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Named Commander-in-Chief two
\ days before Bunker Hill, without staff
or means, Washington had to find, feed,
. clothe, arm and train an army. And in
addition, pay his own expenses, to be
later reimbursed.

From 1775 to 1783, he kept in hisown
hand his set of books in double entry.
Each colony issued its own currency,
whose value varied with localities, had
to be changed into “lawful” money. He
travelled, often lacked headquarters,
spent days in saddle, nights in the field.

Yet so meticulously did the General
keep his expense accounts for eight
years that Treasury auditors found in
his books a discrepancy of only g9 cents
.+ - and that owing to G.W.!

Geo. Washington slipt here . ..

The Father of His Country wrote.
with fragile goose quills. Today both
GT’s and Generals use precision instru-
ments of penmanship . . . Inkographs.
Produced with tolerances as fine as
plane engines, the Inkograph is leak
proof, fast acting, smooth flowing . ...
with a diamond-hard point, sensitive
to the light touch of Wac or Wave,
sturdy enough for the heavyhanded
sergeants . . . durable for millions of
words, and the letters of a lifetime.

The preference of so many men and
women in the services for Inkographs
is a source of pride—and problems!
Their needs come first, so stores are
often shy. Please be patient.. later
there will be Inkographs for all!

The name Inkograph
on the barrel identifies the genuin

Sorry, no mail orders—only dealers can supply yor.

INK-O-CRAPH*2

Inkograph Co., Inc., 200 Hudson St.,N.Y. 13, N.Y.
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President

National Radio Institute
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$200 a Month in
Own Business

“‘For several years
I have been
business for my-
self making
around $200 a
month. Business
has sr,endﬂy increased 1 have
N.R.I. to thank for my start
in this fleld.”” ARLIE J.
FROEHNER, 300 W. Texas
Ave., Goose Creek, Texas.

Lieutenant In
Signal Corps
**T cannot divulge
any information
as to my type of
work, but I can
say that N.R.L
training is cer-
tainly coming in mighty han-
dy these days.” (Name and

address omitted for military
reasons.)

$5 to $10 Week
In Spare Time

‘“I am engaged
Spa;

I had enrolled sooner because
all this extra money sure does
ggme in handy.” THEODORE

DuBREE, Horsham, Pa.

73
Men likely to go into mili.
tary service, soldiers, sail«
ors, marines, should mail
the coupon now! Learning
Radio helps men 8et extra
rank, extra prestige, more
lntemlmng dutle:‘ MUCH

1,700 service men now
enrolled.

Mail the Coupon for a FREE lesson
from my Radio Course. It shows you how
N.R.I. trains you for Radio at home in
spare time,

And with this sample lesson
I'll send my 64-page illustrated book,
RICH REWARDS IN RADIO. It describes
the many fascinating jobs Radio offers;
explains how N.R.I. teaches you with in-
teresting, illustrated lessons.
Act Now! Many Radio Technicians
Make $30, $40. $50 a Week

Right now, in nearly every neighborhood,
there’s room for more spare and full time Radio
Technicians. Many Radio Technicians are step-
ping into FULL time Radio jobs, or are start-
ing th:}r own shops, and making $30, $40, $50
a weel

Others are taking good-pay jobs with Broad-
casting Stations. Hundreds more are needed for
Government jobs as Civilian Radio Operators,
Technicians. Radio Manufacturers, rushing to
fill Government orders, need trained men. Avh-
tion, Police, Commercial Radio and Loudspeaker
Systems are live, growing fields. d think of
the NEW jobs Television and other Radio devel-
opments will open after the warl I give you
Radio knowledge required for jobs in these flelds.
“The N.R.1. Method’’ Helps Many Make

$5, $10 a Week Extra While Learning

Many N.R.I. Students make $5, $10 a week
extra money fixing Radios in spare time while
learning. I send EXTRA MONEY JOB SHEETS
that tell how to do it!

I give you thorough training in Radio Theory
—show you how to use your knowledge, N.R.I.
trains you ‘‘from the ground up’’—covers Funda-
mentals thoroughly: Radio Terms,

Diagrams, Receiver Troubles,

vision, F.M. ivers, Transmitters;

Ray Oscilloscopes Electronic Controls, etc., are
Just a FEW of ti e iuhjects "1l cover before
you finish m;

Find out Whut N. R. 1. Can do for You

MAIL COUPON NOW for FREE sample Les-
son and 64-page illustrated book. You'll see the
many fascinating jobs Radio offers and how you
can train at home. If you want to jump your

ay—Mail Coupon AT ONCE! ). E. SMITH,

m:mant Daut 3089 National Radlo Institute,
shina

TRAINING MEN FOR VITAL RADIO JOBS

steady,

Jobs.

BROADCASTING STATIONS (top Illlutrltlnn)
employ Radio Technicians as operators,
tion, maintenance men and
well-paying technical
53(?!0 SETS (bottom illustration), a boomln

ay, pays many Radio Technicians

$40, $50 a week. Others hold their regular jobs

and make $5 to $10 a week extra fixing Radios

in spare time.

This FREE BOOK has Helped Hundlreds .-
of Men to Make More Money

in Radio.” (No Balesman will call,

Mr. J. E. Smith, President, Dept. 3DS9
NATIONAL RADIO INSTiTUTE Washington, D. C

Mail me FREE, without obligation, your Sample Lesson and 64-page book, “Rich Rewards
Please write plainly.)

installa-
d in other hselnatin




D comsme> wirh FLYNN'S DETECTIVE FICTION

EVERY STORY COMPLETE

2—EXCITING FULL-LENGTH MIDNIGHT MURDER MYSTERIES—2
Come along on a

Slay Binge H. H. Stinson 10
With Pete Rousseau,- head Plant Secyrity at Air Parts, Inc., currently saddled with a 'a'ip!e-t.hmt
assignmentx find the boss, a(&er him up from a three-day bmge and cleay im of a murder rap.

It’s no reflection on your palrioticm to beware of a

GI Doublecross.......ceoeeeeeeee. Robert Martin 40
The Boss had said: ““Get to that girl a.nd keep after her. Find out about her brother!” But Jake Allen
was dead, so the papers said, and still “accidents”” were occurring which wrecked and killed and effec-
tively crippled the country's mrplane production.
A SMASHING COMPLETE SERIES-CHARACTER NOVELETTE
Help “High” Price count the

Corpses on Parade Dale Clark 68
As that 'ﬂmrpahsotmg shakedown artist clears up one phase of the Ponsett Beach Tragedy and ¢the mys-

tery of
3—THRILLING SHORT DETECTIVE STORIES—3
Watch out jor that guardian angel in wolf’s clothing,

The Whisperer.. Thorne Lee 31
Who acted as Paul Cornwall’s Pied Piper of doom the night of the hotel fire,

Be sure your timepiece doesn’t turn out to be a

Death Wateh. .- ot e s Ralph Eldred 65

Like Little Roys. Tupper County had feud killings, liquor killings and killings over women, buf no
murders—except. .

Just sit back and brace yourself, for
This May Hurt a Little Ken Lewis 81

Life had passed Horace B. Potts by—until an infected molar, the Jnxon kids and murder entered his drab
little worﬁi at the Harvey Street bus stop.

AND—
We want to know if you are
Ready for the Rackets A Department &

In this revealing series giving the lowdown on currently popular swindle-schemes. Here's a chance to test
your ability as a reporter and win $5.00 at the same time.

The April Thrill Docket 6

Some of the sure~fire hits scheduled for production in the next issue.

Cover: “Dynamite would be attached to the war plant’s time clock. . . .”
From: GI Doublecross.

- e -

-~
The April Issue will be out March 7th

Published once & month by Popular Publications, Inc., 2256 Grove Su-eet Chicago 16, Illinois, Ed.norhl md (;:{aou ve offices

E ‘orty-second Street, New York, 17, N. Y. Harry and Harold 8. th, Vice
e d:;tt En T:euurer Entered as second- chsa matter Ao:i‘m 24, 1944 at the Post Office “at_Chicago, Ti., er Act of
March 3, 1879. Title regm.rni pendlna at U Patent (‘Apyrlxhud 1945 by Popular Pnlmcnums. Inc. All

reserved under the Pan American Copyright Oonmntlon. Single Sc, Yearly mbscﬁ

Foreign p‘:::tam 75¢ addmonal Suburln on Departmen 205 Ezﬁt 4’.'nd stnct. New York, | v’" li'or utmn; nu,
address Sam J. Perry, 205 E. 42nd St., New York. 17, pts should be sent to Editorial Deptrtmant. 201
East 42nd sz New York, 17, N. Y., d by a dresaed envelope for their return If ubusable. The
publishers cannot avocg’;‘n ‘Tesponsibility for return of unsolicited mmnscrlm. though all care will be exercised -fn handling
them. Printed in U,




CLIEITRER MMCYHBNTS with

fresh Eveready Batteries
pafed'

“Keep your eye on the Infaniry — the doughboy
does it!” Won't you lend a few dollars to shorten
the war? Buy more War Bonds!

Ricrr NOW, of course, the supply of “Ever-
eady” flashlight batteries for civilian use is very
limited. Nearly all our production goes to the
Armed Forces and essential war industries.
Their needs are tremendous and must come
first.

But when this war is over, you'll be able to
get all the “Eveready” batteries you want. And
they will be new, improved batteries...they will

give even longer service, better performance. A ERADEENAUK

The word “Eveready” is a registered trade-mark of National Carbon C Ine,




THE APRIL Ready for the Rackets
THRILL DOCKET A Department

Racketbers and swindlers of all sorts are lying
in wait for you, eager to rob or cheat you o
your hard-earned cash. All you need to thwa
them, gward against them, is a forekpowledge
of their sehemes and methods :[ operation. Write
in, telling us your own personsl evperiences with
chiselers and oon men of various gsorts. It is our
tniention $o publivize-—withholding name,
if you wish—the information you have passed on
- paying $5.00 for every letter used. No letters will
be retyrned unless accompawied dy a stamped,
self-addressed enuvelope, nor cam we enter nto
correspondence regarding same, Address all let-
7 ters to. The Racket Editor-—DIME DETECTIVE
WE VE heard of one-armed burglars, asth- MAGAZINE, 205 B. jend 8t., N. Y. 1%

matic confidence men, crippled forgers
and deaf murderers—all of whom seemed to be ;
able to engage in their nefarious occupations E DON’T urge that you view all refugees
despite their sundry indispositions and physical trying to make a living in a new country
handicaps. But until we’d read MERLE CON-  with suspicion—but watch out for “Mary and
STINER’S new novelette—The Affair of the her daughter” and their kind!
Bez’giddfen };ickpocke(ti—-we hal;ll never encoun- The Racket Edit
tered a female dip so decrepit she couldn’t hoist € hal 1oL
herself out from under the counterpane of her DIME DETECTIVE MAGAZINE
sick-bed, yet still managed to ply her pilferous Gentlemen:
shenanigans with eminent success.

We Philadelphians were warned recently

You’ll meet the ancient Lucinda Pellman in by our police in their usual cryptic police-
our next who will revise your ideas—even as bulletin lingo to beware of a pair of female
she did our own—regarding the qualifications flim-flam artists, “Mary and her daughter,

whose racket is selling five-and-diie lace as
expensive imported stuff they called Irish
lace, smuggled in from Ireland via Capada.

This is a pair of dyed-in-the~wool female

necessary to become an adept purse-snatcher.
She couldn’t leave her bed, she could barely
move her emaciated arms, she just lay there

a.nd smiled bravely at the world—and prac- wolves in shawls and kerchiefs masquerading
tically stole the world’s eye teeth as she suf- mostly as Irish refugees, but otherwise as
fered. Czechoslovakians or other quaint European
folk—stranded here in the so great United

“Lay off the case or you'll get your scalp States, yearning to return to their beloved
parted,” the Dean was warned. But that, of family in dear old Erin or bonnie Scotland
course, was like telling W. C. Fields to go on or some. other wee bit of a country in central
a milk diet. He promptly mixed in, Magnum Europe or the Balkans, where some women
and all, to cool off the riddle that hung on an :,;Z‘Lf;’g:v ;‘l;gdf“:‘;ﬁebf:g;m expert at making
old lady’s warm earlobe. The trouble with Mary and her daughter
- is they're broke and half-starved (according

to their fine line of blarney) so they must sell

their treasured lace though it almost breaks

their hearts to part with the fine old Irish

stuff. Their very heart-strings are tangled in
it, apparently (also their pursc;-stringsg).

Plus another gripping Mr. Maddox novel- So if you want to be a hig-hearted sap
ette by T. T. FLYNN and several additional =~ you can pay Mary and her daughter many
short and long thrill treats by a.fine roster of tlmeshthe 5 cems-a-yg;d value f°"f*-h’5 lace

our favorite crime-fictioneers. and throw in an extra hity per cent for sweet
y charity’s sake if you wish, bless your heart.
This great APRIL issue—no foolin'—will ~ The warm-hearted, charity loving Irish them-
: selves are especially likely to fall for this

be out on March 7th. fligreed, embroidered line.

“Mary and her daughter” are forty-five and
thirty, and they operated this same fine old
Irish lace racket back in 1931 and 1932 right
here in Philly. It's hard to tell how man
U.S. cities they have bilked or what place will
take a lacing from them next.

Herbert Peter Jones
Philadelphia, Pa.

(Continued on page 8)




HOW TO MAKE AND FIX
THINGS FOR YOUR HOME!

“ R E NOW.— TS EASY! BIG, NEW COMPLETE GUIDE HAS

S CIEW VAR VA T TS L EVERYTHING BEGINNER OR EXPERT NEEDS TO KNOW!
Now make the things you've wanted . . . do the
7 DAY TRIAL! Tt Brs e B

p in wood and metal working . . . ShOWH yOm
M-mﬁsnm’znveume. money, labor. See how essily you can
follow the amazingly simple picture Mail

now for 7-Day FREB examinstion. Send no money!
Here’s How fo Beat High Prices, Scarcitios!

Even ’ve never dled tools our life—you ocan
Srep Motbods of mmﬁ'&mﬁumm it ew kind.of b;o'k'.‘h.lg
easy ’t possi WIODE « o o &
Qae of dmerica’s und:m‘x:mmm& languaga &nd over 1000 helpful
pictures.
fine 8a 0 to $50 by -
s e B todet,
framing your own pict:
Tepal

tire lem Fﬂm to. make
~ Jﬁ.'i'- tray, -oornbﬂ
other things.

STERP-AS EASY AS A-B.c;
CAAN : '

Look at this Partial List of
Ermm You Can Make and Dol
MAKING Dra Prevention

—Nest of Tables Plnt‘:u? Framing

—Medicine Cabinet [lass Cuttin
} —Combined Cabinet Fitting & Re%llﬂhl
;',*:’., Screen - Fitting ﬁmp
= gea pramesaes
:mmmmm Fm,n:u guhqs':“‘ ete. /“\ /
—Table Lamp = Cguverting / \ Now Rooms For Old—
i Wiy Vi et s § A S B Az pad e B0 90
—8_Burglar-proof ¢, 0rxshon ot oabie d A Y aifr
Choice and Care of s /A { dy
e
Shelf Bracket p T \ ! cabin
—a biects of Motal Wax Polifb!'.g: : )\ : \‘ ‘ | ttglu. "G’u
ench Garden Cholee of & Lathe “m = § AW
088 Sheet-Tin Work X
Ben!hg!m Vgrl
Furniture Repairs Etch on Brass,
Panelling a Room Copper and Steel
Replacing Sash Paperhanging
Interior Painting

Cords
Lifting Floorin Grainin
And :wny :ﬂur things .nv‘" have
FUN making and doing with help
of this new book!

’_—-———————

ﬂ
: Qs aRiNaoR G ]
Examine 7 Days FREE! | :vovunaes i

31 W. S7th Street, New York 29, N. Y.  pp3

Without send me
Send No Money! Mail Coupon NOW! I ﬁ»ﬁ?ﬁ:ﬁ?‘?;o;‘&;nﬁ'?ymﬁpf’_:ﬁ% I
There never has been & book like “It's Fun wouldn’t small dexed, handsome cloth bin At ena
T, Jake Tt Yourseit: 354 BIG pages, orer pric. Lot s send 1t Bu e Stk 1 | Seok & il rotim Book"and ove nothing
—all"tho facts you should know absut ullde o0 for Gno week's free e Hon. o $1.95 one month later (lus a few cents

5 Then, if you’re delighted with it (as we'rs || postage charges).
doRidh walblatn shassanins Curng fop OIS, 70U Wil bo) Send anly $1—and ame N | ] LSk HER I Y0u doeio besmiul De-
your tools; joints, jointing; finishing wood. mMOnth later pay small balance of only $1.95 l Simuiated Leather — gorgeously  grained, l
Wwork: wood turning; wood, metal construc- (Plus few cents postage). stamped in genuine giit, Only $1 extra.

tion projects; how to do home repairs, main- X, for reason, you decide not to keep NAME ....0.
fenance: fundamentals of house-paintings book, mm:-:y it and oywoe nothing, You have l

TR o

Maatering, oJiDerbauging; big sectlon Of everything to gain, nothing to lose, by male | AopmEss
Ellnhtomn.keforgudm. ing FREE Examination Coupon’ NOW to R RO R R A 370
MAIL COUPON NOW! Book Presentations, 31 West 57th Street, CITY oo At STATE, .... Seie

(Please List Zone Number — if any)
HECK HERE AND SAVE MORE. SHIP-
PING WEIGHT 3 Ibs. Send full cash
'with this coupon and we will stand
'shipping costs. Same return privileges!
S T SR T G BT RS D E0ED s ml)

©nce you go through this practical guide you New York 19, New York,

1
MAIL FREE EXAMINATION COUPON TODAY!"



Ready for the Rackets

“O

(Continued from page 6)

fidence game!

The Racket Editor
DIME DETﬁIVB MAGAZINE

~ Genflemen:

Recently I thought I had been shown the
proposition that would put me and my family
on easy street—a wonderful feeling for a
man nearing sixty.

My enthusiasm was prompted by the most
exciéni_‘proposiﬁon that, during forty years
of selling, had ever come my way. I had
bumped into an old acquaintance by chance,
a man I had known years ago tn another part
of the country. I'll call hifn Mr, A. It was
lunchtime, neither of us had eaten, so we
dpoided to lunch together and talk over old
times. I hadi’t known Mr. A very well, but
as we talked, he mentipned many people I
knew in the old days and before long I was
beginning to feel he and I had many mutual
friends and a d deal in common.

He encouraged me to tell him what I had
been doing since we had known one another,
and I soon found myself confiding that I
hadn’t set the world on fire, but had made an
average income, had my home paid for and
some funds in bonds and in the bank.

Mr. A, revealed he was tremendously en-
thused over the discovery of an old friend of
his, a secvet formula that would present one
of the greatest sales possibilities in history.
His friend—Mr. B, I’ll call him—had dis-
covered a chemical formula to make, at
amazingly low cost, luminous house numbers.

“Just think,” enthused Mr. A., “a discovery
that will have a sure market with every
house and apartment in the whole U.S.A.1”
Mr. B., he confided, was no salesman, no
manager, onl¥ good at chemicals. “I want you
to meet him,” Mr. A. continued. “He’s badly
in need of a sales manager and I'm convinced
you're the man.”

“But how about you?” I asked.

“Oh, I'm to be the general manager,” he
explained. Then he went into details. What
a wonderful sales talk the idea would make!
Who wouldn’t want attractive, easily-read
house numbers? Best of all, it used no
lights, no electrieity, no expense after the
initial moderate cost. The chemicals cost
very little and the profit would be over sev-
enty-five per cent. I was frankly interested.

Mr. A. arranged an interview for me with
Mr. B., who seemed interested only in the
chemical aspects. The more they told me of
the luminous house number proposition, the
more eonvinced I became that here was a
sales idea with universal appeal. Everyone
%Kgxl!d have it; a sales scoop all over the

When Mr. B. had accepted me as the sales
manager, and I was certain this would be a
sales sensation, Mr. A. said it was time for
a legal contract to be drawn up. Mr. B,, in

NE of the greatest sales possibilities in
history”—amother name far the old con-

T

his unbusinesslike manner, said he hesitated
to tell us, but he would have no money for
a lawyer’s fee. He said his fumds had been
almost exhausted by the cost of expetiments,
Bving expenses, chemicals, application for
gatent, ete, Mr. A. took this hard, but finally
e suggested he and I go in togetﬁer and pt
up a small amount for the lawyer’s fee, and
for the shipment of chemicals Mr. B. said
he kad ordered—enough to start us on our
campalgn in that city.

Mr. A. did some figuring and finally pro-
posed that he and I each put up a huhdred-
dollar cheek and, in excliange, Mr. B. would
give us a sealed cepy of the formuda as
security,

We were agreeable, disbanded for the time
being, and met later in the afterncon to
make the exchange. Mr. A. said he had ar-
ranged with the lawyér for us to meet next
day in his office and draw up the contract.
He and I would each put up an additional
amount to start the company going and bind
the deal—say two hundred dollars each, a
small sum for so large a project. In exchange
for furnishing the capital, we would share
equally with Mr. B. in company profifs. Mr.
B. was somewhat reluctant to this last idea,
but finally agreed to the terms.

Mr. A, and I each gave Mr. B. a check
for one hundred dollars, received our sealed
envelopes containing the secret formula, and
arranged to meet the next day at ten in the
morning.

That night, for some reason, I became
suspicious. I decided to open the envelope.

ough I knew little of chemicals I coutd
see if the formula sounded logical, perhaps
look up a few of the ingredients, then reseal
the envelope. I steamed it open, unfolded the
pages. There were four blank pieces of paper
in the envelopel My security for one hun-
dred dollars!

The next morning I went to the designated
meeting place for a showdown. Mr. A. and
Mr. B. did not appear. I went to their hotel
and was told they had checked out the night
before. I called the lawyer they said they
had engaged. He had never heard of either
of them. I never saw Mr. A. or Mr. B.
again. My sure way to gold-;‘)aved easy street
had turned into a slug behind the k in
a dark alley.

C.D;
Stanwood, Wash.

HE magazine-subscription swindle is still
going strong! Here’s another version of

the racket that cheats the public out of thou-
sands of dollars every year:

The Racket Editor
DIME DETECTIVE MAGAZINE

Gentlemen:

I taught in a small fown in South Dakota
where the Superintendent of Schools had a
very rigid rule about allowinhg solicitors or

(Continued on page 94)



Learn by Doing!
Use real Radio
Equipment Furnished
with your Course

l'.l !ar TEL'VISIO\I.
the RADIO
ﬂl:nV!CE Bualneu. Here is a
mensationally improved way for
get the right training—
roved system
study iIn spare
even minutes—
and have the ndvnntago of actual
shop experience behin
‘This exclusive lhop method of
home training comes to y
from one of the world’- greatest
voeatlon‘l educational centers—
resident training shops and
xpmmental laboratories of Na-
tional Schools. It is the sound,
practical training based on ac-
tunl experience of qualified in-
and engineers who
hnve Drepared thousandn of Na-

Send for FREE Lesson
and Prove to Yourself How
Quick and Easy You Get
Ahead in Radio by the NEW

SHOP METHOD HOME TRAINING

h imine the Nat: 1 8! ithod
Be Sure In Post-War P e b e

Now, right now, is
the tim

of H 3

vlnc.d stuﬁ the lesson we will send
u FREE. No obligation of ID: sort,

!'lll out the coupon and mail

it today.

t expansion after
e war. The fleld is
wid

n he
broadcasting stations
~ in industry — will
make quick progress
with small capital in
their own business,
Soldiers, sailors and

tional
in me rld!o lndustry

men
forces hava tn:}ned at National

the
being made

is
the best teach-
er. You learn
by experience
wﬂth he ex-
clusive Natlon-
al Shop-Method
of Home Train-

ts and do experiments with the
big kits of standard radio p:
included in your training equip-
ment at no extra cost to you.

Build a superhetero-
e receiver. Make
tests and conduct ex-
periments that show

you the why and how
of electromcs Build
audio oscillator,

signal generators and
other instruments with
the parts and supplies
included in your course.

“F.M.” Means Futare Money

PFrequency Modulation
1

have been

granted by the

government

C.C.allover the

country. arn

what this mean-
you.

of
licenses

y
in modern radio, television and
electronics. It is time tested.
National Schools has been train-
ing men for higher pay and
greater opportunity for more than
a third of a century. Fill out and
mail the coupon below for details.

Shop Method Training Wias Good Jobs

‘“‘“My latest offer
was $5,800.00 as
mdio Photo Engi-

but I'm
dolng wexl where I
m now engaged.,
am deeply indebted
to National” —
Joseph Grumich, Lake Hiawatha,
New Jersey.
“‘Due to my train-

ratory_work of Navy

and  Marines.”” —
R. R. Wright, Black-
foot, Idaho.

“I believe Na-
tional offers the best
course to

Read what hundreds of other
enthusiastic students have writ.
ten about National Training.
Send in your coupon today.

8. Government

npunlmhlp.

See for Yourself

Now, right now, is the ttme
to grasp the great opportunity: of
today—a successful career for to-
morrow. Get into the big money,
rapid advancement, a position of
importance. A BUSINESS OF
YOUR OWN. The industry i{s ery-
ing for trained men everywhere.
A rapidly expanding business—
probably the greatest in indus-
trial history—holds out the prom-
fse of a rich future—prosperous
security. But to win it you must
be ready. Well-trained men ONLY
are wanted

NA'I'IONAI. SCHOOI.S

 Legirn for yourself just how easy
 this SHOP METHOD HOME TRAINING gives

< youthe practical;down-1o-earth.

LOS ANGELES 37, CAlIFORNIA €ST.1905

3 Include your sone number
L-------------------------------

B National Schools, Dept. 3-PP [
§ 4000 South Figueroa Street, Los Angeles 37, California |
] (Mail In envelope or paste on penny post card) [ ]
§ Mail me FREE the two books mentioned in your ad including a j
1 sample- lesson of your course. I understand no salesman will call
on me. L}
] L]
BNAME ...ooiiniiiiieiiiiitiieinainanens AGE~......0.0 B
B ADDRESS" oiu v oo s oo v e owaseisie e L}
] ]
CITY =o'aciips Lasesieeriiiaann . STATE. cevsaen
| ]



SLAY BINGE

By H. H. STINSON

Author of “Keep ’Em Dying,” eic.

Pete Roussean, head of Plant Security at Air Parts, Inc.—that's me—
currently saddled with a triple-threat assignmens: find my boss, Abe
Lorimer, sober him up from a three-day binge and clear him of a murder
rap. Big drinker and big liver is the boss, yet liquor never makes him
ugly; he just gets mellow. But there sure as hell was a body—with
half its face blasted away—and Abe's prints on the murder gun!
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CHAPTER ONE
Murder for Sale

HE taxi skidded to a broadside stop on

the icy street in front of Radio City. I

cursed Abe Lorimer for being a i’ush

who had a million dollars and the brains to

make Air Parts, Inc. one of the big cogs in

war industry, big enough to awe me into
taking a job as head of Plant Security.

If 1 hadn’t held that job I’d have been in

sunny—anyway, not icy—California at the

moment instead of giving imitations of an ice

11




12 -H. H. Stinson

revue on taxicab wheels in New York City.

I'd hopped in an the four-thirty flight to La
Guardia Field bécause twenty-four hours be-
fore the secretary to the vice-president at Air
Parts had got this wire:

LORIMER NOT YET CONTACTED
ME. UNDERSTAND HE IS ON BIG-
GEST BINGE OF HiS CAREER. IF AIR
PARTS NO MORE SERIOUS ABOUT
OUR DEAL THAN THAT CAN MAKE
OTHER ARRANGEMENTS, WHAT
ﬁ%E YOU GOING TO DO ABOUT

The wire was signed, Marshall Dexter.

Until the wire came in, I'd never heard of
Marshall Dexter. If Nat Kirk, vice-president
of Air Parts, had been in town, I probably
wouldn’t have heard of Dexter then. It was
very hush-hush stuff for post-war production,
I'd been given to understand—something
about a process that made plastics as hard as
steel amf just about impervious to heat. It
promised Air Parts big business when recon-
version cut airplane production to the bone
and it was so important that it had been
handled only by Abe Lorimer, president, and
Nat Kirk, wice-president.

But Abe was on a binge in New York and
Kirk was somewhere between Chicago and
the Coast on a snow-slowed Streamliner. So
Pete Rousseau——that’'s me—had been nomi-
nated to bail Abe out of his binge and get him
back to earth. I’d done it before, in Wash-
ington, in New York, in Wichita. I could do
it again.

Don’t get Abe Lorimer wrong. He was
terrific. He'd been a 1918 fighter pilot, a barn-
stormer, a test pilot and finally a guy with an
idea he had built into Air Parts, Inc. with an
eighty-million-dollar volume in the last year.
He was a big bear of a man who worked like
hell when he worked and once in a while de-
cided to play like hell. But this was the first
time I'd ever known him to get playful when
the chips were down.

Nat Kirk wasn’t off quite the same shelf as
Abe but he was a valuable guy around Air
Parts. He'd been first an Army flyer and
then a test pilot and when Abe started the
company, he’d come in as an engineer. Now
he was vice-president, a production genius
and hard to get along with, probably because
he was always driving, always trying to
squeeze more out of every man and move than
there was in them. Even so, he was undoubt-
edly the man responsible for winning Air
Parts its “E” for production sixty per cent
above schedule.

Hard to get along with or not, I wished
Kirk was with me.

The cab skidded three times more before
it pulled up in front of the Commodore where

Abe stayed in New York. I gave the driver a
four-bit tip and my St. Christopher medal,
figuring he’d need that if he were to continue
driving the rest of the evening.

I should have hung onto the mwedal. Five
minutes later I was in another cab, skating
toward Fifth Avenue and the Pal Mall
Apartment Hotel. Abe had checked out of the
Commodore four days beforg, saying his
daughter was coming down from finishing
school at River Hill and he needed an apart-
ment. .

At the Pall Mall, which was a super-ele-
gant dump in the Eighties, I got on ttie house
phone under the suspicious eye of an assistant
manager and asked for Mr. Lorimer’s apart-
ment. A woman’s voice answered. I'd ex-
pected either Abe’s voice or that of a girl.

The voice said: “Mr. Lortmer isn’t in.
Who's calling, please?”

“Pete Rousseau. Am I speaking to Miss
Lorimer ?”

“Yes, this is Joan Lorimer. Who did you
say was calling?”

I said: “Miss Lorimer, we’ve never met but
your dad may have mentioned me to you. I'm
Pete Rousseau, head of Plant Security for
Air Parts, and I’d like to see you for a few
minutes. It’s important.”

The voice said hesitantly: “Well . 5 . ”
Then: “All right, Mr. Rousseau. Will you
come up in five mmutes?”’

FIVE minutes later to the dot I was ring-

ing a doorbell on the fifteenth floor. The
door was opened by a very pleasing eyeful.
Joan Lorimer was tall, slender and very much
on the smooth and sultry side. She had brown
eyes and black hair and looked to be about
twenty, a sophisticated twenty. She wore a
pink-and-silver negligee and here and there I
could catch glimpses of frilly orchid under-
things that must have set Abe back plenty.

Both the girl and the outfit had a stagy
flavor that didn’t go with my ideas of finish-
ing schools—but, I concluded, what did I
know about finishing schools?

The girl shut the door and we went from
the foyer into a huge high-ceilinged living
room. A great window at the end of the room
framed the lights and snowy expanses of
Central Park like a Christmas card. I won-
dered why Abe Lorimer couldn’t stay home
nights and enjoy this view instead of causing
a tired detective a lot of work. The girl
snapped me out of it.

She said: “What was it you wisheéd to see
me about, Mr.—"

“Roussean,” I said. I got out my Air Parts
ID card with picture and prints on it, showed
it to her. “I've flown on to talk to your dad.
T've got to make it fast. Can you tell me
where to find him?”
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The girl studied me for a moment with
dark, opaque eyes. Then she apparently made
up her mind. She said: “I don’t know where
Dad is. I haven’t seen him since I got to New
York. I've been worried—I don’t know what
to think.”

I knew what to think—that even for Abe
this was the binge of binges. I said: “When
did you get in?”

“Three days ago.”

“Have you heard from him? Phone calls?
Wires? Anything?”

“Not a word.” Her rouged lips began to
tremble and suddenly she looked still twenty
but not sophisticated. “I haven’t known what
to do. I was afraid if I got le alarmed and
Pad was workin§ on something he wanted
kept quiet—well, I...”

“0.K.,” I told her. “Don’t worry. I'll locate
him. Nothing’s happened to him.’

Her lips stopped quivering and her dark
eyes were keen. She said: “Has he been drink-
ing again?”

Well, as long as the little Lorimer gal knew
about Abe’s benders, there wasn’t any reason
for me to hold out.

“Could be.” :

“Then how can you find him? He might be
anywhere, passed out in some cheap hotel or
arrested or hurt.”

I said: “You don’t know your dad as well as
you think, Miss Lorimer. He’s got the en-
durance and capacity of three guys and.he
doesn’t pass out. He just keeps going until he
gets tired of it. And even when he’s plastered,
he doesn’t like cheap hotels and he doesn’t get
pinched because liquor never puts him in a
ﬁghting mood. It makes him everybody’s pal.
So don’t worry. Either he’ll turn up by himself
or I'll find him.”

A phone rang in a bedroom off the big living
room. The girl turned, her face lighting up.
She said, almost under her breath: “Maybe
that’s Dad now”

She went into the bedroom almost on the run
and I heard her lift the phone. She was nerv-
ous because I heard the imstrument clank
against the cradle as she picked it up, dropped
it, picked it up again, -

I heard her say: “Yes, this is Miss Lori-
mer.”

There wasn’t anything else then for about
ten seconds. The silence ended with, “No—
no” from her, words that were like little moans.

More silence and then : “But I—I don’t know
what to say. Wait—please wait . . .”

Almost instantly she was in the bedroom
doorway. She was holding the back of one
hand tight against her red mouth as though to
keep her lips from shaking themselves to

shreds. Her eyes were big and round with
shock and horror, She stumbled a little com-
ing toward me.

I grabbed her by an elbow, steadied her.

“What is it?”

A bare whisper came around her hand. “A
ﬁ)an-—on, the phone. He says Dad has—

RS

“Has what?”

“That Dad has murdered someone! Talk to
him—oplease I”’

On my way to the bedroom door, I steered
her to a chair. In the bedroom I scooped up
the phone, said: “Hello.”

A voice at the other end didn’t sound
startled when I came on. The voice was
smooth, a little on the tenor side. It said:
“Who are you?”

I didn’t see any reason or secrets, I told
the voice who and what I was,

“0.K., pal,” said the voice. “Maybe you're
just the guy we want to talk to, seeing Lori-
mer is your boss.”

“What’s it all about?”

“Didn’t the Lorimer gal tell you what I
said ?”

I told the guy that Miss Lorimer hadn’t.
She hadn’t, in fact, told me much. And, any-
way, whatever there was to hear, I wanted to
hear it first-hand.

The voice said: “Certainly, my friend. It
seems that we've been hoisting plenty with
Abe Lorimer and finally he is but full of
sch ps_n

“Who is ‘we’?” I wanted to know.

“Myself and a couple of guys. So Lorimer
is getting pretty nasty. He has a boom-boom
we can’t get away from him and there’s one of
our pals he gets really sore at. Finally he
makes with the boom-boom and a certain
party is cold meat. You get me?”

I said I got him. “Where’s Lorimer now?”

“He has departed for anonymous parts.
Now here’s an idea, my friend. If we had,
say, about fifty grand, my pal and I would be
so busy spending it, we couldn’t even remem-
ber Lorimer. Why don’t you come over and
talk about it?” . :

“Where?” ,

He gave me an address in the upper West
Fifties and added in his tenor voice: “Be
smart and don’t bring along any boys in
blue. We're in the clear but it would sure
mess up your boss.”

THE address was a dingy, narrow brown-
stone of five stories with a Rumanian
restaurant on the ground floor, an umbrella
repair shop on the second and what looked
like two vacant floors above that. There were
lights in the top floor where the tenor had
said he’d wait for me.

I was alone, Joan Lorimer had been crying
into a wet ball of handkerchief when I left her
but she’d said she would be all right.

Snow was beginning to fall, most of it
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seemingly down the back of my neck. I went
into a faintly-lit vestibule to one side of the
restaurant entrance, rang a bell that I figured
was for the top floor. Presently an elec-
trically operated latch jiggled on the door in
front of me. I opened the door and began
climbing toward a patch of light four flights
up.
pThe man in the patch of light, when I got
there, was about thirty. He didn’t look tough.
He had on tweeds that had been made by a
good tailor. His hair was curly and blond and
he had a face that was good-looking and just
on the point of going jowly.

He said, “Roussean?” in a smooth tenor
and when I admitted that, he stepped aside.
“Come on in.”

I motioned him in ahead of me and he
laughed.

“Quit worrying. This is no trap. So you
can also take your fist off the rod in your
pocket.”

I followed him in and shut the door. There
was another lad there, slouched in a big chair.
He was younger than Curly. He was dressed
well, also, but with a Broadway snappiness.
His face had that wise, pinched look you find
a lot around Times Square. He had shoe-
button black eyes that watched me through a
haze of smoke from his cigarette. Whether
his voice was a tenor like Curly’s I never
found out. Through the whole conference he
didn’t speak a word.

The room was medium-sized with an old-
fashioned marble mantel and nondescript
furniture of the living room type. A hallway
led, apparently, to a bath and a bedroom, the
place occupying the whole floor. There was a
half-emptied quart of rye whiskey on a
table and Curly poured himself a drink,
squirted seltzer and leaned against the mantel.

e asked if I'd have one and when I shook
my head, he said: “O.K. So what do you
think of our little proposition ?”

“On the surface,” I said, “it stinks. Just
because you say something took place, should
I believe you?”

He said, “Come on,” and walked into the
hallway. I trailed him and we went into a
bedroom. There was a man curled up on the
floor. I couldn't tell what he looked like be-
cause one side of his face was partly gone
and the rest of it was covered with blood.
He'd been dead foer hours. I could tell.

Curly swallowed some of his drink and told
me: “There’s our late pal. There’s one slug
in the wall, the one that went through his
noggin, and there’s another somewhere in his
chest. We’ve got the gun tucked away and it
has Lorimer’s prints on it. Now how about
it? Is it worth fifty grand to Air Parts to
have us hand you the gun and we forget the
whole thing ?”

“You’re still asking me to buy a pig in a
sack.”

Curly got a little impatient. He said: “Look,
stupid, if you want to keep your boss out of
trouble, you're in no spot to bargain. We've
been drinking with Lorimer for three days
and we've all been seen together in a dozen
spots. One place we even got thrown out be-
cause Lorimer tried to rhumba on top of the
bar with Lennie—"

‘lWho ?!’

“Never mind,” said Curly. “That was a
slip. But it ought to prove to you that I'm
leveling.”

“0.K.,” I said. “Let’s concede that Lorimer
polished this lad off. Why was he sore at
him?’

“For no reason. He was riding all of us.
Out of a blue sky, he shoots our pal.”

“Why not all of you?”

“Why does a drunk do or not do any-
thing? Anyway, I slugged him with a book-
end hefore he could do much else. He dropped
the rod and took a powder.” Curly finished
his drink. “Now make up your mind. Do we
get fifty grand or do we jam Lorimer up?”

“I'm only the head cop at Air Parts,” I told
him. “I don’t carry that kind of scratch
around. T'll have to long-distance somebody
who can say yes or no.”

“How long will that take ?”

“Thirty minutes,” I said. “I'll be back here
in thirty minutes.”

I went out and down the stairs. The curly-
headed man’s story was as full of holes as a
Navy target but, if Abe’s prints were on a
gun that matched a bullet in a guy’s body, it
still added up to trouble. Fifty grand, I knew,
wouldn’t square the trouble but I still wanted
a decision from somebody higher up than me.
I hoped Nat Kirk had finally landed in Los
Angeles.

After getting ten bucks in change at an
Eighth Avenue bar, I found a phone booth.
It took fifteen minutes and the use of an Air
Parts phone priority to discover that Kirk had
reached the Coast and to locate him. He was
playing handball at the Sunset Athletic Club.
Because I knew there were two or three oper-
ators on the relay to Los Angeles, I double-
talked him.

“I hear from certain guys,” I said, “that a
friend of ours is jammed for hunting out of
season with a foaded gun.”

The sound of Kirk’s sharply-indrawn breath
came three thousand miles to me. But he was
quick on the uptake. He said: “What kind of
game was he shooting ?”’

“It looks like a skunk to me. Anyway, the
skunk is washed up.”

“Keep going.”

I said: “It’s hearsay to me. But certain
amateur game wardens say they saw it and
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can forget it for fifty—and I mean that's
grand. What do we do?”

Kirk swore at me, at Abe, but without
naming him, and at certain other parties. He
said: “To hell with a shakedown! Where’s
our friend?”

“Still on the loose somewhere.”

““Then still everything until I get there. €an
you?

I said I didn't know.

;’VVhat’s your idea?” Kirk snarled. “To pay
o b 12

I said: “Pay-off’s never lead anywhere ex-
cept to more pay-offs. If that had been what
you told me to do, I was going to turn in my
ID badge.”

“To hell with your ethics!” he snapped at
me. “If I'd said to pay off, you’d have paid
off. I'll get the first plane out of here and you
keep things in the air until T arrive. I want
to handle this myself. And find our friend
meanwhile.”

Outside it was really beginning to snow. I
should have had skis but finally I got back to
the brownstone front. Inside the vestibule I
rang the fifth-floor bell, The catch jiggled
and I went inside and climbed. I didn’t know
just how I was going to stall Curly and his
pal, but I had to do it. I had to find out who
they were, who the dead guy had been. I had

to find Abe Lorimer and ie; his story, if anp
I figured I was going to be a very busy guy
for a while.

EN I got to the fifth floor the door
swung back and I walked in. A man ina
blue Guard’s overcoat and a very snappy gray
felt covered me with a stubby .38, There was
no sign of Curly or his pal.

I said: “Hello, Joe.”

Joe McGann, who is probably the most
famous cop that ever covered the Broadway
beat, didnt lower his gun for at least thi
seconds. He was a slim, youngish fellow wi
a neat Irish face. He still looked, as he had
for fifteen years, like a polo-playing stock-
broker. But I don’t have to tell most people
about McGann, the cop who has Broadway in
his vest pocket, the guy who never smokes,
never drinks, never gambles and knows more
people and has more friends along the stem
than any five other guys put together. I'd only
met him twice and years before but I hadn’t
forgotten him,

inally the gun muzzle drooped a little, He
said: “Wait a minute—don’t tell me. It’s
Rousseau, Pete Rousseau.”

I said: “We both have good memories.”

He didn’t put the gun away. “The last time I
saw you, Pete, you were Los Angeles branch-

To make slick, easy shaves a snap;
So toughest whiskers lose the scrap,

Use Thin Gillettes—save dough

and time—

.. Four thrifty blades cost just a dimel
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agency boss for Consolidated Detectives.”

“Patriotism got me,” I said “I took a Plant
Security job out there with Air Parts, Inc.”

“Sort of out of your territory, aren’t you?”

I shruggeéd. “Let’s quit kidding around, Joe.
You've heen in the bedroom ?”

“That’s right.”

“O.K. And who was here when you got
here?”

“Only the guy in the bedroom.”

“How did you happen to show up?’ I was
curjous.

“I was having a ginger ale at Shor's. A
call came in fc - me. gome guy, I.didn’t recog-
nize the voice, said I might find something
interesting here. Now suppose you-quit asking
questions and tell me some answers, Pete.
What are you doing here?”

