him." 
Dant shook his head. "You know what 
the cops'll do if they tumble to this setup ?" 

"Yes," she said. "I do." 
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"How do you figure in this mess ?" 
Dant asked. 

She ground out her cigarette under 
the toe of her sandal. "Do you know 
anything about Cy ?" she asked. "What 
kind of a writer he is ?" 

"I never heard of him," Dant said. "Is 
he any good ?" 

Ginger curled her feet under her, her 
eyes dark blotches in the faintly luminous 
glow of her face. "I think he might have 
been," she said. "Very good indeed-if 
he'd ever done any writing." 

"How does he keep fooling the 
studios ?" Tim wanted to know. 

"He doesn't," she said. "Everyone 
knows why he's kept under contract." 

"Everyone except Timothy Dant/' he 
grinned at her in the dark, "and he's very 
interested. He'd like to know how to hold 
down a lush writing job without writing." 

"Sometimes it helps," she explained, 
"to be able to pick three or four winning 
horses in an afternoon. And, if you're 
going to do this consistently enough to 
be worth a thousand dollars a week to 
your producer, you need contacts, Timo
thy. Men like Bello." 

"Now we're rolling," Timothy said. 
"Your husband held his job by passing 
along Bello's tips on sure things to his 
boss. Check ?" 

HE SAW her nod in the dim light. 
"Naturally," Ginger went on, "he 

built himself quite an obligation to Bello. 
He tried to keep even by throwing what
ever booky business he could Lorenz's 
way. But it wasn't enough. When the 
heat was on Bello, he called Cy and told 
him he'd have to borrow Ginger for a 
few weeks. Arrangements were made 
for us to come up here-Lorenz ; his body
guard, who's posing as a male nurse ; 
and me." 

"Cy bought this ?" scowled Dant. 
"What else could he do ?" 

"Anything else. He's got your neck out 
a mile." 

"That isn't all," she said quietly. 
"When I agreed to come with him, Lor
enz was supposed to stay in his wheel 
chair. Right away, he has big ideas for 
padding his part as my poor, old father." 

"I'll hand it to you, baby," Dant said. 
"You're in a beautiful spot. But I think 
you're borrowing trouble to worry about 
Cy. Whatever happens to the lug is 
too good for him. Just worry about Gin· 
ger l" 

Her hand closed on the back of his, 
cold. "You aren't being altogether fair, 
Tim. I've enjoyed spending the money, · 

too. I don't believe I'd have been much 
of a success as the wife of a struggling 
author. I wanted the cars, the clothes, 
and the home in Bel Air, too. I'm even 
willing to pay for them this way-but I'm 
worried about Cy. 

"I very foolishly told him today about 
Lorenz-how he was acting. Cy blew his 
top. After dinner, he said it was all 
washed ·up. He was through being pushed 
around by Bello. He was going to the 
district attorney in Los Angeles and ex
pose Bello-not only where he was, but 
a Jot of other things he knew. Bello's 
track and dope connections. I was fright
ened, Tim. I pleaded with him to let 
things ride for just a little longer-! 
could handle Lorenz, I promised him. 

"I don't know what happened in Cy's 
funny mind, but he took it all wrong. He 
accused ·me of having an affair with Lor
enz . . .  and . . .  and . . .  " 

"And blew." Timothy finished it for 
her. "Now he's gone to L.A. to stool 011 
the big shot. What do you want me to 
do ?" 
. "Stop him, Tim. Stop him, somehow !" 

Tim raised his shoulders helplessly. 
"That's a big assignment, Ginger. Cy has 
a couple hours start on me. I wouldn't 
know where to find him. Even if I 
did, I wouldn't know h<lw to stop him. 
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If he's made his mind up to talk, he'll 
talk. I can't advise a man to withhold 
evidence from the police-not if I want 
to stay in business."  

She shook his arms. "Please, Tim ! 
You'll think of something, I know you 
will ! Some way . . .  " 

He shook his head. "I'm sorry, honey. 
I . . .  " 

A large figure materialized at the side 
of the glider. A character in a white jacket. 
His voice was rough, low. "Mrs. Kane, 
I 've been looking for you. Your father 
says it's time you came to the house." 

Ginger laughed nervously, artificially. 
"Oh, yes. Yes, I suppose it is. Mr. Dant, 
I want you to meet Father's nurse. He 
takes wonderful care of Father. Mr. 
Caesar, this is Mr. Dant." 

Dant took the man's large hand, shook 
it, remarking, "Your first name wouldn't 
be Julius ?" 

"Yeah," growled the man in the white 
coat. "Is that all right with you ?" 

Tim nodded up at him. "Perfect," he 
said. 

CHAPTER TWO 
Home Is Where the Corpse Is 

DANT HAD a final, solitary cigarette, 
then went to his cell. He imagined it 

was quite a disappointment to Ginger 
that he hadn't leaped on a white charger 
and gaJioped off to rescue her husband. If 
Kane didn't cool off, if he went through 
with his intention to expose Bello to the 
police, he was already a dead man in Tim 
Dant's book. 

But Virginia . . .  it would be a shame 
for her to spend the next ten years of 
her life at Tehachapi for harboring a 
fugitive from justice. There ought to be 
some way to spring her away from Beiio 
before the cops moved in. Maybe tomor
row morning they could go out on an 
early ride-get out of sight of the ranch 

and have one of the cowhands meet them 
with his car. Then drive her to San 
Francisco, put her on a plane east. 

Someone knocked on his door. Dant 
said, "Yeah, who is it ?" 

"This is Caesar," a heavy voice rumbled 
through the wood. "The boss wants to 
see you." 

"Can't he wait until morning ?" Dant 
growled. 

"No." 
Tim Dant crawled out of the warm sack, 

pulled his clothes over his goose pimples. 
When he opened the door of his room, 
Caesar was waiting for him. He said, 
"Come on, Dant. The boss is in a hurry." 

Tim fell in, a step behind Caesar, fol
lowing the white coat through the patio, 
out a pepper tree-lined flagstone path, to 
the great house. Like the main building, it 
was adobe and went in for heavy wood 
in the door and the paneled ceiling of the 
living room. A chrome wheel chair stood, 
empty, in front of the cold, smoke-black
ened fireplace. 

Lorenz Bello was seated on the corner 
of a davenport when they came in. He 
bounced to his feet. He was a medium
sized man, black hair heavily shot through 
with grey, soft features and waist, but 
eyes that would cut diamonds. 

"You took your sweet time, Dant," 
he snapped. 

Tim shrugged. "I had to dress. Any
way, what's your rush, Lorenz ?" 

Bello smiled. "I want you to · do me 
a favor, Dant." 

Tim shook his head. "There's only 
one favor I can do you, Lorenz," he said 
solemnly. "Forget I saw you. And I'm 
not sure I can." 

"Did anyone ask you to ? You're a 
private cop, aren't you, Dant ?" 

"Right," Tim nodded. "And if I do my 
job, Lorenz, I've got to take you in." 

"Okay, that's the favor. I'm your 
prisoner." 

Tim eyed the boss hood speculatively. 
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" I  hate to be a skeptic, Lorenz," h e  said, 
"but what's it all about ? What's your 
angle ?" 

Bello drew the corners of his thin mouth 
down. "No angle. No strings. No mir
rors. Nothing up my sleeve. I just de
cided the cops got nothin' on Bello, why 
should Bello hide out ? It's a damn in
convenience. I'm payin' good money to 
attorneys all the time ; let them spring 
me." 

"Okay," Tim smiled. "I guess I can 
accommodate you." 

"Good." Bello waved impatiently at 
Caesar. "Go upstairs and help Mrs. Kane 
pack." 

When they were alone, Bello sat down 
again. "There's one thing, Dant." 

Tim said, "I was afraid there would 
be." 

"Not what you think," said Bello. " I  
don't want Mrs. Kane involved in this
know what I mean ? About her frontin'g 
for me. She's a good kid. Nice." 

"I go for that," Tim told him. "Where 
am I supposed to have picked you up ? 
Got any ideas ?" 

