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SAVE 4 PROFITS ON 
LUMBER, MILLWORK 
HARDWARE & LABOR 

The Aladdin Readi-Cut System of Construc· 
tion enables you to save 18% lumber waste 
and up to 30% labor costs, and guarantees 
you will receive the highest quality dry lum· 
ber and a COMPLETE house as specified. 
You can buy your COMPLliTE house, ALL 
IN ONE SHIPMENT, direct from our 
mills and save the in-between profits. 

���DI- $1492 
HOUSE FRE I G H T  P A I D  

HOW TO BEAT THE HIGH COST OF BUILDING 
Every hour you can put in on the construction of your Aladdin 
home means a saving to you of from $2.00 to $3.00 per hour 
on its cost. That means a SAVING of. from $15.00 to $18.00 
for every day you work on it!**** Depending on the size of the 
house, the carpenter work sums up to from three hundred 
hours to twelve hundred hours.**** WITH MOST OF THE 

SKILLED L.>.BOR ALREADY PERFORMED when you 
receive your Aladdin Readi-Cut, what an opportunity you 
have to bring down the cost of your new home to practically 
a pre-war level. Our drawings and instructions cover every
thing from the foundation up, so you can save any part, 
or even all labor costs. 
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WHAT YOU GET WHEN YOU BUY AN ALADDIN 
You get ALL THE LUMBER cut to fit by fast machinery-produc
tion line methods-marked and numbered, ready to erect prac· 
tically without the use of a saw; also siding, flooring, interior 

trim, all millwork, doors, windows. mouldings, glass, hardware, 
nails, roofing, paint and complete drawings with instructions. 
Many Aladdin home buyers erect their own houses. 

ALADDIN GUARANTEE: SATISFACTION OR YOUR MONEY BACK 

NEW 1950 CATALOG IN FULL COLORS JUST OUT r-------------------------------------------------------------� 

Send 25 cents today THE ALADDIN co. I 
Bay City, Mich. 1 for Catalog M-20 or Wilmington, N.C. ! I I 
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I own l �----------·-·-----------·-·-------------------------· 

OFFICES AND MILLS IN 
MICHIGAN & NORTH CAROLINA 

Ranch Houses, Colonials, Cape Cods and 
Modern plans; also Storage Walls and Ex
pansion Attics. ALADDIN HOUSES ARE 
NOT PREFABRICATED. 

IMMEDIATE DELIVERY 
Address Neorest Ofllce 

THE ALADDIN CO. 
BAY CITY, MICHIGAN or 

WILM INGTON, N. C. 
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IF YOU were smart enough tG- finish high 
school, you already know the answer. A high 
school diploma is a must if you want a decent 
job at a decent wage. But it's not enough if 
you want more: Real security. Responsible 
positions. Big rewards. 

I. C. S. training is specialized training that 
helps you go farther, faster. It supplements 
your high school education with the practical, 
working knowledge you need for immediate as 
well as future advancement. Equally impor• 
tant, it gives you the confidence and self· 
assurance so characteristic of competent, 
well-trained, successful men. 

The courses of these famous schools aro 
designed so you can learn while you earn, 
You study in your spare time. At work you 
prove and apply what you learn. 

This system of training is backed up by 58 
years of I. C. S. experience. It is success· 
�oved by thousands of students reporting 
promotions and pay increases. It can mean the 
difference between "halfway" and "headway" 
lor you. 

Job competition is getting stiffer every day 
for high school graduates. Mark and mail the 
coupon NOW! 

Nomot------------------------------------A;�moAdM�-------------------------------------

""1'-----------------------------"''''--------------------------Worklnt Houra.•-------"•.11. '"'"�-----'P.II 

,..,.., Posltlon--------------------------------------------... 'Empklytd bY:-:--:-:;:--:--:----:----:-:::-:---:-::------
Lonlllt of StfVico Enroll mont under G.l. Billopprovtd for World War II Votorons. Specill tuiljon rotos to mtmboro of tllo Armtd For-
Ill wortd War II Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian, ltd .. Montrllll. caudL 



REAVY FOR THE RACKETS 
.4. l)«;pal'bnt;nl 

Dear Detective Fans : 
Always remember that it's a crook's 

business to be convincing. Your best pro
tection is to· know your business better 
than he knows his. For as long as there 
are careless people, rackets will thrive. 

That's why the Better Business Bureau 
in your town is operating-to help you 
safeguard your interests beforehand. And 
for the same reason, you readers turn to 
this column every month. Here we expose 
the latest double-dealing rackets making 
the rounds so that you can lock your 
doors before the thief comes--not after he 
leaves with your savings. 

Each month we print the letters you 
send in which tell of your own personal 
experiences with swindlers and racketeers 
of all kinds. For-every letter of yours we 
use, we will send you $5.00-making it 
profitable for you to help us all learn from 
your experience. Of course, we'll with
hold your name if you wish. 

However, no letters will be returned, 
unlesi accompanied by a stamped, self
addressed envelope. You understand that 
because of the press of mail in the office, 
we can't enter into personal correspon
dence regarding your letters. 

Be sure to address all letters to The 
Rackets Editor, care of DIME DETEC
TIVE MAGAZINE, 205 East 42nd 
Street, New York 17, New York. 

Now, let's see what we're up against: 

Taken for a Ride 
Dear Sir: 

Born and raised in New York City, I should 
have been alert to swindlers of the city slicker 
type. It may have been that working on a 
farm in New Jersey for a couple of years put 
a showing of hayseed in my hair, and addled 
my brains a bit. Anyway I got "hooked." 

Tired of fanning, I came back to New York 
City and was standing outside an employment 
agency looking for a job on the "posted" list. 
Near me was another guy who seemed on the 
point of going inside. He hesitated a moment 
then asked: 

"What type of job you looking for, Bud?" 
Without thinking much about it, I answered: 
"An elevator operator." 

"Gosh," he exclaimed. "You belong to the 
union?" 

I looked rather disappointed. When I last 
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was working in New York, elevator operators 
were "free lance." A union card would cost 
money. 

That was blunder one, on me, letting a 
stranger read my thoughts I 

The guy started again for the doorway� then 
came back to me, he says : "I was sent by my 
boss to find a doorman at this agency. Would 
you care for a job like that at so much 
per week?" 

"Sure." I eagerly bit at the bait. "Couldn't 
you give me the address?" "Well," he looked over 
my build and suit critically. "It's at the Hotel 
--. Got a uniform?" I admitted I didn't have 

. a uniform but probably could buy one. "How 
much money could you send?" he asked, not too 
interestedly. 

"About $25," I answered, because now I was 
eager for the job. 

"Come on then. W e'tl go to a certain de
partment store where the floor walker is a 
friend of mine. He'll give you a break on the 
price." 

Like a lamb to the slaughter, I went along, 
all unsuspecting. At the store, we got inside, 
1potted the floorwalker headed toward the next 
aisle with his back toward us. 

"Have your money ready," says my com
panion, looking at his watch. "I'm supposed 
to be back on duty. I'm ten minutes late 
already." 

I get my money out, counted it to make sure 
it was exactly $25. 

Just then the floorwalk�r starts towards us, 
up the aisle next to us. "Here," says my com
panion. "I'll catch him before he gets to that 
customer." Snatching my $25 he slips up that 
aisle-and disappears. 

For a moment I hestitated, watching for him 
to emerge. from the crowd of customers, some
where near the floorwalker, before I snapJ?ed 
my fingen; and started in pursuit. An elevator 
showed the "down" signal nearby, and I started 
down the stairs after it. Too late-the elevator 
was empty, the passengers gone, so was my $23. 
Outside stood a big Irish cop who listened to 
my story sympathetically. Finally, as he ad
mitted it was too late to catch the thief, he 
asked, "Where did you say you were born?" 

"New York City," I admitted. 
"Begorra !" he ejaculated vehemently, "and 

I was born in Ireland, yet I never fell for a 
trick like that." 

Dear Sir: 

R. Gunderson, 
Farmingdale, N. J, 

No Homework for Her 
I have been reading your department for some 

time and think you are doing a lot to keep peo_ple 
from throwing hard-earned money away in an 
effort to earn more by working at home. 

(Please continue on page 94) 



IF you're that man, liere•s somei:liingtliaf will In:• 
terest you. . 

Not a magic formula-not a get-rich-quick scheme
but something more substantial, more practical. 

Of course, you need something more than just the 
Clesire to be an accountant. You've got to pay the prioe 
-be willing to study earnestly, thoroughly. 

Still, wouldn't it be worth your while to sacrifice 
some of your leisure in favor of interesting home study 
-over a comparatively brief period? Always provided 
that the rewards were good-a salary of $4,000 to 
$10,000? . 

.An accountant's duties are interesting, varied and of 
real worth to his employers. He has slant/ing! 

Do you feel that such things aren't for you? Well, 
CJon't be too sure. Very possibly they can be! 

Why not, like so many before you, investigate 
LaSalle's modern Problem Method of training for an 
accountancy position? 

Just suppose you were permitted to work in a large 
accounting house under the personal supervision of an 
expert accountant. Suppose, with his aid, you studied 
accounting principles and solved problems day by day 
--easy ones at first-then more difficult ones. If you 
could do this-and could turn to him for advice as the 
problems became complex - soon 

You cover accountancy from the basic Principles rlglif 
up through Accountancy Systems and Income Tax Pro
cedure. Then you add C. P. A. Training and prepare 
for the C. P. A. examinations. 

& you go along, you absorb the principles of Audit· 
lng, Cost Accounting, Business Law, Statistical Con• 
twl, Organization, Management and Finance. 

Your progress is as speedy as you care to make it
depeniling on your own eagerness to learn and the time 
you spend in study. 

Will recognition come? The only answer, as you 
kn?'o/• is that success does come to the man who is really tramed. It's possible your employers will notice your 
improvement in a very few weeks or months. Indeed, 
many LaSalle graduates have paid for their training
with increased earnings-before they have completed 
it! For accountants, who are trained in organization 
and management, are the executives of the future. 

Write For This Free Book 
Fo.r your own good, don't put off investigation of all 
the facts. Write for our free 48-page book, "Accoun· 
tancy, The Profession That Pays," It'll prove that 
accountancy offers brilliant futures to those who aren't 
afraid of serious home study. We'll also include "Ten 
Years' Promotion in One"- a book which has 

helped many men. Send us the you'd master them all. 
That's the training you follow in 

principle under the LaSalle Problem 
Method. 

Over 3200 Certified 
Public Accountants among 

LaSalle alumni 

coupon now. 
LASALLE EXTENSION 

CHICAGO St ILL. 

rr=========it'---------------------------------
LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY� Other LaSalle 

Opportunities 
0 Hlgber Aeeountanc7 
0 C.P.A. Coaehlng 
0 Bookkeeping 
0 Law: LL.B. Degree 
0 Boelneae Management 
0 Saleemanohlp 
0 Traffics Management 
0 Foremanehip 
0 lndu•tr'l Management 
0 Stenotypy 

(Maehine Shorthand) 

A CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTION 
417 5. Dearborn St. Dept. 4334-HR Chicago 5, 111. 
I want to be an accountant. Send me without obligation; "Account· 
ancy, The Profession That Pays" -also "Ten Years Ptomouon in One." 

Namt ................................................................................. .Agt ....... ,, __ 

Addrtss ............................................................................................... -..,. 

Cit1, Z�nt 6: Sttllt,,, __ ,_, ................. _,_,_, ___ , __ 



THE TRAil LEADS to Italy but the 
Black Hand brings death again .. , 

' thistimetothecopwhoisJohnny'e 
beet pall. 

A LOVELY GIRL fears for 
Johnny'slife but her pleas 
and kisses c a n't sway 
him from his purpoeel 

IN THI LAil of the Black Hand Johnny 
is held captive and tortured becauee 
he knows too muchl 

Does Johnn y escape from the 
clutches of the BLACK HAND' Ca1t 
Johnny, alone, destroy the evlt 
band of the BLACK HAND' See 
M•G·M'I suspense-taut th riller, .. 

starring 

GENE KELLY 
J. CARROLL NAISH· TERESA aLU 

Screen Play by luther Davis 
From a Story by leo Townsend � 

OlrectM by RICHARD THORP£ 
Produced by WILLIAM H. WRIGHT 

A Mwo-Golclwyn-Mayet" Picture 



THOUSA OS 0 · PlAY 
who never thought they could! 

Shares Course With 'Sister Thrilled by Playfng 
I've had _my lessons Juat a week. I think 
your course .fs super. I was more thrUled. 
than words can express when I found I 
IJOUid aotually J>i&Y Amertca, The Merry 
Widow Waltz 

.�dT.�
t
��celonaJ.''Mlcb. 

Wouldn't Take $1000 for Course 
The lessons are so simple that a.nyone can 
undetOtand them. I have learned to pla.y 
by note in a lltUe more than a month. I 
wouldn't take a thousand dollars for my 

':.�
t
e;,ctg:.S..J!UI6f c::'u\",i;��� ��� anu;! tblng beUer. I reoommen'd your course 

highly. My sister shares It w!Ui me and 

Finding New Joy 
I am flndinl! a new Joy that I never ..xper!onced before, for I 
have always wantocl to play, but 
had riven up hope unUJ I beard' ot your course. 

•c. s. Lucien, Okla. 

Plays After i Months 
I hesitated before sending for your cou.rae because of an earlier e:r.perienoe I had with a course by 
ear from another comva.ny. I am 
playing pieces now I never dreamed 
I woUld play after only two months. 

•E. T. Prichard, Ala. 
• Aetual puvlla' names on requesl 
P!cturM by proteulonr.I models. 

course. •s. E. A.., Kansas City, Mo. 
feels the sam·b��· G •• 'Wausau, Wlso. 

You, too, can play any instrument 
By this EASY A-8-C Method 

YOU think It's difficult to learn 
music? That's what thousand.��_ 

of others have thought! Just like 
you, they long to play some Instru
ment- the plano, violin. guitar, 
saxophone or other favorites. But 
they denied themselves the pleas
ure-because they thought It took 
months and years of tedious study 

'to learn. 

Learn in Spare Time at Home 
And then they made an amazing; dis

covery I They learned about a wonderful 
way to learn music at home-without a 
private teacher-without tedious study
and in a surprisingly short time. They 
wrote to the U. S. School of Music for the 
facts about this remarkable short-cut 

spare time at home for only a few cents 
a day. Never mind If you have no musical 
knowledge or talent. Just read the fas

cinating booklet and Print and Picture 
sample that explain all about the U. S. 
School method. (Instruments supplied 
when needed. cash or credit.) Tear out the 

coupon now; before yoU turn the :nage. 
U. S. School of 
Mu.s ic, 3674 
Brunswick Bldg., 
New Yo�k 10, N. Y�. 
(52nd year) 

· 

FREE! 
Print and Picture 

Sample 

NOTICE 
Pleaae don't coniuM 
our method wU.h any ayetemlli cla.lml.b• to teach "without muatc•• or uby ear". we 
teach you easily and 
QUi'*ly to Pl&1' Nat 
muete, any muelc by 
standard notee - not 
by any trtck or num· 
bltr eystem. 

method. And the facta '* opened their eyes! They P••••••••••• T ••••••••••••••••• were amazed to find how I U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC easy it was to learn. 367' B · k Bid N ' y k 1 N y The result? Over 850,000 
• runswlc II'•• ew or 0, • • 

men an� women hav� stud- �h�:�b���� �1����.�g
d
�/�i���:!Y Jl'u:e:,::��:J<f.� led mus1c at home th1s sim- "How to Learn Music at Home", and your free Print and 

pie, A-B-C way. Now, all Picture Sample. 
over the world, enthusiastic Plano Saxophone Clarinet 
music-lovers are enjoying Guitar Trumpet, Cornet Trombone 
the �rilling satisfaction .of H'(l"

11
j��n f!�:;. :::lo Organ �'.":::rn creatmg; their own mus1c. VIolin Ukulele Element&I'J' 

They have found the key to Plano Accordion Harmony 
g;ood times, popularity and 

Praotlcal 
Finger 
Control 

Piccolo 
Mandolin 

profit. Kr. Have you 
Miss • •••••••• , ••••••••• • • • • ••••••••••••• Instrume11t P •• , , .• , ••• 
Mrs. · (PI- print) 

Costs only few cents a Day 
And that's what you can 

do, right now. Get the proof 
that you, too, can learn to 
play your favorite instru
ment - quickly, easily, in 

Address ••••• , •• , ••••• , ••• , ••••••••••••••••• -.:,.,. ••• ''" •• •:t:�,,, 

Clt7 ................... ................. Btal<! .............. . NOTE: If you are under 18 years of age, P&r81lt must &lin OOUJ>Oil, 
·············------------------� SAVE 2t - STICK COUPON ON PENNY POSTCARD 



SHUT·HE YOIJR 
Because the 1traylng honey needed nylon., 

Detective /im Benneu played cat and mouse

with a desperate kiUer • 

• • 

CHAPTER ONE 
Five-Gee Bait 

IT STARTED a.s a routine day for me, 
as routine days go with employees of 
The National Detective Agency, In

corporated. But it didn't stay routine for 
long. Murder may be common, but it is 
never routine. 

I had spent most of the day trailing a 
sixteen-year-old daughter of a local ty
coon. The girl had skipped with the hand
some but aging leader of a third-rate dance 
band. I found her where the Romeo band 
leader left her-in a juke-box joint. Three 
cheeseburgers and a malted milk convinced 

10 
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12 Robert Martin 

her that she'd better return home to papa. 
When I drove her back to Cleveland, papa 
paid off with a fat check. Before I was 
off the front terrace, I heard him smacking 
the daylights out of her with what sounded 
like a sturdy fiat board. 

It was past seven in the evening when I 
arrived at the office. Sandy Hollis, my 
secretary, had left on my desk some reports 
to the boss in New York, and a penciled 
note which read: 

Jim: 
Boss called-collect. Said he was charg

ing call to our o ffii:e to teach yOil to get re
/JrJrts in on time. Had 'em all typed, but you 
didn'.t show up. Better sign and drop in box. 
Man .•mNJ Alvin T. Bayne was in around 5:00 ,..m. Qtlite upset. Wants yo11 to call 
him as soon as J'Otl retum. Perry 26544. 
W Qultln.'t tell me anything, but left $500.00. 
Tcld him l U!fJS not authorized to accept 
fees, but he left it a1�yway. I Ptlt le is the 
safe. 'Night. 

s. 

I lit a cigarette and thought about Alvin 
T. Bayne. I had met him several times, 
and his life story was welt known in indus
trial and civic drdes. People liked to call 

·him a self-made man, a rough diamond. 
He was the owner and operator of a fleet 
o.f trucks covering Ohio, Michigan, Indi
ana and western Pennsyivania, with a 
main office on the Square, and bmnches 
and terminals in six cities. He lived in a 
big sandstone house east o£ town along the 
lake. His credlt rating was Double-A 
Plus, and he belonged to three country 
dubs, {QUr fraternal lodges, and just about 
every civic and service organization there 
was to join. 

' 

He had quit .school .after the seventh 
grade to werk on the lake freighters. Then 
followed ten years of driving trucks from 
Boston to Los Angeles for various outfits. 

When he was thirty years old, he had pur
chased a tractor and trailer outfit and bad 
gone i!)to business for himseli .• Ten years 
later he had pyramided his. single rig into 
three hundred units, and the Bayne Road
way outfits were a familiar sight on the 
highways of the midwest. 

A year previously, according to the 
know-it-ails on the Square, romance had 
rome to Alvin T. Bayne. In a·gaudy back
street nightclub in the shadow of the 
Youngstown steel mills he had met a 
dancer named Arlene Aragon�real name, 

Beulah Zablonski-and had become her 
husband after a midnight trip across the 
Ohio border into quick-marrying Ken
tucky. 

I had never met Mrs. Bayne, but I re
membered him as a big, hulking man with 
serious eyes and thick brown hair. His 
suits cost him two hundred dollars a copy, 
but they never seemed to fit him quite 
right. His drivers sometimes found him 
lugging freight on one of his loading 
docks, and he frequently climbed into a 
semi-outfit and personally delivered a car
go to its destination. 

I rather liked and admired Alvin T. 
Bayne, but I was tired from chasing the 
teenager, and I hadn't had any dinner. 
Still, business was business, and a detec
tive agency can't make any money by 
knocking off at five in the afternoon. I 
picked up the phone and called Perry 
26544. 

A female voice answered in an intimate 
drawl, "Hello there, darling." 

I said, "Is Mr. Bayne there?" 
There was .a second's 'silence on the wire. 

Then the voice said cautiously, "Who is 
this?" 

"My name is Bennett, Mr. Bayne ieft 
word for me to call him." 

There was another short silence, and then: "Mr. Bayne is busy at the moment. 
He's in the kitchen stirring a pitcher Df 
martinis. He likes martinis, but I like 
manhattans. I already have mine, and now 
he is making his. I hate martinis. We're 
having dinner shortly-! mean, Alvin is. 
I'm going out. This is Arlene speaking-
1 mean, Mrs. Bayne. Could I give him a 
message for you?" 

I decided that Mrs. Bayne had bad more 
than a couple manhattans. "LOok, ma
'am," I said patiently. "Mr. Bayne .asked 
me to call him. I haven't any message for 
him, but he may have Dne for me. How 
about you stirring his martinis for a while 
and asking him to come to the phone?" 

"Oh, I couldn't possibly do that," she 
protested. "Alvin always insists upon 
making his own. He says I bruise them. 
But maybe I could stir them, ever so gen
tly, while he talks to you. Shall I suggest 
that to Alvin?" 

"By all means," I said. 
I got nothing but silence for maybe 

three minutes. Then I heard a pleasant 



Sheathe Your Claws, Hellcat! 13 
tinkling sound, and man's voice boomed in 
my ear, "Hear that, Bennett? They're 
just right and ready to pour. How about 
coming out and having a few?" 

. "Thanks," I said, "hut I can't tonight. 
If you're busy no\\-, maybe we could get 
together in the morning. You can come 
here, or I'll be glad to come to your office. 
About ten o'clock?" 

"Tomorrow is no damn good," Bayne 
said. "This deal has to go through to
night. You come out here now, or you 
don't get a dime of that half-grand I left 
with that cute little brown-eyed gal of 
yours." He paused, and then added in a 
lowered voice, "I gotta see you tonight. 
That half-grand is only a start-if you 
come out now." 

That got me. "How do I get out to 
your place?" I asked him. -

He told me to follow the lake road out 
of town to the third crossroad and turn 
left toward the lake. His house was the 
last one on the right, facing the lake. 

"O.K.," I said, and l hung up. ' 

BEFORE I left, I signed the reports 
Sandy had typed, placed them in an 

envelope and sealed the flap. Then, carry
ing the reports, I moved to the door. The 
phone began to ring, and I went back to 
my desk and lifted the instrl1ment. "Yes?" 

It was Alvin T. Bayne again. "Listen, 
Bennett," he said in a low, guarded voice. 
"I'm glad I caught you-wanted to give 
you a picture so you could be thinking 
about it on the way out. I couldn't talk 
with my wife here in the room. She's gone 
upstairs with her damned manhattan to get 
herself fixed up-to play bridge at a female 
party in town." 

He paused, and added bitterly, "Or so 
she says . .But I know better. She's got a 
date with a guy, and I'm sick of putting 
up with it. I want to divorce her, but un
less I work it just right, she'll take me for 
my shirt. I've been wise to her for a long 
time, but I've played dumb, waiting for 
my chance. Thts is it. 

"I know she's meeting this heel-John 
Damon-tonight. I came home early this 
afternoon, and I heard her talking to him 
on the phone. I want you to get a load 
of evidence that'll stand up in court. 
and-" 

"Now, wait," I broke in. 

"You fellows know how to handle a job 
like that," he went on, ignoring my inter
ruption. 

"I just want to get rid of her, and for
get about her. After you get what you 
need, go to my attorney, Orvil Hewin�, 
in the Great Lakes Building. He'll watt 
for you in his office tonight. The quicker 
we act, the better. That fancy dame has 
sure been a high-priced headache to me. 
Next time I'm gonna pick me a nice fat 
farm girl, and keep her barefooted and 
fenced in. 

"And another thing-tomorrow I've got 
a date with Hewing to cut my wife out of 
everything-my will, life insurance, bank 
accounts, property, the works. I don't 
want her to get her hooks on a nickel of 
mine. Now, look. She's leaving pretty 
quick. You just mosey out here, and you 
and me will have a couple or three drinks. 
We'll wait a while, and then you go out 
there and surprise the hell out -of them." 

"Mr. Bayne," I said, "my agency 
doesn't do work of that nature. It's against 
regulations. But I'll be glad to recommend 
someone for you." 

"Dammit," he snapped. "If I wanted a 
two-bit peeper with a damned flash cam
era, I'd hire him. But this has to be a 
first-class job with no slips. I want you. 
That half-grand is peanuts. If you do me 
a job, I'll pay up to five grand-to get rid 
of her. How about it?" 

Five thousand dollars. For a simple 
divorce j9b. I gulped. I thought of the 
stern agency ruling against such work, but 
at the same time I thought of the boss, 
that greedy and shrewd old man, who had 
built a vast and profitable organization up
on the human weaknesses. To him, I de
cided grimly, five thousand dollars would 
purify a taboo divorce job and elevate it 
to the respectable realm of assistance in 
domestic relations. I said cautiously, 
"Well ... . " 

"Good," he said. "Come right out. 
She's coming d6wn the stairs now." He 
hung up. 

I cradled the phone slowly, and leaned 
back in my chair. In spite of the prospect 
of a five thousand dollar fee, I wasn't 
happy. I knew about John Damon. A 
smooth, agate-hard character who dabbled 
in back-alley gambling joints and shady 
night clubs. He drove around town in a 
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lemon-yellow convertible, usually with a 
brassy, painted doll by his side. 

Six months ago the county sheriff�s de
partment had tried to connect Damon, or 
his men, with the murder of a wild play
boy named Jeff Fairfax who had lost a big 
chunk of his dad's money at one of Da
mon's dice tables. The playboy's dad had 
tried to sue Damon, and the kid had prom
ised to testify. Two days later the kid had 
been found in a quarry with a bullet hole 
in his head. There was a big rumpus 
raised about it, but the case had fizzled out 
for lack of evidence. 

I knew about John Damon, all right, 
and I didn't look forward with anything 
like pleasure to getting mixed up with 
him. But five thousand dollars was a lot 
of money, and business at the Cleveland 
branch hadn't been too good lately. 

I took a short-barreled .38 from my desk 
drawer, checked the cylinder, dropped it 
into my inside coat pocket, locked the of
fice, and went down to the street. I had 

. a bowl of soup, a sandwich, and two cups 
of black coffee at a restaurant around the 
corner, climbed once m9re into the agency 
car, and headed east on the lake boule
vard. It was aft�r eight o'clock when I 
turned into the drive leading up to the 
home of Alvin T. Bayne. . 

There was a low black sedan parked in 
one stall of a three-car garage. The other 
two stalls were empty. I turned off my car 
lights, and walked across the drive to the 
house. It faced the lake. As I stood on 
the front stoop the wind beat against my 
face, and I could hear the waves pounding 

. on a rocky beach below. I punched the 
bell button, and waited. 

Through a wide windew on my right I 
saw a softly-lit room filled with mirrors 
and pastel-tinted furniture. I punched the 
bell again. Nothing happened. I stepped 
down to a curving flagstone walk and 
moved around to the rear. Here was a 
latticed back porch, and I could see into 
a brightly-lit kitchen. I went up the porch 
steps, and peered through a screen door 
into the kitchen. On the sink there was 
a tray of melting ice cubes and an array 
of bottles. I recognized the ingredients for 
manhattan cocktails-whiskey, sweet ver
mouth, bitters, a jar of red cherries; and 
the gin, dry vermouth, orange bitters and 

· olives for martinis. 

I rattled my knuckles on the edge of the 
screen door. A gray-striped cat padded 
into the middle of the kitchen and gazed 
at me with steady green eyes. I rattled the 
screen door, noting t'1at it was hooked 
from the inside. The only response I got 
was a meow from the cat. I went around 
to the front of the house again, and tried 
the door. It swung open, and I stepped 
inside. 

"Hey," I said loudly. 
Nothing but big chunks of silence. I be

gan to move slowly through the elegantly 
furnished rooms, wishing that I was the 
hell out of there. On a huge low table 
before a long, tomato-red divan was an 
empty cocktail glass and two tall bar 
glasses. There was a long stirring spoon 
in each glass. From the contrasting diluted 
colored liquid in the bottom of each glass 
-amber in one, pink in the other-! 
guessed that they had contained Alvin 
Bayne's martinis, and his wife's manhat
tans. 

In the low-ceilinged dining room, I 
found the table set with a silver pot of 
cold coffee, a wooden bowl containing a 
salad of tomato, enions and lettuce, and a 
plate bearing two sandwiches. Nothing, 
apparently, had been touched. I picked up 
one of the sandwiches and took ·a bite. 
Tuna fish. I chewed on the sandwich and 
gazed about. Off the dining room was a 
small alcove containing a small desk and 
an ivory-painted te1ephone. I moved over 
to the desk. 

On the open page of a combination 
calendar and appointment book was a 
scrawled notation: Thursday--dinner 
bridge at Florence Markham's. Today was 
Thursday. 

I wandered back int� the living room. 
On my right a curving stairway wound 
upward. I went slowly up the carpeted 
steps. I didn't want to, but I was in it 
now, and I had to finish. 

At the top of the stairs there was a wide 
space, a sort of an upstairs sitting room. 
Gn a polished table was another telephone, 
and a long-stemmed cocktail glass. Except 
for a lone red cherry, the glass was empty. 
Beside the table was a straight backed chair 
and a floor lamp. The lamp was turned 
on. I moved to the nearest door and 
opened it. 

There was a slightly musty smell, as if 
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the room hadn't been used. Probably a 
guest room. A tall chest of drawers stood 
against one wall. All of the drawers had 
been pulled out, and one lay upside down 
on the floor. I backed out and opened an
other door. It was a twin of the first room, 
with the same musty smell, with the draw
ers of the chest pulled out. 

The third room had been live<il in. It 
was big and masculine, apparently where 
Alvin Bayne had slept. The whole room 
was in a state of violent disarray-dresser 
drawers pulled out, their contents scat
tered, clothing and shoes strewn over the 
floor. 

Then I backed out and stared at the 
fourth and last door across the wide hall. 
As I started to move toward it, an ob
ject on the floor caught my eye. I stooped 
down and picked it up. A man's wallet. 
I opened it. It was stuffed with various 
membership cards, all in the name of 
Alvin T. Bayne. The wallet contained no 
money-not a single dollar bill. I dropped 
it on the floor, and moved to the door. It 
was standing slightly ajar, and I kicked 
it slowly inward. 

The scent of perfume was strong. I 
could see a huge mirror above a low 
dressing table. The mirror reflected my 
own image, showing that I needed a shave. 
Bottles and jars of beauty lotions on 
top of the table had been upset and 
scattered. I stepped inside the room and 
peered .about. The same jumbled confu
sion. Various articles of women's cloth
ing were scattered everywhere. Like the 
rest of the rooms, it had been quickly 
ransacked. 

I swallowed the last of the sandwich. 
My mouth felt dry, and it was hard·to get 
the sandwich down. I backed slowly out 
of the bedroom, and moved slowly down 
the hall. 

I found Alvin Bayne in the bathroom. 
He was huddled on the floor, just inside 
the door. He wore a pair of green-striped 
shorts. Shaving cream lather was on his 
face, and a bullet hole under his left eye. 
A little blood had trickled down and 
mingled with the white lather. 

The sandwich still seemed to be sticking 
in my throat. I turned slowly and went 
down the stairs. I walked straight out of 
the house, got into the car, and drove 
away. 
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CHAPTER TWO 

Bade to the WaD 

I SHOULD have called the police. But 
Alvin Bayne had been, or had been 
about to be, a client of mine. I knew 

that the five thousand dollars he had men
tioned was now down the drain, but I 
figured I owed him a little something for 
the five hundred dollars he had paid in 
advance. The least I could do w� notify 
his lawyer, and then maybe do a little 
snooping before the alarm wen� out and 
the cops took over. Bayne didn't need a 
divorce now, but I still wanted to earn 
the money he had given me. I knew I 
would probably get in bad with Homicide
Lieutenant Rockingham, but I had been 
in bad with him before, and I wasn't 
worrying about that. · 

As I turned into the main highway and 
headed for town, I thought I caught a 
glimpse in the rear-view mirror of a car 
behind me without headlights, but I wasn't 
sure. I kept watching, but as the traffic 
thickened around me I decided I had been 
mistaken. 

The Great Lakes Building was on the 
:west side of town. I found a parking space 
in front of a drug store two blocks away 
and walked back. The building was in 
the middle of a block beside a dark . alley. 
Inside the lighted foyer I glanced at the 
office directory board and saw that Orvil 
W. Hewing; Attorney-at-Law, was on the 
third floor. 

· Since the elevators were closed for the 
night, I climbed a narrow stairway. When 
I got to the third floor, I walked down 
a long hall lined with dark offices with 
frosted glass doors. I turned a corner, 
and I saw that all of the doors. in this 
hall were dark, too-except one. Hew
ing's name was on that door in big black 
letters. I started for it. 

Behind me, a soft voice said, "Hold it." 
I swung around. A big broad man in 

a gray tweed suit and dark brown felt 
hat stood about six feet behind me. He 
held a black automatic close to his side. 
With his free hand he crook� a finger 
at me. 

"Come here," he said softly. He had 
a smooth, pleasant race, and he was smil
ing in a friendly manner. 

I shook my head silently, and kept an 
eye on the gun in his hand. 

He shrugged his big shoulders, and 
sauntered slowly toward me. When he 
was close to me, he cocked an eyebrow 
in a quizzical manner. "Packing a rod, 
friend ?" 

I didn't say anything. I didn't like the 
_ professional way he held the gun, and the 

watchful look in his eyes. He chuckled 
softly, turned a little away from me so · 
that I couldn't make a pass for the gun. 
With his left hand he deftly lifted the .38 
from my inside coat pocket. I let him. 
There wasn't much else I could do. He 
dropped my gun into a pocket of his tweed 
coat and grinned at me. 

"I thought you fellows never got 
dressed without a shoulder holster," he 
said. 

I found my voice, said, "That's just in 
the movies." 

He smiled, and motioned with the auto
matic in the direction of the .stairway. 
"This way, please," he said politely. 

"Where ?" I asked. 
"Just a little walk, friend," he said. 

"Not far." He stepped behind me and 
prodded me in the back with the auto
matic. He wasn't gentle. "March," he 
said softly. "And no ruckus-or I'll do 
it here." 

I walked. 
He stayed a little behind me. As we 

went down the stairs, I said, "What is 
this ?" 

I heard him chuckle. "I don't mind 
telling you, friend-as long as you be
have yourself. I'm just doing a little job 
for the boss. Really, you should know 
better than to concern yourself with Mr. 
Damon's lady friends." 

We hit the landing. As we started 
down the second flight of steps, I said, 
"Then you followed me from Bayne's 
house ?" 

"Of course," he said. 
"And you killed Bayne," I said. "I seem 

to remember a kid named Jeff Fairfax 
who was found in a quarry with a slug in 
his head." 

" Now, now," he chided. " Don't be 
dragging out dead cats. Young Fairfax 
was indiscreet. " 

. ''So was Alvin Bayne,'' I said. "You 
killed him-for Damon. Because Bayne 
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was going to make a stink about his wife 
and Damon." 

· 

"How you talk," he said in a hurt voice. 
And then he added pleasantly, "I wouldn't 
worry about it, Mr. Bennett. It really 
shouldn't matter to you-not any more." 

I began to sweat then. My knees went 
weak, and I stumbled on the bottom step 
at the landing. I hung on to the rail as 
we started the last flight down. 

The soft voice behind me said, "You 
see, Mr. Damon can't afford to have un
favorable publicity. The officials have 
been quite bothersome lately. Besides, 
Mr. Damon has become quite attached to 
Mrs. Bayne, and he simply can't permit 
you to meddle in his private affairs. Do 
you follow me ?"· 

"Perfectly," I said hoarsely. "Alvin 
Bayne was about to become bothersome, 
too." 

"Tut, tut," he said severely. "That 
sort of talk won't get you anywhere. " 

We arrived in the deserted foyer. I 
moved toward the door opening on to the 
lighted street. 

"No, no," the voice behind me said 
sharply. "This way." 

I turned slowly. There was a sick feel
ing in my stomach. He was holding open 
a door beneath the stairway. Oh, he had 
it all figured out, all right. I sighed, 
walked through the door. We went down 
a semi-dark hall cluttered with mops, 
buckets and stepladders, until we came 
to another door. He opened it, and I could 
see out into the blackness of the alley 
which ran beside the Great Lakes Build
ing. 

"Out," he said softly. "Walk slowly 
along the wall, on this side." He paused, 
and then added, "Just walk slowly away 
from me-that's all you need to do." 

I turned to face him in the gloom. The 
muzzle of his gun bore directly on my 
stomach. He smiled pleasantly. "Good-by, 
Mr. Bennett," he said. 

It was now or never. I was damned if 
I was going to walk meekly away and let 
him shoot me in the back. 

I jumped out of the door, ran up the 
alley on the darkest side . .  No shots cut 
the night behind me, and I increased my 
speed. I shot a quick look ahead, saw 
the lighted street, the cars going past. 
Freedom and safety, just a half block away. 

I lurched over the bricks, my breath sob
bing in my lungs, my eyes glued on the 
end of the alley. 

THEN, ahead of me, a man moved into 
the center of the alley. I saw him very 

clearly outlined against the light beyond. 
He walked slowly toward me. I could 
tell by the way he held his right arm that 
he had a gun in his hand. 

I stopped suddenly, and flattened my
self in the darkness against the wall. My 
breath came hard, and the sweat dripped 
down my face. I might have known, I 
thought hopelessly, that any hired gun 
of John Damon's wouldn't leave loop
holes. I was trapped in a dark alley, with 
a killer at each end, like a duck in a rain 
barrel. There would be a couple of shots, 
indistinguishable from the clatter and roar 
of the traffic at each end of the alley. 

They had picked their spot well. Shortly 
the boss would have to appoint a new boy 
to put his feet on the desk in the Cleveland 
office. I hoped that Sandy Hollis would 
like him. 