I'd been doing plenty of thinking as fast as
I could. MeGann was one of the smartest
cops in New York. With me as a starting
point, he was sure to find out about Abe Lori-
mer and Curly and his pals. If I gave him the
runaround now, what he’d give me and Abe
later would be the lumps and worse, I had to
come clean with McGann, chancing it that he’d
work with me, not against me. I came clean,
holding out only the Marshall Dexter business
which I figured was a company matter.

McGann listened. Finally he put the gun
away. He said: “Come on in the bedroom,
Pete.”

We went to the bedroom. It was the same
as before, except that an Army automatic, a
.45, now lay on the floor halfway between the
door and the body.

I said: “Who’s the guy?”

“There’s no wallet, -no papers, no nothing
on him,” McGann told me. “I don’t recognize
what'’s left of his face.”

That meant the dead man had never been
around the Stem much, if at all. McGann
knew everybody. I gave him a description of
the curly-headed man and his silent friend.
They, too, dida’t seem to ring any bells in the
detective’s mental “gallery.

McGann said: “This setup I don’t get. If
they were waiting for you to give them an
answer on the fifty grand, why did they pow-
der before you got back? Why did they leave
the gun here, if that’s it, when it meant giving
up a chance for a shakedown?”

“You riddle these riddles for me,” I said,
“and I'll know why someone, probably one of
the two guys, tipped you off.”

There was a phone in the room. McGann
reached for it, saying: “We’ll get answers
when I get some help over here. I'll find out
who’s been renting this apartment and—"

“Before you do,” I cut in, “there’s one thin
I want, Joe. Keep Abe Lorimer’s name out o
it for twenty-four hours.”

“Why should I?”

“War effort. Air Parts has over seven
thousand employees. If their big boss is named
as a killer suspect, it’ll shoot morale at the
plant for days, maybe weeks.”

“What happens at the end of twenty-four
hours ?”

“If I haven't whitewashed Abe completely
by then, use your own judgment.” When he
finally nedded an O.K., I said: “Thanks, Joe,
Now I’ll go out and throw my weight around.”

McGann said mildly : “Stick here a while.”

I stuck around. Presently the apartment
was full of cops and detectives. After fifteen
minutes of watching them, I cornered Mc-
Gann. This time he said I could be on my
way.

“I'm letting you roam on one condition,
Pete,” he added. “You're to look for Lorimer
and let me know the minute you locate him.”

I said that ’d do just that and went out
and down the stairs. I knew why MeGann had
had me stick around. He wanted to put a guy
on to tail me,

CHAPTER TWO
Lennie the Wild Woman

I’D expected that and I didn’t mind.  Before
I'd gone two blocks in the falling snow
toward Fifty-second Street, I'd made the guy.
He was a big beefy lad in a woolly gray
overcoat and a E:ay Homburg. I didn’t make
any attempt to lose him and I hoped he liked
pub-crawling. I meant to do a lot of it.

There were two things I had in mind. First
and mest important, was to locate Abe Lori-
mer, find out his side of the story and then get
him tucked away before he got into any more
elambakes. The second thing, if I couldn’t find
Abe, was to come across the track of the
dead man, Curly and their reticent pal.

Curly, I knew, had been leing six ways
from d center. He might have been with
Abe Lorimer for three days but he hadn’t been
drinking' with him for that length of time—
Curly had been in much too good condition
for that. And, as I'd told Joan Lorimer, the
boss never went ugly when he was drinking.
He just got more and more mellow until he
began giving his shirt away. So, if he had
pulled the trigger on a guy, it had not been in
a senseless, drunken rage.

I bad to locate those two guys and prove
Curly had been lieing. The only teads I had
were that the last time I'd been in New York
with Abe he had done most of his drinking in
the bistros of the Fifties between Sixth and
Fifth and that there was a girl named Lennie
who had done a rhumba with him on a bar-
top somewhere, Lennie, as a girl’s name, was
unusual. Somebody might remember her, give
me a lead to her.
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The first spot I hit was Moe and Mike’s on
Fifty-second Street. With my Homburg-
hatted shadow at one end of the long bar and
me at the other, I had a short beer. After a
while I asked the white-haired, pink-faced
head bartender if my pal, Abe Lorimer, had
been in this evening. He said he didn’t recall
knowing Abe Lorimer.

I said: “He had a date with a gal named
Lennie. You know, the one who gets up on
the bar and does rhumbas.”

“I don’t know the lady,” said the barkeep.
“But tell her to stay out of here. We serve
everything on our bar but rhumbas.”

It was more or less like that up and down
Fifty-second Street, and Fifty-third. Some
of the bartenders knew Abe Lorimer but
hadn’t seen him in some time. None of them
knew a girl named Lennie. All the while I
stayed with short beers. The tail in the Hom-
burg finally quit on his sixth beer and just
came in places to wait for me.

By actual count the El Sinbad on Fifty-
third was the fifteenth place I hit and with the
same resulf.

By then I was awash with beer. Down
in the men’s room I was getting brushed off
by a colored boy when the door opened. A
little man came in. He wore a plaid overcoat,
a yellow shirt, a red tie and a green hat and
he winked at me.

He said : “Fancy running into you here, pal.
Don’t rush off. I want to talk to you.”

We left the washroom and stood at the end
of the bar.

The rainhow man said: “I heard you ask
about a gal named Lennie at three spots, a
gal who does rhumbas on the bar. The way
you ask, you don’t know her. For a century
I'll tell you who she is.”

I laughed. “No.”

He finally got down to twenty-five and I
nodded. I passed out some Air Parts’ ex-
pense currency.

The rainbow man said: “A wild gal named
Lennie sings down at the Chez Clancy on
Bank Street. She’s up this way once in a
while.”

1 figured he could be handing me one of
those yarns or maybe not. It was worth the
chance, especially since Air Parts was paying
the twenty-five. I headed for the street and
had a time for myself watching my Homburg-
hatted tail going nuts trying to decide whether
to stick with me or pick up the rainbow man.
He finally chose me and we rode down to
Christopher Street on the same subway train.

The Chez Clancy was somewhat of a drum,
tucked away in a basement on Bank not far
from Bleecker. There was a wan blue neon
at the entrance, showing through the falling
flakes, and the door was down two steps into
an areaway. I went in, followed in a minute

by Homburg-hat. Inside, at the front, there
was a round bar and beyond that a fairly big
room with tables surrounding a dance floor.
The tables weren’t too crowded.

A floor show was going on in the clear
space at the moment, with a male dancer in
gold paint throwing around a girl in G-string
and bra. A placard said, Greco and Greta.

At the bar I ordered an Old-Fashioned. I
was tired of beer. My shadow just stood,
acting weary. While I was waiting, I looked
around. The bar was jammed. There were
servicemen, guys from uptown, guys you knew
didn’t come from uptown. There were wenches
with hair hennaed and bleached and black.
There were three lads I knew—at least I
knew about them.

NE of them was a citizen named Sam

Knight. He was a tall, lean and wiry speci-
men with a very handsome pan, spoiled only
by a scar and a wisp of blond mustache, He'd
been an Army flyer back in the early
"Thirties, a test pilot for Continental Aircraft,
an ATS flier and he hadn’t lasted at any of the
jobs. I knew because he had applied for a
job at Air Parts eighteen months before and
I’d made the security check on him, Nobody
had said anything concrete against him—they
had just refused to commit themselves as to
whether he was O.K. for an Air Parts job.
So Air Parts had skipped Sam Knight, I
knew him. He didn’t know me.

The other two men I'd never met except
through newspaper photos at a time when the
Brooklyn D.A.’s office had gone after them,
but without success. They were known as
Georgie One and Georgie Two and between
them they were supposed to control a good
many of the capers that went on in the big
city.

Once there had been a Georgie Three but
he had been liquidated through an unfortunate
misunderstanding with a crapshooter up at
Saratoga Springs. Oddly enough, the crap-
shooter had also been liquidated shortly after-
ward by parties unknown.

Georgie One and Georgie Two could have
been twins in assorted sizes. Georgie One
was six-feet-five and Georgie Two was five-
feet-six. But each wore beautiful clothes by
the same tailor, each had a face that looked
as though it had been hollow-ground and each
had the same surface geniality about one-
thousandth of an inch deep. They were talk-
ing to Sam Knight and Sam Knight was
drinking it in. ;

It was all very interesting but I lost in-
terest just then because the dancers went off
to minor applause and there was a fanfare.
A waiter changed the placard to read, Lennie
—The Wild Woman. There was a lot of
applause. ,
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A girl with a mop of red hair, dressed in
very little of a green dress, came from a door-
way at the left onto the floor. She did, and
with plenty of talent, a ditty about a gal on a
bus: It wasn’t for children.

While she was getting a big hand, I went
out among the fables and picked an empty one
on the aisle near the door. A waiter with a
Bull Montana pan eyed me but didn’t say
anything. Lennie, the Wild Woman, did an-
other song about The Old Jerkie From Albu-
gucrque. That was good, too—good and blue.

he did two more blue songs and, to much ap-
plause, headed for the doorway.

I’d picked a table she had to pass and when
she got six feet away, I leaned over as though
I were hunting something in the aisle in front
of her. She had to stop.

I said: “Pardon me, Lennie. But I'm hunt-
ing for something. It’s fifty grand that Abe
Lorimer, your dancing partner, is giving
away to people. Why don’t you hielp me hunt
for it

I straightened and looked at her where she
had stopped. She had a pretty face, hard like
plastic. Everf\; patch of makeup on her face
was outlined by the pallor of the skin around
it. She didn't say anything, just walked
around me and out the exit.

Another act came on, a guy who was sup-
posedly a comedian. After a little of it, I
got up and headed for the doorway where
Lennie, the Wild Woman, had disappeared.
I knew from her reaction that she was the
right gal. I didn’t quite make the doorway.
A Latin boy in a snug tuxedo came out
of the doorway. He highsigned to a boy with
a receding forehead and outstanding muscles
and the latter came across the floor. They
did a pincers on me,

Latin Boy manhandled me down an aisle of
tables toward the bar. I stuck a foot between
his ankles and helped him do a nip-up over
a table, upsetting drinks and people. The boy
with the sloping dome let me have it behind
the ear. Latin Boy got up and between them
they hustled me past the bar. My shadow in
the Homburg hat made a very amused
audience. Sam Knight and the two Georgies
were mildly interested.

Latin Boy and Receding Forehead got me to
the door. Somebody opened it. Receding
Forehead slugged me in the stomach, Latin
Bay gave me the heave-ho and I went out
into the snow, slid up the two steps to the
sidewalk and sat dowh. I got up and leaned
against a lamppost two doors down. Hom-
burg: Hat bounced out quickly, stood looking
around for me. I said: “Here I am, chum.”

He came through six inches of white stuff
to me and I saild: “What the hell—didn’t Joe
McGann tell you to stay with me? So you
let them sock me around!”

The shadow had a fat face, dewlaps, two
teeth that stuck out like those of a rabbit. He
laughed at me. “Joe told me to tail you, not
to bail you out!”

I felt like slugging any one of his chins but
I’ve found it’s bad policy to slug coppers, even
the dumber ones. So I walked away from
him to the Christopher Street subway station.
We rode up to Thirty-fourth Street and I
walked over to Penn Station. As usual, there
was a terrific crowd jammed in there and
Homburg-Hat couldn’t take a chance of
getting separated from me. He stood right
next to me in the Concourse train. I waited
until a matron weighing at least a hundred
and eighty was standing by his side.

Then I reached over hehind him and pinched
the riatron down south. She jumped two
feet, turned in midair and slapped Homburg-
Hat across the jowls. Then she gripped his
lapels and started screaming. Three guys
grabbed him. He was getting slugged while
I was walking away. I felt better.

HIKING back to Sixth Avenue, I found a
drugstore and a phone booth. I meant to
contact Joe McGann and have him pick up
Lennie, the Wild Woman. First, however, I
decided to check the Pall Mall and see if, per-
h}ilps, Abe Lorimer had finally showed up
there.

The girl at the Palt Mall switchboard tald
me, yes, she thought she had seen Mr. Lorimer
come in a short time ago. But she couldn’t
put me through to his apartment just then be-
cause the phone was busy. Would T wait? I
said, no, I wouldn’t wait. I forgot about Joe
McGann and headed for the street and a taxi.
I wanted to get to the Pall Mall before Abe
got notions to go somewhere else.

It was twenty minutes later when I rang
the bell at the fifteenth-floor apartment. I
had to ring twice before the door opened.
Joan Lorimer, still in the pink-and-silver
negligee, looked plenty startled when she saw
me,

I said: “Is your dad still here?”

She didn’t open the door right away. She
said: “But how did you know he was here?”

“I find things out.” She still wasn’t opening
the door but I took care of that diplomatically
by walking at it as though I expected it to
open. It did.

“Where is he?” I asked her.

She nodded toward the big living room and
I went on in ahead of her. Abe Lorimer was
sitting in a big chair under a floor lamp. He
looked reasonably but not entirely sober and
he showed plenty of evidence that he’d had a
rugged three days. His square jaw needed a
shave badly, his eyes were bloodshot, and his
thick mop of gray hair was a shambles. He
had a ragged cut over one ear, crusted with
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blood. His bearlike shoulders were hunched
a little as he stared at me.

He said flatly: “Hello, Pete.”

“Hello, Abe.”

Joan Lorimer was crossing the room to
him. She stood behind his chair, stroked his
cheek tenderly. She said: ‘“Dad, you’ve got to
go to bed now. Please!”

Abe’s shaggy head nodded. He said ab-
sently: “O.K., honey.”

I said: “That may be a good idea, Abe. But
a better one is to talk to me for a little while
first.”

The girl said firmly: “Dad’s going to get
some rest before he talks to anybody. Can’t
you see, Mr. Rousseau, that he’s about half
dead? Dad, please do what I ask.”

“Yeah.,” To me he said: “I'll see you later,
Pete.”

I got a little sore. ‘“Look, Abe, we haven’t
got hours and days to kick around. In case
you don't realize it, I'll tell you that you're in
one hell of a jam.”

Abe’s grin was lopsided, grim. “You don’t
know the half of it, Pete.”

“Then you’d better tell me the half I don’t
know.”

“Dad,” said Joan Lorimer, “my advice is
to turn in.”

“All right, all right, Joan,” said Abe. “Tell
you what, Pete, I'll get my duds off while you
go down to a drugstore and get me some iodine
and tape. We'll talk when you come back.”

. There was nothing I could say to that.
Going down in the elevator, I crossed a sus-
picion off my list. From the moment I'd seen
Joan Lorimer, I'd felt there was something
phony about her. Her manner, her clothes had
seemed wrong for the daughter of Abe Lori-
mer and the product of a super-duper finish-
ing school. And it had seemed to me that she
was doing some acting, and pretty good act-
ing, when that phone call came in about Abe
having killed somebody. In the back of my
mind I'd nursed a notion that maybe she
wasn’t Joan Lorimer.

But Abe should know his own daughter
better than I did.

I had to walk two blocks to a drugstore,
two blocks back. When I got to the fifteenth
floor again, I was more than a little surprised
to find the apartment door ajar by a good two
inches. I cussed Abe. Probably he’d taken
wings again after getting me out of there on
an errand he could have sent a bellboy to
handle.

I walked in, closed the door, crossed the
foyer. I took one step into the big living
room and Joan Lorimer, standing in the
center of the room in bra and panties only,
be%an to scream. She looked as though she
had just jumped off her knees beside Abe
Lorimer’s body. She was a very pretty ex-

panse of pink and white curves. The bra and
panties didn’t ameunt to much and ntost of
what I could see of them was occupied by a
big embroidered monogram that said V' V/,

The big fellow was sprawled on the floor,
face up, and one temple was a welter of blood.
The skin of his forehead and cheek was pock-
marked with powder burns.

The girl pointed a long finger, crimson at
the end with nail polish, at me and left off
screaming long enough to choke out: “You
did it! You shot him!” Then she began to
yell again.

I grabbed her in nothing flat, shook her into
?ilen'ce. I said: “What happened? Make it
ast!”

“J-just after you left the room, somebody
fired a shot from the foyer.”

I started shoving her toward the open door
of the bedroom.

She struggled and snarled: “What the hell
are you doing ?”’

I didn’t tell her. I hoisted her into the bed-
room, noticing that someone had been pack-
ing a bag there, and shut the door. I locked
it, put the key in my pocket and got over to
Abe Lorimer in a hurry. He was breathing
but each breath was slow, shallow. I got on
the phone for the house physician and inside
of four minutes he was upstairs, working on
the big fellow.

HE WAS cleaning the wound when the
apartment buzzer rang. At the door, when
I opened up, was Joe McGann. He was sore.

He ripped out: “I gave you a break and
what do I get back? A runaround!”

“Cool off,” I told him.

“Cool off, hell! Where’s Lorimer? I know
you’ve got him here.”

“That’s right,” I said. “Come on in. I'll
introduce you.’

We went into the living room. The doc,
who was a gaunt, methodical man with glasses,
had the wound pretty well tidied up by then.
He looked up. “The bullet grazed Mr. Lori-
mer’s temple.”

“How bad is it?” I wanted to know.

“That’s hard to tell. There might be a
fracture, perhaps only a concussion. Shock is
present, of course. We'll have to get him to
a hospital where we can take X-rays. I'll
phone for an ambulance.”

While the doc was on the phone, Joe Mc-
Gann cocked an eye at me. He said: “Start
talking. Who did this? How did it happen?”

“I can’t tell you who did it. I think I can
tell you how it happened. There’s been a girl
here in the apartment posing as Joan Lorimer.
I had my suspicions of her but when I showed
up half an hour ago and found Abe here, he
spoke to her as he would to his daughter.
That threw me off the track.”
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McGann looked puzzled. “If she wasn’t
his?’(’iaughter, why would he help the frame-

“I can figure onl{ one answer to that—he
couldn’t help himself. The way I dope it is
that when Abe arrived here, there was a guy
in addition to the girl. The guy put a gun on
Abe. Then I rang. They told Abe that he'd
better play along if he wanted to live and the
gunsel went into the darkened bedroom where
he could see but not be seen, ready to blast
both Abe and me if Abe said a word out of
line. Abe tried to save my neck by getting me
away on a phony errand—that would be like
him. Then he probably saw a chance to make
a break and got creased for his pains. The
guy though he'd killed Abe and scrammed so
fast he didn’t even slam the apartment door.
But the girl had to get her duds and pretties
together and I walked in on her.”

“When did you wake up to the fact that it
was a frame?”

“The minute I came back. Abe was on the
rug and the girl was here in her bra and
panties. On each she had the monogram, V' ¥/,
and that doesn’t stand for Joan Lorimer in my
alphabet. Then she told a bum story about Abe
having been shot by someone standing in the
foyer. There were powder burns on Abe’s
forehead and cheek. He’d been shot from
less than six feet away.”

“Where’s the girl now?”

I pointed toward the bedroom door, took the
key out of my pocket. McGann unlocked the
door. There wasn’t any girl there. We went
on from the bedroom into a bath with two
doors. The farther door opened onto a hall
and the hall led to a breakfast room and the
kitchen. The service door of the kitchen was
open. McGann told me he thought I was a
dumb louse and barged out through the ser-
vice door.

Five minutes later he was back in the living
room, just behind two stretcher bearers from
a Mt. Olivet Hospital ambulance. They car-
ried Abe out carefully, McGann looked frus-
trated, sour.

In response to my lifted eyebrows, he said:
“She got away, thanks to your thick skull.
Now don’t give me an alibi—about you wanted
to see if Lorimer was O.K. I’d have done the
same thing.”

A reaction like that was what made folks
like McGann. :

He went on: “Twenty minutes ago a thin
guy with a pimply face went down in an ele-
vator from the fourteenth floor. The operator
said he’d gone to fifteen an hour ago. That
was your gunsel.”

I said: “Well, I suppose you want to know
what I’ve been doing.”

“T already know,” said McGann. “We
picked up Lennie, the Wild Woman, just as

she was about to scram. She says she doesn’t
know a thing except that one night she did
go out with Lorimer and three guys she
knew only as Harry, Paul and Willie, and a
gal named Vera Vivian.”.

“That would be V' V,” I said. “You work
smoothly, Joe.”

He growled but he wasn’t displeased. “You
don’t think I put on just one guy to tail you,
do you? The second guy picked up the little
whosis that tipped you off to Lennie. We got
your twenty-five back but I've already do-
nated it to the Police Pension Fund. So then
we picked up Lennie. We heard how you'd
been tossed out.”

“Why,” I said, "if Lennie didn’t know any-
thing, should she have been so panicked when
I mentioned Abe Lorimer? Panicked enough
to have me bounced out?”

“Well, she said one thing. She’d heard
Harry or Paul or Willie say something about
Abe being' worth more money to them if he
was stiff. She said it sounded like a killing to
her and she was frightened.”

T asked McGann how he’d happened to show
up at the Pall Mall.

“I had a guy staked here with Lorimer’s
description. Lorimer showed up alone in a
cab and my man got a message to me, I’ve a
damn good mind to run you in for holding out
on me about Lorimer turning up and about the
Lennie girl. What became of that guy I put
on your tail?”

“The fat guy? He enjoyed seeing me get
bounced around at the Chez Clancy. Then he
ran into some tough luck up at Penn Station.
Semebody pinched a woman on the southern
exposure and she thought it was your fat boy.
The last time I saw him he was in the middle
of a clambake.”

McGann swore at me but in an absent-
minded fashion. He took a turn up and down
the big rug. “What do you make of this
caper, Pete?”

I said I was damned if I knew. “It could
be a slight case of blackmail. I think it's
complicated with a kidnaping.”

“What do you mean?”

“Lorimer’s daughter. She was supposedly
coming down from school at River Hill to be
with Abe. She hasn’t been around—the other
girl has. We'd better call the school.”

I put the call through to River Hill and got
a woman who said she was the assistant dean,
I had to alarm her a little to get what I
wanted. She finally told me that Abe Lorimer
had wired from California to arrange a school
furlough for his daughter and that Joan Lori-
mer had left River Hill three days before. I
got a description which didn’t at all fit the
girl who had posed as Joan Lorimer.

With the description to go on, McGann got
Missing Persons quietly busy but I was not
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particularly optimistic about what could be
accomplished that way. One girl arriving in
a city of seven millions along with thousands
of other ttravelers could disappear like a drop
of water in the Atlantic. If we could locate
Curly and hfs pal or Vera Vivian, we'd get
a lot quicker action and, now that McGann
had a fairly complete picture, the cops could
do the locating better than I could. Otherwise
we’d simply have to wait unitil Abe could
talk, if ever.

I checked with the hespital and learned that
Abe had been taken immediately upon arrival
to the X-ray room and they didn’t know any-
thing yet.

McGann began to prowl the apartment,
going through luggage, dressers, closets and
not finding anything interesting. It had been
forty hours or so since I'd seen a bed and
there were a lot of unused bedrooms in the
apartment. I chose one, said good night to

«cGann and turned in.

CHAPTER THREE
The Two Georgies

NEXT morning, early, I did some phoning.
I got the usual old line from the hospital,
that Abe was doing as well as could be ex-
pected. Missing Persons still had no lead on
Joan Lorimer. And I couldn’t locate Jee Mc-
Gann anywhere. After breakiast I plodded
through slush to the subway and went down-
town to William Street where Marshall Dex-
ter, the inventor, had his office.
Dexter probably wouldn’t knew anything
about the shenanigans of the past three days,

inasmuch as he had already complained that
Abe Lorimer hadn’t contacted him. But I
thought I ought to look the guy up and stroke
his back a little until either Abe or Kirk could
take over. And I also wondered, although not
too intensely, how Dexter had known Abe was
on the biggest binge of his career.

A myopic, faded blénd girl in Dexter’s
outer office asked me to wait, Mr. Dexter now
being in conference. I cooled my heels on a
bench for fifteen minutes before Dexter’s
office door opened and Sam Knight came out.
About that I was both glad and sorry.

I was glad because the presence of Sam
Knight in Dexter’s office suddenly tied to-
gether quite a few loose ends. But I was
sorry that he had to see me. The look in his
eyes when he found me there, a look that was
at first startled and then carefully blank, said
that he remembered me as the guy who had
talked to Lennie, the Wild Woeman, and had
subsequently been thrown out on my ear.

Knight shook hands with a dumpy little
man with gray hair and spectacles and went
out without another glance at me. The myopic
blonde highballed me and I followed the
dumpy man, who was Marshall Dexter, into
his office. Dexter had spots on his vest, his
suit needed pressing and his tie rode casually
askew as theugh he habitually wore it that
way. His Blue eyes were sharp, alert. He was
ne dummy. I intreduced myself.

He said: “It’s about time somebody from
Air Parts showed up. I made a verbal agree-
ment with Abe Lorimer some time ago that
when I was ready I'd deal with him. But if
he’d rather drink than do business, I'll have to
make other arrangements.”

cLoSE UPS
ARE FUN!
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‘Things will get straightened out very
soon now,” I told him. :

“It had better be quick. I’ve strained my
finances perfecting this process and I have to
get money coming in. Other people besides
Air Parts have the money ready.”

“Sam Knight, for instance ?”

He gave me a penetrating look from under
his eyebrows. “Do you know Knight?”

“YI know a lot about him. How much, off-
hand, will it take to put your process in pro-
duction ?”

“A quarter of a million perhaps, plus an
advance royalty to me. What's that got to do
with it?”

“Just that it makes me wonder where Sam
Knight fits in. Sam has never seen that kind
of money.” »

The dumpy man got out a black, crooked
cigar that sold at two-for-five and lit it be-
fore he answered. Then he said thoughtfully,
through a cloud of acrid smoke: “There's no
reason why Air Parts shouldn’t know they
have competition. I have a verbal agreement
with Abe Lorimer and I know that the courts
uphold verbal agreements. But the way Lori-
mer has been stalling around, I don’t think
they’d uphold this one. You can take this
message to Lorimer—he has twenty-four hours
to sign wp and Sive me a check for the ad-
vance royalty, Otherwise I deal elsewhere.”

I said I'd take the message to Lorimer,
“But,” I told him, “Pm stilly curious about
where Knight gets such big money.”

“Don’t worry about that. And I’'m willing
to tell you this—he’s offering me a hundred
and fifty thousand advance and a higher
royalty. But I'll still deal with Lorimer if he
Eets down to business within twenty-four

o’?‘%&" ,
ere wasn't any use of my arguing the
point. ¥ said: “How did you learn L?)gimer
was on a binge? Did Knight tell you?” He
nodded, and I went on: “Also how did Knight
get wind of your process if you've been deal-
ing only with Air Parts?”

I employ half a dozen assistants at my
laboratory. I suppose one of them talked. It
doesn’t matter a great deal since I'm the only
one who knows the entire process.”

I said good-by and thanks and headed for
uptown and the hospital.

At Mt. Olivet I found a plainclothesman
sitting outside Abe Lorimer’s door. Nat Kirk
was prowling up and down the linoleum of
the corridor like a caged wildcat. That, in
fact, was what he always reminded me of,
beinig small, compact, sandy-haired and with
a rugged, pugnacious face. He never seemed
to be able to get places as fast as he wanted
to and, although he often made plenty of people
sore at him, he-had the knack of forcing them
along at the high speed he liked. That’s why,

I suppose, he had become Air Parts’ produe-
tion genius.

He caught sight of me, spun and whipped
down the corridor at me. He said: “You're a
hell of a swell cop to let a thing like this
happen to Abe! And what happened? I
;zz’t get anything out of this flatfoot at the

r."

I didn’t let him stir me up. I had known
that this jackpot of trouble for Abe and the
company would put him on the fight, even
more than usual. I said: “How is Abe?”

“lI don’t know. They won't let me in to
see him.”

Just then Abe's door opentd and a house
doctor and a nurse came out. Kirk’s chunky
body swiveled on them as though he were
going to hit someone.

The nurse looked scared but the house doc-
tor stood his ground. He said: “Mr. Lorimer’s
still unconscious. We're going to take more
X-rays.”

Kirk snapped: “Is there any reason we
can’t see him?”

The house doctor said he didn’t think it
would mean anything but we could go into the
room for two minutes. Kirk barged around
him and into the room before the cop at the
door could do anything about it. I followed
Kirk and the cop followed me.

BE was a mountain of bed-clothing with
only a bandaged head and part of his face
showing above the covers. His skin was
gray and he breathed slowly and stertorously.
Kirk stood looking down at Abe for a while,
his face scowling and grim, and, oddly, also
a little tender. He'd been with Abe and close
to him for a long time.

Then he said, more to himself than anyone
else in the room: “Some time I'll catch up
with the rats that did this. God help ‘em
when I do!” ] '

Knowing Nat Kirk, I was sure the guys
would need some help from above.

We walked out. When we were in the
corridor again, Kirk put his grip on my arm.
Pm not delicate but his fingers bit into my
muscles. He said: “What have you learned,
Pete? Whe did it?”

I said‘I didn’t exactly know who had blown
Abe down and was about to go into details
when Joe McGann came down the corridor. T
introduced Kirk and McGann. McGann
seemed flattered by the meeting,

He said: “I was in Buffalo one day ten
years back when you were testing a ship,
Mr. Kirk. The plane caught fire but you
lifted it away from the city and out over the
lake by your bootstraps before you left it.
Brother, that was flying !”

“Thanks,” Kirk said and dismissed it.
“What about Abe?” :
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We went down the corridor to a sitting-
room, containing potted palms and the odor
of germicides. There I brought Kirk up to
date with the developments of the night be-
fore. When I came to Joan Lorimer being
missing, his face was murderous but he let
me finish without interruption. McGann said
Missing' Persons still had turned up nothing
on the girl,

“We haven’t got time to wait for Missing
Persons,” I said. “What would happen if you
picked up a couple of jockos named Georgie
One and Georgie Two and put the pressure
on them?”

McGann lifted eyebrows when I mentioned
the Georgies. He said: “It would have to be
open and shut. Otherwise they’d be in and
out before you could say habeas corpus. Now
tell me what you're talking about?”

I told them about Sam Knight and the two
Georgies at the Chez Clancy. I wound up
with my meeting Knight at Dexter’s office and
added my conversation with Dexter.

“The picture is coming clearer,” I said.
“Knight learned about Dexter’s plastic process
somehow. He didn’t have dough so he went
to the Georgies, who wouldn’t be averse to
making a few millions even if they had to do
it legitimately. Now Abe was in New York
to close with Dexter, so he had to be kept
away from him until Dexter got sore and ac-
cepted Knight’s offer. The Georgies put on
three guys and a couple of gals to get Abe
plastered and keep him that way but Abe was
too much for them so they decided to keep him
prisoner in that apartment. He shot one of
the guys and got away but the Georgies had
a man to tail him and caught up with him at
the Pall Mall. Meanwhile Joan Lorimer had
been picked up and tucked away somewhere
so that the other girl could be installed in the
Pall Mall to watch developments. Does that
all make sense?”

McGann admitted that maybe it did. “But
where does the fifty grand blackmail attempt
fit in? And, anyway, Lorimer is still in trou-
ble. His prints were on the gun that did the
killing.”

“Hell with that!” said Kirk. “We'll prove
self-defense.” (

I said: “Joe, if you'll just put your grabbers
on the two guys I saw at the apartment, you
ought to be able to get enough out of them to
clear Abe.”

“I've got those guys,” McGann said.
“Sonny Wolcott and Stan Feigenstein, I
recognized them from your description last
night.”

I was burned up. I yelped: “You cuss me
for holding out—and I nearly get my head
knocked off trying to find out something you
already know!”

McGann grinned. “I figured if you started

from scratch, you'd work harder and learn
more for me. And how about you holding out
the Dexter deal from me last night?”

“That was company business and none of
yours.”

McGann started to get a little sore. He
said: “Anything involved in a killing in my
district is my business.”

Kirk said irritably : “Will you two gumshoes
%et back to the subject? What'd these two
ellows have to say?”

“Nothing,” McGann said. “A cop found
them over on Tenth Avenue in a vacant lot.
Each one had a slug through his skull.”

THE plainclothesman who had been sitting
at Abe Lorimer’s door stuck his head into
the sitting room.

He said: “Lieutenant, Homicide says for
you to go over to a spot on East End Avenue.
Somebody is dead—a woman—and they think
it ties in with your case.”

McGann grumbled. “What is
butcher’s picnic?”

McGann went out. I said to Kirk: “I'm
glad you’re here. I was afraid you wouldn’t
make it until the afternoon and—" -

“I hitched a ride on an A-26 being ferried
from the Coast.”

“Which is swell. Because Dexter appar-
ently means what he says about that twenty-
four-hour deadline on the deal and now you
can settle that, anyway, and get it off our
minds.” :

Kirk swore glumly at Dexter. “I talked to
the guy on the phone from here ten minutes
before you showed up. He says his deal is
with Lorimer personally and he won’t accept
any other signature. You'd hetter go with
McGann and see what’s been turned up. I'll
stick here with Abe and if he regains con-
sciousness I'll get Dexter up- here to sign if
I have to carry him.”

I caught up with McGann just as he was
about to pull away from the curb. He rocketed
his car across town to East End Avenue. The
address was a brownstone between two huge
apartment buildings. There was a cop in
front. He told Mcéann that the affair was on
the third floor. On the third floor another cop
let us into a small apartment where we found
two Homicide men and a variety of other
cops.

The dead woman was sprawled on her back
on a white rug, much discolored now with
blood that was thick and sirupy. She had been
shot once through the right breast and once
through the throat. There was no weapon in
sight. She had on a green kimono with no
monogram on it but she was the girl who had
posed as Joan Lorimer.

McGann squinted at me. “Recognize her ?”

“It's V V,” 1 told him, “Vera Vivian,”

this, a
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One of the Homicide men nodded, saying
the girl had been living there under that
name. He went on to tell McGann that some
forty-five minutes before, the superindendent
had seen a man key his way into the girl’s
apartment and then, two minutes later, leave
in such a big hurry that he didn’t even close
the door. He’d gone down the stairs two at a
time.

The superintendent, who had been working
on a radiator on the fourth-floor landing, had
been curious. He took a look into the apart-
ment and what he saw sent him scooting,
three steps at a time, to the telephone on the
first floor.

Brought in for McGann, the superintendent,
now a far-from-phlegmatic Swede, told his
story over again. He described the man who
had fled the apartment. He was, said the su-
perintendent, a very tall man, who wore a
camel’s hair overcoat, a green hat, had a
handsome face with a scar and a blond mus-
tache. McGann looked at me.

I nodded and said: “Sounds like
Knight.”

“We’ll pick him up,” McGann promised and
went into a session with the Homicide men.

While they compared notes, I roamed
around. I found one of those little red tele-
phone books. The last number, entered in
pencil, was an Eldorado number. I found the
same number on the wall by the phone and
repeated a third time on an envelope tucked
into a drawer of the desk. By that time Mc-
Gann had traded information with the Homi-
cide men and I called him over, showed him
the collection of the Eldorado number.

I said: “It apparently was a pretty impor-
tant number.”

McGann got on the wire with the office of
the phone company’s special agent.

After a little he hung up. He said: “It’s a
penthouse on top of a commercial building
over on West Forty-ninth. The subscriber is
a Henry Harmon. The name doesn’t sound
fam’iliar but we’ll check the place after a
bit.’

He started to talk with the Homicide boys
again but after a minute or so he suddenly
swung around to me. “Pete,” he said, “maybe
we've run across something. That West
Forty-ninth address seemed a little on the
familiar side. I've got it now. Georgie Three
used to live there before he got polished off.
I wouldn’t be sur?rised if the other Georgies
had hung onto it.’

“Would it be a good place to tuck some-
body—say, Joan Lorimer—away for a while?”

McGann nodded. His eyes were intent.
“None better. All the rest of the building is
lofts and offices.” He got on the phone again,
this time to the West Fifty-fourth Street sta-
tion.

Sam

Some ten minutes later we picked up two
plainclothesmen outside the station. One of
them was a lieutenant by the name of Cleve
Dasher. He had small, bright, sullen eyes and
a scowl. When McGann introduced me, I
rated only a grunt from him. The other guy
was a detective, first grade, a blond kid
and friendly. His name was Wally Mahoney.

On the way over to the Forty-ninth Street
spot, Dasher sat in front with McGann and
talked so I couldn’t hear. The blond kid had
been in California once and liked it so we got

ly. He was telling me that some time he’d
ike to own an orange grove because he had
always been crazy about orange marmalade
on toast for breakfast, when we pulled up in
front of the address. It was a brick buildin
a dozen stories tall. I started to get out wi
the others.

. McGann said: “Pete, you take it easy down
ere.”

“What the hell?” I said. :

The lieutenant and the blond kid went on
into the building entrance. McGann looked
embarrassed. He said: “Dasher doesn’t like
private cops of any description. He says you're
no more than a private citizen here in New
York and he doesn’t want citizens underfoot
if any shooting starts. He outranks me so
what can I do? And just to be 6n the safe
side, in case he gets curious, you'd better let
me have your gun unless you have a New
York license to carry it.”

I didn’t have a New York license so I gave
him the gun. I was sore, of course. I’d been
kicked around and pushed around and now
that I had the chance to do a little shoving in
return, I was sent to the sidelines. After all,
who’d started this little case? But McGann
was a good guy and cooperative normally and
I didn’t want to make trouble for him by
beefing. So I sat back in the car sulkily and
watched him follow the other two into the
building.,

After five minutes I got restless. There was
a cigar store opposite the building and I got
out, crossed and went in. I didn’t have any
luck finding eigarettes but I had enough luck
of another kind to make up for it.

WHILE I was trying to decide whether to

take Bull Durham and cigarette papers or
nothing, I saw two men emerge from the
building across the way. First to come out, a
very tall fellow, was Georgie One. He wore
a black, fly-front, form-fitting coat and a smart
gray snapbrim, which he adjusted carefully
while his dark, narrow gaze went up and down
the street. I could tell he wasn’t missing a
thing, including McGann’s car at the curb. It
looked too much like a police car to be any-
thing else and I was glad I wasn’t sitting in
it to be spotted by him.
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Georgie Twa, the short one, -came out and
stoed beside Georgie One. He had on the same
combination of neat, black coat and gray hat.
They talked back and forth for maybe a min-
wte and shen struck out en foot, not fast and
not slow, toward Eighth Avenue, taking care
te avoid slush puddies that might hawve spailed
their shoeshines, ;

When they reached Eighth Avenue and
turned morth I left the cigar store and plodded
atong my side of street, hat pulled down
and collar up against the cold, wet wind.

I didn’t want to get too close for twe rea-
sons. One was that the Georgies were smart
beys and had probably been tailed a thousand
times. They’d be hard to feel The second
reason was even stronger from my point of
view. With gun heavy in Mc-
Gann'’s pocket, I woukin’t enjoy having these
two boys work me inte a corner.

The first e they went was a bar on
Eighth near Fiftieth. [ went into a bar across
the street and got warmed up inside and out.
Fifteen minutes later the Georgies came out,
went two doors north and into a delicatessen.
After a little they came out of the delicatessen,
Georgle Two laden with a big paper bag of
what was probably delicatessen fodder. I felt
more than a little encouraged.

Obviously in this sort of weather the
Georgies weren’t going on a picnic in Central
ParR. I was sure they did all their own eating
in restaurants. They were, therefore, taking
victuals and things to someone whe couldn’t
get out to restaurants at the moment. I drew
a conclusion and hoped it was the right one.

THEY crossed Eighth and went west on
Fiftieth. I gave them a good lead—at least
1 meant to—before I turned the corner. I
hadn’t waited long enough.

Georgie One and Georgie Two were only
fifty feet or so down from the intersection,
leaning against a wall and watching the cor-
ner. Not looking at them, I stopped at the
newsstand beside the subway entrance and
bought a paper, then went down the steps to
the subway. I didn’t know whether I had
fooled them any but at least a guy eould hope.
I crossed under Fiftieth Street to the north
stairway and came up the steps slowly.

When I got my eyes to sidewalk level,
Georgie Two was vanishing into a doorway
halfway down the block. Georgie One had ap-
parently gone in ahead because he wasn't in
sight. 1 congratulated myself. “Undoubtedly
they hadn’t recognized me from the night be-
fore at the Chez Clancy and they hadn’t tum-
bled to the fact that I was tailing them.

All T had to do now was find out the num-
ber of the building, get Joe McGann and de-
scend on the place. Maybe Joan Lorimer
would be there, maybe she wouldn’t. But the

evidence of the bag of groceries made me
think she would be.

came up out of the subway and half-
ploughed, half-skidded through the slush to-
ward the doorway where I'd last seen Georgie
Two. An unlucky devil of a cab driver was
on his knees in the slush, getting ready to do
spmething to a tire. At that moment I wouldn’t
have traded jobs with him.

I bad just got even with him when a voice
from inside the cab said: “Mey, Peted”

My head swung around and Georgie One
was beckoning to me with one slowly tmoving
finger of tiis left hand. The black, round snout
of an automatic was visible just above the
Jowered glass of the cab window. There was
six feet between me and the nearest cover
and that was only a shallow areaway. The
beckoning finger drew me over to the cab.

Behind me the cab driver picked up his tire
tools and tossed them in beside the front seat.
The rear door epened for me and Georgie One
slid over te the far side of the seat, holding
the gun on me all the while, There wasn’t
anything' else to do so I climbed ih and sat
down.

Georgie One smiled dryly and said: “Hi,
sucker.”

The cab got under way but went only a
bundred feet west on Fiftieth. Then it swung
in a semi~circle and into a wide doorway over
which was a sign, De Luxe Garage. 1 saw
that the cab was on an elevator and that
Georgie Two was waiting for us there. He
manipulated contrels and the elevator went
slowly up to the fourth floor. The cab driver
drove off onto the floor which was an expanse
of vacancy except for one car, a dark, blue
coupe. Two big bulbs in the ceiling, plus half
a dozen in wall fixtures, made the place light
enough in spite of boarded windows at either
end of the building.

“Get out, Pete,” said Georgie One.

I éot out and found myself covered not only
by Georgie One but by the cab driver, who
was a pimply, thin boy in his twenties.
Geor%’e Two put down his bag and frisked
me. Naturally he didn’t find the gun I didn’t
Have on me.

All three of them stood there and looked at
me for a full minute. It seemed like ten.

Finally I said: “Well?”

Georgie Two said politely: “We're just
wondering—a little—what to do with you,
Pete.”

“Why do anything?” I said. “What'’s it all
about?”

The long, dark face of Georgie One smiled
at me. “Who’s kidding who?” he said.
“We've learned about you, Pete, through the
Vivian girl. And you tailed us so close to our
drop here that we had to grab you before you
got the word around. You know too much.”
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CHAPTER FOUR
Take-Off for Death

WAS beginning to sweat. The two Georg-

ies were so calm, so mild, so polite about
things. I'd have been a lot less scared if the
had slugged me around. This way it seem
all cut and dried. I tried stalling, not that I
thought it would do me much good.

I said: “Just what is it you think I know?”

“A few things,” said gie Two, “and
you probably suspect a lot more. The Hacken-
sack meadows for Pete, Georgie P

“I think so, Georgie,” said Georgie One.
“We'll turn him over to Max.”

The boy with the full set of pimples raised
his gun. The sweat was beginning to make a
racetrack of my spine. There didn’t seem to
be much I could do about anything excte&
ke’ep them talking. That would mean a Ii
delay.

I said: “What are you guys so sensitive
about? Have you got Joan Lorimer stashed
here ?”

Georgie One said: “You don't expect us to
tell you that even now, do you?”

“I can guess,” I told him. “In fact, I can
guess a lot of things. Like to hear them?”

