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Doc Barker's mother didn't want him to be fJresitlent·
jusl Public Enemy Number One! 

I
T IS a pleasant cliche on the part of 

every man who reaches greatness to 
speak with gratitude of the part his 

mother played in shaping his moral charac
ter. The men at the opposite side of so
ciety's scale-those who err-are often 
sternly reminded to "remember what your 
mother taught you." But none of the po
licemen and parole officials who knew of 
Arthur "Doc" Barker's history ever used 
that line on him. 

Barker, as is proper and inevitable, loved 
his mother; but unfortunately his love was 
excessive and his mother was morally cor
rupt. These two factors embarked him on 
a career of murder and banditry which 
earned him the title of Public Enemy N um
ber One-and eventually a death at the 
hands of prison guards. 

Doc was born in 1899, near Clay County, 
Missouri-the home of Jesse James. The 
boy's father was �n honest but spineless 
mechanic, while his mother was an aggres
sive, hysterical, greedy woman who con
stantly badgered her husbarid because he 
was unable to satisfy her longing for such 
pretentious items as fur coats and diamond 
rings. The woman bragged to her neigh
bors that someday her son Arthur would 
give her all these things. 

Doc was stupid and rather cowardly as a 
child, but his mother did a good job of cov
ering up his inadequacies. She grimly hunt
ed down and thrashed any child who struck 
or teased her son, and although Doc 
couldn't keep up with the other kids in 
school, she saw to it that he never missed a 
grade. Each year he would fail, but his 
mother unfailingly begged or bullied the 
teachers into promoting him. 
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\Vhen Doc "·as 12 he committed his first 
crime; he stole an automobile-at his moth
er's behest. Ma Barker soon recognized 
that her own knO\dedge of crime was ama
teurish, so she apprenticed her son to a 
glass-blower who taught his charges thiev
ery on the side. Doc's first brush with the 
law occurred ,,·hen he was 19; he did a 
short stretch in the reformatory for steal
ing a government car. \\'hen he was 22 he 
killed a man in a holdup and was sent up 
for life. 

Shortly after Doc was admitted to prison, 
Ma Barker left her long-suffering husband 
and fell in with a man named Dunlap. Doc 

.went wild with rage when he heard this. 
He gave the word to some friends on the 
outside. The unfortunate Dunlap was 
dragged into a dark wood and subjected to 
a barrage of .45-caliber slugs at skin-range. 

Evidently Ma wasn't too displeased with 
her son for causing Dunlap's death. Short
ly afterwards she began a determined cam
paign to get Doc out of prison, much in the 
same manner as she had cajoled promotions 
in school for him years before. Her plead
ing carried the day; Doc was released, upon 
his promise to leave the state. He and Ma 
moved to Minneapolis where, in combina
tion "·ith a gunman named Alvin Karpis, 
they organized the most brutal band of 
thieves in the midwest since the days of 
Quantrell's Guerillas. 

The Barker-Karpis gang embarked upon 
an orgy of robbery, kidnapping and mur
der which grossed them a half-million dol
lars in the space of two years. Ma soon 
retired to a modest bungalow in Florida, 
from which she directed operations. 

(Continued 011 page 8) 
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8 Skippy A.delm.all 
(Continued from pa.ge 6) 

On one occasion she ordered the death 
af Bill Harrison, a member of the gang who, 
when drunk, did a great deal of bragging 
about its activities to outside hoodlums. 
Doc invited Harrison to accompany him to 
a lonely farmhouse on the pretext of exam
ining the place as a possible hideout. There 
he shot Harrison through the head, soaked 
his body in gasoline and set fire to it. The 
next morning he wrote Ma the following 
note (which is now in the possession of the 
F.B.I.): 

"I took care of that business for you. It 
was dane just as .good as if you had done 
it yourself. I am just like the Standard 
Oil-always at your service. Ha! Ha !" 

The gang kidnapped William A. Hamm, 
Jr., a wealthy St. Paul brewer, and col
lected $100,000 in ransom before letting 
him go. This decided Ma to quit bank
robbery, which had been the gang's chief 
form of activity, and concentrate upon this 
simpler and more lucrative kind of crime. 
She chose as their next kidnapping victim 
a St. Paul banker named Edward George 
Bremer. 

Bremer, on his way home, halted his car 
for a traffic light. The door was suddenly 
flung open and a man holding a gun slid 
in alongside of him. The gunman ordered 
Bremer to keep driving. A few moments 
later he swung his pistol against the bank
er's head, which was all Bremer remem
bered until he came to, bound and blind"" 
folded in another car heading for the gang's 
hideout. 

The mob collected $200,000 before re
leasing him. The F.B.I. recognized the 
pattern of this job as the same as the Hamm 
kidnapping and other crimes in the mid
west, but they had no idea who the mob
sters were. They questioned Bremer close
ly, but for a long time he was of little help. 
After awhile Bremer mentioned that the 
gang had carried their own gasoline. Sev
eral times they had stopped the car to fill 

the tanks and he had heard them throw 
away the empty cans. 

The F.B.I. promptly alerted the police 
of a five-state area, asking them to pick up 
all used gasoline cans found on their roads. 
The next day a farmer turned in four such 
cans and the F.B.I. fingerprint men found 
an excellent set of prints from tile hand of 
Doc Barker. 

The gang had moved to Chicago • and 
dispersed. Doc was finally located, but he 
was not arrested until he had unknowingly 
led the agents to the separate hideouts of his 
confederates. One winter morning the 
F.B.I. reached for Doc himself. He tried to 
run, but slipped on the icy pavement. Two 
heavy F.B.I. men pounced on him before 
he could get up. 

He was given life in Alcatraz. His moth
er was a much tougher proposition. She 
and two members of the gang were sur
prised in her Florida bungalow. A ma
chine-gun battle lasting half a day took 
place. \�Then ·the police did gain admit
tance, they found the occupants dead; Ma's 
blowsy figure was crumpled before a win
dow, a bullet through her eye and a smok
ing tommy-gun Clutched tightly in her hand. 

Doc, whose sanity had always been a 
dubious matter, now seemed to be com
pletely mad. When J. Edgar Hoover 
stopped by his cell and attempted to talk 
with him, the gangster spat full force into 
the F.B.I. director's face. Later, one of 
his friends sent him a harmonica. Con
cealed inside of it were two small metal 
saws. On the night-of January 13, 1939, 
Doc and four other convicts cut their way 
out of a cell window and dropped into San 
Francisco Bay. He was located, by the 
beam of a Coast Guard ship's searchlight, 
clambering to the shore on the mainland. 

He was ordered to stop, but he ran. A 
dozen machine-guns and pistols cut him 
down. He lived for a short \vhile after
wards. His last words, spoken in the prison 
hospital, were : "I am crazy as hell ! " 
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Take pounds off- keep 
slim and trim with Spot 
Reducer! Remarkable new 
invention which uses one 
of the most effective re
ducing methods employed 
by masseurs and l�!'kish 
baths-MASSAGE! � 

FOR GREATEST BENEFIT IN 
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relaxing massage. 
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room. 
ORDER IT TODAY 

1025 Broad St., Newark, New Jersey 
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refund of full purc;hase price. 
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Dear Detective Fans, 
As long as there's a sucker, there'll be a 

swindler. And the real sucker is the one 
who, having been swindled, goes on his way 
with a philosophical shrug and a smarting 
purse, saying that he won't be caught that 
way again. 

Maybe not, but he may be caught by an
other racket-r-a racket that some other vic
tim could have warned him about. That's 
the reason for this column-to tell you 
readers about the s"·indles that have tripped 
up other folks so that they "·on't trip up 
you. Get back at the Sll·incllers. Expose 
their tricks in cold print so they'll never 
hurt anybody again. Help the other fellow 
avoid losing his money. 

You can do it by 1niting down your ex
perience with a racket and sending it to : 
The Rackets Editor, c/o DIME DETEC
T IVE, 205 East 42nd Street, New York 
17, 1\'.Y.  We'll pay you $5 if we can use 
your letter, withholding your name if you 
request. Sorry we can't enter into corre
spondence regarding your letters, nor return 
letters unless they are accompanied by a 
self-addressed, stamped' envelope. 

Now for the racket sheet. On guard, men! 

As Mean As They Come 

Dear Sir: 
I wasn't s1rindled, but I'd rather have been: 

My little neighbors sent for a good-sized box of 
garden seeds to sell. They were to receive a 
gold watch, guaranteed to run, for selling the 
seed. 

The cabbage and tomato seeds were hard to 
sell, but at last the children had the required 
amount in their pe�spiring little hands and sent 
it away. 

In due time their prize returned, with running 
directions. It glittered gorgeously, but would 
not open. A thumb nail disclosed the fact that 
it was made of parafin and painted gold I 
10 

The dirtctions read: "Put it on the stove and 
it will run ... 

Swindling tru,ting children 1;, [H'etty ·small 
stuff' in my opinion. 

Dear Sir: 

�l<tdge A. Wolfe 
Catlin, Ill. 

The Barefoot Blues 

I belong to a local sewing club. and quite oft
en the women in our club receive special group 
offers to purchase various kinds of merchandise. 
Since we have on occasion obtained some pretty 
good bargains by buying in a group. we were 
fair bait for an offer which our club president 
received through the mail and which read: 

"Nylons-First Quality-12 to a Box-$6.95 (if 
10 orders are received)." 

'We had no difficulty in getting ten members 
together to take advantage of the offer, and each 
of us sent our check for $6.95. A few days la
ter, our packages atTived. Upon opening them. 
we found 12 cellophane bags, with one stocking 
in each bag! 

Dear Sir: 

Mrs. Jacob Katz 
St. Louis, Missouri 

Bonded Bilking 

A year ago con-men v:ere as new to me as the 
atomic powered submarine is firuay. This was 
soon changed with opening of college and life 
in Chicago, for it wasn't long until I had my ex
perience with the rackets. 

It all started one dark Saturday night about 
three weeks before Christmas. A tall, burly man 
attired in work clothes appeared at the door and 
asked if there were any collge students living at 
this residence who were looking for work. 
Hoping to earn some extra spending money for 
Christmas, I jumped at the opportunity and told 
him I would like to work. 

He explained to me that he was from a par
cel pick-up sen·ice about four blocks from 
where I resided. and said the company needed 
immediate help for tlle Christmas rush. Having 
heard previously that day that this particular 
firm was hiring, I did not doubt his word, al
thought I did think it odd that a firm of this type 
would solicit help in this· manner·. 

After I had agreed to work he told me I must 
be bonded for $20 and that he would take me 
down town for bonding. Being a stranger in the 
city and knowing little about bonding procedures, 

(Contimtrd Oil page 112) 



YOUR CHOICE OF TWO GREAT BOOKS 
ALIEN LAND by Willard Savoy 
(Published at $3.00) 
Surging power, a tensely dramatic story that rises to 
a searing climax. a theme which bold)y attacks one of 
the greatest problems of today-these mark ALIEN 
LAND as a novel in every way out of the ordinary. It 
will make the name of Wi"llard Savoy one to remember. 
Under Willflrd Savoy's sure hands, the story of Kern 

THE BRIDE OF NEWGATE by John Dickson Carr j 
(Published at $3.00) \ 

Roberts and his que:st for wholeness moves forward 0 R with inexorable drive. Strong passions and scenes of 
violence mark its progress; it illuminates great wrongs 
and ancient hatreds. It is a book of anger and con
demnation, as any work must be that deals honestly 

Dick Darwent. ex·fencing master. was waiting in a 
dark cell of Newgate Prison-waiting to be hanged. 
While Dick waited for the hangman, Lady Caroline 
Ross. rich. cold and beautiful, prepared a champagne 
breakfast to celebrate her marriage to him. a marriage 
which would cost her fifty pounds, and which would 
be ended an hour after it had begun. 
But a shot through a bathroom window. where a 
lovely lady sat in a tub of milk-a riot in the opera. 
led by champion pugilists-a pistol duel at dawn-
and a mysterious coachman, whose cloak was shiny 
with graveyard mold changed everything I As did 
Napoleon Bonaparte I 

with the injustices of our world. It is also a book of 
compaasion and hope: for Willard Savoy knows that 
for f'Very man there can be some measure of fulfill-
ment and happiness. You may regard ALIEN LAND 
as a fierce outcry against wrong ; you may read it 
merely as a headlong story of shocking impact. Either 
way, you will find it a tremendous reading experience. 

John Dickson Carr, a master of the detective novel, 
now proves himself to be a master of the historical 
novel in this thrilling story of London in 18I5 and the 
gaudy characters that made up its world of fashion, , 
and its underworld. 

You can have either one of these books for only $1.00-over 60% less than the regular 
published price-by joining the MEN'S DOLLAR BOOK GUILD. K#'NS DOLLAR BOOK GUILD. 

'/fed.- Only one dollar will bring you either 
one of these truly great stories for men. 

Note: You are not obligated, as in the case of many 
book clubs, to buy three, four, or six additional books! 
This is a special introductory, one-time offer. good only 
while our limited supplies last. At no cost or obligation 
to you, also, your name will be added to the list of the 
MEN'S DOLLAR BOOK GUILD and you will receive 
special notifications sent out on forthcoming book bar
gains. This service is entirely free and will not 
obligate you in any way. Send $1.00 for one book or $2.00 for both. NOW, before our supply is exhausted. 
FILL IN THE COUPON TODAY! 

r.1 ME'N75'DoU.A"R8ooK"CiiiLD---------,
· 

Suite 2005, Dept. D J 1 205 E. 42nd St., New York 17, N. Y. I 1 ::�Jo��
: 
please find <$1.00 Ol <$2.00 01. Please I I 0 ALIEN LAND <P ublished at $3.00) 

· I 
I 0 THE BRIDE OF NEWCATE <Published at $3.001 I 
I This doe s no t obligate me in an y way to bu y fur ther books. 1 
I I J Name · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · 9 • •••••••• •• · ·,••••••••··· · · 
I Street and Number . . . . ... . . . ......... ...... • .. •" • .. I ! Cit y ...................... Zo ne ..... State . . . . . . . . . . II ._ _________________________ .._ ___________________ _. 
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Marj was stacked to stop 'em all. She had 
the looks, the curves and the temperament, 
plus everything else it takes-to drag a 
sucker of an ex-husband into p one-way 

murder trap! 



TIGRESS! 
E., JOH� U. �at:UO�ALU 

CHAPTER ONE 

Trouble By the Trainload 

T
HE gool< s were coming through the 
rice. I could see it moving and there 

was no wind. I cursed Beldan, out at 
point, and I coulun't move. A heavy auto
matic weapon started a slow cadence. 
Chaw-pah, chaw-pah, chaw-pah! 

I did the only thing I could do. I woke up. 

;'Sign it," he said. I signed it. 
My own death certificate. 

13 
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Slick with sweat. Panting. The automatic 
weapon was the beat of steel wheels on the 
rail joints. Beldan was long dead. Maybe I 
was dead, too. A bedroom, they called it. 
A moving coffin on wheels. Aluminum and 
stainless steel, boring a roaring hole in the 
afternoon. 

I looked out. Flat land, a lot of horizon . 
A gray, baked ranch moved by in forgotten/ 
grandeur. I lay there, feeling rested in 
spite of the violent end of my nap, and 
scratched my naked chest while I conjured 
up a vision of bourbon in the lounge car. 
Taller than tall. Colder than cold. 

I washed my face in my private little sink, 
,put on some of the-nice new San Francisco ·
civilian clothes and admired myself. Oh, 
you old hollow-eyed veteran, you ! Same 
face that I'd taken to the wars. Smug and 
bland. I looked like a prosperous young ac
count executive from a New York 
agency. Which I had been, they tell me. But 
it didn't seem right that I should look like 
that now. 

· 

Funny thing. The Marines get stuffy 
about whether or not you have toes. They 
said; "Captain Pell, you have frozen off 
your toes in the service of the United Na
tions. You are obviously no good any more. 
No toes. Good-bye, and muchissimas 
gracias." 

The shoes were tricky. \.Vhen you walk, 
your toes bend and give you a little' spring. 
When you don't have toes, they put the 
spring in• the shoe. A steel one. So I went 

·springing down to the lounge car, bour
bon-minded. 

Marj, my ex-wife, was sitting on the left 
as I entered. Hanneman. her statuesqu�, 
beefy lawyer, sat cozily beside her. 

M arj opened her sweet, moist, musky 
lips. "You dirty stinking welcher ," she said 
melodiously. 

I smiled. "Enjoying the choo-choo ride?" 
Hanneman smiled stiffly. "Sit· down, 

please," he said. "I'm still sure we can make 
some arrangement." 

He'd been saying that ever since we all 

got on the train. I sat down an,_d waited. 
You know. Eager expression. Avid. Boy 
listening to smart gentleman. 

"You can't talk to that," Marj said. 
"Please, my dear," he said, patting her 

hand. "Please." 
So I said, "Gosh, Mr. Hanneman, I don't 

know why she's so sore. I'm the one who 
should be sore. She tricked me into stand
ing still for the divorce, and then she nibbled 
the j udge into giving her fifty per cent of 
all my future earnings. Now she's mad be
cause I went off fighting for the United 
Nations, and all she could collect was half 
my base pay." 

"You dirty stinking welcher," Marj said, 
wetting her slightly redundant lip-line. 

" See?" I said. "See, Mr. Hanneman ? 
Now she's sore because I'm not going back 
to work. She wants me in there knocking 
off my twenty-five thousand like before. 
She's like a fight manager, trying to put 
a poor tired pug back in the ring. I'm a 
crippled veteran, Mr. Hanneman. They're 
giving me a teensy amount of money for 
the rest of my life. That isn't earnings, so 
she can't have half of it. With what I've 
saved, I'm going to build a shack in the 
tropics and lie on my back for the rest of 
my life. Can't a man retire, Mr. Hanne
man ?" 

He looked at me as though he smelled 
something bad. 

·"Mr. Pel!, Mrs. Pell considers your offer 
to be unsatisfactory." 

I had .offered ten thousand cash for a 
cancellation of the alimony agreement. This 
was a poker game we were playing. They 
were bucking aces backed. 

"\'i'hat does she want ?'' 
'We feel certain you could manage tc 

scrape up thirty thousand, Mr. Pell." 
I yawned. I made it a nice big juicy yawn. 

"I guess it's ten thousand or nothing. I'm 
retiring. No more work for Simon Pell." 

Marj worked her fingernails like a cat. 
"If I take the ten, you'll go right back to 

. 
b d ,.. • 

your JO , amn you . . 
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"And if you don't take it, I 'm through 

working. Why should I work just so you 
can get half ? You were a dope. You should 
have taken a property settlement instead of 
that silly fifty percent business, Marj . 
You're over a barrel and you know it." 

"We can't force him to work, ·Marjorie," 
Charles Hanneman said. 

M ARJ switched tactics. She leaned across 
Hanneman's beefy thighs and laid her 

moist eyes and cream of raspberry lips 
against my little gray soul. "You're making 
things so dreadfully difficult, Sim, darling." 

"Gosh," I said, "I thought you were hav
ing fun . A nice transcontinental trip like 
this. You and the majestic Mr. Hanne
man. It gives you such a cozy excuse, you 
know." 

She chopped at my face with those claws. 
I got a coat sleeve in the way and she broke 
one nail back to the quick. 

Charles Hanneman said floridly, "I don't 
care for those implications, Pell." 

I swallowed the remains of the bourbon 
and waved for more. I said, "And you, sir, 
should smarten up. Missy, here is a play..: 
mate for men, not boys. She walks in an 
aura of dangling scalps. She's a gun-notch
er. She's a pelt-stretcher. Why don't you 
trot.- home to the wife and kiddies, Mr. 
Hanneman ? Your wife probably senses the 
phoniness of your excuse for this trip any
way." 

He rose to his full height, towering red
faced. He clenched his fists. "Stand up, sir !" 

I smiled at him. He made the mistake of 
reaching with both hands for my new lapels. 
I put a hoof in his midriff and snapped my 
knee straight. The Hanneman bulk moved 
backwards toward the waiter bringing' my 
drink. In the narrow space, the waiter did 
a pass with the tray that would have pleased 
a matador. He watched Hanneman bounce 
off the door frame and land on hands and 
knees on the rug. Then he served my drink 
with a special flourish and a white-toothed 
gnn. 

Hanneman grunted and stood up and 
clamped both hands over his kidneys. He 
wore the expression of someone listening 
for something. It had happened so quickly 
that the other people in the lounge cars 
looked at the poor man who had tripped 
and fallen . Up the line, a perfect "hood
type in a sharp suit with the face of a de
praved weasel watched alertly. Too alertly. 
As though he knew too much of the score. 

Hanneman crouched behind a facade of 
upright dignity. "I shall not stoop to your 
level, Pell," he said. He turned like an LP 
turntable and strode off. 

Marj stood up. She wears clothes that 
pretty up the merchandise, though the mer
chandise is such that it would make a flour 
sack blush. She gave a flaunt and twitch of 
her hips that melted ice in the drinks all 
down the line. 

"You dirty little monster," she said in 
that musical sand-throated gargle. 

She tilted off on her mission of mercy to 
soothe the back-wrenched ego. I glanced 
up the lounge. The hood-type's nose was 
back in his scratch sheet. Up the line was 
an empty seat by a corn-flower blonde. The 
petaled eyes drifted across my face with a 
sensation like butterfly wings. She looked 
like the kind who wants to talk baby talk 

• and is .smart enough not to. 
I trotted up and sat beside her. She 

smelled like grandma's garden. 
I breathed deeply and said, Hah !" 
The blue eyes were sly. "What's with the 

'Hah' ?" 
"It's a substitute. I get tired of an open

ing wedge about weather, or how fast the 
train goes, or do you live in California. 
Hence the Hah." 

"Hah to you too. Now where are we ?" 
"Launched on my favorite hobby. Hack

ing at attractive females." 
"Hack away, MacDuff. You'll j ust dull 

your little hatchet. The girl is armor plated. 
I 'll angle you for a free dinner, and then 
pat you on the head. I never get tight and 
I 'm not impulsive, and I 've got four broth-
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ers, every one of them over six feet. "  
"Round one coming. up. I j ust got back 

fr.om Korea. I haven't talked with a girl like 
you for many long months. My name is 
Simon Pelt." 

''I just got back from Hawaii, and you've 
never talked to a girl like me, and my name 
is Ski-pper Moran. End of round one." 

"You must have read Thurber. The war 
between the sexes." 

"Nope. Just another Sweet Briar gradu
ate. Fencing III is a compulsory course." 

Then we laughed, and began to get on 
well. So I drank two more than enough ; 
and then we ate, and then we drank some 
moce, and then. as promised, she patted 
me on the head and went off to bed, leav
ing my tentative kiss planted firmly in 
m id-air. 

r trudged back to my little bedroom, 
whupped for the nonoe. Marj was wait
ing outside my door. "Please may I come 
.in, Sim ? I have to talk to you." 

Her underlip was out like a candy shelf 
and her eJes looked like a stoked furnace. 

I opened the door and waved her in.  
Courtly. Controlled. She had changed 
clothes. Where do they get that line about 
a 'simple print dress' ? Maybe the print 
was simple. but the dress was pretty com
plex. It had to be complex. It had a job 
to do. It had to fit like the hide of a 
speckled trout, play give and take with 
varied sinuosities, and still manage to 
make the package look like a lady. 

SHE sat on the little pad-ded shelf seat 
that folds down out of the wall beside 

the closed door. I sat on the unmade bed. 
-She looked at me until smoke drifted out 
of my ears. 

"We had something, Sim. Where did 
we lose it ? How did we lose it ?" 

"Our pockets were picked, maybe ?" 
"Be serious, Sim. I'm serious. I 'm 

dreadfully serious. You stopped loving me, 
Sim." > 

"I 've always hated crowds, honey. I 

j ust got out when it started to look as 
though I were going to have to stand i n  
line." 

"Don't be cruel, Sim. Don't throw that 
up to me. I'm weak. I know I'm weak. 
I don't know how I could have done that 
to you." 

"You're weak, like the Krem1in." 
"I know why you say such dreadful 

things to me, Sim," she said softly. "It's 
because 1 hurt you so dreadfutly. You're 
striking back." 

I smiled at her. "\Vhen they flew me to 
Japan, there was a nurse there. A little 
bitty thing with a face like a hopfrog and 
a figure like a mile post. She smelled of 
ana�sthetic and walked so heavy she kept 
shaking the bed. I would rather spend five 
minutes with her than ten lifetimes with 
you, darling." 

She shut her eyes and her lips went 
taut. I guessed she was mentally count
ing to ten . She got it under control, and 
stood up dramaticaHy, spreading wide her 
arms. The simple little print cooperated 
nicely. She said, "Do I mean nothing to 
you, Sim ?" 

sHE moved closer to me, she arid her 
perfume. I knew her, knew exactly 

how she looked in shadow or sunlight or 
under a two-hundred-watt bulb. 

"Aren't you getting a tittle hippy, 
Marj ?" I asked her solemnly. 

She pivoted and tried to spoon out my 
right eye with her thumb nail. I stood up 
and hammered her twice with the heel of 
my hand. Her eyes went · blank and her 
knees wobbled. She sat down hard. Pant
ing. And then she started to cry. 

"Okay," I said. "Now that we've had 
our little drama, get to the point." 

She looked at me. Now she was her· 
self. Chrome steel and broken glass. "I've 
got to have money. Quickly." 

"How much and what for ?'' 
"Thirty thousand dollars. l pay it or go 

to prison. I did something silly." 
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"What did you do ?" 
"I met a man. I thought he was nice. 

He sent me to Juarez, and a Mexican gave 
me a package to bring back. He wouldn't 
give it to me until I signed a receipt. I 
took the package back to the man and he 
gave me a thousand dollars. They picked 
him up twenty minutes later. 

"A month ago another man contacted me. 
He has the receipt I signed. He wants 
thirty thousand dollars for it. If I don't 
give him the money, he'll turn it over to 
the authorities, and put them on me. I 
didn't sign my right name. But the hand
writing is mine, and the cops have my 
description. I told him he had to wait un
til you came back, when I could get the 
money from you." 

"What was in the package ?" 
"I don't know." 
"Don't try to kid me, Marj ." 
"All right. It was dope." 
"And you knew it in advance, beiore 

you went after the package." 
"No I didn't." 
"Keep lying, baby, and I won't even give 

you the right time." 
"All right-so I know what it was ! 

But it meant a thousand dollars. That 
stinking allotment from you didn't ·even 
buy cigarettes." 

"Anybody that gets messed up in a 
fiilthy business like that deserves to go to 
prison, Marj ." 

She started to cry again. She covered 
her face and sobbed incoherently. "\Vork 
in prison laundry . . . starchy foods . . 
come out when I'm an old woman . . .  " 

"Where does Hanneman fit ? "  
"He's nothing. He's just on the string. 

I can brush him any time." She said it 
calmly, the tears gone. 

"\Vhy do you expect me to give you the 
money ?" 

"Because it is all your fault, Sim. If 
you hadn't gone running off like a fool, 
I would have had enough money so I 
wouldn't have gotten in a jam. Now you've 

got to get me out of it. You've got to !" · 
I pitied her. It wasn't her fault she had 

been born this way. Marj grew up without 
the very essential knowledge of what is 
right· and what is wrong. 

"How much time have you got ?" 
"A week from today, Sim. He won't 

give me any more time." 
"What am I supposed to get out of it ?" 
"I'll do anything you want me to do. 

Anything, Sim." 
"There's nothing you can do for me, 

Marj . When you· cured me, you cured me 
for good. I really loved you. Seems funny 
as hell, now." 

"I wish I were back with you, Sim." 
"My friends miss you too." 
"?\Tow you're being cruel _again. Please 

don't be cruel. Sim, give me · the money. 
You have it. I know you have it." 

I sat and thought of all the times she 
had lied to me, her eyes bland and sweet 
and her mouth like an angel's. Turnabout 
was fair play. 

"I guess I 've been kidding you along, 
Marj ," I said. ' 'When I was ordered to 
active duty I liquidated my securities and 
put the whole works into irrevocable annui
ties. I couldn't touch it if I wanted to." 

She looked at me. I saw her face change. 
First, incredulity. Then horrified belief. 
Then a fear that ripped through her like a 
rusty bayonet. 

She stood up and reached blindly for the 
door. I said, "Let me know if they give 
you enough cigarettes while you're doing 
time. I can afford that for old time's sake." 

Marj went out and shut the door softly 
behind her. I looked at the door a long' 
time. You think of some way to take re
venge, and then you gee your chance, and 
it leaves an evil taste in your mouth. I'd 
been patsy for her, and now the situation 
was reversed. The saddle was strapped to 
her back, now. And I had sharp spurs. 
Let her tremble. Let her eat dirt. Let her 
come out of pokey with o,;i tbe hopes and 
juices and muscied sheen dried up forever. 
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Serves her right, I said. But I knew 

that I couldn't do it. I knew that I was 
going to give her the money. Kiss it good
by. I don't know why I thought I owed 
her anything. On the other hand, maybe it 
was a good deal. In three years I 'd make 
it back, once I got out from under that 
fifty percent agreement. 

Anyway, I could let her sweat it out 
until we arrived in New York. That would 
be time enough. I undressed and turned 
out the light and shoved the shade up. Star
light was bright and I lay in the rattle
sway of the train, cradled in the night
roar of wind and steel wheels. 

CHAPTER TWO 

Tigress in a Comer 

I 
FUMBLED up out of sleep and 

· snarled at the door. I wrapped myself 
in the sheet and, without turning the 

light back on, pushed the latch over. She 
came in with the recognizable perfume 
floating around her, and shoved something 
toward me. "Take this, Sim. ' '  

\Vhen awakening: I 'm not at my best. 
I 'm dull. I 've got a reaction time like 
somebody in a morgue drawer. So I took 
it. It was sticky. 

She shut the door with herself on the 
inside. I clamped the sheet with my arm, 
got the light on, and stared stupidly at 
what I \l·as holding. A big fat switch
knife with a six-inch blade. A blade that 
looked as though it had spent all day on 
the farm, butchering pigs. 

I opened my hand. The knife fell out. 
I looked stupidly ,p.t the blood on my hand. 
And then I looked at Marj . She was the 
color of a skid-row handkerchief. Her eyes 
were holes in the side of the world, lead
ing nowhere. She wore a blue something
or-other hung over her shoulders. Under
neath the blue was black, Black lace and 
shiny black satin. She had blood on her 
hand, too. She was br�athing fast and 

hard, putting considerable strain on the 
black lace. 

I looked at the knife and then at her. 
"YVho the hell did you kill ?" 

Her words were like moths trying to 
get out of a lamp shade. "I didn't kill any
body . .  Charles \vas in my compartment. I 
went down to the girl's room. \Vhen I 
came back, he was dead. I got to get him 
out of there !" 

"Complai11 · to the conductor." 
" Hell with you, Sim. Now you're in it 

too. You help me, or I say you came in 
and stabbed him. Jealous. Ex-husband. 
I'll swear it on the stand, on a million 
Bibles. I'll never change my story.'' 

"Who did it ?'' 
"I  don't know who did it. Or why. I 

j ust know he\ there and he's too heavy to 
lift." 

"So you came and gave me the knife. 
How sweet of you, darling !" 

"I couldn't take a chance on your saying 
no, Sim. Get him back in his place. Then 
"·e can put the knife back in him and get 
the blood off us. ' '  

"Otherwise ?"' 
"They'll try to call it on me, Sim. And 

I'll tell them I sa". YOU do it." 
It was nice and tight. A comfy fit. It 

"·as like a size-fifteen collar on a stze
sixteen ueck. A rope collar. 

"You're in the next car, aren't you ? 
Anybody see you come in here ?" 

There was triumph in her eyes. "I knew 
you'd help me. :\obody saw me." 

She scouted the corridor while I pulled 
on pants and a shirt and shoved my feet 
into the trick shoes. I wished very much 
that I hadn't socked him in Yiew of the 
whole lounge car. We went to her com
partment in the far end of the next car 
toward the engine. 

Charles Hanneman was exceedingly 
dead. He knelt beside the bed. chest and 
face flat against it, hands all tangled up in 
the blankets. The hole, like a wet coin 
slot, was on the left side of his back, just 
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below the shoulder blade. Blood had run 
down his white shirt into the waistband 
of his trousers. Not much blood. I had 
recently seen some very messy bodies. This 
one had all its parts and did not bother me. 
And it didn't seem to bother Marj. 

' 'I 'd hate to think you did this, Marj," 
I said. 

"I didn't, if that makes any difference to 
you." 

"Where's his place ?'' 
"The second bedroom down the aisle." 
Hanneman's suit coat was there. I 

worked his putty arms into the sleeves, 
rolled him onto his back onto the floor 
and buttoned the coat in front. 

"How do you want to do this ?" she 
asked. 

"I can manage him alone. Take a quick 
look and see if his bedroom is okay. Then 
come back and make like a guide." 

I pulled him into a sitting position, then 
hoisted him up onto the edge of the bed 
and held him so he wouldn't .topple over. 
His fat flesh jounced peacefully in the vi
bration of the train. 

She came back .and nodded. I pulled his 
arms over my shoulders, held his wrists 
down in front of me. Then I stood up, 
leaning forward· like a man carrying a 
trunk. 

I staggered like a nine-day drunk. I 
was carrying the horrid results of too much 
pastry and too many mashed potatoes. The 
motion of the train didn't help a bit. By the 
time I rolled him off onto his own bed, my 
eyes were out on the end of stalks and I 
was puffing like an also-ran at Santa Anita. 

She tried to hand me the knife. 
"Uh-uh," I said. "You take that into 

the girl's room, and if you're real bright, 
you'll find a way to drop it out onto the 
tracks." 

Hanneman's wallet had fallen out of his 
pants pocket. Marj sat on her heels on the 
floor and opened it. She looked at the 
sheaf of Uncle Sugar's IOUs and her eyes 
shone like a bride's. 

"This will 1mke it look like robbery," 
she said . 

"Odd, isn't it ? Let me see the wallet." 
She gave it to me, without currency. 

The card case \\·as quite full. It was very 
interesting. Charles Hanneman, Attorney 
at' Law. And some others, equally crisp, 
equ�lly new. C. Arthur Hineman, M. D. 
Charles A. Hand, Bursar, Powelton Col
lege. C. Andrew Hanson, Broker. 

"\Vhat do you know !" I whispered. 
"What's that ? What's so interesting ?" 

she said, breathing down my neck. 
"Never you mind. Pop will take care 

· of this." 
She used the blue thing to wipe the door, 

inside ai\d outside. The coast was clear 
and we parted. I disposed of the wallet 
and cards in the manner I had suggested 
to her. I went back and sat on my bed 
and thought about obese, florid confidence 
men. 

When she tapped on my door, I let her 
in without turning on the light. She came 
into my arms, trembling and whimpering. 
I held her and made comforting sounds. 
Pore little girl. Pore tired little girl. She was 
nice to hold. Her lips came up tentatively, 
th<m enthusiastically. I broke the clinch 
with the heel of my hand against her pretty 
chin. She blundered around in the little 
bedroom, grumbling and kicking anything 
handy, and then left in a tizzy. 

As soon as she had gone, I put the light 
on and started hunting. It didn't take long. 
It was under the bed where she'd tossed 
it, covering the sound with her pretended 
anger. I reached under and pulled the 
knife out and presently sent it to join the 
wallet. 

SKIPPER MORAN gave me a pretty 
smile that meant, "Join me for break

fast ." She said aloud, "Does your little 
head still burn where I patted it, Simon ?" 

"Burned all night. Throbbed like a 
toothache. All I could do was lie there 
and pant." 
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"You lie as good as you pant, Mr. Pell." 
"We're in Chicago in another hour or 

so. Are you going all the way through to 
New York ? Can we get on the same 
train ?" 

She smiled. "Poor throbbing boy." I 
made another inventory of the face. Swe;t 
stubborn chin. Flower-petal eyes. "Why 
are you staring ?" · 

"It's just pleasant to look at a woman 
with a certain amount of decency in her 
face. You've a good face, Skipper. It has 
been around, and it has gotten wisdom 
instead of toughness." 

She looked at me, oddly. "That's quite 
nice. That you should think so. Trying to 
disarm me, Simon ?" 

"That's a splendid idea." 
She grinned. "You're too soon out of 

the hospital for the big leagues, rookie." 
Something was wrong. I didn't catch on 

until the second strip of bacon. "I didn't 
mention any hospital, Skipper. I men
tioned Korea, nothing more. What kind 
of spy are you ?" 

She looked upset. 
"You must have said 
Simon. " 

Prettily confused. 
something about it, 

"I was careful not to, Skipper. A sympa
thy pitch is not my style. And another 
thing. That empty chair in the lounge car 
was almost too opportune. There are 
never empty chairs by lovely blondes. And 
I did get the eye. Oh, very subtly, but I 
got" it." 

She laughed. A good try, only faintly 
strained. "Oh, Simon ! You've got to stop 
reading Eric Ambler. I'm a · gal on a 
train. I'm heading for New York." 

A neat, brisk young man with a neat, 
close shave and an eye like the accounts 
receivable ledger came down the diner, 
looked through me, and put his lips 
practically against my gal's little pink bun
ny ear. 

She had been looking at me. She start
ed looking through me. She got up, re
membered her manners, gave me a smile 

about three millimeters long and departed. 
When I had gotten tired of toying with 

my third cup of coffee and half decided it 
was time to pack, she came back. She sat 
down and ordered coffee. 

She balapced me on the razor's edge of 
her eyes and said, "Your ex-wife's friend 
was knifed during the night. Know any
thing about it ?" 

" I  never knew Dick Tracy was such a 
master of disguise." 

"Don't clown, Simon. I 'm talking off 
the record and out of order and against 
instructions. So don't clown. What do 

• you know about it ?" 
I forked a groove in the tablecloth and 

admired it for a moment. I heard her cof
fee being brought. I heard her tear the 
paper off the sugar. 

"My ex enlisted me last night. The 
corpus undelectable was in her boudoir. It 
was either pull an assist or try to talk my
self out of an eye-witne�s report. So I 
moved junior back to his O\vn room." 

"You just made a very intelligent de
cision, Mr. Pe11." 

"Moving the body, or telling you ?" 
"Moving the body was almost unfor

givably stupid. I suppose you told her 
you wouldn't give her the money." 

' 'If I kept a diary, I'd swear you'd been 
peeking." · 

"\Vhy do you feel such a compulsion to 
be flip ?" 

"Counter question. Who are you ?" 
"A working girl. \Vorking." 
"You don't know what a shock this is to 

mE!. I thought it was my good looks and 
sparkling personality that intrigued you." 

"When, as a matter of fact, it was the 
criminal tendencies of your ex-wife. 
Marjory has been a cooperative little mor
sel, Mr. Pel!. Without knowing it, of 
course. We've had the net over her ever 
since Juarez, hoping for leads." 

"Hmmm. A junior G girl." 
"No. A clerk-stenographer CAF 7, fill

ing in because our little club is a bit short-
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-handed. The man who came and spoke to 
me is .phoning ahead. I'm afraid we're go
ing· to have to take her into custody now." 

"Do you think she killed Hanneman ?" 
"Oh, no. Hanneman was hired to ride 

herd on her and protect the investment. 
She must have •t-old him you turned her 
down. My guess is that he tried to tell the 
others and they thought he was pulling a 
fast one. The knife work is typical o.f
s�me others we've found." 

"Hanneman had her convinced that he 
was a trustworthy legal eagle." 

She smiled sweetly. "No one is as 
gullible as a cheap crook, Simon." 

"'fhel'l you can just pick up the guy who 
did i:t, eh ? No .fuss. No problem." 

She snapped her fingers. "Sure. Just 
-l-ike that. All we've got to do is pick him 
or her out of a hundred and ninety-three 
passengers." 

"Maybe I've spotted him for you. The 
slick-loGki�g kid in the s rp suit in the 
lounge cac" 

" Mr. Delehanty is one 'Of us, Simon. 
Sorry." 

"Nice guess, Pel1. Try again. Some 
sweet little old lady, maybe ?" 

"I said others. We know one of them. 
And we also know he didn't have the op
portunity to kill Hanneman. So there are 
two of them. That was our tip. Two 
aboard. Pitts Hanneman and Mrs. Pel!. 
These people are canny. They don't con
tact each other. Not where it can be ob
served!' 

I frowned. It didn't seem to fit just 
right. "Look, maybe I 'm · stupid. But I 
thought, according to the comic books I 
read , that there was big dough in this im
porting dope for the t witch and flitter 
trade. So why the uproar over a lousy 
thirty thousand ?" 

"Thirty thousand, plus a ·willing tool, 
Simon. First they'd take the thirty thou: 
sand, and then they'd show her one of the 
photostats @{ that receipt she signed. And 
then .they'd send her down to join t:he 

Mexican end (){ the @rganization. They 
have a sp@t all planned for her, we think. 
Using her obvious charms on gullible 
tourists to get them t<il take stuff across the 
border. She would do it well." 

"And enjoy the work," I said flatly. 
"She did hurt you, didn't she ?" 
"A long time ago, Skipper. Just the scar 

itches sometimes." I frowned again. "Say, 
don't they @rganize the smuggling better 
than that ?" 

"My dear Mr. Pell. The very best man 
you can get is some banker boy from To
ledo .with shining face, balding head and 
sterling reputation." 

"Marj could coJ.lect that type like postage 
stamps.'" 

"She's still got a little too much spirit 
for them. They planned to break her d0wn, 
flatten her eut good, and then put her to 
work after they had taken her for as much 
money as th'ey could get. " 

"Lovely peo�le." 

" I've seen what they've done. I've seen 
a fifteen-year-old boy who was opening his 
wrist vein with a pin and using an eye
dropper as a syringe to squirt himself full 
of dreams. I hate them, S imon. I hate 
their guts ! "  

" Look. I better pack. Not much time 
left." 