I gianced up the alley in both directions. 
I couldn't see either of them now, but I 
knew they were there, getting closer. I 
felt as lonely as I ever had in my life, and 
I thought : Oh, well, it's for the glory, 
and the honor, and the profit of The Na
tional Detective Agency, Incorporated. 
Immediately I asked myself what glory 
there was in CtJUghing out my life on the 
muddy bricks of a Cleveland alley ? , 

Pressing against the brick wall, I stood 
quietly. If I made a run for it, I'd be a 
perfect target against the bright light at 
either end of the alley. I glanced over 
my left shoulder, and saw a sudden move
ment in the shadows. I edged alonf the 
wall, feeling the rough surface o the 
bricks catch and tear at my coat. I looked 
in the other direction. 

In the blackness along the far wall I 
saw another furtive movement. Damon'& 
boys had me pretty well spotted. They 
had held their fire until they were sure. 
Now they were closing in for the kill, like 
a couple of coyotes stalking a stray cow. 

I edged another slow fvot along the 
wall. My head bumped into something 
sharp ami hard, and I raised an arm. My 
fingers felt the smooth, cold surface of 
steel. With both hands I felt-and I 
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knew with a sudden surge of hope that 
the steps of a fire escape slanted upward 
above me. 

Groping some more, I located the rail
ing and the position of the bottom step. 
I glanced upward, between the towering 
walls of the buildings, and I saw a land
ing of the fire escape outlined in a stray 
shaft of light from the street. That would 
be a perfect spot, I thought dismally, for 
Damon's boys to pick me off. But the 
fire escape was the only way out of the 
alley. I would just as soon die on the 
steep steps fifty feet off the ground as on 
the bricks below. Still I needed a little 
leeway-not much, maybe a couple of 
seconds. If a couple of rods were waiting 
to get me on the wing, I figured I could 
climb steps pretty fast. 

In my pocket my fingers closed over 
a cigarette lighter. It was a good lighter, 
a gift from a red-headed widow in San 
Antonio, and I hated to give it up. But 
I didn't have much choice. I threw the 
lighter down the alley, as hard as I could 
throw it. It struck the opposite wall and 
clattered along the bricks. 

Immediately, a figure leaped from the 
shadows on my right and ran up the alley 
past me. The other shadow, further down, 
jumped toward the direction of the sound 
my lighter had made. 

Grabbing the fire escape railing, I swung 
myself over it, and lunged up the steps. 
I made the first landing in four jumps. 
Then I started up for the second. Again 
I made the turn against the rail and 
bounded up the home stretch, toward the 
dim bulb over a door. In the alley below 
me a gun went wham ! and I heard the 
twangling zing of a bullet as it skittered 
off the iron railing. I grabbed the knob 
of the door, praying that it wasn't locked. 

Another wham ! and a bullet thudded 
into the door beside my nose. I twisted 
the knob violently, and kicked at the door. 
It swung inward suddenly. I pitched in
side, almost sobbing with relief. 

Behind me I heard the clattering feet 
on the steel steps, and I slammed the 
door. There wasn't any lock-it was 
just a door with a knob. I turned and ran 
down a long dim hall, turned a corner 
into a wider hall. I saw a row of frosted 
glass doors, ail dark. I tried a couple of 
knobs. Locked, all locked. 

Where was Oroil He-r..ving's officef 
I ran. From the direction of the fire 

escape I heard a door slam and swift, 
scurrying footsteps. In my mind I pic
tured Damon's boys racing silently after 
me, guns in hands, eyes bright and alert, 
eager for the kill, wanting to please the 
boss. 

I skidded around a corner. Another 
hall, long and endless, with the same rows 
of dark doors. Except one. At the far end 
I saw a light, glowing dimly through the 
frosted glass. Orvil W. Hewin.g, Attorney
at-Lcrw. I knew it was his office. If I 
could make it, before Damon's boys turned 
the corner . . . .  

I made it, and I pounced upon the knob. 
The door swung open. I j umped inside, 
looking frantically for the light switch. 
I saw it beside the door, flicked it with a 
finger, slammed the door, and clicked the 
catch on the lock. The room was dark, 
but not completely dark. There was a 
light burning over a desk behind me. I 
swung savagely. 

. A girl sat behind the desk, her face a 
mask of surprise and fear. I jumped for 
her. 

"Off," I snapped. "Off, off-the light " 
She stared dumbly, and started to push 

her chair back. I reached the desk, found 
the light switch, turned it off. There was 
nothing but blackness then, and I lurched 
around the desk to the girl. She made a 
low stuttering sound, and I shot out a 
hand. My fingers closed on a mass of 
silky hair, and I jerked her head back
wards. 

The stuttering began to grow up into 
a school-age scream, and I cut it off by 
slapping a hand over her mouth. Then 
I got an am1 around her, and I held her 
against me. Her teeth closed over one of 
my fingers, but I didn't care-just so she 
didn't make a racket. I cocked my ears for 
sounds from the hall. 

Thudding footsteps passed the door, 
and died away. I waited, holding my 
breath. The steps didn't come back. I 
waited wme more. The girl was trying 
desperately to squirm away from me, but I 
held her. When she began to make a 
strangled choking sound, I clamped my 
hand more tightly over her mouth. 

"Shush," I whispered hoarsely. "Please, 
please shush." 
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Her teeth bit deeper into my finger. It 

hurt, but a bloody finger is a hell of a lot 
better than a slug in the belly. Suddenly 
I felt her relax. I whispered : 

"That's better, honey. I won't hurt 
you. Just don't make any racket." But 
I kept my hand over her mouth. 

I couldn't hear any sound from the hall, 
but still I waited. Mavbe five minutes. 
The only sound was a ·far-away tootling 
of traffic which wafted up to us through a 
screened window on the street side of the 
office. Suddenly I realized that the girl 
was no longer biting my finger. But still 
I held her, and the minutes dragged on. 

Presently I whispered : "If I let you go, 
will you promise to be quiet ?" 

She nodded her head. 
I hesitated for a couple of seconds, and 

then I released her. I figured I was as 
safe as I'd ever be, and I couldn't hide 
in the office all night. But she kept quiet. 
The frosted glass of the door let in a dim 
light from the hall, and I looked down at 
the girl's dark head. She didn't move
she was probably waiting far me to cut 
her throat. 

My finger was smarting where her teeth 
had dug into it, and I took out a hand
kerchief and began to dab at the small 
wound. "My," I said softly, "what sharp 
teeth you have." 

She made no sound, and I moved 
around the desk to peer at her in the 
dusky light. Her head was down, her 
hands out of sight beneath the edge of the 
desk. She was trembling violently. 

"I'm sorry," I said quietly. "Don't be 
scared. A couple of men were after me, 
and your office was the only one with a 
light in it. Besides, I have ' an appoint
ment with Mr. Hewing. Mr. Bayne called 
him." 

· 

She stopped trembling, but still she 
didn't answer. I moved softly to the door, 
carefully released the lock catch, opened 
the door an inch and peeked up and down 
the hall with one eye. All clear. Llamon's 
boys had apparently over-shot my trail. 
I locked the door again, moved back to the 
girl's desk, and turned on the shaded lamp. 

The girl raised big, dark eyes to mine. 
She was rather a plain girl, with a pale 
oval face, a thin nose, and a well-shaped 
mouth devoid of lipstick. Her dark brown 
hair was combed back in a severe fashion, 

exposing flat little ears. She wore a white 
long-sleeved blouse, with a small black 
bow tie at the throat. 

"Who-who are you ?" she asked in a 
low voice. 

I took out my wallet, flipped it open to 
my license card, and showed it to her. 
She read it silently, then looked up at 
me once more. A little color had returned 
to her cheeks. She got slowly to her feet, 
and I saw that she was wearing a trim 
black skirt. A trifle thin, her figure 
basically was good. 

She took a deep breath, and I could 
almost see her pulling her nerves back 
into line. "Since I know now who you 
are, Mr. Bennett," she said in a cool, 
crisp voice, "I suppose I should forgive 
you for scaring me witless. Mr. Hewing 
is expecting you. He'll be here shortly.'' 

I offered her a cigarette. 
She shook her head. "No, thank you. 

I don't smoke." 
I put a cigarette in my mouth and felt 

for my lighter. Then I remembered that 
I didn't have it any more, and I said to 
her, "Do you have a match ?" 

"No," she said, "and there aren't any 
in the office. M r  Hewing doesn't ap
prove of smoking. " 

"Does Mr. Hewing drink ?" I asked 
politely. 

"Of course not," she said primly. "Mr. 
Hewing has no bad habits." 

"Does he eat hay ?" I asked. 
She drew her smooth, unplucked brows 

into a faint frown. "Pardon ?" 
"If he doesn't," I said, "it just occurred 

to me that he's not fit company for man 
or beast." I grinned broadly, to show her 
that it was a joke. 

She gazed at me with an expression of 
distaste. "Very amusing," she said coldly. 

I wiped a little more blood off my 
finger. She flushed faintly. 

"I'm sorry I-I bit you," she said, 
"but, really-" 

"That's all right," I told her. "The 
scar will always remind me of you." 

A
GAIN there were steps in the hall out

side the door. I quickly turned off the 
lamp. A shadow staod before the door, 
and I heard the knob rattle. Then I heard 
the jangle of keys, and I knew that it must 
be Hewing. 
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I turned on the light again and moved 

to the door, unlocked it, and twisted the 
knob. A big man with a ring of keys in 
his hand stared at me blankly. He was 
wearing a neatly tailored dark suit and a 
gray Homburg hat. In his left hand was 
a bulky briefcase. He had a smooth ruddy 
face, a blunt nose, and a square chin. His· 
eyes behind gold-rimmed glasses were 
blue. 

· 

I said, "Sorry to lock you out of your 
own office. I'm Bennett." 

He gazed at me with puzzled eyes. 
Then he said, "Oh, yes-Mr. Bayne's 
man." He moved past me into the office, 
and glanced curiously at the girl. 

She said hastily, "Mr. Bennet said 
some men were chasing him, and he hid in 
here . . . .  " 

Hewing laid his briefcase on top of a 
desk, and turned to me. After I closed the 
door, I gave him a quick account of m1 
game of hide-and-seek with John Damon s 
boys. When I had finished, he shook his 
head. "That Damon is a bad character. 
But why were they after you ?'' 

I said, '(Damon found out what Bayne 
had hired me for tonight-and he didn't 
like it." 

"How did he Jearn what you intended 
to do ?" 

"I don't know," I said. 
Hewing shook his head again. "A bad 

business. I advised Mr. Bayne against 
any such action, but he insisted. " He 
sighed. "But I guess evidence is evidence, 
no matter by what devious methods we 
come by it. . . . Did you get it ?" 

I shook my head. "No-not yet. But 
I will, if you say so. Mr. Bayne hired me 
for a job, and I'd like to do him one
even if he is dead." 

Hewing almost jumped, and his eyes 
bugged out. "Dead ? How ? Who ?" 

I told him all about it, everything. 
When I had finished, he sighed. 

"This is extremely unfortunate. I see 
much litigation looming. Tomorrow I 
had an appointment with Mr. Bayne to 
change his will. " He sighed again. 

"If I get the dope on his wife, will that 
help ?" I asked. 

"Of course," he said. "If it is sufficiently 
str(!ng, backed up by sworn testimony, it 
will help very much." 

"It'll be strong," I said. 

" Have you notified the police ?" he 
asked. 

"No. I wanted to see you first-and 
maybe run over to Damon's place before 
the cops began looking for Mrs. Bayne," 
I told him. 

He nodded. "That was smart, Mr. Ben
nett, but I'm afraid we can't wait any 
longer. We'll be criticized as it is for de
laying the report." He turned to the 
girl. " Miss Loring, will you please call 
the department of homicide and report the 
murder of Mr. Bayne ?" 

"Yes, sir," she said quietly, and picked 
up the phone. 

Hewing picked up his briefcase and 
moved briskly to the door. "I'll go right 
out to Mr. Bayne's place," he said. He 
hesitated, and frowned. "I'll have to tell 
the police that you found the body� but 
how will I explain your absence ?" 

"Tell them I phoned you about it, and 
that you don't know where I am. That'll 
keep Rockin�ham off my neck until I 
finish what I ve got to do." 

He nedded slowly. "Ah, yes. Lieuten
ant Rockingham. A shrewd and efficient 
officer. It'll be difficult deceiving him, but 
it's necessary in the interest of my late 
client." He gazed at me with his frank 
blue eyes. "Mr. Bayne engaged me by the 
year, you know. This year's c<>ntract runs 
for another eight weeks. I'm still obligated 
to protect his interests." 

I grinned at him. "I think you would 
anyway," I told him. 

He turned to the girl, who . was in the 
act <>f replacing the phone. "You may as 
well go home, Miss Loring. Thank you 
for coming down this evening." He moved 
his big bulk past me into the hall. 

I waggled my bitten finger at her. 
"Good-by, Miss Loring." 

"Good-by, Mr. Bennett," she said coolly. 
I followed Hewing down the hall. When 

he came to the corner, I grabbed his arm 
and pulled him back. He gazed at me in 
surprise. 

"Wait," I told him, and I peered around 
the corner. All I saw was the empty hall, 
and the beginning of the stairway-the 
one I had gone down with my soft-spoken 
friend in the tweed suit. I motioned to 
Hewing, and he followed me to the stairs. 

He said, "You fellows lead rather a 
dangerous life, don't you ?" 
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"It's a living," I said. 
When we hit the street, I glanced at 

my wrist watch. Ten o'clock. ·Traffic had 
thinned out a little, and the night had 
turned cool. I looked up the street toward 
the mouth of the alley in which Damon's 
boys had treed me, and I shivered. 

Hewing .said, "If you-ah-find Mrs. 
Bayne with this John Damon, you will 
be willing to testify in court and 'swear 
under oath as to the-ah--details ?" 

I nodded. "Sure. That's the whole 
point, isn't it ?" 

He said, "I am the executor of Mr. 
Bayne's will, and if we are successful in 
breaking it as it now stands-that is, 
eliminating Mrs. Baynes claims-! believe 
I would be justified in paying you a fee, 
a substantial one, out of the estate. For 
your professional services." 

I grinned at him. "I never turn down 
money." 

"You will most certainly have earned 
it," he said seriously. "The only chance 
we have of protecting Mr. Bayne's inter
ests is the evidence you can secure to
night." He paused, and added, "Perhaps 

I should go with you. Another witness 
wonld make it better-but no, I can't. As 
Mr. Bayne's attorney, the court would 
regard me as prejudiced." 

"I'll handle it," I told him. 
"Call me as soon as you can," he said, 

"no matter how late it is. I'll either be at 
Mr. Bayne's house, or at home." He held 
out his hand. "Good luck," he said quietly. 
"And be careful." His hand was big and 
strong, and his blue eyes were friendly. 

"Thanks," I said, and I moved up the 
sidewalk. I decided that if I ever needed 
a lawyer, it would be Orvil W. Hewing . . .  

Five minutes later I rounded a corner 
and approached the spot where I had 
parked my car. Lights from the bars and 
small restaurants glowed out on the pass
ing cars and bussei, and a nearby traffic 
light winked red, yellow and green. There 
were quite a few people on the sidewalks, 
and I passed a cop I knew. I nodded at 
him as I passed, and he said, "Nice night, 
J

. " lffi. 
I came to my car. I took out my igni

tion key and opened the door on the 
driver's side. I started to get in, paused. 

" i  i • IMAGINE ME dancing with a scarecrow! How 
can he be so careless about his hair? It's stragglyi 
unkempt, and , • , Oh-oh-loose dandruff! He's got 
DryScalp,all right. Heneeds 'Vaseli.ne'HairTonic/� 

HI TOOK .HER TIP, and look at his hair now! 
'Vaseline' Hair Tonic can do as much for you; 
Just a few drops a day check loose dandruff, .  • keep 
hair naturally good-looking. It contains no alcohol 
or other drying ingredients; Gives double care to 
both scalp and hair , , ,  and it's economical, tool 

Vaseline HAIR TONIC TRADII MARK ® 

V ASELINK is the reaistered trade mark of the Chcscbrouah Mf11. Co., Coos'cJ 
Listen to Dl. CHRISTIAN1 
.mrrin11 JEAN HERSHOLT, 
oa CBS Wedneaday Di!lhta. 
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A girl was sitting on the front seat, and 
I saw the glow of her cigarette. 

A soft, throaty voice said, "I'd thought 
you'd never show up." · 

I got in beside her. And that's when 
my troubles really began. 

CHAPTER THREE 
Nylons to the Rescue 

THE girl said, "Where have you 
been ? I followed you all the way 
from Al's house. When you parked 

here, I couldn't stop in the traffic, and by 
the time I'd parked and walked back, you 
were gone. So I just got into your car 
and waited." 

"I see," I said. The neon lights from 
a dinky bar fell fully on her face. She 
gazed at me frankly, a faintly amused 
quirk on her full red lips. I had never 
seen her before, but she was something 
extra special. 

Not too young, maybe thirty, with a 
hatd-soft face, wise blue eyes, and shoul
der-length hair which gleamed like silver 

_in the neon glow. Her cigarette was in a 
long holder, and she held it gracefully, 
poised, like a fashion model. She was 
wearing a soft black dress, with a deep 
V neckline, and it draped subtly over her 
full figure. 

I turned on the headlights. In the glow 
from the dashlight I saw a smooth ex

. panse of nylon-clad legs, crossed prettily. 
On her feet were black shoes; highcheeled, 
thick-soled, expensive, with a slender strap 
buckled snugly around her slim ankles. 
I tore my gaze from her, and started the 
car motbr. Remembering Damon's boys, I 
glanced uneasily up and down the street. 

"W auld you mind if I mttved out of 
here ?" I asked her. "I'm allergic to this 
neighborhood." 

She waved her cigarette holder. "Drive 
on. Any place. The night's young and I'm 

· not fussy." She laughed softly, a musical, 
pleasant sound. "Don't look so worried, 
Mr. Bennett. I won't bite you." 

I didn't tell her that I had already been 
bitten by a female. As I pulled the car 
away from . the curb, I said, "You seem 
to know me. Who are you ? "  

She laughed again. "You should know 
since AI said you were a detective." 

"Do you mean Alvin Bayne ?" I asked 
her. 

"Of course," she said. "Oh, I'm so 
happy. AI told me all about it-how you 
were going to get evidence against dear 
Arlene, so that he could divorce her and 
marry me." She turned toward me, and 
doubled her legs under her on the auto
mobile seat. 

"I'm Marsha Morgan. AI and I have 
been in love for a long time. He asked 
me to come out tonight-after Arlene 
left, of course-and he told me that you 
might be there for a little while. I suppose 
you have seen Mr. Hewing by this time, 
and that it's all settled ?" She paused, 
and then said, "AI is changing his will 
tomorrow, you know. He told me on the 
phone." 

"I've seen Mr. Hewing," I said, "but 
it isn't all settled." 

"You mean Arlene was,n't with Dam
on ?" she asked quickly. 

"I don't know," I said. "Maybe I will, 
later. So you saw Alvin Bayne tonight ?" 

She hesitated for an instant. I swung 
my gaze away from the traffic and glanced 
at her. She was frowning and looking at 
the tip of her cigarette. 

"No, I didn't," she said slowly. "That's 
what worries me. I can't imagine where 
he could have gone. When I arrived at 
his house, I saw that Arlene's car was 
gone, but I parked down the road, just to 
be on the safe side, and walked back up 
to the house. When I went inside, the 
lights were on, but I didn't see anything 
of Al. Then the doorbell rang, and I 
didn't want Arlene or somebody else to 
find me there. So I hid in a closet. 

"When I heard you leave-what were 
you doing all that time ?�I peeked out 
and saw you get into your car. I knew 
then that you must have been the Mr. 
Bennett who Al was to see tonight, and I 
ran out to talk to you. But you were al
ready driving out. I got in my car and 
started to follow you. Then another car 
zoomed around rue, and it seemed to be 
following you, too. Its lights were out, 
and it stayed between my car and yours 
all the way into town, and then it disap
peared. I followed you here and, · well, 
here we are." 

I stopped for a red light, and I said, 
"Did you-uh-go upstairs while you 
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were waiting at Mr. Bayne's house?" 

I felt her gaze upon me, and she laughed 
shortly. "What a funny question. No, 
I didn't go upstairs. I had just arrived, 
and then yoH rang the bell." 

I turned right onto the lake boulevard, 
and headed back across town. I said, 
"What did you want to see me about ?" 

She moved on the seat until she was 
close beside me. "Can't we stop some
place ?" she said. "And maybe have a 
drink, and talk a little?" 

"I'm in kind of a hurry," I told her, 
nodding at the dash compartment, "but 
you'll find a bottle in there-if you like 
it straight." 

She placed a hand on my arm. "I hate 
to hurry a drink," she said softly. 

I made an illegal ' left tum off the 
boulevard and swung down a road lead
ing to the lake. I stopped the car in the 
sand, and cut the motor. Above and be
hind us the boulevard traffic hummed 
along, but it seemed far away, and I could 
hear the waves lapping against the break-

� Water. 
Turning off the lights, I took out a 

pint bottle of bourbon. It had been 
there a long time, and I knew that it was 
almost full. I unscrewed the cap and 
handed the bottle to the girl. She tilted 
it to her lips, and I saw her profile against 
the moonlit surface of the lake. 

She had two drinks before she handed 
the bottle to me. "Thanks, "  she said 
huskily. "I needed. that." She fitted a 
fresh cigarette into the long holder and 
I plugged in the dash lighter for her. 

Then I took a . drink from the bottle. 
It was good bonded bourbon, but it tasted 
hot and bitter to me, and I replaced the 
cap. I thought of Alvin Bayne's lifeless 
body on the bathroom fleor, and of the 
night's work confronting me. I thought of 
that terrifying experience in the alley. I 
knew Damon's two hired guns were still 
looking for me, that I couldn't keep 
running forever. 

' 

It was now a personal thing with me, 
over and above the money the agency 
�ight gai.n.  I wanted to get going, get 
1t over w1th. 

The girl beside me sighed, and leaned 
her head back against the seat. "Why 
wasn't AI home tonight ?" she said plain
tively, "after he asked me to come out ?" 

"Why ask me ?" I said. 
She said in a tired voice, "Because he 

told me that you were coming out. You 
walked in as if you expected to find him, 
and then you went out. I followed you 
because I thought you were going to 
him-wherever he was. I-I want to be 
with him, to help him, if I can-especially 
tonight. He sounded so worried on the 
phone. It means so much to both of us, 
what you're going to do for us tonight. 

"Al and I have been in love for a long 
time-ever since we met. But we didn't 
do anything about it, because At felt a 
sense of responsibility toward Arlene
until he learned she was seeing John 
Damon. She's treated AI so shabbily, and 
I-I hate her so." 

She turned to me, her eyes shining in 
the moonlight. "Take me with you," she 
pleaded. "It will mean so much to me to 
see the look on Arlene's face. And I can 
help you." 

"No," I said. 
Her fingers caressed my cheek, slid 

down to my chin, and gently turned my 
. head until I faced her. She lifted her 

mouth, and her lips were soft and cool, 
with a subtle suggestion of withheld 
warmth. It was nice, and I liked it. I 
placed an arm around her shoulders, and 
I puJled her to me, while the waves beat 
upon the breakwater, and the traffic 
hummed above us . . . .  

PRESENTLY she placed her hands 
against my chest and gently pushed 

me away. "You're nice," she whispered 
breathlessly. "I wanted to do that, to 
thank you- for AI and me. AI won't 
care." 

I was sure that AI wouldn't care, not 
where he was. 

"I mean what I said about helping you," 
she said. 

"How ?" 
"Do you know where John Damon 

lives ?" 
"In an apartment on the east side. I'll 

fin� it." 
She laughed softly. "See ? I told you 

I could help. He doesn't live there any 
more. He moved last week into a new 
house he bought south of town. I forgot 
to tell AI when I talked to him on the 
phone this evening, and I was going to 
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be sure to tell him when I saw him." 

I turned to face her. "How do you 
know that Damon has moved ?" 

"Once," she said quietly, "John Damon 
was a-a friend of mine. Before he met 
Arlene, and before I met AI. John and 
I still have mutual friends, and they keep 
me informed of his doings." She looked 
away from me, and I saw her cigarette 
glow red in the darkness. 

"I-I may as well tell it all. Two days 
ago I received a note from John. He 
gave me his new address, and said he 
wanted to see me again. And-and he 
enclosed a key to his new house. I-I'll 
give you the key, if you'll let me go with 
you." 

"Is he getting tired of Arlene Bayne ?" 
I asked her. 

"I don't know," she said harshly. "All 
I know is that I don't want any part of 
John Damon any more. AI is so much 
finer, so honest, so much more of a real 
man-the only person I ever really cared 
about-really loved. Beside AI, John is 
just a heel." Her voice broke, and she 
turned her face away from me. 

"Does Alvin Bayne know about your 
former friendship with Damon ?" I asked 
her. 

"Of course. I told him all about it. He 
doesn't care.'' 

I turned on the ignition key. I decided 
that Marsha Morgan was a good girl to 
have around. But for her, I would have 
gone to the wrong address. And she was 
furnishing me with a key-a very handy 
thing to have for the job I had to do. 

"O . K .," .I said. "Get that key ready." 
I punched the starter button. 

She turned and smiled at me like a 
little girl who has been promised at last 
that she can go to the circus. "Thank 
you," she said, and she began to wipe her 
eyes with a rerfume-scented handkerchief. 
"But I can t understand what happened 
to AI tonight. "  

I nudged the gas pedal, and we began a 
slow turn in the sand. I felt tired and 
mean, and I wished the night was over. 
'Ttl tell you what happened to him," I 
said. "He's dead." I gunned the car up 
the hill. . . .  

I needed a gun, and I drove fast across 
town to my apartment. It was kind of 
a nightmare ride. At first, Marsha Mor-

gan stared at me like a crazy woman as 
I told her what I knew about the death of 
Alvin Bayne, while I wheeled the car 
through the boulevard traffic. She asked 
a couple of questions in a dead voice, and 
I answered them as best I could. After 
a while she turned away from me, and was 
very quiet. I felt a little uneasy about 
her, but I had worries of my own. 

Parking a geod two blocks from my 
apartment, I said to her, " I'll be back." 

She nodded silently without looking 
at me. I moved up the sidewalk, worming 
my way through the late after-movie 
crowd. When I stood opposite my apart
ment I sized up the entrance and the 
street on both sides before I crossed and 
entered. I asked the night switchboard girl 
if I'd had any calls of visitors, and she 
shook her head. I skipped the elevator 
and walked up the stairs. I didn't see 
anybody except old man Goodwin, who 
was ..Walking up and down the hall in his 
bathrobe, smoking a long cigar, as was 
his habit at this time of the evening. 

I said, " 'Evening, Pop. Kind of quiet 
around tQpight, huh?" 

"Yep/1 he said. ''Hey, Jim, how about 
some dominoes ?" 

I grinned at him. "Not tonight, Pop." 
Then I turned the corner, walked down 
the hall and stood in front of my apart
ment door. Everything was quiet. I 
took out my key, carefully twisted the 
lock, and gently turned the knob. I 
waited a minute, and then I kicked the 
door inward and flattened myself against 
the wall. Nothing but silence. I reached 
a hand around the door and flicked the 
light switch. All peaceful. I poked my 
head around the doorway, hoping that 
none of my neighbors were watching. 

Everything looked normal. I moved 
slowly into my living room. Then I made 
a quick tour-bedroom, kitchen, bath, 
and I opened all the closet doors. No 
guns blast�d at me, nobody knocked me 
�n the head. I was relieved and a little 
disappqinted. It was hard to believe that . 
John Damon's boys would give up that 
easy. 

From a desk drawer I took a spare 
gun-a Colt .45 automatic. It was a bigger 
gun than I usually liked to carry, but now, 
as I checked the clip and hefted its smooth 
cold weight in my hand, I was glad I had · 
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it. It was too big to fit comfortably into 
my inside coat pocket, and so I tucked it 
beneath my belt on my left side with the 
butt pointing to my right. Then I went to 
my telephone stand, looked in my city 
directory for the number of Florence 
Markham, and called it. 

While I waited I glanced at my wrist 
watch. Twenty minutes until midnight. 
The evening was getting along. There 
was a click in my ear, and I heard the 
subdued sound of shrill feminine chatter
ing. 

Then a crisp woman's voice said, "Yes?'' 
"Mrs. Markham's residence ?" I asked 

politely. 
"This is Mrs, Markham speaking." 
"Is Mrs. Alvin Bayne there ?" 
"Yes, she is·. Do you wish to speak 

to her ?" 
"If you please," I said. 
"Just a moment." There was a mo

ment's silence, and then the voice said, 
"Oh, I'm ·sorry. We're on the last rubber, 
and -Mrs. Bayne is trying for a grand 
slam. I �hink she'll make it, too. I hate 
to disturb her now. Could I give her a 
message, or have her call you in a few 
minutes ?" 

"Never mind,'' I said wearily. "Thank 
you." I hung up. 

I called information, and asked for the 
telephone ·number of John Damon. She 
said, "I'm sorry, sir, but that is a private 
number."  

" Can you give me his present address ? "  
"Just a moment, sir.'' I waited. And 

then she said, "Mr. Damon lives at four
teen-twenty-one Aberdeen Road." 

"Thank you, miss," I said, and I hung· 
up slowly. Marsha Morgan hadn't been 

kidding. I knew that Aberdeen Road 
was in a new subdivision on the southern 
fringe of town. I turned out the lights, 
locked my door, and went down to the 
street. 

Marsha Morgan was &till waiting. As 
I got in beside her, I said, "Still want to 
go with me?" 

She nodded, not looking at me. "Yes, 
yes." 

"Look," I said, "why not just give me 
the key ? I'll put you in a taxi. No use in 
you getting mixed up in this. " 

She shook her head slowly, and her 
bright hair moved over her shoulders. "I 
want to go with you. I must go with you
now." She gazed at me, and her eyes 
held a queer glittering light. 

I said gently, " I  didn't tell you before
but I'm sorry about Alvin Bayne." 

She lifted her shoulders slightly, and 
her lips twisted bitterly. ''"That's all 
right, " she said carelesslr,. and she at
tempted a bright smile. ' Shall we go ?" 

I said carefully, "Did you see anyone 
at Bayne's house tonight, before I got 
there ?" 

She shook her head. " No, no." 
I started the motor, and wheeled the 

car out into the street. The .45 beneath 
my belt pressed uncomfortably against my 
stomach. 

CHAPTER FOUR 

The Hellcat Purrs Softly 

JOHN DAMON'S residence turned 
out to be a big sprawling brick affair 
far out on the south side, where th& 

fields began. It stood on a ris6 of ground, 
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Calvert. I did. Elementary!''. 
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and- there wasn't another house within 
three blocks. I drove past once, not too 
fast, not too slow. There was a big lawn, 
already thick with grass, and a blacktop 
drive curving around to a double garage 
in the rear. A five-thousand-dollar sedan 
with pale paint and a lot of chrome was 
parked in the drive, and behind it, half 
inside the garage, was a station wagon. 
The front of the house was dark, but I saw 
a faint light in a middle room. 

I said to Marsha· Morgan, "Does Arlene 
Bayne drive a station wagon ?" 

· "Yes," she said quietly. 
I drove for maybe a quarter of a mile 

before I came to an intersecting road. I 
turned -the car around, headed it back for 
Damon's house-and stopped. I said to 
the girl, "Why don't you just wait here ? · 
I'll pick you up . . . when I'm finished 
up there." 

She· shook her head. "No. I'm going . 
with you." She shivered a little, and then 
said in a tight voice, "If-if I had known 
while I was hiding in the closet, that all 
ot the time AI was upstairs • . .  dead . . . .  " 

"Try and forget it," I said. I took the 
.45 from my waistband and checked the 
safety catch. I knew what I had to do, but 
I wasn't in any hurry about doing it. I 
stared across the empty lots, weedy and 
ragged in the moonlight. "It looked like 
robbery-like somebody got into the house 
and was ripping through the place. They 
ran into Bayne unexpectedly, and they 
shot him. That's the way it looked." 

She said bitterly, "It wasn't just robbery 
-:-it was murder." 

"How· do you know ?" I asked quickly. 
"I don't know," she said quietly. "I 

feel it." She paused, and gazed out at the 
night. "Maybe I shouldn't tell you this, " 
she went on slowly. "Maybe I would 
never tell you if I didn't hate her so
Arlene, I mean. John Damon needs 
money, a lot of it, quick. Things haven't 
been going so well for him •lately, and a 
Chicage syndicate is closing in on him
for not paying off after losing heavily In 
a dice game. 

"He knew about Al's will, in which he 
leaves everything to her, and about his 
life insurance policies naming Arlene as 
the beneficiary, and their joint bank ac
counts. And maybe Arlene learned, some
how, that tomorrow AI intended to change 

it all-cut her out of everything. And she 
told John." She paused, and then added, 
"Oh, I don't know, I don't know." 

I said, "How do you know about 
Damon's financial troubles ? Via the same 
grapevine-your mutual friends ?" 

"Yes," she said. She grasped .my arm, 
and 1 felt her hand tremble a little. ''Can't 
we go now?" There was a faint note of 
eagerness in her voice. 

"In a minute," I said. 
. I heard her sigh. She said, "Could

could I have another drink ?" 
"Help yourself." 
She got out the bourbon and took a long 

swallow. 
" With Bayne dead," I said, " Arlene 

would get his money and be free to give 
Damon the money he needs. Is that the 
way you figure it ?" 

She tilted the bottle again before she 
answet;ed. Then she said in a choked 
voice, nit-it's horrible. I-I don't know 
what to think." 

Half thinking out loud, I said, "But 
how did Arlene know about Bayne chang
ing his will ? He surely didn't tdl her." 
Suddenly I snapped my fingers. "This is 
the way it was-Arlene knew about the 
whole deal, and she tipped off Damon. 
She was listening on the upstairs exten
sion while Bayne was .talking ·to me. He 
told me she was upstairs, and that she 
had carried a Manhattan cocktail up with 
her. I saw the ·empty glass, with the 
C,herry still in it, on the upstairs telephone 
table. 

- "She heard it all-about Bayne hiring 
me about his will, everything. And that's 
why Damon's boys were hanging around 
Bayne's house tonight, and why they 
followed me into town and tried to kill 
me in an alley. One of them killed Bayne 
-Arlene, herself, or Damon, or Damon's 
boys. They tried to make it look like rob
bery, and then they tried to get rid of 
me-because I knew too much." I held. 
out my hand to the girl. "Give me that 
key." 

She gazed at me in the moonlight, and 
her eyes were puzzled. Then she reached 
into her purse, and dropped a flat key into 
my hand. "It's for the side door," she 
said, "by the garage. " 

I didn't mean to say it, but I did. 
"You've used it ?" · 
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She looked away from me. "No, Mr. 

Bennett," she said in a cold voice. "I 
haven't used it. John told me in his note 
which door it fitted." 

"I'm sorry," I said, and I pressed a 
thumb against the starter button. The 
motor purred softly in the night. 

Marsha Morgan laughed shortly. 
"That's all right," she said, and she turned 
toward me. Her eyes searched my face. 
"I-I think I like you, a little. Please be 
careful-'-up there." She gazed up the 
road in the direction of Damon's house. 

"Sure," I said. But I remembered the 
business-like manner in which the soft
spoken man in the tweed suit had herded 
me into the alley, and I thought of the 
careful generalship which had planted an
other man at the head of the alley in case 
I made a break. I knew that I was lucky 
to be alive, and I wished that I had a 
machine gun instead of the .45. Once more 
I urged the girl to get out of the car and 
wait for me to pick her up. 

"No. I want to go with you." 
"All right," I snapped, "but stay behind 

me, and do what I tell you." 
She nodded slowly, and looked at me 

with so1emn eyes. 
I said, "Do you know what I think ? I 

think that in spite of Alvin Bayne you're 
still carrying the torch-maybe a little 
one-for John Damon. " 

She . hesitated a moment, and then she 
moved close to me, speaking with her lips 
close to my cheek. "Every man a �rl loves 
takes a little of her away with hnn," she 
said huskily. "There were others before 
John, and before AI, and there'll be others 
after. Tomorrow, let's have a quiet drink 
somewhere, you and I, and I'll try and for
get all the others. " 

"Until another one comes along, " I 
said. 

She moved her lips to my mouth, and 
I kissed her for the second time that night. 
It was nice, almost too nice. Then I felt 
the .45 pressing against my ribs. I pushed 
the girl gently away, and wheeled the car 
down the road toward Damon's house. 

I SWITCHED off the lights and stopped 
a good block away. Marsha Morgan 

and I got out, quietly closed the doors. 
We walked side by side on the grass at the 
edge of the street. As we approached the 

house, I saw that the light was still 
burning, and that the pale sedan and the 
station wagon wer.e still parked where I 
had seen them. I stopped in the shadow of 
a clump of small fir trees, and grasped the 
girl's arm. The whole scene before me
the house, the grounds, the parked cars
was quiet and peaceful in the moonl.ight. 
Too quiet, too peaceful. 

I was jittery and scared, hut I could 
understand that-it was a familiar feel
ing. Any man who says he's never scared 
is either an idiot or a liar. But there was 
something beside fear-a queer, uneasy 
feeling. Guns blasting from the windows 
would have made me feel better. 

I pointed to a white door near the rear 
of the house close to where the garage 
jutted out. " That the door ?" I whis
pered. 

She nodded silently, and she followed 
me as I circled the lawn, trying to stay 
in the shadows of the trees and shrubs. 
Presently I stood in the dew-wet grass 
beside a tall rose treUis, and gazed across 
the drive at the white door in the dark 
brick wall of the house. The rear bumper 
of the station wagon was about four feet 
from the door, with the front of the car 
in the darkness of the garage. I touched 
the girl's arm, nodded silently at the door, 
and she looked up at me. 

"Yes," she whispered. 
It was the first time I had seen her 

closely outside of my car. She had a 
slender, erect body, and her pale hair lifted 
�ently in the night breeze. She was watch
mg the door, her lips parted in anticipa
tion and excitement, and the moonlight 
made deep pools of shadow beneath her 
eyes. 

I had her key in my hand, and I loos
ened the .45 beneath my belt. " Stay here," 
I whispered. " Don't try to come in until 
I let you know. " I paused, and then I 
added. " If I don't come out, run like 
hell for the car and drive to the nearest 
phone and call the cops. Got it ?" 

She dug her fingers into my arm. "Yes, 
yes," she said breathlessly, and she looked 
up at me. " Please be careful, darling, " 
she whispered. 

I patted her cheek, and I moved away 
from her across the wet grass. 