"Tell you what we'll do, Dant," smiled 
Bello, his d<ITk face cracking with the 
effort. "Let 's  give those Los Angeles 
cops a bad time. They've run all over 
looking for Bello, see ? So what does a 
bright, young man like Timothy Dant do ? 
He goes to Bello's front door and presses 
the doorbell. Who is  there ? Bello ! The 
whole time, Bello's been at home !"  

Dant chuckled in spite of himsel f .  "I t's 
a good story." he said, "but do you think 
we can make it st ick, Lorenz ? They've 
probably had a watch on your house." 

"It 'll stick,"  Lorenzo nodded. "The 
reporters don't Jove those cops. Know 
what I mean ?" 

Tim bobbed his head. "1 think 1 do. "  

DANT followed G inger's green Buick 
convertible to the c ity. She ran all 

the interference for him in the late traf-

fie. Dant had nothing to do but watch 
the twin taillights ahead of him and 
wonder about thi s  pitch. 

What sort of a curve was Bello throw
ing ? All of a sudden he was hot to submit 

· himself to the due process of law. As 
though he were an innocent man, or a 
shnook. Dant didn't believe Lorenz 
Bello was either. 

Maybe Virginia had told him her hus
band was going to talk, and thi s  play was 
meant to beat Cy to the punch. Or per
haps the word had come through that 
the fix was on, ori the stooly killing. 

When they got to Beverly Hills Ginger 
pulled into a quiet side street and Bello 
transferred to Dant's car. Ceasar threw 
his boss' luggage in the rear end, got in 
with Bello and Dant. It  made a tight fit. 
Bello's elbow was jabbed against" Tim's 
side. It could just as easily have been 
the muzzle of a .38. 

But Bello was being a good boy tonight, 
was trying out what he'd planned to say 
to the police, the newspapers. He told 
Dant he couldn't understand ,why the 
law was always ·picking on him-he was 
just a business man trying to make a 
buck ; he never hurt anybody, kept his 
nose clean ; did the best he could, running 
his clothing store and a few other busi
ness interests. Maybe one of these other 
interests was a racing scratch-was that a 
crime ? Why couldn't the cops let him 
alone ? Why didn't they pick on someone 
else occasionally ? 

Dan't didn't attenwt to give Bello a 
fast answer to this question. He could 
have, but it would have only led to blood
shed. Dant's blood. 

Lorenz Bello's place in Bel Air was not 
the pink-plaster Italian Renaissance 
palace a big-wheel hoodlum is supposed 
to go for. As a matter of fact, standing 
with its movie-crowd neighbors, it was a 
modest little flat-topped modern-almost 
backward. It sat on its own private knob 
of landscape, with picture windows look-
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ing off m the general · direction of the 
Pacific Ocean. Inside, the furnishings 
were in key with the rest 

·
of the house. 

Simple, functional lines-polished hard
woods and textured' fabrics. Bello was 
proud of his home. He turned on the 
lights in .several rooms for Tim, showed 
him around while Caesar was getting the 
bags out of the car. 

· As Bello was conducting him through 
the master bedroom, he asked Dant, "How 
do you like it ?" 

Tim could be honest about this, anyway. 
He said, "It's the first bedroom I ever 
saw in Bel Air where it looked like the 
guy designed it to sleep in-not to hold a 
basketball game or a Roman orgy." 

Bello chuckled appreciatively as they 
returned to the living room. He said, "I'll 
tell you something you won't believe, 
Dant. · No interior decorator laid a finger 
on this place. I did it all out of my head
the colors, the furniture, the walls, every-
thing !!' . 

'"It's a good job," Tim nodded. "You 
ought to go in the business." 

"Haven't I got enough trouble ?" 
Bello said, "I can't keep out of jail with 
the rackets I'm in now !" 

"Maybe you're right," Tim agreed. 
"Where.' s the telephone ? We'll call the 
police, if you're ready." 

"What's to get ready ?" Lorenz 
shrugged. He turned and yelled at Caesar, 
"Hey, bring Mr. Dant the phone." 

CAESAR carried the instrument into 
the room and.put it on a coffee table 

in front of Dant, plugged it into an outlet 
in the wall. Tim dialed the Beverly Hills 
police station and asked for Inspector 
Kurt Levee. 

"Levee," he said, when the officer came 
. on the wire, "This is Tim Dant. I've 

got news for you. Good news." . 
Levee rumbled, "If it's good news, 

you're a ringer. You can't be Timothy 
Dant." 

"Scout oath," Tim chuckled. "Look, 
Levee, would you like to take Lorenz 
Bello tonight ?" 

He heard Levee cough, choking. " I  
take it back, Tim," he said. " It must 
be you, to ask a dumb question like 
that. " 

"This is on the level, Kurt. I'm at 
Bello's house. He's sitting across from 
me-ready to give himself up ! "  

"You pull some o f  the lamest gags, 
Tim," growled Levee. " I  suppose you 
think I'm stupid enough to chase all 
the way to Bel Air while you sit in 
some bar and cackle about how you 
put one over on Levee ! "  

"Levee i s  putting one over o n  Levee," 
Tim remarked angrily. "Look. I'll let 
Lorenz talk to you." 

He passed the instrument to Bello. The 
boss hoodlum said, "Bello speaking. 
What's this I read in the papers about 

e you cops lookin' .for me ? I'm right here 
at my house, where I've been all the 
time. Why don't you come out and we'll 
get this thing squared away ?" 

Dant took the phone back. "All right, 
Leeve, " he said. "Are you convinced ?" 

He heard the inspector• snort. "Which 
one of your drunken pals was that'?" 

"All right, " Dant barked. "You're such 
a wise joker-tell you what I'm gonna 
do. I'll call the papers, have them send 
reporters out here, tell them you refused 
to make the arrest-unless, sweetheart, 
you happen to get here first. " 

"Look, Dant, I can go along with a 
gag just so far ! "  

"This is no gag, you meathead !"  
"Okay, okay ! "  growled Levee. "I'll 

take your word for it. I'm coming out 
and I'd better find you and your friend, 
Mr. Bello. " 

"Are you sure you can find the address, 
Inspector ?" Dant needled him. 

"I 'll be out," Levee. stated coldly. "You 
be there. " 

"We'll be waiting for you, Inspector," 
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Dant assured him. "I 'll be the one on 
the right-I'm wearing the Toni ! "  

H e  hung up, shook his head. " It's tough 
to get yourself arrested these days, 
Lorenz. " 

Bello grinned. "Yeah. You'd think it  
was my idea !"  He unplugged the phone, 
picked it up, saying, " I  think, before the 
cops get here, I better alert my legal 
brain trust. I'll make the call from the 
bedroom, if it's all right with you, Dant. " 

"Sure, " Dant waved. "It's your phone 
and your bedroom. Help yourself. Just 
don't take a powder on me, Lorenz. I 
don't think I could explain to Levee." 

"Don't worry, " Bello smiled. " I'll be 
right out. " He went in the bedroom and 
shut the door. 

DANT and Ceasar exchanged a long, 
bleak look across the width of the 

living room. Dant helped himself to a 
cigarette from a hammered-silver box on 
the table. The no-brow gunsel watched 
every move he made, as though he ex
pected Tim to put the cigarette box in his 
pocket. Caesar was probably a good man 
to have on your side in a gunfight, but 
as a companion he was nothing. They 
blinked at each other a couple of times 
through the blue smoke from Dant's 
cigarette. 

Dant was thinking of wasting a jazzy 
remark on Caesar j ust to break the 
monotony. He didn·t have to. The mono
tony broke-all over him. 

He was looking at the large picture 
window when it happened. The window 
bellied like the sidewall of a tent in a 
high wind, then seemed to snap back and 
shatter. Dant and his big chair were 
picked up together, slammed into the 
wall. Lights flashed-aJl the neon in 
Hollywood went berserk and exploded in 
Dant's face. It got very dark, quiet, where 
Dant was . . . .  

When he came to again, there was 
plenty of illumination. Red, dancing and 

hot. He was lying on the lawn, Caesar 
bending over him. The house made a 
very splashy bonfire. 

