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Washout

Dear Sir: :

If they catch him, residents of Odessa, Texas,
plan on stringing up a migrant painter who paint-
ed their town red so to speak.

According to the deputy sheriff, the boomer
painter contracted to paint several houses. He
did nice work. He did it in a hurry.

After he’d gone, householders began missing
things—mainly radios.

The upshot was that they trooped to the sher-
iff’s office and filed complaints.

While this was taking place, the town enjoyed
a hard rain.

This added to their hurt feelings. It washed
all the paint off the houses.

The painter had used whitewash.

See what I mean when I say those people are
plenty mad at the guy?

Sincerely
C. C. Springfield
Huntsville, Texas

Never Be Nice to a Salesman

Dear Sir:

One afternoon a young man came to the house.
He showed me a fountain pen which he would
sell for one dollar, and in addition, he included
a certain household magazine.

I refused his offer, but he became insistent.
To be courteous I took the pen from him, and
while I examined it, he asked if I had a five-
dollar bill to exchange for coin. Carrying the pen
with me, I went for the money. When I handed
over the currency he dropped four silver dollars
into my outstretched hand. When I mentioned
his mistake he said:

“Oh, no. I kept the dollar in payment for the
fountain pen. Here is your receipt.”

He dropped the small bit of paper into my hand
and quickly walked away. I could only stare at
the swindler’s receding back.

In vain I waited for the first copy of the maga-
zine to appear; later I learned of its discontinued
publication several months earlier. The receipt
bore the name of the nonexistent magazine, but
the racketeer’s name was lacking. The pen was

worthless.
T. S. Root
Lewiston, Idaho

Pottery in a Poke

Dear Sir:

While I was visiting my sister in Los Angeles
recently, I read an advertisement of a pottery
sale in a meighborhood paper. The place of busi-
ness turned out to be an open air stand, but that
did not make me suspicious as these are common
in Southern California.

There were two sets ‘of dishes on display at
different prices: the less expensive were marked
“seconds.” When 1 inquired, the salesman told
me the unmarked sets were made up of “selected
seconds.” As the colors were pretty, the shape
pleasing, and the imperfections scarcely notice-
able, I decided to buy the better grade. He
handed me a box already packed.

When I got home and examined my purchase,
I found that my dishes had little resemblance
to the ones on display. The colors dida’t match;
there were serious flaws in the glaze, the bowls
had such lumps on the bottom they could hardly
stand. They had been “selected” all right, but
they were a lot closer to “fourths” than to
“seconds.”

Naturally I went back to protest. . When I
pointed out that the samples on display were
good and that he had sold me pieces that were
greatly inferior, the salesman refused to com-
ment. He simply told me that the firm allowed
no refunds or exchanges.

Of course, I could have reported the swindle
to the Better -Business Bureau, but since the
amount of money involved was small, I didn’t do
it. These fly-by-night operators apparently count
on the customers not bothering to report them.
From now on I’ll examine the merchandise in-
stead of trusting the honest-looking face of a
young salesman.

W. L.

San Francisco, Cal.

014 College Try

Dear Sir:

With college T-shirts available in stores in all
towns where colleges are located, it is no wonder
that a smcoth young man managed to work his
racket so easily in Fairfield, where Parsons
college is located.

He was nice looking, and apparently a GI

(Please continue on page 97)



Hisrory's greatest heroes ride
with you in spirit in the U. S. Army’s
glory-covered Armored Cavalry. It’s
the fastest moving, hardest hitting
combat team in the world.
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Jeb Stuart and Phil Sheridan. But you
move twice as fast and hit ten times
as hard. You inherit the mantle of
Patton’s incomparables who swept
across Africa, broke the line at St. Lo
and hurled shattering thunderbolts at
the heart of Nazidom.

The Armored Cavalry offers big jobs
for big men. Not big in ‘
size alone. But big in
courage and brains. Men
who can take it, who
crave the excitement,
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you in the

high adventure and fast-moving life of
this proud fighting outfit.

You’re more than a soldier in the
Armored Cavalry. You’re Artillery-
man, Infantryman, Tanker and Cav-
alryman — with the hardest hitting
qualities of all four.

If you have a talent for motors and
guns, if you like action, if you want to
learn leadership, this is the job for you.
High pay. Good food and quarters.
Travel opportunities. A chance to
further your education.

Visit your U. S. Army and U. S. Air
Force Recruiting Station.

CAREERS WITH A FUTURE
U.S. Army and
U. S. Air Force
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AND U. S. AIR FORCE
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WITH SOUL

Dramatic Novel of a
Fugitive’'s Private
Hell

By JOHN D.
MacDONALD

CHAPTER ONE

A Gentleman and a Traitor

WAS gay as a lark and twice as stupid

when, after dinner on the night of

October 10th, I bounded up the flight of
stairs to my two reom apartment, with
fifteen minutes to shower, change and drive
down to the apartment building where
Marian lived. Lived is a dull word to apply.
She does something special to the whole
operation,

Yes, I was gay and happy. Washington
was having a crisp and wonderful Fall, and
the name of Bailey Regan was beginning to
mean just a little bit around the hush-hush
office where I was employed checking over
the plans of production facilities that had
a very hush-hush connection with the pro-
duction of Uranium.

Animal spirits are a wonderful thing 1
suppose.

I know for certain the same spirits don’t
make you very cautious. I unlocked the
door and whistled on in.
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10 John D. MacDonald

The ceiling dropped solidly onto my head
and I went right on down into the pile of
the carpet, which strangely turned out to be
a long, echoing tunnel, pitch black.

I wandered around in the tunnel for a few
eons and suddenly realized that something
was jiggling my head, painfully and, I be-
lieved, unnecessarily.

I opened my eyes. Through the wind-
shield ahead I saw a straight narrow road
ripping back under the wheels with great
speed. The car seemed familiar but the
road wasn’t. A man sat alone in the front
seat. His silhouette was impressively large.
My head hurt. Somebody had removed half
the skull and replaced it with broken pieces
of apple crate. Nailed down.

I lurched as the brakes went on. Some-
body said, “Wake him up.”

A large hand came out of nowhere and
slapped against my face. I mumbled and
managed to say, “Fellas! I'm awake.”

The big driver said, “Fix it outside.
Make it the same place.”

I realized as they shoved me through the
front door that it was my club coupe. I
wanted to comment on that detail, but I was
being rushed along. I was weak. My knees
felt as though they had been filled with
junket. They pulled me to a quick stop out
in the glare of the headlights and one man
fumbled with something in his pocket.

“No powder burns!” the other one said
sharply.

The man with his hand in his pocket ran
back to the car and came back with my car
robe. He took a gun out of his pocket and
held it on me while his pals grabbed my
arms. The first guy wrapped the gun 1n a
fold of the robe and pressed it against my
right arm. Something coughed and a blind-
ing pain turned the night to a magnesium
day. I sat down hard on the street, fumbling
with my left hand to see if I could grab the
pain and hold it away somehow.

I got up just in time to see the big driver
climbing out of my car. They yanked me
out of the way as my car went by, all by it-
self, picking up speed on the grade. I stared
after the twin tail lights, saw them leap
happily into the air and disappear over the
edge of a drop. The thick, metallic sound of
the crash shattered the stillness.

Somebody said : “He would’ve got a little
banged in that.”
“I see what you mean,” another said.

Another car crept down the road behind
us as they hurried me to the edge of the
drop where my little black buggy had gone
over. Before I could say a word, they spun
me around, smashed something against my
face and I went backwards over the edge.
I was back in that familiar tunnel,

Hours later I was on my back licking rain
water off my lips, saying to myself, “Bailey
Regan, the roof leaks. You're in your own
bed. It’s just that the roof leaks. And
nobody is leaning an air hammer against
your arm. That’s silly!”

Something was just above my face. I
touched it. A hard metal thing. Cold. I got
my left hand on it and pulled myself up into
a sitting position. I touched my face, found
a thick welt across my forehead.

I said aloud, “This is silly. The roof is
leaking and you fell out of bed. Nobody
shot you and ran your car over a chff.”

I said that several times, but each time it
grew feebler. Above me, on the road, a car
roared by, the tires making a wet, ripping
noise on the wet asphalt, diminishing into
the distance. I leaned back against the
metal thing and found out that it was my
own rear bumper. Above my right shoulder
I could just make out the familiar numbers
of my D.C. plate. Somebody had been
playing rough.

I pulled myself up and went right over
onto my face. I got up again and leaned
against the back end of the car. I lost lunch
and dianer and other meals that I couldn’t
remember. I slid slowly down the car with
my fanny in the mud again.

My right sleeve was sodden with very
sticky blood. I guessed that my arm was
still bleeding. It had ceased to hurt in any
specific spot. It hurt from my right ear
down to my right ankle. A very large arm,
and for all the good it was, it belonged to
several other people. Strange stubborn
people.

The strange thing about the way I felt
was that I was the maddest about my car
robe. I was fond of that robe. I had spread
it on the damp ground with some of the
nicest people in Washington and Virginia.
I resented having holes shot in it.

Having decided that standing up was
poor policy, I crawled around to the front
of the car and got my flashlight out of the
glove compartment. The seat felt so good
that I fell asleep in it, even though the motor
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had been pushed back so far that there
wasn’t much leg room. When I awakened,
there was a lot of gray in the East and my
right sleeve was no longer sticky. It was
- caked.

I got the razor blade for the windshield
scraper out of the glove compartment and
clumsily slashed open my right sleeve.
About four inches up the inside of my wrist
was a small black hole. There was no cor-
responding hole on the other side. High up
on the outside of my upper arm was a very
painful lump. That answered the question.

A quick survey in the mirror showed me
that I could be pegged out to scare away
goblins. It didn’t help much to keep re-
peating to myself that it was all a big, big
mistake.

It took the best part of half an hour to get
the keys out of the lock, get the back end
open, take out the box and get my new
. clean overcoat out of it. I made a crude sling
out of a hunk of rope in the back end,
swabbed my face off in a puddle of rain
water, combed my hair over the lump m
back with my fingers and shrugged my way
into the overcoat, buttoning it around the
bad arm.

By that time I had enough dawn so that
I could pui the flashlight away. By grab-
bing at some rugged littie bushes with my
left hand, I pulied my way up out of the
ditch, gulley, or what have you, and stood
weak and wavering on the shoulder.

ITH the alert steps of a marathon
dance winner, I headed in what seemed
to be the promsising direction, the direction
from which my lusty friends had brought
me. A telephone seemed like a healthy idea.
Big, black, fur wheels were going around
in my head and the road was wiggling like a
Coney Island fun house, when the car
pulled up beside me. A green coupe. The
radio was giving out with morning cheer
and a big man with a broad white face and
hairy hands on the wheel said, “Need a
lift ?”

I managed to nod. He opened the door
and I climbed in. “Have trouble?” he
yelled, over the radio.

“Accident.” :

His mouth made a surprised O. “Never
had one myself. Been selling fountain pens
on the road for fourteen years and never
had a dented fender. You need a doctor ?”

I nodded. He put on a lttle speed. He
got it up to thirty. I began to see why he
had the safety record.

The good cheer went off the radio and the
morning news came on, Somebody ex-
tolled a mouth wash and then an urgeant,
flossy baritone said :

“Extra! This fine misty morning, we
have a case of treason in our midst. Police
of the capitol city, plus the F.B.I, plus
every decent American, are looking for
Bailey Regan, Civil Service employee of
the ‘War Department, who last night dis-
appeared with secret data regarding the
production of atomic bombs. He exchanged
shots with an alert guard and escaped, but
the guard, Henry Ervan, states that at least
one of his shots struck Regan’s right arm.

“Regan was a trusted employee who had
been given all types of security checks and
was believed to be loyal. It is not yet known
which foreign power employed Regan, but
it is expected that when he is located a
tense international situation may develop.

“Every citizen is urged to be on the look-
out for Regan. He is driving a 41 club
coupe, license CLL883. He is described as
being of taller than average height, slim,
with black hair, blue eyes and very white
teeth. He is probably wearing a tan tweed
suit and he usually goes hatless. Be careful.
This man in dangerous. Contact the police
if you see him or his car.

“And now for the rest of the Capitol
news,...”

The pen salesman reached over a large,
hairy hand and turned off the radio. He
pulled off into the shoulder and turned in
his seat, his smile gone and his big fists
clenched. '

“Mister,” he said, “you jumped when-
ever that guy said Regan. You got on a
tan tweed suit. You got your right arm in
a sling. You got blue eyes, black hair and
pretty teeth. You better start telling me
who you are.”

I smiled and it was a sickly effort. “Oh,
I’'m Regan okay. But it’s all a big mistake
and I want to—"

He smiled and licked his lips. “Regan,
hey! Well what you want to do is no damn
business of mine. I'm taking you in, son,
and you won’t be as prett,y when you get
there as you are right now.”

He took the keys out of the ignition,
climbed out his side, went around the car
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and yanked open the door on my side. As
he pulled me out, he said, “I've always
wanted a couple of cracks at an article like
ou.”

4 He kicked the door shut and shoved me
back against the side of the green coupe.
He had a lot of hair on his hands. A big,
white fist clonked me under the left ear and
I went down hard.

As he lifted me up again, I got my left
hand on the flashlight. I yanked it out and
swung it against his skull. His hands slipped
off my shoulders and he went down on
both knees. He was looking up at me, his
face twisted with effort as I hit him again.
He fell toward me and his face bounced off
the running board.

Dropping the flashlight, I got the keys
out of his pocket. If the shoulder hadn’t
sloped down, I wouldn’t have been able to
move him. As it was, I got him rolling
and he rolled over about five times, gather-
ing momentum until he banged into a little
tree. The tall grass hid him.

Driving was a problem. I had to wedge
the wheel steady with my knee while I
reached the left hand across the shift. I had
no idea about the roads, but after ten miles
a sign post told me that I was four miles
from the Lee Highway. I got onto it and
made as much speed as I dared, wanting to
get into Washington before the morning
rush and before I passed out.

I got across the Key Bridge. There were
cars on the ether side, parked. Cars with
official plates. The cops were checking all
outbound cars. Something told me that it
would be a hell of a lot more difficult for
Regan to get out of Washington than it was
for him to get in.

I drove over M and turned left up Geor-
gia. There are quicker ways, but I wanted
to avoid corners where somebody mlght
see me having difficulty.

I left the car a block from her apart-
ment and walked, as steady as I could
manage, up to her bell and pushed it. After
a long time, the front door buzzed and
I got into the self-service elevator finding
the button for the fifth floor.

She opened the door when I knocked,
and her face went white as death. Marian
Kail, her name is, and she works in the
War Department two offices from me. Five
foot five. Quick and soft and gentle and
proud. A singing flame of a girl. Round

dark eyes with heavy black brows and hair
the color of three-to-one Martinis.

“Bailey!” she gasped, pulling me in and
shutting the door. “You can’t stay here!
They’'ve been here and they’re coming
back.”