Abruptly I stopped. Something was 
wrong, as wrong as all hell. What wa� 
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it ? The quiet, the peace, the silent house 
in the serene moonlight ? Was it the 
sudden remembered sound of a voice, the 
inflection of a word ? A word, perhaps, 
like darl'ing ? A common word, affection
ate, friendly, a term of endearment bandied 
freely about in gay circles. 

My mind raced back to a time six hours 
earlier, and once again I heard Arlene 
Bayne's throaty drawl. Hello there, dar
ling. The same tone of voice, the same 
inflection of words. Please be careful, 
darling. 

I turned slowly, moved back to the girl 
standing in the shadow of the rose trellis. 
She watched me silently, her eyes big 
and bright. As I moved close to her, she 
backed away from me. She knew that I 
knew, and for an instant the knowledge 
lay there naked between us. 

I jumped for her, clamped an arm 
around her throat, and I smothered her 
scream with my hand. She twisted and 
struggled violently, a choked strangling 
sound in her throat, but I held her, drag
ging her across the lawn toward the fir 
trees. I wanted to get out of the moon
light, find cover, lay low. But in my 
urgency and haste, my hand slipped for 
an instant from her mouth. 

"Johnny I" she screamed. "Over here ! " 
I knew then that it was no damn use 

in trying to get clear. I let her drop, and 
I jumped for the scanty shadow of the 
rose trellis. I unlimbered my .45 just 
as two men boiled out of the garage from 
behind the station wagon. They stood 
crouched in the moonlight, gazing out 
over the lawn, and I saw the glint of the 
guns in their hands. I raised the .45. 

Then I was aware of a swift crawling 
movement on the grass beside me. Fin
gers pulled at my gun arm and clawed at 
my face, and a mad scream beat against 
my ears. 

"Here, Johnny ! Kill him ! " 
From beside the station wagon a streak 

of orange flame stabbed the night. I tried 
to rip the girl's hand from my wrist, but 
her fingers were like steel claws, and I 
couldn't bring my gun up. I raised my 
left fist, aiming it at the girl's jaw close 
to my face. 

An�ther shot, and I heard her sigh deep
ly, and her fingers slipped from my wrist. 
She was on her knees beside me, and she 

fell slowly forward, her bright hair a 
silvery curtain over her face. 

I began to shoot then, and the big gun 
bucked in my hand. It was a fierce plea
sant feeling-the smooth pull of the trig
ger, the power-packed recoil. I fired three 
times, I think, and the night breeze wafted 
gun smoke across my face. I lifted the 
gun muzzle, and peered toward the sta
tion wagon. 

One of the men was on his face in the 
grass beside the drive, and the other was 
leaning against the car, his. head down, 
his arms hanging limply. I chuckled 
gleefully, and raised myself to a half
stooping position. I was wild, crazy, trig
ger-happy. 

Something moved at the far corner of 
the house. I ran forward, stooping. A 
gun exploded, and flame reached for me 
in the moonlight. :My left leg jerked, as 
if it had been hit with a sledge hammer, 

· and my face hit the wet grass. I heard 
footsteps running on the drive. I pushed 
myself up, and I hobbled tcward the drive. 
My leg didn't hurt-it just felt heavy and 
numb. I heard the frenzied sound of a 
car starter, and the motor of the pale sedan 
roared to life. I could see the car very 
p�ainly-the pa�tel p�int, the bright �in
nmg teeth of 1ts gnll, and the slopmg, 
graceful windshield. 

Stumbling and falling forward on the 
grass, I leveled the .45, steadying my 
wrist with my left hand, and emptied the 
gun into the left side of the car's wind
shield. The car swerved from the drive 
and backed violently into the side of the 
house. There was a crashing, crunching 
sound, and the car jolted to a stop. The 
motor coughed once and died, and then 
everything was quiet. 

I pushed myself slowly to my feet, 
lurched along the drive, and peered into 
the car's left front window. A man was 
lying on the seat beneath the wheel. As 
I watched, one hand slipped slowly from 
the wheel and dr@{)ped limply to the seat. 
The man wore a gray tweed suit, and a 
bwwn hat was crumpled beneath his head. 
I recognized · my soft-spoken friend who 
had invited me to take a death walk in an 
alley beside the Great Lakes Building. 

· 

I pushed myself away from the car, 
turned, and hobltlled back up the drive. 
My left leg above the knee felt numb 
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and stiff, but I could navigate if I didn't 
try to bend the knee. As I neared the 
garage, I paused, remembering that my 
. 45 was empty, and I moved cautiously 
forward. I saw three figures lying within 
a twenty-foot area, and figured I could 
stop worrying about my gun being empty. 

I peered down at two men lying by the 
station wagon. They lay as they had 
fallen after jumping out from their hiding 
place in the garage, where they were 
waiting for me to walk into the trap. One 
man was on the grass, just off the drive, 
his face turned upward to the stars. I 
couldn't see where my bullet had hit him, 
but I knew he was very dead. He had a 
thick coarse face, with heavy black brows. 
I had never seen him before, but I guessed 
that he was Gray Tweed's pal of the alley 
rendezvous. 

The other man was lying on the drive 
beside the station wagon. He was John 
Damon, in person. His eyes were open, 
and he stared at me silently, like a wolf 
caug�t in a trap. 

· 

_ 

"Where're you hit ? "  I asked him. 
He coughed faintly, delicately. "Damn 

you . . .  in chest . . .  get doctor. " 
" Presently, presently," I mumbled, and 

I moved stiff-legged away from him. I 
crossed the grass to the rose trellis. She 
was lying on her side, her legs doubled 
beneath her, her cheek on an out-stretched 
arm, with her pale hair strewn in thin 
strands across her face. 

HER eyes were closed, and in the moon-
light I saw the bright glisten of blood 

on her lips and at one corner of her mouth. 
I tried to kneel down beside her, but I 
couldn't make it with �y stiff knee, and 

so I carefully lowered myself to the grass 
with one leg stretched straight out. Sup
porting myself with one hand, I touched 
the girl's shoulder . 

She opened her eyes slowly, like a per
son awakening from a pleasant dream, and 
she gazed at me with friendly, drowsy 
eyes. 

"Where are you hurt ? "  I asked. 
Her lips curved in a little smile. "Does 

it matter ?" she whispered. "Johnny's 
aim wasn't . . .  very good, was it ?" 

" I'll cafl a doctor," I said, and began 
the slow process of pushing myself to a 
standing position. 

" No," I heard her whisper, and I 
looked down at her. "Don't . . .  bother. 
No use." 

I turned away from her and moved as 
rapidly as I could to the white doorway 
in the side of the house. As I passed 
Damon's form, I saw him stir a little, and 
he watched me silently with cold eyes. I 
didn't say anything, and neither did he. I 
didn't need a key for the door-it had 
been unlocked all the time. I went inside, 
found a telephone, and called Alvin 
Bayne's house. 

It took an argument to convince the 
cop who answered to call Orvil Hewing, 
but I finally got him. I told Hewing 
where I was, and to have Rockingham 
send out a doctor and an ambulance. 
He got excited, and started to fire ques
tions, but I snapped, " Hurry," at him 
and hung up. · 

I went outside and crossed the lawn 
to where the girl lay. Once more I maneu
vered myself into a sitting position be
side her. She moved her head slightly, 
and stared at me with dull, heavy-lidded 
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blue eyes. Painfully I shifted, stared back What did I do ?" She asked me, low and 
at her. plaintively. 

"Hello . . . darling. " Her voice was I looked down at her slender form ly-
so low that I had to duck my head to hear. ing on the grass. I had the eerie feeling 
"Why didn't you use my key ?" she said that we were a couple of other people, 
reproachfully. "Johnny counted on that. two strangers on another planet whisper
When you stopped at the door, that . . . ing together on a moonlit summer night ; 
that was his signal." or a couple of disembodied characters in 

"I know," I said wearily. "I know a painting by Dali. Maybe it was fatigue, 
now. The key was just bait, to get me and the pain in my leg, and the let-down 
into a trap where Damon could kill me from tension. I heard my voice saying : 
at his leisure. But you were telling the "You should have said· it sooner-! 
truth about his moving from his apart- mean when you called me 'darling.' You 
ment in town to this place. " called me that on the phone tonight, when 

She attempted a weak smile. "Of I called for your husband, and you said 
course. We couldn't have you blundering it in a special way. I remembered it. A 
into the , .. . wrong house, could we ? But while ago, just as I was about to use your 
why didn't you go . • .  to the door ?" damned key, you said it again, and I 

My leg was hurting now, bad, and I knew that Arlene Bayne and Marsha 
felt the sweat on my face. I tried to shift Morgan were the same person. " I looked 
its position, but it began to pain more, up at the stars, and they seemed to be too 
and I sat still. bright and too close to the earth . 
. I said, "You are Arlene Bayne. Not I said, " I  suppose Mrs. Florence Mark-

a girl named Marsha Morgan-she never haw, yo�r bridge-playing friend, had been 
existed. But as Marsha Morgan you tipped off to cover up for you ?." 
could give me the true story of whaf hap- I heard her say, •�'Don't blame Florence: 
pened tonight, putting all the blame on She's a very close friend of mine. When 
Arlene and Damon-so I would be sure I-I would go to see Johnny, I would 
to go to Damon's house. You didn't care tell Alvin that I was playing bridge at 
what you told me, just so you could lead Florence's house. Florence is very under-
me into the trap. standing. She . . .  she never let me down." 

"You heard your husband's conversa- Just to be saying something, I said, 
tion with me on the upstairs phone, and " She sure didn't." 
when he went upstairs to shave, you shot The night became very quiet. The 
him. Then you tore up the bedrooms to crickets were singing a muted song, and 
make it look like robbery, .and scooted from behind me I heard John Damon 
over to Damon's and told him what you groan faintly. I didn't look around. To 
had done. He put a couple of men on my hell with John Damon. To hell with every
trail, and when they failed to kill me, they thing. The hot pain in my leg was crawl
reported back to Damon. ing up to my hip, and r couldn't think of 
· "You volunteered to be the bait, by pos- anything else. · . 

ing as Marsha Morgan, to lure me to Arlene Bayne's. fingers plucked weak
Damon's house so that they could conveni- ly at my sleeve. I glanced down at her, 
ently take care of me. Your husband didn"t and I saw her lips moving. I lowered 
have any girl friend. You killed him so my head, and her soft whispering words 
that you and Damon could get his money barely came to me above the sound of 
-before he changed his will ."  I stopped crickets. 
talking, and rubbed my leg. It had started "Good-by . . .  darling . . . .  " 
to swell, and I hoped the doctor would I saw her body stiffen, and then relax. 
arrive soon. She died with a little smile on her lips. 

"Yes," Arlene Bayne whispered. "It I wasn't glad, and I wasn't sorry. I didn't 
was like that. I-I- killed him. He looked feel anything but the pain in my leg. 
so surprised when I pointed the gun at From far across town I heard the tiny 
him. Poor Alvin. But how did you know wail of a siren. I sat huddled beside the 
that I was Arlene ? You never met me. still body of Arlene Bayne and waited. 

THE END 
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Hard-boiled Zachow didn't know his own power • • •  

when he •h�rt-circuited volumptuous Zelma-

into the •lumber chair. 

"Take of that damned 
makl" 
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IT ISN'T always a clever, involved, 
premeditated, fancy affair. Sometimes 
murder strikes haphazardly, without 

form or recognizable features. Then it 
drives the police crazy, if they even 
suspect it for what it is. Sometimes they 
don't. Sometimes it's just a killing. It 
doesn't fit into any special category. 
Sometimes it's like this . . • •  
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By noon time that day Zelma was drunk 

and glad of it. It was better that way. 
She couldn't stand herself sober. She 
couldn't stand anything, hardly. But when 
she got like this, with a rosy glow on, 
everything was different. She could even 
look at her own face in a mirror without 
getting nauseated. 

She not only didn't look so ugly but 
she could actually see some· of the nice 
things about her features that Doreen 
claimed to see. Doreen was a good kid. 
Doreen was always telling her beauty is 
only skin deep and that she, Zelma, had 
character in her face and that was a thou
sand times more valuable. 

Zelma held the dresser hand mirror off 
at arms' length and inspected her features. 
With her other hand she fluffed her hair 
a little around her ears. Her hair was 
beautiful-she had to give herself that. 
It was as yellow and soft and shiny,as corn 
silk. What if her chin was too long and 
square ? All right, so you could hang a 
lantern on that jaw of hers, like some 
guy had once told her. 

So what ! . She'd pushed a few of his 
teeth in for that. And the nose-well, 
there wasn't much really that she could 
say for the nose, even looking at it through 
this glE>rious alcoholic haze. It was too 
big and too hooke<:l and spread all over 
her face and that was that. 

The trouble was, she reflected, staring 
into the glass, the whole mold out of which 
her face had been cast was too generously 
cut. Even the cheekbones jutted out like 
doorknobs. 

The eyes, though-that was where she'd 
gotten a break in the face department. 
They were large, too, only you didn't 
notice their largeness in that face. They 
were long-lashed and velvet-brown, those 
eyes. She had beautiful eyes. Doreen had 
told her so. And the eyes are the mirror 
of the soul, Doreen said. 

It was all right for Doreen to talk like 
that, Ze1ma thought bitterly, putting down 
the hand mirror. Doreen had a beautiful 
figure and a lovely face. She had every
thing. Doreen could afford to be generous 
with her compliments, damn her. She 
didn't really mean that, though. Doreen 
was good to her ! 

Wasn't Doreen sharing this big beauti
ful apartment · with her and wasn't she 

helping to break her of the liquor habit and 
loaning her dough and teaching her 
routines, so that she, too, could be a big
name star like Doreen, with her name in 
lights ? There wasn't anybody like Doreen. 
She'd do anything for that kid, Zelma 
told herself, anything. 

She whirled her way out into the living 
room, feeling all light and feathery, and 
fortified herself with another shot from 
the three-quarters empty quart bottle on 
the cocktail table. She winced and shud
dered as the drink went down, then 
giggled. Doreen was going to be mad 
at her for falling off the wagon like this, 
but she didn't care. 

It was fun, being here in the apartment 
all alone for a change, wearing one of 
Doreen's costumes and getting pleasantly 
stuccoed. She had planned it from the 
moment she had heard that Doreen was 
going downtown early this morning to do 
some shopping. She had pleaded a head
ache to get out of accompanying Doreen, 
so that she could stay here alone. 

There was a full-length mirror in tbe 
bedroom, in front of which Zelma walked. 
She was wearing one of Doreen's stripper 
panels, the skirt that wasn't really a skirt 
but two pieces of floor-length velvet. 

The costume did things for Zelma's 
figure. She let her eyes roam over her 
reflection and a smile played over her 
ugly features. She didn't have to give 
anybody odds in the figure department, 
not even Doreen, Zelma told herself. She 
had it. Just once let the audience· get a 
good gander at that voluptuous torso of 
hers and they'd tear down the house. 

Zelma closed· her eyes and stood there, 
swaying. In her mind she could hear that 
applause. And soon it wouldn't only be 
in her mind. Good little Doreen was 
taking care of that, too. Always before, 
agents and theatre managers had looked 
at Zelma's figure and sighed-then 
glanced at her face and groaned. 

" Sorry, girlie, " they'd tell her. "You've 
sure got the chassis for it and then some
but . . . " They hadn't gone into any 
details on the rejection. They didn't have 
to. Zelma knew why she was getting the 
turndown. It was her face. 

But smart little Doreen had figured a 
way around that. She said that in another 
few weeks, after Zelma had a little more 
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practice with the routine, they'd be ready 
to spring their surprise. It would work, 
too. It would go over, no question, Doreen 
said-. 

STANDING before the mirror now, 
Zelma put on the mask. It was a 

lovely, expensive thing, the part that fitted 
over the eyes and forehead and nose, 
black silk and studded with sequins. The 
black lace skirt that hung from the top 
part of the mask was filmy and feminine 
looking. , 

When she was wearing that mask, no 
one would see any of her features. It had 
a tantalizing, provocative effect. It gave 
her an air of mystery which, coupled with 
her superb figure, was devastating. 

The Masked Marvella ! she would be 
billed. The Mystery Woman ! Who Is 
She? She would be the sensation of the 
business, Doreen had promised. The 
same men who had refused to give her a 
chance at a career would then be clamor
ing-for her. She'd never be able to repay 
Doreen for that. 

To make good was the one big dream 
of Zelma's life. Her mother-whose 
statuesque figure she'd inherited-had 
been one of the biggest names in the busi
ness. But fate had punctured that dream 
when it had given Zelma her father's 
brawny face. Now, though, she was get
ting a second chance. Thanks to Doreen. 

She went and switched on the bedroom 
radio. "I can't let Doreen down, "  she 
told herself now. She felt a little ashamed. 
" I'll j ust practise a few steps in front 
of the mirror and then I'll sober up in 
time to meet Doreen and Tommy after 
the two o'clock show. I'll cold-shower and 

drink a bucket of black coffee and I'll be 
all right. "  

I n  front o f  the full-length mirror, Zelma 
danced to the beat of the radib band. She 
was completely lost in the intensity of her 
own performance when she heard the 
sound of clapping behind her and a man's 
shrill whistle of approval. She spun 
around, a scream rising behind her teeth. 

He was standing in the doorway, a tall, 
thin, middle-aged man dressed like a 
cartoonist's version of a racetrack tout. 
A faun-colored fedora was pushed back 
on his balding head. A cigarette drooped 
from one corner of his mouth. He grinned 
around it, a cold expression. He was a 
handsome man in a sort of rough, hard
boiled and rakish sort of way, the kind 
of a guy with more brass than a flophouse 
bed. 

" Who-who are you ? "  Zelma de
manded. "How did you get in here ? 
Get out ! Get out ! " 

He put up a hand, palm out, like a traffic 
cop. " Easy, sis. Don't get your eyeballs 
in an uproar. I applauded, didn't I ?  You 
should save talent like that for an 
audience. Okay, I'll be your audience. 
Continue dancing. " 

She held back a smile. Zelma was 
pleased by the flattery and she had to give 
the guy credit for his gall. " Look, " she 
said. " I'm not fooling. How did you 

· get in here ? Not that it really matters. 
You scram right now before I start 
screaming. I've got lungs and they'll hear 
me to hell and back ! " 

"Go ahead," he told her, the insolent 
grin still stuck on his face. " I  found the 
door on the latch, so I walked in. If you 
can find a who'll arrest me for enter-
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ing my own daughter's apartment, go to 
it, sis." 

She remembered that the door didn't 
shut properly unless you went out of your 
way to slam it. The super was supposed 
to fix it. Then the import of the man's 
words penetrated Zelma's liquor-fogged 
mind. His daughter! This guy w�s 
Doreen's father, about whom she'd heard 
so much ! 

He walked toward her. He swaggered 
just a little when he walked. He stopped 
just a few feet away from her, wrinkled 
his nose, sniffing. "Hey, kid, you've been 
hitting a bottle. How about sharing the 
wealth ? Maybe a drink'll cut through the 
inch .of fuzz on my tongue." 

Zelma didn't move. She just stood 
there, staring at him, letting her eyes go 
over him from head to toe. 

4'Hey," he said. "You think a toug4 
old geezer like me can't have a pretty dish 
like Doreen for a daughter ? Doreen ! 
Listen to that ! She's even got me calling 
bet that. What was the matter with Dora 
Zackow ? She had to make with the 
Doreen and change the last name to 
Darling. Doreen Darling ! "  He made a 
spitting sound with his lips as though 
getting rid of something that tasted bad. 

Zelma still didn't say anything. She 
was remembering things. She was re
membering Doreen crying and telling her 
about the nights she and her mother went 
without eating because her father gambled 
and drank up all of his pay. About the 
time he pulled out on them altogether, 
with her mother sick in bed. They went 
through hell for three or four months and 
didn't see · him again until three years 
later. · 

He came back then for a week and got 
drunk,, beating the daylights out of both 
Doreen and her mother. He took her 
mother's pay and the four hundred dollars 
she'd managed to scrimp and save during 
those rugged three years. 

One thing Zelma knew. She had to get 
rid of him. She had to get him away from 
here. Because once Doreen had told her : 
"Honey, if he ever shows up again, I'll 
kill him ! My mother should have done 
it long ago. She's dead now and can't, 
but I can. I mean it, Zelma, I'd kill him." 

The funny part was, as sweet and gentle 
a kid as Doreen Darling was, she had 

meant it. Zelma knew. This man, Doreen's 
father, had cut deep into the kid. It was 
because of him that Doreen believed all 
men were heels. For a long time she'd 
even thought that about Tommy Anders 
and still wasn't sold on his being okay. 

"Listen, mister, " Zelma said. " Maybe 
I'm talking out of turn but I'm going to 
tell you something for your own good. 
You've heard Doreen's in the big money 
now and you've come to cut yourself in. 
Well, I don't think you'd better try that, 
Mister Zackow. Doreen ain't goin' to put 
up with ft. She hates your guts. She-" 

"Wait a minute." He stopped her, 
holding up the hand in the policeman 
gesture again. His face got ugly and 
Zelma could see the evil in it. His muddy 
brown eyes were full of it. She saw his 
fists ball at his sides. "Who do you think 
you're talkin' to ? Maybe you'd like a little 
back-of-the-hand thanks for your advice ! 
Maybe I ought to-" 

He broke off. Some of the ugliness 
washed away and the cocky grin came 
back. "Aw, hell, " he said, his eyes drag
ging slowly over her. "Why do you want 
to rile me like that ? I don't want to get 
sore at a babe that's constructed like you 
are."  

"Keep my architecture out of  it," Zelma 
told him. "You-" 

"How can I, honey ?" he cut in. "Hey, 
listen, what's the idea of the mask ? You 
incognito or somethin' ? Take off the 
mask and let's see your kisser. Then you 
and I'll go in and have a little drink while 
we wait for Doreen. And listen, I ain't the 
heel you think I am. I got dough. I'm 
loaded. "  

H e  stuffed a hand into both trouser 
pockets, brought out a fistfull of green
backs. " I  hit a parlay. I got ten and ten 
on it and the top horse pays a juicy price. 
I'm a money man, today. Where's that 
bottle you've been punishing ?" 

THE · lift from being here alone in 
Doreen's apartment was all gone now. 

But the liquor was hitting Zelma harder, 
if anythiPg. It was getting her a little 
groggy, a little fuzzy around the edge of 
the mind, so that she couldn't think 
straight. And she had to think straight 
to get this sharp, fast-talking heel out of 
the flat before Doreen got back-and 
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somehow keep him out. Outside of  sober
ing up altogether-and' there wasn't time 
for that-the next best thing was to take 
another stiff j olt. It would straighten her 
up, at least temporarily. 

"All right, "  she said. "Come on. I'll 
buy you a drink." She led the way into 
the living room. She poured herself a 
whacking three fingers and downed it 
fast, watched Doreen's father do the same. 
She felt a little better and some of the 
cobwebs cleared from her brain. But she 
stayed on edge, jumpy. 

She kept looking at this man and re
membering the things Doreen had told 
her and hating him more and more for 
the kid's sake. That grin of his, that 
cockiness and fast chatter were beginning 
to give her the creeps. He was on her 
nerves and rubbi-ng them raw. She had 
to get rid of him fast. 

"Okay, Mr. Zakow," she said. "You've 
had your drink. Now beat it. " 

"Hey, what's the hurry ? "  He arched 
his bro� in surprise. "And skip that 
miSter; · stuff. I'm Pete to my friends." 

"You're no friend of mine," Zelma said. 
She felt her voice rising. "You get out of 
here before Doreen gets back. If she finds 
you here she'll kill you ! She-" 

His laughter prevented her from finish
ing. He roared with it, then cut it off sud
denly. The ugliness flowed back into his 
good-looking, middle-aged face suddenly. 
"Are you kidding ? Listen, if she o much 
as opens her lip with any back talk to 
me, I'll beat her silly. She's still my kid, 
remember. Any kid of mine's got to show 
respect for her old man." 

"Respect ? ", Zelma laughed now. "For 
you?" 

He was staring at her mask all the ·time 
now. He ignored her sarcasm. He said : 
"Why don't you take off that mask ? I 
asked you before nicely. Now take it off ! 
Or maybe you're ashamed to ? Hey, that'd 
be a good one, if you were wearing that 
thing because you got a face like a witch, 
now, wouldn't it ? That would-" 

" Shut up ! " Zelma screamed it, only 
the sound broke before it reached full 
height and came out only in a hoarse rasp. 
Her hands and feet suddenly felt numb. 
Pains shot through her head like streaks 
of fire. Something seemed to go wrong 
with her eyes. She couldn't see this Pete 
Zackow clearly. His face was all twisted, 
distorted and separated from .the rest of 
him like some grotesque gargoyle. His 
voice came through the ringing in her 
ears, then : 

"Now you've got me really curious ! 
Take off that damned mask ! " 

She couldn�t seem to move. It was 
suddenly as though somebody had nailed 
her feet to the floor and lead weights 
were hanging on the ends of her arms. 
She knew what he was going to do but she 
couldn't seem to stop him. She felt the 
mask ripped from her face. Another 
scream formed in .her throat, but, some
how, no sound came out. 

"Hell ! "  she heard him say. "I was 
wrong. Not like a witch ! Like a horse / 
Hey, kid, you ain't related to one of them 
nags that brought that parlay in for me, 
are you ? A horse-faced dame with a torso 
like Cleopatra ! Now I've seen every
thing ! "  

Horse-face !  Horse-face !  Those two 
words and his laughing voice kept ham
mering in her ears after he stopped talk-
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ing. They grew irito a shout, echoing as 
though a huge half was filled with thou
sands of men shouting the nickname at 
her. And then mingling in with them were 
childish voices, kid voices from the long 
ago, using the same hated words. Then 
they suddenly cut off and there was only 
the ringing in her ears again. 

She felt his hands on her arms, but the 
paralysis was still upon her an<j _he 
couldn't do anything about it. She saw 
his grinning face come close toward hers. 
She heard his voice saying : " I'm sorry. 
I was only kid din', you know that." 

" Stop it ! " The sound of her own voice 
sounded far away and unreal. She knew 
what he was thinking, what they all 
thought : I'm going to give this dame a 
break ! Hell, a dame with a phizz like 
that, doesn't get much attention. That's 
what he thinks ! 

He ignored her. His hands. were on 
her shoulders now, the fingers digging in 
cruelly. She heard his voice, suddenly 
whispering, "Listen, sugar, why don't you 
just slip that mask back on ? I go for you 
in that. !:--=" 

That did it. She wrenched" away from 
him. She felt drowned in the sudden 
white heat of anger. Slip the mask back 
on! Different lyrics, a little subtle, but the 
same old time, the same old story ! 

She felt her fingers around the neck of 
the whiskey bottle on the cocktail table. 
There didn't seem to be any weight to it 
at all as she raised it. She suddenly felt 
very tall and as though she was looking 
down on him from a great height. Her 
arm swung the bottle up and then down, 
savagely, with all her strength, against 

- his skull. It made a funny noise when it 
broke and glass and the liquor that was 
in the bottle spilled down around his head. 

He stood there for a moment, his thin
ning gray-blond hair suddenly filled with 
blood, his eyes walling back. Then as 
though somebody had kicked his legs out 
from under him, he went down. 

The tallness swept away . from Zelma 
and now she felt very small and alone. 
She looked down at the neck of the broken 
bottle, its jagged edges glittering, that she 
still held in her hand. A noise came from 
her throat, a crazy noise, half sob, half 
silly giggl� . . It kept coming and she tried 
to stop' it but couldn't. 

How long she stood there like that, she 
didn't know. But when she came out 

of it, she was cold sober. She looked down 
at Pete Zackow. Something about the way 
he lay twisted told her he was dead. 

Zelma took the edge of the kimona and 
raised it up, took hold of the broken edge 
of the bottle with it. With her other hand, 
she wiped the part where her fingers had 
gripped it. She didn't know exactly why 
she did that, only that it had to be done. 
Then she dropped the bottle onto the thick 
rug with the rest of th� broken glass. 

She went into the bedroom and changed · 

her clothes. Then she left the apartment 
without looking at the dead man again. 
She looked at the clock, though, and saw 
that it was after two. Doreen would be 
finishing up the early matinee show. She 
could catch her about now, having coffee 
with Tommy in the cafeteria around the 
corner from the theatre. She thought she 
had better go to Doreen and Tommy and 
tell them ·what had happened. ' 

But Zelma didn't do that. Outside, the 
fresh air hit her and cleared her brain a 
little. The shock began to wear off. She 
began to think about what she had done. 
She had killed a man. She had committed 
murder. 

Now, something like this had to hap
pen ! Just as she was getting a break, just 
when every dream she'd ever had was 
about to come true. It couldn't. It -couldn't 
be this way. 

She walked to a nearby park and sat 
down on a bench and thought about it 
some more. Then an idea came to her. 
Nobody knew she'd killed Doreen's 
father. They couldn't know:' She'd wiped 
off her fingerprints, the only thing that 
could possibly give her away. . Nobody 
would even think that she'd killed him . . .  
if she didn't say anything. 

They'd think it was Doreen ! That 
struck into her brain like a hot knife. 
Everything worked out that way. Every 
day, after they had their coffee, Doreen 
and Tommy took a walk down by the river 
between shows. 0Rly today, Doreen would 
do that alone. This was Thursday. Tom
my Anders was a musician in the pit band 
at the theatre and every Thursday he went 
down to the Union Hall. 

. Zelma ' st't>J>ped , thinking along those 
lines. She 'c'ouldn t let that happen. Not 
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to Doreen. Everybody knew how the kid 
felt about her father. They'd really hit 
her with this thing, if Zelma let it be that 
way. But she couldn't do that. She owed 
Doreen too much. 

But did she ? What about Tommy 
Anders ? Who owed who for that ? She'd 
introduced Doreen to Tommy. She'd been 
crazy about Tommy, herself, still was. 
What difference did it make that Tommy 
had never felt the same way about her, 
that -she'd only been a friend to him ? 
Maybe if Doreen was not around. . . . 

Zelma thought she must be going crazy. 
She shouldn't think thing� like that. Not 
about Doreen. But they kept coming to 
her. She thought about how with Doreen 
arrested for murder, there'd be a big hole 
in the show tonight. She, Zelma, had the 
routines down pat enough to get by. They 
were only going to wait another couple of 
weeks so she could put some final polish 
to them. She could go on in Doreen's 
place tonight ! 

" They'll go after Doreen for this, any-
ow, ' Zelma told herself. "The only thing 

that could stop them from grabbing her 
for it would be my going to the cops and 
telling them the truth-that I killed him ! "  

She got u p  off of the bench a�d started 
walking toward the heart of town, sud
denly knowing that she couldn't do that. 
She couldn't sacrifice herself for Doreen. 
Not that way. It was too much. Nobody 
could make that kind of a sacrifice. 

Downtown, she went into a movie 
house. The police, in routine questioning, 
would want to know where she'd been. 
All right, she'd tell them. Her headache 
had gotten better after Doreen left and 
she got bored, went- out to a movie. Ar. 

·simple as that. . . . 
· 

But Zelma didn't see any of the picture. 
She didn't even know what picture was 
playing. She kept thinking this thing out 
and the whole business kept running 
through her mind. The part that had hap
pened, like a movie reel running in slow 

- motion-Ihe part that was going to hap-
pen, like a preview of a coming attraction. 

And Zelma knew that she couldn't go 
through with it. To see Doreen being put 
in jail, to live through the trial, to read 

, about the thing in the newspapers, to hear 
it on the radio, to have p�_ople they both 
knew talking about it, to''$ee the look on 

. '· 

Tommy Anders' face. To try to sleep 
nights. To have this thing to live with 
the rest of her life. . . . 

It was late in the afternoon when she 
got back to Doreen's apartment. She 
noticed almost absently that the door was 
either fixed or somebody had slammed it 
shut. She keyed it open and went in. It 
was very quiet inside and she wondered 
if the murder hadn't been discovered yet. 
But that was impossible. The cleaning 
woman came on Thursdays, about three 
o'clock. She would have seen-

Zelma walked into the living room and 
saw the two men sitting there. One was 
a stranger, heavy ·set, with a florid com
plexion .and sleek gray temples, a shrewd
looking, distinguished-looking man. The 
other was young and handsome in a boyish 
sort of way. Distraught looking now, with 
his black hair rumpled · and the fine lines 
of his face strained with anxiety. - He 
jumped up out of his chair and came to-
ward her when he saw Zelma. 

"Tommy ! "  she said and wanted to say 
some more but nothing more would come 
out. 

He stopped in front of her, took her ' 
hands. "Where've you been, Zelma?" he 
demanded. "We've been .worried sick 
about you. We thought maybe the 
shock . . .  you might be wandering around 
in a daze or something. Doreen and a 
police sergeant have gone out looking for 
you." 

" Doreen I" Zelma. gasped. "But I-I 
was afraid they might think she-you 
know-that Doreen killed him. I-" 

"Don't be silly, " he told her. " Doreen 
was with me all afternoon. I didn't go 
down to the Union Hall today. Anyhow, 
they knew you did it. They found your 
fingerprints on some of the pieces of shat
tered glass. And they found, a strand of 
blond hair under his fingernail. " His 
back was to the big man sitting in the 
chair. He suddenly winked very hard at 
Zelma. " Don't worry, kid, the police have 
pretty well figured out what happened. 
They know about that door. And this 
guy had a record for breaking and entry. 
It was either you or him. I-" 

She didn't hear the rest of it. She was 
suddenly dazed and weak. The things 
Tommy Anders had said whii:led dizzily 
in her brain. But one thing screamed out 
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at her : They knew she had killed him ! 
She'd have only made things worse for 
herself by pleading innocent, trying to 
work that silly movie alibi. 

She felt Tommy lead her to a chair and 
she collapsed into it. She was aware of 
the big man with the gray temples coming 
over and standing by her. He was Lieu
tenant Drake, he was saying. He realized 
she was upset and they didn't want to 
make her worse, but there were a few 
details they'd like cleared up. She had 
nothing to fear, he said. It was a clear
cut case of self-defense against an armed 
burglar whom she'd caught by surprise. 
- For a moment she could just stare up 
-at Drake and Tommy. Then it dawned 
on her that there'd been no mention of the 
man she'd killed being Doreen's father. 
They thought he was a burglar and that 
she'd caught him trying to rob the apart
ment. Obviously, he must have had a gun 
in his pocket that she hadn't known about. 

Somehow, she got through that inter
view with Drake. There was a little 
confusion on her part but nobody seemed 
to think anything about it. They seemed 

to expect it, knowing she was upset. She 
learned, too, that the police were very 
glad the thing had happened. They'd 
been after this Peter Zackow for a long 
time, they said. She'd just saved them 
the trouble. It seemed that he had killed 
a bookie in a holdup the day before. 

Later, when it was all over, Zelma and 
Doreen and Tommy went in for a drink. 

Doreen told her that she hadn't used 
her real name in years and that nobody 
in this town knew it, so there was no way 
anybody could connect her with the dead 
man found in her apartment, as long as 
she didn't say anything. 

For a long time after they finished 
telling her that, Zelma was quiet . She 
thought <.bout how she might have spoiled 
everything if she'd persisted in her plan 
of trying to make Doreen take the rap for 
it. 
. Also with some twist of logic, she 
felt as though now she could live with 
that ugly face of hers and the incongruous
ly beautiful body that went with it
as though the disastrous combination had 
finally done some good for the world. 

A SLIGHT CASE OF TREASON 
. History, criminal and otherwise, is full of the deeds of men who 

have 'COmmitted murder for the sake of the woman they loved
sometimes even upon the person of the loved one. But seldom does 
a gentle male, a henpecked Henry who would not hurt a fly, rate 
n9tice in posterity's annals. Mr. John Williams, of Gloucester, Eng
land, is the exceptiort. 

Mr. Williams did not kill-he di�d, arsenicked by Mrs. Williams, 
a bluff and domineering- woman. So confident was she of his com· 
plete submissiveness, that she carelessly permitted some friends to 
view. her husband's death struggles. And for the first and last time 
in his life, Mr. Williams talked back I 

When his statement was read in court, posthumously, it sealed his 
widow's fate, even though Mr. Williams declared his indifference to 
the arsenic he had consumed. 

· 

"That I would forgive," the record read, "but I have always de· 
tested hot cereal for breakfast and for years she has made me eat it. 
This morning she stood over me and forced me to finish every spoon
ful of the cereal -with the poison in it. At least, she might have made 
it more pleasant to take. . . . " 

Mrs. Williams was promptly sentenced by an all-male jury. 
In those days British common law gave a wife-murdering husband 

an ordinary hanging. But any woman who killed her husband was 
tried for petty treason, for which the penalty was burning at the stake. 

So-the incensed Mrs. Williams was burned up: 
E. Jakobssott 
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KI L L E R  

With the redhead siding him, 

Dooley aimed to show the weed-happy hoods

how to make a violent exit. 

"Come on in." lie 
waved the gun at 

them. 

f>r JOH� f>E�VER 

NOBODY had to tell Dooley that 
something was wrong at the Club. 
He sensed it as soon as he walked 

in. Some of the boys had a game of bas
ketball going, but when they spotted him, 
the movement of the game almost stopped. 
They made a big thing of hollering it up 
again, not looking, Dooleyq �10:ted, in his 

direction, pretending · not to see him. 
He shrugged and went on down the 

hall to his office-a big, amiable young 
man who kept the smile on his face even 
though he was aware of the tension, the 
silence now, in the main gym behind him. 

It was one of the cardinal rules in 
Dooley's place-the James, Doolittle 

39 
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Callahan Boys' CTub-that all kids were 
welcome, and on their own. They made 
their own way and got advice only when 
they asked for it, which wasn't very often. 
They were a clannish, independent lot, 
these neighborhood kids, and you did not 
stick your nose in where it wasn't wanted. 

Dooley knew. Years ago, before he'd 
become the ball player who had pitched 
the Titans to three pennants, he had 
been a kid in this same neighborhood him-
self. . --

. There was no one waiting for him in 
his office, which was something else un
usual, for a Saturday afternoon. The 
place was generally jammed with kids, 
noisy, jabbering youngsters, rough-hous
ing Dooley and each other, fighting for his 
attention. 

On a hunch he went out to the bulletin 
board in the main hall. The boys some
times left messages for hirn there. J abo, 
the middle-aged "boy" whom Dooley had 
put on at assorted jobs around the club, 
also used the board as a means of com
munication with his boss. 

There was nothing but the notice Doo
ley had tacked up that morning : 

Johnny Taker, the manager of the Titans, 
promised me twenty-five tickets for tonight's 
game with the Giants. Anybody interested, 
check with his folks and sign below. 