Dant sat up, moved his arms and legs. 
He felt as though he'd been worked over 
with a sap. He tried to flex some of 
the numbness out of his joints. "What 
was it ?" he asked Caesar. 

"I think a bomb. " 
" It sure wasn't a kiss," Dant com

mented. "Where's your boss ?" 
Caesar nodded toward the burning 

building. "In there. " 
"How do you know ?" Dant asked. 
"First thing I did was try to get into 

the bedroom. That's where the bomb ex
ploded. It was all blown to hell ! " 

Dant swayed to his feet. Far away, he 
could hear the sound of sirens getting 
closer. That'd be Inspector Levee, with 
the Beverly Hills Fire Department pant
ing at his heels. 

Dant stumbled toward the driveway, 
was waiting when the inspector drove 
up. He leaned against the side of the 
police car. " Hello, Inspector. I hope you 
didn't forget the marshmallows. " 

"What've you got here, Dant ? ·where's 
Bello ?"  Levee wanted to know. 

Dant told him-how Lorenz Bello had 
gone to · his bedroom to telephone, the 
explosion. It  took him about a minute 
and, by the time he was through, fire 
engines were careening into the drive
way. Dant turned and looked long at the 
flaming building. "Who said you couldn't 
take it with you ?" he asked. 

'�What did you say ?" Levee snapped. 
" Nothing, Inspector, " he replied. "Not 

a damn thing. " He picked his way 
through a maze of firehoses to his car, 
drove to his apartment. 

There was one consolation, he told him
self as he dropped wearily, without un
dressing, across the bed. After the start 
his vacation had, anything that happened 
would be an improvement. 

He was so wrong ! 
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CHAPTER niREE 

The Patsy 

I
T BEGAN to get a lot worse the second 
he woke up. Someon� was leaning 

heavily on his doorbell. Dant opened his 
eyes wide, glanced out his bedroom win
dow-like looking at the world through 
a fishtank. Everything was dim, distorted. 
- The doorbell was still getting a ride. 
He groaned, pulled himself off the bed 
and shuffled out to see who could pos
sibly be crazy enough to want to talk to 
Dant in his present condition. 

It was Inspector Kurt Levee and a 
younger, red-headed cop Dant knew · as 
Sammon. Between the two of them 
scowled Lorenz Bello's ex-number one 
bodyguard, Caesar. The three men 
crowded into the small living room of 
Dant's apartment. Caesar and Sammon sat 
on the davenport ; Levee lounged ponder
ously in a big; overstuffed chair near 
Dant's radio-phonograph combination. 

Dant looked at his wrist watch. It was 
nine-thirty. Levee obviously hadn't been 
to bed since last night. His thick jaw was 
blue with beard ; eyes heavy, sullen. 

Dant made an effort to be brighter than 
he felt, "What are we selling this morn
ing, Inspector ?" 

"Vve're pushing a conducted tour to 
San . Quentin, " Levee growled, "and I 
think we can make room for you in 
the car. " 

"No interest. " 
"Give him the sales talk, anyway," 

Sammon chirped. "Maybe he'll change his 
mind." 

"Yeah," rumbled Levee. "For a start, 
Dant, I'd like to hear that fiction again
about how you and Bello got together 
and decided to surrender him to me." 

Dant shrugged. He felt sticky all over ; 
his clothes smelled · as if they'd been 
slept in-as they had. He needed a shave 
and a !>ath and knew he wasn't about 

to get them. " I  told you last night," he 
said. " I  checked into this dude ranch 
on the desert, where Bello happened to 
be hiding out. The Arroyo Real, near 
Barstow. He was masquerading as an 
invalid-wheel chair and dark glasses
nobody there getting a good look at him. 
I guess Caesar recognized me. Anyway, 
he got me up after I turned in and took 
me to the private guest house his boss was 
using. Bello gave me to understand he 
was sick of being on the lam-it was 
time his lawyers earned their money. 
He asked me to come down with him 
and arrange the details ." 

"Why did he need an agent ?" 
Tim perched on the arm of a chair, 

made a vague gesture with his hands. 
"I believe it was just an idea he had, 
Levee," he said. "He told me he thought 
it would be a good stunt, a rib, to sur
render in his own home and claim he'd 
been there while you cops had been tear
ing the state up looking for him." 

"Of course, you loved the idea." 
"Look, Levee," Dant said. "I went 

along with it. My thought on Bello was, 
you people wanted him in custody. I 
didn't see how humoring him, while he 
was in the mood to give himself up, 
could hurt." 

"And so," recited Levee, "you drove 
down with Bello and Caesar, went direct 
to his house in Bel Air, phoned me. 
Right ?" 

Tim nodded. 
"Then," Levee continued, "when the 

call had been placed, Bello announced he 
wanted to talk to his attorneys, took the 
phone in the bedroom, closed the door. 
Right away there was a big explosion, 
and the next thing you knew you were 
coming to on the lawn." 

T
IM said, "You see, Levee ? There's 
nothing wrong with your memory. 

That's exactly how I told it last night." 
(ContiiJUed on page 116) 
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(Continued from page 114) 
"And I don't like it any better;. this 

morning," Levee grow led. 
"Too bad," Tim said. "What's bother

ing you ?" 
"Just a couple of details," Levee re

marked. "Very incidental-like this one. 
You said there was no one else in the 
house besides you three. "  

Tim bobbed. "Correct."  
"You're sure ?" 
"As near as I can be," Tim said. " Be

fore we called you, Bello showed me 
around. Nobody was there then ."  

"How long before you called me ?" 
"Ten-fifteen minutes ." 
" Has i t  occurred to you, " Levee wanted 

to know, "that whoever set the bomb had 
to work awfully fast ?" 

"How complicated is it to throw a 
pineapple through a window ?" Tim 
countered. "Sure, it was fast work. But 
if they were watching the house, saw us 
drive in . . .  What else worries you, I n
spector ?" 

"I'm almost embarrassed to mention 
it," Levee smirked. ·" After the fire depart
ment got through, we scratched around 
in the ruins, found a body. Pretty badly 
chewed by the blast, charred-but one 
hand turned out to be in fair shape. It 
had been doubled under the body, pro
tected from the fire. It's a very curious 
thing, Timothy, but the prints didn't 
check .out to be Bello's. Would you like 
to work on that for a while, tell me 
who it was ?" 

Tim's mouth was suddenly sticky-not 
just from sleeping with it open. It tasted 
like an ashtray full of rancid cigar butts. 
He slipped off the arm of the chair into 
the seat, glanced at Levee and Sammon, 
then at Caesar. He got no answer from 
their expressions-not even a lift. 

"You're positive ?" he asked Levee. 
The inspector nodded solemnly. "We 

don't know who was in that room, 
Timothy-except it wasn't your friend 

Bello. Now, how about saving us a lot 
of trouble ?" 

"I wish I could,"  Dant mumbled. 
"You'll think of something, " grinned 

Levee. "You're a glib young man. Caesar 
is no help at all, of course. He doesn't 
like cops. He'd rather do time at 
Quentin. 

"You know better, Timothy. You're 
too smart to take a rap for a guy like 
Bello ." 

"Be reasonable, Levee. How can I talk, 
if I don't have anything to say ? I told 
you all I know-all ! " 

Levee was wagging his head. "Tim, 
you're wasting our time. Your stunt laid 
an egg-a very ripe egg. You were going 
to give us an unidentifiable corpse and 
tell us it was Bello. Well, it didn't hap
pen. Now you're in a jam on two counts. 
One of them, obstructing justice ; the 
other, murder. I want you to under
stand your situation, Tim. " 

Dant shook his head. "What the hell 
can I do about it ? I 've been had. That's 
all ." 

Sammon crossed the room, leered at 
Dant. " I  think we're bein' too easy on 
this guy, Levee, " he said. "You can play 
patty-cake with him all day if you want 
to, but I'd like to loosen a few of his 
teeth. It might help his memory a lot ! " 

Levee said, " I'll give you one more 
chance, Tim. Whose body was substituted 
for Bello ?" 