I managed to find a grin from someplace
and touched her hair with my left hand.
“You'd help an enemy of the State?”

“But you didn’t do it! I”” she flared. “You
—jyou couldn't.’

“But I've got a bullet in my arm, dar-
ling,” I said softly.

Her face turned whiter and she winced
with shared pain. “Bailey Regan, I know
you like I know the inside of my own heart.
You couldn’t do a thing like that. Thé bul-
let means nothing to me except that you're
hurt.”

I staggered back against the door frame
and caught myself with my left hand. 1
guess the grin faded more than a little.

“If I didn’t do it, why don’t you want
them to find me?”

“Because they’ll shoot you on sight or
do something awful to you. They’re so
positive it was you. They got me out of
bed at three. I waited until midnight for
you to come and pick me up. ” She looked
shy. “I was very angry.

“But I want to go to the cops and give
myself up and tell them what happened.”

“Wait for a bit,” she said. “Wait until
they cool off a little. Besides, we should find
a lawyer to go in with you.”

“But where can I go?”

HE hurried over to her bureau and
came back with a key. She opened the
door cautiously, looked out and then beck-
oned to me. I followed her and we went
down the hall. She unlocked the door and
I went in. It was a darkened one-room
apartment, the same size as hers.

She said, “I didn’t tell them about this.
They don’t know I have the key. It be-
longs to a girl friend. Betty Shannon. She
just started on a late vacation, She left me
the key because I'm supposed to feed and
water that parrot of hers.”

I could see it. Green and crimson, sitting
dejectedly on a perch in a big cage. It
looked as though Miss Shannon had used it
to dust out corners with.

My knees gave out and I managed to get
to the couch before the mists rolled in from
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the sea. I fought them back and saw that
Marian was kneeling beside me, her fingers
gentle on my swollen arm.

“T don’t think is’s too bad,” she said, in
a half whisper.

I wanted to object. It was very bad. It
was my arm and there was a hole in it.
Holes in your arm are bad form. She was
gone.

Suddenly she was there again, and she
satd, “Can you make it into the bath-
room?”’

By letting her haul me to my feet and
by leaning a lot of weight on her, I got into
the Shannon bathroom. The overcoat was
easy to get off, but the suit coat was tougher.
Each movement of the right arm was like
playing with a red hot knife with burrs on
the blade.

Maybe she was standing still. She wav-
ered around as though I was looking at
her under water. After a few cutting
noises, she dropped my shirt sleeve on the
floor. My naked arm looked as though some
joker had tied a red airport wind sock to
my shoulder.

She got a stool from the kitchenette and
[ sat down heavily, slumped over the sink.
I mumbled something about how she hap-
pened to think she knew what she was do-
ing, and from a few hundred yards away she
said, “Because once upon a time I tried to
be a nurse. I flunked the course.”

She had a bottle of something, and she
poured it in and around the hole on the
instde of my wrist. I shut my teeth down
over a groan when she touched the lump
on the outside of my upper arm. I noticed
the brand of razor blade that she had.
I've always felt that they were made out of
discarded tin shingles. I was right.

She washed it in alcohol that smelled
nauseatingly of lavender, and dabbed some
on my arm. After the quick, keen bite of
the blade, after she pressed her thumbs
against the sore flesh of my arm, a dirty
little wad of lead thunked onto the floor.
She put some stuff along the slit where the
bullet had come from, and when she gasped
with pain, I realized that I had hold of her
arm with my left hand. She pried my fin-
gers off.

She washed my whole arm with the al-
cohol, and made two bandages. One
around the upper arm, and one where

the slug had gone in.

.:;Shut your teeth and don’t yell,” she
said.

Her hard little fingers dug into the flesh
of my arm between the two bandages and
she manipulated my arm. I felt the sweat
running down my face.

“Take it easy!” I managed to say.

A very crisp professional tone. “I be-
lieve it missed the bone, and since you've
been moving it, the nerves haven’t been
severed. Apparently the bullet hit at an
angle and ranged up through your arm.
This will do for now, but if there is any
hint of infection, you're going to a hos-
pital.”

I don’t remember how I got back into
the front room onto the couch. She was
bending over me, and her fair hair touched
my cheek as her lips left a cool print on my
forehead.

“I'm going to lock you in, Bailey. Be a
mouse. No noise. Don’t go near the win-
dows.”

I was sinking into wonderful sleep. I
fought my way back up out of it and mum-
bled, “Keys. Left overcoat pocket. Green
coupe. A block down the street. Other side.
Better move it someplace. Be careful. Fin-
gerprints.”

That was all I had time for. I didn’t
even have time to hear her answer. The
little men with the wet sand stuck my head
down into it. Firmly. . . .

A Washington type was in the room. He
woke me up. He was being loud and posi-
tive—and talking about high level opera-
tions. ‘“Implement the overall picture. Dy-
namic society. Referendum. Policy direc-
tive. Implement the overall picture.”

The sun was out and hitting flat against
the pale, drawn shades. I sat up, weak,
dizzy and empty. The dusty little bird
looked at me sadly. He said sharply,
“Policy directive!”

A sad and dusty little Washington type.
Worn out with the big, long words.

It took a long and gradual unfolding pro-
cess to be able to stand up with any safety.
After I found the kitchenette, I drank a gal-
lon of water and sloshed back to the couch.
The big, wonderful, soft couch.

At one end of the couch was a sma’l book-
case, and on the middle shelf was a httle
radio. I worked my way over to it and
turned it on, my finger on the volume to
prevent any sudden squeals. I looked at
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my wristwatch. Two-thirty in the afternoon.

The little ivory job hummed as it warmed
up and I cut it back to where I could hear
voices. I put my ear close to it. A bari-
tone voice like liquid honey:

“Mary, my darling, you know that we
can’t go on this way. It’s—it's impossible.”

“Reorganization. Raise our sights,” the
parrot yelled.

I pulled the light blanket over me again
and stared at the ceiling. I knew that I
should be doing some thinking about what
had happened. Maybe it was the after ef-
fect of shock. I couldn’t think construc-
tively.

In my mind, it all seemed like some sort
of mad game which was being played on me
as some sort of a test. It didn’t seem pos-
sible that I couldn’t go home, get fresh
clothes and go to the office. With a small
shock, I realized that I hadn’t applied for
sick leave. That was silly.

“Truman Doctrine,” the parrot said.

The news came on. “Police have not yet
found Bailey Regan, wounded traitor, who
last night his way out of the Penta-
gon Building and made his escape with im-
portant plans for atomic energy production
facilities. However, an arrest is expected
at any time. Just after dawn this morning,
Joseph Shiegal, salesman for a prominent
fountain pen company, staggered to a farm-
house on a side road which leads south
off the Lee Highway and stated that he had
picked up a young man with his right arm
in a crude rope sling. The young man ad-
mitted he was Bailey Regan. He forced
Sheigal out of his car, beat him brutally
about the head with a flashlight and made
off in the car.

‘“Police report that the fingerprints on
the flashlight match the fingerprints of
Regan on file with the F.B.I. Sheigal’s car
was found near the corner of Third Street
and Maryland Avenue. Mr. Sheigal, suf-
fering from a mild concussion and lacera-
tions, stated that Regan showed him no
mercy.

“Regan’s car was also found, near where
Sheigal picked Regan up. In the car were
found traces of human blood and some
crumple 1 papers taken from War Depart-
ment files. Experts stated that these pa-
pers were of no importance.

“It is almost certain that Regan is in
Washington. All exits have been sealed and

police are rounding up government work-
ers who may hawe been in the vicinity of
Third and Maryland at the time the car
was abandoned. One thousand dollars re-
ward for information leading to the arrest
of Bailey Regan has been offered. Remem-
ber, this man is dangerous. Take no chances.
He is described as—”

I clicked the dial and the darkened room
was silent.

“Dynamic society,” the parrot said.

I went to sleep.

CHAPTER TWO
Mr. James O’Hara

WOKE up and her hand was cool and

soothing on my forehead. I moved

over, hooked my good arm around
her waist and pulled her down so that she
sat beside me.

“I can’t stay,” she whispered. “I'll fix
you some soup and bring it.in. Are you
hungry?”

“Famished,” I whispered.

“You haven’t got a fever?”

“Not until the last few seconds,” I said,
grinning at her.

Her lips were soft on mine. I tried to use
my good arm, but she pulled away too
quiidckly. “Have to get shot oftener,” I
said.

“Hush. Bailey, it's awful! The way
they're talking about you. People in the
office were running around like chickens.
And the F.B.I. was there. They talked
to me for an hour this afternoon. How
many dates had I had with you. What sort
of a person you were. Darling, they talked
about you as though you had been killed.
I don’t think they suspected. Some of the
people said you ought to be lynched.”

I tried to sink down into the pillow out
of sight. Her words had made it come alive
for me. I licked my lips and whispered,
“What now ?”’

“At lunch time I went to a pay phone and
called a lawyer 1 know.”

“Not‘—'"

“Yes. Howard.”

It made me feel funny. Howard Craymo,
the sleek article Marian used to go with be-
fore I stepped into her life. A solid young
man with sleepy gray eyes, a pipe in his
mouth and a year-round tan. Works for the
S.E.C. in some capacity.
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“What does he know about criminal law ?
I asked, too loudly.

She shook all over as the knock came on
the door. She stood up quickly and pulled
at me. I understood what she meant. I let
myself thump down onto the floor and shid
under the couch. There was just space to
squeeze in.

I heard her slow steps go toward the
door, but before she got there, the door
slammed back against the wall and a voice
from the hall said, “Come on out, Regan.”

In a high, vacant tone, Marian said,
. “What are you talking about?”

“Sister, I happen to know this apartment
is empty for two weeks and I heard a man'’s
voice in there and somebody whispering.
You're Kail, aren’t you?”

“Yes, but—"

“Get over against the wall, lady—out
of the line of fire. Come on out, Regan.
I know you’re there. I've been tailing your
girl friend.” :

My mouth was dry. I stopped breath-
ing. Marian said, “Don’t be such a fool!
I'm taking care of Betty Shannon’s parrot
while she’s away. You heard the parrot.”

“Get over against that wall!”

I crossed my fingers and projected a
fifty-carat thought-beam at the dusty little
bird.

“Referendum!” the parrot yelled. “Im-
plement coordination!” .

Heavier footsteps came into the room.
A sound of heavy disgust.

Marian said, “I told you but you wouldn’t
listen! You have to wave guns at me! I'm
definitely going to make a report of this.”

“Why were you whispering ?”’

“To keep the damn parrot from yelling.
He gets on my nerves. I want this Regan
person found just as much or more than
you do. I resent your attitude and [ resent
you, and I don’t like being pushed around.
If you'll excuse me, I'm going to phone the
police.” The door shut.

I dimly heard him saying, “Now wait
a minute, Miss. I didn't—""

“Capitol Hill sources,”
screamed.

“I love you dearly,” I whispered. . . .

She was back hours later with a thick
cheese on rye and a bowl of hot soup. She
didn’t stay with me while I ate it. She
put them down, said, “Howard’ll be here
after dark,” and left. . ..

the parrot

The room was dark. I tensed as I heard
a key turned slowly and carefully in the
lock. I didn’t hear the door open, but I
felt the breeze that touched my face. The
breeze stopped. There was a tiny click and
the key turned slowly again. No footsteps.
A hoarse whisper said, “Regan!”

I didn’t answer.

“Regan, this
asieep?”’

“No. Over here.”

His hand touched my shoulder and the
couch creaked as he sat on the edge.
“Thanks for coming,” 1 said. :

“You can thank Marian. And keep your
voice lower. I'm all through if anybody
finds you while I'm here.”

“That’s too damn bad,” I said nastily.
 He sighed. “Take it easy, Regan. I know
you're in a tough spot. And it’s not you
I'm worried about. It’s Marian, It’s tough
to have her believing in you.”

“And you don’t?”

“I'm not judging you, Regan. I'm try-
ing to help you. Run through your story
for me.”

I gave him every bit that I could re-
member, right from the time I unlocked my
door and walked in until I fell asleep after
Marian had fixed the clock of the cop who
had thought 1 was in the room.

is Craymo. Are you

E SAT in thick silence after I was

through. He sighed. “And not only
do you have no description of these men
you claim kidnapped you, but you don’t
know how many there were?”

“At least four. One guy to drive my
car. One for the other car, and two in
the back of my car with me.”

“Could you remember their voices?”
“They were just voices. Men’s voices.

The guy who drove my car was big and
his ears stuck out a little, I think.”

“Shiegal’s statement was damaging. Did
you have to slug him?”

“I slugged him in self defence. Should
I have stood there and let him batter my
face in?”

“His story doesn’t go that way.”

“He’s lymg!”

“Keep whispering, Regan! What are
you trying to do?” '

“T’'m trying to get it throué}ll your thick
skull that I've been framed! Can’t you hire
a detective or something to go out and look
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over the scene of that crash and where I
was shot?”’

“There was a heavy rain, Regan. There’d
be nothing left to go on. What was the
other car like?”

“I think it was black. And fairly new.
A medium-sized crate.”

He sighed again.

“You certainly are building up my
morale,” I said.

“Shut up and let me think.”

I let him think. My arm ached. The
side of my head was sore where Sheigal
had teed off on me.

“Regan, it’s no good with what we've
got. That guard, Ervan, was a new man
at the Pentagon. He used to work over at
the War College. He gave a good descrip-
tion of you. He'll identify you. Sheigal
will identify you. They found your finger-
prints on the flashlight and some of the
papers in your car. They’'ve typed those
blood stains they found on the front seat.
When they get you, they’ll take a blood
sample. It’s too tight, Regan. I'm as-
suming that you've told me the whole
truth.”

“Maybe somebody saw them take me out
of my apartment.”

“If they did, they probably figured it was
just another Washington drunk. They
wouldn’t think twice about it.”

“If I took the papers, where the hell are
they, Craymo?”’

“They’ll say you turned them over to
your superiors. They’ll say that’s why you
headed back to Washington. With the
papers out of the way, they’ll say you got
orders to give yourself up. They’ll say that
you plan a stretch and then come out of
pokey and collect the payoff. A hundred
thousand would be peanuts for those pa-
pers, so they tell me. It’s teo pat, Regan.”

“Hinge pin of democracy!” the parrot
yelled.

Craymo jumped violently. “What the
hell’s that!” he hissed.

“A dusty little bird who’s spent too much
time reading the Congressional Record.”

“Parrofs”’

“Yeah. What’s the matter with your
memory? I told you how the parrot saved
me once today.”

I heard him scratch his head. The couch
creaked again as he stood up. Seconds
later I saw his wide shoulders silhouetted

against the drawn shades which were faint-
ly glowing from the street lights outside.
He turned and came back, sat down again.

“Can’t you see it, Craymo?” I asked.
“I'm a red herring. Those guys could
have killed me and then the authorities,
finding nothing on me, would have started
looking for other people. They wanted me
to escape. They wanted the police to find
me on the move and waste time trying to
sweat out of me where I'd cached the pa-
pers. I don’t think they figured on me be-
ing able to hide out. But this way, maybe
it’s even better for them. They get a good
long start while the authorities paw their
way all ever the city hunting for me.”

