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When does a man start slipping ?

The moment comes to every man.

The moment when he realizes that he
isn’t the man he used to be .

That the days of his peak earning power
are over . . .

That some day not so very far away some
younger man will step into his shoes.

When does this time come? It varies
with many things.

But of one thing you can be sure. It
will come to you as surely as green apples
get ripe—and fall off the tree.

Is this something to worry about? Well,
yes. But. constructively. For that can
lead you to save money systematically

What’s the best way to do this? By buying
U. S. Savings Bonds automatically.
Through the Payroll Savings Plan. Or the
Bond-A-Month Plan at your checking ac-
count bank.

Either method is practically foolproof.
It’sautomatic.Youdon’t put it off. There’s
no “I’ll start saving next month”—no
“Let’s bust the piggy bank.”

And you get back four dollars, at ma-
turity, for every three invested.

So why not take this one step now that will
make your future so much brighter?

Get on the Payroll Savings Plan—or
the Bond-A-Month Plan—today.

Sure saving because it's automatic—U.S. Savings Bonds

Contributed by this magazine in co-operation
with the Magazine Publishers of America as a public service.
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warding future, ® The International Correspon-
- dence Schools Courses in Mechanical or Architec-
tural Drafting have fitted many hundreds of
ambitious men for better jabs in this
well-paid field. * ANLC. S,
Courses (covering 400 busi-
ness and technical sub-
jects) are prepared
by leading practical
authorities, constantly
revised to meet new develop-
maents. Yet the cost of I. C. S.
training is surprisingly low. * 1t’s
not too late for you to start. Mail this
coupon today!

Z BO" 3339-6. SCRANTGN 2. PENNA.

Without cost or obligation, plesse send me full pariiculars sbout the course BEFORE which | have matked X:
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% 10 New. Different Stories —No Serials = |

1. CRIME DOES NOT PLAY (Novelsh) %
Though things start with bugpives slaying, thei wind wp with bullets whistling.

2. WRITTEN IN BLOOD Larry Tiolden
In irying io protect ?@e;:sstate_ Barney Gray signs aowey his awy vight to,_ Lving.

3. MURDER BY MAGIC..............................Bulian Daggett
The hidden deptha of o moan’s miad can fool oven the noet -astute of largmen.

4. TI% CRIMSON LETTER............. Norman A. Daniels

What wowld you do if the wman who ruined wou was gt your mercy?

5. GUEST FROM THE GRAVE’(Noveiét) = .Bruno Fischer
A mysterious #s brings Detective Chandier 4o o crypilike rendezvous.

6. LOUDER THAN GUNS.......... seier.....Ralph J. Mercer
To stave off that angry mob, he has no wearon bui words —and wits. :

BIERS FOR TWO.. ©+evvv......Talmage Powell

The setting s perfect—to serve cockiails: or corpscy! =

THE EYES HAVE IT. ... : = . ..doseph F. Hook
This detsctive speaks softhy. bul his mind has o siorp nite. :

SIX TRICKS MAKE ACORPSE. ... .................V.E Thiessen
In that seemingly hormless oridge _&m, the last hand i3 stocled wi-h disaster.

10. HAYSEED HOMICIDE (“Dizzy Duo” Yarn)A ..Joe Archibald

. Suosty Piper and Scoop Binmey ger sloted for ewsly planting when they dig inte
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L’'0RMONE
The Estrogenic Hormone

BUST CREAM

The Only Cream
Containing Femogen*

¥aeh jar containz 30,000 Int.
Units of Femogen* (IEstrogenic
Hormones) that special, precious,
amazing ingredient that may be
absorbed by the skin of the breasts.
We make no claims, promises, or
zepregentations of any kind what-
ever for this cream. We want YOU
to be the sole judge of what
I7ORMONE msy do FOR YOU.
E%V GUABAY hNTEﬁ UNCONLJ-
that you are not delighted after using your firg

jar of L’ORMONE, wo will cheerruuyg refund the nnrgchgm pricet
80-day sup:)]y with full @i rections, in plain wrapper, complete in-

Fed. tax and postage, only $3.00 with order, or 88 50 C.0.

L’'ORMONE CO., Dept.

- 220 Broadway New Y |(1 N. Y.
¥rade Mark S ¥
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and Tighten?
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1f your plates are loose and sﬂg]or hart; reline
them beiter than new, with this plmble, non=
porous atng Just la{ on plate, bite and it molds
ﬁe;fectly, or lasting fit and comfort,
ds fol sver the fiess, both
tampora;y
0“1' 8 or

er and expense of

applieations that last only a few
'w months. Will not injure plates, and
guaranteed to give satisfactionor yourmmv
back. Write for Plasti-Liner today. Pay

man $1.25 £6r one reliner, $2.25 for both upper '
and lower--orsend money, save C.0.D. charges,
/‘ PLASTI-LINER CO., Deptsg- A Buffaio 2,N.Y. ’

BUY and KEEP
U. S. SAVINGS
BONDS

BELIEVE IN LUCK? - §

Carry - a pair of GENUINE BRAHMA
RE‘D LIVE HIGHLY MAGNETIC LODX-
MISTONES! Legend reputes, Occult Oriental
& ancients superstitiously earried two Live
lA)dOSLO!‘.‘;\S as MOS’I‘ POWERFUL MAG-
NETIC “LUCKY” CHARMS, one to ‘"
tract’”” Good Luck in Money, Game Iﬂve,
Business, Work, ete., the mbef o
vent”” Bad Luck, Losges, Evi Trouble,
Harm, etc. Believe in Luck? Carry a pair
Genuine Brahma Red  Live Lodestones! We

of these
wake ro supernatural claims $1.97 postpaid for the iwo, with all

curiotis

Information. $1.97 and 27c¢c extra if C.,0.D, Satisfaction
ANTEED or Morey Returned. Order yours NOW

ASTROL CO., Dept. A-804, Main P.O.

Box 72, BROOKLYN, N. Y.

NOTICE! Beware of imitation! We’ absolutely GUARANTER these
Ggnuine Brahma Lodestones are A E! We beiieve they are lust
what - you wﬁ the REAL THING—POWERFUL, DR
EXTRA MAGW['TC Fully Guaranteed—Order TODAY !
Copyright 1987—A. Co.
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Yes...Stanley Piaskowski
made an Important Decision

Mr. Piaskowski is not the president of a bank or a rail-
road. He is just an ambitious young man who faced a
problem that may be very similar to tha one you are
faeing today. He wasn’t kidding himself—didn’t want
others to kid him. All he wanted was a really worthwhile
job—oue that paid a <ood salary, offered him reasonable
security, and a chance to advance to higher pay. He
decided to enroll for C./T.I. training. Now, a graduate,
he writes as follows: “I have worked myself up to chief
body man. of this organization and I like my work very
uch . . . my average salary is now close to $80.00 a
week We believe the same opportunities within the reach
of thig C.T.I. man are within the reach of other ambitious
men. MAILL COUPON FOR FREE FACTS' TODAY. No
obligation,
VETERANS—C.T.I. Courses are approved under the
G.I._Bill, Just mail coupon, we will handle all detaila,
NON-VETERANS—Don’t let the lack of ready cash
prevent you from taking this training now. Investigate
01txr Lo;iv Easy Payment Plan and our Pay After Gradu-
ation Plan.
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Are You Worried?
Do You Need Advice?

There are times in life When you need a reliable confidani.
If you are troubled, let us help you solve your problems.
Why worry any longer? Do not hesitate.
Write complete details today. All correspondenge stricily
confidential, Small minimum charge of $1.00 to help cover
mailing and * “ndling charges.

* NO LEGAL OR MEDICAL ADVICH

PYRAIMID CONSULTANT SERVICE

P.0. Box 146, Cincinnati 13, Ohio

Fistula May Often
Result From Piles

FREc BOOK—Gives Facts
On Associated Ailments

= HEADACHE

NERVOUSNESS

A mew. illustrated 40-page book on Ristula, Reolal
Abseess, Pileg and other rectal and colon disordera is now
FREE to all sufferers. Write today—a card will  do.

Thornton & Minor Clinic, Suite 562, 926 McGee 8%., Xansag
City, Mo. s

Please meniion Ace FIiCTION GROUP. when answering advortisementa



By Don James

CHAPTER 1

HE house was surrounded by
several acres of land-out in-

West Hills and was a one-
story, rambling, expensive place with
a broad expanse of lawn and a half-
moon driveway. It was {ypical of
what the highest priced architects in-
the Pacific Northwest were doing.,
The windows were lighted so [

' e 4

Crime Does
Not Play - 

knew that Msacliecod was home., ¥
knew it, anyvhow. To some people it
might have been outlandish, ago-
nizing, or stridently weird. To me it
wasn’t. My name is Duncan lan
Bruce. My great-grandfather came
from Scotland and I have enough c.
his bload in me to like bagpipes. Mac-
Leod’s rlaying was musie in my ears.

¥ parked my car in the driveway
and marched to the house in time



The way the case began, it seemed to Private Detective Dun-

q can Zruce more of a holiday than a homicide setup. But

l though things started with bagpipes playing, they wound
up with bulles whistling.

~ with “Cock O’ The North.” I could

even imagine the gathering of the
clon in a moonklt Scottish glen.
I rang the doorbell and waited. The

bacpipe skirl didn’t diminish a single

decibel, After a moment the door

opened and a babe wearing a man’s
sweatshirt ar.d her own shorts sni.ed
at me. It was a first-class smile from
white teeth. She had blue eyes, a nice
nose, and hair that weuld have gone

well with light maple furniture.
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Some of her -haxr had fallen over
cne eye and she pushed it back with
2 left hand that displayed a wedding

ring,

For some reason I hadn’t expected_ &

to find anyone young and lovely in
the house. Or maybe she was Mae-
Leod’s daughter. I’'d never met him,
I didn’t know if he was young or old.

“Ts this the MacLeod residence?”
I asked.

“You're Duncan Bruce,” she said.
“Come in. Jock’s practicing on his
bagpipea.”.

NHE took me intc a spacious
beamed living room. A fireplace
_ took up most of one end. There was

plenty of knotty pine and rugged

furniture. In front ¢f the fireplace a
tall, young man with sandy hair
marched back and forth with the
~ bagpipe. He too wore shorts, but was
shirtless. He was barefooted. Sweat
glistened on his forehead and muscled
shoulders. The rausic was simply
terrifiecc.

~ He saw us and his ptpmg stopped
with a mournful howl. Suddenly it
was so quiet I feit as if I'd just com-
mitted & faux pas at a Ladies’ Aid

~ meeting. Then the girl spoke.

- *Jock, here’s your private detec-
sive.” She glanced at me and smiled
again. “Or is it ‘private eye’ > she
asked. —~

_“0p,” 1 said.

The tall young man got rid of the
bagpipe and came toward me with a
smile that broke into friendliness like
a St. Bernard welcoming his master
in the morning.

“You've already met my wife,
~ Nelly,” he said in a reverse-English

introduction. He gave me 2 paw of a

hand and put an arn) around his wife.
*She’s heen im the basement pitch-
ing.”

“0Oh?* 1 said politely, smothering
s double-take,

- *“She always wanted to ' a big-

: league pitcher,” he explained.“Wrong

sex. No dice, She’s got a deal fixed

= = lp in the basement and pxte"les a fewr

innings every day Sometunes we gor
out on the lawn and I catch. She has
a goou slider and control. Her fast
ball is amazing for a biddy.”

let circulatior revive.

the classified section 0. the phone
book: Scoteh. I didn’t know you'd be

quite so young, or maybe you aren’t., =
rhirty?> e

“Thirty-four,” I admitted.
feet two, cne ninety pounds, gvey
eyes, red hair, tnmarried, licensed
detective.” They seemed to expect
that kind of an answer.

They exchanged significant glances
and noddad in unison. “In keeping”

Nelly MacLeod said. She looked up

at me. “We nnly like peorle in keep-'
ing with the vay we are, lou re in
keeping.” :
- “Thank you.” >
MacLeod had gone to a cabinet and
wag pouring Scotch. He waved us to
chairs and distributed the drinks. It

~ was very good whiskey with a scarity :

of soda. Nelly MaecLeod shut her eyes

and tasted it with pleasure. MacLeod __'j«‘ -
drank half of his and thoughtfully

gazed at his bare feet. He wiggled hlS< = ‘
toes and finished his drink. =

“I had an uncle named Rory Maew-:

Leod.” he said. “He died last vear and —
- left me a couple of million buecks. I

was an engineer for a construction

outfit in South America. Neliy and I

used to talk about what we’d do if

we had vlenty of money, and now =

‘we're domg it. 1 always wanted to
play the pipes.”

“That’s only one of the thmgs, '
Nelly said.

Joek grinned. “We've been havmg‘

a hell of a good time. Nelly made &

parachute jnmyp last week.”

“Jock worked g month as a bouncer
“That's
where he met Noel Gerski. Nucl was

in a nightclub,” she said.

playing piane there. We made him
live with us a couple of weeks, but he

wouldn’t stay. He dldn’t hke Jock’ -

”pxpmg,” =

Jock MaclLeod released my hand to -
“ITlow abouta -~ -
drink ?” he asked. “Szotch, of course.
That's why I picked your nsme in

“Six



_ said,

= Jock got up, filled our glasses and

~sat down again,

“Noel disappeared last week,” he
, “We're afraid something has
happened to him. Want the job?’
~ “You mean finding him, or what

_happened to him?”

. They both nodded.

= “I charge twenty-five a day and
_ expenses. A hundred-dollar retainer

- on a deal like this.”

“Trivia!” Jock snorted. “Five hun-
dred retamer, fifty a day, and ex-

~ penses.

“It isn’t necessar’.”

ELLY opened her eyes and
= blinked.  “He’s ethical!” she
gaid, “Tell kim he can stay here until
he finishes the case, That way we’ll
be the base of operations and know

- what makes.”

Her husband said, “We have four

— unused bedrooms, swimming pool,

horses, tennis court, and maid ser-
vice. Nelly’s right. If yom take the
- job, vou stay here.”

“What can I lose?’ I asked.

- “Nothing, except maybe your life,”
Jock said. “Noel had gome lousy ac-
quainnees.”
~  “Had? You're *’—'am; certain some-
thing has happened to him?”’

A cloud crossed his expression and
was reflected by his wife,

“We hope not, and we’rs trying to

~think not, but we're plenty worried.”

~ We drank up and Jock collected
~ the glasses again for refills,

“Why did you Work as a bouncer ¥
I asked.

He grizned sheeplsbly % hke
brawls. Things were getting dull. Do
yvou want me to brief you on Noel
new, or wait until morning?”

“NOW'”'

He wiggled his toes some more in
thought and said, “Noel came out of
the White Russisn colony. in San
Francisco. He’s in his forties. Came

—~_over from Siberia in the first World

~ War. He’s a good pianist—not good

_ encugh for concert, but too good for -

- , un-of-the-mﬂl stuﬁ e ended up

_CRIME DOES NOT PLAY—— 7

playmg around at mght clubs. He
does pretty well giving long bhair
stuff a modern haircut. He was work-

ing for Bill Rettes in the Brimstone

Club when I went to work there, We

became friends.” .
I nodded. “Describe him.”
Jock wenv to a desk and returned

with a snapshot. The man in the pic-

ture stood beside Nelly. He was two
inches chorter than she,
looked as if he didn’t weigh much.
He had darl, wavy hair. His face vas
ae=thetically thin with a narrow, long
nose and a meuth that looked sensi-
tive. His eyes obviously were dark
and they were as gentle as a doe’s. He
held a cigarette in one hand and it
played up long, graceful fingers, He
was smiling a nice smile that made
you like him. : '

“You’d bhetter keep the picture,”
Jock said.

“How do you know he’s disap-
peared 7’ »
“rhis is Wednesday. Last Thurs-
day he called up and said he’d spend
Sunday with us. He didn’t show. We
thought he might be 911, so I went to
his apartment at the Parkrose. He
wasn’t there and hadn’t been around

since Thursday.

“T checked with Bill Rettes, Bill
says that Noel simply didn’t come to
work—no call, no_ explanation, He
was a little worried, too, Between us
we got in touch with some of Noel’s
friends and discovered that sorie of
them were as concerned as we were.”

Nelly 3aid, “Late this afternoon we
decided to find a private &stective
and put him on Noel’s trail. Another
drink, please, Jock.”

It was getting to be a ritual the
way he got up, filled the glasses, sat
down, and wiggled his toes. This time
he was at the toe-wiggling stage
when we heard a car in the driveway.
Jack and Nelly looked at each other
and - Nelly shrugged. The doorbeil
rang and Neily said she'd get it.

“Maid’s night off,” Jock explamed e

as Nelly went out. :
We neard the door open and vowes: —

and Te
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~ and then Nelly called,
-and Mz, Bruce come here, = Her vowe >

“Jock—-—you

soundeq a little shaky.

We went to the door ah& Jooked & ok

two men. They were dressed in neat,

- “dark'suits and they looked as pleasant

and solicitous as two salesmen selling
~ girdles in aa old ladies’ home., The
taller one spoke softly and sympa—

- thetically.
~““We're from More; Batson, Hale‘ :

and O’Dowd, morticians, in response

tc your call about the deceased D
Jock stared af them with W1de eves.
“Wheat deceased‘?”. —

HE tali pleasant man su}deniy -

looked worried. He consulted a

~ slip-of paper. “Why, the body of Noel

Gerski, We received g call less than
an hour ago te comc after the body
of Neel Gerski at the home of Jock
Macleod at this address. You are Mr
MaeLeod, aren’t you??

We didn’t eall” -

The tall young man looked angry
~*Foor taste,” he snapped.
- twice a year someone pulls this gag.
- We apologize, Mr. M;wLeod”

“That’s ali right,” Jock said. “Sor-

ry it happened. But ‘cheres nobody
- here.”
We watehed them retreat to then'-
~ominous funeral coach, then Jock
shut the door. Nelly looked as if she

- had put foo much powder on her face .

and her eyes were frightened. Jock

put his arm around her and tock a

deep breath.
“I’mgomg to sock somebody on the
. jaw,” he said. :
Nelly said, “I'm scared.”
We retulned te the living room and

‘the Scotch. Jock hardly had poured -

the drinks when a telephone rang, It
was on a table near the door. He
started toward it and I stopped him.

“Where’s an extension?” T asked.

- “PVe got a hunch and I want to hsten

= - i Tl kang up if P». wrong.”

Jock didn’t argue. He nodde& to
~ Nelly who took me across the hallway
m&aden I watted until I hearﬁ }ock

~answer in the other room and then I
lifted the recewer Nelly had her ear
next to mine.

A voice that'sounded as if it mxght

be muffled through a handkerchief

spoke. ,
“MacLeod is 1t worth ﬁfty grand

to you if they dow’t have to cor.s back

and pick up Noel Gerski’s body from

_vour lawa?>
Jock was cagey “He isn t amithing =

to me”
“That’s right. Just a frlend Bat 1f
you don’t kick through, yot'll know

that you killed »im. That isn’t a mce
thing to live with the rest of your =

life. Knowing you could have saved -

hiz life by paymg scme dough vou
don’t neel”
“Pay whoni?”

“‘Yo'u give the dough to your wife

—five hundred ecentury notes- and

they’ve got to be old and not in se-
-~ quence. We'll check them for mark-
- ‘“¥es, but someone’s rlbbmg us.

ings before we turn Noel loose. Any

~ tricks andgyou get his bedy hke you
don’t want it.” =
“About

 “Then what?”

“Have your wife get a big enough
bag to lug the dough wherever she
goes. Tell her to go shopping every

day. Almae. Ir big erowds. Carry the
dough. We’ll do the rest.”

The telephone cli‘ked in our ears.
Nelly and 1 returned to the living

room and Joek had replaced the tele-
phone and was looking thothtquy

at the dead instrument.
“Psychologv,” he said.
“Sure,” I nodded. “He kno.vs
you’re a soft touch. You’ll kick in
fifty grand to save Noer’s life. The

kidnaper sent those undertakers out =

here. He’s smart”
- “Any ideas?’ Jock asked.

“Tell me about some of the lousy

acquaintances Noel has.” :
“I den’t know where to start.”

Nelly spoke. “I do. That woman

he S been ehasing.”
Jock Icoked at her.

“Femmme pre;udxce,” Jock grtmt-

“Mae Soma"” =
- She nodded vigorously. “I hever
f;:dld trust her”

==




ed. He lobkéd‘ at me. “Mae runs a

: beer joint. Nelly doesn’t like her.”

~ “Not for Noel,” she said primly.
~_ “It’s a place to start,” I suggested.
“Want me to stick our necks out?”’

“If you can do it without tipping

 anyone that we’ve hired you. Seme-
_how I don’t trust that guy who
phoned. I’'m afraid we might pay the

- dough and still get Noel’s body on

the lawn.”

~ They told me where to ﬁnd Mae
Soma’s beer joint and ‘T drove back
1 town. It was after midnight when
I parked near the place and went in.

CHAPTER 11

: '[T WAS no ordinary beer joint.
- & The Ncon sigr. flashed Red Ceoach

Tavern. The tavern was fixed up to

resemble some one’s idea of what an
~ old English tap room or tevern

should resemble. The tables were -
the eciling had

solid and heavy;
~ rough-hewn beams; and there was a
display of hunt scenes on the wc-lis.
There even was a game of darts and

~ the barmaids wore laced bodices.

1 went to the bar and sat on an
‘ancient-looking stool. A beefy, ruddy
‘bartender took my order for beer and
T lovked around at the good 'crowd

they had.

~ He brought the beer and rang up
my moncy. When he brought change
1 shoved it to him and asked, “Is Mae
here?”’

He nodded toward a wide door and
1 noficed, for the fiist time, the ad-
jacent room that carried out the in-
terior decoration motif, and had a
massive brick barbecue fireplace and
~booths. A tired-looking man was
- stroking slices of rare beef from a
huge voasr.

- “She’s eating,” the bartender said.

“Last booth on the right.”

I thanked him, finished my beer,
and went in search of Mae Soma.
- She was eating a sandwich and
~_ had a bottle of ale beside her plate.

She wore a tweed suit that hadn’t

come from a bargam basement, and
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she looked smal! and well-curved and
pretiy. S
I stopped beside her aad looked
down at smoothly eombed black haix.
She glanczd up and I saw very fine
wrinkles about her eyes. They in-
dicated the thirties instead of the
twenties. but they were the orly
indications.
throaty voice said, “Yes?”
- “You’re Mae Soma?”’ :
She nodded and put her sandwich
down. I asked permission fo sit op-
posite her ana she nodded again.
“I'm looking for Nc2l Gerski,” I

“said. “Some friends at Rettes’ place

told me that you see him often. I
thought maybe you could tell me
where to find him.”

“Oh?’ She continued to tmile at
me without a change in expression.
Then she picked-up her sandwich and
took &
teeth. “Is it important?”’

Before I could answer, a thick,
heavy-set man wearing a grey suit
and snap brim hat over small eyes
came to the booth. He gave me a hard
look and then Dddressed Mae Soma.

“No dice,” he si.id.

“All right,” sha told hxm’. “T'll talk
with you later.”

He locked at me again and walked
back toward the tap room.

“Now about NoeI ”” she said. “Is it
important?” ‘

My answer had fo be as far away
from the MacLeods as I could make
it, so I said, “I’'m from an advertising
agency. We have a client interested
in using him on a radie spot. it's a
thirteen-week contract at good men-
ey, but we have to know if we ecan
get him by tomorrow.”

“What agency?” she asked.

“That isn’t important.” -

“Tt’s just that I could tell him to
get in touch with you if I see him,”
she smiled. “That’s wha% you warnt,
isu’t 7
- T admitted that it was. :

“Then what agercy?” -~

I took i chance. “Dunbar and

‘Eagan, But if you know where I ¢an

She smiled and in a =

neat bite with small, even
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= reach him, it will be better. T have
to close this tonmight.”
: “Just a moment,” she said.

HE got up and left m'e. I smoked a
-cigarette and began to get nerv-
aus. The man in the grey suit came
in and ordered a sandwich. He took
it to a booth where he could wateh
me. His eyes weren’t friendly.
Mae Soma returned, sat down, took
another bite and a sip of ale.
- “T just checked the telephone di-

rectory,” she said. “There is no Dun- -

bar and Eagau listed. I ecalled a friend
who’s been in the business twenty
vears. He’s never heard of the firm—
and he’d know. You ought to cheek
- those things.”
~ J shrugged.
~ She drank more ale aad put the
glass down. “Are you a cop?’ she
asked. = :
“Wh ‘?’)
“Noel’'s disappeared I'm looking
for him, too.” Her ¢yes hardened and
- she lit a cigarette with precise, angry
‘motions. “I may as well start spread-
ing the news. Maybe you can help.
Noel disappeared with three diamond
‘rings. They’re- mi e and they're
worth about ten thousand dollars, but
I haven’t reported it yet. I'm a suck-
ex, but I’ve been fond of Noel Now
—who are you?”
I thought about that. “I'm an in-
vestigator. Sometimes ¥ handle bad
eredit accounts. Gerski owes a client
of mine some money. I'm trying te
- eollect it. My name is Duncan Bruce.”
- “That’s better,” she said and
-jook~d at the man in the grey suit.
He stood up and came over. “Mike
- Ballin,” she said to me. “Duncan
Bruce,” she repeated my mname to
him. “He'’s Iookmg for Noel, Mike.
TeII him what we've learned . :
Mike Ballin gave her a troubled
gl’ance. “Level with him?”
~ *Wky not? Maybe he can help.”
Ballin sughed and directed his eyes
- toward me again. .
~ “You know Yuma Fleg ?* he asked,
“Nothmg good = I sa id ﬂatiy.

“Palicy games, tba protectmn racket, ‘

anything that can turn a fa,st dollar =

for him.”

- “Gerski went to a party at Fle 's =

apartment Thursday night. A dame

we know saw him there. She hasn’t
seer him since, 1 talked with her

again tonight.”
“That’s all?!
“YeS b3 4

“The girl doesn’t know vshat hap —

peued to him?” -
e uNO»‘— — e = =
“Any objections if T talk Wxth
her 2 =
Ballin looked af Mae Soma. She =
shrugged permission, He said, “Her

rame is Flo Hartzell. She’s a cigar- =

ette giri at Blll Rettes club. Lives at
the Marmeot.’

(One of the laced—bodlcea waltresses
came to the table and said, “Is a Mr.
Bruce here?”

‘I said he was.

“Phone,” she said. :

1 took the call in s booth, It was

Joel: MacLeod. “Do you know soiae-

one tailed you from here?” he asked,
“How do yva know?” =
“We watched you drive away and :

came inside. Then I thought maysbe

you'd like a pint with you ana went

out to call you, but youw'd left, Just
then a car started down th~ road,

snapped cn lights and went after

you.'”

- “Somecue probably sat there to
check if the undertakers made ihe =

call, saw my car and got curious.
Thanks.”

“Don’t forget you re sleeping -

here,” he said. “We’ll leave the back
door urlocked. Just walk in. See you -

then.” He hung up.

¥ returned to the booth, but Mae '

Soma and her helper had gone. I
found Mae in the tap room She gave
me a smile and said, “Let me know

_if you find Noel. I want my dia-

monds.”
I looked around the place and won-

dered if someone was watchmg me,
“Sure,” i told her. “i’ﬂ keep in teueh
Wh you,’,‘ == -
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1 Walked out of the place feeling
€yes on my back. I got in my sedan
~ and reached for the starter. A trip
hammer hit me on the back of the
head and a Roman candle exploded in
front of my eyes. I guess it was dark

- after that. 1 don’t know. ...

T WAS very cold and I was uhcom-
fortable. I opened my eyes and
blinked into the grey of false dawn.

~ The odor of heavy dew on green

shrubbery c¢losed over me and the
windshield was misted from my
breathing.

Very carefuily I stralghtened up
behind the wheel and ran an explor-
- ing hand to the back of my head. It

was a good-sized lump and an ache
-pounded behind my eyes. I looked

outside the car. I was parked off a

country road in heavy brush.
Someone must have been in the
- oack of the car when I got in after
leaving Mae Soma’s place. Someone
with a blackjack. T wondered ' who
had tailed me from MacLeod’s.
I suppresszed an mvoluntary shud-

der and took a2 quick look over my
shoulder Then I shuddered again and

forgot the ache behind my eyes.

A young blond girl was on the
back seat. Her blouse was torn, her
hair was mussed, her skirt was awry.
There was a scratch on her cheek and
# mark on her forehead. There also
wss a neat set of finger marks at her

- throat and her face was unpleasant
to see. She had been strangled.

A small warning sign began to
fiash in my mind. “Circumstantiial
evidence!” If 1 called the cops out
there, they had only two things to
believe. The truth, and the sordid
theory that I'd brought the girl out
there, had ideas, probably was drunk,
and — the circumstantial evidence
was all there. They could fit a motive
to it. Any of several. I didn’t vhink
they would believe the truth. I shock
my head and fried to clear 1t but a
dull grogginess persisisd.

She was stretched out on the seav,

§,her nice, rounded legs trailing over

hard look.

the edge. I decided that no one would
notice her from a passing ear.

Turning my eyes away, I looked for
the key in the ignition lock, It was
there. I turned it and started the car.
I drove along the deserted road five
minutes befors I oriented myself, 1
was about two miles fromw. MacLeod’s
place. I headed there and drove to the
back of the house. The door was open
and I went into a hallway and shout-
ed, “Waks up!” =

In a few moments they came out
of another hallway looking sleepv and
tousled. They had dressed in shorts
again and thiz time Nelly wore a
sweater. The sweatshirt hada’t done
her justice, I thought.

“Breakfast ready?”’ Jock asked.

~ “You put seme coffee on,” 1 told
his wife, discovering that my voice

was husky.
me. »
“We’ll both go with you,” Nelly
said. -
“No. Jock first. If he wants you

“J 6ck you —mme - with

‘then, that’s up to himn. You’re his

wife.” =
- “That’s what the man said,” Joek
told her and pushed her toward the
kitehen.
I led Jock to the car and showed
him the girl. He stared at her for s
half moment and then gave me &

“What'’s che idea?” he snapped.

“I didn’t & it,” I snapped back.
Brizfly I told him what had happened
and displayed the bump on my head.
He seemed to be satisfied and lopked
at the girl again,

“She was a good kid,” he said.

“You know her?” 1 asked, sur-
prised.

“She’s Flo Hartzell. One of Bill
Retter’ cigarette girls”

We both stared at her and didn’t
hear Nelly approach us until she
spoke. :

“That’s the most awfui thing T ever-
sary in my life,” she said tlghtly.
“It’s that girl from Rettes’ psace,
isn’t it, Jock?”
= thought you were gettmg' cof- '

=
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, “I was, “but Bill Rettes is here to
- see Jock. He locks awfuhy worrled,
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"1 said, sorry she had to see it.

~ about scmething.”

“You'd better stall him untﬂ we
can—" I was too late. The back door
~ opened and Bill Rettes’ "tocky body
- stood there.

CHAPTER I

ETTES looked at us sole;nnly

_ from limpid brown eyes and
absent-mindedly ran a hand over his

bald head. If you iooked at his eyes, -
vou wouldn’t think he cocld be very
~ tough. If you looked at his thick body

~ and his hands, you changed your
mind. -
He walked to us and without say

~ ing a word hs looked into the car.
~ The brown eyes narrowed and he
~ slowly turned aud faced us. Tha eyes

~ swung to Nelly, to Jock to me.
_ “T don’t know you,” he said.
“Dunean Bruce,” I told him. “Pri-
. vain detectwe.” It was no time for
~ evasions.
—— %You bump Flo?’ he asl’ed in a
clipped, dangerous voice.
“NO ”» = = - ==
“Your car?”’
¥es” '
“T'm going to call the cops.”
: “Like hell you are,” 1 «aid. “Not
until 've had time to think.” - -
, “That’s right,” Jock supmrted me.
~ “There’s more to this than you—"

“I've seen enough,” Rettes said and'
_put his hand into a pocket, bringing

out a gun. He pointed it at us and
stepped back a few feet.
&know what this is all about, but oie
of my girls has been 'bumped in that
car and I’'m calling the cops.”

-Nelly mghed and said, “Now, Bill! pr
in a tired voice and took a step to-

- ward him. “Be sensible, Bill. You've
got to- listen to them.”
Suddenly she was between Pettes

~ and us and he started to sidestep so .
= that he could get the gun on us again.

Nelly moved with ‘ilghtning speed.

= : Somethng happened ina bnef seufﬂe‘.-

‘lI don’t

~ Jock said. ,
he’d «better tell us what ‘he’s leamed.” =

and confusion of bodxea, then Refttes,_;’ :
‘was flat cn his back and yelping with =

pain. Nelly had the gun. :
“It worked !” she said exulta.ntly to
Jock. “It worked, Jock!”
He locked a little i’nghtene& and =

took a deep breath. “She’s been tak-
—_ing {essons in judo for three months,”

ne explained to me. “This is the ﬁrst' —

 chance she’s had to really use it. ==
He took the gun from her and,

havirg ne pocket, he handed it to me.
He went over and helped Rettes up.
“Without a gun you haven’t a chance,
Bill,” he said in a friendly voice.

“Relax. Why did you come out here?”
Rettes ignored him and stared at
Nelly. “Where did you iearn to do
~ that?” he demanded. ==
“A veteran who helped tram” -
Rangers,” she said. “He runs a gym
and health center down town. I know
~how to paralyze you, too.”
~ “Mever mind,” Rettes said hur-

riedly. “You people say you want to
talk, WeH talk. I liked Flo. She was
a good girl. I'm gomg to tell this part/

- to the cops, too.”

“Why did you come here?” Jock?”

— asked again.

Rettes hesitated, glancmg ‘at the

= car again, scowled, and finally sald =
“T’ve got to find Noel.”

Jock nodded sagely. “So do 1.

That’s why Bruce is heiping me,
- Why do yow have to find him?”

“Because someone is putting the :
slug on me, Says he’ll bump Noel and
leave him at the club door it 1 don’t

‘coush up ten grand” =
Jock stared at him. “Why should
you cave if he's bumped'?” he asked

in a puzzled voice.

~ Suddenly Bill Rettes looked deflat-
- ed. He got out a handkerchlef and _

wiped his bald Fead.

““Because he’s my wife’s LO&SH’L——-’—
~ that’s why!”

Jock looked at me and I nodded =

“We might as well spread it out fo

everyone involved.”
“They want fifty gra.nd from me s
“I hired Rruce. I guess




Quickly and in detail I told them
- what nad happeuned. Rettes scowled
when I mentioned Yuma Fleg. “That

rat!” he said. “Msoybe we got some-

thing there.”
“In the meantime,” I reminded
them, “we have to decxde what to do

about Flo Hartzell. I’m m a snot The :

~_eops won’t believe me.”

“WAS beginning to wish that I'd

2one ‘after the cops just after 1 -

came to. I must have been groggy

: - from the rap I'd taken to drive away
with her. As bad as it looked, the

truth. was better than trumping up
“a phony deal with the body. But it
was too late to think about that now.
I hadr’t ealled the cops.

“If we get the cops and tell them
the whole story, Noel’s going to end
- up in that undertaker’s wagon,” 1

from natural causes. If you’ve any
ideas how I can give this kid to the
cops and keep Noel, as well as my-
self, out of it, I'll listen.”

No one spoke and I thought about
it hard. My head was getting clearer.
I began to use common sense.

I didn't ke what I was going to

Rl leCR T front ard drove after him. Nelly and

the back door to the car and toek the
girl’s arm and tried.to lift it. The
muscles were stiff. I reached for one
of the nylon-slick legs and lifted.
It was stiff too.

I turned back to the small group

that watched me. Nelly’s eyes were:

wide aguin and she looked pale about
the mouth. Jock’s mouth was set
- Rettes looked unthappy.

“Rigor mortis,”
legs are rigid—that indicates 1%

~ practically comple*e and means elght

to twelve hours bmce che was killed.
Maybe longer. TTe body usually is
~ =2nveloped in about eighteen hours.
Ii’s seven-ten now. T left Mae Soma’s
_ place at one o’clock. Several people
~ saw me leave there.”

“Then you have an alibi for tho

 time she was killed?” Jock asked.

I explained. “The

Fiiq
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“Mc.ybe But I have to explam how
she got in my car without tipping the
cops about Noel in the explanation.”

dJock Jlooked at Rettes. “Listen,
you're in thls with us. Youw'll play
ball?> ,

Rettes finally nodded

Jock said, “You and I test the body‘
for “1g'1d1ty to verify what Dune
found. Then if there’s trouble, we
can be his rritnesses.” :

“What are you getting at?”’ Rettes
asked.