"You'll have plenty of time, Simon. 
Everybody on this train is going to have 
a 1ong personal interview, and show creden
tials. AU of them are going to be hopping 
mad except one. And he's going to be 
scared and desperate." 

CHAPTER THREE 

The Invisible Man 

T 
HEY ran the train over onto a 
siding that hadn't been used since 
Casey Jones took his header. It was 

out .in a wilderness of tracks, out near a 
jungle (j){ derelict box: cars and rusting 
steam locomotives. Chicago came equipped 
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with its usual strong wind. The train 
stopped and the men were already spotted. 
Spaced out. A perimeter guard with shot
guns and riot guns through the crooks of 
their arms. Neat young men who leaned 
against the wind while their topcoats 
flapped. 

A puffy little man with protruding glass
blue eyes collared me in the aisle. "Friend, 
this is an outrage," he wheezed. 

"What's the trouble ?" 
"Haven't you heard ? Look where we 

are. Out in the middle of nowhere ! Some 
bum was knifed on the train. Bus,hody 
cops have taken over one of the cars up 
front. We got to go up there, one at a 
time, and let them question us. Me, I got 
a meeting to go to .... 

The little man stamped on down the 
aisle, grunting and wheezing with indigna
tion. 

An official came through. "Kindly re
main in your own car until called." 

I looked out my window for a while. 
They were handling it pretty well. Every 
few minutes one person or a couple would 
head across the tracks, wind-blown Elizas 
crossing the ice, heading toward civiliza
tion. 

I wondered about Marj and decided to 
pay a little social call. I went into her car 
and tapped on her door. 

"Yes ?" a stentorian female voice said. 
I pushed the door open. An iron-gray, 

slab-faced m�tron with eyes like roller 
bearings stared at me. She had three 
parallel scratches down her cheek. Marj 
sat on the bed. I forgot about the planted 
knife, about her greedy amorality. She 
was a child who now stood outside life's 
candy store, nose flattened wistfully against 
the glass, looking in at the goodies she 
could no longer afford. 

They'd put handcuffs on her. The sleeve 
of her dress was ripped and her cheek was 
puffed, turning blue. She looked at me 
and said in a soft voice, "Thanks so much, 
Sim. Thanks for turning me in." 

There was no hope of explaining to her. 
She had gone too far away. She wouldn't 
hear anything I said. 

"Out," the matron said. 
Out I went, feeling exactly as though, 

hat in hand, I had tiptoed into sickly flower 
scent to view a waxen face on the casket 
pillow. I felt soul-sick and emptied. 

As I walked back, I told myself I was a 
big boy now. I shaved and everything. 
I 'd even snuck up on a gook tank and 
blown the left tread off it before dropping 
a present inside that went boom. So this 
was just a tramp I happened to marry 
once. Lots of people marry tramps. Lots . 
of tramps marry people. The silken wench 
was no longer a part of my life. It would 
be easy to forget her. Just as easy as leav
mg your head in the hatbox along with 
your hat. 

I went into the boy's room and sat on 
the leather bench and exchanged cool 
stares with :r salesman type inhabiting 
same bench, lipping an evil cigar butt. 

"Hell of a note," he said. 
"Yeah," said I . 
He got up and slapped himself vigorous

ly in the belly, belched largely and left, 
dropping the butt into a shallow spittoon 
where it hissed softly like a dying balloon. 

I got up and aimlessly tried the john 
door. Locked, of course. I had me a drink 
of ice water. I wondered if the lounge car 
was in a fluid state. I wandered back to
ward it. 

A conductor in a dark blue shiny suit 
said, "Stay in your own car, mister." He 
had bright red cheeks and frosty blue eyes 
and a shelf of yellow teeth that pushed his 
upper lip out of the way. 

"Got the time ?" I asked him. 
He looked at his wrist watch. "Nearly 

eleven, mister." 
I clumped back to the boy's room. I 

stood and looked out the top of the win
dow, the unglazed part. The staunch young 
men were still leaning against the wind. 
I wondered ho;w they'd work out as re-
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placements in Korea. Replacements are so "He went- over to the station. He'll be 
shocked at having the countryside loaded baclt." 
with eager little brown men who desire "Get keys some place, dam mit!" 
earnestly to shoot them dead, that they "Yes sir, Chief." 
obligingly freeze and get shot. The oHes Skipper said, " I f they don't find him 
who scramble fast enough to avoid this �hat "'·ay, the only answer is that he 
unhappy fate six or seven times thus be- brought his invisible coat along." She tried 
come what the newspapers call "combat- to smile, but there wasn't much heart in 
hardened veterans." it. " We wanted to get this one. Our tip-

The unobliging conductor appeared from ster told us he was very high in the or
somewhere on my right, spoke to one of ganization. "  
the young law enforcers, and plodded I stared at her. I said, too loudly, "He 
across the tracks toward the distant sta- did bring his invisible coat, honey. "  
tion, shiny shoulders hunched against he Tomb-face glared at me. " Shut up, you." 
fingers of the wind. I looked at him steadily. "Friend, maybe 

In due course they got to me. They said, you've gotten too accustomed to talking to 
"Okay, Pel!. Sit over there." I sat. They the lower classes. You use that tone of 
were thorough with the ones who came voice on me again and I 'll slap a little 
after me. Name, eccupation, residence, courtesy into you." 
identification, any personal letters, please. "When we want suggestions, Pell, 
Reason for the trip. All recorded neatly. we'll-" 

A hefty man with a tombstone face who "Ask me, because I happen to have one. 
seemed to be in charge said, with consid- Something has been nibbling away at the 
erable satisfaction, "Okay. That's one back of my mind. Now I know what it is. 
ninety-two. He's on the train, boys. Go If you want to hear it, suppose you tell me 
get him, and be careful." that you'll take it as easy as you can on 

S
KIPPER moved

· 
over and sat across 

from me. -"He was afraid to try to 
bluff 'is way through. We've got him now, 
Simon." 

It took thirty minutes. The boys came 
back. They looked as if the old farmer 
had just rock-salted them out of the 
orchard. 

"He's gone, Chief." 
Tomb-face stood up. "Gone! How ?" 
Maybe he dropped off the train bef�re 

it got here, Chief." 
"Impossible! You know that as well as 

do. Did you look everywhere ?" 
"Even the ladies' rooms," the thinnest 

one said with a prety blush. "One part of 
them is locked, of course. The train people 
locked them as we were coming in." 

"Maybe he picked · the lock on one of 
them. Where's that conductor ? Get his 
keys, Morgan." 

Mrs. Peii." 
"That isn't my decision to make, Pel!." 
"Then kindly go to hell. Every minute 

you staii, your friend is getting further 
away from here." 

· 

That got him. He probably had su
periors riding him. He licked his lips and 
looked almost human. 

· 

" I'll see what I can do," he said un-
easily. .a-

"Okay. Did you ever ask a conductor 
what time it is ? He pulls out a big gold 
turnip and tells you it is three and a half 
minutes to eleven. I ask a conductor the 
time. He looked at a wristwatch and said 
it was almost eleven. And then I saw him 
walk right through your cute little cordon 
out there. \iVho looks twice at a conductor's 
ra ... �· � l can even tell you where the real 
conductor is. Knocked out, or dead, and 
locked in one of the johns with bis own 
keys." 
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"I don't suppose you'd know what he 
looked like ?" Tomb-face asked, but gently 
this time. 

" I've got a vague idea. Five nine or ten. 
Hundred and sixty pounds. Gray hair, 
possibly bald on top. Bright red cheeks, 
high cheekbones, very cold little blue eyes. 
Big yellow teeth that stick out, making him 
look like Barney the Beaver. A lot of 
black hair on the backs of his hands. A 
gold ring, I think. Deep voice. Some holes 
in the side of his neck where he'd been 
lanced once upon a time. The right side of 
the neck ." 

"I didn't see him on the trip," Skipper 
said: 

"You'll probably find a porter that 
brought his meals to his compartment or 
bedroom." 

Tomb-face roared out of the car, and lit 
running, bellowing, waving his anus. 

"You surprise me, Simon," Skipper said. 
"That was a nice job of identification." 

"It doesn't surprise me as much as it 
would have a year ago. I 've just had a lot 
of training in observation, Skipper." 

They found the conductor with a mild 
concussion. He had opened a john door 
and a citizen had yanked him in by the 
front of his conductor suit and thumped 
his head against the wall. In there with 
the conductor was a nice gray expensive 
suit with the pockets emptied and the label 
ripped out of it. In a bedroom they found 
a brown bag, topcoat, felt hat. The hat 
had been purchased in Los Angeles, the 
bag in Seattle, and the laundry marks on 
the shirts were traced to a San Francisco 
hotel. 

Skipper kept me informed. I had to 
remain in Chicago. I was the guy who 
could make a positive identification, when 
and if they picked up our boy. Evidently 
Barney the Beaver had walked through the 
station and into a bottomless pit. The man 
they had been able to grab on the train was 
small fry, and he was not inclined to be 
talkative. 

CHAPTER FOUR 

The Eager Beaver 

Y
ES, Skipper kept me informed. She 
let me hold her hand in the movies. 
The petaled eyes stared at me over 

the rims of cocktail glasses. Her stride was 
long beside me as we walked dark streets. 
She let me kiss her, and, unlike Marj , it 
wasn't a tigress reaction. It was more like 
a kitten when you start to cuddle and then 
it takes a surprisingly sharp slash at you. 
We traded life histories, exchanged likes 
arrd dislikes, discovered a song that was 
'our song', and all the rest of it. You can't 
dress it up. It is common, ordinary, every
day falling in love. To the people involved 
it feels like it had never happened before 
to anyone in just that way. 

Marj 's charms had been startlingly self
:vident. But Skipper had a knack of creep
mg up on you. She would happen, by 
accident, to turn just so, or stand in a cer
tain way-and whoomp-there would be a 
line so breathtakingly lovely, so full of a 
soft and lingering promise, that it could 
make a bill collector weep. 

Over three a.m. coffee in a bean wagon, 
I told her she better marry me. She was 
lifting her cup and it stopped in n;id-air, 
wavered and floated back down to the 
saucer. Her lips were the shape of your 
first game of post office. 

"This is so sudden. Give me time to 
think it over . . . .  Okay, I 've thought it 
over. Yes, Simon. Oh, yes, yes, yes !" 

The ham-handed counterman propped 
his chin on his fists and looked dreamy. 
"So lovely," he purred. "Such a beauti
ful emotion, love." 

Coffee was on the house. Wedding pres
ent number one. 

For three days I went around patting 
children on the head. Some of the hard
bitten Chicago tykes spat through a curled 
lip and said, "Go pat ya own head, ya 
creep." 
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My phone rang beside my hotel bed in 

the middle of the night. " Simon, darling. 
I 'm down in the lobby." 

her, some part of me died while I stood 
and looked out the windows at the sleep
ing city. 

"Check in with the house dick and come 
up." 

I had time to ice-water my face and belt . 
myself into a robe and jam the ugly toe
less foot stubs into the trick shoes before 
she came through the door I had opened 
for her. 

Incongruously, I remembered two Ma
rine sergeants who had hated each other 
with bloody fervor. Twice they had gone 
after each other with knives. No name was 
too foul to call the other. Fate had trapped 
them in the same outfit, and kept them 
there. And then I had seen one of them 

I kissed her. "Aha ! You are now in by a bridge over the Yalu River, crying 
my powah, fair maid," I said. like a child, vocalizing his sobs, staring 

She didn't smile. "Simon, I had to come at the mortar-smashed body of the other. 
and tell you this. I had to be the one to Skipper came up to n;e and put her 
tell you. Dear Simon. I've been so j ealous hand on my shoulder. "Do you want me 
of her, of what she had of you and what to stay for awhile, Simon ?" 
she took away from you. NOW I'm so " 1\  o, thanks. I'll be okay in the morn-
ashamed." ing. Thanks for telling me right away, 

I stared at her, at tears she ignored. Skip. "  
"You talking about Marj ? "  "I love you, Simon. Remember that." 

" Get yourself a drink, Simon, and sit "You're my girl. That woman was a 
down." stranger. Someone I happened to know 

I obeyed orders. I slugged myself with once upon a time." 
a dollop of bourbon. I had the feeling I I smiled at her, but I guess the smile 
wasn't going to like this. \Vasn 't too convincing. Maybe the ache 

I didn't like it at all. Mrs. Pell, in the and the sense of loss was showing. Her 
middle of the night, had taken her baggy tears had stopped and her smile was 
gray prison dress and had ripped it into measured, precise, careful. 
strips, woven the strips into a makeshift "Good night, Simon .. , 
rope, fashioned a slipknot. Then she had I walked her to the door and opened 
soaked the rope so that the knot would it. Barney the Beaver slid in, kicked the 
slide tight. There being nothing in the door shut and slid along the wall. His gun 
cell she could hang herself to, she had was aimed in exactly the right place to 
merely put the noose around her neck, keep me from moving-right where Skip
tied the free end ·to a bar of the cell door, per's high round hip curved into her 
then thrown herself backward. Apparent- slender waist. 

' 

ly she had tried to change her mind later. "You're the bright boy,' '  he said huskily. 
She had clawed and torn her throat in the "You're looking a little :?hopworn," I 
area of the wet knot, but it had buried it- said. " Lost weight, haven't you ? Where 
self too deeply. have you been hiding ? In the zoo with the 

I got up and walked to the windows, rest of the beavers ?" 
looking out, seeing nothing. I was remem- *' .. " P ick the girl up. Go on. Pick her up." 

bering things. The position in which she I did so. One ann under her knees, one 
al ways sl_ept. Curled up, · childish, seem- arm under her shoulders, my left hand 
ingly innocent. Her passion for lizard under her armpit where I could feel, 
shoes. Sound of her laughter. Her warm again st my fingers; the delicate rib cage, 
lips. the hard !?a-th ud of her heart. It was a 

Though I had thought myself cured of cute idea. She couldn't do anything and 
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neither could I. Unless I wanted to rush 
him, using her as a shield. 

"What are the plans ?" I said. 
"With you gone, Pe11, they haven't got 

anything that will stand up in court. They 
can inconvenience the hell out of me, but 
they can't prove anything fqr keeps." 

"Sounds logical . Gets you out of one 
j am and into another." 

It is distinctly a lot of shinola about guys 
fresh from combat sneering at a feeble 
little thing like a Police Positive with the 
barrel hacked off to a two-inch length. I 
did not feel confident that I could catch 
those slugs in my teeth and spit them back 
at him. I felt that they would make large 
holes in me and those holes would hurt like 
he11, and I wanted no part of them. 

His face was more yellow than I re
membered it. He sti11 looked, though, as if 
he should be wearing a conductor suit. 
He chomped his underlip with those horse 
teeth. 
1He appeared to be thinking. 
'Skipper looked at him for a long time, 

then turned her face toward my chest. 
Her arm was around my shoulders. . I 
didn't blame her for looking away. A 
truly evil man is never pretty, particularly 
when he is busy contemplating evil. He 
gave a little shrug that meant he had made 
up his mind. 

"Now do just like I tell you, and it 
won't hurt either of you a bit." 

"What are we going to have, a suicide 
pact ?" 

He sucked the big teeth. It sounded like 
a Ubangi kiss. "Out the window hand in 
hand," he said. "Lover's leap. But you'll 
be sleeping while you drop, kids." 

sKIPPER took a deep breath and bega@ 
to tremble more violently. She wasn't 

at all brave. Me, I showed no reaction at 
all, if you don't count the sweat that was 
running down into my socks. 
· "Set her down," he said. I did. "Now 

come here, girl. Circle around so I can keep 

an eye on smart boy. That's a girl. Now 
turn around. Easy." 

As soon as her back was to him, he 
reached out with his free hand and grabbed 
her wrist, twisted it up between her shoul
der blades. Her smaJI whimper was 
quickly stifled. I saw her face turn gray. 

"Now smart boy, sit down at that desk 
and write. Move !" 

Any hesitation I felt was immediately 
cancelled out by her slightly shriller sound 
of pain. She didn't break down She 
didn't cry. She stood and took it and shut 
her teeth hard on the pain of it. 

Chess is a lovely game. The opponent 
starts making a series of forcing moves. 
You make the predicted answering move 
each time. And you wait and you hope to 
find a hole in the attack. 

"Write what I say. 'To whom it may 
concern. \'-le are taking the only way out. 
\Ve have no regrets.' Got that ?" 

The hotel nib scratched along the sta
tionery. "Sign it," he said. I signed it. 
My own death certificate. 

"Now don't move. Put your hands flat 
on that table and don'f•move a muscle." 

My chance. I put my hands flat on the 
table. My ears went to work for me. I 
could hear the grass growing in a park 
three blocks away. I could hear city traffic 
in Cleveland. And with my hands braced; . 
I heard the soft scuff of shoe leather on the 
rug. I heard the fabric of his sleeve scrape 
against the fabric of the side of his coat 
as he lifted his arm. 

I shoved myself back toward him, hard. 
With all the strength I could put into my 
arms and legs, I shot back at him. And 
shot back into the direct path of some damn 
fool who was driving through the hotel 
room with a tractor-trailer combo. He ran 
me down and smashed my head like a 
stomped P,Umpkin. 

I was nine fathoms deep in <f warm tank 
of oil, dirty oil that would raise hell with 
your ring job. I was swirled gently, end 
for end, in the depths of the oil tank. And 
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then I stopped \\·hirling and began to float 
slowly toward the surface, face down. 
Surface tension held me under, then let 
me up with a popping sound. Now I rested 
on top of the surface of the oil. And under 
my cheek the texture changed. From oil 
to hotel rug. The truck had run over my 
head with tire chains on. 

I haYe a notoriously hard skull. In my 
school we used to have butting contests. 
Simon the Goat, they called . me. Flushed 
with victory, I let a girl named Hortense 
tap me one day with the flat of a hatchet. 
She used both hands. I was punchy for 
three \'1-·eeks but otherwise undamaged. 

I had come recently from a place where, 
if you are knocked down, you do not sit up 
until reasonably certain that what you 
intend to sit on has not been shot off in 
the e:xcitement. 

Shoes whispered on tln! rug. Hard 
fingers got hold of my ear and twisted it. 
My head was lifted off the floor by the ear. 
\Vhen the fingers let go, I let my head 
bounce on the rug. I looked through the 
lashes of the eye closest to the rug. A 
large shoe was three inches from my nose. 
It went a"·ay. Beyond it I saw my girl. 
Not all of her. Just the pleasant curvature 
of her back as she lay face down on the 
floor. Her back moved just enough so that 
I could tell she was breathing. 

And suddenly she was hauled out of 
sight. The window was over that way. I 
took a look. Barney the Beaver was 
dragging her to the window. I didn't want 
my girl dropped out the window. My room 
was on the fourteenth floor. Barney had 
said we were going out hand in hand, not 
one at a time. Drop one first and some
body is going to look up in time to see the 
second party get thrust out. But it was 
hell to keep my head down and wonder if 
he'd changed his plans. 

His feet came over again. He hoisted my 
ankles and dragged me over to the win
dow, face down. I let my head roll to the 

· side. Warmth touched my hand. Warmth 

under the · girl-clothes. The window slid 
up. Nice and wide open. Probably the · 
Beaver planned to put us face down over 
the wide sill, side by side, then upsy-daisy 
with our heels. 

THOUGHTS and conjectures were 
roaring through my mind like trains 

heading through a tunnel. And before the 
sound of the opening window had com
pletely ceased, it occurred to· me that the 
most natural thing for any man to do when 
planning to drop a heavy package out a 
window is to take a look down and make 
certain that there is nothing in the way of 
the drop. 

I counted up to the square root of minus 
three and came up fast. 

Maybe �me character comes to rescue 
the girl on horseback, waving his lance 
like crazy. And some other joker bares 
his manly fists and whips the seven villains 
while she looks on, her eyes glowing with 
girlish pride. Me-l merely put each hand 
firmly against the two hemispherical sec
tions where his shabby pants were the 
tightest and gave a nervous shove. I think 
I also gave a nervous giggle. I didn't feel 
heroic. I even felt it was a dirty trick. 

He went out like the fat clown who al
ways gets pushed into the swimming pool. 
His legs scissored through the open win
dow without even brushing the.§ides. 

He must have taken a big gulp of that 
cold night air as he went out. Because the 
whistling scream started immediately, and 
he screamed all the way down through the 
night, like one of those whistling sky
rockets they used to shoot off on the fourth 
of July. 

When the scream stopped, I looked out 
cautiously, gagged weakly, and sat on the 
floor. 

My girl had blood in her hair. I pulled 
her head into my lap. I kissed her lips, 
nose, cheeks, forehead and eyelids. I tried 
to pick her up, but she had gotten too 

( Cpntinued on (Ja.ge 111) 



She saw Bob, then the gun, and stood 
frozen like a bird. 

Er T A.L�A.GE I>OWELL 

THE 13E�UTIFUL 
�ISS 130RGI� 

The bitter years in stir had taught Bob 

A
T JUST after ten that night, Bob 
Myrick entered the apartment house 

Myrick that the blonde thrush was 

poison-but he had to see her once 

nwre to prove he was cured 1 
28 

· where his sister Pam lived. As 
apartment houses go, it wasn't too fine a 
place. A thirty-five dollar a month walk-up, 
with worn carpets, the odor of everybody's 
cooking in the downstairs hall, and the 
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sounds of everybody's living all through 
the building. On the second floor, Bob 
knocked on Pam's door. Light, eager wings 
beat their way up in his chest, brought a 
smile to his face. It had been three years 
-but tonight he was a free man. 

He heard the crisp sounds of Pam's foot
steps. She opened the door. She drew in a 
breath, said, " Bob ! Bob, you're home ! "  

" Hi,  sis. " H e  took her chin i n  his hand 
and kissed her on the cheek. A lump came 
to his throat. She was small and neatly 
built, and the light behind her made bur
nished copper of her hair. B ut there were 
tired lines about her eyes, almost hidden, 
almost unnoticeable. 

As far back as Bob could remember, 
Pam had meant home to him. Since their 
folks had died, he and Pam had been alone. 
Pictures of her flashed through his mind. 
Pam bundling him in a sweater and send
ing him off to school, when she was still 
as young a's a lot of high school seniors 
herself. Pam standing on her feet behind 
a bargain basement counter to earn money 
for their food and clothes, to pay their rent. 

And later, Pam trying to keep him out of 
trouble, telling the police that he was only 
a wild kid, getting him another chance. 

Until that last time. Not another chance 
then. He'd drawn three years. And at that 
he'd been lucky. Burglary was a serious 
charge. 

Pam closed the li;ing room door, touched 
his pale, gaunt face as if assuring herself he 
was really there. " It's so good to see you, 
Bolt. But I didn't expect . . .  " 

"Time off for good behavior. I didn't 
write. I wanted to make it a surprise. " 

He was aware of a sound behind him, 
tumed. In · the doorway across the mom 
stood Steve I vey. 

For a • moment there was silence. The 
roOtp chilled as Bob stood and looked at 
Steve and Steve looked: at him. Bob shifted 
his gaze to Pam, saw the sudden strain in 
her face. 

" Bob, " she said, her voice sounding 

quick, brittle in the silent room. " Steve and 
I-we were j ust throwing a snack together 
in the kitchen. Come on out and j oin us. "  

He saw that her face was white. She 
was pleading with her eyes. Steve Ivey, 
dropping by. It must be a pretty regular 
thing, Bob thought, if it had reached the 
stage of whipping up snacks together in 
her kitchen. 

Bob could see Pam's thoughts mirrored 
in her e\·es : Plt·asf. Bob. Stf�•e's a regular 
guy. H

"
f hatfd to do n•lwt he did to )'O�t. 

But he �ms a cop. H f had to. 
Steve advanced across the room. " Glad 

to see you, Bob . "  
Bob turned. Steve was holding out his 

hand. Touching his lips with his tongue, 
Bob took the proffered hand, shook it. Be
hind him, he sensed Pam's faint gasp of 
relief. 

Okay, Bob thought, if this was the way 
.it had to be. He rememlJered the day Pam 
had met Steve I vey. She'd come to head
quarters to tell them again that Bob was a 
good kid, only wild. Steve had been in 
charge of the case. and had listened to her. 
But the sister plea hadn't done any good 
that time. Steve had Peewee Darran's 
statement ; Peewee had ratted to save his 
own rotten skin. And Steve was a cop . . . .  
A crazy start for love's beginnings, Bob 
thought bleakly. 

T
HEY went out to the six-by-eight ' kitchen. The awkward moment endured, 

lengthened. Bob had the feeling that he'd 
like to shove the walls back, that the tiny 
kitchen was too small to hold the three of 
them. 

He ate scrambled eggs, bacon, toast, and 
coffee that Steve prepared. Bob thought : 
I 've ahmys wanted this for Pam-a good 
guy to .love h er, care for her. But Steve 
I vey ? He watched Steve and wondered . . . .  

The same rawhide tallness, the same 
rugged, almost handsome face. That was 
Steve. But there it was-in his gray eyes. 
The coldness, the implacable light of the 
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hunter. No human feeling ; a hunk of stone 
where his heart should be. Human beings 
were mere pawns on his chessboard. 

A guy like that for Pam ? 
They talked in spurts. Steve said he'd 

been promoted. He was on Homicide now, 
and had to catch his graveyard trick at 
midnight tonight. 

Then at last Bob was rising, saying he 
had to run along. Pam follovv:ed him to the 
living room. He spoke softly , "You're 
pretty sweet on that guy back in the kitch-. "' " en, sis r 

She looked at him ; he watched her swal
low, saw her nod. 

"Sure, " he said, managing a smile. 
"Luck, sis, and all the happiness ." 

"But, Bob, you're staying here ! I 
thought . . .  " 

"No, sis. Got to look for a job. A guy 
or two I want to see. " 

"Not Peewee Darran, Bob ! "  
The thought of the way Darran had sold 

him up the river knotted Bob's stomach 
muscles, but he shook his head. 

"And, Bob--" Her voice caught. "Not 
the Gilded Lily ? You're not going back 
there, to her ? Please, Bob, stay away from 
the Gilded Lily . "  

"Sure, sis. " He told her good night, 
gave her arm a gentle squeeze, and went 
out. 

DO\vn on the street, Bob stood with his 
back against the wall of the building. Night 
had dissipated little of the heat of the day. 
Traffic crawled ; a few people sat like shad
ows here and there on front steps. Young 
couples passed, arm in ar�1. It �·as life and 

. people and free air. But Bob's senses failed 
to soak it up ; the droplets of sweat on his 
forehead were not entirely from the heat. 

His lips were flat, compressed. He kept 
thinking, She's still there, at the Gilded 
Lily. Marcillene . . . .  

He spun on his heel so fast he almost 
bumped in an old lady. She said, "Mercy !" 
righted her hat and stared after the retreat
ing back of the hurrying, pale young man. 

Bob was opening and closing hrs hands. 
He'd had three years in which to think, and 
a man can do a lot of thinking in three 
years. He knew which road he wanted to 
take now. But he was going back to the 
Gilded Lily. Tonight. Something strong 
>vas driving him. He had to go back. He 
had to make sure he was cured. 

The Gilded Lily \vas composed of equal 
parts of smoke. lights, darkness, shadowy 
people, the tinkle of glasses, and the low un
dulating buzz and hum of conversation. 
Bob's eyes swept over it all ; the long, 
crowded bar, glasses stacked before the 
back-bar mirror, chrome-framed tables and 
chairs, leather-upholstered booths. He lifted 
his gaze further, to the piano dais in back. 
But she wasn't there. The bench was empty, 
the grand piano waiting in almost total 
darkness for her, waiting for the touch of 
Marcillene's nimble fingers. 

He moved on into the bar, feeling a little 
limp. For three years he'd been steeling 
himself against her. Telling himself she was 
no good, reminding himself that she hadn't 
been to see him once. She was Harry 
Heintz' girl. But his heart still beat thick 
and fast, filling his chest, whenever he 
thought of her. 

He told himself that he'd built her up in 
his mind, made her a dream-like image of 
perfection. People are like that. Anything 
they can't reach out and touch always seems 
different. More enticing. But he was out 
now, a free man. He could see her as she 
really was, tickling a piano keyboard, sing
ing her sultry little songs in a second-rate 
bar. One look, he told himself, and he'd 
never again doubt that he was cured . . . .  

BOB crowded his way up to the bar and 
ordered a whiskey and water. He had 

the drink halfway to his lips wjlen a voice 
behind him said, "As I live and gasp for 
air ! Are these old eyes deceiving me, or 
is it really Bobby Myrick ?" 

Bob looked in the back-bar mirror; and 
in the mirror his gaze met two pale gray 
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eye�>set in a fat, blubbery face under a bald 
brow. In the dim l ighting the face was in
distinct, and Bob searched a moment for a 
name. Then it came to him. "Banklin ." 

" R ight. lad . "  Banklin punched him on 
the shoulder with a fat pink hand as Bob 
set down his drink and turned. "' Glad to 
see you, Bobby. I saw you when you 
walked in, · but it took a moment for it to 
sink in that I was really looking at Bob 
Myrick. " Banklin's hand ,,·as on his arm. 
"Come on over to my booth and have a 
drink. "  

" I  got a drink. " 
Banklin chuckled. " Sure. Bring it on 

over to my booth. I'll stand you another." 
He was through with people like B ank

lin, Bob thought. It had cost Pam a lot of 
suffering and him three years behind bars. 
to make him see a few things sensibly He 
was cured. 

But he'd never be in the Gilded Lily 
again. Banklin was waiting. There was na 

real sense in insulting Banklin. "Okay," 
Bob said. " One drink. " 

He followed Banklin's waddling hulk over 
to a booth. The big fat man had aged. 
It ��·as Banklin's boast that he'd been the 
finest con man in the country in his day. 
He'd posed as everything from a \i\lestern 
cattle baron to a stock broker. But his day 
was past ,  judging from present appear
ances. H i s  suit was worn, needed cleaning. 
The back of his shirt collar, visible to Bob 
over his coat, was soiled and limp. They 

. all fall on hard times sooner or later, Bob 
thought grimly. 

\\'ith a wheezing sigh, Banklin worked 
his way in the booth. Bob sat down. 

" \:Veil, Bobby. how goes it ? Any plans 
for the future ? "  

" A  few . "  
Ba.nklin toyed with an empty glass. With

out moying his head up, he cut his gaze up 
to Bob's face. His voice came, fat and soft, · 
" Plans for Peewee Darran, Bob ?" 
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Cold washed down Bob's spine. His face 
felt stiff. Slowly he made himself relax. 
"I 'd like to wring Darran's scrawny neck, " 
he admitted, "but the answer is no. I got 
no plans for Darran. "  

Banklin chuckled. " Sure, I know. A lot 
of them feel like that when they first get out 
of stir. They're going to be lone wolfs, 
plenty tough, cutting nobody in on their 
plans." 

" I  told you the answer is no. " Bob's 
voice sounded harsh and loud in his ears. 
"Darran and I broke in the pawnshop that 
night. I wanted to-buy nice things for a 
dame. Darran squealed when we got caught. 
He drew a suspended sentence, while I 
went up. But I'm not dirtying my hands 
with Darran. He'll get his one of these 
days without me. " 

Banklin's fat shoulders shook again in 
that knowing chuckle. "Anyway, you'd 
have to find him, Bobby." He jerked his 
gaze up, as if trying to catch whatever 
might be in Bob's eyes. "You wouldn't 
have heard, • but about three weeks ago an 
old playboy geezer named Thad Berry
winkle got killed. This Berrywinkle had 
dough. He liked to get around, to see every 
kind of joint. As near as the cops can fig
ure, somebody got some plenty hot black
mail stuff on Berrywinkle-the old geezer 
was married. Berrywinkle wouldn't pay. 
He was about to turn in the blackmailer, 
and the blackmailer killed him." 

Bob started to speak, but Banklin stopped 
him with a gesture of his hand. "That's 
where Peewee Darran comes in. Rumor has 
it that Peewee knows the identity of Berry
winkle's murderer. Darran has dropped out 
of sight, and if you wanted to do anything 
about Peewee, Bob, you'd have to find him 
first. It wouldn't be easy. Peewee is well 
holed up. " He drummed on the table. His 
voice lowered. " It might be that I could 
give you an address, Bobby. . . " 

" I'm not interested." 
"Hell, " Banklin chuckled. " I  know 

that ." Then he pulled an old envelope from 

his pocket, tore off a piece of it, fished'for 
a pencil. He wrote an address, stuffed the 
paper in Bob's breast pocket. "Think it 
over, Bobby. I 'm j ust trying to do you a 
favor." 

Bob passed his hand through his hair. 
"Are you going to order that drink, Bank
lin ?" He was trembling a little. 

BOB sensed a movement at his elbow. He 
looked up. Banklin, in the act of ris

ing, retained his half-risen position. Harry 
Heintz was standing beside the booth. 
"Hello, Bob. Come back to steal my girl ?" 

Heintz dropped a glance at Banklin. 
"Sit down. I 'll buy. " He caught a waiter's 
eye, told him to set up three over here. 

Then he turned back to Bob. Heintz 
looked the same as ever. The same pinched 
shoulders, blown up by the well-tailored 
blue suit. The same pinched face, with the 
eyes close together over the nose. Crinkly 
blond hair. The same always-present imi
tation gardenia in the left lapel. He said, 
"Be around long, Bob ?" 

" I  hadn't given it much thought. "  He 
used to fawn over this punk, Bob remem
bered. He used to think Heintz was hot 
stuff because he owned the Gilded Lily and 
wore expensive cloths and a gardenia in his 
buttonhole. And Bob was just a cheap sap 

· to him. Send the young punk out on a job, 
let him risk his neck. It must have afforded 
Heintz many a laugh. And her-Marci�lene 
-had she laughed with him when the young 
punk had gone ? 

The drinks came. Heintz fingered his. 
He looked at Bob, his eyes hard. Banklin 
shifted uneasily. 

"Just one thing, Bob," Heintz said. " I  
want you to get this straight, if you're 
thinking of staying around town long. Keep 
away from Marcillene. I didn't like the 
play you made for her before you . went up 
tpe river, not a damned bit, Bob. The more 
I thought of it, the less I liked it." 

As if the mention of Marcillene's name 
had brought her back, a rippled arpeggio 
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came from the piano. The sounds were 
caressing, soft, but they crashed in Bob's 
ears. His throat went tight. He gripped the 
edge of the table. 

Over the top of the booth he could see 
her, sitting at the piano. A golden flash of 
loveliness. A flowing body beneath a cling
ing gown, a soft face touched by soft light, 
a blonde vision of hair with a feathery sort 
of white flower in it. She was looking out 
at the faces turned toward her, smiling. 
White teeth, blood-red lips. Blood-red nails 
rippling over the piano keyboard. Marcil
lene . . . .  

"See what I mean, Bob ?" Heintz' sar
donic voice reached out to him. "My girl, 
Bob. Everything understood ?" 

"An angel, "  Banklin sighed. "A golden 
angel ! "  

Bob barely heard their words. He was 
limp inside. He felt sweat crawling down 
the back of his neck. He knew what had 
driven his steps here. It wasn't the desire 
to have a last look so he could forget her 
forever. 

He tossed off his drink. 
The liquor burned going down, but not 

enough to suit him. Three years of hating 
her because he'd once worshipped her. 
Hating her because she was identified in 
his mind with Heintz, the Gilded Lily, and 
its kind. With Peewee and Banklin, �ho'd 
once been Peewee's closet friend but who 
now was willing to sic a revenge-hungry 
ex-con on him. Bob had wanted to break 
from it all, out now he could only watch the 
dim blue lights of the place blur in his 
vision, ut1ti l only her face was dear before 
him. 

She seemed to be fading. It scared him. 
-He felt Banklin"s hand on his shoulder, 
shaking him. "Bobby . . .  " 

" I  feel a little sick. A breath of air . . . .  
Back in a moment ." 

He made it to his feet, stumbled his way 
out of the bar. A strange cold feeling of 
' suspension filled his mind. He wanted to 
heave, and lurched toward the alley beside 

the Gilded Lily. He wobbled down the dark 
tunnel of the alley, a numb terror growing 
in him. He knew that one or two drinks 
shouldn't have made him· feel like this. 

He pitched forward on his face in the 
middle of the alley. No sound left his 
lips. 0 0 0 

The dampness on his face brought Bob 
back to life, but it was a slow process. 
Strands of gray swirled in the dense black
ness : then lights sparked against his 
clamped eyelids. He uttered a short, soft 
groan, stirred. He lifted one hand to brush 
away the moisture. He opened his eyes. 
Pale light was like steel wool against his 
eyeballs. He was conscious, but shadows 
still filled his brain. He sat up ; the move
ment caused his stomach to roll and churn. 
He gasped, swallowing back the sickness. 

Exterior objects began to come in focus. 
Pain crashed through his head. He was on 
the hard, bare floor of a room. His eyes 
picked out cheap, junky furnishings, dirty 
walls, a wan light bulb glowing in a cheap 
lamp on a rickety table. A movement beside 
him caught his eye. He jerked his gaze 
around. It was a dingy curtain, billowing 
out from the open window. He heard the 
faint patter of rain outside. The heat of 
the night had brought a shower. Droplets 
of moisture blowing through the open win
dow had awakened him. 

He remembered passing out in the alley. 
No\\· he was waking in a strange room. It 
didn't make sense. · 

Drawing breath hard, he stumbled to his 
feet. His toe met an object, sent it clatter
ing. Bob looked down. It took a moment 
for the fact to sink in that he'd kicked a 
knife. A long, keen and very bloody 
knife . . . .  

His throat constricted. He picked the 
knife .up, dropped it as he saw his hand. 
His fingers were encrusted with splotches 
of dried blood. 

His breathing shattered against the dirty 
walls of the room. He stood without mov
ing an instant, afraid to turn toward the 



34 Talmage Powell 

bed, his flesh prickling with horror as he 
guessed what he would see lying there. 

His guess wasn't wrong. In death, Pee
wee Darran looked smaller than ever. His 
thin, stooped body was in a twisted, queer 
huddle. The grimy sheets were mussed on 
the swaybacked bed, as if Peewee had strug
gled. His mouth was open, as if he'd tried 
to cry out, only to have the sound stopped 
by the knife that had razored its way across 
his plucked-chicken neck. 

BOB clutched the footboard of the bed 
and stared at Peewee Darran. He'd 

hated Darran . Once he'd wanted to kill 
him. He'd got over that. Three years to 
think, to come to his senses. But . . .  

Could he have regained partial conscious
ness there in the alley ? Could the kill urge 
have come upon him, in his befuddled state, 
and crazed him momentarily ? The address 
that Banklin had given him-had it led him 
to Darran . . .  a knife . . .  a struggle ? 

"Hell, no ! "  Bob choked. "I'm not going 
to think that. I wouldn't have done it. I 
couldn't have ! "  

His gaze had come to rest o n  Darran's 
left hand without, at first, noticing anything 
unusual. Then he realized that Darran's 
hand was clenched, pulled up in an awk
ward position. H� moved around the bed, 
took the chilling hand, pried the fingers 
open. 

At first he thought the hand was empty. 
Then, almost invisible against the dead 
flesh, he saw the minute white piece of lint. 
Part of a feather ? It had stuck to Darran's 
sweaty flesh, but it could have easily been 
a piece of down that had worked its way 
partially from the lumpy pillow. In a last 
death spasm, Peewee must have clutched at 
the nearest thing, his pillow-jerking his 
hand away, still clenched, as death swooped 
over him. 

Bob shook his head. He tried to think. 
His mind was muddled, the thoughts com
ing through like car lights stabbing heavy 
fog. 

He looked toward the window. There 
might be a fire escape, a way that he could 
get out of here without being seen. 

He was halfway. to the window when the 
door behind him slammed open. It brought 
Bob around in a half crouch� Steve I vey 
was standing in the doorway. 

A dim light in the deserted hallway sil
houetted him. Like a jungle cat, ready to 
pounce upon its prey, Steve moved forward. 
The light glinted dully on the gun in his 
hand. 

" I'd stand still if I were you, Bob. " Steve 
heeled the door closed. 

Bob's mouth set in bitter lines. He 
looked from Steve to Darran's body, back 
to Steve. "i guess you love this, don't 
you ?" 

Steve ignored the question. "Why'd you 
do it, Bob ? Damn you, don't you know 
what this will do to her-to Pam ? You 
think it's worth all that just to get your 
revenge on Darran ?" 

"Talk on, copper. You'll never believe 
I didn't do it. " 

He watched Steve's face, the motions of 
his body. Neat tailored suit ; neat, almost 
handsome face. Neat, inhuman efficiency. 

A dumb punk found with a corps�: 
Caught red-handed. Another conviction .fur 
the fair-haired smart boy, the homicide cop. 
Steye might experience a momentary pang 
that it was his girl's brother, but he'd flick 
it aside. Duty, he'd say. And 'at head
quarters they'd pat him on the back, offer 
their sympathy, make a legend of him, and 
Steve would go on until maybe one day he'd 
become the commissioner. 

Bob stood with a great empty space in
side of him. He forced calmness into his 
voice. "How'd you get here, Ivey ?" 

"A phone call. Another tenant here in 
the house. "  

Bob took a step toward him. "And 
where's the tenant ? It doesn't strike you 
as funny, that kind of call, with the tenant 
not sticking around to see the excitement 
when you got here ?" 
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"You'll have to do better than that, Bob," 
Steve said coldly. "Nobody likes to get 
drawn in murder, even as a material wit
·ness. A guy living in a neighborhood like 
this one wouldn't stick around after report
ing a murder. "  

Bob took another step. H i s  brow was hot 
and damp. A one-time loser already, with 
plenty of motive. Why look further ? Why 
be silly and complicate a perfectly obvious 
killing ? 

He shivered a little, his mouth opening 
and closing. Steve laughed, smug and sure. 
"Give me your hands, Bob." 