“Sure. Sure,” he said.

“I don’t like your tone, Craymo,” T said.

“Then get yourself a lawyer with a tone
you like.”

“Don’t rub it in. You’re supposed to be
helping, remember?”

“I'm helping because Marian is too good
a kid to get mixed up in a mess like this.
For my money, you better turn yourself
in. That’s my advice.”

“And what'll they do?”

“Make you keep giving a statement over
and over again for a few days, hoping they
can cross you up.”

“And they won'’t look for anybody else in
the deal?”

“T wouldn’t think so.”

“Then I say to hell with it!”

“Don’t be a fool, Regan! What’s your
reason?”’

“Very simple, If I stay under cover,
they’ll think I've had some help. So, in
trying to find out who was helping me,
maybe they’ll latch onto the right guys.”

“I can’t let you do this thing to Marian.
The strain’s too rough on her.”

“Why don’t you let her be the judge
of that, Craymo?”

“What'’s to prevent me from going to the
nearest phone and telling the cops where
they can find you?”

I thought quickly. I smiled, knowing he
couldn’t see my face. “Sure, Howard.
Sure. You do that. Go phone them. And
when they pick me up, I'll give them chapter
and verse about how you planned it,
promised to pay me for it, and took the
papers when the job was done. I'll give
a complete confession naming you as mas-
termind, and you’ll talk for a thousand years
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before you talk yourself out of that one.
How’d you like to be worked over a little
by the law ?”

He grunted as though I had hit him in
the pit of the stomach. “You wouldn’t do
that!”

“The easiest way to find eut is to go make
that call, Mr. Attorney. You're a hell of a
fine lawyer. You want to throw the client
to the lions. Okay. Go ahead and throw.
Pack a few good books so that you’ll have
something to do while they aren’t asking
questions.”

“I believe you’d do it!” he whispered.

It didn’t deserve an answer, I waited a
moment and then said, “You know, that
might be a good idea even if they don’t get
the repert from you. If out of their own
cleverness they happen to find me, I can
still haul you in.”

“Why?” :

“Oh, I feel that you haven’t been
energetic enough. If I think you haven’t
had the interests of your client at heart. I
think maybe I better give a few instruc-
tions to my attorney.”

“Why did I get into this mess!” he whis-
pered. :

“Because you're in love with my girl.
Leave it at that. Now then. Tomorrow you
buy me a dark blue suit, size 41 extra long
and have the pants fixed with a 34 inch in-
seam. A conservative number. Also six
white shirts, 15%, 35. Underwear, hand-
kerchiefs. A few ties. All conservative. A
gray felt hat, 7%. Black shoes, 11%2 B.
Some dark blue socks—size twelve—about
six pair. A dark topcoat.

“Let me see, now. Oh, sure. This may
be a toughy while there’s a manhunt on.
But I'd like some horn-rimmed glasses with
clear glass. Get a small dark suitcase, me-
dium quality to put my stuff in. Shaving
equipment and a toothbrush.

“Get some calling cards. Any name.
Something like O’Hara, I guess, to go with
this Irish puss. Better put down in the
corner Omega Equipment Corporation,
Great Bend, Iowa or something like that.
Also, pick up some strong hair bleach, with
instructions. Not cheap stuff. Get the
best. And some cotton. And a carton of
cigarettes.”

I made him repeat the list twice until
he had all the items and sizes. He asked
what he was supposed to use for money and

I told him he could either try to cash one
of my personal checks, or he could use his
own. He decided that maybe he’d rather
use his own.

AT MIDNIGHT Marian brought me a
small and wonderful steak which was
a little chilled because she had thought
that someone was in the hall and she had
waited a long time to make certain. Again
I was disappointed because she didn’t dare
stay with me for more than a few minutes.
She asked me how much help Howard had
been, and I told her that he had dene fine,
but I didn’t tell her why. I held her hand
for a few seconds and she kissed me, and
I told her again that it was a fine thing to
be shet once in a while and accused of hor-
rible things because then you found out
that maybe your girl really loved you. And
she said that maybe I was right but that
it needed more discussion at a better time
and place when the pressure was off.

She brought seme breakfast in at six in
the morning and left some stuff for lunch.
The swelling was down and I could bend
my arm. I practiced in front of the Shan-
non mirror until I could bend it naturally
without screwing my face all up with the
pain. She changed the bandages when she
came back at five. The puckered edges of
the entrance and the mean slit of the exit
both seemed to be healing.

“You're a tough kid,” she said softly.

“Tough like Cream of Wheat, honey.
Like mud pies. What you see before you is
the hulk of what was once a symbol of
gayety—of the light approach. Now I've
got a head full of black pebbles. They rat-
tle.”

The goods arrived at ten. I made
Craymo wait while I changed. He had dene
some thinking and brought pajamas. I gave
them back to him, along with the dirty,
wrinkled discarded stuff. Pajamas are a
symbol of decadence. I couldn’t tell how
I looked, but the clothes felt good—ifelt as
though they fitted.

When I handed him back the wrappings
along with the old clothes, he acted as
though I had handed him a bomb with an
activated fuse. I pushed him toward the
door with my good arm and he left, mum-
bling to himself.

When Marian came in with some food at
midnight, I told her the plan to leave. She



18 John D. MacDonald

made odd little noises and when I touched
her cheeks, they were wet with new tears.

“It isn’t that bad,” I whispered.

“I’m so afraid,” she said.

“I’ll be good and I'll be careful, honey.
If I get in any kind of a jam, you'll hear
first. So don’t worry.”

She came into my arms and I managed to
get even the bad arm around her as I
tasted the salt on her lips.

In the morning, after a half hour of
forcing myself to use the arm. I dressed
completely and took a look. A very con-
servative type. I noticed that there were
brand new hollows in my cheeks, a lot
deeper than the old ones.

I stripped down, went into the bath-
room and became a blonde. Hacking off
the thick growth of whiskers was tough.
And even after I was through, I had to
smear the bleach aleng my jawbone until
at last it lightened the little ends of bris-
tle that the razor couldn’t dig out.

Two things were tough. Getting the
eyebrows without getting the stuff in my
eyes, and getting all the hair on the back
of my neck. When I was through, some-
thing was still wrong. Semething about the
eyes. The black eyelashes. I couldn’t risk
the bleach so close to my eyes. I was
licked until I found the Shannon tweezers.

Ever pull out all your eyelashes? When
you're through, it feels as though the red
ants had been at you.

But the end result was fine. I brushed
the locks and looked into the mirror, and
a stranger faced me.

He was a sallow looking job, with pale
hair and eyebrows and a curious naked look
around his watery pale blue eyes. After he
had stuffed a couple of hunks of cotton
behind his teeth to fill out those hollows,
and put on the glasses, he looked smug, pla-
cid and very sleepy. He looked out at me
almost as though he wanted to say, “What
the hell is there to get excited about?”

I checked the cards and said, “Nothing,
Mr. James O’Hara. Nothing at all. Every-
thing is fine.”

“All you got to do is relax,” he said
quietly. '

A half hour late, with my bag packed,
my topcoat over my bad arm, my keepsake
bullet in my pocket, the bag in my left
hand, I made a quick inspection and un-
locked the door.

The parrot said, “Necessity for reform.”

I said, “Referendum.”

“Implement the directive,” said he.

I locked the door behind me, slipped the
key under Marian’s door and walked down
to the elevator. I had to do it that way.
The cables whirred and the little elevator
stopped at the floor. I epened the doors,
stepped in, and stood quietly as it descended
to the small lobby.

The go-to-work crowd was long gone and
the street was quiet. A laundry truck was
parked on the other side. I stood in the
middle of the sidewalk and glanced down
the street. A man pushed himself away
from the side of a building and came to-
ward me, his head at a slight angle, like
a curious puppy.

When he was close I said casually,
“Good morning. Nice day, isn’t it.”

“Mister, I didn’t see yeu go in there.”

I frowned at him. “What on earth is the
matter with everybody? First there was a
man in the back. Now you. All I want
to do is look at heating plants.”

His gray eyes were keen in a lined,
angular face. I met his glance. He said,
“Don’t you read the papers?”’

“Of course.” X

“The name Regan mean anything to
you?”’

“Oh! The killer! Did he live here? Are
you expecting him? Is this one of those

drag nets? Has anybody seen him around
here?”

He grinned, spat on the sidewalk and
said, “Keep right on reading those papers,
bud.” He turned and walked slowly back to
his post. A gun made an awkward bulge
in the fall of his coat.

I walked down to the corner, turned left
and caught a cab twe blocks further along.
I had him take me to the station. At the
station I went into the phone booth handiest
and called the Hotel Garver.

I explained that I was Mr. Hoxie and
that one of the factory men from Omega
Equipment was coming in and that he had
forgotten to make reservations and that the
hotel who usually handled their business
had refused to accomodate the unexpected
arrival. If the Garver could take care of
their Mr. O’Hara, I'd switch all future
business to the Garver, which was some-
thing to think of for the lean days when it

~would again be possible to find empty rooms
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in all kinds of hotels in Washington, D. C.

They chewed it over for a while and then
" told me to send Mr. O’Hara over and they’d
be able to fix him up with a room.

CHAPTER THREE
Spy and Counter-Spy

IGNING the register was acute agony,
and in the effoert to make my hand
hold the pen and go through the

necessary motions, I felt the sweat pop
out all over my face. I followed the hop up,
tipped him a buck and told him to go buy
me a bottle of bourbon and bring up ice and
soda.

I gave him a ten, and as soon as he’'d
left, I checked the wallet. Three lonesome
tens left. Plus two ones and a little change.
Not much operating capital. But it would
either be enough, or a million bucks
wouldn’t help. One way or the other.

I read the paper while I forced myself
to eat a leisurely lunch in the grill room
of the Garver. I was still on page one, in
a fat box in the lower left-hand corner.
With a picture. The blonde, sleepy-looking
man with the curiously naked-looking eyes
sat at the lunch table and stared at the
picture of the lean dark guy. Two differ-
ent fellows absolutely—I hoped.

Back in the room I took the phone book
and made a little list of myself. It wasn’t
a hard list to make. Wallace Erton, the
head of my section. Jane Mace and Rita
Dereen, the two secretaries. Hal Wanderer,
the guy with the same job as mine.

Hal Wanderer, Wallace Erton and my-
self were entrusted with the combination of
the safe. According to the news reports, it
had been opened with the combination, not
forced. I had happened to be the last one
in the office. The safe was shut when I left.
Then either Hal and Wallace were in on
the frame, or one of us had been careless
enough with the combination so that either
Janey Mace or Rita Dereen had gotten
wise.

Four people to work on. Four people to
go see, all of whom were probably very
interesting to the police and the F. B. I.
and numerous other agencies such as the
Secret Service and Counter Intelligence.
Not to forget G-2. Or the Intelligence
Division of the State Department. Or the
amateurs who might have bheen reading

books and wanted either the thousand, to
be a hero, or both.

They’d all be working. I'd have to wait.
As I waited I went over the factor that
made me certain one of them had to be in
on it.

It was done at a time when nobody was
doing night work in the office. Only they
could be certain the office would be empty.
Someone had known the guard system and
been able to avoid it. Someone had known
my description and either found or made up
a guy to look like me. Last, but not by
any means least, whoever it was had had
explicit directions as to how to find our
office in the silent deserted caverns of the
Pentagon.

That was office stuff. All four of them
knew my address. That was necessary.
And they probably knew my plans for the
evening. They might have known which
car was mine. It was all too smooth to be
accidental. It couldn’t have been accidental.
Wallace or Hal or Jane or Rita.

I walked over to the window and looked
down at the teeming traffic on Pennsyl-
vania Avenue, at the people on the side-
walks—moving dots—each one happy to
get the thousand bucks by putting the finger
on me. Bailey Regan. Beg your pardon—
James O’Hara. Residing at the Garver.

I thought of the four of them. They all
seemed to be good joes. Wallace Erton, a
Civil Servant in every sense of the word.
A big, placid, gray-haired man with a soft
tongue and an infinite understanding for
the little vagaries of red tape and procedure.

Hal Wanderer. A quiet kid with flaming
red hair and a tremendous amount of
drive. Silent, stubborn ambition. A good
engineer and a good guy to have a beer
with when he didn’t feel too guilty about
wasting the time.

Rita Dereen, a plump little woman grown
gray in the service of her country—or more
specifically, in the service of a hundred
Wallace Ertons, a million buck slips and a
score of typewriters,

Jane Mace. A war import who stayed.
She had made it tough for me to keep to
my rigid plan of never taking eut one of the
office girls. A tallish dark girl with a body
so fine that it is just barely believable and
with an air of great and careful restraint,
a terrific reserve, punctured only by a small
quick way of looking at you—a way that
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makes you feel as if they’d let you look
through one of those quartz peepholes into
an electric furnace.

Yes, I wanted to see each one of the four
and I didn’t have the vaguest idea of what
I'd say to them. I didn’t have what you
call an outside chance of getting away with
it. But what else has one of the unemployed
to do with his time ?

It was five thirty when I got to the red
brick house in Georgetown. Mrs. Erton, a
tall leathery woman who looked as though
she should smell of herses, let me into the
quiet living room, accepted calmly the fic-
tion that I had something personal to talk
over with Wallace, had the maid bring me
a Martini and left me to my own devices.
She told me that Wallace was stopping for
cocktails at one of the hotels and should be
home about six.

He was.

He came in, carrying his briefcase and
his “very busy” expression, and smelling
of the very best bourbon. I watched the
slow double take as he looked beyond my
blonde locks and my plumpness of jowls. -

As I had been sitting over my Martini,
I had gotten the ghost of an idea. The
briefcase thumped to the floor and Wallace
Erton grabbed himself under the heart and
backed up until he felt the edge of a chair
against the backs of his knees. He sat
heavily. His face was the becoming color
of buttered spaghetti.

He reached behind him and slammed the
living room door. .He whispered, “Bailey
Regan! What do you want?”

“Look Wallace, I'm not some kind of a
beetle. Don’t look at me like that! I was
framed and I've got a pretty fair idea who
was in back of it.”

“Framed!” he said hoarsely, goggling at
me.

“Yes. Semebody knew the whole layout,
and knew enough to use a guy of my
description to get in there and open the
safe and take the stuff. They knew the
schedule and they knew where I lived, and
even before they got the stuff, they conked
me on the head and took me riding in my
own car. You know what all that means?
About knowing the combination and every-
thing ?”’

Even the tip of his tongue looked pale
as he licked his lips. “Somebody—some-
body in the office?”

“What do you think, Wallace? Doesn’t
it look that way to you?”

A LITTLE color had begun to come back.
He said briskly, “I don’t want to
think. I'm not getting paid to think about
this sort of thing. All I can think about is
that I'm ruined. You understand? Ruined!