A notice of that sort usually brought the 
signatures of the hundred or so neighbor
hood kids who used the Club. And some
times the sigttatures of their male parents 
as well. Now, there were less than half-a
dozen names pencilled on the sheet. 

And Dooley . could not read them be
cause they had all been scratched out, 
with a heavy, crayon pencil. 

·
He rabbed his lean, dark face with his 

hand and stood there for a moment, con
sidering. He went back to the gym room 
and interrupted the basketball game long 
enough to ask if . anyone had seen J abo. 
No one had. 

In the swimming pool, Tony Davito, 
the teen-age monitor who kept the bud• 
ding water artists out of trouble, shook his 
head also. Dooley tried the reading room 
and the storeroom without success. 

Down in the back of the locker rooms, 
he heard the sobbing, the hushed-youthful 
voices; and Jabo saying it would be all 

right-not to cry-it would be all right. 
Behind the last row of lockers he found 

them. In the space sometimes used to 
store extra equipment, Dooley discovered 
two kids and Jabo Johnson. The Carter 
twins-two twelve-year-olds whose father 
Dooley had gone to school with-sat 
against the wall, their , young faces 
bruised, their . clothing torn and dirty. 
J abo was applying a cold-water rag to 
David Carter's nose, which had bled all 
over the boy's shirtfront . 

"Well," Dooley said, "when did the 
cyclone hit here ?" . 

He knelt and made a quick, professional 
examination. The bruises on the boys' 
faces were colorful and ugly, but Dooley 
didn't think that they were serious. 

"You'll be wearing that mouse to school 
for a while, Tommy," he told the blond 
Carter twin. "You and Dave have a little 
gentleman's argument back here ?'' 

"'Not that. Not that at all, Dooley," 
Jabo said. "They wasn't fightin'_ Qne 
another. No siree ! It's that no-g6o<r}oey 
Burns. He been around." 

"He beat; them up ?"· 
"No, he jes' git things started, what I 

kin make out. I'm over in the storeroom 
-we got some crates of sportin' goods 
come in this afternoon. They' s addressed 
to Mr. Hanson but they's all sports 
'quipment, says so right on the boxes, 
so's the delivery man he say why take 
'em over to the Alderman's office when 

_ I know they got to come right back here 
and-" 

"Joey Burns ?" Dooley reminded. 
"Well, I'm working in the storeroom 

'n I hear this commotion over here. So 
they's a couple, three boys back here with 
this Burns 'n they's so much smoke you 
think the place is on fire. Lord ! So he's 
givin' the kids these here cigarettes, 'n 
I tell you, some of them boys, they's really 
gene." 

"Reefers ?" Dooley was astounded. 
"Yes, siree." 
With the help of the Carter twins, 

Jabo told it economically from there. They 
had refused to take any of the cigarettes, 
they said, and some of the other boys had 
got nasty when the Carters wouldn't join 
them for a couple of "kicks." There was 
a lOt of pu�ftWg and shoving, and finally 
quite a fight:>: The sight of blood, finally, 
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had served to sober things up and the 
"smokers" had fled. 

Dooley listened carefully to it all, the 
anger building slowly within him. 

Dope wasn't new to the neighborhood. 
This tenement district was a place that 
bred the need for many kinds of tem
porary escape. But Dooley had never had 
any trouble with it in his Club. He had 
kept the kids busy and contented and 
dean. The thought of dope itself was bad 
enough ; the thought of these kids of his 
getting mixed up with it was appalling. 

"I want you to close up early, Jabo," 
he said. " Never mind that new equipment 
that came in. I want you to take these 
two boys home, too. Tell their father I'll 
call him later on." 

"Gosh, Dooley," David said. "Jabo 
doesn't have to take us home. We'll be all 
right." 

"You take them home," Dooley re
peated to J abo. He buttoned his top
coat. "I'll go have a little talk with Joey · Burns." 

HE WALKED briskly through the 
chill April sunshine that was dis

appearing behind the tenement roofs. 
Crossing Pennoyer Street he heard the 
youthful voices, the shouts in his direc
tion : "Get the ball, Dooley ! Hey, Dooley, 
toss it here !" and without thinking, or 
breaking his stride, he scooped up a low
bounding rubber ball and whipped it back 
into the stick-ball game. 

Immediately, he regretted it, feeling the 
twinge in his left shoulder that was not 
quite a pain, but the memory of a pain. 
He recalled a day, two years ago, the 
shadows reaching out from the grand
stand to the pitchers' box, the pain a knife 
in his shoulder as he handed the ball over 
to Johnny Toker and called it quits. 

The doctors had been right-the arm 
was burned out, useless, incapable of hur
ling a baseball any more, and that was 
that ; a life ended. So he had begun a new 
one. There was the Boys' Club he'd al
ways thought about and for which sud
denly he had the time, and more than 
enough money earned in his six years 
as the Titans' highest-salaried star to 
swing the deal. . 

He hadn't envisioned any trouble, any 
interference, from men like Joey Burns. 

The building, sandwiched between a ; 
barber shop and a bar, wore its faded ' 
sign like a dirty undershirt, with no pre- · 
tence at elegance. "Bowling-Billiards," ;  
the sign said and underneath, u 12 · 
Snooker Tables," in smaller letters. 

Dooley went down the long, steep flight 
of iron stairs, into the place. This cavern 
of muscular activity held its own offensive 
breath against the fresh air that he 
brought in with him. 

Most of the pool tables were occupied ; 
on one of them a dice game was in prog
ress. From the rear came the regulated 
thunder of falling bowling pins. 

The men in the place wore different 
clothes, but there was a sameness to them 
all that was more pronounced than any 
uniform. These were the generation of 
his own age, who could have used a place 
like the Boys' Club in their earlier youth. 

Dooley spoke to one of them. "Joey 
Burns around ?" 

The man chalked his cue. " Over on the 
alleys, I think." 

There was a crowd of men bowling on 
the last pair of alleys, Joey in the middle 
of them, a little noisier than the rest. In 
his shirtsleeves, he was a tall and thickly
chested individual whose pants, it seemed, 
sought refuge in his armpits. 

Dooley walked over and stood behind 
the twin row of spectator seats until Joey 
Burns looked his way. Then Dooley called 
him over. Joey was feeling very very 
high, he saw. The sight of the man, the 
bright hard eyes, disgusted him anew. 

"Wassamatter, you get tired playin' 
hero for those kids of yours ? Or you 
looking for somebody to go to the ball 
game with you ?" Joey laughed coarsely, 
the spittle running out of tl)e side of his 
mouth. "Hey, boys, look who's here ! Mr. 
Boy Scout. "  

"You were over t o  m y  place this after
noon," Dooley · said, ignoring the others. 
"I don't want you pushing reefers on 
those kids, Joey. I don't want you marking 

· up my bulletin board. Don't come around 
again, understand." 

He emphasized the final word, remem
bering about his left arm and using just 
the right hand, spearing it into Joey's 
solar �lexus. 

Burns doubled, his face draining of all 
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color. . Dooley brought the flat of his 
hand up hard against the man's nose. The 
scream of pain tore Joey's mouth. Another 
right staggered him toward the wall. As 
carefully as a butcher cutting up a beef, 
Dooley stalked him, driving the right 
hand like an axe. 

When he finished, the hulk in the corner 
bore only a·- slight resemblance to the 
dapperly-dressed individual who had been 
bowling. 

The men who had watched this thing 
take place, looked from Joey to Dooley. 
Then one of them said, " I'm on a spare. 
C'mon, let's get rolling . . . .  " 

On the street again, Dooley had calmed 
down. Perhaps he had solved little, if any
thing, by this recourse to violence, but he 
could not deny that he felt immeasurably 
better for having worked Joey Burns into 
something resembling last week's laundry. 

He supposed that there would be un
pleasant complications. He had no doubt 
that Joey was just a local pusher, a 
reefer-h�ppy hood who took orders from 
a higher echelon. It would be wise, he 
decided, to talk to Harry. Honest Harry 
Hanson, the people's choice for alderman, 
who ruled the neighborhood like a minor 
kingdom, which, in truth, it was. To 
Harry came the mighty and the meek, 
the kids, the grownups, the favor seekers 
and the party patrons, the scum and the 
cream of this polyglot society. For over 
fifteen years he had ruled the neighbor
hood, quietly but firmly, guiding it politi
caUy and morally from his small and 
dingy office over on Adams Street. 

It was to him that Dooley had gone six 
months before, with his idea of a Boys' 
Club for the neighborhood. Harry had 
been intrigued by the plan and Dooley 
had been amazed at the speed and ease 
with which Honest Harry had found for 
him a suitable, tenantless building at a 
reasonable rental. Hanson had even of
fered to supply quite a bit of the sports 
equipment needed, and through some de
vious arrangement Dooley found himself 
"on salary." 

VROM the phone booth in Straus' little 
.l' candy store, Dooley called the alder
man's office. 

" He isn't here," the female voice an-

swered quickly Dooley's first question. 
"Do you expect him back today ?" 
"Who's calling ?" The girl's voice was 

one he didn't recognize. He told her his 
name and learned that Mr. Hanson was 
expected back and he hung up. He wo�
dered what the girl on the phone looked 
like. It was that kind of voice. 

He called the Carters and talked to 
Mary, Ed's wife. The boys would be all 
right ; she thanked Dooley for having sent 
J abo home with them. 

"That horrid Burns,"  she added scath
ingly. She was not a woman who cursed 
absently or lightly, Dooley knew. " It's 
not bad enough, all the dope in the 
neighborhood. They have to get the kids 
in on the dirty stuff now. "  

" Don't worry," Dooley said. " Don't 
worry. I 11 keep it out of the Club. " 

He hoped he could. But the more he 
thought about it, the worse it seemed. 
Some of the neighborhood kids were 
running loose on the weed even now, and 
he was worried about them. If the ncigh
borhood wasn't boiling with trouble, it was 
sure as hell _simmering. Honest Harry 
Hanson, Dooley was convinced, was the 
man to see. The only one who could 
straighten out this thing. 

The alderman's office was a small affair 
of two rooms on the second floor of a 
loft building. Dooley pushed in on the 
door marked simply, "H. Hanson," and 
promptly ground to an abrupt halt. 

Honest Harry Hanson's secretary was 
new, all right. He had never seen her 
before, and she was the ·kind of girl you 
would remember. The red hair alone 
would have been enough to keep a man 
from forgetting. And there were other 
charms, even more attractive, Dooley saw. 

"Well," he said. 
Quite casually, but aware of him, she 

finished smoothing her sheer nylon stock
ing. She said, "I 've got a face, too, if 
you're j ust in here to wear your eyes down 
to the quick." 

He raised his eyes. Within the silken 
copper of her hair, the face was very nice 
indeed. Her eyes were gray and frankly 
staring, estimating him. She was as love
ly as the called third strike that won a no
hit game for you . 

She said, {'A.fter you stop drooling, are 
you going td '4a:y something?" 

.::..7. �: -
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Dooley grinned. He took · off 

·
his hat. 

"I ought to come in and see Harry more 
often, that's for sure. " Mo.re seriously he 
said, "You told me on the phone a little 
while ago that you expected him back. 
I 'm Dooley Callahan. "  

"Ah, the sport world's gift to young 
America. " The gray eyes widened j ust a 
trifle and she seemed to bristle less. "I'm 
Marcy Williams, Mister Hanson's new 
and beautiful secretary. "  Her brashness 
amazed him. "I didn't figure there'd be 
anyone coming in this late. " 

Dooley laughed. " Should I have whis
tled ? " 

"Before-not after you came in. Wolf 
whistles annoy me_-occupational hazard. 
But this is my first job ; I don't really 
need a club." 

The light-hearted frankness in this red
haired girl was the brightest note of the 
day, he decided. 

"Grab a seat, " she told him. "He 
ought to be back soon. "  She went over to 
hen!esk .  "That true about you being out 
of baseball for good; Dooley ? Not just 
newspaper talk ?" She read the answer in 
his exes. "When you had it, you had it 
good, Dooley. You were the best. Pop 
used to take me to all the Titans' · home 
games. He don't think much of south
paws, ordinarily, but you were top man in 
his book. " · 

It went that way, easy conversation, the 
talk moving with the fluid speed of pepper 
practice before a ball game. It was fifteen 
minutes more before Hanson arrived, but 
Dooley and the girl didn't notice the time 
passing. 

Honest Harry came in quietly, wearing 
his typical sad expression and the inevit-

able cigar, which no one had ever seen 
lighted. He was a thin man, reaching 
scarcely to Dooley Callahan's chest, and 
what there was of him could be contained · 

successfully in a hundred-pound potato 
sack. He tossed his hat to Marcy and 
motioned Dooley to follow him into the 
inner office. 

"I hear you had some trouble over at 
the Club," he began. " I  hear you also 
put the beef on Joey Burns." He frowned. 
"You should have called me, Dooley, be
fore you started throwing the muscle. Bad 
business. " 

The little alderman opened a desk 
drawer and took out a bottle and a pair 
of shot glasses. He poured two drinks 
and carried one over to Dooley. 

"What was it all about ?" 
Dooley told him, holding the glass 

idly in one big fist. " Burns brought mar
ij uana into the place, fed it to some of 
the kids." He explained the rest of it 
while Harry Hanson nodded, the frown 

. fixed on his thin, gray-pallored face. 
"Burns was on the stuff himself. He was 
feeling cocky, I guess. " He mentioned 
the business of the bulletin board and 
the scratched-out names. " It looked like 
bowling alley crayon, and Joey hangs out 
at Vince's place. So I went over to the 
alleys and told him to stay away from the 
Club. " 

"You didn't call the cops at all !." 
"The cops ! "  
"To cover yourself. Now-it may not 

look so good. Well, no matter. " Honest 
Harry downed his drink, made a rough 
noise of distaste deep in his throat. "Doq
ley, somebody found Joey Burns in an 
ashcan a little while ago. In the alley 
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back of Vince's place. Two slugs in his 
chest. " 

· 

As Dooley came to his feet, some of the 
liquor in his glass spilled out over his 
hand. "Was he-" 

"That's right. Dead," said Honest 
Harry Hanson "Dead as hell." 

THE drink did very little for him. He 
got up and put the empty glass on 

Harry's desk and 'rubbed his big hands 
together. 

"I didn't kill him, Harry. " 
The little alderman waved his hand. 

"Nobody's saying you did, Dooley. I 
trust you, Dooley. You think I just let 
anyone run a Club fn my neighborhood ? 
But the cops are going to be full of ques
tions, is all. How much can you tell 
them ?" 

"As much as I told you. As much as I 
know. Nothing. " 

"Well, they're not panting for you yet. 
We have some time."  

The door opened and Marcy's red head 
popped inside. "You told me to remind 
you about your date with the Downtown 
Civic Association, "  she told the alderman. 
"You gonna make it ?" 

"Okay, okay," Hanson said. He looked 
at Dooley. "Don't worry too ' much about 
this, lad. I'll put my ear out, see what I 
can come up with. I don't think the pre
cinct boys will give you any trouble. "  

Dooley smiled. "That's okay: with me." 
He had no desire to tangle with the law. 
"I'll be down at the Club if you want to 
get in touch with me." 

'-fYou work nights too ?" Honest Harry 
frowned. 

"Some stuff came in today. I ought to 
clean it up. We got some more equip
ment this morning--thanks to you. Sports 
stuff. I ought to get it uncrated." 

The alderman walked to the door, shap
ing his hat carefully to his head. He ran 
the tip of his tongue over his thin lips. 
"Why don!t you let it go ? Take it easy 
tonight. Won't it wait until Monday ? "  

" I  suppose so." 
"Then forget it. Why don't you hang 

around here ? Then I can check with you 
later." 
. He was gone, then; and Dooley saw his 
shadow on the frosted glass of the door as 
'the little alderman talked a moment with 

his secretary. As t)1e outer door banged 
shut, the inner door opened. Marcy 
Williams came inside. 

"Long day, " she said. "The boss man 
said I was to keep you entertained." She 
put a neatly-manicured hand against her 
mouth and made a silly gesture with her 
fingers. "Will that do ? "  

Dooley grinned. She was very lovely, 
and he wished that he had met her long 
ago. She was the kind of girl who could 
make Saturday night the finest night in 
the week. He saw her eyebrows climb 
and he realized that he was staring openly 
again. 

She frowned, saw the bottle on the 
desk. " How about a drink ? Would you 
like a drink ? "  

"No, thanks '' 
Marcy shoqk her head. "This is one 

hell of a job, Dooley. Mostly I'm sup
posed to shoo people out of the office. Not 
keep them in. " 

He started for the door. "Well, just 
consider me crazy. Anybody will tell you 
southpaws are crazy." · 

He said good night and left. The 
thought of sitting around Harry's office, 
even with such a pleasant companion as 
Marcy Williams, was not enough. He 
did not feel in the least bit sociable with 
this business on his mind, nor was he 
entirely satisfied to be alone. Downstairs, 
he decided to go back to the Club and get 
the stuff unc,rated. It was something to 
do at any rate, while he waited for Harry 
to get the slant on this thing. 

Less than half a block away from the 
alderman's office he heard the tapping of 
high heels behind him. He turned, and 
it was Marcy Williams, her glorious hair 
caught in a silk scarf, a belted camel's hair 
coat engulfing her. He had not realized 
that she was so small. 

" You're worried about the kids, aren't 
you ?" she asked. She fell in step beside 
him, taking his arm. 

So, all right, he was. The death of 
Joey Burns had put a darker shading on 
the affair. Abruptly Dooley realized that 
she was not demanding that he apologize 
for running out on her ; she was simply 
talking fact.· 

· 

"You thiW< you can find something at 
the Club ?'1!She bad a knack for essentials. 
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"It's a long chance," he said. 
She grinned. " I  guess my boss meant 

for me to stick with you. I've never been 
in a boys' club before." 

Going in the front door Dooley said, 
" You don't really have to hang around, 
you know. I'll tell Harry you did your 
best. " 

The red-haired girl smiled. " You don't 
get rid of me that easily, Dooley, me boy." 

They went inside. Dooley pointed out 
the gym, the pool, the reading room ; and 
she professed to be quite fascinated. 

"You've a wonderful place here," she 
said. "It's fine for the boys, Dooley." 

As they approached the storeroom, they 
heard the sound-the clank of metal on 
a stone tile floor. 

" Some of the kids do night work ?" 
Marcy asked. 

" Probably Jabo came back," Dooley 
said. 

He could see the faint light coming from 
. �he storeroom, · which .did not strike him 

as strange untir he pushed open the heavy, 
metal fire-stop door and found the man 
inside. 

MOST of the crates had been opened, 
and the crow bar which lay on the 

ground indicated that the man who faced 
them had been working at the task. He 
was a tall man, well-dressed, and the gun 
in his hand seemed a natural addition to 
his wardrobe. 

"Busy little joint, ain't it ?" the gun
man said, holding the two of them in the 
beam of his flashlight. " Come on in." 
He waved the gun at them. 

" What are you doing here ?" Dooley 
demanded. 

''Waiting for a street car." The man 
looked from Dooley to the crates. "Which 
one of these things has the footballs in 
it?" 

When Dooley did not answer, the man 
came over to the doorway, waving the 
flashlight toward the packing cases. 
"Okay, buster. You look like you got a 
strong back. Open up them crates. G'on. 
There're footballs in one of them." 

Marcy shuddered. " Humor the fellow, 
Dooley. Give him a nice new football. 
For heaven's sake, give him a dozen foot
balls I" 

They moved toward :the big boxes. 

Dooley had no clear idea of what was 
happening, but he realized that the man 
behmd the gun was not making idle con
versation. The weapon was in earnest. 
He had a sudden, intuitive impression 
that the gunman was somehow connected 
with Joey Burns, deceased. He paused, 
standing just beyond the axis of the open 
door. 

"You seen Joey Burns lately ?" Dooley 
asked. 

The gunman started. In that brief un
guarded second, Dooley thrust out with 
his long leg, slamming the metal door, 
virtually sweeping the other man out into 
the corridor. Plunging behind the mo
tion, Dooley caught the door with his 
shoulder and slammed it shut. He swung 
in place the long metal brace which 
pivoted on a stud bolt in the center of 
the door, locking it. 

A pair of shots tore into the silence. 
They thudded into the door and Dooley 
fell away . 

"Dooley I You all right ?" There was 
no panic in Marcy Williams' voice, just 
the quiver of excitement. 

"I'm okay," he told her. He nodded 
at the door. "He qm't blast his way 
through that thing. " 

She took a deep breath. "This isn't 
my idea of fun for a Saturday night. I 
suppose Jesse James outside will go 
away." 

As if in answer, the man called, " Open 
up I Play it smart and you don't get hurt. 
Lemme in !" . 

Dooley and the girl stood close together 
in the darkness, their breathing rapid. He 
felt her trembling. She was nervous, as 
was he, but she was not complaining, 
and it pleased him. 

He found the lights and snapped them 
on, then went over to the packing crates. 
He pried open the remaining boxes. 
There were footballs in one of them, sure 
enough. They lay flat, deflated, in the 
sea of excelsior. But a couple of them, 
near the bottom of the crate, were 
suspiciously lumpy. 

With his penknife, Dooley slashed the 
leather and examined their contents. Two 
packages, not very large, and wrapped 
tightly in wax paper. He vvhistled softly, 
holding them for Marcy to see. • 

"This is what he was after._'' 
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She looked at it. "Dope ?" 
Dooley nodded. "Looks like it. Un

cut. Heroin, I think. " 
The girl whistled. In the corridor out

side there was another shot. The door 
bolt jumped in its housing, but it held. 

"Open up, dammit !" the gunman 
called. 

What do we do now ? "  Marcy asked. 
Any number of things suggested them

selves to him, but they were impossibili
ties all. The small room was windowless, 
without connection to the outside world 
of the neighborhood. There was no 
phone, and even if there had been an ex
tension, all the calls funneled into the 
switchboard in the main office, which was 
untenanted. 

He held the packages, looking around 
the room. " Wait a minute ! "  In the cor
ner, behind the many stacks of baseball 
bats, old and new, he spied the seldom
used sink. "Go other there and run the 
water," he told her. 

As she did so, Dooley carefully applied 
his weight against two of the larger, 
heavier crates, moving them silently until 
they stood almost tightly together. Into 
the space between them, he dropped the 
packages of wax paper, then he jammed 
the boxes as flush as possible. 

He raised his voice, calling to the man 
outside : " Hear that water ? We're run
ing this junk down the drain ! "  

The gunman yelled, "Wait a minute ! 
Don't ! " The water splashed into the 
basin. "Look, just open the door, and 
nothing happens. Honest ! You got a 
half a million bucks worth of j unk there, 
man ! "  

H e  broke o ff  with an abrupt angry 
squawk, and the sound of his footsteps 
receded down the corridor. Dooley mo
tioned for the girl to shut off the water, 
listening for any further sound from out
side. There was only silence. 

"Is he gone ?" Marcy asked. 
Then they heard the scuff of feet in 

the corridor, the sudden, naked com
mand, "Drop it ! Drop that gun ! "  and 
the pounding stutter of two guns. A pair 
of shots exchanged. Then a third, rever
berating, rolling the waves of sound 
against the door behind which Dooley and 
the girl crquched. 

"Dooley ? "  came the voice. "You all 

right ?" the little man outside asked. 
"Why, it's Mr. Hanson ! "  Marcy said. 
"All clear out here," Honest Harry 

Hanson called in to them. They could 
hear the alderman chucklinfl grimly. "You 
can relax, " Hanson said. I got him." 

With a sigh of relief, Dooley opened 
the metal door and stepped outside. He 
saw the little alderman, the unlighted 
cigar in one corner of his mouth, the 
smoking revolver in his hand. Then 
Dooley felt the searing pain shatter his 
vision into a vivid, red-tinged cloud of 
nothingness and he was conscious only 
of the plunge which he was taking. The 
walls, the faint light, the alderman
everything swam into a red mist and he 
was falling, falling, his legs weak and in
effective . . . .  

HE WAS lying in the corridor, his 
head and shoulders cradled in the 

girl's lap, and she was speaking to him, 
calling his name as if from a great dis
tance. His head was a balloon that 
threatened to soar away from his body ; 
the side of his face was numbed beyond 
all pain. 

"He's all right, " a voice said gruffly. 
"I didn't clout him that hard. " 

"Come on, Dooley. Come out of it." 
He opened his eyes part way and saw 

Honest Harry Hanson standing there, 
the gun in his hand held casually but with 
unmistakable purpose, saw the gunman 
siding him, covering him and the red
haired girl who tended him. 

It was a long trip back to full con
sciousness, because the things that came 
into his mind distracted him with their 
significance. The full detail was missing, 
but the shape of this night's events was 
enough to fill him with despair. This be
trayal by H-onest Harry Hanson was the 
final, bitter knowledge. 

He heard the girl say, " Don't !" in an 
..anguished whisper, but the politician's 
foot dug into Dooley's side, jarring him. 
He sat up groggily. 

"Where's the stuff you took out of the 
footballs ? "  Harry asked. 

Dooley grunted, "I ran it down the 
drain, inside." 

· 

"The hell you did ! Don't try stalling. 
We didn't nrid, i;iny traces of it in the sink. 
I want it,· �:o&ley. Real bad. A half 
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million dollars worth of j unk ain't pea
nuts. " 

" I  haven't got it, "  Dooley said. 
He was not stupid enough to think 

that handing the stuff over now would 
end this nightmare. Sure, he was stalling. 
So long as they didn't find the dope, he 
and Marcy were safe ; they had five hun
dred thousand dollars worth of insurance. 

" Don't make me get rough about this," 
Hanson said. The small man's smile was 
cold. "I'm willing to play ball with you, 
Dooley." He grunted an initation of a 
laugh at his own humor. "We can work 
this thing out nice for all of us." 

Dooley got to his feet . " Honest Harry 
Hanson, friend of the people. 'Sure, 
Dooley, I'll get your Boys' Club started 
for you. Get it all set up. Don't worry 
about a thing.' " He spat. 

"The Club was the perfect front you'd 
been hoping for, wasn't it ? Hide your 
dirty sideline behind the kids' place. 
Cover the whole thing up with Dooley 
Callahan's reputation. "  He shook his 
head. " But you had to start passing the 
stuff to the kids, too ! That's the worst-:-" 

" No, " Harry said. " No, Dooley ! "  It  
seemed important to the little alderman 
that he plead a point. "I wasn't after the 
boys. That was Joey Burns' idea-all his 
own. He was just supposed to make sure 
the shipment was in. But he had to play 
wise guy, and get some of the kids weed
happy. I took care of him for getting 
careless. " 

J-ie stopped, aware that he had said too 
much. His small, beady eyes considered 
Dooley and the girl. He threw his cigar 
away, and he waved the gun menacingly. 

"Come on, Dooley, use your head." 

New 
Monroe Do.ctrine : 

''Switch to · Calvert!" 

There was a chance, a bare chance, that 
someone on the outside had heard the 
shooting and would eventually investi
gate. There was a chance that Jonniver, 
the beat cop, might come in the door any 
minute. There was a chance, Dooley 
thought, as the seconds ticked away and 
Hanson's eyes grew tighter, that General 
Custer and his cavalry would come riding 
in, sabers drawn and bugles blaring. 

"The hell with him," the gunman told 
Hanson. "Lemme work on the babe. 
She knows where he put it. She'll talk 
when I get through with her." 

The silence hung between them. Dooley 
watched the girl's full lips tremble at the 
threat. Then her gray eyes flashed her 
defiance and she shook her head. 

" Don't worry, Dooley," she said. " I'll 
take my turn at bat. We're still in the 
old ball game. " 

Foolish ? A nervous attempt at 
flippancy ? He was amazed at her reac
tion, but even more amazed at the effect 
within himself. The cold shiver of antici
pation ran through his lean body as the 
idea came alive. 

He cleared his throat. "Don't !" He 
looked from the gunman to Hanson. 
"Leave her alone, Harry. I'll-I'll show 
you where the stuff is." 

" Don't be a fool, Dooley ! "  she cried. 
He didn't feel that he was being a fool. 

He felt exactly like he had that day when 
the last pennant was in sight and hung on 
one more pitch. He was cold inside fig
uring the thing, making his decision. 
This one was the big one. 

With Hanson and the gunman trailing 
him and Marcy, Dooley led the way back 

(Please continue 01� page 95) 
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your occasional highball 
taste better." 
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CHAPTER ONE 

Down in Davy Jones' Lodcer 

T HE sky was too blue to be real 
and the powderpuff clouds looked 
painted on. From the shoreline out, 

Fallen Leaf Lake was an incredible shad
ing of palest turquoise into deep emerald. 
Only the gentlest breeze swept from the 
pine-studded mountains across the sur
face. 

From the float I could see the gentle 

Both his hands were tight 
around the butt. • • • 
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sweep of the beach as it curved past sum
mer homes down to the lodge a mile or 
two away. Slightly to the left, A. P. Mc
Eachon's place stood among the trees, a 
brown shingle house with a sharply 
pitched roof and a mammoth native stone 
chimney at one end. A gravel path wound 
from the long porch down to the roadway, 
beginning again on the other side to end 

13r R. �. F •. 
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at a small boat pier about fifty feet from immediately brought the bouncers running. 
the float. By the time the dust had settled, Dottie 

George Andrus was coming down the had promoted a cab back to Fallen Leaf, 
path, a slight, stoop-shouldered figure in a packed up and left, and Andrus went off 
flowered purple-and-crimson sport shirt someplace to get drunk. The rest of us 
and white ducks. A duraluminum canoe lost our shirts at roulette. 
was capsized on the pier, which Andrus The breeze across the lake stiffened and 
tried to launch. The canoe probably didn't a black thunderhead cloud edged over the 
weigh over fifty pounds and the drop to mountain rim. The canoe skittered on 
the water was only a few feet, but he had embryo whitecaps and Andrus tried to 
to struggle with it. One end dropped keep his balance, clutching at the gun
first, shipping a bucketful of water, then wales. 
the other went in with a splash. He was more out of place in a canoe 

I could have swum over and helped him on a mountain lake than he was in his 
without exerting myself, but George sports getup. F-or him only a dark busi
Andrus and I weren't speaking-at his ness suit and an executive model desk 
election. He carefully removed his tan- . fitted, which was exactly what went with 
and-white shoes and left them on the edge his assistant treasurership at Pacific Home 
of the pier with his socks. His feet were Insurance Company. 
nearly as white as the ducks covering his "She went to Reno," he said. "Not to 
legs. get a divorce, although sometimes I wish 

Somehow he made it to the rear seat she would. Look, I got this from her to
without going over, and paddled in my day." He fumbled with the purple hibis
direction. The aluminum nose bumped cus that formed a pocket on his shirt and 
the side of the float and I grabbed the handed me a postcard. One side had a 
gunwale to steady it. lithograph of the Washoe county court-

The thin face was serious and his pale house and the other bore a few lines of 
eyes behind gold-rimmed glasses were full erratic scrawl. 
of p,urpose. 

' I came out to ask you to bury the 
hatchet, Britten, " he said. "I guess I was 
pretty childish." 

I jumped inwardly when he called me 
Britten. My birth certificate bore the 
name of Lee Duane and after using it for 
thirty-<>dd years, a change came hard. 

"Forget it, " I said, and took his out
stretched hand. "No point in a quarrel 
spoiling our stay here." 

" I  should be used to Dottie making a 
pass at every pair of pants within reach," 
he said dismally. "But I'm not. I guess 
I had a few too many drinks." 

Dottie was his wife, a little blonde with 
hair like combed lamb's wool and a pout
ing face. From the neck down, she was 
a different story and one that a couple 
of ounces of bathing suit told eloquently : 
On the over-developed side with more 
curves than a coil spring . .  

Two nights before w e  had gone over to 
Cal-Neva, where Dottie had fastened . 
leach-like around my neck after her fourth 
scotch and splash. Andrus had taken ex
ception...,...-w�th a wild right that knocked 
'- rye and.' water out of my hand and 

Met the most divi1u man. Having a WOII
der/ul timt. Don't wish yOfl wert here. 

Dottie 

Andrus said petulantly : "After all, 
Warren Reiger is my boss. Walking out 
isn't enough. She has to send this sort 
of thing for everyone to read. Drunk as 
a lord when she wrote it, too." 

The edge of the thUnderhead reached 
tile sun and blotted it out like a window 
shade. A gust of wind across the lake 
almost pulled the canoe out of my hand. 
Warren Reiger appeared on the porch of 
the house and cupped his hands against 
the wind. 

"Squall's coming up. Bring the boat 
in, "  

I gave the canoe a shove. " Paddle it 
back in the lee of the pier. I'll swim over 
and give you a hand with it. " 

Andrus nodded, his thin face peaked 
with concern, and I dove off the float. The 
wind drove the canoe to the pier before 
I covered half the distance in the water. 
By the time I. reached the ladder on the 
near . side;. r An.P.�s was around on the 
other, waitiruhAnd hanging onto a piling 



Holiday for a Harpy .51 
to keep from drifting with the current. 

HALFWAY out of the water, I 
stopped. Something in the black 

heaving water under the pier caught my 
eye. Something like a dirty sponge float
ing a few feet under the surface and shift
ing with the currents. 

"Hurry up," George yelled. " It's be
ginning to rain. "  

I t  was, and the wind cutting across the 
water was sharp against bare skin, but 
the clamminess I felt was something more 
than cold could bring. I looked into the 
water again, for quite a long time. Then 
I climbed to the pier and helped Andrus 
with the canoe. Once it was docked, he 
scampered up the path with his head 
ducked against the big splattering rain
drops. _ 

Reiger was still on the porch when I 
got there, a big, chesty man with cropped, 
iron-gray hair and a nut-brown face. 

"These squalls can come up fast and 
'hard. Last year a couple of kids were 
drowned when the wind swamped their 
boat." He was· wearing gray flannels and 
a soft tweed coat over a creamy wool shirt. 

"Can you dig up a raincoat and come 
with me ?" I asked. 

"Sure. What's up ?" 
"I'll tell you on the way down." 
He was hack in a minute or two with 

a black oilskin. We went back along the 
pathway. It was really raining now and 
the pines writhed in the wind. I still had 
only my trunks on, but I wasn't thinking 
of the cold. 

"I think Dottie Andrus is in the water 
under the pier. " 

I'll always remember the expression 
that crossed his tanned face. It had shock 
and amazement in it, and concern-for 
Andrus, I supposed. 

"You're crazy, " he said hoarsely. 
"Dottie Andrus is in Reno. George got 
a postcard from her today." 

We were on the pier by then and a peal 
of thunder rolled down the mountainside 
and across Fallen Leaf. I had to shout 
to get my voice above the wind. " I  don't 
know how he got the card, but I'll still 
give odds she's underneath here." 

"What are you going to do ? I can't 
help much with these iottl-ns. " He moved 
his bandaged right ·h'adQ; : The morning 

before he'd wakened the house trying to 
light the butane oven. 

"I'm going in the water again," I said, 
without much pleasure at the prospect. 
"I didn't want to while Andrus was here. 
She might not be very pretty." 

"Lord ! "  Reiger said thinly. 
The waves were higher now and 

slapped me against the piling. I worked 
my way from one timber to the next and 
a few times water broke over my head. 
The pale, blurred obj ect was still visible 
under the water, fainter now under the 
ruffled surface, and almost directly below. 
Ducking around a pile, I took a deep 
breath and let myself sink. It was too 
dark underwater to see far, but I was 
close enough. 

A foot or two away, Dottie Andrus' 
streaming blonde hair and waxen face 
loomed in the shadowed water, rigid and 
staring . . . .  

Someone said : "We ought to call the 
police. "  

Reiger didn't look up from the straight 
bourbon he was pouring. Water dripped 
off the- black slicker and formed a puddle 
on the floor in front of the blazing stone 
fireplace. His skin had · a gray tinge to it 
under the tan and his lips were com
pressed thinly. 

"Go ahead," he said. "There's a phone 
at the lodge and one at Tahoe City. " 

No one moved. Rain blurred the win
dows and hammered on the roof. Every 
minute or so, a flicker of lightning shim
mere<'- through the windows and thunder 
crashed. 

Except for Andrus, we were all in the 
big pine room in the center of the house. 
I was dressed and a couple of ounces of 
bourbon rested like half-cooled lead under 
my belt. I felt the need of more, a great 
deal - more. 

There were three people there besides 
Reiger and myself. Cathy Cain, a serious 
little girl with an innocent face, who was 
Reiger's secretary at Pacific Home ; Miles 
Rand, a good-looking man with expres
sionless, fishy eyes and slick blond hair ; 
and A vis Dunbar who was sitting beside 
me on the couch flanking the fire. Reiger 
had a wife but she was off somewhere 
crusading for the rights of woman. 

Cathy Cain was busy collecting ashtrays 
on a squeaking tea wagon, vnth the precise 
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motions of a girl who would be efficient 
as hell at any routine job-housework, 
putting nuts on bolts, or as Reiger's secre
tary. Miles Rand leaned against the 
mantel of the fireplace in a calculated pose, 
idly rocking the highball in his hand. 

" Poor George. What a terrible thing 
for him." This was from Avis Dunbar. 
She was a tall brunette with a severely 
beautiful face and hair as lustrous as an 
oil slick, drawn back tightly from her 
temples. A wide, even mouth and deep 
green eyes, almost brown. I wouldn't 
have fought off sympathy from her, my
self, but I thought the dunking had been 
a little harder on Dottie than George. 

They all worked at- Pacific Home In
surance Company, which was the reason 
they were there-and it wasn't social. I 
was supposed to be in the insurance 
racket, too, and be on old pal of the com
pany's president. Actually, I was neither. 
When I wasn't fishing dead bodies out 
of the water, I could be found in a small 
office on the wrong part of Spring Street 
in Los Angeles. An office with Confi
dential Investigatwns on the door. 

McEachon, Pacific Home's top man, 
had maneuvered this gathering at his 
place. I didn't ask him how he did it ; 
the important thing was that the right 
people were there. 

CATHY finished with the ashtrays and 
started collecting empty glasses. She 

shuddered. "Gee, I hate to think of ier 
down there in that boat-shed. All alone, 
and the .rain pouring down." 

Miles Rand finished his drink. "What 
difference does it make to her ? You might · 
as well be realistic about this sort of thing. 
I can even see how it happened. She 
came back here, probably had a couple of 
slugs of scotch while she packed, then 
wandered off the end of the pier, drunk. 
She always did drink herself blind." 

Avis Dunbar asked : "How do you 
know it happened night before last ? And 
where are the clothes and suitcase she 
took ?" 