Bob set his teeth against the cocksureness 
of the laugh, held out his left hand. Steve 
I vey reached toward his back pocket for 
handcuffs. 

Bob moved then, going in fast. His left 
hand grabbed the gun, swung it up. His 
right fist smashed Steve in the face. Steve 
cursed, held to the gun, brought his other 
hand up in a short, hard jab. 

Bob took the blow on his mouth, tasting 
blood, seeing the swift flash of fire across 
his brain. He hit Steve again, and again. 

He saw Steve's head snap back, his eyes 
roll up in his head. Steve began to buckle 
at the knees, and Bob stepped back. He 
watched Steve crumple to the floor. 

Breathing hard, Bob scooped up Steve's 
gun, crossed the room, cracked the door. 
The hallway was still deserted. With a sob 
of relief Bob closed the door on Steve's 
prone form and Darran "s corpse. He moved 
quickly toward the stairway that would lead 
him down to the black, rainy night outside. 

THE rain had slackened, but the street 
ahead of the cruising taxicab was still 

slick with moisture. The neighborhood was 
one of cheap shops, of old brick buildings 
with black, vacant-looking \vindows. Here 
and there one of the old buildings had been 
converted into an apartment building. 

Before one of these, Bob's cab pulled to 
a stop. He paid the driver, tipped sparingly. 
The driver muttered, pulled the hack away. 

Bob stood on the sidewalk a moment. 
Banklin wasn't living well, judging from 
the looks of his apartment. It had taken 
Bob an hour and a visit to two of Banklin's 
old haunts to get this address. 

He mounted the steps, entered the build
ing. The vestibule was dimly lighted, thick 
with old mustiness. Stairs creaked here and 
there under his feet as he climbed to the 
second floor. 

With the passing of the light shower, the 
heat had returned to the night. Sweat 
beaded on Bob's forehead. Somewhere 
down the hall a man was snoring loudly. 

Bob stopped before the doorway of Bank
lin's room. A thread of light showed under 
the door. He put his ear against the panel, 
heard nothing at first. Then he heard 
Banklin's heavy sigh and the clink of a 
glass against the neck of a bottle. Bob 
waited, but there was only that one clink, 
indicating that Banklin was probably alone. 

Bob gripped the doorknob in his sweaty 
hand, turned it. He jammed the door wide, 
stepped into the room. 

He got a flashing impression of a worn 
rug, a lumpy couch, a cheap radio almost 
buried in a mound of racing forms on a 
table. On the walls were photographs of 
prizefighters, ball players, night club enter- . 
tainers : mocking, dusty reminders of Bank
lin's better days. 

Banklin was in a threadbare easy chair, 
his shirt open at the throat, a glass in his 
hand, a bottle beside the chair on the floor. 
He heaved himself up at the sight of Bob, 
his eyes bulging. Breath rushed out of him 
as he stared at the gun Bob had taken from 
Steve Ivey. He slipped back in his chair. 

" \Vell . . .  " Banklin wheezed, trying to 
gain a little composure. " I  see you're up 
late tonight, Bob. Have a drink ?" He 
eyed the gun. 

Bob advanced in the room. Banklin sat 
poised, his hands trembling faintly. He 
tossed off his drink, eased h i s bulk up out 
of his chair. 

"Bobby pal, why the gun ?" 
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"To make sure a little talk we're going 
to have goes perfectly straight. I 've got no 
time to beat around the bush. I sa>w Dar
ran. He's dead ." 

Banklin's face went slack ; h i s jowls quiv
ered. "Dead ? Hell . Bohby, I never 
dreamed . . . I just thought you'd rough 
him up . . . .  Bobby, you'd better. scram out 

· of town fast ! " . 
"Why ?" Bob said harshly. " I  didn't kill 

him. I think you did, Bank lin ! "  
Stark surprise whitened Banklin's face. 

"What gave you that kind of idea, Bobby ?" 
" I  think you were i n  that blackmail mess. 

Old Thad Berrywinkle, remember ? You 
were shaking Berrywinkle down. He kicked. 
You're the one who killed him. But Dar
.ran knew. You located him, but were try
ing to figure a way to kill him with safety. 
Then I walked into the picture. The per
fect fall guy . The perfect way to kill Dar
ran and never have the police even suspect 
you, because they'd already have a sucker 
to burn ! "  

Banklin's mouth worked. "No, Bobby. . You got it wrong. It wasn't me behind the 
Berrywinkle killing. You know me better 
than that ! I wouldn't touch that kind of 
stuff. Not murder ! "  

Banklin backed up until he was against 
the wal l . He could retreat no further. He 
was staring straight in Bob's eyes. What 
he read there made him shudder. He sobbed 
out words : 

" Bob, no-not the gun ! You got to lis
ten to me ! "  

" I  will . For about ten seconds. " 
Banklin was all blubber, slumped against 

the wall , his face oily-slick with sweat. 
"Bob, here it is straight-you got to be

lieve me ! Darran had a little money stashed 
away, see ? But he couldn't get to it. He 
knew that the Berrywinkle killer was after ' 
him. He was afraid the killer m.ight know 
about his nest egg, be watching it. So Pee
wee made a contact-with me. He- told me 
where the dough was so I could get it to 
him He had to have it. It was his only 

way of getting away, out of the killer's 
reach . "  

Hard l ines grew i n  Bob's face as he 
looked at Banklin. " I  get it, " he said flatly. 
" You're a big mass of slime, Banklin. 
Somebody ought to step on you and turn 
their heel hard. You were Darran's closest 
friend. You got his dough. But you didn't 
deliver it. You pulled about the lousiest 
double cross I've ever heard of. Then I 
walked into the picture and you sent me to 
Darran 's, hoping I 'd either kill him or scare 
him so bad he'd be willing to swim the river 
to get out of town ! '' 

BAi'\KLIN stared at the floor, his face 
working. " I  had to do it, Bob. You 

don't know how rotten my luck has been. 
\\'hen I got my hands on that money, I 
couldn't j ust hand it to Pee,,·ee ." 

"Okay," Bob said. "Maybe you're tell
ing the truth. It's just the kind of lousy 
trick you'd pull .  But that still leaves the 
fact that somebody carried me to Darran's 
and left me there with his corpse. If you 
know anything else, talk, fat man, and talk 
fast. " 

"Sure, Bobby ! Look. I 'm your pal. 
Soon's y()ll staggered out of the Gilded 
Lily, Harry Heintz left the booth. I sat 
there wondering what I could do for you, 
Bobby . I swear it ! Then the girl, Marcil
leue, came up to the booth-asked if that 
hadn't been you . "  

"Marcillene ? "  Boh whispered. 
"Sure, Bobhy. She went back to the 

piano. But she only played one more tune. 
\\'hen I got up to leave, I noticed the piano 
bench was empty ." 

"And Harry Heintz ? ' '  
"He was already gone, Bobby . I don't 

kno\\· where the two of them W@IUt. It's 
the truth, so help me ! "  

Bob said slowly, "You're going to get a 
chance to prove it. Come on. "  

"Sure, Bobby, sure. Where we going ? " 
"To see Harry Heintz. Is he still living 

at the same place ?" 
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Banklin nodded jerkily. "In the Ard

more. The same swell apartment. I . . . " 
He hesitated. "One more drink. Bob ? 
Time for that ?" 

"Sure, take your drink. You're going to 
need it. I 'm going to have the gun in my 
pocket, my fingers tm the trigger. One 
phony move, Banklin, and you'll do your 
drinking in hell. I already got one corpse 
around my neck. A big, fat, pink one extra 
wouldn't matter a damn. "  

"No," Banklin squeezed out a laugh. 
" It wouldn't, would it ? But no phony 
moves, Bob, I swear it ! "  

Bob tossed the bottle to the thoroughly 
cowed man, waited for Banklin to pour his 
drink. 

The Ardmore Apartments comprised the 
upper five stories of a six-story arcade 
building. The arcade on street level and 
mezzanine was given over to a drug store, 
cafeteria, hobby shop, a few suites of offices, 
and small, expensive dress shops. 

The building was quiet, filled with the 
hush of darkness before the dawn as Bob 
and Banklin walked down the fourth floor 
corridor. Bob punched the fat man with 
the gun. "You know what to do, Banklin." 

Banklin mopped his face and nodded. 
The terror of the gun so close to him was 
greater than the terror of leading Bob to 
Heintz' apartment. Banklin pressed the 
buzzer beside Harry Heintz' door. Seconds 
walked away on fast, pricking feet. Bank
lin buzzed again, and there were muffled 
footsteps in the apartment. 

"Heintz ?" Banklin said against the 
closed door. "Let me in. It's Banklin. I 
got something you'll want to know." 

Bob was over to one side, with Banklin's 
bulk covering him. The knob clicked. The 
door opened a crack. Bob couldn't see 
Harry Heintz' face, but it was Harry's 
voice. "This is a hell of time to be calling," 
Heintz said to Banklin. 

"I know, but this couldn't keep. Let me 
in, Harry. It's about Peewee Darran ! "  

A night chain rattled. The door swung 

back. Bob gave Banklin a heave that 
slammed him into Heintz and sent the two 
of them staggering. Bob stepped into the 
apartment quickly, closed the door. He 
leaned back against it, watching Harry's 
face whiten when he saw the gun in Bob's 
hand. 

The living room was long and spacious, 
with wide windows at the far end. The car
pet was pale tan and deep. Massive couches 
and chairs gave the place a feeling of in
dolent comfort. 

Heintz got a grip on himself. He 
straightened his coat, touched the knot of 
his tie, brushed his hand back over his blond 
hair. He looked from the gun in Bob's 
hand to Banklin, eyes glittering. 

"He made me do it ! "  Banklin said, al
most in a sob. He sank in a chair, buried 
his shaking face in his palms. 

'With a slow, deliberate motion, Heintz 
turned his back on the gun, walked across 
the room, picked up a whiskey decanter 
from a scroll-legged table. "You got the 
gun, Bob. I hope you got some idea of 
what you're doing. " 

Before Bob could speak, a door opened 
across the room. Marcillene saw him, then 
the gun, and stood like a frozen bird. 

He looked at her. She was wearing the 
same gown she'd worn earlier at the Gilded 
Lily. It hadn't been long since the Gilded 
Lily had closed for the night, since she'd 
got off work. And there in her hair, the 
same feathery flower she'd worn at the 
piano. Bob's · mind received the crashing 
picture of a dead man's hand. Pewee Dar
ran clutching a tiny white piece of down, 
a feather that had stuck to his hand when 
he died . . . .  

A
NGEL-FACE, Bob thought. Through 
long years of separate, suffering days 

and nights she hadn't come once to see him. 
She'd never been Bob Myrick's girl ; she 
wouldn't belong to a sucker. 

She was moving toward him, trying to 
smile over her awareness of the gun. 
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" Stop, Marcillene !" he said harshly. "I 
mean it. " 

" But, Bob . . .  " 
'' I said, stand back ! I j ust realized 

something, Marcellene. There has to be a 
woman in this. A woman. first, to get the 
goods to blackmail the old geezer, Berry
winkle. But why not a woman all the way ? 
A woman to kill him, to track down Dar
ran, and kill Darran too to silence him ? It 
would be easy for her, with a hired hood, 
maybe, to lug the unconscious patsy to 
Darran's so the killing wouldn't come home 
to roost. " 

" Darran , "  she breathed. " Darran dead ? 
I didn't know ! " 

"Let's can the act. In Darran's hand was 
a tiny white feather. Did he snatch at the 
feathery flower in your hair ? Did you take 
the flower from his dying hand, fluff it out, 
put it back in your hair ? "  

His voice snapped off. Heintz had moved 
over to the writing desk. His hand was 
near the desk drawer. " Hold it, Harry ! "  
Bob said. 

They stood that way during a frozen 
moment. Then Bob said : 

" Your lapel, Harry. No imitation gar
denia in your buttonhole right now. I've 
never seen you ,,·ithout it before. It's al
ways been as much a_ part of you as a toupee 
is to some men. So the bit of down in 
Darran's palm didn't come from the flower 
in a girl's hair-but from the intitation 
gardenia you ,,·ere wea.ring when you killed 
him ! Darran snatched the flower, struggling 
with you, but you got the flower back. But 
not all of it, Harry. You left just enough. " 

He jerked the gun up, but Heintz was 
!110\'ing fast, reading Bob's face. Bob fired, 
missed. Heintz threw himself down and 
sideways with blinding speed. He scooped 
the gun from the desk drawer. He squeezed 
the trigger. 

Banklin flung himself on the floor, rolling 
for the shelter of a chair. Marcillene 
screamed, dropped beside Banklin. 

Bob fired again. Sweat was needling 

down into his eyes. He heard the crash of 
Heintz' gun, felt the bite of the bullet in his 
shoulder. The impact knocked a cough 
from Bob. He was spun back, and the gun 
he'd taken from Steve I vey slipped from 
his fingers. 

In a haze, he saw Heintz 's gloating face. 
Heintz was bringing his gun up, taking his 
time . . . .  It ,.,·as all so obvious now. Heintz 
behind the Berrywinkle mess, having to 
kill ; Heintz, with his connections, inevitably 
locating Darran ; Heintz finding � prime 
fall guy when Bob walked into the Gilded 
Lily, and making Bob drink a drugged 
drink and sleep for awhile with Darran's 
corpse. And now Heintz was ready to kill 
again. 

But there'd had to be a woman from the 
beginning. Marcillene. She'd got the black
mail goods on old Berrywinkle. She'd 
played her string with Heintz right on 
through the murder. 

For a moment, the thought of her, the 
memory of her lips, drove unbearable pain 
throug'h Bob. Then the pain began to die : 
for the gun before him was very real and 
she was pulling herself from the carpet, 
crawling toward Heintz. 

The gun crashed. But the sound came 
from behind Bob, not from Heintz' gun. 
Heintz jerked up on his toes. blood splash
ing dmm the side of his neck. His gun 
slipped from his grip, and he began a crazy, 
twisting fall to the carpet. 

Bob turned. Steve I vey was standing in 
the doorway, a gun in his hand. Big, com
petent, a hunter of men. 

He pushed in the room. " You okay, 
Bob ?'' 

" I 'm all right, "  Bob said. "He barked 
my shoulder just enough to knock the gun 
out of my hand. But how did you- ? "  

" I  figured you'd come here, " Steve said, 
leaning over Heintz to watch him draw 
ragged breaths. " I  was working on the 
Berrywinkle killing. Everything I'd dug up 
so far pointed to Heintz-old Berrywinkle's 
keeping company with Marcillene before his 
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death, Berrywinkle's movements the day of 
his death . . . and of course Darran. 'vV e 
had a good idea that Darran was holing 
up because he'd been on the scene of the 
killing and knew who did it. So tonight, 
when I discovered Darran's murder and 
Jet you get away, I'd already mentally 
tagged Heintz for it. " 

"You let me get away ?" 
" I  had the gun," Steve said simply. "I 

could have blown your brain out ." 
" But why ? Why let me get away ?" 
" I  knew you hadn't killed Darran, Bob. 

No killer is going to hang around a murder 
long enough for the blood to dry on his 
hands. But if I'd hauled you in, I'd never 
have been able to tell that to the Inspector 
or the D. A. with the kind of case they'd 
have had against you. If I'd pulled you in, 
you'd have been their man. Another assign
ment for me, and I . . . .  Oh, hell, Bob, I 
know you think I'm nothing more than a 
guy out hunting with a gun and a badge. 
Maybe I am-but I always like to hunt the 
right man." 

Bob swallowed. Coldness in Steve's eyes ? 
Sure, for the guys who deserve it. But that 
didn't mean it was part of the man. Pam 
had been right about Steve all the time . . . .  

A hand touched him. Bob turned. Mar
cillene was standing close beside him, look
ing up into his face, smiling. 

"Bob," she said. "There's so much I 've 
got to explain . . . •  " 

It was there. A golden image of beauty. 
His for the taking. Heintz was down and 
he was top dog now. But Bob thought : 
I was right in the middle of it when Berry
winkle's killer was brought doH'JI. I'll be 
a stellar witness a t  the trial. iVI aybe she's 
thinking that I can lie enough to save her 
lovely neck. 

· 

Her beauty shook him. He couldn't deny 
that. But time would lessen the pain until 
it became only a vague memory. Time can 
change a man. Three years behind walls 
had shown him that, Bob thought. 

Bob turned away from her and bent over 
Heintz. Heintz was groaning. The wound 
in the fleshy side of his neck was not too 
senous. 

"Heintz," Bob said, "can you hear me ? 
She was your girl. You said it, rem em be ? 
She's been with you all the way, an acces
sory before and after the fact. But maybe, 
just maybe, you can tell it to them so she'll 
get off a little lighter than you. You'd hate 
to sit in the hot seat and know that all this 
beauty is going to be the next customer, 
wouldn't you, Heintz ?" 

Bob turned then and walked from the 
apartment. Steve didn't try to stop him. As 
he pushed through the aroused, excited 
crowd outside the apartment, toward the 
clean outside air of the early morning, Bob 
knew that Steve understood. 

It had been a tough road. But Bob had 
reached its ending. He was home at last. 

------
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Mary's friends f"�re determined to see all evil, hear all evil, and spill all 
· evil to the cops-and let Mary take the rap! 

13, J>Hil.IJ> KET£HU� 

S
HE was angry. So angry she was a 

little frightened. She stared at Jim, 
choking off the bitter words which 

sought expression, and suddenly she knew 
she had to•get outside, out into the cool air 
of the evening, away from this house which 
held her as a slave, and which she had come 

She called, "Jim! Jim, I've-" 
And then she saw him. 
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to hate. Abruptly, she jerked away toward 
the door. 

Jim shouted at her, his words sharp, an
gry. "Where do you think you're going ? 
Is it just another walk ? And w·ho do you 
see on these walks ? Tell me that. Who 
do you see ? " 

He was as angry as she was, Mary knew. 
But their quarreling was always like that. 
It touched both of them, changing them 
into different people, lining them up as 
enemies, driving them on to hurt each 
other, challenging each to hurt the other 
most. 

Mary made no answer. She opened the 
door, stepped outside and pulled it shut. 
For a moment, then, she stood leaning 
against it, breathing in the cool night air 
and trying to quiet the tumult in her chest. 
She told herself, "So here I am again, 
walking out again after another fight. And 
I tried so hard not to fight'. So awfully 
hard." There were tears in her eyes now. 
Quick, sudden tears which she tried to 
blink away. A momentary impulse came 
. to her to turn back inside and try to make 
up, but her pride wouldn't let her. As long 
as she lived she would regret she hadn't 
turned back. 

The voice of Liz Potter came to ;her 
clearly from an open window in the next 
house. "I don't hear them anymore, Ed. I 
guess the row's over for the evening." 
There was an incoherent mumble for a 
moment, then Liz spoke again .  "But why 
shouldn't I listen ? What's wrong with 
listening, anyhow ?" 

· Mary bit her lips. This couldn't go on, 
she knew. This incessant quarreling be
tween her and Jim had to stop before the 
entire neighborhood became aware of it. 

She left the porch and moved down the 
walk to the gate, thankful for the night's 
early darkness, which at least hid her de
parture from Liz Potter. She crossed the 
street to Edith Sibley's and knocked on 
Edith's front door, but though the lights 
were on, there was no answer. Mary 

knocked again, then turned away, deciding 
that Edith had probably run up to the 
drugstore on the corner, or dropped in for 
a few minutes with some friend. If Edith 
went out at night and her husband was 
away, as he was much of the time, she 
always left her lights on. 

Frowning, and disappointed that Edith 
wasn't in, Mary turned up the street. It 
was a quiet side street. There was almost 
no traffic and Mary met no one. In the 
middle of the next block she passed the Del 
Mar apartment house where another of 
her friends, Dora Wallingford, lived. But 
a glance at the windows of the corner 
third-floor apartment showed them to be 
dark. Dora was apparently away some
where. 

Mary moved on to the next cross street, 
and to the next, and then turned back. 
She was walking more slowly now and 
trying again, as she had tried many times 
before, to understand why she and Jim 
fought so much. It wasn't his fault alone, 
she knew. And the blame wasn't entirely 
hers. If they had more money, if they were 
out from under the terrible weight of the 
medical expense little Eddie had cost them, 
and if Eddie were still alive . . . .  It all went 
back to the boy, and his long illness and his 
death. Things had never been the same 
between her and J im since then. With 
Eddie's death, something seemed to have 
gone out of th�ir marriage. The closeness, 
the feeling of companionship. It wasn't 
there any more. But it would be. They 
could find it again. 

Mary was suddenly walking faster. She 
came to the house and turned up the walk 
to the front door. She opened it and 
stepped inside and there was a determined 
smile on her lips. She called; " Jim ! Jim, 
I've-" 

And then she saw him. She hadn't when 
she had first entered the room. She had 
thought he was in the kitchen or bedroom, 
but he wasn't. He was right there in the 
parlor, over to one side, on the floor near 
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the davenport. Lying on his back on the 
floor, both arms outstretched, his face 
twisted in a horrible grimace of pain, and 
protruding from his chest, the haft of a 
kniie. There was blood around it, blood 
which had soaked into his shirt in a spread
ing stain. 

w·hether or not she screamed, Mary 
never knew. She had no conscious memory 
of rushing forward or dropping on her 
knees at Jim's side, but she must have 
done that, for when her mind began to 
function again she realized that she was 
cradling Jim's body in her anns and call
ing his name over and over. It was no use. 
Jim couldn't hear her. He would never 
hear her again. 

Mary eased his body back to the floor. 
A fter this, she must have gone to the bath
room, for ,ber next conscious memgry was 
of facing her reflection in the medicine 
chest mirror. But the face that stared 
back at her, she hardly kne\Y. Her cheeks 
were pale and without color, her eyes wide 
and startled. Her chin hung loosely and 
trembled. There was a smear of blood on 
one jaw. Jim's blood. And it was on her 
hands and anns and on her dress, every
where. 

She moistened a towel and wiped her 
face and hands, and then suddenly, and for 
the first time since she had returned home, 
began thinking. It seemed to her that she 
was thinking very clearly and calmly. 
"VI'hile she had been gone, someone must 
have entered the house and stabbed Jim 
to death. And so this was a case of murder 
and she should call the police, and she 
knew very well what the police would do. 
She had read enough books and seen 
enough pictures and television shows to be 
aware of what lay ahead. 

The police would ,start searching for 
clues, and for a motive for murder. It 
might be they would look no further than 
her. Mrs. Potter could tell of the quarrels 
she had overheard. Even her friends, Edith 
Sibley and Dora Wallingford, would have 

to admit, under questioning, that she and 
Jim didn't get along very well. There was 
blood on her hands and clothes. It wouldn't 
be at all unlikely of the police to decide 
she had killed Jim, herself. And that 
wouldn't do. It wasn't of herself that Mary 
was thinking now, or of what might hap
pen to her. It was of the murderer. Who
ever killed Jim should pay the penalty, 
but whoever was guilty wouldn't be found 
unless the police made a search. 

Standing there in the bathroom, Mary 
stripped off all her clothing. She washed 
carefully, then tied her things in the towel 
she had used, atid after this, dresse<i in 
fresh clothes. The bundle tied in the towel 
she carried to the attic and hid behind a 
stack of old papers and magazines which 
had been there for ages. She was careful 
not to disturb the dust. \Vhen this had 
been done she returned to the parlor and 
took another look at Jim. His wide-open 
eyes were glazed but seemed to be staring 
straight at her. and :\Tary suddenly started 
trembling. 

It was all she cou!r! do to make it to the 
telephone and call the police. All she could 
do, for ,,·hen they got there they found 
Mary lying near the telephone , .  where she 
ha� fainted. 

cARNAH A :\'  paced back and forth 
across the ,,·orn carpet in the police 

commissioner's office. He was a stocky, 
short, round-shouldered man, about forty 
years old. H is hair was beginning to thin. 
He had a square and scO\d ing face. The 
scowl ,,·as particula rly heayy this morn
ing. 

" I  don't get it, " . said the police com
missioner. · · I just don 't get it. Show me 
one bit of e\·iclence that you're right, or 
that you might be right, and I ' ll go along 
with you. Otherwise I can't. . . 

" I  don't have any evidence, "  said Carna
ham. " I  don't have any, yet . "  

" Then what makes you think the wom
an's innocent ? "  
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"Call it a hunch, Commissioner. Call it 

a feeling I can't get away from. What the 
hell. All I'm asking is a chance to do 
more work on the case. "  

The commissioner shook his. head. 
"We've too many other things to do. So 
far as we're concerned, the Briggs case is 
closed. Why not be sensible about it, 
Carnahan ? Mary Briggs and her husband 
didn't get along. They had some terrible 
fights. The Potters, next door, listened in 
on some of them. Edith Sibley, who lives 
across the street, admitted that night after 
night, Mary came over to her place in tears 
after a fight with Jim . . Dora Wallingford 
said the same thing. The knife that was 
used to stab Jim came from the Briggs' 
kitchen. It had l\fary's fingerprints on it. 
We found her bloodstained clothing hid
den in the attic upstairs. The night of 
the murder, Jim and Mary had another 
fight. The Potters heard it. Mary stabbed 
her husband to death that night, then hid 
her blood-stained clothing and told us a 
cock-and-bull story about going out for a 
walk and returning to find him dead, 
killed by some mysterious intruder ." 

Carnahan stopped his pacing. He came 
up to the commissioner's desk and leaned 
his hands on it. "You say Mary killed her 
husband, then tried to hide the fact of 
the murder ?"  he half shouted. 

"What else would you call it ? She hid 
her blood-stained clothing." 

"Then if she did that, why didn't she 
wipe off the handle of the knife ?" 

"A murderer always forgets something. 
That's why most murderers are trapped. "  

"But they forget little things, not big 
things. If Mary had been trying to hide 
her connection with the crime, the first 
thing she would have thought of doing 
would have been to wipe off the handle 
of the knife ." 

"You say she didn't kill her husband." 
"That's right. " 
"Then how did her fingerprints .get on 

the knife ?" 

Carnahan straightened up. "You know 
the answer to that as well as I do. You 
know it from Mary's statement. She came 
back from a walk and found Jim's body 
and rushed to his side. She probably tried 
to pull the blade from his chest. " 

"She didn't say so in her statement." 
· "She doesn't remember what she did 
as she knelt at Jim's side. She was too 
shocked to remember. " 

"Maybe, but I doubt it." 
Carnahan smoothed a hand over his hair. 

He said, "Commissioner, let me tell you 
about Jim and Mary Briggs. They were 
married ten years ago. Jim was in the 
service. He was shipped overseas and was 
in a hospital in France when his son, 
Eddie, was born. A year later he was home 
and in a hospital here for a time, then was 
discharged. He had a bad limp from his 
wound but it didn't bother him too much. 
He had been a mechanic, and he got a job 
here in a garage and put in all the over
time he could. He anCI Mary started sav
ing money, planning ahead." 

"What's this going to be ?" growled the 
commissioner. "I 've got things to do." 

" It's just a short story," said Carnahan. 
"Listen to the rest. They were getting 
ahead when Eddie got sick. They didn't 
know what was ·wrong with him at first. 
They tried one doctor after another. He 
was in and out o f  the hospital. The money 
they had saved began to dwindle and 
finally was gone. They went into debt, 
borrowing on Jim's insurance, on their 
house. They sold their car, mortgaged their 
furniture. By this time they knew what was 
wrong with Eddie. It was muscular dys
trophy. There was no cure for it. A year 
ago, Eddie died ." 

"Too bad, Carnahan. But I really don't 
see-" 

"Listen, " said Carnahan swiftly. "All 
through these hard times, Jim and Mary 
stuck together, giving up everything for 
their kid, denying themselves everything. 
If Eddie could have lived, the burden 
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wouldn't have seemed too heavy, but they 
lost him. They lost the big thing in their 
li ves, and all they had left was weariness 
and debt. They had forgotten how to have 
fun, they had no decent clothing, no money 
to go out at night. Their bickering and 
quarreling grew out of this weariness and 
defeat and the hopelessness of anything 
better until their debts could be paid. They 
didn't hate each other. They hated the way 
life had trapped them. When they fought 
each other, they were fighting the trap they 
had fallen into. It wasn't jealousy or bit
terness toward each other. Mary couldn't 
have killed Jim any more than Jim could 
have killed Mary. I tell you, the girl's 
innocent, attd damn the evidence against 
her ! "  

The commissioner pushed back his 
chair and stood up. He crossed to the 
window and stood there, staring into the 
street. "You should have been an attorney, 
Ca�nahan, " he muttered. " You make a 
good speech. What do you want ? "  

" I  want to d o  more work o n  the case, "  
said Carnahan promptly. 

" Take a week." 
" A  week won't be enough . "  
The police commissioner jerked around. 

" I  said a week. We've get other things to 
do. A week, and at the end of it, come in 
here with something or we drop the case . "  

--' 

A WEEK. It can be long or short. Some-

times it's terribly short. Carnahan sat 
in the matron's quarters at the county jail, 
talking to Mary Briggs. He had talked to 
her many times before. He had asked the 
same questions before, and had heard the 
samt> answers. 

" \Vhen you left the house , "  he said slow
ly , " you crossed over to Edith Sibley's 
and k nocked on her door."  

" That's right, " said Mary. She sounded 
tired . There was no lift in her voice. 

" Did you knock once or twice ? "  
"Twice, I think." 
" Edith says she was taking a bath, and 

that the radio was on in the parlor. Did 
you hear i t ? "  

" I  don't remember hearing i t .  Maybe I 
did, I don't know. I assumed Edith wasn't 
home when she didn't answer my knock . "  

" Then you walked u p  the street, past the 
Del Mar apartments. You thought of going 
in to see Dora, but her apartment was 
da.rk. "  

"Yes." 
"You're sure it  was dark ? "  
" Yes, M r .  Carnahan." 
"You continued on up the street another 

block and a half, crossed the street and 
came back home. You didn't pass any-
one. " 

" No one . "  
" Did you notice anyone sitting on a 

porch, anywhere ? "  
" No. I - I  don't think I looked a t  the 

porches. " 
" Did a dog bark at you anywhere ? " ,  
" No. That is. I don't think so. "  
" You were gone altogether how long ? "  
" About twenty minutes. Maybe twenty-

five. I 'm not sure . "  
"You didn't cross t o  Edith Sibley's 

again. "  
"No." 
" Do you customarily keep your back 

door locked ? "  
• 

Marv shook her head. "\Ve lock it at 
night, but I don't think it had been locked 
yet. " 

" Edith, of course, has been in your 
kitchen. And Dora Wallingford. What 
about Mrs. Potter ? ' '  

" I suppose she's been in m y  kitchen, 
but not recently. " 

" 'Vhat about Edith's husband ? "  
" He didn't come over often. Tom Sibley 

was away most of the time. He had a 
traveling job. " 

" But he's been in your home ? "  
" Yes. ' '  
" And Mr. Potter?" 
Mary nodded. 
" Did Jim like the Potters ? " 
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"No, but we had no trouble with them. "  
"Did Jim like Edith Sibley ?" 
"No. He thought she was always try

ing to interfere in our lives ." 
"How about Dora ? "  
"He liked Dora. That is, he liked her 

more than Edith ." 
"What about the men he worked with ? 

Did he ever bring any of them home ?" 
"No." 
"What about . . .  " 
And so it went. Another interview with 

Mary Briggs, but with nothing learned he 
hadn't known before, with nothing to point 
anywhere . . . . . 

A week. It isn't long under circumstances 
like this. Edith Sibley answered Carna
han's knock. She frowned when she rec
ognized him. She was a tall woman who 
had once been thin but who had grown 
plump. She was in her late thirties, Carna
han guessed. Her dark hair was probably 
dyed. Her lips were too red, her face too 
powdered. She smelled too heavily of per
fume. She might have been beautiful , once, 
and it was evident that she was still trying . 
to be beautiful. 
. "You again ? "  she said to Carnahan. 
"Yes, " said Carnahan. " It's me again. 

I wondered if you had thought of any
thing more which might help me. "  

"No. I 've told you everything. " 
"Or which might help Mary ." 
Edith Sibley hit her lips. She took a 

quick look over her shoulder. . ' ' I 'd do any
thing I could to help :Vlary," she said 
quickly. "Lie, even, but if I lied-" 

"A lie won't help, "  said Carnahan. " But 
almost anything else might. Were there any 
other women at all in J im's life ?" 

" I  don't think so. Unless . . .  " 
"Unless what ?" 
"There was a time, a few months ago, 

when Dora \Vallingford was over there a 
lot, but J im didn't like Dora, really. He 
was-" 

Tom Sibley, who was big and paunchy 
and who had an ugly scowl on his face, 

pulled Edith back into the house and con
fronted Carnahan. "Why can't you leave 
my wife alone ?" he growled. " She's told 
you cops everything she knows." 

"Have y�u ?" asked Carnahan. 
"Yes, I have too. Three times to you. 

I wasn't in town the night of the murder. 
I didn't get here until the next morning." 

"How well did you know Jim Briggs ?" 
"Just knew him. That's all ." 
" \Vas he interested in any woman be-

sides his wife ? "  
"Of course he was. \Vhat man isn't ?" 
"Who was she, Mr. Sibley ?" 
The man shrugged his shoulder� "How 

should I know ? Finding her is your job. 
Not mine. And leave my wife alone ." 

A
ND then Dora Wallingford, slender, 
still youthful, blonde. A quiet, thought

ful and attractive young woman. She sat 
in her apartment and crosse9 one knee 
over the other, drawing ca;nahan's at
tention to her almost perfect legs. 

" I  wish I knew what to say to be help
ful ," she pouted. " If I only weren't a 
woman, I'd-I'd do something ." 

"What about Jim ?" asked Carnahan. 
"Did you like him ?" 

"Very much. " 
"Too much ?" 
"No." And a flush came to her cheeks. 

"There was a time, a while back, when I 
found myself almost liking him too much, 
but before anything happened, Ted Ros
well came along. " 

"Ted Roswell was the man you were out 
with the night of the murder ?" 

' "Yes. " 
"Did he know Jim or Mary Briggs ?" 
"No. He didn't. " 
"What about Edith Sibley and Jim ?" 
"Shall I be honest ?" 
"Yes. "  
"Edith would go for anything i n  pants, 

but with Jim, she didn't stand a chance." 
"Do you know Edith's husband ?" 
"The goon. I've met him." 
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"Why do you call him a goon ?" 
"Because of the way he looks. Oh, I 

suppose he's all right. I just feei out of 
sorts tonight. I mentioned Ted Roswell. 
He came along, he's gone. My iove life 
never gets more than a start. Can I fix you 
a drink, Captain ?" 

" Next time," said Carnahan . . . .  
And the Potters. Liz Potter eager to 

talk and her husband frowning at her, 
shaking his head, stopping her. Liz say
ing, " We thought it was just another fight 
that night. Of course if was louder than 
some of their fights. They were both shout
ing at each other. And then-that awful 
silence ."  

It probably hadn't been an awful silence, 
Carnahan realized, but in Liz Potter's im
agination it was . 

.. What were they fighting about ? "  he 
asked. 

" I  told y.pu before," said Liz. "Jim was 
late getting home. He said their dinner 
was burned. Mary said it hadn't been 
burned an hour before, and how could she 
get a decent dinner anyhow on the little 
money he gave her. Then one thing led to 
another. "  

" You didn't hear Mary go out ? "  
" No. If she went out ."  
" You stood at  the window, listening ? " 
"Of course not. " 
" Tell me what you know about Mary 

and Jim . "  
But there was nothing new the Potters 

could tell, or thought to tell. . . .  
It was night. The first day of the week 

was gone and Carnahan felt he had ac
complished nothing. He sat in his room 
and planned the work ahead. . There was 
Jim's boss to talk to, the men J im had 
worked wii:h, the doctors J im and Mary 
had consulted about "'their son, the nurses 
and interns at the hospital. The grocer, the 
druggist, the baker. AU the people in all 
the houses up and down the street where 
Mary had said she had walked, for one of 
them might have seen her. A hundred 

people to see and talk to, and six days to 
do it. A hundred interviews, and most of 
them, or maybe all of them, a waste of time. 
But maybe not. The fifth or the ninety
fifth person he talked to might drop the 
hint which would break the case. 

Carnahan got to his feet and started 
pacing the room and thinking back over 
what Mary had said. and what Edith Sib
ley haq said, and her husband, and Dora, 
and the Potters. But it all added up to 
nothing. 

" "V\Thy am I doing this ? "  he muttered. 
"Why ? What makes me so sure Mary is 
innocent ? Maybe she did kill her hus
band. Maybe she did hide her bloody cloth
ing and forget �o wipe off the haft of the 
knife ."  

He shook his head, ptizzled, confused. He 
had told the commissioner that it was a 
hunch, but a hunch came from somewhere, 
from some subconscious observation. What 
had given him his hunch ? He didn't know, 
couldn't find the answer. 

TH E  second day passed. The third, the 
fourth, the fifth. And on the night of 

the fifth, a Saturday night, Carnahan 
stood in front of the drugstore on the 
corner, half a block from the Briggs' house. 
A short, stocky man, undistinguished in 
appearance, tired and looking it. And still 
baffled. 

Next to the drugstore was a beauty shop, 
still open. Carnahan had talked to the 
woman who ran the place several days be
fore but had learned nothing from her. H e  
pushed open the door and stepped i n  
again.  

" H ello, 1\l rs. Carmichael, "  he>- nodded. 
The woman smiled at him. " Still around 

here asking questiens ? "  
" That's right , ' '  said Carnahan. 
" I  don't see what more information you 

could possibly need," said the woman. 
" It's perfectly clear that Mary Briggs 
killed her husband. If I were on the jury 
I'd-" 
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" She never came in here, did she ?" said 

Carnahan. 
"No." 
"But other women who come here have 

talked about her." 
"Since the murder, of course. But they 

aJI feel like I do." 
"All of them ? Even Edith Sibley ?" 
"Mrs. Sibley never talks much. She was 

in yesterday for her regular appointment, 
but I don't think she even mentioned Mary 
Briggs." 

"Her regular appointment ?" said Carna
han, frowning. "Does she always come in 
Friday ?" 

"Yes. At three in the afternoon." 
" It was on Friday night that Jim Briggs 

was murdered. Had Edith Sibley been 
here Friday afternoon ?" 

"Of course she had. Her name's in my 
appointment book, if you'd like to see it. " 

Carnahan shrugged his shoulders but the 
woman was already looking back in her 
appointment book. She found the proper 
page, then looked up, pointing to Edith's 
name. 

"Here it is. I remember now. Mrs. 
Sibley was late that day and I ran another 
woman in ahead of her. Mrs. Sibley called 
up about three and said she hadn't noticed 
the time, and that she'd be over as soon as 
she had her bath ." 

"Had her bath ! "  asked Carnahan, 
startled. 

"And what's wrong with a bath, Cap
tain ? Most women take a bath before they 
have their hair done ." 

Carnahan took a deep breath. He was 
suddenly excited. If Edith Sibley had taken 
a bath late Friday afternoon, it seemed 
strange that she had taken another bath 
early Friday evening. Yet her story had 
been that she had been taking a bath and 
had had the parlor radio on, and couldn't 
have heard Mary's knock on the door. 
Here was the first crack in the case. Just a 
little crack, but perhaps it could be widened. 

"What's the matter, Captain ?" 

"Nothing, " said Carnahan. "Nothing at 
all. " 

He left the beauty shop and walked up 
the street, stood for a while in front of the 
Sibley home, then moved up to the door 
and knocked. Mrs. Sibley answered the 
door, her lips tightening a little as she rec
ognized him. 

"May I come in ?" said Carnahan. "I 've 
just learned something. Something Im
portant. " 

Fear jumped into the woman's eyes. He 
could see it . He pushed into the room as 
she backed away from the door, watching 
him. Watching him closely, her hands 
clasped together. 

" I've learned this , " said Carnahan slow
ly. "You weren't taking a bath when Mary 
knocked on the door. You were here, but 
not in the tub. You let her knock, thell turn 
away. After she started up the street, you 
crossed over to see Jim Briggs. "  

Edith Carna,han was shaking her head. 
· "No ! No, I didn't. " 

"But you did ," said Carnahan. " I want 
the truth, Mrs. Sibley. I 'll get it from you 
now or we'll go down to .headquarters and 
have a good, long talk. " 

"No. I've told you the truth ." 
"Did you kill him ? " 
There was no color at all in Edith Sib

ley's face. Her body was rigid. Her eyes 
were wide, startled. 

" Shall we go ?" asked Carnahan. "On 
the way I want to make one stop. I want 
to pick up the man who saw you crossing 
the street: " 

" I  didn't kill him ," said the woman, and 
her words were scarcely above a whisper. 
"I didn't kiJI him . . . .  " 

"But you did cross the street. " 
" I-ran over for just a minute. That 

is-" 
"Shut up, Edith," said a harsh voice 

from the kitchen doorway. "No one saw 
you cross the street. Can't you see the 
man's bluffing ?" 

It was Tom Sibley entering the room. A 
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scowling, angry Tom Sibley, · both fists 
clenched. 

"When we know the truth," said Car
nahan quietly, "we can always dig up the 
evidence to prove it. She crossed the street, 
all right. " 

" She was taking a bath when Mary 
Briggs knocked on the door-if Mary ever 
knocked on the door. " 

Carnahan shook his head. "No, she had 
taken her bath in the afternoon before her 
appointment with her hair dresser. I al
ready have proof of that. " 

'' I tell you, she was taking a bath. The 
water was still in the tub when I-" 

Sibley's voice suddenly choked off. His 
eyes widened as though from a realization 
(}f what he_ had just said. 