“You don’t know this miserable town.
You don’t know how dangerous it is to have
your name associated with a—mess like
this one. I'm through. Wallace Erton?
Oh, yes. He was the man who ran that
office that they took the papers out of. Ina
month they’ll transfer me and regrade me.
Six months from now I'll be drawing half
my present pay. Why, before that happens,
in pure self defense, mind you, I'll have to
request retirement for health reasons.
Either that or stand by and see my ‘degree
of supervision’ sink right down to zero.
Absolute zero!”

He was nearly frothing at the mouth.

“Well, don’t blame me,” I said quickly.
I didn’t dream it up. But you can see how
you could wipe out that stain if you help me
latch onto whoever did it. And I’m going to
need your help.”

He got gray again. “This is a dangerous
business, Bailey. I'm not—well, a heroic
type, you know.”

“All I want you to do is meet me tomor-
row at five o'clock and I'll give you some
more information. I’ll tell you then how you
can help me. Is it a deal?”

“I don’t think I want to get into—.”

“Don’t be silly! You're already in it,
right up to your pink little ears.”

“Look here, I'd rather not—.”

“You meet me tomorrow at five o’clock
at Marian Kail's room,” I said, standing
up. I gave him the address and told him
that Marian knew nothing abeut it, but
that it just seemed like a fair place to meet.

His ebjections had grown feebler and, as
walked me te the door, I managed to get
a weak agreement out of him. He could see
his Civil Service rating getting shot full of
holes, and the guy would have been willing
to roll a peanut the length of Pennsylvania
Avenue with his nose if by doing so he
could get two more people in his section
and a little boest in his C. A. F. rating.

I walked around the corner and climbed
into my cab, wondering whether Erton
would play it safe and call the cops or
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whether he’d be afraid of hitting the news-
papers, giving some of the smart boys the
idea that maybe he’d been in on it. . 1
figured that Wallace’s style would be
maybe an anonymous phone call telling the
authorities about my new type of American
beauty. One thing I was positive of, old
C;l A. F. 11 Erton was on the milk-toast
side. . . .

Miss Rita Dereen lived in a weathered
old boarding house with an iron fence
around the tired little patch of grass in the
front yard. Because I had been in the
first flush of adventure when I had gone to
the hotel and to Erton’s place, the nervous
excitement had kept me almost gay. But
the tiredness that went right on through to
the bone had climbed aboard, and I sagged
at all hinges.

Dinner was going on, and the maid
showed me into a fat little parlor where the
antimacassars were brave banners on the
silent gray chairs. Rita came in, dabbing
at her lips with a napkin, and I was sud-
denly struck by the pointlessness and lone-
liness of her life. She was a warm little
person who had somehow managed to
carry with her through over thirty years of
government offices a warm and human look
in her eye. Such an accomplishment is akin
to wading across the crater of an active
volcano carrying an undamaged vanilla
cone,

I stood up and she walked over to me,
switched the big napkin to her left hand,
took my right hand in hers and said, “Hello
there, Bailey.”

She didn’t say it in surprise and she
didn’t say it loudly. It was like when the
kids say to the man in the Santa suit,
“Hello, Daddy.”

Erton had been refreshingly confused,
but little Rita” Dereen. was alarmingly sure
of herself. I said, “Was it that easy?”

“It wouldn’t have been, but when I heard
they hadn’t grabbed you yet, I thought you
might come to see me.”

“You like spies in your parlor ?”

“Don’t be an ass, Bailey. I've watched
you for a year. I've watched thousands of
people in offices. If you took anything you
shouldn’t have, then Im running dope into
Virginia on weekends.”

“Thanks, Rita.”

“Don’t thank me. Thank your parents.
That’s where delinquency starts—in the
home. . . . What do you think I can do for
you? If it doesn’t mvolve packing a rod,
maybe I can oblige.”

“I want you to meet me at five o’clock
tomorrow afternoon. Meet me at Wallace
Erton’s house.” 1 gave her the address.
She didn’t ask any questions and she didn’t
flutter. But as I moved toward the door,
she said:

“You think T ought to bring a notebook
and some pencils?”’

“Why do you ask ?”

“You must be on the trail of whoever
framed you, Bailey. And it’s a cinch that
both you and I know whoever it is pretty
well. I thou.ght I could put my only skill
to wor:

“Who did frame me, Rita?”

She bit her lip. “I haven’t enough to go
on, Bailey. I won’t take that kind of respon-
sibility.”

“Fair enough.”

I walked down the street and climbed
into my cab. A circle of little girls stopped
their hopscotch game and gawped at me.
Rita had taken a hunk out of my morale.
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I was certain that every one of those little
girls knew that they had just been privi-
leged to see Bailey Regan, Noted Traitor.
I huddled in the corner of the cab and
shivered.

The apartment house could have been a
duplicate of mine, and it could have been
my own door that I rapped on.

He opened the door. He had a shaving
brush in his other hand and lather on one
half of his face. His red hair was bright
in contrast with the white lather.

“Hi, Hal!” I said brightly and walked
in.

He backed up slowly and said, “Lord!”

I shut the door behind me. He stood
there in a fog, the lather drying on his face.
“The voice did it,” he said.

“You give me new hope, friend. Go
wipe off your face and bring a drink when
you come.”

E BACKED to the door of the bath-

room, turned and went in. He yelled,
“Help yourself. Bottle in the cabinet under
the sink. Glasses on the side shelf. Soda in
the icebox.” & :

I made two stiff ones and carried them
back into the living room as he came out of
the bathroom. I was relieved to note that
he had actually shaved. Good nerves. He
locked the door, took the drink and sat
down.

“You're a pretty popular guy, Bailey.
And you don’t know how bad I need a
thousand bucks.”

“You don’t need it that bad.”

“What the hell happened? Did they tell
you they’d toss acid in your gal friend’s
face unless you snatched the papers?”

“I ought to take offense. To coin a
phrase, I've been framed. In other words,
it weren’t me.”

“And who is going to believe that except
you, said girl and a few people like me who
figure that you don’t have the necessary
mental equipment to open a door with a
sledge hammer, much less remember how to
open the safe.”

“Professional jealousy, Hal. You see me
as one of your future serfs in the office
after you get Wallace’s job.”

“Could be. Could be.” He sipped his
drink, held it away and looked at it with
mistrust. “If merit means anything, I will
become a ‘large gun while you maybe

will become a Congressman or some such,”

The fingers of my right hand weren’t
working properly. I switched the glass to
my left hand, glanced up and saw his keen
blue eyes narrow.

“What’s the matter
Bailey ?”

“It had a bullet in it. But that’s part of
a long, long story. I <ropped around to see
if you'd help a fellow worker. I've got a
good chance to find out who framed me,
and you can help. In fact, I need your help.
How about dropping around at five tomor-
row to Rita Dereen’s place, the boarding
house where she lives?”

“To do what?”

“Just to be there. 1 may need a witness,
and on the other hand, I may want you to
punch somebody in the nose. You figure
you’re man enough?”’

He grinned, but there was something
tight and strained about the grin. “Five
tomorrow. Sure thing.”

He stood up, set his glass on a small
table and strolled over to a box on a table
near me. He was very casual. He said,
“You want a cigarette ?”

“Sure,” I said softly. The hair on the
back of my neck bristled. Something about
the way he talked. The left fist was
bunched. That wasn’t right. I knew some-
how that when he got within range, he was
going to jump me. And I had one good arm
to work with. A half inch at a time I leaned
away from the back of the deep chair I was
in

with the arm,

He reached his right hand out for the
box, whirled and threw that hand at me. It
had suddenly become a fist and he threw it
with the same form used by the champion
hurler of the female softball league.

I got my head out of the way and his
knuckles whistled close to my nose as he,
off balance, fell onto me. I hit him with a
short left as he fell. He landed across my
lap and I went face first out of the chair,
landing with him on the bottom. His head
smacked the floor hard and he lay still,
blood on his lower lip.

I backed off as he stirred and sat up. He
touched his lip and said, “I did real good,
didn’t I?”

“That thousand bucks get you, Hal?”

“Hell no! T was going to refuse to take
it. I just wanted the satisfaction of turning
a miserable creep like you over to the cops.”
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Hal Wanderer’s blue eyes flared hate at me.

“In other words I’m guilty until proven
innocent and this 1s a fascist state?”

“Not at all. You've got a wound in your
arm. You knew the combination. The
guard described you. It’s good enough for
me"’

I picked a glass ashtray off the table with
my left hand. His eyes narrowed as he saw
the way I held it.

“I’'m not going to bash you one. I just
want to get close enough to you to make
this stick. Listen, Hal. I didn't take the
papers. I was grabbed in my room, taken
out mnto the country in my car and held
while they shot me in the arm. They wanted
it to stick, the frame they were cooking up,
and they wanted me picked up alive so that
the authorities would waste a lot of time
asking me questions.

“I’ve managed to cross them up by stay-
ing out of the hands of the law so far. All
the time I'm still at large, the guy the guard
shot might be having a tough time hiding.
He must look like me and he’s got a hole
in his arm. Maybe they’ll pick him up while
they’'re looking for me. That doesn’t matter
as much as finding out who in our office
arranged it all. That’s my job.

“I’'m an easy-going guy. I take the light
approach. What happens? I get beat up
and shot and hunted like a damn rabbit by
every dopey cop in town. You think I like

that? I’'m damn well sick of it and I'm sore.

I'm madder than I've ever been before.
Somebody sat me firmly on the spot and I
resent it. Now, will you play or won’t
you?”

He looked at the blood on his fingers
from where he had touched his lip, and he
investigated the split with the tip of his
tongue. He looked up at me and smiled.
“Okay, Bailey. I was being a boy scout. I
was wrong. I’ll play along with you. But I
think you ought to let the cops handle it.”

“It’s too late now, friend. Even as small
an item as my blonde locks would raise an
awful lot of questions.”

I got a new cab, and as I gave the address
and settled back in the seat, I realized that
my shirt was ‘sopping wet, plastered to my
ribs and back. I rolled the window down
and the breeze helped a little.

The Jane Mace apartment seemed to be
in a bettér building than good little govern-
ment girls ought to be able to afford. I tried

the buttons near hers and finally got a soft
burp from the door mechanism. The lobby
smelled of pine and the rug looked as
though underneath it there might be a rug
pad of twenty dollar bills carefully clipped
together with little gold staples. The little
elevator was as well finished as a mobster’s
coffin, and just as quiet inside.

I knocked at her door, waited and
knocked again. I thought I heard voices
coming from inside the room and I stepped
a bit to the side of the door as it opened.
There she was, and looking a good deal
more edible than she looked in the office.
A long dress with some sort of a band
arrangement that cut diagonally across the
upper half leaving one shoulder bare and
seeming to promise at any moment to pro-
vide further areas for inspection. Through
the door I saw a pair of masculine feet and
a hand with a glass in it.

She stood with that peculiar stillness that
1s so characteristic of her, and when I said
softly, “Don’t let the blonde locks fool you,
Jane,” she didn’t even quiver.

“I'm afraid you must have the wrong
apartment,” she said loudly. As she spoke,
she rapidly spread the fingers of her right
hand three times in front of her where her
guest couldn’t see it.

“Sorry,” I said, and turned away as the
door closed.

CHAPTER FOUR

Two Ladies

HE STREET had become such an

uniriendly place, so full of eyes that

I didn’t want to go back down. The
city had become nightmarish—so that each
little bit of sidewalk I walked on became a
vast, flat expanse. I guess everybody has
those dreams at one time or another, where
you're out in public at high noon welring
something that no amount of pulling and
tugging will arrange to cover your naked-
ness. My feeble disguise was a little box of
sand and I was an ostrich with my head in
it, and a big sign fastened to the other end
reading: Bafley Regan—Come and Get
Him.

So I found a fire door, walked up a flight
of stairs and sat on the concrete, congrat-
ulating myself because I managed to light
my cigarette at the first try. It was a case
of holding the cigarette steady and waiting
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patiently for the match flame to go by.

I had a pretty little mental picture of my
situation. It was as though, when my play-
mates took me for the ride, they had placed
me in a barrel and started it down hill. At
the bottom of the hill was a jumbled pile
of rocks labeled, Guslty. The barrel was
picking up speed and all my lovely little
talks with the office people were just as use-
ful as reaching one hand out the end of the
narrel and trying to stop it by digging my
Sngernails in the ground. The Bailey
legan gay spirits were floating along ke
- . concrete balloon.

I waited until my watch said twenty min-
-tes had passed, and then I went back down
-0 the Mace apartment, found the door open
a few inches.

I tapped on it and heard Jane say, “Come
on in and shut it behind you.”

She was sitting on a wide, deep sand-
colored couch, with a drink in her hand. At
her right elbow was the only lighted lamp,
a gadget with a thick burlap shade and a
jade green base. The light fell across her
fine shoulder, but left her face in shadow.

“Sit down, Regan. My playmate has

cone in a huff. Remember that you owe me -

+ good dinner and an evening of dancing.
That is, if you aren’t minety when they let
vou out.”

I sat down opposite her. She said, “That
‘Irink beside you is yours.”

“What did you tell him?” I said, picking
‘t up. It was nice mellow Scotch.

“Is that idle curiosity, or have you got a
reason for asking?”’

“Idle curiosity.” :

“Then let’s skip 1t, Regan. He’s gone.
Drink your drink. My evening’s shot to
hell. Wait till I climb out of this little num-
ber and get domestic.”

She moved nicely across the room—but
slowly, making me remember that I had
never seen her make a hurried or ungrace-
ful movement. She had a quality of unreal-
ity and made me feel as though the two of
us were playing to a large and silent
audience over there behind the footlights.

My drink was gone when she came back
in a black terrycloth robe with a wide white
Lelt and big white pockets.

“Why come to me?”’ she asked, as she
sat down. “You never picked up your
chances to play footie when you gave me

dictation in the office. I thought that little

Marian Kail creature had you all nailed.”

“I want your help, Jane.”

She smiled slowly. “I’ll help you, Regan
—if the price is right . . . and provided
I'm not implicated. I don’t think I'd like
being on the inside looking out. But I do
like money, and from what I've heard and
what I’ve guessed, even ten percent of what
you're being paid for this little job ought
to keep me very happy for a very long
time.”

“What’s under all that beautiful control
of yours, Jane?”

She was very still. “Bring me one of
your cigarettes,” she said softly. I walked
over with the pack. She selected one and
lifted it slowly to her lips, bent her head a
fraction of an inch as I held the flame. With
a long slow gesture she took it away from
her hps, leaned her head back and huffed
the smoke up at me. There were tiny bits
of flame in her dark eyes.

“Under this control? Absolutely noth-
ing, Regan. I'm a rough kid and I play
rough. I'm twenty-eight. I've been walked
on a few times. Not recently. And not

- ever again. I'm after the dough because

I'm sick of working. Does that answer your
question ?”’ ’

“Not quite.” I sat beside her, reached
across her and tilted the lamp shade a bit
so that the light hit her face. “There’s
more than that to you, Jane.”