“I know the rozl where they
parked Dunc. I'll drive his car there,

You follow in your car and bring me

back. Dunc ealis the cops and reports
that his car has been stolen. Let them
find it and guess what’s happened”

“T think we ought to get the cops

: “here,” Rettes objected.
- said. “On the other hand, I don’t in-
-terd to ride in one myself until it’s

“And have Noel bumped off2”
Nelly asked. “What would your wife
sey 7’

= Okey, okay!” he barked nervous-
ly. “T'll do it.”

uO"‘k ied him to the car and they
verified my fndings about the con-
dition <. the body. Jock got in the

- ecar and wheeled it toward the high-

way. Rettes went to his car in the

i watched them drive away.

Whaen they were out of sight “se
went to the kitchen and she poured
black coffee and set out rum for

lacing purposes.

“Why didn’t you come out and say

1t ?2 T asked.

She stopped pouring rum into her
cup and gave me a startled glance.
“Say what?” she asked.

“That you think Ngel may have
killed ‘that girl.”

She just stared at me, but she bit
nervously at a lip.
~ I continued, “You think Noel is at
the bottom of the whole thing. That
he may have killed Flo Harizell and

‘has kicnaped himself.”

“Then you noticed them, too?” she
esked breathlessly : =
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‘Gertamly When i moved her arm.
Three diamond rings on that hand.
You're guessiag and co am I that
they’re Mae Soma’s diamonds, but
i¢’s prebably a good guess. Too many
things tie in to indicate anything
else, You think Noel gave them {o her
and then for some reason killed her?”

She made her coffee g little strong-
er with the rum. =
= “But  you're ‘wrong?” 1 said.
“You're not thinking clea:ly. It was
a shock to you and you’re jumping at
conclusions. If Noel copped Mae's
diamonds and zave them to Flo, he
wouldn’t leave them on her ﬁngers
after he killed her. It doesn’t make
sense. First, because he'd know it
would tag him to the murder. Second,
if he stole the diamonds, he wouldn’t
“be 8¢ careless as to let them get
away from l“m that way. No thzef

would.”

She mghed and sat back in her
chair, “I didn’t think Neel could do
that,” she admitted. “But it still
doesn’t explain the diamonds.”

“Robbery certainly wasn’'t tae mo-
tive for her murder. Mx guess is that
she knew somethmg Beca: se she
was dumped in my car, it looks as if
it was something ‘about Noel. Ac-
gording to Mike Ballin, Mae’s little
helper, Flo Hartzell saw Noel al Yu-
ma Fleg’s apariment. And don't fer-
get that someone tailed me ia from
here. A lot of peaple know nie by
sight and know what I do. If the
girl was dead, planting her in my car
would be a neat way of blocking me

out of an investigatio=. I’d be in too

‘much trouble with the cops.”
Nelly swallowed spiked coffee and
shook her head. “You're deducting

and it confuses m=. What are you go-
ing to do?’

*“See Yuma Fleg.”
There was no point in Waltmcr for

~ MacLeod and Rettes to return. I told
her I'd call them from town before -

1 made my “stolen car” report to the
-~ cops. In the meantime I was a htﬂe

— confused too

CHAPTER IV
CAL,;ING ©on Yuma Fleg at ergm'i

A in the morning was inviting a
tongue-lashing, if not physical casti-

gation. Fleg obviously had been in

bed only a short time when he came
to the door of his ultra—expenswe =

apartment. -
He wore silk pajamas that clung to
a frame built for g football line., His

short, brown hair was mussed and
his eyes were suspiciouly red. His =
breath smelled like twelve hours ina
. Skid Road saloon. =

“What d’ya want?” he svapped
“I'm Duntan Bruce, a private dick.
1 want to talk with you.” ‘

He started *o close the donr and Wy -
foot stopped it. I sheuldered into the

room and he slammed a hard r*ght
at me.

1took his fist on my shoulder. Tre-

membered Rettes’ gun and got it out.
I didn’t have my own.

A door at the end of the hvmgifjif.{
room openea and a gonlla I knewas

1ce Mullay came in. He had pulled

2 pair of pants. His bare chest
Was matted an inch thick wﬂ:h blackf — =

hair.
“What’s the matter, boss?” he
growled :

~ “You can see, can’t you?’ Yuma
Flee snappeéd at hml “He's got arod

in hlS hand.”

Another door opened and a gu‘l =

with blond hair stuck her head into

the room. Evidently Fleg made ouite
a community center of his oversized =
apartment The blonde gazed at us
in alarm, squealed and ducked back

The door clesed.

“All [ want is Noel Gerski,” I said. '
“Then why the hell come here‘?” '

Tleg demanded. =
“Because the last time anyone saw
him, it was here.”

“You nuts? We don’t know an.y- =
_thing about him.” —
“You can quit stalling or 'm go-
ing to do some pistol whipping,” ¥ =
said. I could have cut my tongue out.
"I‘hreatenmg Yuma Fleg was lﬁm_
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- ereeting and listened. He

sticking your head in an alligator’s
~mouth for the experience.

“You're a very tough boy,”’ Fleg

“said. “You shoot your yap off like that

and you’re going to be a very soft

: “bov. Soft like hammered steak.

“Gerski was here at a party last
~ Thursdayenight. What happened to
him?”

Fleg shook his head. “So he wasA

here. A lot of jerks crash in here
when I'm throwing a brawl. They
did last night. Some of them don’t
g0 home, So maybe Gerski was herv
last Thursday. I don’t know what
‘happened to.him.” :

A telephcne rang and Fleg stood

- motionless.

“Answer it” I said. “No wise
cracks about my being here.” ’
- He crossed to a table and picked
up the telephone. He muttered a
didn’t
sneak again until he grunted and
dropped the telephone in its cradle.
~ He eyed me with narrowed eyes
#nd suddenly he wasn’t a tough, big-
shot racketeer with a lousy hangover

- ard] a tough line of talk that could »e

corny, He was s large, dangerous

mun with something on his mind. It

made me uneasy.

~“I got a pipeline into the cops,” he

said briefly. “That was it. The cops

just picked up a guy named Jock
-~ MacLeod driving your car with a

dead dame on the back seat. The dame
was a good friend of mine. In fact,
she was here a little while last night.
i’ve been waiting for her to come
back z

Mullay s&soke again. “You don

mean Flo—"

*Shut up,”. Fleg barked at him.
It was angry reflex, He didn’t care
what-Mullay had said. He was sim-
ply angry and spoiling to take it out
~®n someone.

I recognized all of that, and then

i_t really began to sink in. They had

dock, He was in a spot. T was in a
~spot. Noel Gerski was in a spot.
I wondered what had happened to
’BlH Rettes. - :
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I remembered something. “You
knew her pretty well,” 1 said. “Do
you know where she got the three

diamend rings she wore.”

*Yeah. I know,” he said ominous-
ly. “How do you know she wore ’em?
I gave them {0 her last night.”

“Where did you get them, Fleg?”

. “Never mind that. How do you
know Jhat?”

“Were they stolen from Mae
Sema?’ 1 interrupted.
~ For a second sorzething gleamed in
his eyes and he shot 2 glance at Mul-
lay. The squat gerilla looked nerv-

ous. “Boss, I bought those rings from

ITke Lorenz. He didn’t say they was
hot. I wae in there getting some junk
out ¢f hock and saw them rings =ad
asked what he wanted for them and
he gave me a price and I knew you
were looking for something to give
Flo, so I took a chance you might like
them and—"”

“You bought them and sold them
to me,” Fleg finished, “I figured you’d
make a take on it. That was okay.
But you sold me hot rocks. I ought
to beat your ears off.” ,

“Boss! I don’t know—"

“Shut up’

Fleg swung his eyes at me. Sud-
denly he started to walk toward me.

“You won’t use the heater,” he said
orimly. “You pull that trigger &nd
vou’il have half az dozen people in
here. Slice and that dame have seen .
you already.”

1 backed toward the door. He was

- ¢alling my bluff.

“Don’t be too sure Fleg Don’t
make a mistake and—

He came at me low with arms out-
stretched. e had nerve. He w30 had
common sense. He knew I wouldn’t
shoot. ,

His body hit me and his arms
wrapped around my legs. I fell back-
wards. My cun hand came dewn in a
vicious arc. The gun cracked against
the top of his skuil. His arms be-
came limp and I crashed backwards
into- the door.

Mullay was rushing rme._iI,”stiﬁ-v -
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armed him with the hand that held
the gun. He stopped, groaned and
doubled up, holding his face in his
hands. Blood dripped between hm
fingers.

1 slipped into the hallway and-

sprinted for the stairs. 1 ran down
them ali the way and walked qulcxly
mto the street.

KE;‘LORENZ’S' pawn shop was
four blocks away in a dirty, two-
story building. The door was locked
and there was no sign of anyone in-
side. Pasted to the inside of the door
window was a faded typed slip saying
that in case of emergerncy Ike Lor-
enz should be notified in his apart-
ment upstairs.

Stairs led up from an ad}ommg
doorway. I went up quietly and
pushed the_buzzer button beside his
door. T wondered if he was married

and if his wife would come to the

door. :
-Neoone came te the door. I tried it.
It was locked. I looked down at the

floor and saw the dark stain that had

- ¢tched a design on the hallway floor.
. The design was sliced by the bottom
of the door. =
: The prickly heat of apprehensmn
came over me. I kicked the thought
around and decided to make certain:
_ The door had a snap lock that yield-
ed to a piece of thin spring steel. 1
pushed tle door. It opened a foot and
a half and hi{ something on the oth-
er side. T looked into the room.
Ike wouldn’t have any more use for
his pawn shop, nor the apartment,
nor anything s<lse but a satin-lined
eoffin. The slug that entered his

forehead must have beer heavy be-

cause the back of Tke's head was
blown away where the bullet had
- come out. The blcodstain edged across
the cheap carpetl £o his body.

- 1 left there fast. There was no
point in waiting. Tke could never tell
me who had sold hin. the hot rings.

At a corner drug store I found a2
telephone booth and called the cops. T

= tfﬂ& th;.m there was a dead man at

Ike’s address. The debk %rgeant was
trying to get my name as I hung up.

There was a lunch counter there.
I ordered breakfast and tried to make

plans while I ate, but there didn't

seem many to make. :
~ If Jock used his head, he’d level
vzith the cops and there probably
WS a pick-up order out for me. Ret-
tes and Nelly could clear Jock, but |
was in a bad spot. They eould naﬂ me
for failing fo repcrt the crime, sus-
picion of murder, and a few other
ouds and ends.

“If I convinced them of my inno-

'cence, that still wouldn’t save my

license. Unless I did somcthing, and
did it fast, T might as well try to get
in the teamster’s vnion or apply for
a job selling books. I was thmugh as
a private op.

I added everythmg I had and 1t
didn’t bring ne much. Not as much
as the ninety-cent check the girl be-

‘hind the counter gave me. I paid it

and returned tc the booth to call
Nelly,

She didn’t answer. She' proba,bly
was at police headguarters frying 1o
do something about Jock. 1 tried Ret-
tes and was lucky.
~ “Tt was just a tough break,” he ex-
plained. “Ke was driving a half niile
ahead of me. When he

slowed to five miles or so instead of
stopping. I don’t know where those
cops were, but they went after him
for running the stop. That was it
They saw the body. 7 didn’t stop.”

“¥You haven’t heard what’s hap-
pened at headquarters e

“No. I’'ve got a man there., He'll

call me when he gets something, What =

about you?” 2
“T'm working,” I sald and hut'g up‘

Out in the street a prowl car drove

by slowly. I waited in the booth try-
img to think out a new lead. There
was only one thirg I hadn’t tfried.
Maybe I’d overlooked it too long.

- The prowl car was out of sight
~when 1 left the store. Down the block
a taxi stand had a taxi waiting. The

hit that
_through highvay tc cross it he just =




- dmer looked oored when I got in

~ and gave him the address Jock had

: glven me.

OEL GERSKI’S apartment was

- on the fourth floor of the Park-
rose The building hadn’t been paint-

~ ed for too many years and the brick
~ had the grime of old age. There was

a teiepcoone at the entrance; the

~_front door had a buzzer lock. I wait-

— ed until a brunette came out with a
~ shopping bag and caught the door.

I decided to walk., The first fioor

— smelfed of stale eocking. The second

~ flior was radio noisy with early

- morning- soap operas. Someocne was

- playing a piano cn the third. It “vas

~ very quiet on the fourth.
Noel' Gerski

as stale as *he first-fioor odor, but it

 wasn’t of cooking. 1t was of dast and

confined air.
“His bed badn’t beén slept in. Noth-

 ing appeared to be disarranged. In .

a desk drawer I found a pile of over-
due bills and some sheets of music.
His

~ room was clean, but it was the only

- place where I found anything—or
— rather, where I didn’t find something

~ that should have been there. There

- was no razor nor toothbrush. =

A man who i3 going to be kldnaped-

doesn’t take his razor and toothbrush
- with him ynless he knows about the

 kidnaping beforchand! :
I went back to the living room and

lit a cigarstte. Below me the piano

~~ sounded clear and well played. It
-~ was Grieg’s

- touch. Suddenly the playing drift-
~ed into a sparkling variation with a
__ definite modern touck

Ooncerto with a skilled

~ Joek had said, “He does pretty

 well giving long hair stuff 2 modern

~haircut”

It tock me two mmutes to gel
“dewn 1o the next floor and find the

_ apartment. I knocked and the music -

« didn’t answer  his
doorbell. For the second time that
- morning 1 used the sprieg steel and
_ got into an apartment. The smell was

_closets were in order with
clothes neatly hung vp. The bath-

?"*RIMEDOESNOTPI.AY = u

stopped There was a carefui sﬂence
and then a woman’s cautious vmce'

“said, “Yes? Who is it?”

“Fiie Department Inspector, I

“have to check some wzrmg in the

apartment.”

~ “Wel—just a mmute » She went,

away and when she came back she

wore heels that clicked. Evidently

she hadn’t been fully dressed. She

¢pened the door -and I walked in.
“Just routme,” 1 smiled. “‘For Jour

' own protection.”

I looked aroundr the room. There
wa. a battered upng‘ht piano against

—one wall and a2 man sat at it playing

softly, indifferent to me after a bmef
glance.

Carefully 1 checked detad:s against
my memory and finally pulled a note-
book froma pocket Noel her%ki’s pic-
ture was slipped ‘between pages. 1
took a quick look.

The woman brusheé her hair up
with a smooth hand and smiled. She

-~ was middle-aged and had a good fig-

vyre under a housecoat. She was dark
aad pretty in 2 Eurasias way.
“Is there anythmg I can do 2 she
asked, =

1 got out a pencxl. “Tl’m is apart-
ment three-seventeen?”’

“That’s right.” -

“Your: name, please"”

“Sonia Blskov—you spell it with a

¥V
1 ”rote it dewn End then Qut away

_the notebook and pencil. I looked 4t
 the man and said, “A iot of people are

looking for you, N oel!”
The soft playing stopped. Hls shoul-
ders stiffened. Slowly he turned and

- faced me. His eves were almost de-

fiant.

are rmstaken

From & pocket I o0k the sllne}d 1
sometimes use and flashed it, “IT

—all depends upon Jock Macleod and
Rettes from now on. You had a nice =
-scheme, but it didn’t work.” ,
He was motionless for seconds,.
,then he shmgged slightly, his hps
qun:kmg m a tw1sted smde. “They =

“Idon’t under,stand ’’ he sald “You =
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“She was a nice gxrl ” he sald =

- won’t press charges,” he said. “It just

- didn’t work out. Maybe I'm not =0

smart, yes?”’ ,

g “NU.”

~ He shrugged again and got up and

went to the woman. He put an arm

about her. ,
“Do mnot include

Sonia, if you

please,” he said. “She was just along

for, Jet us say, the ride?”

“That’s still up to MacLeod and
Rettes, but I have another slice to
talk abous. How much did Ike Lor-
enz give you for Mae Soma’s dia-
monds ?”

“Diamonds?” .

“Thae rings you stole from her.”

~ A sudden change came over him. I

sach a small, frail man to have so
much anger.

“I beg your pardon,” ke said, his
voice chill as an ice cube. “I am not

a common thief. I may see a way t0

make some money through the weak-
nesses of my friends and relatives,
but that is a psychological thing. To
steal rings—n0! You insult me!”

ABETTER seript might have been

written for him, but no one
could have acted it as he did unless

he =mpoke the truth. There was no

doubt in my mind.

“QOkay,” I sighed. “Calm down. You
kidnap yourself to raise sixty grand,
but you wouldn’t cop three _ocks
from a dame. I believe you. You're
unscrupulous as hell, but you're not
a cosnmon thief, So I guess you didn’t
bump Lorenz in his hock shop to keep
him quiet.”

“Certainly not!” he said indignant-
Iy~

“You play good plano,
“You have stro.ug fingers.”

“Yes. What do you mean?”’

“Someone with strong fingers

strangled Flo Hartzell.”

I said.

The ice cracked up and began to

thaw. The doelike eyes became soft
and misty and an expression of trag-
ic-concern came over his face.
the anger was replaced by shock.

An '
werked.

simply. “I wouldn’t kill her. I would-
n’t kill anyone. Especxai}y I wouldn’t

 kill Flo”

Sonia Biskov- had been followmg
our conversation with eyes flicking
from mouth to mouth., Now she eyed
Noel Gerski with suspicion.

“Who is this girl?” she demanded.

Noel made an impatient gesture:
“Of no concern to you, my dear. A
girl at the club. A friend.”

“How well did" Mae Soma know
Flo?’ I asked.

“Flo ate at Mae’s place. They
talked together.”

“Mike Ballin says Flo saw you at

~ Yuma Fleg’s last Thursday =ight.
wouldn’t have thought it posgible for

You went under cover that mnizht.
Mike’s hunting you for Mae.””

“l am glaa he did not find me,”
Noel said precisely. “He would have
b’eaten‘me‘and asked questiong after-
wards.”

“Did you fake that undertaker deai
with Jock?’

He allowed himself a thin smile.
“Certainly. I thought it a dramatic
touch. I had the most trouble imper-
sonating the talk of a gangster when ‘
I called Jock afterwards.”

“You did all right.”” I commenied.
“Did you send Sonia out to see what
happened? Did she tail me back to
town 7’

He shrugged, but his eyes admltted
that I was right. : ,

“How did you 1ntend to get the
money from Nelly?” T asked.
" “She would have been followed
through crowds to make certain no
one was with her. Then a simple
holdup by a masked man *vhen she
came home. There’s a little used road
she takes as a short cut to town, She’s
driven me over it.”

1 shook ray head. “She’d recoghize
your build” = -

He answered with his shrug and
I thought that he probably intended
to use Sonia masqueraded as a man.
The plan probably Would have




- nﬁd.

~ fully leaving the door open so that
T could watch them. The telephone

~ was on a table beside a bed. T found

~ the book beneath it and hunted wup

~ Fleg’s number. T dialed and recog-

nized Yumsa Fleg’s voice.
“This is Duncan Bruce,” I said.

- “Save your threats. I want to talk

with you.’

“You tell me Where you are, sha--

mus, and T'll talk with you personal-

1. A talk you'll never forget.”

~— “] know. You shouldn’t rush g guy

— who helds a gun. Pm trying to learn

—who killed your gir!l friend. You said

-~ she was at your apartment and left
~ Tell me about it”

“1 ought to bend a gun over your

4 head. I will as soon as I catch up with

—you.”

~ “Save it. You want the guy that
~ killed her nailed, don't you?” :
- After a few seconds he grunted an
affirraative.

“Then give,” I said.

“She left for the club. That’s all

I know. She was coming back when

she finished work. She was working
a part shift. I talked with a pal who
says he saw her get into a car with
some guy. It-was toe dark to see the

guy very well. I don’t know who it

might have been. A lpt of people came
and sent last night.” -

“That’s alt?”

“That’s all over the phone. Shce
s#nd I have something else to give
you. Something that wﬁl buy you s
hospital bed.”
~ “You’re not so tough, » 1 said. He
_was muttering when I broke the con-
neetion. ,

_ The couple in the room watched me
with spprehension. Noel said, “Some-

— thing is wrong?’

T shook my head. “I’m reconstruct-
ing a crlme E§ thmk I have the an-<

— swer.”

“It was not Noel*” Sonia BlSkOV
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“ﬁkay, Noel. T belicve you. Where’s
- the phone?”
~  He hesitated and nodded toward

- an adjoining room. 1 went in, care-

- “No, it wasn't Noel,” 1 agreed qui-

'.etly. I found Bill Rettes’ telephone

number and got him again to tell him
where Noe] wag and what had hap-
pened.

“Let me talk to that—that—"

I held the phons away from my
ear and teld Noel to take it. He ae-
cepted it nervously and put it to his

_ ear. He said hello in a chastened

voice. I could hear Bill Rettes’ voice
rasping angrily as I left the apart-
ment, Noel was listening with tears
in his eyes.

“What a character?’ 1 thmfght

CHAPTER V

¥ WAS lucky finding a taxi again
X and sat back after giving the ad-
dress. I was worried: I couldn’t prove
a thing unless I ran into some luck.

‘It wasn’t a brilliant deduction. It
was a preeess of elimination and
building backward. 1t centered to one
plausible (nswer when I considered
the persons invelved and their indi-
vidual characteristics, abilities and
potentialities. '

There wasn't much time and 1 had
to gamble what littie there was on

the deduction. Probably every cop
~in fown was looking for me, Jock

would have no choice but to tell the
troth, — -

If he fried to be heroic, Nelly
woulan’t. Fun might be fun with her,

‘but not when her husband was be-

hind bars. She’d get him out if she
had to go to the governor or the mi-
litia. It would be much more simple

‘than that. All she had to do was tell

the truth and the cops would be
combing the city for Duncan Bruce,

—and he, in turn might as well look

for a new vocation—if not an out
from a death cell.

1 1it 2 cigarette and tvied to relax.
I locked through the car window fto
see where we were and stared direct-
ly into the face of Lieutenant Carl

‘ Karstead of the detective bureau. He

knew me well und unpleasantly, Iis

" car was headed in the epposxte o -
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rection, but he saw me andg his mouth

shaped a startled command te his
driver. :
T wasn’t having any of it. It weuld

~ take a month to convince Karstead

that my deduction was important
enough to investigate. It had to be
now, ' ,

The gun seemed unusually heavy
~in my hand and I hated to press it
against the driver’s neck. He ap-

peared to be too nice a guy to scare

that much.

“The cops are after me,” T said.
“Get going.”

He shot a :tartled glance into the
mirror, saw and felf the gun, tumed
7 pale and stepped on the gas.

* A siren shrieked behind us. “Fagt :

er!” 1 snapped. ,

He could drive. When he was
frightened, he was a miracle work-
er at a car wheel. We scraped paint
in narrow holes, tock corners on two
- wheels, stopped trafiic.

The siren continued {0 s
it was farther behind us.
~ dampened the driver’s forehead.
“The address I gave you,” 1
_ growled. “Get me there.” And as 1
said it 7 sent up a speciali shamus
prayer that the person I wanted
would be there.

We skidded through an alley,
sround a corner, and soreeched to a
stop

I jammed a twenty-dollar bill inte
the driver’s hand and darteé across
the sidewalk. :

Inside the Red Coach Tavern, I
teok a fast look. The man I wanted
- was at the bar standing beside Mae
Soma.

Mike Ballin didn’t see me uhtll 1

stepped to his s1de I didn’t waste_

WOrGS.
“Let me see that gun you're pack-
ing,” I snz>ped. T had Bill Rettes’
gun jammed into his side.
He stared at me, and Mae Soma

let out a small scream. Everyone in

the place looked at us.

~“The gun!” I said. I made a pass

“riek, but
Sweat

at the shoulder holster that bulged
beneath his coat.
. He was “ast. His elbow jabbed my
ribs. He pulled the gun,

Cops piled into the place and he
sent a frightened lock at them and
broke for the entrance to the eatlng
room. I went after him. '

Customers dived beneath tables.
Women screamed. There was no door

“leading *o the sidewalk, but there

was a back window to an alley. Bal- -
lin headed for it.

He turned and Ievelled the gun
at me.

killed Ike Lorenz.”

- He swept the gun back into the
window. Giass shattered. His eyes
were wild, pamc-stncke:n The gun
pointed at me again and I went down.
A slug tore into the wall above my
head. »
I lifted Rettes’ gun and pulled the
the trigger. The gun clicked emptily.
I tried again. Another click. The gun
wasn’t loaded!

Ballin was haifway through #he =

window. T stood and steadied myself
a second before I threw the gun. It
caught him on the back of the head.
Then, just before the zops clamped
hands on me, I wished——perverse!y—-—
that Nelly MacLeod could liave seen
that throw. I wasn’t 50 bad at pitch-

ing, either!

T WAS hot in the small Yoom &t

headquarters and the place smelled
of strong disinfeetant.

It took a lot of ta:king. Karstead
lost his temper. I lost mine, A deputy

district attorney told us both to shut =

up and adjusted his eyeglasses for
the fiftieth time. :
A lab expert came into the roomni
and nodded at Karstead. ,
It checks,” he said. “That gun .
fircé the bullet that killed Lorenz.”
It had taken a lot of talking to per-

_suade Karstead to test Ballin’s gun. ——

Now I sat back in my chair and \vipe‘d
sweat from my forehead.

“I want that gun,” 1 gritted. “It =

“Satisfied?” I barked at Karstead =




He gloweled at me. “You still

~haven’t explamed thay dead gu'l in
- your car.”

—“*You’ve got Balhn for killing Lo-
_renz. Pour the heat on him. He’ll con-
fess >

DA.’s assistant asked sareastically.
- He hadn’t been the: e to hear all that

= I’d told Karstead. He’d been in ses-

“sion with Jeck McLeod, B111 Rettes,
—and Noel.
They had decided not to prosecute.

Jock’s influence and money along

~with Rettes’. political affluence—un-
der ~pressure of his wife—had
wurked wonders. They swore thaf it
~ was an elaborate gag on Noel’s part.
- Just a practical joke. The D.A. had
o hkelt

~ Jock had managed to see me long

enough to fell me all that.
~ “Confess what, Mr. Bruce?” the

~ attevney asked again.

~ “Noel’s deal and the diamond theft
-were separate things,” [ said. “What
connected them at first was Noel’s
dzsappeara,nce and Mae Soma’s nat-
ural sueplcmn ihat be had taken the
rings. =

~ “Actually, Mike Ballin stole them
and sold them to Lorenz. When he
learned that Mae blamed Noel, that
was fine with him. But a2 bad thing

kappened. Since Mullay bought the

rocks and sold them to Yuma Fleg,
who gave tuem to Flo Hartzell—the

= girl who told Mas she had seen Noel

~at the Thursday party.”

- I paused to hght a clgarette and
continued:

“FLast night Fleg had ansther-

brawl. Ballin was there early and
-saw Flo—which he admitted to me.

—~ She was wearing the diamonds and

_he recogmzed them. He knew he was
in a jam. The first time she wore
them into Mae’s place, Mae would
-see them and spill the news to Flo
- that they were stolen diamonds.

- would tell Yuma Fleg. Fleg would

Jjump Slicer. Slicer Mullay would ge

"7%0 Lorenz wlm would tell hlm who
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uad sold him the rmgs. Curtams for
Mike Ballin.”

“Cemplicated, ‘l:ut plausxble,” the

attorney said. “What happened when =

he saw the rings on Miss Hartzell’s

- fingers?’
“Confess what, Mr. Bruce‘f’” the

“He offered to dnve her to work =
but took her to some isolated spot and
killed her. He didn’t get a chance to
get rid of her body, or didn’t have 2
plan. Maybe some neckers parkcd
near him. : '

“Anyhow, he drove back to town
with her. He went fo the tavern and
met me. He saw a chance to planf
the bedy in my car and invelve Noet
some more at the same time. He laid
for me in the baek of myv car, knocked
me cold, put her body in the car and -
drove out to the hills. He probably -
walked back s eniy a couple of
miles.”

“Am1 he kllled B\e Lorenz later
to silence {im?”

“That’s right.”

The attorney adjusted his glasses :

again and stroked his thln jaw with

~_a lean hand.

“There’s oniy one thing, Mt;
Bruee,” he said. “If ycu are correct,
why didn’t Ballin take the rings
again after he killed the girl?”
I smiled at him. “Because he knew
that Mae was ready fo veport the

_theft to the cops—she was getting

impatient about Noel, as much as she
liked him. That WOuId make those -
rings hot at any legitimate jeweler’s
or hock shop. More than that—hke
knew that Fleg would be sore Sbout
the theft Fleg would pass out word
to_every fence to watch for them.
He has influence in those circles) On
one hand Ballin had the cops, on the
other, Fleg. So Ballin wanted no
more of those rocks. He left them on
her fingers and Mae Soma and the
cops could think what they liked.”
The attorney glanced at Karstead
who finally nodded begrudgingly.

e ean try,” he said. He glared a‘s” :

“You wait here.”

It took them an hour but when,;. =
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~ they came back the attorney was
smiling.
~ “You were quite right, Mr. BIUCQ..
~ Ballin confessed when I convinced
him that as long as he was sure to
be convieted for Lorenz’s murder, he
migkt as well make a clﬂan breast
of it.
Karstead gave him a sour look
. that he transferred to me.
-“Seram!” he said.
we don’t pick up your license.”

OCK and Nelly biacLeod were
playing catch on their lJawn when
I arrived. The afternoon was hot,
~and the pitches that Nelly was put-
ting across a makeshift plate were
~ hot. I admired her as I walked to-

~ ward them.

“Sit down,” she called. “I'm just
, gettmg warmed up. We can talk
later.”
A car siopped in the drweway be-

~ hind mine and Yuma Fleg got out,

followed by Slicer Mullay. They
~ walked toward me with menace in
every step.

“We're coing to f)eat l'ell out of
you,” Fleg said.

From the corner of my eyes I saw
Joek coming the few yards toward

us with a grin as he slipped off the

catcher’s mitt.
“Fight?’ he asked pleasantly. =
“Keep out of this, bud,” Fleg told
him. “It’s private.”
Hz= pulled a blackjack from a hip

pocket. T threw an arm up to fend

= —off the blow. -

“You’re lucky ‘

Somethmg white flashed befere
my eyes and a baseball bounced off
Fleg’s head. He staggered and went
down.

“But good!” Nelly MacLeod cried.
“That’s control!”

Slice Mullay rushed me and met
Jock’s big fist. He Went dOWn besndo
Fleg. .
After a while we xugged them to
the house. They were breathing eom-
fortably, but they were out. -

Jock and Nelly made me tell them
what had happened while Jock
poured Scotch and paused once to
make out a check for me.

“Wonderful”’ he finally said. “It
calls for some piping!”’

He had just swung into ‘“The
Campbells Are Coming” when Slicer
Mullay opened his eyes and sat up.
Neily smiled at him-and pressed a
drink into his hand. He accepted it
in a daze, his eyes upon the march-
ing man wzth the bagpipe. :

“Boy-!” he said in awe. “Ain’t that
beavtifulI”

Nelly and I exc}-imged startied
~ances and a voice in the doorway
said, “It’s terrible!”

We looked at Noel Gerski and Sonia
Biskov. Noel was unwrappmg a bot-
tle of vodka. On-a couch Yuma Fleg
snored. :

Nelly Iaughed happlly and said,

,“Thls is wonderful. It’s all in keep-

mg
I don’t remember what day I got,
home,
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Being co-execuior io a
- lasge forlune, Barney
Gray found, was more
than just wrifing his sig-
nature. For in irying tu
protect that estate, he
signed away his own

right {o living.

I LOWERED myself carefuily into

_the chair he ihdicated, leaned my

cane against the desk, and looked
into his waiting, noncommittal face.
His name was Sears.

“Somebody,” 1 said bluntly, “is try-
ing to kill my cousm, and I want you
to find out who i i8.”

e pushec out his lip{ and his eyes
became cautious and thoughtful. He
didn’t look much like a detectives He
looked like the man who tried to sell
me a second-hand Ford last week. He

was small and 1idy, more conservative-
ly dressed than 1 was in my bazgy
tweeds, and had a kind of prim, care-
ful air wsually found on bank fellers.
I found out how wrong I was.

He leaned back and interlaced his
fingers across his chest. <“Have you
notified the police, Mr, Gray?’ he
asked curiously.

1 said, “No-0.”

- “Why not ?”
“For personal reasons,” 1 snapped.

~ He raised his eyebrows and I went on,



“And I don’t want to make a newspa-
per frolic out of it.”

“A nowspaper frolic?’ his eves
spreau. “Just who is your cousin, Mr.
Gray?”
~ “CGeraid Leslie.” I grinned into his

sharpened glance. “That makes a dif-

~ ference, doesn’t i£? A two-million-dol-

lar difference. He hasn’t got it yet, but
he will on his twenty-fifth birthday.
I’'m one of the co-executors of the will.
Prentice Fearing is the other. When
vre turn over the estate—and if both
it and the heir are in good shape—we
get, in addition to our usual fees, Q
bonus of ten thousand dollars.

“I'm telling you this,” I said with
ireny, “to explain my otherwise inex-
plicable concern for my cousin’s
health and welfare.” Then I added,
“I'm paying for this investigation per-
sonally. Purely,
guard my ten-thovsand-dollar bonus.”

He said, “Naturally,” and grinned.
He rolled forward in his chair. “Now
tell me, who gets the dough if this guy
is knocled off 7 :

~“An aunt in Ccnada, who is seventy,
and another in Paris, who is seventy-
three. That one hasn’t heen heard of
sinee the German occupation. They re
a little too old to go around shooting
peosle.”

“Nebody’s tuo old te pull a trigger.
Give me their names.” Then, as my
eyebrows came down, he said sharply,
“Bither I'm running this my way or
m not running it at all.”

i gave him the names, meekly.
Mathilde Leslie was the Canada aunt,
Constance Leslie the Paris one, He
wrc e them down.

- “Now,” he said, “what makes you
S0 sure somecbody’s trying to bump
this Gerald Leslie 7 :

“Fwo things,” I said promptly.
“Last week a man tried to break into
Gerald’s room from the outside. My
room is next to his—I’m living with
him for the moment. I jooked out the
window and he took 3 shot at me.
Missed by inches. I jumped back inte
the room to get my own gun, but of
course he was gone by that time.”
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of course, to safe-

He gruuted “Could have been a8
burglar.” :

“Could be, but I don’t think so.”

His aeatures were expressionless.
“What was the other thing?”

“Ye terday. I was fooling around
on the lawn behind the house with &
glingshot--"

“With a what?” :

“A slingshot, dammit! I was trying
to get rid of some of the squirrels that
have been raising hell. There's an
ordinance against guns. Anyway, I
heard a shot, something whizzed past
my ear and i dropped down behind a
rhododendron bush. And don’t tell me
what a shot sounds tike. It was a shot.

‘And it just so happened that I was

wearinC one of Jerry’s plaid sports
jackets at the time. We're sbout the
same build, and it was dusk.”

He clicked his teeth tugether sev-
eral times and made some marks on
the pad before him. He wasn’t writ-
ing. He was just making doodle

marks.

° “Uh, what does your cousin think
about all this?” he asked finally. :

“He thinks,” I said sourly. “that I'm
seeing things. He didn’t say it right -
out. He just laughed. I talked to Mx.
Fearing about it, and he was very kind

and very disbelieving and I coule

have kieked him rxgnt in the seat of
the pants.”

He smiled mechanically aud traced a
few more doodles on the pad. He said
abruptly, “You’ve been sick, Mr.
Gl Cy ? 993 =

“Yes b2} :

“What was it ?”

“Tropical fever. But what the heil
has that got to do—" '

-~ “Nothing probably. I was just won-
dering how you came to be visiling
your eousin. This climate—-"

“There’s nothing wrong with Jer-
sey climate this tim. of year. Prentice
Fearing, the other executor, asked me
to come East to talk over some busi-
ness, and Jerry put me up st his place;
otherwise I'd have hadtogotoa hotel
Does that satisfy you?”

“Don’t

get yourself excited, Mr. =



" out consul’cmg me,

“Just tell me his name,” I sa.ld grim-

}y “That's all.”

X WALLE_T was a hundred doi-
. lars lighter when I left, bu

~ sunshine, leaning heavily on my cane,

- and it {ook .ne about a half hour to

— cover the five blocks to Fearing’s office
on Broad Street. The elevator made

‘ '."f -~ me a little dizzy.
~~  His eception clerk, an eager girl
- thk a lot of leg and the figure to go

yith it, had standing orders to shew

— _me rlght into Fearing’s office when-

ever I turned up, and she took it lit-
erally, She did everything but carry

_me in on her back, out she was a nice
- girl and she meant well, so I didn’t
~ snap at her. I just gave her a sour

_glanee #nd walked in by myself after I
» got away from lier hand at my elbow.

Fearing rose from behind his desk

~ and said heartily, “Come in, Barney.
~ How are you feeling, fella?” Hewasa
~_ big, pink man, with not encugh hair

and too many china.
~ He put out his plump, moist hand,

— and I shook it briefly and gave it back
~ fg'him to dry off. I sank into the deep
~ chair beside his desk, grateful for the
support I put my cane between my-

- “I went to seea detectxve today,” i

— said without preamble. “A fellow

~named Sears. The bank recommended

—him”>

 He got red in the face, put a cigar

in the middle of it and hid momentar-
ily behind the flame of his match then
~_behind the smoke.