"Keep talking, Sibley," said Carnahan. 
" So you didn't get home the next morning ? 
¥ou got home the night before. You saw 
your wife crossing the street to the Briggs' 
house. You followed her. I .wondered who 
the man was who followed her. I won
dered-" 

Sibley reached into his pocket and jerked 
out a gun. He leveled it at Carnahan. "You 
wonder about too many things. " 

"No, Tom-no ! "  Edith Sibley was 
screaming. "You can't-" 

"Keep out of this, Edith," said the man 
sharply. "Let me handle it. " 

"No, Tom. No. Not again. " 
She was moving toward her husband. 

She grabbed SJ,i,ddenly at the gun in his 
hand. Carnahan heard the roar of the ex
plosion as the' gun went off. How far the 
bullet missed him he didn't know, and 
didn't care now. It had missed, and that 
was enough. He lunged forward at Sibley, 
slashing out with his fists. Sibley was no 
match for him at all. 

you'RE lucky, ' ' said the police com
missioner. "Just plain lucky. " 

"No, it was good detective work," Car
nahan grinned. "Routine detective work, 

pounding the pavement hour after hour, 
driving question after question at all sorts 
of people. Digging for the truth ." 

"\Vhat happened, exactly ? "  
"Edith heard Mary at the door but 

didn't answer. She let her w;:tlk on up the 
street, then crossed over to see Jim. She 
was Mary's friend, but in the trouble be
tween Mary and Jim, was on Jim's side. 
She thought Mary was too hard on him. 
She went over to sympathize with Jim, to 
be the understanding pal. Maybe she was a 
little in love with Jim." 

"And Sibley, arriving home from a trip 
early, saw her cross the street, and followed, 
playing the jealous husband role. "  

"That's it. He  was out o f  town a lot, 
suspicious of his wife. The curtains were 
down. He couldn't see a thing, so he went 
in through the back door and stood in the 
kitchen. listening: That's where he picked 
up the knife. What he heard, I don't know, 
but a man already suspicious wouldn't have 
to hear much to convince him he was right. 
He walked in on Jim just after Edith left. 
After he killed Jim, he wiped his finger
prints from the knife. ,. 

"That's what started you on this, isn't 
it ?" said the commissioner. " If Mary had 
killed her husband and hidden her bloody 
clothing, you couldn't understand why she 

" would have forgotten to wipe off the haft 
of the knife." 

"Well, that was part of it, " Carnahan 
admitted. 

"And the rest ?" 
"Just a hunch; commissioner." 
" Do you get these hunches often ?" 
Carnahan chuckled. He shook his head. 

He said, "Chief, can I tell her ?" 
" I  guess you've earned the right. She's 

a nice-looking woman. "  
"It's not that," said Carnahan. " I  

never noticed how she looked. But I would 
like to ten her we know she didn't kill Jim. 
Now and then a detective likes to say 
something nice to someone . " 
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Bill Chappell, Georgia prison-camp overseer, hit on a seem
ingly fool-proof scheme for murdering Edward Peek, an enemy. 
He had one of his convicts do the job, then took the man back 
to prison where he could keep an eye· on him. Since Lewis 
Turner, Chappell's tool, had never been able to stay out of jail 
very long, Chappell figured he could depend forever on the 
silence of the only witness against him. Two years later, In 
1940, Turner found himself transferred to another jail, where 
he told all, thus risking his very life. 

It is satisfying to record that the treacherous prison overseer 
was given a l ife sentence-while the state let Turner off with a 
mere one to three years, on the theory that he was more harm
less out of prison than in it. 

London police, a year ago, unearthed what may be the most sinister 
racket ever to threaten a city. At the heart of it, they found a quack 
doctor, who advertised hypnosis as a cure for all ills, with a flat fee of $80 a patient. H e  actually knew how to hypnotize his patients--and to 
keep them from complaining, later, of being bi lked, he threw in a course 
in hypnosis technique with the treatment, thus authorizing each patient to 
become a quack doctor himself. '

How far the geometrically-growing chain of hypnosis-doctors had spread, 
police didn't try to estimate. But a little arithmetic showed them that 
unless the racket were nipped forthwith, the entire population of London 
would be in a state of trance within fourteen months! 

There lived a thief in Baltimore, a few 
years back who didn't believe in taking 
chances . : . so he trained his bulldog to 
do his leg work for him. For some time, 
mystified poultry-keepers _of that city _be
rated police for not catch ong the sly chtck
en-thief who raided them periodically. 

It was a private individual who solved the 
crime wave at last. One night, Mrs. Anna 
B loom hearing a racket in her hen-house, 
went out to find that her tough little gander 
"Gandy" had knocked a bulldog out cold
a dog who had been in the act of seizing a 
helpless fat white hen. Al l  honors went to 
Gandy, the police goose. It only remained 
for human police to discover the thief dog's 
owner. 

When James Irving Peterson, of Montana State College, 
made the fraternity of his choice, one of his initiation 
chores was to stage a bogus breaking and entering of the 
college heating plant. Childish stuff-but Peterson went 
along with the gag. The joke turned deadly earnest when 
the startled engineer in the plant shot Peterson through 
the heart. 

And the joke seemed even more tragic in view of Peter
son's background. No mere boy, he had entered school 
under the G.!. Bill. He was married and had a son. During 
World War II, he tiad survived thirty-six combat missions 
over Europe with the AAF. 

Perhaps a hold-up, even a bogus one, is never really 
very funny. 
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H ERE'S 

Tod shouted, "Hold still or I'll 
kill you, you dirty blackmailer!" 

E}' RICH4RU UE�I�G 

A lost weekend could mean a lost lifetime-but Tod Horton, murder 

•uspect, couldn't re•ist one little drink Jor the corpse/ 
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Headlong Saga of a l>idded l>aby 

CHAPTER ONE 

the Fatal SHp 

H
AVING a hangover was bad enough, 
Tod Horton thought, but to have 
to smile with a hangover was a 

punishment that even a heel like himself 
didn't deserve. 

Resisting an impulse to place his hand 
on top of his head to keep it from popping 
off like a champagne cork, he smiled at 
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Evelyn Parrish. What a man won't. do for 
the woman he loves, he thought, as the 
effort jolted him clear from his neatly 
brushed hair to the tips of his brightly 
shined shoes. Much as he delighted in 
gazing at Evelyn, at the moment he wished 
she would take her beautiful body out of 
his office and let him die in peace. 

"You're as neat and scrubbed as a Sun
day school kid this morning, " Evelyn said. 
" \Vhat's the occasion ?" 

Camouflage, he almost said, in a sudden 
irrational impulse to confess he had fallen 
off the wagon the night before and was 
trying to disguise it with an immaculate 
appearance. It occurred to him he had 
overdone the camouflage. It would have 
been smarter to arrive at the office as usual, 
clad in slightly baggy tweeds and with his 
hair only casually combed. Evelyn had 
once told him he reminded her of a bed 
sheet in the wind : clean but mussed. 

Stifling the impulse at candor, he man
aged a sensual leer. "I 'm trying to make 
the public stenographer across the hall . "  

"You wasted the effort, " said Evelyn, 
who was the said public stenographer. 
" She's much too busy today to bother with 
designing men." Then her eyes studied his 
face with sudden worry. "Are you sick, 
Tad ? Your eyes are all bloodshot. " 

"Woke up with a little cold," he mumbled. 
Kenny Sheridan came in at that moment. 

Tod had never been more thankful to see 
his business partner. He greeted him with 
such cordiality, Kenny stared at him in 
amazement. 

It would have been hard to find two men 
as opposite as Tod Horton and Kenneth 
Sher.idan. Big, blond, plump and round
faced Kenny had the friendiy and rollicking 
nature of an overgrown puppy, while Tod, 
slim almost to the point of gauntness, non
chalant in appearance and generally suave 
in manner, smoldered beneath the surface 
with an intense drive to succeed and a 
violent nervous energy which only a satiric 
sense of humor prevented him from exhibit-

ing. Occasionally it burst forth in a flash 
of quickly spent anger which left him sub
dued and ashamed of himself-for basically 
he liked most people and managed to get 
along with them well-but most of the time 
a mild restlessness was the only indication 
of the deep fires which burned within Tod. 

Kenny asked, "You going to a wedding 
or something ?" 

"Going to meet a man and try to sell 
him a gross of bolt-cutters ," Tod growled. 
Pointedly he looked at Evelyn. "That is, 
if the women from other offices along the 
hall leave me along long enough to get my 
mail read." 

"Hah !" Evelyn snorted. "If I started 
billing you birds for all the after-hours 
typing I do out of the goodness of my heart, 
I'd .get some respect around here ." 

And she swept across the hall to her own 
office, slamming the door behind her. 

"What's eating you ?" Kenny asked. 
Tad closed his eyes and rubbed his fore

head. "Hangover, " he said simply. 
Kenny whistled. "J eepers ! After eleven 

months you fell off ?" 
Without opening his eyes, Tod nodded 

miserably. 
"Evelyn know ?" 
"No . "  He opened his eyes and sat up. 

" She's not going to. It was a slip. It 
doesn't mean anything and it won't happen 
again. I know I can't take the stuff, but I 
also know I couldn't take another year of 
waiting for Evelyn to be convinced I'm not 
a drunk any more. I've got it licked, Kenny. 
I know I have, or after last night I would 
have disappeared for two weeks instead of 
sobering up and coming to work. Last night 
scared me ; I know I won't slip again. But 
you know how Evelyn would take it. We'd 
be right back where we were eleven months 
ago." 

"Why'd you do it ?" 
Tod shrugged. "Feeling sorry for my

self, I guess. Got to thinking that in an
other month the tw�lve-month probation 
Evelyn put me on would be over, and we'd 
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be free to get married insofar as the liquor 
problem is concerned. But we won't be able 
to afford it until you and I get our heads 
above water in this damned bolt-cutter 
business. The more we sell of the damned 
things, the deeper we seem to get in." 

"We're not getting in deeper, " Kenny 
protested. "We're better than breaking 
even. We've retired half our investment in 
only two years. Any increase in volume of 
sales from here on out ought to be gravy." 

"That's what you told me six months 
ago. So we doubled the business and the 
profits still stay the same ." 

"Well, costs have gone up twice since 
then. Steel is up, and we pay higher wages, 
more for shipping, everything. It costs 
money to run even a little plant like ours. 
If you think you can do any better, you 
take over the plant and I 'll get out and 
sell ." 

RISING, Tod walked to the window and 
gazed out at the building next door 

housing the Horton and Sheridan Bolt
Cutter Company's machine shop . . Because 
of lack of space in the flat-topped one-story 
btiilding and the advisability of having their 
business office removed from the noise of 
the shop, they had rented a two-room office 
in the building next to it. For a moment 
he regarded the squat building sourly, then 
turned back to his desk. 

" I  don't know anything about plant 
management, " he said. " I 'm a salesman. " 

Kenny said, "Maybe we'll show a bigger 
profit than we figured when the books are 
audited. The annual audit is due in a week." 

"Did you tell that jerk down the hall he's 
lost our account ?" Tod asked. 

He referred to Gerald Katt, C.P.A., 
whose office was two doors from theirs and 
who had audited the company books ever 
since Tod and Kenny had formed the com
pany three years before. Katt, who had 
wolfish tendencies, had cornered Evelyn 
alone in her office a few days previously and 
left the public stenographer quite mussed 

before she managed to break away and flee 
into Tod's office. 

Though Tod had never liked the C.P.A., 
ordinarily he did not interfere with Kenny's 
management of business matters. This was 
more than he could stomach, however. 
After blacking Gerald Katt's left eye, he 
told Kenny Sheridan to hire another ac
countant to go over the company books. 

Kenny said, " I  told him. He wants to 
talk it over with you though." Apologetical
ly he explained, "He wanted to know why, 
and I told him it was your idea. He's com
ing in this morning. " 

On the announcement, Gerald Katt stuck 
his head in the open door and grinned at 
Tod ingratiatingly. He was a lnan in his 
mid-thirties, tall and sleek and with a blond 
haidine mustache which made him look like 
a clothing store mannequin. There was an 
insincere oiliness about him which irritated 
Tod. 

" See you a minute, Horton ?" he asked. 
"Come in, " Tod invited shortly. 
He entered, closed the door and turned 

his ingratiating smile on Kenny. "Alone, I 
meant ." 

Kenny's eyebrows went up, but he rose to 
his feet. Tod growled, " Sh�ridan and I 
don't have any business secrets ." 

"This is personal, not business," Katt 
said, and his smile widened. 

"Drop in before you go out on your call, 
Tod," Kenny said casually, and moved 
through the connecting door into his own ' 
office, pulling it shut behind him. ;; 

"Well ?" Tod asked · without asking the 
accountant to sit 

1'\egligently Gerald Katt leaned his back 
against the hall door. "Have a nice time 
at Da!lny's Bar and Grill last night, Hor
ton ?' ' 

Tod looked al him sharply. "Were you 
there ?" 

"J u�t before closing. While Danny was 
-ah-assisting you out ." 

':Then you know I had a nice time," Tod 
said shortly. 
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Katt nodded. " I  know. But does Evelyn 
know ?" 

Tad's head jerked up. "What ?" 
Gerald Katt's eyes glittered and his smile 

was no longer ingratiating. "Everybody in 
the building knows she's agreed to marry 
you if you stay off liquor for a year. I'll put 
it to you cold, Horton. I need Sheridan 
and Horton's account. Unless I keep it, 
Evelyn Parrish is going to hear about your 
little drunk last night. " 

Tod gripped the edge of his desk and 
threw himself erect. His thin face reddened 
with rage and his voice was almost gut
turally indistinct when he spoke. 

"You dirty blackmailer ! I'm going to 
close your other eye ! " 

Though he outweighed Tod by at least 
twenty pounds, the accountant's eyes 
showed panic. Jerking open the door, he 
backed into the hall as Tod stalked toward 
him. Suddenly jumping, Tod swung an 
enraged left which missed when Katt leaped 
backward. 

"Stand still so I can beat your head off !" 
Tod yelled. 

Doors opened along the hall as tenants 
peered out to identify the disturbance. 
Harry Bannister, the b<iJd-headed little pro
fessional bondsman whose office was across 
from Katt's, peered at them owlishly 
through horn-rimmed glasses. David East
erly, the wizened instJrance broker from 
next door, fearfully watched through a door 

\ open only a crack. Both Evelyn and Kenny 
stepped into the hall, looking anxious. 

Tad swung again, and again was foiled 
by Gerald Katt's quick leap. In a paroxysm 
of frustrated rage, he shouted, "Hold still 
or I 'll kill you, you dirty blackmailer ! "  

Turning, Gerald Katt fled to his office at 
a dead run and slammed the door behind 
himself. But Tad was after him and had 
shoved it open again before the C.P:A. could 
lock it. After his initial anger, he suddenly 
became almost deadly calm. Slowly he 
pushed the door shut in the faces of the 
curious people now flocking into the hall 

and advanced on Katt, who was trying tq 
squeeze himself into a corner. 

"Every day until Evelyn and I get mar
ried I'm going to do this," he told the 
cowering man. 

This time he connected with Katt's jaw 
because the latter had nowhere left to dodge. 
It was a satisfactorily solid blow, and Tad 
felt it clear to his shoulder, deriving pleasure 
from the pain. Gerald Katt slid to the floor 
with a vacuous expression on his face, out 
cold. 

At that moment an explosion in the street 
immediately outside the window startled 
Tad. Then he realized it had been a truck 
backfire. 

Flexing his numb fingers, he opened the 
door, stepped out into the hall to face the 
curious onlookers and pulled the door shut 
again behind him. As his anger cooled he 
was. beginning to feel a little ashamed of 
himself, but he was not prepared for the 
look of horror the people in the hall were 
directing at him. 

Evelyn said, "Tod, you didn't- You 
didn't- That shot ! "  

He gazed at her puzzledly a moment be
fore he remembered the nicely timed truck 
backfire. Then he grinned. 

"No I didn't ," he said. "See any guns 
sticking out of my pocket ?" 

Smiling rather foolishly, the spectators 
dispersed and went back to their respective 
offices. And that, for the moment, was that. 

AT ABOUT eleven-thirty, Tod left the 
office of the morning's third potential 

customer, and noted that it was just too 
late to squeeze in a fourth call before lunch. 
He managed to consume an hour over a 
leisurely lunch. Then, since it was still too 
early to start his afternoon calls, he re
turned to his office to finish reading the mail 
he had not gotten to that morning. 

Though the second floor of the Universal 
Building contained half a dozen independent 
business offices, twelve noon to one p.m. 
had somehow been adopted as the official 
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lunch hour by them all, so that in this one 
respect the floor operated as though it were 
all one business concern. Arriving fifteen 
minutes before one, Tod was surprised to 
find two of the offices had broken the 
schedule. 

As he entered the building, he saw the 
bald-headed little bond�an, Harry Ban
nister, come down the stairs, carefully 
glance both ways, and when he spied Tod, 
move quickly in the opposite direction to
ward the alley door. 

T od experienced mild surprise that Ban
nister had used the stairs instead of the 
elevator, since he had often watched the 
man \vait ten minutes for the car rather 
than walk the one flight, and at the moment 
the car stood idle at the main floor. Dis
missing the matter, he took the stairs him
self rather than interrupt the operator's 
perusal of a newspaper. 

As he passed the door next to his own 
office, it opened a crack and the wizened 
face of old David Easterly, the insurance 
�roker, peered out at him . Unaccountably 
the man's face turned frightened when his 
gaze fell on Tod, and the door quickly 
clicked shut again. 

I suppose the old dodo thinks I'm a 
ma11iac after that scene this morning, Tod 
thought ruefully as he entered his own 
office. 

Seating h imself at his desk, he swept · the 
pile of unopened letters in front of him, 
pulled open his top dra\\·er and dropped 
in one hand to grope for his letter opener. 
:t\ ot finding it under his fingers, he pulled 
the drawer wider and peered down. He 
saw it under'a litter of pa,per clips and 
rubber bands near the back. 

He was starting to reach for the letter 
opener "·hen something odd about the 
dra\ter struck his attention. He frowned 
down at it, trying to identify the odd note, 
and suddenly it registered. 

The .38 caliber revolver he kept in the 
drawer was missing. 

Quickly he searched the rest of the desk, 

but the g·un was not there. He had not ex
pected to find it, for he recalled seeing it 
in the top drawer only the day before, and 
knew he had not touched it since. It had 
been stolen, he instantly realized, rejecting 
all other pos�ible reasons for its disappear
ance. 

Hearing a movement in the adjoining 
room, he crossed to the connecting door, 
opened it and found Kenny Sheridan hang
ing up his hat. 

"Somebody swiped the gun out of my 
desk, " he announced abruptly. 

Kenny looked at him in astonishment. 
"\Vho ' "  

Tod frowned impatiently. One by one he 
thought over the occupants of the Universal 
Building's second floor, and one by one he 
dismissed them as not possibly stooping to 
petty larceny. Until he thought of Gerald 
Katt. 

"Kenny, " he said, "do you think that 
jerk Katt would be stupid enough . . .  " 

\\'hen he let the sentence hang, Kenny 
. said, "Gerald ? \Vhy would he- ?" He 
paused and abruptly changed tack. "My 
door's been open ever since you left. He'a 
have to pass it to reach your office. I don't 
tl1ink he's even come out of his room since 
you chased him in there . " 

" I 'll check any·way . "  
Swinging out into the hall, Tod marched 

tm1·ard Gerald Katt's office. After a mo
ment of hesitation. Kenny followed after 
him. Tnd rapped on the door peremptorily, 
then pushed it op.:n when there was no 
answer. 

Both men stood staring at the corner for 
a long time after entering the room. Then 
Kenny ShericL.1.n slowly pushed the door 
shut behind him. 

Gerald Katt still lay in the corner where 
he had fallen Vl·hen Tod hit hin1, but now 
there was a gaping wound in the center of 
his forehead. And lying on the floor bali
way between the corpse and the doorway, 

"' too far fDr Katt to have throw it if he had 
committed �uicide, was Tod Horton's .38 
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caliber revolver. Both Tod and Kenny 
recounized it instantly. 

K:nny said, "That shot ! Then you did-" 
and stared at Tod in horror. 

"Don't be a damned fool, "  Tod said 
irritably. "That was a backfire outside. You 
were standing in the hall. Did you see a · 
gun in my hand when I chased him in 
here ?" 

"No, " Kenny said slowly, still watching 
him with an expression of horror on his 
face. Almost reluctantly he added, "I mean 
I don't think so. It all happened so fast ." 
Then he seemed to gain control of himself. 
" I 'll say you didn't have a gun anyway, 
Tod. Of course I'll stand by you. " 

Tod· glanced at him sharply. "What do 
you mean by that ? Why shouldn't you say 
I didn't have a. gun ?" 

His partner regarded him levelly. "Frank
ly, I don't know whether you had one or 
not, Tod. When I heard that sound-the 
one you say was a backfire-! thought you 
had shot him. I didn't notice a gun in your 
hand, but then I wasn't looking for one. 
But I told you I'll stand by you. I 'm will-

d .d , h , mg to swear you 1 n t ave a gun. 
The implications in what Kenny was say

ing brought a sinking sensation to the pit 
of Tad's stomach. Kenny would be loyal. 
Evelyn, too, could be d'epended upon to 
swear he was unarmed when he chased 
Katt into his office. But what of the other 
witnesses ? If Tod were not sure what he 
had seen, what could a smart policeman 
do with witnesses to whom he was no more 
than a casual acquaintance ? 

He knew the answer before he asked 
himself the question. Before the police in
vestigation- was well started, witnesses 
would have him running after Katt with a 
gun in his hand. And the ill-timed backfire 
would condemn him. Even Evelyn had 
thought it a shot from inside the room 
before he reassured her. 

He said harshly, "Somebody took ad- ... vantage of my scrap with Katt and is trying 
to frame me ! " 

CHAPTER TWO 

One Short Snort 

/ 

M

OVING to the center of the room, 
Tod picked up his pistol and thrust 
it in his hip pocket. Then he 

opened the door, motioned Kenny out into 
the hall and closed the door again. 

"\Vhat are you going to do ?" Kenny 
asked. 

"Find out if anyone heard a shot after 
I left first. Then get rid of this gun. Then 
call the police. "  

"There wasn't any shot. I was here till 
noon, and couldn't possibly have missed a 
thing like that ." . "Maybe it happened during lunch hour 
when eve�yone was gone, or supposed to 
be gone, "  Tod said. 

His eyes narrowed as they fell on the 
door to the insurance man's office. "Easter
ly was here when I came up at a quarter 
to one. Let's see what he has to ,say ." 

He rapped on the door, opened it and 
found the little man at his desk reading a 
newspaper. 

"'vVere you here during the whole lunch 
hour, Mr. Easterly ?" he asked. 

The old man looked at him blankly . "Ex
cept for about fi fteen minutes. ] ust long 
enouO'h for coffee and a sandwich at the , 
corner. Why ?" 

"Hear anything like an explosion in the 
building ?" 

David Easterly's eyes grew wide. "An 
explosion ? What happened ?" 

"Nothing, " Tod said patiently. "Sheri
dan thought he heard an explosion and I 've 
been arguing. it was a truck backfire. We 
just wondered if you heard i t ?" 

"Oh. Trucks are always backfiring on 
the street. No, I didn't hear any bing. 
Come to think of it, I did hear a truck let 
go right outside the window about twelve
thirty." 

Tod thanked him and returned to Ken� 
ny's office with him. 

"That does it," he said. "Vvith trucks 
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passing here all day long, and a backfire 
sounding exactly like a shot, who's going 
to take my word for it that it was a back
fire when I was in the room, and a shot 
that Easterly heard ?" 

From the hallway outside came the 
sounds of peopfe returning to work. Glanc
ing at his watch, Tod saw it was two min
utes after one. He heard his own office 
door open, then close again. Evelyn glancing 
in to see if he were there, he thought, but 
made no move toward the ball to greet her. 
At the moment he wanted no distractwns 
to prevent him from thinking out a course 
of action. 

" I  don't know what you're going to do, 
but I'm going to have a drink." Kenny 
said, crossing to his desk and removing a 
nearly fu!I quart of whiskey from the bottom 
drawer. 

He took a long pull from the bottle, set 
it on the desk and glanced toward Tod. 
"You better have one yourself. You look 
like you'd seen a ghost. "  

Tod shook his head, eyeing the bottle 
longingly. 

"Go ahead," Kenny urged. " It won't 
send you off on a drunk, because I won't 
let you have more than one. It'll straighten 
yon out so you can think. "  

"Maybe i t  would," Tod admitted. "Being 
framed for a murder on top of a hangover is 
giving me the shakes. "  He lifted the bottle, 
then looked at Kenny appealingly. "For 
God's sake hide it and keep me away from 
it after 01ie. If eYer I had to stay sober, 
ifs now." 

'' I 'll hold you to one if . I  have to break 
the bottle over your head, " Kenny prom
ised. 

Dubiously Tod elevated the bottle, let a 
little liquor trickle down his throat, then 
as he felt the welcome burning sensation, 
swallowed deeply. 

"Hey f "  Kenny said, snatching the bottle 
from him. " I  said a drink, not a complete 
refueling. "  

Slipping the whiskey back in his bottom 

drawer, he removed a key from his pocket 
and twisted it in the lock. Tod eyed the 
action disappointedly, but accepted with 
resignation. 

As the liquor created a warm spot in his 
stomach, then began to spread its warmth 
through his whole body, his tight nerves 
began to unravel. As Kenny had sug
gested, the one drink bad straightened him 
out just enough so he could think. He was 
able to examine his situation coolly, the 
edge of panic deadened by alcohol ' 

"There isn't any doubt in my mind I'll 
be nailed for this," he told Kenny calmly. 
' 'Even if I manage to get rid of the gun 
so the cops never find it, I won't be able to 
explain its disappearance. Practically every
body on the floor knows I kept it in my 
desk. " 

" So ? "  Kenny asked. 
" So the logical move is to try to &gure 

out who framed me bdore v.:e even tell the 
cops there was a murder. Once they hear 
the story of my fight with Katt, they'll slap 
me in jail and not even look for any other 
possible murderer." 

"It must be somebody on this floor, " 
Sheridan muttered. 

" RigLlt. Somebody who witnessed the · 
fight and realjzed what an opportunity it 
gave him. Possibly someoni! Katt has been 
blackmailing like he tried to blackmail me. " 

Kenny looked thoughtfuL .. Look. Tod, 
how does this sound ? l r obody knows we 
discovered the body. The killer· must be 
on pins and needles waiting for its dis
covery . You stay out of sight in here for 
a little while and I 'll casually drop i-nto each 
office along the ball. If I can find someone 
who acts nervous and upset, we'd have at 
least a suspicion to start on. " 

"Why should I stay out of sight ?" Tod 
asked. " I 'll take half the offices and we'll 
finish it sooner . " 

Kenny shook his head. ' 'The killer would 
automatically be on the defensive with you. 
He'd have no reason to suspect me of any
thing but a friendly visit, an<ki'd be more 
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likely to catch him with his guard down." 
Seeing the logic of this, Tod reluctantly 

nodded. As Kenny left the room, he moved 
over to the desk and settled himself in his 
partner's chair to wait. The gun in his hip 
pocket dug into him as he sat down, and 
he transferred it to a coat pocket. 

Sitting there idly, his eyes strayed with 
longing at the locked bottom drawer con
taining Kenny's whiskey. Then he stared 
in surprise. Guiltily he glanced at the 
closed door, and a curious tingle of antic
ipation• washed over him. 

Kenny had forgotten to remove the little 
key from the lock in the drawer. 

IT WAS a full half hour before Kenny 
Sheridan returned from his tour of the 

other offices, and in the interim Tod man
aged to consume half of the nearly full 
quart. He had no intention of drinking so 
much, of course, fully intending to sneak 
only one more drink \vhile Kenny was out 
of the room. In fact he even returned the 
bottle and relocked the drawer after the 
first drink, rationalizing himself, with the 
alcoholic's inverted logic, into believing it 
would stop there. 

Subconsciously he knew it would not, for 
too many times in the past he had gone 
through the same involved reasoning step 
by step, after each drink assuring himself 
that this time he was going to drink sensi
bly, and ending in a drunken coma. But as 
the pleasant warmth stole through him and 
the liquid level grew lower, it seemed less 
and less important to return the bottle to its 
drawer. 

When Kenny finally returned, he had his 
feet on the desk and was holding the bottle 
in his lap. 

His partner took one horrified look, said, 
"My God ! "  and locked his office door be
hind him. Quickly he crossed to the con
necting door and locked that too. 

Tod gave him a charming smile and 
started to raise the bottle to his lips. 

"No you don't ! "  Kenny said sharply, 

moving forward to jerk the liquor from his 
hand. 

Corking it, Kenny held it by the neck in 
his left hand, as though not trusting its 
safety if he set it down anywhere. Tod 
pouted aggrievedly. 

" I  have no intention of getting drunk," 
he said in a dignified tone. 

"You couldn't, " Kenny informed him 
grimly. "You've already gotten there. " He 
examined the liquor level. "How am I going 
to tell you what I found out so it will make 
sense to you ? Tod, vvhy did you do it ?" 

" I  am in perfect possession of my facul
ties," Tod said frigidly, rising from the 
chair to prove his point and staggering 
against the edge of the desk. 

"Oh, brother !" Kenny clutched his hair 
and stared wildly about, as though seeking 
a solution hanging on the walls. With a 
visible effort he spoke calmly. "Listen, Tod, 
I've got to get you out of here and some
where where I can sober you up. \Viii you 
behave and do what I tell you ?" · "No need to talk to me like I'm drunk. 
'Sperfectly capable taking care of myself. " 

Shrugging hopelessly, Kenny unlocked 
and eased open the door. After peering out 
into the hall, he pulled it wide, grasped 
Tod's arm and hurried him along the empty 
hall toward the stairs. They had to pass 
two open doors en route, but went by so 
rapidly they were out of sight before the 
occupants looked up. 

Supported by Kenny, Tod descended the 
stairs at a staggering shuffle. The lower 
hall was empty and the elevator indicator 
shO\ved the car was stopped at six. They 
made the alley door without being seen by 
anyone. 

Still j erking him along like a puppet on 
a string, Kenny managed to get Tod into 
the rear seat of his car. For a moment he 
stood panting. 

"Listen, Tod, don't you move from this 
car or I'll break your silly neck. I've got 
to go back and give Evelyn some excuse for 
being out of the office and ask her to take 
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calls for us. Just sit there and be quiet." 

Then he discovered he still carried the 
half-full whiskey bottle in his hand. He 
looked at it in amazement, started to set it 
on the floor of the car, then picked it up 
again and took it around to the trunk. 
Locking it in, he carefully put the key in 
his pocket. 

Smiling vaguely to himself, Tod patient
ly awaited Kenny's return from his errand. 
His partner was all upset over nothing, he 
told himself. He was thinking all the clearer 
for having had a drink or two. Thing to do 
was get an alibi. Go somewhere they served 
drinks and stay there till the body was dis
covered. Pleased with the thought, he 
turned it over and over in his mind in order 
to fix it there, so he would not forget to 
suggest it to Kenny when he returned. 

When he came back, Kenny leaped under 
the driver's seat as if he were pursued. 
Flicking on the ignition switch, he eased 
the car out the alley exit, then gunned it 
away as soon as he reached the street. 

"Somebody discovered the body," he said 
over his shoulder. "They're all running 
around like a pack of maniacs up there. 
That fool Harry Bannister took one · look 
and decided you did it. He was phoning the 
cops when I got back, and spilled the whole 
story of the fight before I could stop · him. 
They'll have a pickup order out on you in 
a matter of minutes. "  

Tod had a ready solution. "Let's hide in-a 
saloon. They'll neyer look there ." He smiled 
broadly, pleased with the way his mind was 
functioni ng. 

But Ke 1 : ny 11·a� exct>eding the speed limit 
and driving tm\·arcl the edge of town. 
"Listen, Tod . can n1u understand me 
through that alcoholic haze : We've got to 
get you out of sight until \Ye can figure out 
how to get you out of this jam. I 'm taking 
you out to my cabin on the river. VI/ e may 
run into a road bTnck i f they get the alarm 
out fast enough. If we do, you drop to the 
floor. I'll flash my auxiliary police badge 
�o get us through. Understand ?" 

"Don't like my idea, huh ?" T od  asked 
wistfully. 

"Do you understand what I said ?" Ken
ny shouted in exasperation. 

"Sure, " Tod said .in a reasonable voice. 
"You don't have to yell your head off. " 

T
HEY failed to encounter a road block, 
and an hour later Kenny turned off the 

main highway onto a dirt road. A half mile 
farther he heaved a sigh of relief as they 
pulled up alongside an isolated cabin situ
ated on a small neck of land formed by a • 
bend in the river. 

The cabin was a neat, one-story building 
with an attached wood shed. Though no 
other sign of human habitation was within 
sight, there was visible evidence of its con
nection \Yith civilization in the form of 
twin telephone wires running from a pole 
near the dirt road to insulators on the roof. 

'\'ith a curt, "Stay here, " Kenny Sheri
dan ,,·ent to the door and entered. 

He was gone a very few minutes, and 
when he returned he opened the car's back 
door and motioned Tod out. Leading him 
into the cabin, he took him through what 
seemed to be a combination kitchen and 
living room into the building's sole other 
room, a small bedroom. Directing Tod to 
the bed, Kenny pushed him back on it in 
a prone position and removed his shoes. 

"Now you just lie there and sleep it off 
till I get back, " he instructed. " If the phone 
rings, don't anS\\·er it unless it's my signal 
ring. If I call, I 'l l let it ring three times, 
then hang up and ring again. Got that ? "  

" Three t imes . . .  Tod said. "Then you . . , .  nng agam. 
Kenny examined him dubiously. "You'll 

stay in bed and s leep it off ? You won't get 
fancy ideas of starting out to find a saloon ?" 

" I 'm not sleepy, " Tod said. "But I'll lie 
here. The ride sobered me up pretty much. 
I think I'll be all right. " 

Kenny looked a little encouraged. "You 
sound a little soberer. Maybe you can 
understand me now. When I dropped in on 
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people back at the Universal Building, I 
learned a couple of funny things. Harry 
Bannister told me old David Easterly was 
scared to death of Gerald Katt for some 
reason." 

"Easterly's afraid of everybody, " Tod 
said. "He's even sc;red of me. " 

"Yeah, but listen to this. Easterly told 
me exactly the same thing about Bannister. 
How do you figure that ? "  

"Maybe Katt was blackmailing them 
both. "  

"Easterly also told mer Bannister came 
back to his office at twelve-thirty, and left 
again fifteen minutes later. He didn't see 
him, but his office is almost right across the 
hall and he heard his door open and close 
both times. Course it could have been 
someone other than Bannister going in his 
office. " 

Tod shook his head. "No. I saw him 
when he left at one-fifteen. He used the 
the stairs instead of the elevator. " 

"Then we got two people who had op
portunity to put a slug in Katt during the 
lunch hour. Bannister and Easterly. I kind 
of favor Bannister because he was so quick 
to put the blame on you. " 

Kenny turned to leave, then in after
thought turned back again. "Give me that 
gun and I 'll get rid of it. " 

Obediently Tod pulled the gun from his 
pocket and handed it to his partner. Kenny 
thrust it into his hip pocket, offered a final 
admonition to Tod to stay in bed and left 
the room. Tocl heard the back door open 
and close, waited ten minutes and rolled 
off the bed. 

In his stocking feet he padded into the 
kitchen, then stopped in embarrassment 
when he found Kenny leaning in the door
way waiting for him . 

'' I thought you'd he up the minute my 
back was turned, "  Kenny growled at him. 
"Now get back in that bed and stay there . " 

"Yes, sir, " Tod said, snapping him a 
brisk salute. He returned to the bedroom. 

This time he waited until he heard the 

car drive away. When after ten minutes 
there was no sound of its returning, he 
climbed from bed again. 

In the kitchen he switched on a table 
model radio, only to find it lighted up but 
failed to receive anything. Disgustedly he 
shut it off again and began to search the 
kitchen cabinet with the idea of making 
himself a cup of coffee. 

In the first compartment in which he 
looked, he was startled to find the gun he 
had just given Kenny. What an idiotic place 
to hide it, he though irritably, thrusting it 
back in his coat pocket. 

In the second compartment he searched, 
he found a half-full bottle of whiskey. 

CHAPTER THREE 

Date With a Killer 

T
OD HORTON possessed an unsual 
capacity for alcohol. During his half 
hour alone in Kenny Sheridan's office 

he had consumed nearly three-fourths of a 
pint, and while this rapid rate of consump
tion brought its inevitable effect almost im
mediately, the effect had now largely passed. 
He still felt fuzzy around the edges, but the 
long ride in the open air had sobered him 
considerably. 

His first emotion on finding the whiskey 
was one of foreboding rather than jubila
tion, consequently ; for he v1:as sufficiently 
in command of his senses to know that if 
he sampled it, he would drink it all. At the 
same time he still had enough alcohol in 
him to make the bottle impossible for him 
to resist. 

I'll just have one drink and put it bark, 
he thought to himself, knowing with de
spairing certainty as the thought went 
through his mind that the one drink would 
stretch to an empty bottle. Setting the 
bottle on the table, he studied it v.·ith a mix
ure of eagerness and hopelessness. 

I won't touch it until I swear to myself 
I'll stop at one, he thought, and then sud
denly had the idea which saved him. 
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Hunting through the cupboard until he 

found a small shot glass, he poured a single 
drink, carefully set it aside and happily 
poUFed the rest of the bottle in the sink. 
There was exultation in his eyes as the last 
of the- liquid g,urgled away. I've beaten. it, 
he told himself, and with a sudden burst of 
will power flung the contents of the shot 
glass after the rest. 

Hunting through the cupboard again, he 
found coffee, brewed a pot and had three 
cups black. Then, still slightly tipsy but 
with his head rapidly clearing, he stripped. 
ran. the fifty feet to the river bank and 
pltmged into. the ice-cold water. Thoug,h it 
was the middle of June and the air was 
comJortably warm, the water was still near 
freezing from the melted snow from the 
mountains which stil:l flowed into it. 

After fifteen minutes of vigorous exer
cise, Tod came out of the water shivering 
but dead sober. 

Back in the cabin he dressed, then ex
a.m.ined the radio· to see if he could discover 
what was \Hong \\·ith it. He found the 
trouhle easily. The aerial was disconnected. 

Slipping the bare end of wire through 
the hole in the proper connecting post was 
the wo•rk of but a moment. He switched on 
the radio· and tuned in a station j ust in time 
to catch the four o'clock news. 

The news was. full of the murder of 
Gerald Katt. The body had been cliscovered 
by old DaYid Easterly, Tod learned. And 
as he had suspected, the police had imme
diately decided Tod Horton was the killer. 

" It i:s not easy to comprehend why the 
body lay undiscovered nearly four hours, " 
the news commentator said·, " inasmuch as 
a halt dozen persons were virtual eyewit
nesses to the shooting. Acwrding to wit
nesses, the murder was preceded by: a vio
lent altercation between Tod Horton and 
the deceased,. which ended by Horton chas
ing Katt into his office and pushing the 
dOOt- shut in the faces of_ the observers. A 
sound which aJl witnesses assumed was a 
shot immediately came from within the 

room, but when Horton emerged a moment 
later, again shutting the door and prevent
ing witnesses from seeing. what had hap
pened in the room, they seem to have ac
cepted without question his statement that 
the sound they heard had been a backfire 
from the street. 

" District Attorney Hutchinson, when 
asked by this reporter what he made of this 
amazing testimony, hluntly said were not so 
many witnesses involved, he would suspect 
a conspiracy to aid the killer, and_ would 
have arrested the lot as accessories. How
ever; since there were' so many, and they 
were all reputable peopfe, � was forced 
to the conclusion the failure of any witness. 

to investigate what had actua:Ily occurred in 
Katt's office was merefy an incredible ex
ample of mass bad judgment. 

" Though the shooting occurred at nine
thirty in the morning, it was not till Easter
ly, whose insurance office is next door to 
the deceased, visited the dead man's office 
on a business matter at one-thirty p.m., 
that the body was found. " 

Thc·y'1•c· already tril'd and convicted me, 
Tod thought. 

"A .38 caliber revolver which Tod Hor
ton was known to keep in his desk, and 
which presumably is the murder weapon, 
is missing, indicating the fleeing . man is 
armed, and possibly dangerous. Police have 
thrown out a city-wide dragnet and have 
is.sued a four-state alarm. Kenneth Sheri
dan, the wanted man 's business partner, is 
a member of the auxiTiary police, and is 
personally as.sisting in the search. A rrange
ments have been made for Mr. Sherroan to 
issue periodic appeals over this station di
rected at Horton in an attempt to convince 
him the wisest course is. to give himself up. " 

Good old Kenny, Tod thought. Being in 
on the search himself, he woufd know im
mediately i f  it  began to get warm, possibly 
even fum it in another direction n it got 
too hot. 

But what difference would a short respite 
mean in the end ? He could hardly spend 
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the rest of his life in a two-room cabin, and 
the moment he stepped back into civilization, 
he 'vas finished. At best he could anticipate 
the life of a fugitive. He would have to 
desert his business, his few savings, never 
see Evelyn again. Perhaps he should take 
the tongue-in-cheek advice Kenny planned 
to issue over the radio, and give himself up. 

S
HAKING off the mood, he told himself 
his present situation at least granted him 

some time. If Kenny could unearth some 
motive one of the other tenants at the 
Universal Building might have for killing 
Katt, perhaps he could swing the investiga
tion away fr0111 Tod. And would not med
ical evidence show Katt had died at twelve
thirty instead of nine-thirty ? 

He felt uncertain on the last point, vague
ly recalling he had read somewhere it was 
frequently impossible to fix time of death 
closer than within a few hours, mystery 
novelists to the contrary. 

Switching off the radio, he moved rest
lessly into the bedroom and stared at the 
phone, as though concentrating could make 
it ring. It flashed through his mind to call 
Evelyn at her office, then occurred to him 
police ·were probably listening to all calls 
coming through the Universal Building's 
switchboard. In another hour she would be 
home and he could try her there. Or would 
her phone be tapped too ? 