Georgie Two looked at a very expensive
wristwatch. “We have a little time. It might
be interesting. Go ahead, Pete. ”

“Sam Knight got wind of Dexter’s plastit
grocess. He didn’t have the dough himself so

e came to you. Then Abe Lorimer arrived
from the Coast to sew up the deal for Air
Parts and you had to keep him away from
Dexter. So you put some guys and gals on
him to keep him plastered but Abe wouldn’t
stay plastered so you had to salt him down in
that apartment. Xbe got a gun away from his
guard, shot him and scrammed. Right?”

“You guess pretty good,” Georgie One told
me admiringly,

“Then you liquidated the curly-haired guy
and his partner because they knew too much.”

Georgie Two shook his head. He said:
“Let’s put it this way. Suppose some guys
had been at you for months for a chance at
something, anything. So you get soft-hearted
when the opportunity shows up to help them
and you put them on a job. Then they not
only muff the job but they get ideas of their
own—a shakedown for peanuts that might
mess up a couple of million bucks for you.
Wouldn’t you get rid of guys like that in a
hurry?”

He said it very righteously. I'd have laughed
if T hadn’t been so scared. I said: “Yeah, it
was justifiable homicide, I suppose. If I’m not
too curious, how did you find out about the
shakedown ?”

“We have a pretty reliable check on our

drops at all times,” said Georgie One with
some pride.

The pimply boy grinned in a self-satisfied
fashion and I said: “I get it—Max. He
dropped in at the apartment and discovered
the shakedown, took care of the two guys and
tip McGann. Then he went over to the
Pall Mall to wait for Abe Lorimer. Max must
have been pretty worried when I stuck my
oar in.”

“Not much,” said Max. “Not much.”

Georgie One looked at his wristwatch, a
duplicate of the dilly worn by Georgie Two.
He said: “We’ll have to be going, Pete. We'll
miss you, old pal, old palL.”

If I could, gawanted to keep this dialogue
going. I said: “Here’s something I can’t fig-
ure. Why didn’t you have Vera Vivian
knocked off last night? She was in on the
shakedown, too.”

Georgie Two shrugged. “Ah, we don’t like
to get tough on dames. We told Max just to
scare the hell out of her.”

“Then why did you knock her off this
morning ?”

The Georgies exchanged looks of cemplete
ﬁirprisc and then both of them looked at

ax. :

Max said hastily: “Not me. I didn’t do it.”

Georgie Two looked at Georgie One, He
said: “Sam Knight!”

Georgie One said: “Where did it happen,
Pete?” 1 told him and he said to the other
Get’)’rgie: “This we'll bave to look into. Let’$
go.

He started toward the blue coupe. Georgie
Two started toward the elevator. Over his
shoulder he said: “Max, you know where to
take Mr. Rousseau. Just keep him in status
quo and we’ll be back this evening to go riding
with him.”

1 could have kissed Georgie Two. I had
at least until evening and who knows what a
day brings forth? Georgie One backed the
blue coupe onto the elevator. Georgie Two
started the elevator down. The top of the
blue coupe sank out of sight.

MAX said in his thin, flat voice: “Get going,
chum, Toward the back to your left.”

I got going along the west wall of the
building. On a stand next to the wall there
was a red-painted fire bucket, filled in accord-
ance with air-raid regulations. The Georgies
observed at least that much of the law. As I
passed the red bucket, I let my hand dangle,
brush across the surface.

I went one more step and flung what was
in my hand up and backward. With the same
motion I went to my knees. Grains of sand
still clung to my palm but most of it was else-
where, principally, I hoped, in Max’s eyes.
Max’s gun roared but I didn’t feel a thing.
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A kick backward got Max’s ankles. He
cried out very loudly and fell on top of me,
the gun in his hand chopping for my head.
I got his wrist on the first downward swing,
twisted the gun out of his mitt. He yelped
again and rolled away. I was scrambling to
my feet when Max screamed. The scream
dwindled, was cut off instantly by a thudding
sound. When I spun around, Max wasn’t
there. But the lip of the elevator shaft yawned
widely.

Floors below I heard Georgie Two yell:
“He got Max!”

The elevator ground to a stop and a car
door slammed. 6 K., I had one gun. The
Georgies had two. The lghts blazed on the
fourth floor and, aside from Max’s cab, there
was no cover. Mt was like a shooting gallery
with me as the duck.

The elevator began to grind again but up-
ward this time. I screwed a wall bulb out fast,
grabbed one of the tire tools Max had been
using and shoved its end into the socket. A
hundred and tem volts went up my shoulder
and down my back. But every light went out
as the fuse blew.

I edged to the elevatar shaft and fired one
shot at the top of the blue coupe as it as-
cended. The -elevator stopped, a car door
slamimed.

One floor below Georgie One said: “This
California cop thinks he’s good, Georgie.
We'll have to take him.”

%Then how about taking him ?” said Georgie
Two.

I was sorry to have to disappoint the Georg-
ies. I had four shots left in Max’s gun.
Georgie One apparently didn’t realize that he
was too tall to sneak up a flight of stairs.
From behind the cab I eould see his hat and
his head as a darker spot in the gloom. I
squeezed carefully and Georgie One rolled
back down the stairs, moaning. It made
Georgie Two practicaliy hysterical. He ap-
parently wasn’t used to having anyone do that
to Georgie One. So he came charging up the
stairs with his gun going before he even got
on a level with me. g

1 shot at the flash of his gun. Georgie Two
said, “Aaaaah,” and fell backward. T waited
five minutes before I took one of my shoes
off and made a tentative sound of footsteps at
the top of the stairs. Nothing happened so I
took a chance and went down the steps. The
elevator was at that floor and I got to the blue
coupe, switched on the lights.

Max was draped over the hood of the coupe
with his neck in a position he could only have
achieved by breaking it.

Reflected light from the back wall showed
me Georgie One on his back not far from the
stafrway, his eyes opened incredulously.
Georgie Two was sitting against a side wall.

He was dead if I ever saw a dead guy.
Georgie One was still moving a little. I came
around the car and off the elevator to him,
He recognized me,

He said: “Damn you, Pete, why didn’t you
stay in California?”

His Kfe came out with his next breath and
a gush of blood.

I ran the elevator back to the fourth floor.
Max had been marching me toward the back
wall and the lights of t'cfxe blue coupe showed
nothing but blankness there. But there had
to be some reason why Max had headed me
that way. Presently, when I remembered Max
had told me to go “toward the back to your
left,” I found out the reason.

A tool cabinet, six feet high and a couple
wide, stood against the far end of that side
wall. The back of the cabinet was hung with
greasy wrenches, tire irons and other tools.
When I felt around inside, the back moved
a fraction of an inch. The cabinet didn’t
move. I worked the rest of that problem with
a tire iron, there was a splintering sound and
the back swung away from me like a door. In
fact, that was what it was.

On the far side of the door was darkness.
I lit a match, saw three steps downward and
took them. The dying match showed me I
was in a narrow hallway. It also showed a
light switch. When I got lights on I could
see I was in one of those long, narrow apart-
ments with rooms opening all on the same
side of a single hallway.

I FOUND a girl on the bed in the second
bedroom I checked. She was a slim kid
with black hair and cornflower blue eyes, I
couldn’t see much else of her face because of
the gag made from a couple of dirty hand-
kerchiefs. She wore a mussed but quietly-
expensive traveling suit of some dark stuff
and her dress was hiked up above her rounded
knees, pulled there by the position of her
hands which were tied securely to a rung of
the bed near her head. A length of dirty
clothesline had been lashed around her ankles,
the ends tied to the bedsprings. They hadn’t
taken any chances of her walking away.

When the lights went on the girl blinked
for a moment in the glare and then found me.

I said: “You're Joan Lorimer?”

The girl’s head nodded. Her eyes were
scared but they were defiant. She was only a
kid and probably didn't weigh a hundred
pounds dripping wet but she had the same
kind of courage big Abe Lorimer had.

“Don’t worry,” I said. I was busy on the
gag. “I work for your dad—the name is Pete
Roussean—and everything is O.K. now.”

The gag came off. The girl worked her lips
stifly and the first thing she said was: “Is
Dad all right?”
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“He’s all right,” I told her.

When I got her hands and ankles loose she
sat up with a little help from me and smoothed
her dress down quickly. Then she tried to
stand. Her knees were like rubber and I sat
her back on the bed.

I said: “Wait until you get some horse-
power back.”

She smiled up at me and said, “I’ll be all
right in a minute,” and I thought that if I
ever had a daughter I'd want one like this
kid.

“We've got plenty of time,” I assured her.
“Maybe meantime you can tell me what, who,
how and why.”

She was trying to rub life into her knees.
“I don’t know very much about any of those

uestions, Dad had made arrangements be-
ore he left the Coast for me to come down
from school and spend three or four weeks
with him in New Yark. We haven’t seen much
of each other since my mother died a few years
ago. Because I hadn’t been in New York since
¥ was about ten, he was to meet me at Grand
Central at eight-thirty Thursday evening
when the Boston train got in. Instead, a man
who said his name was William Mason met
me and said Dad had had to keep a business
pointment and had sent him to take me to

the hotel—"'

“What'd this Mason fellow look like? Can
you describe him?” -

“He was tall and rather good-looking with
a blond mustache. Why?”

“Because his name is really Sam Knight,”
I said. “Go ahead.”

“He took me out to the street where he had
a sedan parked. About a dozen blocks from
the station he stopped on a side street that
was rather dark. The man with the mustache
clamped his hand over my mouth and held me,
while another man climbed in.”

“What did the second man look like?”

“I couldn’t tell. It was dark.”

“Did he say anything ?” I asked.

“Just one thing—he asked the man who'd
met me if he was sure I was Joan Lorimer.
The man said I was the girl who had been
pointed out to him. Then one of them pushed
a cloth over my face and the next thing I re-
member I was tied here on the bed. After that
a repulsive man with pimples on his face came
in once a day with food and untied me for a
little while.”

She tried standing again but was still web-
bly. I told her to take it easy for another few
minutes and went out and scouted the rest of
the apartment. I found what I was looking
for, a phone, in a meagerly-furnished front
room. I got through to the Mt. Olivet Hos-
pital and located Nat Kirk.

I said: “This is Pete.”

“Where the hell have you been?” Kirk ex-

loded. “I’ve been going nuts trying to locate
I;om Abe is beginning to snap out of it and
I want you here.”

Tl there pretty quick,” I told him.
#Meanwhile it would be a swell idea to re-
serve a private room. I’ve got Joan Lorimer.”

“What ?” Kirk snapped an eardrum for me.
“You've got her? Is the kid hurt?”

“She’s all in one piece but she could stand
a couple of days of hospital care and rest.”

“Wonderful, Pete,” Kirk told me. “That’s
wonderful work.”

Coming from Nat Kirk, that was lke get-
ting a citation with three stars,

ﬁe said: “Where did you find her ?” When
I told him, he said: “Did you get any of the
guys responsible ?”

“Three,” I said. “They’re dead. The fourth
was Sam Knight who picked her up at Grand
Central after somebody pointed her out to him.
Ineidentally, did Marshall Dexter know she
was coming into New York te meet Abe?
Had he ever seen her or a picture of her?”

Kirk was puzzled. “I don’t know to both
questions, Pete. Why?” . :

“Dexter was.promised a lot more money b;
Knight but he needed good irounds for can-
celing his agreement with Abe. It's just a
thought. We'll dig into it when I pick up
Knight.”

Kirk said slowly and coldly: “That boy is
mﬁ' meat. I’'m going to get him personally for
what he’s done to Abe.”

“Be careful. He's a rat but even a rat is
nasty to tangle with when you back him into
a corner.”

“I’'m a nasty guy to tangle with, too,” Kirk
reminded me. “(@et Joan over here in a hurry,
Pete. There’ll be a room ready.”

THERE was a room ready for the girl when
we reached Mt. Olivet but she wouldn’t
have any of it until she had seen Abe and
made sure with her own eyes that he was
O.K. Outside of a headache, he was fine. They
hugged and kissed and the girl finally cried a
little bit. Abe swore at her mildly and then a
nurse took her in charge and herded her away.
Abe scowled at me. He was embarrassed.
He rumbled: “How do I say thanks, Pete?”
“Why should you thank me? After all, I
get a salary for doing little things like this.”
I grinned at him, sort of embarrassed, too.
He said: “Don’t be so damm casual about
my daughter. I've fired guys for less than
that. What I mean is—thanks, Pete.”

We had to finish with that subject some
time, so I said: “Where’s Kirk?”

Abe Lorimer swore admiringly but in a
somewhat worried tone. “That wild man! Hg
told me what you said about Sam Knight being
the one behind the whole business. Now Nat’s
gone out to kick the b’so-and-so out of him
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for me before tiwning him over te the cops.

What a guy!”
“Where’s he e?”
“Nat said he'd found eut through the Prop

and Wing Club that Knight spends most of
his time at a CAP field near Freeport on Long
Island. Where are you going?”

1 was settling my hat on my head. “If Kirk
1s trying te take care of Kpight, I'd better he
out {rying to take ecare of Kirk. Meanwhile it
might be a good idea if you got Margimll Dex-

ter to come up here to the hospital.”
“Dexter ? ¥
“For one thing yeu've got a deal to clase

with him, Abe. For another, I might want to
talk to Dexter after I've talked to Knmight.”

I let it go at that and went downstairs where
I picked out the best-conditioned cab I ceald
find. I found twe twenties in my wallet and
let the driver see the corners. I said: “Has
this crate got a governor?”

The cabbie, a barrelchested Irishman, said:
“Sure. But it ceuld be fixed not to work.”

We made the ride to the Freeport field in
twenty-nine minutes in spite of snewy roads.
1 hated, in a way, to see the field come in sight
because I didn't like what I expected was
ahead of me. Maybe it's just a hangover from
the hero worship of a kid but I’ve always sort
of felt that flyers are a race set apart, a bunch
of guys who have a little more guts and skill
and spirit than the rest of us. I had a sneak-
ing admiratlon for Sam Knight, rat that he
gas. But even the best rats have to be hunted

own.

The cabbie slowed for the turn into the field,
came te a niee stop in front of the airport
office in a wing of one of the two hangars. A
mechanic in greasy overalls stood in front of
the office. His face had a puzzled, undecided
look. He was squinting at an Aronca cabin
job just beginning te gather speed on the one
cleared runway.

I was starting to climb out of the cab when
Joe MeGann's police sedan with Joe at the
wheel swooped into the turn at the entrance

and slid to a step, nudging the taxicab. Joe
kicked a door epen and hit the snow. He got
his gun out as he trotted toward me,

“Where’s Knight?” he barked.

The greaseball pointed at the Aronea, which
was thunderiag past us now, tail up in flying
position. He said: “Knight's in that crate
taking off.” Thea he muttered, more to him-
self than te us: “It’s damn funny.”

“What’s funay?” I said.

“A ¢hunky, sandy-haired guy showed up in
a cab while I was warming up ight’s
ship—”

“That weuld be Kirk,” McGann said, put-
ting his gun away. “Lorimer told me he was
out here lodking for Knight. Whese’s Kirk
now ?”

“That’s what’s funny,” the mechanic said.
“Knight was here in front of the hangar while
I was warming up the Aronca on the runway.
I saw this other guy get out of his cab and
walk over to Knight and Knight pulled 2 gun

‘on him. Then they went into the hangar and

five ninutes later they came out all friendly-
Hil:cfc;’ So they both climb in the ship and take
off.

McGann said: “Did they walk out side by
side?”

“Well, ne. The chunky guy walked out
ahead.”

McGann looked at me, his eyes narrowed.
“Knight had that gun on Kirk. The guy has

ufled another one and I'd hate to be in Kirk’s
rogans right now.”

: The Aronca was in the air now, climbing
ast.

“Knight can’t get away with this forever,”
McGann growled. “How do you get in touch
with some Coast Guard airbase around here ?”

The greaseball started to tell him but I said;
“Uh-oh—they’re in trouble.”

AT AROUND five hundred feet the Aronca

had suddenly begun to climb steeper than
it should. The nose went up and up and up,
straining for altitude. The ship went into a
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power stall, fell off on one wing, began a
slow, flat spin. TFhe nose dropped farther and
the gyration became a power spin. Even at a
distance of a mile we could hear the shriek
of the motor at full throttle.

It doesn’t take many seconds for a ship to
spin in from that altitude, but it seemed like
ten years. There was a billow of flame frem
the open field where it hit. That was that.
Eou den’t walk away from a crack-up of that

ind,

ON‘THE way back to town MeGann was de-

pressed. He said: “Two good pilots tike
those guys wouldn’t have gone into a spin ac-
cidentally. Kirk must have been fightmng for
tife controls,”

I said I figured the same thing.

“It's hell,” McGann growled. “I'H never
forget how Kirk saved a dozen, maybe a hun-
dred, lives by taking his burning plane out
over the lake at Buffalo. And a great guy like
that has to be killed by a rat.”

I was pretty low about Kirk, myself. I said:
“Joe, maybe some of this will have to come
out, especially after they find Georgie One
and Two and Max, the pimply boy.”

“What the hell are you talking about?”

I told him about the two Georgies and the
pimply boy and all the rest of it—that is, most
of it. I said: “But don’t break it to the papers
before I can break it to Abe. He’s going to
take it hard.”

McGann said that would be easy. “But,
Pete, there’s one thing still bothering me. Who
killed Vera Vivian?”

“Sam Knight?”

MeGann shook his head. “We both know
better than that. The way the blood had co-
agulated on the sug showed she had been shot
a couple of hours before the body was dis-
covered. Knight came and went an hour and
a bhalf later. If he had pulled the job earlier,
he wouldn’t Kave eome back. Or if he’d for-
gotten something and returned for it, he
wouldn't have been so panicked that he’d leave
the apartment door open.” :

I said: “Then it must have been Geargie
One or Georgie Two or Max. In fact, at the
garage they sort of hinted they’d done it.”

I had my own ideas about who'd done it,
but I dide’t know yet just how I could make
sure, so I didn’t mind a little lying if it kept
McGann happy. We shot through the Queens
Midtown Tunnel and I asked ifg he’d drop me
at the Pall Mall. I felt I needed a few minutes
to calm down and maybe about three drinks
before I went up to the hospital.

MecGann drapped me and I went upstairs to
the fifteenth-floor suite. A belthop landed
there one minute after I did. I traded two
bits for a special-delivery letter, addressed to
me in Nat Kirk’s impatient handwriting. I
was surprised to get it, not very much sur-
prised at what was in #t. It read:

Deoar Pete: S

Thanks for tipping me off and letling me
work if out in my oww way. When you told
me thot Joan said she had been “pointed
out” at Grand Central by someowe, I knew
you were wise; that I was w all probability
the only man in New York that doy who
knew the train she was coming in on and
could have pointed her out. Yow'd have got
to Som Knight eventually and found your
way to me. 1 prefer not to wait so I'm going
to persuade Sam to toke me along on his
getaway. We won't get fer.

Don’t figure me for too much of a heel.
P've been the tail to Abe's kite for quite a
while, Sure, I got a good salary as viee-
president but I saw a ¢ e of busting into
the mallions on my own if I could combrol
Dexter's plastic process. I tried to work #
through Sam Knight,

Geiting back to the heel stuff, alt I ever
figured was that Abe would be kept plastered
and that the girl wouldn't be harmed any.
When I saw what it was building into and
that they'd tried to kdl Abe, I knew the
whale deal was washed up and me with ¢t
But there was oue thing I could still do. I
could take all the roks with me and maybe
the complete stary would never come out to
hurt Abe and Aw Parts. I attended to the
Vivian girl when I got to New York this
morning. You sawed me the treuble of wind-
g up the Geargivs awd their stooge. I'll
;ze care of Knmight and that will be that.

Use your owm judgment, Pete, aboud dis-
closing this. But I know ym(lr keep in mind
the best interests of Adr Parts ond Abe
Lorimex.

The letter was signed, Nat Kink. Alter my
seeond drink I burned the letter in the metal
wastebasket and crushed the ashes. Then I
went to the hospital. :

Abe, as I knew he would, teok the news
about Kirk very hard. They’d worked togeth-
er a long time and, I suppose, had been pretty
close in spite of Kirk’s curdled disposition.
Abe was silent for a while.

Then he said: “That was a tough little guy,
Pete. But he was a great guy.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Phat’s what he was.”

When I left the hospital it was snowing
again. I was tired. I wished I was back in
California.
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There was so little 1 remembered
about that night, other than being
drunk and meeting the whispering
stranger. As soon as they'd let me
leave the hospital 1 would have to
find him and repay him for his kind-
ness to me—that Pied Piper of doom
with the voice of a rescuing angel.

By THORNE LEE

I teetered on the window
sill while the fire flung
long tentacles of smoke

around us, as if to draw
us bodily back into hell.

April 5th. I remember that date be-
cause April 1st was the day that my
wife, Gertrude, died—suddenly, half reclining
in her chair, an odd quirk of a smile on her
face, as if she were playing the ttaditional
Fool’s joke on me. On April 3rd even the
smiling look of her was gone. The night of
April 5th T was two hundred miles away, lost
in a strange city, perched on a curb, with
hours of solid drinking already behind me.
I have had long reason to recall that night.
I was drunk through the whole experience,
31

T HE voice spoke to me on the night of
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plenty drunk, and yet a part of my mind must
have performed normally, because certain
facts are indelibly recorded in my memory.
Others are lost to me. Those things that do
come back are shady fragments, a patchwork
of dark and light. . .

My silver cigarette case, gleaming in my
hand. Numb fingers spilling the unlighted
cigarettes into the gutter at my feet. . . A
street light that seemed to hang far, far
above me, halfway between earth and heaven,
like a great lamp suspended from the sky
. . . Grief slowly dying in my heart and
sleepiness taking over. The thought of a bed,
a hotel bed, waiting for me and I hadn’t the
faintest idea where. . . A crazy struggle
to get my wallet out of its pocket, to see if
the hotel address was inside. . . The wallet
huEing upside-down from my hand. The
tinkling sound of money falling on pavement.
The oozy feel of a fat wad of bills ﬂoating
away from my fingertips. . . A thousan
voices, memory voices, chattering at me like
so many vultures, but out eof them emerging
at last a voice that spoke sense. . .

Most of all I remember that final voice,
that strange warmth of words pouring into my
ear: “Let me help you there!” A gentle,
soothing whisper of sound.

Finally it came to me that the hands fum-
bling around my ankles could not possibly be
the same hands that now cupped my chin.

“Whe are you? What are you doing?’ I
babbled.

“There you are, all back in one piece,” the
voice whispered, and I felt a human hand
pulling at my lapel and another hand cram-
ming my wallet back into its place, wadding
bills into my pockets. “Man! You're really
blotto, aren’t you?”

The humanness of those last words was
like a friendly clap on the shoulder. After
that I seemed to think better, and hear better.

I was beginning to see, too. I could make
out the thin blackness of the whisperer. He
was all shadow except for a marrow smudge
of white above the upturned collar of his long
black coat. I blinked. The white seemed to
be streaked with other shadows that might
be eyes and a mustache.

He backed deeper into space, looking down
on me. “Going any place?” he asked. His
voice still seemed to be a hoarse whisper—
the speech of a man with laryngitis.

Perhaps it was my hearing that ailed and
not his voice, because my own answer came
out in the same sort of whisper. My words
were a blur, but he seemed to understand.

“I know most of the hotels around here,
I might be able to help you,” he said. He
began naming a few of them: “The South
Central ? ’;l;he Mason House? The Park-
VIEW . . .

He must have named a dozen. I only
shrugged them aside and sag"iged limply
against the lamppost. For the first time I
could feel the hard bulk of the post gouging
my back.

“Don’ remember,” T muttered. “Don’ re-
member ’tall. . . Gotta bed somewhere. Gotta
get to bed.” -

He worked on me with his hands, slapped
my face a little. He even got me standing
up, leaning against the post, but he couldn
arouse me completely from my drunken dream.
I couldn’t tell him anything about the hotel.

“You shouldn’t be out like this with all
that cash on your person. Somebody might
tackle you,” he said.

“Tackle me? Two huner’-ten pounds?” I
snorted. I gave him a little push and he
went flying into darkness and smacked up
against a wall. I stumbled after him. ¢ ’Scuse.
Didn’t mean. Always pushin’ people
aroun’— Push ever’body aroun’.”

He stood looking at me for a long time
from out of his shadow, and finally seemed
to make up his mind. “Come along with me,
then, I'll get you a room at my hotel.”

I HAVE no idea of the distance we walked

that night. His body was so thin and frail
under my big arm that I don’t see how he
kept me going.

The only thing I remember of that walk
was a skyrocket of fantastic, looping lights
that suddenly pierced the blackness overhead.
My head rolled over against his shoulder,
staring upward. “Whass that?” I gasped.

“ Just a bridge,” he said.

“Bridge? Whass those lights?”

“ Automobiles.”

“Oh.” The bridge kept me mumbling to
myself for the rest of an indefinite period.
I had no conception of time or space.

I remember being pushed into a revolving
door with my guide behind me, only to end
up abruptly face-to-face with him. He started
me again and this time I headed straight into
a big room of some sort. There was one dim
light over some kind of a counter. I thought
for a2 minute it was a bar and staggered
toward it. A band caught my arm, pulled me
to 1?ne side, and propped me up against a
wall,

A man appeared under the little light. I
can recall nothing about his face. It came
to me that this was a hotel and he was a
night clerk.

I heard my guide’s voice saying in that
uncanny whisper: “This man’s lost his hotel,
Can you put him up with a room?”

The normal voice of the elerk struck on
my ear like a thunderclap. “We have some
vacancies.”

If that was a voice, then the hoarse whisper
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of my giide really was a whisper! The man
mitst have a oold, laryngitis.

The clerk was reluctant. He studied me
for sonie time. “He has no bag. Hell have
to Jpay in advance,” he said.

Of codrse,” my guide whispered. He came

over to e in the datk l'fibhy and steed holding -

out his haad, patm up, until 1 understood and
fombled two bills eut of my peeket.

There was a brief discussion of roems. I
had to go over and soribble my name on a
card. I was seeing a little better. I found
the right line by myself.

The clerk had to run us up in the eleva-
tor. 1 stumbled at the entrance. A hand be-
hind me jacked me up by the elbow, twisted
me around. The door whisked shut.

The pit of my stomach seemed to give way.
I sagged against my guide and then the door

epening again. :

S\Ie got out into a hall that was like a black
tynnel with little pots of light at either end.
My guide stayed with me and led me down to
the extreme end, the last door. He stopped
but I kept going and almost went through an
oblong opening with a red light over it. I
hesitated and he dragged me back by the arm.

"A key rattled in a lock. A door creaked
away from me. A light switch clicked.

A hand pressed the key into my palm. “This
is it. Room 111. Can you make it?”

My head weaved on my neck, uncertainly.
He pushed me through the door.

My eyes tried to focus, settled on the won-
derful sight of a long, narrow bed. I stum-
bled forward and fell face down on it, dig-
ging my hands into its softness.

I felt my feet being lifted, straightened. I
felt hands tugging at the shoulders of my
coat. I heard a voice and something about
“ .. room next door to yours.” Then the lights

went out.

THE dream of sleep was a total blank, but
the dream of life came back to me suddenly,
horribly. ”

The first nightmarish sensation was of
strangling to death, not outwardly but in-
wardly. I could breathe, but the stuff t‘hat_I
gulped into my lungs was not clean air. It
was a foul, poisonous substance that burned
the lungs and retched the throat.

I struggled a long time with this mystery
before 1 overcame the alcoholic lethargy that
bound me and came awake. Even then I was
not really awake, alert to my surroundings.
It was a sort of subconscious willpower that
functioned for me. :

My eyes blinked open, only to be pierced

by stinging darts. Tears spurted from mytids.
I had to shut them tightly, whivh seemed fo
close the only door of‘g escape from this dim-
geon of forment,

The terror of it was the total absence of
recognition. Nothing that my senses were
able to perceive “belofiged” to me.

In between Iong, ng breaths the
muscles of my head, shoulders, and hips be-
came aware of the hikeness of a bed berieath
me. My fingers tightened at my sides, but
the feel of obarse cloth was strange to them.
No memory ef mine contained a bed lif® thisd

To fight this suffecating pall at the same
time that I struggled to stay awake, and
finally to orient myself to these smrroundings
required a: superhuman effort of mind. I
seemed to split inte three beings—a body that
lunged and heaved with coughs, a head that
swam in sickening mists, and a brain that sat
down in the midst of chaos and fitted together
litle fragments of memory: Curbstone . . .

lamp hanging from the sky . . . whispering
shadow . . . bridge of lights . . . revolvin
door . . . elevator . . , redlight . . . b

of beckoning softness. . .

A bed. This was the bed! I was in a room
—a hotel room.

My hands came up, pawing at the prickly
substance around my eyelids. Then my nose
sniffled, sneezed, and pronounced an answer.

Smoke !

The hotel was on fire!

The thought might have been a bucket of
water dashed in my face. Somehow I flung
myself off the bed and fell flat on the floor.

The smoke was not quite so overpowering
along the carpet. There was a tiny layer of
air, and my lips and nostrils sucked at it. I
thought, strangely, of a man drowning be-
neath an ice crust who finds the thin vein
of air between ice and water,

Strength came back to nre but with it horror
increased. My eyes were open and still they
could not see. I had no idea of the shape of
this room that imprisoned me. There was no
relation of bed, doors, and windows that a
man can sense automatically in his own room.

If only a single tongue of the flames that
I knew must be slavering away at the very
walls of the room would find its way inside
and bring me light!

I propped myself up on hands and knees,
but this brought me up into the snioke<and a
tremendeus cough quaked through my body,
flattening me again. For all my two hundred
pounds of strength I was a helpless, impri-
soned thing, trapped in an inch-thick slit of
space between smoke and floor.

Keep your eye on the Infantry
’ ....the doughboy does it!
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I think my feeble desire to live might have
given up against the forees of sleep, alcahol
and smoke if a door had not opened with a
wall of hinges. Long seddish streaks stabbed
into the room. The door slammed shut.

Another hunman being must have opened
that door! A hwman being was life, and I
knew then that I wanted life, at any effort,
any cost. :

I heard a cough that did not come from
my own throat. That voice, that whispering
voice sought for me, and I clutched at it as
a drowning man grasps at a saviour hand,
though the hoarse sound of it was more like
a rasp of death.

“I;‘;re! Firel” it wheezed. “Where are
u?
“On the floor?” I “Can’t see!

. For God’s sake, help me!”

I heard a thudding sound, as of a man
dropping to his knees. Then came painful,
endless moments while he groped for me,
Somehow I wanted desperately to laugh. I
was like two grown men hunting for a lost
button,

Instead of a laugh my threat eoughed up
a groan. He heard it and instantly his hand
closed on nty ankle. He pulled himself up
along my body, to the knees, the waist, the
shoulders. Something touched my neck and
it was the sharp jut of his chin. His lips
moistened my ear,

“. . . almost down the stairs when re-
mentbered you,” he panted. “. . . hardly
made it back—whole inside of place afire . . .
haven’t a chance—that way! Where's the

window ?”

“Dan’t know!” 1 sniffied. “Don’t know!
Can’t see! Can’t think!”

“Pull yourself—toegether, man }¥ he choked.
“Window . . . this way. Grab my leg.”

I felt him moving away and I clutched
wildly at him, more in fear of being left
glone than in fear of death. We moved along
like a human caterpillar, humping up and
down with little wriggling currents of mus-
cular propulsion. Every upward lunge into
the smoke quickly flattened us out, and our

hings protested violently with great snorts
and wheezes.

HAT must have been a passage of mere

seconds seemed like hours of that crawl-
ing torture. Sweat popped out on my flesh. I
was beginning to feel the awful heat that
pressed around us—the heart of flame that
was sending these veins of smoke through the
walls. My flesh recoited from the carpet as
from the hot lid of a stove. When it seemed
that I could stand this pace no longer, that I
must leap to my feet and fling my weight
through window or wall or whatever surface
contained us in this smoky tomb. my guide

put my own thought into action. The flexing
muscles of his leg told me that he was on
his feet.

Immediately he broke into a terrific spasm
of coughing. “Stay down!” he hissed.

The command flattened me like a foot on
my head. There were fumbling, rattling,
creaking sounds. I wanted to cry: “Hurry,
damn you, hurry!¥ But I only sobbed into
the carpet.

He was insufferably slow. In a moment
he might coHlapse from the smoke, and leave

me alone againt
% “Kick out —

“Break #!” I exploded.
gkssl"

The answer was a wonderful, cooling flood
of air. | flung myself over on my back and
gulped it in. I seemed to lie it hot desert
sands and a cloud had burst ever me with
a resurrecting cascade.

“Get up!” he hissed, tugging at my collar.

I staggered up beside him and we both
leaned out, sniffing, swallowing and mopping
our faces.

The air calmed us, but I was still in a half-
panic, half-daze. My fingers clung to his
sleeve with a kihd of childlike trust that he
could do something for us.

He was poised, half out the window, as
though listening. Opposite us seemed to be
a blank wall and below a dark pit.

“I think I hear a sirem,” he whispered,
“but they’ll never make it. Too far away.
Too fart” i

I pawed at him. “What'll.we de?” =

He scemed to point down., “Leok! Whole
bottom floor’s afire—"

I smeared fingers into my eyes, tried to
wipe away the blinding smart. When I opened
them I could vaguely see him crawling
through the window, perching himsel to

jump!

“Wait!” I gasped.

*I'm jumping!” he said. “We'll have to!l
Only one story—fifteen feet at most. . .”

“Wait!” I caught his arm and flung him
bodily back into the room. He swam out of
the smioke again, puffing and blowing. “Help
me, damn you!” I sagged down to my knees.
“I—I can’t do it alone . . . afraid. . .”

He seemed long in answering. Finally:
“FH help you . . . Got you this far.”

His arms around my waist were reassur-
ing. “Sit—in window,” he whispered.

I got one leg over the sill and teetered
there, trying to draw up the other. He bal-
anced me by the shoulders. The fire flung
long tentacles of smoke around us, as if to
draw us bodily back into hell. We both
coughed, and I almost slipped from his grasp.

I was crying like a child. I got both legs
out, hung there, palms on sill, on the stilts
of mv arms.
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Words, fragments of speech spurted from
him. Strange as they sounded, they calmed
and restored my nerves that wanted to burst
into frenzy and had no power to do so. I felt
his breath moist on my neck. Lips pressed
my ear. His instructions were hot, hissing
breaths: “Alley—may be pavement. Take
shock—legs. Relax. Go limp. Crumple. Pro-
tect—head with arms.”

His hands gave my shoulders a tittle push.
The gentleness of them, the soething author-
ity of his voice performed a great wonder in
my dazed brain. Fear was gone. I was like
a child who has touched death and found that
it is only human.

“Quick now !” he breathed. “Right behind
you. . . Relax. Don’t be afraid. . . Don’t—
be—afraid. . .”

It was my own impulse finally and not the
gressurc of his hands that eased my body
rom the sill.

Strangely a great peace and confidence
came over me in the moment of fall. His
voice followed me like a chant from the in-
finite. My body obeyed his orders automatic-
ally. My arms flung themselves up, encir-
cled my head. I struck, doubled, spilled side-
wise into the pavement.

In spite of the ease of that passage, I was
stunned completely by the impact. At first
there was no feeling at all, then a far-away
warmth that began in my nose and flowed
back into the depths of my throat. My breath
came through it in bubbles.

I must be on my back, though my nerve-
less body sensed no pressure front or back.
I was adrift. The hotel fire seemed utterly re-
mote in time and space. - My feet might have
been burning and.I would not have known,

One sense, hearing, was alive enough to
hear the tramp of feet around me. Friendly
arms looped under my shoulders and I gave
myself up to them, peacefully.

There was one moment only of awareness
after that. I seemed to lie in a vast hall under
a magnificent chandelier. Brilliant jewels of
light floated miraculously across the dark eeil-
ing.

Then the chandelier became only a bridge
with autos shooting like sparks across it, and
then the dream ended, totally.

THE hospital bed was so soft and good that

I reveled in it, sleeping and waking. Nurses
and doctors came and went, mostly shadows
but sometimes bits of substance — hands,
thermometers, tubes that slid between my lips,
long needles that tickled like feathers, wet
cloths, cold surfaces., Always there was a
thin veil between sense and reality as though
a kind of comfortable insulation had grown
between myself and life.

My first real feelings were pain, then irri-
tation, then shame. Some vague stubbornness
in my mind decided that it was foolish of me
to be in a hospital and I resolved 'to admit
nothing of this to my family, to seek no aid
from them.

When I was able to talk a big friendly
doctor came to see me. “You know, we don’t
have a bit of information about you,” he said,
smiling. “Naturally we’ve made inquiries, but
we just can’t locate you anywhere. Nobody
wants you.”

It was painful to think, more painful to
talk. “Wasn’t there any-—anything in my
pockets 7

“Just a roll of bills. If you will give us

| LL “"Let Me Warn You, Sir,

this is an unfriendly town and beastly things may be
happening here,” Dr. Rudd cautioned Luther McGavock.
As if the Memphis shamus had to be told! His first
evening in Hetherton and already two deaths had oe-
curred—with an elusive undertaker’s apprentice on the
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some names, we'll be glad to contact any rela-
tives or—"

“Noi” I raised myself feebly. “Don’t want
that! Silly business—keep it to myself.”

He pushed me back gently. “I think I un-
derstand. But we want you to know it’s run-
ning into quite a sum to keep you here. This
is a charity hospital, but over a considerable
time, as I explained to you before—”

“Have money . . . lots money. Rolling in
money !”

“I can believe that!
usual lot—" :

“T'll take care—anything. Just get me—
out of bed.”

He patted my shoulder. “We'll do the best
we can. And we’'ll talk about the expense
later, Mr. . . . Well, fact is we don’t even
know your full name. You spoke of Paul,
and Henry, and Randall—"

“Payl. Just Paul. Is that—enough?”

“For now.”

I squinted. “Funny—should end up here.
How bad—hurt?”

“Shock, mostly, and concussion. You’re
a remarkable man, Paul. Remarkable!”

After his visit I drifted into another strange
limbo between dream and fact. Sometimes I
wondered about things, Why had there been
no means of identification in my pocket? Per-
haps my cards had fallen out when I spilled
my wallet in that gutter. . . And what did
the doctor mean, “as I explained to you be-
fore”’? I remembered no previous explana-
tions. Had that concussion he spoke of jarred
my memory? And one word of the doctor’s
drummed often in my mind: Remarkable.
Remarkable! Why was I remarkable?

Then, before I quite realized it, I was sit-
ting up, eating with my own hands, and feel-
ing wonderful, and my doctor friend was back
again.

“T'll soon be bringing in some papers for
your signature,” he said, “and we'll get you
straightened out with our office. Do you want
to contact anybody now?”

“No,” I said from a tight, sore throat.
“I'l go back to them on my own two
feet.”

“Well, I see no reason to argue that.”

“Shouldn’t have run away, Doctor.
learned.”

“I'm glad you've learned,” he said.

“You're damn right! No more drugging
myself with that stuff! I was drunk at the
time, you know.”

He nodded.

“Lying here has cured me of a blight, Doc-
tor. Indifference to life—that's what it was
with me. My wife died, you see . . . I'm
cured now!”

He grinned at that and acted a little proud
of himself,

You carried an un-

I've

After a few more long days, I got restless.
I asked the prettiest nurse to bring my things.
She”smi'led. “I’m sorry, but you're not ready
yet.

“Oh, come on,” T urged. “I want to get
out of here. I’'m fit as a fiddle.”

She held my shoulders gently. “There’s
plenty of time,” she insisted.

I didn’t think so. I knew I was ready to go.
Those doctors always drag it out.

I have a way of acting on impulse, with-
out thinking too much of others. One day I
just slipped out of bed, found my clothes

anging in a closet, dressed, and slipped out

into the milling traffic of a hallway. I was
incredibly weak. The clothes flapped on my
skinny frame. But the spirit was strong.

Out on a city street, life flooded back into
me in all its wonder. I knew I would never
hold it cheap again.

I found some loose bills in my pocket,
enough for train fare home. The hospital
needn’t worry about my debt. I'd take care
of them—plenty!

I was halfway back to Cornwall before I
remembered the man who was responsible for
my existence at this moment, the man who
had saved my life at the risk of his own.
In all that time at the hospital the fire had
been so remote that I had scarcely thought of
it

The whisperer! What had happened to
him? Did he take the jump better than I?
Why didn’t I think to ask them at the hos-
pital? . . . That would be a matter for in-
vestigation as soon as I was settled again.
I owed everything to that man. He had
brought me out of despair to a kind of self-
triumph. He had stepped into my life like a
guardian angel.

First, though, I wanted to get home.
Home! I had thought, with my wife’s going,
that it would never be home again.

CORNWALL was really too much of an
estate to be a home. It was like an insti-
tution which I had inherited against my own
wishes, but that spring afternoon the great
iron gate framed in high brick walls looked
to me like a lovely latticed cottage gate.
Burton, the butler, came down to answer
my ring. His thin, watery eyes rounded. His
hunched shoulders straightened as though I
had cracked a whip at him. “Very good to
see you again, sir,” he greeted stiffly. “You
certainly made quite a trip of it, sir!”
“Great to be back!” I expanded, inhaling
the smell of epring blossoms as we strolled
up the drive. “Don’t suppose they’ve missed
me much, eh, Burton?”
He shrugged. “Well, sir, you left so sud-
denly, you know. Mr. Henry went to look
for you, but he gave up after a few days. . .
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Thought you’d taken off for the end of the
world, sir. Nobody could blame you, sir.”

“How is old Henry? How’s he taking my
absence ?” : :

“Very well, sir. He’s handled things more
or less, of course.”

“Oh, of course.” I grinned. “Henry would
like that. He’s always wanted to run the busi-
ness. Suppose he’s been calling upon his
righteous gods to punish me for the condi-
tion I left the books in. . . How did he come
out with the Army?”

“They wouldn’t have him, sir, Bad heart,
you know. Very bad, if you ask me, sir, I
don’t think he should work so hard.”

“Yeah. Henry always does things to an
extreme. . . Fll try to relieve him of the
pressure,”

“Of course you will, sir.” He was not
smiling. “But you look mighty poorly your-
sel'f;’ sir. Almost like a ghost, if I may say
so!

I laughed. “I am a ghost, Burton.”

The big old house had lightened somehow
in my absence. The dusty veil of age seemed
to have been cast off. Even the shroud of
vines was bright green instead of fungus
gray.

“Family’s at luncheon, sir,” Burton warned
me, ushering me in and peeling off my top-
coat.

I strode airily through the long front hall-
way and emerged into the big dining room.
The table candles stirred with the breath of
my entrance. Six faces turned.

Surprise was mixed. Uncle Will and Aunt
Lucy blinked at me out of aged sockets.
Cousin Freddie squealed in his high tenor:
“It’s Pault”

Half-sister Lucy’s husband, Randall, was
the first to recover. His black head snapped
up. He was out of his chair, hand extended.
“T’d hardly have known you, Paul!”

But I didn’t touch the hand. Over his shoul-
der I saw my half-brother, Henry. I saw a
thin, drawn face. I saw Henry rise in his
chair and then tip forward at the waist and
ooze across the table, smearing his face
through a mess of food and tableware.

1 started forward, laughing. “Henry! It
can’t be as bad—”

They had all risen. We stood in tableau
watching Henry’s limp body sag slowly down
between chair and table, dragging the mess
down after it.

Randall recoiled, sprang for the table. He
shoved the table and chair away from Henry.
We crowded around while he straightened
the strangely loose form.

“It’s that blasted heart!” Randall growled.
“Better call his doctor, Freddie.”

Lucy was on her knees mopping away the
smear of food from Henry’s face and chest.