Rand grinned at the dark-haired girl. 
When he smiled at her, there was more 
than j ust pleasantry in it. He looked 
ready to drool. "Elementary, my dear 
Dunbar. She was wearing the dress she 
had on the night we were at Cal-Neva. 

You know Dottie wouldn't wear a dress 
twice in a row. " 

" Or at-" 
Rand flushed. " Don't say it, Avis," he 

interrupted. "I may be cold-blooded, but 
I wouldn't make a crack like that." 

The brunette shrugged and tapped her 
nails against the rim of her glass. "Go on. 
About the suitcase. " 

" It must have gone in with her. Right 
now it's somewhere on the bottom. She 
would be, too, if her arm hadn't caught 
in the pier bracing. I think it takes some
thing like a week for a body to come to 
the surface." 

Little Cathy Cain gave the groaning 
tea cart another shove and shivered again. 
"Gee, just think we were all swimming 
down there yesterday. Why, if anyone 
had swam over to the pier, they might 
have-" Her eyes widened in amazement. 
"But Mr. Andrus got a postcard from 
her this morning. It came from Reno and 
it was mailed yesterday. How-" 

"I was waiting for someone to get to 
that. " Miles Rand stepped off the hearth 
and rocked on the balls of his feet, trying 
to look self-important and succeeding very 
well. "There's an explanation for that
if you'll leave that cart alone for a minute, 
Cathy. Let's say Dottie planned to go 
back to the city but she wanted to take 
a dig at George. You all know how she 
loved to do it--except maybe you, Britten, 
but you can take my word for it. "  

I grunted and he went on. 
"So she picked up the postcard on the 

way over, wrote her little note and paid 
someone to mail it in Reno. Hell, she 
could have done it any where along the 
line-Truckee, Tahoe Lodge." 

He stopped and no one called him a 
liar. "Now this is very important, I 
think," he said and he wasn't doing at all 
well in appearing casual. He swallowed 
once or twice. 

"The point is, Dottie's death was just 
a hell of a lousy accident. There's no rea
son to make it any more. But that post
card is likely to make trouble. By the 
time the papers are finished with it, this 
whole thing will be blown up into a front
page mystery. I think George will have 
gone through enough without that, and 
I don't think you want this houseparty to 
turn into a sc��s,lal, do you, Warren ?" 
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Reiger was slumped in a chair and his 

voice came from the depths of it. "You're 
damned right I don't. Especially with my . 
wife not here. " 

· 

"All right then. " Rand looked ready to 
jump into the air and click his heels to
gether three times. His face brightened 
and he seemed to shrink back into a size 
for his clothes. "We're all agreed. Nobody 
says anythi1;1g about the postcard and I'll 
explain it to George. While we're at it, 
might as well burn the damned thing up. 
Anybody know where it is ?" 

"Yeah. Right here," I said, and tapped 
the chest of my coat. " I  borrowed it from 
Andrus." 

"Oh ?" That was a punch below the 
belt, but he recovered and held out his 
hand. "Let's have it then, Britten. " 

I didn't have a chance to tell him to go 
to hell. The door at the end of the room 
swung violently open, rattling the thin 
partition walls, and . George Andrus stood 
in the ·opening, pale and red-eyed. His 
meusy hair was rumpled and the gaudy 
purple-and-red shirt was a travesty of the 
grief in his face. 

4'Do you have to sit out here, going over 
it and over it ? Don't you think I can 
hear you ?" His voice tightwalked on the 
edge of hysteria and his shoulders shook. 

"Reiger came out of his chair and crossed 
the room quickly. "I'm sorry, George. 
We'll stop. " 

Andrus' head dropped. "We fought all 
the time, but . . .  I .  . .  " 

A vis Dunbar left the couch beside me. 
I admired the yiew I had of her snug 
gabardine skirt and nyloned legs. It may 
not have been the time or place, but I 
probably would have even if she had been 

walking to throw a fatal switch on me. 
"We know how you feel, George/' she 

said softly. "Just try to forget. It was 
simply a terrible accident, that's all." 

There may have been a more appropri
ate time and place for the remark I made, 
too, but I didn't wait for it. 

"The hell it was. She was murdered." 

CHAPTER TWO 
Midnight Caller 

M ILES RAND exhaled as if his 
windpipe had split. "You're kid
ding, Britten," he said with a 

sickly smile. His glance crawled in the 
direction of Avis DuRbar like a dog with 
a broken leg. 

"Go look at her throat, " I said. "She 
was strangled. Probably dead before she 
ever hit the water. An autopsy will tell." 

Every set of eyes in the room moved to 
George Andrus. He looked from one to 
the other, reading the kindling suspicion. 
The tall, dark-haired girl moved back a 
step from him and Reiger abruptly took 
his hand off Andrus' shoulder. 

"But I didn't. I didn't . . .  " George 
Andrus said weakly, realization stark be· 
hind his glasses. 

R<l;nd planted himself m _ front of me. 
He had recovered now and was trying 
hard to look tough. " Say, what the hell 
is this, Britten ? Since when did !j()meone 
pin a cop's badge on you ? I don't go for 
the way you do things, and I don't mind 
telling you, even if you are the old man's 
best buddy." 

There was no point in holding out on 
them any longer. It was bound to come 
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out as soon as the local law stepped into 
the picture. I fired my cigarette into the 
flames and got off the couch. 

" My name isn't Britten. It's Duane
Lee Duane. I've got a license that says 
I'm a private detective and Pacific Home 
is paying me to prove it." 

Warren Reiger leaned forward in his 
chair and looked sharply at me under his 
brows. "I thought there was something 
strange about the way you changed the 
subject every time I brought up the in
surance business. Just what is it the 
company's paying you for ? "  . 

"To give one of you a nice long vaca
tion at a country estate called San Quen
tin," I said. " Pacific Home's last audit 
showed up some missing securities-about 
thirty thousand dollars worth of them in 
bearer bonds. That was a month or so 
ago: Since then even the office cock
roaches have· been under investigation-" 

I broke off and looked around the circle 
of attentive faces. For one of them, this 
wasn't news but their expressions weren't 
telling anything-except for Miles Rand. 
The blond's face was a dirty yellow. 

"-with no results, "  I went on. " Ex
cept to narrow it down to you people for 
one reason or another, mainly opportunity 
to get at the bonds." . 

Reiger swore softly. "Well if this isn't 
jolly. I suppose McEachon thought of 
this little vacation, with you going through 
everyone's luggage. I don't suppose you'd 
want to tell me what reasons besides op
portunity narrowed it down to us, would 
you ? "  

" No, I wouldn't, " I said. "One ,thing I 
can tell you, though, is that I got the job 
because I wasn't known in San Francisco. 
The surety company wanted to keep it 
under wraps until it broke or we hit a 
stone wall. As for the idea of coming up 
here, I thought if you all got together 
som�where without your office manners, 
a break might fall in my lap." 

" And how are you doing ?" Avis Dun
bar asked. 

"Not bad. A murder ought to shake 
things loose. " I picked up Reiger's slicker 
from the hearth where it was drying and 
pulled it on. "I'm going down to the lodge 
to call the law. In case anybody is think
ing of taking a walk, go ah�ad. There's 
only one'toad out of here, remember. "  

I t  took me nearly thirty minutes to 
drive to the lodge, a distance of a couple 
of miles. The windshield wipers that could 
clear this kind of ·rain hadn't been made. 
In one place half- the dirt road was washed 
away and the whole stretch was a bog. 
When I got there, they told me a tree had 
taken the line down and it wouldn't be 
working until morning, if then. 

I turned the car around and drove back 
to the house. Tahoe City was a lot farther 
and the rain wasn't letting up. Driving 
there after dark on a washed-out road 
would have been one way to give Dottie 
Andrus company down in the boat shed. 

A couple of the upstairs rooms were 
lighted and only the ruby flicker of the 
fire showed in the living room. Except for 
Reiger and Avis Dunbar, the room was 
empty and they obviously weren't expect
ing visitors. The back of his tweed coat 
was toward me and the girl's arms were 
around his neck. 

The gust of wind sweeping in t'he open 
door gave them notice. They pulled apart. 
The proper Miss Dunbar didn't look so 
proper at the moment. Her face was 
flushed and her hair disordered. She 
straightened her blouse, touched a hand 
to her hair and walked past me. As she 
went by, I got a look that could have 
frozen Lake Tahoe in mid-July. 

Reiger dabbed a handkerchief at a 
smear of lipstick on his mouth and walked 
over to the liquor stand. The level in the 
bourbon bottle was considerably below 
where it had been when I left. 

"How about a drink ?" he asked hoarse
ly. 

" No, thanks." 
He shrugged and poured one for him

self. " Raise anybody at the sheriff's of
fice ?" 

"The line was out. I'll have to wait 
until morning. " 

He took his drink down in a quick, neat 
shot and faced me. Little red veins colored 
the whites of his eyes and the flare of the 
fire lent the same shade to his skin. "Hell 
a man's got a right to a little fun wher� 
he finds it. " 

"I'm after thirty thousand iron men," 
I said. " Not evidence in a divorce case. " 

"That's right, "  he said wearily. "Think 
you'll find it �F: r . . .  

" Maybe. · . Maybe not. B y  this time it 
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could all be spent-down the drain." 

"But you do think Dottie Andrus was 
strangled." 

"No doubt about it," I said. "And I 
think she was strangled by the person who 
took the bonds and for a reason having 
to do with them. Just what, I don't know." 

He grinned wryly. "That would make 
it either Miles or George, or myself. A 
woman couldn't have done it, could she ?" 

" Maybe-particularly i f  Dottie Andrus 
was too drunk to put up much of a fight. 
A woman might have done it because she 
thought it made it look like a man's work. 
A smart girl might have figured that way 
-say like Avis Dunbar." 

"Oh, hell," Reiger said with disgust. 
"Why would she finish off Dottie ? What 
reason would any of us have, except 
George, perhaps ?" 

"I  don't know. Avis Dunbar started to 
make a crack about Dottie earlier to
night."  

"Nuts," said Reiger. "That doesn't 
mean anything. How could she have got
ten here and then come back to Cal-Neva 
before we left?" 

"There were three cars there. Yours, 
Rand's and Andrus'. Maybe she borrowed 
one of them and whoever loaned it to 
her isn't saying. Rand might have loaned 
her his-or you." 

Reiger shook his head firmly. "Count 
me out, Duane." He expanded his big 
chest and yawned. "I'm turning in. We 
gave Andrus a sleeping pill so he shouldn't 
start raving for a while." 

HE WAS nearly out of the room when 
he stopped. "You'll hear this sooner 

or later anyway. George Andrus had Dot
tie's life insured for thirty thousand-the 
same amount as the value of the bonds 
that were taken. Sort of a coincidence, 
isn't it ? Probably doesn't mean anything, 
though. Being in the business, he was in
surance-conscious like all of us and he 
could get it at cost. " 

After he had gone, I made myself a 
highball and drank it before the bed of 
cherry embers in the fireplace. The mem
ory of getting Dottlie Andrus out of the 
water was too fresh to go to bed cold. It 
was a little after ten when t finished it, 
turned out the lights and left the room. 

My bedroom was on die sec()nd floor, 

off a narrow balcony running above the 
big living room and reached by a set of 
open stairs. Miles Rand was next door to 
me and the two girls had the third room. 
Andrus was below on the first floor and 
Reiger's room adjoined his. 

I didn't go directly to my room. I 
opened the door to George Andrus' room 
and looked in on him. A wedge of light 
fell through the partly opened door and 
across the twisted blankets on his bed. 
In the next room Warren Reiger stirred 
around, making the small sounds of a man 
undressing and emptying his pockets on 
a bureau. 

Andrus slept restlessly, shifting and 
mumbling, his narrow face threadbare 
with exhaustion. I touched his shoulder 
and he groaned but didn't awaken. A 
thirty thousand dollar insurance policy, I 
thought, and was glad I wouldn't be in 
his shoes when the law showed up the 
next day. 

Almost leaving, I noticed the hand gun 
on the pine table beside his bed, and 
reached across the sleeping man to pick 
it up. A small hammerless .32 revolver, 
loaded in all five cylinders and without 
any identifying marks. A cute toy to leave 
around within reach of a prime murder 
suspect. 

I closed the breech and put it back on 
the table. If George Andrus had choked 
his wife and intended to blow his brains 
out, he might as well. The taxpayers 
would be duly grateful. 

Five minutes later I was in my room, 
digging through my suitcase until I found 
what I wanted : a Colt .38 automatic in 
a shoulder clip. The holiday was over 
now. So long as people were tossing each 
other off the boat pier, Lee Duane would 
spend no more days in the sunshine. 

Fortunately, there was an overstuffed 
chair in the bedroom. I dragged it next 
to the window overlooking the road, took 
off my shoes and loosened the color of 
my shirt. I had just finished checking the 
clip in the automatic when the knock on 
my door came, as soft as a kitten walking 
on cotton. 

· 

Avis Dunbar was on the balcony out
side, the darkened living room behind and 
below her like a black velvet backdrop 
for the white satin robe around her. The 
sleek dark hair was down around her 
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shoulders and a puff of silk and lace night
gown showed at her throat. 

" May I come in, or do I have to stand 
in the hall while you stare ? "  

I stepped back. "I  can stare just as well 
inside. "  

She passed me, leaving a wake sug
gestive of perfume and soft warmth. At 
the window, she faced me, her hands 
clasped tightly enough to whiten the 
knuckles. 

"I wanted to talk to you before you 
jumped to any conclusions about . . .  about 
what you saw tonight. "  

" Such as ?" 
Her mouth was a thin line of impa

tience. "That's pretty obvious, isn't it ? 
I'm not worried about my own reputa
tion. It's Mr. Reiger I'm thinking about. 
He's been pretty decent to me and I 
wouldn't want to be a party to something 
that hurt him."  

" I  suppose you mean his wife." 
" I  do mean his wife," she said. " I  don't 

know her very well, but, judging by what 
I've seen of her, she's a woman who 
thinks she owns a man when she marries 
him. And Mr. Reiger-well, he's like all 
men, married or not." 

I lit a cigarette because I wanted some
thing in my hands, and a smoke would 
have to do. "Are you in love with him ?" 

" Me ? "  She laughed, and it was hard 
to tell whether the scorn in it outweighed 
the incredulousness. "I'm not in love with 
him and I never will be. Listen, Mr. Lee 
Duane, I've got a good job with Pacific 
Home and I intend to go on to bigger and 
better ones. But I spent a good many 
years pounding a typewriter and wonder
ing why before I woke up. Men run this 
world and there's only one advantage 
women have over them. The smart ones 
use it-up to a certain point in my case
and the plodders don't." 

"It's as simple as that, huh ?" I asked. 
She nodded positively. A shrewd beau

tiful girl who had all the angles figured, 
or thought she did. "I 've got a mother to 
support and a kid sister to help out. I need 
every cent I make. You might even say 
I had a good reason to take those bonds. 
But I didn't and all I'm trying to convince 
you of now is that loose talk will make 
M r. Reiger suffer. " 

"That's big of you, " I said, and I hoped 

it sounded like a sneer. "Who will suffer? 
Reiger the man-or Reiger the boss ?" 

Two red spots burned in her cheeks 
and her face became as hard and rigid as 
sheet ice. "You can go to hell," she said 
slowly and distinctly. 

Her faint perfume hung in the room 
even after she was gone. It was slightly 
irritating, like a very desirable piece of 
merchandise with an exorbitant price tag 
on it. I fastened the Reno postcard to the 
underside of a bureau drawer, turned out 
the light and made myself comfortable for 
the night. By that time the last sugges
tion of Avis Dunbar's presence was gone. 

CHAPTER THREE 
The Mouse Tums 

S

LEEP was a sometimes thing, half
hour jumps of the luminuous minute 
hand on my wrist watch between 

gaps of fitful drowsiness. At two-fifteen 
the rain stopped and the house was ab
ruptly quiet. Someone coughed and out
side the night seemed filled with small 
creeping things as drops of water splat
tered from the pines to the undergrowth. 

At first I thought it was overworked 
· imagination. But the sighing of floor 

boards was too regularly spaced' to be just 
the movement of the house. The door 
opened, soundlessly, in sixteenths of an 
inch, only the shift of an air current 
warning me. A hand moved across the 
room, only a hand, cut off from any body. 
Its fingers were hooded over the lens of 
a flashlight. 

It moved until it was abreast of the 
pillow, then stopped. A sharp sound came 
like breath being sucked between clenched 
teeth. The light j erked. Something hit 
the pillow like an open hand on water. 

I switched on the lamp and Miles Rand 
jumped upright. 

His flat blue eyes jerked to the chair 
beside the window, me in it and the .38 
Colt pointing at his stomach. When they 
they reached the gun, they hung there, 
like fingers in a crack on a sheer rock 
wall. An eighteen-inch piece of firewood 
as thick as my wrist was in his right hand 
and the flashlight hung limply in the other. 
The crease .�'iri, the pillow was exactly 
where my Ji_:�,:. · would have been-if the 
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ball of black overcoat had been my hair. 

He ripped his eyes away from the Colt 
and felt the mound under the loosely 
gathered blankets. "A suitcase. " 

"Yeah, " I said. "Still after that post
card, huh ? "  

A kind o f  splintered confidence came 
back to him. "To hell with you, Duane," 
he said, and showed me a ragged grin, 
starting for the door. 

Everyone seemed to be leaving my com
pany with that remark. It was wearing 
thin. "If you try to walk out of here, I'm 
going to put a bullet through one of your 
legs and swear out an assault warrant. · 

Maybe the charge won't stick, but you'll 
walk with a limp for the rest of your life." 

He stopped and his tongue came out 
and tasted his lips. They weren't good, 
and it slid back in. "What do you want to 
know ?" 

"Why you're so eager to get that card. 
First, you tried to talk everyone out of 
it, then when that didn't work, you were 
willing to flatten my skull for it. Why ? "  

He sat o n  the edge o f  the bed and put 
his hands between his knees. Except for 
his shoes, he was still wearing all of his 
clothes. They looked as if he'd spent four 
or five hours twisting and turning in them. 

"All right," he said. " I'll tell you why. 
I sent it. That's why . "  His eyes watched 
me from under his lashes. " I s  that good 
enough ? "  

"No." 
"Don't you see ? I was in Reno yester

day and just for a gag, I wrote the damned 
thing and mailed it. Hell, I thought Dottie 
had gone back to the city and I j ust 
wanted to give George a little needling. " 

His glance wavered back to the Colt. 

It was still pointed at his belly but I let 
it drop in the direction of his knee. " May
be 1 ought to shoot off one of your knee
caps-just as a reminder to tell the truth." 

He spread his hands in a gesture that 
was supposed to be convincing. "But I am. 
When I bought the card, I kidded with the 
girl selling them aod wrote it out there. 
She is bound to remember it as soon as 
the police start asking questions. I j ust 
don't want it to con1e out. The gag seems 
pretty raw now." 

I closed one eye and squinted along the 
barrel, aiming the Colt at his knee. I 
squeezed the trigger until my finger 
blanched. The safety was on, but Rand 
didn't know it. His face went chalk white 
and his mouth fluttered open. 

" For heaven's sake," he croaked. " Look 
out ! That thing might go off. " 

"It's going to in a couple of seconds. 
Nobody uses a club for a reason like that." 

"Wait ! "  His breath wheezed out of his 
lungs like air from a rotten tube. "There 
was another reason. " 

I lowered the gun and he moistened his 
lips. "Dottie and I used to be . . .  well, sort 
of friendly. That was all over some time 
ago-for me, at any rate, but Dottie didn't 
want it that way. She kept threatening 
to kick up a fuss and queer me with Avis 
Dunbar. "  His smooth face grew earnest. 

"I wanted to marry Avis-! still do
and Dottie was going to wreck every
thing. She was out for my scalp. So I 
sent the postcard just on the chance that 
George Andrus might finally do some
thing, kick her out, wring her neck. Any
thing to get her off my back. That's why 
I wanted the card back. If the police got 
it, everyt:hing about Dottie and me would 
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come out-and I can't have that." 

"So you want to marry Avis Dunbar. 
What does Reiger say to that ?" , 

Rand's · e y e b r o w s  drew together. 
"Reiger ! "  The name came out like a 
mouthful of rancid fat. "The only reason 
he's treasurer of Pacific Home is because 
his father-in-law owns a controlling in
terest. He's just a broken-down stock 
salesman. Andrus does aH the work. " 

I moved to within arm's reach of him. 
"And you were pretty friendly with Dottie 
Andrus. " 

He grinned slyly at me. "Friendly 
enough. You know how .it is with a gal 
like Dottie. A pushover. " 

He liked talking about it ; some of them 
always do. 

I hit him across the face with the side 
of the gun. He wasn't expecting it, but 
I wouldn't have expected a club if I'd 
been in bed. He rocked back on the blan
kets, both hands clutching his mouth and 
tears starting out of his eyes. His voice 
was muffled and wavering. 

" My Lord ! You don't have to beat me 
just because-" · 

I got a handful of the tan linen shirt 
and yanked him upright. His lip was al
ready beginning to swell and blood stained 
his white teeth. 

"I'm going to beat you, pal, until you 
think the roof's fallen. Avis Dunbar knows. 
She wouldn't have made that crack if she 
didn't." 

HE SAGGED back against my grip 
and all the stiffening went out of him 

as if his·hones had rotted. His eyes were 
dead eyes, like those of a man with a knife 
deep in his belly, waiting for life to drain 
away. 

" I  never told anybody," he whisf)ered, 
"but Dottie found out, damn her." 

"Count me in, " I said. "I 'm going to 
know, too. " 

"I was handy with a pen once before . . .  
just a · kid out of school . . .  easy money 
until they caught me. After I got out, I 
came to the coast . . .  a different name . . .  
nobody knew me: Then Dottie came along. 
I kept some stuff I shouldn't have. Dottie 
found it in my apartment one afternoon. 
That was all she needed, " he said life-
lessly. ' · ' 

"First it was· just entertainment. Plenty 

of it, and the most expensive. Then she 
began buying stuff and sending me the 
bill. Even that wasn't enough. She wanted 
money. That began a few months ago. 
She was breaking me, but I didn't know 
what to do. Finally, I decided she was 
trying to get enough to leave George, go 
away .somewnere. That's why I sent the 
card. I thought George might break with 
her . . .  anything . . . . " 

His voice trailed off and I dropped my 
hand. This time it was the truth. After 
hearing it, l wasn't surprised he'd taken 
so much persuasion to open up. A man 
trying to live down one mistake and a 
little harpy like Dottie Andrus taking him 
to the cleaners. 

He started for the door and I let him go 
this time. :He hesitated with his hand on 
the knob. "Fingerprints," he said, " I  j ust 
couldn't take the chance they would check 
mine. I don't have to tell you what that 
cri'!linal record would do.to me, my work, 
Avts. But I guess you've got a job to do." 

"That's right, " I said, and Scrooge was 
in a minor league compared with me. " I '  
get paid for it. "  

H e  didn't say anything more, just stared 
at me with mute appeal in his eyes. Then 
he left-a man with one hell of a good 
reason for killipg Dottie Andrus. 

I went back to my chair and turned 
out the light. It was then nearly three in 
the morning, only a few more hours of 
darkness. In the next room springs 
creaked as Miles Rand flopped around on 
his bed. I wondered if anyone was sleeping 
in the house-except Andrus. Eventual
ly, the noise next door stopped and quiet 
settled down again. 

It must have been forty-five minutes 
or more before I heard another sound. 
And when it came, it wasn't the one I 
had 'ueen waiting for all night. The latch 
of the front door below my window closed 
with a muffied click and gravel grated 
underfoot. The sky was still clouded and 
it was as dark outside as only night in 
the mountains can be-like the bottom of 
a tar pit. No light showed-nothing ex
cept the night and more night. 

I took the stairs two at a time, wishing 
there was time to check Rand's room and 
realizing there wasn't. Outside, rain wa
ter dripped ciff.'lP� eaves .and the sound of 
steps on gdvS came famtly from ahead. 
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I had a flashlight, but I wasn't using 

it and I didn't want the gravel to give 
me away. The ground off the path was 
soft and mucky, and branches reached out 
of the night to slap at my face. By the 
time I reached the road, I felt as if I'd 
been put through a threshing machine and 
dragged across a swamp. 

No more footsteps. Nothing but the 
drip, drip of water and the sighing of wind 
in the pines. Then, farther down the road, 
something splashed in a puddle and I 
started in that direction. Twenty-five feet 
more, and still only blackness. This blind 
man's buff was beginning to get me down. 
I took the flash out of my pocket and start
ed to turn it on. At least with light, I 
could see who was pussy-footing around 
in the light. 

Below the road in the direction of the 
lake, something splashed. A big, noisy 
splash like a human body might make go
ing in the water flat and limp. I put the 
light back in my pocket. If people were 
being pushed in .the lake, the pusher .very 
likely would throw a few shots at any 
snooping flashlight. 

The clouds were breakin� now and a 
few stars lighted the hillstde about as 
well as an usher's flash lights an aisle. I · 
reached the shoreline at the expense of a 
trouser leg and peered into the gloom. 
Some distance away underbrush rustled, 
then the tread on the gravel path sounded 
again. 

Ten feet offshore an object floated on 
the lake. Something about the size of a 
soap box, glistening black. I found a dead 
branch and waded out in the water far 
enough to work it to shore. Even before 
it was within reach, I knew what was· 
and whose it was. . . . 

Dottie Andrus' suitcase contained about 
what you'd expect a woman to take for a 
stay in the mountains-and somewhat less 
than tho usual assortment of unmention
ables. Apparently, Dottie had been a gal 
who decided nature's handiwork didn't 
need improvement. 

It also contained something the average 
woman wouldn't take : a sheaf of green, 
engraved bonds tucked in a · side pocket. 
They Jar in a fan-shaped heap under the 
beam o my flash, ten of them in one 
thousand dollar denomin��Ofl, good for at 
least fifty cents on th� .asuar from any 

back alley security fence. This was it. 
Only a little water had seeped in the 

suitcase. With a light breeze it would 
have drifted to shore before it sank, but if 
it hadn't a patent leather handbag in five 
feet of Fallen Leaf's water would have 
been more noticeable than a green neon 
sign. 

The first frigid light of dawn was 
crawling over the mountains when I got 
back to the house. It gave everything 
a weird appearance, like a landscape sculp
tured of ice. I left the suitcase on the 
porch and went inside. The place was as 
quiet as an embalming parlor on Hallo
ween. My watch said five o'clock ; the 
hour when even the condemned sleep. 

Andrus slept like the dead. Some of the 
lines had gone out of his narrow face and 
his breathing seemed to start at the soles 
of his feet. I picked up a limp hand, let 
it drop and he didn't flutter an eyelash. 

The revolver was still on the pine table. 
I checked it and put it back. There was 
no hurry. First there would be the matter 
of the muddy, wet clothing to change. 
That done, then the careful listening to 
make certain no one was prowling a
round, maybe even a check of the rooms. 

The corner beside the graying window 
was dimmest in the room. I hunched there 
on my heels, the flash in one hand and 
the .38 in the other. Andrus' bed was 
roughly fifteen feet away and directly a
cross from it was the door. 

Twenty minutes went by. Twenty min
utes with each second passing as slowly 
and distinctly as the drops falling from 
the eaves. My legs were numb and cramps 
stabbed at the calf muscles. The pale 
light freshened and outside a bird gave 
a plaintive, feeble chirp like an old, old 
man rising to another day. 

When it came, it was only a faint 
squeak, eased out by degrees like a gently 
exhaled breath, nothing like it had been 
earlier. He came into the room as quiet
ly as a shadow moving across concrete. 
If there hadn't been some faint light, I 
would have had only the creak of the tea 
wagon to tell me anyone was there. 

Gloved fingers found Andrus' hand, 
raised it and fitted the revolver into it. It 
took only seconds to do it and the move
ments were gentle enough not to waken 
the man, even without a sleeping pill. 



60 R. M. F. ]oses 

THE snap of the hammer was like an was found. Then, too, it was only one 
explosion to me. I didn't want him to hand. I had to use the other to keep her 

try a second time ; the next chamber was nails out of my eyes. "  
loaded. The beam of m y  flash caught him "It's always one hand-for the same 
like a moth against a bulb, and I let him reason." 
see the .38. "Anyway, I expected Dottie to be in 

"No trials over, Reiger," I said. the middle of the lake." 
Warren Reiger's breath came out as if Reiger closed his eyes tightly for a sec-

he'd been holding it for the last forty- ond. At the moment he didn't look his 
eight hours. He probably had ; at least usual athletic, clubman self ; he looked a 
part of it. He dropped Andrus' hand with hundred and fifty years old and slipping 
the revolver still in it and the man stirred. fast. 
Sweat began running down Reiger's "I made a point of finding out what was 
brown face. happening around the company. I had to. 

"That tea wagon in front of the door," I even had a key to McEachon's confi
he said in a constricted voice. "So you dential file-never mind how. That's why 
put it there. " I knew all along who you were. I was go-

! found a lamp, turned it on and nod- ing to make a killing in the market and 
ded. "Just something of mine to go with buy back the bonds. It didn't work out 
your stage dressing-the convenient gun that way. I was on margin and my broker 
at bedside, the bonds in Dottie's suitcase." sold me out." 

Reiger said thoughtfully : " I  thought George Andrus came to life like some-
! heard someone following me down to the thing du� out of a rock after a couple 
lake but when I looked in your room, you of centunes. 
seemed to be in bed." "So you killed Dottie," he said. 

Andrus sat up and turned leaden eyes His voice was strangely level and -flat. 
from one of us to the other without any Reiger scarcely glanced at him and 

· expression on his slack face. His glance when he did there was only contempt ·in 
found the revolver in his hand and he his look. "Yes, . my mousy little man, I 
stared at it aimlessly. killed your charming wife-which is 

"Dottie was a handful, wasn't she ?" I something you should have attended to 
asked, keeping the Colt on the big chesty years ago. And what's more, I tried to 
man. "You found your fun in the wrong frame you for it, and the bonds taken from 
place that time." the company. I wanted to make it look as 

"Oh, Lord ! "  he said fervently. "She if Dottie had come back here to run out 
ran me ragged after she got her hooks on you with what was left of them and 
into me. She knew I couldn't make a you finished her off. 
move because of my wife. I just didn't " If Duane hadn't anticipated me, you'd 
have the money. Every cent I make goes, be lying in that bed now with a hole in 
and my wife knows where." your head and I'd be telling everyone 

It was just a friendly little chat. He how I heard a shot in here." He drew his 
had killed a woman, tried to finish off her breath in raggedly and spat out the rest. 
husband and in a matter of hours he'd "They'd believe me, too, Georgie, because 
be l?cked i� a cell. But . it was still only they all know you wouldn't have guts 
a fnendly httle chat-wtth an undercur- enough to face a trial. How do you like 
ren! that could hav.e powered an electric · that, Georgie ?" 
chatr. Andrus had a quiet, composed dignity 

"I suppose that scene with Avis Dun- to him. 
bar gave you some ideas," he said. "You just wouldn't understand, War-

"It helped. And the phony gas burn on ren. I happened to love my wife. I don't 
your hand. Nobody gets choked without think you would know what that means."  
putting up a fight, no matter how drunk. "Oh, lump it !"  Reiger said savagely. 
You were bound to get clawed." He looked out the window, down the hill-

He looked at his hand. The bandages side to the still water and across to the 
were off now, but the gloves covered his sharp new light of day on the range. His 
flesh. "I hoped it would heal before she (Please continue on pag1 96) 
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Natalie said sweedy, "H you want the 

next one between your horns-" 

When high-voltage Natalie 
started shooting off his Magnum • • •  

private-op Richardson made fast tracks
over the nearest electric fence. 

�}' TEDD 
THO�EY 

WHEN I woke up, I had a giraffe
sized crick in my :.neck-and my 
Magnum was missing. I had left 

it within reach on the small, ash-blond 
end table beside my chair. Then I'd 
dropped off for thirty-eight or thirty-nine 
winks after supper. 

A Magnum is a heazy�, high-powered 

revolver that handles either .38 or .357 
caliber slugs. Believe me, it is no weapon 
for a kid. 

Yet I had a nasty hunch that eleven
year-old Hughie Marsh had gotten his 
sticky little hooks on it. No one else would 
be apt to take the holster, too. The idea 
made me mad. 

61 
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That hard, mohair chairback had really 

stiffened my neck. Rubbing it, I made 
a sixty-second search around the expen
sive, overfurnished bedroom. I caught a 
glimpse of myself in the tremendous, blue
tinted mirror over the fireplace. 

I am not a good-looking guy. My hair 
-it's the color of a rusty bucket-was 
mussed. My eyes were angry and that 
meant they were sort of a dirty dark 
brown color. My jaw stuck out and my 
gray tweeds were rumpled. 

Sliding up the knot on my maroon tie, 
I stepped ; out into the haiiway, .which was 
slightly smaiier than the lobby of "Butte's 
biggest hotel. 

Sure enough, Hughie was out there 
waiting for me, sitting on the rug playing 
with a toy pinball machine. 

"All right, kid," I growled. "Where 
is it ?" 

His big blue eyes looked up at me softly. 
"Where's what, Mr. Richardson ?" 

"You know damn-" I started over 
again. "You know blasted well what I 
mean !" 

He shook his head. "Gee, Mr. Richard
son, you talk in circles." 

This kid, you've got to understand, was 
smart. But to look at him you'd never 
think his grandfather, old R. W. K. 
Marsh, owned -enough C-notes to build a 
four-lane highway to the moon. Hughie's 
lemon-yeiiow hair always needed trim
ming. His T -shirt was soup-stained and 
there was two or three days' worth of 
grime on his face. 

I don't want this to get around_..but I 
grabbed that brat by the tom seat of his 
blue jeans and shook him till his little pink 
ears rattled. 

"One minute !" I barked, making sure 
no one was watching us. "One minute to 
show me where that gun is !"  

He didn't say anything. He led me 
down the big white marble staircase, 
through the plushy drawing room and out 
the side entrance. It was dark outside. 
Hughie took me over to a large poplar 
tree which grew beside the house's mas
sive, red-brick west flank. Silently he 
pointed upward. 

By squinting, I could just barely make 
out 'the shadow of the holster and its 
straps hang1ng from one of the branches. 
I felt like giving the kid the back of my 

hand across his chops. Instead, I grabbed 
a low limb and swung myself up. 

For a guy that's pushing thirty-three, 
I climbed pretty fast. My fingers found 
th� tan leather holster. I draped the straps 
over my shoulder, congratulating myself 
that it had been so easy. 

And then I saw that all the damn holster 
held was one of Hughie's water pistols. I 
started to let out a bellow. 

But from the edge of my eye, I saw that 
something was going on in old R.W.K.'s 
den on the second floor. The window was 
only about ten feet from the branch I was 
standing on. 

Natalie Dott entered the den on two 
slim, nyloned legs that never should have 
belonged to anyone so ordinary as a house
keeper. She pushed aside the shiny, soft
leather divan, exposing the round steel 
face of a wall safe. After spinning the 
chrome combination knob, she opened the 
door, · exposing another door on the inside 
which had a keyhole. 

As she poked in a key, a large, knobby 
hand grabbed her shoulder. R.W.K.'s 
hand. He'd followed her in. 

He grabbed away the key. I heard them 
shouting at each other although I couldn't 
understand what was said. Natalie broke 
from the old man's grip. He pushed her 
and she stumbled backward, sitting down 
abruptly on the divan. Her red mouth was 
twisted and she spat some heavy language 
at him. 

Then bet hand came up from under the 
leather cushion. · Orange flame winked 
from the gun she held. I could tell by the 
solid blast and the heavy shape of it that 
it was a ·Magnum. My Magnum. 

Old Man Marsh took two steps toward 
her. He put something in his mouth and 
swallowed it. He fell at her feet and lay 
there without moving. 

NATALIE'S ·oval face was white and 
stiff-looking. I knew how she must 

feel, because I felt the same way. It had 
happened so fast, so unexpectedly. My 
heart was knocking itself out against my 
ribs. 

"J ee-miny ! " said somebody nearby. 
"She shot Grandpa !" 

I nearly fell out of the tree. Perched on 
a branch bel�� Jm� was the little wise guy, 
Hughie. Otit of' the darkness, his eyes 
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now loomed up at me like bright tin-cans. 

" Get down ! "  I hissed. " And don't make 
any noise ! "  

For once, he did what h e  was told. 
When we dropped to the spongy lawn, I 
grabbed his plump little arm. 

"Did you hide my gun in that divan ?" 
I demanded. 

"Yes� Mr. Richardson, "  he replied in a 
small voice. 

I let go of him and ran back to the side 
entrance. Taking the steps three at a time, 
I raced up the marble staircase under the 
monstrous crystal chandeliers that were 
supposed to have cost old R.W.K. five 
thousand dollars a piece. When I got to 
the door outside the den, I halted because 
I had heard the patter of little feet behind 
me. 

Turning around, I told Hughie I would 
spank him to a crisp if he didn't remain in 
the hall. I went in. 

Natalie was no longer in the den. But 
old R.W.K. was there. He hadn't moved. 
And he would never move again. 

Even. in death, Old Man Marsh looked 
like a financial giant. He was lying on 
his right side. He was a long, broad man 
with a hu�e, bald and veined head. Star
ing out from under the gray bushes of his 
eyebrows were two blue eyes that looked 
fierce enough to melt concrete. His mouth 
was epen. It was mean and wrinkled and 
there was a little j ungle of wrinkles in the 
skin above his white collar. His hands 
were wide and thick with big knuckles. 
They were the hands that had swung a 
pick in the Montana mines in the years 
before R.W.K. Marsh gained that extra 
initial and the cap�tal that started his 
career as a .copper kmg. 

The bullet had gone in just below the 
breast pocket on his navy-blue smoking 
jacket. It had made its exit directly be
hind his heart. 

As I knelt beside the body, I heard a 
small scuffing sound. 

Hughie, of course. He'd disobeyed me 
and was standing beside red shelves full 
of the Harvard Classics. I wanted to grab 
his ear and lead him back to the hall. But 
I reconsidered. Old R.W.K. didn't look 
bad-very little blood was noticeable. And 
if ever a kid needed a lesson, Hughie was 
the one. I hoped he'd get a gQOd bellyful. 

But the kid surprised me. ,Death didn't 

crack his wise-guy, eleven-year-old veneer. 
He placed grimy little paws on the copper
riveted hips of his blue jeans. 