He would take the chance anyway, he 
decided, rather than ju�t sit and do n<;>thing. 

He spent the hour nervously prowling 
from room to room, switching the radio on 
and off, trying to read one of the two maga
zines he found in the kitchen and casting 
it down in disgust after five minutes. At 
exactly five-fifteen he called long-distance 
and asked for Evelyn:s number. 

Sh · must have been sitting near the 
phone, for she answered immediately. 

"Tod ! "  she said breathlessly when she 
recognized his voice, " 'Vhere are you ?" 

"At Kenny's river cabin. Haven't you 
talked to Kenny ?" 

"Not alone. He's too surrounded by 
policemen ." Her voice took on a slight note 
of hysteria. "Tod, why did you do it ?" 

The question shocked him, for it had not 
even occurred to him Evelyn would believe 
him guilty. 

" I  didn't, " he snapped angrily. "Didn't 
you know it was a frame ?" 

There was silence from the other end, 
and after a moment he said, "For Pete's 
sake, do you think I'd lie to you ? Do you 
actually believe I did it ? "  

"No," she said with a sudden rush of 
gladness in her voice. "Not down inside, I 
didn't, Tod. But everybody was so sure. 
And after that sound while you were in the 
office . . .  " 

"It was a backfire, "  he said irritably. 
"Katt was killed later. Probably at twelve
thirty, because David Easterly heard what 
could have been a shot then. Only the old 
fool thought it ·was a backfire. " 

"But who would do a thing like that and 
attempt to pin it on you, Tod ? Nobody on 
the floor except Katt disliked you that 
much ." 

" I  don't think the killer has anything 
against me personally, " Tod said. " I  just 
created a wonderful opportunity for him 
and he took advantage of it. He'd have 
done as much for anyone. Can you get back 
to the office tonight ?" 

"To my own. I could pretend to have 
some night work. Not to Katt's, because 
the police have it sealed off. "  

Tod said, " I've got a hunch Gerald Katt 
'vas blackmailing either Harry Bannister 
or David Eastrely. If you could get into 
their offices, maybe you could find some 
evidence of it. " "' 

"I'll try, Todd. I 'll go back as soon as I 
have something to eat. Can I phone you 
there ?" 

" Yes, but you better pass along to Kenny 
,..whatever you find out instead. Phoning is 
dangerous. Matter of fact, if the operator 
is listening in, my goose is already cooked ." 
He thought a minute and suddenly changed 
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his mind. "On second thought, if you tell 
Kenny I phoned you, he'll sca,lp me for 
taking such a chance . Better phone here, 
and I'll pass the information on to him when 
he calls me. "  

� H e  told her the phone signal arrange
ment that he and Kenny had decided upon 
and asked her to use the same signal. 

After he hung up, he went back to rest
less pacing. There was now nothing he 

could do but wait. 
To help pass the time, he drew the re

volver from his pocket with the intention 
o f  cleani ng it, laid it on the table and rum
maged until he found some rags and an ice 
pick which would serve as a cleaning rod. 
Vlith this material arranged on the table 
near him, he picked up the gun and broke it. 

He looked down at the empty cylinder in 
surprise. 

_ No'w zc·hy, he thought, Bid Kenny unload 
the g1111 ? Did he think if [ found it, I might 
shoot myself? • 

J
T WAS seven o'clock before Evelyn 
phoned back. She called from a drug 

store pay phone in the city. 
"I found something in Harry Bannister's 

office, " she said. " It doesn't prove any
thing, but it might be enough to make the 
police look into it at least ."  

He waited for her to go on. 
"I looked through his check books, and 

regularly every month he has been drawing 
a check to cash for one-hundred dollars. 
The last one is dated today, but then voided, 
as though he suddenly discovered after he 
wrote it he wouldn't have to make the pay
ment. Does that sound interesting ? "  

"Very, " h e  said. "\\'hat else ?" 
" H is desk ash tray is full  of black paper 

ashes. Like he had burned seYeral letters 
in it. · •  

" Hmm. Are you far from the office ?" 
" A  half block. ' '  she said. 
"Go on back, get the check book and 

ash tray and lock them in your own desk, " 
he said. " If they mean anything , it may 

occur to Bannister to get rid of them in the 
morning. " 

" I  already have," she told him. "You're 
not the only one in this potential family 
with brains. "  

Another hour passed before anything else 
happened to disturb the monotony, and 
then Tod heard a car approaching. It was 
just beginning to grow dusky, but Tod had 
not turned on the lights for fear some 
casual passerby would see them and know 
the cabin was not empty. Though it was 
too dim in the room to read , he could still 
see fai rly distinctly, and outside it was light 
enough for him to identify the car which 
pulled up outside as Kenny Sheridan's. 

He had been seated at the kitchen table, 
his feet elevated to its top and his hands 
idly resting in his lap, simply waiting for 
time to pass. He did not change his posi
tion when Kenny came in the door. 

Kenny paused in the doorway and peered 
at him, apparently able to make out his 
figure only dimly because his eyes were not 
adj usted to the room's subdued light. Ken
ny's eyes took in the empty whiskey bottle 
on the ·table and suddenly he grinned. 

" So you found it, did you. you drunken 
bum ? "  he said cheerfully. " And now you're 
so paralyzed, you probably can't even move. 
Can you understand me ? "  

For a moment the words meant nothing 
to Tod. Then their meaning hit him like an 
ice-cold shower: and temporarily he was 
too paralyzed to move. 

The whole thing fell into place in his 
mind instantly, with no loose ends hanging 
9ver. He knew who had framed him, how 
he had - done it, and why. He knew why 
his partner and best friend , knowing that 
to an alcoholic ooe drink was as dangerous · 
as a barrel of liquor, had talked him into 
taking one on the assurance he would pre
vent him from taking any more. He knew 
wln· he had been left alone in his partner's 
cffi :e, the key conveniently forgotten in the 
lock of the drawer containing the whiskey, 
and why he had managed so easily to find 
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the second bottle of liquor in the cabin. 
Then he suddenly realized it was not a 

second bottle, but the same one Kenny had 
so carefully locked in the trunk of his car. 
As soon as }1e'd put Tod to bed, he'd got 
the liquor from the car and placed it where 
Tod would be sure to find it. Tod had 
almost caught him in the act \vhen he en
tered the kitchen on stockinged feet and 
found Kenny still there. 

Tod even knew, with sudden icy clarity, 
why Kenny had left the unloaded murder 
weapon. He could almost visualize the 
story Kenny would tell the police. 

"I just took an off-chance he had holed 
up at my cabin, because he'd been up there 
before and knew how isolated it was. I 
didn't expect to find him drunk and homi
cidal. I meant to reason with him and get 
him to turn himself in. After all, he was 
my best friend. But when he jumped me, 
there wasn't anything I could do. " 

And Tod would be found, the murder 
weapon in his hand, reloaded and probably 
with another shot or two fired from it. 
Kenny would receive nothing but praise 
for doing his duty as a member of the 
auxiliary police. 

The entire picture formed in his mind so 
rapidly that there was hardly a pause be
tween Kenny's words and the mumbled 
reply Tod made. 

" 'Lo, Kenny. Jus' havin' Iii drink ." 
Kenny laughed. "Can you stand up, 

Tod ?" 
Tod's legs moved slightly and his body 

barely shifted in its chair. "Stan' up ?" he 
asked dully. 

"Too paralyzed to move," Kenny de
cided with satisfaction. 

He moved to the table from the doorway, 
picked up Tod's revolver and loaded it with 
cartridges taken from his' pocket. Then 
walking behind Tod, he aimed at the door 
and fired twice. Splinters of wood kicked 
from the jamb on either side. 

"Too bad you were such a lousy shot, 
Tod," Kenny said ironically. "You had two 

tries at me and missed them both before 
I managed to get you." 

Removing a handkerchief from his pocket, 
he carefully wiped off the gun. Then he 
lifted Tod's limp right hand from his lap 
and forced his fingers to grip the butt. 

Walking back to the open door, Kenny 
flicked the switch next to it, flooding the 
room with light. 

"Getting a little too dark for accurate 
shooting, " he remarked as he turned. 

Then he froze in position, his gun point
ing down at an angle toward the floor. 
Standing and facing him was an entirely 
sober Tod Horton with the .38 pointed at 
his stomach. 

TOD said gently, " I  poured the liquor 
in the sink and went for a swim in the 

river. Drop it, Kenny. Drop it fast ! "  
Kenny's gun thudded to the floor. 
"Listen, Tod, I was just having a little 

joke. I was just-" 
"Save it, " Tod said bleakly. " I've been 

pretty stupid, but I'm not that stupid. 
Gerald Katt had you over a barrel, didn't 
he, Kenny ? Running the audit on our 
books, he knew what I should have known 
but never suspected when profits failed to 
increase no matter how much our volume 
gained. It never even occurred to me you 
were dipping into the till. But Katt knew 
and was bleeding you white. You both 
faced ruin if a new auditor got ·a look at 
the books, and when I dropped a heaven
sent opportunity in your lap, you took ad
vantage of it. With one shot you got rid 
of your blackmailer and left -yourself the 
firm's sole surviving partner. With a free 
hand you could make it look like I had 
been the embezzler. "  

Kenny was sweating and his face had 
turned the color of weak custard. "Listen, 
Tod, if you let me out of this, we can fix 
it on Harry Bannister easy. It would serve 
him right, because he was going to let you 
take the rap. He saw me come out of Katt's 
office ." 
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Tod's face registered surprise. " What ? "  
" He was being blackmailed by Katt 

too," Kenny said eagerly. " Katt had some 
letters he had written. He knew I killed 
Katt, but I shut him up because I knew 
about the letters too. You wouldn't have to 
feel sorry about framing Bannister. He was 
going to throw you to the wolves." 

When Tod only stared at him woodenly, 
Kenny's voice became pleading. "After all, 
Tod, I helped you get away when you were 
so drunk you didn't know what you were 
doing. At least you ought to let me have 
a head start." 

The illogical brazenness of this sugges
tion almost startled a laugh from Tod. 
"Turn ·it off, Kenny, "  ·he said irritably. 
" Start for the car. Vve're driving to the 
nearest state patrol station." 

Kenny's s h o u l d e r s  slumped and he 
turned dejectedly toward the door. As Tod 
started to round the table toward him, 
Kenny unexpectedly leaped through it and 
to one side. The movement caught Tod 
off-center, and by the tim� he had rushed 
to the door, Kenny had made the twenty 
feet to his car and placed it between him
self and Tod. 

As his partner jerked open the far car 
door, Tad sent a warning shot over the 
top of the car. Then he saw that instead 
of attempting to climb behind the wheel, 
Kenny was groping in the glove compart
ment. \Vhen he suddenly pulled his head 
back out of the car, something metallic 
glittered in his hand. 

Tod fired through the rolled-down win
dow, heard the bullet strike the frame of 
the open door on Kenny's side, and pulled 
the trigger again. There was a sharp, dis
heartening click. 

His first wild thought was that there 
should be one more shell in the gun, for he 
had seen Kenny load five chambers, leav
ing the one under the hammer empty. Then 
he realized one of the load's had been the 
spent cartridge of the bullet which had 
killed Gerald Katt, and which Kenny would 

naturally have held in his pocket, since it 
was he who had unloaded the gun orig
inally. 

The pistol Kenny had obtained from the 
glove compartment spoke, and a streak of 
fire ran along the side of Tod's neck. Duck
ing, he dived headfirst back into the cabin, 
grabbed up the pistol Kenny had dropped 
and co.cked it as he spun to face the door 
again. 

But his partner contented himself with 
throwing two more bullets through the 
doorway, and did not follow. 

Scrambling to one side, Tod came erect 
next to the wall and switched out the light. 
It was no,,· beginning to get dark even out
side, and when he peered through the win
dow he was unable to determine whether 
or not Kenny still crouched on the other 
side of his car. 

It occurred to him he was not in a very 
advantageous position. Kenny could keep 
him trapped in the house simply by keep
ing the single door covered. The windows 
on all sides were screened and the screens 
were nailed in. He could, of course, knock 
a back screen out in an attempt to leave 
the building that way, but the noise un
doubtedly would bring Kenny around that 
way to greet him with a bullet as he climbed 
from the window. 

After a momenfs thought, he went into 
the bedroom and quietly made a phone 
call. 

Just as he finished the call, he heard the 
car start, and rushed to the door. A hun
dred yards away at a wide place in the 
road he watched it perform a U-turn and 
head back again. Puzzled, he stood wait
ing with raised pistol while he tried to de
cide what Kenny was attempting to do. At 
fifty yards the car suddenly halted. The 
head-lights flashed on and bathed him in 
their glare. A dark shadow leaped from 
the car and disappeared into the darkness 
to one side. 

Too late Tad realized he should have 
taken advantage of his chance to get away 



66 Richard Deming. 

from the cabin. Now, with the whole front 
of the cabin lighted, he would be a target 
to the unseen Kenny if he even so much as 
tried to peer from the door or a window. 

Retreating inside again, he huddled be
neath the kitchen window with his eyes on 
the door. At least, he thought, if I can't 
get out of here <t�thout getting shot, Kenny 
can't get in after me either. 

When twenty minutes passed without a 
sound, he calJed, "Kenny ! "  

"Right here, " came the prompt answer 
from close by outside. 

"Neither one of us can win this. It's a 
stalemate. \Nhy don't you climb in your 
car and take off ?" 

"Because I want to shut you up first, my 
friend. Nobody but you knows I killed 

· Katt, and you aren't going to tell any
body ." 

"You're puffing on the wrong pipe, Ken
ny. I'll just sit out here till dawn, and then 
when I come out I'll be able to see you as 
well as you can see me. You can't out
shoot me in an even fight ." 

Kenny's only answer was a sardonic 
laugh. 

Again there was a long silence, which was 
suddenly broken by a heavy object crash
ing through the front screen in the bed
room. Tod shifted his position so that he 
could eye both the bedroom door and the 
front door at the same ,time, wondering 
whether Kenny was merely trying 'to dis
tract .his attention, or was actually attempt
ing to break in through the bedroom. Tod 
could hardly imagine he would try that. 

A faint gurgling noise from the bedroom 
puzzled him until he caught the strong 
odor of gas<?line. Kenny had thrown an 
open can of gas through the screen and it 
was gurgling out on the floor. 

Desperately he took the chance of ex
posing himself by crossing in front of the 
door and leaped toward the bedroom. He 
arrived just as a flaming wad of paper 
came through the hole in the screen. 

He was swinging the bedroom door shut 
as the flaming paper arched toward the 
floor. Its slam was instantly followed by 
a sharp WHOOSH ! and flame spurted 
under the door at his feet. 

Instantly Tod rea l i z ed two things : 
flames would force him to make a break 
from the tinder-like building in a matter 
of minutes, and at that instant he knew 
what Kenny's position was. The thoughts 
clicked into his mind and were acted on in 
the space of a watch's tick. 

Spinning out of the door, he leveled his 
gun toward the bedroom window just as 
Kenny leaped back from it. Both guns 
crashed at once. 

A burning sensation pierced Tod's shoul
der. He staggered slightly, then steadied 
himself for a second shot. Then he low
ered his •gun as he saw Kenny slowly 
buckle at the knees and slump to the 
ground. 

He was stiffly walking toward Kenny 
when two men stepped from behind the 
car and appPoached. Wordlessly they 
picked up Kenny, who was dazed but con
scious, and carried him beyond the range 
of heat from the cabin's flames. 

"Who are you ?" Kenny asked faintly, 
looking up at them. 

" Sheriff's deputies," one of the men said 
tersely. "Your partner here-" he nodded 
at Tod-"did a very simple and logical 
thing while you was piddling around out
side figuring out a way to kill him. He 
phoned and told us the whole story. "  He 
grinned down at Kenny without humor. 
"We snuck up just in time to hear you 
admit you kiJled this feller Katt, so I guess 
your partner told us a straight story over 
the phone." 

He glanced at Tod. "You hurt bad, 
son ?" 

· 

Tod prodded his shoulder. "Just a flesh 
wound, I think. It'll keep till we get where 
I can make a phone call. I have to phone a 
public stenographer I sometimes employ. " 

THE END 
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The girl who came into my used-car lot would 
have made a wooden Indian howl-and I was far 
from wooden. But Marcia had something on her 
mind, ana wouldn't buy my line. Instead, I ended 
up buying her blue convertible . . . •  

This was the second time I'd met Big Boy and his 
gun. He'd practically ripped the convertible apart 
searching for something-and when he couldn't 
find · it, he decided he had to take the stuffing out 
of poor little me. . . . 

7JOCKU 

The car was in good shape, if you're not fussy 
about bloodstains soaking through the floor . . . .  
Then the light dawned: this was the murder car 
of Harry Reed, gambler-and Marcia's husband 
of four days before he took the long ride! 

Gambling-czar Ace Fadden bought in next. I'd 
barely met the gent when I found myself going 
downhill fast-into a rock-strewn ravine . . • •  Burt 
Sims tells the complete story of the deadly blue 
convertible next issue-out Aug. 1st. 

67 



Florida's sunny beaches and plush nightclubs couldn't tempt Marty 
and his girl-they Ulere too busy trying lo get a /Ill lush , to • • • 

SI�G 4 · SO�G 
OF - �URUER 

M

ARTY RIORDAN stqod at the 
window and watched Belle come 
up the blinding white beach to

ward the cottage. Behind her, the blue 
Gulf of Mexico moved restlessly, pawing at 
the beach. She was a slim, exciting girl
especially exciting in that brief white swim 
suit-but there was no life in her walk. Her 
face was thin and her eyes enormous, as 
if she had slept badly for too many nights. 
Her white terrycloth beach robe trailed 
listlessly from her hand. 

When she came into the room, she gave 
Marty a brief glance and walked straight 
to the portable bar and poured herself a 
glass of bourbon. She drank it fast and 
shuddered. 

"Well ? "  said Marty harshly. "How did 
it go this time ?" 

"How did it go ?" Her voice was husky, 
tired. "How does it always go ? He's 
down in the Casino Bar, out cold. The 
same as yesterday, the same as the day be
fore. the san1e as all the other days. " 

"Did he say anything ? Did he talk ?" 
"He always talks. Interminably. Always 

about the same thing. His brilliance as a 
doctor. Compared to him, the Mayos didn't 
know a forceps from a pair of pliers. Lord !" 

"He'll talk . " Marty's eyes burned 
fiercely. "He'll brag, and one of these days 
he 'II let it slip." 

She lifted her bitter face. "Will he ? 
Will he, Marty ? You're sure he has some
thing to let slip ?" 

Marty hunched his shoulders. "Erden 
68 . 

shot my father," he said heavily. "For 
fifteen months my father worked, gathering 
evidence that linked Erden with every 
racket in the county, and he was ready to 
take that evidence to the Grand Jury 
when he was shot and the Erden file dis
appeared. That file was loaded, and that's 
how I know that Erden, personally, killed 
my father. Erden would never have dared 
let another living man set' eyes on that file. 
It was one job he had to do himself. There 
was enough evidence in that file to have sent 
him up for life three times over. He was 
at the mercy of anyone holding those 
papers. He killed my father with his own 
hands to get that file. And yes, I'm sure !" 

A hundred times during the past three 
months, Belle had heard this same speech 
almost word for word, but still she argued . . . 
"Marty, listen to me. Three reputable doc
tors-one of them the police doctor-testi
fied that Erden's wrenched knee was so . 
sore and so swollen that he could never 
have climbed that ladder to your father's 
study that night. They proved to you that 
no matter how that knee was braced Erden 
couldn't have walked across the room with
out unbearable agony. How could he have 
climbed a ladder ? You stood there in 
Erden's room and I stood right there ·be
side you, and you saw the sweat break out 
on Erden's face when they moved that 
knee even slightly. How could he have 
driven a car clear across Newark." 

"But he did ! "  Marty interrupted flatly. 
"I don't know how, but I know he did: 



LARR '\' HOLUE� 

There she was, lying on 
the grass . . . .  

And there's one other man who l<11ows i t  
-that lush down there in the Casino Bar. 
He was Erden's doctor, and he knows how 
it was done. " 
, Belle said niechanically, " Erden wrenched 

his knee the 
'
day before your father was-" 

but broke off. It was useless. You couldn't 
talk to him. He simply turned to stone. 

" Damn it, M arty, " she cried a little 
wildly, "If  you're so sure that drunk knows 

69 
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all about it, why don't you take him down 
the beach some dark night and beat it out 
of him ? Burn his feet with cigarettes, stick 
lighted matches under his finger-nails ! "  

"Talk sense ! "  
"Talk sense ? I don't have any sense left 

to talk ! " She seized his arm and pulled 
him to the mirror over the sofa. "Look at 
us ! Just look what three months of this 
has done to us. " 

He looked into the mirror, but he was 
not shocked at the faces that stared back at 
him. He was as lean and grim as a winter 
wolf, and his mouth was a slash of bitter
ness-but the face matched the way he 
felt inside. He was not surprised at Belle's 
face either, though it was pinched and worn, 
and anyone else would have been shocked 
that there was so little youth left in it. 

"You're hysterical, " he said shortly. 

SHE looked at him with a numbed ex
pression; then walked over to the bar 

and poured herself another bourbon. She 
drank it down and shuddered again. 

"Yes," she said dully, " I  am hysterical, 
and it gets worse t:very time I remember 
that we used to be in love. I don't know 
any more what it feels like to be kissed. 
You did �iss me once, didn't you ? Or did 
I just dream that ? You used to smile, but 
I can't picture you smiling any more. It's 
destroying us, Marty !" she cried, " It's 
destroying us ! "  

He stood there, hard and silent. " I  
think, " he said finally, "that you'd better 
go back to Newark. It's beginning to get 
you. " 

Her head jerked as if he had slapped 
her. She leaned against the wall beside the 
bar and became very still. " It's not getting 
me," she said tonelessly. " I've come this 
far. I can go the rest of the way. I ' ll get 
the Doctor to talk-if he has anything to 
say. You don't have to worry about me. 
Though perhaps you should start worry
ing about yourself. " 

"There's nothinl! the matter with me." 

"But something could be made to. be the 
matter with you. Remember when you 
passed the Doctor and me on the beach this 
morning ? He turned and watched you, and 
he had that look on his face that doctors 
get when they are going to do something 
to you that they know will hurt. You're 
staying at the same hotel as he is. So if I 
were you, I 'd watch myself. " 

"That's nonsense. He doesn't know 
who I am. I'm registered under the name 
of Rogers. "  He scowled. "But I'll watch 
myself, all the same. He's got a gun. I 
saw it .in his bag of doctor's tools when I 
searched his room. But he couldn't know 
who I am. "  

"Your father was district attorney. You 
had your picture in till papers when you 
went into his Ia w office. " 

"That was a long time ago." < 
" Some people have memories. Anyway, 

I'll soon find out. " Now she was brisk, im
personal. " I'm having dinner with him to
night, as usual. He'll sober up in a couple 
hours ." 

"Don't talk to him about me," he said 
sharply. "You're not supposed to know 
me. Kfep his talking about himself. Keep 
him boasting, and sooner or later he'll brag 
about how he and Erden put it over on the 
Newark police. Talk to him about him
self, and that's all ." 

He made that little grimace, hardly a 
smile, with which he terminated their inter
views. That's all they had now, interviews. 
Next he would glance at the door and tell 
her to call him at the hotel if she needed 
him for anything, but not to use her own 
name. Then he would go. 

She watched him with a kind of hope
less expectancy as he went through the for
seen ritual. Then she moved to the window 
and bleakly watched him stride to his car. 
She turned her forehead to the wall and 
began to cry, but it was no more than a 
tearless convulsion, as if the warm, flow
ing ducts had atrophied. Only when she 
was crying like this did her face look young, 
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vulnerable and frightened. She walked back 
to the bar and poured hersel f a third glass 
of bourbon. This time she shuddered in 
anticipation as she raised the glass to her 
lips . . . . 

MARTY drove a half mile up the road 
and parked in front of the Casino Bar, 

but he did not go inside immediately. He 
sat with his hands still clasped on the 
wheel, staring 

.
down the row of coconut 

palms. It  was very hard to think coherent
ly these clays. 

Those ten desperate weeks when the 
detective agency was trying to find the 
Doctor after he · disappearecl abruptly from 
Newark had bee� bad enough, hut these 

ast two weeks here in this Florida resort 
had been worse. It was the tension. Belle 
had insisted on coming with him, wanting 
to help. It was lucky she had. The Doctor 
had no desire for male companionship. 
Though he never did anything hut drink 
and get drunk, he wanted a woman around 
to brag to, and Belle had picked him up i n  
the Casino Bar without any trouble. 

They . were going into their third week 
of it now, but it was like going into the 
third year of a l i ie sentence in Alcatraz. 
Belle was wonderful. He couldn't ha1•e 
done without her. \Vhen this was over . . .  
But his mind stopped there. H e  was bushed, 
he thought dully. Bushed. 

H e  went i nto the Casino and ordered a 
beer. \V hile he was drinking i t .  he ghnced 
covertly around until he spied the Doctor, 
sprawled sleeping across a table in the cor
ner. l\hrty relaxed a little. Each day he 
had to check several times to mal<e sure 
the Doctor had not run out, the way he had 
run out of Newark. ?\ow he could relax 
for a l i ttle while-but soon the tension 
would begin to mount again and he would 
be driven like a man obsessed, whose only 
ease was sight of the thing he hated. His  

. hatred suddenly flamed with such blind
ing incandescence that he put down his 
glass and walked quickly out of the bar 

before he flung himself on that sodden 
figure and heat it  savagely with his fists. 

It was Erden whom he should hate, but 
he could hardlv remember what Erden 
looked like. It was the Doctor, with his 
puffy iace and foxy eyes, whom he hated. 
vVith horror, Marty discovered that he 
could hardly remember his father, either. 
It  was the Doctor, and the Doctor alone, 
who consumed his thoughts. One of these 
dark nights, he_ would do j ust what Belle 
had so bitterly suggested-he would take 
the Doctor down the beach and beat the 
truth out of him. 

But that wasn't  the way. H e1 had to 
control himself. 

He drove to the j etty, a j un_1ble of 
rock that extended into the Gulf for �o 
hundred yards. There was a high, unrailed 
boanhvalk over the rocks, and two women 
with fishing rods were walking carefully 
in the center of i t  as i f  the mere fact that 
there was no railing made them fearful of 
falling onto the rocks below. 

Marty walked out to the end and stood 
looking dovvn into the water, watching the 
schools of fingerling nmllet dart around the · 
rocks. This green needlelish swat'n slowly, 
l ike miniature pickerel with tremendously 
elongated snouts. A two-foot sandshark 
cruised into the shallows. :\larty closed his  

. eyes and listened to the rhythmic surge of 
the water against the rocks. There was 
peace here-but very soon, the uneasir�ess 
began to creep over him again.  

H e  forced himself to stay another half 
hou.r. but the peace was gone. He felt noth
ing hut the terrible growing need to get 
back to the Casino Bar to reassure himself 
that the Doctor had not run out. Every 
hour, now, he had to check up. Soon i t  
would be every hal f hour. He knew it was 
a kind oi madness, but he had to check up, 
he had to be sure. 

He merely glanced in through the screen 
door this time. The Doctor had not moved . 
H i s  mouth had dropped open and he was 
snoring heavily. With a shudder of dis-



72 Larry Holden 

gust, Marty went . back to the hatel and 
sat in the patio. He had a newspaper, but 
he could not read it. He could not con
centrate long enough to make sense of even 
the shortest items. 

It was five-thirty when the Doctor came 
weaving up the street. He gave Marty a 
vague, heavy-lidded stare and staggered in
to the lobby. Marty put down his paper. 
The sight of the Doctor had made him 
think of Belle, and suddenly, yearningly, 
he wanted to talk to her. It was some min
utes before he could think of an excuse to 
call her. It was very important to have an 
excuse. He couldn't call her for no reason 
except that he wanted to hear her voice. 

He finally walked across the street and 
called her from the public phone booth in 
the drugstore. 

"What's the matter ?" she asked, sur
prised. "Did something go wrong ?" 

"Not exactly," he mumbled. " I  just 
wanted to tell you that the Doctor's still 
drunk ." 

"Don't worry about it. He sobers him
self up with a pill or something. He'll be 
here to take me to dinner. Is-is there 
anything else, Marty ?" 

They both waited, but the words wouldn't 
come. Too long the touch of tenderness herd 
been missing between them. They were 
both miserable when they hung up. 

MARTY was in a grim, desperate mood 
when he walked out into the waning 

sunshine. For two weeks, he told himself, 
he had been stalling, had been letting Belle 
do the job. This was the end of that !  He 
had been afraid to tackle the job himself. 
That was the whole thing. He had been 
afraid of failing. That was why he had 
devised the devious plan of letting Belle 
get the Doctor to brag. Belle was right. It 
was destroying them. They could not even 
talk to each other normally anymore. 

Damn the doctor ! He was as guilty as 
Erden. He had fixed Erden's wrenched 
knee so -that it was usable, for Erden had 

used that knee to drive a car and tct 
climb a ladder, no matter what the other 
doctors said. Marty's hands clenched sa 
hard that the skin stretched white across 
his knuckles. If he had to use violence, .he.'d 
use violence. He'd do anything to end this. 
intolerable tension, the thing that had made_ 
Belle and him a pair of dehumanized aveng
ers. 

He knew where they were dining. There 
was only one really decent restaurant in 
town, the Fisherman's \Vharf, a passable 
copy of the San Francisco original. 

He was there ahead of them, and he saw: 
them come in. The Doctor had sobered 
amazingly, though his face looked a little 
swollen from too much alcohol. Belle's 
eyes widened when she saw Marty, for 
Marty usually ate elsewhere when she was 
dining with the Doctor. Sh!i maneuvered 
so that she faced Marty across the room, 
but it soon became apparent that the Doc
tor, too, had spied Marty when he walked 
-in, for he kept glancing back over his shoul
der. 

Marty ate stolidly. He didn't give a 
damn what the Do�tor thought any more. 
He was going after him, and he was g�
ing after him hard. This was the Doctor's 
last date with Belle. Marty would be wait
ing when the Doctor reeled back to the 
hotel. 

The Doctor had four straight shots be
fore the waiter even brought the rolls, and 
he began to talk to Belle, gesturing arr{)
gantly. Bragging again, Marty thought 
grimly. Enjoy yourself, chum, he thought. 
This is your last night on the town. 

Belle was trying to catch his eye over the 
Doctor's shoulder, but Marty ignored . it. 
Her face looked pinched and she seemed 
frightened ; she was trying to warn him 
with her eyes. But now that he had made 
up his mind about the Doctor, he didn't 
need the warning. He knew what he w�s 
going to do. When he finished his des�ert, 
he <;ailed for the check, dropped a half
dollar tip on the table and rose to leav�. 
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The Doctor glanced back over his  shoulder, 
and for an i nstant their eyes met. 

The Doctor's eyes were small, gray and 
bloodshot, l ike bits of mutton fat floating in 
tomato sauce. Marty grinned thinly and 
deliberately, turned his back and walked 
out. He went back to the patio of the hotel. 
There was no telling when the Doctor 
would roll in .  Belle would leave him around 
midnight, as usual. but the Doctor would go 
on from there until the last gin mil l  closed. 
I t  didn't matter how long Marty had to 
wait. He knew just what he was going to 
do . . . .  

J
T W AS eight-thirty when the police car 

screamed up to the curb in front of the 
hotel . The policeman sprang out and ran 
around the front of the car as a man in 
hip-high rubber waders backed out of the 
rear door. Between the two of them. they 
eased the Doctor out to the sidewalk. 

Marty sat up, and his breath caught in 
his throat like a fi shhook. The Doctor's 
hands and legs were bloody, and there was 
blood on his swollen face. His  pants were 
torn, and the sock and shoe had been re
moved from his right ioot .  Gen t ly .  the t\vo 
men picked him up and carried him up the 
walk into the patio.  Behind them, white
faced, came Belle. 

As they passed, �I arty saw that the Doc
tor's right foot and anlde were hideously 
swollen and purple. Belle did not even 
glance at �Iarty as she followed them into 
the lobby, her hands knotted together at 
her waist.  She looked as i f  Death had 
brushed her face in passing. 

Marty stood indecisively for a moment, 
wondering if it would be too qhvious i f  he 
rushed into the lobby after them. He stro<le 
to the screen door and saw them carry the 
Doctor into the elevator, his head lolling 
like a wilted flower from a dying stem. Belle 
looked back once, tragically, then stepped 
into the elevator. The doors clanged shut. 

Another car swooped to a halt behind the 
police car, and the local doctor came run-

ning up the walk, his hlack bag slapping 
his leg as he ran . As Marty stepped aside 
to let him through the doorway, the doctor 
muttered : 

" Time and time again I told them to put 
up handrai ls ! "  Then he was gone. 

It was a hal f hour of torment for Marty 
hefnre they came down. First the man in 
waders tramp('d down the stairs and turned 
into the hotel bar. then the doctor, who 
plodded wearily back to his car, and finally 
Belle and the prowl-car cop. Belle looked 
a s  i f  she had been wrung dry and fl ung into 
a corner. 

The cop was saying solicitously, " Don't 
worry about it .  lady. H e's okay. Can I take 
you anywheres ? ' '  

She shook her head. Then she spied 
Marty. ' ' T know this gentleman. He'll take 
me home , "  she said dully. 

The cop grinned at Marty. " Tell her not 
to worry , ' '  he said. " It wasn't no body's 
fault . " 

" I ' ll take her home, " said i\Iarty, but 
>mnething constricted around his heart. 

H e  got the car from the hotel parking lot. 
Belle didn't say a word as he drove her 
hack to her beach cottage. She was l ike a 
zombie. He took her arm and led her into 
the cottage. He sat her on the sofa and 
,aid : 

" I ' l l  make you a drink . "  
She looked u p  a t  h i m .  Her eyes were 

enormous and dark. ' ' I pushed him," she 
whispered. �he shivered. " I  pushed him ! "  

" It's okay, honey , "  h e  said soothingly. 
" I ' l l  make you a drink. " 

He started across the room toward the 
portable bar. 

" I  don 't want any more to drink ! " she 
cried. · ' That's all I 've been doing for the 
past two weeks-Jrinking. Oh, Marty , I 

. pushed him ! " 

She burst into tears. The tears that 
wouldn't flow before now erupted in tor
rents. He leaped back to the sofa and 
cradled her in h is  arms. She clung to him, 
shaking. She moaned and her fi ngers dug 
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into him as if frantically seeking support. 
Out of the hysterics, gradually came the 
story. 

The Doctor had gotten drunk in the 
restaurant, as usual. He always got drunk, 
but this time there was an undertone of 
malevolence. He knew Marty had been 
watching him. He knew that Marty had 
checked up on him twice that afternoon in 
the Casino Bar. He didn't like to be checked 
up on, and he was going to fix that louse 
who was checking up. He said he knew 
just how to do it-and the look in his eyes 
had been terrifying. 

Then he had turned sentimental. He 
wanted to go down to the jetty and listen 
to the "ocean. "  When he lived in Jersey, 
he told Belle, he had sometimes taken off 
at midnight to drive to Asbury Park, just 
to listen to the ocean. He loved the ocean. 
So they had gone to the jetty, with Belle 
becoming more frightened all the while. 

As they were walking out the boardwalk 
toward the end of the jetty, a party of 
fishermen came walking toward them. 

"The boardwalk over the rocks is only 
ten feet wide ." Her voice gathered dark
ness. "And when they passed us, I knew. I 
knew I had to kill him ! I pushed him, and 
he went over the edge and down into the 
rocks. And all he got-" her voice went 
shrill-" was a sprained ankle ! "  She began 
to laugh. "That fall into the rocks would 
have killed anybody else, but all he got was 
a sprained ankle ! " 

Her laughter became a wild arpeggio, 
and he slapped her sharply across the cheek. 
She whimpered and strained away from 
him, holding her cheek. 

He held her tightly, smoothing the blonde 
hair back from her forehead. He could feel 
the tears . smarting in his eyes. " It's all 
right, honey," he murmured, his voice filled 
to bursting. " It's all over. V./e're not going 
to let it destroy -us. We're going back to 
Newark in the morning, both of us. · I was 
crazy. I shouldn't have done i�. But we'll 
go back. Nobody knows you pushed him 

off the boardwalk. They think it was an 
acciden.t. They think he was just crowded 
off by that party of fishermen. We'll go 
back, honey. It's all over now." 

She protested feebly, then clung to him. 
She was rational for a moment, alternately 
crying and laughing. Then she cried abrupt-
ly : . 

"You'll always hold it against me ! You'll 
say I broke down. But he was going to 
kill you-I know he was ! I could see it ! 
That was the reason I pushed him into the 
rocks, Marty. I didn't break down. But I 
didn't want him to kill you, and he would, 
h� would . . . .  " 

He held her more tightly, and gradually 
she subsided until her sobs were no more 
than mere shudderings in his arms. He 
made her lie down on the couch. 

She smiled up at him, a pinched white
faced smile. He leaned over to kiss her 
lightly, but it became a kiss of hunger, a 
kiss thr.ee thwarted months delayed, and 
her arms tightened convulsively around his 
neck. He stood up unsteadily. 

"Tomorrow," he whispered, "tomorrow 
we'H go back and try to be human beings 
again. "  

"You won't hold it against me, Marty ? 
There won't be any reproaches ?" 

"Reproach you because I went crazy ?" 
"Kiss me, Marty. Oh, kiss me, kiss me ! "  
He kissed her again. He smiled down at 

her and pulled an afghan over her. " I  won't 
sleep either, " he smiled, "but we'll try, 
won't we ? And tomorrow we'll go home." 

"Tomorrow, " she smiled back at him. 
"Tomorrow, darling, tomorrow ! "  

HE DROVE back to the hotel with a 
singing in his heart. He felt as if he 

had come alive again. It was over. He 
hadn't succeeded, but he had done what he 
could. m and Belle had gone to the very 
trembling edge of human endurance. To
morrow they would start to live again. 

He put the car in the parking lot, .but he 
was too exhilarated to go to bed. He walked 
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back to the beach, then southward on the 
hard sand, laughing at the white ghost 
crabs that scuttled before him. 

He did not have to worry about the Doc
tor any more. The Doctor was killing him
self with alcohol. As for Erden-but he 
wouldn't think about Erden. What he had 
to think about now was Belle and himself, 
and all' he had to make up to Belle. She 
loved kids. After they were married, they'd 
have a dozen. Oh, Belle, I lo'l!e you so ! It 
was a bursting ache in his heart. 

When he walked back to the hotel, the 
night clerk looked up from his M iami 
Herald and called to him, "Oh, Mr. Rogers, 
there w:as a call for you. A M iss-" he 
consulted his pad- "a 1\tl iss Belle Muir. 
She said to call her back immediately. That 
was an hour ago. She said also, " the clerk 
looked arch, " that' this was it. She said 
you'd understand. "  

Marty felt his heart stop. H e  grabbed up 
the desk phone and called Belle's cottage. 
There was no answer. 

He put down the phone and looked up 
at the ceiling, as if trying to penetrate the 
three floors between the lobby and the 
Doctor's room. He muttered, " Thanks,"  
and strode for the stairs. 

On the third floor, he put his ear against 
the Doctor's door and listened for a mo
ment. He opened the door and peered into 
the room. The Doctor was spread-eagled 
on his back on the bed, snoring, his mouth 
open, his monstrously swollen ankle and 
foot taped with adhesive. Marty closed the 
door, ran down . the stairs and out to his 
car in the lot. 

He drove directly to Belle's beach cot
tage . .  It was dark, but the door was un
locked. He stroc\e from room to room with 
growing anxiety. She was not there. 

On the chair was a pair of gay canvas 
·beach shoes she had been mending. Ap
parently she, too, had been unable to get to 
sleep. The long, sharp needle was still 
sticking into the arm of the chair. She 
would · never have left it  like that. 

He ran outside-and there she was, lying 
on the grass, her golden hair matted with 
blood. Choking, he went down on his knees 
beside her. Her eyes were partially open, 
but glazed, and her breathing was very 
shallow. Her lips moved ; she was mum
bling, "Erden . . . Erden yes . . . Erden 
yes . . .  " He did not dare touch her, for 
fear that her skull had been fractured. He 
sprinted for the phone in the living room 
and called a doctor. He was sitting beside 
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her, holding her hand, when the doctor 
came fifteen minutes later. 

Marty waited long enough to learn that 
Belle had a possible fracture from a heavy 
bl�w struck from the side ; her condition 
was serious, but not critical. He helped car
ry her into the bedroom, · then strode out, 
grimly j abbing his leg with the needle he 
had snatched up from the arm of the chair. 

The doctor called angrily, " Hold on, 
there ! There are a few things I want to-" 

Marty j umped into his car ami roared 
away. At the hotel, he went str<1ight . to the 
drunken Doctor's room and switched on 
the bright ceilinR light. The Doctor opened 
his eyes and stared. 

" vV -what do you want ? "  he st<1mmered. 
Marty ""-alked over and sat on the edge 

of the heel . · H e  leaned over the man, prop
ping himself on his right hand. H i s  left 
hand was behind his hack. 

" My name is R iordan , "  he said, almost 
pleasantly. " A  little over three months ago 
your boss, Erden, killed my father. Tonight 
you tried to kill Belle ;\<[uir. That's true, 
isn't it ? ' '  

" You're mad ! I haven't been out o f  this 
room. It's an impossibility . "  

" Of course. I forgot. You have a h<1dly 
sprained ankle. Is it very painful ?" 