- “I wish you hadn’t done that W‘.lth-

 growled.
~“% did consult you. You laughed.”
P still laughing,” he mumbled.

~ “I only hope the newspapers don't get
- hold of it.”

“They won’t. Sears can keep his
‘%kshut”* -

Burney,” he
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= f_Gray. I'r m gomg to look into it. Now,

~ just what do you want me to do when
~ I find this—uh—would-be killer?”

“T think you’ re bemg' Vety foolish,
Barney.”
“T don’t glve a damn what you

: thnk It

de persisted in the same haugdog "
mumble, “Who’d want to kill Jerry ?”
“T suppose I’'m just making it ap as

= so . I go along. Is that the idea?”
 was 1ay mind. I walked slowly in the

He made feeble conciliatory flaps

‘with his hand, like a seal begging for

a fish, and szid, “Lei’s not fight, Bar-
ney. If it’s dene, it’s done. We've got
other business to take care of.”

- He teck a folder from the top

drawer of his desk and upened it in |
ment of him. He put on a palr of

neavy—nmmed glasses. “This is that
project I was talking to you about. It
only needs your signature teo go
ahead.” ,

I said shortly, “No!” I was still sim-

- mering, but I would Kave’said no any-
: jway, thcmgh pmbably not so brusque—

ly.
He wanted to take about 2 half mil-

_ Hon of Jerry’s mouey out of utilities
_and bonds and sink it into a real estate
_development, a speeulative co-opera-

tive apartment house. A gamble, as
far as I was concern"d He liked to
gamble. I didn’t. ‘

He slapped his hand on the desk.
“Dammit, Gray,” he said angrily, “kas
it ever occurred to you that an estate
ean be as much mismganaged by inac-

tion as by reckless investments ? Not,”

he added hastily, “that this is a reck-
less investment. On the contrary, it’s
a very sound proposition.” Hz tapped
the folder with his forefinger and said
significantly, “In two years, Barney,

we could double Jerry’s capital.”

- “In two years people micht be liv-

— ing in caves, but they’ll still reed gas

and electricity. Utilities might notpay
much, bus they’re safe.”

R 7E WRANGLED for about an

~ hour and a half. He had a half
dozen other little folders that he kept
pulling out of his desk as if they were
rabbits, and each one -a little more
matﬁ-eaten than the one before. I~

' jméerad ;mgt how much of hls cﬁs-" ——
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tomers money-—he was an invest-
ment broker—he had lost on invest-
ments just like these.:
After a while Fearing lost hls tem-
- per conpletely and yelled, “You're a
 conservative toadstool, Gray. Now’s
the time to maxe mvestments not two
- years from now.”
All this scrapping and yapping and
strain had taken the juice out of me.
I still tired pretiy easily. I leaned on

my eane and slowly pushed myself toi

~ my feet.

“I’H talk to Jerry about it,” I said,
~ more to shut him up than anythmg

- else,

That ended it. For the time being,
anyway. He said grudgingly, “Have a
~ drink before you g0?” Then, remem-
bering his role as the jolly investment

broker, he sgid more heartily, “Doy you

good. Do both of us good.”
~ 1had one. He had five. He was a lit-
tle druck when I left.

: I took a cab back to Jerry’s place' :
~ It was a niee little six-room house

with a lot of ground around it—one of
those deceptlve jobs that looks cozy
and costs twenty thousand. It was

modern and flattish, dene in dazzling:

stuceo and glazed tile, and a lot more
roomy than it looked.
Jerry and a gang of other kids were

- ralsing juverile hell in the living

room, but he came out grinning with
@ glass in his hand as I hung up my
hat and coat in the hall. He was a
thoughtful kid. He always greeted me
after one of my excursions.
“T made a drink for you, Barney,”
he said. He had =urly hair, something
_like mine but more of it, reckless eyes,
and a big, easy grin.
“No, thanks, Jerry,” I said. ““Pve
had my drink for the day. I've just
~come from a debauch— ~with Prentice
Fearing,” 7 added. “I told him Pd talk
- %o Tou about semethmg, but it doesn’t
have to be now!
“Why not?’ he grinned. “If it’s
from Prentice Fearing it’s scmething
_foolish, and I'm in & foolish mood.

Let’s sit down and have our laugh.”
~ We sat on the third step of the

angular stalrway that led to the ga!»
lery on the second floor. He took a sip
from the glass and put it down be-
tween his feet. He it a cigarette,

‘“Whnat’s 7he old lush up to now?”
he asked curiously.

I told him, added what I thought
then said, “However, if you're in fa-
vor of it, T'll consider it more care-
fully.”

He looked at me solemnly, then ex-

_ploded with a peal of laughter. “Holy

smoke,” he said, “what do I want with
an gpartment house’ You knez, Bar-
ney, that guy’s not an i cstment
broker. He’s a devestment beoker.
During the past year I happen o
know that he’s made more bum
guesses than a fortune-teller, I
wouldn’t trust h1m with a dime to buy
a Sunday paper.”

I had one of my fits of momentary
generosrty. I wanted to be fair to
Fearing. “You know,” I said, “your
allowance is based on a percentage of -
the earnings of your capital. If he does
make money for you, you’ll have more
to spend.”

“And how I love to spend money«
Dut he shook his head. “Barp2y, 1
haven’t heard of anybody vet who was

able to spend any of Fearing’s if-

money.” He Iaughed contemptuously
“No thanks. But say, Barney, now

that we’ve had our laugh, how’s about

coming in and Jommg the party.

~ There’s a little Ledhead in there with

2 low boiling point—

“Sure. That’s all I’'d need. Uh~ah
I’'m going to my room and lie down for
a while. 'm just going to read and
take it easy. You ought to tzy it one
of these nights yourself L=

“T will,” be g2ia earnestly, “1 will,
The next time I have pneumonia.” He
grinned and sauntered back into the
living room with a wave of his hand.

Well, I thought, you're only young
once——but it lasts about ﬁfteen years,

50 what’s the hurry?

HEY left around nine, the whole
gang of them, in a hooting pro-
cession of eight cars—and at the very



— 'end, takmg it easy, came a nonde-
seript blaek ceupe: I turnec fiom the

~ windew with grinuming relief. Sears
~was on the job.

~ The doorbell rang at nine-thirty and
‘kept ringing until I rememberea that
Harris, the houseman, had gone to the

- movies, so I went down to answer it

‘myself. There were two men there.

- Not big men, but hesvy. One had a

—erumpled ear that seemed to stanl

off at right angles from his head. The
- other one needed a shave. Behind

them, in the drivew. 3, their ecar was

standing with the motor running.
The one with the fhick ear said

hoarsely, “This is the monkey,” and

pat his hand against my chest and

qhoved nie baek into the hall. 4
- He took two guick steps and

— grasped my lapels, glancing back over

his shoulder at the other man, who

~had closed the door and was leaning

against it.
“What are yoi waltmg for 2’ de-

— “manded the man at tho door, “A ref-

" eree?”

' I w..8 beating feebly at the thick,
hal. y wrists. He turned, slapped my

hands aside and hit me heavily on the

~ 3ide of the face. T don’t remem®er go-

ing down. All I remember was that

the hall suddenly turned on end. He

- Jjerked me to my feet and hit me
~ again, -

Dimly T heard the man af the door

" gay, “Take it easy. This ain’t a work-

out. It’s just a remcinder. Let’s scram.”

‘The hand that clutched the front of

_my robe let go, and I collapsed gently
~ to the floor. I flcatea down. I hlard
somcthing hit the step beside my ear

and I recall thinking lazily, “That’s
~ my head.” Tt didn’t seem fo mean

- much, one way or the otaer ¥ went
~ tosleep.
I woke up after a whlle kow Iong 1
- don’t know. My head f\,lt like the in-
~~ side ot & bass drum. My legs were
 pretty fluid, but I managed to drag
myself to the bathroom. I locked i

~ the mirror and it sneered back with a
doughy ey& abtoody cheek and ap&ﬁy

.1111' - =
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 Se that’s a rermmier, I th&u%ht

painfully. I splashed weakly at it with
3 washeloth. To be reminded like tha.,
you have to have dome some pretty

fancy forgetting. You have to makea

career of it, and there’s no future ,m
that. T kept thinking in wise eracks,
which isn’t thmkmg at 2l That’s

‘backfiring.

I splashed some mure Water o1l Iy
face anc staggerea into Jervy’s room
and found a bottle of Scoteh. 1 filled
the glass beside the carafe on the
night table and dr-nk it off standing
ap. I had been warned by the doclor
not to drink, and I found out why. I
went out into the hall, and all at once
it started to siretch like an elastxc,

“but in all directions. -

1 lifred my legs very high and very
carefully, then suddenly there wasn’t
anything under them and I went roll-
ing and gamboling down & rocky slope
and all I could think of was a bitler,
“Now you re a goat a lousy mountain

,’goa

HE sun was s;"'.;mear' of yellow
- marmalade aeross the brown
toast of the blanket, the fold of the

~ sheet was whivped cream. If made me
,swk 1o look at it. Jerry was slouched

in the chair besiGe my bed, a cigaretts _
dangling from his ‘mouth, His nose
was puffy and there was a cut on his
cheekbone. I looked at him and he
looked back; neither of us smiling.
He said uncomfortably, “That was

.qufte a brannigan you fied on lasf
“night, Barney. You damn near broke

your neck going down the stairs. Har-
1is found you and put you te bed. You
scared the pants off him.” Harris was
the movie-loving heuseman. Jerry’s
glance had an odd, questioning slant.
“Feeling okay?”

I said, “Fline, just fine” T pushed

- myself opright, swayed dizzily and

leaned back agsinst the headbeard and
closed my eyes.

A glass was pushed info my hand
and he said, “Try a slug of this. I
taste like formaldehyde but try to get
it dtewn B = :
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It was brandy. I drank very little of
it, but it put sinews in me. I gave him
a furry grin, handed him back the
glass and shook my head at the rest
of it. He shrugged and drank it off.

He looked embarrassed for a mo-
ment, then blurted, “Dammit, Barney,
what the hell have you been up to,
anyway ?”

Isaid, “Huk ?” and stared at hlm.

“"‘ha.t damn detective you went out

and bought. What's the idea?”

“1 bought a detective? Why should
I do that? Was he a bargain?”’ That
was a pretty erummy evasion, but it
was the best I had in stock.

e exploded, “Ah, hell” and went
striding down the roum. He prowled
back and stood at the foot of the bed
with his hands thrust deep in his
pants pockets, his shoulders hunehed
truculently.

“Listen, Barney,” he said heavily,
“Ym an easy-going guy and I don’t
often get sore. That little airedale fot-
lowing me around all last night made

me sore. For Pete’s sake, mobody’s

“trying to kill me. Get that idea out of
your head, will you? People think
you're a litt'e off your circuit.”

I said angrily, “Did Sears talk to
you?” =

“Talk to me? Hell, no. Every time
1 looked around he was ducking behind
a tree or a nat check girl” _

“Then who did tell you?”

_ “Nobody had te tell me. I know a
detective when I see one, especially a
Boy Scout like that one. What was he
trying to do, earn a merit badge for
stalking ? He was pointed out 2 dogzen
times to me last night by guys wh>
kunew him, Now de me a favor, will
yvou, Barney ? Call him off. Tell him to
crawl back into the cheese. He em-
barrasses me. I don’t need a body-
guard.”

I said nastily, “No ? Bring rie a mir-
30r,>

He gave me a hard glance, then
turned and walked cut of the room,
muttering. 1 heard him say, “Abse-
lufely nuts?’ 1 waited grimly till he

- ¢sme back with a hand mirror, then

_said, “Well ..,

held it up and looked mtmally at myrr -

face. There was a new cut un my chin,
and a bump on my forehead, but the
rest of the debris was the “reminder,”

“See this eye and this lip?” I de-
mandaad. “Well, they’re supposed to
be yaurs. Two men came in last night,
said, “This is the monkey,’ and let
me have it. Or was I dreaming thas,

E too 21

He looked a little green‘ His eyes
narrowed and his face turned ugly.
“What did they look like 7’ he asked,
tight-lipped.

“Like a pair of bouncers from a
saloon. But they weren’t after me.
They were after you, Jerry. I never
saw them before.”

His green look sprouted a grin. He
.” and let it hang. I don’t
think he believed me. He said good-
naturedly, “Want Harrio to bring you
up some breakfast? Lunch?” he zor-
rected himself, glancing at the cloek v
It was after twelve,

I said grumpily, “Fl1 get up. And
what happened to your face, by the
way ? Your nose looks like a radxsh 3
~ “That? Oh, that was just a little
innoeent merriment.” He laughsd
happily. “You don’t mind if 1 zun
along, do you, Barney? I’'m going to
take the body bzautiful dewn to fthe
tennis court and give it £ome exercise.

- And, ub—"" he stopped at the door—

“be ¢ good guy and put your watch~
dog back in the doghouse. People ...
He didn’t Snish it. He fumbled with a
grin and leff.

I sat staring at the empty doorway.
This was the second time in two days,
and [ didn’t like it—the second time
that someone had intimated that I
was a little loopy. Sears the day be-
fore when he asked me in that odd
tone if I’'d been sick. And now Jerry.
And those vayue “people” of his.

I thought bitterly, maybe I am. 1
orawled stiffly out of bed and slowly
dressed, finding mere bruises on my
elbows, knees and bip. T must have
been a pretey sizut, sprawled soused

on the steps when Harris wadked in, = :



= Harrls probabiy thought me a nut,
= too and adlpso $o boot

E WAS dressmg a chicken in the
kitchen when I walked in to
make my luneli, He would have made
it for me, but I didn’t like to ask him.
— —He saxd politely, “Good morning,
~ Mr. Gray.” He had an old air of con-
-~ straint and watched me from the cor-
~ ners of his eyes as I fussed over the
~ gas range withr my ham and eggs.
~ He jumped when I turned suddenly
' ana faced him.
- “What'’s the matter w1th you"” I
~ asked irritably., —
- “Nothing. Nothing at all sir.”

“You think I’'m a little touched, #=

~ that the idea?”
, “Oh no, sir. Indeed I don’t!” he said
~ hurriedly as if he had cnce been told
~ you have to humor lunaties. He kept

at the innard of the chicken.
I stared at hun for a moment, then
~~ turned back to my frying pan and
~ said, “The hell you don’t.” My hands

were shaking as I reached for the

spatula I took my plate into the din-

- ing room. He seemed relieved when I
~left, or maybe I was imagining that,
— t00. The hell with him, I thought an-
~ grily, the hell wita all of them. .
In the middle of the afternoon I

~ got a phone call from Fearing. He had

= '7 been drinking again. He was too nois-
~ iy jovial. “Hiya, Barney, how’s the
-~ fella today ?” he shouted,

- Jerry about Sears?” I interrupted.

= “Shooting off my wha-what?”

- “Yes, your big mouth. Pld you tell
 Jerry?”

= ~ denly became huffy and said defiantly,

“Suppese I did. He had a right to

~ know.”
“And who else did you blab to?”
-~ “See here, Gray, 1 don’t have to
: take that kind of falk,” he blustered.
-~ There was something uneasy in his

= ger on. I knew, too, that I wasn’t go-

his head dewn and snipped funouslyr

“How's—"
“Did you shoot your mouth off to

He stammered a. denial, then sud-

voice, something I couldn’t put m~ fin-

= mg to get any more from Ium, now
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that he had barncadeu hlmself behind
his self-righteous indignation.
Mildly I said, “While you were talk-

_ing to Jerry, did you mention that

proposition of yours?”

“No. I thought it would be better
if it came from you. I have no influ-
ence over him, none at all. Somebody”
—he said it viciously—‘has poisoned
‘his mind against me. T don’t suppose
you tried fo convince him.”

“Convince him? No, But I told him
about it.” - ;

“What did he say ??*

~ “He laughed.” = '

~ Fearing said, “Oh, " in a small hu-
miliated voice. He tried to force back
the hearty timbre, but all he achieved
was a brassy bray. “Well, anothef

time, Barney, another time. I'll keep

lookmg around. It’s a shame, bu.,—uh
—well, so long.”

"I hung up slowly. It had been a very -
funny conversation. I shook myself
angrily. Too many things 1ad looked
funny to me recently. On my way to

- my room, I stopped and looked into

the mirror that hung or the wall at
the head of the stairs. My face was 2
little gaunt and my mouth was swollen
mtulandy, but there was a wild look

in ‘my eye. It was too open and star-
irg.

No' Wonder, I thought uneasily, 've
(nly got one to look out of, 1t’s WOI‘K-
mg overtime,

A little later, for reassm'mce, Ig
ealled Sears at his office, but he was
out and the girl couldn’t say when he’d
be back. She asked if T wanted him to
call me, but 1 sald never mind and
hung up. -
 Iwasicelinga httle low when Jerry
came iu just before dinner, noisy as 2. -

puppy at a mousehole, joytully sun-

burned. His vitality was spilling over
as if the afternoon of tennis had
pumped too much of it into him. I felt

like a licked-out loihpop in compari-

Son. _
Harris served dmner, keeping a

: WatchfuI eye on me, and when he was
shed he sald urgent y to é’erry,“ e
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“May I go now, Mr. Leshe 21 just have
time to catch my train.”

Jerry waved him off wmh a grm,~
but the grin faded when he looked

across the table where I sat with my
sour face hanging over my stewed
peaches.

“Down in the dumps, Barney ?7” he
asked solicitously. “Why not eome out

with me tonight? You don’t have o
dissipate, but it might cheer you up

to have people around instead of sit-
ting here alone.”

There was g little too muci of the

cluckiig mother hen in his voice and
it made me peevish. “I don’t have to
be looked after,” I snapped. “And I
don’t like night clubs. I think it’s the
dreariest form of entertainment since
vaudeville. I'm staying home.”

His eyes spread with astonishment,
but he merely shook his head and
smiled. “Sure thing Barney,” he said
cheerfully. “In fact, Pm thinking of

doing it myself one of these nights.

I’ve got a mess of records I want to
listen to—Offenbach, Ibert, Prokofieff
and”—he grinned—"Duke Ellington.
Try them out for me tonight.”

T SEEMED like a good idea. I’'d been
sitting too much in lonely silence.
Tonvalescence is a gloomy, suicidal
dusk. After h» left I went to the liv-
ing room. Jerry had a beautiful Cape-

hart and a collection of records I -

couldn’t have listened to in 2 month
if I'd bad a dozen ears.

-~ _JIliked Brahms and put on an album
of higz Songs, but tonight *t was all
wrong. The music was too damp and
somber, like a mouldy eellar, ani
finally I had to get up and shut it off
before I fell into mumbhing melan-
choly. You can’t suddenly shut off
noise like that and expect no reaction.
The silence fell heavily into my lap
and lay there like a wet aog.

I hobbled arcund the room and
turned on all the lights, but it was too
zlaring and I went around and turned
them all off again. 1 ended up at the

staring moodlly'out at the dark str__eej:

when the reachmg headhghts of 2
long black car swung around, passed
briefly across the window and swept

up the drive.

-1 felt a surge of prickling, unrea-

sonable fear.

As quickly as I could I lurched up =

the stairs to my room, jerked open the
drawers of tny dresSer, panting as |

pawed among the neatly stacked

clothes for my gun. I pullec it out and
found comfort in the heavy, hand-fill-
ing butt. The doorbell rang. I slipped
the gun into my pocket and with con-

troiled calm slowly descended the
stairs to answer it. I opened the doox

and stepped back qnickly, keepmg my
hand on the gun.

- There was only one man there. A
tali, cold man in a narrow overcoat,
a black derby and dark gloves.

“May i1 come m, Mr.

and turned on the tabie lamp by the
sofa. I sat across the room from hmm

in the wing chair at the window. His

eyes appraised me for a heavy minite
as he pulled off his gloves, finger by
finger.”

My name is Maline,”” he said, “Earl

Maline. I run the Cockatoo Club. It’s

a gambling house. I'm not trying to

kill your cousin.”

I took this without blinking. Noth-

ing seemed strange, coming from him.

He had a pale thin face and shadowed -
eves, a Narrow mouth with no high-
_lights,

He waited for me to say somethmg,
and when I didn’t; he went on. “Those
two men who came here st night

came from the Cockatoo Club. I didn’t
send them. Myspariner did. It was a -
- —a misunderstanding.”
“There was nothing to Am‘lsunder-
-staad about it. There’s somethmg'
- front window and was standing there -

prettyrobvmus about a poke m the

: Jaw.

Gray 7’ he -
asked in a quiet voice. His eye fell to
“the balge of my hand and gun in my
- pocket. His smile barely lifted his
mwouth. “I am unarmed.” There was
no amusement in his voice. He was a
man without humor, a seeretive man.
I followed him into the liviag room

Ay



He seeméd on the verge of saying
more, and I leaned forward expectant-
ly, my neart thudding a little, but in-

stead he reached into an inner pocket

and took out an envelope. He crossed
the room and gave it to me, stood
frcwning beside my chair as 1 opened
it, He kept slapping his gloves into the
palm of hiks hand.

It was a sheaf of LO.U.’s signed by

Jerry. I started through fhem slowly, .

but his hand shot out suddenlv ard
he plucked one frem the stack. But
not before I had seen it. That one had
not been signed by Jerry. It had been
signed by Prentice Fearing and it was
for twelve thousand dellars.

I looked sharply at Maline and he
murmured, “That one shouldun’t have
been there

Hesaiditinsucha way that I knew
be was lying, and furthermore, he

~wanted me to know he was lying.
Avain I felt that he was on the brink
‘of telling me something, but he hid

S

behind his secretive half-smile. It ir-
ritated me. I don’t like devious people.

Because 1 was sore, I said bluntly,
“You'li never colleet from Fearing.
He doesn’t have that kind of money.
1 thought you people were smart
about that sort of thing.”

“m not worried about it. Some-
times,” he said significantly, “‘we have
to take a loss as a matter of policy.
Fearing was Jerry’s guest.” Thare

-wag more to it than that, but he didn’t

tell me what it was:
“And this”’—I ,tapped Jerry’s
1.0.U.s—*is that a policy loss, too?

Tt’s for twenty-one thousand collars.

He won’t be able to pay that for twe
years. O, are you willing to wait?”

He shrugged. “1 was hoping to per-
suade you to pay them for him,” he
said carelessly.

¥ E DIDN’T hope any such tning. It
was another transparency. He

went on carnesily. “My partner sent
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those pugs last nizght. He’s old-fash-

ioned and he thinks it’s bad for busi-
ness if people welsh oxi a bet. Some-
times it isn’t. Jerry’s a young punk—
a young man with expensive tastes
that are getting more expensive oy
the minute. When he comes into his
money, twenty thousand will be pea-
nuts. That’s the day I'm locking for-
ward to. But”—his voice roughened—
“1 don’t like killings. They’re bad for
business. Get what I mean?”
“You're not trying to kill Jerry,”

said waspishly. “nght 22

. He compressed his lips. “Some-
body’s trying to kill you, Mr. Gray,”
he said sharply, as if irritated that he
had to come right out and say some-
thing in plain D“xghsh “For instance,
everybody knows you're supposed to
be touched in the head—people you
don’t know and who don't give a damn
about you. Somehody spread the word
—but why tell everybody?

“Then there’s another word that’s

beer. spread, and this one I don’t like!

All of a cudden evervbody knows a
couple of boys from my zlub beat you
up last night. See how it’s beginning
to shape? Maybe tomorrow yvou're
Tound with the back of your head beat-
en in. Who had a grudge against you?
Maline. Once a rumor :ike that starts,
even the cops get to hear it after a
while. -

“Of course, I could handle thls an-
other way. I could get rough. But ru-
mors scare me, Mr. Gray. If I got
rough, you can be damn sure there’d
be another rumeor—-telling people to
stay away from the Cockatoo Club.
It’s a roughhouse., And that would be
bad for business. S¢ I'm taking this
way. Go back to Arizona, stay there
for two years aud maybe you’ll stay
alive. Back there, at least, you’d be
out of my hair, and your playmate
would have to think of another set-
up'”—

‘He scowled and jerked on his gloves,

irritated with me for makmg him.

speak so p}amly

I didn’t say anythmg I couldn’t =

think of anything to say I dxdn’t be— -
lieve him, yet I felt sick. He plucked
the 1.O.U.’s from my hand and walked

up the room. He stopped at the door.

“Needless to say, 1 don’t think -

you're crazy, cither.” 7
1 said dully, “Thanks.”  _
He left and 1 beard the front door =

- close. -

- I didn’t beheve ‘him. How can you -

‘believe a thing like that? It’s too fan-

#astic. Other people get murdered, out
not you. My hands trembled, but it
was good logie. I could point out ex-
amples.

Then the lights went out. Literally
—not inside my head. The house was
plunged in darkness—and with terri-
fying clarity I saw how right Maline
was. But he had only seer part of it.
He had not seen that the plan was al-
ready working when he stepped in the
front door. He had not seen that this

was the very minute toward which

the murderer had been working, thata
secore of people probably knew, or had

- been told, that Maline had visited mc.
~ And there I was, a semi-invaiid in

the dark. A haht-grown boy could han-
dle me with ease. I clenched my teeth
and took my gun from my pocket. The
darkness could not disguise my chat-
tering teeth. I could hea: them.

The footsteps mounted the cellar
steps, crossed the kitchen, came the
length of the hall. The French doors
at the other end of th: living room

_ opened softly. I crouched back in the =

chair, terrified. S
“] have a gun,” I stammered, “I
P! ==

have a gun in my hand. Go bael:! =
There was a soft chuckle and the

footsteps came quickly. I suddenly re-

membered I was silhouetted against

the window. I threw myself sideways,

to the left, tripped over the tongs by
the fireplace and sprawled on the
hearth, making a dreadful racket. The

- chuckle sounded again, closer.
A hand touched my knee, came

swiftly up my leg, felt for my head.

I fired into the bulk that loomed over :
me. He grunted in pain aund surprise,
went

vra‘lg'htened up conVu‘QWer



table. He hadn’t believed in my gun.

I lay listering to his hoarse breath-
ing, then cautiously stood, scraped a
match and lit thie candles on the man-
tel over the fireplace.

It was Jerry. He lay propped
against the sofa, his legs tangled in
the overturned coffee table, his left
arm curled against his ehest, his right
outflung. The gun lay beside his
2loved hand. His eyes were large and
very dark. They flickered toward me.

“Greedy,” he said. “Couldn’t wait.”
He coughed.

i knelt quickly and pushed his coat
open. A 45 at close range is a grue-
some weapon. Aside from a new chest,
there was nothing to be done. :

“Two years,” he whispered. “Too
long. I couldn’t wait.”

I hadn’t heard them come in, but
suddenly there they were at my elbow
—Sears and two cops. Sears’ face was
~ white.

He said tersely, “Is he still alive,
the dirty rat?”’ He looked at the cops.
“See what you can get out of him?”

HEY got it. Not much, but

enough. When the police doctor
came, he spent more time on me than
he did on Jerry. I, at least, was alive.
He gave me a sedative and had them
put me to bed. Sears came up with a
beaker of brandy. He sat glumly be-
side the bed.

“I should have been here before
him,” he growled. “But me, I was too
smart for him. I knew all the answers.
I saw him talking to Maline, then 1
saw Maline leave the club and saw
Jerry sneak up to Maline’s office and
lift Maline’s gun from the desk. I
krew the score and I was all set. Down
I went to my car—and the little
squirt had taken out the distributor

head! I’ll give you a refund for that

bobble.”

25 saxd Weakly, “Maline saw it com-
ing.

“Did he? Well he only saw part of
it. From what the kid told us, it was
supposed to look like suicide. If that
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backward with a crash over the coffee

backfired, he still had it that Maline
was here, and Maline’s gun woulad be
found beside you. Rut after his build-
up about your being crazy, it would
have been suicide and no questions.
And Maline wouldn’t have opened his
mouth. He’s a business man.”

“But Why s & mumbled, “that’s the
part—

“Money,” Sears said contemptuous—
ly. “He was getting a thousand a
month to buy lollipops, and it wasn’t
enough. After you were out of the
way, he could put the squeeze on Fear-
ing and get his hands on that two mil-
lion. He had Fearing over a barrel. It
seems one night he took Fearing out
to the Uockatoo Club and Fearing
dropped twelve G’s on the chuck-a-
luck. That guy’d gamble on anything.
I think he’s feeble-minded.

“Fearing cCuldn’t pay and gave an
1.0.U. That was where the squecze
came in. If Fearing didn’t stay in line,
Jerry could throw him into Chancery
and claim he was irresponsible. Maline
would have been only too glad to show
that 1.0.U. as evidence. And Fearing

- would have to kiss all his fat fees and
that ten-G bonus

good-bye.
~ “But you were in the way. You

_were a pain in the neck. You were hon-
~ est. Jerry wouldn’t be able to play with

that two million until you were worm
food. =

“Now, the way I figure it, Jerry
faked the burglar and that other shot
at you to get yol in an uproar, then he
spread the word that you were seeing
things under beds and behind bushes.
Fearing would have testified, and
maybe I would, too. You sounded
screwy enough. See how it was to
work. You commit suicide and no-
body’s surprised. Only a nut would
do the Dutch; everybody knows that.
Nice guy te have for a cousin.”

He looked down at his hands as if
he had picked up something repulsive.
He said shortly, “That’s all,” and
walked out of the room, modding &t
me as he went through the doorway.
I kept seeing his head nodding, nod-
ding, fading as the sedative took hold.



- Buwerybody, including ihe victim,. had béén wariied cboul Lunk
O’Slaughtery s slaying. But nobedy weuld believe in . . .

Murder by Magic

By Julian Baggett

1S morning
- when I saw
= big Lunk

O’Slaugntery

- dead in Morgan's

W melon field, I wasn’t
- surprised. Nor could

L ' 1 honestiy say I was
gorry. After all, ’d warned him

People who say “I told you so

lying -

theosophy and Oriental mystxcism
“Quite a bookworm, hey,” com-
mented Sheriff Noonan, “That where
you get. all your crazy ideas, Nat?’
He grinned.
“You only reveal abysmal ignor- .
ance,” T said loftily, “by terming
‘crazy’ all ideas you can’t comrehend!”
It pleased m< to see that draw a seowl

- from him.

noy me, so generally I keep my mouth ,

ghut when I know something that
ethers won't find out until later, But
murder is different. I knew

Lunk was going fo be mur-
dered, and how I knew is be-
cause I dreamed it. I dreamed
he lay dead in Jarrad Morgan’s
melon field. So I told Lunk
about it. I told his dsughter,
Emily O’Slaughtery. I even warned
Sherif Noonan. They all laughed in
my face.

When Sheriff Noonan yanked me
out of bed this morning in my little
apartment up over the electrical shop
¥ own, I could see by the worried ex-

. pression on his broad fat face that it
- had happened.
“0’Slaughtery’s dead,” he said.
~ “T expected it.”

silently

' He shot a quizzical, suspicious -

glance at me. “Fhat’s why I'm here.
After what you told me yesterday,
yowll have a lot of explainin’ to do,
- Nat!” :

I shrugged and climbed out of bed

%0 dress while Noonan let his great fat

hulk sink into my best easy chair. His
worried eyes roved curiously over my
shalves of books. T am very proud of
my library, which consists of a fine
_gollection of tomes on vecult research

Within fifteen mmutes we were in
his car and roaring out into the coun-
try. Wisps of fog clung over the fields.
The air was like a damp 'cold
rag against my face. I shiv-
ered. A sun was not yet visible.

At Jarrad Morgan’s lane we
~ turned in. Bad news travels

fast. Already a half dozen or

: so cars belonging to neigh-
boring farmers had arrived. We
zot out and truaged across a field to
where a small group of men stood
: looking down at Lunk
O'Slaughtery’s body.

_He lay flat on his back, arms out-
stretched, wide-open eyes staring
heavenward and an expression of ut-
ter surprise om his face. Dew had
settled in shining little droplets amid
the whiskered stubble of his purphsh
cheeks. He socked cold.

THE coroner had already arrived
and grunted s greeting at Noo-
nan. He was a little man with a face
like a dried, irritated prune. He took
off a pair of heavy-lensed spectacles
and polished off the haze of fog. -
““Don’t know what to make of it;

.sherﬂf Frankly, I'm stymied. The

man’s been electrocuted.”
Sherift Noonan s mouth bagged
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open, He scratched his ﬂes »y chin
with a pudgy finger, trying to look like
he was thinking., We stared down at
the strange sight. One whole side of
Lunk’s body had been burned, the
clothes partially charred. Blue-black
burns extended up under one bare
arm,

After some deep thought, Sheriff
Noonan said, “w.00ks like a bolt of
lightning struck him.” Unconsciously
his eyes went up and examined the
clear morning sky. The idea was
ridiculous, but nobody laughed.

The clothes on the body appeared
to have been torn, I noted. Then I saw
why. A few feet behind the corpse
was a barbed wire fence. It was ob-
vious that Lunk had climbed over and
got hung up on the barbs long enough
to rip his clothing, I tapped the cor-
oner on the arm and asked:

“How long has he been dead?”’

“I estimate between eleven and
midnight last night. Probably not
later than midnight.”

Then Jarxrad Morgan, who owned
the land we were om, shook his long
horseface wonderingly and made a
remark: “In all my born days I never
seen the like of it!”

A high, nasal voice shot right back
with, “I “spect you could tell us a sight
more’n you let on, Brother Morgan!”
The speaker was Henry Pell, a neigh-

“boring farmer, Pell was a tall and
fairly prosperous yecung bachelor. I
didn’t like him, Mainly, I concede, be-
cause he is sweet on Emily O’Slaught-
ery. I happen to be in love with
Emily. . . . :

Morgan clenched a red, knobby 'dst.
His little pale blug eyes narrowed and
his thin mouth drew back into a knife-
edged scowl. Morgan is & mean num-
ber. He looks mean enough even when
dozing in church, but when he really
sets himself out to look mean, a rattle-
snake by comparison fooks like a
charming baby’s pet.

*Are you insinuating I had a hand
in Lunk’s death ?”’

- Pell’s grin oozed savcasm. *“You
~ ain’t forgettin’ you threatened poor

Lunk with a shotgun if he didn’t stay -
out of your melon patch" Witnesses
a-plentywerheard you in towrr\the
other day.” '

It was true. I'd heard Morgan and
Lunk squabbling many times. Only
yesterdgey I heard Morgan accuse
Lunk of swipirg his melons. No doubt
with plenty of reason. It is generally
known that Lunk was the town no-
good. He never worked, always get-
ting by in ways that wouldn’t bear in-
vestigating.

I suspect he would have been in
jail far more often than he was if the
sheriff and everyone else weren’t 8o
sorry for Emily, Lunk’s daughter.
Everyone thought it a pity that Lunk
had to be the father of one of the
sweetest and prettiest young girls in
town.

“You’re durned tootm I told Lunk
that!” fumed Morgan. “I told him I’d
fill him with a shotgun load of rock

- salt if he came near my melons! But I

didn’t kill Lunk an’ I don’t know noth-
in’ about it!”’

NYONE knowing Lunk woeld
know that Morgan’s threat
would be a challenge to the big man
now dead. After that squabble with
Morgan, Lunk would kave zone omt
of his way to swipe the melons.

“Who else had any reasen te kill
Morgan?” taunted Pell. “Only you!”

“Tll tell you who else would want
to kill Lunk ! raged Morgan. “You—
that’s who!”

Sheriff Noonan raised kis hands
wearily. “Boys, boys! It ain’t nice to
argue over poor Lunk’s dead body!”

But Morgan had to have his say out.
“Pell, whyn't you fell the sheriff about
the time Lunk kicked you off his front
porch when ycu eame courtin’
Emily?”

Henry Pell flushed as red as the vil-
lage fire truck. The Adam’s apple
bobbed in his scrawny neck as heswal-
lowed. “I’ll thank you to keep my

_private life out of this? he snapped.

“You two shut up!” ordered Sher-

‘xif Noonan. “I’ll ask the quwtmml
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around here.” The other two went sil-

ent. and Noonan turned shrewd,
frosty-blue eyes towaxd mﬁr‘/ﬁet’s be-

~ gin with you, Nat. Don’t mind sayin’

yvour far-fetched yarn has got me
worried. T don’t take much stock in
dreams. How did you know so much
about Lunk’s death before it hap
pened 97

Patiently, I tried to explam. “The
phenomenon is a common one to all
students of the occult. 1 could cite
numerous examples of even more
spectacular premonitions. The psychic
mind—"

Someone snickered, and I got hot
under the collar. I am only too well
aware that most folks consider me a
crackpot. Sheriff Noonan waved a
pudgy paw in annoyance. “Let him
talk!” And to me, “How do you ex-
plain your crazy dream in a way that
common felks like me can under-
stand?”’