"Well, Mr. Richardson, "  he said, im
portantly. " Don't you think you'd better 
put in a call to the sheriff ? "  

"Shut up," I told him. ''I'm busy. Try 
being seen and not heard for once. " 

"I don't think you're much of a detec
tive, Mr. Richardson. "  Hughie moved his 
yellow head slowly from side to side. "You 
should be capturing the housekeeper. She 
may try to get away ! "  

The kid was right, but I needed another 
moment to look around. I noticed that 
the inside, second door to the safe was 
still locked. 

"You're not even looking for clues," 
added Hughie. " Like for instance what 
was it that Gran'pa put in his mouth ? "  

· 

Hughie got down on his hands and 
knees beside me. He peered down serious
ly at old R.W.K.'s open lips. 

And then abruptly Hugie stood up. 
There was a pained expression in his blue 
eyes. "Gee, Mr. Richardson." 

He placed a hand on his stomach. He 
was a nice, bilious green around the gills. 
"Gee, I don't know why----but I don't feel 
so good." 

As I led him briskly away, he didn't 
look back at his grandfather. Feeling 
pleased with myself, I locked him in his 
room which was next to mine. Then I 
headed for the extension phone in the 
master bedroom. I knew I didn't have 
to worry yet about Natalie trying to g1!t 
away. 

There had been no tell-tale flicker of the 
lights in the house. They always got 
brighter whenever the power was shut 
off on the electric fence which surrounded 
the estate. 

I ENTERED the bedroom and picked 
up the French-style phone which was 

copper-plated in keeping with the copper 
decorations elsewhere in the room. 

Immediately, I heard Natalie's voice. 
She was on another extension. 

" No, Charley, "  she was saying. "I 
can't wait that long. You've got to get 
here right away--even sooner ! "  

" How big a door ? "  asked a man's voice. 
It was gruff and not too well-educated. 

"About ten inches square, "  said Natalie. 
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"And it doesn't look too tough to crack." 

She was right there. The inside safe 
door looked about as strong as a cheese 
box. I had missed the first part of their 
conversation but I could guess why N a
talie needed help. Old R.W.K. must've 
swallowed the key to the safe just before 
he died. 

"How much is there in it for me ?" 
asked Charley. 

"Twenty per cent. That means you'll 
get around fifteen thousand cash-which 
isn't bad for a half hour's work." 

" No," said Charley. " But you're go
ing to get sixty thousand." Charley 
paused. I began to see that he wasn't so 
dumb. "Who else is around ? "  

"Just the kid," replied Natali e .  "And 
the private detective from Butte that the 
old man hired to look out for the kid. His 
name's Jack Richardson. He might be 
hard to handle, except for one thing. I've 
got his gun. "  

"Okay," said Charley. " I'll b e  right 
out !" 

Natalie's voice grew cautious. " Remem
ber, though, don't touch that front gate 
until it swings open by itself. Otherwise 
you'll get a shock that'll knock you into 
the middle of next Thursday ! " 

They hung up. The dial tone came on. 
After waiting a long minute, I spun the 
wheel for the operator. I knew I had to 
work fast. I would have to catch Natalie 
and get control of the Magnum before 
Charley arrived and complicated things. 

I told the operator to get me the sher
. iff's office. 

"One moment please. "  Along the lines, 
switchboards gave out assorted clicks. 

There was a big angry, grunt-like sound 
in my ear and then the phone went as 
dead as King Tut. I pressed the cradle 
lever down a couple of times, but I knew 
I wouldn't be getting any outside help. 

Score one for Natalie. She'd gotten to 
the phone line with a knife or a hatchet. 

I wondered where I would find her and 
how I could catch her off-balance. In the 
old habit, my right hand slid inside my 
g·ray tweed coat. It came out feeling sur
prised. Without that heavy Magnum, I 
felt naked. I am not the kind of a guy who 
l,ikes to do things the hard, dangerous 
way. I've been a private investigator for 
nearly ten years now--ever since I re-

signed as a sergeant on the Butte police 
force. Butte is a tough dirty miner's town 
and during these years I learned some
thing-! like my hide the way it is. Free 
of .38 caliber perforations. 

But I could see that in this situation the 
hard way was the only way. I couldn't 
leave the estate-not with that thousand
volt electric fence humming and crackling 
in all directions. Only two people had 
known the location of the control box that 
regulated the fence. Old R.W.K. Marsh 
and his housekeeper Natali e. Now only 
one person knew. And it wasn't Jack 
Richardson. I cussed myself out for not 
making a harder search for it. 

It came to this. I would have to find 
Natalie, get the gun from her somehow, 
and-if necessary-knock her around a 
bit till she told me the location of the con
trol box. 

Before going downstairs, I stepped in
to Hughie's room. He was sitting in a 
chair throwing feathered darts at a foot
ball. He wasn't much interested in the 
target, but he seemed to be feeling all 
right. I knew he wouldn't miss his grand
father very much. The old man had never 
given the kid any affection. R.W.K.'s af
fection went to his mines, \lis copper 
smelters and his library of bank books. 

I left Hughie in his room. On what I 
hoped were silent cat feet, I wenf down 
the stairs and through the entrance hall 
with its six polished granite columm 
flanking the gigantic front doors. I walked 
into the dining room. Like a steering 
wheel, my head kept swiveling around on 
my shoulders as I examined the room in 
all directions at once. 

Maybe it was because she was young 
and pretty-but Old Man Marsh had 
trusted Natalie Dott. I didn't intend to 
make the similar mistake of under-esti
mating her. She had a gun. I had none. 
I didn't want to be surprised by her. 

She wasn't in the dining room. I 
sneaked down the hall, cussing out the 
floor boards which squawked like a step
ped-on pup. Since it was the cook's day 
off, I glanced into her room on the chance 
that Natalie might be there. She wasn't. 

Continuing down the hall, I entered the 
kitchen, which was white and shiny and as 
big as the galley on a battleship. Every
thing was in order. The dozens of cup-
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board doors were all closed. Plates and 
cups were drying in the automatic dish
washer. 

I started toward the service porch-and 
then I halted because it occurred to me 
that I wasn't using very good tactics. It  
might be smarter to wait some place and 
force Natalie to look for me, so I could 
surprise her. I decided to return to the 
drawing room. 

As I turned around, the pantry door 
opened smoothly and Natalie stepped out. 
It was the first time I 'd been on the wrong 
end of my Magnum and I 'd never realized 
before what an ugly thing it was. 

. 

Two quick steps took me toward the 
· service porch. The kitchen filled with 

fire and noise as the Magnum stuck its 
orange tongue out at me. A lot of hot air 
slapped my right shoulder. I decided to 
stay where I was. 

Glancing down at my coat, I saw that 
had been a wise decision. Stiff, black 
strands of horsehair were sticking out 
thrwgh a big hole in the shoulder padding. 

" I  was raised on a ranch near Kali
spell," said Natalie sweetly. " If you want 
the next one between ·your horns-just 
place your order ! "  . 

She held the heavy gun as confidently, 
as steadily, as a lipstick or a perfume 
atomizer. Her dark, almost black eyes 
roamed icily over my five feet ten inches. 
She wore a black dress which was her 
housekeeper's uniform-but / the tight, 
shiny taffeta fitted her trim hips, and nar
row waist in a very unhousekeeper-like 
way. The only jewelry she wore was a 
thick gold wire circling the white column 
of her throat. So black it had blue high
lights, her long hair tumbled softly across 
her wide shoulders. 

· 

" Will you take your flat feet to the 
drawing room ?" she ordered coldly. 

My feet aren't flat. In fact, if anything 
the arches are too high, but I didn't feel 
like arguing with her. I was sore-sore 
at myself for being such a bean-headed 
fool that I walked into her not-too-clever 
trap. 

I went back down the hall to the draw
ing room. I strolled along, hoping she 
would come close enough so L�p.uld wheel 
around and bat the Magnu.m ... 

· 'from her. 
fist. But she was smart. The click of her 

high heels stayed a good seven or eight 
feet behind me. 

In the drawing room, she had me sit on 
the biggest of the three chesterfields. She 
took a strawberry-colored easy chair op
posite me, keeping the Magnum trained 
on me from her neat little lap. 

" Where's Hughie ? "  she asked. 
" I n  his room. " 
That was the extent of our conversation 

for the next twenty minutes. I sat there 
with a headful of assorted thoughts that 
weren't worth a straight paper-clip. I 
thought about my j ob, I thought about Old 
Man Marsh, the electric fence and the 
hidden control box . 

When I took the job, I figured it would 
be an easy way to put a thick green lining 
in my wallet. The year before, R.W.K. 
had received some threatening note • about 
the kid. Some unknown party claimed he 
would kidnap Hughie unless given five 
thousand cash. · The police investigated, 
but the thing gradually blew over. The 
cops figured it was the work of a crank, 
mostly because such a small amount of 
money had been asked for. 
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The kid spent only the summers with 

his grandfather. The rest of the time he 
lived with his married brother in Colorado. 
To profect him this summer, R.W.K. had 
the fence built and hired me as an armed 
baby-sitter. Twenty bucks a day plus room 
and board was all I could hit the old man 
for. And because we spent all our time at 
the estate in the Rockies about fifty miles 
east of Butte, I couldn't pad up any ex
penses either. 

The fence was quite a project. It was 
eight-feet high with strands of barbed
wire running almost as close together as 
wires in a screen. Big black and white 
signs were erected every few feet warn
ing people to stay away. At night they 
were illuminated. An ordinary wooden 
fence ran outside the electric one to keep 
any strolling deer or other wild game from 
rubbing their noses against a thousand 
volts. A .similar wood fence ran inside to 
keep Hughie's nose safe. 

Natalie stepped over to the blond-wal
nut console radio on which stood a chrome 
galleon at full sail. She turned a dial. 
In a iitoment the strains of an orchestra 
came lightly into· the large drawing room. 

I grinned at her. "Care to dance, 
honey ?" · 

"No, thank you." She smiled. A pleas
ant smile-hardly that of a girl who'd just 
shot and killed a man. "You know it's 
really too bad you're a cop." 

I shook my head. "A private cop." 
"Same difference," she said. She sighed 

'a little. "I'd much rather cut you in than 
Charley. I like the way your red hair 
curls in the back and I think you've got 
the nicest teeth I've ever seen in a man." 

I wondered if she was kidding me. 
. "It's too bad I can't 'trust" you," she 

added. Her black eyes were cool, but 
friendly. 

"Try me and see," I suggested. 

SHE shook her head and the dark hair 
rippled against her shoulders. She 

walked over to the ,wall behind the divan 
I was sitting on. I felt my pulses kick up 
their heels a ' little and turned around to 
look at her. 

"No," she said. "Keep looking the 
other way." 

I turned and glanced over at the radio. 
"What kind of a game is this ?" 

"Use your head and you won't get 
hurt," she warned. "I'm going to tum out 
the lights, but this gun will still be aimed 
at the skin right above your collar !" 

I knew she wasn't going to put out the 
lights to play kiss-in-the-dark. It was 
obvious that her friend Charley would ar
rive any minute to crack the safe and she 
would have to cut the juice in the fence 
so he could get in. She didn't want me to 
know where the control box was hidden. 
By putting the lights out, she would con
ceal the tell-tale flicker that would occur 
when she flipped the fence switch. That 
way I wouldn't know when she stepped 
away. 

The wall switch clicked behind me and 
the lights went out. 
· "Just keep looking at the radio," l!he 
said, gently, still behind me. · 

I sat there stiffly for a full thirty sec
onds, staring through the blackness at the 
soft, crescent-shaped glow of the radio's 
dial. A nerve did a little Irish jig in my 
throat. 

I turned around suddenly. 
·The Magnum blasted orange flame over 

,ny shoulder and I heard pottery crash 
across the room. 

"Eyes straight ahead !" snapped Natalie. 
I swallowed. One moment I was sure 

she had left. The next moment I was sure 
she hadn't. But I knew she meant busi
ness-she'd proved that by the quick way 
she'd shot old R.W.K. I sat there on pins 
and thumbtacks, wondering why she didn't 
shoot me and get it over with. 

It seemed to me that the control box 
must be nearby, possibly in the hall outside 
the drawing room. Obviously, she could 
spend only a few seconds getting to it and 
back. If she stayed away longer than that 
I would have a good chance of discovering 
she was gone. I strained the skin on my 
eardrums trying to hear her foots.teps or 
her breathing. I heard neither. I heard 
nothing but silence. 

She spoke suddenly from her chair over 
by the radio. "All right, Jack. You can 
put the light ·on now." 

I swore. She'd moved around the room 
like a ghost. I got up, stumbled immediate
ly over a 'hassock and finally found ·the 
wall switch. 

The overhead chandelier came back to 
life. "Thank you," smiled Natalie. Big 
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:and hold, the Magnum was still clenched 
in her slim magneta-tipped fingers. 

"You're not welcome !" I growled. 
She got up from the chair. " Let's go 

over to the window, shall we ?" 
She stood at one end of the ten-foot

square piece of plate glass and I stood at 
the other. We looked out over the grounds. 
Straight as the edges of a checkerboard, 
the electric fen�e surrounded us, its lights 
glowing brightly. 

In front of us, the black iron front gate 
was open. J grunted. That meant Natalie 
had gqtten to the control box, all right. 

As we watched, the brilliant front eyes 
of a car came through the gate and up the 
paved driveway . . . .  

Charley walked in carrying a small blue 
canvas bag. He was a big, lumpy guy in 
his late thirties wearing a dark serge suit 
that looked like it had been pressed by a 
cem<:!nt mixer. He had a big fiat nose 
with a broken, knuckle-like bridge. When 
I noticed his scaly gray eyes, I got un
comfortable. They were several sizes too 

_ .small for his large face. They were severe 
and suspicious. They stated plainly that 
Charley whatever·his-last-name-was would 
kill me j ust as easily as he would brush 
crumbs off his necktie. 

I tightened up inside as Charley took 
the gun froin Natalie and aimed its round 
black mouth at my chest. He handled it 
like a professional. 

"All right, "  he said, "where's the apple 
crate ? And you-" he meant me--" you 
try one trick and it'll be your last. Under
stand ? "  

I didn't do him the honor o f  answering. 
I stared stonily at the Magnum. We went 
upstairs to the den, where Charley handed 
Natalie the gun and proved that the safe 
was an apple crate, all right. A few cracks 
of a ball-pen hammer against the cold 
steel chisel he took from the canvas bag
and the inside door snapped open. 

Old Man Marsh was still lying there 
quietly by the divan. The front of his 
smoking jacket was a darker red than be
fore. I didn't like to think about it, but it 
was two to one that Natalie and Charley 
would give me the same treatment to make 
their get-away safer. 

I waited until Charley brought out the 
rubber-band-wrapped packs of green bills. 
Natalie's eyes left me to roam greedily 

over the money. The Magnum's "front 
sight dipped a little. 

The den's windows were French style. 
High and narrow and hinged at the side. 
Two w�re open. 

I PULLED in.my head, spun around and 
crossed the golden Oriental in three 

long jumps. My eardrums quivered, wait
ing for the Magnum's thunder. 

" Natalie ! "  yelled Charley. " Get him ! "  
I launched myself through the window 

as though I were still playing left halfback 
at Montana State U. A lot of things hap
pened at once. I gave the screen the bene.. 
fit of a hundred-and-seventy-pound shoul
der block-and it split like waxed paper. 

As I caught one of the top branches in 
the poplar tree, the Magnum found its 
voice. It bellowed and the branch broke 
-either from my weight or because a bul
let struck it. 

I 'm no Tarzan, and I don't want to be 
one. I dropped a sudden ten feet. My 
stomach felt like it was wrapped around 
my ears. When my flailing hands finally 
found another branch, it bent like rubber. ·
Half-a-dozen times I shot down and then 
up. I let go and aimed for another branch 
farther down, but the night was dark and 
I missed. My fingernails scraped bark. 

The next thing I knew I was hanging 
upside down, my coat draped over my face 
like a potato sack, my left ankle caught in 
a forked branch. 

Natalie was screaming. Charley cursed . 
I heard their feet smacking the stairs in
side. In a moment, they would be under 
the tree waiting for me. 

And there I hung, more helpless than a 
new-born possum. Leaves swatted my 
neck. My ankle bone hurt like hell. Twice, 

· three times, I bent at the middle, straining 
my arms up toward a branch that seemed 
as far away as the big dipper. I caught it 
finally, freed myself and went down care
fully. 

When my heels hit the lawn, Charley 
and Natalie were dashing from the house's 
side entrance maybe twenty-five yards 
away. 

I took off toward the front gate, hoping 
Natalie hadn't had time to close it. I was 
wrong. She'd been at the hidden control 
box again. The gate was locked. 

As I veered off to the right, running as 
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fast as I could, I knew I was licked. There 
were no tr�es on the estate's grounds, not 
even a rock big enough to hide under. It 
wouldn't take them long to run me down. 

The Magnum let go again. It's echo 
crasht�d up into the nearby Rockies and a 
long streak appeared : in the grass ahead 
of me. ' Angrily blinking tfie sweat from 
my eyes, I zig-zagged, swearing at myself 
for ·being fqol �aough to get into such a 
situation. · . ; '· . 

' 

I drew closer to the· three fences. The 
wooden Ptie� i ran protectively inside and 
out. Between them, the barbed electric 
fence was humming and mumbling to it
self, its bright warning lights marching 
straight through .the darkitess like lamp 
standards' on ·Main treet. 

· 

There was only que thing to do, one last 
chance tQ . :take:.: ,Charley's big feet were 
making n�rs.� 'oh �e< .tawri <;:lose behind me. 
I'm a gr� bdi'e'Ver in the law of averages. 
Sooner 'Or later; -· 1 ·knew, the numbers 
would dick into place and one of the Mag
num's big slugs would find me. 

I scrambled up the first wooden fence. 
I went up fast with enough momentum so 
I could balance on the top for a moment 
like a tight-rope walk�r. A few paces away were the angry elec
tri£. strands· strung to steel poles that were 
a good two feet higher than the fence I 
was standing on. 

But I didn't balance there more than 
two winks. A glimpse set me off. A 
glimpse .of Charley halting and sighting in 
carefully. 

My heart was beating thickly in my 
throat as I thrust my legs as hard as I 
could against the wooden top rail. 

I sailed u�and I knew instantly that 
I wasn't going to make it, that I was going 
to miss clearing the top electric strands by 
about two inches. 

My whole body felt as stiff and electric 
as the fence itself. My brain had room for 
nothing but fear. 

The toes of my shoes scuffed the wires. 
Trying desperately to hurl myself forward, 
I flopped down across the fence and the 
barbs cut through my gray tweeds right 
into my skin. I gave a last lunge with my 
legs and toppled the rest of the way over. 
I was completely surprised that I was still 
alive (o do so, astonished that the thou
sand volts hadn't burned through me. 

I landed on the back of my neck between 
the electric fence and the outside wooden 
one. Bouncing up, I sprang over· the 
wooden job as if it wasn't there. 

I hit the rocky ground running and 
dodged behind the first pine tree I came 
to. Peering pi{!it ;the sap diamonds crusted 
on the bark, I saw Charley climb the inside 
wooden fence, preparing to tackle the 
electric one as. I had done. 

And then spd,denly the {ence was hum
ming and cHu':kling again. 

Before, I hadn't noticed the absence of 
the electric noises. I'd been too amazed 
at not being electrocuted. Now, though, 
I realized that the fence hadn't been work
ing when I ,was caught on it. 

·HALFW A_'Y_ · up the wooden fence, . 
· · .Charley .. cringed as if the electric 
strands were --· -a coiled-up rattler. He 
bawled over � shoulder to Natalie : 

"Get back · to the house and shut the 
damn thing off ! " _ 

I dropped to my knees behind the pine 
tree and picked up a couple of fist-sized 
rocks. I waited until Natalie had trotted 
halfway to the house. . 

Still on the fence, about thirty feet from 
my tree, Charley was illuminated beauti
fully by the ligp�s. I clamped my fingers 
around a rock afiCl launched it with a lazy 
spiral. It shot past Charley's shoulder 
and thumped into the grass. 

He looked around. And then he glanced 
at me. Just in time. My next toss was a 
perfect pass into the end zone. It got him 
right between the eyebrows. Without a 
grunt, he fell off the fence and the Mag
num went skidding along on its squatty 
barrel. Charley lay without moving. 

Natalie turned around, and saw what 
happened and started running back. For 
the Magnum, of course. 

I ran to the outside wooden fence and 
clambered up. If necessary, I was pre
pared to dash back to the shelter of the 
pine tree as soon as she drew closer to 
the gun. Climbing to the top rail, I listened 
to the electric fence's hum. 

Natalie grew closer and I could hear 
the taffeto swish o£ her black skirt. 

The fence continued to hum. Just as I 
was ready to run to the pine tree, the 
fence became silent. . I j umped to the 

(Please continue on page 97) 
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'I'o the deafening applause of a cotton
mouth, actor Lex Rawlins played his final 
curtain • • •  in a Georgia swamp-with a 
killer chasing him. 

Suddenly the backwoods beauty flew in, 
aiming a shotgun at Margot-for stealing 
away a 'ocal hero. Dalton snatched up the 
gun • • • and the ladies started scratching. 

After his body was found, producer Moy· 
lan insisted trouble-shooter Dalton clear 
lovely Margot. But Dalton told the ·star to 
him she was just another headache. 

When the smoke cleared, another man lay 
dead • • •  in Robert Turner's violent novel 
-"Dizzy Doll Blues"-in the May issue 
• • •  published March 3 1st. 
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From the bottom of the }imk heap came Travi.

to get himaelf a nmD coat of guilt. 

Travis stepped for
ward and kicked out 

at Kip. 

Ey �LVI� 
YIJVKOff 

T HE Bowery by night is like a view 
of Hades seen through dark glasses. 
The steel beams of the rust-seamed 

El overhead cut away even the angled 
light from the evening sky. 

The shuttered stores are dark with 
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heavy .iron gates in front of every window. 
While in the flop houses, stretched un
conscious on the pavements, curled up 
like crumpled socks in half-lit doorways, 
hurriedly sopping up bread and stew in 
the soup kitchens-are the men of skid 
row:, like sleepwalkers in a nightmare. 

Now and then, almost like a space-sh}p 
from another planet, a sleek new car rna)' 
tum slowly onto the Bowery. The car 
is crammed with outsiders anxious to see 
the sights. For New York hosts have 
found · this to be a wonderful routine to 
liven up a dull party : 

" C'mon," they say when the scotch 
runs out, "let's go slumming on . the 
Bowery ! "  . 

Vagrants on th� Bow�ry are a practical 
folk, who know that slumii\ers are always 
good for a handout. That is why on this. 
particular night Travis felt no resentmel).t 
when he saw the long black sedan turn 
onto the Bowery from Canal -Stre<:t and 
head north very slowly._ ;;. · 

Inside , thct-e.ar, two tne�; w�re looking 
-"'\r'efy�refully on both ·.sides. · No, Travis 

was . not annoyed but he was curious. 
These two men had been cruising up and 
down the Bowery . for the past half
hour . . .  and they -didn't lOQJ<. .the tourist 
type. '' • ' ·  

<;:ops maybe ? But as Travis took the 
last possible d.rag from the · butt he had 
found on the subway steps, he shook his 
head. Cops· didn't bother about Bowery 
·people as long as they kept out of serious 
trouble. 

Shivering, he drew himself back into 
the. store doorway. It was going to be a 

· bad night. Rain . . . cold enough for 
snow, he thought. He swallowed hard 
and his throat hurt. There it was again. 
A drink. He needed a drink. He'd do 
anything for a drink. 

And it wasn't just the chill, either. A 
couple of shots would burn up in a flash 
of heat the warm thoughts that lay like 
dry tinder in his brain. Thoughts which 
rose up now and beat at him. Thoughts 
of Emily, of Dick-Travis wondered how 
tall he was by now-thoughts of the quiet 
block in Duluth where they had all lived 
so happily. 

Travis scowled angrily. He didn't want 
to think, he couldn't bear it. He was 
grateful for the noise which broke in on 

his senses. It was the sound of a car head
ing slowly along the street past him. The 
same black sedan. He watched it stop for 
the light at the corner. -

It was worth a chance. Travis lurched 
to his feet and ran up to the car. " How 
about it ?" he said, his tongue heavy in 
his mouth. He couldn't make out the 
faces of the men inside the car. " Some
thing for a square meal ?:' he asked. 

He heard a throaty chuckle from the 
man at the wheel. The other man, who 
was nearer to Travis, was eying him care
fully. The driver said : "Way prices are 
these days, Johnny, a square meal takes 
a lot of dough." 

"Whaddya say ?" Travis pleaded. After 
a few months on the Bowery he was used 
to the teasing of those from whom he 
panhandled. "Two bits then. How about 
it ? "  

The light changed t o  green. " Go soak 
your head, you bum ! "  the driver said 
gruffiy. He shifted into first. Travis felt 
the car move forwa£d. He held on to the 
door handle. 

" Please, " he c:ried. 
" Hold it, Kip ! "  the man nearer to 

Travis said. His high-pitched · voice had 
a decisive hardness about it. The · car 
jerked to a stop. 

·Now the man opened the door and 
stepped out next- to Travis. The 

driver remained in the car. " Cigarette ? " 
the man said, holding out an open cigarette 
case to Travis. 

Travis didn't understand this, not at all, 
but next to a drink a cigarette was what 

· he wanted most. His fingers managed to 
close around one and . he put it in his 
mouth. 

"You need a light, " the stranger said, 
flicking a lighter. He was a young m�n, 
Travis could see, tall and thin just like 
himself. The flame from the lighter was a 
powerful one and over the rim Travis 
could see the man looking hard at him. 
Suddenly he felt frightened, he wanted to 
run. But already he had inhaled and the 
warm tang of the cigarette made him stay. 
Besides, there was still the chance of a 
drink. 

"What's your name ?" the man said. 
"Fielding, " said Travis. "Mike Field

ing. " It was the name he had used' the 
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last six months, since he bad run away alone in the big city ?" he repeated now. 
from Duluth. '-'Yeah . ., Travis took a long , swig. 

"How long you been bumming around "How long yo1,1 been on the street ?" 
here ?" "Couple of month.s,'' Travis said. "Tell 

"What is this ?" Travis said. The ciga- you the truth, I don't remember exactly."  
rette didn't taste so good any more. "You "What'd you run away from ?" 
a cop ?" · "My wife and kid," Travis said. He 

The young man smiled. "Hear that, realized he made no sense so he added, "I 
Kip ?" he said to the driver. got into some trouble in Duluth, my home 

Kip laughed." . "You'd make a good · town . ., 
copper at that, Frankie," he said. "Woman ?" · 

Frankie opened the rear door of the "That's it,'; Travis said. Now that he 
sedan. "A little ride, Mike ?" he said. saw Frankie didn't want the flask, he re- • 

"What is this ? "  Travis repeated, back- laxed a bit. Travis liked Frankie ; he was 
,.ing up . slightly. so sympathetic, so understanding. "A new 

"We're not'cops. Relax," Frankie said, girl was hired at the plant where I worked. 
his thin face curled into a grin. '- I-" his voice thickened- "oh, you know 

"What do you want with me ?" Travis how it is. - She was one of those dames 
sajd. · _ .  . . . you can't keep away from. She made me 

· "A cQuple of laughs, that's all," said leave Emily-:-rilY wife." He shook his 
Frankie. , "I'm 'l_oo� for some local he�d ·slowly: and took another drink. 
color to tell the folks back home, I'll even Then the new babe left you ?" 
buy you a drink."  _ Travis hesitated and Travis looked admiringly at Frankie. 
Frankie - scowled angrily. '.'All right, "Yeah . . .  soon as I ran out of dough. I 
chump, crawl back into your· doorway ! "  couldn't go back to Duluth. I couldn't 
He got into the car. face my wife and kid again." 

"Hold it. Don't go ! "  Travis said. He " So you wound up on the Bowery,'' 
pulled the door open and slipped into the Frankie said. " Sure, I understand. I 
seat next to Frankie. He forced his face know how you feel." · He paused. "But 
into a smile, said, "Did you say something what about your wife ? Doesn't she know 
about a drink ? "  where you are ?" . 

Kip, alone tip front now, made a U- Travis looked at the flask. "No," he 
tun� and drove north. Travis settled ba�k said. "She probably thinks I'm dead. 
agamst the soft upholstery.. Frank1e Everybody I knew probably thinks I'm 
pulled out ·a flask, an old-fashwned pro- dead. " Hurriedly, he raised the flask to 
hibition type, and handed it to Travis. his lips again because he was certain now 

"Go ahead," he said. "It's better than that his story was over Frankie would let 
what yotfre used to." him go. But the flask was empty. "And 

It was better, it was wonderful, Travis that's how yours truly ended up here," he 
felt as he gulped down the wh�key. It said, turning and pointing to the window. 
was smooth, n?t �he throat��earmg stuff He was surprised to see they had left 
he had been dnnkmg. Frank�e I!ulled. the the Bowery and were driving through a 
flask away .and som� of �he hqmd sptlled strange neighborhood. Frankie leaned 
onto the bnstles of hts chm. over to the front seat and his band came 

"Easy. There'll be more," Frankie said. back with a half-full bottle. 
He hesitated for a moment, then he said : "There's still some left in this," he said 
"What's your name ? "  and h e  handed it to Travis. "Help your� 

. "I told you," said Travis. self." 
"I mean your real name. "  Travis 

leaned back again and _did not answer. 
"None of my business, is that it ?" Frankie 
smiled. 

"That's it. " 
"All by your lonesome in the big city ?" 

asked Frankie. When · Travis remained 
silent, he ' handed over the flask. "All-

WTHEN Travis came to, his teeth felt 
W clamped vise-tight on his lower lip. 

Hot shafts of pain hammered within his 
head. He forced his mouth open and 
then his eyes-and as he did the pain be
came even mpre ,severe. He groped about 
in the cramp�H' darkness and his hand 
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brushed across the rough upholstery of 
the seat. He was stilJ in the car. 

But it ·· wasn't moving .. . It was parked 
somewhere and he was alone. He man
aged to' raise his head and look out. The 
car was in a closed, two-car private 
garage. Travis got out of the car, walking 
as carefully as he could to the garage door. 
The odor of gas mingled with the dry 
smell of tires. He unlatched the door and 
pushed it open slightly, holding his breath 
as it scraped across the gravel. Then he 
squeezed through the opening into the 
cold night air. 

He stood there, lost in the blue-black 
darkness, wondering what to do next. He 
was drenched with sweat and his torn 
clothin� offered little protection against 
the chill breeze that fanned across the 
yard. In front of him, about fifteen yards 
away, was a ranch-type house, its open 
patio facing toward the garage. 

Then, from the patio : "-no coward, 
you know that, Frankie, but this thing 
gives me the shakes." · 

Now Travis could make out the two 
men seated on the patio, talking in low 
tones. · " Stop stewing about it, Kip ! " he 
heard Frankie's high-pitched voice. 

" I  need another drink," Kip said. 
Travis ran his tongue over his lips as he 
heard the clink of glass against bottle. 

"Go easy, Kip ! "  Frankie said. " I'm 
going to need you tonight. I don't want 
you as worthless as that lush in there ! " 

"Worthless ?" Kip snorted. "That's a 
laugh. If you can use him to get clear of 
the cops for good, he's not so damn worth
less. Yeah, " he said softly, "if Frankie 
Niles can go walking down Broadway be
cause of this little caper, the bum in there 
is worth his weight in gold ! " 

In the garage doorway, Travis felt his 
body stiffen. Frankie Niles. The baby
faced killer who had cut down two cops in 
a Forty-fifth Street box office hold-up. 
Frankie Niles. A one man Murder, Inc. 
whom the police and F.B.I.  had been try
ing to corner for two years. Travis sucked 
in his breath. 

"Keep your damn voice down, Kip, " he 
heard Niles say. 

"Relax. "  Kip's voice was the calmer 
now. "The bum passed out an hour age. 
If he wakes up, there's plenty of hooch on 
the back seat. He'l� , d�fWf himself out 

again. There's nothing to worry about.'' 
"Well, no use taking chances." 
"We're taking a big chance on this," 

Ki said. · · . ,  ' ' 

P, Are you ? Who knows about this bum ? 
Who cares ? Nobody gives a hoot in hell 
whether he lives or dies ! "  . 

That's not true, Travis thought desper
ately. My wife cares, my boy cares, peo
ple who knew me back in Duluth care . . . .  

" So this morning the house burns up. 
We'll set it for three o'clock when no
body's roaming around." Frankie Niles 
was speaking in an impersonal, business
like manner as if dictating to a secretary. 
"A bad stove-I've arranged it already. 
The house will go up like that," and he 
snapped his fingers. 

"An unknown body-or what's left of 
it-is found in the ashes. I leave papers 
around. My papers. The body is so badly 
burned identification is impossible. But 
the size is right, the papers are ri�ht. · So 
next day the headlines say : 'Frankte Niles 
Dead !' And that's it." 

" It still sounds too damn simple," Kip 
protested. "The cops these days are no 
goons. They got all sorts of ways to iden-
tify, fingerprints, teeth-..:.." 

· 

"The bum's fingers wilJ be so toasted, 
they won't be good for an/thing," Frankie 
said. "Teeth marks ? I ve never had a, 
cavity in my life, I've never been to a 
dentist, so where would they check ? No, 
Kip, the cops will be glad to accept the 
news that Frankie Niles got himself 
stinking drunk and burned himself and his 
house down. Sure, usually fire insurance 
investigators make trouble. Well, I've 
taken care not to insure the place. I lose 
ten grand, okay, but so what ? I've got a 
plastic surgery job all lined up apd you 
know what hair dye can do. " 

There was a pause. For a moment 
Travis was afraid Frankie had seen him 
crouching in the clark. But Frankie con
tinued : "This new dame doesn't like hid
ing out all the time. She likes good times 
and so do I. We're going down to Florida 
for the races, we're . . . .  " 

Travis slipped back into the garage. He 
went to the car and, sure enough, some 
whiskey was there. To settle himself he 
took a short nip, and with great effort 
forced himself to put the bottle down. He 
had to control himself� �e had. to think I 
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But what could 'he do to save himself ? 

They would see him if he left the ga
rage since the door was the only way out. 
If he yelled for help, they would finish 
him off right away.' ' There was a point to 

' that though, he thought grimly. At least 
his death would be neater. 

HE LOOKED around him. It was a / 

large garage and since there was only 
one car in it, there was plenty of room. 
It sloped up slightly toward the side and in 
the far corner stood a rough wooden table, 
used apparently as a workbench. Travis 
stepped to the back of the car and tried to 
open the trunk. Perhaps there was a jack 
in there, or a monkey wrench, something 
he could use as a weapon. But the trunk 
was locked. - -

His eye swept across something on the 
table. It looked like a-but no, that would 
be too lucky ! Unbelieving, Travis blinked 
hard before he looked again. Yes, it was 
true, there was a rifle on the table. 

He stepped quickly across the floor and 
picked up the rifle. All at once, whatever 
hope had surged within him abruptly died 
away. For this was no rifle-it was a 
boy's B.B. gun, unused for years, with 
the bolt action s.o rusted it couldn't even 
be moved. 

On the table, along with a variety of 
dusty junk probably left by the people who 
had sold the house to Frankie Niles, 
Travis could see an- unused box of B.B. 
pellets. Angrily, before he thought, Travis 
threw the gun down on the table. It 
bounced off and fell on to the concrete 
floor with a clattering noise. Then Travis 
realized what he had done. 

But it was too late. He heard quick 
steps across the yard, the garage door 
was wrenched open and Kip stood there, 
his powerful body framed in the half-light. 

"Oh, you're up, " Kip said. "How do 
you feel ?" 

"What do you want ?" 
" Now, now, " said Kip. "Take it easy." 
"Damn it, what do you want with me ?" 

Travis shouted, his hand fumbling behind 
him for the box of B.B. shot. He managed 
to get it open but his hand was shaking 
and he was only able to grasp a few of the 
pellets. He tried again and his hand 
slipped. The paper box toppled to the 
floor and the · round pellets spilled down 

the incline toward the door. Travis 
blocked off most of them with his feet. 

"Come on, we'll give you a drink, " 
Kip said amiably. 

Travis felt the hardness of the table 
against the small of his back. " No, " he 
said, "leave me alone." 

"But Frankie wants you." 
"What for ?" 
Kip hesitated. "To-to talk with you." 
"You lousy liar I" Travis snapped. 

"Listen . . .  I heard you before. He's 
Frankie Niles and you're his gorilla. " His 
voice rose to a shout. " But you're not 
going to do it, you're not going to mur
der me !" 

"You need a drink," the big man said 
quietly. 

"Listen," Travis pleaded. " I'm a hu
man being too. Yeah, down-and-out, a 
Bowery bum. Yes, but a 4uman being. " 
His voice choked up, his legs felt stiff and 
cold. " Please, please Kip." 

"Look, bobo, " Kip said, "it's all com
mon sense. It's you or Frankie Niles." 
There was a rumble of laughter from the 
doorway. "You or Frankie Niles." 

Me or Frankie Niles, Travis thought. 
Of course . . .  and he, Travis, was j ust a 
worthless, bumming derelict. Then, im
pelled by Kip's loud laughter, anger raced 
through him and for the first time in many 
months of apathy and despair he felt the 
hot fury of hate. Me or Frankie Niles. 
Me or a ruthless killer. Well then . . • 

me I he thought. 
He cGuld see Kip start walking slowly 

toward him, lifting his feet up as he 
stepped forward on the slight incline. 
Quickly Travis shifted his feet and the 
blocked B.B. pellets rolled down toward 
the approaching Kip. At the same time, 
he flung the few pellets he had in his 
hand at Kip's head. But his aim was high. 

He heard Kip's surprised gasp as the 
big man's foot slipped on one of,the s'teel 
balls. There was the jounce of Kip's heavy 
flesh falling against concrete. Travis 
stepped f-orward and kicked out. The point 
of his shoe ground into Kip. Travis heard 
a choked gurgle as he whipped his left 
foot into him. Then he flung himself past 
Kip, lurched through the garage door and 
sprinted down the driveway. 

"Frankie ! "  Kip was shouting behind 
him when hft reached the sidewalk. "The 
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bum's scrammed ! He's made a getaway." Niles, .fh ? Is that it ?" he. asked gently. 