Dant said, "I don't know who it was. 
It was a frame, and I was sucker enough 
to wind up in the middle ." 

Levee looked very sad. He turned, 
flipped the switch on the radio at his 
side, tuned it up loud. He waved at 
Sammon. "He's all yours." 

T
HE young cop jerked Dant out of the 
chair, held him at arm's length, 

measured him. Sammon grinned. "This'll 
hurt, pal ." He started throwing punches. 

Dant tasted blood in his mouth, 
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staggered back across the room, Sammon 
after him. The first half-dozen blows he 
accepted without raising his arms to 
defend himself, remembering Sammon 
was a cop. Then he forgot. It was easy, 

. with Sammon's leering, sweating face 
over him. 

He caught Sammon coming in, with 
a bruising right hand to the jaw. He 
could feel the impact all the way to his 
shoulder. For a second the young de
tective hung there like an empty suit of 
clothes-empty, except for a gun butt 
hanging in his open coat. Sammon 
wrestled with him, hissed in his ear, 
"What are you waiting for, a written 
invitation ? "  
- They broke, exchanged a couple of wild 
swings. This time, when they closed, Dant 
snaked the gun out of the shoulder 
holster, jabbed it at Sammon. Stopped 
him. He waved the muzzle of the gun 
at Levee, barking, "Stay where you 
are ! Keep your hands on the chair where 
I can see them ! " 

He maneuvered Sammon across the 
room to a closet, made him open the 
door and get in. " All right, Levee. You're 
up ! "  

The big cop lumbered across the room, 
his hands flat to his sides. As he ap
proached, Dant took his gun, prodded him 
into the closet with Sammon. He locked 
the door. 

"Come on," he said to Caesar, " let's 
get out of here ! "  

The big hood peeled off the daven
port slowly, looked dazed. He followed 
Dant out Df the apartment, to Tim's car 
parked at the curb. He waited till they 
were under way before he asked, "Where 
we goin' ? "  

Tim shook his head. " I  don't know 
about you, but I want to be long gone by 
the time those guys break out of the 
closet. I f  you've got any ideas about 
where we can make a hideout, now would 
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be a good time. This car is going to be 
too hot to drive in about ten minutes ."  

Caesar used up a couple of  those min
utes looking thoughtfully out the rear 
window of the coupe. He chuckled. 
"You're strictly from amateur night, " he 
said. "The phony fight with the red
headed cop-lifting their guns. Now what 
am I supposed to do-lead you guys to 
Bello ?" 

Tim coasted to a stop for a light. He 
spat blood. "Does that look phony to 
you ?" he growled. 

"Yeah," drawled Caesar. "Just like the 
radio car following us. They picked us 
up the minute we left your apartment. 
You might as well pull over and let 'em 
take us now, because we aren't going 
anywhere. " 

Tim did. The car in back of them pulled 
around in front and stopped. A couple 
of plainclothes detectives got out, started 
toward them. Caesar was laughing. 

"What a clown you are, Dant, with 
that fat lip ! " 

T
HE two detectives relieved Dant of 
Laughing Boy. He turned around. and 

headed for his apartment, driving up just 
as Levee and Sammon ran out of the 
building. They saw him, slowed to a 
walk. 

"What happened ?" Levee asked. 
"Nothing, " Dant shrugged. " Your fol

lowing car got too close and Caesar 
spotted it. The party was over." 

"Where's Caesar ? What did you do 
with him ?"  

" I  gave him to your boys-so their 
day wouldn't be a total loss ."  Dant 
emptied his pockets of the two guns he'd 
taken from Levee and Sammon, saying, 
"Here's your artillery. Better luck on 
your next production ! " 

Sammon dropped his gun in its shoul
der holster, started toward the police car. 
Levee hung around. "You know you're 
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still in a spot, don't you ?" he growled 
at Tim. " If nothing else breaks, I'll have 
to throw you to the Grand Jury." 

"So I should get off the dime ?" Tim 
managed to smile through his stiff mouth. 
"Okay, Inspector, I'll do what I can. Only 
promise me one thing. Next time you 
want somebody to straight for you, hire 
a stunt man � Those guys get paid by 
the lump. " 

After Levee and Sammon had driven 
off, Dant went up to his apartment, 
treated himself to a bath, a shave and a 
change of linen. Maybe he was the goat 
in this situation, but he didn't have to 
smell like one ! Jockeying a razor around 
the new drape in his lower lip was no 
pleasure. 

He put on a tan gabardine suit, decided 
he'd pass-for a leather merchant who'd 
lost his fight at the Legion Stadium 
last night. 

He called Cy Kane at the studio. The 
writer wasn't in his office and, for a 
finish, Dant threw his weight around and 
got to talk with the secretary to Kane's 
producer. They had a very dim con-

. 
versation about the writer. The girl 
said she wasn't permitted to give out 
the addresses and telephone numbers of 
any studio employers. 

However, at Dant's insistence, she 
agreed to call Kane's home and ask 
them to call him. 

Tim thanked the girl, hung up and 
waited. In a few minutes his telephone 
rang. It was Ginger. 

He said, "Hello, honey. This is Dant. 
I want to see you. Can you arrange 
it ? "  

She could, suggested he come out. 
He said, " Fine. What's the address ?" 

She gave it to him, and Tim was on 
his way. 

The Kanes' residence in Bel Air was a 
large, white-brick Colonial job with a two
lane driveway sweeping past the front 
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door. If there'd been a couple dozen car
hops in cute, tight-fitting uniforms waltz
ing around on the two-story veranda with 
food trays, it would have made the most 
colossal drive-in in Southern California. 
A few acres of well-tailored lawn fell 
away from the house to a kidney-shaped 
swimming pool protected from the wind 
by some formally cut shrubbery. 

CHAPTER FOUR 

When Old Frienda Meet • •  • 

G
INGER met him at the front door. 

She was wearing white sharkskin 
slacks, a salty-looking T -shirt with red 
horizontal stripes, sandals. "Tim !" she 
cried, taking his hand. "Tim, I'll have to 
confess-I've wanted to call you all day. 
Then the girl at the studio gave me your 
message--well, I mean, how do you do 
it, Tim ? How do you know ?" 

Dant smiled modestly. " I'm just 
psychic, Ginger. " 

She led him to the living room, across 
it to a mammoth davenport before the 
fireplace. It was just as well she did
he'd have been lost on his own. She said, 
"I've been worried about you, Tim. Ever 
since this morning, when I read the 
papers about-about what happened at 
Bello's last night. ln a way, I felt re
sonsible for you." 

"It was nothing, " he said, still the self
effacing type. "I was shaken up a little, 
but Caesar got me out before I was 
singed." 

"I'm so glad. " She squeezed his hand. 
" Poor Lorenz I What a terrible way to 
go ! "  

Dant shook his head. " I'm not wasting 
any tears on Bello." 

Her forehead puckered. "Tim, I'm 
surprised at you ! I realize Lorenz Bello 
wasn't what one would call a pillar of the 
community, but-" 
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"No," Dant agreed, "and he isn't what 
one would call gone, either. " 

She looked at him for a moment, per
plexed. Her lips trembled. She said, "You 
mean . . .  he's . . •  ?" 

" Mr. Bello is still with us, honey. 
Somehow he arranged to get out of the 
room and left a body behind him to fool 
the police. Only it didn't quite work." 

"Are you sure, Tim ?" she asked, her 
eyes wide, searching. 

He nodded, pointing to his fat lip. "The 
Beverly Hills Police Department informed 
me personally, " he said. "You see, 
Ginger, I'm slightly involved in all this. 
The police think Bello and I cooked up 
this thing with the idea of providing 
Lorenz with a breathing period when the 
police would consider him dead."  

"But you're free, Tim. That must mean 
they don't really think you-" 

He was shaking his head again. "They 
think plenty, honey. I'm not kidding my
self. Dant is living on borrowed time, 
and I've got to make an interest payment I 
I need information, Ginger." 