“I often have dreams and premom-
t$ions,” I said. “Tims, after all, is only
another dimension. The psychic mind
ean travel the time dimension forward

. and backward, and even sideways—"

“Never mind trying explanations,”

rudely cut in the sheriff. “Just answer

simple questions. In your dream, nuw,
you claimed you knew when and
where Lunk weuld die. Facts prove
you was right. Do you likewise know
how and who?”

“That part of the dream is vag'ue,”
1 said. “I'm trying to remember . . .”

“You' called it murder the other
night,” Noonan continued. *Is that
the way it looked in your dream?”

*Well,” 1 began reluctantly, “all 1
remember is the distinet and horrible

feeling that I was watching a mur-

dez.”
“Hmmm ! The sheriff cleared his

throat and began more cautiously.

*Nat, I've knowed you a long time
‘and I’ve knowed you’ve always been
kinda funny. I mean your ideas was
funny.” he added hastily. “You've al-

ways spouted wild talk about dreams

an’ visions and what-not. Now none of

- that holds water with me. All ¥ want

is straight facts. So just for the rec-

ords, I'd kinda like to know your - —

whereabouts for last night?”

I asked wita cold bluntness, “You
suspect me of murder?”’:

He wore an apologetic air. “It’s just
for the records,” he repeated. “I got to
know the whereabouts of everybody
who knew Lunk.”

“Very well,” I sa.a coldly. “I was
with Emily O’Slaughtery all evening
—'til one o’clock at least. We went to
a movie ard a drive in the country
afterward.”

* “And before you saw Emily ?”

“Ag you should recall,” I pointed out
with sarcasm, “I went to your office
right after closing my shop at six
o’clock and told you about my dream.
I warned you to put Lunk under sur-
veillance, You laughed quite heartily.”

HERIFF NOONAN grinned nerv-

ously, flushed. “Anyone’ll admit

that a dream hke that would be hard
to take serious.”

“After leaving your office, I looked
for Lunk. I found him in Mike’s Beer
Tavern and warned him in the pres-
enze of others along the bar.”

There was a murmur of agreement
from a couple of the listening farmers
who had heard me,

“Everyone laughed,” I said. “So I
went on out to Lunk’s farm and told
Emily. Well, she laughed too, so we
went to a movie and forgot about it.”

“Anything else you got to say that
might have some bearing on the
case?”

I hesitated. “I suppose I ought to
mention that Henry Pell was just
pulling out of élaughtery’s lane
when I arrived. He'd asked for a date
from Emily and got turned down.”

All eyes went to Pell. He flushed
angrily but did not refute my state-
ment. : ‘

“Well, 8’puse you try hard,” encour-
aged Noonan, “an’ fry to remember
more of your dream.”

I pondered, The dream had been

vivid at the time, but upon awaken-

'mg. parts of it had grown eluswm “I :



think if I walk around a bit I may see
some details that will bring it back to
me,” T said.

“Go right ahead,” said the sherift.

I started out along the fence, strain-
ing my memory and noting every de-

tail of the landscape. The sheriff and

others followed, curious, silent, as if
expecting a miracle to happen.

It all looked va guely familiar. There
was the barbed wire fence, and on the
other side railroad. tracks that cut
through Morgan’s land. Overhead was
the faint hum of a high tension wire,
and in the distanee the melancholy
hoot of mourning doves repeated
again and again. And in the damp
morning air was serething else quite
typical of our part of the country—
the smell of skunk musk. Our county
is overrun with the night prowlers.
On almost any night one gets a whiff
of the nauseating odor when driving
through the country.

The smell was getting stronger as 1
followed the fence.

“Whew!” said Noonan,
damn fool killed a skunk!”

I was getting excited. The smell
wag somehow connected wit: my
“dreamn. Another detail dropped into
place in my memory. I quickened my
steps. #nd - there, about fifty feet
ahead, was the dead body of the black
little animal with the broad white
stripe down ius back. The skunk was
very dead, and very pungent. I did not
~venture closer, It was ertangled ¢a the
tence.

The humming drone was louder. 1
lcoked up, saw the county high-ten-
sion power lin2 cut across the field at
this point. One more detail of the
dream fitted into place. I turned and
started walking confidently across the
field in the direction of Morgan’s
farmhouse.

“Find something,
asked anxiously.

“Think so. But something’s missing.
if I can find it, I'll have the answer.
I believe we’ll find it in Morgan’s barn-
yard.>

“Young feller!” snarled Morgan.

Nat?’ Noonan

“Some
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“B('m’t go tryin’ to pin anything on
me 39

I turned and asked him cooily, “You
nave a dog, do you not?” :

“Course I do! Everybody knows
that!”

“And you keep the poor brute
chainea?”’ I asked this with all the
contempt I could muster. I love dogs
and despise people who mistreat them.
Moreover, I am convinced, from my -
studies in the occult, that dogs are
but the reincarnated souls of men in
a past life, and will no doubt be rein-
carnated back into the form of men in
their next life if they are good dogs.

“It’s my own dog and my own busi-
ness !’ snapped Morgan.

HAT'S what 1 meant about Mor-
gan being mean. I kept silent and

_continued on to the back of the barn.

There, confined by a long light chain

wvas Morgan’s dog, Tar, a black ani-

mal of unknown pedigree. Tar knew
me and came running up with loud,
joyous barks. The long ehain brought
him {o a halt with a sharp yelp. I went
up, patted the black animal, and un-
hookad the chain from his collar, Tar
rushed off in frenzied joy at his free-
dom.

“Hey!” yelped Morgan. “Whaddysa
mean lettin’ Tar loose!”

I stopped his protests cold with my
next remark. I held up one end o1 the
chain. “This is the chain that mur
dered Lunk O’Slaughtery.”

Some of the slow-witted farmers
gasped, not seeing what I meant. Even
Sheriff Noonan was puzzled, “What
d’you mean, Nat?”?

I scowled in the direction of Jarrad
Morgan. “Someone wired one end of
this chain to the barbed wire fence
and threw the other end up over the
highk-tension wire—probably with a
rope and weight tied to the end. That
clever little stunt had the effect of
charging Morgan’s fence with abont
three thousand volts of electricity so
that when Lunk climbed over he got
electrocuted !”

Morgan gave away hxs guilt by
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shouting, “Youre plumb crazy! I
didn’t do ne such thing!” Nobody had

- accused him yet. He sputtered on,
making himself sound guiltier Wlﬂl'

-@ach w~ord,

Sheriff Nyonan looked doubtfu} He

-eyed Jarrad. “I might have tc hold
-you, Morgan—just for the time being,
‘of course, while turther mvestxgatlon
is bein’ made.”

I paid no attention to~Morgan s loud

-denials, My dream was coming back
more and more clearly. I must confess

“that never had I known a mere re-

markable dream, demonstrating be-

yond doubt the power of the psychic

“mind. Guided by intuition, I started
walking toward th= barn entrance.
And suddenly I smelied the musk of a
gkunk,

Others who had followed me; 7
smetled it too. Even above the odor of

‘manure the skunk smell was too
strong to be mistaken. Sheriff Noonan
came in after us, and he was the first

- to find the old pair of overalls and the
blue workshirt hanging on a nail. He
pounced on them trivmphantly, wrin-

kling his nose in disgust at the oder

that came frem them.

- “The murderer wore these clothes?” \

~ he announced with considerable pride
~in his deduction. “Way I figger it, the

murderer scared up the skunk while
throwin’ the chuain over the power
line, and the skunk got eleetrocuted—
but not before smelling up the mur-
derer!” He narrowed his eyes ut -
Jarrod Morgan. “I presume you won'’t
deny these are your duds, Jarrad?”
Morgan’s face was gray. Then he
clamped his mouth shut tight like a
vise. He ‘was so furious, so doggoned

-guilty he couldn’t speak.

“Pm arrestin’ you for the murder
of Lunk O’Slaughtery,” said Sheriff
Noonan.

Well, I’d like t6 end the story hers
only 'there was still something miss-
ing from my dream. That last detail
came back to me when I saw Tar ex-
citedly digging in the barnyard,
Everything suddenly elicked into place
and I knew that Jarrad Morgan was
innocent. The murderer had only
smelled up Morgan’s clothes to imph- -
cate the farmer.

I guess that after Lunk swore I was
a nut and that he’d never let his
daughter marry me while he wasalive,
I got too upset to tell dreams from
reality. '

Sel sat still and watched Tar ap-
proach, wagging his tail happily and
drageing my clothes that I'd buried
last mght =
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The Crimson Letter

Suppose the man who

ruined you was at your

mercy—and you could
d kill him and get away b

with it. Dr. Mitchell had

that chance, but fate in-

tercepted by delivering a -
letter from the grave.

HE lung beside the operating
table was pulsating in and out
evenly with its edd rasping
noise like a leaky auto tire. The chief
B surgeon was intent upon his task.
Nurses stood by, slapping instru-
ments into his hand as he called for
> them in staccato accents.

. The operating théatre was tense,
~ =g \G@ 4 a8 it always was during a serioma’

-39



-

D

operation. But the most tense man
there was seated on a stool at the
bhead of the table. His hands were
steady at the controls of the an-
esthesia. Now and then he felt the
pulse and watched the respiration. A
stethoscope came into play frequently
for the failure of the heart was a
serious possibility.

Pr. Dan Mitechell, behind his robe

and mask, was thirty-odd years old

and handsome in a eraggy sort of
way. Right now his ewn heart was
beating almost as fast as the pa-
tient’s. Dr. Dan Mitchell was faced
with the gravest problem of his life.

A slight turn of the oxygen control,

_his brain said. Just one slight twist.

The patient would get too much
ether. In the middle of this ordeal
his heart would give out for lack of
oxygen. But who could ever say so?
Those things happen in the best
operating theatres with the best sur-
geons and anestheticians,

. Dr. Dan Mitchell was seized with
the impulse to kill Dean Arling. A
powerful foree within him said to
kKili . .. kill . .. &ill!

But another force—his congcience
and something so fixed in his brain
as to become part of it—stayed his
hand: That something was the Hip-
pocratic Oath. A doctor is more of a
scientist than a human being at times
like this. He must exert every fiber
to the utmost se the patient, whoever
he might be, should live.

Mitchell paused to signal a nurse
who quickly wiped the beads of per-
spiration from his forehead. He af-
fixed the stethoscope a little better
and listened intently., The heart beat
was thready but not bad considering

the circumstances. Dr. Mitchell sent

3 little more oxygen and ether hissing
into the mask.

\HE operation took an hour and
Mitchell was on the verge of ex-

haustion when it was over. He made

his last check and gave the final sig-

nal that the patient could be removed.
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_see Dr.

He watched as the stretcher was
wheeled out of the theatre.

The sweat broke out on him again
as he thought of what he had almost
done. Some men would hove never
hesitated, for the patient had all but
ruined Mitchell’s career and reputa-
tion. And with no other reason except
his bull-headedness. Mitchell didn’t
like to think of the details. He

 shrugged and went out to rescrub,
~don fresh gown and mask and be

ready for the next patient.
At seven-thirty that night he was

off duty and dozing in his cubbyhole

of a room at the doetors” dormitories.
The phone rang and he cursed softly
because it always meant an emer-
geney case. One he wouldn’t have
time to really study and his anes-
thesia would have to be delivered
without proper preparation.

But it wasn’t Emergency. It
seemed that Dean Arling wanted to
Mitchell at ance. Mitchcll
donned his white coat, walked out
and aeross the expanse of lawn to the
hozpital proper. In a few moments he
entered the private room of the pa-
tient he had almost murdered.

Arling was fifty-eight, overweight,
pompous and a bad man to cross. At
the moment he was feeling weak and
looked it, but a hard smile :Eashloned
itself on his lps.

“Sit down, Mitchell,” he invited in
a rasping whisper. “Go on, be com-
fortable.”

Mitehell carried a chair over and
sat down. Arling turned his head
slichtly. The smile grew broader. His
eyes looked directly into Mitchell’s.

He said, “Why didn’t you kill me,

~doctor—when I was so completely at

your merey on the operating table?”

“Mitehell pushed his chair back and
arose. “Good night, Mr. Arling,” he
said. .

“No, wait,” Arling pleaded. “That
was a nasty erack and I take it back.
But T don’t mind telling you I was
mighty nervous when I discovered
you were to be the anesthetician.”

“Why should you be?” Mitchell de-



other patient whose life rested in my
hands for a moment. Despite your
conviction to the contrary, Mr. Ar-
ling, I’'m not in the habit .of killing
my patients. What or how I feel to-
ward them notwithstanding.”

“I’'m sorry, then, for my sus-
picions,” Arling said. “But, doctor,
_if you had given me an extra whiff
of ether or whatever that vile gas
was—the  whole world would have
Jknown about it tomorrow morning.”

Mitchell was puzzled and looked it.
“I wrote a letter stating that if I died
during the operation, your work was
te be ciosely studied because, in my
opinion, you would be my murderer.
In fact, I stated that if I died while
I was in this hospital, for any cause,
you were to be considered as my
_probable murderer. This letter is in

a sealed envelope to be opened only

in the event of my death and it’s
locked in my safe deposit vault.”
Mitchell shrugged. “Iit’s true 1
could have killed you. It’s even true
I thought of it, but I'm a doctor,
Mr. Arling, and I have a code of
ethics. Something you might not com-

prehend, but it exists. If that's all

you want—good nirht.”

Arling grinned feebly “1 just
thought you’d like fo know,” he said.
~_ Mitchell glanced at the patient’s

chsrt. Everything was coming along
very well indeed. He glanced at the
patient again, walked out and closed
the door. He nodded at the floor su-
pervisor, gréeted one of the staff sur-
geons and went back to his own room.

ALF an bpour later the word
came. Mitehell rushed back to
the hospital. He entered Arling’s
room and his eyes opened very wide.
Arling was dead. Not as a result of
the operation. At leaxt not the one
in the surgical amphitheatre. The
final operation had been done with a
scalpel plunged into Arling’s heart.
1t was still there, silvery handle shin-
mg dully in the overhead light.
- Theén someone shouted and 11ke all

- he expected it,
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manded. “To me you were just an-

the others, Mitchell turned quickly,
A thin-faced, blond young man was
standing in the doorway, pointing
a shaking finger straight at Dr.
Mitehell.

The blond young man screamed
two words. #That’s him!”

Dr. Parker, chief surgeon, walked
over to Mitchell. “What on earth does
he mean—and who the devil is he
anyway?”’ :

Mitchell said, “His name is An-
drew Carson and he’s a nephew of
the dead man. Doctor, I'll be in my
room When the pohce wish to ques-
tion me.

Nobody tried to stop ‘Mitchell
though Andrew Carson swung slowly
around to follow Mitchell’s exit with
his pointing finger. Mitchell went
back to his room, sat on the edge of
the bed and his mind went back
over a period of a year and a half.
So it had come at last. The thing he
dreaded.

Then ¥ jumped to his feet with a
gasp of horror. Of course Andy Care
son would accuse him of the murder,
but thst didn’t mean much. He wasn’t
a witness. But in the safe deposit
vault of the dead man rested a sealed
envelope baldly stating that Arling
accused Dr. Dan Mitchell of his mur-
der. That letter might be enough te
convict, combined with the other evi-
dence police cvuld find very readily.

Mitchell began to perspire. He
mopped his face anéd took a drink of
water. He paced the floor. Scmething

had to be done. Something drastic.
When that letter was opened, he-
wouldn’t stand a chance. A dead

man’s accusation usually stuck.
There was absolutely no way of
getting the letter and in the morning
Arling’s attorneys were bound te
open the safe deposit box. The letter
would be right on top, marked to be
opened in the event of Arling’s death
and it would be opened at once.
Mitchell could feel the cold steel of

“handcuffs closing around his wrists. -

The hard rap on the door, though
startled him. He
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eroaked a “Come in,” in a2 tense voice.
1'he man who entered was lean; effi-

7 eient-looking and could have passed

for one of the staff doctors except
that dostors rarely carry giuns that

almost peep from a shoulder holster.

The visitor unsnapped a leather case
and showed a badge thaf read De-
tective Licutenant.

* “My name is Sheehan.” He sat

: dovvn on tke edge of the bed. “Homi-

cide Detail. Want to talk about if,
doc?”
- “Yes.” Mitchell reached for a cig-

‘arette as he sst down. His hands

shook and he cursed himself for
lighting up. The detective was bound
to note his nervousness.

Sheehan grinmed and lit one of his
own c1garettes “Go 2head, doe. I'm
all ears.”

Mitchell puﬂ?’ed deeply, tilted his
head back and blew a cloud of smoke
at the ceiling. He said, “Lientenant,
I probably had as good a reason fo
murder Arling as any mar. Perhaps
better. Two and a half years ago I
got out of the Navy Medical Corps.
I'd never practiced, just weut info
service right from my residence days

- at a New York hospital. But I wanted

to practice, 20 I looked for a likely
spot and found the town of Vernon—
about eighteen miles north of here”

“Seems I’'ve heard of it,” Sheechan

~ edmifted. “Arling lived there, didn’t

he?” ,
“He: not only lived there-—he
owned the place. And ran it aecord-

ing to his own wishes. He was the
‘power behind the throne and anyone
- who bucked him got bounced u» and

down until he was dizzy. Well, I
I opened an office there because only

~ one doctor was in practice and he

_ her death had something to do with

*She was very 111 but qulte strong

was old. A month later 1 was going
along fine. Thep Arling called me in

&5 take care of his wife who had
_ pneunionia.”

- Sheehan nodded “She’s déad S0

this, eh?”
“Everything,” Mitchell went on.
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‘annd I thought all ste requtre& was

oxygen, I infended to use sulpha
drugs, but she had a decided allergy
toward them. Of course, if she didn's

improve, I would have used them any-

“way. But she responded well to the

oxygen tent. The other local doctor
insisted on sulpha drugs, but I re-
fused fo agree. Arling went along
with me. That mght Arling’s wife
died.”

“It's a straight story,” Sheehan
said. “Of course you know Arling’s

‘nephew told it to me, along with the

final result. How Arling blamed ycu
for his wife’s death and managed to
get you kicked out ofr town.”

ITCHELL nodded. “I almost left

on a fenee rail, that’s how bad
Arling made things for me. I knew
that wherever I went he’d find me
and undermine any confidence a pa-
tient could have in me. And, to be
frank, I wasn’t even sure of myself.

‘So I took this resident physician job

here.”

Sheehan slowly broke off a long bit
of ash from his cigarette. Without
lookiug up, he said, “Did you kill him,
doc?”

Mitchell spoke in a low voice. *Na.
Do you think'I did?”’ ,

Sheehan chuckled. “It’s a fair ques-
tion, doc. No, I don’t think you
bumped him off. Why? Because a few
hours before he died, you could have
killed him and gotten away with if.
The one and only way a murder can
be committed and we cops could just
stand there and twiddle our thumbs.
He was right at your mercy on the
operating table. So If you didn't
knock him off then, when everything
was in your favor, why should you
have done a clumsy job later on?”

Mitchell exhaled slowly. *Thanks,
lieutenant. T hoped somebody would
understand.”

Sheehad got ap. “Realize this, doc

- —what I just told you is my personal

opinion. Killers do nutty things some-

times. Maybe you were too much the

doctor fo bump him on fi:‘he operating :



table so you waited until later. Row-
ever, if nothing more than this story
®f what happened in Vernon comes
io hght I won’t make any trouble
for you.”

Mitchell shook hands with the

man and studied him for a moment.
Iieutenant Sheehan had the coldest
eyes Mitchell had ever seen. He was
an honest cop, a good one, but if he
ever read that letter which Arling
had written, he’d come back ard he
wouldn’t leave alone.

Mitchell smoked half a dogzen cig-
arettes, lighting each from the other.
When his mouth burned almost as
mauch as the tip of the cigarettes, he
gave up. He had to find the murderer.
Unless he did—Dbefore the safe de-
posit vault was opened—he’d go into
3 cell and then he’d be able to do
nothing to help himself.

There was a time limit, Short, defi-
nite and with disastrous possibilities.

Mitchell changed into a suit, called
the office and reported himself off
duty and went to the garage for his
- geap coupé, He pushed to one side
the medieal pug he always carried in
the car, and drove to the front of
the hospital, He went in and talked

to the receptionist.
'  She was a dizzy redhead with a

erush on Mitchell and she was more
than willing to co-operate with him.
From her he learned that two people
came to visit Arling. First there
was Roy Bishop, who had been Ar-
Iing’s confidential seecetary. Then the

~ mephew, Andy Carson, had arrived.
Both Dad sworn that Arling was alive

when they left his room.

Roy Bishop had driven back to
Vernon, but Andy Carson was just
leaving the hospital when the alarm
was given and he’d gone back, Mitch-
ell was grateful for one thing--he
only had fwo suspects to contend
wwith. The possibility of a murderer
sneaking through the hosypital to Ar-
Jing’s room was remote. The floor
super would have noticed anyone, and
. there were nurses, orderlies and in-

- = ternes swarmmg all over ths place.
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Mitchell went back to his car and
started driving to Vernon. Somehow
he had to prove one of his two sus-

~ pects was guilty. Somehow—and very

soon. There was only the rese of the
night left. Morning would bring dis-
aster,

ERNON was sleeping quietly,

even at ten-thirty at night. Ar-
ling’s house was fully lighted up how-
ever. Mifchell parked in front of it
and sat there, trying to figure it all
out. He was no detective but he was
educated sufficiently to know how 2
detective might work. First, there
had to be a motive. That was all-
important, and very often a motive
pointed straight to the criminal.

He recollected the unnatural specd
with which Ardy Carson had accused
him of the murder. Would a man
make such an accusation so swifily
unless he had something to base it
on? Did Andy Carson know about the
Ietter his uncle had written? »

Certainly the other suspect, Roy
Bishop, knew of it. For very likely
Bishop had typed it. Arling rarely
wrote anything by hand. But what
was Bishop’s motive? Had he been
left a supstantial sum? Perhaps, but
if the estate was the motive, Andy
Carson was the most logical, for he
was due to inherit the works. And
that meant something around =
million dollars besides valuable hold-
ings. Motive enough,

A hospital, with its doctors nurses
and attendants, is not the safest place
in the world to commit murder, which
cries for darkuness and secrecy. Mitch-
ell decided that the killer dared fe
strike there because he knew Mitchell
was present, that he had-an excellent
motive and stood a good chamce of
being convicted after Arling’s letter
of accusation would be revealed.

Mitchell dida’t dare trust his own
judgment of these two men. He drove
to the drug store of Angus McNab,
a dour Scot who had worked closely
with him when he was m practice

here.
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store, McNab adjusted his steel-
rimmed glasses and suddenly found
it necessary to rearrange some stock
that was alzceady neatly in line.

Mitchell said, “Hello, Angus.”

McNab didn’t turz around. “If you
want something, say so. I'm a busy
man, doctor.”

Mitchell leaned agamst the coun-
ter. “Angus, I want to know about
young Carson and Roy Bishop. I
think they had something—"

McNe¢b wheeled around quickly.
“PDoctor,” he saia stonily, “you’re
wasting my time and years. I got
nothing to say. Not to you. This is
“a matter for the police and why they
haven’t taken firm action already is
more than I ean figure out.”

“So it’s like that,” Mitchell said.
- “Arling convinced all of you I was
the cause of his wife’s deata. Maybe
I was. Men are entitled to one mis-
take—all men except doctors. But I
didn’t kill Arling, de you under-
stand? P'm trying to find out who did
before they electrocute me for the
crime.’ 7

“Good night to you,” MeNab said
coldly. “I’'m closing up for the night.”

HMitchell walked out, seething with
rage. Arling’s power in this town was
such that his word was law and what-
ever he said was accepted as guspel.
There wouldn’t be a soul who had-
n’t already in his heart convmted

— Mitchell.

He went back to Arling’s house
and rang the bel. A dour-faced
housekeeper, already garbed in
mourning black, peered at him
through myopic eyes. But she recog-
nized him and barred his way.

*“What do you want?”’ she demand-
ed. “Coming here—after what has
happened to the master. The nerve
of some men?’

I want to see Roy Bishep and
Andy Carson,” Mitchell said. “What’s
more, 1 intend to see them. Now do
1 get in peacefully or shaﬁ we have
trouble?”
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When Mitchell walked into the

“Nen‘,her is here N’ ow get out, you

—you murderer!” she blazed at him.

The name stung. So far it had only
been implied, but this hurt. Mitchell
turned away. There wasn’t a thing
he could do. Not one blessed thing
except wait until the bank opened
and the letter was read. He cursed
bitterly, reversed his steps and
walked around to the back of the
house. Arling kept a chauffeur, a_
bullet-headed man named Nearing,
Nearing wasn’t too intelligent but
Mitchell had always thought Nearing
was on his side. He found the chauf-
feur unhappily packmg his belong-
ings.

Nearing indicated a chair in his
quarters above the garage. “Hi-ya,
doc. Glad to see you.”

“Are you really?’ Mitchell asked.

EARING sighed. “Ain’t a soul

in this lousy town don’t bclieve
you knocked off Arling. Even if you
did, the damn fools whe live here
ought to realize you did ’em a favor.
How does it add up, doc? You in
trouble?’ ,

‘Mitchell relaxed for the first time
since he’d seen Arling dead. “If you
call being on a straight road to the
execution chamber under the name of
trouble, I’'ve gnt it.” }

“Look.” Nearing stopped packing
his bags. “I know you didn’t knock
him off. You want me to smuggle you
to a safe place? I got friends. And
you won’t need dough, doc.”

“Thanks.” Mitcheil allowed himself
a short lauvgh. “I'm not playing i
that way. The fact is, Arling thought
I might kill him and wrote a letter—"

“Roy Bishop was telling the re-
porters about that letter g little while
ago. He typed it. Doe, you’d better
let me take you away.”

“So Bishop knew,” Mitchell mused.
“Did Andy Carson know too?” ‘

Nearing shook his head. “Carson
came back fror: the city, took the red
roadster and drove away. He was
going to Arling’s lake house at Fall-
ing Brook. You know where it is.”

“Now 1sn’t that a peculiar thingto



do?” Mitchell mused “So soon after
his unecle had been murdered?”

“Don’t ge by what Andy does, doc.
He’s plain nuts. Funny thing though
—Roy Bishop came barging inte the
gaiage a little while ago and asked
me where Andy had gone. I told him
and he took the sedan. I guess he was
going affer him.”

Mitchell arose quickly. “And I'm
going afler both of them. Thanks—
for your faith in me and the informa-
tion too. I won’t forget it.””

During the long arive to Falling
Brook, Mitchell felt more and more
certain that he was on the track of
gornething. It had to be either Carson
or Bishop. Carson had left so quickly
there must be something behind it;
and because Bishop followed him so
eagerly, he was probably involved
too.

Mitchell parked the car behind the
black sedan which Bishop had driven
here. Carson’s red roadster was
squarely in front of the sprawling
lakeside lodge. Mitchell saw no rea-

son to sneak up on them. He’d hear

nothing incriminating through closed
doors and tight windows anyway.
Whatever he’d decide to do must be
done in front of both.

He felt grateful his thinking was
still lucid. The terror had left him for
the most part and his brain was clear.
Clear enough to think back and real-
ize that if Mrs. Arling hadn’t died,
she would now be the heir and Andy
Carzon would be dependent upon her.
Furthermere, Mrs. Arling had hated
her husband’s nephew. As the heir to
her husband’s estatz, she would have
made certain that Andy got nothing.

Besides that, everyone connected
with the household knew that Arling
himse.: was due for a serious oper-
ation and might not come out of it.
Mitehell wondered if there was any-
thing to thiz chain of reasoning.

Andy Carson was his suspect. He
stood to gain the most. AH that Roy

-Bishop would get was the nod to find

himself another job. Perhaps Arling
_had left him some token in his will,
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but it wouldn’t be much Arling had
never been known as a liberal soul.

MitcheU got out of the car, walked
straight to the lodge and beat the
brass knocker against the door. Roy
Bishop let him in and his jaw sagged
at sight »f Mitchell.

“What-—in the world do
want?”’ he asked.

“A little talk, With you and Car-
son. I know he’s here.”

“Why—sure, doctor. Step right in.
We’ve nothing to hide, but from what
Andy told me, I thought you were
already behind bars.”

Mitchell let that pass, walked in
and found Andy Carson at work mix-
ing a pair of highballs. Carson
gianced over his shoulder and slowly
put down the bottle of Scotch.

He said, “Roy, watch him. I ac-
cused him tonight and he’s here to
kill me. I know he is.”

Mitchell threw his hat on a chair.
“Killing you, Andy, would be a pleas-
ure. But if I do, it will be the legal

you

way. I wasn’t arrested. It seemed

the detective in charge had 2 little
sense.”

“Had sense?” Roy Bishop came
around to face Mitchell. “Doec, the
guy must be crazy. I told them about
the letter in Arling’s safe deposit
box. You knew it existed. Arling said
he’d informed you of that fact.”

“Yes.” Mitchell sat down slov:éy.
“Arling told me, but I guess you in
formed the pohce after I'd left the
hospital.”

NDY came forward holding two
glasses. He handed one to Roy
Bishop and then looked down at
Mitchell. “Want a drink, killer?” he
asgked,
“No, thanks,” Mitchell said, “Now
which of you two saw Arling last?”’
Andy Carson took a long pull at
his highbzall. Then he glanced at
Bishop and winked. “The murderer
turns detective, Roy. That’s a new
slant.” _
Mitchell didn’t move and the ex-

_pression on his face didn’t change.
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- He said, “You two can talk this out
- with me or—F1l beat the truth out

of you. One of you killed Arling and
did it with an easy mind because you

knew about the letter he’d left ac-

- cusing me. Shall we ta}k-or shaﬁ I
start cperating?”

~ Carson gulped down more liquor.

He walked over te a chair, dropped

_into it snd secowled. Then he said,

“Doc, we could take you easy and we

will if you make any trouble. How-
ever, I know how desperate you must
‘he, So go ahead and ask your gues-
tions.”

“1 asked ene a}rea:elv Who saw
Arling last?? :

“I did.” Yoy Bishop cume forward
_and sat down. “Only one visitor at a
time was allowed so Andy went in
first. Afng was fine when I saw him
and when I left him.»>

Andy Carson smiled bitterly. “He

wasn’t okay when you left him a little

later on, eh doc? Hn was good and
dead.”
Mitchell leaned back slowly. “You

saw him first, Andy. Roy Bishop
_the man over to a leather divan, had

waited until you came out of the

- voom. Now, did both of you go di-

rectly to Arling’s room afber passmg
the receptionist?”

- “Naturally," Bishop repled. “I

waited in the hall. When Andy came
out, I went in.”

: “I see,” Mitchell declared enig-

matically and wondered what he cdid

see. This was getting him ‘nowhere,

yet he couldn’t stop. There was noth-

men up in some way.

Then it hit him. Why he had asked
that question, If they’d both gone di-
rectly to the room and Roy Bishop
waited in the corridor—then Bishop
was the killer. Because Andy hadn't
seen Arling afterwards and only the
man who had waited in the corrider
eould have secured the scalpel with
which the murder was coramitted.

It had been a hospital sealpel. of
that, Mitchell was certain. And there

was & small workshop near Arling’s
Toom, where surgical instrmments

were stored aad eleaned and sharp~:

- ened. Sometimes e door was left
- oper for veutilation. Bishop could ,
have slipped in, taken a scaipel and

performed his bloody murder later.

- Certainly Andy nadn’t obtamed that
“sealpel.

Not LI}}BSS 'these two men were

-working together. If they were,

Mitchell felt all hope was gone.
Thev’d back each other up and noth-

ing could break their stories. Mitchell

glanced 2t Roy Bishop, who had fin-

_ ished his drink. Bxshop had both eyes

txghtly closed.

Mitchell said, “Bishop, what’s the

matter with you‘?”
‘The eyes opened slowly. “I—don’t
know,” Bishop groaned. “It hurts—

here.” He put a hand against his
lower rlght side. “It——hurts like
hell 22—

Mitchell went over to hnn wary of :
a trap, but he soon saw that Bishop
really was ill. Fis skin was turning
white, his eyes were wincing in pain,
and fine beads of sweat popped out
all over his forehead. Mitchell helped-

him stretch out and began an ex-

amination.

He went out to get his mstrument
bag, returned and took Bishop’s tem-
perature. It was high but not alarme
ing. His heart wasn’{ steady and
respiration seemed to be off. Mitchell
grasped Bishop’s right ankle and
raised his leg. He doubled it and

pushed it down hard against his ab- 7
ing else to do but try and trip these; -

domen.
Bishop let out an unearthly groan
and Mitchell quickly let go of the leg.

,He stepped back. “Bishop,” he said,

you’ve got a bad appendix. So bad I
think it’s ready to burst, though I
can’t be absolutely sure without a

blood count. Is there a phone here?”

“No,” Carson broke in. “My uncle
refused to have one here”
Mitchell peeled off his coat. “Car-

_son,” he'said, “arrange the kitchen
table directly beneath the light. And

bring floor lamps into the kitchen
and hook them up. Put some water
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on to boil and find a clean basin.
Hurry!”

“Now lister,” Carson snapped,
“I'm not taling orders from zany
killer.”

“Never mind what you think about

me,” Mitchell shouted. “Bishop will
die if I don’t operate. Get going!”

ARSON obeyed without further

protest. When he was gone,
Mitchell knelt beside his patient.
Bishop was slowly losing conscinus-

ness, Mitchell opened his mouth and -
studied the lips and thiroat with a

flashlight. Then h2 hastily prepared
a half glass of brownish medicine and
forced this down Bishop’s throat.
Carson returned then to report
everything' ready. They carried
Bishop into the kitchen and placed
him on the table. Mitchell removed

the patient’s clothing and vovered:

him with a clean sheet. He snipped
a slit in the sheet above the site of

the proposed operation. Instruments

were being boiled on the stove.

Mitchell opened a can of ether,
prepared the mask and placed it over
Bishop’s face. He held the can of
ether high and let it drop slowly onto
the mask. Carson watched all this
with very wide eyes. Mitchell was al-
ready scrubbed and stripped to his
wndershirt. He placed a stethescope
over - Bishop’s chest, listened a mo-
ment and then resumed administer-
fng the ether. Once he glancea at
Carson.

“You know,” he sald “sometimes
ether makes a man talk. Maybe I'll
- get the answers to my questions with-
out asking them. I didn’t kill your
uncle and T know one of you two did.
If Bishop is guilty he may talk, so
stick around and be a witness.”

Carson shuddered. “I—1 can’t
gtand the sight of blood. It makes
me woozy. Doc, I'll stay 'way over
here, if you don’t mind.”

“T’d rather. You’d be in the way.
‘Well—this is it. ’m making the
Initial incision. sthop is completely
under anes hesxa noew.”

=,

For five minutes Mltchell worked
furiously. Then he reached for a
clamp and in doing so, turned half
around. Carson was still over against
the sink, but there was a gun now in
his hand.

He said, “Doc, let him die.”

Mitchell froze. “Are you ecrazy? 1
can’t stop in the middle of an oper-
ation. Put that gun down.”

“Let him die, doc. That’s what I
intended all along' I wan’c Bishop to
dle )=

“But why?’ Mltchell protested

“Because he killed my uncle. 1
know he did. That’s why I came out
here. To be alone so I could think
this over. He fellowed me. He was

_afraid I might talk.”

Miichell rotated the clamp between
rubber-gloved " fingers. “Now look,
Andy, T know how you feel about
your uncle’s murder. I'm glad too,
that your statement exonerates me,
but why let Bishop die?”

“Because I said so. Make one move
toward him, doc, and I'll shoot.”

Mitchell didn’t move, “Talk sense,”
he argued. “When he comes out of
the ether, he may talk. If there’s any-
thing important on his mind—or a
bad sense of guilt, I’'m sure he’ll talk.
We'll learn all we want to know and
turn him over to the pohce Why kill

" him?”

“That’s what declded me,” Carson
grunted. “The fact that he might
talk. So you just step aside and let
him pass out, doec. It’ll be easy. Very
easy, but if there is any trouble, I’'ll
say you did it purposely.”

Mitchell drew a long breath. “So
I’m going to take the rap anyway.
Is that it?”

“Not unless you refuse to cOo-
operate. I'll prove Bishop killed my
uncle. It happens there’s some blood
on the shirt he wore when he stabbed
him and I know where the shirt is.
He dies and you’ll swear he died
during the operation. I’ll kack you
up and we can make it stick. T’ll

testify that Bishop confessed when
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he knew he ‘was in danger of dying.
How about it, doc?”’

ITCHELL slowly laid down the

clamp. “I suppose it’s as good
a way out of this mess as any. Is
there a good reason why Blshop
killed your uncle?”

- “He wss stealing money. I can
prove that too. Lift your hands, doc.
I don’t trust you.”

“Now wait,” Mitchell said. “We’ve
got to handle this so it won’t back-
fire. Bishop’s appendix hadn’t burst.

There’s no reason why the surgery

shouldn’t have been a success. But
if T gave kim a little too much ether,
he’d die of ether pneumonia. Lots of
~patients do.”