" vVill  you kindly get out  of my room ? "  
" Yes-but fi rst I want your professional 

opinion on sprained ankles and wrenched 
knees. Excruciating, aren't they ? I • mean, 
the slightest touch causes unbearable agony 
and all that. That's true, isn't  i t ? ' '  

" A s  any competent physician would tell 
you ! Now. i f  you_ please 

Marty leaned back and smiled. ' ' Then 
how do you explain th<1t ? ' '  he asked, point
ing. " I  did it while we were talking. · • 

A bare quarter of an inch of Belle's 
needle, still threaded .with red wool, pro
truded from the Doctor_'s s..wollen ankle. 

" That needle," Marty observed, "is two 
inches long, which means that an inch and 
three quarters have penetrated your ex-

cruciatingly painful ankle. Yet you felt 
i1othing. You didn't even know you 
were-" he smiled again- "being needled ! 
I wonder what a competent physician would 
say about that ? "  

The Doctor's hand moved under the 
cO\·er. " I 'm afraid I am going to shoot you, 
Mr. R iordan , "  he said harshly. "You broke 
into my room . I thought you were a burglar. 
There won't even he an inq uest. Don' t 
11107.'C ! ' ' The Doctor slowly brought the 
Aat .  stubby gun from under the blanket. 

Marty didn't take his eyes from the 
monstrously swollen ankle. ' ' A  local anes
thetic ? "  he ;t;;kecl softlv. 

" N  ovacaine. \f r. R iordan. Ordinary 
nov:1c;1ine, hypodermically injected. The 
anesthetic, for your in formation-though 
what good such i n formation '":ill do you, I 
don't know-that I used on Mr. Erden's 
knee. I must confess I w;ts quite shocked 
when I learned that he had killed yonr 
father. Later, though, I could see that he 
had no choice. "  

Marty controlled ;a savage spurt o f  fury. 
" Dut why did you try to kill Relle Muir ? "  

" :\[iss :\ fuir-your associate, l /believe ? 
-pushed me onto those rocks. Oh yes, I 
knew she pushed me. It bothered me. Why 
did she do it,  I asked mysel f ? What motive 
could she have ? Revenge, of course. I was 
really quite up�et. \Vhat had I told her 
while I was in my cups ? l knew I must 
have hahhled something damning to have 
prompted that and then I realized that I 
must have let slip my part in the Erden 
affair. . . Now please, Mr.  Riordan, I'm 
tired oi all this chatter. Please stand and 
walk hackward toward the door . "  

:\ [arty stood. H i s  hands knotted a t  h i s  
sides, then slowly relaxed. " Oh, go ahead 
and pull the trigger," he said wearily. " I  
removed the clip when l searched your 
room two weeks ago . "  

He heard the hammer cl icking futilely 
and frantically as he turned and walked 
across the room to call the police . . . .  
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Eunice stood transfixed. • • • 

To Eunice, Harvey Bedford was one of the most dangerous men 
alive-and even more dangerous dead! 

M
RS. JONATHAN CARON, Eu
nice Caron to the South Moun
tain aristocracy, smiled softly at 

the shiny brass key in the palm of her 
hand. That key opened the door to Harvey 
Bedford's secluded country home. 

Now, standing on the side porch of 
Harvey's house, Eunice couldn't resist the 
guilty, backward look over her shoulder 
toward the side road where her little sedan 
was parked. Despite the bright, mid-day 

sunlight, Eunice shivered. The anticipa
tion of seeing Harvey again had that effect 
on Eunice Caron. 

Her eyes glowing like molten brown 
lava, Eunice inserted the key in the lock 
and quietly turned it. Though she had a 
golf date within the hour, she wanted to 
feel Harvey's arms around her once again 
before she faced the casual reserve of her 
husband. 

Once across the threshold she paused, 
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hoping that Harvey would be in this little 
den so

' 
he could see her at tnis moment .  

She knew that the bright sunlight behind 
her was filtering through her coppery red 
hair as it was filtering through the thin,  
yellow cotton dress she wore. But Harvey 
was not i n  the den. Eunice closed the door, 
locked it, and walked swiftly to the main 
hall . 

There, she almost collided with a man 
she had never seen before. This stranger 
was crossing the hall toward the hig front 
door. He paused abruptly on seeing Eu
n ice. He was neither startled nor sur
prised .  His whole mien was pol ite, in
curious attention. 

Eunice was tongued-tied. She just  stood 
there, holding the house key in her open 
palm. She stared at the man . He was 
about medium height . .  His hair was close
cropped in a severe mil i tary fashion. He 
wore a pearl-gray whipcord suit, maroon 
shirt and black silk tie. 

When Eunice didn't speak, he turned 
his head in the direction of the rear of the 
house and called out.: 

" Call me at the Judge's, if you need me, 
·Harvey. "  

H i s  voice was deep, well modulated. H e  
apparently expected no anS\Yer froni Har
vey, for he immediately turne<.l back to 
Eunice. His  deep-set, gray-hlue eyl';: were 
inscrutable as they flicked over the br;1ss 
key in her open palm.  He bowed silently 
to Eunice, turned on his heel :1nd went out 
the front door. 

Eunice stood rooted to the Aoor unti l  she 
heard a powerful motor come to l i fe and 
fade down the main driveway. Then Eun ice 
ran into the l iving room. H arvey ,.,·as  not 
in i t .  

The spacious kitchen \\'aS empty , too, 
but a half-used rack of melting ice cubes 
lay on the drain .  Then Ennice saw the 
open door leading ·down into the base
ment play-room. She was still  startled 
from the abrupt meeting with the stranger 
i,(;1 the hall ; so she tip-toed down the stai rs, 

not wanting to hurl herself i n to any more 
strangers. 
I She saw Harvey seated on a rattan couch. 
His back was toward her as he sat facing 
the ping-pong table. She could sec the back 
of his head and his  thick curly hair. On 
the table beside him was a half-filled bour
bon bottle and an ice bucket. 

Eunice heard ice tinkle in the highball 
gfass in his hand. She decided that he 
must have taken that last drink powerfully 
fast. Harvey seemed to be weaving slight
ly, his head slowly moving back and f9rth. 
She took a few steps forward and was about 
to call out to him vvhen she saw him raise 
his right hand. 

Sunlight streamed through the sealed 
window of the air-conditioned room and 
glinted balefully on the n ickel-plated re
volver in H arvey's hand. As Eunice stood 
transfixed, Harvey jabbed the muzzle of 
the gun a g a i n s t  h is  temple. Ennice's 
tongue froze to her clenched teeth. A 
scream of horror lay silent in her paralyzed 
throat .  She flew toward him.  H er left hand 
reached frantically across the arm of the 
rattan couch. Her fingers locked arcund 
the barrel of the gun. 

Before she could huclge the muzzle from 
Harvey 's  head, the gun d i scharged. Eu
nice's fingers felt as though she had grabbed 
a red-hot poker. Involuntary reflex action 
j erked her li ngers from the gun. The 
reverber:�tion of the gun-blast in the sealed 
rot'lll was terrific. 

Harvey iell sideways and roiled to the 
floor, the revolver sti l l  grasped in his hand. 
H e  was dead before his body sprawled 
agai n st the legs of the ping-pong table. 

WH E N  some of the shock ebbed irom 
Eunice, she leaned dazedly against the 

hack of the wicker couch. .'\ s feeling slow
ly came back to her, she became vaguely 
aware of the severe burn across the palm 
and thumb of her left hand where the gun 
barrel had scorched her flesh. Harvey dead ! 

Then she saw Harvey's bloody curls. The 
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revulsion of death made her recoil from the 
corpse. Panic stricken, she fled from the 
house, ran along the narrow side path to 
her parked sedan. Once in her car, sitting 
there in the bright sunlight, some ·measure 
of cold reason came to her. Her thoughts 
turned to her husband-and of the bank
book he could shut in her face, if should she 
become involved in a scandal. 

Her next reaction was self pity, and hot 
scalding tears came with it. She buried 
her face in her hands and bitterly railed 
against heaven for making this happen to 
her. Her left hand jerked back in pain as 
the salty tears bit into her seared palm. 

This burned hand, she knew, would link 
her irrevocably with the tragedy. And so 
would that coldly polite stranger with the 
Prussian military haircut. 

The nightmare drive to her home was 
something she would never forget. And 
the nightmare became more unendurable 
when she saw the two rakish convertibles 
parked in her driveway. 

Her golf date ! 
She had forgotten it. But Millie and 

Sandra hadn't. 
Tucking her left hand gingerly into the 

little pocket of her cotton dress, Eunice 
forced herself to walk jauntily across the 
porch and into the house. In the spacious 
foyer, she called out : 

"Hi, kids ! Where are you ?" 
Millie's voice came from the living room, 

"In here. Drinking your scotch. "  
Eunice started up the wide staircase, call

ing over her shoulder, "Help yourselves. 
I 've got to change. "  

She went on up, her mind a whirling 
pinwheel of frantic thoughts. She had to 
play golf. She had made a date. 

In her room Eunice stared about desper
ately at the luxury of her belongings. If 
she lost this, she'd be back where she 
started : a not-too-good steno, breaking her 
long fingernails on typewriter keys and 
broadening her bottom on a typist's chair. 

Eunice looked at her scorched hand. It 

was burned and angry looking. There were 
sore blisters. She could hardly bend her 
hand, let alone wrap it around the grip of 
a golf club. To make any sort of a wood 
or iron shot would be pure agony. 

In her extremity, one clear thought came 
to her : she could use a golf glove to con
ceal the burn on her hand. She stripped 
off her cotton dress and went into the bath
room. In the medicine chest she found a 
tube of sunburn ointment. She squirted the 
salve over the burned area and gingerly 
covered it with sterile gauze. Back in the 
bedroom she carefully drew on a bright-red 
golf glove that matched her lipstick. 
Kicking off her shoes, she drew on scanty, 

gray-and-white play shorts with matching 
halter. The halter tied in front and was no 
great chore for her injured hand. ,Anklets 
and sandals were next. She took a spare 
driver from her closet and tucked it under 
her left arm. 

Down in the living room, Millie took one 
look at Eunice and yelped, "You can't play 
in those clothes ! " Millie was small and 
blonde, and she beautifully filled her T -shirt 
and slacks. 

Eunice said casually, "They will have to 
change their silly course rules. It's too hot 
to wear anything else ." 

Sandra sipped her scotch. She was a tall 
girl with light-brown hair and dark-blue 
eyes. Finishing her highball, she said ' to 
Eunice, "Well, the afternoon certainly 
promises to be lively. Let's get going be
fore our husbands accuse us of getting 
drunk. " 

Millie suggested going to the club in her 
car. That was just fine for Eunice. When 
they got rolling, Sandra said to Eunice : 

" I  am wondering what interest could 
make you late for golf. " 

Eunice eased her burned hand into a 
more comfortable position in her lap. She 
said glibly, "A man, of course. I saw the 
most fascinating creature in:-in the village. 
He had a haircut like those German gen
erals. Not the Nazis, but th,e aristocrats. 
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H e  wore a maroon shirt and a black tie.  H e  
seemed a s  smooth and cool a s  ice. " She 
looked searchingly at the girls. " Ever run 
a<;_ross him ? "  

M illie shook her blonde head a s  she 
watched traffic at an intersection . 

" I 'd like to, ' '  said Sandra.  " \Vhat this 
town needs i s  someone to give H arvey Bed
ford a l i ttle competition. ' ' She leaned her 
head hack on the seat. " The locksmith in 
the v i llage said that Ha rvey Bediord had 
had more door keys made. I 'm begin n in g 
to feel slighted that I wa s never offered 
one . "  

Eunice st iffened . A chill settled a l l  over 
her body, hut didn "t quite reach the fiery 
pain in her  left hand. 

FROM the wind ing country road they 
were on, they could catch glimpses be

tween the trees of the rol l ing fai rways and 
roughs of the course. And perched on top 
of the farthest hill was the white clubhouse. 

Eunice felt like a prisoner riding to her 
doom. Presently she became a ware of 
Sandra's eyes upon her. \ Vhen she met 
Sandra ' s eyes, the girl said : 

" Eun ice my dear, I 've been trying to 
figure why you are coming to the golf 
course-and d ressing so that you can't pos
sibly play . "  

Eunice's breath caught i n  her th roat .  
She managed a rai sed, inqu isiti ve eyebrow. 

Sandra nodded knowingly .  " You j ust 
want to sit around as naked as possible
hoping that the aristocrat with the haircut 
will see you."'' 

Relief flooded over Eunice. She laughed 
j erkily. " \Vhy, I don't even know i f  he is 
coming. " 

Millie swung the convertible into the 
parking space beside the clubhouse. " Our 
husbands are already here . "  

The club pro, a gaunt hatchet-faced man, 
was sitting on the porch steps looking out 
over the rol l ing green course. Players were 
brightly colored dots -i n  the distance. The 
pro heard the three girls approaching and 

swung his eyes to meet them. He seemed to 
be · huhbling over w ith some inner excite
ment. He blurted : 

" Doggone shame about Harvey Bedford, 
i �n't i t ? Fine iellow. Salt of the earth. 
With all his money, he was never too high
hat to drink with ordinary fol ks.  Doggone 
shame almut Harvey. " 

Eun i ce reached out her good right hand 
mid grasped one o f  thr uprights of  the porch 
rai l ing.  She hung there l imply. 

Sandra a� ked , " What has Harvey done 
now ? "  

" "fbven 't you heard ? It 's  all over town. 
All the folk s  down in the locker rooms are 
ta lking about i t . " He l icked hi s l ips.  
" Harvey ki l led himself .  Shot his brains  out 
all  over hi;:  rumpus room. " 

" Ho w  ;:1\vful ! " cried \ T i l l ie. 
Eunice said  a sick nothing as she re-lived 

the horror o f  trying to pull  the gun from 
H a r vey"s head . 

Sandra ;;aid mat ter-of-factly, " I  don 't be
l ieve it .  H e  wouldn"t have the guts to do 
it hi msel i . " 

The pro spread his  hand s. " The sheri ff's  
office and the cou nty coroner said i t  was 
suicide. " 

Sandra sh rugged . " 1  j u st can' t  picture 
Ha rvey rai sing a gun. H i s  mu::cles were 
t rained on li iting- martinis and wrestling· 
with wil l ing women . "  

A new voice hrokc i n  smoothly, "Quite 
an . epitaph , Sandra . " 

Eunice's eyes flew open wide at the 
sound of her hu sband's voice. Jonathan 
Caron was ;:mi ling his controlled, casual 
smile. He was a slender man ; his deep tan 
set off his i ron-gray hai r and clipped mus
tache. 

Sandra always seemed a· l i ttle awed in 
the presence of Jonathan Caron. Perhaps 
it was his courtliness or his great wealth, 
or  both. " Sorry, Jonathan. That was a bit 
crude, in  view of the circumstances. " 

Jonathan turned to his wi fe, gave her 
near nudity a brief  glance. " Well, now. It 
would seem you don 't wish to play . "  
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Eunice put on her breeziest smile. "I'm 

willing to play. I j ust think the day is too 
hot for a lot of clothes." 

Eunice made an airy gesture with her 
gloved left hand, and almost cried out at 
. the flash of pain that stabbed through it. 
Through her misery and apprehension, she 
really got a good look at her husband. He 
was neither a fool nor a dolt. Why couldn't 
she have been content with him ? He was 
really very attractive, quite 'apart from the 
wealth, security and social position he rep
resented. 

Eunice realized that she was tottering 
precariously on the brink of losing all this. 
That business of Harvey Bedford ordering 
door keys in lots cut deeply, too .. 

Here and now, Eunice made a pact with 
herself : If she managed to get through this 
ordeal without being linked with Harvey 
Bedford, she would never, never again 
take a chance and jeopardize her luxurious 
living . . . .  

Eunice looked up, startled. Jonathan was 
speaking to her : 

" I  was saying, my dear-for the second 
time-that Sandra .suggested that I move 
to lift the restrictions on women's playing 
clothes at the next meeting of the club 
board. And I must say that I fayor the 
motion. It's too bad the rules can't be 
changed in time for you to play today. "  He 
laughed, stepped closer to his wife. "Quite 
an eventful day. Gay, · care-free Harvey 
taking his life. And now, my circumspect 
Eunice turning rebel. "  He grasped her 
haru:l firmly. Then he let go and faced the 
others, saying : 

"Let's rig up a foursome and get going. 
See you later, my dear." He waved the 
caddies toward the first tee. 

EUNICE swayed against the porch rail-
ing. Waves of nausea washed over her. 

Jonathan had unw i tt i ng ly grasped her 
burned hand. Fortunately everyone near 
the club steps had moved away to watch 
Jonathan Caron's tee-off. 

Eunice walked on unsteady legs to the 
parking lot. She wanted to sit in th� car 
and wait until this spell of sick dizziness 
left her. 

At Millie's convertible she hung on the 
door and rested for several minutes. Final
ly she got the door open and slid grate
fully into the soft leather seat. 

She was barely conscious of another car 
pulling up close to her. Eunic� looked up 
and saw the club's manager get out of the• 
car, his back toward her. She recognized 
the Judge. He was a kindly man, and every 
year he was automatically voted to continue 
his managership of the club. Eunice felt 
that seeing the Judge should have reminded 
her of something. The Judge spoke to 
someone else in the car, then turned and 
hurried toward the clubhouse. 

Eunice saw the other man. He was walk
ing directly toward her. His close-cropped 
head was almost shiny in the afternoon sun. 
He had changed from his whipcord suit to 
a white T -shirt and tailored white slacks. 
His deep-set gray eyes held that same look 
of polite awareness. 

Eunice was conscious of something spin
ning in her head ; then she slipped into a 
deep, black nothing . . . .  

Eunice's first awakening thought was 
that she was home. This, she soon discov
ered, was not the case. She was in a strange 
room. Her sandals had been unbuckled. 
The linen belt oo her brief shorts had been 

· unclasped. The bow on her halter had been 
loosened. And her left hand had ceased to 
hurt her. She saw that it was encased in a 
fresh gauze bandage, held by strips of ad-
hesive tape. 

· 

She realized that she was sitting up in a 
leather-upholstered chair. On a smaller 
chair beside her was a doctor's bag and a 
glittering array of instruments. 

Then came the full realization that her 
secret was out. She sat bolt upright in the . 
chair and looked wildly about h�. 

"Easy, Mrs. Caron, " came a quiet voice 
from the doorway. 
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Her eyes whipped around to see the man 
with the mif itary haircut. He walked into 
the room, saying : 
, " I  am Doctor Rober, a diagnostician at 
the new hospital.  Yon fainted in your car, 
and your glove came partly off. ·when I 
saw what the trouble was, I brought you 
here to my office . "  

" Does anyone knO\Y I 'm here ? "  asked 
Eunice tersery.  

He shook his  bullet-shaped head slowly. 
" You were alone in  the parking lot. Your 
burn was quite a severe one. Ii it had gone 
much longer without proper attention, you 
might have been in trouble. " 

"Thank you , Doctor, "  murmured Eun ice. 
Then : " I  suppose you know what happened 
at-Harvey 's house ? "  

" You tried t o  stop him. The gun barrel, 
�t the moment of fi ri ng, burned your hand. "  

"Why did h e  d o  i t ? "  
"Cancer of the stomach , "  said Rober. 
"Oh . . .  " Eunice sat like a stone for long 

moments. Then she roused and looked up. 
R ober l ighted two cigarettes, handed one 

to Eunice. " In case you are worrying about 
it, no one knows that you visited Harvey 
today. "  

Eunice leaned hack and closed her eyes. 
Then she looked up and saw his deep-set 
eyes steadily regarding her. ' ' 1  suppose you 
think me an awful silly woman . "  

H e  dismi ssed 1;he thought with a gesture 
of  his cigarette. ' ' \Ve can explain away 
your burn as a cut ,  :\f rs.- " He stopped, 
smiled. " Just a cut, Eunice . "  He ran a 
hand over his close-cropped hair. ' ' Please 
come hack tomorrow afternoon for treat
ment. Shall we sav-around the cocktail  
hour ' ' '  

Roher took her good right band i n  h i s ,  
turned up h e r  palm. He reached into his 
pocket, said quietly, " For your convenience, 
my dea r . "  

Into Eunice's open palm, he dropped his 
brass door key . 

COPS AND ROBBERS 

Jean \V--- ·s freedom from the county 
jail at Carthage, Mo. ,  was rather short
lived. As she walked through the jail door 
after winning a parole, a sharp-eyed po
l iceman. stopped her. She was wearing a 
fashionable coat she had stolen from a 
hook in the jai l  dressing room. 

* * * 

Burglar alarm s have been installed tn 
Buckingham Palace and Windwr Castle. 
If  a would-be thief breaks i n ,  the new sys
tem automatically telephones Scotland 
Yard and a record, in  a nice, mellowly 
modulated British voice repeats, " Intrud
ers have entered Buckingham Pala!=e ( or 
W i ndsor C�tle ) . '' 

* * * 

In a case over the custody of a 1 9-
month-<Jld baby, J udge Chester D .  Adams, 
Lexington, Ky., observed, "A child that 
young should be w ith its mother. "  

" J udge. " replied the father, " j ust ask her 
who changed the first diaper on this 
baby . · � J uclge Adams here bridled. " Hold 
on, I have been asked to decide almost 
everything. but I am not going to hear 
testimony on who changed a baby's first 
diaper. "  

* * * 

Just to make things easier for her in
surance man, Mrs. J ean Carey, Milwau
kee, pinned a note on the front door : 
There will be no one at home u n til 3 p. m .  

\iVhen �Irs. Carey returned she iound her 
house ransacked and this note left by the 
thief : Sorry you 7l'ere o u t. 

* * * 

Car Thief Arthur R .  S per-
suaded a Philadelphia judge to double his 
six-month jai l  sentence. H e  wanted to 
qualify for a prison j ob. 

-Harolcl Helfer 



�IGHT TO KILL 
Beyond the door stood Laura's brother, 

and Harrigan was going to take him 

• • .  for what else cauld a good cop do? 

E}' UA�E 

GREGOR'\' 

T

HE RADIO was playing the same 
songs it had played on other nights. 
Laura sat as usual in her favorite 

chair near the fireplace, her small hands 
busy and her eyes intent on the needlepoint 
in her lap. Ali Baba, Laura's white Per
sian cat, lounged in the exact center of the 
rug and flexed his claws in "vast content-
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ment. Everything was the same, really ; but 
under the pleasant surface of that sameness 
there were profound and terrifying dif
ferences. Dan Harrigan knew that nothing 
would ever be the same again. 
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He looked about him, his gray eyes 
cloudy, and knew that years later he would 
think of this night and this room with that 
special kind of pain that accompanies the 
memory of things rrretrieva:bly lost. The 
radio songs seemed flippant and ephemeral 
J;lOW, but later they would have the power 
to spring upon him and hurt him as only 
remembered music can hurt. And whenever 
he saw a dark-haired woman with he:r head 
turned just so, her face in light and shadow 
as Laura's was now, he would think of her 
and would be shaken again by the knowl
edge of his loss. 

His wife looked up at him. " What's 
wrong with you tonight, Dan ?" she asked 
quietly. 

"There's nothing wrong with me, 
Laura, "  Harrigan said. 

He could hear Lonnie whistling upstairs 
-a thin. blithe sonnd that seemed to hold a 
note of conscious. mockery. Harrigan made 
a wry mouth and slapped the bowl of his 
pipe hard against his palm. " Nothing 
wrong, " he repeated mechanically _ 

Laura's hands had grown still m her 
lap : her eyes were no longer on the needle
point. " You haven!t been saying much, 
Dan. "  

There wouldn't be many m0re chances 
to smile at her, and so he tried tn smile 
now. He said, "I never say much, do r?" 
and reali1.ed suddenly how true it was. He 
wasn't an articulate man ; he'd never been 
able to find the right words, and maybe he 
couldn't have used them if he'd found them. 
That was one of the reasons why he was 
going to lose Laura tonight. 

\-\'hat was there to say ? How could he 
explain his motives for letting a man go to 
almost certain death-and that man one 
who was dearer to her, probably , than he ? 
Harrigan called it justice. and justice it 
was. But Harrigan's wife would have an 
uglier word for it, and always that word 
would stand like a gravestone between 
them . . . . ... 

Betrayal ! 

HARRIGAN got up and went to the 
window. He stood there rocking slight

ly on his heels and staring out into the 
early dark-a talf man, V-shaped, flat
bellied, strong. A bureau cop, detective first 
grade, who'd come up the only way pos
sible for a cop without connections. And 
that was why he cherished what he had ; 
he knew the cost of it in years and sweat 
and occasional heartache . It wasn't some
thing yon could throw av;ay, because you 
might not have the price again. 

Laura's voice pursued him. gently in
sistent. " You didn't eat much dinner, 
Dan . "  

Harrigan stooped to pa t  A n  Baba, who 
had strolled to his side and was shedding 
white hairs against his leg. He didn't look 
up. " I  guess I wasn't very hungry, Laura . "  

" That means you're going out tonight. "  
She made a statement o f  i t .  "You're never 
very hungry when you're going out on a 
job. " 

Harrigan straightened slowly and his 
eyes collided with hers. " Why, yes. Fact 
is, I have got a little work to do tonight. "  

Laura's gaze lowered to the needlepoint 
and her fingers moved in a slow, restrained 
rhythm. \\'hen she spoke again, her voice 
w-as in shadow like her face. " I t  happens 
pretty often lately, doesn't it ? "  

" I'm a cop, Laura. I 'm o n  duty-" 
"Twenty-four hours a day . "  Bitterness 

broke through her guard. " I  know. I ought 
to know, don't you think ?" 

Harrigan said patiently, " I  was a cop 
when you married me, darling. " 

" No . "  The bitterness flattened out of her 
voice and left it toneless. " You weren't 
working a twenty-four-hour shift then. 
Once in a while you took time off to be a 
human being. " 

She meant to hurt him a little, of course, 
but no woman could want to hurt a man 
as much as this. Least of all Laura, who 
hated his work only because there was an 
uncompromising gentleness in her that 
could not understand the occasional ugli-
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ness and violence of it. . . .  Well, this thing 
bad been between them from the first-so 
maybe it was wrong to say that he was go
ing to lose her tonight. Maybe he had been 
losing her, day by day, and tonight's work 
would only put the seal of finality upon his 
loss. 
Upstairs, Lonnie kept on whistling. 
Harrigan said slowly, " I guess I know 

how you feel, Laura. There must be lots of 
times when it seems like I'm only a machine 
-and a machine to kill, at that. I wish 
you'd remember one thing, though. No 
matter what happens, I "vant you to know 
that I was a human being twenty-four 
hours a day, too. And there are plenty of 
times when that makes it harder than hell 
to be a good cop." 
It had been the wrong thing to say. Her 

face turned sharply and a shadow moved 
in her eyes. "No matter what happens ?" 
Harrigan crouched and patted Ali Baba 

again. "It was only a manner of speaking." 
"Dan," said Laura. "Dan . . .  are you go

ing to do something dangerous tonight ?" 
Lonnie's whistle was louder now, gayer. 

Lonnie's feet went .rlap-slap on the stairs. 
Harrigan said, "\Vhy, what would put a 
thing like that in your mind ?" 

Now, he thought. Now is the time to tell 
her the truth. It will mean losing the Fallon 
mob, but it's the only way ·in God's world 
to sa·ve Lonnie. 
Laura said quietly, " I have a right to 

know, don't you think ? If there's a chance 
that I 'm going to be a-a widow before 
morning, surely I have a right to know." 
He looked at her levelly and tried to 

speak the words that were in his mind. No 
use. He ·was a human being, God help him, 
but he was also a cop. 
"Why, there's always a chance of that, 

Laura, " said Harrigan. "I'll tell you this 
much, though-nothing's likely to happen 
to me tonight. I-well, I'm pretty careful, 
macushla. 
It was enough. The shadow left her eyes 

and the tension of her face loosened in a 

smile that hurt him more than anything 
she had said. " It matters, Dan. I may nag 
a little now and then, but it really matters a 
lot what happens to you." 
Harrigan said, "Laura, I-" and then the 

door creaked inward and Lonnie and his 
whistle came into the room. 

LONNIE looked at them and stopped 
whistling. "I'm not interrupting any• 

thing, am I ?" 
"No," said Laura. 
"No," said Harrigan. 
Lonnie turned on the frank, infectious 

grin that was like everything else about 
him-utterly phony. Like the padded shoul• 
ders that gave him breadth, the heel-lifts 
that gave him height, the narrow black 
mustache that was mostly eyebrow pencil. 
And like the airport mechanic's job that he'd 
never had-that Harrigan had found to be 
as nonexistent as Lonnie's code of ethics. 
But he could be convincing, and that was 

the hell of it. He was almost convincing 
now as he popped a cigarette into one cor
ner of the grin and asked just a shade too 
casually, "Well, Dan, how goes the cops 
and robbers business ?" 
"There's plenty of business," said Har

rigan. 
"Still after the Fallon crowd ?" 
"For murder now," said Harrigan. "If 

you read the papers, Lonnie, you must 
know that th.ey butchered a watchman at a 
Tenth Street jewelry warehouse night be
fore last. " 
Laura's brother let smoke stroll upward 

between his candid dark eyes. "Why, hell, 
I read about that. The papers didn't say it 
was Joey Fallon's bunch, though." 
"There was no p�oof, " Harrigan said 

heavily. "But it was Fallon's work, all 
right, and there'll be proof enough in time. 
They're going to hang for that job, Lonnie 
-every man-jack of them." 

And you along with the rest, Lonnie, 
his thoughts added-if you're not killed in 
the scraPe-uJJ. 
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Lonnie's grin stayed in place, draped 
rakishly acll()ss his thoughts, but there was 
an almost imperceptible tightening of the 
muscles under his pointed cheekbones. 
Harrigan thought, He's not on the snow 
now, but he will be before the night's over. 
He'll need it. He's spooky as a morgue at 
midnight. 

And that was another thing Laura didn't 
"know-that her brother Lonnie was a user. 
Harrigan knew. There'd been occasions 
when Lonnie's dark eyes shrank and 
brightened until they were like blackheaded 
pins, and Harrigan had read his own mean
ing into the phenomenon ; but he had sim
·ply watched, and waited, and said nothing 
at all to Laura. Nor had he said anything 
to her when a stool-pigeon's tip unveiled 
the fact that Lonnie was working as a 
driver for Joey Fallon. He'd understood 
then ; he'd understood why Lonnie was so 
-interested in bureau operations and why 
some of the traps baited for Fallon had 
failed miserably to click. The leak had been 
in Harrigan's own home. But Harrigan had 
frozen · his face and held his silence. 

Lonnie crossed tweed-clad legs and said 
with the same easy casualness, "Well, I 
wish you luck, Dan. You're working on 
that tonight, are you ?" 

" No. Different matter tonight-just a 
small routine job. I'll try to be home early, 
Laura." _ 

He bent and kissed her cheek, knowing 
that there would be no home for him after 
this night's work. She said, "You will be 
careful, Dan ? You weren't just-" 

"I 'll be careful, Laura. " 
He opened the door and trudged into 

the other room, Ali Baba at his heels like a 
ghostly shadow. \\'ith infinite slowness he 
put on his hat and coat, his big hands find
ing various small, unnecessary things to 
do. Once in a while you took time off to be 
a human being . . . .  It matters, Dan. lt 
really matters a lot what happens to you . . . • 

The words ran on and on through his 
head. and he stopped at the door and stood 

there for an eternity of seconds listening to 
them. Then he turned, and took off his hat, 
and moved heavily to the writing desk in 
one corner of the room. He uncapped his 
fountain pen and pulled a sheet of paper 
toward him. Brows tied together, he began 
to write with the fierce concentration of 
one to whom words are alien and treacher
ous tools. 

I'm leaving it up to you, Laura. I t's not the 
kind of thing a cop should do, but I gu�ss 
most cops never have to face a situation like 
this. 

I haven't got time to pull my f>tmches. 
I'll just have to tell you straight out that 
your brother Lonnie is a liar and a thief and 
probably a murderer .. He's 110f  an airport 
mechanic-he works for Joe Fallon. and it's 
the truth I'm telling you. 

Well, there's a police trap set for the Fallon 
crowd tonight, Laura. A stool-f>igcon fells 11s 
they're planning to crack Lowcntlral's ·whole
sale jewelry �varehouse 011 Bell St1·eet. and 
there'll be cops and guns rl'ady for them 
when they show. The ones that don't die in 
the fightiltg will probably swin.Q for murder, 
and Lonnie will be right there in the bunch. 

I'm leaving it ttP to )'011 because I guess 
that's the onl·y u•ay to kcef> you from hating 
me. If yoll tip Lonnie off. he'll 1t•arn the 
crowd and they'll be free to go on stealing 
and murdering like they murdered the u•atch
man night before last. If )'Ou don't tip him 
off. he's as good as dead right now. 

I'm putting all tlds in a letter because I 
don't want to kum(• }'Ortr decision, darlin.q. 
I t'll be easier not to know for a while. I'll 
j1tst leave it u•ith you and go out 011 the job 
and act like I'm the cop they f>ay me to be. 

He frowned miserably at the words. 
There they were in his familiar uphill 
scrawl, and yet they were not the words of 
a Harrigan-nor even of a man. They were 
weasel-words, and it had been a stranger's 
hand that penned them. 

He couldn 't do this. Not because he v.·as 
a cop, though that entered into it ; and not 
because he'd seen a watcliman murdered, 
though that was a part of it, too. Primarily, 
he couldn't do it because he had no right to 
shift the weight of responsibility onto other 
shoulders-Laura's slimmer shoulders. He 
could not ask her to make a choice that he 
had been too soft to make for himself. 

Harrigan balled the paper between his 
palms and flung it distastefully into a cor-



My Night to Kill 87 
ner. Then he jammed on his hat and went 
to the door, and this time he kept on going. 

DUNLEVY looked at the radio lite dial 
of his watch and said, "One-fifteen. 

They ought to be here soon if they're com
ing at all ." 

"It's the shank of the evening, " said 
Harrigan, \vho knew with cold finality that 
they would come. "Give 'em time ." 

They were speaking under their breaths, 
and the sound was detached and strange 
in the hush of the alley. Eyes on the rear 
entrance of the warehouse, they hugged an 
unresponsive brick wall and waited in the 
damp shadows that dripped from a cornice 
above. It was lonesome here, and too dark ; 
except for a green-gold rind of moon, a 
man might have choked on the darkness. 

Dunlevy didn't like any of this. "Four 
hours we been waiting here, and for what ? 
Chances are this stool's tip will turn out to 
be a pat windy like the others . . . .  And me, 
I had a chance to go into my father's nice, 
safe oyster-cracker business. "  

"Shush," said Harrigan. He fondled the 
service gun under his jacket and added 
bleakly, "They'll come." 

Time flowed past them and was gone, 
and a hungry cloud ate up the moon, and 
somewhere on the remote street to their 
left there was that eeriest of all night 
noises-the laughter of a drunken woman. 
Harrigan turtled deeper into his jacket and 
felt as lorn as a banshee. Other cops were 
deployed at strategic points about the ware
house, but you couldn't see them-you 
couldn't even feel them. You were alone in 
darkness, and you knew the meaning of 
eternal loneliness. 

"Two o'clock;" said Dunlevy. "Dead 
man's hour and they're still not here. It's a 
pat windy, I tell you." 

"Shush ! "  said Ha rr igan. "They'll 
come." 

To the north there was a small chuckle 
of sound that slowly graduated into a deep, 
vibrant purr. Harrigan's fingers squeezed · 

at his gun and went slack. The purr climbed 
to a rich, droning roar that woke up every 
drowsy echo on Bell Street. 

"Hell," said Dunlevy. "That's not Fal
lon. That's a squad car." 

"I know," said Harrigan. He sensed 
drearily that something had gone wrong . . .  

"Wrong ?" said Captain of Detectives 
Ed Quillan. His eyes jerked sideways at 
Harrigan's set face and the roaring car 
tried to follow his glance. Quillan growled 
and gave the wheel a twist that threw Har
rigan against him with a great rattling of 
teeth. Dunlevy moaned softly in the seat 
behind them. 

Quillan said, "Why, no, Dan-there's 
nothing exactly wrong. Depends on how 
you look at it, I guess. We got Fallon's 
bunch bottled up all right, but-" 

Harrigan was startled. "How ?" he 
asked. "\Vhere ?" 

"Old factory building next to the 
Sprague Brothers jewelry warehouse on 
Flint. But like I was going to say, Dan, 
things ain't so good. We'll get 'em, I guess, 
but looks like some good cops are slated to 
die in the getting." 

The car ate space. Telephone poles 
jumped at them like tall, athletic drunks. 
Harrigan clung to his hat and said harshly, 
"You could tell a man, couldn't you ?" 

"Some of the boys cracked down on them 
when they went in the warehouse. There 
was a little shooting and two of Fallon's 
men caught lead-Frank Devine and Augie 
Muller. The four others done a roof-top 
sprint to the factory building, and that's 
where they are now. They got a rivetgun 
with them, and somebody knows how to use 
it, so it's going to be a hell of a tough place 
to crush ." 

"You're telling me lots of nothing," Har
rigan said. "You're talking around me in
stead of to me, Ed. You mean to say the 
stool-pigeon's tip was no good, but some 
of the boys just sort of happened in on the 
real play ?" 

Suddenly he remembered the note he had 
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written and failed to de�troy, and his blood 
went cold with the certain knowledge that 
Lonnie-or Laura-had found it. Only that 
would explain the change in plans. Death 
moved into Harrigan and settled down in 
his heart. So Laura was gone, his  pride 
was gone, and better cops were going to die 
because he'd been a lunkhead. 

Quillan's eyes flicked sideways and back, 
and it seemed to Harrigan there was a 
queer note of pity in his voice. " We can 
talk things over later, Dan. Right now 
we've got to think about- " 

His voice blanked out. In the night 
reaches ahead of them, a busy machine-gun 
had set up its chatter. 

RADIO cars from the central area were 
banked two abreast along the row of 

trees that bordered the danger zone. More 
cars were coming. Sirens scolded, and fin
gers o{ iight scratched at the dark sky, and 
the omnipresent innocent bystanders were 
straining to crowd past the cops and turn 
themselves into statistics. Quillan slammed 
the car to a halt and said tiredly, "We got 
to love 'em because they pay our salaries
but wouldn't you think they'd have sense 
enough to keet> away from a bunch of crazy 
ki l lers ? ' '  

They got out and joined the crowd of 
cops that had gathered in the arbor. Beyond 
this natural breast-works was. a fiat, bare, 
no man's land palely illumined by the shift
ing searchlights ; and farther ahead, two 
squat three-story buildings crouched. 

Quillan said, " Hell of a place for a 
jewelry warehouse, anyhow. You see the 
lay, Dan ? They can't get out, and we can't 
get in." 

" \Vhy ?" 
" The back windows all  got iron bars, but 

that ain't all .  There's also a nine-foot 
cyclone fence with a spiked top on it-and 
somebody with a cannon is covering the 
whole works. The tommy-gun artist is in 
one of the fmnt windows. . Hey ! What 
the-" 

Harrigan swung around. He followed 
Quillan's gaze and saw the two sprawled 
figttres, fiat and lifeless as ginger-bread 
men. One of the cops was shrouding them 
with a tarp. 

" \Vhitey Coy and Tony Lucca," the cop 
explained. " They figured they'd take their 
chances on a j ury trial and they came run
ning out with their hands in the air. They'd 
almost got to the row of trees when the 
guy with the chopper cut down on them 
from the window. " His face hardened. "We 
could hear him laughing a minute later. "  

Qu illan looked at Harrigan. " A  kill
simple moron. Well, that leaves only two 
of 'em, but it might as well be a hundred. 
Nobody can get close enough to heave cry
bombs in, and if we try rushing the place 
at least a dozen cops will go down. Guess 
we'll have to play it that way, though. After 
all, it's our job. · •  

" No, " said Harrigan. 
" Huh ?" said Quillan. 
"Tell them to turn off the lights-all the 

lights. I 'm driving in, Ed, and I 'm driving 
in alone. It's not our job. It's mine." 

A silence grew up between them. Then 
Qui llan said softly, "Tired of it all, Dan ? 
Is that it ? "  

" Maybe. " Harrigan hunched his square 
shoulders. " Let's not gag around, Ed. You 
knO\\" as well as I do that I 've got a-a sort 
of relative up. there. The guy with the 
chopper, I guess ; Lonnie was always handy 
around machinery. So why should a dozen 
gopd cops die because of the boners I've 
pulled ? ' '  

They stood again in a little island of 
hush surrounded by noise. Harrigan's fist 
smacked into a cupped palm. ' ' I'm going in, 
Ed, with or without permission. It's a 
family matter and I've got a right to settle 
it my own way." 

" Why, yes, " said Quillan, and again 
there was the note of pity in his voice. He 
turned his eyes away. " I  guess maybe 
there's something in what you say, Dan 
Maybe that's the way I'd play it. " 
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THE searchlights were out and the crowd 
was still, conscious of immit�ent drama. 

Harrigan- sat at fhe wheel of a squad car 
and kicked the motor to life. Others had 
wanted to come with him, bu.t he was 
alone. It was his party, said Harrigan, and 
he would pay for the funny hats. 

He drove. The car jumped out of tree
shadow and he pointed its nose into the 
vast savannahs of space that lay ahead. He 
could not see the factory building now. He 
was driving without a ghost of a light, and 
the cheese-rind moon was still tied up in 
cloud, and it was an odds-on bet that he 
would crash into the building before he saw 
it. But Harrigan took his chance. He 
pushed the motor to a powerdive roar and 
let the world surge toward him and past 
him with a great rush of wind. 

The sub-gun began to racket then, and 
that gave him a sharper sense of direction. 
The sub-gun went clackety-clackety-clack 

like some ki!1d of hellish Hallowe'en toy in 
the hands of a madman ; and it wove an 
almost solid mesh of lead about the car. 
Bullets were everywhere. They pocked the 
ground, and they screamed through a fen
der, and they left a lace-like web around 
three new air-vents in the shatter-proof 
windshield. Harrigan set his teeth and kept 
on going. 