“Oh, Lord, here we go! Little girl,
under that cold exterior is the warm heart
of a tender woman. Stow it, sailor. Get
to the point.”

“You want money for helping me ?”

“That’s what they call that green stuff,
Regan.”

“And suppose I tell you that this is a
frame and I haven’t got any money or any
prospect of getting any. I'm innocent and
I came to you for help because I figured
that you're pretty much on the level and
pretty excitable. Does that change your
answer ?”’

She slowly stubbed out the cigarette in
a green ashtray near the base of the lamp.
Her lips were pursed.

“I didn’t figure it that way, frankly,
Regan. I'm supposed to help you as a
friendly gesture—is that right?”

(G‘Yes‘”

“Janey doesn’t make friendly gestures.
Janey used to make friendly gestures.
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Janey found out that there’s no future in it.”

I stood up. “Is that final?”

She smiled. “As final as doom, my dear.”

“If you change your mind, meet me
tomorrow at five at Hal Wanderer’s apart-
ment. You know where it is?”

“I’ve been there, but I won’t be there
at five tomorrow.” She yawned. “You're
taking quite a chance though, aren’t you?
Maybe I'll tell the police and collect my
thousand after they pick you up.”

“You talk pretty big, Jane.”

She looked up at me blankly. “Indeed?”

“And most of it is just talk. You won’t
turn me in.”

“I haven’t decided yet,” she said, but I
had the satisfaction of seeing a faint blush
color her face.

She saw me to the door and took a quick
look down the hall before letting me out.

I paused and said, “Somewhere you've
gone off the track, Jane.”

“Is this going to be philosophy or psy-
chiatry? I'm just a gal who likes to be
paid.”

“There’s a name for that.”

“And a hell of a lot of competition in the
field. Good night, Regan.”

IN THE drug store were booths and cheap

writing paper, envelopes and a stamp
machine. I made no attempt to disguise my
writing.

To the Officer in Charge of the Regan Case:
You either have received or will receive an
anonymous tip as to where you can pick me
up tomorrow at five o'clock. I was framed,
and somebody in my section must have helped
whoever took -the papers. I've been trying to
find out who helped to frame me. :

If you get a tip to pick me wup at Miss
Kail’s, you can investigate Wallace Erton.
If you get a tip to pick me up at Erton’s, then
Rita Dereen is the one. If the #hp says
Dereew’s, then pick up Wanderer, and if it
says to get me at Wanderer's, then Miss Mace
is your meat.

If you promise to pick wup the person imdi-
cated, I'll give myself up. The signal will be
a light burning i my office after dark to-
morrow. I understand that you could leave
such a light even if you get no data on where
to pick me up. But since I am sending this
same data to a reporter friend of mine tomor-
row, less public censure will result from your
playing fair with me, because good police
work wil eveniually disprove any connection
between me and the theft of the papers.

Bailev Reaan. Fuaitive.

I dropped # in the nearest box and
headed back to the Garver. I had a hunch
that nature had probably put a new bluish
tinge along my jawline, and that wouldn’t
look right on a guy with my new coloring.
Not right at all.

Woodsmen tell of stopping short in the
woods and carefully circling a log to shoot
the rattler waiting on the far side—the
snake they hadn’t seen, heard or smelled.
It is probably the end product of some
vestigial sense that is nowadays too dim to
be even identified, but which, back in the
days of caves, kept some of our hairy
ancestors alive to swing the stone axe
another day.

A block from the hotel, for no coherent
reason, I stopped in another drug store,
phoned the hotel and asked for Mr. James
O’Hara. The room phone rang three times
and a guarded male voice said, “Hello ?”’

In a shocked voice that was nearly a
whisper I asked, “Is this O’'Hara?”

“Yeah. Who're you?”

I replaced the phone gently on the hook
and walked out.

No place to go. I didn’t want to risk
going back to Marian—and I couldn’t
afford to upset my scheme by going to any
one of the four I had seen. The hotel was
out—the cops had tumbled. Probably they
had checked on all new hotel guests who
answered the height and weight description
of Bailey Regan. I remembered my own
fingers on the metal doorknob as I had
locked the room. The prints would be clear.
As good as a photograph. A quick check
with the desk would give them my new
description. It would be very bad if I were
to be picked up before my letter arrived.

Suddenly my entire scheme seemed
childish and vague. I was dealing with
smart operators. That had been proven. It
didn’t seem likely that they’d be sucked into
a silly little plot. And what if there were
two of them in on it? They’d compare notes
and figure out what I was trying to do.

The October night was turning colder
and a light rain began to fall. People hur-
ried for shelter. I walked for a time, feeling
my clothes get damper. White lights shone
ahead. I sat at the counter of a little alumi-
num and enamel short order joint and had
two sawdust hamburgs and a cup of nitric
acid. The food was like a stone in my
stomach. And no lodeing for a night. . ..
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Suddenly I knew how I could get a room.
No questions asked. I walked faster, feel-
ing anger at my own exhaustion, my own
lack of resource. Fifteen more blocks to
go. Cabs were out. Even those Washing-
ton monsters they call streetcars were out.
All my boldness was gone. I wanted to go
underground like a mole.

I found it, and after I took a quick look
along the bar I knew it was the place. It
had to be the place. My clothes felt as if
they were steaming in the heat. I ordered
a beer and sat in the corner where I could
see the door.

Couples mostly. A few men. A few
women. The first one was out. Her clothes
were too good. She was sleek and slightly
drunk. Out for the laughs. Couldn’t risk it.

The second one looked too cheap and too
old and too frowsy.

Number Three had to be it. She sat at a
table near the bar. Blonde hair that was
acid with the dye. Pale face that spoke of
anemia and wore the brave cosmetic colors.
[Eyes that told of youth in a face that was
worn with too many things that had come
along too fast. Thin hands with shghtly
dirty knuckles clenched tightly around the
beer glass. A little smile in the corners of
the mouth, but fear in the eyes. Fear of
what might come and what might not come.

1 downed the beer and signaled a waiter.
I pointed with my thumb toward the girl
and said, “Alone?”’

“Far as I know, sir.”

“Serve my drink at her table and bring
one for her.”

“Thank you, sir.”

Her wrists were thin, the bone jutting
starkly against the gray-white flesh. She
Jooked up, startled, the eyes still afraid as
the lips smiled and said, “Hello, there.”

“Hello there, yourself. Waiting for

someone ?”

“I was but guess the guy stood me up.”

“He must be soft in the head.” The same
old gambit. We both knew there was no
guy who had stood her up and she had been
expecting no guy at all because she was too
thin and too afraid and the lines of her
mouth weren’t pretty.

She made the conversation until at last,
after a few more beers, I said: “Let’s move
along.”

She stood up quickly, the smile affixed
with crimson paint, framing the gray teeth.

Her room was perfectly square, with one
door, one closet, one bed, one window, one
bureau, one lamp, one ashtray, one glass
and two straight chairs. The whole layout
looked dingily antiseptic, like a charity hos-
pital room.

She let me in, shut the door, clicked on
the light. The eyes were no longer afraid,
only dull; dull like gray glass that had been
etched. with acid.

I said, “Lock the door, Mary.”

“Nobody comes up here, Mr. O’Hara,”
she said, but she locked the door anyway.

The fear was back in her eyes. She pulled
her coat off and hung it on a hook on the
mside of the closet door. “What's the
matter ?” she asked.

“Nothing,” I said. “Everything’s fine.
Here, have a cigarette.” She took one and
I held the match up, wincing with the pain
in my arm.

“You’re hurt!” she gasped.

“Yeah. I'm hurt and 1 want a place to
stay the night. That’s all I want.”

“Police after you?”’

“They could be. Don’t ask questions
because it might be better if you didn’t have
the answers. I'm sick and I'm exhausted.
I'll give you twenty bucks to let me stay
here.”

She backed away a bit. She turned and
slid open the bureau drawer. She was so
quick that I had no chance to get to her.
She wheeled and the gun in her hand was
pointed at my chest. She took three steps
toward me.

HE HELD the gun out and said, “You

need this? A—a friend left it with me a
long time ago. I think it’s loaded. He said
it was. He said I ought to have it. . . .”

- The fear was gone and the blankness was
gone and there was something in her eyes
that T hadn’t seen before. Maybe when a
dog that has been run over takes that
last look, he sees an expression like that in
someone’s eyes.

I pulled her down, kissed her on the
forehead and said, “Thanks, Mary. But I
don’t need it.”

She was putting it back in the bureau
drawer when I stretched out on the bed. I
shut my eyes. Just as I was falling off, I
feﬁlt her unlacing my shoes, pulling them
off.
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In the morning she went down and
bought a razor, shaving cream and blades.
I used two blades peeling the whiskers
down below skin level.

When I satd I was going, she said, “But
they’ll be looking for you out there! You
can stay here a while.”

I grinned. “Can’t afford it.”

I shouldn’t have said it. She looked as
though I had hit her full in the mouth. “I
don’t—want the money.”

I couldn’t help thinking of the difference
between her and Jane Mace. I took her
hand and said, “I don’t want to get you in
trouble, Mary.”

Her grin was crooked. “I've been in
trouble before. You can’t go out now.
Wait until dark anyway.”

I agreed. She said she was leaving to get
some breakfast for me and that she’d be a
long time, because she didn’t want to take
the risk of going to a place close by. She
said that if anyone knocked at the door I
was to make like a mouse and they’d go
away.

After the door shut behind her, I sat on
the bed and smoked for a few minutes.
Most of the utter weariness was gone, I
thought about Mary and wondered.” With a
feeling of guilt, I opened the top bureau
drawer, found a small sheaf of papers under
some stockings.

It was very simple. Some letters from a
little coal town in Pemnsylvania addressed
to Mrs. Mary Kolczak, General Delivery,
Washington, D. C.

One of them said that she better damn
well start sending back some money. There
was a War Department telegram, very
frayed, one of those “regret to inform you”
jobs, talking about a Sergeant Stanley
Kolczak. An official letter from the
Veterans’ Administration said that Sgt.
Kolczak’s insurance had been made out to
his mother. There was also one of Mary’s
letters, returned unopened by a Mrs. Peter
Kolczak. I also found an application form
for a job that she hadn’t sent in. Skills—
none. Past experience—none. Under
present occupation, she had written in a
cramped hand—widow.

I walked back across the room and sat
on the bed. Maybe the human spirit
thrives on a form of selfishness—that when
you find someone who is a lot worse off than
you are, it makes you feel better about your

own position. I feft better reflecting on the
kind of dirty deal Mary had.

I tried to joke with her as I ate my
breakfast, but she sat huddled in one of the
straight chairs and looked through me.

When I was through, she said, “You're
Regan, aren’t you?”’

I was jolted. “What makes you think
that ?”

“I read what it said in the morning paper.
It said that you'd dyed your hair blond
and you were wearing a dark suit, gray hat.
And last night when you tried to light my
cigarette, your right arm hurt.”

“I’'m Bailey Regan. But it would have
been better for you not to know.”

“Then you better leave,” she said tone-
lessly. “I thought it was just cop trouble.
This is different. I don’t want you around.”

“You mean you won't shield a traitor?”

“Put it that way if you want to. I don’t
want you around. I nearly brought a cop
back with me. You fooled me. I thought
you were nice.”

“A patriot, hey! What did your country
ever do for you, angel? That is, besides
killing off your husband and giving the
insurance dough to your mother-in-law.
And never giving you any kind of a skill
you could use to earn your living.”

She wouldn’t look at me. She stared at
the wall. “You should have kept your nose
out of my business, Mr. Regan. Suppose
you shove off.”

“Supose I say you talked me into staying
and that I ke it here?”

“I suppose you can keep me from leaving
and getting a cop. But you can’t make me
talk to you or look at you.”

And that’s the way it was. She spent all
day looking at the wall, smoking countless
cigarettes. Her face was a gray mask on
which the makeup stood out, livid and
brittle. I made no attempt to bring her
around to my point of view. I was sick of
explaining myself, and too proud to beg for
her smile, to beg that look back into her
eyes. I told myself that it didn’t matter a
damn one way or the other—but of course
it did.

In the afternoon I wrote a note to
Charles Zargo, my friend on the Post. I
gave him the pitch from beginning to end,
using up all the rest of the slim packet of
cheap paper. I left the room at seven thirty.
She didn’t answer me when I said good-by.
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CHAPTER FIVE
Traitor’s End

WALKED out into the night, walked

all the way to the Jefferson Memorial

and looked across the river at the Pen-
tagon. The window was lighted. Back on
14th Street, I located a prowl car waiting
for a light. I stepped up to the driver’s
window and said :

“I’'m Bailey Regan. I'd like to—"

That’s as far as I got. The man beside
me stuck a cannon in my face and ordered
me into the back end. I climbed in, and they
braceleted my right wrist te an iron ring
set in the back of the front seat. With the
siren screaming, we began skipping gaily
through the evening traffic.

But we didn’t go to Headquarters. We
went to what seemed to be a private home.
The two cops had an air of great import-
ance. They drove under an arch at the side
of the house, unhooked me, refastened the
bracelet to the wrist of the biggest cop and
took me to the side door, pushed the bell
with respect and waited.

The door opened almost immediately. To
the quiet man with gray hair, the cop said,
“Bailey Regan, sir.”

“Bring him in.”

They walked me back into a library.
“Take that thing off his wrist.” I was un-
hooked. “You men can leave.”

$Ves, sit.”

The library door was shut. The man
with the gray hair looked closely at me. He
had a keen, executive face, lined heavily by
the years. He had the shoulders of an ex-
athlete.

He said, “Very good dye job, Regan.
My name is Potter. I won’t introduce these
other people here. The police, the F.B.I.,
the War Department, the State Department
and the Executive Branch are represented.”

I took a quick look around at the faces
half hidden in the gloom. One big lamp
with a green shade stood on a library table.
It was the only light in the room. Potter
said, “Sit in that chair, Regan. Thank
you.”

He walked around to the other side of the
table and sat down. From a far corner I
heard the familiar slow, clack-clack of a
stenotype. For the record.

“Your letter was received this morning
and read with much interest, Regan. You

state that you were framed. There is no
point in wasting the time of this group
arguing the details. All of the damaging
evidence against you is either real or faked.
To give you a chance to talk, we will assume
that all of the evidence against you is faked.
The desk clerk at the Garver said that you
had difficulty with your right arm in signing
the register. Give me a quick explanation
of that.” _

“TI was taken out to where my car was
found and shot. They held me and shot me
through my car robe. Here’s the slug. 1
dug it out of my arm up above the elbow.
They shot me on the inside of the wrist.”

I tossed the slug on the table top. Potter
picked it up. looked quickly at it, hefted it
and put it down.

A heavy voice said from the darkness,
“How about the papers in the car ?”

“I’'m asking the questions,” Potter said
crisply. “Now then, Regan. Why do you
assume that someone in your section had
something to do with the theft of the
papers?”’

I quickly outlined my reasons.