“Then give it to him. The whole
c&n, Carson instructed. “And no
tricks, doc. No tricks at ali because
if you try any, I'll change my story
and say Bishop shot you after the

operation started. That he came out

of the ether and shot you while you
were standing by waiting for him to
die.”

“No tricks,” Mitchell said.

He walked over to the table and.

arranged the sheet to cover the site
of the operation. He seized the can of
ether, adjusted the mask and allowed
a little to fall on the mask. Then he

brought the can very close to the -

mask and pretended to pour it on.
" This done, he sighed, carried the can
over to the sink and placed it en the
gas stove. He pushed aside the steam-

ing basin of water and shut off the

fire beneath it first. -

“Well,” he said, “that’s that. In
about three or four minutes he'll be
gone. Andy, give me a cigarette.”

Andy Carson, his gun still pointed
at Mitchell, handed him the pack.
Mitchell stuck one between Carson’s
lips, tovk another and lit them hoth.
He puffed deeply and then walked
back toward the table. He bent over
the patient, every nerve and muscle
- tensed.

Carson, smoking ftn'musly, was

leaning against ¢he sink. At his side

the can of sther was almost boiling.
The burners of the stove had been
very hot: when Mitchell put the can
there. The ether must he vaporising
at a tremendous rate,

‘Carson passed a hand across his

face. He looked sround, spotted the
tan and touched it. Then he sereamed
his hatred and snapped the cigarette
against the wall behind the stove.
The sparks flew in all directions and
then the heavily laden air exploded.

Mitchell was ready for it. Carson
was not. Involuntarily, Carson
squeezed the trigger of his gun, but
the bullet went high and wild. Mitch-

ell flung himself at the man, brought

him down and wrested the gun out
of his grasp. There was no resultant
fire from the ether. Just that single
flash and it was over.

Mitehell ripned adhesive from a
big roll he carried in his bag and
bound Carson’s wrists behind his
back. Then he led him over to the
table where Bishop lay—with his
eyes wide open.,

Mitchell said, “You heard it all
Roy. Every word. I gave you just
enough ether to paralyze your mus-
cles, but you could still hear. You
never had appendicitis. Carson had
poisoned you, but when he left the
room I gave you an amtidote. And
when I gave you that knee test for
appendicitis T manipulated your leg
in sach a manner as to get a groan
of pain out of you, hecause T knew

“you didn’t have app¢—dicitis. You're

still in pain from the poison, of
courge, but the ether numbed your
senses and you lay quietly. He in-
tended to let me open you up and
then stand by while you died. Then
he’d have shot me. And I know why,
Bishep.”

Bishop’s lips parted. “He , . . killed

. Arling’s wife. Turned off the oxy-
gen . .. long enough so she .. . died.”

Mitchell nodded *I guessed that.

.You knew what he’d done. You knew

why he did it—to insure the fact that

Mrs. Arling wot.ld be dead befose ;‘;f;



Arling himself underweiit that dan-
gerous operation.”

~ g YARSON, so far sullenly silent,

burs out in a series of curses.
These over with, he screamed, “You
idiot. Putting me in the chair like
that. Well, T won’t go alone. You
knocked off my uncle at the hospital
vecause 1 couldn’t pay you blackmail
~ when I didn’t have any money. But if
my uncle died, I'd be rich and I could
pay off. You stabked him with a scal-

pel you swiped while I was in the :

room. Your shirt sleeve was bloody.
1 saw you hide the shirt in the fur-
nace. You didn’t have time to set it
on fire. Now go ahead and talk. Talk
yourself into the chair t0o.”
Mitchell hefted the gun he’d taken

from Carson and tried to make up

his mind how to get them back to the
city. He wasn’t in the clear yet. In
the tinie it would take for the trip,
they might decide to stick together
and deny these stories told in a pas-
gion of rage.
He heard steps outside and sud-
denly realized there’d been a decided
- draft for the last few minutes. Then

someone entered the lodge. Tt was

Lieutenant Shechan. He held a serv-
ice pistol in his hand, but sized up
the situation and slipped it back into
the holster. -~ ,

“Doc,” ke said, “you came as close
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to death that time as you ever will
until you really do go out. I was lis-
tening by the window and I thought
you really meant to knock ¢7 Bishop
and side with Carson. I was just
about to come in and make you finish
the operation. I didn’t know then they
were hoth guilty.”

Mitchell sat down weakly. “I don’t
know how you got here, lieutenant,
‘tut I was never happier to see any-
one.”

Sheehan chuckled. *I eame huntiug
you, doc. T heard about the letter and
figured you’d be safest in a eell
Shows how wrong a man can be,
Well, let’s get these two into my car.
We'll pick up the bloed-stained shirt
and then have a stenographer— Hey,
doe, did you really open up this guy,
Bishop ?”

“No—i ounly pietended to,” Mitch-
ell said. “When I discovered he’d
been poisoned, I knew - Carson was
responsible and I thought I had the
answers, but I had to let Carson take
the lead.”

“Okay, doe, This clears you of that
old charge too. Maybe people in Ver-

non will show you some respect from

now on.”

“Not me,” Mitchell laughed. “I’m
sticking at the hospital for another
year. To get enough experience so
I'Hl never doubt myself again.”




HE radium dial of the clock

on the bedside table said sev-

- en minutes to two. It was five

hours too early for the alarm to be
ringing, so it had to be the phone.

Lou Chandler came fully awake

and said aloud without heat, “I bet

it’s that crazy kid.” Because a phone

call in the middie of the night most

likely meant his kid brother Eldie 2t
the other end of the wire. Eddie in
the corner bar asking if he could
come up and borrow five bucks, or at
a party and anxious to tell a funny
story that couldn’t wait till morning,
or-in trouble, or merely drunk.

Lou slipped out of bed, stumbied
across the room and pickea up the
phone. :
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from the Grave

A mysterwus summons brought Detecf* Sergeant Chandler ly
il om a strange nocturnal visit. But wlhgh: he arvived at thai {§
d' cryptlike rendezvous, un unknocwn guest had already preceded b :
him. A guest that was lovely, to look at —but holding a grave-
yard invitation.
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“Lou,” Eddie said in that lazy, half-
moc‘{mg voice of his, “there’s a wom-
an in my bed.”

“Congratulatxons
1y.

“I wouldn’t particularly mind,”

- Eddie said, “if she were alive.”

Lou yawnea into the mouthpiece.
“Okay, Eddie, what’s the punch
line?”

“The what?”’

“The rest of the joke. T want to
get back to bed.”

“If it’s a joke,” Eddie drawled,
“this one seems to be on me. Come
and see for yourself.”

Lou’s big hands’ tightened fiercely
on the hand-set. “If you’re kidding
about this, I'll break your neck. How
did she die?”

“You know how squeamlsh I am
about dead people. I didn’t care to
rake an examination. Instead I'm
calling the police in the form of De-
tective Sergeant Louis Chandler. How
soon can you make it, Lou?”

Eddie would have used the same
tone inviting somebody over for a
drink. Lou scowled at the hand-set,
snapped into it, “Ten minutes,” and
hung up.

Low said dry-

It was cioser to fifteen minutes be-

fore he got there because at that

hour he had trouble finding a cab.
Eddie Chandler lived a dozen

blocks acress town, in the basement

apartment of a brownstone house.
The three rooms were more than half

underground and even at high noon
tight trickled in only dimly, but Ed-
die preferred the place because it had
a private entrance under the stoop
and the rent was low.

TO LIGHT showed through the
- N the Venetian blinds of the two
living room windows fronting the
street, and there was no answer to
Lou Chandler’s ring. He kept punch-
ing the bell button. Though he had
never struck his kid brother, he had
wanted to occacionally. This was one
of the occasions. Eddie probably
thought it very funny to drag him out

e

of bed at night with a cock-and-bull
story.
Furiously he turned from the door,

!then hesitated. A key te: this apart-

ment was in his key ring. He’d lived
here with Eddie for a couple of
rnths to cut down expenses for
both of them, but Eddie’s parties and
all-night poker games had been teo
much for him. Besides, Eddie hadn’t
seen why he should bother getting a
job when his brother was there to
pay the rent.

Lou unlocked the door, entered the
living room and turned on the light.
The only sign that Eddie had been
tndre recently was an empty whisky
bottle on the table. Lou went down
the hall to the bedroom and switched
on that light, and there she was in
the bed.

She was young and dark-haired, He
coildn’t tell now if her face had been

‘attractive, but her figure was very
good. She was clad in a slip; her gray
dress was hung neatly over a chair,

and her open-toed shoes stood side

- by side on the floor. She was dead.

Lou Chandler leaned wearily
against the doorjamb. “The damn fool

-kid,” he said aloud.

Rousing himself, he went to the
bed. The staring eyes, the gaping
mouth, the partly protruding tongue
told him how she had died. He bent

“over her. Bruises were distinguish-

able on the smooth white throat.

She tiad been choked to death.

He sapped out the light and re-
turned to the living room. Bleakly
he stared at the empty whisky bot-
tle on the table. He wasn’t much of
a drinking man, but he needed a
drink now. Instead he lit a cigarette.

His bitter gaze roamed the rcom,
stopped at the phone sitting on a
small table against the wall. He knew
what he had to do. Call Homicide.
Say: This is Sergesnt Chandler.
There’s a murder at 313 Cherry
Street. A young woman strangled in

bed. No, she didn’t live there. Not

permanently, anyway, as far as I

know. It’s the apartment of 2 man

#ey



named Edward Chandler. A relative
of mine? Yes, he’s my— ‘
~ He didn’t move toward the phone.
He drew smoke deep into his lungs.

Where was Eddie? He had handed
- this mess to his big brother and then
run out. There was no need for Eddie
to face it. His brother would take
care of it the way he did of every-
thing else.

Bgt this was too big. What in
heaven’s name did Eddie expect from
him?

The doorbell rang. No doubt that
was Eddie coming back. And Eddie
would expect him to be grateful be-
cause he had changed his mind about
running out.

But it wasn’t Eddie. A tall, thin
man who needed a shave stepped
through the door when Lou opened
it. His eyes were bloodshot and they
rested suspiciously on Lou.

_ “Where’s Eddie?” he demanded.

*“Is he expecting you?” Lou asked
cautiouly.

“Could be.”

“At this hour?”

The bloodshet eyes stared past Lou
into the living room. “Who’re you?”

“I'm—" Lon drew on his cigarette.

“I'm a friend of Eddie’s, bunking
with him tonight.” :

“Yeah?” The man moved farther
into the room. When he reached the
table, he stopped. “How long you
been here tonight?” ,

T got in a.couple of mxnutes ago,”
Lou said. =

*With Eddie?” '

*No. I guess Eddie’s asleep.”

-~ The bloodshot eyes stared into the

dark hall which led to the rest of the
basement apartment. “How about
weking him?” '

“The kid needs sleep.”

- The man turned. “You don’t want
to wake him?”

*No.”

=Olay® The tall man sank both

hands into his pockets and started
$oyard the door. “I'll be back tomor-
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ATCHING him, Lou couldn’t
make up his mind what to do.

Flash his badge and hold him? Buf

that would be breaking the murder -

wide open. Was he ready for that be-
fore he at least had a chance to speak
to Eddie?

“What did you say your mame

~i8?” Lou asked.

“I didn’t say.”

The tall man was passing close to
Lou. Abruptly he turned and pulled
his right hand out of his pocket. Lou
glimpsed a rubber sap in the air. He

_tried to throw himself away from the

blow, but the surprise of the attack
delayed him. The sap caught him on
the side of the head.

He staggered. He started to go for:
his gun, but the tall man was too
close. Besides, there was no time, He

shoved against the other’s chest to

put a little distance between them so
that he could use a first. The tall man
gave way a step and leaned forward
and swung the sap again, :

It caught Lou behind the ear. He
blacked out before he hit the floor. . . .

He opened his eyes in total dark-
ness. For a moment he thought he
was home in bed, then he felt the
hardness of the floor and remem-
bered. Groggily he rose to his feet. He
stumbled against a heavy armchair.
There was only one in the room,
which meant that the light switeh
would be some five feet to the left.

‘He groped and feund it.

The light stung his eyes. He shut
them and felt his head throb. His
stomach heaved. The ticking of a
clock was the only sound anywhere.
He looked at his own watch and saw
that he had been out for not more
than ten minutes, maybe less.

The tall man must have recognized
him, and he must have known about
the murdered woman in the bedroom.
Nobody liked to hang around where
there had been murder, but only
somebody who had reason to be scared
would sap a cop.

He went toward the bathroom. On
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opened the door and snapped on the
room light. -

There was no dead girl in Eddie’s
bed, nothing to show that she’d even
been there. The bedspread was neat-
ly in place It looked as if nobody had
been in that bed tonight, dpad or
alive.

Lou Chandler wished that his head
would stop hurting. He went into the
bathroom and soaked it in cold wat-
er. That helped a little, but it didn’t
make his thoughts any clearer.

He was standing in front of the
basin, drinking water and fingering
the lump behind his ear, when he
heard somebody walk across the liv-
ing room. He put down tha glass and
took out his gun and looked into the
hall.

Eddie was standmg in front of the
bedroom, staring through the open
door.

Lou put up his gun and stepped

out into the hall. “She’s no longerr

there,” he said softly.
Eddie turned. “Hi, Lou,” he said
cheerfully.

DDIE was nothing like his big,

rugged-faced, stolid brother. He
was slim, graceful, pretty as a girl
Women went crazy over him and
most men liked him. He looked like
a bored aud sophisticated college boy
in light-blue slacks and an open-col-
lar blue shirt and a two-toned gray
jacket.

Bleakly Lou said, “Who’s @ guy an
inch or two over six feet, weighing
about one-sixty, between thirty-five
and forty yeéars old?”

“I've no idea. Why?”

“He was here. He knocked me out
cold witha a sap and stole your girl
friend.”

“That was no girl friend,” Eddie
drawled. *“That was a lady T'd never
seen before until I came home and
found her occupying my bed.”

i‘Dead ?’)

- “Obviously. I don’t ge around
‘ chokmg girls.” :
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the bedroom door. xle hesitated, then

The throbbing in Lou’s head be-
came a kind of madness. He gripped
Eddie’s shoulder, shook him. “QOver
the phone-you raid you didn’t Jmow
how she died.*

“I took another look at her after :
1 hung up.”

“Listen!” Lou said. “After you
phoned me, you realized you’d made
a mistake. You realized that you
would’ve been better off getting the
body out of here. But it was too late
becauso I was on the way, so you got
a pal of yours to sap me and then both

- of you removed the body.”

Eddie rolled his shoulder under his
brother’s grip, but he didn’t iry to
break away. “Use your head, Lou.
I would have thought of that before
I phoned you to come here.” He low-
ered his head and added reflectively,
“Maybe I should have.”

“There’s no beating murder, Ed-
die.”

Eddie’s mouth twisted with dis-
gust. “I told you I didn’t kill her!”

“Why did she come here and get
into your bed ? Who choked her?’

“You’re the detective. That’s why
I phoned you.” ,

Wearily Lou said, “When did you
find the body?”’

“A couple of mmutes before 1
phoned you.”

“You'd just come home?”

“As a matter of fact, I'd bees home
an hour. I'd been readmg in the liv-
ing room. Then when I decided to go
to bed, at two o’clock, I found it al-
ready occupied.”

“Where did you go after you
phoned me?”

“I needed a drink after what I
saw in the bed. There wasn’t a drop
left in the house, so I weunt around
the corner to Steve’s for a couple of
quick ones.”

“While that murdered girl lay in
the apartment?”

“There wasn’t a chance that she’d
run away,” Eddie said blandly.

Lou’s hand dropped from Eddles
shoulder. “I’'ll be right bac ‘he

said, and left the apartment,
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~  asked.

-~ Steve was remo\nng his white jaek-

ot when Lou entered the beer joint.

- “Hi, Sarg,” Steve said. “I'm clos-
ing up, bat I can serve you.”
“Was Eddie here tonight?”’
 “Left only a few minutes ago.”
“Anvbody with "_tm? A tall, thin

- guy.”

“Far as I know, he was alone
“How long did Eddie stay?”
“Ten-twenty minutes,” Steve said.

~ “There were other customers, so I

weuldn’t remember exactly.”
Lou Chandler returned to the base-

ment‘- apartment. :
= = Eddie sat with one leg draped over
~ the arm of a chair. Languidly he blew

smoke through his nostrils.

“Okary, you were drinking at
8teve’s.,” Lou thrust his clenched
hands into his pockets. “It. surprised
me a little: I thought that even you,

Eddle, would get disturbed over the
worst jam you were ever in, At least

that yvou wouldn’t walk out and let
me handle it alone.”
“I came back, didn’t 1I?”
drawled, .
Lou’s gaze was drawn to the phone.
He knew what he ought to do—call

Eddie

Homicide, And then what? Go out of .
“his way to involve his kid brother in

a murder when there was no longer
even a sign of it?
“What about the tall guy? 7 Lou

_“If it makes you feel any better to

~dream him up, why should I argue?”

1t took a long moment for Lou o
get it. The pain in his head turned to
fire, Slowly he said, “So your idea is
that 1 made up the tall guy to cover

~ the fact that T disposed of the body
~ for you?”

“I’'m not bothering to have ideas.”
“Damn yori!” Leu took an angry

-:kai:ep toward his brother and stopped.

“What gives you that brainstorm?”
EAdie shrugged. “If you want me

~ %o put if into words, okay. You're

an honest cop. You have pride. You

~ wouldn’t want even me to watch you

cover anythmg like that. I'm grate_
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Lou took his fists out of his pock-
ets, then thrust them back agxm.
Eddxe s theory, he knew, was one
that his fellow cops Wou}d like too.
He was in as deep as his kid brother.
Maybe deeper. :

He said tightly, “T’ve gotten you
out of a lot of messes, but I went
cover murder for you.’

Eddie leaned sideways to crush
out his cigarstte in an ash tray. When

-he straightened up, his handsome

face was solemn. “I don’t know
what it’s all about, Lou, but 1 know
that the body is no lenger in this
apartment, and that’s all that counts.”

“Is it?” Lou said ‘leakly. :

Abruptly he turned to the door and
left.

II

HE girl lay behind a hydrangea,

shrub. A stockingless leg ex-
tended out from the shrub and
showed slim and white against the
ficldstone foundation of the house.
An open-toed shoe dangled from the
tves of the foot. Her gray dress, as
well as her shoes, had been put on
her since she had been in Eddie’s bed
last night.

Shortly after dawn somebody had
passed along the sidewalk and had
seen thaf leg and had phoned the po-
lice.

Sergeant Lou Chandler sucked
smoke into his Inngs and turned
away. Tendrils of early morning mist’

- hung over the street and trailed along

Leslie Parker’s ivory - aXd - green
house. It was an expensive house in
an expensive street that would ordi-
narily be outraged by s loud voice.
Now it had been taken over by hard-

~faced cops, probing reporters, gawk-

ing spectators.

Lou flicked away his cigaretie and
went up a flagstone terrace and
through a French door. The room
was pine-panelled, a study of bleached
oak and leather and hundreds of
tooks in built-in bookshelves., It
losked like the home of a man of re-
finement and culture, and it belonged:

= a mugg named Leslie Parker who



56 TEN DETECTIVE ACES

made his money on slot machines.

Parker sat deep in a leather chair
and nervously passed a silk handker-
chiet over his brow. His face didn’t
go with the street, the house, the
study. It nad beei: battered in ancient
street fichts—a mugg’s face. He was
saymg heavily, “You got nothmg on
me.’

At that moment Lieutenar* Tom
Alden was snapping a lighter for his

cigar. The other men in the room—

an assistant district attorney, a police
stenographer, a couple of second-
grade detectives—merely stood about.

“T’ve got a job. for you,” Alden
said when he had a light. “Go-to the
Club Royale on Mill Road and find out
all you can about Dot Jewell.”

“Dot Jewell?”” Lou echoed. “Is she
the dead girl?”

“That’s right,” Aldén said. “Park-
er identified her right off. Mr, John-
son knew her too.” :

“Not as well as T would’ve like to,”
Johnson, the smooth young Assistant
D.A., said, grinning. “Dot was the
best looker on the Club Royale chorus
line. It was no secret that she was
Leslie Parker’s girl friend.”

Parker’s head snapped up. “Dot
was just a dame 1 knew. She didn’t
mean a thing to me.’

“Is that why vou strangled her‘?”
Alden asked.

“Listen!” Parker said. “Call me
" anything you want, but don’t call me
2 dope. Would I knock her off and
then dump her rsght outside my
“house?”

Lou Chandler clamped his teeth
together, as if to prevent words com-
‘ing past bis lips. He knew how the
body had g»ot there and who had
phoned the police, but he conldn’t say
anything without involving his kid
brother.

“T was fraraed, I tell you,’’ Par-
ker was protesting. “I didn’t know a
thing till you cops came barging in
here this morning and dragged me
“out of bed. T went to sleep at twelve
last night.” :

“Prove it,” Alden said.

that—"

“Is it my fault I got servants who

don’t sleep in?” Parker thrust out.
“Anyway, I don’t have to prove any-
thing. You can’t prove I did it.”

Parker had something there, Lou -

knew. Lieutenant Alden knew it too.
He scowled at Parler for a long min-
ute, then turned his head.

“We're wasting time, Lou. Get the
dope on Dot Jewell.”
- Lou was glad to get away from that

house, away from that dead girl be-

hind the hydrangea. Every minute he
was keeping his mouth shut he got
himself in deeper as an accessory.

ARGE MARTIN was a tall girl
with conspicuous curves and
fine legs which she kicked in the faces
of nighteclub patrons. At the Club Roy-
ale Lou Chandler had been told that
she had been Dot Jeweil’s closest
friend. Though it was noon, he had
had to rouse her out of bed.

He sat now in an overstuffed arm-
chair and watched her pare the room
in agitation. The sleazy robe she
wore wasn’t intended 3o hide her
prominent charms.

“That’s awful,” she was saying.

“Dot dead. She was the sweetest bid

I ever knew. She had one rotten
break five years ago marrying
She whirled suddenly.
“That’s who killed her—that crazy
husband of hers!”

“Husband?’ Lou prompted.

“Her ex-husband, I mean. A heel
named George Darb. She married

him when $&® was only a kid and
didn’t know better. She found out

‘soon that he was a crook. Six months

after their marriage the cops caught

-up with him and sent him away for
four years. She divorced him while

he was still in jaj’l and tried to forget

she’d ever known him. Then a couple

of months ago he got out and wanted
her to come back to him.”
“What did he look like ?”

Marge Martin paused to light &

cigarette. “Dot said he wasn’t so bad

looking when she married him, but
jail must've done something to him.

ARG O
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A tall, thin guy who never knew
enough to shave. His eyes were scary.
‘Streaked with veins and sort of red.”
~ “Bleedshet,” Lou said. He now had
a name and identity for the man who
had knocked him out last night in
Eddie’s apartment.

“This George Darb would hang
around oufside the Club Royale,” she
went on. “Never touched her. Hard-
ly ever spoke to her. Just hung around
for hours and hours for-a chance
to look at Det with his hungry eyes.
He gave me the willies, and Dot was

scared sick of him. He’s who killed
her all right.”

Lou nodded. It was working out a
little better. That could explain how
the corpse took a walk. A mad ex-
husband killing his wife and lugging
her body from place to place. But why
in and then out of Eddie’s apart-
ment?

“How much did Leslie Parker
mean to Dot?” he asked.

Marge Martin shrugged. “A rich

- guy and quick with a dollar. But

~ there was a kid she really ¢arried the
torchk for. A sweet handsome boy
ramed Eddie Chandler.”

Lou felt his stomach museles t;g'ht-
_en. Murder had made a full turn and
returned to “where it had started. To
Eddie, who last night had teld him
that he didn’t know the dead girl.

. “Dot really went overboard for Ed-
die,” she said. “Then the other day
he told her he wasn’t going to share
her attentions with Leslie Parker or
anybody else. He said she’d cither
marry him right off o else he was
through with her. Dot couldn’t make
up her mind. The trouble was Eddie

© didn’t have a cent to his name. She

told him she’d meet him after the
. ghow last night and give him her an-
Me‘r"’ s %
“Bo you know what she deeided?”
“We always told each other every-
thing. She told me last night before
. the show that she was going to marry
- Eddie, poor as he was. On weekdays
the show ends at eleven-thirty, and

Dot could hardiy wait to get her
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clothes on and leave because she knew
that Eddie would be waiting cutside
the stage door for her. That's the last
I ever saw of her.”

She started to sniffle.

“And Eddie met her a few min-
utes after eleven-thirty,” he muttered
as if to himself.

“I guess he did. They were sup-
posed to meet. They—" Her meuth
hung oper. “Say, you don’t think Ed-
die killed her?”

Lou stood up. “Thanks for your co-
operation.”

As he moved to the door, he fried
to form a picture in his mind. Eddie
met Dot Jewell, and Darb, lurking
in the shadows, overheard her tell
Eddie that she had decided to marry
him. And Darb waited until he could
get her alone and then strangle her.

Marge Martin acecompanied him
to the door. “Why would Eddie want
to kill her if she was going te marry

‘him? Tt was that George Darbh.”

“Sure,” he said.
Darb or Eddie, he thought, so if
had to be Darb.

\ T HEADQUARTERS Lou Chan-
dler learned that the squad had

returned from Parker’s house a cou-
ple of hours ago and that thlrty min-
utes ago it had rolled again. The ad--
dress was at the opposite end of the
district, in the slum section.
_ Whml Lou got there, he found the
usual harness bulls keeping back the
usual erowd which gathered at homi-
cides. He mounted two flights of dark,
narrow stairs in a particularly messy
tenement house. One of the small
second-floor apartments was erowded
with precinet and Homicide men, buf
they left plenty of room about the
man on the floor.

He lay not far inside the room—
a tall, thin man with staring eyes
still bleodshot, but now they were
dead eyes.

Dark or Eddie, he thought dully,
and now Darb had been murdered too.
~ He entered a bedroom hardly large

snongh forabed & dliir, and & Uebes-
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er. Lieutenant Tom Alden was search-
ing the dresser.

“Glad you get here, Lou,” he said.

“About an hour ago somebody slipped
& knife into that lad out there. In
the back. Nobody in the house heard
anything or saw anybody. In his
“hurry to leave, the killer didn’t shut
the door tight. A woman who lives
next door saw the body through the
partly open door as she was coming
up the hall. That’s all we've got so
far except his name. George Darb.

Lou said, “He was Dot J ewell’
husband.”

“Holy cats!” Alden whirled from
the dresser. “You know him?”

Lou avoided a direct answer by

gaying, “I learned a while ago that -

she used to be married to an ex-con
named George Darb.” And he repurt-

ed his interview with Marge Martin.

But he made no mention of Dot’s
boy friend, the kid named Eddie
Chandler. He couldn’t keep Eddie
out of it much longer, but he needed
time to get his thoughts straight,
{0 grab at straws. .

“So the two killings are tied to-
gether,” Alden was saying. *Tae
same killer, likely. I can see Darb
killing Dot and then Parker for
playing around with her, but how
does it ﬁgure the other way around?”

“Where is Parker mnow?’ Lou
asked.

“Free as a bird. Nothing to kold
him on. That murdered girl outside
wasn’t enough. Anybody could have
killed her there or dumped her body
there. And when Dr. Marcus said
she was dead since about midnight,
what case there was against Parker

blew up. Hell, he wouldn’t murder the
- girl and then leave her lying vutside
his house for eight hours.”

“You said Darb was killed an hour
agoe?’

“Just about, according to Dr. Mar-
cus.”

Lou stared out at the activity in
the other room. “So Parker had a
chance to do it.”

~“Sare l'n had a chance. So (hd

QX- :

I'm aorry

thousands of other guys. If it was the
same killer—and we can’t see Parker
as the killer of Dot—where does that
leave us? Of course I'll grill Parker,
but a let of good I expect from that.”
Alden scratched hix nose reflectively.
“Maybe Dot had another boy friend.
Ee killed Dot and then Darb because
Darb found out about it. Something
like that. Did you hear of another
boy friend, Lou?” '

Lou again avoided a direct answer
“Im working on that angle.”

“Then keep plugging,” Alden said.

Lou walked out of the bedroom and
past the dead man and out of the
building. His legs had trouble carry-
ing him.

II1

DDIE rose from a chair when
< Lou entered the basement apart-
ment. “Hi,” FEddie said breez-
ily. “I see by the papers that the girl
who oceupied my bed last night even-
tually got located behind the shrub-
bery of a racketeer named Leslie
Parker.”

Wearily Lou leaned agsinst ‘he
doorjamb. “You’re old enough, Ed-
die, not to be such a damn fool.”
~ “What did I do this time?”

“Didn’t it occur to you that the po-
lice would find out who Dot Jewell’s
boy friends were?”

“Oh.” Eddie grinned as sheegishly
as a child discovered in & minor false-
hood.

“Why didn’t you ftell me last
night?’ Lou demanded.

“I didn’t want to complicate mat-
ters.”

Lou clenched his hands as if to
keep them from shaking.

“Listen!” he raged. “You're not
the only idiot in the family. I covered
you last night and I’ve been covering
you dp all day. When this comes out,
I'm through—finished as.a cop. But
that’s not the worst. I’ve made my-
self an accessory.™

Eddie’s grin was gone. f‘Gosh Lou,




“kae hell you are! Did you n.uar-

~ der George Darb?”

“Darb?’ Eddie blinked at him.
“He was stabbed to death early

‘this afternoon. Maybe you didn’t kill
Dot Jewell. Maybe Darb did when
~ he found her in your apartment last

night and you went out for some rea-

son. Then he came back for her body.

I don’t know why; he was probably

~ eracked. But you knew who he was

LS

- convulsively.

~ when I described him last night, and

& couple of hours ago you went up to
his place and put a knife in him be-

~ cause he’d killed the woman you
= hved 2” .

= “NG, I.zou 23
Lou’s big hands opened and closed
“Time’s running out
for both of us. You'll tell me every-
thing now.”
~ “I told Qou‘everything'last night

~except that I knew Dot.”

< “Damn you, spill it?’ Lou said.

~ “There’s nothing else.”

" Lou hit Eddie in the faee with his

| fist. Eddie’s head snapped back. A

oo of utter astonishment came into

his eves. Lou hit him again. Eddie

slammed against the wall and sagged

: against it.

“Spill it!™

~_ Groggily Eddie hfted his head.
Blood trickled from the right corner

af his mouth.

- “I~-1 don’t know anything”™ h_nv
- gaid thickly. -

Lou hit him again. Eddie went

- _down =nd lay twitching on the floor,

Slowly Lou opened his fists. He

~otared at them as if he ha4 never be-
fore been aware of them. His pant-
~ {og breath was harsh in his ears.

*Why did you mnake me do it, Ed-

@ie?” he said ir a voice that sounded
~unlike his own.

Eddie’s head stirred. His eyes were
closed, and he moaned through the
gash of his mouth.

~ Stifi-legged, Lou went into the
- bathroom and returned with a wet

towel and 2 glass of water. He slipped
an arm under Eddie’s head, tenderly

~ washed the blood off his mouth. Ed-
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aie’s eyes opened, TherC was nothing
in them but dull pain. Lou lifted hinz
to a sitting position and placed the
rin: of the glass to his swollen lips.
Eddie took a sip or two and shook
his head,

“Tm all »ight,” he said and tr;ed
to rise.

OU helped him up fo his feet and
4 then eased him down inte the
armchair. He lit two cigarettes at
once and handed one to Eddie, who
puffed greedily. /
“You made me hit you,” Lou said.
His rage was now directed more at
himself than at his kid brother.

=“You've been a wise guy all your life.

Even when you told me over the
phone last night that there was a
dead girl in your bed, you couldn’t
“be serious about it. Murder is a Joke
to you.”

“No,” Eddie said without removing
the cigareite. “Haven’t you learned
yet that when things are bad I cover
them up with wisecracks? I loved
Dot, and thye she was dead. And

besides, I was scared sick.”

“You sent for me and then blocked
me off by not telling me what you
knew.”

“Because- you won’t be sat:sﬁed
with what you know.”

“Let me decide,” Lou said. *I know

already that George Darb got out of

ja¥l recently and wanted her to come
Yack to him. I know that she was
playing around with Leslie Parker.
I know that you’d asked her to marry
you and that she was going to give
you your answer after the show last
- night.”

Eddie sat deeper in the chaip,
slouching on his spine. “I got there
late. You know me, Lou—I'm never
on time for anything, not even when
I expect a girl to tell me whether oz
not she’ll marry me. She didn’t come
out. After a while I went through the
stage door and a man told me he’d
seen Dot leava a while ago. I walked
to her apariment and she wasn’t
there. I hung around quite a while -
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for her ta show up. It seemed incred-
ible that she’d stand me up at such a
time, even though I'd come  late.
After a while T went home.”
“What time did you get home?”
“About one o’clock. I sat in this

chair brooding. At two I decided to

2o to bed. And there in the bedroom
was Dot. Can I have another cig-
arette?”’

Lou lit it for him, then stood

frowning down at him. “What about

George Darb?”’

“T’'ve seen Pim a couple of times,
hanging -around outside the Club
Royale. He never said anything, only
stared at her. Dot told me about him
and said he frightened her, theough
he’d never tried to as much as touch
her.”

“So last night, when 1 described
the man who knocked me out and
stole the body, you knew it was
Darb?”

Eddie nodded gravely.
found Dot murdered in my bed, I
realized how bad it looked for me.
I didn’t see how I could prove I had-
n’t done it. I did what I always do
when ’m in trouble—I called you
and tried to cover .up how scared I
was with wisecracks. Then I felt I'd
‘die if T didn’t have a drink and went

out, and when I came bhack, you were

there and the body was gone and you
said Darb had taken it.

] couldn’tr understand it; 11:

seemed crazy. But the fact remained

that the evidence against me, Dot’s

body, was gone. I had a notion that

I could best get out of it by sitting

tight, playing dumb. That’s why I
didn’t tell you I knew Dot and George
Darb.”

“And you thought it would end
there?”

“It was possible, if Darb hid the

body where it would never be found.
¥ should have had more faith in you,
Lou. I certainly messed things up.”

“You certainly did.” Lou walked
_as far as the windows and then back
to Eddie’s chair. “Marge Hartin told

“When I

me that Dot had made up her mind
to marry you.”

“Oh.” Suddenly Eddie found his
cigarette . distasteful. He tossed it
half-smoked into an ash %ray.

“Eddie, you’ve got to tell me. Did
you murder the man who murdered
the girl you loved?’

“You don’t believe that,” Eddie

said quietly.

For a long minute the two broth-s
ers looked at each other. Then Lou
closed his eyes and ran a palm across
his mouth.

“All right, Eddie,” he said. “If it
wasn’t that way, only one other way
makes sense. I’ve done all I can for
you. Now you’ve got to chip in and
help.”’

“Anything you say, Lou.”

Lou’s big hand dropped to his kid
brother’s shoulder—a
derstanding gesture,

ESLIE PARKER sat behind the
" bleached oak desk in his study.
He was tired. Lieutenant Alden had

returned late in the afterxvon and
had questioned him for a solid houz

about a second murder, then had left
without doing anything about if.
Parker sat relaxing, a tight smile on
the corners of his mouth.

There was a knock on the French’
door leading out to the terrace.

Through the glass he saw the vague
outline of a man’s shape in the sath-
ering darkness.

“Hinky ?” he said irritably. “Why
don’t you come in?”’

The door opened. Eddie Chandler
stepped into the study.

Parker rose halfway from the desk
chair and then slowly sank down
again. His hand moved toward a
drawer, stopped He seemed to recon-
sider.

“What do you want?’ he demand-
ed.

Eddie grinned. His swollen mouth

put his boyish, handsome face slightly -

out of focus. He sat down in one of
the leather chairs and ecrossed his
legs, completely at ease. :

protective, un-

.
-
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“Nervous Parker?” he drawled.
“I wonder What the blood pressure is

of a man who’s murdered two peo-

ple in less than twenty-four hours?”’
Parker brought his right hand back
into view, ¥¢ was empty. He said
thickly, “What’re you talking about?”
“Dot Jewell, for a starter.”
“Go on,” Parker said quietly.
“Glad to. You didn’t much like the
idea of Dot spending seme of her
tine with me, but there wasn’t much
you could do gbout it. Dot was a high-
spirited lass with a mind of her own,
and you were afraid you’d lose her
completely if you threw your weisht
around. But some time yesterday she
must have told you that she was go-
ing to marry me. That was too much.
Leslie Parker, the slot machine king,
the tough guy who made even cops
shake in their bocts, wouldn’t take
being thrown over.

“You picked Dot up as she left the

~ Club Royale last night. You knew

that she wouldn’t come willingly with
you hecause she was through with
you, so a gun persuaded her to slip
through the back vard to the other
side of tae block. Thet’s why nobody
saw her go with you.” Eddie grinned.
*How’'m I doing?”’