Travis could barely make out the side· ••No ·! "  Travis almost shouted. "He's 
walk ahead of him as he ran. At the cor· after me, Frankie Niles is-" and sud· 
ner he turned left and .hurried down the denly he couldn't get bis ,tongue working ; 
street, a tree-lined paved road with dark, he felt his throat gag up. . 
wooden-frame houses on both sides. Then "Whew," Gino said, stepping back with 
behind him he thought he heard a car mo- a sour expression on his face. "Enough 
tor sound. alcohol on his breath to anti-freeze my 

"Help ! "  Travis shouted, but . his cry car." 
seemed to be lost in the night. This was "Yeah," said the older cop. "What's 
a drunken nightmare, he thought wildly your name, buddy ?" 
as he stumbled along the silent street. Now "Fielding, " said Travis. 
he heard the car behind him. He didn't "Where do you work ? "  
dare look around. "Right now, I-I'm between jobs." 

"Help ! "  he shouted again and tried to "Where do you live ?" 
run faster. But his legs felt stiff and un· "I-" Tra.,vis broke off weakly. "I've 
controlled, his chest burned with every been staying on the Bowery. Oh, I know: 
breath, his throat was choked with what you're thinking, but look here-" 
phlegm. " No," said the policeman. " You look 

THE car was even with him now, then 
a little ahead, then braked to a stop. 

"Help me ! " Travis yelled at the shadowed 
houses as he saw a man jump out of the 
car. He shifted step, tried to turn around 
quickly and fell to the ground. He felt 
a hand grab him by the collar and he was 
hauled to his feet. "Don't . . .  don't," he 
stammered, trying to break out of the 
grip. 

Then he saw it was a policeman. A few 
yards behind was a radio car with an· 
other policeman at the wheel. 

"What's the matter with you, bud ?" 
the cop said. He was a dark young man, 
short and stocky, very earnest. "Creating 
a disturbance this time of night. What's 
the matter with you ? "  

"Hetp," Travis said breathlessly. 
" Please help me. Frankie Niles is after 
me ! Back there . . . " His voice cracked 
into a whimper. 

Now the other p<1liceman got out of the 
radio car and came up to them. He was 
an older man. As he pushed his hat back 
on his head, his graying hair caught the 
light of the street lamp. "What's up, 
Gino ? "  he said. 

"Dunno, Sam," the younger policeman 
said. · " This guy is working up a case of 
D.T.'s but good ! Keeps blabbing some
thing about Frankie Niles no less." 

The gray-haired policeman turned to
ward Travis, and his shrewd eyes swept 
over Travis' clothes. "Uh huh, " he said. 
Then 1 " So you thinli1 y<m're Frankie 

here. You bums have a nerve. Coming 
up to a nice residential . district like this 
and tying one on, noising up the neigh· 
borhood. I ought to dish it out to you I" 

" Please, "  Travis said. "All right then, 
take me with you." 

"Look, friend," the cop said. "We're 
going off our shift now. You're a lucky 
guy. It just so happens that today's my 
birthday and my wife and kids-three o£ 
them-are staying up to give the old man 
a party. So you're not going to sleep off 
your drunk in jail while I have to fill out 
a long report on you." 

Travis started to protest but the police· 
man waved him quiet. "Two blocks down 
this street you'll find a small park. Stay 
there tonight but don't let me catch you 
around here tomorrow ! "  

" No," Travis said, "I'll go with you." 
He saw the amazed look on the police· 
man's face. "Frankie . Nile�" , 
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ttDammit." Gino, the younger police
man, was angry now. "Don't you know 
when you're well . off or do you want us 
to run you over to Bellevue?" 

Both policemen were facing Travis now 
and he was looking back in the direction 
from where he had come. Then he saw the 
fong black sedan cruising slowly toward 
them. Instantly he realized the cops were 
with their ba<;ks to Frankie Niles. They 
would be cut down before they could even 
draw. 

"Ol<ay:," Travis mumbled; "sorry to 
bother you. •• He turned and trotted down 
the street. He did ·not look behind. .As 
the . policeman had told him, a park was 
nearby . . A small grassy area with a grove 
of trees in the center, it was the highest 
point in the neighborhood, which dipped 
down in a. 1\'>ng *aight hill below it. 

Travis turned onto the park pathway. 
His running steJ)s sounded loud against 
the · sifence of the night. He heard a noise 
behind him. It was an automobile motor, 
the heavy thioli of a big car. He glanced 
behind. The bla�k sedan was pulling to a 
stop alongside the park. They were com· 
ing for him. · • 

Travis plunged down the pathway. He 
thought his lungs would crack wide open 
but he forced himself on. The pathway 
was lit by lamps about ten yards apart. 
He turned off the pathway and ran toward 
the dark grove of trees. 

BUT something caught at his feet and 
he spra;w.led forward on the damp 

grass. Then he saw it-a low fence bor
dering- the pathway. He tried to fight his 
way to his feet. 

" Get up ! " . He heard Kip's voice from 
above, angry now, the good humor gone. 
" You lousy bum, get up ! "  Travis felt the 
point of a shoe rip into his ribs. "Or 
I'll-" 

"Not here, dopey ! "  Frankie said. 
.. There are coppers back there. We'll 
take him back to the car. Hurry !" 

· Kip reached down and pulled Travis to 
his feet. The two men, one on each side, 
tugged him to the car. Except for them, 
the street was empty of people. Travis 
didn't fight back. He was hopelessly, over
whelmingly exhausted. 

The car. Fa.s _ parked at the entrance, 
motor rttftn'tfig:-' 1ights out, its wheels cut 

to the curb so it wouldn't roll down the 
hilL Frankie shoved Travis onto the back 
seat hard. 

"You qrive, Kip," he ordered� He got 
in beside Travis. Kip walked around the 
front of the car. 

Suddenly Travis dove forward. His left 
hand reached the emergency brake and 
thrust it downward ; at the same time his 
right hand turned the wheel straight. 
Frankie blasted the butt of his gun down 
on Travis' head but the car started down. 
There was a scream from Kip as the left 
fender drove into his hip and Travis 
couldn't see him any more. · 

Now he jerked about and lashed out at 
Frankie. Frankie, too, had been thrown 
forward by the sudden movement of the 
car, which was gathering speed as it 
coasted down the hill. Travis hand closed 
around the gun butt. Half dangling over 
the front seat they scratched at each.other, 
kicked, cursed, bit-anything that would 
give an advantage. Frankie's thin pale face 
was wrinkled in hate. His left fist punched 
out at Travis again and again. 

Frankie wa& stronger, and slowly he 
brought the �n up and forced it toward 
Travis, pinmng him back over the front 
seat. Choking from the exenion, Travis 
clawed at Frankie's gun hand, tried to 
keep it off. But �he muzzle swept toward 
him. 

The car was hurtling down the hill. 
The whine of the tires sounded over their 
heavy breathing as they wrestled. . The 
muzzle was wavering in front of Travis' 
face now, the pain stabbed at him as 
Frankie kneed him. Travis drew his left 
hand back and groped for the wheel. 
Grasping it, he yanked at it savagely. At 
the same moment he brought his right arm 
up. · 

Frankie was spun against the seat as 
the car veered crazily. For just a frac
tion of a second the gun jerked upwards . 
Then there was a roar that deafened 
Travis. Suddenly Frankie's grip relaxed 
and he slid to the floor. 

Travis whirled around and grabbed the 
wheel. The car .  was skidding badly to
ward the left. He tumbled over to the 
front seat, shifted into second and braked 
it lightly. The car hit the curb, jounced 
up onto the . sidewalk and sideswiped a 
billboard· befo�' mariaged to stop it. 
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He cut the motor and, suddenly, every

thing was quiet again. Travis looked 
about. He was at the bottom of the long 
hill, the beginnings of a business district. 
A trolley car waited at the end of the line 
before starting its return trip. Across the 
traffic square, Travis saw the lights of 
an all-night bar. 

Then he heard the police siren. It was 
at that moment that he started to shake. 
It was as if all the tension of the night 
had mounted uP. and was now overflowing 
and he couldn t withstand it any longer. 
Shivering, he bent over the wheel. He 
felt the coldness of the spekes against his 
face. -

The next he knew, a hand was gripping 
him by the shoulder. Still shaking, he 
managed to look up and saw it was one of 
the policemen, the gray-haired one. 

"Easy does it, guy, " the cop said gently. 
"It's Frankie Niles all right I" The 

other cop was examining the body in the 
back of the car. "With half his face blown 
off ! "  . 

"And Kip Saunders back there • • • 

out cold," the older cop said, eying Travis 
carefully. "This boy's had a busy night, 
Gino." 

"You can say that again," Gino said. 
Travis was trying to control himself 

but he couldn't. His entire body was 
sweat-soaked and the midnight air felt like 
an ice-cold shower. His head quivered, his 
stomach felt like a pitching mass of jelly. 
The car seemed to be rolling and he was 
afraid he would be sick. 

"Golly, he's in a bad way, isn't he ?" 
Travis heard Gino say. 

"Yeah," said the other cop. "And I 
know it's against regulations but this guy 
deserves it: Here," he said. Travis felt 
the pressure of a few coins in his hand. 
"Pull yourself together. Get yourself a 
drink across the street while we call head
quarters." 

"Thanks, bud, thanks," Travis said. He 
managed to get out of the car and half ran, 
half pushed across the street tq the bar. 
It was almost empty .. ' A solitary drinker 
was at a rear table diatting With the bar
tender. Travis tried to catch the · bar
tender's attention. _ He felt like screaming : 
Hurry up ! Hurry up ! But the bartender 
di&n't notice him. · 

Travis looked out of the bar window, 
watched Gino guarding the car while a 
knot of people gathered. ' He saw Gino 
point toward him. Then a few of the on
lookers came across the street to the bar 
door and looked at him in wide-eyed, frank 
stares. 

Travis was used to stares, but there 
was something different about these. For 
the first time in many, many months, peo
ple were looking at him not with contempt 
but with admiration and respect. 

All at once his eyes were wet with tears. 
Ashamed, he forced himself to look away. 
His eye caught the gray-haired policeman 
at the police call-phone on the street cor
ner. As the cop talked, Travis saw him 
look at his watch. Travis thought : Poor 
guy, he's going to be late for· his birthday -
party with his wife and kids. 

Wife and kids. The words clawed at 
Travis. 

"What'll it be ?" The gruff voice of the 
bartender broke in over his thoughts. 

Travis started to answer : "Anything, a 
shot of anything," but then his gaze wan
dered out to the gray-haired cop again. 
He was still reporting to police headquar
ters, still looking sadly at his watch. 

"What'll it be, Mac ?" the bartender 
said impatiently. 

Travis shook his head, turned and 
walked slowly toward the rear of the bar. 
Next to the juke box he could see a tele
phone paybooth. As he headed for it, he 
figured out just what time the call would 
awaken them at home in Duluth. 
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His big hand held the blade in a Practised grip. 



• • • • 

Urider the bfg tent 

everybody Ulas one scared famUy , • • 

Ulhen the two·time slayer

started cutting up. 

• • • • 

CHA"PTER ONE 

.,�oast into Hell 

A MOOCH who fancied himself a 
good rifleman had been giving Lew 
Sudreau who runs the shooting 

gallery pitch a loud argument. When I got 
the word, I moved. in and Lew loaded it 
;with the special slugs. I took all the black 
out of the ace of spades in the required 
four shots and that shut the mooch up. 
I picked an electric clock off the prize 
counter, purposely missed on the next 
four. When the townie and his buddies had 
moved off, I gave Lew back his clock. 

It was then that Wally Hinkley's 
youngest came up and, told me that Wally 
wanted to see me in his trailer right away. 
Wally, a hard, wooden-faced character in 
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his forties with arms that hang down 
to his knees is our knife-thrower and 
he is billed as Count Steinmetz. He lives 
with at1 oversized wife and four kids in 
a trailer slightly larger than a doghouse. 

I went down the midway, absently 
noting . that Unit 8 of _Crown Carnivals, 
Inc., ' was. doing pretty well for an over
cast Tuesday afternoon. The shills were 
working to build up the tips at the posing 
show and, the freak top, hut the kids were 
fbJ.Ir deep at the rides. r walked through 

- the jangle�music of the merry-g.o-round, 
the steel roar of the Whip, the bally
bQOm of the platform drums, the yelling 
of kids. · , . . . _ . , . 

-

_ 

· 

·The door of the Binkley trailer was 
open. I ,went on · in . . · .  Ma · Hinkley over
flowed hal,£ the eatiqg booth- Wally was 
sitting . on 9�e of the bunks. He works in 
tails and he sat there in _pants, false shirt 
front and slightly gray underwear. He had 
a faintly greenish look around the mouth. 

" Ma Hinkl\!y loqk� .grim. 
The girl ,I h�c,l hired the day before

Brenda Hanson, she called herself-sat in 
the one chair staring at the folded hands 
in her lap. She wore the rhinestone outfit 
for the act and the adhesive of a new 
bandage was across her ribs. 

11What the · hell did you hire for me, 
heh ?" Wally growled. 

I sat on the other bunk. I looked at the 
bandage. "Losing your eye, - Wally ?" 

"I  nicked Ma in the ankle eighteen 
years ago, Jerry. And I ain't missed 
since. " 

The climax of Wally's act is when the 
target girl flattens herself a�ainst a board 
the size of a barn . door, spread eagled. 
There are stirrups for her feet and hand
les for her hands. The board is balanced 
on a pivot so that it turns like a big 
paddlewheel, end over end. It spins pretty 
fast. Each time she is upright, Wally 
chunks a knife close to her until he has 
her outlined. It goes over good. 

"What happened ?" 
"She did good on her first bunch of 

shows yesterday, Jerry. Not scared at all. 
I work down the left side and up the right 
side. So a half hour ago she shoves her 
middle over toward the knife. Like to give 
me a hemorrhage. I creased her and 
you shoulda heard the marks yell. How 
good did you check on her, J ei:ry ?" 

"You know I didn't have much time. 
Linda shoved off without warning. She'd 
�en looking for a rich mark for two 
years and grabbed the first one who asked 
her."-

"Did you go to an agency, Jerry ?" 
They were both looking at me hard. 

"Okay," I said. "You've got me. I 
couldn't find anybody the right way. I 
found her in a bus terminal drinking 
coffee."  

-

It was a bad confession to have to make. 
When a more alert ownership took over 
the twelve units of Crown Carnivals, Inc., 
they had hired young men with junior exe
cutive experience but without carny ex
perience to work in as managers, believing 
that, in that way, overhead would be more 
under control and financial reports more 
intelligible. After the war I spent two 
and a half years building a National-Bank 
size innertube around my middle. I jumped 

' at the new job. And now I'd done some
thing contrary to all rules of good manage
ment. 

You pick replacement talent throagh 
the agencies. I'd grabbed one off the street. 
It would have been better to fold that part 
of Wally's act until the agency could 
supply us with a target girl. Maybe the 
seven months with Unit 8 was beginning 
to warp my j!ldgment. 

Ma glared at me - and Wally sighed 
heavily. The girl didn't look up. 

"Why did you try that, Brenda ?" I 
asked. 

Her knuckles whitened but she didn't 
answer. 

"We've asked her and aske her," 
Wally said. 

She was too thin, really. What should 
have been a very lovely slimness was 
gauntness. Her ribs were toq easy to 
count. The hollowed cheeks and good 
bone structure of her face gave her the 
look of a dieting fashion model. Silver
blonde hair of cobweb fineness hung 
straight to her shoulders. The way she 
was sitting, hunched over, a wide strand 
of it half concealed one eye. She wore 
the makeup for the act, he_avy and the
atrical. 

Ma chuckled unexpectedly. "Lord, 
Wally ! She'd be hard to hit if you tried."  

"Think she'll talk to you, Jerry ?" 
Wally asked.' ' s  '.l 
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I shrugged. 
He said, "Come on, Ma. Let's take a 

walk. " 

WE WERE alone in the trailer. I re
membered how she had acted like a 

frightened little woods animal until I had 
convinced her that I , was legitimately 
offering her a job. Her· suitcase was bat· 
tered imitation leather. Her suit was of 
cheap stuff that had bagged badly where 
she sat down. She had agreed m�ekly that 
she could use a job. When I had taken a 
deep breath and told her what the job 
was . . . "Absolutely no danger at all, 
Brenda . . . " she bad agreed without a 
moment's hesitation. 

I had taken t�e pickup in because I had 
to pick up some slum for the sales pitches 
at the freight terminal, and Brenda had 
sat silently beside me on the way back 
out to the lot. Wally had been satisfied 
and I had gotten her a bunk in the sleep· 
ing top with Mae Cassidy and her dom· 
ineering mother. Mae is the husky girl 
who rides a bike down the loop the loop 
and into the tank of water. It is our big 
free act, once in the afternoQn and once 
at ten o'clock at night with the spotlights 
on her. 

"Look at me, Brenda," I said. She 
slowly lifted her bead. Her gray eyes 
were expressionless. "Tell me about it." 

. "There's nothing to tell." 
"Did you try to move over so you'd 

catch that knife in the middle ?" 
"Yes." 
"Why ? "  
"I just-wanted to. That's all." 
"Do you like it here ?" 
"It's all right." 
"Wally and Ma have been nice to you. 

They pay well. If you'd done what you 
tried to do, Wally would have been 
through. Knife-throwers who kill the girl, 
no matter how, are always through. That's 
why he was so scared. He doesn't know 
how to do anything else. That would have 
been a hell of a nice favor to do him, 
wouldn't it ?" 

Two big tears detached themselves from 
her lower lids and slid down, making dark 
tracks of mascara. "I didn't realize that." 

"But you do now ?" 
"Yes, Mr. Howard." 
"You won't try it' aga

'
in ?';' . . 

" No, Mr. Howard." 
"Will you try to kill yourself · in sOme 

other way ?" 
· 

She didn't answer. . 
"What is gnawing oh you; Brenda ?" 
"They-they'll find me and kill me any-

way. I know they w�ll. "  
· 

"Who ? Who would want to kill you ? 
Is it something you know ? Why don't 
you go to the cops if somebody is after 
you ?" . 

She grew more pale._ "No ! '1 she gasped. 
"Well, that's your business, " I said. 

" But if S?me�dy �as. trying to shut my 
mouth, ktd, I d wnte tt all down, seal 1t 
and leave the dope where it would be 
opened if anything happened to me. And 
then I'd let it be known." · · 

She was shivering a little. There were 
goose bumps on her pale skin. But it was 
warm in the trailer� For -a. moment there 
was a glow of hope in her eyes� Then that 
faded. 

"It wouldn't do arty good," she said. 
I lit a cigarette. " I ought to · fire you 

and chase you off the lot, you know. " 
"Why not ?" 
"Damn it, can't you meet me half-way ? 

I'm trying to give you another chance." 
" If you want to. " 
I went to the trailer door. Wally and 

Ma were twenty feet away. They saw me 
ami came over. I said, " She won't try 
it again." 

· 

Wally got brick-red. "Damn it, I can't 
take a chance on that ! I won't have it. 
You get her the hell off the lot and get 
me somebody I can trust." 

I'd learned a little in seven months. 
I looked at Ma. "The kid's in trouble." 

"Lord, Jerry ! We got four of our own 
cluttering up the trailer now and-" 

"It's not any old trouble. She needs 
help." 

Wally kicked at the trailer step. 
"Well . . .  in that case . . .  hell, I'll leave 
it up to Ma." 

Ma looked in at the girl. "You- going 
to do that again ?" 

" No. I promise." 
Ma sighed. "Okay, Jerry. Maybe she 

helps the food concessions. The customers 
watch her and go away hungry. Kid, go 
get your face fixed. We go on again in 
fifteen minutes. And for the next act, 
how about smiling ?" 
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She came out and tied the robe around 

her and I walked with her toward the 
Cassidy sleeping top. She said, " I  know · 

I can't ask for anything, Mr. Howard. " 
"What do you want ?" 
" Mae and her mother sleep awfully 

hard. The thunderstorm in the night didn't 
even wake them up. If I could sleep where 
there are more girls, I'd feel safer." 

"Meet me after the next show outside 
the freak top on the scenic railway side 
and I'll see what we can do. " 

I went out to the gate and checked ad
missions, dropped in at the food top and 
went over inventory for a few minutes 
and then . got back to the show top in 
time to catch the finale of Wally's act. 
He set Brenda spinning and went back to 
his mark with the cluster of knives in his 
left hand. She was spinning so fast that 
it made her look like one of those old
time flicker:ing movies. 

Wally's arm moved like a flash of light. 
Chunk, chunk, chunk. Armpit, waist, side 
of thigh, ankle. Four more up the right 
side. Ankle, thigh, waist, armpit. Chunk, 
chunk. So fast that the two knives seemed 
to be in the air at the same time. One on 
either side of her head. I felt faintly ill 
as I thought of what might have happened 
if she had decided to move her head in
stead of her body. 

The last knife was over her head, the 
weighted hilt angled down so that it pro
jected out over her forehead. Wally throws 
that one in such a manner that it doesn't 
quite complete its spin and the angle makes 
it look a lot closer than it is. 

HE STOPPED the board. Brenda wore 
her painted smile. There was good 

applause. She stepped off the board, held 
a guy rope to kill the dizzyness for a mo
ment, bowed to the crowd and grabbed 
her robe. Wally started his slum pitch, 
selling a booklet of instructions on how 
to throw knives, plus one steel throwing 
knife. The book and knife cost him twenty
eight cents wholesale and he gets a buck 
for the outfit -no sales to children under 
fifteen. A shill made the first buy and then 
they started to go fast. · 

I caught up with Brenda and said, 
"Have you got any objections to sleeping 
with the other girls ?" 

"N(). ". I ; 

"Come on, then." We went around to 
the back, to the little dressing top. I could 
hear the languid music on the . phono
graph inside and · I recognized · it as the 
final pose of the show, a Hawaiian num
ber. 

I stood near the flap and called Lady 
Bee. She runs the show and she's close to 
fifty. But she's kept herself in such shape 
that when any of her girls are sick, she 
can stand in by softening the lights a 
little. Close up she has a face that looks 
as though it were cut out of Vermont 
rock. 

She came out and gave me the usual 
broad grin. "Boy, we got 'em drooling 
in there today." She glanced curiously 
at Brenda. 

"Lady Bee, this is Brenda Hanson." 
"Too damn skinny, " Lady Bee said. 
"No. She's Wally's new target girl. I 

want to bunk her down with your mob 
if it's okay." 

"Okay by me. Get this straight, Brenda. 
No noise a half hour after we close up. 
No borrowing. Come here, and I'll show 
you where the cot gets set up." 

They went away. I had my back near 
the dressing top flap. A pair of warm 
arms slid around my neck from the back 
and there was a husky giggle in my ear. 

"Quit it, Maida, " I said. 
She giggled again. 
"Damn it, are you trying to sabotage 

my authority ?" 
"You've got too much dignity, pal." 
"Leggo." 
" No. I'm holding on until I get a date 

out of this." 
I sighed. "Fifteen minutes after you · 

fold tonight. We'll go for a ride." 
" Same place, "  she said. She kissed me 

on the ear and slipped back behind the 
flap. I walked away to tell Mae that 
Brenda was moving out. 

The management insists that more dig
nity is maintained if the manager lives 
in town. I'd rather live on the lot. It 
would make life simpler. The crowd was 
beginning to thin. It would be very slim 
through the dinner hour and then pick 

. up again in the evening, reaching a peak 
at about ten, tapering off until one, with 
the last regular shows on a little after 
midnight. . 

I dreve . ilito1:town in the coupe, won-
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dering about -Brenda all the way. She 
seemed honestly frightened. The way she 
talked indicated a certain amount of 
breeding, at odds with the sleasy clothes 
she had been wearing in the bus terminal. 
And, no matter how safe it is and no mat
ter how much a person wants to stop 
living, it does take a respectable amount 
of courage to hold still while those knives 
arrow int{) the pine close to your flesh. 

Markson, our advance man, was waiting 
for me at the hotel, back from a trip along 
our planned route. While I shaved, we 
carried on a conversation. The weather 
was holding and our gross was running 
good. On the last poop sheet from the 
management, we were in ·second place on 
net for the year and I could plan on a 
very respectable season bonus if all went 
well. 

We had drinks together and a big 
dinner on the firm. He hit the sack and 
at ten o'clock I drove back out to the 
lot. My assistent, Webet, told me about a 
drunk who tried to tear ·up the penny 
pitch ·game. When I asked him how it 
came out, he blew softly on bruised knuck· 
les and said, 

"He listened to reason, boss." 
The drum roll was loud because all the 

rides shut down while Mae does her 
loop on the bicycle. We watched her. I 
know the act is as safe as churches, but 
it never fails to give me the quivers to 
see her high on that platform. She uses 
a heavy suntan makeup to contrast with 
her shining white one-piece swim suit. 
Face to face, Mae looks as though she 
could break you over her knee-but high 
on the platform she looks very frail and 
feminine. The chrome-plated bike stood 
beside her. 

She waved down and you could feel 
the silence settle over the crowd, over the 
gawping upturned faces. Even the kids 
let their cones melt. I knew that Mae's 
mother was in their sleeping top, her head 
buried under the pillow so that she 
couldn't hear the drum roll. 

Mae got onto the saddle, pushed off 
and arrowed down the ramp, picking up 
speed with every fraction of a second. The 
way it always works, she and the bike 
go off the end of the jump, with the net 
catching the bike and Mae flattening into 
a dive that takes 'hercibeyond the net 

and into the tank-an impressive stunt. 
She whirled up and around the loop and 

hit the jump. My breath caught in my 
throat as I saw that ' the angle waS wrong 
-way wrong. She was going out too flat. 
It seemed to take an eternity. The bike 
turning lazily in the spots, the hard brown 
body frozen against the night sky. 

The bike cleared the net too. It was 
too close to her. The animal moan rose 
in the crowd and I had the fleeting 
thought that it was loud enough for her 
mother to hear even with her head under 
the pillow. 

The moan rose to a scream as Mae, her 
feet high, hit the far edge of the tank 
with the small of her back. The tank 
was six feet deep, twenty feet in circum
ference. The husky body broke like a 
twig. Weber stood beside me, cursing 
monotonously, hoarsely. An elderly man 
near us bent over and was ill. She clung 
a moment, bent backward over the rim 
and then slid slowly, head down, into the 
�ater. 

CHAPTER TWO 
Death's Unwilling Decoy 

I WANTED to turn and run. Any
where. But I had to walk steadily 
down to the tank. They had her Qut on 

the grass when I got there. The bike had 
hit the exact center of the tank. The carny 
folk were herding the morbidly curious 
away. Someone covered her over with a 
tarp. I sent Weber down the road to phone 
the police. 

Mae's mother came pushing her way 
down through the ring that stood silently 
looking at the tarp. Her mouth . hung 
open and her eyes bulged. 

That was something I couldn't watch. 
I turned away. 

Fools had left the spots on the ramp. 
There was something odd about it. In a 
moment I saw what· it was. The very 
last board was gone, and the two steel 
supports curved up the last few inches, 
like skeletal rib bones. The missing board 
would have served to throw her and the 
bike to the right height. Without it, the 
trajectory was too fiat. Too deathly flat. 

I went under the ramp and . kicked 
around in the tall grass looking for the 
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board, but I knew it wasn't there. I had 
seen the ramp assembled too many times. 
The boards were held iri place by small 
U-bolts on either end, bolted through 
holes in the steel supports. And the boards 
themselves were made of hard thick ply
wood, so that there would be no danger 
of warping. I looked at the steel frame
work of the supports of the ramp. It would 
not take an exceptionally agile person to 
climb up there. 

The crowd was thinning fast. They come 
to see an act like Mae's with the hidden 
hope that something horrible will happen. 
But when it does, it takes the heart out of 
them. I went down the midway and gave 
the signal for · the games to close the 
moment play stopped. Sirens howled in 
the distance and I headed for the gate. 

I made myself known to the man who 
seemed to be in charge. He had a flat, 
wedge-shaped face, bristling. eyebrows and 
the pits remaining from bad adolescent 
acne. 

He said that he was Lieutenant Folm, 
and I took him over to the body. They 
had gotten Mrs. Cassidy back to her sleep
ing top and he said that he would have 
to see her later to ask the routine ques
tions. 

The coroner arrived and clucked as he 
examined the body. He straightened up. 
"Instantaneous death, Lieutenant. Shat
tered the vertebra, smashed the pelvis, 
apparently, and raised general hell. 
Healthy specimen." 

The lieutenant said, "You bill this as 
a dangerous stunt ? "  

"She kept track. I think this was some
where in the twelve or thirteen hundred 
series." 

"But not a good insurance risk, eh ? "  
"Insurance companies are touchy. "  
He looked at the ramp. "Lot of equip-

ment. If it was a little out of whack-" 
"She always checked it herself. They 

all do. Like j umpers rigging their own 
parachutes." 

"Know anybody that would like to have 
her dead ?" 

I could answer confidently. " She didn't 
have an enemy in the world. "  

" How long will you be here, Howard ?" 
"I estimated another ten days. We have 

such heavy rides to put up that we squat 
as long as we can; When the gross drops 

below a certain minimum limit, we move 
on. But this will probably drag it out 
longer. " 

"How so ?" 
I shrugged. "They'll come to see where 

it happened. And we'll get another girl 
to do the act in three or four days." 

" Cold-blooded, aren't you ? "  
"Is there any point i n  trying t o  make 

me sore, Lieutenant ?" 
He grinned and I began to almost like 

him. "Standard procedure, Howard. "  He 
looked at the ramp again. "Anybody on 
the lot know anything about that act ? 
I mean, is there anybody who could fill 
in for the Cassidy girl ?" 

" No, there isn't." 
" How do they do it the first time ?" 
" Stretch a big net and go into it a dozen 

times. Then you know where to spot the 
tank." 

" I  think I'll post some men around that 
outfit until your new performer shows. 
How Ion� will it take ?" 

" I'll wtre tonight. But there may not 
be one available. "  

"I'll take a chance on that. I want the 
opinion of a pro on whether or not any
body jiggled that rig to spill her. Okay 
with you ?" 

I manufactured a shrug. "If you can 
spare the man and if you don't interfere 
with business. "  

" See you around," h e  said. "And I'd 
feel pretty bad if anybody all of a sudden 
decided to leave the show. " 

" Nobody will. " 
The stragglers were leaving. The usual 

gambling was starting in the G-top. For 
carnies only. One persistent mark ac
companied by gal-friend was still heaving 
baseballs at milk bottles. I moved him off 
gently. 

My car was inside the lot around the 
corner from the gate. I went and sat in 
it with the lights out. My cigarette end 
glowed in the dark. The car door opened 
and Maida slid in beside me. 

"Hmm," I said. "What's the new 
poison ? "  

"Comes in a green bottle. Savage Con
quest, they call it. Give up ?" She snug
gled close. " Baby needs bourbon, " she 
murmured. "Bourbon and Jerry."  

"In that order ?" 
" Start the c�r_. I got the old creeps. 
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Poor Mae. I want some laughs, honey." 

We stopped at the first roadside tavern 
with a respectable sprinkling of cars and 
took a maple booth in the bar. Maida d-rew 
eyes like they were fastened to strings. 
She has cornsilk hair, big dumb blue eyes, 
and the sort of exaggerated build to start 
a Petty girl crying into her telephone. 
Tonight she had the build poured into 
a diagonal red-and-white candy-striped 
dress that looked as though it was tatooed 
on. 

There was the usual consternation over 
her standard drink of a double bourbon 
in a glass of orange pop, and the barten
der made it with a pained expression. 

"Here's to drinking first/' she said. 
I downed ro.y shot. · · - � · -

"Why so grim, honey -J1oney ?" she 
said. 

"Oh, I like to see women broken in 
half." 

She shuddered. "Don't, Jerry. I want 
laughs and I want you to· take me stum
bling home �y dawn's .early light, all 
happy. So let's start cheery. That little -
Brenda you saddled us with gave me 
enough trouble.'' 

"What did she do ?" 

"OH, SHE went into a trance after it 
· happened. Stiff as a board and 

white as death. She sounded like she was 
choking to death. Lady B�e shoved some 
rye down her and she went off into hys
terics. And then she was going to leave 
right away. We held her, and the second 
time that bottle really worked. My rye, 
too. She passed out in about ten minutes." 

I waved for a refill. It bothered me. 
Brenda was scared. Brenda slept in the 
same top with Mae. Mae gets-murdered. 
I let the word come to the top of my 
mind for the first time. And when Brenda 
hears about it, she has a reaction that -
intense fear could bring. 

" Say, are you glaring at me ? "  Maida 
demanded. 

I focused my eyes. She grinned and 
gave me the parted lips, sultry eyes rou
tine. She laughed. 

"Maida," I said. "You are my favorite 
hobby, but right now I want to talk to 
Brenda. Who's home ?' '  

She pouted. "Lady Bee, Ethel and 
Brenda. Stacey, Beth anEt,·Carol went on 

a triple date. Say, what has she got that 
I haven't got more of ?" 

"Come and help. What's an hour out 
of your life ? " 

"I could be struck by lightning. Would 
not that be a terrible waste ?" 

We drove back fast and she was reason .. 
ably cheerful. . I waited outside and she 
went in and talked to Lady Bee. In - a 
few minutes they let me in. Ethel was 
snoring softly. Brenda slept with her 
mouth open, flat on her back. 

We shook her for ten minutes and 
Lady Bee began to put a little bee£ be
hind the face-slapping before we woke 
her up. She was groggy. Then her face 
changed to a mask of fright. 

" I've got to get out of here," she said. 
"Shut up. Why .did Mae's accident 

scare you so badly ? "  
She was off-guard from being awakened. 

"Last night, after the thunderstorm. I 
was crying. Mae heard me. I felt so 
alone. She sat on the edge of my cot. I
I told her what I was. scared of. She 
said she wanted to think it over and 
then we'd do something about it. We 
were both jumpy. She thought . she heard 
a noise. She went outside the tent but 
there wasn't anybody there, she said. I 
know there was somebody there. And 
they killed her because I told -her. " Her 
voice had risen to a wail. She rolled over 
onto her face and sobbed. 

"The time has come, " I said, "to tell 
us. "  

"No." Her voice was muffied. 
Lady Bee rolled her over roughly. 

"Damn it, girl, Mae was a friend of 
mine. A good friend. You come around 
here with your troubles and get her 
killed. It wasn't your fault, I know. But 
I've got a yen to see somebody burn." 

"No ! "  Brenda said. · 

I said slowly, "I think you'd have 
enough guts to want to help us fix who
ever murdered Mae, kid." 

-

She sat down slowly. We stood around 
her. "All right. My name is really Brenda 
Kailer. I lived with my mother in Louis
ville. She was a widow. Four months ago 
she married again. A younger man. I ran 
away, three months ago. I couldn't get 
a job. In Omaha, I was down to less 
than a ,dollar. 

"I found a want ad for a nursemaid for 
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a small child. I Wrote to the box number. A man came to ' the address I gave and 
hired me. '[ thought he was quite nice. 
He questioned me carefully and I know 
now that' he made certain that I had no 
friends or relatives in Omaha and that 
Hanson wasn't my name. He took me to 
a big country place outside of town, where 
there was a small boy who cried all the 
time. On the third day I found out that 
he had been-kidnapped. 

"Things were going wrong for them. 
They thought that with a woman around, 
the ·child would begin to eat again. On 
the fourth day, in the afternoon, they 
-locked me in a room. I heard him scream 
once. I knew they killed him and I knew 
they'd have to kill me; I dropped out the 
window ?-nd hurt my ankle but I got 
away. With no money, I couldn't go 
far. A man' gave me a ride all the way 
to Kansas City. I don't know how they 
managed to trace me, but they did. I had 
seen one of them on the street and I 
went into the bus terminal. I knew they 
couldn't kill me there. 

"Then you came in, Mr. Howard. At 
first I thought you were-one of them . . .  
They must have seen the name on the 
truck. Today when I tried to get in front 
of the knife, · it was because I saw one 

· of them watching the act. "  
"You told Mae all this ? I t  doesn't seem 

enough to warrant-" 
"I told her the exact address of the 

house. I described the three men and 
I told her the- name of the little boy. I 'd 
better tell-you that too. The house was-" 

She was looking beyond us toward the 
tent flap. Her eyes widened slowly and 

· the cords in her thin throat stood out. 
As I started to turn, there was a 

whispering sound . in the night air and 
then the noise that you make with the 
first thrust of a knife into a watermelon. 
The weighted hilt of one of Wally's knives 
protruded grotesquely from Brenda's 
·chest. 

She looked down at it as though in 
mild curiosity. Her hands lifted and she 
touched the hilt. Then blood gouted sud
denly from her mouth and she folded 
slowly over onto the boards, rolled onto 
her side and lay still. 

I raced out of the sleeping top to the 
sound ofLady Bee's metronomic screams. 

The guy rope hit me across the ankles and 
I fell so hard that it drove mud into my 
mouth and dazed ·me. I picked myself up 
and saw people running toward us. I 
wiped my mouth with the back ' of my 
hand, yanked the tent flap shut as Lady 
Bee screamed for the last time. 

To the excited questions I said, "Lady 
Bee was having a nightmare, kids. Go on 
back to sleep. " I made it loud enough to 

· be heard inside the tent. 
When they eleared away, I went back 

inside. Ethel was sitting up. She was 
staring at Brenda and her lips were say
iQg voiceless words. Lady Bee had a bottle 
tilted high · and qer hard throat was 
working spasmodically. Maida grabbed 
the bottle away and up-ended it. She 
solemnly handed it to me and I killed it. 

We stared at each other. "Poor little 
gal,"  Lady Bee said. "You got another 
bottle, Ethel �" ' 

" N-n-no." 
"What the' hell, Jerry ?" Maida aid 

in a taut voice·. "Are we going to stand 
around and stare at her ?" 

1 I turned to' Lady Bee. "I've heard you 
keep some protection around." 

She opened her trunk without a word 
and dug out the biggest pistol I've ever 
seen. It was a .45 caliber Colt revolver 
with a barrel· that looked .half as long as 
her arm. She smiled without humor. 
"Some of the marks believe what they 
see in the snow. It's loaded and at a 
hundred feet I can shoot the heel off a 
running man's · shoe. "  

I handed i t  t o  Maida. She took i t  as 
though it might blow up in her face. 
"This will be some protection. Go over 
and wake up Wally and send him over 

- here. Then take my car. Here're the keys. 
Go into town and come back here with 
Lieutenant Folm. Tell him that I have 
my own reasons to keep this quiet. I 'll 
tell him when I see him." 

"But, it's d-d-dark outside," she said. 
"You're a big brave girl," I said. She 

gave one uncertain backward look and 
went out into the night. Lady Bee was 
spreading a blanket over Brenda. 