"Of course, Tim. Anything I can tell 
you, I'll be-" 

"What about your husband ?" he broke 
in. "Have you heard from him since you 
got back ?" 

"Yes," she answered, her eyes level on 
his. "This morning. He telephoned me, 
said he wouldn't be able to .see me for 
a few days but I wasn't to worry." 

"You're positive it was Cy ?" 
"It  was his voice, yes." 
"It couldn't have been recorded ?" , 
" No, I . . . Why should . . . ?" 
"Skip it," he said. " Did Cy tell you 

what was keeping him away from home " 
"No," she said. " No, he didn't. But 

at the time, I hadn't read the morning 
papers and I just assumed it had some
thing to do with what we were talking 
about last night at the ranch. He was 
going to expose Bello, and-" 
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DETECTIVE TALES 

"I see, " Dant said, interrupting her. 
He got up and walked to the French 
doors opening on a formal garden, turned 
and looked at her again. She hadn't 
moved. "You assumed he'd be making 
himself a little difficult to find for a few 
days, while he was singing for the police 
department ?" 

Her head bobbed affirmatively. "Yes, 
Tim, I thought-" 

HE RAI SED a hand and stopped her. 
· "Your trouble, Ginger, is, you learn 

a story and you're stuck with it. That 
line would have worked perfectly if the 
police hadn't been able to identify the 
body they found in Bello's house as some
one besides the Master. Then, what you've 
just said would have thrown suspicion on 
Cy. It would have looked like a good 
bet he was the one who planted the 
bomb. You'd already established a mo
tive, with me. In fact, you established a 
lot with me, honey. Too much ."  

Her face had blanched, · looked like a 
white papiermache mask, stiff. " I-I . . •  " 
she stammered. 

He smiled thinly. "You gave me a fat 
routine about your husband using you 
to work off his obligation to Bello. A 
very heart-rending story, Ginger. But a 
man who'd put his wife in the kind of 
a spot you told me you were in wouldn't 
suddenly turn around and risk his own 
neck over a small item like his wife's 
fionor." 

" Maybe Cy didn't think it was a small 
j.tem ! "  she shrilled. 

" I'm sorry, honey. I 'm unsold on you. 
The only thing I believe is, you and Cy 
had a fight last night at the ranch
because I saw it building up, at dinner. 

"Fronting for Bello was probably your 
own idea. At first, Cy was afraid to 
talk-even to object. Then, when he 
couldn't live with the thought of you and 
Bello any longer, he came to the ranch 
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to try to get you to eome home. You 
refused. He left, saying he'd spill every
thing to the cops. 

"You and Lorenz had to make up your 
· minds, fast. You'd both be fugitives, once 

Cy talked. But there was good, old Dant, 
why not use him ? First, you'd gain his 
sympathy, give yourself an alibi for being 
there with Bello. Then the big shot would 
take me on, tell me he wanted to give 
himself up to the cops. We'd make the 
arrangements from his house. He'd show 
me around the place so I'd know there was 
no one else there. Then, after I'd called 
the police, he'd go into the bedroom and 
boom!--end of the Bello story. The 
police would think a rival mob had rubbed 
him out-maybe they'd even come around 
to the idea it was Cy whose tossed a 
grenade through the window. If they were 
properly coached by Dant. 

"You needed a body to be found when 
the ruins of Bello's house cooled off. 
What better way could there be to keep 
Cy quiet ?" 

"This is all your imagination, Tim. 
There's nothing . . .  nothing . . .  " 

"You're right, " he agreed. " It's my 
imagination against yours. I'll take mine 
every time. It's a lot easier to make sense 
when you do it my way, Ginger. I'm 
looking at the events after they happen. 
There isn't any chance for a slip-up. I 
don't have to change anything to make 
it fit." 

She tried to speak, couldn't. Her hands 
were balled into hard, sharp little fists, 
white across the knuckles. She jumped to 
her feet, ran to the living-room door. 

Her way was suddenly blocked. Lorenz 
Bello had stepped into the arch. Across 
the length of the room, Bello didn't look 
dangerous-just a short man in his late 
forties, carrying too much flesh under his. 
tailored slacks. His voice changed all 
that-like fingernails drawn across a plate
glass window. 
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"Where are you going, Virginia?" 
" I  . . .  " 
He took her arm, marched her back into 

the room toward Dant. "You can't leave 
a guest, Virginia, just because he calls 
you a liar and says you're stupid-al
though he may be right." 

DANT watched them sit down together 
on the davenport. He nodded. "You 

may not know it, Virginia, but you've 
just heard your obituary. Lorenz said you 
were stupid. He can't use stupid people, 
honey-they're dangerous ; and what's 
dangerous to Bello, he ditches." 

Lorenz Bello chuckled. "The old divide
and-conquer techique, right, shamus ? It's 
okay, I use it myself. But it won't work 
here." He patted the girl's hand. 

"I wonder what does work ?" Tim 
shrugged. "What gives with you, Lorenz ? 
What's your next play ? You surely didn't 
figure to stay dead-not for long. You've 
got too much loot riding on too many 
games to be out of touch any longer than 
it takes to put the fix on that original 
killing. What do you do now, Lorenz ?" 

"When the time comes, I'll show up at 
some hospital and ask them who I am. 
My mind's a blank. I 'm a sick man," said 
Bello good-naturedly. 

"How did you get out of the bedroom 
when it exploded ?" 

"Who knows ?" grinned Bello. "Maybe 
I was blown clear. The bomb could have 
been what erased my memory. " 

"All right," Time said. "How are the 
cops going to erase the stiff they found 
in the ruins ?" 

" Perhaps there was a premature explo
sion," Bello said, with an eloquent gesture 
of his well-kept hands. " It caught the man 
who was planting the bomb." 

"What happens if your timing goes 
sour ?" asked Dant. "You can pick your 
spot. Levee will call the Arroyo Real 
.Rancho just to check my story. When 
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he finds out you were up there with 
Ginger, he'll be in this girl's hair. And 
he won't wash out ."  

Bello dropped Ginger's hand. For a 
moment he stared into the cold fireplace, 
his face as dark, expressionless, as the 
charred fire-brick. " Thanks for the tip, 
Dant." he growled. " You're a big help. " 
He turned his head, yelled, "Max, come 
in he re ! "  

A slight, pinch-faced character minced 
into the l iving room on elevator shoes. He 
was wearing a zoot plaid sport jacket 
and-no surprise to Timothy-he carried 
a rod. In his small fist it looked like a 
.45, but was, Tim decided, a .32. Still 
a lot of gun to argue with · bare-handed. 

Max whined, "Yeah, boss ? "  
Bello said, "Give m e  the gun, then 

get the car out. We're gonna have . to 
move on. "  

Ginger jumped to her feet. " I'll throw 
some things in a bag, Lorenz," she said 
brightly. 

Bello waved the muzzle of the gun at 
her, l ike a black finger. " Sit  down, 
Ginger. " 

" But-buC-=-" she pouted. 
" You're staying, " Bello Sltid, "where 

Dant's friend Levee can find you . "  
"There i t  is, Ginger, " Dant chuckled. 

" The first time the mighty man is in a 
j am, the first time he has to throw the 
cops a bone, you're it. " 

" Don't pay any attention to this j erk, " 
Bello snarled. " I 'm doing what's best 
for you. We run out of here together, 
we're both on the hook for last night. 
This way. the worst can happen to you 
is, you 'll be-" 

"Thrown in the can for ten years ! "  
Dant finished it for him. " Ten years for 
harboring a criminal wanted by the police 
and conspiring to obstruct j ustice. You'll 
be an old bag when you get out of 
Tehachapi, honey-an old, tired bag. It's 
no country club. 
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"The amnesia pitch, remember ? It's 
cute. He's going to be in the clear. I 'l l  bet 
you can depend on Lorenz to do the 
right thing-come to see you on visiting 
days. Bring you a box of candy or some 
fruit. Sure. Until he ge.ts tired of looking 
at you-tired of you begging him to get 
you out of stir. Bello is a big man. He 
never lets a pal down-as long as he can 
use him. " 

BELLO was on his feet, waving the 
gun at Dant. " Shut up-and give me 

your keys so Virginia can drive your car 
away from here. You're coming with 
us. " 

Dant's mouth was dry. His tongue felt 
large, swollen as a five-pound salami .  Out
side, he heard Max brake Bello's car 
to a stop in front of the house, gravel 
spraying. 