“I’'m inverested.” Parker’s eyes nar-

: rowed

“You should be,” Eddie sald I
think that at first you intended only
to take her where she had to listen to
your pléas, If that didn’t work, beat
her up. That weuld be your way. But
murder her in cold blood—well, I
don’t know.” :

“She said T disgusted her!” Par-
ker burst out. He was standing, shak-
ing with the violence of his emotions.
His face 2ad turned color, his eyes
had a strange look as if he was reliv-
ing former feelings, a former scene.
¥Said I was a mug and she was go-
ing to be the wife of a decent kid. T
grabbed her, 1 shook her, I—I-—>

Parker’s voice trickled off. He
dropped into his chair, yanked open

, _the desk dmwer pulled out a gun.
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The back of his left hand wiped sweat
from his brow.

“You see,” he said, his voice still a
little shaken with hysteria. “I'm not
scared of admitting it to you. Know
Why L2

“Because I know already that)
you're the killer ?” Eddie did not seem
to be disturbed by the gun pointed at
him.

“You're guessing. But g0 on, I like
to hear you.”

“You grabbed her by the throat
and shools her,” Eddie said. “And you
strangled her without intending to.
So there she was, dead on your hands.
You could have disposed of the body,
but you had what you thought was &
better idea. You hated my guts. I was
the lad who had taken her away from
you. Why not frame me for it?
There’s a private entrance to my
apartment. The door was locked, but
locks can be picked. You removed her
shoes and dress-and left her body in
my bed. But imagine your surprise
when the police arrived next morning
and told you that the body was out-
side your own house. Murder coming
home to roost.”

“You’re not funny,” Parker said
in chill tones. :
EDDIE suddenly became grave.
A4 “No, murder never is, And Dot’s
murder—" He paused for a moment.
“But there was a witness from the
moment Dot left the club. Her ex-hus-

- band. George Darb lurking in the

shadows the way he often did for a
kungry look at Dot. He saw you force
her to go with you. He hadn’ a car
to follow you with, so he walked or
took a bus. By the time he got here
and looked fhrough a window, Dot
was dead. Then he follawed you again
as you fook the body to my apart-
ment.”

Eddie paused. From a nearby
house, radio music drifted in from

- the night. Ho listened to it for 3 mo-

ment before he continued.
“George Darb broodeG pver what

»’to do. Go to ’che policg? He was an
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Hestopped Outs1de on the terrace
low voices sounded. Eddie yawned
and reached into a pocket for eig-

ex-con, scared of cops ‘and it would
be only his word against vours. Yet
he couldn’t let you get away with
murdering the girl he loved. He spent
a couple of hours making up his
-mind and then decided to get me to
cooperate. He and I wonld return
the body to you, fix it so that the
framer would be framed. :

“But when he reached my house,
he found my brother there alone. A
stranger to him. Darb evidently de-
cided to go it by himself. He knocked
my brother out and found,K Dot’s
body in my bed. How he got it here
- I don’t know 7’ .

Parker shifted his gun to line it
directly with rfddie’s hesart. “Darb
stole a car.”

“So you discussed it with him lat-

er?”’ Eddie nodded. “Blackmail, I sup-

pose. Maybe he’d intended blackmail

all along. 'm too poor to be black-

mailed, but you're rich. He left the
body outsuie vour house instead of
inside so the case against you would-
n’t be too strong unless he stepped
forward with his eye-witness account.
After the police left here today, he
phoned you and made his demand.
You told him you’? bring the money
right over. Instead you brought a
knife and murdered hlm

“He had it coming,” Parker said.

Rddie smiled pleasantly at the gun.
“And I suppose I have a bullet com-
ing to me?”

“What do you think?”

“T expected that when you admit-
ted murdering Dot,” Eddie told him
conversatmnally “You made up your
mind to kill me when I came here.
You hate me and besides I'm danger-
ous.” He wuncrossed his legs. “But
won’t a third body comphcate mat-
ters?”’

“There won't be a third body,”
Parker said. “Not one that’ll ‘be
found. The cops will learn soon
enough that you were going around
~ with Dot. When you don’t show up,
it'll be proof that you were the killer
and got scared and took a powder
;And then I—

arettes.
“Hinky?” Parker cailed thinly.
“I'm coming,” a voice replied. “And
we got company.”

The cigarette froze halfway to Ed- .

die’s mouth. He turned his head to
the French door and stared.

The door opened. Lou tThandler
came in, His hands were held stiffly at
his sides. He didn’t look at Eddie.

EHIND him was the hulking
form of Hinky Witt. Eddie had
seen him at the Club Royale with Par-

_ker—Parker’s right-hand man in the

slot machine racket. A gun was in
each of Hinky’s nands. Eddie knew
that one of them had been removed
from Lou’s shoulder holster.

“I came up the driveway and seen
a shadow on the terrace,” Hinkey ex-
plained to Parker. “Looked like it was
a man. I sneaked up and put my gat
on him. He’s a copper, boss.”

“T know.” Parker came around to
the front of the desk. “Sergeant Lou

Chandler. Dot once told me ¢hat Ed-

die had a brother who was a cop, and
Eddie’s name is Chandler. I knew

you were Eddie’s brother, Sﬁ.rg, when
“you were here this riorning.’ ,
‘“You’re through, _Par-

- Lou said,
ker. I was sent to pick you up.”

“Is that the way you m=ke an ar-
rest, by hanging around outside?’
Parker sneered. “Maybe 'm a dope.
I let this kid get me to talking too
much., That was your idea—you lis-
tening outside while I spilled every-
thing because I figured the k1d would
never live to use it.”

“Well, it worked, didn’t it?” Eddle

_drawled. “You confessed. Lou and I

both heard you.”
Parker frowned at FEddie in be-

wilderment. He was worried because ‘

the kid was still smiliag, because even
now his eyes mocked him.
A lot of good it’ll do where you
iwo are going,” Parker said.
“We're not gomg,” Eddle to]d him.

A

e,
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~ to loosen them. He glanced around
~ at Hinky and tis two guns, then
turned his head back to Parker.

- “Hinky and me have the guns,”
Parker pointed ouf dryly, “and we
~ know how to use ’em.’

“So what?’ Eddie shrugged, dis-

missing the guns. “The threat of
- death is effective only if there is an

~ alternative. Your plan is to take us

away from this house and then kill
_us somewhere in peace and quiet and
. bury our bodies. You're giving us no

 alternative. Either way we die.”

Lou opened his mouth and closed it

i ~without a word. Eddie was doing all

~ right—as well as could be expected
. under the circumstances.

Behind kim Hinky growled, “I
~ think there’s been too much talk al-
ready, boss.”

Eddie turned his smile to Hinky..

“Listen to that radic music.?

They all listened. It came clearly
~ from a nearby house.
~ “What about it?” Parker said.
~ Sweat appeared on his brow.

“So long as you're going to kill me
= anyway,” Eddie said pleasant’y, “I’'m
~ going to make you shoot me right
— here. On this 3awank residential street

~ where nobody talks above a thsper,

~ shots will be heard in every house in

’ ~the block. Feople will come running.
~ You'll be caught red-handed. As

-~ Iong as you're going to Kkill us

_ anyway, we prefer that you kill us

- here and with a lot of noise.”

And he sauntered toward Par-
_ker.
Parker drew back along the side of

~ the desk. “Stay where you are' '

= shoot!”

“That’s exactly what 1 Wan’c you to
do,” ¥ddie said.

“Clip him, boss!” Hinky yelled.

OU glimpsed Parker raise 4his"

- gun. That was all Lou saw be-
cause he was whirling, crouching,
“knowing that behind him Hinky was

- -:':"{closfng the distance between them.

_ * Hinky came up fast, the righ-t gun
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Lou moved his arms a little, as if

raised to smash down on Lou’s skull.
Lou left his feet im a flying tackle.
As his arms wound around Hinky’s

 thighs, the gun sweoped down, but

Hinky was already falling and it
glanced off Lou’s left shouider. Then
they were both on the floor.

In a moment, Lou knew, Hinky
would be forced to risk the conse-
quences of a shot being heard. Lou,
low on Hinky's body, butted his head
into the other’s groin. Hinky moaned,
writhed beneath him, abruptly lost
his ability for combat. Lou-leaped
to his feet, Struggling in a vise of

-agony, Hinky was striving to bring

a gun up to bear on Lou. Viciously
Lou kicked him in the temple. Hinky
lay still.
 Semewhere in the room Leslie Par-
ker screamed. Lou turned and saw
Eddie clinging with both hands to
Parker’s right arm and his teeth
were sunk in the right wrist, making
the gun in that hand useless. Lou
joined them. He reached in among
those two thrashing bodies and tore
the gun from Parker’s fingers. He
stepped back and slammed the gun
down on Parker’s head. Parker
crumpled. : ‘
Suddenly the only sound in the
room was the radio music floating
across the night. Lou turned and went
to where Hinky lay unconscious. As

‘he bent te pluck the two guns from

the lax fingers, he heard soft sob-
bing. He straightened up in surprise.

Eddie was leaning against the desk
and reaching for his handkerchief,
When he saw his brother stare at
him, he blew his nose.

“Nerves, Lou,” he said apologet-
ieally. “All the time I was being what
you call & wise guy, I was half-crazy
with fear. It wasn’t easy not to let
Parker see it.”

Lou moved over to him and put a
hand on his arm. That brought Ed-
die’s smile back, :

“You're a swell brother, Lou,” he
said. '

Lowu couldn’t {dink of any answer

-to that.’He just grinned back.



Louder Than Guns

Only one man dared tace that angry armed mob. And to stave

off their brutal intent, he had no weapon but words—and wits.

By Raiph J. Mercer

U] OX'T let
D em take
me ! Please,
let ’em!” The an-
S ouished pleadmg of
the cowering prisoner died to an inco-
herent mumbling from tremkling lips.
His agonized eyes clung to the sheriff.
The priest, listening by his side, sighed
sadly, realizing that his words of hope
and faith were futile. The prisoner
did not look to God for aid—his sim-
pler and more direct faith lay in the
tired rawboned Sheriff Behan and his
deputies, his last hope against the
cruelty of the mob outside.

“Don’t worry. We'll take care of
you.” How many times had he said
that, the sneriff wonder2d. He hoped
the prisoner believed it. The sheriff
wasn’t so sure.

A deputy, keeping watch al a win-
dow, beckoned. The sheriff joined him.

“Looks bad. They've been comin’

steady an’ they’re armed. I'd give a
week’s pay if that guy was out of here
and safe up at the prison in Danville.
1f_they ever attack tiis can we're
““sunk. You think he did it?”

The sheriff shrugged wearily. “Who
kzows? When they explode like this,
“ don’t they always blame the nearest
stranger ? This guy was a natural. No
friends, no money—a tramp. If 1
hadn’t grabbed him quick they’d have
strung him up last night. Why in hell
I didn’t take him right to Danville
then, I don’t know! I didn’t fizure on
this. If they get him now it’s all my
fault!”

The deputy grunted. “Your fault!

You mean the governor’s fault! You

please, sheriff, don’t-

=

Uiy

phoned for help. He turned you down. =

Now we got this right in our laps.”?

The sheriff assented grimly. He'd
had, &e thought, his share of touch
assignments, but never one like this.
His was ordinarily a simple job in an

‘ordinarily peaceful town. But the dis-

covery the previous night of the body
of the already hunger-emaciated child
of a family of too many children, had
turned it into a caldron of turbulent
passions. This luckless wayfarer, al-
most immediately accused, had been

- saved Tyom immediate vengeance by

the quick action of the -sheriff, It had =

- been narrow.

Another deputy called from thé

rear window. “We could“try to rush

’em, Joe. There’s not so many back
here.”

The sheriff’s car, surrounded by a
small group of determined citizens,

stood in the rear drive. This opened

directly upon the main highway and =

was hidden from the front by the
building itself, hence from the larger
part of the mob. For a second the

sheriff was tempted. It seemed ‘the

only way.

“No, Ed,” he refused regretfully. “I
can’t risk you boys like that. We'll just
have to sit it out and hope for a
break.” He spat impatiently. “If we
could only figure some way to get
them away from the back!”

He turned, encountering the dog-

like, pleading eyes of the fear-crazed
prisoner. He broke the contact withan o
effort. What could he do but waitand

hope? Yet the pcoor devil depended
upon him. He sought frantically for

an out, and the more he strove the

more hopeless it looked.




A sharp cry from the deputy at the
front’ window brought him quickly
forward. “There’s something goin’ on
out there!”’

HEY crowded to the window. A
car had stopped at the fringe of
the crowd. Its single occupant alighted
and calmly sized up the situation.
“Morrison!”’ exclaimed the sheriff.
“What’s he want?”
“Maybe he came to help the mob!”
remarked Ed sardonically.
“Hardly likeiy. He don’t mix w1th
amateurs,” retorted Sheriff Behan.

. “Besides, he’s been too close to the
- rope to enjoy it. I think he’s comin’ in.

And ten to one he does it, too.”
_By now the man called Morrison
was calmly making his way through
the mob, Unsmiling, his granitelike
features registering his contempt for
the rabble, his gaunt frame towering
even above the lean mountaineers, he
stalked unhurriedly along the lane
that opened ahead of him and made
his way without hindrance to the
office. There was something in his
eyes that made the crowd give way.
Frank Morrison repelled men.
 “You're sure a cool hand,” admired
Sheriff Behan, “but what are you do-
ing here?” Morrison’s experience in
prisons had left him scarred; his life

_had seen much of violence, and a vol-

untary visit, even to this little jsil,
could only have been prompted by the
seriousness of the situation.

“I was up at Danville—heard the
governor turned you down—figured I
might be able to help some way,” an-
swered Morrison laconically. ;

“Kind of a new rol> for you, isn’t it

—helping the law save a prisoner
from- hangin’?’ queried the sheriff.
“Got a gun?”’

“You know I don’t use a gun,” re-
torted Morrison. “But I've got an
idea.” He outlined his plan.

. The sheriff looked inquiringly at his
men. They nodded assent. It was as
_good a plan as any, and unless the mob
really showed signs of getting rough,

- they could wait it out.
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A deputy, watching the activities
outside, called to the sheriff. “Here’s
what they’ve been waiting for, Joe.
Here comes Jed Hawkins, the kid’s-
old man.” :

The subdued murmuring outside
mounted to a thundering, ominous
fury. Hawkins was reeling slightly,
shouting, and carrying a shofgun:
which he waved threateningly. Guns.

~and clubs appeared in the crowd,

which upon his arrival moved pur-
posefully toward the front of the
little jail. :

“Here it comes, boys,” called the
sheriff. “Jim, you and Ed take the gas
guns. Tom, you take the machine gun,
buz don’t use it unless you have fo.
Give Frank a chance first.” They
nodded silently and aligned them-
selves behind the sheriff, “Al, you stay
here and take care of the prisoner.™

“Okay, Frank?”’ This to Morrison,
who nodded briefly. Sheriff Behan and
his deputies stepped forth warily.

The sheriff’s last remaining hopes
sank as he stepped out. Every voice
seemed to join in the cry for the prls-
oner. “Give us Carson!”

The sheriff held up his hand. Most
of them knew him. Some, he saw in a
quick survey, were his friends. He felt
he’d be allowed to speak his piece, but
after that what?

“Men,” he began, “we—"

Jed Hawkins advanced, interrupt-
ing him. “Sheriff, we know what yo’all
are agoin’ to say. Don’t wasie your
time. We’re not a-goin’ 1o waste our’n:
In thirty seconds we’re a-comin’ up,
an’ nothin’s a-goin’ to stop us. We
want him! That’s final!” He held up
his watch.

Perhaps fifteen seconds had passed
when the-door behind the sheriff
opened. Two men stepped out. Frank
Morrison excited little curiosity. But
the other, dirty, unkempt and cring-
ing, immediately focused the pent-up
hatred of the vengeful crowd.

-

HEY stared, Hawkins’ ultimatum
forgotten. Excited onlookers
rushed to Dbring the news to those be-



hind the jasl, whe swelled the mob in
front. Was the sheriff going to give up
his prisoner without a fight—or were
they going to try rushing the raob?

Morrison advanced. “Deo you want
tiis man?”

The crowd roared its assent. A man
part way back bellowed, “It’s some
trick! Let’s rush em!” He waved a
Yope.

Morrison held up his hand. “Give
gire two minutes—and if you still want
him I'll give him to you. Is it a bar-
gain?”

They agreed, murmuring, appar-

ently hypnotized. Jed Hawkins mere.

iy stared, holding his shotgun tautly,

Morrison continued.

“I want you to hang me first!” He.

paused. The crowd’s murmurings
were inarticulate, bewildered. =
Jed Hawkins did not move. He bel-
fowed a single word, “Why?*
“Why? For a number of reasons.
First, I'm a worse enemy of yours
ghan he is. T hate mobs and all they
gtand for. The man accused of the
grime—if he s guilty—took the whole
guilt upon himself. But you cowards

will help to hang a man whom you-

#on’t know to be guilty or innocent,
_gnd afterwards will dodge the blame.
Eou’ll content your cowardlr con=
gcience with the excuse that you dida't
handle the rope. Every last one ¢f you
Tias that rope in his hands just as
€urely as if you came here alone and

pointed to the cringing creature.
Low-voiced murmurs mounted to

-angry resentment. Voices echoed loud

£nd shrill from the crowd. “We don’t

‘wwant any sermons!’ “Give us Carf

5o !” “Who the hell are you?”

~ The deputies made ready at the

If so, they’d shoot it out, friends or
210t. '

Mornson held up his hand. ‘Two
minutes!” he reminded them. He con-
_{inued, lvaning forward intently.

*But there’s a better reason to hang

me first! The prisoner is charged with
tinmg one person. W..ether he did it

TEN DETECTIVE ACEU

put it around that man’s neck.” He

gheriff’s gesture. Was it going to fail?-

or not, I don’t know. B&tthxsldo
snow.” He paused. “I have killed more

than one man—and I’'m safe from the

rope—the State can’t lay a finger on
me! And now you ean hang us both !’
The mob, momentarily stunned and
stlent, quickly awoke. With a menae-
ing redr it surged forward. '
“Wait!” Morrison called. “While
you're hanging people you might as
well do a good job. In this state the
man who hires a murderer is just as
guilty as the murderer. There are men
among you who have paid for killings
—and 1 can prove it!”
They halted, silent. Neighbor stared
at neighbor, uncerfain, questioning.
“That’s right! Look! Any one of
you can tell a killer by just lockin’ at

him! That's why you'rs here, isn't it?*

Morrisen’s voice was bitter, lashing.
“So pick 'em out, you twe dit heroes{’
But be careful—remember you all
brought guns!”

Men separated warvily, susplcmusly
Guns wavered in apprehension. All
but Jed Hawkins’, “Name your men{”
he demanded. -

. *¥ou, Hawkins, for one!”

“You’'re a Har!” spat Jawkins.
~ Morrison anxiously looked at the
sheriff. “Long enough?’ The sheriff

- nodded, at ease. The prisoner had been

spirited out the back way. The mob
would hang no one that day. -

Msrrison stared  contemptuously
for a moment. “Now if you'd lilD) o
hang this man you czn have him—but
take a good look first!” The man, no
longer ecringing, stepped forward,
raised his face sadly, pityingly.

" The mob gasped. Morrison spoke
shortly. “Your priest, Father Farrell,
has something to tell you.”

The priest waited for silence. “Car-
son is in good hands, my sons, and
safe -on his way to Danville. Jusfice
will be dune, I promise. You may feel
that Frank Morrison here saved Car-
son from you; he saved you from your-
gelves. That toek much courage, for
Frank Morrison is”—he sought vain.
ly for a vetter word—-“:s FOUr—your

hangman ja



' It was a romantic setting—the right pface, maybe the right girl~——bu€

instead of cocktails, it turned out to -be . . . = =

Biers
for Two

By Talniage Powell
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ing out over the water like an -fr
overgrown bug on stilts. The old
man’s cabin was set fifty yards away \
from the boathouse, on the hillside. 7

HE boathouse was a }ong, rot-
tlng hulk of a building stand-

'/

I saw him standing in the cabin door-
way when I got out of the eoupé and
slammed the door,

I stood waiting while he came
across the clearing. I remembered <
him. Mac something-or-other was his = >
name. Gnarled, beefy, with a chest meuntain air just brisk enough to put
that made him look top-heavy, and a a tingle in your veins. Insect life
wide, pleasant face with warm eyes, made a soft, humming rhythm. The
he moved toward me with a hint of mountains were shaggy and majes-
rheumatism in his gait. “tic, the gorge down which the river

The day was warm and clear, the flowed a thing of vast, high grandeur.
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1 was lookmg out over “the softly rip-
pling water of the river, when old
Mac came walking up to me.

“Howdy. Looking for some fish-
lngr)n

“Could be,” I said. “A frlend\ is let-
ting me use his cabin overnight down-
river. P’'d like to gef a boat.”

He nodded, moved toward the boat-
house. I was trailing him.

“Got a nice little hul' with a kick-
er,” he told me. “Just eaulked her a
day or two back. Say, ain’t I seen
you around here before?”’

- “You might have,” 1 admtted.
~ “Now and then I gef in from the city
- for a breath of clean air,”

“Well, you can’t beat this air
around here. No, sirree.”

. He vanished through the creaking
boathouse, I heard an outboard motor
give out with a couple of popping

gurgles. Then the motor came fo

life with a steady hum, and a moment
later he tooled the boat out of the
far end of the boathouse and drew
it up to the low, sagging pier,

I met him on the pier.

“You got some baggage?” he asked.

“Ne, my friend has everything Pll
need in his cabin. But I'll Want you
to keep your eye on my car.”

E NODDED. He seemed about

to ask me which ecabin 1 was
heading for, but evidently thought
better of it. I climbed down in the
boat. He atood looking out over the
river for a moment, loving if.

“Can’t help but envy you younger
fellers,” he said. “Don’t get on the
river much myself any more. 1 get
the misery in my legs from the damp-
ness. Sort of hurts me, too. Always
wanted te follow this old river clean
to her end. Yes, sir, I always intended
#o find out just exactly where the riv-
er flows.”

“All rivers find their way to the
ocean,” I said. '

“Says so in books,” he acknowl-
edged. “But rivers are like people.
Some hurry to beat the band. Some
take things quiet and easy. Maybe

they all do end up the same place
But I always had a partic’lar love for
this old river. She’d sure see plenty
0. country beforc she ever got to any
ocean. I reckon I'd still give my eye-
teeth to know where this river
flows.” ,

He broke off, gave a laugh that
carried an undercurrent of embar-
rassment. ‘“Frouts have been strik-
ing good the last couple of days. Sure
your friend’s got plenty of tackle?”’

' “Sure.” As far as I knew my friend
didn’t have any tackle of her own.
At least not the kind to ecateh fish
with. But I didn’'t intend teo do any
fishing. T might as well tell you—I

. was going downriver because another
man’s wife had phoned me. “Pay you

for the boat now, Mac?”
“When you get back.” He grinned
warnuy, spat on the pier, watched me

until I was out of sight around the

bend of the river.

It was hot out on the river, only
the gurgle of water and the hum of
the outboard breaking the deep si-
lence. In less than a mile I tried to
turn the boat around and go back
three times. I couldn’t. It bhad been
the same way with the coupé. I'd
tried to turn the car and go back to
town half a dozen times. But the
coupé had seemed to have some pow-
er of its ewn. Just as the boat had
it now.

I didn’t want it te, but the river
was sweeping me down to the lodge,
where she was waiting. Glenville
Grayson’s wife. I’d told myself that,
too, when she’d phoned this morn-
ing. T'd told myself she was a dirty
little rotter. I remembered the way
she’d married Grayson when she’d
found out he had money. She’d used
me for all 1 was worth—then Gray-
son.

Those tender moments we’d had te-
gether must have been a laugh to
her, after she got Grayson. But
knowing that didn’t stop me from
losing sleep lots of nights, eating my

 heart out. And when she’d phoned

this morning, I'd known that I'd nev-
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er be able to turn the coupé or the
boat around. .

The lodge was a little over three
miles down river, A rambling, rustic
two-story building of logs, it set
~ snugly in the hillside. If anybody
wanted privacy, it could be had here,
in style. Glenville must have spent
- thirty thousand on the acreage, build-
ing, and its rustic furnishings. More
properly, he must have talked his fat
uncle, Roland Grayson, into spend-
- ing the dough.

I wondered how it had set with
her, with Darlene, when she’d found
that Glenville’s money was tied up
under the administration of his un-
ele. It probably hadn’t been too big
an obstacle when she wanted a new
mink. As long as it was muale, Dar-
lene would find her way over any ob-
stacle—though old-Uncle Roland must
have been her toughest problem to
~ date. He was wily anu a cruel, hard-
boiled business man.

I cut the motor, drifted the boat
~ to the pier. I didn’t see any sign of
her anywhere. No sign of any kind
of life at all. The whole, desolate
countryside was so silent that when
a jaybird chattered in a nearby thick-
et suddenly, T jumped.

I stood on the pier a moment, star-
g up at the lodge. Its windows, set
set behind the wide, rambling porch
like eyes under heavy, beetling brows,
stared blankly back at me.

No smoke from the chimney, no
movement. Nothing except the growl
of water under my feet.

Mayhe, I thought, she was taking
a nap.

I wiped off my face, pushing the
handkerchief in my hip pocket, and
started up the hill toward the lodge.
The tall shade trees were wide um-
—=-brellas over me. The breeze beneath
. them was cool. But I was sweating,

and my pulse was a little thick and
fast in my throat. I hated her for

still having that effect over me, but
I could never make the hatred sh'ong
,enough : =

WAS pretty close to the house

when I first heard it. The soft
sound of sobbing. That stopped me
in my tracks for a second. She’d said
over the phone that she was alone,
that she would be alene, but she was
sobbing in a horrible kind of way, as
if somebody had done something ter-
rible to her.

I pushed my way up to the front
poreh. Through the wide, open door-
way I could see her slumped in a
chair. She heard me, and her head
rose from her palms, slowly, grad-
ually, streaked with tears. She knew
how to create an effect, all right.

“John!” she said breathlessly. She
was rising, ctill with those slow, grad-
ual motions. Then she rushed across
the living room, flung herself against
me, twining her arms around my
neck. I could feel her trembling.

“John, you came! I thought you'd
never get here!”

““fake it easy! What’s wrong?’

She looked up at me, so damned
trusting and little-girlish and help-
less I wanted to curse-at her, because
I’d seen the act before.

She said in a small voice, “John,
something awful has happened' I'm
8o glad you came—you’ve got to help
me!”

I looked over her shoulder. I saw
a thirty-eight revolver lying on the
table beside the chair in whick she’d
been sitting.

“? was afraid, John.-I was s1ttmg
there with the gun beside me in case

he came back. He didn’t have guns

like you usually find around a place

like this—Glenville never did any

hunting, you know. But isolated as
the place is, he kept a pair of revolv-
ers around.” -

I moved farther into the room. She
was clinging to my arm. “What is
this 7’ 1 said. “This talk about guns?
This wondering if he would come
back? If who would come back.”

“Glenville.” She started sobbing

-again,

“You'd better tell me what’b hap-.
pened Darlene

e
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tied up his monsy a.nd wouldn’t gwe ,

Shesankweak}ymtoaahalr I
eﬁ&n’t try to hold her. She stared at
an open doorway across the room.
“Glenville shot him,” she said. “Glen-
ville shot his uncle Roland.”
~ A clutching stillness for a mement
then, A stillness that made a vacu-
ym of my skull, with my pulse ham-
mering inside of it. I turned wooden-
iy, erossed the room to the open door-
way.

It was a bedroom. The early after-
pon sun slanted in the window, a pale
rose-burst of light. I didn’t see him at
first. 1 moved into the room edgily.

He was lying on his back over be-
yond the bed, a big, fat, bald mound
of dead blubber. I had to close my
eyes for a second on Roland Gray-
son’s death. He had been shot Just
above his left cheekbone., - =
. I went baek te where she was sit-
ting. She was reaching hungrily for
8 cigarette. I needed one just as bad

myself,

“I thoyght you were alone," I sald
*When did it happen?”

- “Right after 1 phoned you. Glen-
ville must have guessed I'd come here,

John—I—T hated him! He was weak

and sniveling around his uncle. He
never did a thing in his life that took
any manhood. I used to think Glen-
vilie had an aristocratic face. It
wasn't. It was just weak.

- “T__1 was going to leave him, John.

I couldn’t stand him any mere. I love

you, darling.”

She stood wup, slipped her arms
about my neck. She was wearing her
tears like jewels. She knew hew to
_do that, too.

“I remembered the times we used
to have, John. You're a lawyer. You
could have got me a divoree, couldn’t

- Fou, darling?”

#Go on,” I said.

“Glenville and Roland came here
ta the lodge. They took the long way,
around the mountain road. I decided
“it was as good a time as any to tell
him, John. When I said I was leaving

- him, Glenville went fo pieces. He said
it was all Roland’s fault. Roland had

him enough to care for a wife, decent-

ly. As if T wanted only his moneyt

Roland, he said, stuck to him like a
leech, living his life for him, giving
him no freedom.

“It was—awful, John. It seemed
like all the years had suddenly gath-
ered in Glenville and exploded. And
you know the family well enough to
know the kind Roland was. Hzrd and
mean. He said some vicious things
to Glenville. Then to me, John. He—
called me names, darling. Glenville
struck him, and RoIand knocked him
down. :

“Glenville went out of the room,
and when he came back his face was
like a crazy man’s. He had a gun in
his hand. Roland had stepped in the
bedroom and taken off his coat. I
screamed. Roland turned just in time
to cateh the bullet im his face,” she

shuddered.

“And then?”

“Glenville ran. Crymg like a baby,
John.” :
She walked over to the window,
looked out at the sunshine, letting
the sun cloak her like a soft - rose-
petal gown. She was crying very qui-
etly now. - '

Y throat was tight as I looked
at her. People could change, I
thought. Sometimes people had to get
their stomachs full of one kind of life
before trying something else. Maybe
she was leveling. Mayhe she’d reale
Iy been going to leave him and come
back to the lawyer who had about
as many peanies as Glenville had dol-

lars.

A hard trembling began to shake

her, and she turned to me, her hands
knotted together. “John,” she almost

screamed, “what are we going to do .

with him?"*

“Him?” .

“Roland P’ she eried.

“But Glenville . . .2
= “Yes, Glenville! And Gienvﬁ!e is
yellow. Glenville would sell his soul
to save his skin. He realizes what he's

——



flat! John, they’ll get me—for mur-
dering Roland!”

I could hear her breathing clear
across the room.

“Can’t you see it?” she wailed. “No-
body but Glenville and Roland knew
they were coming here. They. told
me. Now Roland is dead. That leaves
only Glenville. And he’ll swear he was
never here today, John.”

I began to see what she was dnv-
ing at.

“They’ll thmk Idid it, John. Every-
one knows what bad blood there was
between Roland and me—because of

the way he bossed Glenville. Several

le knew I was coming here today,
though nnt exactly why. But they’ll

learn that I was going to see a man
behind my husband’s back, That’'ll

make it worse. They’ll never believe
I only wanted to tell you I was leav-
ing Glenville, if you still wanted me.
They’ll say that I killed Roland, when
he followed me, in an argument over
Glenville’s money.”

“But Glenvilie, . . .,
“Glenville will buy himself an ali-

bi, you can couat on that! And they’ll

never believe the truth from me,

John! In their eyes I'll be the only

verson who could have killed Roland.

There’s only one thing we can do— -

get Roland away from here. Hide him
some pluce. Until we can locate Glen-
ville and make him break, make him
~ tell the truth!”

I was lawyer enough to see what'

that might mean, too.

She drifted across the room to me.
She clung to my lapels and for a min-
ute I thought she was going to sink
down and kneel at my feet. “I'm not
~ asking you to do anything really
wrong, John. Just give me a break,
a chance to get at the truth, I've

been a fool. You've got every rea- -

son to hate me, John. But you'd give
& homeless dog a chance, wouldn’t
you?”’

Now she was breathmg against my
. ¢heek. Her lips agaimst my cheek, “A
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done now, John! He'll sell me out

no need to look in the garage.
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chance to keep your house for you,
John. To learn to cook for you and
take care of you. To be there when
you came home every night.”

Darlene there, instead of the emp-
tiness and silence of a lonely apart-
ment.

And people could change People
got wise to themselves sometimes.
But still I was afraid, afraid of her,
of the cold dead body in the next
room. -

I held her face between my palms
and looked deep in her eyes.

“I love you, John,” she said soft-
iy. :

I didn’t say anything. I turned
around and started out of the room,

“toward the back of the house. She fol-

lowed me, not speaking either,

I went out in the back yard glanc—
g around.

I hadn’t been able to turn the car
around. Ox the boat. I'd need some-
thing to wrap Roland in.

I'd started toward the garage. A
tarpaulin might be in there, to cov-
er his death until T got him out of
the house.

wJoh - - >

I didn’t look at her, didn’t speak.
I wanted to close my eyes, my whole
mind, to everything until it was over.
Until we had fixed it so she could be
safe for the moment and had cornered
Glenville and got the truth.

l{John ’J)

I paused 4t the gaping, open doors
to the garage, looked back at her.

“John, what—what are you gomg
in the garage for?”’

“To get something to wrap hxm,
I said. :

“But—but not in there, John.
There’s nothing in there. John, I...”

There was something in there. I
could see it. A tarpaulin.

She was saying scmething, very
fast, very brisk. Trying suddenly to
laugh. She was walking across the
yard toward me, words fluttering out
of her. Trying to tell me there was

== ;;:f.
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OMETHING snapped inside of
me, I remembered. T remembered
that she had spoken of Glenville in
the past tense as much as the pres-
ent. I lunged into the garage, jerked

- the heavy canvas back.

Glenville lay under it.- He’d been
shot in the back of the head. Shot,
while he’d been trying to run?

I heard her breathing. I turned to
look, and she was standing off there,

just beyond the garage doorway,

breathing hard. .

“You killed  them both,” 1 said.
- “For Glenville’s money. You married
him for it, but Roland had it all tied

up. I guess you were right about there

~ being an argument here today. Some-
thing certainly did gather in a knot

and burst—but not in Glenville. In

-you. Then with Roland’s blood on
your hands, you knew Glenville would
never stick by you.

“But you were hung with it, up
here alone. So you needed a patsy.
A fall guy. A sucker to burn while
you spent all the money in freedom.
You ran the car out of sight, after
calling me. Got it all set up. I'd get
hung with a corpse on my hands.
You’d see to that. You’d see too that
the cops heard the right kind of
story.

“Rven if I managed %o skin out of
it, they’d never be able to hang it on
you. The elemeénts would have been
all confused, the circumstances all up-
set. But that was remote. There was
& very definite chance I'd get it in the
neck for a double killing that was
supposed to have netted me a pile of
money and a beautiful dame.”

I looked at her and saw the last
veil drop away. What was left was
pretty horrible to look at.

She mouthed a curse. Then she
whirled and ram toward the house.
I remembered that revolver lying on
the table in the living room.

I was right behind her. But I

couldn’t quite catch her. I just man-

aged to close in and grab her arm
when she fired the first shot. It hit
the ceiling. She fought like a tigress,
squeezing the trigger until the gun .
was empty. Then she sank her teeth
in the back of my hand. I tore loese
and ran down the hill, ‘

The -outboard fired, and I shoved
the boat away from the pier. I had

one last lock at her before the under-

brush along the river became a cur-
tain between us. She was standing
halfway down the hillside, her long
blond hair tousled about her face,
shrieking at me. :

My hand bled all the way upziver.
I mever would forget the way that
blood looked. I heaved the boat in at
ol¢ Mac’s dock, cut the motor, and
yelled for him.

1 scrambled out of the boat, ran

down the pier. He was coming out of

his cabin with his rheumatic gait.

“You got a phone?”

“Yeah,” he said, “is something
wrong ?”’

“Plenty. There’s been some trouble
down at the Grayson lodge You'd

better called the sheriff.

He raised his brows, hobbled hur-
riedly toward his cabin. I stood there
a moment, breathing deep and hard,

just letting the sun hit my face.

“Mac *

He stopped in the cabin doorway.

“1 found out where your river
flows.”

“Yeah?” he sald

“You ever hear of a woman named
Salome?”’

“Seems that T have,” he said. “She
was so beautiful and evil the dewil

~himsclf must have been afraid of

her.”

your creek flows right past her front
door.”

“That’s the one,” T told him. “And .



 He didn’t seem much like a dick, this mild, soft-spoken little man-

But he knew that to ferref ouf larceny, not a loudmouth but. . .

 The Eyes Have It

By Joseph F. Hook

'D NEVER met a
I detective in the
flesh, but now I
was looking at one
across the backyard
fence, and could

own eyes. He wasn’t what T expected.
- The tractor firm I represent had

' 'opened a sales agency at Tahomah,

center of a rich farming district, and

‘had put me in charge. The wife and 1

were lucky enougch to find a furnished
house, and that’s how T came to meet
Jim Clark.