“That sounds plausible. Particularly
since we did receive an anonymous tip tell-
ing us where to pick you up at five.”

“Where? Who called in?’ I asked
eagerly.
“I'm still asking the questions. All thé

four persons you mentioned have been
brought in. We were told to pick you up at
Mr. Wanderer’s house.”

“Jane Mace!” 1 gasped.

“Mr. Regan, please go over to that far
corner. Jordan, show him where the chair
is. You'll be concealed there. Don’t speak.”

I found the chair. Potter said to someone
near the door, “Bring Miss Mace in here.”

She came in, and she was bland, self-
assured and dignified.

She sat beside the table and said, “I
really must insist that you let me go.”
“In due time, Miss Mace. I want to ask
you a few questions.”
"’

“But you've already asked them!

“T know. At first you denied being re-
spon51b1e for the tip which was phoned in
in a man’s voice. Then I explained to you
the trap which Mr. Regan had devised.
You then changed your story and said that
you had phoned in the tip. Do you still
stick to that story?”

“I do. I have a deep voice for a woman.
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A mistake is possible. I phoned in the in-
formation because I have loyalty to my
country. I wanted Mr. Regan captured so
that he could do no further damage. Surely
you understand that?”

“We understand, Miss Mace. I have
information here to indicate that you have
no parents, no husband, no source of income
beside your position with this government
to which you are so loyal. Your salary is
thirty-one hundred dollars a year. Yet you
manage to pay three hundred dollars a
month for rent. I also have here copies of
your withholding tax statements and your
final statement for last year. You indicate
no outside source of income. I believe this
merits an explanation.”

“What has this got to do with Regan?”
she snapped.

“Possibly nothing.”

“I want a lawyer before I talk.”

“That seems very odd, Miss Mace. Come
now, you're a patriot. Can’t you see your
way clear to help us.”

She licked her underlip. “A friend pays
my rent, Mr. Potter.”

“He can’t be a very good friend. You
now owe two months’ rent.”

The famous Mace control split wide open.
Her voice climbed into a higher key. “He’ll
pay up, all right. T've told him and he
knows where his bread’s buttered, all right.
He has no damn right to inconvenience me
this way and I told him last night that he’d
have to—"

“Last night, Miss Mace?” Potter said
gently.

“That’s none of your business,” she said
sulkily, slumping in her chair.

“I'll be the judge of that. Now then,
Miss Mace, would you say that he had

stopped paying your rent because he was
tired of you, or because he temporarily
was embarrassed for funds?”

She smiled and it wasn’t a pretty smile.
“He isn’t exactly in any position to get
tired of me, friend.”

“Then he just happens to be out of
money. Did you see him after Mr. Regan
left you last night?”

- “What if I did?”

“Merely this. That, realizing his need
of money, you may have urged this man
to tip off the police and claim the reward.
That would account for the man’s veice.”

She sat up. “Sure! That’s just the way
it was. We decided that it would be an
easy way to get a thousand and Regan de-
served being captured anyway—after what
he did.”

“Then why didn’t you tell me this before,
Miss Mace?”

“As I said, I didn’t think it was any of
your business. I still don’t.”

POTTER paused and tapped on the top of
the table with a pencil. He smiled
softly at Jane and said, “Then here’s a
question you can answer, Miss Mace. If,
as you say, you had this friend call up the
police so as to earn a thousand dollars, why
on earth didn’t he give his name so that he’d
be able to collect?”

She jumped and opened her mouth,
closed it slowly and scowled at Potter.
“You're pretty smart, aren’t you?”

“Not at all, Miss Mace. Just logical.
And anxious to get straight answers. Jor-
den, take Miss Mace back to Room C and
have her held there. We may need her
later. Bring in Miss Dereen.”

Rita sat on the straight chair and beamed
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at Mr. Potter. He said, “Miss Dereen,
I've been very disappointed in you. I would
suspect from looking at you that you're a
very observant person. Very observant
indeed. Yet you have no theories regard-
ing any intrigue within the section in which
you work. All you say is that Regan is
innocent because he isn’t the type of person
to do that sort of thing. Surely you must
have your own nominee, if you feel Regan
isn’t the one.”

“T’d rather not say, Mr. Potter.”

“Miss Dereen, it wouldn’t be possible
that you’re concealing, shall we say, your
own lack of insight by pretendmg to con-
ceal something you in actuality don’t
know ?”

“Mr. Potter, unfortunately I work for a
living. In Washmgton rattmg on the boss
is acceptable only when you’re in a high
bracket. I’'m not.”

“Then it would be your boss that you’d
be—rattmg on?”

“I didn’t say that.”

“You inferred it.”

“You can’t take any action based on the
inferences of a tired old lady.”

“Thank you for your help, Miss Dereen.
Jorden, she may leave now and you can
bring Mr. Erton in.”

Wallace Erton sat down in the chair,
mopped his face with a big white handker-
chief and smiled ruefully about at the vague
figures in the darkness.

Potter didn’t speak. He looked at Erton
and slowly tapped his pencil on the desk
top. Erton shifted uncomfortably.

“Mr. Erton, I admxre a patroit,” Potter
said sharply.

Erton jumped. Potter continued, “Yes,
and I admire a selfless patriot. I admire
you, Mr. Erton.”

Wallace beamed at him.

“That is why, Mr. Erton, I'm going to
insist that you accept the thousand dollars
for reporting to us where we could find
Regan.”

Erton stopped beaming abruptly and his
lower hp hung away from his teeth. “But
I didn’t—

“Now. Now. The time for modesty is
past, Mr. Erton. We found out from Regan
before he died that only Miss Mace and
you knew that he was to be at Hal Wan-
derer’s place at five o’clock. Miss Mace
didn’t—it must have been vou. And I per-

sonally want the honor of handing you your
check for one thousand dollars.”

I had been almost unable to repress a
gasp when Potter had so casually written
me off the books.

Erton said, “Regan is dead?”

“Unfortunately yes. Shot to death as he
attempted to escape. And before we could
question him to any great extent.”

The handkerchief came out again and
the forehead was wiped thoroughly. Erton
smiled sheepishly.

Potter pressed him, “So you might as
well admit it, Mr. Erton and let us give
you the publicity you deserve.”

“You win, Mr. Potter It was my duty
and I did it.”

Potter frowned. “One little thing baffles
me, Mr. Erton. That is your reluctance to
admit to phoning in this information. You
were in charge of the office from which the
files were removed, and a certain amount
of censure would naturally come your way.
You could have wiped out that censure and
gotten even with the board—but you pre-
ferred to be anonymous. Furthermore, Miss
Mace tells us that you have fallen behind
in the payments on her rent and that she
is annoyed. You could have used the re-
ward. Yet, in spite of these two good
reasons—you preferred to remain anony-
mous. I don’t understand it.”

“What—what is this about apartment
rent—?”

Potter smirked. “Oh, come now, Mr.
Erton! Miss Mace has given us the story.”

Erton slumped in the chair and his face
was white. “All this will be off the record ?”

he pleaded.

“Of course. Of course. But you still
haven’t explained, you know.”

“I_ I—”

“Could it be that there is no explanation
that you can tell us Mr, Erton? Could it
be that you were anxious to have Regan
picked up because it made you uneasy to
have him free? You thought he might
stumble across something that would im-
plicate you ?”

“I resent—"

“Mr. Erton, you have a choice to make,
I believe that I am empowered to offer
you a very light sentence. All you have
to do is to tell me how you were contacted
originally and how much you did for them.
You merely gave them the combination of
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the safe, didn't you? What do you get?
Twenty thousand? If you haven't received
it yet, I believe that you can safely assume
that you won’t get it at all. Those people
don’t play fair, you know. Now, don’t
answer too qulckly, Mr. Erton. Think it
over. We've all got a lot of time, you
know.”

Potter was silent. Someone coughed.
A clock ticked solemnly. Wallace Erton
sat with trembling lips, looking through
Potter, through the far wall, off into some
distant and grim place. He opened his
mouth several times as though to speak
and then didn’t.

AT LAST, in a thin, reedy voice, he said,
“I had six thousand dollars saved up.
Jane was assigned to the office and once,
when we worked late, I took her to dinner.
That was the beginning of it. A year later
the six thousand was gone. Four months
ago I mortgaged my house. That money’s
gone, too. She’s taken every dime and
screamed for more. I—I don’t know what’s
wrong with me. I give in to her. She
threatens to tell my wife, to make sure it
gets in the gossip columms. I can’t work.”
He buried his face in his hands.

Potter prompted, “And so when you
were contacted—?”

“A man called me up at home. He said
he had to see me. We met on a street
corner and went around the block slowly
in his car. He told me that I could make
fifteen thousand very easily. He said that
all T had to do -was to tell him when the
office would be empty and tell him the
combination to the safe file. I refused.

“He called back, and Jane had charged
things that I had to pay for and I didn’t
have the money. I thought I'd go mad.
Then I remembered about how several of
the physicists had told me that the other
countries were about as far along as we
are and how it wouldn’t do much damage
and I agreed. He met me and gave me
five thousand dollars.

“That was last month. I bought Jane
a bracelet she wanted and I paid off back
bills with the rest. The man called me
up and I gave him Regan’s address. He
told me that if I backed out, they’d get
Jane and permanently disfigure her. They
seemed to know all about Jane. I couldn’t
stand that. They called me up at home the

night before they took the papers. I told
them that it was all set. They said that
after they had the papers they’d send me
ten thousand in cash disguised to look like
one of the book club shipments. I—I
haven’t gotten it yet.”

“Jorden, take Mr. Erton to Room F and
have him held there.”

When the door shut behind Erton, Potter
said, “Regan, come up here again.” I sat
down opposite him. I felt sick. T had wit-
nessed the collapse of a ‘man whom I had
liked.

“Regan, I have some instructions for
you. You will be held here and, when the
morning papers come out, you'll be re-
leased. Those morning papers will carry a
story of your having been kidnapped and
tied up in Miss Mace’s apartment, held
there at the instructions of Mr. Erton.
We'll intercept your letter to your reporter
friend. You can return to your job as soon
as you're physically able. You will say
nothing about anything you have heard in
this room. Nothing at all. Do you under-
stand ?”

“Yes, but I don’t—"

“Please don’t interrupt. You caused a
minor inconvenience by your childish stunt
of hiding from us. And some eager police-
man might have killed you for your trouble.
If you had actually been implicated, it
would have meant that our entire counter-
intelligence structure was faulty. You see,
the opposition planted Miss Mace in that
office and, in order to get a line on her
superiors, we gave her a favorable security
check.

“By observation of her friend, Mr. Er-
ton, we could guess from his mannerisms
just about when the lifting of the papers
was due. The guard was instructed to take
cover and fire to miss. He disobeyed and
wounded the man who rifled the office. We
found the thief the next day in a cheap
hotel room with a hole in his arm and his
skull smashed in. They didn’t want to risk
getting medical attention for him.

“In the meantime, we permitted the
papers access to enough information about
you so that they smoke-screened our real
efforts. We guessed that Erton was the
one who aided them, spurred on indirectly
by Miss Mace, their accomplice. Your little
scheme helped us a bit in getting a con-

(Please continue on page 96)
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It was a commando maneuver he
had never expected to use out-
side the army. . . .

\

Ben Kirk would be guest of honor
at the local gas chamber because he
crashed his boss’s private murder

party.
® o

EN KIRK flattened himself against
B a tree and squinted across the dark
lawn at the back of Roger Henning’s
unlit house. His eyes were bitter, the line
of his jaw grim. He squatted low, his
coat collar turned up against a thin drizzle
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slanting dismally out of a moenless, indigo
sky.

Hatred rankled in his heart. Hatred of
Roger Henning, the investment broker,
the solid citizen, rich and respected—the
man whose testimony before a jury during
the next few days would send him to
prison. A small muscle bulged whitely at
the corners of Kirk’s compressed lips.

He left his cover, ducked across the lawn,
and crouched low under an open window.
He hung there for a moment, tension build-
ing up inside him, hoping that Henning
would appear at the first sound, and won-
dering what the man would say.

Kirk moistened his lips. Six years he’d
worked for Henning. Six long years. And
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for what? Only to be charged now with
embezzlement.

He hoisted a foot over the sill. There
was no sound from within. His brow
ridged uncertainly. He took a breath,
pulled the other foot after him and was
standing on a soft rug. Kirk knew this
room well. To the right was a fireplace,
baokshelves on the left, the broad carved
desk directly ahead.

“Kirk!” It was a man’s softly whispered
voice.

An odd sensation scaled the length of
his spine. He stood stiffly, waiting. A
beam of light stabbed out suddenly., It
skewered him against the open window
like a great spider. He heard a brief harsh
laugh.

Ben Kirk blinked into the bright light,
his feet rooted to the floor, his heart ham-
mering.

“Henning ?” he asked.

His answer was a dull flat report that
fractured the silent night. Red-blue muzzle
flame licked wickedly out at him. The flash
beam snapped off, plunging the room into
darkness. Pain seared Ben Kirk’s side, high
along the ribs.

He whirled and dove head first through
the window. His hands were buried wrist
deep in a rain-softened flower bed. He
rolled over to his feet and went racing
across the lawn, pain stabbing him at each
step, his lungs sucking in breath.

Then he heard the grind of an automobile
starter. He reached the back fence, clam-
bered over it and rah diagenally across the
street, legs pumping hard. At that moment
the car careened around the corner, coming
from the front of the house. Its headlamps
glared at him like the eyes of some malev-
olent beast. It missed him by inches.

Night and expanding distance swallowed
it. But Kirk had seén and recognized the
maroon chassis. He was walking rapidly,
putting distance between himself and the
house. Others must have heard the shot
and police cars would be converging there
in a matter of minutes.

The wound leaked moistly. He clamped
a balled handkerchief against it under his
coat, stemming the flow. His knees felt
rubbery. He considered returning to his
apartment and vetoed the idea at once. If
the cops were looking for him they would
certainly be staked out there.

“He plodded along, lost in thought, his
brow damp and lined. He couldn’t figure
it. He had not expected Henning to am-
bush him. A scowl curved his mouth down-
ward. What was Henning after? What
was he up to? Why had he called earlier
that evening?

When the phone rang Kirk had said:
“Hellpt ¢

“Kirk?” The voice was a furtive whis-
per. Barely audible.

“Yes.”

“Henning. I want to talk to you. On the
quiet. Come over to the house at ten.
Sneak across the back lawn. I’ll leave the
study window open. You know which one.
Climb in and wait for me.”

Then the line had clicked dead.

Kirk hadn’t liked the idea. Nevertheless
he went, since it might have something to do
with his trial. He’d accepted the invita-
tion like a drowning man grabbing an in-
flated tube only to have it expire at his
fingertips. He'd been greeted by a demoniac
laugh and a bullet.

His strength was ebbing. His wound
needed attention. But he knew that all
firearm injuries have to be reported to the
police. Hence a hospital was out of the
question. So too, for that matter, was a
private doctor.