He shook his head. "Timothy stays, 
Bello. I'm swiping a line from a little 
brown-skinned man named Gandhi. Pas
sive resistance. If I stay, dead or alive, 
Bello, you're cooked. It just doesn't 
make a hell of a lot of difference to me 
whether I get it now, with a bullet, or 
later have my feet put in a bucket of wet 
cement. Maybe it's even better to die 
from a bullet ."  

Lorenz Bello was standing a few feet 
from Tim, the gun steady, level with his 
chest. Bello's thin mouth was taut. He 
hissed, "I think I can sparr one for you, 
Dant. " 

"Talk to him, Ginger," Dant said. 
"Talk fast. If he shoots me here, you're 
going to move up a bracket. They wan't 
just sent you to Tehachapi ; it'll be all 
the way. Quentin, and the little green 
fireless cooker. You won't like that gas, 
baby. First your eyes run, then you 
choke, and then . . . " 

Bello made a sudden move with his 
gun, a chopping swing at the side of 
Dant's head. Tim dived under the blur 
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of black metal, drove a fist way south of 
the border. It would have cost him the 
round, and maybe the fight, if the stakes 
had been anything else but his life. But 
this time it paid off. 

He heard Bello groan, felt him start 
to sink to the floor. 

Dant threw a shoulder block that 
brought Lorenz the rest of the way down. 
The gun came unstuck from Bello's hand, 
bounced on the thick Persian rug, Dant 
after it. 

He pounced on it, rolled over, had a 
flash impression of Ginger standing over 
the two of them with a large bronze vase 
upraised. He got out of the way just 
as she brought the vase down-on Bello's 
head. It rang like the temple bells of 
Tibet. 

Dant scrambled to his feet. Ginger stood 
there, her face drained of color, her hands 
locked in front of her. "He was going to 
leave me here to take the rap !" she cried. 
"The dirty-" 

Dant squeezed her shoulder. "Remem
ber, honey, there are gentlemen present
even if one of us is unconscious I "  He 
smiled. "Thanks for the assist. I'll see 
that you get a gold star on your report 
card."  

Outside, Max beeped the horn im
patiently a couple of times. Tim said, 
"Look, Ginger, you call Levee. I 'll take 
care of Max. "  

As she walked stiffiy toward the tele
phone, Tim reminded her, "You'll need 
all the points you can get. So no cute 
business with the phone !"  

She nodded. Just the same, Dant waited 
until he heard her say, " Inspector Levee ? 
This is Virginia Kane. Tim Dant asked 
me to call you. He has Bello here at my 
house. " 

Tim winked at her, smiled reassuringly, 
then went outside to unhinge little Max 
from that horn. 

THE END 
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checked below. (Specify if you are VET 0 or NON..YET [J), l iN ouR CHICAGO sHoPs o aoDv, FENDER REPAIR I 

I 0 AUTO MECHANICS 0 WELDING-AIIC, GAS I 0 DIESEL 0 MACHINIST 

I D REFRIGERATION D PIANO TUNING I Above courses approved for Vets and Civilians. I ALSO THE FOLLOWING HOME STUDY COURSES I 1 o REFRIGERATION o DIESEL o PLASnts I • Hamo ,.g•- · 
Address _______________ _ 

li:JM . 
Stale .. 

m ,, 1 1 ,, 1: t.'' 1 ;ti ':'':a 
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Mft!ftl Now 1•1 eob West, radio's lavorllt aultar 
player, show you llcwl Most "Counts'' have 
&ftly 6 or 8 pictures-but Bob's new method 
has 45 actu•l photos;raph$ t It no« only teaches 
but shows e��:actfy where tnd how to place yowr 
fineen. etc. Most othen offer a ftw soncs
Bob provides 101 !-choseft for their radio 
popularity so you can sin& and play ritht •lont 
with your fnorite radio proaram or recOfdsf 

S E N D  N O  M O N EY: Justaend 

ttarnt ti.d address to Bob We1t and pay postmaft $1.69 plus COO and 

poslqe. Slorl playlna beautiful cllords tilt ••'l irst ctar. Be playlnc 

lleautlful music In two weeks ., eel your moner back. 
· • 

BOB WEST 1685 N. M I LWAUKEIE AVENUE 
DEPT. 230, CHICAGO 47, ILL. 

Lack or a hlah school diploma can fltoP l'OU from 
•eutrill a better joh or promoUona. You <'an com· 
plete hh:h t�chool ht MOnths thru C.T.I. aulded 
•tutly Course e-ttuala ruldent work. Colle�e prep. 
Texb supplied. Easy terms., Credit for work el•e
where. Write for lnforn�•tlon tocfay ! 

F I N ISH 
HIGH 

SCHOOL 
AT H O M E  

MARDO SALES CO. 460 LexiEton Avenue, Dept. C-127, New Vorl< 17, N. v. 

11•_1JJ;IJIJ:I•I � :l;1ii;J }i ill 
There's a Thrill in Brinc-!ng a Crook 

to Justice Through Scientific 

C R I M E  D ETECT I O N ! 
We ba'l'e taught tbooaands tbis ucltlng, profitable, pleasant prQfeseion. Let us teaeb you, too, Ia �our 
own home. Learn Finger Printing, 

gatlon thoroughly, quiekly and at . small eoet. ' 
�o�y �d"B�:��fl��:� •. , , 

Over 800 of All American Bureails • • y� l��,=�::,,e�17t ��::et : ru:':��! f • 

olble erlmo detection job with good {>BY and steo.dy 
e'f=�·y��\!�;.t�f/;>;1:;:,n,��i;:c;;,; F R E E  I l l  p_repare you for this fascinating wor� dunng spare Send for Tbrillittg time, in yourown bome. Youmay pay as you leam. -· BLUE BOOK Write toda.Y • • •  Now • • •  Be sure to state aae. O F  CRIME " INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE 
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 2248, Clalca&o 40, 111. 
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DETECTIVE TALES 

(Contimted from Page 8) 
may have been hard of hearing, for he 
never took his passengers where they 
wanted to go. Instead he drove them to 
the outskirts of town where he robbed 
them. His mistake was trying to rob 
four armed constables who happened to 
be riding in his carriage. 

THE female members of the Loomis 
family contributed also to the merry 

total of seventy-six who met their end on 
the execution block. Molly was the most 
famous of the lady Loomises . . She was the 
half-sister of Laurence. Molly was a 
dimpled barmaid who could serve a mug 
of lager with one hand and remove a wal
let with the other. 

Molly almost avoided the scaffold after 
stabbing a customer. The judge who heard 
her pathetic story was very sympathetic. 
This sweet young thing was only pro
tecting her honor, he thought. Molly 
should have stopped her tale of woe at 
that point. Instead, carried away by her 
own story, she continued : "And you see, 
your Lordship, when I emptied his 
pocket and found only a halfpence I knew 
the cheap scoundrel deserved killing. " His 
Lordship did see, and ordered an imme
diate execution. 

William Loomis was an exception to the 
Loomis luck. He almost died a natural 
death. After a lifetime of crime he bought 
a small tobacco shop and for nearly a 
year was a hard-working and respectable 
citizen. His kin, evidently ashamed of this 
honest relative, bashed in his skull and 
stole his stock. 

With the apprehension of William's 
killers, the Loomises seemed to weary of 
the long trip up the steps to the top of the 
scaffold, for they dropped out of sight 
and out of history. But it will be a long 
time before English law-enforcement offi
cials forget the "Loony Loomis" clan. 



niE BIG TIME 
(Continued from page 47) 

ing careful not to include anything I could 
be tripped up on. I'd j ust been cruising 
the west side, looking for a likely new 
place of business, as long as I was being 
forced out of the investigator racket by 
the cops. 