He was in his late nftles, a small

“man with a thin halo of hair sur-

rounding a pate almost as bald and

‘brown as an onion. His hands and feet
were small for a man, and his eyes

_ held a gentle,.quizzical expression, His

bib overalls showed plenty of launder-

‘ing and patqhmg as he leaned on his

shovel, his fingernails absently tap-
ping out a rhythmic beat on fthe
handle.

When I confessed that he was not
my conception- of “a detective, he
laughed good-naturedly and said, “No,

I don’t suppose T am. I ought to weigh
two hundred, stand over six feet in

No. 14 shoes, be about thirty years
old, talk in-a deep bass voice, and
scowl fiercely. 1 know because, you

‘see, I've read a few Whodumts my-
“self.”

~ That was another pdradoxma‘ thmg

- about him—his voice. He spoke slow-

~ly, distinctly, and gently. His was™a
~voice that soothed you, a voice that
- gained and held your attention.

pose you’ll be putting in a garden this

He continued questioningly, “I sup-

S e s e

hardly believe my ,

spring! It’s mighty good exercise.”

“I don’t know much about garden-
ing,” 1 admitted. “But the wife likes
flowers, and we both enjoy fresh vege-
tables.”

“Well, when you get ready to
plant,” he offered, “I’ll show you what
-little I know. I get a big kick out of it,
-especially fighting the bugs. But the
pheasants pretty near drive me
crazy.” Hetopped drumming on the
shovel handle and pointed to the
nelghbormg‘ brush-ridden lots. “They
‘hang out in there, and the minute my

“ peas and corn pop up, the rascals eat

them off.”

IS wife came out and called to
him, “Jim, you’re wanted on the
telephone. Headquarters.” And to me,
-“Howdy, neighbor. We'll be popping
“over for a visit in a few days.”
- “Well, there it goes,” Jim Clark
sighed. “This is supposed to be my day
off. Sometimes I'm tempted to tear
that phone out by the roots. . . . Al
right, Matilda, I’'ll be there.”

He stuck his shovel in the ground
-and excused himself. Presently he was
-back, looking neat as a pin. He said,
~““If you’ve nothing to do right now,
you might’s well ride downtown with
me. We won’t be gone Iong.”

- _As he drove, he explained the ma-
“ture of the phone call. A cartain €al-
-vin Dupree, cashier in the Crosby de-

—partment store, had absconded “with
-forty thousand dollars..

He was in the police station only a
~few ininutes, and when he climbed -
into the car again kssaid, “We'll drive

-out to Center Street and intoerview the
little lady in the case. I always like



= calﬁng on the Tadi es,” he added with
an infectious grin. . —

Center Street, he explained, had
been the ciassy residential district in
the city’s early ‘days. The house, in
front of which we presently drew up,
was an old brownstone which the own-
2r had converted into apartments.

The ¢=fective opened the massive
Tront deer, and-then we were standing
in a spacious -hall, from which ‘the
ariginal eirenlar staircase led to the
upper apartments.

He knocked on a door to our left,
and Mrs, Calvin Dupree opened it.

She-was a young, ‘well-dressed; stun- '

ning blonde and, quite naturally, ex-
#remely nervous. The detective intro-
duced himself and said that he was
{rom police headquarters.

The weman’s hand flew te her
throat. “Oh!” she exclaimed, And

~ then, “Oh, yes——fmm the pohee
Won’t you eome in, please?” - -

The owner hadn’t changed the room
much, The paneled wainscoting was
thigh and dark. The original stone fire-
place was intact, with its long, wide,
wooden mantel. In the center was one
-of those old-fasnioned clocks, and be-
side it a stuffed ring-necked pheasant.
At the end of the room there was an
mrthue wardrobe with & full-length
mirror inset in the doer.

The detective sat down on 2 charr
opposite the fireplace and dropped
his hat on the floor beside him. I sat
@ext to the big bay window, and Mrs.
Dupree sank -into an -easy ehair, di-

- rectly across from the wardrebe mir-

‘wor, twisting her handkerchief &

¢ nervous fingers.

: “This has.been an awful shoek,” she
¢ said, dabbing at her eyes. “Calvin
. mever onece hinted that he was eon-
| templating such a dreadful thing,
| There was no reason why he should

whave done it. And now”—breaking

| down—*he’s left me to—to face this

| =—this disgrace all alone.”

i -She bowed her head, and her shoul-

ders shook. Crying women always did

| get my goat, and now I was feeling
_t wncomfortable and wishing I hadn’t
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come,
frained from looking at her. His fin-
gernails drummed on the arms of the
chair while waltmg for the sobbmg
te subside.

“Yes, that’s rlght ” he observed at
last, soothingly. “It’s the innocent who
pay for the guilty. Perhaps there was
even another woman in the case.”

The woman raised her head and
dabbed at her eyes. “That’s ridicu-
lous,” she said with some heat. “Cal-
vin wasn’t that type. Besides, we went
everywhere together —-the movies,
clubs, and places like that.” :

HE detective stopped drumming
and let his glance wander around

the room, to settle finally on the ward-
robe for a few moments. , =
“I’'msorry,” he said. “But we’ve got
to try all angles, you know.” -
- He shifted his glance to the woman,
and rose from the chezir, He crossed

to the mantel, leaned am arm on it, and :

started that ﬁnger-&rummmg busi-
ness again. ,
“Let’s review the case, Mrs. Da-
,pree,” he suggested. “As T understaud
4it, your husband came home yesterday
evening and ate dinner. He told you it
was the period ending and, as usual,
‘he’d have to return to the store, and

_that he wouldn’t be home tiHi late; that

you were not to wait up for him.”
~ “That’s right,” the woman said,
nodding, “Whenever Calvin had te
work overtime at the period endings,
I’'d take in a movie, But last night
there wasn’t anything showing in
town that appealed to me, so I went {0
bed early and fell asieep.”
“Then the phone awakened-you, and
-the store manager asked where your
husband was. Ye told you that your
husband hadn’t returned to the store.”®
M~3. Dupree dabbed at her eyes.
“Yes,” she said. “Then the police came
looking for him, and told me why. I
nearly went insane, I eried all the rest
of the night.” ,
“] ¢an quize understand that,” the

“ detective observed sympathefically,.
- “And now,’ haveyouanyxdeawhere

‘The detective dehcately e



he might have gone, or where he hxd

the money ?”’

She stared with surprised and
frightened eyes at the detective and
beyond him before czying out hys-
terically, “How should I know, when
he didn’t even tell me what he was
contemplating ?”’

It isn’t a pleasant sight to see a

_woman in hysterics, especially a
pretty one. I'd about decided to get
out, when the detective turned his
back on the woman with a shrug.

He indicated the stuffed pheasant
with a jerk of the thumb and said to
me, ‘“That’s one of the pests I was
telling you about. They’ll root up your

THE EYES HAVE IT—— e

young stuff in the garden about as

fast as you plant it. But this one’s
rooting days are over. I wish all the
rest of ’em were stuffed and mounted.”

1 realized that he was just talking

" to pass the time and steady my nerves

while Mrs. Dupree’s hysterics lasted,
But when he picked up the mounted
bird from its place on the mantel, the
hysteria came to an abruxt end,

Mrs. Dupree raised herself half out
of the chair, gripping the arms until
the knuckles of her hands turned
white. Then, suddenly, she relaxed,
and her fingers loosed their yrip, slip-
ping off the arms.

I cried out, “Look! She’s fainted !’

The little detective turned slowly

i



and regarded the woman intently.
Then he crossed over, picked the hand-
kerchief off her lap, and rolled it
“around in his ﬁngers He tossed it over
to me with a grin,

The handkerchief was as dry as a
board. =
~He said, “She’s not bad, for an am-
~ ateur actress, bul: her eyes gave her
away.”

“Her eyes?” I repeated, puzzled.
“I don’t get it.”

“Iips lie, but eyes don’t ” he ex-
plained gently. “Hers weren't like
those of a woman who’d been crying
all night. T always study a person’s
eyes when I’m questioning him or her.
Try it sometime.”

“But you weren’t looking at her
eyes half the time,” I argued.

“That’s what you think,” he

- grinned. “I was, though”—indieating
the wardrobe with a nod—*“in that
mirror. If you were watching her,
vou’d have noticed—"
I wasn’t, and I didn’t,” I eut in.
“She was putting on too good an act
for me. I was looking out the window,
mostly.”

“You’d have noticed,” he resumed
quietly, “that her eyes would roam
around the room, pause for a moment
on this stuffed pheasant, then settle
on me. When I picked it up, she faint-
ed. She’s been under quite a strain,
and her nerves finally snapped 2

LIGHT was begmmng to dawn

on me. I glanced from the little

detective's face to the stuffed bird he

was holding. I said, “I get it. She
couldn’t keep her eyes off that stuffed
bird because the stolen money’s init!”

His smile was gently chiding. “You

! couldn’t stuf? forty grand in a goose, .

neighbor.”

“Well, then, where ig the money?”’
I inquired.

‘He said, “That’s just what I was
- asking myself. And when 1 start
. thinking, I start finger-drumming.
Only, this time, I wasn’t doing it all
instinetively. I sounded out that man-

ol board. You see, I've got one of
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them in my home, and it’s solid wood
This one’s different. Listen.”

The fingernails started a rhythmic

tattoo on the mantel edge, and it
sounded solid enough. Then the nails
moved over toward the point on which

_the stuffed pheasant had stocd, and

there the sound given forth was hol-
low, booming. The detective shoved
the old clock aside, and drew the same
hollow note there.

I don’t see any crack,” I said, look-
ing hard.

He said, “Neither do 1. But I see
putty stains where a erack might have
been. We'll soon see.”

He took out his pocket knife, opened
the big blade, and kept jabbing at the
putty stain until the point suddenly
sank in deeper. He drew it along then,
like you'd cut linoleum, in the form of
an oblong. :

I watched him in amazement, saw
him rise upward with the heavy blade.

Then he lifted an oblong lid and laid

-

it aside, revealing the missing money
beneath in neat, flat packages.

Just then, the blonde sighed and
stirred and opened her eyes. She took
one look at the little detective, saw the
handful of packaged bills he was hold-
ing up for my inspection, then fainted
dead away again.

He said, smiling gently, “Yes, it’s
hard on the nerves—acting the role of
innocence with a guilty conseience,
and this was probably the first time.”

When I recovered my breath I sug-
gested, “Hadn’t we better call a doc-
tor?” »

*No,” the little man said, “no need.
But I'll call the hurry-up bus. I think
the little lady will be ready to talk now
and quit acting. And when hubby
reads about this in the morning
papers, he’ll probably give himself up

and try to shield the little lady; they ——

usually do.”

He moved over to the phone and
dialed the police station. While wait-
ing for the connection, he twisted
around and grinned at me.

“Always watch their eyes, son = he
said,



 Six Tricks Make a Corpse

In that seemingly harm- :

a less bridge game, the last P 2
hand was stacked with

cold-decked disaster.

e - ORNING light streamed in
Sr the window, touched the firm -

« : edge of Michael Munsen’s

N } { jaw, and ran down his arm to the
¥ desk, where his fingers were absent-
ly palming the ace of spades.

Across the table Harry Service
watched the card with fascinated
eyes. It disappeared, appeared fleet-
ingly, its center fiercely black in the

sunlight, then disappeared again.

- “You’re good, damned good I’-Serv-
ice said gustily. He shifted one ele-
By V. E. Thiessen - gantly creased trouser leg over am-
= = W
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other, and raised eyes that were like
bits of broken green glsss to look at
~ Michael,
“You’re prepared. ‘to
price?”’ Michael asked.
“Certamly, boy. Any amount w1tn-
in reason.’
Michael Munsen hfted eyes as large
and brown and sad as a spaniel’s, and
saxd, “I don’t mean money, Harry.”
“What do you mean?”’ Harry Serv-
ice’s face showed bewilderment.
“Tet me get it straight,” Michael
said. “You suspect one of your crowd
has been cheating at cards?”
“That's right.” :
“T take it you’re aceustomed to
playing for high stakes?”
“Tao high,” Service confessed.
“What game do you play o Mmhael
“asgked.
~ “Bridge. Sometimes we play a bit
of poker, but mostly we play bridge.”
Michael flipped the ace onto the
eenter of the desk, and stared at the
trademark. H: said, “It’s an un-
pleasant business, looking for cheat-

pay the

ers. Once I found the cheat, I'd have

to expose him. A lot of times the fruth
isn’t what people think, and a lot
of times it isn’t pleasant. That'’s
what I meant when I asked 1f you
‘were willing to pay the price.”

“#T want the truth,” Harry Serv-
fee said viciously. “I’'m prepared to
pay to find the truth.”

“Whom do you suspect?”

“7'd rather not say. But he’ll be
there this afternoon, at our clubhouse
on the lake. You can come as my
guest, and keep your eyes open Is it

ed?”
- Mlchael Munsen sighed. He began
to shuffie the cards expertly, dealt
+thirteen cards in front of the other
‘man.
“This is your hand,” he said. “The

- gpponents’ blddmg goes through four

no-trump to sxx hearts. What do you
bid "

ERVICE laughed, like a father
laughs at a child’s foolish ques-.
_ fion. “T'd double, of course, have
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tWo aces. Thev can aﬁord to lose only
one trick.”

Michael gathered the cards to-

gether, His eyes, dwelling on Serv-

ice’s face, seemed sadder. than be-
fore. “You’re not going to hke the
truth, Mr. Service.”

“Why not? What are you getting
at with this mummery with the cards,
and why the sudden formality? Con-
found it, Michael, if I know .y own
daughter you’re almost one of the
family right now.”

A tichtness grew in Michael’s
chest. “Maybe you don’t know your
own daughter.”

Service’s green eyes narrowed. He
leaned forward, peering across the
desk. “What’s the matter? You and

“Patricia have a little disagreement?

- “Yes.” The ace of spades began to
dart in and out of Michael’s fingers

-again, like a bird flashing between

boughs.

“Well, you can patch it up. Il
bring Pat to the clubhouse this aft~
ernoon.’

“Don’t be a fool,” Mlchael said
tautly. “She knows her own mind.”

Service grinned, and got up from
his chair. “See you at four this alter-

noon,” he said. He moved toward the

door, then paused and looked back.
“Oh yes,” he said, “I forgot to tell
you Roy Tate will be there” He
smiled at Michael and went ouf. .

Michael stared after Service a mo-
ment, then he cupped his hand about
a2 match and drew smoke from a fresh
c1garette

Why in the name of the seven gods

.of luck did Harry have to meddle in

hiz daughter’s affairs? Michael’s in-
vestigation would be unpleasant
enough without Patricia being pres-
ent. Tate would be there too. “Messy,”
he thought, “messy.” He drew a

breath of cigarette smoke, let it @iz
again in 2 slow swirl. Then he tusned

back to his oﬁice

ICHAEL was surprlsed at his
first glimpse of the clubhouse
on the lake. He had dnven down m

i~
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a f)leasaht frenzy of speed. Now the

- clubhouse came suddenly into view,
and he was surprised to find that it

was, literally, on the lake.

- It perched on high pilings, a hun-
dred feet out into the lake, like some
huge brown wading crane. It was
roughly square, and except for the
large area of casement windows, was

- stained brown. From its entrance a
~ narrow ramp arched shoreward. A

sign at the shore end of the ramp
said simply:

HAMMERHEAD CLUB—PRIVATE

Michael pulled his car to the side
of the road, parked it uncder an elm
tree, and began to walk up the nar-
row ramr toward the clubhouse. He
was halfway there when the door
opened and Harry Service’s voice
shouted, “Come on in, Mike. Glad

- you could make it.”

Service’s face, Michael noted, was
flushed, either from drink or gam-
bling. When he came into the room,
Michael suspected it was the latter.

- Four men were grouped around a
poker table, playing bridge. -Behind
the group, on the divan in the corner,

sat Patricia Service. She was a long-

legged, smooth-appearing girl, with
hair the color of maple syrup.

Harry Service said, “Here, Mike,
meet the boys.” Michael shook hands
with them in turn. Roy Tate said,
“I know Munsen,” and did not offer
his hand.

“You and Pat can cut in next rub-
ber,” Harry said. “Come on, boys,
it’s Sam’s deal.”

- Sam Humble begarn to deal. Hum-

ble was a middle-aged, smooth-faced
man. Michael watched him for an in-
stant as he sat on the divan. The oth-
er man, Steve Brogan, was florid-

;- complexioned, a few years younger

than Humble.
Michael said, without looking at

Patxjicia, “Mighty cool out on the lake
like this. They have a nice little

place.”
“Very nice indeed. Did Dan tell you

'hew they got it?’ =

5
Her voice was so soft that it fooled

Michael. He looked at her, wonder-
ing about this truce between them.

“No, Harry didn’t mention any of the _

piace s history,” he said.
“They built it. Get that, Michael
Munsen, these men are all big busi-

~ ness men. Yet they weven’t too proud

l

to build this—with their own hands?” _
Michael said, “I wouldn’t be
ashamed to work with my hands—

~wouldn’t be ashamed to work in your
Dad’s factory. But it’s not my line,

Pat.”

“And what is your Line?’ Her
voice was a fierce whlsper “This
playing at detective?”

“It’s not exactly play,
said.

“It’s not exactly a steady Job
either. It’s not a job a person could
depend on.” Her eyes were pleading.

Michael said flatly. *“A man bas fo
choose his own job. You should know
that, Pat.”

Michael

HE gave a tiny snort. Its main

ingredients, Michael noted, were
hurt and disbelief. It seemed a fit-
ting finale to the conversation. Mi-
chael began to watch the card game
without seeming to do so. After a time
it became obvious that Sam Humble

‘was winning; it was also obvious

that he would always win.
“Six hearts,” Humble said softly.
“Double,” Service shot out.
There were two passes, and Hum-
ble said even more softly, “Redou-
ble”
Michael Walked over to the table
to watch the hand come down. As his
partner’s hand was spread, Humble

said, “Nice hand, Roy. I think we’}l

make it. How about fixing a round of
drinks.”

“Sure.” Roy Tate watched the
first tricks fall, then went into a small
room to the rear of the card table.
Michael heard the sound of a refrig-
erator door, and glasses clinking.

Humble drew in the last trick, mak-

ing the bid. “Game and rubber,” he

- said. “How about another?”
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“Not for me.” Servn:e hoisted hlm-
self from the table.

- Michael murmured, | “followmg,
“Humble is the man you suspect: He
wins often, doesn’t he?”

“Too often. What does he do‘?”

“Brace yourself, He wins because
the rest of you play stinking bridge.
He doesn’t need to cheat.”

Service’s face began to look as
though it were shot full of beet juice.

“Confound you, Mlke——” he be-
gan hotly.

What he would have said remained
a mystery to Michael. There was a
splintering crash from the kitchen,
the sound of glasses breaking, and
then a heavier thud, as something
heavy hit the floor.

“What the—!” Service’s anger be-
came amazement. There was a gen-
eral rush for the kitchen door.

Inside the kitchen Roy Tate lay
huddled against the refrigerator.
Broken glass lay at his feet, and a
thin trickle of liquor oozed from one
of the fragments. There was no sign
of injury on Tate’s body, no sign at
all except the color of his face. It kad
an odd blue tinge.

First to reach him, Service raised

amazed eyes to the group. “Dead,” he

said. “His heart must have stopped
like that.” He snapped his fingers,
and the sound was -oddly ‘loud and
indecent in the silence.

“He didn’t have a weak heart,”
Humble said.

The fourth man of the bridge four-
some, Steve Brogan, stood staring
at the dead man’s face. He said sud-
denly, inconsequentially, “I saw a
man with a face like that, once. He
had just been struck by lightning.”

The silence of a moment before
would have seemed noisy now. Mi-
chael stepped to the window and
looked out at the ramp, then up at
the sky.

The ramp rose, bare and deserted.
There was no sign of any other pres-
ence near the lake. High in the West,
fhesanwasabaﬂotbmssmaclwd
Jess sky.
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Behind him, Michael hsard Pa-

4ricia gasp, turn, and stumble away,

fighting the shock. He had the almost -

uncontrollable desire to put an-arm
around her clear brown shoulders
and murmur words of comfort. For
an instant the wveins in his temples
stood out as he steeled himself. :

Then he moved quietly to the tele-
phone and began to dial.

IRST to arrive -after Michael’s

calls was a nearby doctor. He had

hardly more than glanced at the body
when the siren-topped homicide car
shrieked alongside the lake and two
‘men came up the ramp.

Sergeant Key, in charge, herded
the group into seats around the di-
van. The other man, a medical exam-
iner, joined the civilian c%octor in a
check of the body.

Moments later the examiner came

out of the kitchen, stared at Ser-

geant Key. “Funny thing,”

tions, noelectrical equipment, yet tnis

man has been electrocuted.” ,
“Get the car to radio for an elec-

trical expert,” Key directed. “Then

‘come back and help me.”

The routine, Michael mnoted, was
normal. They were not permitted to
talk about the incident, and Sergeant
Key took them one by -one to the
car outside for questioning,

Michael himself was last to be
questloned Sergeant Key sat beside

him in the police car, queried, “Your

name, address and ‘occupation.”

“Name, Michael Mungsen, address '

Thirty Sunset ‘srive, occupation, eon-
fidential investigator.™

‘Key scribbled in 'his netebook.
Then he looked up. “I've heard of
you,” - he said softly.
crooked gambling exposés.”

“Yeah,” Michael said.

“If you're clear, we’d appreciate
your help. Look at this.” Key passed

the notebook on to Michael. “Can you

add to that?”

The dead man, aeccording to Key’s

he said.
“There seem to be no loose connec-

“Specxahze in



“Rogers Wate, technician at Station
XVP, an experimental television sta-
tion now under construction.

Sam Humble was a salesman, deal-
ing in electrical specialty sales to big
concerns. Steve Brogan was the own-

er of a radio retail and repair shop
in the downtown district. Harry Serv-
ice was listed as a radio manufactur-
‘er. His daughter Patrieia had just
graduated from college, lived with
her father. AH the group lived in one
of the better residential districts oa
the west side of town.

“I can't add much,” Michael

~said. “I knew Tate, and 1 came here

_as guest of Mr. Service.”

Sergeant Key grunted, peered at
Michael. “I understand they play for
pretty high stakes. Your visit. Was it
business?”

“I was business,” Michael said.

“Anything I ought to know?”

“Yes,” Michael said, “Sam Humble

~ plays fine, correct bridge. Steve Bro-
gan plays what we call poker bridge,
bids psychies, likes to bid a little too
high. Harry Service plays by the book,
but bucks the odds a lot of times be-
cause he deesn’t know any better.

-The dead man, Tate, played spotty

bridge, sometimes fair, sometimes
terrible. He was lazy, thoughtless.”
“I didn’t mean that,” Key grunt-
ed. “Any cheating?”’
= “No P’
“About yourself,” Key murmured.
“I understand there had been bad

blood between you and Tate. How"

about it?”

A ICHAEL frowned. “In my busi-

ness you make a lot of ene-
mies,” Michael said. “Last fall old
man Tate thought Roy was playing
too much poker, suspected be might
be a sucker for somebody. He had me
_ check up. There was some funny busi-
ness, all right. Roy was running in
marked cards.” , :
Key lifted am eyebrow. “You ex-
posed him?” '
~“1 warn my clients. T hate a chis-
- eler.” Michael’s eyes were suddenly
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no longer liguid, they wece fmmen,
stone.

Key asked abruptly, “Are you in
love with Patricia Service?” ,
Michael held his face wooden while
amazement tingled through him.

“What business is that of yours?”
-~ “I guess rhat’s answer enough. K
doesn’t leave you too clean.”

“What in blazes do you mean?”

“I mean Roy Tate was annoying
Patricia Service. He was after her to
get her to go week-ending with him.”

Michael felt his fists knotting,
straightened them with an effort.

- Key said, “I guess that’s all, Mun-
sen. We’ll have to search you, of
course.”

Michael submitied. Bored, he
watched familiar objects come into
view. Cigarettes, silver cigarette
lighter, pen-style flashlight. ,

Surprise stiffened his muscles. Key
looked at him and then at the small
flash. “Didn’t want me to find this,
eh?” he said.

“It isn’t mine. I don’t know how it
got there.” :

Michael’s mind was racing wildly.

He had been careless, the surprise of

Tate’s death had stopped his watch-
fulness. Someone had sl#¥pped the pen
light inte his pocket.

“Hey, Key!” the shout from the
cabin reverberated over the water,
*Come here.”

Key finished hstmg the contents
of Michael’s pocket, dropped the pen

light ‘carefully into an envelope and

put them in his pocket. Herding Mi-
chael before him, he startdd up the
ramp.

NSIDE an amazed group of people

were locking at the kitchen. One of

the cabinet doors was open and a tan-
gle of radio parts showed inside.

A man in coveralls, the electri-
cian called by the palice, looked up
as Sergeant Key entered. He pointed
with a screwdriver when ke had Ser-
geant Key’s attention. He exclaimed:

“You are looking at the most dia-

_ belicg{ii.-tﬁe booby_ trap 1 have ever
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seen. The photo-eleciric cell here ac-
tuates a relay, closing a connection
~with the electrical power of the house,
That makes the stainless steel edging
of the sink as dangerous as a bare
power line. If a man were leaning
over the sink and touching the water
faucet as a ground, he wouldn’t even
-know what hit him.” v

“If it hadn’t been for the color of
his face,” the medical examiner said,
“we might have passed it off as heart
failure.”

“Is the device safe now?’ Key
asked.

“Yes, until somebody actuates the
relay.”

‘Key picked the pen light out of his

pocket, clicked the switch. No light

became visible. He grunted, knelt on

his knees and poiuted the light at the

mechanism. He pushed the button,

and the relay clicked. He shut off the

light, and the mechanism became
harmless again.

Key looked at the group “It’s fun-

ny. Usually a thing like this is easy
tu solve. Not many men could rig a
trap like that. But every one of you
uses {ools, and every one of you are
mixed up in technical electrical work
except Munsen. The only man in the
crowd with the motive and the wea-
pon couldn’t have rigged the trap.”

Harry Service opened his mouth,
His face looked grey. He closed his
mouth again.

“I was a radio operator overseas,”
Michael said. “I might as well tell you
before Harry does.” :

Harry Service’s face looked as
though he had been slapped.

Key said, “That does it. The rest -

of you can go. We’ll hold Munsen for
a few days.”

“Wait a minute. I was in the living
room when he fell. How in blazes
could I have flashed the light on the
electric eye?’ Michael asked.

Key looked at the electrician. “Did

- you check the wall? Are there any
lights or mirrors in the wall?”’
“The wall’s clean. I went over it as

‘said. He leaned across

soon as I saw this little trap,”, the\
electrician said. ,

Key’s voice took on a tone of won-
der. “Something went wrong with the
mechanism, I think. At any rate, it

killed, there’s no doubt of that.”

Patricia Service said clearly, “I
don’t believe it.” She walked firmly
through the group, looking at Mi-
chael. “What must I do? How can 1
help you, Michael?”’

Michael said softly, “I don’t know.”
His mind seethed and fear kept clod-

ing his thinking. He had been sit-

ting by Patricia. Did she shp the light
into his pocket?

Another scene flashed into hisg
mind. Harry Service had walked be-
side him, arm over his shoulder, mur-
muring about Saim Humble’s bridge.

And Michael had stood beside the
table. While he was watching the
cards, Humble or Brogan could have
slipped the light into his pocket His
mmd began a kaleidescopic jumping.

“ Humble was a good bridge player,

Brogan played poker bridge, Service
bucked the odds—the scenes from
which he had drawn these conclu-

~ sions were a montage in his mind.

“Come on, Munsen.” Key set fin-
gers into his arm.

And with the touch, the jumble of
thoughts fell into a pattern.

“If I confess, will you let me show

'you somethmg?” Michael said abrupt—
ly.

“Sure.”

E LED the way to the kitchen.
“Tl need a bit of help,” he
the sink,
touched the tap. “See here. The thing
is dead, not dangerous. I want one
of the fellows to draw a glass eof
water, then drop it and fall as Tate
did.” He pointed at Brogan. “You’]i
do; Steve.”
“Damned if I do,” Brogan said.
“Go ahead, Brogan, give him rope, :
Key said. ‘
“Come, Humble, stand right her&

~ When 1 give the word, Brogan will -
> draw the water. Now

Lo The txght— -



- ness was. ﬁlhng Michael's chest. He
had fo be right.

Water began to cascade into the

glass.

“Now,” Michael said, “Humble,
open the refrigerator and get some
ice cubes.”

Humble put his hand on the re-
frigerator door.

“No!” Brogan lcaped away from
the sink, his eyes like a wild animal’s.
“Don’t open that?’

“Stand away from the sink, and

listen,” Michael ardered. He opened
the refrigerator. The click of the
refrigerator lateh was loud in the si-
lence. Michael opened the door wide.

The second sound was fainter, but
unmistakable. The relay clicked, With
the refrigerator door opcn, the steel
edge of the sink was electrified—e
thin steel band of death. Michael
closed the refrigerator and the relay
clicked off.

His voice dripped a slow chill
“Nobody but our poker bridge player,
our psychologist would have dreamed

that one up. Brogan knew this erowd
- well. With that door open, the death
trap is set. He knew there was only
one man lazy and careless enough to
~ leave the refrigerator di)r open
while he mixed the drinks. The hab-
its of Roy Tate’s life made him the
one sure victim. He died while Bro-
gan sat playing at the card table.”

The electrician snapped a wire on
the relay, rendering it harmless, then
opened the refrigerator and dug in-
gide, After a moment he grunted.
*“Yeah—mechanism in the vegetable
bin. The black light goes oa and off
witit the switch that operates the reg-
ular light.”

Key was behind Brogan. Suddenly,
a8 Brogan tensed, Key caught his
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arm, twisted it. “Been watching yow,
take it easy,” he sa.xd. He looked at
Michael.

“Any more ideags?”’

“Only guesswork,” Michael said.
“Brogan is promoter for the new tele-
vision station, Tate worked there—
maybe Tate found g rake-off of some
kind—maybe embezzlement.”

“We'll check on it,” Key said. “And
radio parts can be traced. Once, you
know where to look, you can always
find enough.” He urged Brogan ouf
the door, and after 3 moment the si-
ren began to shriek away. :

Patricia Service said, “I don't
think I shall ever forget this horri-
ble day. Take me somewhere and hold
me, Michael.”

Michael did.



- Snooty Piper and Scoop Binney, those sappy Beantown news-sleuths,
get slated for early planting when they dig info a . . .

Hayseed Homicide

“Dizzy Duo’’ Yarn

By Joe Archibald

~ NOOTY PiPER wins a football

g pool one day and the take is over

a hundred bucks. Right away he
jumps to the nearest phone in the
eity room of the Boston Evening Star
and calls a dame. Then he comes over
1@ where I am sweating out a tough
iead on a story and says he has fixed
me up, too.

“T hope you never get sentenced to
purn.” I aniff. “Somehow you will see
0 it I am in the next chair. Why don’t
vou put the easy scratch in the bank
for a rainy day?”

“Tt is drizzlin’ outside now, Scoop,”
the crackpot says. “Anyway, how

much interest does a bank give youl
I just called Gloria Schmitzhuber an’
told her to get a friend. We will meét
the two cheesecakes in front
Piro’s.”

“How does this lead sound,

Snooty? “The indubitable fact that

84

some crimes do pay is borne out by
the following list of those called un-
solved in the files of our own police
department. The slaying of the Har-
vard College widow, the liquidation
of Benny the Burp, Bubble Gum
Vending Machine King, via the
Charles River, the assassination of
a cop and a payroll chaperone in
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Sulhvan Square and the theft of
tWenty—one grand—'"

“Abigail must be mad at the police
commissioner onece more,” Snooty
saye. “Why is she gettin’ Guppy to
needle the cops. Scoop?”

“Maybe he gave an order she
should also stop at red lights,” I says.
-Abigail Hepplethwaite is a fabulously
rich old babe out in Back Bay who
has more pull in Boston than all the
molar extractors combined. She could
carpet the road between South Africa
and Siberia with thousand-buck bills
and have enough left to pay Europe’s
board bill.

“Don’t forzet the robberies at
Braves Field and Fenway Park the
last couple of years,” Snooty says.
“Look, it is five P.M., so knock off
until tomorrow, Scoop.”

“Who was the suspects they had
on that Sullivan Square slaughter?”
__ *“Ask me the date Lee surrender
Snooty retorts. “I was the worst bum
in ancient history.”

"E MEET the blmbos in front

of Piro’s, a hot spot a block
from Park Square. I take one quick
gander at a lumpy blonde and start
to run but find she has already
hooked her arm fhreugh mine.

“Hee, hee, your frien’ is bashfu!,”
- she gizgles at Snooty, who is telling

his babe what a shame it is she has to
Jet down the old hem to gct that New
Look.

"She is a ery redhead evidently
trying to look like Hepburn, I am
sure I could of hung my hat on one
of her cheekbones. She has flared
nostrils like a horse sniffing at smoke
in 2 burning barn.

Snooty says my handicap is named
- Essie Garbitsh, and I make her spell
it to be sure. We trip inside Piro’s
and get a table behind a post, which
means at times I get a break. =

We’ll save on zombies, I says to
myself, as we have already got two.

The waiter comes and leers at us.

My babe says, “I'll take one of
, them boxcars.”
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“Make mine a clover blossom,” =
Gloria Schmitzhuber chips. '

“Yeah? An’ what will you—er—
gentlemen have?” the flunkey asks.

“Dry Martini,” Snooty sighs.

“Likewise,” T says. “But it should
be a mickey. I—"

“Them dry cocktails are fakes,”
Essie says, slapping a powder puff
against her pan until I wonder am I
in a flour mill. “I had one the other
night and spilt it in my lap and it
was just as wet as any other snort.”

I wish the joint would get raided.
The waiter seems quite glad to leave.
Then in comes a male eitizen who has
with him a snappy babe wearing a
strapless evening gown and the dolls
With us applaud.

“It ain’t the floor show yet,” I
shoke out.

“Shall we dance, sugar?’ Essie
Garbitsch says to me, grabbing me
by the arm and yanking me out of
the chair.

‘We dance and it is not easy. It is

like pushing a pusheart loaded with

anvils through Filene’s basement on
Saturday P.M. I ask the babe quite
pleasantly to stop using my left wing
for a pump handle, and she says,
“You're cute. Say, where you from?”

“Where I should have stayed,” I
retort, and then we pass Snooty and
his dame and I hear the carrct-top
ask him does he know the Charleston
It is murder,

When the music stops and gives us
a reprieve, we limp fo our table, and
then we see the odd-looking character .
wearing a blonde on each arm, The
trio is being seated at the next table
to us. The dolls are in no pain; they
are higher than prices.

“How’d they let that lug in here?”
Essie Garbitsch wants fo know. *I
thought it was a refined joint?”

But T am too interested in the ar-
rival. It is very apparent that it is
his first try in café society, for he is
as much out of place in Piro’s as a
polecat in ar aviary. He wears a
shiny blue serge suit, the sleeves of

‘ which end too soon below his elbows.



86— —TEN DETECTIVE ACES

His dome, which is as round as a
~ muskmelon, is topped by gingery
- colored hair sporting the biggest
cowlick I ever saw. He has buck
teeth and a pair of eyes the color of
blue overalls that have been through
the wash a hundred and three times.

“T wonder did he get his milking
done?’ Snooty quips, and the babes
how!,
- “If he did he never brought none
with him,” Gloria giggles. “He’s pet-
rified, not homogenjzed, Snooty!”

The oaf’s blondes yelp for red-eye.
Hiram calls the waiter and I bet all
the hogs within a hundred rniles of
Boston get on the move. A citizen in
2 tux comes over and admonishes the
hayshaker. The wrens tell him to go
and drop dead.

I lean close to Snooty.
goin’ to be good You can have the

_ ~floor show.”

“It’s my night to howl!”’ the fugl-
tive from a plough yips. “Le’s have
champagne! Four quarts, by gorry!
Li’l service here!” He bangs the table
with a fist as big as a three-rip roast
and the water jug bounces and irri-
gates the bistro floorman’s trousers.

“You tell ’em, Horace!’ a blonde
yips, picking up a big stalk of wet
celery and cramming it in the hanky
pocket of the night spot bouncer’s
tux. That does it. The outraged cit-
izen calls another employee and rolls
up a sleeve.
~ “Oh, so you wanna get tough,
hah?” the blonde yips and throws
her reticule. It hits the bouncer right
where he smells and he rocks on his
heels. : ;

- *Le’s rassle!” the ginger-locked
gee yelps and picks up the boy in the
tux and throws him halfway to the
orchestra.

Essie Garbitsch is dehghted “1

bet it’s part of the act, Scoop “What

-a renovatmn, huh?”