He was almost within a coin-pitch of the 
factory building when one of the slugs hit 
pay-dirt. A front tire exploded like a paper 
sack and the car swerved sideways with a 
long-drawn, hysterical squeal of rubber. A 
halved instant later Harrigan knew that 
the slug had saved his life. 

He clinched with �e wheel and hung on 
like the plague and braked the car to a halt 
alongside the north wall of the building
so near that his fenders scraped the brick 
surface. He had not know how close he 
was, and except for that benevolent slug 
the hurtling car would have poured itself 
onto the building front like syrup on a 
buckwheat cake. 

The sub-gun was still. The night waited. 

Harrigan looked around him and saw that 
this particular wall was blind, windowless, 
and therefore the safest vantage point he 
could have found. The only aperture was a 
heavy sliding door set flush with the wall 
and obviously intended for truck service. A 
rusty hook held the door in place, but two 
shots from Harrigan's service gun made 
hash of it. 

He pushed through the gloom of an im
mense bare basement and up a flight of 
concrete steps that brought him to a cor
ridor on the ground floor. Along the 
corridor were other immense bare rooms. 
They smelled of dust, disuse and rats, and 
they were full of darkness a man could 
have chalked his name on. Harrigan got 
out his flash and snicked a shaft of light 
into the murk. It grazed the gnomelike face 
of Joey Fallon, who had come silently down 
the stairs to welcome him. 

Fallon grinned at Harrigan and got off a 
shot at him. At point-blank range it should 
have been a lethal shot, but it did nothing 
more, than pluck the flashlight out of his 
fingers and drop it into the darkness be
hind him. Harrigan sucked in breath and 
sat down on his heels to make room for 
Fallon's second shot. It came close, and 
Harrigan stiffened his right arm and shoved 
two shots directly into the muzzle-flash. 

Fallon leaned on a newel post for an 
instant and then walked slowly toward 
Harrigan. He lay down near Harrigan's 
feet and said huskily, "Why, you-" His 
pixie face was as shriveled as a clinker in 
the matchlight Harrigan held over him, but 
one hand still hunted feebly for the gun he 
had shed somewhere en route. 

Harrigan said, "You're a dying man, Joe 
Fallon. Best make your peace. Is it Lonnie 
upstairs with the tommy-gun ?" 

FALLON beaded . his eyes at Harrigan 
and said an ugly word. Life and blood 

were flowing out of him, but not the fierce 
black hate. " It's Lonnie, copper. And -he'll 
get you-he'll see to it you win a slab 
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alongside mine. If he don't, I'll  get him 
in-'' 

Fallon reached for breath that was not 
there and died more quietly than he de
served. Harrigan lifted the small, empty 
bodv and let it hang sacklike across his left 
arm. He turned to the narrow flight of 
steps that spidered upward into absolute 
gloom. Still holding Fallon, he began to 
climb. 

He knew how it was to be, and it came 
to him that he had know from the first
that there had been an intuitive writing on 
the wall of his mind. Lonnie was his 
peculiar destiny, and this the inevitable de
nouement. One of the two men Laura loved 
was going to kill the other. 

He reached the second floor landing and 
flattened his shoulders against the wall. 
There was a heavy inset door not more than 
three feet to his right, and back of this door 
was movement. 

" Lonnie, "  said Harrigan. " I  think you'd 
best come out ."  

All movement ceased beyond the door. 
Harrigan let the silence stretch, and then he 
said, "There's been killing enough, Lonnie. 
For Laura's sake, come out. I'll take you in 
alive if I can, but I 'll take you in dead if I 
nlUSt . "  

Thin, wild laughter struck through the 
waiting hush. " So it's you, Dan," said 
Lonnie. " I  hoped it would be this way. 
Why don't you come in and get me ? "  

Harrigan said, " You're making m e  do 
it, Lonnie. Remember that. " 

He gave Fallon's small corpse a shove 
and let it slump tipsily into the door, and 
stepped backward fast on the balls of his 
feet. Instantly the dark went crazy with 
sound. The riven door shed splinters like a 
porcupine, and Fallon's body jumped gro
tesquely and reeled away. Heavy with 
metal, it slapped the floor like ·a sackful of 
sand. 

Lonnie stopped shooting. "Dan ! "  he said. 
Harrigan held his peace. 
"Jackpot, " said Lonnie, and laughed his 

frightful a ugh. "So I got you, huh ? Let's 
have a look. " 

He pushed the door wide and emerged 
behind the tubular snout of the Thompson. 
Harriga� put his Special against the nape 
of Lonnie's neck and said,· " Drop it." 

Lonnie dropped the Thompson. 
" Now turn around, . ,  said Harrigan. 
Lonnie turned around and shot Har-

rigan three times in the chest and shoulder 
with the short-gun palmed in his left hand. 
Harrigan leaned into the wall, and slid 
down it onto his heels, and there was a 
carnival of agony and surprise in him. 
Lonnie kept shooting. The bullets slapped 
in a bitter sleet around him , and he 
thought desperately : Steady no1t'. Steady, 
Harrigan.  

He straightened his gun-arm and held it  
very steady, taking his  time. He squeezed 
the trigger and shot Laura's brother in the 
exact geographical center of his head. Well, 
thought Harrigan. Well, that's the payoff. 
He let the gun slide from his fingers and 
then toppled sideways into night without 
end. 

TH EY took a small lead-mine out of 
H arrigan and wrapped him up in yards 

of cotton gauze and put him away in a 
hospital bed to die. Strangely, he didn't die. 
Miserable and bored. he simply lay there 
and hated the smell of flowers and antiseptic 
as he had never hated anything in the 
world. Even the nurses bored him. They 
talked to him about Charles Boyer. 

One day flowed dismally 'toto another. 
Lots of people came to see him-so many 
cops that he felt lik�a man in the lineup
but there was never a sign of the person 
he wanted to see. Well, he hadn't expected 
her. He didn't even ask about her. It had 
been the payoff. 

He was so sure of this that when she 
came at last, a thin, pale Laura flanked by 
white-clad nurses, he thought her nothing 
more than a dream. Then she touched his 
hand and said, " Hello, Dan, " and he knew 
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by the warmth of her touch that she was 
real. 

Harrigan said huskily, "You didn't need 
to come, macushla. I-I guess maybe I 
know how you feel·. " 

She said, "They wouldn't let me come, 
Dan. I've been in bed, too-here in this 
same hospital . They were afraid to tell you 
for fear it would make you worse . . .  . I-I 
was shot, Dan. " 

His eyes grew. "Shot? What is it you're 
. telling me, Laura ?" 

She looked away. "That note you wrote 
-I found it, Dan. Ali Baba was playing 
with it, and I picked it up and-Lonnie 
must have known from my face that some
thing was wrong. He tore the note out of 
my hand and read it. He was going to call 
Fallon and warn him, and I tried to stop 
him, and-" 

" And so he shot you, " Harrigan said 
quietly. 

" Yes." Her voice was a whisper now. 
" I-I'd never seen him that way before. 
He was like a crazy man, Dan. I guess he 
must have thought I was dead, because he 
did call Fallon then. They •vere going to 
pull one last j ob and then Lonnie was go
ing to leave the country. I-I heard enough 
of the talk to know where they were going. " 

"Oh," said Harrigan. A thought hatched 
in his mind and he came half-way out

· 
of 

the bed. " Lama ! You did it. H urt as you 
were, you got to the phone and called 
Quillan. You-" 

She said quietly, " I  didn't want to, Dan. 
I hated to. But after what you'd done and 
what he'd done, was there anything else I 
could do ? "  Her dark eyes dimmed. " I 'm 
afraid you didn't understand me any better 
than I-than I understood Lonnie, Dan. 
Couldn't you have guessed where my heart 
would turn if I had to choose between an 
honest cop and a-well, a- " 

" Don't think of it, Laura, "  said Har
rigan. He shut his eyes, and opened them, 
and she was still there. " Laura, darling, I 
know I'm not much. I 'm only a cop and I 

guess I'll have to go on being a cop. That's 
in my blood like-we11, like you. And may
be it's an awful lot to ask of a woman-that 
she stay married to a man who-" 

" \Nhy, no, Dan, "  said Laura. She 
reached for his hand and gave him a smile 
that was like sunlight breaking across his 
world: "I guess maybe it's not so much to 
ask. " 

THE CLAY PIGEON 
STRIKES BACKI 

By John D. MacDonald 
It was a frame, but good. . 

They'd put the gat in his hand, and 
they'd even put the motive in his mind. 
He was a clay pigeon, all right-and 
he was right now under the gun ! 

Smashing, tougher than tough, with 
two lethal ladies calling the death 
scores. If you don't know your John 
D. MacDonald stories, you've got a 
new thrill coming to you ! 

This great crime story, plmt an 
amazing line-up of star writers such 
as Paul Byron Bishop, Philip;9Ket· 
chum, Rufus Bakalar, Larry Holden, 
Charles Beckman Jr., and others ! 

Look for the Augusi issue 
on your newsstand now ! 
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CHAPTER ONE 

Run, Fall Guy, Run! 

Er ALBERT 
s•��o�s 

T
HE man sat th ere neKt t0 the eleva
tor, perc�ing his meager hundred and 
twenty pounds on a sma11 wooden 

stool. ilk \vas a gau11t o1d fellow, with 
stmLil1 bony hands and a tl1ick puff of hair 
as white a:s absorbent cott(}n . Time had 
·stretched his thin parchment ski·m to@ tight
ly over his rugg:ed cheek 'B@nes, and h.i.s 
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A murder sent Joe Bonney crashing millionaires' 
row--to see how the other half killed. 

"What's going on here, Gino?" 
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watery blue eyes gave the impression of 
being lost eons ago behind the wrinkles 
etched so deeply on his thin face. His head 
nodded forward on his chest and he moved 
woodenly to put it back. He caught hi).11-
self dozing often these past few months. He 
was tired, very tired. 
Somewhere a 'door s l a m m e d  and he 

stirred slowly, lethargically. It can be 
murderously hot in mid-July-particularly 
in the City Hospital, running the night ele
vator. 

The mechanical annunciator in the out
moded wire cage was strangely silent ; 
everything ·was strangely silent. It was as 
if everyone living had surrendered to the 
heat, the hot; sticky waves of sultry heat 
that rose in ever-·widening circles from the 
sunbaked pavements and spiralled up over 
the entire city like the undulating coils of ·a 
giant snake. 

He leaned forward on the small wooden 
st09l and laboriously pulled a large red 
handkerchief from his pocket and mopped 
slowly at his sweating face. The movement 
only made him hotter, so he leaned back 
again and sat still. He'd heard no sound 
for about an hour, except a door slamming 
nearby. He wondered about it a little. 
Sighing, he looked up at the pockmarked 
face of the clock high on the wall. 

"Nine o'clock," he whispered to himself 
like a boy learning his lessons. "Only nine 
o'clOck. "  

He heard the door slam again, and he 
lifted the thin oval of his face from its rest
ing place on his chest and l istened. Some
one was running-running with the swift, 
jerky sound of desperation . The footsteps 
were light, pattering on the floor above. 
Then they stopped directly above his up
raised eyes. 
. He still was looking when he heard the 
stealthy sound on the staircase. Someone 
was coming down the stairs. But there was 
nothing unusual in that, except for the way 
the figure moved. 
Swiftly, smoothly the dark shadow flowed 

down the stairs. There was no sound except 
the sharp, staccato sound of leather heels 
against concrete - t h a t  and the labored 
breathing of the old man by the elevator. 
He waited, his straining ears following 

the slithering movement down the short 
flight of stairs. Then, as he saw the shadow 
outlined on the wall, his tired old legs 
pushed his body to an upright position. 
"Who's there ? ' ' he croaked. "\iVho is it ?" 
There was no answer. The figure moved 

quickly, silently, hugging the black shadows 
beyond reach of the lone bulb that burned 
dimly inside the elevator. The figure was 
small, thin, wearing a leather jacket open 
at the throat. A nondescript cap, pulled 
low over the face, hid the eyes. 

The old man saw the hand come out of 
the pocket. It was small and white, but the 
.3,8-calibre gun was big and black. He 
backed away, terror grabbing him at the 
throat so he couldn't speak As the figure 
followed him inside the cage, the old man 
threw his hands up in front of his face. He 
didn't want to see . . .  he didn't ·want to see ! 

The gun spoke sharply once, twice, three 
times . . . .  The sound of running feet was 
soon lost in the darkness of the night, and 
all that was left "'-as the silence and heat, 
the acrid smell of gunpowder and the 
crumpled, lifeless body on the floor of the 
elevator cage. And a red stain spreading 
over the old man's ,,·bite hair . . . .  

JOE BONNEY was a patient guy. But 
�hen he sat at his desk on the second 

floor of City Hospital and for the fourth 
time was asked to tell it again, Joe Bonney 
lost his temper. 

"Damn it," he growled, " I've told you 
all I know ! How many times more-" 

Detective-Sergeant Keefer slapped the 
desk with a hand as big as a catcher's mitt. 
"As many times as we want you to, bub, " 
he snapped. 

Joe was tempted to tell him where to go. 
Then he sank back into the swivel chair and 
stared s t r a i g h t  ahead of . him. He was 
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trembling, and he could feel the small rivu
lets of perspiration trickling down his chest. 
He yanked out a handkerchief from his hip 
pocket and swabbed the sweat from his 
. neck. 

Lieutenant Machelis got up and looked 
out of the open window. Then he went 
<>ver and held out a pack of cigarettes. 
"Want one, son ?" He smiled, and it was a 
nice smile for a cop. The detective moved 
his han�loser. "Go ahead, son, take one." 

Joe fingered a cigarette from the pack 
and let the lieutenant light it for him. He 
was almost amused by the sudden switch in 
tactics ; it was so obviously an attempt at 
the psychological approach. 

Joe leaned back and his eyes followed the 
smoke to the ceiling. The clock on the wall 
said eleven o'clock. He could hardly be
lieve it. Was it only two hours ago that 
they had f<'> und the body of old man 
Schwemer ? He sighed. They'd been pound
ing at him now for about an hour and a 
half, but it seemed much longer. 

They waited a few moments. Then the 
lieutenant said, "Go ahead, son, tell it again. 
Just once more, huh ?" 

Joe inhaled deeply, .fighting for control. 
He finally expelled a long feathery plume of 
blue smoke into the air and spoke quietly, 
as if he were telling it for the first time . . 

"The kid came in here a round nine 
o'clock," he said. "He wasn't a big fellow. 
As a matter of fact he was rather small, 
but he was sure as young as hell. " 

"How young ?" 
"Sixteen . maybe seventeen. " He rubbed 

his hand across his forehead. " I  don't know 
-sixteen, I guess. He had a real baby 
face ." 

"vVhat was he wearing ?" 
"A leather j acket a nd a cap. A cap 

pulled way down over his eyes. "  
"What kind of cap ?" the sergeant asked. 
"I told you three times before-! don't 

know. It was just a cap." 
"Go on. "  
"He pulled a gun on me and told me it 

was a stick-tip. I tried to tell him that there 
was no money around, but he kept waving 
his cannon in the air and yakking about 
money. "  

"What happened then ?" 
"He picked up the inkwell with his left 

hand and started to throw it at me, but 
when it dripped on his jacket he put it 
back on the desk and made me go into the 
closet. " 

"You're a brave guy, ain't you, sonny ?" 
taunted the sergeant. "Somebody ought to 
give you a medal for being such a hero." 

Joe got up slowly, the fingers of his right 
hand smoothing the side of his head-the 
side of his head where they'd put that silver 
plate thirteen days after they'd picked him 
up in a certain place in Korea. · 

The sergeant was saying, "Looks like the 
old guy had more guts than you, bub. At 
least he put up a fight ." 

B u t  I'm alive, thought Joe. I'm alive. 
And then as the throbbing started again in 
his head, he wondered if he could call him
self really alive. As long as he kept get
ting these headaches . . . He sat down as 
suddenly as though someone had kicked his 
legs out from under him. 

"That's all I know, Lieutenant," he mut
tered. "I've told you four times now ; that's 
all I know about it. "  

The lieutenant was looking at a massive 
piece of heavy glass on the desk. "Aoout 
that inkwell," he said, his eyes shifting to 
Joe's face. "Now let's see. The gunman 
picked it up and started to hit you with it 
and-" He cocked his head at an acute 
angle. "What happened again ?" 

"I told you," Joe cried desperately. "The 
ink spilled out on his shoulder. "  

The sergeant walked over and for the ' 
fourth time examined the floor around the 
desk. "You lie like hell, bub," he said. 
"Where's the stain ?" 

"The stain ?" 
"The inkstain ! If he spilled the ink, 

where is it ?" 
Joe's mouth twitched. "I don't know. 
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I guess the inkwell was almost dry. . . . " 
"Dry ! You just said that it spilled over 

his jacket. " 
"No, no ! "  Joe said quickly. "I said al

most dry. There was just enough left in it 
to spill on his clothing. " 

But the sergea"nt v,·asn't listening and 
nei ther was Lieutenant Machelis. They 
were just looking. Joe Bonney knew then 
that they hadn't believed a single word he 
h<td said in the last hour and a half. That 
was why they'd made him repeat it four 
times. That was why they'd kept asking 
the same questions over and over again. 

They were laughing at him now ; he could 
see that quite plainly. Damn that headache, 
he- thought. . . . He shook his head from 
side to side. 

The lieutenant was talking again. "Tell 
us about the boy again, huh, son ?" 

"Yeah," growled the sergeant. "Let's 
hear about this here baby-faced killer no
body saw but you, and the inkwell that 
dripped disappearing ink ! Go on, bub. 
Tell us about it !" 

· 

Joe sat there with his fingers hooked 
around the wooden arms of the chair. Why 
were they looking at him like that ? Why 
were they ? . . . The pain in his head 
stopped as suddenly as it had started, and he 
knew what they were thinking. 

They had their man. Why should they 
look farther ? He was as good a suspect as 
an ybody. It was Joe Bonney . . .  Joe 
Bonney . . .  Joe Bonney ! 

They let him go to the washroom alone. 
Ten minutes later, when the sergeant got 
suspicious and went looking for him, he 
was gone. The window was wide open and 
Joe Bonney was gone . . . .  

BETTY twisted in bed and looked up at 
the ceiling of her small apartment. The 

graveled roof had sopped up the hot sun 
all day long, and now the heat was seeping 
down into the floor below. 

It was hot tonight, murderously hot, and 
Betty wondered if she'd ever get to sleep. 

She sat up and reached down below her 
knees to pull the sheet up to her armpits. 
Then she fell backwards onto the disturb
ingly warm pillow and gently shook the 
sheet up and down until enough of a breeze 
was created to dry the sticky perspiration 
on her lithe young body. 

· 

She stopped presently because even that 
slight effort made her warmer-and be
cause she thought she heard footsteps on 
the roof. She listened, her body �nse, her 
ears straining. There it was again, the sub
dued crunching of shoe-leather on gravel. 
She sat up slowly, her small, white hands 
still holding onto the end of the sheet. 
There was the slight dink of heels on 
metal, and she shivered. 

Slowly, carefully, the footsteps came 
down the iron fire-escape outside her room. 
The window was wide open and the man 
could see inside. She was sitting there, her 
face pale and tense, her hair a black blob 
against the white. 

He leaned forward . .''Betty ?" he whis
pered softly. "Betty ?" 

"Joe ! "  It was a choked sob that 
wrenched itself from deep inside her. She 
jack-knifed out of bed and darted toward 
the figure just outside the window, her pink 
nightgown ballooning as she ran. "Oh, Joe, 
I was so scared ! " 

He crouched there on the fire-escape, his 
arms tight around her. "Betty, honey," he 
murmured, "I had to come. "  

She didn't answer but, a s  though from 
habit, tilted her head back to be kissed. She 
was trembling. 

His lips touched hers. " I  frightened you, 
honey, " he said. " I  didn't mean to. I 
wouldn't. . . .  " 

There was something in the way he spoke. 
She freed her�elf from his arms, her brown 
eyes searching his face. "What's the mat
ter, Joe ? What is it ?" 

Vl orry was twisting the soft fullness of 
her red lips, and he wished he hadn't come. 
But he had. Where else could he go ? 

Betty looked down at her thin night-
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gown and backed away slightly. "Do you 
know the Blue Cabin ?" she asked. "The 
place on the corner ?" 

He nodded. 
" I'll meet you there in fifteen minutes," 

she said. 
He sat there at a small table in the corner 

and let the air-conditioned coolness dry the 
beads of moisture collected on his chest and 
back. He looked up as the waiter ap
proached. "Two rum collins," he said and 
glanced toward the door. 
-By the time the tall, frosty glasses were 

placed on the table-top, Betty's small, lithe
some figure was coming through the door
way. He watched her, liking the way she 
walked. 

He got up and kissed her, then sat back 
and looked at her. She looked lovely and 
cool in her white dress. 

"How the hell do you do it ?" he said. 
"You look so dan1ned cool ." 

She sipped at the rum collins, then put 
her small hand on his. "What's the mat
ter, Joe ?" she asked. "Don't try to fool me 
because I know something's wrong. "  

He nodded. "There is, honey . "  He took 
a long swallow from his glass while she 
waited quietly. "Old man Schwemer is 
dead ." 

He saw shock and pity vie with each 
other for possession of her face. "Oh," she 
said softly. 

"He was murdered, Betty. They found 
the poor guy lying in his elevator. "  

"Oh, no ! "  
He nodded his head . "He was murdered, 

honey," he said again in a low tone, "and 
they think-" She winced, and he suddenly 
realized that his big paw was rushing her 
fingers. He was surprised ; he hadn't even 
known he was holding on to her. He let go 
of her hand and clutched the tabletop. 
"They - the police think I killed him, 
Betty." 

If he'd ever doubted that she loved him, 
the stricken look in her eyes removed all 
doubt now. 

"Joe," she murmured brokenly. "Oh, 
my poor, poor Joe ! "  

" I've got to get aw·ay from them, Betty. 
Now-tonight. " His voice was desperately 
quiet. "You've got to let me have your 
car." 

She shook her head at him. "No, no, 
you mustn't run. You can't do that ! "  

"You don't understand, "  he groaned. 
" It's the only way." 

"Give yourself up, Joe. You must. 
You're not a murderer. Give yourself up. "  

He didn't answer. Almost automatically 
he took another drink from his glass. The 
throbbing had started in his head again. If 
only they'd believed him. They thought he'd 
made up the baby-faced gunman. Well, he'd 
just have to find him, then-the berserk kid 
with the leather jacket and the thirty-eight 
calibre gun. In a city of millions. Damn 
that headache . . . .  

"Joe." Her voice came at him through 
a thick fog of pain. " I  just realized some
thing. He expected it, Joe. The old man 
expected to die ." 

"Huh ?" 
"Listen to me, Joe. " She was tugging at 

his shirt-sleeve. "Mr. Schwemer once told 
me that they'd find him someday. They'd 
find him, he said, and when they did . . . .  " 

Joe fought the pain, focussing on what 
Betty was saying. "Go on ! "  He reached 
across the table and grabbed at her arms. 
A glass went over noisily and splashed out 
a puddle of liquid. He let go t�en and sank 
back in the chair, and the waiter came over 
and mopped at the wet place. "B-ring two 
more," Joe said. The waiter went away. 

"Remember when Mr. Schwemer used to 
come over to my place for spaghetti and 
meatballs ? "  Betty said. "One time when 
you had to leave early, he stayed and talked 
to me. That's when he told me. " 

"Yeah," he muttered-. "Yeah, I remem
ber. But he never told me. He never said 
anything like that. " 

"Maybe not, " she said, "but he told me, 
Joe. I paid no attention to it then. I thought 
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it was just an old man's imagination. May
be if I had . . . .  " 

" What was he talking about ? ' '  Joe in
terrupted her. " \\'ho was 'they' ? \Vho did 
he mean ? ' '  

She shook her head, frmming. " I  don't 
know, ' '  she said. " I  j ust don't know. " 

· He picked up the fresh glass and drank 
slowly. \Vas there really someone who 
wanted the old man dead ? No, it was too 
fantastic. A gun-crazy kid had j ust pulled 
a holdup and the old �nan had tried to stop 
him. The kid had gotten panicky and shot 
him three times. 

" Maybe I should open it now, " Betty 
was saying. "I mean right away."  

"Open what ? "  

" The letter, Joe ."  She sounded breath
less. " M r. Schwemer gave me a letter and 
told me not to open it until after his death. 
Do you think- ? "  

CHAPTER TWO 

The House of Schermerhorn 

H
E WAITED in her car for her out

side her apartment. \Vhen she came 
back, a small white rectangle of 

paper was in her hand. He drove slowly 
while she opened the letter, but when the 
pink slip with the perforated edges fell into 
Betty's lap, he stopped the car fast. 

" It's a check, Joe, " she gasped. " It's a 
check for ten thousand dollars !'' She start
ed to laugh hysterically. " Ten thousand 
dollars, Joe-made out to me ! See, my 
name's on it ! ' '  

He reached ovet and took i t  from her, 
looking for Schwemer's signature. It wasn't 
there. Instead, written in a small, cramped 
hand was the name : T·V. C. Schermerhorn. 

He gave her back the check. Betty was 
talking a mile a minute about the money, 
and what they could do with it, but Joe 
Bonney wasn't listening. There was some
thing he was trying to remember, something 
he knew he should remember. Schermer-

horn. Schermerhorn. Where had he heard 
that name before ? 

"Betty ! "  He yelled her name so sud
denly that she jumped. " I  remember now ! 
Schermerhorn's the name of that missing 
millionaire ! Schwemer was Schermerhorn 
-\V. C. Schermerhorn !' '  

Six months ago the papers were filled 
with the name of W. C. Schermerhorn. He 
was an oil millionaire from Oklahoma who, 
as the years piled on his aging shoulders, 
tried to give his wealth away faster than it 
flowed out of the ground. His family, living 
with him on his Long Island estate, had 
filed a charge of mental incompetence 
against him. One day, on the way to the 
hearing, the old man had disappeared. He'd 
been seen once shortly afterwards around 
his old haunts in Oklahoma, but after that 
he was swallowed up and never seen again. 

Betty just sat there clutching the ten� 
thousand-dollar check in her hand. " That 
old man a millionaire, "  she whispered. " A  
millionaire ! "  She looked a t  him. " But if 
he was so rich, why did he live like that ? 
\Vhy did he run an elevator in the City 
Hospital ? "  

Joe shrugged absently. He was thinking, 
thinking hard. This opened up a world of 
possibilities. Maybe there 1t•as someone who 
wanted the old man out of the way:' May
be it hadn't been a trigger-happy gunman, 
after all. 

He drove her back to her house and 
opened the car door. ' ' I 'l l  be back, " he said. 

She didn't move. " V\'hat are you going 
to do, Joe ? "  

" Don't worry, honey, I 'm, not running 
away. Not any more. " He kissed her 
briefly and1said, " A  man· s got to do what 
he's got to do. "  

She got out reluctantly, knowing it was 
futile to argue. As he watched her figure 
rapidly shrinking in the rear view mirror, 
he wondered what the police would say 
when they identified the old man's body as 
that of the missing oil man. Would that 
start them looking for someone else-or was 
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· it j ust a fall guy they wanted ? There had 

been rumors in the columns recently about 
Police Headquarters. One thing Joe Bon
ney knew for sure-he wasn't going to take 
a murder rap so some politically minded 

· police lieutenant could be a hero ! 
Joe drove across the 59th Street Bridge 

to Long Island, and he didn't stop until he 
entered the little town of Rosedale about 
forty miles out on the narrow neck of land. 
He found a drugstore in the village, and 
a phone book told him where the Schermer
borns lived. That's what he wanted. He 
wasn't sure why, but that's where he was 
going. To the Schem1erhorns. 

It was a large fenced-in estate on a dark 
out-of-the-way road about a quarter of a 

· mile off the main highway. He parked the 
car on the grass and got out. It was much 
cooler here than in the city, though still a 
hot night. He looked at the long black line 
of tall poplars. Somewhere behind them 
was the Schermerhorn home, and he went 
looking for it. 

The hundreds of trees standing stiffly at 
attention. shoulder to shoulder in parade 
formation, were a natural barrier against 
the inquisitive, but Joe Bonney wasn't just 
inquisitive. He found a break in their mili
tary stance and pushed open the wire gate, 
then started up the long cinder . road that 
led to the house. 

He could see the shadowy outlines of the 
main building in front of him. It was large 
and it rambled, the way a millionaire's 
home should ramble. It was still partially 
hidden by trees and shrubbery. The thick 
grass muffled his footsteps, and everythin� 
was very quiet. The only sound was the 
whisper of a wind blowing up from the 
Sound. Then it died and the silence was 
absolute. 

As he approached the front of the house, 
he could see that the entrance was dark. 
The entire house was dark except for a 
single light that laid its thin shaft of bril
liance out on the green carpet of the lawn. 
He started up the three steps to the door. 

" Hold it, fellow ! "  said a gruff vmce 
behind him. 

HE TURNED, peering at the sound. He 
couldn't see the face, but a huge, dark 

form was standing on the grass nearby. It  
was tall and broad, with the kind of  pro
portions usually found only in the prize 
ring or the circus. He moved ominously 
toward him. 

" Where you going, fellow ?  Ain't you out 
kinda late ? "  

Maybe if the big hulk hadn't pawed at 
Joe's shoulder, it wouldn't have happened. 
Joe didn't like the feel of the hand on him 
so he moved his arm. The big guy appar
ently got the wrong idea. because he lashed 
out with a right fist as hard as granite. Joe 
went down on his face, making kissing 
noises at the green grass. 

A big hand reached down, hooked into 
his shirt and dragged him roughly to his 
feet. " \Vhat you want, fellow, huh ? "  

Joe spat blood out o f  his mouth and told 
him to go to hell. 

The big fellow moved quickly for such a 
huge man. Joe's right arm suddenly was 
behind his back and so was the hefty guy. 
\Vith that kind of armlock there was no 
alternative ; Joe had to do exactly as he was 
told. 

The strong boy marched him around to 
the rear of the house and turned him loose, 
but not for long. " Now, fellow, " he said 
through his teeth, "let's hear it, huh ? What 
did you say you were doing here ?" 

Joe was slow to answer and the giant 
moved menacingly. 

" I  want to see them, " Joe said hastily 
as he bobbed his head toward the house. 
" I  want to see the Schermerhorns. " 

The booming laugh had the deep-throated 
roar of the jungle in it. "Tonight ? Now ?" 
He promptly answered his own question. 
"Too late, bud. Come around in the morn
ing. " 

" No, " Joe said stubbornly. "I 've got to 
see them tonight. " 
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The giant aughed again and started for
ward with a low shambling gait that had a 
natural brutality built into it. He grabbed 
Joe's shirt in one oversized fist and cocked 
the other. 

"What's going on here, Gino ?" said a 
soft feminine voice out of the shadows. 

They hadn't heard her come across the 
grass. Her feet were bare, and as she 
walked toward them, Joe saw she was 
wearing a scant white bathing suit moulded 
to her figure by hundreds of glistening 
drops of water. He hid his amazement. Of 
course millionaires had swimming pools, 
and they probably took moonlight dips 
whenever the mood struck them. 

""What's going on here, Gino ?" she 
asked again in a voice that had the low 
vibrant sound of music in it. 

The big man nodded at Joe Bonney. " I  
found him sneaking around, :Miss Scher
merhorn. Trespassing. "  

She ran her hand through the thick, lus
trous hair, pale gold in the moonlight, that 
caressed the tips of her ears and the white 
of her neck. She directed her question at 
Joe then. "What do you want ? It's very 
late. "  

Joe didn't answer right aw·ay, and the 
heavy fist of the man called Gi.no crashed 
into his jaw and dumped him face forward 
on the grass again. He was slow getting 
up this time. When he did, his head was 
ringing with the thunderous clamor of 
many deep-toned bells. 

Through the noise he heard Miss Scher
merhorn saying, "Don't do that again, Gino, 
do you hear ? I won't have it. " She 
stamped her bare foot on the grass. " I  
won't have, it ! "  

Joe straightened up, rubbing the side of 
his head. " It's about the old man, Miss 
Schermerhorn," he said. " I  want to talk to 
you about the old man. "  

"\iVhat about the old man ?" Gino 
growled, and thrust his massive head close 
to Joe's face. 

The girl went over and pushed th� big 

man away. "That's enough, Gino," she 
said. "I 'll handle this ." He backed away 
grudgingly, like a dog over a bone. She 
stood looking at Joe, carefully scrutinizing 
his every line. Her inspection was sharp, 
almost brazen. "What about Grandfather ?" 
she asked. "What is i t you want to say ?" 

Joe sl:ood there, his feet wide apart, his 
eyes narrowed, squinting through the tor
menting waves of pain that blurred his 
VISIOn. 

"Huh ?" The word sounded thick. 
"What is it about my grandfather ?" She 

went closer, peering intently at his face. 
Then she seemed to .make up her mind. 
She pulled at his arm. "Come on ." 

Gino stepped forward. "Look, Miss, you 
oughtn't to do that. I think-" 

"You're not paid to think," her voice 
whipped out at him. It was as brittle as 
glass and cut just as deeply. Big, rough, 
brutal Gino winced and walked rapidly 
away, his broad back seeming to fill the en
tire horizon as he went. 

She turned towards Joe. " I'm Greta 
Schermerhorn," she said quietly. "Come 
inside ." 

S
HE threw a short white terrycloth robe 
over her shoulders. He noticed that she 

seemed to wear it with studied carelessness 
-the front slightly open like the partly 
drawn curtains of a well-ordered house. 

" It was so hot," she murmured, as if to 
explain her late swimming. Then immedi
ately she turned her attention to the prob- . 
!em of old Mr. Schermerhorn. "Have you 
found him ? Do . you know where he is ? "  

Joe nodded, trying to think what he 
should do, what he should say to the lovely 
creature so close to him. But now that he 
was here, inside the house, he didn't seem 
to know. 

"Who are you ?" she asked. "vVhy did 
·you come here ?" Her questions were crack
ing with machine-gun rapidity. "What do 
you know about Grandfather ?" 

"I 've got news about him," Joe said, for 
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want of a better way to open the subject. 

It hurt to see the way her eyes lit up. 
''Really ?"" she cried joyfully. "Oh, I've 
been so worried ! "· Pain crossed her face 
tike a dark shadow. " Poor Grandfather, 
they said he was insane. But they could 
never make me believe that. " She smiled 
then, and he thought that he'd never seen 
anything lovelier. "Where is he ?" she 
asked, with great intensity. "Where is poor 
Grandfather ?" 

There were sudden heavy sounds up
stairs, as though someone were moving 
around in the room above. Joe seized upon 
the diversion.  " \Nho's that ? ,. he asked. 

The girl moved closer and gripped his 
arm. " Don't tell them-please don't teU 
them you'Ve found Grandfather ! '' Her gOtt
geous blue eyes were desperate. " They've 
tried to find him. They've tried for so long. 
And if they do . . .  " 

She left it unsaid, but Joe could .finish it 
for her. They'd do just what they had done 
-murder him. 

GraduaUy the headache was leaving him, 
and he began wondering about her-W<>n
dering about the people upstairs and the 
huge man she had called Gino. 

" Who would stand to gain if the old man 
was committed ?'" he asked. He paused. 
"Or if he died!?,. 

She looked at him, startled. " I-1 
would, '' she said simply. "And my a:u.nt 
and' uncle and my two cousins. "  

« But you don't think the old boy's off 
his rocker ? '' he asked bluntly. 

"No, "  she told him. "And even if I did, 
I still wouldn't want him committed. I-I 
couldnl. "' 

"Then who would ?''' 
" I  would ! "  said a loud bull-like votce 

from behind. 
A red-faced man wth smaii, gimlet eyes 

and a thin mouth strode forward from the 
open doorway. A flush of anger colored his 
fiat, uneven features. " Any old fool who 
would give his money away to strangers 
instead of to his own flesh and blood is 

crazy, pfain crazy, and should be put away ! "  
He stopped with his jutting jaw inches 

from Joe's face. "What business is it of 
yours ? "  he shouted apoplectically. "Who 
the hell are you ?" He turned to the girl. 
"This is some time of night to have callers, 
young lady ! "  

'Her chin quivered, but Greta Schermer
horn wasn't the type to cry. "He's an in
vestigatoc," sh� said. "It-it's about Grand
father. " 

He looked almost as surprised as Joe 
Bonney felt. "What ?H he shouted. 

She ignored the evident tone of disbelief 
and said, "This is my uncle, Mr. Scher
merhO'l'n - Frank Schermerhorn." She 
looked at Joe, her eyes flashing distress 
signals as fast as she could, and he real
ized she didn't know his name. 

He stepped fo.rward quickly, holding out 
his hand. " I'm Joe Bonney, " he said. 

FRANK SCHERMERHORN glared at 
the extended palm a:nd di:dn't take it. 

He frowned at the girl. " Look here, Greta, 
what's this all about ?'� 

" I  told you, "  she mumbled. 
"Bah ! He's no investigator. At this time 

of night ?"' 
It did seem a little ridiculous on the face 

of it, but with Greta still flashing danger 
signals at him with her white, scared face, 
Joe played along, insisting that he'd come 
there for information to do with old man 
Schermerhorn's disappearance six months 
before. 

Frank Schermerhorn went over and 
thrust his beefy hand on Joe's arm and his 
face under Joe's nose. "You're a liar ! "  he 
almost screamed. " I  want to know why you 
came here ! " A shrewd gleam came into 
his little pig eyes. "Who are you-really ?" 

Joe tried to pull away from him, but the 
heavy hand held on to his arm. He stuck 
out his palm and shoved it into the man's 
thick chest. Frank Schermerhorn let go 
suddenly, and Joe lurched forward and 
went spinning across the room. He stopped 
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as suddenly as though he'd run into a brick 
wall. Except that it wasn't a brick wall, 
but a mountain of a human being, with arms 
and legs and a woman's face ! 

Her fingers clamped 9nto his arm with 
, the grip of a steel vise, and he was looking 
at the fattest, biggest woman he'd ever seen 
outside of Cole Brothers Circus ! 

"Frank, " she rebuked with an enormous 
grin, "that's no way toJreat a guest. " Her 
little eyes stared at Joe from her round 
moon of a face, her heavy lips open in a 
fixed smile that looked like it had been 
painted on with a thick brush. "You are a 
guest, aren't you ?" 

There was tremendous strength in those 
fingers, and Joe couldn't begin to pull away 
from her-any more than he could think of 
what to answer. 

"He knows something about the old 
fool, Lollie ," the redfaced man gritted. 
"Only he can't seem to find his tongue to 
tell us." 

Lollie Schermerhorn kept him on the end 
of her fingers like a dog on a short leash. 
"Why, my dear boy ?" she said. "You 
must have some reason for coming here 
this time of night." 

Joe Bonney's eyes fanned the semi-circle 
of people around him, and he managed to 
break away from the fat woman's grasp. 
He forgot about old Mr. Schermerhorn 
lying dead and bloody by the hospital ele
vator ; he forgot about the ten-thousand
dollar check ; he even forgot why he'd come 
to Rosedale. He just wanted to get away 
from there-away from these weird actors 
in this strange, terrifying play he couldn't 
understand. 

He'd almost made it to the door when he 
glanced back over his shoulder. Greta was 
standing there, her slim legs strong and 
straight, her small chin thrust out firmly, 
her soft blue eyes glistening and misty. 
She took one step forward-and Joe Bon
ney met a fourth member of the surviving 
clan of Schermerhorn. 

He was slouching in the doorway as Joe 

turned around. He was small, slender, 
and had the soft mouth of a girl. His close
cropped hair and loose-limbed stance were 
typical teen-ager, but his surly mien wasn't. 
He just stood there, both hands thrust deep 
in his pants pockets, leaning against the 
door jamb as if he had to hold it up, and 
taking everything in. 

"Who is he ?" he asked, his lip curling 
with contempt. 

"Frankie ?" called his mother. "Come 
here, Frankie." 

But Frankie didn't move, except for his 
eyes. Their expression wasn't pleasant to 
see in one so young. "I heard you say he 
was an investigator," he drawled in a sort 
of pseudo-southern accent. He glanced 
around the room. "Don't tell me they found 
the old-" 

"Frankie ! "  thundered the red-faced 
man. 

Greta went over and stood close to Joe, 
her elbow just touching his side. "This is 
my cousin, "  she said, and there was no 
attempt to conceal the hatred she felt for 
Frankie. 

She slipped her fingers into the crook of 
Joe's arm, pulling him gently away-but 
he couldn't move. His feet were ankle-deep 

. in a heavy morass of uncertainty and sus
picion ; he couldn't break free. Something 
was happening inside his head, too. It 
wasn't a headache this time-it was some
thing else. As the slow-winding spring of 
memory gradually loosened its tight coils, 
he started-stared with a fixed and search
ing gaze at the sharply accented features of 
young Frankie Schermerhorn. 

Greta yanked at his arm impatiently. 
"What is it ? "  she asked. "What's wrong 
with you ?" 

Joe looked into her cousin's hard, young 
eyes, blinking like a man coming awake. 
He wanted to laugh, and he almost did. 
"I wonder, " he. murmured under his breath, 
his eyes not wavering from the boy's face. 
"I wonder how Frankie boy would look in 
a leather jacket and a cap ! "  
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CHAPTER THREE and pulled her toward him, and his lips 

The Jadcet and the Cap 

T
HEY were all staring at him. The 
boy showed the palm of his . thin, 
white hand in a quick fanning ges

ture. " He's nuts ! "  He grimaced in mock 
alarm. "He's worse than the old stupe !" . 

" Frankie ! "  Greta said and looked quick
ly at her uncle. But the red-faced man 
didn't speak. He seemed to be sharing his 
son's opinion. 