It was then that he remembered Glantz
—-Dr. Wilfred Glantz. True, the doctor was
a very close friend of the Henning family.
They had, in fact, introduced him to Kirk.
He had semed like a decent enough fellow
ﬁnd lile might be inclined to give Kirk a

reak.

KIRK flagged a cab and gave the driver
the doctor’s address. He was con-
serving his strength. Ten minutes later he
was standing at the street entrance. He
depressed the bell. After a brief wait, the
lock bedded back, the door opened and
Glantz squinted out. Surprise widened his
eyes and his mouth fell slightly open.
“Kirk!” he exclaimed.

“Let me in, doc.” Ben Kirk pushed
into the office. He shut the door and leaned
heavily against it. His whole face was shin-
ing with prespiration.

Glantz eyed him sharply. “You're hurt.”

“Accident,” Kirk said.

“Here, sit down.” A white enameled
chair scraped across the floor.
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Kirk dropped onto it, shrugged out of
his suitcoat and pulled up his shirt, re-
vealing the crimson smear. Glantz scarcely
looked at it. His eyebrows were curiously
bunched, a frown dug between them.

“You’ve been shot,” he said.

Ben nodded slowly.

“How did it happen?”’ Glantz demanded,
watching him narrowly.

“I was cleaning my gun,” Kirk said.
“An army souvenir. I didn’t know it was
loaded.”

The doctor’s fingers combed nervously
through his hair. He inhaled deeply. “You
understand, Kirk, I'll have to notify the
police.” He sounded hostile.

Ben shrugged. “I don’t have a permit
for the gun.”

Glantz shook his head. He was a broad

slope-shouldered man with thick wooly

hair, a heavy chin, and eyes that were not
friendly. He jabbed a thick finger at him-
self. “Me, you come to me. There are a
thousand doctors in the city. Why do you
have to come to me, a friend of the Hen-
nings? After you stole his money. You
know how close I am to them.”

“You're the only doctor 1 know,” Ben
Kirk said. “I thought you might give me
a break.” =

Glantz’s mouth tightened. “All right, I'll
treat your wound. But I don’t make the
laws and I have no intention of breaking
them. I can’t jeopardize my position. I
don’t see why I should.”

He bent over and got busy. Antiseptic
was like an applied flame. Kirk sat stolidly.
Gauze pads were held into position by ad-
hesive tape.

“Heow bad is it?” he asked.

“Just gouged out some meat. A few
inches more and you wouldn’t need me.
You'd need an undertaker.” He straight-
ened. His eyes met Kirk’s briefly. A scowl
tugged at his eyebrows. He went over to
his desk and picked up the phone.

Kirk stepped in. He summoned his re-
serve strength and rabbit-punched Glantz.
The doctor pitched forward like a clubbed
- steer. Ben Kirk exhaled noisely.

“Sorry,” he said, and went out into the
street.

He found a small bar and wedged him-
self into a rear booth with a glass of scotch.
He banged it down in a single gulp. Then
he leaned back, letting the alcohol fire his

blood. Dance music drifted back to him
from a small radio behind the bar. :

Exhaustion hit him, weighted his mus-
cles. He drooped dispiritedly, putting his
face between his fingers. He tried to think.
The whole setup was a puzzle with the key
pieces missing. The music stepped and he
had to listen to a news bulletin. Suddenly
his chin came up as the announcer spoke
fluidly : %

“We return to the local scene. The
police tonight have cast a city-wide dragnet
to catch Benjamin Kirk, the alleged slayer
of Roger Henning, prominent investment
broker of this city. Henning was shet to
death at his home tonight by an assailant
said to be Kirk, whe apparently gained ac-
cess through a library window and put a
single bullet into Henning’s temple. Blood-
stains on the window sill and a discharged
automatic in the victim’s hand led the police’
to believe that Henning managed to fire
one shot at the killer and wound him before

‘he got away.”

- Kirk leaned forward, his face strained,
the pulse pounding furiously against his
throat, his fingers like sticks of ice. The
announcer centinued :

“At present Kirk is under indictment,
charged with embezzling forty thousand
dollars from Henning’s firm, where he was
employed as a cashier. The trial was set
for tomorrow, with Kirk out on bail and
Henning slated to appear as the principal
witness.

“Kirk’s fingerprints, on file at police
headquarters, were also found on the win-
dow sill of the slain man’s study. He is
said to have been nursing a bitter hatred
against his former employer. If Kirk is
found suffering from a bullet wound, police
claim the case against him will be ironclad.

“Mrs. Ethel Henning, wife of the victim,
and Violet Molloy, a maid, were both home
at the time, but had retired for the night.
Although Mrs. Henning heard the explo-
sions, she thought they came from a car
backfiring in the street. Not until later,
when her husband failed to appear, did she
go down to investigate. Almost hysterical,
she notified the police at once—" :

The barman changed the program. Kirk
sat motionless, his mouth small and very
tight. This changed it. If he was in a jam
before, he was now caught in a threshing
machine. From embezzlement to murder.’
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From a prison sentence to the gas chamber.
From a wrecked life to no life at all.

The case against him was indeed iron-
clad. His fingerprints at the scene of the
crime, his footprints in the soft garden
earth, his blood on the window sill, the bul-
let wound in his side. Everything neatly
packaged for the District Attorney, includ-
ing motive.

He rose. He was thmkmg about a low-
slung maroon convertible that had gone
racing away from Henning’s house directly
after the shots had been fired. Ben Kirk
had seen that car on several occasions when
its owner had appeared at the office to make
one of his few legitimate investments.

Hugo Trask was a professional gambler.
He’d wager a fortune on the turn of a card
of the outcome of a city election. He had
half the police department in his hip pocket.

Kirk inhaled through sharpened nostrils.
He’d been caught in the glare of Trask’s
headlamps, fleeing the murder scene. Such
eye-witness testimony could clinch a con-
viction. But Trask hadn’t talked. And the
reason was obvious. He did not want to
place himself at the scene. Why? Was he
hiding something? Grim-jawed, Kirk went
to the street, hopped aboard a passing cab.

He knew the dangers of a public appear-
ance. But the risk was unavoidable.

ONE mile beyond town, off the main
road, stood an old mansion, its white-
pillared portico bathed in the flickering
green light of a neon sign that advertised
its name:

VILLA MADRID

Here, to the music of a soft rhumba band,
the town’s cafe society collected and danced
and carried on their small intrigues. And
in a guarded room on the upper floor a man
could relax n a poker game. No limit,
not a game for small fry or pikers. Hugo
Trask was part owner of the club and the
second floor was his headquarters.

Behind a car in the parking space, Kirk
propped a piece of paper against his knee
and wrote: 4 maroon cowvernble was seen
leaving Roger Henning's home at the twme
he was killed. The cops might be interested.

Then he entered the club, went past the
hatcheck girl and ascended the broad stairs.
A tall man in a tux was lounging against
a door. Kirk approached him and proffered

the note. “For Hugo Trask,” he said.

The man disappeared. Presently he
emgrged opened the door wide and stepped
aside

Hugo Trask sat behind a small desk. He
was a high-shouldered man with an angular
jaw and collapsed cheeks and flat eyes. He
had a gray face and thin bloodless lips. He
glanced at Kirk’s note again and his face
registered no particular emotion.

“What does this mean?” he asked in a
curiously lazy voice.

“Just what it says,” replied Kirk.

“Who saw me leaving Henning’s
house?”

1 didi’*

A thin smile twitched at Trask’s lips.
“Nonsense. I've been playing cards all
evening. Six witnesses will swear I never
left the club.”

“They’d be lying,” Kirk said evenly
“And a good prosecutor could prove it.”

;l"rask frowned. “What are you driving
at »

Kirk gave it to him as a simple state-
ment of fact. “I think you killed Roger
Henning,” he said.

Hugo Trask sat erect, still smiling, but
his eyes were sharp, guarded. “Me? I
killed Roger Henning? And just what
would I be using for motive?”

“Revenge,” Kirk said. “Henning’s firm
was going on the rocks. Your investments
were being wiped out. You didn’t like
that. You claimed negligence and you
wanted him to make good. He couldn’t do
;A

"“A matter of twenty-five grand. You
think I'd risk a murder rap for chicken
feed ?”

Kirk bent forward. “There’s more to it
than that. You had your eye on Henning’s
wife. 1 saw her here with you several
times.”

Trask dropped the smile. His tongue
rode slowly around the rim of his mouth.
His eyelids were hooded. “You take some
pretty dangerous chances,” he said very
softly. “Loose talk can buy you a load of
trouble.”

“Trouble?” Kirk shrugged. “Brother,
I got more troubles now than I can
handle.”

Suddenly Hugo Trask put his head back
and laughed. He was sure of himself. “It’s
your word against mine. And I have six
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witnesses. You haven’t got a chance, Kirk.
You're a guy wanted for murder. Go ahead
and call the cops. There’s the phone.” He
leaned back, relaxed.

It stumped Kirk. He’d been waiting for
Trask to make a play. Instead, Trask had
returned the ball and told him to go ahead.
He tried a bluff. He picked up the phone
and said: “Get me police headquarters.”

He was watching Trask carefully and he
saw the smile waver. The inner corners of
his brows peaked together. Then he sighed
and pulled open the desk drawer and
reached into it.

HIS move was a catalytic agent. Kirk
reacted violently. He lunged over the
desk, one hand clawing the drawer shut,
the other slamming the handset against
Trask’s ear. He heard the cartilage crack
and saw blood appear. Kirk kept the
drawer shut, wedging Trask’s wrist in a
fierce wooden vice. The gambler’s features
were horribly distorted.

The faces of the two men were inches
apart. Kirk’s lips were peeled back over
clenched teeth. The muscles in his fore-
arm were swollen. Trask stopped trying
to free his hand. His face was streaming
with sweat. It was bone white and he looked
as if he was going to faint. His wrist was
turning blue.

Kirk released the drawer enough to per-
mit withdrawal of the hand. The fingers
were beginning to fatten like liver sausages.
Trask slumped back.

Kirk went around and opened the drawer
wide, It held a cigarette case, a lighter, and
several oblong slips of paper. No gun was
in sight. He felt foelish. He had probably
broken Trask’s wrist for nothing. He was
on the point of speaking when something
caught his eye. A familiar scrawled signa-
ture on one of the slips of paper. No mis-
take. He'd seen it often enough. Roger
Henning’s signature.

He took the slips and his eyes narrowed.
I. O. U’s, three of them, for ten thousand
apiece. His eyes met Trask’s with an al-
most physical impact. He gave a short
reckless laugh.

“So you wouldn’t kill Henning for
twenty-five grand. Well, here’s thirty thou-
sand more. I don’t suppose you’d kill him
for that either. But these are gambling
debts and that’s something else again, isn’t

it, Trask? When a man welches on a
gambling debt you don’t write it off, do
you? That would be bad business. That
would encourage the lushes to step in over
their heads. So the welchers must be taken
care of, mustn’t they?”

Trask kept watching him, his face stiff
and his nostrils pinched.

“Okay,” Kirk went on. “Henning was
in bad financial shape and he couldn’t pay
his losses. You kept dunning him. You
drove him to the wall. He got desperate
and he stole money from his firm and then
he tried to frame me for it. But it still
wasn’t enough. He had to make good his
losses and he kept on gambling until he got
in so deep he couldn’t pull himself out.
There was nothing left to steal. He was at
the end of his rope and you had to chill
him because he couldn’t make good on his
debts.”

“No,” Trask said sullenly. “I didn’t kill
him. He owed me money, but I didn’t kill
him. A guy like Henning is too prominent.
The cops would turn over too many rocks.
It would be too dangerous.”

“Sure,” Kirk said bitterly. “That’s why
you rigged me for the kill. That’s why you
cooked up a scheme to get me there and
make it look like I killed him.”

Trask’s face was blank.

“It was a beautiful fix,” Kirk said. “Too
beautiful. Call Kirk on the phone. Whis-
per that it’s Henning. Get him to sneak
in the back way. To leave his fingerprints
on the window sill and his footprints in
the flower bed. And I fall for it. I fall,
hook, line, and sinker. I get myself tailored
for the gas chamber.”

Trask’s brow was deeply pleated. He
was thinking, weighing it deliberately.
Plainly he didn’t like it. Such a story, if
proved, would recoil against him. He too
had been at the scene of the murder and
there was plenty of motive against him,

His eyes met Kirk’s eyes. “I’ll level with
you,” he said quietly. “I was at the house,
yes. But I never got inside. I was about
to ring the bell when I heard the shot.
For a moment it froze me. Then I did what
anybody would do. I beat it down to my
car and got away from there.”

Kirk’s jaw was stubborn. “But that
still doesn’t explain why you went there in
the first place.”

Trask nodded. “I went there to give
Henning one last chance. To throw a scare
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into him. I knew that he had an insurance
policy on his life worth a hundred grand
with a heavy cash-in value. I was ready to
settle with him if he’d raise some money on
it.”

Despite himself, Ben Kirk was inclined
to believe the story. But it still left him
holding the bag. He stood there, rolling
it around in his mind, and slowly he was
certain of one thing—whatever the truth
was it could be found only where the frame
had taken place.

He nodded at Trask. The gambler made
no move to detain him. He went outside
and lurked in the shadows until a cab drew
up to discharge some new arrivals. He
jumped in before it could take off. “Corner
of Woodwerth and Clover,” he told the
driver. :

That was two blocks from his destination.
He didn’t like it but he had no choice. Self-
preservation dictated the visit. By now,
anyway, the body would have been re-
moved. And the police certainly would
not be looking for him at the Henning
home.

AFTER the cab discharged him, he
walked slowly. Half a block from the
house a low white-topped car suddenly
crawled around the corner and rolled to-
wards him. A police cruiser. Kirk caught
his breath. He was in the dark island be-
tween two street lamps when it came
abreast and slowed, keeping apace with
him.

Apprehension tingled along his spine.
The faces of the cops were two pale blobs
behind the windshield. He heard the drone
of a radio. He forced himself to maintain
an even casual step. If he turned and

bolted they would probably tag him with
a hail of lead.

The prowl car picked up speed and was
on its way. Kirk emptied his lungs. He
felt weak. The cops had taken small stock
in that old saw about a criminal returning
to the scene of his crime.

He wheeled through the gate now, and
went along the concrete walk to the front
door. Luck was still with him. The knob
turned easily under his hand. Someone
had bedded the latch in the off position,
probably some cop, since there had been so
much coming and going, who had then for-
gotten to release it.

Kirk stepped into the large hall, very
quietly, closing the door behind him and
standing still. In a case like this, where
the police believed the solution a simple
one, where they thought they knew both
the killer and his motive, they might have
neglected Henning’s private papers. Kirk
wanted a look at them and memory piloted
him through the darkness towards the
library.

Suddenly he stopped again, his chin
lifted. Voices drifted down indistinctly
from overhead. He moved towards the
stairs. The voices seemed raised in argu-
ment. He went up quietly and glided down
the hall on thick broadloom that cushiened
his steps. A wedge of light slanted across
the floor from a door standing slightly ajar.
Pressed against a wall he could see into a
bedroom.