»

Randall’s hand closed around the thin white
wrist. We waited.

Randall’s face came up, eyes thin and dark.
“Henry’s dead!” he whispered.

WITH Henry’s death, Cornwall changed

again from home to funeral parlor. I
slipped out of town at once, with scarcely a
word to the others. I would let Randall set-
tle Henry’s affairs. I did not want any more
grief. 1 wanted to have a friend and share
with him the triumph that had taken place in-
side of me, but my relatives were not friends.
I had seen that in my homecoming—the cold-
ness of their faces. I felt strangely deserted

_ at a crisis of my life.

The only real friend that came to mind
was the man who had saved me from that
hotel fire. I ought to do something about
him. I ought to go back there and find him
and let him know what he had done for me.
. . . At least the search would be pleasanter
than a burial.

With my mind impulsively set on a new
purpose, I borrowed some cash from Randail
and bought a ticket for the next train. Sev-
eral hours later, after a hot, invigorating din-
ner on the train, I was back in the city of
my weird adventure.

My strength was holding up extremely well,
considering my long stretch in bed. That
shows, I thought, how wrong those doctors
can be about a man with stamina.

There were not many facts to go on. I didn’t
know the name of the hotel, didn’t even know
in what part of the city it might be. I would
not go back to the hospital yet—they might
try to put me back in bed. My only clues
were a hotel fire and an automobile bridge.

First step was to charter a taxi.

“Don’t remember any fires,” the taxi driver
told me. He was a genial, bent, nondescript
little man. “But then I’'m sort of new around
this burg.”

“How new?” I snapped.

“Six months.” .

“Qh, this would be more recent.”

“Can’t help you, brother.”

“Well, there was a bridge,” I said.“ Do
you know anything about bridges?”

“Sure. All about 'em.”

I described the bridge to him, the way it
arched high over another street, and the way
the lights crossed it like shooting sparks.

“Yeah, I know that one. East High Street.”

“Get me there, quick!” I was excited.

We came on the bridge suddenly at the top
of a steep, winding grade. I recognized it
even from a different perspective. It overhung
a tremendous gulch and seemed higher from
this view. Lights whisked along a dark street
beneath us. “Can’t stop here,” the driver
said. “Where to?”
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“Know any hotels around here?”

The machine idled along. The grinding
gears might have been the sound of his
thoughts. “No hotel within a mile,” he said
abruptly.

A mile!

“Stop!” T said.

The cab slid up to a curb. He looked back
at me, his face a wrinkled question mark.

I frowned. A mile would be too far. They
wouldn’t have dragged me that far from the
fire. . . Then that second vision of the
bridge must have been only a dream after
all,

This made it more difficult. I had hoped the
hotel would be close to the bridge, but it
might not be. I had no idea of the distance
my whispering friend and I had walked that
night.

“Find me some hotels,” I directed. “Near-
est ones first.”

He cut down from the bridge in a long
loop, burrowing into the skyscraper depths
of the city.

There might not be a hotel at all, I thought.
It might be a shell, burned to the ground.
But that wasn’t likely. Hotels have a way
of rebuilding themselves.

The first one he selected was a severe,
towering structure.

“That’s not it!
door.”

“Hey!” He swung in his seat. “You want
a revolving door?”

“Yes"’

“Why didn’t you say so? That's probably
the Evansdale. I used to stand there once
in a while.”

That has no revolving

THE Evansdale. I recognized the door im-

mediately. That door would never escape
me, . . The hotel seemed to be a residen-
tial type on a quiet back street, a hundred
feet wide and about eight stories high.

I got out, asked the driver to wait, stiffened
my shoulders, and walked through the door
—this time without being pushed.

The big, gloomy lobby and the dim light
over the desk were familiar, The pale, bony,
youthful face of the clerk was not.

The face I might not remember. I had
taken small note of faces that night.

I walked up to him. “Have you ever seen
me before?” I asked.

His thin lips curled up at the edges. “I
see lots of people, an awful lot. You might
have been one of them.”

“I came in late at night. I was drunk. A
man helped me. I was wearing this top-
coat—"

“Late at night would be the night clerk.
I'm the swing shift.”

His grin only half-registered. I was star-

ing down the long black length of my coat
into a dark, mysterious pit. A hot knife shot
up my spine,

Topcoat! Topcoat! Why did I have my top-
coat?

Didn’t I leave my coat, this coat, be-
hind me in that hotel room? Didn’t those
friendly hands tug the coat away from my
shoulders as I lay drunk on that bed? Wasn’t
the coat burned in that fire?

My voice sank deep into my throat and
stayed there. “Listen, son! Do you remem-
ber any fire in this hotel ?”

“No fire in my time, but I've only worked
here two months,”

I licked my lips. “Two months. . . It
might have been before that. . . Listen, do
you keep any back record of registrations?
My name is Paul Cornwall—”"

“Oh, sure, Mr. Cornwall. If you ever reg-
istered hete, we’d have your card on file. But
you’d have to give me the date. They're filed
by dates.”

I felt dizzy. My mind swam through a
whirl of facts and fantasies. “Let’s see, April
1st was when Gertrude. . . April 3rd was
the funeral. . . April 4th the train—April
S5th it was! The night of April 5th.”

“Before or after midnight?”

“Oh, after midnight.”

“That would be April 6th.” He disap-
peared into a cubicle behind velvet curtains.

“I was on the first floor!” I called after
him. “Look up the room next to mine, too,
if you will. That was my friend’s room.”

I stood, tapping my feet nervously, mop-
ping the hack of my neck.

He was back in two minutes. “No Corn-
wall on any floor for April 5th or 6th,” he told
me,

I stumbled back, rocked on my heels, sur-
veying the lobby. “This must be the place.
I could swear I was in this room, stood
against that wall. . . Let me see the eleva-
tor, will you?”

He pointed a long finger at an open door
across the lobby. I walked toward it, trying
to imagine my drunken course of that distant
night.

I stood in front of the door, looking into the
opened elevator. I stepped into it, turned,
sagged against the wall,

1 came out quickly. “That’s the elevator.
I’'m sure I remember it.”

He snorted. “You must have been plenty
drunk, sir, if you don’t remember. April 6th
was only last week.”

He caught me in mid-stride. My right foot
stopped, jerked, and came down stiffly be-
side the left. My teeth bit sharply together.
I stared at him. “Are you trying to kid me,
boy ?”

He blushed. “I beg your pardon, Mr. Corn-
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wall. I didn’t mean to be funny. But it was
only last week.”

“That’s impossible!” I exploded. “I was
in the hospital more than a week!”

“April 6th was only a week ago,” he in-
sisted. His hand shot around a corner and
came out with a small folding calendar. “Look
—April 13th.”

The April was only a blur in my eyes, I
was focusing them on the four members at
the bottom of the sheet. I snatched the pad
out of his hand.

“What’s wrong with this calendar?” I de-
manded. “It says 1944.”

His eyes narrowed, lost their smile. “But,
sir, it is 1944.”

(‘NOI”

The calendar fell out of my fingers,
spilled on the desk. My knees gave, but my
elbows caught the edge. “Oh, God, no! Not
a year! Not a whole year!”

I WAS drunk again, staggering across the

lobby, collapsing into a chair. My hands
worked the flesh of my cheeks, smeared it up
into my eyes.

A year! A year of my life gone, unlived!
What had happened to my mind that night
to blot out a whole year?

I sat there for terrifying minutes trying to
reason, but there was no reason to it. The
clerk’s yelp finally rocketed into my confused
thoughts.

“Hey, Mr. Cornwall! I've found you all
right. Paul Cornwall. It was April 6th, 1943,
Funny, your getting mixed up in the year that
way.” He laughed, but his manner was un-
easy.

I dragged myself out of the chair, afraid
now to go any further.

It was my name all right, my signature on
the card—scribbled, blurred by the mist in
my eyes, but it was my signature. I had writ-
ten nothing on the line marked: Address.

Something else was sliding across the desk
past the card—a cigarette case. A big mono-

gram PC showed in the corner. My silver
case !

The clerk explained: “There was a nota-
tion on the card to check ‘Lost and Found,’
Mr. Cornwall. I looked it up and found this
case tagged with your name. We don’t al-
ways hold things so long, but I guess the
boss thought this was a special matter.”

Taped to the case was a sheet of stationery.
I noted the heading in the corner: Office of
Manager.

“What’s that?” I said.

“Memo from the boss. I guess you better
read it yourself, Mr. Cornwall.”

I wiped my palm across my eyes and read:

If owner claims this cigarette case or re-
registers, please inform him that it is against
the law to burn anything in a hotel room—
even in a steel wastebasket. Lucky for him
there were no complaints of smoke from
other guests, not even from the gentleman in
the next room. .

The sheet slipped from my fingers, scooted
out of sight behind the desk. I wanted to turn
and run. My feet were planted. For a mo-
ment I felt the lobby reeling and quaking
around me.

The whole picture of that memorable night
was changing, reshaping itself monstrously.
The halo was gone from the image of the
whisperer, and emerging from the shadows
was a death’s head.

Murder! Subtle, formless murder!

Paul Cornwall would be a hard man to
murder in cold blood. Stubborn, giant-
framed Paul Cornwall. Nobody could push
me around! But this was colder than cold-
bloodedness. This was the Pied Piper of doom
with the voice of a rescuing angel |

Questions leaped at me and the answers
were at hand.

What purpose was it that led the whisperer
to me as I sat, drunk and stupid, on that
curbstone? What was he doing so far from

(Continued on page 97)




CHAPTER ONE
Start the Pall Rolling

T WAS about five o’clock in the after-
noon when I got out of the taxi in front
of the Club Americana. I paid the driver

and ‘stood on the sidewalk, looking the place
over.

It was just another club, maybe a little bet-
ter than most, with the usual big, colored
photographs of the current band leader and
the floor show attractions. The girl’s picture
was there, too—blond, brown eyes, a nice
smile. Beneath her picture were the words:
Judy Allen, Mistress of Song. She looked
O. K., but not what I had expected. The boss
hadn’t told me much about her, except that
she was singing at the Americana. I had ex-
pected her to appear glittery, hard-looking.
But she looked nice.

I went inside, checked my hat and coat,
and a waiter led:me to a table along a wall.
I said: “Thanks, I'll sit at the bar.”
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G1I DOUBLECROSNS

By ROBERT MARTIN

It was getting to be a habit. Twice in twelve hours 1 had taken the count,
and all because the boss had said: “Get to that girl and keep after ber.
Find out about her brother!” But Jake Allen was dead—killed in a
plane crash, so the papers said, and still “accidents” were occurring in
key war plants—"accidents” which disabled and killed hundreds of inno-
cent workers and effectively crippled the country's airplane production.

I sat on a stool and ordered a double Man-
hattan. “I’ll have at least two,” I told the
pretty girl tending bar. “You may as well
make them both at once.”

She smiled, began pouring vermouth into a
stirring glass. I watched her add the whiskey
and bitters, and then I looked around the
room. The cocktail crowd was gathering fast,
and the place was humming with conversa-
tion and filled with the pleasant smell of liquor
and lemons. There were a lot of men in uni-
form, both Army and Navy. I was a little
envious of them, and suddenly very conscious
of my civilian tweeds.

I turned back to the bar. An oversized cock-
tail glass sat in front of me, with two cher-
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ries reposing in its clear amber depths. I
tasted the drink. “Very good,” I told the
girl behind the bar. “Just the right amount
of bitters.”

She smiled, said, “Thank you,” and began
td measure gin into a shaker. I asked her
when the band began playing, and she said:
“Five-thirty.”

I looked at my watch. Five-twenty. So I
sipped my drink and watched the crowd.
Pretty soon the musicians came out and took
their places on the raised platform at the end
of the long, narrow room. At precisely five-
thirty they began to play. The music was
good, soft and low. The small dance floor was
soon jammed. I watched and waited.

At the end of the second number she came
out, looking, under the lights, even prettier
than her picture. She came out smiling and
stood in front of the microphone. Everyone
clapped. I set down my glass and clapped, too.
They turned a blue spot on her and she be-
gan to sing. She was O. K. She had a low,
pleasing voice, and while she was singing no
one talked. Everyone listened.

I thought: Well, there she is. Time to get
to work.

I finished my drink, laid some money on
the bar, and asked a passing waiter if he
could get me a table. He led me over next
to the wall and put me down at a small table
for two jammed between larger tables. It
was still too early to eat, so I ordered an-
other Manhattan. When the waiter brought
it,ei slipped a buck into his ready hand.
“Look,” I said, “could I speak to Miss
Allen?”

The waiter was an old guy with white hair,
He smiled, said, “T’ll see, sir,” ahd went
away.

When she finished singing I saw him go up
and speak to her, and he looked toward my
table. She looked, too, and I smiled at her.
She did not smile at me. She merely shook
her head at the waiter, sat down in a chair
beside the second sax player, folded her hands
in her lap, and looked primly out across the
dance floor.

The waiter came back. “I'm sorry, sir,” he
said. He really looked sorry.

I said: “That’s all right. Thanks.”

The waiter went away, and I took another
swallow of my drink and tried to figure out
another approach. I had to talk to her, but
I also had to be careful.

A voice behind me said: “Tough luck.”

I TURNED around in my chair. At a small

tabte behind me sat a lone soldier, On his
sleeve were a sergeant’s chevrons. Above his
left breast pocket were Army Air Force wings
and a service ribbon. He was drinking a bot-
tle of beer, and he grinned at me,

“Sergeant,” I said, “you have sharp ears.
Will you have a drink?”

He said, “Sure,” picked up his beer and
his glass and moved over to my table. “I
don’t blame you for trying,” he said. “She’s
all right.”

“Do you know her?” I asked.

“No,” he replied, “but I'd like to. Want
me to try?”

“Sure,” I said. “Go ahead.”

He turned in his chair to motion to the
waiter, but at that moment the band began
to play. The girl stood up in front of the
microphone to sing again. The sergeant
turned back to the table. “Too late now,” he
said. “Have to wait until she finishes.”

I ordered beer for him, and another Man-
hattan for myself. “South Pacific, I see,” I
said, motioning to his service ribbon.

He said: “Yeah. First leave in a year.
Gotta go back next week.”

He told me a little about himself. He said
his name was Dan Malloy, and that he was
a waist-gunner on a B-17. His folks were
dead. All by himself on furlough, and no
place to go. Said he had some relatives in
Cleveland, Ohio, but that it was too far from
San Francisco, and he guessed he would just
hang around until time to go back.

He didn’t ask me any questions, and I didn’t
tell him much. I get tired of making up
stories to tell people, and I like people who
don’t ask questions. I did tell him that my
name was Jim Bennett, that I was from New
York, which was true, and that I was out
on the coast on business, which was also true.
I didn’t tell him what kind of business.

Pretty soon the girl finished her song, and
Sergeant Malloy asked the waiter if he could
speak to Miss Allen. The waiter glanced at
me and smiled faintly, “I’ll see, sir,” he said
again, and went away.

We both watched him. When he spoke to
the girl, she looked again at our table. The
sergeant raised his hand, and grinned at her,
She didn’t look at me, but she smiled at him
a little uncertainly. The waiter said some-
thing to her, she nodded and gathered the
skirt of her long black dress in her hand.
Then she stepped down from the platform,
walked around the edge of the dance floor,
and came up to our table. The sergeant
winked at me, and we both stood up.

The sergeant held a chair for her. “Thanks
for coming, Miss Allen,” he said, very po-
litely. “My name is Dan Malloy. This gen-
tleman is Mr. Bennett, of New York.”

Her cool gaze flicked over me, and back of
Malloy. She sat down in the chair he was
holding for her, said: “Thank you, Ser-
geant.”

I said: “Miss Allen, would you care for
a drink?”
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She glanced at me briefly, said, “No,
thanks,” and turned to the sergeant.

He said: “I wanted to tell you how much
I enjoyed your singing.”

“Thank you,” she said.
liked it.”

It was just small talk, conventional tatk.
Maybe she figured it was part of her job to
be nice to the boys in uniform. But I had a
job to do. I liked the sergeant, and I was
grateful for his help in getting her to the
table. It was the first step in a tough job, and
I didn’t want any slips. The boss had been
very blunt about it, as usual. “Get to the

irl,” he bad said. “Find out about her
brother. We know that Jake Allen was in-
votved in the blasting of tunnel kilns in war
plants making grinding wheels for the air-
craft industry—and without grinding wheels
not an airplane could be built, nor a ship, nor
a fank, nor a gun, for that matter. Find out
where Jake Allen is, and what he’s doing now.
Get the goods on him. Prove it. Stop him!”

“It must be the uniform,” I said to Judy
Allen, :

She stopped her conversation with the ser-
geant long enough to notice me. “It must
be,” she said.

T was certairly getting off to a fine friendly
start.

WHILE she was talking to the sergeant, I
ran over in my mind the things the boss
had told me about Jake Allen. It wasn’t too
much, but we were pretty certain that he
had been responsible for the almost total loss
of a plant in Ohio, and another in New York
State. Then we got a tip that he was moving
west. His game was always ‘the same. He
would get work in grinding wheel factories
under various names. Considering the man-
power shortage it wasn’t hard for him to get
a job. Employers were too hard up for men,
especially men with a 4-F draft classifica-
tion, to bother to check them too carefully.
As near as we could find out, Jake Allen
claimed to have had experience in the oper-
ation of kilns, and got work in the kiln de-
partments. A two hundred foot tunnel kiln
loaded with vital abrasive wheels destined to
grind the precision parts of bomber motors
was his meat. On his last job he had appar-
ently placed a time bomb on one of the cars
moving slowly through the tunnel kiln. The
bomb had been set to explode at the very
center of the kiln, the spot where the gas—
or oil—generated heat was the most intense.
The explosion had not enly wrecked the kiln
and thousands of dollars’ worth of precious
grinding wheels nearing completion, but a
good portion of the plant as well. Also, it had
killed six men, and injured a number of oth-
ers. Meanwhile, the plant’s production was

“Pm glad you

very effectively stopped, and one bamber plant
was shut down until other grinding wheels
could be rushed to it.

That was the kind of thing happening all
over the country. Sometimes it would be a
time bomb or stick of dynamite attached to a
time clock which would explode when an em-
ployee punched his card. Outwardly, they
were just unfortunate accidents, just those in-
evitable things which are always occurring in
times of boom production. g;metimes they
were, but not always. Pretty often they were
not accidents. To too many people the word
“sabotage” is just another bad radio joke, but
men in my work know better. A couple of the
boys had come up with some dope on Jake
Allen, and it looked bad. After his st job
he had dropped out of sight. Then they found
out some more—that he done a stretch in the
pen, which accounted for the 4-F, and that
he had a sister in San Francisco. I had just
come off a west coast shipyard job, and the
boss put me on Allen’s trail. And here I was
sitting at a table with Jake Allen’s sister and
twiddling my thumbs while she talked to Ser-
geant Malloy.

They were having quite a conversation—
all about his experiences in the Paeific. “Ex-
cuse me,” I said, “would you like a drink?”

The sergeant said: “Sure. Another beer.”

I looked at the girl, and her gaze flicked
cooly over me. “Nothing, thank you,” she
said. “I go on again in a few minutes.”

“That’s all right,” said the sergeant. “We'll
save it for you.”

She smiled at him. “No, really,” she said,
and got to her feet.

Malloy and I both stood up. I was think-
ing fast. “Miss Allen,” I said, “I really did
want to speak with you.”

“Yes?” she said.

Suddenly there was a man standing behind
her. He was in uniform, too, and I saw the
gleam of the two silver bars on his shoulder.
Malloy saluted smartly, and the newcomer re-
turned it casually. He was looking at the gisl.
“Judy,” he said, “how are you?”

She turned. “Why, Captain Smythe.”

Smythe, I thought. Captain John Smythe,
I presume? And how is Pocahontas?

The captain took her hand. She turned to
the sergeant, said: “Captain Smythe, this
is Sergeant Dan Malloy.”

The captain nodded, and looked at me,
“And Mr. Bennett,” she said.

I held out my hand. He hesitated for a
second, then took it in a limp grasp. “Pleased,
Captain Smith,” I said.

A slight frown crossed his handsome fea-
tures. “Smythe,” he said—* ‘y’ like in ‘eye.’ ”

“Sorry,” 1 said. “Won't you sit down?”

We all sat down, and I thought that it
was getting to be quite a party, But [
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didn’t care—at least it kept the girl at the
table for a little longer. But it didn’t do me
much good. She talked to the captain and
the sergeant and seldom looked at me. After
a while the captain began talking about din-
ner, and that was all right with me. I was be-
ginning to get hungry. So the waiter came,
and we all ordered. Judy Allen left the table
several times to sing, but she always came
back. I figured I had the captain to thank for
that. During one of the times when she was
gone, he said: “Mr. Bennett, what is your
business ?”

“Grinding wheels,” I said.

“Oh,” he replied. “You mean emery
stones ?”

I had been reading up on abrasives since
the boss had put me on Allen’s trail. “No,” I
said. “I mean grinding wheels.”

“What's the difference?”

“Plenty,” I said. “Emery stone is an ob-
solete expression used fifty years ago, like
we used to say horseless carriage for auto-
mobile. Modern grinding wheels are not
stones. They are a highly scientific product
composed of bauxite, silicon carbide and other
agents, very delicately fused and blended, and
burned in ovens, round or tunnel-type kilns at
a temperature of—"

“Really?” the captain broke in. “Very in-
teresting.” He turned to the sergeant. “Ser-
geant, how is your fish?”

“Very good, sir,” said Malloy. Since the
captain had joined our gay little group Ser-
geant Malloy had become visibly subdued.

Judy Allen came back to the table. I beat
the captain by a split second and held her
chair for her. We all sat down again, and
1 said: “Captain, in what branch of the serv-
ice are you?”

Before he could answer, Judy Allen said:
“Captain Smythe is a producer and writer of
plays for the soldiers. He travels all over
the country putting on educational shows for
them. Don’t you, Captain?”

“That’s about it,” he said. “Put on a show
in Texas last week. Don't know where they’ll
send me next. Taking a little furlough now.
I need it.”

“T'll bet,” T said. “It must be very strenu-
ous. You and Sergeant Malloy have a lot in
common.”

I was immediately sorry I had said it. I
really had nothing against him, and I knew
well enough that every branch of the Service
was important. Every man to his own job,
where he can do the most good, myself in-
cluded, But something about Captain Smythe
irritated me. Maybe it was the way he spelled
his name. Anyhow, I was sorry. Sergeant
Malloy choked on a hunk of fish, and Judy
Allen looked at me with an expression of dis-
taste. The captain put down his knife and

fork and touched a napkin to his lips. There
was a silence for a few seconds. It was very
awkward.

Judy Allen spoke. She said: “I've been
wondering all evening. It's a rather personal
question, I know, but what do you do, Mr.
Bennett?” Her voice was as cold as ice.

The three of them were watching me, and
there was no friendliness in their eyes. Even
Sergeant Malloy looked reproachful. I said:
“As I told the captain a while ago, my busi-
ness is grinding wheels. Grinding wheels, you
know, are expremely important to the war
effort. Not a ship, or a plane, or a tank could
be built without them.” I reeled it off just
the way I had read it.

“I see,” said Captain Smythe. “On de-
ferment ?”

“No,” T said. “Not exactly. Occupational
classification in an essential industry.”

The captain and sergeant said nothing.
Judy Allen said: “Oh.”

“You see, Miss Allen,” I said, throwing
out my first hook, “your brother and I have
something in common. I understand that he
is an abrasive worker, too.”

Judy Allen said: “My brother is dead.”

CHAPTER TWO

Brown Shoe

THAT stopped me. All this build-up, and

the guy I was looking for was dead! If
Jake Allen had been blasting war facteries,
he apparently wasn’t going to blast any more.
It looked as though the boss’s tip had certain-
ly been cold.

“I'm very sorry,” I said.

She was looking at her plate, and I thought
I saw her lips tremble. And I suddenly
thought how clean and bright her blond hair
looked. Captain Smythe had taken her hand,
and now he glared across the table at me.
“You ought to be sorry,” he said.

“Look,” I said, “how did I know? I said I
was sorry.”

Besides being sorry, I wanted to know how
and when, and all about it, but it wasn’t the
time or the place to question Judy Allen. I de-
cided to stitk around as long as I could, But
the captain had other ideas.

“Mr. Bennett,” he said, “I believe that
Miss Allen would like to be alone. Do you
mind ?”

I minded, all right, and I wasn’t going to
be shooed away. After all, it was my table,
and so far I was paying the bill. I looked at
Sergeant Malloy, who hadn’t said a word since
Judy Allen’s announcement of her brother’s
death. He looked embarrassed. “Sergeant,”
I asked, “have you finished your dinner ?”

The sergeant looked down at his still half-
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filled plate. But he did not hesitate. The cap-
tain’s silver bars carried a lot of weight with
him. He got to his feet. “All finished,” he
said, and looked expectantly at me.

I sat still. “Finish your dinner,” I said.
“I’'m sure Miss Allen won’t mind.”

He hesitated, watching the captain. Judy
Allen raised her head and smiled. It was a
nice smile, sort of a through-the-tears smile.
“Surely not, Sergeant,” she said. “Please
don’t leave. Besides, it’s time for me to go on
again.” She fished a tiny bit of lace from her
bag and dabbed at her eyes. I was afraid her
mascara would rum, but it didn’t. She got to
her feet, and I beat the captain again by stand-
ing up first. But he took her arm and guided
her through the crowd to the platform. She
did not look back. Sergeant Malloy and I sat

down,

“Too bad about her brother,” he remarked.

“Yeah,” I said. “The captain acts like an
old friend. Is he?”

Malloy shrugged. “I don’t know. He was
with her last night.”

“Here?” I asked.

“No. At a place uptown. In the bar of the
Golden Gate Hotel.”

“Oh,” I said. “No wonder she came over
to our table. You've met her.”

He laughed. He had even white teeth. “No,
not at all. I saw her, but she didn’t notice me.
I found out that she sang here, so here I am.”

“To hear her sing?”

He grinned at me. “Sure,” he said.

“I don’t blame you,” I said. “Like some
more beer?” :

“Sure,” he said. Suddenly he got to his
feet. I looked up. Captain Smythe was stand-
ing at our table.

“Sit down, Captain,” I said. “Your fish is
getting cold.”

He sat, and so did the sergeant. But the
captain didn’t start to eat. He looked at me.
His face was red. Behind us the orchestra be-
gan to play. The captain started to say some-
thing, but I couldn’t hear him because of the
music. I leaned toward him. I was close
enough to smell the fancy shaving lotion on
his handsome face.

“Bennett, you were pretty rude to Miss
Allen.”

The music grew softer just before Judy Al-
len began to sing. I leaned back in my chair,
fished in my pocket for a cigarette. “How ?”
I asked.

“By arguing with me after she told you
about her brother. She is naturally quite
broken up over it. It happened only a week
ago.”

B You secem to know Miss Allen pretty well.”

“Yes. Pretty well.”

I didn’t like the way he said it, but I
thought, What the hell! Why shouldn’t I

like it? I said: “What happened to her
brother ?”

She had begun to sing, and the room had
quieted down. The captain turned to look at
her. “Airplane crash,” he said, over his
shoulder.

“When?” I asked. “Where?”

Slowly the captain turned in his chair, He
looked at me for a long second. “Why?” he
asked.

I shrugged. “Just curious.”

“A week ago yesterday,” he said. “Twenty
miles out of Albuquerque. Great Western
:Airl’i’nes. At two-thirty-seven in the morn-
ing.

“Thanks,” I said. “You seem to know all
about it.”

“Yes,” he said.

I had read about the crash, but I didn’t re-
member the name of Jake Allen on the list of
victims. But then, when I had read about
it, I hadn’t been looking for Jake Allen. It
could be.

“Bodies identified?” I asked.

“No,” he replied. “Plane burned. Occu-
pants identified by passenger list.”

Sergeant Malloy sat listening to us. He
hadn’t said a word—just sat and listened and
drank his beer. He looked bored. Judy Allen
stopped singing, and the crowd applauded.
The captain stood up and clapped his hands.
She smiled across the room at him, but she
did not return to our table. She sat down in
her chair on the platform, and the captain left
us and moved through the crowd toward her.

“Excuse me, Sergeant,” I said. “I’ll be
back in a couple of minutes. Order me some
coffee, will you?”

“Sure, Mr. Bennett,” he said.

“Call me Jim.”

“0.K., Jim.” He grinned up at me.

WENT out to the checkroom, found a phone

booth, and called a private number in Los
Angeles. As I slid quarters into the slot I
thought that after being so nasty the captain
had been pretty free with his information on
the plane crash. In a couple of minutes I got
my connection. George Baker answered. I
could tell it was George by his cold-in-the-
head voice.

“Listen, George,” I said. “This is Bennett.
Down in Frisco. Check that Great Western
plane crash out of Albuquerque last week
for me, will you? Passenger list, especially.
Anything else you can get. Call me back.
T’ll wait.” I gave him the number on the
dial and hung up.

I stood in the doorway of the booth and
smoked a cigarette. The dinner hour was
about over, and people were leaving the Club
Americana. Through the doorway I could
see waiters already clearing tables for the
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evening trade. The music of the orchestra
drifted out to me, but I could no longer hear
the voice of Judy Allen. And then suddenly
I saw her.

She came out of the doorway leading into
the bar, and stood a moment looking about
her. She looked scared. She had on a beaver
coat over her evening dress. I figured I could
hear the phone if I left the door open, so I
walked over to her.

“Leaving, Miss Allen?” I asked, trying to
smile in the approved play boy fashion.

It didn’t go over. She didn’t answer me,
but kept looking around. She pulled her coat
closer about her, and as she did so a small
sequin bag dropped from her hand. I stooped
to pick it up. It was heavy, and had a fa-
miliar feel. An automatic—about a .32, I
guessed—is a big gun for such a little girl
to carry. As I handed the bag to her, I
thought: My, my, just like in the spy books—
beautiful girl, gun in handbag, and everything.
And then I heard Captain Smythe’s voice.

“Judy, wait,” he said.

I turned around. When the captain saw me,
his eyes narrowed, and there was an un-

leasant look about his mouth. He jerked me
gy the arm. “Get out of the way, Bennett,”
he said.

I had a notion to take a swing at him, uni-
form or no uniform. But the phone began
ringing in the booth, and it kept ringing. I
turned my back on them, and went into the
booth. The captain and Judy Allen hurried
to the street door, went outside, and stood on
the sidewalk looking for a taxi. I could see
them through the glass doors. She was stand-
ing very straight, and he held her by the arm.
I took down the receiver, said, “Yeah,” and
George Baker’s nasal, complaining voice came
over the wire.

“Jim? Here’s the dope. Great Western
Airlines passenger plane crashed and burned
on mountainside in heavy fog twenty-six miles
north of Albuquerque at two-thirty-seven on
the morning of the twenty-fourth. Cause of
crash unknown. Experienced pilot, plane
checked O.K. at Seattle before taking off.
Pilot, co-pilot, twelve passengers burned be-
yond indentification. Passenger list—you got
it, Jim?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Go ahead.”

“Passenger list contained names of Albert
Berstein, Russell C. Whitticker and wife,
David L. Rockingham, Andrew Kelley, Jacob
K. Allen—"

“Hold it, George,” I said. “That’s all.
Thanks.”

As I left the booth I saw that the captain
and Judy Allen were gone. I stood for a min-
ute, trying to decide what to do next. I re-
membered Sergeant Malloy, and I went back
to the table. But the sergeant was gone, too.

Sergeant Malloy hadn’t forgotten about my
coffee. It was there on the table, but it was
cold. I drank it anyway, and as I set the cup
down, the white-haired waiter came up. I
asked him for the check, and he said: “The
soldier paid the bill, sir. He asked me to tell
you that he was sorry he had to leave.”

“0.K.,” I said. “By the way, can you tell
me where Miss Allen lives?”

“No, sir,” he said, “I’m sorry.”

I laid a five-spot on the table. He picked it
up and put it in his pocket. As he leaned down
to take my cup, he said: “Thank you, sir.
Number 2614 Roycroft. Apartment 3-B.”

“Thank you,” I said, and went to get my
hat and coat. The checkroom girl was pretty,
and she smiled at me. I tossed a quarter in
the dish with the rest of the decoy quarters,
said, “Thanks,” and went out.

It was dark outside, and the lights in front
of the Club Americana were lit. They shone
on the picture of Judy Allen, and something
printed on the card attracted my attention.
The words beneath her picture read: Singing
nightly—>5:30 until 8:00; 10:00 until closing.

I looked at my watch. Seven-twenty-five.
She was leaving early. And I figured that if
she had to be back at ten, she must not live
very far away. Why go home at all? Surely,
the Club Americana provided retiring rooms
for its entertainers?

A taxi pulled up in front. I climbed in and
gave the driver the address the waiter had
given me. It wasn’t far—eight blocks. Five
straight north, and three east. We stopped in
front of a medium-sized apartment building.
I paid the taxi driver and went up the steps.

There was a lot of traffic in the street, and
I didn’t bear the shot. Maybe there was a
silencer on the gun. Anyhow, as I pushed on
the glass doors there was a sudden splintering
sound beside my head and a jagged hole ap-
peared in the glass of the door. Thin cracks,
like the threads of a spiderweb, ran away
from it. And I saw the quick puff of plaster
dust from the wall inside.

I SLAMMED the door open, jumped inside,
and flattened myself against the wall. I
couldn’t see anything outside but the traffic
and the lights. Across the street there was a
dark office building, and I figured that who-
ever had taken a crack at me could have hid-
den in the doorway. But he would have had
to pick the right instant to clear the passing
cars.

I waited a minute, but nothing else hap-
pened. I could see the names on the mail boxes
on the other wall, and one of them contained
a card which read: Judy Allen, Apt. 3-B.
There was an elevator down the hall, but I
waited another minute and then went up the
stairs, two steps at a time. I got to the third
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floor and found apartment 3-B. I looked
around for a place to duck, just in case, but
there wasn’t any. So I just stood in front of
the door and listened.

It was quiet on this floor, and the traffic
from down in the street was a low murmur,
At first, I couldn’t hegr anything from inside
the apartment. And tffen I heard voices, but I
couldn’t make out the words. I thought of the
fire escape, walked down to the far end of the
hall, and turned left. Sure, enough, there was
a door at the end of the corridor. I opened
it, and the cool night air struck my face. I
went out onto the fire escape and looked along
the wall of the building to about where I
thought the windows of apartment 3-B would
be. There was no way to get out there, but
down past the windows ran a fire escape
from two floors above. So I hot-footed it
back inside, down the hall to the stairway
and up to the fifth floor. I found the outside
door and started down the fire escape. I got
to a small landing at the third floor and did
a little reconnaissance work. There was no
ledge leading to the windows, but right behind
me was a door. I tried it, and almost laughed
out loud at my good luck. It was unlocked.

I pushed the door open carefully, and en-
tered a dark room. As my eyes became ac-
customed to the gloom I saw that I was in a
small kitchen, and there was a light shining
under the far door. I tiptoed across to the
door and opened it about a quarter of an inch,
I could see Judy Allen, all right, but no ene
else. She was sitting in a chair by a window.
She still had on the dress which she had worn
at the club, and appeared to be alone—at
least she wasn’t talking or looking at anyone.
I wondered what had become of Captain
Smythe. I stood there maybe two or three
minutes, just looking and listening.

The sudden jangling of the telephone almost
made me jump. Judy Allen got up to answer
it, and I hoped that her telephone was not in
the kitchen. It wasn’t, and I could hear her
talking from somewhere out of my line of
vision.

It was, naturally, a one-sided conversation
for me. I heard her say: “Yes . . . Captain
Smythe? . . . No I don’t know—What? . . .
Yes, yes, of course. Right away .. . yes, yes

»

1 heard her replace the receiver, and for an
instant she flitted across my line of vision.
She was carrying her beaver coat, and she
was almost running. The lights went off, and
I heard a door slam. I waited a minute, and
then I pushed open the kitchen door and en-
tered the room.

The faint perfume of her presence was still
there, and even in the dim light I could see
that it was a nice room, furnished in good
taste. I decided to risk turning on the lights,

and found the wall switch. When the lights
came on, I stood still for a minute, looking
around.

There was a door at the far end, which I
guessed entered into her bedroom, several
chairs, a writing desk, a book case—lots of
books in it, too—drapes at the windows, a
thick rug the color of coffee with cream in it.
On the desk were several photographs, and I
moved over and looked at them. One was of
a good-looking, black-haired, black-browed
man in an open-necked sports shirt. Written
across the bottom in heavy, inked letters were
the words: To Sis, with much love. Jake.

There was another picture of two elderly,
pleasant-faced people, apparently her parents,
and one of a handsome boy with a_ black
mustache and wavy black hair, On this pic-
?,xrﬂ? was written: To Judy, with all my love—

eff.

I looked at the picture of Jake Allen more -
closely. This was the guy who was suspected
of blowing up two war plants, the guy I was
trying to catch in the act. Well, he was dead,
or supposed to be, and I was up a blind alley.

Something made me tura around. I don’t
know what caused me to turn—there was no
sound. Maybe it was that back-of-the-neck
feeling you have when someone is staring at
you. The kitchen door was opening slowly.
I grabbed for my .38, and in the same instant
a hand came through the opening of the door.
In the hand was a gun. The gun had an over-
sized barrel, which I knew to be a silencer—
a scarce item these days.

I ducked down, and as my gun came out I
heard a sharp spitting sound, a small stifled
explosion. Even as I squeezed the trigger of
my .38 and saw my slug strike splinters from
the kitchen door I felt a sledge hammer blow
on my head, and a searing, momentary pain.
I went to my knees, and heard the choking
explosion again. A small dark hole appeared
in the rug beside my hand. I tried to raise my
gun again, but I couldn’t make it. I fell for-
ward and saw the rug fly up to meet my face.
The roem swam in blackness, and I went out,
cold.

But I remembered ane thing before I passed
out. On the wrist of the hand which held the
gun behind the kitchen door there showed an
inch of coat sleeve. The color of the coat
sleeve was olive drab.

I WAS out maybe twenty minutes. Not
really out, because I knew I was lying on
the thick rug, and that my head was hurting
—bad. But I couldn’t get up. The lights were
still on in the room, and I just laid there on
my face and the events of the last few hours
crawled across my brain in a slow, mixed-up
way, over and over again.

After what seemed like a long time I heard
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a key in the door, and voices, but I couldn’t
move even then. Things were coming into a
little sharper focus, but I didn’t have enough
strength to move a finger. And it didn’t par-
ticularly bother me, except for the terrific
pain in my head. I was perfectly content to
stay where I was and let the world drift by.
It was very strange.

A man’s voice said: “Judy! What the
hell—"

I opened my eyes and saw a big pair of
brown shoes beside my face. One of the shoes
lifted up and pushed my head sideways, not
very gently. As my head twisted around I
saw a pair of man’s trousers. They were a
dark gray color, and they were very neatly
pressed. Beyond the pants and the brown shoes
I saw the bottom of a floor-length black skirt
and the toe of one small silver slipper.

Brown Shoe lifted his foot and my head
rolled back again, as if it were on a rubber
band. I closed my eyes again, but not before
I had noticed the wet red smear on the rug
beneath my face. My face was wet and sticky,
and I knew it was blood, my own blood, but I
didn’t care. Nothing worried me. I just
wanted the pain in my head to stop.

I heard the girl ask: “Is he dead?”

Another voice from above me—Brown
Shoe’s, I suppose—said: “I don’t think so.
Who is he? How did he get in here? Judy,
what about it?”

She answered something, but I didn’t get
it. I was beglnning to feel a little better.
Things were starting to focus, and I knew I
was in a spot, I thought about trying to get
to my feet, and I moved my legs. Brown Shoe
kicked me in the side, not easy. I was far
enough back to normal to get mad at that. I
moved my legs again. They seemed to work
O.K. I began to gather the muscles in my
arms, was on the point of pushing myself up-
ward, when Brown Shoe kicked me again. It
hurt. I lay still for a minute, and in that min-
ute I worked up a healthy hate for Brown
Shoe, whoever he was.

Then I heard a swish of skirts, and the girl’s
voice saying: “Don’t.” Then the black skirt
and the little sitver slippers were right beside
my face. I felt cold water on my head and
face. It felt swell. I smelled the faint per-
fume which meant Judy Allen to me. She
bathed my head and face, very gently, and I
felt better by the second. I rolled over on my
side and looked up into her face.

“Thanks,” I said, surprised at the sound of
my voice. It sounded far away, and very
faint. I tried it again. “Thanks,” I said,
louder.

She said nothing. Behind her stood a big,
black-haired man. He needed a shave, but
otherwise he looked very neat and well-
dressed in a dark gray double-breasted suit.

Judy Allen continued to bathe my head. Her
lips were pressed together in a tight straight
line. Over her shoulder she said to Brown
Shoe: “Call the police.”

Brown Shoe didn’t move. She turned back
to me. “What are you doing here? What
happened ?”

I pushed myself to a sitting position, and
for a couple of dizzy seconds I thought I
would have to flop back again. But I made it.
I saw my gun lying on the floor beside me.
I reached for it, but Brown Shoe stepped
up and kicked it out from under my fingers.

I looked at Judy Allen. “I’'m sorry about
your rug.”

Without answering me, she looked up at
Brown Shoe. “Call the police,” she repeated.

“I;I’? hurry,” he said. “What about this

uy ?

“T told you. I met him at the club tonight.
He mentioned knowing my brother.”

Brown Shoe said: “Yeah. You told me that,
But who is he?”

Judy Allen didn’t answer. She got up and
crossed to the telephone. I heard her ask
for the police department, and then I heard her
giving her address. I answered Brown Shoe’s
question. “Jim Bennett,” I said.

“Shut up,” he barked.

I felt mean. I said: “Who the hell are you?”

He started toward me, but from across the
room the girl said: “No.”

He stopped and looked down at me. He
was a big guy. There was an ugly expression
on his face. He stared at me a minute, Then
he turned to the girl, said: “I’ll be back.” He
picked up his hat and went out.

Judy Allen leaned down and picked up my
gun from the floor. She held it by the muzzle,
as if it were a croquet mallet. “How do you
feel ?” she asked.

“Terrible,” I said.

“Are you going to tell me what happened,
and why you came here?”

“No,” I said. “Not now.” I tried to smile
at her, but my head was really pounding.

There was the buzz of her doorbell, and a
pounding on the door. She walked across the
room, opened the door, and two cops walked
in. She waved the butt of my gun at me,
“This is the man,” she said.

The cops moved over to me. One of them
grabbed me by the arm and pulled me to my
feet. I stood still and the room swam around
in a big slow circles. I heard Judy Allen say:
“T came home a little while ago, and there he
was, on the floor. I don’t know how he got
in—from the fire escape, I guess. He’s been
shot.”

One of the cops said: “Yeah, ygah. Is that
his gun?”

She handed him my .38. The cop put the
gun in his pocket, took out a pad and a pencil,
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and began to write while she gave him the
story. Pretty soon he put the pad back in his
pocket, said to the cop holding me by the arm:
“Q.K. Let’s go.”

They pushed me toward the door. I still
felt pretty foggy, but as we went out my eyes
fell on the writing desk. Something about it
didn’t seem right. I tried to think what it was.
As they shoved me out the door, I suddenly
knew. The picture of brother Jake was gone.
And then I had the answer to something which
had been worrying me ever since my first look
at Brown Shoe. Jake Allen was not dead.
Brown Shoe was Jake Allen.