The boy went over· and stood beside the 
bulky figure of his mother, and Joe let 
Greta push him toward the door. Now 
that he'd found the kid in the leather jacket, 
maybe the police would believe him. May
be they would let him alone. . . . 

He stopped so suddenly in his tracks 
that the girl's soft body bumped into him. 
Joe stared straight ahead, gawking at the 
slight figure in front of him. They were 
right-he was nuts ! 

It was like looking into a double-faced "' 
mirmr, because directly ahead of him in the 
doorway stood a small, thin boy who was 
a dead-ringer for Frankie. Yet Frankie 
was still in the room. 

Joe turned quickly and looked from one 
to the other. "Twins ! "  he gasped. "Lord ! "  
H e  couldn't tell them apart. 

"This is Henry," Greta's voice was say
ing. "They're identical twins ."  

Joe walked out of there into the bhtck 
velvet night. Greta Schermerhorn was 
hanging onto his am1. He "·as too·dazed to 
wonder about it, and they didn't speak, 
walking down the dark cinder driveway in 
silence. She stopped finally and faced him, 
the small perfection of her face turned up 
toward his. 

" You're nice ,"  she said. "Very nice ."  
He could feel her softness next to him, 

and he could see the white evenness of her 
features. Under the silver spotlight of the 
moon, her blonde hair shone like gold. He 
did what he wanted to do. He reached out 

sought hers. 
She struggled. " No-no ! Please don'�, 

please . . . .  " 
Her voice was suddenly loud, and it rang 

out startlingly on the sounding board of 
the still night. He let go and stepped back, 
smiling stupidly with embarrassment. 

Something moved behind him. As he 
turned quickly, his jaw felt the paralyzing 
jar of a hard fist launched from a rocket 
about a foot away. He went down heavily. 
Gino picked him up and kept punching. 
The ape-man seemed to relish his task, and 
he went at it w'th vengeance. 

Joe went crashing down to the ground 
again, dazedly wondering where the girl 
was. Why didn't she stop the slaughter ? 
Why didn't she get this maniac off him ? 
He couldn't see her. She'd run away l 

He felt himself being picked up bodily 
and carried through space, carried a long 
way. His back hit a soft cushion and his 
forehead a hard object. He reached out, 
and his clutching fingers found the steering 
wheel of a car. Then as he tried to pull 
himself upright. Gino bent over and 
launched a rocket to end all rockets. Joe 
sighed soft�y like a tired little boy, keeled 
over face down on the front seat of the ·car 
and went quietly to sleep . . . .  

Somewhere there was a noise. A monot
onous, droning noise like the purring of a 
giant cat. " Go  \,-ay. kitty ,"  he mumbled. 

• "Go 'way ."  But the kitty didn't go away. 
It disturbed him. Joe pulled himself weari
ly out of the car. He promptly discovered 
that he had no legs, or else semebody had 
removed the running board. He went for
ward on his face and scraped his nose on a 
concrete floor. 

He got up slowly, his fogged mind not 
comprehending. W'hy was there such a 
haze over his mind ? What was the matter 
with him ? He knew that he was sweating ; 
his shirt was soaked with perspiration. It 
was stifling in that closed garage, stifling, 
and it kept getting worse. It was difficult 
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to breathe. Each breath was more effort. 
The damned cat kept purring away, and 

Joe couldn't get his mental processes work
ing. Instinctively, 'vithout knowing ·why, 
he laboriously climbed back into the car 
and turned off the ignition switch. Like 
magic, the cat stopped purring. 

He leaned back, his tired head finding 
the seat top. It felt good ; he was very 
sleepy. Then as he closed his heavy eye
lids, snatches of his liquid thoughts started 
to congeal. Garage . . .  motor running . . .  
garage ! He placed his palm on the seat 
and pushed, forcing himself out of the car. 
Slowly, desperately, he crawled out. At 
last he knew what he had to do. Someone 
was trying to kill him, and he had to get 
out of here ! 

HE CRAWLED along the floor of the 
garage on his hands and knees, driv

ing himself, not stopping. He recognized 
the car as Betty 's, but suddenly something 
was happening to his eyeballs. They were 
spinning like the gaudy pictures of fruit 
on a slot machine and he could hardly see 
where he was going. As he reached the 
garage door, his nose close to the floor, he 
literally crawled up the vvall, and with an 
enormous effort thrust his fist through a 
small pane of glass. 

He didn't notice the cut on his hand ; he 
didn't even feel it. All he felt was the air
the clean, cool, exhilarating air. He re
joiced in the fresh smell of it in his nostrils,. 
and after a while he got the door open and 
threw himself down on a patch of grass 
nearby. 

He lay there, thinking, with the soft 
green quilt of the grass beneath his body 
and the soft black canopy of the sky above 
his head. Who had tried to kill him ? Why ? 
At no time had he told them in the House 
of Schermerhorn that he had seen the old 
man's murderer. In fact, he hadn't even 
indicated that the old millionaire was dead. 
Why then, had they tried to kill him ? 

Slowly, Joe Bonney got to his feet, 

smiling in satisfaction. He'd been right. 
The murderer was there in the Schermer
horn house. He knew now why there had 
been an attempt on his life. He'd been rec
ognized-the killer had recognized him. 
And what's a second murder when you've 
already committed one ?  

Joe backed Betty's car out of the aban
doned old garage deep in the rear of the 
Schermerhorn estate and went looking for 
Gino. Was Gino the man with the an
swers ? Big, brutal Gino ? 

He followed the dusty, little-used road 
around its serpentine curves until it led 
him onto one paved with hard gravel. As 
he approached the rear of the house, he 
could see that it was ablaze with light. 
Lights glowing from every window on the 
main floor,· and when he braked in front he 
knew why. 

There were two police prowl cars on 
the lawn and one automobile without any 
markings on it of any kind. As he got out, 
a man in uniform came up to him. 

"Who are you, bud ?" 
Joe blinked as the bright glare of the 

flashlight hit him full in the face. He was 
blinded by its brilliance too much to see 
the service revolver come out of the young 
cop's holster, but Joe could certainly hear 
him say : 

"Stick 'em up, Bonney ! Stick 'em up 
real high and right quick ! "  

He  walked in ahead of the policeman, 
his arms straight up in the air, but he 
wasn't afraid now. He was smiling. 

"Here's your man, Lieutenant," the 
shepherd with brass buttons called out. 

"Joe ! "  
I t  was Betty, his Betty. She came flying 

across the room, her small sandals making 
a clattering noise on the hardwood floor. 
He could see that she'd been crying. Lieu
tenant Machelis nodded and Joe gathered 
her to him. She began crying anew, her 
mumbled words difficult to distinguish 
among her sobs. 

"I had to tell them, Joe, honey. " Her 
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tear-filled eyes were fixed upon him plead
ingly. " I  had to , Joe. " 

him and he backed away. Was all this 
wasted ? Didn't the police understand what 
he 'd tried to do ? He pointed at the twins. 
" That's the kid, " he yelled. " That's the 
kid who held me up in the hospital ! "  

H e  didn't mind that she'd brought the 
police there. She was right. A man can't  
run. Besides, they could help him now. 
They could help him find the real killer. 

He looked around the large room. All  
the Schermerhorns ,,·ere there. From the 
expression s  on their faces, he knew they'd 
been told about the old man. 

M RS. S C H E R M E R H O R N ' S  large 
mouth popped open like a fish's. 

" No ! "  she cried. " No, not my boys ! "  And 
she rushed over and gathered in her off
spring with one s 1.o,·eep of her huge arms. Greta 's head was buried deep in her 

small hands, but as she raised her dry eyes 
to meet his, they were full of contempt, bit
ter contempt. " \Vhy ?" she moaned. " V\'hy 
did you ki l l  him ? He was so helpless. "  

The sergeant looked startled, but there 
was keen interest in the lieutenant's face. 
" \Vhich one, son ?" he queried softly. 
" \Vhich one was it ? "  

He didn't answer. He turned to Lieu
tenant Machelis, pushing Betty aside with 
gentle hands. " You've come just in time, 
Lieutenant , "  he said, "to make an arrest." 

Joe looked at him and he looked at the 
twins, but he didn't answer. He couldn't. 

Frank Schermerhorn got up off the 
couch, his red face even more beefy than 
before. He didn't show the slightest siga 
of being upset over the death of the old 
man .  But he did look angry. 

Sergeant Keefer went over, steel cuffs 
swinging loosely in his hand. "You ain't 
kidding, bub ! " 

• 
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at the hospital," he said, right into Joe's 
face, "and if you're accusing one of my sons 
of murder, young man, you're insane. 
Stark, crazy insane. "  Then he turned 
around and stalked out of the room. 

Joe whirled, appealing to the lieutenant. 
"What I told you at the hospital was the 
truth. You've got to believe me ! "  

"Then how come you ran so fast, bub ?" 
the sergeant's coarse voice grated. 

Joe ignored Sergeant Keefer and kept 
talking to the lieutenant. "Why don't you 
look for the jacket ?" 

"\Vhich one of you kids has a leather 
jacket ?" asked the detective calmly. 

Young Frankie Schermerhorn snorted 
in ill-concealed disgust. "We both have. 
So what ?" 

"Yeah," echoed Henry. " So what ? 
Lots of us guys have leather jackets. " 

Lieutenant Michelis turned and spoke 
sharply to his sergeant, and the bull-necked 
cop strode off >vithout saying a word. Joe 
Bonney went over then and told the detec
tive about the man called Gino and the at
tempt on his life. 

Both Greta and Betty jumped up- when 
they heard what he said, one indignant, the 
other frightened. "That's ridiculous, "  said 
Greta coolly. "Gino is just a chauffeur. 
He\ certainly not a murderer ! "  

"\Ve'll see, " said the lieutenant. "Bring 
the chauffeur in here," he told the police
man at the door. 

" I  sent him home," Greta said. "He 
lives in a rooming house the other side of 
the village. But he wouldn't do anything 
like that, not Gino ." And she glared at 
Joe. 

Betty was watching him, too, her eyes 
pin-points of . fear. He noticed that she 
seemed almost afraid to let him out of her 
sight. He looked over at her and winked 
reassuringly, but that didn't remove the 
worried expression on her pale face. 

Frankie broke away from the tight grasp 
of his mother. "If you think we killed the 
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old fool, " ne said evenly, "you're a hell 
of a detective ."  Machelis looked amused 
rather than angry but he said nothing. " If 
the old boy was bumped at nine o'clock, 
like you say," Frankie went on with a 
crooked smile, " we've got an alibi. Huh, 
Henry ? "  

The other twin stepped for\\ctrd, nodding 
his head. "V./e were at rehearsal, " he said. 
" Lots of kids were there. They'll say they 
saw us. " 

" Rehearsa l ? "  
Frankie flashed annoyance a t  anybody 

not knowing about the Rosedale Summer 
School of Acting and started educating the 
police lieutenant in the fundamentals of the 
theatre. 

" All right-all right. ' '  the detective In
terrupted with a disgusted wave of his 
hand. 

" Make them prove it, " Joe Bonney said. 
"They've got to have proof that-" 

"Take it easy, Bonney, "  the lieutenant 
told him. " Come morning, maybe a lot of 
things will show up clearer. " 

Sergeant Keefer came back in the room, 
a leather jacket under his arm and a cap 
twirling o; his forefinger. " Look what I 
found ! "  he croaked. 

Frankie jumped forward. " That's mine."  
" No, " said his brother, " it's mine ! '' 

And they both went for it at the same time. 
" Hold it, you tvvo twirps !" stormed the 

big sergeant, as he moved the clothing out 
of their reach by the simple expedient of 
putting it behind his broad back. " Hold 
it ! ' ' 

"Only one ? ' .  queried the lieutenant. 
" Only one, sir. This is it. " 

THE lieutenant crossed over and looked 
at the jacket. Even from where Joe was 

standing, he could plainly see there was 
rro ink on the leather. Not even a single, 
solitary dab of ink. The detective glanced 
quickly at him, then let his gaze wa111.der 
along until it rested on the twitt boys. 
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"Okay, fellows-which one belongs to 
the jacket ?" 

They both claimed it as theirs. As there 
was no mark of identification on it any
where and the other jacket didn't turn up 
after a thorough search, Machelis decided 
to take it down to the city for a laboratory 
test to try and prove ownership. He also 
took the twins and Joe Bonney along. 
"Just for the ride," was the way he put it, 
but by the screaming sounds that emanated 
from fat Lollie Schermerhorn's overdevel
oped lungs, she knew that her two sons 
were being held for further questioning. 

"You'd better come, too, Mr. Schermer
horn ," he told the red-faced man. "We'll 
want the body properly identified, and you 
might just as well get it over ." 

And so the cavalcade started through the 
dark night, cool now from the sweeping 
breeze that came galloping across the 
Sound and took the island in its chilling 
grip. Betty shivered and Joe reached over, 
put his arm around her shoulder. "All 
right, honey ?" 

Her head went down on his shoulder. 
"All right, "  she said. "All right ." 

Lieutenant Machelis leaned forward, 
speaking to the uniformed driver. "Stop 
at Forty-three Drive Road. That 's just 
outside of the village. " 

"You >vant I should pick him up, Lieu
tenant ?" said the sergeant from the front 
seat. 

"Yes. Gino is your baby, okay ?" 
"Okay, Lieutenant, got it. " 
Betty shivered again and Joe drew her 

closer. 
He looked up ahead between the dark 

canyon formed by the- wide shoulders of 
Sergeant Keefer and the driver of the car. 
Somewhere in front of him, in one of those 
two police cars, was the murderer, the one 
who'd killed old Mr. Schermerhorn, and 
tried to murder him. But which one was it ? 
Frankie ? Henry ? Which one ? 

Betty was shivering. Joe looked at her. 
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'' I 'm just a little cold, Joe, " Betty said. 
Lieutenant Machelis pulled the leather 

jacket from behind him. " Here, fellow, 
give her this. " 

"No ! " She shook her head violently. 
But he insisted, and she finally put it on. 

As he helped her, he noticed that she was 
still shivering as though she ,.,·as even colder 
than before. 

Joe zipped it up, fro,ming at her thought
fully. Suddenly an idea crystallized in his · 
mind. He stuck his hand out toward the 
_.detective. 

"Let's s.ee the cap, please, Lieutenant. "  
The detective gave i t  to him, and Joe 

tried to put it on her head. She drew away 
from him. her hands in front of her, hor
ror tensmg the soft l ines of her body. " No ! " 
she cried. " \\'hat's got into you, Joe ?" 

The lieutenant was staring as Joe delib
erately slipped the cap over Betty's head. 
Joe cupped B.etty's soft chin in one hand, 
the othrr smoothing her dark brown hair 
back out of sight behind her ears. Then as 
he pulled the cap down, low over her eyes, 
he knew. At last Joe Bonney kn6w ! 

S
HE was sitting there in the room when 
Joe went in silently through the partly 

opened French windo\\'S. She didn't hear or 
see him llntil it was too late. Then she 
turned, trying to hide the leather jacket 
behind her back. But he'd already seen it. 
It was the one the killer had worn at the 
hospital, the one "·ith the ink stains on it. 

She'd been sitting there calmly cutting 
at it with a straight-edged razor, hacking it 
up into thin, curling strips of easily dis
posed leather. He stood there for just a 
moment, looking. 

Greta Schermerhorn got up slowly, the 
rawr still in her hand, murder showing in 
her eyes. 

" I f  it's money you want, " she mur
mured evenly. "I have it, you know. Plenty 
of it now." She let the razor drop to the 
floor, and walked up to him until her body 
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V-neck-peek-a-boo bust-form fitting slip-lace and 
film panties--reveal all personal charms-For the modern 
girl who dresses to please men-name or initials plus 
motto free. 

Send her this lovely combination in $ 8 9 8 
multifilament rayon and lace--she'll love -
you for it. You can't go wrong with a gift 
that suggests so much. complete set 

· - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - �  

QUALITY BAZAAR ��� � ..... ::. �;�·H. Y. 
Please send me . . . . . .  Slip and Pantie combination (s) .  
Enclosed $8 98 ca"'. check or money order, for each set. Po;t�e prepa1d. Sorry, no C O. D.'s. 

Black [J White 0 Blue 0 Nude [] �� � � � � � 
Mottoes- 0 "I Love You" choose one 0 "For�ver Yours" 

Nama 

0 " Dangerous Curves" [l "No Trespas,ing" 
frame or ln1tials . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

. .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  
Address . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . .  
City . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . • . . . .  State . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 
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Factory Imperfect Values To 

8av(' halt what you'd pay �Is@• $1 2.95 
where! Ordtc'r 2 pairs - •av• 
8 t 1 J l  m o r e - f{et $ 2 . 5 0  belt 
!�

e
��t1�fr���

e
����� H:�� �������: 

Holds crease .  Retains prt>1ts. ii���� re
����"its ,  

Zl��� . ''f'��. 
Gray , Ltght Brown, Dark Brown, 
Blue-Gray , Gre('n. WAIST: 28 
to 42 plE'ated: 28 to 50 plain. 

S E' n d  n 
waist s 

1st, 2nd and 3rd color cholc('. StatE' 
If 1 or 2 pairs (belt fret- with 2 pairs . )  
Pay postman prh:e plu• •mall postnge. 

��cke"J'u��'\
�

. 
and aave pstg Money 

LI NCOLN TAILORS, Dept. PA-7, Lincoln, Nebr. 

HI STUDY AT HOME for Business Success 

and LARGER PERSONAL EARNI NGS, 43 
years expert instruction�ver t 1 4,000 
students enrolled. LL.B. Degree awarded. 
A l l  text material furnished. Easy payment 
plan. Send far FREE BOOK-"Law and 

Executive Guidance"-NOW ! 

AMERICAN EXTENSION SCHOOL OF LAW 
Dept. B-52, 646 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago 1 1 ,  Illinois 

Amaze your friends. Make people do your bidding. 
Lose or gain weight by suggestion. Improve memory. 
Break bad habits. Learn professional secrets. Mail $1.00 for complete 25 lesson course to 

B. RUDOW, Hypnotist, Dept. 2 
3 1 4  East 6th St., New York 3, N. Y. 

START YOU R  OWN B US I N ESS 
on credit. Your own boss. 1586 o t  our Dealers sold $5,000 to 
$27,500 in 195 1.  We supply stocks, equipment on credit. 200 
home necessities. Sales experience unnecessary. Pleasant, profit· 
llble business �eked by world wtde industry, Write RAWLEIGH'S, 
DEPT. G-U-PBL, Freeport, I l l inois. 

R U PTU R E D ? 
Get Relief This Proven Way 

Why try to worry along with trusS€s that gouge your 
flesh-press heavily on hivs and spine--enlarge opening
fail to hold rupture ? You need the Cluthe. No leg-straps 
cr cutting belts. Automatic adjustable pa� ho!ds at r�al 
opening-fol lows every body movement wtth tnstant tn� 
ereased support in case of strain. Cannot sJip wh�ther at 
work or play. Light. Waterproof. Can be worn m bath. 
Send for amazing FREE book, "Advice To Ruptured" and 
details of libe1al truthful 60-day trial offer. Also endo�se
llllents from grateful users in your ne1ghborhoorl. Wr1te: 

CLUTHE SONS, Dept. 15, Bloomfield, New Jersey. 
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Albert Simmons 

was hugging his. " Half of it  is yours." 
He moved away, deep nausea engulfing 

him like a tidal wave. " Gino says it  was 
you who drove the car away with me in it. 
It  was you who tried to . . .  " 

She laughed, slowly, deliberately. He 
could see in her now the cool cunning that 
would plan a fake robbery so that the death 
of the old man could not be connected to 
a Schermerhorn heir. He pushed her away 
roughly. She stumbled across the room and 
came up with the razor in her hand, throw
ing herself upon him like · a wildcat. 

Where was the lieutenant ? He should 
come in now ; he should step through those 
windows now-now . . . .  Greta cut wick
edly at his face with a vicious sweep of her 
arm, but Joe stepped agilely aside and she 
missed. Then as she spun by him, he threw 
out his fist with all the strength he could 
muster. Greta Schermerhorn went down on 
her face and didn't move. 

Lieutenant Machelis walked in calmly 
through the French windo\vs and bent over 
her still form. " 'Vhew !" he mumbled. 

Bettjtwas standing outside the window 
looking in. She was still wearing the lea
ther jacket, her small fist j ammed into her 
mouth as if to suppress a scream. Joe went 
outside and took her in his arms. 

" It's all right, honey , "  he said. " It's all 
right, now . "  

S h e  was still looking a t  the unconscious 
figure of Greta Schermerhorn on the library 
floor. " You-hit her, Joe . "  

H e  laughed grimly. " I  had to, honey. It 
was me or her . "  He reached down and 
kissed her soft, cool, willing lips. " But 
don't worry, Betty," he said. "I 'll never 
hit yo u . "  He grinned for the first time 
since nine o'clock. " Uh-uh, honey," he 
said, '' I 'll never hit you like that . . .  not 
after we're married . "  

She kissed him hard then, as if she knew 
she had no alternative. And she hadn't
not really ! 

THE END 



Trap for a Tigress! 

(Contimu�d from page 27) 
heavy for me. I looked at her, and Marj 
was something that had happened to an
other guy in another country in another 
generation. I know that Skip would be 
very glad to know that this had happened 
to me, and I would tell her as soon as 
possible. 

I struggled up with her and wavered 
over to the bed. There was a knock at the 
door. I opened it. 

A chesty somebody beefed his way in 
and said, "Y ott got a woman in here, bud ?" 
As he asked the question, he was already 
staring at her. 

My lovely sat up. Great girl. Bust her 
one on the head and she wakes up looking 
like a Simmons ad. 

"That is no woman, sir, that is-" 
"Don't give me no smart talk, bud." 
A siren moaned in the distance, draw

ing nearer. I said, "Excuse me, sir, but I'm 
afraid we dropped something out that win
dow a few moments ago. It landed down 
by the streetlight." 

"Bud,. there's an ordinance against drop
ping stuff out hotel windows. If it was 
hotel property, you got to make it good." 

My cornflower blonde had begun to com
prehend. Her eyes looked faintly sick, but 
at the same time awfully glad. 

The beef trust waddled over and stuck 
his head and shoulders out the window. 
He stiffened and his 1\·et lips made flapping 
sounds in the night. I paused behind him 
and looked, with a tinge of regret I must 
admit, at the general area where he carried 
his wallet. 

I put my hands firmly in my pockets. 
You've got to watch a thing I ike that. It 
can turn into a compulsion neurosis. 

My lovely lassoed me with her big 
shining eyes, and I didn"t hear a yammer
ing word the beef trust said, even though 
he was jumping clean off the floor every 
time he took a breath. 

THE END 

Did you eyer hear of flrat 
quality full fcuhloned nylon 
atoc:ldnva at 49c a pair? Yet. 
that'• all they coat if they run 
or anaq within. guarantee perlocl up to THREE WHOLE 
MONTHS! rn pay you adYance cash plua 40% bonus 
Just for wrlttnv ord.era in apare time! 

We Dellyer and collect. 

FREE SAMPLE STOCKING-
ru vtve you •ample atocldnCJ and eYerythtnCJ elae 
neceaaary abaolutely FREE! 111 enD pay the postaqe, 
What's more. you Deed promlae DOihiDCJ. The whole 
outfit ia yours, no obllCJatlon. U y011 dn't make 
enouCJh money, lust throw It away! 

I don't care If you are 18 or 80-if you COD spare 
on• hour or 50 hours a w-k. Man or woman-pare 
or tun II� YOU can make a ateaclr cash Income 
that can aolYe all your money problema. Just mall 
postcard with name and addreu to: 

Michael H. Kent. President 

KENDEX CORP., BABYLON 39, N.Y. 
FLORIDA: Several 5 acre tracts high and dry. 

Raise fruits and vegetables, 60 mUes from St. 
Petersburg and Coast. Flne Fishing and swim
ming. Only $245. $10 down, $10 a month. For 
details write G. B. Potterfteld, Union Bldg., 
Charleston, West Va. 

e 
e • 
• 
• 
e 
• 
e 

• • • • • e • 5 DAY MONEY-BACK G UARANTEE ! 
e CHOICE OF SPLIT OR FULL FRONT SEAT STYLES • only $2.98. Complete Ht for fi"''nt and rear Hats only $5.00. When ordering epecify make of ear and style of e Mat. Order NOW. Encto.. �yment and save ah•PPIDII e chargu. C.O.D. ordera sent col t&ct plua postage. 

e MARDO SALES CORP., Dept. 9795 480 Lexington Avefti.Ht Ntlw Yorll; 17. M. Y. 
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MAKE EXTRA MONEY 
lir EVERY BUSINESS EVERYWHERE 

USES UNION LABEL BOOK MATCHES 
No experience needed to earn big daily eommfssfona. 
Be a direct faetoryrepreeentativeof the world'e laraest 
exelusive UNION LABEL Book Mateb manufaeturer. 
Prospects everywhere. Feature 
Glamour Girls, BillbiJlies, 
eeenies and dozens of otlaer 
•tyles-Double Books-Jumbo 
Books-nearly 100 eolor eombi
ll&tioll8. New, bigger portfolio 
tnakes this fastest selling line 
a real profit maker for you. 
Write TODAY for full details. 

PO EMS WANTE D  
J 

for Musical Setting 

I Mother, Home, Love, Sacred, Patriotic, Comic 
or any subject. Don't Delay-Send us your 
.Original Poem at once-for imme<liate con

;. �eration and FREE Rhyming Dictionary. 

.,<-tt l C H A R D B R 0 T H E R S 
33 WoODS BUILDING CHICAGO 1 ,  ILL, 

H Y P N O T I S M  
Learn to apply thlo tremeudouo POWER. Develop will• 
power, aelf-confidenee, eelf-eontrol. ANYONE can ma1ter 
this exciting, p•o6table. profes1ion Jn short time by tralnlag 
•t home, with GUARANTEED RESULTS. DON'T DELAY • • •  
'Write to America's oldes& Hypnotic school for free tnforma• 
tlon now-today t 

INSTITUTE OF 
1 20 Central Pa 

If you believe tbat IQU have an invention, you shoUld tlnd out how 
to protect it. We are registered Patent Attorneys. Send for oopy of 

. our Patent Booklet .. How to Protect Your Invention," and an "In· 
ventlon Record" form. No obligation. They are yours tor the asldnr. 

McMORROW, BERMAN & DAVI DSON 
ISO-C Vietor Bulldrn•tstered Patent Attorn•t;uhlngton 1.  D. c. 

LEG APPLICATIONS 

1 1 2  

Easy to use Viscose Home Application 
promotes normal leg circulation an11 na�� healing of old lesions, relieving 
pa1n 1n awollen or congested legs from 
deep vein weakness. If druggist cannot 
supply, describe leg ailment for FREE 
BOOK and no-cost trial offer if it fails 
to ohow results in 10 days. 

M. S. VI SCOSE COMPANY 1 40 N. Dearborn St., Chicago 2, Ill. 

Ready for the Racket8 

(Continued from page 10) 
I agreed to go with him. The would-be employ
er accompanied me down town to a building 
which had a large, neatly kept, brass placard on 
Its side reading, "Bond & Trust Co." If there 
were any doubts in my mind then about the 
character of this man, they were dissipated at 
the sight of the placard, and very conveniently 
for the con. For it was then that he asked me 
to give him the money for bonding, instructing 
me to wait outside the door while he obtained 
the bonding papers. I did so and several minutes 
later began to get suspicious. I opened the door 
which he had gone through and found it was the 
back entrance to a drug store. I knew immediate
ly that I had been swindled. 

I quickly summoned the police but the cagey 
racketeer was gone. I learned later at the police 
station that there had been more students in the 
area swindled in the same manner. 

So beware, strangers. Don't end up a Christ
mas sucker as I did. 

Quick Change 

Dear Sir : 

Orval Hidde 
Waverly, Iowa 

As I was standing behind the counter of my 
uncle's grocery store in the countrv one after
noon, two well-dressed men rushed · in the front 
door. They appeared to be in a great hurry. They 
dashed up to the counter, and one of them quickly 
handed me a twenty-dollar bill and said, "Give 
me two of those candy bars." 

I took the bill, got the candy for him and 
counted out his change-$19.90. I handed it to 
him just as the other man stuck out his hand with 
a ten in it. 

He said, "Give me a pack of cigarettes." Then 
he drew back his ten dollars as he noticed the 
twenty still in my hand. "Just take it out of the 
twenty," he said. 

I quickly got his cigarettes, subtracted the price 
from the twenty, and gave him the change. They 
hurriedly left. 

After their departure, I began counting the 
money and discovered the swindle. They had 
deliberately rushed me, and I got confused and 
muddled. 

The more I thought about it, the madder I got 
at how gullible I had been. How dumb can one 
get ? 

K. B. 
Cedar Bluff, Miss. 

Parents Beware ! 

Dear Sir : 
Some friends of mine encountered an unusual 

racket. When it was over, they were sadder but 
wiser, and a little poorer. 

They have an adorable little girl about four 
years old. Numerous times they had heard the 
story : She ought to be in pictures. Well, at least 
a model, thought the parents. 

One day they were contacted by a smooth-



Ready for the Rackets 

talking yow1g man. He offered them a modeling 
contract for the child. Of course, they would 
have to pay him fifty dollars first, but he promised 
that he would get the little girl some work posing, 
at five dollars a sitting. A couple of weeks later 
they were told to bring the child to a studio to 
pose. This was done, and they received five 
dollars. 

The parents were elated. \Vhat happened after 
that ? Nothing. 1\o more posing. What did the 
young man answer when asked why ? That he had 
fulfilled his part of the contract. Besides, he said, 
the child wasn't the right type. So the parents 
were out $45. 

Later I found out that there were quite a few 
fond parents who had fallen for the same racket. 

Dear Sir : 

Mrs. S. Clark 
Cleveland, Ohio 

Cash on the Line 

Here is how I was swindled during the holi
day season. 

A few days before Christmas a young man 
wearing a delivery cap and j acket knocked on 
my door. He carried a box bearing the name of 
one of our larger department stores, and he ex
plained that my husband bought me a dress as a 
gift on the lay-away plan. He further explained 
that the store had developed some serious electri
cal defects and would be closed for repairs until 
after New Years. and that all the lay-away items 
had to be delivered and paid for. So would I 
please pay the balance of $18.42 ? 

Yes, that's what I paid for a dress that wasn't 
worth more than a couple of dollars l Of course 
the store wasn't in need of repairs, nor was it 
closed at all. I was j ust out $18.42 1 

S. K. 
Saginaw, Michigan 

He's Wiser Now ! 

Dear Sir : 
In New York City we are supposed to be rack

et wise. My friend Bill is-now ! 
We frequent a bar in New York, a neighbor

hood and family bar. Bill met a chap there sever
al times and was sure he was okay. The chap, 
who said he worked in a big market nearby, of
fei·ed Bill a couple o f  cans of Polish hams at the 
unheard of price of 75 cents a pound. Bill  had 
had a few bet'rs and if anything was over-anxious. 
He advanced $10, with de l ivery promised within 
the week. 

Needless to say, Bill boasted about his good 
buy, and needless to say, \\'e have been tormenting 
him ever since : because all  he has gotten after 
foor weeks is laughs from the rest of us. 

0. L. N. 
Flushing, N. Y. 

That's the story for this time. We'll be 
back at the same corner next issue. 

DO YOU HAVE 
PROSTATE TROUBLE? 
General Weakness, Backache, Fre

quency, Burning Urination, Kidney 
and Bladder Distress. 

The Kansas City Medical Press has 
just published a revealing booklet 
which discusses the PROSTATE 
GLAND in language anyone can 
nnderstan<i. Information contained 
in this book may save you years of 
suffering. Give name and address. 

r - - - MAIL COUPON TODAY - - --. 

I K. C. Medical Press I 1 Dept. T-1, 1440 E. 21 st, I 
North Kansas City, Mo. 1 I Please send me by return moil booklets I I I have checked below. 1 The Prostate Gland D Arthritis D I 

I Kidney and Bladder D Rupture D 1 
I �::�d. enclose l Oc for each book 1 
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - J  

Do you mean you've been suffering: 
fr-om the aa:onizing symptoms of bron ... 
chial asthma all these years and have 
never trled Dr. R .  Schiffm ann'a 
ASTHMADOR? As.thmador's medi· 
cated fames help clear congestion, 
make breathing easier-the result of a 
quali ty-blended formula. So try 
ASTHMADOR Kott"-powder, cigar
ette oc pipe mixtu-re-at all drug stores. 
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Now, ot lost, you can have the smartest seat 
cov�ro to protect your upholstery and add dis· 
tinction to your cor tPt sensational low cost. 
Tailored of miracle plastic In luxurious condy otripe design. Choice of 4 rich looking color 
combinations . . .  red gray, blue or green. 
New snap on action holds them tight. FITS ALL 

CARS. Colorfast! Can•t fade or shrink. Waterproof, 
atoinproof, greaseprool. Resists burns. Cleans easily 
with o damp cloth. Limited quantity. 

s2F!! 
ONLY 

FRONT AND 
REAR • • • .  $5.00 

Give year and make of car, 2-door. 4-door or 
�_..�� 

Just aend name, address, items wonted. We ship 
C.O.D. Pay postman plus postage. Or send cash, 

check, money order • • •  we pay postage. ORDER AT OUR RISK. 
Money bock if not delighted. 

YO UNG PRODUCTS, Dept. 401 
Elmhurst • D etroit Mich. 



An Amazing Invention -"Magic Art Reproducer" 

DRAW The First Day NO LESSONSI 
NO TALENT ! 

You Can Draw Your Family, Friends, Anything From REAL LIFE
Like An Artist • . .  Even if You CAN'T DRAW A Straight Line ! 
Anyone can Draw With This 
Amazing New Invention 

Instantly ! 
ALSO EXCELLENT FOR EVERY OTH E R  

TYPE O F  DRAWING ! 

• HuMan Figures • Copy oil corfoons, c�miu 

$ 198 ��� �� . :.J �· :.; j) ?'�� j 0 . : . 
Also Copy Any Picture - Con Reduce or Enlorge Any Picture! ��y � ),_�� y.,s, anyone from .5 to 80 can draw or sketch or paint any- �(f,.-/ J -�� thing now . .  , the very first time you use the ".\1agic Art 1-------.:.·---1--::,--,-.,.--:-,--:-.,..-� 
Reproducer'' like a professional artist - no matter how • Still lif•. voses, bowh of 

"hopeless" you think you are! It automatically reproduces �·:;�;,!�"'"'• 1""a•••· •11 
anything you want to draw on any sheet or paper. Then 
easily and quickly follow the lines of the "picture image" 
with your pencil . . .  and you have an accurate original 
drawing that anyone would think an artist had done. Also 
makes drawing larger or smaller as you wish. Anyone can 
use it on any desk, table, board, etc. - indoors or outdoors! 
�o otht'r lessons or practite or talent needed! 
Have fun! 8e popular! E\'en·one will ask you to drav.· them. 
You'll be in demand! Afte� a short time: you may find you 
can draw wdl without the ":\lagic Art Reproducer" be
came you have developed a "knack" and feeling artists 
have - which may lead to a good paying art career. 

FRE E l  "Simpl• 
Secrets of 
Art Trickt 

of the Trade'' 

This valuable l l lustrat'd guide Is 

youn FREE ·�lth order of "Mar,ie 
Art R�arnff!J,.,.r," Easy ABC art 

trldts that all)"'�"� ca11 follow on dif· 

fere11t tech11i:aue,, effects, prODor• 

tions. ptrt!l"l'=tivu, shal!ing, color, 

animated euto"""· human figures to 

use with " M agi<: Art Reproducer" 

hr aided touches to your drawines. 

SEND NO MONEY ! 
Free 1 0-Day Trial ! 

Just send name and address. 
Pay postman on delivery $1 .98 
plus postage. Or send only $1 .98 with order and we pay 
postage. You must be con .. 
vi need that you can draw any· 
thing like an artist, or return 
merchandise after lO·day trial 
ond your money will be re· 
funded. 

FREE 1 0-DAY TR IAL COUPON ! 
NORTON PRODUCTS, Dept. PPT-7 
296 Broodwoy, New York 7, N. Y. 

Rush m:.- "Magie Art Rf'tJrodurer" plu3 FREE illus· 
t t ated scuide Si•••J)lc Sl't'I"Pttc of Ar't Tnd..·!f of tilt Tradl'. 
[ will Jl<\Y postnHm on deli\'er·y on I}' �1 .!•8 t•lu:O twstnge. 
C mu�t be �"On\'i ncll!fl thnt I can draw nnything like an 
nrti..,r. or 1 cnn return merchandise after lO·d:ty trial 
:wtl g('t m}• money hack. 

Name . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

Address . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 
City & Zone . . . . . . . . . . . . . . State . . . . . . . . . . . 
0 Check here i(  you wish to sn\'e postagc lw �mltn� 

only $1 .!'18 with coupon. Same Mont-y B lck CUnr:,nt�: NORTON PRODUCTS, Dept. PPT -7 
296 Broadway, New York 7, N. Y. �.-____ ..:_ ____ ....:..:..._ _____ _: _______ ... - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - _ ,  



EVERYONE called it a perfect marriage. But their first night 
ended with Carl sleeping outside their nuptial chamber. 

while Christine trembled on her bridal bed before the first of 
many terrible truths she was to learn about the man she adored! 

Wbere did Carl get hJs strange Ideas of love 1 Christine was to 
learn tbe real reason why Carl needed her so desperately • . . a 
reason he ne\'er admitted until it was almost too Ia.te. 

Carl struJ<gled along in a department store job, while Chrh;tint 
made a fabulous success of a broken-doWll tea-room. She thought 
he was happy of"er her success . • • until she discovered that hi.: 
··o,·ertime" nJghts were spent with a girl named Barbaia • . . 

You will never forget the explosive. shattering climax of . .  ThP 
�tranger Beside Ye". This exciting new novel 1s rours to en�w 
praeticaJJy as a gift. If rou accept this trlple-sampling oft'er to 
new membtts of the Dollar Book Club. 

An Amazing Bargain Offer to New Dollar Book Club Members! 

TMI: CAPT.VI: WITCII-
Dale \'an F.v· 

f:J'Y'S ta1e of a beaut1[Ul white girlr;tlsed as an Indian-who tempted a 
fl.gbUng frontlersnufn ln ·such primitive 
fasbton tha' be nearly forgot hta waltlD&' 
bride! 

THIE MOUNTAUCS OP ALLAM 
by Paul 

Chavchavadze. From Paris, where her beauty 
kindled: a seandalou. fllrtatiOft, to wlldeat 

�� -�:�ro� .!'i'sTre����ly
w
�cn:ro���-t out the P.rimltive in 'every man! 

Or Substitute AnY Other Books listed in Coupon 

DOUBLEDAY ONE DOLLAR 800K CLUB 
Dept. 7PFC. Carden City, New York 
Pl,...:-se c:-nroll me a a Dollar B<M* Club n1ember. Send me at on ... e the J hoolul t: ked below-and bill me O�"LY •• FOR 
ALL 3. plua few centa •t .. pptnc cn.t. 

B Stranger Besid• Me 0 Capti� Witch 0 Mountains of Allah 
Woman Callod <ancy 0 Captain Barnoy 0 Each Man's Sort 

Also aE-nd m)' flrtl• &saue- of the free fteeript.he foldPr �lied The 8ui iEt1n, tellinR" mt" about lhE' rww forthcomln .. one-dollar• bargam hook l'electlona and ottwr ba�alna for memt-e-n. 
rno�t';·�y �cl�r.l�� '·i\!

d
�"u��!e1 :,o =k:i �� '!:u���

w
�F. 

:!-,��tr;;��ly
m

!"lxpaart��r�I 
n_:, ����« ·��t •, �� e� 

�1Pction rt><'ll"l\'ro. tllutr • f�w c�nts ahtpptng cost. 
NO-IItiSK GU-'ftANTilJ: If not dt>IIS:hted, return all boo"''m 
"'!thin 7 dJiys, and membenh•p WIU be eanc.lled. 

Pl .. • • • • 0 0 .  0 • 0 0 0 0 .  0 0 .  0 .  0 • • • •  Prt 

c,t,--YoM state 
• 'Hgf'IUr blll'hft' 1R C.nadac acklr"H8 lOS Bond £t., Toronto 1:. Oft'er 100c1 In t1 a. It Canada onlf". 

THE DOLLAR BOOK CLl"B offers to send rou S BEST-SELLER::;.
two ot tht'lll }"Rt:E and one &S your flrst $1 select ion-as a generous 
sample to new membE-rs of the wonderful nlues the Club offers for 
only t1 each. 

Yt>o:;, the ,.t>n· samt> titlt>;; �lling in publishers' retail editions for 
i3 10 �3.50 come to members for only U-an tncredlblr big sarlng of 
at least two-thirds on el'ery book l 

Take IS Few 11 Six Books 1 Year! 
lft·mbershlp in the Dollar Book Club requires no dues ot any kind. 

Tou cto not e"t>n hne to take a book el'ery mont h :  the JJUrcbUe of 

&" t(>w a-. .;b; books a year fulftlls your membe�hlp requirement. 

r, on rectolpt of thl� coupon, �-on wm be sent rour introductory 
ru� n� - --� - � � - · � • � &  
pJu,. a few ct>DB ..;hlpvlnJ.:: co�t . for ALL 3. Thereafter, you will recetn 

1 f(>ltUlarJ:r the Club·,. Bulletin, which de�rlbes the fonhcomlng Club 
1 S<'Jectious. al:oa other books offered to members for On]J' U • 

Send No Money - Just the Coupon! 
\Yh('D �·ou � �·(lur TlUPJ.E book packa�e-and realize these books 

art> tn>kal ot the ,.:tht('" otrered b�· the Club for only t1 each-you 
�ill 1>e df'li,:hted to haw bt-come a member ! lfail the coupon now! 

Doubleday One Dollar Book Club, Carden City, New York 