- Mrs. Ethel Henning, a pale blonde with
a long supple figure in a green nightgewn,
sat on the edge of a huge bed. Her cyclamen
red mouth was pressed thin in a taut,
scraped ivory face. She was staring un-
happily at a girl directly in front of her.
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Kirk recognized the dark-haired maid,
Violet Molloy. Small but compact, with a
broad face, her eyes held a hard calculating
expression. She was leaning forward, her
neck rigidly out-thrust.

“I don’t intend arguing all night,” she
said in a harsh uncompromising voice. “A
chance like this comes only once in a life-
time. Let me have a look at your jewel
box. I'll take my choice and get out.”

Iithel Henning swallowed. “But there’s
nothing left, Violet.”

“You're lying!” It was a fierce whisper,

“No, Violet, it’s the truth. Shall I show
you the empty box?”

“Do you take me for a fool?” sneered
Violet. “You used to travel around giit-
tering like a Christmas tree. Diamonds,
emcraldb, rubies—where are they? What
have you done with them?”

“Roger sold them. He had all my jewels
in his safe deposit box and he sold every-
thing witheut my knowledge. He needed
the money desperately. That's the truth,
Violet. T swear it.”

The maid flung her hand out vehemently.
“How can I be sure? How do I know
youre not lying: I don’t trust you and I
mean to get my hands on something to-
night.”

Mrs. Henning slumped.
anything,”
penny.”’

“You will have though,” Violet said.
“Two hundred thousand dollars, in cash.”
Dark eyes glittered avariciously and she
took a step forward, her voice shrill. “I
want half, do you understand? Half. Not
a cent less. And if I don’t get it you're
going to dance off at the end of a rope. Or
1s it the gas chamber in this state?”

Kirk saw the gathering iutensity of fear
in I'thel Henning’s dilated pupils. Horror
whiplashed across her face. Her voice had
a frantic earnestness. “You're talking non-
sense, Violet. \Vhat a dreadful thing to
say. They can’t execute any of us and you
know it. We didn't kill Roger. We had
nothing to do with his death.”

Violet’s face sharpened. “But they can
execute Mr. Kirk,” she said hitingly. “And
they will. You'd let them do that, wouldn't
you? And that would be murder as sure
as if you yours self had put a knife into his
heart.”

Ethel Henning caught her breath. She

“But I haven'’t
she said dismally. “Not a

released her lips from between her teeth
and leaned forward earnestly. “What do
you care, Violet? He’s nothing to us. Be-
sides, death isn’t so terrible. Everyone has
to die sometime.”

Violet lifted her shoulders. “Listen, I
don’t care about Mr. Kirk. All I want is
to make sure I get my share.”

“Oh, you will, Violet, you will. I promise
you that. Just be patient. More money
than you ever dreamed of having.”

“No tricks?” The maid was still sus-
picious.

“No tricks, Violet. I swear it. Don’t you
see? We couldn’t possibly doublecross you.
If you breathe so much as one single syl-
lable about what happened, they’d track us
down and take away every last nickel.”

Small square teeth gnawed indecisively
in Violet's lips. Her eyes were brooding
and restless. ‘“All right,” she said finally.
“T’ll stick with you. I’ll have to trust you.
Only remember, if you ever try—"

That was the last word Kirk ever heard
her say. A terrific blow, dealt to the back
of skull, gave him a splintered instant of
flashing pain and then he plunged headlong
into darkness.

HE blackout interval seemed brief. He

floundered out of it slowly, groping his
way back to consciousness. His muscles
felt sluggish, as if the blow had dulled some
central nerve. He was aware that people
were looking down at him and he kept his
eyes closed.

“Lucky you came,” he heard Ethel Hen-
ning say. “I don’t know how long he’d
been standing there or how much he heard.”

“What got into Violet anyhow "’ It was
a man’s voice, clipped and precise.

“She was impatient,” replied Ethel Hen-
ning. “She came here demanding my
jewels.”

“The fool! The little fool!”

Recognition of the man’s voice was danc-
ing on the tip of Kirk’s memory. Then it
hit him. Glantz—Dr. Wilfred Glantz. The
knowledge triggered a charge of blood to
his brain. No wonder the doctor had been
shocked when he’d turned up at the ofhce
to have his wound dressed.

Glantz gave a sardonic laugh. “So Violet
wanted jewel: did she? Well, my dear,
she won’t be wanting anything at all now—
or ever, for that matter. Perhaps it’s just
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as well. I had a feeling she couldn’t be
trusted.”

“What shall we do with her?”

“Do? What does one usually do with a
corpse?! We'll bury her. Tomght. In the
wooded section behind the house. And I
think it might be wise to pack her clothes
and plant them with her. That way the
police will think she ran away. Otherwise
they may come poking around after her.”

“And Kirk? What about him?”

Glantz said thoughtfully: “I would have
preferred to let the state deal with him.
Legally executed for Roger’s murder, the
case would be wound up once and for all.”

“Perhaps it still isn’'t too late,” Ethel
Henning suggested hopefully.

Ben Kirk did not move while Glantz
considered it. He kept his breathing regu-
lar.

“We can’t chance it,” the doctor said
deliberately. “Kirk must die.” Then he
laguhed again, quietly, with a sort of con-
tained malevolence. “The police will con-
tinue their search. Eventually they'll con-
clude that he left the country. His dis-
appearance will help to establish his guilt.

nd all the time he’ll be right here, buried .

with Violet. We'll plant them in a double
grave. It will save a bit of digging, eh, my
dear?”

“Then do it,” Ethel Henning said sharp-
ly. “Do it now.”

Kirk’s heart suffered a violent spasm.
He seemed to sense the barrel of a gun
yawning down at him.

Glantz chuckled softly. “I better put
some papers under him. We can’t have
bloodstains all over the floor.”

“There are newspapers in the next
room.”

“T'H fetch them,” Glantz said. “You get
the car out of the garage.”

Two pairs of feet left the room. Kirk was
alone. Desperation drove him surgingly to
his feet. This was his chance, Whatever
he was going to do must be done at once,
with no margin for error.

His eyes spurted around Ethel Henning’s
berdoom, searching for a weapon, paused
momentarily on Violet Molloy. She lay
where she had fallen, at the foot of the bed.

Footsteps bore down the hall, back to-
ward the bedroom. Kirk’s temples pounded.
His eyes encompassed the room in a fran-
tic encircling glance. The only possible

weapons were the elaborate array of per-
fume bottles.

Kirk surged against the wall. He stood
behind the door, flatfooted, crouching for-
ward, his muscles tense and alert. Glantz
entered, advanced a single step and stopped
dead, his eyes rooted to the spot where a
moment before he had left Kirk prone on
the floor. His jaw sagged. Then a gutteral
noise rumbled deep in his throat, His right
hand, holding the gun, jerked up.

Kirk lunged in from behind. He hooked
one arm around Glantz’s throat and gripped
the gun hand, a commando maneuver he
had never expected to use outside of the
army. The doctor twisted against him with
the frenzied violence of a trapped animal.

The two men swayed, locked against
each other. Glantz had a great bear
strength, but Kirk was fighting for his life.
The wound in his side sliced him with pain.
Glantz was straining the gun muzzle around
toward Kirk, who felt his grip slipping. He
put his last ounce of energy against the
doctor’s throat, pinching off the windpipe.

GLANTZ emitted a racking noise. A
bluish hue crept into his face and sweat
glistened on his streaming brow. Then,
suddenly, he relaxed, sagging heavily
against Kirk. He was a dead weight. Kirk
released him.

It was pure reflex that sent Glantz’s
hands under him to break the fall. He fell
over on the gun and there was muffled ex-
plosion. His whole body jerked spasmodi-
cally and then lay quiet.

Kirk stood here, motionless, panting,
and after a moment he bent over and made
certain that Glantz was dead. He turned
and walked stiff-legged into the hall and
down the stairs. He heard a car pull up at

. the front door. He went out into the night.

“Is it done?” Ethel Henning asked.

“Yes,” he said. “It’s done.”

She heard his voice and did not move.
She was staring rigidly ahead. Then, very
slowly, she turned and saw Kirk, his face
dimly bathed in moonlight. A shudder ran
through her body. A cry was strangled
against her hung jaw, and she shrank back
against the seat, her mouth drooling with
fear.

“Glantz is dead,” Kirk said.
the last one left.”

She began to shake.

“You're
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“Move over,” Kirk said. “I'll drive.”

“Where—where to?”

“Back to town. Police headquarters.”

A gasp wrenched out of the downward
curved mouth, “Oh, no, Kirk. Don’t—
don’t do this.” Her skin was taut over a
face bleached deathly white in the darkness.

“There’s no other way,” he said. “You're
going to give yourself up.”

“But why ?”’ she whispered. “What have
I done?”

“You murdered Violet Molloy.”

“No.” It was an anguished cry. “Glantz
did it. He shot her.”

Kirk shrugged. “It’s the same thing. As
his accomplice you're equally guilty.”

Her face came apart. “Oh, Kirk,” she
whimpered, “have pity.”

“Pity ?”’ His voice held contempt. “You
ask me to have pity? After you tried to
frame me for killing your husband.”

“It was Wilfred's idea. Nobody killed
him.”

“I know,” Kirk said harshly. “He com-
mitted suicide. He had been gambling
heavily. He lost his own money, then he
lost money belonging to his clients—so he
fixed it to look like I was guilty of embez-
zlement. But he kept gettirg in deeper and
even selling your jewels wasn’t enough.
The gamblers were crowding him to the
wall. He was scared and beaten and he
decided to end it all and he put a bullet
through his brain.”

She sat there, watching him, transfixed,
like a single motion picture frame in a
jammed projector. Hands were a bowknot
at her throat, lips caught between her teeth,
eyes abnormally bright and feverish.

him,” Kirk said. “You had to do something -
and do it fast. Your husband had an in-
surance policy worth a hundred grand—
nullified if he took his own life. So you had
to make it look like murder, especially
since it provided for double indemnity if
he died by violence.

“But you needed a fall guy and I was
custom-tailored for the rap. Dr. Glantz
phoned me and he asked me to come out
to the house. When I stepped through the
window he fired a shot to wound me and
make the case airtight. Then he replaced
the suicide gun with another. Whose idea
was it? Yours or Glantz's? It doesn’t mat-
ter. You were both in on it.”

Her face was upraised and streaked.
Her breathing came out torn and shredded.
She clutched frantically at his sleeve. “Lis-
ten to me, Ben, listen—all that money—"

He jerked his arm free. “Nothing
doing,” he said savagely. “We could never
explain it. Too many people are dead. A
girl has been killed in cold blood and some-
body is going to pay for it. You, baby.
You're going to sit in that little room where
they drop the capsule that releases the gas
and puts an end to all your troubles.”

Her chin went amuck, the whole lower
part of her face was waltzing crazily.
“Don’t say that, Ben!” she cried thinly.
“Don’t say it. There must be some other
wa}’,”

He laughed mirthlessly. “The only way
for you, baby, is down, six feet down.”

He opened the door and crowded her
away from the wheel. He felt no elation,
Ethel Henning had a face and a figure and
she might even get off with life. He put the
car in gear and released the clutch.

“Glantz was with you when you found

SATANS SEHADOW

You can’t tell the devil by his shadow. Even along Satan’s Mile, Chicago, the
shadow wasn’t recognized on the late summer day in 1896 that marked the laying of
the cornerstone of the greatest criminal empire the world has ever known. A robbery
case had been brought before Judge James Goggin, who dignified the occasion with one
of the strangest jud1c1al decisions in history.

Judge Goggins set the defendants free on the grounds that the victim had asked to
be robbed—by visiting Satan’s Mile!

A precedent—or a prophecy? Some thirty years later Satan’s Mile ran all Chicago—
and Al Capone kicked suburban Cicero’s mayor down the steps of the latter’s own City
Hall in broad daylight. Among people who witnessed the incident was a uniformed
policeman—who turned his face away. £




RPEITER OFF BURIE

By JOHN N.
POLITO

“You’re going to need to

hire me. No kidding.” = o

Johnny was only another dead skid-
row drunk — but his hot-dish widow
was just too damn sure of herself . . .

* * *

MIDDLE-AGED desk-clerk with
pop eyes, a green eye-shade and
sleeve garters watched me as I
walked carefully through the lobby. I was
feverish and jumpy and I didn’t want to
jar my hangover too much. The climb to
the second floor of the hotel sent my pulse
rate up a notch, and I still breathed a httle

and me.

heavily as 1 entered Room Number 217.

The sharp odor of burning cloth and
felt, and something else, still hung heavily
in the air of the small room. Some bed
clothes in a soaked and dripping heap were
flung across the wooden chair near the soli-
tary window. The mattress on the bed was
bare to the stained ticking, and half burned
away. The inner edge of the burn formed
a long “S,” as though someone had been
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lying there on the bed. Someone had.

A chest of drawers completed the decor.
Lieutenant Romano leaned against it as he
made notes on the back of an envelope.
Giesler, his partner on Homicide, was star-
ing out the window at an apartment across
the alley. A gal was just getting up, at two
in the afternoon. Giesler turned as 1 en-
tered the room and sniffed.

“I thought I smelled something. What’s
on your mind, Norman?"”

“Nothing much, Giesler, just curiosity.”

“Okay, then turn it around and prowl
back out. This is police business.”

Romano looked up from his notes and
made me a smile. He said to Giesler:

“Take it easy, Joe. Kedzie’'s a pal; he
helps the police out now and then.” He
lifted a dark eyebrow at me, adding : “Don’t
you, Mr. Norman.”

CSure: any time. Mind if I look around,
Lieutenant ?"

“Help  yourself, Ked, but don’t mess
anything up. The boys ‘don’t have photo-
graphs yet—for the record, you know.”

“I thought they found the guy this morn-
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“Check. A drunk went to sleep with a
cigarette in his hand, bingo, a stiff. Sim-
ple.”

I looked at an ash tray on the floor along-
side the bed, overflowing. Near that a
corked bottle of whiskey, with about two
inches of liquor in the bottom. A pair of
blue pin-striped trousers on the floor near
the foot of the bed. The sodden mattress.

That was it. Lonely, sodden death in a
grimy, third-rate hotel on the edge of skid-
row. I stooped down to look at the bottle.
It was covered with fingerprints.

“Going to check the bottle, Lieutenant?”

“Nope. We've got the whole story, even
whose fingerprints might be on it.”

Giesler chimed 1n: “Norman, why don’t
you go get some air? This case is closed,
finished, all over.” He made a shooing
motion toward the door.

“He’s right, Ked. We've got it all tied
up. Accident.”

I said, “Yeah? Then why are you two
guys checking up now?”

Giesler turned to his partner. “Romano,
every time this peeper gets near me he
louses up a case. Let’s toss him out.”

He walked over to me, his fat face mot-
tled and ugly.
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