WALLY came in. I showed him what 
was under the blanket. He swallowed 

hard. "Sure anxious to collect one of my 
knives, wasn't �:(!� 0 
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"You're sure it's yours ?" 
"Made it myself. I'm beginning to get 

the idea of .Maida wandering around with 
that cannon. Wouldn't mind <me myself." 

"Wally, I don't like to say this. It is 
your knife. It was thrown from outside 
the tent. You, as far as . I know, are the 
only knife-thrower in these parts. The 
police are going to have questions." 

He looked at me and suddenly giggled. 
It was a surprising sound. "Jerry, I'm 
in luck. Two hours ago I met one of them 
cops guarding the ramp. He was a Marine 
in the first war too. We've been shooting 
the breeze ever since. That's where Maida 
found me. She stayed back out of the 
light so he wouldn't spot the artillery." 

I heaved a heavy long sigh of profound 
relief. 

We sat patiently and we didn't say 
much. Ethel sat up in bed and cheated 
at solitaire with a greasy deck of cards. 
Lady Bee tapped her foot. Once gases or 
something in the blanketed body made a 
small gurgling sound. We all Jumped a 
foot. 

When Folm's ugly face peered in at the 
tent flap, I could have kissed him. He had 
the coroner and a lab roan with him. 
Maida followed them in. She looked 
smug. Folm took off his hat, mopped his 
brow and said, ''Ever try to drive that car 
of yours with this-this girl breathing 
down your neck ?" 

"Repeatedly," I said. 
"When a girl's frightened," Maida said, 

"she's just got to be close to a man. And 
when she isn't frightened, she just natural
ly wants to be clast!." She was waving the 
gun. I took it gingerly out of her hand 
and Lady Bee popped it back into the 
trunk. 

"Who're you ?" Folm asked Wally. 
"Knife-thrower. Somebody threw one 

of my knives into her." 
Folm pulled the blanket back. He 

seemed happy that nobody had touched 
her. The coroner went into his clucking 
act again. The lab man dusted the knife 
handle hut there were no prints discern
able. The coroner pulled the knife out. 
The lab man wrapped it up and put it in 
his bag. They covered her up again. 

Folm sat down, tamped his pipe full and 
lit it. "Now talk." 

I talked. I gave him;4�rything, includ· 

ing the one missing boarl-on the ramp. 
"Did you notice that before ?" 
I swallowed hard. "After you left, Lieu· 

tenant." 
He checked Wally's alibi and then or

dered him to go look at his knives and 
find out if only one was missing. Wally 
was back in five minutes with a gray look. 

"Lock's busted on my trunk. Three 
knives gone, Lieutenant." 

Folm studied me. "You look like a man 
with an idea." · -

''Probably a poor idea. It came to me as 
I was spitting out mud. The light in there 
is bad. The knife-thrower was outside. I 
don't think he really had a chance to know 
he got her. I don't think he's connected 
with the show. I'm sure he isn't. So he 
had a good reason to kill her. A good 
enough reason to try again. I don't see 

. how else you're going to land him, unless 
you give him a second chance. I happened 
to think, while she was talking, how near 
alike her hair is and Maida's." 

Maida stood up suddenly and started 
backward toward the tent flap. "Now 
look !" she said. "Now look ! Sitting ducks 
are fine in the shooting gallery. Not little 
Maida. No sir. Not me." She had backed 
to the flap. 

"Honey, it's dark outside, " I said. 
She gulped and bounded away from the 

flap. 
She touched her hair. " I  could dye it 

black1 maybe. " 
"Stt down, dammit !" Folm bellowed. 
Maida sat down with a surprising meek· 

ness. Folm chewed on his ptpe stem. He 
looked at me. "You got a hospital tent ?" 

"Yes." 
"We �ot to have a goat. Lemme see 

now. Htnkley, you can stay under cover 
couple days, can't you ?" 

"Sure." 
"I can fix the papers. We'll make like 

we booked the knife-thrower. The girl 
was wounded, but not badly. We got a 
photographer who can make a picture of 
her there on the floor look like she was 
a toothpaste ad. We can hop it up a little. 
Victim of knife-thrower will be strong 
enough to 'tell all' in a few days. Promises 
startling revelation. And we can shove yon 
buxom lassie into the hospital bed." 

"Not me !" Maida said firmly. 
He beamed at her. "Let .me see now. 
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You mentioned the little · item that you 
don't have a driver's license. And I dimly 
recall some law that says something about 
carrying a cannon around without a li
cense. I think we might be able to give 
you up to a year. That starchy food in 
there is terrible. I bet you'll weigh one
sixty time you get out." 

Maida gently touched her very slim 
waist. She stuck one leg straight out and 
inspected the ankle. "Quack, quack," she 
said. "Where's the gallery ?" 

Wally hadn't been listening. He grum
bled, "Still don't see how in hell an ama
teur could do so good with one of my 
knives. They're built . for me." 

"Luck," F()lm said. 
Wally handed him a knife. "Happened 

to bring one alon�. Give you ten to one 
you can't even stick it in the floor ten 
feet away in three tries." 

"I'll take a dime of that," Folm said. 
The hilt hit every time. Folm paid his 

dime. They sneaked the body tnto the 
basket and out under the back flap. Ethel 
got the stains scrubbed up just tn time, 
just five . minutes before the other three 
gals came home. 

Maida, protesting every inch of the 
way, was led off to the hospital tent. She 
particularly objected to sharing it with 
one small chimp who was under an oxy
gen tent with a bout of pneumonia. 

CHAPTER THREE 

Cut to the Quick 

THE next morning I bought a paper 
in the hotel lobby. It gave me a 
creepy feeling to see Brenda's face 

looking at me from the picture in the box 
on page one. She smiled wanly up from 
what was apparently a hospital bed. Her 
shoulder appeared to be bandaged. 

I ate hurriedly and went out to the 
lot. I picked one daisy just inside the 
main gate and took it to Maida. 

"Very funny," �he snorted. "People 
have brought better presents." 

"I thought nobody could come in here." 
" Lady Bee and Wally are allowed in." 

She took the pint of bourbon from under 
her pillow. "Lady Bee understands." 

The c()p sitting in the dark corner 
licked his chops and sighed. 

Her mouth tightened. "When'll it hap-
pen, Jerry ?" . 

"My guess is tonight." 
She shivered. "I hope they got an army 

around me. I'm too young and luscious 
to die." 

"Nothing can possibly happen to you." 
"Nothing at all, lady," the cop said 

wearily. "And that's the thirty-sixth time 
I've said that since breakfast." 

The day seemed to drag by. Crowds 
were good. Mae, being a trooper, would 
be glad to know that even in dying she'd 
increased the gate. Folm had come through 
with any number of men who managed to 
look not too much like the law. The lot 
was a-crawl with them. At two o'clock, 
the wire came from the agency offering 
a citizen complete with equipment who 
could dive sixty-five feet down into three 
feet ten inches of water-but no looper. 

There was a convention in the city. 
Something about plumbing and heating. 
Everywhere I looked I saw a pudgy little 
man with an alcoholic waver, . a paper 
lapel flower and his hat brim turned up 
all the way around. With a closer inspec
tion I saw that it was not always the same 
man but rather several dozen of him, as 
though some duplicating machine had been 
set to turning him out. Folm's cops, out 
of pure habit, lightened my duties by 
stomping hard on every emotional con
flagration which broke out. 

Folm caught me as I came out of the 
eating top a little after two-thirty. He 
said, "Is there any good way to stop our 
decoy from singing ? She's in good voice. 
Isn't she something, though ?" 

"I'll fix it." 
I went in just as Maida wound up an 

interesting vocal dissection of one of 
the kings of England. She stopped when 
she saw me. The cop in the dark corner 
looked up from his noteoook. "You went 
too damn fast," he said disgustedly. 

I smiled at her. "Lambie, right now 
only one character, we hope, wants to 
put out your lights. Keep singing and 
they'll be standing in line to strangle you." 

"You always liked my voice," she 
pouted. 

"In a husky whisper, yes. Go to sleep." 
"Honey, honey, I don't want to wake 

up dead." . . . . 
"Bad moralei '� the cop said. He 
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scratched his chin. "I don't like this. It 
seems like an amateur idea. Now if it was 
me, I'd grab every strapger on the lot, 
bust every One of 'em a few times and see 
who starts talking." 

"Our insurance doesn't cover that, 
friend,'' I said. "Will you be good, 
Maida ?"_ 

"If you ask me, Jerry."  She sounded 
gay · but there were shadows in the back 
of those big dumb blue eyes. Maida is 
just another dizzy blonde who keeps up 
her annuity payments. I smoothed the 
hair back off her satin forehead and 
kissed the bridge of her nose. 

"Damn poor aim," she said. 
I went out. I was restless. I went 

down to the far end of the' midway and 
Mitch Lane called me over.·'His pitch was 
empty for the moment. He- has a face like 
a gray monkey with the tummy ache. 

"This outfit goes to hell fast," he said. 
"Naturally." · · 

"Gets so a man's got to tie down his 
stuff. Nail it to the floor; yet." 

A mooch and his girl came up and 
looked curiously at the targets. Mitch 
beamed and said, "Show the little lady 
how you would have done in the days of 
old, friend. Three bolts for a dime. Take 
three clothespins off the wire in three shots 
and sh� can, take her choice of any one 
of those delicious boxes of candy." 

"How they work ?" the mooch asked. 
Mitch wound the thong back with the 

screw and notched it, set a bolt in the 
groove. The mooch lifted it and aimed. · 

He overshot the clothespin by a good two 
inches. 

The crossbow bolt hit the backdrop with 
a healthy thud. 

Mitch said, out of the corner of his 
mouth to me, "Probably . kids. Got into 
the box and lifted one of the crossbows. 
Surprised they didn't take 'em all." 

I grabbed one off the counter. "Right 
back, Mitch," I said. I heard him yell 
feebly after me as I galloped off down the 
midway. 

Wally gave me a knife and I located 
. Folm. I took him behind the G-top where 

there was a bale of hay. He watched curi
ously. I laid the knife in the groove and 
the thong was against the blunt handle. I 
tripped the trigger and the knife chunked 
into the hay so far I ha�l'b'·dig to get it. 

. "My, my !" he said. "Lemme try." 
It worked just as well for him. 
"Cute," he said. · His voice was a rasp. 

I knew that he saw in his mind, as: I did, 
the knife chunking into Brenda's frail 
chest. 

At dusk I went to the Hinkley trailer. 
With me, Wally, Ma and the four kids 
in there, it wasn't exactly roomy. 

"Anything new ?" Ma asked. 
"Not yet. But we don't think anybody 

could get to her with a Sherman tank." 
"We've been talking," Wally said 

soberly to me. 
"Yes ?" 
"This isn't much of a life · for the kids, 

Jerry. All this going on has sort of shook 
us up. The grouch bag is heavy and we 
figure that we'll stick around until you can 
replace me and then try an honest living 
for a while." 

"I'll be sorry to lose,you folks." 
"We'll be sorry to go. But with what 

:we've got laid away -we could get a little 
farm, maybe. Raise chickens. The kids 
would like that." · 

My restlessness drove me back out. 
Folm came up to me in the shadows. "Got 
something for you to chew on, friend. No 
such a person as Brenda Kailer in Louis
ville. Just came in over the tape a while 
back." 

"Then why the hett w�uld -she-:." 
"Exactly. This gets screwier as it goes 

on." 
The crowds were getting thicker. The 

carny noise, usually so gay, had a dry and 
mournful sound in my ears. A dirge for 
dead wooden soldiers. The moon was a 
pale million miles away and doud-s scud
ded across it. Folm told me that he had 
twelve men in a careful perimeter . around 
the hospital tent. He had the lot circled 
with enough men so that, when the at
tempt was made, he could close it up like 
a mouse trap. 

I HAD a yen to see how Maida was 
weathering it. I cut behind the freak 

top, went by the dark living trailers, 
parked at the top of the slope and went 
on down to the hospital tent. A pencil . 
flash hit me in the face and a gun barrel 
showed under it. I got the nod and went 
by. The oxygen was off the chimp and he 
lay on straw in a sad little heap, bright 
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eyes dulled, the breath harsh in his throat. 

Maida said, "I'm scared, Jerry. Really 
scared, Something's after me." 

"That's the general idea." 
I sat on the edge of her bed and cupped 

her cold hands in mine. 
"I feel better with you here, Jerry." 
."Then I'll stay a while." 
"Turn your back, George," she whis

pered to the cop. His chair scraped as he 
turned it around. Her arm slid around my 
neck and ner lips were warm. I heard the 
hoarse shout of alarm, a muffled trundling 
noise, coming closer. She stiffened in my 
arms. 

:'Lookout !" a man yelled, panjc in his 
VOICe • 

. I yanked her out of the cot, pulled her 
across the floor. 

It was luckily in time. There was a 
ripping, smashing sound and the canvas 
fell around us in soft folds. Then there 
was silence. She shuddered. 

This was no time to consider the prop
erty inventory. I took out my pocket knife, 
opened the blade and slashed the canvas 
above us. The stars were high overhead. 
A flashlight hit me as I stood up. 

Folm barked, "The girl ! She okay ?" 
"Oh, dandy !" Maida said. 
Other flashlights flickered around. I 

saw it then, a heavy, four-wheel goods 
trailer turned onto its side. It lay where 
Maida's cot had been. I swallowed hard 
and tugged at my collar. The chimp was 
making a frightened, mournful cheeping 

. sound. 
They took care of Maida and I got OI\ 

the P A system and closed the place. The 
rides stopped and the holiday sounds were 
over. The crowd stood in puzzled clots. 

"There has been a murder attempt on 
the lot," I said, as calmly as I could. "The 
management regrets inconveniencing you. 
Police will interview each person as he 
or she leaves the lot. Families with chil
dren will be giveJI preference.'' 

At ten o'clock they had finished. With 
Mrs. Cassidy in the city being treated 
for shock, we had set up headquarters in 
their empty living top, with a table for a 
desk. Folm's face was gray with fatigue. 

"Stupid !" he said. "That's what we 
were. Any fool could have seen that one 
trailer was lined up to hit the hospital 
tent. .f\1!, , .t,hey �ad , to do was kick the 

chocks away. And w;hoever did it got out 
of here through the gate, all nice and or
derly, with a cover story that we didn't 
even get suspicious about. Damn . it to 
hell and gone !" 

I stretched out on Mae's cot and lit a 
cigarette. I said, "We're off somewhere. 
We started wrong somewhere ·along the 
line." 

His voice was . nasty. "Go on, Brain." 
"I should ha�e seen it iq the beginning. 

This is a specialized business. Now listen 
to me cut my. throat from ear to ear. It 
all smells to me like somebody in the 
family, some carny." 

He waited a long time. "Proceed." 
"Okay. Starting on that premise, Lieu

tenant, we have to forget our idea of mo
tive. That x:aises questions. Was Brenda 
killed to smokescreen the real victim ? Did 
the murderer want to kill Mae all along ?" 

He grunted. '.'I don't like that angle. It 
doesn't take care of how frightened Brenda 
was." 

· 

"Another switch. Maybe she handed 
us the wrong yarn. Maybe she was fright
ened for another reason." 

"What carny type would want to kill 
her ? What did she have ?" 

"Maybe something of value, Folm. May
be she had something somebody wanted." 

Maida, wearing blue jeans that would 
have stopped the roundup at the Bar X, 
and a white fuzzy sweater, pushed the 
flap aside and said, "Can anybody play ?" 

"What are you doing wandering around 
alene ?" Folm roared . 

''Don't be silly. Three of your nice men 
walked me ·over here." 

"The question before the house," I said, 
"is what Erenda could have had that 
anybody might want." 

She sat down. "If I wondered about 
that, I'd take a look in her suitcase." 
· Folm and I gave each other disgusted 
looks. He sent a man over to Lady Bee's 
tent. The man came back with the big 
cheap suitcase. 

We opened it under the light. Folm 
said, "This is pretty big fo jump out a 
window with." 

Maida handled the clothes. She said, 
"This stuff doesn't come out of chain 
stores. Why did she wear the cheap stuff 
and carry the good stuff ?" 

The liifing .,Jni �� .inside of the lid had 
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been �dly tom and ' re�mended. "Now 
how would you go about making a tear like 
that ?" Folm asked. · · 

"By ripping it to take something out, of 
course," Maida said, very demure. 

Folm cut it open without disturbing 
the neat stitches. He laid the triangular 
flap back. Then he held his nose close to 
the inside. He straightened up with a 
funny expression. "Money ! Keep money 
in an enclosed place and you can always 
smell the ink. Sort of acid smell." 

I checked and he was right. 
We talked. Ideas began to come faster. 

We began interrupting each other. Then 
Folm stood up and said grimly, "It's :worth 
a try." 

· 

We found Wally in the show top, prac
tising by the fi�t of a gasoline lantern. 
He nodded, smtled, and said, "Got some
thing new ?" 

"Could be. I suppose you and your 
wife like to check on the new girls," Folm 
said. 

"Sure." 
" "That first day Mae and her mother 

went into town after Mae's afternoon 
show. During one of your shows your 
wife could go over and take a quick look 
through Brenda's stuff." 

"Now Ma wouldn't do a thing like that." 
He yanked the knives out of the board and 
stepped back. Chunk, chunk, chunk. 

"Btit if she had, she'd have found some 
money inside the lining. A nice wad of 
money, Mr. Hinkley." 

"That right ?" 
"And then that would have,: given you 

a problem. Brenda was in on the kid
napping. She double-crossed her friends 
and took off with the money, wearing 
cheap clothes to be inconspicuous. She 
was afraid -she had been traced by her 
playmates. They'd be very angry with 
her. You would suspect she was outside 
the law. Ma could have lifted the money 
and you could have tried to put a knife 
right through her. 

"But the training of years, the sub
conscious conditioning, would have de
flected your hand at the last moment. 
You just creased her a little, and then you 
told her it was a warning and that you 
had the dough. Be good and be quiet 
and maybe you'd give �er. back a share of 
it. Actually, it was ' ilifa:dcing." 

"Man, you can sure dreani,'; Watly said. 

"SHE was afraid to trust you. She 
moved to La:dy Bee's tent, not 

knowing that the night before you tried 
to put a knife in her during the act, you'd 
listened outside hoping for a chan<:� to 
kill her in her bed. But you heard her talk 
to Mae. You heard her tell Mae that if 
anything happened to her, it would be be
cause Wally Hinkley wanted it to happen. 

"You lifted that dough the first day she 
worked and either you or your wife let 
her know you had it. You heard Mae 
say that she'd go to the cops, and heard 
Brenda. talk her out of it. On second 
thought, maybe that creasing was j ust to 
frighten her. You couldn't risk puncturing 
her good v,:ith Mae knowing the score. It 
wasn't hard, early in the evening, to 
take the board off Mae's ramp;" 

Wally threw three more knives. He 
didn't answer. 

Folm went on. "The best way to kill 
Brenda was with one of your own knives. 
But you really stretched yourself to give 
yourself an alibi. It had to be a carny 
who lifted one of the crossbows. Your 
wife did the shooting, I imagine. She 
stood out there and heard Brenda giving 
Jerry here a song-and-dance. She was 
still so greedy for a share of that money 
that she didn't quite dare name you. But 
I think she might have been working her 
way up to it. The knife put an end to the 
conversation." 

Wally went up to the board and yanked 
the knives out. "Okay, smart guy. I knew 
Brenda was dead. Why that trailer run
ing lMse then to kill Maida, who was just 
a decoy ?" 

Folm's smile wasn't pretty. "The odds 
were that it would miss her. But any at
tempt against her, successful or unsucess
ful, would be the best ltVay to prove that 
you and your wife had nothing to do with 
it." 

Wally yawned. ''It's a pretty story, 
Lieutenant. Good imagination. But you 
ought to be out rounding up the killer in
stead of wasting my time and yours." 

"We can waste just a little more time, 
Hinkley. We can go through that trailer 
of yours with a fine-tooth comb. The 
money will be there. It's the mqney you 
were going to live on after you left us." 
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It hit home. I saw the slow dlslntegra· 

tion of Hinkleis face, saw · the animal 
look come over it. His big hand re
versed one . of the knives and held the 
blade in a practised grip. 

He said, "So the killer was hiding on 
the lot. Don't forget he stole three knives. 
That leaves one for you, Lieutenant, and 
one for you, Jerry. No ! I wouldn't do that 
Lieutenant . . I can have a knife in your 
heart before you touch the butt of that 
popgun. Now turn around slow, Lieu
tenant. You get it first and in the back. 
Your guessing was too good. Forty thou
sand dollars worth of guessing." 

Folm wa's pale. He be�an to turn slow
ly. I watched Wally's btg hand. I knew 
that it would flash up and down again, al
most quicker than the eye could follow. As 
it started ' to lift, I jumped toward him 
in one great bound. I saw his arm swerve 
toward me and a hard, hot pain thudded 
into my chest. My right fist, with the force 
of the spririg behind it, hit him flush on 
the jaw. The jolt felt as though it tore 
my shoulder loose. 

He went dbwn to the ground like a tree 
in the wind. 

Folm put the pretty bracelets on him 
and then straightened up. A drop of sweat 
fell from the tip of his nose. "Did you go 
nuts ?" he asked weakly. 

"A knife-thrower holds the blade. At 
fifteen feet, the knife makes a half turn. 
I had to get close so fast that it couldn't 
complete its turn. That's why it hit me 
flat." 

He looked at my chest. 
"Flat, eh." 
I looked down. It had made just enough 

of its turn so that when it hit the keen 
• edge of the blade had slashed my suit, my 

shirt, and very shallowly into my hide . • 
• Great bells . rang and darkness swooped 

around me. I sat down hard. • 
• 
• 
• 

* * * 

The tape on my chest itched. My 
• knuckles throbbed steadily. The little man 
• from the management had just left my ho-
• tel room, muttering about proper hiring 
111 methods. Folm had phoned me to report 

. • • . • • • • ·• • • • • • • • . that the forty tt10usand was on the way 



Blood on the Midway 
back to the parents of the kid who had 
been returned after th� payoff, whimper..: 
ing but otherwise okay. 

Brenda's identity was giving the FBI a 
lead on the other characters in the gang 
who had taken the kid. Folm told me that 
Brenda was a graduate pickpocket who 
was taking a post-graduate course in the 
bigger time. 

· I ySJ.wned. A hot shower and then to 
bed. I called room service and had some 
ice and soda sent up. I left the door un
locked and went into the bathroom, 
stripped down and adj usted the water. 
Above its roar I heard the tap on the 
door. The hoy with the ice and soda, un-
doubtedly. _ .  

I yelled that I was in the shpwer. It 
felt good. Then · I turned around and 
peeked through the gap in the curtains. 
There was a nicely rounded arm coming 
through the doorway. 

"Go away !" I yelled. _ 

"Corne on out, honey honey." 
I ,.shouted. "I have prestige to maintain, 

dammit !" 
"You got nice bourbon, too. Come on 

out. You saved my life. I want to be 
grateful." 

"You-you-you carnival madcap !" 
"Are you corning out, or aren't you ?" 
"Please, Maida. Go away." 
"All right," she said firmly. "If you 

aren't corning out, I'm corning in. This 
coy act has gone on long enough." 

" Maida," I pleaded, "will you marry 
me ?" 

"What else did you think I was going 
to do ? Be a mother to you ?" 

''Tomorrow we get the license ?" 
"At nine in the morning, honey honey. 

There ! Got it ?" 
A strange woman said, "Yes, all of it." 
"Who's that ?" I yelled. 
"Just the hotel stenographer, honey 

honey. She'll have it typed up by the time 
you get out of there. And you'll have a 
drink waiting for you. I like to have things 
written down in black and white, honey 
honey." 

The door shut. The only thing left to do 
was to be certain to read the small print 
on the marriage license. Dear, simple, in
genious little Maida ! 

THE END 
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Ready for the Rackets 
(Co11timted from page 6) 

As an example, let me t!!ll you about my re
cent experience. I have a typewriter and wanted 
to earn a little personal money. Naturally I 
scanned the ·help-wanted ads in our local paper 
and was very pleased to find an advertisement 
calling for women to address envelopes at home. 

I answered and soon received a Jetter telling 
me to fill in the enclosed coupon and mail it 
together with one dollar. In return I would re
ceive full instructions for the work, as well as 
a jar of triple pine cleaner. 

Well, as a constant reader of your magazine, 
I did not do this until I first called my better 
business bureau, and was told by them that sev
eral complaints had been made to them. But as 
the firm claimed that it was not necessary to 
send the dollar tq, get the work, they were un
able to do anything. However, I sent the cou
pon without the dollar and while that was early 
in the spring, I have not heard from them. 

The bureau also said that women had com
plained that ·when they had s·ent money, they 
had to furnish the envelopes and the pay was 
so low they had to give it up. I was advised 
to keep my dollar, which, as I told you, I did. 
I thank your magazine for I would have been 
a pushover for a nasty type of salesmanship . 

Please don't print my address as I don't 
want people to know I almost fell for that one. 
I hope this will be a warning to always check 
your B.B.B. before doing any work at home. 

M. Johnson, 
Baltimore, Md. 

Check on the Stranger 
Dear Sin 

Some years ago an insurance company was 
organized in the anthracite coal fields. After 
insuring the majority of the coal miners, it 
failed and went into bankruptcy. 

Today a well-dressed man calls upon the fam
ily of a miner, who has recently died, and in
formed them he represents that company, and 
that their father has a claim with them. He ex
plains the insurance company has some money 
left and that his law firm has been appointed to 
close the business at once. 

For $25.00, his firm will petition the court to 
release $500.00 to satisfy the claim. The $25.00 is 
to be used to pay court costs, etc. ; as his firm 
will be paid from the remaining funds of the 
company, and this must be done at once as there 
are only a few claims which can be met. 

Once the $25.00 is paid and a lot of papers 
signed, the stranger says he will be back in 
60 days with a check. But he and the check 
never turn up. 

Investigation shows there is no law firm and 
that that company had been liquidated. 

Name Withheld 

That's the windup on the current ruses 
for this month, detective fans. Keep pre
pared-and keep us informed about the 
swindle schemes you come up against. 

The Editor 



, RO.Ck-A.-Bye K�kr 

(Co,�tinued from page 47) 

into the storeroom. He walked toward 
the huge packing cases and beyond them, 
toward rhe stacked baseball bats, his ears 
picking out. the sounds of the men's feet 
behind him. 

Now, he thought, you get one chance, 
and it has to be good. 

" In here," he said as casually as he 
could, leaning without eagerness, spread
ing the pile of bats with his sweaty hands. 
He touched the taped handles, then his 
fingers closed about one of them and his 
lean body jack-knifed erect, the bat 
swinging in a quick arc. 

The gunman screamed as it caught him 
just below the throat. He never got a 
chance to fire. Farther back, Honest 
Harry Hanson squealed in rage, pump
ing off one shot. Dooley felt the ex
plosion burst within his shoulder, and it 
staggered him, but his forward impetus 
was such that the slug did not drive him 
out of range. 

The return stroke of the bat found the 
frantic alderman within its deadly path. 
There was the queerly muted thwack !  as 
the bat struck Hanson's skull, mashing 
the ear into the bone ; and Hanson 
catapulted across the room, out of the ball 
game. 

* * * 

It was sometime later, after the police 
had taken notes and the ambulance in
terne had patched up Dooley's shoulder, 
that he took Marcy Williams home. They 
walked the silent, empty street of the 
neighborhood until they reached the 
brownstone where she lived. 

"Mom and Pop'll probably have the 
Titans' ball game on the television set," 
she said. "Come on up. "  She grinned 
impishly. " It's Pop's favorite theory 
that pitchers can't hit worth a damn. 
W ait'll I tell him how you did with that 
willow tonight ! " 

With his good arm, Dooley held her 
close in the dim hallway. "Gotta watch 
us southpaws," he said. " We're full of 
hidden talent. " 

She looked at him. " Start pitchin', 
Dooley, me boy." 
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When excess stomach acid causes painful, suffocating gas, tour 
stomach and· heartburo, diXtors usually prescribe rbe fastest• 
aeting medicines known for symptomatic relief-medicines like 
rbose in Bell-ans Tablets. No laxative. Bell-ans bring comfort in a jiffy or return bottle to· u5 for double money back. 25c 
everywhere. Send post-card to Bell & Co. Orangeburg, N. Y, 
for free lucky rabbit's foot and sample of Bell-ans. Do it now, 
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R. M. F. loses · 

(Colltinued from page 60) 
stare wen't farther, beyond to the little 
glass cage whe.re they strap you in a chair 
and drop a cyanide egg and the gas licks 
up to kill you. 

" It's going to be a beautiful day, " he 
. said without moving. "I think I 'll take 
a swim. I never was much good, but I 
think I'll try to make the other side. May
be I 'm short on guts, too . "  

He turned and I wondered how t o  stop 
him. Fallen Leaf was nearly a mile across 
and the pull from the float to shore wind
ed Reiger. He didn't look as if anything 
short of a bullet in the leg would make him 
change his mind, and I was picking a 
spot to put it when George Andrus spoke 
again. 

"Warren. "  
Reiger half-turned at the door, glancing 

back over his sheulder, and George An
drus threw up the revolver. Both his 
hands \vere tight around the butt and his 
eyes were nearly closed. He pulled the 
trigger six times and and the last two 
were empty clicks. The first four shots 
were rolled into a hammering roar that 
jarred the whole room. 

Reiger slapped both his hands against 
his belly and his brown face screwed up 
into a pucker of pain. He took one drag
ging step in the direction of the door and 
then went down against the panel without 
a sound. 

He didn't move again. 

* * * 

A coroner's jury took fifteen minutes 
to clear Andrus with a verdict of justi
fiable homicide. Afterwards, each man on 
it shook George's hand. No one shook 
mine, either then or the next day when I 
left for Los Angeles. 

Miles Rand is still working at Pacific 
Home. He and I are the only ones who 
know he's an ex-con, unless another 
blonde has wormed it out of him. It's 
mere than possible. A few weeks ago I 
read that Avis Dunbar had married 
George Andrus. 

Sometimes I wish I had thirty thousand 
dollars, but that happens not more than 
once a day. 

THE END 



A:U Burned Up 
(ContiHued from page 68) 

ground beside it. As I climbed its warm 
strands, the sharp barbs tore at my fin
gers and clothes .. I got to the top, won
dering what I would do if the electricity 
suddenly came back ,on. Then I jumped 
to the inside wooden fence and from there 
to the grass-just as the wires began to 
hum again. 

My knees folded and my chin dug up 
divots. Like an animal, I scrambled on 
my hands and knees toward the Magnum. 
Natalie got there first-hal£ a tick before 
me. She raised the gun. 

It was no time for any Sir Galahad 
stuff. My shoulder struck her trim waist. 
As she went over, I wrenched the gun 
from her long fingers. 

I was glad I 'd been rough. The language 
she used on me would've sizzled Sir 
Galahad's ears. 

Charley was rubbing his eyebrows and 
moaning something about stars and pin
wheels. Natalie sat on the grass, staring 
up e._t . me with eyes as dark and angry as 
hot obsidian. 

About a minute later, Hughie came 
strolling along, whistling, his grimy little 
hands stuck in the pockets of his blue 
jeans. 

"I gather, " I said, "that it was you 
who shut the fence off. How long've you 
known where the control was ? "  

Hughie stopped whistling long enough 
to explain that he'd discovered it several 
weeks ago by spying on his grandfather. 
"All you have to do, " he added impor
tantly, " is pull out one of the knobs on 
the radio. " 

" NiCe going, kid, "  I replied, my voice 
sober. "You saved my life. " 

The corners of Hughie's mouth lifted 
impishly. "J ee-miny ! Mr. Richardson, I 
wasn't trying to save your life or any
thing ! I kept trying to give you a hot foot 
with the fence, but you j umped off every 
time before I could get from the window 
to the radio to turn the juice back on ! "  

I didn't say anything. Abruptly, I grew 
very cold inside. 

It wasn't until later, when the sheriff's 
men had arrived and taken over, that I 
placed Hughie tenderly across my knee
and whaled the hell out of him. 
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NOTHING� Absolutely nothing 
lcnown to Science can do more to 
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de�i,;11g to mo�a cli11icol lath of Word'� Formula. Pleo1e wrila, 

TO SAVE YOUR HAIR ACT NOW. Send coupon today for 10-day oHer. Send No Money 
· · · · · · · · · · - - - - - - · · · - - - · - - · - - - · · ·  

uarantet 
This written guarantee entitles you not only to 
return of price paid for Ward's Formula, but 
Double Your Money Back unlet1 you actually SEE, 
FEEL and ENJOY all benefits herein claimed 

ten days. The test is at our risk, All you do 
is return unused portion or the empty 
bottle unless completely satisfied. 

9/'aul dnc. 
-· .... 

Ward laboratortet, Inc., 
1410 lroodwoy, Do-pt. 52W. New Yerk 11, N. Y. 
Rush Word's Formulo to ,.,.. ot once. I will PCIY postman two dollors plul 

���::�,·oou��f· MY'M���l iA�Kfi::C:���n,.::,�r.o:�o:n��i�� 
Name .... , . Addreu ...... .. 
City .................... ... . . ...... ........ ............ Zone ........ State .......... . 

k!;�!fuh:d• ��iroJ:oid.�o� !��.�ith order, Clnd w• will poy posa.,t. 

APO, FPO, Conoda ond foraign, oddSOc-NoC.O.D/l. 



THIS OFFER TO NEW DOLLAR BOOK CLUB MEMBERS IS SO 

UNUSUAL IT MAY NEVER BE REPEATED! JOIN NOW AND GET 

What Was the Terrifying Discovery 
That Caul¢ Stop an A Iamie ll'ar? 

l ,, E  B1 G E Y E  
b Mu Ehrlich 

IN the deaerted, ghO.t-Jike New York of 
1960, Dav id Hughes , 
young astronem�r . is 
auddeuly called away 
from a top-secret mili 
tary �onference. For the 
200 inch· telescope a t  
Pa l omar Q.l?.servatory 
has seen something that 
was to rock the entire 
world ! Edge-of - the
chair excitement! 

Ret..are This Rla11de-Her 
Caress Is . I Booby- Trap! 

CASE OF THE CAUTIOUS COQUETTE 
.bv Erie Sta,1ley GardneT THE inimitable Perry Mason is faced 

with ·a beautiful but 
dangerous woman, a 
dead hut:band, and 
a man with "a mit
lion dJlla:-" alibi 
which alm'l�t sends 
the wrong party to 
the deathllOus�. Erie 
Stanley Gardner's 
newest and most 
sizzling mystery ! 

WHATABARGAIN ! This big 
TRIPLE package of book 

ez:tertainmf:>nt-for on!.\· $1.00 ! 
Cnrnbined vitlut> in pu.bh�hf>t-s' 

r.r;ginal editions is $ .0� 
,.,., we'll �end \'OU all three 
. fo:· nnl�· St .Oo if :r• •u join 

tht> Df•llnr Bonk Club 
now. Gt-t this big gpn
erou!' �mnple of the 
fasci n a t i ng r£>ading 
and huge savings that �s ��·inY ! Just 
mail <"ouPon belb'W" . ......-

Meet the Most Surprised 
Bride ill All England-and 

l O R D  J O H N N I E  
bv Le�lie T. !Vhate THE ru.vishing Lady Lcanna wed Lord 

Johnnie the Rogue on his way to the aal

p � 
I 

• • J. 

lows , and planned 
to forget him ; but 
slippery Johnnie 
came back . . .  to 
cla:m Ius wedding 
night ! A tale of 
atrange love and 
s w as h b u ckling 
adventur£> on land 
and sea ! 

The Only Club That Brin&s You Best-Sellers for Just $1 I MAIL THIS COUPON 
YES the very same titles sold in the publishers' retail editions DOUBLEDAY ONE DOllAR BOOK CLUB 
for $2.75 to $3.00 come to Dollar Book Club members for only $1 I Dept. 4PP, Carden c;ty, New York 
rach-an incredibly big saving of almost two-�hirds ! Su�h , Pleasl enroll one as a Dollar Book Cluh mt>mber and 1end 
values are possible because of the great· economies effected m 1 me at on�e my triple package or books, Tl.e Big E11e, Cue ot 
printing huge editions for a large membership. :�� ���"�'.�lu�O:"�!�, c:�s ���J>���"���i. Bill me only $ 1 .00 

Take as few as Six Books o Yearl With these book! wlll come my .nrst iuue ot the tree 
Membership in the' Dollar Book Club requires no dues of fP..lY I d�scriJJ��,·e fglder 'called "The· Bulletin· · te-lllng about the 

kind. ·""au. ·do no� even·. have· to J�ke .a book �'{ery Jll�nth ; tl_le �d�1n��./�!�:iJ�1n¥otr��=dd��· $ 1  �O��
al�u��� ��������s o�b� pure�&.$� of. as few as SIX books a year fuffilts your membersh ip I I hal'e the PJ:iYUege or notHylnr you in aJunce H I do not 

r·eq(urement. wish either �f the following mOnths' .elections and ,,hnther 
VpOt( receipt of .the attacheQ. coupon you._ w.ill be sent Y,our I or not I \\'Ish to p�rchase am' 01 the t)thl"r bari:alns al the 

introductory TRIFLE packa1e of books : The.:BtD 'EJJe, The Ca.!le Special Club price or $ 1 .00  each. 1 do not have to accept a 
of the Cautious Coquette And Lorld Johr111ie, and. you will be book every month-only sf$ durlnc- such yur that I remain 
billed ·a tl'tnl of only ·$1.00, plus 8 few cents shipping cost, for I a member .. I l)ay nothing except ll for eath selection received 

ALL THREE. Thereafter you will receive regularly the Club·� plus " re" cents shipping cost. 
Bulletin which describes the forthcominp: Club st>lections, also I Mr. } 
other popular books offered to members foc only Sl.OO. �i:� · · · · · · · · · · · · · 

· 
· · · · · · 

· 
· · · · · · · · Piea�; ·p;1�i 

Send No Money - Just the Coupon I Address . _ . . . . . . • . . • . . . . . . . . .  _ . _ 
When you see your TRIPLE book package--and realize th ... 1 City, Zone 

• three- books are typical of the values off1ered b
b

y the Club lor 
be
ool{ 6 State . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . .  _ . . . .  . . . . _ _  . . .  Sl.OO each, you will be delighted to 1&\'e ecom'" • mmt r .  

�tail the coupon now . I If  under 21,  

Doubleday One Dollar Book Club, Carden City, New York. Occup.a:!���· P�ic� "ln. c·.��d�:· ·!·o·s
· H:·o�· St .. a�:;o�tl!a

2se . . • .  