CHAPTER THREE
The Wire Snatching Sergeant

THE two cops took me to a hospital first.
My head hurt bad, but luckily the slug
had left just a short groove in my scalp above
my left ear. A young interne cleaned it out,
stuck some tape on it, and gave me some pills
to take. Then they hauled me to the precinct
hoosegow and ed me on charges of break-
ing and entering, carrying concealed weapons,
and on general suspicion. I didn’t want to
tell them a thing about myself, unless they got
really tough.

The boss operated a private detective agency
doing special work for the government, and I
was a sworn member of the U. S. Army. It
never seemed very real to me, because I was
doing the same kind of work I had been doing
before Pearl Harbor, and I would forget for
weeks on end that in Washington I was down
in the books as a first lieutenant. Not that it
did me any good—I couldn’t even mail my
letters free.

The cops worked on me a little, but I didn’t
tell them anything. I didn’t like to phone
the boss and tell him of the jam I was in. I
knew he would give me hell for getting mixed
up with the law—he was very touchy about
that. Even in peacetime he never liked to
let the cops in on a job until it was all sewed
up. He always said that his methods were
different, and that the police wouldn’t under-
stand them. I agreed with him on that.

They finally got tired of asking me ques-
tions and threw me into a cell by myself, I
suppose because my clothes were clean and
I had shaved within the last twenty-four hours.
I flopped on the hard bunk and tried to figure
things out. Now that I knew Jake Allen was
alive the next thing I had to do was to catch
him in action. I didn’t get very far thinking
about that, and after a while I fell asleep.

1 dreamed that Captain Smythe had tied
Judy Allen to a railroad track in front of
an oncoming locomotive, and that I was run-
ning down the tracks after the locomotive

yelling to the engineer to stop. The engineer
looked out of his cab at me running down the
tracks behind him and thumbed his nose at
me. The engineer was Jake Allen, and in my
dream I shouted: “You dirty fiend! That’s
your poor sister up ahead!”

I woke up in a cold sweat. The turnkey was
yelling at me through the bars. “Hey! Some-
body to see you.”

I sat up on the bunk and looked at my wrist-
watch. It was one-thirty in the morning.
My head felt twice as big as normal, and
hurt more than ever. I yawned, ran my fingers
through my hair, and looked up straight into
the clear brown eyes of Judy Allen.

She was standing outside my cell door, and
she still had on the same long black dress and
beaver coat she had worn earlier in the eve-
ning. I said: “Hello.”

She was pale, and her eyes looked tired, and
a little red—as though she had been crying.
She said: “Mr. Bennett, or whatever your
name is, I’ve got to know. Why did you come
to my apartment tonight?”

“Miss Allen,” I said, “believe it or not, I
was trying to find your brother. And I’'m
still sorry about your rug.”

She bit her lip, and I thought she was going
to start crying, but she didn’t. She said:
“Then you knew it, too?”

“Knew what?”

“TFhat my brother was not dead ?”

“No,” 1 said. But I wanted to find out.”

She grabbed hold of the bars, as if she
wanted to shake them. “Tell me,” she said.
“What's going on? What has my brother been
doing? Why do you want to find him?”

I WAS thinking as fast as my banged-up

head would let me, but nothing seemed to
click. I was sure of only one thing—Jake Al-
len was not dead. I could have been mistaken
about the picture, but his sister had just ad-
mitted that he was alive, -

“Listen,” I said, “there’s plenty going on.
Where was your brother about seven-forty-
five tonight?”

“Why ?” she asked. “Why do you want to
know ?”

“Because somebody took a shot at me as I
was going into your place.”

I thought that her face went a shade paler,
and she gripped the cell bars tighter. “He
was with me.”

“Not at seven-forty-five, he wasn’t. And
what happened to Captain Smythe?”

The turnkey came up and said: “Sorry,
miss. You’ll have to leave now.”

She said: “Mr. Bennett, if I get you out
of here—now—will you tell me all you know
about my brother?”

“Sure,” 1 said. “But it isn’t much.” Any-
thing, I thought, to get out of calling the boss.
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She turned to the waiting turnkey. “I want
to see the sergeant.”

She followed the turnkey down the corri-
dor. I straightened my necktie and waited.
Three drunks who had been herded into the
cell opposite me were lying on the floor and
snoring loudly. The rest of the small cell-
block was quiet. In a little while she came
back. “I’'m sorry,” she said. “They won't
let you out. I withdrew the breaking and en-
tering charges, but your gun—"

“0.K.,” I said. “Thanks for trying. I'll
see you tomorrow.”

“T can’t come here tomorrow.”

“1 know. How about your apartment about
one?”

She looked at at me thoughtfully. You
seem very sure that you'll be out tomorrow.”

“Sure,” I said, and I grinned at her. “The
mayot’s my brother-in-law. I didn’t want to
get him out of bed tonight.”

1 thought I saw the ghost of a smile cross
her lips, but I wasn’t sure. “All right—about
one.”

“Will your brother be there?”

“No,” she said. “You needn’t be afraid.
Good night, Mr. Bennett.”

“Good night,” I called after her.

A hoarse voice from down at the end of the
row of cells cried: “Pipe down! Pipe down!”

I flopped back on the hard bunk, but I didn’t
sleep much. My mind was going around in
circles. The first grayness of dawn was com-
ing through the bars of the small window high
over my head when I finally dozed off.

In the morning they let me out long enough
to call the boss in New York. He gave me
hell. But after he calmed down a little, he
talked to the chief. There wasn’t much trouble
after that. They gave me back my gun, and I
walked out into the early morning sunshine
a free man.

I bought some tape, gauze and antiseptic at
a drugstore, and went to my hotel. When I
got my key at the desk, the clerk handed me
a folded piece of hotel stationery. Across it
was written in pencil: Sorry I had to leave
last might. Hope to see you again before my
leave is up. Sgt. Malloy.

I asked the clerk when the message was left.

“It was in your box this morning when I
came on duty.”

“What time was that?”

“Eight o’clock.”

1 put the note in my pocket, caught an up
elevator. It was going on nine o’clock, and I
was looking forward to a hot shower, a big
breakfast, and maybe a couple of hours’ sleep
before my one o’clock date with Judy Allen.

I got out of the elevator at my floor, walked
down the hall to my room, unlocked the door
and went in. I was still thinking about the
hot shower and the food. Suddenly I forgot

all about such trivial things as breakfast.

Captain Smythe stood facing me. The
morning sunlight slanting through the win-
dows behind him glittered on the silver bars
on his shoulders. He was holding a big Army
A5 in his hand. Its unwavering muzzle was
pointed straight at the fourth button of my
vest.

APTAIN SMYTHE said: “Pardon the

gun, Bennett. Come on in and sit down.”
He motioned with the gun toward a chair.

“Thanks,” I said. “I’ll stand. What’s the
play?”

“First,” he said, “I want to know why you
are looking for Jake Allen.”

Jake Allen?” I said. “Haven’t you heard?
He’s dead. Killed in a plane crash at thirty-
seven minutes past two.”

“All right,” he said, “I told you that. But
we both know he’s alive. What do you want
with him?”

I was looking around the room. He had
really gone through my stuff. Dresser draw-
ers were standing open, my bag was open,
with the contents scattered about. He had
even thrown the blankets and sheets off my
bed. I was glad that I never carried any
identification papers—it was one of the boss’
many rules.

_“Find anything?” I asked. I didn't feel
like answering his questions. Him and his
“y” like in “eye!” I could feel the slight
bulge of my .38 beneath my left arm. I began
.to wonder if he would shoot if I made a dive
for him. I took an experimental step forward.

He stepped back and pulled the gun in close
to his belly. He wasn’t taking any chances.
“Stand still, Bennett. For the third time—
what do you want with Jake Allen?”

“Why?” I asked. I was feeling meaner by
the second. I had taken enough of a beating
within the last twelve hours. I began to
measure the distance between us.

I could see his mouth set in a grim line,
and his fingers tighten on the gun. “I’'m not
fooling, Bennett.”

“Look, Captain,” I said, “do you have to
point a rod at me to ask a simple question?
Put it away, and let’s sit down and talk this
over. I've got nothing against you—maybe
we can get together,”

For a minute he hesitated. I could almast
see his mind working. An officer and a gentle-
man. The sporting thing to do, and all that.
And yet I knew that he was deadly serious,
that this business was very important to him.
Well, it was important to me, too.

“Very well, Bennett,” he said, and he
tossed the gun onto the bed.

It was what I was waiting for. Maybe he
felt a little foolish about pulling a gun on me
in the first place, but I wasn’t taking any
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chances. Before the gun hit the bed I stepped
in and slugged him. Two swift steps took
me to him, and my right found his jaw. He
went down, but he wasn’t out. He landed on
his hands and knees, and for a few seconds
he stayed that way, sort of swaying, like an
old blind dog which has lived beyond its time.
I picked up his gun from the bed and stood
watching him, waiting for him to get up.

He didn’t get up all the way. All of a sud-
den he lunged for me, half-crouching. It was
a foolish thing for him to do. I didn’t even
have to lift my foot very far. I just held it
up, and he ran straight into it. The heel of
my shoe caught him square on the chin. He
grunted and went down again, rolled over on
his back. I sat down on the bed and lit a
cigarette.

He lay still for a minute, his eyes open and
kind of glassy. Pretty soon he got to a sit-
ting position. There was a small cut on his
chin, and I don’t imagine his jaw felt any too

ood. He focused his eyes on me, and I
waggled the gun at him,

“You play rough,” he said.

“Sorry,” I said. “I hate to hit a soldier,
but I don’t like people pointing rods at me.”

He rubbed his jaw, took out a handkerchief
and dabbed at his chin. He didn’t attempt to
get to his feet. “Very foolish of me trusting
you like that,” he said.

“Yeah,” I said. “Very.” T still felt mean.
I had pulled a kind of a dirty trick on him, but
in my business you have to do things like
that once in a while.

The captain didn’t say anything mere. He
just sat there dabbing at his bleeding chin. I
heard a slight sound behind me. I started to
turn around, but I was too late. I got a
glimpse of Jake Allen leaping out of the
bathroom door, which was just beyond the
foot of the bed. He had a big blue steel auto-
matic in his hand, and when I saw it he had
already swung it until it was within a foot of
my head.

I tried to duck but it was no use. The flat
side of the gun smashed against the side of my
head, and I saw a million bursting lights.
My poor head, I thought. And then the room
went around in whirling darkness, and for the
second time in twelve hours I took the count.

WHEN I opened my eyes again, the first
thing I saw was the ceiling of my hotcl
room. I was lying on the bed. My coat was
off, and my shirt collar had been loosened.
There was a damp towel around my head, and
I felt terrible. I turned-my head on the pil-
low and looked straight at Sergeant Dan
Malloy.

He was sitting on a chair beside the bed,
smoking a cigarette. He was staring out of
the window, and he looked very trim and very

neat in his uniform, with the service bar and
wings pinned above his left breast pocket .

I said, “Hey, Sergeant,” and he turned his
head guickly and smiled. He put out his ciga-
rette in an ashtray on a stand beside his chair.

“Hello,” he said. “How do you feel ?”

“Lousy. How did you get here?”

“The clerk down at the desk told me you
were in, and so I came on up. Wanted to ask
you to go to lunch with me. I knocked, and
when you didn’t answer I walked in and found
you on the bed. What happened?”

I shut my eyes. My head seemed to feel
better that way. “Just a little argument,” I
said, “with some friends.”

“Some argument!” he said. “I see you
carry a gun.”

I opened my eyes and felt for my .38, It
was still in its holster beneath my arm.
“Yeah,” I said. “G-Man. Want to see my
badge?”

He laughed, said: “Want me to call a doc-
tor to look at your head?”

“No, thanks. I'll be O.K. Was there any-
one here when you came in?”

“No,” he said.

I looked at my wristwatch. Five minutes
of twelve. I had been out quite a while. I
thought of my date with Judy Allen, and
tried to get ‘up. It didn’t go so well. The
room began to whirl around, and I flopped
back on the pillow.

“Sergeant,” I said, “I'm a tired old man.
Will you do me a favor?”

“Sure,” he said, getting to his feet.

“In my bag I think you’ll find a bottle of
bourbon and a box of aspirin tablets. Bring
me the bottle and a couple of the tablets.”

When he handed them to me I took a stiff
drink of the whiskey, and two of the tablets.
In a little while I felt slightly better, but not
much. I took another stiff drink of the bour-
bon. T handed the bottle to the sergeant, got
myself to a sitting position and put my feet
on the floor. It was tough going, but I man-
aged to remain that way. I took a deep breath,
got to my feet, stood dizzily for a minute, and
headed for the bathroom.

The cold water on my head felt swell, I
yelled to the sergeant to help himself to the
bourbon, and then I got my clothes off and
stood under a cold shower. After that I felt
fairly decent, but my head still hurt a lot.

While I was dressing, I took a couple slugs
of the bourbon, and the sergeant ordered a
pot of coffee and some ham and eggs. After
the food and three cups of hot black coffee I
began to feel almost human again.

The phone rang, and the sergeant answered
it. He turned to me, said: “There’s a tele-
gram for you.”

“Tell them to send it up.”

In a couple of minutes the bellhop brought
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it in. I tossed him a quarter and ripped open
the yellow envelope. It was from the Los
Angeles office, and signed by George Baker.
It was in code, and after I had figured it out,
it read like this:

IN FURTHER REFERENCE TO
TELEPHONE CONVERSATION LAST
NIGHT WISH TO ADVISE GREAT
WESTERN AIRLINE CRASH RESULT
OF JAMMED ALTIMETER. AIRLINE
CLERK ROBERT E. WAGNER ME-
CHANIC EARL W. SMITH UNDER
ARREST. HAVE CONFESSED BEING
IN PAY OF GERMAN GOVERN-
MENT. ALL PASSENGERS IDENTI-
FIED. NAME OF JAKE K. ALLEN
FORGED ON PASSENGER LIST AND
NOT ON PLANE.

I laid the telegram on the table beside the
telephone and went on with my dressing. They
had certainly gone to a lot of trouble to es-
tablish the death of Jake Allen. They had
even convinced his sister that he was dead,
and then had suddenly decided to let her know
that he was living. I couldn’t figure that out,
unless they wanted to use her for something.
And suddenly I didn’t like the idea of Judy
Allen as Nazi bait. My watch said twelve-
thirty. Time for me to go.

I turned to the sergeant. He was standing
by the window looking down into the street.
“Sergeant,” I said, “I'm sorry that I can’t
have lunch with you. I seem to have had mine.
T'll buy you a drink later. How about the
Americana about six ?”

He turned from the window, picked up his
cap. “Fine,” he said. “See you then.” He
walked to the door.

I went into the bathroom to knot my tie in
front of the mirror there and called out to
him. “Thanks for nursing me. How about
stretching that drink into dinner?”

“Swell,” T heard him say. “See you at six.”
There was the sound of my door opening and
clicking shut.

In a minute I went out into the room, picked
up my hat and coat, and headed for the door.
With my hand on the knob I stopped and
stared at the telephone stand.

The telegram from Los Angeles was gone.

CHAPTER FOUR
Death Joins the Payroll

I LOOKED under the telephone directory,
and in the wastepaper basket. I felt in all
my pockets, and even looked in the bathroom,
but I couldn’t find it. I locked the door and
went down the hall to the elevator.
Down at the desk I sent a short telegram to
the police department of the city of Cleveland,

Ohio. Then I went out to the street, snagged
a taxi, and told the driver to take me to the
apartment building in which Judy Allen lived.
I didn’t bother to ring her buzzer, but went
straight up to her room and knocked. She
opened the door almost immediately.

She looked swell. She was wearing pale blue
pajamas under a dark blue robe. Her yellow
hair was tied back of her ears with a blue rib-
bon. She looked about sixteen years old.
When she saw me she smiled, and said : “Come
in. You're right on time.”

I stepped inside and she took my hat and
coat, hung them in a closet, turned to me and
said: “Sit down, Mr. Bennett.”

I lowered my hundred and ninety pounds
onto a beige-colored divan, and she sat down
at the far end with one leg curled under her.
In front of the divan was a low table upon
which was a pair of bronze bookends holding
several bright-jacketed volumes. There were
also tinted glass ashtrays, a bottle of Scotch,
three-quarters full, a small silver pail of ice,
glasses, and a soda syphon.

She said: “Will you have a drink, Mr.
Bennett ?”

“Sure,” I said. “But call me Jim. After
all, you’ve known me for seventeen hours.”

She laughed. “All right, Jim. Help your-
self.” She seemed friendly, and the strained
look had gone from her eyes.

I poured Scotch into two glasses, added ice
and soda, handed her one of the glasses. She
said, “Thank you,” and sat watching me.

I took a swallow of my drink. It was good
whiskey, and I felt as though I needed it. M
head was still thumping pretty badly, and ¥
didn’t feel any too good. I finished the drink
in about three swallows, and made myself an-
other. She was only sipping at hers. I set my
second drink on the table, lit a cigarette, and
said: “That’s good whiskey, Miss Allen. You
must have been hoarding it.”

“No,” she said. “A friend of mine left it
here.”

I nodded at the picture of the handsome boy
on the desk. “Would his name be Jeff ?”’

She laughed. “You're very observing. Yes,
his name is Jeff.”

“What happened to the other picture?” I
asked. “The one of your brother?”

The smile left her face, and in its place was
the expression which I had noticed when she
had visited me in the clink the night before.
She took a cigarette from the box on the table,
lit it, and looked at me with troubled eyes,
She said: “When he saw you lying on the
floor last night, he took it down and put it
away.”

“Why?” I wanted to know.

“I don’t know,” she said. “I wish I did.»

“Are you worried about your brother?”

“Yes. Very much.”
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“Where is he now?”

“He’s— I wonder why I tell you this?”

I grinned at her. “It’s my open honest face
and understanding nature. Go on.”

“No,” she said. “Really. Who are you?
Why are you interested in my brother? And
how did you get out of jail so easily?”

Ignoring her last question, I said: “Miss
Allen, your brother is in trouble. I think you
know that. It’s my job to keep him from get-
ting into more trouble.”

“That’s a nice way to put it,” she said. “Are
you going to arrest him? Are you a police-
man ?”

I said: “A policeman wouldn’t spend a night
in jail—belwnd the bars.”

“T don’t believe you,” she said, “but I seem
to trust you. Are you going to arrest my
brother ?”

I shrugged, drained my glass, began to mix
anather drink. I was pretty sure that she had
a good idea of the set-up, but she was being
careful. “What for ?” I asked.

“For whatever you think he is up to.”

“Maybe,” I said. “Maybe not.” I was run-
ning out of answers.

Suddenly she got to her feet, walked to one
of the windows, and steod looking down into
the street. I sat still and watched her. She
turned around and faced me. She started to
talk, and she really let loose. It must have
been eating at her for a long time.

(13 ALL right, Mr. Bennett,” she said, “or

whatever your name is, I'll tell you.
I’'ve got to tell someone, and it may as well be
you. My brother is in trouble—bad trouble.
I don’t know what. A week ago I thought he
was dead, killed in an airplane crash. I saw
it in the papers, and the airline company noti-
fied me. I knew that he had been working in
a war plant somewhere along the coast. The
war plant blew up, or at least, a lot of it blew
up, and the next thing I knew about Jake was
that he was dead.

“He and I are all alone. The rest of our
family is dead. Captain Smythe called me a
week ago, wanted to know if I was related to
Jake Allen. I told him I was his sister, and
he said he wanted to talk to me about him. He
met me at the club. He didn’t tell me much,
but he appeared to have been a friend of Jake’s.
I've seen a lot of the captain during this past
week. He—he made love to me. He asked me
more about Jake. I told him some, but not all.
I didn’t tell him that Jake had been in prison
—for blackmail. Just before the war he be-
came mixed up in a queer crowd. He drank
a lot. I was worried about him, tried to help
him. We quarreled. He went away. I didn't
hear from him for over a year. My money ran
out, so I went to work. Singing is the only
thing I know. So I got a job singing. It's a

good job, and I like it. If it weren’t for Jake,
I guess I would be happy.”

She paused, and turned back to the window.
I had taken it all in. But she hadn’t told me
enough. Not near enough. I said: “How did
you find out that he wasn’t dead?”

She answered without turning around. “Last
night Captain Smythe took me howme from the
club. You saw us leave. He took me straight
home, and then he left. I don’t know where
he went. I had been here a few minutes when
Jake telephoned me. He wanted to know if
Captain Smythe were here. He must have
followed us, or had us followed. I told him
that the captain had left. Then he wanted to
meet me at a little bar around the corner. I
met him. He told me that it was all a mis-
take about his being a passenger on the plane
which crashed. Said he needed some money
to tide him over until he got another job. I
wanted to talk to him, so 1 brought him back
here. When we came in, you were lying on
the floor.”

“0O.K.,” I said. “How about the gun you
were carrying in your purse when you left the
club last night?”’

“Captain Smythe gave it to me four days
ago. He said, rather jokingly, that a girl liv-
ing by herself should have one. I kept it in
my dressing room at the club. After I got the
phone call from Jake I was scared. I didn’t
know what was going an. I thought that Jake
was dead, and I knew he had been mixed up
with this crowd. So I took the gun.”

“You just said that you got the call here,”
I reminded her. :

“The second one,” she said, quickly. “He
called me at the club first, just before I saw
you by the telephone booth. I was pretty up-
set. I couldn’t believe it was Jake, but his
voice sounded like Jake’s. He didn’t say much,
except that the plane crash story was a mis-
take, and that he would meet me herc. He
called again after I got here to make sure I
was alone.”

“All right,” I said. “One thing more. What
do you know about Captain Smythe ?”

“Not too much. He told me that he had
been an actor before entering the Army. Said
he was now on special duty putting on enter-
tainments at various army camps. He says
he’s on a thirty-day furlough, and that his
home is in Trenton, New Jersey.”

“Married?” I asked.

She flushed. “I don’t know. He said not.”

I stood up. “Thanks very much, Miss Allen.
You've been very helpful. I appreciate your
telling me all this, and I hope you won’t be
sorry. Can I ask one more question?”

She said: “Yes. Why not?”

: “X\,’hat do you know about Sergeant Mal-
oy?

“Not much. He seems all right. I've scen
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the past week—
im with you last

him around the club durin
always alone, until I met
ni%ht."

felt as though I ought to tell her some-
thing, after all the dope she had given me. I
said: “Look, Miss Allen, 'm not a crook, and
I'd like to help you. I want you to know that
all this is for a good reason. I'm afraid I'll
have to leave now.”

She got my hat and coat and handed them
to me. I held out my hand. “Good-by, and
thanks again.”

She took my hand, stood looking at me. I
sure liked her looks. I don’t have much chance
to be with girls—nice girls—and Judy Allen
had everything I like in a girl. I don’t believe
in mixing business with pleasure, and I don’t
know what came over me—I’'m not much on
the love stuff. But I pulled her towards me
and I leaned down and kissed her. Her lips
were soft and cool. She didn’t stop me. I
kissed her, and then let her go. I hadn’t meant
to do anything like that, but I couldn’t help it.

She stood smiling at me, and I knew that
my face was red. “Good-by,” she said. “And
stop calling me Miss Allen.”

I went blindly out of the door and put on
my hat and coat as I walked down the hall.
Even when I got to the street, I could still
feel my face burning.

When I got back to my hotel, there was an
answer from my wire to Cleveland.

I TOOK the telegram up to my room. If
anyone had passed me in the hall they
probably would have thought I was nuts, or
else playing cops and robbers. I unlocked my
door. but before I went in I unlimbered my
.38 and kicked the door wide open before I
entered. I didn’t think that I would walk into
the business end of a .45 twice in the same
day, but I wasn’t taking any chances. Noth-
ing happened, so I went on in. I looked in the
bathroom, in the closet, and even under the
bed, like any haepeful old maid, but this time
I seemed to have my room to myself.

I took off my hat and coat, poured a slug
of bourbon into a water glass, sat down by
the desk and opened the telegram. It was
signed the Cleveland Chief of Police.

SERGEANT DANIEL MALLOY RE-
PORTED AWOL SINCE TWENTY-
SIXTH. FAMILY DEAD BUT RELA-
TIVES LIVING HERE. CHARACTER
MALLOY OK. NO POLICE RECORD
P§1}3¥IOUS. ARMY RECORD EXCEL-
L .

I put a match to the yellow paper and
watched it burn in an ashtray on the desk.
Then I wrote out another telegram to the
police in Trenton, New Jersey, and called a

bellhop. When he came I told him to have it
sent right away. I also asked him to bring me
a bottle of soda water and some ice. Pretty
soon he came back with the stuff, I tipped
him, made myself a drink, and called the
Chamber of Commerce.

They told me what I wanted to know. The
nearest grinding wheel factory was The Calif-
ornia Abrasive Products Company near a little
town called Westville about forty miles north-
east of San Francisco. They told me that this
plant was operating under a high-priori
rating and turning out valve grinding wh
by the thousands for a west-coast aircraft mo-
tor factory. I also found out that The Calif-
ornia Abrasive Products was a branch of a
big eastern outfit and had been built since
Pearl Harbor in order to give quick service to
the vast west-coast aircraft industry.

I called the desk to see if they could get me
a car. What with gas rationing and all, they
didn’t know. But I carried a special “C” book,
and after I told them that I had the coupons .
they finally rented me a 1939 Ford sedan. I
told them to have it out in front in half an
hour. .

I shaved, took another shower, put on a
clean shirt and my ether suit, and went down
to the lobby. At the desk I left word for Ses-
geant Dan Malloy, if he called, that I had been
called out of town on business. When I got
out in front, the car was waiting for me. It
seemed to be in pretty fair shape, except that
the tires looked like recapped recaps. But I
figured they would hold together for forty
miles, and I started out. What with the traffic
and the speed laws it took me an hour and a
half to get to Westville.

The California Abrasive Products had quite
a layout. I counted the stacks of fourteen
round kilns, and figured they must have at
least one tunnel kiln. Since starting on this
job I had read a lot about artificial abrasive
products, and I knew what to look for. This
plant was small in comparison to the big. out-
fits, but I also knew they were specializing,
and a lot of big wheels can be burned in four-
teen kilns with a tunnel kiln for the big stuff.
The plant covered an acre or so, and the whole
works was enclosed by a high steel fence.

I pulled up to the main entranceway, parked
the Ford, and walked over to the gate. A uni-
formed guard stopped me and asked me my
business. I told him my name, and said I
wanted to see the personnel manager.

“What about?” he asked.

“A job')’

“All right,” he said. “Wait a minute.” He
went inside the guardhouse and through the
window I could see him telephoning. In a
minute He came out and handed me a big badge
with a number on it. He told me to pin it on.
He gave me a printed piece of paper, said:
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CHAPTER FIVE
Bombs Away

HE Club Americana was crowded, but the

white-haired waiter spotted me and got me
a table close to the orchestra. Sergeant Mal-
loy was nowhere in sight, neither was Judy
Allen. I ordered a drink and sat and watched
the people and looked for the sergeant. I was
on my second drink when I saw him come in,
He stood in the doorway and looked around
the room. I raised my hand. He saw me,
smiled, twisted his way between the tables
and sat down beside me.

“Sorry, I'm late,” he said. “Met a couple
of fellows from my squadron. They just got
in, but I’'m due back at the base tomorrow.”

“Tough luck,” I said. “Why didn’t you
bring them along?”

“Oh, they had a couple of girls lined up.
Said they might see me later in the evening.”

He ordered a bottle of beer, and looked over
toward the orchestra. “Isn’t Miss Allen sing-
ing tonight?” he asked.

“Don’t know,” I said. “She hasn’t so far.”

He began to tell me about his two buddies.
One was a radio man, and the other a turret
gunner. While he was talking, the waiter came
up, leaned down and spoke into my ear. “A
lady wants to see you,” he said in a low voice.
“QOut by the front door.”

“Thanks,” I said, and got to my feet. “Ex-
cuse me, Sergeant. Be back in a few min-
utes.”

He smiled, said: “Sure, go ahead.” I didn’t
know whether or not he had heard what the
waiter told me.

Judy Allen was waiting for me beside the
big glass doors. She was hatless, and was
wearing a gray tailored suit beneath a gray
tweed topcoat. There was a strained look
about her eyes. It was a look which I had
come to know within the last two days. I went
up to her, and we didn’t waste any time on
preliminaries.

“What’s the matter ?” I asked.

“I'm sorry to bother you,” she said, “but I
guess you're in on this, too.”

“Sure,” T said. “Forget it. What’s up?”

“It’s the captain. He’s at my apartment.
He’s been there all afternoon. He’s—he’s
drunk, and acting strangely, kind of wild.”

“What else?” I snapped.

“No, he hasn’t bothered me. Just talks. And
he won'’t leave.”

“What does he talk about?”

“A lot of it doesn’t make sense. He keeps
mentioning a person named Charlie, and some-
times he’ll say ‘Mac,” and a lot of it is just
mumbling.”

“What else?”

“Nothing, except that he mentioned your

name twice. He—he called you a dirty swine.”

“I see,” I said. “Do you want me to go
back there with you?”

“Will you?”

“Sure. Just wait a minute.”

I went back in to the table and told the
sergeant that I had to leave. He got up, said:
“I'm awfully sorry. We seem to have a hard
time getting together.” He held out his hand.
“Well, so long. I probably won’t be seeing you
after tonight.”

We shook hands, and I said: “The dinner is
still on me. Good hunting.”

I had a notion to ask him about the AWOL
business, but I decided not to. On the way out
I shoved a bill into the waiter’s hand and told
him to serve dinner to the sergeant. The
checkroom girl gave me another nice smile, as
she did to all the customers, but I didn’t have
time to make any stock cracks.

Judy Allen was still standing by the door.
I took her arm, and we hit the street. The
doorman snagged us a taxi, and in a few min-
utes we pulled up in front of her apartmené
building. As we went up the steps 1 notice
that they had put a new glas¢ in the door
which had caught the slug intended for me.

We took the elevator, and walked down the
corridor to her room. When we got there we
saw that the door was standing slightly ajar.
She gave me a quick, puzzled look and went
on in. I followed her, but first I loosened the
.38 in its holster under my arm. I didn’t know
how tough the captain was going to get when
he saw a dirty swine like me.

But I could have saved myself the worry.
The captain wasn’t there. The room was gray
with stale smoke, and there was an empty
Scotch bottle on the floor beside the sofa. Be-
side the bottle was a glass ashtray overflowing
with cigarette stubs. Judy Allen threw her
coat over a chair and walked across the room
to the kitchen. I stood by the door and
watched her.

She looked nice. It was the first time I had
ever had a good look at her legs. They were
straight and strong. I liked everything about
her—the way her long, yellow hair curled
over her shoulders, the tilt of her short nose,
the curve of her lips. As I watched her I
thought about all the years I had worked for
the boss, and of all the things I'd missed. It
had been just one job after another, with no
time for anything but the hunt, the chase, the
capture—always following the endless, sordid
trail of people on the wrong side of the law.

I sighed, feeling sorry for myself, and my
glance fell to the low table beside the sofa.
There was a sheet of blue-tinted notepaper
lying there, and on it was a message scrawled
in pencil. I picked up the paper. Judy Allen’s
name and address were engraved across the
top. The penciled words were large and shaky,
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and they ran all over the paper, but I made out
the message: Judy—wvery, very sorry . . . will
be back later—explain—forgive me. Tony.

UDY ALLEN had turned from the kitchen
door, and was peering into the bathroom.
“Hey,” I said. “You can stop looking.”

She came slowly across the room and stood
in front of me. I handed her the note, and she
read it, a slight frown puckering her brow.
Looking at her, at her bright hair and dark
lashes, I forgot all about the captain, and I
was thinking that maybe in a little while,
when this thing was over, she wouldn’t be
able to stand the sight of me. But still there
was something I wanted to find out. I put my
hands on her shoulders. The top of her head
came just below my chin. She looked up at
me.

“He won’t be back,” I said, “but if he does,
and you want me, let me know. Keep your
door locked.”

° She smiled. “All right. Thanks for coming
pp with me.”

“That’s O.K.,” I said. “Aren’t you work-
ing tonight?”

“No,” she said. “I’m taking the night off.”

And then I asked her what I wanted to
know. “Look,” I said, nodding at the good-
looking boy’s picture on her desk, “what about
that guy? Is it serious?”

“Jeff? He's in the Army now. No, it’s not
serious.”

“Good,” I said. I took a deep breath, and
then I leaned down and kissed her. She didn’t
back away, but she didn’t give me any en-
couragement, either. It was just a kiss—a
nice, friendly kiss. “Want me to stay?” I
asked.

She said, “No,” gently, and stepped back.
“Thanks again for coming up. Good night.”

“Good night,” I said, feeling like a clumsy
fool. I backed up, stumbled against the door,
and then I found myself in the corridor. She
smiled, closed the door saftly, and I heard the
lock click. I went down to the elevator.

The cool night air felt swell on my burning
face. I decided to walk back to the Club
Americana. When I got there I saw no sign
of the sergeant, so I had my dinner alone and
listened to the music. After a while I paid
my bill, and walked the eight or ten blocks te
my hotel. In the lobby I bought a late paper
and sat down in a chair behind a marble pillar.
An item in the middle of page one caught my

e. It was a two column headline: NAZI
AGENTS HELD IN PLANE CRASH.
AIRLINE CLERK AND MECHANIC
CONFESS.

The piece ran for two half-columns and en-
larged on the information contained in the
telegram which George Baker had sent me
from Los Angeles the night before. It said

that Robert E. Wagner, Great Western Air-
lines clerk, had admitted falsifying the pas-
senger list record by adding the name of
Jacob K. Allen in order to stop the efforts of
government agents to find Allen, who was sus-
pected of taking part in recent sabotage opera-
tions. The account said that Allen was still
at large. The mechanic, Earl W. Smith, had
admitted tampering with the doomed plane’s
altimeter which caused the pilot, Charles R.
McKenner, to misjudge his height on the
mountainous Albuquerque run and crash into
a hilltop eight miles north of that city killing
himself, the co-pilot, and twelve passengers.

Another item in the paper attracted my at-
tention, but it didn’t mean anything to me at

- the time. It was a small piece on page three.

BODY STILL UNIDENTIFIED
The body of a man, about 30, which was
found by police in an alley in the dock dis-
trict three days ago, is still lying unidenti-
fied in the county morgue. When found, the
bady was completely naked. Death was due
to a blow on the head.

I stuck the paper in my pocket, went up to
my room, got into pajamas, and wrote a letter
to the boss in New York. I told him all that
happened up until now, and what I intended
doing. When I was on a job I always did
this, because I never knew what would turn
up, or how things were going to turn out for
me, and I wanted the boss to know in case
anything went wrong. I gave him all the dope
—what had happened, what I thought. When
I had finished, I stuck an air mail stamp on
it, went out in the corridor, dropped the letter
down the mail chute, and went to bed.

I SLEPT late the next merning, had a com-
bination breakfast and lunch, read all the
papers, slept some more. I got dressed about
four in the afternoon, called the desk and told
them to bring the Ford around, went down to
the street, climbed behind the wheel and
started for Westville. I thought some about
calling Judy Allen, but decided not to.

I pulled up at the main gate of The Califor-
nia Abrasive Products Company around a
quarter of six. There was a different guard
on duty, and I had to go through the whole
routine again. But Borand was waiting for
me. The office didn’t work at night, just the
plant, and he took me back through the dark
corridor to his office. :

Borand said: “I don’t mind telling you that
I checked with the San Francisco police, and
I want to help you in any way I can.”

I said, “Thanks,” and he put out a bottle
of whiskey and some glasses. We had a couple
of drinks. He called the main gate and told
the guard on duty to call him the minute that
Louis Bortell reported for work, and then we
talked about different things, this and that.
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He seemed O.K., just one of the many un-
sung men charged with the responsibility of
keeping the war plants running—men who
work Emg hours getting the stuff needed to

roduce the tools of war moving out to the
industrial fronts. He said he had intended to
wark tonight anyhow, and had had a bottle of
milk and a sandwich sent in for his dinner.

After a while his telephone rang. It was
the guard at the main gate, and I could hear
his voice. “Mr. Borand? Louis Bortell just
checked in.”

Borand said, “Thanks,” hung up, and
looked at me. “O.K. He’s here. I'll take you
down and show you the hiding place we've
fixed up for you. Do you think he'll try any-
thing tonight?”

I said. “I’ve got a hunch that tonight’s the
night. It's getting a little hot for him. The
papers broke the story today. He’ll probably
try to do the job tonight, and get the hell out.”

Borand nodded. “I’ll take you down.”

I followed him out of the office and down a
long flight of steps to the plant floor. He
opened a big sliding door and we were in a
maze of roaring confusion,

“Finishing room,” Borand shouted at me.

I saw an acre of machines, with a man or a
woman at each machine. They were cutting
the rough grinding wheels down to exact size.
Borand led me through an aisle between the
fimishing lathes, and we entered a quieter sec-
tion of the factory. Here men and women
were inspecting the finished wheels for flaws.
We walked past the huge testing drums where
the wheels are put on spindles and revolved
at twice the commercial operating speed to see
that they won’t break in operation. “When
they break,” Borand said, “it’s like bullets
flying. Those metal drums protect the opera-
tors doing the speed testing. If they don’t
break at that speed, they’re O.K, to ship.”

I nodded, and kept following kim. We came
out into a vast room filled with big kilns. Some
of them showed red fire between the cracks of
the fire doors, It was very hot.

“Round kilns,” Borand said. “Tunnel kilns
over there.”

We walked along a cement ramp between
the kilns until we came to an open space. Here
two white-tiled structures ran back into the
darkness, with massive air pipes leading into
them at intervals. There were steel tracks
along the sides of the kilns and on the tracks
were small cars loaded with grinding wheels
waiting their turn to be burned.

Borand said: “Those cars carry the green
wheels through the kilns at the rate of three
feet a minute. When they come out at the
other end they are ready to be sent to the
finishing room. All of the wheels on the cars
on this whole track are to be used in the finish-
ing of aircraft motors.”

I looked at my watch. It was a quarter of
seven. At the mouth of the kiln two men were
busy transferring green soft wheels from
tiered wooden racks to the tunnel kiln cars.
They removed the small valve grinding wheels
from the racks and placed them very carefully
in sand-filled containers on the kiln cars.

“How hot does it get inside those kilns?”
I asked Borand.

“About twenty-four hundred degrees, Fah-
renheit,” he said. “Here’s where you hide.”

He led me to a big round kiln. It was emp-
ty, and no fires were burning beneath it. He
walked up three stone steps and stooped to
enter a small opening. I followed him. The
inside of the kiln was circular, and the floor
was paved with bricks. Borand pointed out
a small hole bored into the brick wall. I
looked through the hole and I had a perfect
view of the mouth of the tunnel kiln.

Borand said: “That’s where Bortell will be
working. This kiln won’t be fired for a couple
of days. Nobody will bother you.”

“O.K.,” 1T said. “How long are you going
to be around ?”

“All night,” he said. “If anybody is going
to try to blow up a tunnel kiln, I want to be
around.” g

“Fine,” I said, “but nobody’s going to blow
it up while I'm here. All I want to do is to
catch him in the act of trying to blow it up.”

Borand said: “If you want me, there’s a
phone at the end of this ramp.”

“0.K.,” I said, “and thanks.”

“Look,” he said, “shall I send in a cou?le
of guards? Maybe you’ll need some help.’

“No, thanks,” I said. “If I need any help,
1l call you.”

“All right,” he said. “See you later.”

He went away and I settled down to wait-
ing and watching. At seven o’clock a whistle
blew, and I saw a man, evidently a foreman,
came up with two men and talk to one of the
men already working. Apparently the fore-
man was introducing the two new men to the
old worker. In a little while the foreman went
away, and I saw the old worker point to the
tunnel kiln cars. One of the new men nodded
understandingly. I was about fifty feet away,
but I recognized this man instantly.

It was Jake Allen.

F‘ROM my peep hole inside the kiln I

watched the three men working. Beside
Jake Allen there was an old man with white
hair and a white mustache. He didn’t seem
to know much about the job, and the man who
had stayed to instruct the two men was talking
to him and demonstrating the proper method
of placing the wheels in the sand-filled con-
tainers on the tunnel kiln cars. Jake Allen
went right ahead with the work as if he knew
all about it, as he probably did. After a while
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the instructor went away and left Allen and
the old man by themselves.

The two men loaded six cars and pushed
them into the kiln, and started to load the
seventh., They worked a little while together,
with Allen talking and pointing for the white-
haired man’s benefit, apparently showing him
the fine points of placing grinding wheels on
tunnel kiln cars.

I watched and waited. It was dark in the
kiln, and hot. By the light coming through
the hole in the kiln’s walFlooked at my watch,
Ten minutes past eight. I looked out of the
hole again, and I saw what I had been waiting
for. :

Allen was pointing across the big kiln
building to the far side, apparently telling the
old man to go over and perform some duty or
other, maybe to get something. Anyway, it
appeared to me as though Allen were getting
his aged helper out of the way, at least for the
time being. I loosened my .38 in its holster
and glued my eye to the hole.

The old man began walking away. He was
stooped, and he walked with a slow, shuffling
gate. When he was about twenty feet away,
Allen walked swiftly to his coat, which was
Iging in a bundle beside some wooden wheel
racks. From the coat he took a small square
box, hurried back to the car which they had
just loaded and which was standing on the
track at the mouth of the tunnel kiln. I could
hear the roaring of the gas jets inside the kiln,
and I saw the white heat showing through the
air vents. As I watched, Allen placed the
small box beneath the steel bottom of the
car. He took some wire from his pocket and
began to wire the box in place. That was what
I was waiting for. I was on the point of leav-
ing my hiding place, when something hap-

ened which caused me to watch a little
onger.

The old man who had been walking away
from Allen suddenly wheeled around and came
running back. I remember being surprised
that an old guy could move so quickly. In a

second he was upon Allen, and I saw his fist
come around and strike Allen in the face.
Allen stumbled back against the kiln car and
began jerking at something beneath the front
of his overalls. The old man bored in, struck
Allen again. I waited no longer.

I ran out of the kiln doorway, down the few
steps to the cement ramp, and headed for the
two men. Even as I ran, I saw the gleam of
metal in Allen’s hand. There was a sharp
hollow report which reverberated against the
walls of the vast kiln room, and I saw the
orange stab of flame. But the old man bored
right on in. I saw him chop at Allen with
both fists, and Allen went down.

I shouted, “Hey!” and for the first time
the old man saw me running toward him. He
turned, and very deliberately drew a gun from
his overalls pocket, leveled it, and fired. A
faint sigh breathed past my ear.

I had my .38 in my hand then, and I kept
on coming. Out of tﬁ,e corners of my eyes I
could see men running from all corners of the
plant. The old mag fired again, and I dropped
to my hands and knees. Up on the cement
ramp I made a perfect target. Then I heard
a voice, a strangely familiar voice, “Bennett,”
the old man called. “Stay where you are, or
I'il kill you.”

I rolled off the ramp and landed on my feet
running. A five-foot cement wall now pro-
tected me, and I ran, stooping, until I reached
the platform beneath the tunnel kiln tracks.
I climbed up, my gun in my hand.

At that moment I saw Allen get to his hands
and knees, saw him raise his hand, and heard
the hammering roar of his gun. The old man
swayed on his feet, but he didn’t go down.
His gun spat flame, and Allen slid slowly
forward on his face. In almost the same in-
stant the old man turned his gun on me, and
chips of cement struck me in the face. I
steadied my .38, squeezed the trigger, and the
white-haired man collapsed.

A crowd of workers rushed up as I climbed
up on the cement runway. They gathered
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around, and as I pushed through them I caught
sight of Borand. He made a path for me.
While they lifted Jake Allen from the floor,
I looked closely at the old man lying by the
kiln car. His overalls were bloody, high up
‘on his chest, where my slug had caught him,
and there was another wound on his hip. The
man looked faintly familiar to me, but I didn’t
have time to think about it. I leaned down and
felt beneath the kiln car. I found the box, and
men helped me unwire it.