IVE minutes later the babe has

- changed her mind. Six tables are
_upside down and she is under one of
them Outside four big cops are load-

“This ie

ing the hick and hxs gelshas mto the :
wagon. A bouncer is staggering to
—and fro, counting his “teeth., He also
has one eye closing rapxdly' ‘The doll
in the strapless evening wrapper is
quite frantic as some wires have

~ snapped loose in the shufhe. A chival.

rous character wraps her up in some
drapes he has yanked down. What 3
rhubarb! The best part of it all is
that a lot of the tabs got stepped on

or lost.

Order is finally restored and the
orchestra plays. “Shall we danth?”
Essie says to me, and I suggest we
look for her partial plate. There is a
gap in her choppers a nice fat cigar
would fit in very snugly.

Me and Snooty get rid of the pan‘_
at one A.M,, and taxi to our rooming
house, “Iwa Jima must have been
somethin’ like that, Scoop,” the
crackpot says, taking off his shoes.
“If that blister T had would stamp
juice out of grapes instead ef dancm :
she’d make dough.” - =

“Don’t look at me,” I reply. “I

‘could of dug up better numbers in a

Revolutionary churchyard.”
We arrive at the ¢ity room the next
A .M. a trifle late. Two hours to be
exact, and it is a good thing an irate
citizen is threatening to murder Dog-
face Woolsey at the time, thereby
distracting the redactor’s attention.
“Why threaten me?’ Dogface
screeches. “I ain’t runnin’ this rag!
I just do what Guppy Says. Leggo my
lapel !” :

“It is the police commissioner,”
Snooty says.

“Awright, lemonhead, I’'ll' talk to
Guppy! No old babe, no matter how -
much of a sock she has, isn’t goin’
to make no bum out of me, under-
stand? Yeah, my boys on}y held her
up while some fire engines go by.

Only about two minutes is all! Just

a chocolate factory is on fire!”
“The way I hesrd it,” Snooty calls

out, “she told the cops so what as

she’d finance a new one. Being

- gtopped made her almost too late o

get to the bookie’s. She had a forty-
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ﬁen-one shot a jockey tipped her off
_on and— 4 :
 “You keep outta this!” Dogface
howls. “Binney, that story ready yet
- which you started ten days ago?”
“Forgetting who the suspects was
in that Sullivan Square murder -and
rabbery is holding me up,” 1 says.
*1 got to go te the morgue.”
: “You all will,” the commissioner
says, “if you.don’t lay off my depart-
ment:?”

“It would be to the best interests
of the taxpayers if we did lay ’em
off,” Snooty says. “Especially Iren
Jaw Q’'Shaughnessy. What has he got
on the City Hall?”

Dogface jumpl Op, holding the
_“paste jar in his right mitt like Lujack
of Notre Dame ready to fire a pass.
“Beth of you jerks get out of here!”
e snarls.

We go and wind up I&ter at the

Gwreek’s. Snooty says his tongue
. tastes like it was used as a shoeshine
Tag.

“Mine am’t exactly ‘hygienic,” 1
admit. “Who were the two gees that
were suspected, Sneoty?’

“There were seven
says. “I remember they picked up
Two-Trigger Atombi and Nitro
‘Armitage, the two crude operators
who later got three for five each for
2 punch job on a safe in East Boston.
Then I think there was Baby Lips
Brophy-—-—”

“I recall some cops chased 3 sedan
all the way down the pike to Ipswich
where they lost i in a fog,” I says.

“Iron Jaw took a left turn end
~dropped into a river.”

“And they sent to Newburyport
for a steam shovel,” Snooty chuckles.

~ A few days later Abigail Hepple-
thwaite takes off her spurs and nrom-
iges that the commissiener will soon

get a raise. She has had her fun. The

old doll would switch the North and
South railroad terminals around*ﬁyust
for a lark. Things move along about

. — mormal until one night me and Snooty

fake & drive along the pike with

Gioruand&meandstopatazoad—_

all ‘told,” he

side stand for hotdogs and coffee. ¥
18 mica to stop after a ride in Sneoty’s
1930 Gnash Six. There are more
»sprmgs in Death Valley than there
are in ‘his jalopy and it is a caution
how he stops without brakes.

E are wolfing the weenies when

2 goggle-eyed native traipses
in and asks for two coffees and a cup
of doughnuts. “Ha,” he says, “I ain't
meself tonight. What you think hap-
pened?”’

“You lay offen the reefers,”
Garbitsch warns.

“Huh?” says the eitizen. Then he
gets it. “Ne, I don’t mean it like that.
There was a murder last night. I
just saw the body. Somebody mur-
dered Horace Pickering. He never got
in Ipswich with his milk teday an’
his customers kept, callin’ him. Never
missed a day since he was here, so
they called the cops an’ said they
should better ccheck as maybe he was
kicked by a horse or semethin’. Well,
they did, but he vasn’t kicked by no

_horse.”

“Let’s go,” Snooty says. “How do
we get to the farm, pal?”

“Next road you come to towards
Newburyport to the right. Go about
a milean’ a half—you’ll see the police

= cars b2

“Oh, this is like a radio program,
Hssie.” Gloria Schmitzhuber - yelps.
“Let’s hurry 2

“This is official busmess < Snooty
Piper says sternly. “You and Essie
grab 2 bus back.”

“Why, of all the adulterated nerve,
Egsie!” Gloria huffs. “You'd think we
-was married to these bums!”

“Precious forbid,” KEssie snorts.
“Anyways, dearie, look at the two
ha_ndsome truck drivers just eoming
in!” She glares at me. “Get lest!”

“Come on, Scocp,” Snooty urges.

“We drive away from the roadside
stand and out onto the Pike, Snoety
hardly locking where he’s going. A
truck trailer half as long as a through
freight nearly splatters us. =

= wanﬂer hew -some gays 3& X

Ess:e
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license!” Snooty says ,mdlgnantly
while I swallow my ticker and drop
it into place. Suddenly he lets go of
“the wheel and we angle toward a
- Greyhound bus. “Horace! Why, that
was the name of that character we
saw at Piro’s with the two blondes.
They, watch where you're goin’,
Scoop!” :

- “You forget,” I choke out. “You’re
drivin’.”

We finally approach the farm and
~see three cars in the yard. Snooty
- mearly liquidates 3 pig, six hens, and
a brindle cow as we go through the
gate. A cop holds up a hand and
Snooty steps on the brakes he hasn’t
got. We stop because a barn gets in
our way. We climb out and show our
eredentials.

“I hope you are acquainted with
the Bill of Rights, my friend,” Snooty
argues. “This is a free press in the
U.S. If you want to suppress us, we
will call the U.N. The public has a
right to know—"

“Did 1 say anvthin’?”
wedges in. “Stop beefin’ and go look
at the stiff.” _

“Oh, brother!” I sigh.

The corpse is in the kitchen. We
let out twin gasps as we ogle it. It is
the remains of none other than the
character who upset the aplomb of
Piro’s not so long ago. Rigor mortis

has not spared the horses with

Horace. There are two bullet holes
through the bib of his overalls.

“Been dead for about eighteen
hours, I figure,” the vadaver connms-
seur opines.

“Hell hath no fury like a woman
scorned,”” a local gendarme quotes.
We turn and look at him. He is hold-
ing & dame’s compact in his hand.

“Don’t tell me he brought them

blondes out here!” T say sotfo voice-

to Snooty.

“Open- and shut case,” a plam-
clothes cop from Newburyport says.
“That French babe come back an’
fixed his apple cart. Or should I say
milk wagon?”

“We’re from the press in- Boston,
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the cop -

Snooty says. “I Would like to get the
details.”

“Huh? Well, Horace married the
doll only about a year ago—he got
her over from Paree,” a native ex-
plains. “It looks like he give her a
snow job about how big a place he
had and that he had a sock in the
bank. Huh, he never had a dime, an’
this place was mortgaged to the hilt.
He never took her nowheres an’
didn’t give her any new clothes. So
she runs off an’ leaves him.

“Well, she must’'ve found out he’d
been kiddin’ her as only a month
ago he pays off his morigage, paints
the house an’ barn and buys a new
jalopy. He goes off oncet in a while
oy ‘a2 bender. Can you blame the
French babe? So she comes back an’
demands her share of what he’s got.
He don’t give an’ she lets him have
it. Initials on this conipact are M. R.”

“Her name was Madelon Rissette,”
a 2op says. “We found that thing on
the floor. You can see the dishes ain’t
cleared from the table. He was eatin’
with somebody. We have called head-
quarters and have sent out the 2larm.
The doll won’t get far. It goes to

show what you get for treatin’ & .

dame like that.” E
“So all at once Horace got in the

high brackets,” Snooty says. “Say, is
this Ipswich?”

“Yeah.”

“It’s famous for plenty of clams,
I says. '

“That wasn’t funny; 'Scoop,;,

Snooty sniffs. “And shut up. I want
to think of something.” The crack-
pot sits down at the table and ab-
sently stares at the remains of a labe
repast. :

HE medical character gives an
authorization to have the ~re-
mains taken to the deep freeze. He
snaps his bag shut and makes his
exit.
“She sure turned the joint upside
down lookin’ for dough,” a cop re=
marks. ‘“Horace’s pockets were asg

_clean as a baby’s consecience.”
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“Horace bought a brmdle bull eff-
~en me a week ago,” a native says.
~ “Handed me a five hundred dollar
Dbill T couldn’t change. He still owes
me fer it.”
“Half a grand?” Snooty yelps.
“Like T been sayin’ to Edi>—" the
native goes on, “she’s my wife—it
all  happened just after Horace
-~ cleared a piece of ground to plant
in potaters. Well, he ain’t planted any
“after all that work. Edie says maybe
~ Horace struck a gold mine.’

The phone rings and a cop gei:s
it. “Sergeant Longfellow speakin’.
What? You grabbed her already?
Gettin’ on a train? We'll be right in.”

We leave two cops guarding Hor-
ace Pickering’s homestead and they
get orders to see everything is left
just as it is. We drive to Newbury-
por¢ and go into the bastille fo see
the French bzbe. No, she isn’t. She
i8 maybe the homeliest babe ever
looked cross-eyed at the Eiffel Tower.
She has no more waistline than a
plastiec balloon and the only thing

~ that could improve her looks would

 bea guillotine.

- - “Peegs an’ she-hens!” she screech-
es. “Vooze leaf me go! 1 dwd tkeél

m bom, nevair!”’

The cops grill the femme for near-
iy an hour. She admits she was in
the farmhouse at ten P.M., but left
an hour later. She tried to get enough
money out of Horace to grab a boat

__baek to Paree, but he wouldn’t cut
loose with a thin dime. She did whang
him one with a skillet but it failed
to etherize the rustic. Then she was
tossed out of the maison.

- “I get ze boss ici an’ eet ees where

- 1 been all ze time planneeng ze mur-

dair, vooze say. Bah, I want =e

American console, out! An’ anozzer:

“peegaret!”’

“A likely story, a cop sighs. “Lock
her up again. 1t'll take us a couple
of days to pin it on the babe so it’H
stick, bexs.” , :
~ “What do you think?” I says fo
~ “Let’s drive back to the farm,
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Scoop, as what I’m thinkin’ you
would scoff at. Would it seem odd to
you that a citizen should prefer
maple syrup over catr'hup on a frled
eggt;n

“Snooty, we pass the Danvers nut
hatch on the way baciz to Boston.
Stop in and get a reading, will you?”

“Tl show you, Scoop,” Snooty
says. *“Arer;t you catching on?”

“The Frog femme was at the farm
at about the right time. She admits
it,” I says. “She had the only reason
to rub out Horaee.” A

“Maybe,” Snooty says.

The cops let us in the farmhouse
again. Snooty shows me the cold
fried egg and the goo on it. There
is a bottle of maple syrup on the
table. “Huh, there is no accountin’
for tastes,” 1 sniff. “I had a second
cousin put celery salt on apple pie.”

“Yeah? Am’ you remembered it
even if he was only a second cousin!”’
Snooty yips. “You give me a swae-ll
idea, Scoop!”

“I did? Don’t mention it,” 1 says.
~_ “let's go out and look where Hor-
ace made a place to plant spuds,”
Snooty says.

What else was there to do? I fol—
low the gland ease across the yard,
over a patch of ground recently fer-
tilized and through a barbed wire
fence on which I leave part of the
seat of my pauts. We find ourselves
in a clearing and look at a pile of
brush and pieces of old stumps Hor-
ace has dynamited loose. Snocty
keeps mooching around and scon he
comes to an old half-dead oak tree
and drops on all fours. ‘

“Come here, Scoop!” he yelps, I
join him and I see where somebody
has excavated near the roots. “It is
where the hayshaker was goin’ to
plant dynamite, Scoop. But instead
he hit the jackpot.”

“What could spill out but acorns?*

- I ask, then keep my mouth open.

“Say, this is near Ipswich, Snooty
And from-here you can see the river
where Imn .Iaw fell in. They never



found the scrabeh from the Sulhvan
Square crime.

“You catch on quick, beetlehead,”
Snooty sneers. “All we have to do
uow, Scoop, is find out the where-
abouts of all the suspects they
pinched at the time. But T got an
idea.”

“T was afraid of that,” I gulp.

E GO to headquarters when we

get back to the big town. We
¢heck on several characters whose
whereabouts are of continued inter-
est co the cops. Baby Lips Brophy is
doing ten to twenty up in Maine. Eno
Saltz departed this world six months
ago after a losing argument with a
gendarme out in Woburn. Ipsy Fink
is doing & streteh at Sing Sing, N. Y.,
% sentence which will never have a
period after it. T rigger Atombi
is still in the State clink in Charles-
town because of getting caught dig-
ging a tunnel not three months ago.
His pal, Nitro Armitage 1s out on
parole.

Iron Jaw O’Shaughnessy comes in
‘a8 we get up to go. Despite the cost
of victuals the big slob looks more
ponderous than ever. He leers at us
~and wants to know what in aitch we
are up to, and how was it we hap-
pened to be out in the sticks just at
the time the apple knocker was ex-
punged by his war bride.

“It is metrophysical,” Snooty
gays. “Biniey is my psy-kick, Get it?
Come on, Scoop.”

Iron Jaw scratches his domC
“Hah,” he scoffs. “I jus’ read about
it in the paper. The way 1 figger it
the rube brought some lettuce back
from the black markets when he was
a G.I. He waited awhile before he
started the spree. Tha.t French pig-
eon’ll sing ’fore mornin’. But Ipswich

—that was where I—" He stopped
- “his mouth wide open.

- We leave Iron Jaw there playing
Jike he had a brain. We go home,
such as it is. Snooty Piper starts
rummaging through his old {runk

—TEN DETECTIVE ACES-

_Piper. Had a moll with him one night

after huddling w:th himself for al-
most -an hour,

“So maybe the hayseeder did find
the loot,” I says. “But who put it

~there?”

“Here is what I been lookin’ fbr,”
Snooty says, waving a booklet at me.

“You remember that shindig we went

to at the big house over a year ago,
Scoop? The cons put on a show and
had programs made which were like
high school year books. It was quite
a gag. Maybe what I want to know is

/in this. Ha, State Pen & Scroll.”

We look through the book. It is
a howl. Then we come to the hali-
tone of Randolph “Nitro”” Armitage.
Snooty reads the type under it out
loud.

“ ‘Born in Punxatawney, Pa. Who
knows when? Nickname, Nitro. At-
tended State Industrial School and .
got his B.S. (Burglary Specialist).
Matriculated at Lyman Reform

‘School Dorchester. Studied Civii En-

gineering for awhile but gave it up
when his tunnel ended in- the ward-
en’s office . . . Halfback on the State
Pen Tigers. Likes redheads, especial-
ly if they’'re named Lola and live in
Chelsea, and corn syrup on his eggs.
Not likely to succeed. . .”

Snooty suddenly snaps his fingers.
“That is it, Scoop!” he yelps. “Of
course they wouldn’t give maple
syrup to cons so Nitro used the next
best. I don’t know why the FB 1.
don’t come after me.’

“Be patient,” I says. “They Wln
Now what?”

“In the mornin’ we will go to East
Boston an’ brief the flatfoot who got
the goods on Nitro and Two-Trigger.

Say, I wonder if the dames are still

sore at us. That Gloria is my type,

Scoop. I'll phone her first thmg to-

movrow night after supper.”
At nine A.M. we are in the East -
Boston bastille quizzing a lumpy
dick named.O’Brannigan. ‘“Ycah,” he
says. “I kept on that punk’s tail for
ten days 'fore I got the goods on him,

==



_ #m a joint ot the road to Concord. A

~vedtop. Locked a lot like that Holly-
~wood babe, Hepburn.”
I feel faint. “No, no!” 1 says under

_ what breath I have left. “A thousand
. times no!”

 *“Of course,” Snooty scoffs. “It
would have fo be a coincidence,
Scoop.”

“This cupcake worked in a beauty

saloon in Dorchester,” O’Brannigan

goes on. “Lola somethin’ or ofher.”
“Come on, Scoop.” Snooty gets up

- and has to use both hands to lift his

hat off the cop’s desk.

“I don’t believe it,” I:says over and
over. i

“We're bein® silly,”
#oys,

We visif nine gin mills between the
ours of ten A.M. and four P.M. Fi-
nally we wind up at the Greek’s and
Snooty makes a phone call. He comes
back with his left ear as red as a
boiled shrimp. '

“She says to drop dead again,”
‘he chokes out. “It’ll be just foo bad,”
she says, “if I dare see her again
28 her boy friend is the kind would
tear off my leg and beat me to death

‘Snooty Piper

I with it afterwards. Anyway, she says

-8he expects to move to New York
very soon. Now let’s see.” Srooty
whips out his Wolf Pairol Book and
“filps the pages. “Here it is. Gloria
Schmitzhuber, Apt. B 29, Sholder
Arms. -

“Youw’ll go there all alone,” T says
flatly,

“I have pot &3 be sure, don’t 1?”
F8nooty sighs. “Suppose should nev-
ter know 7"

“Don’t you think we should con-
‘fide in the police department?’ I
. #eked sweetly. “If it was Nitro who
istashed the clams out under the old
gee, they would love to know about

“And put him on his gua,rd’”

y¥ips. “We’ll wait a couple

}mmre d:ays t0 ses if my idea will

4
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& that the French babe hasn’
sung and keeps howling for the U. &
Consul and 3 transatlantic phone te
call up DeGaulle. We walk into the
city room of the Evening Star and
find a character cleaning the empty

bottles out from under Snooty’s desk. ’

Snooty asks the meaning of it all.

“You’re fired,” Dogface Woolsey

says with relish, “Make that two ™
“I’ve changed my mind, Snooty,”
says sadly. “I would like to make suse

of Essie Garbitsch, too, as maybs

she is an ex-strangler and four-time
poisoner,” :

“Youll regret this, Dogfacel*
Snooty exclaims as we depart.

We go over to Chelsea and keep
tabs on the modest brick pueble

where Gloria hives up. At five P.M.
she enters the joint. At seven sht
saunters out.

“I feel awful, Scoop,” Snooty says.
“Look at her and tell me could she
do anything dishonest.”

“Huh? Sincet you ask me I would
bet ten to one she is not goin’ to &
Bible Class,” I reply.

“Oh, she don’t look that bad*
Snooty sighs. We trail the babe to a
delicatessen and then duck into &

doorway adjoining the baloney baw'

zaar and wait some more,

“I know how to find out if she is
really Nitro’s cupcake, Scoop. I
might take a little time.”

“What else have we got more. of
to spare?’ I snap.

Gloria Schmitzhuber tralpses out
and wends her way homeward, and
‘Snooty leads me into the delicatessen.
He flashes a fire badge quick and says
he is from headguarters. I turn te
run, but the gag works.

“The redhead that just went out,”
Snooty says to the fat dame on duty.
“Could I 3ee what she bought just
now?”’

“Sure, I scribbled it down on- thil
old paper bag an’ added it up. You
couldn’t never read me writin’, Two

pounds cold ham, half pound potater

&

' Please mention Ace FiCTION m when answering edvertisements
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salad, two dill pickles, pound of
- cheese, two apple turnovers, two

~ choe’lit eclairs, an’ a bottle of maple

=

syrup.”

We turn toward the doer in umi-
gon and reel out like two drunmks,
Snoety grabs at a lamp post and holds
om. A harness bull comes up an” taps
me on the shoulder. “Git that bum
home or I’ lock *im up. Tell *im if we
find his lost weekend we’ll get in
toueh with him.””

- Snooty is quite himself when we get
%o the next bloek, not that it means

much. “Scoop, we could still be wrong.
Two apple turnovers, two eclaxrs——
iet’s ask is she havm company.”

“Wait here a sec,” 1 says, butter-
flies consolidating the beachhead in
my stomach. “The landlady asked
this mornin’ would I git her some
thread an’ I forgot the number.™

“Make it fast, Scoop,”” Snooty says,
none the wiser. T hop into the cigar
store and call a number, talk faster
than a tobaceco auctioneer for forty
geconds, and then hang up. “Come
o, Snooty "I says.

“f mnever heard you more confi-

‘dent,” the crackpot says.

We walk into the Sholder Arms

‘aldget‘ into the elevator. We leave
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it and walk down a hall and sfop in

front of a door marked B29. Snooty

Piper knocks.

utes. Then she opens the door and
peers out.

“You!” she squawks. “Go 'way!?

Gloria Schmitzhuber
does not answer for neacly five min-

W Ap

She tries to slam the door but Snooty
has his foot in it in more ways than

one. “Lola, huh? All the time you
was a crook’s moll! So Nitro come
back to you with over twenty
grand!”’ ;

“Fourteen,”
“I mean—what am I sayin’?”’

the doll says quick.

HE is very dumb. Under her cos- ,'

metics she gets the color of a
clam that has just been steamed. Then

a door bursts open and a very ugly

and disheveled gee jumps at us with
a Roscoe in his fist. “Yeah, go ahead

an’ tell your life history, babe. Why

I come here las’ night, and every-
thing.”

“The housing shortage of course,
Nitro,”” Snooty says. “So you bumped
the farmer boy an’ got what was left
of that payroll you an’ Two-Trigger
hid under a tree. You made the mis-
take of supping with the vietim and
putting maple syrup on your eggs.
It is qmte & SCoop for us newspaper
citizens.”

“They work close with cops P’ Ni-
tro yelps at the doll. “I ought to bump

you with ’em! Well, we got to work

fast if we want to see the bright
lights which ain’t got volts in ’em,
you dumb chick! Git some rope!”

“T'll haul in the clothesline,” the
doll says. “Why tie ’em up after you
shoot ’em?”’

“Shoot ’em? No noise,
kitchen ain’t more'n three times as

| big as a phone booth an’ should fill

quick with gas. Catch on, blubber-
head?” Nitro howls.

Broadway an’ a mink coat, Baby?”
“For them I'd shoot me own grand-
ma,” the redhead cries out happily,

see? That -

“The gas will
choke the life out of them. You want

‘heading for the kitchen. Snooty Pm =
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{ooks for an out and then shalkes hxs
dome at me.

“Yeah, pal,” 1 says, a8 Nltro dnves .

- @ws at gun point inte the kitchen.
_“Let’s take it like men.”
- [ never saw you as brave as this

- before,” Snooty chokes out. “Look, |

this is for real, Scoop.” -
“Chin up, white tie for dimner,
- Snooty,” 1 says, and then we are on
 the floor getting tied up. Then the
redhead blows out a pilot lisht and .
tarns on the farewell fog,

~ *Come on, Baby,” Nitro says.

*Next stop—Broadway an’ the hot
fpots!” They go out and shut and
Yock the door.

“Scoop, it is the end,” Snooty
“chokes out and then inhales a slug of
public utility vapor.

I feel little people with ice-cold
feet run up and down my spine. Did
“f forget to give the cops the address?
My noggin gets as light as Betty
“‘Crocker’s angel food cake. Looks like
-1 did. Good-by, Snooty, ol’ pal!

It is not so bad, choking with gas.
Me and Snooty soon are romping
“hand in hand over a field of cotton

batten. Canaries are singing and
. and frogs are making with deep bong-

‘bongs in a nearby lily pond. Thers

?tﬁhm big white birds wearing blue
i ‘eoats swoop down and lift us up and
 t%we soar blithely through space. Up
M S
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except coffes, if desired. I'or breakfast and dinne: DON'T C'E'bi
S e o o g o o T, e i
your caloric intake, ani yuu lune weight !m.ural
NO HARMPUL DRUGS — NO EXEBCISE — NO COMPLI Iy
C%EB DIETS — TRY Tﬂolg PLAN AT L_AST 14 DAYB

OITS MAY AMAZE
DR, PARRISH'S NEW TASTY TABLETS are not yet w)d 8%

stores. Sood $2.00 for $2.25 3ize or order C.0.D. First box musé
satist~ or money back,

Hood Products (‘.armt Hood Building,

686 Broadway, N.- 12, N. Y. Dept. 7116
IF NOT—Why Not?
\?‘““ ""ei'; BRI AT

n'nd only 2

= gm For mmpgu"s- ‘Numbm‘ Key to your m—a ‘sond

oney Back not deiighted.

HOUSE OF NUMBERS

DEPT. TS MADEIRA, OHID

10use0 DRESSES $565

Sizes 12 to 20. Assorted colors and prmts
Better used dresses, Sizes 12 to 44...... . for $3.75
Mait $1.00 depog*t with order, balance C.O D plus postage.
Send for Free Catalog of wearing apparel for entire
family, and money-back guarantee terms.

KINGS MAIL ORDER CO.

191 Canai 8t., " ‘Dept. 222D New York 13, N, Y.,

BOOKS FOR MEN
Learn the tachnique of GREAT LOVERS! Read: HOW
TO MAKE LOVE, ART OF KISSING,- ONE OF
CLEOPATRA'S NIGHTS. Only 50 cents each. All
three—$1.00. [Cash or Postal Note.) Postpaid, Sealed.

VALCO ~— Dept. 16 -
131 Weat 42nd Sireet Now Yock 18, W. ¥.

- [, W Send us your Songs aed
3 % - Song Poems: Hollywood
20000 e
) \ B\ WITHOUT CHARGE. Lead

5 ,Pmn ETVR TR, sveets ana Rocords i
Y nished. Send song maters

| SONGWRITERS e

CINEMASONG CO. DpiR-34
Box 870, Deverly Hills, Calif. -

GAME SUPPLIES

Flats. — tops «~ loads — caps — card readess
~— inks — daubs. Game Boxes and Books.

Worite for free catalog.

0 C. NOVELTY COMPANY

Depé. 4~ 1311 West Main Sérect
OKLAHOMA CITY 4, OKLAHOMA

 00.voy STOP TOBACCO”|




96— TEN DETECTIVE ACES

'LOAN-SERVICE

Barrnw $50 to $3llll"

eedmoney oma.tterwhere
m you ¢an borrow
ik 350 00 to $300.00 thls
easy quick confidential way.

ITIS EASYTO| NO ENDORSERS NEEDED

EMPLOYED MEN and women of good
BORRO w' charaeter can solve their money
BY RMAIL!] lens quickly and in privacy with oans
Completely{ MADEBY MAIL. o endorsers or ¢o-
confidential gigners. We do not contact employers,

friendsor relatives.Convenient menth-
and private lypayments Send us your name and
cDNVENlEm' sddress and we yill mail ap) hcsﬁon
bilank and eomplete deta.i]s
plain ere is

STATE FINANCE COMPANY

303 Marine Bldg., Dept. D-88 NewOrleans12,la.

PAYMENTS

SONGWRITERS

#We are interested in all types of song poems and
Yyrics. Send us yours for FREE examination. If
accepted Motion Picture Songwriter will collab-
orate with you. FIFTEEN YEARS' EXPERIENCE.
Write to Paramount Song-Recording Studio,
Dept. T-31, Box 150, Hollywood;, Cal

FOR GOdDNFSS SAKE'! JUST TRY IT!
Go ahead . I*1i send \'du postpaid
GAILES GOCOANUT O!L SHAM
in the BIG — DOLLAR E

GOSH, Ladies S . w:u you love it . .
‘Will the men ?
? Send NOW to-—GAILE PRODU"TS. INC.
B18 N. Clinton St CHICAGO. ILLINOIS

IMITATION DIAMOND RINGS

$1.95 each or both for $3.50
Beautiful Solitaire and Wedding ring set
with brilliant imitation diamonds in Yellow
Gold-Plate or. Sterling Silver.

SEND NO MONEY

Tax and postage on Money-Back Guarantss.

CLARK RING CO.
Dept. 788 Box 5151 Chicage 80

ILLUSTRATED COMIC
- BOOKLETS
THEKIND MEN LIKE!
(VEST POCKET SIZE)
They are loaded with rare car-
{ 103, Full of Fun and Humor.
A0 DIFFERERY bookleta
sent A)repa:d for 81 in %mn

seaied wrapper. No C.
GRAYKO, Dept.noa Box 520,G.P.0.,N. Y C.3

HORMONES

Genuine TestosterGiz for Men
Now Available ~

30 tablets—Only 8

Sent to you postage-paid SAME DAY in PLAIN
WRAPPER. Order C.O.D. or, if you send check or
money-order ($6) we ship prepaid AIR MAIL.

{

Order Today
HEALTH CHEMICALS
Dept. LI, P.O. Box 1426, Los Angeles, Cal-

Pay Postman on delivery plus 20% Federal °

{

“Ain’t is wonderful, Snooty?”’ I
says. “It is & good thing all citizens

do not know what’s comin’ or they’d

all knock themselves off. Just floating
an’ floating—what did you say?’
“Keep on pumpin’,” a voice says.

It sounds like Snooty’s. “I think I saw -

his ear wiggle. Hey, Scoop, snap out
of it!”

I do. I am on the floor looking up
at some cops and at Snooty Piper. “He |
swallered enough te fry a carload of
veal chops,” another familiar voice
says. “You couldn’t never kill either
of these clucks.”

“Iron Jaw,” I says Weakly, and |
sit up. I see Nitro Armitage out in the
next room with the shackles on, and
the babe is on the sofa with him and
is not pleased with the jewelry she

has on either. The thmgs she says—

tsk-tsk!

“So you called the cops, Scoop, you
double-crosser,” Snooty sniffs.

“I hope you will forgive me,” I
cry out hysterically and make a try
for his windpipe. I faint inscead.

I am in a healing hacienda la«r
and Snooty sits at my bedside. “Well,
Nitro had to confess,” he says. “The
Sops have the rest of the loot. Glo-
ria—er—ULola says for me to pleaael
understand. She didn’t even know
Nitro was:in circulation until he
showed up last night. When. she saw
the fourteen grand, she said, she
forgot she wanted to go straight. She
aiw’t got a bad heart, Scoop.” -

A nurse comes in. She is a redhead
with greenish lamps. She gives me
orange juice. After a word or two
with Snooty Piper she gives him her
telephone number. I pull the sheets

up over my dome and seream. “No—

no! It is where we come in!”

“He’s the nervous type,” -Snooty
tells the nurse. “Look, how about a
little drive in the country when you

® knoclk off, huh? T'1l £l up with gas—"

It is then I throw the water pitch-
er. They have to make up a bed for
‘Snooty and bock him for an X-ray.

Some day I'll really get rid of him. ‘

Please mention ACE VICKION GEOUP when amswering adveriisements

{
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MEN of the Second Infantry Division —the
famous “Indian Head” Division can hold
their heads high in any company of fight-
ers. For this division is entitled to wear
the famous Fourragere of the Croix de
Guerre.

They won that honor in France in 1917
and 1918. For their combat record in World
War II, they were awarded a dozen unit
citations. Landing in Normandy June 7,
1944, the Second fought at St. Laurent sur
Mer and liberated Trevieres. It captured
Hill 192 in the vital struggle for St. Lo. It
took Tinchebray, then swung south 300
miles to Brest, which surrendered in Sep-

tember. A month later the Second was

biting into the Siegfried
Line, and in January, 1945,

taken in February and March, and by V-E
Day the division had driven all the way
to Czechoslovakia.

It takes real men to measure up to the
standards of a great fighting outfit like this.
They’ve got to be hard, alert, skilled in the
use of many weapons. Fer the ground com-
bat soldier is the most impertant man in
America’s defense. He is the keen cutting
edge of the military machine.

If you like action pride of achievement
—the comradeship of a great group of men
—there’s a place for you now in the Secend
Infantry Division. YOU can wear the In-
dian Head insignia and the green cord of
the Fourragere! Qualified men, 18 to 34,
can enlist directly into
this great outfit for 3 years

it was in the thick of the
Battle of the Bulge. Two
key German towns, Mons-
chau and Ahrweller, were

CAREERS WITH A FUTURE

U.S. Army and

U. S. Air Force

or more. G\et full details at
your nearest U. S. Army
and U. S. Air Ferce Re-

cruiting Statien.



THOUSANDS of MEN NOW'

Appear
SLIMMER

MAKE THIS TEST w)
WITH YOUR OWN HANDS
AND FEEL WHAT WE MEAN

Commander Wearers all over America Say—

¢‘Enclosed find order for 8n- g¢ on the fI thi in th
other belt. I wouldn’t be wﬂh-*momlnz. s nzun m;
out this suppones. for ten?

%I am sure you will be
pleased to know that it is by
far the best and most practical
supporter I have ever had. I
have been pleased to show it

times what nD costs.

r. G. C. 8.
St. Charles, Il

Feel Look
BETTER YOUNGER

with Commander

The Amazing NEW Abdominal Supperfer

Yes, Instantly you, tag, ean begin to feel ALIVE . . . ON TOP_ OF THE WORLD by
Joining the Parade of 'Men who are marching up the highway of happier living with the
COMMANDER, the amazing new Men’s abdominal supporter.

QGET ¢IN SHAPE' INSTANTLY AND ENJOY A HAPPY STREAMLINED APPEARANCE
The: COMMANDER presents the exclusively designed “INTERLOCKING HANDS”
principle for extra double support where you need it most. It flattens the burdensome
sagging ‘‘corporation’’ and restores to the body the zestful invigorating feeling that
comes with firm, sure ‘‘bay window’ control. ~Order this new belt today and begin

énjoying the pleasure of feeling ‘‘in shape’ at once.

BREATHE EASIER—TAKE WEIGHT OFF TIRED FEET
The helpful uplifting EXTRA SUPPORTING power of the COMMANDER firmly sup-
ports abdominal sag. The instant you pull on the beit you breathe easier . . your
wind 1s longer . . . you feel betterl
YOUR BACK IS BRACED—YOUR CLOTHES FIT BETTER—YOU APPEAR TALLER
The COMMANDER braces your figure . . you look and feel slimmer « « » your clothes
fit you better. Your friends will notice the improvement immediately.

COMMANDER IS NEW AND MODERN! -

The absence of gouging steel ribs, dangling buckles and bothersome laces will prove
8 joy. COMMANDER has a real man’s jock type pouch. IT GIVES GENUINE MALE
PROTECTION. Try this amazing new belt with full confidence . . , and at our risk
SEND FOR IT NOW!

*THE SECRET OF THE
“INTERLOCKING HANDS"

Only COMMANDER contalns this NEW
prmclple. A porous non-stretch material is
built into the Special stretch body of the
COMMANDER .. . in_the outline of two
interlocking hands for EXTRA DOUBLE
SUPPORT where you need it most. NO
BUCKLES, LACES OR STRAPS,

Enclosed

-check for another.’®

d. C. Mc@,
St. Paul, Minn,
‘I recommend the Commander

to several of my friends lng* R ived the
they are likewise impresse

with it. You shall probably
hear from some of them in the
future.*”

I am well pleased

Standish, Mich.
Above are just a few of the many

wi
would be putting it mildly—I
can see that ituzuls a(}a&\g felt q¢ h.? hexlphe’d me more tl
want, giving e needed sup- jranything ve ever tried.’®
Dr. A. M. S. port and a most com!ortablc* d.
feeling. I never miss putting

C
about a week ago. To Sa‘)'":-hli:*lﬁn nas been a great help to
e

for what it is made for. It

. 1 want to thank yo
what it has done. I mlgh?::;
han

Fort Knox, Ky.

that

10 DAY FREE TRIAL
SEND NO MONEY
Wear COMMANDER
ten days FREE. If it o
fails to do all we say, $
send it back and the
purchase price will be .

promptly refunded. SIZES 28 to 47
SPECIAL LARGE SIZES 48 1o 60. $3.98

© 1941 W. G. Co.

for 4
hese and others are on file.

SEND FOR IT TODAY—USE THIS COUPON .—

he @

L e L R P bt TT T I i T
INTRODUCTORY TEN DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER M

- i
EWARD GREEN CO., DEPT. L3AS L]
BE113 W. S7TH ST., NEW YORK, 19, N. Y. =

Send me the ‘COMMANDER'® for ten d'ays. Free Trial, T will pay postman th
special price of $2.98 plus postage. If not satisfied after wearing it ten
1 may return it and the purchase price will be promptly refunded.
BB my waist MOASUPL. o e e oo o oovossonsossaesMy NOIGht 1850, c,cnuss
= (Send string the size of waist if measuring tape i5 not available.)

=NAHE ©20000000cr00000000000000000000000000s0000ss 00000000 snns

WRADDRESS _ 0, .l it i sseeeessenene
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