Nobody had seen me, and I'd seen no
body. And particularly, I hadn't seen 
George Taylor this morning. 

When I'd finished it, in Berk's office, he 
looked it over and smiled. 

He said, "George had a new love." 
"No kidding." 
"No kidding. Sylvie Jessup. You were 

kind of giving her the runaround, eh ? She 
got herself a lawyer, and this lawyer 
wasn't much better. So Sylvie went out 
on her own. Sylvie went right to George, 
and George listened again." Berk shook 
his head and chuckled. He was enjoying 
himself. 

"Funny ?" I asked. 
"Hell, yes. She claims he was all set 

to give his wife a divorce now. He was 
going to marry Sylvie. Three million dol· 
Iars you cheated her out of, Steve." 

u I cheated her ?" 
"That's right. She was at the living· 

room window of that lodge, watching you 
kill poor George. That's why I wanted 
this statement. Otherwise, you might have 
bluffed out of it by saying you dove in 
to save his life." 

"That's what I did," I said. "I tried to 
save his• tife ." 

"The jury will never believe it, not · 

with this statement. You know, Steve, 
where you made your mistake was not 
paying Sylvie her lousy two hundred and 
then combing her out of your hair. For 
want of a nail, a shoe, and so forth. That's 
what will kill you, Steve, being a piker." 

_ And I guess it will. Because the jury 
brought in the verdict two days ago. And 
the verdict was guilty. 

• Perfect Slae for Podcet or Pvrre (3�w x 2Y•w) 
• toolra fxoctly tile• •eol Gvn 
• Works Perfectly ,.,.,., rime 
• Highly-polished Chrome fin/ .. 
• tOO% Sotlsfoctlon Gvoronreecl 

Amazing new automatic cigarette 
l ighter . . . looks exactly like real 
gun. When your friends see it, they 
wi l l  gasp . , . pull the trigger and you 
have a sure light every time. Precision 
made with black composition handle. 
Handsomely boxed for gift-giving. Or
der yours today ! Send $2.98 and we 
will pay postage. If C.O. D . ,  4 1 c  extra 
for C. 0 D. charges. Either way, if not 
completely sat isfied, retum within 10 
days for complete refund. 

DRESDEN ART WORKS 189 W. Madison St., Dept. 723, Chicago2, 111. 

COM PUT& 
OUTPIT 

� ��,!I results In sales, Inquiries and con• • tacts • . .  saves time and moQey . . .;... 'f"no' easy 
• to use GEM STENCIL DUPLh.J\ TOR Is 

Ideal for Ad......Uing, Announcements; Node*•• • �..abets, Fomu, Price Uses-hundreds Of uses (Of' 
every type oi business and organization. • Comes complete with all supplies, Instructions 

I F;E�-�.fi'At"�trt'::�t it before ou buy itt Write and a GEM 3'UTFIT wilf be 
sent you postpaid. After 10 days, send onl • $7.60 or retum the GEM. no questions ask:Y, • 
The GEM must sell itself; you be the judge. • • I O N D  EQUIPMENT CO. • Dept. 131  • 6633 Enright • St. Loul1 5, Mo. 

- - S E N D  NQ MONE¥ . �R E-E ·tRI A L  OffER _.-
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ARTHUR GODFREY SAYS: 

·" I. C. s. made the impossible-easy ! " 
Yov'VE often heard Arthur Godfrey, famed 

"Huck Finn of Radio," ori his coast-to-coast "Talent 
Scouts" and other CBS programs-now winning new 
renown on television. But this is the first time you've 
heard the star on the subject of I. c. s. : 

"I had to quit ·· high achool bel ore the end ol 
m.)l .aecond year. · Later in lile, at the U. S. 
-Naval Materiel School at Bellevue, D: C., I had 
to maater a working knowledge ol math, all 
the .way from ai,.ple decimal• and fraction• 
thfough trigonometry, in the firat aix weeks or 
be dropped from the courae. So I took an 
I.C. S. Courae and finiahed at the head of the 
claai! : I.C.S. made �he impo .. ible-eaay!" · 

As usual, the former Navy radio operator and 
present Lt. Cqmmander in the U. S. Naval Reserve 
knows what' he's ta!king about. As an I.C.S. grad
uate, Mr. Go<lkey is in the best of all positions to 
tell you about. the educational system that's served 
so long as talent". scout for American industry. 

Study h1s 6tatement. Then mar-k; your interest on 
the coupon and mail it today for full information 
on what I. C. S,. can do for you/ 

. ' ·  

·. · _  . I N T ERNAT I O NAL  C O.R R E S PON D�NCE . S C HO OLS _ .,.: _ _  ,I APPRovEo � ·'"

· . BOX 3280-D, SCRANTON 9, PENNA. 
Without cost or obliaation. piiiSt send me full particulars about the course BEfORE which 1 Jaave nwktd X: 

Bualn ... •nd Chemical Cou ... M Electrlcat Cou ..... 
Academlo Cou,.M 0 Chemical [najneerina 0 Uectricll DraftinJ B :;.uPs��Lroo o0a!,=�: 8 ��::;::g�: �nn

d
a
�i:: 8 ��tl��:::r:,:���. 0 Business Administration 0 Chemistry, Mfe. .Iron & Stetl . 0 Ughtine Technician 0 Bus. Correspondence 0 Bus. Llw D.Petrottum Refimnc D Plastics 0 Practical Bectrician . 0 C•ljfied Pub6o Ac<:oulltinr Cl Pulp and Pap" Makinr 0 Power House Eloc:trlc 0. Comrrwciaf Civil Enaineerlng, Arahltec- 0 Ship Electrician · g tstrn::�:: 0 :r��i�t;: �����:C����D=n1· Internal Combuatlon 8 ��:�!!1�Jeat B ��ll

d
����!"::�

na 0 Coal Mi�n1 D A�"og}���i�:n
ur

... 0 Aviltion 8 Foremanship 0 Freneh 0 Conltactina and Buildina 8 �=�·:�:�: 0 Gas Enttnts 
� =:�::'ematics � �rus�'f:! B ��

g�:!Y le��;eerina Mechanical Course• 
0 Industrial Supervision 0 Readina Structural Blueprints D Alfonautical En&inter's. Jr. D Motor Traffic 0 Postal Civil Service 0 Sanitary Engineerini 0 Aircraft Oraftlna 0 Fli��:ht Enatneer 8 �=�'�ns:;pRebii Bus.��=�:;:��� § �:!:��:: ����;:,ina lj ��f��eatmentof M�a�aundfy Work 
D Sign Letterin1 0 Sftmography 0 Surveying and Mappln1 0 Industrial Engineering 
0 Spanish 0 Traffic Manaeement Communication• Coura• 0 lndustrlal lnstrumentatioD 

Air Conditioning and 0 EJectronics 0 lndustnai "
Metallurgy 

Plumbing Coun:a 0 Prac. FM and T£11evislon 0 Machtnt Shop 
0 Air ConditiorrinJ 0 .Prac. Tele�hony 0 Radio Operating D Machine Shop lnspeetioa 
0 Heating 0 Plumblnt: 0 f\adio, General 0 Radio Servicina O'Mechanical Dnftina I 0 Ref,lreraUon 0 Steam Fittin1 0 Tel&g�eph EnJineerina OlMechanical Enaint:trlnJ 

'o Mold-Loll W0<k 
0 Patt«nmakina-Wood, Mebtl 0 Readina Shop Blueprints 0 Stleet-Metal DraftinJ . 0 Stlee.t·Metal Worker 0 Ship Draftlna 0 StUp Fittin& 0 Tool Daianir�& Cl Toolmakin� 0 Welding EnrineoriAI 0 Wtidi na-Gas and Elec.lrit 

Railroad Cou ..... Cl Air Brake Cl Car lmpot!Alf 0 Dieset Locomotive 0 Locomotive Engineer 0 locomotive Fireman 0 Locomotive Machinist 0 Raitroad Section Foreman • 0 Steam and Diesel Loco. Eng. Stationary Englne�ring Courses 0 Boilermaking 0 Combus. Engrg. 0 Engine Runnina 0 Marine EngineerinR 0 Power Plant Engr. 0 Steam hsinHI' 
Textile Course. 8 �::: ::::'na:turtJ\e�ti�'t,���� 

D Woolen Manufactllfinl 

�ma Adm�------------------------------------
Qll'----------------->tate_ ______ �-------Worklna Hours.• _____ __,._aM. to.n-------''·M. 