“Time bomb,” I said to Borand. “Get some
water.”

A man came running with a bucket of
water, and I placed the box very gently in it.
Borand gave some orders, and the workers
cleared out and went back to their machines.
A uniformed guard came up.

I motioned to the forms of Allen and the
old man. “They look harmless now, but you'd
better watch them.”

He nodded, and pulled out a businesslike
looking rod. To Borand I said: “Better get
the plant doctor, if you have one.”

“He’s on the way. Anything else?”

“Yeah. Call the police. I'll be back.” I
started away.

“Need any help?” asked Borand.

“Don’t know yet. Maybe. I'll holler.”

I went through the plant and out to a side

te. I showed my pass to the guard on duty.
‘What's going on in there?” he asked.

“Not much,” I said. “Listen, if you hear
any shooting out on the road, come a-run-
ning.”

Out on the highway I began to move slowly
around the plant. It was very dark. I walked
on the grass along the edge of the road trying
to see ahead of me into the darkness. I had
covered two sides of the plant and I could see
the lights of the main gate guardhouse up
ahead of me. And then I smelled the.odor of
burnt gasoline, and I stopped for a moment
and listened.

From up ahead came the faint sound of a
motor running. I walked forward very slowly,
my .38 in my hand. Presently I saw the out-
line of a car at the edge of the road ahead. It
was parked well off the road, almost in the
shallow ditch, with no lights on, and the
sound of the running motor came louder to
me. I walked up slowly behind it.

I couldn’t tell if anyone was sitting in the
car. There was enough light from the main
gate of the plant to tell me that no one was
behind the wheel. The car was a sedan, and
I looked in the rear window. The rumble of
the many machines in the plant came very
faintly out to me. The sound blended with the
soft purr of the car’s motor. There was no
other sound.

I felt a sudden, hard pressure in the middle
of my back. A voice said: “Stand still.”

CHAPTER SIX
GI Doublecross

DIDN'T stand still. I was in this business

deep, and I couldn’t take any chances. Who-
ever was waiting out here to take Jake Allen
awag as soon as he had planted his time bomb
in the tunnel kiln was in it deep, too. Too
deep to monkey much with a snooping dick
like me. I figured I was lucky not to have
been shot in the back while I stood looking
into the car, and I figured, also, that that was
the end of my luck.

A split seeond after the gun had prodded
my backbone I dropped to my knees, turning
as I dropped. And as I turned I charged for-
ward, as I used to do when I played left tackle
back east ten years before. The guy behind
me with the gun went over backwards, and his
gun cracked loudly in the silent night. A
bright flash burned past my eyes, and then I,
was on him. I brought my .38 around in a
wide arc and slammed it against his head.
But he was twisting and squirming under me,
and I felt my gun glance off. With my left
hand I was trying to grab his gun arm and
pin it down, but I couldn’t locate it, and both
of us squirmed and grunted and fought sav-
agely and silently.

I was still trying to grab his gun arm
when there was a muffled explosion. The
whole left side of my body suddenly seemed to
be on fire. He must have had the muzzle of
his rod right in my vest pocket. I could smell
the sudden odor of burnt cloth. I found his
wrist then, and I pushed backwards and up-
wards. I kept pushing his arm back and
across until I heard a distinct snapping sound.
He cried out, and I let loose of the arm then,
and slammed my .38 down against the outline
of his head. I hit him square this time, and
smacked him again for good measure, He lay
very still beneath me, :

Suddenly I didn’t feel so good. I could feel
the inside of my vest geting wet, and there was
a dull pain all along my side. I fumbled for
the wound. It was at the outer edge of my
belt line, above my hip. I brought my fingers
away, and they were wet. I fished out a hand-
kerchief, held it against my side, and got slow-
ly to my feet.

I could hear men running down the road,
and I saw the flare of an electric terch. Two
of the plant guards came running up and
flashed the light on us. I said, “Here’s anoth-
er one, boys,” and felt myself swaying on
my feet. :

They turned the guy over, and for the first
time I saw that he was dressed in the uni-
form of the United States Army. The light hit
his bloody face. It was Sergeant Dan Malloy.

I heard the wail of a siren and saw a police
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car wheel into the drive and stop at the main
guardhouse. I walked down the road to the
gate. The road seemed to be heaving up and
down under my feet, but I made it to the
entranceway. The guard was opening the gate
for the cops.

“Hey!” I yelled.

"One of the cops got out of the car and
walked toward me. I heaved my arm. “Over
in the ditch. Guy in an Army uniform.”

“Who are you?” asked the cop.

“Never mind,” I said, wearily. “Get that
guy. I'll go into the plant with your buddy.”

He was a young cop. He looked doubtful.
“All right,” I said. “You can check with
Borand. But I think that guy in the ditch
will need a little medical attention.”

“How about you?” he asked.

“Me, too,” I said, and climbed into the car
beside the other cop. “Straight ahead,” I
said to him.

He didn’t ask any questions. We pulled up
by the kiln entrance. “Tell Borand I want to
see him,” I told the cop. The car seat felt nice
and soft, and I was afraid that if I got out of
the car I would never make it back in again.
The cop went in the plant, and I just sat and
waited. I could feel the blood soaking through
my handkerchief and running over my fingers.

Borand came out in"a minute. He looked
in the window at me. “Hey,” he said, “you’re

hurt.”
I said.

“Yeah,”
there?” :
“He’s got both of those fellows over in the
first aid room. I think one of them is dead.”
“Which one?” I asked. My voice sounded
as though it were coming from far out in the
darkness of the night.
“The young one,” I heard Borand say.
“The one called Bortell.”
Borand went away then, and in a minute
he came back. “Doc will be right out.”
“Thanks,” I said. “How’s the other one
doing?”
“Doc says he thinks he’ll be all right.”
“Good,” 1 said. “That’s good.”
I heard Borand say, “What?” and it seemed
to me that I was floating away, high in the
“dark sky, and Judy Allen was somewhere
ahead of me, floating, too. I heard her laugh.
I started to laugh, too, and then I stopped
laughing because a red curtain of pain dropped
before my eyes, and Judy Allen was gone, and
the night was gone, and then there was noth-
ing.

I OPENED my eyes to blinding white light.
I blinked, and I heard a voice say: “He’s
conscious now, Doctor.”
1 turned my head. I was lying on a narrow
bed in a small room and everything aroqnd
me was white—walls, ceiling, the dazzling

“That doctor still in

light hanging directly over me. A girl in a
white dress and cap was standing beside my
bed. She was short and wide and not pretty,
but she had a nice smile. At the foot of the
bed stood Borand and beside him was a young
man I hadn’t seen before. The young man
had on a white jacket, and he was smoking a
cigarette. He wore thick-lensed glasses, and
was almost bald.

Borand said: “Well, Bennett.”

I started to raise myself up, but the young
man with the glasses stepped quickly forward
and gently held me down. “You can’t do
that,” he said. “Not for a while. You've
lost a lot of blood.”

I could hear a faint humming noise from
beyond the room. Sometimes it was low and
deep, and then it would rise to a shrill metallic
scream. “Where am 1?” I said, just like in
the movies, but I really wanted to know.

“At the plant,” said Borand, “First aid
room.”

“That noise,” I said. “Finishing room?”

Borand grinned, said: “Yep. You're learn-
ing fast.”

Things were beginning to come back to me,
and suddenly I wanted to know a lot of things.
“Hey—" 1 began.

Borand said: “Not now. You're going to
the hospital.”

The nurse leaned down with a glass of wa-
ter, and a big white pill. “Here,” she said,
“take this.”

I took it obediently, and closed my eyes. I
didn’t go to sleep, and I didn’t pass out, but I
just didn’t feel like bothering much about
anything. I know they carried me out, and I
had the sensation of movement, and after a
while there was another white room and an-
other white-clad nurse.

I was in a long room, and there was a lot of
talking going on. I looked up at the ceiling,
and felt as though I just wanted to lie there
in that nice soft bed for the rest of my life.
Borand came up beside me and stood looking
down. “How do you feel?” he asked.

“0.K. Kinda tired.” I turned my head
and looked around the room. There were six
beds besides my own, and two of them were
occupied. A nurse and the bald-headed doc-
tor were fussing around the bed next to mine.
Borand saw me looking. He said: “Your
pals.”

“Yeah?”

“Sure. Jabloski, and the guy you ran into
out by the fence.”

“Oh,” I said. I was beginning to feel bet-
ter, but T still didn’t feel like doing a lot of
talking. The doctor came up and leaned over
me.

“How you doing ?” he asked.

“All right. My side hurts some.”

“It's nasty,” he said. “Better have an-
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other tetanus shot.” His voice faded away.

The nurse stepped up, and the doctor worked
quickly and expertly. I closed my eyes.

When I opened them the doctor and the
nurse were gone, but Borand was still stand-
ing there. Beside him stood a big, red-faced
man, chewing on a cigar. Borand said: “Chie
Dawson, Westville Police.” -

I said: “Hi, Chief.” :

The red-faced man nodded sourly, chewed
on his cigar, said: “Heard of you, Bennett.
Met your boss once.”

I heard a peculiar sound beside me. It was
a rasping, strangling sound, and I turned my
head. My eyes were focusing a little better,
and I saw that Sergeant Malloy was lying in
the bed next to mine. His head was bandaged,
and there was a sheet pulled up to his chin.
He was staring staright at the white-painted
ceiling with bright, feverish eyes. His mouth
was open, and the sound of his heavy breath-
ing filled the room. I couldn’t see much of
the person in the next bed.

Borand moved around to my side, leaned
down, and said in a low voice: “Next to him
is Jabloski, the old guy. Only he isn’t old at
all. A young fellow, with a false mustache,

wdered hair and stage makeup—did you

w that?”

“No,” I said, “but I wondered. How
about Allen, the guy you called Bortell ?”

“Dead,” said Borand. “Jabloski’s bullet
got him smack in the heart. It’s a queer setup.
I hired Bortell for kiln work, and right after
that Jabloski came in and asked for kiln work,
so I hired him, too. After the shooting last
night we carried both of them to the first
aid room, but Bortell—or Allen, as you call
him—was already dead. Jabloski was hit
.twice—in the hip by Allen, and the chest by
you, but not bad. Doc thinks he’ll be all
right. This fellow next to you, the one you
had the fight with outside, is not doing so good.
He made a break, and the cops shot him. You
feel like hearing more?”

I nodded my head.

“Well, this Bortell, or Allen, was pretty
smart. He knew that the heat of the kiln would
explode his time bomb before it reached the
center of the kiln, and so he wired it beneath
the steel bottom of the car, so that the heat
wouldn’t affect it. This is the damnedest thing
that ever happened in a plant where I worked,
but I suppose it could happen any place.”

“Yeah,” I said. “It could. And does.
Where are we, in the hospital ?”

“Yes,” said Borand. “In Westville, Acci-
dent ward.”

“What about him—Malloy?” I motioned
with my head toward the bed next to me.

“We don’t know yet. He apparently was
waiting outside to help Bortell, or Allen,
make a getaway.”

The doctor stepped up. He spoke in a low
voice to Borand and the Chief. “You’ll have
to hurry. He can talk now, but I won’t guar-
antee for how long.”

The Chief nodded, clamped his teeth down
on his cigar, and moved over beside Malloy’s
bed. Borand followed him. The doctor stood
by. The room was suddenly very quiet. The
only sound was Malloy’s heavy, irregular
breathing. He’d take a couple of deep, gasping
breaths, then a short one, and for a couple of
seconds you’d think he had stopped. Then
there would be a deep, strangling inhalation,
and it would start all over again, It wasn't
nice to listen to.

A YOUNG cop wearing glasses stepped up

to the other side of Malloy’s bed. He had
a notebook and a pencil in his hand. He held
the pencil poised, and there was a bright, ex-
pectant look on his chubby face. The Chief
ben;”over Malloy and said: “Can you hear
me

I saw Malloy nod slightly, his feverish stare
on the ceiling.

“What is your name?”

“Ludwig Gebhart.” The words were sur-
prisingly clear in the stillness of the room.
The young cop wrote in his book.

“All right.” The Chief’s voice was not un-
kind, “Ludwig, you know that you haven't
long to live?”

Malloy, alias Gebhart, nodded again, still
staring at the ceiling. He gulped convulsively,
and the words came out strong and clear.
“Heil, Hitler!”

There was silence in the room. The doctor,
the young cop, a nurse in the background, the
Chief, Borand and myself were all watching
the man on the bed. I heard the Chief mumble
to Borand: “I’ll be damned! A regular
Natsy.”

Suddenly Gebhart began to talk. The words
came in a rush, broken by his labored breath-
ing. Some of it I couldn’t get, but I got enough.
The young cop scribbled furiously, and the
rest listened intently. He began: “I die for
the glory of the Third Reich. But I do not die
in vain. Others will carry on my work .. .”

I heard it all, and I read the typed tran--
script afterwards. Sometimes he stopped com-
pletely while he labored for breath, sometimes
his voice was so low that it was only a whis-
per in the silent room. But he kept on, spas-
modically, painfully, gasping for breath, until
the story was told, with his bright eyes al-
ways on the ceiling. Occasionally, a grim
smile would twist his lips, and once he
laughed, a short, bitter laugh, but he told it
all. This was his story:

He was German-born, but naturalized, had
gone to American schools. He had been work-
ing with a crowd of Nazi agents with head-
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quarters in San Francisco. His group had
contacted Jake Allen, put him on their pay-
roll. Allen pulled a couple of jobs for them,
and then things got hot. They knew that we
had our eyes on Allen—that’s when I went on
the job. Allen was a good man, clever with
kilns especially, and so they attempted to es-
tablish his death in order to put us off his trail.
The two Nazis working for the aircraft com-
pany took care of that. It didn’t matter to them
that they killed fourteen people doing it. They
knew that Allen had a sister, but they didn’t
trust her. That’s where Gebhart came in.

They killed the real Sergeant Malloy in an
alley off the docks, stripped him, took his
papers and uniform, and Gebhart turned into
Maltoy. It was his job to keep an eye on Judy
Allen, and at the same time be around to hel
Jake Allen pull the California Abrasives jolf’.
The uniform was good cover. He drove the
getaway car, and he and Allen had planned
to pull out as soon as the bomb was planted.
I put the jinx on that.

Near the end Gebhart said: “We knew
about Bennett, and whom he worked for. I
am sorry that I missed him when I shot at
him outside my comrade’s sister’s apartment—
and in her apartment, too. That was my first
mistake. I should have killed him then, but I
failed. I should have killed him in his hotel
room, when I had the chance. But it was not
a good place to do it, and the time for our
work was too near. I couldn’t take the chance
then.” His voice had dropped to a hoarse
whisper, and the words came slower and slow-
er, then died out. There was a moment’s
silence in the room. Then Gebhart coughed,
and the doctor stepped forward. We heard

Gebhart say: “I have failed, but I die happy.
I die for Der Fuehrer.”

The doctor felt Gebhart’s pulse and then
turfied and looked at us. He nodded slowly,
his lips tight. Gebhart’s eyes were still open,
but we could no longer hear his breathing.
There was a smile on his young face. The
doctor drew up the sheet and nodded to the
nurse. She came over and wheeled the bed out
of the room. The young chubby-faced cop
stuck his notebook in his hip pocket and
helped her.

The Chief chewed on his cigar. “Damnedest
story I ever heard. They take a lot of killing.
Bennett, you're lucky.” He jerked a thum
at the occupant of the other bed. “What about
that guy? Jabloski, is it? The false face ar-
tist. Where does he fit in?”

I looked across at Jabloski’s bed. He turned
his face toward me for the first time. Only it
wasn’t Jabloski any longer. The white mus-
tache was gone, and his hair was black. It
was Captain Anthony Smythe, and he looked
very pale against his pillow.

He grinned at me. “How’s the G-Man?”

I said: “Captain, you did a good job on Al-
len, but you’re a rotten shot. That second
slug of yours missed me a foot.”

“Sorry I can’t say the same about you,” he
said. “I guess I had you figured all wrong.”

“How?”

“When 1 first met you at the club the other
night I thought you were in with Allen.”

“You were pretty friendly with Allen, too.”

“Yes, but I had a reason. I knew he was
mixed up in the plane crash, and I was watch-
ing him. I made {riends with him so that I
could watch him better. I made a play for his

the woman he loved!
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sister, too, and Allen and I got real friendly.
I didn’t know what your business was, and
I didn’t trust you. You see, I was working
alone. I knew that Allen didn’t completely
trust you, either. I thought that was the reason
he helped me in your hotel room. Before that
I thought you were working with Allen. After
he smacked you, I didn’t know what to think.”

“Neither did 1,” I said. “How did you
know that Allen wasn’t in the plane crash?”

“A close friend of mine who works for
Great Western tipped me off before the papers
got it. He also told me that Allen had a sis-
ter, and so I thought that by hanging around
her I could get a line on her brother. I was
right. Allen showed up. The people who
were paying him shut off his money until he
finished this last job. He was broke, and so
he contacted his sister.”

“Did you give her a gun?” T asked.

“Yes. When I heard that Allen was alive I
didn’t know what she might get into. She was
a nice girl, and I liked her, I gave her the
ﬁm because if she got into trouble it would

partly my fault. She knew nothing of the
racket her brother was in. I knew that Allen
was going to get a job at California Abrasives,
and so I followed him out here and got a job,
too. I wanted to know for sure that he was
mixed up in this thing, I wanted to get him in
the act. He was the reason for the plane
crash, and the only one of the bunch I could
get at. I used to be on the stage, so I put on
some makeup when I applied for the job.
Whep I saw him planting that bomb I
lit into him.”

HE STOPPED talking. He look tired. The

Chief said: “This is all very chummy, but
I gotta get back to the station. Bennett, is he
in the clear?”

“What do you think?” I asked. “He got
Allen, didn’t he?”

“0.K.,” said the Chief. “T’ll see you to-
morrow.” He and the young cop went out.

Borand left, too, saying that he would see
me later. Only the doctor and the nurse re-
mained. The doctor said: “You fellows better
get some sleep. We'll take you upstairs—
there’s a room ready for you.”

“All right,” I said. “In a couple of min-
utes.” I turned toward the captain. His eyes
were closed. “Look, Captain. Maybe I'm
talking out of turn, but why did you— What
about yesterday afternoon?”

He opened his eyes. “I’m sorry about that.
I was so mixed up, and I wanted to wind this
thing up so badly, that I guess I sort of
snapped. I got drunk—good and drunk, and
I went to Judy Allen’s apartment. It was a
héll of a thing to do, but I guess I thought
maybe she could help me. I don’t remember
much after that. I hope I wasn’t too bad.”

“No,” I said. “You weren’t too bad. How
do you feel now?”

“Pretty good. My leg hurts the worst—
high up, close to my hip. That’s where Allen
got me.”

“One thing more,” I said. “Why did you
want to mess in this in the first place?”

He turned and looked at me. “I had a good
reason. My best friend was pilot of that
1;;::ame. Grew up with him, went to school with

im. He married my sister. They have a
two-year-old son—I mean, she has, now. His
name is Tony.”

I thought of what Judy Allen had told me
about the names he had repeated at her apart-
ment. “Would his name be Charlie, or Mac?”

“Yes. Charles McKenner. Did you see it
in the papers?”

“Yes,” I said.

He closed his eyes, and I said to the doctor:
“How about that room?”

The next morning they brought me the
papers. The story was all over the front pages.
They had pictures of everybody, including
Judy Allen. The story was all messed up, but
it didn’t make difference to me. It was
over, and I was glad of it. I had a nurse send
a telegram to the boss, and I wondered what
he would cook up for me next. -

Along about noon the nurse said I had a
visitor. Sure enough, it was Judy Allen. She
was dressed in black, and she was pale. Her
red lips stood out darkly against her white
face. But she was still the bestJooking girl
I had ever seen.

I said, “Hello,” and she came over and
stood by my bed.

“How are you?” she asked.

“QK.,2 1T said.

There was a silence. I didn’t know what to
say. After a bit I said: “I'm sorry.”

She sat down in the chair beside my bed
and folded her hands in her lap. “Don’t be,”
she said. “I don’t blame you.” :

“Thanks.”

“Don’t talk about it,” she said softly.

“Captain Smythe’s here,” I said.

“Yes, I know.”

“Have you seen him?”

“ NO.”

There was an awkward silence. “Look,” I
said, “T'll be out of here in a couple of days.
Can I see you?”

“Yes,” she said, and she smiled.

I smiled, too. Suddenly everything was all
right again. I felt happy.

“Aren’t you going back to New York?” she
asked.

I shrugged. “I don’t know. I think I'll ask
the boss if I can’t be transferred to Italy, or
France, or some place. I need a rest.”

She laughed, and I looked at her and

thought about how pretty she was.



DEATH
WATCH

by
Ralph Eldred

Tupper County has had feud killings,
lignor killings and killings over
women, but never any murders—
with the exception of Little Roy's!

ES, sir, it was a night such as this, with

purple clouds hanging over the knob and

the smell of fresh rain in the hills, that
old Jeff Andrews came to tell me about the
murder of Little Roy.

I was sitting on the front porch here, when
I saw him legging in from the east. He was a
big man, Jeff Andrews, big-boned and heavy-
set. But this night there was a gauntness about
his square hard face and a bleakness in his
grim old eyes that was impossible to read,

“I reckon there’s a need for you, Sheriff
Mac, over at me and Little Roy’s place,” he
said.

I got the Ford out of the back lot without
asking him what it was all about. I figured
maybe Judge Higgins had slapped a foreclos-
ure on him, and he’d come down to find out
his rights in the matter. Or maybe the Dingle
boys had toted off one of his shoats—some-
thing like that.

You see, I'd been sheriff of Tupper County
for twenty years, and we’d never had a mur-
der. We'd had feud killings, and liquor kill-
ings, and killings over women—but no mur-
ders.

The Ford was jouncing along the road past
Len Cooper’s place before Big Jeff opened his
mouth again. “Little Roy ain’t been feelin’ so
good lately, Sheriff,” he said. “So this after-
noon I went out to work in the north field
myself. An’ when I come back he was
sprawled out there beyond the back stoop, at
the edge of that old dry cistern, with his throat
slit.” His voice was rough and splintery, as if
he had sawdust in his throat.

I thought about that, knowing Little Roy
would never commit suicide so long as he had
the watch. “Any weapon about?”
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“That corn knife we keep in the back porch
was lyin’ on the stoop with blood all over it.”

I nodded, turning left onto the QOakland
road. “I reckon it was that watch they were
aftér,” I said. The watch was an old-fash-
ioned hunting case key-winder someone had
traded Little Roy years ago. Two months be-
fore, a tourist at The Corners had offered him
five hundred dollars for it, as an antique.

Little Roy wouldn’t sell because he didn’t
like the idea of trading with foreigners. But
the story spread, and after that he took to
carrying it with him always, just to show it
off, even though it wouldn’t run any more.

Big Jeff shook his head. “I don’t rightly
know,” he said. “I didn’t go through his
pockets, or nothin’. Just left him the way he
was, for you.”

I turned my head and looked at him, think-
ing what Little Roy’s death would mean to the
old man beside me. He was just sitting there,
his gnarled hands twisted in his lap, his grim
old eyes glued on the road ahead as though
he wasn’t seeing the road at all—as though he
was seeing Little Roy, maybe, the way Little
Roy had looked before he died.

He was an old bachelor, nearing eighty,
and years ago the farm had been his and Little
Roy had been just the hired hand. But the
two worked together so well that Little Roy
stayed on, and gy and by folks got to thinking
of them as partners and calling the old An-
drews farm Big Jeff-and-Little Roy’s place.

We reached the drive then, and I turned the
Ford so its lights fell on the narrow open cis-
tern behind the back steps. Little Roy lay
there, his sharp wizened face drained white
by the slash in his throat, one hand stretched
toward the cistern as though something had
been in that hand just before he died—some-
thing that wasn’t there now.

I rolled him over gently and felt in the pock-
ets of his jeans. The watch was gone. After
that we searched every place we could think
of around the house and barns, knowing it
was useless. Then I picked up the corn knife
with a pair of pliers and put it in an old seed
box to be shipped to the city and examined for
fingerprints.

I tried to get Big Jeff to come home with
me and stay at my place that night, but he
wouldn’t leave, so after a while I drove to The
Corners where there was a telephone and
called the state police.

I DIDN'T see Big Jeff again for more than a
week. I knew he’d want to take care of
Little Roy’s funeral himself, and later I heard
that Roy had been buried in the little cemetery
at The Corners. But I was too busy tracking
down false leads to get to the services myself,

The knife came back from the city with a
report that it had been wiped clean. But Len
Cooper and George Barley told me about a
skinny black-bearded tramp with a fishy eye
who had stopped by their places the week of
the murder, hunting handouts. I telephoned
the state police about the tramp, and the next
time I was in the Qakland neighborhood I
stopped at Big Jeff’s place.

The house was empty and layered with dust
—Little Roy had done most of the housekee
ing—but pretty soon I heard a squirrel ri
whang, down in the weods below the south
pasture, so I moseyed down that way and
found Jeff sitting on an old stump.

It was plain that he was taking Little Roy’s
death mighty hard. His face was so gaunt it
was almest sharp, and there were big brown-
and-blue ipatches under his eyes. He had the
kind of frame that needs plenty of meat and
gristle to keep it from falling apart, but now
his clothes looked two sizes too big for him.
I figured he must have lost twenty pounds in
the last ten days.

“I try to eat a little si’thin’ every day, Sher-
iff,” he said, “but somehow it just seems like
I lost my appetite. I reckon I won’t be gettin’
it back till the skunk that murdered Little Roy
has come by his come-uppance.”

“That puts an awful weight on my shoul-
ders, Jeff,” I told him. “I'd sure hate to see
Little Roy’s murderer turn out to be yours,
too, indirectly. You see if you can’t take more
of an interest in your vittles.”

On the way home I stopped by Doc Coellins’
place and told him to go up and give Big Jeff
a checking-over—that I'd foot the bill.

It must have been a week later that the
state police picked up the tramp. He was
hitchhiking along the highway outside Meri-
ville, and though they didn't find the watch I
told them to bring him back to The Corners
for questioning, anyway.

I drove up to the Andrews place that night
to tell Jeff the news. There wasn’t much left
of him now but a bag of skin and a lot of big
bare bones. He had hollows big enough to
hide a mouse in under his cheekbones and his
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chin and his knees and shoulders were almost
as sharp and bony as the Widow Bixby’s just
before she died at the age of one hundred and
seven.

His eyes burned a little bleaker when I told
him about the tramp, but he shook his head
when I suggested that he come down to The
Corners and see the man. He said he was
afraid of what he might do, should he get with-
in arm’s reach of the skunk that had killed
Little Roy.

I noticed the bottle of tonic Doc Collins had
charged me for standing unopened on a kitch-
en shelf, and I shook my head. “Jeff,” I said,
“I’m going to send my old woman up here to
cook your meals for you. The man that ean
resist her batter cakes and slabmeat ain’t been
born yet.”

He studied me a moment with that queer
look in his eyes. “Much obliged, Sheriff
Mac,” he said, “but you go right on eatin’
your old woman’s vittles yourself. I mind how
she always carries off the cookin’ prizes at the
Meriville Fair. But somehow it wouldn’t be
right, havin’ anybody but Little Roy putter
around in this kitchen, after all these years.”

The next morning Len Cooper and George
Barley identified the tramp. But he swore he
knew nothing about the murder and he didn’t
have the watch. I figured he'd sold it to some-
body for a few dollars, and they were keeping
mum because of the bargain they’d got. He
had a fishy eye, all right, and I was as sure he
had murdered Little Roy as I was of my own
name.

Judge Higgins pointed out that as things
stood there was no use booking him, much less
bringing him to trial. But I locked him up
for vagrancy, anyway, and when I thought
about old Jeff Andrews up there on that lonely
hill farm, eating his heart out over his dead
partner and slowly starving to death, I almost
took the law into my own hands.

Once I even thought of having Jeff come
down and identify him, claiming he’d seen him
up there himself. But that would have been
perjury, and somehow I couldn’t quite bring
myset to do anything that crooked.

THE morning I turned the tramp loose, I
drove up to see Big Jeff again. I knew the
mortgage was due on his place, and I meant
to talk him into letting me pay part of it off
before Judge Higgins issued the foreclosure.

It was one of those calm, perfect mornings
we sometimes get up here in these hills ip
October. A shimmery blue haze hung in the
valley, and the oaks and elms and maples
along the road were all red and gold and
gleaming after the first frost.

The house was empty again so I started off
through the fields, calling, “Jeff Andrews. . .
Hey, Big Jeff!” every so often. But all I got
back was the echo of my own voice and a g:v
saucy cuss-words from the gray squirrels and
jaybirds down in the weods beyond the pas-
ture.

Coming up through the barnyard again, my
eyes fell on the open rim of that old dry cis-
tern where Little Roy had died, and something
seemed to reach out and started pulling me
toward it.

I didn’t want to go. I fought against it. But
when I got to the Ford, instead of climbing in
and driving off, I poked around in the door
pocket till I found my flashlight.

1 walked back to the cistern and shone the
light in it.

He was down there, all right. Down there
at the bottom. The cistern was so narrow
that it held him upright, with one hand point-
ing down to a narrow rift in the rock siding.
I called out but he didn’t answer. We figured
later he must have been dead for two days.

Suicide? Well, I wouldn’t call it that, ex-
actly. Accidental death, more likely. He'd
starved himself thin enough to get down into
that cistern, but he’d lost so much strength do-
ing it that he no longer had the power to pull
himself out again with the rope he’d tied to a
rock at the top.

You see, it must have been pretty hard on
Big Jeff, having that old watch of Roy’s turn
out to be so valuable. It sort of made Little
Roy the more important man of the two, after
all those years. And when Roy insisted on
keeping the watch for a pocket piece, instead
of selling it to help pay off the mortgage on
the place—well, Big Jeff wanted that watch.

After we got Jeff’s body out, we found it
lying in that little crevice at the bottom of the
cistern, where it couldn’t be reached from
above by a net on the end of a pole, or any-
thing like that.

It was lying right where Little Roy had
tossed it with his last ounce of strength before
he died. No one but his murderer would have
known where to look.
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CHAPTER ONE
Flicker Fare

EULAH RANDY said in low, tense
tones: “Jasper C. Jeperett is here to
see you.”

The lean-cheeked, rawhide-and-rattan built
Highland Park Price peered up through steam
vaporing from an electric cauldron on his
oﬂfce desk. He was a private detective, bet-
ter known simply as “High” Price. As such,
he wasn’t just brewing himself a cup of tea.
The layout on his desk included steel wool,
wire brushes, cotton swabs, and a five-pound
pail labeled Everlasting Lighining Blue Salts.

“Tell him to wait, angel-face, I'm almost
through here,” Price muttered. Plunging a
gunsmith’s taper-nosed pliers into the chemical
broth, he fished forth the disassembled pieces
of a .38-caliber belly gun. Intent on dis-
tributing his odds and ends of hand artillery
over the desk blotter, he failed to note his
secretary’s flushed features and flashing blue
eyes.

As a total surprise came her stormy reply:

68

T

“Tell him yourself. I'm the one who’s through.

This is the last straw. I’'m quitting.”

High Price sighed. He thought he knew
what ailed the beauteous, blond Beulah. Her
face and her figure lied, for under her in-
cendiary come-hither exterior Beulah Randy
was just a home girl.

He had noticed it before—the gross, prac-
tical details of crime investigation, su¢h as
hand-guns, invariably threw her into con-
niption fits. Seemingly this should have dis-
qualified her for service as High Price’s
assistant, but in fact it was just what he liked
about her. He did his own detecting, and it
was good to know that while he was out
doing it, the highly moral Beulah Randy
wouldn't try to extract some personal profit
out of his professional secrets.

High Price couldn’t afford to lose a girl he
could trust, so he spoke soothingly. “I’m only



Ponsett Beach had two claims to notori-
ety—ihe big circus fire and the fact that
after the holocaust there was one corpse
too many. Constance Carter
hadn’t been seen since the day
of the blaze, and that's where
“High” Price came in, with one
client wanting him to find
her—and a burlesque-
bodied Florence Night-
mgale wanting her dead!

P

Price :;pe:}:d the door and
stopped short in surprise.
He’d walked in on a back
view of a feminine figure
stepping out of a closet.

“High” Price
Novelette
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being patriotic doing this. There’s a wartime
shortage of civilian shooting irons and I'm
merely practicing conservation by re-bluing
my persuader so’s it won’t rust. You know
the OPA motto, ‘Make it do, don’t buy
new. .. ”

Beulah Randy tossed her blond head. “I've
heard that one before. There’s also been a
wartime shortage of amntunition which has
been your excuse for melting lead into bullets
and for keeping a keg of gunpowder in the
closet. I've stood for the boiling lead, I've
even swept up spilled gunpowder from the
floor, but I draw the line at your piling a lot
of inflammable motion picture film on top of
those chemicals and primers and high ex-
plosives. Frankly, I'm walking out before I
get blown up !”

Highland Park Price stared, said: “Wait
a minute! Who said I'm going to start stor-
ing any film in the closet here? I never
dreamed of such a thing, and I don’t know
where you ever got such an idea.”

The girl shrugged her shapely shoulders. “I
got it from Mr. Jeperett. He’s outside with
a projector in one hand and a reel of film in
the other, and when I asked him why, he said
he was here about your ad. Naturally I
assumed you advertised far some movie equip-
ment to add to your other hobbies. . .”

High Price gave a headshake. “You're
wrong, I didn’t. Here, help me carry this stuff
into the closet, and then let’s see who the
fellow is and what he really wants.”

JASPER C. JEPERETT wasn’t just carry-
ing a projector and a film ree—he was
weigged down with a large-sized tripod and
a foldihg movie screen besides. Obwviously the
newcomer lacked training for such violent
exercige, since fully fifty surplus pounds filled
out his fortyish figure.

owering his load, Jeperett handerker-
chiefed his fish-belly white, perspiring
forehead, dtied his palms, and loosened his
necktie a notch. “Woo-wuuf !’ he panted, un-
buttening his stylish-stout coat and fanning
its lapals to work up a breeze.

High Price watched the proceedings with
a belligerent air,

“So this is the end of the trail. You're
settting down fer a long stay, are you?” the
detective diagnosed.

“Well, friend, before you take off your
shoes, let me remind you that yow're in a
private business office, not a hotel lobby or a
public camp ground.”

The plump Jeperett looked surprised and
said indignantly: “K’s your invitation. You
inserted the advertisement.”

So sayihg, he fumhled in his pocket and ex-
humed a iink page ripped ffom a classified
phone book, “Highland Park Price, Personal

Investigations—Your Troubles Are Over
When You Tell ’Em To Me,” he read aloud.

Beulah Randy blushed contritely. “I'm
sorry, I didn’t realize you meant that adver-
tisement. . .”

Jeperett ignored the blonde, fixed his ice-
colored eyes on Price as if he thought Price
ought to feel sorry, too. “Advertising for
clients, you might at least show a little sym-
pathy when one of them walks in here.”

High Price wasn’t impressed. He scoffed:
“Bah, sympathy is something bartenders pour
out for free with a fifty-cent highball. If
you’ve got troubles, I won’t feel sorry for
you—TIll hear ’em and help ’em.”

“It really isn’t my trouble,” the plump man
stated hastily. “This isn’t personal. I’'m mere-
ly consulting you in my fiduciary capacity.”

Price shrugged. “In your fiddle how-
much ?”

“In my legal capacity. I'm the executor of
the estate of my late and good friend, John
Carter. No doubt,” the plump man moistened
his lips, “you read of his death in the papers.”

High Price’s gray eyes warmed several de-
grees. “I read,” he recalled, “where Carter
left a milion bucks to his trained nurse—
what was her name, Watson, Watkins, some-
thing like that?”

“Watzen. Marie Watzen,” Jeperett con-
fided. “Of course, Mr. Carter bequeathed her
his fortune simply because he had no living
relatives. His only child, his daughter Con-
stance, was lost to himr in that terrible Ponsett
Beach tragedy—"

Beulah Randy gulped and said quickly:
“Qh, I remember reading about that! It was
a b'ig circus fire, wasn’t it? Several years
ago.’

“Exactly,” nodded the caller. “John Carter
owned a summer home at Ponsett Beach. He
and his daughter attended that fatal circus
matinee, and Constance perished in the flames
—or so we believed at the time.”

High Price asked interestedly: “You mean
there’s some doubt of it?”’

Jeperett spread his plump hands. “The an-
swer is yes and ne! The fire caused a riot.
The victims were stampeded, knocked down,
trampled and mangled besides being immolated
in the flames. Among the fatal casualties were
a few corpses that couldn’t be positively iden-
tified. We all assumed Constance Carter was
among the unidentified dead for the simple
reason that she wasn’t among the known, liv-
ing survivors.”

“It sounds like a logical deduction to mg,”
H}i’ghland Price nodded. “What's wrong with
it ”

Jeperett gestured at the equipment he'd
hauled into the qffice. “Just one thing—-_]'og
Carter made a hobby of home movies,
never went on a hunting, fishihg, or vacation
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jaunt without taking along a camera. After
his death, he desired that his treasured pic-
tures should be distributed among his friends,
so it devolved upon me to sort out the scores
of reels he had preserved. In doing so, I hap-
pened upon some film that had been exposed
but. never developed.”

High Price was ahead of him. “Yeah, and
you had that film developed, or you wouldn’t
be here. You brought it with you, or you
wouldn’t have packed a projector along. So
lcht;s %)ull the window shades and start the
s W ”

HE BLACK-OUT wasn’t absolute, but the

image on the screen was fairly distinct
when Jeperett plugged in the wall connection
and pressed a switch. Beulah Randy ex-
claimed: “Why, it’s the circus!”

Jeperett spoke above the whir of the 16-mm.
machine. “Correct. Carter had his camera
along—probably the reason he chose the after-
noon performance. . . Here, you see, is a shot
of Constance buying the tickets.”

Highland Price, elbow propped on his desk
and chin cupped in his palm, intently watched
the slim, dark-haired Constance Carter turn
from the ticket-wagon and wave the paste-
boards at the camera. “Where’s the crowd ?”
he queried.

“Oh, they arrived late. The performance
had already started,” Jeperett vocalized a com-
mentary to the screen performance. “Now
they’re going into the outer pavilion, the
smaller tent where the animal menagerie is
on display. Constance is hurrying on ahead. . .
But her father stopped to get a shot of the
lion cage, next he ducked under the ropes
to get a close-up of the gorilla cage. It prob-
ably saved his life—"

Beulah Randy strained to see as the image
on the screen became a senseless, dizzily
‘swinging kaleidoscope. “What on earth—"

Jeperett said tensely: “This is when the
main tent burst into flames, and Carter ran
for the exit, the camera still grinding away
as it bumped against his legs. It wasn’t until
he got outside, here, that he trained the
camera on the tragedy.”

High Price remained the silent, intent
watcher. It was Beulah Randy who cried:
“I¢’s horrible! How could he stand there tak-
ing pictures, knowing his own daughter was
trapped inside?”

‘?He didn’t know,” Jeperett denied. “He
hadn’t seen Constance go into the big top, and
he imagined she was in the crowd pouring
out of the exit. . . Now, look off to the left!”

High Price bent forward tautly, and his
blond secretary gasped at the glimpse of a
slim, tousled, dark-haired girl who momen-
tarily broke through the surging crowd into
range of the lens.

“Why—why, it’s the same girl—the one
who bought the tickets!”

It had been only a glimpse, instantly lost
as the camera changed to another shot, pan-
ning up to the fire-capped peak of the main
tent.

Jeperett’s voice declaimed: “Exactly. Con-
stance was in the escaping crowd. But be-
cause John Carter had no desire to be
reminded of the tragedy, he never had the
film developed and he never—"

Staring at the holocaust on the screen,
none of the trio saw the inner office door open.
The only warning was the dimming of the
screen image as outside light crossed the
beaded surface—and with the warning came
the shot.

Jasper C, Jeperett dived frantically toward
the desk and High Price, the projector on its
tripod crashing to the floor.

Price cursed, leaped sideways, blinking at
the figure in the doorway. It was just a sil-
houette to his eyes which were still adjusted
to the movie. The detective drove a hand
inside his lapels, then cursed as his fingers
clawed the empty leather of an armpit holster
—remembered, too late, that his persuader was
in pieces.

The detective swung, bending at the hips
as he reached for the desk drawer and the
little .25 Mauser he frequently carried as a
hideout gun.

Beulah Randy screamed frantically: “Fire!
Fire!”

Price growled, “Hell, I'll fire as soon as—"
and whipped around, Mauser in hand, to see
the projector in flames on his office floor. His
stare drove past it, discovered the door had
already closed on the no doubt fleeing gun-

man.

Highland Park Price made a split-second
decision. Gunmen, in his experience, were a
dime a dozen but the film was probably irre-
placeable.

Twisting out of his coat, the detective began
to flail at the flames.

Five minutes later, Beulah Randy turned
from hoisting the window sash. “Thank
heavens! At least you got the fire out before
it reached that gunpowder in the closet. . .”

High Price brooded over the bullet-smashed
projector, the charred ruin of what had been
the film. He growled: “Yeah, but if Constance
Carter wasn’t caught in that death trap, what
became of her? Why would she run away
from a million bucks and let her own father
think she was dead?” :

“I don’t know, but I'll pay you for the an-
swers to those questions,” Jeperett paused in
his pacing to say.

Price glumly twisted the cap from a foun-
tain pen. “That’ll be fifty bucks for fire and
smoke damage, plus an extra five hundred
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as a retainer for my professional services.”

“Five hundred!” Jeperett went wide-eyed.
Clients often did when they found out how
much it cost to tell their troubles to High
Price. “Why, that’s ridiculous, that’s pre-
posterous—"

The detective snarled: “Don’t be picayune!
The answers to those questions are worth a
million berries. Anyway, I’m not through—it’ll
be fifty smackers more for traveling expenses.”

“Traveling ?”

Price grunted. “I can’t work by telepathy.
I've got to go up to Ponsett Beach. That’s
where the trail starts from.”

CHAPTER TWO

Too Many Corpses

PONSETT BEACH was the typical sea-

shore resort town—gee-gawed with arty
tea rooms and handicraft shops for the sum-
mer season. This wasn’t the summer season,
so High Price found the vista of locked-up
tea rooms and deadfalls baited with hooked
rugs and seashells about as gay as a discarded
Christmas tree. The local coroner was also
the local taxidermist, specializing in the stuffed
fish lime. In the off-season, trade lagged for
him toa.

The circus fire? “I'll never forget it,”
Coroner Henshaw agreed. “And you know
what was worst? Don’t quote me on this, but
it was the animals screaming. The humans
at least had a chance to run for their lives,
and most of ’em did, but what chance did them
lions caged up out there in the middle of the
thing have? No, sir, I'll never forget the
s¢reams of those big cats!”

“Probably they made the panic worse,”
Price suggested. “T'm told it was a terrible
stampede, so bad they never did identify all
the victims,”

“Well, that’s what you get in a resort town.
City folks come up for a week-end, take a
room at the lodge or a hotel, and who’s to
idgrtif'y them absotutely ?”

rice queried: “You checked the registra-
tions

“Uh-huh, but they don’t always register
undet their right names. You can’t get far
trying to trace John Jones ahd wife, in a lot

such cases.”

2}1 t possibly Constance Carter’s identity
had been confused with that of some other
dark-+haired girl of approximately the same
age who had died in the fire, ¥Iigh Price
mused, The other girl couldn’t have registered
at a hotel, though, or there’d have been a
discrepancy when Coroner Henshaw counted
corpses.