Presant Posltion'----------------------,--'Employod by _______________ _ 

ltnath of Service (nrollment under G. I. Bill approved lor World Wlf II Yele�ans. Special tuition rates to members of the Anned·forces. 
in World War II Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Ltd., Montreal, Canada. 



The world�a ONLY complete, nationally advertised nylon· hosiery line actually guar· 
anteed against runs, snags or excessive wear, REGARDLESS OF CAUSE! It's 
amazing, but true! No matter· what the cause-hard use or deliberate abw.e--Kendex 
nylons are replaced FREE If they run, snag or become unfit for wear within entire 
guarantee period! Every weight from sheerest 15 denier to heavy 70 denier-all gauges 
up to luxury 60 gauge-all sizes, lengths, popular shades, fancy heels, blade seam
full f&��hioned and seamless. Nothing is missing to make sure every woman is pleased. 
In spite of the amazing guarantee, retail postage prepaid prices start at $1.08 the 
pair for sheerest 15 denier 51 gauge. Should Jr.ee replacement be necessary, actual 
cost becomes 54¢ a pair! How could any woman possibly resist saving money and 
solving .her hosiery. proble-? NOT SOLD IN STORES. Men and women wanted 
NOW, spare or full time, to . write orders and earn big money. You can get orders 
even if you never sold a thing in your life! 

MEN 'S HOSE 
GUA RA N TEED I YEAR 

LINGERIE . 
HO USECOA TS - ROBES 

WRITING 
ORDERS 

NA TIONA L L Y  
A D  VEI( TJSED 

Kendex gives you FOUR complete 
lines, including sensational men's 
hosiery line actually guaranteed for 
ONE YEAR ! Any pair not giving 
•atisfactory wear within 12 months is 
replaced FREE without question. All 
styles, patterns, colors, yarns (includ· 
ing nylon) at lowest prices that mean 
steady income for you 52 weeks a 
year. 

Full line of lingerie, housecoats and 
robes. WoV<Jn and knitted fabri� 
rayon, cotton and NYLON. Nothing 
is lacking. Unbelievable prices that 
defy competition and make women 
eager to order. Imagine a beautiful 
all NYLON slip, with NYLON lace, 
at $2.95 or a lace trimmed rayon 
satin slip at $1.58! Kendex values 
sell themselves. 

Kendex hu adtertlsed ia Life, Look, Col· 
lier's, McCall's, Saturday Evenins Poat, Ladiea' Home Journal, Good Housekeepina, 
etc. Cam .. the Good Housekeepina Guar. 
antee SeaL Thousand• of ordero shipped 
daily. Yearly volume in millions. A de· 
pendablo r .. ponsible national orcanization. 

FREE NYLON STOCKING AND MONEY-MAKING OUTFITS 
Man or woman - youna or old, YOU can easily earn ateady income, apare or full time. No money or experience needed. We supply 
EVERYTHING free and set you up in busin.., at OUR expenoe. Nothing to buy or deliver. Write orders. we deliver and collect. 
Big advance pay plua huge caah bonus that increases your earnings up to 40% ! Your name and addreu on postcard will brine you 
sample nylon otockina; oarnplet of lingerie, hose, robe materials ;  oell-oellina oaleo books with FULL COLOR illustrations; 36-pagc 
aales manual thowina you euy &tepa to success; color cards_ free "door openers" wonh $1 each but which you gh·e away free; 
apeclaJ plan to have othen eeD for you, etc., etc. You can start making money the minute you receive the complete FREE outfits! 

YOUR COST ONE CENT! 
SEND NO MONEY. Pay nothina now or later No obliaation. Not 
eYeD a promise to return outfits. Simply write your name and addr .. s 
on a penny postcard and mail to uo. We'll immediately rush you 
.-.erythiq you need FREE and postage prepaid. WRITE TODAY! 

KENDEX CORPORATION • BABYLON 7 9, N. Y . 



Dept. PP·ll, Garden City, N. Y. 

I Please send mt· at nr•cc--FHEE-all eight 
of the hook:-: dt•scrihNI on this pa�<' (worth � � �-00 In puhl .sht•ni' edit ions) and t'nrull me 

I a.s a rncml.lt'r. You mar start my sul>scrlp... 
tlnn with the curn·ut St·lt>ctinn. . 

I The hf'st-�f'lllnJ: hook 1 chnt):o:f' f'ach o.ti:tth 
may be eltiH'r tht· rnmlar S<'h.•ctuHI or any 
on(' ot the (Jtha pupulnr hooks clf'sCribed In I tlu• Club's monthly ' ' Ht•\·h.•w." ' 1 am to pay 
only �1 .49 ( plus a few ct'nts shipping 
chnri{<'S) IM f'a<'h mnnthly book :-:rnt to rnc. � 1 rna:r canct•l my :-:uh:-:criJltlon at any time I I nftrr huying tw£'1no hooks. There urc no 

I dllt .-: tor nw tn par: nu further cost or ohll
gatlon. G t 'A H A XTEE : I f  not clt•lil:ht�d I 
wi ll rt•turn all hooks i n 7 days and thi:; mem-1 hrrl<lhip will be cnnct.•lled! 

�lr. } I �n�� · · · · · · · · · · · · 'PiCtise· PTi.zlt. Pi:itDiY · · 

I· Address . 

I ZOII<' Xn. 
City. . . . . . . . .  (It any) . . . .  Stat<' . 

SltrJhll/1 hi{Jh• r in Canr ul•l. Addrrss: JO/; /111m/ St . .  Tm,nto 2 

L(OOrr ;;ood In l ' . . "i. and Catlllda cmly) 
-- - - � - - - ..... 

Why We Give You $18 .00 Worth of Books FRE 
You never pay any clues o r  club fees as a member

and every month you p:et your choire of fine new best-
sellers by authors likP Steinbeck, :\1augham. Heming· 
way and others equu/ly famous. 

1:  Your Savings are TREMENDOUS. Although the be•t· 
seller you choose tn<'h month may cost S:J or even 

more in publisher's editions. YOU pay the Club's bar
gain price of on ly S 1 . 1H. plus few <'ents for shipping
a <'lear savinJ!: of up t o  � 1 . �  on each book you take! 

2: You Choose Your Own Best-Sellers ! The novel you 
re('eive each month need NOT be Club's reoular 
Sele<;.tion. You may choose any ,,Jhf'T splendid new 
book described in the Club's publication " 'Review ," 
which is sent to you free. 

SEND NO MONEY ! 

ALL 8 
BOOKS FREE! 

THE PARASITES, 
. ·  by 

D•p h n e  JuMawrier 

6 FAMOUS FRENCH 
NOVELS. 

THE QUEEN BEE, 
by 'Ed nO Lee 

THE GENTU INFIDEl, 
by Lawrcrtcc 

Schoonouer 

THE STUBBORN 
HEART, 

by Fran It Sla u K h tcr -
l\1 ail coupon today-without money-and receive LORD JOHNNIE, ,. your parka�<> <'ontainin� books that would cost you by Lc.tic T. White 

o:;IS.OO TO I> A Y in publisher�· edhinns. You also get EACH BRIGHT Rl\'fR, 
the cur·rent �election now be in� diso·ibuted to m('m· · by Mildred 
bers. TI-lE" you will und<>rstand why thi� 1:-; ' 'Am<>r. M. McNeilly 
ira·, lli"•e•t llar•ain Book Club' " ! BOOK u;_\G l"E ARABIAN NIGHTS. OF .D!ERJ ) pt. I' '· I I  · rden C1ty N. Y. -""--------' 