“Let’s see,” the detective pretended to pon-
der. “Didn’t I read somewhere or other that

you folks wound up with one corpse too few ?”

The coroner stroked his mustache. “Mister,
you got that wrong. It was just the other way
around. We had one too many. Nobody ever
did figure out who she was!”

“Too many!” High Price didn’t relish the
added corpse. “How in hell could you?”

“Lots of private homes take in roomers in
the rush season. And that was before the war
—hitchhikers used to drift through looking
for work as waitresses and so on. So the
extra one might have been just a stranger.
Folks around here talked and wondered a-
plenty, but we never did carve any name on
that one girl’s gravestone.”

“Gravestone? Those things cost money.
Who paid for putting up a blank one?”

“It ain’t generally known,” the coroner
became confidential, “but John Carter did. I
reckon he was just a mite uneasy in his mind.
His own daughter died in the same fire, and
the two were close enough alike, what was
left of them. I figure he wasn’t taking any
chances that his own girl might be the one
to be buried like a pauper.”

High Price was discombobulated. If they
hadn’t really buried Constance at all, obvious-
ly they’d buried two other unidentified girls
who had looked like her.

“Miss Carter, is she in the local cemetery,
too?” he queried.

“Nope. We shipped her body to the city to
be cremated. Carter never lived here, you
understand. He’s just one of the summer
crowd—spends maybe six, eight weeks a year
in his big brick house out on the Point.”

Clearly, the news of Carter’s own death
hadn’t reached the coroner yet. Why, became
understandable as he continued: “Frankly, we
take their money, but we don’t mingle with
that summer-resort element socially !”

Price nodded. He'd heard of such rifts
between natives and eity vacationists. To the
townsfolk, no doubt, John Carter and his
daughter had been just two more faces in
the annual invasion of moneyed, play-and-pay
crowd. "

“I know, I work for a living myself,” he
said as he arose. “T’ll send you a copy of my
book when it comes out.”

“You’re wtiting a book about all this?”

“No, merely a slight encyclopedia on Fa-
mous Fires of History end How They Hap-
pened.” The detective had decided he’d better
explain his interest in the tragedy. “I find I
can’t deseribe a scene unless I visit it per-
sonally.”

Quitting the main street, Price headed for
the shore, the Point, and John Carter’s bi
brick house. His reasoning was simple. If
the summer heme had been inhabited only
six or eight weeks a year, he imagined that
some of Constance Carter’s belongings might
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stilt be around the house as she had left them.

Aside from shore sand seeping over his
shoe-tops, he had no trouble locating the
Point. It was the only arm of land pushing
out into the water, and the big brick house
was the only building on it.

Ignoring the front of the place, Price aimed
his course for a back door. He’d learned long
ago that it was generally the back doors that
could be opened with a skeleton key.

It proved so in this case. Pushing through
a kitchen and service pantry, he came upon
a back stairway that would lead to the bed-
rooms above. At the top of the stairs, he
opened the first door he came to, drew out
his .38, and stopped short, his gray eyes
widening in surprise.

AT he’d walked in on was a back view

of a feminine figure stepping out of a

clothes closet. Momentarily, the saucy-shaped,

bare-legged and bra-clad pose reminded him
of the climactic part of a burlesque show.

He corrected himself—this dame wasn't
taking it off, she was putting it on. He'd
stepped into the doorway just as she tugi:d
a dress on over her head. Now, still with her
back to him, she smoothed the too-tight, too-
short garment down over her thighs and
turned to study the result in the mirror.

It was in the glass that her greenish eyes
caught the detective’s form. She didn’t scream.
What she said was, coldly: “Who the hell let

ou in?” .

“You took the words out of my mouth,”

Price asserted in high dignity tucking his

away in his pocket. This situation called
or other tactics. “I’m representing Jasper C,
Jeperett, the executor of the estate. And now,
what are you doing trying on somebody else’s
clothes here?”

Her smile was taunting. “Didn’t Jeperett
tell you? I’'m the one the estate belongs to.”

So this was Marie Watzen, the nurse who
had hovered over John Carter’s sick-bed and
vamped the dying man into bequeathing her a
cool miltion dollars.

High Price didn’t doubt that was what had
happened as his eyes met the woman’s green
stare. The burlesque-bodied Marie didn’t look
like a Florence Nightingale. From the top of
her tawny-red hair-do, down her opulent
curves to her king-sized high heels, Price
deemed her far more of a Mata Hari type,

The detective glanced around, picked out an
open suitcase on the bed. Sauntering toward
it, he ejaculated: “Pre-war nylon steckings!
Constance Carter’s, eh?”

Marie Watzen said: “Well, I thought I
might as well take any of this stuff I could
wear. It's doing no good here and—hey! Get
out of that, you Big bum !’

She lunged toward him as Price’s exploring

fingers delved inta the hosiery, closed onto a
small hidden box. ‘

Price fended off the redhead, held her at
arm’s length as she shrieked and struggled.
I\’Ylith his right thumb, he popped up the box
id.

“A real, genuine diamond ring,” he grinned,
“and just your size—only it’s engraved To
Connie from Dave. . . Who's Dave?”

Her astonishment seemed sincere. “I'm
damned if I know ! She was engaged to Harry
Jeperett, Jasper’s kid.” She remembered to
display temper again. “Anyway, it’s mine now.
Give it to me!”

High Price chuckled. “Don’t he too sure.
The estate hasn’t been probated yet, and the
law reads nobody can disinherit a child merely
by leaving his name out of a last will and
testament—"

The interruption came in the form of a
squat, short-bodied, whipeord-and-leather
puttee-clad individual bursting through the
doorway.

The newcomer hurled himself at High
Price, swinging a low right as he came.

Price sidestepped with surprising agility,
leaving one knee in front of the onrushing
puttee-clad ones. As the punch breezed past
and their legs collided, he hooked down his
elbow in a vicious cut.

It was police judo, the kind that plays for
keeps.

High Price bent over the groaning, semi-
conscious man. A bulge in the fellow’s hip
pocket interested him—but it wasn't a gum.
As he tugged it out, he found a leather-bound
book on the cover of which was imprinted in
gold letters, Diary. Pocketing the diary him-
gelf, the sleuth straightened and accosted
Marie Watzen.

“Q.K., sister, who’s your playmate?”’

The green eyes held reluctant respect. “You
mean Lunt? He’s the chauffeur, Mr. Carter’s
chauffeur.”

“And yeu've inherited Him along with all
the rest?” High Price gave a headshake.
“Don’t you know Section 428 of the revised
statutes says a testator has to specify he
doesn’t desire such-and-such a lawful heir to
get any of the estate. Otherwise, the law
assumes he accidentally overlooked or forget
—and the heir is entitled to a full share of
what the lawyers leave.”

Again the redhead’s bewilderment seemed
sincere.

High Price got down to brass tacks. “It’s
this way, Marie. Carter doubtless didn’t dis-
inherit his daughter in his will. Why would
he? She was dead, so far as he knew. Nobo
goes to the trouble to eut dead people off wi
a dellar. . . But suppose she isn’t dead? Sup-
pose she turns up alive?”

Marie Watzen said: “All I know is he left
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the money to me. Isn’t that all there’s to it?”

Price lost patience. He fumed: “For God’s
sake, no, that’s just what the law doesn’t say!
The will is invalid, it isn't worth a match
to burn it—if Carter’s daughter ever shows
up alive. She can sue you for her share of
the estate, and her share is all af it because
she’s the only direct, blood relative.”

He saw an expression of belated under-
standing tighten the ex-nurse’s features. She
blurted an unladylike word. “Is that what

Jeperett’s trying to pull? But the brat’s dead. .

How can he bring her back to life?”

“You don’t know she’s dead. Constance was
before your time. You probably wouldn’t
recognize her if you two met on the street.”
Price whipped qut a fountain pen, unscrewed
its cap. “So you need g special inside in-
vestigator on the job!”

The green eyes X-rayed him, “You're just
trying to shake some money out of me!”

Highland Park Price took the accusation in
his stride. Frankly, he’d heard it before,
“Hell’s fire, do I look like a gremlin? I'm
human, and naturally I work for money. But
what’s a mere five hundred dollars plus ex-
penses when you've got a millien bucks at
stake

Pouring forth a flood of super-sales talk,
the detective steered his Number Two client
to the dressing table, stood over her while she
scrawled her signature on his Number Two
cheek.

ABOVE the purr of the motor and the whine
of tires, High  Price’s voice soared:
“Never mind dropping me at my office. Just
stop at the first beer sign.”

He studied the chauffeur’s sullen profile. He
hadn’t thought it wise to question Lunt in
front of Marie Watzen. Now as the car
coasted out of the traffic up to a'neoned door-
way, Price became suddenly amiable.

%Come on in and have a drink on the louse,
ha-ha,” he kidged,

The detective led the way through the neon-
lit engrance, i}g’vn a shiny floorway to the
back hooths. e and dit]g])'l'.," he ordered, and
then jangled a pujl coxd to light up an imita-
tion ¢andle brackejed on the wal. Ignoring
Luat’s exisfence, Price fumbled in his pocket
and produced the little leather-bound volume.
Apparently unaware of the chauffeur’s sud-
denly alérted attention, High Priee chuckled
over girlish scraw

“Listen to fhis— ‘His kisses go to my head
like wine. Dear Diary, how can I wait to
annoance the wedding?’ Price slapped the
volume shut. “It’s love’s young siveet dseam,
for sure. But who wrote it?”

The chauffeyr glowered, said sourly: “It’s
none of your ddmned business, but Constance
did. It’s her diary.”

“And what was her love life doing in your
hip pocket ?”

Lunt’s middle-aged features worked. “It
%oes back to the ring, the To Gannie from

ave one. ..”

“Well ?”

“Dave, that’s my son. Those two kids were
secretly engaged. Married, in fact.”

“You're kidding!”

“It’s God’s truth,” the chauffeur insisted,
“and why shouldn’t it be? I've worked for
Mr. Carter for twenty-five years. His daugh-
ter and my boy were only a year apart—they
grew up as playmates and pals. What's so
unnatural about them falling in love?”

High Price shrugged. “Nothing, except the
way I heard it, it. was Carter’s daughter and
Jeperett’s son. The diary doesn’t say Dave
kissed her, doesn’t name any names at all. . .”

“Connie didn’t want her father to find out.”
Lunt wrapped his fingers around the glass the
towel-fronted waiter put before him. “It
meant nothing to John Carter that I'd raised
Dave to be as good as the next man. I saved
my money, I sent my boy to college, and he
was well on his way to becoming a mechanical
engineer. But to Mr. Carter he still wasn’t
any more than a greasy-handed kid who liked
to tinker with engines. Connie knew how he
felt. That’s why she and Dave planned to
wait a few more years.”

Highland Park Price lifted his drink to his
lips, sneered : “It’s ditch, all right, but whege’s
the rye? . . . Go on, what happened ?’

“It was the summer of ’41, just before Pearl
Harbor, with Selective Service galready in
operation and the Navy commissioning lieu-
tenants. With his training, Dave had a chasce
for a Navy commission, so he joined up. It
was just before he went into the service that
they were married.”

he chauffeur shook his head.

“I think Constance intended to tell her
father, as soon as Dave finished the training
course and got his stripes. With the country
in war and Dave in uniform, I belieye John
Carter would have owerlooked his prejudices
—only Connie died, and it didn’t tfirn out that

way.”

ﬁigh«hnﬂ Park Price drummed his fi -
nails op the diary. “But this— Where'd y
get it ?”

Caolor mounted in Lunt’s cheeks. “Marige
Watzefs had me carry that suitcase up to Gon-
nig’s room. She told me to take some stockings
ont of a drawer and put them in it. The diany
was in the drawer. I saw what it was, sp I
slipped it into my pocket when she wasn't
lopking.”

lkwhy ?n

“I was going to keep it for Dave. Connie
was his wife. He’s more entitled fo her pér-
sonal belongings than that red-headed harpy {”
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High Price mused: “But you came a-
running fast enough when you heard the harpy
holler for help.”

“It wasn't tlilat. I was really after the ring
Dave gave Connie,” the other admitted.

Highland Park Price chuckled. “Diary!
Ring ! This thing is too big for you. You don’t
seem to realize that your son married into a
million bucks, You've got a big interest in
the set-up, and if you're smart you’ll have
yourself protected hy an expert.” Uncapping
his fountain pen as he spoke, the detective bent
his figure toward another prospective client.
“Be patriotic! Do something for that son of
yours. Can’t you afford to gamble a mere fifty
dollars?”

“Fifty! You charged Miss Watzen five
hundred !”

“Yeah. I'm giving you a special bargain
discount rate,” Price cajoled.

He accepted the Number Three check, toss-
ed down the remainder of his rye-and-water,
and announced: “I’ve changed my mind. You
can drop me, after all, at Jasper C. Jeperett’s
residence.”

CHAPTER THREE
Too Many Husbands

HE FOUND Jeperett in a library that
looked like one of those Ponsett Beach
deadfalls, literally so loaded with bric-a-brac
there was hardly elbow room for a third party.
Jasper C. Jeperett wasn’t alone—he had his
son with him. e son was twentyish instead
of fortyish, twenty-five pounds overweight in-
stead of , but otherwise practically a per-
fect facsimile of his parent.

“Excuse the homework,” the senior Jeperett
apologized. “We’re busy taking inventory of
Carter’s collection of Early Americana for
probate.”

“Ye Gods! You mean the guy actually paid
good money for this junk?”

The lardy client sighed. “In many cases,
I’m afraid he paid too much! He was a sucker
for those second-hand shopperies, always hop-
ing to pick up a priceless heirloom for next to
nothing. Of course, there are unscrupulous
dealers who know that game. They saw him
coming, and loaded him up with old Pennsyl-
vania glass made in Japan!”

“How do you tell the difference?”

“Frankly, I can’t. What we do is unpack
the stuff, then have a reputable expert come
in and appraise it. It’s a labor of Hercules.
We still haven’t got around to the crates stored
in the basement at Ponsett Beach,” Jeperett
shrugged. “But never mind our headaches.
Apparently, you've already been to Ponsett
Beach yourself.”

‘Highland Park Price nodded. “Sure. I'm

a fast worker—I never leave my shadow In
one spot long enough for anybody to catch
cold standing in it.”

“You sound as though you found something
to report.”

“Yeah,” the detective confirmed, “I’ve un-
earthed twe highly significant clues!”

“Well ?”

“Firstly, I've consulted with the local coro-
ner. There’s something screwy about that
circus fire set-up. Entirely aside from Con-
stance Carter, the death toll included another
young lady who has never been identified.”

The younger Jeperett picked up a tumbler,
blew on it, rubbed it with his sleeve. “How
does that fit in?”

“It doesn’, and that’s what makes it so
significant,” Price rejoined. “The second clue,
I found a diary of Miss Carter’s—"

The glassy crash was the tumbler pitching
from Harry Jeperett’s grasp onto the floor.

Jasper C. Jeperett flung around, stooped to
gather up the pieces. “Goed heavens, Harry!
I only hope this is one of the made-in-Japan
ones. . .”

High Price stared at the younger man.
Harry !{eperett hadn’t knelt to help retrieve
the broken glass. Standing over his parent,
the facsimile waﬁgled an imploring forefinger
in front of his lips.

Price caught on easily, put a finger to his
own mouth, and nodded.

Jasper C. Jeperett straightened, asked:
“Well? What about this diary?”

“I'm afraid I don’t know what it means,
either—not yet, anyway,” Price disclaimed.

“Pardon ?” frowned the Number One client.
“But then, you haven’t made any progress at
all! Your so-called clues don’t spell any-
thing. . .”

Highland Park Price grinned mysteriously.
“Detection is a funny business. It isn’t stand-
ardized like, for instance, manufacturing mo-
tors. I've always found it wise to throw away
the standardly shaped and sized clues. My
very best solutions have been assembled from
odds and ends that didn’t seem to fit at all.”

He broke off. “But you're not interested in
my methods, I can see you want results.
Therefore, I'll be on my way.”

“I—I’ll show you to the door,” the younger
Jeperett offered hastily.

Price let himself be guided to the door be-
fore he threw the query. “O.K,, don’t stall!
I'm a busy man. Tell me in a hurry what’s
so hush-hush about that diary ?”

In low, stifled tones, Harry Jeperett con-
fessed: “I . . . it—I was afraid it might men-
tion our secret marriage.”

High Price gaped. “YVour—” He caught
himself in time, changed it to: “You admit
there was one?”’

The plump youth moistened his lips. “Yes,
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our parents wanted us to wait until I was out
of college. That’s why Connie and I just
slipped away and were married secretly!”

Now instead of too many corpses, the
trouble was too many bridegrooms! Secret
marriages couldn’t have been a habit with
Constance Carter. Surely she hadn’t united
herself in matrimony with both Dave Lunt
and Harry Jeperett. . .

Gravely, Price asked: “You've told your
father nothing of this?” :

“No-o. You see, Connie was killed right
away, and—and I saw no reason for revealing
we’d run counter to our families’ wishes.”
Young Jeperett twisted his lips awry. “And
then, when this idea was suggested that she
might still be alive, I decided to wait and talk
to her first, if she could be found. I mean, it’s
her secret as much as mine. I’d like to have
a chance tp see her first, alone, before the
others, if she ever ¢s found. . .” He lowered
his voiee to a whisper. “Look, if you could
fix it—"

High Price came up chuckling, uncapping
his fountain pen. “Special service like that
costs cash in advance, sonny !”

HIGHLAND PARK PRICE paused at

police headquarters the next morning. En-
tering his office late, Beulah Randy’s indig-
nant voice reached his eardrums.

“It’'s your turn to write a check—for my
services up to date,” his blond secretary
greeted him hostilely. “I*ve heard enough.
This time I’m absolutely quitting!”

Price begged: “Honest, angel-face, there
won’t be any more fires around here! If you
insist, I'll even install a couple of those patent
extinguishers—"

The girl cut in: “It isn't the fire department
I’'m worried about now. It’s the police!”

Price hooped his eyebrows. “What’s wrong
now ?”’

“Your clients! They’ve all been telephoning
and trying to reach you!” Beulah exclaimed.
She glowered at her employer. “First you
took Mr. Jeperett’s money, which he paid you
because he wants Constance Carter found.
Then you turned around and sold your serv-
ices to that Watzen woman, who wants the
exact opposite. It’s true what people say
about you—you're a shark and a shakedown
artist. You're working both sides of the fence
in this case!”

Highland Park Price had heard it before. It
was one of the penalties of having an office
girl he could really trust—half the time, she
wouldn’t trust him. . .

“Wait a minute, Beulah,” the detective re-
quested earnestly. “That fence you’re talking
about. I have to work all sides of it to find
out where the weeds are growing so I can
pull ’em out.”

“Weeds ?”

High Price called on his oratorical re-
sources. Dramatically, he declaimed: “Yeah,
Beulah. A detective is a caretaker in the
garden of life. It’s my mission to root out the
wicked weeds of crime and greed so the inno-
cent flowers can blossom in the blessed sun-
shine. Only sometimes it’s hard to tell the
two apart, especially in their growing-up
stage. That’s why I have to get up close and
take a good look.”

Unimpressed, Beulah Randy regarded him
with ice-cold skepticism.

“I don’t mind your looking at Marie Wat-
zen, it’s taking her check that was wrong.”

Price shrugged. “O.K.—now be logical and
go the rest of the way. Suppose I didn’t take
anybody’s check until I was sure he was
an innocent flower ! I’d starve to death at that
rate !”

The blonde still wasn’t convinced,

“Good heavens, Beulah,” Highland Park
Price appealed, “you don’t want me to sell out
my undivided loyalty to the first bidder, do
you? For instance, suppose Marie Watzen
walked in here ahead of Jeperett. Would you
figure I ought to be on her side exclusively,
as a matter of first come, first served ?”’

Beulah Randy hesitated, admitted stowly:
“I—I never thought of it that way!”

Suddenly her blue eyes lighted brightly.
“You mean you’re collecting ¢hecks from all
of them, but you’re only goi‘ng to cash the
right one, whichever it if? 2

High Price grunted: “Yeah, but I'll wring
your neck if you ever let on. I’d be a ruined
man if it ever got around.”

The girt wondered: “Because people would
think you doublecrossed the others ?”

Highland Park Price became cald-bloodedly
frank. “No! It's because people with clean
hands hardly ever tell their troubles fo a
private dick. Most of my clients want me
to pull something so rough, tough, and low-
down dirty they’re afraid or ashamed to admit
what they’re really after. I’'m the most lted-
to man on earth! My average client is about
as reliable as a Japanese communique! I’ve
built up a successful business by making the
public believe I'm a heel who'll sell his soul
to the highest bidder. I'd have to close u
shop if my clients ever suspected I was liable
to go to bat for right and justice!”

The sleuth shook a sorrowing head over
what would happen if he ever got a reputa-
tion as an honest man.

BUT the instant of self-pity was swiftly over.
He became his practical, troubleshooting
self immediately.
“That’s that, Beulah. Now what did my
clients want?”
Beulah Randy glanced at her notebook,
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said: “Harry Jeperett was first. He wants
to know whether you feel he should make a
clean breast of everything to his father.”

“GO m‘l’

“Jasper C. Jeperett called next. He ex-
plained that he’s going up to Ponsett Beach
to take an inventory of some of that Early
Americana collection. If anything urgent de-
velops, he wants you to telephone him there,
long-distance.”

High Price nodded.

“Then,” Beulah continued, “the Watzen
woman called. She wants you to have lunch
with her today at the Regent Hotel Blue
Room. I gather she wants to tell you the
story of her life with sound effects from an
orchestra.”

Highland Park Price gestured impatientalﬁ'.
“Fiddle-faddle! They're all stalling. Beulah,
you want to see justice triumph, don’t you?”

“Why, why—of course!”

“Swell! You can start by rushing out to
a beauty parlor and having your hair dyed
a dark brunette color!”

Beulah Randy raised slim, wondering fin-
gers to her blond tresses, stared perplexedly
at her employer.

High Price plunged on: “That’s the first
step. The second is, you're going up to Pon-
sett Beach with me. You're going to tell the
coroner you've just suddenly come to your
senses after wandering around in a mental
fog for the last several years. The last thing
you remember is the circus and the fire! You
must have been knocked down and got a head
injury in the panie, which cause such a con-
dition of amnesia you've only just now re-
membered your right name and address.”

In utter incredulity, the girl widened as-
tounded eyes at him. “You must be insane!
It's the craziest thing I ever heard of! I
couldn’t possibly pass myself off as Constance
Carter{”

Price grinned. “Don’t jump to canclusions.
Constance Carter isn’t the right name you're
going to remember at all. . .”

“But—but what—"

“You eouldn’t, anyway. Constance Carter
wore extra-length nylons, was several inches
taller than Marie Watzen, and an inch more
around in most places. I'd say she was five-
seven, weight one-thirty to one-forty, and of
course a natural brunette, so that’s the descrip-
tion I took to pofice headquarters this morn-
ing—not to Missing Persons, but the pick-
pocket detail,” High Price enlightened
proudly. “I found out that general descrip-
tion fits at least three delinquent dames, one
of them a she-cannon who cold-handed carny
crowds for a living and hasn’t been caught
%rowling a pocket since the summer of ’4]1.

er name was Jill Golden which is probably
an alias, but you can elaim to be her sister—"

“Please !” the blonde wailed, “I don’t know
what you’re talking about !”’

High Price repeated himself in plainer lan-
guage. “The Golden girl, answering Con-
stance Carter’s general description, was a lady
pickpocket who specialized in working car-
nival and tentshow crowds. Her total disap-
pearance from the police records since the fire
is the one logical explanation of the extra
corpse angle. Assuming she died in it, her
friends wouldn’t bother to notify the cops or
to claim the body. Ceroner Henshaw’s hitch-
hiker theory is shaky, but the situation fits
the criminal classes right down into the
ground, ha-ha.”

Hastily, the detective sobered under Beulah
Randy’s steady eye.

“Well, as a blonde, Henshaw might ques-
tion your story. As a brunette, he'd be more
apt to aceept you as Jill Golden’s sister. The
pickpocket angle you needn’t mention. It's
enough to say you two girls attended that
circus matinee.”

Swallowing, Beulah demanded: “But why
should I pretend to be her sister?”

Price explained: “That’s easy. A relative
has the legal right to have the body exhumed
so you can look at it.”

he girl gasped, shuddered, said: “That’s
the craziest yet! If you think for one minute
I'm going snooeping into coffins—"

“You won’t have to,” High Price promised.
“Just get Henshaw to the graveside. I'll be
sitting on the unmarked tombstone taking
notes for my history of famous fires!”

CHAPTER FOUR
Death-Tally

IN FACT, Highland Park Price reached the
cemetery belatedly. Parting paths with the
newly brunetted Beulah at the railway station,
the detective encountered delay when he con-
sulted vital statistics at the eourthouse. In
the register of marriages, sure epough, he
found an entry—H. Jeperett & C. Carter, per
W. Iversen, J. P—only it had been written in
below the ruled lines at the foot of the page
for August 11, ’41. . .

“But that’s a Justice of the Peace cere-
mony,” the clerk pointed out. “The J. P.s
aren’t businesslike. Instead of mailing in their
records promptly, they’ll carry ’em around in
their packets unmtil the next time they come
to town. Then it’s necessary for us to go back
and squeeze the entries in on the proper day.”

Price pondered. “This man Iversen, where'll
I locate him?”’

A shrug. “You won’t. He was ane of the
victims in our big circus disaster that year.”

“Qh, hell—I mean, ah, well, le}’s look at
the marriage license record, ther’
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Then came the delay, the prolonged search,
ending in the clerk’s confession: “That’s
funny. It doesn’t look as though one was ever
issued!”

“Would that invalidate the marriage ?”

“Not necessarily, Under special circum-
stances, the Justice of the Peace can issue a
permit himself. It’s a law that dates back to
World War I, designed to eliminate the red
tape when soldiers on furlough wished to be
married. Occaslonally it’s invoked to suit
unusual situations. For instance, a dying man
desiring to legitimatize a child born out of
wedlock wouldn’t be required to go through
the formality of applying for a licenss.”

Price suggested: “I'll give you a better in-
stance. The young couple don’t want pub-
licity, so they slip the J.P. a few bucks far a
special permit, and also to keep the records
in his pants pocket until after the regularly
recorded marriages have been published in the
newspapers.”

Thinking along these lines, he footed off
toward the burying ground. A worried Beulah
Randy brightened at his appearance, but Coro-
ner Henshaw failed to notice. Perspiring, the
coroner surrendered his shovel to the new-
comer.

“It’s a curious coincidence, but you’re just
in time to help clear up that mystery we were
talking about yesterday. You don’t mind help-
ing dig up the mmterial for your own book,
do you?”

High Price didn’t. Reluctant to peel off his
coat because of the armpit gun underneath, he
jumped to the coroner’s assistance as he was.

Beulah Randy paled, turned away as they
heisted the casket and began umscrewing its
M2

Henshaw muttered, “Brace yourself. Your
sister isn’t—"" and gasped, gurgled incoherent-
ly as he raised the Hd.

The coffin was empty.

Price wagged his head. “It’s just as I sus-
pected. You haven’t got one corpse too many,
you're caught short with one too few.”

Back in the eproner’s offica, Henshaw
glpped the pages of a ledger. “I know we

uried a girl in that coffin. I serewed the lid
down over her with my own two hands. . .
Here’s the record in black and white!”

“You're an undertaker, too?” Beulah Randy
stared around the walls of the taxidermy
establishment. “I thought all coreners were
doctors.”

“They don’t le§aﬂy have to be i lots of
states. I admit, I'm in politics—" Henshaw
broke off as the door gpened and spilled a
whipcord-glad figure in from the street.

above his ¢hauffeur’s tunic collar. “Mr. Hen-
shaw, come quick! The sheriff’s already gone
and—and—"

he new arrival was Lunt, his face chalky

.

He, too, broke off, glimpsing High Price in
the shop. “You here? But I just sent you a
telegram !”

Price asked: “Just a minute, what are you
doing here?”

“Why, I drove Mar—I mean, Miss Watzen

”

“So a hired expert isn’t good enough for
her !” Price scowled. “She’s trying to play this
solitaire style.” He didn’t like it a bit. He'd
counted on standing up Marie for that lunch.
“Well, what’s gone wrong ?”

“It’s Connie!” the chauffeur panted. “She’s
been alive all this time—but she’s dead now,
with a bullet in her heart!”

The coroner’s mouth dropped open. Man-
aging to work the jaw, he protested: “Hey,
hold on! Why would this guy send you a tele-
gram about that, especially before notifying
me?” Hotly suspicious, he squinted at High
Price. “You told me you were writing a book.”

Highland Park Price yielded. “I take it all
back. Like you, I've really been counting
corpses—and this means the count comes out
even. You've got the right nusmber to balance
your books at last.”

He swung back to Lunt. “How’d it happen?
No, never mind, you can tell us on the way.”

HUNCHED over the wheel and steering

toward the Point, the chauffeur vouch-
safed: “You’ll really have to ask Jasper Jep-
erett. He found the body down there in the
basement, stuffed into one of those crates that
are supposed to be full of antiques.”

Price queried: “He called you to see it?” -

“No, he called Miss Watzen. Then she
called me, but Mr. Jeperett said I couldn’t do
anything except I'd better fetch the sheriff
and the coromner.”

“That’s all?”

Lunt waited for a bump in the road. “Well-],
I heard him tell her to be careful of finger-
prints—not to touch anything.”

“It didn’t occur to you to use the phone?’

Coroner Henshaw mtervened. “They don’t
have year-round phone servige in those sum-
mer places. Anyway, I want to ask you a
question— What do yeu niean, I've got the
right number of corpses at last?”

rice glanced at Beulah Randy. “You tel
him, angel-face.”

The girl shook her new, dark prunette hair-
do. “I haven't the faintest idea |”

High Price reminded: “Didn’t you tell me
that posing as Constance Carter was an insane
idea 3”

“Yes, but—"

“That’s the answer. Nebody could pose as
a living Cennie. Too many people would have
known the difference. That’s why it was nec-
essary to resurreet a dead one.”

“Jill Golden’s body?” Beulah breathed.
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Price nodded as the car swung into the yard,
backing in front of the big house.

“Exactly—that’s the explanation of the
empty coffin. The two girls so nearly resem-
bled each other that their bodies were con-
fused. Hence the grave was called upon to
supply a convincing Connie Carter this time.”
The deteetive preened himself slightly. “I sur-
mised some such stunt all along. That’s why
I wanted the grave reopened, without showing
my own hand in the matter. But now we'’re
ready for the showdown!”

Confidently, his lean figure led the party up
the steps and into the house. They were just
in time to meet Jasper C. Jeperett and the
burly, badge-wearing sheriff coming down the
front hallway stairs.

“T can’t understand where she’s gone,” Jep-
erett was saying. “She said the sight of it
made her feel faint. She wanted to go up and
lie down a while.”

Price scowled. “Marie Watzen?”

The plump man nodded. “Yes, she’s sud-
denly disappeared!”

“It ain’t hard to guess why.” The sheriff
was grim. “She’s the only one who stood to
make a nickel out of Miss Carter’s death. That
feeling faint was phony—a nurse hadn’t ought
to be bothered by a littte fresh blood.”

“Fresh blood!” The coroner caught at
Highland Park Price’s elbow. “But you said
that body in the basement was stolen out of
a four-year-old grave!”

Price smiled. “Let me explain, starting back
at the begin—"

“You're nuts, whoever you are.” The sher-
iff rested an uniriendly eye on the private de-
tective. “That body downstairs I’ve seen—and
it’s fresh-killed and blood-warm.”

High Price’s smile faded. So did the color
in his lean-cheeked features. He bent for-
ward, his bony fingers curling.

“You've seen it ?”” he demanded incredulous-
ly. “With your own eyes?”

The sheriff wagged his head. “Yep, and
I've touched it with my own fingers. It’s a
nice fresh corpse, not a graveyard cadaver at

1.”

“Good God!” Highland Park Price exhaled.
A look of tense horror overspread his angular
face. “That means it’s even worse than I
thought 1’

asper C. Jeperett ran up his eyebrows to
half-mast. “I’'m beginning to wonder what you
have been thinking, Price. Why should you
doubt Miss Carter’s return? You witnessed a

showing of that movie proving her escape from
the circus tent—"

The detective wheeled toward his Number
One client. “We’ll talk about that later! Right
now, what's downstairs I want to see for my-
self.”

“There couldn’t be a possible mistake. It’s
Connie—I’ve known her most of her life.”
Jeperett turned. “Come along, Sheriff, we'll
show him.”

THE plump man stepped out ahead along the
hallway, right-turned into a doorway, and

started down a flight of basement stairs, the

sheriff beside him, the others followi-ni.

“I’'m afraid it’s obvious what happened,” his
voice floated back to High Price. “The poor
girl wasn’t killed, as we supposed—she was
merely the victim of amnesia. Eventually she
recovered her memory to come back and meet
Marie—" :

Coroner Henshaw choked on more than he
could swallow. “Two of them? Just alike?”
: 1Jeperett paused. “Two of what? I don’t
o ”

Gun-shot, thunderous in the vaultlike base-
ment, drowned out the plump man’s protest.

High Price heard the sheriff curse, saw the
big burly man stagger as the gun sound
boomed and boomed again.

Price ripped his freshly blued belly gun from
its under-arm mooring, bent his knees, and
jumped the remaining steps.

Jasper C. Jeperett had whirled, flame spurt-
ing from the pistol he aimed over the sheriff’s
slun;nped form, He yelled: “It’s Marie—I got
her!”

Highland Park Price’s gray stare focused
on the huddled, burlesque-bodied form sprawled
on the gloomy eoncrete floor.

“It’s Marie,” the detective acknowledged
glumly, “and you got her—you never said a
truer . .. Holy hell!” The oath spat from his
lips as he glimpsed the wavering red wash of
a flame among the opened packing boxes in a
far corner.

“Firer” Jasper C. Jeperett wailed. The
plump man spun around crazily. “She was
setting fire to destroy— Oh, my God! There’s
a gas tank back there—butane! We’ll have to
run for our lives!”

“All of us except the sheriff ?” High Price
asked.

“He’s dead—dead. . .”

Highland Park Price let the fat form press
pass him toward the stairs, then he smashed

Waste
tion.

A WORD TO THE WISE

aper is still an important war materi
o in order to make sure there’s enough left over to go ’round for your
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down at it exactly as he had felled Lunt—
except this time he used his fist with the belly
gun clenched in it.

Heeling around, he started toward the blaze.
His voice challenged: “O.K., you yellow rat!
I know you’re in there. I'm staying until you
come out or roast alive !’ -

Price caught a glimpse of a humped shoul-
der, an extended arm. The detective wasn’t a
guy who carried a gun just for the fun of
reloading ammunition and reblueing the barrel.
He'd put in a lot of valuable time keeping
the weapon in first-class condition, and now it
was time for the gun to pay off.

Gently as a cat’s tongue licking its fur, High
Price’s forefinger eased off the hair-hung trig-
gers.

Harry Jeperett sprang up, sobbing, scrab-
bling fingers c¢lutching the blood-wet coat-
sleeve.

The detective walked over and peered into
the box behind which the plump youth had
been hiding. It contained a corpse that had
been a long time dead, and even Highland
Park Price momentarily lost his composure as
he looked.

“Henshaw,” he ordered hurriedly, “you and
Lunt can carry this outside !”’

OUTSIDE, Beulah Randy gulped fresh air
and fixed puzzled blue eyes on her em-
ployer. “You imply that Constance Carter
really was killed in that fire,” she decided.
“But what about that movie?”

“It’s this way, Beulah. Motion picture film
nowadays isn’t the fire hazard it was when
Theda Bara emoted on celluloid. They use a
safety base, so shooting a bullet into a pro-
jector shouldn’t start a bonfire—unless the ma-
chine was loaded to blow up. I figure it was
loaded, so nobody could prove the film had
been tampered with,” Price declared. “In fact,
I'm sure of it. .

“Actually, Jeperett’s explanations were all
wrong. The Carters came early, not late. If
they’d arrived late, Carter couldn’t have taken
pictures of the lions in the outer tent. Those
big cats were performing in the big top itself
when the fire broke out. My guess Is that
Carter took the pictures, all right, but Jep-
erett cut 'em up and spliced them, and then
made a fresh new print of the whole film by
copy-photography. The close-up of the crowd
rushing toward the camera was probably just
a speeded up versipn of people leaving one of
the sideshows before the main performance.
You noticed it lasted only a couple of seconds,
cutting back to the fire as soon as we got a
glimpse of Constance.”

l’lI‘?he girl wondered: “But couldn’t an expert
te 9

“Sure. That’s why I say Harry Jeperett—
it was Harry, of course—opened the door,
fired that one shot, and ran. Our verbal testi-
mony of what had been on the film wouldn’t
be absolute proof, but it would help the build-

up.

“Firstly,” Price mused, “they tried to ereate
the impression that the girl might still be alive,

“Secondly, they forged a fictitious marriage
entry, using the name of a Justice of the Peace
who was too dead to object.

“Last step, they hid the Golden girl’s ex-
humed body in that box in the basement. After
sending Lunt to fetch the sheriff, they mur-
dered Marie Watzen and put her fresh corpse
in that bex for the sheriff to see. Once he'd
seen it, Jasper Jeperett took the officer up-
stairs on a wildgoose hunt for Marie. Harry
had been hidden in the basement, so now he
switched the bodies again, and lay in wait with
a gun—to kill the one witness who’d looked
at the corpse.

“We were supposed to believe,” Highland
Park Price summmed up, “that Marie killed the
sheriff, and Jasper Jeperett killed her in self-
defense, after which we were to run away from
the risk of a butane fire. Subsequently, we'd
dig from the ashes a couple of charred skele-
tons—Marie’s, and another that would pass
for Connie’s. Finally, as the supposed hus-
band, Harry would step forward and claim the
whole estate.”

Beulah Randy brooded: “And get it, too.
There’d have been no one to dispute his claim,
with Marie Watzen conveniently dead.”

High Price scowled as he thought of the
fate which had overtaken the Number Two
client for trying to be her own detective. But
then he cheered up, gave a grimly gleeful little
chuckle.

“You're wrong, I'd still have given the Jep-
eretts an argument they couldn’t win. One
thing they didn’t know when they started par-
ading corpses, was that Dave Lunt was really
secretly married to Connie, So even if they’d
got away with murder, I’d have seen to it that
he collected the cash for their crimes!”

Beulah Randy blinked, “That’s a point. . .
Who will get the Carter estate now ?”

“Honestly, I don’t know. But this much I
can tell you,” High Price sighed as he started
tearing up his ex-clients’ checks. “I'm going
to send whoever it is a hell of a big bill—that
is, I mean, I'm going to request the probate
court to award me some reasonable compen-
sation for my services. If I have to hire a
lawyer to collect it!”

Keep your eye on the Infantry
....the doughboy does it!



This May Hurt A Little
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Something snapped in Hor-
ace’s brain, He seized the
blonde’s gun arm and fast-
ened his teeth in her wrist,

Life had passed Horace B. Potts by
—until an infected molar, the [axon
kids and murder entered bis drab
litsle world that vainy October eve-
ning at the Harvey Street bus stop.

N all fairness to Horace Potts, it must be

admitted that not once during the whole

affair did he consider himself a hero. Not
once did he regard himself as an amateur
criminologist—daring, relentless, or otherwise
—no matter what the papers had to say about
him later.

Was it his fault, he demanded, that Fate
should choose a nandescript little bookkeeper
like himself to be her instrument of justice in
the case? Certainly not! In fact, as he ex-
plained to his eo-workers at the Falcon Fi-
nance Company, the whole thing was a mis-
take. The kind of menstrous and incredible
mi;iake which can only result from a tooth-
ache.

Except for the toothache, he would never
have been standing under the rain-soaked
awning of the Harvey Street bus stop that dis-
mal October evening. He would never have
spotted the character with the coat. Better
;ﬁll, the character would never have spetted

im.
At the moment, though Herace’s jaw re-
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mained swollen, the infected molar itself—
with the natural perverseness of such phenom-
ena—had ceased to ache, and he was already
regretting his impending appointment with
Leon Gottfried, DDS, of Oakhurst.

As he stared morosely through the West
Coast drizzle, he was, in fact, fervently hop-
ing that the Oakhurst-bound busses would
continue to swish past as the last two had
done, too crammed by Los Angeles commuters
to take on even one additional passenger at
this bleak suburban outpost. Past experience
had accenfuated Horace’s normal aversion to
dentists’ offices to an appalling degree.

The third bus had just roared by, splashing
him with gutter drainage, when he became
aware of a bulky figure huddled under a sim-
ilar awning on the opposite curb. The figure
was swathed in 3 great bearskin coat which
would have been ludicrous in Southern Cali-
fornia at any season, and which was now
downright absurd, with the mercury hovering
around 63 despite the rain.

Above the massive coat collar, a green-and-
ellow betnie fleated atop a mop of crewcut
groWﬂ hair and between beanie brim and coat
lapel Horace detected a pudgy moon-style face
perforated by pale hasassed blue eyes. Not a
strong face, certainly, but still one which
seemed a trifle old for the adolescent attire
surrounding it.

In the space of five minutes, while Horace
watched, this ever-aged Jee College thrige re-
ferred to a large gold watch from his pocket,
twice rose abruptly from the bench on which
he sat to glare both ways along the street,
scrutinized each of his ten fingernails four
times with the aid of a pocket mailfite, jammed
a etgasette hetween his fat lips, fumbled in-
effectualfy for matches, then forgot the match
huiit to stare agalin at the watch.

Then a bus only stightly less orowded than
thgse on Horace’s side of the street—bécause
it was headed for Los Angeles instéad of from
it— g;ﬁscd frt front af him, only to be waved
irritatedly en its way again. After that the
chasacter grimgced and went through his en-
tire routine again.

HORACE forgot the tooth long enough to
grin. Obviously, Joe over there was be-
ing stood up—but good. The thought was
hardly completed, however, before his street-
corner conipanion underwent an amazing
cHange of pace. The worried lines lifted from
the Meavy face as easily as the beanie might
have been borne off by a vagrant breeze. The
pale ayes became as placid as twin pools in
August. The ggld watch drepped, unscanned
and apparently ?orgotten, into its owner’s vest
pogcket.

orace removed his steel-rimmed glasses
and blinked. What went with the dope, any-

way? Unless his date was the invisible wom-
an herself, she certainly hadn’t showed up as
yet.

Horace cocked his head and sought some clue
to the transformation in the murk-bound
sounds of the street.

Rain softly fingered the awning. An auto
horn somewhere to the east repeatedly tootled
the first three notes of Qver There. A paper-
boy passed, whistling, on his bicycle. A third
Oeakhurst-bound bus, jammed to the gills,
whooshed by with no hint of hesitation. That
was all.

Horace shrugged and replaced the glasses.
“Just another screwball,” he muttered, flinch-
ing a little as the Coat started across the street
toward him. “The country’s full of ’em.”

“Gotta mmgch, Jack?” the character sang
out, in a super-salesman second tenor.

Horace winced and produced a folder from
})eneath his raincoat. Pudgy fingers reached
or it

“Thanks, Jack. Just for that, how’s about
a fag?”

Horace shook his head reluctantly at the
almost-empty pack the fellow extended. “I
wouldn’t think of taking your last one, with
the shortage what it is.”

The character burbled merrily at some ob-
seure joke. “Forget it, Jack. I got a brother
in the Navy sends me all I want. Maybe I
could fix you up with a couple cartons, . .
"Course they cost motre that way—mailing
charges and all. But a fag’s a fag these days,
even-if the tariff is forty cents a pack.”

“No, thanks,” Horate said distantly. “I’ll
manage with my pipe.”

Again the Coat quivered with mirth. “Glut-
ton for punishment, huh, Jack? Well, if you
ever change your mind, here’s my card.”

Horace glanced at it, read: Loe R. Jaxon,
Specialist 1 Hard-to-Get €ommodities, fol-
lowed by an address in ene of the L.A. busi-
ness distriet’s seedier fringes. e tucked it
politely in a pocket.

“You're getting nowhere fast here, Jack,”
the second tenor babbled on. *Wait for an
Oakhurst bus fo stop on this eeraer, and you
won't get home till hext week.”

“Pm not going home,” Horace said glumly.
“I—Pm on my way to the dentist.”

Jaxon eyed his swollen jaw and chortled
sympathetically. “Late already, I bet—and
damned glad of i#t!” : ;

“Fifteen minutes,” Horace sighed.

The big man decided to be sympathetic, His
fat face fell. “Tough, Jack. Tell you what:
My sis’ll prob’ly be on the next bus. She for-
g_?t her galoshes this A.M., so I'm waiting to

ive her home. But after we drop her off at
the apartygent, I'll swing you around to this
bicuspid-borer’s parlors myself!”

(Continued on page 84)
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(Continued from page 82)

Hastily, Horace shook his head. “Wouldn’t
think of it! It’s three miles to Dr. Gottfried’s,
and with the gas situation—" He broke off
sickly, remembering the card. “Oh,” he mum-~
bled. “I forgot. Hard-to-Get Commodities.”

Jaxon beamed and mauled his shoulder.
“Found a bunch of coupons around the place
the other day !” he confided brightly. “Forgot
I even had ’em. Gotta use ’em up now before
they run out. Say, maybe you could help me,
Jack! Of course there’d be a slight handling
charge—"

Again Horace demurred. “I sold my car.”

“Oh. Well, if you got any. pals— Hey,
there’s Sis, now! Lottie! Hey, Lottie! Over
here! The coupe’s just around the corner.”

Horace scrutinized the talf, nyloned blonde
who had just struggled out of an L.A. bus

- across the street. Her slender face was pretty

enough, though lacking that seductive soft-
ness Horace preferred his pin-up girls to have,
and the blue of her eyes was more metallic
than her brother’s. She ran toward them
lithely, her open-toed shoes rain-sodden, the
rest of her shrouded in a plaid reversible cape-
hood combination.

Jaxon pulled her to him, grinning. “Lottie,
meet my little pal—er—Mr. . . .”

“Potts,” Horace supplied. “Horace B.”

“Yeah. Meet my little pal, Pottsy. He’s got
troubles, Lottie. Tooth troubles.”

Horace thought he had detected a slight
trembling of her lower lip, a faint ghost of
haggard lines about her blue eyes, when she

" first joined them. But the smile she turned on

him now was an amazing compound of
warmth and coyness. :

“We have just the thing for a toothache,
back at the apartment, Mr. Potts,” she sug-
gested softly.

Jaxon slugged her shoulder admiringly.
“Solid, Chiek Forgot all about that! Good
stuff, too—straight Scotech! Make you forget
all about that toothache, Pottsy, even if you
never see another molar-mauler !”

“We-ell—" Horace said uncertainly. He
had touched nothing spiritous since that office
party last Christmas. But spurred by the damp
post-sundown chill, that damned molar had
begun to throb again. Perhaps a drop or two,
under the eircumstances. . .

THREE blocks east, the Packard coupe

swung into an alley, lurched to a stop be-
hind a tier of garages margining one of those
super-modern saffron-and-nacre apartment
houses. Sandwiched between the Jaxon kids,
Horace allowed himself to be propelled
through the narrow, hedge-sereened private
entrance of a rear apartment, into a lush liv-
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ing roem containing one tall, gaunt soldier.

Jaxon paused, then sang out: “Oh, hiya,
Jack. You mmst be Monica’s eld boy-friend.
Where is she, pal?”

The soldier looked at them dully from an
overstuffed chair beside a telephone stand. His
graphite eyes seemed doped by some vague
and terrible bewilderment. “In there,” he
mumbled, indicating the open door of a bed-
room beyond. The hard slash of his mouth
twitched beneath his clipped black mustache.

Jaxon shrugged out of the bearskin,
skimmed the beanie at a corner divan, “Have
to do something about that, Jack,” he said
cheerfully. “That’s no way to treat a guest.”
He disappeared into the bedroom.

Minus the coat, he no longer seemed so fat,
Horace decided. He was still big, but most of
his excess flesh seemed centered in his face. . .

A single, choked cry knifed through the
thought. Impelled by its urgency, Horace and
Lottie piled through the bedtoom door to-
gether. There Horace paused, while the
blonde screamed raggedly in his ear.

A girl in a short print housedress lay curled
on the mauve spread of a mahogany bed. Mo-
ments before, she’d been the cute cuddly type,
with long brown curls, wide young eyes, soft
young curves.

She still had the curls, the eyes, and the
curves—but she also had a small round hole in
the middle of her forehead. Blood oozed thin-
ly from it, crawled across the handle of a
nickeled automatic beneath her right ear.

Jaxon had dropped to his knees beside the
bed. His moon face swung around slowly, no
longer apple-cheeked, but with the sick livid
color of putrefaction.

“She—she’s dead, Jack,” he moaned. He
buried his pale eyes in the bedspread and be-
gan to shake.

Lottie sat down suddenly on the rug, her
face working, Horace stumbled numbly from
the room as her hysterics started. Now he un-
derstood thatlook on the face of the soldier.

The youth was still slumped in the living
room chair, black eyes hollow, triangular face
pale under its tan. Paratroop insignia and
overseas ribbons made garish sptashes on his
uniform. Horace noted the bleak lines etch-
ing the corners of his eyes and mouth, the
master sergeant’s chevrons on one sleeve. He
cleared his throat.

“A—another Jaxon sister, Sergeant?” he
ventured, nodding toward the death room.

The sergeant didn’t seem to hear. His hard
lips scarcely moved as he formed the words.
“She was married to him. My God—to him!*
. Jaxon reappeared in the doorway, still
shaken but with some measure of control. Hjs
pale eyes slid queerly to the man in the chair.
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Ken Lewis
“P1l have to call the cops, Jack,” he said
woodenl

For the first time, something came alive in
the sergeant’s black eyes. Horace interpreted
it as twin sparks of scorn.

“Phil’s the name,” he said tersely “Ser-
geant Reilly to you, bud. Call 'em again if you
want to. I did, once.”

A wailing siren in the street outside proved
his point.

THE clock on Monica Jaxon's dresser

showed 6:10, Horace noticed, when the
mousy little man with the satchel straightened
from the bed.

“Killed instantly, Cap,” he told the squat,
grizzled veteran of murder at his side. “Less
than forty-five minutes ago.”

Captain Spencer Burge, L.A.P.D. Homi-
cide, turned his bullfrog eyes on Sergeant
Philip Reilly, U.S. Airborne Infantry, and ran
blunt fingers through his gnarled gray hair.

“What time you get here, son?”

The pain in the sergeant’s eyes was guarded
now. “She said six o’clock,” he said numbly.
“I was early, maybe ten minutes. Nobody
answered my knock, but the hall door was
open. I came in and—found her. I called you
before the others got here. She—she must
have done it just before I walked in.”

Burge knuckled his chin. “Suicide, Doc?”

The mousy little man eyed the automatic
still on the bedspread and shook his head.
“That close, a .38 would leave burns.”

Lee Jaxon spoke suddenly, his pale eyes
venomous. “Look, Ja—uh—Cap. There’s
sump’n you oughtta know. Before the draft
caught up with him, Jack here”—he nodded
toward Reilly—“was Monica’s boy-friend. He
claims she owed him money.”

“Did she?”

Jaxon’s heavy shoulders lifted, dropped
again. “She said she didn’t. She said he didn’t
have a leg to stand on. But she was afraid he
might try to make trouble, so she asked him
out for dinner, to find out the score.”

Burge questxoned Reilly with his green
eyes. The sergeant’s angular face was sullen.
“She never denied it!” he said hotly. “She was
going to give me a check tonight for the whole
amount !”

“For what amount, son? Why?”

Reilly’s eyes burned defiance. “That,” he
said, “is my business.”

One of the prowl-car men who had arrived
first and taken their names and addresses,
shouldered past Horace from the living room.
“Dugan says nobody heard the shot, Cap-
tain,” he reported. “These walls are pgac-
tically soundproof. And the lab boys are qym-

ing out right away.” -
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Burge nodded. “You check the blonde’s
alibi?”

“Yes. She checked out of this San Salmo
lingerie shop she helps manage, at three min-
utes past five. If she caught the five-ten bus,
like she says, she should have got off at Har-
vey Street about five-forty-five. It’s only five
miles, but the bus was jammed due to the rain,
and the driver had to make all stops.”

Burge turned to Horace. “That about the
time you saw her get off ?”

Horace nodded hesitantly. His brain was
beginning to whir, but maybe it was only the
toothache.

“And Jaxon wasn’t out of your sight from
five o’clock on?”

“NO.”

“O.K. Get the serial number off that gun,
Bliss—watch how you touch it—and have bal-
listics check it against their records.”

Reilly took a half step forward, his eyes
miserable. “I—I think I can save you the
trouble, Captain. It looks like the one I left
with Monica when I ewnlisted”—he shot the
word at Jaxon—“three yvears ago. It was the
only thing I had as a civilian that I thought I
might want again, after the war.”

The ensuing silence was electric with pres-
sure. Reilly felt it. His eyes shrouded, his
angular face stretched taut again. “Look!”
he said harshly. “Would I walk in and kill
her, call the cops, then wait around for you to
pick me up?”

Jaxon’s answer was a high-pitched snarl.
“You might just be a smart kid, Jack! You
might just figure that would be the best way
to avert suspicion! Your story stinks. I never
saw the gun before, and neither did Menica

Burge studied Reilly inscrutably, His
green-flecked eyes were grim, but his voice
was strangely soft. “Looks like you're elected,
son. The little guy here alibis both the hus-
band and the sister-in-law. You're the only
one with motive and o?portunity. Fa YOU
loaned her money, didn’t you? Then came
back after God knows how many months in
hell to find both your dough and your girl
lost to you. No wonder you lost your head.
I can’t blame you. But murder’s murder—and
that makes it my business. You might as well
make it easy on yourself.”

The thing that Reilly did then was accom-
plished with such speed and grace, with such
an absolute mintmum of time and effort, that
Horace missed most of it in the space of 3 sin-
ﬁle blink. When his eyes popped apen again

ey fastened on the gun in the sergeant’s
hand, the slender nickeled automatic which
Reflly had snatched from beside the carpse.
Reflly’s words spattered through the silence
like machine-gun fire.
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“Something stinks, all right! And I guess
it's up to me to end the odor. Before I'm
through P11 bust this frame wide open—it and
everybody mixed up in it. So long, Jack!”

Again Horace blinked. He’d always
thought it would be interesting to observe a
murderer at close range. Now he wasn’t so
sure. The look Reilly settled on him, just be-
fore he dropped through the bedroom window
to the side yard, seemed appallingly grim and
terrible.

Captain Burge broke the spell by clawing
out his own automatic and plunging for the
window. He got a slug through the sill above
his left ear for his pains. Somewhere in the
alley out back, a car engine roared alive.

“Hey, that's my coupe!” Lee Jaxon
squalled. “I left the keys in it so’s I could
take Pottsy to the dentist !”

Burge turned from the window, breathing
hard. “Don’t worry!” he rasped. “You'll get
it back! . .. Meanwhile, you'd all better stay
under wraps till we nab him.”

For the first time since his initial glimpse of
Monica Jaxon’s corpse, Horace was aware of
the shooting stars of pain rocketing up his
swollen left jaw. 4

“I” he announced, “am going home and
take something for this toothache!”

WELL-:forﬁﬁed with a generous slug of

Jaxon’s Scotch, he rolled up the steps to
his own apartment house half an hour later.
He snapped his fingers at the car which slid to
a curb across the street, surmising that Cap-
tain Burge had assigned its driver to watch
over him till Monica Jaxon’s killer was ap-
prehended.

The toothache had again subsided to a dull
humming in his jaw, and perhaps it was that
fact, combined with the Scotch, which caused
him to regard the visitor already waiting in
his living room, with less than his customary
discretion,

“Uh—hello, Sergeant,” he blinked. “How’d
you get here?”

Reilly grinned without mirth, his automatic
centering accurately on Horace’s navel. “Told
the landlady I was an old chum of yours, back
suddenly on furlough,” he said.

Horace nodded, gratified. So far, he’d been
merely an innocent bystander in the affair,
Like so many of life’s good things, the best
part of this murder plot had passed him by.
Reilly’s visit, however, now gave him a defi-
nite elaim to participation.

“How much did you lend her, Sergeant?”’
he asked gently. :

Incredibly, the dark, saturnine paratrogper
blushed, and Horace suddenly realized that he
was really a very young, almost wistful young




This May Hurt a Little

man, despite the hard bitter slash of his
mouth, the bleak black mask of his eyes. He
sighed. War did that te them sometimes, he
supposed.

“I didn’t lend her anything!” Reilly
snapped. “Why should I? Three months ago
one of her uncles died and left her five times
as much dough as T ever had!”

“How much was that?” Horace insisted.

The angular face dropped, clouded with
pain. “Most of my pay for the past three years,
Elus the take from a couple lucky crap games,”

e admitted. “About three grand, all told, I
guess.”

Horace whistled softly.

“Look, ehum! Being a master sergeant in
the paratroops overseas adds up!”

Horace nodded, a little wistful. “I know,”
he said glumly. “That’s one of the branches I
tried to join, too.”

“Youl’

“Yes. They rejected me, of course. Just
like all the others. My teeth, you know.”

“Oh.” Reilly fidgeted uncomfortably. “We
had a jeint bank account!” he blurted. “We
were trying to save up something to set up
housekeeping on after the war—”

Horace averted his eyes. “What, if you'll
pardon me, went wrong, Sergeant?”

“I got dropped too far behind the enemy
lines one night. It took nine months before 1
was smuggled out. I was reported migsing in
action, and then, when I fipally got back on
furlough, I found she’d married that /”

The words broke off and the sergeant’s face
grew gray and taut. “If you're so damned
patriotic, chum, how come you're mixed up
with a chiseler like Jaxon? How much is he
paying you for that phony alibi tonight? By
God, I'm going to knock the truth out of you,
if T have to break every tooth left in your
head ¥’

Horace drew himself indignantly to his full
five-feet-four. He removed his glasses and
laid them beside a heavy reading lamp on the
table, crooked his elbows, extended his fists,
and generally assumed the stance of a pugilist
in a gay nineties’ woodcut.

“Call me a 4-F, will you!” he shouted.
“Why, PII—IIl knock your block off, that’s
what I’ll do!”

Reilly was abashed. He laid aside the auto-
matic and stood up, lowering his right shoul-
der. “I did not call you a 4-F,” he growled.
“But if it’s a fight you want, I'm your man.”

Horace promptly swept up the reading lamp
and shattered it in the sergeant’s black hair.
Reilly’s eyes swelled vacantly and he folded
gently to the rug. Horace replaced his glasses,
packeted the automatic, and sighed.

:“Believe me, Sergeant,” he breathed, step-
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ping over the recumbent uniform, “I only did
it for yout own good.”

Thirty seconds later he paused beside the
car parked across the mist-swathed street be-
low. “A Sergeant Re:lly s waiting for you in
my living room, Officer,” he suggested.

The driver let out a yell and bolted for the
apartment house entrance. Horace started fo
smile, then winced as a draught of rain-
chilled air needled the defective molar. Ja.xon s
Scotch was beginning to wear off. .

MARKHAM TERRACE, two blocks south,

was the first bus stop before Harvey
Street. Seven cars were parked at various in-
tervals aleng the block east of it. Keeping dis-
creetly to the shadows, Horace tried them all.

The first four were locked, the fifth was oc-
cupied by a teen-age swain and his jill, the
sixth broeught a drenched terrier yapping about
his heels when he punched its horn button,
and the horn of the seventh was out of order,
He sighed and returned to the bus line.

The houses along Garrick Way, two blocks
further south, were much more widely spaced.
A lone convertible stood at the curb near the
corner. It was empty and unlocked. Horace
twisted the door handle, reached in, and
pressed a finger against the plastic blob cen-
tering the steering wheel.

Three blaring musical notes, reminiscent of
George M. Cohan and 1918, were the result.

As if in answer to a summons, a chrome
and white-sidewalled Packard coupe whooshed
out of the darkness and pulled alongside, press-
ig Horace between it and the convertible. The
hard-eyed blonde who leaned from the driver’s
seat said harshly: “Well, Mr. Potts! What
are you doing here?”

Horace grinned weakly. “I knew you’d be
back for the car as soon as the cops withdrew
your bodyguard,” he said. “You couldn’t
leave it here too long. Somebody might get
suspicious and turn it in as abandoned.”

Lottie Jaxon pursed her thin lips. “What-
ever are you talking about, Mr. Potts?” she
murmured absently. “It’s raining. Get in.”

Horace did. But not until he’d removed the
automatic from his pocket. He placed it sig-
nificantly on his right knee as he continued.
“It had to be you. Your brother was right
there at the Harvey Street bus stop all the
time.”

“But Mr. Potts, you saw me get off that
five-ten bus from San Salmo. And the coroner
said Monica couldn’t have been killed before
five-twenty-five !”

Horace nodded. “I saw you get off, but I
didn’t see you get on. Then I got to thinking
about how late and crowded the busses were
tonight, and I figured what must have hap-
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pened. You had that convertible there parked
near your work somewhere. When you left
for the night, you merely jumped into it, drove
to the apartment, killed Monica, and drove
back here in time to board the bus just four
blocks before you got off again at Harvey
Street. The driver wouldn’t remember—he
was too darned busy. . .

“Because of the rain and the frequent stops,
it took him thirty-five minutes to travel the
five miles fram San Salmo. That gave you
plenty of time. And I guess you already knew
about Sergeant Reilly’s six o’clock appoint-
ment with Monica, and had sneaked the gun
he’d left with her out of her dresser to kill
her with.”

He lifted the automatic and angled it warn-
ingly. “Miss Jaxon,” he said stiffly, “I’'m tak-
ing you in fot murder. A private citizen can
make an arrest when he’s certain a crime has
been committed. The police can piek up your
brother later.”

Miss Jaxon eyed the gun in his hand and
laughed. As if by magic, a pudgy hand hold-
ing a five-cell flashlight appeared from the
darkness qf the luggage space behind the seat.
She accepted the flashlight, hefted it specu-
Tatively.

“Nuts!” she sald. “You wouldn’t shoot a
woman. You simply aren’t the type.”

She was right. Horace tried to squeeze the
trigger, but he couldn’t. He just couldn’t. The
flashlight descended en his skull with explosive
suddenness, . .

HE had two headaches, now. One high,

where the flashlight had landed—one low,
where the tooth was getting in its licks.
“Should have known they’d both be along,”
he thought foggily. “One to drive each
car. . .» Somewhege, far, far above him, Lee
and Dottle Jaxon confetred agitatedly.

“There’s no use waiting, Lee. I'm going to
get it over with rvight now.”

“No! Hold #t, Chick!l If this dope could
figure out the convertible, why net son’r}pbody
else? We gotta find out how he%id iHED

Horaee felt his cheek being slapped. His
rigu cheek, fortunately, a.way%im the molar.

Howfs about it, Jack? Why pick this
jalapy? T rented it yesterday from Ace-High
Fir}?nee. There wasn't anything to tie it to
us.

Full eonscfeusness swam back to Horace
slowly. He opened one eye, saw Jaxon still
humched i the luggage space behind the seat,
his fat face leering over the upholstery.
Horage’s grin was feeble,

%You had ants in your pants for the first
half fiour, back there at the Bus stop,” he said.
“Tfien all at once you changed—as if you
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Ken Lewis

didn’t have a care in the world. I couldn’t see
why at the time. . . Then later I remembered
hearing a musical car horn in the next block,
just before your transformation. That was
Lottie on her way to the bus line, wasn't it,
signaling you that everything was O.K., and
you should go ahead and clinch the alibi?

“You wore that crazy coat and cap so any-
body who saw you would remember you later.
After that, all you had to do was eorner some
stranger who'd seen you there all the time,
and make sure he also saw Lottie getting off
the San Salmo bus.”

He sat up groggily. “But you've got a tiger
by the tail now. When the cops find out
T've disappeared, after Reilly was captured,
they’re going to be darned suspicious of the
alibis T gave you. And I won't be around to
testify for you at the trial.”

Lottie nodded grimly. “We'll make it look
like just another hold-up,” she said. “This is
a nice dark street. We'll dump your body on
the parkway, pockets inside out, and the po-
lice’ll think you just went out for a stroll and
got mugged. . . Go ahead, Lee. Reach over
that seat and twist his neck or whatever they
do. You know—"

An eerie feather of fear blew along Hor-
ace’s spine. Another followed it, then another,
like the aftermath of a grisly pillow fight. He
stared at the automatic now in Lottie’s hand,
and swallowed. But somehow, he kept his
voice from shaking.

“He hasn’t got the guts. He didn’t have
the guts to kill his wife, or even conk me a
minute ago with the flashlight. You have to
do those things for him. He’s nothing but a
pipsqueak hotshot with a few shady connec-

“She was in it, too !” Jaxon screamed. “She
handled the woman’s end—nylons and girdles.
Why shouldn’t she do some of the work? We
always split the profits.” .

The blonde scoffed. “What profits? ANl I
ever got was a headache and a lot of bills!
Why shouldn’t I .want seme of the dough
Monica’s uncle left her?”

Horace nodded. “And which your brother,
as Monica’s husband, would inherit. .. I knew
you were both hard up. If that black market
business was paying off, he wouldn’t be trying
to peddle his stuff to strangers on street cor-
ners. A black market’s the most highly specu-
lative investment in the world. A fathead like
him wouldn‘t have either the sense or the
courage to compete successfully with the big
combines that run such things.”

Lottie eyed him reproachfully. “You
shouldn’t talk like that about Lee, Mr, Potts,”
she said. She reached over, catlike, and raked
the gun barrel- along his swollen jaw,



This May Hurt a Little

Something snapped in Horace’s brain. That
was the only way he could explain it, after-
wards. As the hot rivets of pain ribboned up
his cheek from the blow, everything went red.
He seized her gun arm before she could with-
draw it, fastened his teeth, in her wrist. The
teeth on the right side of his mouth, of course
—not the molar.

She screamed. She stabbed spiked heels
against his shins. But Horace didn’t even feel
them. He was beyond any new pain now. The
fire in his jaw had spread over his whole be-
ing, bathing him in exquisite torture. His teeth
burrowed deeper in the flesh of her wrist,
found bone.

The gun slipped from her fingers and he
took it, crashed it into her corn-colored curls
just as the flashlight in Jaxon’s fist ricocheted
off his purpling cheek.

He turned in the seat, shouting hoarsely,
and swung the gun again. He heard a hollow
chunk, watched Jaxon’s fat face disappear
slowly, wonderingly, behind the seat back. He
flailed the gun once more at the spot where
the green-and-yellow beanie had once rested,
then tugged the inert blonde to his side of the
seat and took her place behind the wheel.
Reeling, he nosed the Packard toward police
headquarters. . ,

APTAIN BURGE laid aside Horace’s dic-
tated statement, and ordered Reilly re-
leased. He permitted himself a fatherly grin.
“Reporters outside howling to interview you,
Potts,” he said. “Can’t hold ’em off much
longer.”

Horace groaned and pointed to his jaw,
which now looked as if both halves of a ma-
lignant case of double mumps had settled in it.
“Can’t talk any more, Cap’n,” he mouthed
thickly. “Damn toot’!”

Burge’s blunt face darkened with concern.
“You come with me,” he said firmly. “Doc
Deal, the city dentist, has his office right next
door.”

Emery Deal, DDS, shook his head pro-
foundly and gave Horace permission tp close
hig throbbing mouth. “This may hurt a lit-
tle,” he confided brightly. “Infection’s gone
so far I'm afraid of an anesthetic. But I guess
that’s a small matter, at most, to someone
who’s just caught two dangerous murderers
single-handed.”

Then the doctor’s eyes bulged and his jaw
went slack as he realized the utter futility of
an anesthetic anyway, under the circumstances.

Horace Potts had taken one look at the
forceps in his hand, shuddered miserably, and
passed out cold.

THE END
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( Continued from page 8)
salesmen in the school building. In order to
gain admission, the man must have a written
permission from the superintendent, and it
was only a few charitable orgamzatlons and
school-supply salesmen who ever received this
permission.

One evening after the children had left,
a young man eame to my door presentin
a very special offer. After I had mqnu'edg,
he stated that he had permission from Mr. H.,
and that it was quite all right, since this was
an offer open only to schoolteachers. It
seemed that several of the leading magazines
were offering their periodicals to teachers
at a small introductory offer to cover the
cost of mailing for three years. He was very
charming, discussed magazines and their
comparative merits for some time, and clev-
erly learned during the course of the con-
versation that I ysually bought my magazines
at the Corner drugstore. gmce 1 would be
getting a magazine that normally cost seven
dollars for three years for the small sum of
two dollars, I agreed to the arrangement,
signed the order blank and gave the man a
check for two dellars.

After he left, I realized that I had not
seen the order allowing him entry into our
building, so I immediately censulted the prin-
cipal. She, of course, said that no such
permission had been given and advised me
to stop payment on the check, which I did.

Phe next day I received a phone call from
the owner of the Corner drugstore. He asked
why payment had been stopped on my check
and disclosed the fact that he had cashed it
since he knew my signature and was sure it
was all right. I explained the situation, but
Mr. B., the owner of the drugstore, was none
too pleased over the situation. I compre-
mised by asking him to write to the com-
pany that published the magazine, and prom-
ised him that if the company did not return
the money, I would make the check good.

Some time later Mr. B. received a letter
from the company stating that the two dol-
lars paid to the salesman constituted his
commission and that the company was in no
way responsible for their salesmen. If I
would send the remaining five dollars, the
magazine would be sent to me for three
years

By this time I was so furious at myself,
the salesman and the magazine house that if
the fee had been only an additional fifty cents
I would not have sent it in. I refunded Mr.
B’s two dollars, and to this day I have never
subscribed to that particular magazine nor
admitted a magazine salesman.

Mrs. R, H.
Carlsbad, N. M

ERE’S a smooth-working swindle with the
accent on philately in this ingtance, but

capable of being worked on other lines as well,
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Gentlemen ;

I had been collecting stamps for some
years when in high school and, having gradu-
ated, I lost interest in them. Upon the ad-
vice of a friend, I went to a certain stamp
gnd coin exchange store and asked if they
bought collections. I was assured that they Ant
did and also paid the highest prices. I then mqmngoupmzo oxtra gas mileage, more
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over to look at my collection, Vacu-matic Cow 7617-1135 W. State St., Wauwatosa 13, Wise
The next evening a man arrived who
claimed to represent the firm, I showed him
my collection and he quoted a price which
I considered high. Then he wrote out a check
amd left, taking my collection with him.
Later that evening another man arrived

who also claimed to be representing the stamp "’{x More good jobs now :n Drn&l‘?n Learn AT HOMH
and eoin store. I told him about his predeces- = *é:,,:g::g e L R e T e
sor, but he denied that the firm had any ow easy to learn at home.

CHICAGO TECHNICAL COLLEGE

other representative, apologized and Ieft. rrrrp LR Db DL o B g RS

The next day I tried to cash the check at
the bank and was told it was werthless. So m}n“&’.‘&‘f’”qﬁ’f ’;'é”,?ﬁﬁ".ff,’e?f“m
I went to an attorney and told him my story. D,m, s O LB,
The lawyer explained to me the lengthy ments, ‘Send for FREE BOOK—Law and Exec-
procedure involved in trying to pin down

utive 'Guldaneo"—NO

AMEchN EXTENSION SCHOOL OF LAW
pt. 51.8, 648 N. Michigan Ave., Chieago 11, Il
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Classified Advertising

Detective Training
“DETECTIVES—Make Secret Investigations. Experience
mry. Particulars FREE. WAGONER, R-125 West
“Detective Tralning. Phillips Secret Service, 1917-P

orth Kenneth, Chicago 39, Illinois.
ucational

MEN—WOMEN, earn CGA degree at home, analyzing
handwriting. Gr report up ‘to $1.00 hourly. 8000
word illustrated lesson, GRAPHO-ANALYST and surprise
free, INST AD), Joplin, Missouri.

or Inventors
_ PATENT PROTECTION, Information and Invention
Record Freee. RANDOLPH & BEAVERS, 573 Columbian
s ashington, D. C.
lorse Training Schoo

LIKE HORSES? Learn to break colts; stock horses;
gach circus tricks ; gait show horses. Lots of jobs. Doctor

ook FREE. ANIMAL LOVERS ASSN., G111, Tarzana,

Calif,
Money Making Opportunities
RAISE TURKEYS the new way. Write for free in-
formation explaining how to make up to $8,000.00 in your
own backyard. Add National key Institute, Dept.
88, Columbus, Kansas.
WANT FINANCIAL INDEPENDENCE? 1've helped
dreds. Dr. Tibolt, 25PP, 185 Godfrey, Philadelphia 20.
urses Training Schoo
- MAKE UP TO $25—$385 A WEEK as a trained practical
nurse. Learn quickly at home, spare time. Easy tuition
payments. Earn while you learn—many earn hundreds of
dollars while studying. Easy to understand lessons, en-
do! by physicians. High school not required. Our 45th
year. Write for free booklet and sample lesson pages.

Chicago School of Nursing, Dept. SD-2, Chicago.
Old Money Wanted i
L PAY $10.00 EACH FOR CERTAIN LINCOLN
PENNIES! Indianheads $50.00; Dimes $1,000.00. 82::—

logue 10¢c. Federal Coin Exchange, 2-PP, Columt
e purchase Indianhead pennies. Complete coin cata-

logue 10c. Waltman, 398 Broadway. New York,
atent Attorneys 2

T INVENTORS: Learn now—without obligation—how to
rotect and sell your invention. Secure “Patent Guide™
ree. Write—CLARENCE A, O’'BRIEN & HARVEY

JACOBSON, Registered Patent Attorneys, 526-C Adams

Ready for the Rackets

such a swindle. He asked me the value of
the collection and told me it would cost more
trying to recover the money than the stamps
were worth. Upon the attorney’s advice, I
dropped the whole thing, adding one more to
the list of people who are duped by this

racket every year.
“Just a Sucker”

ND still the rackets aimed at bilking serv=-
icemen and their families continue. Here’s
a particularly vicious one ta beware of:

The Racket Editor
DIME DETECTIVE MAGAZINE
Gentlemen:

On day last month a man dressed in a
soldier’s uniform stopped at the house of a
friend of mine, whom I shall call Mrs.
Smith. ;

This pseudo-soldier said he was passing
through her town on leave and had been
authorized by her son to collect fifteen dol-
lars which my friend’s son had borrowed.

Mrs. Smith, havine no reason to doubt the
man, paid him the required amount of money.
When she notified her son of this, he prompt-
ly wrote her he owed no one any money.

As you can see, it would be very easy for
these bogus servicemen to get the names of
their victims from the community honor roll.

I hope this will aid in helping to squash
this racket. Being a serviceman myself I
hate to think that my folks could be vic-
timized as Mrs. Smith was.

David John Rinaldi, AMM2/c
Elizabeth City, N. C.

Buildine. Washington, D. C

INVENTORS—Pat Your Invention. Secure book,
“Protect, Finance and Sell Your Invention.” No obliga-
tion. McMORROW and BERMAN, Patent Attorneys,
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160-V_Atlantic Building, Washington 4, D. C.
Photo Finishing

Profitable Professions

At Tast! Roll developed, all your snapshots handeolored
as beautiful as most actual colored photography, 85c.
Hand colored reprints 4c each—12 for 45c. NATIONAL

MEN! WOMEN! Learn Profitable Profession in 90
days at home! Make $40-$75 week. Swedish Massage
graduau‘s in big demand. Work full or spare time. Win
ey

PHOTO ART COMPANY, Janesville 24, Wi in
ROLLS DEVELOPED—25¢ Coin, One Day Service.
8 Gloss Deckle Edge Prints. CLUB PHOTO SERVICE,

Dept. 16, La Crosse, Wis. .
Poems—Songwriters

BONGWRITERS: Melodies supplied without charge by
recognized Hollywood composers. Lead sheets and records
grrimgdl. g‘“ Song C y, Box 670A-15, Beverly

ills, Calif.

security. Write for  booklet and FRER
details. COLLEGE OF SWEDISH MASSAGE, Dept.
SC-45, Chicago, Illinois.
Salesmen Wanted

START YOUR OWN BUSINESS on our capital. Always
your own boss. Hundreds average $6,000 to $12,000
annual sales year sfter year. We supply stocks, equip-
200 home necessities. Selling experience
unnecessary to start. Wonderful opportunity to own

ment on credit.

POEMS WANTED to be set to music, Free examination.
Send poems. McNetl, Master of Music, 5§10-A South Alex-
andria, Los Angeles, California.

SONGWRITERS: PROTECT YOUR IDEAS] HOLD
MATERIAL! Learn SAFE procedurel Write: SONG
SERVICE, 383 West 56th, New York 19.

SONGWRITERS: Send poems for Immediate Examina~
tion and FREE Rhyming Dictionary, RICHARD BROTH-
ERS, 80 Woods Building, Chi

POEMS WANTED FOR MUSICAL SETTING. Five
Star Music Masters, 620 Beacon Building, Bosten.

SONGWRITERS: Interesting Proposition. Write: PA-
RAMOUNT SONG-RECORDING STUDIO L-75, Box 190,

ollywood, Calif.

SONGWRITERS: Royalty Contract Free. Write for
details. Puritan Publishing €Co., 843 8. Dearborn St.,
Chicago 4, 1ll.

96

nt, profitable business backed by world wide In.
dustry. Write Rawleigh Co., Dept. C-U-PBL, Freeport,
IN.

Schools

WHY DON'T YOU WRITE? Writing short stories,
articles, etc., will enable you to earn extra money. In
your spare time we teach you to write the way newspaper
men learn—by writing. Free “Writing Aptitude Test” tells
whether you possess the fundamental qualities essential to
successful writing. Write today! NEWSPAPER INSTI-
TUTE OF AMERICA, Suite 556-C, One Park Avenue,
New York 16, N. Y.

Used Auto Parts

HAVING CAR TROUBLE? USED, GUARA
auto, truck parts—save money. Transmission specialists.
Pescribe needs; immediate reply. VICTORY, 2439-B Gun~
nigon, Chicago 26,




The Whisperer

(Continued from page 39)

his hotel that night? Did he come upon me
by chance or had he followed me secretly
from bar to bar, watching me lose possession
of myself, drink by drink, while a plot of
murder shaped itself slowly and monstrously
in his mind? . . . By what strange coinci-
dence did the hotel seem to catch on fire at
the very time I lay drunk and helpless on my
bed, and after my frantic jump from the win-
dow who descended to the alley to replace the
topcoat on my shoulders? Who removed all
identification from my pockets—all but that
tell-tale cigarette case lost in the room above?
. . . Who wadded my corpse-like body into
some waiting machine, drove me away, and
deposited me, seemingly dead, beneath that
high bridge which I had seen as in a dream?
Who made me into a dummy suicide? Who
else but—

The clerk was saying: “You were mistaken
in the floor, too, Mr. Cornwall.”

“No!” I roared. I knew he was right, but
I didn’t want to believe. I slapped the desk.
“No! I couldn’t have been mistaken in that!
I jump—I jumped. . .” My voice fell to
a whisper: “It was Room 111.”

“But you were mistaken. It’s impossible to
have the wrong number on these cards. The
numbers are printed on. Seel”

I had to take a mental hand to the back of
my head and push it down to look at that card.
I traced down his finger to three black fig-
ures in the corner of the card, There was
the room number, indelible, forever: 711.

ITRIED to turn, but my feet wouldn’t
budge. The clerk was speaking again.

“] have the card of the other gentleman,
the man in the next room, Mr. Cornwall. You
were asking about that. . . There, you can
see the signature for yourself. Don’t you want
to see it, Mr.—"

I snatched the card from him, crushed it
in my palm. “No!” I hissed at him.

I knew what would be on that card. Not
the right name, perhaps, but the handwrit-
ing—that unmistakable squeezed handwriting.
There was only one man in my experience
who would trick a drunken fool into murder-
ing himself and call that trick an act of
justice! My half-brother. Henry!

“No!” I threw the card in the clerk’s face.

I struggled to turn. Something broke then
and I went stumbling across the lobby. I hit
the revolving door with my shoulder and
spilled through it.

I saw my cab and turned away from it,
turned and ran up the street with terror leap-
ing M my heart.

THE END
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it will pay you to learn electrical appliance repairing.
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to charge on the basis of $5.00 to $6.00 an hour!

No Previous Experience Needed

Profusely illustrated our new course shows you in simple,
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vacuum cleaners, washing machines, motors, fans, irons,
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electricity, welding, nickel plating, etc. Shows you how to
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business coming to you. Not a theory course but an honest

ess practical courge written by and used by re-
pairmen the country over. Price of course is so low that
the savings on your own household appliances will pay for
it. Act now} Send today for FREE literature, Christy
%?ppliy. Co., 2835 N. Central Ave., Dept. D-118, Chicago 34,
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YOOR FUTURE /S PLASTIO~

AnYTHING capable of being molded is plas-
tic. So it’s a word that applies to your
future as well as to the materials of the plas-
tics industry. There are giant possibilities
in this field. Their realization depends
upon the planning of trained men.

Within YOU, too, are great possibilities,
Their realization depends upon your being
a trained man. The world-famous Inter
national Correspondence Schools offer you

the opportunity to obtain that training in
your spare time, at low cost.

With training, you can mold your place
in the new world to your heart’s desire. A
more responsible job, higher pay — what-
ever you want is attainable if you qualify
as an expert.

The time to qualify — in plastics or any
other industry—is NOW. Mail the coupon
today and let L. C. S. tell you how!

BOX 3275-T SCRANTON 9, PENNA,
Without cost or obligation, please send me booklet and full particulars about the course before which I have marked X3¢
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Over Two Million Readers Have Wept and
and Laughed with the Wonderful

“Lay your hands upon a copy, by whatever means at your
command.”—BOSTON GLOBE. Take it now as a GIFT!

FREE!

WITH DOLLAR BOOK CLUB MEMBERSHIP

A Tree Grows in Brooklyn is the story of the
Brooklyn Nolans. Francie, the daughter of the
family, learned in her early years that the simple
things of life—getting enough to eat, having a place
to sleep, keeping clothed and being able to go to
school—were not easy to get. But to Francie and her
brother Neeley, the world was a shining place and
every day too short for the adventures it held
Her father was a singing waiter who didn’t always
bring home the money he earned, but to the No-
lans, poor as they were, money was not too im
portant as long as they had each other.
Francie’s life story is the story of a city
girl who grew into beautiful womanhood
because she chose to make life give her
its glorious things. A TREE GROWS IN
BROOKLYN is a book to own and enjoy
and remember. A FREE copy will be sent

“Excitingly 4 3
beautiful-§

one of the
outstanding
fiction works
of the year
bPerhaps
many years.”’
—OChicago Sun

“Writing like
this is rare.”

—sSpringfield

Republican the sales of

. GONE WITH
“It sings.” i

FACR ¢ 5 . i ] THE WIND
N. %;.ibl‘ilgreald % . } f ! in H;g same
; . ime

s\ you if you join the Dollar Book Club now.

M ) Ak b
DOLLAR BOOK CLUB MEMBERSHIP IS FREE r--esmeccocamomeaee

—and it brings you amazing bargains like this! i MAIL THIS

THE DOLLAR BOOK CLUB is the only elub that brings you books : COUPON
by outstanding authors, for only $1.00 each. This represents a i o 4 H ”
saving to you of 50 to 75 per cent from phe ox"iginal $2.(_)0 to $4tgg 1 FREE' A Tree Grnws In Bmﬂmyn
price. _Every selection is a handsome, full-sized library edition prin M Doubleday One Dollar Book Club
exclusively for members. Dept. 3 P.OP. Garden Ci
Members are privileged to purchase as many Club books as they ] PSEN; SO e r,eirf‘inone'r)y,j,a!\‘f,w.Y[?Jh,.
wish at the special price of $1.00 each. Although one selection is § Book Club  subscriber and send e *A TRim
made each month. You do not have to accept a book every month ; only GROWS IN BROOKLYN" FREE. With thia book will
the purchase of six selections a year is necessary. zine called, *“The (l)!rultlht;ul{;ﬁ'e 3::;:'?"“"}";‘[";1;"'5‘,‘,’::
The Economical, Systematic Way to Build a Library of Good Books g:},’e";;]";ﬁ%’;‘:ﬁ';a%;mlf‘?;lzxinﬁ'mmt:tmglaang
Dollar Book Club selections are from the best modern books—the each te members only. Each month thereafter I
outstanding fiction and non-fiction by famous authors. Such outstand M bave the privilese oz{hen(’}:fﬁ}‘)"ﬁnﬁoum‘ol}mgx?;
ing. best sellers as THE PRODIGAL WOMEN. MRS. MINIVT%{E aelecl;ol"’)han(i"\\he:hell‘ or not I »-:':‘shsup ‘i“f%‘f“
KING’S ROW, DRAGON SEED, THE STRANGE WOMAN and any of the alternate bargains at the Speclal Club
SONG OF BERNADETTE were all received by members at $1.00 each Entirely volumary on my part: 1 ag not hers ta
v{hile the pu}’)lic was paying from $2.00 to $3.00 for a publisher’s edi- ;g;ﬁ;n!wa“t‘vl(;](fl‘ ;\;n%eﬁgﬁgﬁrl'ge;‘ﬁ(reg:,\:é?g Atr}l‘;
tion, at retail. 1 pay pothing except $1.00 for each selection re-
300,000 discriminating readers are enthusiastic supporters of the
Dollar Book Club. This huge membership enables the Club to offer
book values unequaled by any other method of book buying.
Start Enjoying Membership at Once—Upon receipt of the attached
coupon you will be sent a Free copy of A TREE GROWS IN BROOK-
LYN. You will receive each month the free monthly magizine called
“The Bulletin,”” which is sent exclusively to members of the Club. This

ceived. plus a few cents handling and shipping
costs.

Mr,
MIs, oo smsieisisine o weinibi0ieibin 0000 eininie e e inie &
Miss (Please Print)

Street and No. ..ocvevcnnnieceenn

Bulletin describes the selection and reviews about thirty other books Zone No.
available to members at only $1.00. If you dc not wish to purchase the Gt uereneenneneenncnnens (if any)......
next month’s selection for $1.00, you may notify the Club and y.he

book will not be sent you. You may request an alternate selection S1271 1 RS — B —— -

if desired.

Send No Money—Just Mail the Coupon—A TREE GROWS IN
BROOKLYN will be sent you at once, FREE. DOUBLEDAY ONE
DOLLAR BOOK CLUB, Garden City, New York.

If under 21, age please.......covuuen esse
Slightly higher in Canada: 105 Bond St.,
Toronto 2, Canada



"It's a bull's-eye!'-says Hlto HATT
—

KE SSLERS rievoes

True Pre-War Quality

KESSLER'S PR!VATE BLEND. 75% Grain Neutral Spirits. 85 Proof. Julius Kessler Distilling Co., Incorporated, Lawrenceburg, Ind.
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